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    Her Boss Came to Dinner

    “So, Cole, your wife tells me you’re an artist?” Vincent asked before tipping back his wine glass and taking a sip.

    Cole was a little apprehensive around Teri’s boss. She’d gotten promoted faster than expected and seemed to be a rising star and he didn’t want to be the one responsible for slowing her ascent. It didn’t seem logical that offering a dumb answer to a simple question could do that, but Cole didn’t have any experience with the corporate world.

    “I am, yeah,” Cole answered.

    Vincent stared at Cole for a few seconds before saying, “Well, what sort of artist are you?”

    Cole was surprised at how intimidated he felt around Vincent. Part of it was that Teri had talked incessantly about what a brilliant man he was and how great it was to work for someone that possessed intelligence, talent, and exceptional drive. Part of it was that Vincent was taller, broadly built, and imbued with a kind of confidence that Cole had never possessed.

    “Right, yes, sorry,” Cole stammered. He felt foolish. He assumed Teri had told her boss a little more about him. “I’m a painter.”

    “A painter. Really? There can’t be much money in that, can there?” Vincent said.

    Cole felt the sense of inferiority that he imagined Vincent was trying to create. It wasn’t the first time he’d felt it. The other man was right, of course. There wasn’t much money in painting. If he sold a painting he tended to make a lot of money, but that didn’t happen very often.

    Before he could answer, Teri joined them. “You’re right Vincent, there isn’t a great deal of money to be made in painting, but money isn’t the most important thing in the world. There’s a lot to be said for doing something that makes you happy.”

    Much to Cole’s surprise, Teri sat on the couch with her boss instead of joining him on the love seat. There was plenty of space between them, but it stills truck him as a little strange.

    Vincent smiled and sipped his wine once more before saying, “I can see your point, Teri, but there’s something to be said for the freedom that having money offers. I mean, couldn’t Cole paint as a hobby while working a job that actually paid him a living wage?”

    When Teri told him her boss was coming over for dinner, Cole had not imagined the evening going this way. He thought it would be a pleasant and potentially awkward couple of hours. He didn’t think he’d have his life choices challenged.

    “It’d be awfully hard to find time to spend with my wife if I made that choice, Vincent,” Cole shot back. There was a little more edge to his voice that he would have liked and he immediately regretted his tone.

    A quick, hard look washed over Vincent’s face before he smiled again. “Well, at least your wife has proven to be an excellent employee with a varied, genuinely impressive skill set and a work ethic like I’ve never seen before. If she continues to show this kind of dedication and willingness to do whatever it takes to get the job done, it won’t be long before she’s making enough money to support your little painting hobby for the rest of your life.”

    “Be nice, Vincent,” Teri said as she looked at her boss.

    Cole was certain he saw a quick smile flash across his wife’s face as she looked at her boss. Vincent was openly antagonizing him and Teri didn’t seem perturbed by it. In fact, she seemed amused.

    “I’d say I’m being quite nice, Teri,” Vincent said. He smiled back at her. “I could have suggested that your husband act like a man and get a real job to contribute to your family’s financial well-being instead of putting all the pressure on his wife to be the primary earner. I didn’t say that though, did I?”

    Teri smiled again. This time it wasn’t a quick flash. She wasn’t bothering to hide it. Cole felt blindsided. He felt humiliated, too. Vincent had inadvertently tapped into his insecurities. He didn’t like that he wasn’t a terribly successful painter and that he didn’t make much money. He hated it, in fact.

    Teri turned to her husband and smiled. “Don’t feel bad, honey. Vincent just can’t help himself. He’s a competitive, achievement-oriented man. It’s what drove him to build his company from the ground up. It’s what has made him so successful. He just struggles to identify with people that don’t approach work the same way he does.”

    Cole thought it was a little strange that Teri was making excuses for her boss with the man sitting just a few feet away. It didn’t seem to bother Vincent, though.

    “I suppose I shouldn’t judge you, Cole. I apologize,” Vincent said. “Your wife is right. I’ve always been the sort of man that sees something he wants and won’t stop until I’ve made it mine.”

    Cole was certain he saw his wife blush as Vincent explained himself. Teri looked at her boss and her fingers moved to her chest and caressed the small patch of skin that her blouse left exposed.

    “Cole likes to go with the flow,” Teri said. “He’s not really the sort of man that doggedly pursues a goal.”

    Teri didn’t sound annoyed or angry. It sounded like she was simply stating a fact, and Cole couldn’t really argue with her. He wasn’t a high achiever. Not really. He liked his life. He loved painting. He sold some of his artwork, too. He wasn’t a total failure. He just wasn’t a man like Vincent. He hadn’t started a multi-million dollar business. He didn’t have numerous employees.

    “Is she right, Cole?” Vincent asked.

    Cole looked at his wife’s boss. He saw the confident smile on his face. He wanted to argue. He wanted to deny that his wife was right. He couldn’t though.

    “She is,” Cole said. He tried to sound proud and a little defiant. He didn’t want to come off as ashamed of the life he’d chosen to pursue.

    “Of course I am,” Teri said before turning to her boss. “That’s why I fell in love with him. It was so different from what I’d grown up with. I couldn’t help but be drawn to how relaxed Cole was. I loved that he was so eager to pursue his passion, and to be honest, he’s an exceptionally good painter. His work is beautiful.”

    Cole couldn’t help but feel like there was a “but” coming.

    Vincent moved his hand across the couch cushion towards Teri. Cole watched as his wife slid closer to her boss, seemingly at his command.

    “Things have changed though, haven’t they?” Vincent asked. “You’ve changed.”

    Teri nodded. She moved closer to Vincent. Soon she was sitting next to him. Cole watched as another man caressed his wife’s leg.

    “You yearn for something more in a man now, don’t you?” Vincent said as he looked at Cole while running his hand over Teri’s leg in the tight skirt she’d worn to work that day.

    “I do,” Teri said as she looked at her husband.

    Cole felt frozen, like he couldn’t move from the couch. Vincent was openly groping his wife and he wasn’t doing anything about it. He just sat there and watched. For some reason, he didn’t feel compelled to get off the couch and try and stop it.

    Vincent carefully placed his wine glass on the coffee table and put his arm around Teri. He used his other hand to slowly unbutton her blouse, all while Cole’s wife looked into his eyes. It was almost as if she was challenging him to do something. After all, another man was undressing his wife.

    Cole saw the challenge. He knew that he was supposed to do something. He didn’t, though. Instead, he watched as Vincent reached into Teri’s shirt and played with her breast. Teri’s eyes closed and she moaned quietly as her boss slipped his hand into her bra.

    Cole looked at his wife’s boss. They stared at each other, one man eagerly disrupting the sanctity of the other’s marriage.

    “Your wife and I have gotten very close since she started working for me,” Vincent said. “Her work ethic and devotion to the company’s well being is exactly what I look for in an employee.”

    Teri turned to Vincent and kissed him. Cole watched as his wife’s tongue pushed into another man’s mouth. He listened as she moaned while Vincent’s hand worked eagerly inside her bra.

    “He gives me what I need, Cole,” Teri said after the kiss. “He gives me what I didn’t even know I needed.”

    Cole watched his wife unzip her boss’s pants and pull out an exceptionally large cock. Teri leaned down and wrapped her lips around it as Vincent’s hands snaked into her hair and pulled it out of the way, giving Cole a perfect view of his wife sucking someone else’s cock.

    “Teri, please, stop,” Cole said. “Don’t do this.”

    “This isn’t the first time she’s done this, Cole,” Vincent said. “It’s just the first time you’re going to watch.”

    Teri’s eyes were closed as she sucked Vincent’s cock. Her mouth moved up and down the shaft in a rhythmic motion. She moaned quietly as her boss stared at Cole.

    “Like she said, Cole, I give your wife something she didn’t even know she needed. I offer her something a man like you can’t offer,” Vincent said.

    “Please,” Cole said. It was all he could say. It was all he wanted to say. For some reason, watching his wife blow another man didn’t bother him nearly as much as he thought it was supposed to.

    “It’s okay if you like watching, Cole. Some men are into that. Some husbands don’t mind it at all,” Vincent said as Teri’s mouth continued to bob up and down on his hard cock. “You’re not the first husband I’ve cuckolded.”

    Vincent’s fingers entwined in Teri’s hair. He pushed her deeper on his cock. A look of satisfaction crossed his face as stared at Cole. He was fucking Teri’s mouth and she wasn’t doing anything to stop it. She seemed to welcome it, in fact.

    “Powerful men like me have long cuckolded men like yourself, Cole. It’s happened for hundreds, even thousands of years. Women like your wife find pleasure in offering themselves to someone stronger, wealthier, and more skillful in bed than their husbands.”

    Vincent pulled Teri’s mouth off his cock. A trail of spit ran from her lips to the tip of her tongue as she gasped for breath.

    “Isn’t that right, Teri?” he asked.

    Teri looked at her husband and smiled. “Yes.”

    Vincent didn’t say anything. He simply directed Teri’s mouth back to his cock and she opened wide. Once more her mouth was being fucked by her boss.

    “Do you see why your wife has advanced so quickly at my company, Cole? She’s shown this kind of dedication from day one. She does whatever is required to get the job done, which is a rare quality in an employee.”

    Cole considered that his wife had been working for Vincent for 18 months. Had she been offering him sexual service for that long?

    “Yes, Cole,” Vincent said, seemingly reading his mind. “Your wife offered me her mouth on her first very day on the job. She made it very clear she was willing to do whatever it took to show me that she wanted to be part of my inner circle, that she had what it took to be a valued member of my team. She was right, too.”

    Vincent pulled Teri’s mouth off his cock once more. He released her hair and said, “Go kiss your husband, Teri.”

    Teri stood up and sauntered towards Cole. He remained seated. He was transfixed by the spectacle. He wanted to be angry, but he couldn’t quite muster it. Instead, he was oddly aroused.

    Teri stopped in front of Cole. She bent over. Her lips were still slippery with saliva. Vincent stood up and walked behind her.

    “Kiss your husband, Teri,” Vincent said as he pulled up Teri’s tight skirt and pulled down her panties.

    Cole looked into his wife’s eyes. He didn’t move as she came closer. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to kiss her. She’d just been sucking someone else’s cock. He couldn’t seem to turn away, though.

    When Teri’s lips were just a few inches away from her husband’s her mouth opened and a moan escaped. Cole’s eyes darted up to the man standing behind his wife. The look on Vincent’s face made it clear that his cock was buried inside Teri’s pussy.

    “Is he fucking you?” Cole asked.

    Teri nodded and kissed her husband. Her slippery lips pressed against his. Her tongue pushed into his mouth. For a few moments, Cole resisted, but only half-heartedly. He quickly relented and welcomed Teri’s kiss. He welcomed her tongue in his mouth. He welcomed her moans of pleasure.

    Teri’s hands pressed into Cole’s thighs as she braced herself against Vincent’s thrusts from behind. Cole was lost in a fog of lust when the kiss ended. He looked into his wife’s eyes. He saw her desire. He saw her pleasure.

    “Does it feel good?” Cole whispered.

    “It feels better than sex ever has,” Teri answered. “So much better.”

    Cole felt genuine pain. Teri hadn’t said it directly, but she’d implied that sex with Vincent was better than sex with him had ever been. There was a reason she’d offered herself to her boss on her first day at work. There was a reason she’d clearly been offering herself to him in the 18 months since that day.

    Teri’s hands moved up Cole’s thighs and between his legs. Her fingers wrapped around the erection he knew was there. He was embarrassed by it, but it felt immensely good when she stroked it. Any shame washed away and was replaced by desire.

    Vincent continued his relentless assault on Teri’s pussy from behind as Cole witnessed it all in an up close and personal manner. His cock throbbed as Teri stroked it through his pants. He couldn’t believe this was happening. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t known his wife had been having an affair for 18 months. He couldn’t believe any of it, and yet he didn’t want to stop.

    “Take your husband’s cock out, Teri,” Vincent demanded.

    Teri unzipped Cole’s pants and pulled out his erect cock.

    “Stroke him. Jerk off his little dick,” Vincent ordered.

    Teri did as she was told without hesitation. Cole didn’t think his cock was that small, though it certainly wasn’t as large as Vincent’s. The thought left his mind as soon as it entered, though. The feeling of his wife’s fingers moving up and down his throbbing erection was overwhelmingly pleasurable.

    “Do you want me to cum in your wife, Cole?” Vincent asked.

    Cole looked up at the Teri’s boss. He looked in the man’s eyes. He looked over his face. He saw someone thoroughly enjoying himself, someone that was executing a plan he’d likely had in his mind for many months. He saw a man that loved power and control more than anything.

    There was a part of Cole that wanted to say no, that wanted to deny Vincent the pleasure he clearly sought. That part of him wasn’t going to win any internal arguments in the moment, though. Cole was far too aroused for that. Plus, he worried that defying Vincent and his wife might end up costing Teri her job, or at the very least stunting her growth within the company. Instead of fighting, Cole let his desire answer for him.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Say it, baby,” Teri said as she stroked Cole’s cock faster.

    Cole looked at Vincent and then at his wife. Teri had pure lust in her eyes and a look of absolute pleasure on her face. She loved her boss’s cock.

    Cole looked up at Vincent once more and said, “I want you to cum in my wife.”

    Vincent smiled. It was a grin of victory. It was one of a confident man that always got what he wanted.

    He fucked Teri harder. He groaned and buried his cock inside her. He pumped his cum in her married pussy.

    Teri stroked Cole’s cock faster. She used his precum as lube. She tightened her grip. She made her husband cum.

    Cole closed his eyes and imagined Vincent’s cock unleashing semen in his wife’s pussy. He imagined it happening over and over, as it almost certainly had over the past 18 months. For some reason, that was enough to fuel a hugely powerful orgasm for him. His body thrashed as cum spewed from his cock while Teri stroked him slowly, adding even more pleasure to his climax.

    Cole hadn’t realized it, but his wife had cum too. All three of them had experienced incredible orgasms, and in the aftermath the room was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing and nothing more.

    Teri pulled up her panties and adjusted her skirt. She buttoned up her blouse and grabbed her wine to take a long sip, finishing the glass.

    “Cole, darling, while I finish preparing dinner I’d like you to prepare the guest room. Vincent will be spending the night in our bed and you’ll need somewhere to sleep.”

    Cole looked at Vincent and saw the same victorious smile. He’d just ejaculated inside another man’s wife and now he was going to spend the night in their marital bed. Cole knew Vincent would be cumming inside Teri again that evening. He also knew he couldn’t fight it at this point. He’d let it happen. He’d asked for it to happen.

    He nodded, stood up, and walked to the guest bedroom knowing full well that he’d be sleeping there that night while another man slept in his bed and fucked his wife.

  
    Her Boyfriend Spent the Night

    Two cups of coffee, a little bowl of sugar with a small spoon resting in it, and a small cup of half and half rest on the tray in your hands. It’s Sunday morning and you got up a little bit early to make coffee.

    You step into the bedroom and see your wife on top of her boyfriend. She’s wearing the red bra and panties you bought for her earlier this week. She wore them for him last night. She looks great in them, so it’s no wonder she kept them on overnight.

    They both turn to you and your wife smiles. “Thank you, sweetheart,” she says.

    “It’s my pleasure,” you reply.

    She leans down and kisses her boyfriend. His hands move to her ass and he squeezes her flesh through the red lace of her panties. You see her mouth open. You see his tongue move into it. You hear your wife moan. You place the tray on the nightstand and turn to leave.

    “Would you like to watch?” your wife asks.

    You turn and smile. “Are you sure?”

    “Of course,” she says. “You deserve a treat.”

    She kicks the covers back and moves between her boyfriend’s legs. She pulls his underwear off and takes him into her mouth. She gives him a blowjob as you sit in the chair that rests in the corner of the room. You watch your wife fellate the man that spends most weekends sleeping in your bed. You watch her suck him with the kind of passion she used to offer you. You watch her give him pleasure and you get hard.

    Your wife looks at you as she strokes him. She smiles and says, “Take your cock out, sweetie. You can jerk off to this. I know you spent last night wishing you could watch as he fucked me. I know how much you like seeing me cum on his cock. I know how much you like seeing him cum inside me. I want you to masturbate as we fuck. I want you to cum when he cums.”

    You take your pants off and stroke your cock as instructed. Your wife pulls her panties aside and straddles him. She takes him inside her. She sinks down on his cock. He fills her as you watch. She looks at you and smiles.

    “He feels so good inside me,” she says.

    She reaches back to unhook her bra. She tosses it towards you. You pick it up and run your fingers over the soft material that just cupped her breasts. You see him reach up to play with them. You see him gently pull on her nipples. You listen to her moan as she begins to ride his cock.

    Your wife sits on his cock. She rides it. She grinds on it. She moans. She puts her hands on his chest for leverage and grinds her clit into his pelvis as her pussy milks his cock. She fucks him like she used to fuck you. She fucks him instead of you. She fucks him in your bed while you’re sitting in a chair and watching.

    They fuck like that until they’re both on the verge of cumming. You are too, per your wife’s instructions. She doesn’t look over at you. She concentrates on him. He’s the one that satisfies her these days. He’s the one that makes her happy. He’s the one that spends the night in your bed. He’s the one that fucks your wife and cums inside her.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming,” she says.

    You see the look on his face. You see him squeeze her tits a little harder. You know he’s close. Then he groans like he always does when he’s cumming.

    It’s the idea that he’s cumming in your wife that gets you off. You can’t help it. You find it so arousing. You think of his cock expelling its seed into her pussy, into the pussy you’ve been denied for months. You think of his cum flooding her womb and you lose your load. It feels so good. It feels absolutely perfect.

    She leans down and they share long, sensual kisses as his hands move over her body. They’re lost in their lust for each other and it’s time for you to leave. You clean up your cum and step out of the room. She says nothing to you. She gave you your treat and now it’s time to leave your wife and her bull to enjoy their morning.

  Her Bridal Lingerie for Another Man
Do you remember when she walked out of the bathroom in that skimpy white lace lingerie set on your wedding night? Do you remember how wildly in love you were? Do you remember how good it felt to slide into her pussy for the first time as a married couple?She’s always been perfect, and now you’re eagerly sharing her body with another man. You’ve become her cuckold, and tonight she’s going to fuck her lover in the same lingerie she wore on your wedding night. It was her idea, too. She loves the symbolism of it.
“I’m wearing it for him because I want it to be clear who the man in our marriage is,” she said when she shared her idea with you. “I think we both know it’s not you, after all.” Her words hurt, only because you knew she was right.
Now she’s in your marital bed in the same lingerie she wore on your wedding night, only you don’t have permission to slip into her pussy. That privilege belongs to another man, a better man. It’s his big cock that will fuck her this evening, and he’ll actually make her cum, which you failed to do on your honeymoon.

    Her Bull Brought a Friend

    Your wife is naked and on her knees in front of Adrian, her bull. She’s kissing the bulge in his jeans. He hasn’t yet given her permission to free his cock.

    You’re on your knees in front of Eric, Adrian’s friend. He’s tall, muscular, and black. Your wife has never fucked a black guy before. Tonight’s going to change that. Adrian wants to expand her boundaries. He wants to show her that there’s pleasure to be found in so many different places.

    Like any good cuckold, you’re a fluffer. You put your mouth to use when ordered to do so. You don’t always enjoy it, but your enjoyment doesn’t matter. It’s your submission that matters. You do as you’re told because that’s a cuckold’s role and you know that.

    “Do you think your husband should suck Eric’s cock tonight?” Adrian asks your wife.

    She looks over at you and smiles. “I do,” she replies. “I’d like to see his lips wrapped around Eric’s big black cock.”

    “Look at me,” Eric says.

    You look up at him. He smiles and reaches out to press his thumb against your lips. You open your mouth and just like that you’re sucking on his finger. You know your role. You know that your job is to offer yourself for the pleasure of others when your wife cuckolds you.

    “You didn’t tell me he was such a willing slut,” Eric says to his friend.

    “He’s a well-trained cuckold,” Adrian replies. “Of course he’s a willing slut.”

    Eric pulls his finger from your mouth and grabs a handful of your hair. He gently pulls you between his legs and sits back. You kiss his bulge just like your wife is doing to her bull. You show your eagerness to free his cock and wrap your lips around it. You show your desire to make him feel good, to fulfill your role as a cuckold and prepare him to fuck your wife.

    “Do you want to watch me fuck your wife, cuckold?” Eric asks.

    “I do,” you reply.

    “Do you want to watch us both fuck your wife? Do you want to watch us use her beautiful body for our pleasure?” he asks.

    “I do,” you reply.

    Your wife moans. “I want that too. I’m desperate for it.”

    Adrian’s been priming her for this threesome for weeks. He’s been talking to her about the pleasure of having two men at once. He’s been helping her embrace the idea of being the center of attention and releasing her inner slut. She’s been quite receptive to the notion.

    “Do you like sucking cock?” Eric asks.

    You nod and say, “I like fluffing for my wife. I like preparing a real man to fuck her. I like knowing that I’ve helped her experience the pleasure she deserves.”

    “Why don’t you show me what you can do?” Eric says.

    You unbutton his pants and pull down on the zipper. You work the jeans over his hips and down his legs. You toss them aside and look at the bulge in the boxer briefs he’s wearing.

    You reach up and caress it as your wife frees Adrian’s cock from his pants. You look up at Eric and see a confident smile on his face. You’ve seen that look on Adrian’s face countless times. You wonder if Eric enjoys seeing a submissive white guy on his knees in front of him. You wonder if he takes pleasure in your willingness to serve his cock.

    “Suck his dick, sweetie,” your wife says. “Show me what a good cuckold you can be. Suck that beautiful cock for me.”

    You look over and watch your wife pull down Adrian’s underwear. She wraps her lips around his cock and her bull groans. You turn your attention to Eric and free his cock. You move closer and take the head in your mouth. You give him a blowjob. You give him your mouth. You suck the head of his cock while stroking the shaft. You play with his balls. You show this man you just met that you’re every bit the cuckold he was told you’d be.

    “Damn,” Eric says. “You have trained him well.”

    Adrian laughs and you hear your wife gag as his cock slips into her throat. Eric grabs a handful of your hair and applies pressure. His cock slips into your throat and you gag too. You gag as his thickness cuts off your air supply. You gag as he laughs at you.

    “I’m telling you, man,” Adrian says. “You’ve gotta find a cuckold couple of your own. There’s nothing in the world like having a desperate husband and wife that will do anything to make you happy.”

    You hear your wife gasp for air before Adrian asks, “You’d do anything to please me, wouldn’t you?”

    “I would,” she says as the sound of a slippery handjob fills the room.

    “Show my balls how much you love them,” Adrian says. A moment later he groans. Your wife is sucking his balls. She’s being the slut he trained her to be.

    “Suck my big black balls,” Eric says to you. “Be a slut like your wife. Show me what a good cuckold you are. Suck those nuts.”

    You kiss the head of Eric’s beautiful cock and lick your way down the shaft. You lift his balls and take one in your mouth. You run your tongue over it. You taste the sweat he’s built up over the course of a day. You move to the other ball and suck it. You lick it. You make him moan.

    “Fucking hell,” Eric says. “This little bitch is incredible.”

    “I want to feel your tongue on my asshole,” Adrian says to your wife. “Show me how dedicated you are to your bull.”

    Adrian introduced your wife to his asshole a month ago. She didn’t want to at first. She thought it was gross. He convinced her that it would thrill him. He convinced her that a good hotwife would do what her bull desired, that his pleasure was important. He lured out your wife’s submissive side and she ended up with her tongue in his ass just like he wanted.

    “Don’t wait, cuckold,” Eric says. “Follow your wife’s lead. Eat my ass.”

    You kissed and licked Eric’s taint before moving to his asshole. You spread his cheeks and flicked your tongue over it. You offered your submission just like your wife. You’d eaten Adrian’s ass a few times and while it was enormously humiliating to be a straight man eating another man’s ass, you hadn’t complained. You’d simply enjoyed the bliss of submission. You’d enjoyed being a cuckold.

    “Make out with my ass, cuckold. Fucking tongue it,” Eric says. “Just like a fucking whore. Tongue that ass like a whore.”

    You follow his orders. You tongue his asshole. You make out with it. You give him pleasure because you know he’s sexually superior to you. You give him pleasure because you know it’s what your wife would want. You know she craves a threesome with these men and you know it’s your duty as a cuckold to do as you’re told.

    “Back on my cock,” Eric says.

    He grabs a handful of your hair and pulls your mouth to his cock. He doesn’t let you give him head, though. Instead, he fucks your face. He holds your hair with a tight grip and he uses your mouth for his pleasure. You have no input. Your only job is to make sure you don’t gag so hard that he has to stop. Your only job in that moment is to be a hole for Eric’s pleasure.

    “You want her pussy?” Adrian asks.

    “Fuck yes I do,” Eric replies.

    “Take your wife to the bedroom, cuckold,” Adrian says. “You’re going to watch from beneath her. You know the position.”

    You stand up and take your wife’s hand. She squeezes it as you walk towards the bedroom. She gives you a quick kiss before climbing into the bed and you can’t help but think that her tongue was just in Adrian’s asshole before she slipped it into your mouth. Your dick throbs.

    You get on your back in the bed and your wife climbs on top of you on her hands and knees. You look up at her pussy, which is soaking wet. Eric moves into the bed behind her. He rubs the plump head of his black cock over your wife’s pussy lips.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Please, fuck me.”

    Eric laughs and pushes his cock into your wife. You watch his shaft disappear deep into her pussy and you hear her moan. Adrian moves into the bed by your legs. He’s going to use your wife’s mouth. They’re going to spit roast her while you lie on your back and watch it all unfold. Two men are going to use your wife and you’re going to witness it like a good cuckold.

    The longer Eric fucks your wife the harder and faster his thrusts become. Soon the sound of his body slamming into hers is like a thunderclap. You hear her moans of pleasure around the cock in her mouth. Little droplets of pleasure drip from her pussy onto your face as he pounds her.

    “Does that feel good?” Adrian asks. “Do you like how he’s pounding your pussy?”

    “Yes,” your wife replies. “Fuck, yes, I love it.”

    You hear the sound of sucking. Adrian is in her mouth again. He’s fucking her mouth while Eric fucks her pussy. You’re beneath her to witness it all.

    Eric pulls out and pushes your wife forward until she’s lying on top of you. He drops his balls onto your face. “Suck my nuts, cuckold,” he says.

    You take his big black balls into your mouth. You run your tongue over them. His asshole is just a few inches above your forehead. A bead of sweat falls onto your face. That’s the sweat he worked up from fucking your wife.

    “Your husband’s sucking another man’s balls,” Adrian says. “He’s quite the cuckold, isn’t he?”

    “He is,” your wife says. “He’s a good little slut, just like you trained him to be.”

    “Eat your wife’s pussy, cuck,” Eric says as he pulls back.

    You pull your wife’s pussy over your mouth and put your tongue to use. You lick her clit feverishly. You want to make her feel good. You want to play your part in her pleasure and it’s a rare treat to get to lick her before she’s enjoyed an orgasm courtesy of her bull.

    She moans and once more you hear the sound of a blowjob. You’re eating her pussy while Adrian is fucking her mouth. You’re playing a part in the group sex. You’re not just a voyeur anymore. You’re being a good cuckold. Your cock throbs but it remains untouched, as will be the case until the end of the evening. Only if you’re very good will you be permitted to cum.

    “I want you to sit on my cock,” Adrian says.

    Your wife and her bull move to her side of the bed. She sits on Adrian’s cock and he reaches up to pull on her nipples. She closes her eyes and moans.

    “Tell me what you want,” Adrian says. “Tell me what you begged me for last weekend.”

    Your wife smiles and says, “I want two men inside me. I want you and Eric to fuck me at the same time.”

    “You hear that, cuckold,” Eric says. “Your wife wants a DP.”

    It’s not a fantasy she ever shared with you. It’s not surprising, though. Your wife’s desires have changed since she met Adrian. He’s showed her a whole new world of pleasure. He’s opened her to sexual ideas she never considered before. Now she’s going to do a double penetration while you watch.

    “Tell him,” Adrian says.

    Your wife turns to Eric and says, “Please fuck my ass.”

    Eric looks at you and says, “Get my dick nice and wet for your wife’s ass, cuckold. Show me that you want her to take a DP as much as she wants it. Suck my fucking cock like a good little bitch. Cover it in your saliva.”

    You roll onto your stomach and take Eric’s cock in your mouth. You take him into your throat almost immediately. You gag. You cover him in your mucous. You cover him in your saliva. You want your thick, slippery juices to be on his cock as he takes your wife’s ass. You want it to be easy for her.

    “Good boy,” your wife says.

    “He is a good boy, isn’t he?” Adrian asks.

    You hear them kissing. You hear your wife moaning. You hear Adrian having a little fun as he fucks her pussy. You’re sucking cock and your wife is getting fucked. You’re a cuckold. Of course that’s what’s happening.

    Eric pulls out of your mouth and moves behind your wife. You hear her moan as he presses his cock against her asshole. You see her open up for the big black dick. You see it slowly fill her. Her moans get louder. You know it hurts. It must hurt.

    “Oh my God,” she says.

    “What do you want?” Adrian asks as he plays with her breasts.

    “I want you both to fuck me,” your wife replies.

    Eric’s dark hands move up her back as he buries the rest of his cock inside her. He plays with her breasts while she kisses Adrian. Two men are enjoying your wife’s body and you’ve never seen anything so beautiful.

    Adrian and Eric begin to fuck her. Your wife’s moans are loud and they seem to indicate a mixture of pleasure and pain. She’s being filled like never before. She’s likely overwhelmed, but in a good way, at least based on the look on her face.

    “Oh my God,” she says again, but this time it’s filled with a sense of wonder. It’s as if she’s never experienced anything quite like a DP with her bull and his friend. “Oh my God. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

    Adrian and Eric give your wife what she wants. They fuck her together. They thrust at the same time and they thrust deeply. She closes her eyes and bites her lower lip. Her mouth opens and nothing comes out. Then a deep groan begins to build. Then she’s screaming as she climaxes. She’s cumming with two cocks inside her. She’s cumming during a DP and you’re sitting there with your stiff little dick dripping precum.

    “Don’t stop,” your wife says as they slow their thrusts. “Don’t. Keep fucking me. Cum in me. Fuck me and cum in me. Take your pleasure. Use me for your pleasure.”

    You watch Adrian and Eric fuck your wife together. You watch them use her body as she desires. You watch them DP her like she’s in a porn video, only it’s happening in your bedroom. It’s happening and you can’t believe how hot it is.

    When Adrian and Eric begin to thrust harder and faster you know they’re getting close to cumming. Your wife feels it too. She moans louder for them. She keeps telling them to cum inside her. She tells them she wants their loads.

    Adrian cums first. You watch the pleasure wash over his face as he unloads in your wife’s pussy. She smiles as Eric continues to hammer her ass. Not long after that satisfied look crosses his face as he buries his dick in her ass and cums.

    Two men just came in your wife’s body. They filled her pussy and ass with cum. They DP’ed her and they climaxed inside her.

    Eric pulls out and looks at you. His cock is covered in his cum and a slippery mixture from your wife’s ass.

    “Clean it,” he says.

    You move towards his dick. You hesitate.

    “Do it, cuckold,” your wife says. “Clean his fucking cock. That’s your place.”

    You clean Adrian’s cock every time they fuck. You’ve never cleaned it from her ass, though. You stare at the black cock for a few moments. You study it in close up. You wrap your fingers around the base. You take him in your mouth.

    “Good boy,” your wife says.

    It doesn’t taste anywhere near as bad as you thought it would. It’s not pleasant, but it’s not nauseating either. Cleaning it is just another step in being a cuckold. It’s what you were meant for. It’s your place.

    When you’re done your wife lifts her pussy from Adrian’s cock. His cum drips out of her and onto his shaft. You take your place between his legs. You suck him clean. You lick his balls clean. You even lick some of his cum off the bed sheets.

    “On your back,” your wife says. “It’s feeding time.”

    You roll onto your back. She straddles your face and drops her pussy onto your mouth. Cum pours onto your tongue.

    “Eat up, cuckold. You have two loads to clean tonight,” she says.

    She’s going to feed you the load in her ass. You’re going to clean an anal creampie. Of course you are. You’re a cuckold.

    “We’re not done, either,” Adrian says. “This was just round one. Who knows, before the night is over you might take an anal creampie of your own, cuckold.”

    You’ll do it if that’s what they want. It’s your place, after all.

  
    Her Bull Chose Her Costume...and Yours

    Your wife gave her bull five choices for the costume she'd wear for a naughty Halloween night with him and you were kind enough to take pictures of her in all of them. The choices were:

    French maid
Slutty nurse
Kinky cop
Sexy pirate/wench
Cheerleader

    She let you watch as she tried on each outfit - all of which you'd purchased - and of course she teased you as any good hotwife would.

    "Does it turn you on that my bull gets to fuck me in one of these costumes and that you're going to watch from your knees like a good cuck?"

    "Does my little cucky like taking naughty pictures of me for another man?"

    "Are you going to stroke your little cuck dick while my bull bends me over and fucks me in one of these sexy costumes?"

    Your dick was hard as a rock the entire time, of course, as it always is when your wife delights you with a wealth of cuckold teasing and thoughts of her bull's impressively thick cock stretching her slick pussy.

    "He made a choice," she said a few hours after she'd sent off all the pictures.

    "Yeah? Which one?"

    "Guess."

    "The cheerleader?"

    She shook her head.

    "French maid?"

    Your beautiful wife smiled and nodded.

    "That's the one I would have chosen, too."

    She smiled. "You know that I'm not going to wear that costume for you though, right? You know that a cuck doesn't deserve that kind of thing, right?"

    You rubbed yourself through your pants. "I know. Only a bull deserves that kind of thing, just like only a bull deserves to fuck a pussy as fine as yours."

    "You're such a good cuck."

    Your wife sauntered towards the couch and straddled you. She took her top off and her bra followed. She guided your mouth to her breasts and you showered her in pleasure, licking and sucking on her stiff nipples as she ground her crotch against yours, teasing you and generating pleasure for herself.

    "There's just one thing," she said softly.

    You moved from one breast to the other. You grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard, eliciting a moan from your beautiful wife.

    "You need to wear a costume too."

    You looked up with a nipple still in your mouth. She leaned back and her breast popped free. Her nipple glistened with your saliva and she took your head in her hands and kissed you softly.

    "What kind of costume?" you asked.

    "The same as mine," she whispered.

    You panicked as she unzipped your pants and freed your cock. Her hand moved up and down your rigid shaft, flooding your body with a deeper sense of arousal.

    "He wants you to buy a costume just like mine. He wants us both to change here and drive to his house in our costumes."

    It was awful. It was hot. It was humiliating. It was arousing. Her bull was cruel, and yet sometimes his cruelty manifested in ways that thrilled you beyond your wildest dreams. You weren't sure this was one of those times, though.

    "I can't," you said, mostly out of instinct.

    "You can, and you will," your wife replied. "Because if you don't, he won't fuck me."

    "You can fuck him another day, then."

    She kissed your neck and stroked your dick. "He won't fuck me for two weeks," she said. "And he said he'll fuck someone else in that time. He's been flirting with another hotwife on Tinder. He said he'll fuck her instead of me for two weeks. I can't handle that, baby. You need to wear the costume. You need to be a good cuck. You need to dress up as a French maid and do as my bull tells you."

    She pulled her panties aside. She took your cock inside her. You knew she wouldn't let you cum, that she was manipulating you, that she was trying to overwhelm you with desire so you'd do what she wanted. It worked.

    "Tell me you'll do as my bull desires," she said. "Tell me that you'll dress up like a pretty French maid and drive me to his house. Tell me that you'll do what he says that night. Tell me that you'll do whatever he wants, that you'll do it for me so I can get the dick that I crave."

    There was something she wasn't telling you. Something her bull intended on doing that went beyond simply making you dress up.

    It didn't matter. The truth was, you were turned on at the idea of embracing her bull's intended humiliation. It wouldn't be entirely pleasurable, but sometimes that was the thrilling part of being a cuckold.

    "I'll do it," you said.

    "Yeah?"

    You nodded.

    Your wife stood up. Your cock fell from her pussy. She leaned forward. She smothered you with her cunt. You licked and sucked on her clit. She had an orgasm, leaving your face covered in her juices.

    After cumming, she gave you a deep kiss, stroked your cock a little, and then stood and walked away.

    "Make sure you order that costume," she said.

    "What's he going to make me do?" you asked.

    Your wife stopped and spun around. She smiled. You knew you were right about her bull having extra plans for you. "Are you sure you want to know?"

    You nodded.

    "He's going to make us both do what a maid does, my love. Serve."

    "How?"

    "Well, I'm going to serve his cock, of course. His whole body, I suppose. You, on the other hand, will serve him in whatever way he desires. You'll probably serve his cock with me for a little bit. You'll hand out candy. You'll do his laundry. You'll clean his kitchen and bathrooms. You'll vacuum his living room. You'll do whatever he tells you to do and you'll do it with a smile in your pretty French maid costume."

    "I have to hand out candy?" you asked.

    She smiled. "Don't worry, cuck. It's Halloween. People won't judge you for wearing a costume typically reserved for a girl. They'll smile. A few people might even compliment you. Heck, you might even find a few of the parents ogling you. Maybe someone will give you his number in hopes of being able to fuck you."

    Your eyes went wide and she laughed.

    "You don't have to fuck anyone, cuck. Not unless you want to, of course."

    "I don't. I don't. I really don't."

    "You will do as you're told though."

    You nodded. "I will."

    You were embarrassed to admit it, but you were looking forward to it and you'd make sure to thank her bull for his imagination and willingness to tend to your desires to be humiliated, even if you often weren't willing to admit to those desires.

    You were hoping, though, that he'd let you watch as he fucked your wife as you knew she'd look incredibly hot in her costume. Maybe he'd deny you, though. Maybe he'd see to it that your Halloween night was one of humiliation and labor as he and your wife tended to each other's pleasure in the most blissful manner possible.

    You weren't entirely sure which version of the night you wanted to experience, but you were certain you were going to enjoy yourself either way.

  
    Her Bull Gets Off on Humiliating You

    “Suck my fucking balls, cuck. Suck those big balls. They’ve got a nice big load for your wife’s pussy. I’m going to dump it inside her and you’re going to clean it out like a good cuckold. Isn’t that right?” your wife’s bull says.

    He loves taking control. He loves talking down to you and humiliating you. He loves making you do whatever he wants.

    “Suck my cock, cuckold. Show your wife what a little bitch you are. Suck dick for me. Suck my dick and get it nice and hard for your wife’s pussy. What a nasty little bitch. What a nasty little cocksucker you are.”

    He demeans you and it makes your cock hard. You wish it didn’t, but you can’t deny it. You can’t deny that it turns you on to hear him talk like that.

    “Put my cock in her, cuck. Put a real man’s cock in your wife. Show her that you know what she needs. Show her that you understand she needs a real man’s dick to fill her, to fuck her, to stretch her real good. Put my dick in that tight little pussy of hers and then watch me fuck her.”

    “Eat her cunt, cuckold. Lick that pussy while I fuck her. Good, now take my cock out and suck it. Suck my dick while your wife watches. Suck my rock hard dick while your wife watches you humiliate yourself.”

    You do it. You take his cock out of her pussy and wrap your lips around it. You look up at your wife as you’re sucking her bull’s cock. You see lust in her eyes. She loves that you’re submitting to him. She loves that you’re being a cocksucker for him.

    “Get underneath your wife, bitch. That’s where you belong. That’s where a cuckold belongs. Lick her clit. Lick my shaft. Let my balls rest on your forehead. Can you smell my sweaty sack? What a good little bitch you are.”

    “Eat my cum, cuckold. Eat my thick cum out of your wife’s pussy. Clean me out of her. Show her how badly you want to clean up a real man’s spunk. Be a good little cum eater for me and your wife.”

    You do it, and you’ll do it next time, too. Nothing turns you on more than following his orders. You love cleaning his cum out of her. You love submitting to him. You love the way he humiliates you. You’re a little cuckold bitch, just like he said.

  
    Her Bull in Your Bed

    “How’s the hotel?” your wife asks.

    “It’s good,” you reply as you leave your suitcase by the TV stand and head for the windows. You’re trying your best not to think about the fact that your wife’s bull will soon arrive at your house to spend the weekend with her while you’re out of town. You’re only partially succeeding.

    “I wanted to thank you,” she says.

    You open the curtains and stare out at the city view. They put you on the twentieth floor and it’s really rather spectacular. “Thank me? For what?” you ask.

    “For always putting my needs first,” she answers. “You could have said no to this. Most men probably would have. Most men – even cuckolds – probably wouldn’t have been able to handle the idea of another man temporarily taking over the master bedroom.”

    “I do want you to be happy,” you say.

    “It’s going to be a very happy weekend,” she replies. “Very, very happy.”

    Jealousy surges through you, for you’re not going to be the one seeing to your wife’s happiness this weekend. You’re not going to be there to watch, either. You’re not going to be there to participate in any way.

    “I’m already wet, you know,” she says. “I’ve been wet all day. I’m just so excited to have him in our bed. I don’t know why.”

    You walk away from the window and sit in the hotel bed. You reach between your legs and stroke your cock through your jeans. “I’m excited too,” you admit.

    “Yeah?” she asks. “What about it excites you?”

    You take your pants off, crawl into the bed and free your cock from your underwear as you sit against the pillows. You close your eyes and stroke your shaft, which is now almost fully erect. “I like the idea of someone else fucking you in our bed,” you say. “I don’t know, there’s just something so…so hot about it. We’ve slept in that bed for a decade. That room, that’s like the center of our marriage, and now you’re bringing someone else into it, someone who’s going to spend the weekend fucking you.”

    “That’s right,” she says. “He’s going to fuck me in our marital bed. I’ve decided he’s going to fuck me on your side of the bed. He’s going to spend the weekend fucking, satisfying, and cumming in my pussy on your side of our marital bed.”

    You spit into your hand and lube your cock with it. You stroke yourself swiftly and moan.

    “Are you masturbating?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “I’m in our bed right now,” she says. “Though I suppose it will cease to be our bed the moment my bull steps into the house. Or maybe it won’t be until he fucks me in our bed that it will become the bed that he and I share. What do you think, baby? When will my bull claim our bed for himself? Will it be when he fucks me? Will it be when I cum all over his cock for the first time in our bed? Or will it be when he floods my pussy with his seed?”

    All you can do is moan as you masturbate to the idea of someone else fucking your wife in your bed.

    “Are you thinking about it, baby? Are you thinking about my bull fucking me in our bed?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “I’m on your side of the bed,” she says. “I just took my panties off. My skirt is up around my waist. My legs are spread. My pussy is exposed. I’m ready to be taken. If he was here I’d be begging him to fuck me.”

    “Do it,” you say. “Beg him. Please, beg him to fuck you. Beg him to fuck you in our bed.”

    “Mmm, you’re such a naughty cuckold,” she replies.

    You listen to your wife moan. You hear the sounds of masturbation as she plays with her soaking wet pussy.

    “Please, Peter, fuck me,” she says. Her bull’s name rings in your ears in the best way imaginable. “Please, fuck me in the bed I share with my husband. Fuck my married pussy. Take it from him in his bed. Take my pussy and make it yours.”

    “Oh, fuck,” you say as your orgasm nears.

    “Peter, cum inside me,” she says. “Claim my pussy. Claim my body. Claim the bed I share with my husband. Make me yours. Make me yours and cum deep inside me.”

    “I’m cumming!” you cry out. “Holy shit, I’m cumming!”

    “Me too!” your wife adds. You hear her wild, lusty moans. You know she’s cumming. You’d recognize those moans anywhere. She’s cumming just like you did. She’s cumming while thinking about her bull fucking her in your marital bed. She’s cumming so hard because it turns her on and that only makes your orgasm better.

    “Thank you,” you say as the pulses of pleasure from your orgasm continue.

    “You’re welcome,” she replies. “And thank you, both for the orgasm and for being willing to let another man sleep with your wife in your bed. Do you want to listen when he fucks me the first time?”

    “I’d love to,” you say.

    “He’ll be here in a few hours. I’ll call you when we’re in the bedroom. I’ll put it on mute so you can moan and masturbate to your heart’s content,” she replies. “Talk to you then. I love you.”

    “I love you too,” you say.

    She hangs up and you look down at the mess you’ve made in your bed. It puts a smile on your face, though, because you know it’s the first of many orgasms you’re likely to have this weekend.

  
    Her Bull is Coming Over

    It begins with a text:

    
      I’m coming over cuck. I’m coming to fuck your wife. I’m coming to give her what you can’t. I’m coming to give her an orgasm. I’ll be there in an hour. I want you to make sure her pussy is shaved and she’s wearing black stockings, heels, and nothing else when I walk in.
    

    “He’s coming over,” you tell your wife.

    Her eyes light up. A smile she can’t control crosses her face. This is her favorite part of the week. She needs him. She’s come to depend on him for the kind of sex you, her husband, can’t provide. You’ve come to depend on him to put you in your place as a cuckold, which is something you crave.

    “He told me to shave your pussy,” you say. You can’t help but smile, either.

    “Of course,” she says.

    You follow her to the bathroom and watch as she strips and sits on the edge of the bathtub. You find the shaving cream and a razor and get on your knees between her legs.

    “I like that you prepare me for him,” your wife says as she looks down at you. “I like that my husband prepares my pussy for my bull. It feels right.”

    It feels right to you too. In fact, it’s one of the most thrilling parts of your week. You love doing this. You love knowing that you’re getting her ready for him. You love knowing that you’re shaving your wife’s pussy because it’s what he wants and that he’ll be the one enjoying her.

    You shave her clean, as ordered. When you’re done, you help her put on the black stockings and heels he wants to see her in. “You look perfect,” you say.

    “You may taste me,” she says.

    You smile giddily and fall to your knees. When she’s particularly happy, your wife lets you lick her pussy before her bull arrives. You’re not allowed to make her cum, but they both like it if she’s nice and wet when he shows up to fuck her.

    You crave her taste on your tongue. Few things in life make you happier than licking her pussy, especially when she moans and pulls your head closer. You feel pure bliss between her thighs as you’re licking her clit and sucking on her labia.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Now go make sure the bed is turned down and get your clothes off. You know he doesn’t like to waste any time.”

    Your wife’s bull requires that you’re naked when he arrives. He likes that you have to put your small cock on display. That little nub between your legs is the reason your wife needs him, after all.

    Her bull shows up exactly when he said he would. Your wife greets him at the door. She doesn’t care if the neighbors see that she’s naked for another man. All she cares about is pleasing that man. You watch his hands move over her body as they kiss. You watch how eagerly she melts into him. It confirms for you just how badly she needs him, how important a part of her life he’s become.

    Jealousy rears its ugly head. It still crops up from time to time. You wish your wife would kiss you that way. You wish she would give her body to you like that. You know you don’t deserve that, but you still wish for it.

    Desire washes away the jealousy soon enough. It’s her need for him that thrills you. It’s seeing how badly she wants him. It’s knowing that he gives her something she cannot get from you and that she desperately desires.

    You watch him slide two fingers into your wife’s wet pussy. His other hand plays with her breasts. She moans. She’s his in every way that matters. He has complete control over your wife’s body. He brings his fingers to her mouth. She eagerly sucks them clean. Your cock throbs.

    “Did you like that, cuckold?” he says.

    You nod. He can see your erection. He knows you like it.

    “Come here. Show me how much you like it,” he says.

    You know exactly what he wants. You walk over and fall to your knees in front of him. You unzip his pants and pull out his hard cock. Without hesitation you take him into your mouth. Your wife’s hand presses on the back of your head. She pushes you deeper down onto her bull’s cock.

    “He’s a good cocksucker, isn’t he?” she says to her bull.

    “God yes,” he says.

    Every time you suck his cock it’s humiliating. That doesn’t stop you though. In fact, it fuels you. It makes your cock hard. You crave that humiliation. He’s shown you how pleasurable it can be.

    “That’s enough,” he says and your wife grabs a handful of your hair and pulls you away from her bull’s cock. “It’s time to give your wife what she needs.”

    You follow them to the bedroom. You watch as your wife climbs into bed and eagerly spreads her legs. Her bull strips off the rest of his clothes and takes his rightful place between her legs. She moans as he pushes his cock into her. Her eyes close, her back arches, and she welcomes him into her body. It’s where she needs him. It’s what she’s been craving all week.

    “Look at your wife, cuckold,” her bull says. “Look at how much she loves my cock. Tell him.”

    Your wife turns her head and looks at you. The lust in her eyes is obvious. “I love his cock, baby. I love his cock more than anything. I need his cock,” she says, her voice nearly trembling.

    Humiliation hums through you. Your cock throbs. You’d masturbate, but you know you’d be punished. Instead, you watch as another man fucks your wife with his superior cock.

    “Watch him fuck me, baby. Watch a real man fuck your wife,” she says, offering one last humiliating barb before she offers him her full attention.

    Her bull laughs before he begins thrusting into your wife. He pulls most of his impressive length out before plunging back inside her. She moans with every thrust. Soon she cums. You know it’s the first of many orgasms she’ll have.

    “Get on top,” he says to your wife. “Reverse cowgirl.”

    Your wife dutifully climbs onto his cock in reverse cowgirl. You watch as her tits bounce while she rides him. You watch as her pussy stretches around his remarkably thick cock. You watch as she closes her eyes and gets lost in the pleasure of being fucked by another man.

    “Lick my balls cuck,” he orders.

    You rush to the bed to do as he commands. You move between his legs and take a moment to watch your wife’s pussy take his big dick in close up. It’s breathtaking. “Do it!” he yells.

    You lick his balls. You lick up the sweat that’s formed on them. You take them into your mouth and suck on them. You listen to him moan. You act like the submissive cuckold he trained you to be.

    You stop only when your wife grabs a handful of your hair. “Suck my clit,” she says with a glorious hint of venom in her voice.

    You press your lips against her clit and offer her the pleasure she craves. Your tongue runs wild. You lick the shaft of his cock and her pussy. You bring her to a beautiful orgasm. It’s her favorite kind. She loves having your tongue on her while his big cock is deep inside her, pressing against her cervix with every thrust.

    “Enough, cuck,” he says and your wife pushes you away.

    You step back and watch. You watch as he offers your wife the kind of sex you’ve never been able to manage. They switch positions over and over. They take short breaks here and there and then get back into it with deeper, harder sex. She cums more times than you can count.

    Finally, in the missionary position, he cums inside her. She begs him for it. “Cum inside me,” she says loud enough for you to hear. “Fill me with your cum. Give me your cum!” You know how badly she wants it. You know she loves it when his cock pulses and he unloads in her. You know how much it satisfies her to have his seed injected into her body.

    When he’s done, he pulls out and collapses in the bed next to your wife. “Clean us up, cuckold,” he orders.

    You do as you’ve been trained. You start with his cock and you know that your mouth is the only tool you’re allowed to use. You suck him clean of the mixture of cum and cunt juices that covers his cock. You’re gentle, but you do a thorough job. Your wife laughs as you suck her bull’s cock clean. You burn with humiliation, but you’ve never been more aroused.

    You move between her legs next. His cum has already started to leak out of her. She loves this part. She grabs your head and pulls you against her pussy. She loves taking charge. “Clean that nasty mess, cuckold. Clean up all his cum. Clean a real man’s cum out of your wife,” she says.

    You love her aggression. You love how she demeans you. Your cock has never been harder. As you lick his cum out of her, you feel like you could ejaculate without touching yourself. As you swallow more and more of his cum, you feel hornier. As you sink deeper into cuckold subspace, you feel a rare, beautiful kind of pleasure that you hope will never subside.

  
    Her Bull Makes the Rules Now

    The knock on the door is loud and forceful and it pulls you out of the mild stupor you've been in as you do the most boring part of your work from home job.

    You push back from your desk and head for the door expecting to find a package. Instead, you see your wife's bull standing there.

    "Hey, Alan," you say. "Melody's not here."

    "I know," he replies before stepping inside.

    You close the door and turn to see that he's already made his way into the living room. You follow and he sits on the couch, spreads his arms out, and smiles like he owns the place.

    "Aren't you going to offer me a drink?" he asks.

    "Oh, uh, sure, yeah, I guess. Can I get you a drink?" you reply as you wonder if your wife invited her bull to your home because she plans on leaving work early. After all, why else would Alan would be sitting in your living room?

    "I'll take a beer," he says.

    You haven't really spent time alone with your wife's bull, outside of a few minutes here or there while she finished getting ready for a date. It feels odd to have him in your home without Melody there, and he hasn't given you a hint as to his purpose in coming over, which has you feeling a bit nervous.

    "What are you waiting for?" he says with just a touch of annoyance in his voice.

    "Sorry," you reply before heading to the kitchen, grabbing a bottle of beer from the fridge, and popping the top.

    You return to the living room and hand it to Alan. He tips the bottle back, takes a long sip, and smiles as he surveys the room without saying a word. It feels strange to sit next to him on the couch, so you stand in the middle of the room with your hands at your sides. That feels a bit strange, too, but you're not sure what else to do.

    "I don't mean to be rude," you say, "but Melody didn't mention anything about you coming over and it's not really clear to me why you're here."

    Alan smiles and takes another sip of the beer you fetched for him. "It's an odd relationship we have, isn't it?" he asks. "You're married to Melody, but I fuck her far more often than you do. I make her cum a great deal harder than you do. I satisfy her in a far more thorough manner than you've ever been able to manage."

    You nod, for every word he's said is true.

    "In many ways, I occupy the role traditionally reserved for a husband, at least in terms of your wife's sexual satisfaction," he continues. "While you, in turn, occupy the role of a voyeur and occasional participant. You watch your wife suck my cock. You watch me get her wet. Sometimes you crawl between her legs to prepare her pussy before I fuck her. You watch me fuck her. You watch me make her cum. You watch as she does the same for me."

    "Yes, I do," you say.

    "And it seems that we're all quite happy with the arrangement, aren't we?" Alan asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    "I agree, for the most part," he says with a smile. "Except I find myself feeling a bit greedy. I can't help but want more. From you, specifically."

    You're not sure what he means, so you remain silent as you stand in the middle of your living room.

    "First, I want you to show me more respect," Alan says. "I want you to show me that you understand that I am, in so many ways, a superior man. Melody already understands that - she rarely lets you fuck her anymore, a surefire sign that she's found a superior man - and I think it's time for you to demonstrate that you understand that."

    You feel a little uncomfortable with the direction Alan seems eager to take things, and yet you recognize the telltale signs of excitement in your body. Your heart is beating a little faster. Your loins are tingling just a little. You feel a different kind of energy moving through you.

    "How...how can I show you more respect?" you ask.

    "You can begin by calling me sir," Alan says. "That's a simple, effective way of showing respect to your superior. Do you think that's something you can do, cuck?"

    You see the excitement on his face and in his eyes. You've seen it before, though it's usually reserved for when your wife is about to go down on him or when he's about to fuck her.

    "Ye...yes," you begin to say before your voice falters. Part of you wants to resist what Alan clearly desires, but there's a part of you that feels a deep desire to surrender.

    "Say it," he insists.

    You take a deep breath. "Yes, sir, I can do that. I can show you that respect, sir." Your balls tingle with desire. Excitement rushes through your body. It's humiliating, and yet that humiliation brings with it an unexpected wealth of pleasure.

    "Very good," Alan replies. "As a further sign of respect, you will call or text me for permission any time you want to fuck your wife. You will do so because you recognize that her pussy belongs to me now because I'm the one that actually satisfies her. You will respect that I get to decide if you're allowed inside her, if you're allowed to enjoy the pleasure of her pussy, which is truly exquisite."

    "I don't...I don't know, sir," you say, though in truth you feel a remarkable level of excitement.

    "Yes, you do know, cuck," Alan replies. "You know that I deserve that level of respect. You know that you're not capable of satisfying your wife anywhere near as well as I am, that I make her cum far harder than she's ever cum before. You also know that she won't argue with the idea of you having to ask for permission to fuck her. So, you will accept that you're now required to ask me for permission before you have sex with your wife. Do you understand?"

    You nod. "Yes, sir, I understand."

    "Furthermore, when you fuck your wife you will wear condoms from here on out," Alan continues. "I will continue to fuck her without protection, of course. As a cuckold, you have no right to cum inside her. That's more pleasure than you deserve. If I give you permission to have sex with your wife, you will do with a layer of latex between you and her pussy, for I've decided that I'm the only one that deserves the pure, perfect pleasure of being inside your wife's hot, wet cunt without protection. You're not worthy of that, cuck."

    You wish you weren't so turned on. You are, though. Alan's sudden desire to seize control - and the confidence he's exuding as he does so - has proven thrilling in an unexpected manner. You hate that you're aroused, but there's no denying it. Plus, you're absolutely certain that Melody won't object, which only makes it hotter.

    "Yes, sir," you say. "I'll use protection whenever you allow me to fuck my wife."

    You're not the only one who's turned on. You can see it in Alan's eyes and body language. You can see it in the slight bulge that's formed in his pants, too.

    Alan takes a long swig of his beer and rests it on his knee. He smiles and holds your gaze for a few seconds before saying, "You're going to start cleaning up after I fuck your wife."

    "What...how would that work, sir?" you ask.

    "You know how it's going to work, cuck," Alan replies. "You know that a man like you uses his tongue to clean his wife's pussy after a superior man has been inside her. You know exactly what I mean. After I'm dong fucking Melody, you're going to crawl between her legs, push your tongue inside her, and lick my cum out of her."

    You've seen him cum inside her countless times. You've seen it so often you can close your eyes and picture it, in fact. You've never tasted his cum, though. You've never come close. She's granted you the pleasure of sloppy seconds sex a few times - a pleasure you apparently won't be enjoying anymore - but you've never put your tongue in her. The idea is both disgusting and exciting, and you know exactly what you're supposed to say.

    "Yes, sir, I'll clean my wife's pussy after you've cum inside her," you say.

    "That's not all you'll clean," Alan replies.

    He glances between his legs and your eyes follow. You see the bulge, which has grown. You know what he's talking about. There's no mistaking it.

    "I can't, sir," you say. There's no way you can suck his cock clean. "Unless you mean for me to use a towel. I think I could do that."

    Alan unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. He's not even half hard but it's still impressively long and thick. That's partly why your wife is with him, though. Melody agreed to cuckold you if she could fuck someone with a bigger cock and Alan certainly fits the bill.

    "Yes, you can," he says. "And you will. You'll do it without complaint, too. You'll crawl between my legs and you'll take my cock in your mouth. You'll suck the cum and pussy juices off of it. You'll lick it clean. You'll suck any sweat, cum, and pussy juice off my balls, too."

    You shake your head. "I can't, sir."

    Alan takes his pants off, leaving him wearing only a t-shirt as he sits on your couch. His soft cock and balls rest against the cushion as he sips his beer. You're not sure of his intention in stripping, but you're firm in your refusal to clean him with your mouth.

    "Do you think Melody would miss me, cuck?" he asks. "If I stopped seeing her, I mean. Would she miss me? Would she be disappointed?"

    "Yes," you say. "She'd...you've made her life better. She'd be...I think she'd be crushed."

    He smiles. "I agree. How do you think she'd feel towards you if I told her that I was breaking up with her because her cuck husband wasn't willing to do what it took to ensure I stuck around?"

    You can't believe he'd actually break up with your wife just because you were unwilling to suck his cock clean, and yet you can't be certain he wouldn't. After all, Alan's not the sort of man that would struggle to find another sexual partner. He'd probably have someone lined up in a day or two.

    "I think she'd be furious with me, sir," you say. "I think...I think she's gotten used to having you in her life. I think she's come to rely on you for her sexual satisfaction. I think she'd be really angry."

    "I agree," Alan replies. "Especially since I'd make it perfectly clear that you're the reason I'm leaving."

    "But...but I don't think Melody wants me to suck cock," you say. "I don't think she'd like that."

    Alan laughs. "You're wrong about that, cuck. I think your wife would be ecstatic to know that you were willing to do whatever it took to please me. I think she's going to find these changes thoroughly pleasurable. I think she's going to love seeing you eat my cum out of her pussy. I think she's going to love that I'm now in charge of whether or not you get to fuck her. I think she's going to love seeing her cuck husband clean a real man's cock after it's been inside her."

    He seems so confident, and yet you struggle to believe that your wife would actually love any of that. It's possible, though. She loves that Alan fucks her. She loves that he fucks her far more often than you do. She loves reminding you that you're a cuckold. She might very well love if you further embraced that.

    "I think she's going to love that I'll be using you as my personal cocksucker from time to time," Alan says.

    You feel a shiver run down your spine and a tightness in your chest as you watch him smile.

    "That's right," he says. "Sometimes you'll simply fluff me before I fuck your wife. Sometimes, though, you're going to suck me off, cuck. When Melody goes away on a business trip or one of those little weekend vacations she takes with her friends, I'm going to use your mouth for my pleasure. I'm going to make you get on your knees and show me that you understand your place, that you're willing to do as ordered."

    You shake your head. "Please...sir, don't make me do this."

    "You're still calling me sir," he says. "You understand your place, cuck. You understand it innately. You don't even have to think about it. I instructed you and now you've embraced it. You know you're inferior to me. You know you should be doing this. You know I should have put these rules in place months ago. You know all of this is going to happen, that there's no point in resisting. You know what's going to come next, too."

    You do. There's a reason he took his cock out. A reason he's half naked on your couch. Of course you know.

    "Come over, cuck, and get on your knees," he says.

    You hesitate, but you know you'll fold. You know you'll do as you're told. You know it because there's a part of you that's excited. You know it because some part of you actually wants to get on your knees in front of him.

    "Yes, sir," you say.

    You step towards your wife's bull. You fall to your knees in front of him. You see him smile down at you. You see his cock grow a little.

    "You're going to suck my dick, cuck," he says.

    "Yes, sir," you reply as dread and excitement course through you in equal parts.

    "But first, you're going to ask permission to do so," he instructs. "You're going to convince me that you want to suck my cock."

    You look at his dick. You study the plump head and the thick vein running down the top of the shaft. You look at his big balls and his closely-trimmed pubic hair. You can't believe you're about to do as he instructed.

    "May I suck your cock, sir?" you ask. You feel lightheaded. Your balls tingle. Your loins tighten with a very particular kind of pleasure driven by humiliation, for there's nothing more humiliating than asking if you can suck the cock of the man that's been fucking your wife for more than six months.

    "Do you really want to, cuck?" he asks.

    You nod. "Yes, sir. I want to suck your cock. I mean, part of me doesn't. Part of me hates that I'm on my knees right now. But part of me is excited. Really excited. I don't...I don't understand it. But yes, I want to suck your cock, sir."

    Alan strokes his cock and you watch his fingers move up and down the shaft. "You don't need to understand it, cuck. I understand it. I know what you are, what kind of man you are, what you crave. All you need to do is follow my rules."

    "I will, sir," you say.

    "Now suck my cock," he instructs.

    You crawl a little closer, lean forward, and take his cock in your mouth. You close your eyes and wrap your lips around the head. You move your tongue over the underside. You suck your cheeks in and Alan moans.

    "Your wife has sucked my cock countless times since I first cuckolded you," he says. "She likes it - sometimes she loves it - but I suspect she won't have any trouble ceding some of her cocksucking duties to her cuck husband. I suspect she's going to enjoy watching you blow me, especially if she knows that ultimately you're doing it for her."

    His cock is getting harder in your mouth and it feels good. You like knowing that you're actually pleasuring him, that you're capable of making him feel good.

    Then you hear the garage door opener whir to life. Melody is home. She must be. You panic at the idea of her seeing you on your knees. You back away. Alan's cock falls from your mouth.

    He grabs a handful of your hair and pulls hard, making it impossible for you to escape. "You're not going anywhere, cuck. The rules apply whether your wife is here or not. There's no avoiding what comes next. She's going to see you sucking my dick. She's going to see you being the kind of man we both know you are. There's no need to panic, though. She already knows what kind of man you are. Now get your mouth back on my fucking cock."

    "Please...sir," you say.

    He pulls your head between his legs. "Do it," he demands.

    The garage door opener whirs to life once more. Your wife has pulled into the garage. She's moments away from stepping into the house, from seeing you on your knees between her bull's legs. You know he's right, though. There's no avoiding what's about to happen. Even if you were to delay it, Melody would see his dick in your mouth after they fucked.

    So you take him in your mouth once more. You blow your wife's bull and he groans in pleasure. You hear the door open. Your wife is in the house. You hear the sound of her heels on the hardwood floor as she approaches. Her bull moans loudly, no doubt to lure Melody to the living room so she can see what you're doing.

    "Well, well," she says. "I guess you were right."

    "I was," Alan replies. "He's a good cuckold, which means he's a cocksucker."

    You hear a zipper being lowered. Melody must be stripping out of her skirt. You hear her heels slide across the floor. She must have kicked them off. Perhaps Alan was right. Perhaps your wife likes that you're sucking cock.

    "Is he going to finish you, or will you fuck me?" she asks.

    "You know I can't resist your pussy," Alan replies. "He's going to stay right there on his knees, though, and he's going to suck me clean after I cum inside you."

    "And then he'll clean my pussy?" Melody asks with genuine excitement in her voice.

    "Yes, he will," Alan says.

    Melody must have known. He must have told her about the rules he was implementing. She knew and she agreed. You suspect she didn't even put up a fight. She wanted this. She wanted you on your knees with a mouthful of her bull's dick. She wanted you to clean her pussy. She wanted you to be his personal cocksucker when she was out of town or otherwise unavailable. She wanted all of it or else she would have told Alan not to do it.

    "Isn't that right, cuck?" he asks.

    "Yes, sir," you say as his stiff, spit-soaked dick falls from your mouth.

    You turn and see your wife unbuttoning her blouse as she walks towards you. She tosses it aside, lowers her panties, and smiles at you before straddling her bull and taking his stiff cock into her pussy.

    "I've been waiting all day for this," your wife says as she sinks down on his cock and kisses her bull. "You feel so fucking good inside me."

    "Suck my balls while she rides me, cuck," he instructs.

    "Yes, sir," you reply.

    Your wife moans. Her bull does the same thing a moment later. You lean in and suck his balls while they fuck.

    Your life has changed. There's no going back now. You're a cocksucker. Soon you'll be a cum eater. You've surrendered to your wife's bull. You've let him take control. Your wife wanted you to do it, too. Everything is different now.

    There's a good chance everything will be better, though, and that turns you on.

  
    Her Bull Wants to be Her Boyfriend

    “I…I don’t want that,” you say. “I want you to be my girlfriend, not his.”

    She smiles and glances between your legs. “Are you sure about that, cucky?” she asks. It’s the first time her naughty little pet name for you has felt like a weapon. “Because it seems like you’re getting hard thinking about my bull taking me from you.”

    “No, no, I’m not,” you say.

    “Aww, cucky, it’s okay if it turns you on. I mean, it makes perfect sense. Your dick always gets so hard when my bull fucks me, so why wouldn’t it get hard at the idea of my bull being better at meeting my emotional needs, too?” she asks.

    “I’m not turned on,” you say.

    Your girlfriend steps closer, unzips your pants, and pulls out your cock. “This was always going to happen, cucky,” she says. “From the moment he fucked me that first time, this was going to happen. Of course he was going to replace you.”

    Your cock is hard as a rock in her hand now. You’re turned on. You’ve been turned on from the moment she mentioned becoming her bull’s girlfriend.

    “I think I’ll keep you around, though,” she says. “It turns out I like having a little cucky boy to give me foot massages, pay for my dates, and buy me pretty lingerie. You don’t mind sticking around, do you cucky?”

    “I…I don’t…”

    “Don’t worry,” she says. “I’ll make it worth your while. You can keep worshiping my pussy before he fucks me. You can keep cleaning his cum out of me after we’re done. You can even start cleaning his cock after we’re done. Maybe he’ll even let you blow him before he fucks me like a good little cucky boy should. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

    It feels painfully humiliating to do so, but you nod.

    “Of course you would,” she says. “From this point on, you’re not my boyfriend anymore. He is. You’re my cucky. That’s it. You’re going to be a good cucky for me, aren’t you?”

    You nod.

    “That’s what I thought. Now cum for me, cucky,” she says.

    She strokes you faster and you cum, almost on command. Your seed spills on the floor.

    “Pathetic,” she says. “Lick it up. Right now.”

    You look at the cum on the floor and then at your ex-girlfriend. “I don’t want to.”

    “I don’t give a shit what you want,” she says. “Lick up your cum or get the fuck out and don’t ever come back.”

    You fall to your knees. You lick up your cum. You can’t give her up.

  
    Her Bull Was Clear; You Clean Up

    He made his expectations perfectly clear. If he’s going to fuck your wife, you’re going to clean his cum out of her. If you were unwilling, then he’d take his cock elsewhere. Seemingly left without a choice, you agreed.

    He’s the kind of bull that wants to make the hierarchy in your marriage perfectly clear. He’s the man that fucks your wife. He’s the man that makes your wife cum. He’s the man that cums in your wife’s pussy. You’re the lowly cuckold that cleans his semen out of her.

    You understand that, right cuckold? You understand that he has a real man’s cock and that he knows how to fuck your wife, right?

    He’s going to make it perfectly clear when he fucks her. He’s going to make it perfectly clear when he dumps his load in her pussy and makes you clean up every drop.

    He knows it might turn you on. He also knows it’s humiliating. He knows the effect it’s going to have on you and your wife, even if you’re not fully aware at this point.

    He knows that once you eat his cum out of her pussy, your wife is never going to look at you the same way. Once you’ve humiliated yourself like that, she’s going to think of you differently. She can’t help it.

    The funny thing is, she’s going to start thinking of you in the right light. She’s going to see you for what you really are. She’s going to see that you’re not capable of pleasing her the way a man should please his wife. She’s going to see that another man should be doing that job.

    She’s going to want her bull to take over. She’s going to want his cock inside her. She’s going to let you lick her and clean his cum out of her, but she’s not going to let you fuck her anymore. Why would she? You’re just a cum eater, after all.

    That’s going to hurt a little. You know it will. That’s okay though. She still loves you. She still wants to be married to you. She still wants to watch TV with you and sleep in the same bed. She just doesn’t want you to fuck her.

    You’re okay with that, aren’t you? Isn’t it worth it if you get to eat creampies out of her pussy? Isn’t living your fantasy over and over worth the sacrifice?

    You should thank her bull. Thank him for seeing who you really are. Thank him for satisfying your wife like you can’t. Thank him for letting you lick his cum out of her. Thank him for putting you in your place.

  
    Her Conditions for Cuckolding You

    You're in a session with your couples therapist. Last week she had a solo session with your wife and they talked over your desire to be a cuckold. Your wife gave her a list of conditions for cuckolding you, most of which are related to how you'll behave when she cuckolds you. Are you ready for the list?

  
    Her Cuckold Has to Use a Condom

    You're already hard by the time your wife emerges from the closet in the same delicate black bra and panty set she wore for her bull last weekend.

    That night, you were on your knees at the foot of the bed as she looked at you, smiled, and then crawled into bed with the man who satisfies her sexual desires.

    Tonight, it's your desires she intends on satisfying. That's why she told you to strip, why she said it was okay if you played with your cock while she changed into something naughty.

    "Look at how hard you are," she says with a smile.

    "You know I always get hard for you," you reply.

    She stops at the foot of the bed, rubs her pussy through her panties and then crawls into bed. She runs her hands up your legs and gently grasps your balls. She plays with them as her lips find your stomach. Your wife plants soft kisses against your skin and you feel the tip of your cock brush against her breasts, eliciting a moan.

    "Mmm, does my baby want to fuck me?" she asks. "Do you want to be inside me?"

    "More than anything," you reply.

    She takes your cock in her hand, looks up, and smiles. Your beautiful wife holds your gaze as she strokes you slowly and asks, "It wasn't that long ago that I was wearing this naughty lingerie set while I was between my bull's legs, while I had his big cock in my hand."

    Your dick surges as a memory of that night plays in your hand. You see your wife between his legs. You see her hand moving up and down his shaft as you watch from your place on the floor. You hear him moan. You hear your wife tell him how eager she is to have his cock inside her, how wet her pussy is for him, how desperately she's missed him.

    "Of course, I can't wrap my fingers all the way around his cock," she says as you take note of how easily her fingers wrap around your cock. "It's different with you, though. It's much easier to grasp your dick."

    She bites her lower lip and kisses your stomach. Her lips move over your flesh, inching ever closer to your dick. Your pulse races as you're filled with a sudden sense of desperate hope that your wife might take you in her mouth and suck your cock like she did with her bull last weekend.

    She takes you in her mouth. Warmth and wetness surround your stiff flesh as you watch your cock disappear. Her nose is buried in your pubic hair for a moment before she pulls back, sucking hard while doing so and sending wave after wave of intense pleasure through your body.

    "Oh my god," you say.

    Your cock falls from her mouth and your wife looks up and smiles as she strokes your spit-soaked shaft. "Did it feel good to be in my mouth?"

    "Yes," you reply with a smile and a nod.

    "He likes being in my mouth, too," she says softly. "He likes it when I suck his cock. I think he really likes that a married woman sucks his cock in front of her husband. You can't blame him for that though, can you?"

    You shake your head. What man wouldn't enjoy getting his dick sucked by someone else's wife?

    She slowly crawls forward while kissing your body. Her lips are soft and warm and every kiss is seductive as your dick throbs. Eventually, her lips find yours and her tongue slips into your mouth. She moans softly and runs her fingers through your hair before caressing your face as you grab her ass and squeeze it through the impossibly soft fabric of her panties.

    "Do you remember how I kissed you last weekend?" she asks.

    "I loved that kiss," you reply.

    She kissed you after sucking her bull's cock. She turned, crawled to the foot of the bed, and pulled your lips to hers. She pushed your tongue into her mouth and shared the taste of his cock and precum with you and it made your dick throb.

    "I'm a good hotwife, aren't I?" she asks.

    "The absolute best," you reply.

    Her smile is bright and beautiful. You run your hand between her legs and press your fingers against her pussy. You feel the warmth and wetness soaking through her panties. She's turned on. Turned on because she's in bed with her cuckold, because this sort of play arouses both of you.

    "I want you," you say.

    "I know you do," she replies with a smile. "How long has it been since I let you have me?"

    "Two weeks."

    Her smile gets bigger. A little bit of denial turns her on, especially when it makes you desperate. You tend to be a more attentive husband when you're desperate, too, a quality that every woman adores.

    "Do you dream of my pussy?" she asks. "Do you fantasize about it? Do you imagine how good it will feel when I let you have it again?"

    You nod.

    "And when he's fucking me? When his cock is inside me, do you dream of fucking me?"

    "Sometimes," you answer. "Sometimes, though, I just like to watch."

    She kisses you softly. "And you know that when I have him I don't really need your cock, do I?"

    "That's right," you say as arousal courses through you. You love that your wife has a bull that satisfies her desires, that makes your cock unnecessary. You love that she's generous enough to still fuck you from time to time, though.

    "I'm a very generous hotwife for letting you inside me, aren't I?" she asks.

    "The most generous," you reply.

    She sits up, scoots her hips back until she's sitting across your upper thighs, and takes your dick in her hand. She lubes you with the precum at the tip and strokes you slowly with a lusty look on her face.

    "I'm going to let you enjoy my pussy tonight," she says. "You've earned it."

    Every stroke of her hand feels fantastic. It's been two weeks since you had her, but it's also been two weeks since she let you orgasm and you're desperate. The pleasure is intense, though, which is why the denial always feels worth it.

    Your wife releases your cock, sits back, and pulls off her panties. You catch a glimpse of her pussy and see the glistening wetness between her labia. A wave of desire washes over you as you consider tossing your wife onto her back and thrusting inside her.

    "You want me, don't you?" she asks. "I can see it in your eyes. You want to ravage me. To take me. To fuck me like you own me."

    She's right. You want to take her. To ravage her. To fuck her wildly.

    "I like that you want me like that," she says. "I also like that you know that I'm in control tonight, that your job is to lie there and let me make you feel good."

    Your wife takes off her bra, leaving her naked and utterly flawless between your legs. She crawls forward and kisses you as her pussy hovers over your cock. You resist the urge to grab her hips and pull her down onto you, instead running your hands over the smooth, warm skin of her back.

    "I'm going to let you have my pussy, but there's just one more thing I have to do," she whispers.

    Your wife kisses you again before leaning over, pulling open the nightstand drawer, and removing a box of condoms you've never seen before. She pulls one out, tosses the box aside, and slides back until she's sitting across your thighs once more.

    She tears open the wrapper and pulls out the thin, lubricated condom.

    "What's that for?" you ask.

    Your wife chuckles. "For you, silly."

    "But...you're on birth control. I don't need...I don't wear condoms," you reply.

    She smiles and rolls the condom down your cock. Her touch feels good. The pressure she applies is like getting a handjob. It's not what you want, though. It doesn't make any damn sense, either.

    "You didn't wear condoms," she says. "But now you do."

    Your wife strokes your cock in the condom. It feels different than before but there's something oddly pleasurable about it.

    "But why?" you ask.

    She crawls forward, takes your condom-wrapped cock inside her, and leans down to kiss you as her pussy swallows your shaft. It starts as a slow, sensual kiss, but her tongue moves deeper in your mouth and suddenly she's riding you and moaning.

    Then she stops. She sits up and puts her hands on your chest. "It still feels good, doesn't it?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer. "But...I still don't understand. Why do I have to wear condoms?"

    She smiles. "Because you don't deserve to cum inside me."

    Your cock surges in the condom. Your hips thrust upwards as you seek pleasure at the surprisingly naughty thrill of her words.

    "He deserves to cum inside me," she says. "But you don't."

    It feels so good. "Why?" you ask.

    She grinds her hips back and forth, doing so slowly but offering a wealth of pleasure in the process. "Because he fucks me so much better than you do."

    You run your hands up her sides and grasp her breasts. She moans as you play with the soft, perky flesh. You imagine her bull's hands on them. You imagine the way she moans while he's fucking her and playing with her tits.

    "You understand, don't you?" she asks. "You understand why he deserves to cum in your wife's pussy and you don't, right?"

    "Yes," you say.

    She leans down and kisses your neck. "Plus, I like the idea of rewarding him for being so much better than you. I like the idea of him getting to have something that my husband doesn't. I like him being the only one that gets to unleash his seed in my pussy."

    "Oh...fuck..."

    "I think you like it too," she says.

    Your wife sits up again and smiles at you. She arches her back and leans forward a little. Her tits look incredible as she begins to bounce her pussy on your cock, riding you with greater vigor and bathing your cock in the bliss of cuckold-fueled sex with the woman you love.

    "I think you like that you're no longer allowed to cum in my pussy," she says. "I think you love it. I think you love that you hotwife has banned her cuck husband from having unprotected sex with her. I think you love that you're going to be denied cumming in my pussy for as long as I'm with my bull."

    "Really?" you ask as both angst and arousal fill your body.

    She nods and rides you faster. "I can't see any reason why I'd let you cum inside me as long as I have him. His cum belongs in my pussy. Your cum belongs in that condom, which belongs in the trash."

    You're seconds away. It feels so fucking good. She's giving you what you crave, what she knows you crave.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm close," you cry out.

    "Cum for me, cuckold," she says. "Cum for me while I think about my bull cumming in my married pussy! Cum for me while I think about him seeding my tight little cunt as often as he wants! Cum for me and then I'll throw your cum in the trash!"

    You cum. You cum hard. You cum harder than you've cum in months. You cum while a bright, beautiful smile breaks across your wife's face as she grinds her hips back and forth, luring every bit of pleasure out of you.

    "Jesus. Fuck...that was...that was incredible," you say.

    "Yeah?" she asks. "You liked that?"

    "Fuck yes," you answer.

    She leans down and kisses you. "I was hoping you would. And I loved that look on your face as you came. So hot."

    "Can I make you cum?" you ask.

    She nods, lifts her pussy from your cock, and drags her hips forward until she's sitting on your face.

    You feel like the luckiest man in the world. You just had a great orgasm and now your wife is sitting on your face and riding your mouth. It's good to be a cuckold. It's good to have a hotwife like her.

  
    Her Demand is Your Secret Fantasy

    She doesn’t know how much you yearn to be a cum slut for her. You haven’t dared admit it. You assumed she’d think you were a freak. She was fine with your cuckold fantasy, but you were certain that your desire to clean another man’s load out of her pussy would be too much for her.

    Then she asked that question. “Are you willing to be a good little cum slut?”

    The moment the words fell from her lips you felt a wave of desire wash over you. Your wife gave voice to your fantasy – to your deepest fantasy – and lust overtook you. You were still terrified to say yes, though. Thankfully, you didn’t have to.

    Your wife’s face broke into a bright smile. “You naughty boy,” she said. “You’re not just willing to be a good little cum slut, you want to be a cum slut, don’t you?”

    You looked up at your wife but you still couldn’t answer. You couldn’t say it. You couldn’t admit to something so humiliating.

    “You want to watch his big cock stretch out my pussy. You want to watch him fuck your wife bareback. You want to hear me beg for him to cum inside me. You want to watch him pump his hot load deep inside me. You want to crawl between my legs and feast on his load like a filthy little cum slut, don’t you?” she asked.

    You hadn’t said a word yet, but your erection spoke volumes. The stiffness between your legs made it impossible for you to deny the truth behind your wife’s words.

    “I’m married to a filthy little cum slut,” your wife said. “You’ve been this way all along, haven’t you? You probably wanted me to take your best man up to the bridal sweet and have him pump his load into my pussy so I could feed it to you on our wedding night, didn’t you? I’ll bet you would have loved that, you nasty cum whore.”

    You reached down and unzipped your pants. You freed your cock and wrapped your fingers around it.

    “Don’t you dare touch your cock,” your wife said. “A cum slut doesn’t get to masturbate until he has a bellyful of a real man’s spunk. You leave that pathetic dick of yours alone until you’ve finished cleaning his load out of me. Do you understand?”

    You released your cock.

    “Say it,” your wife demanded. “Say that you’re a cum slut and that you understand that you don’t get to masturbate until you have a bellyful of a real man’s spunk.”

    You looked up at her but you couldn’t say it.

    “Say it or I’m not fucking him,” she said. “Say it or your cuckold fantasy ends before it even begins.”

    “I…I’m…I’m a cum slut and…and I…and I understand that I don’t get to masturbate until I have a bellyful of a real man’s spunk,” you finally said.

    Your wife turned to her new man, smiled, and said, “I’m not sure I would have married him if I’d known he was such a pathetic little cum whore, but he’s mine now and I’m going to have fun with him. I want you to shoot a nice big load inside me, so let’s take our time. Let’s really enjoy this. Fuck me long and hard and then pump your cum deep inside me so the cum whore really has to work to clean it all out of me.”

    “With pleasure,” he said.

    So began your night of watching your wife fuck another man. They took their time, just as she wanted them to. When they were done, you lived out your fantasy. You were a cum slut. You feasted on her messy pussy. She let you cum and made you clean that too. It will happen again soon, and soon again after that. This is what you are now.

  
    Her Dominant Bull Wants You to Clean a Creampie

    “Tell me what you want, Chloe,” Wyatt says as he looks down at your wife.

    She’s on her knees in front of him. She’s looking up at the man that has taken over your sex life and infused it with his confident dominance. All three of you know exactly what she wants. There’s no mystery to it.

    “I want to worship your cock. I want to make you feel good,” your wife says as she stares up at her bull.

    Her hands are behind her back. She knows not to reach up and free his cock without permission. She knows that it’s not her place to decide what she does when he’s over. She knows that he’s the one in control when he’s in your house.

    “Why do you want to worship my cock?” Wyatt asks.

    “Because making you feel good is what makes me feel good. Because having your cock inside me makes me happier than anything ever has. Because tasting your beautiful, perfect dick fills me with an indescribable kind of joy,” your wife says.

    You’re on your knees as well, though you’re on the other side of the bedroom in a corner. You were ordered there by her bull when he entered the bedroom and you took your place immediately. You’re naked and your cock is already throbbing, but just like your wife you know better than to masturbate without permission.

    “You’re a good girl,” Wyatt says as he reaches out and gently runs his fingers through your wife’s soft hair.

    She closes her eyes and purrs. His touch means the world to her.

    “You may worship my cock,” he says.

    Your wife reaches up and removes her bull’s pants. She massages his bulge through the tight blue boxer briefs he’s wearing. She leans forward and kisses it. She takes her time to show him that he’s the only man in her life that matters.

    Your wife reaches up and slowly pulls down his underwear. She moans as his shaft is exposed and squeals in delight when his cock pops free. The plump mushroom head bounces in front of her.

    She leans forward and kisses the head. She kisses all the way down the shaft. She licks her way back up to the tip and takes him in her mouth.

    Her hands remain behind her back as you watch your wife try and swallow her bull’s cock. Her lips are sealed tight around the shaft as it disappears into her mouth. She maintains eye contact with him the entire time, just like he taught her. Your wife is a wonderful cocksucker for her bull and she takes the task of worshiping his cock seriously.

    “That’s it. Worship my cock like a good girl,” he says. “Show me how much you appreciate having a real man in your life.”

    Your hands remain behind your back just like your wife’s, but you wish you could masturbate. You wish you could stroke as you watched your wife worship her bull’s cock. You know the rules, though, and you’re going to follow them.

    Wyatt grabs a handful of your wife’s hair and pulls her head back. His cock slips out of her mouth and she whimpers. She wants him inside her again. She wants to taste him.

    “Do you love your husband’s cock?” he asks.

    “No,” your wife says.

    Neither of them looks at you. They know you’re there, of course, but they’re acting like you’re not. To them, you’re little more than a piece of furniture at the moment.

    “Why not?” Wyatt asks.

    “Because my husband’s cock has never made me feel the way yours does. Because his cock is too small to satisfy me. Because he’s the one his cock is attached to, and he’s not nearly man enough to fuck me the way I need to be fucked,” she explains.

    Wyatt pushes his big cock into your wife’s mouth and smiles. He maintains his grip on her hair. She’s no longer worshiping his dick. She’s getting face fucked. He’s taking what he wants from her.

    Your wife holds her hands behind her back and lets him use her mouth like a pussy. She gags on his dick but she doesn’t try and pull away. A little choking isn’t bad enough to deter her from trying to fulfill her mission to pleasure him in any way she can.

    “Get over here, cuckold,” Wyatt says. “Let her sit on your face. Eat her pussy. Get her nice and wet.”

    You crawl towards your wife. You get on your back and slide underneath her. She sits on your face. Wetness envelopes your lips and chin. She doesn’t need to get any wetter. You don’t need to prepare her for his cock. That’s not the point, though. You’re playing the part of the cuckold. You’re using your tongue to get your wife’s pussy ready for another man’s cock to fill.

    “Does that feel good, Chloe? Does your cuckold’s tongue feel good on your cunt?” Wyatt asks.

    She pulls his cock from her mouth and nods. “It’s your cunt, sir,” she says.

    Wyatt smiles. That’s the answer he was looking for.

    Your cock throbs because you know that’s exactly how your wife feels. You know she’s given ownership of her pussy to Wyatt. You know she’d do almost anything he told her to. He hasn’t shared her with anyone else yet, but you know she wouldn’t put up a fight. She’d give her pussy to anyone Wyatt wanted her to fuck.

    “Good girl,” Wyatt says as he grabs two fistfuls of her hair and fucks her face.

    He’s more aggressive now. He’s pounding her throat with his cock and you can see it bulging as his dick pushes deep with every thrust. To him, your wife is a fucktoy to be used for his pleasure.

    “Is she ready, cuckold?” he asks.

    “Yes, sir,” you reply.

    Wyatt pulls his cock from your wife’s pretty mouth and pulls her to her feet. “Tell me what you want,” he says.

    “I want you to use my body for your pleasure,” your wife says. “I want you to fuck me for as long and hard as you want.”

    “Get up, cuckold,” Wyatt demands.

    You hop to your feet and wait for Wyatt’s next command. “Kiss your wife, cuckold.”

    You smile and pull your wife close. You share a long, slow, sloppy kiss. She shares the taste of his cock with you. She pushes the thick saliva that the throat fucking produced into your mouth with her tongue. Your cock presses into her flesh and smears precum on her skin. Your wife moans. It seems that she enjoys kissing you if ordered to do so by her bull.

    “What do you want, cuckold?” Wyatt asks.

    “I want you to fuck my wife, sir,” you respond.

    “Why?”

    “Because she deserves the kind of pleasure that only you can give her. Because she deserves to cum in the way you make her cum. Because she deserves all the happiness and joy that life has to offer, which means your cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy and bringing her a kind of satisfaction that I’ve never been able to provide,” you answer.

    Wyatt turns to your wife and says, “Offer yourself to me.”

    Your wife gets in bed and spreads her legs. She’s on the side you sleep on. She’s on her back. Her naked flesh is exactly where your body was this morning when you woke up.

    “Please, fuck me,” she says.

    You can see the lust coursing through your wife’s body. This is the moment she lives for. She craves his cock more than anything in life and nothing feels better than when he slides into her pussy for the first time.

    Wyatt likes you to watch that moment. He likes you to see a look of pleasure on your wife’s face that you’ve never provided before. He wants you to witness another man giving her something you’ve literally never given her.

    Wyatt teases her pussy with his cock. He rubs it over her lips and pushes the tip inside. He doesn’t fill her, though. He wants to see her desperation.

    “Please, sir. Fuck me. Please, give me your big cock. Please.”

    Your cock throbs as she begs for another man to fuck her. Again it feels like you’re not even in the room. She’s not looking over at you and neither is he. Your wife only has eyes for her bull in that moment. He’s the man that’s going to make her feel good and he’s the man that she cares about. You don’t matter at all.

    Wyatt smiles and plunges into her. Your wife closes her eyes, arches her back, and moans in that uncontrollable way you love so much. It’s a genuine moment of bliss. Her pussy stretches out around the big cock inside her. Her body accepts the penetration of a man that your wife has given herself over to. You accept that he makes her feel so much better than you ever have.

    Wyatt lowers his body on top of hers and they kiss. He thrusts in and out of her as your wife wraps her legs around him. Her hands move over his muscular back.

    “You feel so good. So fucking good!” your wife says.

    Moments later she experiences her first orgasm of the evening. You see her legs twitch as she keeps them tightly wrapped around her bull. Her eyes are closed and her face is contorted in that beautiful way that lets you know she’s experiencing the most beautiful kind of pleasure in that moment.

    Wyatt moves his hands underneath your wife’s body and sits back, taking her with him. His cock remains inside her, only now they’re sitting in your bed. They kiss and she begins to slowly grind on his dick. She moans into his mouth. His hands move over her naked flesh. He grabs her ass. He lifts her off his cock and drops her back down onto it over and over. You watch from the side of the bed.

    “Who owns your pussy?” Wyatt asks.

    “You do, sir,” your wife replies as she rides him.

    “Who owns your pretty mouth?” he asks.

    “You do, sir,” your wife answers as she smiles. She can’t help it. She’s given him ownership of her body and it thrills her. It fills her with lust to know that he controls when she has sex and who she has sex with.

    “Is she right, cuckold? Do I own your wife’s pretty mouth and tight pussy?” Wyatt asks as he turns to you.

    Your wife looks at you too. She continues to slowly bounce on the other man’s cock. She wants to hear your answer.

    “Yes, you do,” you say.

    Wyatt’s hands move down your wife’s back. He grabs her ass cheeks and spreads them. You see his fingers move between them. A look of surprise crosses your wife’s face and she squeals.

    “And what about this?” Wyatt asks her. “Who owns your ass?”

    “You do, sir,” your wife says before kissing him. “It’s yours to take whenever you want it.”

    Wyatt smiles. You try and imagine what it would be like to hear a woman say that you owned her body. You can’t quite picture it, if only because your wife has never offered you her ass and she rarely gave you blowjobs before you invited another man into your marriage. Wyatt inspires a different kind of lust in her.

    Wyatt fingers your wife’s asshole as she rides him in your bed. They kiss as she milks his cock with her pussy. Her moans grow louder. Soon, she’s cumming again.

    Your wife caresses his face in the aftermath of her orgasm. That’s two in a remarkably short period of time. You can understand why, in the moment, it looks like she’s in love with him. She can’t help herself. He makes her cum like you never have. He makes her feel good like you never have.

    Wyatt moves your wife to her back once again. He slides into her pussy once again. She wraps her legs around him once again. They kiss once again.

    You watch from the side of the bed. You watch him make love to her. You watch him slowly, sensually fill her pussy over and over. You hear the wetness. You hear her moans of lust. You know that your wife would stay on her back with her legs spread all night for him if that’s what her bull wanted. You know she’d never stop if that’s what he wanted.

    “Do you want to watch your husband eat my cum?” Wyatt says.

    Your wife moans. “Yes. Fuck yes,” she says.

    Neither of them looks at you. Their eyes stay locked. They concentrate only on each other. In the moment, they care only for each other.

    “Isn’t that humiliating for him?” Wyatt asks.

    “It is,” your wife says. “It’s what he deserves, though. He’s a cuckold. He’s not a real man. He’s a small-dicked cuck that can’t fuck his wife properly. He needs to eat your cum. He needs to show us both that he recognizes that you’re the man in our marriage.”

    Precum drips from the tip of your cock as you listen to them talk about you.

    Wyatt smiles and kisses your wife. His cock thrusts in and out of her. She moans into his mouth. Your wife’s bull groans and buries his big dick inside her. She grabs his ass. He’s cumming inside her.

    After he pulls out, Wyatt looks at you and says, “Clean up my mess, cuckold.”

    You fill the space between your wife’s legs that he just vacated. You see his thick load dripping out of her.

    “Clean his mess, cuckold. Eat my messy pussy. Lick up every drop,” your wife says.

    You extend your tongue and eat her bull’s cum. You take a thick dollop into your mouth and your taste buds come alive. You’re eating someone else’s load. It’s in your mouth.

    “How does that make you feel, Chloe? How does it make you feel to see your husband eating my cum out of your pussy?” Wyatt asks.

    “It turns me on,” your wife says. “This is his place.”

    “Why is that?” her bull asks.

    “Because there’s only one man in our marriage, and it’s not him. It’s you, and the real man in our marriage gets to cum inside me. The cuckold has to clean it up. He has to show us both that he knows his place by eating your seed. He has to be a good cuckold,” your wife explains as you continue to lick her pussy clean.

    “That’s right,” Wyatt says. “And where will your husband be sleeping tonight?”

    Your wife giggles. “In the guest room, of course. The man in our marriage gets to share my bed when he’s in our house. You get to sleep with me when you’re our guest. I get the privilege of falling asleep in your arms. You get to enjoy my body whenever you want, including in the middle of the night if that’s what you want.”

    She pauses for a moment and looks down at you. She pulls your head up as you swallow the cum you’ve collected. “You get to spend the night in the guest room. You get to fantasize about fucking me if you’d like, but you don’t get to fuck me. You don’t get to feel my body next to yours. You don’t get to feel my mouth on your cock. You don’t get to feel my hands desperately stroking you because I want to get fucked so badly. You don’t get to feel my tight cunt milking you. You get to clean up the mess we make. That’s it.”

    “I know,” you say. You turn to her bull and say, “Thank you for satisfying my wife.” You return to licking her messy pussy. You finish the job of cleaning the creampie he left inside her.

    When you’re done, you leave the room, as you are always required to do when her bull is over. Your bed is his when he’s in the house. Your wife is his when he’s in the house. Your place is to clean up after him and serve their needs as they desire. That is all you deserve as her cuckold.

  
    Her Ex Could Ignite Your Fantasy for Her

    Most people – men and women – have that ex with whom the sex was out of this world, that person where the physical chemistry was unquestionable but the rest of the relationship just didn’t click for any number of reasons. Are you thinking of that person right now? Do you know which person that is for your wife or girlfriend?

    That ex can actually be the perfect person to build a hotwife/cuckold fantasy out of because he’s the one that provided her with great sex. He’s the one that she can conjure deeply pleasurable sexual thoughts about by simply closing her eyes. That’s something you can work with.

    Getting her to admit that she has someone like that in her past is challenging, of course, but it can be done if you can show her that you’re open to hearing about it. Most women don’t want to admit that sort of thing because they don’t want to hurt the man they love. If you convince you that you won’t be hurt, she might be willing to share with you.

    Once she does, that’s when things really open up. That’s when you can have a little fun. Perhaps you suggest that she closes her eyes and thinks about him. Perhaps your fingers find their way between her legs while she describes a memory of him. Perhaps you suggest that she sink a little further into that memory of him while you do what turns her on the most (whatever that might be for her).

    What you’re doing is making her feel good while indulging in your fantasy. You’ll find that it’s the best way to get her to open up to the idea of what turns you on because you’re making it about what turns her on. As long as you concentrate on her pleasure and don’t get too far afield in pursuing your pleasure, you might pave the way for more talk about your fantasy, which could very quickly become a shared fantasy if it’s built around the guy that used to fuck her brains out (assuming she has one of those, which almost every woman does).

    Perhaps you end up enjoying mutual masturbation sessions while you both talk about this other guy fucking her. Perhaps she gives you a handjob while talking about how good he fucked her. Perhaps you go down on her while she browses his Facebook page. Who knows? There are so many possibilities, and as long as they occur in a judgment free zone the two of you can have all kinds of fun.

    There are so many possibilities. Just remember to keep things sexy, to check the part of your ego that’s bound to get a little hurt when she talks about someone else fucking her really well, and to keep things focused on her pleasure before yours.

  
    Her Ex is Back in Town

    “Baby, my ex is back in town. He asked me to meet for coffee. I...I think I want to go. Would that be okay with you?” your beautiful girlfriend asks as she turns from the window and smiles at you.

    She looks stunning in a skimpy blue bra and panty set and you can’t help but feel like she neglected to put any clothes on for a reason. You’ve heard about her ex-boyfriend. You’ve heard about the way he used to make her feel.

    “Isn’t he the one that used to...well, that used to...”

    You can’t quite get it out. You can’t ask your girlfriend if this is the ex-boyfriend that fucked her better than any man ever had.

    "Yes, that’s him,” she says.

    You thought she might tell you that was years ago or that she wasn’t thinking about that. She doesn’t, though. Instead, she bites her lower lip and lets her fingers drift between her cleavage and down her taut stomach. It might have been years ago, but it seems clear that she’s thinking about him.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you ask. You need to know. For some reason you’re getting excited at the idea of your girlfriend thinking about another man.

    She nods and pushes a hand into her panties.

    “Is that okay?” she asks. “Is it okay that I’m thinking about him?”

    “Is it turning you on?” you ask.

    She nods and begins to play with her pussy in those tight blue panties.

    “Is it smart for you to have coffee with him?” you ask. “Isn’t there a chance that...well, that you might be thinking about him this way when you’re sitting across from him?”

    She nods again.

    “Are you just going to think about him...or are you going to do something about those thoughts?” you ask.

    You’re sporting an erection now. You’re thinking about your girlfriend fooling around with her ex-boyfriend and you’re hard. There’s no denying your desire.

    She reaches out and caresses your cock through your pants while she plays with her pussy. “It looks like you’d be okay with me doing something with him,” she says. “So maybe that’s what I’ll do. Maybe I’ll just have a little fun just one time with my ex-boyfriend. Would that be okay?”

    Your girlfriend unzips your pants and reaches inside. Her fingers are warm and soft on your cock.

    “What if I took you to coffee?” you ask. “Maybe I could give you what he used to give you. Maybe I could make you feel like he did.”

    Your girlfriend tilts her head and makes a playfully sad face at you, suggesting that the idea of you giving her what her boyfriend used to is a little bit pitiful.

    “What if I don’t want you to go?” you ask.

    She pulls your cock out and strokes you a little faster. She looks down at your dick – which is painfully stiff – and back up at you.

    “Who should I believe?” she asks. “You, or your dick?”

    You wish you weren’t so hard. You wish you weren’t so hard at the idea of your girlfriend doing something naughty with her ex. You wish your dick was soft, that you were nauseated by the idea of her having sex with some other guy.

    “What if I promised to come home and tell you all about it?” your girlfriend asks in a soft, sweet voice as she steps closer.

    She kisses your neck and sucks gently on your skin like she knows you love. “What if I made you feel good like he makes me feel good? Would you let me go then?”

    You know you don’t really have a choice in the matter. You don’t control your girlfriend. You don’t get to decide whether she goes or not. You know she wants your blessing, though. She wants you to tell her that she can go fuck another guy and come home to you. She wants you to set her free for one afternoon.

    “Please…” you say, though you’re not entirely sure what you’re pleading for.

    “It will just be this once,” she whispers. “My pussy needs him. It’s aching for him. I can’t stop thinking about him since he texted me.”

    She releases your cock and pulls her panties down, revealing her smooth pussy. She takes your hand in hers and guides your fingers between her legs.

    “Feel me,” she whispers. “Feel how wet I am.”

    She presses your fingers against her pussy. She opens up and you slide into her. She’s wet. Soaked, even.

    “Is that for him?” you ask.

    She bites her lip and nods.

    “I can’t stop thinking about him,” she says as you gently work your fingers in and out of her. She closes her eyes and moans.

    “Can’t you just stay here? Can’t I just make you feel good while you think about him? Can’t I just play with your pussy while you think about him? Do you have to go and see him? Do you have to fuck him?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend looks into your eyes and pulls you closer. She kisses you as your fingers slide in and out of her pussy.

    “It’s not the same,” she whispers. “I need him. I need to feel him inside me. I need to feel him on top of me. I need him to fuck me.”

    You finger her faster and a little harder, hoping that somehow you can make her forget about her ex. She reaches up and grabs your arm as a loud moan escapes her lips. Perhaps your plan is going to work. Perhaps you can make her cum and she’ll skip her coffee and stay with you.

    “Fuck…” she says. She closes her eyes again. Her pussy feels wetter. It feels like she’s gushing around your fingers. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She grabs your arm and pulls your fingers from her pussy as she climaxes. You smile victoriously. It doesn’t matter that she was thinking of someone else. You got her off. You made her cum.

    Your girlfriend smiles as she recovers from her orgasm. “Thank you,” she says. “That was a wonderful little appetizer. Now I’m going to be nice and wet when he fucks me.”

    Your shoulders drop as disappointment rushes through you. You didn’t stop her. You only delayed the inevitable.

    Your girlfriend sees the disappointment in your eyes. She sees your slumped shoulders and the sadness you’re emanating.

    She drops to her knees in front of you. She wraps her lips around your cock and takes you in her mouth. She swallows every inch of your dick and her tongue slips out to lick your balls just a little.

    “Holy fuck,” you say as you lean against the wall.

    Your girlfriend offers you a world of pleasure in the span of fifteen seconds. She sucks your cock with greater passion than you’ve experienced in months. She deepthroats you over and over. She plays with your balls. She strokes you. She moans for you.

    Then it’s over. Your cock falls from her lips and she stands up. There’s a giddy smile on her face.

    “I promise I’ll finish that when I get home, only I’ll make it even better. All you have to do is agree to let me have coffee with my ex-boyfriend. Let me have coffee with him and I’ll come home and literally blow your mind,” she says.

    “Okay,” you say.

    Your girlfriend hops up and down as she claps her hands. She gives you a quick kiss on the cheek and slips past you to get ready.

    It was only a matter of time before you cracked. There was no stopping her. She’d decided before you walked in the room that she was going to meet her ex for coffee. She was just playing with you. There was no point in saying no. It was going to happen either way. At least now you get a great blowjob out of it.

    
      

    

    “Sorry I was gone so long,” your girlfriend says as she enters the apartment and tosses her keys on the counter.

    She pulls the cute blue sundress over her head and tosses it on the floor. Her bra and panties are gone and her pussy looks pink and wet. She wasn’t gone for five hours because they were on a long walk in the park. She was most definitely fucking him.

    She walks past you and towards the bedroom. “Come on,” she says. “Unless you’re not interested in a blowjob.”

    You hop off the couch and follow her to the bedroom. She spins around and sits on the edge of the bed with her legs closed.

    “Are you curious about what I’ve been doing for the past five hours?” she asks.

    You nod as you stare at her naked body. You imagine another man touching it. You imagine him doing as he desired with her.

    “What do you think I’ve been doing?” she asks as her legs slowly part.

    “I don’t know,” you say. You know. Of course you know. She’s been fucking someone else. She’s been driving you crazy by having sex with her ex for the past five hours. You can’t say it, though. It feels weird to admit it. It feels weird to admit that you know she’s been fucking someone else and you’re still in the bedroom with what is now an erection in your pants.

    She stands up and walks towards you. She reaches out and unzips your pants for the second time that day. Her fingers reach inside and pull out your cock.

    “Are you sure you haven’t been thinking about me all day? Are you sure you haven’t been imagining me doing all sorts of naughty things with my ex all day? Isn’t that why your cock is so hard? Isn’t that why your cock got hard before I even touched you?” she asks.

    You close your eyes as her fingers deliver an otherworldly kind of pleasure.

    You feel her lips against yours. Her tongue darts out and you open your mouth. The kiss turns deeply passionate as she invades your mouth and strokes your cock. The pleasure spreads. It fills your body.

    “Can you taste him?” she whispers.

    You groan.

    “He wanted to cum again and my pussy just couldn’t take another pounding so I sucked him off before I left,” she says. “I sucked my ex-boyfriend’s cock and swallowed his cum less than thirty minutes ago. Another man’s cock came in your girlfriend’s mouth and I came home and kissed you.”

    You groan turns into a whimper. You don’t want what she’s saying to turn you on, but you don’t seem to have a choice in the matter. It turns you on. There’s no stopping it.

    “Do you want me to kiss you again?” she asks while gathering the precum at the tip of your cock. She strokes you faster, using your leakage as lube.

    You nod.

    Your girlfriend kisses you again. She pushes her tongue deep into your mouth. It doesn’t really taste any different, but that doesn’t stop you from feeling an unfamiliar, overwhelming kind of arousal at the idea of her sucking someone else’s cock and coming right home to you.

    You moan into her mouth as she kisses you. She strokes your cock faster as the head rubs against her taut, naked stomach.

    Then, without warning, you cross into a place of the purest pleasure and you cum. Your cum sprays against her stomach and drips down her thighs and onto the floor. She slows her strokes but continues to gently work the head of your cock, drawing out your climax and providing you with intense pleasure.

    “Sorry,” she says. “I didn’t realize you’d cum so quickly. I guess my ex kind of spoiled me today.”

    Your heart pounds in your chest and you’re a little lightheaded as you hold onto your girlfriend for balance. You can’t find any words. All you can do is ride the waves of pleasure still rushing through your body.

    She releases your cock and grabs a handful of tissues to clean up the mess you made.

    “Good news,” your girlfriend says. “My ex is actually moving back to town. He said he’s willing to fuck me anytime I want, so I guess this wasn’t just a onetime thing.”

    She wipes your cum off her stomach and thighs and cleans the mess at the tip of your cock.

    “It seems like you’re okay with that though, right?” she asks.

    You can’t really argue with that.

  
    Her Ex Was Bigger Than You

    Your stiff cock is in her hand. Her naked body is pressed against yours as she lies next to you and strokes you in the comfort of your bed.

    “I ran into an ex-boyfriend at the grocery store today,” she says softly.

    You feel your heart skip a beat. Is your wife about to indulge in your cuckold fantasy? “Really?” you ask. “When…when did you date him?”

    Her fingers depart your cock and she takes your balls in her hand. She gently fondles your sensitive flesh as she looks at you and smiles. “A few years before I met you,” she says. “It was a short, passionate relationship. The kind that you know isn’t going to work out, but you stay in it for a little while despite that because the sex is so good.”

    She rests her head against your chest and you wonder if she can hear your heart pounding. “What made the sex so good?” you ask.

    She strokes your stiff cock once more and moans. A few seconds pass before she says anything and you can’t help but hope that she’s lost in a memory of the sex she and her ex-boyfriend had.

    “There were so many things,” she says, “but his size is what I remember most.”

    You look down at your decidedly average-sized cock in your wife’s hand and ask, “The…the size of his cock.”

    Your wife laughs softly. “Yes, honey, the size of his cock. That’s what I remember most. He was fairly long, but it was the thickness that stood out more than anything. I’ve never felt so full. It was incredible.”

    “I thought you said that size doesn’t matter,” you reply.

    “I lied,” she replies. “Size matters. I could see why a man like you would want to believe that size doesn’t matter, but of course it does, honey. A woman wants to feel a man deep inside her. She wants her pussy to feel full with his long and thick cock. She wants her pussy to cling to it as she’s cumming all over it.”

    Your heart pounds. Your cock throbs. Your balls tighten as pleasure rockets through your loins. “Did you cum all over his cock when he fucked you?” you ask.

    She moans and kisses your neck. She strokes your cock a little faster. “I did,” she whispers. “I came harder on his cock than I’ve ever cum on yours, honey. He stretched out my tight cunt with his big cock and he made me cum harder than any man ever has.”

    “What…what happened at the grocery store?” you ask.

    Your wife smiles at you. “He flirted with me, which is not surprising. After all, I’m not the only one that enjoyed the sex we had.”

    “Did your pussy make his big cock feel good?” you ask.

    Her smile brightens. “He loved my pussy. He used to tell me how much he loved my pussy. That’s not surprising though, is it? You love my pussy too, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you reply as you wonder if your wife will offer you the pleasure of her pussy and take your cock for a ride.

    “My mouth made him feel good too,” she says. “I couldn’t suck him for very long – he was so thick that my jaw would hurt – but there’s something about going down on a man with such a big cock that I can’t resist.”

    You’re getting close. “Did going down on him feel good?” you ask.

    “It turned me on,” she answers. “I don’t know why, but getting on my knees and sucking his big, beautiful cock always turned me on. I’d get so wet for him that I’d be desperate to have him inside me. Sometimes I’d get so worked up that I’d beg him to fuck me.” She kisses your neck and whispers, “Have I ever begged you to fuck me, honey?”

    “No,” you answer. “Did you…when you saw him in the grocery store, did you think about the sex you used to have?”

    “It was the first thing I thought of,” your wife answers.

    “Really?” you ask.

    She releases your cock and straddles you. A moment later you’re inside her. “Can you feel how wet I am?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “That’s because of him,” she says. “I got wet the moment I saw him in the grocery store, baby. My pussy wanted him inside me again. It wanted to be stretched out by that big cock. It wanted to be filled and fucked like it hasn’t been since I dated him.”

    You want to continue down this road, but you can’t. You can’t even speak. All you can do is cum. The bedroom fills with your moans as you unload inside your wife. She grinds back and forth on your cock, milking a beautiful orgasm out of you and leaving you in a state of pure bliss.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “You’re welcome,” your wife replies.

    “Can I make you cum?” you ask.

    “You certainly can,” she says.

    “Will you sit on my face?” you ask.

    Your wife smiles. “It would be my pleasure.”

    She drags her pussy up your chest and sits on your face. Cum pours into your mouth. You drink it like you’ve done so many times before. Your wife rides your mouth in pursuit of her orgasm. Soon enough she’ll have it.

    You’re going to push for more this time, though. You’re going to push her to get in touch with her ex. You’re going to push her to actually cuckold you. You want it to go beyond a fantasy. With any luck, your wife’s memories of her ex will be enough to convince her that getting in touch with him is a great idea.

  
    Her Fantasy

    Lick my pussy a little while I tell you about him, sweetie.

    There you go. Get between my legs. Put your tongue inside me. Work my clit a little, too. Get me all excited while I think about him.

    His name is Mason. He's tall and handsome. He works out, too. Sometimes he goes to the gym during his lunch break and he changes into a tight t-shirt and shorts. He's really well built, baby. He has these big, well-sculpted biceps. The kind that would be amazing to touch as he slid his cock into my wet, needy, tight married pussy.

    Fuck...I'll bet the rest of his body is gorgeous, too. I'll bet his abs are tight. I'll bet his ass looks amazing. I know he has a nice cock.

    No, I haven't seen it. He fucked one of the girls in reception, though. She's a little bit loose-lipped and she let slip that he's well-endowed. In fact, she said that he 'stretched her pussy so good'. Those were her exact words, baby.

    Here. Sit on the couch. Let me ride you.

    There you go. Does that feel good? Does my wet pussy feel good, baby?

    No. You don't stretch me. You don't come close to stretching me. You feel good, but not as good as his cock would feel.

    Yes, of course it's nice to get stretched. It's better than nice, in fact. It's fucking incredible. I've been with a few guys that were big enough to feel like they were stretching out my cunt as they filled me. There's something almost primal about it, like you know you're with a superior kind of man because his dick is filling you completely.

    Fuck...it makes me want Mason even more. I want that feeling, baby. I want to sit on his cock like I'm sitting on yours. I want to feel him go so much deeper inside me than you do. I want to feel him stretching me in ways you can't.

    I've fantasized about meeting him at the gym. We run into each other. We talk. We laugh. We flirt a little. He helps me with the free weights. He steps behind me and shows me the proper form. I push my ass into his crotch. I feel his breath against my neck. I feel him get hard for me as I make it perfectly clear that he can have me despite the fact that I'm married.

    We finish our workout. We walk out together. We stop by his car. He leans in. He kisses me. I drop my bag and press my body against his. I feel his dick get hard for me. Rock hard. I feel how big it is as it presses into me.

    I tell him he can have me. I tell him that I want him right then and there. I tell him he can have me in the backseat of his car.

    He opens the door. We climb inside. He takes off his shorts. I take off my leggings. I straddle him. We kiss as I guide his big cock into my tight, married pussy.

    I moan for him, baby. I moan because his cock is so big, because it's so deep inside me. I moan because he's stretching me so good.

    I ride him with my married pussy. I milk his big dick. He plays with my tits. We kiss. He tells me he's been thinking about me, that he's been fantasizing about me. He tells me it feels so fucking good to be inside me.

    I cum all over his big cock. I cum so fucking hard.

    I make him cum inside me. I make him flood my married pussy with his seed. I kiss him deeply as he blows his load in my cunt.

    I tell him how good it felt. I tell him he can have me any time he wants me. I tell him that his cock felt better than my husband's ever has. I tell him that I'm his now, that I'm his plaything, his fuck toy, that I'm his to do with as he pleases, when he pleases.

    He tells me he's going to take me up on that offer, that he's going to fill me with cum as often as he can.

    Are you close, baby? Maybe this will put you over the top.

    It's not a fantasy. I've been fucking Mason for weeks. He's been pumping his loads into my pussy for weeks.

    I'm his now, baby. I'm his fuck toy. I'm his plaything. I'm his to use whenever he wants.

    Don't worry, though. You'll get to enjoy my pussy every now and then.

    That's the best you can hope for at this point, but if you think about it, I'm being generous in letting you fuck me at all.

    Why don't you thank me for my generosity by cleaning your cum out of my pussy and giving me an orgasm.

  
    Her First Time with a Big Cock

    If your wife has never been with a man sporting a truly big cock, it’s going to be an entirely different experience from what she’s used to. She may find herself completely overcome with a kind of lust she’s unfamiliar with. She may find herself eager to worship cock in a way she’s never done before. It may go a little something like this:

    It begins with the reveal. She’s seen a picture of his big cock, but she hasn’t seen it in the flesh yet.

    This is the moment when your wife realizes that a big cock really is different. This is the first moment when she experiences a deep, overwhelming kind of lust for a cock that she’s never experienced before.

    She’s used to pulling down your pants and seeing your disappointing cock. She’s used to feeling nothing when she reveals your erection.

    Now she’s feeling something between her legs that she’s never felt before. It’s pure, unadulterated desire.

    She’s never done this with your cock before, has she? Of course not. Your cock doesn’t warrant this. Your cock doesn’t make your wife feel that kind of crazed lust. It doesn’t make her want to worship.

    His cock does. That’s why she’s kissing it like that. That’s why she’s showering it with lusty praise. That’s why she’s genuinely excited to have him in her mouth.

    It can’t really be explained to a man, but it feels better to suck a big cock. It’s a little more difficult – her jaw will get sore a lot quicker and she might gag more – but there’s something about wrapping your lips around a big dick that feels so fucking good.

    In part it’s because she knows that big cock is going to fuck her and it’s going to feel spectacular. In part it’s because it feels better to suck a man that feels more like, well, a man.

    It doesn’t matter why, though. What matters is that your wife is going to want to worship his big cock her first time. She’s going to feel a need to show this deep, beautiful appreciation for the cock that’s going to make her pussy feel so good.

    Your wife knows that most men like to have their balls sucked on too, so she’ll gladly wrap her lips around his. She’s suck them and lick them and play with his cock while she does it. She’ll do everything she can to make this man feel like she loves his genitals.

    She’ll find great delight in teasing her pussy with his cock. She’ll rub it over her labia and slip it inside her.

    “I can’t wait to have you inside me,” she’ll say. It’s likely she’s never uttered those words in your direction.

    Then, finally, your wife will get to enjoy the big cock in her pussy.

    The moment he slides into her she’ll experience something new. He’ll provide a sense of fullness that’s deeply satisfying and that your wife hasn’t experienced before. He’ll set himself apart from you right away and your wife won’t forget that.

    “You feel so good,” she’ll say. “You feel so good inside me.”

    If you’re there, this is when she might look at you. She might smile and tell you that he’s bigger than you. She might say thank you for convincing her to fuck someone else. She might say thank you for helping her find a man with a truly big cock.

    She’ll want to explore all the different ways to enjoy his cock. She’ll also be filled with an overriding desire to make this man feel good. If he wants to have reverse cowgirl sex with her, your wife will gladly get on his cock and take it for a ride. She’ll bounce while he stares at her ass, rubs it, or spanks her. She’ll find pleasure in all of it, too.

    There’s a good chance she’ll be willing to explore positions she doesn’t do with you, and it will all be because of his big cock. it will be because of the way his big cock makes her feel. It will be because she had such a deep desire to pleasure the man with the big cock.

    She might not have planned on letting him cum inside her, but your wife will feel a desire for it. She’ll want to feel his big cock explode in her pussy. She’ll want to know that this man pumped her pussy full of his hot, creamy cum.

    She’ll know that you want it too. She’ll know that you’ll love the idea of another man cumming in her pussy.

    As he leaks out of her, your wife will think about how badly she wants him again. She’ll think about her intense desire to have this man fuck her again, and again, and again.

    She’ll think about all the things she wants to do with his big cock, about all the orgasms she’ll have with him inside her.

    She’ll think about how you’re absolutely going to be a cuckold for the rest of your marriage. She’ll thank you for being willing to let her have another man.

    She might even ask you to clean up.

  
    Her First Time with Him

    Your wife is nervous. She has no idea what it’s going to be like when she has sex with him for the first time. Is he going to think she’s beautiful? Is her body going to turn him on? Are you going to enjoy watching?

    She’s eager too. She’s ready for a new man. She’s ready to feel his hard body on top of hers. She’s ready to feel him inside of her. You’re ready for it too.

    He’s confident. He kisses her passionately. His tongue slips into her mouth and hers into his. Her nerves melt away as he kisses her. She pulls him closer. Your wife spreads her legs for another man.

    You watch from your seat across the room and suddenly it feels like they’ve both forgotten you’re there. All she can think about is the new man in her life and all he cares about is making her feel good. All you care about is seeing her enjoy him.

    He’s inside her now. Another man is inside your wife. You’re watching another man fuck your wife.

    You take your cock out and stroke it slowly. You rub the precum dripping from the tip of your stiffness around your cock. You watch your wife run her hands over him. You watch her kiss him. You watch him thrust his hard cock into her pussy. You watch another man fuck your wife.

    It’s getting better for her. The more this muscular, handsome man thrusts into your wife the hotter she gets for him. The more he fucks her, the more she wants him.

    For a moment, you’re not sure if you can handle this. For a moment, it feels like more than you were expecting. She genuinely loves fucking him. Her moans are louder and more passionate than when you fuck her. The way her hands roam over his body and pull on him is so much different than what she does with you.

    Sex with him is better. That’s obvious now. It makes you nervous, but it makes your cock so hard. You can’t deny it. You’re feeling a kind of arousal you’re not used to. You’re feeling more aroused than when you fuck your wife.

    Their passion amazes you. It enthralls you. It makes you stiff. Look at how badly she wants him. Look at how much she loves having his cock inside her. Look at how connected she is to him.

    This is what it looks like when your wife has great sex with someone else. This is what it looks like when someone else meets her needs. This is what it looks like when another man is inside her and she loves it.

    They’re about to cum. Your wife is about to cum with someone else’s cock inside her. He’s about to cum inside your wife. Are you going to join them? Are you going to make this a perfect cuckold experience and cum as your wife is getting fucked by another man?

  
    Her Freedom Keeps their Marriage Fresh

    Maddie titled her glass back and poured the dark red liquid that filled it into her mouth. She swallowed, smiled, and placed the glass on the table, marking the third time she’d emptied it.

    Audrey smiled at her friend and asked, “Is everything okay? No judgments or anything, but I can’t remember the last time you had three glasses of wine with dinner.”

    Maddie smiled. “I’m planning on ordering a fourth.”

    Audrey swirled the wine in her glass – it was still her first – and offered no response. In her experience, a little bit of silence was an excellent way to loosen someone’s lips.

    “I think I’m having a midlife crisis,” Maddie said.

    “Aren’t those reserved for men?” Audrey asked.

    Maddie laughed. “You certainly don’t hear women talking about them and I’ve never really read about the woman’s version of a midlife crisis, and maybe I’m not having one, but I’m definitely feeling that sense of restlessness.”

    “What brought it on?” Audrey asked.

    “Can I get you another glass?” the waiter asked as he dropped by the table.

    “I’d love one,” Maddie said.

    “I’ll have one too,” Audrey added before finishing what remained in her glass.

    The waiter walked away and Maddie turned to her friend and said, “Tom and I have appointment sex.”

    “Appointment sex?” Audrey asked.

    “We have a standing appointment to have sex every Saturday night. The time varies, but we always have sex on Saturday night unless one of us is out of town. It’s nice because it means we still have sex, but it’s also the only time we have sex. There’s no spontaneity. There’s no real romance. It’s good, but it’s also so boring, and the other day I had this moment where I wondered if I was going to spend the next twenty or thirty years of my life having appointment sex.”

    The waiter brought Maddie’s glass of wine and she picked it up and took another long sip as Audrey watched her friend grapple with an issue that clearly bothered her.

    “What’s your sex life like?” Maddie asked. “If you don’t mind me asking, that is.”

    “Well, I don’t mean to rub salt in your wound, but it’s really good, if I’m being honest,” Audrey said.

    “No appointment sex, then?” Maddie asked.

    Audrey smiled. “No.”

    “So, when you say your sex life is really good, what do you mean?” Maddie probed.

    Audrey took a moment to ponder just how much she wanted to share with her friend. “We typically have sex three or four times a week. It’s still pretty spontaneous, too.”

    Maddie seemed stunned. “Three or four times a week? Really?”

    Audrey nodded and sipped her wine.

    “What’s your secret?” Maddie asked. “I mean, it must be really good if you’re going three or four times a week. Either that or Chris is an irrepressible horndog and you’re the most wonderful wife ever.”

    Audrey knew she couldn’t share the secret to the success of her sex life. She and Chris had found something that worked spectacularly well for them, but it wasn’t the sort of thing you told other people about.

    “I don’t have a succinct answer, to be honest,” Audrey said. “Other than to say that the spontaneity is really important. Mixing it up is what keeps it fresh. Trying new things, in new places, that sort of stuff, you know?”

    “You mean like role playing, or wearing wigs, or extra slutty lingerie?” Maddie asked.

    “When was the last time you and Tom had a conversation about sex, or about your desires?” Audrey asked. “And I don’t mean a conversation about the frequency of sex. I mean really talking about what you both want from your sex life.”

    Maddie looked off like she was trying to access information locked deep in her memory. It was a few moments before she looked back and said, “I honestly can’t remember.” She looked sad and Audrey couldn’t help but feel for her friend.

    “I can tell you that things got better for Chris and I when we started having real conversations about sex,” Audrey said. “I can’t say it will make a difference for you and Tom, but it did for us.”

    The waiter arrived with their food and Maddie smiled at the beautifully plated meal.

    “God, this looks good,” Maddie said before cutting into her steak and taking a bite. “It tastes even better.”

    “Better than sex?” Audrey asked.

    Maddie laughed. “Certainly better than the sex I’ve been having for the past…five years.” She paused for a moment. “God, has it really been five years since I’ve had great sex?”

    Audrey didn’t dare smile as her friend spoke of her sexual discontent, but she felt a sense of joy, mostly because she and Chris had found something that worked for them. Getting there hadn’t been easy, but they’d discovered a means to avoiding the sexual frustration that plagues most long term couples.

    Maddie tried to lift her mood, but she remained gloomier than Audrey had expected for most of their dinner, even to the point that she apologized before getting into her Uber and heading home. It was Saturday night, which meant she was heading home for her appointment sex, which she seemed utterly unexcited about.

    As her friend drove off, Audrey pulled out her phone and sent a quick text to a relatively new friend: “I know it’s last minute, but my pussy needs you. Are you available?”

    “My place or yours,” he replied.

    “Yours,” she texted back.

    “I’m ready whenever you are,” he replied.

    Audrey smiled and ordered a car before texting her husband: “Going to see Vince. He’s going to fuck your wife’s tight little pussy like it needs to be fucked and send me home to you full of his cum. I want you to be ready to play when I get home.”

    “I love you like no man has ever loved his wife,” Chris replied. “I’ll be ready. Take your time, though. Enjoy yourself.”

    “I always do,” she texted back.

    Her Uber pulled up and Audrey got in with a smile on her face. She thought of Maddie going home to her husband for a night of uninspiring appointment sex with her husband. Audrey wondered what Maddie would have thought if she’d explained that she and Chris had spiced up their sex life by involving other men. Would Maddie have thought Audrey was a slut for fucking other people? Would she have thought Chris was insane for being turned on when his wife came home with a well-used and often cum-filled pussy? She probably would have, which is why Audrey kept the secret to herself.

    As the car neared Vince’s house, Audrey removed her panties and stuffed them into her purse. She smiled at the thought of Vince discovering her bare pussy under her dress.

    “Thank you,” Audrey said as she got out of the car and headed towards her lover’s front door. Vince opened it before she had a chance to knock. He was clearly as eager as she felt.

    They didn’t say a word to each other. Instead, Audrey stepped into his arms and they kissed. He grabbed her ass and she leapt into his arms as Vince walked towards his bedroom. He dropped her onto the bed and his hand found its way to her breasts and played with them through the thin material of her dress.

    Audrey reached between Vince’s legs and quickly found the bulge of his stiff cock. She stroked him through his jeans and he moaned into her mouth. Feeling a bit naughty, she sucked on his tongue, inspiring Vince to move his hand under her dress and up her thigh. He moaned once more when he discovered her lack of panties.

    “Can you feel how wet I am for you?” she asked.

    Vince nodded.

    “My married pussy gets so wet for your cock,” she said. “It gets so wet when I think about how good you fuck me and how hard you make me cum.”

    Vince smiled. Audrey had learned early on that he thoroughly enjoyed the idea of fucking another man’s wife and she was always more than happy to play into his desires. After all, she found the idea of fucking outside her marriage to be equally enthralling.

    “Does that mean this tight, married pussy of yours wants my cock?” he asked.

    Audrey bit her lower lip in a flirty way and nodded as she batted her eyes at Vince. His fingers probed between her labia and deep into her wetness and she moaned for him.

    “How badly do you want me?” he asked.

    Audrey lifted her hips as Vince added a second finger to her pussy. “I’m desperate for you,” she said. “I need you inside me. My tight, wet married pussy needs you. It needs you to fuck it. It needs you to make it cum. It needs you to fill it with your cum.”

    Audrey unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Her fingers moved up and down Vince’s long, thick shaft and he moaned, bringing a smile to her face.

    “What about your husband?” Vince asked. “Doesn’t he satisfy your pussy?”

    “Not like you do,” Audrey said. She loved playing this game with Vince. She loved the way his face lit up when she told him he was better than her husband. Chris wasn’t bad in bed – far from it, in fact – but sex with Vince was better. That was the whole point of being with someone else, after all. “My husband can’t satisfy my pussy like you. He can’t give me what I need. You can, though. You can fuck me like I need. You can fill me with this beautiful cock of yours. You can fuck my tight, married pussy like it needs.”

    Even after two months this particular form of foreplay was still immensely arousing for Audrey. It produced the kind of desire that encompassed her whole body. Every touch intensified her need for Vince. Every kiss brought her closer to that place of bliss where all she could think about was her desperate need to have him inside her.

    Vince pulled his fingers from her pussy and stood up. He pulled off his shirt and Audrey stared at his chest and stomach. It certainly didn’t hurt that he was in better shape than Chris. She still felt a rush of pleasure every time he got on top of her.

    As Vince stripped, Audrey worked her dress off and unhooked her bra, leaving her naked on his bed the moment his cock popped free as his underwear fell to the floor.

    Audrey reached between her legs and played with her pussy as Vince stood at the edge of his bed and stroked his cock.

    “Is this what you want?” he asked.

    “It’s what I need,” Audrey said in a breathless voice. Her desire was overwhelming. “It’s what my married pussy needs. Fuck me, Vince. Fuck me like my husband can’t. Satisfy my pussy. Satisfy me.”

    Vince moved into the bed and Audrey reached down and grabbed his cock. She placed the head between her labia and Vince slid into her pussy, filling her with one long, slow thrust. They kissed as their bodies melded and he began to fuck her slowly.

    “You feel so fucking good,” Audrey whispered. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

    Audrey wrapped her arms around Vince and pulled him close. She relished the feel of his hard body against hers. She moaned as he fucked her a little harder and a little faster.

    “Harder,” Audrey said as the pleasure built between her legs. “Fuck me harder. Fuck my tight little married pussy harder.”

    Vince gave Audrey what she needed, just like he always did. She moaned louder in response. She lifted her hips to meet his thrusts, ensuring that his cock reached as deep as possible.

    Audrey came hard after just a few minutes of vigorous fucking. She always did with Vince. Every time they were together she’d get so aroused that by the time he slid inside her she was already on the verge of an orgasm. It always served to make her climax that much more satisfying.

    “You’re incredible every time,” she said before kissing him. “You make me cum so hard every time. It’s unbelievable.”

    They kissed again, though this time Audrey made it more passionate. Vince hadn’t cum, after all, and she wanted to make it clear that she needed him to fill her pussy. “I want you to cum inside me,” she whispered. “I want you to send me home to my husband with your load dripping out of my pussy. I want him to see that another man fucked his wife tonight. I want him to see that a better man satisfied his wife tonight.”

    Audrey wrapped her legs around him and Vince resumed fucking her.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Fuck my married cunt. Send me home to my husband with your load dripping out of my tight little cunt.”

    Vince groaned. He liked it when Audrey got a little dirtier, which she couldn’t help but do for him. His orgasm was always pleasurable for her.

    “Pound me,” she said. “Pound my cunt. Pound it and make it yours.”

    Vince grasped Audrey’s breast in one of his hands and squeezed the flesh aggressively as he fucked her. It felt like he was taking possession of her body and it filled her with a surprising rush of lust.

    “Fuck…Audrey…I’m close,” Vince said.

    “Cum inside me,” Audrey said. “Cum in my pussy and make it yours. Take it from my husband. Make it yours. Make me yours!”

    Vince groaned and Audrey watched the pleasure wash over his face. His strokes slowed as he unloaded inside her. She smiled and thought of her husband, as she always did when someone else came inside her. She thought of how eager Chris would be to reclaim her and it filled her with a renewed sense of lust.

    “God damn,” Vince said. “I swear, I have never been with a woman like you, Audrey.”

    “Keep fucking me like that and you’ll get to be with me for as long as you like,” she said.

    They kissed as Vince’s stiff cock remained deep inside her. He smiled and pulled out. For a moment Audrey felt the smallest touch of disappointment. Her pussy was always a little sorrowful when Vince’s cock departed it.

    “Thank you for your hospitality,” Audrey said as she grabbed her purse from the nightstand and pulled out her panties. She put them on, found her dress on the other side of the bed, and pulled it over her head without putting much effort into making it look good. Chris always liked it when looked obvious that she’d been fucked.

    “It’s my pleasure, as always. Text me anytime you’re in the mood,” Vince said.

    “I will,” Audrey replied before pulling out her phone and ordering a car. She gave Vince a lingering kiss and then headed out the front door and jumped in the Uber.

    On the drive home, Audrey sent Chris a text: “I’m on my way home and my pussy is absolutely soaked with Vince’s cum. I want you naked and in the bed when I get there.”

    “See you soon,” Chris replied.

    Audrey slipped her phone into her purse and smiled. She knew Chris would be hard when she walked into the bedroom. She knew his cock would be eager for the pleasures that awaited it. She thought of Maddie and her appointment sex. Audrey felt bad for her friend and she couldn’t help but feel thankful that her husband had introduced her to the idea of opening their marriage up, halfway at least. As it turned out, that decision had saved them from an increasingly boring sexual existence.

    “Thank you,” Audrey said to the driver as she got out and hurried to the front door. She stepped inside, closed the door, and waited for a few moments in the foyer. She knew Chris was in their bed. She knew he was waiting with bated breath for her to join him. His cock was almost certainly hard and his heart was probably pounding from the excitement. Making him wait a little longer could only build his anticipation and make him that much lustier when she finally showed up.

    Eventually, Audrey headed upstairs and made her way down the hallway. She slowly sauntered towards the bedroom as she imagined her husband debating the wisdom of leaping out of the bed and coming for her.

    “Did you miss me?” Audrey asked as she stepped into the bedroom doorway. Chris was hard as a rock, just as she knew he would be.

    “You know I did,” he said.

    Audrey stepped into the room and pulled her dress over her head. She tossed it aside and reached back to unhook her bra as she approached her husband.

    “Did you think about me while I was gone?” she asked.

    “You’re all I thought about,” Chris said as his eyes wandered to her breasts and between her legs.

    Audrey crawled into the bed and wrapped her fingers around her husband’s stiffness. “Did you think about Vince’s cock inside me? Did you think about another man fucking your wife’s tight, married pussy?”

    Chris nodded and sat up. His lips found hers and they shared an intensely passionate kiss as he gently grasped her breasts and played with them. Audrey stroked his cock a little faster and moaned at the eagerness of his tongue in her mouth and the skillful way his fingers manipulated her flesh.

    “Do you want my pussy, baby?” Audrey asked.

    “You know I do,” Chris said.

    “Even though it’s filled with another man’s cum?” she asked.

    Chris groaned and pulled Audrey on top of him. She let his cock go and ground her hips over his crotch, teasing him with her soaked panties.

    “Is your dick so hard because you want to fuck your wife’s used pussy?” Audrey asked.

    “Yes,” Chris said.

    “He made me his tonight. He took my pussy from you and filled it with his cum. He made your wife his little slut tonight,” Audrey said.

    Chris flipped Audrey onto her back and yanked her panties off. He moved between her legs and plunged his cock into her pussy. He pinned her wrists above her head and kissed her as his cock pummeled her.

    “Take me back,” she said. “Take my pussy from him. Make it yours again.”

    Audrey reveled in the pleasure of her husband’s eager thrusts, but it was the intensity of his desire that thrilled her most of all. He’d taken control in the blink of an eye and was now in pursuit of his pleasure. He fucked her with wild abandon and Audrey couldn’t help but get lost in his desire.

    “Fuck my messy cunt,” she said. “Fuck it harder!”

    Chris released his grasp on her wrists and Audrey wrapped her arms around him. They kissed as she held him tight.

    “I love your messy cunt,” he said.

    Audrey wrapped her legs around him and kissed him. She sucked on his tongue and gently bit his lower lip as Chris pounded her over and over.

    “It’s your messy cunt now,” she said. “Now fill it with your fucking load.”

    Chris fucked her with the same vigor Vince had provided. The difference was Vince’s cum. It was so much hotter to fuck her husband with another man’s load inside her. She knew Chris felt that way and she couldn’t help but feel that way. It was spectacularly naughty and it drove them both to great heights of pleasure that she hoped they’d never have to come down from.

    “Fuck…fuck…fuck,” Chris said.

    He was close. Audrey could see it. She let the floodgates of her pleasure open. She spread her legs and surrendered to her desire to cum.

    “Fuck…I’m cumming!” Chris cried out.

    Audrey’s orgasm followed his. She came all over her husband’s cock as she thought of his cum mixing with Vince’s. Merely thinking about having had two men inside her in one night was enough to push her orgasm over the top and to turn it into a body-shaking experience.

    Audrey held her husband close as they both came down from the highs of their orgasm. She kissed his neck and ran her fingers through her hair as his chest heaved from the exertion of fucking her with such power.

    “Thank you, again, for suggesting that I explore the pleasures of being with another man,” she said.

    Chris laughed. “Believe me, it’s my pleasure.”

    Audrey smiled and thought of Maddie and her appointment sex. She was immensely grateful she and Chris had avoided that particular marital rut. There was nothing quite like great sex to keep a marriage fresh, and they’d found a way to make that happen whenever they wanted it.

    “I love you,” she said.

    Chris smiled and kissed her softly. “I love you too.”

  
    Her Legendary Ex-Boyfriend - Part 1

    "What are you thinking about?"

    "What?" Hudson asked.

    Madalina held his gaze - seemingly studying his eyes, in fact - and asked, "What are you thinking about as you fuck me?"

    Hudson felt like he'd been caught, though there was no way his wife could have read his mind and discerned that he was thinking about something she probably would have found off-putting.

    He stopped thrusting as a result of that sensation. He was thrown. He wasn't sure how to answer her question, as he couldn't possibly tell the truth.

    "Baby, what are you thinking about?" she asked with a touch of worry in her voice.

    "You," he said. That was true. It wasn't the whole truth, but it was true.

    "If you're thinking about me, why do you have that look on your face?"

    Hudson considered being argumentative, but he was inside his wife. It felt like a foolish time for doing whatever he could to avoid answering her question.

    "Hudson, please, tell me what you're thinking about?"

    He tried to pull out but Madalina grabbed his ass and squeezed with surprising strength to pull him back inside her.

    "You've never asked that before," he said. "Why did you ask it today?"

    "Because your face looked like you were enjoying yourself more than usual and we've been having sex for a decade now and it just...it just seemed unusual that you suddenly seemed to be having such a good time."

    He could see the insecurity on her face. She thought he was thinking of another woman. Her insistence on his answering made perfect sense. Of course she'd want to know if he was picturing someone else while fucking her.

    Hudson took a deep breath and prepared to take a wild and potentially dangerous leap. "I was thinking about you and Andrei."

    To say his answer surprised Madalina was an understatement. She looked completely and utterly baffled.

    "My ex? That Andrei?"

    Hudson nodded. He and Madalina had recently run into Andrei at a charity function. He'd seemed like a perfectly nice fellow, but Hudson had noticed the undeniable chemistry between Andrei and Madalina. They hadn't done anything, but the chemistry was there, as if their bodies could remember how good things had been between them. Madalina had been especially voracious in bed that night and Hudson was convinced it was because the sudden appearance of her ex-boyfriend had triggered a more significant kind of desire than she usually felt.

    More surprising to Hudson - far more surprising, really - was that he found it so arousing. He should have been put off. He should have felt like Madalina felt when she was convinced that Hudson was thinking of another woman. He didn't, though. Instead he was turned on. Massively turned on. Turned on to the point that it worried him, which is why he'd worked very hard to try and stop himself from thinking about it again. He'd failed at that, of course, and had repeatedly found his mind wandering down that particular path. Each time his mental wanderings led him to arousal.

    "Why are you thinking about me and Andrei?" she asked.

    Hudson noted that Madalina maintained her grip on his ass, that his confession hadn't horrified her to the point that she wanted to disengage sexually.

    He moved his hips a little, grinding them back and forth and hopefully spurring a bit of pleasure for his wife's clit. He saw it on her face. It was momentary, but it was there.

    "Because it turned me on when you were thinking about him the night we saw him at that charity auction," Hudson answered.

    First there was a flash of guilt on her face. Then came the denial. "That's not true."

    Hudson pulled out as far as his wife's tight grip on his ass would allow and filled her slowly. He leaned down and kissed her neck. "It is true. You were like a tigress that night. You were more turned on than you've been in years. You were thinking of him. You were thinking of how good it had been with him. You were thinking of the sex you used to have with him."

    He looked down at his wife. She was fighting it. He could see it. She didn't want to admit that he was right.

    Hudson kissed her neck again. He kissed her in the spot that always turned her on. He moaned and he used his tongue a little while thrusting and shifting his hips back and forth to generate as much friction against her clit as possible.

    "Hudson...baby..."

    He could hear the lust in her voice. She could probably hear it in his, too.

    "Think about him right now," he said. "Think about Andrei. Think about how he used to fuck you. Think about how good he used to fuck you."

    Madalina ran her hands up his back and gripped his shoulders. She wrapped her legs around him and unleashed a beautiful moan.

    "Say his name," Hudson whispered.

    She moaned. Hudson fucked her harder.

    "Andrei...it feels so good," Madalina said softly.

    Hudson found another gear. He fucked his wife harder and faster. She moaned louder and deeper in response.

    "Andrei...baby...you fuck me so good...you fuck me so good!"

    Hudson and Madalina came together. Her first and him a split second later. His body trembled as he unleashed inside her. He'd enjoyed his orgasm that night when they'd run into Andrei at the charity auction, but this was something else entirely. This was a new level of pleasure. This was a bliss brought about by Madalina admitting that she was thinking of Andrei, of her saying his name, of her seeming to cum just as hard as Hudson was cumming.

    He remained inside her for a few minutes after his orgasm subsided and then pulled out and rolled onto his back. He glanced Madalina's way and saw her chest heaving and her eyes closed. He wondered what she was thinking about, but Hudson chose not to ask.

    Eventually she rolled over, kissed him on the cheek, and rested her head against his shoulder. Hudson put his arm around her and Madalina moved closer. She kissed his cheek again and her fingers moved through his chest hair.

    "I enjoyed that," she said.

    "Me too," he replied.

    That was all either of them said about it that night. It wasn't the last time that Andrei would play a part in their sex life, though.

    ---

    "Darling?"

    Hudson looked up from his phone to see his wife standing in the living room doorway. She was naked with one hand resting high on the door fame and the other at her side. Her lips were glossy, her dark hair was long and wavy, and her bikini line looked freshly shaved. She'd clearly put in a great deal of effort to look good and Hudson momentarily worried that he'd forgotten something important, like an obscure anniversary. He hadn't, though. They only had a few of those and today wasn't one of them.

    "Would you follow me to the bedroom?" she asked.

    He dropped his phone on the couch and rushed after his wife. He caught up to her halfway to the bedroom and wrapped his arms around her. She rested her hands on his as Hudson brushed her hair to the side and kissed her neck.

    "You look stunningly sexy," he whispered.

    Madalina turned her head to kiss him. "I'm glad you think so. Now follow me."

    She took his hand and led him into the bedroom. The bed was neatly made and resting on their dark blue comforter was what Hudson had learned is called a basque. It was like a corset, only far less rigid in its construction and arguably sexier because of that. The basque was intricately designed with touches of lace and sheer material and its dark red color lent it an air of sexiness even while it rested on the bed. A pair of matching panties and dark red stockings sat alongside the basque and Hudson was curious as to why his wife wasn't wearing it.

    "What do you think?" Madalina asked as she gestured towards the lingerie.

    "It looks really sexy."

    "Would you like me to wear it for you?"

    He nodded. "Yes, absolutely. Is it new?"

    She shook her head. "It's over a decade old, in fact."

    "You owned it...wait, did you own it before we met?"

    Madalina nodded and picked up the basque. She held it against her body, closed her eyes for a moment, and smiled. "I probably shouldn't have kept it. You're not supposed to keep things from previous boyfriends when you start dating a new guy."

    Hudson's heart pounded. "Which boyfriend gave it to you?"

    "Andrei, of course."

    Hudson stepped closer and ran his fingers over the sheer material. It was impossibly soft and he knew her breasts would feel utterly magnificent when hugged by it. "You wore it for him?"

    "He gave it to me for Valentine's Day one year. He said it was his favorite style of lingerie. I'd wear it for him when I really wanted to turn him on."

    "He'd fuck you in this lingerie?"

    Madalina nodded. "He liked me to keep it on while he fucked me. It turned him on, and when he was turned on like that he'd fuck me so good."

    Hudson was hard. He hadn't even noticed it happening. "Will you wear it for me?"

    She smiled. "I will, but I'll have a hard time not thinking about him."

    Madalina picked up the panties and the stockings and walked towards the bathroom. "Get naked," she said before shutting the door.

    Hudson stripped and crawled into the bed. He couldn't stop thinking about his wife having sex with Andrei. He pictured the man he'd met at the charity auction. He pictured him fucking Madalina. He pictured his wife in the lingerie she'd brought into the bathroom. It was all so astoundingly hot that Hudson's dick remained hard without the need for him to touch himself.

    Then the bathroom door opened. Madalina stepped into the doorway and struck the same pose as when she'd greeted Hudson naked in the living room. He sat up and stared. His eyes scanned her body and every inch of her looked perfect.

    "How do I look?"

    "Perfect," he said.

    Madalina sauntered towards the bed, though she took her time. With every step Hudson felt his desire building. The fantastical imagery of another man fucking his wife continued to play out in his head, too.

    She crawled into the bed and on top of him. Hudson ran his hands over the multi-textured basque and cupped her breasts. She leaned down and kissed him softly.

    "I wasn't kidding when I said I'd have trouble not thinking about Andrei," she whispered. "I just want to make sure that you're okay with that."

    "I am."

    She sat up and began to move her hips back and forth over his crotch. "Are you sure? You don't think it's a little bit dangerous to encourage your wife to think about her ex-boyfriend?"

    It was dangerous. Hudson knew that. He also knew that the danger of it was probably why he found it so exciting, or at least part of it.

    "Does it turn you on to think about him?" he asked.

    She nodded and grasped her breasts through the basque. She looked so good that Hudson was tempted to spin her onto her back and fuck her with wild abandon. He knew he wouldn't last long, though, so he staved off his desire to be inside her.

    "Yes, it turns me on," Madalina answered.

    She inched her hips back until Hudson's cock rested against her lower stomach. Then Madalina pulled her panties aside, lifted her hips, and took him inside her. She closed her eyes, grasped her breasts once more, and sank down on Hudson's stiffness. He ran his hands over the smooth nylon of her stockings and caressed the lace tops before inching his fingers towards her ass.

    "Did you ride him in this basque?" he asked.

    "I did. So many times. It always felt so good to sit down on his big cock and rest my hands on his muscular chest."

    Hudson groaned as his wife's pussy suddenly felt a little more pleasurable. Her comment had turned him on. Thinking of Andrei's big cock inside her had turned him on. Thinking of her pleasure at having him inside her had turned him on and the sex felt better because of it.

    "He would tell me how good my pussy felt," she whispered with her eyes still closed. "He would tell me how tight and wet it was. He would tell me how it always felt like my pussy was made to pleasure his cock."

    She rocked her hips back and forth and Hudson closed his eyes and imagined his wife riding another man's cock.

    "Did it feel like his cock was made to pleasure you?" Hudson asked.

    Madalina opened her eyes and stared down at him. Then she leaned forward, kissed Hudson softly, and whispered, "Yes. His cock was absolutely designed to pleasure my pussy, to pleasure me, to give me the most incredible orgasms."

    "Fuck..." Hudson whispered.

    Madalina sat up and began to move her hips back and forth at a remarkable pace. She took Hudson's hands and placed them on her tits. He squeezed like he imagined she wanted and then she closed her eyes, threw her head back, and screamed, "Fuck, Andrei!" before cumming with Hudson's stiff dick buried deep inside her.

    The orgasm went on for quite some time before Madalina smiled, let out a deeply satisfied moan, and lifted her pussy from Hudson's cock. She rolled onto her back next to him and he turned to watch her chest heave. Her breasts looked marvelous in the basque and he couldn't take his eyes off of them.

    "Stand next to the bed," she said between breaths.

    Hudson did as instructed and Madalina turned her body towards him and scooted forward until her pussy was right at the edge of the bed.

    "Lift my feet and rest them on your shoulders."

    Hudson did so and stared down at his wife's pussy, which was mere inches from the still-slick head of his cock.

    "Now put your cock inside me and fuck me as hard as you like until you cum deep in my pussy. Just like Andrei used to do."

    Hudson slipped his dick inside her and began to fuck his wife. He noted how good she looked in the basque, how in this particular position she looked stunningly hot, how staring down at her was an arousing experience all on its own, and an experience that was enhanced considerably by being inside her.

    "I loved when he'd fucked me like this," she said. "He'd grunt and groan and it would feel so good knowing that my pussy was giving him pleasure, that he was going to bury himself inside me and unload, that he was going to fill me with his cum."

    "Fuck..."

    "Should I think about that, baby? Should I think about how Andrei used to fuck me just like this and fill my pussy with his cum?"

    "Yes!"

    Madalina reached down to play with her clit as Hudson fucked her fiercely. He wondered if he compared favorably with Andrei. He wondered if he could compare favorably to a man whose most recent memories were a decade old in Madalina's head. He wondered if the fact that she thought of Andrei as some legendary past lover made fucking her in that moment so much hotter.

    Hudson didn't actually have to wonder about that last part. He knew it was true. It felt weird to admit it as he pounded his wife's pussy, but he knew it was true.

    "Andrei, cum inside me!" she cried out.

    Hudson couldn't hold back. The thrill of his wife calling for another man to cum inside her was too much to resist. He buried his dick in her exceedingly wet pussy and he came inside her while his body trembled. Thankfully, Madalina came just a few moments after he stopped thrusting, giving her a second orgasm for the night.

    Eventually, Hudson leaned forward to kiss her. Madalina lured his tongue into her mouth as she caressed his face while wrapping her legs around his ass.

    "Thank you for wearing this incredible lingerie," he said.

    "Thank you for asking me to think about my ex-boyfriend. That was so much hotter than I thought it would be."

    Hudson smiled. "I know, right?"

    She rewarded him with another kiss and then Hudson pulled out and grabbed his underwear to soak up the cum that was trying to leak out of her.

    "We should do that again sometime," he said.

    "We should." Madalina sat up and smiled. "Maybe I should get in touch with Andrei and let him know I've been thinking about him."

    Hudson stared at her.

    "Nothing serious," she said. "Just a little harmless Instagram flirtation, you know?"

    "That would be really hot," he replied. "Unless that's weird, in which case it wouldn't be."

    She laughed, leaned over, and kissed him on the cheek. "I agree that it would be really hot. I'll get in touch some time this week. Maybe I'll even tell him that I still have the basque. I'll bet he'd like that."

    "I want to make you cum again," Hudson said without thinking. "Can I do that? Is that selfish?"

    "Maybe, but I don't care. You can absolutely make me cum again. Fingers?"

    He nodded and Madalina laid in bed. Hudson laid next to her and they kissed as his fingers made their way between her legs. Soon enough she was moaning. He was going to take his time, though, and they were going to talk about her flirting with her ex-boyfriend because thinking about it really turned him on.
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    "I've been flirting," Madalina said as she offered Hudson her phone. "For a few days, actually. Would you like to read the messages?"

    "With Andrei?"

    She nodded.

    Hudson stared at the phone and a smile slowly crept across his face. He wasn't sure Madalina was going to follow through with her plan to flirt with Andrei. He liked that she'd done it, though, and he was suddenly quite desperate to read her messages.

    He took the phone and Madalina curled up next to him in the bed. Her hand moved between his legs and into his boxer shorts to caress his flaccid cock. She kissed his neck as Hudson began to read her messages.

    "It was so good to see you," Madalina began, referencing when she and Hudson had run into her ex-boyfriend.

    "Yeah, you too," Andrei replied.

    "Seeing you again...it's got me thinking about you."

    "Really? Because I've been thinking about you too."

    "We had some very good times, didn't we?"

    "We certainly did."

    The messages were relayed over a period of several hours, as if Madalina had sent one, closed her app, and refused to go back for a while, perhaps to tease Andrei a little.

    "Do you remember Vancouver Island?" she asked.

    Andrei replied with a series of emojis, all of which indicated that he remembered Vancouver Island and that there was a very good reason for that. "I do," he added. "I have very, very good memories of Vancouver Island."

    "The hotel was incredible. The view. The view was remarkable Andrei."

    "You were remarkable."

    Hudson was hard by that point. He turned to Madalina and asked, "What happened on Vancouver Island?"

    "Andrei took me there for a weekend getaway. The sex was mind-blowing. Truly mind-blowing, Hudson."

    He was harder. Madalina must have noticed as she gripped him a little tighter and stroked a little faster. She kissed him and he closed his eyes and savored the dual pleasures of her tongue in his mouth and her fingers around his cock.

    Hudson returned his gaze to the phone and continued reading.

    "I remember that lingerie," Andrei messaged. "The basque. The one I bought you for that weekend. You looked so good in that, Madalina. Breathtaking."

    Hudson moaned. Madalina still had the basque. She'd kept it for over a decade. She'd worn it for him a week ago. She'd worn it for him and fantasized about Andrei at his request and Hudson had cum remarkably hard as a result. He hadn't fully grasped just how meaningful the basque was, though, that his wife had kept it because she wanted a memento of her relationship with Andrei. Possessing that knowledge only turned him on more, though.

    "He gave you the basque in Vancouver Island? That was a Valentine's Day trip?" Hudson asked.

    "It was," Madalina said. "It was so romantic. It was so...it was perfect."

    Madalina helped Hudson out of his shirt and kissed his chest. Then, to his delight, her lips made their way over his stomach and to his thighs before she moved between his legs and took his boxers off, leaving him naked in their bed.

    "Keep reading," she said before kissing his thighs once more, this time moving from one to the other while inching towards his crotch.

    "It was a very memorable Valentine's Day," Madalina had messaged. "Maybe the most memorable of my life."

    Hudson closed his eyes. He was jealous that Andrei was responsible - perhaps - for a more memorable Valentine's Day than Hudson had ever provided his wife. More surprising, though, was the intensity of the arousal that accompanied that jealousy. Hudson quite liked that the desire he'd felt the week before had intensified over time.

    "Mine too," Andrei replied. "And it's not even close, Madalina. I wish I'd thought to take pictures of you in that basque back then."

    Hudson moaned as she took him in her mouth.

    "I know it's not right, but after we ran into each other I couldn't help but think about you, about that weekend, about the fun we had," Madalina messaged.

    Hudson found himself thinking from Andrei's perspective. A married woman was messaging him on Instagram. She was hinting - rather obviously - at the idea that she'd thought about the sex she and Andrei had shared. She was, at least from his perspective, engaging in something akin to mental infidelity. The fact that Andrei kept on messaging her meant - to Hudson, at least - that he very much liked that Madalina was indulging in memories of the sex they'd had.

    "Now you've got me thinking about the fun we had that weekend."

    "Any particular memories?" Madalina asked, opening the door for Andrei to be much more direct.

    It took a few hours for him to respond, but then he said, "I remember coming back from a coffee run on the first morning we were there. I remember seeing you on the deck. You were dressed in the basque and nothing more. You were leaning against the railing and smiling at me. You had that little strip of pubic hair that felt like it was pointing me to where I needed to be. I set the coffees down and joined you on the balcony. You spun around as I came out. You grabbed the railing and pushed your ass towards me. You looked over your shoulder and told me to take you. I did."

    Hudson was close to cumming in his wife's mouth. He couldn't believe how quickly her flirting had elevated to straight up dirty talk, though he probably shouldn't have been surprised. After all, Madalina had kept a piece of lingerie from her relationship with Andrei, which likely meant that her strongest memories of him were sexual in nature and it was reasonable to assume that it was the same for him.

    "Holy shit," Hudson said.

    Madalina looked up as his cock fell from her mouth. "Which part did you just read?"

    "The part where he talked about the balcony sex in the hotel. With you sticking your ass out and turning around and telling him to take you."

    She smiled and crawled forward. Madalina pulled her panties aside and sank down on his cock. Her wetness and incredible heat engulfed his cock as she lifted her t-shirt over her head and tossed it aside, revealing her bare, beautiful breasts.

    "He fucked me so hard on that balcony," she said. "He was gentle at first, but I wanted it harder and faster. I wanted to feel taken by him, and he gave me that, Hudson. He gave me that and I came so hard all over his dick right before he filled me."

    Hudson was grateful that Madalina wasn't riding him in that moment as he was certain he'd have cum inside her and ended the fun.

    "You should keep reading," she said.

    He turned his attention back to her phone and found her next message to her ex-boyfriend.

    "I'm wet," was all it said.

    He groaned and Madalina began to slowly ride him.

    "I'm hard," Andrei messaged five minutes later.

    An hour passed before Madalina messaged her ex-boyfriend again. "Maybe you should indulge in that memory again. Maybe you should do it while you're hard. Maybe you should relive it and see if it brings you anywhere near the pleasure it used to."

    "It's amazing. All I have to do is close my eyes and I can see you on the balcony, Madalina. I can see you turning around. I can see you looking over your shoulder at me. I can hear you asking me to take you. I can even feel you."

    Hudson's heart pounded as it fully dawned on him that his wife had gone from flirting to sexting with her ex-boyfriend. It had been less than 24 hours since her first message to him, too, so she hadn't wasted any time.

    "I'd like it if you took pleasure in those memories, Andrei. I'd like it if you did that and told me about it, told me how good it felt, how much it turned you on to relive it."

    He messaged not twenty minutes later. "Memories of you are an exquisite pleasure, Madalina, and I'm happy to say that they filled my head and brought me damn near the same kind of joy you used to bring me all those years ago. I am quite satisfied right now and that's all because of you."

    "I'm wet," she messaged back.

    "Perhaps you should let yourself enjoy those memories, too. There's no harm in a memory, right? There's no harm in closing your eyes and letting yourself go back there."

    "I could do it while wearing the basque," she said.

    "You still have the basque?" Andrei asked.

    "I do. I kept it all these years."

    "That's so hot."

    "I know. It always felt naughty, like I should have let it go, like I should have let you exit my memories. I couldn't quite do it, though. I wanted a little something to hold on to, and that basque was the perfect thing."

    "Could I see you in it?" he asked. "Could you take a picture for me?"

    Hudson hadn't scrolled down far enough to see if Madalina had taken a picture for him. He looked up and saw pleasure on her face as she slowly moved her hips back and forth over his crotch, milking his dick and rubbing her clit into his pelvis.

    "Did you send him a picture?" he asked.

    She smiled. "You'll have to keep reading to find out."

    Hudson wasn't sure if he was annoyed or aroused at the idea of Madalina going way further than a little bit of texting with her ex-boyfriend. Perhaps he was both.

    He scrolled. Madalina messaged Andrei, "If I send a picture, will you promise to pleasure yourself while you look at it?"

    "Yes," he replied.

    "You'll have to wait a little while."

    "You never made me wait before. You were always eager. You didn't make me wait once on Vancouver Island. I had you a dozen times over the course of the weekend."

    "I know, and it was good each time. I was yours back then, though. All yours. I'm not yours now, though. I'm Hudson's. This is fun, though, and very naughty. But you do have to wait."

    "I can wait," Andrei replied.

    Madalina didn't send him a message for two days, though Andrei checked in multiple times each day. Then, finally, she sent him a picture of her in the basque. She was on her back in their bed. Her hand appeared to be between her legs, though the picture didn't show her pussy.

    "You look even better than you do in my memories," Andrei replied. "You're stunning, Madalina. Perfect in every way. Can I ask? Are you touching yourself?"

    "Yes," she messaged back.

    "Are you thinking about me?"

    "Yes."

    "What are you thinking about?"

    Hudson looked up from the phone. He was immensely aroused and close to cumming as Madalina continued to slowly milk him with her pussy. "This is so much more than flirting," he said.

    "I know," she replied with a smile. "It was such a turn on, Hudson. I couldn't help myself. I didn't think you'd mind, though, and the fact that you're hard as a rock, that your chest is flushed red, that your pupils are wide...all of that means that you're turned on, that you like that I went way beyond flirting with my ex-boyfriend."

    Some part of Hudson wanted to be frustrated. It was a perfectly reasonable response. It was drowned out by desire, though.

    He turned his attention back to her phone.

    "I'm thinking about our last day on Vancouver Island. How we went to dinner. How we shared a bottle of wine. How we got a little drunk. How I wore the basque for you when we got back to the room because you asked me to, because you said it was so sexy, because you loved it so much. I'm thinking about how I went down on you while I wore the basque, how I made your cock feel good with my mouth, how my lips stretched around you, how you tasted in my mouth, how sweet your precum was. I'm thinking about how I rode you, how I bounced on your cock until we both came. I'm thinking about the look on your face as you came in my pussy."

    "Holy shit," Andrei replied. "I'm so hard."

    Hudson saw a video. It was of the same view as the picture. He didn't play it, though.

    "You sent him a video?" he asked.

    She nodded.

    "Were you really thinking about all that stuff you said you were thinking about?"

    "I was. Every bit of it. I masturbated while thinking about it, while thinking about him. I sent him a video because he deserved to see the pleasure he'd given me, even after ten years apart. He deserved to see that he'd made me wet, that he'd gotten me all worked up, that he'd made me cum even though he hadn't fucked me in over a decade."

    Hudson opened his mouth to say something, but Madalina silenced him with a kiss. He resisted for a moment, but there was no point. He was turned on. Immensely so, in fact, so he welcomed her tongue into his mouth and moaned as she bounced up and down on his cock for a handful of seconds before returning to the slow back and forth movements of her hips.

    "Watch the video," she whispered, "and cum inside me."

    Madalina sat up and rested her hands on his chest. Hudson tapped the screen right as she began to ride him.

    The video showed Madalina on her back in their bed. She was holding the phone above herself and smiled before panning down to show off her body in the basque. She showed her pussy, too, and her fingers moving swiftly over her clit.

    "I'm so wet for you, Andrei," she said. "Can you hear that? Can you hear how wet my pussy is for you?"

    Madalina moved the phone closer to her pussy and Hudson heard the wetness. He was astounded that she'd gone past flirting and sexting, that she was now pretty damn close to cheating on him with her ex-boyfriend, or at least as close as someone could get without actually cheating. Hudson had given her permission - had encouraged her, really - to flirt with Andrei so any annoyance he was feeling needed to be directed inward.

    "I wish you were inside me, Andrei," she continued. "I wish your cock was inside me right now. It feels so good to think about it, to play with my pussy as I think of you being deep inside me like you were on that weekend on Vancouver Island. When I wear this basque I can't stop thinking about you and all the times we had sex while I wore this for you. That's why I kept it. Because I can relive the memories, because it feels so good to do that."

    She rubbed her pussy faster and Hudson marveled at how far she was willing to go in the video. He wondered if she'd worn the basque at any point in the previous ten years, if she'd perhaps done so with some frequency and had just kept it from Hudson.

    "Andrei...I'm close...please...cum inside me!" she said in the video.

    Hudson thought of Andrei watching it and jerking off. He thought of how good that must have felt for Madalina's ex-boyfriend and for some reason that was the thing that put him over the top.

    "Fuck...I'm cumming!" he cried out as his loins exploded and he released his load inside his wife.

    Hudson set the phone down as the video ended and let the intense pleasure of his orgasm envelop him.

    Madalina came moments after him and Hudson immediately wondered if Andrei was on her mind. The notion was both stressful and thrilling as he was in the midst of his climax.

    She collapsed on top of him and the scent of her shampoo filled his nose as he wrapped his arms around her. Her lower back was damp from the effort of riding him and he smiled at the notion that she'd put in quite a bit of effort to satisfy him.

    "Were you thinking about him?" Hudson asked.

    "Yes," she admitted before kissing him. "I can't help myself. I didn't film my orgasm in that video I sent him, but it was incredible, Hudson. Last week, when you told me to think about him as you fucked me...it opened something up and now he's on my mind all the time. I get turned on and I think about him."

    "I like that," he said. "It's a little scary, if I'm being totally honest, but I like it."

    Madalina sat up and smiled. "Andrei asked to have phone sex. I told him I'd think about it. What I meant was that I'd ask you about it. He doesn't know that you know about this, though."

    "Is this you asking for permission to have phone sex with your ex-boyfriend?"

    She nodded.

    "Can I be there when you do it? Can I listen?"

    "No. Not the first time. I think I'd be too uncomfortable, actually. Maybe if there's a second time we could figure out a way for you to listen."

    Hudson was surprised by the level of disappointment he felt. That made him want to give her permission even more, though, because it meant that he really wanted to listen.

    "Yes, you can have phone sex with him," he said.

    She rewarded him with a deeply passionate kiss.

    "Thank you," Madalina said. "I'm going to make him wait a few days. I think that paid off last time. I'll do it on Wednesday when you have to stay late at work. I'll wear the basque. I'll keep it on so you can see it when you get home, so you can fuck me in it while I tell you about the phone sex."

    Hudson was damn near ready to fuck his wife again right then and there. He couldn't wait for Wednesday to come around.
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    Work had gone later than Hudson expected, in no small part because he’d been distracted by thoughts of his wife and her ex-boyfriend having phone sex. That distraction led to mistakes, which led to more work, which meant it was just past 10 p.m. when he got home.

    Exhaustion had gripped him on the drive, but once he'd stepped into the house Hudson was eager to hear the details of Madalina's naughty phone fun with the ex-boyfriend that had fucked her better than any other.

    He expected to see her in the red basque that Andrei had given her all those years ago. The basque she'd worn during a Valentine's weekend vacation. The basque he'd fucked her in countless times. The basque she'd never gotten rid of, the one she'd kept as a keepsake of her relationship with Andrei.

    There was no sign of the basque, though. Instead, Madalina was curled up in bed in a white terry cloth robe cinched tightly around her waist. Her hair was damp and her face free of makeup. It appeared as though she'd showered after her encounter with Andrei.

    Hudson felt the disappointment wash over him. He'd expected to find his wife flushed with post-orgasmic bliss and dressed in the lingerie her ex-boyfriend used to fuck her in. He expected to be welcomed into the bed, into her pussy, to be able to fuck her while she shared the naughty details of the conversation she'd had, of how she and Andrei had fantasized about meeting up to initiate an illicit affair.

    "Hey," Hudson said as Madalina looked his way.

    Emotion washed over her face and she got out of bed and rushed towards him. Their bodies collided and her momentum pushed him half a step back before he wrapped his arms around her.

    "What happened?" he asked. "Is everything okay?"

    She held him tight for a few moments longer and then looked up and kissed him softly. She did so numerous times, in fact, though the kisses were of a less-than-romantic nature.

    "I'm sorry," she said. "I know I said I'd be in the basque, that I'd tell you all about the fun I had with Andrei, that you could fuck me."

    Hudson ran his fingers through her hair as Madalina looked away. He kissed her on the cheek and pulled her in for another hug.

    "Did something happen?" he asked. "Did he...I don't know, did he do something?"

    "No. No. Andrei was wonderful. It's just..."

    Hudson was suddenly worried. Madalina seemed out of sorts, though he struggled to discern what could have happened to sour the mood she'd been in just a few hours prior when she'd sent him a selfie of her in the basque and texted that she was looking forward to fantasizing about her ex-boyfriend.

    "Madalina, please, you've got me worried. Can you just tell me what happened?"

    Madalina stepped back and sat on the edge of the bed. She looked down at her fingers and idly picked at her cuticles before taking a deep breath. "I'm not sure we should keep doing this. It just feels...too risky."

    Hudson felt the tightness in his shoulders and back wash away. He sat next to his wife and took her hand while unleashing a near-silent sigh of relief that there hadn't been a disaster of some sort.

    "Too risky? How?" he asked.

    She leaned her head against his shoulder and gripped his hand tighter. "I love you, Hudson. I do. You're a far better husband than I ever thought I'd find, maybe far better than I deserve. I just...I just don't want to risk ruining our marriage."

    The tightness was back. Hudson felt a touch of annoyance at his wife's inability to offer even a hint of clarity as to why she was suddenly in an entirely different state of mind regarding her ex-boyfriend.

    "Madalina, I'm sorry...but could you please tell me what's going on? Or what happened tonight? What changed? Because I'm feeling confused."

    She kissed him on the cheek and her lips lingered for a few seconds. "I'm sorry. It's hard to explain. It's not just about tonight. It started after I was messaging with him, flirting via text...sending him videos of me in the basque, of me masturbating. After that he was...he was on my mind all the time, Hudson. It wasn't just that he was on my mind, either. I could...I could close my eyes and literally feel his touch. I could feel his lips on my neck. I could feel them against mine. I could feel his hands on my hips. I could feel his...I could feel him inside me."

    Hudson still didn't understand why that was so distressing, but it was obvious from Madalina's tone that the feelings she described weren't entirely blissful.

    "I didn't think it would be that way," she continued. "I thought it was harmless, you know? Just a little fun. You wanted me to flirt with him. I wanted to flirt with him. I came really hard. You came really hard. He probably came really hard."

    "I did cum hard," Hudson said.

    She looked at him and smiled. He took her hand and squeezed it. He contemplated guiding her fingers between his legs so she could feel his arousal, but it seemed unwise given her emotional state.

    "I'm not sure it's harmless," she said.

    "Why not?"

    Madalina seemed surprised. "Weren't you listening to me?"

    Hudson stared for a second as he tried to discern if he'd missed something important. "I was. Of course I was. You're thinking about him all the time. You can feel his touch. The memories are coming back and they're potent. I just don’t understand. Is it that it feels harmful to think like that?"

    "I'm married to you, Hudson. I shouldn't be thinking so much about another man. I especially shouldn't be thinking so much about having sex with him."

    Hudson wanted to kiss her, to open her robe, to run his fingers between her legs and tell her to indulge in those desires. He knew that was his arousal engulfing his mind, though, so he kept quiet.

    "How often are you thinking about having sex with him?" he asked without a hint of playfulness.

    Madalina looked away and pulled her hand into his lap. "All the time. I...after the phone sex, after it was over, I took a shower to try and clear my head. When I closed my eyes to wash the shampoo out of my hair he popped into my head. I could feel him behind me. I could feel his strong hands on my breasts. I could feel his cock pressing against my ass. I could hear myself telling him to slide into my pussy from behind, to have his way with me. I could feel his cock filling my pussy, Hudson. It was so...so real. It was like he was in our shower, like he was inside me."

    It seemed as though she was going to continue, but then Madalina reached over and grasped Hudson's cock. He looked down and saw her fingers around the rather obvious bulge in his pants.

    "Is it...is it your body that wants him?" he asked. "Or is it your heart that wants him?"

    Madalina's grip on his cock relaxed as she stared for a few seconds. "I hadn't thought of it that way."

    "It's two very different desires."

    "Yeah?"

    Hudson nodded. "Your body can crave him every moment of the day without it being a threat to what your heart wants."

    "Which is you."

    He smiled. "I hope so."

    Madalina kissed him on the cheek. "It is. You're the man my heart wants. It's been that way since we met, Hudson. You're the man my heart will always want."

    His lips found hers. He closed his eyes and welcomed her eager tongue into his mouth. He slipped a hand into her robe and cupped her breast before his fingers danced gently over her nipple, inspiring a series of soft moans from his wife.

    Hudson untied the robe and pushed it open. He ran his fingers over her stomach and caressed her thigh as she parted her legs, welcoming him between them.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "Yes...and I want you to think about him while I fuck you."

    Madalina stood and pushed the robe from her shoulders. Hudson stripped and watched as his wife crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and closed her eyes while her hands moved over her soft skin.

    "I'm so wet," she said.

    "For him?"

    Madalina's eyes remained closed as she nodded. "Yes, for him. For Andrei. For his hands on my body. For his lips on my skin. For his cock in my pussy."

    Hudson was as hard as he'd ever been as he crawled into the bed. Madalina met his gaze and smiled for a moment before they kissed. She grasped his cock and guided it between her pussy lips. He filled her with a long, slow thrust and she wrapped her legs around him.

    "Do you really want me to think about him as you fuck me?"

    "Yes."

    "You're not worried?"

    "I know what your heart wants, Madalina, and that's all that matters. What your body craves...who your pussy craves...well, that doesn't scare me. It turns me on."

    She smiled and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. Hudson moved in and out of his wife as she wrapped her legs around him.

    "I told him I wanted him, Hudson," she said. "As we masturbated together...I told him I wanted him in real life. I told him I wanted to have him inside me again...to feel his cock in my cunt..."

    Hudson fucked her harder as arousal swirled through his body and mind. "What did he say to that?"

    Madalina smiled. "He said he'd give anything to fuck me again, to be with me again, to be naked with me, to be inside me, to feel my mouth and my pussy...to make me cum on his cock again."

    "Is that what you want? To cum on your ex-boyfriend's cock?"

    She nodded. "More than anything, Hudson. I want it more than anything."

    He buried his dick inside her and came. He knew she wasn't there yet, that he'd gone off too soon, but he couldn't help it. He was too turned on.

    Madalina held him close and showered him in soft kisses as he came inside her. She moaned, too, like his orgasm brought her pleasure, which further enhanced Hudson's climactic experience.

    "Sorry," he said afterwards. "I just...I just lost it." He laughed.

    "It's okay. I like that you got so turned on you couldn't help but cum in me."

    Hudson pulled out, rolled onto his side next to her, and rubbed his wife's clit. He kissed her neck, moaned, and whispered, "I'll bet Andrei wouldn't have cum too quickly. I'll bet he would have seen to your orgasm before cumming in your pussy."

    She arched her back and moaned.

    "He always took care of you, didn't he, Madalina?" he asked softly. "He always made sure you had an orgasm that curled your toes before he claimed his pleasure."

    "He did," she said with her eyes closed. "He always fucked me so good, Hudson."

    "And now you want him to fuck you again. Surrender to that desire. Feel him on top of you. Feel him inside you. Feel him thrusting in and out of your tight, wet pussy, Madalina. Feel him nearing his orgasm as he satisfies you. Feel him prepare to cum in your pussy right as you have a mind-bending orgasm."

    "I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    The arch in her back deepened and Hudson noted how exquisite her breasts looked before kissing her neck and gently stimulating her clit all the way through the end of her orgasm.

    When her body relaxed, he pulled his hand from between her legs and caressed her stomach.

    "Thank you," she said.

    "It was my pleasure."

    They kissed and she caressed his face in a remarkably tender manner. "I want you to take a few days to think about what you said. About this not being risky. About me having what my body wants."

    "Okay. I will."

    "Really think about it, Hudson, because I can't go halfway. I can't just flirt and have phone sex with him. That won't work for me. I either need to cut it off completely or actually give my body to him."

    There was something enthralling about the way she'd worded it. He didn't want to jump in too quickly, but Hudson wasn't sure he could escape from his arousal at the idea of his wife giving her body to another man.

    "I love you, Madalina," he said.

    Her smile was bright and genuine and her touch was tender as she kissed him. "You'll always have my heart, Hudson. Always."

    They shared a longer kiss and then she rolled onto her side and he cuddled next to her. Hudson closed his eyes and thoughts of his wife having sex with her ex-boyfriend suddenly filled his head. They were good thoughts, though, and he was fairly certain he was already quite clear on what he wanted. He'd give it a few days, though, just to be sure.

    ---

    "So, I'm still interested if you are," Hudson shared over their dinner table three nights later.

    Madalina glanced at him as she sipped her wine. She set the glass down, leaned a little closer, and said, "Are you absolutely certain?"

    He nodded.

    She stared at him like a detective sizing up a perp. Her gaze was intense as she studied his face for an uncomfortably long time and then said, "Once it happens...it's happened. There's no going back and to be honest, it's hard to know what the consequences will be."

    "Consequences?"

    "What if the sex is so good that I need it all the time? What if I end up fucking Andrei more than I fuck you? What if...I don't know, what if Andrei tells me he wants to be the only one to fuck me and I have to decide between his cock or yours?"

    Hudson sat back as he realized that Madalina had given their situation a great deal more thought than he had. "Well, to be honest, I hadn't considered the notion of consequences at all. I just figured you'd have great sex with Andrei and then I'd...well, then I'd get to have great sex with you, but I suppose it might just be great for me and that maybe..."

    She took his hand and squeezed it. "I'll still have sex with you even if it's not great. I mean...to be honest, Hudson, it's been a while since I've been with Andrei, but the sex with him will probably be better than it is with you. Especially the first time. I suppose there's a chance it won't live up to my memories, but it's not like Andrei has gotten fat or gone bald or anything. He's still pretty much the same guy he was and I bet the sexual chemistry will still be there."

    Hudson was forced to consider the notion that his wife would find less pleasure in sex with him if she was fucking her ex-boyfriend. For some reason the notion brought his cock to life. It was unexpected, but not unwelcome. He inched his chair closer and guided Madalina's hand under the dining room table and between his legs.

    "Is that your answer?" she asked with a smile.

    He nodded.

    "That's a very good answer, but there's something else you need to know."

    Before continuing, Madalina stood and offered her hand. Hudson took it and she led him into the living room. Soon enough he was seated and she was on top of him. Her shirt came off a moment later and her bra followed, leaving her topless, which meant Hudson's only real choice was to take his wife's breasts in his hands.

    "They feel good, don't they?" she asked.

    "Better than good."

    Her smile was of pure delight and her kiss was generous. Her hips moved slowly over his crotch, igniting a low level of desire that filled Hudson with a hope that he might get laid before the night was over.

    "What else do I need to know?" he asked.

    Madalina's lips and tongue danced over his neck for a handful of seconds, sending shivers of pleasure down his spine. "Andrei wants to take me to Vancouver Island."

    "What?"

    She sat back and smiled. "He wants to take me away for the weekend."

    "To the place where you spent that Valentine's weekend? Where you had all the great sex?"

    "That hotel isn't quite as nice as it used to be, apparently, so he wants to stay somewhere different. He wants to rent a house, actually. He showed it to me. It's gorgeous. Views of the water. It's a cute place set on a big property. There are beautiful views out nearly every window. It's really quite...it's quite special."

    Hudson couldn't help but feel concerned that his wife's ex-boyfriend wanted to do more than fuck her.

    "We'd spend the whole weekend having sex," she said.

    "What if the chemistry's gone?"

    Madalina smiled. "We're going to have sex once before we go just to make sure. If the chemistry's not there, we'll cancel. If it is there, though, we'll go and my body will be his all weekend long. Though I suppose it's fair to say that his body will be mine, too."

    "I don't...I don't know about this."

    She leaned in and kissed his neck. She moved her hips. Hudson's hands had fallen from her breasts, but his seeming lack of interest didn't stop her from stoking the flames of his desire.

    "What are you worried about?" she said softly.

    "I'm worried that Andrei wants more than your body. I'm worried he wants your heart, too. Why else would he whisk you away for a romantic weekend trip?"

    She sat back and took his shirt off. "Romantic? Who said anything about it being romantic?"

    "Madalina, please. A cute little house with ocean views? Lots of outdoor space? Beauty all around? How is that anything other than romantic?"

    Hudson couldn't shake the gentle sense of worry that washed over him as he tried to remember the last time he'd taken Madalina out of town for a romantic weekend.

    "Don't you trust me?" she asked.

    "So you admit that he's trying to romance you?"

    "I don't care what he's trying to do. I don't care what he wants." She took his hand and placed it over her heart. "This is yours, Hudson." She then moved his hand between her legs. "This will be his." A naughty smile crossed her face and Madalina lifted his hand to her mouth and kissed his fingers. "This will be his, too."

    Despite his worries, Hudson was now fully erect. It was odd to experience both desire and concern over the exact same subject, but there he was doing that very thing.

    "When is this happening?" he asked.

    "We're going to fuck this weekend. If it's good, he'll take me to Vancouver Island next weekend."

    "You're going to fuck your ex-boyfriend in just a few days?"

    "I'm going to give him my mouth and my pussy. I'm going to make him feel good and he's going to make me feel things I haven't felt in a long time."

    Though he probably should have been concerned over the implication of her comment, he wasn't. Instead, Hudson was aroused. Massively aroused.

    He grabbed her ass, lifted her up, and set Madalina on her back on the couch. He yanked her panties off, stripped out of his pants, and slipped inside her a moment later. They fucked furiously on the couch as he thought of her actually going through with it and having sex with Andrei, with the man who'd fucked her so good that she'd kept lingerie as a keepsake so she could always have a tangible memory of how good the sex between them had been.

    It couldn't have been more than a minute before Hudson came. He felt a touch guilty as his load spilled inside her. She hadn't gotten close to an orgasm, as far as he could tell.

    "I'm sorry," he said afterwards.

    "Hudson, sweetie, don't ever apologize for that sort of thing. Honestly, it makes me feel better about this weekend and next. I know you're concerned, but it's also clear that you're really turned on, and that means I don't have to feel guilty about pursuing this. You want it. It's going to make you happy. It's going to turn you on. It's going to make you cum hard when I get back."

    Hudson thought about arguing with her, but the evidence against him was slowly leaking out of her and there was little point in mounting a defense.

    "I'm yours, Hudson. I'll be yours forever. I promise. I want to fuck Andrei. I'm going to enjoy fucking Andrei. I was never in love with him, though, and I'm not going to fall in love with him now when I'm already married to an incredible man. You have nothing to worry about."

    No matter how many times she said it, Hudson was quite certain his worries wouldn't fully abate.

  
    Her Legendary Ex-Boyfriend - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Hey honey!"

    Madalina's voice was full of joy and Hudson felt a twinge of jealousy as he imagined her cuddled up with her ex-boyfriend on the deck of the Vancouver Island house they'd rented for the weekend.

    "Hey," he said. "Was your flight okay?"

    "Oh, yes, absolutely. Andrei treated us to first class tickets, actually, so it was splendid. We drank champagne, we made out a little, we had a fantastic meal, it was exquisite."

    Hudson felt the jealousy again, though this time it was a little more than a twinge. Madalina had insisted that the weekend was just about reconnecting with her most talented ex-lover, but Hudson suspected that Andrei had other plans. He had no real evidence to back up that suspicion - which was why he'd only voiced his concern once - but he couldn't shake the sense that Andrei wanted more than just sex.

    "And how is the house?" Hudson asked.

    "Exquisite. I'm on the deck right now. I'm looking at the ocean. It's breathtaking. It really is."

    "So...what are the plans for the rest of the day?"

    There was a pause before Madalina said, "Well, we already fucked once. I couldn't help myself, to be honest. After last weekend...I just wanted him so badly. I nearly fucked him on the plane, if I'm being honest. We didn't even make it to the bedroom. He took me on the living room floor. It was wild and passionate and hard and incredible and I had such an amazing orgasm. So I suppose that's my way of saying that I'm pretty sure we're just going to fuck for the rest of the day. We'll have dinner and all that, but my body has been craving something like this, Hudson...and I'm so happy that you let me do this."

    Hudson frowned, in no small part because he was half hard and the arousal clouded his thinking.

    "Do you wanna masturbate?" she asked. "Andrei's unpacking and I could tell you about how good he fucked me while you jerk off."

    Hudson looked out at the ocean. The same ocean his wife was staring at. He'd booked a flight to Vancouver Island. He'd booked a hotel room for the weekend. He'd done it all at the last minute because he'd been overcome by an unexpected sense of both jealousy and paranoia. He shouldn't have come, though. He should have trusted Madalina. He told himself it was Andrei he didn't trust, though, that the other man was going to spend the weekend to try and win Madalina back. Hudson told himself that being there in person could somehow prevent that from happening, but as he stood in the hotel room and talked with his wife he realized just how stupid that thought had been. If anything, his presence there would be more likely to push Madalina into Andrei's arms.

    "He fucked me so good, Hudson," Madalina said softly. "He gave me what I needed, what I'd come to crave after last weekend. He gave it to me so good."

    Hudson unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock as he stared out the window. He stroked himself and in just a handful of seconds he was remarkably stiff.

    "I'm hard," he said.

    "Mmm, that's good, baby. That makes me happy. I know this weekend is going to be difficult for you, but I love you, Hudson. I love you madly. Andrei is just...sexual nostalgia. It's beautiful, but it's also a gift from you, from my husband, from the man I love. Please don't forget that."

    "I won't."

    She moaned softly. "I gave him head on the drive over."

    Hudson closed his eyes and pictured his wife's head bobbing up and down in Andrei's lap. He tried to remember the last time she'd given him a blowjob in the car, but he couldn't conjure a memory.

    "Did he like that?" he asked.

    "He did. I think the thing he liked most was that I was so desperate for his dick that I couldn't stand to wait any longer. It felt that way to me, that I just had to have him inside me, even if it was my mouth that was being filled by his gorgeous cock."

    Hudson's dick swelled in his hand and he slowed his strokes. He looked out at the ocean again and pictured his wife doing the same thing as she stood on the deck of the house Andrei had rented for the weekend of sexual nostalgia. Then he pictured the other man wrapping Madalina up in his arms, kissing her neck from behind, and telling her how much he missed her, how much he missed being with her, being able to hold her close. Though it seemed unlikely, Hudson's mind conjured an image of Madalina turning to kiss her ex-boyfriend and telling him that she felt the same way.

    For some reason, that torturous imaginary scenario brought with it a wealth of arousal and Hudson felt his cock swell up once more. He worried he'd cum so he pulled his hand away.

    "Could you have made him cum in your mouth on the drive?" he asked.

    "Of course. I'm very good with my mouth, as you know, and Andrei was always especially fond of my blowjobs. In fact, I intend on making him cum in my mouth before our weekend is over. I was thinking maybe I'd suck his dick while he enjoyed his coffee tomorrow morning as a way of thanking him for arranging this trip, for being so generous with the flight and the incredible house."

    "That makes me jealous," Hudson said without thinking.

    "I know it does, baby. But that's okay, isn't it? There's nothing wrong with a little jealousy, right? Plus, I think we both know you'll be at least a little bit turned on as you think about me sucking my ex-boyfriend's cock and swallowing his cum to start the day. I wonder if it will be warm enough for me to wear lingerie while I do it. Do you think he'd enjoy that? A morning blowjob from a lingerie-clad beauty that just wants to swallow his cum to thank him for his generosity?"

    Hudson imagined himself watching from afar like a voyeuristic pervert. He saw himself hiding in a bush or behind a tree as his wife led her ex-boyfriend onto the deck, sat him in a chair, kissed him, and then got on her knees to slowly and passionately fellate him while he enjoyed the view - of the ocean and of the woman sucking his cock - and sipped his coffee.

    "Does it make you jealous to think of your wife giving Andrei her body as soon as we got in the house?"

    "Yes."

    She moaned. "He was all over me the moment the door shut behind us. He picked me up and I wrapped my legs around him as we kissed. He led me towards the living room and set me down. We both stripped like we were teenagers about to fuck for the first time. I considered getting on the couch, but there's a rug on the living room floor right next to the fireplace and I couldn't resist the urge to let him have me there."

    Hudson stroked his dick as he imagined his wife naked, on her back in front of a fireplace with her legs spread. It struck him as romantic, though she was describing a frenzied kind of sex.

    "He took me missionary style. I felt pure bliss as he filled me, as my body remembered once again how good it feels to have Andrei inside me."

    Jealousy and angst and pleasure coursed through Hudson's body as he rushed to the bathroom, grabbed a small towel, and sat in the chair in the corner of his hotel room. The view in front of the window was nice, but he had no interest in spraying his cum all over it.

    "I came twice as he fucked me on the rug," she said. "The second orgasm was even better than the first, and both were better than the ones I had last weekend. There's something about this house, about fucking in front of a fireplace, about knowing that we get to spend the entire weekend having as much incredible sex as we want without a care in the world. It was like my orgasm was infused with a bit of the pleasure from all the other orgasms I'm going to have this weekend."

    "Did he cum inside you?" Hudson asked.

    Madalina had asked about his comfort with Andrei cumming inside her. They hadn't done so the weekend before, but she'd expressed a desire to be freer, to have more fun, to enjoy the purest and finest version of sex, which meant doing so without a condom. Andrei got a full battery of tests and had come back clean and Madalina had done so too and had been on the pill for years. For his part, Hudson had experienced both arousal and angst at the idea of another man cumming in his wife and the arousal had won out.

    He'd asked the question - as he sat in his hotel room masturbating - while knowing the answer. He wanted to hear her say it, though. His arousal drove him to that place, to ask that question. His body craved it.

    Madalina moaned and said, "Yes, baby, he came deep inside me. Deep in my tight pussy. Deep in your wife's tight, wet pussy."

    Hudson came. In a towel. While thinking about another man cumming in his wife. While that other man's cum while likely leaking out of his wife.

    "Fuck," he said as an uncontrolled smile spread across his face.

    "Was that good, baby?"

    "It really was."

    "Andrei just finished unpacking his stuff and I should really do the same. Then we're heading out to the local market to pick up a few things for dinner. I'll probably call you tomorrow morning, okay?"

    "After you suck his cock on the deck?"

    "Would you like that? I could call you before that - I could get up a little early - but I'd be more than happy to give you the details while you play with your cock. Would you like to hear about the lingerie I wore for him, the long, slow blowjob I gave him, the cum that I swallowed because I want him to be just as satisfied as I am?"

    "I think I'd like that, yes," he said, though in the moment Hudson could feel the jealousy swirling through his body.

    "Then I'll talk to you tomorrow morning. I love you, Hudson."

    "I love you too, Madalina."

    Hudson cleaned the remaining cum from his cock and tossed the towel into the bathroom. Then he sat on the foot of the bed, held his head in his hands, and considered what to do. He could stay in the hotel room all weekend. He could change his flight to leave early the next morning, after his call with Madalina. He could go to the house where they were staying - he had the address - and then...well, Hudson didn't really have a plan. He had brought binoculars, though. He'd felt foolish for doing so - like he was some kind of amateur spy - but he'd brought them just in case he decided to do the insane thing and try and snoop on his wife's weekend with her ex-boyfriend.

    Hudson decided on a nap - a post-orgasmic nap, which was his favorite - and told himself he'd make a decision on what to do once he'd had some rest.

    ---

    The rental house was cute and charming from the outside, just as Madalina had said when Andrei first booked it. The property was massive with no visible neighbors on either side and a remarkably long driveway from the rode Hudson had followed to get there.

    As he drove there, Hudson told himself he was just going to check it out, that he wouldn't actually go near the house or do any sort of spying on his wife and her ex-boyfriend. Once he'd arrived, though, that decision went out the window.

    He told himself that there was no harm in getting a little closer. There were lots of trees on the property. Bushes, too. There'd be no chance he'd get caught. He told himself he wouldn't get close to the house, either, that he could see plenty without being within 50 yards of the structure.

    That's how Hudson found himself kneeling behind a tree and on a remarkably soft layer of dead pine needles to the east of the house. He'd brought his binoculars and he was looking through them and watching Madalina and Andrei drink wine on the deck. It was well past 9 p.m. and Hudson guessed they'd already enjoyed their dinner. He imagined them having cooked together, fed each other bites of whatever they'd prepared, and other romantic notions.

    They were cuddled on a small outdoor couch, doing nothing to quell Hudson's worries that his wife's boyfriend intended on their weekend being romantic. There was a blanket over them, so all he could see was that Madalina was in a white sweater.

    They drank wine, they talked, they shared the occasional kiss, though they rarely ventured into passionate territory. Hudson wondered if they'd just had sex and were on the deck enjoying the way the ocean reflected the light of the near-full moon.

    As he watched, Hudson felt a powerful desire to be closer. He wanted to hear what they were saying. His paranoia over Andrei's intentions was growing with each passing minute and while he told himself to trust his wife, Hudson couldn't quite wrap his head around the idea of Madalina spending a sex-filled weekend with a man that wanted to take her from him.

    So he moved closer. He made sure he was out of view from the deck and then hurried towards the house. Once he'd reached the front he walked slowly and carefully around the side and towards the deck.

    Hudson stopped when he heard their voices. He couldn't make out what they were saying, though, so he had to move closer. It was risky and he probably should have turned around and left, but he wasn't in his right mind so he went closer.

    Eventually, Hudson stood beneath the deck. His wife and her ex-boyfriend sat above him. He could hear every word they said.

    "It's so nice to be here with you," Andrei said. "To be next to you again."

    "To spend time inside of me again?"

    He laughed. "Time had dulled my memory of just how good the sex is between us, how good we make each other feel, though I suppose I shouldn't speak for you."

    Hudson heard the sound of a kiss.

    "It's just as good for me as it is for you," Madalina said. "Maybe better. I don't know. I just know that it's great, that I haven't had sex this good since we were last together."

    Madalina had said as much to Hudson, but hearing her say it to Andrei was unexpectedly painful and more than a little arousing.

    "Is that true?" Andrei asked.

    Another kiss. "It is. You fuck me better than anyone I've ever been with, Andrei. That's why I'm here. That's why I'm going to spend this weekend satisfying my body's desire for you. That's why you'll probably be unable to get it up before the weekend is over."

    "Ambitious. I like it," he said.

    They were silent for a long stretch as Hudson tried to breathe as quietly as possible beneath them.

    "What if I want to make love to you?" Andrei asked. "To have slow, beautiful sex. Not just the furious fucking that most of our encounters were made of."

    Hudson tensed up as he waited for his wife's response.

    "I'd like that," Madalina said. "I suppose we never did that very much when we were going out, but I don't remember ever having bad sex with you, so yes, I think I'd like it if you wanted to make love to me."

    Another period of relative silence passed as Hudson contemplated making his escape. He'd heard more than he wanted to hear. He was a bundle of nerves. He knew there was a real chance he'd end his marriage if he revealed himself to them, that he'd come off as an insane and jealous husband. He wasn't sure he could stay quiet, though, as Andrei seemingly made it clear that he wanted more than sex with Madalina.

    "Do you ever wonder if...I don't know, if we might have lasted longer if we'd made love more?" Andrei asked.

    It struck Hudson as an insane question, but Madalina treated it as anything but.

    "To be honest, Andrei, I can't say that I ever felt we had a real future," she said. "The sex was out of this world, but we were volatile together. And...well, maybe I shouldn't say this, but I wouldn't say that you were the best and most considerate boyfriend. The qualities that made you a good lover, though, always struck me as the same qualities that made you a less-than-ideal boyfriend and long term partner."

    "People can change," he said.

    Hudson felt a tightness in his chest.

    "Is that right?" Madalina asked. "Are you saying you're less selfish now? Are you saying you don't let other women catch your eye anymore? Are you saying you want more from life than moving from one invigorating experience to another?"

    There was a long enough silence that Hudson wondered if they'd somehow gone inside without making a sound. There were still two sets of feet visible through the spaces between the boards, though.

    "Sometimes I wonder if we met at the wrong time," Andrei said. "I was everything you say I was. Selfish. Impulsive. Driven by a desire for novelty. A little bit angry sometimes. Too easily swayed by something new, including women, though I never cheated on you."

    "I know," she replied softly.

    "I miss you, Madalina."

    Hudson nearly screamed. He'd been right about Andrei. He'd been right about all of it.

    "I'm yours for the weekend," she said. "All yours. You have me every second of every day until we leave. I might call Hudson once or twice, but otherwise I'm all yours. What you choose to do with this weekend is up to you, Andrei, but I'd certainly prefer it if we didn't spend too much time hashing out what went wrong with our relationship. That's over now. It's done with."

    A kiss. A long, slow kiss, based on the sound of it.

    "You're mine for the weekend?" Andrei asked.

    "I'm yours and yours alone this weekend."

    Another long kiss.

    "And will this be the only weekend I get to have you, or is there a chance we could so something like this again?" he asked.

    "I can't tell you that until the weekend is over, though I can say that my body craves the kind of pleasure you give me, Andrei."

    "The kind of pleasure your husband can't give you."

    Hudson hated that those words turned him on. They did, though.

    "Yes, the kind of pleasure that Hudson can't give me. He wants to. He does. He tries so hard. The sex is good, too, but it's not like the sex I have with you. I thought maybe my memories were rose-colored, that the pleasure I felt with you was a product of youthful passion, but it wasn't, Andrei. Last weekend proved that. The two times you've fucked me today prove that. It's different with you. It's what I need. But I also need to be married to Hudson. I need to have a husband like him."

    "I know," Andrei said.

    They shared a long, deep, slow kiss.

    "Would you like to make love to me, Andrei?" Madalina asked.

    Hudson couldn't see his wife's face, but he understood that she was offering her ex-boyfriend and olive branch of sorts. She probably wanted more of the adventurous, vigorous sex that Hudson couldn't give her no matter how hard he tried. Andrei, though, wanted something different, something more connected, and Madalina was willing to give it to him. In Hudson's mind that meant she cared for her ex-boyfriend in an unexpected manner, which meant angst for Hudson.

    "Yes," Andrei answered.

    There was movement above him, but they weren't going inside. Instead, it seemed that Madalina had straddled her ex-boyfriend. The sounds of kissing drifted down to Hudson and he looked up as a deep desire to watch them came over him. He was in the wrong spot for that, though, so Hudson moved.

    He went back along the side of the house and crossed towards the same trees he'd hidden amongst earlier. He lifted his binoculars to his face and trained them on the sight of his wife and her ex-boyfriend having sex.

    Madalina was topless and sitting astride Andrei. He appeared to be naked, though her skirt covered the union of their bodies so it was hard to say for sure.

    They were making love, though. Madalina rode him slowly and they kissed deeply. His lips moved over her neck and chest, too, and when he took a nipple into his mouth she arched her back, rolled her head skywards, and parted her lips to unleash what Hudson knew would be a beautiful moan. It was not the kind of furious fucking Madalina had described having with Andrei when they were a couple, but from Hudson's view his wife seemed to be enjoying it just as much, if not more.

    They made love for quite some time. Hudson watched all of it, too, right up to their orgasms, which happened almost simultaneously.

    Afterwards they remained in that same position and shared a series of soft, beautiful kisses in the way you do when you've just shared a remarkable sexual experience with someone.

    Hudson couldn't bear to watch any longer. He made his way back to the driveway and to his rental car. He sat behind the wheel for quite some time before driving back to his hotel. He fell into the bed and angst washed over him. Sleep took a while to come and when it arrived it was fitful at best.

    The ringing of Hudson's phone woke him the next morning. Madalina's name was on the screen. Memories of watching her and Andrei make love filled his head, as did her promise to suck her ex-boyfriend's cock on the deck that morning.

    "Hey," he said.

    "Did I wake you?"

    "You did. I slept in."

    "Sorry."

    "No, no. It's good to hear your voice. Great, in fact. I thought about you all night."

    "Yeah? Good thoughts?"

    "Mostly. I...I'm feeling more anxious than I thought I would."

    "I'm sorry, baby. Will you be okay?"

    "Of course. Of course. Please, tell me about your night. About your morning."

    Silence greeted him. "I need to tell you something."

    Hudson felt panic grip his chest. "Okay."

    "It's not something bad, I promise. It's just, well, with the angst your feeling, this might make it a little worse. I have to tell you, though."

    He didn't say anything.

    "Andrei...well, you know how I talked about how good he fucked me, about the kind of sex we had. Passionate, sometimes aggressive, sometimes wild. Crazy positions. Fun locations. That sort of thing."

    "Yes, of course." Hudson had heard plenty of stories and many of them had come while he was inside Madalina or while her fingers were sealed around his cock so she could stroke him to an orgasm.

    "So, last night...we didn't have that kind of sex."

    Hudson already knew that, of course.

    "Andrei...I think he thinks...I think he thinks maybe there's a future with us. I don't know. Maybe I'm wrong. But last night he told me he wanted to make love to me. Slow, beautiful, intimate sex."

    Hudson heard the lust in his wife's voice. It sounded to him like proof that she'd thoroughly enjoyed making love to Andrei, that eschewing a good fucking in favor of a far more intimate kind of sex had worked out well for her. He was surprised at the arousal he felt at that revelation, though it was tempered by a healthy dose of anxiety.

    "Did you make love to him?" he asked.

    "I did. Twice, actually."

    Hudson was thrown by that. He figured Madalina wouldn't indulge again so quickly, that she'd want more of the furious fucking that had so satisfied her when she'd been with Andrei. "Twice, really?" He tried not to sound too surprised.

    She was quiet for a few seconds. "Yes. I'm sorry."

    "You don't have to apologize." He didn't like that she was apologizing. It meant she felt like she'd done something wrong.

    "I know. I do. I know. It's just...it's not what I said this weekend would be."

    Hudson paused and took a deep breath. "Then why did you do it twice?" he asked.

    "That's a fair question, I suppose." She was annoyed at him for asking it, though. He could hear it in her voice. "If I'm being honest, I did it twice because it was really good the first time. We were outside. I was on top. It was slow and beautiful and I was really, really turned on the whole time. I was...I don't know, it was just really good, so when Andrei seemed like he wanted to make love again this morning...I welcomed it."

    "Where did you do it this morning?"

    "In the bedroom. In our bed."

    Hudson's heart was pounding. His dick was half hard, too.

    "Hudson, are you there?"

    "I am. I'm...can I masturbate?"

    The arousal was too much. He didn't want to encourage Madalina to go further down the erotic road Andrei clearly wanted her to travel, but he couldn't help himself.

    "Yes," she said.

    "Where are you now?" he asked.

    "In bed. Andrei's making breakfast. I didn't give him a blowjob on the deck like I said I would."

    "You made love to him instead."

    "I did."

    Hudson stroked his cock and reveled in the intensity of the pleasure his hand provided. It was fueled by a dangerous desire, but he lacked the willpower to resist it.

    "What position?" he asked.

    "Missionary. The whole time. It felt so good, baby. I never...we never really did that when we were younger, but the chemistry is still there even when it's slow and beautiful and..."

    "And intimate? And...and loving?"

    "Yes," she answered.

    He was close to cumming. He shouldn't have been. He should have released his cock. He should have stopped masturbating to the notion that his wife was actually nurturing feelings for Andrei, feelings that went beyond sexual.

    "I'm...Hudson, I don't think I'm going to be able to stop myself from letting Andrei make love to me as often as he wants. I know this was supposed to be about me getting fucked, about me having the kind of sex I can't have with you...but it's become something different...something so much more passionate than I imagined...something so much more tender and beautiful."

    Hudson had an orgasm. He grunted and groaned loud enough that someone in the hallway would have known exactly what was happening in his room. He was embarrassed by how good the orgasm felt. He was embarrassed at having encouraged his wife to let her feelings for Andrei continue to develop and manifest in their physical desire for each other.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "It was," he answered.

    "I love you, Hudson."

    "I love you too, Madalina."

    "Breakfast is ready. I should go."

    "Have a good day."

    He set his phone down and looked at the cum that had sprayed on his legs and stomach and the bed. What a mess.

    It all felt like a mess, though. He'd made a mistake in letting Madalina go with her boyfriend. He'd made a mistake in masturbating while she talked so happily about making love to Andrei. He'd made so many mistakes and now he wasn't sure how to unravel them.

    Maybe he couldn't. Maybe he'd set in motion events that would cost him his marriage. Maybe, though, he'd simply given his wife the freedom to have a blissful weekend filled with deeply-satisfying sex of the sort that you crave when you're a little older. Maybe their marriage would be even healthier going forward.

    Hudson wasn't sure he believed that, but he had to cling to it or risk losing his mind over the next few days.

  
    Her Legendary Ex-Boyfriend - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Hudson had resolved to let Madalina and Andrei enjoy the rest of their weekend getaway without further spying. Instead, he would largely remain at the hotel until his flight home, killing time by watching movies and TV.

    Boredom quickly set in, though, so he set out in search of a bookstore. He loved to read and a good book could fill a couple of days, which would make passing the time so much easier and might even take his mind off the fact that his wife and her ex-boyfriend were indulging in a desire for a romance and lovemaking, not the wild sex that had been the purpose of the trip.

    Hudson found the bookstore and after half an hour of browsing he selected two books to bring back to his hotel. He was on his way out of the store when he spotted Madalina and Andrei walking hand-in-hand across the street. He froze while staring out the bookshop's window. He watched his wife's ex-boyfriend slip his hand around her waist and pull her close as they stopped in front of a store.

    Hudson was both annoyed and aroused to find that there was both clothing and lingerie in the display window. Madalina lifted a hand to point at the lingerie and then she looked up at her ex-boyfriend. A moment later they stepped inside.

    Hudson used the opportunity to leave the bookstore and hustle down the street. He didn't get very far, though, as he couldn't stop thinking about his wife buying lingerie with her ex-boyfriend. She'd brought things to wear for Andrei. Why did she need to go shopping for more? That was the sort of thing you did with a boyfriend, not an ex-boyfriend. Hudson stepped into a coffee shop and took a deep breath. Behind the counter a cute brunette in an apron and a white t-shirt looked up at him.

    After a deep breath, Hudson approached the register and ordered a latte. He tried his best not to look annoyed at the $6 cost and then took a seat by the window as the girl made his drink. Hudson pulled out one of the books he'd bought and cracked it open, but after reading the first paragraph half a dozen times he gave up.

    "Hudson," the girl called out.

    He retrieved his drink and took his seat once more. He stared out the window and sipped the expertly made latte. Perhaps it had been worth the $6. For a moment he felt calm and happy in the way you sometimes do upon consuming something truly delicious and comforting. Then Hudson thought of his wife stepping out of a fitting room in some sort of skimpy lingerie just for Andrei. He'd bought her the basque - the one she'd kept all these years as a memory of her ex-boyfriend - before a trip to Vancouver Island. Now it seemed that they were buying yet another sexy memento, one that Madalina would no doubt wear when Andrei made love to her that night, thereby cementing the memory in a piece of lingerie she could hold on to for years.

    Hudson didn't notice his erection until he came out of his reverie. His body hummed with the desire that had produced the erection. His memory took him to the night before, to hiding under the deck of the house Andrei had rented, to listening to his wife and her ex-boyfriend have sex on the deck, to the pleasure he'd felt while doing so.

    He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to push away the intensity of his desire and instead hold tight to the anxiety that had gripped him since discovering that his wife's weekend getaway wasn't just a fuck trip, but was instead a seemingly undisguised attempt by her ex-boyfriend to win her back. Madalina hadn't said that, of course, but Hudson knew it to be the truth. He could feel it.

    When he opened his eyes he saw Madalina and Andrei emerge from the store. Again they were walking hand-in-hand. This time, though, Madalina carried a small bag. One small enough to fit whatever lingerie she'd bought, lingerie that she would wear for her ex-boyfriend.

    Hudson watched intently as they stopped at a cafe and studied the menu. Madalina took the opportunity to kiss her ex-boyfriend's cheek, letting her lips linger long enough that Hudson felt jealousy course through him.

    They sat the outdoor tables and two menus were brought out. Hudson watched from the coffee shop as his wife and her ex-boyfriend had lunch together. They talked. They laughed. They reached across the table to touch each other with great frequency. They leaned in to kiss each other a few times. Hudson alternated between arousal and insecurity at a mind-boggling pace, like he was a boat being tossed about in a hurricane.

    After paying for their lunch, Madalina and Andrei stood outside the cafe and shared a long, slow, romantic kiss. It was the sort that indicated a deep level of desire. A need, really, to be naked with each other, to indulge in more kisses, to connect their bodies at their loins in addition to their mouths.

    They walked away as Hudson sat, sipped his second latte, and waited for his erection to die down. When it did, he lifted himself from his table and headed back to his hotel with two books in hand. He got back to his room and fell into the bed, staring up at the ceiling as his mind raced.

    He texted Madalina. "Thinking of you, my love. Missing you. I'm glad you're having a good time with Andrei, though. I love you."

    Fifteen minutes passed before he got a reply. "We've had a lovely day. We did a little shopping. We had lunch. It was nice."

    "What sort of shopping?" Hudson asked.

    Madalina replied with a picture. It was quite clearly from the fitting room of the store he'd watched her walk into. She wore an elegant, seductive-looking piece of black lace lingerie that clung to her breasts. She exuded a confident kind of sexiness and Hudson couldn't help but smile at the notion that she'd almost certainly taken the picture for him. Andrei had been right outside the fitting room, after all, which meant that Madalina was thinking about her husband while buying lingerie for her ex-boyfriend to fuck her in. The thought was enough to calm the storm of insecurity that had built while Hudson sat in the coffee shop and watched his wife have lunch with Andrei.

    "You're so beautiful," he texted. "So sexy. Do you think you'll wear that for me once you're back home?"

    "Of course I will. I'll wear it for you and tell you about how Andrei made love to me in it. You'll be inside me just like he was. You'll enjoy my pussy just like he did. I bet you'll cum quicker than he will, though."

    Hudson wanted to tell her to come to his hotel. He wanted to put an end to her weekend with Andrei. He couldn't, though. He couldn't let he know he'd come to the island. She'd be pissed, and rightfully so. She'd probably be creeped out that he'd watched the night before, too.

    "I can't wait," he texted.

    "I think I'm going to give him a blowjob now," Madalina said. "I don't know why, but I want to pleasure him with my mouth. I want it to be long and slow. I want to make him feel good, to make him cum in my mouth. I want you to think about me doing that, Hudson. Think about me blowing my ex-boyfriend on the deck of this beautiful house. Think about me doing that two days in a row. Think about my pussy getting wet as I pleasure him."

    Hudson closed his eyes and imagined his wife's fingers wrapped around Andrei's cock. He imagined her lips moving up and down his thick shaft. He imagined her beautiful hair gently moving as she did so. He imagined her eagerness to pleasure the man that had fucked her so well all those years ago, the man that was now tending to her pussy once more, albeit only for a weekend.

    He was tempted to masturbate to try and clear away the arousal and perhaps some of the angst, but Hudson refrained. Instead, he picked up a book. He read a few chapters. Sleep overtook him and he woke up a few hours later. The sun was on its way towards the horizon. He checked his phone, but Madalina hadn't texted again.

    Hudson should have resisted the urge to visit the rental house again, but he failed to do so. Instead, he surrendered to that urge. He drove to the house. He parked at the end of the driveway. He skulked through the grass as the sun went down. He hid in the trees on the edge of the property. He watched his wife and her ex-boyfriend walk the shore and set a blanket on the small, sandy beach. He watched Andrei open a bottle of wine. He watched Madalina pull food from the basket she'd carried down. He watched them enjoy a romantic picnic while admiring the sunset.

    The kissing started once the food was finished and the wine glasses were empty. Soon Madalina was on her back on the blanket with Andrei's hand up her shirt. Hudson watched from a safe distance with an erection raging in his pants and angst gripping him tightly.

    Against his better judgment, he moved towards the house. He moved under the deck, using some of the detritus piled there as cover. He watched Andrei move on top of Madalina. He watched her reach for his pants, unzipping them and freeing his cock. He watched them kiss as Andrei pushed her skirt up around her waist. He watched the other men lean back and remove Madalina's panties and set them aside.

    Andrei's pants came off soon after. He moved between her legs. He was inside her soon after. He began to make love to her. The thrusts were slow and they kissed with intense passion throughout. Her hands moved over his body and under his shirt. His hands moved through her hair and grasped her breasts through the sweater she had on. Hudson wondered if she wore the lingerie beneath her sweater or if she'd wear it later.

    He got his answer soon enough as they switched positions. Madalina got on top and took off her sweater. She had on the lingerie. Her tits looked breathtaking in it. Andrei reached up and grasped them as she took him inside her. Madalina's hands rested on his chest and she moved her hips back and forth, bathing him in her wet juices as Hudson unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

    He felt impossibly pervy as he masturbated under the deck, and yet his arousal was too powerful to ignore. Despite his angst, he wasn't sure his wife had ever been sexier as she made love to her ex-boyfriend on a beach. It looked to Hudson like Madalina had completely surrendered to her desires and he found pleasure in that, in having set her free to do as she pleased for a weekend, to pursue that which aroused her, which satisfied her, which gave her body what it craved.

    Hudson was too far away to hear anything, but he watched his wife cum with Andrei's cock inside her. He was fairly certain he watched Andrei cum in her pussy, too, as his legs kicked up a few times and his head seemed to leap off the blanket, no doubt thanks to the involuntary spasms that sometimes accompanied a wildly satisfying orgasm, in this case one that occurred inside his ex-girlfriend on a beach just after sunset. Hudson imagined it to be one of the most satisfying orgasms of Andrei's life, especially if he felt as though his plan to win Madalina back was going swimmingly.

    She remained on top of her ex for quite some time. They kissed. She caressed his face. He played with her tits in the lace lingerie. Hudson refused to cum, though, instead keeping himself in an intense state of desire.

    Then, Madalina began to ride her ex-boyfriend again. It seemed that he'd stayed inside her long enough to get aroused, as they were definitely having sex. It was faster, though. Her breasts bounced a little more in their top. She rode him with greater vigor, like she needed more stimulation for round two.

    After a few minutes they switched positions. Madalina got on her hands and knees on the blanket. Andrei moved behind her and rested a hand on her ass while he worked his cock into her pussy. He buried himself inside her, leaned forward, and grabbed her shoulder for leverage. He fucked her hard and Hudson's point of view from beneath the deck allowed him to watch his wife's tits bounce wondrously in their top with every thrust her ex-boyfriend delivered.

    They were fucking. They were having the kind of sex they used to have. Madalina's face was a picture of an entirely different kind of pleasure than she'd experienced during the love making. Her lips were parted. Every once in a while she looked a bit uncomfortable, likely from how hard Andrei was fucking her, but there was no question she was turned on, that she was on her way to an orgasm. Hudson imagined her pussy being a sloppy, cum-filled mess, that the sounds of sex must have been incredible.

    After a few minutes of vigorous doggystyle, Andrei grabbed a handful of Madalina's hair. He pulled back and brought his hand down on her ass, spanking her as he fucked her harder. Her mouth opened wider and she reached back to play with her clit as he pounded her.

    Hudson recognized his wife's orgasm when it happened. He'd seen that face many times, though her pleasure seemed to be heightened from when he made her cum. He stroked himself under the deck as she came on her ex-boyfriend's cock, as Andrei then buried his dick inside her and came for the second time in fifteen minutes.

    It was while cumming that Madalina looked at Hudson. He couldn't be certain she was staring at him - he thought he was very well hidden - but she was certainly looking right where he was. It felt like she was staring directly into his eyes and he refused to look away. He stopped stroking himself, but he wouldn't look away. Neither did Madalina. She smiled, though, and she said something to Andrei. He didn't look towards the deck, though, so either she hadn't seen Hudson or she hadn't mentioned it.

    He slinked away, though, as terror gripped him. Had she seen him? If she had, was she disgusted by his presence? Was she going to tell Andrei? Was she going to call Hudson and tell him to go home? Was she going to call him and tell him that they were getting divorced, that he'd shown himself to be both untrusting and a pervert and that she had no interest in being married to him?

    While they remained on the beach, Hudson made his way to the front of the house and then hurried up the winding driveway and into his rental car. He gripped the wheel and tried his best not to freak out. He told himself that Madalina probably hadn't seen him, that she'd just happened to look in his direction, that she probably hadn't stared anywhere near as long as he thought she had.

    Moments after starting the car, Hudson's phone buzzed. He considered ignoring it, but instead, he took a deep breath, closed his eyes for a moment, and then looked at the screen.

    "Don't leave."

    It was a message from Madalina. She'd seen him. She'd likely seen him try and escape, too.

    "I'm coming," she texted. "Don't leave."

    Hudson got out of the car. He looked towards the long driveway. It took half a minute, but his wife appeared. She wore the lingerie and a skirt. Hudson walked towards her.

    She stopped a few feet from him.

    "I'm sorry," he said. "I...I shouldn't have come. I should have let you have your weekend. I got insecure. I...I don't know, it's a mess."

    Madalina closed the distance between them. She kissed him, catching Hudson off guard with her affection. Her lips parted and her tongue moved confidently into his mouth as she pressed her body against his.

    "It's not a mess," she said softly.

    "You've been making love to your ex-boyfriend all weekend. He fucked you some, too, but he's clearly trying to win you back."

    "Yes, he is."

    Hudson felt deeply shaken by the confirmation of his suspicion.

    "He can't win me back, though," she continued. "Because I'm yours. He can make me feel good. He can even make me feel loved in a nostalgic kind of way. He can make me cum impossibly hard. He can ensure that I want to keep having sex with him, that I want to keep giving him blowjobs, that I want him to whisk me away for another weekend getaway next month. He can't take me from you, though. I'm yours, Hudson. I'm yours because when I looked up and saw you watching from underneath the deck, I wasn't mad. I wasn't creeped out. I was turned on. I was excited. I was happy."

    "Really?"

    "Andrei just jumped in the shower. He doesn't know I'm here. He doesn't know you're here. I have no intention of telling him and I have no intention of abandoning my getaway with him. I intend on going back to him. I intend to pleasure him. To let him pleasure me. To let him cum inside me as many times as he desires because it's what I desire. I'd like to make you happy too, Hudson. Would you like a quick blowjob? Would you like me to suck your cock here in the driveway?"

    He shook his head. Madalina caressed his face.

    "What do you want, my love?"

    "I want...I want to watch more," he confessed. "I...I watched yesterday, too, While you were on the deck. I watched from the trees at first and then I snuck under the deck and listened. I...I masturbated. I came. It was so hot. I want to do it again."

    She kissed his neck and stroked him through his pants. "I could call you. I could set my phone in a place where you could watch us in bed. You could watch him make love to me, to your wife. You could watch him make me cum with his slow, deep thrusts. You could hear me ask him to cum inside me, to cum deep inside me. You could hear how I genuinely adore having sex with him."

    Were it not for her words of devotion delivered just a few minutes prior, Hudson might have thought his wife was preparing to leave him. Instead, she was merely laying bare the fact that she loved him and loved having sex with her ex-boyfriend. Hudson recognized that he'd opened the door to that by encouraging his wife's erotic thoughts towards her ex-boyfriend, so he welcomed her confession instead of being unmoored by it.

    "I'd like to watch and listen," he said. "I'd like it if you called me. Even if it's just audio, I'd like that a lot."

    Hudson ran his hands down her back and lifted her skirt. He grasped his wife's ass while she kissed him and his fingers moved to the front of her panties. He pressed against them, feeling the warmth and wetness of the cum that was now leaking out of her.

    "I like that he cums inside you," he said. "It turns me on. Much more so than I expected."

    "I like that he cums inside me too. It makes my orgasms better knowing that he gets to experience the pleasure of cumming in my married pussy." She kissed his neck. "He does want me back, but he also likes knowing that he fucks me better than my husband does, that I cum harder on his cock than I do on yours."

    Hudson pushed his fingers under the waistband of her panties and submerged them in the creamy mess he found both in her underwear and her pussy. Madalina kissed him with remarkable depth and then stepped back, lifted his hand to her lips, and sucked his fingers clean.

    "I like that he cums in my mouth, too," she said. "I like that I get to swallow for him, that I get to show him my gratitude for fucking me better than you."

    Hudson's body mined a rich vein of arousal at the idea his wife swallowing cum to show her gratitude. The arousal propelled him to say, "I'm grateful too. I'm jealous, of course, but you deserve the kind of pleasure that Andrei gives you, so I am, in a way, grateful to him."

    Madalina lifted her skirt and said, "Maybe you should show your gratitude."

    Hudson stared at her panties. It was dark and he couldn't see much, but he knew what was inside her, what had leaked into her panties. He knew what his wife was suggesting, too. He fell to his knees, surprising himself. He ran his fingers up her legs and slipped them into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down in one swift movement. She stepped closer and he leaned forward until his lips were pressed against her swollen, slick labia.

    "Mmmm, oh my god, that feels...that feels so much better than I thought it would," she said with a hand on the back of his head. "Hudson, baby, that feels so good. You're going to make me cum."

    She must have been turned on by his willingness to lick her messy pussy, and it was messy. There was cum smeared all over it and some residing inside her. Hudson's tongue and lips moved through all of it and his mouth was soon filled with the unmistakable taste of another man's seed. It was salty and bitter with just a hint of sweetness and while not a pleasant taste, it wasn't anywhere near as bad as he might have expected.

    The arousal he felt - a particularly intense variety - might have made it a little easier to devour another man's cum, as it was undoubtedly the unnatural sensation of the act that wormed its way into his loins and produced endless blooms of desire that coursed through him.

    "You can masturbate, Hudson," she said while looking down at him. "I can see in your eyes that you're just as turned on as I am. You can masturbate. You can cum on the driveway while you lick me clean, while you make me cum."

    Hudson couldn't resist. He took out his cock. He stroked himself furiously while licking his wife's wet, messy, cum-filled pussy. He watched as she closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and grasped one of her breasts in the black lace lingerie. Her moans grew loud and borderline feral. Her thighs began to tremble. He stroked his cock faster. More of Andrei's cum leaked out of her, finding its way onto Hudson's tongue and into his stomach, adding to the wild sensations of naughty pleasure rushing through him from head to toe.

    Then Hudson spilled his seed on the driveway. He buried his tongue in her pussy while doing so and Madalina rubbed her clit on his lip for a few moments and experienced a breathtaking climax of her own, looking down at him as deep sexual satisfaction painted a wondrous picture across her face.

    When she'd finished, Madalina stepped back and pulled up her panties. She admired the streaks of cum on the driveway and stepped forward once more to lean over and kiss Hudson.

    "Thank you for that," she said softly. "I think you might have made me cum just as hard as Andrei does, only you did so with your tongue. How lovely."

    She turned and walked away, leaving Hudson on his knees on the driveway with his softening cock in his hand. He watched her go and then stood, tucked himself back into his pants, and called out, "I love you, Madalina!"

    She turned, blew him a kiss, and replied, "I love you too, Hudson!"

    He'd been caught, but the outcome had been far better than he'd imagined. In fact, he'd had his wife's love for him reaffirmed and he'd experienced a novel kind of orgasm that he couldn't help but hope would be repeated at some point in the near future.

    At the very least, Hudson would now get to listen as another man made love to his wife. There'd be no more skulking around, no more risking discovery. There would only be pleasure, along with a healthy dose of jealousy, of course, but that was to be expected when your wife was eager to make love to her ex-boyfriend.

  
    Her Lips Were Made for Pleasure

    Her lips are plump and pillowy. They’re soft and warm. They’re perfect in every way.

    She’s right that they were made for sucking dick. It’s as if God himself designed them for that task. Men see them and they think about being on the receiving end of a divine blowjob. The few men that are granted that pleasure remember it for the rest of their lives.

    You’re the lucky man that married her. You remember what it was like when she sucked your cock that one time, don’t you? You remember how good it felt to look down and see those lips wrapped around your disappointing little dick, don’t you? You remember how when they moved over the head it felt like you were in Heaven, like she really was a divine cocksucker sent to ensure that you spent a lifetime enmeshed in the bliss of one perfect blowjob after another?

    It didn’t work out that way though, did it? You enjoyed that one blowjob, but you’ve spent the rest of your relationship alternating between begging her to suck your cock and watching her offer other men – better men than you, of course – the joy of being in her mouth.

    Sometimes it feels like she blows other men just to tease you. She sees someone she likes at a bar, she saunters over to him, they have a drink, and then she whispers in his ear. You know what she’s saying. “I’ll suck your cock and swallow your cum if you let my husband watch.”

    They always say yes. Of course they say yes. No man is going to turn down a blowjob from those perfect lips. Most men like the idea of you watching, too. They like how entranced you look when your wife’s head is bobbing up and down in someone else’s lap. They like that you seem both agonized and aroused at the same time.

    You wish you didn’t want to watch. You wish you didn’t find it pleasurable to see your wife suck someone else’s cock. You do, though, and she knows it. That’s why she calls you a cuck. That’s why she refuses to suck your cock. That’s why you’ll never receive another blowjob from your wife. You’re a cuck. That’s just how it goes.

    At least you like to watch.

  
    Her Little Bitch

    "Why don't we start with you getting on your knees," she says.

    "What?" you ask.

    Her face tightens and you see a flash of anger. "I will not repeat myself. I just made it perfectly clear that you're not my boyfriend anymore. Let me make it clearer, though. I can't believe I ever dated you. I can't believe I ever let you anywhere near my pussy. I feel embarrassed that I ever let you fuck me. Truly embarrassed. So, if you cannot do as you're told when you're told, I have no use for you. None whatsoever. Do you understand?"

    "I'm sorry," you say as you drop to your knees.

    She smiles and your heart soars. She's so beautiful, so impossibly sexy, that you can't help but feel a need to be near her, and you'll do anything to make that happen. "You're useless as a boyfriend," she says. "You make less money than I do. You're not in great shape. Your dick is small. You don't really make me feel sexy. You might be useful as...well, as a little bitch."

    "A...a little bitch?" you ask.

    She smiles again, but this time it's a far naughtier smile. She reaches out, grabs a handful of your hair, and pulls hard enough that you wince and cry out from the pain. She laughs. "See, that was fun for me. Causing you a little bit of pain while you just stayed there on your knees and did nothing about it, just like a little bitch would. You know what else a little bitch would do?"

    "What?" you ask.

    "Anything I asked," she replies. "I have a date tonight. A little bitch would happily pay for that date if I asked him to, and he'd do it because he knows he won't ever get to see me again unless he offers to pay for my date. He knows that I'll kick him out of my house and never let him back in unless he ponies up the cash so my date and I can go out to a nice restaurant and maybe get a drink afterwards."

    "I'll pay," you say.

    She laughs, releases your hair, and gently slaps your face. It doesn't really hurt, but it's humiliating. As is the fact that you just offered to pay so she can go on a date with another guy. You didn't even think about it, though. You just did as you were told.

    "You know what else a little bitch would do?" she asks. "He'd go buy me lingerie to wear on my date. He'd buy me something expensive so I'd look really good for my date when we went back to his place."

    "I'll buy you lingerie," you say, thinking that perhaps you'll get to see her flawless body in the lingerie.

    "A smart little bitch might wonder why I'm wearing lingerie on a first date," she continues. "After all, you should know that I'm not the kind of girl that fucks on the first date. I make a man work for it, even when that man is deserving of my pussy."

    It takes a moment, but then it clicks. "This isn't your first date with him?"

    She pats you on the top of the head. "What a smart little bitch you are," she says softly. "That's right. This isn't my first date with him. It isn't my second, third, or fourth date, either. I've been seeing him for a month now. I've been fucking him for the past two weeks, and he is light years better than you. I knew he would be after our first date - he kissed me like a man is supposed to kiss a woman, not like you kiss me, you little bitch - but the sex is even better than I thought it would be."

    As much as you'd like to act surprised that she's been cheating on you, there's no point. She just dumped you. Now you're on your knees and she's calling you a little bitch. She clearly doesn't have any respect for you, and you clearly weren't satisfying her. Of course she cheated on you.

    "You know what else a little bitch would do?" she asks.

    You shake your head. You have no idea what she wants from you.

    "He'd beg me to sit on his face after I got home from my date. He'd beg me to smother him with the pussy that another man just fucked," she continues.

    That sounds astoundingly hot. You don't care if it makes you a little bitch. You'll gladly beg your ex-girlfriend to sit on your face. "I'll beg," you say.

    She laughs. "I know you will. Because you're a little bitch. You'll do anything I tell you to do. Absolutely anything. It might take you a little time to get used to the more extreme ideas, but we both know you'll do whatever the fuck I want because you're every bit the little bitch I think you are."

    "Ex...extreme ideas?" you ask as you wonder what she means by that.

    She bends over, grabs a handful of your hair, and says, "Open your mouth."

    You open your mouth and she pulls hard on your hair until your head is tilted back. She spits in your mouth. She does it slowly, too, letting every bit of saliva fall from between her lips and onto your tongue. "Hold my spit in your mouth," she instructs.

    It doesn't taste particularly good, but you do as you're told as she stands up.

    "A little bitch will let me spit in his mouth if I want, but he'll do so much more than that," she says. "A little bitch will let me spit another man's cum in his mouth. A little bitch will get on his knees and beg for the chance to suck another man's cock if I want him to."

    You feel a tightness in your chest as a sense of panic sets in. You can't imagine doing that for her, and yet you're not sure you'd actually be able to resist if she demanded you do it.

    "A little bitch will let me sit on his face and feed him another man's cum, cum that the other man's big, beautiful cock unloaded into my pussy," she says. Then she smiles, bends over until her face is inches from yours, and says, "A little bitch will put on a pair of crotchless panties, get on his hands and knees in my bed, and beg a real man to fuck him up the ass while I watch."

    Your sense of panic intensifies, but it feels different now. You're panicking because you know you'll do what she wants. You know you're a little bitch. You know you're her little bitch.

    "Swallow my spit," she instructs.

    You swallow.

    "Tell me that I'm right," she says. "Tell me that you'll be my little bitch. Tell me that I'm right about everything."

    "You're right," you admit. "I'm your little bitch. I'll do whatever you want."

    "Yes, you will," she says, "But don't worry. I'll make it worth your while. I'll reward you. In fact, I'll reward you right now. Follow me to the bathroom. I'm going to piss, and then I'm going to let you be a good little bitch by using your tongue as my toilet paper. Doesn't that sound like fun?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "Crawl behind me," she says.

    You crawl behind her as instructed. You know you're committing to living as her little bitch. It's what you want, though. It's what you crave. You can't deny that.

  
    Her Lover is Much Bigger

    You’re sitting on the edge of the bed with a box of Magnum condoms in your hand when your wife steps into the room. You look up and for a moment panic washes over her face. It’s gone just as quickly as it arrived, though.

    “You’ve been looking through my things,” she says before glancing at her nightstand.

    You hold up the box of condoms and ask, “Why do you have these?”

    “Why do you think?” she asks.

    There’s only one answer, but it’s awfully painful. “Because you’re cheating on me?” you say.

    “I’m not just cheating on you,” she says. “I’m cheating on you with someone that has a much, much bigger cock than yours. Magnum condoms are for the small number of men in the world blessed with something far more impressive between their legs than you’ve ever been able to offer.”

    “Is that why you’re fucking him?” you ask as anger wells up inside you.

    “Yes,” she says. “Size matters, and in that department you come up woefully short.”

    You look down at the box of condoms and you’re struck by a surprising question. You wonder what your cock would look like if you were wearing a Magnum. Would you look tiny? Would it even fit? Would it be so loose that it would just fall off.

    Your wife approaches, reaches out, and takes the box from you. She upends it over her nightstand and half a dozen condoms pour out. “This box came with twelve condoms,” she says. “I bought it two weeks ago. He’s already fucked me six times since then. He’s stretched out your wife’s tight pussy half a dozen times in two weeks.”

    Something’s happening to you. You should be yelling at your wife, or at least walking out on her. You’re not, though. Instead, you’re slowly getting caught up in an unexpected swirl of desire.

    “He fucked me last Friday,” she says. “He fucked me in our bed while you were at work. He was here, deep inside me, half an hour before you got home.”

    She moves closer and steps between your legs. You reach up and run your fingers under her t-shirt and over the soft, smooth flesh of her stomach. You look up and see that her eyes are alive with desire.

    “I seduced you that day,” she says. “Right after you got home from work. I led you into the bedroom. I got on my knees and I sucked your cock. What you didn’t know was that I’d sucked his big cock in that same spot not an hour earlier. What you didn’t know was that I was thinking about him as I blew you. I was thinking about how his fat cock stretched my lips so much wider than yours. I was thinking about how hard he’d fucked me with his fat cock, and about how hard he’d made me cum.”

    Your fingers continue their journey up her shirt and you grasp your wife’s breast through the thin material of her bra. She unleashes a soft, quick moan and takes her shirt off before unhooking her bra. She leans closer and you kiss the soft flesh of her breasts. You take her nipple into your mouth and flick your tongue back and forth over it, eliciting yet another moan, this one longer and louder.

    “I pushed you into the bed after sucking you until you were moaning for me,” she says. “I got on top and I took you inside me. I rode you like a good wife, but I couldn’t feel your little cock. I couldn’t feel you at all, not after he’d stretched me out that day. It was like you weren’t even inside me.”

    She pushes you back into the bed and takes your pants off. You help her. You’re not sure why, but you want her. Your cock is hard and it wants to be inside her. She strips to her panties and straddles you. She rubs her pussy over your stiffness and you feel her wetness. She’s so turned on she’s already soaked through her panties.

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    You nod and she smiles and pulls her panties aside. You’re inside her a moment later. Her pussy is hot and soaking wet as she swallows you whole.

    “Can you feel me now?” you ask.

    “No,” she says. “I can’t feel a thing.”

    Your pleasure deepens without your wife doing a thing. The idea that she can’t feel your cock is arousing for reasons you don’t understand.

    “But that’s because I cheated on you today,” she says. “I told you I was going shopping, and I was, but I went to his place on the way home. He fucked me in his bed. He stretched my pussy so good.”

    It’s insane, but you’re on the verge of an orgasm.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “That’s because he didn’t use a condom today,” she says. “I let him cum inside me. Your cock is bathed in his cum.”

    You cry out and cum inside your wife. She puts her hands on your chest and gently grinds her pussy over your cock, offering you that little bit of extra stimulation that makes for a truly perfect orgasm.

    “Did he really cum inside you?” you ask.

    “He did,” she replies. “And he’ll be doing it again, too. I’m not making him use condoms anymore. It was so much better without one.”

    She climbs off of you and walks towards the bathroom. She rounds the corner and you’re left in the bed contemplating the seemingly massive changes your life has just undergone. You’re not sure what you’re going to do, but at least you just had a fantastic orgasm.

  
    Her Lust for Other Men Makes Your Cock Hard

    It started with watching her get ready for her date. She picked out a pair of black lace panties and a strapless bra first and slipped on a pair of stockings next because she knows how much you love her legs in black nylon. You watched as she carefully did her hair and makeup to look good for the man that would be fucking her that night. Another man. Not you, cuckold.

    She likes to tease you when she’s getting ready for a date. “Should I go with the red lipstick, honey? Do you think he’d like to see it when I wrap my lips around his cock? Or should I go with something darker?”

    You can’t help but get hard when she talks like that. She knows how to push your buttons. You’re her cuckold, after all, and she loves you. She loves that you want her to fuck other men. She loves that you want her to find the sexual satisfaction she craves outside the marriage. She loves that you encourage her to date and fuck other men. She loves that you wait all night for her to come back for a chance to lick her well-fucked pussy.

    After finishing her hair and makeup she stood in front of you. “You can look, but you can’t touch. Do I look good?” she asked. It was a rhetorical question, of course. She always looks incredible when she goes out with another man. She works hard to look good for him. She wants him to feel an overwhelming desire to fuck her, to satisfy her needs the way her cuckold husband can’t.

    Before every date she lets you watch her get ready and she stands in front of you in the lingerie she’s going to wear for another man. She asks you if she looks good and you always tell her yes. She can see the lust in your eyes. She knows you’d love a chance to fuck her, but a cuckold doesn’t fuck his wife on the night when another man is going to enjoy the warm, wet confines of her married pussy. A cuckold fucks his hand or his wife’s hand if he’s very lucky.

    She does let you taste her pussy though. Just a little bit. You fall to your knees and she steps in front of you. You look up at her with that wonderfully arousing need in your eyes. She can feel your submission and desperation. She feels a surge of intoxicating power in that moment. She’s come to relish these moments. They’ve made her a more confident woman. You gave her the confidence to go out and fuck other men and your marriage is better for it.

    Her hands entwine in your hair and she pulls you closer. “Taste me,” she says. “Taste my pussy, cuckold. Taste the pussy I’m going to give to another man tonight. Taste the pussy that was once yours that I now share freely,” she taunts you.

    Once you convinced her to cuckold you she embraced it fully. Her first time with another man was revelatory. The orgasms he gave her were light years better than the ones you’d managed to provide in the first five years of your marriage. She was over the moon that night. “He was incredible!” she said as you went down on her pussy. It’s something you’ve heard countless times since then. The other men she fucks are incredible. You’re little more than average, but that’s why you wanted her to cuckold you in the first place.

    As always, she’s already wet by the time your tongue makes contact with your wife’s pussy. She’s excited at the idea of fucking another man, an idea that excites you too. You’ve had an erection most of the evening, in fact. From the moment she slipped on her stockings you couldn’t help but stay hard. Your mind races with thoughts of your wife’s legs spread and another man’s cock sliding deep into her wet, warm pussy. 

    “Good boy,” she says after you’ve had your taste of her pussy. “That’s all for you, at least until I get back. Once he’s had his fun – and made me cum – you can taste me again. You always like that, don’t you honey?”

    You do. It’s become your favorite part of her evenings out with other men. You relish the chance to taste her when another man has spent a considerable amount of time fucking your wife’s pussy. You used to stroke your little cock furiously as soon as she left the house. You’d cum in less than a minute and a powerful wave of cuckold shame would wash over you. Now you know better. Now you know to wait until she’s home to have your fun. It’s so much better to masturbate while you’re eating her stretched, wet, used pussy or when she deigns to give you a handjob while offering up the dirty details of her coupling with a well-hung lover.

    The little black dress and a pair of heels are the final elements of her outfit before she grabs a little handbag and gives you a soft kiss on the lips. She leans forward and whispers into your ear, “Think of me tonight, cuckold. Think of him inside me. Think of my legs wrapped around him. Think of my tongue in his mouth. Think of the orgasms he’s going to give me. Think of me all night, cuckold.”

    You’re weak in the knees and your cock is throbbing as she walks out the door and into a waiting Uber. For the first few hours she’ll be having dinner and drinks with her date. They’ll flirt, they’ll engage in double entendres, and they’ll touch in the way that new lovers do. She’ll be wet for him. She might pull off her panties and slip them into his pocket. He might finger her in the car on the way back to his place.

    By the time he closes the door behind them your wife and her new lover will be completely lost in their lust for each other. At the moment you’ll be thinking of her, but she’ll only be thinking of him. As she sinks to her knees and eagerly unbuttons his pants she’ll only be thinking of the big cock that’s about to pop free. As she wraps her lips around the thickness of his manhood she’ll only be thinking of how good it’s going to feel when she finally has him in her pussy, when she finally gets fucked by a man she craves with every fiber of her being.

    His fingers find her so wet there’s no need to go down on her. The only thing to do is push his cock inside your wife’s pussy. The only thing to do is fuck the beautiful woman you married in his bed while you’re at home fantasizing about it with a precum stain in the front of your pants. She’s getting fucked and you’re sitting at home, alone, in a state of pure cuckold bliss because you know your wife is achieving multiple orgasms on someone else’s cock.

    Then she’ll come home. She’ll come home with her hair tousled and her lipstick mostly rubbed off. There will be a run in her stockings because he got a little too aggressive. Most importantly, she’ll have that telltale look of complete satisfaction in her eyes. 

    She’ll give you a knowing smile and beckon you to follow her into the bedroom. She’ll wrap her arms around you, give you a soft, slow, sensual kiss and say, “I love you,” as she pushes you to your knees and presents the pussy you crave. It’s time for you to have some fun, cuckold.

  
    Her Mouth is His Now

    If her mouth belongs to him, it’s conceivable that he’d be willing to loan it to you every once in a while. He’d probably make you do something for him, though. After all, why would he let you use the mouth that he now owns for your pleasure? Why would he be so generous? It’s not like your lovely wife gets anything out of sucking your cock.

    What if he wanted you to get on your knees and beg for the privilege of receiving a blowjob from your wife? What if he demanded you fall to your knees in front of him and pleaded for the opportunity to feel her warm, wet, wondrous mouth around your cock?

    What if he demanded you do menial tasks for him? What if he wanted you to wash his car and clean his house for the chance to get a blowjob from your wife? Would you do it? Would you humiliate yourself like that just to enjoy the mouth he’d taken from you?

    What if he wanted you to suck cock? What if he demanded that you get on your knees and give him head before you were allowed to receive another blowjob? Would you do it?

  
    Her Pleasure is the Only Reason You Need

    Do you remember what you said all those years ago when you convinced me to cuckold you?

    You said that it was my pleasure that turned you on more than anything. You said that my pleasure mattered more than anything else, which is why you thought I deserved to fuck a man with a much bigger cock than that cute little dicklet between your legs.

    And you know what, sweetie? You were right. I did deserve to fuck someone bigger and better than you, and if I'm being honest, cuckolding you has made me happier than I thought possible. As it turns out, being married to a man with a little dick is a recipe for disappointment unless that man is willing to let you fuck other guys.

    Thankfully, I married a cuckold. Neither of us knew it when we got married, but you quickly realized you were destined to be cuckolded. You knew long before I did. You could sense that I wasn't satisfied with our sex life, that I needed more than you could give me. That's why you encouraged me to cuckold you.

    I've enjoyed every moment of it, too. From the very first time all those years ago to the incredible sex I have with my current bull.

    I love how much you enjoy participating in your cuckolding, too. I love when you dress me in lingerie for my bull. I love when you prepare my pussy with that talented tongue of yours. I love when you crawl between my legs and lovingly clean his cum out of me after he's fucked me to multiple orgasms and flooded my pussy with his load.

    Now I want more from you. I want so much more from you. I want you to show me that you meant it when you said that my pleasure was all that mattered.

    First, did you really mean it when you said that? Is my pleasure truly the only thing that matters to you?

    Mmm, that makes me so happy, because I want you to do something that you're not going to enjoy.

    How do I know? Because you're straight, baby, and straight men don't enjoy sucking cock.

    Aww, don't make that face, sweetie. You said that my pleasure was all that mattered. You said that my pleasure was the most important thing to you. You remember that, right? You remember saying that to me.

    Of course you remember. Now I want you to prove that you really meant it. It's one thing to say it, sweetie. It's something else entirely to show that you meant it. So, are you going to suck cock for me, cuckold? Are you going to be a good boy and give my bull a blowjob while I watch?

    I know you don't want to. I know you hate the idea of it. I can see that your little dick is soft. I can tell that you're not turned on. That's what turns me on, though. I want you to suck cock even though you find the idea repulsive. I want you to wrap those pretty lips of yours around his big cock and I want you to suck until he's hard as a rock in your mouth. Then I want you to keep on sucking until he's coated your tongue in the thick, creamy reward that every good cocksucker craves.

    No? You won't suck cock for me, baby? You won't take his big beautiful dick between your lips? You won't lick and suck on the plump head? You won't play with his balls? You won't look up at him while you're worshiping his dick and make it perfectly clear that you understand your place as an inferior man?

    Very well. Then you won't be watching him fuck me anymore. You won't be invited to dress me in the perfect lingerie set. You won't be permitted to eat my cunt and get me nice and wet for him. You won't be welcomed between my legs after he's filled me with his load. I'll still fuck him - I'm never going back to your cock - but it will be as if you're no longer being cuckolded.

    What's the matter, sweetie? Is that not what you want? Does the idea of being deprived of the joys of being a cuckold make you sad?

    Then get on your fucking knees, look up at me, and tell me that you'll suck cock for me.

    Do it. Right fucking now.

    Mmm, that's a good boy.

    Is that fear I see in your eyes, my love? Does the idea of sucking dick for your wife scare you? Does the idea of his thick cock stretching your mouth and pushing into your throat terrify you? Do you worry that I'll see you differently once you've become a cocksucker for me?

    You're right. I will. It will change things between us once you've sucked dick for me. I'll see you for what you are. I'll see you as a cocksucking cuckold. I'll see you as a man that's never going to be worthy of my pussy. I'll see you as a man that's better off being used as a tool for my pleasure.

    You could refuse, of course, but we both know that you don't really have a choice. You cherish being my cuckold, and that's worth more to you than your dignity. It's worth more to you than your sexuality, which is why you're going to suck dick for me.

    You're going to suck dick each and every time my bull comes over. Sometimes you'll fluff him for my pussy. Sometimes you'll suck him off and swallow his load before fluffing him to a second erection so he can spend the rest of the night pounding my cunt while you watch. Sometimes you'll just get on your knees between his legs and suck on his balls while he and I watch a movie.

    You're not going to want to do any of that, and I don't care. You're going to do it because it's what I want. You don't really have a choice.

    You're going to be my eager little cocksucker, aren't you?

  
    Her Pussy is a Privilege

    Your cuckoldress rests in the bed in a beautiful corset and a pair of black fishnet stockings. Her legs are closed, but all you can think about is her perfect, mouth watering pussy.

    You’re naked and standing at the edge of the bed with your hands behind your back. Your small cock is half erect at the prospect of getting to taste her.

    “Do you wish to taste me, cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say dutifully.

    “Do you deserve to taste me, cuck?” she asks as a devilish grin crosses her face.

    “No, mistress,” you say without hesitation.

    You know your place because she’s trained you well. As much as you want to taste her pussy, you know that you don’t deserve it. You know it’s not your right to worship her pussy. You know it’s a privilege that she grants you when you’ve been a good cuckold for her.

    Slowly your cuckoldress spreads her stocking-clad legs and reveals her pussy. Her labia are pink and slightly enflamed with desire. Dominating you turns her on. She runs her fingers over her inner thighs and then gently inserts one into her pussy.

    Her finger emerges slick with her juices, with the juices that you want to taste. She beckons you closer and you do as you’re told.

    “Taste me,” your cuckoldress says as she offers her finger.

    You open your mouth and gently wrap your lips around her finger, sucking it clean. The taste is that of perfection. Arousal surges through your body and makes your cock stiff. This is what you desire. Even a simple taste of your cuckoldress is a heavenly reward.

    “Do you want more,” she whispers in a seductive voice.

    “Yes, mistress,” you respond while staring into her beautiful eyes.

    “On your knees, cuck,” she demands.

    You fall to your knees and stare at her perfect pussy. It is the center of your universe. It is the object of your affection and the thing that you desire more than anything else.

    You don’t want to fuck her. You know that’s not your place. You know she wouldn’t even feel your dick if you put it inside her. You know that fucking her would be an entirely selfish act and she’s trained you to put aside your selfish desires. You only care for her pleasure.

    Your cuckoldress spreads her legs wider and invites you between them. You move until you’re inches from her pussy. She hasn’t given you permission to worship her yet and you wouldn’t dare do so without her say so.

    “You may worship me, cuckold,” she says.

    She’s trained you to approach her pussy gently and you take great care to worship her as she has instructed you. You slowly run your tongue over her labia and then push inside her to taste her juices as you desire. You lick from the base of her pussy to the top, over and over.

    When she wants to cum, you go straight to her clit and do your job. When she wants you to worship her, she expects that you will devour her entire pussy. She knows she’s giving you a reward and she wants you to enjoy it.

    “Does my pussy taste good?” your cuckoldress asks as she grabs your hair and pulls your head back.

    Lust surges through you as she takes physical control. You love when she gets a little rough. The pain from her pulling your hair tightly only turns you on more.

    “Yes, mistress. Your pussy is perfect,” you say.

    She releases your hair and you go back to worshiping her. Each time your tongue pushes into her pussy you’re treated to the thrilling taste of your cuckoldress and it makes your cock throb.

    She moans quietly while you worship her pussy. You look up and admire the tight corset she wore for you. The fishnets look remarkably sexy on her long legs too. You feel blessed to be granted the opportunity to taste her.

    “You understand that this is a privilege, don’t you cuckold? That tasting my pussy is a gift I’m giving you,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer. “I understand.”

    “Good boy,” she says before moaning again.

    You’re making your cuckoldress feel so good. Your tongue is doing its job and that fills you with joy. You’re licking up the juices of her desire and eliciting those lusty moans.

    “There are so many cuckolds just like you,” she says. “So many good boys that would happily get on their knees and worship my perfect pussy. Don’t forget that, cuckold. Never forget that I could replace you with ease.”

    “I won’t, mistress. Thank you for choosing me to worship you,” you respond.

    You know she’s right. You know there are far more men like you than there are women like her in the world. That’s why you work so hard to please her. That’s why you put so much effort into being a good cuckold for her.

    “My bull is coming over tonight,” she says as you gently suck on her labia. “If you’re a good boy today I’ll let you stay and watch while a real man fucks me.”

    “Thank you, mistress. I’d like that very much,” you say before diving back into her pussy.

    “I know you would,” she says while grasping your hair and pulling you closer.

    Your nose presses into her pelvis hard enough that it hurts a little. You keep worshiping her pussy, though. You can’t stop.

    “You can help me get ready for him,” she says while her hips begin to gently rise and fall as she uses your tongue to stimulate her clit. “You can make sure my pussy is nice and wet before guiding his cock inside me.”

    “I would love that, mistress. Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    “If you’re a very good boy I’ll give you the thing you crave most in the world. I’ll let you lick his thick, superior cum out of my pussy. Would you like that, cuckold?” your cuckoldress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “You want to eat another man’s cum from my pussy?” she asks.

    You look up at her and say, “Nothing would make me happier, mistress.”

    “Good boy. Now make me cum,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told and as you’ve been trained. You concentrate your efforts on her clit and bring your cuckoldress to a beautiful, body-shaking orgasm while thinking about cleaning her bull’s cum out of her. You desperately hope you can impress her enough that she’ll grant you that privilege. You’ll do anything for the chance to clean a creampie out of her perfect pussy.

  
    Her Rules for Locktober (Audio)

    Your wife and cuckoldress is going to lock you up in a chastity cage for the month of October and she has a few rules you're expected to follow, including using that talented mouth of yours to tend to her bull's cock before he fucks her. Listen for a full list of her expectations.

  
    Her Sexy Red Dress

    It was the red dress that made all the difference. For years you tried to get her interested in fucking another guy and for years she refused.

    Despite her obvious beauty, your wife just didn’t believe another man would be interested enough to fuck her.

    That’s where the red dress comes in. You can still remember the day you bought it. You can remember the look on her face when she came out of the dressing room in it. You knew right then that something had changed.

    The fit was perfect. It was tight across her breasts and down to her waist before loosening up over her hips and flowing down past her knees.

    It was the slit up her left thigh that really sold the dress, though. With each step it exposed her soft skin. It allowed for easy access, too. You couldn’t help but imagine another man running his fingers between her legs as your wife gently spread her thighs and allowed him to access her pussy.

    “This is the one,” your wife said as she posed for you.

    When she turned around you admired the way the soft fabric brushed against her ass. You knew she’d have to wear a thong or go without panties for the dress to work and you loved it.

    “What do you think?” she asked.

    You smiled. “I agree. That’s the one. We have to buy it for you.”

    “You think so?” she said as a wave of insecurity washed over her. For a moment it looked like she was going to crawl back into her shell and refuse to set herself free with a smoking hot dress.

    You stood up and walked towards her. You ran your hands over the soft material of the dress and watched as your wife closed her eyes and enjoyed your touch.

    “You look perfect in this dress, honey. You deserve it,” you said.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    Just a few minutes later you walked out the store with the dress in a bag and a smile on your face. Every woman deserves a dress she looks stunningly beautiful in and now your wife had one.

    The greatest surprise came on the drive home. Out of nowhere, your wife said, “I’m ready.”

    “Ready for what?” you asked, though you hoped she was talking about making your fantasy come true.

    She reached over and caressed your thigh. You knew right then. Your cock came to life even before she confirmed your suspicions.

    “I’m ready to cuckold you,” she said.

    You tried to hide your excitement as you said, “Really? I mean, obviously that would be amazing, but you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

    Your wife’s fingers moved between your legs and she played with your now-hard cock. “I know, baby,” she said while stroking you through your jeans. “I want to.”

    You briefly took your eyes off the road to look at your wife. You saw genuine lust in her eyes. It seemed like she was telling the truth.

    “I think about it, you know,” she said.

    “About being with someone else?” you asked.

    “Yes, baby. I think about fucking someone else. It turns me on. It scares me, too, but I can’t deny that I like the idea of being able to take a new man to bed, to experience someone new and all the thrills that come with that.”

    You looked over again and saw your wife unbutton her pants and push a hand into the black lace thong she was wearing.

    She moaned as her finger moved over her clit. “What woman wouldn’t enjoy being able to find a nice big cock to fuck her without any need to worry about her husband being jealous or angry?”

    You tried your best to concentrate on the road as your wife masturbated in the passenger’s seat next to you. It blew your mind that she was playing with her pussy while thinking about fucking someone else. She’d made your fantasy into hers and now she was going to make it a reality.

    “You’re not going to be jealous, are you baby?” your wife asked as she masturbated. “You’re going to be a good husband and let me find a nice big cock to satisfy me, right?”

    You couldn’t believe what you were hearing. It was like an entirely different woman had gotten in the car with you after the shopping trip.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good husband,” you answered her.

    “You’ll be a good cuckold, won’t you?” she said as her moans grew louder.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good cuckold,” you said.

    “Oh God, I’m cumming!” she called out.

    You couldn’t help but smile. Your wife had just cum in the car while fantasizing about fucking someone else. In the span of an afternoon what had been pure fantasy for you quickly shifted to a shared desire with your wife, and one that she seemed determined to make into your new reality.

      

    “How do I look?” your wife asks as she emerges from the bedroom.

    She’s in the sexy red dress she bought last week. Her dark hair looks soft and wavy and bounces just a little with each step. She’s paired her dress with a pair of strappy, barely there black high heels that highlight her remarkably sexy feet. As you admire her, your wife makes a point of opening the dress at the slit and showing you that she’s not wearing any panties.

    You smile as your cock comes to life. She’s taking this seriously and you love it. Your wife is determined to fuck someone else tonight and she’s making sure that when she walks into the bar every man is going to look at her.

    “You’re going to have your pick of guys,” you say.

    “I hope so,” she says with a smile before picking up the little clutch purse that holds her lipstick and a handful of condoms that you provided.

    “Are you ready to be a cuckold?” she asks while stroking a sexy pose in her dress.

    “Absolutely,” you answer. When you stand, the bulging erection in your pants is proof of the truth behind your answer. You’ve waited years for this. You desperately want her to cuckold you.

    “Let’s go then. Your wife needs a new man,” she says before heading to the garage and sliding into the car.

    You’ve picked a classy bar a few towns over to avoid running into anyone you know. On the drive over, all you can think about is how this night might end.

    “Are we both agreed on the rules for tonight?” your wife asks.

    “That you’re welcome to go home with anyone you want and that I can watch in the bar but I’m forbidden from making my presence known?” you answer.

    Your wife reaches over and caresses your thigh. “That’s right. I know you want to watch him fuck me, and that will happen in the future, but for the first time I need it to be just my new man and me.”

    You love that she’s so confident this is going to work out. You love that she’s already calling him her “new man.” Your cock is hard and all your wife is doing is gently caressing your thigh. You’re cuckold fantasy is so close to becoming reality.

    When you arrive at the bar, she goes in first. You can’t help but stare at her ass in the red dress. It looks so perfect, and you know another man is going to have his hands on it soon.

    You give her a five minute head start and then head into the bar. Your wife is sitting next to a remarkably good-looking man and they’re engaged in an animated conversation. You grab a stool a few seats down from them and order a drink.

    It’s thrilling to listen as your wife flirts with another man. She does it effortlessly, like she never lost her touch despite being married to you for years.

    Eventually, the man she’s talking to turns up the heat a little.

    “You’re the most beautiful woman in here,” he says.

    “That was my intention,” your wife says as she smiles at him.

    You turn your head in time to see him reach out and caress your wife’s bare knee that the slit in her dress has exposed.

    “This is the sexiest dress I’ve ever seen on a woman,” he says while leaning forward.

    “Thank you,” your wife says.

    His hand continues to gently rub her thigh as she leans towards him. They share a soft, tender kiss as you watch. You’re certain his tongue is in her mouth. She wants it. She welcomes it.

    Your wife uncrosses her legs and spreads them slightly. He takes it as a sign of encouragement and moves his hand from her knee to her thigh. His fingers slowly and skillfully move over her soft skin and towards her pussy.

    It’s dark in the bar, but you know other people are watching. They’re the only couple enjoying a vigorous kiss so of course they‘re attracting attention.

    The bartender clears his throat and your wife and her new friend break their kiss. He says nothing but with a nod of his head the bartender wordlessly suggests that they move to one of the booths for a little more privacy.

    Your wife smiles and takes her new friend’s hand in hers as she slides off the stool. She happens to flash her bare pussy at you when she does. She’s wet enough that you can see the dampness. She didn’t make a mistake. She’s letting you know that she’s turned on, that this is probably the guy she’s going home with.

    For a few minutes you pretend to browse your phone, but mostly you’re figuring out how to get a better view of what’s happening in the booth.

    Eventually you order another drink and take it to a table that will afford you a better angle to watch your wife and her new friend fool around.

    His hands are all over her when you sit down. You can see under the table they’re sitting at and her legs are spread wide open. They’re kissing with an intense kind of passion that you haven’t experienced with her in years.

    As your eyes adjust to the darker light it becomes clear that he’s fingering your wife. Another man’s fingers are in her pussy as she’s kissing him. You’re watching someone else penetrate your wife. It’s as close as you’re going to get to witnessing your cuckolding tonight and it’s perfect.

    You watch your wife’s hand move under the table and between her new friend’s legs. You watch as she strokes his cock through his slacks. You see the look of pleasure on his face. Your wife is making another man feel good. She’s playing with his cock and you’re watching.

    By now it’s clear she’s going to cuckold you. It’s only a matter of time. She’s playing with someone else’s cock in public and there’s no question she’s going to fuck him.

    Instead of making each other cum in the bar, they take a break. You feel a little disappointed, but you understand why she wouldn’t want to give a full-on handjob in public.

    You see them talking and assume they’re planning what’s going to happen next. It’s not a long conversation. When it’s over, the guy slips out of the booth and walks towards the bathroom.

    Your wife beckons you over when he disappears behind the men’s room door.

    She pulls you close for a long, slow tongue kiss when you reach the table. “I’m going home with him, obviously,” she says. “I think I’m going to spend the night at his place, so don’t wait up for me.”

    “This is incredible,” you say. It’s the only thing that comes to mind and it’s absolutely true.

    “I’m going to cuckold you, baby. Once I do, there’s no going back. He’s got a big cock and I can’t tell you how wet I am for him. Once I have him, I’m going to want more. This is your last chance to stop it, because once we leave things are going to be different.”

    You know she’s right. You’ve read about it before. You know that having another man can change everything, especially if that man fucks her better than you. Still, this is what you want. It’s what you crave. It’s what you’ve always craved.

    “Go. Enjoy him. Spend the night and fuck him in the morning,” you say with a smile.

    “I intend to,” your wife says before she pulls you close for another long kiss. “Now back to your table.”

    Her new friend comes out of the bathroom moments later and your wife slips out of the bar and meets him by the door. They share another long, slow kiss and then leave. She gives you one last look before the door shuts and then you’re alone.

    You sit and finish your drink as all manner of dirty thoughts run through your mind. Is she sucking his cock in the car? Is he playing with her pussy to keep her wet and aroused? What positions are they going to use? How many times is he going to fuck her?

    You’re going to be a cuckold soon, and it’s all thanks to that sexy red dress. All it took was a little bit of confidence and your wife couldn’t wait to take another man’s big cock inside her. Now your life is going to change. Now you’re going to be a cuckold and she’s going to get her pleasure from another man. Lucky you. 

  
    Her Very Dirty Pen Pal - Part 1

    Mariana stared up at the bedroom ceiling and took a deep breath. She held it for three seconds and let it out slowly. She repeated the process a handful of times, but it didn’t work. Her mind felt just as clouded with desire.

    She sat up and looked at her husband. Matt was sleeping peacefully - and deeply, it seemed - on his side. She listened to his slow, rhythmic breathing and wished that she too was lost in her dreams. Mariana was lost in a different kind of headspace, though. One dominated by thoughts of another man, a man she'd never met, but a man she felt like she knew so well.

    Mariana leaned over, gently opened her nightstand drawer, and pulled out her laptop. She sat against the headboard, opened her computer, and booted it up. Matt remained still - the light of her laptop didn't seem to disturb his slumber - and Mariana opened a browser and directed it to Reddit. She signed in - with the secret account she'd started a few weeks ago - and brought up the messages she'd been sending back and forth with Diego.

    She began to type out a message. She needed to express her desire, to share the fantasy she’d had.

    My Dearest Diego,

    It's late. I should be asleep, but instead I'm thinking of you. I see you when I close my eyes. I can almost feel you. Your lips against mine. Your hands moving over my body. Our tongues entwining. Our passion growing.

    I feel guilty. My husband is sleeping right next to me and I'm writing to another man, to a stranger, really. I've never met you before. I've never even seen you, and yet I feel such intense desire for you that I can't sleep.

    It seems that I've gotten a little bit addicted to what we've been doing...to these letters we send each other. The moment I send you something I feel desperate for your reply. I want to know if I've made you feel anything close to what you make me feel. I want to know if I've excited you, if I've stoked your desire in the same way you stoke mine.

    Since I can't sleep, I thought I'd try and make you desire me in the same way I desire you. Oh, and I know I said I feel guilty about writing you while my husband is sleeping next to me, but it turns me on, too. Just the thought of expressing how badly I want to make you feel good, how badly I want to give my body to you - the thought of doing that while he's right next to me is intoxicatingly sexy.

    I had a little fantasy tonight. I think it's what made it so I couldn't sleep. I imagined that you knew my husband, that you'd come to town to visit and that we'd invited you to stay with us. I imagined you were sleeping in the guest bedroom right down the hallway. I imagined that the notion that the man I wanted so badly was right down the hallway made it impossible for me to sleep.

    That desire - my desire for you - drove me out of bed. I checked to make sure I hadn't woken up my husband and then I slipped out of the bedroom. I closed the door as gently as I could, waited again to make sure he hadn't stirred, and then tiptoed towards the guest bedroom.

    My heart pounded as I stood outside the door. I contemplated going back to bed - cheating on my husband while he was just one room away seemed insane - but I couldn't help myself. I reached down and grasped the door handle. I turned it slowly. I stepped inside the guest room.

    You were sleeping shirtless. Your muscular chest and arms were exposed. I shut the door and resisted the urge to leap into the bed and onto your beautiful body. Instead, I slowly moved towards you. I pulled the covers back. I saw a bulge in your underwear. You were half hard. I wondered - hoped, really - that you were dreaming of me.

    I worked your underwear off. I thought I might wake you, but you remained fast asleep. I crawled between your legs. I took your beautiful cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around it. I licked and sucked on the head. You moaned in your sleep. For a moment I panicked at the idea of you moaning so loudly you'd wake my husband up, but you didn't.

    Your eyes opened. You looked down at me. You looked down and saw your friend's beautiful wife with your cock in her mouth. You saw my eyes light up. You smiled. I took you deeper in my mouth. I took you into my throat. I showed you just how badly I want to make you feel good. I fought off my gag reflex and took you in my throat over and over. I did it because I desperately wanted to make you feel good, because every fiber of my being was dedicated to turning you on in that moment.

    I could have made you cum in my mouth - and I would have happily swallowed for you - but I wanted more than that. I wanted to feel you inside me. I needed to feel you inside me. So I kissed my way up your body. I straddled you. I pulled aside the lace panties I'd worn to bed. I took you inside me. I didn't bother with a condom. I didn't want to use a condom. I wanted you to cum inside me.

    You took my camisole off as you entered me. Your strong hands found my breasts and I moaned at your confident touch. I moved my hips back and forth over your perfect cock. I moaned again at how deep you were inside me, how much deeper you filled me than my husband does. I rubbed my clit against your pelvis and my body came alive with pleasure. I knew I'd cum. I knew I'd have the kind of orgasm I've craved ever since we started writing each other.

    You told me you were close. I smiled and told you to cum inside me. You asked about my husband. I told you I didn't care about him in that moment, that you were the only man I cared about. I told you that I need you to cum inside me, that I needed to give you every bit of satisfaction that you deserved. I told you that my pussy was yours in that moment, and that it was your right to cum inside me.

    We came together. I felt your cock throbbing inside me. I felt you cumming in my pussy as my body trembled from the pleasure of an orgasm so powerful I could barely keep my eyes open.

    I collapsed on top of you and we kissed. Our tongues mingled as your cock remained inside me. I could feel a little of your cum dripping out of me and it put a smile on my face.

    Eventually, I climbed off your cock, put my panties on, and left the guest bedroom. I crawled into bed next to my husband. I felt your cum dripping out of me and into my panties. I fell asleep with ease. I dreamed of you.

    Did I turn you on, Diego? Did my fantasy make you want me? I can't wait to hear from you.

    Mariana

    Mariana hit send, looked towards Matt once more, and then reached under the covers and pushed a hand into her panties. She smiled at the intense wetness she discovered. She slipped a finger into her pussy with ease and slowly masturbated, for her body hummed with desire after sharing her fantasy - a fantasy she'd indulged in earlier that night - with Diego.

    Though Mariana felt guilty about masturbating with Matthew sleeping right next to her, she couldn't help her overwhelming desire. Sharing her fantasy has only enflamed it and Mariana knew she wouldn't be able to sleep if she didn't cum.

    She scrolled up to the previous message from Diego. In it, he described the two of them meeting in a hotel room and the things they'd do together. He'd put quite a lot of effort into the message, offering Mariana a wealth of content to fantasize about. It was him fucking her in the shower that she found most arousing, though. Mariana wasn't quite sure why, but she liked the idea of Diego pressing her up against an elegantly tiled wall and sliding into her pussy from behind.

    She read the passage he'd written and imagined his wet body pressed up against hers while his cock explored the depths of her pussy. She felt his strong hands on her breasts, squeezing them hard while he lost himself in his desire to have her, to take her, to fill her over and over with his big cock, to provide her with the kind of pleasure she craved. There was something about the animalistic nature of the sex he'd described that Mariana loved, and she closed her eyes and came hard while thinking of giving Diego her body in that manor, of meeting him in a hotel for a weekend of wild, unprotected sex where he flooded her pussy with his cum over and over.

    Mariana closed her eyes and smiled blissfully as the pleasure of an orgasm bounced through her body. She pulled her fingers from her panties, wiped the wetness on the sheets, and sent a quick message to Diego.

    My Dearest Diego,

    I just read your previous message again. You made me cum so hard when I read about you fucking me from behind in the shower. You've made me cum so many times since we started writing each other. Thank you. I can't wait to hear from you.

    Mariana

    She turned off her laptop, slid it into the nightstand drawer, and drifted off to sleep.

    
      
    

    The sound of the shower lured Mariana from her slumber. She saw Matt step into the bathroom and gently shut the door as he did every morning. He always tried his best not to wake her up - he was a kind man and a wonderful husband - and she smiled.

    Mariana thought of joining her husband in the shower. She thought of treating him to an early morning handjob to give him a bit of pleasure before he got ready for work. She very nearly did it, too, but then she thought of Diego. She thought of what she'd masturbated to the night before, of the orgasm she'd had while imagining her pen pal fucking her in a hotel shower.

    Mariana retrieved her laptop from the nightstand. She made her way to Reddit. Her heart beat a little harder and her loins tingled when she saw she had a new message. It was from Diego.

    My Dearest Mariana,

    I'm sorry you had trouble sleeping, but I can't think of anything better to wake up to than a naughty message from the woman that's come to dominate my fantasies.

    I loved what you wrote. I stroked my cock and thought of you as I read it. You made me so hard, Mariana. I'm still so hard as I think of you leaving your marital bed to come to me. I hope you don't mind that I'm turned on by the idea of you cheating on your husband because you're so desperate to have me inside you. I can't help but find that thrilling. I can't help but want you even more when I think of you being willing to take me inside you while he's sleeping just a room away.

    I like that I made you cum again, Mariana. In fact, I love that I made you cum again. And, I hope it's okay to admit that I love that it was the thought of being fucked from behind in the shower that made you cum so hard.

    There are times when I think I might have trouble controlling my desire for you if we were ever lucky enough to meet. I know I'd want to make love to you, Mariana, but I'm not sure I could the first time we met. I'm not sure I'd be able to do anything other than fuck you, and fuck you hard. I think I'd be so overcome with lust, with desire, with an overpowering need to have you that I wouldn't be able to be slow and gentle. I'd need to take you hard, to fuck you until your eyes had rolled back in your head, your body was trembling with pleasure, and all you could do was mumble and groan because you'd lost the ability to utter even a single word.

    Would you let me have you in that way, Mariana? Would your desire match mine? Would you feel a need to be fucked like that, to be taken hard, to be taken aggressively?

    Mariana looked up from the screen and towards the bathroom door as she thought that yes, she would absolutely let Diego take her in that manner. She was desperate to masturbate, too - Diego's descriptions of his desire for her had left Mariana soaked - but she didn't want Matt to walk out and see her playing with her pussy. He was still in the shower, though. It was safe to slip a hand into her panties and rub her clit as she continued to read her pen pal's lusty missive.

    I see you in a skirt, a pair of heels, and a tight top for our first meeting. I'd kiss you the moment we were alone. A fiercely passionate kiss. The kind of kiss where our bodies meld. The kind where you can feel my desire for you, my overwhelming need.

    I lift your shirt over your head. You unhook your bra. I pick you up and set you in the bed. I kiss my way down your beautiful body. You moan as I kiss, lick, and suck on your breasts. I lift your skirt and tear your panties off. I dive into your pussy. My fingers go first and my tongue follows. I lick your clit and reach up to play with your breasts. I can't help but get a little rough - I'm too turned on not to - and you moan. You like that I'm so desperate for you, that my desire is so overwhelming.

    I stand up and strip. You move towards me. I see the desire in your eyes. You reach for my cock. You want to take me in your mouth, to suck me, to make me feel good. I want your pussy, though. I want it desperately, so I step back, denying you my cock. I tell you to spin around on your hands and knees, to present your pussy. You do so without hesitation. You push your hips back and I see your pussy lips part. I see the wetness inside you.

    I stroke my cock as I approach the bed. I slip two fingers into your pussy and you moan. You push your hips back, swallowing more of my flesh. You moan again. You look over your shoulder and I see the desperation in your eyes. You look like a woman who hasn't been properly fucked in years, like a woman who needs what I'm about to give her.

    You beg me to fuck you. You beg me to put my cock inside you. You're so desperate that you can't help it. I smile and smack your ass. I pull my fingers from your pussy. I push my cock between your plump, wet lips and plunge inside you. I fill you and your moans reverberate around the room.

    I'm inside you, but I don't move. I tell you to fuck yourself with my cock. You put your head down and keep your ass up. You move your hips back and forth. Your slick pussy swallows my cock over and over. You pleasure yourself - and my cock - and I smile at your desperation.

    I lean forward and put a hand on your shoulder. I pull back and you rise up onto your hands and knees. You look over your shoulder. You open your mouth to say something and I slip two fingers between your lips. You smile and your eyes light up. You suck on my fingers as I begin to fuck you from behind. I fuck you hard and fast. The sound of my body slamming into yours fills the room. You close your eyes and moan around my fingers, but you don't stop sucking.

    I pull my fingers from your mouth and you immediately tell me to fuck you harder. I grab a handful of your hair and pull back. You moan. I fuck you harder. I give you what you want. I pound your married pussy. I pound it with my bare cock. I let my lust take over. I fuck you aggressively, powerfully, like you haven't been fucked in a long time.

    You reach down to play with your clit as I pound you. Your breathing gets heavier. You're close to cumming. You beg me to cum inside you. You beg me to fuck you hard and cum in your married pussy.

    I cum inside you. I empty my load into your married pussy. You cum right along with me. I release my grip on your hair and your head falls to the bed. I pull out of your pussy and admire how it gapes open after the fucking I gave you.

    After that, we make love, but it's that first time that stands out in our memories, for it's that first time that is the release of all the passion we've built up writing each other. It's that first time we'll write about when we part. It's the first time that will live in our fantasies.

    I can't wait to hear from you again, Mariana.

    Diego

    Mariana came as she imagined Diego fucking her from behind with a tight grip on her hair. She came while thinking that Matt had never fucked her like that, that she'd never wanted her husband to fuck her like that, and yet she felt an intense level of pleasure at the idea of Diego - a man she'd never met - taking her in that manner.

    She was lost in the throes of her orgasm when Matt turned the shower off. Mariana closed her laptop, let the last remnants of her orgasm wash through her, and then set it back in the nightstand drawer.

    Matt emerged from the bathroom a few moments later. Mariana smiled at her husband and he smiled back. She worried he could tell she'd just had an orgasm, but his gaze lingered on her for only a few moments before he headed for the closet to get ready for work.

    A wave of guilt washed over Mariana. She wasn't cheating in the traditional sense, but she was fantasizing about fucking another man and telling that other man all about it. Matt would have been well within his rights to be upset at that. Mariana knew it wouldn't stop her from writing to Diego, though. She couldn't resist. It was far too pleasurable, far too exciting, and the orgasms were far too satisfying.

    Mariana resolved to give Matt the attention he deserved, though, and she resolved to do it that night. A nice lingerie set, a glass of wine, and a little bit of seduction would ensure a good orgasm for him, which was the least she could do.

    Of course, she'd also find time to write to Diego, for that was a desire Mariana couldn't help but tend to, even if she felt a little guilty afterwards.

  
    Her Very Dirty Pen Pal - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "That was...that was incredible, Mariana," Matt said as he looked up at her with a hazy, post-orgasmic smile on his face. "I don't know what I did to deserve that, but it was out of this world."

    Mariana matched her husband's smile - she too had enjoyed an orgasm - and leaned down to kiss him as his still-stiff cock remained inside her. She could feel a little of his cum beginning to leak out, but she felt no urgency to climb off of him. "Believe me, it was my pleasure," she said softly. "And you don't need to do anything to deserve what we just did. You're my husband, and I love you."

    That was true. Mariana did love her husband. It was also true that she'd been engaging in a form of infidelity by writing exceptionally filthy letters to Diego, the man she'd met online. They'd never met in person - she hadn't even seen a picture of him - but the things she wrote to him were expressions of intense sexual desire for another man. So really, what Matt had done to earn the sex they'd just had - sex that included Mariana dressing in a brand new piece of lingerie, giving him a long blowjob, and then climbing on top for a slow ride on his cock - was be the unwilling victim of non-physical infidelity.

    "I love you too," Matt said as he ran his hands up the back of her bodysuit and smiled. "This lingerie is really hot, and I feel like I haven't seen it before. Is it new?"

    Mariana nodded. "I thought you might enjoy something new for tonight." That was true. It was also true that her guilt had inspired the purchase, at least to a certain degree. That guilt had gotten just a little bit worse as she'd shopped, too, as Mariana had thought of Diego while in the fitting room.

    She'd looked at herself in the mirror and imagined her pen pal's strong hands on her body as he kissed her neck. She'd imagined Diegos reaction to how she looked before she'd imagined her husband's reaction, all of which had deepened her guilt, though it had also left her rather wet, so much so that she had to buy the lingerie because she'd soaked the gusset. Thankfully, she loved the way it looked.

    Mariana had briefly considered taking a selfie - one without her face - and sending it to Diego. She'd dismissed the notion after just a few moments of consideration, but the idea had provided a rush of desire that only made her pussy wetter.

    As more cum began to leak out of her, Mariana lifted her pussy off of Matt's cock and rolled onto her back. She grabbed his underwear to soak up the rest of the mess and he rolled onto his side, nuzzled into her neck, and offered a handful of soft kisses that sent lovely waves of pleasure through her body.

    "I love you, Mariana," he said.

    "I love you too, Matt," she replied with a smile. It had been good sex. She had cum. She'd cum quite hard, in fact. After all, Matt was good-looking and in good shape. He wasn't the kind of man that women cheated on, which was probably why Mariana had never really felt any desire to cheat in real life. She simply enjoyed the fantasy with Diego.

    Matt ran his fingers over the delicate lace of her bodysuit and Mariana smiled as she stared up at the ceiling. Her husband's touch was gentle - it always had been - and that was a big part of his appeal as a man to spend the rest of her life with. Her desire for Diego - for the stories they told each other - was in part because he didn't write himself as a man that would always be gentle. He wrote himself as a man that would sometimes take charge, that would sometimes fuck her aggressively, taking her from behind and pounding her in a way that Matt never really had.

    Mariana had only had sex like that a few times in her life - and not since she'd gotten married - so she wasn't sure how much she'd actually enjoy it, but she'd certainly cum numerous times while fantasizing about Diego fucking her that way.

    Those thoughts danced through Mariana's mind as she and Matt cuddled in bed and savored their mutual post-orgasmic pleasure. Eventually, though, they decoupled and he headed for the living room to catch Thursday Night Football. Mariana stayed in her lingerie - she felt exceptionally sexy in it – and headed to the kitchen and poured herself another glass of wine. She gave her husband a soft kiss as he tuned into the game and headed back to the bedroom.

    Mariana set her wine glass on the nightstand and pulled out her laptop. She needed to write to Diego, to express her desire for him. She needed to get all the dirty thoughts out of her head and into a message.

    My Dearest Diego,

    I'm in bed. I'm wearing a black lace bodysuit I bought just a few days ago. I just had sex - good sex - with my husband. To be honest with you, I've been feeling a little guilty about what we're doing and I wanted to make him feel good, to satisfy him in a way he won't soon forget to try and wash away some of that guilt.

    It was good sex, for both of us, actually. I hope you don't mind me saying that. He loved the lingerie. He loved the blowjob I gave him. He loved that I rode his cock nice and slow until he came inside me. I had a good orgasm, too. A really good orgasm.

    I'm not writing to tell you that I had sex with my husband, though. Instead, I'm writing to tell you that even when I was working to wash away the guilt I felt about messaging you and fantasizing about you, I still thought of you.

    It started while I was lingerie shopping. I put on this bodysuit and looked at myself in the mirror and I pictured you in the fitting room with me. I pictured your strong hands on my body. I could practically feel your touching my breasts through the delicate, thin lace. My nipples got hard as I stood there and looked in the mirror while that fantasy played out in my head.

    If you were actually there with me, Diego, I wouldn't have been able to resist you. Being touched wouldn't have been enough. Your lips on my neck - or even on my lips - wouldn't have been enough. I would have needed more. I would have craved it so deeply I wouldn't have been able to resist getting on my knees for you.

    I would have done it, Diego. I would have gotten on my knees right there in the fitting room. I've never done anything like that in my life, but I would have done it for you. I would have unzipped your pants, pulled out your glorious cock, and sucked on it until you were hard for me. I would have given you such incredible pleasure. I would have done everything in my power to make you feel good.

    I would have offered you my pussy, too. I would have had you sit on the bench with your stiff cock pointing towards the ceiling. I would have sat on you in reverse cowgirl so we could both look in the mirror and see the pleasure on our faces as I milked your cock with my tight, married pussy in the fitting room. I would have ridden you until you came inside me, and then I would have pulled the lace back over my pussy and let your cum soak into it. I would have worn it for my husband without washing it, too. I would have worn the lingerie you fucked his wife in without washing it because that would have been such a turn on.

    Mariana took a deep breath and closed her eyes as a torrent of arousal washed over her. She could still feel Matt's cum leaking out of her pussy and yet she'd lost herself in her desire to be so filthy, so slutty with a man she wasn't married to, a man she'd never met.

    Mariana reached for her wine and took a sip as she re-read what she'd written. She smiled at her seeming need to be overwhelmed with desire, and to surrender to it, to do the naughty thing and give Diego her mouth and pussy in a fitting room, and to do so while she was supposed to be buying lingerie for her husband.

    I almost took a picture for you. In the fitting room, I mean. I almost took a selfie in the mirror to show you the lingerie. I didn't - I don't know if that would be wise - but I thought about it. It felt so naughty to be thinking of another man while buying lingerie for my husband that I wanted to pursue that feeling. I wanted to push a little harder.

    Can I confess something else? I gave my husband a blowjob tonight. A long blowjob, in fact. I took my time because I wanted to make him feel exceptionally good. I had trouble staying focused while I had him in my mouth, though. I didn't want to think of you, but there were times when I couldn't help myself.

    At one point I looked up and saw that his eyes were closed. He had the look on his face that every woman wants to see. The look that told me I was doing a very good job. When I saw that look, I thought of you. I thought of being in your bed, Diego. I thought of wearing this lingerie for you. I thought of being between your legs. I thought of having your cock in my mouth. I thought of pleasuring you instead of my husband.

    As those thoughts entered my head, the blowjob I was giving my husband changed. I felt a reinvigorated kind of passion. I felt a desire to do anything and everything in my power to make him feel good. I took more of him in my mouth. I sucked a little harder. I used my hands to play with his shaft and balls. I moaned a little louder while blowing him.

    I did all of that because I was thinking of you. I was thinking of worshiping your cock, Diego. That was the word that came to mind as I thought about it. I wanted to be between your legs and worshiping your cock. I wanted to offer you my mouth to make you feel better than any woman had ever made you feel. I wanted to show you how desperate I was to satisfy you, to be the source of your pleasure.

    Because of that, I was wetter when I finally took my husband inside me. So wet that he commented on it. I told him it was because I wanted him so badly. I lied, though. I felt bad about that, but I couldn't tell him the truth. I couldn't tell him that I was thinking about you, that I was thinking about straddling you, taking your cock into my pussy, and riding you until you'd cum inside me.

    I just had an orgasm with my husband, Diego, but I'm turned on again. Thinking of you - and writing you this message - has me soaked again. Completely and utterly soaked with desire. I want you. I want to worship your cock. I want to give you my pussy and make you cum inside me. I want all of that. I know I can't have it, but that doesn't stop me from fantasizing about it, from wanting it more than anything.

    I'm going to masturbate now. I'm going to do it while thinking of you. I'm going to masturbate while thinking of another man as my husband sits just a few rooms away.

    I hope you have a good night, Diego. I hope you fantasize about me. I hope you think of me worshiping your cock and giving you my pussy for your pleasure.

    Mariana

    She closed her laptop, set it aside, and reached under the covers. Mariana pulled aside the delicate lace covering her pussy and pushed two fingers inside her while rubbing her clit. She closed her eyes and pictured wearing the lace bodysuit for Diego. She pictured worshiping his cock and riding him. She pictured giving him everything, and she had a massively powerful orgasm while doing so. She had to bite her lip to keep from moaning loud enough to alert Matt to what she was doing.

    Afterwards, Mariana felt a little guilty because the orgasm she'd had while fantasizing about Diego was better than the one she'd had with Matt. The guilt drifted away, though, as Mariana instead chose to focus on her pursuit of more pleasure, especially since she was more than happy to continue tending to Matt's needs, and she suspected he'd be quite happy too.

    Mariana shut her laptop down and slid it back into the nightstand drawer. She sipped her wine and smiled at the thought of receiving a new message from Diego in the morning. She knew she'd read it first thing in the morning and that she'd almost certainly masturbate to it while Matt showered. She'd have a great orgasm, too, and there was no better way to start her day.

  
    Her Very Dirty Pen Pal - Part 3
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    Mariana closed her eyes and moaned softly as Matt stepped behind her. His lips brushed against her neck and he offered a series of soft kisses while his hands moved to her waist. His cock pressed against her ass and his fingers moved up her torso until he held her breasts in his hands, eliciting another soft, seductive moan.

    Mariana turned her head and her husband's lips found hers. Their tongues entwined and she felt his cock grow hard for her. The heat of desire grew between her legs and Mariana took Matt's hand in hers and guided it to her pussy. She moaned into her husband's mouth as his fingers moved between her labia and discovered the wetness that awaited him.

    "I want you," she whispered softly.

    Matt moaned and rubbed her clit as he fingered her pussy. Their lips met once more and Mariana eagerly sucked on her husband's tongue as she reached back and stroked his cock, rubbing the tip against the warm, soft flesh of her ass. She could feel his precum on her skin and when his grip on her breast tightened Mariana knew her husband's lust had crested.

    She released his cock, crawled into the bed, and rested on her hands and knees for a moment before looking back at Matt. He was staring at her pussy and Mariana was overwhelmed with a desire to be fucked from behind.

    Thoughts of Diego flooded Mariana's mind and she felt her legs tremble from the overwhelming lust that followed. She tried to push the fantasies she and her pen pal had shared from her mind, but she couldn't. Mariana imagined Diego taking her from behind. She felt his hands in her hair, pulling hard with each thrust as he filled her pussy with his big cock. She felt her pussy stretching out around his thickness. She felt her ass bouncing with every thrust. She'd never been with him - she'd never even seen a picture of him - and yet the fantasy felt so real it was almost as if she'd actually cheated on Matt and taken Diego's cock in her needy pussy.

    "I need you inside me," Mariana said to her husband. "I need you to fuck me, Matt."

    Mariana hoped he would take her from behind. Her body was flooded with an intense desire for that very particular pleasure and though she knew Matt didn't enjoy doggystyle sex, she still wanted it.

    Matt crawled into the bed behind Mariana, ran his hands over her ass, and leaned down to kiss her upper back. He took her breasts in his hands and she closed her eyes in anticipation of his cock finding its way into her pussy.

    It didn't, though. Instead, Matt laid next to Mariana and pulled her on top of him. He guided his cock into her pussy and pulled her lips to his for a kiss. He felt good inside her, but Mariana had to work to hide her disappointment.

    She knew it wasn't fair to expect Matt to fuck her like the fantasy version of her pen pal would have fucked her, so she refused to show him that disappointment. Instead, Mariana pushed aside all thoughts of Diego and tried to enjoy sex with her husband. She rode his cock and ground her clit into pelvis. She kissed him. She leaned forward so he could suck her nipples while his cock filled her pussy.

    Mariana couldn't cum, though. She just couldn't get there. She wanted to, but she just couldn't get there.

    Matt didn't deserve to feel like he'd disappointed her, though, so Mariana faked her orgasm. She did so right before Matt's climax arrived. She sat up, took her breasts in her hands, threw her head back, and let out a series of wild, orgasmic moans while furiously riding his dick. Matt came inside her a moment later and Mariana took great pleasure in his orgasm, for he was a good man and a wonderful husband and he deserved the pleasure of cumming in his wife's pussy.

    They cuddled afterwards and Mariana grappled with feeling both overwhelming desire - she hadn't cum, after all - and an almost equally overwhelming sense of guilt. After all, she wouldn't have felt so disappointed with her husband if she hadn't been indulging in a pseudo affair with another man.

    Mariana's desire never dissipated, despite her unrelenting hope that it would. Instead, it only deepened, in part because she couldn't help but think of Diego. He popped into her head over and over. She thought of the last message he'd sent her and the way he'd described fucking her. She entertained thoughts of actually being with him, of feeling him fuck her in a way her husband never had, a way that Mariana increasingly desired.

    After Matt had fallen asleep - and after Mariana had tried and failed to let sleep overtake her - she pulled her laptop from the nightstand drawer and surrendered to her desire to write a message to the man who'd dominated her thoughts for most of the night.

    My Dearest Diego,

    Tonight I was on my hands and knees in my bed. I was naked. My pussy was soaking wet. I wanted - I needed - to get fucked hard. I needed to be taken from behind. I needed to feel a man's strong hands on my hips as he took my pussy and made it his. I needed to feel his strong hand in my hair. I needed to feel the way I feel when I write to you and when I read the wonderful messages you write to me.

    I was on my hands and knees when I told my husband I needed to be fucked. I knew he wouldn't give me what I truly wanted - that he wouldn't take me from behind - and I knew it wasn't fair to want him to fuck me like that. I still wanted it, though. I wanted him to take his place behind me. I wanted him to slide his cock into my wet, needy pussy. I wanted him to fuck me doggystyle. I wanted it so badly.

    He didn't, though. Of course he didn't. He got on his back and I rode his cock until he came inside me. He doesn't like doggystyle sex. I don't think he's really capable of fucking me like that. Not in the way I want, at least. And yet I still expected it of him, and I was still disappointed when he couldn't give me what I craved.

    I shouldn't have been disappointed, though, because I wanted my husband to offer me what you'd have given me in that same situation. I wanted my husband to be another man. I wanted him to be you in that moment. I wanted him to be the man I've been fantasizing about, the man I've been writing to, the man I've been exploring a whole host of new sexual desires with.

    Tonight, I wanted you, Diego. I was with my husband and I wanted you. I was on my hands and knees and telling my husband to fuck me, but I wanted to be telling you to fuck me.

    "I need you to fuck me, Diego."

    Those were the words I wanted to utter tonight. Though I probably would have said, "I need you to fuck me doggystyle, Diego. I need you to pull my hair, smack my ass, and fuck me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman."

    I don't even know if that's true. I don't know if a man is supposed to fuck a woman from behind, and I don't want to get fucked like that all the time. I wouldn't even want you to fuck me like that all the time. But I wanted it tonight. I wanted it tonight and my husband couldn't give it to me.

    The worst part is that I couldn't cum. I wanted to. I really did. But I couldn't. I kept thinking of you - of how you would have fucked me - and I couldn't get there. I faked my orgasm. I faked my orgasm as my husband came inside me.

    I know I won't be able to sleep until I cum, so I'm going to masturbate next to my sleeping husband and I'm going to think of you as I play with my pussy, Diego. I'm going to think of you taking me from behind. I'm going to think of you fucking me hard and fast. I'm going to think of you holding my hair in one hand and my hip in the other. I'm going to think of you fucking me doggystyle and making me cum all over your cock, and I'm going to have the kind of orgasm that leaves my toes tingling and my thighs trembling.

    I hope you think of me the next time you cum, Diego, because it seems that I can't help but think of you almost every time I cum these days.

    Mariana

    She sent the message, closed her laptop, and put it back in the nightstand drawer. Mariana then pulled her panties aside, checked to make sure that Matt was still sleeping soundly, closed her eyes, and began to rub her clit.

    The pleasure was instantaneous, and she did exactly as she'd described in her message. She thought of Diego taking her from behind. She thought of him pulling her hair and smacking her ass as he stretched her pussy with his big cock. She thought of telling him how good it felt to have him inside her.

    Mariana's orgasm arrived as she imagined telling Diego that he fucked her better than her husband ever had. It was, in a way, a cruel thought - at least Matt would have thought it cruel - but it was exactly the kind of thing another man would want to hear, and it was the kind of thing that Mariana desperately wanted to say to her pen pal, who'd helped her discover a side to her sexuality that she hadn't known existed until they started messaging each other.

    Mariana trembled with pleasure as she climaxed while fantasizing about her pen pal. She very nearly cried out in pleasure, too, biting her lip at the last second to prevent her moan from filling the bedroom and possibly luring Matt from his slumber.

    Afterwards, Mariana felt a twinge of guilt alongside the overwhelming pleasure. It was a feeling she'd become increasingly accustomed to, though, and one that she knew wouldn't stop her from once again indulging in her desire for her newfound fantasies, for the pleasure they provided was far too strong to ignore.

    
      
    

    "Will it be okay if I get dinner with the guys after golf?" Matt asked as he loaded his clubs into the trunk.

    "Of course," Mariana replied. "Say hi to everyone for me."

    They shared a lingering kiss and then she waved goodbye to her husband as he set off to spend most of his day on the golf course. Mariana knew some women would be frustrated at their husband leaving for half of a Sunday, but she wasn't one of those women.

    The moment Matt pulled out of the driveway and headed off, Mariana rushed to the bedroom and pulled out her laptop. She got in bed, fired it up, and brought up her messages with Diego. Her face lit up when she saw a reply to her message from the night before.

    My Dearest Mariana,

    I must confess, I feel a touch of guilt myself. I'm single at the moment - and so grateful to have you in my life because of that - but I do feel a little guilty about, well, playing some part in the change in your sex life. After all, had we never met online there's a chance you'd still be having decent sex with your husband instead of thinking about another man.

    On the other hand, I have to confess that I got hard when I thought about you not being able to cum with his cock inside you. I couldn't help it. I just loved the idea that our messages have aroused you - and satisfied you - to such a degree that you couldn't help but feel disappointed that your husband can't fuck you like I would. I hope you don't hate me for being so turned on by the fact that I could give you something your husband can't.

    And, I hope you don't hate me for wanting to try and go further. I want you to think of me when he's inside you, Mariana. Even if the sex with him is good I want you to think of me. I want you to wonder if it would be better with me, if my cock would reach places your husband's doesn't, if I could fuck you better than he does.

    I know we haven't sent pictures or videos yet, but I was wondering if I could send you a short video. I want to show you how hard you make me, Mariana. I want to show you what happens to my cock when I read your messages. Most of all, I want to show you how hard I get when I think of you wanting me while your husband is inside you.

    If you'd prefer to keep it to text, that's okay too. I still want to write you. I still want to hear from you. I still want to share fantasies with you.

    Diego

    Mariana wanted to be the sort of woman that found Diego's arousal off-putting or insulting. She wanted to be the sort of woman that thought to defend her husband's honor, that would write a message back saying that Matt was good in bed in so many ways, and that it wasn't fair of Diego to think of Matt as being incapable of satisfying her.

    In the moment, though, Mariana wasn't that kind of woman. Instead, she was the kind of woman that got turned on at the mere notion of Diego's incredible arousal. She liked that he found her distracted thoughts so thrilling. She liked that he wanted to try fan those flames.

    Mariana felt a little nervous about seeing Diego's cock, but only because she worried it might be disappointing. He'd described himself as fit and handsome and blessed with a big cock, so if the video showed a big belly and a short cock it would shatter the vision of him that she'd built in her imagination.

    Still, she couldn't resist, and it was almost entirely because she wanted to see proof that she aroused him. She wanted to see just how hard she made him. She wanted to see his desire for her.

    My Dearest Diego,

    I don't hate you for any of your desires. I can't imagine how I could hate a man that's given me so many intensely pleasurable orgasms, and that's opened my eyes to pleasures I'd never even considered.

    If I'm being honest, the idea of seeing your cock excites me. In fact, I'm wet just thinking about it. I've imagined your cock so many times, but I'd love to see the real thing.

    I'd love to see the cock that I've fantasized about worshiping with my eager mouth. I'd love to see the cock that I've fantasized about filling my tight pussy from behind. I'd love to see the cock that I've fantasized about flooding my cunt with so many thick loads of cum.

    I'm all alone in the house for the next four or five hours, so if you get this message before then, just know that I'll have plenty of time to play with my pussy as I watch the video of your beautiful cock.

    Mariana

    Mariana sent the message and set her laptop aside. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and unbuttoned her pants. She slipped a hand into her panties and found the wetness she knew had formed between her pussy lips. As Mariana's fingers moved in and out of her cunt she moaned at every little touch against her clit as it sent electric shocks of pleasure throughout her loins.

    Though she could have cum quickly, Mariana chose to hold off in hopes that Diego would get her message and send a video. She still wasn't entirely sure he was going to, but she'd already gotten to a place where she desperately hoped he would.

    Instead of obsessively hitting refresh on her browser, Mariana did a little housework for the next half hour, starting a load of laundry and tidying up the kitchen before heading back to the bedroom, taking a deep breath, and leaning over the bed to look at her laptop and see if a message had come in.

    To her utter delight, Diego had sent a reply. Mariana's heart pounded as she moved her cursor over it and clicked to open the message. She immediately saw a link - he'd made a video - and then read the message.

    My Dearest Mariana,

    You have no idea how happy it makes me to know that my desires don't upset you. I read your previous message - the one you sent last night - before filming this video. I hope you can see just how much it turns me on to think of you wanting me while your husband is inside you.

    Also, I hope it's okay that I indulged in a little dirty talk during the video. I just couldn't help it, Mariana. Every time I think of you - and the things you've written me - I feel so desperate to have you, to fill you, to fuck you like I know you need to be fucked.

    I look forward to hearing from you.

    Diego

    Mariana stood up and rested a hand on her chest. Her heart was racing, and she understood why. It felt like she was taking a step closer to true infidelity. It was one thing to write messages to someone, as that someone could have been literally anyone. It could have been a girl role playing as a guy. Seeing Diego's cock - and hearing his voice - would confirm that he was at least partially as he claimed to be. It was a small difference, but her pulse was absolutely racing because of that difference.

    Of course, an excess of nerves did nothing to quell Mariana's desire. If anything, her lust was further enflamed as she took a step closer to truly cheating on her husband. She hastily stripped out of her clothes and climbed naked into the bed, which managed to feel naughtier, like she was actually preparing to get fucked. She set her laptop on a pillow next to her and moved the cursor until it hovered over the link.

    Mariana clicked and a new window opened, taking her to a video hosting site. She saw a black screen with a big play button in the middle. Mariana clicked the button and she was greeted with the beautiful sight of Diego's long, thick, exceptionally hard cock. He was sitting in bed and holding his phone to shoot the video in POV style – and he was naked just like her - and he panned the camera to show that he too had his laptop open to Mariana's messages. He quickly panned it back to his cock and then wrapped his fingers around his glorious shaft and stroked slowly.

    "This is how you make me feel, Mariana," Diego said in a confident, deep voice. "I get this way every time I read a message from you - and when I re-read them, too - but this last message made me harder than most. I couldn't help but think of you on your hands and knees asking your husband to fuck you, imploring him to give you what you want."

    A drop of precum appeared at the tip and Diego gathered it and added just a bit of lubrication to his shaft. He moaned as his fingers slowly moved up and down in a manner that Mariana found utterly entrancing. She reached between her legs, dipped two fingers into her wet pussy, and masturbated as she watched Diego do the same thing.

    "When I read that your husband wouldn't fuck you the way you wanted, I couldn't help but get so stiff, Mariana, because I know that I'd fuck you the way you need to be fucked. I know that I'd give you something your husband can't. I know that I'd satisfy you in a way he can't, and that turns me on in ways I didn't know I could be turned on," Diego said.

    The head of his cock swelled up and more precum poured from the tip as he stroked his cock a little faster.

    "I would have taken you from behind, Mariana. I would have crawled into the bed, slipped my cock into your tight, wet, needy pussy, and fucked you like your husband can't. I would have fucked you hard. I would have fucked you deep. I would have pounded your pussy until you were screaming in pleasure while your juices dripped onto the bed. I would have given you everything you needed, Mariana, and I would have made sure you had a body-shaking orgasm before I buried my cock inside you and filled your pussy with cum," he said.

    Mariana was so close to cumming, but she held off. She was going to watch the video again, and again, and again, before she climaxed.

    "I hope I've lived up to your expectations, Mariana, and thank you for letting me send this video. Perhaps, in the future, you'll let me send another," Diego added before the video came to an end.

    Mariana pressed play again. She slipped three fingers into her pussy with one hand and rubbed her clit with the other. She watched Diego masturbate and she listened to his dirty talk. She imagined being on her hands and knees for him. She imagined the beautiful cock she saw in the video filling her pussy over and over. She imagined him fucking her hard like he described. She imagined him making her cum all over his cock before pumping his cum into her cunt.

    She watched the video twice more and experienced what she was quite certain was the best orgasm of her life just before the end of her final viewing. She saw stars and her fingers and toes tingled as her thighs trembled uncontrollably. It seemed to go on forever, too, and she actually dripped wondrous juices and soaked the bed beneath her. It was utterly perfect.

    Once she'd recovered, Mariana closed her eyes and smiled as a beautiful sense of happiness came over her. It was in that happiness that a question arose. She wondered if she should make a video for Diego. After all, he'd been kind enough to show her his cock. Should she show him her pussy and how wet he made her? Should she masturbate for him like he'd masturbated for her?

    She decided to think on it while she tended to a few more chores around the house. She had most of the afternoon to herself, after all, so there was plenty of time to have more fun.
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    "Mariana, what's this?" Matt asked as he stepped into the living room.

    She looked up to see her husband holding the lifelike, cock-shaped dildo she'd purchased just a few days prior. Her first instinct was to accuse Matt of snooping, Mariana quickly quashed that instinct, as it was the kind of thing a guilty person would do, and there was no reason to make Matt believe that she was guilty of anything.

    The truth was, Matt would have been upset if he knew the real reason Mariana had bought the dildo, for it was almost exactly the same size as Diego's cock. She'd purchased it while caught up in a whirlwind of overwhelming lust after watching another video from her pen pal. In it, he'd slowly masturbated while describing how he'd fuck Mariana and how he'd make her cum all over his cock before unloading inside her. She'd gotten so caught up in that fantasy that she'd sought out a dildo shaped just like her virtual lover - including veins down the shaft and a plump head - and bought it on the spot.

    Mariana's intention was to make a video for Diego where she fucked herself with the toy while talking about how badly she wanted him inside her. She wanted to create the same feeling of erotic desire that he'd created in her while she watched his videos. She wanted to make it easy for him to imagine his beautiful cock sliding in and out of her needy, wet, married pussy. She hadn't yet had the time alone to film the video, though, so the dildo had been waiting in her nightstand drawer.

    Matt couldn't know any of that, though, and in the few short seconds she had to come up with an answer to his simple question, Mariana decided to try and be a little coy about it, in part because Matt didn't seem upset - at least based on the look on his face.

    Mariana smiled at her husband, set her phone down, and said, "What does it look like, sweetie?"

    Matt looked down at the rubber cock in his hand, stared at it for longer than Mariana expected, and answered, "Well, it looks like a cock, Mariana. A...a big cock, actually."

    She hadn't considered that the dildo might make Matt feel insecure, but the look on his face and the sound of his voice made it fairly obvious that's precisely what he was feeling. Of course, if he knew his wife would be thinking of another man while she fucked that dildo, Matt would have been overwhelmingly insecure. Still, she didn't detect even a hint of anger or annoyance.

    Mariana stood and approached her husband, who looked nervous, as if he was unsure of her intentions. Mariana took the dildo from him and held it up. She studied the details - particularly the rather lovely-looking head - for a few seconds before meeting Matt's gaze and saying, "It is a big cock, isn't it?"

    He nodded and shifted his feet. Mariana wasn't entirely certain, but it seems like Matt was aroused.

    "Does it bother you that I bought this big cock?" she asked softly.

    "Oh...uh...I...well, no," he replied. "You deserve...you should have what you want...I mean, if you want to use a toy like that, there's no reason you shouldn't."

    Mariana tilted her head as Matt stumbled over his words, his mind seemingly overcome with either anxiety, arousal, or both. She'd never seen her husband in that particular state and Mariana couldn't help but want to try and go a little further down the road they'd already traveled.

    "So...it wouldn't bother you if I wanted to use this toy to masturbate?" she asked. "You wouldn't mind if I wanted to slide this big cock into my pussy until I came all over it?"

    It took a moment, but Mariana saw the desire on Matt's face. It was utterly unexpected - she'd truly never imagined he'd be into the notion of her fucking a dildo that was quite a bit larger than his cock - and yet there was no question in her mind that was the case. Matt was turned on.

    "Matt, I haven't actually used the toy yet," Mariana said softly before leaning in and kissing his neck and whispering, "Would you like to watch me use it? Would you like to watch me fuck this big cock?"

    It was the low, breathy moan Matt let out that made his answer obvious. Mariana reached between his legs and found his half hard cock, confirming that she'd somehow stumbled onto a surprising source of arousal for her husband.

    "Would you like to watch right now?" she asked while massaging his dick to a full erection. "Would you like to go to the bedroom, get naked with me, and watch as I fill my pussy with this beautiful dildo?"

    Matt groaned - almost as if he was trying to fight his desire - and then said, "Yes."

    One word was all Mariana needed. She smiled and kissed him while her fingers continued to work his stiff cock. She parted her lips and their tongues mingled in a slow, erotic dance that seemed to help stoke the flames of his newly-discovered desire. "Follow me," Mariana whispered.

    She turned towards the bedroom with the dildo in her hand and Matt followed after a few moments. Mariana couldn't help but smile as she thought of fucking the cock her pen pal had inspired her to buy and she was already thinking about the message she'd write to Diego, about how her husband had watched her fuck the toy that made her think of him. Mariana hoped Diego would enjoy the idea of fucking her in front of her husband, for that's what he was about to do, in a small way, at least.

    She set the dildo on the nightstand, turned to Matt, and pulled him close for a kiss while unbuttoning his pants and freeing his cock. Mariana wanted to ensure that his lust wouldn't fade, that Matt had no choice but to follow his newfound desire.

    Matt followed suit and helped Mariana out of her shirt and pants. He slipped his fingers into her panties and she moaned into his mouth when he discovered how wet she was. He offered his tongue and she welcomed it, sucking vigorously while stroking him faster and producing a healthy volume of precum that soon lubricated his stiff shaft, filling the bedroom with the sounds of a slow, wet handjob.

    "I love that you're so hard for me," Mariana said softly.

    Matt answered with a moan and Mariana wondered if he was still nervous about expressing what was obviously a fairly potent desire to witness her enjoying the sizable dildo she'd bought. Mariana didn't mind if he was shy about his lust, though, in part because it seemed possible that Matt didn't yet understand it.

    "Do you want to watch me fuck my new toy, Matt?" she asked. "Do you want to watch me slide that big dick into my pussy?"

    "Yes," Matt said softly, though he couldn't manage to look into her eyes as he did.

    Mariana released her husband's cock, turned to the nightstand, and picked up the dildo. She crawled into the bed, sat against her pillow, and spread her legs wide open. Mariana slipped three fingers into her exceedingly wet pussy, buried them deep, and then used the juices she'd collected to wet the tip of the toy and make it just a little easier to take that first penetration.

    "Are you going to watch from there?" she asked as Matt stood by the side of the bed and slowly stroked his cock. "You can watch from anywhere you'd like, baby. You can get between my legs for a better view if it would turn you on."

    Matt crawled into the bed and between her legs. He kissed her thigh a handful of times and rolled onto his side to wrap his fingers around his cock. Mariana reached down and rubbed the head of the dildo over her pussy lips while watching Matt's face. She saw his eyes go wide as he tightened his grip on his cock and stroked a little faster.

    "Mmm, I'm so wet," Mariana said softly. "I'm so wet for this big cock." She knew she was pushing it a little, that she might go over the line and upset her husband at some point, but Mariana couldn't help it. After all, Matt wasn't the only one that was turned on by the idea of Mariana's pussy being filled with a big cock. In her mind, that cock belonged to Diego. He was the one between her legs. He was the one about to slide into her pussy. He was the one about to satisfy her in the way he'd written about so many times.

    "Should I fuck my pussy, Matt?" she asked. "Should I fill my wet pussy with this big cock?"

    "Yes," Matt answered as his gaze remained firmly on the toy moving over Mariana's pussy lips.

    "Mmm, I love that this turns you on," she said. "It makes me so much wetter knowing that you're enjoying this, Matt."

    He finally looked up from her pussy and asked, "Really?"

    Mariana could see the nervousness on his face and hear it in his voice. He was unsure of his lust, worried that it would impact how she felt about him. He had no idea just how much she enjoyed the fact that he was turned on by the sight of a big cock filling her pussy and she couldn't explain precisely why it turned her on so much, for that would have meant confessing that she'd been virtually cheating on him.

    "Yes, baby, I'm not lying. I swear. I love that you want to watch this. I love that you're obviously turned on by this. I love that you're open to new things, and to this particular pleasure," she assured him.

    Matt smiled - and some of the nervousness drained from his face - as Mariana rubbed the toy over her pussy lips, producing beautiful sounds of wetness that made it perfectly obvious she was just as turned on as she claimed.

    Mariana slid the toy into her pussy and smiled as she thought of Diego. She loved that Matt was watching and that he was clearly enjoying himself, but the moment the dildo pushed inside her, Diego was all Mariana could think of. She wanted to say his name, to shout it, really, but she made certain to keep that part of her fantasy to herself. There was no harm in unleashing a bit of dirty talk, though.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so good," Mariana said as she pictured Diego between her legs. She thought of the videos, of the sight of his utterly perfect cock, of that cock sliding into her needy married pussy and filling her. "It's so big, baby. It feels so good inside me. This big cock feels so good inside me!"

    Matt moaned and Mariana looked down to see an utterly enraptured look on her husband's face as she fucked her pussy. His fingers were wrapped tightly around his dick - which looked remarkably hard - and he masturbated slowly as he watched the toy move in and out of her exceedingly slick pussy.

    Mariana closed her eyes, arched her back, and fucked the toy deeper and harder. She moaned louder at the intensity of the pleasure coursing through her and thought of Diego once more. She thought of running her hands over his naked body, of grabbing his ass and pulling him deeper inside her, of urging him to cum in her married pussy, to flood it with his load while her husband watched from between their legs.

    That was nearly enough to put Mariana over the top and send waves of pleasure through her body. She held off, though. She didn't want to cum yet. Instead, she pulled the toy from her pussy and held it up.

    "Look at how wet it is," she said as the dildo glistened with her slick juices. There was a dollop of a creamy white substance at the tip and Mariana couldn't help but sit up and suck it from the toy, tasting herself in the process. She imagined doing the same for Diego - sucking his cock clean after he'd been inside her - and pleasure pulsated outwards from her pussy at the notion of doing something so naughty for him.

    "Oh, wow," Matt said.

    Mariana looked down at her husband, smiled, and replied, "Do you like seeing me suck the cock clean after it's been so deep in my pussy?"

    He nodded.

    "Would you like to see this cock inside me again, Matt?" she asked. "Would you like to see it fuck me hard?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Would you like to watch me cum all over this big cock?" Mariana asked.

    "Fuck...yes," Matt said.

    Mariana thought of Diego and how she so often fantasized about him taking her from behind. She knew it wouldn't be the same doing it herself, but she didn't care. Mariana got on her hands and knees and then lowered her head to the mattress, leaving her ass high in the air. She imagined Diego behind her as she reached back to slide the dildo into her pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," Matt said softly, putting a smile on Mariana's face. It seemed that her husband also enjoyed the idea of her being fucked doggystyle.

    Mariana plunged the dildo into her pussy and groaned at the pleasure of being filled from behind. She thought of the many fantasies of wild doggystyle sex she'd shared with Diego. She thought of his hands in her hair as he fucked her from behind. She thought of his desire to take her, to claim her as his, to fill her with his cum after satisfying her desire.

    "I'm close...fuck...I'm close!" she said. In her mind, Mariana was saying it to Diego. She was letting him know that his beautiful cock was about to make her cum, that her pussy was going to spasm on his shaft and leave him soaked with her lust before he pumped his seed into her pussy.

    "Fuck me harder!" Mariana cried out. She pounded her pussy with the toy. She felt it reaching places inside her that Matt had never gone, that he wasn't capable of going. She imagined Diego's hips slamming into her ass and making her cheeks bounce with every deep thrust. Her toes curled and her loins tingled in the manner that always signaled she was on the verge of a massive orgasm.

    "I'm cumming!" Mariana screamed. She buried the toy in her pussy and imagined Diego cumming inside her. It thrilled her to do so while her husband was just a few feet away watching it all unfold with no idea of the fantasy playing out in her head and there was no question it strengthened the pleasure of her orgasm.

    After cumming - and after letting the pleasure of it work through her body - Mariana rolled onto her back and looked down at Matt, who was slowly stroking his cock with a look of wonder on his face.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asked.

    Matt nodded.

    Mariana spread her legs and asked, "Would you like to cum inside me?"

    He answered by scrambling to his knees and crawling on top of her. Mariana grasped Matt's cock and guided it between her plump, exceedingly wet pussy lips. He filled her with one deep thrust and she noticed immediately that she couldn't really feel him. That wasn't something she'd be sharing with Matt, but she liked that Diego's cock - or at least his stand in - had stretched her out to the point that her husband couldn't come close to satisfying her.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me and cum inside me, Matt."

    Matt's obvious desire - he fucked her hard and fast - felt good, even if she couldn't really feel his cock. Mariana loved that he was so turned on, that watching her wet pussy take the dildo had left him feeling a rather intense form of desire.

    "Mariana...did it...did that toy really feel good?" Matt asked breathlessly.

    "Mmm, baby, that cock felt incredible inside me," she answered, hoping to fan the flames of his desire in the process. "It was so big...it reached so deep inside me...it stretched out my pussy so good. I came so fucking hard on it...I came so hard as that big dick fucked me from behind."

    Matt moaned and fucked her faster. He liked what she was saying. He was turned on by it. There was no question.

    "It was so big...baby...that cock was so big that I can't even feel you inside me," Mariana said, tossing her aside her earlier resolution not to share that detail with him.

    She was right to share it, for Matt buried his cock inside her and came. He grunted and groaned in a manner Mariana hadn't heard before, indicating that he was in the midst of an orgasm unlike any other. She wrapped her arms around him, held Matt close, and softly kissed his neck as his cock spasmed in her pussy and his cum flooded her womb just like she wished Diego's had.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked softly.

    "I did," Matt answered. "I really did."

    It seemed to Mariana that a whole world of possibilities had just opened up for her, as it seemed that Matt harbored unexpected desires, just like she did. Sharing her written dalliances with Diego seemed unwise, but Mariana couldn't help but hope that, at some point, there might be a way to introduce the hidden part of her sexuality to Matt.
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    The toy - the one shaped like Diego's beautiful cock - caught Mariana's attention when she walked into the bedroom. It sat on the nightstand, which is where she'd left it after using it the night before. She smiled at the memory of once again fucking herself while Matt watched. He'd become quite enamored with the sight of the toy filling her pussy and he was the one that had requested this most recent play session.

    Though she'd come to the bedroom to grab the laundry basket, the sight of the toy birthed an entirely different idea in Mariana's head. She grabbed her laptop, hopped in the bed, and started a message to the man who'd inspired her to buy the toy.

    My Dearest Diego,

    I bought a toy. A sex toy, that is. You inspired the purchase, in fact.

    It looks a lot like your cock. It's long and thick and it has a beautiful, plump head. I bought it after watching the videos you sent me. Watching them over and over, really. I watched and I played with my pussy - like you saw in the video I sent you - and I thought of how badly I wanted you inside me. I thought of how badly I wanted you - and not my husband - to fuck me.

    So I went online. I bought a toy that reminded me of your cock. It's not quite as beautiful as yours, of course, but it's a good substitute. It feels so good inside me, Diego, and when I fuck myself with it, I think of you. I close my eyes and moan as your cock moves in and out of my wet pussy. I fuck myself slowly and deeply. I imagine your body on top of mine, your lips against mine, your cock moving in and out of me as our tongues mingle and we moan for each other.

    I always cum so hard when I fuck myself with your cock. It's partly because it's just so nice to have a big cock inside me - especially after so many years with my husband, who isn't anywhere near as gifted as you are - but it's also because I'm fantasizing about you, Diego. I get turned on just thinking about you, so of course I cum hard when I'm fucking my tight pussy with your big cock.

    There's something else I wanted to share with you, too. My husband has been watching me fuck the toy. He's been watching me fuck your cock, Diego, though of course he doesn't know that I've been chatting with another man. He doesn't know that I'm thinking of someone else's cock while I slide that dildo in and out of me. He doesn't know that you're in my head while the big, beautiful dildo fills my pussy over and over.

    I feel bad, Diego, but I like that I'm thinking about another man while my husband watches me fuck a big dildo. It turns me on to think about you while he's just a few feet away, staring at my wet pussy as it opens up for your cock. It's so bad, and yet it feels so good and it makes me cum harder, Diego. It makes me cum so much harder knowing that I'm being so...so dirty.

    My husband actually found the toy in my drawer. I was going to hide it from him, but he discovered it and asked me about it. I thought he'd be mad. I thought he'd be furious that his wife had essentially bought a much better version of his cock - you're quite a bit bigger than him, Diego - but he wasn't.

    He was turned on, Diego. He seemed a little concerned at first, but he didn't put up a fight when I told him that I'd bought a big cock. He didn't argue when I asked him if he wanted to watch me fuck it. In fact, it seemed like he wanted to watch me fuck it. He followed me to the bedroom. He watched me slide your cock into my pussy, Diego. He watched me pound my tight little cunt with your pussy. He even watched me get on my hands and knees and fuck myself doggystyle. He didn't know I was thinking of you taking me from behind while my husband watched, but that's all I could think of while that big dick that looks just like yours was filling me.

    I thought maybe the toy would help me cope with my desire for you, Diego, but I want you even more now that I've had it. Now that I know that your cock would make me cum harder than my husband's cock, I can't help but want you more than ever before. I can't help but think of you all the time, and I can't help but get wet every time you enter my thoughts.

    I'm going to fuck myself with the toy now, Diego. I'm going to fuck my tight, wet, married pussy with your cock and I'm going to film it for you. I'm going to film myself having an orgasm all over your beautiful cock. I'll send it to you as soon as I'm done.

    Mariana

    Mariana sent the message, put her laptop away, and grabbed her phone and the dildo from the nightstand. She quickly stripped - getting completely naked because she wanted Diego to see everything - and reached between her legs to discover that she was just as wet as she expected.

    Mariana picked up the beautiful dildo and placed it between her legs. She rubbed the plump head over her pussy lips and pushed the tip inside. She bit her lower lip, moaned, and gently filled her tight cunt with every inch of the toy that represented the man that had come to dominate her sexual fantasies.

    "Mmm, Diego," she said softly before pulling the toy out and sliding it deep inside her once more.

    It wasn't until that second deep penetration that Mariana remembered she was supposed to be making a video for the man of her fantasies. She picked up her phone, started recording, and pointed the camera at her pussy. She made sure it looked good and pulled the toy out and held it up.

    "Look at how wet I am, Diego," she said. "Look at how wet you make my pussy. Look at how desperate I am for you, how desperate I got writing you that naughty little note about how good your cock feels inside me and how much my husband loves watching you fuck me, even though he has no idea that's what he's watching."

    Mariana rubbed the toy over her pussy lips, moaned, and plunged it inside her once more. She moved it in and out at a slow, seductive pace. She could hear the incredible sounds of wetness as she fucked herself and she hoped Diego would have his AirPods in so he could truly appreciate how soaked she was for him.

    "Diego...baby, fuck me harder," Mariana said. "Fuck my tight, married pussy nice and hard."

    Mariana moaned as she fucked herself harder. The sounds of her solo sexual adventure got louder as the toy pumped in and out of her utterly soaked pussy. She could feel an orgasm building between her legs - the result of her fantasy and the physical pleasure melding - but she wanted to draw it out. She wanted to extend the pleasure, both for her and for Diego.

    Mariana pulled the toy from her pussy. She moved the camera up her chest along with the toy. She rubbed it over her breasts and moaned as it left her nipples soaked in the slippery juices of her cunt.

    "Mmm, I want to taste your cock, Diego," she said softly. "I want to suck your big, beautiful dick. I want to taste my pussy all over you."

    Mariana lifted the dildo to her lips and made sure that was all she caught on camera - she wasn't yet ready to show Diego enough of her face to actually identify her - and then she took it in her mouth. She gave Diego a blowjob while filming it. She sucked on his big, beautiful cock and tasted her sweet pussy juices on it. She pushed it as deep into her mouth as she could go and then kissed and licked the head all over.

    "I love your cock, Diego," she said. "I love sucking your cock. I love making you feel good with my mouth. I love making you feel good with my pussy. I love making you feel good, Diego."

    Mariana dragged the dildo down her chest and stomach and between her legs once more. She made sure she had a perfect shot lined up and then she plunged it into her pussy and fucked herself with wild abandon.

    The bedroom filled with a steady stream of wild moans as Mariana fully cut loose and let her orgasm approach. She kept the camera pointed at her pussy - though it wobbled a little - and fucked herself with Diego's cock.

    "Oh, fuck, Diego, I'm cumming!" she cried out. "I'm cumming on your cock! Diego, please, cum inside me! Cum inside me!"

    Mariana had a massively powerful orgasm as she buried Diego's cock inside her and held it there while her body writhed in the bed. She dropped the phone and her toes curled as the climax rippled through her body, leaving her in a state of pure post-orgasmic bliss that rivaled any she'd ever felt.

    "Who's Diego?"

    Mariana's eyes shot open and she looked towards the door to see Matt standing there. He'd texted to say he was going to stay late at work, but it seemed that he'd changed those plans. Panic filled her, but only for a moment as Mariana quickly noticed the bulge in her husband's pants.

    "I guess you could say he's my pen pal," Mariana answered with the toy still buried inside her. "Well, he started as my pen pal. Things have...advanced in the last few weeks."

    Matt stepped into the room and made no effort to hide his bulge. If anything, it seemed to have gotten a little bigger. He approached the bed with his gaze fixed between her legs and reached out to run his fingers in slow circles over her inner thigh. "Were you...were you making a video for him?"

    Mariana had been curious how long Matt had watched from the doorway, and it seemed that he'd been there long enough to see her filming and talking to Diego. "Yes, I was. He made a video for me. A few videos, in fact, and I wanted to send him one with me using the dildo...well, the dildo that I bought because of him."

    Matt's eyes went wide as he ran his fingers over the base of the toy, pushing ever-so-slightly to urge it just a little deeper inside her. She moaned - mostly because she wanted to keep him in an aroused state - and then he asked, "Because of him?"

    Mariana gently pulled the dildo from her pussy, held it up, and said, "It's just like Diego's cock. That's why I bought it."

    Matt ran his fingers over her pussy lips and Mariana smiled at her husband's seeming eagerness to explore her body. "So you could...so you could fuck yourself with his cock?" he asked.

    Mariana set the dildo on the nightstand and caressed her husband's cock through his pants. "Yes," she admitted. "I saw his cock in the video he sent me. I saw him stroking it as he told me how badly he wanted to fuck me. I saw it and I wanted to know what it would feel like inside me, what it would feel like to have Diego's big cock in my pussy."

    Matt rubbed her clit slowly and Mariana moaned at the renewed sense of pleasure. She unzipped his pants and reached inside to free his cock and wrap her fingers around the remarkably stiff shaft.

    "And it felt good, didn't it?" Matt asked. "It felt good to have his...to have his cock inside you."

    Mariana slowly stroked her husband's cock and watched the pleasure wash over his face. He closed his eyes and smiled while rubbing her clit a little faster. "Matt, baby, it felt so much better than good. It feels so much better than good. You've watched me fuck Diego's cock. You've seen how much I enjoy having it in my pussy. You've seen how much big..."

    Matt opened his eyes as Mariana cut herself off. "How much bigger it is than my cock?" he asked.

    She felt his dick surge in her hand, like he got a little more excited at the prospect of getting an answer to his question. "Do you want to fuck me, Matt?" she asked.

    He pulled his hand from between her legs and Mariana was certain he was about to strip, climb into the bed, and fuck her. Instead, he picked up the toy, rubbed the head of it over her pussy lips, and said, "I want him to fuck you."

    Mariana smiled and gathered the precum from the tip of Matt's cock. She used it to lubricate his shaft and stroked him a little faster as she said, "You want to watch his big cock fill my pussy, Matt? You want to watch Diego's big dick fuck your wife?"

    A shudder of pleasure seemed to move through his body before Matt said, "Yes. Fuck...yes, that's what I want."

    Mariana closed her eyes and slowly stroked Matt's cock. "Fuck me, Diego," she said. "Fuck me while my husband watches."

    Matt slid the dildo deep inside her and Mariana moaned as she rubbed her thumb over the underside of his cock head. She felt the trembling of her husband's legs and opened her eyes to see his gaze fixed between her thighs as he watched the toy move in and out of her.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me, Diego," she said. "You're so deep in my pussy."

    "Is he deeper than I go?" Matt asked.

    "Mmm, baby, he's so much deeper in my pussy than you go," she replied. "He's deeper than you've ever gone. His big cock is deeper in my pussy than any man has ever gone."

    "Fuck..." Matt said as he fucked her faster.

    Mariana reached down to rub her clit while Matt pumped her pussy with the toy. She wanted to cum again. She wanted to cum all over Diego's cock a second time.

    "Is he better...is he better than when I fuck you?" Matt asked.

    Mariana felt his cock throb in her hand again. She knew he was close and she wanted to push him over the top. "He feels so much better than you, baby. He fucks me so much better than you do. His cock feels so much better in my tight, married pussy."

    "Oh...fuck!" Matt cried out as he buried the dildo in her pussy and climaxed. His cum spurted onto Mariana's stomach and into her pubic hair. A little got on her hand as she rubbed her clit furiously in pursuit of her second orgasm.

    She came hard with the toy inside her and Matt's stiff cock in her hand. She came while thinking about her husband and about Diego. She came while wondering if it was possible that she might actually fuck Diego at some point, since it seemed like Matt was a hell of a lot more interested than she'd ever imagined possible. She came hard. Harder than the first orgasm, in fact.

    "You should send him the video," Matt said after they'd both had a bit of time to recover from their orgasms.

    "Are you sure?" Mariana asked.

    "Yes, I'm sure," he replied.

    Mariana smiled. Even after his orgasm Matt was still interested in her having fun with Diego. She wasn't sure where things would go from there, but it seemed like a world of possibility had just opened up in front of her.
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    Though Matt had encouraged Mariana to immediately send Diego the video she'd made for him - the one where she fucked her pussy with a dildo and declared her desire to have him fuck her and cum inside her - she waited until the next morning before she even considered sending it.

    It wasn't that she didn't want to send it. She very much wanted Diego to see her lust for him and to gaze upon her pussy as it took a long, thick dildo that looked very much like his cock. It was that she wanted to make sure that Matt was okay after his discovery of her illicit, text-based affair with another man.

    Mariana expected her husband would be annoyed - or perhaps even angry - with her for carrying on with another man, even if she'd only done so through messages and a few videos. She knew what she'd done was wrong and that it was a form of adultery.

    Matt displayed no signs of anger, though. In fact, the next morning he got up early and put in a great deal of effort to prepare a delicious breakfast for Mariana. He greeted her with a warm, tender kiss and a lingering hug as she stepped into the kitchen and they enjoyed a beautiful meal together without a mention of what had unfolded the night before.

    "I have to ask," Mariana said as she finished the last bite of French toast, "How are you feeling about last night?"

    Matt smiled, which was the first sign that he was feeling quite good about her infidelity. "Last night was really hot," he said. "Watching you use that toy on yourself while you filmed it and told Diego all the things you wanted him to do to you, it was so hot, Mariana. I feel like it's been a long time since I saw such passion in you, and there was something so sexy about it. And then it was really hot to use the toy on you, and all the things you said while I was fucking you with the toy, all of that was really hot too."

    Mariana smiled sweetly and asked, "So, you're not mad?"

    Matt shook his head. "I can see why you'd think that I'd be mad. I really can. Maybe I should be. I don't know. I just know that I'm not mad, that I was really turned on last night and that I'm actually a little bit turned on right now."

    Mariana leaned towards her husband and they shared a soft kiss as she reached over to run her fingers up his thigh and gently rub his cock. He moaned into her mouth and she took the opportunity to slip her tongue between his lips and swirl it around a little. That was enough to produce an erection between Matt's legs.

    "So you're still okay with me sending him the video?" she asked softly.

    "You haven't sent it yet?" Matt replied.

    Mariana shook her head.

    "Yes, absolutely, I'm okay with you sending it. I want you to send it, in fact. The idea...the idea of him seeing it, of him hearing the things you said in the video, that's so hot to me," Matt explained.

    "I guess I'll send it to him, then," Mariana replied with a smile as she released her husband's cock and headed for the bedroom.

    "Can I...can I read the messages you've sent him?" Matt asked.

    Mariana stopped and looked over her shoulder. Matt was standing, revealing the extent of his arousal via a tent in his pants. "Are you sure, Matt? The things I wrote to him...the desires I express...they might be the kind that would hurt your feelings."

    Matt rested his hand on the kitchen table as his eyes wandered over her body. His gaze fixated on her ass for a few seconds before he met Mariana's gaze once more and said, "It turned me on to hear the things you said while you were making the video for him, Mariana. It turned me on to hear you talk about how good his cock felt inside you and how...and how...and how you wanted him to cum inside you."

    Matt's eyelids fluttered and he gripped the edge of the table. Mariana watched with utter fascination as her husband grappled with what appeared to be an astonishing level of arousal. It seemed that he found her particular brand of infidelity - and the things she'd said to her would-be lover - to be far hotter than Mariana could imagine.

    "Yes, you can read the messages I sent him," she said. "Maybe I can make you feel good while you read them, in fact."

    Matt's face lit up like he'd never heard something so exciting. "Really?"

    "Come," Mariana said. "Let's have a little fun."

    
      
    

    Mariana's pussy tingled with post-orgasmic delight as she sat in bed with her laptop across her legs. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard as she felt some of Matt's cum trickle out of her pussy and into her panties. She'd made him feel exceptionally good while he read her messages with Diego, though he hadn't gotten through even half of them before spilling his load inside her.

    That was a good thing, though. It meant they could have more fun in the future. Mariana suspected Matt would find it thrilling to re-read her messages with Diego, particularly if she was willing to ride his cock while he did so.

    Diego was the one on her mind at the moment, though. Matt had left to do clean up the breakfast dishes and he knew very well that his wife was in the bedroom writing out a message to the man she dreamed of fucking.

    My Dearest Diego,

    My husband - Matt - knows. He knows I've been writing you. He knows you made a video for me. He knows I masturbated to that video. He knows I've masturbated to your messages countless times. He knows another man has made me cum countless times without us ever meeting in person.

    It's a good thing, though. A very good thing, in fact. It's so good that I can scarcely believe it. It turns him on, Diego. He just had an orgasm while reading the messages we've sent each other. He came while reading what you wrote about fucking me in a hotel room. He came while reading about your fantasy to fuck me hard and fast from behind and fill my pussy with your cum. My husband came while thinking about you pleasuring me, Diego.

    He discovered our little fling when I was making a video for you. I'll include a link to it at the bottom of this message. He was out of the house and I was fucking myself with a dildo that looks just like your beautiful cock, Diego. I was filming it for you. I was filming that beautiful toy sliding in and out of my tight, wet, needy, married pussy and I was telling you how good your cock made me feel and how badly I wanted you to cum inside me. I had a massive orgasm while you fucked me, Diego. I came all over your cock while I dreamed of you pumping your hot load in my tight little cunt.

    What I didn't know was that Matt was watching. He was standing in the bedroom doorway and watching as I fucked myself with your cock. He watched and he heard every word that I said. He heard my desire for you. He heard me being so much dirtier than I've ever been with him. He heard how you've unleashed this side of me that he's never really met.

    Most men would have been either deeply hurt or furiously angry. Matt's clearly not like most men, as he was turned on. He wanted to know who you were. He wanted to know why I was making a video for you. Then he wanted to fuck me with the dildo - with your cock - while I jerked him off. He wanted to hear me express my desire for you, Diego. He wanted me to tell you how good your cock felt inside me. He even wanted to hear that you fucked me better than he does. In fact, he came when I told him what he wanted to hear. He came so hard when I told him that you fuck me better than he does.

    I came too. Matt fucked me with your cock and he made me cum, Diego. I came on your cock in front of my husband. It was incredible. We played again this morning, as I mentioned. I thought he might be mad, but he wasn't. He was just as turned on as last night. He asked if he could read your messages and I rode his cock while he did. I made him cum inside me and then I fucked the toy again.

    I didn't cum on his cock. I rode him but I was so wet that I could barely feel him. He came inside me and he got to feel good, but I didn't cum. I wanted to cum, though, and even after his orgasm he was eager to try and make me cum. So I told him to read one of your messages out loud while I fucked myself with your cock. I pounded my tight pussy, Diego. I pounded my tight little pussy with your cock and Matt read me a dirty message from you. I thought about you fucking me and I came all over your cock while my husband was right next to me.

    It's been a beautiful morning and you've been such a big part of it without even being here. Once again you were responsible for my orgasm, only it was even hotter because my husband knows. I like that he knows. I like that it turns him on. I like that he wants his wife to fuck another man. Or at least that he thinks he wants that.

    I've uploaded the video, Diego. You can find the link below. I hope you enjoy it. I hope it makes you think of fucking me. I hope it turns you on, and I hope that you enjoy that my husband is so thrilled at the idea of his wife having sex with a gorgeous, strong, big-dicked man like you.

    Mariana

    She pasted in the link, sent the message, closed her laptop and set it aside. A moment later Mariana's hand drifted between her legs and into her panties. She found her clit and a wave of pleasure spread through her loins the moment she touched her engorged sex organ.

    Mariana felt a little greedy for desiring another orgasm so soon after her last, but that didn't stop her from indulging in that desire and masturbating to a beautiful climax while she fantasized about Diego's thick, beautiful cock being buried in her needy pussy.

    
      
    

    "Diego wants to talk," Mariana said as she stepped into the living room in a black satin robe and a pair of lace top stockings. She held her phone in her hand and she'd already added Diego as a contact.

    Matt looked up from his iPad and stared as his eyes wandered over her body. She'd worn an outfit she knew her husband would find enthralling and it had worked like a charm as it seemed to take him a few seconds to soak it all in before he could form a thought.

    "Talk about what?" Matt finally asked.

    Mariana smiled. "About fucking your wife," she said. "He wants to have phone sex. FaceTime sex, really. He wants to see me and tell me how badly he wants to fuck me, and I want to see him and tell him how badly I want his cock inside me."

    "Now?" Matt asked. "He...he wants to have phone sex right now?"

    Mariana nodded. "He said I can call him whenever I want, but he's available and eager right now." She stepped closer, turned to the side, and lifted the back of the little satin robe, showing off her ass in a lace thong. "I put this on for him," Mariana explained. "I was hoping you'd be okay with me showing Diego the lingerie I might wear for him if he were to be here in person, if I were to welcome him to our home and our bedroom to fuck me."

    Mariana was a little worried that she was pushing things too far for Matt, that it might feel like she was stepping outside the boundaries of fantasy and into something that felt far too real. That didn't seem to be the case, though, as Matt had developed something of a bulge between his legs.

    "Can I...can I watch?" Matt asked. "Or listen? Can I listen?"

    Mariana slowly tugged on the satin strap keeping her robe closed and it fell open to reveal a bra that matched her delicate panties. "Actually, I was hoping you'd do more than listen or watch," she explained. "I was hoping you'd be willing to participate, Matt. I was hoping you'd be willing to fuck me with Diego's cock while I talk to him. Would you be willing to do that?"

    Matt nodded and stood. Mariana could see the eagerness on his face as he approached and she offered her husband a kiss as his hands moved to her lower back. He pulled her close and grabbed her ass as their tongues mingled. A moan followed and while Mariana was tempted to free Matt's cock and offer him a bit of teasing pleasure, she was far too eager to play with Diego.

    "Let's go to the bedroom," Mariana said as she took her husband's hand.

    She kept the robe on - she loved the way the satin felt against her body and she thought it looked exceptionally sexy on her while she was in bed - and crawled into the bed. Matt stripped, grabbed the dildo, and moved between her legs with such eagerness that Mariana couldn't help but smile.

    "Why don't you start by kissing and licking my pussy," Mariana suggested. "Then, when I get all worked up with Diego, you can start fucking me with his cock. Okay?"

    Matt nodded and went right to work. Mariana took a few moments to watch him pull her panties aside and shower her inner thighs, pussy lips, and clit with kisses and then she pulled up Diego's contact info and started a FaceTime call.

    He answered with a smile on his face and Mariana couldn't help but return it. "You're so beautiful," he said.

    Mariana felt an unexpected level of delight - it was the first time Diego had seen her face and she loved that he thought she was beautiful - and replied, "Thank you, Diego. It's so good to see you, to talk to you like this. And you're not so bad looking yourself." He was a gorgeous man, as it turned out, and Mariana felt herself get wet the moment she saw him.

    "That lingerie, Mariana, it looks beautiful," Diego said.

    Mariana lifted her phone to give him an even better view of her lingerie, including her panties and stockings, which meant Diego was treated to a view of Matt's eager pussy worship. "That's my husband," she explained. "He wanted to listen to his wife declare her lust for another man. I hope you don't mind."

    Diego smiled. "I love that he's with you, Mariana. I love that he's so eager for his wife to indulge in her desire for another man. Honestly, that really turns me on."

    Mariana reached down and put a hand on the back of Matt's head, pulling him a little closer to her pussy and rubbing her wetness on his face. "Yeah? You like that my husband loves the idea of another man fucking his wife's tight married pussy?"

    Diego shifted the view to his cock - which was hard as a rock - and wrapped his fingers around it as he said, "I love that he's into it, Mariana. I love that he's so supportive of his wife's need to take my big cock in her married pussy. I love that he understands that I'd fuck you better than he does, that I'd make you cum harder than he does, that I'd fuck you like he's never fucked you before."

    "Your cock is so beautiful, Diego," Mariana replied. "I get wet watching you stroke it and thinking about being with you. I wouldn't want you to fuck me right away, though. I'd want you in my mouth first, Diego. I'd want to suck your beautiful cock while my husband watched. I'd want to get on my knees for you, take you in my mouth, and give you pleasure as I looked up at you."

    "Fuck...Mariana, I'd love to feel your mouth on my cock," Diego said. "And I'd really love to watch you suck my dick as your husband did the same. I'd love to run my fingers through your hair and tell you how beautiful you looked with my cock in your mouth. I'd love to tell your husband how beautiful his wife looked with my cock in her mouth."

    Mariana closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as Matt sucked on her clit while juices gushed from her pussy at the intensely arousing dirty talk from her would-be lover.

    "Fuck me, Matt," she said. "Fuck me with Diego's cock."

    Matt rubbed the plump head of the dildo around her pussy lips and Mariana made sure to capture it for Diego. The toy slid inside her and she moaned as it stretched her pussy.

    "Fuck, Diego, your cock feels so good inside me," she said before unleashing a wild moan. "You're so much bigger than my husband. You're so much deeper than he ever goes. Fuck me harder."

    Mariana saw the look of lust in her husband's eyes as he fucked her harder and faster with Diego's cock. It seemed as though he was enthralled with the naughtiness of her obvious, overwhelming desire for another man and he was more than willing to play along and give her pussy exactly what it needed.

    "Your pussy is so fucking wet, Mariana," Diego said as he masturbated furiously.

    She smiled at the sight of his hand moving up and down his utterly perfect cock and she loved that he'd seemingly dripped so much precum that he'd made his shaft slick. "It's wet for you, Diego. I don't get wet like this for my husband. I get wet like this for you. You turn me on in ways he doesn't. My body craves you in a way it doesn't crave him. My body needs you, Diego. It needs your cock. I need you to fuck me. I need you to take me, to show my husband how you'd fuck his wife. Fuck, Diego, I need you to pound my married cunt and cum inside me!"

    Mariana closed her eyes and climaxed as Matt fucked her with Diego's cock. Her head spun with delight and Diego grunted and groaned. Mariana opened her eyes to see cum spewing from the tip of his beautiful cock and she couldn't help but imagine him actually cumming inside her, a notion that deepened the pleasure of her orgasm.

    Matt pulled the toy from her pussy as Mariana came down from her orgasm and Diego pointed the camera at his face to show a look of total satisfaction. "That was incredible," he said. "I swear, you make me cum harder than any woman ever has and I've never actually touched you. It's incredible."

    Mariana smiled and surrendered to her impulse as she said, "I'd like it if you actually touched me, Diego."

    "Are you asking me to visit you, Mariana?" he replied, getting right to the point.

    "Yes, I am," she said. "I want you to visit, Diego. I want you to fuck me. In fact, I need you to fuck me."

    "There's nothing I'd enjoy more than fucking you, Mariana," he said. "I'd be happy to fly out for a weekend. How about next weekend, in fact?"

    Mariana felt genuinely giddy. "That sounds perfect. I'll text you with the details."

    "Perfect," Diego replied. "I can't wait to see you, Mariana."

    "I feel the same way, Diego," she said. "I'll text you soon."

    Mariana ended the call, tossed her phone onto the bed, and looked down at Matt, who wore a look of intense desire.

    "Are you really...are you really going to fuck him?" he asked.

    "Yes, I am," Mariana replied confidently. "I would imagine I'm going to fuck him as many times as I can in a weekend. I suspect Diego is going to spend a great deal of time in my pussy once he gets here."

    Matt set the dildo aside and crawled towards her. "Can I fuck you right now?" he asked.

    Mariana nodded and her husband's cock slid into her pussy. He fucked her hard and fast and came in less than a minute. She didn't cum, but that didn't upset her. She liked that Matt came so hard and so quickly. She liked that he got to feel the same kind of pleasure she'd just experienced while on the phone with Diego. She liked that he was so turned on at the idea of her actually fucking another man, because she was absolutely going to make that happen.
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    "Are you nervous?" Matt asked as they stepped into the elevator.

    Mariana pushed the button for the 11th floor - Diego had requested a room with a nice view - and watched the elegant hotel lobby disappear as the doors closed. Then she turned to her husband - who looked quite nervous - and said, "Only a little." She took Matt's hand, squeezed it tight, and pulled him close for a soft kiss. "There's a chance this goes badly, but even if it does, we can just leave and my relationship with Diego will come to an end. If it goes well, then a whole new world opens up for us."

    "It does?" Matt asked as the elevator slowed.

    Mariana held his hand as the doors opened and they stepped onto Diego's floor and headed down the long hallway. "I know you're nervous, but I also know you're excited. I know you were excited the first time you read one of my messages to Diego. I know you've been excited to fuck me with that big toy. I know all of this excites you, Matt. Just imagine if it goes well in person. Just imagine the fun we could have. I don't have to limit myself to Diego if I don't want to. I could find someone that lives in town to play with. I'm not saying I want to jump right to that, of course - this has to go well first - but I am saying that there's a whole world of possibilities available to us if we both enjoy ourselves tonight."

    They were nearly at Diego's room, which meant there was no time left to talk. Mariana stopped a few doors away, gave her husband a long, sensual kiss with just a hint of tongue, and said, "You might not enjoy every moment of tonight, but I'm going to do everything I can to make sure the overall experience is good for both of us. That being said, if you get too uncomfortable or you absolutely hate something that's happening, just tell me. I promise, I won't be mad."

    "Okay. I will," Matt replied.

    Mariana stepped back, put her hands on her hips, and posed for her husband as she asked, "How do I look?"

    Matt looked her up and down - as he'd done countless times since she changed into the blue and white sundress she'd picked out for her meeting with Diego - and said, "You look perfect, Mariana. That dress is incredible. It really is."

    Mariana hoped Diego would feel the same way. She was most nervous about him finding her attractive in person, as it was different than seeing her in a picture or even a video and thinking she was beautiful. That's why she'd spent a great deal of time on her hair and makeup and why she'd shopped for hours to find the perfect dress. She loved the sundress, though, in part because it looked great without a bra and she loved the idea of going without underwear of any kind for her first meeting with Diego.

    "Are you ready?" she asked.

    Matt nodded and Mariana turned, walked to Diego's room, and gently knocked on the door. Her pulse quickened when she heard footsteps approaching. The door opened and the gorgeous man she'd seen only a handful of times in video and pictures stood just a few feet from her.

    "Wow," Diego said as his eyes wandered over her body just like Matt's hand. "Mariana, you look stunning. Perfect. Utterly perfect."

    He reached out, took her hand, and pulled her into the room. His hands moved to her waist as they stared into each other's eyes for a few moments. Mariana smiled and Diego did the same before pulling her close. She tilted her head and their lips met. Mariana closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and welcomed Diego's tongue as his strong hands moved to her ass and gripped it tightly. She couldn't help but moan as her tongue swirled with his.

    Mariana moaned louder when she felt Diego's stiff cock press into her stomach. She loved that it took no more than a few seconds of kissing to bring him to a state of intense desire that was matched by her own.

    "That was a hell of a first kiss," Diego said with a smile when their lips finally parted.

    Mariana boldly reached between his legs and caressed his stiff cock through his pants as she matched his smile and replied, "It certainly was."

    Diego looked past her and said, "You must be Matt," as he extended his hand. "It's nice to meet you."

    "You too," Matt replied as Mariana continued to stroke her soon-to-be lover's cock through his pants.

    She looked over her shoulder and saw that Matt was sporting a bit of a bulge in his pants, an indicator that he was thoroughly aroused despite his nervousness.

    "I like that both of my men are already excited," Mariana said. "I think that means we're going to have a very good night."

    She kissed Diego's neck and his hand returned to her ass and squeezed it through the soft, thin fabric of her sundress. Their lips met once more and Diego slowly lifted her dress until his hands found their way to the bare flesh of her bottom. Mariana stroked him faster through his pants, eliciting a moan from the man that she hoped would spend a good portion of the evening inside her.

    "Fuck, your ass feels incredible," he said.

    "Your hands feel better than I thought they would," Mariana replied. "I like how strong you are, Diego. I like how manly you feel. I like how I feel in your arms."

    Diego smiled and glanced at Matt as he ran his fingers over her ass, around her hip, and between her legs. His smile brightened when he realized she wasn't wearing any panties and Mariana moaned as his finger slipped inside her while his thumb found her clit and rubbed it in slow, gentle circles.

    "Fuck..." she said softly as another man entered her body - even if it was just a finger - for the first time. It felt symbolic of what she knew would unfold over the course of the night and it proved to be stunningly pleasurable, to the point that her legs wobbled a bit as the nearly overwhelming sensations of arousal coursed through her body.

    They kissed again as Mariana unzipped Diego's pants and freed his cock. It felt longer and thicker in her hand than she expected and she couldn't help but moan loudly into his mouth while stroking him swiftly.

    "Fuck, Mariana, that feels incredible," he said.

    Mariana stepped back and looked down at the cock that would soon be inside her. It didn't just feel bigger than expected. It looked bigger, too. It was a glorious cock. It was long and thick and the head was wondrously plump and Mariana needed to feel it in her mouth.

    "I want to suck your cock," she said without hesitation.

    Diego smiled in the way any man would when a woman uttered those words to him.

    She gave him a quick kiss and walked into the room as both men followed. Mariana reached up and ran her fingers through her hair before slowly pushing the straps of her sundress from her shoulders. She smiled and slowly pulled it down, exposing her perky breasts, her taut stomach, and her pussy before the dress fell to the floor, leaving her naked in the middle of the room.

    "Get naked for me," she said. "Both of you."

    Diego stripped without hesitation, but Matt looked at his wife and the man that would be fucking her and remained still.

    "Matt, sweetie, I want you to take your clothes off," Mariana said. "I want all of us to be naked as Diego fucks me. I want to see your stiff cock as another man satisfies me. I want to see your excitement as you watch him fuck your wife in this beautiful hotel room. Do it for me, Matt. Strip for me. Don't worry about Diego."

    Matt still seemed hesitant, but he stripped alongside Diego. He took his time, but eventually both men stood naked just a few feet from Mariana, who could feel the exceptional wetness between her legs.

    There was no question Diego was a bigger man. He was taller and decidedly more muscular. His cock was quite a bit bigger, too, and the differences were quite stark when they stood next to each other.

    Mariana felt a little bad that she experienced such intense desire for Diego as she looked at both of them, but there was no denying that he was the more physically attractive man and that at first glance he quite obviously looked to be the man that would fuck her best. Time would tell if that was actually the case, but Mariana's body was practically screaming at her to take him into her pussy, which she had every intention of doing.

    First, she approached her two naked men and reached out to stroke their cocks. They were both rock hard, though Matt seemed a little uncomfortable with his arousal. Diego didn't, but of course he didn't. He was the one that would be doing the fucking that evening, while Matt was the one that would sit on the sidelines and watch another man take his wife. Of course he was nervous.

    "I want you in my mouth," Mariana said as she looked at Diego. "I wrote to you so many times about wanting to suck your cock, about wanting to make you feel good with my mouth. I've fantasized about it so many times, Diego. Now I want it for real. I want to give you a blowjob. I want to excite you with my mouth, to drive you wild for me, to make you desperate for my pussy."

    She didn't give him a chance to respond. Instead, Mariana fell to her knees in front of Diego and wrapped her lips around his beautiful cock. He moaned and put a hand on the back of her head. He applied no pressure, but his hand remained there in a way that delighted her.

    Mariana looked up at the man in her mouth and delighted in the pleasure on his face. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft while sucking on the head. Her tongue swirled around his flesh and she felt his body vibrate just a little from the pleasure she offered.

    "Fuck, Mariana, that feels so much better than I imagined," Diego said. "Oh...fuck..."

    Mariana glanced at her husband, who was watching from just a few feet away. Matt still looked a little nervous, though his growing arousal was obvious, indicated both by the bulbous drop of precum at the tip of his cock and the look of fascination on his face as he watched Mariana give head to another man.

    Diego was far too big for Mariana to swallow, but she did her best to take as much of his cock into her mouth as she could handle. She took it slow, though, making love to his cock with her mouth and trying her best to build his arousal while keeping him far from an orgasm. After all, Mariana wanted Diego to fuck her. She planned on making him cum in her mouth at some point during the weekend, but she wanted his first orgasm to happen while he was inside her.

    "Does it...does it feel good?" Matt tentatively asked.

    Mariana was surprised Matt was bold enough to utter a single word, but it seemed he was more comfortable with exploring his pleasure than she thought.

    "Your wife's mouth feels incredible," Diego said. "Just like she said it would. As I'm sure you can see, she's sucking my cock with real passion, Matt. It's so much better than I imagined."

    Mariana felt a sense of pride at delighting Diego with her mouth, just as she'd said she would in the messages they exchanged. She was completely lost in giving him head, too, in a way she hadn't been in a long, long time with Matt. She knew that the novelty of blowing a new man was part of it, but it was more than that. It was the particular man she was blowing, too. It was how strong and handsome and confident Diego was. It was the size of his cock. It was the fact that so many women would happily have gotten on their knees for him and that Mariana was the one he'd chosen. All of that made sucking his cock so much hotter.

    As much as she would have enjoyed sucking Diego's cock until he exploded in her mouth, Mariana wanted to get fucked, so she released his thick shaft from the tight grip of her lips, stood, and stepped in front of her husband.

    "Put your fingers inside me," she said softly.

    Matt dutifully reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into Mariana's exceedingly wet pussy.

    "Can you feel how wet I am?" she asked.

    Matt nodded.

    "That wetness is for him," she said softly. "My pussy aches for him, Matt. It aches for the man I've been fantasizing about for months. It aches for the man I've written so many filthy messages to. It aches to be taken, to be filled, to be fucked, to be satisfied by his cock. It's dripping wet because I'm about to live out those things I've been fantasizing about for so long. Once it starts...once he's inside me, I'm not going to be able to stop. I need you to promise that you'll be good and watch without interrupting."

    "I will," Matt said. "I'll be good."

    Mariana believed him. She could see the desire to be good in his eyes. He'd follow through on that desire. He'd be good and watch as another man fucked her.

    As a treat, Mariana gently pulled his fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean while stroking his cock. Matt moaned as any man would and she felt a generous helping of precum pouring from the tip of his stiff shaft.

    "I want to make you cum after Diego and I are finished," she said. "So you can masturbate, but please don't orgasm."

    "I won't," he replied.

    Mariana released his cock, looked at Diego, and crawled into the bed. She turned so she was on her hands and knees facing both men. She didn't say a word, but she didn't need to. She'd written to Diego so many times about her desire to be taken from behind that she knew he'd take the hint.

    Diego smiled, retrieved a condom from the nightstand, and rolled it down his cock. He moved into the bed behind her, leaned down, and kissed her back and shoulders before Mariana turned her head and found his lips. They kissed passionately as his cock slipped into her from behind and slowly filled her, stretching her pussy in a manner no man's cock ever had.

    For a few moments Mariana felt overwhelmed. Another man's body was pressed against hers. His cock was inside her. Her pussy felt full in a manner that bordered on uncomfortable. Her husband was sitting on the couch and watching with his hand wrapped around his stiff cock. It was an experience she'd fantasized about countless times, but it very nearly proved to be too much the moment it happened.

    Then Diego kissed her neck and whispered, "Your pussy is perfect, Mariana. Your body is perfect. You're perfect. You're so much better than the fantasy I had."

    Mariana smiled and replied, "Please, Diego, fuck me. Fuck me like you know I need to be fucked. Fuck me like you fucked me in all those naughty messages you wrote me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me while my husband watches."

    Diego kissed her once more and then lifted his body from hers, grabbed Mariana's hips, and pulled out. She looked at Matt as another man filled her pussy with a long, deep thrust. His thickness stretched her pussy even more than the toy had and it felt spectacularly good, to the point that all Mariana could do was moan from the sheer pleasure of it.

    "Harder," she said. "Please, Diego, fuck me harder. Fuck me hard and make me cum all over your cock."

    Diego delivered. He fucked Mariana hard and fast. His hips slammed into her ass over and over. Her tits bounced with every beautiful thrust and the look on Matt's face made it perfectly clear that she was being fucked in a manner her husband had never managed.

    Mariana felt that too and she delighted in it. She was being taken in a way her body clearly craved. She was being owned in that moment by a man she wasn't married to and it left her pussy gushing and her body tingling in the most delightful manner.

    "Fuck...Diego, your cock feels so good inside me," she said while smiling at Matt. "Pound my tight pussy with your big cock. Fuck me hard. Fuck my pussy hard while my husband watches."

    Matt looked entranced by the show unfolding in front of him as he slowly stroked his cock and played with his balls.

    Diego delivered hard, fast thrusts into Mariana's needy cunt right until she came on his cock. She wanted to hold Matt's gaze while she climaxed, but it was impossible. She lost control of her body as she surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure that ripped through her. Mariana's head fell to the bed and her ass remained in the air as Diego continued to pump his cock in and out of her while she came. Her toes curled and her thighs trembled as the juices of her desire dripped down them while she gripped the bed sheets and filled the room with wild screams of pleasure.

    "Holy shit," was the first thing Mariana managed to say. "Holy shit. I've never...I've never cum like that before. Holy shit."

    Diego laughed as he pulled out, softly kissed her backside a handful of times, and gently rolled Mariana onto her back. He laid next to her and her fingers immediately found their way to his cock. Their lips met and she lured his tongue into her mouth to suck on it while stroking him.

    "You fucked me so good," she said. "You made me cum so hard. You honestly made me cum so much harder than I thought possible. I want to make you cum, Diego. I want to make you cum like you made me cum."

    He smiled, caressed her face gently, and said, "You will. We have a whole weekend together, Mariana. We'll make each other cum so many times we'll lose count. I promise."

    He was right. They had a whole weekend together and she was going to make sure the orgasms were good enough that Diego wanted to come back for more.
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    Mariana felt an alluring warmth between her legs as she crawled into bed and pulled the covers up. She looked down to see her nipples poking through the thin satin of her camisole and she couldn't help but smile at her body's reaction to reading a possible message from Diego.

    She'd dropped him at the airport early that morning and had spent most of the day thinking about him and the weekend they'd spent together. Mariana's expectations had been exceeded in every way as Diego had proven himself to be a lover of exceptional skill, to the point that she'd genuinely lost count of how many times he'd made her cum over the course of their three days together.

    Mariana opened her nightstand drawer, pulled out her laptop, and pressed the power button. Her heart fluttered with excitement at the idea of hearing from Diego, despite having just seen him that morning and having spent countless hours in bed with him over the past three days.

    To her delight, Mariana saw a message waiting for her when she pulled up Reddit.

    My Dearest Mariana,

    Perhaps it's because we've only just parted, but not a minute goes by without a thought of you passing through my mind. One moment I see you in that beautiful lingerie you wore for me last night. Another moment I see you on top of me and it's like I'm inside you again and experiencing the utter perfection that is your pussy as you ride me in pursuit of an orgasm that will leave your body shaking.

    I know it's selfish of me - especially given how many times I had you this weekend - but I already want you again. I want to feel you in my arms. I want to feel your lips against mine. I want to run my hands over your flawless body. I want to kiss you all over. I want to taste your pussy. I want to feel your lips around my cock. I want to see the lust in your eyes as you pleasure me. I want to fuck you in every imaginable way. I want to make you cum on my cock. I want to hear you scream my name as you climax. It hasn't even been 24 hours and already I'm desperate to have you again.

    I don't know if you feel the same way, but I hope it's doesn't sound too ego-centric of me to say that I'm almost certain you do. I'm almost certain you crave me as much as I crave you, and I hope you're reading this and thinking about how badly you want me again.

    Perhaps we could go somewhere together for a weekend? Maybe we could rent a house on the beach, or a beautiful place in the mountains where we can indulge in our every desire without being bothered?

    I'd be more than happy to have Matt come along, too. In fact, I might prefer it. I underestimated how much I'd enjoy fucking a married woman in front of her husband. There was so much about it I enjoyed, in fact. I loved that look in his eyes as I took you while he watched, especially when I took you from behind. I loved how turned on he got when you came with my cock buried inside you. I loved the way he looked while you went down on me, Mariana. It made me think your husband doesn't inspire you to suck his cock all that often and I don't mind admitting that I love being the kind of man that makes you want to suck cock.

    We're not together, but you're going to be responsible for my orgasm as soon as I finish writing this, Mariana, as I'm hard just thinking about you and I won't be able to resist stroking my cock as I think of all the ways you made me feel good this weekend. I'd love it if we could talk this week and as I said, I'd really love it if we could plan another visit. I hope to hear from you soon, Mariana.

    Diego

    Mariana could scarcely contain her delight at the idea that Diego had enjoyed their weekend just as much as she had, and she felt the same intense desire to see him again.

    She was about to reply to his message when Matt walked into the bedroom. He stopped at the sight of her laptop, glanced at her chest - no doubt because he'd noticed her erect nipples - and asked, "A message from Diego?"

    Mariana nodded. "He already misses me," she said. She closed her laptop and set it aside before reaching up and running her fingers over her breasts. She took one in her hand, squeezed the soft flesh gently, and added, "He wants me. He wants to fuck your wife again."

    Matt watched as Mariana played with her breasts and she delighted in the fact that he moaned softly.

    "I miss him too," she said. "In fact, I was about to write him a message to let him know how much fun I had this weekend and how badly I want to see him again."

    "What...what do you miss the most?" Matt asked as he approached the bed and slowly pulled back the covers, exposing Mariana's panty clad pussy. He ran his fingers up her thigh and between her legs and pressed gently against her clit, rubbing in slow circles and eliciting a moan as a bulge grew between his legs.

    "It all felt so good, Matt," she said. "Every moment with him was incredible. It was even better than I imagined. He was so handsome, and strong, and passionate. His cock was so big and it was always so hard for me, Matt. And the way he fucked me, baby...he fucked me so much better than anyone ever has. I swear, I've never been with a man like him."

    Matt pulled her panties aside and Mariana moaned as his fingers slipped between her labia. She knew she was wet - should feel it building as she read Diego's message - but the sounds her slippery pussy made as Matt played with it confirmed the intense levels of desire she felt for the man that had spent three days satisfying her every desire while her husband watched.

    "Mariana...I want you," Matt said.

    "I know you do," she replied. "But you can't have me. Not tonight."

    He didn't look disappointed. Instead, it seemed that being denied had turned him on.

    "You can have me later in the week," she said. "If I let you have me now you'd only disappoint me, Matt. The memory of Diego's cock, of the way he fucked me with it, it's just too fresh. My pussy would be disappointed that it was your cock inside it."

    A small wet spot appeared in his pants. He was leaking precum. It wasn't surprising, though. Mariana knew that Matt had thoroughly enjoyed her weekend with Diego. He'd watched them fuck each and every time they'd done so and he'd been hard throughout. He'd masturbated most of the time, too, though he'd been forbidden from making himself cum. Mariana had been sure to get him off numerous times, though, doing so with her hand each and every time as Diego got to enjoy her mouth and pussy.

    "Do you wish Diego was still here?" she asked. "Do you wish you could watch him fuck me right here in our bed?"

    "Yes," Matt admitted as his fingers moved in and out of her pussy at a remarkable pace.

    "He wants us to go away together for a weekend," she said. "He wants to rent a house at the beach or up in the mountains. Somewhere quiet where we can enjoy each other's bodies without distraction. Would you enjoy that, Matt? Would you enjoy your wife spending a weekend as another man's eager plaything? Would you enjoy me spending every minute of every day with Diego, happily giving myself to him whenever he wanted me?"

    "Would I...would I get to go, or would you be alone with him?" Matt asked.

    Mariana smiled at her husband, reached out to caress his cock through his pants, and said, "You'd get to go if you want, Matt. Diego's more than happy to have you there. In fact, he said he likes fucking me in front of my husband. He likes that I cum so hard on his cock while you're there, Matt. I think it makes him feel like even more of a man than he already is, and I'm also pretty sure that he fucks me better because you're there, so I'd really like it if you came."

    "Mariana...please...I want you," Matt said.

    She could see the desperation on his face. She could feel the desire in the bulge he was working in his pants. She wasn't going to let him fuck her, though.

    "I know you do," she replied. "But you can't have me. I want to spend a few days feeling like I'm...well, like my pussy belongs to Diego."

    Matt groaned, but it didn't strike Mariana as a pained groan. Instead, it seemed that her comment had served to deepen his arousal.

    "You know what you can do, though?" she said. "You can crawl between my legs and lick my pussy while I write to Diego. If you'd like, you can think about how much you enjoyed licking my pussy after he'd fucked me this weekend."

    Matt groaned again, but he didn't say a word. Instead, he crawled between Mariana's legs and slipped his tongue into her pussy before slowly, gently licking her exactly as she desired.

    "That's good," she said. "Take your time, though. I don't want to cum until I'm done writing Diego, okay?"

    Matt looked up at Mariana, nodded, and gently lapped at her clit as he smiled. With her husband dutifully tending to her pussy - the pussy she'd decided was Diego's for a few more days - Mariana opened her laptop, set it across her stomach, and typed out a message:

    My Dearest Diego,

    I can't tell you how excited I was to find that you'd sent me a message. I wasn't sure you'd have time to send one after your day of travel, but I still desperately wanted to hear from you.

    You've been on my mind constantly since I dropped you at the airport this morning. In fact, as I was driving home I couldn't help but regret that I didn't make Matt drive us while we sat in the backseat. I could have sucked your cock one more time. Even better, I could have worn a pretty little dress, gotten you hard, and taken your cock inside me one more time. You could have been fucking me as my husband drove up to the departures gate. I could have given you the ultimate goodbye. I'll be certain to do that the next time we're lucky enough to see each other.

    You might enjoy knowing that Matt is between my legs right now. He's using his tongue to pleasure my pussy while I write you. He wanted to fuck me, but I turned him down. I told him that I wanted to spend the next few days feeling like my pussy belonged to you, and that means his cock doesn't get to enter me. He deserved something, though, and we both saw how much he enjoyed licking me after you'd fucked me this weekend.

    I like your idea of going away together. In fact, I love that idea. Perhaps I'm still a little cock drunk - that's a thing, right? - but I can't imagine anything better than spending a few days letting you do whatever you want with my body. Matt's already on board for going, too, so you can fuck me in front of my husband as many times as you want and show him that when we're together, you really do own my pussy. You certainly proved this weekend that you deserve ownership of it since you make it feel better than just about anyone else ever has.

    I'll dream of you tonight, Diego. I'll dream of being at a beautiful beach house with you. I'll dream of sucking your cock as you sit on the deck and enjoy a cocktail while looking out at the sunset. I'll dream of you fucking me in the ocean, of you fucking me in the shower after we come in from the ocean, and of you fucking me anywhere you want in the house, all while my husband watches and eagerly awaits his chance to taste my pussy after you've had your way with it.

    I did have one thought. In our fantasies - the ones we shared through these messages - we both dreamed of you cumming inside me. I was wondering if we could make that happen? I'd be willing to get tested if you would, and as long as we're both clean, I see no reason we can't enjoy a weekend of unprotected sex. I'd really like to feel you cum inside me, Diego.

    Let's talk this week :)

    Mariana

    She sent the message, shut her laptop, and closed her eyes for a moment to consider how thrilling it would be to have unprotected sex with Diego. She'd thought about it a handful of times over the course of the weekend, but she wasn't willing to take the risk. If they were both tested and clean, though, it made perfect sense.

    "I just told Diego that we'd love to go away with him for a weekend," Mariana said as she lifted her camisole over her breasts and looked down at Matt. "It might be a while before our schedules line up, but I'm so excited that I get to fuck Diego again, baby. Are you excited? Are you excited to watch him fuck me? Are you excited to spend a weekend watching another man satisfy your wife?"

    Matt looked up from her pussy - with her juices glazing his lips - and nodded. "I am, Mariana. I hope that's okay."

    "Of course it is, Matt," she said with a smile. "I love that you enjoyed watching so much. I love that you were so turned on by the fact that I'd been messaging him. I even love that you were turned on by the fact that I'd decided that my pussy belongs to Diego for a few more days, that you're not allowed inside me until then."

    Again a look of agony and lust crossed his face, like a battle was waging inside him.

    "You know what else I told him?" she asked.

    Matt shook his head.

    Mariana squeezed her breasts and moaned softly as she thought once more of Diego cumming inside her. She felt her pussy tingle and Matt's tongue danced over her clit, luring her towards an orgasm. "I told him I wanted to spend our weekend away having unprotected sex. I told him I wanted to feel him cum inside me, Matt. I told Diego I wanted him to spend a weekend cumming inside me."

    Matt groaned, but Mariana's eyes were closed so she couldn't see the look on his face. It didn't matter in the moment. She was on the verge of an orgasm and her mind was filled with thoughts of Diego's big cock filling her pussy with a thick load of cum.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming," she cried out. "I'm cumming, baby. I'm cumming thinking about him unloading inside me. Fuck!"

    Mariana grabbed two fistfuls of the sheets and writhed in the bed as an orgasm exploded outwards from her pussy. She closed her thighs around Matt's head for a few moments and then they sprung open as she kicked her feet out and curled her toes. The intensity of the pleasure made her head spin in the best way possible and then, slowly, her body relaxed and she smiled as her chest heaved from the exertion of her climax.

    "Did you really tell him you wanted to have unprotected sex?" Matt asked.

    Mariana opened her eyes to see her husband sitting back on his knees with a stiff dick and a precum stain in his pants. "I did," she said. "If he agrees to get tested and he comes back clean, he gets to cum in your wife."

    "Can I cum?" Matt asked.

    Mariana smiled. "Does it turn you on to think of Diego cumming inside me?"

    He nodded.

    "I'll give you a handjob," she said. "Take your clothes off. Lie next to me."

    A handjob was the least he deserved, for Matt had proved to be an exceptional husband over the past few weeks and Mariana knew she was lucky. Thankfully, she knew how to ensure his orgasm was memorable even if it was delivered by her hand instead of her pussy, so Matt would go to sleep happy and with any luck he'd wake up more than willing to let Mariana continue to have her fun with Diego.
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    "You're awfully hard," Mariana whispered as she stroked Matt's cock.

    He turned towards her and smiled. "I'm thinking about our trip to the coast."

    It wasn't just their trip, of course. Diego would be joining them. In fact, Diego's presence was the entire reason for the trip. Nearly a month had passed since he'd come to town and spent the weekend fucking Mariana and she'd become increasingly desperate to feel him inside her once more.

    Mariana released her husband's cock and took off her sweater, exposing her bare breasts and moving a little closer to him on the couch so he could feel her soft, perky flesh against his arm. Her fingers found his dick once more and she asked, "We're going to have all sorts of naughty fun on our trip...well, Diego and I are going to have fun. I suppose you'll do quite a lot of watching, won't you Matt?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "But you liked watching in the hotel room, didn't you?" Mariana asked softly before kissing his neck. She moaned to remind her husband of how it had sounded when Diego fucked her and saw Matt close his eyes. Mariana hoped he was picturing one of the times Diego had fucked her that weekend. Perhaps she was on her hands and knees in the bed. Perhaps she was riding his cock on the couch. Perhaps she was in the shower giving Diego a blowjob.

    "Yes, I liked watching," Matt admitted.

    "Tell me, Matt, would you like to watch Diego cum inside me?" Mariana asked.

    He turned to her with a mixture of hope and lust in his eyes. "Did he...is he clean? Is he really going to cum inside you?"

    Matt's excitement was obvious from the look in his eyes, but it was the way his cock swelled up in her hand that gave Mariana absolute proof that her husband loved the idea of another man cumming inside her. She was fairly certain she loved the idea even more than Matt - she'd been fantasizing about that very thing since she'd mentioned it to Diego - but Mariana loved that Matt was turned on, for that meant her fantasy was guaranteed to come true.

    "Yes," she said. "He wrote me today. His said his test came back clean. He sent me a copy, in fact. We're going to fuck without condoms on our little trip. He's going to fuck your wife bare, Matt. He's going to cum in your wife's pussy over, and over, and over."

    She leaned in, kissed and gently sucked on her husband's neck, and added, "And I can't wait, Matt. My pussy has been wet for three weeks just thinking about it. I get turned on every time I imagine him unleashing inside me. My body tingles with desire when I think about giving Diego that pleasure, about his cum filling my pussy and slowly dripping out of me long after I've satisfied him and he's made me cum the way only he knows how to do."

    Mariana squeezed the head of Matt's cock and a shiny drop of precum appeared. She gathered it on the tip of her finger, held it up, and slowly placed that finger in her husband's mouth. Matt closed his lips around it, sucked gently, and moaned. Mariana wasn't sure what about it turned him on, but she loved that he was horny enough to be thrilled by something a little bit kinky.

    "Are you excited at the idea of watching Diego cum inside me, Matt?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted. "I don't know why, Mariana, but I am."

    She took his cock in her hand once more and said, "Mmm, it doesn't matter why. I just love that you're turned on. I love that your dick is so hard. I love that you're dripping precum. I'll bet you'd like to fuck me, wouldn't you Matt?"

    "Yes, fuck, Mariana, yes, I want to fuck you," he said.

    Mariana smiled. "No pussy for you," she replied. His cock surged in her hand again, proving his excitement at being denied. "No pussy for you until Diego's had me. I'm saving myself for him. I want to be desperate for any kind of cock by the time I see him. I want to be dripping with desire when we drive up to that beautiful beach house he rented. I want to be unable to resist getting on my knees for him the moment I see him, Matt, which means no pussy for you."

    Another big droplet of precum appeared at the tip of his cock. Mariana scooped it up, but this time she took the sweet treat into her mouth and swallowed it.

    "You won't get any pussy over the weekend, either," she said. "Unless you want to eat my pussy after Diego's cum inside me."

    Matt groaned and cum spurted from the tip of his cock. He looked surprised at first - Mariana was surprised at his sudden climax, too - but the pleasure quickly overwhelmed everything. She grasped his dick tightly and stroked him, offering whatever extra stimulation she could as his legs trembled and he leaned back, closed his eyes, and let the joy of an orgasm wash over him.

    As she watched him cum, Mariana couldn't help but wonder if her comment about eating her messy, cum-filled pussy had put him over the top. It certainly seemed like that was the case, as he'd spilled his seed mere moments after she'd planted the idea of eating her out after Diego had enjoyed her.

    She hadn't said it with the intention of arousing him. She hadn't really considered the idea of Matt going down on her after Diego had cum inside her, and yet it seemed that he found it thrilling, and Mariana didn't want to deny her husband something he found thrilling, especially if it meant there was a chance she'd get to have even more fun with Diego.

    "Was that good?" Mariana asked after Matt had come down from his climax. She was curious about the source of his intense pleasure, but she wasn't going to ask for fear that he might be embarrassed about his desire.

    Matt nodded. "It was better than good." A smile slowly crossed his face as he closed his eyes once more and inhaled deeply. "It was great. Can I make you cum?"

    "You can go down on me," she said.

    Matt grabbed his underwear from the floor, wiped up the cummy mess that had spilled on his stomach and thighs, and then got on the floor between Mariana's legs and went to work on her pussy. She put a hand on the back of his head, closed her eyes, and let thoughts of sex with Diego fill her head.

    It didn't take long for a blissful orgasm to wash over her body as she imagined her pen pal and lover cumming inside her.

    
      
    

    Later that night, Mariana sat in bed with her laptop open as she prepared to send Diego a message. Despite an orgasm provided by her husband's tongue, she'd spent most of the evening thinking about the man she longed to fuck again, the man who'd made her cum so many times over just one weekend and the man who she couldn't get off her mind as the weekend approached.

    My Dearest Diego,

    With only five days until we see each other again, I find myself struggling to think of anything other than the pleasure of having you inside me again.

    I think of how you made me feel when you visited. I think of how hard you made me cum. I think of how many times you took me, filled me, fucked me, satisfied me...and I get wet just thinking about it. I get so turned on I can't think straight. Over the past few days I've been wet almost constantly.

    It's not just the sex. It's not just your cock. It's not just your strong, sexy body I crave. It's the fact that you're going to cum inside me. I don't know why, exactly, but ever since you wrote to tell me that your test came back clean, I've been even hornier than usual. You've been on my mind every waking moment, Diego.

    The more I think about it, the more I'm convinced that my body has come to crave experiencing that ultimate primal pleasure with you. I want you unfettered. I want no barriers between us. I want to feel your cock swell up the moment before you pump your seed into my pussy. I want you to claim me in the way a man claims a woman...and I want you to do it while my husband watches.

    I know that might make me sound like a terrible wife and I'm not sure I'd ever admit that particular detail to Matt, but I just can't get that thought out of my head. There's just something so irresistible about it, something so naughty, something so hot. He's the one that should be cumming inside me, and yet my body wants you, Diego. It wants your cock and your cum. It wants you to claim my pussy, to take it, to fill it with your cum as many times as you can during our weekend together.

    Of course, I might be sad if I don't get to swallow your cum at least once, so we'll have to make time for that, too. I plan on exhausting you this weekend, Diego, so I hope you're ready for that.

    I can't wait to see you, to touch you, to kiss you, to suck your cock, to give you my pussy, to cum on your cock, to make you cum inside me.

    I'll see you soon, Diego.

    Mariana

    She was drenched by the time she sent the message and closed her laptop, so Mariana retrieved her dildo from the nightstand, stripped off her panties, closed her eyes, and fucked herself silly while rubbing her clit and fantasizing about Diego's cock pumping thick ropes of cum inside her.

    "Can I help?"

    Mariana's eyes shot open and she saw Matt’s still damp, naked body standing at the foot of the bed. His cock was half hard cock and he had a smile on his face. Mariana didn't stop fucking herself with the toy, though, not for a second.

    "Masturbate for me," she said. "Think about Diego fucking me while you do it. Think about his bare cock in my pussy. Think about how badly I want him to cum inside me, Matt. Think about him filling my pussy with his thick, hot, creamy load."

    Matt dutifully wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked as Mariana filled her soaked pussy with the big dildo. It moved in and out of her body with remarkable speed, at times pumping her faster than even Diego could manage.

    "He's going to cum inside me, Matt," Mariana said as she arched her back a little. "He's going to cum in your wife's pussy. Is that what you want? Do you want another man to cum inside me?"

    "Yes, please," Matt replied. "Yes, I want him to cum inside you, Mariana. I want him to cum inside you!"

    She looked at her husband and smiled. His dick was hard as a rock and his balls looked tight, like he was on the verge of yet another orgasm.

    "I want you to crawl between my legs after he cums, Matt," she said as pleasure surged between her legs. "I want you to crawl between my legs and lick my messy pussy after Diego's had his way with me. I want you to lick his cum out of my cunt after he's fucked me!"

    Mariana spread her legs wider and her toes curled as an orgasm washed over her. She buried the toy as deep in her pussy as it would go and gently rubbed her clit, luring every last bit of pleasure out of her body in the process and enjoying yet another mind bending climax.

    Matt hadn't yet finished, so Mariana pulled the toy from her pussy, set it on the bed, and beckoned him between her legs. He crawled forward, positioned himself so he could still masturbate, and stared at her pussy mere moments after the long, thick toy had stretched it out.

    "What do you want to do, Matt?" she asked.

    His hand moved up and down his slick shaft as he stared at her pussy and then slowly met her gaze. "I want...I want to eat your...your messy pussy, Mariana."

    A look of intense pleasure washed over his face, as if uttering those words were enough to deepen his arousal.

    "Then do it," she said. "Put your tongue inside me. Clean your wife's messy pussy after another man came inside her. Clean me and stroke your dick. Stroke the dick that isn't big enough to satisfy me, Matt."

    Matt didn't last long. He didn't need to, though. Mariana just wanted to make him cum, and to stoke the flames of what seemed to be his fantasy.

    "Was that good?" she asked after he'd cum.

    "It was great," he replied.

    She detected no shame on his face. She wasn't sure if he'd actually want to clean her pussy on their weekend at the beach, but she was definitely going to give him the chance, as it seemed like he was eager to walk a little further down the kinky road they'd already explored and Mariana had no trouble going there with him.
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    "Wow," Matt said as they pulled up in front of the beach house.

    Mariana smiled. It looked even better than it had in the pictures. Diego had done well. Very well. "I think this is going to be an exceptionally good weekend."

    It was going to be better than that. Mariana was sure of it. She'd been out of her mind with desire since she'd last seen Diego and she was moments away from stepping into his arms again. His car was already in the driveway, which meant he was inside the house just waiting to ravage her.

    The door opened as Matt pulled into the driveway and Diego stepped out in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. He looked relaxed, happy, and gorgeous and Mariana rushed out of the car the moment Matt put it in park.

    She ran into Diego's arms and he picked her up. Mariana wrapped her legs around him as they shared a wildly passionate kiss, enflaming her desire and quickly resulting in a bulge in his shorts that pressed into her crotch.

    "I missed you," she said as his strong hands grasped her ass to hold her up. "I can't believe how much I missed you."

    "I missed you too," Diego replied. "I love writing to you and talking to you on the phone, but Mariana, there's nothing quite like being able to touch you and kiss you and..."

    "And fuck me?" she said.

    Diego smiled and kissed her again. She sucked on his tongue like she was giving head and he moaned as Mariana felt warmth spread through her loins.

    "I want you," she said. "Diego, I want you right now."

    "I was hoping you'd say that," he replied.

    He turned to carry her into the house and Mariana looked at Matt and said, "Matt, sweetie, will you bring our bags in?"

    Matt nodded and a moment later he was out of sight as Diego walked into the living room and set her down. Mariana reached between his legs and massaged his bulge without hesitation. It was like she couldn't help herself. She'd spent so much time over the past few weeks fantasizing about Diego that she couldn't deny herself the pleasure of his cock for another moment.

    Then she saw the view out the windows. The vast expanse of ocean and the beautiful, rocky coastline stretched out before her and Mariana couldn't help but stare.

    "That's the reason I rented this place," Diego said. "The view is impossibly beautiful. The beach is fairly private, too."

    Mariana smiled at him - she hoped he was thinking about fucking her on the beach at some point during the weekend - and headed for the sliding glass door. She pulled it open and stared out over the deck, which stood a story above the beach and provided a perfect view.

    She and Diego stepped out into the briny air and Mariana felt the breeze against her face smiled at the sound of the waves crashing on the beach.

    Diego stepped behind her, wrapped his strong arms around Mariana's slender waist, and kissed her neck. "It's perfect, isn't it?"

    "It is," she replied.

    Diego pressed his crotch against her ass and Mariana felt the bulge of his cock. She smiled at his desire for her and spun around in his arms. They kissed as her hand returned to his bulge, but this time she unzipped his shorts and let her fingers slip inside in search of his cock.

    "Mmm, I've missed your touch," Diego said as she found his thick shaft and stroked it in his underwear.

    "Yeah? Does it feel good when I stroke your cock, baby?" Mariana asked.

    "It feels better than you can imagine," he replied. "I've been waiting for this since we last saw each other, Mariana. I've been desperate for this moment."

    "Me too," she said softly. "You give me something no man ever has, Diego. You turn me on like no man ever has. You satisfy me like no man ever has."

    They kissed as Mariana unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them down. The beach had been largely empty and she was feeling bold enough to push his underwear down, too, exposing his cock to the cool ocean air and taking it in her hand.

    "Did you miss my mouth, Diego?" she asked between soft kisses on his neck. "Did you miss the way I make you feel when I'm on my knees for you?"

    Her pussy gushed as she thought of giving him a blowjob. It felt especially exciting to do so on the deck, perhaps because Mariana liked the idea of someone seeing her give such a gorgeous man the kind of head that he deserved.

    "Yes, I missed your mouth," Diego replied. "I missed the way you suck my cock, Mariana. I missed how good you make me feel."

    He reached up and ran his thumb over her lower lip as their eyes met while she stroked his cock. Mariana took his finger in her mouth and sucked on it, previewing the blowjob she would soon offer him. Diego smiled and she saw a fiery kind of desire in his eyes.

    Matt appeared in the doorway and Mariana met his gaze as she looked over Diego's shoulder. She saw a similar kind of desire in her husband's eyes, though Matt understood that his pleasure would be different from Diego's over the weekend. He wouldn't be fucking her. He likely wouldn't enjoy her mouth. His pleasure would come from watching, from further exploration of his newly discovered kink, from being a voyeur.

    "I need to suck your cock," Mariana said.

    Diego smiled, just as any man would. She wasn't saying it to make him smile, though. She wasn't even saying it to turn him on. She was saying it because it was true. She'd never felt that need before. She'd always enjoyed giving blowjobs, but it was never something she felt like she truly needed to do. Not until she met Diego. It was different with him. Even when they were just pen pals, Mariana had felt an intense need to offer him the pleasure of her mouth. It wasn't something she could explain, it was simply something she needed to do and something she'd found hugely pleasurable during their first in-person visit.

    Mariana sank to her knees with the intention of fulfilling that desire. She looked up at Diego and stroked his cock. She smiled as Matt stepped out onto the deck and sat in one of the chairs. She noted the bulge in her husband's shorts and returned her attention to the man standing in front of her.

    "You don't mind if Matt watches me suck your cock, do you?" she asked.

    "You know I don't," Diego replied. "You know I like that he watches, that he wants to watch, that it turns him on to watch his wife with another man."

    Mariana looked at Matt as she placed a soft kiss on the head of Diego's cock. "Does it turn you on to watch me with another man, baby? Is it going to turn you on to watch me suck Diego's cock? Does it turn you on that I'm so desperate to have him in my mouth, to pleasure him, to make him feel good?"

    It was obvious Matt was turned on and even more obvious that he enjoyed Mariana's verbal play. He seemed largely unable to respond, offering little more than a nod before reaching between his legs to play with his cock.

    That was good enough for Mariana, though, as she turned her attention to the strong, sexy man standing in front of her. She wrapped her lips around his cock, stared up at him, and offered the pleasure of her mouth. She sucked slowly and sensually, swirling her tongue around the head before moving down the shaft, taking as much as she could handle.

    "Fuck, I think you got better at this," Diego said. "Either that or I'm so desperate for you that it feels better, Mariana."

    It turned her on to know that her cocksucking made him feel good. There was just something about Diego - something about how much of a man he was - that made her damn near desperate to pleasure him. Mariana was tempted to suck his cock until he came in her mouth - to make his first orgasm one that was entirely about his pleasure - but she couldn't. She was too desperate to get fucked. She needed to feel his cock inside her. More importantly, she needed to feel him cum in her pussy.

    Mariana took her time sucking his dick, though. She made love to his cock with her mouth, sucking slowly and taking breaks to kiss and lick it. She marveled at how hard he was for her. She couldn't help but note that his dick was actually harder than Matt's usually got, and of course he was bigger. Quite a bit bigger, in fact, and her pussy gushed with desire for that size.

    Eventually, when her need to have Diego's cock inside her was just too much to resist, Mariana stood and hastily unbuttoned her jeans. She kicked off her sandals, removed her pants, and lowered her panties. Her lips found Diego's for a wild kiss as his fingers moved into her pussy. She moaned at his skillful touch and the way it felt like he took possession of her body by simply touching her.

    "Will you fuck me?" she asked. "Will you fuck me and cum inside me, Diego? Will you cum inside me while my husband watches?"

    That last part seemed to thrill Diego. It thrilled Mariana, too. She loved the idea of Diego fucking her bareback and cumming inside her, but it was far more arousing knowing that Matt would be watching, and that he'd be cleaning up afterwards. Something about it struck her as so wildly kinky and dirty and her pussy was soaked at the mere thought of it.

    Diego responded to her question by spinning Mariana around and walking her towards the deck's wooden railing. She rested her hands on it and bent over, knowing full well that Diego wanted her from behind. Her pussy tingled at the idea of being taken that way, of being filled from behind while she looked out at the ocean, of Diego taking her as he pleased while her husband watched.

    "Your pussy is soaked," he said as his fingers disappeared inside her once more.

    "My pussy craves you, Diego. It craves your cock. It craves the way you fuck me. It craves being taken by a man like you. It craves being filled, being ravaged, being pumped full of your cum," she replied. "I'm desperate for you, Diego. I've been desperate for you since the moment you left the last time we saw each other. I've been fucking myself silly with my dildo, but it's nothing compared to the real thing, to a cock attached to a gorgeous, strong man. Please, Diego, fuck me. Fuck me and cum inside me."

    Diego stepped closer and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips. Mariana moaned and instinctively pushed her hips back, swallowing the first few inches of his cock. She closed her eyes and gripped the wooden railing as Diego filled her the rest of the way, leaned forward, and kissed her neck.

    "You feel so fucking good, Mariana," he said. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to fuck you senseless this weekend. I'm going to have to take you over, and over, and over, Mariana."

    "I'm yours this weekend, Diego. My pussy is yours whenever and however you want it. My mouth is yours. I'm yours to do with as you please," she said. "Now fuck me. Fuck me and cum in my pussy."

    Diego fucked her slowly at first, almost as if he was purposefully teasing Mariana by not unleashing his full power. It felt incredible, though. He was thick and long and he reached places inside her that even the toy didn't go, and that Matt certainly couldn't come close to reaching.

    "Harder," she said. "Diego, please, fuck me harder."

    Mariana couldn't resist. She needed it. She needed him to fuck her hard and fast, to take her pussy and make it his while Matt watched. She needed Diego to use his strength to pound her pussy, to satisfy her desires.

    Thankfully, he delivered. Perhaps he'd simply been waiting to hear genuine desperation in her voice. He delivered, though. He fucked her hard and fast while she was bent over the railing. She pushed back to meet every thrust and the sound of their bodies slamming together mixed with the waves hitting the beach. Mariana moaned, too. She moaned loudly and wildly. She moaned as every thrust brought her just a little closer to the kind of orgasm she hadn't yet experienced since the last time Diego's cock had been inside her.

    As that orgasm neared, Mariana looked towards Matt and saw him masturbating. His cock was stiff and slick with precum and his gaze was fixed on the sight of Diego's cock sliding in and out of her. He looked utterly mesmerized, which was exactly how she wanted him to be.

    "Don't cum, Matt," she said. "Remember, I'm the one that will make you cum this weekend."

    "I know," he replied.

    "Are you going to do what we talked about, Matt?" she asked as Diego fucked her faster. "Are you going to put your tongue in my pussy after Diego cums inside me? Are you going to clean his cum out of me?"

    Matt released his cock and Mariana smiled. He'd quite clearly gotten close to cumming and had to stop stroking to prevent an orgasm from washing over his body. He nodded at her, though. He confirmed his intention to do as they'd discussed and to explore that naughty little fantasy.

    "Are you okay with that, Diego?" Mariana asked. "Are you okay with my husband eating your cum out of my pussy?"

    "Oh...fuck," Diego said, answering her question with a groan and harder thrusts that made Mariana close her eyes and smile from the sheer pleasure of being taken by such a strong, sexy man. "That's fucking hot. I fucking love that. Yes, I'm okay with it. And I'm close, Mariana. I'm close to cumming in your perfect fucking pussy."

    Mariana reached between her legs and rubbed her clit. She wanted the best orgasm possible. She wanted to feel like she was at risk of keeling over from the sheer pleasure of it, so she massaged her sex organ as Diego fucked her with wild abandon, lifting her to heights of pleasure she wasn't sure she'd ever attained.

    "I'm cumming!" he cried out before his thrusts slowed and a series of truly beautiful grunts and groans escaped his lips.

    Mariana's loins tingled for a few moments, her muscles tensed, and then pleasure exploded from between her legs. Her toes curled and she gripped the railing so hard she thought she might tear it apart as she experienced a thunderous orgasm.

    "Oh...fuck!" she screamed. Her legs trembled and her knees wobbled. She saw stars before a bout of lightheadedness washed over her. It was complete and utter perfection.

    Diego leaned forward and kissed her neck as his chest heaved from the effort of fucking her. "You're perfect," he said softly. "That was perfect."

    "That was just the start," she replied. "I want you inside me as often as possible this weekend, Diego."

    "I can do that," he said with a chuckle. "I can definitely do that."

    Diego pulled out slowly, turned to Matt, and said, "Have at it."

    Mariana looked towards her husband and saw just a hint of hesitation in his eyes. She understood. She was about to do something most men would find impossibly humiliating. Matt might have felt that same humiliation, in fact, but Mariana knew he wanted it. She knew he craved it.

    She stood and walked towards him. She bent over to give him a soft kiss and sat in the chair next to his. She spread her legs, pushed a finger into her pussy, and it emerged covered in a slick layer of Diego's cum.

    Mariana popped that finger into her mouth and sucked it clean as she moaned. Then she leaned over and kissed Matt, shoving her tongue in his mouth in the process. She shared just a little taste of Diego's cum with him, moaning as she did so. She reached over to stroke his cock, too, offering that extra bit of pleasure to push him over the top and convince him to surrender to his desire.

    "I want you to clean my pussy, Matt," she whispered. "I want you to get on your knees and clean my pussy, and I want you to masturbate while you're doing it. I want you to masturbate and cum while you're licking another man's hot load out of my cunt."

    He couldn't resist. He slid out of the chair, dropped to his knees, and moved between her legs. He looked up at her for a moment and Mariana put a hand on the back of his head and pulled his mouth to her pussy. She knew he wanted it and she wasn't going to give Matt a chance to resist.

    "Clean my pussy," she said.

    Matt put his tongue inside her. He moaned and Mariana did the same. She wanted him to know she thought it was incredibly hot, and it was. She loved that he was pursuing his kink, his fantasy, his desire. There was something so hot about watching him lick Diego's cum from her pussy, too. She didn't entirely understand why, but it filled her with a type of pleasure she thoroughly enjoyed. It made her want to get fucked again, to repeat the process over and over.

    It didn't take long for Matt to cum. His tongue couldn't have been inside her for more than a minute before he started grunting and groaning while his cum spilled onto the deck. Mariana moaned along with him and kept her hand on the back of his head, encouraging him to keep his tongue in her pussy and bathed in Diego's cum while he climaxed.

    When he was finished cumming, Mariana leaned down and kissed her husband. She tasted her lover's cum on his tongue and made sure to offer a soft, beautiful moan as she caressed Matt's face.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked.

    "Yes, very much so," he replied.

    She smiled. "I love you, Matt, and I'd love it if you cleaned my pussy every time Diego fucked me this weekend. You don't have to, of course, but just know that I'm all for it if you want to."

    He paused for a moment, kissed her again, and said, "I love you too, Mariana. Thank you for being a wonderful wife."

    It was, as it turned out, exactly what she wanted to hear in that moment. "You're welcome," she replied. "And thank you for being a wonderful husband." They kissed again and Mariana added, "Now, let's get our swimsuits on and get in the water. We have a house at the beach, after all."

    They both stood and Mariana gave him a soft kiss on the cheek before turning and walking to Diego. He took her in his arms for a tight hug and a kiss and then took her hand and led her inside.

    "Which one is your suitcase?" he asked.

    "The blue one," Mariana replied.

    Diego grabbed it and they headed down the hallway and into the bedroom he'd already put his suitcase in. She couldn't help but enjoy that he assumed they'd be sharing a bed for the weekend. She hadn't thought about it, but she saw no reason not to sleep with the man that would be fucking her all weekend.

    Mariana was actually a little bit turned on by the confidence in his assumption and she was tempted to get on her knees and suck his dick again. She'd probably succeed in getting him hard and her pussy could absolutely take another pounding. She decided to wait, though. There would be plenty of time for sex and a little fun on the beach and in the ocean would be a great form of foreplay before they fucked again.

    Instead, she got out a skimpy little bikini, put it on, and made sure Diego got a good look at it before asking him to rub sunscreen into her back and ass. She noticed Matt watching from the doorway and despite his recent orgasm there was still a twinkle of lust in his eyes. It was going to be an exceptional weekend.
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    Mariana walked softly down the hallway and paused outside the door to Matt's bedroom. She gently turned the handle and stepped inside to see him sitting up in bed despite the fact that the sun hadn't come up yet.

    "Did we wake you up?" she asked.

    Matt nodded, though the smile on his face made it obvious he didn't mind in the slightest being woken by the vigorous fucking Diego had given her.

    Mariana closed the door and walked towards the bed as Matt's eyes wandered over her body and between her legs. "I'm sorry I didn't call you into the bedroom to watch," she said, though her voice was absent any real sense of regret as Matt had already watched Diego fuck her twice on their first day of vacation.

    As she neared the edge of the bed, Matt reached out and ran his fingers over her outer thigh and towards her hip. He grabbed a firm handful of her ass and pulled Mariana closer with his eyes fixed on her pussy, the pussy that Diego had just fucked and filled with cum.

    "Did he cum inside you?" Matt asked.

    "Of course he did," she replied with a smile while reliving the moment where Diego buried his cock in her from behind and filled their room with grunts and groans of pleasure. It had put a deeply satisfied smile on Mariana's face in the moment and it had the same effect as she stood there in front of her husband. "I don't think either of us can resist the pleasure of him cumming inside me. As you saw last night, we both love it so much...and I think you love it too, don't you?"

    Matt ran his fingers over her ass and nodded as he looked up at Mariana. He seemed unwilling to come out and say that he loved it, to admit that it turned him on to know that another man was cumming in his wife's pussy, but she didn't need him to say it. He'd proved how much he'd loved it by eagerly devouring Diego's load from her cunt.

    "Do you want it, Matt?" she asked. "Do you want it again? Do you want to clean me?"

    He nodded again, this time with greater vigor, betraying his eagerness.

    Mariana leaned over until her lips hovered just above Matt's, smiled, and asked, "Do you want to clean the pussy that Diego satisfied? That he fucked hard and fast until I was quivering with orgasmic pleasure? That he made cum twice before filling me with his thick, beautiful seed?"

    "Yes," Matt answered. "I want to clean your pussy, Mariana."

    She ran her fingers under the sheets, over his stomach, and between Matt's legs, where she found his stiff cock. Mariana smiled, worked her hand into his underwear, and wrapped her fingers around his stiff shaft.

    "Did you get hard listening to him fuck me?" she whispered.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Did you fantasize about cleaning me?" Mariana asked. "Could you taste him on your tongue from last night? Did you fantasize about crawling between my legs, putting your tongue in my wet pussy, and licking up another man's hot load?"

    Matt closed his eyes and moaned as she felt his dick throb in her hand. "Fuck...yes, Mariana, I did. God, I did. I thought about cleaning your pussy, about cleaning his cum out of you."

    "Get on your back," she instructed.

    Matt looked up at her, stared for a moment as if he found her instruction confusing, and then smiled before tossing his pillow aside and lying flat on his back.

    "I'm going to sit on your face," Mariana said as she crawled into the bed and sat across her husband's chest. "I'm going to feed you my messy pussy, Matt. I'm going to sit on your eager face and feed you my messy pussy and the cum that Diego's big cock left deep inside me."

    Matt stared up at her as Mariana slowly dragged her hips forward until her slick pussy rested above his face. She held his gaze and lowered her hips. Matt's tongue pushed inside her and she moaned the moment she felt him probing for another man's cum. Though there wasn't much in the way of direct stimulation, Mariana felt a surprisingly intense kind of arousal at the notion that her husband was eagerly eating Diego's load out of her. It was a pure, animalistic kind of reaction and she was more than happy to surrender to it, to let that pleasure flow through her in the most intoxicating manner.

    "Eat his cum out of me, Matt," she said. "Eat Diego's hot cum out of my pussy."

    Matt moaned and ran his hands up her body to grasp her perky breasts. She placed her hands over them as he played with her sensitive flesh and she couldn't help but ride his face a little, moving her hips back and forth, eliciting yet another moan as he dined on the sticky fluid inside her.

    "Diego fucked me so good with his big cock," she said as the beginnings of an orgasm grew between her legs. "He woke me up by playing with my pussy and I happily got between his legs and sucked on his beautiful, perfect dick. I got him nice and hard and then I got on top, Matt. I'm riding your face right now, but it was his cock that I rode, his cock that my pussy craved, that my pussy was utterly soaked for."

    Matt squeezed her breasts a little harder and Mariana moaned. His touch felt good, but it also reminded her of the feeling of Diego's strong hands on her breasts when she'd ridden him.

    "He reaches places inside me that your cock has never gone, Matt," she said, eliciting a moan from her husband. Mariana smiled. "You like that, don't you? You like that his dick is bigger than yours, that it feels better when he's inside me, that my pussy gets drenched at the mere thought of having Diego's perfect cock deep in me."

    Matt moaned again, for that was all he could do as she smothered his mouth with her messy cunt while his tongue pushed deep between the folds of her labia in search of another man's cum.

    "Fuck...this is how it should be, Matt. Diego fucks me. He makes me cum. He makes me cum harder than you can...and then you feed on his load. You feed on my freshly-fucked and satisfied pussy because that's your place. That's what you deserve."

    Mariana knew she was getting carried away, that she was saying things that might have been a little too harsh, but it felt so good. And, more than anything, it felt right. It felt right because it turned her on, and based on the way Matt was moaning, it turned him on too.

    "Fuck...Matt...make me cum," she said. "Clean his load out of me and make me cum!"

    Matt did just that as Mariana continued to ride his face with slow, sensual hip movements. She rubbed her clit over his lips and tongue and soon enough a body-shaking orgasm washed over her. Mariana felt the rest of Diego's cum drip out of her and Matt moaned as he received one final mouthful of another man's thick load from his wife's slick pussy.

    After her climax, Mariana slid down Matt's bare chest and stomach and moved between his legs. She removed his underwear, freeing his turgid cock and smiled at the shiny, precum-coated head.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asked.

    Matt nodded and Mariana leaned over and engulfed him in her mouth. She swallowed most of his shaft in one go - he was quite a bit smaller than Diego and it proved rather simple - and wrapped her fingers around the base. Her mouth and hand worked in concert to offer Matt the pleasure he deserved, and it wasn't long before a steady stream of beautiful moans filled the bedroom he'd be sleeping alone in for the duration of their weekend at the beach.

    "Mariana...fuck...I'm close," he announced after less than a minute of vigorous sucking and stroking on her part.

    Mariana doubled her effort and Matt's legs began to tremble. She felt great joy at the idea of making him cum while the taste of Diego's load remained on his tongue. His orgasm arrived a moment later as the head of Matt's cock swelled up in her mouth and he unleashed a series of primal grunts and groans while spilling his seed on her tongue.

    Mariana sealed her lips tightly around his shaft and caught every drop of her husband's load. His orgasm lasted for a remarkably long time - a good sign, in her mind - and when it was over Mariana sat up, smiled with her lips closed tightly, and swallowed.

    "Thank you," Matt said without hesitation. "Mariana...that was incredible. Thank you."

    She crawled forward, smiled down at him, and pressed her lips against his for a long, passionate, cum-flavored kiss that left her pussy tingling with just a hint of desire. "You're welcome," she replied. "Now see if you can get a little more sleep."

    Mariana got out of bed, tossed Matt his underwear, and headed for the door.

    "Oh, and if you wanted to be a wonderful husband you might head out early and pick up breakfast sandwiches and coffee from that place we saw on the way in," she said.

    "Of course," Matt replied. "I'll do that. I'd be happy to do that."

    Mariana blew him a kiss and left the room. She was turned on enough that she contemplated trying to get Diego to fuck her again before they drifted off to sleep once more.

    He was sitting up with his phone in his hand as she stepped into the bedroom. "Feel like fucking me again?" she asked.

    Diego pulled back the sheets to show that his dick was already half hard. "If I'm being honest, I got a little turned on thinking about what you were doing with your husband."

    Mariana approached the bed and crawled between Diego's legs. "You mean sitting on his face and feeding him your cum while telling him that you fuck me better than he does?"

    Diego smiled but before he could say a word Mariana took his cock in her mouth. Her lips stretched far wider than they had while she'd sucked Matt off and it was far more difficult to take every inch of her lover's cock. That turned Mariana on, though. Her pussy tingled with desire as she experienced the immense difference in size between her husband and her lover and she couldn't wait to have him inside her again.

    Mariana was a lucky woman. She was about to get fucked for the fourth time in a little more than twelve hours and it was just the start of what she was quite certain would end up being one of the best weekends of her life.

    
      
    

    "You’re amazing, Mariana," Diego said as Mariana lifted her pussy from his cock and collapsed into the bed next to him. “Amazing.”

    She smiled brightly. She liked that Diego thought she was amazing, in part because the feeling was mutual. He was amazing too.

    “I’m starving, though. Are you starving?”

    His hunger made perfect sense given that he'd just fucked her for the fifth time since they'd arrived at the beach house, and he'd worked particularly hard during their latest encounter, giving Mariana a trio of intense orgasms before unloading in her pussy.

    She rested her hand on his chest, kissed his arm a handful of times, and said, "Matt should have breakfast waiting for us."

    "Really?" Diego asked.

    "I asked him to pick up sandwiches and coffee from a place we saw on the drive in. Specifically, I told him that was something a wonderful husband would do, and Matt quite clearly wants to be a wonderful husband this weekend, so I'm sure he'll have done it," she clarified.

    Diego stared up at the ceiling and smiled for a few seconds before saying, "And do you think he'll have a sandwich, or would he prefer the treat that I just left inside you for breakfast?"

    "I'll certainly offer him my pussy," she said. "Maybe it would be fun if I offered it to him at the table?"

    Diego rolled onto his side, ran his fingers through her hair, and leaned in to kiss Mariana. His lips lingered against hers as their tongues indulged in a gentle dance and she was amazed to feel her arousal stirring once more. No more than a few minutes had passed since her last orgasm and already she was eager for another.

    "I've never fucked anyone like you, Mariana," Diego said. "Never in my life. The sex has never been as good as it is with you."

    "I feel the same way," she replied.

    They kissed again and Mariana was tempted to reach between his legs to try and bring life to Diego's spent cock. Matt deserved to watch if they were going to fuck again, though, and she was hungry, too, so the sex could wait.

    "Let's get breakfast," she said.

    Mariana stole one more kiss and then rolled out of bed, put on a pair of panties she knew Matt would like, and grabbed the satin robe she'd bought specifically so she could walk around the beach house an entice both of the men in her life.

    Diego was a little slower getting out of bed so Mariana made her way to the kitchen. Matt had already set up a trio of plates with a tightly-wrapped breakfast sandwich resting on each alongside a serving of fruit. Three cups of coffee sat on the table, too, and the display put a smile on her face. Matt had put in the effort to be a wonderful husband.

    "Good morning," she said. "Did you just get back?"

    Matt nodded. "A few minutes ago. Just in time to hear you both orgasm, I do believe."

    There was a hint of jealousy on his face, but that made perfect sense. He'd walked into the house to the sound of another man fucking - and satisfying - his wife, so of course he felt a bit of jealousy.

    "I thought of you, you know," Mariana said as she approached her husband.

    A mixture of hope and curiosity danced across his face. "You did?"

    She nodded, took his hand, and placed it on her breast. The soft satin of her robe felt amazing against her skin and it must have been quite pleasing for Matt, too, as he couldn't help but smile.

    "I felt a little bad for fucking him without you there to watch," she said. "I thought about how much you enjoyed watching us yesterday, how much it excited you to see Diego's cock sliding in and out of my wet pussy, how much you enjoyed watching the first time we met him in the hotel, how hard it makes your dick to see someone else satisfy your wife."

    Mariana could see the arousal in his eyes, but even if it hadn't been there she would have noticed the sudden appearance of a bulge in his shorts.

    "I couldn't resist him, Matt," she said. "As it turns out, there's something about sleeping in the same bed with him that turns me on." She ran her fingers down his chest and caressed Matt's cock through his shorts. "This morning, I woke up with his strong arm wrapped around me and his cock pressed into my ass. It felt so good, so right, that I immediately surrendered to the desire I felt. I had to have him. I had to feel his cock in my hand...I had to take it in my mouth...I had to take him in my pussy."

    "I know," Matt said as his dick seemed to get harder. "It...I like that you want him so badly...I...I love it, Mariana. I do. It turns me on that you're so into him, that he fucks you so good, that he makes you cum so hard."

    Mariana smiled. "The orgasm you heard wasn't the first one he gave me. That was the third time he made me cum this morning, Matt. The third time his perfect cock made me cum. That's how good he fucks me. That's how good he makes me feel. It's the best sex I've ever had, Matt, and he feels the same about me."

    Matt reached out and untied her robe. He ran his fingers over her stomach and between Mariana's legs, where he pressed them tightly against her delicate panties. She watched his body tremble for a moment as he no doubt felt the wetness of another man's cum leaking out of her.

    Without saying a word, Matt sank to his knees in front of Mariana. She smiled and put a hand on the back of his head as he leaned closer, pulled her panties down, and slipped his tongue into her pussy.

    "Fuck," Mariana said as she leaned against the table. "Mmm, Matt, baby, eat my pussy. Eat my messy pussy."

    Matt closed his eyes and moaned as he devoured the mess between Mariana's legs. His tongue did wondrous things for her clit, too, as he quickly found a steady rhythm and offered the kind of pleasure that would quickly result in an orgasm.

    "Does that feel good?"

    Mariana turned her head to see Diego step into the kitchen wearing a swimsuit. The sight of his bare, muscular chest sent a surge of arousal through her body and the moment he was close enough she pulled his lips to hers for a deeply passionate kiss. As their tongues entwined, Mariana grabbed a handful of Matt's hair and pulled him a little deeper between her legs.

    She moaned into Diego's mouth as she enjoyed both the men in her life at the same time in what proved to be a truly thrilling moment that put her on the brink of an orgasm.

    Mariana moaned louder as Diego played with her breasts while kissing her with a kind of passion that made her pussy gush around Matt's tongue.

    Then she came. She leaned so hard into the table that it slid a few inches across the floor. Her legs trembled and her toes curled as she pulled on Matt's hair in what was almost certainly a painful manner. He didn't stop licking, though. His tongue worked her clit right through her orgasm and Diego did the same with her nipples, ensuring a world class orgasm for her and what she hoped was a good cleaning experience for Matt.

    "Thank you both," Mariana said with a smile as she came down from her orgasm. "That was...that was really something else."

    "Four orgasms before noon," Diego noted. "That's pretty impressive."

    She patted the front of his swimsuit and took note of the half hard bulge she found there. "Maybe I can get to double digits before the day is over."

    "I'm certainly willing to try," he replied.

    Mariana looked down at Matt and saw eagerness in his eyes. He was willing to try, too, which meant there were at least six more orgasms in her near future. It was going to be a hell of a day.
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    Mariana couldn't have wiped the smile off her face if she tried. After a truly perfect weekend surrendering to her desire - her need, really - for Diego's cock, Mariana was as happy as she'd ever been.

    A certain sense of sadness was bound to settle over her at some point - the weekend was over and she and Matt were driving home - but Diego's cum was leaking out of her pussy after the quickie they'd shared right before leaving and her body was still buzzing from the orgasm she'd had while bent over and taking his cock from behind.

    "Thank you for convincing me to fuck him one more time," Mariana said as she stared out at the ocean. Diego had already fucked her once that morning, but Matt had suggested they indulge in another round while he loaded their bags into the cars. She'd been prepared to leave without indulging in Diego's cock again, but the moment she saw a smile on his face she'd dropped to her knees, freed his beautiful dick, and taken him in her eager mouth.

    "Oh, I wouldn't say I had to do much convincing," Matt replied with a smile.

    Mariana laughed. "I suppose that's true, isn't it?" She thought of deepthroating Diego's cock from her knees, of how he'd gotten hard as a rock in almost no time. She smiled at how quickly the arousal had flooded her body, how she'd gone from content to desperate for a good fucking in a matter of moments while blowing her pen pal.

    "I thought maybe you'd be kissing after my first trip to the car, but you were already on your knees and he was already in your throat. It was really quite remarkable," Matt noted.

    Mariana reached over and caressed his thigh. She saw Matt smile - while keeping his eyes on the road - and she let her fingers drift under his shorts and towards his crotch. She couldn't get all the way to his cock, but she loved that a little bit of touching was all it took make a bulge appear between his legs.

    "I was a bit of a slut for him this weekend, wasn't I?" she asked softly.

    Matt didn't answer - he was probably wary of using a word like that to describe her - but it was true. Mariana had offered Diego everything he wanted that weekend. She'd let him take her whenever and wherever he wanted and she'd found it enthralling each and every time. He'd fucked her so often - and with such skill - that she'd lost count of the orgasms she'd had and the loads of Diego's cum she'd taken in her pussy and mouth.

    "You were a bit of a slut too, weren't you?" she asked.

    Matt looked a embarrassed, but only a little. After all, he'd absolutely been a slut, just of a different variety, as he'd gleefully pushed his tongue into Mariana's pussy each and every time she'd taken a load from Diego. He'd even kissed her after she'd sucked Diego off, happily swapping her pen pal's cum while Mariana jerked him off.

    "You did enjoy yourself this weekend, didn't you?" Mariana asked.

    "I did," Matt admitted with a vigorous nod. "I really did."

    Mariana's phone dinged and she pulled it from her purse.

    "Is that Diego?" Matt asked with what sounded like a touch of hope in his voice.

    She smiled. "It is."

    The text from her pen pal put a smile on Mariana’s face. "Sitting at a red light on my way to the airport. Despite having fucked you a dizzying number of times this weekend, I find myself wanting you again. Just the thought of your lips around my cock is enough to turn me on, to drive me wild with desire. Then I start thinking about fucking you, Mariana, about how perfect your pussy feels, about how much better sex with you is than it's ever been with another woman. I'll never forget this weekend, and I can't wait to do it again."

    "What's he saying?" Matt asked.

    Mariana smiled and reached over to caress her husband's cock as he drove. She loved that he was still hard, that he'd had almost as much fun over the weekend as her and Diego.

    "He's saying that my pussy is perfect, that sex with me is better than it's been with any other woman he's ever been with," she answered.

    "And what are you going to tell him?" Matt asked.

    Mariana saw the excitement on her husband's face. He knew the answer to his question. That's why he was excited. "I'm going to tell him that I feel the same way, that he fucks me far better than any man ever has, that when his cock is inside me I cum so much harder than I have with any man I've ever been with." She massaged Matt's cock with great vigor before kissing his neck and adding, "I'm going to tell him that he fucks me better than my husband. Much better than my husband."

    She kissed his neck again and looked down to see a little precum stain in his shorts. His cock was leaking from excitement and Mariana was suddenly determined to ensure that Matt enjoyed an exceptionally good orgasm on the drive home.

    First, though, she sent Diego a text saying almost exactly what she'd said to Matt. It had the benefit of being the absolute truth, too. Diego really did fuck her better than Matt ever had. He fucked her better than any man ever had. Mariana wasn't even entirely sure why that was the case, she just knew that it was true.

    "Maybe you can come visit me some time," Diego replied a few minutes later.

    Mariana smiled. "By myself?" she texted.

    "I'd love to have you to myself for a few days," he answered. "I know that's selfish, though. Perhaps you could come a few days early. I could take you out on the town, show you a good time. Or, we could spend the entire time in bed as I ravage your body in any way I desire."

    An inadvertent moan escaped Mariana's lips as she thought about spending time alone with Diego. There was something appealing about it, just as there'd been something so appealing - and arousing - about sleeping in the same bed with Diego as Matt slept in the guest room. It was just so hot to wake up in his arms, to feel his body pressed against his and the stiffness of his cock against her ass as they worked their way towards a bout of vigorous morning sex.

    Mariana was still lost in her fantasy when Matt reached over and ran his fingers up her inner thigh and under her sundress. She slid her hips forward and he pressed his fingers against her panties, rubbing in slow circles and making her clit tingle with pleasure.

    "What did he say to make you moan?" Matt asked.

    She moaned again, this time because her husband was rubbing her pussy, which happened to be remarkably wet thanks to another man's cum slowly leaking out of her.

    "He said he wants me to visit him," Mariana answered.

    Matt worked his fingers into her panties and found Mariana's clit. He rubbed it in slow circles while keeping his eyes on the road.

    "Alone," she said.

    Mariana heard what sounded like a stifled moan from her husband. She turned to see what seemed like pleasure on his face. She would have leaned over to stroke his cock - and encourage that sense of pleasure - but Matt's fingers felt so good that Mariana didn't want to move at all.

    "You mean...without me?" Matt asked.

    She moaned at the thought of being alone with Diego, of playing the part of his girlfriend for a few days. The more she sat with that thought the hotter it sounded. "He said you can come later...but yes, he wants me all to himself for a few days, Matt. He wants your wife all to himself. He wants to take me out, to show me the town, to take me on dates, to treat me like his girlfriend."

    Diego hadn't said that last part, but Mariana found it hugely appealing and she wanted to see if Matt felt the same way. He responded by plunging his fingers into her pussy and then vigorously rubbing her clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

    "Is that what you want?" Matt asked.

    "To be Diego's girlfriend for a few days?" she replied.

    "Yes."

    Mariana moaned. "Yes, I want that. I know that maybe I shouldn't, and I know that you're my husband and I love you madly, Matt, but yes, I want that. I want to be Diego's girlfriend for a few days. I want him to take me out, to romance me, to ravage my body as often as he wants. I want to give myself completely to him for a weekend and experience just how thrilling that would be."

    Matt pulled his fingers from her panties and for a moment Mariana panicked at the idea that she'd upset him. Then she turned and watched as he sucked his fingers clean. He filled the car with lusty moans while the taste of Diego's cum no doubt danced on his tongue.

    "Does that taste good?" she asked.

    "Yes," Matt admitted.

    Mariana shoved her hand into her panties and fingered herself vigorously. She pulled her fingers free, leaned over, and pressed them between her husband's lips. Matt kept his eyes on the road - they were still on the freeway and he needed to be safe, after all - and she leaned just a little closer to kiss his neck while he sucked another man's cum off her fingers.

    "Would you miss me, Matt?" she whispered. "Would you miss your wife while she was spending the weekend as another man's girlfriend and sexual plaything?"

    He nodded.

    "Would you miss the opportunity to clean my cum-filled pussy?" she asked softly. "Would you miss getting to push your tongue deep into my slippery, messy cunt after Diego had fucked me to a screaming orgasm and pumped another massive, thick load inside me?"

    He nodded again and Mariana got a little too aggressive and pushed her fingers so far into his throat that he gagged.

    "Sorry," she said.

    "I want more," Matt replied without hesitation.

    Mariana moved to put her fingers back in her pussy and she saw a sign for a commuter parking lot at the next exit. "Get off the freeway. Go to that parking lot."

    Matt did as instructed and found a space in the far back corner of the lot. He turned the car off and Mariana crawled into the backseat, pulled her dress up around her waist, and yanked her panties off.

    "Get back here. Get your face between my legs. Come clean my pussy, Matt," she said. "Oh, and hand me my phone."

    Matt grabbed her phone and passed it back before joining Mariana in the backseat. He got into place between her legs and put his tongue to work. She moaned as the sound of his feverish licking filled their car and opened her message with Diego.

    "Matt's eating my pussy right now," she texted. "He got so turned on at the idea of me spending a little time alone - and being your girlfriend for the weekend, as I described it - that I told him to get off the highway so he could clean your cum out of me. He couldn't do it fast enough. Now he's tonguing my slippery hole and licking up yet another of your loads."

    "You're a lucky woman," Diego replied. "You get all the cock you can handle and a husband who's more than happy to devour your pussy after another man has seeded it over and over. I only wish I was there to fill you right up again after Matt was finished. I like knowing that he wants you to come see me, though. Is that what you want?"

    "Yes," Mariana texted.

    "I like the sound of you being my girlfriend for the weekend, by the way," he added. "I really like that, in fact. Matt's really okay with that?"

    Matt was vigorously eating her pussy and filling the car with a mixture of moans and the sounds of slippery licking. He was absolutely okay with that.

    "I think he's much more than okay with it," she replied. "I'm not sure he's ever devoured my pussy like he's doing right now, and his dick was hard as a rock as I fed him your cum on my fingers just a few minutes ago."

    "Then I guess we should start planning your visit," Diego texted. "Just thinking about it makes it a lot easier to leave you, Mariana. I don't even care if I have to wait a few months to see you again. All that matters is that it's going to happen at some point."

    "I feel the same way," she replied.

    Mariana set her phone on the floor and looked down at Matt. His eyes were alive with lust as he met her gaze and she felt a deep need to have him inside her.

    "Matt, I want you to fuck me," she said.

    He deserved to enjoy her pussy. He'd been so good all weekend and the fact that he'd even been willing to let her go - and to accompany her - was, in some ways, a miracle. He deserved to have her pussy, to fuck her with wild abandon, and to cum inside her.

    Matt sat back on his knees and did his best to strip out of his shorts in the confined space of the backseat. When he'd done so - after a great deal of effort - he crawled forward and Mariana reached down to guide his cock inside her.

    They kissed as she grabbed his ass and held it tight, silently urging him to be still, to enjoy the heat and wetness of her pussy before fucking her as he no doubt wanted to do.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    "It's so much better than good," Matt answered with a blissful smile. "Were you texting with Diego?"

    She nodded. "I told him you were excited about letting me visit him alone, about letting me play the part of his girlfriend for a weekend."

    Matt groaned and pulled out before slowly thrusting his cock inside her.

    "I wasn't wrong, was I?" she asked. "You want me to visit my pen pal, don't you? You want me to play the part of his girlfriend for a few days, don't you? You want me to put on a pretty dress with lingerie underneath and go on a date with Diego, don't you?"

    It seemed to pain him a little to admit it, and yet Matt wore a look of pure lust on his face. It felt like his body was trembling, too, like the sexual energy was building up inside him as Mariana held his ass tight and refused to let him truly fuck her.

    "Yes, I want that," he finally answered. "Fuck...yes, Mariana, I want that."

    She released his ass and he fucked her. He managed to restrain himself, though, and resist the urge to indulge in the kind of furiously fast pounding that would no doubt result in a quick orgasm spilling from his cock.

    "I'll have to go dress shopping to find something sexy to wear for my boyfriend," she said.

    Matt moaned and fucked her a little harder.

    "I'll want to buy new lingerie, too. I want to look incredible for him, after all. That's what a good girlfriend does, right? Especially when her boyfriend fucks her better than any man ever has," she added.

    Matt closed his eyes and groaned as if his pleasure had deepened, a notion that put a smile on Mariana's face.

    "You could come with me," she said. "Would you like that, Matt? Would you like to take me shopping so I could buy a sexy dress and a naughty little lingerie set to wear for my boyfriend?"

    Matt buried his cock inside her and filled the car with the wildest, loudest, most beautiful moans she'd ever heard. He collapsed on top of her as his body trembled from what must have been a remarkably intense orgasm.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    Matt laughed in a joyful manner. "Good doesn't begin to describe it."

    She kissed his neck and ran her fingers through his hair and down his back. "It's okay, by the way, if that was all just heat of the moment stuff. If you're uncomfortable with me seeing Diego alone, we can go together."

    Matt lifted his head, softly kissed her lips, and said, "It makes me a little nervous, if I'm being perfectly honest, but it would probably be weird if it didn't. I want you to go, though. Maybe not in the next few weeks, but I want you to go."

    Mariana wrapped her legs around him and they shared another, far deeper kiss. She vowed to remember the gift Matt had given her in that moment and to give him the gift of a great deal of pleasure for the next few weeks or months before she visited Diego. He deserved that for making it possible for her to indulge in the thrill of fucking the man she couldn't stop thinking of as her boyfriend.

    "I love you, Matt," she said.

    "I love you too, Mariana. I love you madly," he replied.

    She caressed his face, kissed him softly, and said, "I feel the same way."
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    "How about I make dinner?" Diego asked as he rolled out of bed and pulled on his underwear.

    Mariana smiled. Her body was buzzing with pleasure - and with good reason, given that Diego's cock had just fucked her to two mind-bending orgasms - and she could barely think straight as she came down from her climaxes. She was hungry, though. An afternoon of passion will always build hunger.

    "I'd love that," she replied. "Is it okay if I send Matt an email while you're cooking?"

    Diego smiled, pulled on a t-shirt, and leaned over to give her a kiss. "Of course. Take your time. I'm sure he'll appreciate every detail."

    He walked away and Mariana leaned over, grabbed her laptop from the nightstand - she'd brought it to do a little work during her week with her lover and to message Matt - and her fingers hovered over the keyboard as she thought of how to best thrill her husband.

    My Dearest Matt,

    I'm in Diego's bed. My laptop is resting across my thighs, which are still trembling a little from the orgasm he just gave me (it was two orgasms, actually). His cum is leaking out of my pussy and into my panties. Another man's cum is leaking out of your wife's pussy, Matt, and it's doing so in that man's bed while you're home alone.

    Does that excite you, my love? Does it turn you on to think about your wife on her back in another man's bed? Does it thrill you to think about Diego's cock moving in and out of my pussy as I wrap my legs around him and tell him how good he feels inside me? Are you masturbating right now, Matt?

    I hope you enjoyed the message I sent you last night. I hope it turned you on to read about how I sucked Diego's cock on the drive home from the airport and how his cock was inside me almost as soon as we stepped into the house.

    I should tell you about this morning. I woke up in Diego's arms. I woke up to the feel of his cock pressing into my ass. It was like when we were at the beach with him, only this time you weren't sleeping in the next bedroom over. This time, you were a few thousand miles away. This time it was just me and Diego in his bed.

    I hope it doesn't bother you too much to hear that I didn't think of you when I woke up in his arms. I hope it's okay that I'm acting like Diego's girlfriend on this trip, like the two of us are in a relationship.

    This morning, I woke up with a smile on my face as I woke up in my boyfriend's arms. I felt my boyfriend's cock pressing into my ass. I felt a desire to have my boyfriend's cock inside me. I reached back to stroke him and that desire quickly transformed into a need, Matt. I needed to have my boyfriend's cock inside me.

    Thankfully, Diego was awake. He kissed my neck and worked his underwear down, freeing his cock. I did the same with my panties. I turned my head and our lips met for a deep kiss as I guided him inside me. We spooned and we fucked, Matt. My strong, sexy, handsome, well-hung boyfriend fucked me in his bed this morning. He fucked me with slow, deep thrusts. He played with my tits and caressed my ass and thighs. He rubbed my clit. He kissed me anywhere his lips could find as we both slowly pursued our pleasure while connecting in the way a couple does when they wake up with a deep need to satisfy each other.

    I haven't had sex like that with Diego. Not until this morning, at least. It was so beautiful, Matt. I felt so connected to him. I felt like I never wanted his cock to leave my pussy, like I wanted to maintain that connection for as long as possible.

    So he stayed inside me until he went soft. He stayed in my pussy and we talked. We planned our day. We connected with each other while his cum slowly leaked out of me. I felt like his girlfriend. He felt like my boyfriend.

    We showered together after that. I cleaned his body and he cleaned mine. His cock got hard again and I absolutely would have let him have me, but he said we had all week to have each other, to enjoy each other, to indulge in our intense desire for the pleasures of sex.

    We went out for breakfast like a couple. We sat next to each other at the restaurant. He held my hand and caressed my legs under the table. We kissed and touched and laughed and told each other stories from our lives.

    After breakfast, Diego took me shopping. He bought me a few new dresses to wear for him for the week. I told him I'd brought plenty of clothes that I knew he'd love to see on me, but he wanted to buy something new. He wanted me to wear something from him. He wanted me to wear something you'd never seen, Matt, something that was just for him. I made sure the dresses were sexy. Really sexy. I know you'd probably love to see a picture, but I've decided you don't get to see them. They're for Diego only.

    I hope you're okay with this, Matt. I think you are. I think you're reading this message and getting turned on. I think you might even be masturbating. After all, you really seemed to enjoy the idea of your wife being another man's girlfriend for a week, at least based on the orgasm you had while we talked about it.

    I have to confess that I like it even more than I thought I would. I like that I came alone, too. I like that it's just me and Diego, that I can really play the part of his girlfriend. It's not that I minded having you with us at the beach, but I like getting to do it this way, too. I really like that I'm in Diego's home, too. He's so comfortable here. I like that I'm just sort of sliding into his regular life.

    Speaking of which, Diego wants to introduce me to his friends. One of them is having a party and Diego wants to bring me and introduce me as his girlfriend. I really want to go, Matt, but it would mean taking off my wedding ring. Would you be okay with that? Would you be okay with me taking off my wedding ring and going to a party as Diego's girlfriend?

    I hope you're okay with it. Please let me know. Also, I'm going to send you a picture of my pussy. I'm wearing those sheer black panties I packed and his cum is leaking into them. I'll send you a picture so you can masturbate to it while you fantasize about being here to clean me.

    If I'm being honest, I do miss that, Matt. I miss how hungry you were at the beach, how desperate you seemed to lick Diego's cum from my freshly-fucked cunt. I miss seeing his cum on your tongue before you'd swallow it. I miss how much it turned him on to know that my husband was happily licking his load from my pussy. Don't worry, though. You'll have your chance to do that when you join us at the end of the week. Diego has a nice guest room for you to sleep in and you can lick lots of his cum out of my pussy. Or perhaps I should say out of Diego's girlfriend's pussy?

    I look forward to your reply.

    Mariana

    After sending the message to her husband, Mariana grabbed her phone and captured a few pictures of her pussy in the sheer panties. She picked the best one and sent it off with a smile, for she knew that Matt would go wild for such a naughty image and that if her note didn't inspire him to masturbate then the picture certainly would.

    Mariana put on a shirt - and purposefully skipped putting on pants - and headed for the kitchen. She helped Diego prepare dinner and they enjoyed a long, beautiful meal - and a bottle of wine - on his deck with a beautiful view of the setting sun through the trees that lined his yard.

    Afterwards, Mariana got properly dressed and Diego took her out for ice cream. They strolled hand in hand while enjoying their cones and she couldn't help but feel that giddiness that comes in the early days of an excellent relationship. She indulged in the freedom of being a girlfriend again, of letting herself feel every bit of desire for Diego, and of putting Matt largely out of her mind so she could focus on her boyfriend.

    It wasn't until much later that night - after she and Diego had returned home and spent a great deal of time naked in his bed - that Mariana pulled out her laptop once more to check if Matt had sent another message.

    My Dearest Mariana,

    I find myself in a place I never expected I'd be. After all, what sort of man is turned on by the fact that his wife is halfway across the country playing the part of another man's girlfriend?

    I am turned on by that, though, and my desire goes deeper than knowing that you and Diego are having lots of great sex. Of course I find the sight of his cum leaking into your panties hugely arousing - thank you for the picture, by the way - but I find myself thinking about the nonsexual stuff just as much.

    I shouldn't want my wife to have a boyfriend. I shouldn't want her to spend time in her boyfriend's house, in his bed, in his arms. I shouldn't want her to find such pleasure in being alone with her boyfriend, and yet I do.

    I love that you decided that I shouldn't see the dresses Diego bought for you. It turned me on so much to read about that, and to read that you weren't going to send me pictures of you in those dresses. I actually got hard when I read that, Mariana. I thought of you wanting to do something just for him, to give him something special, and it thrilled me.

    I want you to go to the party with Diego. I want you to go and meet his friends. I want him to introduce you as his girlfriend. I want you to take off your wedding ring to do that, Mariana.

    If I'm being honest, I'm also nervous about you doing that, but not because I think it means you're going to leave me for Diego. I don't fully understand that nervousness, actually. I think it might be that I'm just a little nervous because it excites me so much. I mean, a man's not supposed to be excited about his wife fully embracing being someone else's girlfriend, about being introduced as another man's girlfriend. I certainly shouldn't be excited that you're so excited about it, but I am, Mariana. I am.

    So go to the party. Be Diego's girlfriend. Meet his friends. Talk with them. Have a great night. Make love to your boyfriend when the night is over. Welcome his cock into your pussy. Welcome his cum inside you. Connect with your boyfriend.

    Just make sure you write to tell me all about it. I masturbated to your earlier message. I read some parts of it over and over as I stroked my cock. I came looking at the picture, though. How could I not? I came thinking about crawling between your legs and cleaning your boyfriend's cum out of you.

    Fuck, it turns me on to write that. Your boyfriend's cum. Does it turn you on to think of it that way?

    I love you, Mariana. I'll be thinking of you.

    Matt

    Mariana finished reading her husband's message right as Diego walked into the room. She shut her laptop, set it aside, and smiled at him as he crawled into the bed.

    "How's Matt?" he asked.

    "Better than I expected he'd be, actually," she replied. "He's excited for me to go to the party with your friends. For me to be your girlfriend at the party."

    Mariana held up her hand and stared at the elegant diamond ring Matt had proposed with.

    "He's actually excited for me to take my ring off," she said.

    Diego ran his fingers up her thigh and traced them around her pussy before moving back down her other leg. He kissed her neck and Mariana closed her eyes and let out a soft moan.

    "And what about you?" he asked. "Are you okay with that? Because we don't have to go."

    She turned her head until his lips met hers. She caressed his face and let her tongue gently mingle with his. Diego's fingers found their way between her legs once more and he rubbed her pussy through her panties. Mariana felt electric pleasure at being touched in that manner and she marveled at Diego's ability to arouse her once more despite her having cum multiple times that day.

    "I'm more than okay with it, Diego," she confessed. "I needed Matt to be okay with it, but now that he is, I'm really looking forward to it. To be honest, I really love getting to play your girlfriend. It's like I've stepped into an entirely different life and there's something so freeing about getting to have fun with that for a week."

    "Yeah?" he asked. "You like being my girlfriend while your husband is so far away?"

    Mariana nodded.

    "Well, I like being your boyfriend. I like having a girlfriend. I like spending time alone with you, Mariana. I like how funny and charming and vivacious you are. And, of course, I love fucking you. I love how good you make me feel and how hard you make me cum," Diego said.

    Mariana pushed him onto his back and straddled her boyfriend. She leaned down, kissed his neck, and moved her hips over his crotch. She smiled as his cock got hard and marveled again, this time at just how virile he was, since it was clear Diego would love fuck her one more time before they went to bed.

    "You know, I really like making you feel good, Diego," she said softly.

    "Yeah?" he replied with a smile.

    Mariana sat up and nodded. She rested her hands on his chest and rocked her hips back and forth, generating a wealth of friction between their legs and building up the heat of desire.

    "There's just something about you, Diego. Something that makes it so thrilling to make you feel good. Something that I felt from the very first messages we exchanged, long before I'd ever met you or even seen a picture of you. There's just something about a man like you that makes me damn near desperate to make you feel good," she explained.

    "What about your husband?" Diego asked.

    Mariana smiled, held up her ring finger, and slowly slipped off her ring. She opened the nightstand drawer and popped the ring inside. "What husband?" she replied. "This week, I don't have a husband. I have a boyfriend, and that's it. This week, you're the one I want to make feel good."

    Mariana slid back between his legs and pulled off Diego's underwear. She wrapped her fingers around his thick cock, stroked him, and leaned down to take him in her mouth. The moment she heard him moan Mariana's pussy got wet. Her loins tingled in the most beautiful way and she tried to swallow every inch of his dick in the name of making him feel so spectacularly good.

    "Fuck, Mariana, that's incredible," Diego said. "The things you do with your mouth, the way you make me feel with it...fuck, you're just incredible."

    "A good girlfriend is supposed to make her man feel good with her mouth," she replied with a smile before slapping the head of his dick against her plump lips. "And I do like being a good girlfriend, Diego."

    He smiled and again she swallowed his cock. This time, though, Mariana went to work. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and moved them up and down with her mouth, sucking and stroking in unison and making it wondrously wet and sloppy. She was going to suck him off. She was going to take his load in her mouth and swallow and she was going to do it because that's what a good girlfriend did from time to time, especially when she was with a man like Diego. After all, he was the sort that could have just about any woman he wanted.

    It wasn't long before Diego started moaning like he was going to cum, a fact that thrilled Mariana. She liked that she'd turned him on so much and that her mouth was doing such wondrous things for him. She liked that she could make him cum so quickly and that it seemed like it was going to be a good orgasm for him, too.

    "Oh, fuck, Mariana, I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    She sealed her lips around his cock and flicked her tongue over the head to give him a little extra pleasure and watched with delight as his arms thrashed and his head bounced on the pillow like he was unable to control himself, she hoped due to the intensity of his climax.

    When he was finished unloading, Mariana swallowed and showered his cock in kisses before crawling next to him, resting her head on his chest, and smiling as he put his arm around her.

    Though her ring rested in the nightstand drawer, Mariana still thought of Matt and how she couldn't wait to send him another message to let him know what she'd just done.

    After all, Matt deserved pleasure, too. An entirely different kind of pleasure from the sort Diego deserved, but pleasure nonetheless, so as soon as she had the chance, she'd send her husband a naughty little note to let him know that his wife had just sucked her boyfriend's cock and swallowed his cum like a good girlfriend should.
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    There was a time in Mariana's life when she hated the taste of cum. When she detested the idea of a man cumming in her mouth, of having to swallow, or of having to find a place to spit out the load her mouth had produced.

    Mariana had changed. She no longer felt that way, at least when it came to Diego's cum. And it wasn't as if his cum tasted measurably better. It was just that Mariana found such intense satisfaction - pleasure, really - in satisfying Diego with her mouth. So much so that she looked forward to giving him blowjobs, to pleasuring him with her lips and tongue, to that look on his face as he neared his orgasm. So much so that she had to write Matt to tell him about it.

    
      My Dearest Matt,
    

    
      I just gave Diego a blowjob. I can still taste him. I can still taste his slightly sweet, salty cum on my tongue.
    

    
      I wish you were here. I wish I could kiss you. I wish I could share his taste with you. I wish I could offer you my tongue and listen to you moan as you take it in your mouth and taste him. I wish I could feel how hard you were for me as you kissed me.
    

    
      I miss you. I like that I miss you despite being with my boyfriend. It is nice to spend time alone with Diego, but it would be nice to have you here, too. I would be nice to be able to kiss you after I suck his cock or to sit on your face after he cums inside me.
    

    
      I met Diego's friends last night. My wedding ring was on his nightstand when we left. It was strange to leave it behind. It was like I was leaving behind a part of me. The part of me that's married to you. It was like I was stepping out of the role of wife for a few hours. I hope it's not horrible of me to say that I enjoyed it. That I found it a little bit thrilling.
    

    
      Diego introduced me as his girlfriend. He put his arm around me. He held me close. He was so proud, Matt. He really was. He likes that I'm his girlfriend. He likes showing me off. He liked introducing me to his friends. He liked that I got to meet the important people in his life.
    

    
      I liked it too. I liked spending that time as his girlfriend. I liked getting to know his friends and getting to know more about my boyfriend as a result. I liked that they all seemed happy that he finally had a girlfriend he really, really liked.
    

    
      You know what else? They'd all heard about me, Matt. He'd told them about me. About how much he likes me. About how we met online. He obviously didn't mention that I'm married and that my husband has licked countless loads of Diego's cum out of my pussy. That part is just for him and me to know about...and to get excited about.
    

    
      Afterwards we strolled hand-in-hand through the town center. We got some ice cream. We ate it on a table out on the sidewalk. We shared cold, sweet kisses. We shared each other's ice creams, too.
    

    
      It was a genuinely beautiful and - at times, at least - romantic night. There was something about the romance that had me turned on. Something about being his girlfriend that excited me. That made me tingle in a way I really like.
    

    
      That's why I was all over him when we got back to the parking lot. Why I kissed him after he opened the passenger door for me. Why I pulled his body close to mine and lured his tongue into my mouth. Why I reached down and stroked his cock through his pants as we kissed.
    

    
      I went down on him in the parking lot. That's not something I do. I did it, though. I was so turned on, Matt. I squatted in front of him, unzipped his pants, and took him in my mouth.
    

    
      I played with my pussy as I blew him. I sucked and stroked his cock and I fingered my wet pussy. I was so...so naughty...so slutty. I couldn't believe it. It was such a turn on, though. I got so wet doing it. I got so excited to make my boyfriend feel good like that. To be the kind of girlfriend that showers him with affection after a fun and romantic night out.
    

    
      I would have made him cum in my mouth, but Diego wanted to fuck me. He wanted to be inside me. So we got in the backseat. I straddled him. I pulled my panties aside. I took him inside me. I rode my boyfriend's big cock, Matt.
    

    
      I rode him until we both came. I rode him until he flooded my pussy with his load while my body trembled with pleasure. I rode him like a good girlfriend and I made him feel good until my toes curled in pleasure.
    

    
      It was incredible sex, baby. My only regret is that you weren't there to watch and clean me up afterwards. That would have been fun, but then maybe the sex wouldn't have been as good. Who knows?
    

    
      I do like that I'll be home soon, though. I can't wait to see you again. I can't wait to tell you everything in person. I can't wait to feel your stiff dick in my hand again. I can't wait to give you pleasure while I share every dirty detail I haven't been able to share in these messages.
    

    
      Until I see you again, Matt, know that I love you and that I'm thinking about you.
    

    
      Mariana
    

    She smiled, sent the message, and shut her laptop.

    Mariana set the laptop aside, lifted the bottom of her dress, and reached between her legs. She pressed her fingers against her panties and felt the warmth and wetness that had soaked through the thin cotton.

    She closed her eyes and moved her fingers in slow circles over her pussy. A smile spread across Mariana's face as pleasure spread from between her legs, leaving arousal in its wake.

    "Can I help with that?"

    Mariana's eyes shot open and she saw Diego smiling. His hair was still wet and he wore a towel around his waist. She hadn't heard the shower turn off. She'd been far too consumed with recounting their lusty encounters for her husband.

    "I don't know, can you?" she asked.

    Diego approached, dropped to his knees in front of the couch, and pulled Mariana's panties off. He smiled, ran his fingers up her thighs, and then leaned in and put his tongue to work.

    Mariana felt a burst of pleasure and put a hand on the back of his head. She pushed the straps of her dress from her shoulders and grasped one of her breasts, her fingers kneading the flesh in a deeply pleasurable manner before she gently grasped her nipple and pulled.

    "Oh, fuck," she whispered. "That feels so good."

    Diego slipped two fingers inside Mariana's wet pussy and probed until he found her g-spot, adding a little extra pleasure to the work his tongue was doing. She looked down and found him staring up at her with glee in his eyes as he worked to give her an orgasm.

    His tongue and fingers would have provided quite the thrilling climax, but Mariana wanted Diego's cock. She'd be leaving soon and she didn't want to pass up an opportunity to have him inside her.

    "Will you fuck me?" she asked.

    He smiled, stood, and dropped the towel, revealing his thick, throbbing, rock hard cock. He'd cum in her mouth no more than thirty minutes ago and already he was eager to cum again, a notion that thrilled Mariana and filled her with confidence.

    Mariana moved to lie on the couch and spread her legs. Diego got on top and rubbed the head of his dick over her plump pussy lips. She groaned as he pushed inside her, slowly filling her needy pussy with every thick inch of his glorious cock.

    "Did you tell Matt about last night?" Diego asked.

    Mariana smiled. Diego thoroughly enjoyed that she was a married woman taking a break from her marriage to spend time with him. He loved that she had a husband at home that got off on hearing about her naughty adventures. Mariana loved that too.

    "I did," she said. "He's probably reading about it right now. He's probably stroking his cock as he thinks about me blowing you in the parking lot. He's probably going to cum while he reads about me riding your perfect dick in the backseat. He's probably going to blow his load the moment he reads about you cumming inside me, about you flooding his wife's pussy with your thick load."

    Diego pulled out and slowly filled her pussy once more. Mariana groaned at the sheer pleasure of having him inside her and noted that talking about Matt had seemingly drawn more blood to her pussy, making Diego's dick feel even better as he fucked her slowly.

    "I do like cumming in his wife's pussy," he said.

    Mariana wrapped her legs around him and kissed her boyfriend. "It's your pussy this week," she whispered. "It's your pussy to fuck. To fill. To flood with your cum. It's your pussy to do whatever you want with."

    That unleashed him. Diego fucked her hard. He fucked Mariana like she craved. He fucked her like her husband could never really manage to fuck her. Every thrust brought with it a blissful explosion of pleasure that quickly spread throughout her body, luring her into a state of sexual bliss that only Diego seemed to be able to provide.

    "Oh, fuck, Diego, you fuck me so good," she said.

    "Yeah? Are you going to miss me after you leave?"

    She nodded and grabbed his ass, urging him to fuck her harder. "Like you wouldn't believe. I love Matt, but he can't fuck me like you do. He can't make me cum like you do."

    Diego somehow fucked her harder. His cock seemed to go deeper, too, and Mariana felt her toes curl as her orgasm approached.

    "Fuck me hard, Diego. Fuck me hard and cum in my pussy. Cum in my married pussy. Cum in my pussy and I'll send my husband a picture of it. I'll send him a picture of my boyfriend's load leaking out of me."

    Diego liked that. He fucked her hard and fast and Mariana rested right on the edge of climax until she saw the look of bliss on his face. She unleashed her orgasm the moment he buried his cock inside her and came.

    "Oh, fuck!" she screamed.

    Pleasure ripped through her body, emanating from her clit and quickly spreading outwards. Her toes and fingers tingled. She got a little lightheaded. Her breathing was heavy and ragged in the most satisfying way. It was yet another utterly perfect orgasm from the man she now thought of as her boyfriend.

    "God damn that was good," Diego said as he collapsed on top of her.

    Mariana smiled, wrapped her legs around him, and ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his neck. "Yes, it was," she said. "It's good every time you fuck me. Better than good, even. Great. You're a man of exceptional talent."

    "It's not just me," he replied. "You're stunning, Mariana. Utterly stunning. An absolute goddess in bed."

    She kissed his neck and decided that she'd need to see him again sooner than expected. She'd ask Matt if they could arrange another trip to meet Diego somewhere for a weekend, or perhaps even longer. Maybe they could spend a week together in a beautiful tropical location. Maybe they could do a road trip. The possibilities were endless, but Mariana knew she couldn't go more than a month - two at most - without seeing her boyfriend again.

    ---

    As soon as electronics were allowed, Mariana pulled out her laptop and set it on the tray table in front of her. It was a little risky to write a naughty message on the plane, but she couldn't help herself. She wanted Matt to be overcome with lust when she got home and writing him a dirty little note was a perfect way to ensure he was out of his mind with desire when he picked her up at the airport.

    
      My Dearest Matt,
    

    
      I don't think I've ever had a man's cum leaking out of me on an airplane. I don't think my pussy has ever been as wet and messy on a plane as it is right now.
    

    
      I was certainly wet on our honeymoon. I remember teasing your cock under the blanket the flight attendant gave us. You hadn't fucked me right before we got on the plane, though. I wasn't brimming with your load the way I'm brimming with Diego's load right now.
    

    
      We fucked this morning right after waking up. Actually, I woke him up with my mouth. He was inside me before he'd wiped the sleep out of his eyes. I rode him until I'd cum and then he took me from behind before unleashing in my pussy. He fucked me so hard, baby. He fucked me so hard and made a mess in my pussy.
    

    
      Then we showered together. He washed my body. I washed his. It was so romantic. He took me out to breakfast afterwards. We took our time. We had mimosas. We must have been there for two hours. It was a really nice final date to end my visit with my boyfriend.
    

    
      He drove to the airport and it won't surprise you to learn that I had his cock in my mouth for most of the drive. I couldn't help myself. I wanted to leave him with a good memory of me. I wanted him to think of me as the best girlfriend he's ever had.
    

    
      It wasn't until we got in the parking garage that I decided I wanted to fuck him, though. We parked between two massive SUVs and it felt private, so I had Diego get in the backseat and I took him for a ride. As it turns out, your wife loves to get fucked in cars. She just needed a boyfriend whose dick she desperately craved to unlock that part of her.
    

    
      I rode him until we'd both cum and then I pulled my panties back over my pussy and Diego walked me to the check-in counter. Now I'm sitting on a plane with his cum leaking from my pussy as I think about you.
    

    
      I'm going to see you in a little less than three hours. I can't help but wonder what you're going to want to do with me when you see me.
    

    
      Will you want to drag me into a bathroom to fuck me?
    

    
      Will you get my bag as quickly as possible to take me to the parking garage and have your way with me?
    

    
      Will you feel an overwhelming desperation to put your tongue inside me and taste the mess that Diego left behind? Are you reading this and dreaming of cleaning my sloppy cunt, Matt? Do you wish you were licking my boyfriend's cum out of me right now?
    

    
      I've decided that you can do as you please when we see each other again. Whatever you want is what I want. Just remember to park somewhere relatively private if you intend on having your way with me in the car.
    

    
      Hell, if you want I'd be more than happy to suck your cock for the entire drive home. I belonged to my boyfriend when I was with him, but when I get home - for a little while at least - I belong to you, Matt.
    

    
      I can't wait to see you.
    

    
      Mariana
    

    She wanted to play it cool, but Mariana practically ran towards Matt when she saw him. She unabashedly leapt into his arms and kissed him like they hadn't seen each other for weeks. That wasn't true, of course, but there was something about playing another man's girlfriend that had left her deeply desiring her husband's touch.

    "I missed you," he said. "I missed you like you wouldn't believe."

    They kissed again. "I missed you too," Mariana replied. "Like you wouldn't believe."

    That part was probably quite literal in that she wouldn't have blamed Matt for literally not believing that she missed him given the fact that she'd spent her time away having a great deal of sex with another man.

    Matt smiled, though. He smiled and then he kissed her again. He gave her ass a good squeeze, too, and Mariana happily lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it a little.

    "Let's get your bag," he said.

    Luckily, the luggage carousel spun up rather quickly and Mariana's bag was among the first to come off. Matt grabbed it, took her hand, and headed for the exit with haste.

    Mariana wanted to ask if he'd decided what he wanted to do with her, but she suspected she knew the answer and it seemed more fun to wait and see if she was right.

    They headed for the parking garage and walked past several empty spots - it wasn't a particularly busy day - until they neared their car, which was parked in the far corner next to a rather large pickup truck.

    Matt popped the trunk and tossed Mariana's bag in. He then led her towards the far side of the car where she expected that he'd open the back door and invite her to get in so he could feast on her pussy.

    That's not what he did, though. Instead, Matt fell to his knees and looked up at Mariana. He ran his fingers under her dress and pushed it up over her waist. He held her gaze while leaning forward and pressed his lips against her panties. He licked, no doubt tasting the cum that had leaked into her underwear.

    Mariana moaned softly and put a hand on the back of his head. She thought of how she'd blown Diego in the parking lot and she wondered if Matt was - in his own way - reenacting that naughty little endeavor.

    "I want to clean you right here," he said while slipping his fingers into the waistband of her panties.

    "Do it," she replied.

    Matt smiled, pulled her panties down to her knees, and devoured her plump, slippery, cum-soaked pussy lips. He sucked them into his mouth, ran his tongue over them to lick up every drop of Diego's cum, and then moved to the other side, doing the same. He licked and sucked on her short pubic hair to get up whatever mess he could and then plunged his tongue inside her, licking feverishly while his eyes opened wide and he unleashed a series of moans that disappeared into the folds of her cunt.

    "Fuck, Matt, baby, that feels so good," she said. "Your tongue feels so good in my cunt and I love that you're licking up my boyfriend's load. I love that you're so eager to taste his cum, to eat it out of me, to clean every drop of it from me."

    Matt licked faster. His eyes looked wild with desire. He moaned and she watched him reach down to stroke himself through his pants.

    His lips were covered in a thin sheen of pussy juice and cum when he pulled back, seemingly satisfied that he'd cleaned everything there was to clean. He hadn't, though.

    "You should lick the rest of his cum out of my panties," she said.

    Matt smiled, lifted her panties back up her thighs, and turned the gusset inside out. He stared at the cum that had collected there and then greedily ran his tongue through it. He licked ravenously, like a man possessed by a kind of desire he didn't understand and couldn't control. He licked up every drop and then plunged his tongue in her pussy once more to lick voraciously.

    When he was done, Matt stood and Mariana grabbed his cock and stroked him through his pants. He leaned in and she put a hand on the back of his head and pulled his lips to hers for a messy, cum-flavored kiss.

    "I need to fuck you," he said. "In the car."

    Mariana stepped away from the door and Matt opened it. She crawled in, rolled onto her back, and took her panties off before spreading her legs. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his dick, and crawled on top of her.

    A moment later he was inside her. Their lips met for a deep kiss and Matt fucked her furiously. He wasn't interested in making love. He wanted to cum. He needed to cum.

    Luckily, Mariana's pussy was ablaze with desire from his feverish licking, which ensured that she came right when Matt did. It couldn't have been more than thirty seconds of thrusting before he buried his dick inside her and unleashed the most beautiful grunts and groans she'd ever heard from her husband.

    Mariana held him tight and came with him. She closed her eyes and let the bliss of yet another orgasm wash over her body. Her lips curled into a smile and she managed to picture both Diego and Matt fucking her, a mixture of the two men she cared most for enjoying her pussy and bringing Mariana great pleasure in the process.

    "I missed you like you wouldn't believe," Matt said as he lifted his head and smiled.

    They kissed. "I missed you too," she replied.

    "Though, I should say that I wouldn't object if you wanted to visit Diego again at some point in the future," he added. "I think that old saying about absence making the heart grow fonder might actually be true, especially if your wife is spending her vacation as another man's boyfriend."

    "I was hoping you'd say that," she said. "Though I'd like the next visit with Diego to be him coming to see us. I want you to be there. I'll spend time alone with Diego, of course, but for the next one I want you there to clean up and to have inside me when I miss you."

    Matt smiled in a manner that told Mariana he had no objection to such a notion. "I'd love that," he said. "When did you want to see him again?"

    "A month, maybe?"

    "That sounds good. Maybe I could plan this one?" he asked.

    "That's a perfect idea."

    They kissed as he remained inside her and Mariana thought she could stay that way all day. That wasn't practical, of course, but it did feel nice to have her husband inside her and to know that she'd given him such incredible pleasure.

    There'd be plenty of time for that, though, and plenty of naughty stories to tell from her trip.

    There'd be plenty more naughty stories to create in the future, too, as it seemed that her relationship with Diego was going to continue for a long, long time.

    The End.

    

  
    Here Cums the Bride

    It started with the sound of a solitary knife clinking against a champagne glass. That led to a veritable chorus as Zeke and Mina's wedding guests demanded that they share a kiss.

    She looked at him, smiled brightly, and leaned over. He took a moment to admire her overwhelming beauty and how utterly perfect she looked in her wedding dress before closing his eyes and leaning towards his bride to share a kiss.

    The room erupted in cheers as seemingly everyone at the reception experienced some of the joy that Zeke felt in that moment. Mina surprised him by offering just a little bit of tongue during the kiss and the smile she wore afterwards made it clear she was well aware just how delightful he found it.

    "I love you," she said over the cheers of their guests.

    "I love you too," he replied.

    They shared countless more kisses like that one - some with a bit more tongue courtesy of Mina - as the best man, maid of honor, and a few others offered their speeches. They shared savory kisses while eating the expertly prepared dinner - as it should have been, given the cost of hosting their reception at the exquisite hotel they'd selected. They shared a far sweeter kiss after feeding each other a bit of their wedding cake.

    Though Zeke wanted to spend every moment of the reception with his bride, he offered no objection when she slipped away to greet some of the guests her parents had insisted on inviting, guests that Zeke had never met.

    As he watched, Zeke's best man Brian sidled up next to him and presented a drink.

    "A toast," Brian said. "To you finally leaving bachelorhood behind."

    They raised their glasses, smiled, and drank.

    "So, any advice?" Zeke asked his friend, who'd been married more than a decade.

    "Do you want a real answer?" he asked.

    Zeke nodded and again sipped what turned out to be a remarkably strong drink.

    "Okay, well, when times get tough - and they will get tough, though it will probably take years before that happens - never forget that there's a reason - and a very good reason - that you married Mina. There's something about her that no other woman in the world possesses. Only you can really know what that is - and chances are good you're not even aware of it - but just remember that when you have a big fight or your sex life hits a lull and you find yourself wondering if the grass really is greener on the other side of the pasture. I promise you, it's not. It just seems like it is. The truth is, there's nothing better than being in a good marriage with a woman you love. Nothing in the world."

    Zeke smiled. "You know, that's really good advice, man. I'll keep that in mind."

    Brian looked across the room and gestured towards Mina with his drink. "That's her ex, right?"

    Zeke nodded.

    "I’m surprised she invited him. More than that, though, I can't believe he showed up."

    Zeke had never been married, but Mina had spent six years married to Lee, the man she'd just hugged and was now talking to. According to her, Lee had great difficulty remaining faithful and thus the marriage had come to a fiery conclusion after she'd discovered him in bed with another woman. A friend of Mina's, in fact. And the bed in question happened to be the marital bed that Lee and Mina shared. It was the first affair she'd had confirmation of, though Mina had long suspected that Lee struggled with fidelity.

    "Is it weird that she invited him?" Zeke asked.

    Brian shrugged his shoulders. "I honestly don't know. I mean, a little, I guess, but an ex-husband is a lot different than an ex-boyfriend. I mean, they were together for, what, eight years?"

    Zeke nodded. "Yeah. Married for six."

    "That's a long time, man. Though women don't usually remain close with guys that cheat on them, you know?"

    Zeke felt a sense of unease that he couldn't quite identify the source of, so he took a long sip of his drink. "Yeah, I know. She never really talks badly about him, though. There isn't that hatred, you know? The kind that most people feel towards someone that cheated on them."

    "Maybe that's a good thing. If Mina is the sort of woman that can forgive and mostly forget, that means very good things for your marriage."

    Zeke had no sense of what his wife was talking about with her ex, but he saw her reach out and gently rest her hand against Lee's forearm. Her touch lingered for a handful of seconds and Zeke felt his pulse quicken as his gaze focused intently on the spot where his wife was touching her ex-husband.

    Mina and her ex-husband shared another hug - this one lasting a little longer than Zeke would have liked - and then she turned and saw him. She smiled and waved and just like that whatever angst he was feeling washed away.

    Mina made her way through the crowd of people, gave Brian a quick hug, and then kissed Zeke deeply enough that his cock stirred. 

    "Mmm, you taste good," she said. "What are you drinking?"

    "Not sure," Zeke replied. "Brian brought it."

    She turned to the best man and said, "Can you get me one of those?"

    Brian raised his glass, nodded, and headed to the bar.

    "How's Lee?" Zeke asked.

    "Good, I think. He just broke up with his long-term girlfriend, so he's a little sad, but otherwise he's good."

    "I'm surprised he came," Zeke said. "I mean, given that he just broke up with a girl you'd think it might make him even sadder to see his ex-wife celebrating her new love."

    Mina smiled and kissed Zeke on the cheek. "You like that I'm yours now, don't you? That I'm in love with you. That you're the only man I want to be with. You like it a little bit that my ex-husband watched us get married and that he's watched us kiss and dance and feed each other all night long."

    Zeke hadn't thought much of it until that moment, but she was right. "I think you might be right about that."

    "I know I'm right about," she replied with a smile. "I know you better than anyone, Zeke."

    He couldn't help but offer a smile in return.

    "For instance, I know that you've spent much of this party thinking about fucking me," she said. "About fucking your bride. About taking me up to our room on the top floor, tossing me in the bed, and having your way with me."

    "You do know me," he replied with a smile that was imbued with lustful hope that perhaps Mina would be in the mood to sneak away from the reception and head up to their room for a quickie.

    "I like that you want me," she said. "And for what it's worth, I want you too."

    Mina kissed him again, this time even deeper than the last. It might have lasted quite some time were it not for Brian showing up with the drink and clearing his throat to gather the attention.

    "Ah, thank you," Mina said as she took the glass from him and downed nearly half of it in one gulp. "Now, I have a few more people to talk to and then we're all going to dance our asses off."

    She raised the glass, let out a whoop - a sound that her bridesmaids happily mimicked with almost no hesitation - and then headed off to finish her duties of greeting her parent's friends.

    "She's a hell of a woman," Zeke noted.

    Brian clapped him on the back. "You're a lucky man."

    "Did you guys get a room?"

    Brian nodded. "We certainly did. It's going to be an amazing night."

    True to her word, Mina found her way to the dance floor as soon as she was done with her social duties. Just about everyone else joined them, too, and that's when it felt like the party truly got underway.

    At some point - Zeke lost track of time thanks to the relentless dancing and the effects of the alcohol - Mina let him know she had to go to the bathroom. She slipped out of the room and Zeke thought nothing of it until nearly twenty minutes had passed and she hadn't returned.

    That's when it dawned on him that she hadn't gone to the bathroom. She'd gone to their hotel room. That's why she'd smiled so brightly when she told him she was going to the bathroom. She was signaling him to follow her.

    So that's what Zeke did. He confirmed he had a key to their room and left the reception. He rode the elevator to the top floor and stepped into the hallway with a bright smile on his face and a stirring between his legs.

    Zeke stopped at their door and fumbled with the key - he was more than buzzed from the drinks - before waving it over the lock. The light turned green and he gently pulled down the handle, opened the door, and stepped into the gorgeous and surprisingly massive suite that had cost a small fortune.

    A moan reached Zeke's ears. A moan that made him freeze in place. A moan that sent a chill down his spine.

    "Fuck," a man's voice said. A deep voice that Zeke didn't recognize.

    He wondered if he'd somehow stepped into the wrong room. He looked down at the keycard, though of course it contained no information. Zeke turned to leave the room as his alcohol-addled brain convinced him that the only reason a man could be moaning was that he'd entered the wrong room.

    "Fuck, Mina, that feels so good."

    Zeke's hand stopped halfway to the door handle. He wasn't in the wrong room. Of course he wasn't. His hand fell to his side. The keycard slipped from his fingers.

    "I can't tell you how much I missed this."

    "Yeah? That girl you were dating didn't suck your dick?"

    Zeke's chest tightened. It was Mina.

    "She did, but she wasn't anywhere near as good as you are. I've never been with someone as good as you are."

    "I have to admit, I miss sucking a cock like yours."

    Zeke leaned against the wall as the tightness in his chest got worse. His heart was pounding so hard that he closed his eyes and took deep breaths to try and calm himself.

    "Yeah? Your husband doesn't have a dick like mine?"

    "No man I've ever been with has a dick like yours, Lee."

    Zeke held his breath and took a few steps down the hallway. The sounds of a blowjob hit his ears. He peered into the suite's living area. It was just as it had been when they checked in earlier that day, only now Lee's suit jacket rested over the back of the armchair.

    Zeke looked towards the elegant French doors that led to the bedroom. They were open. A man in dark slacks and a light blue button up stood facing the bed. A woman in a white dress was on her knees with her hands on the backs of the man's thighs.

    Zeke couldn't see Mina's face, but he didn't need to see it to confirm that she was the one giving the blowjob. It was obvious. His wife was sucking her ex-husband's cock in the hotel suite where they were supposed to spend their first night as a married couple. On top of that, she'd just made it clear that she wasn't anywhere near as satisfied with Zeke's cock as she'd been with Lee's.

    "Can you still throat me?" Lee asked.

    Zeke watched as Lee seemed to put a hand on the back of Mina's head. The sound of gagging followed.

    "That's a good girl," Lee said. "Fuck, Mina, you're the only woman that's ever been able to take the whole thing."

    Lee moved his hand away and Zeke heard his wife gasp for air. The sound of stroking then reached his ears.

    "Maybe I shouldn't be, but I've always been proud of that," she said. "I always liked being able to satisfy you in that way, Lee. I always liked - loved, really - that I made you feel so good. That's why I was so pissed when it turned out that I just wasn't enough for you."

    "I know," Lee replied. "And every day I regret that I was such a fucking idiot, that I fucked our marriage up so colossally."

    Mina swallowed his cock again, at least if the sound of gagging was any indicator. This time, though, she seemed to do it over and over again and with Lee's hand on the back of her head as a guiding force.

    When she pulled off she leaned back far enough that Zeke caught a glimpse of half of her face. Her lips and chin were shiny with saliva and her eyes - or the one he could see - sparkled with lust as she looked up at her ex-husband.

    "You fucked up a good thing," she said. "Unforgivably so, in fact. If you hadn't, you could have spent the past four years enjoying me, Lee. You could have spent the past four years exploring my body. You could have spent the past four years fucking me however you wanted."

    Zeke's hand moved between his legs and he was surprised to find that he was hard. He grasped his erection through his tuxedo pants and stroked it while he listened to his wife take her ex-husband's cock back into her mouth. The sounds of a slow, wet blowjob filled the hotel suite and Zeke found himself stroking a little faster and with a tighter grip.

    "How do you want me?" Mina asked.

    Zeke very nearly groaned and he ducked out of the living area as he watched Mina stand.

    "Take your panties off," Lee instructed.

    Zeke couldn't help but lean in to watch his wife reach up under the folds of her dress and pull off the white lace panties he'd expected to remove on their wedding night.

    "On your back in the bed," Lee said.

    "Should I take the dress off?"

    "No. I want to fuck you in your wedding dress. In the dress you wore while you vowed to remain faithful to your husband."

    Zeke unzipped his pants. It felt so fucked up to do so, but he freed his cock and stroked himself as he watched his wife fall into the bed and move backwards. She pulled up her dress and spread her legs and Zeke stared at her pussy. Even from across the room he could see that she was wet. Soaked, even. Soaked for her ex-husband.

    Zeke's eyes roamed up her body and he saw Mina glance towards him. He stopped stroking as their eyes met. She smiled and held his gaze for just a split second before turning her attention back to Lee.

    A deep sense of embarrassment washed over Zeke as he stepped back and looked down at his stiff cock. Mina had seen him. She'd probably seen his dick, too. She knew he was watching. She knew he was turned on. She knew that he hadn't tried to stop her - for reasons even Zeke couldn't comprehend - and she knew he was standing there while her ex-husband crawled into the bed to fuck her.

    "Do you want me?" Lee asked.

    "Yes."

    "You want me to fuck you on your wedding night?"

    "Yes, please. I need it, Lee. I need your cock inside me."

    The sound of wet penetration reached Zeke's ears and he took a deep breath and leaned around the corner. He stared at his wife getting fingered by her ex-husband.

    "Then tell me whose pussy this is," Lee said.

    Mina moaned with her legs spread impossibly wide. Lee had three fingers inside her and he was pumping Mina's pussy with great vigor.

    "It's yours," she said. "It's your pussy. It belongs to you. It's always...it's always belonged to you, Lee."

    Zeke was enthralled and humiliated as his cock swelled up in his hand. He wasn't sure he'd ever been so turned on, and yet it felt so terrible to be so aroused by his wife uttering those words on their wedding night. His whole world shifted in that moment, and yet his body swirled with a kind of arousal so potent that he couldn't help but surrender to it.

    "Please, Lee, fuck my pussy," Mina pleaded.

    Zeke watched as Lee backed out of the bed and stripped, leaving only his socks on. He crawled between Mina's legs and they kissed as she reached down to guide his cock - which was bare - into her pussy.

    That also doubled as the first moment that Zeke actually saw Lee's cock. He was bigger. Much bigger, in fact. Maybe twice as long as Zeke and remarkably thick.

    Mina moaned as he entered her. She spread her legs a little wider. They kissed as Lee's cock bottomed out inside her.

    "Oh, fuck, I missed your cock so much," she said.

    "Yeah? Zeke's not quite as big, is he?"

    Mina glanced at Zeke. "No, he's not. He's nowhere near as big as you are, baby. He doesn't fill me the way you do. He doesn't stretch me the way you do. No man ever has. Now fuck me."

    Zeke watched his wife kiss her ex-husband as they fucked. He watched the longer, thicker cock enter her pussy over and over. He watched Lee fuck Mina with remarkably deep, hard thrusts that produced a series of wild, wondrous moans.

    He masturbated as he watched. Another man was fucking his wife on their wedding night and he was watching and masturbating. All their friends were in the hotel ballroom celebrating their marriage and Zeke was standing in the honeymoon suite jerking off to the sight of someone else's cock entering Mina's pussy and clearly providing her with a kind of satisfaction Zeke couldn't.

    "Lee, baby, make me cum!" Mina cried out. "Make me cum on your cock!"

    The orgasm happened soon after. It was unlike anything Zeke had ever heard from his wife. It was loud and animalistic. Her legs shook before she wrapped them around her ex. Her toes curled. Her pussy spasmed.

    "Holy shit," she said after a brief recovery period. "You have no idea how much I missed cumming like that."

    "It was my pleasure, as always," Lee replied.

    He moved to pull out but Mina grabbed his ass. "Finish inside me," she said.

    "Really?"

    "Yes, really. Finish in my pussy. Or, as you said, in your pussy."

    Lee needed no further encouragement. He fucked Mina vigorously while Zeke watched with his dick in his hand. Somehow he was more turned on. He knew it was because of what was about to happen. He knew his dick was throbbing because his wife was about to let her ex-husband cum inside her.

    Zeke watched as it happened. He watched another man bury his cock in Mina's pussy and unload inside her. He watched and he stroked his dick slowly while holding off from an orgasm.

    "That was amazing. Just like it used to be," Mina said.

    They kissed. A long kiss, too.

    "It really was."

    Mina grabbed Lee's ass, gave it a quick smack, and said, "You should get going. We need to get back to the party."

    Lee pulled out and Zeke leaned back around the corner. He panicked. He needed to get out of there. He didn't want Lee seeing him. He couldn't handle the embarrassment of his wife's ex knowing that he'd just watched.

    Leaving the room would make too much noise, though. Zeke considered the bathroom but there was a good chance Lee would pee before he left. The only choice was the closet by the door. It was small, but Zeke managed to slip inside and close the door without making any noise.

    From the sound of it, Mina remained in the bed as Lee got dressed, went to the bathroom, and slipped out of the room.

    A few moments passed before Mina called out, "Zeke? Honey, are you still here?"

    Zeke opened the closet door and stepped into the room. He took a deep breath and came around the corner. Mina was still in the bed. Her dress was still up around her waist. Her legs were still spread. Now, though, Lee's cum was leaking out of her.

    Without saying a word, Zeke took his clothes off. He stepped into the bedroom and crawled on top of his wife. He kissed her as she guided his cock into her freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy.

    They made love. They kissed and moaned and caressed each other as his cock moved in and out of her. There was far less friction than usual - she was filled with cum, after all - but it felt even better than usual to Zeke.

    "Cum in me," Mina whispered into his ear as he neared his orgasm. "Cum in your wife's pussy, Zeke. Cum in me just like he did."

    Zeke buried his cock in his wife and had the best orgasm of his life. It felt like it lasted ages, too, as his loins - and the rest of his body, really - spasmed in the most intensely pleasurable manner.

    Afterwards, Mina kissed him deeply and did so over and over again. She caressed his face and ran her fingers through his hair and he basked in the joyful afterglow of his climax.

    "Are you okay?" she asked after a few minutes of silent, tender kissing and touching.

    "Better than I've ever been," he answered.

    "And if I wanted...if I wanted to do what I did tonight...if I wanted to do it again, would you be okay with that?"

    "Would you be okay with me watching?"

    Mina nodded.

    "Then yes, I'd be okay with that."

    She smiled brightly. "You're the man of my dreams, Zeke."

    "And you're the woman of mine," he replied.

    They kissed again, this time in a slow, remarkably deep manner. Zeke had never felt happier or more in love. Mina really was the woman of his dreams, in more ways than he imagined possible.

  
    His Big Cock Satisfies Her. Your Little Cock Can't Compete.

    Your first taste of cuckolding came via an interracial porn video. You were on a masturbation adventure through Porn Hub when you came across a video of a married white woman fucking her black bull. It was the thumbnail the made you click. It was a close up on the couple having missionary sex and you could see her perfect pussy lips stretched around what was a genuinely monstrous black dick. 

    It was mesmerizing watching him slide in and out of her. The husband was behind the camera and completely into it. He absolutely loved seeing his wife moan and writhe under the muscular black guy with a giant dick. He was fucking her bareback too, and before the video was over he gave her a massive creampie. Her husband pushed in tight on his wife’s well-worn pussy and filmed as the semen slowly ran out of her.

    Your orgasm was different that night. It felt better than usual. Your cock was harder. It seemed like you could cum in an instant as you watched the black cock fuck that married white pussy. You were hooked. You were back the next day and so began a deep, intensely arousing and satisfying journey into the depths of interracial cuckolding. 

    Much to your surprise, lots of people are into it. There are tens of thousands of amateur interracial cuckolding videos online, and you couldn’t help but try and watch them all. You read blogs of cuckold couples where the wife enjoys nothing but big black cock. You joined forums to talk about your love of interracial cuckolding. You got tips on how to introduce the idea to your wife. After six months of masturbating to interracial cuckold porn, you were ready to try and introduce the idea to your marriage.

    You settled on trying a big black dildo. Your wife is hardly a prude, so you figured she might be up for fucking a cock – albeit a fake one – that was much bigger than yours. You bought it online and when she asked what was in the package that had arrived earlier that day you told her to open it up. You watched nervously as your wife opened the nondescript cardboard box and pulled out the package inside, which had a picture of a tall, muscular black man on the front. Inside was the ten inch, exceptionally thick black dildo you’d ordered for her.

    The moment of truth had arrived. She turned to look at you and had a wonderfully naughty smile on her face. “What’s this for?” she asked with a hint of glee. You explained that it would really turn you on if she would fuck herself with it. Minutes later you were in the bedroom, she was naked, and she’d lubed the dildo and was rubbing it over her pussy lips. She was already wet, a surefire sign that you’d made the right decision.

    “Do you really want me to fuck my pussy with this big black cock?” she asked. You shook your head yes, too enraptured with the sight of the dildo and your wife’s wet pussy to say anything. “What if I end up liking it better than your cock?” your wife asked in a flirty, fun tone. She saw your dick jump in response to her question. “I’ll bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

    You hadn’t anticipated your wife getting on board with your fantasy so quickly. You’d underestimated just how much she loves you. She loves making your fantasies come true and giving you the kind of mind-blowing sexual experiences you crave. That’s why she eagerly slid the big black cock you’d bought her right up into her pussy. That’s why she fucked her cunt so hard and so deep. That’s why she had such a huge orgasm on it. That’s why she gave you a wet, slippery handjob afterwards while telling you how much she loved having a much bigger dick inside her.

    The dildo play continued in the weeks and months after your first little adventure. Soon your wife was the one suggesting you play with it. She started referring to the toy as her black boyfriend. “My black boyfriend is going to fuck me tonight while you watch, honey,” she’d say and immediately your loins would stir to life. You fell in love with her all over again as she spread her legs in bed and begged her black boyfriend to fuck her hard and stretch her like her husband’s white dick just can’t do.

    Given her absolute joy at fucking the black dildo, you weren’t surprised when she brought up the idea of having an actual black guy fuck her. You’d considered bringing it up yourself, but it seemed like an idea that was better off coming from her. It was easier than you thought to find a black bull. In less than a week your wife had half a dozen guys to choose from, each wielding an impressively long and thick cock between his legs.

    Her only condition was that you be able to watch, something each guy was happy to agree to. It turns out they all liked the idea of a white husband watching his wife get fucked by a big black cock. When your wife’s chosen black lover arrived at the hotel room he was well-dressed, polite, and clear that his role was to fuck like a god and make your wife cum as much as she desired.

    There wasn’t much small talk, thanks largely to your wife’s desire to be on her knees with his big black cock in her mouth. It was amazing to watch her lips stretch so wide around him. She could barely fit more than the head in her mouth, but that didn’t stop her from trying. When she sucked his balls while stroking his monstrous shaft, you had to stop masturbating for fear of cumming to soon. She was completely enthralled with him and at certain points in the evening it seemed as though she’d forgotten you were even in the room.

    He took her missionary style first and she invited you to watch from the foot of the bed. It was the same view you’d had that first night watching interracial porn. Her pussy looked so tight and wet as his big black cock pressed against the entrance and slowly pushed inside. She groaned and rolled her hips back to give him complete access as he slowly penetrated your wife. You could hear them kissing as he pushed his erection into her, giving your wife her first true experience with interracial sex.

    In just a few minutes she announced she was cumming, the first of many orgasms that he would give her that evening. As he’d promised, her black lover’s stamina was incredible. He fucked her for an hour, switching positions at will and ensuring neither of you had a moment of boredom. When he finally filled the condom with his cum your wife was exhausted, deeply pleased, and thoroughly well-fucked by another man.

    Later, after he’d left and it was just the two of you in the room, she took hold of your far smaller white cock and offered you the handjob you’d been craving. “I think we both know things are going to be different now, don’t we?” she whispered into your ear while her soft fingers slowly stroked you up and down. “We both know that I’m not going to have much use for your cock anymore. I can have his cock whenever I want it, so why would I let yours inside me?”

    She refused to let you cum as she whispered to you. Her touch was light enough that you couldn’t quite get off. She was teasing you perfectly. “Did you like watching his big black cock stretch your wife’s pussy, cuckold?” she asked as her fingers tightened around your inferior dick. “Did you like seeing me cum so many times? Have I ever had multiple orgasms with your cock inside me?” You knew the answer was no. You knew his cock was better than yours. You knew you wouldn’t be fucking your wife much anymore. That knowledge made you cum. You’re a true cuckold.

  
    His Bride-To-Be Was a Very Naughty Girl

    Drew studied his vows like he was cramming for a midterm. He’d have the note cards as they stood at the altar, but he wanted to be able to look into Penny’s eyes when he was saying them. He wanted to see his bride’s reaction to the words he’d crafted.

    The note cards scattered when Drew jumped at the sound of a knock on the door. “Come in!” he called out while scrambling to pick them up.

    “Hey Drew,” came a pretty voice from the doorway. “Oh, let me help you.”

    “Thanks,” Drew said as he and the maid of honor quickly collected the note cards that contained his thoughts on marrying the woman of his dreams.

    “Wow, you look beautiful,” Drew added after re-ordering the cards and looking up at Bridget.

    Theirs was a more casual wedding, so Penny had chosen knee length dresses for her bridesmaids. She’d made sure the girls looked good in them, too, and Bridget was no exception.

    “So, what’s up?” Drew asked.

    “I just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing. You mentioned last week that you were feeling a little nervous about the whole thing and I know your best man got a little too drunk last night so he’s busy trying not to barf.”

    Drew smiled. He’d always liked Bridget. “That’s really nice of you,” he said. “I’m still a little nervous, but nothing out of the ordinary. I’m not great in front of crowds, and this is a little like public speaking.”

    “Can I see?” Bridget asked as she pointed to Drew’s note cards. “I was an English major, after all.”

    Drew felt a little self conscious, but he handed the cards over anyway. He figured if anyone would have a good idea of what Penny would think of them, it would be her best friend.

    He sat silently as Bridget read through the first half of them. Drew wasn’t sure, but it looked like she was on the verge of tears when she looked up. “This is all really beautiful, Drew. Penny’s going to love it.”

    “Thanks,” he said as Bridget passed them back.

    Bridget looked down at her hands and rubbed them together. She seemed nervous. Eventually, she looked up and offered a nervous smile.

    “There was another reason I stopped by,” she said.

    “Okay,” Drew said as her nervousness seemed to infect him. “What’s up?”

    “I want to apologize,” Bridget began.

    “For what?”

    “Well, the truth is, it’s probably fair to say that I wasn’t always your biggest fan. Penny probably never said anything, but I wasn’t exactly super supportive of the two of you dating,” Bridget explained.

    “Why?” Drew asked. He knew he should have waited for her to finish and actually deliver the apology, but he felt a little frustrated. He always thought Bridget had liked him.

    “Well, at first it was because you were so different from the guys Penny had dated before. I thought you were just a rebound guy, so I didn’t really pay you much mind. I figured she’d just move on.”

    “Oh,” Drew said. He was aware that Penny had largely dated a different type of guy before him. He’d met a few of those guys. There were almost all of the meathead variety.

    “Then you started getting serious and I still kind of figured she was still just bouncing back from when she was with Paul. Plus, she…well, never mind. I just wanted to say I’m sorry for not getting on board with your relationship sooner. I hope I didn’t seem like too much of a bitch.”

    “You really didn’t,” Drew said. “I never really noticed you being mean to me, though I guess I don’t know what you were saying to Penny behind my back.”

    Bridget laughed. “Well, it was a long time ago, but I’ll admit that in the very beginning I said some pretty harsh stuff about you to her.”

    Drew knew it was probably unwise to pick at that particular scab, but he couldn’t help it. “Like what?” he asked.

    Bridget hesitated before saying, “Well, I remember telling her I didn’t see how you could possibly give Penny what she needed,” It seemed like she cut herself off before going too far. She looked away from Drew, like she was embarrassed about what was on her mind.

    “What she needed?” Drew asked as he leaned forward.

    “Oh, it’s not worth talking about now. Today’s your wedding. It’s supposed to be a day of celebration, not a day to hear the shitty things some girl that didn’t know you said about you a year and a half ago.”

    Bridget had inadvertently tapped into Drew’s deepest insecurity. Her tossed-off comment brought up his own worries about being unable to give Penny what she needed. He’d met her ex-boyfriends. He’s seen the way they looked at her. He’d seen how Penny acted after running into a few of the guys she used to sleep with.

    “Were you talking about sex?” Drew asked. “Did you think I wouldn’t be able to give Penny the kind of sexual satisfaction she needed?”

    “Penny’s my best friend, Drew. She’s been my best friend since high school. I know her. I might know her better than she knows herself. I know that there’s one thing all her other boyfriends have had in common.”

    Bridget didn’t seem nervous anymore. She didn’t seem particularly apologetic, either.

    “What’s that?” Drew asked.

    Bridget laughed. “They were all strong, dominant alpha males. They were all the kind of men that knew exactly what a woman needed just by looking at her. They were all the kind of men that could fuck Penny to multiple mind-bending orgasms in one session.”

    Drew squirmed in his seat. He wasn’t lacking in confidence, but he knew he wasn’t that kind of man. He’d never had that kind of intuition when it came to a woman’s needs. He’d never been one to take charge, sexually speaking.

    “You’re not that kind of man, are you Drew?” Bridget asked.

    “No,” Drew said.

    He made Penny cum. He always made her cum. It didn’t always happen during sex, though. Sometimes he went down on her afterwards. Sometimes he used his fingers as they kissed. She always seemed to enjoy her orgasms, though.

    “That’s what I was worried about, Drew. I was worried that my friend was going to marry a man that wouldn’t be able to keep her happy. I was worried that she was going to marry you and be unhappy, or find herself getting divorced just a few years after tying the knot. I didn’t want that for her,” Bridget explained.

    Drew remembered that she’d showed up seeking to apologize. He wondered if that meant Bridget discovered she was wrong about Penny’s needs.

    “Are you still worried?” he asked.

    “No. Now I’m worried about you,” Bridget said.

    “Me?” Drew said as he sat back in the chair. “I don’t understand.”

    Bridget leaned forward and smiled. Any sense of nervousness had washed away. She looked downright gleeful. “You will soon enough,” she said.

    Bridget stood and moved to the elegant white couch against the far wall. She patted the cushion next to her. “Join me, Drew. I have something to show you.”

    Drew did as she desired. He couldn’t discern Bridget’s intentions, but it seemed as though she was going to share something he needed to see.

    “How much did your lovely bride-to-be tell you about her bachelorette party?” Bridget asked as she pulled her phone from the small handbag that matched her dress.

    “Not much,” he said. “She said it was a pretty typical bachelorette party. Dancing, drinking, and a stripper, which I guess isn’t actually that typical these days.”

    Bridget pulled up a video on her phone and played it. Drew watched as an insanely fit, good looking guy danced for Penny. He watched his bride-to-be laugh, clap her hands, and scream gleefully as the guy gyrated in front of her and pulled off his tear away pants to reveal a sizable bulge in a skimpy thong.

    Drew felt a touch of jealousy, but nothing out of the ordinary. The party didn’t seem all that crazy, either. He wasn’t sure why Bridget was showing him the video.

    “Penny never dated a male stripper,” Bridget said as she stopped the video, “but she did date guys like that. She always had a type, at least until you came along. She liked her men handsome, fit, and capable of extraordinary things in the bedroom.”

    Bridget leaned close enough that Drew could smell her perfume. “She liked a man that could fuck her exceptionally well, Drew. You’re not that kind of man, are you?”

    “Bridget, please. I’m getting married today,” Drew said, though his voice lacked conviction.

    “I know, Drew. That’s why I’m here.”

    Drew felt a touch of unexpected anger as he looked at her. “Really? With that video? There are a million bachelorette parties every year that produce videos like that. Who cares? Just because Penny used to date guys like that doesn’t mean she wants to date those guys anymore. I don’t care that she got a lap dance. Lots of guys and girls get lap dances before they get married.”

    “Drew, you’re so sweet, I almost hate to do this,” Bridget said. “The lap dance is not the reason I’m here. You’re right. No one cares about a lap dance. It’s not the slightest bit meaningful.”

    “So why are you here, Bridget?” Drew asked. His patience had worn thin.

    Bridget brought up another video on her phone. She tapped the screen and turned up the sound. The screen was black but there was no question Drew heard moans.

    “What is this?” he asked.

    “Wait for it,” Bridget said.

    Anxiety filled Drew. He recognized the moans. He just didn’t want to admit it.

    The camera approached the source of the moans. A sliver of light shined through a doorway as Bridget, who must have been filming, approached the couple that was clearly having sex.

    “Get ready,” Bridget whispered as she rested her hand on Drew’s knee.

    The camera poked around a corner and Drew saw his bride-to-be on her hands and knees. She was wearing the same dress she had on during the lap dance video. The stripper was there too, only now he was behind Penny, fucking her hard and fast.

    “Fuck me,” Penny said. “Fuck me harder. Pound me.”

    “Do you hear your bride, Drew? Do you hear her begging him to fuck her?” Bridget whispered as she held the camera in front of Drew.

    “Why are you showing me this?” Drew asked, though he couldn’t take his eyes off the screen.

    Bridget didn’t answer. She simply held her phone in front of Drew and let him watch the video of Penny getting fucked.

    The stripper pulled out of Penny’s pussy and she immediately spun around and took him into her mouth. Drew watched his bride-to-be give the kind of blowjob she’d never given him.

    “Look at her go,” Bridget said. Her fingers moved a few inches towards Drew’s thigh. “Your fiancée is quite the cocksucker, isn’t she?”

    Drew couldn’t believe it. Penny was being so voracious with the stripper’s big cock.

    “She’s not satisfied yet, Drew. She needs more of that big dick,” Bridget said as Penny flipped onto her back and spread her legs.

    “Fuck me,” Penny said.

    The stripper smiled, slipped his cock into Penny’s wet, waiting pussy and resumed pounding her. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deep into her body. She groaned for him in a way she hadn’t ever groaned for Drew.

    “This is the kind of man Penny used to date. This is what they all had in common. They all fucked her like this. They all fucked her until her whole body was trembling with pleasure. You don’t fuck her like that, Drew. I know you don’t. I know I’m right about you.”

    Even if he wanted to argue with her, Drew knew it would be stupid. She was right. He didn’t fuck Penny like that. He preferred to make love to her. He liked sex to be slow and sensual. He liked to connect with her. He thought she liked it too.

    “Make me cum!” Penny screamed in the video.

    The guy found another gear and pounded her harder and faster. Bridget’s hand moved closer to Drew’s crotch. For some reason he didn’t stop her.

    Finally, Penny screamed as an orgasm ripped through her. If Drew hadn’t been so horrified he might have been amazed that any man could make a girl cum that hard. He certainly hadn’t made her cum like that before.

    The guy slowed down as Penny’s climax spread through her. “You can keep fucking me,” she said. “I want you to cum.”

    “You sure?” he said.

    “Yes,” Penny assured him. “Cum inside me.”

    “How about that?” Bridget asked. “Listen to your bride-to-be asking a stranger to cum inside her. Isn’t she naughty?”

    “Bridget, please,” Drew said.

    Bridget rubbed his thigh and said, “It’s okay, Drew. It’s almost over.”

    The fucking resumed. The stripper pounded Penny’s pussy. Her moans resumed. She seemed to be totally into it once more.

    Eventually, the guy cried out and came inside her. Drew saw a big smile cross Penny’s face. She felt genuine joy at making the stranger cum. He couldn’t believe it.

    The video ended and Bridget put her phone down. She was practically curled up next to Drew. He realized that her hand was just a few inches from his cock.

    “You know what I realized the night of the bachelorette party?” Bridget asked.

    “What?”

    “I realized that Penny is going to get what she needs. She’s going to be fine. If she needs to get fucked, she’s going to find someone to fuck her. If she needs a gentle tongue to make her cum, she’ll let you between her legs.”

    Bridget moved her fingers closer to his cock. Normally, he would have stopped her, but he’d just watched a video of his fiancée cheating on him.

    “But what about you, Drew? Are you going to be happy with that?” she asked. “Are you the kind of man that’s going to let your wife cheat on you because she’s not satisfied with what you’re giving her?”

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Bridget leaned closer. “I don’t believe you, Drew. I think you do know. I think you are that kind of man. I think you would have run out of here and called off the wedding if you weren’t.”

    Bridget’s fingers found Drew’s cock. She played with it through his pants.

    “I knew you’d be hard, Drew,” she said while stroking him. “You’re the kind of man that gets hard watching his fiancée get fucked by a stripper. You’re the kind of man that has no plans on canceling the wedding.”

    Drew couldn’t think clearly. He could barely think at all. He knew he was supposed to be angry. He knew he was supposed to be canceling the wedding. He knew he wasn’t supposed to have an erection.

    “Do you remember the night of the bachelorette party, Drew? Do you remember what happened when Penny got home?” she whispered.

    Drew did remember. He nodded.

    “What happened, Drew?” Bridget asked.

    Her fingers continued to massage his cock through his pants. He was painfully erect.

    “I went down on Penny,” he admitted.

    “That’s right. You ate your fiancee’s pussy after she’d fucked someone else. You didn’t know she had someone else’s cum inside her though, did you?”

    “No,” Drew said.

    “Could you taste his cum, Drew?” Bridget whispered softly.

    “I don’t know,” he said. Penny had tasted different that night. It hadn’t been obvious what was different, though. It wasn’t like she had a river of thick cum dripping out of her. She got home a few hours after the party ended.

    “You tasted another man’s cum and you didn’t even know it. Your fiancée fed you another man’s cum and you didn’t know it.” Bridget unzipped his pants and her fingers found their way to his cock.

    “Penny told me the next day. She told me you tasted the stripper’s cum.” Bridget stroked Drew in his pants. “She told me it turned her on. She told me she came so hard because you were unwittingly licking someone else’s cum out of her.”

    Drew groaned. He felt pained and aroused. He felt angry and ready to cum.

    “Is that the kind of woman you want to marry, Drew? Do you want to marry a girl that’s going to feed you the cum of strange men?” Bridget asked.

    Drew felt his brain had betrayed him. It was screaming “Yes!” That couldn’t be what he really wanted, though.

    “Yes,” he answered. “Yes, that’s the kind of woman I want to marry.”

    Bridget released his cock and zipped his pants back up. She kissed his cheek and said, “You’re a very lucky man, Drew.”

    Bridget stood up, slipped her phone into her handbag, and headed for the door. She turned just before leaving and said, “Penny is a very lucky girl, too. I think you’re both going to be very happy.”

    Drew checked the clock. He only had thirty minutes before he had to be at the altar. If he was going to call off the wedding, he had to do it immediately.

    A few moments later, Drew’s best man popped his head in the room and said, “Hey man, everything okay in here? You ready for this?”

    Drew looked up at him and smiled. “I can’t wait to be a married man,” he said.

  His Cock is All That Matters
When the sex is great, it will be like she’s forgotten you’re even in the room. It might hurt for a moment, but this is what you want. You want her to be utterly enamored with someone else’s body on top of hers. You want her to be in love with someone else’s cock inside her. You want to see her legs wrapped around him. You want to see her fingers digging into his skin.If she has this kind of sex with someone else she’s going to want it again. If she gets fucked in a way that blows her mind, she’s going to need it again. If cuckolding you goes well the first time, she’s not going to want to stop. Isn’t that what you want? Don’t you want to be her cuckold for the rest of your marriage?
You have to trust me when I say that watching her have sex like this will be astounding in so many ways. There might be a short period of time where you’re overcome with insecurity and anxiety. You might briefly panic that she’s found someone better than you and she’ll leave you for him. Don’t worry about that. She knows what she has in her husband. She knows what she has in her lover. She’s smart enough to keep them separate.
Once you get over that insecurity you get to bathe in the pleasures of being a cuckold to a passionate, beautiful wife. You get to watch and listen as someone else provides her with incredible sex and mind-bending orgasms. Can you see it in your head? Can you picture her in that mage above? Can you imagine someone thrusting into her, missionary style, and making her cum?

    His Crush is a Cruel Girl

    Ryder lifted the red cup to his lips, took a long, slow sip and used the opportunity to surreptitiously stare at Riley, the vivacious redheaded goddess he’d spent years crushing on. Her presence at the party was a thrilling surprise, though it meant that Ryder wasn’t doing much in the way of socializing. Instead, he largely did his best to find different ways to stare at the girl he’d never found the courage to approach.

    “Dude, just say something,” Dave, Ryder’s friend, said as he sidled up next to him.

    The sudden interjection caught Ryder off guard and he spilled a healthy amount of beer down his shirt as he tilted his cup just a little too far forward.

    Dave laughed uproariously and added, “I’m pretty sure Riley’s not into dudes that can’t put down a drink without making mess.”

    Ryder looked down to see a long wet streak on the front of his shirt. Some of it had even leaked onto his jeans. He’d made quite a mess.

    “Look at that,” Dave said. “She’s finally looking your way.”

    Ryder looked up to see Riley looking at him with a smile on her face. It wasn’t quite how he imagined it. She wasn’t offering a flirty smile, after all. She was laughing at the fact that he’d spilled half a beer down his shirt and pants.

    “Damn it,” Ryder said. “Where’s the bathroom?”

    Dave pointed across the room and said, “Down the hallway. Last door on the left. The laundry room is across the hall from the bathroom if you want to give your shirt a quick dry. Though you’ll still look like you pissed your pants, so, you know, there’s that.”

    “Thanks for the words of confidence,” Ryder said.

    Dave laughed and slapped him on the back before Ryder made his way through the crowd and down the hallway. He gently pushed the bathroom door open – he didn’t want to surprise anyone that might have forgotten to lock it – and stepped inside.

    Ryder looked at himself in the mirror and saw just how ridiculous he looked. He had a thick wet streak down the middle of his shirt and the front of his pants. He looked like he’d drooled all over himself. He unbuttoned his shirt and took it off in the hopes of using the dryer Dave mentioned.

    Ryder turned on the faucet to try and wash away the beer smell before he dried his shirt. A knock on the door caught him off guard and Ryder smacked his hand on the faucet and sprayed water all over his shirt and pants. “Sorry, occupied,” he said.

    “Ryder?” a soft, feminine voice said from the other side of the door.

    “Um, yeah. Can I help you?” he asked.

    “You could open the door.”

    Ryder knew there were other bathrooms in the house and he couldn’t imagine why someone needed to get into the one he was using so badly, but it didn’t seem like she was going to go away and he still had pants and a t-shirt on so Ryder turned the faucet off and opened the door.

    “Hey,” Riley said.

    Ryder couldn’t quite find the right words to greet the girl he’s spent years pining for.

    “Is it okay if I come in?” Riley asked, though she didn’t give him a chance to answer. Instead, she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.

    Riley stepped towards him and Ryder realized it was the closest he’d ever stood to the girl of his dreams.

    “You made quite the mess there,” she said with a smile. “I’m sorry if it seemed like I was laughing. I kind of couldn’t help it, you know?”

    “Sure,” Ryder said. “That’s okay.”

    “So, are you in here trying to get cleaned up, or are you doing something else?” Riley asked.

    “Something else?” Ryder asked.

    Riley flashed her bright smile and said, “I know you like me, Ryder. I’ve seen the way you look at me. I saw the way you were looking at me tonight. I thought maybe you used the mess you made as an excuse to come to the bathroom and…well, you know.”

    She glanced at his crotch and it dawned on Ryder that she was implying he might have come to the bathroom to jerk off to thoughts of her.

    “Oh…no, that’s not…no, that’s not what I was doing,” he said.

    Riley stepped closer and Ryder instinctively backed away as he felt a distinctly predatory vibe emanating from the girl he’d spent so much time dreaming about.

    “Ryder and Riley,” she said. “That has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?”

    “I…I guess,” he replied.

    “You do have a crush on me, don’t you Ryder?” Riley asked as she took another step towards him.

    Ryder backed up against the wall. The bathroom was too small for him to go anywhere else. “I…I don’t know…I mean…I’m not sure I’d say it was a crush.”

    “You know, you’re cuter than I ever gave you credit for,” Riley said as she reached out.

    Her fingers stopped just short of Ryder’s arm as he looked down. Part of him hoped he’d get to feel her skin against his. Part of him hoped she’d step aside so he could run out of the room and be done with it. Riley hadn’t been quite so assertive in the fantasies he’d conjured about her.

    Riley took a half step closer and ran her fingers up Ryder’s arm. A shiver of pleasure rushed through his body and his knees nearly buckled.

    She leaned closer and said, “Do you have a crush on me, Ryder?”

    He held her gaze for a few moments before nodding and looking away.

    Riley reached up, took Ryder’s chin in her fingers, and pulled his eyes back to hers. She took another half step closer and leaned in. Ryder’s pulse raced as he was certain Riley was going to kiss him.

    “I just broke up with my boyfriend,” she said.

    Riley tilted her head and leaned closer. Her lips parted and Ryder closed his eyes as he waited for her to kiss him.

    Her lips brushed against his cheek as Riley stepped closer and gently pressed her body against his. She gently bit his earlobe and Ryder winced.

    “Do you want to be my boyfriend, Ryder?” Riley asked.

    Goose bumps raced down Ryder’s arms as he felt Riley’s breath against his neck. “Yes,” he said.

    Riley stepped back and leaned against the marble counter. She crossed her arms and smiled. “Of course you do,” she said. “Every guy at this part wants to be my boyfriend. Four guys have already asked me out. I turned them all down. Do you know why?”

    Ryder shook his head. “No, I don’t.”

    Riley stepped closer again and smiled. “I turned them down because I’ve been waiting for you to ask me out, Ryder. I turned them down because I want you as much as you want me.”

    Ryder studied her face for a few moments and asked, “Really?”

    Riley smiled and nodded as she leaned in and tilted her head once more. This time she wasn’t teasing, though. This time she kissed him. This time her impossibly soft lips pressed against his. This time her lips parted and she offered just a little hint of her tongue.

    It was a moment of pure, wondrous bliss for Ryder. The rest of the world disappeared as he was swallowed into a vortex of joy and more than a little arousal.

    “That was incredible,” he said as Riley stepped back.

    She glanced between his legs at the bulge in his pants, looked up at Ryder, and said, “You know what would turn me on?”

    “What?” Ryder asked.

    “If you got on your knees,” she replied. “It turns me on to see a man on his knees.”

    Ryder stared at the beautiful redhead as the low beat of the party’s music seeped under the bathroom door. She held his gaze and he tried his best to ascertain if she was serious or trying to put together some sort of prank.

    With the arousal generated by her kiss still coursing through his body, Ryder ultimately chose to sink to his knees. If Riley was being honest and she was turned on by a man on his knees then that was the only place Ryder wanted to be.

    He looked up and saw Riley smiling at him. She reached down and slowly pulled up the bottom of her dress, revealing her creamy, smooth thighs and coming tantalizingly close to showing him the space between her legs.

    “Unzip your pants, Ryder,” she said.

    Ryder looked up at her and again studied her face. Riley looked a little bit aroused, like she was genuinely eager for him to unzip his pants. It felt risky to do it – it seemed to him that there were so many ways something like that could go wrong – but Ryder did it anyway.

    Riley rewarded him by lifting the bottom of her dress a little more, revealing a pair of white lace panties in the process. Suddenly it all seemed worth it. He was staring at her panties. He was looking between the legs of the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen and he was one thin layer of fabric away from looking at her pussy.

    “I like sex,” she said.

    “What?” Ryder asked.

    Riley smiled. “Sometimes guys think that girls don’t like sex. They think we use it as some kind of weapon, or a way to get free dinners or flowers or whatever. I like sex, though. I like to get fucked. I like the way a big cock feels inside me. I like it when a man moves between my legs and slides into my pussy. I like it when he fucks me well enough to give me the kind of orgasm that makes me tingle from head to toe.”

    Ryder was speechless and painfully erect. In all his fantasies about Riley he’d never really imagined her as the kind of girl that would talk about sex that way.

    “Are you the kind of man that could fuck me that way, Ryder?” Riley asked.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    “Take your cock out,” Riley demanded.

    For a few moments Ryder’s brain seemed to short circuit. He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t even hear the music anymore. It was just the sound of his heart pounding wildly.

    “Do it,” she said.

    Ryder reached into his fly. His fingers found his cock. He hesitated for a moment and then pulled it out.

    Riley laughed. She dropped her dress and Ryder’s view of her panties disappeared. He looked up to see her staring down at his cock. She was still laughing.

    “Stop,” he said. “Please.”

    The laughter stop and a scowl replaced the bright smile that Riley had worn. She bent over and her blue eyes were alive with what seemed to be genuine anger. Then it all washed away. She smiled at him. The kindness returned to her eyes. Riley reached up to caress his face and Ryder felt his cock throb as the softness of her touch turned to arousal as the sensation moved through his body.

    “Tell me, Ryder. If I went back out to the party and told everyone that you trapped me in the bathroom and took out your cock, do you think they’d believe me?” Riley asked.

    “What?” he said.

    “If I told them that you locked the door and made me watch as you masturbated like some kind of deviant, would they believe me?” she asked.

    Ryder moved to put his cock back into his pants and Riley slapped him across the face with such force that he fell over. He caught himself on the edge of the bathtub and reached up to try and soothe the exceptional pain that radiated from the source of the slap.

    “Did I say you could put your cock away?” Riley asked.

    Ryder said nothing as he stared at the bathroom floor.

    “Answer me or I will slap you again,” she said.

    “No, you didn’t,” Ryder replied.

    “No, I didn’t. Now quit acting like a baby and answer my fucking question,” she demanded.

    Ryder sat up on his knees once more and put his hands at his sides. “Yes, I think they’d believe you,” he said. Of course they’d believe her. If the choice was between the beautiful, popular girl and the guy who was decidedly less popular when they’d all gone to school together, of course they would believe her.

    “Hold your hand up,” Riley ordered.

    Ryder held his hand up and Riley leaned over and spit in it.

    “Wrap your fingers around your cock,” she said.

    Ryder looked at the spit in his hand and then up at the beautiful redhead. Even in this decidedly cruel state she was still impossibly good-looking.

    He waited too long to do as she was told, though. Riley delivered another slap, this one with a little less force.

    “You’re not getting it,” she said. “The moment you walked into this party and directed your disgusting, pervy stare at me I decided I was going to teach you a lesson. That’s happening either way. I can leave this room and tell a story about your pervy desire to make me watch you masturbate, or you can do as you’re told and what happens in this room doesn’t have to leave this room. It’s your choice, but you better make it quickly because I’m getting tired of your inability to do as you’re told.”

    Riley was not, in any way, shape, or form, the girl Ryder thought she was. She was the not the fantasy he’d created in his head. She was, however, in control, and Ryder believed that she would use that sense of control to do whatever the hell she desired. He gave in and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    Riley smiled and said, “Look at your cock. Do you see how your fingers wrap all the way around it with ease? Do you see how the head barely pokes out when you’ve got your fingers around it?”

    Ryder nodded.

    “That means you have a small cock. It means you have a sad, pathetic, small little dick that couldn’t fuck me – or any other woman, for that matter – to a satisfying orgasm. It’s thin and it’s short and it’s sad. If you surprised me by having a big cock there was a chance I would have let you fuck me right here on the bathroom counter, but that thing is pathetic and it’s not coming anywhere near me,” she explained. “Oh, and just in case your delusional little mind hasn’t gotten the message yet, I was not waiting for you to ask me out. I would never, ever date you, Ryder. I said no to all those other guys because I can do better than them, just like I can do better than you.”

    Ryder felt some of the life draining from his cock as Riley offered her torrent of insults.

    “I am going to get what I need, though,” she said. “Now jerk off for me.”

    “What?” Ryder said. He regretted it, but it was like he didn’t have control. He was so surprised by her command that the words just spilled out.

    Riley raised her hand like she was going to slap him again and Ryder flinched. He closed his eyes and turned his head. Her laughter filled the bathroom.

    “Jerk off for me. Right now,” she said. “Stroke your small dick. Stroke it with my spit as lube.”

    Ryder stroked his cock as commanded and Riley laughed at him.

    “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” she demanded.

    Ryder did as he was told and Riley bent over. He thought she was going to spit in his mouth, but instead she wrapped her lips around his tongue and sucked on it. She took as much of it as she could into her mouth and sucked hard enough for it to hurt a little, like she was trying to pull his tongue from his mouth.

    “You’re a fucking loser,” Riley said after releasing his tongue from her grasp.”You’re on your knees jerking off your little dick like a fucking loser.”

    Ryder felt an unsurprising surge of pleasure between his legs. The situation was strange, but he was still masturbating and there was no denying it felt good.

    “Do you dream of my pussy, loser?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded.

    “Do you dream of fucking it? Do you dream of sticking your sad little dick in my pussy and fucking it until you cum?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded and stroked a little faster. He’d had those dreams. He’d had countless dreams of that variety.

    “Do you want to see my pussy?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Riley spit in his mouth with such force that it caught Ryder off guard. His head snapped back and he banged it against the wall, setting off another round of laughter.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Ryder swallowed her spit and she laughed once more.

    Riley stood, spun around, and bent over the bathroom counter. She lifted the bottom of her dress and he stared at her beautiful, milky white ass with the thong running down the crack. He felt a surge of pleasure between his legs as his cock swelled.

    “I’ll bet you’re the kind of loser that likes to kiss a girl’s ass, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded. He’d never really thought about it before, but the idea sounded quite pleasing.

    “Do it,” she said. “Kiss my ass. Be a good little loser boy and kiss my ass as you stroke that pathetic cock of yours.”

    Ryder crawled closer and pressed his lips against the warm, soft, pale skin of Riley’s ass.

    She surprised him by reaching back, grabbing a tight handful of his hair, and pulling his nose between her ass cheeks. She smothered him with her flesh and laughed once more.

    “Fucking loser,” she said after releasing her grasp.

    Ryder sat back and looked at her ass and then up at Riley. She looked down at him over her shoulder with pure disdain in her eyes.

    “Get on your back,” she demanded. “On the floor. Now.”

    Riley spun around as Ryder moved to his back on the cold tile of the bathroom floor. She unzipped her dress, stepped out of it, and carefully hung it from one of the hooks on the back of the door.

    “Don’t bother with the fantasy, loser,” Riley said. “I’m not going to sit on your cock. I wasn’t kidding. That dick of yours isn’t remotely worthy of being inside me. I’d barely feel it if I sat on you. I’d be doing it strictly for your benefit, and I think we both know you’re not worthy of that kind of pleasure from me.”

    Ryder was a little embarrassed that she’d seemingly read his mind. The first thing he’d thought when she unzipped her dress was that he was about to get lucky.

    “No,” Riley said as she stood over his body and stepped forward until her pussy rested three feet above his face. “I have other plans.”

    She pulled aside her panties and Ryder stared up at the most beautiful pussy he’d ever seen. Her lips were bright pink and they looked wondrously puffy. Short red hair surrounded her loins and all Ryder could think about was how joyful it would be if she did sit on his cock.

    “You’re pathetic,” Riley said as she lowered her pussy until it was hovering just above his face. “You can be useful, though. Now open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

    Ryder opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue as he dreamed of tasting Riley’s pussy. Surely she was going to let him lick her clit and make her cum.

    “I’m going to sit on your mouth now,” she said. “If your tongue moves without permission I will slap you silly. Do you understand?”

    Ryder nodded and a moment later Riley sat on his face. Her pussy lips spread open around his mouth and his tongue disappeared inside her. Just like that he was tasting the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. Her warmth and wetness enveloped his tongue and he stroked his impossibly hard cock faster.

    “Keep your mouth open,” Riley said with a smile. “I’m going to show you what I think of you.”

    Ryder felt a hot, salty liquid flow from Riley’s pussy into his mouth. It took a few moments to realize she was pissing. He reacted before he could think. He thrashed beneath her, but Riley refused to relent. She grabbed two handfuls of hair and pressed down as the flow continued. Piss poured out of Ryder’s mouth and down his cheeks. He felt it pooling beneath his head and soaking his hair.

    Riley wore a wild look on her face as she emptied her bladder on Ryder. When the flow stopped she began to move her pussy over his lips and tongue. He thought she was using him like toilet paper, but a quiet moan escaped her lips.

    “You’re disgusting,” Riley said as she closed her eyes and continued to ride his face. “You’re a disgusting little pig. You’re a disgusting little piss pig. You filthy, piss-soaked piece of shit.”

    Ryder saw that he was nothing more than a toy for Riley. Her eyes were closed and the dirty talk was unquestionably for her pleasure as she let out a series of lusty moans between each round of verbal degradation.

    “You’re fucking filthy,” she said as her thighs began to tremble. She tightened her grip on his hair and moved her pussy swiftly over his face. “You’re a filthy little pig that’s going to make me cum.”

    Riley leaned forward, lifted her pussy from his lips, and climaxed as she turned Ryder’s head and pressed it into the floor, smearing his cheeks in her warm piss in the process.

    When she was finished Riley stood up, wiped the bottom of her shoes on his shirt, adjusted her panties, and put her dress on.

    “You’re welcome to finish jerking off if you’d like, but I won’t be sticking around for that,” she said before turning to check herself in the mirror. “I might want to do this again sometime. I’ll let you know.”

    She walked out and Ryder stared at the ceiling. He released his cock and reached up to wipe some of the piss and pussy juices off his face. He hesitated for a moment and then wrapped his fingers around his cock once more.

    Ryder closed his eyes and masturbated furiously. Not long after his body shook with pleasure and his cum spurted into the air. It felt humiliating to cum after the ordeal Riley had put him through, but all Ryder could think about was how badly he wanted to do it again. He wasn’t sure why, but he wanted more of the cruelty she’d just doled out.

  
    His Cuckold Ritual Takes a Twisted Turn - Part 1

    "What can I get for you?"

    Wade barely heard the bartender as he replayed the memory of carefully dressing his wife in the most exquisite pair of stockings he'd ever bought her. The nylon felt impossibly soft against his fingers and she'd smiled down at him and playfully ruffled his hair before instructing him not to linger too long, as she wanted to be ready by the time her bull showed up.

    "Sir?" the bartender asked.

    Wade snapped back to the present moment. "Uh, yeah, I'll have...shit, I don't know. What's your favorite cocktail to make?"

    For just a moment an exhausted look washed over the bartender's face, like he'd had a long day and wasn't interested in a customer who was going to make it feel a little longer. Then he perked up and said, "Actually, I've been working on a new cocktail. I think it's pretty good. If you're up for it I'll make you one."

    "Fantastic," Wade said. "I'll take one of whatever you're calling this cocktail."

    The bartender smiled. "It hasn't got a name yet. I'm not entirely sure it's good yet, and it's back luck to name a cocktail until you've perfected it."

    "Is that right?"

    He laughed. "I have no idea, but, you know, who am I to tempt fate?"

    Wade nodded and the bartender walked away and set about crafting his drink. It involved at least two different types of alcohol - Wade knew nothing about bartending so he wasn't sure what was in the unlabeled bottles - muddled blackberries, a mint leaf, a gigantic ice cube with a stamp of the bar's logo on the top, and a few other ingredients along with a lemon peel as a garnish of sorts.

    "There you are," the bartender said.

    Wade looked it over - he especially liked the stamp of the bar’s logo on the top of the ice cube, which floated in the drink - and then picked up the glass and took a sip. A wealth of flavors lit up his taste buds and Wade couldn't help but smile. The initial burst was followed by the gentle heat of alcohol that lingered on his tongue and in his throat.

    "That's fantastic," he said. "Truly. You should put that on the menu."

    The bartender looked downright giddy and Wade judged him as a man that took great care in his work. He thought - in an obtuse kind of way - that they shared that in common.

    Wade wasn't about to mention that the work he was thinking of was being a cuckold. Truthfully, it wasn't really work. It was more like a passion, but Wade suspected the bartender would have thought of himself as passionate about crafting new cocktails. Perhaps he harbored an ambition to open a bar, to fill a menu with his cocktails, to play host to the most discerning imbibers of elegant drinks the city had to offer.

    "Thanks for this," Wade said as he slid off the bar stool with the intention of finding his way to a booth.

    "Shall I keep a tab open for you?"

    "That would be great, thanks."

    Wade made his way to the booth and slid all the way in. He put his phone on the table - Mira would text at some point to let him know he was needed in the room - and took another sip of the cocktail before closing his eyes and savoring the taste.

    He'd savored the taste of Mira's pussy not that long ago. It was his last task as a cuckold on date night. He would prep her pussy with his tongue. He would get her excited, get her wet, leave her in a state of unbridled lust for when her bull knocked on the door of the hotel room Wade had booked.

    Arranging a time with Mira's bull and booking the hotel room was his first task. He didn't always buy her new lingerie, but if he did, that was his second task in making a date night happen. Driving her to the hotel, checking her in, and then preparing her for the night was the third and longest task that was comprised of many smaller tasks.

    Wade took pleasure in all of them. Being a cuckold was his passion, after all. He made sure that Mira's pubic hair was trimmed exactly to her bull's liking. He made sure her toenails were perfectly painted in the color of her choosing. He applied gently-scented moisturizer to her body after their shower. He laid out her lingerie as she did her hair and makeup. He prepared the room for her bull's arrival by ordering champagne and any snacking food they might want. He carefully dressed Mira in her lingerie, taking his time to ensure it looked utterly flawless.

    Then, as was their custom, Wade would depart before Mira's bull arrived. On rare occasions he was permitted to sit on his knees in the corner and watch, but Mira experienced far greater pleasure if her husband was out of the room, and as her cuckold Wade was dedicated to his wife's pleasure above all else.

    That's why he was at the bar. It was his ritual. He would come to the hotel bar - he spread their bookings around to different hotels to make sure no one got to know his face all that well - and he would enjoy a cocktail and let his mind wander to thoughts of another man's cock satisfying his wife countless times over the next few hours.

    "May I join you?"

    Wade looked up to see a beautiful young woman standing next to his booth with a cocktail in her hand. He recognized her as the girl that had checked them in just a handful of hours ago. She'd changed out of her uniform - navy blue pants, a white blouse, and a blazer with a name tag pinned to it - and looked rather fetching in a blue satin halter dress that exposed a wealth of cleavage.

    "Uh...I'm...uh..."

    She smiled and sat across from him. "I'm Cora, by the way."

    He nodded as he struggled to discern why she was sitting across from him. It occurred to Wade that she was dressed like a woman trying to impress a man. Did she have a date and was just killing time? Did she have some sort of strange side business where she worked as an escort at the hotel after her shift was over?

    Cora sipped her drink - it looked like she had the same cocktail as Wade - and then set it on the table and leaned back. She smiled at him and he looked towards the bartender as if that would shed some light on what was happening. He was busy with another customer, though.

    "Do you think he's inside her by now?" Cora asked.

    Wade's head snapped her way. His jaw dropped. His eyes went wide. His heart raced inexplicably He had no control over any of it. "What?"

    Cora's smile shifted and Wade's pulse quickened further.

    "You've booked a room here four times over the past three months. Each time, you and your beautiful wife arrive exactly at 4 p.m. You check in while she waits quietly. You carry the bags to the elevator. Between 7 and 7:45 p.m. you step off the elevator and come to this bar. Shortly before 8 p.m. the same handsome man in a suit walks through the lobby and into the elevators. Somewhere between two and four hours later, you leave the bar and head back to your room. It happens every time you check in and it will happen tonight as well. So, my question is, do you think that handsome man's cock is inside your wife by now, or do they indulge in a bit of foreplay before fucking?"

    Wade jumped as her foot pressed between his legs under the table. She smiled.

    "There's no need to panic, Wade. You've done nothing wrong. People engage in all sorts of naughty fun at our hotel. Business travelers cheat on their husbands and wives. Kinky couples bring their bondage gear to get wild in a safe space. Men - always men - hire escorts and pay unholy sums of money to spend the night having carefree sex and unburdening themselves of their stresses with someone who won't complain about them being selfish. I'll be honest, though, we don't get a lot of couples that are into cuckolding and I find it fascinating. I find you fascinating. You spend three or four hours in the room with your wife and then you leave as another man takes your place."

    Her foot pressed against his cock as Wade gripped the edge of the table. 

    "I'm right about you, aren't I? You're a cuckold? There's another man in your room and he's going to spend the night fucking your wife, right?"

    Wade nodded as his dick got hard. He probably should have left, but he wasn't thinking clearly. He could barely speak, let alone motivate his body to depart the booth and find a safer place to hide from the front desk clerk who'd transformed herself into the seductress sitting across from him in an exquisite dress.

    "I assume you don't fuck her in the time you're up there with her."

    He shook his head.

    Cora smiled. "No. Of course not. If you fucked her, what would be the point of bringing in another man to do it. So what do you do while you're up there, Wade?"

    "I...I do my job."

    "What an intriguing answer, but I require more details."

    He took a deep breath as she continued to massage his cock through his pants. "I prepare her for the night. I prepare the room. I make sure everything is perfect so that my wife and her...her bull can have the best night possible."

    "Details, Wade."

    "I shower with her. I wash her body and her hair. I trim her pubic hair to her bull's liking. I dry her off. I rub lotion into most of her body. I then prepare the room as she does her hair and makeup. When she's ready, I dress her in lingerie. Then I..."

    "Then you what?" she asked as he trailed off.

    "Then I go down on her to make sure she's exceptionally wet and turned on for him."

    "You prepare her pussy so another man can fuck it, Wade?"

    His cock got harder as he nodded. He'd never talked about his cuckolding with another person, let alone another woman. It was oddly enthralling.

    "And tell me, Wade, does he use a condom when he fucks your wife?"

    He shook his head. "They've been together for quite some time, so she trusts him to...to cum inside her without risk."

    "And I'll bet that turns you on, Wade. The fact that another man is cumming in your wife's pussy. The fact that he's claiming her as his by flooding her womb with his seed."

    Wade nodded.

    "And what happens when you go up there, Wade? Have they finished fucking?"

    "Usually, yes. I...I clean up."

    She smiled, sipped her drink, and then got up. Wade thought the conversation was over, but instead Cora joined him on his side of the booth. She slid close enough that her body was soon pressed against his. Her perfume was intoxicating and he caught the floral scent of her shampoo, too. He noticed that her nipples were hard and quite prominent as they pushed through the material of her dress.

    "Does clean up mean what I think it means, Wade?"

    "What do you think it means?"

    She leaned over and softly kissed his neck before moaning. "I think it means that you lick another man's cum out of your wife's pussy, Wade. I think it means that you use your tongue to collect every bit of his seed that you can, that you swallow it like a greedy little cum slut, that you get hard while you're doing it."

    "That's true."

    Cora put a hand on his knee and slowly moved it towards his crotch as Wade's heart pounded at a rate he was certain was unhealthy.

    "I also...I also clean his cock," he confessed, mostly because it felt good to admit it to someone other than his wife or her bull.

    "How naughty," Cora whispered before kissing his neck once more. Her fingers found his cock and she stroked him slowly through his slacks. "And your wife doesn't mind being married to a cocksucking cum slut, Wade?"

    "I...I think she likes it," he admitted. "I wasn't...I wasn't really good in bed, which is why I suggested she sleep with other people. As soon as we started doing it she got more dominant. I think it turns her on to dominate me, to watch me do humiliating, submissive things. I don't know why she'd keep doing it like this if it didn't turn her on."

    "I think you're right, Wade. I think your wife likes being married to a cuckold, to a little bitch, to a cocksucker and a cum slut, to a man that's willing to do literally anything to please her."

    A small part of Wade's mind wondered why Cora had taken an interest in him. What was she getting out of it? Did she just enjoy fucking with him? Did she enjoy turning on a random stranger in a bar? Was there an end game? He was too caught up in his arousal to do anything other than go along for the ride, though.

    "I'd like something from you, Wade," she said while slowly working his cock under the table.

    "What's that?"

    Cora's tongue danced over his neck. "You have a few options. I'm going to let you choose."

    He tensed up. Her tone had changed slightly.

    "Your first choice is to pay me $5,000. Venmo would be ideal."

    He gripped the edge of the table as the conversation took a turn for the worse. She stroked him faster under the table, though, and kissed his neck in the most seductive manner he'd ever experienced.

    "Wha..."

    She gripped his cock hard enough to make Wade panic at the potential for damage. "Quiet. No more talking until I give you permission."

    He nodded.

    She kissed his neck and resumed stroking him. "Your second choice is to be my cuckold for the next few hours. Accompany me to a room. Dress me in lingerie. Eat my pussy until I'm wet. Unlike your wife, I won’t make you leave the room, though. You'll stay and you’ll suck the dick of the man that's going to fuck me. You'll likely be used as furniture while he fucks me. You'll clean his cock multiple times when he pulls it from my pussy. You'll drink his cum out of me after he blows his load inside me. You'll thank him for fucking me. You'll beg him for the chance to suck his flaccid cock until he's hard for round two. Then we'll do it all over again. Oh, and you'll welcome any verbal humiliation he or I direct your way."

    Wade was surprised to find himself tempted by the second option, but the temptation lasted only a few moments. "Why would I do any of that, Cora? I'm kinky, but I have no interest in cheating on my wife."

    She released his cock and reached into her purse, which rested on the bench to her left. Cora pulled out her phone and brought up a video that sent stress coursing through every bone in Wade's body.

    He was staring at himself. He was dressing Mira in lingerie. It was the set she'd worn two months ago.

    Cora skipped ahead to the part in the video where Wade came back to the room. He watched himself suck her bull's cock clean and then crawl between Mira's legs to clean the cum out of her. There must have been a hidden camera in the room. Wade couldn't believe it.

    "What the fuck?" he asked.

    "I'm an enterprising young woman, Wade. I have no intention of working at a fucking hotel front desk for the rest of my life. I have ambitions that require earning quite a lot of money. I'm not evil, though. I like to have fun while earning my money. I try to make it as painless as possible for my victims."

    "And what if I just call the police?"

    "Then this video gets sent to your employer, to your wife's employer, to your family, to your friends, to your parents. By the time the police arrive the evidence of the video will be scrubbed from my phone and they'll only have your word that I secretly filmed your little cuckold ritual. They won't even arrest me, Wade, but your life will effectively be ruined. For some reason, people look down on cucks. They seem them as weak. As pathetic. As worth laughing at."

    Cora leaned in and kissed his neck once more and Wade hated that he felt an instant rush of arousal.

    "I’m going to love playing with a cuck, though," she said. "And I have a client that really wants to play out his little fantasy of cucking a man, of making him suffer humiliation and degradation, oF showing him what a worthless man he is by cucking him repeatedly over the course of a night. You're going to be that man, Wade. You're going to suffer humiliation and degradation for me and I'm going to earn a great deal of money from this kinky client of mine."

    "Please don't do this," Wade said, though he could hear the sense of defeat in his voice.

    "It's done, Wade," Cora whispered. "You have two choices. Both cost you a great deal. Both benefit me. I have the leverage and I'm more than happy to use it to hurt you if you don't do as I desire. So make your choice. Either pay me $5,000 or play the part of my cuckold for the evening."

    Wade's first thought was that he loved to watch. His second thought was that he'd long fantasized about experiencing his cuckolding in close up, which he assumed was what Cora meant by using him as furniture.

    Wade couldn't really afford to send $5,000 to Cora. It was far too much money, and in that moment he was still trying to figure out a way to clean up the mess without Mira discovering that a previous night of cuckolding at the hotel had been filmed.

    "Okay, I'll be your cuckold," he said.

    Cora smiled, turned his head towards hers, and kissed him. Wade was stunned at the pleasure of the kiss. Her lips were soft and tasted subtly of the many flavors her cocktail. Her tongue moved expertly into his mouth and lured him into an even deeper state of desire as her hand stroked him a little faster under the table.

    "I promise, Wade, that you'll enjoy yourself as long as you do as you're told. If you disobey me, though, it will be a miserable night for you. Do you understand?"

    "I do," he said.

    "Good. Let's finish our drinks and then we can go up to my room and you can prepare me for my date."

    Cora moved back to the other side of the booth and sipped her cocktail.

    "So...what are your ambitions?"

    "What?" she asked.

    "You said you're a girl with ambitions. Anything specific, or were you just talking about not wanting to work at a hotel for the rest of your life?"

    Cora smiled and gestured towards the bar as she said, "First up is opening a bar with our intrepid bartender. He's got a real talent for creating cocktails and a well-run bar is a cash generating machine. It's hard to get a loan for one, though, especially since we both have bad credit. We're about halfway to having the money to get started on building a bar, though. If it goes well, we'll open multiple locations."

    Wade couldn't help but be impressed. He didn't exactly support Cora's use of extortion to fund her dreams, but he was impressed that she had them and was willing to do damn near anything to achieve them.

    "Have you done a cuckold thing with a client before?" he asked.

    She shook her head. "This is my first. He requested it months ago, actually. I just didn't have the right guy to make it happen. Then I found you, and you were quite accommodating in sharing all of the dirty fun you get up to with your wife and her bull, which made it easy to identify that you're perfect for this particular client."

    "What's he paying you?"

    Cora sipped her drink. "That's not for you to know, Wade. You should know, though, that I will be vindictive if you spoil his fantasy. You are nothing more than a means to an end for me, Wade, and I won't hesitate to punish you if you fuck this up."

    He felt a chill run down his spine. "I won't fuck it up," he said.

    "Yeah? Why don't you prove how obedient you can be by crawling under the table and kissing my feet."

    Wade looked around the bar. It had gotten fairly busy since his arrival and someone would absolutely see him do as Cora wanted.

    "It wasn't a suggestion, Wade. Do it right now. If you're good, I'll reward you by letting you taste my pussy under the table."

    Wade saw little purpose in fighting her. He was caught in a fucked up situation, but Cora didn't strike him as malevolent. Just ambitious in an off-kilter fashion. So he slid under the table and kissed her feet. It was uncomfortable and more than a little humiliating, but then she spread her legs and inched her hips forward. He saw that she wasn't wearing any panties and he noticed that her pussy glistened with desire.

    Wade crawled closer and tasted her. Cora put a hand on his head and he found himself devouring her cunt like he always did when his wife welcomed him between her legs.

    The oral worship was brief, though, as Cora pushed him away after just a handful of seconds. Wade then crawled out from under the table, took his seat at the booth, and glanced around the bar. Two girls were staring and smiling, though one of them offered a thumbs up, as if his dedication to eating pussy was something to be proud of.

    "You're going to be cucked twice tonight, Wade," Cora said. "If anything, you should be grateful to me. In fact, I expect you to show your gratitude before the night is over."

    "I will," he said softly.

    "Good. Let's go to my room, then. It's time to have some fun."

    Wade left money on the table for his drink and followed Cora out of the bar. He saw her nod at the bartender - who was clearly in on her funding scheme - and they strolled across the lobby and into the elevator.

    Cora kissed Wade the moment the doors shut. She took his hand and placed it on one of her breasts as their tongues danced. He moaned and pushed his hips forward, pressing his erection into her pelvis.

    "Men are so simple," Cora said with a smile. "It's my favorite thing about your gender. A little bit of arousal makes you impossibly easy to control."

    Despite himself, Wade wanted to kiss her again. The whole thing was insane and he knew it. His dick remained hard, though.

    They elevator doors opened and Cora took his hand and led Wade into the hallway.

    "I love my job," she said.

    Somehow, Wade was both fearful and aroused. It felt as though it might be either the best or worst night of his life and there wasn't much he could do to control the outcome. He was Cora's to do with as she pleased. The only question was what she would do. Wade would soon find out.

    To be continued...
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    "How do I look?" Cora asked as she strutted from one end of the hotel room to the other.

    The truth was, she looked perfect. Cora was an astoundingly beautiful woman and the lingerie set Wade had just dressed her in further enhanced her beauty, including putting her breasts on display in a manner that would have her date throbbing in his underwear mere moments after gazing upon on her.

    Cora wasn't Wade's girlfriend or wife, though. She was just a girl who was blackmailing him into playing her cuckold for the evening so she could fulfill the fantasy of the man that was paying her that evening.

    Wade's actual wife was in another room in the hotel. She was almost certainly getting fucked at that moment, in fact. Wade was supposed to be waiting in the lobby bar to be called back to his room to clean up his wife and her bull. Instead, Cora showed up in the bar and presented Wade with footage of a previous night of cuckolding that she used as leverage to get him to agree to her demands. Absent a better option, Wade had agreed to her plan.

    "You look good," he answered as Cora stood with her hands on her hips.

    She frowned and approached him. She took his cock in her hand - she'd ordered him to strip the moment they stepped into the room - and stroked him slowly while kissing his neck. Wade hated that it felt so good, but Cora was beautiful and talented and her touch was impossibly arousing.

    "I need you to be honest, Wade," she whispered. "Keep in mind that I'm more than happy to pick up your belt and beat your ass for a little while if I feel as though you're not being honest with me."

    Fear gripped him. Never in his life had he been in the position he found himself in. Cora had all the leverage she needed to make his life miserable and she was cheerfully free of the sort of morality that would have prevented most people from embarking on such an ambitious moneymaking scheme.

    "You look perfect," he said. "You do. You're beautiful and sexy and perfect."

    She smiled. "More beautiful than your wife, Wade?" He heard the pleasure in her voice as she asked it.

    "I...I don't know."

    Cora stroked his cock a little faster. "Would you fuck me if I let you, Wade? If I was on my hands and knees in that bed and begging you to fuck me, would you do it?"

    He shook his head.

    "We'll never know, I suppose. What kind of cuckoldress would I be if I let you fuck me? After all, your own wife has no use for your dick. What use could it possibly be to me?"

    She slapped his cock and Wade doubled over in pain. Cora laughed in delight and Wade caught a whiff of perfume emanating from her pelvic area. A brief desire to taste her pussy followed and he couldn't help but appreciate the genius of applying an alluring scent to that wondrous part of her body.

    As he stood up straight, Cora glanced at the night table clock and smiled. "My date will be here soon. Do you understand your purpose tonight, Wade?"

    "To be a cuckold."

    "Can you be more specific, Wade?"

    "To do as I'm told. To suffer whatever humiliation and degradation your client wishes to bestow upon me. To ensure that he lives out his fantasy in any way he desires."

    "Very good, Wade," she replied. "Don't worry. If you're a good boy, you'll be out of here long before your wife's companion is finished satisfying her. You'll be able to run to her room, to clean her pussy, to suck his fat cock clean. Perhaps they'll be generous enough to let you fluff him so he can fuck your wife again before they fall into the deep slumber that visits those who are lucky enough to achieve true sexual satisfaction."

    A moment later, Cora's lips were pressed against his. Her fingers encircled Wade's cock and she stroked him vigorously as her tongue pushed into his mouth and a moan followed.

    "You're a good kisser," she whispered.

    "So are you."

    Cora smiled, released his cock from her grasp, and pointed to the floor. Wade fell to his knees and looked up at her.

    "Don't disappoint me tonight, Wade. I like you, but I don't care about you. I care about making money, and to do that I need to please my client. If you disappoint me and he decides that he didn't get what he paid for, I will go to great lengths to punish you."

    "I understand," Wade answered. Fear gripped him once more, though arousal rested beneath that fear, threatening to usurp the unpleasant emotion.

    A gentle knock on the door put a smile on Cora's face. She closed her eyes for a moment, took a deep breath, and shifted her posture slightly before sauntering towards the door. It was subtle, but it was if she'd willed herself to be sexier, somehow, like she'd become Cora the escort while her eyes were closed.

    Her voice dripped with desire as she said, "I've missed you, Titus."

    Wade couldn't see the door, but heard Cora and her client kissing. As he listened, Wade tried to wrap his head around the notion of paying a woman thousands of dollars for the privilege of fucking her. Even if he possessed that kind of money, he couldn't imagine actually spending it in that manner, mostly because he was certain he'd get hung up on the idea that she was only doing it for the money, that she wasn't the slightest bit interested in fucking him. Men like Titus clearly had no problem with that part of the escort equation.

    "Come, I want you to meet my cuck," Cora said.

    A moment later she appeared in front of Wade holding the hand of a far more impressive man than he'd imagined. For some reason Wade figured that only unattractive men would pay for sex. Titus was tall, good-looking, and appeared to be in great shape. He had a square jaw and what struck Wade as carefully groomed stubble with flecks of gray amongst the dark hair. He oozed money, too, from the quality of his suit to the watch on his wrist to the shiny shoes he wore.

    "Titus, this is my cuck. He's promised to be a good boy tonight, to serve us both as we desire." Cora kissed her client's neck and caressed his cock through his slacks. "I'm looking forward to seeing you put him in his place."

    Titus smiled at Wade and then turned to kiss Cora. His hand moved into her lingerie and he grasped one of her breasts. Their tongues entwined as she moaned into his mouth and Wade was surprised to feel his cock grow. Perhaps he was more of a cuckold than he'd ever imagined if he found pleasure in watching two total strangers kiss in front of him.

    "Kiss my shoes, cuck," Titus ordered.

    Wade bent over and kissed the tips of Titus's expensive, shiny shoes. He then sat back on his knees and looked up.

    "Again. This time like you mean it. Show me that you understand that you're an inferior man, that it's an honor to kiss the shoes of a man like me."

    Wade bent over once more. This time, though, he put in some real effort. He kissed the shoes over and over. He moaned a little, too, and he felt every bit of the humiliation that Titus intended.

    When he sat back on his knees, Wade said, "Thank you for letting me kiss your shoes, sir."

    Titus laughed. "That's more like it. Pour us some champagne, cuck."

    He led Cora to the couch as Wade got to his feet and poured two glasses of champagne from the chilled bottle resting in an ice bucket. He carefully walked the champagne to Cora and her client and fell to his knees in front of the couch before offering it to them.

    "Exceptional service," Titus noted. His glass clinked against Cora's and they each drank. They swallowed, smiled, and then kissed deeply.

    Wade watched from his knees and arousal mingled with the humiliation and frustration he felt at having been forced into an evening of being cucked by two people he'd only just met.

    "Take his shoes and socks off, cuck," Cora demanded.

    Wade did as instructed and they both watched without saying a word, which deepened the sense of discomfort he felt.

    "Lick the bottom of his shoes clean," Cora said.

    Wade held up one of the shoes and stared at the bottom. It wasn't especially dirty, but it struck him as the most disgusting thing he'd ever been instructed to do.

    "Do it, cuck." Her voice was sharp with an edge of anger.

    Wade thought of the many potential consequences of disappointing Cora or Titus. Fear drove him to extend his tongue and lick the bottom of the shoe as they both laughed at him.

    "Pathetic," Titus said.

    "He's a cuck. His very existence is pathetic. His only purpose is to be used and abused for our satisfaction."

    Wade saw the delight on Titus's face and for a brief moment he felt admiration for Cora. She clearly understood what her client wanted and possessed the ability to give it to him. Were Wade not being blackmailed he might have found a more thorough sense of enjoyment in being cucked by Cora.

    Titus sipped his champagne and then kissed Cora's neck. She closed her eyes and moaned as her client's hand moved between her legs. Wade bathed his tongue in the dust and grime from the bottom of Titus's shoes while the Cora's pussy was invaded by a pair of thick fingers. The sounds of her wetness filled the air around Wade and made it clear that some part of the evening had turned her on. He'd have seen it if she lubricated herself ahead of time. She hadn't. She was aroused. Massively aroused.

    "Would you like to taste her, cuck?" Titus asked as his fingers emerged from Cora's pussy.

    "Yes, please."

    Titus laughed. "You don't deserve that yet."

    Cora leaned over and kissed her client's neck. "I think you should make him taste something else," she whispered.

    Titus smiled and finished his champagne. He stood, took off his jacket, and tossed it over the arm of the couch. He looked down at Wade and asked, "Would the cuck like to taste my cock?"

    Wade shook his head. He wasn't permitted to refuse an order, but he suspected that answering that question honestly was the right move.

    Cora unzipped her client's pants and reached inside. She freed a thick, half hard cock and looked at Wade. "It's too bad it's not up to you. You're a fucking cuck. If he tells you to suck his dick, you do it without hesitation."

    "Of course," Wade replied as he stared at the cock. He had no interest in sucking it. None at all. Cora wasn't his wife. Titus wasn't his wife's bull. The same pleasure that came from submitting himself to Mira's desires was nowhere to be found in the hotel room.

    "Suck my dick, cuck," Titus instructed.

    Wade crawled closer. He felt a pit of anxiety in his stomach. This was different than dressing Cora. This was different than taking off Titus's shoes. This was different than licking them. He felt as though he could have explained everything else to his wife and she might have forgiven him. Somehow this felt like the thing she'd have trouble getting over. It's not like he had a choice, though.

    Wade opened his mouth and took the half hard cock between his lips. He sucked while looking up at Titus.

    "That's it, cuck," the other man said. "Show me what a bitch you are. Show me that you understand your place."

    The cock got hard in Wade's mouth. His humiliation deepened. His revulsion grew as he tasted precum on his tongue. He wanted to run from the hotel room, to give up on avoiding the devastation that would come from disappointing Cora. He couldn't, though. He couldn't risk that video being released. His wife would leave him if that happened.

    "Throat it, faggot," Cora said. "Throat his fucking cock. Choke on it. Suffer to please him, to please me."

    Wade had never been called that particular word before. It stung, but he was surprised to feel just a touch of arousal alongside the pain. He did as instructed. He throated the cock. He choked on it. His eyes watered. He pulled back as he gagged.

    "No one said you could stop," Titus hissed. He put a hand on the back of Wade's head and roughly shoved his dick deep. Again Wade gagged. This time, though, he couldn't pull away. He had to conquer his gag reflex. Misery followed. Pain and misery. His stomach lurching. His eyes watering. His throat burning.

    Eventually Titus pulled back as he laughed. Cora spit on Wade's face and then rubbed it all around. She gathered the thick saliva from Titus's cock and added it to Wade's face, leaving him a wet and sticky mess.

    Titus sat down, kissed Cora, and then guided her mouth to his cock. Wade watched her soft lips move up and down the thick shaft. He noted the firm grip that Titus had on the back of her neck. He noted her ability to deepthroat the cock with relative ease, too, and for just a moment Wade found himself jealous of her skill.

    "Kiss the cuck," Titus said.

    Cora pulled off the cock and slid to her knees on the floor. She kissed Wade and shared a mixture of saliva and precum with him. She gave his dick a few strokes, too, and Wade wondered if that was a reward for having suffered the indignity of choking on a cock.

    She smiled at him and turned back to her date. Cora stripped Titus from the waist down as he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a muscular, hairy chest and a stomach with an ab or two peaking out.

    Cora leaned in and offered a handful of tender kisses against her client's stomach. She worked her way towards his cock, kissing his upper thighs on both sides before taking him in her mouth once more. Cora looked up and Titus stared down at her as she sucked slowly and tenderly, giving the kind of blowjob that every man would kill to receive.

    Wade thought of his wife. She sucked her bull's cock in that manner, like she wanted nothing more than to make him feel good, to show her appreciation for how well he fucked her, for how hard he made her cum.

    Titus spread his legs wider and looked at Wade. "Suck my balls, cuck."

    He crawled closer. He fit himself next to Cora. He dropped down and took a testicle in his mouth. He sucked on it - gently, as his wife had taught him - and made sure to use his tongue plenty.

    "Fuck, that's good," Titus said. "You're both exceptionally good."

    Wade felt the familiar sensations of cuckolding envelop him. He liked those feelings and for a moment he forgot that he was in the hotel room against his will, that his actual wife was in another room.

    "Can I ride your cock, baby?" Cora asked. "Can I ride you while the cuck sucks your balls?"

    "You can."

    Cora stood and retrieved a condom. She skillfully rolled it down Titus's cock, lowered her panties, and sat in his lap.

    "Put him inside me, cuck," she ordered.

    Wade took the fat dick in his hand and guided the head inside his blackmailer. He watched as Cora slowly sank down on it. He marveled at the beauty of it as his focus narrowed to the sight of a cock filling a wet pussy, a sight that he'd witnessed countless times with his wife and that he'd always loved.

    "Suck his balls, faggot."

    Cora's voice pulled him back to his current reality and Wade obeyed without hesitation. He took the hairy testicles in his mouth and swirled his tongue over them. Cora's ass dropped onto his head over and over as she rode her client's cock and they both moaned as their pursuit of pleasure kicked into high gear.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked breathlessly. "Does my tight little cunt feel good wrapped around your big cock?"

    Titus smacked her ass. "Damn right it does. Your pussy is like magic, Cora, and it feels even better with your little cuck bitch working my sack."

    They kissed and Wade looked up to see her pussy lips stretched around the fat, condom-wrapped cock.

    "It's good to have a worthless little cuck faggot to humiliate, isn't it?" she asked. "You can make him do whatever the fuck you want. He's just a toy."

    Titus laughed and lifted her from his cock. "Suck it, faggot."

    Wade took the dick in his mouth. He tasted pussy and latex. He sucked with his lips wrapped around his teeth to ensure there was no risk of the condom breaking.

    "Put it back in her."

    Wade guided the cock into Cora's pussy and she began to ride her client once more. She rested her hands on his knees, leaned back, and bounced vigorously as Wade returned to sucking balls, as was his place as a cuck.

    "God damn, Cora...you're fucking incredible."

    They fucked like that for a few minutes longer before Titus lifted her from his cock and set her on the couch next to him. He stood, stroked himself in the condom while looking down at Wade, and then dick slapped him a handful of times while laughing.

    "Get up, cuck. Get in the bed. On your back. Head at the foot of the bed."

    Wade followed orders without hesitation. Titus helped Cora to her feet and they kissed as Wade watched upside down with his head nearly hanging off the bed.

    "I think you should make him hang his head all the way off the bed so you can throat fuck him," Cora said. "I think I'd like to finger my tight little cunt while I watch you use his mouth like that."

    Titus smiled. "You heard her, cuck. Hang your head off the bed. Right now."

    Wade inched backwards until his head hung off the bed. Titus approached, squatted a little, and guided his dick into Wade's waiting mouth. The path to his throat was a great deal clearer in that position and the throat fucking began almost immediately.

    There was still gagging, though. Lots of it. There was lots of spitting up, too, and before long Wade's face was covered in thick saliva. It was a deeply unpleasant experience to be throat fucked like that. He couldn't imagine anyone would have enjoyed it outside of the man doing the throat fucking, of course.

    After what felt like an hour - though was probably just a few minutes - Titus pulled out and had Cora crawl on top of Wade, whose head still hung off the edge of the bed.

    Titus slipped into Cora from behind and fucked her as Wade lifted his head to watch. He witnessed a few minutes of fucking and then his throat was filled once more. He gagged. He spit up. He tasted pussy and latex.

    Titus repeated the pattern a handful of times, making Wade suffer for this pleasure as he enjoyed both a throat and a tight pussy at his leisure. Cora was kind enough to stroke Wade's dick a little as she rested on her hands and knees atop him, but it wasn't nearly enough pleasure to offset the misery of having his mouth and throat used like a fuck toy.

    Eventually, and to Wade's great relief, Titus had his first orgasm. He did so with his dick buried deep in Cora's pussy, leading to Wade breathing a sigh of relief as his throat would no longer be needed.

    He was wrong about that, though. Titus pulled out, took off the condom, and shoved his dick in Wade's throat once more. He held it there as Cora turned around and kissed him. They made out long enough that Wade worried he might pass out from lack of oxygen. Only when he began to panic did Titus pull out. His laughter soon filled the room as Wade gasped for air.

    "Here," Titus said as he offered Cora the condom. "Make him lick this off your tits while I enjoy another glass of champagne."

    Cora smiled, took the condom, and moved to the head of the bed. Wade sat up, wiped as much of the saliva from his face as he could, and crawled towards her. She looked radiantly beautiful, an oasis in a desert of painful cuckold humiliation. She lowered her lingerie to free her breasts and upended the condom on them, glazing each with the remarkably thick cum that Titus had expelled from his balls.

    "Come here, baby," she said softly. "Come and enjoy your reward. Come and worship my tits. Come and taste a superior man's cum. Consume it. Let it fill your body. Let it help you embrace your place."

    Wade crawled towards her and Cora surprised him with a kiss before directing his mouth to her breasts. He settled in next to her and cleaned every drop of Titus's thick cum from her tits, taking his time and doing so as Cora ran her fingers through his hair and repeatedly called him a good boy. The intimacy of it was entirely Cora's doing - her voice was soft and her touch delicate - and Wade found it thoroughly enjoyable as he let the simple pleasure of worshiping her breasts engulf him, drowning out all other thoughts.

    "Did you bring that little satin robe you usually wear?" Titus asked.

    "I did," Cora replied.

    "Have the cuck wear it while he fills the ice bucket."

    Wade tensed up and stopped sucking on Cora's breast. She ran her fingers through his hair and down his back.

    "You heard him," she said softly. "Put on a pair of my panties and the robe, which you'll find in the closet. You'll have to ride the elevator to the next floor down to find the nearest ice machine. You will almost certainly run into someone. You will feel humiliated. You will do as you're told, though, because you're a cuck. Do you understand?"

    Wade would have preferred to get face fucked again. The thought of public exposure terrified him. He didn't have a choice, though. He'd have to put on the robe and panties. He'd have to walk the hallways of the hotel. The security cameras would see him. There was no point in resisting, though. He'd come this far. Turning back now would be incomprehensibly foolish.

    "Come here, cuck," Cora said softly as she urged his lips towards hers.

    Wade kissed her. She offered her tongue. She was gentle. Almost loving. Again he almost forgot he was in her room against his will.

    "Do as you're told," she whispered. "Right now."

    Wade backed out of the bed. The taste of cum filled his mouth. His face was still sticky with saliva. His cock was hard from the breast worship. He was terrified of what was to come, but he resolved to do it. He'd committed and he was going to see it through even if the humiliation got worse.

    Wade didn't have any good options, so he chose was seemed like the best of a bad bunch, took a deep breath, and pushed onwards.

    To be continued…
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    Wade took a deep breath, opened the door, and stepped into the hallway. His head whipped left and then right as his heart pounded. He gripped the ice bucket and hurried towards the elevators.

    Dressed in a pair of delicate panties and a satin robe with lace trim, Wade felt the intended humiliation without the need to run into anyone. He was a man dressed in delicate, feminine clothes and he still had the taste of Titus's seed in his mouth as he rushed down the hallway, the carpet rough against the bottoms of his feet.

    Wade imagined Titus and Cora enjoying champagne in the room. He imagined having to go back, to suck Titus's cock, to watch again as Cora got fucked. He imagined his wife getting fucked in another room in the hotel. He imagined what would happen if his wife discovered that Cora had filmed their escapades, that she'd blackmailed Wade into serving as her cuck for the night, that he'd allowed himself to get wrapped up in a potentially destructive evening.

    He pushed all that out of his mind as he pressed the call button for the elevator. It opened and a man stood inside. His eyes went wide as he eyed Wade, though he said nothing. For his part, Wade remained in the hallway as the elevator doors shut. Then the man - who looked to be about Wade's age, though he was already balding a little and had something of a belly - reached out and stopped the doors from closing.

    "There's no reason to wait," he said. "You're going down, right?"

    Wade nodded and, feeling as though he had no other choice, stepped into the elevator. He reasoned that it was no more than a handful of seconds to ride down to the next floor. He didn't even have to look at the guy.

    The doors closed and the guy immediately moved toward Wade, who tensed with fear. A hand reached out and cupped Wade's cock through the lace panties.

    "You look good," he said. "Are you a faggot?"

    Wade shook his head.

    "You sure? Because you're dressed like one."

    Wade's heart pounded and he wondered why the elevator wasn't moving. "I'm...I'm here with my wife and her...and her boyfriend." It was the truth, or a version of it. "They...they wanted to humiliate me so they made me dress like this to get ice."

    The guy took Wade's hand and placed it on his crotch. He was hard.

    "If you weren't a faggot, would I be hard for you?" he asked.

    "I'm not."

    "You've sucked dick though, right?"

    Wade nodded, though as his head moved up and down he wondered why he was telling the truth. Why not just lie about it?

    "Of course you have, faggot," the man said. He unzipped his pants and freed his cock. "Don't worry, I'll be quick."

    He put a hand on Wade's shoulder and pressed down. For some reason, Wade sank to his knees. He opened his mouth, too. He sucked the cock that pushed past his lips. He sucked like he'd been taught to by his wife. He sucked for reasons he couldn't begin to explain. He swallowed, too, taking every drop of the man's cum.

    When it was over, the man put himself back in his pants, zipped up, and pressed a button on the elevator. It lurched to life and Wade stood until the doors opened.

    "Have a good night, faggot," the man said as Wade stepped onto the floor with the ice machine. He filled the bucket quickly and took the stairs to Cora's floor. He rushed past a couple walking down the hallway. He heard them muttering about him, but Wade didn't give them a moment of his attention.

    Cora was curled up with Titus on the couch when Wade returned to the room. He delivered the ice bucket to them and fell to his knees.

    "That took longer than expected," Titus said.

    "Someone...there was someone on the elevator," Wade replied. He noticed his heart pounding. He noticed his cock tingling in the panties that held it. He noticed the signs of arousal, signs that he'd ignored in the elevator. "He...he pushed me to my knees. He used my mouth."

    Both Titus and Cora looked genuinely surprised, though they both smiled, too.

    "You sucked off a stranger?" Cora asked.

    Wade nodded as his cock throbbed in the panties.

    Cora laughed. "You really do like to please people, don't you cuck?"

    "Yes, I do," Wade admitted.

    Cora's hand moved between Titus's thighs. She ran her fingers over his hairy skin and cupped his balls. His cock was flaccid, though still quite large and Wade watched her fingers encircle the impressive shaft.

    "I don't know why, but it turns me on to know that he had to suck a cock because you sent him out in my panties and that sexy robe," she said softly. "I like that you found a way to humiliate the pathetic little bitch."

    Titus kissed her deeply. Their tongues battled as Wade's cock throbbed even more. He still couldn't believe he'd sucked the stranger's cock. He hadn't needed to. He hadn't been pushed to his knees. It had just been a hand on his shoulder. The man had guessed that Wade would give head, that he'd offer his mouth, that he'd do so without putting up a fight. He'd been right about that and Wade had gotten a mouthful of cum as a result, cum that he'd greedily swallowed. Cleary he was more of a submissive than he ever thought, that it had taken a woman like Cora and a man like Titus to explore the depths of that part of his sexuality.

    "Get over here, cuck," Titus instructed. "Suck my dick."

    Wade crawled closer and took the fat cock in his mouth. He sucked until it was hard as a rock. He felt good about it, too. He shouldn't have felt good about anything - he was being blackmailed, after all - but he couldn't help himself. The fight had gone out of him and been replaced by a different kind of desire than he'd ever tapped into.

    "He's so eager to humiliate himself for your pleasure," Cora noted. "So eager to show that he understands how far beneath you he is."

    Wade felt a hand on the back of his head. It pushed hard and Titus's cock slipped into his throat. Wade's eyes bulged and he gagged. His throat burned and tears ran down his cheeks. He heard laughter. Insults were lobbed at him. His dick throbbed in the panties as he embraced his degradation.

    The hand moved from the back of his head and Wade fell back and gasped for air. He coughed and spit dribbled from his mouth and onto the carpet. Titus lifted a foot and rubbed it over Wade's face for a few seconds as Cora kissed his neck.

    "Will you fuck him, Titus?" she asked softly. "Will you put him in his place? Will you fuck him like the bitch he is? Will you fuck him while I play with my tight little cunt and get all wet and worked up for you? Will you fuck him, humiliate him, and then fuck me as I sit on his chest?"

    "Yes," Titus answered without hesitation. "Fuck yes I will."

    Cora stood, looked at Wade, and then offered her hand. She helped him to his feet and they walked towards the hotel bed. She stopped, caressed his cock through the panties, and kissed his neck.

    "Make sure you take it like a good faggot," she whispered. "We both know this is what you deserve. We both know this is what you are, Wade. Just a fucking faggot to be used by a real man, to be humiliated, to be degraded, to be treated like a piece of meat. We both know this is what a cuck deserves."

    Wade's dick felt impossibly hard, so much so that it hurt as it strained in the panties. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was what he deserved.

    Cora crawled into the bed, sat against the pillows, and spread her legs. Wade got on his knees at the edge of the bed and fell forward. He kept the robe and panties on.

    Titus grabbed a condom and rolled it down his cock. He moved behind Wade and lowered his panties, an act that proved astoundingly humiliating despite its simplicity. It felt like proof that Wade really was nothing more than an object to be used for the pleasure of others.

    Spit landed on his asshole and was rubbed around by the head of Titus's cock. Then there was pressure against his asshole. Then there was pain. Searing pain. Pain so incredible that Wade closed his eyes and worked hard not to fill the room with screams. He gripped the comforter tightly and winced over and over as the cock invaded him slowly.

    "Fuck him, Titus," Cora said. "Destroy his ass. Put him in his place."

    Titus did just that. Every thrust brought pain, though it lessened as Wade loosened up. It would never feel good, though. He understood that from the moment he was penetrated. For him, anal sex was pure pain and humiliation. Wade knew that was the pleasure of it, though, for Cora and Titus, so he took it.

    "Play with that cunt, Cora," Titus instructed. "Finger it deep while I destroy your boyfriend."

    Cora slipped four fingers into her pussy and they went deep. She was soaking wet and Wade found some measure of excitement in watching her finger herself like that. 

    "Fuck...can you get your fist in there?" Titus asked.

    Cora looked at him and smiled. Soon all five fingers moved into her pussy. Then her hand. Then, as Titus desired, she began to fist herself. Her whole hand moved in and out, in and out. She was soaked. Truly soaked. She was doing more than simply servicing a client. She was turned on. She was getting off on watching Wade get fucked, on fisting herself for Titus's pleasure.

    Titus pulled out and said, "Get me another condom, cuck."

    Wade hustled towards the box of rubbers and pulled one out. He tore it open and quickly rolled it down Titus's cock to dress him for Cora's pussy.

    "Get on your back. Head near the foot of the bed," Titus instructed.

    Wade did as he was told and though she'd mentioned it, he was still surprised when Cora got up and sat on his chest. She held some of her weight on his hands so she wouldn't crush him and it was thrilling to feel her soft, warm ass cheeks against his skin.

    Titus then moved into the bed. His balls brushed against Wade's forehead and he seemed to rub them over his face purposefully before guiding his cock into Cora's pussy and kissing her.

    Wade couldn't see them kissing - he could really only see Cora's pussy and Titus's ass and balls - but he could hear it. He could hear the desire in their kisses, the lust they felt for each other.

    "Fuck me," Cora said. "Fuck me hard, Titus. Show my cuck who the real man in the room is."

    Wade was the bed. He was furniture for Cora and Titus. He laid there as they fucked. Titus's cock moved in and out of her in long, deep thrusts and his balls often hit Wade's chin. The smell was astonishingly strong and all-encompassing, and Wade found himself thoroughly enjoying the experience of witnessing sex in that very particular position.

    Cora came rather hard after a few minutes of fucking and Titus buried himself inside her and held still as she climaxed. He pulled out after some lovely-sounding kisses between the two of them and Cora promptly lifted her hips, slid them forward, and dropped her ass onto Wade's face.

    "Get your tongue in my shithole, cuck," she said.

    Wade did as instructed. It was, once again, hugely humiliating, but he did it.

    Titus's cock entered her once more and he pounded Cora's pussy while Wade tongued her asshole. It was fitting. He was a cuck. He got to penetrate her asshole with his tongue. He got to taste her insides. He got to feel Titus's balls on his chin with every thrust. He got to do so while dressed in a satin robe and panties. He did not, however, get to fuck Cora, or his wife for that matter. He was a cuck and a cuck didn't do such things.

    Titus came fairly quickly, burying his cock deep and groaning while Wade tongue fucked Cora's asshole. Titus then pulled out, removed the condom, and as soon as Cora had lifted her ass from Wade's face, Titus buried his dick in the cuck's waiting mouth.

    Wade choked on the cock, of course. Titus was astride his face, though, making it impossible to move away. All he could do was take the face fucking, to suffer the indignity of choking on a man's cock.

    Eventually Titus pulled out, slapped his dick across Wade's face a few times, and then headed for the bathroom. The shower started up soon after and Wade's chest heaved as he sucked in air over and over again.

    Cora's head appeared above his own. She smiled sweetly. She leaned down and kissed him on the cheek.

    "You're all done," she said softly. "As soon as Titus leaves you can go back to your wife."

    Wade smiled and sat up. His body ached. His throat, in particular, ached. He was still awash in humiliation, too, and he suspected that wouldn't go away for quite some time.

    Titus showered, dressed, and left after a long kiss at the door with Cora.

    "Are you ready?" she asked upon returning to Wade.

    "I should change," he said.

    Cora smiled. "There's no need for that."

    "Yes there is." Wade gestured at the robe and panties he wore. "I can't go to my room dressed like this. I wouldn't be able to explain it."

    Cora took his hand and kissed him softly. Her mouth opened. His did the same. Her tongue brushed against his lips and retracted. It probed in and brushed against his teeth. Then, as she moaned, her tongue entered his mouth. Her hand cupped his cock and balls in the panties and she began to caress him. Arousal flooded his body and his emotions shifted, though not enough to make him think it was a good idea to go to his room dressed in lingerie.

    "Wade...your wife knows you're here."

    It took him a few moments to comprehend what she'd said, though even then he didn't believe her. "What? No, that can't be true. That can't be true. It can't."

    "It is, Wade. Your wife was the first one I went to with the footage I had."

    "You tried to blackmail her?"

    "I did. I had a similar request, in fact. I had a client who asked if I knew any genuinely married women. He wanted to fuck one behind her husband's back. I thought I could convince your wife to give up her pussy in exchange for keeping your little secret. She refused. I threatened her. She suggested that I do something with you. She said, in fact, that she was certain you'd submit when threatened."

    Wade sat on the bed and his shoulders slumped. He couldn't find the will to be upset, though, as his wife had been right. He'd offered his submission without hesitation.

    "So...Mira...she, what, pimped me out?"

    Cora laughed as she sat next to Wade. "In a manner of speaking, yes. We've been texting tonight. I've been giving her updates. I got a few videos while you weren't looking, including one of Titus fucking you. Your wife enjoyed that one, by the way."

    Wade felt a gentle sense of betrayal, and yet there was no question that he'd enjoyed parts of his evening with Cora. He'd felt bad because he thought he'd been effectively cheating on Mira, but he hadn't been. He'd been offered up by his wife. Given to Cora to deal with the issue of the hidden camera footage.

    "I'm going to take you back to your wife, Wade," Cora said. "You're going to clean her bull's cock. You're going to clean his cum out of her. She's going to let you watch as he fucks her again because she's grateful that you served me tonight."

    Wade nodded.

    "There's one more thing," Cora said.

    "What's that?"

    She kissed him on the cheek. "This is going to be a regular thing. I wasn't sure if you'd actually be good at this - at serving and playing the part of a cuck - but you were exceptional at it, Wade, so you'll be doing it regularly. Don't worry, though, your wife is getting a cut of what I'm earning."

    Mira really had pimped him out and she was going to continue to do so. Wade was stunned once more, though he felt a tingling between his legs that indicated he wasn't anywhere near as upset as he should have been.

    Wade opened his mouth to say something, but Cora kissed him. It was a genuinely passionate kiss, too, and she teased his cock quite a bit while their tongues entwined.

    "Would you like to go down on me before I take you to your wife?" she asked softly.

    "Yes, please."

    Wade slid onto the floor and moved between Cora's legs. She guided his mouth to her pussy and moaned as his tongue moved over her clit.

    "That's good, Wade," she said. "Fuck, that's really good. You'll get to do this more often. Don't you worry. It won't be all humiliation when you work with me. You'll get to experience pleasure. I'll even make you cum on nights when your wife and her bull aren't here. If you're very, very lucky I'll let you fuck me some day, though you'll have to earn that pleasure, Wade."

    He still couldn't fully wrap his head around what his wife had done and what his near future as a pseudo whore was going to look like, but Wade couldn't deny the excitement that gripped him. His cuckold ritual had changed significantly, but maybe the change was for the better.

    The End.

  
    His Cum Belongs to Her

    "There's a lot of cum in these balls, isn't there?" Matilda asked as she caressed her boyfriend's freshly-shaved testicles.

    Levi nodded.

    "And who owns that cum? Who decides when it gets to leave your balls?"

    "You do," he answered.

    Matilda smiled at her boyfriend, took his balls in her hand, and gently pulled on them. At first, a look of nervousness washed over his face. Then, as Matilda exerted more pressure on her boyfriend's testicles, Levi's instinctively pulled against the handcuffs that kept him bound to her bed frame.

    "Don't worry," Matilda said softly as she leaned down to kiss her boyfriend's smooth chest. "I won't hurt them, Levi. You know I just like to play with my property."

    She pulled a little harder and felt him tense up. Levi trusted Matilda - he'd offered his submission nearly six months ago and she'd worked hard to earn his trust over that time - but he couldn't control his body's natural response to any threat towards his balls. That's why he was bound to her bed, though. The handcuffs simply prevented his interference in her pursuit of pleasure through the sort of sensual domination that made her pussy drip with desire.

    "How long has it been since I gave you permission to cum?" she asked.

    "Ten days," he replied.

    Matilda smiled. Ten days was an excruciatingly long time for a 27 year old man, which made it all the more delightful that Levi hadn't surrendered to his desires and jerked off without her permission.

    "And you've been a good boy for me?" she asked. "You haven't cum in that time?"

    Levi moaned. He almost always moaned when she called him a good boy. "Yes, I've been a good boy for you. I have. It's been hard, but I haven't cum."

    Matilda released his balls and took Levi's stiff, slender cock in her hand. She wrapped her delicate fingers around it and stroked him slowly. His body trembled from the pleasure and she gathered the precum at the tip with her thumb and rubbed it over the head.

    "Have you masturbated?" she asked.

    "Yes," he said. "I've masturbated, but I haven't cum."

    Matilda lifted her thumb to her mouth and sucked it clean. She stared into her boyfriend's eyes while tasting his sweet fluid and then smiled, leaned in, and kissed him, offering her tongue. Levi took it into his mouth and sucked deeply, just as Matilda had taught him so many months ago. She caressed his face as he fellated her tongue and when she pulled away Matilda saw a look of desperate desire on his face, a look that only deepened the wetness between her legs.

    "You're such a good boy for me, Levi," she said.

    He moaned again and she rewarded him by once more taking her cock in his hand and offering a few slow strokes. "Thank you, Matilda. Thank you for dominating me. Thank you for letting me be a good boy for you."

    Matilda wanted to straddle him, to kiss him, to take him inside her and ride him until they were both screaming in orgasmic pleasure. She restrained her desire, though, for in teasing Levi she was teasing herself, and the true thrill of the teasing was the increased satisfaction that accompanied their eventual climaxes.

    "What do you think about when you masturbate?" Matilda asked.

    "You," he answered. "I think about you, Matilda. I always think about you."

    She'd never demanded he think about her when masturbating. It had always seemed pointless, as most men couldn't seem to help but let their minds wander. The fact that Levi thought about her - and she believed him when he said he did - thrilled Matilda, for it meant her hold on him was even stronger than she needed it to be.

    "Could you be more specific?" she asked softly.

    Levi's legs trembled as Matilda ran her index finger along the underside of his impossibly stiff shaft. She rubbed slow circles under the head and watched as a big, glistening drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "I masturbated two days ago," Levi said. "I thought about how you'd sat on my face the day before that. I thought about how good it felt to be on my back, to be looking up at you as your pussy smothered my mouth, as I tasted you, as you rode my face for your pleasure. I thought about how good it felt to be beneath you like that, to feel your wetness on my tongue and lips and chin, and to be able to make you cum like that."

    Matilda kissed his neck and gently squeezed the head of Levi's cock, luring yet another drop of precum from the tip. She moaned and whispered, "I like sitting on your face and riding your mouth. I like the look in your eyes, the desire I see when I mount you. I like the submission I see, too, Levi. I like that you're so eager to be used for my pleasure. I like that you keep your hands off my cock when I sit on your face, too."

    "Of course," he replied. "It's about your pleasure when you sit on my face, not mine."

    "Mmm, that's right," she said softly. "It took you a little while to learn that, but now you know. Now you understand how to be a good boy. Now you know that sometimes you need to keep your hand off this cock of yours. Now you know that you only pursue your pleasure when I give you permission."

    Levi moaned as he so often did when Matilda asserted herself and reminded him of her requirements of him as a submissive.

    Matilda kissed his chest and moved her way to Levi's neck. Her lips found his soon after and this time she lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it. She stroked his cock slowly, doing so at a pace guaranteed to give him pleasure without putting him over the top. He moaned into her mouth and again she felt his legs tremble as her bare breasts pressed into his chest.

    Matilda's pussy dripped with desire. She wanted to ride her handcuffed boyfriend, to take his cock into her needy cunt and fuck him slowly, to lure an orgasm out of him, to tease him to the point of madness before allowing him to cum inside her. Matilda restrained her desire, though, for putting it off even for a few more minutes would only make the reward that much sweeter.

    "You're leaking so much precum," she whispered with her lips achingly close to his.

    "I can't help it," he replied with a smile. "You turn me on more than any woman ever has, Matilda. It's like I go out of my mind when you're like this."

    "Like this?" she asked.

    "Dominant," he answered. "When you cuff me and play with me. When you take such delight in playing with me. It's...it's irresistible."

    Matilda kissed his neck and whispered, "Yes, it is."

    She looked down at his cock, squeezed the head, and watched a big, clear drop of precum form at the tip. Matilda gathered it on her index finger and then held that finger a few inches from Levi's lips.

    "Would you like to taste yourself?" she asked.

    Levi nodded. "Yes, please."

    Matilda smiled and gently placed her finger on his tongue. Levi closed his lips around it and moaned.

    "You taste good, don't you?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Matilda pulled her finger free, squeezed the head of his cock once more, and scooped up the drop of precum that formed. This time she took it into her mouth and savored the sweet taste of the liquid her boyfriend's slender, beautiful cock had produced.

    Matilda smiled and kissed Levi again. Their tongues indulged in an erotic dance as she took hold of his balls and rolled them between her fingers before grasping his sack and pulling hard enough to make him groan into her mouth. Her pussy tingled, as few things thrilled Matilda more than taking Levi on an unpredictable ride while he was bound in her bedroom and completely at her mercy.

    "Do you want me?" she whispered.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "I want you too," she said, eliciting a moan from her boyfriend. "I want your cock inside me, Levi. I want to feel your cock deep in my cunt."

    "Please, Matilda, take me inside you," he said.

    She smiled and kissed his neck before moving to his chest. She briefly bit down on one of his nipples, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from her boyfriend as he winced at the sudden burst of pain. Matilda then kissed her way down his stomach and moved between his legs. She ran her hands up his thighs and stopped just short of grasping his cock before dropping onto her stomach.

    "You're so hard for me," she said.

    "I want you," Levi replied as his hands pulled against the cuffs. "Fuck, Matilda, I want you so badly."

    She held eye contact with Levi while kissing his inner thighs. Matilda let her lips linger against his skin for a few moments before planting another kiss, repeating the process over and over while gently stroking his cock and teasing his smooth balls.

    "I love that you shaved for me," Matilda said. "It's so much more fun to play with your balls when they're smooth."

    Levi opened his mouth to say something, but a moan came out instead as she took his smooth testicles in her mouth and sucked gently while unleashing a long, low moan. It was more fun to play with his balls now that they weren't hairy, but what Matilda found thrilling was that Levi had shaved without putting up even a hint of an argument. He'd done it to make her happy. He'd done it to be a good boy for her, and that made her pussy wet.

    "You're such a good boy, Levi," she said softly. "And sometimes, a good boy deserves to get his cock sucked."

    Levi's eyes went wide as Matilda licked her way from the base of his cock to the tip and then took him into her mouth. He rolled his head back and moaned as she swirled her tongue around the plump, swollen head and sucked in her cheeks, offering what she knew was an intense kind of pleasure.

    "Does that feel good?" Matilda asked softly between planting gentle kisses around the head of his dick.

    "It feels incredible," he replied. "Matilda, fuck, it feels so good."

    She flicked her tongue over the underside of his cock head and Levi moaned loudly while his legs trembled. He looked so beautiful handcuffed to her bed. So vulnerable, so open, so willing to be subjected to whatever she desired and an irresistible sense of power coursed through Matilda as she played with his cock to her heart's content, teasing Levi relentlessly and arousing him to the point that he could barely speak.

    Matilda kissed her way down Levi's throbbing shaft and gently sucked on his balls, taking one in her mouth at a time while slowly teasing the head of his dick and staring up at him. She hoped he could see the lust in her eyes, that he could tell how much she enjoyed driving him wild with desire.

    "Who decides when you get to empty your balls, Levi?" she asked.

    "You do," he answered.

    "And who decides where your cum ends up?" Matilda asked.

    "You do, Matilda," he replied. "My cum is yours to do with as you please."

    "Mmm, that's right," she said softly before sucking on his smooth balls once more. "I could take it in my mouth. I could take it in my pussy. I could make you shoot it all over your stomach."

    He moaned, though Matilda wasn't sure if her stroking fingers felt good or he enjoyed the dirty talk.

    "I could swallow it if I wanted to," she said, "but I could also share it with you, couldn't I?"

    He nodded.

    "You like it when I share it with you, don't you?" she asked. "You like sharing a cum kiss with your girlfriend, don't you?"

    Levi nodded and she watched the head his cock swell up a little. She knew he liked the idea of a cum kiss more than he actually enjoyed it in practice - it was unquestionably more difficult for him once he'd actually cum - but the fact that he always welcomed a cum kiss thrilled her.

    "Who owns your cum, Levi?" she asked.

    "You do," he replied.

    "And what about these smooth balls of yours?" Matilda asked.

    "They're yours," he said.

    Matilda kissed her way up his cock and took the head in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it and then sucked in hard while taking half the length into her mouth. She did so a handful of times and then pulled off, dropped down to her stomach once more, and kissed the head before asking, "And who owns this beautiful cock of yours, Levi?"

    "You do," he said. "It's yours to do with as you please, Matilda."

    She smiled, sat back on her knees, and then crawled forward and took him in her pussy. She sat down and Levi let out a wild moan.

    "That's right," Matilda said. "It's mine. Your cock belongs to me. I decide what to do with it, just like I decide when you get to cum and what happens with that cum once it leaves your body."

    Levi looked up at her and nodded. "Yes, you're in control."

    She put two fingers in his mouth and rode him hard as he sucked. "You're such a good boy, Levi. Such a good boy for me."

    Her pussy was alive with pleasure and every time her clit dropped onto his pelvis a small shockwave of pleasure moved through Matilda's body. His cock hit her cervix almost every time she took him inside her and Matilda couldn't help but moan as he listened to Levi do the same while her fingers moved in and out of his mouth.

    "I want you to cum inside me, Levi," she said. "I want you to cum in my pussy and then I'm going to sit on your face and feed you your load."

    "Oh, fuck!" Levi cried out.

    Matilda placed her hands in his and their fingers entwined as she leaned down to kiss him while bouncing hard on his cock. He moaned into her mouth and she moaned into his as their tongues danced.

    "Will you lick your cum out of me, Levi?" she asked.

    "Yes, I will," he replied breathlessly. "I'll be a good boy for you, Matilda. I will. My cum is yours to do with you as please. I'm yours to command. I'll do whatever you want."

    She kissed him again as her loins tingled with the pleasure of an impending orgasm. Matilda bounced her pussy harder and faster on Leo's cock and he moaned in a manner that indicated that he was on the verge of joining her in climaxing.

    "Cum inside me!" she said.

    They came almost simultaneously. Levi launched his cum into her pussy just a few moments before Matilda sat down on his cock and ground her clit into his pelvis, putting her over the top and into a body-shaking orgasm that had her arch her back, throw her head back, and unleash a primal scream while her handcuffed boyfriend watched while caught up in the throes of his own climax.

    "Fuck," she said afterwards. "Levi, baby, that felt so fucking good. You always make me cum so hard."

    "Not as hard as you make me cum," he replied softly.

    Matilda leaned down, kissed him, and said, "Are you still going to be a good boy for me? Are you still going to eat your cum out of me?"

    "Of course I am," he said. "You know I won't disappoint you, Matilda. You know there's nothing I love more than being a good boy for you."

    She could see that it thrilled him to say it, to utter the words 'good boy.' Not as much as it thrilled him to hear her say it, but the phrase clearly had a certain power over Levi, a fact that Matilda loved.

    "Let me uncuff you," she said. "Then you can devour my pussy."

    "Nothing would make me happier," he replied.

    Matilda wasn't entirely sure that was true - the orgasm probably made him happier - but the fact that Levi was genuinely happy to clean his cum out of her pussy and to show her that she really did have control over his cum and where it ended up was more than enough to turn her on and prime her for a second orgasm while riding his face.

    She grabbed the handcuff keys from the nightstand without lifting her pussy from his cock, unlocked Leo, and then lifted her hips so he could quickly slide down until he was beneath her pussy.

    Matilda looked down, smiled, and sat on her good boy's face. His tongue moved inside her and she closed her eyes, grasped her breasts, and began to slowly ride his mouth while he cleaned her slippery, sloppy, wondrously messy cunt.

    An orgasm would soon follow, leaving Matilda satisfied and secure in her place as Levi's dominant girlfriend and the owner of his cock, balls, and cum.

  His Desire Thrills Me
I see the way he looks at me. I see the hunger in his eyes. I see his desire for me and it makes me wet. My cuckold’s desire for me turns me on. It makes me love him even more.He comes into the bedroom when I’m getting dressed for a date and he stares. He watches as I look through my lingerie, trying to pick out something perfect for my boyfriend. I take my time because I know he’s watching.
I put on something and model it for him. His eyes light up. I know what he’s feeling. I know he’s overcome with lust. I know he’s a little bit anxious. I know he wants to be on his knees between my legs more than anything in the world. I know he wants to be the first one to taste my pussy tonight, but he knows that pleasure is reserved for my boyfriend.
“Do you think this will make him want to fuck me?” I ask as I emerge from the closet in a red lace teddy and matching red stockings.
We both know the answer. We know that my boyfriend would want to fuck me if I showed up wearing a garbage bag. That doesn’t make it any less exciting to dress up for him. It’s my cuckold’s excitement that really thrills me, though.
It’s my cuckold’s desire that makes dressing up in lingerie fun. I love that look in my boyfriend’s eyes when he sees what I’ve picked out for him, but half the time the lingerie is on the floor in a matter of minutes. Not so with my cuckold. I can spend an hour trying on lingerie and I’ll have his rapt attention the entire time. I could cancel my date and let him worship my pussy all night, having as many orgasms as I desire while he keeps his hands off his cock until I give him permission.
What fun would that be, though? It’s far more exciting to go to my boyfriend’s house and enjoy his big cock. It’s far more exciting to have as many orgasms as I want with him and then return home to my cuckold’s desire.
I love that moment when I come through the door and he’s waiting. I love the way he looks up at me with such hope in his eyes. He knows his reward is coming. He knows he’s been a good cuckold husband and I’m going to give him what he craves.
I can feel his desire from across the room. It emanates off of him. I can feel it in me, too. Sex with my boyfriend is great, but partly that’s because I know I get to come home to my cuckold and connect with him.
I get to kiss him and say, “Can you taste him on my lips?”
I get to take him to the bedroom and ask him, “Do you want to taste my pussy? Do you want to taste him in my pussy?”
I get to tease him relentlessly. I get to straddle him and rub my lingerie-clad pussy over his body. I get to grind on his crotch and bring him right to the edge of orgasm. I get to see his desire bubbling over. I get to see it taking over his body. I get to see him turn into an animalistic creature of lust, all because I fucked someone else.
Then I get to straddle his face. “Do you want my pussy?” I ask.
He nods. Of course he nods. My pussy is the thing he wants most in the world. He wants to lick me. He wants to taste me. He wants to pleasure me in the way he’s most skilled at.
That’s when I finally give him what he wants. That’s when I finally give in to his desire and feed him my pussy.
I pull aside the red lace covering my pussy and lower my hips. My lips meet his as his tongue moves inside me. He loves to taste the delicious juices in there. He loves to lick them out of me. I love to look down and see the pure satisfaction in his eyes. I love to see that my cuckold is getting what he wants.
His desire is what drives me. His lust for this lifestyle is what makes it worth pursuing. The orgasms he gives me with his talented tongue are so beautiful. His passion for my satisfaction is the most incredible thing in the world.

    His Ex-Girlfriend's Cuckold - Part 1

    Jack’s phone dinged, interrupting the podcast he was listening to. At the next red light he looked down to see who’d texted him.

    “I just got fucked,” the text read.

    Jack stared at those four words until a loud honk from the car behind him ended his revelry. He punched the gas pedal and his car lurched forward as he wondered why his ex-girlfriend had seen fit to text him about a positive development in her sex life.

    The sound of his text notification filled the car again. Jack resisted the urge to look down as he navigated the streets of Silver Lake, the hipster-filled neighborhood in Los Angeles that he’d moved to at Christine’s behest – before they’d broken up, of course.

    When he finally reached another red light Jack’s eyes darted to his phone. The text read: “That’s what you wanted, right? You wanted me to fuck someone else, didn’t you?”

    Memories of the fight that had ended their nine month relationship flooded Jack’s mind. Christine had inquired about his sexual fantasies and Jack had mistakenly shared his desire for her to have sex with other people. Things had quickly gone downhill. Christine struggled to grasp why Jack would find it arousing for her to cheat on him. He’d tried to explain that it wasn’t cheating, that it was cuckolding. He told her he didn’t understand why it turned him on and that he didn’t exactly want to fantasize about it but he couldn’t help it.

    Ultimately the argument ended in their break up. Christine grabbed the few items she kept at Jack’s place for when she spent the night and that was the end of that. Now, nearly three weeks later, she’d seen fit to text him with the news that she’d had sex with someone else. What Jack couldn’t tell was if she was still angry and taunting him or if there was something else at work.

    Jack pulled into his covered parking spot, turned off his car, and grabbed his phone. He read the two texts over and over as he debated sending a response. Was Christine still angry and taunting him? Was she still thinking about him and considering getting back together? Did she feel bad about the way they broke up and was she now trying to make up for it in a weird way to give him a little thrill? Responding was the only way to get any answers, and yet responding could lead to more unpleasantness like the lengthy fight they’d had before breaking up.

    “Yes,” was all Jack said in response to her question.

    He sat in his car and stared at his phone in hopes of a response. Jack nearly dropped his phone when it started ringing. Christine was calling.

    “Hey,” he said.

    “I just got fucked,” Christine said.

    “Oh,” Jack replied.

    “Oh? Is that all you have to say, Jack? I just told you that your disgusting little fantasy came true and that’s all you have to say to me?” Christine shot back.

    Jack was, for a few moments, speechless. Christine seemed angry, and yet she’d called him. Why would she call if she just wanted to yell at him? Maybe she was angrier about their breakup than he’d imagined, though.

    “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just, you’re not my girlfriend anymore, you know.”

    “How many times did you fantasize about me fucking someone else while we were going out?” she asked.

    “Christine, what are you doing?” Jack asked. “What is this? Are you still mad at me? I’m sorry I shared my fantasy, okay? I’m sorry it was so weird. I’m sorry we broke up because of it.”

    He wasn’t sure what his ex-girlfriend wanted, but Jack wasn’t particularly interested in being subjected to abuse by a girl he wasn’t dating anymore.

    “I came all over his cock, Jack,” Christine said. The anger had left her voice. Instead, she sounded downright sensual.

    Jack’s arousal was almost instantaneous and felt entirely out of his control. He hadn’t answered Christine’s question about the frequency of his fantasy, but the number was high. He’d thought about it constantly while they’d dated. He’d thought about it with every girlfriend he’d had since the girl he dated in college had cheated on him. That experience had unlocked something in Jack that hadn’t dissipated in the decade since.

    “Christine…” Jack said, but he had nothing else. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to tell her to stop or ask her to tell him how hard she’d cum.

    “My legs were quivering. My pussy was on fire with pleasure. I screamed, Jack. I screamed as I came all over his cock,” she said.

    Jack was tempted to hang up. It felt like his ex-girlfriend was being cruel, though he still couldn’t quite tell. Mostly he had no idea what she was doing so he figured she was fucking with him in some way.

    “Isn’t that what you wanted to hear, Jack?” she asked in a soft, intensely seductive tone. “Wasn’t that your fantasy? Didn’t you want me to fuck someone else and tell you about how good he was? Didn’t you want to hear your girlfriend tell you all about the other man that fucked her to an incredible orgasm?”

    “Yes,” Jack said.

    “Are you turned on, Jack?” Christine asked.

    “Yes,” he answered. He figured there was no downside to being honest. It’s not like she could dump him again.

    “Take your cock out,” she said.

    “Christine, I can’t. I’m sitting in my car,” Jack replied.

    “He was better than you, Jack,” she said in the same soft, seductive voice. “He was much, much better than you. He made me cum so much harder than you ever did. He fucked me so good he made me see stars, Jack.”

    Jack’s cock was throbbing and a little precum stain had formed in his jeans. He was literally dripping with desire.

    “Take your cock out, Jack,” Christine said. “Take it out and stroke it for me. Do it right there in your car.”

    Jack looked in the rearview mirror and checked around the car. There was no one around and the parking space was relatively hidden from the road. No one would know what he was doing unless they walked right up to his window.

    “Can I just go inside?” he asked.

    “If you leave your car I’m hanging up,” Christine replied. “Now take your cock out, Jack. Do it. Live out your little fantasy. Stroke yourself while I tell you about how good he fucked me. Do it!”

    Jack unzipped his pants. He’d nursed a cuckold fantasy for a decade and he’d never experienced it in real life. He’d never had a girl offer up the kind of verbal play Christine had already delivered. It was insane to masturbate in his car, but he was going to do it. He had to seize the opportunity.

    “Okay,” he said. “It’s out.”

    “Show me,” Christine demanded.

    Jack tapped the FaceTime button and saw Christine’s face.

    “Show me,” she demanded again.

    Jack tapped the button to switch the camera view and a smile crossed his ex-girlfriend’s face.

    “He was almost twice your size, Jack,” she said. “He was huge compared to you, and you know what? It felt better. Size does matter and you don’t have what it takes. Now stroke that little dick, Jack. Stroke that little dick and think about me sitting on someone else’s cock. Be the fucking cuckold you want to be.”

    Jack wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked. Immediately the car filled with the sound of masturbation as he moved his hand up and down his precum-soaked shaft.

    “I blew him before I got on top,” Christine said. “Does that turn you on, Jack? Do you like the idea of my lips wrapped around someone else’s big, beautiful cock? Do you like the idea that I couldn’t wait to get another man’s dick in my mouth after dumping your perverted ass?”

    “Yes,” Jack said. He thought of the last time Christine had gone down on him. He thought of her offering that pleasure to another man.

    “He was better than you in every way, Jack,” she said. “He was better looking than you. He fucked me better than you. He had a bigger dick than you. He was the superior man. He was an upgrade in every way. I’m glad I dumped your ass. I’m glad I’m not stuck dating you. I’m glad I can fuck guys like him and not have to come home to your pathetic ass.”

    Jack stroked his cock furiously as erotic invective poured from Christine’s mouth. His fantasy hadn’t included such abusive language, but it turned out he found it more arousing than he ever imagined possible.

    “He’s taking me out again, Jack,” Christine said. “He’s taking me out this weekend. I’m going to suck his dick again. He’s going to eat my pussy again. He’s going to fuck me again. He’s going to enjoy everything you used to enjoy and we both know the only thing your little dick is going to enjoy is your hand, you pathetic fucking cuckold wannabe.”

    “Fuck…Christine…I’m cumming!” Jack cried out.

    Cum spurted from his cock. Some landed on the steering wheel and most spilled out onto the floor as Jack closed his eyes and enjoyed a more potent orgasm than almost any he’d experienced in his life.

    “Did you enjoy that, Jack?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered between heavy breaths.

    “Good. I’d like a new dress for my date this weekend and I’d like you to buy it for me,” Christine said.

    It took a moment for her comment to register, but when it did Jack tapped his phone to switch the camera view so Christine could see the disbelief on his face as he asked, “What?”

    “I’m not going to repeat myself, Jack. Pick me up at noon on Saturday. If you’re generous there’s a chance I’ll let you have another orgasm like the one you just experienced.”

    Christine ended the call and Jack stared at his phone in disbelief before surveying the mess he’d made in his car. He told himself he wasn’t going to take Christine dress shopping. There was no way it was worth whatever she’d make him spend on a dress just to have another orgasm like the one he’d experienced. No way in hell.
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    “How many times did you tell yourself you weren’t going to buy me a dress?” Christine asked as they walked into the boutique on Melrose Avenue.

    Jack chose not to answer, mostly because Christine had been gloating and teasing him about his desire to buy her a dress for another man throughout the car ride.

    “Or did you decide you were on board the moment I said it?” she asked.

    Again Jack didn’t answer and Christine laughed. She seemed utterly delighted by making him feel a little bit embarrassed and uncomfortable with his willingness to go along with her plan to use him as an ATM.

    “So I’d actually like you to do more than pay for the dress,” Christine said. “I want you to help pick something out. I want you to think of what you’d like to see me in, and then imagine someone that’s…well, that’s more of a man than you are. Someone that’s taller, better looking, in better shape, that sort of thing. Think of the kind of dress that sort of man would want to see me in.”

    “Why are you doing this?” Jack asked.

    Christine offered a bright smile and said, “Why not? You get what you want and I get a free dress that will make my date want to bury his cock in my tight, needy little pussy the moment he sees me. What’s not to like about that?”

    It wasn’t exactly the answer Jack was hoping for. Some part of him was still holding out hope that Christine was actually interested in being his girlfriend again and that this was some sort of test to see if she would enjoy cuckolding him. It seemed like she was just taking advantage of him, though. Still, he couldn’t stop thinking about the intense pleasure of the orgasm he’d had in his car. The allure of getting to experience even a little taste of his cuckold fantasy had proven too much to resist, even if the version of the fantasy Christine was intent on carrying out wasn’t quite what Jack envisioned.

    “I’m looking for something fun and flirty,” she said. “We’re going to one of those bars with axe throwing so a tight cocktail dress wouldn’t really get the job done. I’m thinking something more like a sundress, you know? I can seem like I’m laid back and fun while also driving him absolutely mad and making him think about how badly he wants to bend me over and fuck me, you know?”

    Jack couldn’t believe she was talking like that while people could clearly hear her. Christine definitely didn’t give a damn, though. She seemed to be having more fun than she’d ever had while dating Jack, a fact that felt mildly distressing and made him wonder if he’d been absolute crap as a boyfriend.

    “How about this one?” Jack said as he pulled a dress off the rack. It was short, low cut, and made with a floral pattern that he thought looked rather nice.

    “Good choice!” Christine said. “Why don’t you hold on to that? You don’t mind being my walking dress rack as I pull some options, do you?”

    “I guess not,” Jack said.

    “Don’t make that face, Jack,” Christine fired back. “You’re welcome to leave anytime you want, but if you’re even a little bit rude I won’t give you what we both know what you’re really looking for. You won’t even sniff another taste of that pervy little fantasy you can’t let go of.”

    “Sorry,” he said. It was enormously embarrassing to admit that getting another taste of his cuckold fantasy was well worth whatever humiliation Christine wanted to put him through, but it was true.

    Christine turned and strode confidently toward a rack of short, flirty sundresses and began slowly working her way through them.

    “I looked up your little fantasy after we broke up,” she said while eyeing a pretty blue and white dress.

    Jack couldn’t quite contain his sense of surprise as he asked, “Really? Why?”

    Christine looked at him and smiled. “To be honest, I felt bad about the way we broke up and I had a moment of weakness where I felt like I’d acted too quickly. So, I looked up your little fantasy to see what it was all about.”

    Jack stared as if Christine was going to keep talking, but she seemed perfectly content to leave it at that. “So what happened?” he asked. “When you looked it up, I mean.”

    “Oh, well, I discovered that you’re even more pathetic and disgusting than I thought you were,” she said. “I read a few blogs filled with guys talking about pulling on their sad little dicks while their wives or girlfriends get fucked and that was enough for me to know that I’d made the right decision. I have no interest in dating the kind of man that wants me to fuck other people.”

    Jack’s shoulders fell and his gaze drifted towards the floor. He silently chided himself for thinking that Christine would actually want to get back together with him and cuckold him for real.

    “There’s no need to pout, Jack,” she said. “I read enough to understand what you want and I think you should be thankful that I’m willing to give you at least a little of what you crave. In fact, I think you are thankful. I think that’s why you’re here and why you’re going to buy me a pretty dress. I think you enjoyed that orgasm you had in your car so much that you’d be willing to do just about anything to have another one.”

    Jack looked up at her and wished he could deny the truth of her assertion. He wished he could look into his ex-girlfriend’s eyes and tell her he wasn’t interested in what she was offering. He couldn’t, though. He couldn’t make his mouth form the words. He couldn’t give up the chance to get even a taste of his cuckold fantasy.

    Christine stepped closer and gently laid the blue dress over his arm. “I’m right, aren’t I?” she asked in that seductive tone she’d used over the phone. “You want me to let you cum like a cuckold again, don’t you?”

    Jack nodded and a wave of humiliation followed.

    Christine smiled, stepped back, and turned towards the dresses once more. She rifled through half a dozen more before pulling out a pink and white sundress and holding it up against her body.

    “What do you think about this one?” she asked.

    Jack imagined Christine in the pretty sundress and he couldn’t help but want her. He wanted to be her boyfriend again. He wanted to buy her a dress to wear for him. It hadn’t been his choice to break up, after all. He still loved Christine, though it seemed clear that she didn’t feel the same way.

    “It will look incredible on you,” Jack said. “He’ll love it, I’m sure.”

    “You know what I like most about a sundress?” she asked.

    Jack shook his head.

    “It’s the perfect dress to get fucked in,” Christine said with a smile. “All I have to do is sit in my new man’s lap, pull aside my panties, and take him inside me.”

    Christine took a step closer to Jack and her smile widened.

    “Are you thinking about him fucking me in this dress, Jack?” she whispered. “Are you thinking about me sitting on his cock and riding him while I wear this pretty dress?”

    Jack nodded. It was all he could think about.

    “I guess I should try it on, then,” Christine said.

    She spun around and Jack caught a whiff of her perfume. It triggered a memory of the first time they’d kissed. He’d taken her to the zoo – the baby panda was a major attraction at the time – and they’d kissed in a quiet corner near the wolf exhibit. Her perfume had filled his nose that day and he clearly still had positive memories associated with the scent.

    “Come,” Christine demanded. “I want you right outside the fitting rooms so you can tell me what you think. After all, you deserve a look since you’ve so generously offered to buy me one of these dresses.”

    Jack followed and waited outside the fitting rooms as Christine sauntered down the hallway and popped into an open room.

    As he waited, Jack debated the merits of pursuing his cuckold fantasy in such a strange manner. He always figured if it ever happened it would have been with his wife or girlfriend, not his ex. He figured it would have been based out of some sort of love or affection, as opposed to the seemingly selfish – and potentially cruel – motivations that Christine possessed.

    Despite knowing it was potentially destructive to continue pursuing the pleasure Christine offered, Jack couldn’t resist. He told himself he’d step away if it got out of control or if she asked him to do anything he wasn’t interested in.

    Christine looked perfect when she emerged from the fitting room in the pink and white sundress. A bright, beautiful smile broke across her face when she saw his reaction. She spun around and the bottom of the dress floated up enough to reveal her upper thighs and fill Jack with a brief, intense rush of the purest desire.

    “Do you like it?” she asked.

    “It’s perfect,” he replied.

    Christine stepped closer. “Do you think he’ll like it? Do you think he’ll see me in it and feel like he wants me to sit in his lap and take his big, beautiful cock in my tight little pussy?”

    Jack felt his cock grow to an erect state as he stared at his girlfriend in a dress more beautiful than anything she’d ever worn for him. “Yes, he will. I’m certain of it.”

    “Excuse me,” Christine said to the sales girl standing at the entrance to the fitting rooms. “I realize that I need a new pair of flats to go with this dress. Do you have any in a size 7? White, please.”

    “I’ll go check on that,” the girl said before walking away.

    Christine’s gaze returned to Jack and he felt utterly enraptured with the girl standing in front of him.

    “It’s very kind of you to buy me this dress,” Christine said. “It’s the sort of kindness that deserves a reward.”

    Jack studied her face for some indication of where the conversation was headed, but Christine offered none.

    “Would you like to kiss me, Jack?” Christine asked.

    Jack nodded.

    She smiled and looked past him. Jack turned to see the sales girl return with a shoe box in her hand.

    “Thank you so much,” Christine said. She opened the box and held it out. “Take the shoes out.”

    Jack pulled the pair of white flats from the box.

    “Now get on your knees,” Christine demanded.

    Jack heard the sales girl gasp in the way someone does when they’re genuinely surprised. He couldn’t bear to look at her though. All he could do was gaze into Christine’s eyes. They were alive with a kind of fire he’d never seen when they were dating. Jack was almost certain she was getting off on their new dynamic.

    “Do it,” Christine said. “Drop to your knees and claim your reward. Kiss my feet.”

    Jack fell to his knees. He put the shoes down next to Christine’s bare feet and lowered his head to the floor. He kissed her left foot and then moved to her right. Her flesh was warm and soft and it was hugely humiliating to do as she demanded.

    “Now slip my feet into those pretty flats,” Christine demanded.

    Jack did as he was told. He slipped each of her feet into the shoes he presumed he’d be buying in addition to the dress.

    “Now sit back on your knees,” she demanded.

    Jack sat back on his knees and looked up at Christine. She looked beautiful in the pink sundress and white shoes. She looked like the kind of girl any man would be thrilled to take on a date.

    “Are you satisfied with your reward, Jack? Did it feel good to get to press your lips against my flesh one more time?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. It wasn’t all that satisfying – it was more humiliating than anything – but Jack suspected that saying he wasn’t satisfied would upset his ex-girlfriend and could derail his chance to experience a cuckold orgasm.

    Christine looked at the sales girl and asked, “Does he seem pathetic to you?”

    “Um, a little,” the girl answered.

    Christine smiled at Jack and said, “She sees you for what you are, Jack. Now I want you to stay on your knees until I try on the blue dress.”

    She walked away as Jack stared straight ahead. He felt paralyzed by a sense of embarrassment but he was unwilling to disobey Christine, for she held the key to what he really wanted.

    Then the sales girl stepped in front of him. She was cute and curvy and wore a pair of dark-rimmed glasses and a pair of jeans that fit like a second skin.

    “You like doing what you’re told, huh?” she asked.

    The answer felt so much more complicated than yes or no, so Jack chose to nod. It wasn’t entirely accurate, but it was better than going into a long explanation.

    “Then kiss my feet,” she said.

    Jack stared at her for a few moments as he considered the wisdom of humiliating himself once more. The sales girl pointed to the floor and there was something about her manner that compelled him to do it. Jack dropped his head once more. He kissed the exposed tops of her feet and it sounded like she purred in response.

    “I can see why she enjoys that,” the girl said when Jack looked up at her once more. “It’s hard to explain, but there’s something fun about seeing a little bitch on his knees in front of me.”

    Jack wanted to say that he wasn’t a little bitch, but he’d just kissed the feet of two women, so perhaps the girl was right.

    She spun around, looked over her shoulder, and said, “Kiss my ass, bitch.”

    Jack hesitated. She was wearing jeans so he wouldn’t be kissing her bare flesh, but it felt wrong.

    Christine’s voice pierced the silence. “Do as she says, Jack. Kiss her ass. Show her that you’re the bitch she says you are.”

    Jack leaned closer. He kissed the sales girl’s ass through her jeans. He kissed each cheek twice. He heard her unleash a laugh of pure delight.

    “He’s fun,” she said.

    “I’m just getting started with him, to be honest,” Christine said. “But I’m beginning to think that he might be a great deal more fun as my ex-boyfriend than he ever was as my boyfriend.”

    “He’s willing to do this stuff and you’re not even dating him?” the girl asked.

    “That’s right,” Christine said. “I have what he wants.”

    “What’s that?” the girl asked.

    “Jack wants to watch me have sex with another guy,” Christine explained. “He’s a cuckold. He gets off on the idea of someone else fucking me. He’s buying me this pretty dress for that very purpose, though I’m certainly not going to let him watch. Not yet. He hasn’t earned that privilege.”

    The sales girl looked at Jack and smiled. “He’s quite the kinky little freak, isn’t he?”

    “That’s what I’m learning,” Christine said. “I can’t wait to find out just how kinky he’s willing to be in the name of living out his fantasy.”

    “Is he any good with his tongue?” the sales girl asked.

    “Quite good,” Christine replied.

    “How would you feel about me taking him into one of the dressing rooms so he can make me cum?” she asked.

    “That sounds splendid,” Christine said before she turned to Jack. “Would you enjoy that, Jack? Do you want to show this lovely girl how good you are at eating pussy?”

    “Yes, please,” Jack said. His cock was hard. His body hummed with a weird kind of desire. His heart pounded impossibly hard in his chest. He wanted it.

    “You’ll have to earn the privilege, Jack. I think we both know that pervy little freak like you doesn’t deserve the pleasure of making her cum. You’ll have to buy me two dresses if I’m going to let you go down on her. Will you do that for the chance to make her cum, Jack?” Christine asked.

    Jack nodded. He was completely lost in the kinky web Christine had spun around him.

    “Very good then. Enjoy yourself. No masturbating, though. Keep your focus on her. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Jack said.

    The sales girl smiled at Jack and said, “Crawl behind me.”

    Jack followed her down the hallway on his hands and knees. She opened the furthest door and he crawled inside behind her. He watched as she unbuttoned her skintight jeans and stepped out of them. She lowered her thong, sat on the bench, and spread her legs.

    “Get to work,” she said.

    Jack moved between her legs and put his tongue in her pussy. He soaked up a surprising volume of wetness – she must have been exceptionally turned on – and quickly directed his efforts to her clit.

    The sales girl grabbed a handful of Jack’s hair and leaned back. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as a quiet moan escaped.

    “That’s good,” she said softly. “Fuck, that’s really good.”

    Jack was too caught up in the intense, surprising pleasure of the shopping trip to think too much. His mind was entirely focused on making the girl in front of him cum. He wanted to feel her thighs trembling. He wanted her grip on his hair to tighten. He wanted to make her moan loud enough that she might get in trouble. He wanted to give her an orgasm and in doing so he wanted to make Christine happy enough that she might actually let him watch her have sex with someone else, which was a delight he hadn’t considered as a possibility before she mentioned it.

    “I’m close,” the girl said. “Keep going. Keep being a good little bitch.”

    Jack’s cock throbbed. He wasn’t sure why, but there was something about being called a ‘bitch’ that he really liked.

    Eventually the sales girl grabbed a second handful of his hair and pulled Jack close enough that she came close to smothering him with her pussy. She kept largely quiet while climaxing, but it still proved enormously thrilling to have been responsible for her orgasm.

    She gently pushed Jack from between her legs after her orgasm. With a smile on her face she reached down to wipe some of the juices from his lips and chin and then pushed her finger into his mouth. Jack dutifully sucked it clean.

    “Thank you,” she said. “I’ll tell your ex that you did a good job.”

    “Thank you,” Jack replied.

    The sales girl stood, put her clothes back on, and walked out of the fitting room. Jack stood and waited a short while so his erection would subside. He walked out to find Christine and the sales girl chatting.

    “It’s time to check out,” Christine said.

    “Thank you for letting me do that,” Jack replied as he glanced at the sales girl. “It was very enjoyable.”

    “You’re definitely a pervy little freak, but you deserve a reward every now and then,” Christine said. “Now let’s get out of here. I still have to get ready for my date. I hope you’re not busy tonight, because you’ll have to do my laundry if you want any chance at a reward after my date.”

    “I’d like that,” Jack said.

    “I thought you would,” she replied. “Just make sure you do a good job. You’re not getting even a hint of the perverted pleasure you crave unless you put in the effort I require. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Jack said.

    The allure of living out his cuckold fantasy – or even getting a little taste of it, like he’d enjoyed in his car – was more than enough to compel Jack to do as Christine desired. He knew how pathetic it was to do his ex-girlfriend’s laundry for a chance at an orgasm, but Jack didn’t care. He wanted more of what she’d given him and he was going to do whatever it took.
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    Jack stared out the front window of Christine’s apartment as she approached the gate. She’d been gone for a little over four hours, which he took to mean that she’d indeed gotten laid. That also meant there was a chance Jack would get to live out another part of his cuckold fantasy.

    He’d done Christine’s laundry as ordered. It had taken a little more than three hours to complete the task, but Jack was relatively certain he’d done a good enough job to warrant some kind of reward. He hoped that Christine would welcome him between her legs. It was, in fact, all he could think about.

    Jack found many elements of the cuckold fantasy thrilling, but none turned him on quite like the idea of getting to worship his girlfriend’s pussy after someone else had fucked her. He’d never even approached making that fantasy a reality and Christine was now his ex-girlfriend, but that was just a small impediment that barely impacted the potency of his desire. For the first time in his life, Jack was potentially moments away from his most significant sexual fantasy becoming reality.

    In an effort to seem a little less eager than he was, Jack turned on the TV and sat on the couch. He didn’t bother trying to watch it, though. Instead, he stared at the front door. When he heard Christine slip her key into the lock Jack’s heart beat a little harder. When the door opened and she stepped through with a smile on her face he couldn’t help but hop off the couch and move to greet her.

    “I finished the laundry,” Jack said. He was too eager. He knew he was too eager, but it was out of his control. Christine held the key to living out his fantasy between her legs and all Jack could think about was claiming his reward.

    Christine smiled. “I’m sure you did, though I’ll have to check to make sure you did a good job. After all, poor work doesn’t deserve a reward, does it Jack?”

    Jack shook his head as Christine sauntered towards him with a seductive sway in her hips and a smile on her face.

    For just a moment Jack thought she might kiss him. It had happened in the past, back when they were dating. She’d approached just like that, put her arms around him, and they’d shared the kind of kiss that quickly led to something far naughtier.

    Christine didn’t kiss him this time. Instead, she stopped just in front of Jack and he glanced down at her splendid, soft breasts in the sundress before she said, “I got fucked tonight, Jack. I got fucked by a man with a cock that was far bigger than yours. I got fucked by a man that made me cum harder than you ever did when we were dating.”

    Christine slowly lifted the bottom of her dress and took Jack’s hand in hers. She pulled his fingers between her legs and pressed them against the thin material of her panties.

    “Do you feel that?” she asked.

    Jack felt an incredible mixture of heat and dampness. He felt what he assumed was the aftermath of the sex his ex-girlfriend had enjoyed no more than an hour ago. He felt what he wanted to be on his knees tasting. He nodded in answer to her question.

    Christine released Jack’s hand and pulled her panties aside. Their eyes met as he slipped two fingers inside her. Christine moaned as a smile crossed her face.

    “Taste my pussy,” she demanded. “Suck my juices off your fingers.”

    Jack pulled his fingers from Christine’s slippery pussy and sucked them clean as she watched from just a few inches away.

    “Let’s go see if you did the laundry right,” Christine said.

    Per her instructions Jack had washed everything in Christine’s laundry basket and left it all folded on her bed to be inspected upon her return. He followed her into the bedroom to begin that process and desperately hoped that she would find he’d done a good enough job to be permitted the pleasure of spending a little time between her legs.

    “I can tell you right now that your folding technique needs work,” she said after taking a few moments to inspect the piles. “It may not make much of a difference with the kinds of clothes you wear, but I don’t want any wrinkles in my clothes. You didn’t do a bad job, but you’ll need to be more careful in the future. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Jack replied. It wasn’t lost on him that Christine was implying that he’d be doing her laundry with some frequency.

    Christine looked through the stacks of folded clothes, picking up a few items seemingly at random and inspecting them closely to ensure Jack had completed the task she’d given him.

    Eventually, she turned to him with a smile on her face. “You did a good enough job,” she said. “Though I do expect you to get better as time goes by. You need to take greater care with my clothes, especially as I let you wash the more delicate items. I can’t have you ruining the lingerie I’ll be wearing for other men, can I?”

    “No, of course not,” Jack said. He couldn’t help but worry that he sounded very much like a servant, but in that moment all he could really think about was being granted permission to lick his ex-girlfriend’s pussy.

    “Your final task is to put my clothes away. You spent enough time in my bedroom that you should have some idea of where it all goes,” Christine said.

    Jack had arranged her clothes in orderly piles and he picked each up and delivered it to the proper destination. As he placed her clothes in the dresser and on the shelves in her closet, Christine pulled the sundress over her head, exposing her perfect naked breasts in the process. Jack whacked his knee on the edge of her bed as he stared instead of watching where he was going, eliciting a laugh from his ex-girlfriend.

    “Focus, Jack,” she said. “If you prove yourself to be useful to me you’ll have plenty of time to stare at my breasts, I promise. I might even let you play with them a little. Who knows? A useful cuckold might find himself reaping all sorts of rewards.”

    Jack had claimed a small taste of a reward when Christine had let him finger her and lick the juices clean, but that was more than enough for him to want more. He wasn’t sure what she had in mind beyond letting him lick her pussy that evening, but he was willing to do what it took to potentially reap future rewards.

    As Jack picked up the last pile of clothes Christine pulled her panties down, exposing her beautiful pussy. He resolved not to stare and to put her clothes away without incurring further bruises.

    When Jack returned from the closet Christine was in her bed. She’d piled the pillows against the headboard and was seated against them with her arms at her sides and her legs crossed. Her breasts looked particularly soft and perky, but it was the wondrous space between her legs that Jack craved.

    “Do you want my pussy, Jack?” Christine asked. “Do you want to crawl between my legs and eat me out?”

    “Yes,” he replied. “More than anything.”

    “I guess that stiff dick of yours is proof of your desire, isn’t it?” she asked.

    Jack looked down to see that the erection he’d sprouted was quite obvious, though he felt no shame about it. His fantasy was out in the open and Christine seemed more than happy to try and stoke it.

    “You know another man was inside me tonight, right Jack?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    Christine uncrossed her legs but kept them shut as his eyes focused on the small tuft of pubic hair he could see. “He’s a virile man, Jack. He spent quite a lot of time inside me. We went through two condoms, in fact. He filled both with considerable loads of cum. He gave me three orgasms, too. That’s two more than you ever provided in a night, and all three were far more pleasurable than any orgasm you ever gave me.”

    Jack was a little embarrassed that his cock throbbed so hard as Christine openly insulted him, but he couldn’t help it. He lacked the ability to exercise even a little control over his desire in that moment and it felt as though he was seconds away from his first real taste of cuckolding, which only served to deepen his lust.

    Christine spread her legs and Jack felt a little lightheaded as he stared at the pussy he’d fingered not that long ago. Her labia were pink and puffy and she still looked completely soaked.

    “Look at me, Jack,” she said.

    He dragged his gaze away from that which he craved and stared into Christine’s eyes.

    “You were very good tonight. You were kind to buy me a dress, too. I don’t know much about cuckolding yet, but to me you were everything a cuckold should be. Still, I’d like you to do just a little bit more to earn the chance to taste my pussy after someone else has fucked me to multiple orgasms. Will you do that, Jack? Will you work just a little bit harder to earn it?” she asked.

    “I will,” he replied.

    “Good. Take your clothes off,” Christine said.

    Jack kicked off his shoes, removed his pants and underwear, and pulled off his shirt faster than he’d ever done in his life. His socks came off last and just like that he was naked in front of his ex-girlfriend, which is not a scenario he’d ever thought would play out.

    “I’m going to roll over and you’re going to crawl between my legs and eat my asshole for as long as I want you to,” she said. “Do you understand?”

    “I do,” he said.

    Christine rolled over and spread her legs like she’d said she would. Jack crawled into her bed and took his place between her legs.

    He reached up and grasped her ass cheeks to spread them. He stared at her asshole. He’d never ventured there when they dated. Christine hadn’t seemed interested and he was so keen on her pussy that it never really occurred to him to do anything with her ass.

    “You don’t need permission,” she said. “Eat my ass, Jack. Do it now and keep your fingers and mouth away from my pussy or I will kick you out of my apartment without giving you a chance to get dressed. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Jack said before burying his face between her ass cheeks and putting his tongue to work.

    He’d never given a rimjob before, but Jack assumed it was very much like eating pussy. He moved his tongue back and forth over her asshole at a steady pace and he was quickly rewarded with a moan from his ex-girlfriend.

    “Oh, wow,” she said. “That feels better than I would have thought. I guess you have a talented tongue, Jack.”

    She moaned again, this time a little deeper than before, like she was genuinely enjoying herself. Jack felt giddy.

    “I think I could get used to having a cuckold,” Christine said. “There’s no pressure to be nice to you now that we’re not dating. If anything, it seems like you enjoy it when I’m a little bit mean. I can order you around, make you do chores for me, and have you eat my ass, all because you want a taste of my pussy. I bet I could make you do all sorts of stuff for a taste of my pussy. I bet I could get you to do just about anything if I offered you the ultimate prize. I bet you’d cut off a finger for the chance to actually watch someone fuck me, wouldn’t you Jack?”

    “Yes,” Jack said. He wouldn’t actually cut a finger off, but Christine was probably right that he’d do just about anything for the chance to watch her have sex with someone else. To be properly cuckolded in person would be the ultimate fantasy and now that Jack had gotten a taste he wasn’t sure he’d be able to turn down the chance to experience the real thing, no matter how costly Christine made it.

    “Are you ready, Jack? Are you ready to eat my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Jack replied from between her ass cheeks.

    “Back up,” she said.

    Jack slid back and Christine rolled over. Soon enough he was staring at her utterly flawless pussy. He was staring at the pussy that someone else had fucked that night. He was staring at the pussy that had offered another man two orgasms. He was staring at his fantasy.

    “You’re thinking about him fucking me, aren’t you?” Christine asked as she ran her fingers over her swollen labia.

    “I am,” Jack replied.

    “You’re thinking about his big cock stretching me out, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Jack nodded as he watched Christine slip a finger into her pussy.

    “You want to put your tongue where his cock went, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Jack replied.

    “That’s a fucked up fantasy, Jack,” she said. “It is, but you earned this. You did my laundry like a good cuckold. You bought me something pretty to wear for the man I wanted to fuck. You bought me the dress that made it so he couldn’t keep his hands off of me. You bought the dress I fucked him in, for the first time at least. You deserve a chance to taste my pussy. You deserve a chance to taste the sex we had. Come. Put your tongue inside me. Taste it.”

    Jack moved forward and pressed his face against his ex-girlfriend’s pussy. He put his tongue inside her. He felt her wetness spread over his lips and chin and cheeks. He tasted a mixture of her juices, a little bit of sweat, and the unmistakable residue left by a condom-covered cock sliding in and out of her for what must have been a considerable amount of time.

    Christine moaned, though Jack couldn’t tell if she was experiencing genuine pleasure or if she was just putting on a little bit of a show for him. He didn’t really care, though. Her moan was perfect. It made the whole thing more arousing.

    “Deeper, Jack,” she said. “Push your tongue deeper into my pussy. Taste more of me. Taste it all like a good little cuckold.”

    Jack pushed his tongue as deep inside his ex-girlfriend as he could and moved it around. He licked the walls of her pussy. He soaked up her juices. He thought nonstop about the fact that someone else’s cock had been pumping in and out of the flesh he was licking. Someone else had fucked her and now he was between her legs enjoying the taste the other man had left behind.

    “Now lick my clit, Jack. Make me cum,” she demanded.

    It was no disappointment to turn his attention to her clit. It was, in fact, a delight. Jack shifted just a touch northward and licked Christine’s clit, inspiring a new round of moans that were unquestionably genuine. She grabbed two handfuls of her bed sheets and closed her eyes. Jack looked up to see real pleasure on her face. He was going to make her cum. He was going to do what a good cuckold does and give her yet another orgasm.

    The climax arrived quickly enough that Jack felt proud. It seemed exceptionally powerful as Christine arched her back and screamed louder than he’d heard when they were together. It made him hopeful that he’d get another chance to do so.

    “Thank you,” she said while coming down from her climax. “That was surprisingly lovely.”

    “Thank you for letting me do that,” he said.

    “In this case it was quite literally my pleasure,” Christine replied. “Now, I don’t want you cumming in my presence – not tonight, at least – but I understand that you might want to have an orgasm, so you’re welcome to go in the bathroom and jerk off. If you do, I’d like you to cum in the toilet. That feels fitting, doesn’t it? Shouldn’t a cuckold cum in the toilet?”

    “Yes,” Jack said as he backed out of the bed. It was more than a little humiliating to run to the bathroom to cum in her toilet, but he wanted it. He didn’t want to wait until getting home. He wanted to cum while he could still taste her pussy on his tongue. He wanted to cum with the memory of going down on her fresh in his mind.

    “Make sure you flush,” Christine called out as Jack shut the bathroom door.

    Jack dragged her bath mat in front of the toilet, lifted the lid, and fell to his knees. He spit in his hand, wrapped his fingers around his cock, and stroked furiously while reliving the joy of his evening. He thought of Christine’s pussy and how marvelous it tasted. He thought of making her cum with his tongue. He thought of the new thrill of eating her asshole. It all rushed through his mind before Jack cried out and climaxed in the toilet.

    He watched his cum slowly sink to the bottom of the bowl as one volley after another rocketed from the tip of his cock. Jack put his hand on the wall to keep his balance and the most intense pleasure of his life coursed through his body.

    Jack flushed the toilet, washed his hands in the sink, and exited the bathroom. Christine remained naked in her bed.

    “It sounded like you enjoyed yourself,” she said.

    “I did. Thank you for that. Thank you for all of this. It’s your choice, of course, but I would give just about anything to do this again,” Jack said.

    Christine smiled and for a moment Jack thought she might be experiencing just a hint of affection towards him.

    “I have plans for you, Jack. You should wipe that smile off your face, though, because those plans don’t involve us getting back together, no matter how badly you want it,” she said.

    Jack was a little embarrassed that he had been quietly pining for that. After all, if she was willing to cuckold him why couldn’t he be her boyfriend again?

    “No, we don’t be dating again, Jack. Instead, I’m going to use you to make my life better and you’re going to come to me each and every time, no matter what I want from you. You’re going to do so because you can’t help it, because you’re a little cuckold, because you just came harder than you’ve ever cum before despite the fact that you were unloading in a fucking toilet,” Christine explained. “Now get dressed and leave. I’ll be in touch when I want to see you again. Don’t text, call, or email me until then. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Jack said.

    He dressed and he left as instructed. He spent the rest of his night wondering when Christine would get in touch again. He needed more of what she’d just given him. He couldn’t live without it.
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    “I got fucked last night,” Christine said.

    Jack knew better than to stop cleaning, but he looked towards Christine to see a giddy smile on her face as she relaxed on her couch.

    “I don’t usually fuck on the first date and I felt a little slutty, but I couldn’t help myself,” she explained. “He was so hot. Hotter than most guys I’ve been out with. Way hotter than you, though that’s obviously not saying much.”

    The insult struck Jack as needless, though he’d learned over the past few weeks that what he wanted mattered very little to Christine. She was content to use him for her pleasure and if that happened to align with his pleasure it was wonderful. If not, she was content to use and sometimes abuse him. She always made sure to tell him he could leave at any time, of course, and Jack never did.

    “He fucked me right here,” Christine said. “Right here on my couch.” She spread her legs and her skirt rode up, exposing a pair of pink cotton panties. “I was on my back. My legs were open. His cock was inside me. He fucked me so hard I thought he might break the couch.”

    Jack continued to dust Christine’s bookshelf, but he was no longer putting in a full effort. Instead, most of his attention was focused on his ex-girlfriend as she relived the sex she’d had the night before.

    “I thought about you,” she said.

    Jack felt a sense of hopefulness. He knew it was foolish, but he couldn’t help himself. If Christine had thought of him, perhaps she’d thought about bringing him back into her life as more than her cuckold.

    She smiled and said, “I thought about how much you would have enjoyed watching him fuck me. I thought about how much you would have enjoyed being on your knees to watch as his cock slid in and out of my tight little pussy. Was I right, Jack? Would you have enjoyed watching?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    Christine smiled and reached between her legs. She rubbed her fingers over her panties and moaned. Jack ceased any sort of cleaning and stared at his ex-girlfriend as desire emanated from between his legs.

    She slipped her fingers into her panties and said, “A cuckold likes to watch, right? He likes to watch his girlfriend get fucked by someone better, right? He likes to watch her scream and moan as someone else gives her exactly what the cuckold can’t, right?”

    Jack nodded as he watched Christine masturbate.

    “But I’m not your girlfriend,” she said. “I’m your ex-girlfriend. I dumped your ass because you couldn’t fuck me worth a damn.”

    “Yes, you did,” he said.

    “Do you know how pathetic it is that you still want me to cuckold you, Jack?” she asked.

    Jack nodded. He was well aware of how pathetic it was. He just found the whole thing far too arousing to care.

    “You don’t mind being pathetic, do you?” Christine asked.

    “No,” Jack answered.

    “Strip,” she demanded.

    Jack stripped as his ex-girlfriend watched with a smile on her face.

    “Look at that cute little dick of yours,” she said. “Did I excite you, Jack? Do you have a little stiffy going because I talked about someone else fucking me? Were you thinking of watching like a good little cuckold?”

    Jack nodded and looked down at his cock. He was quite erect and there was even a little drop of precum at the tip.

    “Come over here,” Christine said. “Get on your knees.”

    Jack approached the couch and fell to his knees. His ex-girlfriend reached out and ran her fingers over his chest. She gently pinched one of his nipples and he moaned, much to his embarrassment.

    “You’re such a freak,” she said, though Jack heard the amusement in her voice. Christine pinched his nipple hard and pulled on it. He cried out in pain and doubled over. She refused to release his flesh, though. She doubled down, pinching harder and sending shocks of pain through his body.

    “Stroke your cock,” Christine ordered.

    Jack wrapped his fingers around his dick and stroked as Christine moved her fingers to his other nipple and pinched just as hard. Once again pain coursed through his body.

    “You’re like a toy,” she said. “You’re a fun little toy to play with. A fun little toy that I can do whatever I want with. Isn’t that true, Jack?”

    He nodded as his hand provided pleasure and her fingers produced pain. It was an unexpectedly pleasurable experience, in no small part because his beautiful ex-girlfriend seemed giddy.

    “Tell me that you’re a disappointment, Jack,” Christine said. “Say it. Say that you’re a disappointment, that you never deserved me.”

    “I never deserved you,” Jack said. “I’m a disappointment and I never deserved a woman like you. I was lucky you dated me. I was lucky you ever let me have sex with you.”

    Christine sat up, turned, and spread her legs. She leaned forward and Jack glanced at her cleavage before she directed his gaze to her face. “What you’re doing right here, it’s pathetic,” she said. “You’re jerking off while telling me you’re a fucking disappointment. It turns you on to admit that you never deserved to fuck me, that I’m so much better than you that your dick never deserved to come anywhere near my wet, tight, perfect little pussy.”

    Every word from her lips brought Jack a little closer to his orgasm. He knew it pathetic or depraved or just plain sad, and yet he couldn’t stop it. In fact, he wanted to chase it deeper. He wanted more of what Christine was giving him.

    “I’m sorry I’m so pathetic,” he said.

    “You should be,” Christine replied. She grabbed both his nipples and pulled hard on them. Jack fell forward until his face rested against the couch cushion. Christine released his nipples and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled his head between her legs and pressed his face against her panties. Jack kissed and licked the soft cotton in the hope of providing his ex-girlfriend with just a little bit of pleasure.

    “You’re fucking pathetic,” she said. “Look at you. You’d do anything to taste my pussy, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Jack said, though his voice was muffled by her panties.

    She pulled hard on his hair until Jack was sitting up once more. “Stop stroking your cock. Put your clothes back on. Finish cleaning my apartment.”

    Despite his desperate desire for an orgasm, Jack released his cock and stood up. He got dressed as Christina watched. When he turned back she’d pulled her panties aside and buried her fingers deep in her pussy.

    “You never deserved my pussy,” she said. “Now clean my fucking house. If you do a good job I might give you a reward tonight.”

    Jack watched her fingers move in and out of her pussy for a few moments. He thought of how desperately he missed it and how much he wanted to be on his knees between her legs. He wanted to taste her juices, to lick her clit, to make her cum. He wanted to make her feel good, and she wasn’t going to let him.

    “Did I mention I have another date?” Christine asked. “It’s with the guy that fucked me last night. He enjoyed my pussy enough that he wants to come back for more.” She closed her eyes and added a third finger to the two moving in and out of her body. “Maybe I’ll let you hide in the closet and listen. Maybe I’ll let you eat me out after he fucks me. Maybe I’ll let you suck my pussy juices off the condom he uses. Would you like that, Jack?”

    “Yes,” Jack answered.

    “Then you better make sure my apartment is as clean as it’s ever been,” she said. “Now quit watching me like the fucking pervert we both know you are and get to work.”

    Jack did as he was told. He wanted to watch his ex-girlfriend masturbate. He wanted to be subjected to more of her delightful verbal abuse, but he wanted one of the rewards she’d talked about even more, so he set about ensuring that her apartment was as clean as it had ever been.

    Christine send Jack him home after he’d finished his cleaning, denying him the chance to watch as she got fucked by the man that had provided her with such pleasure the night before. A text latex that night had lured Jack back to her place and he walked in to find the apartment just as pristine as he’d left it. The slow beat of an R&B song emanated from the bedroom and Jack walked down the hallway as an increasing sense of desire built inside him.

    Christine was topless in her bed when Jack stepped into the doorway. Her breasts bore little red marks, though Jack couldn’t tell if they were from rough handling of the sorts of love bites that some men enjoyed doling out. Christine wore a pair of dark blue lace panties, hiding the object of Jack’s desire from view.

    “Did you think of me while you were gone?” Christine asked.

    Jack nodded as his eyes wandered over her body. Every inch of her looked perfect. He remembered when he was allowed to touch her as he desired, when that touching would sometimes lead to sex, sex that he always very much enjoyed and that Christine had apparently never really enjoyed.

    “Did you think like a cuckold?” she asked. “Did you think of another man fucking me while you were gone? Did you think of him in my bed, pounding me as I screamed his name?”

    “I did,” Jack said. He’d actually pictured Christine on her couch, but it made little difference.

    “Did you touch yourself while you thought of me? Did you play with your little cuckold cock?” she asked.

    Jack nodded. “Only over the pants though, like you said.” She’d been very clear that he was not to masturbate but that he was permitted to touch himself over his pants if he desired.

    “Strip,” Christine ordered.

    Jack did as he was told. Christine smiled and it seemed to Jack that she genuinely enjoyed when he did exactly as ordered and without hesitation.

    She pointed to her feet and said, “Suck on my toes.”

    Jack moved to the end of Christine’s bed, bent over, and took her big toe into his mouth. He sucked and he did so without hesitation or reservation. He looked up at his ex-girlfriend and saw a smile on her face.

    “You like making me happy, don’t you?” she asked.

    Jack nodded with her toe in his mouth.

    “It’s too bad you’re such a worthless lay,” Christine said. “We could have been good together. A man that lives to make his girlfriend happy is the kind you want to stay with. Maybe he’s the kind of guy you want to marry, especially if he has a good job. I can’t be with a man that can’t fuck me worth a damn, though. I can’t respect a man that can’t make me cum when we have sex. I just can’t, and I can’t be with a man I don’t respect. You understand that, don’t you Jack? You understand that I don’t respect you, right?”

    Jack nodded again.

    “You understand why, right? I mean, you’re a little bitch. You’re sucking my toes because I told you to. You cleaned my house without any promise of a real reward. You do my laundry. You eat my ass when I tell you to. You do it all because it turns you on to be a little bitch, which is the most pathetic thing in the world,” Christine explained.

    Jack’s cock was hard. His ex-girlfriend was verbally degrading him and doing so gleefully and his cock was hard. She was explaining why they would never be an item again, and he found it arousing. It was pathetic. He knew that, and yet he couldn’t help but crave it.

    “I had two orgasms tonight,” Christine said. “Two great orgasms, in fact. It was rare for me to have one orgasm when you fucked me, Jack, and he was able to give me two with ease. I probably could have had three or four if I wanted. I could have told him to last a little longer and he would have been able to do it. A pathetic cuckold like you couldn’t do that. A pathetic cuckold like you is worthless at using his cock to make a girl feel good. You know that, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Jack said before moving to Christine’s other foot and taking her big toe into his mouth. He licked and sucked and hoped she would reward him at some point.

    Christine reached down and pulled her panties aside. Jack stared between her legs at her pussy. It was obvious she’d been fucked. Her pubic hair was slick with the wetness that had dripped out of her. Her labia looked enflamed from the pounding she’d received.

    “Is my pussy what you crave, Jack?” Christine asked. “Do you want to put your tongue where another man’s cock was?”

    Jack nodded vigorously as his lips remained sealed around her big toe. Christine smiled and gently ran her finger over her labia before pressing it inside. Jack heard the wetness as Christine fingered herself. He wanted so badly to put his tongue inside her. He wanted to experience it, to know what it was like to lick her pussy after she’d been fucked. He wanted to live out that cuckold fantasy.

    “Go to the bathroom,” Christine said. “His condom is in the trash can. Bring it to me.”

    Jack turned towards Christine’s bathroom and opened the cabinet under the sink. He pulled out the small trash bin and saw the condom resting on top of a small pile of tissues. He picked it up with two fingers and brought it back to his ex-girlfriend.

    “Thank you,” Christine said as she took it from him. “Now get on your knees.”

    Jack fell to his knees and Christine swung her legs over the side of the bed. He stared at her panties and wished he could reach up, pull them off, and dine on her pussy.

    “Look at that load,” she said. “He’s such a heavy cummer.”

    She was right. Her date had left an enormous load of cum in the condom.

    “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” Christine said.

    Jack stared at the condom as he opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue.

    “Are you the sort of cuckold that fantasizes about licking someone else’s cum out of my pussy?” she asked.

    Jack nodded.

    “Of course you are,” she said. “Only the most pathetic kind of guy would want to lick someone else’s cum from my pussy.”

    Christine extended her hand and placed the filled end of the condom on Jack’s tongue. He tasted the latex and the sweetness of her pussy. The cum still felt warm, which meant it hadn’t been that long since someone else had been inside her.

    “Suck on it, cuckold,” Christine commanded. “Suck on that load. Suck on it like the pathetic cuck that you are.”

    Jack’s cock throbbed at the very idea of sucking on the condom that had been inside his ex-girlfriend. It was both humiliating and thrilling and he couldn’t resist. He wrapped his lips around it. He took it into his mouth. He sucked on it. The taste of latex coated his tongue. Christine moaned in the most delightful way, making Jack’s cock throb even harder.

    “You’re disgusting,” she said, but he could hear the delight in her voice. He was certain that she liked his willingness to be disgusting, to embrace how pathetic she thought his desires were.

    Christine scooted closer to the edge of the bed as Jack continued to suck on the condom. She pulled her panties aside and he stared at her pussy. Her position made her lips part a little and he saw the slippery pink flesh inside. He saw what he craved most.

    “I’m going to give you a choice,” Christine said. “You can masturbate and cum as you stare at my pussy and suck on this condom, or you can eat me out and make me cum. You don’t get to do both, though. So, which do you want?”

    Christine pulled the condom from his mouth and Jack answered immediately. “I want to make you cum,” he said.

    She smiled. “That’s what I thought. Go ahead. Eat me out.”

    Christine spread her legs and Jack crawled closer. He pushed his tongue inside her and moaned as he tasted her juices and a hint of the latex. He pressed his face as tightly between her legs as he could. Her labia rubbed over his cheeks. Her juices spread over his face. He would have crawled inside her pussy if he could have. He’d been given the reward he craved and he wanted all of it.

    “Suck on my clit,” she said.

    Jack turned his efforts to his ex-girlfriend’s clit and did as she desired. He gently sucked on it. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it. He remembered how she liked it from when they were together and she responded to his skillful work with a series of joyful, lusty moans.

    “That’s it, cuckold,” she said. “Fuck, suck my clit. Suck it like the pathetic little bitch we both know you are. Suck my clit and make me cum.”

    She grabbed a handful of his hair and held Jack’s head in place as he did what as she desired. He looked up and saw her eyes closed and her mouth opened. Her moans grew louder. Her legs trembled just a little.

    “That’s it…that’s it…make me cum, cuckold. Make me cum,” she said.

    Jack did as ordered. He made his ex-girlfriend cum. Her felt her body vibrating with pleasure. Joy filled him as he gave her an orgasm and lived out his cuckold fantasy. It was enthralling in entirely unexpected ways.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” Christine said after her climax. “Taste me. Taste the pussy he fucked. Taste it for as long as you like. Just keep your hands off your dick.”

    Jack silently rejoiced as Christine let him plunge his tongue into her pussy once more. He soaked up her juices. He tasted her insides. He thought over and over of a cock plunging into her and pleasing her in ways he never could.

    “This was good,” she said. “Maybe next time I’ll let you taste some of his cum. I’ll bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, you little freak?”

    Jack looked up at her and nodded. He was absolutely the sort of cuckold that wanted to consume the cum of the man that fucked his ex-girlfriend. He only hoped she wasn’t teasing.
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    “How’s it going in there?” Christine asked from the bathroom doorway.

    “Good,” Jack said. “It shouldn’t take more than an hour to finish up.”

    “Make sure it looks perfect,” she instructed. “As you know, a lazy cuckold doesn’t get rewarded.”

    “It’ll be perfect. I promise,” he said.

    Christine walked away and Jack grabbed the bottle of Tilex and gave the tiled wall of her shower another coating. He let it soak in and then leaned closer and scrubbed the grout with the special brush he’d brought just for the occasion. He’d already spent an hour painstakingly cleaning the shower and he was prepared to dedicate another hour to the task. He wanted his reward, after all. He wasn’t sure what it would be, but doing a little manual labor was a small price to pay for the satisfaction of getting a small taste of being Christine’s cuckold.

    It took just short of an hour for him to finish, and Jack was soaked in sweat and the scent of Tilex, but Christine’s shower looked pristine. The grout was sparkling clean and the tiles had never looked so good. He suspected it had been a long time since it was properly cleaned and he felt just a little bit of pride at having done such a good job.

    “Very good,” Christine said when he called her in to inspect his work. “You know, if you’d been this useful when we were dating I might not have dumped your ass so quickly.”

    For just a moment Jack felt a wonderful kind of hopefulness, as if Christine was saying they stood a chance at getting back together if he continued to be useful.

    “I still would have dumped you, of course,” she added, quickly destroying his hope. “I mean, some things can’t be improved. You were never going to get better at fucking me, for instance. You were never going to let go of your disgusting little cuckold fantasy, and there’s no way in hell I’m going to date a guy that’s so pathetic that all he can jerk off to is the idea of me fucking other men.”

    She was right about that. Jack didn’t want to be so turned on at the idea of being cuckolded. He just couldn’t help it.

    Christine stepped in front of Jack and grabbed his cock through his shorts. “You know your fantasy is pathetic, right?” she asked. “You know there isn’t a woman in the world that wants to be with a guy that gets off on being a humiliated cuckold, right?”

    Jack didn’t want to believe that, but Christine was the only woman that had ever discovered his fantasy, and she clearly wasn’t on board with it.

    “You’re lucky I’m willing to be generous, Jack,” Christine said. “Otherwise you’d be at home, pulling on this sad dick of yours while watching cuckold porn and dreaming of being with a girl that would happily find her sexual satisfaction elsewhere. At least I’m willing to give you a little taste of what you want, right?”

    “I’m very grateful for that,” he said as Christine’s tight grip on his cock managed to bring him to a nearly erect state.

    “You know it’s a little sad that you’re getting hard while I tell you how pathetic you are, right?” she asked.

    Jack nodded. It was hard to deny that.

    “I have a date tonight,” she said. “The kind of date where I get fucked. Maybe the kind of date where I get fucked more than once. He’s got a big cock, Jack, and he uses it better than almost any man I’ve ever been with. He’s light years ahead of you, sexually speaking.”

    Christine stroked Jack through his shorts and he couldn’t help but moan at the intense pleasure of it. She was not offering the sort of gentle satisfaction that a girlfriend might, but it still felt good.

    “You like that I’m going to get fucked tonight, don’t you?” she asked.

    Jack nodded.

    “You like that he’s going to fuck me better than you ever did, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Jack said as his cock reached a painfully erect state.

    “Every guy I’ve fucked since I dumped your useless ass has been better than you, Jack,” she said. “Isn’t that embarrassing? Isn’t it humiliating to know that there are so many men that put you to shame when it comes to fucking your ex-girlfriend?”

    Jack moaned. It was embarrassing, but that only served to turn him on.

    Christine released his cock, stepped back, and took her shirt off. She dropped it to the floor and spun around. “Help me out of my bra,” she said.

    Jack unhooked her bra and Christine took it off and let it fall to the floor.

    “Unzip my skirt,” she demanded.

    Jack’s fingers shook a little as he reached out and unzipped her skirt. He wasn’t sure what Christine had planned and his heart pounded from the sense of excitement.

    “Take my skirt off,” Christine instructed. “My panties, too.”

    Jack worked her skirt over her hips and it fell to the floor. He slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, exposing the soft, smooth flesh of her ass.

    “I need to shower before my date,” Christine said as she turned around. “I think it would be nice to have my cuckold ex-boyfriend wash my body. Would you like that, Jack?”

    “I’d love that,” he admitted.

    “You will not, under any circumstances, let your pathetic cock touch my body,” Christine explained. “If you do, I will kick you in the balls hard enough to send you to the hospital. I do not want you to misconstrue this invitation. Think of yourself as a servant. Yes, I’m going to let you be naked near me, but only because we’re in the shower. It’s fine if you get turned on, but you will not use this as an excuse to try and put your dick inside me or rub it on me. I want nothing to do with your cock anymore. It failed to please me time and again when we were dating and I’m not foolish enough to give you another chance to disappoint me now. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Jack said. “I promise, I won’t let my cock anywhere near you. I’ll wash your body as you desire. I’ll do whatever you say.”

    “Turn the shower on and get naked,” Christine said. “I expect you to clean my body like you cleaned the shower. You will be thorough. I want to look and smell good when I get fucked tonight. I want my body to be irresistible to him.”

    Jack turned on the shower, stripped, and watched Christine stepped into the water once it was hot. She beckoned him to join her and Jack stepped into the back of the shower and watched as water cascaded down his ex-girlfriend’s body, making her look very much like a goddess.

    “Are you enjoying the view?” Christine asked.

    “You look perfect,” Jack answered.

    She laughed, grabbed the soap from her shower caddie, and passed it to him. “You can start with my back. Take your time. Make sure you get every inch of me clean.”

    Jack soaped up and followed her instructions. He took his time, offering what amounted to a standing, soapy massage in Christine’s shower. His excitement increased as he neared her ass. Her flesh looked so perfect and it had been so long since he’d been naked with her that it was impossible not to get aroused.

    “Would you like to wash my ass, Jack?” Christine asked.

    “Yes, please,” he answered.

    “You may do so, but get on your knees,” she said.

    Jack fell to his knees and soaped up his hands. He moved them over her ass. It felt so good he couldn’t help but moan. Christine bent over and her cheeks parted just a little, revealing her asshole.

    “I won’t be giving him my ass,” she said, “but you should still clean my asshole.”

    Jack ran his soapy fingers down her crack and over her asshole. He made sure it was clean and he was certain he heard his ex-girlfriend moan.

    Christine stood up straight and turned around. Water cascaded down her back, washing away the soap as Jack stared at her pussy.

    “You enjoyed fucking me, didn’t you Jack?” Christine asked. “When you were allowed to, I mean.”

    “Yes,” he admitted. “It was the best sex I’ve ever had, actually.”

    Christine laughed. “Isn’t that interesting. Sex with you is the worst I’ve ever had. Hands down. I figured I’d give you a chance to see if you got better, mostly because you were a nice guy and nice guys tend to make good boyfriends. You never did, though. You always remained disappointing. Now you’ll never, ever get to feel my pussy around that pathetic dick of yours. Never again.”

    Jack looked up at her. Christine had a gleeful smile on her face, as if she took pleasure in telling him just how underwhelming he’d been as a lover.

    She spun around, bent over, and said, “Does my asshole look clean?”

    “It does,” Jack said.

    “Why don’t you use your tongue to ensure it’s nice and clean, Jack,” Christine suggested.

    “You want me to…to lick your asshole?” he said.

    “Don’t disappoint me, Jack. A good cuckold does what he’s told, doesn’t he? If he wants his reward he certainly does. So put your face between my ass cheeks and eat my asshole right now,” Christine demanded.

    Jack pressed his face between Christine’s slippery, soft ass cheeks and ate her asshole. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it and his cock throbbed. It felt so dirty, so kinky, so splendidly naughty that he couldn’t help but let the arousal envelope him.

    “I haven’t been making enough use of you, Jack,” Christine said. “I’ve underestimated just how far you’re willing to go to get your cuckold rewards. I’m going to change that. I’m going to use you until you’re completely worn out. I’m going to see just how far you’re willing to go in the name of being my cuckold.”

    Jack pressed his face deeper between her ass cheeks. He smothered himself and Christine moaned.

    “Fuck, you’re a nasty little bitch,” she said. “This feels better than I thought it would, though. It turns out having a cuckold practically tongue fuck my ass is quite nice. It’s perfect foreplay before my date, Jack. That’s what a cuckold is really useful for, right? You get me worked up so someone with a dick that’s worth a damn can fuck me.”

    Jack was disappointed when Christine stepped away, depriving him of her asshole. He could have stayed between her cheeks for hours if she’d let him. There was something so delightful about it, especially in the shower.

    She turned around, took the bar of soap from his hand, and washed her pussy with it. “I bet you were hoping to wash my pussy before I get fucked tonight, weren’t you?”

    Jack nodded. He’d been looking forward to it.

    “You don’t deserve that pleasure,” she said. “Not yet. I want you to work a little harder for that. After all, a cuckold likes to prepare the pussy another man is going to fuck, doesn’t he? He finds pleasure in it, right?”

    “Yes,” Jack said. He’d never had the privilege, but he’d fantasized about it many times.

    Christine put the soap back in the shower caddie and grabbed her razor. She reached down and carefully shaved the hair from the sides of her pussy, leaving just a small strip above.

    “It looks beautiful,” he said.

    “It is beautiful,” Christine replied. “It’s meant to be beautiful, Jack. It’s meant for a man to gaze upon it and want to be inside me. It’s meant to inspire lust. It’s going to work on my date. He’s going to see my pussy and see that I shaved it for him. He’s going to see that I made it look beautiful for him and he’s going to want to fuck me. He’s going to slide his big, beautiful cock inside me and he’s going to pound me until I cum so hard I can’t even speak. He’s going to enjoy that pleasure because he’s a real man, not a fucking cuckold like you.”

    Jack looked up at her and saw a wild kind of desire in his ex-girlfriend’s eyes. He wasn’t sure if she was fantasizing about the sex she was going to have that night or if she was getting worked up by talking down to him and he didn’t particularly care. He was naked in the shower with her and it was absolutely perfect.

    “You’d love to taste my perfect pussy, wouldn’t you Jack?” Christine asked.

    Jack nodded. “Yes, I would.”

    She reached down and spread her pussy lips, showing off the pink flesh that Jack wanted to taste. She stepped closer and a wave of excitement rushed through him. It had been nearly a week since he’d been granted the pleasure of tasting her and Jack was desperate.

    “Too bad,” Christine said. “You’re a fucking cuckold. You don’t deserve to taste my pussy. You don’t deserve anything other than the pleasure of serving me.” She passed him the bar of soap and said, “Now wash my legs.”

    Jack soaped up his hands and carefully washed her legs. He made sure not to touch her pussy when he washed her upper thighs as he suspected Christine wouldn’t have enjoyed that. He washed both of her feet, too, an act that brought him more pleasure than he expected it would. There was something extra submissive about it that Jack quite liked.

    “Stand up,” Christine said. Jack stood and she smiled. “Would you like to wash my breasts?”

    Jack nodded.

    “You may do so,” she said.

    Jack rubbed the bar of soap in his hands, placed it in the shower caddie, and washed Christine’s breasts. His fingers moved slowly and gently over her flesh as her eyes met his. She smiled and unleashed a quiet, wondrous moan. Jack’s fingers moved over her nipples and she moaned again. Her breasts had always been spectacular and it felt incredible to be able to touch them again.

    “I love your breasts,” he said.

    “I know you do,” Christine replied. “I can see it on your face. I can see how pleasurable it is for you to touch them.”

    She was right. Jack’s cock was painfully hard and it was from the simple joy of being able to touch her soft, wondrous flesh.

    “You’re going to let me use you however I want, aren’t you Jack?” Christine asked.

    Jack nodded. He knew he could end up regretting that decision, but he was far too aroused to do anything other than nod.

    “I can’t wait to find out just how far you’re willing to go to be a good cuckold for your ex-girlfriend,” she said. “Perhaps we’ll both discover new things about ourselves.”

    Christine stepped back and Jack’s hands fell to his sides. She grabbed the bar of soap from the shower caddie, worked it between her hands, and reached out. For just a moment Jack was certain he was going to get a soapy handjob in the shower. Instead, Christine’s hands found their way to his balls.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked as her fingers encircled and massaged his testicles.

    “Yes,” Jack said.

    With one hand still holding his balls Christine maneuvered behind Jack. Her other hand moved down his lower back and between his ass cheeks. She rubbed his asshole with a soapy hand and massaged his balls with the other.

    “You got all sweaty cleaning my shower,” she said. “You deserve to get nice and clean too.”

    Jack felt intensely vulnerable as Christine handled the most sensitive area of his body. He was confident she wouldn’t hurt him, though. It was clear Christine didn’t want him as her boyfriend, but she hadn’t done anything to make Jack believe she hated him. Instead, it seemed as though she was eager to use him to her benefit while providing occasional rewards that would keep him around.

    “It seems like you’re better as a cuckold than you ever were as a boyfriend, Jack. Do you think that’s true? Do you think you’re better off as my cuckold than as my boyfriend?” Christine asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Christine’s fingers moved from his balls to his cock. Jack moaned at the instant pleasure of having a soapy hand around his wet, stiff cock. She stroked him swiftly as her other hand continued to move between his ass cheeks, offering surprising and sensual stimulation to his asshole.

    “Would you like to cum, cuckold?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Jack said.

    “You’ll have to eat it,” Christine said. “I’m not going to let you cum in my house without consuming your load. Will you do that, Jack? Will you eat your load the moment you’re finished cumming?”

    “Yes,” Jack agreed without thinking about it. He wanted to cum so badly that Christine could have said almost anything and he would have agreed to it.

    “Hold your hand in front of your cock,” she said. “Catch your load. If you don’t eat it the moment you’re done, you and I are finished. You will no longer be anything to me. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Jack said. “I’ll eat my load. I promise.”

    Christine stroked him faster. Two fingers moved vigorously over his asshole. His moans filled the shower. His cock swelled in her hand. Christine pressed a single finger against his asshole. He opened up for her. She moved the tip inside him.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Jack said. He held his hand in front of his cock and his thick cum poured into it as Christine slowly stroked his shaft, squeezing the head every now and then to work every last drop of semen out of him.

    “Eat it,” she said when he was finished. “Eat it right now or we’re done.”

    Jack lifted his hand to his mouth and poured the cum onto his tongue. He swallowed. He gagged a little at the taste, but it went down. He coughed as the cum coated his throat. It burned. It was enormously unpleasant, but the pleasure of the orgasm was still reverberating through his body. Furthermore, doing as Christine desired made him feel good, and Jack was certain it meant he’d get to continue enjoying his cuckold fantasy because he’d done as she instructed.

    “Thank you,” Jack said.

    “You’re welcome,” Christine replied. “Now you can wash my hair.”

    She stepped in front of him, passed Jack the bottle of shampoo, and turned around.

    “It would be my pleasure,” he said.

    “I know. You’re a cuckold. Of course it’s your pleasure to serve me,” she replied.

    She was right about that.
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    While Christine was out on her date, Jack remained at her apartment to clean. He made sure every square inch was spotless, he did any remaining laundry, he reorganized her refrigerator and got rid of expired foods, and he even cleaned her car because he had a little extra time.

    It was past midnight when Christine arrived home. She’d texted with instructions for Jack to strip and wait on his knees by her door. Jack had done so without hesitation. He was long past hesitating when his ex-girlfriend told him to do something.

    “You know, you’re so much more useful as my ex-boyfriend than you were as my boyfriend,” Christine said as she stepped into the apartment. She left the door open and Jack felt a brief moment of terror at the idea of a neighbor walking by and seeing him naked and on his knees. Thankfully, no one saw him before Christine shut the door. “You don’t argue with me. You don’t roll your eyes when I give you a chore. You don’t put up a fight when I tell you to do the laundry, or clean the bathroom, or eat my ass because you’re a fucking cuck bitch and I want to see if you’re willing to humiliate yourself. You just do as you’re told, like a servant.”

    It seemed like Christine had enjoyed a few drinks with her date, though Jack certainly didn’t object to that. Back when they were dating, the version of Christine with lowered inhibitions was always a little more fun and Jack couldn’t help but wonder what that version of her would be like when dealing with the new version of him.

    “Aren’t you going to ask, Jack?” Christine said as she stepped closer and stared down at him.

    “Ask what?” he replied.

    “The question every cuckold wants to ask when the woman he craves comes home,” she said.

    Jack looked up at her and asked, “Did he fuck you?”

    Christine smiled. “He did, Jack. He fucked me so good I forgot you existed. I forgot that you were at my apartment, busily cleaning like the pathetic little bitch that you are. All I could think about was how good it felt to have a big cock in my perfect pussy. Every thrust pushed you further from my mind and brought me closer to the kind of orgasm you never provided.”

    Jack looked down as if he could see through her skirt and gaze upon her pussy. He couldn’t control his cuckold desires. He wanted to see it, to lick it, to taste it after someone else had been inside her.

    “I’ve decided that you deserve a reward,” Christine said. “Would you like a reward for being a good cuckold?”

    Jack nodded vigorously. “Yes, I’d like that very much.”

    Christine’s smile was surprisingly kind as she offered her hand. Jack took it and she helped him to his feet. “Let’s go to my bedroom,” she said.

    They held hands as Christine led Jack to the bedroom. She placed her purse on the nightstand and slowly spun around until they were facing each other. Christine took off her halter top, freeing her breasts – she’d gone without a bra for her date. Her typically pale flesh looked red, like her date had manhandled Christine’s breasts as they fucked.

    “He loves my breasts,” she said. “He loves to play with them as he fucks me, especially when I’m on my hands and knees for him.”

    Jack pictured someone else fucking Christine from behind and was hit by a potent kind of desire. His cock grew fully erect and for a moment his knees felt weak, like he might collapse from the overwhelming nature of his lust.

    “Would you like to touch my breasts?” she asked.

    Jack nodded and Christine reached out and took his hands in hers. She placed them on her breasts.

    “Be gentle,” she said. “He wasn’t and they’re a little tender.”

    Jack moved his fingers over the soft, warm flesh of his ex-girlfriend’s breasts. He’d done it countless times before, but it felt better this time. Knowing that someone else had touched them, had enjoyed them, had played with the while fucking her, made it so much hotter.

    “You’re so hard,” Christine said in a surprisingly soft, seductive voice. “Is that because you’re thinking about him fucking me, Jack?”

    Jack nodded and gently rolled Christine’s nipples between his fingers.

    “Being a cuckold really does turn you on, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Jack nodded again. “More than I could possibly explain.”

    “You crave it so much that you’re willing to humiliate yourself by being my servant. Is that right?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Jack said. Servant was the perfect word for what he’d been for her. There was really no other word for it, in fact. She wasn’t paying him in cash. Instead, Christine offered something far more valuable than money. She made Jack’s cuckold fantasies come true.

    Christine reached out and gently ran her fingers over the tip of Jack’s cock. He shuddered with pleasure and she smiled. Her fingers moved down the shaft and encircled his balls as her smile grew. Then, Christine squeezed his testicles so hard that Jack yelped in pain.

    “I can see it in your eyes, Jack,” Christine said. Every bit of seduction had left her voice. “You think I still like you. You think there’s still a chance I’ll want to be your girlfriend. You need to get that idea out of your head. It’s delusional. I will never, ever be your girlfriend. You are nothing more than a toy to me. You’re a cuckold. You’re a pathetic creature for me to take advantage of. You’re a slave to your desires and I’m going to use that to make you my servant. You’re going to make my life better and every once in a while I’m going to give you a little treat that’s going to ensure you only leave when I kick you out of my life. Do you understand?”

    Jack nodded as pain emanated from his testicles. Her grip was remarkably tight, matching the harshness in her voice.

    “I am going to give you a reward,” she said. “I wasn’t lying about that. A good cuckold deserves a reward, after all.”

    She released his balls and Jack bent over and reached down to ensure they were still intact. The pain lessened, though it seemed like his testicles were going to ache for a little while thanks to Christine’s harsh grip.

    “Unzip my skirt,” Christine said as she spun around.

    Jack let his balls go and reached out to unzip her skirt. Christine worked it over her hips and it fell to the floor.

    “Remove my panties,” she demanded.

    Jack pulled her panties down, exposing the ass he’d worshiped not that long ago. Christine spun around and smiled as Jack eyed her beautiful naked body. He’d cum six hours ago, but that was more than enough time for his desire to fully recharge and staring at his naked ex-girlfriend filled him with the kind of desire every man feels when they see a beautiful girl.

    “You don’t get to look at me like that, Jack,” Christine said. “You don’t get to think what you’re thinking. Not anymore. You’re a cuckold. A cuckold doesn’t fuck. A cuckold’s cock is permanently retired. A cuckold’s cock has been deemed useless and it shouldn’t be allowed anywhere near a pussy. I know you know this, but it seems worth repeating: You will never, ever fuck me. I will never let your dick near my pussy. I will never let you inside me. You’re not even remotely worthy of it.”

    “I know,” Jack said. “I’m sorry for looking at you like that.”

    “Open my purse,” Christine demanded.

    Jack reached over and opened her purse. He glanced inside and saw two used condoms. Christine had brought home her date’s loads.

    Christine reached into her purse and pulled out one of the condoms. She laid in her bed and carefully untied it. Her eyes met Jack’s and she said, “Join me.”

    Jack crawled into Christine’s bed and memories of sleeping with her flooded his mind. He thought of how much he’d enjoyed cuddling up with her and how good it had felt to fuck her. His desire to be a cuckold hadn’t precluded Jack from enjoying sex, after all. He felt just a little bit wistful as those memories flooded his mind. Jack wondered if things would have been different if he was a little better in bed. Would she have been willing to entertain his cuckold fantasies while still dating him?

    “A real man fucked me tonight,” Christine said as she slowly dragged the condom over her skin. “He was better than you ever were. He would probably make a terrible boyfriend, but he had no trouble making me cum. He fucked me hard and fast and his cock was perfect. It was exactly what I needed, Jack. It was what you could never give me with that useless dick of yours.”

    Christine gripped the filled end of the condom between two fingers and gently lifted it as she held the open end against one of her breasts. Jack watched the cum slowly move down the latex tube. A little bit of it poured out onto the soft, reddened flesh of his ex-girlfriend’s breast and she moved it across her chest, leaving a streak of sticky, warm cum in her wake.

    “Did you ever fantasize about licking someone else’s cum off my tits?” Christine asked when she’d finished decorating her breasts.

    Jack nodded. He’d fantasized about it countless times. He quite enjoyed watching videos of guys cumming on the perky, soft breasts of their partners. He imagined himself being invited to clean those cum-covered breasts and he’d jerked off while thinking about doing it with Christine. He was quite literally about to live out one of his fantasies.

    “Of course you did,” she said. “A cuckold lives for that sort of nasty pleasure, doesn’t he? Freaks like you want to be made to clean the cum of a superior man from a woman’s body, don’t you? You want to lick up his salty fucking load and swallow it, don’t you?”

    Jack nodded. His cock was painfully erect. She was right. It’s exactly what he wanted. It’s what he craved. It’s what he’d craved for years.

    “Do it, cuckold,” Christine said. “Lick his cum off my breasts. Take your time, too. Savor your reward for being a good servant.”

    Jack’s heart pounded as he leaned closer. The cum glistened on the soft flesh of her breasts. There was a little drop on her nipple that looked particularly good. He parted his lips and took her nipple in his mouth.

    Another man’s cum bathed Jack’s taste buds as he moved his tongue over Christine’s flesh. She moaned and her fingers found the back of his head. They moved gently through his hair. It was a simple gesture, but it felt as though she was asserting ownership over him in a soft, sensual way that he adored.

    “Does it taste good, cuckold?” Christine asked.

    “Mmmm hmmm,” Jack replied with his lips still sealed around her flesh.

    Christine arched her back a little, pressing her nipple deeper into Jack’s mouth. She moaned and said, “Clean the rest of his cum. Clean up every drop and I’ll give you more. I’ll feed you like a good little cuckold.”

    Jack devoured the cum on Christine’s breasts. He moved over her skin and licked it all up. He swallowed like a good cuckold was supposed to. He lived out his fantasy and it was more pleasurable than he’d imagined it would be.

    “That’s good,” Christine said. “Eat his load. Eat his fucking load like the disgusting cuckold you are.”

    Her harsh words only emboldened Jack. He licked her flesh clean. He sucked on her nipples. He kissed her breasts. He worked himself into a cum-fueled frenzy and his cock emitted a steady stream of precum that dripped onto Christine’s bed.

    “Do you want more?” Christine asked.

    Jack looked up and nodded. “Yes, please.”

    She pushed him away and upended the used condom once more. Cum dripped onto her stomach in a beautiful Pollock-esque pattern. Jack’s cock throbbed in time with his heartbeat as he watched his ex-girlfriend offer him another dose of his cuckold fantasy.

    “Beg for it,” she said with a smile.

    “Please, let me lick up his cum,” Jack said. “Let me lick his load off of you.”

    “You’re disgusting,” she said, but Jack saw the smile on her face. She liked that he was being disgusting, that he was begging to lick someone else’s cum from her stomach. “But you can lick up his load. Claim your reward.”

    Jack ran his tongue through the cum on Christine’s stomach and licked it up. He swallowed it all and he did so gleefully. He couldn’t help himself. It felt so good to be so nasty and he wanted to feel good. He wanted to be nasty. He wanted to be the disgusting cuckold she thought he was.

    “Mmmm, lick it all up, you little bitch,” Christine said. “Swallow that fucking load. Lick it all off of me. Lick up every yummy drop.”

    Jack’s arousal felt like a runaway train. The more cum he licked off his ex-girlfriend, the more his cock ached. The more she insulted him, the more he craved her insults.

    “Do you want my pussy, Jack?” Christine asked. “Do you want to taste your ex-girlfriend’s pussy? Do you want to taste the pussy that another man fucked tonight?”

    “Yes,” Jack answered.

    “Get between my legs,” she demanded.

    Jack crawled between her legs and stared at her plump, slippery pussy lips. Christine placed the open end of the condom just above her pubic bone and lifted the other end. The cum slowly poured out of it. It landed in the little strip of pubic hair above her pussy and gently poured over her labia.

    Christine emptied the used condom and tossed it aside. She reached down and rubbed her cum-covered pussy, spreading her date’s seed all over and making an absolute mess.

    “Open your fucking mouth,” Christine said.

    Jack parted his lips and she shoved her fingers inside. He closed his eyes and sucked them clean.

    “Look at you,” she said. “You look like a fucking whore. Like a cocksucking whore that can’t get enough of the dick in her mouth. You look like a little porn slut, Jack. Who knew you had this in you? Who knew that all it took was the chance to eat another man’s load to turn you into a disgusting, dirty little cum whore?”

    Jack moaned as Christine moved her fingers in and out of his mouth. She was fucking his face. There was no question about it. Four fingers stretched his lips and moved over his tongue and he took it. He sucked them clean. He sucked up the cum because it felt so fucking good.

    “Now clean my pussy, you fucking whore,” Christine said.

    Jack heard the lust in her voice. She was getting off on the abuse, just like he was. He devoured her pussy like she wanted. He licked and sucked the cum out of her pubic hair. He licked it off her labia. He licked it offer her inner thighs. Everywhere her fingers had spread the cum, Jack licked it up. He couldn’t help but fantasize about licking it out of her pussy, too. That was the thing he’d always fantasized about. The idea of cleaning a fresh creampie had always made him cum so hard.

    “Look up at me,” Christine demanded.

    Jack looked up and his girlfriend smiled at him. He could feel the slippery juices on his cum and lips. He’d pressed his face between her legs with such gusto that he’d made a bit of a mess.

    Christine reached into her purse, pulled out her phone, and said, “Smile.”

    Jack didn’t smile, but he didn’t look away. He let her take a picture of him between her legs. He let her take a picture of the mess on his face.

    Christine grabbed the used condom and said, “Open up and stick out your tongue.”

    Jack did as he was told and Christine laid the used condom across his tongue. She took another picture as Jack looked into the lens. He posed for it.

    Christine turned the phone around and showed him the picture. It wasn’t the sort of image Jack would have wanted to get out into the world, and yet the idea that she had such a picture of him was oddly thrilling.

    “I’ve decided I’m going to keep using you as my servant, Jack, and I don’t want you thinking that you get to leave when you’re ready. I decide when you’re done serving me. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Jack nodded. Christine hadn’t specifically threatened to release the pictures if he decided he no longer wanted to be her servant, but she didn’t need to. What else would she want the pictures for?

    “Now eat my pussy and make me cum, cuckold,” Christine demanded.

    She put her phone down and Jack spit out the condom and went to work. He ate his ex-girlfriend’s messy pussy until she climaxed. He dreamed of eating a fresh load out of her as he did it. His cock throbbed with intense pleasure.

    After her orgasm, Christine reached into her purse and pulled out the second used condom. She untied it, smiled, and handed it to Jack. “Put it on and cum into it,” she said. “You know the rule, though.”

    Jack looked at the cum-filled condom. He knew he’d have to eat everything in it along with his cum if he had an orgasm. He knew he wouldn’t really want to do so after climaxing. None of that mattered, though. Jack wanted to cum. He needed to cum. He took the condom from her and slid his cock into it. He stroked furiously.

    Christine laughed. “You’re pathetic,” she said. “I can’t believe I ever dated you. I can’t believe I actually thought you might be the one. You’re as far from the one as a guy could be. You’re a pathetic cuckold. You’re meant to be a servant, Jack. Nothing more. You’re just a bitch for me to take advantage. And you better believe I’m going to. I’m going to use you up.”

    Jack came in the condom as his ex-girlfriend berated him. He came while thinking of the depths she might push him to. He came while imagining the many cuckold pleasures that awaited him.

    “Drink that cummy cocktail,” Christine demanded. “Right now.”

    Jack pulled the condom from his cock. He lifted it and poured the mixture of two loads onto his tongue. He gagged at the unpleasant taste and texture. He closed his mouth. He swallowed.

    Before his orgasm, the thoughts of the depths Christine would push him to aroused Jack. They made his climax more powerful. After his orgasm, those same thoughts filled him with dread. He knew she wouldn’t stop until she really did use him up.

    Jack knew that the moment he recovered from his orgasm he’d want more of what Christine offered. He wouldn’t be able to resist. Even if he knew it wouldn’t end well, he’d come back for more. He’d go to whatever depths she wanted to take him. He couldn’t say no.
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    “Jack!” Christine called out. “Get in here!”

    Jack got up off his knees, left the bathroom, and headed down the hall towards Christine’s bedroom. “What can I do for you?” he asked while rounding the corner and stepping into her room.

    Christine was stark naked and lying on her stomach in the bed. She said nothing for a few moments as Jack stared at her ass, which looked absolutely perfect. “You can eat my ass,” Christine answered. “Get those nasty gloves off, crawl between my legs, and lick my nasty little hole.”

    Jack pulled off the rubber gloves he’d had on to clean the grout of her bathroom floor and tossed them aside before practically leaping into Christine’s bed. He moved between her legs, laid on his stomach, and reached up to spread her ass cheeks.

    “You know why I want you to eat my ass, Jack?” she asked.

    Jack thought about it, but he didn’t have much of an answer. “Because you know I like it?” he asked. He did like it. He loved it, in fact.

    Christine laughed. “No, actually. It’s because it’s disgusting. My shit comes out of there. It’s literally the filthiest place on my body, which means it’s exactly where your tongue belongs. You’re a disgusting cuckold. You eat cum like your life depends on it. You eat my ass like it’s your favorite thing in the world. It’s nice that you like it, but I want you to do it because my asshole is exactly what a disgusting piece of shit like you should be eating. Now get to work.”

    Jack buried his face between Christine’s ass cheeks and worshiped her tight hole. Her degrading little speech had left him with an erection, which was par for the course. The longer he served as her cuckold the easier he found it to get aroused when she verbally abused him, which happened with increasing frequency.

    “Would you like to watch, Jack?” Christine asked.

    He looked up from her ass, tilted his head, and asked, “You mean, like, watch you have sex with someone else?”

    Christine nodded.

    “Yes, I’d like to watch that,” he said. “I’d love to watch that.”

    “I didn’t say you could stop eating my ass,” Christine said. “Get your tongue back in there you filthy little fuck.”

    Jack went back to work and Christine let out a little moan that made him feel like she actually enjoyed it when he rimmed her.

    “I got in touch with an old hookup of mine,” Christine said. “He was always a little bit kinky. He really liked to fuck in public, but he was always trying to get me to explore BDSM stuff with him. I didn’t mind the public fucking but I wasn’t really into the other kinky stuff back then. Now, though, I think it might be fun, only you’d be the one on the receiving end of all the kinky shit. I figured he and I could abuse you together. We could make you our little toy to have fun with.”

    Jack pressed his face as far between Christine’s ass cheeks as he could. He rimmed her hole voraciously in hopes of showing his approval of her idea without having to say anything.

    “I figured you’d like that idea,” Christine said. “He liked it too. He said he’s never cuckolded a guy and he thought it would be fun. I explained that you’re not actually my boyfriend, that you’re just my freak ex-boyfriend, but he thought that would make it even more fun. Neither of us really has to worry about your feelings. We can be as nasty as we want to be. You wouldn’t mind that, would you Jack?”

    “No,” he said before burying his face between her ass cheeks once more.

    Christine laughed. “That’s what I thought you’d say. I made a date with him this Saturday. You’re finally going to get cuckolded in person, though it might end up being a lot more than you bargained for, Jack. I guess we’ll see just how far you’re willing to go for your disgusting little fantasy. Oh, and in case this wasn’t obvious, you won’t be cumming before Saturday and if you don’t behave yourself you won’t be cumming on Saturday either. Only good cuckolds get to orgasm.”

    Jack had no problem with that. He was more than happy to spend the next four days in a state of constant arousal. That was a small price to pay for what promised to be an incredible night.

    “Wow, Christine, you look beautiful,” Jack said as she answered the door.

    “I look better than I ever did when we were dating, don’t I?” she asked.

    Jack nodded. It was absolutely true.

    “I didn’t realize it at the time,” she said, “but I never felt any urge to put in this kind of effort with you. As it turns out, you just weren’t worth it, Jack. You’re just not the kind of man a girl works hard to please.”

    Christine stepped aside and Jack entered her apartment feeling equal parts humiliated and aroused. She’d clearly put in a great deal of effort to look good. She wore a fashionable, short skirt with loose pleats, a beautiful, skintight off-the-shoulder top and a pair of strappy black high heels that made her legs look impossibly sexy. Jack was quite certain she wasn’t wearing a bra, either, and her breasts looked spectacular in the top. The finishing touch was the way she’d pulled her hair into a high and tight ponytail that looked both sexy and quite practical for what promised to be a night of wild sex.

    “Get your clothes off,” Christine said. “You are an unimpressive man in the nude and I want you to feel embarrassed the moment Trent steps through my door. He already knows that you’re a pathetic cuckold, but I want him to see it with his own eyes.”

    Jack stripped as ordered. He had no urge to fight Christine’s orders, especially since just about everything she did turned him on. Even the truly abusive, humiliating stuff left him hard as a rock. Even being told that he was unimpressive was enough to generate a little stirring of life between his legs.

    “Sometimes I marvel at the fact that I ever let you inside me,” Christine said as she stared at Jack’s soft cock. “You were, without fail, a disappointment when you fucked me. The most disappointing fuck I’ve ever had, and yet I let you try so many times. You never got better, Jack. That’s what makes you truly pathetic. It’s not like you didn’t want to get better. You just couldn’t. You simply can’t fuck a woman to save your life. You’re just not good enough.”

    Christine laughed and Jack looked down to see that he was nearly erect. He hadn’t touched himself and Christine hadn’t taken a step towards him. All she’d done was insult him. She’d offered up a dose of verbal humiliation and that had been more than enough to get him hard. It was pathetic, but knowing that only fueled his pleasure and brought him all the way to a full erection. Then there was a knock on the door.

    Christine smiled and moved to let Trent in. “Come in,” she said. “Our cuckold is already eager to play.”

    Trent was not the alpha male type that Jack expected him to be. He was, in fact, roughly Christine’s height – short for a man – and of a fairly average build. Height and weight proportionate, to be sure, but he didn’t appear to be in exceptionally good shape and Jack would have been surprised to learn that he spent much time in the gym.

    “Getting started without me, I see,” Trent said as he glanced at Jack’s cock.

    “Believe it or not, I haven’t touched him and I don’t really plan on doing so. All I did was tell him that he’s pathetic. That he’s the absolute worst fuck I’ve ever had. That unimpressive erection you see is the result,” Christine explained.

    Trent turned to Christine, took a step back, and eyed her body. He smiled like a man about to fuck a truly beautiful girl. “Damn, you look good. Really good, Christine. Having a cuckold agrees with you.”

    “It’s nice to not have to do any housework,” Christine said as she put a hand on her hip and posed for Trent. “My apartment hasn’t been this clean since I moved in, either. Plus, he does my grocery shopping, so I have a lot more time to make sure that I look good for nights like tonight.”

    “You look better than good,” Trent said.

    “How about a drink?” Christine asked.

    “I’d love one,” Trent replied.

    “Cuckold, get in the kitchen and pour us two glasses of wine,” Christine ordered.

    Jack turned and rushed into the kitchen. He opened a bottle of red wine, poured two glasses, and returned to the living room to fine Christine and Trent on the couch. He had his hand on the soft, exposed skin of her thigh and it looked like they’d just finished sharing a kiss.

    “Here you go,” Jack said as he passed them the glasses.

    “On your knees, cuckold,” Christine ordered. He fell to his knees in front of her and Christine spread her legs and smiled at Trent. “Tell me, cuck, is my pussy wet?”

    Jack reached up to pull aside Christine’s panties and immediately spotted the wetness. “It is,” he answered.

    “You know who never made me wet with just one kiss?” Christine asked.

    “Me?” Jack guessed.

    Christine and Trent laughed. “That’s right. You. You had to work hard to get me wet. You had to put in all kinds of effort. Even then I barely got there sometimes. Trent kissed me once, cuckold. He kissed me once and my pussy is soaked. Do you know why?”

    Jack shook his head.

    “Because my pussy remembers what it was like when Trent fucked me. I told you he was into kinky stuff. What I didn’t say was that Trent knew how to fuck me like few men ever have. He’s got a beautiful cock, but it’s more than that. Everything about him is better than you, Jack. He kisses better. He touches me with more confidence. He could make me cum harder with the tip of his finger than you ever did with that worthless dick of yours. That’s why he’s here. That’s why he’s going to cuckold you. I’d say try and learn from him, but we both know a man like you isn’t capable of getting better at fucking women. We both know you’re useless in that department.”

    Trent leaned in and Christine turned to him. She smiled and gently closed her eyes as Trent’s lips met hers. He kissed her with a kind of confidence Jack had never possessed. It was the kind of kiss Jack had seen in the movies but had never experienced in real life. He’d always thought those kinds of kisses didn’t really exist, but that clearly wasn’t true. What didn’t exist was Jack’s ability to kiss a girl like that.

    “Eat my cunt, Jack,” Christine said as she looked towards him once more. “At least you’re good for that.”

    Jack pressed his face between Christine’s legs and worshiped her pussy as commanded. He bathed her labia in his saliva and pushed his tongue deep inside her to ensure she was completely soaked for the moment that Trent slid his cock inside her. Jack couldn’t see them kissing, but he could hear it. He could hear Christine’s soft moans. He could hear her desire.

    “I know we should finish our wine, but I can’t wait,” Christine said. “I want you to fuck me, Trent. I want you to take me to the bedroom and fuck me while the cuckold watches.”

    “I can do that,” Trent replied.

    He stood and helped Christine to her feet. They walked past Jack and towards the bedroom as Christine looked back and said, “Crawl behind us, bitch.”

    Jack followed on his hands and knees. He heard Christine and Trent laugh at him. Humiliation surged through his body and his cock remained stiff as steel.

    “I want you to take Trent’s pants off,” Christine said as Jack crawled into her bedroom. “I don’t want you to hesitate. I don’t want you to think about it. I just want you to do it. I want you to accept that a cuckold does what he’s told.”

    Jack crawled closer and reached up to unbutton Trent’s pants. He removed them carefully and Trent kicked off his shoes and stepped out of the pants. He wore a pair of navy blue briefs and his cock created a considerable bulge.

    “How long have you fantasized about being a cuckold?” Christine asked. “How long have you had this pathetic fantasy?”

    “A decade,” Jack said. “Long before you and I started dating.”

    “Damn, that’s a long time,” Trent said. “Has it ever happened for you, Jack?”

    “No,” Jack said. “Never.”

    Christine reached down and gently stroked Trent’s cock through his briefs. “How badly do you want it? How badly do you want to watch Trent’s cock slide into the pussy that you used to fuck?”

    “Badly,” Jack answered. “I want it badly. I want it more than I’ve ever wanted anything. I do. I swear. I do.”

    Christine pulled Trent’s briefs down, exposing his long, thick, stiff cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and kissed him as Trent lifted her skirt, pushed a hand into her panties and fingered her. Jack was living out his cuckold fantasy in real time. He was witnessing his ex-girlfriend – someone he still had feelings for despite her cruelty – kiss another man and play with his cock. He listened as Christine moaned into Trent’s mouth. He heard her desire. He heard her lust. He heard her need, her craving.

    Then, Christine looked down at him and smiled. “If you really want me to cuckold you, you’ll need to suck Trent’s cock.”

    “What?” Jack asked.

    “You heard her,” Trent said. “Suck my cock. Show us how badly you want to be a cuckold. Take my fat fucking dick in your mouth and suck on it. I don’t give a damn if it’s the worst blowjob I’ve ever had. I want you to show me you’re just as pathetic as Christine says you are. Suck my cock if you want me to cuckold you.”

    Jack looked up at Christine and silently pleaded with her to free him from having to give a blowjob. He knew he’d eaten cum, but it felt so different. All he’d really been doing was eating something slippery and salty from Christine’s body. It wasn’t the same.

    “Don’t look at me,” Christine said. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? Do you think I don’t know that lots of cuckolds suck cock? I do, Jack. I read about your fantasy, remember? I researched it. I found out just how pathetic you are. I found out how pathetic most cuckolds are. Do you think I give a damn if you don’t want to suck cock? Why haven’t you figured out that this isn’t about what you want? This is about what I want. You get rewards when you’re good and that’s it. If you’re not, you don’t get anything. You can get the fuck out of my house and I can fuck Trent all on my own.”

    Jack looked at the thick, throbbing cock just inches from his face. He thought of what he’d get to enjoy if he wrapped his lips around it. He would reap the rewards he’d been promised. He would live out his fantasy. He’d just have to suck dick to get it. Jack wasn’t stupid, either. He knew it probably wouldn’t stop at sucking cock. Why would it? Christine would keep pushing him. Of course she would.

    Christine dropped to her knees and smiled at Jack. She wrapped her fingers around Trent’s cock and kissed the head. “See, wasn’t that easy?” she asked. “It’s not like anything changed because I kissed his cock. It didn’t make me any different than I already was and it won’t for you, either. You’re already a disgusting pervert. You’re already worthless in bed. You’re already a fucking cuckold in almost every way. All you have to do is suck his cock and you get to be a cuckold for real. You get to sit here like a little bitch and watch a real man fuck me.”

    Christine took Trent’s cock in her mouth and sucked him as Jack watched. It was one hell of an enticement, as watching his ex-girlfriend give a blowjob was hugely arousing. He’d fantasized about it hundreds of times, and now it had become a reality.

    Christine let Trent’s cock fall from her mouth and reached up to grab a handful of Jack’s hair. She pulled his lips to hers and shoved her tongue into his mouth. They kissed for a few moments before she pulled back and said, “There. Now you’ve tasted his cock. Now take him in your mouth. Suck his cock. Be a fucking faggot for me. Do it.”

    Jack lost himself in his girlfriend’s humiliating words. He did it. He wrapped his lips around Trent’s cock. He felt the spongy flesh against his tongue. He sucked on it. He licked it. He tried to keep his teeth off of it. It was probably a terrible blowjob, but he gave it.

    Christine leaned close and whispered, “That’s it. Embrace your inner faggot. Be a cocksucker. Show me that you’re every bit the pathetic little cuckold I think you are. Show me that you’re a disgusting little piece of shit that would do anything to live out your nasty fantasy. Make love to his cock with your mouth, Jack. Be a disgusting, cocksucking piece of shit.”

    Jack moaned around the cock in his mouth. He didn’t want to find Christine’s verbal abuse so arousing, but he couldn’t help it. His dick throbbed with every word. He sank deeper and deeper into that place of pleasure she’d first lured him during a phone call all those months ago. He was a fucking cuckold. He was a disgusting piece of shit like she said he was. He was a cocksucker.

    “Now suck his balls, Jack,” Christine said. “Suck on his big, manly balls. Taste his fucking ball sweat. Take his pubic hair in your mouth. Do it right fucking now.”

    Jack did as he was told. He lifted Trent’s cock, dropped his head a little lower, and sucked the other man’s balls. He tasted the ball sweat. He felt the pubic hair against his tongue. He sucked lustily.

    “You disgust me,” Christine said. “But you’ve earned the right to be cuckolded. You’ve earned the right to watch Trent fuck me. You’ve earned the right to continue cleaning my house, doing my laundry, buying my groceries, cleaning my car, and so much more. I hope being a cuckold is everything you want it to be, Jack, because you’re going to be mine for a long time. Now get your greedy whore mouth off his balls. He’s mine, faggot.”

    Jack released Trent’s balls from his mouth and sat back as Christine unzipped her skirt, took off her skintight top, and dropped her panties to the floor. She grabbed Trent by the cock and pulled him towards her bed. Jack was about to become a cuckold. He was about to experience the ultimate fantasy.
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    Christine and Trent kissed as they fell into the bed while Jack remained on his knees. He watched his ex-girlfriend reach down, wrap her fingers around Trent’s cock, and stroke him as she rubbed the head over her plump pussy lips.

    Jack fought off the urge to masturbate as his cuckolding approached. It was almost exactly how he’d imagined it so many times – the only exception being that he and Christine were always dating in his fantasies – and it was so much hotter in person.

    “Is this what you wanted, Jack?” Christine asked as she looked past Trent. “Is this what you fantasized about?”

    “Yes,” Jack answered.

    “You know what I’d like?” Christine said. “I’d like to hear you beg for it, Jack. I’d like you to beg for me to cuckold you. Convince me that you understand just how fucking pathetic you are.”

    “Please, cuckold me,” Jack said. “Please let me watch Trent fuck you. Let me watch a real man fuck you. Let me watch him satisfy you like I never could. Let me witness your pleasure. Let me witness the sort of pleasure you never experienced with me.”

    “That’s not good enough,” Christine replied. “Not even close.”

    “I’m not good enough,” Jack said. “I was never good enough for you. I was never good enough to make you cum like you deserve. I was never good enough to be your boyfriend. It’s a miracle you dated me for as long as you did, given how worthless I am in bed. I’m not a real man. I deserve to be cuckolded. I deserve to be shown just how worthless I am as a man.”

    “Is your dick hard?” Christine asked.

    “Yes,” Jack admitted.

    She smiled. “You’re pathetic. You know that, right?”

    Jack nodded. He couldn’t exactly argue otherwise, given all the things he’d done in the name of arriving at the current moment.

    Christine pulled Trent’s cock between her pussy lips and he slipped inside her. She spread her legs a little wider and said, “Fuck me. Show him what it looks like when I get fucked by a real man.”

    Jack watched as another man fucked his ex-girlfriend. He stared between their legs and witnessed their bodies melding as he entered her over and over. It was so much more than the mere sight of another man’s cock filling Christine’s pussy that excited him, though. Jack listened to her moan like he’d truly never heard before. Not once had she moaned like that when they were together. He watched the way her hands moved over his body. He saw them kissing.

    It was perfectly obvious that Christine was having great sex with Trent. She was having the kind of sex she’d never had with Jack. Trent really was the better man. Jack really was inferior. He hadn’t fully comprehended it until that moment, but it was inarguable.

    After a few minutes of hard thrusting, Trent pulled out and rolled onto his back. Christine looked down and said, “Eat my pussy, you pathetic cuckold. Eat the pussy his cock just filled. Right fucking now.”

    Jack crawled forward and into the bed. He moved between Christine’s legs and he ate her pussy as instructed. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled hard enough for it to hurt.

    “You fucking loser,” she said. “You have no idea how pathetic it is to fantasize about this. Your dick is hard as a rock because you’re eating my pussy after someone else has been inside me. You’re not a real man and you never were. You’re just a pathetic loser that gets off on being treated like a worthless little bitch, aren’t you?”

    Christine pulled hard on his hair and Jack lifted his head and looked up at her. The intensity of her gaze was unlike anything he’d ever witnessed from a woman and it scared him a little, though he couldn’t help but feel turned on, too. After all, it was his desire to be a cuckold that had unleashed that intensity.

    “Yes, I’m pathetic,” he said. “Please, can I keep licking your pussy? It tastes so good.”

    “No,” Christine said. “But you can suck his cock like the filthy little faggot we both know you are.” She pulled hard to the right and Jack crawled across her legs and between Trent’s.

    “Get to it, bitch,” Trent said. “Suck her juices off my cock. Show us both that you know your place.”

    Jack wrapped his lips around Trent’s cock for the second time that night and went to work.

    “Unbelievable,” Christine said. “I can’t believe I actually dated this faggot. I can’t believe I ever let his cock inside me. I can’t fucking believe I didn’t dump his worthless ass the first time he disappointed me by being an embarrassingly bad lay.”

    Trent laughed and reached down to push on the back of Jack’s head, making him gag. “We all make mistakes,” he said. “At least you corrected your mistake and turned him into your cuckold. Now you’ve got a little bitch that’s willing to do your laundry, buy your groceries, clean your house, and eat your ass and pussy whenever you’re in the mood.”

    “Make him choke on it,” Christine said. “Push your dick into his throat and making him fucking choke on it.”

    Trent put two hands on Jack’s head and did as Christine desired. Jack panicked as the thick cock entered his throat and cut off his air supply. He pressed against Trent’s thighs but the other man was stronger than him and Jack couldn’t escape. All he could do was fight off the urge to vomit and hope that Trent would let him go before he passed out.

    “That’s good,” Christine said.

    Trent released his grip and Jack pulled back and gasped for air. He drooled onto the bed and stared down at Trent’s slick, spit-soaked cock.

    “Stay right between his legs while I ride his cock,” Christine said before straddling Trent and taking his long, bare cock into her pussy. Jack laid on his stomach and watched as her body swallowed every thick inch. Her moans filled the room once again.

    Christine leaned forward and kissed Trent as she rode him at an achingly slow pace. Jack took in every detail of her pussy lips as they stretched out around Trent’s cock. He listened to the wet sounds of slow, sensual penetration and he felt a deep-seated urge to crawl closer and put his tongue to use.

    “Eat my ass while I ride him,” Christine said. “Put that tongue of yours to use. Show me that you’re not completely worthless and I might let you watch again, cuckold.”

    Jack crawled closer and pressed his face between Christine’s perfect ass cheeks. He licked her asshole as she rode Trent’s cock. He moved up and down as she did the same on the man inside her. His tongue flicked back and forth over her tight, puckered little asshole. When she moaned, Jack felt joy as he happily took at least a little bit of credit for her pleasure.

    Jack wasn’t entirely sure how long he spent between her ass cheeks, but at some point Christine had a loud, lusty orgasm with Trent’s cock inside her. She leaned forward and Jack continued to rim her ass while her cheeks trembled and her screams of pleasure filled the room. He kept eating her ass afterwards, too, both because he thoroughly enjoyed it and because she didn’t tell him to stop.

    Eventually, after a great deal of kissing with Trent, Christine lifted her pussy from his cock and spun around. She rested gently on Trent’s stomach and smiled at Jack.

    “I’ll bet you’d like to eat my pussy again, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    Christine’s pussy had never looked more beautiful. She was wet and pink and her labia were open from the vigorous ride she’d taken on Trent’s cock. Jack had no doubt his ex-girlfriend would have tasted fantastic and that the experience of eating her freshly-fucked pussy would have been thrilling – just as it had been the first time – so he nodded vigorously.

    “I’m sure you would,” Christine replied with a smile. “It’s too bad I’m not willing to give you what you want. If you weren’t a fucking cuckold I might consider it, but you are, so you’ll just have to take what I give you. Now suck his dick again. Wrap those pretty lips of yours around it.”

    Jack sucked cock without hesitation. He’d fantasized about that part of cuckolding too. He never thought he’d actually do it and he didn’t really enjoy the act of sucking cock, but he was still hugely aroused and there was no denying that being made to suck dick instead of getting to eat pussy – or getting to fuck Christine, which used to be something Jack got to do – was deeply humiliating, and therefore deeply pleasurable.

    “Could you cum in his mouth?” Christine asked. “Is he good enough that he’d actually get you off?”

    “Yes,” Trent said.

    Christine laughed. “You really are a fucking faggot, Jack. I still can’t believe I ever let you fuck me. Seeing you there with that big dick in your mouth, I actually feel a little embarrassed that I let you in my pussy. You’re clearly not worthy of it. You’re clearly not worthy of any woman’s pussy. You are worthy of sucking dick, though. That much is perfectly obvious. But making Trent cum in your mouth would be a reward. That’s what faggots love, right? They love it when a real man cums in their mouth, don’t they?”

    Jack looked up at Christine and nodded. It was the most humiliating thing to do in the moment, and thus it was the thing he thoroughly aroused brain wanted him to do. Christine responded by laughing.

    “That’s enough,” she said. “I want you to suck his balls while I make him cum inside me.”

    Jack lifted his mouth from Trent’s cock and sank a little lower to suck his balls. Christine moved forward, too his stiffness inside her, and began to bounce in reverse cowgirl, giving Jack a truly breathtaking view of his cuckolding.

    “Stare at what you’ll never have,” Christine said. “Stare at his cock filling my pussy. Stare at me working to make him cum. It’s the least I can do, after all. He gave me an orgasm so he deserves one and there’s nothing better than my tight, warm, wet, perfect pussy to make a man cum. Isn’t that right, Jack?”

    He looked up from Trent’s balls and nodded.

    “You know you’ll never have my pussy again, right?” Christine asked. “You know you never deserved my pussy in the first place, and now that you’ve shown that you’re a pathetic, cocksucking faggot, you’ll never, ever get the chance to fuck me again, right?”

    “I know,” Jack said. “I don’t deserve your pussy.”

    Christine bounced on Trent’s cock and moaned. “Not just my pussy, Jack,” she said. “You don’t deserve any pussy and I’m going to do my best to make sure you never get any pussy. I’m going to let people know what you are. I’m going to make sure your friends and my friends know that you’re a cuckold. I’m going to make sure there isn’t a woman in the world who will be willing to let your disappointing dick into her pussy.”

    Jack was relatively certain Christine wouldn’t go that far, but there was something about her willingness to make the threat that he found impossibly arousing. He contemplated the idea of being banished to a pussy free lifestyle simply because he’d confessed his cuckold fantasy to her, and in his aroused state, Jack got harder. He gently rubbed his crotch into the bed, generating pleasurable friction and moaning at the way it made his loins come alive.

    “Are you trying to fuck my bed?” Christine asked.

    “Sorry,” Jack said.

    “Jesus Chris, you’re even more pathetic than I thought,” she said. “Don’t hump the bed. Don’t do anything with your cock. You don’t get to pursue your orgasm unless I say so, Jack. I’m in control, you little bitch. Now suck his balls until he cums inside me.”

    Jack returned to sucking Trent’s balls like the cuckold Christine had turned him into. He worked them with his tongue and listened to the mixture of moans emanating from both people in front of him. He heard the sounds of wetness as a big cock filled his ex-girlfriend’s pussy. He watched her stretch out around Trent’s cock over and over and every second of it lured Jack deeper into the pure bliss of being a cuckold.

    Then Trent’s balls leapt and he moaned loudly. Christine sat down on his cock to receive his load. Jack watched as another man climaxed in his ex-girlfriend and he immediately thought of being asked to clean the creampie. He wanted it desperately. He needed it. He craved it. Being allowed to do so would have been better than an orgasm.

    “Get on the floor,” Christine said. “On your back.”

    Jack moved out of the bed and onto his back. Christine lifted her pussy from Trent’s cock and straddled Jack’s head.

    “You want to eat his load, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Jack said. “Please, feed it to me. Please feed me his load.”

    “No,” Christine said. “Keep your fucking mouth shut. If you open it and try to taste even a little bit of his load I will kick you in the balls. Do you understand?”

    Jack closed his mouth and nodded. A moment later Christine sat on his face. For a few seconds she stayed still as he fought the urge to push his tongue inside her to live the dream of cleaning a creampie. Then, Christine began to ride his face. She moved her pussy over every inch of his skin. She covered his cheeks, chin, nose, eyelids, and forehead with Trent’s cum. She left a thick coating of it all over him, offering Jack a de facto facial.

    Christine stood up and looked down at him. “You look just as pathetic as you are,” she said before bending over and letting a long string of spit depart her mouth. It landed on Jack’s forehead and slowly dripped down to his nose and onto his eyelid. “You’re going to sleep down there and you’re not going to clean your face. You’re going to wear Trent’s load proudly. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you clean his creampie from me tomorrow morning.”

    Christine got back into bed and tossed a pillow on the floor. Jack put it under his head, closed his eyes, and hoped that he’d be lucky in the morning.
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    “Wake the fuck up, cuckold,” Christine said.

    Jack opened his eyes to see his ex-girlfriend glowering at him from the bed.

    “It’s about fucking time. Now get up and put your mouth to work. I want to get fucked and Trent’s cock needs sucking,” Christine demanded.

    Jack sat up and felt the sticky crust of cum still on his face from the night before. He wiped it away, shook his head to try and wake up a little, and then stood and walked towards the foot of the bed.

    “Actually, I need to take a piss first,” Trent said. He threw back the covers and headed for the bathroom as Jack waited with his hands behind his back.

    Christine gently tugged on the covers and revealed her breasts as she smiled at Jack. She reached up to play with them and unleashed a decidedly sexual moan. Jack’s cock came to life as he stared at the display his ex-girlfriend was putting on.

    “You still wish you could fuck me, don’t you?” she asked. “You miss how good my pussy feels, don’t you?”

    Jack nodded. Her pussy felt amazing and he absolutely missed it. He was under no delusions about getting to fuck her again, but he still missed it.

    “Would you let Trent use you as a toilet for the chance to fuck me?” she asked. “Would you let him piss in your fucking mouth and swallow it if I promised to let you inside my pussy one last time?”

    Much to his surprise, Jack nodded.

    Christine burst into laughter. “You’re so fucking pathetic,” she said. “Such a fucking loser. So hard up for pussy that you’d drink someone’s piss to get it.”

    “What’s so funny?” Trent asked as he returned to the bedroom.

    “The cuckold just admitted that he’d drink your piss for a chance to fuck me,” Christine said.

    Trent laughed as he climbed into the bed and spread his legs. “Holy shit. Is she right, cuck? Would you drink my piss just for a chance to spend a minute in her pussy before you spilled your load like the pathetic quick shooter that you are?”

    Jack nodded and quickly looked at the floor. He shouldn’t have answered Christine. He wasn’t thinking, though. All he heard was that he had a chance to fuck her again, and as much as he loved being cuckolded, he wanted to be inside her once more. He wanted to feel that pleasure, to feel that intimacy. He wanted to be cuckolded, too. He wanted it all.

    “Awww, he’s embarrassed,” Christine said. “Who knew Jack could actually feel embarrassment. I figured after everything I’ve put him through that he was immune to it. I guess not, though. He’d still do it though. You know he would.”

    “Damn right he would,” Trent said.

    “You don’t have to do that though, cuck. You just have to get in bed and get busy sucking dick,” Christine said. “My pussy needs to get fucked and it needs a real man to do the job, so get your lips around Trent’s beautiful cock and get him hard for me. Do a good job and I might let you clean his creampie when he’s done.”

    Jack dutifully crawled into the bed, took his place between Trent’s legs, and wrapped his lips around the other man’s soft cock. He sucked slowly and sensually, taking care to be gentle with the flaccid shaft. He used his tongue generously, running it over the cock as he swallowed it all over and over. He even played with Jack’s balls in the name of getting him hard so Christine could have the sex she craved.

    “He has such an eager mouth,” Trent said.

    “All true cocksuckers do,” Christine replied. “And I think we’ve discovered that Jack is a true cocksucker. He lives to give pleasure. He lives to ensure that I get what I want, and if that means sucking cock like a little bitch, he’s going to do it. Isn’t that right, cuckold?”

    Jack looked up and nodded as Trent’s cock grew stiff in his mouth. He wrapped his fingers around the shaft and began to move them in tandem with his lips. Up and down the stiff dick he went, providing pleasure in every moment and working to make Trent feel absolutely fantastic.

    “Come here,” Trent said.

    Jack looked up to see Christine lean into him as they shared a kiss. Trent’s hand grasped her breast and he played with her soft flesh as she moaned into his mouth. Trent got harder and Jack used his free hand to play with the other man’s balls, once again in the name of providing as much pleasure as possible.

    “Are you ready for my pussy?” Christine asked. “Will you fuck me like I need?”

    “Damn right I will,” Jack said.

    Christine rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Jack took the hint and pulled his mouth from Trent’s cock before backing out of the bed and falling to his knees at the foot. He watched Jack move into position and slide into Christine’s slippery pussy. Her legs opened a little wider and she unleashed a low, lusty moan that filled the bedroom, making it perfectly clear that the mere insertion of Trent’s cock was enough to send her to beautiful heights of pleasure.

    “God damn you feel so good,” Christine said. “You feel so fucking good every time you give me that dick of yours.”

    “Better than your worthless little bitch of an ex-boyfriend?” Trent asked.

    Christine laughed. “My pinky finger would be better than my ex-boyfriend. So yes, your cock is better. It’s worlds better. It’s fucking God’s cock compared to his. And damn if you don’t know how to use it, baby. You fuck me so good. Now give my pussy what it needs. Stretch out my tight little hole. Pound me while the bitch watches. Pound me and fill me with your fucking load so he can finally live out his fantasy and clean up a superior man’s cum.”

    Jack watched with utter fascination as Trent fucked his ex-girlfriend. He had a perfect view of her pussy opening up for every thrust. He saw how wet Trent’s shaft was as it slid deep inside her, a surefire sign of Christine’s arousal at being fucked by someone far better than Jack.

    Christine grabbed Trent’s ass at one point and silently urged him to fuck her harder. Her moans grew louder at the same time and her legs kicked open a little wider and began to tremble. Trent seemed to take the hint and delivered the hard fucking Christine wanted, pushing her over the top to an incredibly loud orgasm that left Jack feeling thoroughly aroused and a little humiliated, mostly because he’d never come close to making her cum that hard.

    Trent pulled out and Christine looked towards the foot of the bed and said, “Suck his dick clean, cuckold.”

    Jack crawled into the bed and Trent turned towards him. He took the long, thick, slippery cock in his mouth and sucked it clean without hesitation.

    “What a fucking bitch he is,” Christine said. “He didn’t even hesitate. He just sucked your dick. He’s a whore. That’s all he is. Just a fucking whore for me to use as I see fit.”

    “You seem to like using him,” Trent said.

    Christine laughed. “I really do.”

    Trent put a hand on the back of Jack’s head and pushed his cock as deep as it could go. Jack gagged, but that only seemed to embolden Trent, who pushed his dick even deeper, eventually lodging it in Jack’s throat and cutting off his air supply.

    He pulled out a few seconds later and Jack gasped for air. It was only after he’d caught his breath that he heard Christine laughing.

    “He still doesn’t complain,” she said. “You just fucking choked him out with your cock and he still doesn’t complain. I wonder if I’m not using him hard enough.”

    “Maybe you should have let me piss in his mouth,” Trent said. “See how far he’d be willing to go. Forget about fucking you. Just tell him to do it and see if he’ll obey like the good cuckold bitch he says he is.”

    “Maybe I’ll do that,” Christine said. “There’s plenty of time to experiment with this little slut.”

    For some reason, Jack liked that they were talking about him like he was little more than a pet and didn’t have a say in anything that happened to him. He knew he did – he could walk out whenever he wanted – but he never found the motivation to do so, mostly because no matter what Christine did, he found it arousing.

    “Now fuck me from behind and pump your load into my pussy. The cuckold deserves a reward,” Christine said.

    She moved to her hands and knees facing Jack and Trent moved behind her. He slid his cock into her pussy and Christine moaned as she held Jack’s gaze.

    “How does my pussy feel?” she asked.

    “It’s perfect,” Trent said. “I could fuck you all day. How does my cock feel?”

    Christine smiled. “It’s perfect. I could fuck you all day.”

    Jack’s cock throbbed with a mixture of jealousy and potent cuckold-fueled pleasure. He leaned forward so he could be a little closer to his ex-girlfriend and the woman that was now happily making his darkest fantasies into reality.

    “Come closer,” Christine said with a smile.

    Jack crawled towards her as Christine beckoned him forwards with a finger. He stopped when she was close enough to run that same finger over his lips.

    “Do you like being my cuckold?” she asked as the sound of Trent’s body slamming into hers reverberated off the walls.

    “I do,” Jack answered.

    Christine put her thumb on his bottom lip and Jack opened his mouth. She gently pushed her finger onto his tongue and he closed his lips around it.

    “I like cuckolding you,” she said. “It turns out I have a bit of a dark side that I enjoy letting out to play every now and then. Plus, it’s awfully nice having someone willing to serve my needs without expecting anything meaningful in return. You deserve a treat, though. You deserve to live the most exciting part of your fantasy. I’m right about that, aren’t I? The thing you crave the most is to eat another man’s load from my pussy, isn’t it? That’s the thing you always fantasized about it, right?”

    Jack nodded as Christine gently pushed her thumb as deep into his mouth as it would go. She smiled, though he couldn’t tell what exactly had inspired her joy. He liked the idea that he was partly responsible for it, though, that all her harshness was really just Christine exploring a new side of her pleasure.

    “You know most men would find the idea of eating someone else’s cum truly repulsive, don’t you?” she asked.

    Jack nodded.

    “You know that’s why I dumped you, right? You know that you’re not a real man, right? That a real man wouldn’t fantasize about the things you fantasize about, right?” she asked.

    Jack nodded and Christine pulled her thumb from his mouth, put a hand on the back of his head and applied just enough pressure to lure Jack’s lips to hers. They shared a deep, sloppy kiss that felt very much like she was tongue fucking his mouth. It wasn’t the slightest bit romantic, but that didn’t stop Jack’s cock from throbbing.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Trent cried out.

    Christine broke the kiss, licked her lips, and said, “I hope you’re hungry.”

    Trent’s orgasm seemed to last forever before he pulled out and gave Christine’s ass a soft smack. She quickly rolled onto her back, rested her head against the pillow, and spread her legs. Jack stared at her pussy and saw a thick river of semen slowly leaking out of her. It seemed like Trent was a heavy cummer.

    “Clean me, cuckold,” Christine said in a surprisingly soft, sexy voice.

    Jack crawled between her legs as his heart pounded. Her pussy looked perfect. It was more beautiful than he imagined possible. His fantasy was just a few inches away and it was everything he wanted it to be.

    He looked up at her and Christine smiled. “Go ahead,” she said. “Clean his cum out of me. Put your tongue inside me and clean my messy pussy like a good cuckold.”

    Jack closed his eyes and pushed his tongue between her labia. He tasted her juices and the saltiness of Trent’s cum. He groaned at the sheer, overwhelming pleasure of living out his fantasy. He groaned as he scooped up some of Trent’s cum and greedily swallowed it. A powerful kind of desire enveloped Jack’s body as the cum hit his stomach and he devoured Christine’s pussy. He couldn’t help himself. He wanted to savor the experience, but he couldn’t. He pushed his tongue as deep inside her as he could and scooped out every drop of cum he could find. He sucked on her labia to clean them. He licked her thighs and her clit and then dove into her pussy once more. It was glorious in ways he hadn’t imagined possible and it filled Jack with a kind of joy he wasn’t sure he’d ever experienced.

    “Was it everything you wanted?” Christine asked as Jack looked up from her pussy.

    “Everything and more,” he answered. “Thank you.”

    Christine reached out and caressed his face in a surprisingly tender manner and said, “Good. I’m glad you enjoyed it. Now follow Trent to the bathroom. He needs to piss again and he’s going to use your mouth this time.”

    Trent laughed and got out of the bed. He headed towards the bathroom and Jack followed. His reward was over. Now it was time to return to being Christine’s bitch. He was more than happy to do so.
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    “You’re late!” Christine called out as Jack rushed through her front door.

    “I’m sorry!” he said. “There was an accident on the 101. One of the cars was on fire. People were rubbernecking like crazy.”

    Jack was out of breath by the time he stepped into Christine’s living room – he’d parked down the street and run at a full spring to her apartment – and he put his hands on his hips and admired the sight of his ex-girlfriend on her knees between Trent’s legs.

    “I’m sorry,” Jack said once more. “I can do that. I can take your place, I mean.”

    “Well, look who’s become an eager cocksucker,” Trent said with a laugh.

    Christine looked up at him and stroked the stiff shaft in her hand. “I know. He sucks dick a few times and suddenly he can’t wait to get on his knees in front of a man. I thought you were straight, Jack?”

    “I am,” Jack replied as he felt a deep sense of embarrassment. “I just…I’m a cuckold. I was just offering to do what I thought you wanted me to do.”

    A man Jack had never seen stepped out of the kitchen with a beer in his hand and a smile on his face. He reached down, unzipped his pants, and said, “Don’t worry. I’ve got a cock you can suck on.”

    Jack looked towards Christine and she leaned forward and kissed the plump head of Trent’s cock. “I decided I want to try something new tonight,” she said between kisses. “I want to see if two men are more fun than one. So stop staring, get your fucking clothes off, and suck Mark’s cock until he’s stiff and slick with your spit, cuckold.”

    Mark smiled, sipped his beer, and strode into the living room. He took off his pants, dropped onto the couch, and spread his legs.

    “What the fuck are you waiting for?” Christine asked as Jack stood in the same spot. “Either get on your knees and suck his cock or get the fuck out and don’t come back. Either way, there’s a threesome happening in this apartment tonight.”

    Jack surrendered to the desire simmering in his loins. Watching two guys fuck Christine would surely be more thrilling than one, and it might mean cleaning up two creampies. It might mean all sorts of untold pleasures, which is why he stripped as instructed and dropped to his knees between Mark’s legs.

    “Get to work,” Mark said. “Suck my dick like the little bitch they both say you are.”

    Jack embraced the humiliation that washed over him, leaned forward, and took Mark’s flaccid cock into his mouth. He sucked slowly and sensually, running his tongue over the soft shaft and gently coaxing it into an erect state.

    “How’s the cuckold doing?” Christine asked.

    “He’s not bad, actually,” Mark replied.

    Christine laughed. “Of course he’s not. He was fucking useless in bed, so it makes perfect sense that he’d actually be pretty good as a cocksucker. If I had a dick we’d probably still be together. I could fuck his pretty little face whenever I was in the mood to nut. Unfortunately, I like to get fucked, and Jack here couldn’t fuck me to save his life.”

    Jack felt his cock getting hard as Christine humiliated him, which only deepened his embarrassment. No matter how poorly she treated him, he couldn’t help but find it arousing. He always came back, and here he was again, sucking cock and getting verbally berated for his shortcomings as a boyfriend. Just like all the previous visits, he was swimming in a kind of desire he’d only ever experienced as Christine’s cuckold.

    “Make sure you work the balls, Jack,” Christine said. “A man likes having his balls sucked. It shows that the person pleasuring him cares. You care about Mark’s pleasure, don’t you Jack?”

    Jack looked over and saw Christine kissing her way down the underside of Trent’s shaft. She reached his balls, looked up at him, and offered more kisses before taking one into his mouth and moaning.

    “She’s right,” Mark said. “A man likes having his balls sucked. So why don’t you get to work.”

    Jack mimicked his ex-girlfriend by kissing his way down the underside of Mark’s cock. He licked a little too before reaching the sizable, hairy testicles that awaited him. Jack ran his tongue over both of them and then took one in his mouth.

    “Look up at me while you’re worshiping my balls, cuckold,” Mark demanded.

    Jack looked up and saw a deep kind of satisfaction on the other man’s face. He was clearly enjoying himself, and Jack could see why. A man Mark had never met was now on his knees and sucking his cock and balls eagerly. Who wouldn’t enjoy that kind of service?

    “How’s he doing?” Christine asked.

    “You were right,” Mark replied. “He’s a little bitch, especially if it’s true that he’s straight. I mean, shit, he didn’t hesitate to suck my fucking nuts. He didn’t hesitate to suck my dick. I’m sure he’d suck me off if you told him to.”

    “He’ll do anything I tell him to,” Christine said.

    There was a part of Jack – the part that still clung to whatever shred of dignity that he still had left – that wanted to argue with her. That part of him was fading, though. That part of him didn’t speak loudly anymore. That part of him had mostly disappeared.

    “He drank my piss last week,” Trevor said. “Right from the fucking tap. It was unbelievable. Christine told him to follow me to the bathroom and he did it without question. He got on his knees, he opened his mouth, and I pissed down his throat. He was a fucking toilet, and he did it because Christine wanted him to, because he loves being a nasty little bitch.”

    “Is that true?” Mark asked. “Did you drink his piss?”

    Jack nodded without letting Mark’s balls fall from his mouth.

    Mark laughed. “Damn, I am so glad I accepted your invitation. It’s rare to find a bitch like this.”

    “You know what?” Christine said. “Lick his fucking taint, cuckold. Forget his balls. Run your tongue over his taint like a little bitch.”

    Jack lifted Mark’s balls out of the way and ran his tongue over the relatively smooth patch of skin beneath them. He did so without hesitation, despite being remarkably close to Mark’s asshole. It didn’t matter. What mattered was doing as Christine desired. He was all in, which meant he was more than happy to sink even deeper into the pleasure of being a cuckold.

    “That feels good,” Mark said. “But I can’t help but think it would feel better if he ate my asshole.”

    Christine laughed. “I thought you might say that. I think it’s time for you to eat ass, cuckold. Get to it. Rim him or you don’t get to have the kind of fun we both know you crave. Eat that ass or you don’t get to watch.”

    Mark lifted his legs, exposing his hairy asshole. Jack stared at it for a few moments and then looked at Christine. He didn’t say anything, but he offered a silent plea for her to relent and tell him that he didn’t have to do something so humiliating. Rimming her ass had been thrilling, but rimming Mark wouldn’t be that. It would be pure humiliation. It would be disgusting.

    “Do it, or leave,” Christine said. “But if you leave, remember that you don’t ever get to come back. You’re useless to me if you’re not willing to be a little bitch for me to play with, and if you’re not willing to do as you’re told, then you’re not much of a toy, are you?”

    Jack new Christine was serious. She’d made it perfectly clear she didn’t think much of him, that his continued presence in her life was almost entirely because he was willing to do whatever she wanted, from menial tasks to sexual services of all kinds. The choice was his, then. He could sink to a new low and rim Mark’s asshole or he could leave.

    It was Jack’s continued erection that made his choice. Really, it wasn’t a choice at all. He turned to Mark’s asshole a few moments after Christine leveled her ultimatum. He pressed his lips against the wrinkled, hairy hole and he put his tongue to work. As humiliating as it was, pleasure rushed through Jack’s body as he did it. Part of him was mortified, but that sensation was due almost entirely to his enjoyment of rimming a man. Jack was immersed in the joy of complete and utter surrender to the most humiliating parts of being a cuckold.

    “Eat that ass, you disgusting little pig,” Christine said as she put a hand on the back of Jack’s head and applied pressure. “I can’t believe I ever dated you. I can’t believe it took me so long to see what you are.”

    Jack doubled down. His tongue moved faster over Mark’s asshole. He heard the sound of cocksucking and glanced over to see that Christine had gone back to work on Trent’s cock. She was sucking with great vigor, too. It seemed that Jack’s willingness to embrace his humiliation had driven Christine to a deeper, wilder place of lust.

    “Take my dick in your mouth,” Mark said. “Suck me like a good little bitch. Get me ready for what comes next.”

    Jack licked his way up Mark’s taint, over his balls, and up the underside of his shaft. His lips enveloped the plump crown of Mark’s beautiful cock and he sucked vigorously. The sound of two blowjobs – and two grateful, moaning men – filled the living room. Jack had long since stopped thinking about anything other than the sheer pleasure of surrendering everything to Christine and letting the kinkiest version of himself fly free.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Christine said.

    Jack stood and walked behind Christine as she headed towards her bedroom. She crawled into the bed – offering a breathtaking view of her ass and pussy in the process – and sat with her back against the headboard. She spread her legs and played with her slippery cunt as the two men she’d invited over joined them.

    “Look at those beautiful cocks,” Christine said as she masturbated. “Aren’t they beautiful, Jack?”

    Jack looked down at both thick, throbbing cocks and nodded. He wasn’t sure what made a cock beautiful, but they were certainly more impressive than his.

    “Come here, Jack,” Christine said. “Crawl between my legs.”

    Jack smiled and crawled into the bed, moving between Christine’s supple thighs as instructed. He dropped to his stomach in anticipation of being required to prepare her pussy, but she corrected him.

    “No, on your hands and knees,” she said. Jack moved to his hands and knees and Christine smiled sweetly. “That’s good. Just like that.”

    She looked at Mark and nodded. He walked to the foot of the bed and got behind Jack, who looked back as a sense of panic rose up in his chest.

    “Look at me,” Christine said softly. “Look at me, Jack.”

    He turned his attention to his ex-girlfriend. Christine gently slipped two fingers into her pussy, moaned, and said, “Take a deep breath. There’s no need to pay attention to Mark. Just take a deep breath and pay attention to me.”

    Jack felt the head of Mark’s cock move gently over his ass cheeks. The panic increased. “What’s he doing?”

    Christine’s fingers departed her pussy and she held them up. “Don’t worry about what he’s doing,” she said as her fingers moved towards Jack’s mouth. “Just look at me.”

    Jack opened his mouth without prompting and Christine inserted her fingers.

    “Suck,” she whispered.

    Jack sucked and Christine moved her fingers in and out of his mouth.

    “That’s it,” she said softly.

    Jack heard Mark spit and felt the warmth liquid hit his asshole. Mark spit again and Jack heard the sound of a cock being stroked. He tried to look back but Christine grabbed a handful of his hair and held it tightly.

    “Don’t think about him,” she said. “Don’t think about what’s going to happen. Just think about me. Think about being a good little bitch for me. Think about my fingers in your mouth. Think about the taste of my pussy. Think about it on your tongue. Think about how good it is. Think about how much you like it.”

    Jack felt the head of Mark’s cock press against his asshole. He couldn’t contain the panic. He crawled forward to escape but Mark grabbed his hips and pulled back as Christine pulled her fingers from his mouth and leaned closer.

    “He’s going to fuck you,” she said. “He’s going to fuck you because it’s what I want. It’s what I told him he’d be doing today. It’s what I invited him here to do. You’re going to get fucked while I watch, Jack. You’re going to get fucked like the bitch that you are. You’re going to take Mark’s cock in your ass and he’s going to unload inside you. He’s going to breed that little bitch ass of yours because it’s what I want, and you’re going to let him because it’s what I want.”

    Christine smiled, tilted her head, and kissed Jack. He closed his eyes and lost himself in the sensuality of it. Her tongue danced over his lips and he opened them. She entered his mouth right as Mark’s cock pressed against his asshole once more. The panic rose up again, but it was less significant this time. Jack was connected to his ex-girlfriend again. She was kissing him with the kind of passion she used to show.

    “Does it hurt?” Christine asked as the first few inches of Mark’s cock filled Jack’s asshole.

    He gritted his teeth and nodded. Christine caressed his face, smiled, and said, “But you’re going to take it for me, aren’t you?”

    Jack nodded as more of Mark’s cock filled his ass.

    Christine leaned back, spread her legs, and pushed three fingers into her soaking wet pussy. “Of course you are. You’re a worthless fucking bitch. Of course you’re going to let a man fuck you in the ass. Of course you’re going to let him pump his load into your rectum. Of course you’re going to be a little fucking whore for me. You’re an embarrassment, Jack. You’re not even half a man. You’re just a little bitch boy.”

    Mark was all the way in Jack’s asshole. Pain emanated from his anus as he watched Christine masturbate furiously. In one instant he’d felt like his ex-girlfriend wanted him again – the kiss had been that good – and in the next she’d made it perfectly clear she saw him as nothing more than a piece of meat for her to do whatever she wanted with. Much to his embarrassment, Jack felt no inclination to resist. Now that Mark was inside him – now that the worst part was over – he wasn’t going to run from it. He was going to take it, and based on his aching erection, Jack was going to like it.

    Christine looked to Trent, who was stroking his cock as he watched the show unfolding in the bed, and said, “Are you ready?”

    Trent nodded and Jack felt a glimmer of hope that he’d get to watch his ex-girlfriend have sex while he was getting fucked.

    Instead, Christine evacuated her place in the bed, moving to her knees next to Jack and running her fingers up and down his back. Trent got on his knees in the bed and stroked his cock just a few inches from Jack’s face.

    “Take his fucking mouth,” Christine said. “Use it like the fuck hole it is. Use it for your pleasure.”

    “Open up,” Trent said as he rubbed the head of his cock over Jack’s lips. “Open the fuck up.”

    Jack opened his mouth as humiliation enveloped his body.

    “That’s a good little bitch,” Christine said. “Open your mouth for his dick. Let him use your fuck hole for his pleasure.”

    Trent’s cock moved in and out of Jack’s mouth as Mark fucked him from behind. He took it from both ends like a cheap whore. He took two cocks while Christine watched and offered the small reward of running her fingers over his back.

    “Fuck, fuck him harder,” she said in a lust-filled voice. “Fuck the bitch harder.”

    Both men picked up the pace. They used Jack’s mouth and ass harder and faster. He gagged as Trent’s cock hit the back of his throat. He moaned in pain as Mark’s cock stretched out his asshole. He sank deeper into his humiliation.

    Christine’s hand moved between Jack’s legs and she wrapped her fingers around his cock. “Someone’s so hard,” she said. Jack shivered with pleasure. Christine leaned down and kissed his upper back and shoulders. “Someone’s found his place as my fuck toy. Someone understands that he’s just a little bitch meant for my pleasure.”

    Trent and Mark spit roasted Jack vigorously. They used him like he truly was a toy, like he was nothing more than a flesh puppet that was designed to make them cum. With each thrust Jack felt further subsumed by humiliation. With each grunt and groan from the men using him he drifted further from himself, slowly surrendering to the version of him that Christine had created.

    “They’re going to cum, Jack,” Christine said as both men inside him started grunting and groaning in that telltale way. “They’re going to use your body like the cum dumpster that it is.” She stroked his cock faster and Jack moaned as if the idea of making two men cum turned him on like nothing else ever had. It didn’t, but he couldn’t help himself. Christine’s hand felt so good.

    “I guess he wants you to unload in him, boys,” Christine said. “Do it. Use him like a cum dumpster. Empty your balls into him. Fill up his fuck holes with your seed. Use him like the worthless piece of shit he is.”

    Christine tightened her grip and Jack felt his pleasure deepen. It seemed like she was going to make him cum and it was all he could think about.

    “Cum for me, bitch,” Christine said. “Cum for me as they use your body.”

    Jack climaxed first. He felt his asshole tighten around the cock inside him as he spurted his load onto Christine’s sheets. Pleasure ripped through him and he saw stars.

    Mark fucked him harder and pain emanated outwards. After a dozen savage thrusts, he unleashed in Jack’s asshole with every inch of his cock buried deep inside.

    “Cum in his ass,” Christine said. “Cum in his tight little whore ass. Fill it the fuck up.”

    Trent grunted and groaned and pulled back until the head of his cock rested between Jack’s lips. It swelled up and a moment later a massive shot of cum landed on Jack’s tongue. A dozen more followed as Jack struggled to keep it all in his mouth.

    “Swallow,” Trent instructed as he pulled out.

    Jack swallowed without thinking. It brought him no pleasure to do so, especially since he’d already spilled his load and dissipated every bit of pent up sexual energy he’d built over the past few weeks without a climax.

    “Holy shit,” Mark said as he pulled out, leaving Jack’s asshole gaping. “That was fucking fun.”

    “The fun’s just getting started,” Christine said. “Jack, suck his fucking dick clean. Then, if either of them needs to piss, do your thing and be a nasty little toilet.”

    Jack looked down at the bed and took a moment to survey himself. His asshole ached. His jaw ached even more. His throat burned from the cum. Humiliation seemed to inhabit every cell of his body. He couldn’t take any more.

    “No,” he said.

    “Are you sure?” Christine asked.

    Jack crawled out of the bed and his humiliation deepened just a little as he felt cum run out of his ass. “Yes, I’m sure,” he said.

    Christine smiled. “Then go. And don’t come back. You’re useless to me if you’re not willing to do whatever the fuck I want.”

    Jack turned and walked out of her bedroom. He picked his clothes up from the living room floor and dressed as more cum leaked out of his ass and ran down his leg. He wasn’t sure he’d ever felt so terrible.

    He left Christine’s apartment and headed towards his car as his humiliation deepened in the sunlight.

    Jack got in his car and closed his eyes. For a moment he thought his might burst into tears. He’d gone so much further than he’d ever wanted to, than he thought he ever would. A stranger’s cum was leaking out of his ass, for fuck’s sake.

    Jack started the car and backed out of the space as he told himself he’d never go back, even if he wanted to. He’d never degrade himself like that again. It wasn’t worth it.

    Somewhere, in the back of his mind, was a little voice telling Jack that he’d just had the best orgasm of his life and it wasn’t even close. He told that part of him to shut up, but even as he drove away with complete and utter conviction he would never go back, Jack knew he’d fail. He knew that at some point his desire would overwhelm him, that he’d end up begging Christine to cuckold him again, no matter what it took.

    Jack’s only hope was that she’d follow through on her word and refuse to cuckold him again. Otherwise, he’d surrender to his desire. There was no question he would.

    The End

  
    His Favorite Pornstar - Part 1

    “Wait, what the fuck?” Eric said as he leaned closer and stared at the Pornhub thumbnail. He’d searched for ‘amateur blowjob’ and expected to see the usual collection of starlets crafting “homemade” content with their big-dicked boyfriends. What he didn’t expect to see was a girl that looked exactly like his girlfriend in one of those thumbnails.

    He leaned back and briefly considered the possibility that his girlfriend of nine months was secretly a pornstar. It wasn’t a blue-checked account, though. It was just a random video uploaded by some random account with only a few other videos to its name.

    Eric leaned closer, still refusing to click the video. “That can’t be her, can it?” he said to no one in particular.

    He moved his hand to the mouse and hovered over the thumbnail. The little preview played and as each image flashed by Eric became increasingly convinced that a video of his girlfriend giving a blowjob had somehow showed up on Pornhub.

    Options rifled through Eric’s mind. He could send Melanie the link and ask if it was her. He could request that Pornhub take it down because it featured a girl who (probably, at least) wasn’t a willing participant in it being posted online. He could message the account that posted it and try and get them to take it down.

    There was also the option of watching it to confirm that it was really Melanie. It’s not like he hadn’t seen her give a blowjob before. She’d given him plenty of blowjob. They didn’t happen all that often, but he’d seen his girlfriend get on her knees and look up at him as she gave him spectacularly good head and swallowed his cum. He’d know what it looked like. He’d be able to tell it was Melanie without question.

    “What’s the harm in watching it?” Eric asked out loud. “I mean, what’s the harm?”

    Convinced he was making the right decision, Eric clicked the thumbnail and the video page came up. He clicked play and saw a pretty brunette with big eyes, soft, plump lips and a sweet smile look into the camera.

    “Are you ready?” she asked.

    “Yeah, I’m filming,” the guy said.

    The girl smiled and reached up to unbutton his cargo shorts and pull them off. She rubbed him through his boxers and a rather large bulge soon appeared. The girl bit her lower lip as she stared at the outline of what appeared to be a very big cock.

    “Go ahead,” the guy said. “Take it out.”

    Eric already knew it was Melanie. She was a little younger so the video was clearly from a few years ago, but there was no question about it. He told himself he was going to wait until she actually started giving head to officially make the decision, though.

    She pulled down the guy’s boxers and revealed an impressively long, thick cock that wasn’t entirely hard yet.

    It wasn’t so much the size of the cock that made Eric jealous. It was the way his girlfriend looked at it. It was the sense of wonder in her eyes as she revealed the big cock that she would soon be taking into her mouth.

    Melanie stroked the cock as she directed a genuinely giddy smile at the camera and then placed a handful of soft, sensual kisses on the head.

    “Go ahead baby,” the guy said. “Take me in your mouth.”

    Melanie opened her plump lips and took the cock onto her tongue. She closed her eyes and moaned as the blowjob began in earnest. The guy moaned too, and Eric understood why. His girlfriend – who was absolutely the girl in the video – gave exceptionally good blowjobs.

    “Fuck, baby, you’re amazing,” the guy said as he kept the camera remarkably still for a man receiving a blowjob from a talented, beautiful girl.

    Melanie opened her eyes and let his cock slip from her mouth before saying, “Yeah? You like the way I suck your cock, baby?”

    “Fuck yeah I do,” he said.

    There was a part of Eric that knew he should be stopping the video and texting his girlfriend to let her know that someone had put it online. He couldn’t bring himself to do it, though. He wasn’t sure why, but watching the video proved to be far more arousing than he’d expected.

    As Melanie went back to sucking the big cock, Eric’s hand moved between his legs. He rubbed his cock through his shorts. He tried not to think about how hard he was and if that said anything strange about him. He just told himself he was watching a hot girl give a really hot blowjob.

    “You don’t mind that I’m filming, do you baby?” the guy asked.

    Melanie smiled as she stroked his big cock. She kissed the head again before saying, “No. I like being a naughty little pornstar for you.”

    Eric had to pull his cock out. He wasn’t sure why and he didn’t want to investigate. He just followed his desire and yanked his shorts and underwear down. He dropped his ass on the leather of his desk chair, spit into his hand, and stroked his cock as Melanie wrapped her lips around the dick in the video.

    Now that her man’s shaft was slick with spit Melanie worked it faster and harder. Her head bobbed up and down on the dick and the guy started moaning louder.

    “That’s so good, baby. You have no idea how fucking good that feels and how good it looks. Damn, you’d be a fantastic pornstar,” he said.

    Melanie couldn’t seem to contain her joy at his comments. “You really think so?” she asked.

    “Damn straight,” the guy said.

    Eric found himself agreeing. Based on the way she was sucking his cock in the video, Melanie would absolutely have made a wonderful pornstar. He didn’t think he’d really want to date a pornstar, but he was definitely enjoying the blowjob video he’d found.

    Melanie flashed a naughty smile and kissed her way down the guy’s shaft before looking into the camera as she sucked on his balls. She moved from one to the other as he moaned.

    “You’re fucking incredible,” he said.

    Again Melanie smiled. She seemed to be taking such intense joy from giving a blowjob on camera and Eric found it all so intensely thrilling. He wasn’t sure why and he definitely didn’t care, because his cock felt harder than it had in a long time and every stroke was like an explosion of pleasure.

    Eric watched his girlfriend lick her way up the guy’s shaft and then take the head of his cock in her mouth once more. He stroked as Melanie worked the cock with her eager, sensual mouth. He felt his orgasm approaching as it seemed like Melanie was working really hard to get the dude to cum in her mouth.

    “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna cum,” he said.

    Melanie moaned and her mouth moved faster on his cock. She stroked him and played with his balls. She pulled out every trick to bring him to a climax.

    Eventually he started grunting and groaning and Eric couldn’t help but do the same. He grabbed a handful of tissues and climaxed into them as the other guy was cumming in his girlfriend’s mouth.

    When the guy was done cumming Melanie opened her mouth and showed his load on her tongue. She seemed proud to have caught it all. She even played with the cum a little before closing her mouth and swallowing. She opened up once more to show that his cum had slid down her throat and into her stomach.

    She blew him a kiss and the video ended as Eric’s heart pounded and he smiled. He’d had a great orgasm and he was thoroughly enjoying the aftermath.

    He wrapped the cummy tissues in a few dry ones and tossed them into the trash. He rushed to the bathroom to wash his hands and then grabbed his phone and tried to figure out what to text Melanie.

    It seemed stupid to try and lie about how he’d found the video – Melanie had never objected to the notion of anyone watching porn – so he figured he’d go with the truth: “Hey. This is a little weird, but I found a video of you on Pornhub. It looks like it was added in the last few days. It’s of you giving a blowjob.”

    Eric pulled up Pornhub on his phone, found the video, and copied the link. He added it at the bottom of the text and sent it away.

    “Did you watch it?” Melanie texted back.

    Sticking with the theme of telling the truth, Eric kept it simple. “I did.”

    “Did you like it?” she texted.

    Eric stared at his phone. He thought his knew his girlfriend well, but he was surprised that she didn’t seem freaked out or angry. He wasn’t sure, though. Perhaps she was furious and was going to get mad at him if he admitted to liking it or jerking off to it.

    “I did,” Eric replied.

    “Did it turn you on?” she texted.

    Eric considered lying at that point. He wondered if there was a line that would be crossed if he admitted to liking it. Ultimately, he chose honesty. “It did,” he texted.

    “Did you jerk off?” Melanie asked.

    “I did,” Eric texted back.

    “Did you cum?” she replied.

    “I did,” Eric admitted.

    Melanie sent a smiley face emoji and then Eric received nothing for a few minutes. It seemed like she was okay with him having jerked off to her video so he wasn’t paranoid that she was furious with him. Then a block of text came in.

    “I made that video with my ex-boyfriend Pete. It wasn’t one of those things where the girl does it just to make the guy happy, either. I thought it was a really hot idea and I actually found it really hot when we filmed it. I was soaking wet during that blowjob. Way wetter than I usually got when going down on Pete. I didn’t think he’d put it online, but I’m oddly not all that upset that it’s actually up there. I don’t want to browse Pornhub on my phone at work, so can you tell me how many views it has so far?”

    Eric refreshed the video page on his laptop and texted back, “22k views so far.”

    “Shit, I know this is crazy, but that turns me on a little,” she texted. “Can I come to your place right after work?”

    “Of course,” Eric replied.

    “See you then,” Melanie said.

    Eric tossed his phone onto his desk and smiled. He definitely did not know his girlfriend as well as he thought he did. He was absolutely certain she’d be infuriated that her ex-boyfriend put their sex tape on Pornhub, but it seemed like he was dead wrong about that. It seemed like she’d had the exact opposite reaction. He couldn’t wait for her to come over.

    
      

    

    “Can you show it to me?” Melanie asked the moment she stepped into Eric’s apartment.

    “Of course,” he said.

    “Hi, by the way,” she replied before giving him a quick hug and heading to the second bedroom he used as an office.

    “So you’re not mad about this,” Eric said as he joined her in the office and pulled up the incognito window with the video.

    “That’s not entirely true. I’m mad. Pete shouldn’t have put it up without asking me about it. I guess it’s just that I’m also kind of intrigued and a little bit turned on by it. I mean, when you said you’d watched it and it turned you on I was really surprised by how much I liked hearing that. When you said it had 22 thousand views, I was really, really turned on. I spent the rest of the day thinking about it.”

    Eric pulled up a second chair and hit play on the video. “You look beautiful in it, by the way,” he said.

    Melanie smiled and reached out to give his knee a gentle squeeze as she stared at the screen. She didn’t seem the slightest bit upset as she watched herself get on her knees, take off her boyfriend’s shorts, and eventually free his cock.

    “God, he was big,” Melanie said.

    Eric looked over as another wave of jealousy struck him. Melanie wore the same look on her face as she had in the video. She was damn near salivating over her ex-boyfriend’s cock.

    He didn’t say anything, though, almost entirely because Melanie also happened to be playing with Eric’s dick through his shorts. He was hard after just a few seconds of touching.

    Melanie slid her chair closer and subtly spread her legs. Eric figured she was saying she’d like him to play with her, so he reached over, let his hand wander up her skirt, and rubbed her pussy through her panties, which happened to be completely soaked.

    When the Melanie on the video took Pete’s cock into her mouth, Eric heard his girlfriend moan audibly. He wasn’t sure what about the performance turned her on, but there was no question she found it arousing to watch herself give a blowjob.

    Eric worked her panties to the side and slipped a finger into her as he worked her clit with his thumb.

    She moaned, but her eyes never wavered from the video. She was enraptured by the sight of her mouth wrapped around her ex-boyfriend’s cock.

    “This really turns you on, doesn’t it?” he finally asked. He couldn’t help it. Her pussy was soaked.

    “Yes, it really does,” she answered.

    Eric slipped a second finger into her pussy and pushed deeper as they both watched her swallow as much of Pete’s cock as possible.

    “Take your shorts off,” Melanie said.

    Eric practically tore his shorts off to free his cock for whatever Melanie had in mind. Once he was bottomless she pulled her panties off and sat in his lap while keeping her eyes glued to the screen.

    Melanie reached between their legs, took his cock into her slick pussy, and began to ride him reverse cowgirl. Eric watched the video over her shoulder and moaned as his girlfriend’s cunt milked him while she played with her clit.

    “Fuck, Melanie, your pussy is so wet,” he said.

    Melanie moaned as her gaze remained fixed on the blowjob video. The version of her on screen moved to suck on Pete’s big balls.

    “Fuck, I miss his big balls,” she said quietly.

    Eric felt a surge of jealousy, but he couldn’t ignore the matching wave of pleasure between his legs.

    He reached around to play with Melanie’s tits through the thin material of her dress and she moaned for him. As the version of her in the video returned to sucking Pete’s cock, Melanie’s thighs began to shake as she rode Eric’s cock.

    “Cum inside me, Eric,” she said.

    For just a moment Eric was struck by the complete and utter absurdity of fucking his girlfriend while she watched herself give a blowjob. He knew it was strange, but he was on the verge of a huge orgasm and there was no stopping it.

    “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna cum,” Pete said in the video.

    Melanie moaned as she rode Eric’s cock. He played with her tits and closed his eyes to enjoy the last few moments before he climaxed inside her.

    “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna cum!” Melanie screamed.

    She leaned forward and Eric felt her whole body shake for a moment before he unleashed his orgasm inside of her. They came together while Pete was cumming in her mouth in the video.

    Melanie moaned and twitched for a few seconds before leaning back against Eric with his cock still buried inside her.

    “That was really nice,” she said.

    “Yeah, it was,” he replied. “Really, really nice.”

    
      

    

    Eric was filled with questions for his girlfriend after their encounter, but it wasn’t until a few hours later that he got around to asking any of them.

    “So I hope it’s not prying, but can I ask what you liked about seeing that video?” he asked as they sat on the couch watching a fairly boring new show.

    “It bothers you a little, doesn’t it?” Melanie said with a sweet, apologetic look on her face. “I mean, it obviously turned you on, too, but it bothers you a little that I had a great orgasm watching me suck another guy’s cock.”

    “Well, I don’t know…I mean, I wouldn’t say it bothers me, really,” he said.

    “Is it because Pete’s bigger than you?” Melanie asked.

    Eric knew Pete was bigger but it still felt a little hurtful to hear Melanie say it. He knew that was unfair – she was just saying what was blindingly obvious from the video – but he couldn’t help his reaction.

    “No…well, I don’t know. Maybe,” Eric said as he tried his best to process his feelings in real time.

    “Size isn’t everything, sweetie,” Melanie said as she cuddled up next to him and leaned her head against his chest.

    “But girls like a big cock, right?” he asked.

    “We do, yeah, but a big cock isn’t everything. There’s lots of other stuff that goes into a good relationship and even into good sex.”

    Now that Melanie had opened the door to the conversation, Eric felt like he had to step through. “But you’ve never looked at me like that during a blowjob,” he said.

    Melanie sat up and looked at him as a smile crossed her face. “So you are jealous.”

    Eric nodded. It seemed like the obvious truth.

    “But you came twice today, and both times you were watching that video,” she said.

    “I did, yeah,” Eric replied.

    “Doesn’t that mean it turned you on to watch me give Pete a blowjob?” Melanie asked.

    Eric knew the answer. He just didn’t want to give it.

    “If I pulled the video up right now and played with my pussy while I watched it, wouldn’t you join me? Wouldn’t you pull out your cock and stroke yourself while I got off to the video of me sucking Pete’s cock?” she asked.

    Eric could see that Melanie was getting worked up again. She was thinking about doing exactly as she’d described.

    “We could make a video,” he said.

    “What do you mean?”

    “We could make a blowjob video. I could film it. You could go down on me. We could put it on Pornhub,” Eric said.

    “Oh, honey, no,” Melanie replied with surprising quickness.

    “Why not?”

    Melanie leaned closer and kissed his cheek. “I think you know why not,” she whispered as her hand moved between his legs.

    Much to his dismay, Eric sprouted an erection at the implication that his cock wasn’t good enough to star in a blowjob video.

    “Are you getting hard?” Melanie asked.

    She didn’t need him to answer the question. Her fingers were on his erection. She knew he was hard.

    “I would make another video with Pete,” she whispered.

    Despite a deep desire not to be aroused, Eric couldn’t help it.

    “Fuck, Melanie, please,” he said. He felt like he was pleading for her to stop, but he wasn’t sure. Maybe he wanted her to continue.

    “Tell me it turns you on,” Melanie said. “Tell me you want me to suck Pete’s cock again. Tell me you want him to film it. Tell me you want another blowjob video to jerk off to.”

    Melanie rubbed Eric’s cock through his shorts and kissed his neck and cheek between sensual moans. She was doing everything she could to turn him on and it worked like a charm.

    “I want it,” Eric said.

    “You want what, baby? Say it. Tell me what you want,” Melanie encouraged him.

    “I want you to suck Pete’s cock again,” he admitted.

    Melanie planted a kiss on his cheek and pulled her hand from between his legs. She snuggled up with him and said, “Good. I’ll get in touch with Pete and see about setting that up. I wonder if he’ll be willing to cum in my mouth again.”

    Eric felt like his head was spinning. In less than a day he’d gone from discovering an old video of his girlfriend giving head to another guy to agreeing that she could give that guy another blowjob.

    Worst of all, he wanted it. He wasn’t going to ask her not to do it. He hoped she was going to do it. He hoped he’d have a new video to watch. He hoped she’d follow through.

  
    His Favorite Pornstar - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Eric woke up to a text from his girlfriend: “Check your email.”

    He brought up his email and saw the title of the latest message: “New video” It was from Melanie. Eric sat up in bed and looked at his phone. She’d actually gone through with it. She’d made another video with Pete.

    Eric tossed the covers aside and rushed out of the bedroom and into the office. If there really was a new video of Melanie and her ex-boyfriend, he wasn’t going to watch it on his phone. He wanted a nice big screen.

    He pulled up his Gmail account, opened the “New video” email and saw a Pornhub link. Eric’s heart pounded and his cock came to life in his boxer shorts. He thought back to the orgasms he’d had because of the last video and how each seemed to be better than the last. He wanted to cum like that again.

    Eric clicked the link and a Pornhub page came up with the title, “Cheating girl gives her ex-boyfriend a blowjob.”

    The thumbnail featured Melanie on her knees between Pete’s legs. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and his cock was in her mouth. Eric pulled his cock out of his boxers and started stroking as he stared at the image. He was hard by the time he hit play.

    The video opened with Melanie walking into the room. She had on a short, pleated skirt and a soft white angora sweater. No one else watching would know, but it was the outfit Eric had said was his absolute favorite when she wore it. There was no question she wore it on purpose.

    “Did you miss me?” Pete asked as he filmed his ex-girlfriend walking towards him.

    Melanie smiled as she sank to her knees in front of her ex-boyfriend. “I did,” she said while reaching up to rub him through his pants. As a bulge formed she added, “I missed him, too.”

    “I know he missed you,” Pete said. “Nobody sucks dick like you, baby.”

    Melanie’s smile was joyful and it seemed authentic to Eric. Maybe she was just putting on a show and he was seeing what he wanted to see, but she certainly seemed excited to be on her knees in front of her ex-boyfriend.

    “Can I take him out to play?” Melanie asked.

    “Of course, baby,” Pete said as he kept the camera trained on Melanie’s beautiful face.

    She leaned forward and kissed the bulge through Pete’s jeans before giggling in pure delight. Her fingers worked his belt open and unbuttoned his pants so she could pull them down with his underwear.

    When Pete’s cock popped free Eric saw his girlfriend’s delight once again. He saw that look that she’d never given him. He assumed it was entirely because of Pete’s size. Melanie had come pretty close to saying that Eric’s dick wasn’t as good as her ex-boyfriend’s and the video certainly seemed to back up that notion.

    Melanie grasped the cock with both hands and ran her fingers up and down the shaft as Pete let out a groan. She leaned closer and placed a soft, lingering kiss against the head of her ex-boyfriend’s cock and then smiled gleefully.

    “I really, really missed your cock,” she said.

    “Does your boyfriend’s cock come up short, baby? Is he a little underwhelming compared to me?” Pete asked.

    Melanie smiled and kissed her ex-boyfriend’s cock again. She kissed her way down the shaft and then back up again before licking the head.

    “Your dick even tastes good,” she said before licking him again. “Mmmm, so yummy.”

    “Take me in your mouth, baby. Suck my dick,” Pete said.

    Again Melanie smiled, and not in that way that porn girls sometimes do. She seemed genuinely happy at the prospect of blowing her ex-boyfriend and at him talking to her like that.

    Melanie did what he asked, too. She wrapped her lips around the thick, plump mushroom head of Pete’s cock and sucked him. At first she worked the head only. Her lips moved over the soft, spongy flesh and just a little bit down the shaft before she moved back. In and out the cock went, all while Pete kept the camera focused on the beautiful girl blowing him with such intense lust.

    “Fuck, baby, I can’t tell you how much I missed this. We can’t go three years between blowjobs again,” he said.

    Eric imagined what the other 15k people that had watched the video were thinking. Did they really think Melanie was cheating on someone? Did that make the video hotter? It certainly made it hotter for him that he was watching his girlfriend blow some other dude on the most popular porn site in the world.

    “I don’t think I can go that long, either,” Melanie said. “I forgot how much I love sucking your cock.” She licked from the base of his shaft to the head and sucked him some more before saying, “I forgot how good it feels to have this beautiful dick in my mouth.”

    Pete reached out and ran his fingers through her hair as Melanie went back to blowing him. He seemed to offer a little bit of pressure, getting her take him deeper. Melanie went for it, trying her best to completely swallow her ex-boyfriend’s big cock. She couldn’t quite get there, though, so she ended up gagging a little.

    That seemed to thrill Pete, who ended up forcing his cock back into Melanie’s throat soon after she’d recovered from the gagging.

    “Am I too big to deepthroat, baby?” he asked.

    Melanie looked up and smiled as she wiped some of the saliva off her lips and chin.

    “A little too big,” she said. “I like trying, though.”

    Melanie tried once more and gagged once more as Pete moaned.

    “Can you deepthroat your boyfriend’s cock?” he asked.

    Melanie smiled and nodded. “He’s not as big as you,” she said.

    Pete reached out and took hold of his cock to stroke it. Melanie sat and watched his hand move up and down the long, thick shaft.

    “Do you wish your boyfriend’s dick was bigger?” Pete asked.

    Melanie looked up at him and for a second it seemed like she wasn’t going to say anything. It seemed like she was actually a little bit hesitant to admit it to Eric, who she knew would be watching.

    “Yes, I do,” Melanie said.

    “Take me in your mouth,” Pete said. “Suck my dick.”

    Melanie did as she was told and Eric couldn’t believe how hard his cock was as he sat there watching it all. This wasn’t like the last video. This was so much better. It felt like he was involved because he knew they were talking about him. He knew Melanie wished it was his cock that was bigger. He knew it was kind of fucked up to be aroused by it, but that didn’t stop him from feeling all worked up as he jerked off.

    “Fuck, baby, that’s so good. That is so fucking good. God, I miss your mouth. I fucking miss it so much,” Pete said. He was getting more worked up, which Eric took to mean he was getting closer to an orgasm.

    Melanie’s mouth moved up and down the cock for the next 45 seconds. Eric couldn’t believe her dedication. She didn’t take a break. She didn’t come up for air. She simply sucked and stroked her ex-boyfriend’s big cock.

    When she finally pulled her mouth from his dick, Melanie’s eyes were watering a little and she had a big smile on her face as a line of drool ran from her lips to Pete’s cock.

    “Stand up,” Pete said.

    Melanie stood up and he pointed the camera upwards to take in her whole outfit.

    “Take your panties off,” Pete said.

    Melanie reached under her skirt and slid her panties off.

    “Hold them up for the camera,” he said.

    Melanie held up the simple but surprisingly sexy light blue cotton panties. The wet spot was obvious. Her pussy must have been soaked.

    “Is that from your pussy?” Pete asked.

    “It is,” Melanie said.

    “Is that because sucking my cock turns you on?” he asked.

    Melanie nodded.

    “Does your pussy get that wet when you suck your boyfriend’s cock?” he asked.

    “No, it doesn’t,” Melanie said.

    Eric knew for a fact that was true. Melanie always seemed to get a little wet when she went down on him, but it was not the kind of wetness that would soak her panties.

    “Show me your pussy,” Pete said.

    Melanie lifted the little pleated skirt and showed her pussy, which was completely shaved. Eric couldn’t believe it. She never shaved her pussy.

    “Mmmm, shaved, just how I like it,” Pete said as he leaned forward and brought the camera closer to her pussy.

    Melanie had shaved her pussy for her ex-boyfriend. Eric’s cock throbbed as he considered the notion. He loved it. He absolutely loved it.

    Pete parted Melanie’s pussy lips with her fingers and the wetness was obvious. She was soaked. He slipped two fingers inside her and they easily disappeared all the way to the third knuckle. Melanie moaned as her ex-boyfriend manipulated her pussy and Eric couldn’t get over how arousing he found it all.

    “Do you miss having my cock inside you?” Pete asked.

    “Yes,” Melanie answered between moans.

    “Is that because your boyfriend’s cock is a little too small to give you what you really need?” Pete asked.

    Melanie moaned, but she didn’t answer. He inserted a third finger and worked her faster.

    “Answer me,” Pete said.

    “Yes, it is. He’s too small. He is,” she said.

    Pete pulled his fingers from Melanie’s pussy and sat back as he tilted the camera to look up at her face.

    “Do you want to sit on my cock?” he asked. “Do you want to fuck yourself with my big dick like you used to? Do you want to give your pussy what it desperately needs?”

    Eric believed that the conflict on his girlfriend’s face was real. He believed that she hadn’t planned on Pete offering to fuck her. He believed that she was genuinely debating in her head whether or not she wanted to do it.

    Then Melanie nodded. “Yes,” she said.

    “Go ahead,” Pete said. “Have at it. Take my cock in that perfect pussy of yours.”

    Melanie quickly stripped out of her sexy little outfit and then spun around. She sat on Pete’s cock in reverse cowgirl and he disappeared inside her in no time.

    “Ohhh, fuuuckk!” she said as he filled her. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck,” she continued while her pussy bounced on the big cock.

    “That’s it, baby. Ride my dick. Ride it nice and hard. Fill yourself up. Stretch out that tight pussy of yours. Fuck it for as long as you want,” Pete said as he reached out and caressed Melanie’s tight, smooth ass.

    Melanie leaned forward and put her hands on his knees to get better leverage and then she rode him hard. The sound of her pussy getting filled up and her ass smashing down into his pelvis over and over filled Eric’s ears as he watched his girlfriend get the kind of dick she clearly needed.

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Melanie said in quick succession and between heavy breaths and loud moans. “I love your cock!”

    She came just a few seconds later. Eric watched his girlfriend’s ass and legs tremble as she had an orgasm on the big cock buried balls deep inside her. He watched Melanie cum harder than he’d seen her cum in the entire time they’d been together.

    “Was that good, baby?” Pete asked.

    “It was incredible,” Melanie said as she stood up and spun around. She fell to her knees and stroked Pete’s cock, which was now slick with juices from her cunt. “It was exactly what I needed.”

    “Because your boyfriend’s dick is too small to make you cum like you need to cum?” Pete asked.

    “Yes,” Melanie said.

    She took Pete into her mouth and she went at it. She sucked and licked and stroked him. She played with his balls. She was a woman on a mission to get a load of cum in her mouth, and it wasn’t long before she received that reward.

    “Fuck, baby, I’m cumming!” Pete cried out after a minute of good sucking from Melanie.

    His cock pulsed as she kept her lips sealed tight around the tip and looked into the camera.

    As his girlfriend received another man’s load on screen, Eric grabbed a handful of tissues and unleashed his load into them as he groaned and contorted in the chair. His orgasm felt as good as Melanie’s had seemed. It was incredible in every way.

    She showed Pete the load on her tongue and swallowed it.

    “We should do this again,” he said.

    “I don’t think I can go without it,” Melanie replied.

    Eric closed the video, tossed the tissues, and sent his girlfriend a text: “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

    “I’m seeing him again tonight,” she texted back. “Can I come to your place after?”

    “Absolutely,” Eric replied.

    It seemed like he was going to have another fun night.
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    Melanie had a big smile on her face as Eric opened the door.

    “Hey there,” she said.

    Eric smiled and stepped aside. “Hey.”

    Melanie walked in, shut the door, and pushed Eric against the wall. She reached into his pants and played with his cock as their lips met for a ferocious kiss.

    “I was a very naughty girlfriend tonight,” she said as Eric’s cock grew to a fully erect state.

    “Did you fuck him again?” Eric asked.

    “I might have,” she said. “Would you like to see what I did with Pete?”

    Eric nodded and Melanie kissed him again. There was an irresistible kind of urgency in the way her tongue darted into his mouth and her hands moved up and down his cock.

    “Bring your laptop out here,” Melanie said.

    Eric rushed into his office, grabbed his laptop, and rushed back to the living room. Melanie had managed to strip in the short time he’d been gone and she was sitting on the couch with her legs crossed and a flirty smile on her face.

    “Should I get naked too?” Eric asked as he put his laptop on the coffee table.

    “You should,” Melanie said. “Unless of course you’re going to be upset watching your girlfriend in a naughty porn video with her ex-boyfriend?”

    Eric answered by getting naked and dropping onto the couch next to Melanie. She kissed him on the cheek and then pulled up a browser window and pointed it to Pornhub. She found Pete’s channel and clicked on the new video that waited. There were already 25k views.

    “It looks like you’re getting popular,” Eric said.

    “I know,” Melanie replied with obvious glee in her voice.

    “Are you ready?” she asked.

    Eric nodded, Melanie hit play, clicked the button to make the video fullscreen, and the show began.

    Pete was in his bedroom. He was sitting up with the camera pointed towards the foot of the bed, but he was alone.

    The bathroom door opened and a stocking-clad leg emerged first. Pete let out an appreciative whistle and Melanie slowly pulled the door open the rest of the way and emerged in a full lingerie set with stockings, heels, a garter belt, and a matching bra and panties.

    “Damn, babe, you look incredible,” Pete said.

    “He’s right,” Eric added.

    Melanie reached over and wrapped her fingers around Eric’s still-hard cock as the video version of her walked to the foot of the bed and did a lusty little dance. She ran her fingers through her hair and then down her body before spinning around and bending over to show off her spectacular ass and the thong sliding down the crack.

    “You just can’t stay away, can you?” Pete asked.

    Melanie spun around and smiled at him as she crawled into the bed.

    “You know I can’t,” she said.

    Eric stared at the screen and watched his girlfriend wrap her fingers around the base of her ex-boyfriend’s thick cock. He couldn’t help but look down and compare.

    He looked over at Melanie and saw the smile on her face. She was clearly making the same comparison.

    “Yes, he’s a lot bigger than you are,” Melanie said as she leaned closer and kissed him. “But I’m falling asleep in your bed tonight. Don’t forget that.”

    Melanie gently directed Eric’s attention back to the laptop and kissed his neck as she moaned.

    On screen, Melanie showered Pete’s cock head with soft, sensual kisses. She left him coated in her slippery, shiny saliva. It looked like she was declaring her love for her ex-boyfriend’s cock and Eric found it wildly arousing.

    “You missed my dick, didn’t you?” Pete asked.

    Melanie nodded before kissing the head again. Her tongue slipped out and licked it before she gently, softly sucked on the very tip.

    “Tell me something, do you suck your boyfriend’s cock like that?” Pete asked. “Do you put on sexy lingerie, crawl between his legs, and kiss his cock like it’s the thing you love most in the world?”

    “No, I don’t,” Melanie said.

    “Why is that?” Pete asked.

    Melanie played with Eric’s balls as she continued to kiss his neck. “It turns you on to hear us talking like that, doesn’t it?” she asked him.

    “It does,” Eric said as he watched the screen for Melanie’s answer.

    “Because my boyfriend’s cock doesn’t make me feel the way yours does. Because it doesn’t turn me on to suck my boyfriend’s cock,” Melanie answered in the video.

    “But it turns you on to kiss, lick, and suck my cock?” Pete asked.

    Melanie answered by swallowing the plump head of Pete’s cock and moaning as she took as much of him into her mouth as she should. She bobbed up and down as he groaned while keeping the camera focused on Melanie’s soft lips working his shaft.

    “Nobody has ever sucked my cock like you do,” Pete said.

    Melanie let his big dick fall from her mouth, kissed the head, and said, “Nobody has ever loved your cock like I do.”

    She sat up on her knees, moved closer to the camera, and pulled down her black panties. Pete pushed the camera in close and captured a great shot of the slippery, slimy juices licking from her pussy and making a mess in Melanie’s underwear.

    “That’s what sucking your cock does to me,” she said. “I can’t explain it. I just get so turned on when I see your beautiful dick. I get so fucking turned on when I crawl between your legs and take you in my mouth. I get turned on tasting it and kissing it and sucking on it.”

    Eric reached out and smacked the space bar to pause the video. He pulled Melanie’s hand off his cock and sat back on the couch.

    “Are you okay?” she asked with a genuine sense of worry on her face.

    “Oh yes. I’m so much better than okay,” he said. “I just don’t want to cum yet and I was so fucking close.”

    “Would it be okay if I came?” Melanie asked.

    “Fuck yes,” Eric said.

    Melanie laid back on the couch, spread her legs, and let her fingers drift down her stomach and between her legs.

    “Does it really get you that wet to suck Pete’s cock?” Eric asked.

    Melanie bit her lower lip and nodded like she was admitting to something naughty. Eric looked between her legs and saw the exceptional wetness that was a surefire sign of her arousal. Clearly she got off on watching herself play with her ex-boyfriend too.

    “It’s not just that he has a big cock, though,” Melanie said between moans. “It’s that I know you’re going to watch the video. It’s that I know you’re going to get so fucking turned on watching me suck my ex-boyfriend’s cock that you have to stop the video before it really even begins because you’re so close to cumming.”

    Eric moved to his stomach and crawled between Melanie’s legs. He kissed her thighs while he watched her fingers dance over her clit. He kissed her hand and her fingers.

    “Do you want to lick my pussy, baby? Do you want to make me cum?” Melanie asked.

    “I do,” Eric said.

    “He fucked me, baby,” Melanie said. “Pete, he fucked me. He didn’t cum inside me, but he didn’t use a condom, so your tongue will be where his cock was just a few hours ago. Is that okay with you?”

    Eric gently moved Melanie’s hand away from her pussy and answered her question by pushing his tongue deep inside her. She didn’t taste any different, but he found it thrilling to know that he was licking her so soon after she’d been fucked by someone else.

    “That’s so good,” Melanie said as she grabbed a handful of Eric’s hair and held him in place. “That’s so fucking good.”

    Eric shifted his efforts to Melanie’s clit and worked it with the tip of his tongue. He looked up to see her eyes closed and her hand playing with her perky tits and pulling on her nipples. She was completely lost in getting off and he loved that she was so eager to cum again after having fucked her ex-boyfriend just a few hours ago.

    “Baby, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Melanie cried out a few minutes later. She squeezed her breasts hard and lifted her hips to rub her clit over Eric’s lips and tongue as the orgasm washed over her body.

    Melanie ran her fingers through her hair and looked down at Eric as she said, “God damn, that was so good.”

    Eric laughed and said, “It was my pleasure.”

    Melanie smiled, sat up, and got off the couch. She spun Eric’s legs until they were hanging off the edge and knelt between them. She slapped the space bar and the video started playing again as Melanie said, “No, I’m going to show you pleasure. I don’t care if you cum too quickly. There’s always time for more orgasms. Just enjoy it.”

    With that she wrapped her lips around his cock and offered him a slow, sensual blowjob while Eric feasted his eyes on the show happening on his laptop screen.

    Pete reached into Melanie’s soaking wet panties and ran his fingers through the slippery goo before pushing them inside her. Her moans soon joined the sound of his lusty manipulation of her soaking wet cunt.

    “Taste yourself,” Pete said as he lifted his fingers to Melanie’s lips.

    She sucked them clean and Eric moaned as she kissed, licked, and sucked the head of his cock. She wasn’t giving the kind of blowjob designed to make him cum as quickly as possible. It seemed that she was trying to draw it out for him, to let him watch as much of the video as he could before he came in her mouth.

    “I know you like sucking my dick,” Pete said to Melanie’s vigorous nods. “What about when I fuck you? Does it make you wet to think about having my cock in that perfect pussy of yours?”

    “Yes it does,” Melanie said.

    “Yeah? Have you been thinking about it since I fucked you last time?” Pete asked.

    Melanie nodded.

    “Do you think about my cock when your boyfriend is fucking you?” Pete asked.

    Melanie nodded again. “I do. I can’t help it.”

    “Why is that?” Pete asked. “Why can’t you help it?”

    Melanie reached out and stroked Pete’s cock as he tilted the camera to follow her hand. She couldn’t even wrap her fingers all the way around his thick shaft.

    “Because your dick makes me feel so much better than his,” Melanie said. “Because I actually feel full when you’re inside me. If I get wet enough I can’t even feel him when he fucks me.”

    Melanie looked up from sucking Eric’s cock and smiled. “It’s true,” she said as she stroked him. “Your cock is lovely, but if I get really wet I can barely feel it when you’re inside me.” She swallowed him again and Eric moaned. He wasn’t going to last much longer.

    “I wanna fuck you,” Pete said. “I wanna feel that perfect pussy around my cock. Get on your hands and knees for me.”

    Eric was amazed at how quickly Melanie spun around for her ex-boyfriend. Her lingerie looked exceptionally good as he moved the camera over her body to show the audience everything. He rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips and Melanie moaned as she pushed back a little.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Please, fuck me.”

    Pete gently pushed his cock inside her and Melanie pushed back until he’d filled her up. Every inch of his long, thick cock disappeared into her pussy.

    “Fuck,” Eric said as he watched another man slowly pump his girlfriend’s cunt.

    “It felt amazing,” Melanie said from between his legs. “He was so deep inside me. He reached places inside me that haven’t been touched since he and I broke up.”

    Eric couldn’t tear his gaze away from the show happening on screen.

    “Harder,” Melanie said. “Fuck me harder. Pound me.”

    Pete chuckled and gave Melanie what she needed. He rested a hand on her lower back and put more force into his thrusts, filling her pussy and generating the beautiful slapping sound that happens when flesh meets flesh.

    “I’m gonna cum!” Melanie screamed.

    “Cum for me, babe. Cum on my big cock. Forget all about your boyfriend and cum on my cock,” Pete encouraged her.

    Melanie unleashed a series of low, lusty moans as Pete fucked her vigorously, all of it culminating in a massive orgasm for her. Pete held his cock in her pussy and filmed the way her ass and legs to trembled and shook.

    He pulled out, sat back in his bed, and filmed Melanie as she spun around and crawled between his legs.

    She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock, pursed her lips, and rubbed the head over them. She showered Pete’s cock in kisses and licked her way from the tip to the base and back again.

    “You’re so much better than he is,” she said. “He’s never made me cum in doggystyle. His dick just doesn’t get deep enough inside me. It just doesn’t fill me up.” She sucked on the head and gave it a long, sensual kiss. “I fucking love your cock so much.”

    Pete laughed and Eric felt his balls tighten as Melanie sucked him harder and faster.

    “You’re gonna come back for more, aren’t you?” Pete asked. “After today, I mean. You’re gonna come back and let me film you being a sexy little slut for me, aren’t you?”

    “I’ll come back whenever you want me,” Melanie said. “I’m yours.”

    Eric groaned and unleashed his load in Melanie’s mouth. She wrapped her lips tightly around the head and teased the tip of his cock with her tongue. She caught every drop of his cum, showed it off briefly, and then swallowed.

    “Yummy,” Melanie said as she paused the video and joined Eric on the couch and wrapped her arms around him.

    Eric sat back and relaxed into his girlfriend’s embrace as he felt the pleasure of the orgasm still coursing through him.

    “I’m yours too,” Melanie said.

    That was good enough for Eric.

    “I love you, Melanie,” he said.

    “I love you too,” she replied.

    Eric found joy in the knowledge that Melanie would go back to Pete before long. He loved that he’d get to watch another video soon.
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    “You’re going to love the video Pete just put up,” Melanie texted.

    Six days had passed since the last video Melanie had made with her ex-boyfriend and Eric felt like a drug addict missing out in his fix.

    He rushed to his office and pointed his browser to Pete’s Pornhub page. He clicked the video titled, “Cheating girlfriend gives blowjob in the car.”

    It began with Melanie getting in Pete’s car, though Eric didn’t recognize where he was picking her up.

    “Hey babe,” Pete said. “Miss me?”

    Melanie smiled and replied, “You know I did.”

    She leaned over and they shared a kiss as Pete caught a shot of her cleavage in the low cut, skintight, long sleeve shirt Melanie wore.

    Eric felt a genuine sense of jealousy as he listened to them kiss. It still managed to make him hard, though. He just couldn’t help his excitement. The title made it perfectly clear. He was about to watch a video of his girlfriend giving head in a car.

    It wasn’t lost on Eric that he’d never gotten a blowjob in the car from Melanie. He wondered if that was the inspiration for the video. Was Melanie trying to thrill him via her dalliances with her ex-boyfriend?

    “I missed this too,” Melanie said as Pete turned the camera to his crotch and filmed her massaging his bulge.

    “Yeah? Why don’t you take it out then?” he suggested.

    Melanie unzipped Pete’s pants and pulled out his cock as he put the car in reverse, grabbed the wheel, and backed out of the driveway. He managed to keep the camera pointed at his crotch, which offered a beautiful view of Melanie’s slender, skilled fingers moving up and down his shaft.

    “You wanna suck my dick, babe?” Pete asked.

    “You know I do,” she said. “I always wanna suck your dick.”

    Pete laughed and said, “Your boyfriend is still not getting it done, huh?”

    Melanie leaned down, kissed the head of her ex-boyfriend’s now erect cock, and looked at the camera before she said, “My boyfriend has never gotten it done, not like you, so no, he’s definitely still not getting it done.”

    Melanie parted her lips and wrapped them around the plump head of her ex-boyfriend’s big cock as Eric masturbated. As always, he got to look down and see exactly how much smaller he was than Melanie’s ex-boyfriend. He got to feel the still-confusing sense of lust at knowing that she was obsessed with another man’s cock almost entirely because he was bigger than Eric was.

    “I can’t believe you made me wait five days to suck your cock again,” Melanie said. “Don’t do that again. I can’t go that long without this beautiful dick in my life.”

    Pete laughed and said, “Sorry, babe. I had to travel. I’ll try my best not to be gone that long again, or maybe I’ll arrange to take you along next time. Would you like that? You wanna go on a trip with your ex-boyfriend and enjoy my cock day and night for a weekend?”

    Melanie moaned and wrapped her lips around Pete’s cock as Eric wondered if that was a possibility. Would his girlfriend really go on a trip with her ex-boyfriend? Was it just something Pete was talking about for the video? Was he just trying to make it a little hotter for the tens of thousands of people that now showed up for every video he posted?

    Pete moved the camera until it seemed to be resting on the door handle. It was pointed right at Melanie and she could look into it as she bobbed up and down on his dick in the front seat. They pulled up alongside an SUV and the guy driving it rolled down his window and seemed to cheer Pete on as he watched Melanie give head.

    “That feels so good, babe. I missed your mouth and that perfect fucking pussy of yours while I was gone. I hope I don’t have to travel anytime soon because I’m hooked on the way you make me cum,” Pete said.

    Melanie lifted her mouth off his cock and stroked it. Eric watched her fingers move up and down the thick shaft and imagined the last time she’d jerked him off. She’d told him how much she was missing Pete’s cock and how she couldn’t wait until he was back from his trip. Now Eric knew exactly what Melanie had done when she went to see him.

    “Yeah? Do you want to fuck me?” Melanie asked.

    “Damn right I do,” Pete said.

    “Then you should find a spot to park,” she replied before taking him in her mouth again.

    Melanie sucked harder and faster and to Eric it seemed like she was trying to drive Pete crazy with lust so he’d find a parking space as soon as possible.

    It took a few minutes, but eventually they pulled into a spot and he put the car in park. He picked up the camera and showed the audience they were in the back, mostly empty end of a massive Target parking lot.

    “Let’s go to the back seat,” Pete said.

    The video cut to a shot of Pete sitting in the middle of the back seat with his pants off and his rock hard cock in Melanie’s mouth. She was on her knees on the seat next to him and he was holding her hair while her mouth bobbed up and down on his dick.

    “Suck that dick, babe,” Pete said. “Show me how badly you want it inside you. Get it nice and wet with your mouth.”

    Melanie deepthroated him and held it for a few seconds before pulling back and gasping for air as she worked her panties off, pulled up her skirt, and straddled her ex-boyfriend.

    Melanie reached between their legs and grabbed Pete’s cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy lips and it slipped inside her with ease.

    Immediately she began to bounce on Pete’s cock and immediately the sounds of slippery sex filled the car. Melanie’s pussy was soaked, which filled Eric with delight. It felt like the ultimate confirmation that his girlfriend was immensely aroused at the notion of fucking her ex-boyfriend and making videos of it to share with the world. Eric loved every second of it.

    “Fuck!” Melanie screamed as she rode him.

    Pete reached down and grabbed her ass cheeks. He spread them, showing the camera Melanie’s winking asshole as she bounced hard on his dick.

    “You love my dick, don’t you?” he asked in a lust-filled voice.

    “Yes. Yes! I fucking love your dick!” Melanie answered.

    Eric knew his girlfriend was going to cum. He knew her ex-boyfriend’s cock was going to give her a massive orgasm. He knew he had to stop masturbating or he was going to cum.

    After Melanie’s screaming orgasm she and Pete kissed while she slowly, sensually ground her pussy onto his cock.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “You’re fucking incredible. You make me cum so much harder than my boyfriend does. I swear, even a terrible orgasm from your cock would be better than anything he’s ever given me.”

    Eric resisted the urge to wrap his fingers around his cock once more. He was immensely aroused but he wanted to see what else was coming.

    “Do you want to make me cum?” Pete asked.

    Melanie kissed him deeply and bounced on his cock. “You know I do,” she said. “I love making you cum.”

    “More than you love making your boyfriend cum?” Pete asked.

    “Much, much more,” Melanie answered.

    “Good, because I have an idea.”

    The video cut to Pete back in the driver’s seat and Melanie leaning over to take him into her mouth.

    Pete drove as she sucked his cock and groaned. “Damn, babe, your mouth is fucking incredible.”

    Melanie moaned around his dick but seemed unwilling to release him from her grasp. Eric couldn’t help but masturbate. He knew the video was coming to a close and he wanted to be ready to unleash his load at the right time.

    Pete kept the camera focused on Melanie’s cocksucking mouth as he came to a stop and put it in park. He must have found another space.

    Melanie sucked him lustily, he groaned, and then his hand moved to the back of her head. He began to apply a little pressure, fucking his dick deeper into her mouth as his orgasm clearly approached.

    Eric stroked as he watched another man fuck his girlfriend’s mouth. What thrilled him most was that Melanie didn’t fight it at all. If anything she seemed to enjoy it.

    Pete groaned, pulled Melanie’s head back so just the tip of his cock was in her mouth, and unleashed his orgasm. Eric saw the base of the shaft pulsing and Pete’s testicles bouncing with every shot of cum released into his girlfriend’s mouth.

    Melanie soon pulled off, showed the thick pool of cum to the camera, and swallowed.

    “That was incredible,” Pete said. “You make me cum harder than any girl ever has.”

    “I guess we have at least one thing in common,” Melanie said.

    “Shall we do this again soon?” Pete asked.

    “You know I can’t go more than a few days without your cock, so yes, I want to see you again soon,” she said.

    Melanie leaned over, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and hopped out of the car. Pete filmed her as she walked towards her destination and it took a few seconds for Eric to realize that she was walking towards his door.

    Pete kept the camera on Melanie as she walked up to Eric’s front door and rang the bell. He filmed as the door opened.

    Melanie’s head blocked Eric’s face, but he knew he was the one that she was kissing in the Pornhub video. He was the one she was sharing the taste of her boyfriend’s cum with.

    Eric hadn’t known he was kissing his girlfriend right after she’s sucked her ex-boyfriend’s cock that day. He’d thought she was simply horny, like she’d been since she started making videos with Pete.

    “He has no idea he’s tasting my cock and cum on his girlfriend’s tongue,” Pete said. “Knowing that I’m cucking that small-dicked loser makes this all so much hotter.”

    Eric came hard as he watched Melanie kiss him while Pete narrated. It was all so overwhelmingly arousing, especially since some percentage of the 35k people that had watched the video had seen him kissing his girlfriend mere moments after she swallowed someone else’s cum.

    In the video, Eric welcomed Melanie to his house and shut the door. Pete said, “I’ll see you again soon, babe,” and ended the recording.

    Eric cleaned up the mess he’d made and picked up his phone. He texted Melanie, “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

    “I’m so glad!” she texted back. “I was a little worried you’d be mad.”

    “Not mad at all,” Eric replied. “Had a huge orgasm. So good.”

    “I’m coming over tonight,” Melanie texted. “I’ll text you before I get there. Make sure you look out your window when I do.”

    Eric smiled. Something naughty was afoot. “Will do,” he replied.

    
      

    

    “Look out your window in five minutes,” Melanie texted a little after six o’clock.

    Eric went to the window immediately. He wasn’t going to miss a second of whatever Melanie had planned.

    Five minutes later, a car pulled up and parked at the curb. Eric had a perfect view into the car through the driver’s side window.

    He saw a man with his hand resting on the back of a girl’s head. There was no question he saw a man getting a blowjob. He was almost certain he saw Melanie giving Pete a blowjob.

    That became clear a minute later when Melanie’s head popped up. She looked out the window for a moment, smiled, and then returned to giving her ex-boyfriend a blowjob.

    Eric was rock hard as he watched. He wasn’t going to masturbate because he was almost certain Melanie was coming inside when she was finished, but he wanted to. He wanted to pull his cock out, stroke, and have an orgasm as he witnessed his girlfriend giving a blowjob to another man. There was something about seeing it in person that felt even hotter, too.

    Soon enough Melanie’s head popped up. She smiled at Pete and opened the passenger side door. She walked up the driveway and to Eric’s front door. He opened it with a full, throbbing erection and Melanie pulled his lips to hers.

    They shared a long, slow, deep kiss, and this time Eric knew exactly what he was tasting. It wasn’t overwhelming or horrible, but he was certain he detected just a little hint of the saltiness that must have been Pete’s cum.

    “Can I come inside?” Melanie said as she reached down and played with Eric’s cock through his pants.

    Eric smiled and stepped aside to welcome Melanie to his home. He shut the door behind him and she headed straight for the bedroom.

    Eric followed and stripped along the way just like his girlfriend did. She jumped into his bed, spread her legs, and said, “Fuck me.”

    Eric moved into the bed and on top of Melanie. They kissed and he asked, “Are you sure? Wouldn’t you prefer Pete’s cock?”

    Melanie smiled as she took Eric’s dick inside her. Once every inch of him was in her pussy, Melanie wrapped her legs around him and said, “Of course I prefer his cock, but he can’t fuck me right now, can he?”

    One simple sentence was enough to trigger an intense kind of arousal for Eric as he groaned and began to fuck his girlfriend.

    “You’re not going to last, are you?” she asked.

    He shook his head.

    “That’s okay. I have Pete’s cock for my pleasure now,” she said.

    Eric came inside her. He didn’t make it more than a few thrusts. He was too aroused. Watching her give head to Pete combined with her skillful dirty talk made it impossible not to cum.

    “Fuck, I’m sorry,” Eric said, though pleasure still coursed through his body.

    Melanie smiled, reached up to caress his face, and said, “No apologies, baby. I love you. I actually like that you came so quickly. Pete already fucked me today. To two orgasms, in fact. I got what I needed and I wanted to give you what you needed.”

    “I love you,” Eric said, as much as it seemed insane to say the moment after finding out he’d just fucked the pussy that someone else had been inside of.

    “I love you too,” Melanie said as they kissed. “You’re fucking me again before we go to bed, though. Okay?”

    “Yes, absolutely,” Eric said. He was hoping he might get to fuck her more than once, in fact.
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    Pete was on his back in bed and the camera was focused tightly on Melanie’s face as she smiled at him.

    “Where are we?” he asked.

    Melanie smiled and leaned forward to kiss the bulge in Pete’s boxer briefs.

    “We’re in my boyfriend’s bedroom,” Melanie answered before kissing her ex-boyfriend’s bulge again.

    Eric sat up at his desk chair and leaned closer. The camera was so close to Melanie’s face that he couldn’t really see anything else in the room. Were they really in his bedroom?

    “How did we get in here?” Pete asked.

    Melanie reached up and slowly pulled down his underwear, dramatically freeing every inch of his big cock while kissing her way down the shaft.

    “I stole his spare key,” she said, “and let us in while he’s at work.”

    She kissed the head of Pete’s cock as he chuckled.

    “And why are we in here?” he asked.

    “Because I thought it would be hot to fuck my ex-boyfriend in my boyfriend’s bed while he was at work,” she answered.

    Pete laughed loudly and the camera shook a little. “Don’t hate me for saying this, but you might be a truly terrible girlfriend.”

    Melanie smiled at the camera before wrapping her lips around the head of Pete’s now-hard cock and sucking on it. Her ex-boyfriend moaned and she closed her eyes to try and swallow as much of the big dick as possible.

    “So your boyfriend has no idea we’re here,” Pete said.

    Melanie stroked his cock and slapped the head against her tongue before saying, “None whatsoever, and he’s never going to know. You’re going to fuck his girlfriend in his bed and he’s going to come home and sleep in it tonight without knowing what we did while he was gone.”

    “Which side of the bed does he sleep on?” Pete asked as he panned the camera to the right side of the bed.

    Eric recognized his bed. He recognized his nightstand. He recognized the lamp sitting on it. He recognized the digital clock he kept by the bed. Melanie was definitely in his bedroom and she was right, he’d had no idea she’d been in there. He had no idea when they’d filmed the video or what they’d actually done.

    “He sleeps right where you are,” Melanie said before leaning closer to kiss Pete’s balls.

    “Mmm, that’s so fucking good,” Pete said as he moved the camera to show Melanie’s lips on his nut sack.

    “I love the way you taste,” she said in a soft, sensual voice before sucking one of Pete’s testicles into her mouth and moving her tongue over it.

    Eric pulled his pants down and sat in his desk chair. His cock was hard and as he spit in his hand and wrapped his fingers around his erection it was like an explosion of beautiful pleasure. He’d loved each of his girlfriend’s Pornhub videos with her ex-boyfriend, but this was unquestionably the hottest one he’d seen yet.

    “You love that we’re in here, don’t you?” Pete asked as Melanie ran her tongue from the base of his cock to the tip.

    “You know I do,” she said.

    “Show me,” Pete said.

    Melanie sat up on her knees, lifted the short skirt she’d worn, and pulled her panties down. There was a small puddle of liquid from her pussy in her underwear and it had that sticky quality that comes from the purest kind of arousal.

    “I’m soaked,” she said.

    Melanie looked into the camera, slid two fingers into her pussy, and moaned. The sound of her wetness was music to Eric’s ears as he masturbated.

    “I can’t wait to have you inside me,” Melanie said. “I can’t wait for you to fuck my tight little pussy in my boyfriend’s bed.”

    “We’ll get there,” Pete said. “But first I wanna feel that mouth of yours on my cock.”

    “Of course,” Melanie said as she dropped her head into Pete’s lap, wrapped her fingers around the base of his thick dick, and took him into her hot mouth.

    He moaned and pushed the camera in tight to show her lips moving up and down his dick. Melanie maintained eye contact for most of the blowjob and Eric felt like he was looking right at him, like she was taunting him with the hugely arousing fact that she’d taken her ex-boyfriend into his bedroom without asking permission.

    Eric hit the space bar to pause the video and picked up his phone. He sent Melanie a quick text: “This video is incredible. I can’t believe you fucked him in my bed.”

    Melanie texted back immediately: “It was so fucking hot. Some of the best sex I’ve ever had.”

    Eric smiled. Even via text she was taunting him a little. He started the video again and watched Melanie move back to Pete’s balls to suck on them while she worked her fingers over the head of his thick, throbbing cock.

    “Do you suck your boyfriend’s balls?” Pete asked.

    “No I don’t,” Melanie replied, which was largely true. It was exceedingly rare for Eric to feel her mouth on his balls.

    “Why is that?” Pete asked.

    “Because he doesn’t deserve to have his balls sucked,” she said. “His dick isn’t big enough. He doesn’t fuck me well enough. He doesn’t make me cum as hard as you do. A man like you deserves to have his balls worshiped by a beautiful girl. A man like him doesn’t.”

    Eric released his cock for fear of cumming before the video was over. He loved it when Melanie teased and taunted him via her Pornhub videos with Pete. He knew it was crazy and kind of fucked up, but he didn’t care. It turned him on and that was all that mattered.

    “But I deserve to have my balls sucked?” Pete asked.

    “You deserve whatever you want,” Melanie answered as she took Pete’s testicles into her mouth once more.

    Pete was quiet for a few minutes as Melanie worshiped his cock. She licked, sucked, and stroked him with the goal of turning him on. It had the same effect on Eric. He’d watched her give Pete several blowjobs, but it was still fabulously arousing to see it unfold, especially when she was doing it in his bedroom.

    “Sit on my cock,” Pete said. “Give your pussy what it craves.”

    Melanie stripped quickly and straddled Pete’s cock. She reached down, rubbed his throbbing head over her pussy lips, and sat down on it. She was wet enough that every inch of his long, thick cock slid into her with ease.

    “Ride it, babe. Ride my dick as hard as you want,” Pete said.

    Melanie took his suggestion and ran with it. She put her hands on Pete’s chest and bounced on his cock as he aimed the camera at her pussy and filmed his cock sliding in and out of her perfect wet cunt.

    “Does that feel good?” he asked.

    “It’s perfect,” she said between moans.

    “Is it better than his cock?” Pete asked.

    “Fuck yes,” she said.

    “Whose cock do you prefer?” he asked.

    Pete tilted the camera up at Melanie’s face as she smiled and said, “You know the answer to that. It’s yours. It’s always been your cock. I fucking love your cock.”

    Pete reached up with his free hand to play with her tits and Melanie closed her eyes and moaned. She rode her ex-boyfriend harder and faster and Eric stroked his cock slowly so he could stay in that place of intense pleasure without cumming.

    “Cum on my cock,” Pete said. “Give yourself the kind of orgasm your boyfriend can’t provide. Do it. Use my cock to cum.”

    Melanie tilted her head towards the ceiling and screamed as she ground her pussy on Pete’s big cock. Eric watched her have an orgasm in his bed with someone else’s dick buried deep inside her.

    “Fuck!” she screamed at the tail end of her climax. “I fucking love your cock.”

    Melanie remained still on his dick for a few moments before looking down at the camera and smiling.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” she said. “Now how would you like to cum?”

    “You don’t really have doggystyle sex with your boyfriend, right?” Pete asked.

    “Not really, no. He’s not quite big enough to stay inside me,” Melanie answered.

    “Good, then I want you from behind.”

    Melanie climbed off Pete’s cock and they re-arranged themselves to have doggystyle sex. She was on her hands and knees right where Eric normally slept and Pete moved behind her and pointed the camera at Melanie’s pussy as he slid his cock inside.

    He fucked her hard and fast in pursuit of his orgasm and Melanie met each of his thrusts with a beautiful moan as the other man’s longer, thicker cock filled her pussy.

    “Fuck, your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” she said.

    Pete spanked her ass and the sound of his hand meeting the soft flesh of her bottom rang out. Melanie cried out and looked back at the camera with a smile.

    “You like that?” Pete asked.

    “You know I do,” Melanie said.

    “Does your boyfriend spank your ass?” Pete asked.

    “No, but it wouldn’t feel good if he did,” she replied.

    Pete smacked her ass again and asked, “Why is that?”

    “I don’t know,” she said. “It just feels better when you do it. I like it when you do it. It feels like you’re dominating me. Like you’re making me your fuck toy. I like that with you. I don’t like that with him.”

    Eric’s balls tightened and his cock felt like it was alive with pleasure as he stroked himself. He watched Pete lean forward and entwine his fingers in Melanie’s hair before pulling hard on it.

    “Yeah,” she said. “Take me. Fuck me. Use my pussy.”

    She seemed to be getting into it in a way Eric found surprising and hugely arousing. Pete fucked her harder and faster.

    “Where do you want my cum?” Pete asked.

    “Inside me,” Melanie said. “Cum inside me in my boyfriend’s bed. Cum in my tight little pussy in his bed!”

    Pete fucked her hard for a few more seconds and then buried his dick in Melanie’s pussy and unleashed his load. His groans of pleasure were all Eric heard for a few moments as Pete filmed the sight of his dick balls deep inside Melanie.

    He tilted the camera up and Melanie had turned around to look at Pete with a big smile on her face. 

    “Did that feel good?” she asked. “Did you like cumming in my pussy in my boyfriend’s bed?”

    “I fucking loved it,” Pete said as he pulled out.

    Some of his cum quickly followed and dripped onto Eric’s bed. Melanie looked at the wet spot she’d created and laughed.

    “I guess he’ll be sleeping in your cum tonight,” she said before hopping out of bed, grabbing her panties, and pulling them on.

    “I guess so,” Pete replied. “Let’s do this again sometime.”

    “Absolutely,” Melanie replied.

    The video faded out as Melanie pulled on her panties and smiled at the camera. Eric sat there with his hard dick in his hand and a joyful smile on his face. He got up and went to the bedroom. He pulled back the covers. He ran his fingers over the sheets. He felt the wet spot.

    He ran back to the office and grabbed his phone. “Did you film that video today?” he texted.

    “We did,” Melanie replied.

    “Can you come over?” Eric texted back.

    “I’ll be there soon,” she said.

    Ten minutes later Melanie let herself in and found Eric in his office. She was wearing the same outfit she’d worn in the video.

    “Come with me,” she said.

    Eric followed Melanie into his bed and watched as she stripped out of everything but her panties. She got on her back in his bed and looked over at him.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

    Eric nodded.

    “Then come take my panties off and put your cock inside me,” she replied.

    Eric climbed into his bed and glanced at the wet spot before reaching up and pulling Melanie’s panties off. He saw the remnants of Pete’s cum in them. Her pussy was still wet and a little puffy looking. It seemed that she hadn’t taken her panties off since Pete had cum inside her.

    “My pussy is still a little messy,” Melanie said.

    Eric smiled and crawled on top of Melanie. She pulled his lips to hers and they shared a long, beautiful kiss as Melanie reached between his legs and rubbed his throbbing cock over her pussy lips.

    “Do you want to fuck my messy pussy?” Melanie asked.

    “Yes, please,” Eric said.

    She took him inside her wet, messy pussy, wrapped her legs around him, and said, “Fuck me, Eric.”

    Eric groaned as he sank into his girlfriend’s freshly-fucked and cum-filled pussy. He was already thoroughly aroused by the video and he knew he wasn’t going to last long. He didn’t need to, though. Melanie had already enjoyed a great orgasm that day. She’s already had a cock inside her.

    “Does it feel good?” she asked. “Does my pussy feel good after Pete came inside me?”

    Eric answered by cumming. He pushed his cock inside her and unleashed his seed along with a series of grunts and groans.

    Melanie grabbed his ass and gave it a good squeeze as she said, “I guess it does feel good.”

    She kept her grip on his ass and they kissed as Eric came down from the joy of his climax. Melanie’s tongue was active in his mouth as she squeezed his butt and moaned.

    “Do you want to cum?” he asked.

    “I do,” she answered.

    Eric pulled out, rolled off of his girlfriend, and reached between her legs. He slipped two fingers inside her to gather a bit of cum for lube and then played with her clit while sucking and licking her nipples.

    “Fuck, Eric, that feels so good,” she said.

    It took a few minutes, but eventually Melanie enjoyed a beautiful climax too.

    “Why don’t you keep the spare key,” he said after her orgasm.

    “I was planning on it,” she replied.

    Melanie rolled onto her side and snuggled up next to him. Eric pulled her closer and kissed the top of her head as she gently ran his fingers over his chest.

    “We should do that again sometime,” he said.

    “Absolutely,” she replied.
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    Melanie snuggled up next to Eric and ran her fingers over his bare chest. He stretched his arms over his head, wiped the sleep out of his eyes, and kissed the top of her head.

    “Did you sleep well?” she asked.

    “I certainly did,” he replied.

    The previous night Melanie had coaxed three orgasms out of Eric as they worked their way through all of the videos she’d made with Pete. He’d managed to make her cum five times with various combinations of his tongue and fingers. It was the most wondrously exhausting night of his life, so sleeping well afterwards was a foregone conclusion.

    “How about you?” Eric asked.

    Melanie kissed his chest and said, “I slept exceptionally well. I had a few naughty dreams, too.”

    Eric laughed and said, “Really? Even after all those orgasms?”

    Melanie looked up at him and smiled before leaning close to give her boyfriend a soft kiss on the lips. “I guess I’m a bit of a slut,” she said. “I just can’t seem to cum often enough.”

    She kissed him again, this time with a bit of tongue as she caressed his face.

    “I like that about you,” Eric said. “Hell, I love that about you.”

    Melanie’s hand moved down Eric’s chest and into his underwear as she smiled and said, “I know you do. You especially like that I’m a slut for Pete. You love that I can’t help but want his cock inside me as often as possible, don’t you?”

    Eric was hard. That’s all it took. Just a little bit of dirty talk and a few kisses and he was rock hard in his girlfriend’s fingers.

    “You know I do,” he said.

    “Good, because Pete texted me a few minutes ago. There’s another video up,” Melanie said as she stroked him.

    “Really?” Eric asked. “Can we watch it?”

    “Of course we can,” she replied. “Go get your laptop. Bring it to bed.”

    Melanie pulled her hand from his underwear and Eric leapt out of the bed and rushed into his home office. He yanked the power cord out of the laptop, picked it up, and scurried back to the bed with his boner bouncing between his legs.

    “Here,” Melanie said as she grabbed a spare pillow and laid it on the bed. “Put it there so I can snuggle up with you as we watch.”

    Eric rested the computer on the firm pillow, yanked off his underwear, and climbed into bed with his girlfriend. She cuddled up next to him as he reached out and pulled up Pete’s Pornhub page.

    The latest video featured a thumbnail of Melanie’s lips around her ex-boyfriend’s cock and was titled “Movie Theater Blowjob from a Cheating GF.”

    “In a theater?” Eric asked.

    Melanie giggled and wrapped her fingers around his cock as she said, “Absolutely. That’s not even the best part, though.”

    Eric hit play and the video began with Pete walking into a dark theater behind Melanie. There was a brief flash of the trailer for ‘Tenet’ before they turned and headed up the stairs of the mostly empty theater as Pete pointed the camera towards Melanie’s ass in the short pleated skirt she’d worn.

    He reached out to flip up the back of it and revealed her lack of panties. Amazingly, Melanie didn’t bother to reach back and try to stop him from showing off her ass.

    “You like wearing short skirts for him, don’t you?” Eric asked.

    “I like giving him easy access,” Melanie said. “I like that wearing little skirts like that one makes me feel a little bit sluttier. I like feeling that way with Pete.”

    Eric felt his dick swell up in Melanie’s hand. She must have sensed it too, because she released him and played with his balls.

    “Someone’s already so turned on,” she whispered as the on screen version of her took a seat in the middle of the back row of the theater.

    Pete caught another glimpse of the end of the ‘Tenet’ trailer before pointing the camera at someone sitting a dozen rows in front of them.

    “Wait…” Eric said.

    Melanie squeezed his balls and kissed his chest. He turned to see a huge smile on his girlfriend’s face.

    “Who is that sitting in front of us?” Pete asked in a hushed tone.

    Eric stared at the laptop screen as he heard Melanie whisper, “That’s my boyfriend.”

    “Are you sure?” Pete asked in a voice that made it obvious they’d planned on being in the same theater Eric was in.

    “Yes,” Melanie replied. “He asked me to see this movie with him. He’d already bought two tickets. I said I’d already made a lunch date with a friend.”

    Pete chuckled before saying, “So you’re going to suck me off while your boyfriend sits a dozen rows in front of us completely unaware that his girlfriend is a cheating slut.”

    Pete pointed the camera at Melanie and she smiled and said, “That’s right.”

    “I had no idea you were there,” Eric said. “I can’t believe I didn’t notice you come in.”

    “You never look away from the screen. I could have walked in with Pete fucking me from behind and you wouldn’t have looked over,” Melanie said as her fingers returned to his cock.

    On screen, Pete reached over and lifted Melanie’s little skirt, revealing her pussy. His fingers moved between her legs and disappeared inside her with ease.

    “You’re wet,” he whispered.

    “I’m with you,” she said. “And like you said, I’m about to suck your cock while my boyfriend sits just a few rows away. Of course I’m wet.”

    Pete pushed two fingers deep into her pussy and Melanie stifled a moan. He pulled them out and pressed his fingers against her lips. She took them into her mouth without hesitation and sucked ravenously.

    Pete moved the camera so he was filming them both and leaned closer to kiss Melanie. She closed her eyes and their tongues entwined as they indulged in the movie theater tradition of making out. The only difference was that they were guaranteed to go so much further.

    “Do you like watching me kiss him?” Melanie asked Eric as she played with his balls.

    “I do,” he said as he watched Melanie eagerly suck on Pete’s tongue. “I really do.”

    Melanie pulled Eric’s lips to hers and they shared a deep, sensual kiss. She sucked on his tongue just like she’d sucked on her ex-boyfriend’s tongue.

    “You’re incredible,” Eric said. “I know that might sound insane to say as we’re watching a porn you filmed with your ex-boyfriend, but goddamn you’re incredible.”

    Melanie gently directed Eric’s view to the video and he watched her unzip Pete’s pants and pull out his cock as the movie began to play. Pete kept the camera focused between his legs and thanks to the high-backed seats it was actually fairly difficult for anyone in front of them to see what Melanie was doing. The nearly empty movie theater helped too.

    “Damn,” Pete said softly as Melanie wrapped her lips around his cock and took him into her mouth. “I will never get tired of that beautiful mouth of yours.”

    She lifted her mouth off his cock and smiled at the camera. “I’ll never get tired of sucking this beautiful cock,” she said before kissing and licking the tip and taking him into her mouth once more.

    Eric watched with his girlfriend cuddled up next to him and marveled at the immense changes his sex life had undergone since Pete had first posted that old video.

    “It really looks like you love sucking his cock,” Eric said.

    Melanie looked up at him as she wrapped her fingers around Eric’s throbbing dick and smiled.

    “I do love sucking his cock. I’d forgotten just how much I loved blowing him until I saw that video he posted. The moment I saw his beautiful cock in my mouth it all came back to me. I remembered exactly how good it felt to have him in my mouth, how good it felt to turn him on, to make him desperate for me, and of course how good it felt to fuck him,” Melanie said.

    Eric looked down at her and they shared another long, lusty kiss as the sounds of a quiet movie theater blowjob emanated from his laptop.

    “I fucking love that you’re sucking my cock with your boyfriend in the theater,” Pete said as he reached out and gently pushed Melanie deeper onto his cock. “I love that you’re being such a naughty little slut and swallowing every inch of me as I look at your small-dicked boyfriend, who doesn’t have a clue that his girlfriend is happily sucking someone else’s cock.”

    Eric groaned. It was true. He’d had no idea that Pete and Melanie were in the theater. He’d simply been eating his popcorn and enjoying a movie while she was in the back row swallowing someone else’s cock. He wouldn’t have been upset, though. He would have been thrilled if he’d seen them walk in. He wouldn’t have been able to concentrate on the movie, but he wouldn’t have cared.

    “It turned me on that you didn’t know,” Melanie said as she played with Eric’s cock. “It really, really turned me on. I was soaked as I sucked his dick. Completely soaked.”

    Pete pushed the camera in close and Eric watched Melanie’s mouth move up and down her ex-boyfriend’s cock. Her lips were sealed tight around the shaft, probably to keep the noise to a minimum as she worked towards giving him an orgasm.

    Melanie let it fall from her lips after a few solid minutes of sucking and gently played with the thick, throbbing head of Pete’s cock as she looked into the camera.

    “Are you going to cum in my mouth?” she asked. “Are you going to give me a yummy movie treat?”

    Pete chuckled and said, “You know I am. I wouldn’t deny my little cocksucker her reward.”

    Melanie kissed Eric’s neck as the on screen version of her resumed sucking her ex-boyfriend’s big cock.

    “I love swallowing his cum,” she whispered between kisses. “I love how thick and creamy it is. I love that it means that I did a good job sucking his cock, that I was a good little cocksucker for my ex-boyfriend.”

    Eric groaned as Melanie stroked his cock. She kept her fingers away from the head, though, denying him the orgasm he absolutely would have had with just a little bit of vigorous stroking.

    “You love that, don’t you?” Melanie whispered as the blowjob continued to play out on Eric’s laptop screen. “You love that Pete cums in my mouth. You love that I swallow his loads like a greedy little cum slut, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered as Melanie showed off her skill for dirty talk. “I love it. I fucking love it.”

    “You know, I would have fucked him in the theater if he’d asked. I was so turned on I wouldn’t have been able to say no. I would have sat in his lap and let him cum inside me. I would have done it without hesitation,” Melanie said as she teased the head of Eric’s cock with her fingers.

    “God, that would have been hot,” Eric said. “Though you definitely would have gotten caught.”

    Pete groaned in the video and Melanie’s mouth moved up and down his shaft faster. He was getting close to his orgasm and she was clearly determined to get that thick, creamy reward.

    “He’s going to cum in my mouth,” she said. “Watch, Eric. Watch him cum in your girlfriend’s mouth.”

    Pete kept his groans quiet, but it was obvious as he unloaded in Melanie’s mouth. She kept her lips sealed tight around the head of his cock and gently played with his balls as her ex-boyfriend emptied his load onto her tongue, giving her the reward she craved for being a good cocksucker.

    When Pete was finished, Melanie turned to the camera and opened her mouth, showing the puddle of creamy, thick white cum on her tongue. Then she swallowed and smiled gleefully at her ex-boyfriend.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” he said softly.

    “Thank you for cumming in my mouth,” she replied.

    Eric knew it was probably for the video, but there was something about her expression of gratitude that he found immensely arousing.

    “I’ll bet you wish I’d come to your seat and kissed you right after I’d sucked him off,” Melanie said as she slowly stroked the full length of Eric’s cock. “I’ll bet you wish I’d shared the aftertaste with you, don’t you?”

    Eric groaned at the notion. Of course he would have liked that, just like he’d enjoyed it when Melanie had kissed him after giving Pete a blowjob in his car.

    “Say it,” Melanie said. “We both know you’re a nasty little freak just like I am. We both know you get off on these videos just as much as I get off on making them, maybe even more. So tell me you would have loved me to share the taste of Pete’s cock and cum with you after I sucked him off in the movie theater.”

    In the video Melanie sat back and Pete reached over and slipped his hand under her skirt. The sounds of his fingers working her slippery pussy filled the air as she closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and slid her ass towards the edge of the seat. Pete moved the camera close up and showed his three fingers moving in and out of her pussy while his thumb worked her clit.

    Eric noticed that Melanie was doing the same thing as she played with his cock. She was fingering her pussy and jerking him off at the same time. She was immensely worked up from watching the video, which was undoubtedly fueling her intense dirty talk. He wanted to play along, especially since she was absolutely right.

    “I would have loved it,” Eric said. “I would have loved it if you sat next to me and shared the taste of Pete’s cock and cum with me. Fuck, I would have loved it if you hadn’t swallowed and you’d shared a messy snowballing kiss with me.”

    Melanie groaned and stroked Eric’s cock faster. “Really? You would have let me do that? You would have shared a nasty cum kiss with me?”

    “Yes,” Eric said as the idea made his cock throb painfully. He was seconds away from cumming. “I would have been the nasty freak you say I am. I would have shared his cum with you. I would have shared the nasty taste. I would have swallowed it with you.”

    “Fuck, fuck, I’m cumming!” Melanie cried out.

    Pete continued to finger her in the video, but all Eric could think about was the dirty verbal exchange they were having. The idea of a cum kiss filled his head and brought him right to the brink of an orgasm.

    “Fuck, Melanie, make me cum!” he said.

    She stroked him faster.

    “Cum for me,” she said. “Think about me sharing Pete’s yummy load with you and cum for me.”

    Melanie kissed him and pushed her tongue into his mouth. It didn’t taste like cum, of course, but it helped deepen the fantasy. It was exactly what Eric needed to cum.

    Semen spurted onto his stomach and up to his chest. Some of it got on Melanie’s arm and chest too as they both laughed at the mess.

    “I guess you liked that naughty little fantasy, didn’t you?” she asked while slowly stroking his cock as a little bit of cum dribbled from the tip.

    “I did,” Eric said. “It sounded like you did too.”

    Melanie kissed his cheek and whispered, “You have no idea.”

    Eric couldn’t imagine how that fantasy could actually come to life, but even in his post-orgasmic state he wasn’t against the idea of it happening.

    “We should get cleaned up,” Melanie said as the on screen version of her gripped the arm rests of her seat and had a thoroughly pleasurable-looking orgasm.

    Eric smiled at his girlfriend cumming on someone else’s fingers.

    “You guys are doing more videos, right?” he asked.

    “We already filmed another one,” Melanie said as she hopped out of the bed.

    “What? Really? When is Pete posting it?” he asked.

    “You’ll just have to wait and see,” Melanie said as she gave her ass a good smack while heading towards the bathroom.

    “What a tease!” Eric called out as he closed his laptop and put it aside as Melanie turned on the shower. He hopped out of bed and made his way to the bathroom to join her. He felt light on his feet as the joy of a truly mind-bending orgasm continued to spread through his body. 

    He couldn’t help but wonder what the next video would hold.
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    “I want you naked and on your couch with your cock nice and hard for me,” Melanie texted early on a Saturday afternoon.

    “Now?” Eric replied.

    “Thirty minutes from now,” she texted. “I’ll let myself in.”

    “Will do.”

    Fifteen minutes before she wanted him naked and hard Eric stripped and sat on his couch. He pulled up one of Melanie’s videos with Pete and watched as he masturbated. He saw her giving beautiful head in Pete’s car. He saw them fucking in the back seat. He saw his beautiful girlfriend cumming on someone else’s cock and all of it left him with a throbbing erection.

    True to her word, Melanie let herself in thirty minutes after she’d sent her text. She smiled and stripped as she approached Eric. She straddled him, took his cock inside her soaking wet pussy, and began to ride him as she pressed her lips against his.

    Melanie’s tongue pushed into Eric’s mouth and it was quickly followed by a flow of a thick, creamy, exceptionally salty liquid.

    She was feeding him Pete’s cum. She was following through on giving him the cum kiss they’d talked about while they watched the movie theater blowjob video.

    They shared the cum as Melanie bounced hard and fast on his cock. She milked him with her soaking wet pussy as Eric considered that she must have blown Pete in his car outside the house again. She must have had the other man’s cock in her mouth moments earlier, run from the car directly into the house, and was now sharing Pete’s thick load as she and Eric fucked.

    The cum turned into a splendidly foamy mess as they snowballed while fucking. Eric grasped his girlfriend’s ass and smacked it hard as the sounds of sex filled the room.

    When Melanie finally pulled back from the kiss she wiped some of the foamy mess from her lips and Eric’s before saying, “Swallow, sweetheart. Swallow his cum.”

    Eric did as she desired and Melanie did the same. They each swallowed a little bit of Pete’s cum and in the next instant Eric climaxed inside his girlfriend.

    He grasped her ass, closed his eyes, and cried out in pure pleasure as he had an orgasm with the taste of another man’s cum still in his mouth.

    Melanie rested her forehead against his and whispered, “Was that a fun surprise?”

    “Yes it was,” Eric said.

    “I knew you’d be into that,” she said. “I knew you’d get on board with being naughty for me.”

    They kissed again, this time initiated by Eric. He wanted another taste. He’d just cum, but he loved being naughty for Melanie. He liked the idea of it. He liked giving himself over to it. He liked sharing the taste of her ex-boyfriend’s cum and he loved the idea that Pete still thought he was cheating with Melanie.

    “Maybe you’re a little bit naughtier than I thought?” Melanie asked.

    “Maybe,” Eric said.

    “What do you think about using your mouth to make me cum?” she asked.

    Eric looked up at her.

    “You don’t have to eat your cum if you think that’s gross. I’d love an orgasm, though,” she said.

    “Of course,” Eric said.

    Melanie lifted her pussy off his cock and laid on the couch. She spread her legs and Eric moved between them.

    He kissed his girlfriend’s soft thighs and saw his thick cum begin to drip out of her. He licked his thumb and used it to rub her clit, inspiring Melanie to moan as she played with her breasts.

    Eric kissed her thighs again as his thumb moved in small, gentle circles over her clit. Melanie reached down and ran her fingers through his hair as she moaned a little louder. She lightly gripped his hair and applied subtle pressure.

    Eric kissed her labia as his thumb continued to work her clit. He moved from one side of her pussy to the other, pressing his lips against her flesh and taking great pleasure in the fact that his girlfriend was moaning and writhing at his touch.

    “That feels so good, baby,” Melanie said as she began to move her hips a little. Her other hand reached down and grabbed a handful of Eric’s hair.

    Eric knew what she wanted. Melanie had said he didn’t need to lick his cum out of her, but he knew it would turn her on. Of course it would. Melanie had proven she was into anything that was a little bit naughty and now she was eager for him to take another step in that direction.

    Eric knew most guys would find the idea of cleaning their own creampie horrifying. He didn’t, though. He’d just swallowed someone else’s cum. He’d savored the taste of it in a long, sloppy cum kiss with his girlfriend. He was happy to eat his own creampie.

    He moved his thumb away from Melanie’s clit and buried his tongue in her pussy. She unleashed a cry of pure pleasure as her eyes shot open. Eric looked up and their gazes met as she smiled.

    “That’s so fucking hot, Eric,” she said. “It’s so fucking hot that you’re eating your cum out of me.”

    Melanie reached down and rubbed her clit as Eric cleaned his creampie. Her thighs began to tremble immediately.

    “Fuck, Eric, eat your load. Eat it out of my pussy. Clean it up,” Melanie said.

    Eric pressed his face against her pussy and pushed his tongue as deep inside Melanie as he could manage. He found more of his cum and swallowed it.

    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    Melanie grabbed Eric’s head and held him in place as she climaxed. He kept his tongue inside her. He kept searching for more of his cum to clean out of her.

    Finally, when the full pleasure of her orgasm had passed, Melanie gently pushed Eric’s head back and pulled him on top of her. They kissed, this time sharing the taste of his cum.

    “Thank you,” she said. “That was an incredible orgasm.”

    “I’m happy to know I can make you cum in a way that at least compares to your ex-boyfriend,” Eric said.

    Melanie kissed him again, this time in a far more sensual manner. It was a warm, loving kiss, no doubt done to assuage some of the insecurity he’d displayed.

    “You can,” she said after. “It turns out that you’re willing to get naughty and kind of slutty in a way that really turns me on.”

    “I think I’ve discovered that I’m willing to do just about anything you want,” Eric said.

    “We’ll see about that,” Melanie said.

    Eric had no idea what Melanie had planned, but he couldn’t help but feel more than a little curious about what might come next.

    
      

    

    “Cheating Girlfriend Gives Up Her Ass” was the title of the next video. It featured a thumbnail of Pete’s cock buried in Melanie’s tight asshole. Eric had no idea when they’d filmed it. He only knew it had happened before they’d watched the theater video together. That meant she’d known Pete had taken her ass that night and she hadn’t mentioned anything about it. She’d known she’d been a very naughty girl and she hadn’t said a thing.

    Eric was hard before he got his pants off. He loved the idea of Melanie having anal sex with someone else. He even loved that she’d withheld the information from him. He loved that she knew he’d prefer to discover it when he watched the video.

    “Did you see it?” Melanie texted as Eric removed his boxer shorts and sat at his desk chair.

    “I did. The thumbnail looks amazing. I can’t believe you let him fuck your ass!” Eric replied.

    “I can’t either,” Melanie said. “I had no idea he was planning on taking my ass. He surprised me while we filmed it. I didn’t hesitate, though. I gave it to him, baby. I gave him my ass like a good girl is supposed to do.”

    Eric could have cum just reading her texts. He’d fallen head over heels for this slutty version of his girlfriend and he’d lived in a state of constant arousal since she’d emerged.

    “I love you,” Eric texted. “I’m going to watch the video now.”

    “I love you too. In case it makes it a little hotter, I’m going to be sucking Pete’s dick while you watch the video. We’re not filming it, either. I’m just going to suck him off and swallow his cum because it turns me on. Maybe I’ll come over afterwards and you can eat my pussy,” Melanie texted.

    “Fuck,” Eric said to himself as he read her text. “That’s going to make watching the video so much hotter,” he texted back.

    Melanie replied with a joyful emoji and Eric tossed his phone on the desk and hit play on the video.

    Eric stroked his cock slowly as he watched his girlfriend open the door to Pete’s bedroom and walk in wearing a sheer blue babydoll that looked astoundingly sexy on her body.

    “What do you think?” Melanie asked as she spun around.

    “You look damn good, babe,” Pete said.

    Melanie smiled as she crawled into his bed and said, “I bought it just for you. I wanted to wear something for you that my boyfriend’s never seen before.” She reached up and fondled Pete’s cock through his boxer briefs and his bulge began to grow. 

    “Yeah?” Pete said. “I like that. I like that a lot.”

    Melanie pulled down his underwear and stroked his cock with her soft, skilled fingers.

    “I love giving you things he doesn’t get,” she said before leaning close to kiss the head of Pete’s cock. “It makes me so wet. I love being a dirty little slut for you.”

    Melanie smiled at her ex-boyfriend before swallowing his cock. Pete groaned as his dick disappeared into her throat and Melanie arched her back and put her ass in the air so he could get a great view of it.

    “You certainly know what you’re doing with your mouth,” Pete said. “Fuck, you are the only woman that has ever sucked my cock like this.”

    Melanie deepthroated him again before lifting her mouth off Pete’s cock, stroking him, and smiling as she said, “I’ve never been as turned on by sucking cock as I am when I suck yours. I love your cock. I fucking love it.”

    Melanie kissed and licked her way down Pete’s shaft before sucking his balls as she directed her gaze towards the camera. Eric played with his balls as he imagined what it would feel like to have Melanie sucking on them. He suspected it would be a great deal more pleasurable than his fingers. He felt a little jealous of Pete in that moment, but he knew his desires had veered off in a different direction, that Melanie had shown him that being wild, naughty, and a little bit slutty with her was actually quite fun.

    “Ride my dick,” Pete said. “Reverse cowgirl. Take me in that tight pussy of yours.”

    Melanie pulled off her panties, spun around, and backed up until she was in position to take Pete’s cock inside her. She rubbed the thick head over her pussy lips and he slowly pushed inside her as she sank down onto him.

    The babydoll looked particularly good as she began to bounce on him. It brushed gently against the skin of her lower back as Melanie’s pussy lips stretched out over the cock invading her over and over.

    Pete reached out to caress her ass and then gave it a swift smack as Melanie cried out and rode him a little faster.

    “Do you ride him in reverse cowgirl, babe? Do you show your boyfriend this fine ass of yours while you’re working his dick with your pussy?” Pete asked.

    Melanie looked back at him, smiled, and said, “No. His dick is too small. He’d keep slipping out of me if I rode him like this. I need a nice big dick if I’m going to ride in reverse cowgirl.”

    Eric released his dick. Every time Melanie talked about his cock in one of the videos it brought him right to the edge of orgasm. It felt spectacularly good, but he wanted to make it to the anal portion of the video before he came.

    Pete smacked Melanie’s ass again and then gently rubbed his thumb over her asshole. She moaned in response so he applied a bit of pressure. Melanie rode him harder. Pete’s thumb then slipped into her asshole and again Eric had to release his cock again.

    It was such a simple thing, and yet he found it immensely arousing. Another man had just stuck his thumb in Melanie’s asshole and she seemed to find it delightful. She was riding Pete harder and faster. She was moaning louder.

    “You like that?” Pete asked.

    “Yes,” Melanie said. “Fuck yes.”

    Pete began to move his thumb in and out of her ass as Melanie moaned for him. He was fucking her ass, though the thumbnail had made clear that it was just a precursor for what was to come next.

    “Has your boyfriend ever had your ass?” Pete asked.

    “No,” Melanie said. “I’d never let him have my ass.”

    Pete fingered her faster as Melanie continued to ride him. Her moans got louder and lustier.

    “Do you want it?” she asked him. “Do you want my ass?”

    “I do,” Pete said.

    “You can have it,” Melanie said. “I want you to have it. I want you to fuck my ass.”

    Eric stroked his cock slowly as the dirty dialogue filled him with an intense kind of desire. He loved hearing his girlfriend declare her desire for another man’s cock in her ass. He loved knowing that she would never give it to him.

    “Get on your hands and knees,” Pete said.

    Melanie leaned forward and his cock popped out of her pussy as Pete leaned over, pulled open a nightstand drawer, and pulled out a bottle of lube.

    He squirted some on his cock, squirted some on Melanie’s tight asshole, and then tossed the bottle aside and moved behind her.

    Pete rubbed the head of his cock around Melanie’s asshole and she moaned. “Fuck my ass,” she said. “Take it. Make it yours.”

    “Fuck,” Eric said to himself as he watched Pete press the head of his cock against Melanie’s asshole.

    Melanie groaned as her body opened up to the invading cock. She clearly felt a little pain, but that didn’t stop her from taking it.

    Eric stroked faster as Pete’s cock disappeared into his girlfriend’s asshole. Every inch of the big dick was soon buried inside her as Pete offered a POV view of the anal invasion he was undertaking.

    “How does it feel?” he asked.

    “It’s good. It’s so fucking good,” Melanie said as she reached down and played with her pussy.

    Eric wasn’t sure if his girlfriend was putting on a show or if it really felt good to have her ex-boyfriend’s cock in her ass, but it didn’t matter. It was exceptionally hot either way.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my ass. Fuck it.”

    Pete did just that, slowly pulling his cock out and burying it inside her over and over. He fucked Melanie’s ass and filmed every second of it while Eric sat at his desk and masturbated. It felt like she’d made the porn video just for him and it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

    Pete interspersed his deep thrusts with the occasional smack of Melanie’s ass and each time she unleashed a groan that sounded like she was genuinely enjoying herself.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Melanie. “I’m gonna cum with your cock in my ass!”

    Pete found another gear and fucked her ass harder.

    “Wait for me,” he said. “I want to cum in your ass. I want to give you a thick load in your tight little asshole.”

    Eric timed his orgasm to theirs and it wasn’t long before all three of them climaxed. Pete buried his cock in Melanie’s asshole and emptied his load inside her just as her body began to tremble in front of him as she succumbed to the pleasure of playing with her clit as she took a big cock in her ass.

    Eric’s cum spurted into the air and made a mess on the floor beneath him as he had a massively pleasurable orgasm without reaching for a tissue to catch it. He couldn’t be bothered. He was lost in his pleasure. He was lost in watching his girlfriend get fucked in the ass by her ex-boyfriend’s massive cock. He was lost in watching her cum while it happened.

    Eric closed his eyes and listened to the heavy breathing and delighted giggles coming from his laptop as Melanie and Pete wound down their video. He felt the delightful post-orgasmic pulses pass through his body as a few more drops of cum appeared at the tip of his cock.

    When he had the energy, Eric grabbed his phone and took a picture of the cummy mess on the floor in front of him.

    “I made a mess watching your video,” he texted with the picture.

    “Pete made a mess in my mouth,” she replied. “And I just swallowed it.”

    Eric smiled at the insane place his relationship had gone to.

    “Takeout for dinner?” he texted.

    “Absolutely,” she replied.
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    “So, Pete had an idea for another video,” Melanie said as she let her fingers drift between Eric’s legs.

    He smiled as Melanie kissed his neck and brought his cock to an erection with nothing more than a bit of stroking through his pants.

    “What’s the idea?” Eric asked.

    “Well,” Melanie said softly, “Pete would fuck me, cum inside me, and then send me home and have you clean my pussy.”

    “That would be kind of hot to hear him tell you to feed me his load,” Eric said as Melanie continued to skillfully manipulate his cock.

    “He wants me to film it,” Melanie said.

    “Film what?”

    “He wants me to film you eating his cum out of my pussy,” she replied.

    Eric pulled away and looked at his girlfriend like she’d gone absolutely mad. “Oh, I don’t know about that.”

    “It’s not what you’re thinking,” she said. “He wants it to be hidden camera style. Pete doesn’t know that you know about him and me, so he wants me to hide a camera in your living room and have it film you from behind as I sit on your couch, spread my legs, and welcome you between them to lick his cum out of me. He wants it to play like you have no idea that you’re eating someone else’s cum. He wants it to play like I’m the slutty cheating girlfriend that’s getting off on feeding her unwitting boyfriend a load of her ex-boyfriend’s cum.”

    Melanie unzipped Eric’s pants and pulled his cock out. She wrapped her fingers around his rock hard shaft and stroked him, offering an intense kind of pleasure that made him moan.

    “I want to feed you his load, Eric,” she said. “It sounds so fucking hot to me. It was so hot snowballing his load with you and it’s going to be so much hotter to see you eating it out of my pussy. I know you feel the same way.”

    Eric responded with a deep, low groan that made it perfectly clear she was right. Of course he wanted it.

    “Tell me you want it, Eric,” she said. “Tell me you want to eat Pete’s cum from my pussy. Tell me you want it to end up online.”

    “How would it work?” Eric asked between lusty moans.

    Melanie released his cock, straddled him, and reached under her skirt to pull aside her panties. She took Eric inside her and leaned down to push her tongue into his mouth as he relished the feeling of her warm, wet pussy wrapped tight around his cock.

    “The camera would be pointed at the couch. I’d cut the video to make sure Pete only had footage of you on your knees between my legs. It would show you devouring my pussy but there would be no way of knowing it was you. Instead, people would just see a guy on his knees eating my cum-filled cunt,” Melanie explained as she slowly ground her pussy on Eric’s cock.

    “And would I actually be eating Pete’s cum out of you?” Eric asked.

    “Absolutely. We’re going to do it at night. He’s going to fuck me in his car and then send me in here. You’ll have the lights off so it’s only the TV providing any kind of light. That way it will be believable that you wouldn’t see his cum leaking out of me. Then you’ll go down on me and lick up every drop of his load,” Melanie said as she began to ride Eric’s cock.

    He knew the incredible pleasure of fucking his girlfriend was clouding his judgment, but Eric didn’t care. He wanted what Melanie had described. He loved the idea of the hundreds of thousands of fans Pete and Melanie had picked up on Pornhub seeing him eat a load, especially if they didn’t see his face.

    “I’ll do it,” Eric said.

    Melanie smiled and said, “I knew you would,” before leaning down to kiss him while she rode his cock harder and faster.

    Eric grabbed his girlfriend’s ass as she sucked on his tongue. He squeezed and spanked her soft flesh and then cried out in pleasure as he shot his load in her pussy.

    “Fuck!” he yelled as pleasure spread through his body.

    Melanie leaned back and said, “Rub my clit.”

    Eric reached between her legs and moved his thumb over her clit as his cock stayed hard inside her. Melanie closed her eyes and he figured she was thinking about her ex-boyfriend and the pleasure his big cock offered her. A few moments later she climaxed.

    “Thank you,” Melanie said as she leaned closer and kissed him. “That was a lovely orgasm.”

    “My pleasure,” Eric said. “And thank you for continuing to be the most amazing girlfriend in the world.”

    A bright, joyful smile crossed Melanie’s face before she lifted her pussy from his cock and let her cum drip out onto his stomach. She reached back to grab a few tissues and Eric cleaned them both up before Melanie pulled her panties back over her pussy and sat next to him.

    “Will tomorrow work for you?” she asked. “For the video, I mean.”

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    
      

    

    Eric could see Pete’s car parked down the street. He knew what was happening in the back seat. He’d even contemplated sneaking out of the house and trying to find a vantage point to watch from.

    Instead, Eric paced back and forth in his living room as he waited for Melanie to show up at his front door. The camera was already set up in its hiding spot and all she had to do was hit record, sit on the couch, and offer up her cum-filled pussy.

    “I’m on my way,” Melanie texted a short while later.

    Eric’s heart pounded and his cock came to life as he considered what he was about to do. Not only was he going to clean someone else’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy, but he was going to do it on camera.

    Melanie let herself in and entered the living room with a smile on her face. She looked splendid in a short pleated skirt and a tight, midriff-baring tank top.

    “Hey, baby,” Melanie said as she stood at the edge of the living room and smiled at Eric.

    “Hey,” he said.

    Melanie pulled her top off and tossed it aside before reaching back and unhooking her bra. She strode confidently across the room and kissed Eric before pulling off his shirt.

    “Are you ready?” she asked.

    Eric nodded.

    “Good. Get on your knees in front of the couch and I’ll start the video,” she said.

    Eric stepped in front of the couch and dropped to his knees. He felt his pulse racing and his cock throbbing as the reality of what he was about to do fully sank in.

    Melanie appeared in front of him with a smile on her face and lifted her skirt before sitting on the couch.

    “Remember, you’re not supposed to know you’re being filmed,” she said.

    “I know,” Eric replied.

    “Come here,” Melanie said as she reached out and took Eric’s hand. She pulled him closer and held his head in her hands as a beautiful smile crossed her face. “Did you miss me?”

    “You know I did,” he replied.

    They shared a slow, sensual kiss as Eric’s hands moved to her breasts, eliciting moans of pleasure as he played with Melanie’s nipples.

    Eric kissed her neck and chest before turning his attention to her perky, perfect breasts. He kissed, licked, and sucked on them as Melanie ran her fingers through his hair.

    “That feels so good,” Melanie said before unleashing a beautiful moan.

    Eric kissed his way down her stomach and dropped down between Melanie’s legs. He kissed her thighs and looked at the obvious wet spot in her panties.

    “I’m so wet for you, baby,” Melanie said.

    Eric knew she was putting on a little bit of a show for the video that would end up on Pornhub. She was playing the part of a cheating girlfriend that had taken another man’s load inside her and was now going to feed it to her unsuspecting boyfriend. She was playing the part well, too.

    Eric glanced up and saw Melanie smiling at the camera. She was playing to the audience that would eventually watch their video. She was showing her delight at the notion of her supposedly unsuspecting boyfriend eating another man’s cum from her pussy.

    Melanie looked down, grabbed a handful of Eric’s hair, and pulled back to make him look up at her. “I need you to eat my pussy, baby. I need you to make me cum with your tongue.”

    Eric smiled and pulled aside her panties. He saw her slippery, sloppy, freshly-fucked pussy. It was obvious someone had been inside her, even in the relative darkness of the living room. That only served to arouse him further, though. In the 24 hours since Melanie had brought up the notion of him eating her messy, cum-filled pussy he’d only gotten more excited about it.

    “Eat me,” Melanie said. “Put your tongue inside me. Taste me. Make me cum with that insanely talented mouth of yours.”

    Eric pressed his lips against Melanie’s pussy and pushed his tongue inside her. He tasted her. He tasted Pete. There was no question he tasted Pete. The fresh load inside her was thick and salty and it was spectacularly sexy to feel it in his mouth.

    Melanie closed her eyes, grabbed a second handful of Eric’s hair, and moaned as she arched her back a little and tilted her head towards the ceiling.

    “Fuck, baby, that’s so good. Eat my fucking pussy,” she said. “Eat my wet pussy. Make me cum on your tongue.”

    Eric continued to dine on his girlfriend’s delicious, cum-filled pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her at the base of her opening and licked upwards until he’d reached her clit. He repeated the process over and over as the taste of cum completely filled his mouth and Melanie unleashed a series of loud moans.

    “Yes! Fuck, yes! Make me cum!” Melanie screamed as she tightened her grip on Eric’s hair and pulled him closer. She smothered him with her pussy and he pushed his tongue deeper in an effort to clean every drop of cum from inside her.

    “Fuck!” Melanie cried out as she climaxed. She pushed Eric’s head back and her body twitched and trembled in pure orgasmic delight as he watched from his knees.

    A smile slowly crossed her face before Melanie opened her eyes and looked down at her boyfriend.

    “Thank you, baby,” she said. “That was so good.”

    Melanie reached out and ran her fingers over his lips as she giggled.

    “Look at how messy your face is. You’re all covered in my juices,” she added.

    Eric knew it wasn’t just her juices that covered her face. He knew he was wearing some of Pete’s cum.

    “I think I want to go again,” Melanie said. “Will you make me cum again?”

    Eric looked up at her and nodded.

    Melanie smiled, stood up, and stepped in front of him as she said, “Sit on the couch. Tilt your head back so you’re looking up at the ceiling.”

    She was blocking the camera, which made it easy for Eric to do as he was told without showing his face.

    Melanie climbed onto the couch, squatted over his mouth, and said, “Just stick your tongue out and sit still. I’m going to fuck your face.”

    Eric did as he was told and Melanie lowered her pussy to his face and began to grind on him. She grabbed a tight handful of his hair and did just as she said she would do. She fucked his face. She moved her pussy from his chin to his nose over and over, covering him in the slimy mixture of cum, pussy juice, and saliva that was still leaking out of her.

    “That’s good,” she said. “Take it. Let me fuck your face. Let me cover you in my juices.”

    Eric wasn’t sure if she was putting on a show for the camera or if she was genuinely into covering his face in what remained of Pete’s cum and he didn’t care. It was spectacularly hot either way.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Melanie said as a delighted smile crossed her face. It seemed like she was surprised she was going to have a second orgasm so soon. “I’m gonna cum on your face!”

    Eric groaned. There was something about the imagery her word choice conjured that he found insanely sexy. She was quite literally cumming on his face as she spread Pete’s seed all over his chin, lips, nose, and even a little on his cheeks.

    “Fuck, baby, take it. Take my cum. Let me cum on your face!” Melanie cried out moments before having her second orgasm.

    She grabbed Eric’s head in both hands and leaned forward as her body trembled from head to toe. Her pussy lips opened around his face and it felt like he was being swallowed by her body in the most intoxicating way imaginable.

    Melanie lowered herself to his lap and leaned closer to give Eric a deep, sensual, long-lasting kiss.

    “You’re incredible,” she whispered.

    “So are you,” he replied in a voice so soft the camera surely wouldn’t pick it up.

    “Let me turn off the camera,” Melanie said. 

    Eric sat on the couch with a giddy smile on his face as he watched Melanie pull the camera from its hiding spot and turn it off. She put it on the coffee table and approached him once more. Her fingers found their way between his legs and she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

    Without saying a word Melanie straddled Eric and took his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she said before pressing her lips against his for a long, beautiful kiss as she bounced on his dick.

    Eric felt no shame about cumming almost immediately. He’d spent most of the day aroused and his desire had been at a fever pitch from the moment Melanie walked in the house.

    He grabbed her ass, moaned into her mouth, and unleashed his load into her pussy as she sat on his cock and took every throbbing inch inside her.

    “I loved every second of that,” Eric said. “The whole thing, I mean. And I kind of can’t wait to see it. Is that weird?”

    “It’s not weird at all,” Melanie said as she smiled at him and caressed his face.

    “So, does Pete have any other crazy ideas for videos?” Eric asked.

    “I’m sure he does,” Melanie replied. “Are you saying I should share any extreme ideas he might have?”

    Eric nodded and said, “Absolutely.”

    Melanie lifted her pussy from his cock, pulled her panties aside, and sat on the couch next to him.

    “What?” Eric asked as he saw a bright smile break across her face.

    “I’m just thinking of the kind of fun we might have. If it’s anything like tonight, I can’t wait for more,” she said.

    Eric smiled just like his girlfriend and added, “I feel the same way.”
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    Melanie grabbed her phone off the coffee table, looked at the text that had just come in, and smiled at Eric.

    “What?” he said.

    “There’s a new video up,” she said.

    Eric hopped off the couch, rushed to the office to grab his laptop, and returned to find Melanie had stripped.

    “Wow, that was fast,” he said while smiling at his beautiful, fully nude, and clearly excited girlfriend.

    Melanie smiled at him and said, “I’m wet, too. I was a very naughty girl in this video. I’ve been masturbating about it for the past two days.” She paused for a moment before biting her lower lip and adding, “I even thought about it when you fucked me last night.”

    “Is that why you came so hard?” he asked.

    Melanie nodded and spread her legs as Eric watched her hand drift between her thighs. She slipped two fingers into her pussy with ease. She was wet enough that he could hear it as she played with herself.

    “What did you do in this video?” Eric asked.

    “Put the laptop down and we can watch it together,” Melanie said as she pointed to the coffee table.

    Eric did as his girlfriend desired and she added, “Get naked. I’ll find the video.”

    He smiled and stripped as Melanie brought up Pete’s PornHub page.

    “Wait, a threesome?” Eric asked as he sat down and saw that the video thumbnail featured Melanie getting spit roasted.

    She flashed a naughty smile and said, “Pete shared me. He asked me beforehand, of course, and I was totally on board. It’s not the kind of thing I ever thought I would have enjoyed, but the moment he suggested it I was on board. You’ll see, but it was so fucking hot, Eric.”

    “Damn, you’re incredible. You really are,” Eric said as he leaned forward and clicked the video, which was titled, “Cheating Girlfriend Fucks Two Guys.”

    Eric double clicked the video to play it full screen and then sat back as Melanie cuddled up next to him, wrapped her soft fingers around his cock, and kissed his neck.

    The video began with Pete sitting on his living room couch with the camera in his hand, as usual. There was another guy sitting a few feet away from him and they were both naked as Melanie sauntered towards them.

    “Damn, she’s hot as hell, man. You weren’t kidding,” Pete’s friend said.

    “Had you met Pete’s friend before this video?” Eric asked.

    He watched his girlfriend fall to her knees in front of Pete’s friend and reach up to stroke the other man’s cock as Melanie kissed his neck and played with his balls.

    “Yeah. His name’s Brandon. We met back when Pete and I were dating,” she answered.

    Eric reached between Melanie’s legs and played with her wet pussy as he watched his girlfriend wrap her lips around another man’s cock and give a soft, slow blowjob.

    “How’s that mouth feel?” Pete asked.

    “She’s even better than you said, man,” Brandon answered.

    Melanie looked into the camera and her eyes twinkled with the kind of lust that seemed to be ever present when she was making a video with her ex-boyfriend.

    Once she had Brandon in a fully erect state, Melanie let his cock slip from her mouth and stroked the long, slippery shaft while she dropped a little lower and sucked on his balls.

    “Holy shit,” Brandon said.

    “I told you. She knows how to please and she fucking loves being filmed doing it,” Pete said.

    “Is he right?” Eric asked as he watched his girlfriend devour another man’s balls.

    “Mmmmm,” Melanie said as Eric slipped a third finger into her pussy. “You know he is, baby. You know I love being filmed. You know I love the idea that people are watching this video and jerking off to it. You know I love how it makes you feel. Your cock is so fucking hard right now. You’re so fucking stiff because of what I’m doing in that video and I love that.”

    Eric turned to Melanie and they shared a deep, sensual kiss as the sounds of her on camera blowjob filled the living room. She stroked his cock a little faster and he fingered her pussy at a torrid pace, covering his fingers in her juices and no doubt staining his couch in the process.

    “You wanna fuck her first?” Pete asked his friend.

    “Hell yeah,” Brandon said.

    He wrapped his cock in a condom as Melanie moved between Pete’s legs and stroked her ex-boyfriend’s big cock.

    “I want you to suck my dick while he fucks you,” Pete said.

    Melanie smiled and kissed the head of Pete’s big cock. “You know I’ll be a good slut for you.”

    “Fuck,” Eric said as his eyes remained fixed on the screen.

    Melanie laughed and gently stroked Eric’s cock as she watched the action unfolding on the PornHub video.

    “Damn, she’s soaked,” Brandon said as he moved behind Melanie and slipped his fingers into her pussy.

    “Is that right?” Pete asked as he pointed the camera at Melanie’s face.

    She looked up at him, kissed his cock again, and said, “Yes I am.”

    “Why is that?” Pete asked.

    “Because sometimes I really like being a slut,” she answered.

    “Yeah? Is that what you’re being today? Are you being a slut?” Pete asked.

    “I’m about to suck your dick as your friend fucks me from behind, so I think that qualifies as slutty,” she answered.

    Melanie wrapped her lips around the plump head of Pete’s cock as Brandon slid inside her from behind. She moaned around the throbbing dick in her mouth and swallowed a little more of it with each deep thrust of the dick filling her pussy.

    Pete filmed it to make Melanie the star of the show. He kept his friend’s head out of the frame, showing Melanie’s pretty face as she bobbed up and down on his dick and her beautiful ass as it jiggled with the relentless pumping of Brandon’s big cock.

    “Do you ever get jealous watching these videos?” Melanie asked as she ran her fingers over the tip of Eric’s cock.

    “Sometimes,” he said. “It’s never in an unpleasant or painful kind of way, but I feel jealous sometimes.”

    “Is it because I’m wilder with Pete than I am with you?” she asked.

    “No,” Eric said. “That turns me on. I honestly think it’s Pete I’m jealous of. I’m jealous that he’s got a cock like that. I’m jealous that he can make you feel things that I can’t. I don’t think we’d be dating if I was a total dud of a boyfriend, but I do get a little jealous that Pete can clearly offer you things that I can’t.”

    Melanie looked up at Eric and then leaned closer to kiss him softly. “That is true,” she whispered as the sounds of her taking two cocks at once filled the living room. “Pete does make me feel differently than you ever have. He does unlock the slutty side of me that just wants to give herself over to a man with a big cock that can absolutely pound my pussy.”

    Eric groaned as Melanie’s sensually-delivered words filled him with a beautiful kind of desire. She kissed down his chest and stomach and then took the head of his cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it before sucking hard.

    “Oh, fuck,” Eric said as he watched Melanie work Pete’s cock in the wild threesome video.

    Melanie released his cock from the warm grasp of her lips and kissed her way down the base of the shaft before licking Eric’s balls. He wasn’t entirely sure, but it felt like she was trying to assure him that she enjoyed making him feel good, that he didn’t need to feel jealous of Pete.

    “God that feels good,” Eric said as she took him in her mouth once more.

    On screen, Pete pulled his cock from Melanie’s mouth and said, “My turn, man. Let’s switch things up.”

    The video cut to a shot of Melanie on her hands and knees on the living room floor with Pete fucking her from behind and Brandon fucking her mouth. The camera was positioned close enough that both guy’s faces were hidden, once again making Melanie the star of the show.

    Eric watched his girlfriend service two men. She watched them fuck her mouth and pussy in rhythm, using her from both ends for their pleasure.

    “Did that feel good?” Eric asked.

    Melanie released his cock from her mouth and cuddled up next to him as she watched herself get spit roasted.

    “Keep watching,” she said.

    Eric kept his eyes on the screen as his fingers found their way into Melanie’s pussy once more. He watched Pete and Brandon fuck her a little harder and a little faster. He listened to her moans get louder as they did.

    After a few minutes of rhythmic spit roasting Melanie’s body began to tremble. Her arms nearly buckled as her thighs vibrated with pleasure.

    “Yes, it felt good,” she said while gently rolling Eric’s balls in her fingers.

    Moments later the on screen version of his girlfriend pulled her mouth off of Brandon’s cock and had a long, loud orgasm on her ex-boyfriend’s cock. Juices poured from her pussy and dripped onto the hardwood floor.

    “Holy shit, is she squirting?” Brandon asked.

    “I think so,” Pete said as he pulled his cock from Melanie’s slick, soaked pussy.

    “Damn,” Eric said.

    Melanie stroked his cock and said, “I’ve never cum like that before. Not with Pete. Not with you. Not with anyone. Not until that orgasm. It was incredible. I still can’t believe I didn’t keel over from the pleasure of it. I swear my entire body went numb for a few moments. I saw stars. It felt like a bomb went off inside me, only in the best way possible.”

    “Now I’m definitely a little bit jealous,” Eric said.

    Melanie laughed, gave him a quick kiss, and moved to sit in her boyfriend’s lap. She reached down, guided his cock into her pussy, and began to slowly ride him in reverse cowgirl.

    “Keep watching,” she said.

    The video cut to a shot in the bedroom. The camera was pointed at the bed and the shot was a close up of Melanie sitting on Brandon’s cock as she leaned down.

    Pete then moved into the shot. He got behind Melanie and rubbed the head of his cock over her asshole.

    “Holy shit,” Eric said. “Are they really going to do this?”

    Melanie moaned and rode him a little harder as Pete pressed his cock into her asshole, beginning a double penetration.

    The on screen version of Melanie groaned loudly, though there didn’t seem to be any pain in her voice. It seemed like she was groaning from the sense of fullness more than anything.

    Pete’s cock quickly bottomed out inside her ass and he said, “Is this okay?”

    “Yes,” she said. “Fuck me. Do it.”

    “Holy shit,” Eric said again.

    “I was the one that asked for it,” Melanie said. “Pete wasn’t filming when I did, but I asked for it. I was feeling a little crazy, I guess. I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted to experience it just once and I figured I probably wasn’t going to get another chance.”

    Eric’s eyes were glued on the screen as he watched the two cocks slide in and out of his girlfriend’s body. They guys were fucking her slowly but they’d managed to find a rhythm and were thrusting in and out of her at roughly the same time.

    “Holy shit,” Eric repeated. He couldn’t quite get his overwhelmed brain to say anything else.

    “Harder,” Melanie said in the video. “Harder.”

    Melanie rode Eric’s cock faster as he wrapped his arms around her and played with his girlfriend’s perky tits.

    “Do you like it, baby?” she asked. “Do you like watching them DP me?”

    “Fuck, fuck, yes,” Eric said between moans.

    Melanie leaned back, turned her head, and kissed Eric as the sounds of sex filled the room. Her pussy felt absolutely perfect around his cock and he knew there was no chance he was making it to the end of the video. He didn’t want to. He just wanted to surrender to the pleasure he felt in that moment. He wanted to cum.

    He moaned into Melanie’s mouth, grabbed her waist, and pulled her down onto his cock as he exploded inside her.

    “Cum inside me, baby. Cum inside me. Cum inside your girlfriend’s naughty pussy,” Melanie said as she reached down to play with his balls while he emptied his load into her.

    Eric unleashed a deep groan and screamed, “Fuck!” at the sheer, nearly-overwhelming pleasure of the orgasm.

    “Oh my God, Melanie, that was incredible,” Eric said as he closed his eyes and leaned back against the couch cushion. “You’re incredible. You’re fucking perfect. You are.”

    She laughed and moved her pussy over his still-erect cock, sending little jolts of pleasure as the super-sensitive tip moved around in her warmth and wetness.

    “Can I make you cum?” Eric asked. “I want to make you cum. You deserve to cum.”

    His mind still felt a little frenzied as the pleasure coursed through him and he could tell he sounded a little crazy.

    “I would love to cum,” Melanie said.

    “Do you want to sit on my face?” Eric asked.

    Melanie turned back to look at him. “Are you sure?”

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    A giddy smile crossed her face. “Naughty boy,” she said before lifting her pussy off his cock, pushing him to his back on the couch, and straddling his face.

    Eric pushed his tongue inside her and ate his load. It flowed into his mouth as Melanie moved her pussy back and forth over his lips, pursuing her pleasure by rubbing her clit over his willing face.

    “I love that you’re such a naughty boy,” she said. “Such a naughty, naughty boy. You’re becoming a little bit of a cum slut, you know?”

    Eric moaned and his girlfriend smiled.

    “Eat your load,” she said. “Cum slut.”

    The words seemed to trigger a deep sense of pleasure for Melanie as she threw her head back, moved her pussy faster over his face, and then had a loud, leg-shaking climax.

    “Fuck!” she screamed. “Fucking fuck!”

    Eric marveled at the beauty of his girlfriend having an orgasm and the way she seemed to lose control over her body for a few moments while the pleasure ripped through her.

    When she was finished, Melanie laid on top of him and pushed her tongue into his mouth.

    “I love that you’re a naughty boy,” she said.

    “And I love that you’re a slutty girl,” he replied.

    Melanie smiled and kissed him again. “I guess we’re made for each other,” she added.

    Eric wrapped his arms around her and savored the sense of joy that enveloped him. They hadn’t even finished the video. Perhaps they’d play again before the night was through.
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    “Pete knows,” Melanie said as she curled up in the corner of the couch.

    Eric was only half listening as he flipped channels and said, “Knows what?”

    “He knows that you know about our videos,” Melanie explained.

    That was enough to get his full attention as Eric dropped the remote and turned to his girlfriend. “How?”

    “Do you remember that night when I was supposed to be secretly filming you?” she asked.

    “Yeah,” Eric said as a smile crept across his face. He’d quite enjoyed that night as Melanie had fed him a creampie while filming everything. It had made for a splendidly naughty video that he’d watched more than a few times since.

    “Well, Pete snuck up and watched a little from the window and he happened to see me turning the camera off while you were watching,” Melanie explained.

    “Oh, well, does it matter?” Eric asked.

    “He wants you to be in one of the videos,” she answered.

    Eric considered what that could possibly mean before asking, “Wasn’t I already in one of the videos?”

    “He had something different in mind,” Melanie said. “He wants to do a video that shows why I’m fucking him while I’m dating you. He wants everyone to see why your girlfriend is making porn videos with her ex-boyfriend.”

    Eric still had no sense of what that could possibly mean, though he felt a stirring of what was almost certainly desire at the notion of being in another video. Eric tried his best to hide the growing erection between his pants. He wasn’t sure why, but his instinct was to hide the fact that he was genuinely excited by the idea of participating in what would absolutely be a cuckolding video. Melanie’s smile and the way she shifted her body and crawled towards him made it obvious that Eric had failed.

    “What do you think of that idea?” Melanie asked as she reached between his legs and stroked the bulge in his pants.

    “Would I show my face?” Eric asked.

    Melanie unzipped his pants and her fingers slipped inside and pulled out his now-erect cock. “That would be up to you,” she said softly.

    Melanie kissed his neck and pleasured his cock as Eric let his mind wander to thoughts of being in a PornHub video. Would he really want to show his face? Would he want to announce to the world that he was a cuckold and that he was hugely turned on by the idea of his girlfriend fucking her ex-boyfriend?

    “I want to do the video,” Eric said. His mind was clouded by desire, but he wanted to do it even before Melanie pulled out his cock.

    “Are you sure?” she asked. “I know you don’t mind me being a naughty girl with Pete on PornHub, but are you sure you want your cock in a video? You know you’re not anywhere near as big as Pete, right? You know people are probably going to be mean in the comments. They’re going to talk about your cock. They’re going to wonder why I’m even with you.”

    “I know,” Eric said.

    Melanie’s head dropped into his lap and her mouth enveloped his cock as an explosion of pure, perfect pleasure spread from the tip.

    “Holy fuck,” he said. “Jesus, Melanie, you’re incredible.”

    Melanie swallowed the full length of Eric’s cock as he wondered what it would feel like to read nasty comments like she’d described. Would he really be bothered by them, or would he find it a little bit empowering? After all, despite her many sexual encounters with Pete, Melanie hadn’t dumped Eric. If anything, their relationship seemed better than ever. As she’d said, Eric was a great boyfriend and Pete was a great fuck.

    Melanie’s head popped up and she offered a smile before kissing him. It was a sloppy, saliva-soaked kiss with lots of tongue and when her fingers encircled his cock Eric could barely hold back his load.

    “Are you sure you want to do the video?” she asked.

    Eric nodded vigorously.

    “Good. We’ll do it tomorrow then,” she said while lifting her skirt, pulling off her panties, and deftly straddling Eric. “We’ll do it here, in fact. Pete said it will be better if we’re in your house. It makes it more effective if he fucks me in your place, if you’ve invited him to your place to fuck your girlfriend.”

    Melanie reached down and took Eric’s cock into her warm, wet pussy.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    Eric nodded.

    Melanie flashed a giddy smile and leaned forward before unleashing a beautiful groan. “It’s because I’m thinking of him,” she said as Eric reached up to slip the straps of her tank top off her shoulders. “It’s because I’m thinking about telling you that I’d rather have his cock. It’s because I’m thinking about doing it for hundreds of thousands of people to watch on PornHub. Fuck, it’s so hot. It’s so fucking hot, Eric.”

    “Shit, Melanie, slow down,” Eric said as he felt the irresistible rush of an orgasm between his legs.

    “I can’t,” she said. “It’s just so hot. I can’t stop.”

    “Fuck, Melanie, I’m gonna cum!” Eric cried out.

    Melanie rode him faster in response. She didn’t seem to care that Eric couldn’t hold back. If anything she seemed to take pleasure in the notion that he had to unload in her pussy, that she was far too sexy for him to do anything but cum, which he did less than a minute after she’d dropped her pussy onto his cock.

    “Sorry,” Eric said.

    Melanie took his head in her hands and offered a long, slow kiss. “That’s okay,” she whispered. “I’ll get the fucking I need from Pete. For now you can eat me out and make me cum, okay?”

    She climbed off his lap, fell back onto the couch, and spread her legs. Eric looked at her pussy and his cum running out of it and didn’t hesitate to move between them. His orgasm had drained his lust, but he still wanted to make his girlfriend cum and by that point he wasn’t the slightest bit shy about eating his loads.

    “That’s good,” Melanie said as he went to work. “That’s so fucking good. Clean me out. Eat your load and make me cum while I think about Pete’s big cock stretching my pussy.”

    Eric knew most guys would find a comment like that devastating. He found it arousing. He knew he was different, but Melanie knew it too and she was still dating him, so being different didn’t seem so bad.

    
      

    

    “Hey,” Melanie texted. “The video should be up now. Pete said he wants to know when you’re watching it so he can fuck me while you’re jerking off to being a cuckold.”

    They’d filmed the video four days ago and Eric had checked Pete’s PornHub page every day to see if it was up. He’d been there, but Eric was still eager to watch. He wanted to see what it was like to relive it with the benefit of a little time and distance from what had been a thoroughly satisfying but fairly overwhelming experience.

    “I’m heading to the office,” Eric texted back.

    “I’ll get busy sucking Pete’s cock,” Melanie replied.

    Unlike each previous video, Eric knew what he was about to watch. He’d been there. He was in the video. That didn’t dampen his excitement, though. His cock was half hard before he pulled down his pants, in large part because he knew what was going to unfold as soon as he hit play.

    Eric browsed to Pete’s PornHub page, clicked the video titled, “Cuckold Watches His Girlfriend Get Fucked,” and hit play.

    The video opened with a shot of a fully nude Melanie on her knees giving Eric, who was also naked, a blowjob. That had been Pete’s idea and Eric hadn’t argued against it. He wasn’t about to turn down a blowjob, after all.

    Pete had the camera in his hand and he quickly tilted it down to show that he too was naked before he walked up and stood next to Eric. Melanie looked up, winked, and pulled her mouth from Eric’s cock.

    “Who’s this?” Pete asked.

    “This is my boyfriend,” Melanie replied.

    “This is the guy you’ve been cheating on?” Pete asked.

    “Yes it is,” she said.

    “And why is he joining us today?” Pete asked.

    “Because it turns out my boyfriend likes that I’ve been cheating on him,” Melanie answered as she wrapped her fingers around Eric’s cock and stroked him, eliciting a sensual moan.

    “So your boyfriend is a cuckold,” Pete said.

    Eric watched his girlfriend nod before swallowing his cock on screen. He remembered looking over and seeing the cocky smile on Pete’s face. He wasn’t enjoying watching another man give a blowjob. He was enjoying the notion of what he was about to do.

    “Is there a reason you’ve been cheating on him?” Pete asked.

    Melanie looked up at the camera, pulled her mouth from Eric’s cock, and nodded before saying, “There’s one very big reason.”

    Pete moved a little closer to Eric and captured a perfect view of their cocks, making it quite obvious what Melanie was referring to. Eric’s fully erect cock was smaller than Pete’s flaccid shaft and it wasn’t even all that close.

    “Tell him,” Pete said.

    Melanie shifted on her knees until she was directly in front of Pete and placed a series of soft, sensual kisses on the head of his cock before saying, “Size matters, sweetie, and he’s much, much bigger than you.” She ran her tongue over the head of the cock, smiled, and added, “And it’s a nice bonus that he fucks me so much better than you.”

    Eric felt just a touch of embarrassment as arousal coursed through him while he listened to his girlfriend humiliate the size of his cock. He’d found it hugely arousing in the moment and a half a week later it was still intensely pleasurable.

    On screen, Melanie wrapped her lips around Pete’s cock and offered him a slow, sensual blowjob. She put in more effort than when she’d blown Eric. Even in the moment he couldn’t figure out if Melanie had done that on purpose or if she found genuine pleasure in sucking Pete’s cock.

    “That’s it,” Pete said. “Show me how much you love my cock. Show your boyfriend how much you love my cock.”

    Melanie moaned and swallowed most of Pete’s cock. Eric stroked slowly and immersed himself in the intense pleasure of watching his girlfriend perform for another man.

    “Do you think your boyfriend would like a kiss?” Pete asked.

    Eric’s heart pounded as he experienced what felt like a huge moment for a second time.

    “I think he’d like that very much,” Melanie said into camera as she stroked her ex-boyfriend’s big cock. She turned her gaze to Eric, smiled, and added, “Come here, sweetie. Come give me a kiss.”

    They hadn’t talked about Eric showing his face and up until that point in the video he hadn’t. Pete clearly wanted to see if Eric would truly embrace being a cuckold, though.

    Eric remembered how little he’d had to think about it as he watched himself take Melanie’s hand and fall to his knees for a long, deep, messy tongue kiss. He stroked his cock and watched his cuckolding become far more real as he made out with his girlfriend while her ex-boyfriend filmed it.

    “Do you want to watch your girlfriend suck my cock, cuckold?” Pete asked.

    Eric looked up at the camera and nodded, producing a big smile on Melanie’s face.

    “Say it,” Pete demanded.

    Eric stroked his cock a little faster as he felt the same rush of pleasure that he’d experienced that day on his knees.

    “I want to watch my girlfriend suck your cock,” Eric said.

    Melanie wrapped her soft, sensual lips around Pete’s big dick and gave a blowjob, this time at her boyfriend’s behest. Pete chuckled and then reached down to grab the back of Melanie’s head and fuck her face a little.

    Melanie’s blowjob was beautiful, but Eric couldn’t help but watch himself in the video. He looked utterly mesmerized as his gaze turned to his girlfriend’s soft, sensual lips wrapped around her ex-boyfriend’s invading cock. He seemed hugely aroused by the fact that she was nearly deepthroating Pete’s dick and doing so with surprising skill. She’d clearly had plenty of practice.

    “Kiss him,” Pete said as he swiftly pulled his cock from Melanie’s throat.

    She turned to Eric, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled his lips to hers for the sloppiest kiss he’d ever experienced. Eric remembered the way her tongue darted into his mouth and shared the cock-flavored saliva with him. He remembered how wet her lips were. He remembered how messy it was and it filled him with desire.

    “Do you like tasting my cock on your girlfriend’s tongue, cuckold?” Pete asked.

    Eric looked up. There was hesitation in his eyes. After a few moments he gave over to his desire and nodded.

    Pete laughed and said, “Do you want me to fuck your girlfriend? Do you want me to give her what you clearly can’t?”

    Eric nodded again.

    “Say it, sweetie,” Melanie said. “Look into the camera and say it.”

    Eric hadn’t noticed the insanely lusty look on his girlfriend’s face when they’d filmed the video and he found it thrilling. He hadn’t noticed that Melanie had reached between her legs and was playing with her pussy while he turned to the camera and did as she desired.

    “Please fuck my girlfriend,” Eric said.

    He remembered how humiliating it felt. That feeling hadn’t faded. It was hugely humiliating to ask another man to fuck Melanie, and yet it filled him with desire as he sat in his office and stroked his cock.

    “You’ll have to do better than that,” Pete said.

    Melanie leaned closer, kissed Eric’s neck, and whispered, “I need him to fuck me, baby. My pussy needs him. You have to convince him. You have to beg for it.”

    Even before the on screen version of him said a word Eric felt a rush of humiliation. He knew what was coming. He knew what he was going to say.

    “Please, fuck my girlfriend. Give her what she needs. Give her what I can’t. Give her your cock. Fuck her hard. Make her cum,” Eric said.

    “That’s a good boy,” Melanie said.

    “I want you from behind,” Pete said.

    Melanie immediately spun around and got on her hands and knees.

    “Put your head on her ass, cuckold,” Pete demanded.

    Eric laid his head on Melanie’s ass and Pete moved behind her, stroked his long, thick cock, and slipped it into the wet, waiting pussy.

    Melanie moaned as Eric watched himself and jerked off. He watched the giddy smile on his face and the wild look in his eye. He watched his cuckolding and it filled him a surprising kind of pleasure.

    “Harder,” Melanie said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Pete responded by fucking her harder and asking, “Does she ever ask you to fuck her harder, cuckold?”

    “No,” Eric replied.

    Pete laughed and Eric marveled at the sight of his long, thick cock sliding in and out of Melanie’s pussy. He hadn’t had a great view when they filmed as his head was resting on her soft, smooth ass and lower back. Pete had a perfect view, though, and he captured it with his camera. He would pull out until just the tip of his cock remained inside her and then slam every inch back inside. He would do it over and over, making Melanie cry out in pleasure with every thrust.

    “Kiss, her cuckold,” Pete demanded.

    Eric lifted his head from Melanie’s ass and moved in front of her. They kissed as Pete continued to take her from behind.

    “He’s fucking me so good,” she said. “He’s fucking your girlfriend’s pussy so good. He’s giving me what I need, sweetie.”

    Pete moved the camera to focus on Eric’s face.

    “Thank you for being such a good boyfriend,” Melanie said.

    Eric smiled. “You’re welcome.”

    “Play with your pussy,” Pete demanded.

    Melanie did as she was told and soon the room erupted with the sounds of pleasure. She moaned. Pete’s pelvis slammed into her over and over.

    Eric reached down to play with his cock and Pete quickly admonished him, “Don’t you dare fucking masturbate, cuckold. You watch. You don’t ever get to cum before her.”

    Eric felt the same humiliation he’d felt on that day, though this time it was largely because he’d obeyed without hesitation. He clearly hadn’t even considered doing what he wanted. Instead, he did as Pete had instructed and he didn’t really think about it.

    “You get to cum later,” Melanie said. “As long as you’re good.”

    “Cum for me,” Pete instructed.

    Melanie climaxed not long after the order was issued. Again Pete made sure he was filming Eric’s face. He caught the pleasure Eric felt as he watched his girlfriend have an orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her. He caught it perfectly and as Eric sat and watched he felt that pleasure all over again.

    “Cum inside me,” Melanie said soon after her orgasm.

    “Why?” Pete asked.

    “So I can feed him,” she answered.

    Eric remembered the intense sensations he’d experienced when Melanie uttered those words. It wouldn’t have been his first time consuming Pete’s cum, of course, but doing so on video seemed so much more momentous.

    “I hope you’re hungry, cuckold,” Pete said.

    He directed the camera to the sight of his cock filling Melanie’s pussy and pounded her for another thirty seconds before holding just the tip inside her and grunting as he emptied his balls.

    “Fuck!” he yelled. “Your pussy is fucking perfect.”

    “My pussy is yours,” Melanie replied.

    Pete laughed, pulled out, and said, “Get on your back, cuckold. It’s time to eat.”

    Eric laid on his back and Melanie quickly straddled his face as Pete dropped the camera down low and filmed the cum feeding. Eric watched his tongue push into his girlfriend’s cum-filled pussy. He watched her ex-boyfriend’s thick load come out as he fed.

    “Fuck,” Eric said as he stroked swiftly to the sight of Melanie feeding him a load on camera. He thought of how many people would watch the video. He thought of how anyone who did would know that he was unquestionably a cuckold. All of it rushed through his head and created a massive rush of pleasure before he climaxed, cumming into a handful of tissues as he watched himself greedily consume Pete’s seed from Melanie’s perfect pussy.

    Eric sat there and enjoyed his post-orgasmic bliss as he watched Melanie begin to ride his face. He knew the video was going to end with her having a second orgasm and making an absolute mess of Eric’s face as her ex-boyfriend’s cum leaked out.

    “Just watched the video,” Eric texted as he listened to Melanie moan. “Came so hard. You’re a goddess.”

    “Pete just came inside me,” she replied. “Do you want me to come over and feed you again?”

    “Yes,” Eric texted. He knew it would take her a little while to get to his place. He knew he’d be all worked up by the time she did. He knew it wouldn’t take long before he was eager to have some naughty fun with his girlfriend and the idea of eating more of Pete’s cum was undeniably arousing.
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    “Babe, where are we?” Pete asked as he filmed Melanie’s beautiful face.

    She offered a bright smile and said, “We’re on vacation.”

    “So you’re on a vacation with your ex-boyfriend. Is that right?” he asked.

    “I sure am,” Melanie replied.

    “And why is that?” Pete asked.

    Melanie stood up and walked across the hotel room to pull open the sliding glass door. The sound of waves breaking against the shore floated into the room as Pete got up and walked closer. Melanie stepped out onto the balcony, bent over to grasp the railing, and looked back as she said, “Because I thought it would be really hot to spend a weekend fucking my ex-boyfriend and filming it.”

    “Is that right?” Pete asked as he joined Melanie on the balcony. He pointed the camera at her beautiful panty-clad ass and reached out to give it a good squeeze.

    “That’s right,” she answered. “So why don’t you get your dick out and give me what I need.”

    “What about your boyfriend?” Pete said as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-hard cock. He stroked as the camera tilted up to film Melanie’s face once more.

    She looked back, smiled, and said, “Hey honey. I know you’re watching this right now and I want you to know that I’m having a great time with my ex. Thank you so much for letting me come on this naughty little vacation.”

    “Do you really think he’s watching?” Pete asked.

    “I know he is. He’s watching and he’s stroking his little cock,” she said.

    Eric smiled as he watched the recently-uploaded video. He was sitting in front of his computer with his pants around his ankles and his cock in his hand. He didn’t like to think of it as small, but he was definitely smaller than Pete.

    The fact that Melanie was still on her vacation made the video so much hotter. They’d arrived the night before and based on the bright blue sky they’d filmed the video earlier that day. Eric wondered if his girlfriend was getting fucked again as he watched Pete stroke his cock while Melanie pulled down her panties and wiggled her ass at him.

    “Are you going to make me beg for it?” she asked.

    “Maybe later,” Pete said as he slipped his cock inside her from behind.

    Melanie moaned and Pete pointed the camera down to film the penetration. Eric stroked slowly as he watched his girlfriend take her ex-boyfriend’s dick. He loved that they were doing it outside. He loved that someone was probably watching from another balcony. He loved that someone was probably masturbating to Melanie getting fucked in the moment it happened. He loved that he wasn’t alone in masturbating to the video, that lots of guys were watching his girlfriend cheat on him and getting off to it.

    “Fuck, baby, pound me. Pound my pussy. Harder, give it to me harder,” Melanie said.

    “You are such a good little slut,” Pete said as he picked up the pace and delivered a harder, faster pounding. The sound of his body slamming into Melanie’s ass filled Eric’s home office and he stroked his cock faster.

    He thought of how Melanie had shared the news of her little vacation via a text while she was on the way to the beach hotel. She hadn’t given Eric a choice in the matter. She’d simply accepted her ex-boyfriend’s invite and headed off. They’d almost certainly fucked the night before and simply neglected to film it. Now they were capturing the action on camera and she was moaning like the slut Pete often made her feel like.

    “Play with your clit,” he said.

    Melanie reached down and Pete skillfully swung the camera low to show his cock sliding into her pussy from underneath as her fingers danced over her clit and produced louder, lustier moans.

    “Oh, fuck, baby, pound me harder,” Melanie said. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

    Pete drilled her pussy and the sounds of hard, fast sex filled the air along with her screams of pleasure. Eric jerked off knowing that someone was probably watching and listening to his girlfriend as she fucked her ex.

    “Fuck, I’m cuuummmminggg!” Melanie cried out.

    Pete buried his dick inside her as Melanie pulled her fingers from her clit and trembled with intense pleasure. For a moment Eric thought his girlfriend might collapse or tip right over the balcony.

    Instead, Pete pulled out and said, “Get on your knees.”

    Melanie spun around and sank to her knees as her ex-boyfriend stroked his big cock.

    “Tell me what you want,” he said.

    Melanie reached up to play with his balls and said, “Please, cum on my face. Give me your load. Cum on my fucking face.”

    Pete stroked faster and the head of his cock swelled up. Eric joined Melanie’s ex in beating off at a furious pace and grabbed a handful of tissues.

    Pete grunted and the first cumshot landed across Melanie’s face as she closed her eyes. Several more followed as Eric let his load loose, making a mess into the tissues while another man gave his girlfriend a facial.

    “Holy shit,” he said to no one in particular.

    “Holy shit,” Melanie said. “What a huge fucking load.”

    “Say hi to your boyfriend,” Pete instructed.

    Melanie opened her eyes, looked into the camera, and said, “Hey honey. I hope you don’t mind that I just let my ex-boyfriend cum all over my face. I hope you found it hot. I hope you love that I’m cheating on you all weekend. I really, really hope you just had an orgasm.”

    She blew him a kiss and Pete ended the video with a slow fade as Melanie smiled. Eric sat back in his chair and a massive grin crossed his face. He knew most people watching the video would wonder how he could possibly be aroused by what Pete had filmed, but all Eric could think was that he had the best girlfriend imaginable.

    
      

    

    “Are you ready for more?” Melanie texted later that night. “We just filmed another video and it should be live in a few minutes.”

    “You’re insatiable,” Eric replied.

    “I know. What can I say? I’m a slut for Pete’s cock. Is that bad?”

    Eric smiled as he headed to the office. “Not at all,” he texted. “I love it. You know that.”

    “Enjoy the video,” she replied.

    Eric pulled up Pete’s page and saw a brand new video with a thumbnail that featured his girlfriend’s asshole taking her ex-boyfriend’s big cock.

    He clicked the video and pulled down his pants to jerk off for the second time that day. Melanie was naked and between Pete’s legs in the hotel bed. His dick was already hard and she had her fingers around the base as she kissed and licked the head.

    “How many times have I fucked you today?” Pete asked.

    “This will be the fourth,” she answered.

    “Does it feel good to enjoy my dick whenever you want it?” he asked.

    Melanie smiled, nodded, and took the head of Pete’s thick cock into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked in that soft, sensual way that pornstars tend to do as they’re making sweet, sensual love to a man with their mouths. Eric marveled at his girlfriend’s talent and the fact that she’d gotten so much better at making porn as the months had passed.

    “Does it feel good to enjoy my pussy whenever you want it?” she asked.

    “You know it does. You know I love your pussy. I always have,” Pete answered as Melanie dropped her head and sucked on his big balls. “I was thinking I’d take your ass tonight, though.”

    “Mmmmm,” Melanie said as she continued to work his balls with her mouth. Her head popped up a moment later and she smiled. “How about reverse cowgirl?”

    “I’d love that,” Pete said.

    “Yeah? You want me to milk you with my ass? You want me to ride this beautiful cock with my asshole until you fill me with your load?” she asked.

    Eric couldn’t believe how spectacularly naughty Melanie was willing to be as Pete filmed her. She was a natural in front of the camera and he knew his girlfriend well enough to understand that she was genuinely enjoying herself.

    Melanie spit on Pete’s cock and spun around. She shook her beautiful ass a little and then moved back to grab his dick and press it against her tight hole.

    Eric watched in utter amazement as his girlfriend’s asshole stretched out around Pete’s thick cock. All he could think was that it was beautiful.

    Pete couldn’t help but groan as Melanie’s ass slowly took every inch of his dick. Eric did a little groaning, too. It was impossibly hot to see her tight asshole swallow her ex-boyfriend’s dick.

    Once Melanie had taken it all she looked back, smiled, and said, “You feel so fucking good in my ass.”

    Eric stroked his dick a little faster as his girlfriend began to ride her ex. Melanie slowly lifted her asshole off Pete’s cock and pushed back down, taking it all. She gave Pete the hole she’d never let Eric penetrate. She took his much larger cock in her ass and she did so with relative ease. She did it because Pete fucked her better and she felt like he deserved her ass every now and then. Eric knew it was true and it contributed to the overwhelming sense of arousal coursing through him as he watched and jerked off.

    “Fuck, Melanie, that feels so good,” Pete said.

    “Yeah?” she asked while looking back at the camera. “You like my ass? You like fucking my tight little ass?”

    Pete gave her ass a good smack and said, “You know I do.”

    “Do you like it more because you know I don’t give it to him?” Melanie asked. “Do you like that my ass is yours and yours alone?”

    “Damn right I do,” Pete said. “Tell me, why doesn’t your boyfriend get to have anal sex with you?”

    “His dick is too small,” Melanie answered. “He doesn’t deserve my ass. He doesn’t fuck me as good as you do so he doesn’t get to have my tightest hole.”

    Eric felt that thrilling tingle between his legs that always signaled an impending climax. He smiled at the pleasure and watched as Pete smacked his girlfriend’s ass again.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he announced. “Ride me faster. Make me cum in your ass.”

    “Cum in my ass, baby,” Melanie said. “Cum in my tight little ass.”

    Melanie bounced hard on Pete’s cock and he groaned. She sank down and Eric watched the other man’s erection pulse as he injected his hot seed into Melanie’s asshole. It was spectacularly filthy and it brought about his climax as he once again shot his cum into a wad of tissues.

    “Great video,” Eric texted soon after he’d climaxed. “You’re incredible.”

    “Thank you,” Melanie replied.

    
      

    

    Melanie burst through the door and leapt into Eric’s arms.

    “I missed you so much!” she said.

    Eric grabbed her ass and held her tight as Melanie wrapped her legs around him. “I missed you too.”

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said. “Get your laptop.”

    Eric put her down and Melanie pulled her shirt off and tossed it on the floor before skipping down the hallway. He popped into the office, grabbed his laptop, and joined his now-naked girlfriend in the bedroom.

    “Get naked,” she said.

    Eric put the laptop on the bed and stripped as Melanie brought up Pete’s PornHub page. She clicked a video, positioned the laptop on a pillow to give them a better view, and gestured for Eric to get into the bed. He wasn’t sure he’d ever seen her so eager to play.

    Eric hopped into bed and Melanie had her mouth around his soft cock before he could say anything. He moaned and looked at the screen to see that the latest video featured Pete and Melanie on an otherwise empty beach.

    “Would it be okay if I sucked your dick?” Melanie asked in the video.

    “I’ll never say no to that mouth of yours,” Pete replied.

    Melanie’s head popped up from Eric’s lap and she stroked his now-hard cock and smiled. “I really did miss you,” she said. “I had fun with Pete, as I’m sure you saw, but I missed being able to come home to you after playing with him.”

    “I missed that too,” Eric said as he smiled.

    “Did you miss the way I suck your cock when I get turned on?” she asked as the sounds of a beach blowjob emanated from the computer.

    Eric nodded as Melanie kissed the head of his cock and ran her tongue over the underside. He moaned and once again she swallowed him completely as Eric looked at the computer screen as his girlfriend tried to do the same thing to Pete. She couldn’t quite swallow him, though. Eric’s cock filled her mouth with ease, but her ex was quite a bit bigger.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” Melanie said.

    “I’d love to,” Eric replied.

    She got up, straddled Eric in reverse cowgirl, and moved the pillow so he could still see the screen.

    “I want you to watch me suck his cock while I ride you. Will you do that for me?” Melanie asked.

    Eric groaned as she took his cock into her warm, slick pussy and slowly sat down on him. He stared at her beautiful ass and reached out to give it a good squeeze before saying, “Hell yes I can do that for you,” and turning his eyes to the computer screen.

    Melanie was going to down on Pete’s cock as he filmed her. She was stroking his shaft, playing with his balls, and sucking him vigorously in an effort to give her ex-boyfriend the kind of pleasure he craved.

    “This is so fucking hot,” Eric said.

    “Yeah, you like watching me suck cock?” Melanie said. “You like watching me suck Pete’s beautiful cock while I fuck you?”

    Eric could already feel his orgasm approaching. He’d spent the weekend masturbating to the sight of his girlfriend fucking another man and it was so much hotter to have her pussy wrapped around his dick as she rode him wildly.

    “Yes. Fuck yes, I fucking love it,” he answered.

    “Me too,” Melanie replied as she reached down to play with her clit. “Cum inside me, Eric. Cum inside me!”

    Eric watched Pete cum in Melanie’s mouth on the beach. He watched his girlfriend part her lips to show the load on her tongue. He watched her swallow and he let loose in her pussy as the pleasure of it all overwhelmed him.

    “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” he cried out.

    Melanie kept riding him right through Eric’s orgasm, making a creamy mess between their legs in the process. When he’s finished, she lifted her pussy off his dick and moved back until her crotch hovered over his face.

    “Will you clean me and make me cum?” she asked.

    “You know I will,” Eric replied.

    Melanie dropped her pussy onto his face and he went to work. He licked up the creamy, foamy mess he’d made. He licked up his cum and swallowed everything. He massaged her clit with his tongue as she gently squeezed his balls and ran her fingers over his thighs.

    “You’re so fucking dirty,” Melanie said. “I love it. I love that you’re so fucking dirty for me!”

    Her body trembled before she pulled her pussy away from Eric’s mouth and climaxed. More of his cum dripped out of her and he put his tongue out to catch it all as his girlfriend had a kink-fueled orgasm.

    She snuggled up next to him in the aftermath of her climax and Eric pulled her close.

    “I love you, Melanie,” he said.

    “I love you too,” she replied.

    “What would you think about moving in together?” Eric asked.

    She lifted her head and smiled at him. “Really?”

    “You can still play with Pete,” he added.

    “You really are in love with me, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes I am. More than I thought possible. Does that mean you’ll move in with me?”

    Melanie kissed his cheek, snuggled up next to him, and said, “Absolutely. I like Pete’s cock, but I’m yours, Eric. Let’s move in together.”

    Eric pulled Melanie close, kissed her, and closed his eyes as happiness enveloped him.

    The End

  
    His First Taste of Femdom - Part 1

    “You could get a job at the mall,” Zeke’s mom said.

    “The mall? Mom, nobody goes to the mall anymore. Are they even hiring?” he shot back.

    “Yes Zeke, the mall. I go to the mall. My friends go to the mall. I see kids there all the time. I know it’s not exactly cool anymore, but that doesn’t really matter. It’s a summer job. It’s going to last four months and then you’re leaving for college. I know you think you can bitch and moan and somehow avoid getting a job, but your summer is going to be absolutely miserable if you don’t find a job and find one now!”

    Zeke’s mom rarely yelled, which is why he knew she was serious. She was right, too. He was hoping that he could skate by without a job. He figured he’d drag his feet, do enough complaining, and get away with being able to fuck around all summer before starting his freshman year of college. He was clearly wrong about that.

    That’s how he ended up at the mall. It might have been a great place to work at one point, but it wasn’t anymore. It was depressing. Everyone seemed bummed out to be there and the parking lot was barely half full when he pulled in early on a Saturday afternoon.

    Zeke’s first stop was at the information desk to ask if they knew if any of the stores were hiring. The bored-looking girl there him to the food court, which she said had lots of openings.

    As Zeke surveyed the underwhelming options available to him his nose drew him towards the Cinnabon. The smell was irresistible. He’d resolved not to work at the mall at that point, but he figured he’d get something good out of it and take a sweet, icing-coated treat home with him.

    “What can I get for you?” the girl behind the counter asked in an utterly disinterested voice.

    Zeke looked down from the menu with an order on the tip of his tongue. Then he saw the girl behind the counter and for some reason he found himself tongue tied.

    The girl had a pierced nose, red hair with black highlights, tattoos on both her arms, and even a little ink creeping up her neck just above the collar of her Cinnabon-branded shirt.

    She was beautiful, too, though it seemed like she was working to hide it from the world. Zeke saw it, though, and there was something about her that he found irresistible. He wasn’t entirely sure why. It was the first time in his 18 years on the planet that he’d felt so overwhelmingly attracted to someone.

    “Are you hiring?” he asked.

    She rolled her eyes and said, “You’re in luck,” without a hint of enthusiasm. She handed him a clipboard with an application on it and said, “Fill it out.”

    Zeke took the clipboard and grabbed a seat in the food court. He positioned himself so he could look up and stare at the girl behind the counter over and over. It took an exceptionally long time to fill out the application, but he didn’t care. He was infatuated.

    She took a few minutes to read the application and then said, “Congratulations Zeke. You’re hired. Can you start tomorrow?”

    “Of course,” he said.

    Just like that, Zeke had a summer job.

    
      

    

    It didn’t take Zeke long to learn how stupid it was to take a job because he had a crush on the girl working behind the counter.

    For the first two days he was in a teenage hormone-fueled version of heaven as Bailey, his tattooed dream girl, taught him everything he needed to know about making calorie-laden Cinnabons.

    After the first day he nearly masturbated in the car on his drive home. There hadn’t been anything sexual about their interactions, but spending the day so close to someone he had such a huge attraction to was enough to send Zeke into a wildly horny headspace.

    It was more of the same on his second day on the job. His training continued and Bailey even touched him a few times as she showed him exactly where to put his hands on some of the machines and how to work the dough properly.

    It was on the third day it all came crashing down. That’s when Bailey’s boyfriend came to pick her up after her shift.

    When the tall, long-haired, pierced and tattooed guy came up to the counter Zeke thought he was waiting on another customer.

    “Hey, what can I get you?” he asked.

    “Oh, nothing man. I’m here for Bailey,” he said.

    “Tyler!” Bailey called out as she pulled off her apron, hopped the counter, and jumped into his arms.

    Zeke watched as the couple made out in the middle of the food court. He’d seen stuff like that in movies but he’d never witnessed it in person. The sense of jealousy he experienced was unexpected and more than a little uncomfortable.

    As he watched them walk hand-in-hand out of the food court, Zeke deeply regretted his decision to take a job at Cinnabon. He’d been so hopeful that he might hook up with Bailey before the summer ended. Now it felt like he was going to be trapped in a cinnamon-scented prison of his own making for the next 100 days.

    As it turned out, it wasn’t as bad as he’d feared it would be. Despite knowing she had a boyfriend she was clearly enamored with, Zeke still found it thrilling to work with Bailey. His desire for her didn’t abate one bit. If anything it seemed to increase.

    He liked being with her. He liked the way she smelled and the artful nature of her tattoos. He couldn’t help but wonder what the ones she hid under her clothes looked like. It didn’t take long to discover that her disaffected demeanor was a bit of a cover, too. She was always gleeful when Tyler showed up and she had a wry, dark sense of humor that came out when there weren’t customers around.

    Zeke knew some people would have found it horrifying to hear her talking about poisoning the food and cackling as the customers suffered diarrhea, but it always made him laugh.

    “You’re such a freak,” she said after he nearly spit up his drink trying not to laugh at one particular joke.

    “I guess that’s why you hired me,” he shot back. “You must have sensed it in me.”

    Bailey smiled at him in a way she hadn’t before. “I guess so.”

    After a few weeks, it felt like he’d made a friend. She waved goodbye when she left and seemed a lot nicer to him than anyone else that worked at the Cinnabon.

    Zeke still couldn’t contain his desire, though. He’d stopped acting like an obsessed crush, but Bailey occupied his fantasies.

    He masturbated every night and she appeared regularly. He’d browse her Instagram feed and stroke himself while staring at the pictures, some of which featured her in remarkably revealing outfits. He always skipped past the pictures that featured Tyler.

    After just a few weeks, Bailey had been at the center of nearly two dozen of Zeke’s orgasms.

    A little over three weeks into his tenure at Cinnabon, something happened that sent Zeke’s lust for Bailey into overdrive.

    He was on a break and he’d made his way to his car. He liked getting away from the din of the food court and he certainly didn’t mind being away from the sometimes overwhelming mixture of smells.

    Normally he’d kill 15 minutes on his phone and return to work, but there was something far more interesting to admire on that particular day.

    Just a few minutes after he climbed into the front seat and leaned back to begin his break ritual he spotted Bailey and Tyler in his rearview mirror.

    He couldn’t look away from the object of his affection. He kept his eyes on them as they moved between a pair of SUVs and began kissing in a particularly lusty fashion.

    Bailey’s hand moved between her boyfriend’s legs and she unzipped his pants. Zeke felt his loins come alive in a familiar way as he watched the girl of his dreams pull out Tyler’s cock. Bailey was giving a handjob in the middle of the mall parking lot.

    “Fuck,” Zeke said to himself as he debated masturbating in his car.

    Ultimately, Zeke chose to keep his hard cock in his pants. Bailey didn’t seem to mind the risk of getting caught, but he wasn’t willing to take it.

    The decision got a lot harder to make when he watched the tattooed beauty drop to her knees and take Tyler’s cock into her mouth. Zeke couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe he was watching the girl of his obsessions give a blowjob.

    Tyler tilted his head back and moved his hands into Bailey’s hair. He seemed to be fucking her mouth. She seemed to have no problem taking it.

    Zeke’s cock throbbed painfully as he watched them indulge their desires in a decidedly public way.

    Tyler pushed his cock deep into Bailey’s mouth and held it there. Zeke had seen porn videos. He knew the tattooed guy was cumming.

    When he pulled out, Bailey looked up at him and held her mouth open. Zeke was astonished that the girl he thought he knew pretty well was being so utterly filthy.

    Tyler smiled and said something. Bailey closed her mouth and swallowed. She stood up and Tyler gave her a kiss on the cheek before zipping up his pants and leaving.

    For a few moments, Bailey stood between the two SUVs as Zeke intently watched from his car. His break was almost over but if he went back to work now she’d see him.

    When Bailey turned and walked towards his car, Zeke freaked out. He resisted the urge to start the car and drive away. She was too close. He’d run her over. He couldn’t run away, either. If she was actually coming to him there was no escaping it.

    Bailey strode confidently to the passenger’s side of the car and pulled on the handle. When it wouldn’t open, she knocked on the window.

    “Open up, Zeke. I can fucking see you,” she said.

    Zeke hit the button that unlocked the car.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” Bailey asked as she climbed into the front seat and slammed the door.

    “What? No, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said in an utterly unconvincing attempt at denial.

    “I know you were watching. Your dick is hard, for fuck’s sake.”

    Zeke looked down and was horrified to see that his erection was obvious. He didn’t bother denying that he was hard or that he was watching. Instead, all he said was, “Sorry.”

    “I didn’t come here for an apology, Zeke,” Bailey said.

    He turned to her and saw a wild look in the beautiful girl’s eyes.

    “What did you come here for?” he asked.

    Bailey leapt at him like a cougar striking at its prey. Her hand found the back of his head and her lips pressed against his. Zeke tried to pull away as her tongue pressed against his lips and eventually made its way into his mouth.

    He knew she’d just swallowed Tyler’s cum. He knew that’s what he tasted on her tongue. He tried to pull away. She wouldn’t let him.

    Eventually, Zeke’s desire won out. Bailey was kissing him. He was living the moment he’d fantasized about since the moment he’d seen her that first day in the food court. He was kissing the girl he’d masturbated to every day since he’d taken the job.

    Bailey was the one to break the kiss. She licked her lips as she backed away. A smile crossed her face. “I see the way you stare, Zeke,” she said.

    He had no response. To apologize was to admit she was right. To deny it was to risk looking foolish.

    Bailey didn’t seem to want a response, though. Instead, she smiled at him and unbuttoned her pants. She pulled them down along with her panties. For the first time in his life, Zeke had a half naked girl in his car.

    She grabbed his hand and pulled it between her legs. His fingers found their way into her pussy.

    “Is that the first pussy you’ve ever touched, Zeke?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Does that mean you’re a virgin?” she asked.

    Despite his embarrassment, Zeke quickly said, “Yes.”

    Bailey didn’t laugh. Instead, she moaned as Zeke fingered her. He’d seen it in videos. He’d read about it. He’d never done it before and he had no idea if he was doing it right, but he found it thrilling.

    “That’s pretty good for a first-timer,” she said.

    Zeke beamed with pride. The idea of making Bailey feel good was the most joyous thing in the world.

    Bailey pulled his fingers out of her pussy and said, “Suck them clean.”

    Zeke looked at his slick fingers and hesitated.

    “Do it, Zeke,” she demanded. There was something about her voice that he found a little scary. 

    He did as she desired. He sucked his two slick fingers clean as she watched. Bailey smiled and reached over to apply pressure to his hand.

    “Get it all in there, Zeke. Swallow your fingers.”

    He was aroused in a way he didn’t understand. His dick was so hard it hurt.

    “That’s good,” she said right as he felt his gag reflex kick in.

    He pulled his fingers out and coughed as Bailey laughed.

    “You’d do just about anything for me right now, wouldn’t you?” she asked in a voice that was filled with obvious delight.

    Zeke didn’t answer. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know what else he had in mind.

    Bailey climbed into the backseat. She spread her legs and he looked right at her pussy. It was shaved and perfect.

    “I want you to eat my pussy, Zeke,” Bailey said.

    He looked from between her legs to her face. He hesitated, but only for a moment. He was nervous about being terrible at it, but he wasn’t going to give up the chance to taste a girl’s pussy. It was even better that it was Bailey’s pussy.

    He moved from the front seat to the back and took his place between her legs. He thought of the lesbian porn videos he’d watched. He thought of how they licked pussy and he tried his best to emulate that.

    “That’s it,” Bailey said as she moaned. Zeke’s confidence soared. He was filled with joy. “No, higher. My clit, Zeke. Lick my clit.”

    He followed her instructions and ran his tongue over the spot that he deemed to be her clit. She moaned louder and gripped his head.

    “Make me cum, Zeke,” she said.

    Zeke had heard it could take women forever to cum during oral sex, but that didn’t seem to be the case for Bailey. It seemed like she was going to cum rather quickly.

    “Fuck. That’s it, make me cum, Zeke. Make me cum!”

    She writhed in the back of his car as he licked her pussy. She moaned as he gave a girl an orgasm for the first time.

    She pushed his head away while her body trembled. “Good job,” Bailey said.

    She grabbed her pants from the front seat and pulled them on. Moments later, she was out of the car and heading back to the food court. Zeke felt a little dazed. His cock throbbed painfully, but he needed to get back to work.

    He grabbed his phone and pulled up the ESPN app. He needed to think about something entirely non-sexual. Sports was it. He’d be back to work in no time.

    
      

    

    After their adventure in his car, Zeke found himself between Bailey’s legs with increasing frequency. If they opened the Cinnabon together, she’d push him to his knees and have him make her cum before they got to baking their first batch.

    She repeated her oral performance with Tyler a handful of times, too. Zeke would watch from his car and Bailey would come over and give him a cum-flavored kiss after she was done. She’d let him eat her out in the backseat and then leave immediately afterwards.

    In fact, Bailey never touched Zeke’s couch. She didn’t even brush the front of his pants to tease him. She ignored it. She treated him like he didn’t even have a dick.

    Zeke didn’t complain. Not once. He was too caught up in the overwhelming thrill of his first meaningful sexual experiences with a girl. He masturbated furiously though. Now he could think about what Bailey looked like naked, or at least mostly naked. He could think about how her pussy tasted. He could think about the noises she made while she was cumming. He could think about her saying his name as she climaxed.

    Then, six weeks into his summer job at Cinnabon, his cock finally made an appearance.

    It was a little after 8:30 a.m. They were scheduled to open in 90 minutes and there was a lot of work to be done. Zeke didn’t care about that, though. He was looking forward to eating Bailey’s pussy again.

    She greeted him with a smile as he approached the doors that led to the food court. 

    “Welcome, pussy boy.” Bailey had taken to greeting him that way when there was no one else around. He took it as a good sign because it almost always meant he’d be going down on her before long.

    “Good morning to you too,” he said.

    They made their way to the Cinnabon’s kitchen and Bailey hopped on the counter and spread her legs. Zeke pushed up her skirt and dropped to his knees, just as he’d done countless times in the past few weeks.

    He reached up to take down the blue cotton panties she was wearing and saw a sizable wet spot in them. He looked up at Bailey and saw a devious smile on her face.

    “Don’t you want to eat my pussy, Zeke?” she asked.

    He knew something was up. Even when she got excited Bailey wasn’t that wet.

    “What is that?” he asked.

    Bailey answered by pushing two fingers into her panties. They emerged covered in a thick white cream. She sucked her fingers clean.

    Zeke let his hands fall from between her legs and moved back. He had no intention of licking up Tyler’s cum.

    “What’s the matter, Zeke?”

    “I don’t want to do that,” he said.

    “Why not? I swallow his cum. You kiss me after I swallow his cum. What’s the big deal?” she asked.

    “Guys aren’t supposed to swallow cum,” Zeke answered.

    “Lots of guys swallow cum, Zeke, and not just gay guys. Lots of guys eat their own cum. Lots of guys clean up cummy messes like the one in my panties. You’re going to do it too.”

    Zeke found the confidence in her voice a little unnerving. It was like she could see the future.

    “I know you, Zeke. I know what you are. I know that you’re willing to do for me. I know what you’re willing to do for my pussy,” she continued.

    “Not that,” he said.

    Bailey reached out and pulled Zeke to his feet. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed. He welcomed her tongue into his mouth. He moaned when she reached between his legs and unzipped his pants. She found his cock. She pulled it out and stroked him.

    “I know how to make a man feel good, Zeke,” she said. “You’ve seen proof of that. I can make a boy like you feel good too.”

    It hurt a little to be called a boy, but his arousal was far too strong to be derailed by something so simple.

    “Yes,” was all he said. He couldn’t really think. Her hand felt so good on his dick.

    Bailey squeezed his dick hard enough for it to hurt. Zeke held his breath and tried to back away. She squeezed him harder.

    “Get on your fucking knees and eat my messy pussy, Zeke. Do it or I’ll never touch your cock again. Do it or you’ll never taste my pussy again. Do it or you’ll never kiss me again.” She looked angry. “Do it or you and I will barely speak again. Do you understand?”

    Zeke nodded and she let go of his cock. He fell to his knees once more. Bailey moved to the edge of the stainless steel counter. He reached up and pulled down her panties.

    Her pussy was a mess. It wasn’t as bad as he’d imagined, though. The cum wasn’t thick like he’d seen in porn videos.

    “Do it, Zeke. Do it now or you’ve seen my pussy for the last time,” she demanded.

    Zeke’s dick was still out of his pants and still hard as he moved closer. He expected Bailey to grab his head and pull it between her legs. She didn’t, though. She was going to let him make the decision.

    He closed his eyes and ate her messy pussy. A familiar taste filled his mouth. It was much stronger, though. This wasn’t like kissing her after a blowjob. It was salty and bitter. It was gross.

    “I knew you’d do it. I fucking knew it. I knew you’d be a little bitch for me,” Bailey said as she grabbed his head.

    Zeke’s cock hadn’t softened. It still throbbed between his legs. It might have been harder than before. It felt nasty to be licking such a messy pussy, but he liked something about it.

    Bailey pulled his head from between her legs and hopped off the counter. “Get up there. On your back,” she said.

    Zeke climbed on the counter and moved to his back. He watched as Bailey climbed on top of him and for a second he was certain he was about to lose his virginity.

    “Look at how excited you are! Oh my god, did you think I was going to fuck you?” she said before laughing uproariously.

    “Jesus, Zeke, that’s not going to happen. I mean, there’s no fucking way. You’re fun, but your dick is never going to end up in my pussy. That belongs to Tyler.”

    Instead of riding his cock, Bailey sat on his face. Her pussy lips opened around him. She smeared the slick remains of Tyler’s cum on his chin and cheeks.

    “Here comes a little more,” she said.

    Zeke felt something drip onto his tongue. It was thick. It was salty. Bailey was feeding him the rest of the cum that was still inside her.

    “Swallow it. Fucking swallow his cum,” she demanded.

    Zeke felt any desire to resist crumbling. He just wanted to do as she demanded. He swallowed the cum in his mouth. More followed. He swallowed it too.

    When Bailey was finished feeding him Tyler’s load, she climbed off of the counter and put her panties back on.

    “Zip up. We have some truly horrible food to make.”

    Zeke hesitated. He thought he was going to get a handjob.

    “You already got everything you’re going to get from me today, Zeke. You can beat off in your car on break if you want, but I certainly won’t be making you cum. That’s not how this works. You make me cum. You don’t get to demand an orgasm. Consider yourself lucky I touched your cock. If you do exactly as you’re told I might get give you a handjob before the summer is over. Now put your dick away and let’s fucking get to work.”

    He zipped up and got to work with a renewed resolve to earn that handjob before he had to go to college. He was ready to do anything for it.

  
    His Hotwife is Ready for a Boyfriend - Part 1

    "Do I look okay?" your wife asks.

    It's an absurd question. Completely, utterly absurd. She looks so much better than okay. She looks astoundingly sexy in that low cut black satin dress. She's irresistible. Utterly irresistible.

    She's not fishing for a compliment, though. She's genuinely asking, not because she's insecure about her looks but because she's nervous about her date. She's worried that he won't like the way she looks. She's crazy to be nervous about that, but she can't help it.

    There's something so adorable about her insecurity. There's something undeniably arousing about it, too. It's not a leap to think that your wife is nervous about her date because she really wants him to like her, to find her attractive, to desire her.

    If that's what she wants, then it stands to reason that your wife feels that way about her date. That she likes him, that she finds him attractive, that she desires him, and if she feels that way then there's a good chance you'll be cuckolded tonight.

    Thus you find yourself in the decidedly strange position of telling your wife that her date is going to think she's as beautiful as a woman has ever been. It's not a situation most married men find themselves in, but you relish the chance to build her confidence before she leaves for a date that might end with her having sex with another man.

    "You look incredible," you say as she looks down and smooths out the soft satin of her dress. "You really do. Honestly, babe, that dress is stunning. Truly stunning. He's going to love it. He's going to think you're the hottest woman he's ever been on a date with. He's going to feel like the luckiest man in the restaurant, too, because you're going to get people's attention. You're genuinely going to turn heads."

    She looks at you, smiles sweetly, and then looks down again as she rubs her hands nervously. "Do you really think so?" she asks.

    You laugh softly, step closer, and take your wife's hands in yours. You wait until she looks up and meets your gaze and then you say, "You really like him, don't you?"

    She nods.

    "And you really want to look good for him, don't you?" you ask.

    "I do," she says softly.

    You step back, lift your wife's hand, and gently twirl her around. She laughs and spins and you let your eyes wander over her body as the satin hugs it in all the right ways.

    "Mission accomplished," you say as her spinning slows. "You look...honestly, you look hot. You look insanely hot. I guarantee he's going to be thinking all sorts of dirty things from the moment he sees you."

    She smiles in a manner that makes you think she'd very much like it if her date thought dirty things about her.

    "You'd like it if he thought about you that way, wouldn't you?" you ask.

    She bites her lower lip, looks away for a moment, and meets your gaze once more before nodding and saying, "I would. I know it's my first real date with him, but the chemistry was real during our coffee meet up and we've been talking and texting since and..."

    "And you want him," you say.

    She nods.

    "Do you think he feels differently?" you ask.

    You see the insecurity on her face and it makes you want to hold her tight and reassure her that she's the most beautiful woman in the world. "I think he likes me. I think he's into me. He tells me I'm beautiful every time we FaceTime. He tells me I'm sexy. I told him about the dress and he said he couldn't wait to see me in it."

    "And you're still worried he might not be into you despite the fact that you look drop dead gorgeous in that dress?" you ask.

    She nods. "I mean, I know he's into me. It's just...I don't know why, I just have this nervous feeling."

    You study your wife's face as she holds your gaze for a few seconds and then looks away. "You like him," you say. "Really like him, I mean. This is more than just that animalistic desire and heat. This is...you really like him and you're nervous about him feeling the same way."

    She seems a little embarrassed, like you've discovered her secret. "Is that...is that okay?"

    She's been with three guys since embracing the idea of becoming a hotwife. She's been with each of them multiple times, but it was never anything more than sex dates. They'd usually go to dinner beforehand, but it was always just a lovely prelude to the real action, which was a night of incredible sex that provided her with a series of world class orgasms.

    This is different. She clearly feels something more than sexual chemistry with him. She feels something deeper. Real attraction. The sort of connection that an actual relationship is built on.

    "I...I think so," you say, though it's not pure arousal you're feeling. The arousal is there, but there's also a heavy dose of angst and it's the first time you've experienced it since beginning your journey as a cuckold.

    "It doesn't have to be," she says. "I can call it off."

    She doesn't want to call it off. You can see it in her face. You can see it in the way her nipples are hard and gently poking through the soft, thin material of her dress. She's nervous, but she's excited, too, perhaps more excited than she's been for any of her hotwife dates.

    "Don't call it off," you say. "Do the opposite. Go for it. If you feel like there's something there, don't hold back. This whole thing is supposed to be about expanding and exploring."

    "Even if it's not purely sexual?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "So if I want to actually...date him, you'd be okay with that?" your wife asks.

    She's asking if it's okay if she ends up with a boyfriend instead of a fuck buddy. A guy she has actual feelings for. Someone she talks to on the phone and texts with. Someone she develops a real relationship with.

    You still feel the angst, but the more you think about it the more turned on you get. You're a little nervous about sharing your arousal, but you both promised you'd be open and honest as you delved into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle.

    "It makes me a little anxious, but the truth is, I can't help but get turned on at the idea of you having a boyfriend," you say.

    Her eyes go wide for just a moment and then she smiles. It seems that you've shared good news with your wife.

    "And I could be wrong, but I think you're excited at the idea, too," you continue. You reach out, run your fingers over her waist, and then pull your wife closer until her body is pressed against yours. "Am I wrong?"

    She looks up at you and shakes her head. "No, you're not wrong."

    "Do you think you'll have sex tonight?" you ask.

    She smiles, nods, and says, "I do. I think he wants it and I definitely want it."

    Your cock stirs to life as you think about your wife straddling another man, lifting the bottom of her dress, and guiding his cock inside her. You think of him playing with her tits in the dress, squeezing and kneading them as she moans while grinding on his cock.

    "I have to say, I'm kind of turned on at the idea of you getting fucked by your boyfriend," you say. "I know it's a small difference, but there's something really exciting about it for me, about this being more than just a sexual thing."

    Her fingers slip around the back of your neck and she pulls you close for a kiss. Her lips part and she lures your tongue into her mouth for an erotic dance. You grab her ass through the thin satin of her dress and she moans into your mouth. Your hand moves up her torso and you caress her breasts, playing with her hard nipples as she pushes her hips forward and grinds her crotch into yours.

    Your hands move to her ass once more and you slowly pull up the bottom of her dress until you're grasping her bare flesh. The moment the kiss breaks you sink to your knees and stare at your wife's enflamed pussy.

    "May I?" you ask.

    She looks down, puts a hand on the back of your head, and nods. "Yes, you may."

    You push your tongue between her pussy lips and taste her wetness. You feel the heat of her desire and the sweetness of her juices as they dance on your taste buds. You run your hands along the backsides of her thighs and squeeze her ass as she moans while her fingers entwine in your hair. She takes a firm grip and gently moves her hips, grinding her pussy over your mouth and spreading her wetness around your lips and chin.

    "That feels so good," she says softly.

    You want it to feel good. You want it to feel great, in fact. You want to arouse your wife to the point that she's desperate by the time she leaves for her date. You want to make sure that she gets fucked tonight.

    Once her legs start trembling, your wife steps back, closes her eyes for a moment, and then looks down at you and smiles. "You almost made me cum," she says.

    You return her smile. "That's not my job tonight, is it?"

    She laughs softly. "Not if things go well tonight." She bites her lip for a moment and adds, "In fact, if things go as I want them to, you might not see me tonight."

    You're taken aback for a moment. "Really?"

    She nods. "If things go well he'll invite me back to his place. We'll have a drink, talk, and fool around, maybe on his couch or maybe on the deck overlooking his backyard. Then we'll go to his bedroom. He'll undress me. His hands will roam over my naked body. I'll undress him. We'll get in his bed together. I'll take him in my mouth and offer him the kind of pleasure every man craves. Once he's hard and wet with my spit, he'll put his tongue to work just like you did. He'll drive me mad with desire and I'll come close to begging him to fuck me. I'll put a condom on his cock, spread my legs, and invite him inside me. He'll give me what I crave. He'll fuck me. He'll make me cum. He'll cum from the pleasure of being inside me."

    She reaches between her legs and rubs her clit in small circles as you watch her get lost in her fantasy.

    "After we've both cum, he'll invite me to spend the night in his bed," she continues while her eyes lock on yours. "I'll agree and he'll wrap his arms around me as his cock goes soft. We'll kiss. I'll tell him how good he felt inside me, how hard he made me cum. He'll tell me he wants me again before we go to sleep. I'll tell him he can have me as many times as he wants."

    You reach down and rub your cock through your pants as your wife plunges three fingers into her pussy and fucks herself, producing the most remarkable sounds of wetness and desire.

    "Eventually, I'll fall asleep in his bed, in his arms, with his body pressed against mine. I'll sleep well, I imagine. I'll wake up to the feel of his cock pressing against my body. I'll take him in my mouth. I'll wake him up with a blowjob like a good girlfriend does. I'll make sure that he wants to invite me to spend the night after our next date, too. I'll get him hard, I'll put a condom on his cock, and I'll ride him to an orgasm to start the day. He'll make us breakfast, we'll eat together, we'll spend a little time snuggled up on the couch, and then he'll fuck me again before I come home to you."

    "That sounds incredible," you say from your knees.

    She smiles, pulls her fingers from her pussy, and approaches. She runs them over your lips and then places them on your tongue. You suck them clean as she says, "I know, and I think there's a real chance that's exactly how my night and morning are going to play out. The question is, are you okay with that?"

    "Yes, I am," you reply as her fingers depart your mouth. "I'm sure it will be far more difficult than I'm thinking it will be, but I'm okay with that. Actually, no, I want that. I'd love it, especially the part where you come home to me."

    Her smile brightens. "And what will you want when I come home to you?"

    You look between her legs and feel your cock throb as you imagine putting your tongue inside her after she's been with another man. You've done it after each and every time you've been cuckolded and it has thus far proven to be hugely arousing.

    "If he fucks me as many times as I hope he will, I'll be quite sore," she says softly. "I imagine I'd enjoy having my cuckold use his tongue to soothe more sore pussy."

    "Really?" you ask.

    Your wife nods as she runs her index finger over your lips. "It would feel so nice, and you know that I enjoy the pussy worship as an affirmation of your continued desire to be a cuckold. There's something so...so hot about it, about seeing you between my legs devouring my pussy after another man's been inside me. It lets me know that you're just as excited as you've ever been."

    "I'll be far more excited tomorrow morning than I've ever been, I promise," you say.

    "Because I'll have spent the night in my boyfriend's bed?" she asks.

    You nod. "And because you'll have had so much sex with your boyfriend. Good sex. Great sex, hopefully."

    "And you like the taste of sex?" she asks.

    "I really do," you reply with a chuckle.

    She offers her hand and helps you to your feet. "You know, one of the nice things about having a boyfriend is that you can have unprotected sex. Eventually, at least."

    Your excitement at the notion of another man cumming inside your wife is instant and intense.

    "I thought you'd like that," she says. "I'm not wrong, am I? You like the idea of going down on me after my boyfriend has cum inside me?"

    "I do," you admit.

    "And I'm more than happy to admit that I really, really like the idea of another man cumming inside me," she says. "There's something so...I don't know, naughty about it. It's just...it makes me tingle, so it's doubly exciting that it will be so thrilling for you."

    "I'd also enjoy having sex with you after he's cum inside you," you say.

    She kisses you and replies, "Then we'll have to make that happen. We just have to hope that things go well tonight, I guess, and that he's just as interested in being my boyfriend as I am in being his girlfriend."

    "I don't know how he could resist you," you say.

    She kisses you once more - this time in a long, lingering fashion with plenty of tongue - and then steps back, smiles, and says, "I have to go. I'll text to let you know how it's going, and of course I'll let you know if I'm going to spend the night with him."

    She grabs her handbag, gives you a kiss on the cheek, and heads for the door. You follow, open it up for her, and your wife gives you another long, lingering kiss before leaving for her date with the man she hopes will become her boyfriend.

    You close the door, take a deep breath, and smile at the excitement coursing through you. It's going to be a long night and tomorrow morning will feel painfully long, too, but you're already excited about the prospect of worshiping your wife's pussy while she gives you the details of her night with another man.

    All you have to do is make it through the night without letting the excitement overwhelm you.

  
    His Lust for Your Wife

    She greets him at the door in lingerie. She implicitly offers her body to him and he takes it. She’s his to enjoy tonight and he’s not going to pass up that chance. He’s going to enjoy your wife for as long as he can.

    He pulls his shirt off, revealing his taut, cut body. You hear her gasp. She can’t get enough of him. She raises her hands above her head. “I’m yours,” your wife says to him.

    He pulls down the sexy lace covering her tits. He exposes her breasts and your wife moans. She loves that another man is doing this in front of her husband.

    He grasps her breast in his hand. He squeezes it tightly and lowers his mouth to her nipple. Her hand coils around the back of his neck and up his head. She caresses him while he’s sucking her nipple. The intimacy of it stings, but you can’t help but get hard. You know she’s wet, too. You know she’s impossibly wet for him.

    She had to have him in her mouth. She loves sucking his cock. She loves feeling him throb on her tongue. She loves making him feel good with her oral talents.

    She took him to the living room and pulled out his cock. She stroked him while they kissed. You listened as he moaned into her mouth while your wife’s expert fingers played with his cock head. You watched as he fingered her pussy. You watched them turn each other on.

    She opened wide and took him into her mouth. She swallowed almost all of his big cock immediately. She picked up that skill thanks to him. He’s made her quite the slut for him.

    It’s the sex she craves most of all. That’s why she spreads her legs on the coffee table and begs him to fuck her. He craves it too. Your wife is the best fuck he’s ever had.

    As he slides into her your wife arches her back and closes her eyes. A low, long, guttural moan escapes her lips. Finally she’s being fucked by a real man. Finally she’s being fucked the way she desires.

    He plays with her tits as he fucks her. He caresses her taut stomach. He puts his fingers in her mouth. He makes her cum hard and then she begs him for more. Your wife is addicted to this man’s cock.

    They move to the couch and she gets onto her hands and knees. He grabs a handful of her hair and slides into her from behind. He fucks her perfect, soaking wet pussy hard and fast. He pounds your wife and you watch with your cock in hand.

    At this point she’s practically screaming for him. It feels so fucking good she can hardly believe it. She’s going to cum getting fucked doggystyle. That’s never happened with you. He brings it out of her, though. He unleashes her inner slut and gives her orgasms like no man ever has.

    You listen to her moans. They fill your brain. It feels like her lusty sounds are making your cock even harder. It’s the best feeling in the world. As he cums inside her, you unleash your orgasm. You end your night fully satisfied that another man has given your wife the pleasure she seeks.

  
    His Perfect Needs More - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Erica’s phone buzzed on the dresser and she glanced at it to see yet another text from Marco.

    “Marco?” Dylan asked as he buttoned up his shirt.

    “Yes,” Erica said. “It seems that he regrets his decision to fuck someone else.”

    “I can’t blame him,” Dylan said. “For regretting his decision, I mean. He had no idea how good he had it with you.” He approached, put his hands around Erica’s waist, and kissed her neck. “I know how good I have it, though. I know you’re the most incredible woman in the world. I know I’m lucky to be with you.”

    Erica smiled and attached the clasp to the back of her earrings, putting the finishing touch on the outfit she’d picked out for their big night. “It had to end at some point,” she said. “I’m not even that mad. It’s not like Marco and I were dating, so it wasn’t realistic to expect him to remain faithful forever. I could have done without him fucking another woman from the gym, though. That hurt a little.”

    “Sorry,” Dylan said as he held Erica a little tighter.

    She spun around in his grasp and reached up to caress Dylan’s face before leaning closer and offering a soft kiss.

    “Oops,” Erica said as she pulled back. “I left a little bit of lipstick behind.” She wiped it away with her finger and Dylan glanced down at it as a smile came over his face. “What are you smiling about?”

    “Well, if I’m being honest, I’m thinking about where else that lipstick might end up tonight,” Dylan answered.

    “Oh yeah? Do you like the idea of my lipstick ending up somewhere else tonight?” Erica asked.

    Dylan nodded and she leaned closer again. She tilted her head and parted her lips, but Erica refused to go all the way and kiss him. She teased her husband with the idea of a kiss and the notion of getting to feel her eager tongue in his mouth.

    “Where do you want my lipstick to end up?” Erica whispered. “Do you want to see a ring of it around someone else’s cock?”

    Dylan nodded.

    “Yeah? Do you want to watch your beautiful wife suck someone else’s cock tonight?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan answered as Erica felt his erection press into her stomach.

    Erica reached between Dylan’s legs and wrapped her fingers around his stiffness. She stroked him through his slacks and asked, “Does that mean you’re excited about this little party we’re going to?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “And you’re going to follow the rules, right?” Erica asked.

    “I’m only allowed to watch,” Dylan said. “I’m not allowed to play with anyone. If anyone asks, I’m to say that you’re the only one in our marriage that gets to play.”

    “And why is that?” she whispered.

    Dylan moaned as Erica stroked him. He sounded breathless as he said, “Because you need more than I can give you. Because you deserve more.”

    Erica smiled and kissed him again. It was deep and sensual and she knew her lipstick was likely making a bit of a mess. Dylan deserved a reward for being willing to go to a swingers party where he wasn’t going to get to play, so she gave it to him in the form of a little bit of lusty foreplay.

    “How do I look?” Erica asked as she stepped back and struck a pose. She’d picked a short, silver dress that fit her figure like a second skin. The material was smooth and soft and it moved with her body in a way she hoped would make her exceptionally appealing to every man at the party.

    “You look better than you ever have,” Dylan said. “All that working out has really paid off. I swear, you’ll have your pick of the men at this party.”

    “Shall we go, then?” Erica asked.

    “We shall,” Dylan said.

    Erica grabbed a small handbag, Dylan grabbed his wallet and the car keys, and they headed out.

    “You never said how you scored an invite to this party,” Dylan said.

    “It was from a woman at the gym, believe it or not,” Erica explained as they pulled out of the driveway. “Her name is Tracy. I’ve never seen her anywhere but the gym, but we’ve gotten friendly enough over the years to talk from time to time.”

    “And she just walked up and invited you to a sex party?” Dylan asked.

    Erica laughed. “Well, yes. But, it wasn’t random. It turns out Tracy is quite observant and she’d noticed that Marco and I were involved. She also noticed that we ended our involvement. She took a bit of a leap in assuming I wasn’t just cheating on my husband when she invited me to the party, but of course she turned out to be right. We talked a little about it – what went on at the parties, what kind of men I would meet, that sort of stuff – and I happily accepted.”

    “So what goes on at the parties?” Dylan asked.

    “Sex, to put it bluntly,” Erica replied. “The parties tend to be fairly small – ten to twenty guests, usually – and most of the guests are our age, successful, and interested in opening their marriages to ensure that their relationships stay fresh and interesting. Most people think that’s insane, of course, but you and I have discovered that inviting someone else into your marriage can prove quite thrilling, haven’t we?”

    Dylan kept his eyes on the road as Erica leaned over and found his cock. She stroked him through his slacks and had him hard in no time.

    “Does that mean you’re going to have sex with someone else tonight?” Dylan asked.

    “Tracy assured me that there would be men at the party I’d find appealing, but nothing is guaranteed,” Erica answered. “Though I would be a little disappointed if I left without getting fucked.”

    Dylan groaned and Erica couldn’t help but smile. It seemed that he’d come to find her explorations outside their marriage just as pleasurable as she did.

    “Would you be disappointed too?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Does that mean you like it when another man satisfies your wife?” Erica asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    His cock felt hard as a rock between her fingers and it delighted Erica to no end. “Well, then I hope for both our sakes that there’s someone at the party tonight that can satisfy me. I’m getting a little pent up, if I’m being honest.”

    “Marco really did give you something that I can’t, didn’t he?” Dylan asked.

    Erica thought of the sex she’d had with Marco. It really had been the kind of sex that Dylan simply couldn’t provide. It was always so vigorous and powerful and Marco had the sort of alpha male energy where it always felt like he was taking Erica’s body and making it his for the time they were together. It was a small thing, but it made all the difference in the sense of pleasure generated by the experience.

    “Marco fucked me better than any man ever has, Dylan,” Erica said. “I knew sex with you wasn’t great, but he opened my eyes to just how lacking the experience was.”

    Erica knew her words were harsh, but she watched her husband’s face as she delivered them and he clearly found it thrilling to be talked to like that. Erica felt a similar kind of desire, one that she’d been flirting with over the past month. She hadn’t quite pinpointed it yet, but she found unexpected pleasure in being a little wilder, naughtier, and harsher with her husband.

    Erica pulled her hand from between his legs and hiked up the bottom of her dress. She moved her panties aside and took Dylan’s hand from the wheel. She placed it between her legs and his fingers moved into her pussy with ease.

    “Do you feel that?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said as he explored the slippery folds of her flesh.

    “I need the kind of sex Marco gave me,” Erica said. She moaned as Dylan’s finger found her clit. “I need to be fucked like that again. I need to feel that again. I need to feel what you can’t give me.”

    Dylan pulled his fingers from between her legs. “Sorry,” he said. “If I keep doing that I’m going to drive us off the road.”

    Erica laughed. “Fair enough. Thankfully, we’re almost there.”

    Just a few minutes later Dylan pulled into the circular driveway of a beautiful colonial-style house. He parked behind a red Mercedes and Erica got out of the car and took a moment to make sure her dress looked good before joining Dylan and heading towards the front door.

    Tracy was there to meet them before Dylan lifted his hand to knock. “Welcome, Erica,” she said. “And I take it this is Dylan?”

    “It is,” Erica said.

    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dylan.” Tracy said. “Please, come in.”

    They stepped into the house and Tracy led them to a warmly-decorated, well-lit living room where a dozen guests congregated, each with a drink in their hand. Erica smiled at the few men that looked her way and it delighted her that each of them appeared to be judging just how much fun it would be to fuck her.

    “I know it’s your first time,” Tracy said as she stepped behind the elegant bar on the far side of her living room. “So, let’s start with a drink. What can I get you?”

    “A martini would be lovely,” Erica said.

    “A Scotch on the rocks, please,” Dylan added.

    “There aren’t really any rules at my parties,” Tracy said. “Everyone here has been vetted and I can personally vouch that they’ll all behave themselves. You’re free to do as you please with anyone and they’ll all respect your desires so you needn’t worry about being pushed to try something you’re not comfortable with.”

    Erica looked over her shoulder and saw a tall, handsome man in a perfectly-fitted suit smiling at her. He let his eyes wander to her ass before they met her gaze once more and she smiled at him.

    “Of course, I always recommend that you try something you’ve never tried before,” Tracy said. “After all, that’s the whole point of these parties. Routine is nice, but it can also be the death of a marriage if you’re not careful.”

    She poured Erica’s drink into a martini glass and pushed it forward before grabbing an expensive-looking bottle of Scotch and adding two thick ice cubes to a glass for Dylan.

    “I find a man like you quite fascinating, Dylan,” Tracy said. “We don’t get many husbands that like to watch at my parties.”

    “Really?” Dylan said as Tracy poured the Scotch.

    “Yes. I suspect it’s because men like you are quite rare. By which I mean a man that both likes to watch and has the courage to embrace that. I think most men with an inkling of the desires you have tend to be too embarrassed to actually do anything about it. You, on the other hand, seem to have embraced it,” Tracy explained.

    “I think Erica deserves the credit for that,” Dylan said. “It would be fair to say that she showed me the way to enjoyment and that this could be more than me simply being okay with my wife having sex with other men. I didn’t think it would be, but it’s become a source of incredible satisfaction for me.”

    “I’m a lucky woman,” Erica said.

    Tracy smiled and poured a drink for herself. “Luckier than you might imagine.” She raised her glass and Erica and Dylan followed. “To an evening of pleasure.”

    “To an evening of pleasure,” Erica and Dylan said in unison. They all drank and Erica marveled at the quality of the martini. Tracy was clearly a woman with experience hosting.

    “Tonight is about enjoying yourselves,” Tracy said. “Keep that in mind and you can’t go wrong. If you need anything else, I’ll be around, though I may very well be occupied.”

    Tracy walked out from behind the bar and Erica turned to Dylan. “So, now that we’re here, how are you feeling?” she asked.

    “I feel like every man in here wants to fuck you,” Dylan said.

    Erica looked around the room and noticed quite a few lusty looks directed her way. “That’s probably what happens when you’re the new girl. The allure of fucking someone new is quite powerful, isn’t it?”

    “Especially when that someone is as beautiful as you are,” Dylan replied.

    Erica smiled as a tall, dark-haired man with the most charming smile she’d ever seen broke away from the small crowd he was chatting with and headed her way.

    “Hi,” he said. “I’m Bennett.”

    “Bennett, it’s nice to meet you,” Erica replied. “I’m Erica and this is my husband Dylan.”

    Bennett shook Dylan’s hand and seemingly took a moment to size him up before turning back to Erica. He took her hand in his, lifted it to his lips, and offered a soft kiss. “You’re exquisitely beautiful, Erica,” he said. “I understand this is your first time at one of Tracy’s parties.”

    “It is,” Erica replied. “My husband and I recently opened up our marriage and I’m looking to explore beyond the first man I played with. When Tracy invited me I couldn’t pass up the chance to see what it’s like to explore at one of these parties.”

    “And what sort of man are you looking for?” Bennett asked.

    There was something about him Erica found irresistible. She wasn’t sure if it was his charming smile, his good looks, or the general air of confidence he emanated, but she couldn’t help but want him to take her to the one of the bedrooms.

    “I like a confident, strong alpha male,” she said. “One that can offer the kind of powerful, passionate sex that my husband can’t give me.”

    Bennett glanced at Dylan and smiled. “Ah, so your husband doesn’t play?”

    “No,” Erica said. “I’m afraid he would only disappoint the woman that ended up with his cock inside her.”

    It was a subtle thing, but a look came over Bennett’s face as Erica openly denigrated her husband’s sexual capabilities. It seemed that she’d triggered the part of him that wanted to prove he was superior to Dylan.

    “My husband does like to watch, though,” Erica said. “You’d have to be okay with that if you wanted to play with me.”

    “I’ve never done that before, and you know what Tracy says. These parties are best when you’re trying new things,” Bennett replied.

    “Would you care to take me to a more private area?” Erica asked.

    Bennett took her hand and Erica threw back the rest of her martini before letting him lead her out of the living area, up the stairs, and into a lovely bedroom. Dylan followed right behind and shut the door after entering.

    Bennett pulled Erica close and they kissed. He was assertive and his hands moved down the back of her dress and grasped her ass as his tongue entered her mouth. His grip felt even stronger than Marco’s had ever been and his kisses were more insistent. It felt a little like he had difficulty controlling his desire once it had been triggered. The experience was different enough from being with Marco that it made Erica a little nervous, though her nerves were quickly overwhelmed by a sense of excitement.

    Bennett’s strong hands found Erica’s waist and he spun her around until she was facing Dylan. He unzipped her dress and kissed her neck while swiftly pulling the straps from her shoulders and pushing the dress to the floor. His hands moved into her bra and he roughly played with her breasts as Erica moaned. She couldn’t help but get swept up in Bennett’s desire, which had gone from zero to sixty in no time.

    “Eat her pussy,” Bennett demanded.

    Dylan looked at Erica and she hastily pulled down her panties and widened her stance, silently telling him to do as Bennett desired. For a moment Dylan hesitated, but he too seemed caught up in the wild lust of the situation and fell to his knees. His lips found their way to Erica’s pussy a moment later and she moaned.

    Bennett grabbed one of her arms and pulled Erica’s hand back and between his legs. She found his cock and stroked it. He moaned. Her fingers found his zipper and she pulled it down and reached inside to free his cock.

    “That’s it,” Bennett said. “Show me what you want.”

    Erica let herself get swept up in Bennett’s desire. She let his seeming need to control the situation feed into her lust. She stroked his cock to show him what she wanted. She stroked him until he was stiff in her hand. She slapped the head against her ass and felt a few drops of precum land on her skin.

    Bennett’s hand moved into Erica’s hair and he gathered it and pulled hard enough for it to hurt just a little. He was considerably rougher than Marco had ever been, and yet she couldn’t help but find it thrilling. She felt safe to follow her desire, in part because Dylan was there and in part because she trusted that Tracy had vetted her guests.

    “Are you wet?” Bennett asked as he pulled a little harder on her hair.

    “I’m soaked,” Erica said.

    “Does that mean you want me to fuck you?” he asked. “Do you want to feel my cock inside you? Do you want me to fuck you while your husband watches?”

    “Yes,” Erica said. “Please, fuck me. Fuck me while he watches.” She could hear the desperation in her voice. It was driven by the intensity of her desire, which had reached a fever pitch in a remarkably short span of time.

    With one hand on her waist and one hand in her hair, Bennett spun Erica around and bent her over the bed. She put her hands out in front of her and her face pressed into the soft comforter as Bennett rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Please, give me your cock,” she said. “Fuck me. Take me.” Her desperation had deepened, and knowing that Dylan was still on his knees and watching only made it hotter.

    Bennett plunged his cock into her pussy. He filled her with ease and immediately started thrusting. He fucked her hard and fast with one hand in her hair and the other pressed down on her lower back.

    “Oh…fuck…Bennett, fuck me, fuck me hard,” Erica said. It was the first time in her life she’d been fucked with such authority. Marco had taken her from behind before, but not with such aggressiveness. He’d never been the dominant type and Bennett clearly was. It was something new and it proved to be overwhelming in a very good way.

    Erica slipped a hand under her body and between her legs as Bennett continued his relentless assault on her pussy. She rubbed her clit vigorously and almost immediately pleasure filled her body. Her fingers and toes tingled in the most pleasing way imaginable and she moaned loudly enough that the other guests must have heard.

    “Fuck me harder,” Erica said. “Show my husband how I need to be fucked. Show him how I need to be taken. Give me what he can’t!”

    Bennett somehow delivered. He pressed harder on Erica’s lower back, pulled on her hair for leverage, and fucked her with such force she thought the bed might break.

    “Oh…fuck…I’m cumming, Bennett, I’m cumming!” Erica cried out not long after. Her legs kicked up in the air and her body twitched with a pleasure so intense it made her see stars. Bennett pushed his cock inside her and held it there as Erica moaned beneath him.

    “Oh my God,” she said as the orgasm worked its way out of her body. “That was unbelievable. Holy shit.” Bennett pulled out and Erica rolled onto her back and smiled at him. “I’m yours. Fuck me however you want.”

    “Actually,” Bennett said, “how would you feel about finishing me with your mouth?”

    Erica slid off the bed and onto her knees in front of him. She took Bennett’s cock into her mouth and went to work without hesitation.

    “Get closer, Dylan,” Bennett said.

    Erica saw her husband crawl closer. She reached out and took his hand in hers. She placed it between her legs and he gently played with her pussy, causing her to moan around the thick cock stretching her lips.

    “Did you enjoy watching your wife cum?” Bennett asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    “Is that why your dick is hard?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan answered as he pushed a finger into Erica’s wet pussy.

    Erica pulled her lips off of Bennett’s cock and stroked him. The sound of her fingers moving up and down his slick shaft filled the room as she turned to her husband. “Kiss me,” Erica demanded. “Kiss me now.”

    Dylan leaned closer and they shared a sloppy kiss. Bennett moaned and it delighted Erica that he found the sight of them kissing arousing.

    “You love this, don’t you?” Erica asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan admitted in a quiet voice.

    She turned to Bennett once more and wrapped her lips around his cock. She sucked with all the vigor she could manage and looked up to see him close his eyes and unleash a loud, lusty moan that made it perfectly clear just how much he was enjoying her mouth.

    “Does she suck your dick, Dylan?” Bennett asked.

    “Not often,” Dylan replied.

    Bennett smiled. It seemed to bring him pleasure that Dylan didn’t get to enjoy Erica’s mouth all that often. “I’m close,” he announced. “Fuck, I’m close.”

    Erica sucked hard and a moment later Bennett’s cock head expanded in her mouth and sprayed a massive load of cum onto her tongue. She sealed her lips around the tip and caught everything he had to offer as she looked up at him. Bennett looked down and smiled and there was something about the confidence in his eyes and on his face that she found hugely arousing.

    “Do you want her to swallow for me?” Bennett asked.

    “Yes, I do,” Dylan said.

    Bennett pulled his cock from her mouth and Erica swallowed his cum. “Mmmm, yummy,” she said. Dylan moaned immediately. “That was lovely, Bennett. Thank you for all of that.”

    “No, thank you,” Bennett replied.

    “I hope to see you again,” Erica said. “Now, if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to spend a little alone time with my husband.”

    “Of course,” Bennett said as he put his cock back in his pants, zipped up, and left the room.

    Erica turned to Dylan, smiled, and asked, “Did you see his cock?”

    Dylan nodded. “You left your lipstick on it.”

    “Just like you wanted me to,” she said.

    Dylan nodded again and Erica moved closer. She reached out and unzipped her husband’s pants. She found his cock and pulled it free. She caressed him slowly and he groaned. Erica leaned forward and kissed his neck. She let her tongue dance over his flesh and he groaned again.

    Dylan leaned back and reached up. He ran his hand through Erica’s hair and over her face. His lips moved closer to hers. He tilted his head.

    “Are you sure?” Erica whispered.

    Dylan answered by kissing her. Erica parted her lips. She welcomed her husband’s tongue into her mouth. She moaned as his fingers found their way into her pussy once more. He played with her clit as she stroked his cock. It felt dirty in the most wonderful way imaginable to kiss him after having Bennett in her mouth.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Erica said. She got up and in the bed. She spread her legs and Dylan stood and stripped. He climbed on top of her and was inside her a moment later. “Fuck me,” she said.

    Dylan fucked her with wild abandon. He clearly couldn’t control the desire that had built inside him as he’d watched Bennett fuck her. Erica wrapped her legs around Dylan and let him enjoy the warmth and wetness of her pussy. She let him take what he needed.

    They kissed and she sucked on his tongue a little. She kissed his check and neck and quietly moaned into his ear. Then, she whispered, “You’re nowhere near as good as he was.”

    Dylan climaxed immediately. He buried his cock inside her and a series of wild, out of control grunts and groans escaped his lips. He was having the same kind of orgasm Erica had experienced, and Bennett was, in a way, responsible for both.

    “Was that good?” Erica asked as Dylan collapsed on top of her.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it,” he answered.

    Erica smiled, kissed his cheek, and wrapped her arms and legs around her husband. The party had been a success and they hadn’t even been there an hour. Though she’d climaxed, Erica wanted more. There were so many other men to meet, after all.

  
    His Perfect Wife Needs More - Part 1

    Erica didn’t want to feel resentment towards her husband. She knew it was a good way to ensure that her marriage came to an end.

    She couldn’t help it, though. She worked so hard to be the perfect wife, or to get as close as she could to perfection.

    She made sure she looked beautiful every day. She styled her soft blonde hair into the loose curls Dylan loved so much. She made sure to wear makeup, but never too much because he didn’t like that heavy look. Most days she made an effort to dress in a way she knew her husband would like because he worked so hard and Erica loved the way he’d smile so brightly at her when she was wearing a pretty dress or the kind of sweater he loved.

    Dylan was a wonderful provider and father. He was a wonderful husband in many respects, too. He never yelled. He never drank too much. He was always there for her.

    He made enough money at work that she had the luxury of being a full-time mother. She was a housewife and homemaker and proud of it.

    Despite all of that, and despite knowing that she was lucky to be with Dylan, Erica couldn’t quite stave off the inevitable sensations of resentment that cropped up.

    For years, Erica had staved it off. She couldn’t do it any longer, though. She was being swallowed by a sense of deep dissatisfaction. She needed to experience a kind of sexual satisfaction that her husband didn’t seem capable of providing.

    Erica knew her marriage would end if she didn’t do something about it. She needed to address her lack of satisfaction or there was little chance she and Dylan would remain married. She wasn’t willing to go through the rest of her life without experiencing genuine sexual satisfaction.

    A particular uninspiring round of sex on a Saturday night was the last straw. Erica knew it was potentially unwise to bring up how unsatisfied she was with their sex life right after they’d made love, but it seemed like the best way to make an impact.

    “My needs aren’t being met,” she said a few minutes after Dylan had rolled off of her. His cum was leaking into her panties, which she’d left on and pulled to the side while they had sex because he always seemed to find it so thrilling.

    “What?” he asked.

    “My needs, Dylan,” she said. “My sexual needs. They’re not being met. I’m not satisfied with our sex life.”

    For a few seconds Dylan stared at her in stunned silence. Erica wasn’t willing to let him off the hook, though. She wasn’t going to let this issue drift away. It needed to be addressed.

    “Didn’t we just have good sex?” he asked.

    “You had good sex, honey. I had…average sex. Did you notice that I didn’t have an orgasm?” Erica asked.

    “I did, yeah, but I just figured there was something else going on that prevented you from having an orgasm. Stress or something like that,” he said.

    “Did you really think that, Dylan, or do you just not care if I have an orgasm?” Erica asked. She could feel some of the resentment seeping out but she was unable to control it.

    Now she had his attention. “No, honey, I care. I really do.”

    Erica believed him, but that didn’t stop her from feeling annoyed that he couldn’t really make her cum anymore.

    “What can I do?” he asked.

    Erica saw the genuine concern in her husband’s eyes. She saw his desire to help and it broke her heart a little because she knew he wasn’t capable. It had taken her years to come to that realization, but it was clear to her that Dylan wasn’t the kind of man that could genuinely satisfy her sexual desires and that he likely never had been. Erica simply hadn’t been experienced enough to know what she wanted out of sex when they got married.

    Her heart pounded in her chest as Erica held Dylan’s hand and took a deep breath. She knew what she needed to say, but the idea of the words actually leaving her lips was terrifying. If it went wrong there was a good chance her marriage would change forever, if not end in a dizzyingly quick manner.

    “I’d like your permission to sleep with other men,” she said.

    Dylan pulled his hand away and scooted to the edge of the bed with a look of complete and utter shock on his face.

    “What?” he asked.

    “I’m sorry,” Erica said. “But it’s the only way. I know this is totally out of the blue for you, but it’s not for me. I’ve been unhappy for years. I figured something was wrong with me or maybe it was a hormonal thing, but it’s not. I need something more than you’re capable of giving me.”

    “Are you saying that I can’t make you cum?” Dylan asked.

    “Sometimes you can’t, sometimes you can. That’s not really the issue, though. I can cum on my own, Dylan. A little vibrator or even my fingers is enough. It’s not about cumming. It’s about having great sex. It’s about having mind-blowing, body-shaking sex that leaves me in a place of pure joy after I’ve had an orgasm.”

    Dylan looked away for a moment and Erica felt terrible. She knew the conversation wasn’t going to be easy, but she also knew it had to happen. She needed to see if her marriage could be saved.

    “And I can’t do that for you,” he said after a few seconds of silence.

    “No, you can’t,” Erica answered. It felt harsh, but she’d decided to be entirely honest with him. Caressing his ego seemed pointless. He needed to hear that he was, unfortunately, inadequate at meeting her needs.

    As the initial shock seemed to wear off, Dylan moved closer to his wife and reached out to take her hand in his.

    “I’m sorry,” he said.

    She smiled and said, “I still want to be married to you. I still want to have sex with you. I just want your permission to have sex with other men, too. I know that might seem kind of weird, but I need this.”

    Dylan gripped her hand tighter, like he was holding onto it for dear life.

    “Who would you be having sex with?” he asked.

    Erica wondered how honest she should be. Should she make it obvious that she’d already picked someone out, or should she be vague about it so Dylan wouldn’t necessarily know that she’d been doing a little flirting at the gym and had selected someone she knew would be both willing to fuck her and would provide the kind of orgasm she craved.

    Erica chose to be as honest as possible. “His name is Marco. We go to the same gym.”

    Again a surprised look crossed Dylan’s face. Erica wondered if her level of dissatisfaction was finally starting to sink in.

    “Have you already done something with him?” Dylan asked.

    “No, honey. We’ve talked a handful of times and flirted a little, but we’ve never even touched. I know he wants me, though, and I know he’ll be willing to have sex with me if I explain my situation,” she said.

    “How do you know?” Dylan asked.

    “Because a woman knows when a man wants to have sex with her,” Erica answered. “Just like I knew you wanted to have sex with me when we met in college.”

    Dylan smiled. “I wanted you from the moment we met,” he said.

    “And you had me, many times. And the sex was good. It really was. Even if I’d known that eventually it wouldn’t be good enough for me I still would have married you, Dylan. You’re a wonderful husband and father. You’re the man I want in every way except for one, which is why I want to meet my sexual needs outside of our marriage while keeping you.”

    “Can I think about it?” Dylan asked.

    “Of course, honey,” Erica said. She leaned over and kissed Dylan’s cheek. “I’d like to know soon, though. This isn’t a problem I’m willing to let fester for much longer, okay?”

    “Okay,” he said.

    Erica kissed him again and let his hand go as she got out of bed and headed towards the bathroom. “I’ve got to get cleaned up,” she said.

    She closed the bathroom door and flipped the switch to turn on the overhead fan to make a little noise. She was going to get cleaned up, but she needed to masturbate first.

    Erica put the toilet seat down and sat on the edge as she spread her legs and pulled her panties aside. She closed her eyes and let her fingers slip into her pussy to scoop up a little of Dylan’s cum to make her clit nice and slippery.

    Marco popped into her head as she masturbated. She saw his charming smile, his olive-colored skin, and the muscles he worked so hard to sculpt on his near-daily visits to the gym.

    The fantasy quickly shifted to her bedroom, with Marco in her husband’s place. Erica was on her back. She was naked. Marco was between her legs and his cock was inside her as they kissed. They made slow, sensual love at first as Erica’s lust built to a fever pitch.

    She urged the fantasy version of Marco to fuck her harder. She urged him to fuck her married pussy and make her cum like she so desperately needed. Marco delivered as Erica moved her hands over his muscular back and down his arms. The chiseled, sexy Latin fantasy man between her legs pounded her until she had the kind of orgasm she’d been fantasizing about.

    A slightly less pleasurable orgasm ripped through Erica’s body as she got herself off in the bathroom. She felt a twinge of guilt in the aftermath, but only a twinge. It had been years since Dylan had provided her with a satisfying orgasm. He didn’t have it in him anymore and Erica deserved something better.

    
      

    

    “Hey,” Erica said as Dylan walked into the kitchen early the next morning. “How did you sleep?”

    “Not that well,” he said.

    She stepped closer and he opened his arms. Erica welcomed the warm hug. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I could have picked a better time to talk about it.”

    “There’s no good time to talk about something like that,” he said. “But I did have a lot of time to think.”

    Erica looked up at him and saw a surprising smile on Dylan’s face.

    “I love you, Erica, and all I really want in life is for you to be happy, so I’m okay with you sleeping with other people as long as you’re being truthful when you say you want to stay with me,” he said.

    Erica smiled and stood on her toes to kiss her husband.

    “I am,” she said. “I really am. I promise. I love you, Dylan. I love you and I love our family and the life we’ve built and I want to be together forever. I just need this one thing to get better, and now it will.”

    Dylan looked into her eyes for a few moments and then smiled before saying, “Okay. I believe you.”

    Erica felt a little lighter on her feet as a sense of joy spread through her. She was surprised Dylan had decided so quickly and more than a little surprised that he was willing to let her have sex with other people.

    “Go get ready for work while I make you breakfast,” she said.

    Dylan smiled, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and Erica turned to the refrigerator to pull out the ingredients for an omelet.

    Forty five minutes later her husband was off to work and Erica hopped in the shower. She didn’t normally get showered before going to the gym, but this was a special day. She was going to explain to Marco the arrangement she and her husband had come to and see if he was willing to be the other man in her marriage.

    After a thorough cleaning in the shower Erica blow dried her hair, did a little bit of makeup – full makeup at the gym always looked ridiculous – and pulled her blonde hair into a ponytail. She gave her naked body a quick look in the mirror and concluded that even a genuinely hot guy like Marco would find it pleasing if he saw her naked.

    Erica couldn’t help but smile as she imagined actually taking the next step with Marco. She’d fantasized about him so often and he’d already been responsible for countless self-provided orgasms on her part. She considered having another one before going, but ultimately decided it would be more fun to be buzzing with arousal when she saw Marco.

    Knowing what she intended to accomplish at the gym, Erica picked the sexiest workout clothes she owned. The Lululemon sports bra was skimpy – and didn’t provide much support, but that didn’t matter – and her nipples poked through the material without much resistance. The workout pants she went with her more like a second skin, and their low waist meant there was plenty of flesh exposed.

    Erica gave herself one last look in the mirror and smiled. She loved the way she looked – all that working out was going to pay off today – and she knew Marco would feel the same way.

    The plan was simple: Erica would do her usual workout – which always include a little flirting with Marco – and then she’d make her proposition right before he usually disappeared into the locker room to get cleaned up. If he wasn’t interested at least she could leave without the rest of the workout being impossibly awkward.

    Getting through her usual workout proved to be a little more difficult than she expected. Now that Dylan had given her the green light, all Erica could think about was having sex with Marco. Every time he smiled at her she thought of him smiling at her while they were in her bed with her legs spread and his cock about to enter her pussy. Every time he walked by Erica wanted to throw herself into his arms and kiss him with the built-up desire of years of sexual dissatisfaction.

    The end result was that she’d reached a place of near desperation by the time the workout was over. She wasn’t sure she could form coherent sentences, let alone explain that she’d just been given permission to have sex outside her marriage.

    Marco eased any nerves Erica had about him saying no when he opened their post-workout conversation by saying, “You look amazing today. Truly amazing. Are you doing something different?”

    Erica wondered if she was projecting a sense of availability or desire that Marco was responding to, though it was probably just that she was wearing a skimpier outfit than usual.

    “Well, it’s possible that you’re picking up on a change in my life,” Erica said as she moved a little closer to the sweaty, gorgeous Latin man she’d fantasized about for months.

    Marco smiled. Erica hoped he’d picked up on the suggestiveness in her tone. “Oh yeah? What’s that?” he asked.

    “I asked my husband if I could sleep with other men,” Erica said. Again she’d decided that directness was the best approach. “He said yes.”

    Marco seemed caught off guard for a moment. He knew Erica was married and outside of a little light flirting she’d never done anything to make it obvious she was eager to have sex with him. This was different.

    “Really?” he said after a few moments of silence. “He said yes?”

    “He did, Marco,” Erica said as she took another step closer and looked up at him. She reached out and her fingers moved over his sweaty, muscular forearm. “I told him I already had someone picked out.”

    Marco’s hand moved to the exposed, taut flesh of Erica’s stomach and to her waist. His delicate, skilled touch felt spectacularly good.

    “Your touch is enough to thrill me, Erica,” he said. “It would be a dream come true if you wanted more.”

    Erica was aware they were standing in a public place and that they’d already drawn a few stares, so she wasn’t willing to go further in the gym.

    “I want more, Marco,” she said. “I want it all.”

    Erica had to work against her innate desire to refrain from kissing Marco right there in the gym. Her body wanted it. If she’d closed her eyes and let go her lips would have found their way to his.

    “I can’t wait, Marco,” Erica said. “I need you now if you’ll have me.”

    “Let’s go to my car,” he said.

    Erica felt her knees wobble as she considered the notion of having Marco inside her. She nodded at his suggestion and he picked up his bag and headed towards the door.

    “Are you sure about this?” Marco asked after they pushed out into the daylight.

    “I’ve been waiting years for a moment like this,” Erica said. “I’m absolutely certain I want you to fuck me in your car.”

    She was past being coy about it and had moved on to fully embracing taking advantage of her husband’s willingness to share her. Much to her delight, there was a bulge in Marco’s shorts before he pulled open the car door and ushered her into the back seat.

    Marco drove a Range Rover with tinted windows, providing a surprisingly roomy backseat and as much privacy as Erica felt like they needed.

    She pulled her sports bra off and had her pants around her knees before he’d climbed in and shut the door. Marco stripped as quickly as possible and Erica straddled him the moment he was naked.

    They kissed in the kind of feverish way she hadn’t experienced in years. Their hands moved over each other’s hard, sweaty bodies as Erica’s desire built to a wild place. She wasn’t sure if it was sweat or wetness dripping from her pussy, but she was soaked.

    There was no need for foreplay. They’d both clearly been thinking about each other in a decidedly naughty way for the duration of their flirty relationship and they were ready to fuck.

    Erica reached between their legs and grabbed Marco’s cock. He was long and thick and his exceptional size caused her to moan.

    “Fuck, you’re so much bigger than my husband,” Erica said without thinking. She felt a little embarrassed, but Marco had a big smile on his face.

    “Take me inside you,” he said. “Go slow if you need to.”

    Erica rubbed the head of Marco’s cock along her swollen pussy lips and moaned. Even the tiniest bit of penetration was intensely pleasurable. Once he was lubed with her juices she took the head inside her and slowly sat down on it.

    Erica groaned as Marco filled her. His hands moved over her ass and back and up to her breasts, where he gently played with her nipples, sending shockwaves of pleasure to her pussy.

    “Marco…fuck, you feel so good inside me,” Erica said.

    It wasn’t an apt description of what she felt, though, and her pleasure wasn’t just because Marco was big. It was because she was realizing a fantasy with him. It was because she was fucking someone other than her husband for the first time since they started dating. It was because she was having sweaty sex in a car and all she cared about was pursuing her pleasure. Nothing else in the world mattered in that moment. Someone might have been watching through the windshield, but Erica didn’t care. All she cared about was slowly, sensually riding the big cock that filled her pussy.

    “It’s perfect,” Erica said. “It’s absolutely perfect.”

    She kissed Marco and their tongues met as she began to ride him harder and faster. He grabbed her ass and gave it a good squeeze while helping her bounce up and down on him.

    After years of mediocre sex, Erica was surprised to find her orgasm approaching just a few minutes after taking Marco inside her. She quickly ascended to a place of mindless bliss where it felt like everything else fell away and all that mattered was the big cock moving in and out of her and the strong pair of hands grasping her.

    “Erica, I’m not going to last long. Your pussy is perfect,” Marco said.

    Erica smiled and kissed him as she rode harder. “It’s okay,” she said. “Cum with me. Cum when I cum.”

    “Inside you?” Marco asked.

    “Yes. Cum inside me. I’m on the pill,” she answered.

    They kissed and Erica rode him at a thrilling rhythm as her orgasm approached. She felt her fingers and toes go numb in the most beautiful way imaginable and experienced beautiful vibrations of pleasure emanating from her pelvis.

    “God, Marco, I’m cumming!” Erica cried out.

    Marco grabbed her ass and groaned as he kept pumping his cock up into her pussy. Then he stopped. Erica felt his cock throbbing and his hands squeezing her ass in time. She was cumming. Marco was cumming. She was cumming on another man’s cock in a car in the gym parking lot and that man was cumming inside her. It was perfect.

    Afterwards, Erica sank down and took every inch of his cock inside her as she rested her head against his shoulder.

    “That was incredible,” she said between deep breaths.

    “I really hope we can do that again,” Marco replied.

    “We will,” Erica said.

    There was no question they would. She was just getting started.

  
    His Perfect Wife Needs More - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    The hard, unyielding surface of the boulder dug into Erica’s skin as she braced herself against Marco’s powerful thrusts from behind.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Marco’s fingers dug into her hips and he gave Erica exactly what she desired as he fucked her harder. His long, thick cock slid into her with ease and each thrust offered an explosion of pleasure and a small measure of pain. 

    It had been years since she’d taken a man Marco’s size from behind and Erica had forgotten that sometimes it hurt a little. Today, as she stood bent over in the woods with her workout pants around her knees and Marco’s big cock drilling her from behind, the pain made it more pleasurable. 

    She absolutely loved taking a good fucking from the muscular, unrelenting man standing behind her. She loved that what had begun as a hike had turned into a wild fuck session, just as she’d hoped it would. It was the fourth time they’d been together and Erica’s desire for her new lover had grown with each encounter.

    Erica kept one hand on the boulder they’d snuck behind and reached between her legs with the other. She rubbed her clit as Marco pummeled her pussy and a warm, thrilling sensation of pleasure spread through her body.

    “Fuck, Marco, cum inside me!” she said as her orgasm approached quickly.

    Marco had so far shown remarkable control over his orgasms and Erica knew he’d unleash his load in her pussy in just a few moments after she’d declared her desire for it.

    She timed her orgasm with his, and just like during their previous encounters they climaxed together. She felt his cock pulsing as he unleashed his seed in her pussy and her legs trembled as an orgasm exploded from her loins and spread throughout her body.

    Marco pulled out and his cum dripped from her pussy and onto the leaves and dirt beneath them. Erica bent over and watched with a smile on her face. There was something about another man cumming inside her that she found so thrilling.

    When enough of his cum had dripped out of her, Erica pulled her pants up and spun around. Marco had a giddy smile on his face as Erica stepped into his arms and kissed him.

    “I can’t remember the last time I had sex outdoors,” she said.

    “I’m not sure I ever have,” Marco added. “You’re just irresistible, I guess.”

    Erica smiled and kissed him again, this time with a little tongue to make it just a bit sexier.

    “You’re not so bad yourself,” she said.

    Marco took her hand and they headed back to the trail. Erica felt like she was glowing from the thrill of an impromptu fuck and orgasm on a hike. She felt light on her feet, like she could spend the rest of the day hiking without getting tired.

    Surprisingly, there was a small part of Erica that desperately wanted to fuck Marco again. She’d just satiated her lust for the gorgeous man that had taken over her sex life and she still wanted him inside her. She wanted him on top of her. She wanted to kiss him, to touch him, to feel him thrusting in and out of her needy, wet pussy.

    Erica ignored that desire in favor of a conversation. “So, I hope this isn’t embarrassingly rude to ask, but how is a guy like you single?”

    Marco laughed and said, “Don’t worry, it’s not rude. To make a long story short, I was with a girl for four years. I proposed and she said no. That was nine months ago and I haven’t really been up for dating since then.”

    “I’m sorry about that,” Erica said. “That’s awful.”

    “It was awful, yeah, but it was better than if she’d said yes, to be honest,” Marco said. He paused for a few moments before continuing. “It turns out she’d been having an affair, so in addition to having my proposal turned down I found out she’d been cheating on me. So, in a way, she did me a favor by saying no. Marrying someone who’s actively cheating on you isn’t a good way to have a long, fruitful life together.”

    Erica cracked a small, quick smile. After that first time in the car Marco had been deeply concerned about Dylan. He wanted to make absolutely certain that Erica actually had permission to have sex with other men. Now it made sense. Marco had been cheated on and he didn’t want to be the other half of that kind of relationship.

    “I guess that makes me the perfect rebound girl,” Erica said.

    Marco laughed. “Yeah, I guess so. It turns out that fucking a married woman is pretty uncomplicated, especially when her husband is on board.”

    Erica felt that tingle of desire return and she couldn’t help but think about the pure, unadulterated joy of having Marco’s cock inside her.

    “I think I like that I’m your rebound girl,” Erica said. “I don’t know why, but I feel like that makes all of this just a little bit hotter.”

    Marco stopped and turned to Erica with a smile on his face. He pulled her close and they kissed as his hands moved to her ass and gave it a good squeeze through the thin, tight material of her workout pants.

    “Is it crazy that I feel like I could fuck you again right now?” he said.

    “It’s not crazy,” Erica replied. “My pussy was ready the moment you came inside me.”

    Marco laughed and stepped back. He looked in the direction they were supposed to be walking and then back towards the direction they’d come from.

    “Should we keep walking, or should we head back to the car and continue our cardio workout at my place?” he asked.

    Erica smiled and said, “I think we’ve done enough hiking for the day. It’s important to mix up your cardio, right? So we should probably head back to your place for an entirely different kind of workout.”

    “I agree. It’s important to mix things up. So we should head back for our health more than anything,” he said.

    Erica laughed. “Yes. Absolutely. For our health.”

    As they headed back to the bottom of the trail Erica knew it was going to be a challenge not to pull Marco behind that boulder again. She was already desperate for his cock and the pleasure it provided. She was going to wait, though. She was going to deny herself what she craved for just a little while longer. Then she’d get to take a long, lusty ride on Marco’s big dick and cum as many times as she wanted.

    
      

    

    Erica returned home from her afternoon workout with a sore, deeply satisfied pussy and a little bit of Marco’s cum dripping out of her.

    “How was the workout?” Dylan asked.

    Erica smiled at the flicker of desire in her husband’s eyes.

    “It was very vigorous,” she said. “I’m quite exhausted.”

    Erica saw the flicker of desire grow into something more potent.

    “Is there anything I can do to help?” he asked. “A post-workout massage, perhaps?”

    Erica’s pursuit of her sexual satisfaction had included a few surprises – her unyielding lust for Marco’s cock being one of them – but the biggest surprise of all was a spike in her husband’s desire that seemed directly tied to her fucking another man.

    Erica smiled and said, “You know what would be wonderful? I’d love it if you would shower with me like we did last week. There was something about you washing my hair and soaping up my body that felt spectacularly good. Would you be willing to do that?”

    For a moment it looked like Dylan had transported to a different place. His eyes closed, a shiver seemed to pass through his body, and a big smile broke across his face. It all happened in the blink of an eye, but it thrilled Erica. They hadn’t directly talked about it, but it seemed like her sexual adventures with Marco genuinely thrilled her husband.

    “I’d love to shower with you,” he said.

    Erica was hit with a wave of genuine, overwhelming love for her husband in that moment. It seemed as though he’d fully embraced her need to expand her sexual horizons and that he’d managed to get to a place where it actually worked for him instead of him tolerating it while being silently tortured by the notion that she was fucking someone else.

    “Shall we?” Dylan said.

    Erica nodded and stopped Dylan on his way to the bathroom for a long, tight hug followed by a surprisingly lusty kiss.

    “Let’s get naked together,” she said while taking his hand and leading him to the bathroom.

    Erica pulled his shirt off and unbuttoned his pants before slowly pushing them to the bathroom floor along with his underwear. She gave his semi-hard cock a few strokes and kissed her husband once more before stepping back and moving to pull off her workout clothes.

    “Wait, let me,” he said.

    Erica let her hands fall to her side and moaned a little as Dylan’s fingers moved over her taut, exposed stomach before his he slipped them into the waistband of her pants and slowly pulled them down.

    Erica felt a moment of fearful apprehension as Dylan pulled the pants down past her pussy and saw the stain of another man’s cum in them. She tightened up, expecting him to react angrily or to find the direct, overwhelming evidence of what she was doing with Marco so disheartening that he’d simply walk away. He didn’t, though. Instead, he kissed her stomach as he pulled the workout pants all the way off and let Erica step out of them.

    When he stood again Dylan removed her sports bra and reached into the shower to turn on the water while they shared a long, slow, lingering kiss. Erica let her hands move over her husband’s body and felt bad that she couldn’t help but compare him to Marco. Dylan was nowhere near as fit. Despite that, she was caught up in the arousal of the moment and in her husband’s seeming desire to be naked with her less than an hour after another man had been inside her.

    “You look so beautiful, Erica,” he said. “This new workout routine of yours is doing wonders for you.”

    Erica smiled. Dylan knew she was fucking Marco when she worked out with him. They usually did some actual working out, too, but it was mostly sex. She liked that they rarely addressed it directly, though. She wondered if Dylan was a little too embarrassed to say that he found the whole thing arousing, but it didn’t really matter. There was clearly something about her fucking Marco that aroused her husband and she wasn’t going to pass up the chance to help Dylan squeeze every ounce of pleasure out of her newfound sexual pursuits.

    They stepped into the shower together and the hot water cascaded down Erica’s back as she pulled Dylan’s lips to hers for a vigorous kiss. She felt a surprising, splendid kind of desire rush through her that had nothing to do with Marco. It was focused on Dylan and on the joy of making him feel good.

    “Would you soap me up?” Erica said as she grabbed the bar of soap and handed it to her husband.

    He nodded and she spun around to offer her back. The hot water washed over her breasts and down her stomach as Dylan’s soapy hands moved over her skin.

    “That feels so good,” she said.

    Dylan kissed her neck as his hands moved over her ass cheeks and snuck between them for a quick brush with her asshole that Erica found surprisingly thrilling. She turned her head and Dylan’s lips found hers for a deep, sensual kiss as he alternated between massaging her lower back and squeezing her ass.

    Erica spun around and reached down to stroke Dylan’s stiff cock as their lips met again for a passionate kiss while the bathroom filled with steam.

    “Will you soap up my tits?” she asked in a soft, sweet voice.

    Dylan smiled, rubbed the soap in his hands, and put it aside as he reached out and soaped up his wife’s breasts. He skillfully played with her nipples and elicited lusty, genuine moans as Erica felt little jolts of pleasure rush through her body.

    She closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and let out a beautiful moan. Dylan was making her feel spectacularly good. Every touch felt like it was a beautiful validation of the choice she’d made to expand her sex life beyond the boundaries of their marriage. It felt like Dylan was giving his tacit approval and admitting that he was aroused by it.

    Erica opened her eyes and reached out to stroke Dylan’s cock. She pulled him closer and rubbed the head between her pussy lips as they stood face to face.

    Caught up in a wave of a beautiful lust, Erica said, “Will you wash my dirty pussy?”

    She felt Dylan’s cock throb in her hand and saw his eyes close for a moment as his face took on a look that seemed to communicate the same kind of lust she was feeling.

    “Of course,” Dylan replied as he stepped back.

    Erica released his cock from her grasp and their eyes locked as Dylan picked up the soap, rubbed it in his hands, and the moved them between her legs. He rubbed her inner thighs and then gently moved his fingers over her labia.

    Erica found it astoundingly erotic. Her heart pounded hard in her chest and her body flooded with desire as Dylan washed the pussy he knew Marco had just fucked and released his cum into.

    Unable to contain her desire, Erica pulled her husband’s body against hers and kissed him vigorously. She needed to feel his skin against hers and his hands moving over her back and ass. She needed to feel his tongue in her mouth. She needed to feel his throbbing cock between her legs.

    “I need you to fuck me,” she said. “I need you to cum inside me.”

    Erica wasn’t sure why, but she felt a deep desire to have Dylan inside her. She needed to feel his cock explode in her pussy. The shower was too small for them to have sex, though, so she turned off the water, pulled open the door, and dragged Dylan out onto the bathmat.

    “Get on your back,” she said.

    Dylan dropped onto the bathmat and Erica sat on his cock. She was soaked with desire and he filled her with ease. She was caught up in her desperate lust to make him cum, so she rode her husband hard and fast. It wasn’t romantic sex. It was wildly lusty. It was the kind of sex that had a clear and distinct purpose. She wanted him to cum inside her.

    What surprised Erica most was the pleasure she felt. Almost immediately it became clear she was going to cum too. Even better, it was going to be a good orgasm.

    She leaned forward and kissed her husband as she milked him with her pussy. His hands moved over her still-wet back and ass as he began to thrust up into her.

    “Cum inside me,” Erica said. “Cum in my dirty pussy.”

    Erica moaned after saying it. She knew that it wasn’t that she’d rediscovered her lust for her husband’s cock. She knew that she was immensely aroused by his acceptance of her desire to fuck other people. She knew that what turned her on was that Dylan seemed turned on by the fact that she’d come home to him after spending an afternoon having sex with Marco.

    Luckily, her arousal seemed to feed into his. Dylan groaned as Erica implored him to cum in her dirty pussy. He grabbed her ass and fucked harder and faster into her. He closed his eyes. His orgasm was imminent.

    “Fuck, baby, cum in your wife’s dirty pussy!” Erica cried out as her pleasure reached a crescendo and an orgasm spread throughout her body. 

    She rested her hands on Dylan’s chest as she climaxed and his groans of pure joy soon joined hers as he came inside her.

    She collapsed on top of him, resting her head in the crook of his neck and kissing him every few seconds.

    “That was really good,” Dylan said. “Like really, really good.”

    Erica couldn’t help but smile. “I know. It really was.”

    She never imagined that fucking Marco could help make sex with her husband better, but it seemed like that’s exactly what had happened.

    “I guess we should finish showering,” she said.

    Dylan laughed. “Yeah, I guess we didn’t actually get much done, did we?”

    They disentangled and Erica turned the water on once more. She felt a wonderful sense of warmth and happiness as Dylan wrapped his arms around her from behind.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    Erica turned her head and they kissed.

    “My pleasure,” she replied.

    She couldn’t wait for more.
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    “Do you want to come back to my place?” Marco asked as he leaned against the treadmill Erica was running on.

    “Now?” she asked between heavy breaths.

    “When you’re done here,” he said.

    “I don’t mind a little sweaty…fun,” she said while looking around to make sure no one was listening too closely. “But I’m absolutely soaked and I’m not sure I smell all that good. I really should get clean.”

    “I was thinking the same thing,” Marco said.

    He laughed at the faux insulted face Erica made.

    “That’s not what I meant,” Marco continued. “No, I meant that we could get clean at my place. Together.”

    Erica pictured Marco’s hard body in the shower. She pictured her hands moving all over it. She found the notion delightful.

    She smiled and said, “That sounds quite nice.”

    Erica stopped the treadmill and hopped off before grabbing her towel and slinging it over her shoulder. “It sounds nice enough that I’d love to do it right now, in fact. Let me just grab my stuff from my locker.”

    One quick trip to the locker room and one short drive to Marco’s house later they were naked in his bathroom as the water warmed up and steam began drifting towards the high ceiling.

    “After you,” Marco said as he gestured towards the shower.

    Erica stepped onto the tile and backed into the hot water that rushed out of the shower head. She closed her eyes as it flowed down her back, over her ass, and down her legs. Marco’s hands found her hips as he stepped into the shower and moved closer.

    Erica opened her eyes to see his lips approaching hers. They shared a soft kiss that quickly turned into an explosion of desire. His body against hers and his tongue in her mouth was more than enough to unleash the passion Erica felt for the new man in her life.

    “You’re beautiful, Erica,” he said as he ran his fingers through her wet blonde hair.

    Erica smiled as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him again. “So are you,” she said.

    Unable to resist, Erica let her fingers drift down Marco’s chest and between his legs. She grasped his stiff, wet cock and stroked him as their tongues mingled and he moaned into her mouth.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked as a broad smile crossed her face.

    “You know it does,” he said.

    Erica pressed his cock between her legs and felt him rub along her pussy lips. She teased her clit and cunt with the stiffness of his shaft and the plump flesh of his head. They were supposed to get clean together, but all they were doing is getting dirtier.

    Spurred on by her lust, Erica dropped to her knees in the shower. She felt the water on her back as she wrapped her lips around Marco’s cock and looked up at him. She sucked on the head of his cock and moved her tongue over the underside, eliciting moans of joy from the man whose shower she occupied.

    Erica closed her eyes and offered an earnest blowjob. She swallowed as much of his impressive cock as she could manage and felt the thick head hit the back of her throat and trigger a mild gagging effect.

    Marco’s hand found the back of her head and applied gentle pressure. She liked the mild touch of guidance. It was just enough to turn her on. For some reason she found it thrilling to blow Marco and she’d never really felt that way when going down on Dylan.

    Erica could have stayed on her knees and sucked Marco’s cock until he came in her mouth. He would have been ready to go again soon enough. She wanted more, though. Her pussy was soaked with desire and she wanted him inside her.

    She pulled back until his cock fell from between her lips and looked up at him. She stroked him while standing and then turned to her side and placed her hands against the tiled wall of the shower.

    Marco smiled and moved behind her. He pulled her hips back and Erica felt the plump head of his cock rub against her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me,” she said.

    Marco pushed his cock in her pussy and Erica leaned against the wall and closed her eyes as he took her from behind. He filled her over and over, pumping and pounding her cunt at the perfect pace. Every thrust elicited a moan as the joy of being fucked so deep and so hard overwhelmed her.

    “Fuck me, Marco,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy.”

    Marco grasped her hips tighter and pumped her pussy harder. The sounds of wet flesh meeting filled the shower. Erica’s moans joined them as she felt an orgasm building between her legs.

    “Yes, yes, yes! Fuck my married pussy. Fuck my tight little married pussy!” she screamed.

    The closer she got to orgasm the more Erica tended to talk dirty. She’d begun to take great joy in acknowledging the fact that she was fucking someone other than her husband. It made her cunt come alive with pleasure and always ensured a deeper, more satisfying orgasm.

    “You want my cum?” Marco asked. “You want my cum in your married pussy?”

    He’d learned too and he seemed to take equal joy in knowing that she’d chosen him as the man to step out on her husband with.

    “Yes! Cum inside me. Cum in my married pussy!” Erica screamed.

    She reached down to play with her clit and an orgasm exploded out of her. Marco gripped her hips harder and held her up as Erica’s legs wobbled from the intense pleasure passing through her. He pounded her for a few seconds more and then pushed his cock deep inside her and groaned as he emptied his load into her pussy.

    “Fuck!” Marco said.

    When he pulled out Erica spun around, put her arms around his neck, and kissed Marco as his cum leaked out of her pussy.

    “That was incredible,” she said softly.

    “It really was,” he replied.

    They kissed again, this time letting their lips linger for a remarkably long time as their tongues sensually danced.

    “Now we should actually get clean,” Erica said as she reached for the bar of soap sitting in its little cradle.

    Marco laughed. “We should, yes.”

    They washed each other and Erica decided she would stay the rest of the day at Marco’s place if he’d let her. She wanted to explore his house and the many places inside it they could have sex. Then she’d go home and play with Dylan.

    
      

    

    Erica was naked and facedown in her bed as Dylan straddled her. He moved his hands up her back, spreading relaxation as he massaged her.

    “That feels incredible,” she said as a smile crossed her face.

    “Your muscles feel tight,” Dylan said as he continued to work her back.

    Erica thought of the day she’d had with Marco after her morning trip to the gym. She thought of the rather acrobatic sex they’d had all over his house. She thought about the sheer joy of spending a healthy percentage of her day with someone else’s cock inside her.

    “Marco worked me over,” she said.

    Erica felt her husband’s cock stir to life as he straddled her to give the massage. She’d sent Dylan a text to let him know she’d be spending the day at Marco’s. That meant he’d likely spent the day thinking about her fucking someone else.

    “Did he?” Dylan said.

    Erica moaned as she thought again of the glorious feeling of her lover’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

    “He certainly did.”

    Dylan leaned closer and kissed Erica’s neck. She moaned for him and he ground the bulge of his cock into her ass.

    “He fucked me all over his house, honey. He fucked me in every room. He explored my pussy for hours,” Erica said.

    Despite a day filled with sex, Erica found herself aroused once more. She’d tapped into a side of her she hadn’t known even existed. The Marco-fueled interplay between her and Dylan thrilled Erica in an entirely unexpected way and she found herself wanting it more and more often.

    Dylan rubbed her shoulders as he moved his hips over her ass. Erica could feel the damp spot his precum had made in the front of his underwear.

    “That turns you on, doesn’t it?” Erica asked. “You like thinking about another man’s cock pumping your wife’s pussy, don’t you?”

    Dylan groaned and placed his hands on the bed on either side of Erica. She smiled. It seemed that his arousal was so significant that he had to hold himself up for fear that he might collapse on top of her.

    “Does that make your dick hard as a rock, honey? Do you like thinking about my sexy, muscular lover fucking my pussy over and over again? Do you like thinking about him flooding your wife’s pussy with his cum over and over again?” she asked.

    Dylan reached down and Erica felt him free his cock from his underwear. He slipped it into her pussy as she laid on the bed and he buried it inside her.

    “That’s it,” Erica said. “Fuck my cum-filled pussy.”

    Dylan groaned as he thrust in and out of her. He didn’t get nearly as deep as Marco and he wasn’t quite as thick, but Erica found it hugely arousing despite those shortcomings. She liked that Dylan was so turned on by her infidelity. She liked that he was going to cum inside her so quickly because Marco had done the same thing so many times that day.

    “Fuck, you feel so good,” Dylan said. “Your pussy feels so good.”

    “That’s because I’m filled with his cum,” she said. “Your cock is bathing in another man’s cum. Marco fucked me all day. He stretched out your wife’s tight little pussy and pumped load after load inside me. Now you’re fucking my dirty little pussy like a good husband should.”

    Dylan groaned, pushed his cock inside her, and collapsed on top of Erica as he released his load into her pussy. She reached back to run her fingers over his body as he kissed her shoulder between deeply satisfied groans.

    “You’re incredible,” Dylan said.

    “I know,” Erica replied as a giddy smile crossed her face. Two men had cum inside her that day and it felt perfect.

    
      

    

    “Damn, you look great,” Marco said as Erica crawled into his bed.

    She’d left her clothes on the bathroom floor, deciding she’d prefer to sleep naked next to the hunk she’d been fucking for close to a month. The very notion that she was spending the night in his bed thrilled her.

    “Thank you,” Eric said as she straddled him and leaned down to kiss the muscular man beneath her.

    She knew he was right. She’d worked out harder in the last month than at any point in her life and she’d had a great deal more sex, too. Being with Marco made Erica want to look her best and she was willing to work for it, too. Plus, all the fucking certainly helped keep her in shape.

    Marco’s cock grew as they kissed and she felt it pressing against her pussy lips. They’d already fucked twice that night but she wasn’t going to let another chance to have him inside her pass.

    “How would you feel about Dylan watching us sometime?” Erica asked as she reached down and took Marco’s cock in her hand.

    “Your husband wants to watch?” he asked.

    “My husband is desperate to watch,” she said. “Seriously. You wouldn’t believe how much this all turns him on.”

    She kissed Marco while rubbing the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “If I’m being honest, the idea really turns me on too,” she said. “I’d love for him to sit and watch as you fuck me. I’d love him to see how hard you make me cum. I’d love for him to see your cock pulsing as you fill me with your cum.”

    Erica sat on Marco’s cock and took it deep inside her. She sat back and played with her breasts while he caressed her taut stomach.

    “Would you be okay with that?” she asked.

    “You know I’d do anything for you,” Marco said. “If you want him to watch then I want him to watch.”

    Marco sat up with his cock still buried inside Erica and they kissed as his hands grasped her ass and squeezed it.

    She moaned into his mouth and ground her hips into his, generating beautiful friction for her clit and sending juices dripping out of her pussy.

    “It’s a date, then,” Erica said.

    Marco deftly moved Erica to her back and they kissed again as he pinned her legs back and began to fuck her hard and fast.

    “Are you sure he can handle it?” Marco asked. “I know I don’t fuck you like he does. I know I’m better. I know you cum harder with my cock inside you. Will Dylan be able to handle that?”

    Marco’s confidence made Erica’s pussy gush. It seemed like he was feeling a touch competitive, like he was pounding her so hard because he was determined to show that he really was better than Dylan. There really wasn’t any competition, though. Marco was better and it wasn’t close.

    “I don’t know,” Erica said. “He wants to watch, though, and if he can’t handle it then he can leave the room while you finish fucking me.”

    Marco smiled as he leaned down and kissed Erica while maintaining a steady rhythm. She felt an orgasm building as she thought of her husband watching the athletic sex she and Marco tended to have. She imagined Dylan seeing her get moved into position after position. She imagined him watching as Marco bent her body in beautiful ways and fucked her with furious passion. She imagined him feeling jealous and turned on and completely overwhelmed.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Erica cried out after a few minutes of deep thrusting from her lover’s cock. “I’m cumming!”

    Marco smiled and pulled out. He rolled Erica onto her side and moved into the spoon position. He slid his cock inside her once more and they kissed as he played with her breasts and gently slid in and out of her pussy.

    “You feel so fucking good inside me, Marco. You could fuck me all night long and I wouldn’t complain,” she said.

    “If only I could last that long,” Marco said. “You’re spending the night, though, so don’t be surprised if I wake you up for a bit of fun.”

    Erica kissed him as she reached back to run her fingers through his hair. Every thrust of his cock into her pussy put a smile on her face and elicited a soft moan. It felt spectacularly good and she truly believed she’d enjoy taking him all night long.

    Marco couldn’t last that long, though. Eventually he pushed his cock into her pussy and unloaded inside her once more.

    They cuddled up as he slowly went soft. Erica was content to fall asleep like that. She knew it would likely mean a mess, but she didn’t care. There was something so nice about Marco’s cum leaking out of her as she slept. She wanted it that way.

    As Marco put his strong arm around her and pulled Erica closer, she smiled and thought of how much fun Dylan was going to have watching. She was quite certain it would be different than he expected. Hopefully watching would be as life-changing for him as fucking Marco was for her.
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    Erica looked at her husband’s stiff cock and admired the way the drop of precum at the tip glistened in the soft bedroom light.

    “So, how do you feel?” she asked as her eyes met his. Dylan still hadn’t said anything since Marco had left a few minutes prior. “How was your first time watching?”

    Judging by the state of his erection, Dylan must have had a good time. Surely his cock wouldn’t be so stiff if he’d found the experience of watching Marco fuck his wife unpleasant.

    Finally, Dylan spoke up, asking “Is it like that every time?”

    Erica smiled, closed her eyes, and played with her breasts as she said, “Yes, though tonight was particularly good. I think Marco liked the idea of fucking me while you were watching.”

    “Really?” Dylan asked.

    Erica thought of how vigorous the sex with Marco had been. She thought of the look in his eyes as he took his place between her legs and slid inside her. She thought of the wild look of delight on his face as he elicited the first of many moans from her. There was no question Marco had thoroughly enjoyed the idea of Dylan watching another man fuck his wife.

    “Can you blame him?” Erica asked. “He knows I’m with him because you…well, because you’re not quite capable of giving me what I need. He knows that he’s the one that gives me that.”

    Erica knew Dylan found pleasure in the notion that Marco provided her with great orgasms. She suspected he found the idea a little bit humiliating too, which wasn’t surprising. What man wouldn’t be a little bit humiliated at the notion that someone else fucked his wife far better than he did?

    Dylan’s gaze moved between Erica’s legs where he no doubt saw Marco’s cum leaking out of her. Not only had he witnessed another man make her cum, he’d witnessed that man unload inside his wife.

    Erica reached down and gently ran a finger through the trickle of semen running out of her. She rubbed her sensitive pussy gently and moaned in the hopes of luring her husband out of his cuckold-induced stupor and into the bed.

    “Does it turn you on to see his cum leaking out of me?” she asked in a soft, seductive voice. “Do you like that I wanted him to cum inside me, that I practically begged him for it?”

    Dylan smiled and crawled into the bed and between Erica’s legs. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and placed it at the entrance to her slick, cum-filled pussy.

    “Did it turn you on to see him cum inside me?” she whispered.

    Dylan nodded and Erica released his cock as she kissed her husband. He plunged into her pussy and groaned into her mouth as Erica let her tongue dance wildly with his.

    “You liked watching, didn’t you?” she asked.

    “I fucking loved it,” he said.

    Any hesitation he’d displayed earlier had seemingly washed away as Dylan took to vigorously fucking his wife’s messy pussy. It seemed that he’d just need a little help getting over whatever sense of hesitation he’d had from witnessing Marco make her cum.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Erica asked as she wrapped her legs around him. “Does it feel good to fuck my messy cunt?”

    “Yes, fuck yes,” Dylan said as he pumped her harder.

    They kissed as Erica took great pleasure in her husband’s desire. She’d been a little worried that watching might have a negative effect, but it seemed that Dylan was all in on Erica having a lover that provided her with the kind of pleasure she so desperately needed.

    It couldn’t have been more than a minute before Dylan began to grunt and groan in a way that signaled his impending orgasm. Erica pulled him close and smiled. She liked that he was going to cum so quickly. She liked that it reinforced her need for Marco. She liked that Dylan was so turned on he couldn’t last.

    “Cum inside me,” she whispered. “Cum in my messy cunt.”

    Dylan unleashed a long, loud groan and buried his cock inside her as Erica held him close. She ran a hand through his hair and reached down to grab his ass with the other, silently encouraging him to enjoy his orgasm.

    “Did that feel good?” she asked after he’d stopped moaning.

    “It felt incredible,” he said. “Was I too quick?”

    “You were very quick,” Erica replied with a smile. “But that’s okay. I already had an incredible orgasm tonight and you deserved one too.”

    Erica didn’t want to be cruel, but she wanted to tell the truth. Marco had given her all the pleasure she needed, at least physically. She liked giving Dylan a great orgasm, but she didn’t need the same from him.

    Dylan smiled, and as far as Erica could tell it was a smile of happy acceptance. Perhaps part of Dylan found it painful that Marco had become the man that gave Erica the sexual pleasure they needed, but it didn’t seem to be much of an issue.

    “Could I watch again sometime?” Dylan asked.

    Erica couldn’t contain her gleeful smile. “Absolutely.”

    It was the perfect end to an evening that had gone better than she could have hoped for. She’d cum. Marco had cum. Dylan had cum. Everyone was happy, and Dylan wanted more.

    
      

    

    Erica thought of Marco’s hands on her ass as she fought through the burning sensations while working the stair climber. She thought of how he always commented on how good her backside looked and how he found it irresistible. She smiled as arousal worked its way through her loins as her thoughts drifted to the fun she was going to have with Marco after they’d finished their workouts.

    Erica let her gaze fixate on Marco as he picked up a set of dumbbells and worked his biceps. Her hand drifted between her legs and she very nearly rubbed her pussy in the middle of the gym before grasping the stair climber’s handles and scolding herself for having so little restraint.

    A young blonde in a pair of skintight leggings and a ridiculously skimpy sports bra approached Marco. Erica’s lusty fantasy evaporated as she watched the pretty girl threw herself at him. She went so far as to reach out and touch his arm at the top of his curl and though Erica couldn’t hear what the young blonde was saying, it seemed almost certain that the girl was commenting on Marco’s impressive physique.

    Part of Erica found it amusing. She understood the girl’s attraction. Marco was an impressive physical specimen, so of course women hit on him at the gym. Men probably hit on him too.

    Her amusement quickly curdled into jealousy when Marco returned the girl’s flirty smile and turned to talk to her. Erica gripped the stair climber’s handles tighter and pumped her legs harder and faster, ignoring the burning sensation in her quads as she seethed.

    When the girl picked up Marco’s phone, Erica assumed she was giving him her number. There was no other explanation, and Marco made no move to stop her. He took the girl’s number and he did it while knowing that Erica was watching.

    The young blonde reached out to touch Marco’s arm once more and then walked away as Erica fumed. It wasn’t until the burning in her quads became too much to bear that Erica took a deep breath and considered how irrational her jealousy was.

    Marco wasn’t her boyfriend. He wasn’t her husband. He was her lover. Put less romantically, they were fuck buddies. They saw to each other’s sexual needs and they spent a little time together, but they weren’t dating. They were chasing the beautiful high of body-shaking orgasms that they seemed particularly good at providing for each other.

    That knowledge didn’t stop Erica from being distracted by the idea of Marco hooking up with someone else, though. She knew it was selfish, but she wanted him all to herself. She wanted to be the only one he fucked. She wanted all of his attention. She wanted all of his lust to be directed at her. It was at least partly irrational, but Erica couldn’t talk herself out of feeling that way.

    By the time Marco finished his free weight set and made his way to the stair climber to visit with Erica, she’d decided that the best solution to her sense of jealousy was to show Marco that there was only one woman in the gym worth fucking.

    “Hey there,” he said, completely unaware of the unpleasant little journey Erica had been on as she watched another woman flirt with him.

    “Hey,” she replied with a smile.

    Marco’s eyes drifted to her ass – Erica had also worn a pair of tight leggings, as she always did – and she smiled as a look of desire flashed across his face.

    “Do you like what you see?” Erica asked.

    Marco nodded and said, “You have the best ass in the gym.”

    Erica believed him. Marco had never given her a reason to doubt the veracity of his desire for her. A little bit of flirting with someone else didn’t mean he wasn’t interested in her.

    “Do I?” Erica asked. “Even better than that cute girl that gave you her number?”

    Marco smiled and said, “You saw that, huh?”

    “I certainly did,” Erica replied as she returned his smile. “She seemed quite interested in your biceps, and I bet she was interested in something else, too.”

    Marco’s gaze returned to Erica’s ass as she continued to work the stair climber. He reached out and gave her bottom a good squeeze, catching her off guard and sending a quick wave of panic through Erica’s body at the idea of someone seeing the overt flirtation.

    “You know, I normally do cardio after weights, but I was thinking of something a little different today,” Marco said as his hand left her ass returned to the railing.

    “Oh yeah?” Erica asked as she looked over at the man her body craved. “What did you have in mind?”

    “I was thinking of an extended cardio session out of the gym,” he said. “I feel like I’d want to get started as quickly as possible, though.”

    Erica slowed the pumping of her legs and stepped off the stair climber. “I’d be up for a long cardio session and I’m ready to start whenever you are.”

    Marco flashed a smile and said, “Let me grab my bag from the locker room. I’ll meet you in the parking lot.”

    Erica made it to the parking lot first. They’d parked next to each other – and shared a long, lovely kiss in the parking lot before heading into the gym – and she quickly threw her bag in the backseat before turning to see if Marco was on his way out.

    Erica’s body hummed with lust as she saw Marco striding briskly towards her. When he unlocked the car Erica was struck by a particularly naughty idea. She opened the door, pushed her leggings down to her knees, and bent over to rest her elbows on the back seat.

    Erica didn’t want to be a woman driven by petty jealousy, but she couldn’t help it. She kept picturing the pretty blonde caressing Marco’s arm. She saw the girl’s desire. It was the same desire Erica felt. It was the desire to have Marco inside her.

    As Marco stepped between the two cars and saw Erica bent over with her naked ass on display, she felt a wild rush of lust. Her pussy tingled as Marco moved behind her and ran his fingers over her naked flesh.

    Erica felt a thrilling sense of victory as Marco slipped two fingers into her wetness. It wasn’t the cute young blonde he was about to fuck. It was her. She was the one that had lured the muscular, handsome, confident man into her pussy. Erica knew it was silly. She knew it, and she didn’t care.

    When Marco pushed his shorts down and rubbed the head of his rock hard cock over her pussy lips, she moaned in the purest kind of delight. When he plunged inside her, grabbed her hips, and began to fuck her vigorously, Erica’s loins exploded with pleasure.

    The risk of fucking in a parking lot in broad daylight only made it hotter. Erica had let go of any kind of good sense in that moment. She wanted Marco’s cock inside her. She wanted his lust concentrated on her. She wanted him to fuck her wet pussy, to give her pleasure, and to find the pleasure he craved, and the fact that he was willing to do it in public only made it sexier.

    “Fuck, Marco…fuck, fuck me harder. Pound my pussy,” Erica said as she felt an orgasm building.

    Erica cried out in surprise as Marco grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled hard. Her head snapped back and she looked out the car window as two women walked out of the gym with yoga mats tucked under their arms. Erica smiled at how slutty she was being in that moment and she didn’t feel an ounce of shame. All that coursed through her was the purest kind of desire.

    “Marco, I’m cumming!” Erica screamed. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Marco pounded Erica right through her orgasm and then buried his dick inside her as he released her hair, dug his fingers into her hips, and climaxed.

    “Holy shit,” she said.

    “No kidding,” Marco added.

    He pulled out and she felt his cum pour from her pussy and onto the pavement. Erica stood up, pulled up her leggings, and turned to give Marco a deep kiss. She didn’t care if someone saw. She pressed her body against his and her tongue slipped into his mouth for an erotic dance.

    “More cardio at your place?” she asked with a smile.

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    
      

    

    “Long workout, huh?” Dylan asked when Erica finally came home.

    “Long and vigorous,” she said. “I’m sore all over.”

    “Do you need any help with that?” he asked. “A massage, perhaps?”

    The eager look on her husband’s face made Erica smile. She liked that she’d never have to worry about Dylan flirting with another woman. Even if Marco decided he wanted nothing more to do with her – which seemed unlikely after the hours of incredible sex they’d had – Dylan would always be her eager-to-please husband.

    “That would be lovely,” she said.

    Dylan hopped off the couch and followed Erica to the bedroom as she made sure to swing her hip with every step. When she looked back, his eyes were glued to her ass, just as she wanted them to be.

    Erica waited until he’d stepped into the bedroom to strip, making sure to go nice and slow so Dylan could have a long look at her body.

    “Is there any area that’s particularly sore?” he asked.

    “Honestly, every part of me got worked today,” she said before looking over her shoulder and flashing a naughty smile at Dylan. “Why don’t you get naked too? It might be more fun that way.”

    Erica got into bed and spun around to face her husband as he stripped. She took note of his stiff cock and laid down as he approached. He stood at the side of the bed and moved his hands down her back, working his fingers into her flesh as he went.

    “That feels incredible,” she said.

    Dylan worked his hands down her back and to Erica’s ass over and over, squeezing the soft flesh of her bottom each time and eliciting a quiet moan of pleasure when he did.

    “You’re so good with your hands,” she said.

    Dylan leaned down and kissed her back as Erica sank into the sense of genuine relaxation he was offering up with a more skillful massage than she’d expected.

    “Spin around,” he said after five minutes of slow, deep rubbing. “Let me do your legs.”

    Erica smiled and spun around in the bed as Dylan requested. He ran his hands from the base of her calves all the way up to her ass and it felt splendid. She was actually a little sore from her workout and his touch made it all go away.

    “This feels incredible,” Erica said as Dylan continued to work her body.

    He leaned down and pressed his lips against the soft flesh of her ass, planting a kiss that Erica found surprisingly sensual. She moaned in response and Dylan kissed the other cheek before his tongue danced over her flesh.

    Erica moaned again and Dylan laid between her legs. He gently massaged her ass while planting soft kisses. His lips worked their way around her ass cheeks before Dylan spread them and planted a kiss between them. He was a few inches from her asshole and Erica was surprised at the delight she felt.

    She wasn’t entirely sure what Dylan wanted to do, but she was more than happy to offer him encouragement by moaning. When he spread her ass cheeks and kissed the flesh on either side of her asshole, Erica let out a genuinely lusty sound. She wasn’t sure, but if he wanted to give her ass a little bit of attention she wasn’t going to discourage it.

    When Dylan finally pressed his lips against her asshole and let his tongue flick over the tight, wrinkled little bit of flesh, Erica gave herself over to it. She offered a full-throated moan and reached down to play with her pussy. There was no point in denying the genuine arousal she felt and she liked the idea of encouraging Dylan to get a little naughty.

    “That feels so good,” Erica said as Dylan’s tongue worked a little faster over her asshole. “That feels so fucking good.”

    Dylan doubled down and Erica smiled before moaning into the comforter. It seemed that her husband was a little bit naughtier than she imagined. She liked the idea that Marco had tended to her pussy and now Dylan was eating her ass, the one area her lover didn’t go anywhere near.

    “Fuck, baby, that’s so hot. Eat my ass,” she encouraged him. “Eat my ass. Make me cum.”

    It was Dylan’s turn to moan. Erica loved that he was so into rimming her. She loved that he was so into playing with her after she’d spent her afternoon fucking Marco. She loved that he was so into her having a lover.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Erica cried out as she climaxed with Dylan’s tongue working her asshole eagerly. “I’m cumming!”

    Erica’s thighs trembled as an intense explosion of pleasure spread from between her legs to her fingers and toes. Dylan kept up his rhythmic licking of her asshole until she pulled her fingers away from her pussy.

    “You should cum on my ass,” Erica said as she looked back at her husband.

    “Really?” he asked.

    “Yes. I want to feel you cum on my ass. Do it. Think about Marco fucking your wife and cum all over my ass. Then we can shower together,” she said.

    Dylan moved to his knees, spit in his hand, and wrapped his fingers around his cock as Erica watched. Less than a minute later he’d covered her ass with his load.

    “Fuck that felt good,” he said with a big smile on his face. “Shower?”

    “Absolutely,” Erica replied as she thought again about her husband’s eager rimming of her ass. Perhaps they’d just discovered an entirely new way to enhance their sex life.
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    The bike ride has been Dylan’s suggestion. There was a particularly beautiful path with intermittent views of the river and every so often they’d spend a Saturday afternoon enjoying a languid ride that would culminate in a glass of wine and a round of vigorous sex at home.

    Bringing Marco along for the ride had been Erica’s suggestion. It seemed that Dylan couldn’t resist, either. After watching her and Marco have sex he’d gotten a great deal more interested in witnessing them together, so she figured a semi-date was a good way to have a little fun and give her husband what he wanted.

    What Erica hadn’t counted on was the two men in her life getting competitive. What was supposed to be a nice bike ride felt a lot more like a race, to the point that Erica was getting a little frustrated.

    “Ok boys,” she said as they stopped at an overlook. “I have a proposal for you.”

    Erica stepped off her bike, approached Marco and Dylan, and did a little spin to show off her body in the leggings and sports bra combo she’d picked out that morning. Erica knew she looked good and the appreciative stares from the two men confirmed that they felt the same way.

    “I propose a race,” Erica said. “I’ll ride ahead and you’ll race to me at my signal. Whoever gets there first gets to fuck me.”

    Dylan and Marco both looked surprised, perhaps at the boldness of her proposition.

    “The loser will accept the fact that he wasn’t good enough to win me and we will finish our ride without any more of this annoying male competitive bullshit. Do you agree to my terms?” she asked.

    Dylan and Marco nodded and Erica turned around, got on her bike, and looked at them. “I’ll ride ahead. Wait for my signal to start. If either of you cheats or attempts to cheat you immediately forfeit the race and you’ll also incur my wrath. Play fair or don’t play at all.”

    “We will,” Dylan said.

    Erica rode away as most of the frustration she felt towards Dylan and Marco dissipated. The competitiveness wasn’t entirely surprising – they both knew they were effectively sharing her, so of course they were getting a little competitive – but Erica had invited Marco hoping it would be a day of flirty fun that might leave all three of them aroused and could result in a night of Dylan watching as another man fucked her.

    Erica reached the next overlook and turned to see Dylan and Marco in the distance. They were both on their bikes and ready to ride. She raised both hands in the air, held them there for a few moments, and then swiftly lowered her arms to her sides.

    Both men took off and Erica felt a surprising sense of delight at the idea that they were competing so hard for the chance to fuck her. She never thought of herself as that kind of woman, but apparently she quite liked the idea that two men were desperate enough to be inside her that they’d vigorously compete for the right to have her.

    It wasn’t much of a competition, though. Dylan wasn’t in bad shape, but he couldn’t really compete with Marco. By the halfway point it was clear that Marco would emerge the victor, barring a miraculous burst of speed from Dylan. That burst never arrived and Marco pulled in a solid ten bike lengths in front of Erica’s husband.

    He climbed off his bike, grabbed Erica’s ass, and picked her up. She instinctively wrapped her legs around the sweaty man that had been satisfying her sexual needs for months and they shared a joyous kiss while Dylan pulled up.

    The whole thing was so much hotter than Erica expected. She felt a surprising rush of desire for Marco, a sensation that was aided by the presence of an impressive erection in his shorts.

    “You won,” Erica said.

    “Yes I did,” Marco replied. “There was no chance I was going to lose that race.”

    Erica smiled. The effort Marco had put in felt like an expression of his desire for her and she found it thrilling. The fact that he won with ease reinforced the reality that Marco was better than Dylan in some ways, particularly those that required more physical skill.

    She glanced over Marco’s shoulder and saw Dylan standing there with half an erection in his shorts. It occurred to Erica that perhaps they were all going to emerge as winners, since Dylan might have preferred watching Marco fuck her over getting to fuck her himself. At the very least he wasn’t going to find it impossibly painful to know that another man was fucking his wife.

    “I like that you’re hard for me,” Erica said.

    Marco smiled. “I can’t help it. You’re beautiful and now I know that I get to fuck you. You know I’m always excited to enjoy your body.”

    Erica kissed him again. This time it was slow and passionate. Marco massaged her ass while holding Erica in the air and she gleefully sucked on his tongue when it slipped into her mouth. By the time he put her down Erica was overcome with desire. The idea of waiting until they got home felt untenable.

    “How would you feel about claiming your prize right now?” Erica asked.

    “I’d love to,” Marco said.

    He put Erica down and she took his hand and led him across the bike path. “Are you coming, honey?” she asked Dylan. “Wouldn’t you like to watch Marco fuck your wife?”

    Dylan hesitated, but only for a moment. He rushed after them as Erica pulled Marco through the thick bushes and behind a particularly wide tree.

    Erica fell to her knees, untied Marco’s shorts, and pulled them down before Dylan reached them. Marco groaned as she took his cock into her mouth and played with his balls. She looked up to see the pleasure in her lover’s eyes as her lips and tongue offered him pleasure.

    “Her mouth is amazing,” Marco said. “I swear, no one has ever sucked my cock like your wife does.”

    Erica knew Marco was taunting Dylan just a little bit. It seemed like he wasn’t the most gracious winner, but there was something about it that thrilled her. After all, Dylan had failed in his quest to win the right to his wife’s body.

    “You can take your cock out, honey,” Erica said as she stroked Marco’s big, beautiful dick. “You lost, but you still deserve a little bit of pleasure. You can masturbate while I suck Marco’s cock to get him nice and hard for my pussy.”

    Erica smiled at her husband and watched him engage in what seemed to be a silent debate over the merits of admitting defeat, pulling out his cock, and masturbating as he watched his wife and another man have sex in the woods.

    When she took Marco’s cock back into her mouth Erica saw Dylan lower his shorts. She saw her husband pull out his stiff dick and masturbate as she pleasured another man.

    “I need to fuck you,” Marco said after a few minutes of lusty cocksucking. “I need to feel that perfect pussy.”

    Erica stood up and kissed Marco as he worked her leggings down. He played with her tits in the sports bra while their tongues danced and Erica couldn’t help but moan into his mouth.

    Marco stepped back and spun Erica around. She bent over, put her hands on the rough bark of the thick tree, and stuck out her ass.

    “Fuck me,” Erica said as she looked at Dylan. “Fuck me while my husband watches.”

    The look on Dylan’s face thrilled Erica. It was like a wave of pure lust broke over him. It was close to his orgasm face, only he was still slowly masturbating.

    Marco slipped into Erica’s pussy from behind and slowly filled her. She closed her eyes and moaned a little louder than was necessary. She wanted Dylan to know how good it felt. She wanted him to know that she was overjoyed to have someone else’s cock inside her.

    “He feels so good in my pussy,” Erica said to her husband. “He’s so big and he’s so fucking deep.”

    Marco put a hand on her shoulder and the other rested on Erica’s lower back as he began to fuck her from behind. His thrusts were slow and deep to start as he gave her a little time to get used to his size.

    “Are you turned on, Dylan?” Erica asked. “Does it turn you on to watch Marco fuck me?”

    Dylan nodded as Erica felt an unexpected kind of pleasure envelop her body. The first time Dylan watched she hadn’t really talked to him. Instead she’d concentrated on Marco and her husband had been a silent audience of one. She found it surprisingly hot to talk to him while Marco filled her pussy, though. He was still just watching, but it made so much sexier to feel like she was making the experience more pleasurable for him with just a little bit of dirty talk.

    “Fuck me harder,” Erica insisted. “Pound me while my husband watches.”

    Marco delivered and the sounds of his flesh meeting hers filled Erica’s ears. Dylan stroked his cock faster and the look of pleasure on his face was intense.

    Erica unzipped her sports bra, grabbed Dylan’s free hand, and placed it on her breast. “Kiss me,” she said.

    Dylan stepped closer and his lips pressed tightly against hers as he played with her tits. Erica moaned into her husband’s mouth while another man fucked her and a wondrous kind of arousal rushed through her body.

    “I’m glad he won,” she said. “I’m glad he won the right to fuck me. I’m glad his cock is inside me.”

    For just a moment there was a look of pain on Dylan’s face. Then it was washed away by a tidal wave of desire. He rolled her nipple between his fingers and kissed her again. This time his tongue was aggressive. She heard him stroking faster. She wondered if Dylan was going to cum before Marco unloaded in her pussy.

    “Play with my clit,” Erica said to her husband.

    Dylan hesitated.

    “Do it,” she said. “Play with my clit. Make me feel good while Marco fucks me. You lost the race. He won. He gets to fuck me. You get to play with my clit.”

    Erica felt a rush of pleasure as Dylan did as she requested. His fingers moved down her taut stomach and between her legs. He hesitated as he reached her pubic hair, but his index finger soon found its way to her clit.

    “That’s it, baby. You’re making me feel so good,” Erica said.

    Dylan smiled and stroked his cock faster. His lips pressed against hers and they shared a beautiful, deep kiss. Erica sucked on his tongue as her loins tingled. She was so close to cumming.

    “Cum inside me, Marco. Cum in my pussy. You won me. You won my body. You get to pump your cum into my pussy,” Erica said.

    Dylan groaned and Erica heard him stroking faster.

    “You like that, don’t you?” she asked. “You like that I want Marco to cum inside me, don’t you? You like that I want him to pump his seed into my pussy. You like that he gets to unload in me and you have to cum on the ground, don’t you?”

    Erica felt powerful and hugely aroused. It was like every inch of her body was humming with pleasure. Dylan’s finger kept working her clit. Marco kept pounding her from behind.

    Marco came first. He unleashed a series of low, loud moans as he buried his cock inside her and held Erica’s hips while his cum splashed in her pussy.

    Erica came second. She couldn’t hold back. It felt too good. The pleasure was so intense that her knees went weak and if Marco hadn’t held her up she would have collapsed onto the ground.

    When she regained her strength Erica pushed Dylan’s hand away from his cock and wrapped her fingers around it.

    “Cum for me,” she said. “Cum on the ground while Marco’s cum leaks out of my pussy. Cum all over the dirt and leaves while his cum lives in my womb.”

    Dylan did as she directed. He came all over the ground and the tree as Erica jerked him off. He made a splendid mess and she couldn’t help but smile as he did.

    With her husband spent, Erica released his cock and turned around. She stepped into Marco’s waiting arms and gave him the kind of long, deep kiss a woman offers a man that has fucked her with such skill.

    “You’re incredible,” she said.

    “I’m nothing compared to you,” he said.

    They kissed again. Erica suspected Dylan was feeling jealous and a little annoyed – a man can be so different after his orgasm – but she didn’t care. Marco had won. Marco had fucked her with far greater skill than Dylan would have. Marco’s cum was leaking out of her pussy. In a way, Marco was the reason she and Dylan still had a good marriage, because without a solution to the sexual dissatisfaction that had led to her cuckolding her husband they might not be married anymore.

    Erica pulled up her leggings with a great deal of Marco’s cum still inside her. She liked the idea of him leaking out of her over the course of the rest of their bike ride. She liked the idea of her pussy being sloppy with his seed when he fucked her again later that day, too, something that was assured. Erica couldn’t be satisfied with just one orgasm. She needed more.

    Dylan’s cock was back in his shorts by the time Erica turned to her husband. “Did you enjoy your orgasm?”

    He nodded.

    “Do you want to watch Marco fuck me again later today? Do you want to watch him fuck me in our bed?” Erica asked.

    Much to Erica’s delight, Dylan nodded. She thought there was a chance he’d decline as she’d dissipated his desire by jerking him off, but it seemed that he was already eager for more.

    “No more competitive bullshit, then,” Erica said. “I think Marco proved you can’t really win that competition, didn’t he?”

    “He did,” Dylan said.

    Erica saw it was a little painful for her husband to admit, but it was necessary. She wanted their bike ride to be nice, not annoying. Plus, she found it more than a little thrilling to see Dylan confront that reality.

    Erica took Marco’s hand and said, “Let’s go. There’s plenty more to see.”

    They all walked out of the woods, climbed on their bikes, and headed off with Erica in the lead.
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    “You’re doing an awful lot of staring,” Erica said as she looked over her shoulder to see Dylan’s gaze fixed on her. She smiled before turning back to lift the bottom of the pancake to see if it was ready to be flipped.

    “I can’t help it,” Dylan said. “It’s not often that my wife cooks breakfast in her panties.”

    Erica had on a cropped, tight white t-shirt and she’d gone braless, making it all the more alluring for her husband, all of which was on purpose.

    “It’s not often we’re alone on a Saturday morning,” Erica replied. Their son and daughter had spent the night at her parent’s house and they’d be there all day, giving them plenty of time alone.

    “I suppose I’m lucky that you’ve decided to spend your time with me,” Dylan remarked.

    Erica flipped the pancake and smiled at how perfectly browned it was. The butter had left a crispy ring around the edge that was bound to taste spectacularly good.

    “You deserve a little alone time with your wife,” she said. “You deserve to see her cooking pancakes in her panties, too.”

    Erica spun around and approached Dylan. He stared at her breasts, no doubt admiring the way her nipples poked through the thin cotton. She gestured for Dylan to push his chair back. When he did, Erica straddled him.

    “Am I still a good wife, Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Even though I’ve been having sex with another man?” she asked. Erica didn’t give him a chance to answer, though. Instead, she kissed her husband. She tasted the coffee on his tongue as hers pushed into his mouth. His hands moved to her ass and he squeezed the flesh through her black lace panties. His fingers moved up her back and around front. He played with her breasts in the t-shirt. Erica moaned for him throughout. She let her husband enjoy her flesh as she moved in his lap, grinding into his crotch to bring his cock to life.

    “You’re still a good wife,” Dylan said. “You know you are. You know all of this turns me on. I wouldn’t have agreed to it otherwise.”

    Erica stood, spun around, and sat in Dylan’s lap. She moved her hips like she was a stripper giving a lap dance. His hands found their way into her t-shirt and he played with her breasts. Erica moaned for him and Dylan kissed her neck. She felt his cock pressing into her ass. He was excited. He was exactly as she wanted him to be.

    “Put your hand in my panties,” Erica said.

    Dylan did as he was told. He pushed his fingers under the waistband of her panties and between her labia. He found the wetness between them. He felt her desire just as she felt his. She turned her head and they kissed.

    “I want you,” Dylan whispered.

    Erica smiled. “I know.” She stood up and saw a hopeful look in Dylan’s eyes. “But you can’t have me.” The hopeful look disappeared, but it wasn’t a sense of disappointment that replaced it. It seemed that his desire had deepened.

    Erica walked back to the stove, slipped the spatula under the pancake, and laid it on Dylan’s plate. She sprinkled a bit of powdered sugar over it, poured another pancake and watched bubbles slowly rise to the surface of the batter.

    “Why can’t I have you?” Dylan asked as he walked towards the stove.

    Erica looked over her shoulder to see a look of lust in her husband’s eyes and an obvious erection making a tent in his pants. Dylan put his arms around her and pressed his crotch into her ass. Erica pushed back and smiled as he moaned.

    “Because I need more than you can give me,” she said.

    Dylan’s hand moved under her t-shirt. His fingers slowly traced over her skin as he moved towards her breasts. His hand encircled her flesh and he found her nipple and gently rolled it between his fingers. Dylan kissed her neck and Erica closed her eyes and rewarded his lust with a genuine moan.

    “What if I still want you?” Dylan asked. “What if I still want to fuck my wife?”

    “You don’t deserve to fuck me,” Erica said. Dylan moaned. Every word she uttered seemed to thrill him. His interest in that sort of talk had increased markedly since the bike ride with Marco and Erica was more than happy to go along with it. Dylan deserved pleasure, after all, and given his eagerness to touch her in all the right ways, she was always turned on when they played.

    Erica flipped the pancake and spun around in her husband’s arms. She reached into his pants and wrapped her fingers around his cock. They kissed as she stroked him. She was tempted to hop on the counter, spread her legs, and invite him inside her. It wouldn’t be as good as sex with Marco, but it would still be fun to see him cum.

    “Marco and I are going for a trail run this afternoon,” Erica said. “Do you want to come with us?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    Erica kissed him. Dylan moaned into her mouth as she played with the head of his cock. “Good,” she said. “I’d like an orgasm. Do you think you can make me cum before the pancake is finished cooking?”

    Dylan dropped to his knees and pulled her panties aside. He went to work without saying a word. Erica moaned and grabbed a handful of his hair. He was definitely going to make her cum before the pancake was done.

    “How’s he doing?” Marco asked.

    Erica looked back at Dylan and smiled as she watched her husband struggle to summit one of the few steep portions of the trail they’d picked for their run. “He’s trying,” she said. “And he’s not giving up.”

    “He certainly isn’t,” Marco said.

    He stepped closer and Erica reached out and ran her fingers over his sweaty, irresistibly muscular arm.

    “Why don’t we provide him with a little extra motivation?” Erica said as she glanced at Dylan. He’d slowed down a little on his quest to reach them.

    “What did you have in mind?” Marco asked.

    Erica kissed him and Marco’s hands moved to her lower back and down to her ass. She’d worn a new pair of leggings in the hopes that his hands would end up on her ass at some point. The fact that Dylan was watching was a little bonus.

    “Sometimes I can’t believe how desperately my body craves you,” she said. Marco squeezed her ass a little harder and Erica smiled and kissed him again. She opened her mouth and the kiss deepened. His tongue felt as eager as the erection that she felt pressing into her stomach.

    The sound of Dylan’s heavy breathing indicated his arrival and Erica turned towards her husband. Her body remained pressed against Marco’s and his hands remained on her ass, which is exactly where she wanted them.

    “You made it,” she said with a smile. “You didn’t stop. I’m proud of you.”

    Dylan put his hands on his knees and bent over as his chest heaved. “Thank you,” he said.

    “I feel like you deserve a reward,” she said.

    Dylan looked up and Erica smiled and turned to Marco. She kissed him again. This time, she infused it with passion. It was so much more than a kiss. It was an expression of her wild desire for the man that held her in his arms. It was Erica declaring her need for Marco while her husband watched.

    Their lips remained close as the kiss ended. “I want you,” Erica whispered. “My body, it craves you. It needs you. I need you. I need you in a way I’ve never needed another man.”

    Marco kissed her as one of his hands moved between her legs. His fingers honed in on her pussy and he managed to massage her clit through her leggings. Erica couldn’t help but moan into her lover’s mouth, both because it felt so good and because she knew Dylan was watching from just a few feet away as Marco did as he pleased with her.

    “I have to have you,” he said. “Right now. I can’t wait.”

    Erica smiled. Dylan’s desire had aroused her that morning, but it was nothing compared to Marco’s desire, for hers matched his. Unlike with Dylan, she desperately wanted Marco inside her. She craved it.

    “What do you think?” Erica asked as she looked at her husband.

    Dylan looked to his left and said, “I think you deserve whatever you want.”

    “Follow me,” Erica said. She spun from Marco’s grasp and walked off the trail and towards a thicket of trees that would offer the privacy she wanted. Once they were hidden from the path, Erica turned to her husband and asked, “What do you want?”

    Dylan looked at her, glanced at Marco for a moment, and said, “I want to watch Marco fuck you.”

    She reached out and untied Marco’s shorts. She pushed them down along with his underwear and his big cock popped free. Erica wrapped her fingers around it and stroked him as she turned her gaze to Dylan once more.

    “Are you sure?” she asked. His eyes were fixed on her fingers. He watched her stroke Marco’s cock with an entranced look on his face.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Why, Dylan? Why do you want to watch him fuck me?” she asked.

    Dylan tore his gaze from the teasing handjob she was giving and looked into her eyes as he said, “Because it turns me on to see you have the kind of sex you crave. It turns me on to see you get fucked the way you deserve to be fucked. It turns me on because you love it, because you want it, because you need it.”

    “And why do I need another man to provide me with the sex I crave?” Erica asked. She looked between her husband’s legs to see that his cock had come to life.

    “Because I can’t provide it,” Dylan said. “I’m not good enough.”

    Erica turned to Marco and kissed him as she played with his cock. Lust emanated from between her legs.

    “Dylan, take my leggings down,” she said.

    Dylan rushed forward and slipped his fingers into the waistband of her leggings. He pushed them down and Erica felt cool air against her sweaty skin. Dylan’s fingers moved over her ass as she kissed Marco. She moaned into her lover’s mouth as her husband indulged in his need to touch her.

    Erica smiled at Marco as a naughty idea popped into her head. “Dylan,” she said while staring into her lover’s eyes, “I want to feel your lips against my ass. Kiss it for me. Get on your knees and kiss my ass.”

    Dylan fell to his knees without hesitation. He pressed his lips against the damp skin of her ass and Erica rewarded him with a moan. She felt the same kind of power she’d experienced during the sexual interlude they’d enjoyed during their bike ride. She had a stiff, beautiful cock belonging to a gorgeous man in her hand and a husband on his knees who was seemingly willing to do anything to please her.

    “Dylan, worship my ass,” Erica said.

    Dylan spread her ass cheeks and pressed his face between them. A moment later she felt his tongue dancing over her asshole. Erica moaned and pulled Marco’s lips to hers. She couldn’t help but suck on his tongue as the pleasure of having her asshole licked mixed with the surge of power she felt. Two different kinds of desire emanated from the men Erica stood between and she soaked up every bit of it.

    “Fuck, Dylan, that feels so good,” Erica said. She held onto Marco as her legs trembled at the sheer naughtiness of it all.

    When she couldn’t stand it any longer Erica gently stepped away from her husband, leaned against one of the trees, and looked at Marco. “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me while he watches.”

    Marco moved behind her, rubbed the head of his cock over Erica’s pussy lips, and slid inside her. She looked down at Dylan and saw the sweat from her ass all over his face. She smiled and reached out for him. He crawled closer. Erica grabbed a handful of his hair and held it tight as Marco fucked her from behind. The sense of power returned, surging through her body as Marco took her harder and faster.

    Dylan reached down to play with his cock and Erica said, “Don’t touch yourself. I’ll be the one to make you cum.”

    Dylan looked a little disappointed but he let his hand fall to his side. Erica unleashed a moan loud enough to draw the attention of anyone that happened to be walking by. She didn’t care, though. She was lost in the pleasure rushing through her body.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Show my husband why I prefer your cock.”

    Marco fucked her harder. The sound of his pelvis slamming into her ass filled the air.

    “Use your fingers, Dylan,” Erica said. “On my clit. Use your fingers on my clit. Help me cum while he fucks me.”

    Dylan crawled closer as Erica maintained her grip on his hair. The leaves crunched under his knees. He reached up to caress her inner thigh but he seemed hesitant to actually play with her clit.

    “Do it,” she demanded.

    Dylan’s fingers slowly moved through her pubic hair and found their way to her clit and he rubbed his fingertip in slow circles.

    “That’s it,” she said. “That feels so good. That feels so fucking good.”

    Marco’s fingers dug into her hips. He fucked her faster. His breathing was a little heavier. He was getting close.

    Erica looked down at Dylan. He was mesmerized as he watched Marco fuck her. His cock was hard in his workout shorts. His mouth hung open as he stared. Overcome with wild lust, Erica released Dylan’s hair and shoved two fingers into his mouth. “Suck them,” she demanded.

    Dylan closed his lips around them and sucked as ordered. Erica moved her fingers in and out of his mouth as she watched. Wild, aggressive energy moved through her body. Her husband’s willingness to do as she desired and the power of Marco’s thrusts left her right on the brink of a massive climax. Her legs shook. She closed her eyes. A low, guttural scream escaped her lips as she climaxed.

    “Fuuuck!” she cried out.

    Marco put a hand on her shoulder and an arm around her waist. He leaned forward and groaned as he unleashed his load inside her. His legs shook as he came. He kissed her upper back and shoulders and for a few moments Erica saw stars.

    “Holy shit,” she said.

    “I know,” Marco replied as he pulled out.

    Erica pulled her fingers from Dylan’s mouth and said, “Stand up.” He stood as ordered and she moved behind her husband, untied his shorts, and pushed them to the ground. She pulled his body close to hers, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and stroked him.

    Dylan moaned and Erica kissed his neck and sucked hard on his flesh. She stroked with one hand and her other moved over his chest, up his neck, and to his lips. “Open up,” she said. Dylan opened his mouth and Erica pushed her fingers inside once more. It was, in a way, an inversion of the sex she’d had with Marco. Erica was taking her husband from behind in an entirely different way, though the end result was almost certainly going to be the same. Dylan was going to have a great orgasm. She could already feel his body trembling. He moaned loudly around her fingers as he sucked on them.

    “Cum for me,” Erica demanded. “Cum while you suck on my fingers.”

    Erica pushed her fingers deep into his mouth as she embraced the sense of power and control that enveloped her body. She began to thrust against Dylan as if she was fucking him. He groaned and pushed his ass against her hips with each thrust. He surrendered to her and soon it brought about an orgasm that certainly would have included a great deal of screaming were her fingers not in his mouth.

    Erica released her grip on his cock and pulled her fingers from her husband’s mouth. He put his hands on his knees and his chest heaved, this time from the exertion of cumming so hard.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “It was my pleasure,” Erica said as she pulled her leggings up.

    “That was incredible,” Marco added. She looked at him and smiled. He seemed impressed with the display he’d just witnessed, a fact that delighted Erica.

    “I guess we should get home,” she said. “We’ll take it easy, though. A light jog.”

    Dylan bent over to pull his shorts up and said, “I’d like that.”

    With a smile on her face Erica led the way back to the path. She was still buzzing from the experience, but this time it was the connection with Dylan that kept running through her mind. Over and over she replayed holding him from behind and stroking his cock as she finger fucked his mouth. Even though she’d just climaxed the imagery brought with it a renewed sense of arousal. She resolved to play with Dylan again before the day was over.
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    Erica scanned her lipsticks and plucked a plum-colored option from the collection. She pulled off the top and dabbed a little on her lips to make sure she liked the way it looked.

    “That’s a good color,” Dylan said.

    “You think so?” Erica replied as she leaned closer to her vanity mirror.

    “I do,” he said. “In fact, I think it would go really well with that dark purple dress you have. Plus, you have that purple bra and panty set that I bought you a month ago. That looked incredible on you.”

    Erica turned to her husband and smiled. Nearly two years had passed since she’d opened her side of the marriage and Dylan had embraced his newfound place as her second option for sexual satisfaction. He’d come to enjoy helping her get ready for her dates and going shopping for her. He even enjoyed dressing Erica when she gave him the opportunity.

    “Would you mind finding that bra and panty set and laying it out on the bed for me?” Erica said.

    “Of course,” Dylan replied.

    She turned back to the mirror and applied a heavy coating of the plum-colored lipstick. Dylan was right. It looked good, and it would be absolutely perfect with the dress and lingerie he’d suggested.

    “May I pull the dress, too?” Dylan asked.

    Erica turned to see that he’d already found her lingerie and had laid it out on the bed as requested. She stood and approached her husband. His eyes wandered to her chest, and with good reason. Erica’s nipples were hard and they were poking through her thin black satin robe.

    “You’re a wonderful husband, Dylan,” Erica said.

    Dylan smiled. “Well, thank you. That’s always nice to hear.”

    Erica leaned in and kissed him. She let her lips linger against his and Dylan pulled her close. Their bodies pressed together and Erica deepened the kiss. Her lips parted and their tongues indulged in a slow, sensual dance.

    “You’re a wonderful wife,” Dylan whispered. “All I want is to be the kind of husband you deserve. I mean, you’re damn near perfect, Erica, and I just want to be worthy of you.”

    “You are,” Erica said. “You’ve made absolutely certain that you are. There was just one area where you didn’t measure up and you’ve done a wonderful job of embracing your shortcoming in that area. You’ve made sure that I have everything I want in life, including the sort of satisfying sex life that so many women lose at some point during their marriage.”

    “I want you to be happy,” Dylan said.

    Erica reached down and loosened the small strip of satin that held her robe closed. It opened, exposing her breasts. “Sit,” she said.

    Dylan sat on the edge of the bed and Erica stepped between his legs. He looked up and she leaned forward. His lips parted and he took her nipple into his mouth.

    “Suck on it, sweetheart,” she whispered. “Make me feel good.”

    Dylan closed his eyes and offered Erica the pleasure she desired. He kissed, licked, and sucked on her nipple. He sent little shocks of sexual delight through her body as his hands moved over her back and under the robe to caress and squeeze her ass. Erica moaned for her husband as he provided a delightful dose of foreplay before she got dressed for her date.

    “Feel my pussy,” Erica said.

    Dylan’s fingers moved between her thighs. He slipped a finger inside her with ease. Erica was soaked.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    Dylan moaned around her nipple.

    “Having a wonderful husband like you makes me wet,” she said. “Knowing that you want me to be happy, that you’re willing to do anything to make sure I’m happy, makes me wet. Knowing that you bought that beautiful bra and panty set so I would look good for my dates makes me wet.”

    Dylan kissed his way from one of Erica’s breasts to the other and took her nipple into his mouth. His finger danced over her clit and she moaned as her thighs trembled from the intense pleasure.

    “You like making me wet for another man, don’t you?” Erica asked. She could feel just a touch of aggression building. She’d learned to give herself over to it over the past two years. She liked the way it made her feel to take control and let out the side of her that wanted to be wild.

    “Yes,” Dylan said before returning to stimulating her breasts.

    “You like that I’m going home with another man tonight, don’t you? You like that he’s going to take your wife to his bed and fuck me until I’m screaming his name, don’t you?” Erica asked.

    “Mmmm hmmm,” Dylan said as his tongue continued to move back and forth over her nipple.

    Erica stepped back and pushed the robe off her shoulders. She smiled as Dylan’s eyes roamed over her body. His lust was obvious and seemingly overwhelming, a fact that Erica found thrilling.

    “When was the last time I made you cum?” she asked.

    “Eleven days,” Dylan replied.

    Erica smiled. “Have you taken care of yourself in that time?”

    “No, of course not,” Dylan answered.

    Erica hadn’t made it an official rule, but she’d requested that Dylan let her be in charge of his orgasms. One of the wives she’d met at Tracy’s parties had talked to Erica about the pleasures of denying her husband and she couldn’t help but give it a try. It had proven far more arousing than she’d expected, in large part because it infused each day with a little bit of excitement. After all, it took nothing more than a simple, soft kiss to excite Dylan most days, and when he was excited he tended to be quite attentive.

    “Does that mean you’d be sad if I spent the night in another man’s bed?” Erica asked.

    Dylan shook his head, but Erica could see the truth in his eyes. He wanted her to come home so they could fool around. He wanted to be able to indulge in the pleasures he’d become accustomed to as he’d grown into his role as her cuckold husband.

    “It’s been eleven days for me too, you know,” Erica said. “Eleven days since I fucked someone else, since I fucked someone capable of giving me the pleasure I crave.”

    “The pleasure you deserve,” Dylan said.

    Erica saw the wild lust in his eyes and she couldn’t help but smile. Dylan had never argued against her sleeping with other men, but over the past two years he’d transitioned to enjoying it far more than she expected he ever would. Her penchant for sleeping with other men had become the centerpiece of their sex life, in fact.

    “Get on your knees for me,” Erica said.

    Dylan slid off the bed and onto his knees in front of her. His eyes lingered on her pussy before he lifted his gaze up her body and stared into her eyes.

    “I’ll be having unprotected sex tonight,” Erica informed her husband.

    She watched the arousal wash over Dylan’s face. She’d seen it countless times in the past two months, ever since she introduced him to the idea of cleaning her pussy after another man had cum inside her. A fellow partygoer had suggested it and Erica was immediately smitten with the notion of Dylan crawling between her legs and feasting on her pussy after someone else had deposited his cum inside her. It felt like a perfect evolution of their relationship, and while Dylan hadn’t been excited when she first brought it up, he came around to the idea that it would be splendidly kinky to fully embrace being a cuckold.

    “That excites you, doesn’t it?” Erica asked.

    Dylan glanced between her legs and nodded. Erica smiled at his eagerness. He’d grown increasingly voracious about going down on her after she’d been with another man, even when she used a condom. It seemed that something about tasting her pussy after she’d fucked someone else triggered Dylan’s natural tendencies towards being a cuckold.

    “Are you already thinking about cleaning me?” she asked. “Are you thinking about me coming home with a messy pussy for you to lick clean?”

    Dylan looked up at her and nodded. She saw just a hint of embarrassment flash across his face. It was gone as quickly as it had arrived, but Erica wanted to nip that in the bud immediately.

    “Dylan, darling, your desire to clean my pussy is beautiful,” she said. “It thrills me in ways you can’t imagine. Sometimes it makes me think about you when someone else is inside me. It’s become part of the thrill for me. Playing with you afterwards has always been a part of our expanded sex life, but your desire to clean me makes it all so much more exciting. You have no reason to be embarrassed or ashamed. None at all.”

    “Thank you,” Dylan said as whatever tension he’d been holding onto washed away.

    Erica stepped closer and gently pulled his head between her legs. “Taste me, Dylan. Worship me. Worship the pussy that I’m going to give to another man tonight. Worship the pussy that another man is going to fill with his cock and cum. Worship the pussy that you’ll get to clean when I’m done playing with my date.”

    Dylan closed his eyes and did as instructed. Erica looked down and admired how good her husband looked with his face pressed between her legs. He seemed at peace, like he’d embraced that being on his knees in front of her was truly his happy place.

    “Would you like to dress me?” Erica asked as she stepped back.

    “Yes, please,” Dylan said.

    Erica smiled at her husband. “You may do so.”

    Dylan reached back and grabbed her panties from the bed. He held them at Erica’s feet and she stepped into the underwear so he could slowly pull it up her legs. Dylan took his time, as he always did, and she couldn’t help but enjoy the way he made sure to run his fingers over the soft flesh of her thighs before pulling the panties into place.

    Dylan stood, picked up her bra, and held it out so Erica could place her arms through the straps. He smiled while stepped closer and then moving behind her to hook the bra into place. He kissed her neck as his hands moved over her taut stomach. “I feel incredibly lucky to be married to a woman like you,” he whispered.

    Erica closed her eyes and moaned as Dylan pressed his crotch into her ass. His cock was hard as a rock, as was to be expected. She moved her ass over it, teasing her cuckold husband as she’d come to love doing over the past two years.

    “I’m the lucky one,” she said. “I’m married to a man that’s secure enough to let me meet my sexual needs with other men. Most women aren’t that lucky.”

    “I guess we’re both lucky,” Dylan replied as he cupped her breasts and nibbled her earlobe.

    Erica considered canceling her date and crawling into bed with her husband. They still had sex from time to time and it was always nice. She was quite aroused, too, and it would have been nice to have sex immediately. It wouldn’t have been as good, though. It was going to be so much hotter to have sex with her date – perhaps multiple times – and then come home and let Dylan reclaim her in the way he’d become accustomed to as her cuckold. Erica would enjoy multiple orgasms that way, and if she let Dylan inside her right now she might not enjoy a single orgasm. He was, after all, somewhat disappointing as a lover. It’s why she’d begun seeing Marco in the first place and why she continued to see other men when she and Marco parted ways.

    “Would you fetch my dress?” Erica asked.

    “Of course,” Dylan replied.

    Erica turned and watched her husband walk into the closet. She smiled. It still thrilled her that Dylan was willing – even eager – to dress her for a date with another man. He’d even suggested the dress that would be most enticing to the man she was going to invite into her body that night. Erica knew she was lucky to be married to a man like Dylan, even if he tried to act like his willingness to let her sleep with other men wasn’t remarkable. It was, and Erica knew it.

    “Call Dylan,” Erica said as she put the car in drive. Dylan’s number popped up on the dashboard and a moment later the phone rang.

    “Hey,” Dylan answered.

    “What are you wearing?” she asked.

    “Shorts and a t-shirt,” Dylan answered.

    Erica stopped at a red light and smiled. “I want you naked. Now.”

    “Okay,” Dylan said. “I’ll put you on speaker.”

    Erica heard the sound of her husband stripping as the light turned green. She punched the gas and hurried towards their home.

    “I’m naked,” Dylan said.

    “Good. Go to the bedroom. Get in the bed,” Erica instructed.

    “Are you on your way home?” Dylan asked.

    “Do as you’re told. Don’t ask questions,” Erica replied.

    “I’m in the bed,” Dylan said.

    “Good. Now stroke your cock for me. Get hard,” Erica said.

    She heard the sound of her husband masturbating. She imagined his fingers moving up and down his flaccid cock in an attempt to get hard.

    “If it helps, you can think of another man’s cum dripping out of my pussy. It might help to think of two loads of his cum dripping out of my pussy,” she said.

    Dylan groaned. “Did he fuck you twice?”

    “He did,” she said. “He fucked your wife twice. He made me cum twice. He filled me with his cum twice. It was beautiful, Dylan. The look on his face when he unleashed inside me, it was so beautiful. I could see that it felt so good. I could see how much it turned him on to be able to cum in a married woman’s pussy.”

    “I’m hard,” Dylan said.

    “I’m almost home,” Erica replied. “I want you on your back when I get to the bedroom. I want your cock hard and your mouth eager to clean my pussy. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    “Good. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

    Erica hung up the phone and turned onto their street. She’d been fucked twice – and cum hard each time – but she could feel her desire building once again. She’d come to find almost as much pleasure in playing with her husband as she did with her many lovers.

    Erica pulled into the garage, turned the car off, and headed inside. She unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor in the foyer before she headed for the bedroom. She unhooked her bra and tossed it aside in the hallway. She stepped into the doorway and Dylan turned to look at her. He was naked, on his back, and erect, just like she wanted.

    “Welcome home,” he said.

    Erica smiled and slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties. She pulled them down and Dylan stared between her legs. She knew her pussy was an absolute mess. A mixture of her juices and her date’s cum coated her labia and waited inside her for her husband to consume.

    Erica approached the bed and watched her husband’s body vibrate with desire. Eleven days without an orgasm will do that to a man.

    She reached out and caressed his stiff cock. “Tell me what you want,” Erica whispered.

    “I want to clean your pussy,” he said.

    Erica wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him gently. She felt a wonderful tingling sensation between her legs. She wanted Dylan to clean her. She wanted to feel his eager tongue moving over her pussy lips and inside her. She wanted to bask in the beauty of her husband’s desire for her messy pussy.

    “We want the same thing,” Erica said. “Isn’t that beautiful?”

    Dylan nodded and she crawled into the bed and straddled his face. She lowered her messy pussy onto his mouth and Dylan went to work. His licked her labia clean. He sucked on them, soaking up her date’s cum. He pushed his tongue inside her and moaned. Erica wondered if he’d just gotten his first mouthful of thick cum as gravity worked its wonders and helped the load that rested deep in her womb leak into her husband’s mouth.

    “Clean me, Dylan,” Erica said in a breathless voice. “Clean my messy pussy. Clean every drop.”

    Erica closed her eyes and played with her breasts as Dylan continued to work over her messy pussy. Her hips moved subtly as she felt overcome with desire. She couldn’t help but try and ride his mouth and embrace the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

    “Does his cum taste good?” Erica asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan replied.

    Erica felt that same wondrous, arousing aggression return. She reached down and grabbed a handful of her husband’s hair. She moved her hips faster, riding his face for her pleasure and spreading some of the juices from her date all over him.

    “Dylan…fuck, make me cum. Clean my pussy and make me cum!” Erica cried out.

    Her thighs trembled as her third orgasm of the night approached. It felt just as powerful as the first two. It reinforced her love of cuckolding her husband. Her date had provided her with an entirely different kind of pleasure, but it wasn’t necessarily better than riding Dylan’s face. Fucking her date made playing with Dylan so much hotter. Having another man’s cum inside her fueled the orgasm that was about to wash over her body.

    “I’m cumming!” Erica screamed. She dropped most of her weight onto Dylan’s face and let the orgasm wash over her. The pleasure was intense and unyielding and Erica couldn’t help but smile as she felt the beautiful release of an orgasm provided by her husband’s tongue.

    Once the pleasure had passed, Erica slid her pussy down Dylan’s chest and stomach and took his cock inside her. She looked down to see his face coated in a mixture of juices.

    “You don’t mind being inside me after another man has fucked me, do you?” she asked.

    “You know I don’t,” Dylan replied.

    Erica rode him slowly, offering some pleasure but nowhere near enough to make Dylan cum, even after eleven days without a climax.

    “I’m never going to be able to stop fucking other men, Dylan,” she said. “I’ll never be able to go back to the way our sex life was.”

    “You don’t have to,” he said. “I don’t want you to. I don’t ever want you to.”

    Erica rode him a little faster and Dylan moaned. “Does that mean you like being my cuckold?”

    “Yes,” Dylan answered.

    “You like that I give my pussy to other men?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded. It seemed that his pleasure had reached such a potent place that it was difficult to talk.

    “You like that your cock doesn’t make me cum anymore, don’t you?” Erica asked. “You like that there’s no chance I’m going to cum right now, don’t you?”

    Dylan grabbed her ass and tried to fuck his cock up into her, but Erica grasped his wrists and pinned them above his head. She stopped riding Dylan and he didn’t put up a fight.

    “I decide when you get to cum,” she whispered. “Especially when it’s my pussy giving you the pleasure. Do you understand?”

    Dylan nodded, though he looked desperate and frustrated.

    Erica kept his wrists pinned above his head and moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. She kept her pace slow, purposefully trying to frustrate her husband as she brought him ever closer to his orgasm.

    “I could fuck you for hours and I don’t think I’d cum,” Erica said. There was some truth to it. Having sex with other men had changed sex with her husband. Dylan just wasn’t as good. His cock wasn’t as big. He wasn’t as vigorous. He wasn’t as skilled. It just wasn’t as hot, either. There was something far hotter about fucking other men and Erica was hooked on the pleasures of it. She really was going to cuckold Dylan for the rest of their marriage. “I guess that’s why you’re a cuckold, though. You can’t fuck your wife worth a damn.”

    She rode him a little harder and Dylan groaned. Erica could see he was ready to cum. He was caught up in the pleasures of being a cuckold. He was on the verge of emptying his balls into her pussy and finally experiencing the release he craved.

    “You’re lucky I still let you in my pussy,” she said, helping him chase the lust she’d already established. “You certainly don’t deserve it, do you? You don’t deserve to fuck your perfect wife and her tight, wet pussy, do you?”

    Dylan shook his head as Erica released his wrists and placed her hands on his chest.

    “Other men fuck me better than you ever have,” Erica said. “Dozens of them, Dylan. Dozens of men have fucked your wife’s pussy in the past two years. Dozens more are going to fuck me in the next few years, all because you can’t give me what I need.”

    “Erica, fuck, I’m close,” Dylan said.

    “Cum inside me, cuckold,” she demanded. “Cum in your wife’s messy pussy.”

    Dylan followed her orders and unleashed in her pussy. He closed his eyes and arched his back as Erica continued to milk his cock. He grasped her hips and his fingers dug into her flesh as his moans filled their bedroom. Erica smiled as she watched her husband writhe in pleasure. It was a beautiful thing to witness.

    “Thank you,” Dylan said when he opened his eyes. “Thank you for everything.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” she replied.

    “I love being your cuckold, Erica,” Dylan added. “I don’t ever want to stop. I really don’t.”

    Erica leaned down and kissed him softly. “Good, because I don’t think I could stop cuckolding you even if you wanted me to. I need to be with other men. I need more than you can give me. I need you to be my cuckold.”

    She kissed him again, this time with more passion. Dylan couldn’t provide her with the sexual pleasure she craved, but his willingness to be her cuckold meant that he could, in fact, give her everything she needed. He was, in his own way, the perfect husband for Erica.

    The End.

  
    His Physical Gets a Little Kinky

    “Bradley?” the nurse asked as she stepped into the waiting room.

    “That’s me,” Bradley said as he raised his hand.

    The nurse offered a sweet smile, opened the door, and gestured for him to step through. “If I could have you slip out of your shoes and step on the scale,” she said.

    Bradley kicked off his shoes, stepped on the scale, and found that he weighed just under 170 pounds, which was right where he wanted to be.

    “Okay, you’ll be in exam room three,” the nurse informed him as they walked down the hallway. She opened the door, gestured for him to step inside, and walked in behind him. “You’re here for a physical?” she asked.

    “That’s correct,” Bradley said.

    “Any particular concerns or questions that I can note for the doctor?” the nurse asked as she looked at Bradley’s chart.

    “No, just getting a checkup,” he answered. “Making sure everything is in tip top shape.”

    The nurse looked up, smiled, and said, “Alright. Dr. Walker is just finishing up with a patient and should be with you in a few moments.”

    “I’m sorry, Dr. Walker?” Bradley asked. “I thought I was seeing Dr. Stanton? At least that’s who I’ve always seen in the past.”

    “He’s out sick this week. Dr. Walker is excellent though. You’ll love her. Our patients have been raving about her, to be honest,” the nurse said.

    “Oh, okay. Great,” Bradley said.

    The nurse placed his chart on the counter and said, “Alright. She’ll be with you soon.”

    Bradley silently chided himself for sounding like he was panicked about having a different doctor. What did he care? It’s not like he was friends with Dr. Stanton. He came in for a physical once a year and occasionally showed up to get a prescription for a bad cold.

    Dr. Walker breezed into the room a few minutes later, just as the nurse had promised. Bradley noticed the rather pleasant floral scent of her perfume before he looked up to see a surprisingly attractive woman with her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail.

    “Bradley, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Dr. Walker,” she said.

    Bradley waved awkwardly and said, “It’s nice to meet you too.”

    “So, just a physical today?” she asked.

    “Uh, yes,” Bradley said as he suddenly felt a little nervous about having someone so pretty examine his genitals.

    “Alright, well if you don’t mind removing everything but your t-shirt and underwear we can get started,” she said.

    Bradley stood and stripped as Dr. Walker put the ends of her stethoscope into her ears and approached.

    “And if you could just have a seat and lift your shirt for me,” she said.

    Bradley sat and lifted his shirt and once again caught a whiff of Dr. Walker’s perfume as she stepped closer. Her skin looked utterly flawless and her hair was a little bit shiny in a way he found surprisingly appealing.

    “Is everything okay?” she asked.

    “Yeah, why?”

    “Your heart’s beating a little fast. Nothing worrisome, but your resting pulse rate would ideally be lower,” Dr. Walker said.

    “Oh, uh, no, I’m in pretty good shape. I just get a little anxious coming to the doctor is all,” he said. That wasn’t the truth but he hoped she would buy it.

    The truth was, Bradley was a little bit aroused and the closer Dr. Walker got the harder his heart beat. There was something about her beauty combined with her obvious intelligence – she’d made it through medical school, after all – that he found irresistible. There was something about her general air of authority that he quite liked as well.

    She stood up, studied his face for a few moments, and smiled. “Alright,” before pulling the stethoscope from her ears and hanging it around her neck.

    Dr. Walker pulled a pen light from her coat pocket and said, “Look up for me,” before shining it in Bradley’s eyes. “Now look to the left. Okay, now look to the right.”

    He noted that even her breath smelled good, which seemed like a minor miracle.

    “Your eyes look good,” she said with a smile. “Let’s check your ears. Turn to the right.”

    Bradley turned and she reached up to hold his face while taking a look in his ear. There was something about her touch that he found oddly soothing and the sense of arousal returned, much to his chagrin. Even worse, Bradley felt a little stirring between his legs that he tried his best not to think about.

    “Turn to the left,” Dr. Walker said as she stepped back.

    Bradley turned as instructed and again she approached and touched his face. Again he felt a surge of desire. He cursed himself for being unable to be even a little professional around someone so pretty.

    “Alright, let’s test your reflexes,” she said while pulling a reflex hammer out of her coat pocket.

    Dr. Walker pulled a stool over, sat, and nearly slipped off the edge of it as it kept rolling. She reached out and instinctively grabbed Bradley’s leg as he grabbed her wrist to prevent the pretty brunette M.D. from taking a spill.

    “Oh, wow,” she said. “Thank you.”

    Her hand remained on his knee, though Bradley assumed it was still out of instinct. She’d nearly injured herself and her brain had likely not caught up to the rest of her body.

    A moment later Dr. Walker lifted her hand from his knee and said, “Sorry about that,” before adjusting the stool, sitting comfortably on it, and tapping Bradley’s knee with her reflex hammer.

    He barely paid attention to the always delightful reaction as his leg kicked up without his input. Instead, Bradley was busy panicking about the near-erection that had sprouted between his legs. The doctor’s touch hadn’t been the slightest bit erotic, and yet he was most of the way to being fully hard.

    “Alright, reflexes are good,” Dr. Walker said as she rolled the stool towards the counter and pulled open a drawer to grab a pair of latex gloves. “If you wouldn’t mind standing and dropping your drawers. We’ll get this part done nice and quick.”

    “Uh,” Bradley said as his mind raced to come up with a reason to not have his testicles examined. “Could we…is there something else we could do instead?”

    “It’s okay,” Dr. Walker said with a calm, professional look on her face. “I’ve seen everything, I promise. I did multiple rotations in an E.R. during medical school. There’s literally nothing you could show me that would be the slightest bit surprising.”

    Bradley stood up and looked down at the small tent in the front of his underwear. He slipped his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down to his ankles before standing. He thought his sense of embarrassment might deflate his semi-erection, but that blessed fate didn’t come to pass. Instead, it had gotten just a little bit harder.

    Dr. Walker wheeled the stool closer and Bradley was quite certain he detected a small, sly smile on her face.

    “Does this cause you any trouble?” Dr. Walker asked as she examined Bradley’s testicles.

    He looked down to see what she was referring to, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. “What do you mean?” he asked.

    “Your penis,” she said. “Does it cause you any trouble?”

    “No,” Bradley answered, though he was thoroughly confused by the question.

    “Really? Women don’t find it disappointing?” Dr. Walker asked as she continued to work his testicles with her gloved fingers.

    “What?” Bradley said with an increasing sense of confusion and just a hint of embarrassment.

    “Well, it’s quite small,” Dr. Walker said. “Much smaller than most I’ve seen. Much smaller than most of the flaccid penises I’ve seen, in fact, and you appear to be fully erect.”

    Bradley wasn’t large. He was well aware of that fact, as he suspected all men with undersized penises were.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    Dr. Walker looked up, smiled, and wrapped her fingers around Bradley’s cock. “It’s quite simple, Bradley,” she said. “I’m asking if your small penis has given you any trouble. Have women broken up with you because of it? Have you been laughed at when you exposed yourself before a sexual encounter?”

    Bradley looked around the room, though he wasn’t sure why. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around what was unfolding. Dr. Walker had clearly crossed a professional boundary and was no longer giving him a physical. The appointment had become something else entirely.

    She was also offering a slow handjob as her gloved fingers moved up and down the now fully-erect shaft of Bradley’s cock.

    “I’d like an answer, Bradley. I think it’s important for your mental health that I know if you’ve suffered any humiliations as a result of your unusually small penis,” she said.

    Bradley nodded.

    “You have?” she asked.

    “I have,” he said.

    “You can’t have been surprised that your small penis disappointed someone, right?” Dr. Walker said as if it was an absolute truth. “Surely you’re not one of those guys that has convinced himself that size doesn’t matter.”

    Bradley had been one of those guys. It seemed like the only choice at the time. If he believed that size mattered it would have been awfully difficult to ever ask a girl out. Of course, Dr. Walker was right, as he’d disappointed more than a few girls. Most had been polite enough to have sex with him anyway, but he’d only had a few long term relationships and his 30th birthday was fast approaching. It was hard to believe the diminutive nature of his penis wasn’t part of that.

    “No, I’m not one of those guys,” Bradley said. “Not anymore.”

    Dr. Walker hadn’t stopped stroking his cock and Bradley couldn’t keep the fog of arousal at bay. The combination of her beauty, the obvious skill she possessed, and the matter of fact way in which she humiliated his cock was immensely sexy.

    “A penis like yours will always be disappointing,” Dr. Walker explained. “Every woman you show it to will be disappointed. That doesn’t mean you’re cursed to being alone, of course. Lots of women don’t mind being with a poorly-endowed man and you seem like a nice guy, so I suspect you’ll find someone to accept that you likely cannot offer her pleasure via sex.”

    Bradley had no response. All he could do was hope that he didn’t end up cumming on the doctor’s blouse as she continued to stroke him.

    “Have you seen that disappointed look on a woman’s face when you penetrate her, Bradley?” Dr. Walker asked.

    He nodded.

    “You know that’s largely because you’re so small, right?” she said.

    “I do,” he replied.

    Dr. Walker smiled and reached up to tease his balls with her other hand and Bradley marveled at the strange, arousing turn his yearly physical had taken.

    “Are you good with your mouth, Bradley?” she asked. “Do you use your tongue to make the women you date happy?”

    “I do,” he said.

    Dr. Walker smiled. “That’s good. That’s really the only way a man as poorly endowed as you can hope to make a woman happy. If you’re not proficient at oral sex you will end up alone, I can assure you.”

    She released his cock and stood up and for a moment Bradley felt genuinely disappointed.

    “Have you had a prostate exam yet, Bradley?” she asked.

    “I’m a little too young for that, aren’t I?” he replied.

    Dr. Walker smiled, squirted a healthy amount of lube onto her gloved fingers, and said, “It’s never too early to start. Why don’t you turn around and bend over for me. Just put your hands on the edge of the exam table.”

    Bradley turned around, bent over, and placed his hands on the crinkly paper that covered the exam table.

    Dr. Walker approached from behind him, pressed one of her lubed fingers against his asshole and gently worked it inside him. Much to his surprise, her other hand found its way to his still-erect cock and resumed stroking him.

    “Men are so afraid of the prostate exam,” she said. “But this doesn’t feel so bad, does it?”

    Bradley bit his lip to prevent a moan from escaping and Dr. Walker stroked him a little faster.

    “You’re a very well-behaved patient, Bradley. I quite like that,” she commented.

    “You’re a very good doctor,” he said before unleashing a series of heavy, deep breaths.

    “Do you think you can take a second finger, Bradley? It would provide a more thorough prostate exam,” she said.

    “Yes, I can,” he replied.

    Dr. Walker slipped a second finger into his ass and pushed it deep inside him. “It’s good for someone like you to be flexible, Bradley. Men with small penises need to be willing to be open to new things or risk forever being alone. After all, if you can’t provide a woman with satisfying orgasms there’s very little chance she’s going to want to marry you. You want to get married, don’t you Bradley?”

    “Yes, I do,” he said.

    Dr. Walker fingered his ass and stroked his cock faster.

    “Of course you do,” she said. “And of course you already know that your undersized penis is going to be a problem. You can make up for that, Bradley. Don’t be embarrassed about your penis. Embrace it. Embrace that it means you need to find different ways to pleasure your eventual wife. Embrace that compared to many men, you’re inferior, and that you need to find ways of being superior.”

    “Yes, Dr. Walker,” he said as his orgasm approached. He likely would have agreed to anything in that moment.

    “I’d like you to reach down and catch your cum in your hand, Bradley. I can’t have you making a mess all over my exam room,” she said.

    “Of course,” he replied.

    Bradley held his hand in front of his cock and closed his eyes as Dr. Walker expertly worked his asshole and his cock with her gifted hands.

    “Cum for me, Bradley,” she said. “Spill your seed into your hand. Cum for your doctor.”

    Bradley felt his asshole tighten before his loins exploded in pleasure. Cum shot from the tip of his cock as Dr. Walker pushed her fingers deep inside him and held them there. He felt the warm, viscous fluid pool in the palm of his hand and he nearly fell over as the pleasure made his knees wobble.

    When he was finished, Dr. Walker pulled her fingers from his asshole, released his cock, and pulled off her gloves to toss them into the trash can.

    “What should I do with this?” Bradley said as he held up his cum-filled hand.

    “You should consume it,” Dr. Walker said.

    He stared at her and then down at the puddle of thick white liquid. “What?”

    “Eat your cum, Bradley. There’s nothing unhealthy about it. Do it. Pour it into your mouth and swallow,” she said.

    “But I don’t want to,” he protested.

    “Didn’t I say that you needed to be flexible? Didn’t I say that a man with a small penis needs to be open to new things if he hopes to find someone willing to be with him long term?” Dr. Walker said.

    Bradley looked at the cum in his hand as his shoulders slumped. “Yes, you did.”

    “Then eat your cum,” Dr. Walker insisted.

    Bradley brought his hand to his mouth, tipped it back, and reluctantly let the cum slide onto his tongue. He licked up the rest and swallowed. For a moment Bradley thought he might vomit.

    “That was very good,” Dr. Walker said with a smile before she picked up his chart. “I’d like to have you come back in a month for a follow-up. How does that sound?”

    She’d mentioned nothing about any health problems, so Bradley assumed his next appointment would be of the same variety as the first. “That sounds great,” he said. The orgasm had been too good. He couldn’t turn down a chance at another.

    “Very good. I’ll step out and you can get dressed. Make sure to see the receptionist to find a time for your follow-up,” Dr. Walker said with a cheerful smile.

    “Thank you, Dr. Walker.”

    “It was my pleasure,” she replied before walking out.

    Bradley couldn’t believe what had just transpired, and yet he already wanted more. He was definitely making that follow-up appointment.

  
    His Retirement

    
      Wyatt's not retiring from work. No, it's a certain part of his anatomy that's being retired because it's no longer useful to his wife. Instead, it will go in a cage and he will demonstrate his usefulness in other ways.
    

    "Wyatt, darling, we could use a little more wine," Ana called out from the living room.

    Wyatt pushed away from his desk and made a beeline for the kitchen to retrieve the bottle of Rosé he'd opened for his wife and her two friends, Melanie and Dahlia.

    He appeared in the living room a moment later and refilled their glasses, emptying the bottle in the process. He made a mental note to pull out another in the hopes of anticipating their needs, as Ana had come to expect him to do whenever possible.

    "He seems quiet," Melanie asked - seemingly thinking that he couldn't hear her - as Wyatt left the room. "Is everything okay?"

    "He's a little sad about his retirement."

    Wyatt froze just a few steps into the kitchen as Ana stood on the precipice of revealing something that he would rather have remained private.

    "Wait, his retirement? He's only 40. How is he retiring?" Dahlia asked.

    Ana chuckled softly as Wyatt's grip on the Rosé bottle tightened to the point that his fingers started to ache. "It's not that kind of retirement."

    Wyatt held his breath as he hoped Ana would leave it at that.

    "I'm sorry, but I have to ask, what kind of retirement are we talking about, then? Was he fired and you're just labeling it something else to protect his feelings?"

    "No, it's nothing like that."

    Wyatt let out the breath he'd been holding for far too long. He still felt the tension in his shoulders, though.

    "I know you're listening, Wyatt. Could you come back in here?"

    He set the bottle on the kitchen table and stepped back into the living room, this time with his heart beating far harder than before. Wyatt stood in front of the couch and clasped his hands behind his back as he smiled at his wife.

    "My friends are curious about your retirement," Ana said.

    Wyatt glanced at Melanie and then at Dahlia. Both were beautiful, elegant, well-dressed women, just like Ana. They lived in the same upper class suburban enclave. Their homes cost well over seven figures, just as Wyatt and Ana's did. Their husbands held down high paying corporate jobs, just like Wyatt did. He didn't quite understand why, but their elegance and beauty made it more difficult to even consider sharing what his wife clearly wanted him to share.

    "Is that right?" Wyatt asked, mostly as a stalling tactic.

    Ana sipped her Rosé. "It is. Why don't you tell them about it?"

    Again Wyatt glanced at both of his wife's friends. They looked curious - deeply so, in fact - about the information that rested on the tip of his tongue. It seemed possible that they understood that it was private in nature, that Wyatt very much wished he would be given permission to keep the information to himself.

    "Wyatt, darling, I've given you an instruction and I expect you to follow it," Ana said sharply.

    That garnered a raised eyebrow from both women before they glanced at each other. They seemed to understand that they'd just been granted access to a part of Wyatt and Ana's relationship that would typically have remained private.

    "Of course," he replied. "I'm not retiring from work. That won't happen for another 20 to 25 years. Instead...instead it's my cock that's being retired."

    Two sets of jaws dropped and both women leaned forward a little as if they weren't entirely sure they heard what he'd said.

    "And why is that, Wyatt?" Ana asked.

    He felt his face redden. "Because it's inadequate. Because...because it cannot satisfy you the way you deserve to be satisfied, Ana. Because...because at my encouragement you found another man to satisfy you and now you have no need for my cock."

    "Holy shit," Dahlia said softly.

    She leaned back and took a rather large sip of her Rosé. Melanie did the same thing. Wyatt couldn't bear to do more than glance at either of them, but a momentary look was all he needed to see that his reveal was just as shocking as Ana seemingly hoped it would be.

    "Go get your retirement gift, Wyatt," Ana instructed.

    He turned and walked towards the bedroom. He retrieved a black velvet bag from his wife's nightstand. He returned to the living room to see smiles on the faces of Ana's friends as all three of them whispered to each other.

    Wyatt dropped to his knees in front of the coffee table and pulled the pieces of a small metal chastity device out of the bag. He rested them on the black velvet to ensure they were as visible as possible and Dahlia and Melanie leaned forward and stared.

    "Is that what I think it is?" Melanie asked.

    "If you think it's a cock cage, then yes, it's what you think it is," Ana answered. "I considered simply retiring his cock by banishing him from fucking me, but I knew he'd masturbate constantly. He's a man, after all. That's when the idea of the cock cage came up. It's a tool for a forced retirement, I suppose. Once he's in it, Wyatt doesn't get to experience an erection or an orgasm without my permission."

    Dahlia reached for the cage and hesitated. "Can I handle it?" she asked.

    "Of course," Ana replied.

    She picked up the largest piece of the device. The one that would hold Wyatt's cock. She held it in the palm of her hand and lifted it to eye level.

    "It's so small," Dahlia noted.

    "Smaller is better, at least according to what I read online. You don't want him to have any space to grow inside it. The fit should be snug. It should feel like a prison. He should be able to feel it constantly so he's reminded of the fact that his cock has been retired from use because it proved so ineffective at satisfying me."

    Wyatt's face burned with embarrassment, though he was intrigued to note the low level hum of arousal coursing through his loins.

    "So, you're having sex with someone else?" Melanie asked.

    Ana looked at her friend and a genuinely giddy smile crossed her face. It looked to Wyatt like she had no control over it, like the mere thought of Jonah provided an overwhelming level of happiness.

    "I am. I have been for nearly a year, actually."

    "I can't believe you never said anything!" Dahlia said.

    "I can't believe I'm saying anything right now," Ana replied, "but I just can't help myself. The sex is so good with Jonah that I want my friends to know, and it's not like Wyatt isn't on board with this. He might look embarrassed - and I'm sure he is - but it was his idea that I start fucking someone else and he's loved every second of it."

    All three women looked at him as Dahlia set the cock cage on the coffee table once more.

    "It's true," he said. "It was my idea and I do love it. I didn't expect this part, though. The retirement. It makes sense, but I just didn't expect it."

    "It makes sense?" Melanie asked.

    Wyatt looked at his wife's beautiful, dark-haired friend. He noted that her nipples were now poking through her satin blouse and he wondered if it was too cold in the house or if she was aroused.

    "I don't satisfy Ana," he answered plainly. "My cock doesn't, at least. My tongue does, and sometimes my fingers do, and sometimes I get to use a toy on her, but I don't satisfy her when we have sex."

    "Which isn't very often," Ana chimed in.

    "No, it's not. Jonah fucks her better than I do. He has from the start. That was the point, though. I thought maybe that things would slow down or that the pleasure of it would decrease after the novelty had worn off, but it seems that Jonah really is just better than I am."

    "Significantly better," Ana added.

    Wyatt felt his face burn once more. He was used to a certain level of humiliation as part of his cuckolding, but it felt different with Melanie and Dahlia sitting on either side of his wife. He was being exposed in a manner that was completely out of his control. The arousal swirling between his legs had gotten a bit stronger, though.

    "So his cock is going in that cage and then he won't be having sex with you anymore?" Dahlia asked.

    Ana nodded. "That's right. Wyatt is going pussy free from here on out. He is a lesser man than Jonah. He fucks me with far less skill and stamina. He fucks me to tepid orgasms at best, and the truth is, since I've had Jonah I don't really cum when Wyatt fucks me so I see no reason to let him inside me anymore. Thus the retirement."

    Wyatt glanced at his wife's friends and was pleased to find that neither seemed disgusted. If anything he saw intrigue on their faces.

    "Has he worn it yet?" Melanie asked.

    "No. The retirement ceremony we're doing this weekend will be his first time in the cage. I'm sure we'll have to make adjustments to get it right, but I don't intend on letting him out of it for quite some time, other than for cleanings, of course."

    "This is...remarkable," Dahlia said. "Unusual, but remarkable."

    Ana smiled at Wyatt and he felt a sense of warmth towards his wife. He wasn't being forced into anything. The retirement had been her idea, but he got on board quickly as it was an absolute truth that he could no longer provide her with any sort of satisfaction with his cock, thus there was very little point to his cock being able to enter her pussy.

    "Won't he go mad?" Melanie asked. "I mean, Doug would lose his mind if he went two weeks without an orgasm or without being able to fuck me, let alone...forever, I guess."

    "I expect he'll be frustrated," Ana said. "Wyatt is obviously a different kind of man, though, and I expect that his frustration will actually translate into the kind of behavior I want to see from him."

    "I'm intrigued. What do you mean?" Dahlia asked.

    "Well, you saw today that he was more than happy to refill our glasses. Most men wouldn't do that. Most men would resent being asked to do so. Wyatt was not resentful. He's happy to serve because it ties into his status as a cuckold. He likes to serve me and Jonah. He likes to tend to our needs. He likes to show that he can still be useful around the house even though he can't fuck me worth a damn. I expect that those instincts will blossom once his cock has been retired, that he will find even greater pleasure in serving in that way, that he will begin to explore a different side of himself and find a new kind of satisfaction that has very little to do with the penetration of a warm, wet pussy, for that is no longer something Wyatt can expect to do."

    Silence hung over the room for what felt like ages before Melanie asked, "How does he serve you, if I might ask?"

    "He cleans the house. He prepares the bedroom. He used to buy condoms before Jonah and I moved to having unprotected sex. He helps me get ready for my dates with Jonah. He uses his tongue with expertise to excite me. He serves us drinks. He cooks for us. He will sometimes take Jonah's truck to the car wash while we're having sex. If we go to Jonah's house, he will sometimes do chores over there while I'm getting fucked. I expect that he'll lean further into those instincts once his cock has been retired."

    Wyatt felt awash in humiliation, so much so that he couldn't bear to look at any of the women in the room, instead choosing to focus on the coffee table and the cage that would soon encase his cock.

    "You have seemed happier in the past year," Dahlia noted.

    "I am," Ana replied. "Much happier, in fact. I never imagined I'd be the kind of woman that wanted this sort of thing, but I am. As it turns out, I'm quite enthralled to be married to a man that's more than happy to have his cock retired because he acknowledges that it no longer has use to me."

    "While it's not for me, I'm utterly fascinated with all of this," Melanie said. "Completely and utterly fascinated."

    "I'll invite you back after the retirement ceremony if you'd like. You can see what Wyatt's cock looks like in its new home from which it will almost never be released."

    Wyatt knew Ana would do it, too. He knew that it wouldn't be long before the two elegant women sitting next to his wife would gaze upon his caged cock and witness the full scope of his humiliation.

    ---

    "How long has it been since he fucked you?" Jonah asked.

    Wyatt stood naked in their bedroom. Jonah and Ana were still fully dressed, him in jeans and a button up and her in a sundress.

    "I let him have me two nights ago," she said while dumping the contents of the velvet bag on the bed. "He deserved one last time inside me. I made him clean his cum out of me afterwards, of course, but he deserved to experience me one last time before his retirement."

    Jonah stepped behind Ana and put his arms around her. She leaned into him and turned her head so their lips could meet for a deep kiss. Wyatt watched as his cock stirred to life, his nervousness about the retirement washing away in favor of arousal at the sight of his wife and her bull kissing.

    "Do you have any misgivings about this?" Jonah asked as he stepped away from Ana.

    She picked up the stainless steel ring that would encircle Wyatt's genitals, turned towards him, and smiled. "None at all, actually. I thought I might. It's a big decision, after all, but I'm firm on this. If the last year has taught me anything it's that my husband was meant to be the sort of man that serves and supports his wife as she pursues the life she deserves. It's not just what's best for me, though I could see others thinking that's what I'm doing. This is also what's best for Wyatt. It will be frustrating for him, of course, but a cuckold's life is often frustrating. That's part of it. Dealing with the frustration is part of how he shows his devotion to his wife. Plus, it's not like he won't cum. He just won't do it inside me anymore. He probably won't do it while hard anymore, either, but we'll see about that."

    Ana stepped closer and slipped Wyatt's cock and balls through the stainless steel ring. It felt cool against his flesh, but that was quickly remedied. She cupped his balls for a moment and kissed him on the cheek.

    "Are you ready for your retirement, Wyatt?" she asked.

    He took a deep breath. "I am. Everything you said was correct, Ana. This is what's best for me. This is also what's going to make me happiest despite the frustrations that will come with it. Oddly enough, I like feeling frustrated from time to time. I like that it can be a struggle to be a good cuckold. I like serving you and Jonah. I like dedicating myself to making your time together as satisfying as it can be."

    Ana turned back to the bed and picked up the stainless steel cage that would become his cock's new home. She held it up and smiled.

    "In my hand I hold the symbol of your new status in our marriage. I hold the symbol of my power over you. I hold the symbol of your retirement from a certain version of manhood. I hold your future. Are you ready to accept your new place, Wyatt?"

    He nodded. "I am. Please, lock my cock in that cage."

    Ana stepped closer and worked his cock - which had grown a little - into the small confines of the cage. It took a little time, but eventually she got the device in place and locked it.

    Wyatt looked down as his wife cupped his newly imprisoned cock and balls. She kissed his neck and he felt himself swell up in the manner any man would do when he was aroused. His desire was defeated, though, and a gentle ache emanated from between his legs.

    "How does it feel?" she asked.

    "Tight."

    "Good. It's supposed to be tight. In fact, as time goes by, I'll get you a smaller cage to make sure the fit is even tighter, to make sure that you never forget that your cock has been retired, that it will never again enjoy the pleasure of my pussy, even if I find myself without a bull at some point in the future."

    Wyatt knew that's what his retirement meant, but it felt different now that he was in the cage. The likely permanence of it was undeniable and a wave of anxiety washed over him as he fully grappled with his newfound reality.

    "Do you promise to honor my control over your cock and your pleasure, Wyatt?" Ana asked as she cupped his genitals.

    "I do."

    "Do you promise to embrace the retirement of your inadequate cock and serve my needs and the needs of my bull to the fullest of your ability?"

    "I do, Ana. I do."

    She smiled and kissed him. His cock surged in the cage. He felt his flesh poking through the bars. He felt a gentle ache he suspected he'd become familiar with in the ensuing weeks and months.

    "You may undress me."

    Ana spun around and Wyatt helped her out of the sundress and the bra and panties she wore beneath it. He watched as she stepped into Jonah's arms so he could run his strong hands over her body and grasp her tight ass while they kissed.

    "Undress him," Ana instructed as she stepped out of her bull's grasp.

    Wyatt did so without hesitation. He'd done so before, though it remained a humiliating and slightly uncomfortable task. Jonah was naked before long, though, and Ana took her bull's cock in her hand and pulled him close to Wyatt, initiating a comparison between them.

    "You've always been much smaller than him, but this really demonstrates it, doesn't it?" she asked. "You look tiny compared to my bull's beautiful cock. You look small and inconsequential. You look as you are, which is utterly inadequate for satisfying your wife."

    "You'll never fuck her again, cuckold," Jonah said, clearly relishing his position as the man that would spend a great deal of time fucking Ana. "How does it feel for it to be real?"

    "Challenging," Wyatt admitted. "Really fucking challenging."

    He watched his wife and her bull kiss for a handful of seconds and then Ana pointed to the floor. Wyatt fell to his knees and his wife - while still kissing her bull - put a hand on the back of his head and guided his mouth to Jonah's cock.

    Wyatt sucked like he was expected to do. He'd been doing so for the past three months, though not all the time. He knew that now he'd be sucking with greater frequency, that his role was going to change a little thanks to his retirement. Now, more than ever, he needed to prove his usefulness to his wife and her bull. He needed to show that he was worthy of being included in their sex life, that he would help in any way he could to ensure their happiness.

    "This is what a cuckold does," she said to him. "You suck the superior cock that's going to fuck your wife. You fluff it. You get it wet and hard. You guide it into my pussy. You watch as it satisfies me in ways you can't even comprehend."

    With that, Ana crawled into the bed and onto her back. Jonah followed until his cock hovered at the entrance to her pussy.

    "Do you part," Ana instructed.

    Wyatt crawled into the bed and reached between their legs. He guided the bull's cock into his wife. His own dick throbbed as he did so. He watched Jonah fill her. He listened to her moan as she took his length.

    Wyatt backed out of the bed and watched from his knees. He witnessed his wife's pleasure as she took long, deep thrusts from her bull. He witnessed Jonah's pleasure, too, as Wyatt had always found an intense sense of arousal in the notion that his wife's pussy provided a great deal more sexual satisfaction to another man.

    The first time was always fairly quick between them as both Ana and her bull were eager to climax, to indulge in their intense desire for each other by pursuing their orgasms with haste, knowing full well that another would be right around the corner.

    "Clean him," Ana instructed as Jonah pulled out and rolled onto his back.

    Wyatt crawled into the bed and between her bull's legs. He cleaned the cock that had just fucked and satisfied his wife. He cleaned Jonah's balls, too, sucking every drop of sweat and cum and pussy juices off of them before returning to the softening cock and swallowing as much of it as he could to fully clean it.

    "Clean me, cuckold."

    Wyatt moved between his wife's legs and gently cleaned her pussy of her bull's cum. He made sure to avoid her sensitive clit while consuming every drop of Jonah's seed. He did so with enthusiasm, too, moaning and gently grinding his caged cock into the bed.

    "Imagine what he's going to be like in a few weeks," Ana said with obvious delight in her voice. "He'll be writhing in pleasure as he cleans you out of me, as he sucks your cock, as he does his part to be the perfect cuckold for us."

    She kissed her bull as Wyatt wondered whether his wife's prediction would come true. He strongly suspected it would, as he could easily imagine being overwhelmed with desire after a week or two of imprisonment.

    "Retiring his cock is going to be the best decision I've ever made," Ana said.

    Though it wouldn't be easy, Wyatt suspected that his wife was correct, that he would thoroughly enjoy being a cuckold with a retired cock.

  
    His Sticky Load Inside Her

    Isn’t your wife’s cunt the most beautiful thing in the world? Doesn’t the queen of spades tattoo make her even more alluring to you?

    That’s her, and that’s your point of view. You’re inches away from her freshly-fucked and filled pussy. You’re about to clean her black bull’s seed from her pussy.

    You’ve gotten hooked on the thrill of watching them fuck. It’s been months since you’ve been allowed to fuck your wife. Once she got that queen of spades tattoo, you were forbidden from entering her. She’s black only now.

    Instead, you watch. They make sure you always have a good view, whether you’re on the bottom in a cuckold 69 or watching in close up as they explore the other thrilling sexual positions in which he stretches out your wife’s pussy.

    To see his cock thrusting in and out of her is pure bliss. He lasts so much longer than you do and your wife never tires of the pounding. She always begs for more. When he’s done, she still wants more of him. She could spend all night with his big black cock inside her. Being used for his pleasure makes her feel so good.

    All good things must come to an end though, and eventually he nuts in her pussy. He fills her cunt with his thick, salty seed and then it’s time for her cuckold husband to do his solemn duty.

    That’s what’s happening right now. You’re inches from that perfect cunt. It’s overflowing with black seed. Your dessert is ready to be licked up, so don’t shy away. Embrace your duty as her cuckold. Do what you were meant to do.

    Extend your tongue and run it from the base of her cunt to her clit. Scoop up as much of his cum as you can on that first lick. Close your mouth, swirl the semen around to really savor the taste, and then swallow.

    You’ve eaten enough of his cum to be used to the taste by now. You’ve come to look forward to it, in fact. You salivate at the prospect of being able to clean her bull’s seed from inside your wife’s cunt.

    You love how she moans when you’re cleaning her. You love how she runs her fingers through your hair and pulls you tight against her pelvis. You love how she encourages you to be a good boy and make sure there’s no more cum left inside her.

    You swallow it all eagerly. You savor the thick, salty taste. You savor the fact that another man’s cum is now resting in your stomach. You savor cleaning cum for your wife like a cuckold should.

  
    His Used Condom (Audio)

    Your wife is home from her date and she's brought a lovely little surprise for you. She has her bull's used condom and she wants to have fun with the load inside. Is that the kind of fun you want to have, cuckold?

  
    His Wife Has a Submissive Side

    Mac didn't know any of his neighbors especially well. He and Avery were friendly with the people that lived on their street, but they never went out of their way to throw a neighborhood party to get to know everyone. Mostly they waved when walking or driving by a neighbor and occasionally they'd stop for a brief chat.

    It was that lack of familiarity that caused Mac to feel such surprise when he got a text from Bill, the man that lived almost directly across the street from them. It was a Wednesday afternoon. Bill had Mac's number because of the neighborhood watch - Bill was in charge of the program - but he'd never used it before. Not until that fateful Wednesday.

    "Sorry about this," the text began, "and I'm sure there's a perfectly reasonable explanation and I'm just being paranoid. But, the same car has been parked in your driveway every Wednesday afternoon for the past two months."

    A picture of a silver BMW sedan followed. Mac stared at the picture as his mind slowly worked its way through the possible reasons the same car would show up once a week at the same time.

    It wasn't a gardener. There was no logo on the car that would have identified its driver as a serviceman of another variety. The most plausible explanation is that the car belonged to one of Avery's friends, that she'd arranged for a weekly lunch or glass of wine with a girlfriend so they could chat. He didn't recognize the car, though.

    For a moment, Mac felt a deep sense of frustration with his neighbor. Why was Bill being so fucking nosy? Why was he taking pictures of their house? Why was he cataloguing which cars showed up and when they showed? Was he assuming that Avery was having an affair and that Mac would want to know about that?

    Mac knew he was being unfair, though. At least he was probably being unfair. The truth was, Mac didn't know why the car was in his driveway and why it had been there every week for the past two months and it was strange that Avery hadn't mentioned it.

    Though he probably shouldn't have, Mac pressed Bill for details via text. "Have you ever seen anyone get out of the car?"

    "Yes. A couple. The same couple each time. A blonde woman and a tall brunette man. They're always well-dressed. They're about your age."

    Mac was a little creeped out that Bill possessed such concise, detailed information. It made him seem like one of those nosy, peeping neighbors that got off on getting involved in everyone else's business because their own lives were empty.

    "They usually leave after a few hours."

    "Thanks," Mac texted back.

    He was baffled. Utterly baffled. He ran through the couples they knew with a blonde woman and a brunette man. He thought of half a dozen. He couldn't imagine why any of them would show up at the house on a weekly basis, though.

    At first, Mac resolved to ask Avery about it when he got home. He set his phone down and went back to work. That lasted for about five minutes before he picked up his phone, pulled up the image Bill had sent, and tried to discern the license plate on the BMW. It was too blurry, though, and it didn't really matter because Mac couldn't have done a damn thing with a license plate.

    He set his phone down again and tried to go back to work. This time he failed even quicker. Curiosity gripped him and he couldn't think straight. He told himself the weekly appearance of the BMW had a perfect reasonable explanation, and yet Mac was unwilling to call or text his wife for that explanation. He didn't want to think about why that was the case, though he knew it was because he suspected his wife was up to something she would have lied about.

    Mac didn't want to believe that, though, so he left work and drove home. He parked down the street and walked the remaining distance. He inspected the silver BMW in his driveway but found nothing that would identify the couple it belonged to.

    Mac stared up at the two story colonial he and Avery had bought four years ago. He studied it like doing so would help him divine the identity of the couple inside with his wife. No such miracle happened, though, and Mac strode towards the front door. He felt self-conscious doing so as he imagined Bill watching from behind the curtain of his living room window.

    Mac took a deep breath and slipped his key into the lock. He found himself opening the door and entering the house as quietly as possible, a tacit acknowledgment that he didn't want to interrupt whatever sinister behavior his wife was engaging in. It was ridiculous to be acting like a spy breaking into his own home, and yet Mac persisted as he shut the door gently and slipped his shoes off so they wouldn't make noise on the hardwood floor.

    At first, Mac listened. He did so while holding his breath, though not intentionally. Total silence greeted him and for a moment he felt like an utter fool for rushing home when there was clearly no one in the house.

    Then came the distinct sound of the water dispenser in their refrigerator door. Someone was filling a glass. Someone was standing in their kitchen. Mac tensed up, though he didn't entirely understand why. It wasn't as if his wife had invited burglars into the house and he was about to run into an armed intruder.

    The sound of the dispenser stopped and Mac was certain he heard gulping. Whoever was in the kitchen was chugging the water. The distinct sound of the glass being placed on the counter reached his ears and then footsteps. Whoever was in the kitchen was about to depart. It sounded as though they were wearing boots.

    Mac panicked. They'd see him as soon as they stepped out of the kitchen. He needed to move, to step into the coat closet to hide. He froze, though, and a moment later a blonde woman stepped into view. She saw him immediately and smiled.

    She was dressed in a pair of thigh high black latex boots and a black fishnet body stocking. Her hair was pulled back into a high, tight ponytail and she wore heavy eye liner and dark lipstick. Her breasts and pussy were plainly visible through the body stocking and Mac was so stunned by her presence in his home that it took several long seconds before his brain shouted at him that he actually knew the woman standing in the kitchen doorway with her hands on her hips.

    "Sop...Sophie?" he asked, though Mac wasn't entirely sure that's who it was. The Sophie he knew dressed conservatively. Her skirts and dresses always fell below the knee and she tended to favor cardigans buttoned all the way up, leaving her body almost entirely to the imagination. The outfit she wore was the exact opposite, putting everything on display in an admittedly alluring fashion.

    Sophie smiled and walked towards him. The latex of her boots squeaked gently with every step, though there was something about it that proved quite pleasing as Mac backed up until his back was against the front door. Her ponytail swung gently from side to side as she approached and Mac found it utterly hypnotic.

    "It's nice to see you, Mac," Sophie said as she stopped just a few feet from him.

    He was about to offer a reply when a seductive scent filled his nose. He closed his eyes and breathed it in and a moment later he heard a moan. It wasn't Sophie moaning, though. It was a far off moan. A moan that had floated down the long hallway that led to the bedroom he shared with his wife.

    Mac's eyes shot open and he saw Sophie smiling at him. He moved to the side and attempted to pass her to run to the bedroom but she grabbed his crotch and squeezed hard enough that he felt instant, overwhelming pain and ceased all movement.

    "Not so fast," she said.

    "What's going on here?" he asked through clenched teeth.

    "Shouldn't you be at work?" she replied, ignoring his question entirely.

    Mac nodded as Sophie relaxed her grip on his genitals. "Bill, the neighbor, texted me. He said the same car had been in the driveway every Wednesday for the past two months. He said a couple always got out. A blonde and a tall brunette. I...I came home to find out...I came home because I thought...I don't know, I thought something was going on."

    Sophie smiled. "And now it's quite obvious that something is, in fact, going on, isn't it?"

    He nodded. Another moan drifted down the hallway. This one was louder. Mac couldn't quite process that it was absolutely his wife moaning - and in a sexual manner - so the source of the moan remained fuzzy in his head.

    Sophie released Mac's crotch and he breathed a sigh of relief and instinctively reached down to check for damage. He found none as another moan - this one louder than the first two - reached his ears. It finally broke through that Avery was moaning, that she was moaning sexually, that the tall brunette man was the one making her moan.

    Mac moved towards the bedroom again, forgetting entirely that Sophie had nearly crushed his testicles the first time he'd done so. This time, though, her hand found his throat. She squeezed hard and pressed him against the door, doing so without enough strength to generate a wealth of fear.

    It was the smile on her face that washed away the fear. It wasn't a cheerful, friendly smile. It was a smile imbued with lust. Intense lust.

    "You're not in control," she whispered. "And yes, what you think is happening in your bedroom is absolutely, positively happening."

    "Avery is...she's..." He couldn't say it. He couldn't verbalize it.

    "She's getting fucked. Your wife is getting fucked. Your wife has another man's cock inside her."

    Sophie tightened her grip on his throat and Mac felt a sense of panic set in.

    "I'll take you to see her," she said. "But you have to promise to behave or I will make you suffer. Do you understand?"

    Mac believed her both willing and capable of making him suffer, so he nodded. She released her grip on his neck, stepped back, and crossed her arms.

    "Take your clothes off," she instructed.

    Mac looked down at his clothes - mostly to buy time to try and process the command he couldn't wrap his brain around - and then back at the beautiful blonde. A moment later she slapped him across the face.

    "Do as you're told, Mac," Sophie said harshly.

    He was stunned, but not so stunned that he couldn't obey. He took his clothes off. He hesitated when it came to removing his underwear - being fully naked in front of a woman he didn't know particularly well felt awkward - but eventually it all came off and he stood there naked in his foyer.

    Sophie stepped closer, reached out, and took his flaccid cock in her hand. She leaned in and kissed his neck. Her lips felt soft and warm and utterly perfect and she smelled so good. Just like that, he was hard and arousal had flooded his body.

    "Come," Sophie said with her fingers still wrapped around his cock. She maintained her grip, using his stiffness like a leash to lead him down the long hallway that passed by the bathroom, his home office, and the spare bedroom.

    The moans got louder. Halfway down the hallway the sounds of sex became quite clear. Avery was, in fact, getting fucked. She was getting fucked in their bed. She was getting fucked hard, too, at least based on the sounds of flesh meeting flesh and the creaking of the decades old antique bed frame that her parents had gifted them when they'd moved into the house.

    "Look who I found?" Sophie asked as they stepped into the bedroom.

    Avery was on her back. She wore light blue baby doll with frilly lace trim. It was the kind of lingerie he'd imagined that Sophie would have worn. It was cute and sweet and a little bit sexy. It was not something Mac had ever seen on his wife, who usually wore something tight-fitting if she wore anything at all when they had sex.

    As expected, Sophie's husband Chris was between Avery's legs. He was naked. His biceps looked taut from holding himself up. He was fucking Avery with long, deep, hard thrusts. Her breasts bounced under the thin, sheer material of the baby doll with every thrust. Her hair was splayed out beneath her head. Her legs were wrapped around Chris's ass and her toenails had been painted a beautiful shade of blue that matched the baby doll, as had her fingernails.

    Avery turned her head towards the bedroom doorway as Sophie announced their presence. Her eyes went wide with surprise, though it lasted just a few moments before she smiled.

    "Hey, baby," she said. Her voice was soft and sweet, like she found Mac's presence in their bedroom - in the midst of the secret affair she'd been having - quite pleasing.

    Chris looked back briefly, though he did no more than take in Mac's presence for a split-second before turning his attention back to fucking Avery.

    Sophie turned to Mac, leaned in, and kissed his neck as her fingers moved up and down his shaft. He told himself that he shouldn't be naked, that he shouldn't be hard, that he shouldn't be receiving kisses and a handjob from another woman while his wife was getting fucked by another man. Mac's body didn't listen, though. Instead, his dick got harder and the arousal he felt got more significant.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Sophie whispered before gently sucking on his earlobe.

    Mac wasn't sure how to respond. It felt like his brain wasn't really working, like it had simply shut down instead of trying to process the overwhelming amount of information that had been thrown at him in the previous ten minutes.

    "She takes his cock so well," Sophie continued. "Some women can't handle someone as big as Chris, but your beautiful wife can. She can handle it with ease. It's like her pussy was made for him. Like his cock was made for her."

    Mac couldn't really see Chris's cock, but he took Sophie's word that he was quite large. It was obvious that Avery had no trouble taking it, either, because her face was pure pleasure. There wasn't even a hint of discomfort. She was unquestionably and unreservedly enjoying herself, so much so that Mac was hit with a tidal wave of insecurity at the idea that his wife seemed to be enjoying sex with another man a great deal more than she enjoyed sex with him.

    "Are you close?" Sophie asked.

    "Yes," Avery replied.

    "Then cum. Cum for me. Cum for my husband. Cum on his cock. Cum while Mac watches."

    Avery looked at Mac again. She didn't seem the slightest bit bothered that another woman was giving him a handjob and kissing his neck and cheek. If anything, the sight of it seemed to turn her on even more, though it might have been the big cock pummeling her pussy that provided that pleasure.

    "He feels so good inside me," she said. "Mac, baby, his cock feels so good inside me. I can't help it. I have to cum."

    Despite what she'd said, Mac detected no sense of guilt from his wife. She liked getting fucked by Chris. She liked that she was about to cum. She loved it, even.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" she screamed.

    Avery's back arched to meet Chris's deep thrusts. Her eyes closed and her face contorted in pleasure. Her mouth opened wide, but for a few seconds no sound came out. Her body tensed up and then released as the loud moans of intense pleasure followed. Her legs kicked open and her hands fell to her sides. Her thighs trembled as Chris buried his dick inside her and leaned down to kiss her neck.

    Avery smiled and slowly wrapped her arms around him. Her eyes remained closed and it seemed to Mac that his wife had transported to a place of total bliss, at least based on the look on her face.

    "Wasn't that beautiful?" Sophie asked.

    He nodded. It was beautiful. Horrifying, in a way - she'd cum exceptionally hard with another man's cock inside her, after all - but there was undeniable beauty in her pleasure. 

    Chris kissed Avery and she parted her lips and welcomed his tongue deep into her mouth. Mac was struck by an overwhelming sense of jealousy as he witnessed the kiss. It was too intimate, too familiar. It was far from the first time they'd kissed like that. It was a kiss meant to show Avery's appreciation of and affection for the man that had just given her an orgasm and it nearly made Mac collapse with angst and jealousy.

    Chris then pulled out and rolled onto his back. His cock was long, thick, and coated in Avery's juices. It was also, quite notably, absent a condom. Mac stared at it, in part because it was the biggest cock he'd ever seen and in part because he couldn't believe his wife was having unprotected sex.

    "Come here, Avery," Sophie instructed.

    Avery crawled towards the foot of the bed, swung her legs over until her feet rested on the ground, and then sauntered towards Mac. The baby doll seemed to float above her skin. It made her look impossibly feminine and sweet with just a hint of seductiveness. Her nipples were hard and her chest flushed red with desire. Her pussy lips were puffy and wet and her pubic hair had been almost entirely shaved away, leaving just a strip above her clit.

    Sophie held up her hand and Avery stopped a few feet from Mac. She clasped her hands behind her back and smiled as she looked at the blonde in the fishnet body stocking, doing so with anticipatory delight in her eyes.

    "I told you he wouldn't be mad, didn't I?" Sophie asked.

    Avery nodded.

    "I told you he was the kind of man that wouldn't be able to get mad if he knew his wife was getting the satisfaction she needed."

    "You were right," Avery said.

    "And my husband gives you what you need, doesn't he?"

    Avery nodded as a giddy smile crossed her face.

    "And you give him your pussy when he wants it, don't you?"

    "I do," Avery answered.

    Sophie reached out and took Avery's hand. She pulled her close until their bodies were pressed together. Sophie then reached up and ran her index finger over Avery's lips. It struck Mac as the most erotic thing he'd ever seen, though he knew he should have been far more alarmed at the entirety of what had occurred since he'd gotten home.

    "And you give me what I need too, don't you?" Sophie asked.

    A dreamy look came over Avery's face as she nodded.

    "And it makes you feel good to give me what I need, doesn't it?"

    Another nod with the same dreamy look.

    "Get on your knees."

    Avery fell to her knees and looked up at Sophie, who smiled down at Mac's seemingly obedient wife. He noted that the baby doll looked particularly fetching when she was on her knees, though he wasn't sure why.

    "Worship," Sophie commanded.

    Without hesitation, Avery leaned forward and attached her lips to Sophie's pussy. She looked up at her, maintaining eye contact while licking her clit feverishly and moaning as she did.

    "She's gotten very good at eating pussy over the past two months," Sophie noted, putting a smile on Avery's face. "Very, very good. She can't help but want to make me happy, so she's put in the effort to improve her skills."

    Mac was astounded. Utterly astounded. He was turned on, though. There was something so beautiful about his wife - his gorgeous, seductive wife - submissively eating pussy from her knees.

    "My pussy's not the only one she's eaten in the past two months," Sophie said.

    Mac felt his eyebrows jump up in surprise. He wanted to ask who else his wife had gone down on, but it seemed like the wrong time to do so. Instead, he remained silent and listened to his wife eat pussy and moan, presumably at the memory of the other women she'd eaten out in the past two months.

    "Avery has gotten very good at following instructions," Sophie continued. "She loves to do as she's told. She loves to do as I tell her."

    Sophie reached down and grabbed a handful of Avery's hair. Mac watched a look of aggressive lust cross the blonde's face. She was getting off on the control, on Avery's willingness to do as she was told. It seemed that merely saying it had turned her on to the point that her legs were now trembling a little from the consistent clitoral stimulation Avery offered.

    "When I tell her to climb onto my husband's cock and ride him until he floods her pussy with his cum, she's going to do it, Mac," Sophie said.

    Mac experienced an unexpected wave of arousal. He felt his cock throb and Sophie must have noticed, as a smile crossed her face before she reached out and grabbed hold of his dick to give it a few strokes.

    "I think your husband is going to enjoy it when you ride Chris's cock, Avery. I think he's going to enjoy his wife being a good little slut."

    Sophie grabbed a handful of Avery's hair and pulled back. Mac saw the intense desire in his wife's eyes and something akin to longing, as if being denied the chance to continue licking Sophie's pussy was agonizing.

    "Such a desperate little slut," Sophie said.

    Avery nodded.

    Sophie extended her foot and Mac admired how good her legs looked in the shiny boots. He saw Avery look down for a moment before staring back up at Sophie with what seemed to be genuine desire in his eyes.

    "Would you like to pleasure yourself?"

    Avery nodded.

    "Go ahead."

    Avery positioned her pussy over Sophie's foot and began to grind back and forth on the boot. Mac had never seen anything like it in his life. His wife was fucking another woman's boot and by the look on Avery's face - and the way she was moaning - she was getting off on it.

    "Have you ever seen anything like that?" Sophie asked.

    Mac looked at the beautiful blonde standing next to him and saw just as much pleasure on Sophie's face as he'd seen on his wife's. He'd never seen anything like either side of the interaction. Both women seemed completely lost in a form of arousal and pleasure Mac wasn't sure he'd ever experienced and it struck him as remarkably beautiful.

    "No, I haven't," he finally said.

    "You can ride Chris's cock," Sophie said to Avery. "No cumming until he cums inside you, though."

    Avery stood, turned, and practically ran towards the bed. She crawled in, got on top of Chris - who was still hard as a rock - and took him inside her with ease.

    "Your wife made my boot awfully wet and messy," Sophie said.

    Mac looked down at the boot, which glistened with a thin layer of Avery's juices. "Yes, she did," he noted.

    The sound of Avery's moaning filled the bedroom, but Mac's eyes remained glued to the glistening boot, as if the woman standing next to him possessed some sort of magnetism that made it impossible to lure his attention elsewhere.

    "It needs to be cleaned," Sophie said.

    He looked up at her - letting his eyes wander over her fishnet-clad body in the process - and saw stern look on her face and genuine delight in her eyes. She wanted him to clean her boot. There was no question in his mind. For some reason, Mac wanted to do it.

    "May I...may I do it?" he asked as a strange, intense kind of excitement emanated outwards from his loins.

    "Yes, you may," Sophie replied. "Use your tongue."

    Mac stepped in front of her and slowly sank to his knees. The sound of his wife's pussy taking another man's cock was incredibly loud, as were her moans. He looked up at Sophie and saw that her nipples were hard and her eyes were still lit up with that same delight.

    "Lick my boot clean," she demanded.

    Mac bent over and briefly inhaled, smelling his wife's pussy emanating from the boot he was about to lick clean. It was absurd to even think of doing so, and yet he didn't hesitate. It was too exciting. Too thrilling. He extended his tongue and lick Sophie's boot. He licked up his wife's pussy juices.

    "Chris, please, cum inside me," Avery cried out.

    Mac was licking someone's boot while his wife begged another man to cum inside her. He was enjoying himself, too, which was far and away the craziest part of it.

    "I'm close," Chris said.

    Avery moaned louder and rode him faster. Mac ran his tongue over the boot repeatedly. He licked up the sweetness of Avery's pussy juices until all he could taste was the latex.

    "Look up at me," Sophie instructed.

    Mac looked up at her. He waited for her next instruction, doing so with a pounding heart and a throbbing cock.

    "Eat my pussy," she said.

    Mac went to work. He did exactly as his wife had done. He sealed his lips to Sophie's pussy and he licked feverishly. His tongue moved back and forth over her clit and he dipped it inside her every now and then to taste her.

    Sophie grabbed a handful of his hair and watched the sex unfolding in the bed. She smiled and played with her tits with her free hand. She looked like a woman thoroughly in control and enjoying every second of it.

    "I'm cumming!" Chris cried out.

    "Oh, fuck!" Avery screamed.

    They came together, and just a few seconds later Sophie closed her eyes, grabbed a second handful of Mac's hair, and had an orgasm. She pulled him tight against her pussy and rubbed herself all over his face while the sounds of pleasure - the pleasure of three people - filled the bedroom. Mac offered no resistance to anything she wanted to do, instead letting her move his face as she desired.

    When she was finished, Sophie released him from her grasp, smiled, and said, "That was very good. Now kiss both my boots."

    He dropped down and showered both of her boots in kisses before looking up once more.

    "Your wife's pussy is full of another man's cum and she looks utterly perfect in your bed. Chris and I are going to make ourselves a drink. Why don't you spend a little time with your wife - doing whatever you please - and then come meet us in the kitchen."

    Sophie walked out and Chris followed. Mac stood up and turned around. Avery was on her back in their bed. Her hair was splayed out on the mattress. The baby doll looked exceptionally cute and sexy on her. Her legs were spread and there was cum leaking out of her.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    Mac was hard. His body hummed with desire. There was no question he wanted her. The only question was what he'd do when he crawled into the bed. Mac smiled and strode towards his wife. He'd decide what he wanted to do once he got closer, once he was in the bed, once he was near enough to her pussy to smell the sex emanating from her.

    Whatever he decided, though, Mac was certain he'd have fun.

  
    His Wife Saves His Job in a Very Naughty Way

    “You can go right in,” the assistant said as David approached his boss’s office.

    David nodded at her, took a deep breath, and opened the door. It wasn’t often he was called in to see his boss and he couldn’t help but feel a little nervous. He’d cost the company a fairly significant amount of money over a contract snafu and he expected there would be a fair amount of yelling. There was even a chance he’d lose his job.

    “David, come in, sit down,” Mr. Daniels said with a smile on his face.

    David was a little thrown by what seemed to be the opposite of anger emanating from his boss and he paused for a few moments at the door before taking a seat on the other side of the needlessly large wooden desk that Mr. Daniels worked at.

    “So, David, you had a little bit of a screw up last week,” Mr. Daniels said.

    “I did, sir,” David replied. “And I’m sorry about that. It won’t happen again.”

    “I’m certain you believe that David, and I’m certain you’re willing to work hard to try and make sure it doesn’t happen again, but I need to understand why it happened in the first place,” Mr. Daniels said. “So I need you to explain how it happened this time.”

    David was about to try and do that very thing when Mr. Daniels closed his eyes. A smile slowly crossed his face and David was almost certain he heard his boss moan. Mr. Daniels cleared his throat a moment later and his eyes shot open.

    “What are you waiting for?” Mr. Daniels asked.

    “Sorry, uh, are you okay?” David replied.

    Mr. Daniels again flashed a smile that seemed far too happy. “Yes, of course I’m okay. I don’t have all day, either, so hurry it up.”

    “Well, Mr. Daniels, I overlooked a clause buried deep in the contract. To be honest, I think it was put there with the purpose of screwing us. It was vaguely worded, too, and I’m sure if we took it to court it wouldn’t hold up,” David explained.

    “David, I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to be honest with me, okay? Would someone more thorough have caught this clause you speak of? Would someone who was, say, a little better at their job than you are have caught it? If I had someone better in your position, would they have saved me the seven figures you lost me?”

    Before David could answer, Mr. Daniels again closed his eyes. This time he moaned audibly. There was no question it was a sexual moan, too. David couldn’t tell if his boss was purposefully screwing with him or if he’d found some way to masturbate with both his hands on his desk, but it was decidedly uncomfortable to sit across from someone that seemed to be in the throes of sexual pleasure.

    “Mr. Daniels, are you okay?” David asked. “Because it seems like…well, I don’t know, it seems like you might want to be alone.”

    Mr. Daniels opened his eyes and one of his hands moved under the desk. It began to move up and down, though it didn’t seem to David that he was masturbating. It wasn’t entirely clear what he was doing, though. “Don’t worry about me, David. Instead, answer the question.”

    David had spent the weekend trying to come up with an answer to the question he knew would be asked. He and his wife had talked about it endlessly. They’d debated various ways to come up with a plausible reason for David’s mistake and they’d failed. The truth was, he’d made a mistake, and one he shouldn’t have made. He’d fucked up.

    “Yes, sir, it’s likely that if you had someone better in my job that the company wouldn’t have lost the money,” David answered. It wasn’t a good answer, but it was the only answer that made sense.

    Mr. Daniels moaned and said, “Fuck, that feels good.”

    “Sir?” David asked.

    Mr. Daniels looked across his desk at David and said, “David, I respect that you didn’t try to make up some bullshit excuse. It takes a certain amount of testicular fortitude to own your mistakes.”

    “Thank you, sir,” David replied as he felt a little sliver of joy in the midst of an otherwise stressful, odd meeting.

    “Don’t thank me,” Mr. Daniels said. “You’re not keeping your job. I think you proved that you don’t deserve it.”

    It seemed like he had more to say, but Mr. Daniels leaned back and closed his eyes again. He moaned without any attempt to hide the fact that it was sexual pleasure he was feeling. “Fuck, babe, you’re incredible,” he said.

    “Um, should I leave?” David said.

    “Why would you ask that?” Mr. Daniels replied.

    It seemed obvious to David that his boss was receiving a blowjob under his desk. He couldn’t hear the sounds of oral sex, but unless Mr. Daniels was messing with him in a hugely inappropriate way, he was definitely on the receiving end of oral pleasure.

    “Well, it just…it seems like maybe there’s something personal happening…you know, for you,” David said.

    “You’re going to be demoted, David,” Mr. Daniels said. “You were clearly promoted above your level of competence. It happens, though. You’re hardly the first employee of mine to make a mistake like this. You’ll lose a little of your salary, your title will change, you’ll lose your parking space, and of course you’ll have to move offices. Like I said, you’re welcome to quit, but I think we both know that you don’t have the energy or the desire to hit the job market again.”

    David sat in silence and watched as Mr. Daniels looked under his desk and smiled. His hand continued to move up and down, and now David was convinced that was because Mr. Daniels was guiding the head of the woman giving him a blowjob. He felt deeply uncomfortable sitting and sort of watching someone else receive fellatio, but his job hung in the balance and walking out seemed like it might get him fired.

    “Do you want to keep your job?” Mr. Daniels asked.

    “I do,” David replied. A demotion was humiliating, but it was better than entering the job market after having made a colossal mistake. That would have made getting a new job exceptionally difficult.

    Mr. Daniels looked under his desk and said, “You hear that? It turns out your sacrifice was worth it.”

    “It wasn’t a sacrifice,” said the woman under the desk.

    Mr. Daniels smiled. “Is that right? Are you enjoying yourself?”

    “It’s nice to pleasure a man that deserves it,” the woman said.

    Something about the voice under the desk sounded familiar to David and he instinctively leaned closer, hoping that it would somehow jog his memory.

    Mr. Daniels looked at David and smiled. “What do you think about that, David?”

    “I don’t understand,” David replied.

    Mr. Daniels laughed and his gaze once again moved under his desk. “I don’t think he understands what’s going on here.”

    He was right about that. Outside of understanding that Mr. Daniels was receiving a blowjob, David had no idea what was happening.

    “Perhaps we should make it clear,” the woman under the desk said.

    Mr. Daniels pushed his chair back and David saw his boss’s stiff, spit-soaked cock. He looked away and hoped Mr. Daniels would tuck it back into his pants.

    “David, darling,” a soft, feminine voice said.

    David looked towards the woman and saw his wife standing there. She wore a short skirt and a semi-sheer blouse with a black lace bra underneath. “Cecily, what…I don’t…what’s…”

    Mr. Daniels laughed. “It seems like he’s surprised.”

    “Yes it does,” Cecily added. “I guess I’d be surprised if I was him. He couldn’t have been expecting that his wife would be under his boss’s desk when he walked in. No man would be expecting that sort of surprise.”

    Mr. Daniels stood and David couldn’t help but glance at his boss’s cock. It was exceptionally thick, to the point that he wondered how Cecily could possibly have fit him in her mouth. “Would you like to show him?” Mr. Daniels asked.

    “Happily,” Cecily replied.

    She lifted her skirt up around her waist and David glanced at her black lace panties before his wife bent over the desk. She stared into his eyes and smiled.

    “What are you doing?” David asked.

    “I’m saving your job, honey,” Cecily replied. “Based on how you talked about Mr. Daniels I thought it would be unpleasant, but it turns out he’s an impressive man in more ways than one.”

    “Cecily, please,” David said.

    Mr. Daniels moved behind Cecily and ran his fingers over her ass. He pulled aside her panties and looked at David. “Your wife called me this weekend,” Mr. Daniels explained. “She said she wanted to talk about saving your job. She said you weren’t the sort of man that wouldn’t do well on the job market, especially after making such a mistake.”

    Cecily moaned and David looked at Mr. Daniels. He couldn’t tell what was happening behind the desk, but he assumed his boss was fingering his wife.

    “I declined her invitation to talk about it,” Mr. Daniels continued. “I was going to fire you. The decision had been made. You are clearly ill-suited for your job and your mistake cost us a great deal of money. That’s how someone gets fired. Then, your wife showed up at my door. She refused to leave until I invited her in to talk.”

    Cecily smiled at David and closed her eyes. She bit her lower lip and as a sense of pleasure moved across her face. She was clearly enjoying whatever Mr. Daniels was doing.

    “So invited her in. We had a drink. We talked. Cecily argued that you didn’t deserve to be fired. She agreed that you were unsuited for the position you’d been promoted to, but that you were perfectly suited to the position you used to hold. She said you would take your demotion without a fight. She said you’d remain in the position for the rest of your career,” Mr. Daniels explained.

    Cecily opened her eyes and said, “And then I kissed him. I honestly didn’t go to his place expecting to have sex with your boss. I didn’t think I’d offer myself to him. I wasn’t willing to, to be honest with you. Then I met him and I discovered how attractive he is. My body discovered how badly it wanted to be with a man like him. I wanted to be with someone new, someone different, someone who was the exact opposite of my weak, ineffectual husband.”

    “Cecily, please,” David said as he remained glued to his seat while another man played with his wife’s pussy.

    “I gave myself to him that night,” Cecily said. “He fucked me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. He showed me that my husband isn’t much of a man, at least when it comes to satisfying his wife.”

    Mr. Daniels moved behind Cecily and she moaned. David was certain that his wife was about to fuck another man right in front of him. For some reason he remained in the chair. He couldn’t get up. He couldn’t stop them.

    “Your wife’s pussy is incredible, David,” Mr. Daniels said as he put his hands on Cecily’s hips and pushed forward. He was inside her. He had to have been inside her. “She’s tighter than almost any woman I’ve fucked.”

    “Do you know why that is, David?” Cecily asked.

    David looked away. He suspected he knew the answer.

    “It’s because you’re below average, David,” Cecily said before a long, low moan escaped. David looked back to see that Mr. Daniels was fucking her. His thrusts were slow, but he was unquestionably sliding in and out of her pussy. “You have a below average cock. Small, even. Your boss does not. He’s quite large, in fact. I suppose, in a way, it’s a blessing for him that you’re so small. You see, my pussy feels better than most because my husband doesn’t have a cock that’s worth a damn. You’re below average between your legs, just like you’re below average almost everywhere else in life.”

    A sense of emotional agony enveloped David as he sat and watched his boss fuck his wife. It was perfectly clear that Cecily was enjoying herself, too.

    “I’ll be honest with you, David,” Mr. Daniels said. “Your wife didn’t have to fuck me to save your job. She convinced me with her impassioned speech. You were quite good at previous job, too, so it makes sense to keep you instead of having to hire and train someone new. I would have finished our drink, told her you were keeping your job, and sent her on her way. I couldn’t turn her down when she kissed me, though. It was obvious she hadn’t been with a worthy man in a long, long time and I couldn’t deny her the chance for the kind of pleasure every woman deserves.”

    Mr. Daniels picked up the pace of his thrusts into Cecily’s pussy. She reached forward and gripped the edge of his desk as her mouth opened to unleash a long, low, lusty moan.

    “I can’t tell you how good it felt that first night,” Cecily said. “It was like a whole new world opened up for me, David. Suddenly I got to feel genuine pleasure. Suddenly, I got to experience what it’s like to be fucked by a real man.”

    Mr. Daniels fucked her faster and the sound of their bodies meeting over and over filled his office. Cecily moaned loud enough that David was certain the assistant sitting outside the door heard it.

    “Cecily…” David said, but he had nothing to add. He couldn’t think of what to say to his wife. She clearly wasn’t going to stop.

    “Come here,” Cecily said as she beckoned David closer.

    He got out of the chair and approached the desk. Cecily grabbed his tie and pulled down until they were eye to eye. She kissed him, hard. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and despite the agony and anxiety coursing through him, David felt a sense of pleasure, of desire, join those feelings.

    “I’m not leaving you,” she said. “You’re mine and we’re going to stay married. I’m also going to continue fucking your boss because he’s far better than you are. That’s how it’s going to be and I don’t want to hear any arguments from you. Do you understand?”

    David nodded.

    “Of course you do. A man like you doesn’t argue with his wife when he knows she’s right, does he? A man like you accepts reality, even if he doesn’t like it,” Cecily added.

    She released her grip on his tie and David sat down again. Mr. Daniels pulled out and spun Cecily around. He grabbed her ass, put her on his desk, and slid back inside her. They kissed as he resumed fucking her. It was faster and harder. It was more connected. It was, oddly, beautiful from David’s point of view.

    “Does that feel good?” Mr. Daniels asked.

    Cecily moaned. “Yes. Now fuck me harder. Take my pussy. Show my husband why you’re the only man that’s going to be fucking me from now on. Show him why you’re the boss and he’s being demoted. Show him why his wife is going to keep fucking his boss.”

    Mr. Daniels skillfully unbuttoned Cecily’s blouse and reached inside to play with her breasts as he fucked her. They kissed and she moaned into his mouth. She wrapped her legs around him. The sex was loud and vigorous and the assistant outside almost certainly heard everything.

    Cecily came first and David watched intently. He saw his wife experience the sort of pleasure she clearly craved. He saw his boss provide it. He felt jealous and oddly aroused and his cock was almost half hard.

    “Cum inside me,” Cecily demanded after her orgasm. “Fucking cum inside me!”

    David winced at how loud she was being and Mr. Daniels fucked her harder. He seemed spurred on by Cecily’s demand.

    “That’s it, that’s it, that’s it, cum inside me,” Cecily said.

    David had never imagined seeing his boss’s orgasm face, and yet it happened as he sat just a few feet away. It happened while Mr. Daniels was inside Cecily. It happened while he was inside her without a condom. Mr. Daniels came in David’s wife. He flooded her pussy with his load and he probably did so for at least the second time.

    “Fuck, you are incredible,” Mr. Daniels said after a long series of moans and groans. “Absolutely incredible.”

    They kissed as Cecily kept her legs wrapped around him. “Just think, you get to have me whenever you want me.”

    Mr. Daniels laughed. “I’m going to want you as often as possible. In fact, why don’t we go out for dinner tonight? Then you can come back to my place and spend the night. How does that sound?”

    “That sounds wonderful,” Cecily said.

    David sat in silence. He clearly wasn’t going to be consulted on this.

    Mr. Daniels pulled out and Cecily hopped off his desk, pulled her panties over her pussy, and fixed her skirt. “David, darling, would you please thank Mr. Daniels for letting you keep your job?”

    “Thank you, sir, for letting me keep my job,” David said.

    Mr. Daniels tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped them up. “No problem, David. No more fuckups, though. Your wife won’t be able to save your job a second time.”

    “I won’t screw up again, sir,” David said. “I promise.”

    “I should go,” Cecily said. “I think I’ll buy a new dress for tonight. I want to look good for my new man, after all.”

    She leaned down to give Mr. Daniels a quick kiss and headed out of his office. David heard his wife say hello to the assistant sitting outside the office. He dreaded having to walk by the pretty girl. She clearly knew what had happened.

    “Talk to my assistant,” Mr. Daniels said. “She’ll assign you your new office and she can call someone from the mailroom to help you move your stuff.”

    “Of course, sir,” David said as he stood up.

    He left the office feeling confused, humiliated, and a little bit aroused. His wife had just left with another man’s cum inside her and David had done nothing to stop it. He’d kissed her, in fact. He’d felt aroused alongside his anxiety and misery.

    “Mr. Daniels said you can help me find a new office,” David said to the assistant outside his office.

    She flashed a knowing smile and said, “Of course. I’ll get you set up right away.”

    David tried to look on the bright side of things. At least he didn’t have to find a new job and Cecily wasn’t planning on divorcing him. He had a job. He had his marriage. He had most of the things a man wants and he was willing to deal with the downsides of his situation. It wasn’t perfect, but his life was better than most.

  
    His Wife. His Keyholder. His Cuckoldress - Part 1

    I originally posted this on the Private Blog, but I'm going to transfer it here so I can flesh it out a little more. The second part will follow shortly.

    
      
    

    “Happy birthday,” Penelope whispered.

    Austin smiled as his wife kissed him on the cheek. He felt her long, soft hair brush against his neck and opened his eyes to see her bright smile. “Good morning,” he said.

    “Good morning, birthday boy,” Penelope replied.

    She leaned in for another kiss, this time on the lips. Penelope’s hand slid slowly down his bare chest and into his underwear and it wasn’t until she grasped his locked cock that he remembered she’d presented him with a Holy Trainer chastity device the night before.

    “How was your first night in chastity?” Penelope asked as she caressed his locked up cock and let her fingers dance over his testicles.

    “Not bad,” Austin said. “I woke up a few times and there was a little bit of pain, but otherwise it was good.”

    Penelope pulled the covers aside and straddled Austin’s crotch, revealing the pink lace camisole and panties that she’d worn to bed the night before. She ran her hands through her long red hair and leaned back as a wild moan escaped her lips. Her hips moved over his crotch and Austin couldn’t help but get swept up in what appeared to be a genuine sense of lust on his wife’s part.

    “Are you going to be good today?” Penelope asked.

    “What do you mean?”

    She smiled and said, “I mean that you’re going to have to be good if you expect to have an orgasm on your birthday.” Penelope pulled on the chain around her neck and the key to Austin’s cage emerged from between her breasts. “After all, I’m your keyholder now. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

    The Holy Trainer hadn’t been an unwanted gift. Austin had fantasized for years about his wife putting him in chastity. He’d shared the fantasy numerous times but it had still been a total surprise to find the gift waiting in the bed the night before.

    “Yes, it’s what I want. And yes, I’ll be good today.”

    “Let’s start with an orgasm for me, then,” Penelope said as she crawled forward, pulled her panties aside, and sat on Austin’s face.

    Austin watched the joy wash over his wife’s face as he put his tongue to work. He wanted to make her feel great. He wanted to encourage her to go all in on being his keyholder and he knew that making sure she came hard was bound to lead to more fun for both of them.

    His face was slick with her juices by the time Penelope climaxed. She offered a sweet, hazy smile and said, “That was lovely,” before climbing off his face and sitting against the pillows propped up on her side of the bed. “I was thinking it would be nice if you made me breakfast in bed.”

    “Oh, of course,” Austin said.

    She turned and offered a bright smile. “I don’t mean to rush you, but I am hungry.”

    “Right,” Austin said as he climbed out of bed and grabbed a t-shirt. He couldn’t help but smile as he walked towards the kitchen. Penelope always made Austin breakfast in bed on his birthday. She’d done it every year since they’d started dating more than a decade ago. Now she was flipping the script and it seemed that putting him in chastity was the impetus for it.

    Austin whipped up a breakfast he knew his wife would like and delivered it to the bedroom. Penelope greeted him with a bright smile and invited Austin to join her. She ate while Austin watched and every once in a while she would feed him a forkful of eggs or a bit of toast with a healthy coating of strawberry jam.

    “I want to do something special for you today,” Penelope said after Austin cleared away the breakfast tray. “So I was thinking that we could go lingerie shopping. You could pick out something that I’d wear for you tonight. How does that sound?”

    “That sounds incredible,” Austin said.

    Penelope offered a bright smile and said, “We should get cleaned up, then,” as she grabbed Austin’s hand and pulled him towards the bathroom.

    The shower was a long, lusty affair. Austin was certain his wife had dragged him in with her specifically with the intention of teasing him. They’d spent at least half an hour alternating between getting clean and indulging in steamy, sensual kisses and more than a little handsy foreplay.

    “Make me cum,” Penelope uttered after a particularly long and passionate kiss. “Make me cum again.”

    Austin sank to his knees in the shower and worshiped his wife’s pussy until she’d experienced her second orgasm of the day. His cock throbbed in the Holy Trainer the entire time. An intense make out session in the shower will do that to a man.

    Afterwards they dried, dressed, and hopped in the car for their trip to the lingerie shop. Penelope wore a short, flirty sundress that Austin absolutely loved and she took the opportunity to tease him in the car by repeatedly flashing her panties. At a particularly long red light she pulled his hand between her legs and let him play with her wet pussy as she filled the car with loud, lusty moans.

    “You’re like a different woman today,” he said as they neared the store.

    “I am a different woman today,” Penelope replied. She pulled the chain holding his key from between her breasts and gave it a soft kiss. “I’m in control like I’ve never been in control before. It’s more fun than I expected.”

    “Thank you,” Austin said. “For the birthday gift, I mean. You have no idea how much fun I’m having. It’s like a dream come true.”

    Penelope leaned over and kissed him on the cheek as Austin stopped at another red light. “You really love this, don’t you?” she asked as her hand moved between his legs.

    “I do,” Austin replied.

    Penelope massaged his locked cock through his jeans and Austin smiled. He’d been in a state of exceptional arousal since Penelope had straddled his face that morning and it seemed that she intended on keeping him there until he was set free for a birthday orgasm.

    They arrived at the store not longer after and Penelope pulled Austin inside and led him through the racks of incredible, lacy, sexy little pieces. He watched her pick up half a dozen enticing options before they headed for the fitting rooms.

    “Can he come in with me?” she asked the girl managing the rooms. “It’s his birthday.”

    The girl smiled. “Sure,” she said.

    Penelope took Austin’s hand and led him to an open fitting room all the way at the end of the hallway. She closed the door and slid the lock into place before turning around and whispering, “Take your clothes off.”

    “Are you sure?” Austin asked.

    “Do as you’re told, sweetheart,” Penelope replied.

    Austin smiled at his wife’s boldness and stripped for her. He put his clothes on a bench and watched as Penelope took her dress and bra off, leaving only a pair of panties on.

    She grabbed a black lace bodysuit from the lingerie she’d picked out and stepped into it. Austin watched his wife’s beautiful body transform into an irresistibly sexy treat as she pulled the skimpy little number into place.

    “What do you think?” she asked.

    “It’s perfect,” Austin replied as his eyes roamed over her body.

    Penelope stepped closer and took Austin’s hands in hers. She placed them on her breasts and smiled. “How does it feel?”

    Austin’s cock ached in the cage. It was screaming to achieve an erection. “It feels perfect,” he answered while playing with his wife’s breasts.

    Penelope smiled, turned around, and backed up, pressing her lace-clad ass into Austin’s caged cock. He felt the warmth of her skin and the soft lace against his body and he had to bite his lip to prevent a moan from escaping.

    Again Penelope took his hands and placed them on her breasts. She ground her ass into him as Austin closed his eyes and felt an intense form of arousal spread through his body. “It’s perfect,” he said. “You’re perfect. Holy shit, you’re perfect.”

    Penelope looked at Austin in the mirror and smiled before stepping away from him. She spun around, stripped out of the body suit, and pulled her panties aside. He watched his wife plunge two fingers into her pussy. They emerged covered in her juices.

    She stepped closer and lifted her fingers to Austin’s mouth. He parted his lips and a giddy smile crossed Penelope’s face before she gently placed her fingers on his tongue. As he sucked them clean she whispered, “Locking you in that cute little device is so much more exciting than I thought it would be. We’re going to have so much fun.”

    Penelope pulled her fingers from his mouth and pressed on Austin’s shoulders. “Make me cum again,” she said. “Keep quiet, though.”

    Austin sank to his knees and made his wife cum for the third time that day. He stared up into her eyes as his tongue worked her clit. Penelope kept quiet but he could see the pleasure on her face. He watched the lust mount and felt her thighs tremble as she grabbed his head and climaxed.

    They left the store with two pieces of lingerie, including the black lace bodysuit. When they got home Penelope presented Austin with a short list of chores she wanted done.

    “What is this?” he asked.

    “I know it’s your birthday, but those are all chores you’ve put off doing for weeks. I know it’s not the least bit sexy, but if you don’t complete them you won’t get to cum tonight,” Penelope informed him.

    For a moment Austin thought she was joking. The look on her face made it obvious she wasn’t, though.

    Austin chose to take it as a good sign. He wanted his wife to embrace being his keyholder. He wanted the chastity play to last longer than a day, which meant he needed to do as he was told. He needed to show her that he wasn’t in it just for himself, that he’d make it worth her while to put in the effort to control his orgasms.

    “I’ll get the list done, I promise,” he said.

    Penelope rewarded him with a long, intensely pleasurable kiss. “There’s a lot more where that came from if you’re good,” she said.

    Austin spent the better part of his birthday working through the list of chores. He cleaned the gutters. He replaced the part of the deck that had rotted. He trimmed the tree branches that had begun to encroach on the backyard. He tightened the loose screws that made the washing machine vibrate each time it ran. He emptied the nasty drain in the dishwasher that had collected a mess of junk over the years.

    When he was finished Penelope led Austin to the master bathroom. “You’re all sweaty. Get clean. There’s no need for you to put your clothes back on when you’re done. I’ll be waiting for you in the bed.”

    Austin showered as quickly as possible and stepped into the bedroom to find his beautiful wife in a strappy pink bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. She’d put on lipstick that came close to matching her lingerie and her red hair was pulled back into a surprisingly sexy-looking tight ponytail.

    “Come,” Penelope said as she patted the bed.

    Austin scurried to the bed and climbed in with a smile on his face. Penelope’s lips were on his in an instant and her hand moved between his legs to play with his locked up cock and balls.

    “You were so good today,” she said. “You were so good that I’m willing to try being your keyholder. What do you think about that?”

    “That would be amazing,” Austin said as he looked into his wife’s eyes.

    “Yeah? You know you’d have to continue being good, right? You know I have no interest in fighting you about this. I don’t want to feel like I’m taking control of a horny boy who’s going to pester me constantly about being unlocked. You have to be good or I’ll unlock you, throw away the device and the key and be done with the whole thing,” she said as her fingers continued to play with his balls.

    “I’ll be good, I promise,” Austin said. “I will. This is what I want. This whole day has been amazing. Even doing all those chores. It was actually a little bit sexy. I was turned on the entire time because I kept thinking about doing it for you, about making you happy, about making my keyholder happy.”

    Penelope smiled and kissed him again. It was a slow, deep, passionate kiss and Austin’s cock surged in the Holy Trainer as he thought about the orgasm his wife was going to give him.

    “I want you to make me cum again,” she said. “Crawl between my legs. Use your mouth to make me cum again.”

    Austin did as he was told. He moved between his wife’s legs, he pulled her beautiful pink panties aside and he put his tongue to work.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Be good for me. Make me cum again.”

    Penelope reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. She rested her hand on the back of his head and applied just a little bit of pressure. It was subtle, but it felt like an act of dominance and Austin loved it.

    “I’m not letting you out tonight,” Penelope said.

    Austin tried to look up and ask why, but she grabbed a handful of his hair and kept him in his place between her legs.

    “No questions, Austin. Just be good for me. Just make me cum. The chastity device was your gift. Letting you make me cum four times was your gift. Modeling lingerie for you was your gift. You’ll have to work harder for your release. You’ll have to spend a little longer in chastity before I let you out. Now be good and make me cum. No complaints. Just be good and make your wife cum,” Penelope said.

    Austin let the disappointment drift away. He tried his best to concentrate on the fact that his wife had actually agreed to be his keyholder and that she seemed genuinely excited about it. He concentrated on having given her four orgasms. He concentrated on the idea that he’d get let out eventually and that the longer it took the better the orgasm would feel when he was finally released.

    It’s not like he had a choice. Penelope had the key. He had to do as his wife desired or he would remain locked up.
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    Austin closed his eyes and let the hot water cascade down his body. Work had been particularly frustrating and his body had felt worn out at the gym and all he wanted to do was relax in the shower and let the stress and annoyance of a bad day wash away.

    He was so lost in his quest for relaxation that he didn’t notice Penelope step into the bathroom until she’d opened the shower door and joined him.

    “You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Austin said as he admired his wife’s beautiful body.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    He glanced at the key that hung between her breasts – he wasn’t sure she’d taken it off since officially becoming his keyholder – before looking away. He’d been locked up a week and each successive day was more difficult than the last. The less he thought about his overwhelming desire for release, the better.

    “You know, I always know you’re extra stressed out when you head right for the shower after work,” Penelope said as she ran her hand over Austin’s chest. “You barely even said hello.”

    “I know. I’m sorry,” he replied. “It was just one of those days. It wasn’t really anything specific. It just felt like everything was conspiring against me.”

    “You don’t have to apologize,” Penelope said. “We’re all entitled to feel stressed out sometimes. The fact that you work out and then take a shower when you’re stressed is pretty good, all things considered.”

    Austin smiled at his beautiful wife as he tried his best not to let the sense of desire building in his loins overtake him. He didn’t want to deal with the ache of chastity. Penelope looked so good and there was nothing he would have enjoyed more than a round of shower sex, but that wasn’t really possible in his current state.

    “I can help you, though,” Penelope said as she stepped closer. “I’m very good at relieving stress.”

    She pressed her naked, wet body against Austin’s and immediately he surrendered to the desire he’d been trying to keep at bay. It was impossible not to, especially when Penelope pressed her lips against his and let her tongue slip into his mouth. His hands moved to her ass and he squeezed it, eliciting a moan from his beautiful wife.

    “Doesn’t kissing me help relieve some of your stress?” she asked.

    “It does,” he answered.

    “Would kissing my breasts help?” she asked.

    Austin nodded and Penelope stepped back and leaned against the tiled wall of the shower. She reached out to take his hand and placed it on one of her breasts. Austin took that as an invitation to play and he leaned down to kiss and lick his wife’s wet flesh. He took one of her nipples in his mouth and she moaned. Her fingers ran through the wet hair on the back of his neck and the desire raged within him.

    Penelope brought his lips to hers once more and their tongues danced as she reached between his legs and caressed Austin’s locked cock. He moaned, more from a sense of yearning for his release than the physical pleasure of being touched.

    “My pussy needs your attention,” Penelope whispered.

    Austin fell to his knees and looked up at his wife’s lithe, wet body. She smiled and reached out to caress his face and pull him closer to her pussy.

    “I know you were stressed out today,” she said, “But you should have greeted me. You should have let me take care of it. You should have let me guide you to a less stressful place.”

    Austin kissed her thigh and Penelope smiled.

    “Don’t you feel better now? Isn’t it so much less stressful to be between my legs? Isn’t it nice to focus on my pleasure?” she asked.

    Austin nodded. As much as he craved his release from chastity, it was impossible to deny that he was less stressed than he’d been just a few moments ago. His wife was naked, she looked breathtaking, and he was about to make her cum, as he’d done at least once a day since she agreed to be his keyholder.

    “Will it make you feel good to make me cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Will it help relieve some of your stress to give your wife an orgasm with your tongue?” Penelope asked.

    “Yes, it will,” Austin answered as the hot water massaged his back.

    “Make me cum, Austin,” she said.

    Austin crawled closer and pressed his lips against his wife’s wet pussy. She closed her eyes, her mouth opened, and she unleashed a delighted moan. It was the sound Austin took increasing delight in as his first week in chastity had unfolded. He’d quickly come to find a kind of release in giving his wife pleasure. Her orgasms were, in a way, his orgasms. When she moaned in pleasure he felt a little bit of it. When her thighs trembled as an orgasm approached he could feel just a little of that same sensation between his legs. He was living vicariously through her, and in doing so he was embracing the idea that his orgasms were almost certainly going to be far more limited than they had been before Penelope had become his keyholder.

    “That’s it,” Penelope said. “Make me feel good. Make my pussy feel good. Eat my pussy with that beautiful tongue of yours. Make me cum, Austin. Make me cum!”

    Austin felt quite certain that his wife had enjoyed his tongue – and the orgasms it provided – more in the last week than at any point in their marriage. She’d seemed to embrace her role as keyholder and the pleasures that came with it, and so far she was more than happy to keep him in a highly aroused state as often as possible.

    “That’s it…that’s it…Austin…I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming!” Penelope cried out as her thighs trembled. She grabbed his head with both hands and held his face between her legs until the last moment when she pushed him away.

    Penelope’s moans reverberated around the bathroom as a smile broke across her face.

    “That was excellent,” she said. “I think I’m going to want another once we’re out of the shower. I just can’t get enough of that tongue of yours.”

    Austin was more than happy to provide as many orgasms as his wife wanted. His cock ached and he craved his release, but he knew Penelope would provide it, even if it took longer than felt ideal. If he was good, his release would come.

    “Can I help?” Austin asked as he stared between his wife’s legs.

    Penelope smiled and moaned as her fingers danced over her clit. “How would you like to help? It’s not like you can fuck me, not with your cock locked up tight in that cage.”

    Austin wanted to fuck his wife. After nine days in chastity, he was desperate to fuck his wife. He yearned for the warmth and wetness of her pussy. He wanted to feel it wrapped around his stiff shaft once more. He wanted to plunge inside her and experience the joy of fucking her until he climaxed.

    “I could lick your clit,” he said. “You like my tongue, don’t you?”

    “I do,” Penelope replied before closing her eyes and moaning. Her hips lifted off the bed and Austin stared at her pussy, which looked genuinely soaked. “I like my fingers too, though, and you were a little rude to me this afternoon so I’m not sure you deserve to taste my pussy.”

    Austin wasn’t sure he’d call his behavior rude, but he knew what Penelope was talking about. She’d asked him to do a few things around the house – wash the dishes, take out the trash, etc – and he’d been a little short when he’d told her that he would get to it a little later. Penelope had been rather firm in her response: Austin would do what she asked or he wouldn’t come out of his cage for a long, long time.

    “I’m sorry about that,” Austin said.

    “I know you are,” Penelope replied as she plunged two fingers into her pussy. Austin listened to the sounds of wetness as his wife fingered herself and he felt jealous. He wanted to be inside her. He wanted to fill her like that. “You know what you can do for me?”

    “What?” Austin asked.

    Penelope pulled her fingers out and rolled over. She opened the nightstand and pulled out a long, smooth, purple vibrating toy. “Would you like to fuck me with this?”

    Austin took the toy from his wife and nodded. “I’d love to.”

    “Go ahead,” she said. “Put it inside me. Fill me. Fuck me.”

    Austin placed the tip of the toy between his wife’s pussy lips and gently filled her. Penelope moaned as her fingers returned to her clit and her masturbation resumed. He watched the toy disappear between the folds of her slick flesh.

    “Fuck me, Austin,” Penelope said.

    Austin felt a painful surge between his legs as his wife uttered the words he’d longed to hear since she’d locked him in his cage. He’d imagined he’d hear them while inside her, though.

    “Does that hurt?” Penelope asked.

    Austin looked up to see his wife smiling at him as he plunged the toy in and out of her pussy.

    “Does it hurt to hear me say that? Does it make you wish you were inside me?” she asked. “Does it make you wish your dick wasn’t locked up in that little cage? Does it make you wish you were fucking me instead of using that toy on me?”

    “Yes,” Austin said.

    “It’s a shame you were rude to me,” she replied. “If you weren’t I might have released you. I might have unlocked your cock and welcomed you between my legs. I might have let you fill my tight pussy. I might have let you fuck me until you spilled your load inside me.”

    Austin knew she was teasing him. He knew Penelope was taking advantage of his desire and twisting the knife a little, but it was effective. He cursed himself for not doing as she asked the moment she made her request. He cursed himself for not hopping to his feet to take care of the rather simple chores. If he had, perhaps he really would be inside her in that moment.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Fuck me deeper. Pound my tight pussy with that toy, Austin. Pound it.”

    Austin did as Penelope desired. He pounded the toy into her pussy. He pounded it harder and deeper as he listened to his wife moan. He listened to the sounds of pleasure that filled their bedroom. He watched her fingers dance over her clit. He saw Penelope reach up and play with her breasts as she masturbated. He saw everything he was missing out on because his cock was locked up in a cage.

    When Penelope came it was loud. She arched her back and rolled her neck as she screamed towards the ceiling. Her entire body trembled for a few moments. She grasped her breast with surprising strength and pulled on her nipple harder than Austin had ever witnessed.

    Afterwards, she smiled at Austin and beckoned him to crawl closer and cuddle with her. Penelope kissed him and reached down to caress his locked cock.

    “I’m sorry I was rude,” he whispered.

    “I know you are,” she replied. “And don’t worry, I’ll let you out soon. I promise.”

    Austin wasn’t sure how much longer he could last, so he hoped Penelope would follow through on her promise.
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    After an hour of simmering in his frustration - frustration brought on by having been locked in chastity for two weeks, which was far longer than he expected his first stay in the cage would be - Austin made his way to the bedroom, where Penelope had retreated after his mild outburst.

    He knew he needed to apologize and he was ready to do so. For a while he’d held onto a sense of righteous indignation. After all, part of the fun of chastity play was being let out of the cage from time to time and Penelope hadn't yet offered him that pleasure. Instead, it had been two weeks of relentless teasing and frustration on Austin's part.

    Penelope had been clear that she wouldn't tolerate any rudeness, begging or other unpleasantness from Austin, that she was willing to be his keyholder as long as it didn't prove onerous for her. That afternoon, Austin had made it onerous with his rudeness and he needed to atone for that.

    He stepped into the bedroom with an apology ready to go. He'd even rehearsed it a little, as his righteous indignation had slowly transformed into a great sense of worry that Penelope would let him out if his cage and never lock him up again as his behavior had taken away any sense of pleasure in holding his key.

    Austin expected to see his wife in their bed, stewing in her own frustration and waiting for him to come and apologize. The bed was empty, though. He took a few steps into the bedroom and saw Penelope standing in the bathroom in a skintight, dark red dress. Her long, shiny hair was pulled to one side and the dress hugged the curves of her ass like a glove, offering an irresistibly arousing view that instantly produced an ache between Austin's legs.

    It took a few seconds for Austin to realize that his wife was dressed like she was going out, despite the fact their plan had been to watch a movie at home. "Are you...are you going out?" he asked.

    Penelope turned and Austin saw a tube of red lipstick in her hand. She'd just applied a coating and she offered a seductive smile and nodded before putting the cap back on the lipstick. She set it on the counter, turned back to the mirror to inspect herself for a few moments, and then stepped out of the bathroom, giving Austin a full look at the sexiest dress he'd ever seen on his wife.

    "I texted Sarah," Penelope replied softly. "I told her I needed a girl's night out."

    "But...but what about watching a movie?" Austin asked as he stared at his wife's breasts, which looked breathtaking in the low cut dress.

    Penelope smiled, turned around, and took a few steps before looking over her shoulder and saying, "I really like the way my butt looks in this dress. I feel like I'm going to get a lot of attention tonight."

    "What?" Austin asked.

    "Attention," she said. "Guys are going to pay attention to me. They're going to see me in this dress, they're going to see my heels, they're going to see my hair and makeup, and they're going to pay attention to me. They're going to flirt with me. They're going to offer to buy me drinks." She paused, turned around, and ran her hands down her torso and over her hips before adding, "They're going to appreciate me."

    "Penelope...I'm sorry for the way I acted this afternoon," Austin said. "I'm sorry I haven't appreciated you. I'm sorry there have been times where I acted like being in chastity was making me unhappy. I know I asked you to be my keyholder and I know I should appreciate that you're doing a really good job of it."

    He hoped his apology would elicit a smile from his wife, but the look on Penelope's face remained unchanged. "Yes, you should appreciate me, Austin. I put a great deal of effort into being your keyholder. I've read countless articles on the subject to understand what you want out of being in chastity and to ensure that I'm doing a good job of it. I tease you like every man in chastity wants to be teased. I'm affectionate with you to turn you on. I've even started wearing more suggestive clothes around the house."

    Austin felt like a complete fool for having been rude to Penelope that afternoon. He knew how lucky he was that she'd been putting in so much effort, for he knew that most women in her position wouldn't have done so. "I promise, Penelope, I won't take you for granted. I won't be rude anymore. I won't act like it's a burden to be in chastity. I'll appreciate that you're giving me exactly what I wanted."

    "We'll see," Penelope replied. "But I have a feeling that you won't be able to keep that promise, Austin. That's okay, though. I've learned that your behavior is just part of getting used to being in chastity, that being locked up - especially long term - is more frustrating for you than I can really comprehend."

    "Will you stay home with me tonight?" Austin asked.

    Penelope shook her head. "No. I need to feel appreciated, Austin, so I'm going to go out with Sarah and I'm going to spend my night enjoying the attention a beautiful woman gets when she wears a dress like this."

    "So...you're going to flirt with other men tonight?" Austin asked as he did his best to try and hold back the sense of panic that was enveloping him.

    Penelope nodded and slowly closed the distance between them. The scent of a rather seductive perfume filled Austin's nose as she reached out and ran her fingers down his chest and between his legs. Penelope grasped Austin's caged cock through his pants and gently massaged it as she leaned in and planted the softest kiss on his neck. Goose bumps raised on his arm and a shiver of pleasure raced down his spine and generated a beautiful ache between his legs.

    "I'm going to do whatever I want tonight," Penelope said softly. "Because that's one of the pleasures of being your keyholder. You've granted me an incredible level of control, Austin, and I'm going to use it."

    "Are you punishing me?" Austin asked.

    Penelope kissed his neck again and then took his earlobe between her teeth. She bit down hard enough for him to wince and whispered, "Yes, but I'm also rewarding myself, Austin. It feels good to be desired, and I'm going to spend my night enjoying that feeling. I'm going to enjoy the way men stare at me. I'm going to enjoy the way they flirt with me. I'm going to enjoy the way they try and fuck me."

    "What?" Austin asked as he stepped back.

    Penelope laughed softly. "You know it's true. You know that every man that sees me tonight is going to want to fuck me. You know that some of them are going to try and convince me to go home with them. You know that they're going to see me as capable of providing them with the kind of intense sexual pleasure that every man craves. You know that a beautiful woman in a tight dress and three inch heels is the kind that inspires wild lust in a man. I think we both know you felt that lust when you saw me in this dress, Austin."

    Austin's head was spinning with the implications of Penelope's plans for the evening. He was relatively certain she wouldn't actually sleep with someone else, and yet she seemed delighted with the idea that she could sleep with someone else. She was right, too, in that every single guy that saw her in that dress and those heels would want to fuck her. Austin wasn't sure if she realized that every guy would assume she was looking to get fucked, too, as women rarely dressed in the manner Penelope was dressed unless they wanted to get laid.

    "They're going to think...the guys, Penelope, they're going to think you want to get fucked," Austin said with a hint of desperation in his voice.

    She smiled and unzipped his pants. Her fingers slipped inside and she delicately caressed his balls before grasping his caged cock. "I know, Austin. That's why they're going to flirt with me. They're going to see me dressed like this and think there's a chance I'll let them fuck me. They'll think I'm in the mood to go home with a stranger and spread my legs for him. They'll fantasize about stripping me out of this dress, tossing me into their bed, and ravaging my body until we've both had loud, wild, lusty orgasms."

    Austin winced at the sudden pain between his legs as his wife described a scenario he would have labeled as his nightmare. "Are you going to fuck someone tonight?" he asked.

    Penelope released his cock, zipped his pants back up, and gave Austin a soft kiss on the lips. Then she turned away from him, grabbed her purse from the nightstand, and said, "I have to go. I told Sarah I'd meet her at eight. I'm not sure how long I'll be out, so you don't have to wait up for me."

    Austin followed Penelope out of the bedroom and towards the front door. There was a part of him that hoped this whole thing was a ruse, that she'd gotten dressed up and talked about flirting with other men as a way of punishing him. Then she blew him a kiss and walked out the door. She was definitely going out, and he couldn't see any reason for her to have gotten dressed up like she was if she didn't intend on flirting with other men that night.

    That's when the panic set in. Austin ran for the door to try and stop her, but Penelope was already in the Uber she must have ordered before Austin even stepped into the bedroom. He had no way of knowing where she was going. He had no way to stop her. There was nothing he could do.

    If she was trying to punish him, she'd picked a rather effective means of doing so, as Austin spent the rest of the night in a state of anxiety as he wondered if his wife was being relentlessly hit on by men determined to win her affection and fuck her. He couldn't imagine she was angry enough with him to actually go through with it, and yet it seemed possible.

    "Sarah took a video of me dancing with someone," Penelope texted a little before midnight. "Would you like to see it?"

    "Yes," Austin replied, though he wasn't sure that was true.

    He sat on the couch and stared at his phone. His leg bounced nervously as he waited for the video to come in. It took a few minutes, but it showed up. Austin immediately played it.

    Loud music emanated from his speakers as the video showed a crowd of people dancing. It took a few moments, but eventually Austin spotted his wife in the crowd. Somehow, she looked even hotter than when she'd left the house. Another man's hands were on her hips as they moved together in time with the song's slow beat. They stared into each other's eyes in a manner that filled Austin with a deep sense of jealousy.

    Then the guy reached up and caressed Penelope's face, just like a man sometimes does before he's about to kiss a woman. Austin's chest tightened and his pulse raced as he brought the phone closer to his face. Then the video ended.

    "Did he kiss you?" he quickly texted.

    She offered no response.

    "Penelope, did you kiss someone?" he texted.

    Again she offered no response as Austin's leg continued to bounce wildly. He played the video again. He watched the way Penelope's body moved. He watched the way the guy's hands caressed her hips and pulled her just a little closer. He watched the guy clearly prepare to kiss Penelope.

    "Penelope?" he texted after his second viewing of the video.

    Still she said nothing. Austin set his phone down, took a deep breath, and unbuttoned his pants. He reached into his underwear and ran his fingers over the excess of precum that had collected at the tip of the chastity cage. He wasn't sure why, but he was aroused. The desire surging through his body troubled him, for he couldn't begin to understand it.

    Austin never considered going to sleep. It would have been impossible. Instead, he stayed up and waited for his wife to return home, which happened a little after 1 a.m. Penelope looked just as sexy as when she'd left, if not more so, and she smiled when she saw Austin sitting on the couch.

    "Couldn't sleep?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    Penelope took a few steps towards him and asked, "Why not?"

    "Did you kiss him?" Austin replied.

    Penelope turned around, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Help me out of my dress."

    Austin stared at her ass - it looked so good in the dress - but he remained seated on the couch.

    "Austin, if you want me to let you out of your cage, you need to do as I desire," she said. "Tonight was the direct result of your rudeness, and I would consider it exceptionally rude if you refused to help me out of my dress."

    He begrudgingly got off the couch and unzipped his wife's dress. For some reason, the sight of her bare back inspired a rush of desire and he pushed straps off her shoulders and worked the dress down her torso and over her hips, revealing that she'd gone out without a bra or panties. Austin was very nearly on his knees by the time he took her dress off, so he dropped down and looked up at his wife as she turned around.

    "You're...you're wet," he said as his gaze fixated on the sight of her plump, wet pussy lips.

    Penelope smiled as she took her breasts in her hands and played with them for a few moments before running a hand down her stomach, over her belly button, and between her legs. She ran her fingers over her pussy lips and slipped two inside with remarkable ease.

    "Yes, it appears that I'm quite wet," she replied. "I wonder what could have made me so wet."

    Austin's heart pounded as he considered the possibilities. She could have kissed the guy. She could have gotten wet merely from dancing with him. She could have gone back to his car and gotten fingered. She could have gotten fucked. There were too many possibilities.

    "Stand up and strip for me," Penelope instructed.

    This time, Austin did as his wife demanded without hesitation. He stood, stripped, and kicked his clothes aside. She looked down at his caged cock and reached out to run her fingers over the tip.

    A smile crossed Penelope's face as she looked up at him and said, "You're wet."

    Austin said nothing. He knew he'd dripped enough precum to be wet and he knew why he'd dripped all that precum, but he didn't want to admit it. He didn't want to have been aroused by the idea of his wife dancing with and kissing another man.

    "Did you kiss him?" he asked after a few seconds of silence passed between them.

    Penelope stepped closer, pressing her naked body against his. She reached up and put her arms around his neck. Her fingers danced through his hair and she smiled before tilting her head slightly and leaning closer.

    "Yes, I kissed him," she whispered. "I kissed him just like this," she added before her lips met his.

    It was a soft, slow, hugely erotic kiss. It began with a closed mouth, but soon enough Penelope's lips parted. Her tongue dipped in and out of his mouth in a flirtatious manner before she offered all of it.

    The whole time, Austin thought of her kissing another man. It was all he could think about. He replayed the end of the video in his head, only it continued with the kiss. It continued with her lips pressed against another man's. It continued with her tongue in his mouth and his in hers.

    "Sit on the couch," Penelope instructed as she stepped back.

    Austin moved to the couch and watched his wife reach into her purse and pull out the key to his chastity cage. She approached him with a smile on her face and a slow sway in her hips and then bent over, slipped the key into the lock, and freed his cock from its cage.

    "Don't touch," Penelope said as she turned around and set the pieces of the cage and the key on the coffee table.

    Austin kept his hands at his sides and stared at his wife's perfect, smooth, milky white ass as she bent over. She looked back at him, smiled, and then sat next to him on the couch. Penelope kissed his neck as she ran a hand down his chest, over his stomach, and between his legs. She grasped his cock as her tongue and lips danced over his neck. She stroked him slowly and seductively, bringing Austin's dick to a blissfully erect state after two weeks locked in the cage.

    "I got what I wanted tonight," Penelope said softly. "Men noticed me. They appreciated me. They flirted with me. They bought me drinks. They danced with me. They touched me. One of them kissed me."

    Austin's cock was so hard it hurt and Penelope's touch sent waves of electric pleasure through his body. His toes even curled as he looked down to watch her hand move up and down his shaft.

    "I think you enjoyed that video I sent you, Austin," Penelope said before kissing his neck and sucking on his flesh. "I think you got excited watching it. I think you liked seeing his hands on my body almost as much as I enjoyed feeling his hands on my body."

    Austin closed his eyes and moaned as she slowly led him towards the bliss of an orgasm.

    "Do you want to see the video of him kissing me?" she asked.

    "Yes," Austin answered without thinking.

    Penelope released his cock and got off the couch to grab her phone. She quickly rejoined Austin, pulled up the video, and handed him the phone. Her fingers found their way around his stiff dick once more and she collected his precum, took a tight grip, and stroked him slowly.

    "Go ahead," she whispered. "Watch it. Watch your wife kiss another man."

    Austin tapped the screen. The video played. It was the same as the one he'd watched, only it was longer. His cock throbbed as Penelope stroked him while he watched her dance with another man. The guy reached up to caress her face. She tilted her head. He leaned in. Their lips met.

    "It was such a good kiss," Penelope said softly before kissing his neck. She moaned as he stared at the video and watched his wife open her mouth to welcome another man's tongue.

    "Oh, fuck," he said as it became clear he was about to orgasm.

    "Keep watching," she said. "Keep watching him kiss me, Austin. Keep watching another man kiss your wife."

    Austin came as he did exactly as Penelope instructed. She stroked his cock all the way through his orgasm, teasing the head and sending his loins into beautiful convulsions as cum shot from the tip and landed on his stomach, thighs, and in his pubic hair.

    Penelope released his cock when he'd finished and took her phone from Austin. He turned to look at her and offer his thanks but she kissed him before he could say a word.

    "We'll stay right here until you get soft," she said. "Then we'll go to the bathroom so you can get cleaned up and I'll lock you in your cage once more. Then you're going to make me cum, because I'm so very turned on after the night I had."

    "Okay," Austin replied. "Thank you for the orgasm."

    She smiled, caressed his face, and kissed him once more. "You're welcome, Austin. Make sure you savor it, because it will be quite some time before you have another one."
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    "It's been difficult, hasn't it?" Penelope asked as sat at the edge of the bed and reached out to caress Austin's locked cock. "More difficult than you expected, I bet."

    Her touch was whisper soft, but it was enough to generate the now familiar ache between his legs as Austin's cock tried in vain to grow in the confines of its prison. "Yes, it has been. That's okay, though. I know that's part of it. I didn't know that when we started, but I understand that now."

    Penelope looked up at Austin, cupped his balls, and gently pulled him closer until he was standing between her legs. "I like that you're working so hard not to be rude anymore, Austin. I like that you've already overcome those impulses you had during your first few weeks in chastity."

    Austin still experienced those impulses - mostly because it was so frustrating to be horny all the time and to have no outlet for release - but he'd gotten much better at channeling that energy into something far more productive, which usually meant offering to either worship Penelope in some way or to do chores around the house to busy himself.

    "It's still early, of course, but I think it's fair to say that putting you in chastity has made you a better husband," she noted before leaning forward and showering his chest in soft kisses while playing with his balls in an intoxicating manner, deepening the ache as his cock tried once again to achieve an erection.

    Penelope looked up at Austin, smiled, and asked, "Do you agree, Austin? Do you think that being in chastity - that giving me total control over your erections and orgasms - has made you a better husband?"

    He nodded. It seemed an inalienable truth, as the chastity device consistently guided Austin's thoughts to Penelope's happiness instead of his own. After all, that was the only way he'd earn a release, and the longer he was locked up the more he craved that release, to the point that it often became his dominant thought.

    Penelope smiled, pushed him back a few steps, and stood. Austin took a moment to admire her body in the strappy black bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set and then she leaned in until her lips were so close to his that he could feel the warmth of her breath on his skin.

    Austin wanted to kiss his wife. He wanted to press his lips against hers, slip his tongue into her mouth and kiss her passionately as he grabbed her ass, picked her up, and crawled into the bed with her. He wanted to slip his cock into her wet, needy pussy and fuck her hard and fast before cumming deep inside her, but none of that was possible. He was locked in a chastity device and she was in control, so Penelope got to decide if she wanted to get fucked or if she wanted him to worship her pussy or if she merely wanted to tease him until he damn near lost his mind, which was something she'd grown fond of doing since locking him for the first time.

    Penelope's lips brushed against his, but she didn't offer a kiss. Instead, her lips traveled to his cheek where she offered a few kisses before moving on to his neck. Her hand moved to the back of his head and her fingers danced through his hair as Penelope moaned like she was as turned on as a woman could be.

    "You've been so good since I went out for that girl's night," Penelope whispered, bringing to mind the night she'd punished Austin by going out with the specific intention of flirting, a night that included Penelope kissing another man and having her friend film it so she could show him when she got home. "I think that was the night you realized that I really am in control and that I'm more than happy to use the power you've given me for my pleasure."

    "Yes," Austin replied. He'd spent that entire evening in a place of deep anxiety, making it an effective choice of punishment on his wife's part. He'd also found a surprising level of pleasure in the fact that she'd kissed someone else, as evidenced by the orgasm he'd had while watching that video as Penelope stroked his cock.

    "You deserve a reward for being so good," she whispered. "You deserve a treat."

    Penelope stepped back, smiled, and slowly sank to her knees in front of Austin. She looked up at him, took his locked cock in her hand, and lifted it before leaning in and taking his balls in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Austin said as his wife's tongue swirled around his closely-shaved sack. Her fingers moved up and down his locked cock, teasing him further and making Austin's legs tremble from a mixture of pleasure and pain.

    "Would you enjoy it if I sucked your cock, Austin?" Penelope asked.

    He nodded.

    Penelope smiled and kissed the tip of his locked cock. She looked up at him, parted her lips, and slowly swallowed every inch of his imprisoned flesh, sucking hard as she did and swirling her tongue relentlessly, bathing him in the incredible warmth and wetness of her mouth.

    It felt great, but that also brought about a surge of pain and Austin couldn't help but groan. He was tempted to step back or bend over to try and escape from his wife's mouth, but he suspected that would frustrate her, for Penelope had developed a taste for teasing him and Austin had already learned not to disappoint or defy his wife now that she was in control of his dick.

    "Does it hurt?" Penelope asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    A smile crept across her face, making it seem as though Penelope found pleasure in the fact that she could make him feel just a bit of pain.

    Then, to Austin's delight, she opened the nightstand drawer, pulled out the key to his chastity device, and slipped it into the lock. Their eyes met and she held his gaze for a few agonizingly long seconds before turning the key. Penelope took her time freeing him from chastity, but eventually all the pieces of his cage sat on the nightstand.

    Without saying a word, she took him in her mouth. An almost overwhelming shock of pleasure exploded from between his legs and Austin moaned as his cock quickly grew in her mouth. He'd received blowjobs from his wife before, but this felt better. This felt like the best blowjob a man had ever received. Her mouth felt wetter, her tongue more active, and the suction she applied seemed like it might make his cock explode in orgasm if she did it too much.

    "Does that feel good?" Penelope asked as she looked up at Austin with shiny lips and a glint in her eye.

    "Good doesn't begin to describe it," he answered before laughing joyfully. "I swear, Penelope, a blowjob has never felt so good."

    She dropped a little lower, stroked his cock slowly, and took one of his balls in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around his wrinkled flesh as Penelope sucked gently, offering pure pleasure while teasing his shaft with her soft, slippery fingers.

    "Would you like to fuck me?" she asked.

    Austin's eyes went wide - he wasn't expecting to hear his wife utter those words since he hadn't fucked her in quite some time - and he nodded so vigorously that his whole body got involved and he nearly lost his balance.

    Penelope stood and sat on the edge of the bed. She grabbed Austin's cock by the base and pulled him closer until the head of his cock was pressed against her pussy lips.

    "Does that feel good?" Penelope asked as she pulled aside her panties and placed the tip of his cock inside her and moved it up and down, bathing him what felt like an astonishing level of wetness and warmth.

    It felt so good he couldn't speak. All he could manage was a nod as he stared between his wife's legs at the sight of his cock moving around in her pussy. He wanted to thrust forward, to fuck her, to pound her pussy until he'd unleashed his cum inside her. He wanted more than anything to have sex with the gorgeous, lingerie-clad beauty in front of him, but it wasn't his choice.

    Penelope pushed on his chest and Austin stepped back, depriving his cock of the utter perfection of her pussy. She reached for the nightstand, pulled the drawer all the way open, and removed a cock-shaped toy with an opening on one end.

    "What's that?" Austin asked.

    Penelope held it up, smiled, and said, "It's a cock extender." She reached down and slipped his stiff cock into the opening and placed the rubber ring around his balls to hold it in place.

    "I...I don't understand," Austin said.

    Penelope spit in her hand and stroked the toy that now encased his cock. Austin felt a bit of pressure on his shaft, but that was it. "It's simple, really. I want to be fucked, but I don't want to give you the pleasure of fucking me."

    Austin looked down at his cock - which was now longer and thicker with the rubber toy around it - and felt a surge of frustration move through him. He'd gotten his hopes up, both because of the blowjob and because Penelope had actually taken him inside her. For a few moments he'd been certain he was going to fuck his wife, but she clearly had other plans.

    "Please...Penelope," he said. Austin didn't want to beg and he didn't want to make his frustration too obvious, but he couldn't help himself. He didn't want to fuck her with the extender on.

    "Shhh," she said. "No complaining. I'm in control, Austin. Not you. I decide when you get to fuck me. I decide when you get to cum. I decide when you get to experience even a shred of pleasure. You made that decision when you asked me to put you in chastity and there's no going back now."

    Penelope squeezed the extender a little harder as she stroked him and Austin felt just a hint of pleasure. It was exquisite, but it was also nothing more than a tease. He managed to swallow his frustration, though, as he'd learned just how unwise it was to challenge his wife's authority when it came to his chastity.

    "Now, I want to be fucked, Austin," she said. "And I want to be fucked hard. I want you to satisfy me with your cock." She released him from her grasp, backed into the bed, and pulled her panties off. Penelope spread her legs, played with her wet pussy, and stared at the cock extender. "I have to admit, I'm curious about how it's going to feel to get fucked by a nice big cock."

    Austin had never been insecure about his cock size and Penelope had never expressed any dissatisfaction with it, but that didn't stop him from feeling a tidal wave of angst in that moment. What if she found the increased size far more pleasurable than his cock? What it she lost interest in ever fucking him without some sort of assistance?

    "Fuck me, Austin," Penelope said.

    His first instinct was to resist. Austin avoided that instinct, though, for he knew it would only lead to more pain. Instead, he crawled into the bed, plunged his tongue into her pussy, and worked her labia and clit to heighten Penelope's arousal. Once she was moaning wildly Austin kissed his way up his wife's body before reaching down to guide his enhanced cock inside her.

    "Oh, fuck," she moaned as he entered her. "Austin...fuck...that feels so good."

    Penelope pulled his mouth to hers for a deeply passionate kiss and moaned as their tongues danced. It was obvious she was enthralled with his cock - and the toy that encased it - but Austin couldn't feel much of anything. He wanted to experience the same bliss that enveloped Penelope. He wanted to feel his cock bathed in her slick pussy juices. He wanted to feel the joy she obviously felt, but he couldn't. Other than a bit of pressure, he couldn't feel a damn thing.

    "Harder," Penelope demanded. "Fuck me harder with that big cock, baby. Pound me!"

    Austin delivered. Of course he did. He couldn't really feel anything, but he wasn't about to deny his wife what she wanted. He fucked Penelope hard, plunging in and out of her pussy with his enhanced cock and eliciting a series of loud, wild moans as she ran her hands down his back, grabbed his ass, and squeezed hard.

    "Austin...baby...fuck, I'm gonna cum!" she cried out. "Make me cum with your big cock. Give my pussy that big dick and make me cum!"

    It was agonizing. He should have felt pleasure. He should have been immersed in the bliss of being inside his wife, but instead Austin felt like he was having an out of body experience. Someone was fucking her, but because of the extender on his cock it didn't feel like it was him.

    It was beautiful to watch her in the throes of pleasure, though, so much so that Austin found himself getting turned on despite the agony of not being able to feel her pussy. He fucked Penelope a little harder as that lust washed over him and she offered up a naughty smile and gave his ass a good smack.

    "Austin...I'm cumming!" she screamed after a thorough fucking. "I'm cumming!"

    Austin fucked his wife right through her orgasm, stopping only when a deeply satisfied smile crossed Penelope's face as she closed her eyes and gently ran her hands up and down his back.

    "Thank you for fucking me so good, baby," she said.

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    Penelope opened her eyes, laughed softly, and asked, "It wasn't, though, was it? That sheath around your cock made sure that wasn't particularly pleasurable for you, didn't it?"

    Austin's cock throbbed as he nodded. There was something about the look in Penelope's eyes and the tone of her voice that he found thrilling. It seemed that she thoroughly enjoyed the fact that he hadn't really felt any direct stimulation while fucking her.

    "Pull out," Penelope instructed.

    Austin did so dutifully and she reached down, pulled the sheath from his cock, and set it aside.

    "Put your cock inside me," she said. "No thrusting, though."

    Austin pushed his cock inside her and shuddered at the overwhelming pleasure of finally feeling her wetness around his shaft. It took a great deal of strength not to fuck her, but he knew he'd be punished severely for doing so, so he resisted.

    "How interesting," Penelope said.

    "What?" he asked.

    She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair as their eyes met. "I can barely feel your cock. The sheath made you so much bigger that it stretched me out a little and I can barely feel you inside me right now."

    Austin found no pleasure in that, but Penelope seemed utterly delighted.

    "After taking that big cock, I'm not sure I'd really enjoy letting you fuck me right now," she said.

    He was tempted to beg. Austin wanted to fuck his wife so badly he was willing to beg for the privilege.

    "Do you think you'd cum quickly if I let you fuck me?" Penelope asked.

    "Yes, I do," Austin answered.

    She studied his face for a few moments before her lips curled into a devilish smile. "I have an idea. Let's play a little game. I'll let you fuck me, but I'm locking you up as soon as you're finished and you're going to spend a day in chastity for every thrust it takes you to cum."

    The chance to fuck her - and to cum - was everything Austin wanted, to the point that he almost started thrusting without thinking about it. He resisted, though, as her little game seemed like it could have a massive downside.

    "What if I don't fuck you?" he asked. "Would I be able to cum soon?"

    "You have no way of knowing," Penelope answered. "That's part of the fun of having you caged. You don't get to know when I'm going to let you cum. You just stay in your cage until I decide you're worth letting out."

    Penelope began to move her hips in slow circles, milking his cock with her pussy.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "I'm just having a little fun," she replied. "Feel free to fuck me if you want. Feel free to pound your wife's pussy and cum inside me. Just remember that for every thrust you're buying yourself another day in chastity."

    The more she moved her hips, the more turned on Austin got. He knew what she was doing. She was trying to tempt him into fucking her, into cursing himself into what might have been an exceptionally long stay in chastity.

    It worked. Austin fucked his wife. He fucked her as hard and fast as he could muster to try and cum quickly.

    "I can barely feel you," Penelope said as she laid still with her arms at her sides. She clearly wasn't going to do anything that might make Austin cum faster. "It's like you're not even inside me."

    Much to his surprise, her words turned Austin on. He felt his balls tighten up and his cock swell as he fucked her. He felt his orgasm approaching. He wasn't sure how many thrusts he'd already delivered, but he was going to cum. He was close. He was so close.

    "Oh, fuck," Austin said as he buried his cock in Penelope's pussy and climaxed.

    She moaned, ran her hands down his back, and grabbed his ass. "That's good, baby. Cum in my pussy. Enjoy your orgasm. Enjoy every second of it, because you won't be having another one for 32 days. I'm going to lock up your cock and keep you locked for 32 long days. I hope it was worth it."

    In the moment, it felt worth it. Austin suspected he wouldn't feel the same after more than a month in chastity, but in the moment it was pure bliss.
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    "Can I see it?"

    Austin felt an instant sense of panic and a mild tightness in his chest as that innocent-sounding question fell from the delicate, soft-looking lips of Penelope's best friend, Monica.

    "It?" Penelope asked, though she knew what Monica was asking about. After all, they'd spent the past fifteen minutes discussing the positive marital effects of Austin's ongoing chastity.

    "His cute little caged cock," Monica clarified with a smile.

    Penelope looked at Austin, offered a devilish smile of her own, and said, "It is cute, and I suppose it is quite little in the cage, isn't it, Austin?"

    His face suddenly felt hot as both women stared at him. He knew Monica was aware of the status of his cock - Penelope told her everything - but he hadn't expected to be the subject of conversation as they all enjoyed a glass of wine before the girls went out for a night on the town.

    "I...I guess," he said, hoping that his noncommittal answer would make it clear to Penelope that he wasn't comfortable talking about his cock with Monica in the room.

    "Aww, don't be shy, sweetie," Penelope replied. "Monica knows all about your locked up little cock. She knows about the fun we've been having. She even knows that it's been almost thirty days since you've been out of your cage for anything other than a quick cleaning."

    "It must be so hard," Monica said. She paused a moment before breaking out into laughter. "Well, actually, it's not getting hard at all, is it?"

    Penelope joined her in laughing - for longer than seemed necessary, at least to Austin - before saying, "We shouldn't laugh. We really shouldn't." She still had a bright smile on her face. "It's not been easy for him. He's been better behaved than he was when I first locked him up, but you're right that it's hard for a man to spend a month locked in a chastity device without even a hint of control over his cock."

    "I can imagine. My ex - Derek, the last guy I was serious with - would have gone out of his mind being locked up like you are, Austin. He'd get antsy after more than a few days without my pussy. I think it might have literally broken him to go a month without being able to fuck me, let alone to get hard," Monica said.

    Penelope sipped her wine, leaned forward - showing off her cleavage in the tight red sheath dress she'd selected for the evening - and asked, "Has it been difficult for you, Austin?"

    Penelope knew the answer to the question before she'd asked it and the smile that crossed her face made it perfectly clear how delighted she was with how difficult she'd made the past month.

    She had, and she'd done so purposefully. She'd teased him each and every day, offering a surplus of physical contact and pleasure, ranging from random deep kisses throughout the day to spending a great deal of time either naked or in lingerie, especially in the last week, all as part of her stated desire to keep Austin in a state of intense, overwhelming desire.

    "Yes, it's been difficult," he answered with a smile of his own, for there was pleasure in the relentless teasing. Of course there was. That was the whole point of being locked in chastity, of indulging in that sort of play with his beautiful wife. "I feel like Penelope has mastered the art of teasing over the past month, and I'm fairly certain she's come to find great pleasure in it."

    "Is he right?" Monica asked.

    Penelope nodded. "He certainly is. I know I've indicated as much to you, Monica, but I'll just come right out and say that teasing him while he's locked makes me wet. In fact, most of the time it leaves me utterly soaked. That's why Austin's tongue and that cock sheath I bought him have gotten a great deal of use over the past month, and even more so over the past week and a half. The more desperate he gets, the hornier I get."

    Austin had fucked her with the sheath - which was essentially a hollow dildo that was place over his cock, either while he was caged or while he was allowed out of his cage - four times in the past week, and each time Penelope had enjoyed what seemed to be a massively pleasurable orgasm.

    "Do you miss the feel of a real cock?" Monica asked.

    Penelope held Austin's gaze as her lips curled into a decidedly naughty smile. "A little, I suppose, but the pleasure I get out of teasing him - and the orgasms I have when I'm turned on from teasing him - far outweigh the pleasure of having his cock inside me. Plus, Austin can last as long as I need when he wears the sheath and he can't last very long at all when I grant him the privilege of sliding his cock into my wet pussy."

    "Thirty two strokes," Monica said. "That's so quick, and yet it wasn't quick enough, was it Austin? Now that you're almost done with your thirty two days in chastity, do you wish you'd cum even sooner? Do you wish you'd shown you're wife that you're far less than a minute man, that you're capable of being a literal two pump chump?"

    "Yes," Austin admitted. Had he cum quicker he'd almost certainly have been let out of his cage sooner. The difficulties of the past week - during which he'd spent every waking moment in a state of desire that bordered on overwhelming - would have been avoided entirely if he'd only managed to cum faster.

    "I suppose I do miss the feel of a real cock inside me, though," Penelope said with what seemed to be a genuinely contemplative look on her face. "Not enough to abandon chastity play, of course, but I do miss it."

    Monica stared at Austin as she took a long sip of her wine. She swallowed, leaned forward to flash her wondrous cleavage, and said, "That guy at the bar - the one you kissed while I filmed - would have fucked you."

    Austin's pulse quickened as he studied Penelope's face for a reaction - of any kind - to her friend's not-so-subtle proposal that she solve her problem of missing the feeling of a real cock - a seemingly minor problem, as far as Austin was concerned - by fucking someone else.

    "What do you think, Austin?" Penelope asked as both women turned towards him. "Based on what you saw in that video, would he have fucked me? Would he have fucked your wife?"

    "Yes, he would have," Austin answered. "He would have been more than willing, in fact."

    "And what would you have thought of that, Austin?" Monica asked. "If your wife fucked another man, how would that make you feel?"

    Austin's gaze darted from one beautiful woman to the other as they both stared at him. "I...I don't know," he answered.

    Penelope slid a little to her left and patted the couch cushion next to her. "Come, sit with us."

    Austin stood and slowly moved towards his wife and her beautiful friend. Both women looked up at him and smiled, and as he was about to sit, Penelope held up her hand to stop him.

    "Actually, take off your pants before you sit," she instructed. "Monica asked to see your locked up little cock and this seems like as good a time as any to do that."

    Monica looked genuinely giddy at the idea of seeing Austin's chastised cock, which helped him get over the nerves he felt at the idea of exposing himself in that manner. After all, his dick was decidedly unimpressive in its cage.

    "Go ahead," Penelope said softly. "Show us both your little caged cock and then you can sit between us."

    Austin's fingers trembled just a little as he stepped out of his shoes, unbuttoned his pants, and slowly lowered the zipper. It would have been the world's worst striptease were he actually trying to arouse his wife and her friend, for he must have seemed terribly nervous.

    It wasn't long before Austin was naked from the waist down, though, and for a few moments all he could do was stare at the couch cushion, for the idea of meeting the gaze of either woman felt deeply uncomfortable.

    "I've never seen anything like it," Monica said.

    "It's really quite something, isn't it?" Penelope replied.

    "What happens when he gets turned on?" Monica asked.

    Penelope laughed softly. "Why don't we find out? Austin, my love, sit on the couch. Sit between us."

    Austin approached the couch, turned around, and sat between the two exceedingly beautiful women in low cut, tight dresses that would no doubt draw the stares of every single guy in whatever bar or club they ended up in that night.

    Both women immediately moved closer. Austin felt Monica's thigh against his and looked down to see their legs touching. He felt the warmth of her breath against his neck as she leaned closer. Penelope did the same and that was all it took for Austin's cock to try and stir to life in the tight confines of its cage.

    "May I touch him?" Monica asked.

    "Of course," Penelope replied.

    Austin held his breath as Monica rested her hand on his knee. It remained there for a few moments before her fingers traveled up his thigh at an achingly slow pace. Penelope's hand moved to his other knee and she matched her friend's movement, teasing him with her impossibly gentle touch and sending dual waves of pleasure towards Austin's crotch.

    "Can you see it trying to grow?" Penelope asked. "Can you see the way his locked up little dick is so desperate to escape his cage?"

    Melody let out a delighted giggle as her fingers inched towards Austin's cock. "Look at how it's filled the cage, how it's poking through the bars, how it wants so desperately to escape from its prison. Does it hurt, Austin? Does it hurt when you try to get hard?"

    "A little," he answered. "It aches more than anything."

    Monica's fingers reached his crotch and she ran them over the bars of the chastity cage, doing so slowly and touching the little bits of flesh that poked through.

    "Look at all that precum," she said.

    "He's leaked more with each passing day in chastity," Penelope replied. "There have been a few nights where I've had to put a condom on his little caged cock to prevent him from making an absolute mess."

    Monica laughed and ran her finger over the tip of his cock, collecting some of his precum in the process. She held her finger up and Austin stared at the slippery fluid coating her flesh.

    "You can feed it to him," Penelope said. "I think he might even enjoy sucking on your finger."

    Monica leaned in a little closer and asked, "Is she right, Austin? Would you enjoy sucking your precum off my finger?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Monica moved her slippery finger closer and said, "Go ahead, then. Suck it clean."

    Austin leaned forward, took her finger between his lips, and sucked it clean. He swirled his tongue around it and listened as Monica offered up a soft moan. A moment later Austin felt her lips against his neck. She kissed him softly and he groaned as the ache between his legs intensified.

    "I can see why you like this," Monica said as she pulled her finger from his mouth. "The sense of power is incredible. It doesn't take much to drive him wild when he's like this, does it?"

    "No, it doesn't," Penelope replied as she took Austin's caged cock and balls in her hand and caressed him gently. "He's completely at my mercy when he's locked up, and when it's been even a week he becomes something of a slave to his arousal. He wants to be turned on, and yet he knows he's going to suffer for it. That doesn't stop him from craving it, though, and of course he's willing to do just about anything for the chance to be released from his cage and given the orgasm he craves."

    Monica kissed his neck again and when combined with Penelope's handling of his caged cock and balls, Austin's arousal reached an incredible height as his cock throbbed - and painfully so - inside the chastity device.

    "You could make him do just about anything you wanted, couldn't you?" Monica asked.

    Penelope leaned in to kiss the other side of his neck and Austin closed his eyes and breathed deeply as the pain between his legs grew, almost to the point of being too much to bear.

    "I can, and I've already explored that power to a certain degree," she said. "He does more chores around the house than he used to. He serves my pussy a great deal more often than he used to. He didn't complain at all when I kissed another man, and he had quite the orgasm as I jerked him off while letting him watch the video and telling him about how good the kiss was. The best part is, I feel like I've only explored just a fraction of the power that holding Austin's chastity key gives me."

    Austin groaned as both women kissed his neck while Penelope played with his locked cock and Monica caressed his thigh. He'd indulged in threesome fantasies when he was a younger man, but they'd never involved his dick being unable to get hard thanks to its encasement in a prison.

    "So it sounds like, if you wanted, you could absolutely fuck someone else," Monica said. "In fact, you could fuck someone else tonight if you wanted, couldn't you?"

    Austin doubled over from the pain between his legs and Penelope released his cock from her grasp and ran her hand up and down his back. She laughed a little, too, making it clear she didn't feel much in the way of sympathy for his suffering.

    It wasn't his wife's laughter that worried Austin, though. It was the arousal he felt at the notion of her fucking someone else. Her kissing another man had turned him on, too, but that was a far cry from sex, and yet Austin's dick continued to throb as he imagined Penelope going a great deal further than a quick kiss on the dance floor.

    "Austin, my love, are you bent over like that because your little locked up dick just tried to get hard?" Penelope asked.

    He didn't answer. He wasn't sure he wanted to admit that he was turned on at the idea of her having sex with someone else.

    "I think he is," Monica said. "I think he likes the idea of his wife getting what she needs, and since his dick is all locked up he can't very well fuck you, can he? And if he can't fuck you and you're missing a real cock, what else are you supposed to do?"

    Austin sat up and looked at his wife. "You could let me out," he said.

    "For another thirty two pumps?" Penelope asked as she reached between his legs and grasped his balls. She took a firm grip and pulled down, asserting her ownership. "Do you really think that's all I deserve, Austin? Thirty two pumps - probably even less this time, if we're being honest - from your cock before you explode inside me? Do you really think that's the kind of sex your loving wife - the wife that granted your birthday wish by locking you in chastity - deserves?"

    Austin shook his head. "No, no, it's not. You deserve better. You do."

    "Yes, she does," Monica said. "She deserves someone that can fuck her long and hard. Someone that can last as long as she needs. Someone that can satisfy her every desire before he cums."

    Austin thought of another man cumming while inside his wife and his cock once again surged in the chastity device. The ache returned, but this time Penelope put a hand on his chest and pushed back so he couldn't lean forward.

    "So you wouldn't mind if I fucked someone else tonight, Austin?" she asked. "You wouldn't mind if your wife - and your keyholder - invited another man into her pussy tonight?"

    He shook his head. "No, I wouldn't mind." He did mind. Part of him did, at least. Another part of him seemed to want it, and then there was the part of him that agreed entirely that Penelope deserved someone that could last more than a few dozen thrusts before cumming.

    "I suppose you could just end the chastity experiment entirely," Monica suggested. "I mean, surely he'd be able to last long enough once he got rid of that thirty day load he's been building up."

    Austin felt an unexpected sense of panic at the idea of his time in chastity coming to an end. It seemed that his body and brain were in agreement that he wanted to continue the kinky play his wife had initiated as a birthday present. "No, I don't want...I don't want that."

    "Aww, don't worry, darling," Penelope replied as she caressed his face. "You don't need to worry. I'm having far too much fun - and, let's be honest, you're a better husband when you're locked in chastity - to let you out. You're going to be staying in that device for a long, long time."

    Austin was simultaneously relieved, excited, and a little terrified, in no small part because the look on her face and the tone in her voice made it seem like he was looking at a lifetime of chastity play.

    "I don't know if I'll fuck someone else tonight, Austin," Penelope said, "but I like knowing that I have your support if I decide to let another man take me home, and I have to say that I find the idea of spending the night in another man's bed - and getting my tight pussy pounded by his big cock as many times as I can handle - does sound awfully good after I've denied myself real dick for so long."

    Monica kissed Austin's neck and grasped his caged cock and balls. Her touch was different than Penelope's and there was something about his wife's friend caressing his genitals that felt so thrilling, to the point that he moaned.

    "Oh, I think he likes it," Penelope said.

    "I think he does, too," Monica replied. "And, I hope this is okay to say, but I like it too. I actually think I'm a little bit wet from teasing your locked up husband."

    That turned Austin on even more, leading to yet another surge of lust between his legs.

    "Well, perhaps we can arrange for you to have a little time with Austin in the future," Penelope suggested. "I'd have no problem leaving the two of you alone for a little while. You can let your imagination run wild, Monica."

    Monica squeezed his balls a little. "I'd love that."

    "For now, though, it's time for us to enjoy a night out while Austin works his way through the chore list I left for him," Penelope said.

    Monica released his cock and balls and they both stood. Austin joined them and walked the ladies to the front door with his locked cock and balls dangling in the open air.

    "I'll let you know if I'm going to welcome another man into my pussy," Penelope said as she opened the door. "I'm certainly wet enough that he'd be able to fill me with ease, but I'll have to find the right man." She stepped towards him, softly kissed Austin on the lips, and added, "Though I can tell you, my love, that it will happen at some point. If not tonight, then soon, as talking about it has opened my eyes to just how desperate I am to feel a nice cock inside me. I love when you fuck me with the sheath, but I need more, and you can't give it to me."

    "No, I can't," he replied.

    She kissed him again, this time with a great deal of tongue. Austin groaned as his cock surged in the cage and Penelope stepped back, blew him a kiss, and walked out the door.

    "We'll see each other again soon, Austin," Monica said before she too blew him a kiss and walked out.

    Austin stood there alone, horny, dripping precum, and beset by thoughts of his wife having sex with another man. Whether she did it or not, Austin knew he'd spend the whole night thinking about it, which seemed like it would be both a blessing and a curse. Either way, it was bound to make doing his chores more interesting.
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    "Hello, Austin. It's so good to see you again. Why don't you get rid of those pesky clothes for me?"

    Austin stood in the foyer and stared at Monica. He'd expected his wife to step through the door and the surprise of seeing her beautiful friend was more than enough to leave him speechless.

    "Austin, did you hear me?" Monica asked as she stepped closer.

    "Where's...where's Penelope?"

    The smile on Monica's face answered the question without her having to utter a single word. Penelope was with someone else. She'd followed through on her teasing. She'd gone home with another man. That was the only possible explanation.

    "Take your clothes off, Austin," Monica demanded. "I want to see that locked up little cock of yours."

    Before leaving, Penelope had hinted at the idea of letting Monica play with Austin. He didn't entirely believe that would ever come to pass and he certainly didn't believe it would happen the same night that Penelope had suggested the notion.

    "Penelope said you'd be a good boy," Monica continued as she set her purse down. "You don't want to disappoint your wife, do you? After all, she's the one that controls that cock of yours and I'm fairly certain she'd be willing to leave you locked up for a long, long time if you fail to do as I desire, Austin."

    Penelope had already proven she was willing to leave Austin locked for a painfully long time, and he had every reason to believe that she'd sent Monica to their home to play with him.

    Then Monica's phone buzzed. She bent down, pulled it from her purse, and smiled as brightly as Austin had ever seen a woman smiled as she looked at the screen.

    "What is it?" Austin asked.

    Monica held her phone close to her chest and said, "You enjoyed that video of your wife kissing another man, didn't you?"

    He nodded.

    "Well, Penelope is doing more than kissing tonight," Monica said with a smile. "She just sent proof. She said I could show it to you if I wanted to."

    Monica stepped closer and reached between Austin's legs to grasp his caged cock through his pants. She squeezed hard, smiled, and leaned in until he could feel the warmth of her breath against his neck.

    "Do you want to see your wife's soft, plump, perfect lips wrapped around another man's cock, Austin?" she whispered.

    Austin groaned as his cock surged in the chastity cage.

    "It turns you on, doesn't it?" Monica asked before gently kissing his neck. "You want to see your wife sucking someone else's cock. You want to see another man's long, thick dick in your wife's pretty little mouth, don't you?"

    "Yes," Austin admitted as the ache deepened between his legs.

    "Then take your fucking clothes off and let me see that locked up little dick of yours," Monica ordered as she stepped back.

    Austin stripped. He felt nervous - he knew what Penelope liked and how to please her, but Monica felt like something of a wild card - but he stripped because Penelope had sent her friend to their house and Austin was determined to please her because it's what his wife would have wanted.

    Monica smiled at the sight of his cock - which was already dripping precum - and then slowly turned around, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Be a good boy and help me out of my dress."

    Austin stepped closer and unzipped Monica's dress. He pushed the straps off her shoulders and worked the fabric down her body, over her hips, and to the ground. She was exquisitely beautiful and touching her - even in an incidental manner - proved far more arousing than he'd expected. Though he was tempted to plant a kiss on her perfect ass, Austin stood instead.

    "Back on your knees," she said. "Remove my panties."

    Austin's heart pounded and his cock throbbed as he dropped to his knees. Monica's phone buzzed as he did so and he leaned to the side to try and catch a glimpse of the screen. She hid it from him, though.

    "They're back at his place," Monica said. "I honestly wasn't sure if your beautiful wife was going to go all the way tonight, Austin, but it appears as though she's going to get fucked."

    Austin slipped his fingers into the waistband of Monica's panties and pulled them down. She looked over her shoulder, smiled, and then stepped away and spun around. He stared at her lean, breathtakingly beautiful body. Her chest was flushed red with desire, her nipples were hard, and her pussy lips were pink and puffy with arousal.

    "She's on her knees in his living room," she explained. "She's sucking his cock again. Now, though, she's naked, Austin. Your beautiful wife is naked in another man's home with his big cock in her mouth. How does that make you feel?"

    "Excited...nervous...turned on...a little scared, I think," he answered.

    Monica closed the distance between them, grabbed a fistful of Austin's hair and pulled back until he was staring up at her. She tightened her grip, pulled hard enough to cause genuine pain, and said, "I could have gone home with a guy tonight. I met someone exceptionally handsome, in fact. I danced with him. I kissed him. I let him run his strong hands all over my body. I even felt him get hard for me, Austin. I wanted to play with you, though. I asked your beautiful wife if I could have fun with you while she had fun with her man. Now, are you going to be good for me? Are you going to let me have fun with you?"

    He nodded. "Yes, Monica. I'll be good for you."

    Monica looked at her phone, tapped the screen with her thumb, and turned it around. Austin saw his wife's lips wrapped around a big cock. It looked like she was in a car. He could see a little bit of the steering wheel, though the guy didn't seem to be driving. Instead, he was doing the only thing that made sense: Enjoying a blowjob from another man's wife.

    "How does that make you feel, Austin?" Monica asked. "Does it make that locked up little dick of yours throb to see your wife blowing another man in his car?"

    "Yes," Austin admitted. His cock was throbbing, and that throbbing caused a rather painful ache.

    "Did you ever imagine this is where your little chastity fantasy would take you, Austin?" Monica asked as she turned the phone around, depriving him of the oddly compelling pleasure of watching his wife give a blowjob.

    He shook his head. "I really didn't. I just...I just liked the idea of giving up control, of surrendering that control to Penelope, of being denied."

    Monica released her grip on his hair and reached between her legs. She spread her pussy lips and Austin stared at the wetness that coated her pink flesh. "I think you might have awakened a part of Penelope that she wasn't even aware of. The part of her that enjoys that control you gave her. The part of her that wants to see just how far she can go in enjoying that control. Most men - even men like you that want to be locked up - wouldn't tolerate their wives using that control to fuck someone else. But you're not most men, are you, Austin?"

    "No, I'm not," he answered.

    Monica plunged two fingers deep into her pussy, held them there for a few seconds, and then swiftly pushed them into Austin's mouth. He closed his lips around them and moaned while tasting her surprisingly sweet juices.

    Again Monica looked at her phone and tapped the screen. With her fingers still in Austin's mouth, she turned the phone around and he watched his wife's head bob up and down in another man's lap. Penelope had provided a video. A video of her sucking cock in another man's living room. She was on her knees and between his legs. His dick was in her mouth. She was giving a rather passionate blowjob, too.

    Monica chuckled as she pulled her fingers from his mouth. "She doesn't suck your dick like that, does she Austin?"

    He wasn't sure how she could tell, but she was right. "No, she doesn't."

    Monica's fingers entwined in his hair and she stepped forward. Her pussy was so close to Austin's face that the intoxicating scent of her desire filled his nose. "That's how a woman sucks cock when she's possessed by an otherworldly kind of desire, Austin. The kind of desire that makes a woman decide to fuck a man after only having known him for a few hours. The kind of desire that makes a woman want to step outside her marriage for the first time in her life."

    The video played over and over and Austin couldn't take his eyes off of it. The sounds of a blowjob - both Penelope and the guy moaning and the wetness of her sucking - filled the air and the scent of Monica's pussy danced in Austin's nose, driving him wild.

    "Monica...can I...can I eat your pussy?" he asked.

    She smiled down at him. "That's something you'll have to earn, Austin. My pussy - any pussy, really - is a reward for you. The chance to make me cum is a reward for you. Plus, I'd guess that it's going to be quite some time before your lovely wife gets home. I can't imagine she's going to be satisfied with taking that big dick of his just once. She might even spend the night, Austin, which means we have plenty of time to play."

    Monica released his hair, stepped back, and once again turned her phone around, depriving Austin of the relentlessly arousing view of his wife giving a blowjob.

    "Go pour me a glass of wine," Monica ordered.

    Austin hopped to his feet and rushed towards the kitchen. He hastily opened a bottle of wine, poured a glass for his wife's beautiful, naked friend, and headed for the living room.

    Monica had taken a seat on the couch and her legs were spread as Austin walked into the room. He stared at her pussy, but she crossed her thighs rather quickly, depriving him of the exquisite view. Austin handed her the glass of wine and sank to his knees in front of Monica without hesitation.

    "You may worship my foot," she said.

    Austin eyed the delicate foot that dangled in front of him and reached up to run his fingers over the top. He ran both thumbs down the sole and Monica closed her eyes and purred in that way a woman sometimes does when she feels a deeply relaxing sort of pleasure.

    Emboldened, Austin leaned forward and took her toe in his mouth as he continued the foot massage. Monica moaned, sipped her wine, and picked up her phone. Austin couldn't tell what she was doing, but her thumb was moving with such swiftness that it looked like she was typing out a message.

    "I just told your wife that you're busy sucking on my toe while she's sucking another man's cock," Monica said as she set her phone down.

    Austin moaned at the mere mention of Penelope giving a blowjob.

    "Though I suppose he could be fucking her by now."

    He moaned again.

    "That really excites you, doesn't it?" Monica asked.

    Austin nodded.

    Monica's phone buzzed and she picked it up. A smile crossed her face. A moan of pleasure filled the air, and it wasn't Monica's. It came from her phone. It was Penelope.

    "What's she doing?" Austin asked.

    Monica looked down at him, but she didn't say a word. Another moan emanated from her phone, followed by another, and another, and another. It became clear what Penelope was doing.

    "Is she...did she send a video of him...is she getting fucked?" Austin asked.

    Monica wiggled her toe and Austin took it in his mouth once more. She tapped her phone's screen and the moaning began again. It had to be the sound of Penelope getting fucked. She wouldn't moan rhythmically if he was going down on her or fingering her. She was moaning like that because she had someone else's cock inside her.

    "She's on her back in his bed," Monica said. "Her pussy is soaked, Austin, and his big dick is stretching her so good. It looks like they just got started, too. Your wife has someone else's cock inside her right now. You're locked up in a little chastity cage and sucking on my toes while another man's big dick is pounding your wife's tight pussy."

    Austin was stunned at the arousal emanating from between his legs and the fairly intense ache that came right along with that arousal. His cock was desperate to get hard, and yet the cage made certain he had no chance of achieving an erection.

    Monica pulled her toe from his mouth, uncrossed her legs, and slowly spread them. With a glass of wine in one hand she used the other to play with her pussy, rubbing her fingers in slow circles over her labia, her pink insides, and her clit.

    "I can't believe how wet I am," she said. "I can't believe how much it turns me on that you're locked up while your wife is fucking someone else, Austin. It's just so fucking sexy, and I get to play with you all night if I want to."

    Austin watched as Monica masturbated in a slow, teasing fashion. It seemed as if she had no intention of getting off, that she was quite content to keep herself in a state of low level desire while he remained on his knees with precum dripping from his caged cock and an ever-increasing sense of desire coursing through him.

    She masturbated right up until finishing her glass of wine, and then Monica set the empty glass on the coffee table, stood, and spun around. She got on her hands and knees, looked over her shoulder at Austin, and said, "I want you to lick my asshole."

    She said it with a genuine twinkle in her eye, like she found it utterly enthralling to utter those particular words to a man. Austin was happy to be on the receiving end, though, as he experienced a surge of desire before leaning in, spreading her remarkably sexy ass cheeks, and eagerly licking her hole.

    As he rimmed his wife's friend, Austin heard the sounds of sex once more emanating from Monica's phone. It was different, though. It had to have been a new video. It sounded far more vigorous. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the air and Penelope's moans were louder and wilder.

    "Does she let you fuck her from behind?" Monica asked.

    "Almost never," Austin answered.

    She laughed. "She's letting him take her from behind on their first night together, and from the sounds of it, your wife is having a damn good time with another man's big dick pounding her pussy doggystyle."

    Austin wanted to see it. He was desperate to witness the sight of another man's cock fucking his wife from behind. He could only listen, though, as Monica had clearly made an effort to ensure he was denied the view he craved.

    "On your back, Austin," she instructed.

    The sounds of Penelope getting fucked continued to play as Austin got on his back on the living room floor. Monica backed off the couch, turned around, and walked over his body until her pussy rested above his crotch.

    Then, to Austin's complete and utter surprise, she sat across his pelvis. He felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy over his cage. He listened to Penelope's moaning - and the remarkably loud sounds of the guy fucking her from behind - and looked down to see that his caged cock had disappeared into Monica's pussy.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    He nodded vigorously.

    Monica slowly dragged her hips back and forth as she tapped her phone to play the video again. Austin watched a look of pleasure cross her face as Penelope moaned again and again and again. Pleasure spread through his loins - the pleasure provided by the intense warmth of Monica’s pussy - along with a growing sense of pain as his cock was offered direct stimulation in a truly remarkable way.

    "Another man's stiff dick is deep inside your wife," Monica said, "and your locked up cock can't get hard, can't enjoy the true pleasure of being inside a woman. Can you imagine if I had the key, Austin? If I let you out. If I let you inside me. If I rode your dick and told you to cum inside me."

    That would have felt impossibly good. Of course it would have. It would have been a mind-bending form of pleasure, especially with the sounds of his wife's sexual adventure playing.

    "Of course, I'd never do that," Monica said. "What would be the fun in that? If I wanted to get fucked, I'd have done home with a man like this."

    She turned the phone around and Austin groaned as he watched another man's cock fuck his wife. The guy must have been holding her phone and was doing a damn good job of capturing a nice POV view of his dick hammering Penelope's pussy from behind.

    "He's fucking her better than you do, isn't he?" Monica asked as she ground her pussy over his crotch even faster.

    "Yes," Austin answered.

    He was disappointed when the video stopped playing. In the moment, Austin felt like he could have watched his wife get fucked for hours.

    Monica set her phone aside, leaned down, and kissed Austin's neck softly. It sent a surge of pleasure down his spine and between his legs and his cock bulged in the cage. He moaned at the very particular combination of agony and pleasure that coursed through his body and for a moment he desperately wished he was actually inside of Monica, that there was actually a chance of cumming, of achieving the orgasm he craved.

    In what felt like an instant, Monica dragged her pussy up his chest and onto his face. She grabbed a handful of his hair and he put his tongue to work, licking her clit feverishly while she moaned. Her thighs trembled, juices poured from her pussy, and she rolled her neck back, closed her eyes, and let out a wondrous scream.

    Then, for a few seconds, Monica went totally silent as her body tensed up. She pulled his hair tight, held it for a moment, and then leaned forward as a long, low moan escaped her lips while the trembling of her legs reached a fever pitch. She was cumming. She was cumming on his face. She was using Austin to cum and it felt spectacularly good.

    Finally, Monica sat up, dragged her hips back until she was sitting across his chest, and offered a hazy smile. "Thank you for that, Austin."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    Monica stood, sat on the couch, and said, "Get me another glass of wine, would you? And feel free to pour yourself one."

    Austin grabbed her glass and returned to the kitchen. He grabbed the bottle of wine and another glass and headed for the living room. Monica was looking at her phone with a smile on her face as he approached the couch.

    "Round one is over," she said. "Join me."

    Austin set the glasses on the coffee table, filled them both with wine, and sat next to Monica. She turned the phone his way and he saw a picture of Penelope. She was naked in the other guy's bed and a used condom rested on her stomach. The guy was lying next to her with his hand on one of her breasts and his half hard cock resting on her thigh.

    "How does that make you feel?" Monica asked.

    "Turned on," Austin replied.

    She turned to him, leaned in, and kissed him softly on the lips. The act of affection caught him off guard, but when she reached between his legs, grabbed his caged cock and balls, and pulled hard enough to cause just a bit of pain, he knew it wasn't meant to be a particularly intimate kiss. She was playing with him. Teasing him. Toying with him. It felt good, too.

    "She said she's planning on spending the night," Monica said softly. "She also said I could spend the night with you, if I wanted. How would you feel about being my plaything all night?"

    "I'd love that," Austin replied.

    Monica released his cock, set her phone aside, and grabbed both wine glasses from the coffee table. She handed one to Austin, lifted her glass, and said, "A toast to a night of pleasure - for me, at least."

    Austin took a sip and smiled, for a night of serving Monica while watching what he imagined would be an endless streaming of videos of his wife fucking someone else was bound to be pleasurable for him, too.
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    "Was he well-behaved?" Penelope asked.

    "He was exquisite," Monica replied. "I can't tell you how much I enjoyed myself, and I can't thank you enough for giving me the opportunity to play with him, Penelope. It was an incredible night."

    Austin smiled as he waited on his knees in the living room. His cock ached in the chastity cage - which was the only thing he was wearing, at Monica's instruction - as he listened to his cuck sitter offer a glowing review of his behavior and the pleasures he'd offered with his tongue and fingers throughout their time together.

    "I honestly lost count of how many times he made me cum," Monica continued. "I can see why you like having him in that little cage. There's something so exquisite about the sense of control I felt, and I can't say enough about his willingness - eagerness, really - to obey. To see him on his knees with that puppy dog look on his face. To see his delight when I gave him permission to worship my pussy. Hell, to see his delight when I gave him permission to suck on my toes was just incredible. Tell me, though, how was your night?"

    "It exceeded my expectations in every imaginable way," Penelope said. "His cock...Monica, his cock was exquisite, to borrow your word. It's been so long since I've had a cock like that inside me, and I had it inside me over, and over, and over again last night and this morning. I went a little bit wild, if I'm being honest. It was like some long slumbering part of me awakened when I gave him head in the car and I turned into some desperate cock addict that couldn't get enough of him."

    Monica laughed in delight. "It sounds like he was more than up to the task of satisfying you, though."

    "Mmm, he certainly was," Penelope replied as Austin's cock throbbed to the point of causing a fair bit of pain. He couldn't help it, though. His wife was waxing rhapsodic about the pleasures another man's dick had offered her and for some reason that filled Austin with an intense kind of lust. The fact that Penelope had sent pictures - and that Monica had happily showed them to Austin - only turned him on more, for he had no trouble conjuring those images in his head.

    "To be honest, I'm a little sore," Penelope added. "I suppose that's what happens when you take a big cock half a dozen times in less than twelve hours, though."

    "Half a dozen times?" Monica asked.

    Penelope laughed. "I know. I told you. I went wild. The first time felt so good, Monica, that I couldn't help myself. Four times last night and twice this morning. Each time I came so fucking hard, too. Each and every time. He was unlike any man I've ever been with."

    Austin wished he could masturbate. He wished his cock could get hard so he could take it in his hand and masturbate as he listened to his wife's delighted sharing of just how much pleasure she'd received with another man's cock inside her.

    "Did you get his number?" Monica asked excitedly.

    "Of course I did," Penelope said. "He insisted I take it, actually."

    "Well, you made him cum six times, and he's a man, so of course he insisted you take it," Monica said.

    "Actually, I made him cum seven times," Penelope corrected her. "Six times while he fucked me and once in my mouth. It was right before I left, in fact. I couldn't help myself. I wanted to make sure that his body was awash in pleasure as I walked out."

    "I'm sure you accomplished that," Monica replied with a laugh. "Well, thank you again for letting me play with your locked up husband last night. If you ever need someone to watch him for the night, please don't hesitate to call. It was a truly thrilling experience."

    "I'm sure I'll make use of your services again," Penelope said before opening the door.

    Austin's heart beat a little faster as his reunion with his wife - fresh off of fucking another man for the first time - was now imminent. He heard Penelope's heels on the floor. He looked up to see her stride into the living room in the same astoundingly sexy outfit she'd worn the night before.

    "Good morning, Austin," she said before a naughty smile crossed her lips. Her eyes wandered down his torso and focused between his legs and that smile grew brighter. Austin looked down to see that his caged cock was leaking precum and doing so quite profusely. "It seems that you enjoyed hearing about my night with Colton."

    "Colton? Is that his name?" Austin asked.

    Penelope nodded and stepped closer. "It's a good name, isn't it? A strong name. It's fitting for him, as Colton's a strong man. An alpha male, I'd say. A strong, confident alpha male that took me back to his place and made sure that I was completely and utterly satisfied."

    She extended her foot and Austin looked down at her beautifully painted toenails in her strappy black heels that made her ass look astoundingly good. Penelope ran her toe around his locked cock and through the precum that had leaked out of him.

    "Clean it," she instructed. "Clean your mess from my toe like a good boy."

    She stepped back and Austin fell to his hands and knees, lowered his head, and greedily licked and sucked his sweet precum from her toe and the very tip of her strappy shoe.

    "You're so well-behaved," she said. "So eager to please me. So eager to do as you're told. It seems that you're not longer eager to complain about the fact that your cock is locked in chastity and that you're going to stay locked up for as long as I desire it."

    Austin sat back, looked up at his wife, and replied, "No, I won't complain. I don't want to complain. I...I like being locked up. I mean, not always, and I don't like every second of my time in chastity, but I like that you're in control. I like that you're...that you're different since you locked me up. Like, the way you described some part of you being unleashed when you gave Colton head in the car. I just...there's something so sexy about that part of you coming out because I'm in chastity, and there's something so hot about the fact that you got fucked so many times last night and this morning, and about you having sucked him off right before you left."

    Penelope smiled and bent over. Austin stared at her lips as they approached his and his pulse quickened as he thought about those plump, soft, perfect lips being wrapped around another man's cock.

    "Did you enjoy the pictures I sent, Austin? Did you enjoy seeing my lips around another man's cock?" she asked softly.

    "Yes," he replied with a vigorous nod.

    "And are you thinking about the fact that I sucked another man's cock no more than half an hour ago? That his big dick was between my lips, that it was moving in and out of my mouth, that I was on my knees for him and moaning as I sucked his cock because I wanted him to cum in my mouth?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "And what else are you thinking, Austin? What's behind that wild, lusty look I see in your eyes?"

    "I...I want to kiss you," he answered.

    Penelope smiled brightly. "I sucked another man's cock and you want to kiss me?"

    He nodded again.

    "Mmm, isn't that delightfully naughty. Well, I suppose you deserve a reward after being so good for Monica. Stand up," she instructed.

    Austin stood and she reached out and took his caged cock and balls in her hand. She gently teased his testicles and ran her fingers through the precum that covered the tip of the Holy Trainer. Then Penelope leaned closer, parted her lips, tilted her head, and kissed him.

    It wasn't as if Austin could taste Colton's cock or cum. He didn't need to, though. The fact that his wife had blown another man and was now kissing him was all Austin needed to feel an intense, unexpected level of pleasure. It was incredible in every way and he couldn't help but moan as lust surged through his body and caused his cock to try and grow in the tight confines of the chastity device that encased him. It hurt, but it was the kind of pain that Austin had come to find pleasure in over the months of chastity play he and Penelope had engaged in.

    She pulled away just a bit and then lifted her fingers. Austin stared at the slippery precum that coated them, parted his lips, and leaned forward. Penelope smiled as he sucked her fingers clean and he saw a flash of lust in her eyes as she undoubtedly took pleasure in his willingness to offer his mouth in that manner.

    "Let's go to the bedroom," she said.

    Penelope kissed him once more - this time with a wealth of tongue - and then turned and walked away. Austin took a moment to stare at his wife's incredible ass and then followed her to the bedroom. She instructed him to help her undress and he did so dutifully, removing every article of clothing until he was staring at her flawless naked body.

    "You look so hot," he said.

    "Colton thought the same thing," Penelope replied as she ran her hands over her body in a remarkably seductive manner. "Once he got me naked, I didn't put a single article of clothing on until I was ready to leave this morning. He didn't either. I slept naked in his arms. I felt his hard body against mine. I felt his beautiful cock get hard for me this morning. I felt it press into my ass. I felt his desire for me and I rewarded it with a blowjob. I lured him out of sleep with my mouth, Austin, and when he was hard as a rock I rolled a condom down his glorious cock and took it for a long, slow ride while he moaned and played with my tits."

    Austin's dick throbbed, but it wasn't hard like Colton's had been. It was soft in the small chastity device. It was desperate to get hard, but there was no chance of that. Not unless Penelope was in a generous mood.

    "Get in the bed," she instructed. "On your back."

    Austin hurried into the bed and rolled onto his back. His beautiful wife crawled on top of him, straddled his crotch, and lowered her pussy onto his caged cock. She sat up, smiled, and ran her hands up her body before grasping her breasts. Then she slowly rocked her hips back and forth and Austin felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy surround his soft, locked up cock.

    "I fucked him just like this," she said. "He was on his back just like you are. I was on top. Only, his dick wasn't locked up in a little cage. His dick was hard as a rock and buried in my tight pussy. His dick was deeper inside me than yours has ever gone, Austin, and it felt so much better than I thought it would."

    "Oh...fuck...Penelope," Austin replied as he stopped himself from begging for his release.

    "I fucked him good, baby," Penelope said. "I took my time. I rode him nice and slow at first. I gave him my pussy, my body. I urged him to play with my tits. I urged him to enjoy my married pussy - he very much enjoyed that I was married and fucking someone else with my husband's knowledge - and I made sure he was as turned on as a man could be before I started riding him a little faster."

    As she shared the details of her early morning encounter, Penelope rode Austin faster, grinding her pussy over his locked cock and bathing it in the incredible wetness dripping out of her.

    "That feels so good," he said.

    Penelope smiled. "Yeah? Even though you're not hard, baby? You still like it when I ride your locked up little dick?"

    He nodded.

    "Colton liked it when I rode his big, hard dick. He liked it when I told him how good it felt inside me. He really liked it when I told him it felt better than your cock," she explained.

    Austin moaned. He moaned and his loins tingled with unexpected pleasure. He wasn't sure why he found that particular nugget of information so arousing, but he did.

    Penelope smiled. "It seems that your chastity is teaching us both new and delightful things about ourselves, doesn't it, Austin? It seems that you like that I fucked someone with a bigger cock, and that I made sure to tell him he's bigger and that he fucked me better than my husband."

    Austin moaned again and nodded.

    "And it seems that I thoroughly enjoyed having sex with another man while my husband was at home with my friend and locked up in a tight little cage so he couldn't even think about being a naughty boy and cumming without his wife's permission," Penelope continued.

    She leaned down and kissed his neck while gently grinding her pussy back and forth over his cock. Austin ran his hands down his wife's back and grabbed her ass, eliciting a moan before she nibbled on his earlobe.

    "You know that things are going to be different now," she whispered. "Now that I've fucked someone else - and cum so hard on his big cock - I can't go back to being the kind of wife that's sexually devoted to her husband. Now that I've experienced that freedom and the pleasure that comes with it, it won't be possible for you to satisfy me, Austin. It just won't be."

    "I know," he answered. "And I...I don't want to go back, Penelope. I...I like that you fucked someone else last night, and this morning. And I really liked...I really liked that you let Monica stay over, that you let her play with me, that you let me serve her."

    Penelope sat up and rested her hands on his chest. She smiled and maneuvered her pussy so it swallowed his caged cock almost entirely, bathing him in an astoundingly pleasurable kind of heat and wetness.

    "Monica was as happy as I've ever seen her this morning," Penelope said. "Which means you did a very good job last night and I imagine she'll be eager to come and say with you the next time I spend the night with another man."

    She lifted her pussy from his cock, moved backwards until she was at the foot of the bed, and then sat and spread her legs. Austin stared between them and imagined Colton fucking her. He imagined the other man's big cock moving in and out of Penelope's pussy. He imagined his wife offering that pleasure over and over, giving herself to Colton as many times as he desired her and doing so happily.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asked.

    "More than anything," Austin replied.

    Penelope smiled. "I'm sure you would. You must be desperate for an orgasm, in fact, as I can't remember the last time your cock leaked quite as much precum as it's leaking today."

    "I am. I'm desperate."

    "I'm going to let you orgasm," she replied, lifting his spirits, "but only after you've made me cum as many times as Colton did."

    "How many orgasms did he give you?" Austin asked.

    "Eight."

    Austin crawled between Penelope's legs and kissed her soft, smooth thighs. He stared at her plump, pink, slippery pussy lips and inhaled the distinct smell of sex, though he held off from licking her without permission.

    "Can I make you cum right now?" he asked.

    Penelope reached down and slipped two fingers into her pussy. Austin watched them disappear and listened to the intoxicating sounds of wetness as she began to fuck herself.

    "I don't know if I should let you," she said. "I think it might be fun to spend a few weeks teasing you, to make you work really, really hard to make me cum eight times. I think it might be fun to keep you locked up for as long as possible. It might even be fun to add to your count. Colton gave me his number, after all, and I'll bet I could call him tomorrow and ask him to fuck me again. I could add a few more orgasms to your count. I could make you go months without being let out of your cage if Colton can use that big cock of his to stay ahead of you, to keep making your wife cum so fucking hard."

    "Please, don't do that," Austin replied. He didn't want to beg, but he felt a sudden sense of desperation at the idea of being denied for such a long period of time. "Please, Penelope, let me make you cum. Let me worship your pussy. I can smell the sex and it's driving me wild. Please, let me taste you. Let me lick you. Let me give you an orgasm."

    Penelope added a third finger to her pussy and moaned before asking, "Do you like the way my pussy smells after Colton fucked me? Do you like the smell of sex, Austin?"

    He nodded vigorously.

    She pulled her fingers out and shoved them in his mouth. Austin closed his eyes and sucked, tasting the sweetness of her juices and moaning because there was something so kinky about it.

    "You're tasting me, Austin. You're tasting the pussy that Colton fucked twice this morning. You're tasting the pussy that was stretched around another man's cock while your dick was locked in that little cage," she said, filling him with desire in the process. "I just don't know if I should let you put your tongue in my pussy."

    He sucked until she pulled her fingers free and then he begged. "Please, Penelope, I don't have to make you cum. I don't. I know you can do whatever you want, that you can make me stay in this cage for months without an orgasm. But please, just give me the pleasure of tasting you. Even if you don't let me cum, even if you don't let me get started on catching up to Colton, please just let me put my tongue inside you. Let me taste you."

    "Go ahead," she said.

    Austin crawled forward and plunged his tongue into her pussy. He pushed as deep as he could go and her labia spread over his face, covering his cheeks in her slippery juices while he tasted where another man's cock had gone. Penelope tasted different. It wasn't an overwhelming difference, but it was different. Austin was tasting sex. The sex his wife had enjoyed with another man. He wasn't sure if it was the residue of the condom or just a mixture of sweat or perhaps a different kind of juice from her pussy, but it was the taste of sex and it was exquisite.

    "You're going to have to compete with Colton," she said. "I'm not letting you out of your cage for an orgasm until you've surpassed the number of orgasms he gives me. Right now, it's eight, but it's almost certainly going to go higher, and unlike him, you're going to have to earn the right to give me an orgasm, Austin. You'll have to prove that you're worthy of pleasuring me, of making me cum with that lovely tongue of yours. You'll have to do it each and every time, and begging won't get it done. You'll have to be creative, or there's a very good chance you won't come out of that cock cage for months, maybe longer."

    She was serious. Austin could see it in her eyes. Penelope was delighted at the idea of making him earn the right to make her orgasm. He was going to have to up his game, to work harder around the house, to shower his wife with affection, to do whatever it took to impress her enough that she'd welcome him between her legs. He'd do it, too. He'd do whatever it took.

    "Are you going to work for it, Austin? Are you going to work for the chance to pleasure my pussy?" she asked.

    "Yes," he said.

    "And what if Colton wants to fuck your wife every day?" she asked with a naughty smile on her face.

    "Then I'll make sure I earn the right to pleasure your pussy every day," Austin replied. "I'll prove that I'm worthy of it. I'll do whatever it takes."

    Ideas came to Austin as he talked. He could do more chores around the house. He could take on all the grocery shopping. He could make sure that Penelope's car got cleaned at least once a week. He could even try to come up with ways to make her time with Colton more pleasurable, perhaps by trying to pay for dates for them or to get them a hotel room. He wasn't sure exactly how he'd prove that he was worthy of pleasuring her pussy - and thus worthy of being released from chastity - but he was going to do it. He was absolutely going to do it.

    "I believe you," Penelope said with a smile. "And I'm going to let you make me cum right now because of that. Only one orgasm, though. I don't want to make it too easy on you, after all."

    Austin went to work. He ate his wife's pussy. He worked her clit. He fingered her. Her moans filled the bedroom as his mind turned to thoughts of Penelope fucking Colton. He wondered if they'd had missionary sex. If she'd been on her back with legs spread like she was in that moment. He wondered if Colton's cock had pounded her in that position and if she was thinking of that very thing as Austin's tongue worked her clit. He wondered all of that and his dick throbbed.

    Those thoughts were going to be on his mind a great deal over the next few months, he suspected, and he was just fine with that. It was painful to be forbidden from exiting his chastity device, but pleasure came with that pain. Delightfully kinky pleasure, both at Penelope's level of control and his level of submission.

    However it went, Austin was quite certain he was going to have a great deal of fun trying to catch up to number of orgasms Colton's cock had provided Penelope, especially since it seemed damn near guaranteed that Colton would be adding more very soon. That only meant that Austin would have to work harder, though, and he was suddenly quite excited to do so.
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    "How long has it been?" Monica asked as she smiled at the sight of Austin's chastised cock.

    "Almost a month," he replied while rubbing his cuck sitter's foot.

    She laughed softly. "And your beautiful wife is adding more orgasms to Colton's count tonight, isn't she?"

    Austin nodded. He was currently six orgasms behind Colton, but there was a very good chance that number would reach double digits by the time Penelope returned home the next morning. Most of their encounters were multi-orgasmic for Austin's wife and their overnight encounters always were, so he'd have his work cut out for him that week if he hoped to earn his release.

    "I have good news for you," Monica said.

    Austin looked up at his wife's beautiful friend and saw a sweet smile on her face. "Really?"

    She nodded. "Penelope said that any orgasms you give me tonight will count towards your number. So while Colton is busy satisfying your wife's married pussy, you can try and earn the right to take your tongue to my clit to keep up with him."

    Monica spread her legs and her skirt rode up, revealing a pair of sheer white panties. He saw her pussy lips through the thin, delicate material and Austin was certain he could see a hint of wetness, too.

    "How many times do you think Colton will make your wife cum before he sends her back to you?" Monica asked.

    "Half a dozen, maybe more," Austin answered.

    Monica pulled her foot from his hand and used her toes to tease his locked cock. Austin closed his eyes and moaned. He'd been locked up for so long - and teased every single day of his imprisonment to keep him in a maddeningly horny state - so all it took was the gentle touch of her toes to put him right back in a state of intense arousal that had his cock aching in the small chastity device.

    Monica lifted her toes and rubbed them over Austin's face. He stuck his tongue out to lick up what he could of his precum and she laughed in delight, seemingly at his willingness to be used as little more than a toy for her amusement.

    Monica set her foot back in his hands, inched her hips forward until her ass sat at the edge of the couch, and lifted her skirt to her waist. She pulled her delicate panties aside and Austin stared at her plump pussy lips while continuing the foot massage.

    Her fingers moved between her legs and moved in slow circles over her pussy lips. Every time her flesh spread open Austin could see the wetness that had formed inside her. He felt his mouth watering at the prospect of getting to taste her and he subtly leaned forward to get just a little closer to her utterly perfect-looking pussy.

    Monica plunged three fingers into her well-lubed cunt, closed her eyes, and moaned. She fucked herself as Austin watched from a few feet away. The sounds of slippery penetration filled the air and he moaned as his cock throbbed in its little cage without even a hint of direct stimulation.

    "Does Penelope suck his cock, Austin?" Monica asked.

    "Yes," he answered. "She said she loves sucking his cock, actually. She said there's something so hot about being on her knees for a man like Colton. She said she loves how turned on he gets, how he moans, and how he wants to fuck her so much harder after she's given him a blowjob."

    Monica smiled at him while pumping her pussy with her fingers. "When was the last time she sucked your cock?"

    "It's been months," he answered. "Maybe longer."

    Monica pulled her fingers from her pussy, leaned forward, and held them up. The smell of her pussy filled Austin's nose as he held her intense gaze and felt his cock throbbing in its little cage.

    "You don't really deserve to get your cock sucked, do you?" Monica asked.

    "No, I don't," Austin replied.

    "Any man who asks to have his dick locked in a cage doesn't really deserve a blowjob, does he?"

    He shook his head. He had no argument to counter that assertion. He had asked to be put in chastity, after all. He'd requested that his cock be turned into a small, soft, utterly useless appendage. He'd asked that his wife take control of it, that she step into the dominant role in their marriage, that she put him in the submissive role as a result. Penelope had taken it further than Austin had expected - he'd never imagined her fucking someone else - but he'd asked her to take control and she'd run with it.

    "I'd like you to suck the juices off my fingers, Austin," Monica said softly. "Would you do that for me? Would you the sweet, slippery pussy juices off my fingers?"

    He nodded and opened his mouth. Monica smiled and pushed all three fingers onto his tongue. He closed his eyes as the taste of her pussy filled his mouth and a moment later Austin had closed his lips around her fingers.

    "I wonder if your beautiful wife is on her knees sucking cock right now, Austin," Monica said. "I wonder if she has her lips wrapped around Colton's thick shaft, if she's on her knees in that naughty little lingerie set you dressed her in before she left. I wonder if his hands are in her hair, if he's gently fucking her face while he looks down at her, if he's thinking about how he's going to take your wife to his bed and show her that he's the superior man, that she shouldn't ever let your cock in her pussy again."

    Monica began to fuck Austin's mouth with her fingers as she filled his head with wondrous dirty talk. He thought of Penelope on her knees for Colton. He thought of her sucking cock in the strappy bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set he'd dressed her in. He thought of her looking up at him with lust in her eyes. He thought of how she'd spent the better part of a month giving her body to Colton as often as she could. He thought of the many times Penelope had come home from being with Colton and how utterly satisfied she'd seemed each and every time.

    Monica pulled her fingers from Austin's mouth and stood up. She took off her skirt and panties and quickly penetrated her pussy once more, this time with four fingers. He watched from just a few inches away as Monica fucked herself deeply. Then she grabbed a handful of his hair and shoved her fingers into his mouth. She fucked his face, this time with even greater vigor, and she did so while smiling down at him.

    "Look at you," she said. "Look at how eager you are to serve me. Look at how happy you are to let me fuck your face while you think about your wife offering her mouth for that same pleasure. You know that she loves giving Colton her body. You know that she's getting more and more into it as the weeks go by."

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and Austin said, "I know. I do. I know that she loves letting him have her, letting him do as he pleases with her, letting him fuck her pussy as many times as he can handle before she comes home to me."

    "On your back," Monica instructed.

    Austin quickly moved to his back on the living room floor and Monica stepped forward until he was looking up at her wet pussy.

    "Should I let you make me cum?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    "Will you continue to be a good boy for me if I let you cum, Austin? If I give you the gift of tasting my sweet pussy, will you continue to behave?" Monica asked.

    He nodded vigorously. "Yes, I will. I'll be good, Monica. I want to make you cum as many times as I can. I'll do whatever it takes to earn the right to serve you. I will."

    Monica squatted over his face until her pussy was just a few inches from his mouth. Austin lifted his head to lick her but she swiftly grabbed a handful of his hair and pushed down.

    "I didn't give you permission to taste me, Austin," she said.

    Monica moved to her knees and scooted back until her pussy rested over his caged cock. She reached down and shoved four fingers into the slippery confines of her body once more. Those fingers then made their way into Austin's mouth. She stretched his lips wide and pushed her flesh deep enough that his gag reflex triggered just a little.

    Then Monica sat down on his cock. Her pussy lips spread and she took his caged genitals inside her. Austin moaned as he felt the wetness and intense heat of his cuck sitter's cunt around his long-denied dick.

    "Does that feel good?" Monica asked with a smile. She started fucking his mouth as the words left her lips. Her fingers moved in and out, leaving saliva over his lips and chin. Austin couldn't answer, but he nodded as best he could, though his moans made it perfectly clear that he was awash in pleasure.

    "We're going to have so much fun tonight, Austin," she said before closing her eyes and moaning. "You'll have the opportunity to make me cum as many times as Colton is going to make your beautiful wife cum. Unlike him, though, you'll have to earn each and every opportunity. You'll have to do anything and everything I want before I'll let you get me off. You'll have to be willing to suffer for me, Austin. You'll have to be willing to give up something to get what you want."

    Austin's loins tingled with pleasure. He wasn't going to cum - it was damn near impossible to do so in his cage - but her pussy felt spectacularly good and the addition of her fingers vigorously fucking his mouth delivered an unexpected wealth of arousal.

    "Will you do as I desire?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Monica moved her hips faster, bathing his caged cock and balls in the juices of her slick pussy. Her fingers moved faster in and out of his mouth and they seemed to go a little deeper with each penetration until he was taking every inch of her flesh. He gagged over and over, but that only seemed to deepen Monica's excitement.

    "Fuck...fuck...fuck...I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Monica held her fingers deep in his mouth as she closed her eyes, arched her back, and rolled her head towards the ceiling while her thighs trembled wildly. Austin beamed with pride at having given pleasure to his wife's friend, and at having added another orgasm to his count.

    After she'd cum, Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth, wiped them on his chest, and leaned down to offer a soft, surprising kiss while his caged cock remained inside her.

    "That was exquisite," she said softly. "And the first of many orgasms you'll give me tonight."

    "I'll do anything to make you cum," Austin said.

    Monica climbed off his cock, backed up, and instructed, "On your hands and knees."

    Austin rolled over onto his hands and knees and Monica grabbed his ass cheeks, gave them a good squeeze, and then ran her fingers over his flesh. She caressed his balls and stroked his caged little cock before running her fingers through the precum leaking from the tip.

    "Does Colton fuck your wife from behind?" Monica asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    Monica rubbed her slippery, precum-coated finger over Austin's asshole and he instinctively moved his hips forward to escape her touch. Monica put a hand on his lower back and guided him towards her once more. Her finger found his asshole again and she rubbed it in slow, gentle circles.

    "Does she like taking his dick doggystyle?" Monica asked.

    "Yes," Austin answered. "She said she likes how hard he fucks her from behind, that it seems to unleash an animalistic side of him, that she likes the feeling of being taken by him in a way she's never really felt before."

    Monica grabbed Austin's hips with both hands, moved directly behind him, and pulled back as she thrust her hips forward. She did it again and again and again. She was fucking him doggystyle, just without a cock. The more she did it, the harder she dug her fingers into his hips. She managed to thrust with exceptional power, too, and Austin could hear the lust in the way she was breathing. He looked over his shoulder and saw that same lust in her eyes alongside what seemed to be a wealth of aggression.

    Monica reached forward and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard and he arched his back and let his head roll towards the ceiling as she continued to thrust her hips. She smacked his ass a handful of times and Austin yelped from the sharp pain and the surprise of being spanked like that.

    Then, Monica released his hair and stopped thrusting. She leaned forward and he felt the soft fabric of her blouse against his bare back before her lips found his neck and offered a handful of hugely erotic kisses.

    "It's fun having a toy to play with," she whispered before biting down on his earlobe and pulling hard enough that Austin winced from the sudden surge of pain. "And you're really quite the toy, Austin."

    She kissed his neck once more and then stood and put her panties and skirt back on.

    "We're going for a drive," Monica informed him. "But first, I want you to retrieve that purple vibrator from your wife's nightstand."

    "Can I get dressed?" Austin asked as he stood.

    Monica smiled. "No, you may not. Your chastity device is all you need to wear."

    Austin briefly considered asking for Monica to share the details of whatever she had planned, but instead he decided to place his trust in his cuck sitter. He retrieved the purple vibrator from the bedroom and returned to Monica, who had her keys in one hand and her purse in the other.

    "You can hold on to the toy," she said. "You'll be using it in the car."

    Austin smiled at the idea of pleasuring her pussy on their drive and he happily followed Monica towards the door. It wasn't until they were a few steps away that he stopped upon realizing that he'd have to be naked in the driveway.

    "I can't go out there like this," he said.

    "Yes, you can," Monica replied with a smile. "Don't worry. It's dark out. No one will see that little locked up dick of yours."

    She opened the door and stepped out onto the porch. Austin remained in the house as Monica turned back to look at him.

    "You could choose to stay in the safety of your house, Austin, but if you do I won't permit you to give me another orgasm," Monica explained. "If you follow me, though, there's a chance I'll let you give me more orgasms than Colton is going to give your wife tonight. There's a chance you might actually catch up and get a great deal closer to earning your release from that lovely little cage of yours. Don't you want that, Austin? Don't you want to set your dick free? Don't you want an orgasm? Don't you want to feel your wife's perfect, wet pussy around your cock again?"

    Austin answered by stepping out of the house. Monica smiled, locked the door, and headed to her car with Austin right behind her.

    "Actually, come here," she said right as Austin made a move for the passenger side of the car.

    He stopped, returned to his cuck sitter, and waited with his hands at his sides as he worried that a neighbor would see him.

    "Before we go, I'd like you to kiss my ass," Monica instructed with a smile.

    Austin dropped to his knees without hesitation. Monica turned around and he pursed his lips and kissed her ass. She looked over her shoulder at him and lifted the back of her skirt, showing off the wondrous globes of her backside.

    "Again," she ordered.

    Austin kissed both of her ass cheeks. He did so again and again, losing himself in the unexpected joy of being naked in public and made to kiss a beautiful woman's ass.

    "Very good," Monica said as she unlocked the car. "You can get in."

    Austin rushed to the passenger door and got in as Monica started the car. She put it in reverse, looked at him, and offered yet another smile, this one with a decidedly naughty feel to it.

    "I'd like you to suck on that toy, Austin," Monica instructed. "I'd like you to suck on it like you'd suck a real cock. I know there's very little chance Penelope will ever make you do something like that, but the idea of it turns me on, Austin, so I'd like to see you wrap your lips around your wife's vibrator and suck it like you're trying your very best to give a man pleasure."

    Austin had sucked her fingers with such gusto that it seemed like a small leap - if a leap at all - to suck on the toy. He brought it to his lips, wrapped them around the shaft that had offered his wife a great deal of pleasure over the years, and it took it in his mouth.

    "You don't have to move it so fast," Monica said as she backed out of the driveway. "That's really only when your man is about to cum. When you first start sucking his cock you want to take your time. Use your mouth to make love to his cock. I promise, that's what Penelope does when she gets on her knees for Colton. In fact, she's confessed that she so thoroughly enjoys blowing him that she likes to spend a fair bit of time on her knees. She likes to start slow, Austin, to tease him, to lure him into that state of desire before he fucks her with such vigor."

    Monica reached over and caressed Austin's thigh, moving her fingers in small circles as they approached his caged cock.

    "Now close your eyes as you suck that cock for me, Austin," Monica said softly. He closed his eyes and her fingers encircled his dick and caressed his balls. "That's it. Suck like a good boy for me, Austin. Suck that cock to earn a chance to make me cum again. Take it deep, too. Take it nice and deep. Right to the point of gagging."

    Austin took the cock deep as Monica teased his dick and balls in an expert fashion. He surged in the cage and he felt the pain of his cock's attempt at growth being so easily defeated. He took the toy deeper, too. He took it as deep as he could go, pulling back right before he gagged and doing so over and over to please Monica and ensure that he'd be given another chance - many more chances, hopefully - at making her cum.

    The sucking, teasing, and dirty talk went on until the car came to a stop and Monica instructed Austin to open his eyes. "It's a lovely house, isn't it?"

    "It is," Austin answered.

    "Would you like to look inside?" Monica asked.

    He looked back at his cuck sitter and saw the devilish smile on her face. "Is this Colton's house?"

    She nodded. "Do you know what's happening inside, Austin?"

    "I do," he said. "Do they know...do they know we're here? Did you let Penelope know we were coming?"

    Monica shook her head. "They have no idea. She did tell me there's a beautiful bay window that looks out onto the backyard, though, and I bet that if we went back there we'd have a great view of Colton fucking your wife. Isn't that something you'd like to see, Austin?"

    "I...I don't know," he answered. "I really don't know."

    Monica squeezed his cock and pulled hard enough to get his attention. "Well, I do know, Austin. I want you to see it. I want you to watch him fuck your wife. I want your little dick to be locked up in this tiny cage while you watch another man fuck your beautiful wife. It would turn me on to see you witness it."

    She opened the door, got out, and leaned over to look at him before adding, "And if you refuse to get out of the car, you won't get another chance to make me cum. Now bring the dildo and follow me."

    Austin opened the door, took a deep breath, and got out. He quickly looked up and down the sidewalk and then followed Monica through the grass and into the backyard. She stopped at the edge of the house, peered into the yard, and then took Austin's hand and led him to a spot with a great view of the bay window she'd mentioned.

    All Austin saw was the back of Colton's head. He was sitting on the couch but from the backyard it looked as though he was alone.

    "Is she there?" Austin asked.

    Monica ran her fingers down his back and grabbed his ass as she watched next to him. "She's there. She's on her knees for him, Austin. Your wife is sucking his cock. Now put that fucking toy in your mouth and suck just like she is."

    Austin lifted the dildo to his mouth and sucked on it. Monica caressed his balls from behind and he felt his cock surge in the tight little cage as he couldn't help but imagine Penelope on her knees in Colton's living room with her head bobbing up and down in his lap.

    Then her head appeared. She stood up and leaned forward to kiss Colton. She was naked. His hands moved to her breasts and played with them as they kissed. Austin was stunned at the excitement that coursed through him. It was different than watching the videos Penelope had filmed with Colton. It was hotter. The fact that they were effectively spying probably made it more exciting, too.

    Penelope crawled onto the couch and rested her arms over the back. Colton got up and moved behind her. He ran his hands over her ass cheeks and up her back. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back, putting a smile on Penelope's face.

    "It's a good view, isn't it?" Monica asked.

    Austin nodded as he continued to suck the toy at her instruction. Penelope's mouth opened wide. She was moaning. She had to be moaning.

    "He's inside her," Monica whispered. "He's inside your wife's pussy. Look at her, Austin. Look at how much she enjoys having his cock inside her. Look at how good he's making her feel."

    Penelope's eyes were closed and her mouth was still open as Colton fucked her. He still had a handful of her hair and he seemed to pull back with every thrust. As far as Austin could tell, she loved getting fucked like that.

    "It seems like she likes it doggystyle, Austin," Monica said. "But then, most women like it doggystyle when a man like Colton is fucking us. It's when a man like you is fucking us that we don't really care for being taken from behind."

    Monica rubbed his asshole with a finger and Austin couldn't help but moan around the toy he was still sucking on. He wasn't sure why it felt good, but it did.

    "Give me the toy," she said.

    Austin happily pulled the vibrator from his mouth and offered it to Monica under the assumption that she was going to masturbate while they watched Penelope get fucked. He only hoped that he'd get credit for having given her the orgasm.

    She turned the vibrator on at the lowest setting and he watched her hand move towards her pussy. That wasn't her intended destination, though. Instead, Monica moved the toy between Austin's ass cheeks and pressed it against his hole.

    "Wait," he said.

    "Watch your wife, Austin," she replied. "Watch her take it from behind while I fuck you from behind."

    Monica pressed the toy against his asshole and the tip slipped inside him. Austin knew it was far smaller than Colton's cock and he was thankful for that, because the pain was far less than he expected. And, much to his surprise, the vibrations actually felt good.

    "That's it," Monica said. "Let me fuck you, Austin. Let me fuck you doggystyle while your wife takes it from behind. Let me pump this tight little asshole of yours while you watch him pump her pussy from behind. Look at how much she likes it. Can you imagine how it sounds in there? Can you imagine how loudly she's moaning as he fills her with his fat dick? You remember how big it was, don't you? You remember seeing it in those videos and pictures she sent. You know he's stretching her out, Austin. You know he's bottom out nice and deep inside your wife."

    Austin couldn't resist the pleasure of the moment he was caught up in. He couldn't resist the thrill of watching Penelope fuck another man. He couldn't even resist the growing sensations of satisfaction emanating from his asshole. His cock started dripping precum. His loins tightened and released in the most thrilling manner that made it seem like he was closing in on an orgasm.

    Austin started breathing heavier as Monica fucked him faster. He put his hands on his knees to keep his balance and he watched his wife arch her back deeper and roll her head towards the ceiling. He watched her near an orgasm just like he was doing.

    "Look at her," Monica said. "She's about to cum with that big dick pounding her tight cunt from behind. Colton's about to add another orgasm to his count, Austin. He's about to make it a little more difficult for you to ever get out of that cage that keeps your cock locked up so tight."

    Austin watched Penelope cum. There was no question she was climaxing. He recognized the look on her face. She was cumming with another man's dick inside her and Austin was standing there in the yard with a dildo up his ass courtesy of his cuck sitter.

    When Monica pulled the toy out, Austin was disappointed. He wanted to cum with it inside him. He wanted to claim a climax since he hadn't experienced one in nearly a month. He was desperate and it actually felt like the toy might get him there.

    "Get on your knees," she said. "You're going to eat my pussy while I watch them fuck."

    Austin dropped to his knees and spun around. Monica tossed the toy into the grass, grabbed a handful of his hair, and lifted her skirt before pulling him to her pussy.

    "Make me cum, Austin," she instructed. "Do a good job and I'll let you get me off again while we drive home."

    Austin would have preferred to watch Penelope get fucked again - and in a different position, no doubt - but going down on his cuck sitter was a lovely alternative and he happily got to business worshiping her pussy and earning himself another orgasm to keep pace with Colton.
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    Austin hung his towel on the hook and grabbed a brush from the bathroom counter to tame his hair. His caged cock bounced a little as he reached up and Austin couldn't help but feel a mild tightness in his chest at the idea of another man - in this case, Colton, his wife's lover - seeing his locked up dick.

    That moment would be upon Austin before the night was over, as Penelope was going on a date with her lover that evening, only they wouldn't be going back to Colton's place like they normally did. Austin was going to watch - in person, this time, instead of through the window of Colton's house - and he was excited about that, but he was still struggling with the idea of another man seeing his caged cock.

    Once he'd combed his hair and shaved his face - Penelope wanted him smooth, as she'd said - Austin stepped into the bedroom and immediately saw a pair of pink lace panties sitting on the dark blue comforter that adorned their bed.

    Austin approached the delicate, feminine underwear and picked them up. He held them to his nose expecting to inhale the scent of Penelope's pussy, but they smelled as though they'd been freshly washed.

    "How long has it been?"

    Austin looked over his shoulder to see Penelope standing in the bedroom doorway. She looked stunningly sexy in a figure-hugging red dress and a pair of strappy black heels. Her nipples were hard and it seemed as though she wasn't wearing a bra, a notion that Austin delighted in.

    "Since you let me cum?" he asked. Penelope nodded. "Almost six weeks."

    She stepped into the bedroom, moved behind Austin, and ran her fingers over his bare ass cheeks. "And how far behind Colton are you?"

    Austin was only permitted to cum when he gave Penelope as many orgasms as her lover. He'd tried his best, but six weeks had passed and he still hadn't caught up.

    "Five," he said. "Thought after tonight I'm sure I'll be even further behind."

    Penelope kissed the back of Austin's neck and reached around to tease his locked cock and balls with her delicate, skilled fingers. "There's a way you can catch up," she said softly. "A way you can wipe all five of those orgasms off the board. Then you'll only have to give me two or three more before I let you out of this tight, restrictive little cage that I've imprisoned your cock in."

    "I'll do anything," Austin said his cock ached in the manner he'd become accustomed to since Penelope granted his wish to be locked in a cage.

    She showered the back of his neck and shoulders in soft, sensual kisses and gently plucked the panties from his hand. "It's simple," she whispered. "You just have to wear these pretty panties tonight."

    Her touch and her soft kisses had left Austin utterly brimming with desire - and his cock ached wonderfully - but the thought of wearing a pair of panties cut through that lust.

    "I can't do that," he said.

    "Yes, you can," Penelope whispered. "You can absolutely put on these pretty panties, Austin. It's nothing at all, really. It's just a pair of underwear."

    "Women's underwear," Austin replied.

    Penelope stepped back and Austin turned to face his wife. She smiled and said, "I bought them just for you," before holding the panties against his crotch. "They're going to look so pretty on you, Austin, and your locked up little dick is going to look utterly adorable in them. And really, I think that once you put them on you'll agree that you were meant to wear them, that panties are the perfect accompaniment for a cock like yours."

    "Penelope...please..." he said softly while a potent cocktail of angst and arousal coursed through his body.

    Penelope wrapped the panties around his cock and balls and caressed them, offering a surprisingly intense kind of pleasure that elicited a moan. She leaned in and kissed his neck before running her tongue over his flesh. She moaned with him and gently bit down on his earlobe as a shiver of arousal rushed down his spine.

    "I'll tell you what," she whispered. "If you wear these pretty little panties for me, I guarantee you'll get to cum tonight. Your orgasm debt will be wiped away, no matter how many times Colton makes me cum before he goes home."

    "Really?" Austin asked.

    "I promise," Penelope replied with a smile. "You wear these delicate pink panties and you get to have an orgasm."

    "Okay," Austin agreed. Six weeks without an orgasm had driven him to the edge of madness and he couldn't turn down the chance to cum. He just couldn't. He had to take her deal.

    Penelope held up the panties and he plucked them from her hand. "Go ahead. Put them on for me."

    Austin stepped into the delicate panties and pulled them up his legs. They fit exceptionally well, just as Penelope had insisted they would. The soft lace felt surprisingly comfortable - good, even - against his balls and ass and when she reached out to caress his genitals Austin closed his eyes and let a moan of pleasure escape his lips.

    "Mmm, they look perfect on you," she said softly. "Your cock really was meant to be in a pair of pretty panties, Austin. I can't wait until Colton sees them."

    Austin's eyes shot open and he felt a sudden tightness in his chest as anxiety gripped him.

    "Did you think he wouldn't see them?" she asked.

    "I...I don't know," Austin replied. "I thought maybe...I don't know what I thought."

    "Oh, honey, of course Colton's going to see your cock in these pretty panties. In fact, it's the first thing he's going to see because these panties are all you're going to be wearing when we get home," she informed him.

    Austin shook his head and stepped back. His thighs hit the bed and he sat down. "No, I can't. No, Penelope, I just can't."

    He reached down to take the panties off and Penelope stepped closer and grabbed both his wrists. Austin looked up at her with desperation in his eyes, but he said nothing as his beautiful wife slowly lifted his hands above his head, pushed Austin onto his back, and straddled him.

    "The moment I locked your cock in chastity, I was in control. I have the key to your cage, which means I have the key to your cock, to your pleasure, to your sexual satisfaction. So, if you ever want to orgasm or be released from that cage again, you'll do as you're told, Austin. You'll greet Colton and me at the door wearing these panties and your cock cage and nothing more. Do you understand?"

    Austin marveled at how sexy Penelope looked as she exerted her control over him and seemingly took great pleasure in doing so. Then he nodded. There was no point in fighting her. She was right. She was in control and she'd proven - countless times, in fact - that she was willing to leave him locked up for as long as it took to get her way.

    "I understand. I'll wear the panties and only the panties. I'll greet you at the door in them."

    Penelope leaned down and kissed him. She moved her hips over his crotch and her tongue slipped into his mouth as she moaned. Austin returned that moan, though in his case it was partly from the pain surging through his loins, thanks almost entirely to the intensity and passion behind the kiss.

    "I'd like the house to be spotless when Colton and I return from our date and I'd like you to clean it while wearing only your pretty panties," she instructed. "I'll be texting you for a panty check from time to time and if I don't get a selfie of you in just your panties within a few minutes of my text you can forget about your orgasm. Do you understand?"

    Austin nodded and Penelope kissed him once more before backing out of the bed, grabbing her purse from the nightstand, and blowing him a kiss. She walked out of the bedroom and left the house just a few moments later, leaving Austin in the bed in a pair of panties and a chastity cage.

    He remained in the bed for a few minutes - mostly to try and grapple with the situation he found himself in - and then Austin got up and got to work cleaning the house. After all, Penelope was in control and there was no point in trying to fight her.

    
      
    

    Austin never found his way to a sense of calm as the night dragged on. He cleaned the house. He sent Penelope a selfie of him in his panties - leaving his face out each time just to be careful - every time she requested one. He cleaned the house again just to make sure it was perfect.

    He had a beer in the hope that a little bit of a buzz would help calm him down. It didn't work, though it did feel good to be a bit buzzed.

    Eventually, the moment of truth arrived. A car pulled into the driveway. Penelope got out of one side and Colton got out of the other. They met in front of the car and she took his hand. They shared a quick kiss and headed for the front door as Austin watched from the window.

    His heart pounded as he rushed to the front door. He watched through the peephole as his wife and her lover, or boyfriend, or whatever he'd become by that point, approached.

    Penelope raised her hand and knocked. She was going to make Austin open the door and welcome them in his panties and cock cage. She was going to exert her control just as she'd said she would.

    Austin took a deep breath and opened the door. "Welcome home," he said.

    Colton chuckled. "I honestly didn't believe it when you said it. But there it is."

    Austin felt his face heat up from the embarrassment, and then Penelope stepped into the house, cupped his caged cock through his panties, and kissed him on the neck, sending a shiver of pleasure through his body and overwhelming that embarrassment.

    "You look good in your panties, Austin," she whispered. "And it turns me on to see that you were a good boy for me."

    His cock suddenly ached in its cage.

    "Have you ever seen a man in panties and a cock cage, Colton?" Penelope asked as her lover stepped into the house and shut the door behind him.

    "I can't say that I have," Colton replied.

    Penelope moved behind Austin and ran her hands over his chest and stomach in a manner that struck him as possessive, though he thoroughly enjoyed it. "It's not something you could ever see yourself doing for a woman, is it?"

    "Fuck no," Colton answered before once again chuckling at the sight of Austin's cock.

    Penelope grasped Austin's cock through the panties and pulled down hard enough for it to hurt a little. She moaned like it thrilled her to assert her ownership over his genitals and kissed his neck once more before saying, "You and Austin are very different men, which is very good for me."

    She stepped away from Austin, moved towards her lover, and unzipped his pants. Her fingers slipped inside and she looked up at Colton, who was nearly a foot taller than her.

    "After all, I only discovered the thrill of getting fucked by a man like you, Colton, because my husband was so desperate for me to lock his little dick in a cage," Penelope explained. "Now I get to control him - and get off on that control - and I get to enjoy your big cock whenever my pussy craves it."

    Colton smiled. "And I get to fuck a beautiful married woman just about as often as I can handle."

    They kissed as Penelope freed her lover's big cock from his pants and wrapped her fingers around it. She stroked Colton slowly, moving her hand in a circular motion when she reached the tip before traveling back down to the base once more and doing so with his tongue in her mouth.

    "Would you like to fuck me in front of my husband?" Penelope asked. "Would you like to make that panty boy standing behind me watch as you satisfy my pussy?"

    Colton's voice wavered - a surefire sign of his arousal - as he said, "Fuck yes I want to do that."

    Penelope looked over her shoulder, smiled at Austin, and said, "Unzip my dress."

    He stepped towards his beautiful wife, reached up, and unzipped the dress she'd worn to entice her lover. Austin slipped it over her shoulders and down her body, revealing that Penelope hadn't bothered wearing anything beneath her dress.

    "He hasn't cum in six weeks," she said to Colton. "He hasn't even gotten hard in six weeks."

    "Why not?" Colton asked with a smile.

    "Because he wasn't allowed out of his cage until he made me cum more than you have in the past six weeks. He couldn't catch up, though. You're so much better at satisfying his wife that he couldn't catch up to you, Colton. He couldn't surpass you. No matter how hard he tried, you proved far better at getting me off than my husband did," Penelope explained.

    She looked over her shoulder, smiled at Austin, and said, "Get on your knees and eat my ass."

    Austin dropped to his knees, spread Penelope's ass cheeks, and took a moment to note that his wife's fingers couldn't fit all the way around Colton's cock.

    "What are you waiting for?" Penelope asked.

    Austin pressed his face between her cheeks and gave his wife a rimjob. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her asshole and listened as she kissed her lover and stroked his fat dick. He must have been leaking precum as the stroking suddenly sounded rather slippery, though his arousal made perfect sense given that a beautiful woman was jerking him off.

    "Let's go to the bedroom," Penelope said.

    She took Colton's hand and walked away, leaving her dress on the floor and Austin on his knees with the taste of his wife's asshole still on his tongue. He watched Colton place a hand on her bare ass and give it a good squeeze, eliciting a delighted squeal from Penelope. Austin hadn't been explicitly invited, but he stood and followed them to the bedroom. He couldn't help but want to watch, to see if Colton really was that much better.

    Once in the bedroom, Penelope undressed the other man as they kissed and caressed each other. She did so deftly, like a woman who'd done it countless times before, though Austin couldn't remember more than a handful of times where his wife had undressed him in that manner.

    "Get in the bed," Penelope said with a smile once she had Colton naked. "I want my husband to see how much I enjoy sucking your cock."

    Austin's dick ached in its little cage and he felt precum escape the tip and nestle into the soft fabric of the panties. He watched as Colton crawled into their bed and Penelope followed. She moved between his legs and stroked his fat, stiff cock while kissing his thighs and the lower part of his stomach, showering him in affection while teasing him with the prospect of getting a blowjob.

    "On your knees," Penelope said as she looked towards Austin. "Get on your knees and crawl nice and close so you can appreciate the way I suck his dick."

    Austin dropped to his knees and crawled closer without hesitation. Penelope smiled, turned her attention back to Colton, and took him in her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and slowly took half his shaft before pulling back just as slowly. She moved up and down, making love to his big dick with her mouth and eliciting a series of wild moans from the man she was fellating so artfully.

    "Does she suck your dick like this?" Colton asked.

    "No," Austin answered as he marveled at the beauty of his wife giving a blowjob unlike any he'd ever received.

    "Why do you think that is?" Colton asked.

    Austin looked at the man getting his dick sucked and saw a cocky smile on his face, almost certainly because Colton knew the answer to his question. "Because you fuck her better than I do...or than I did," Austin answered.

    Colton chuckled again. "Damn right I do. That's why you're in that cage and those panties and why I'm in her mouth, and why I'm going to spend a good portion of the night in her pussy."

    Penelope pulled off of Colton's cock, stroked him as she stared lovingly at it for a few moments, and then turned to Austin and said, "Get behind me and tongue fuck my pussy, Austin. Get me nice and wet for Colton. I want him to slide into me with ease once I'm finished sucking his beautiful cock."

    Austin crawled into the bed behind his wife, maneuvered his body into position, and put his tongue inside her. He licked feverishly while she went back to worshiping her lover's cock. Austin heard Colton's moans and the sounds of his wife's mouth and hand moving up and down the thick shaft that would soon be inside her.

    He heard the pleasure unfolding in their bedroom and he realized that he wouldn't be a part of it for many hours, for while it was thrilling to watch, it would be agonizing, too. He would witness his wife's pussy stretching around another man's cock. He would listen to her moans of pleasure as that man fucked her. He would watch her cum with someone else's big dick inside her. He would witness another man cum while buried inside his wife's pussy. Throughout it all, Austin's dick would be locked in a small chastity cage and dressed in a pair of delicate, feminine, pink lace panties.

    It would be a difficult, at times painful, and unquestionably humiliating night. And yet, as he sat there with his tongue immersed in Penelope's pussy while she gave a blowjob, Austin was thrilled because the night would end with his release from chastity and with an orgasm of some kind. Perhaps, he hoped, if he did a good enough job in following whatever commands Penelope issued, he'd even get to have sex with her and cum inside her.

    That reward would be worth any humiliation, difficulty, or pain. After six weeks, being set free from his cage and getting to cum inside his wife would be a pleasure unlike any he'd ever known.
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    Penelope's legs looked impossibly long as she sauntered in the bedroom wearing only the black satin robe she'd hastily put on to say goodbye to Colton. Her nipples poked through the thin black material as she approached Austin with a seductive smile on her face.

    "It's been a long night for you, hasn't it?" she said.

    Austin nodded. Colton had been at the house for nearly four hours and Austin had spent most of that time engaging in some manner of service for his wife and the man that now fucked her with great regularity.

    Penelope extended her foot and rubbed it over his panty-clad, chastised cock. "Somebody's all wet."

    She was referring to the precum that had soaked the panties she'd dressed him in earlier that night. After six weeks without an orgasm - six weeks he'd spent in chastity - Austin leaked precum anytime he was even a little bit aroused.

    Penelope untied her robe and it fell open as Austin stared between her legs. She continued to tease his locked cock with her toes while slipping a finger into her pussy and moaning.

    "I'm wet too," she said softly. "Though that's because I just spent the night cumming on my boyfriend's cock."

    Austin had witnessed countless orgasms that night, all while dreaming of the moment she'd unlock him and welcome him into her pussy.

    "Did you enjoy watching me cum on his cock, Austin?" she asked.

    "I did," he replied. "You were having such a good time. You were...the way you moaned, the way you looked, even the way you fucked. It was all so beautiful."

    She smiled. "It was different than when you fuck me, wasn't it?"

    He nodded. There was a touch of agony in doing so, but the thought had been on Austin's mind most of the night and it was impossible to escape the notion that Penelope was different with Colton. Her moans were louder and deeper. She seemed to lose herself in the sex. She rode him with far greater vigor and passion. She talked dirtier with him, too.

    "My pussy is so sore," she said.

    Austin felt panic rise up in his chest. He'd been promised an orgasm and he wasn't sure he could wait another day. He'd lose his mind if she delayed his release because she was too sore for more sex.

    "Will you kiss it for me, Austin?" she asked. "Will you kiss my pussy after Colton spent the night pounding it?"

    Austin nodded and leaned closer. He kissed his wife's plump, slippery pussy lips. He extended his tongue and gently brushed it over her labia. The taste of her juices and a hint of the condoms they'd used danced in his mouth as Penelope continued to tease his cock.

    "That feels so good," she said softly. "You're making my sore pussy feel so good. He fucked me so hard, Austin. He fucked me so hard and so long. He made me cum so many times. He made me cum so good."

    Austin moved his hips, grinding his caged cock over Penelope's foot, doing so without even thinking about it. She laughed and he stopped as he realized what he was doing.

    "You don't have to stop," she said. "It's cute, and a little bit naughty. You're like a desperate girl rubbing her clit over any hard surface she can find in the hopes of getting off from the friction." Her eyes lit up. "I like it. In a way, it makes perfect sense. After all, that chastity device has reduced your cock to little more than a clit, hasn't it?"

    Austin was torn. It was humiliating to rub up against his wife's foot like that in search of a little shred of pleasure. It felt good, though, and she was encouraging him to do it and doing so with a smile on her face.

    So Austin did it. He humped his wife's foot. He rubbed his locked and pantied cock against it like the desperate caged man he'd become. Her smile got bigger. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face against her pussy, rubbing her juices over his lips, chin, and cheeks, all while he lost himself in grinding up against her.

    "When you asked me to lock your cock, did you ever imagine this was how it would turn out?" she asked.

    Austin shook his head.

    "That little cage on your dick is truly amazing, Austin. I had no idea the power it would give me. I had no idea how much it would change you, how much it would change both of us."

    She was still smothering his face with her pussy so Austin couldn't offer a response, though he wouldn't have disagreed with her. The outcome of pursuing his chastity fantasy was far different than what he'd imagined.

    Penelope stepped back, depriving Austin of the pleasure of grinding against her foot. "Stand up," she instructed.

    He stood and she reached out to caress his balls through the thin, soft panties. She smiled, leaned in, and kissed his neck in the softest, most erotic manner imaginable while caressing and squeezing his caged cock.

    "I like the woman I am when you're locked up," she whispered. "I like how confident I feel. I like the sense of being in charge, of being in control. I like that I get to fuck other people. I like that you're so eager to do as you're told."

    "I do too," Austin replied without hesitation.

    She moaned. "That's good, because chastity is going to be an ongoing part of our marriage, Austin. I'm not going back to the way it was before. I'm not giving up control. Life is just too exciting when your cock is caged and you're eager to do as I desire."

    Austin's dick throbbed in its cage, though part of him felt anxious about the notion of spending the rest of his life in some form of chastity, as it seemed that's what Penelope was promising.

    "Would you like to cum, my love?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he answered as a sense of anticipatory glee enveloped him.

    Penelope took off her robe and let it fall to the floor. She pressed her body against his and Austin moaned at the exquisite softness and warmth of her breasts as her lips parted and met his for a deep kiss. He ran his hands down her back, squeezed her ass, and elicited a beautiful moan from his wife while her tongue swirled so delicately in his mouth.

    "I'll bet you'd enjoy fucking me, wouldn't you?" Penelope whispered.

    "Yes."

    "I'll bet you'd give just about anything to slide into my pussy," she said.

    Before he could respond, Penelope turned and crawled into the bed. She rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and reached between them to plunge two fingers into her pussy. She grasped a breast with her other hand, closed her eyes, and moaned. Penelope arched her back as she fingered her slick pussy while Austin stood by the side of the bed and stared at the flawlessly beautiful sight of his wife masturbating.

    "Come here," Penelope said.

    Austin crawled into the bed and between her legs. She pulled her fingers from her pussy and fed them to him. Austin sucked them clean while Penelope smiled, grabbed his ass, and pulled him close.

    "Fuck me," she said.

    Austin couldn't fuck her. He was still in chastity. He was still in panties. That didn't stop him from thrusting, though. He moved his hips like he was fucking his wife, pressing his panty-clad cock into her pussy over and over again. He did so with great vigor, too, and he could feel her wetness and heat with every thrust.

    "Does that feel good?" Penelope asked with her fingers still buried in his mouth.

    Austin nodded. It wasn't what he wanted, but it felt good and he saw no reason to lie.

    Penelope pulled her fingers free and kissed him. Her tongue invaded his mouth as she wrapped her legs around Austin and pulled him closer as he continued to thrust.

    "You're rubbing my clit," she said. "It actually feels really fucking good. Do it harder, Austin. Fuck me harder."

    She was teasing him. She had to be. She couldn't possibly think that this would qualify as fulfilling her promise. He fucked her harder, though. He pumped his hips with every bit of strength and speed he could muster and Penelope rewarded him with a series of wondrous moans as she ran her hands down his back, grabbed his ass, and squeezed it tight.

    "On your back," she said.

    Austin rolled onto his back and his gorgeous wife straddled him. She settled her pussy over his cock and moved her hips in a slow, small circle. She bathed him in her wetness and heat, and yet Austin felt like he was a million miles from actually fucking his wife.

    "Please, Penelope, just let me out," he begged.

    She pressed a finger against his lips. "Shhh, my love. I'm having fun. This is making me feel good. I don't want you interrupting me with your begging or your complaints. You're not in charge. You haven't been in charge since I locked you in that little cage."

    It was agonizing. Every little movement of her hips made his dick throb, and the throbbing was increasingly painful. Austin kept his mouth shut, though, for Penelope really was in control and there was very little he could do about it in that moment.

    "Austin...baby...fuck...I'm gonna cum," she said. "Holy shit, I'm gonna cum on your locked up little dick!"

    She took his hands and placed them on her tits. Austin played with them like he knew his wife enjoyed and then she came. She came hard, too. Her body trembled. He felt wetness dripping from her pussy, through the panties, and around his locked up dick. She looked like she was both surprised and delighted at her ability to cum while dry humping Austin's caged cock and that brought him more pleasure than he'd expected.

    When she'd finished cumming, Penelope slowly collapsed on top of Austin. Her lips found his neck for a series of soft, sensual kisses and she ran her fingers through his hair before taking a deep breath and rolling off of him.

    "That was really good," she said. "Surprisingly good." Penelope turned to look at him and added, "It really turns me on to keep your cock in a cage, and as it turns out, I'm also turned on by riding that locked up little dick of yours. I think that's something we're going to do a great deal more often."

    Austin wanted to ask why he hadn't yet been set free from his chastity device. He'd been promised an orgasm, after all.

    "You probably want to cum though, don't you?" she said with a smile.

    "I really do," he answered.

    Penelope smiled, kissed him, and then rolled towards her nightstand. Austin heard the drawer being opened and breathed a sigh of relief. Surely the key to his cage would make an appearance and he'd be set free so he could have actual sex with his wife.

    His heart sank when Penelope rolled towards him with a vibrator in her hand. She cuddled up next to Austin, kissed his neck, moaned softly, and then turned on the long, cylindrical vibrating toy.

    "Don't worry," she whispered while running the tip of the toy down his chest and stomach. "I'm going to give you what I promised. I'm going to take care of you."

    Penelope ran the toy over the waistband of the panties, down the outside of Austin's thigh, over the spot just above his knee, and then she slowly dragged it up his inner thigh until it rested against the tip of his caged, pantied cock.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked as the toy vibrated the cage and the dick it had imprisoned for the past six weeks.

    He didn't want to answer. He wanted to kick and scream and demand that he be released.

    Penelope kissed his neck and gently nibbled on his earlobe before running her tongue around the soft flesh. "Does it feel good when I vibrate your little locked up cock in those pretty panties, baby?"

    "Yes," Austin admitted.

    Her lips found his. Her tongue explored his mouth as her breasts pressed into his chest. The vibrations increased. She must have turned up the toy. The pleasure increased along with it. Austin moaned into his wife's mouth.

    "There's something so nice about a vibrator, isn't there?" she asked.

    He nodded as the pleasure built.

    "Now you know why women love them so much," she added. "Why so many women prefer their vibrators over their husbands."

    She moved the vibrator in slow circles over his cock, brushing it against his balls a few times in the process. The vibrations spread pleasure through his loins, down his legs, and up his back. Her lips found his mouth. Her tongue slipped inside him. He offered his in return and moaned desperately.

    "Your cock belongs in a cage, Austin," she whispered. "Your cock belongs in this beautiful little prison I've locked it up in. I'm happier when it's in there. You're happier when it's in there. You're a much better husband when caged and I'm pretty sure I'm a better wife, too. At the very least I'm more attentive to certain needs of yours, namely your need to be controlled, to be dominated, to be locked away and serving my needs while I get the cock I desire from another man."

    "Oh...fuck..."

    "That's right," she said. "Let that pleasure envelop you, my love. Embrace your reality, your future. Embrace being the kind of man I need you to be, the kind of man you want to be."

    "Please..."

    "Shhh. This is your new reality. This is always going to be your reality. This is forever, my love. Your cock is going to spend most of the rest of our marriage in a cage. The cage is going to get smaller, too. I've already bought you the next size down. I'm going to turn you cock into a little clit. I'm going to make sure you always know your place. I'm going to make sure that all your needs are met, my love. I'm going to make sure you're satisfied, even if sometimes the particular satisfaction you receive feels frustrating," she whispered.

    Austin opened his mouth to protest but Penelope kissed him. She moaned while her tongue danced with his and he reached up and took her breast in his hand. He squeezed it hard and rolled her nipple between his fingers as he lost the battle to fight against her desire to keep him caged permanently. It wasn't like it was a real surprise. Penelope had been happier since she'd locked his cock so of course she wanted to keep it locked up. The truth was, he'd been happier - in many ways, at least - as well.

    "Cum for me, Austin," she whispered. "Cum in your cage. Cum in your panties. Cum for me. Cum while this vibrator makes you feel so good. Show me that you don't ever need to come out of your cage. Show me that I can permanently turn your cock into a caged clit, that you'll only ever need to come out for the occasional cleaning, that you'll never, ever need to get an erection."

    Austin didn't want to cum. Not in that moment. He did, though. He came. He came so hard. A huge wave of arousal washed over him as Penelope stated her ultimate plans. A wave of arousal he didn't understand. A wave of arousal he couldn't find.

    He grunted and groaned and his cock pulsed in the cage as cum squirted from the tip and made a mess in the panties. Heat and wetness instantly surrounded his caged dick as the pleasure of orgasm continued to rip through Austin's body.

    It felt like his climax went on forever. It reverberated through his whole body, too, like a million pinballs had been released and were bouncing all around and igniting every erogenous zone he possessed.

    When it was over, Austin stared up at the ceiling as Penelope turned off the vibrator and set it on the bed next to her. She kissed him on the cheek, let her lips linger against his skin for a few moments, and asked, "How was that?"

    It pained him to admit it, but Austin saw no point in anything other than honesty. "I think that was the best orgasm I've ever had."

    "That's good," she said. "That's very good, because that's the only kind of orgasm you're going to have from now on. Locked in a cage. Stimulating your clit until the pleasure of a climax washes over you."

    It wasn't how Austin had envisioned his chastity fantasy playing out when he'd first introduced it to his wife, but she was in control now. Plus, he'd just had the best orgasm of his life and had spent the night awash in pleasure while Penelope had orgasm after orgasm with another man's cock inside her. There was every chance he was about to embark on his best possible life path, and that was a possibility worth celebrating.

    The End.

  
    Hot Tubbing

    It's late on a Friday night. You, your wife, and a group of friends are at a rental house on the coast. You've spent the night partying and everyone else has drifted off to bed. You, your wife, and one friend - let's call him Josh - have stayed up.

    You've all ended up in the hot tub. You just ran out of drinks, though, and you volunteered to get everyone a refresh. You climb out of the hot tub and hurry inside with water cascading down your body.

    You crack open a beer for yourself and Josh. Your wife wants a cocktail, though, so you make one for her. It takes some time, but it's worth it to make her happy.

    You grab the necks of both beers in one hand and her cocktail in the other. You head for the sliding glass door that leads to the backyard. You left it open so you don't need a free hand to get out.

    Before you reach the door, though, you hear a moan. You stop dead in your tracks.

    You inch towards the door. You hear the moan again. It's quite clear that something is happening outside. Something between Josh and your wife.

    You reach the door. You look towards the hot tub.

    You see your wife's bikini top on the ground beside the hot tub. You see Josh's hands on her breasts. You see them kissing. You see her on top of him. You see his swimsuit on the ground a few feet from your wife's bikini top.

    She's moving in the water. Moving back and forth. His hands are under the water. You're not sure, but it looks like he's got his hands on her ass. It looks like he's inside your wife and helping her enjoy his cock.

    Your wife is having sex with your friend in the hot tub. She's fucking someone else and there's no way she's using protection.

    What do you do?

    Since you're reading this, I'll bet you watch. I'll bet you watch as your dick gets hard.

    Let's keep playing it out. Let's have a little fun.

    You know that your wife doesn't care about you catching her. She wouldn't be fucking him in the hot tub if she did.

    So you step outside. You approach the hot tub carrying the drinks. Your wife turns to you and smiles. She doesn't stop riding your friend's cock, though.

    Josh notices you soon after. He doesn't stop fucking your wife. Not for a moment. If anything he seems more turned on. He likes that she's happy to fuck him while you're watching.

    You set the drinks down and get in the hot tub. You move behind your wife. She turns her head and kisses you.

    "He's so cute...I just couldn't resist. I'm sorry, baby."

    "It's okay," you say.

    "Yeah? You don't mind me being a slut?"

    "I like it."

    She stands and turns around. She pushes you back until you're sitting on the other side of the hot tub. She bends over and kisses you. Josh gets up. He moves behind her. He slides his dick into her pussy.

    Your wife moans and her hands move under the water and into your swimsuit. She pulls it down and frees your cock. She strokes you in the hot tub while Josh fucks her from behind.

    Your wife is getting fucked by one of your friends while she gives you a handjob. It's blissful. It feels so fucking good. She's moaning loudly. She kisses you. Deeply. Your tongues mingle. Your dick is hard as a rock. It feels so good as she strokes you under the water.

    Then you hear Josh grunting and groaning. He's cumming inside your wife. She's jerking you off and he's cumming inside her.

    "Fuck, that was incredible," he says.

    "I'll say."

    You all turn and see a second friend - let's call him Ryan - standing by the sliding glass door.

    "You want a turn?" your wife asks.

    He strips out of his t-shirt and boxers and heads for the hot tub. Josh gets out and walks inside. Ryan moves behind your wife and slides into her pussy. Now she's getting fucked by a second man.

    "Is this okay?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    She kisses you again. "You know, now that they've had me once, they'll probably want me again. They'll probably want me as often as they can have me on this trip."

    "I know."

    "I'm going to get fucked an awful lot, baby," she says. "I hope you're okay with that."

    "I am," you admit.

    Ryan cums inside her soon after. He pulls out and heads inside.

    Your wife sits on the edge of the hot tub. Cum leaks out of her pussy. You stand up and slide into her. You fuck her slowly. You kiss her. You play with her tits. You enjoy the fact that you're the third man inside her that night.

    "I love that you're okay with sharing me," she whispers. "I fucking love it, baby."

    You cum inside her. It feels good. Really fucking good.

    Vacation just got a lot more exciting.

  
    Hotwifing is the Key to Great Orgasms for His Fiancee

    "Do you want me to send you pictures?" Ava asked from the closet.

    Noah thought of the last time his fiancée had gone out for the night with her bull. He thought of the pictures she'd sent. He thought of the comments she'd added with each picture. Comments designed to give him what he'd said he wanted, to arouse him, to thrill him, to offer him that dose of cuckold pleasure he couldn't resist.

    She popped her head out of the closet - offering a view of her bare shoulder and hip in the process - and asked, "Noah? Did you hear me?"

    "Yeah," he said from the foot of the bed. "Sorry, I was just...thinking about it, I guess."

    Ava looked confused and stepped out of the closet and strode across the bedroom. She was naked and oozing confidence. It was well-earned, of course, as she looked flawless. Her breasts were big and perky. Her hips were wondrously curvy. Her waist was slim and her stomach taut. Every hour she'd spent in the gym had quite obviously been well worth it.

    "I thought you liked the pictures," Ava said as she used her knee to nudge his legs open and stepped between them. "I thought you loved them, in fact."

    She looked worried and even a little insecure and Noah felt bad. "No, I did love them, Ava. I did. I was...honestly, the whole thing was such a turn on. I just...I worry that it might have been a little too much of a turn on, you know? That it was such a turn on that it might have made you think a little differently of me. That maybe I embarrassed myself by getting so worked up over the pictures...and the things you wrote with them."

    The look of worry was replaced by a sweet smile as Ava leaned down and kissed him softly. Noah ran his hands over her hips and gently caressed her perky breasts as arousal surged through him.

    "Have you really been worried about that?" she asked.

    Noah nodded and Ava spun around, sat in his lap, and grabbed his hands to wrap his arms around her. She leaned into his body and gently ground her ass into his crotch, though Noah couldn't tell if that was designed to arouse him or if she was just trying to get comfortable.

    "You didn't embarrass yourself, Noah. You really didn't. Honestly, if anything I was a little worried that maybe I'd gone too far with the stuff I said, that maybe you were going to be mad at me, or that maybe you actually were mad at me but you just didn't want to say anything," Ava assured him.

    "Oh, no, I wasn't mad at all. I really wasn't," he said before softly kissing the back of her neck. "The pictures and texts you sent were amazing, Ava. They were so hot. They really were. I was...I mean, it really tapped into the stuff that turns me on."

    She turned her head, held his gaze for a few seconds, and then kissed him, offering just a hint of tongue that Noah found thrilling.

    "So you didn't mind when I said that I couldn't wait to feel his dick inside me because it was so much bigger than yours?" she asked.

    Noah moaned and his cock throbbed as Ava moved her hips in a slow, decidedly erotic manner. She might not have been trying to arouse him before, but she was absolutely trying to arouse him in that moment.

    "No, I didn't mind," he admitted. "I liked it, Ava. I did. It just...isn't it really weird to like something like that?"

    She leaned into his body, ground her ass into his crotch at an increased pace, and moaned before turning her head and kissing his neck in a soft, hugely erotic manner. "What about when I sent you a picture of my body after he'd fucked me? I was on my back in his bed. My legs were spread. My chest was flushed red. My pussy lips were puffy and slippery and gaping open just a little from his big cock. Did you enjoy that picture?"

    Noah groaned and grasped her breasts. He squeezed them with just a hint of strength, eliciting a moan and kissing Ava's neck. He ran a hand down her stomach and slipped two fingers into her exceedingly wet pussy as his cock throbbed so hard that it hurt.

    "I loved that picture, Ava. I loved that picture and what you texted, too," he answered.

    "You mean when I texted that he fucked me better than you ever had?" she asked. "That he made me cum harder than I thought it was possible to cum? That he fucked me so good that I was going to give him my body again before the night was over?"

    Noah was out of his mind with desire, so much so that he stood, lifting Ava in his arms. He turned, tossed her into the bed, and crawled on top of her, eliciting a delighted moan as he kissed her neck. She wrapped her long legs around him as Noah kissed his way down chest and took one of her nipples in his mouth.

    "Do you want me, Noah?" Ava asked as she caressed his cock through his pants. "Does thinking about me in his bed turn you on? Does thinking about me on my back with his big cock sliding in and out of my pussy drive you wild?"

    "Yes..fuck yes, Ava," Noah said.

    He was lost in his arousal. Completely and utterly lost. He wasn't sure he'd ever been so turned on. He kissed his way down her stomach and between her legs. He plunged his tongue into her pussy and licked his way up to her clit while reaching up to play with her tits. He rolled her nipples between his fingers and Ava arched her back and unleashed a beautiful moan as her hand rested on the back of his head, offering gentle guidance.

    Noah kissed his way back up his fiancee's body and their tongues met for a deeply passionate kiss. He reached down to unzip his pants and free his cock and the head slipped inside her. Noah moved to bury his dick in her pussy but Ava grabbed his shaft.

    "You can't have me," she whispered.

    "Why not?" he said.

    Ava smiled. "Because I'm his tonight. You can have me after I get home, after he's had his way with my body."

    Noah groaned, though he wasn't sure if it was frustration or arousal that dominated his mind in that moment.

    "That's how it's supposed to be, right?" she asked softly. "That's part of your fantasy, isn't it? The man that fucks me better is the one that gets to have me when he wants me, and my cuckold has to wait his turn."

    The tip of Noah's cock was still in her pussy and it felt exquisite. It was warm and wet and the nerves that crisscrossed the tip of his dick had never felt quite as alive as they were in that moment.

    "I'm so glad I'm marrying you," he said.

    Ava laughed and Noah pulled his cock from her pussy and leaned forward to kiss her.

    "I mean it. You're perfect, Ava. I'm not sure what I did to deserve such a perfect woman, but I'm about as grateful as a man can be," he continued.

    They shared a long, tender kiss as stroked his cock a little and moaned into his mouth. "Don't sell yourself short, Noah. I'm a lucky woman and I know it. Tonight I'm going to get fucked by a gorgeous man with a big cock and all kinds of skill at using that cock. Then, I'm going to come home to man I love with all my heart and I'm going to be showered with affection and lust and I'm going to get to cum again, all because I had great sex with someone else. And, even better, I get to keep doing that throughout our marriage, and in my mind that makes me just about the luckiest girl on the planet."

    "I guess we're perfect for each other, then," he said.

    They kissed and she added, "We really are." She smiled, pushed against his chest, and said, "I need to get dressed, though. I don't want to be late for my date with that gorgeous man that's going to fuck me to a handful of mind-bending orgasms, and I don't think you want me to be late, either."

    Noah backed out of the bed, helped Ava up, and gave her one more kiss as he said, "No, I don't, and I want you to have the time of your life tonight, and I absolutely want you to send me pictures."

    "Don't worry," she replied while heading towards the closet, "I'll send plenty of naughty pictures."

    ---

    "He loves the lingerie," Ava texted an hour after leaving the apartment. "Says it makes my tits look really hot. Says it makes him want to fuck me."

    A picture arrived soon after. It was a full body shot of Ava posing in the lingerie. It was clearly taken by her bull. She had a delighted smile on her face and Noah could see her nipples poking through the delicate lace of her lingerie.

    "Oh, he also really loves the idea that I'm sending you pictures. Says it turns him on. I really like that it turns him on," she added.

    Noah liked it too. He wasn't sure if it was smart to text that, but he couldn't help himself. "I like it too. It turns me on too," he replied.

    "That's because you're a cuckold," she texted. "A naughty cuckold who gets off on his fiancee fucking another man. Your fiancee is a lucky woman."

    Noah felt a touch of the same angst he'd experienced each time Ava had cuckolded him. His pulse raced and he paced around the living room as he wondered if pursuing his fantasy was too risky to be worth it. He had no evidence to suggest that it was too risky, but that didn't stop him from worrying about it.

    Then another picture came in. Ava was on her knees. She was still in her black lingerie. She was looking up at the camera. More importantly, she had her bull's dick in her mouth. It was the first time Noah had ever seen her bull's cock. All the other pictures had been Ava solo. This was a significant escalation and it was stunning.

    "I love sucking his big cock," she texted. "It makes me wet just to have him in my mouth."

    "Holy fuck," Noah texted back. "That's so hot."

    She sent another picture. This time more of his cock was in her mouth. Half the shaft from the looks of it. Her eyes were closed and she seemed to be struggling just a little to take the full length.

    "Even though he's so big, I like sucking his dick more than I like sucking yours, cuckold," she texted. "It makes me wetter to blow him. I can feel my pussy tingling when he's in my mouth. I can feel my desire for him growing. It's incredible."

    A few minutes later another picture came in. Ava was sucking on her bull's balls. His cock was resting on her face. She looked utterly delighted. Noah wasn't sure if she was showing off for him or if she regularly bathed her bull's balls with her tongue, but the picture was fucking incredible.

    Noah rubbed his cock through his jeans and thought of Ava eagerly offering her mouth for her bull's pleasure. "I love seeing pictures of you pleasuring him," he texted.

    "Is that because I suck his cock and balls more often than I suck yours?" she replied.

    "Yes," Noah answered.

    "You should get used to that," she texted. "When I'm officially your wife - and your hotwife - I'll be sucking my bull's cock far more often than I suck yours. After all, the man that gives me the best orgasms is the one that deserves to get his dick sucked, don't you think?"

    "Fuck," Noah said aloud as he once again thought about how lucky he was to be with Ava.

    "You're a goddess, Ava," he texted. "And yes, the man that fucks you better is absolutely the one that deserves to get his dick sucked."

    Noah scrolled through each picture she'd sent and stroked himself through his pants. He imagined her bull holding the camera and smiling as he photographed Ava while thinking of sending those pictures to Noah. He imagined Ava getting wet as she sucked her bull's cock. He imagined her taking the care to send Noah those pictures and naughty texts and he fell just a little bit deeper in love with her.

    Fifteen minutes passed before another picture arrived. Ava was naked and on her back in the bull's bed. He was between her legs with his cock resting on her stomach. It was an astonishing demonstration of his size and Noah felt both inferior - he was nowhere near as big - and hugely aroused.

    "Look at how deep inside me he goes," Ava texted. "Look at how thick he is. This is why I cum so much harder on his cock than I do on yours, cuckold."

    Noah wanted to cum. He wanted to pull out his cock and cum as he masturbated to the picture and Ava's text. He resisted, though. He kept his dick in his pants while he imagined the cock sliding in and out of his fiancee.

    "I'm a lucky girl," she added. "I get to enjoy this big cock and then come home to a cuckold that loves that I just spent my night fucking another man. He's going to fuck me now, Noah. He's going to fuck me and he's going to make me feel so good that I'll forget all about you for a little while."

    That was nearly enough to give Noah an orgasm without having to pull out his cock. He wasn't sure it was true, but Noah found it oddly arousing to think of Ava's mind being wiped of any thoughts of him as she enjoyed someone else's massive dick.

    Noah pulled up a video of a woman on her back getting fucked by a massive cock. He watched and imagined it was Ava. It proved far more thrilling than a typical porn viewing experience. He could practically see Ava's face on the girl in the video. It was so easy to imagine. It was so easy to let his cuckold fantasy unfold, and Noah remained on the edge of orgasm throughout offering only the stimulation of a bit of cock rubbing through his pants.

    "I just had two orgasms with my bull's cock inside me. Two incredible, mind-blowing, screaming orgasms. Two orgasms that were so good that it would be impossible for me to ever go back to having you as my only sexual partner. Two orgasms that will ensure that you're always a cuckold, Noah. Always," Ava texted.

    Then a video came through. Ava was on top of her bull. He was holding her phone. Noah pressed play. He watched his fiancee grind on her bull's cock. He listened to her moan. He listened to her tell her bull that his big cock felt so good inside her, that it felt better than her fiancee's cock, that she'd never been fucked so good.

    Noah couldn't even rub his dick through his pants. He was too turned on. He had to stop masturbating. All he could do was watch as Ava had an orgasm. A loud, intense, truly body-shaking orgasm that seemed to leave her in a trance-like state for a few seconds after it passed and before she collapsed onto her bull, after which the video ended.

    "I've never seen anything like that," Noah texted. "And I've never seen anything anywhere near as hot as that. That was...Ava...that was so beautiful, and so fucking hot."

    "Yes, it was," she replied. "He fucked me so good, Noah. So good I can't even describe it. So good that I feel like I'd do just about anything to get fucked like that again. I'll be staying a little longer, obviously. I'll have his dick in my mouth soon enough. I'll suck him until he's hard again. Then I'll let him have my pussy any way he wants it, and then I'll cum like that again. Then I might come home, or I might just stick around for one more time."

    "Take your time," Noah texted. "You deserve all the pleasure you can handle."

    Ava sent a picture. She was on her back. She was naked. Her bull's cock was on her stomach again. This time, though, it was wrapped in a condom and the tip was full of a massive load of cum. Cum that he'd expelled into the condom while buried inside Ava's pussy.

    "He even shoots bigger loads than you," she texted. "I don't know why, but I really like that, and to be honest, I'm looking forward to getting to a place of trust where I'm willing to let him cum inside me."

    Noah's pulse quickened at the idea of Ava's bull cumming inside her. His dick surged, too, and he felt precum leak from the tip and spread into his underwear, adding a little more to the considerable collection of wetness that had already formed.

    "That would be so hot," he replied.

    Ava sent back a smiley emoji and Noah didn't hear from her again. He spent the next two hours largely killing time. He watched a few TV shows. He stroked himself through his pants while browsing the pictures and watching the video Ava had sent him. He fantasized about her getting fucked by her bull, about her having massively powerful orgasms, about her becoming further convinced that cuckolding Noah was an absolute necessity in their relationship.

    Finally, two hours after her last message, Ava walked through the front door. Noah rushed to meet her and they shared a wild kiss as he picked her up.

    "Take me to the bedroom," she said.

    They kissed again as Noah carried his fiancee to their bedroom. He set her on the bed and they both stripped with great haste, tossing their clothes aside. Ava kept her lingerie on, though. She played with her tits through the thin black lace while Noah pulled off his underwear and tossed them aside.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Ava pulled the lace away from her pussy, exposing her slippery, soft, plump lips. "Even though another man had me tonight? Even though he had me three times? Even though my pussy is wet and puffy and stretched out from getting pounded by his big cock?"

    Noah crawled into the bed and guided the head of his dick inside his fiancee. He groaned at the sheer pleasure of being inside her after another man had enjoyed her for most of the night.

    "That feels good, doesn't it?" she asked.

    "It's never felt better," he said. "I can't explain why. It's just so fucking hot to be inside you after he's had you, after he's made you cum so hard."

    "And after my pussy's made him cum?" she asked softly.

    Noah groaned and pulled out slowly before plunging back inside her. "Yes, after your pussy has made another man cum. That's...that's so hot, Ava."

    They kissed as she ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. Their tongues danced lustily and she squeezed his cheeks possessively, silently urging him to take his pleasure and fuck her harder and faster, which is precisely what Noah did.

    "Do you really like the idea of him cumming inside me?" she asked.

    "I love the idea of him cumming inside you...I fucking love it," he replied.

    "Me too," Ava said as she ran her hands up his back and wrapped her legs around him. "I asked him if he'd get tested so we could have unprotected sex."

    Noah was close to cumming. He was just so turned on at the idea of another man cumming in Ava.

    "He said he would," she continued. "He said he'd love to cum inside me. He said he'd love it even more if I made you use condoms, if he was the only man allowed to cum in my pussy."

    "Oh, fuck!" Noah cried out an instant before cumming inside his fiancee. His body shook, just like hers had in the video. His toes curled. He got lightheaded and closed his eyes before collapsing on top of her.

    "I told him I'd make you use condoms after tonight," Ava said as he held him close. "I had a feeling you wouldn't mind, that you might actually enjoy that fact that another man is the only one that gets to cum inside me."

    "You were right," Noah whispered. "I love you, Ava."

    She kissed his cheek and held her lips there for a few seconds. "I love you too, Noah. Now, I'd really like to cum again. Would you mind helping me with that? I'd love it if you rubbed my clit and kissed and sucked on my tits in the way you do that always turns me on so much."

    Noah pulled out, rolled onto his side next to Ava, and set about making her cum. It was the least he could do given the pleasure she'd just provided him. He'd have spent the rest of the night making her cum if that's what she wanted. She was perfect, after all, and he was the luckiest man in the world.

  
    Hotwifing is the Spice Their Sex Life Needs

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “I’m gonna hit the shower,” Levi said as they all stepped into the house they’d rented for the weekend. “Wanna join me?”

    Lucy smiled, kissed him softly, and replied, “Of course. I’ll join you in a minute.”

    Levi pulled her close and they kissed as his hands moved down her back. He grasped her ass in the tight, remarkably sexy leggings she’d worn for their hike and Eric watched his wife’s mouth open to welcome her boyfriend’s tongue for a kiss that felt very much like foreplay.

    There was a bulge in Levi’s shorts as he stepped back, smiled at her, and turned to head towards the bathroom. Eric’s loins had stirred to life watching her kiss another man – as had been the case since he first watched Lucy kiss Levi on the beach all those months ago – and he was thrilled when Lucy turned to him and stepped closer.

    “Before I join him, I just want to check in,” she said. “How are you doing?”

    It felt like a far bigger question than Eric could answer in a minute’s time. Eric wasn’t even remotely sure how he was doing. Just a few weeks ago his wife had expressed a desire to effectively be married to two men at the same time. Now they’d rented a lakeside cabin so they could all spend a weekend together to try and discover if it was remotely possible to find some sort of relational harmony where they could happily coexist, perhaps even in the same house.

    “Good, I guess,” Eric replied after a brief pause. “It’s a lot, though.”

    Lucy reached up and caressed his face as she offered a sweet smile. “I know. And maybe this whole notion is insane. Maybe things can’t go any further than they’ve already gone. Maybe I’ll just have a boyfriend I spend a lot of time with. Maybe this whole thing will blow up. Who knows? I just want to make sure that you’re going to stay emotionally connected this weekend, that you’ll talk to me if something feels wrong, or if something feels right.”

    “I will,” Eric said.

    “Did you get a little bit turned on watching Levi kiss me?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded. He was long past the point of hiding his desire, at least when it came to his wife and her boyfriend.

    “And on the hike, when we reached that overlook with the incredible view of the lake, did it turn you on when Levi put his arm around me and pulled me close?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded again. He’d experienced a healthy dose of jealousy in that instance and he’d felt very much like a third wheel for a few moments, but his desire had made itself known too.

    “And does the idea of Levi and me fooling around in the shower turn you on?” Lucy asked.

    “Yes,” Eric admitted.

    She smiled, leaned forward, and kissed him as her hand slipped under the waistband of his workout shorts and grasped his cock. Their tongues mingled as Lucy stroked his shaft, luring Eric into a state of intense desire. She moaned into his mouth and he took the opportunity to grab her ass just like Levi had done. The soft, smooth material of her leggings felt spectacularly good in his hands, as did the taut flesh of her bottom.

    Lucy stepped back and admired the bulge in Eric’s shorts – a bulge she’d created – and said, “I’m going to go shower with my boyfriend. He’s going to explore my naked, wet body and I’m going to explore his. He’ll play with my tits and finger my pussy. I’ll stroke his cock and I might even get on my knees and suck him for a little while because I really want to make him feel good.”

    Eric’s cock throbbed painfully as Lucy offered up a decadent serving of her dirty talk, all with a naughty smile on her face that made it clear she thoroughly enjoyed teasing him.

    “After the shower I’m going to drag Levi to the bed and he’s going to fuck me,” Lucy continued. “He’s going to fuck me until I cum all over his cock. He’s going to fuck me until my pussy is pulsing with pleasure.”

    Eric’s mind was a fog of lust. He thought of Lucy and Levi showering together. He thought of them engaging in everything she’d mentioned. He thought of them fucking afterwards and it felt as though the lust spread from his loins to envelop the entirety of his body.

    “Would you like to watch us fuck?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded.

    “Yeah?” she asked. “Are you sure? I know you haven’t done it much – only once or twice, if I remember correctly – so you certainly don’t have to.”

    “No, I want to,” Eric said.

    Lucy smiled and bounced a little, as if his eagerness to watch made her genuinely happy. “Good. As soon as you hear the shower turn off you can come to the bedroom, okay?”

    Eric nodded and Lucy gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek before spinning around and heading for the bathroom. She took off her t-shirt and dropped it on the floor before rounding the corner and disappearing from his view. Eric rushed ahead to see his wife remove her sports bra and drop it a moment before stepping into the bedroom that Levi had claimed – Eric still wasn’t sure where Lucy would be spending her nights on their little vacation – and presumably making a beeline for the shower, which was already going.

    Eric picked up Lucy’s t-shirt and held it under his nose. He smelled a mixture of her perfume and a touch of sweat and it struck him as intoxicating, which he took as a sign of his overwhelming arousal.

    Filled with curiosity, Eric crept towards the bedroom doorway and listened. He heard the shower door slide open. Lucy said something, but the sound of the shower made it impossible for Eric to hear. The shower door closed and Eric inched closer to the bedroom doorway and peeked inside. He saw two bodies through the frosted glass. It looked like they were kissing, but it was hard to tell. Eric heard a moan – it sounded like Lucy’s – and saw her ass and upper back press against the glass. Her moan grew louder. Levi must have been working her pussy with his fingers.

    Eric wasn’t sure if he should be watching. Lucy hadn’t invited him to view the shower, after all. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, though. There was something about watching while not being able to see all the action that he found deeply compelling.

    It was obvious when Lucy sank to her knees. Even frosted glass couldn’t hide that. Levi’s hand reached over the top of the shower door and his moans reached Eric’s ears. Lucy was giving another man – her boyfriend – a blowjob and Eric was standing and watching from across the room with an exceptionally stiff erection in his pants. He was tempted to masturbate, but he knew he’d watch them fuck before long and he didn’t want to spoil his pleasure.

    Instead, Eric walked away. He left Lucy and Levi to their pleasure and waited on the couch as he perused Twitter on his phone. They were in the shower for quite some time, though it made sense that they’d want to get clean after a fairly sweaty hike.

    Nearly twenty minutes passed before the shower turned off. Eric hopped to his feet and moved towards the bedroom, but he suddenly felt just a little bit awkward. He paused halfway down the hallway as a sense of self-consciousness enveloped him. Eric considered turning back and passing on the chance to watch Levi and Lucy fuck, but then he heard his wife moan. The wooden bed frame creaked just a little, signaling that it was now holding the weight of two bodies. Levi and Lucy were in the bed. They might have already been fucking and Eric couldn’t ignore the desire now boiling in his loins.

    He stepped into the doorway and saw Lucy on her back in the bed. Her lithe, beautiful body was wet – they clearly hadn’t bothered toweling off after the shower – and Levi was nearly on top of her. Their gazes remained fixed on each other as Lucy reached down and grabbed his stiff cock.

    “I need you inside me,” Lucy said. She directed the head of Levi’s cock to her pussy lips and he slipped inside. Lucy’s eyes closed and her mouth opened before a long, low moan escaped. “You feel so good,” she said softly.

    Levi slowly filled her with every inch of his impressively long cock and once he’d bottomed out, Lucy wrapped her legs around him. They kissed and Eric marveled at the way their wet, fit bodies seemed to fit together so perfectly.

    Lucy looked his way, smiled, and said, “You can come in.” The moment the last word left her lips a moan escaped as Levi pulled out and slowly filled her once more.

    “You can come as close as you want,” Levi added. “I certainly don’t mind. I think it’s beautiful that you want to watch.”

    Eric felt a little of that self-consciousness return and he identified it as rooted in a touch of embarrassment. Some part of him just didn’t want to be turned on at the idea of watching another man fuck his wife.

    Lucy reached towards Eric and said, “Baby, come closer. Come closer and watch. Don’t be afraid to enjoy yourself. It’s okay that you want this.”

    She glanced at Eric’s crotch and he looked down to see the obvious proof that he wanted to watch. He was sporting quite the tent in his workout shorts, making it impossible to deny his arousal. He stepped forward and Lucy reached between his legs and massaged his cock as Levi moved in and out of her at a slow, sensual pace.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Lucy asked as she turned her attention to the man inside her.

    “Your pussy feels perfect,” Levi said. “Your pussy has always felt perfect. It’s like it was made for my cock.”

    Eric subdued a groan that tried its best to escape his lips, but that didn’t stop his cock from surging as Lucy continued to stroke him through his shorts.

    “Maybe it was,” Lucy replied with a smile. They kissed and Levi sped up the pace of his thrusts. Lucy moaned and spread her legs as her other hand grasped Levi’s ass, seemingly urging him to fuck her as hard and fast as he wanted.

    Sinking deeper into his lust, Eric pulled his shorts down and Lucy deftly wrapped her fingers around his cock without missing a beat. She was still lost in a kiss with Levi, but she was clearly paying enough attention to ensure that she offered Eric the pleasure he craved.

    “Levi…harder,” she said.

    He fucked her harder and kissed her neck as Lucy turned to look at Eric. Her gaze found his cock and the plump, purple head and then she stared into his eyes and smiled. She stroked him a little faster, coming close to doing it in time with Levi’s thrusts inside her.

    “He feels so good inside me,” she said to Eric. “He’s going to make me cum so hard. Baby, he’s going to make me cum so hard!”

    Eric felt his balls tighten as pleasure stirred between his legs. His orgasm was building and while he wanted the experience to last, he knew there was no stopping it. He was lost in an intense kind of pleasure and he wasn’t going to pull away. He was going to pursue it wholeheartedly and enjoy the orgasm that came with it.

    “Levi, harder, please, fuck me harder,” Lucy said.

    Eric recognized the look on her face and the tone in her voice. She was on the verge of an orgasm. She was about to cum with another man’s cock inside her and Eric was going to witness it.

    Lucy’s grip on his cock tightened. She stroked him faster. Precum provided plenty of lube and the sounds of a slick handjob joined the rhythmic noises of Levi’s cock filling Lucy over and over.

    “Fuck, Levi, I’m cumming!” Lucy cried out.

    Eric groaned, his cock swelled in his wife’s hand, and he climaxed. His cum sprayed on her arm, on the floor, and a little bit on the edge of the bed as his knees nearly buckled from the intensity of the pleasure that coursed through his body.

    Lucy kissed Levi but she kept her fingers wrapped around Eric’s shaft and she worked his cock expertly right through his orgasm, ensuring maximum pleasure before releasing him from her grasp and letting her arm – which had a few streaks of cum on it – hang off the side of the bed.

    “Let me get a towel,” Eric said once the aftershocks of pleasure had worked their way through his body.

    “Thanks,” Lucy replied, though she kept her focus on Levi.

    Eric headed for the bathroom and grabbed a towel and by the time he’d returned Levi was once again thrusting in and out of Lucy’s pussy. They were locked in a beautiful kiss and she seemed completely lost in the continued pleasures of sex, so Eric got on his knees and cleaned his cum off her arm before wiping it from the floor and bed. He tossed the towel onto the bathroom floor, quickly washed his cock, and then slipped out of the bedroom to leave his wife and her boyfriend to continue their pursuit of pleasure.

    
      
    

    A gentle knock on the door turned Eric’s attention from his book and he said, “Come in.”

    “Hey,” Lucy said as she stepped into the bedroom in a matching black satin camisole and short set and crawled under the covers. She snuggled up next to Eric and laid a hand across his stomach before kissing him on the cheek.

    “What a nice surprise,” he said. “I figured you’d be spending the night with Levi.”

    “I’ll spend tomorrow night with him,” Lucy replied. “You get me tonight.”

    Eric pulled Lucy closer and they shared a soft kiss before a smile spread across his face. “That’s wonderful news,” he said.

    Lucy’s fingers moved over his stomach and chest as Eric closed his eyes and welcomed the relaxing sensation of being touched by the woman he loved. “Did you enjoy watching us today?” she asked.

    “I did,” Eric replied a moment before a wave of insecurity hit him. He’d thoroughly enjoyed watching, but he still felt just a bit of embarrassment at the idea that he’d enjoyed it so much.

    “Is everything okay?” Lucy asked.

    Eric chuckled at his wife’s ability to read him without him having uttered a single word. “You know, it probably sounds strange to say it after you’ve been with Levi for so long, but it feels a little weird to have enjoyed watching you so much. Or, really, a little bit embarrassing. I mean, I’m not supposed to like that sort of thing.”

    “Says who?” Lucy asked.

    “The world,” Eric replied. “Says just about any man. You’re not supposed to like watching your wife with another guy. You’re not supposed to like watching your wife cum with someone else’s cock inside her.”

    “I don’t know why you’d let what other people think get in the way of your happiness, Eric,” Lucy said softly. “I can understand why you’d feel that way, of course, but I know how turned on you were today. I know how much you enjoyed watching. I know how much you’ve enjoyed me having a boyfriend. Doesn’t it seem insane to let the normal rules of society prevent you from enjoying your life to the fullest?”

    “Yes, it does,” Eric answered.

    Lucy’s hand continued to move over Eric’s chest and stomach as a comfortable silence fell over them. She kissed his neck a few times, but otherwise they were just a happy couple cuddling in bed, a notion that made Eric exceptionally happy.

    “I feel like I learned something today,” Lucy said right as Eric felt like she might be drifting off to sleep.

    “Really? What’s that?” he asked.

    Lucy looked up, smiled, and said, “Well, Levi wouldn’t want to watch. I’m not saying that with any kind of judgment, I’m just saying that you two are very different in that way. He doesn’t mind that I’m married, that I still have sex with you, that we kiss and fool around and all of that, but he finds no pleasure in the idea of watching. You, on the other hand, really enjoy watching. You enjoy the idea that I’m with Levi, too. In fact, I think it’s fair to say that your level of sexual satisfaction has gone way up since I started seeing Levi.”

    It felt like a lot to take in, but Eric couldn’t disagree with the last point. “That’s true,” he said.

    “So you and Levi are very different in that way, though you’re also very similar in that you’ve both experienced the most satisfying orgasms of your life since I started seeing Levi,” Lucy continued. “The same is true for me, actually, and that includes both the orgasms I have with Levi and the ones I have with you. So, what I learned is that all of us seem most sexually satisfied by existing as a trio, and that I think there’s room for even deeper levels of satisfaction, because I’m actually happier than I’ve ever been and it’s not just about the sex.”

    “Okay, so, I’m not entirely sure what you’re saying,” Eric replied.

    Lucy chuckled. “I guess I’m not entirely sure either. There’s still a lot to think about, I guess, but the gist of it is that I think all three of us have a chance to be happiest if we all exist together. I’m sure there will be problems to solve as we figure out how to make that work, but I also feel certain that we really can make it work.”

    “That you can have two husbands,” Eric said.

    Lucy kissed him softly and rested her chin on his chest before saying, “Yeah, basically. I don’t know that I’d want to actually marry Levi – even in an informal way – but he might want that, so we’ll see. There’s no rush, though. I think there’s still a lot we need to work out before that, to be honest.”

    Eric felt oddly serene about the idea of his marriage expanding into a trio. He wasn’t sure how that would work – dozens of questions popped into his mind about the ins and outs of that kind of relationship – but it seemed like that’s where things were headed.

    Lucy’s hand moved into his underwear and she took his cock in her hand as her tongue slipped into his mouth. Eric moaned as his soft flesh stiffened thanks to his wife’s erotically charged touch and skilled tongue.

    “I want you,” she said.

    “Even though you had him twice today?” Eric replied.

    Lucy pulled the covers back, worked Eric’s underwear off, and quickly stripped off her satin shorts. She straddled him, took his cock into her slick pussy, and said, “I love you, Eric, and I love having sex with you.”

    Eric thought of the way Lucy had looked with Levi inside her. He thought of witnessing her orgasm and then hearing her second orgasm as he’d waited in the living room. He thought of those things and a question popped into his head that he couldn’t help but ask. “Does Levi fuck you better than I do?”

    Lucy bit her lower lip and rode Eric swiftly. “Yes,” she said.

    Despite knowing it would be painful to hear the answer, Eric asked, “Do you cum harder with his cock inside you?”

    “Yes,” Lucy answered.

    Eric couldn’t believe the intensity of the pleasure emanating from between his legs. His heart was pounding and his balls were tight. Had watching Lucy and Levi fuck changed something for him? Had it opened something? Was he evolving as a sexual being?

    “Lucy…shit, I’m so close,” Eric said. It was embarrassing. Deeply embarrassing, in fact. Barely any time had passed since she’d taken him inside her, and yet Eric was about to cum.

    “Cum inside me,” Lucy replied.

    Eric closed his eyes and thought of Lucy and Levi fucking. He thought of the look on her face as her boyfriend filled her pussy. He thought of her pleasure when she came. He thought of all of that and he came inside her.

    Lucy reached down and rubbed her clit as Eric’s cock erupted inside her. Much to his surprise, she climaxed soon after he did. He watched as pleasure washed over her face and he couldn’t help but smile.

    Lucy leaned down, kissed him, and asked, “Those questions, did the answers turn you on?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered.

    She kissed his cheek and said, “Sex with you is really good, Eric. It’s more exciting now that I’m with Levi, but it’s always been really good with you, just so you know.”

    “Thank you for saying that,” Eric replied.

    She kissed him, climbed off his cock, and rolled onto her back before grabbing a handful of tissues and holding them between her legs. “I love you,” she said.

    Eric turned to look at his wife and smiled. “I love you too. More than I ever imagined possible, in fact.”

    They kissed and Lucy headed for the bathroom to clean up as Eric stared at the ceiling while a sense of happiness washed over him. Certain parts of his future seemed like they were up in the air – a massive lifestyle change seemed likely if Lucy wanted to form a trio with Levi – and yet he felt as happy as he’d ever been. Perhaps Lucy was right. Maybe Levi was meant to be a part of their relationship. Maybe he was the key to an even deeper sense of happiness.

  
    Hotwifing is the Spice Their Sex Life Needs - Part 1

    “Hey,” Eric said as they pulled up at a red light. “Look at that. Is she jerking him off?”

    Lucy looked up from her phone and studied the people in the car ahead of them. To Eric, it seemed obvious. The girl was reaching over from the passenger side, her hand definitely seemed to be in his lap, and her arm was absolutely moving up and down. She had to have been giving him a handjob.

    “Oh, she’s definitely doing something,” Lucy said.

    They both continued to stare at the action unfolding in the car in front of them. Then the girl leaned over and her head dropped into his lap.

    “Damn,” Eric said. “Look at that.”

    The guy’s arm moved to the girl’s lower back and while they couldn’t see her head anymore, there was no question it was moving up and down in the guy’s lap. She was giving a blowjob in the car and she was doing so at a red light.

    “Yup, she’s definitely giving a blowjob,” Lucy said.

    Eric looked at his wife and smiled as he tried to remember the last time she’d gone down on him in the car. It hadn’t happened since they’d gotten married, which meant it had been at least a decade.

    “Be honest, are you thinking about me giving you a blowjob in the car?” Lucy asked.

    Eric was a little embarrassed that she’d seemingly read his mind, but he nodded. “How did you know?”

    “I’m pretty sure every single man in the world would be thinking the same thing,” Lucy replied. “I mean, you want blowjobs in the car, right? You probably want blowjobs all the time, but there’s something extra hot about it being in the car, right?”

    Many potential responses came to mind, but Eric figured honesty was the best approach. “Yes, there is,” he said.

    The light turned green and the car ahead of them shot through the intersection like the fact that the guy was getting a blowjob gave him a particularly heavy foot.

    “Is it disappointing that I don’t give you blowjobs in the car?” Lucy asked.

    Eric glanced at his wife to try and see if she was annoyed with him. They were going out for a romantic dinner and he didn’t want to send the evening off the rails before it even got started. She didn’t seem annoyed with him for expressing his desire, but he decided a cautious approach was best.

    “No, it’s not disappointing,” he said. “For me, there’s a difference between thinking something would be fun or hot and feeling like it’s an absolute necessity, you know?”

    “So you’d enjoy it if I gave you a blowjob like that girl was doing, but you wouldn’t be disappointed if I didn’t,” Lucy said.

    Despite the lack of annoyance in her tone, Eric still felt a little wary. Their sex life had been a bit rocky the past few months and he couldn’t help but wonder if they were ramping up to the kind of fight that couples sometimes need to have to clear the air. It might have been a necessity, but he didn’t want to have it right before they went to dinner, especially since it had taken a month to get the reservation.

    “Lucy, blowjobs are great,” Eric said. “They really are. Of course they are. I know you enjoy being on the receiving end of oral sex too. Who wouldn’t? But, it’s not like I go through each day wondering when I’m going to get a blowjob and feeling disappointed when it doesn’t happen. Each time it does, it’s a really nice treat, but it’s not a necessity in my life.”

    They pulled up to another red light and Eric looked at his wife. Lucy was staring out the window, though, and it seemed unwise to try and push the conversation.

    “I feel bad,” Lucy said after a solid minute of silence.

    “About what?” Eric asked.

    “About not going down on you more often,” she said. “I feel bad. I know you really like it. You’ve always really liked it, and I know I used to do it more often. A lot more often, in fact.”

    Lucy had been quite generous when they were first together. Eric’s memory was a little fuzzy on the specific details because it was more than a decade ago, but his recollection was that she went down on him with great frequency when they were first together.

    “You don’t have to feel bad,” Eric said. “I mean, that happens, right? Things slow down when a couple is together for a long time. That’s perfectly natural.”

    “Isn’t that the most depressing thing in the world?” Lucy asked. “I mean, doesn’t saying that just bum you out? I’m not even 35 yet and you’re telling me that my sex life has already slowed down?”

    She was right. Eric did find it a little depressing. He had no desire to leave Lucy, but that also meant he was looking at another 25 years of a fairly boring sex life before he got too old to think much about sex.

    “Plus, you still go down on me all the time,” Lucy said.

    Eric laughed. “I do,” he replied. “I like it. Making you cum, that is. I really like it.” He glanced at Lucy and she looked a little distraught. They were already having the conversation, though, so Eric decided to push it. “Do you not like doing the same for me?”

    “I do,” Lucy said. “I really do. It’s just…I mean, I used to go down on you all the time because I really, really liked it. I don’t know how to describe it, really, I just found it so hot to have you in my mouth. I’d get wet doing it. Like, really wet. I’d get wet when I made you cum. I don’t know why that’s not the case anymore. Maybe it is just that things slow down, or that when I’ve done it a bunch of times it’s no longer new and that means it’s no longer hot. I don’t really know. I just know that it doesn’t feel the same anymore. Not at all.”

    Eric couldn’t help but get a little turned on, more from the memories triggered by Lucy talking about how she used to love giving him blowjobs. His head filled with memories of just how eager she used to be to go down on him. He’d received more than a few public blowjobs from her, including one on the elevator ride to their room on their honeymoon. That was a quickie, but it had been insanely thrilling.

    “Why are you smiling?” Lucy asked.

    “Sorry,” Eric said. “I just couldn’t help but think about, well, the old days, I guess. You really were voracious about oral sex. You mentioned it and some of those memories popped into my head and I couldn’t help but run with them.”

    Lucy reached out and took his hand. She squeezed it tight and Eric stopped at a red light. He looked over at her and she smiled. “I’m lucky to be with you,” she said. “I’m sorry about that stuff I just said. That was really inappropriate. I don’t mean to make it seem like I’m not interested in you.”

    “I think honesty is good,” Eric said. “I think it’s essential, in fact. So yeah, some parts of what you said were hard to hear, but not because you were trying to hurt me. I know you weren’t trying to hurt me. You were just trying to be honest, and maybe you’re working through your feelings by talking out loud. There’s nothing wrong with that. That can be really good, in fact.”

    Lucy didn’t seem entirely convinced. She let his hand go when the light turned green and they segued into another stretch of silence.

    Eric decided a change of plans was in order. They were both dressed for a fancy dinner – him in a suit and her in a lovely little black dress and heels – but he knew the night would end badly if they spent a bunch of money at a fancy place. Something else was in order.

    “Where are you going?” Lucy asked as Eric got on the highway.

    “Change of plans,” he said.

    “Eric, it took forever to get those reservations,” she said.

    “I know, but I think we both know tonight’s not the night for it,” Eric replied. “They’re just reservations, Lucy. Let’s just try and have fun tonight.”

    “Okay,” Lucy said.

    Eric drove them to a little burger shack at the beach where they used to come when they didn’t have much money but they still wanted something at least passably romantic. A beach and a sunset always did the trick. The food was basic burgers and fries, but it was damn good and Eric looked over and saw Lucy perk up when she saw where they were headed.

    “You remember this place?” he asked while pulling into the gravel parking lot that boasted a beautiful ocean view.

    “Of course I do,” Lucy said.

    Eric turned the car off and looked over to see a smile on his wife’s face. “It’s been years,” he said.

    Lucy smiled. “I don’t know why we stopped coming here.”

    “Me neither,” Eric said as he got out of the car. “C’mon, there’s a burger, fries, and a milkshake with your name on it.”

    The picnic tables in front of the burger shack were filled with people in swimsuits and tank tops, making Eric and Lucy wildly overdressed. They got a few stares as a result, but Eric didn’t care. His wife seemed happy, and that was all that mattered.

    They both ordered up a burger and fries and decided on spitting a vanilla milkshake. They grabbed a picnic table out in the sand and turned their attention to the surfers riding the waves as the sunset approached.

    It seemed that a small shot of nostalgia was all it took to bring Lucy out of her funk. Suddenly she was back to her joyful self. She was smiling, laughing, and enjoying the hell out of a burger and fries.

    “I remember you enjoyed watching the surfers when we used to come here,” Eric said as he polished off the last bite of his burger.

    “I did,” she said. “I still do. There’s something about it that I find fascinating. Maybe because I’ve never tried, I don’t know. It just seems so beautiful.”

    Eric smiled as his wife stared out at the ocean and the young men and women riding the waves.

    “I have a confession to make,” he said.

    Lucy turned to him with a curious look on her face. “What sort of confession?”

    “I know why we stopped coming here,” he said. “Or at least one of the reasons.”

    “You do?” she asked.

    “I was jealous,” Eric said.

    Lucy looked like he’d just said something utterly ridiculous. “Jealous, of who?”

    “The surfers,” Eric said. “I was more insecure back then and the way you looked at the surfers drove me crazy. It was especially bad when they’d come up from the water with the boards under their arms and their abs glistening. I swear, even after eating you looked like the hungriest girl on the beach when you stared at them.”

    Lucy laughed.

    “What’s so funny?” Eric said.

    “I thought I did a better job hiding it,” Lucy explained before flashing a coy smile.

    “Wait, hiding what?” he asked.

    “My hunger,” Lucy answered. She reached across the table and grabbed his hand as her coy smile transformed into something a lot closer to giddy. “I’m sorry I was that way. That wasn’t kind of me.”

    Eric couldn’t help but laugh. “Come here,” he said. “Come sit with me.” Eric straddled the bench and faced the ocean as Lucy switched to his side. She sat in front of him and he wrapped his arms tight around his wife and kissed her cheek. “I love you,” he whispered.

    “I love you too,” Lucy replied. She turned her head and they shared a soft, romantic kiss. Someone whistled from another table and Lucy laughed.

    They stared at the ocean and the setting sun as Eric held her close and kissed her neck and cheek from time to time. Then, a young blonde surfer came out of the water and made his way up the beach with a board tucked under his arm.

    “Do you still feel the way you used to feel?” Eric asked as he gestured towards the surfer.

    “That seems like a question I shouldn’t answer,” Lucy replied.

    “I think you just answered it,” Eric said. He kissed her neck again and pulled her a little closer. He didn’t feel the jealousy he used to and he wanted Lucy to know that.

    Lucy’s head turned a little as she watched the surfer walk up the beach and towards the parking lot. He looked over and nodded and it seemed like he was nodding at her, like he was showing his appreciation for her rather unsubtle ogling.

    “Were you serious, before? In the car, I mean,” Eric asked.

    “Serious about what?” Lucy said.

    “About…well, about giving head turning you on. Did it really turn you on? Like, was it more than just doing a nice thing for me?” he asked.

    Lucy turned her head and looked at him as Eric held her close. “It did,” she said. There was just a hint of sadness in her eyes, though. It seemed like she was also saying that it no longer turned her on.

    “Did it turn you on with other guys, too? Guys before me?” he asked.

    She nodded and kissed his cheek in a manner that struck him as apologetic.

    “So, do you think it would turn you on again?” Eric asked. “I mean, if you did it with a different guy?”

    “That’s a strange question to ask your wife, Eric,” Lucy said.

    Eric kissed her neck and said, “I know. I asked it, though, and I don’t know why, but I kind of want to hear the answer.”

    “Yes,” Lucy said. “It would.”

    Eric felt an unexpected but rather pleasant stirring between his legs. “Have you thought about it?” he asked. “For instance, did you think about it when you watched that young surfer walk past us?”

    “Eric…” Lucy said. “This doesn’t seem smart.”

    Eric kissed her again, but this time with erotic intent. Lucy pulled his arms a little tighter around her body and unleashed a quiet moan. “I know it’s not smart,” he said, “but I want to know. I can’t help it…I want to know.” Eric was almost certain Lucy could feel his now half-hard cock against her body. She was sitting between his legs and there was no room between them. He didn’t fully understand what had ignited his arousal, so she probably didn’t either, but she couldn’t have thought he was seething with jealousy.

    “Are you sure you want to know?” Lucy asked.

    Eric gently sucked on Lucy’s earlobe, which always drove her absolutely crazy. She moaned again. “Yes, I want to know,” he said.

    “Yes, I thought about it,” Lucy answered.

    Eric’s felt a kind of excitement he hadn’t in years. It was confusing, but he couldn’t turn from it. He had to pursue it. He only hoped that Lucy felt the same way. “You thought about what?” he asked. He wanted to hear her say it.

    “I thought about…” Lucy said. “I…”

    Eric’s hand moved to her thigh. His fingers moved in slow circles as he kissed her neck. He made his way up her leg and asked, “You thought about what?” again.

    “I thought about going down on him,” Lucy answered. “I did. I thought about it.”

    Eric’s fingers moved between her legs and he pressed them against her panties. They felt damp. She was wet. She was just as excited as he was.

    “Not here,” Lucy said. “People are staring.”

    Eric pulled his hand out from under her dress and looked around. She was right. People were staring. It seemed likely someone would call the police if they kept it up. Eric was a little embarrassed, but the desire coursing through him – desire he didn’t understand – overwhelmed every other feeling.

    “Come with me,” Lucy said.

    She took Eric’s hand and he followed her out onto the sand and down the beach. They were headed towards one of the many rock outcroppings that dotted the sand. Some were quite massive and it made for a beautiful viewing experience, which was partly why they’d started coming to the beach in the first place.

    Lucy moved with pace, getting them a good distance from the burger stand. She dragged him between two massive boulders and unzipped his pants. Her fingers found his cock and she pulled him out and stroked him as they kissed.

    “Do you like that I thought about it?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Eric answered.

    Lucy leaned against one of the boulders and lifted one leg and placed her foot on the other. She pulled her panties aside and said, “Fuck me, Eric.”

    Eric slid into his wife’s pussy and they fucked standing up. It was the first time they’d ever done it that way. They’d never fucked on the beach, either. It all felt so wild and a little dangerous in that everyone that saw them walk off almost certainly knew what they were doing.

    “Are you wet because you thought about it?” Eric asked as he fucked Lucy.

    “Yes,” Lucy answered.

    They’d both embraced the strange, entirely unexpected desires that had arisen from a simple trip to the beach. Eric felt a kind of elation he hadn’t experienced in a long time. He felt the sort of heat and passion that he thought only people in their early 20s experienced. He fucked Lucy hard and fast. The sound of his cock sliding into her wet pussy mixed with the crashing ocean waves.

    “Would you have done it?” Eric asked.

    Lucy closed her eyes and moaned. “Fuck…Eric…”

    “I thought about you doing it,” he said. “I wanted you to do it. It’s crazy, but I wanted you to do it. I wanted you to follow that surfer to his car. I wanted you to…”

    Lucy opened her eyes. “You wanted me to suck his cock?” she asked.

    Eric groaned and fucked her harder. “Lucy…fuck…I’m so close.”

    “Is that what you wanted, Eric?” Lucy asked between her own lusty moans. “Did you want me to suck his cock?” She reached down and rubbed her clit as Eric slid in and out of her.

    “Yes!” he said.

    “Yes, what?” she asked.

    “Yes, I wanted you to suck his cock,” Eric answered. He came inside his wife a moment later. He had to put his hands up on both sides of the rocks to keep his balance as his knees buckled.

    Lucy joined him in climaxing not long after. Eric’s cock was still pulsing inside her as her body began to tremble. Eric put his arms around her to keep Lucy from falling over.

    Eric laughed at the sheer absurdity of the experience and Lucy joined him soon after. He pulled out and she let her leg drop to the sand as some of his cum spilled out of her.

    “Well, that was different,” Eric said.

    Lucy smiled and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. “That was really good,” she said. “Different, for sure, but really good.”

    “Do you wanna watch the sunset?” Eric asked as he put his cock back in his pants.

    Lucy pulled her panties over her pussy, smiled, and said, “That would be lovely.”

    Eric took her hand, led her out of their little rock formation, and found a spot in the sand where they could sit and watch the sunset. They’d probably have to have a conversation about what they’d just done at some point, but that could wait. Now all he wanted to do was hold his wife, bask in the pleasure of a truly great orgasm, and watch the sun go down.
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    Eric wiped the sweat from his brow, inhaled the pleasant scent of freshly cut grass, and surveyed the newly-refreshed backyard he'd just finished mowing. Most of their neighbors hired gardeners to come in and do the job while they were at work, but Eric had recently come around to the meditative pleasure of doing it himself, particularly since the yard wasn't all that big, not with the pool taking up nearly a third of it.

    The sound of the sliding glass door opening pulled his attention from the lawn and Eric saw his lovely wife step out onto the patio in a rather skimpy blue and white striped bikini. She had two glasses in her hand and raised one as she headed his way with a bright smile on her face.

    "The lawn looks good," Lucy said as she offered Eric a glass of what looked like lemonade.

    "It does," he said with a small sense of pride in his voice. "Thanks for the lemonade."

    Lucy gently clinked her glass against his and they each took a long sip before she asked. "How about a swim? You look awfully sweaty and I'm sure it would be nice to jump in the pool and cool off."

    "I'll go change into my swimsuit," Eric said as he handed her the drink.

    Lucy flashed a naughty smile. "Don't bother. We have plenty of privacy back here. Let's go skinny dipping."

    Eric couldn't remember the last time he'd gone for a naked swim with his wife and he was more than happy to give it a go, especially given how warm it was. "Let's do it." He took his glass back from her, chugged half of it, and then headed for the pool.

    Lucy followed and it didn't take long for both of them to disrobe and jump in the cool, refreshing water. Eric dunked his head underneath and when he came up for air he saw Lucy in front of him with a smile on her face. Without a word she swam closer, wrapped her legs around him, and offered a wet, eager kiss that he happily accepted.

    "What was that for?" he asked afterwards.

    "I think maybe I haven't been giving you the attention you need in the past few weeks," she said.

    Eric had a response ready, but Lucy kissed him again. This time the lust behind it was more than enough to get him hard and she adjusted her hips and managed to take the head of his cock inside her. Their tongues continued to dance as Eric filled her right there in the pool.

    "I'm sorry that I've been a little distracted," she said while slowly riding him underwater.

    "It's okay," Eric replied. "Our lives underwent a massive change when Levi moved in a month ago. I don't blame you for wanting to take advantage of the fact that you're living under the same roof as the man you can't help but crave."

    "You're a sweet man, Eric, and a wonderful husband," she said. "But I know that things have changed a lot for you, that I've probably spent too many nights in Levi's bed instead of yours, that I just haven't given you everything you need."

    It felt like an odd conversation to be having while he was inside his wife, and yet much of their life would have seemed odd to an outsider. Plus, it felt awfully good to fuck her, even if it was in the midst of a strange conversation.

    "I love you, Lucy," Eric said. "I love you now more than ever. I know most people would think we're insane for embarking on an entirely different kind of structure to our relationship, but it works for us. It does. There will be some bumps along the way and there have definitely been times in the past month when I've felt a little left out, but the fact that you feel bad about it, that you've noticed it, tells me that everything is still okay. You're still thinking about me even when you're completely caught up in how badly you want to fuck Levi, and that says good things."

    Lucy lifted her pussy from his cock and said, "Sit on the edge of the pool."

    Eric drifted back and lifted his body out of the water until he was sitting on the smooth concrete edge. Lucy smiled and floated between his legs to reach up and take his cock in her hand. She stroked him as their eyes met and then she took his balls in her mouth and sucked while her fingers teased the throbbing head of his cock.

    "Fuck, Lucy, that's amazing," he said. It felt spectacularly good, though Eric couldn't help but think of the time she'd done the same thing for Levi. They'd fucked in and around the pool just a week ago and Eric had watched from one of the bedroom windows. It had been especially pleasurable, too. "You know what I'm thinking of?" he asked.

    "What?" Lucy replied.

    "Of you and Levi," he said. "Of when you fucked him out here. Of when you were sucking his balls just like this while he was sitting on the edge of the pool. I wasn't getting personal attention from you in that moment, Lucy, but it felt really fucking good."

    "You watched that?" she asked before kissing her way up his shaft and showering the head of his cock with affection.

    He pointed at one of the windows and said, "I did. From right there."

    Lucy smiled. "You naughty boy." A moment later his cock was in her mouth and she swallowed the full length of his shaft with ease.

    Eric knew that Lucy's improved oral skills were a result of her time with Levi. She'd dedicated herself to making her boyfriend feel good and Eric had benefited from that, for Levi wasn't the only man to receive blowjobs from her. He certainly received more of them - Eric had walked in on Lucy going down on him more than a few times, including in the living room and the kitchen - but Eric didn't mind that Lucy seemed to enjoy blowing her boyfriend more than him, for he enjoyed watching and receiving.

    "Will you fuck me, Eric?" Lucy asked.

    "Yes, of course I will," he answered.

    Lucy swallowed his cock once more and Eric did his best not to moan too loudly despite the intense pleasure she offered. Her head bobbed up and down in his lap for what struck him as a remarkable amount of time before Lucy let his cock fall from her mouth, moved to the side, and pulled her lean, naked body out of the water.

    "Come," she said.

    Eric took her hand and got to his feet as Lucy led him towards one of the insanely comfortable new lounge chairs they'd purchased to spruce up the backyard. She sat on it, laid back, and spread her legs, offering an inviting look at her pussy.

    "Fuck me, Eric," she said.

    Eric happily crawled on top of his wife and slipped his cock into her pussy. He took a moment to appreciate how hot and wet she felt and then buried every inch into her. She wrapped her arms around him and they kissed as he began to fuck her just as she'd requested. As he did, Eric thought of the view he'd enjoyed the previous week. Lucy had been on her back and he was fairly certain she'd been on the same lounge chair. Levi had slipped his cock into her pussy and he'd fucked her with wild abandon. The view from above had been particularly arousing and Eric had happily masturbated it.

    "Eric, I'm so wet for you," Lucy said breathlessly. "Fuck, you feel so good inside me. Fuck me harder. Pound my pussy."

    Eric delivered exactly what his wife craved. He pounded her pussy. He fucked her hard and fast and she let her moans float into the afternoon air while he bathed his cock in the pleasure of her slick pussy.

    "Eric, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Lucy cried out.

    He fucked his wife right through her orgasm and he couldn't help but smile as he felt a sense of pride at being able to make her cum so hard.

    "I know I've said it before, but I'm going to say it again. I really like having sex with you, Eric. You really do make me feel good," she said.

    "I know," he replied. "It's just a little more exciting - or maybe a lot more - with Levi. And I like that, Lucy. I like watching you fuck him. I like hearing it, too, especially on those nights where you can't seem to help yourself and you wake him up in the middle of the night to fuck him."

    Lucy smiled, pulled him close for a kiss, and asked, "Did you like watching him fuck me from behind out here?"

    "I did," Eric answered. That position had been particularly thrilling to watch as Levi had fucked her with such incredible power and it had seemed as though Lucy found it hugely arousing. Eric was certain he'd watched his wife cum as she took Levi's cock in that position, in fact.

    "Would you like to fuck me from behind?" she asked. "And cum inside me?"

    "Yes, I would," Eric answered.

    He pulled out and Lucy quickly moved to her hands and knees on the lounge chair. Eric got into position behind her, slipped his cock into her still wet pussy, grabbed her hips and delivered a hard fucking. He looked down to see his cock moving in and out of her pussy and he found it thrilling, and yet his mind drifted to the sex he'd watched a week ago. He saw Levi fucking her from behind on the lounge chair. He saw Lucy moaning in a different way, like she'd tapped into some animalistic part of her that enjoyed being taken by her boyfriend.

    Eric couldn't help but find that pleasurable, which quickly helped him achieve an orgasm. He buried his cock inside Lucy, closed his eyes, and thought of Levi fucking her as he climaxed. The pleasure was potent enough to put a big smile on his face as he collapsed on top of her and kissed her neck and upper back over and over.

    "I thoroughly enjoyed that," Lucy said.

    "Me too," Eric added with a soft chuckle. "I think it's been a while since I had an orgasm that good, in fact."

    He pulled out and he and Lucy cuddled up on the lounge chair. Her naked body felt spectacular against his and he felt like he would have been more than happy to stay exactly like that for the rest of the day.

    "It will happen more often, Eric," Lucy said. "I promise."

    "You don't need to make that promise," he replied. "I really am happy with how things are. I mean, you're into Levi enough that sometimes you just want to give him a blowjob, and not just to get him hard to fuck you, but to actually make him cum in your mouth. He clearly elicits a different kind of response in you, but there's something about that I really like, so I don't want you to suppress that, you know?"

    Lucy kissed his cheek and neck and said, "I know. There are times when I just want him, and when having him makes me feel good in a way I can't even describe."

    "It's been that way from the start, Lucy. I don't know why it would change now, and it shouldn't. It's a really good thing that you can feel that way with a man. It is," Eric replied. "And for me, at least, it's a really good thing that it turns me on so much. I really appreciate that you feel kind of bad about how you've divided your attention since Levi became a part of the household, but you don't have to feel bad. You really don't."

    "Thank you," Lucy said softly.

    "You know, it's been less awkward than I thought it might be," Eric said as he pulled Lucy a little closer. "I guess I was a little worried that it would be strange because I don't really know Levi all that well. But he's been great."

    "He likes you a lot," Lucy replied as she cuddled a little closer. "I know he's making an effort to get to know you, and he has nothing but good things to say about you. I think he really wants to make this whole thing work, you know, so he's trying hard, but he really does like you, which should make this experiment of ours a lot easier."

    Eric kissed the top of their head and they laid there in silence for a short spell. He watched the birds fly overhead, listened to their relentless chirping, and once again admired how good the lawn looked when it was freshly mowed. The fact that he'd been the one to mow it put a smile on his face, too.

    "So," Eric began as a thought occurred to him, "is Levi going to remain your boyfriend forever? Will you start calling him your partner at some point?"

    Lucy lifted her head off his chest and smiled at Eric. "We were just talking about this the other night, actually."

    "Did you come up with an answer?" he asked.

    Lucy looked hesitant for just a moment and then said, "We both agreed that it's too early to know if this threeway relationship is going to work out, but we also decided that if it does work out that Levi and I would like to get married, in an unofficial way, that is. We'll have a small ceremony. We'll invite the friends that know about our situation, and we'll get married."

    "And you'll have two husbands?" Eric asked with just a hint of insecurity in his voice.

    "Yes, of course," Lucy replied with a smile. "I see that worry in your eyes, Eric, and you don't need to panic. You will always be my husband. You're the one that's actually married to me and that's not going to change. Plus, I wouldn't dream of getting married to Levi if you weren't on board with it, so you just say the word and I'll tell him that it's not an option."

    "There's no need for that," Eric said. "You've been together long enough. You run a business - a successful business, by the way - together. You sleep together most nights. You're at the stage in your relationship where you'd get married under normal circumstances, and like you've said multiple times, we all seem happiest as a trio, so as strange as it is, it makes perfect sense for you and Levi to get married."

    "And for him to be my husband," Lucy added.

    It was undeniably strange to think of Lucy having a second husband, and yet Eric felt a little stirring of the same desire that had landed them in this situation in the first place. From the very start he'd found the idea of his wife with another man impossibly arousing, and this was just an extreme extension of that.

    "It is strange to think of you having another husband," Eric noted. "To think of you introducing him to people as your husband. And really, to think of you even thinking of him as your husband."

    "Will you be okay with it?" Lucy asked.

    "Absolutely," Eric answered. "It won't surprise you to hear that there's at least a little bit of arousal buried in there, too. I know it's so strange, but I can't quite help but feel it."

    Lucy looked up at him and smiled. "Really? Like, you get a little turned on at the idea of me calling Levi my husband?"

    Eric nodded. "Yeah. Is that just the strangest thing?"

    Lucy shook her head. "Not at all. It's perfect, really. I mean, how many men in the world would actually be turned on at the idea of their wife wanting to marry a second man?"

    "Not many, I'd imagine," Eric said.

    She reached between his legs and took hold of his cock. Her lips found his chest and she kissed him slowly and softly while offering a gentle handjob. "We have a few more hours to ourselves," she said. "Do you think you'd be up for fucking me again?"

    "I can't think of anything I'd rather do," Eric answered.

    Lucy sat up, smiled, and said, "Let's get in the pool again."

    Eric watched his beautiful naked wife run towards the pool and jump into the water. He smiled as she turned and splashed water his way. He got up out of the chair, ran towards her, and leapt into the water to do a cannonball. Lucy cried out joyfully and Eric sank into the water with a giddy smile on his face. His life was nothing like he'd imagined just a few years ago, and yet he was as happy as he'd ever been, so much so that he was looking forward to Lucy solidifying her relationship with Levi and turning it into a marriage. Every turn in their relationship had brought Eric pleasure, so he figured it was bound to happen again.
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    "Did you miss me?" Lucy asked as she pulled aside the covers and cuddled up next to Eric in his bed.

    He smiled, put his arm around his wife, and felt just a hint of desire at the feel of her lace lingerie pressing against his body. "I missed you like crazy," he answered. "I think the fact that you were on your honeymoon made me miss you more, if I'm being honest. There was a little bit of jealousy mixed in that made it just a little more difficult to bear your absence."

    Lucy rested her hand against his chest and looked up at Eric. "You know you don't have to be jealous though, right? I know I'm married to two men now - not technically, but in spirit, at least - but I love you just as much as I always have, Eric."

    "I know you do, Lucy," he said. "But there are certain realities about our setup that inspire just a bit of jealousy in me. It's not a bad thing, though. In fact, I can't help but wonder if jealousy is a good thing - a useful thing, even - in a situation like ours. I mean, if it inspires me to a better husband, that's a good thing, right?"

    Lucy kissed his chest and let his lips linger against his skin for a few seconds before softly saying, "I suppose that's true."

    "For instance, I spent much of my week making repairs around the house. I planted those flowerbeds out front and did a few landscaping tasks in the backyard, too," Eric explained.

    "That all looks great, by the way," Lucy quickly replied.

    "Thank you," he said. "And the truth is, part of the reason I did that stuff is because I wanted to stand out. I wanted you to come home from your honeymoon with Levi and think that I was also a great husband."

    "I would have known that whether or not you did those things, though," Lucy countered.

    Eric looked down at her, smiled, and asked, "Was the sex on this honeymoon - the second you've been on in your life - better than the sex we had on our honeymoon?"

    A pained looked briefly crossed Lucy's face, which answered the question before she said a word. "Yes, it was," she answered softly.

    "I think that you and Levi have a deeper sexual connection than you and I have ever had, Lucy," Eric said. "I think you have better sexual chemistry, or that he just fucks you better. I don't really know how to put it into words, and that doesn't really matter because I don't have to. I just know that one of your husbands fucks you better than the other, so I feel like I need to improve in other ways if I'm going to be able to compete with Levi for your time and attention."

    "I love you, Eric," Lucy said. "I will always love you."

    He smiled. "But Levi does fuck you better than I do."

    "He does," Lucy said.

    Their eyes met and her lips curled into a slight smile before approaching his for a kiss. Lucy moaned softly and her lips parted. Her tongue brushed gently against his teeth before Eric welcomed it into his mouth. He gently rolled Lucy onto her back and grasped one of her breasts through the thin lace of her lingerie. She released a soft moan into his mouth and he moved on top of her.

    "Of course, for some reason I've always been turned on by the fact that Levi fucks you so well," Eric said. "That he's always been better than I am at pleasuring my wife."

    Lucy reached down and slipped her fingers into Eric's underwear to grasp his cock and stroke him. "I couldn't get enough of him on our honeymoon," she said with a smile. "There were days when we didn't leave the bungalow, when we fucked over and over, only taking breaks for food and quick naps while the tropical breeze blew in from the ocean."

    "There were days when I fantasized about that very thing," Eric noted before kissing Lucy's neck.

    She worked his underwear down to his thighs, pulled aside the delicate lace covering her pussy, and guided his cock inside her.

    "Fuck, Lucy, I have missed being inside you," he said.

    "And I've missed fucking my first husband," she replied softly.

    They kissed as Eric buried his cock in her slick pussy and held it there. Their tongues mingled while a million thoughts raced through his head, including countless visions of Lucy and Levi having all kinds of wondrous, passionate, beautiful sex on their honeymoon.

    "Fuck me, Eric," Lucy implored him.

    Eric fucked his wife and Lucy wrapped her legs around him. She held him tight while filling his bedroom with beautiful moans as their bodies melded and their need for each other - for a sense of connection after she'd been away for a week - overwhelmed everything else.

    Though he didn't want to mar the sex with a distracting kind of dirty talk, Eric couldn't help but think of Lucy and Levi fucking as he slid in and out of her body. Lucy had taken a few selfies and sent them to Eric, including one of her in a skimpy, rather sexy bikini and in his head he pictured his wife wearing that beautiful bikini while fucking her new husband on the deck of their oceanside bungalow. He saw her on top with Levi sitting in a lounge chair with a giddy smile on his face as his cock explored his new wife's pussy.

    Those thoughts - and the sheer pleasure of being inside her again after nearly ten days - carried Eric to the brink of orgasm. "I'm close, Lucy," he said.

    She smiled. "Me too, baby. I want you to cum inside me. I want you to cum in your wife's pussy, just like my other husband did every single day of your honeymoon."

    Lucy's generous dirty talk put Eric over the top and he came in her pussy, as requested. She quickly joined him in climaxing and then wrapped her arms tightly around him and held Eric close as they both filled his room with wondrous moans of joy.

    "God, I really did miss you," he said.

    "I missed you too," Lucy replied. "I really did. And, if it means anything, I honestly can't imagine loving a man more than I love you, Eric. I love Levi too, obviously, but you were the first and you'll always be the one I love more than any other."

    "That means a lot, actually," Eric said. "It really does. And just know that I love you madly, Lucy, and I always will. Your happiness is the only thing that matters to me, the only thing that will ever really matter to me."

    Lucy smiled brightly and held it for a few seconds before saying, "Good, because I've decided that I want to have a baby."

    Eric was stunned. "Who's going to be the father?" he asked, blurting out the first thought that came to mind.

    "That's what we need to talk about," Lucy answered.

    Eric suspected it wasn't going to be a particularly short conversation - it was fairly important, after all - so he pulled out, cleaned up, and settled into bed next to his wife. "Okay, so let's talk about it."

    He was ready for anything and he wasn't sure what he wanted the outcome of the conversation to be, so he resolved to keep an open mind and try his best to discern what would make Lucy happiest, for that was what mattered more than anything else.

    
      
    

    As it turned out, the conversation wasn't all that lengthy, for Lucy had already decided that she wanted both of her husbands to have a chance to get her pregnant. She'd go off her birth control pills, have sex with both of them, and eventually she'd get pregnant. After that, the plan was to avoid finding out who the father actually was unless it became a medical necessity, ensuring that both men would see the baby as their own.

    Lucy quickly developed a habit of fucking both of her husbands in quick succession, and always in the same order. She'd begin with Levi and Eric would watch on occasion and would almost always end up listening, mostly because Lucy seemed to be enjoying sex even more when its purpose was to get her pregnant, and thus she was quite a bit more vocal about it.

    "Fuck me, Levi," Lucy cried out on a Saturday morning, waking Eric from a deep sleep. "Fuck your wife's tight pussy."

    Eric stared at the ceiling and smiled as Lucy unleashed the kind of dirty talk that had become far more prevalent in the week since she'd decided she wanted to get pregnant. He was also smiling because it was almost guaranteed Lucy would come to his room after she and Levi were finished, which meant he'd get to start his day off with the kind of sex he'd come to enjoy more than almost any other.

    "Harder," Lucy said. "Fuck me harder, Levi. Fuck my tight pussy harder!"

    Levi seemed to deliver, at least based on the sounds the bed in his room was making. He must have been pounding Lucy in missionary style and really giving it his all.

    "Levi...cum inside me," Lucy cried out. "Cum inside me! Get me pregnant, Levi! Give me your baby!"

    Eric reached down and played with his cock as he listened to his wife utter an exclamation that had become part of her sexual repertoire in the past week. The thing was, Levi was the only one she asked to get her pregnant while they were fucking. She always told Eric to cum inside her, but she didn't add the extra bit about getting her pregnant or giving her a baby. Eric wondered if it was even conscious on her part, or if Lucy was simply expressing a desire that her body and brain craved without her even knowing it.

    That was the part that thrilled him, though. He wasn't sure why, but he loved hearing Lucy practically beg Levi to get her pregnant. He loved hearing his wife's passion and desire for one of the men in her life to impregnate her.

    "Yes! Cum inside me!" she cried out. "Fuck, Levi, give me your baby!"

    The sounds of Lucy's orgasm followed and Eric had to pull his hand away from his cock for fear of cumming before he'd even gotten a chance to fuck his wife. A few minutes later, the door to Levi's bedroom opened and he heard the soft steps of his wife approaching his door.

    "Good morning," Lucy said as she stepped into Eric's bedroom. She was dressed in a pair of panties and a cropped t-shirt, her hair was messy and she looked spectacularly good, as she almost always did after being fucked to a great orgasm.

    "It sounds like you started your day right," Eric noted.

    Lucy looked at the bulge in his sheets and replied, "And it looks like you enjoyed listening."

    Eric pulled the sheets back and nodded. "I certainly did."

    Lucy pushed away from the door and crawled into his bed and on top of Eric. They kissed as he reached between her legs and massaged her pussy through the thin cotton of her panties.

    "Mmm, do you want to fuck me, Eric?" she asked softly. "Do you want to fuck your wife?"

    "I do," he replied. "I want to fuck my wife's cum-filled pussy."

    Eric wasn't sure why Levi always got fuck her first and he always went second, but he wasn't complaining. He'd come to find great pleasure in sloppy seconds sex with her.

    Lucy backed up, pulled his underwear off, and tossed them aside. She stroked his cock and then dropped down, took him in her mouth, and offered a beautiful blowjob that pushed Eric just a little bit closer to the verge of an orgasm.

    "Lucy...fuck, that feels so good," Eric said as her tongue did wonderful things while swirling around the head of his cock. "I want you, baby. I want to be inside you. I want to fuck you."

    Lucy kissed her way up his body, pulled her panties aside, and dropped her pussy onto Eric's cock. The messiness of cum and juices inside her hugged his stiff shaft and immediately he thought of the sex he'd listened to, and of his wife practically begging Levi to get her pregnant.

    All of those pleasures combined to leave Eric remarkably close to an orgasm. Every inch of his body tingled with sexual joy and he felt no particular need to make it last, to prove his manhood by being able to fuck Lucy for ten minutes before exploding inside her.

    "Your pussy feels so good with his cum inside you," Eric said, sharing that particular thought for the first time.

    "Yeah?" Lucy asked with a smile. "You like fucking me with my other husband's cum deep inside me? You like fucking your wife's messy, cum-filled pussy?"

    Eric nodded and Lucy rode him faster and harder. "I like...I like it when you tell him to get you pregnant, Lucy. Fuck, I don't know why, but I fucking love hearing you say that to him."

    Lucy put her hands on Eric's chest and used the leverage to ride him faster. "I do want him to get me pregnant," she said.

    Eric couldn't resist pushing it a little further, mostly because he was so caught up in an intense kind of pleasure. "Say it for me," he said. "Say you want Levi to get you pregnant."

    Lucy smiled, leaned down, and whispered, "I want Levi to get me pregnant. I want Levi's baby inside me."

    Eric came hard in his wife's wet, messy pussy. He came hard enough that his body trembled and his toes curled, all while Lucy offered him a series of soft, sensual kisses along his neck and cheek.

    "It seemed like you really enjoyed that," she said.

    "I did," Eric replied with a smile. "I hope that's not weird."

    Lucy sat up, put her hands on his chest, and said, "Not at all. I like that you're comfortable enough to share what really turns you on. That's really sexy, honestly."

    Eric wasn't sure what propelled him to ask his follow up question, but he couldn't help himself. "You know, you only ever ask Levi to get you pregnant, or to give you his baby. You never say that when we have sex."

    Lucy paused for a moment, studied his face, and said, "Really?"

    "You haven't noticed?" Eric asked as his cock remained stiff inside her.

    Lucy shook her head. "I know I say it to him, but I honestly hadn't noticed that I don't say it to you. Does that make you feel bad?"

    "No," Eric admitted. "I know it's a little weird, but it turns me on."

    Lucy leaned down and softly kissed him. "It's not that weird, not in the context of our marriage. After all, you're the same man that got off watching me give a blowjob to another guy on the beach. You got off at the idea of fucking me after another man had done so. You got off when I first went on vacation with Levi. You got off when I wanted to start a business with him. You got off when I married him. It's not a surprise that you like the idea of me telling Levi to get me pregnant, or even the idea that I might want him to get me pregnant more than I want you to do so."

    "Do...do you?" Eric asked.

    Lucy gently moved her pussy back and forth over his cock, almost like she was slowly fucking him again. She dug her fingernails into his chest - just enough to cause a hint of pain - and moaned. "Honestly, I don't know."

    Eric was fairly certain she did know and just didn't want to say, but even that wasn't guaranteed. After all, she'd fucked him every single time she'd fucked Levi in the past week and now she was effectively fucking him again, mere minutes after he'd just cum inside her.

    "It's okay if you do," he said. "If you want Levi to get you pregnant, if you want his baby growing inside you, that's okay." Arousal flooded his body as Eric uttered those words, like he was giving voice to his fantasy without knowing it.

    "Eric...are you sure?" Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded. "We should be honest with each other, Lucy, so if you'd prefer that Levi got you pregnant, if your body can't help but want his baby growing inside you, then I'm okay if you're honest about that. I'm okay if you can't help but want that. There's nothing wrong with that."

    Lucy rode him a little faster, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and unleashed a long, low moan. "Eric..." she began, but that was all she had to say.

    "Lucy...do you want Levi's baby? Do you want him to be the one to get you pregnant?" Eric asked.

    She looked down at him, held his gaze for a few deeply pleasurable seconds as her pussy milked his cock, and said, "Yes, that's what I want."

    Eric arched his back and pushed his cock deeper into her pussy. "Then that's what you should have," he said. "You should get to have Levi's baby. You should have what you want, what you need, what your body craves, Lucy."

    Lucy leaned down and her hips moved wildly over his cock, which was once again stiff with an intense level of desire. "Eric, I can't help but want Levi to be the one to get me pregnant. I know that's not what I said I wanted, I know that, but every time I think about it, it's what my body wants. It's what I crave."

    "Then let yourself have what you want, Lucy," Eric said. "Let Levi be the only one to fuck you from here on out until you're pregnant. Forget about me for now. Only think about him. Only think about your other husband getting you pregnant."

    Lucy pulled her pussy from his cock, laid next to Eric, and took him in her hand. She stroked him furiously and said, "I'm sorry, but if it's going to be Levi, there's no point in having you cum inside me again. Do you want me to finish you with my hand?"

    "No," Eric said. "Go fuck Levi again. I'll listen. I'll masturbate while you fuck him. I'll enjoy the sounds of my wife letting another man get her pregnant."

    Lucy released his cock, kissed him passionately, and then headed to Levi's bedroom. She left the door open and Eric heard Levi's surprised sound of pleasure as Lucy took him in her mouth - the sounds of a blowjob quickly reached Eric's ears - and offered the pleasure he no doubt needed to get him hard again.

    "I need you to fuck me again, Levi," Lucy said. "I need you to get me pregnant. I need it badly. Will you do that? Will you fuck me again? Will you fuck me over and over until I'm pregnant with your baby? Will you give me what I want most in the world?"

    "Yes," Levi said. "Of course I will, Lucy."

    Eric smiled and masturbated slowly. He felt good, like the sacrifice he'd just made was the right choice. He'd done so to make Lucy happy, and that was all that mattered. Soon she'd be pregnant with Levi's baby and their family would get underway in the manner in which Lucy desired, which was also the manner that Eric desired.

    It struck him as a little odd, but in that moment he felt as though he'd never been so happy, as if he'd finally found the place he was meant to be in life, and there was nothing better than that.

    The End.
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    Eric’s alarm brought him out of a deep sleep and he reached out to tap his phone’s screen to silence it. He rubbed his eyes and spent a few moments contemplating how nice it would be to go back to sleep before resolving to get out of bed and get the coffee going.

    “Wait,” Lucy said as she rolled over and put her arm around him. “Don’t go.”

    Eric happily fell back into bed and Lucy cuddled up next to him. She kissed his chest before resting her head against it.

    “Good morning,” she said.

    “Good morning to you,” he replied. “How did you sleep?”

    “Mmmm, good, you?” Lucy said.

    It had been a particularly good night’s rest, a fact that Eric was willing to attribute to the particularly thrilling sex they’d had on the beach. An orgasm that good tends to make a man fall into a deep sleep when he goes to bed. “I slept really well, actually.”

    Lucy lifted her head and smiled at him. He brushed a few strands of hair out of her eyes and she asked, “Oh yeah? Any particular reason why?”

    Eric wasn’t sure if he should say. They hadn’t talked about their sexual encounter on the beach after it had happened. They’d sat in the sand and watched the sun go down, strolled the beach in the moonlight for an hour, and gone home. They were in bed soon after. Given the topic of conversation that had inspired the sex, Eric wasn’t sure if Lucy wanted to forget it had ever happened or if it was something they could talk about.

    “I think it had something to do with the satisfying nature of our time at the beach,” Eric said. He didn’t want to come right out and say that it was the best orgasm he’d had in months, but he figured he’d hint at it and see if Lucy was at all interested in exploring it further.

    “I agree,” Lucy said. “The sex was really good.”

    Eric laughed. It seemed that his wife had no problem talking about it. “Yes, it was.”

    “It was the best sex we’ve had in months, maybe even years,” she said.

    Eric pulled her a little closer. “I agree.”

    “And how do you feel about the things we said, the things I said, both before and during that really good sex we had?” Lucy asked.

    “I feel good,” Eric answered. “How do you feel?”

    Lucy kissed his chest as her fingers moved down his stomach and into his underwear. “I feel good too.” She took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly as her lips moved over his chest, planting soft kisses and gently flicking her tongue over his skin.

    Lucy looked up at him and Eric asked, “How good?”

    She smiled and kissed his neck as her fingers stroked his now-hard cock. “Really good,” she whispered. “Does it truly turn you on?”

    “Does what turn me on?” Eric asked.

    “The thought of me going down on someone else,” Lucy clarified. “Does that really turn you on?”

    Eric felt a little nervous, like he was about to make a mistake. Lucy was playing with his cock, though. She was kissing his neck and chest. It seemed obvious that she was trying to arouse him. She was succeeding, too. “Yes, it turns me on,” he admitted.

    “Mmmm,” Lucy said, seemingly confirming that it turned her on too.

    “Is this crazy?” Eric asked.

    Lucy looked at him and smiled. “Yes, it’s a little crazy,” she said. “Maybe crazy is what we need, though. Maybe we should embrace crazy and see where it takes us.”

    Lucy sat up and took her tank top off. She straddled him and leaned forward until her breasts were inches from his lips. Eric took one of her nipples into his mouth and gently sucked on it. Her flesh stiffened in his mouth and she moaned.

    “I want to feel what I felt last night,” Lucy said between moans. “I want to feel that again. I know it’s crazy, but I haven’t felt that way in a long time and I’d forgotten how good it is. I want you to be okay with that, though. I want you to want the same thing. I want you to be okay with us doing something a little crazy.”

    Eric released Lucy’s nipple from the eager grasp of his lips and said, “I want it too. I want that experience again. I don’t understand it at all, but I know I want it. I’m willing to be crazy with you. I am.”

    Lucy reached down and freed Eric’s cock from his boxers. She pulled her panties aside and took him inside her. He closed his eyes and moaned as Lucy’s exceptionally wet pussy swallowed his cock.

    “What if I want to do more than talk about it?” Lucy asked.

    Before Eric could answer she slowly lifted her pussy off his cock and sank back down again. All he could think about was how good it felt inside her.

    “What if I actually want to give someone a blowjob?” she asked. “What if I wanted to suck someone else’s cock?”

    Eric thought of the surfer again. He thought of his wife on her knees in front of the fit young man that walked past them with a surfboard under his arm. He thought of Lucy’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. The same sensations from the night before returned. The arousal was intense and it all seemed to emanate from the idea of Lucy giving someone else that kind of pleasure.

    Eric moved his hands down Lucy’s back and squeezed her ass. He lifted his hips and pushed his cock inside her. He made her ride him faster. “Is that what you want?” he asked. “Do you want to suck someone else’s cock?”

    Lucy put her hands on Eric’s chest and arched her back. Her breasts looked impossibly sexy as they gently bounced while she rode him.

    “Do you want to go back to the beach?” Eric asked. “Do you want to follow one of those surfers to his car? Do you want to offer him a blowjob?”

    “Yessss,” Lucy said. “Fuck, yes, Eric, I want that. I want to be on my knees in front of that gorgeous surfer from last night. I want to run my hands over his hard stomach as I suck his cock. I want to make him moan for me. I want to feel his stiffness in my mouth. I want to take control of his pleasure. I want to drive him crazy with lust before he cums for me.”

    She rode him faster. The sound of her pussy dropping onto his cock joined their moans and reverberated around the bedroom.

    “Do you want that?” she asked. “Do you want your wife to suck someone else’s cock?”

    “Fuck…yes, Lucy. Yes, I want that. I want that!” he cried out.

    All Eric could think about was Lucy giving the surfer head. Over and over he pictured it. He saw them between two cars in the parking lot. He saw the surfer standing. He saw Lucy kneeling in front of him. He saw her hands moving over the surfer’s abs as she sucked his cock. He couldn’t begin to understand why, but the fantasy brought him immense pleasure.

    “Fuck…Eric…I’m close,” Lucy said.

    Eric grabbed her ass and fucked his cock up into his wife. Her breasts bounced. Her mouth opened. She let out a long, low moan. His orgasm was moments away.

    “I’m cumming!” he cried out. He came in his wife while thinking of her sucking someone else’s cock.

    Lucy dug her fingernails into his chest and screamed. She came right along with him. Eric couldn’t help but hope that she was thinking of sucking someone else’s cock too. He knew it was insane, but he wanted it.

    Lucy collapsed on his chest after her orgasm. Eric put his arms around his wife and held her close as his spent cock pulsed inside her. He felt some of his cum leak out and drip over his balls. It was almost certainly making a mess in the bed, but it didn’t matter. For the second day in a row they’d enjoyed the sort of orgasms that had been sorely missing from their sex life. They’d found the path back to sexual satisfaction, even if it seemed crazy and a little dangerous.

    “So, are we sure about this?” Lucy asked.

    They were sitting in the car at their favorite beach. The burger stand was crowded and the waves were filled with surfers. Eric stared out the windshield for a few moments before looking over at his wife. She had on a white bikini top and her breasts looked as inviting as they ever had. He’d seen the bottoms on her before they’d left, too, and her ass looked amazing. There was every chance in the world that someone was going to take an interest in her, and if that happened, there was a good chance that Lucy was going to give someone else a blowjob before the day was over.

    “Well, I wouldn’t say I’m sure about this,” Eric said. “I mean, how could I be sure about something like this? I can’t stop thinking about it, though.”

    “Yeah?” Lucy asked.

    Eric laughed. “Yeah. How about you?”

    “The fact that we keep fooling around while talking about it definitely makes it hard to stop thinking about it,” she said.

    They’d had sex every day since the first time on the beach. Each and every time they’d talked about Lucy going down on someone else. Each and every time they’d both experienced intense climaxes.

    “Yeah, that’s definitely making it hard to stop thinking about it,” Eric said. “It’s still really hot though, right? I mean, it’s not just me, right?”

    “No, it’s not,” Lucy answered.

    Eric followed her gaze out the windshield and saw that his wife had fixated on a young blonde guy. He was jogging towards the parking lot with a board under his arm and she clearly couldn’t help but stare.

    “Be honest,” Eric said. “If that guy came over here and got in the backseat, would you go down on him?”

    “I would,” Lucy said before looking over at him. “Is that crazy?”

    “Absolutely,” Eric answered. “But, for whatever reason, I find that hot as hell. So, as crazy as this seems, I think we’re both sure about this. Let’s hit the beach.”

    They got out of the car and Lucy pulled off the cover up she’d worn for the ride, exposing her fantastic ass in her white bikini bottoms.

    Eric watched the young blonde surfer ogle Lucy. He did so openly, too. She reached up to put her hair in a ponytail, which served to make her breasts look even better, and Eric was certain she did it on purpose. The surfer stared a little bit longer before heading to his car and throwing his board in the back.

    For just a moment Eric wondered if he and Lucy were completely insane. They’d come to the beach with the intention of having her find someone to go down on. Even thinking it made him feel a little bit crazy. After all, how many men would be turned on at the idea of their wives giving someone else a blowjob? Someone younger and unquestionably hotter, too? And yet, every time Eric thought of it he experienced the same kind of arousal that had driven a week’s worth of great sex with his wife.

    “Are you ready?” Lucy asked.

    “Yes, sorry,” Eric said. “I got a little distracted.”

    Lucy smiled. “Did I do that?”

    Eric put his arm around his wife, pulled her close, and said, “You certainly did.”

    They walked past the most crowded part of the beach and laid their towels in a mostly empty spot to the side as it seemed easier for Lucy to move about as she saw fit without having to work her way through a bunch of people.

    “So, what is it about a blowjob that really turns you on?” Eric asked after half an hour of watching his wife admire the younger, hotter bodies on the beach and in the water. He still had a little difficulty believing that Lucy truly found it pleasurable, as that seemed to place her in a small minority of women.

    Lucy smiled as she eyed a tall brunette running towards the water with his board under a well-muscled arm. “It’s not just one thing,” she said. “I think it’s a lot of little things combined. I really like the sense of control. I know some women feel like giving a blowjob is submissive, but I’ve never felt that way. For me, I feel like I’m in control of a man’s pleasure the moment I take him in my mouth and I really enjoy that. I like drawing it out. I like making him feel really good and then pulling back a little. I like driving him a little bit crazy, to be honest.”

    Eric thought of his wife doing that for one of the guys in the water and almost instantly his cock came to life to the point that he had to shift his position so he didn’t have an embarrassing boner on the beach.

    “I’m also really good at it and I like doing things I’m good at. I know I could be giving you blowjobs and sometimes I do, but the thing I don’t entirely understand is that it just isn’t as hot for me after I’ve been with someone for a while. Maybe it just gets boring or maybe since we both know exactly what’s going to happen it loses some of its magic. I’m not sure, I just know that I don’t get turned on at the idea of giving you a blowjob anymore, and I definitely used to,” Lucy explained.

    “But you do get hot at the idea of giving one of these guys a blowjob,” Eric said as he gestured towards the many young men surfing out in front of them.

    “Have you seen them?” Lucy asked. “They’re gorgeous. I mean, look at them. Almost every one of the guys is gorgeous. I’ve gotten older since we first came year all those years ago, but they’re still gorgeous.”

    “And it’s better if the guy is gorgeous?” Eric asked.

    “Of course it is,” Lucy said like it was the silliest question she’d ever heard. “It’s more fun to get a blowjob from a gorgeous girl, isn’t it?”

    Eric nodded.

    “Well, it’s more fun to give a blowjob to a gorgeous man with a great body,” Lucy said. “I swear, all I have to do is think about it and I get wet. Which, I guess, is why we’ve been having so much sex this week.”

    “Because you’ve been thinking about blowing other guys,” Eric said.

    Lucy turned his way and smiled. She crawled across her towel and over to his and reached between his legs. Her fingers found his erection as they kissed. She pulled away just a moment later and whispered, “I’ve been thinking about sucking someone else’s cock as we’ve been fucking and I know you love it.”

    “I do,” Eric said. “I don’t know why, but I do.”

    “Don’t think about why,” Lucy said as she released his cock. “Just enjoy this crazy little journey we’re going on. Who knows how it’s going to end? Maybe today will go badly and this will be the end of it. Maybe today will go very, very well and this will be the start of something entirely new.”

    Eric wasn’t entirely sure what he wanted the outcome of their day to be. He was unquestionably aroused by the idea of his wife giving someone else a blowjob, but it seemed possible that her doing so could have all sorts of unintended consequences. He didn’t have much of a choice at this point, so Eric tried his best not to think about it.

    “I’m a little thirsty,” Eric said. “Can I get you a drink or a snack?”

    “No, I’m okay,” Lucy replied.

    Eric hopped up and headed towards the burger stand. He got in the long line and looked back to see that Lucy was already talking to someone. No more than a few minutes had passed and already she had a guy standing in front of her. He’d stuck his surfboard in the sand and was leaning against it with one arm up. It was the sort of pose a guy strikes when he’s trying to show off his body, presumably to impress a woman he’s attracted to.

    Eric stepped forward as the line moved and turned his attention back to his wife. Part of him wanted to run back to her to interrupt whatever was happening between them and part of him couldn’t help but want to watch and see if anything came of it.

    The line moved forward and Eric moved with it once more. He looked back to see Lucy pull something out of her bag and stand up. She passed whatever was in her hand to the guy and turned around. Soon enough the surfer was rubbing something into Lucy’s back. It must have been sunscreen. Eric wondered if his wife had brought it along as a prop. Now she had another man’s hands on her body. Another man’s hands were rubbing her body, in fact. Eric was too far away to tell just how intimate the rubdown was, but he imagined the guy was doing his best to try and turn Lucy on.

    Then Lucy spun around. The guy reached out and rubbed lotion into her stomach. She definitely didn’t need him to do that. He rubbed lotion into her chest and Eric was fairly certain he saw the surfer rubbing lotion into the exposed parts of Lucy’s breasts. Eric felt such intense arousal he had to look away or risk sprouting an erection standing in line, which just wouldn’t work.

    He kept his focus straight ahead just long enough for the most intense form of desire to drift away. By the time Eric looked back Lucy was kissing the surfer. Her arms were around his neck and his hands were on her lower back. Every once in a while they’d drift down to her ass and he’d grab a handful of her flesh. Eric felt a little weak in the knees. It was going to happen. Lucy was making out with a guy she’d just met. She was absolutely going to give him a blowjob.

    Eric couldn’t look away, but an erection was guaranteed if he stayed to watch, so he left the line and grabbed a seat at one of the picnic tables. He focused all his attention on watching Lucy kiss another man. He couldn’t appreciate the details from his distance, but there was no question it was hot and heavy.

    Lucy was the one to step back and for a moment Eric thought it was over. Maybe he was a bad kisser. Maybe something about it just didn’t work.

    Then she took the surfer’s hand and they headed towards the same rocks where Lucy and Eric had fucked. Eric remained on the picnic table bench. There had been no discussion of him watching, and while he felt a surprising desire to do so, there wasn’t any way to do so without being caught.

    He watched Lucy and the surfer she’d chosen disappear into the rocks. His cock was painfully erect under the picnic table. His wife was almost certainly on her knees. She was almost certainly untying the surfer’s board shorts. She was almost certainly taking him in her mouth. Lucy was giving someone else a blowjob. She was doing what they’d spent the whole week fantasizing about.

    Ten minutes passed before Lucy and the surfer emerged from the rocks. They were holding hands and he could see them laughing. It must have gone well. Eric grappled with a sense of jealousy, though he wasn’t sure if it was because his wife had blown someone else or if it was because he hadn’t been able to watch. His desire hadn’t faded. His erection had faded, but his loins were alive with desire, even more so now that it was perfectly obvious that Lucy had done what they’d both fantasized about.

    The surfer gave Lucy a kiss back at their towels and he grabbed his board and headed towards the ocean. Eric stood and walked towards his wife. Lucy picked up their towels and her bag and headed towards him. Her smile seemed to get bigger with every step.

    Eric moved faster and Lucy did the same. As they neared each other she dropped the towels and her bag. She leapt into his arms and their lips met for a fierce kiss. Eric’s cock was erect almost instantly. Lucy didn’t offer her tongue but Eric wanted it. He didn’t care what it had just been doing. He wanted it so he slipped his into her mouth. She moaned. Their tongues entwined.

    “Was it good?” Eric asked.

    “It was incredible,” Lucy said.

    They kissed again. Lucy seemed even more into it. He was too. Every kiss built his arousal. He didn’t care that people were almost certainly watching them.

    “I know this might sound strange, but I love that you want to kiss me after what I did,” she said.

    Eric smiled. “It feels strange to want it, but I can’t help it. It’s such a turn on. It’s so fucking weird, but I don’t care. I fucking love it.”

    They kissed again. Lucy pushed her tongue deep into his mouth. Eric tasted a little something and he imagined it was the other man’s cock or cum, but it wasn’t the slightest bit offensive to his taste buds and it was thrilling to every other part of his body.

    “I need you to fuck me,” she said. “He offered to make me cum, but I wanted to save it for you, so you need to fuck me right now.”

    Eric put her down, grabbed their towels to cover his erection, and took Lucy’s hand. They headed for the car and both rushed inside as quickly as possible. Eric hit the ignition button, put the car in reverse, and pulled out of the parking lot as quickly as possible. He hit the speed limit in just a few seconds and drove until he spotted the small city parking lot for a hiking trail that had been shut down due to a mudslide. He pulled in, took a space on the far side of the lot, and said, “In the backseat.”

    Lucy crawled into the back and Eric got out, yanked the back door open, and moved on top of his wife. He didn’t bother shutting the door. Instead, he pulled his swimsuit down and Lucy yanked hers aside. Eric was inside her a moment later.

    “You’re soaked,” he said.

    “I told you, sucking cock turns me on,” Lucy replied as she grabbed Eric’s ass and pulled him deeper inside her. “And he was a gorgeous man with a gorgeous cock.”

    Eric fucked his wife hard. Lucy’s moans filled the car as he thought of her lips around another man’s cock. He thought of her sucking like she used to suck him. He thought of her giving someone else that pleasure and it pushed him right to the brink of an orgasm.

    “Do you like that I sucked his cock?” Lucy asked in a lust-filled voice.

    “Yes!” Eric replied.

    “Do you like that he came in my mouth?” she asked. “Do you like that I made him feel so good that he came so hard in my mouth?”

    “Fuck…fuck…yes,” Eric said.

    “I swallowed for him,” Lucy said. “I swallowed his cum. I swallowed his cum and it fucking turned me on. My pussy was so fucking wet. I was soaked as I sucked his cock. I was soaked as I swallowed for him. I’m soaked right now.”

    Lucy closed her eyes and wrapped her legs around Eric as he pounded her pussy. He couldn’t hold out.

    “Lucy, I’m gonna cum,” Eric said.

    “Cum inside me!” she screamed.

    Eric let loose. He fucked her hard and fast a moment later an orgasm washed over him. His toes curled and his legs shook as he spilled his load inside her. Lucy’s orgasm followed right behind his. Her legs shot open and her head rolled to the side as her lips curled into a smile. Eric let his head fall into the crook of her neck and she reached up to run her fingers through his hair.

    “I don’t…I don’t even know what to say,” Eric said. “That was…there are no words for it.”

    Lucy laughed. “I know. I know. It really was incredible.” She kissed Eric on the cheek and then said, “He gave me his number. Should I text him?”

    “Yes,” Eric said. “A thousand times yes.”

    Lucy laughed again. “I thought you’d say that. So I guess you’ll be okay with me doing that again?”

    “Fuck yes,” Eric said.

    Lucy lifted his head and kissed him on the lips. “That’s good, because I’m pretty sure I was going to do it again anyway.”

    They laughed together and shared another kiss, this one longer and surprisingly passionate.

    “We should get cleaned up before someone comes along,” Lucy said after they’d reluctantly pulled back from the kiss.

    Eric pulled out and hastily pulled his swimsuit up as Lucy moved her bikini bottoms back into place. He extricated himself from the back of the car and took a moment to appreciate the wild sex he’d just had with his wife. If there were more orgasms like that in his future, Eric was up for just about anything Lucy wanted to do with other guys.

  
    Hotwifing is the Spice Their Sex Life Needs – Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “So, you’re going to learn to surf?” Eric asked as he opened the trunk and pulled out Lucy’s new surfboard.

    “I am,” Lucy replied with a giddy smile on her face. “Though I think we both know that learning to surf isn’t really the point.”

    Eric stood the surfboard up and Lucy grabbed it and swung it under her arm. “It’s just a nice little side benefit, then.”

    “That’s right,” Lucy said. “Will you be sticking around to watch?”

    Eric nodded.

    “Remember, he knows I’m married but he doesn’t know that I have your blessing to be…well, fooling around with him,” Lucy said. “So don’t make it too obvious that I’m the one you’re staring at.”

    “I won’t,” Eric replied.

    Lucy leaned in, gave him a soft kiss, and said, “I’m pretty sure this is going to end with me going back to his place, so I’ll see you at home, okay?”

    Eric nodded and his wife turned and headed towards the beach. Her body looked breathtaking in the wetsuit she’d bought – the water was quite chilly – and he couldn’t help but stare at her ass as she stepped into the sand and headed towards the beach, where her new surf instructor waited.

    Lucy and Eric had returned to the beach a week after she’d given a blowjob to the young surfer. He happened to be there the second time and Lucy had headed towards the water to watch him ride the waves. After a particularly good run he emerged from the ocean and they talked and flirted as Eric watched from a picnic table at the burger stand.

    Half an hour later Lucy and the man Eric would later learn was named Levi walked past the picnic tables and to his car. They drove off and returned after no more than twenty minutes. Levi had a satisfied smile on his face as he returned to the water with his surfboard and Lucy joined Eric at the picnic table to inform him that she’d just given another blowjob. That was also when she shared her intention to take surfing lessons from Levi, mostly as a way to keep hooking up with him. Not long after Eric and Lucy ended up having sex in the same parking lot they’d used the week before.

    Now Eric found himself heading to the burger stand to order lunch so he could watch his wife take a surf lesson from a younger man she’d already gone down on twice. As he stood in line Eric couldn’t help but wonder if Lucy intended on doing anything else with Levi. She’d said she would likely end up back at his place, after all, and outside of insisting that she be safe, they hadn’t set out any rules, so she wasn’t limited to oral sex only.

    Eric ordered a cheeseburger, fries, and a soda and headed to a picnic table with a good view of the water. He spotted Lucy in an instant. She was the only one standing on a surfboard on the beach. Levi was showing her the basics and Eric couldn’t help but note that he was taking a very hands-on approach. That’s how Eric would have done it, especially if he was interested in doing a lot more than teach surfing to a beautiful girl.

    Lucy wasn’t shy about her affection for Levi. They shared more than a handful of kisses and there was plenty of touching that went far beyond whatever was necessary for teaching her to surf. From afar, it looked like Levi was teaching his girlfriend to surf. That wasn’t the case – it was only the third time they’d seen each other and the first two times had largely been comprised of Lucy giving head – but that didn’t stop it from looking that way from where Eric sat.

    Eric had his food in front of him by the time Lucy and Levi headed into the water. He watched his wife confidently paddle into the ocean, riding the crests of waves until they got out far enough to turn around and wait for the right time for Lucy to truly try and surf for the first time.

    Unsurprisingly, she wasn’t exactly graceful. She managed to get on her feet a few times, but she couldn’t stay up for more than a few seconds before crashing into the ocean. Lucy kept trying, though, and Levi was there to help her every time. Eric saw them laughing and flirting both on the beach and out in the waves and he couldn’t help but feel just a little bit jealous. It wasn’t enough to make him want to put an end to it – the revival of their sex life made a little bit of jealousy well worth it – but it was unexpected. He hadn’t felt particularly jealous at the idea of her giving someone else a blowjob, but the idea of Lucy flirting and developing any kind of relationship with Levi was enough to stir up those feelings.

    Eventually, Lucy and Levi tucked their surfboards under their arms and headed for the parking lot. Eric’s heart beat a little faster as they approached and he felt a stirring of desire between his legs. He couldn’t help but enjoy the fact that his wife was about to go back to another man’s house for the kind of fun that was supposed to be reserved for her husband.

    “You hungry?” Levi asked as they walked by Eric’s table.

    “Yeah,” Lucy said.

    “How about a burger?” Levi asked.

    “That sounds good,” she said. Lucy glanced at Eric and smiled as Levi headed for the burger stand.

    Eric wasn’t sure if Lucy wanted him to sit and watch or if she expected him to leave. There was no chance he was getting up, though. He wasn’t sure if he’d enjoy watching them eat together – it was very much like a date, after all – but his curiosity was far too strong for Eric to abandon the chance to witness his wife on a pseudo-date with someone else.

    Lucy and Levi sat side-by-side at a table directly in Eric’s eye line. Their backs were to him, which allowed Eric to stare as much as he wanted.

    “So, how was I for a first timer?” Lucy asked.

    “Not bad,” Levi said. “You’re in good shape, which makes it a lot easier to learn, especially if you have good core strength. That makes getting up on the board and keeping your balance a lot easier.”

    “And you won’t mind if I want you to keep teaching me?” Lucy asked.

    Levi turned to her and leaned closer. “Not at all,” he said.

    “Especially if there are certain benefits that come with being a good teacher?” Lucy asked.

    Levi nodded and their lips met for a kiss that struck Eric as far more passionate than he’d expected. It was the kind of kiss that absolutely gets a man hard and leaves a woman wet with desire. Eric felt the jealousy return, this time at Lucy’s obvious desire for the handsome, muscular young man sitting next to her.

    “The side benefits are certainly nice,” Levi said.

    Eric watched his wife’s hand move into Levi’s lap. He couldn’t see if she was playing with his cock, but there was no other reason for her to be touching him there.

    “I’ve been thinking a lot about those benefits,” Lucy said.

    “Me too,” Levi replied.

    “Number 22!” someone called out from the burger stand.

    “That’s us,” Lucy said. “I’ll go get it. You’re not exactly in a state to be walking around.”

    She got up, smiled at Eric, and walked towards the burger stand to retrieve their food. Eric took note of the bounce in her step and the way she seemed to emanate a sense of joy. It made sense, though. He felt the same thing, but for him it was a form of secondary transfer. Lucy was riding a beautiful high of lust generated by an entirely new sexual experience. Of course she was emanating joy.

    Lucy offered Eric another smile as she returned with a tray full of food and set it on the picnic table. She took her seat next to Levi and they shared yet another kiss – this one quicker – before digging in.

    Eric sipped his soda and listened to his wife and another man talk like they were on a date. They discussed each other’s lives. They talked about their jobs, the kinds of things they did for fun, concerts they’d been to recently, and movies they’d seen. Eric felt a low level form of jealousy throughout, but it never got so bad that it overwhelmed him. He found it kind of pleasurable, actually. He would have been truly jealous if Lucy had been on a date with another man without his permission, but this wasn’t that. Lucy knew Eric was sitting behind her. She knew he was watching and listening. They were in this together.

    “You live nearby, don’t you?” Lucy asked after they’d finished their food.

    “I do,” Levi said.

    “How would you feel about taking me back to your place?” she asked.

    Levi turned to her and smiled. “I can’t think of a better way to spend a Saturday afternoon. Let’s go.”

    They stood, cleared away their trash, grabbed their surfboards, and headed to the parking lot. Eric watched his wife leave while considering what she was going to do with the young surfer who was taking her back to his place. Would it be another blowjob? Would it be something more? More importantly, how long would it take for Lucy to come home?

    “I’m on my way home,” Lucy texted a little over three hours after she’d gotten into Levi’s car. “I’m leaving my board at his place so I don’t need a ride. I’ll see you soon.”

    Half an hour later a car pulled into the driveway. Lucy emerged in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt she must have borrowed – she’d had on a wetsuit with a bikini underneath at the beach – and headed towards the front door with a smile on her face.

    “Did you miss me?” Lucy asked as she walked in.

    “Like you wouldn’t believe,” Eric said. Despite his efforts to occupy his mind, Eric had thought of his wife the entire time she’d been gone.

    Lucy took off her t-shirt and tossed it aside, revealing the white bikini top she’d had on underneath her wetsuit. Her shorts hit the floor a moment later and she smiled and asked, “Would you like to hear about my afternoon?”

    Eric nodded. Lucy approached the couch and extended her hand. “Let’s go to the bedroom.” Eric took her hand and Lucy led him up the stairs, down the hallway, and into their bedroom. She reached up and untied her bikini top before spinning around. Eric smiled at the sight of her perky breasts.

    “He saw them,” Lucy said. “He played with them. His hands and lips were on them.”

    Eric had spent the past three hours in a state of arousal, so it was no surprise that his cock sprang to life at the mention of another man’s hands on Lucy’s breasts.

    “Is that okay?” she asked.

    Eric nodded. Lucy stepped closer and took Eric’s hands in hers. She placed them on her breasts and he moaned at how soft and warm they felt. He’d touched them a thousand times, but they’d never felt so good.

    Lucy reached up and ran a finger over her lower lip. “He kissed me,” she whispered as Eric played with her nipples. “His tongue was in my mouth. Is that okay?”

    Eric nodded and Lucy pressed her pelvis into his.

    “I went down on him again,” she said. “I took him in my mouth. I gave him head until he was throbbing. I could taste his precum. I could feel his desire for me as I sucked his cock. Is that okay?”

    “Yes,” Eric said.

    Lucy tilted her head and stood on her tiptoes. Eric leaned in and her lips brushed against his. His heart beat a little harder in anticipation of a passionate kiss like the one she’d shared with Levi, but Lucy stepped away. She pulled down her bikini bottoms and sat on the edge of the bed. Her legs parted and Eric stared at her pussy.

    Lucy reached down and gently rubbed her labia. They parted and she slipped two fingers into her pussy. “I did more than give him a blowjob,” she said.

    Eric lifted his gaze from his wife’s pussy to her face. He saw the lust in her eyes. It was possible Levi had gone down on her, but Eric was almost certain his wife had fucked the young surfer.

    “He fucked me,” Lucy said. “Twice, in fact.”

    Those three simple words – he fucked me – were powerful enough to make Eric’s knees buckle. His gaze returned to his wife’s pussy and he couldn’t help but imagine someone else’s cock inside her.

    “Is that okay?” Lucy asked. “Is it okay that I fucked another man?”

    Eric moved towards the bed as Lucy pulled her fingers from her pussy and reached out. She unbuttoned his pants and they fell to the floor. His underwear followed and she wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock.

    “Does this mean that you like that he fucked me?” Lucy asked. “Are you hard because you like that someone else fucked your wife?”

    Eric nodded. Lucy stood and gently directed him to sit on the bed. She dropped to her knees in front of him and kissed the head of his cock.

    “This was the view he had,” she said. “He was sitting in his bed. I was on my knees between his legs. I kissed the head of his cock. Then I took him in my mouth.”

    Eric groaned as Lucy swallowed his cock. Her tongue swirled over the head and then she sucked hard. Intense pleasure exploded from between his legs.

    “Lucy, oh, fuck, that feels incredible,” Eric said.

    Lucy deepthroated him in response. He throat felt tight and wet around the head of his cock and Eric gripped the edge of the mattress as he experienced the full pleasure of his wife’s exceptionally talented mouth for the first time in years.

    “I want you to cum in my mouth,” Lucy said. “I want to swallow for you.”

    Her lips enveloped his cock once more and she took every inch. Her nose pressed into his pubic hair as her throat clamped down around the head of Eric’s cock. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d gotten a blowjob all the way to completion. It was going to happen, though, and quickly. Lucy was an artist when it came to giving head and he was far too turned on to hold back.

    She released him from her throat and her mouth moved up and down his shaft. Her fingers found their way around him and the sound of spit-soaked stroking soon joined the sucking. Her other hand played with his balls, offering Eric an astounding level of pleasure that quickly brought him right to the edge of climax.

    “Lucy…fuck…I’m cumming,” he said as his cock exploded in her mouth. Lucy kept her fingers wrapped tightly around the base of his shaft and her lips around the head as Eric lost himself in the overwhelming pleasure of the best blowjob he’d ever had.

    The orgasm seemed to go on forever, including a wealth of delightful little pulses of pleasure as Lucy teased the head of his cock with her tongue. When he was finished she pulled back and swallowed his cum.

    “That was the best blowjob I’ve ever had,” he said. “It was unbelievable.”

    Lucy stood and pushed him back into the bed. She straddled Eric’s chest and reached down to play with her pussy as he watched. “I really, really enjoyed sucking you off,” she said. “I even enjoyed swallowing for you. I haven’t enjoyed that in years.”

    “Then I guess Levi’s not the only one enjoying side benefits of your little arrangement,” Eric said with a smile.

    “I guess not,” Lucy replied. “Now I’d really like to cum again. Would you mind if I sat on your face?”

    “Not at all,” Eric said.

    Lucy sat astride his face, put her hands on the headboard, and moaned as Eric put his tongue to work. After a blowjob like the one he’d just received, Eric was willing to do whatever it took to make Lucy feel good, so if she wanted to sit on his face all night long that was fine with him.
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    Lucy stepped onto the deck with a long, chunky cardigan wrapped around her body and a cup of coffee in her hand. She offered Eric a bright, beautiful smile, shut the sliding door to the kitchen, and sank into the padded chair next to his.

    “You seem happy,” Eric said.

    Lucy smiled at her husband, sipped her coffee, and replied, “I feel happy.”

    “I wonder what could be the cause of such happiness,” Eric pondered.

    “Well, I’ve been learning to surf,” Lucy said, again with a bright smile on her face.

    “Your instructor must be very talented,” Eric replied.

    Lucy stared out at their yard and said, “Levi is a man of many talents.”

    Despite the rather tame nature of their conversation, Eric couldn’t help but feel a healthy level of arousal. After all, Lucy wasn’t the only one benefiting from her surfing lessons. Every time she and Levi fucked, Eric enjoyed an incredible orgasm of his own soon after, usually while inside his wife, who had proven to be insatiable in a way Eric continued to find surprising.

    “Speaking of Levi,” Lucy said, “he and his roommates are having some friends over for a barbecue tonight and he asked me to go.”

    “Like a date?” Eric asked.

    Lucy turned to him and reached over to take his hand in hers. She rubbed her fingers over his palm and smiled, “You know, I hadn’t really thought of it like that, but I guess you’re right. It’s kind of like a date.”

    “Are you going to go on this date?” Eric asked.

    Lucy responded with a question of her own. “How would that make you feel?”

    Eric wasn’t entirely sure he had a grasp on the answer. He wasn’t sure why, but Eric felt an undeniable kind of excitement at the idea of Lucy going on a “date” with someone else. It wasn’t exactly arousal he felt, though it seemed like a close cousin. Plus, Eric wasn’t really worried that Lucy was going to fall for Levi and abandon their marriage. After all, Levi was quite a bit younger than her – young enough that he had no problem living with three roommates – and he wasn’t exactly the kind of guy Lucy would actually want to be in a long term relationship with, so it all seemed safe.

    On the other hand, there was something about the idea of Lucy elevating her relationship with Levi to something more than purely sexual that made Eric a little nervous. He couldn’t help but wonder if that might introduce an unpredictable variable into the equation. Nearly a month had passed since Lucy had first gone down on Levi at the beach and their sex life had come alive in a way Eric didn’t think was possible anymore. If Levi became something more than the catalyst for sexual pleasure in their marriage, would that be a bad thing?

    Ultimately, it was Eric’s excitement that won out. That, and perhaps just a little bit of allure with regards to the dangerous side of what they were doing.

    “You know, I can’t explain it, but I like the idea of you going to the barbecue. I like the idea of you just hanging out with Levi and his friends,” Eric said.

    “When you say you like it, what does that mean?” Lucy asked.

    Eric squeezed her hand a little tighter, took a sip of his coffee as he tried to put together an answer that made sense, and said, “I can’t explain why, but it feels kind of exciting. I know that’s strange, but I like it.”

    “I think I can understand that,” Lucy said. “I think I probably feel the same way. It’s the sort of thing a married woman isn’t supposed to do. Just like giving Levi a blowjob on the beach was the sort of thing a married woman definitely shouldn’t have done.”

    Eric looked at his wife and saw the excitement in her eyes and on her face. She was staring out into the backyard but he suspected she had a naughty memory playing in her head. “Just like a married woman shouldn’t spend her Saturday afternoon fucking her surf instructor.”

    Lucy turned to him and smiled, though this time there was a distinctly naughty twinkle in her eye. She put her cup of coffee on the deck and loosened the strap that held her long, chunky cardigan closed. She opened it delicately, exposing her perky bare breasts and her pussy.

    Lucy let Eric’s hand go and reached between her legs. She slipped two fingers into her pussy with ease, signaling that she was wet with desire. She closed her eyes, bit her lip, and unleashed a low, sensual moan. That was more than enough to lure Eric into the same lusty mindset his wife had clearly adopted.

    “Take your cock out,” Lucy said. “The neighbors can’t see.”

    Eric pulled his cock out and stroked slowly. Lucy grabbed his hand and brought his fingers to her mouth. She wrapped her lips around two of them and gently sucked with her eyes closed. She moaned and Eric stroked his cock faster.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Eric asked.

    Lucy nodded with his fingers still between her lips. Her eyes were still closed. Eric wondered what she was thinking about. Was she replaying a memory of fucking Levi? Was she thinking about a particularly good orgasm she’d experienced with the hard-bodied surfer on top of her?

    Lucy pulled Eric’s fingers from her mouth and placed them on her breast. He took her suggestion and played with her perky, soft flesh. She opened her eyes and smiled as she rubbed her clit furiously. “He wants me to spend the night, Eric,” she said. “After the barbecue. After meeting with his friends. He wants me to spend the night in his bed.”

    Eric felt that same excitement, this time with the addition of a thrilling level of arousal coursing through his body. There was no time to think about why the idea of his wife spending the night in another man’s bed excited him. It just did. That was all that mattered.

    “Is that what you want?” Eric asked.

    Lucy nodded. “It is. Is that okay? Will you be okay sleeping alone while I’m with him?”

    Precum poured from the tip of Eric’s cock as he stroked faster. “Yes, it’s okay.”

    “He’ll fuck me in the morning,” Lucy said. “He’ll fuck me right before I come home to you. Would you like that? Would you like it if Levi fucked me and then I brought my pussy home to you?”

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy,” Eric said. “Yes, I’d like that. I want that. I want you to meet his friends. I want you to go on a date with him. I want you to fuck him. I want you to spend the night in his bed. I want him to fuck you in the morning before you come home to me. I want to fuck you after he does.”

    “You like fucking my pussy after he’s had me, don’t you?” Lucy asked. The pleasure was obvious in her voice. She was getting off on the idea just like Eric was.

    “I love it,” Eric said. That had the benefit of being true. He found immense pleasure in being with Lucy after she’d fucked Levi and he was grateful she seemed to find great satisfaction in it too. “I love it, Lucy. I love fucking you after Levi’s been inside you. I fucking love it.”

    Lucy stood, took off her cardigan, and dropped it on the deck in front of Eric. She sank to her knees, looked up at him, and dropped her head into his lap. Her lips found their way to his cock and a moment later Eric was on the receiving end of an incredible blowjob.

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy,” he said. “I’m close. I’m already close.”

    Lucy looked up and stroked his slick, spit-soaked shaft. “Is that because you’re thinking about being inside my freshly-fucked pussy? Does it turn you on to slide into my cunt while knowing that Levi’s cock was in there less than an hour ago? Do you want me to let him fuck me tomorrow morning and come right home to you so you can slide this cock of yours inside me?”

    Eric didn’t get a chance to answer as Lucy swallowed his cock. He gripped the edges of the chair and a moment later came in his wife’s mouth. He grunted and groaned and tried his best not to be too loud. It was yet another in a growing collection of truly spectacular orgasms he’d experienced since Lucy had gone down on Levi that first time.

    Lucy sat back, briefly showed Eric the cum resting on her tongue – which was something she’d never done before – and swallowed. “Levi likes it when I show him his load before I swallow,” Lucy said as her fingers drifted between her legs. She rubbed her clit and moaned with renewed vigor.

    “Do you swallow for him often?” Eric asked. They didn’t usually get into specifics after she got home from being with Levi. Eric didn’t need specifics. He was always so turned on at the very idea of her being with another man that he just wanted to be inside his wife.

    Lucy nodded and leaned back further. Her body looked long and lean and Eric happily stared. “Levi likes to cum in my mouth,” she said. “Even after he fucks me. Sometimes he cums in the condom, but most of the time he pulls out after I cum and I finish him with my mouth. He likes it when I swallow for him. I think he likes that another man’s wife is swallowing for him.”

    “Fuck,” Eric said in an appreciative manner. If he hadn’t cum just a minute before he absolutely would have started masturbating again.

    “You like that too, don’t you?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded. He could see that Lucy was worked up, that she was getting close to an orgasm. He loved that the source of her arousal seemed to be the thrill of stepping outside the bounds of her marriage to cut loose and have an affair with a younger man.

    “I love that you swallow his cum, Lucy,” Eric said. “I know it’s crazy, but I love it.”

    Lucy kicked her legs out and laid on the deck. “Go down on me, Eric,” she said. “Please, eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    Eric eagerly slid out of his chair and pushed it back so he could take his place between Lucy’s legs. He ate her pussy as ordered and he felt a touch of desire return between his legs. He probably wouldn’t get hard again, but it was remarkable how quickly his lust was restored.

    “Oh, fuck, Eric, that’s it, eat my pussy,” Lucy said. “Eat my fucking pussy while I think about swallowing for him.”

    Eric moaned and marveled at how Lucy’s comfort with dirty talk had expanded considerably in the past month. She’d always been willing to be verbal, but she’d gotten far dirtier and he couldn’t get enough of it. Each time she unleashed a torrent verbal filth Eric fell just a little deeper in love with his wife and marveled at how much their marriage had changed in the span of just one month.

    “Oh, fuck, Eric, I’m cumming!” Lucy cried out as she grabbed two handfuls of his hair and held him between her legs. The neighbors almost certainly heard, but Eric couldn’t bring himself to care. It was so much more exciting to know that he’d made his wife cum.

    Lucy looked down and offered that same bright, beautiful smile she’d shown when stepping out onto the deck with a cup of coffee in her hands. “What a great way to start the day,” she said. “Thank you.”

    “You’re not kidding,” he said. “I wish every day could start this way.”

    Lucy ran her fingers through his hair and replied, “Tomorrow certainly will. In fact, it will be even better for me because I’m going to get fucked by two different men before 10 a.m. even rolls around.”

    Eric couldn’t help but think that the woman lying naked on their deck was not the woman he’d been married to a month ago. She probably thought the same thing about him, of course. Their marriage had unquestionably changed, but he had no doubt that the change was for the better, and Eric couldn’t wait to keep exploring.
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    Eric looked out the window as a beat up station wagon pulled into the driveway. He spotted Lucy sitting in the passenger seat and Levi behind the wheel. The car stopped just short of the garage and Lucy leaned over and gave Levi a kiss as Eric stared out the window. It was the sort of long, lingering kiss that people tend to share when they have to be apart but they’d rather just stay together a little bit longer.

    Under normal circumstances witnessing his wife kiss someone else like that would have shook Eric to his core, but he and Lucy were hardly operating under normal circumstances. Instead of being despondent, Eric felt the purest kind of arousal. His pulse rate jumped. His cock came to life. He felt a pleasant sort of tingling between his legs and an extrasensory sort of awareness as his whole body concentrated on the need building between his legs.

    Lucy got out of the car in the same outfit she’d left in the day before – a pair of cutoff jean shorts and a tank top – and headed for the front door. Levi rolled the window down and called out. Lucy looked back at him and stopped. She headed for the window. She leaned in and they shared another kiss. For a moment Eric thought his wife was going to crawl through the window and suck Levi’s cock right there in the driveway.

    It did look like she reached down to give him a quick stroke or two, but eventually Lucy pulled way and headed for the front door. Eric stepped away from the window to greet his wife as she stepped into the house.

    Lucy smiled at the tent in his pants and said, “It looks like someone missed me.”

    “You have no idea,” Eric said. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I swear, this thing we’re doing has me going out of my mind in the best way possible.”

    Lucy approached with a slow, sensual sway in her hips and Eric couldn’t help but think that she looked as sexy as she ever had. There was something utterly perfect about the way the straps of her tank top hung just a little bit off her shoulder and how the shirt was just sheer enough that he could see a hint of the casually sexy lace bra she wore underneath.

    “You’re not the only one,” Lucy said with a smile. “Did you watch me kiss him?”

    Eric nodded. “It was a nice touch having him drive you home.”

    “I thought so,” Lucy said as she stepped closer. She unbuttoned her shorts, took Eric’s hand, and guided his fingers into her panties. A moan escaped her lips as he gently slipped into her pussy, bathing himself in her warmth.

    “You’re wet,” he said.

    “I know,” Lucy replied.

    “Is that from kissing him?” Eric asked.

    “And from the sex Levi and I had this morning,” Lucy said.

    She pulled off her tank top and pressed her body against his as Eric’s fingers continued to work her pussy. Her lips hovered close to his, but she stopped short of kissing him.

    “I woke up to him spooning me. His strong, sexy arms felt so good around me,” Lucy said between moans. “His cock was hard, as cocks tend to be when a man wakes up.”’

    Eric pulled his fingers from her pussy and pushed Lucy’s panties down. He picked her up and she wrapped her legs around him as Eric turned towards the bedroom and carried his wife down the hallway.

    “What did you do?” he asked.

    “I reached back and took him inside me,” Lucy answered.

    Eric stopped in the hallway and kissed her. Lucy welcomed his tongue into her mouth and moaned as he gripped her ass tighter.

    “I wasn’t even entirely awake,” she continued. “I just had to have him inside me. My body craved it. My pussy was soaked. I must have been dreaming about him, because he slid into me without any resistance. We didn’t even say a word to each other. He just fucked me slowly and sensually. It was beautiful.”

    Eric carried Lucy into the bedroom, laid her in the bed, and stripped as quickly as possible. She played with her pussy as he tore off his clothes and tossed them onto the floor.

    “Do you want me?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded and crawled into the bed and between his wife’s long, tanned legs.

    “Even though another man had me this morning?” she asked.

    Eric’s cock throbbed at the idea of another man’s cock inside Lucy. He imagined Levi’s arms around her as they spooned while he moved in and out of her pussy. He imagined them kissing and Levi playing with her breasts as Lucy moaned.

    “Did he…did he use a condom?” Eric asked. It hadn’t even occurred to him, but Lucy had said she took Levi inside her, not that she’d put a condom on his cock and taken him inside her.

    “No,” she replied. “I got so caught up in the moment and I was only half awake. I just took his bare cock inside me.”

    Eric kissed his wife and reached between their legs to guide his cock into her pussy. It was a little bit crazy for her to have fucked Levi without a condom, but his brain didn’t seem to recognize that. Instead, an intense form of desire enveloped his body and all Eric wanted was to be inside her.

    “Oh…fuck…Eric,” Lucy said as he filled her. “Fuck me.”

    “Lucy…did he…did he cum inside you?” Eric asked. He suspected he would have noticed if another man’s cum was inside her, but he had to ask.

    “No,” she said. “He pulled out after making me cum.”

    Eric was surprised to find he was a little disappointed.

    “I finished him with my mouth,” Lucy added. “I swallowed his cum.”

    Eric groaned and fucked his wife harder. Lucy lifted her hips to meet his thrusts and she smiled in delight.

    “Should I let him cum inside me next time?” Lucy asked.

    Eric’s body shouted at him to say yes. His cock surged in his wife’s pussy. His balls tightened up. Pleasure surged through him at the very notion of Levi cumming inside her.

    “Fuck, Lucy, I don’t know,” Eric said. It felt like too serious a question to answer while they were fucking.

    Lucy moaned and pulled Eric’s lips to hers for an intense kiss. She did wondrous things with her tongue and smacked his ass before grabbing two handfuls of his flesh and trying to pull him deeper inside her.

    “Would you fuck me if his cum was inside me?” she asked. “Would you fuck your wife’s messy, cum-filled pussy?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered. It felt so good to say it. He knew they could actually talk about it afterwards, but to give voice to his fantasy in the moment felt fantastically good.

    “Eric, fuck, I’m cumming!” Lucy cried out a few moments later. “I’m fucking cumming!”

    Eric matched Lucy’s orgasm with his own. His body shuddered as he unleashed his load into her pussy. The same pussy that Levi had fucked without a condom. The same pussy Levi had fucked just a few hours ago. It was among the most pleasurable orgasms he’d ever experienced.

    Lucy unleashed a gleeful smile and stretched her arms above her head as Eric kissed her neck and chest with his cock still firmly inside her. “That was wonderful,” she said.

    “It really was,” he replied.

    “You like that Levi and I had unprotected sex, didn’t you?” she asked.

    Eric lifted his head, studied his wife’s face for a moment to make sure giving an honest answer was okay, and nodded. “I did,” he said.

    Lucy smiled and kissed him. “Would it be terrible if I said that the sex was better without a condom?” she asked.

    “Not at all,” Eric answered.

    “So, if Levi got tested and came back clean, would it be okay if he and I stopped using condoms?” Lucy answered.

    Eric’s body provided the answer when he felt a surprising surge of life between his legs. A minute after an orgasm and his cock was already eager to fuck once more, and strictly from the thrill of thinking about another man having unprotected sex with his wife. Eric took a moment to marvel at the sheer kinkiness of it – and the fact that he and Lucy were actually doing something kinky – and nodded. “Yes, I’d be okay with that.”

    Lucy kissed him and gently moved her hips, offering Eric’s cock a hint of pleasure. “Would you be okay with Levi cumming inside me?” she asked.

    “Is that what you want?” Eric replied. It’s what he wanted. There was no question about that, but he wanted to hear Lucy say it.

    “Yes,” Lucy answered. “I want Levi to cum inside me.”

    Eric groaned. All she’d done was spoken a few words, and yet he felt an intense kind of pleasure. His hips moved. He pulled out and pushed back into his wife’s slippery, cum-filled pussy. He couldn’t help but think that her pussy would feel the same way if Levi had cum inside her.

    “Fuck me,” Lucy said. “Fuck me again, Eric.”

    Eric gave his wife what she desired. He fucked her again. He fucked her sloppy, cum-filled pussy and he thought of it being Levi’s seed inside her. They both experienced beautiful orgasms not long after.

    “Are you texting with Levi?” Eric asked.

    Lucy looked up from her phone and nodded. “He misses me,” she said.

    Eric smiled. “I can understand that. You’re irresistible, after all, and it’s been almost a week since he’s seen you. Do you miss him?”

    Lucy looked down at her phone and tapped out a quick reply to Levi’s latest text before smiling at Eric and saying, “I do miss the way I feel when I’m with him. Is that okay?”

    “Of course,” Eric said as he reached down, picked up Lucy’s foot, and offered her a gentle massage as they relaxed on the couch. “How do you feel when you’re with him, if you don’t mind me asking?”

    Lucy closed her eyes and smiled in that way she almost always did when Eric rubbed her feet. He suspected most women were the same in that they appreciated the pleasure of a good foot rub.

    “I know it’s fleeting, but I feel young again, and in a way I don’t find annoying,” Lucy explained. “Not that being young is annoying, but I like that we can afford a nice house and a nice car and Levi clearly can’t afford those things because he likes surfing and hanging out with his friends more than anything. He’s young, so he can be that way. I don’t want that life, but I really like spending a little bit of time in that life when I’m with him. I really liked hanging out with his friends last week. I liked how loose and fun and stress free the whole thing was. It was kind of like going back in time.”

    “I suppose, in a way, I’m feeling the same thing,” Eric said. “Not the poor, hang out with your friends thing, but a kind of youthful excitement, I guess. I mean, there’s something really hot about doing stuff that seems a little bit crazy, like being totally on board with your wife having a sexual relationship with another guy. That’s the sort of stuff young people do, not people that have been married for a decade.”

    Lucy laughed. “We’re a little bit crazy, I guess.”

    “It’s working though, isn’t it?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled and let her other foot drift between Eric’s legs. “It really is,” she said as her toes found his cock and offered a gentle, teasing massage. Her phone buzzed and she looked at the screen and smiled. “He tested clean. He just sent a picture of the results.”

    Eric felt his pulse race as he contemplated what Levi’s clean test results meant.

    “He wants to do an early morning surf lesson tomorrow,” Lucy said as her toes continued to play with Eric’s cock. “Then he wants to spend the day together. Would that be okay?”

    Eric felt a little lightheaded, but in the best way possible. It was as if all of his body’s available blood had rushed between his legs, leaving his cock exceptionally hard. “Yes, that would be okay.”

    “You’ll be okay spending Saturday alone while I’m with Levi?” Lucy asked in a gentle, teasing manner as a smile crossed her face. Eric nodded and she put her phone on the coffee table and crawled towards him. “You’ll be okay here while I’m with another man?”

    Eric nodded again and watched as Lucy unzipped his shorts and reached inside to free his stiff cock. She leaned down and took him in her mouth, eliciting a loud moan as Eric closed his eyes and let his wife work her magic.

    After a few minutes of intense oral pleasure Lucy lifted her head from his lap, smiled, and asked, “You’ll be okay with another man having unprotected sex with your wife? You’ll be okay with Levi cumming inside me on Saturday?”

    Eric nodded and Lucy leaned closer and kissed him as her fingers moved up and down his slick, spit-soaked shaft. He moaned into her mouth at the sheer pleasure of it and his mind raced with thoughts of Levi cumming inside her.

    “I want you to cum in my mouth,” Lucy whispered. “I want to swallow for you.”

    She swallowed his cock before Eric had a chance to answer, though he wasn’t about to turn her down. He wasn’t going to last long, either. Lucy sucked his cock with great vigor and he closed his eyes and thought of her spending Saturday with Levi cumming inside her. Eric imagined them fucking over and over as they indulged in their ability to have sex without a barrier. He thought of Lucy wrapping her legs around the young surfer and urging him to cum inside her. He thought of her Levi’s cock pulsing as it unloaded inside Lucy. All of it brought about a hugely thrilling orgasm and soon Eric’s moans filled the living room as he came in his wife’s mouth.

    Lucy kept her lips sealed around his cock throughout the duration of Eric’s orgasm and then lifted her head, met his gaze, and swallowed. She smiled and he reached up to pull her lips to his for a soft kiss. Lucy moaned and Eric parted his lips, inviting his wife to do the same. He knew his cum had just been in her mouth, but for some reason he wanted a taste. He wanted just a little bit of kink even though he’d just cum.

    Lucy happily obliged. Her lips parted and she moaned as Eric’s tongue moved into her mouth. He unbuttoned her shorts and pushed a hand into her panties. His fingers moved between her labia to soak up some of her wetness and he used it as lube to play with her clit. Their tongues mingled and they shared the taste of Eric’s cum as he brought her to an orgasm in a remarkably short span of time.

    “Oh…fuck,” Lucy said as she climaxed with Eric’s finger dancing over her clit. Her body tensed and released and she sat back on the couch with a smile on her face as he pulled his hand from her panties. “Well, that was unexpected. Thank you.”

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

    Lucy smiled and turned so she could cuddle up with him. Eric tucked his cock back into his shorts and put his arm around her.

    “I love you,” Lucy said.

    Eric kissed the top of her head as she snuggled a little closer. “I love you too,” he replied.
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    “How was your day?” Eric asked as Lucy stepped into the living room with a smile on her face. Her hair was up in a casual top knot and she looked sexy as hell in a pair of ripped denim shorts and a tank top and Eric was certain she wasn’t wearing a bra.

    “My day was spectacular,” Lucy said as she took a few steps towards Eric with a smile on her face. “How was yours?”

    “Well, I guess you could say I was a little bit distracted,” Eric answered.

    Lucy pulled her tank top off and let it fall to the floor as she approached the couch. “Oh yeah? Why is that?”

    She straddled Eric and he ran his fingers up the smooth, warm skin of her back. “Because my wife spent her Saturday with another man.”

    Lucy unleashed a playful smile. “Really? And you’re okay with that?”

    Eric nodded as Lucy lifted her hips and leaned forward. Her nipples brushed against Eric’s lips and he offered a series of soft kisses. Lucy moaned, much to his delight.

    “It sounds like your wife is very lucky to be married to a man like you,” Lucy said softly.

    Eric took one of her nipples in his mouth and ran his tongue over it as he said, “Mmm hmm.”

    “I was in his lap the last time he fucked me,” Lucy said.

    Eric felt a surge of desire between his legs as he pictured Lucy sitting astride Levi’s lap with his cock inside her.

    “I rode him slowly,” she explained. “I wanted it to last as long as possible. He kissed my breasts and my nipples just like you’re doing.”

    Eric moaned and kissed his way across Lucy’s chest to take her other nipple into his mouth. The idea that Levi had done the exact same thing thrilled him.

    “It sounds beautiful,” Eric said when he finally relented and released Lucy’s nipple.

    She dropped her hips and gently ground her crotch into his as Eric imagined her doing the same thing for Levi.

    “It was beautiful,” she said. “The whole day was. We surfed for a few hours in the morning and then went back to his place for a shower. We couldn’t keep our hands off of each other. We kissed and touched and I ended up giving him head for a few minutes just to get him excited.”

    “Excited to have unprotected sex?” Eric asked.

    Lucy nodded and moved her hips a little faster over Eric’s crotch. “Is that part of why you were distracted today? Were you thinking about Levi and I having unprotected sex? Were you thinking about him cumming inside me?”

    Eric nodded and Lucy leaned closer and reached out to run her fingers through his hair.

    “Did he?” Eric asked. “Cum inside you, I mean.”

    Lucy smiled, tilted her head, and kissed him. Eric ran his hands down her back and grabbed her ass as Lucy’s tongue gently danced with his.

    “Why don’t we go to the bedroom?” she asked.

    Eric nodded and Lucy stood and took his hand. His cock ached with desire at the prospect of being inside her.

    As they stepped through the bedroom doorway Eric put his arms around his wife and unbuttoned her shorts as he kissed her neck. He pushed them over her hips and reached between her legs. Her panties were damp, perhaps with Levi’s cum.

    Lucy spun around in Eric’s grasp and took his shirt off. They kissed as she helped him out of his pants. Her fingers found his cock and she stroked him as Eric moaned into her mouth from the sheer pleasure of feeling his wife’s soft, sensual grip on his shaft.

    “He had me on the bathroom counter the first time,” Lucy said. “We didn’t even dry off after the shower. We stumbled out, he picked me up and set me on the counter and I took him inside me. I wrapped my legs around him and he fucked me hard, Eric. He fucked me hard in his bathroom and I came all over his cock.”

    Eric picked Lucy up and set her in the bed. He yanked her panties off and stared at her plump, messy pussy lips. It certainly looked like Levi had cum inside her.

    “Did he cum inside you in the bathroom?” Eric asked.

    Lucy shook her head and reached out to grab his cock. Eric crawled into the bed and between her legs.

    “He picked me up and carried me to his bed,” she explained. “He set me down like you just did. He crawled between my legs. He slipped inside me. He filled me. He fucked me hard. He was desperate for me. He kept telling me how much he’d missed me in the week we’d been apart, how desperate he was to be inside me again.”

    Lucy placed Eric’s cock at her pussy and he filled her. She was wetter and hotter than usual, almost certainly because she still had another man’s cum inside her.

    “Were you desperate for him?” Eric asked as his cock bottomed out inside his wife.

    Lucy pulled him on top of her and kissed his neck. “Yes,” she answered. “After a week without him, I felt desperate. That’s why I came so quickly when he fucked me in his bathroom. My body was desperate for him. I was desperate for Levi. I was desperate for another man. I told him so. I told him how badly I missed him. I told him how badly I needed him. I told him how I’d spent the week craving him.”

    Eric fucked Lucy slowly to prevent a premature climax, though every sentence she uttered made it more likely he was going to cum.

    “Did he cum inside you?” Eric asked.

    “He did,” Lucy answered. “He came inside me. He came inside your wife. Twice, including once just before I left, when I rode him slowly.”

    Eric closed his eyes and groaned as he focused on the sensations of filling his wife’s creamy pussy.

    “Did it feel good to ride him slowly?” Eric asked.

    Lucy kissed his neck and wrapped her legs around him. “It did,” she whispered. “It felt so good. I rode him slowly as he kissed my breasts, chest, and neck. His hands moved over my body. We kissed deeply. It was beautiful, Eric, and it was so much better knowing he was going to cum inside me.”

    “Lucy…oh…fuck…I’m close,” Eric said.

    Lucy wrapped her arms around him. One hand moved to his lower back and the other to the back of his neck. “Cum inside me,” she whispered. “Be the second man to cum inside your wife’s pussy today.”

    “Oh…fuck!” Eric cried out as he buried his cock in Lucy’s pussy and came inside her. His body trembled from a particularly intense form of pleasure as Lucy grabbed his ass and squeezed it while kissing his neck and moaning softly.

    “Was that good?” she whispered.

    “It was incredible,” Eric said.

    “Good,” Lucy replied.

    Eric pulled out and laid next to his wife. Lucy rolled onto her side and laid her head on his chest. She ran her fingers over his stomach and down his thighs, sending little waves of relaxation throughout his body.

    “Levi and some of his friends are going on a surf trip next week,” Lucy said. “They’re staying at a house in San Diego. The guys are bringing their girlfriends – most of who surf – and Levi asked me to go with him.”

    “Do you want to go?” Eric asked.

    Lucy lifted her head and smiled as she studied his face. “I do.”

    “So…are you his girlfriend now?” Eric asked.

    Lucy’s smile got a little brighter, making Eric think she liked the idea. “I hadn’t thought of it that way. We don’t really go on dates. We just surf and have sex, though I guess that’s what most of his friends do with their girlfriends too. Maybe I am his girlfriend.” She kissed Eric’s chest and asked, “Is that too much? Should I not go?”

    “No, you should go,” he said.

    “Yeah?” she asked.

    Eric nodded and Lucy flashed a giddy smile, making it perfectly clear just how badly she wanted to go.

    “Would it be okay if I did a little shopping before we left? The water’s warm enough to surf without a wet suit and I wanted to pick up a new bikini or two,” Lucy said.

    “To look good for your boyfriend?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled and kissed him. “Yes, to look good for my boyfriend.”

    Eric knew it was just a word, that it didn’t really mean anything, and yet he found it exciting to think of his wife having a boyfriend.

    “Yeah, you can do some shopping. Buy whatever you need,” Eric said. “As long as you call me while you’re down there.”

    “Deal,” Lucy said.

    Eric smiled when he saw Lucy’s name on his phone. “Hey,” he said.

    “Hey there,” she replied.

    “So, how’s it going?” he asked.

    “Well, I’m sitting on a deck looking over the ocean, I spent a few hours surfing in warm water, I had great sex with a hot guy, we had incredible grilled steaks for dinner, and now I’m on the phone with my husband, so I’d say it’s going pretty damn well,” Lucy answered.

    Eric grabbed a beer from the fridge, opened the sliding glass door, stepped out onto the deck and sat on a lounge chair. The backyard view wasn’t quite the same as looking out at the ocean, but it wasn’t half bad. “Sounds like a hell of a first day. How does a group of surfers afford a beachfront house?”

    “It turns out that someone’s dad owns the house,” Lucy explained. “I can’t imagine how much it would cost to rent, but free is a nice price and all we have to do is head down the stairs to hit the beach. It’s pretty idyllic.”

    “I have to say, I’m a little jealous,” Eric said before taking a sip of his beer.

    “Of the beach house or the fact that I’m here as someone else’s girlfriend?” Lucy asked.

    “Oh, so it’s official now?” Eric replied.

    Lucy laughed. “Levi introduced me to a few people I hadn’t met before and called me his girlfriend, so yeah, I think it’s official. I have a boyfriend.”

    Eric felt a stirring between his legs as Lucy’s words sank in. She had a boyfriend. She was on vacation with her boyfriend. She’d spent the day with her boyfriend. She’d had sex with him and she was probably going to do it a bunch more times before the weekend was over. The whole thing was absurd, but Eric was more than willing to admit that he absolutely loved it.

    “Eric? Are you there?” Lucy asked.

    “Oh, shit, sorry,” he said with a laugh. “I got lost in thought.”

    “Is everything okay? Should I not have let Levi introduce me as his girlfriend?” Lucy asked.

    “No, no,” Eric said. “Everything’s okay. Trust me, it’s better than okay. There’s part of me that wishes you were here so we could fool around, but if you were here then you wouldn’t be on a surf vacation with your boyfriend and I wouldn’t be so desperate to fool around with you.”

    “You’re desperate, huh?” Lucy asked in a flirty tone.

    “I know it’s crazy, but there’s something about the idea of you being Levi’s girlfriend that really turns me on,” Eric admitted. “All the other stuff turns me on too, so I guess it’s all of it together that truly gets me going, but the girlfriend thing is really doing it for me right now.”

    “So, would it turn you on if I said that my boyfriend’s cum is leaking out of me right now?” Lucy asked.

    Eric groaned and reached down to grasp his cock through his pants. “Yes, it would. Fuck, it really would. It really did.”

    “My boyfriend fucked me right before dinner,” Lucy said. “Our room has a view of the ocean and he took me from behind as I looked out the window. He played with my clit as he fucked me and I actually begged him to cum inside me. I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I did. I bet his friends heard me, too. I got really loud. I don’t know why, I just needed to feel my boyfriend’s cock expand and cum inside me.”

    Eric groaned. “Lucy…fuck, you’re driving me crazy.”

    “Take your cock out,” Leah said.

    “Really?” Eric asked.

    Leah laughed in the most delightful way and said, “Yes, take your cock out. Stroke yourself for me.”

    Eric put his beer down, unzipped his pants, and freed his stiff cock. “Okay, it’s out. I’m stroking for you.”

    “Mmmm, that’s good,” Leah said. “Now think about me bent over as my boyfriend fucks me from behind. Think about his big cock pounding my pussy.”

    “Did he really pound you?” Eric asked.

    Leah moaned. “He did. He doesn’t always fuck me that way, but I was in the mood for it today. I wanted Levi to use his powerful body to the fullest. I wanted him to pound my pussy until he’d fully satisfied himself. I wanted him to fuck me hard, and he did. I can still feel it. I’m actually a little sore, but in the best way possible. Every time I move I get a little reminder that my boyfriend fucked me hard and filled me with his cum.”

    All Eric could do was groan as he masturbated. He knew Lucy’s dirty talk was intended for his pleasure, that she was using the word boyfriend purposefully because it turned him on. It made him love her that much more.

    “He’s going to want me again later,” Lucy continued. “He’s insatiable that way. He can’t get enough of me. It seems like his cock is always hard for me. Should I let him have me again later? Should I let my boyfriend have my pussy?”

    “Yes,” Eric said. “Lucy, yes, you should let your boyfriend have your pussy.”

    “He’ll have to fuck me slow,” she said. “Maybe I’ll get on top. Maybe I’ll ride him nice and slow. Maybe we’ll make love until he floods my pussy a second time.”

    “Oh…fuck!” Eric cried out. Cum rocketed from his cock, spraying onto the deck with surprising velocity as an orgasm snuck up on him. He kicked his legs out and rolled his head back to enjoy the pleasure of climaxing to Lucy’s kinky narration.

    “Did you cum?” she asked.

    “I did,” Eric replied. “Thank you. That was incredible.”

    “My pleasure,” Lucy said. A silence fell between them for a few seconds before she asked, “Was it the part about making love to him that did it for you?”

    “It was,” Eric admitted.

    “So you wouldn’t mind if Levi and I made love?” she asked. “I know it’s not that different from fucking, but it feels…I don’t know, it feels a little different, you know?”

    “I know,” Eric said. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, either, but it did feel different. “You can do it if that’s what you want. It does feel a little more dangerous though, doesn’t it?”

    “Yeah, a little,” Lucy agreed.

    Eric knew it probably wasn’t dangerous. It’s not like Lucy was at risk of actually falling for a young surfer who had multiple roommates. He could see her falling for a little taste of that lifestyle and he could see her falling for the way Levi made her feel when they were together, but their marriage was strong and making love to another man wasn’t going to change that.

    “Maybe that’s why it seems so exciting to me, though,” Lucy said.

    “Or maybe you like Levi enough that you want to make love to him,” Eric replied. “It’s okay if that’s the case. I mean, I think at this point that we both understand that you’re in a relationship with him. You’re on vacation with him, after all. It’s casual, but it’s a relationship. I mean, you bought new bikinis.”

    “He loved the one I wore today, by the way,” Lucy said. “So, yeah, you’d be okay if Levi and I ended up making love? Having that kind of sex, I mean? The kind that’s actually a little more intimate?”

    “I would be,” Eric said, despite knowing it was risky. Even after his orgasm the idea turned him on and he just couldn’t resist taking the risk.

    “Okay, well, I don’t know if it will happen, but I’ll let you know if it does,” Lucy replied. “We’ll talk tomorrow, okay?”

    “I love you,” Eric said.

    “I love you too,” Lucy replied.

    Eric hung up and surveyed the mess on the deck in front of him. He put his cock back in his pants, grabbed his beer, and closed his eyes. He knew he’d end up masturbating again before the night was over and he’d probably do it without any aid other than the memory of his wife’s dirty talk and the idea that she’d be making love to her boyfriend while Eric was alone in their bed.
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    An hour before Lucy was due to arrive home from her surf trip to San Diego, Eric’s phone dinged. He pulled it from his pocket expecting some sort of lovely teasing text that would deepen his already intense desire to fuck his wife the moment she walked through the door. That wasn’t quite what happened, though.

    “I know I’m supposed to come home in an hour, but it’s a full moon tonight and Levi wants me to join him and his friends for night surfing at the beach. Would that be okay?” she texted.

    Eric read the text three times, and each time he experienced both frustration and arousal. On the one hand, he’d spent his weekend expecting that he’d get to see his wife on Sunday night and that she’d welcome him inside her as she almost always did after seeing Levi. On the other hand, he couldn’t help but feel a little bit turned on at the idea that she wanted to keep hanging out with her fuck buddy turned boyfriend.

    “When will I see you?” Eric replied after taking a moment to try and process his feelings.

    “Well…I could come home after the night surfing and a quickie with Levi, or I could come home tomorrow morning after spending another night in Levi’s bed,” Lucy texted.

    She was giving Eric the choice, which he simultaneously loved and hated. After spending the previous 48 hours hearing about the fun Lucy was having with Levi, Eric wanted to see her, to touch her, to feel her naked body against his, to fuck her. He didn’t want to deny Lucy the pleasure she craved, though. If she really wanted to spend another night with Levi, Eric wasn’t going to say no. He’d still get to fuck his wife. He’d just have to put off his pleasure for a little while longer.

    “Come home tomorrow morning,” Eric texted. “Just make sure you’re back before I have to go to work.”

    “Really?” Lucy replied. “Thank you. I promise I’ll make you feel good tomorrow morning. Also, if you want, you could come down to the beach and watch. Apparently a lot of people hang out on a night like tonight, so you wouldn’t be out of place. I’m pretty sure I remember you enjoying it the last time you got to watch a little bit. Who knows what might happen tonight.”

    “I’ll be there,” Eric texted.

    “I’ll make sure you get to see something exciting,” Lucy replied. “See you soon.”

    Eric grabbed his wallet and keys and headed for the garage. He’d thoroughly enjoyed watching just a little taste of his wife and Levi fooling around on the beach those first few times. If he could get even a small hint of that, it was well worth the drive.

    Though Lucy had told him lots of people showed up to watch the night surfing, Eric was still surprised to see the parking lot almost entirely full. The burger stand was open, too, with a long line of people ordering food and sitting at the picnic tables as they watched the moonlit surfers ride the impressively large waves.

    Eric sent a quick text to let Lucy know he was there, grabbed a towel from the trunk, and headed to the beach. He was no longer content to sit on the picnic tables. He wanted to get closer, and the cover of relative darkness was a perfect way to do that. He found a spot between a small handful of couples, put down his towel, took a seat, and directed his attention towards the ocean.

    As much as he tried, Eric couldn’t make out Lucy. He saw a few women surfing, but none looked like his wife and he wondered if her plans had somehow changed. Then he heard her voice.

    “Wow, this is beautiful,” she said.

    Eric turned to see Lucy and Levi carrying their surfboards and heading towards the water.

    “Isn’t it?” Levi replied. He looked at Lucy and smiled and Eric felt an instant, intense kind of jealousy rise up inside him. He recognized that look. Levi was a man falling in love, or at least a man knee deep in lust.

    “Have you done this before?” Lucy asked. “Night surfing, I mean?”

    “Are you nervous?” Levi replied.

    Lucy looked at him and smiled. “A little, I guess.”

    Levi stopped and took her hand. “There’s nothing wrong with being nervous. It’s a little different at night, but it’s not dangerous. I promise, you’ll have a good time. Plus, I’ll be there to take care of you if anything goes wrong.”

    Lucy smiled and Eric felt that same kind of jealousy rise up in him. She leaned in and kissed Levi, but not in a deeply passionate kind of way. It was the sort of kiss a girl gives her boyfriend when he’s made her feel good. It was the sort of kiss people share when they’re in an actual relationship.

    They headed towards the water once more and Lucy glanced at Eric. She offered a quick smile, took Levi’s hand, and headed on by. Eric admired the silhouette of her body in the dark wetsuit and he couldn’t help but feel yet another round of jealousy as Lucy and Levi looked very much like a couple while Eric was sitting alone on a blanket. That didn’t stop him from getting hard, though. Despite the jealousy, his cock was stiff with desire.

    For the next hour Eric watched Lucy, Levi, and their friends surf under the light of the full moon. A group of people to his left started a bonfire and watched while enjoying beers. Some of the people on the beach used the cover of darkness to fool around a little, kind of like they were at a drive-in movie theater with everyone watching the show unfolding in the ocean while they were kissing, groping, and getting all worked up.

    Through it all, Eric sat and watched his wife and her boyfriend surf. Occasionally they’d come out, stand on the beach, and indulge in a conversation that Eric couldn’t hear. It always spiked his jealousy as he wondered if they were discussing the sorts of things that couples talked about. It was entirely possible that Levi was just giving her surfing tips, though they couldn’t seem to stop touching each other. It made perfect sense, of course. New couples tend to touch each other all the time because it feels so damn good.

    Eventually, Levi and Lucy made their way up the beach and dropped their surfboards near the bonfire. They each grabbed a beer, cracked them open, and settled onto one of their boards. Eric watched, though he tried his best not to seem like he was staring.

    At one point Lucy looked at Levi as he was staring into the bonfire. Her face was a picture of pure joy, like she was having a perfect moment with this man she was very much into. The jealousy raged in Eric as he wondered if Lucy was letting herself develop feelings for someone that was supposed to be nothing more than a friend for her to fuck.

    Much to his surprise, the jealousy didn’t bother Eric anywhere near as much as he thought it would. It wasn’t a pleasant feeling, but it wasn’t accompanied by a sensation that he was at any risk of losing Lucy, which helped blunt any negative impact.

    When Lucy and Levi started kissing by the fire – full-on making out, really – Eric felt his jealousy slowly melt away so pure lust could take its place. It was a genuinely beautiful thing to witness his wife’s obvious passion for Levi, and his passion for her. They weren’t cutting loose in the way they might if they were alone, but they were kissing like two people that felt a certain kind of desperate desire for each other, and Eric couldn’t help but get swept up in it, almost as if their lust was his own.

    When they finally came up for air Eric was sporting an impressively stiff erection from the beautiful sight of his wife kissing another man. He watched as Lucy whispered something to Levi and stood. She turned towards the parking lot and then glanced at Eric, smiled, and subtly gestured for him to follow.

    He waited a little to make sure he wouldn’t have an obvious erection and then hopped to his feet, grabbed his towel, and casually walked towards the parking lot. He found Lucy standing in line at the burger stand and he came up and stood behind her.

    “How’s your night going?” she asked without looking back.

    Eric admired the way the wetsuit clung so tightly to her curves and answered, “It’s been quite a show.”

    Lucy stepped back and pressed her ass into his crotch, eliciting a quiet groan from Eric as his cock roared back to life as the simplest touch.

    “It looked like you were a little jealous,” she said.

    Eric put his hand on her hips and pulled back as desire surged through his body. “Were you checking in on me?”

    Lucy looked over her shoulder and smiled. Her cheeks were pink and she looked particularly beautiful with her wet hair pulled back. “Of course I was checking in on you. I want to make sure you’re having a good time, though it seems like one part of you is certainly having a good time.”

    Eric desperately wanted to fuck his wife and he couldn’t help but hope that she’d be willing to sneak away for a quickie before going back to Levi.

    “So, are you feeling a little jealous?” Lucy asked again.

    “A little,” Eric answered as the line moved ahead of them. Lucy took a few steps forward and he followed until her body was once again pressed against his. “It seems like…well, it seems like what it is, that you have a boyfriend, and that you just returned from spending a weekend with your boyfriend and you’re feeling a little bit – or maybe a lot – enamored with him.”

    Lucy took another step forward as they got closer to the order window. “Is that okay?” she asked, confirming that she was indeed feeling enamored with Levi.

    “It is,” Eric said. “As long as we’re okay. I don’t want this to end with you leaving me.”

    Lucy looked over her shoulder and smiled. “There’s no chance of that. Trust me. Levi is wonderful in many ways, but like I’ve said before, being with him is nothing more than a chance to spend a little time in a different world. I get to feel young again. I get to feel that youthful obsession you have with someone when you get along and you’re having really great sex. I get to step outside of my life for a little while and it turns out that I really, really like that.”

    “Is the sex really great?” Eric asked.

    Lucy turned around, stepped closer, and looked up at him. She studied Eric’s face for a few moments and smiled. “The sex is incredible.” She moved closer and pressed her body against his. “It’s incredible every single time he fucks me. It was incredible each and every time he fucked me in San Diego. Even when he fucked me in the ocean, it was incredible.”

    “He fucked you in the ocean?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled like she’d never been so delighted. “We’d gotten up to watch the sunrise and we decided to go for a swim. Neither of us had a bathing suit on, so we stripped and ran into the water. I ended up in his arms and we kissed. He got hard and I took him inside me without thinking. It was like my body needed him. I’ve never had sex in the ocean and it was really good. I rode him as he held me tight. We kissed and it was like we were the only two people in the world as it happened. It was beautiful.”

    “Did he…did he cum inside you?” Eric asked.

    Lucy nodded. “I’m not sure why, but it felt so good knowing he was cumming inside me. I think it’s because I felt so connected to him in that moment. He stayed inside me as the sun finished coming up. It must have been five minutes, maybe a little longer. We stayed like that in the water and watched the sun come up. It was beautiful.”

    Eric felt the jealousy return. It wasn’t that he was jealous of Lucy having sex with someone else. It was the connection between the two of them that made him jealous.

    “It’s my turn to order,” Lucy said. “Do you want anything?”

    “No, I’m okay,” Eric replied.

    Lucy stepped up to the counter, ordered two cheeseburgers and a side of fries, paid, and then grabbed Eric’s hand and led him towards the parking lot.

    “Where did you park?” she asked.

    He pointed towards the car and said, “Over there.”

    Lucy rushed through the parking lot and said, “Unlock the car,” as they got close. Eric did as his wife desired and she yanked the back door open and said, “Get inside.”

    Eric crawled into the backseat and Lucy followed. She hurriedly unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them off. Her fingers found their way to his cock and she stroked him slowly. “I missed you, you know. It might seem like I didn’t, but I did. I thought about you all weekend. I even thought about you a few times while Levi was fucking me.”

    “You did?” Eric asked.

    “I love you, Eric,” Lucy said. “I think about you all the time, even when another man is cumming inside me.”

    Eric moaned louder this time and Lucy took his cock into her mouth and sucked hard. “Oh, fuck,” he said.

    “Did you think about me this weekend?” she asked.

    “You were all I thought about,” Eric said.

    “Did you think about Levi fucking me?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded.

    “Does it turn you on to think about him fucking me?” she asked as her hand moved up and down his spit-soaked cock.

    “Yes,” Eric said. “I get so hard when I think about it.”

    “Like you’re hard right now?” she asked.

    Eric nodded.

    Lucy smiled and took the head of his cock in her mouth. She swirled her tongue over it and he closed his eyes and let the bliss of his wife’s oral skills envelop his body.

    “Fuck, Lucy, you’re incredible,” he said.

    His cock left her mouth with an audible pop and Lucy said, “Levi says that all the time too. He says it after I swallow his cum. He says it after he cums inside me. He says it with his cock still inside me.” She kissed the head of Eric’s cock. “I like that both the men in my life think that I’m incredible.”

    Eric couldn’t help but laugh. It was, in so many ways, an absurd situation. Lucy had gone from wanting to give a surfer a blowjob to having a full-blown relationship with Levi, including going on a weekend vacation with him. Amazingly, it worked for their marriage. It made everything hotter and Eric wasn’t about to deny his wife – or himself – the pleasure she clearly craved, and that she absolutely deserved.

    “It’s okay if you have feelings for him,” Eric said. He knew it was out of the blue, but he wanted Lucy to know if she happened to be developing more than casual feelings for Levi.

    She gripped the base of his cock, smiled, and said, “Yeah?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered. “I’m okay with it. It’s okay if you don’t, either. He can just be your fuck buddy. I guess I’m saying he can be whatever you want him to be.”

    “Thank you,” Lucy said. “I haven’t fully sorted out of my feelings yet, if I’m behind honest, but I think he’s more than just a fuck buddy. I think he really is my boyfriend. I don’t know if it will ever be more than a casual boyfriend kind of thing, but I think that’s what he’s become.”

    Eric wasn’t surprised. Lucy had only confirmed what seemed obvious based on what he’d witnessed that night. Still, something about hearing Lucy confirm her feelings for Levi thrilled him.

    “My order will be ready soon, but I’d really like to make you cum before I go back to Levi. Would you like that?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded as vigorously as he could. “Very much so, yes.”

    “Then I’m going to suck your cock and when you cum, I’m going to swallow. I want to swallow for you. I want to taste your cum, Eric. I want to savor it. I want to know that I made my husband feel good,” Lucy said.

    Eric was already close to an orgasm. He knew it wouldn’t take much for Lucy’s exceptionally skilled mouth to make him feel good.

    “Where are you going to spend the night?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled. She knew what he wanted to hear. “In another man’s bed,” she said as her fingers moved up and down his shaft. “And I’m going to spend part of my night with another man’s cock inside me. I might even fall asleep with his cock inside me. Levi likes to fuck me in the spoon position and sometimes he stays inside me until he goes soft. I can’t tell you how good it feels. Would you like that, baby? Would you like it if I fell asleep with another man’s cock and cum inside me?”

    Lucy didn’t give him a chance to answer. Instead, she swallowed Eric’s cock and offered an intensely pleasurable blowjob as he imagined her and Levi spooning in his bed with his cock deep inside her. He imagined their naked bodies pressed together with Levi gently thrusting in and out and Lucy moaning and urging him to cum inside her. He imagined her feeling a deep sense of need for another man’s load in her pussy.

    Then Eric came in his wife’s mouth. She swallowed his cock and he groaned as his loins convulsed as intense pleasure spread through his body.

    When he’d finished, Lucy looked up and swallowed his cum. She even opened her mouth to show that it was all in her stomach.

    “Thank you,” Eric said.

    “It was my pleasure,” Lucy replied. “I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow morning.”

    She kissed the head of his cock and then backed out of the car and headed towards the burger stand. Eric watched her go, put his shorts back on, and climbed into the driver’s seat to head home. He was a little sad that he was going to spend another night alone in their bed, but he knew he’d finally get to fuck his wife again the next morning, and that she’d almost certainly have fucked Levi before leaving his place, ensuring the sex would be even better. That was well worth sleeping alone for one more night.

  
    Hotwifing is the Spice Their Sex Life Needs – Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Lucy’s soft, sensual moans lured Eric from a dream. It was a little past 3 a.m. and he couldn’t help but smile at the idea that his wife was having a dream of her own, though it seemed hers was quite a bit naughtier.

    It wasn’t until he saw movement between Lucy’s legs that Eric realized she wasn’t asleep. She was, in fact, masturbating. Her moan wasn’t from a dream. It was from her very real pursuit of pleasure.

    Eric closed his eyes and rolled onto his side. He heard Lucy turn her head and presumed she was checking to see if he was still asleep. Eric did his best to make it seem like he was lost in slumber. He wanted his wife to continue her pursuit of pleasure.

    A few moments later, Lucy did just that. Another sensual moan escaped her lips. Eric opened one eye to see movement between her legs once more. He couldn’t help but wonder what Lucy was thinking about. It seemed likely that she had Levi on her mind. Perhaps she’d woken up from a dream and decided to finish herself off so she could get back to sleep.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Eric asked. He could have let Lucy cum and go back to sleep, but Eric was awake and feeling amorous and he wanted to play.

    Lucy’s head whipped towards him and she pulled her hand from between her legs. “What?” she asked with a hint of panic in her voice.

    Eric moved a little closer and reached out to caress his wife’s taut stomach. All the surfing she and Levi did had tightened her body considerably and Eric couldn’t help but want to touch her all the time. “Are you thinking about Levi?” he asked. “While you masturbate, I mean.”

    Lucy looked guilty, like she’d been caught doing something decidedly naughty. Eric pushed a hand into her panties and let two of his fingers find their way between her pussy lips. She was soaked. There was no question she’d been masturbating.

    He moved a little closer, kissed her neck, and whispered, “It’s okay. I like that you were thinking about him while you played with your pussy. Did you have a naughty dream about your boyfriend? Did you wake up with a desperate need to cum?”

    “Mmm hmm,” Lucy said as she closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and nodded slowly.

    “Was he fucking you in your dream?” Eric whispered.

    Lucy nodded again.

    His index finger danced over her clit and Lucy instinctively arched her back. “Was your boyfriend fucking you good, Lucy?”

    “Yes,” she answered. “He was fucking me so good.”

    “Were you in his bed?” Eric asked.

    Lucy turned and looked at him. “No,” she said. Again she looked guilty.

    Eric slipped a finger into her pussy and continued to rub his wife’s clit. His lips hovered close to hers as he asked, “Where were you?” he asked. “Where was he fucking you?” Lucy closed her eyes and moaned. Eric took the opportunity to kiss her neck again. He found the spot she always loved and he made sure to put his tongue to work. It danced over her flesh and she arched her back yet again, making it seem very much like she was close to cumming.

    “Here,” Lucy answered. “In our bed, Eric. He was fucking me in our bed.”

    Eric couldn’t help but moan. There was something about the idea that struck him as intensely naughty, and in the best way possible. It was such a small thing, and yet it felt so powerful, like Lucy and Levi would be crossing some sort of line into a deeper level of intimacy as she introduced him to the part of her life she’d kept completely separate.

    “Where was I as your boyfriend fucked you in our bed?” Eric asked.

    Lucy reached between his legs and found Eric’s stiff cock. She freed him from his underwear and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. “You were watching,” she said.

    Eric felt his cock throb in his wife’s grasp. He wasn’t sure why, but the idea of watching her and Levi fuck in their bed was immensely arousing.

    “Did it turn you on?” Eric asked. “Did you like that I was watching in your dream?”

    Lucy looked at him and nodded. She seemed a little unsure of herself, like she worried she was making a mistake in admitting her desire. “It did,” she said.

    Eric kissed his wife. Her lips parted and their tongues mingled. He pulled his hand from her panties and moved on top of her. Lucy moved her panties aside and guided the head of Eric’s cock between her pussy lips. He filled her and moaned as the intense heat and wetness of her flesh surrounded his cock.

    “Fuck me,” Lucy whispered. “Eric, fuck me.”

    Eric fucked his wife. As much as he wanted to take it slowly, he couldn’t. Hearing about her dream had filled him with a sort of desire that had no patience. He fucked Lucy hard and fast and she moaned with every thrust.

    Lucy came first and Eric’s orgasm followed a few moments later. He reached rare heights of pleasure while cumming inside her, no doubt due to the intensity of the arousal that had preceded the sex.

    When Eric moved to pull out, Lucy grabbed his ass and said, “Stay inside me.” They kissed as he remained in her pussy until his erection subsided and his cum started to leak out of her. When he finally pulled out, Lucy moved her panties over her pussy and offered a warm smile. “That was really good. I’m glad you woke up.”

    Eric laughed. “Me too.” He took her hand and they both stared up at the ceiling as Eric wondered if she was thinking the same thing he was. “You could have him over, if you want. Your parents could babysit. The house could be yours. If you wanted to, you could have him in our bed. I wouldn’t mind.”

    Lucy looked at Eric and squeezed his hand. “Really?”

    “Absolutely,” Eric reassured her. “Only if you want to, of course, but, you know, I think I’d be into it.”

    “It’s crazy though, right? I mean, having a boyfriend is one thing, but bringing him to our house is a whole different thing, isn’t it?” Lucy asked.

    “Why does the idea of fucking him in our bed turn you on so much?” Eric asked.

    Lucy stared at the ceiling once more and said, “I have no idea. It just does. It’s…well, tonight is not the first time I’ve fantasized about it.”

    Eric was certain his wife looked a little embarrassed, though it was hard to know for sure in the relative darkness. “What about the other part?” he asked.

    Lucy smiled. “The part where you were watching, you mean?”

    Eric nodded.

    “I don’t know why that turns me on either,” she said. “But it’s also not the first time I’ve fantasized about that.” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Am I crazy? That seems crazy. I mean, what’s wrong with me?”

    “I’d watch,” Eric said. “I’m pretty sure I’d really like it, in fact. I mean, I really liked the idea of it, if my orgasm is any indicator, at least.”

    Lucy rolled onto her side and rested her head on Eric’s chest. She ran her fingers over his stomach and he pulled her closer. Neither of them said anything, leaving the subject unresolved as they drifted off to sleep.

    “You were incredible tonight,” Lucy said as she walked Levi to the door.

    “So were you,” Levi replied. “More incredible than usual, in fact.”

    Eric shifted on the couch as he heard them kissing. He heard Lucy unleash a soft moan as the kissing continued far longer than Eric figured it would.

    “Are you sure I can’t stay?” Levi asked. Eric couldn’t blame him for making the request, but he knew his wife would turn her boyfriend down.

    “Maybe next time,” Lucy said.

    “I guess that means you enjoyed yourself,” Levi replied. “And Eric too.”

    Eric thought about getting up off the couch and trying to catch a glimpse of them at the front door, but he knew the wise choice was to remain seated and give Lucy a few moments to say goodbye to her boyfriend.

    “I certainly did,” Lucy said. “And I’m pretty sure Eric did too. I’m going to make sure of it, though, and if we do it again perhaps you can stay the night.”

    “And you can fall asleep in my arms,” Levi added.

    “And you can fuck me in the morning,” Lucy replied.

    “I’m going to miss not being able to do that,” Levi said.

    Eric’s cock returned to the erect state it had reached while he watched his wife and her boyfriend fuck in their marital bed. He loved that he could get so excited from nothing more than hearing them talk.

    “We could have a little fun over the phone,” Lucy suggested. “I know it’s not as good as waking up with me, but if you’re feeling a bit naughty, give me a call and we can get off together.”

    “I’ll do that,” Levi said.

    Eric heard the sound of kissing again. It went on for an exceedingly long time before the door opened and they said their final goodbyes. Lucy returned to the living room with a smile on her face. Her chest was flushed and her cheeks rosy red from what Eric presumed was a high level of arousal.

    Lucy untied her satin robe as she approached the couch. It opened and Eric gazed at his wife’s perky breasts, taut stomach, and enflamed pussy lips before she straddled him. His hands moved to her hips and he ran his fingers up her stomach and over her breasts. Lucy leaned forward and they shared a deep, passionate kiss.

    “Did you enjoy your evening?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded. He’d spent most of the night in a highly aroused state as he witnessed his wife and her boyfriend indulge in their lust for each other. He’d experienced moments of angst as well, but for the most part it had been pure pleasure. “Did you enjoy your evening?” he asked.

    Lucy nodded and kissed him again. She put her hands over Eric’s and urged him to play with her tits. He squeezed her soft, perky flesh like he knew Lucy enjoyed and she rewarded him with a moan and the active, lusty dancing of her tongue in his mouth.

    Lucy sat back, offered a smile, and said, “It was better than I thought it would be. I’ve never cum that hard with Levi. I’ve never cum that hard with any man, in fact. I think the orgasms I had tonight were the best I’ve ever had, and I think it’s because you were watching.” For just a moment she looked unsure of herself, like she’d said too much. “Is that bad? Am I a terrible wife for saying that?”

    “Not even close,” Eric said. He pulled Lucy’s lips to his once more and they kissed. This time he took the lead. He showed his intense lust with his tongue. His hands moved over her body. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard, eliciting a moan from his wife. “Tonight was incredible, Lucy.”

    She reached down, unzipped Eric’s pants, and freed his cock. They kissed as Lucy stroked him. She found the precum dripping from the tip and used it as lube to offer a deeply pleasurable handjob.

    “What was your favorite part?” she asked.

    “Your passion,” Eric answered. He replayed the first moment Levi entered Lucy. She was on her back. He was between her legs. Her lips parted and she let out a beautiful moan as Levi slipped into her pussy. She pulled him close as he began to fuck her. Intense pleasure washed over her face with every thrust. It was like Levi was offering the pleasure she’d spent her whole life seeking. In the moment, Eric was certain he’d never seen his wife look that way and he couldn’t help but attribute to the fact that she was fucking a handsome surfer with a hard, muscular body and she was doing it in the bed she shared with her husband.

    “My passion for Levi?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded. “It was…well, you were so much more passionate than I’d imagined. I’ve thought about you fucking him an endless number of times, it feels like, but I never really thought about the little details. Then I saw it. I saw the look on your face. I saw the way your hands moved over his body. I saw the way you kissed him. I saw the way he kissed you, the way he looked at you, the way his hands moved over your body. I tried to take in every little detail. It was all so beautiful.”

    Lucy leaned forward and Eric felt the tip of his cock slide into her pussy. “It was, wasn’t it?” She moved her hips and offered him just a hint of pleasure without taking the full length inside her. “What else did you like?”

    “When you came,” Eric answered. “It was so much hotter than I imagined. I know this might sound kind of weird, but I liked that when you came – and when you were getting close to cumming – that it felt like you sort of forgot I was even in the room. You were completely caught up in your lust for Levi, in the way he was making you feel in the moment.”

    Lucy sank down on Eric’s cock and he groaned. “What about when he came inside me?” she asked.

    Eric couldn’t help but groan again. He’d thoroughly enjoyed that moment, especially when Lucy urged Levi to unleash inside her. He could still hear her lusty request for him to cum inside her.

    “I loved that,” he said. “It was…I don’t know, it was just incredible hearing you ask another man to cum inside you. It made me so hard, Lucy.”

    Lucy slowly moved her hips back and forth, milking Eric’s cock with her slippery pussy. Most of Levi’s cum had likely dripped out of her at that point, but it was undeniably thrilling to be inside his wife so soon after someone else had fucked her.

    “Having unprotected sex with him is so much better,” Lucy said. “Thank you for letting me do that, Eric. Thank you for being so considerate of my desires.”

    Eric was more than willing to accept her thanks, though they weren’t entirely warranted. After all, he found nearly as much pleasure in Lucy’s ongoing relationship with Levi as she did. “You don’t need to thank me,” he said. “You really don’t. Tonight was one of the hottest experiences I’ve ever had.” Lucy rode him harder and Eric felt his orgasm approaching. “Fuck…Lucy, your pussy feels so good. Fuck, I’m close.”

    Lucy leaned down and kissed him as she bounced on his cock. “Cum inside me,” she whispered. “Cum inside me like my boyfriend did.”

    Eric grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. He helped Lucy bounce harder and faster on his cock. She kissed his neck and moaned.

    “Cum inside me. Cum in your wife’s pussy,” Lucy said.

    Eric pulled her down on his cock, closed his eyes, titled his head back, and climaxed inside his wife. Images of Lucy and Levi fucking in their bed filled his head. He saw her bouncing on Levi’s cock. He saw Lucy her knees as Levi took her from behind with his arms wrapped around her body while they kissed. He saw them in missionary. Every image deepened the pleasure of Eric’s orgasm, as did the knowledge that the remnants another man’s cum were still inside her.

    “Holy shit,” Eric said as his climax subsided. “That might have been the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

    Lucy caressed his face and smiled. “I love you, Eric.”

    “I love you too,” he replied.

    They shared a soft kiss and Eric embraced Lucy’s desire to let her lips linger against his. When she opened her mouth, he happily let his tongue dance with hers.

    “Do you think you can go again?” she asked.

    Eric smiled at his insatiable wife and said, “I’m sure I can.”

    “Good, because I want you to fuck me in our bed,” Lucy replied. “How about a glass of wine before we do that, though?”

    “That sounds great,” Eric said.

    They kissed once more and he basked in Lucy’s seemingly indefatigable desire as her tongue once again indulged in a lusty dance with his. Eric knew he’d be ready to go again soon enough, and he was certain that the prospect of fucking her in the same spot where she and Levi had been would only make the sex hotter.

    “You’re an amazing woman,” Eric said.

    Lucy smiled. “Levi tells me the same thing all the time.”

    “He’s a smart man,” he replied. “A very smart man.”

    “And I’m a very lucky woman to have two wonderful men in my life,” Lucy said as she lifted her pussy off his cock. “Why don’t you wait here while I pour us two glasses of wine?”

    She walked away as Eric watched with a blissful smile on his face. It had been a hell of a night, and it was still going strong. Eric felt like a very lucky man.
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    “Are you stroking yourself right now?” Lucy asked as Eric entered the living room. She was sitting on the couch in her bra and panties and she had a hand between her legs. “Yeah? Are you hard for me, Levi?”

    Lucy looked up at Eric and smiled. He returned the smile and stepped closer. Lucy’s hand was in her panties and she was masturbating. She’d promised Levi that they could fool around on the phone in lieu of him spending the night and it seemed that she was eager to follow through on that promise.

    “I want you to imagine my mouth around your cock,” Lucy said. “Imagine me crawling under the covers and kissing my way down that gorgeous body of yours. Imagine me kissing the head of your cock and taking it in my mouth so I can suck it like you love.”

    Lucy’s fingers moved faster in her panties and Eric moved in front of his wife and fell to his knees. She smiled and Eric reached up and pulled off her panties. He grabbed Lucy’s hips and pulled her forward until her pussy sat right at the edge of the couch.

    “Levi, can I put you on speaker phone so I can use both hands to play?” Lucy asked. Eric looked up as she listened to her boyfriend’s response. “Eric’s still asleep. It’s just you and me playing.” She held a finger to her lips to suggest that that Eric keep quiet, which he was more than happy to do.

    Lucy pulled the phone from her ear, tapped the speaker button, and said, “Okay, you’re on speaker. Now tell me, how does it feel to wake up with your cock in my mouth?”

    Levi groaned and Eric heard the faint sounds of masturbation. “It feels incredible, Lucy. You give head better than any girl I’ve ever been with, and it’s not even close. You’re an absolute goddess when it comes to using your mouth.”

    Lucy smiled in a way that brought up an intense and unexpected sense of jealousy for Eric, almost entirely because his wife was clearly joyful at the idea that another man thought so highly of her sexual skills. It didn’t help that Levi enjoyed her mouth far more often than Eric did. Lucy had been clear that she found it far more pleasurable to go down on a new man, but that perfectly logical explanation didn’t quell Eric’s jealousy.

    “I love giving you head,” Lucy said as she reached out, put a hand on the back of Eric’s head, and pulled him between her legs. He put his tongue to work and she moaned before continuing. “Do you remember how I went down on you every morning in San Diego?”

    “I do,” Levi moaned. “It’s partly why I didn’t want that trip to end. Though the sex was incredible too.”

    Lucy closed her eyes, smiled, and replied, “Yes it was. There was something nice about being on vacation, wasn’t there?”

    “I liked spending every moment of the day with you,” Levi said. “I liked that I could touch you, kiss you, and fuck you whenever I felt the desire.”

    “You felt the desire an awful lot, didn’t you?” Lucy added.

    Levi moaned and the sounds of masturbation got a little louder. It sounded like he’d added some lube, though Eric figured it could just be precum making his shaft slick.

    “Are you thinking about fucking me right now, Levi?” Lucy asked.

    “I am,” he replied. “I’m thinking about you getting on top after a morning blowjob. I’m thinking about you sinking that perfect pussy of yours onto my cock and taking me inside you. I’m thinking about the way you smile every time you get on top.”

    “I know that smile,” Lucy said. “Or at least the feeling that goes with it. It happens every time. It’s joy, Levi. It’s joy knowing that I’m about to have sex with the gorgeous man on his back beneath me. It’s joy knowing that I’m going to have the kind of orgasm that I crave.”

    Levi moaned. “The kind of orgasm you hadn’t had in a long time before you met me?”

    Eric felt a mixture of jealousy and insecurity. He’d known Lucy was having great sex with Levi – she kept going back to him, after all – but it felt a little different to hear it put in those terms. Arousal quickly joined the less pleasant feelings, though.

    “That’s right,” Lucy said. “The kind of orgasm that makes my toes curl. The kind of orgasm that makes my thighs tremble and my pussy spasm around your big cock. The kind of orgasm that makes me want you inside me for as long as possible.”

    Eric reached down and slipped a hand into his shorts. He found his stiff cock and stroked it as best as he could from his knees.

    “Levi,” Lucy said, “Do you think you can wait to cum?”

    “Wait for what?” Levi asked.

    Lucy looked at Eric and smiled. “For me to get to your place.”

    Eric’s cock swelled up in his hand as he held his wife’s gaze.

    “Are you serious?” Levi asked. “Because I can wait as long as it takes.”

    “Good,” Lucy said. “I’m on my way. I’ll see you soon.” She hung up the phone, looked at Eric, and asked, “If you want, I can make you cum right now. A quick handjob to clear the pipes. Or, you can have me when I get back from Levi’s. What would you like?”

    “How long are you going to be gone?” Eric asked.

    “Most of the day, if I had to guess,” Lucy said. “I’m bringing my wetsuit. So, we’ll have sex when I get there. We’ll probably have breakfast. Maybe we’ll have sex again. Then we’ll go surfing. Then he’ll probably fuck me again. I might be home by dinner.”

    “I’ll wait,” Eric said. He knew he was likely signing up for a long, potentially painful day, but he knew the payoff would be worth it. Lucy was always generous with him when he came home from spending time with Levi.

    “I’m going to throw on a swimsuit, grab my wetsuit, and head out,” Lucy said. She helped Eric to his feet, gave him a kiss on the cheek while squeezing his cock through his shorts, and headed for the bedroom. Not long after, she was gone, leaving Eric alone in the house with nothing but his unquenched desires.

    “How was that?” Lucy asked as she sat back on her knees.

    Eric looked at his wife and smiled. He’d been on his back in their bed for nearly thirty minutes and she’d spent the entire time working him towards the thunderous orgasm he’d just unleashed in her mouth. She began with a slow, sensual blowjob, got on top to ride him while she talked about the sex she’d had with Levi, and then took him in her mouth to finish him off, all of which was far more generous than he expected and astoundingly pleasurable.

    “That was…well, that was actually the kind of orgasm that you talked about having with Levi,” Eric said in a moment of pure honesty. “You just gave me that kind of orgasm. I can totally see why you keep going back to him.”

    “You don’t mind that I keep going back to him, do you?” Lucy asked.

    Eric took a moment to gather his thoughts before saying, “You know, I felt a little bit anxious or, nervous, I guess, this morning. When you were on the phone with him, I mean. It seemed like you were, I don’t know, closer to him than I thought. But, at the same time, I was turned on. Really turned on, so I guess I like that you keep going back to him. I certainly understand it.”

    Lucy crawled forward and laid her naked body on top of Eric’s. He put his arms around her and ran his fingers up and down her back and the top of her ass.

    “Your body is incredible,” he said. “That’s the other benefit of you seeing Levi, I guess. All that surfing has definitely had an impact.”

    Lucy looked up, smiled, and said, “To be honest, Levi’s in such good shape that I feel a little bit of pressure to look good for him. He could definitely choose to be with other women – there are lots of girls his age that flirt with him – and I want to make sure that he stays with me.”

    “This probably sounds insane, but hearing you say that actually turns me on,” Eric said. “I just came so it’s not like I’m eager for round two or anything, but is that crazy? Am I totally fucked up for thinking it’s really hot that my wife wants to look good so her boyfriend doesn’t leave her for a younger woman?”

    Lucy laughed and kissed his chest. “It’s no more insane than me wanting to look good for the younger man I’m dating.”

    Eric held her close and said, “I guess not.” He didn’t love that a significant level of angst arrived alongside that arousal, but he reasoned that it was perfectly normal to feel a little anxious about his wife having an actual relationship with a younger man.

    Lucy rolled off of Eric’s chest and cuddled up next to him. She ran her fingers through his sparse chest hair and said, “So, Levi’s dad is getting remarried in a few weeks and he asked me to go as his date.”

    “Wow,” Eric said as his pulse quickened. “He wants to bring you to a family wedding. To his father’s wedding, no less. That, well, that seems like a big deal. Is that a big deal?”

    “I asked him why he wanted to bring me,” Lucy said. “He told me that he thought of me as his girlfriend and that it made perfect sense to bring his girlfriend to a wedding.”

    Eric’s mind raced as he tried to assess the implication of Levi inviting Lucy to his father’s wedding. “It’s hard to argue with his logic.”

    “How do you feel about that?” Lucy asked. “About me being Levi’s girlfriend?”

    “Hasn’t that been the case for a while now?” Eric replied.

    “I guess, yeah, but I feel like this makes it more serious,” she said. “You know? Before it was going to his place once or twice a week to surf and have sex. Now it’s going to a wedding and meeting his family, you know? That’s different.”

    Eric rolled onto his side to study Lucy’s face. “You’re not thinking of leaving me for him, are you?”

    “Eric, no, of course not,” Lucy said. “We’ve built a family together. A life that I love. I’m not leaving that. I will never leave that. I guess I’m just asking how far you’re comfortable taking this.”

    Lucy looked away and Eric moved a little closer. He reached up to run his fingers through his wife’s hair. He kissed her forehead and let his lips linger against her skin for a few seconds before asking, “Lucy, do you have feelings for Levi? Real feelings?”

    Lucy looked up at him, held his gaze for a few moments, and nodded.

    “So it’s more than just sex at this point?” Eric asked.

    “Yes,” Lucy admitted. “I can end it, though. It would be painful like any breakup is painful, but I could end it without hesitation. I’m not willing to put our marriage at risk, Eric. I’m not.”

    Eric knew the right choice was to tell Lucy to end it with Levi. He believed her when she said she’d never leave him and that their family was the most important thing, but continuing with Levi was unquestionably playing with fire.

    Knowing it was the right choice and making the right choice were two different things, though. Eric couldn’t bring himself to tell Lucy to break up with Levi, mostly because he felt an uncontrollable level of desire at the idea of her having feelings for him. Eric knew it was fucked up to be turned on by the notion of his wife falling for another man, but he couldn’t help it. She noticed, too.

    Lucy must have felt Eric’s nearly erect cock pressing into her stomach because she looked down, studied his growing flesh, and took him in her hand. Her eyes returned to his as her fingers moved up and down his shaft in a slow, sensual stroking motion.

    Lucy parted her lips as if to say something, but Eric cut her off with a kiss. She responded with a moan and her lips parted further, inviting his tongue inside. Eric took the invitation and rolled on top of his wife. She guided his stiff cock inside her and he offered slow, deep thrusts, each of which was met with a moan.

    Lucy’s moans and the pleasure her pussy provided pushed Eric deeper into his desire for her to be with Levi. Thoughts of her dancing with him at the wedding filled his head. He imagined her meeting Levi’s family, sharing kisses on the dance floor, and spending the night making love in a hotel room somewhere.

    “I want you to go to the wedding,” Eric said as he made love to his wife.

    Lucy moaned and asked, “Are you sure?”

    Eric nodded and kissed her. Their tongues mingled as her hands moved down his back. She grabbed his ass, spread her legs a little wider, and moaned into his mouth.

    “I…Lucy…fuck…I like that you have feelings for him,” Eric said. “It’s insane, but I really like it. Oh…fuck…I like it!”

    Eric fucked her harder and Lucy offered her approval via a series of deep moan. He couldn’t be certain, but it seemed like she was just as turned on as he was.

    “Do you want…Eric…do you want me to fall in love with him?” Lucy asked.

    Eric felt an unprecedented rush of pleasure between his legs. He couldn’t bring himself to answer Lucy’s question, but he fucked her with incredible vigor as he embraced the increasing lust and fucked her with wild abandon.

    Lucy dug her fingernails into his ass and said, “I’m cumming!”

    Eric opened the floodgates and his orgasm followed. His cock pulsed in Lucy’s pussy as he unleashed his seed while they moaned together.

    “Oh my God,” Eric said as heavy breaths escaped his lungs.

    “Yeah,” Lucy replied. “That was…wow. That was really good.”

    Eric laughed before the reason for the incredible orgasm hit him. A wave of angst washed over him, but he quickly pushed it away. Given that they were fucking at the time, it seemed entirely possible that Lucy had said what she’d said because she wanted to turn them both on. It had certainly worked.

    Eric pulled out, rolled onto his back, and stared at the ceiling as he contemplated Lucy’s question. Even in the moments after his orgasm, the idea of his wife falling in love with another man was thrilling in ways he didn’t understand. It was unquestionably dangerous, but perhaps that was part of the appeal.

    “I know it’s dangerous and probably really dumb,” he said, “but there’s something about the idea of you falling in love with Levi that I find really exciting. Even after…well, after the orgasm.”

    Lucy took his hand and squeezed it tight. “It turned me on too,” she said. “It’s insane, though.”

    “Yes, it is,” Eric agreed.

    “It’s going to happen if I keep seeing him, though,” Lucy added. “We’re actually really good for each other, Levi and me. We fit together really well. And, the truth is, I’m going to keep seeing him if you’re okay with it. You can tell me to stop anytime, but if you don’t I’m going to keep seeing him.”

    So there it was. Lucy was leaving it up to Eric. He got to decide if his wife fell in love with another man.
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    “Can you love two men at once?” Eric asked.

    Lucy looked up from the rack of dresses she was rifling through and offered a sweet smile. “Yes, I can. I’m sure some women wouldn’t be able to, but I can.”

    Eric watched his wife pull a black lace dress from the rack and hold it up against her body. She’d look great in it – she’d look great in just about every dress on the rack – but their dress shopping trip was about more than finding something to wear to a wedding. At least, it was for Eric. He still had to decide if he wanted his wife to fall in love with another man or if he wanted to call the whole thing off and go back to life as it was before she’d met Levi.

    “It’s a different kind of love,” Lucy said. “Or at least it feels different. When I met you, Eric, I knew I wanted to be with you forever. I knew you were the man I wanted to build a family with, that I wanted to build a future with.”

    “And with Levi?” Eric asked.

    “I’m not looking that far into the future with him,” Lucy said. “I think of it as riding a wave, of sorts. I’m following the path set out in front of me without looking too far down it. I’m letting my passion guide me, and as my feelings for him deepen, I’m following them. If I keep following, love will blossom.”

    The more she talked, the harder Eric found it to keep his head straight. For reasons he still couldn’t comprehend, arousal followed every time Lucy talked about her feelings for Levi, especially with regards to how those feelings would soon transform into love.

    “Is it losing me that you worry about?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded as she put the black dress back on the rack and plucked another to hold up against her body. “If I lose you, I lose everything,” he said. “It all falls apart.”

    Lucy held the red dress against her body and smiled at him. “It would be the same for me, Eric,” she said. “I’m not going to leave you. I love you.”

    “Do you love me the same way you’d love Levi?” he asked.

    “No,” Lucy said. “Love is different when it’s new. It clouds your head when it’s new. It overwhelms you. It makes it so you have a hard time thinking about anything other than the person you’re in love with. It makes it so you want to be with him all the time, so your body craves him all the time.”

    “That’s what I’m afraid of,” Eric replied.

    Lucy glanced between his legs, smiled, and said, “It seems like fear isn’t the only thing you’re feeling.”

    Eric looked down to see a subtle-but-noticeable bulge in the front of his pants.

    “Isn’t that what makes this different?” Lucy said. “You’re going along for the ride as I enjoy the new, fresh, sexy, fun part of a relationship with Levi. I’m falling in love with him – I’m not there yet and it could blow up at any moment – but while I fall in love with him, you’re there too. You’re reaping the benefits because for whatever reason it turns you on.”

    “Is that weird?” he asked.

    Lucy put the dress back on the rack and approached Eric. She pulled him into a hug and Eric breathed in the scent of her shampoo as Lucy’s head rested against his chest.

    “If I thought it was weird I wouldn’t have gone to the beach that first time,” she said. “I wouldn’t have done what I did on that beach. I wouldn’t have gone back. I wouldn’t have started a relationship with Levi. It’s not weird. It’s exactly what both of us want. The only reason it works between Levi and me is because you’re into it. Otherwise I’d just be a cheating wife betraying her husband. I’m not that though, am I?”

    She looked up at Eric and he shook his head. “No, you’re not that. You’re a wonderful wife making her husband’s fantasy – one he didn’t know he had – come true. You’re a bold, adventurous woman unearthing pleasures neither of us imagined were possible this many years into a marriage. It’s not without difficulties, but I’m really happy. It seems crazy to think that, but I am.”

    Lucy’s lips met Eric’s for a soft, lingering kiss. It developed into something more and before long it bordered on the sort of thing they shouldn’t be doing in a store, but Eric couldn’t pull away. By the time Lucy stepped back and smiled, he had a full-on erection and she grabbed a dress from the rack and offered it so he could hold it over his crotch and cover up the tent that had formed.

    “If it helps, you can tell me to stop any time you want,” Lucy said. “The longer my relationship with Levi goes on the more painful that will be, but I’m okay with that. I’ll deal with the pain if it becomes too much for you. I want both of us to enjoy this, Eric, and if it stops being fun for you, just tell me.”

    “Okay,” Eric said. “I think you should try on the red dress. I know it’s maybe a little crazy to wear red to a wedding, but you should try it on anyway.”

    Lucy pulled it from the rack and handed it to Eric. “Would you mind holding it while I pick out a few others to try on?”

    Eric nodded and held the dress in front of his crotch to cover his still-softening erection.

    “You know, I was thinking it would be fun if I took care of that little problem of yours once we get to the fitting room,” Lucy said.

    “My little problem?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled, stepped closer, and said, “I was thinking I’d suck your cock and swallow your cum. After all, a good wife takes care of her husband’s needs, doesn’t she?”

    Eric’s cock surged back to life as he imagined getting a blowjob in the fitting room. He smiled and looked down to make sure the dress was covering his excitement.

    “You’re a very good wife,” Eric said.

    Lucy gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I know. Now let’s pick out a few more dresses and then I’ll drag you to the fitting room and get on my knees like a good wife.”

    “So, how’s the wedding?” Eric asked.

    “Romantic,” Lucy replied.

    “Yeah?” Eric said as a hint of anxiety rose up in his chest. “What makes it so romantic?”

    “It’s one of those country-style barn weddings,” Lucy said. “Levi’s dad fancies himself a bit of a country type. I thought it would be silly, but honestly, it’s beautiful. It’s in this gorgeous wooded setting and the whole thing is perfectly decorated. It’s all designed to have the couple’s married life begin in this cocoon of love and warmth.”

    “So yeah, it sounds romantic,” Eric replied as he shifted the phone to his other ear.

    “Sorry,” Lucy said. “Should I lay off the romanticism a little?”

    Eric laughed. “No. This is what I wanted. You and your boyfriend are at a beautiful wedding a thousand miles from home. There’s no doubt you look beautiful. Levi probably looks great in his tuxedo.”

    “He does,” Lucy said. “We almost didn’t make it out of the hotel room after he’d put it on. There really is something irresistible about a man in a tuxedo.”

    “I do miss you,” Eric said. “I know you’re probably not doing a lot of thinking about me, but I’m thinking about you a lot.”

    “I think about you,” Lucy replied. “Probably not as much as you think about me, but I am with my boyfriend so my mind is occupied with other things.”

    There was a playful quality to her voice that brought a smile to Eric’s face as he felt a stirring of desire between his legs. Every time Lucy mentioned having a boyfriend it thrilled him, just as it thrilled him every time they talked about her falling in love with her boyfriend.

    “Well, I don’t want to keep you,” Eric said. “Thanks for calling with an update, but I should let you get back to your boyfriend and the wedding.”

    “Levi made love to me last night,” Lucy replied.

    “What?” Eric asked. Her comment was so unexpected he couldn’t quite wrap his mind around it at first.

    “I thought you’d like to know that my boyfriend made love to me last night,” Lucy said.

    Eric felt a massive stirring of arousal in his loins. “Was it…was it good?” he asked.

    “It was incredible,” Lucy replied. “We’d just gotten back from the rehearsal dinner. I’d just spent an evening meeting Levi’s family and friends. To be honest, it was the first time I’d truly felt like his girlfriend. I became a part of Levi’s life last night. I saw how happy it made him to introduce me to the people he loved. I saw how happy it made them to see Levi with someone he’s falling for.”

    “And that…that made the sex better?” Eric asked.

    “The emotion…the feelings…my feelings for him, his feelings for me, that made it better, Eric,” Lucy explained. “We surrendered to our passion and made love. More than once, actually. He stayed inside me after the first time. We kissed and held each other. It wasn’t long before he was making love to me for a second time.”

    The lust that had begun in Eric’s loins spread through the rest of his body. His fingers and toes tingled and he felt a little lightheaded as he listened to his wife talk of her deepening bond with Levi and the lovemaking that had occurred as a result of it.

    “Lucy…”

    “I’m in love with him, Eric,” she said. “I think it’s been true for a while. I’ve just held back on truly feeling it because I wanted you to be okay with it. But I’m in love with Levi. I am.”

    Eric was hard – and it felt as though arousal coursed through his body – but an equally potent dose of anxiety came with it. He’d expected that. He’d felt some measure of it the moment Lucy left for her wedding weekend with Levi. This was more significant, though. Even though Eric knew her declaration of love would happen at some point, he wasn’t ready for it, though upon hearing her say it, Eric knew it wasn’t something he’d ever have been truly ready to hear.

    “Eric, are you okay?” Lucy asked.

    “Yes,” Eric said. “It’s…it’s just a really strange thing to hear your wife say. I guess sometimes men hear it right before their wives leave them…”

    “I’m not leaving you, Eric,” Lucy said. “I’m not. I love you too.”

    Eric laughed. “I know you do, Lucy, and I know you’re not leaving me. I know you’d end it with Levi if I asked.”

    “It’s true, Eric. I’m in love with Levi, but I’ll end it if it’s too much for you,” Lucy said.

    Eric’s cock throbbed as his wife uttered those words yet again. It was as if more blood rushed to his shaft every time she said it.

    “Lucy…it feels so fucked up that I’m turned on by this,” Eric said. “But I am and it’s almost overwhelming.”

    “I know,” Lucy replied. “I don’t know exactly what it’s like to be in your head, but I can see it in your face when I talk about it. I can even hear it in your voice right now. It makes it better for me, too. Your desire, your lust for this, it makes being in love with Levi better. When we made love last night, it was better because I knew hearing about it would turn you on. When I go back inside and dance with him, it will be better knowing that you’ll get turned on thinking about it. When we go back to the hotel room tonight and make love again, it will feel better because I know it turns you on so much.”

    “Can you say it again?” Eric asked.

    “I’m in love with Levi,” Lucy replied in a soft, almost seductive voice.

    Eric closed his eyes and reached out to unzip his pants.

    “Eric,” Lucy said. “Would you wait for me?”

    “Wait?” he asked.

    “To orgasm,” she replied. “I’m going to want you when I get home. I’m going to want to make love to you. Will you wait for me?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered. “I will.” It would be frustrating, but he would wait.

    “Okay,” she said. “I’ll see you on Monday, then. I love you, Eric.”

    “I love you too, Lucy,” he replied.

    They hung up and Eric couldn’t help but imagine his wife uttering those words to Levi. He realized he hadn’t asked if she’d said it yet, though it seemed likely that it would happen before the weekend was over.

    Eric stood by the front door as Lucy and Levi approached. They held hands as he dragged her suitcase behind him.

    “This weekend was incredible,” Lucy said as she turned and stepped into Levi’s arms.

    “It was,” Levi replied. “Thank you for coming.”

    Lucy reached up and caressed his face as Eric watched through the semi-sheer curtain that rested over the small window next to the front door. “I love you, Levi,” she said.

    “I love you too, Lucy,” Levi replied.

    They kissed as Eric felt his cock grow to an erect state in the span of just a few moments. The words reverberated over and over in his head, like they’d entered an echo chamber they’d never escape from.

    “I’ll see you next weekend,” Lucy said as they parted.

    “It feels like it’s not soon enough,” Levi replied.

    They kissed again and Lucy said, “I know. We can talk, though.”

    Levi walked towards his car and Lucy waved before turning towards the door and slipping her key into the lock. Eric stepped aside as the door opened and Lucy’s gaze met his. She glanced between his legs, smiled, and said, “You were listening?”

    Eric nodded.

    “After hearing what I said – what he said – do you still want me?” she asked.

    Eric answered by picking Lucy up and holding her against the door as they kissed. She moaned and he grasped her ass, turned around, and walked towards the bedroom while their tongues danced.

    Eric set her down in the bed, stepped back, and stripped as quickly as possible. Lucy sat up and quickly pulled her dress over her head and yanked off her panties.

    Eric crawled into the bed and Lucy spread her legs and pulled his body on top of hers. She reached down and placed the head of his cock against her plump, slippery pussy lips. He slipped inside her with ease and a moment later his cock was engulfed in the intense heat and wetness of his wife’s body.

    “I missed you,” he said. “There was hardly a moment this weekend when I wasn’t thinking about you.”

    Lucy grabbed his ass with both hands and they kissed as Eric’s cock moved in and out of her at a slow, sensual pace.

    “I love you, Eric,” she said.

    “I love you too,” he replied, though in his mind Eric heard his wife saying those words to Levi. It played over and over, enhancing the pleasure of every thrust.

    The sex was beautiful. It was slow and sensual. It was lovemaking, just like Lucy said she wanted it to be. Every thrust was a moment of perfection. Every kiss they shared was bliss. Every inch of flesh Lucy touched came alive with delight as Eric reconnected with his wife after she’d spent a weekend making love to her boyfriend.

    Eric couldn’t resist chasing the ultimate pleasure, though. He didn’t just want to think about Lucy and Levi. He wanted to hear her say it again.

    “Will you say it for me?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled and rested a hand on the side of his face in a gentle, loving manner. Her eyes met his and she said, “I’m in love with Levi.”

    Eric groaned. His cock surged in her pussy. He was close.

    Lucy moaned and arched her back beneath him. “Eric, I’m in love with Levi. I’m in love with my boyfriend. I’m in love with another man!”

    Words that would have destroyed most marriages brought them both to a thunderous climax. Eric came inside Lucy as she wrapped her legs around him and reached an orgasm that brought forth wondrous screams of pleasure that bounced around their bedroom.

    Eric collapsed on top of her and Lucy held him close as both their chests heaved from the exhausting nature of such an intense orgasm.

    They remained like that for a few minutes before Eric asked, “You’re seeing him again next weekend?”

    “Yes,” Lucy said. “I’m going to his place on Friday night. I’ll be back Monday morning.”

    “All weekend?” Eric asked.

    Lucy nodded. “I want to spend more time with him,” she explained. “So I’m going to be with him two weekends a month. You can have me for the other two.”

    Eric felt a now-familiar twinge of anxiety, but a surprising wave of arousal came right behind it. Eric thought of Levi and Lucy making love twice in a row after the rehearsal dinner and his arousal deepened. He smiled and pulled out before filling her once more.

    “You can have me again,” she whispered. “I’m yours all week, in fact, but then I’m his all weekend.”

    Eric’s cock hadn’t gone soft and he knew it wasn’t going to, so he made love to his wife a second time and it felt even better than the first. He knew they were playing a dangerous game, but Eric just couldn’t resist the pleasure of it.
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    “Happy anniversary,” Eric said as he raised his mimosa and smiled at Lucy, who looked stunningly beautiful wrapped in a fluffy white robe.

    “Happy anniversary,” she replied with a smile.

    They clinked their glasses, sipped their mimosas, and surveyed the breakfast spread laid out before them on the deck of their room at the Ritz Carlton Bacara. They’d booked a weeklong trip to celebrate their 12thanniversary and it had already been two days of bliss.

    “Thank you for booking this trip,” Lucy said as she stared out at the incredible ocean view from their top floor room.

    “Twelve years is worth celebrating,” Eric replied.

    Lucy looked at him and smiled. “It certainly is.”

    Eric put his glass down and grabbed a knife to butter the perfectly toasted bread resting on the white porcelain plate that the bellman had delivered to their room just a few minutes ago. “It’s kind of amazing to think of everything that’s happened this year,” Eric said as he stuck his knife into the whipped butter.

    Lucy stabbed the yolk of her over easy egg and watched the yellow liquid rush towards the crispy potatoes that rested at the edge of her plate. “You know, you could have told me that all sorts of things would have happened in our marriage over twelve years, but the one thing I never would have believed was that I’d find myself in love with two men at the same time and that my husband would find the whole thing a massive turn on.”

    Eric laughed. “Yeah, I don’t think the newlywed version of either of us would have believed that sort of thing was possible. There are times when I still don’t believe it’s possible despite the fact that it’s unfolding in real time.”

    Lucy took a bite of egg and potatoes and sipped her mimosa before asking, “It does feel like a dream sometimes.”

    They were close enough to the ocean to hear the waves crashing on the beach below the hotel, so Eric was content to sit in silence for a few minutes as they enjoyed their remarkably well-prepared breakfast.

    “Do you think about him?” Eric asked as he finished his eggs. “About Levi, I mean?”

    Lucy picked up her mimosa, leaned back, and asked, “Can you be more specific?”

    “When you’re with me,” Eric said. “Do you think about Levi when we’re together?”

    Lucy smiled and sipped her drink. She took her time with it, like she was intentionally drawing it out to tease Eric a little. “I do,” she answered.

    She offered no further comment, leaving Eric to probe deeper if he saw fit. It felt like an odd thing to do on their anniversary – the day was supposed to be about celebrating their marriage and their ongoing love for each other, after all – and yet Eric couldn’t seem to resist.

    “Does he just pop into your head?” Eric asked.

    “Sometimes,” Lucy answered, again offering very little while answering Eric’s question.

    “When was the last time you thought about him? Excluding right now, I guess,” Eric asked.

    Lucy studied his face for a few moments and said, “I’m happy to talk about this, about Levi, but are you sure you want this? It is our anniversary, after all.”

    “If it’s going to make things weird for you, you don’t have to,” Eric said. “I’m not asking because I’m upset or trying to start a fight or anything like that. It’s like I can’t help myself. You’re right that it’s a massive turn on for me, but sometimes it feels like it’s more than that, you know? It feels like it can be this all-encompassing thing, but in a way that I really like. I guess it’s just really exciting. That’s a really strange thing to say to my wife on our anniversary, but it’s true.”

    “I thought about him this morning,” Lucy said. “When I woke up. I thought about how when I’m with Levi, I almost always wake up in his arms. I tend to sleep on my side and at some point during the night he ends up right next to me with his arm around me, so when I wake up our bodies are pressed together. Sometimes his arm is across my chest, sometimes it’s across my stomach, and sometimes it’s draped over my breasts. Sometimes his cock is hard and I can feel it pressing into my ass and sometimes he’s soft. I can usually feel his breath against the back of my neck, and if I stir a little and he wakes up, he always kisses my neck. Then his hands will move as if they’re exploring my body for the first time.”

    Lucy’s gaze turned towards the ocean and she spread her legs just a little, exposing the soft skin just above her knee. Her hand moved subtly towards her crotch, though she didn’t seem interested in masturbating as much as she seemed to yearn for Levi’s touch. Eric thought about interrupting with a question, but it seemed that Lucy had run off into a bit of a fantasy and he didn’t want to interrupt her.

    “His touch always turns me on. Sometimes I wake up wanting him, but even if I don’t, it usually only takes a few moments for my body to come alive with desire. If he’s soft, I’ll grind my backside into his crotch and moan a little and he’ll get hard for me. If he’s already hard, I’ll pull my panties down to my knees, free his cock from his underwear, and guide him inside me. He’ll fill me slowly. Sometimes, all I want is to feel him inside me. When that’s the case, I’ll let him fuck me like that until he cums. Sometimes, I want to cum with him, so I’ll reach down and play with my pussy. Sometimes, I want him to make love to me, so I’ll roll onto my back, welcome him between my legs, and take him inside me once more for missionary that ends with both of us cumming. It happens every time I wake up with him, though. Every single time. Without fail we have sex before getting out of bed. It’s always great sex, too.”

    Eric’s robe hid it, but he was hard as a rock. It was as if his body had sent him on a quest for arousal and he’d asked the exact right question to complete his quest.

    Lucy turned to him and offered a hazy, beautiful smile. “So that’s what I thought about this morning.”

    “On our twelfth anniversary,” Eric said.

    Lucy nodded and her fingers drifted between her legs. Eric couldn’t quite see between them, but he knew Lucy wasn’t wearing anything under her robe. He knew her pussy was exposed to the cool morning air of Santa Barbara. Lucy closed her eyes and moaned, signaling that she was masturbating. Eric untied his robe and let it fall open. He wrapped his fingers around his stiff cock and joined his wife.

    Lucy looked over at Eric and smiled as she focused on his cock. She put her drink on the table and said, “Push your chair back.”

    Eric did as his wife desired and Lucy stood and closed the short distance between them. She untied her robe and it fell open before she straddled him. He took her breasts in his hands and played with her nipples as they kissed while Lucy reached down to guide his cock inside her. Eric moaned into his wife’s mouth as the heat and wetness of her pussy swallowed his stiff flesh.

    Lucy arched her back and pressed her breasts into Eric’s face. He licked and sucked on her nipples as she rode him slowly while grinding her clit into his pelvis. Eric grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard, eliciting a louder moan.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Eric asked. He knew their anniversary was the wrong time to be asking that question, but he couldn’t help himself. He was just too turned on to ignore the thing that had driven him to that state of arousal.

    Lucy sank down on his cock and reached up to hold Eric’s head in her hands. She smiled and said, “Do you want me to think about him, Eric? Do you want me to think about my boyfriend while you’re inside me? Do you want me to think about making love to my boyfriend on our anniversary?”

    “Yes,” Eric answered. There was no point in denying his desire. He knew he’d cum harder if Lucy was thinking about Levi, so that’s what Eric wanted.

    Lucy smiled and kissed Eric as she resumed riding him. “I almost masturbated when I woke up,” she said. “I was so turned on thinking about Levi. I felt bad because it’s our anniversary, but I wanted to be in bed with my boyfriend. I wanted to feel his body against mine. I wanted to feel his big cock pressing into my ass. I wanted to feel his desire for me, Eric. I wanted to be with him, to feel his lust, to welcome him inside me. I wanted to fuck my boyfriend on our anniversary.”

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy,” Eric said as he felt a deep, beautiful kind of love for his wife. She was giving him a beautiful gift on their anniversary. She was talking him right up to the edge of a world class orgasm.

    “I’m close, Eric,” she said. “I can’t stop thinking about Levi and I’m so close to cumming. I can’t keep him off my mind. I just keep wishing that his big dick was sliding in and out of my pussy.”

    Eric was moments away from an orgasm. He was right about his pleasure, too. It was going to be far better than if he and Lucy had gone the vanilla route of simply making love on their anniversary.

    “Lucy…fuck, I’m cumming,” Eric said as his loins tensed up. He erupted in his wife’s pussy a moment later. She leaned forward and pressed her breasts against his face while joining him in climaxing. It thrilled him that they’d cum together and that Lucy had enjoyed a great orgasm, at least based on the way she was moaning.

    Eric held her tight and listened to his wife’s heavy breaths as she slowly came down from his climax along with him.

    Lucy sat back, smiled brightly, and said, “That was incredible.”

    “You were incredible,” Eric replied.

    Lucy kissed him. “You were too. You’ve always made me cum, Eric. You have. The sex has always been good. It got a little stale the past few years, but it’s always been good.”

    Eric appreciated Lucy’s eagerness to tend to his ego on their anniversary, but it wasn’t necessary. He never felt inferior to Levi. He knew that Lucy’s lust was fueled by a sense of newness, even after six months with her boyfriend. “I love you, Lucy.”

    “I love you too,” she replied.

    They kissed as his cock slowly went soft inside her. Eric could feel his cum leaking from her pussy, but he felt no desire to disentangle from his wife. He was happy to stay like that for as long as she was willing to sit astride his lap.

    “Thank you again for this trip,” Lucy said.

    “It’s my pleasure, believe me,” he replied. It really was, and Eric felt certain the pleasure was just getting started.

    The grounds of the hotel were largely empty as Eric walked back towards the room with two cups of coffee in his hand. He and Lucy had gotten up with the sunrise to watch the light come over the beach, the ocean, and the hills behind the resort, and it had proved to be a perfect way to start the last day of their anniversary trip. They’d cuddled up under a blanket on the deck and done just a little bit of kissing and touching. Not quite enough to result in sex, but enough to put a bounce in Eric’s step when he headed towards the lobby in search of coffee after the sun had fully come over the hilly horizon.

    He waved his key over the lock, pushed the handle down with his elbow, and pushed into the room while ensuring no coffee spilled from the little sipping holes in the plastic tops. Lucy was still on the balcony and still dressed in her fluffy white robe – they’d spent a lot of time in those robes on vacation – but Eric could see that she was on the phone.

    “How’s the surf this morning?” she asked as he stepped out onto the balcony and put her cup on the table. She had to be talking to Levi. They’d chatted a few times over the course of the past week, so Eric took no offense. If anything, he found it exciting that his wife couldn’t help but want to talk to her boyfriend while on an anniversary trip with her husband.

    “No, I haven’t gone surfing here,” Lucy said. She paused for a moment with her eyes on the ocean. “Yeah, I know they have good waves here, but surfing is something I do with you, you know? It’s something I love doing with you.”

    Eric felt a brief, potent form of jealousy as Lucy looked up, smiled at him, and gestured for him to sit. He would have been more than happy to leave her to her conversation with Levi, but he happily accepted her invitation to enjoy the ocean view while she talked with him.

    “Do you miss me?” Lucy asked.

    Eric marveled at the way a simple question like that could thrill him. The fact that she was asking the question of her boyfriend while celebrating her twelfth wedding anniversary certainly made it far more potent.

    Lucy smiled, indicating that Levi had offered an answer she enjoyed. “Of course I miss you,” she said. “I think about you every day.”

    Eric shifted in his seat as his cock came to life. He was a little surprised at just how arousing he found Lucy’s half of the conversation.

    “What do I think about?” Lucy asked as she turned and looked at Eric. She paused for a moment, seemingly giving him a chance to signal that she end the conversation or to walk away if he didn’t want to hear it. Eric didn’t take the opportunity, though. He remained right where he was. He wanted to hear what Lucy had to say.

    She smiled, turned her gaze towards the ocean once more, and said, “Well, right now I’m sitting on the deck of our room and it has the most incredible ocean view. Right after sunrise, when Eric left to get us coffee, I couldn’t help but wish that you were here with me. I thought about watching the sunrise wrapped in your strong arms. I thought about how much I wanted to feel your stubble against my neck as you kissed me. I thought about how much I wanted to feel your hands moving over my body as we both surrendered to the kind of desire we can’t seem to help but feel when we’re together.”

    Lucy didn’t look back towards Eric, but he couldn’t help but wonder if she was offering him yet another treat. Surely she knew that listening to her talk to Levi like that would turn him on.

    “I had some other thoughts, too,” Lucy said. “Thoughts that maybe I shouldn’t share with a man that’s standing on a beach in a wetsuit.”

    Eric desperately wanted to hear his wife share those thoughts. He wanted her to tell Levi about the things she wanted to do with him on the deck of their hotel room. He wanted to listen and surrender to the intense desire that would explode from between his legs as his wife shared her lust for another man.

    “Yeah? Are you sure?” Lucy said. She looked back at Eric and flashed a naughty smile before parting her legs, moving her robe out of the way, and letting a hand fall between her thighs. “I thought about sliding out of your arms and falling to my knees in front of you. I thought about opening the robe you’d be wearing and taking your big, beautiful cock in my mouth. I thought about sucking your cock until you were moaning for me.”

    Eric knew Lucy wasn’t lying. He knew her mind had wandered to thoughts of her boyfriend while he was retrieving coffee from the lobby. That’s what thrilled him so much. That’s why he was so hard. Eric considered masturbating. He considered waiting until Lucy was finished talking to Levi and hoping that she would take care of him. He rejected those ideas in favor of something that struck him as far more pleasurable in the moment.

    Eric got up, walked around the table, and dropped to his knees in front of Lucy. She looked down at him, smiled, and pulled her fingers from her pussy. She spread her legs wider and he dropped his head down and went to work on her clit. Lucy moaned and put a hand on the back of his head.

    “Yes, I’m playing with my pussy,” Lucy said. “I can’t help it, Levi. I get so turned on when I think about you. I’m thinking about it again. It’s like I can feel your cock in my mouth. It’s like I can feel you caressing my hair as I suck your beautiful dick. It’s like I can feel the head throb in my mouth as I swirl my tongue around it.”

    Eric slipped two fingers into his wife’s pussy and continued to work her clit with his tongue. He looked up to see her eyes closed and her mouth open as she tilted her head back.

    “No, we’d have plenty of time for sex if you were here with me,” Lucy said. “I’d want you to cum in my mouth, Levi. I’d want to concentrate on your pleasure. That’s what I thought about. I thought about making you cum in my mouth and swallowing your cum. I thought about swallowing my boyfriend’s cum on the deck of this beautiful hotel room. I thought about swallowing your cum while you watched the waves crashing on the beach.”

    Eric couldn’t help but note that he hadn’t cum in Lucy’s mouth during their trip. She’d gone down on him a few times during foreplay, but she hadn’t seen fit to concentrate only on his pleasure. That brought about a little bit of jealousy, but it fueled his desire, too. Of course it did. Almost everything regarding Lucy and Levi fueled his desire.

    “Oh, Levi, I’m cumming!” Lucy cried out. “Fuck, fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Lucy’s fingers entwined in Eric’s hair and she took a tight grip as he licked her right through her climax. Only when she released her grasp did he pull away. He looked up to see a joyful smile on his wife’s face before she caressed his cheek and leaned forward to offer him a soft kiss.

    “I got you hard?” Lucy said with a smile. “I like that. We’re coming home today. I’d like to see you tonight. Maybe I can do what I fantasized about doing this morning? Would that make you happy, Levi?”

    Eric knew there was only one answer to that question.

    “Good. Think of me today, Levi. Think of me all day,” Lucy said. “I’ll come right to your place as soon as we get home. I’ll make you feel good. I promise.”

    Levi said something that made Lucy smile brightly. “I love you too,” she said. “I’ll see you later today.”

    She hung up, put her phone on the table, and promptly stood up. “Sit,” Lucy said. “I’m going to suck your cock and make you cum in my mouth.”

    Eric stood, took his pants off, and sat. Lisa fell to her knees, took his stiff cock in her mouth, and went to work. It seemed that there were many benefits to his wife being in love with another man.
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    “I’m going to do a little shopping today,” Lucy said as she popped into the kitchen. “Is there any chance you’d like to join me?”

    “Shopping? For what?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled. “Well, as I mentioned, next weekend is my six month anniversary with Levi and he just let me know that he’s taking me away for a little romantic trip.”

    Eric’s chest tightened for a moment as lust and anxiety competed in a brief but fierce battle. “Really? Where’s he taking you?”

    “Carmel,” she said. “The Carmel Highlands, specifically. He booked a room at this hotel that overlooks the Pacific. The place looks gorgeous. Really romantic, too.”

    Lucy wasn’t working to hide her excitement, though she had no reason to. She was in love with another man and it made perfect sense to celebrate their relationship and for her to be excited about it.

    “What would we be shopping for?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled again and leaned against the wall. “Well, I want to look good for him, you know? I want to look really good, in fact. And I want to feel good. I want to feel sexy. So, I was thinking I’d buy a few dresses – he’s taking me to dinner in Carmel-by-the-Sea – and I wanted to pick up a new lingerie set. I don’t usually wear lingerie for Levi, but I know he likes it, so I thought I’d give him a little treat by wearing something naughty for him.”

    Eric couldn’t help but note that Lucy didn’t bother to buy new dresses or lingerie for their anniversary trip to Santa Barbara. He felt a little jealous, though of course there was also a great deal of arousal mixed in.

    “You don’t have to go,” Lucy said. “I know it might be weird for you. I just thought that maybe…I don’t know, that maybe it would be the sort of thing you’d enjoy, you know?”

    “You’re right,” Eric replied. “I’d like to go.”

    Lucy offered a bright smile that made it seem like she would have been deeply disappointed had Eric turned down her invitation. “Great. Let me just put my hair up and change and then we’ll go, okay?”

    “Sounds good,” Eric said.

    Lucy rushed across the kitchen, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and then spun around and practically skipped out of the room. Eric took a deep breath and leaned against the counter as he watched his wife go. The jealousy was still there with him and Eric surmised it would be there throughout Lucy’s weekend away with Levi. They were going to a romantic hotel in a romantic place and she was buying new dresses and lingerie for him. It was everything a woman would do for a man she was in love with, and Eric was on board with his wife’s love for her boyfriend, but he still felt the jealousy.

    That didn’t have to be a bad thing, though. Perhaps his day of shopping would be thrilling.

    “What do you think?” Lucy asked as she stepped out of the fitting room in a yellow sundress.

    She smiled as she approached the end of the hallway and spun around. The bottom of the dress floated up and Eric couldn’t help but think that his wife suddenly seemed ten years younger. It took a moment for him to realize it was the sundress. She used to wear them all the time but she’d long since abandoned them, going so far as to give the ones she’d owned to Goodwill.

    “I haven’t seen you in a sundress in a long time,” he said as that twinge of jealousy returned. “You look so beautiful.”

    “You really think so?” she asked.

    “He’ll love it,” Eric said.

    Lucy’s smile brightened and she stepped closer and kissed him. They were standing right outside the fitting area and it wasn’t really a place to be making out with his wife, but when Lucy parted her lips and offered her tongue, Eric took it.

    “Do you really think he’ll love it?” Lucy asked.

    She seemed a little insecure, which Eric found both adorable and a little confounding. Levi had been with her for six months, which Eric took to mean that he’d love her in just about anything. The twinge of jealousy reared its ugly head again as Eric realized just how badly his wife wanted to look good for her boyfriend.

    “Lucy, you look beautiful,” he said. “Honestly, it’s kind of a shame you stopped wearing sundresses. They look incredible on you. The color is really good on you, the fit is perfect, and obviously it looks amazing when you spin around and it floats up like that.”

    Lucy stepped back, glanced at the slight bulge that had formed in Eric’s pants, and spun around again. This time she spun fast enough that the dress floated up to her waist and revealed her lack of panties.

    “I was thinking of wearing this on the drive up to Carmel,” she said. “I was thinking of wearing it just like this, actually.” She stepped closer again. “I was thinking my boyfriend would appreciate the lack of panties, that maybe he’d like to play with my pussy in the car, or that maybe we’d have any easy time stopping for a quick fuck where he could bend me over the hood and take me from behind as a way to get an early start on our anniversary celebration.”

    Eric’s cock shifted from forming a slight bulge in the front of his pants to a fully erect state forming an embarrassing bulge. Lucy looked down, flashed a delighted smile, pointed to the chairs behind him, and said, “You should sit while I change into the next dress.”

    Eric took his wife’s suggestion and planted his ass in one of the comfy seats as she sauntered back down the hallway and into her fitting room. Eric closed his eyes and took a deep breath, but all he could see was an image of his wife bent over the hood of Levi’s car with that pretty yellow sundress up around her waist as her boyfriend took her from behind. His eyes shot open and he looked down the hallway to wait for Lucy to emerge once more.

    A minute later she stepped out in a form-fitting blue dress with a plunging neckline. Eric stared at her cleavage as she walked towards him, and only when she was closer did he let his eyes wander to the sway in Lucy’s hips. He wasn’t sure his wife had ever looked as good in a dress.

    “Wow,” Eric said. One word was all he could manage.

    “I guess this one looks as good as I think it does,” Lucy replied as she struck a remarkably seductive pose just a few feet from Eric. “I was thinking of wearing this one for our anniversary dinner. I want his full attention all night, and if I’m being honest, I want him thinking about how badly he wants to take me out of this dress so he can have his way with me.”

    “That won’t be a problem in that dress,” Eric said.

    “Do you want to take me out of this dress and have your way with me, Eric?” Lucy asked.

    Eric’s erection had reached a renewed state of stiffness as he gawked at his wife’s beautiful body in the tight blue dress. He absolutely wanted to have his way with her. “I do,” he said.

    Lucy smiled, spun around, and walked back towards her fitting room without saying a word, leaving Eric with a still-throbbing cock and a mixture of lust and jealousy swirling inside him. Again Lucy had made it perfectly clear that she wanted not only to look good for Levi, but to inspire lust in him. She clearly wanted their six month anniversary trip to be filled with the kind of sex you have with someone you’re head over heels for, a fact that only deepened Eric’s jealousy and brought about just a bit of insecurity, too. He knew they were playing with fire – him, really, since Lucy had given Eric the ability to end her relationship with Levi if it felt too dangerous – and yet Eric couldn’t stop it. He liked playing with this particular kind of fire.

    Lucy returned from the fitting room with both dresses over her arm and said, “I have what I need here. It’s time to go lingerie shopping for my boyfriend.”

    The smiled she flashed made it clear that her comment was intended to thrill Eric, and it worked. He stood up, took the dresses from her arm, and held them in front of his crotch as they made their way to the checkout counter.

    “Are you okay with this?” Lucy asked. “I know we’re about to buy dresses for me to wear for Levi so perhaps you’ve already given me answer, but I’m sorry I didn’t ask before.”

    “I am,” Eric said. “Thank you for asking, but I would have said something if I wasn’t okay with it. I mean, I feel like you saw how I feel about this.”

    Lucy leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek before grabbing his ass and giving it a quick squeeze. “I did see that. How that part of you feels can be different from how the rest of you feels, though, so I wanted to check in and make sure. It’s just a weekend away, of course, but I’m celebrating my sixth month anniversary with my boyfriend on that weekend and I’m going all in, as you can tell. So is Levi. I guess it doesn’t necessarily mean anything in the long run, but I wanted to make sure that you’re still okay with all of it. You know, in the big picture.”

    “You mean am I still okay with my wife having a boyfriend and being very much in love with him?” Eric asked.

    “Yes, that’s what I mean,” Lucy replied with a smile.

    “Yes, I’m okay with it,” Eric said. “Or, I guess I should say, I’m a lot more than okay with it. I love it. I get jealous and anxious and a little bit insecure from time to time, but I love it.”

    Lucy squeezed his hand and said, “Me too.”

    They paid for her dresses and headed towards the Victoria’s Secret. They browsed through most of the store with Lucy holding a dozen different lingerie sets up against her body and asking Eric if he thought Levi would enjoy seeing her in each and every one. By the time she headed for the fitting room with three pieces to try on Eric felt like he was caught up in a blender of lust.

    Much to his disappointment, Eric didn’t get to see the lingerie on his wife. The fitting area was far too crowded to sneak him into the room and she said the lingerie was far too revealing for her to be parading around in it, so Eric would just have to wait until they got home to see her model the piece she picked for her anniversary trip with her boyfriend.

    “Thank you for coming,” Lucy said as they walked out of the store and headed for the parking lot. “It was a lot more fun with you there, to be honest. A lot more exciting, too, if you know what I mean.”

    “Do you mean that you’re turned on?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled and nodded. “I am. It turns out that I really like that look on your face when you see me in something sexy that I intend on wearing for my boyfriend. I feel like I missed out on something by not doing more of these trips before now. The look when I came out in the blue dress was particularly good. Tell me, when you saw it, what were you thinking about?”

    “I thought about you wearing it for Levi,” Eric answered without hesitation. “I thought about his hands on your body in that dress, about him grabbing your ass while you kissed, about how the dress would give him really easy access to your breasts if you were doing a little fooling around before going back to the hotel.”

    “I like that,” Lucy said. “I like that you were thinking about that, I mean. I thought you were, but I couldn’t tell.”

    “What else would I have been thinking about?” Eric asked.

    “Well, you could have been thinking about me wearing the dress for you,” Lucy replied.

    Eric felt a little embarrassed that the thought hadn’t crossed his mind. There had been no suggestion that she’d wear the dress for him, of course, so it wasn’t surprising that he didn’t think of that, but it was still a little embarrassing that Eric had seen his wife in a dress and had immediately thought of her boyfriend enjoying her in it.

    “Is that bad?” he asked.

    Lucy took his hand and squeezed it as they approached their car. “Not at all. It’s good. After all, a big part of what makes my relationship with Levi work is that you’re so turned on by it. If you weren’t, it wouldn’t work at all. I’d just be a wife cheating on her husband.”

    “I am really turned on by it,” Eric said before chuckling at the absurdity of the whole situation.

    He unlocked the car, set the shopping bags in the backseat, and opened the passenger door for his wife.

    “What a gentleman,” she said. Lucy didn’t get in, though. Instead, she pulled Eric close for a kiss that felt like it was infused with a day’s worth of unbridled lust. For just a moment Eric wished she was still in that pretty sundress so he could play with her pussy on the ride home. Instead, he grabbed his wife’s ass in her jeans and gave it a good squeeze while she moaned into his mouth.

    “If I can expect a kiss like that every time I go shopping with you, I’d be willing to do this as often as you want,” Eric said.

    Lucy laughed. “Drive me home.”

    Eric shut the door after his wife got in and headed for the driver’s side. He sat down and before he could push the button to start the car Lucy reached over and unzipped his pants.

    “What are you doing?” he asked.

    “I’m going to suck my husband’s cock as he drives us home,” Lucy replied. “You need to drive, though. I’m not getting caught sucking dick in a mall parking lot.”

    Eric pushed the start button, put the car in reverse, and backed out of the space. Before he could put the car in drive his cock was free from his pants and Lucy’s head was in his lap.

    “Oh, fuck,” Eric said as her mouth surrounded his stiff shaft. He wasn’t sure a blowjob from his wife had ever felt so good. He’d spent the entire day in a state of arousal, though, which almost certainly made every little thing her mouth did feel that much better.

    Eric stopped at the edge of the mall parking lot and looked down to see his wife’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. Sounds of wetness reached his ears as some of her saliva slipped past her lips and moved down his shaft as she blew him.

    “Lucy, that feels so fucking good,” he said while pulling onto the road and heading towards home.

    Lucy’s head popped up and she wrapped her fingers around his slick shaft and stroked him. “I was thinking of doing the same for Levi on the drive up to Carmel. We’re going to drive along the coast. I was planning on blowing him in the car just after Santa Barbara, where you can see the ocean as you drive. Do you think he’d like that, honey? Do you think Levi would enjoy getting a blowjob from his girlfriend as he drives us up to Carmel for a romantic anniversary weekend?”

    Lucy was laying it on thick and it was working like a charm. Eric was back in that same place he’d been when she emerged from the fitting room in the tight blue dress. He was so turned on it felt like his mind was scrambled, like he could barely speak. “Yes,” he said. “Your boyfriend is a very lucky man.”

    Lucy kissed his neck and moaned before saying, “So is my husband.”

    Eric couldn’t agree more as his wife dropped her head in his lap and swallowed his cock again. Her hand moved up and down his shaft in time with her mouth and he felt his loins come alive with the intense pleasure that always meant his orgasm was on its way.

    “Lucy, I’m close,” Eric said.

    Lucy moaned, but she didn’t stop sucking. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. Eric thought of her head bobbing up and down in Levi’s lap. He thought of her wearing the yellow sundress as she did it. He thought of her boyfriend reaching over and playing with Lucy’s pussy as she blew him in the car. He thought of Levi pulling over and insisting that he fuck Lucy. He thought of her happily getting out and bending over the hood of the car to take her boyfriend’s cock from behind as a way to begin their anniversary celebration.

    All those thoughts rushed through Eric’s head as he came in his wife’s mouth. He tightened his grip on the steering wheel and filled their car with loud, wild, wondrous moans of the most intense pleasure as he experienced an orgasm like few others.

    Lucy kept her lips around his cock until Eric had expelled every drop of cum. Then she sat up, swallowed, and tucked him back into his pants.

    “Thank you,” he said breathlessly.

    “It was my pleasure,” she said. “Trust me.”

    “Take your pants off,” Eric instructed.

    “What?” Lucy asked.

    “I know you’re wet,” Eric said. “Take your pants off so I can play with your pussy. I want to make you cum.”

    Lucy smiled, lifted her ass off the seat, and pulled her tight jeans down to her ankles. Eric reached over, pulled her panties aside, and slipped two fingers into her soaking wet pussy. He kept one inside her and used the other to play with her throbbing clit, producing a series of sensual moans as Lucy closed her eyes, arched her back, and let Eric work to get her off.

    “Think about your boyfriend,” Eric said. “Think about wearing that pretty yellow sundress for him. Think about how turned on he’s going to get while you blow him on the drive up to Carmel. Think about how desperate he’s going to be for you. Think about him pulling off the highway and finding a quiet spot to pull off the road so he can fuck you.”

    Lucy moaned and Eric felt juices dripping from her pussy.

    “Think about him telling you to get out of the car,” Eric instructed. “Think about him telling you to bend over the hood of his car. Think about him flipping up that pretty dress and slipping his cock into you from behind. Think about your boyfriend fucking you hard. Think about how badly he wants you, Lucy. Think about how desperate he is to fuck you. Think about the other man that you love cumming inside you on the quiet road in Santa Barbara. Think about how good that’s going to feel.”

    Lucy came loudly. Her legs closed around Eric’s hand and he felt her thighs tremble as her joyful moans filled the car just like his had a few minutes earlier.

    “Jesus,” Lucy said. “That was really something, baby. Thank you.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Eric replied. “Trust me.”
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    Eric smiled and stared at the bedroom ceiling as Lucy cuddled tightly against him and rested her hand on his chest.

    “Your heart is racing,” she noted.

    “I know,” Eric said. “That was really hot, and I had one hell of an orgasm.”

    Lucy kissed his neck. “Me too,” she replied. “It’s been hot from the start though, hasn’t it? I wasn’t entirely sure that part would last.”

    “The part where you being with Levi gets me all charged up?” Eric asked.

    Lucy chuckled and kissed his neck again, though this time her lips lingered a little longer and she let her tongue dance over his flesh in a way that sent goose bumps rushing down Eric’s arm. “Yes, that part. I really like that part.”

    Eric had dragged Lucy to the bedroom the moment she’d returned from her anniversary weekend with Levi. He’d pulled her dress off in the hallway, picked her up, and laid her in the bed. His cock was inside her not long after. Best of all, her passion had matched his, leading to a thoroughly pleasurable pair of orgasms for them.

    “So, how was the trip?” Eric asked. Lucy had spent the weekend entirely dedicated to Levi, so Eric hadn’t heard from her since she left.

    “It was good,” she answered. “Great, actually.”

    “You can give details,” Eric said. “I know I just came so it won’t have the same erotic effect, but I’m not going to fly into a jealous rage.”

    Lucy laughed and replied. “I know. I was thinking I’d save some of the naughtier details for when you are horny again. Wouldn’t that make it more fun?”

    “I suppose it would,” Eric answered as he smiled. She was absolutely right.

    “There is something non-romantic I wanted to talk about, though,” Lucy said.

    “Go for it,” he replied. Lucy sat up and Eric couldn’t help but stare at his wife’s breasts. He felt an urge to lean forward and shower her soft, perky flesh in kisses, but it wasn’t the time.

    “Levi wants to go into business with me,” Lucy said.

    Eric’s eyebrows shot up. He didn’t know Levi well enough to make any sort of judgment, but a guy who lived with roommates and spent most of his time surfing didn’t seem like someone who held greater ambitions. “Really? What sort of business?”

    “He wants to open a surf school and a shop,” Lucy answered. “He’d give lessons and sell and rent gear. He’s already got a location picked out for the shop. He’s even worked out a rough business plan and has financing lined up from his friend’s father. I was actually kind of surprised at how thorough it all was. When he first mentioned it over breakfast one morning I sort of figured it was a pie in the sky kind of thing, but I was wrong. He’s actually ready to go for it.”

    The potent nature of the jealousy Eric felt caught him off guard. Why did the prospect of his wife going into business with her boyfriend trigger that jealousy when six months of dating, sex, and love didn’t?

    “So, are you, I mean, are you thinking about doing it?” Eric asked.

    Lucy studied his face for a moment and replied, “I am. It’s not a decision I can make on my own, though, so I wanted to talk to you about it. I’d only be giving my time – like I said, he has the funding lined up – and I’d actually be getting paid for my time and I’d be getting equity in the business, but obviously this situation is a little bit unusual.”

    “Yeah,” Eric said as he tried to gather his thoughts.

    Lucy reached out and took his hand. “Am I crazy, or is this triggering something in you?”

    Eric laughed and sat up against the headboard. “You’re not crazy, and I’m not really sure why, but I feel really jealous at the idea of you and Levi going into business together. It’s like he’s encroaching on my territory, you know? Prior to this he’s been your surfer boyfriend who wanted nothing more than to hit the waves whenever he could. He didn’t really seem to give a damn about anything else. Now it seems like he’d actually trying to make something of himself.”

    Eric paused for a moment as he silently let his thoughts percolate. Lucy studied his face, but she said nothing, seemingly reading that Eric just needed a moment.

    “I know this might sound absurd, but I guess it feels to me like Levi has suddenly become more of a threat to our relationship, like if he manages to launch and manage a successful business with you then there’s actually a chance you’ll just leave me for him. I mean, you’re in love with him and it seems like he’s taking a step to become someone you could actually be with, not just the sexy surfer guy that you really like hanging out with because it’s a way to step into a whole new world for a little while every week,” Eric explained.

    “It’s funny you should mention that,” Lucy said.

    For a moment Eric felt like his heart stopped, like Lucy had come home to fuck him one more time before packing her bags and moving in with Levi so they could start a new life together.

    “Oh, no, Eric, not like that,” Lucy said as she clearly read the panic on his face. “I’m not leaving you. I have no intention of leaving you. I just thought I should mention that Levi told me that I was the reason he wanted to start a business. He said that being with me, falling in love with me, has showed him that he needs to make something of himself to have a chance at keeping a woman like me around for the long haul.”

    Lucy’s declaration that she wasn’t leaving him had quelled some of Eric’s anxiety, but it seemed like she was saying that Levi intended on fully winning her heart, and that didn’t exactly make Eric feel better.

    “Wait, so, are you saying that Levi wants you all to himself?” Eric asked. “That he’s trying to make a go at being a real adult so you’ll want to be with him?”

    “I’m not sure,” Lucy said. “I told him I had no intention of leaving you, that I liked being with both of you. I told him that I’m pretty sure I’m polyamorous and that being with both of you is what makes me happiest.”

    “What did he say to that?” Eric asked.

    “He said he understood and that he had no intention of taking me away from you,” Lucy answered. “He also said that he figured if he remained in the same state – a surfer with roommates in a not-so-great house – that eventually I’d leave him and he doesn’t want that to happen. So, honestly, I get the feeling that what he’s really trying to do is to make sure that he doesn’t get dumped. I really don’t think he wants to take me from you. Also, not for nothing, that wouldn’t really be his choice, would it? That would be my choice, and I have no intention of leaving you, even if Levi and I manage to make the surf school and shop successful, which is pretty far from a sure thing, by the way.”

    Eric let out a sigh of relief as Lucy grabbed a t-shirt from the floor and pulled it on. Somehow she still managed to look sexy, which put a smile on his face.

    “What?” she asked with a smile of her own.

    “You look good,” Eric replied. “Even in a t-shirt.”

    Lucy laughed and sat next to Eric. She took his hand in hers and said, “So, Levi’s offer is not without risk, obviously. He’s an excellent surfer instructor – I’m proof of that – and he’s marketable enough that I think we’d actually have a pretty easy time getting clients for that part of the business. The surf shop is a little different, though, and it’s pretty important to making the overall business work, so there’s a chance I’d be out of a job in a year if it failed.”

    “So that’s a risk,” Eric said.

    “Yeah. I’m pretty confident I’d be able to get a job again, but it’s a risk,” Lucy replied. “The upside is that if it works, I own part of the business and could have more freedom and make more money than I currently do.”

    “Plus, you’d get to spend more time with your boyfriend,” Eric added.

    Lucy looked at him, squeezed his hand, and said, “Yeah, and while I’m pretty sure that will be wonderful for me, this is a fairly unusual situation. I don’t think I’ll end up spending more time with him than I do with you – he’ll be giving lessons a lot of the time, after all – but I don’t know. Maybe I’ll help him with the lessons while an hourly employee holds down the fort at the shop.”

    “And you’re wondering if I’m okay with you spending a lot of time with your boyfriend,” Eric said.

    “I am,” Lucy replied. “I spend every other weekend with him now, but this would be a significant change. Of course, it’s entirely possible that it blows up in our faces and Levi and I break up because we’re spending so much time together.”

    “This might be weird to say, but I don’t want that,” Eric said. “I like that you have a boyfriend. I like that you’re in love with him, which is definitely weird to say.”

    Lucy kissed Eric’s cheek. “I like that I’m in love with him too, and I really like that you’re so supportive of that, and that it seems to turn you on so much.”

    Eric was tempted to turn and kiss his wife. He felt the desire and it seemed like the perfect time for her to share some of the fun she’d had with Levi on their trip, but he wanted to finish their conversation first.

    “Do you really think that Levi is okay with sharing you?” Eric asked. “I mean, most men wouldn’t be okay with that. Most men would want the woman they love all to themselves.”

    “You don’t,” Lucy answered.

    “But I’m not like most men,” Eric said. “It’s possible that you found another man who’s the same way, but do you know that he is?”

    “I don’t,” Lucy replied. “But I do know that I like being in love with two men and I don’t have any plans on choosing Levi over you if he pushes it to that point. I’d like to think that’s enough for you, that you’d be willing to trust me enough to choose you if Levi does intend on trying to make me his and his alone.”

    Eric turned to Lucy and said, “I do trust you. I can’t completely master that little bit of jealousy I seem to be feeling, but I trust you. I can also see that you’re excited about the idea of working with Levi – and perhaps spending a lot more time with him – so I think you should go for it.”

    Lucy’s face burst into a bright smile, revealing that she was just as excited as Eric suspected. “Yeah? You’re really okay with it?”

    “I am,” Eric replied. “Particularly since you don’t have to put any money in and you’re getting equity. That seems pretty great.”

    “It is, though I suspect – and Levi and I didn’t talk about this yet – but I suspect I’ll be putting in some exceptionally long hours as we work to get this thing off the ground. It will be more like a normal job once it’s up and running, but for a few months I might be working a lot, even if I’m not with Levi the entire time,” Lucy explained.

    Eric knew it was a little dangerous, but there was something about the idea of Lucy spending a great deal of time with Levi that he found exciting. He imagined them working hard, sharing late night dinners, and having passionate sex before going to bed and doing it all over the next day. He imagined their relationship blossoming from the extended closeness, and though Eric knew it was risky, he couldn’t deny the sense of arousal he felt at the idea of Lucy getting even closer to her boyfriend.

    “You should tell him you’re in,” Eric said.

    “Yeah?” Lucy asked, almost as if she was nervous to take time away from Eric to talk to her boyfriend.

    “Yeah,” Eric replied. “I’m sure you’re excited to tell him and I’m sure he’ll be excited to hear it.”

    Lucy rolled towards the nightstand, grabbed her phone, and called Levi. She smiled at Eric and said, “Hey, baby, I talked to Eric.”

    Eric saw the joy on his wife’s face as she prepared to deliver the good news, causing jealousy and lust to mingle his body.

    “I’m on board,” Lucy said. She looked positively giddy as Eric heard Levi’s whoops of joy on the other end of the line. “We can get started tomorrow. I’ll come to your place early, okay?”

    Eric hadn’t thought about how quickly Lucy and Levi might get rolling on their business, but his jealousy deepened as he realized he was going to have one day with his wife before she started working those long hours with her boyfriend.

    “I suppose we could make time for that before we get to work,” Lucy said. “You know I can’t get enough of you.”

    They’d just spent a weekend fucking and already Levi wanted more of her. Eric could certainly understand the sentiment, as he often felt the same way about his wife.

    “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow,” Lucy continued. “I love you, Levi. I can’t wait to work on this together. It’s so exciting.”

    Lucy smiled as Levi likely told her he loved her. She hung up, tossed her phone on the nightstand, and promptly straddled Eric.

    His hands moved under her t-shirt and up the smooth skin of her back as Lucy leaned down to kiss him. Her tongue darted into his mouth and when he offered his she sucked on it in a wildly seductive way that brought his cock to life despite his recent climax.

    “I can’t believe how badly I want you,” Eric said.

    Lucy smiled and kissed him again. It seemed that his desire fueled hers. She moved her pelvis over his, rubbing her slick pussy against his cock without taking him inside her.

    “I did what I said I was going to do,” Lucy whispered. “On the drive up, I mean.”

    “You went down on him?” Eric asked.

    Lucy smiled and nodded. “We were just past Santa Barbara. I leaned over to kiss his neck as I reached between his legs to play with his cock. I told him that I couldn’t stop thinking about having him in my mouth. I told him that I needed to suck his cock and then I unzipped his pants, took him out, and took him in my mouth.”

    Eric was hard as a rock and Lucy was doing an expert job of teasing him with her pussy. She kept rubbing it over the tip, taking just a little bit of him inside her, and then pulling back.

    “I blew him for a solid five minutes before he told me had to get off the highway. By the time I looked up he’d found a quiet little spot on the side of the road in some empty area outside of Santa Barbara,” Lucy continued. “I got out of the car, walked to the hood, and bent over with a smile on my face. I thought of you in that moment. I thought of how much you’d enjoy the idea that my boyfriend had fucked me just like you’d talked about. Levi took the hint. He got out of the car, flipped my pretty sundress up around my waist, and slipped inside me from behind. He fucked me so hard, Eric. He fucked me so hard I could barely stand up. He came so deep inside me, too. His cum was dripping out of my pussy for hours after we were finished. I came hard, too.”

    Eric opened his mouth to say something, but Lucy sank down on his cock and swallowed him with her slick pussy. All he could do was groan from the sheer pleasure of being inside her again.

    “We fucked again as soon as we got to the hotel. It had a beautiful private balcony overlooking the coast and the ocean and I practically ran out to see it. Levi followed and before long he was sitting in one of the chairs and I was in his lap taking him for a ride. We must have fucked like that for fifteen minutes before he came inside me again,” Lucy explained. “It was a perfect way to begin our anniversary trip. He suggested a shower, but I told him I wanted to feel his cum leaking out of me while we were at dinner that night.”

    Eric lifted Lucy’s t-shirt over her head and pulled her close. He kissed and licked her perky breasts as she held him against her chest and ran her fingers through his hair while her pussy milked his cock.

    “We had a bottle of wine at dinner and went for a walk on Carmel beach in the dark. We found this dark little spot hidden away from prying eyes – there was no moon that night – and I went down on him just like I did the first time we hooked up. I got so turned on that I had him fuck me from behind on the beach. I was on my hands and knees looking out at the waves crashing against the sand as he fucked me hard with my dress up around my waist. He came inside me a third time and I rubbed my clit to make sure I had a fucking incredible orgasm right as he unloaded,” Lucy explained.

    “Lucy, fuck, I’m cumming!” Eric cried out. He wanted to last. He really did. He wanted to hear every single story of her vacation with Levi, but he couldn’t last. He was so overwhelmed with pleasure than an orgasm ripped through his body. It was even better than the first he’d had just thirty minutes ago. His legs trembled and his toes curled as Lucy held his head against her chest while her pussy swallowed every inch of his cock.

    “Sorry,” Eric said afterwards. “I know you didn’t get there.”

    Lucy sat back, smiled, and kissed him. “Don’t worry about that. You already made me cum hard today and I suspect you’re going to do it again before the day is over. After all, there are so many more stories to tell.”

    They kissed again with Eric’s softening cock still inside her. He ran his hands up and down her back and Lucy moaned softly into his mouth.

    “You make me so happy, Eric,” she said. “You never need to worry about me leaving you. I know you can’t help it sometimes, and that’s okay, but you don’t need to worry about it.”

    “I’ll try not to,” Eric replied. He believed her. He really did. He felt closer to his wife than he ever had, and Lucy still clearly loved being with him, so Eric had no reason to doubt what she said. He just hoped that her feelings on the matter wouldn’t change.
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    “Hey, I’m gonna be home late again,” Lucy texted for the third time that week. “I’m so sorry. Will you be okay doing dinner without me?”

    “Of course,” Eric replied, though he felt a little frustrated. He knew it wasn’t entirely fair of him to feel that way – Lucy had been clear that working on the business with Levi was going to take up a great deal of her time – but he couldn’t help it. He was seeing less of her than ever before and Levi, the other man she loved, was monopolizing her time in a fairly extreme manner.

    “I’ll make it up to you, I promise,” Lucy texted.

    “When do you think you’ll be home?” Eric asked.

    “10 or 11,” Lucy replied.

    “See you then,” Eric texted.

    He put his phone aside, closed his eyes, and tried to breathe through the emotions percolating inside him. A month had passed since Lucy agreed to partner with Levi on their surf school and shop and she’d been right about working long hours. It wasn’t just that Lucy was working long hours, though. It was that she was working those long hours with her boyfriend, and they weren’t just working. They were having a great deal of sex, too. Of course they were. Eric would have done the same thing if he was in Levi’s position, working side-by-side with someone he both loved and lusted after.

    Eric couldn’t help his jealousy. It had become a constant companion, though it hadn’t yet reached a point of destructiveness. He still spent time with Lucy, after all. They’d ceased having her spend every other weekend with Levi as she now spent every day of the week with him while they were putting the business together, so Eric got to see his wife a great deal. It’s just that Levi now saw her more than Eric did.

    It wasn’t all bad. Unsurprisingly, trying to launch a business had proved quite stressful so far, and Eric often found himself helping to relieve Lucy’s stress. Sometimes that meant giving her a massage with a happy ending. Sometimes it meant having long, slow, beautiful sex with her. Sometimes it meant taking her on a date and spending the day thinking about anything other than the surf business.

    The other obvious benefit was that Lucy was having quite a lot of sex with Levi and Eric still found it hugely arousing to think of his wife fucking her boyfriend. He got turned on just thinking about it, even more so when she talked about it. He found it particularly thrilling when Lucy would have sex with Levi right before leaving for home and then offer Eric the pleasure of being inside her before they went to bed. That’s why lust existed right alongside his jealousy when Eric thought about Lucy working so many late nights with Levi.

    That’s why Eric’s cock stirred to life the moment he heard the garage door opener kick on just short of midnight. Lucy was later than she’d said she’d be, but Eric didn’t hold it against her. He was too excited for his wife’s return home for that.

    Lucy looked exhausted when she came in and Eric did his best to hide the brief sense of disappointment he felt as he suspected she wouldn’t be interested in sex.

    “Welcome home,” he said before taking her bag and setting it aside. Lucy stepped into his arms and Eric took her into a tight hug. He kissed the top of her head and she held him tight.

    “What a day,” Lucy said. “A long day. I’m sorry I’m even later than I said I’d be.”

    “Don’t be,” Eric replied. “You’re taking on an exceptionally difficult task and I’m sure you’re dealing with all sorts of unexpected hurdles.”

    Lucy smiled, stood on her toes, and said, “You’re a wonderful man, Eric, and I love you so much.”

    Her declaration caught him a little off guard, as did the remarkably sensual kiss that followed. Eric figured Lucy would want him to carry her to bed, but when her lips parted and her tongue brushed over his teeth before entering his mouth, it seemed as though she’d tapped into a well of energy to utilize in service of their marriage.

    As they kissed, Lucy unzipped Eric’s pants and freed his cock. She moaned into his mouth upon grasping his erection and said, “Do you want me, Eric?”

    “More than anything,” he replied.

    “Even though Levi had me right before I left?” Lucy asked.

    Eric moaned. She was playing the game they both enjoyed so much by engaging in a bit of dirty talk. “That makes me want you even more,” he replied.

    Lucy kissed his neck and whispered, “Even though Levi came inside me?”

    That was enough for Eric. He reached under Lucy’s dress, pulled her panties down, and spun her around. Lucy put her hands on the wall, lifted her dress over her hips, and stuck her ass out as he stepped behind his wife and slipped his cock into her from behind.

    “Fuck me, Eric,” she said with wild desperation in her voice.

    Eric grabbed her hips and did as his wife desired. He plunged in and out of her body as the heat and wetness inside offered him a particularly intense form of pleasure. Knowing Levi’s cum – some of it, at least – was still inside her only made each thrust more pleasurable.

    Lucy looked back at him with a lusty smile on her face and Eric leaned forward and kissed her. He kept one hand on her hip while running the other up her body and into the front of her dress. He slipped his fingers into her bra and squeezed her breast roughly, eliciting a low moan into his mouth as Lucy’s tongue danced erotically with his.

    “This feels so good,” Lucy said. “This feels so fucking good, Eric.” She reached down to play with her clit as Eric pummeled his wife’s pussy with relentless hard thrusts. He felt possessed by something and while he wasn’t sure what, he didn’t care. It felt too good to care.

    “Lucy, I’m close,” Eric said.

    “Cum inside me,” Lucy whispered.

    Their lips met again and Eric offered his tongue. Lucy welcomed it as he rolled her nipple between his fingers and played with the soft, perfect flesh of her breast as if it was his possession to do with as he pleased.

    “Eric, I’m cumming,” Lucy said.

    Her lips parted and she moaned. Eric felt her breath on his face as she unleashed the sounds of pleasure every man wanted to hear when he was fucking his wife.

    Eric pulled his hand from Lucy’s breast and pressed two fingers into her mouth. She moaned in delight and sucked on them as he neared his orgasm. Their eyes met and Eric smiled for just a moment before an intense kind of pleasure washed over him and he unloaded in his wife’s freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy.

    Eric’s fingers departed her mouth and he kissed her shoulder and neck as he emptied his lust inside her. Lucy’s lips found his forehead and she gently showered it in kisses, offering up affectionate moans in between as Eric rode out the joy of his climax.

    “That was a very nice surprise,” Lucy said.

    Eric chuckled and pulled out of his wife. She bent down and pulled up her panties as his cum started to drip out of her. “Yeah, that was really good. Thank you, I suppose, for being willing to do that.”

    Lucy spun around and kissed him. “Eric, I love you, and I love taking care of your needs just as much – if not more – than I love taking care of Levi’s needs. Don’t forget that. I love you both, and I love that you’re both on board with sharing me with another man.”

    Eric had never really thought about it from Levi’s point of view, but there was no question that he too was sharing his girlfriend with another man. “I love you, Lucy,” Eric said. “I’m sure you’re dead tired, though.”

    “I am,” she replied. “I need a shower, though, and I’d love it if you’d join me.”

    Lucy didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she took Eric’s hand and led him towards the bathroom. He wouldn’t have turned her down, though. Only a fool would turn down a chance to shower with his beautiful wife, after all.

    Eric pulled into a parking space outside of Lucy and Levi’s soon-to-be surf shop, turned the car off, and took a deep breath. He’d agreed to look over the contracts with their suppliers to make sure they weren’t getting ripped off and he’d agreed to come down to the store to do it so they could show him the space and some of what they’d been working on.

    At first, Eric had resisted the idea. He’d watched Levi and Lucy have sex on a handful of occasions, but he’d never really spent extended time with Levi. It always seemed easier to keep a bit of distance there, but Lucy had said that she wanted the two men in her life – both of whom were important to her – to get to know each other a little more and the business seemed like a perfect way for them to do that.

    Eric felt nervous, but he’d agreed and he wasn’t going to go back on his word, so he got out of the car, approached the storefront, and knocked on the door. The windows were papered over on the inside, leaving him blind to whatever was happening inside. Eric wondered if they’d done that because they often had sex at the store – which he knew was true – or if they just wanted to keep things a surprise until the grand opening.

    He didn’t have long to think, thankfully, as Lucy opened the door not long after he knocked. “Hey,” she said with a sweet smile. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore a v-neck t-shirt and a pair of tight shorts, all of which looked remarkably sexy on her.

    “Hey,” Eric replied as he stepped into the store.

    Lucy gave him a kiss on the cheek and Eric smiled before turning his attention to the rather messy interior of their store.

    “We have a long way to go,” Lucy explained. “Though it should come together quickly once we get close.”

    “I’m sure it will,” Eric said.

    Levi emerged from the back room and smiled. “Eric, hey, how’s it going?” he said.

    Eric approached and shook hands with the other man his wife loved. He tried his best to reflect the utter lack of awkwardness emanating from Levi, though he wasn’t sure he succeeded. “It’s good. How’s it going here?”

    Levi looked around, took a deep breath, and said, “It looks messy, but we’re actually on schedule, which is a blessing.”

    Lucy stepped closer to Levi and he casually put his arm around her and pulled her close. She looked up at him with a sense of genuine adoration in her eyes and Eric tried his best to fight off the jealousy that quickly followed.

    “Levi’s working really, really hard to make this work,” Lucy said. “I’m honestly kind of amazed at how much effort he’s been willing to put in.”

    Levi returned Lucy’s look of adoration and leaned in for a kiss. Lucy reached up to caress his face as their lips parted, though Eric saw no tongue. At least they were showing a touch of restraint in front of him, though the kiss and the touching was enough to make him feel a far deeper sense of jealousy than he expected.

    “Sorry,” Levi said as he looked up from the kiss. He seemed to mean it, too, like he was a little embarrassed that he’d just kissed Eric’s wife in front of him like that.

    “There’s no need to apologize,” Eric said. He was going to say more, but it didn’t seem necessary. They all knew the situation was unusual, but they’d all entered into it with eyes wide open and they were all on board with it, so the only thing that made any real sense was to fight through any awkwardness that cropped up.

    “We’d love your feedback on some ideas for the name,” Lucy said.

    “Oh, yeah, absolutely,” Levi added.

    They both looked so excited that Eric couldn’t help but want agree. “Yeah, sure.”

    Lucy stepped away from Levi and towards a table against the store’s back wall. She opened her laptop and said, “We came up with a few names and then hired someone to work up a rough draft logo for each. This is the first.”

    “L&L Surf Shop,” Eric said as he studied the image, which featured male and female silhouettes riding surfboards below the name, which was done up in a font that struck him as absolutely perfect. “I really like that,” he said without mentioning the jealousy that once again reared its ugly head as he realized that his wife was so into Levi and their business idea that she was happy to put her name – or her initial, anyway – on it.

    “There’s also this one,” Lucy said as she pulled up the second image.

    ‘Lucy and Levi’s Surf Shop’ struck Eric as a weaker name, though he liked that in the second logo design that male and female surfers on the boards were no longer silhouettes, but elegant renderings of the couple they were based on.

    “You know, I think I’d go with L&L Surf Shop, but I like the look of the surfers better in the second logo design. I feel like you’d have some special if you combined the two,” Eric said.

    Again Lucy stepped next to Levi and he put his arm around her. “I told you that’s what he’d think,” Lucy said.

    Levi smiled and said, “He’s got good taste.”

    Lucy looked up at Levi and they stared at each other in the way people still completely lost in their lust for each other sometimes do. “He certainly does. He fell in love with me long before you did, after all.”

    “I can’t blame him for that,” Levi replied.

    “We’ll send these out to some friends just to make sure, but I really like L&L Surf Shop,” Lucy said. “It works for the school, too.”

    “Absolutely,” Levi said.

    “Have you decided yet if you’ll be helping with the lessons, Lucy?” Eric asked.

    Levi pulled her a little closer as she looked towards Eric and nodded. “I will,” she said. “Levi thinks it will help if there are two of us and he thinks having a woman there for the lessons might help diversify our clientele, too, and I think he’s right. So yeah, I’ll probably be more like an assistant at the start – I’m not really good enough to pass as an instructor – but I’ll get there.”

    “You’re already really good,” Levi said.

    Lucy smiled. “I had a great instructor.”

    Levi’s hand moved to her lower back and they kissed again, though this time it was with more passion. Levi’s hand found its way to Lucy’s ass and he grasped it lightly as her mouth opened and her tongue slipped between his lips while Eric watched from just a few feet away. He couldn’t tell if Lucy and Levi just didn’t care that he was there or if Lucy was welcoming her boyfriend’s tongue into her mouth because she thought it would turn Eric on.

    The kiss ended and Lucy looked up at Levi for a few moments before smiling, looking at Eric, and saying, “Let me get those contracts for you so you’re not here all night.”

    “Sure,” Eric said.

    Lucy stepped away and into the back room, leaving Levi and Eric alone.

    “She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Levi asked as he watched Lucy go.

    “She really is,” Eric replied.

    “I’ve never loved anyone like I love her,” Levi said. “Whatever I experienced before, I’m not even sure it was love. I thought it was at the time, but it’s different with Lucy. It’s entirely different.”

    Eric understood how Levi was feeling – he felt that way about Lucy too – but he wasn’t really sure what to say in the moment.

    “Thank you,” Levi said. “For being willing to let her love me, I mean. She told me early on that you had the final say, that she wasn’t going to put her marriage at risk to be with me, so thank you for letting this happen, for letting me experience a kind of love I didn’t know existed before I met her.”

    “You’re welcome,” Eric replied. It was an exchange he’d never anticipated having with another man, and yet it was far less awkward than it could have been. It was hard to argue with love, after all. “I know how you feel, too. Lucy’s unlike any other woman.”

    Levi smiled. “Yes she is.”

    Lucy returned with a handful of folders in her hands and stopped in her tracks as she saw both Eric and Levi staring at her. “Were you talking about me?” she asked.

    “We were,” Levi replied.

    “Good things, I hope?” Lucy asked.

    “We were talking about how much we both love you,” Eric said. The words felt odd rolling off his lips and brought with them a surprising increase in his heart rate, but it also felt right to utter them.

    Emotion washed over Lucy’s face before she said, “I love you both so much. I know that what we’re doing is a little unusual, but I’ve gotten to a place where I need you both in my life, so I hope you’re okay with me having two men in my life going forward.”

    “I am,” Eric said.

    “I am too,” Levi replied.

    Lucy approached Eric, set the folders on the table, and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you,” she said softly. “And thank you for reviewing the contracts. They all seem above board, but we’d feel a lot better having you look at them.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Eric said. “And it will be my pleasure to do anything I can do to help going forward, too. I want your business to succeed.”

    Lucy smiled at Eric and then stepped towards Levi. She looked up at him and he pulled her close as she said, “I don’t see how it can fail. Not with the two of us dedicated to its success. It feels like we can do anything together.”

    They kissed in a manner that struck Eric as an expression of their love for each other. It was slow and sensual and their bodies remained pressed together. Lust melded with love as the kiss continued, though, and Eric watched another man’s hands move over his wife’s body in a decidedly erotic manner, almost as if they were engaging in foreplay right in front of him. They’d had sex in front of him before, though, so it wasn’t as if they were doing anything inappropriate.

    “Eric,” Lucy said as she stepped away from Levi and took his hand, “there’s a Chinese place down the street. There’s a menu on the table and I’ve circled what we like from previous orders. Would you mind ordering dinner for all of us? Levi and I have a little business to take care of in the back.”

    “Of course,” Eric said.

    Lucy and Levi smiled at each other as she led him into the back room. Eric grabbed the menu from the table and pulled out his phone. As he dialed the number, the sounds of sex reached his ears. He knew that was the business they’d be taking care of in the back room, but he was still surprised – and impressed, really – by how quickly they’d gotten to it.

    Eric listened to his wife and her boyfriend fuck as he placed the order for the Chinese food. Lucy’s moans were loud – he suspected she was doing that for his benefit – and the deeper sounds of Levi’s pleasure were evident too. By the time he hung up the phone Eric had half an erection in his pants and he was busy debating the merits of masturbating quickly to clear his mind versus waiting to see if Lucy would offer him any sort of pleasure before dinner.

    Eric chose not to indulge in his lust. Instead, he sat and listened as his wife had sex with another man on the other side of the wall he stared at. He imagined Lucy sitting on a table with her legs spread as Levi pumped in and out of her pussy. He imagined her legs wrapped tightly around him as they kissed while he filled her, bringing them both closer to their climax with each thrust.

    The sex was quick – there was work to be done, after all – but it sounded like both Lucy and Levi claimed deeply pleasurable orgasms, at least from where Eric was sitting. Not long after the moaning stopped they both emerged from the back room. Lucy’s chest was flushed red with lust and Levi was breathing a little heavier than when he’d left.

    “I’ll go grab the food,” Levi said as he snatched his keys from the counter.

    “See you soon,” Lucy replied.

    Levi walked out and Lucy immediately unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them to the floor. “Take your pants off,” she said.

    Eric stood and stripped without hesitation. Lucy stepped closer and pushed him back into his chair. She straddled Eric, pulled her panties aside, and took him inside her pussy.

    “Fuck, Lucy,” Eric said.

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Eric replied while nodding vigorously.

    Lucy smiled, kissed him, and bounced on his cock. The sounds of sloppy sex filled the store and Eric imagined they were making quite a mess as Levi’s cum leaked out of her while they fucked. He didn’t give a damn about that, though. He could barely even think of it as pleasure enveloped his body and brain.

    “My pussy feels so good after my boyfriend cums inside me, doesn’t it?” Lucy asked.

    “It does,” Eric said. “Lucy, it feels so good. It feels so fucking good.”

    “Give me your cum, Eric,” Lucy begged. “Fill my pussy with your cum. Cum inside me just like my boyfriend did.”

    Eric couldn’t hold off. It seemed that watching Lucy and Levi act like a couple and love – and then fuck like one – had filled him with such lust that he wasn’t going to last for more than a few minutes. Lucy didn’t seem bothered by that, though, so Eric didn’t try to hold off. He kissed his wife, held her close, and came inside her utterly perfect pussy.

    “That’s it,” Lucy said softly. “Cum inside me, Eric. Cum in your wife’s pussy.”

    Eric rested his head against her chest and Lucy lovingly ran her fingers through his hair as his cock spasmed inside her over and over.

    “I love you, Eric,” Lucy whispered. “I love Levi too, but don’t ever forget that I love you, that I’ll always love you.”

    “I love you too,” Eric replied.

    They kissed softly and Eric felt a sense of joy come over him. As strange as their situation was, Eric wouldn’t have it any other way.

  
    Hotwifing is the Spice Their Sex Life Needs – Part 15

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Eric heard a frustrated groan from the bedroom and called out, “Is everything okay?”

    “Yes,” Lucy replied, though he could hear the same frustration in her voice.

    Eric pushed back from his desk and headed for the bedroom to see if he could help in any way. “Lucy?” he asked as he stepped through the doorway.

    “In here,” she said from the closet.

    Eric headed for the closet and stopped and smiled as he saw his wife standing naked with her hands on her hips and an annoyed look on her face. He put his hands in his pockets and stared for a few seconds. She looked better naked than she ever had, largely thanks to all the surfing she’d done since taking up with Levi.

    Lucy turned to Eric and smiled. “What are you looking at?”

    “Sorry, I just can’t help myself sometimes,” Eric said. “You always looked good without your clothes on, but since you started surfing you look so much better. It’s incredible.”

    Lucy’s smile got a little brighter, which he took as a good sign. It meant that she liked that he was so attracted to her and that whatever frustration she was feeling in the moment wasn’t directed towards him.

    “Enough about how much I’d like to take you to our bed, though,” Eric said. “What’s got you so frustrated?”

    Lucy turned and gestured towards the clothes hanging from the racks of their walk-in closet. “I have no idea what to wear. I’ve tried on a dozen outfits already and none of them seem right.”

    “None of them?” Eric asked as he surveyed the wreckage of discarded outfits on the floor.

    Lucy looked at him and asked, “What does someone wear to the opening of a surf shop? A fancy dress doesn’t make much sense. It’s a surf shop, after all. Shorts and a t-shirt doesn’t make much sense either, though. It’s the opening of a new business, after all.”

    Lucy put her hands on her hips once more and Eric took a moment to consider the right response. “A sundress is the right choice, isn’t it?” he asked.

    Lucy grabbed a yellow and red sundress and held it against her body. She turned to look at herself in the mirror and Eric glanced at her bare ass, which looked flawless. “Isn’t this too casual? I mean, it’s the grand opening of our business. It’s important. Shouldn’t I be wearing something a little fancier?”

    Eric stepped closer and put his arms around his wife’s naked body. “You’re over thinking it,” he said. “You’re opening a surf shop, Lucy. It’s supposed to be a casual vibe. I imagine most of your customers are going to be relaxed, casual folks so it makes perfect sense for the owner – or one of the owners – to be that way too. So go with the sundress and a pair of sandals. You’ll look absolutely perfect – I think we both know that you look hot in these new sundresses of yours – and you’ll embody the ethos of your business.”

    Lucy smiled at Eric in the mirror, took a deep breath, and said, “Thank you. I think you’re right. I’m over thinking it. I’m just so nervous.”

    “Really?” Eric asked. “You and Levi have done a great job. The store looks great. As you said, Levi’s a great teacher so the school should thrive. The products you’ve got in the store look great. It’s all perfect. You should be proud.”

    Lucy turned her head and Eric pulled her body against his as they shared a soft kiss. “I appreciate all of that, and I think you’re right. I’m still a little nervous, though. There’s every chance this business is a massive failure and all the work I’ve put in is a waste of time.”

    “I don’t think so,” Eric said as he took the dress from Lucy’s hand and hung it up. He spun her around in his arms and kissed his wife before saying, “Your relationship with Levi has changed since you started working on this, hasn’t it? It’s become deeper and more real.”

    As Eric described his wife’s ever-deepening relationship with Levi he felt a familiar stirring of lust. It remained undeniably strange that he found Lucy’s love for another man so intoxicating, and yet he did.

    “It has,” Lucy said as she looked up at Eric. “I’m…”

    She trailed off instead of finishing her thought and Eric smiled and said, “You’re what? Deeply in love with another man?”

    Lucy smiled, looked away for a moment, and said, “I am. I’m more in love with Levi than ever before. Working with him on this…I’ve seen an entirely different side of him. He was passionate before, but this is different. It’s like he’s suddenly found a direction in life that involves more than pursuing great waves and good times with his friends. It’s…well, it’s kind of irresistible and it makes me love him even more.”

    Eric felt a touch of insecurity as his wife described her growing love for another man, but it was countered by his still-potent lust. “Do you still love me?” he asked.

    “More than you can imagine,” Lucy replied.

    They shared a long, tender kiss as Eric’s hands roamed over her naked body. His cock was stiff in his pants as he kissed his way down Lucy’s chest and stomach before dropping to his knees. He pulled her close and looked up at his wife as his tongue pushed between her labia and into her pussy. Lucy smiled, moaned, and ran her fingers through his hair as Eric turned his attention to her clit.

    “I’ll always love you, Eric,” Lucy said. “I love you even more for being willing to share your wife with another man. I love you for being willing to let me explore my feelings for Levi, and for encouraging me to let those feelings develop until genuine love blossomed between us.”

    Lucy stepped back and said, “On your back.”

    Eric moved to his back and Lucy reached down to free his cock from his pants. She sat across his lap, took him inside her slippery pussy, and sank down slowly. Lucy bent over and kissed him as her pussy moved up and down his shaft. Eric moaned into his wife’s mouth as she bathed his stiff cock in the wetness of her perfect pussy.

    Lucy sat up, smiled, and put her hands on his chest. She closed her eyes and began to rock back and forth on his erection. Eric reached up to play with his wife’s perky breasts and he couldn’t help but picture her having the same kind of sex with Levi. He knew Lucy liked being on top and he’d heard many tales of her riding her boyfriend’s cock slowly and sensually, milking an orgasm out of him while pursuing her own pleasure.

    “What are you thinking about?” Lucy asked.

    Eric realized he’d closed his eyes as he indulged in his fantasy. When they opened he found Lucy smiling down at him as she continued to slowly work him with her pussy. “I’m thinking about you and Levi. I can’t help it.”

    Lucy’s smile brightened. “Are you thinking about something in particular?”

    “I’m thinking about you riding him just like this,” Eric answered. “I’m thinking about you being in his bed and riding him slowly and sensually. I’m thinking about his cock buried inside you and his hands roaming over your body. I’m thinking about your pleasure, and about his. I’m thinking about my wife offering another man the pleasure of her pussy, and of her loving the man that’s inside her.”

    “All of that is going to happen tonight, you know,” Lucy said. “Levi and I are absolutely going to make love after the party. We’re probably going to make love multiple times after the party. We’re going to celebrate the opening of our business – of the beautiful thing we’ve built together – and we’re going to celebrate our love for each other by spending the night naked and in each other’s arms. We’re going to indulge in our need for each other as often as we desire. I’m going to take him inside me when I crave him. I’m going to ride him. I’m going to spread my legs and welcome him between them. I’ll let him take me from behind if that’s what he craves. I love him and I want to make him happy, Eric.”

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy, I’m close,” Eric said. Every word she uttered brought him closer to his orgasm. He knew it was such a strange thing to be aroused by, and yet he felt no guilt about his lust. It was a part of him now and he craved how good it felt to surrender to it.

    “Cum inside me, Eric,” Lucy said. “Cum inside me like Levi is going to do tonight. Cum in my pussy like my boyfriend is going to.”

    Lucy ground her pussy into Eric’s pelvis at an increasingly rapid pace, indicating that she too was nearing her climax.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Eric asked.

    “Yes,” Lucy replied. “Is that okay?”

    “Yes,” he answered breathlessly. “I like that you’re thinking about your boyfriend. I do. It’s crazy, but I love it. I love that you’re thinking about fucking him while I’m inside you.”

    Lucy smiled and grasped her breasts. She squeezed them tight, closed her eyes, and said, “I can’t stop thinking about him, Eric. I can’t stop thinking about having him inside me, about hearing him moan as my pussy brings him the pleasure he craves. I can’t stop thinking about the moment he cums, about the moment we both cum, about the moment our love for each other reaches that place of perfection where our lust is satisfied.”

    Eric came inside Lucy and she joined him in climaxing a moment later. She collapsed on top of him and kissed his neck as Eric wrapped his arms around his wife and pulled her close while pleasure emanated from between his legs and pulsed through his body.

    “I love you, Lucy,” he said.

    “I love you too,” she replied. “And I always will, Eric. Please, don’t ever forget that.”

    “I won’t,” Eric said. “I won’t.”

    “How do you feel?” Eric asked as Lucy found her way through the crowd at the store and gave him a quick hug.

    “So much better than I thought I would,” she said. “I know it’s still possible the business will fail, but tonight feels like a triumph. You were right. I had no reason to be nervous.”

    Eric smiled. “I’m happy for you, Lucy. This really is an amazing accomplishment. A lot of people dream about starting a business, but almost none of them actually do it. You and Levi should be proud of what you’ve done here.”

    Lucy offered a bright smile in return and said, “I am. We are. We really are.” She turned and spotted Levi across the room. He waved and she waved back as her smile somehow grew brighter and happier. “How are you doing?” Lucy asked as she turned back to Eric.

    “I’m great,” he said. “I’ll admit it’s a little weird to say that I’m a friend of yours when people ask me how I know you and Levi, but other than that I’m great.”

    That conversation had happened more than a few times over the course of the grand opening party, but Eric rolled with it each time. It wasn’t unexpected, of course, and he wasn’t going to say that he was married to Lucy, who was open with her affection for Levi.

    “One of Levi’s friends asked him when he plans on proposing to me,” Lucy said.

    Eric’s eyes went wide as a mixture of anxiety and lust immediately battled inside him. He tried to read his wife’s face to see what she thought of such a notion, but it was hard to tell how Lucy felt. “Really? What did he say?”

    “He said he wasn’t sure that I’d say yes,” Lucy answered as she held Eric’s gaze.

    He sipped his champagne – there was plenty to go around as it was a celebration – and took another moment to try and judge Lucy’s reaction to the notion of Levi proposing. “Do you think he wants to marry you?”

    “I think he’s in love with me,” Lucy said. “Desperately in love with me, in fact. I think I’ve become the most important person in the world to him, and because of that I think he wants to be with me forever.”

    Eric found it difficult to talk, so he took another sip of his champagne.

    “He knows he has to share me, Eric,” Lucy said. “He knows he can’t have me to himself. He knows that we couldn’t actually get married, not legally, at least.”

    It seemed that Lucy was building towards a point, and perhaps one that she and Levi had discussed.

    “He wants me to be more than his girlfriend, though,” Lucy continued.

    Eric struggled to process his feelings as Lucy revealed that she and Levi had absolutely talked about their future in a more in depth manner than he’d expected. It made perfect sense that they would do so, and yet it still surprised him that Lucy even considered it a possibility that Levi would be anything more than her boyfriend and business partner.

    “What do you want?” Eric asked.

    “I’m not sure,” Lucy said. “What I have with him, it feels like more than good sex that’s led to a kind of puppy love. It feels deeper than that, Eric. It feels real. I never expected it to get to this place, but it feels real. I’m genuinely, deeply in love with Levi.”

    Eric was unsurprised but a little embarrassed to feel his cock stiffen as Lucy declared her deep love for her boyfriend. He shifted his stance to hide his growing lust, but Lucy glanced between his legs and no doubt saw that she’d managed to excite him.

    “I want to assure Levi that I’m his,” Lucy said. “I’m yours too, of course, but I can’t help but feel that he deserves a greater assurance of my devotion to him.”

    Eric leaned against the table behind him in a further effort to hide his arousal, for he now sported something close to a throbbing erection. “What more can you give him?”

    Lucy looked away for a moment and Eric felt his heart pounding as he waited for her answer. “I could be his wife. Not legally, but I could be his wife.”

    The look on her face made it clear that Lucy was serious. She’d actually considered being Levi’s wife, though Eric wasn’t clear what that would actually mean if it wasn’t legal. Despite that, it was her eagerness to commit to her boyfriend that Eric found unexpectedly thrilling.

    “Has he asked you?” Eric asked.

    Lucy shook her head. “No, but he’s spoken of his desire to be more than my boyfriend, to deepen our commitment in some way.”

    “Are you asking me if you can marry him?” Eric asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Lucy replied. “I guess I’m just putting the idea out there to see how you feel about it. It wouldn’t be a traditional marriage, obviously, but I can’t let Levi go at this point. I know I’ve said in the past that I would end my relationship with him if you wanted it, but it’s come too far now. Ending it would be too painful. It would be cruel of you to ask.”

    “I’m not going to ask you to break up with him, Lucy,” Eric said. “Our marriage has been better since you met Levi. It’s been even better since you fell in love with him. At least that’s how I feel, as strange as that might sound.”

    “I feel the same way,” Lucy replied. “I…I can’t help but wish that we weren’t at this party right now, in fact. I want to kiss you.”

    Eric laughed. She was right. Kissing at the party would have been unwise since every attendee saw her as Levi’s girlfriend and knew nothing of Eric’s relationship to her.

    “I want you to be happy, Lucy,” Eric said. “If that means deepening your commitment to Levi, then I’m on board with it.”

    “Yeah?” she asked. “You’d be okay with me being Levi’s wife?”

    Eric knew it was just one simple word, and yet a wave of arousal unlike almost any other he’d ever felt washed over him as Lucy uttered it. He knew it was far from a done deal if he gave his permission, and yet it was undeniably a momentous thing to say that he was okay with Lucy being another man’s wife.

    “Yes, I’d be okay with you being Levi’s wife, as long as you’re still my wife too,” Eric said as his cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

    “I’ll always be your wife,” Lucy replied. “Thank you for being so understanding, Eric. You’re a wonderful husband. I need to get back to the party. I’d kiss you, but, you know.”

    Lucy brushed her fingers over his arm, smiled, and turned away from Eric. She made a beeline for Levi and they shared a kiss before he took her hand and led her towards a small group of people. Soon enough Lucy was enmeshed in a lively conversation with Levi’s arm around her as Eric watched from far across the room.

    While he watched, Eric pondered the utter insanity of the conversation he’d just had with Lucy. Was she really serious about becoming Levi’s wife? Was she really going to pursue her polyamorous desires to such a degree? Eric wasn’t certain, but it seemed that Lucy was serious about it, that she really did want to pursue something more with Levi.

    Eric figured his arousal would dim when Lucy excused herself, but it didn’t. If anything, watching her and Levi act like a couple only fanned the flames of his desire. It quickly got to the point where Eric felt a growing, borderline desperate need to expunge his lust and clear his head. He adjusted his cock so it wasn’t showing quite so significantly and made his way through the party, to the back of the store and into the bathroom.

    Eric looked at himself in the mirror, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes. He did his best to clear his mind of any arousing thoughts, but he couldn’t do it. Over and over his brain drew him back to thinking about Lucy and Levi doing the things that married couples do. He pictured them going on a honeymoon. He pictured them living together. He pictured them having lots of wonderful sex and his erection persisted.

    A knock on the door drew Eric from his imagination and he said, “Sorry, someone’s in here.”

    “It’s me,” Lucy said from the other side of the door. “Let me in.”

    Eric unlocked the door and stepped back as he opened it up. Lucy quickly stepped inside and a moment after locking it once more she kissed him. Her fingers found his zipper and she pulled out his stiff cock as their tongues danced.

    “Fuck me, Eric,” she said.

    Eric lifted his wife onto the bathroom counter and pulled off her panties. “Are you sure?” he asked.

    “Levi knows I’m in here,” she explained. “He knows he has to share me with you. I told him you wanted me. I told him you had to have me. He said I should let you have me.”

    Eric slipped his cock into his wife’s pussy and fucked her on the bathroom counter. She wrapped her legs around him and moaned quietly – they didn’t want to arouse any suspicion – and kissed him. Her tongue was active as he fucked her exceptionally wet pussy and quickly barreled towards an orgasm.

    “Eric, baby, does it turn you on to think of me being Levi’s wife?” Lucy asked.

    Eric nodded.

    “Do you want your wife to marry another man?” she asked. “Do you want me to have two husbands?”

    “Yes,” Eric said before burying his cock inside her and cumming. His legs trembled so hard from the pleasure that Eric thought he might collapse on the bathroom floor. Lucy held him close, though, and as she kissed his neck and moaned softly he wondered if it was possible to love someone more than he loved his wife.

    “Thank you,” Eric said as he pulled out.

    Lucy grabbed a handful of paper towels from the dispenser and reached between her legs to soak up the cum leaking out of her. “You’re welcome,” she said. “And thank you for being the most wonderful husband in the world. I don’t know if Levi and I are going to get married – it would be an unusual arrangement, after all – but I can’t tell you how much it means to me that you’re willing to consider it.”

    “I am,” Eric replied. “I really am, Lucy.”

    “I know,” she said before kissing his cheek and tossing the paper towels in the trash. “Now I’m going to head out first. You take a few minutes and follow. When you do, there are a few people I want to introduce you to. I told them that you reviewed all our contracts and they’d like to employ you to do something similar for them. I also made sure to quote a generous rate, so I think you’ve got a chance to make some good money on the side. How does that sound?”

    “It sounds like this is shaping up to be a great night,” Eric replied.

    Lucy kissed him once more, made sure her dress still looked good, and headed out of the bathroom. Eric zipped up his pants, washed his hands, and took a few deep breaths as he waited for the time to pass. Then he headed out of the bathroom and into the party with a delighted smile on his face.

  
    How About a Late Night Snack¿

    It was the sound of your girlfriend rummaging through the refrigerator that woke you up. You glanced at the clock. It was a little after 2 a.m. Clearly, her night out with the girls had gone late.

    You heard something loud hit the floor followed by your girlfriend’s loud, boisterous laughter. You were certain she was at least a little drunk or she would have made more of an effort to be quiet.

    You smiled. Some men would have been annoyed at such a lack of consideration, but not you. You knew that when your girlfriend got drunk she always got horny, and when she got horny you always got to have fun.

    You pushed back the sheets and headed down the hallway to join her in the kitchen. You saw her standing behind the counter. The looked amazing in her skintight dress. She smiled at you. You couldn’t wait to get your hands on her.

    You came around the edge of the counter and stopped. You saw a thick white substance running down her leg. You didn’t have to ask. There was no question what it was. Someone had cum inside her, which meant that someone had fucked her.

    You stared at the cum slowly dripping down her leg for a few seconds and then looked up at your girlfriend. She had a naughty smile on her face. She wasn’t trying to hide it. She’d cheated on you. She’d gotten drunk and fucked someone. She’d let that someone cum inside her.

    “Are you hungry for a late night snack?” she asked.

    She was asking if you wanted to eat someone else’s cum out of her. She was asking if you wanted to consume the result of her cheating. She was asking if you wanted to do a seemingly unthinkable thing. She was absolutely asking you to absolve her of her sin.

    You stepped closer. You reached out and lifted her dress, exposing her ass and her obvious lack of panties. You knew she put on a pair before she left.

    “Where are your panties?” you asked.

    Your girlfriend smiled. “He kept them. As a souvenir. Something to remember me by.”

    You lifted the dress fully over her ass and asked, “Why would he want to remember you?”

    “Because my pussy is perfect,” she said.

    Now it was your turn to smile. “Yes it is,” you said.

    Your girlfriend turned around and leaned against the counter. She spread her legs, giving you a perfect view of her shaved and freshly-fucked pussy.

    She reached up, grabbed a handful of your hair, and pushed you to your knees. You could have fought it, but you didn’t. You couldn’t.

    “Eat my pussy,” she said. There was no harshness in her voice. It was almost sweet, in fact. Still, her desire was clear. She wanted you to lick what was left of the other man’s cum out of her pussy. She wanted you to clean her, to tell her that her cheating was okay.

    You ate her pussy. You licked her messy cunt eagerly. You lapped up the semen dripping out of her and then you licked it off her legs. You forgave her with your tongue. You made her feel good in more ways than one. You were a good boyfriend.

  
    How Do You Want Date Night to End¿

    Before you make your choice, cuckold, let me add a little extra context:

    For the quickie:

    She goes over to him at the bar. She whispers something into his ear and they both look over at you and smile. He waves. You can see in his eyes that he knows he's going to fuck your wife tonight and that he's going to do so while you sit at your table.

    They share a quick drink and more than a few kisses while you watch with your dick throbbing in your pants. Then they leave. They go to the parking lot but she signals for you to stay in your seat.

    They're almost certainly fucking in his car. You sip your drink and think about it. You imagine her riding him in the backseat. You imagine her on her back while he gets between her legs and pounds her pussy to a vigorous orgasm.

    Eventually, she returns. Her hair is a little bit messy and her dress is a bit out of place. Her lipstick has clearly been re-applied. She got fucked.

    She sits at the table and rests her handbag in front of her. Then she opens it up, reaches inside, and pulls out a used condom. There's a considerable load in it.

    Without saying a word, your wife pours that load into your drink and tucks the condom back into her purse. She picks up her drink and gestures for you to do the same.

    "A toast to my cuck," she says.

    You raise your glass. She raises hers. You drink the cum-infused liquid in your glass. It tastes terrible, but your dick is hard as a rock.

    For the rest of the meal she teases you with the details of the sex she just had with a total stranger. She gives you a handjob on the drive home. She takes you to the bedroom and says you can fuck her as long as you clean up your mess afterwards like a good cuck.

    For the longer version of date night:

    Your wife gets up and leaves the table. She goes to the man at the bar. She invites him to join you. He sits next to her. He orders a meal. They flirt throughout dinner. She tells him that you're a cuckold and that you'd very much like to watch him fuck your wife before the night is over.

    You pay for dinner for all three of you. You drive home while they sit in the backseat and fool around. A few minutes before getting home you hear the sounds of a blowjob emanating from the backseat. He tells you that your wife is incredible with her mouth and she moans in delight while his cock remains between her lips.

    The blowjob continues in your bedroom, only now he's naked and your wife has changed into the lingerie that she usually wears for you. You can see that he's much bigger than you. You can see that he can't wait to fuck your wife in your marital bed.

    She puts a condom on his cock. She strokes him a few times. She kisses the head. Then she rolls onto her back on your side of the bed. She tells you to come closer. She reaches out and you hold her hand as he slides into her pussy.

    She holds your hand, but he has her attention. She stares into his eyes as he fucks her. She moans as he makes her feel good. She tells him how good his cock feels in her pussy.

    You watch from your knees by the bed. You hold her hand throughout. She squeezes yours when she gets close to cumming. She tells him she's close. She tells him to cum.

    They cum together. They kiss afterwards. She keeps holding your hand. She tells him that he fucked her so good. She tells him that he fucked her even better than you do.

    He pulls out and she leans forward to take the condom off his cock. She swings her feet over the edge of the bed and tells you to stand and get naked.

    You do as you're told and she slides the used condom onto your cock. She gives a quick handjob while telling you that he fucked her better. Your cock is bathed in his cum. You unleash in the condom, adding your load to his.

    Your wife tells you to toss the condom into the trash while she cuddles up with the man that just fucked her. She tells you that he'll be spending the night in your bed and that he'll be fucking her again.

    She tells you they'd like a little time alone but that you can come back in when you hear them start fucking again.

    You leave with a smile on your face and a delightful tingling sensation between your legs.

    So, which option would you prefer?

  
    How Do You Want to Watch¿

    Assuming you want to watch, what sort of viewing experience are you looking for? In your fantasy (or your reality), what turns you on the most?

    Do you like the idea of watching your wife indulge in deeply passionate sex with another man? In this scenario, she’s not interacting with you. She’s simply lost in her lust for him. To them, it’s like you’re not even in the room. You likely do your best not to distract them because your wife finds great pleasure in having sex with him, not interacting with her husband and another man at the same time.

    Do you think you’d enjoy that scenario, or might it trigger that kind of cuckold angst that so many men feel? They’re having great sex. The room is filled with her moans and the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over. Your eyes dart from the sight of her pussy taking his cock to her face, which is awash in pleasure. She doesn’t look your way because she’s completely wrapped up in fucking him. Would that work for you? Is that your ideal scenario?

    Or, do you prefer something a little more interactive? In this scenario your wife is happy to take on the task of tending to the needs of two men as she finds her pleasure. She invites you closer to the bed and takes your hand as he fucks her. She tells you how good his cock feels, perhaps even how it feels better than yours. Depending on the position, she might even kiss you or play with your cock. Perhaps, if you’re into it, she’ll talk about how disappointing your cock is compared to his.

    I’m certain some of you would like to participate in your cuckolding, but in this instance I’m merely talking about watching, and perhaps masturbating while watching if you can manage not to cum before they do. So, which do you prefer? Watch in relative silence, or watch while your wife turns her attention to you and tells you how spectacularly good the sex is?

  
    How Does it Look, Cuck¿

    “How’s the view from down there, cuckold?” your wife asks as he pounds her pussy from behind. He pulls hard on her hair and drills her slick cunt from behind as she moans and plays with your cock.

    You know she doesn’t want an answer. She just wants to taunt you. She just wants to thrill you. She just wants you to remember that another man is fucking her pussy while you’re watching from just a few inches away.

    “Lick my pussy, cuck. Lick my pussy while the better man fucks me. That’s it baby, lick me while he pounds my tight hole. Lick me while he stretches me out.”

    You lick as ordered. He fucks your wife and you lick her clit. It’s the perfect encapsulation of cuckolding. You’re right where you need to be, and so is he. He gets to fuck her. You get to lick her.

    “Do it,” she yells. She wants you to lick his balls. She wants you to show that you know your place in your marriage. You are beneath her. You are beneath him. You are a cuckold and you will lick his balls if she orders you to.

    “Lick his nuts, cucky. Lick those cum-filled nuts. Get them good and ready to unload in your wife. Get him ready to cum inside me. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you know exactly what you deserve. Lick a real man’s balls.”

    You love when she gets harsh with you. You love hearing those nasty words spill from her lips. You love hearing how naughty she can be when she’s getting fucked by someone with a bigger, better cock.

    Look at how her pussy opens up for him. Look at how badly she wants his big cock inside her. You’re close enough to admire every little detail. You can see how thick his throbbing shaft is. You can see how wet her pussy is. You can feel her clit against your tongue.

    “Watch him fuck me, cuckold. Watch how a real man fucks me,” she says while her fingers squeeze your balls. “Watch how a big cock pleasures your wife. What him give me the kind of sex you’ve never given me.”

    “Do you want him to cum inside me, cuck? Do you want him to empty his balls into your wife’s pussy? Do you want him to fill me with his sticky, yummy, tasty cream?” She asks.

    Of course it’s what you want.

    “Say it!” she yells. She wants to hear it. She needs to hear it. She wants you to beg him to cum inside her. She wants you to tell another man to cum in your wife’s pussy. You’re going to do it, right?

  How Far Would You Go to Serve Your Wife¿
Tell me cuckold, how far would you go to serve your wife’s needs? Is there a limit to what you would do to make her happy?
I know that you’d happily worship her pussy whenever she gives you the chance. You’d do it without her even asking you to. If you could spend your life on your knees, happily situated between her legs, you’d do it.
Would you worship her pussy after another man has been inside her? Would you lick it eagerly if all you tasted was the latex leftovers of the condom he used to pound her?
Would you worship her pussy if it was filled with another man’s cum? You might fantasize about it, but could you really look at someone else’s jizz leaking out of your wife’s cunt and eat it? Could you really swallow another man’s cum?
Could you give up control of your orgasms if your wife wanted it? Would you lock your cock in a chastity device and hand her the key? Could you go a week, two weeks, or a month without an orgasm? Could you really handle being driven crazy like that?
What if she wants it? What if your wife says that the only way she’ll cuckold you is if you no longer have the freedom to orgasm whenever you desire? You’d let her lock up your cock, wouldn’t you? You’d let her buy any device she desired and slip it onto your sad little dick. You’d let her click the lock shut, put the key around her neck, and take control of your orgasms. Of course you would. That’s exactly what a submissive cuckold should do.
What if your wife wanted to involve you in her play with another man? She calls you into the bedroom and sits on his cock in reverse cowgirl. She makes you get between their legs to watch from just a few feet away. She pulls off his cock and presents her pussy to you. She makes you lick it clean. She makes you taste him on her labia and inside her.
You’d do it, wouldn’t you? You’d be compelled to do it. You’d have to. You wouldn’t be able to resist.
What if she took it a step further? Instead of cleaning her pussy, she wants you to clean his cock or his big balls. She wants you to lick him. Don’t take him in your mouth, at least not yet. Just lick him clean. Lick her juices off of him. It’s just like licking her pussy, only it’s her lover’s cock. Could you do it? Would you do it?
Now she wants to try something different. She gets on her hands and knees and orders you to rest your head on her lower back. She wants you to watch from just a few inches away as a better man fucks her pussy. You’re going to do more than watch, though.
He’s going to pull out and you’re going to open your mouth. He’s going to fuck your pretty little face just like it’s a pussy. You’re going to taste his thick, throbbing cock. You’re going to feel the spongy head on your tongue. You’re going to suck all of your wife’s juices off of him. Would you do it? Would you submit to his cock for your wife’s pleasure?
What if she wants more? It’s her time of the month and she’s not interested in messy sex with him. Normally she’d just suck him off, but she doesn’t feel like it. Instead, she offers him your mouth and he’s happy to take it.
Your wife wants you to take her place and suck a load of cum out of her lover? She demands it, in fact. Would you submit? Would you forget about your sexuality and simply get on your knees to blow this man that’s been fucking her? Could you be a cocksucker for her? Could you get him hard with your eager mouth and swallow his cum? Could you suck him off to completion?
I want to hear from you. Let me know if you would go that far for your beautiful, dominant wife.

    How Locktober Led to a Life in Chastity

    I’d say be careful what you wish for, but I wouldn’t really mean it. There’s no question that living my life in an almost permanently locked state is difficult sometimes, but I’m actually a lot happier this way. My wife is too. 

    I have a lot less sex than I used to (she actually has more since she’s taken to cuckolding me), but our sex life is more active. I’m aroused all the time, which I quite like. I get to make her cum with great frequency. She spends a lot of time in lingerie and has taken to dressing far more suggestively than she used to. The only downside is that I cum a lot less than I used too. But the truth is I’m okay with that.

    I’m getting way ahead of myself, though. I need to go back to the beginning so you can understand how I got to where I am.

    The story begins in early September, 2017. It was a small thing that led to a huge change in my life. My wife had been out with her friends on a Saturday night, so naturally I used the opportunity to masturbate. I’m sure many of you can relate.

    The problem was that I got sloppy after my orgasm. I’d indulged in a long session that night. I edged myself for an hour and then unleashed an unbelievably pleasurable orgasm.

    Afterwards, I was in that fuzzy-headed state that makes it really difficult to think clearly. It was a mixture of exhaustion and a pleasure so pure that I didn’t want to think about anything else.

    That’s what led to my mistake. You see, I walked away from my computer to do a little clean up – put the lube away, dispose of the cum, etc – and I never came back. I completely forgot about it. I laid down on the couch, turned on the TV, and relaxed for the rest of the night.

    I didn’t think about it again until Lucy and I were getting ready for bed. We were both standing at the bathroom counter brushing out teeth. She spit into the sink and then looked at me in the mirror and asked, “Hey honey, what’s a Holy Trainer?”

    In case you don’t know, a Holy Trainer is a brand of male chastity device. The moment the question left her lips I remembered I’d left my masturbation material on the computer. I know it might sound a little weird, but I used to bring up the Holy Trainer website just to look at the device. I found it so arousing. I’d fantasize about buying one and locking up my cock. I’d combine that with pictures of keyholders for a seriously good orgasm.

    Lucy had seen it. I don’t know if you’re familiar with that feeling of getting caught red-handed, but I panicked in that moment. I locked up. My heart rate went through the roof. For a moment it felt like the rest of the world dropped out around me and I was alone with my embarrassment.

    “Ummm,” I said with the toothbrush still in my mouth. I know, a brilliant response, right?

    “Because it looked like the kind of thing you put your cock into to keep it from getting hard,” Lucy said. Then I noticed the smile on her face. She didn’t seem the slightest bit angry. “Is that what it is?”

    I spit out the foamy toothpaste and looked at my wife before saying, “Yes. It’s a chastity device.”

    Her smile remained. “Is that something you want? Do you want me to be like one of those girls with the key around her neck?”

    I was genuinely dumbfounded. We’d never talked about any kind of kink-related play before. I’d always assumed she wouldn’t be the slightest bit interested in anything like that.

    “It’s okay if that’s what you want,” she said. “It really is.”

    I decided I’d take the leap. I nodded and said, “Yes, that’s what I want.”

    Lucy put her toothbrush in the holder and kissed me on the cheek. “Then go ahead and order one,” she said. “Maybe it will be fun.”

    I ordered a Holy Trainer the very next day.

    
      

    

    “Is this it?” Lucy asked as she came into the office a week later with a small cardboard box in her hands.

    I felt an immediate sense of excitement. We hadn’t really talked about it in the week that had passed since our conversation in the bathroom, but I still had every reason to believe that Lucy was on board with at least trying out chastity play.

    “It should be,” I said as I took the box from her.

    I grabbed a pair of scissors from my desk drawer and sliced open the box. My new Holy Trainer chastity device was inside. I’d picked the clear version of the standard model.

    “Wow, it’s so small,” Lucy said.

    That was the first thing I thought too. The design actually makes it look a little smaller than it is since there’s just over 2 inches to fit your cock into. Still, it looked awfully little at first glance.

    “So, are you going to put it on or what?” Lucy asked as we both looked at the device on my desk.

    “Can I?” I asked. I was still so tentative about the whole thing.

    “Of course you can,” she replied. “I’m telling you, you don’t have to be so nervous about this. I’m not saying I’m going to be totally on board, but I’m certainly willing to try. It’s not like it’s the weirdest thing in the world. It seems like it might be kind of fun.”

    “Okay. I guess I’ll put it on then.”

    I stood up and quickly stripped out of my pants and underwear as Lucy watched with a smile on her face. I loved that she seemed to be genuinely into it.

    The instructions were pretty simple to follow. The hard part was squeezing my cock into the device. The excitement of being in chastity for the first time combined with handling my dick made me grow a little. That meant a fair amount of stuffing and pushing to actually get the device on.

    “Don’t hurt yourself,” Lucy said.

    It took a few minutes, but eventually I was securely in the chastity device.

    “How does it lock?” Lucy asked.

    “You just slip the key in and turn it,” I explained. I’d long ago settled on the Holy Trainer as my favorite because it didn’t require a padlock.

    “May I?” she said.

    “Of course.”

    Lucy picked up the key and grasped my newly-chastised cock. She slipped the key into the slot, turned it, and locked me up.

    She held up the key and said, “I already picked out a chain to put this on,” before slipping it into her pocket.

    In that moment I was bursting with love for my wife. The very fact that she was willing to try locking me in chastity was thrilling beyond words.

    “I love you,” I said.

    Lucy smiled and stepped closer. “It’s kind of cute,” she said as her fingers moved over the plastic that now encased my cock. “Should we see if it works?”

    “What do you mean?” I asked.

    Instead of saying anything, Lucy kissed me. It was a kiss meant to arouse. It was eager and featured lots of tongue.

    Not surprisingly, my cock tried to get hard. It couldn’t do that, of course. The chastity device restrained it. I felt a pulling sensation as the ring held the device in place. I felt a little bit of pain, too. I liked it, though. I liked it a lot, in fact.

    After the kiss, Lucy looked down at my chastised cock. “What does it feel like?” she asked.

    “It’s incredible,” I said. “Honestly, it’s actually kind of hot. It’s trying to get hard but it can’t. There’s some pulling and a little bit of pain, but mostly there’s this beautiful reminder that I don’t get to have an erection until I’m out of the cage. I can’t explain why, but I really like it.”

    Lucy kissed me again. There was even more fervor on her part.

    “I think I like it too,” she said. “So, how do you see this working?”

    “Well, I guess we’ll have to experiment. Chastity play doesn’t really work as a one person thing, so it really would depend on what you’re comfortable with,” I said.

    Much to my delight, Lucy kissed me again. She seemed genuinely aroused.

    “What would be ideal for you?” she asked after the kiss.

    “In a perfect world, you take total control over my orgasms. You hold the key and you decide when I get to come out and what happens when I do.” I watched her face for any clues as to how she was reacting to my stated desires. She wasn’t giving me much. “I know that could be a lot of work, though, so I’m open to anything.”

    Her fingers tapped on the Holy Trainer before encircling my testicles and lightly squeezing them.

    “Do you think you could really handle that? That’s a pretty big change from how things have been for the first ten years of our marriage. What if I just didn’t have time to play with you for a week or two? Could you really handle being locked up and unable to cum for that long?”

    I nodded. Again I felt the pulling sensation as she teased my balls. It was kind of remarkable.

    “So does that mean you want to stay locked up right now? Do you want to start today?” she asked.

    “Yes. If that’s okay with you.”

    Lucy leaned forward and kissed me. It seemed more than okay with her.

    “That’s definitely okay with me,” she said. “So I guess we’re doing this. You should put your pants back on.”

    I did as she suggested. When Lucy turned to walk away, I stopped her.

    “I know I said that you’re the one in control and everything, but would you have any interest in me going down on you right now?” I asked.

    “I would,” she answered.

    I felt giddy because my fantasy was coming true. I can’t tell you how many times I’d masturbated to the idea of going down on my wife while my cock was locked in chastity.

    “The bedroom?” I said.

    “That would be lovely.”

    I followed Lucy to the bedroom and watched as she stripped out of her jeans and panties. She reached into the pocket of her pants and pulled out my chastity key before hopping in the bed and spreading her legs.

    I attacked her pussy. I couldn’t help it. I felt ravenous.

    “Oh, wow,” Lucy said as I devoured her cunt. “Oh, baby, that’s amazing.”

    I sucked on her pussy lips and pushed my tongue inside her before tending to her clit. I licked it rhythmically and slid two fingers into her wetness. I was thrilled at how aroused she seemed and how loudly she was moaning.

    “Wow, oh wow, baby,” she said. “Fuck, that feels so good.”

    She came in just a few minutes, which was much faster than usual.

    “Come here,” she said while opening her arms.

    I moved on top of her and Lucy pulled my lips to hers for a kiss.

    “If that’s any indication of what this chastity play is going to be like, I think we might both be in for a very good time,” she said.

    She kissed me yet again. Her tongue was active in my mouth. It felt like she was purposefully teasing me, like she wanted me to feel that ache between my legs.

    It happened. I felt it. It was beautiful.

    My first experience with chastity was incredible, but there were so many more to come. I’ll be back soon to share more.

    
      
        
          Click here
        
      
       to read the subsequent parts of the story.
    

  
    How Locktober Led to a Life in Chastity - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    I’d read about the first night in chastity, but it didn’t quite prepare me for what it would actually be like.

    There was genuine pain. A couple of times, in fact. I get it. My cock was trying to get hard and it was trapped in this rather small device that prevented it from doing so.

    It was the pulling I found most uncomfortable. It wasn’t agonizing or anything, but it was a decidedly strange experience to wake up with an ache between my legs that I hadn’t felt before.

    There was an element of it I found arousing, though. It was purely a mental thing. It’s like the discomfort was a reminder that I was actually living my sexual fantasy. How many guys ever really get to do that?

    I made it through the night, though. I was greeted with a wonderful little surprise in the morning, too.

    “Good morning,” Lucy said as she rolled over and softly kissed my cheek.

    Her hand moved under the sheets and into my boxer shorts. She cupped my chastised cock and balls. The moment was electric.

    “How did you sleep?” she asked. I could hear the smile on her face.

    “Better than I thought,” I answered.

    Her fingers moved over the plastic prison that held my cock. She teased my balls a little too.

    “Do you still like being in chastity?” she asked.

    Lucy kissed my neck as I answered, “I love it.”

    The kissing turned into Lucy pulling back the sheets and straddling me. She was wearing a pair of pink cotton panties and a tight camisole. Her nipples were hard and poking through the material.

    She moved her hips back and forth over my crotch. She was absolutely trying to tease me and it was working.

    “God, Lucy, you’re incredible,” I said as I felt the beautiful, frustrated form of desire build between my legs.

    “Does it hurt?” she asked with a hint of concern in her voice.

    “No,” I answered. It hurt a little, but it was more than offset by how turned on I was.

    Lucy leaned down to kiss me and my hands moved to her breasts. I rubbed my fingers over her nipples and she moaned into my mouth. It seemed like she was a great deal hornier than most mornings. I attributed it to the presence of a chastity device in our lives and it thrilled me.

    “Would you be willing to do repeat what you did last night?” she asked, referring to me going down on her.

    “I’d be willing to do that all day, every day,” I said. That was the absolute truth.

    It led to a giddy smile before Lucy said, “I think I might really like this new version of you. Do you think you’ll always be like this when you’re in that device?”

    “I don’t know,” I answered. “I think I will. I mean, that’s kind of the point of these things. They’re supposed to create this kind of sustained desire, and since I’m locked up and can’t get hard, that desire translates to a deep willingness to do anything else I can to make you cum.”

    I’d read about that. I’d seen keyholders talk about it in videos. It seemed to be a very common reaction to chastity, especially the long term variety, so I wasn’t lying to her. I genuinely hoped that would be the outcome for me too.

    Lucy rolled off of me, quickly pulled off her panties and spread her legs. “Let’s take advantage while you’re feeling it,” she said. “Get down there and get to work.” 

    She had a good laugh at her demanding tone and I happily crawled between her legs and went to work. I’d never felt a stronger sense of arousal when licking my wife’s pussy and I hadn’t even been in chastity for 24 hours. I was thrilled with the early results.

    
      

    

    My first stint in chastity lasted a little over three days. I went down on Lucy half a dozen times in that span, though one of those was an extended session where I spent roughly an hour offering her pleasure in the form of a massage, foreplay, fingering, and pussy licking. I’m pretty sure she came four times during that hour. It was glorious.

    On the evening of the third day – I’d been in chastity for more than 72 hours at that point – Lucy invited me into the bedroom. She was wearing a sheer black baby doll and matching black panties and she looked breathtaking.

    She had the key on a chain around her neck and she lifted it over her head when I walked into the room.

    “I think you deserve an orgasm,” she said with a sweet, sexy smile on her face.

    I got naked faster than I ever have. I cannot tell you how excited I was to be set free. Chastity is wonderful, but being let out is a dream come true, especially when you’ve been in a state of arousal for three straight days.

    Lucy jumped into the bed and invited me to join her. We kissed as she teased me by running the key over my skin. She wanted me to try and get hard in the device one last time before she let me out.

    “Before I let you out, I just wanted to say that I’m on board with this. The first three days have been a lot of fun. I feel like it’s really spiced things up for us. I know I’ve cum more since we locked you up that I had in the previous month, so if you want to keep doing this then I’m absolutely on board.”

    “I’d love that,” I said.

    She kissed me once more and then had me get on my back in the bed.

    “You’ve been so generous with me,” Lucy said as she slipped the key into the lock, “so I’d like to be generous with you once I let you out. Will you let me do that?”

    “Of course,” I said.

    “That means you need to keep your hands off of him,” she said, referring to my cock. “I know you might be desperate, but I want you to let me be the one that makes you cum. Okay?”

    I really couldn’t contain my excitement at that point. My wife was insisting on being able to give me a great orgasm. The simple device that had housed my cock for three days had already paid such incredible dividends.

    Lucy unlocked my cock, took the chastity device apart, and wrapped her fingers around my flaccid shaft. She stroked me slowly and kissed her way up my chest. I felt the soft material of her lingerie brush against my skin along with her lips. The scent of her perfume filled the air.

    “Does it feel good to be out?” she whispered as her lips hovered over mine.

    I was already rock hard. It felt fucking fantastic. My cock was dripping precum. I could hear the slickness as Lucy stroked me.

    “It feels fantastic,” I answered.

    “Better than normal?”

    “Yes.” The truth was, it did feel better. I think it was partially because of the three day wait and partially because I hadn’t been able to get erect for that entire time span. Whatever it was, her hand felt amazing. Every stroke was like a little bit of Heaven.

    When Lucy kissed me it felt even better. It unlocked a deep well of passion in me. I felt this intense desire to fuck her, but I’d promised to let her control things. I simply moaned louder and kissed her with a greater sense of urgency.

    “Someone’s awfully turned on, isn’t he?” she asked.

    “You have no idea,” I said.

    She let go of my cock and peeled off her panties. I stared at her pussy. It looked perfect. She’d even trimmed her pubic hair, leaving only a sexy strip.

    Lucy straddled me and took my cock in her hand once more. She rubbed it along her pussy lips. She rubbed it over the entrance to her body. She teased me. I groaned in anticipatory agony. I wanted desperately to be inside her.

    “Do you want my pussy?” she asked.

    “I love you so much,” I said. It just came out. It was a pure feeling. I absolutely loved that she was teasing me. She was playing with me. She was enhancing my chastity experience by drawing things out.

    She smiled and took me inside her. It had only been three days, but it felt like an explosion of pleasure when her hot, wet pussy enveloped me. I’d suddenly been granted this thing that had been denied to me and the moment I filled her it was like I couldn’t think of anything but how blissful it felt to be inside my wife.

    “Oh fuck, Lucy, your pussy is perfect,” I said. “Absolutely perfect.”

    She laughed and leaned down to kiss me as her hips moved just a little. She was teasing me even though I was inside her.

    “I think this chastity thing is going to stick around,” she said.

    Now I know that she was enamored with my sense of joy at getting to be inside her. That’s the kind of thing that disappears after you’ve been together for more than a decade. Sex with the same person tends to get a little less interesting, even if it still feels great.

    “Now it’s time for you to cum.”

    Lucy worked me after that. Her wet pussy bounced on my cock and she milked a load out of me. I didn’t last long. It couldn’t have been more than a few minutes before I closed my eyes, arched my back, and emitted a series of wild grunts and groans as my cum flooded her pussy.

    Afterwards, I saw my wife’s smiling face above mine. “Was that as good as it looked?” she asked.

    “It was even better than it looked,” I said.

    Lucy grabbed a couple of tissues from the nightstand and let my cock slip from her pussy. She caught the cum leaking out of her and headed to the bathroom to clean up as I laid in bed and watched my chest heave.

    When Lucy returned she had a wet wash cloth in her hand. She cleaned up my cock and pubic area and then put me back in the chastity device. That’s when I knew she was really into it. She didn’t waste any time locking me back up. She wanted to keep playing.

    “I love you,” I said again. I really couldn’t contain my joyful feelings.

    “I love you too,” she said. “And I’m pretty sure I love this little device.”

    I laughed. “Me too.” 

    I rolled onto my side and ran my fingers over the baby doll. The material felt so soft and Lucy looked spectacularly sexy in it.

    “You didn’t cum, did you?” I said.

    “No, I didn’t, but this wasn’t about making me cum. You’ve been doing plenty of that. This was about making you feel good.”

    I kissed her softly and said, “I could make you cum.”

    “Honey, it’s still pretty messy down there. I wouldn’t want you to have to do that. No guy wants to taste his own cum. Most women don’t want to taste their husbands’ cum.”

    I laughed, but I wanted to try again. “I really would be willing to do it. I could just lick your clit. I’m sure I wouldn’t even taste any of my cum.”

    Lucy reached up and caressed my face. “I appreciate the offer. I really do. You’re a wonderful man. I’ll be okay, though. You can make me cum tomorrow, alright?”

    “I’m going to hold you to that promise.” 

    
      

    

    I made Lucy breakfast in bed the next day. I wanted to thank her for giving me such a splendid orgasm the night before. I also wanted to show that I wasn’t going to stop being an attentive husband just because she’d let me out and let me cum.

    In those early days it felt really important to me to avoid any of the pitfalls I’d read about when it came to chastity play. I didn’t want to beg her for release. I didn’t want to be mean if she didn’t let me out exactly when I wanted. I wanted to be a good chastised husband. I wanted to do everything I could to make sure it lasted.

    She was up and reading something on her phone when I walked in with the breakfast tray. A huge smile broke across her face and she put her phone down and pushed down the sheets so I could place the tray across her lap.

    “You didn’t have to do this!” she said.

    “I wanted to say thank you for last night.”

    Lucy kissed me and added, “You’re so sweet.”

    Outside of hotel stays, we hadn’t done breakfast in bed in years. It’s not the most practical thing in the world – crumbs in bed are kind of annoying, after all – but it’s a romantic gesture that she really seemed to appreciate.

    In fact, after we’d finished eating Lucy had me put the tray on the ground and invited me between her legs.

    “I made a promise,” she said.

    I moved between her legs, pulled aside her panties, and made my wife cum. She seemed really into it. She was moaning more and it was a little louder. Her hands were in my hair. She was moving her pussy over my tongue. It was exceptionally hot, to be honest.

    It felt like the Holy Trainer had reinvigorated our sex life in a way we both found exceptionally pleasurable.

    It also unleashed something in Lucy that has led to the life we’re now living. I’ll tell you about the beginnings of that change in the next chapter.

  
    How Locktober Led to a Life in Chastity - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “How long has it been?” Lucy asked.

    “A week,” I said.

    She smiled. I’m pretty sure she could see that I was genuinely turned on from giving a foot rub, which was a first in our marriage.

    Spending a week in chastity will do that to a guy, though. I spent a great deal of time in a state of arousal. Seeing Lucy in a pair of panties aroused me. Watching her get naked to get in the shower aroused me. Smelling her perfume aroused me. Even a casual hug was enough to get a little something going.

    “Are you going crazy?” she asked.

    I couldn’t tell if she was asking out of a sense of concern or if she wanted me to be going crazy locked in chastity.

    “Yes, but in a good way, to be honest,” I replied.

    Lucy smiled and moved her other foot between my legs. She rubbed my crotch and of course I moaned. It felt so fucking good. Even the littlest touch was enough to be enormously thrilling in my imprisoned state.

    “Would you like to go down on me?” she asked.

    I nodded vigorously. I’d quickly discovered that I absolutely loved going down on her while I was locked up. It was exactly like I’d read about. Because my arousal had nowhere to go – I couldn’t get hard and I couldn’t cum without being let out of my cage – it seemed to transfer to her. My pleasure was her pleasure. Getting her off wasn’t quite like cumming, but it felt really good.

    Lucy smiled, pulled her feet out of my lap, and pulled down the cute little shorts and panties she was wearing. Just like that, her pussy was exposed. She spread her legs and I got on my knees between them.

    I’d gone down on her at least once a day during that week in the chastity device. There were a couple days where it happened twice because I’d awakened my beautiful wife by worshiping her pussy.

    It seemed to me that she’d eagerly embraced the benefits of putting me in chastity and that she might have enjoyed the oral attention most of all.

    On that night she’d gotten a foot massage while watching TV and drinking a glass of wine and then I dropped to my knees and ate her out, offering up my tongue for her pleasure.

    I’m certain she took her time cumming. I was between her legs for fifteen minutes. I licked and fingered and tasted her delicious pussy. I worshiped her to my heart’s content. It was a perfect evening.

    Afterwards, Lucy had a smile on her face as she sat on the couch with her legs spread and her pussy still exposed. It was like she was giving me a little treat. She’d been satisfied, after all, but I remained locked in my chastity device and desperate for release.

    “You know,” she began before taking a sip of her wine, “you might be a better husband when you’re locked up.”

    “You think so?” I asked.

    Lucy smiled and urged me to come closer. I cuddled up with her on the couch and she ran her fingers through my hair.

    “It’s a little selfish of me, of course, but you’re so much more attentive and loving. You’re eager to do whatever it takes to meet my needs, and not just with the sexual stuff. You offer foot rubs. You make breakfast for me. You do the dishes. You take out the trash. Plus, you’re so much more affectionate in a way that I really love,” she explained.

    It was all true. I didn’t think she was being selfish, either. The truth was, when I was in chastity, doing all that stuff felt genuinely rewarding. I actually liked all of it. None of it felt like a chore. It was a pleasure.

    “It feels good,” I said.

    “Yeah?” Lucy asked.

    “Yeah.”

    We ended up in the bedroom not long after. She had me strip and get in the bed. I watched her straddle me. I looked down and saw her wet pussy move closer to my locked up cock.

    She took it inside her. It was exquisite in an agonizing sort of way. I felt all that wetness and heat. It was her desire and the results of a recent orgasm.

    “What does this feel like?” she asked.

    “It’s incredible,” I answered. “It’s warm and wet and my cock desperately wants to get hard and fuck you, but of course it can’t.”

    Lucy smiled and leaned forward. My locked cock was still in her pussy. “No, it can’t,” she said.

    There was something in her voice that thrilled me even more than being teased. I can’t say for sure, but I think that was the moment her sense of dominance truly woke up. I think that was when she realized just how much power she had over me and what my lust for chastity would allow her to do.

    She sat on my face soon after and rode my tongue to another orgasm. I was not released and I was just fine with it.

    
      

    

    That week turned into 10 days in chastity. I was finally granted my release one morning before work.

    I was in the shower when Lucy joined me. She had the key around her neck. She smiled but said nothing.

    She didn’t offer any instructions, but I wanted to soap up her body. I can tell you that after 10 days in chastity it felt like an exquisite pleasure to be able to move my soapy hands all over my wife’s naked, wet body.

    Lucy moaned as I washed her. She was teasing me. I knew she was. She was trying to drive me insane and it was absolutely working. I was so pent up that I felt an agonizing ache between my legs.

    I cannot describe the excitement I felt when Lucy lifted the chain over her head and slipped the key into the lock.

    She looked up at me and said, “No touching your cock. Do you understand? I’ll be the one to make you cum.”

    “I understand,” I said. I didn’t care how I came. I just needed to have an orgasm.

    She turned the key and a few moments later I was freed from the Holy Trainer. Lucy put the parts of the chastity device aside, wrapped her fingers around my wet cock, and pressed her naked body against mine. We kissed as she stroked me. I’m certain that I’ve never gotten hard so quickly.

    “Will you be good even after I make you cum?” she asked.

    “I will,” I said.

    She stroked me faster. Her breasts felt splendid as they pressed into my chest. Her lips were so luscious against mine and the way she sucked on my tongue was incredible.

    “I don’t want to be disappointed,” Lucy said before kissing me again.

    There was that hint of dominance again. She didn’t say it like a threat, but it felt a little bit like a threat.

    “I won’t disappoint you,” I said.

    Lucy stroked my cock and kissed me. She gave me an orgasm that almost made me fall to my knees. You try waiting ten days between orgasms. The pleasure is astonishing.

    I filled the bathroom with sounds of pleasure. I moaned. I might have screamed. My cum sprayed onto the wall and ran down into the drain.

    “Will you still be good?” Lucy asked a few moments after the last spurt of cum had left the head of my cock.

    “I’ll do anything,” I said.

    “Make me cum,” she said.

    I dropped to my knees and Lucy leaned against the wall. The warm water cascaded down my back as I ate her pussy. I did as she desired. I made her cum and felt genuinely joyful as she held my head between her legs and climaxed.

    I went back in the chastity device before the shower was over. Lucy put the key around her neck once more. It settled between her breasts and we stepped out of the shower and dried off.

    “Don’t disappoint me,” she said before stepping out of the bathroom. It felt a little more like a threat that time.

    “I won’t,” I replied. I wasn’t exactly fearful, but there was something in the way she said “Don’t disappoint me” that made me think there would be genuine consequences if I acted like an asshole because she’d finally given me an orgasm.

    I didn’t disappoint her, though. For me, the joyful high of finally climaxing was enough to make me behave as she wanted. I went right back to being a wonderfully attentive husband. It made Lucy so happy, too, which made me happy.

    
      

    

    “Are you familiar with Locktober?” Lucy asked a few days after my orgasm in the shower.

    “Sure,” I answered. Of course I was familiar. I’d been obsessed with chastity play for years. While Locktober wasn’t anything more than a bit of wordplay, it was something that got a lot of play online with tons of people posting about it. “Why do you ask?”

    Instead of answering, Lucy kissed me. It wasn’t a wimpy little kiss, either. It was a full body kiss. It was her pelvis and breasts pressed against me. It was her tongue in my mouth. In other words, it was blissful.

    “Wow,” I said as she pulled away. “What was that for?”

    “You didn’t disappoint me,” she said. “You’ve been just as good after your orgasm as you were before.”

    I hadn’t been out of my chastity device since the shower orgasm. I’d quickly returned to that beautifully frustrated place of wanting desperately to please her in the hopes of getting released.

    “What were you saying about Locktober?” I asked. I couldn’t help it. I was hoping Lucy had something naughty in mind.

    “I’ve been doing a bit of reading,” she said.

    “Reading?”

    Her fingers found their way to the front of my pants and she squeezed. It was like she was taking possession of my cock, though the key around her neck clearly gave her possession of it.

    “I’ve been studying up on chastity play,” Lucy continued. “It turns out there’s quite a lot of writing on it, some of it by some very intelligent women.”

    I’d probably read some of the articles Lucy was referring to.

    “I don’t know if you feel the same way, but I certainly feel like chastity has been really good for us. I feel like it’s helped us stay connected with each other. I know it’s made you more attentive, but I feel like it’s made me more attentive in a slightly different kind of way.”

    “I agree,” I said.

    She had been more attentive. We were kissing and fooling around a lot more. She’d gotten more comfortable wearing less clothing around the house, in large part to tease me. Casual touching had gone through the roof.

    “Does that mean you’d be willing to let me take you on a little bit of a journey during October?” she asked.

    “Absolutely.” I said it almost immediately. I didn’t even think about it. I didn’t care. I was on board for whatever she wanted to do if it was related to chastity play.

    “Are you sure?”

    I nodded. “I am. Really. I’m on board for whatever you want to do.”

    “Good.” Lucy said as she stepped back and unzipped her pants. She pushed them to the floor, stepped out of them, and then pulled aside her panties. “You deserve a reward,” she said. “You can make me cum.”

    It was the sense of dominance that took me to my knees. It was intoxicating. She was right, though. I absolutely saw it as a reward. Getting to taste her pussy and make her moan was thrilling. Getting to make her cum was my favorite thing when I was locked up.

    When I felt her hand on the back of my head I moaned. She guided me between her legs and let me worship her pussy. She let me make her cum and it was the most beautiful thing in the world. I couldn’t wait for whatever she had in mind for Locktober.

    As it turned out, it was quite a journey. I’ll tell you all about it next time.
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    My first Locktober experience began with a letter from my wife. It was October 1st, 2017. She’d been called into work on a Sunday, which meant she was gone before I woke up. I found the letter resting on the bathroom counter along with my Holy Trainer.

    My Love,

    It was splendid having you inside me last night. The look of pure, beautiful desire on your face as you climaxed was one that will linger in my memory throughout the month.

    I hope it lingers in your memory too, because you won’t have the pleasure of feeling my pussy around your cock again until the end of the month (at least). Locktober is going to be pussy free for you, sweetheart.

    You’ll be teased. I’ll stroke your cock. I might take you in my mouth (if you’re a very good boy). You might even get to cum (we’ll see). It’s going to be fun though, I promise.

    I have expectations that I’d like to make clear right away. If you can’t adhere to what I desire you will find our experience with chastity comes to a quick end.

    Here is what I expect of you:

    1. Locktober begins the moment you place your cock in the Holy Trainer and lock it. I expect you to leave the key on my nightstand. You are not permitted to masturbate one last time before you lock yourself up.

    2. You will be well-behaved throughout the month. You will not beg for release. You will not beg for an orgasm. You will not, under any circumstances, be rude or petulant because I have decided that you do not deserve a release or an orgasm.

    3. You will put my needs above yours. You will think about what I want before anything else. You will resolve to let me be the one that controls your pleasure. You will be happy with whatever sexual satisfaction I choose to give you.

    4. You will be grateful for your ongoing chastity. You will show your gratitude in any way you can think of.

    Those are pretty easy, right? If you can manage to follow them, I promise that you’re going to have a wonderful month full of everything I know you love about being locked up in that cute little chastity device of yours.

    I’m already looking forward to your tongue this evening.

    I actually locked my cock halfway through the letter. I could feel the desire building and I didn’t want to get hard. I finished reading after I’d locked the Holy Trainer and I happily put the key on Lucy’s nightstand before getting dressed to run a few errands.

    “I want a picture of your locked cock,” Lucy texted me soon after I arrived at Target, my first destination.

    I smiled and slipped into the bathroom to take a picture. It was the first day of a month of chastity play and already I was thrilled. It was the first time I’d ever sent a picture of my dick to anyone. The fact that it was a small version of my cock locked in a cage only made it hotter.

    “He looks so cute,” Lucy texted back. “See you when I get home.”

    Her Sunday schedule meant that Lucy got to leave work earlier than usual, so she was already home when I came through the door late in the afternoon.

    She greeted me in a pair of dark blue lace boyshort panties and a cropped grey sweater that left a little of her taut stomach exposed. The kiss we shared was eager and her tongue danced in my mouth far more than usual. The way she pressed her body against mine was impossibly arousing, too. It was a cornucopia of beautiful, erotic sensations.

    “Welcome home,” Lucy said as she stepped back.

    “Wow,” was all I said as I felt that beautiful ache between my legs.

    “We’re going to have so much fun,” she added. “So much fun.”

    I watched as Lucy pulled down her panties and exposed her pussy. I could see a hint of wetness.

    “Right now I need you to make me cum.”

    I dropped to my knees and Lucy guided me between her legs. I dropped lower to get a good angle and ate her pussy.

    “I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about your eager tongue. I’ve been thinking about how your locked up cock is mine to control all month long. I can’t tell you how much it turns me on. I’ve been wet for hours.”

    I was deep between her legs with no ability to respond, so I worshiped my wife’s pussy instead. She held my head with both hands and moved her clit over my lips and tongue. In just a few minutes she brought herself to an orgasm.

    After cumming, Lucy released my head and leaned down to kiss me. I loved the idea that she was tasting her pussy on my lips. Even better, she didn’t bother putting her panties on afterwards. She simply walked into the kitchen to get dinner started.

    Lucy didn’t wear any bottoms for the rest of the night. We cooked dinner together and she was bottomless and teasing the entire time. There were a few occasions where she would slip her fingers into her still-wet pussy and then lift them to my mouth. “Taste,” she would say. I always licked them clean.

    She ate without her panties on. At one point she pushed her chair out and spread her legs while she continued to eat. Her pussy looked so perfect. I’d cum the night before and yet I felt completely overwhelmed with desire.

    “You’d give up your dinner to eat my pussy, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    Lucy laughed in response, though she didn’t have me go down on her. I would have given up eating dinner, though.

    After dinner we watched a movie together. Lucy sat with her legs across mine and her pussy exposed. She would occasionally push her fingers inside and let me suck them clean. She had me rub her legs and feet and I did it all with pleasure.

    After the movie, Lucy offered me her hand and said, “Let’s go to bed.” The smile on her face made me think we wouldn’t be going to sleep.

    In the bedroom, Lucy pulled off her sweater and revealed her lack of a bra. She was fully nude in front of me and I felt the beautiful ache I knew I’d become accustomed to over the course of the month.

    Part of my desire in that moment was the result of what the chastity represented. It was knowing that my cock couldn’t get hard. It was knowing that Lucy was in control of when I was released. It was knowing that she was fully on board with teasing me over the course of a month.

    Lucy stepped closer and took my clothes off as I stood there. She took her time and made sure to rub her body against mine at every opportunity. If I hadn’t been in chastity, I would have been rock hard and dripping precum. Instead, I was soft in my prison.

    Lucy led me to the bed and had me get on my back. She straddled me and immediately sat her pussy down on my locked cock.

    “Can you feel it?” she asked.

    I nodded. “You’re so wet.”

    Lucy smiled and leaned forward. She kissed me softly and whispered, “I might like chastity play even more than you do.”

    I ran my hands over her back and down to her ass. I squeezed her soft cheeks and Lucy moaned before kissing my neck.

    “Are you going to miss my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” I said.

    In that moment all I could think about was fucking her. We’d had sex the night before and I still felt desperate. I wondered if I’d be able to survive a month without any sort of sexual release. I hoped Lucy planned to let me cum at some point.

    She rubbed her wet pussy over my locked cock. I felt the wetness. I felt the warmth. I felt complete and utter desperation. I wanted so badly to be inside her.

    She was moving fast enough and moaning loud enough that it seemed like she was going to cum.

    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. Her lips and tongue pleasured the flesh of my neck. The heat between her legs built.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Lucy said softly.

    Moments later I felt her body trembling above mine. A series of soft, sensual moans escaped as she had her second orgasm of the day.

    She collapsed on top of me. I felt wetness dripping from her pussy and down around my balls. Lucy pressed her lips against mine and held them there. She kissed me softly.

    “My pussy might not miss your cock,” she said. “My pussy might like locking you up more than it likes fucking you.”

    It sounded ominous, but in my state I found it exceptionally arousing.

    
      

    

    On that first night Lucy instituted a new rule. She said that we’d both be sleeping nude for the duration of Locktober.

    She wanted to be able to take my locked cock in her hands at any time while we were in bed and she figured it would be even easier to tease me if she was naked.

    The next morning she put that to use. A few hours before our alarm clock went off I woke up with her hand on my locked cock. She spooned me and pressed her naked body against mine. I felt her hard nipples against my flesh and the incredible warmth of her skin.

    “This is mine,” Lucy said as I stirred. “These are mine,” she said as she grasped my balls.

    I groaned. Pleasure mixed with pain between my legs. I wanted to roll over, climb on top of my wife and fuck her. I couldn’t, I wouldn’t be able to for another 30 days at the earliest.

    “Turn around,” she said.

    I spun around and faced my wife. She maneuvered her body so her crotch was pressed against mine. If I was hard I could have slipped inside her.

    Lucy kissed me softly. “I had a dream,” she whispered.

    “What kind of dream?”

    “I dreamed about you being the perfect chastised husband, like some of the men I’ve read about online. I dreamed about you being so happy in your little device, about you doing everything in your power to make me the happiest woman in the world. I dreamed about you being a perfect husband for me.”

    There was real emotion in her voice, like she’d come out of her dream feeling like she wanted to make it into a reality. In the moment I thought it was beautiful.

    “You know I’d do anything for you,” I said.

    Lucy kissed me again. Her fingers found their way between my legs and she grasped my cock. I felt the warmth of her skin against mine.

    “I think this little device is going to ensure that you’ll do anything I want you to do,” she said as a confident, naughty smile spread across her face.

    Looking back, I feel like that was the moment that Lucy fully realized just how much power the chastity device gave her. It seemed to pair quite nicely with her newly-discovered sense of dominance and it would come to inform the rest of the month (and the rest of our marriage, as luck would have it).

    “I love you,” I said in response to what I saw in her eyes and what I felt between my legs.

    “Love me with your tongue,” she said.

    She released my cock and applied gentle pressure on the top of my head. I pulled the covers back and moved between her legs. For the third time in less than 24 hours, I made my wife cum.

    After she came I looked up at my beautiful wife and said, “Thank you.”

    I wasn’t trying to be weird or cheeky. I was saying it because I felt thankful for the chance to eat her pussy and make her cum. I felt thankful that she was embracing my lust for chastity in such a significant way. I felt thankful that she’d basically committed to spending the entire month of October playing with me.

    Lucy reached down and caressed my face. She had this sweet, soft look in her eyes. “You’re welcome,” she said.

    It made me feel like she knew why I was thanking her. It made me love her so deeply.

    There was actually quite a bit of play that Locktober. Next time I’ll tell you about some of the highlights.
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    Let’s begin with our trip to the pumpkin patch. It was Sunday, October 8th. Lucy wanted to pick up a pair of pumpkins that we could carve together so we put on warm clothes (it was unseasonably cold that year) and headed out.

    I’d been locked up for eight days at that point and it had reached a challenging place. I was basically aroused all the time. My cock frequently leaked precum when I got really turned on and Lucy was all about teasing me. She seemed to find intense pleasure in it.

    She put on a pair of incredible, brand new yoga pants and a tight sweater for the pumpkin patch and I couldn’t help but get a little turned on as we walked out of the house and all I’d done was look at her. I’m telling you, if you find your sex life flagging a little bit, just put your dick in chastity and you’ll find a renewed sense of lust for your lady growing in your loins.

    After we parked and locked up the car Lucy pulled me close for an embrace before we started walking the rows of pumpkins. It felt heavenly to press my nose into her hair and take a deep breath, and the way she moved her hands over my back was intoxicating. It was just her touching me, but after eight days without being let out of my chastity device it was enough to drive me crazy.

    Then she kissed me. I’m telling you, it was a perfect kiss. It was soft and sensual and then it slowly developed into something far lustier. Her tongue was eager and active. It moved delicately in my mouth, but it wasn’t pornographic.

    The whole thing was made so much better by being denied release from my cage. A kiss with your wife is hotter after you haven’t cum in more than a week. It’s even hotter if you’re like me and you’re thoroughly aroused by the idea of chastity and surrendering control of your orgasms.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Lucy asked as she looked up at me.

    “More than you know,” I answered.

    My cock would have been throbbing with desire for my wife if I wasn’t locked up. Instead, I was trapped in the Holy Trainer with no ability to get hard.

    “I love you,” Lucy said.

    It was the smile that followed that delighted me. It was the smile of a woman that enjoyed being in control. She was getting off on it in the most delightful way imaginable. It turned her on to have me locked up and to be the one to decide when I deserved a release and an orgasm. It turned me on to give her that control.

    We spent a lot longer at the pumpkin patch than we needed to, mostly because Lucy wanted to tease me. I can’t tell you how many times she bent over at the waist and showed off her ass in the skintight, insanely sexy yoga pants. She’d worn them to tease and she was going to take full advantage of their ability to arouse me.

    I always stared, of course. I knew what she was doing and I wanted to play along. I stared at her beautiful, tight ass and I felt all my lust concentrate between my legs. I felt like the clichéd guy that’s thinking with the head between his legs because I was that guy.

    “You keep staring at my ass,” Lucy said at one point. “Do you like the way it looks in these new pants?”

    “Very much so,” I replied with a smile on my face.

    She turned around, pressed her body against mine, and grabbed my arms to put them around her waist. She gently, almost imperceptibly ground her ass into mine. I looked around to see if anyone was staring but we hadn’t managed to attract any attention.

    I wrapped my arms tight around her and leaned down to kiss her neck. Her skin was soft against my lips and when she moaned it was like a shot of arousal coursing through my body.

    “Do I turn you on?” she asked in a voice that was absolutely dripping with lust.

    “Fuck yes,” I whispered.

    Lucy turned her head and we kissed. It was not the kind of kiss you’re supposed to share in a public place, but I didn’t care. Her tongue was in my mouth and mine was in hers. Her ass was pressed tight against my crotch. I might have cum in my pants if I wasn’t locked up.

    “We should pick our pumpkins and go. I need you to eat my pussy,” she said.

    If you’ve been locked up, you understand that something like that is exceptionally arousing. I would have run home and skipped buying the pumpkins. I wanted to be able to eat my wife’s pussy. I wanted to pleasure her.

    We didn’t make it home. We didn’t even make it into the car. 

    We were far enough back in the parking lot and there was no one around, so after I put the pumpkins in the trunk Lucy pulled me to the passenger side and pushed me to my knees. 

    She pushed her yoga pants down to her knees, grabbed my head and said, “Eat my pussy. Quickly. Make me cum.”

    I was so caught up in my lust that I didn’t hesitate. I pressed my face between her legs and ate her pussy. I listened as she fought not to moan loudly and draw attention. Less than a minute later I’d made my wife cum in public. My cock was throbbing and dripping precum and she was already in her post-orgasmic state. I wouldn’t be cumming, of course, which meant it was time to go home.

    The great thing was, the whole month was filled with fun play like that.

    
      

    

    The Wednesday after our adventure at the pumpkin patch I’d gotten a text from Lucy. It was simple: “I’ll be home soon. I want you naked and on your back in our bed.”

    That’s not the kind of thing you say no to, so of course that’s where I was when she came home. My dick was still locked up in the Holy Trainer and my sense of lusty anticipation meant my loins were alive with desire.

    I heard Lucy humming as she came down the hallway, and by the time she appeared in the bedroom doorway she’d stripped out of her work clothes and was standing there in a black lace lingerie set, complete with a garter belt and stockings.

    “You wore that to work?” was the first thing I asked. It seemed like a seductive outfit that a woman would wear on a date.

    “I did,” Lucy answered. “I wanted to feel sexy.” She sauntered into the room and her eyes remained fixed on mine as I looked up and down her body. The sway in her hips was seductive.

    “Did it work?” I asked.

    “It did,” she said. “I felt more confident, too. It was a great day at work, in fact. I might wear something like this every day.”

    Lucy straddled me and sat her panty-clad pussy on my locked cock. She moved back and forth over it and I could feel the warmth emanating from her loins.

    She leaned forward and kissed me before whispering, “I think locking up your little guy has made me more confident, too, if I’m being honest. I think the sense of complete control it gives me has been really good for me.”

    She kissed me again as I felt a sense of joy. I never anticipated that locking my cock might have a genuinely positive effect on Lucy’s life. I thought it would just be kinky. I couldn’t help but hope it meant that she’d be willing to continue with our chastity play long past Locktober.

    “You can keep me locked for as long as you like,” I said.

    Lucy smiled. “I know. You’re mine. I’ve known that from the first time you put on the cage. You can’t resist it.” She kissed my neck and whispered, “You can’t resist me. I own you now.”

    That might have been the most arousing moment of the whole experience for me, at least to that point. It was a pure distillation of everything I wanted chastity to be. I wanted her to take ownership. I wanted her to be filled with confidence.

    Lucy moved up my body until I was looking up at her panties. “Do you want to make me cum?” she asked. “Do you want to worship the woman that controls your cock?”

    The look on her face said so much. In that moment, Lucy was utterly enthralled with the control she had over me. She was a woman coming into her dominance and discovering just how much fun it would be.

    “I would spend the whole night worshiping you if I could,” I answered.

    She pulled aside her panties, sat on my mouth, and said, “Eat me.”

    I devoured her pussy. I absolutely devoured it. I reveled in the taste, the warmth, and the wetness that surrounded my lips. I reveled in the beautiful moans that escaped her lips.

    I practically whimpered when she lifted her pussy from my lips. I was completely lost in a deep, wild sense of desire for her. I just wanted to worship my wife.

    “You love my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” I said. “I love when you let me taste it. I love when you let me make you cum.”

    Lucy sat on my mouth again. She rode my face as I licked her pussy. She was in control and she was clearly having fun with it.

    It didn’t take long for her to cum after that. Her moans were loud and I could feel her thighs trembling like crazy on either side of my head. It seemed like a great orgasm and I felt proud that I played a part in it.

    
      

    

    That Sunday (October 17th) began with Lucy curling up next to me in bed. We’d slept naked, as had been her rule since the start of Locktober.

    “How does he feel?” she asked as her fingers wrapped around my locked cock.

    “He’s good,” I said. “I’ve gotten used to sleeping in the cage and I’ve even gotten used to the ache that sometimes comes when I get aroused, like when my wife presses her naked body against mine and takes my cock in her hand.”

    Lucy laughed and said, “What about when she plays with your balls while she’s kissing your neck?”

    She kissed my neck and let a quiet moan loose. It felt powerfully seductive and of course I felt the arousal coursing through me.

    “That makes my cock ache,” I said. “It’s so good.”

    “What about when your wife straddles you and rubs her naked, wet pussy over your locked cock?” Lucy asked before doing that very thing.

    I looked up at her perky breasts and her beautiful face. I saw that same sense of power and lust in her eyes. She really was wet, too.

    “I think I like that the most. It’s almost like I’m inside my wife when she does that.”

    Lucy leaned forward. “You’re not quite inside me though, are you? Your cock has been banned from my pussy for two and a half weeks now. Do you miss it?”

    “More than you know,” I answered.

    She scooted back and took my locked cock in her hand once more. She smiled. “It looks so little and cute in chastity. I like it this way.”

    “I do too,” I said. “Though I wouldn’t mind being let out. It would be nice to get hard again.”

    “It will be at least 14 more days until that happens,” Lucy said. “Until then, you’re going to have a cute little locked up cock.”

    “At least 14 days?”

    She smiled and leaned forward to kiss my neck once more. She sank her wet pussy onto my locked cock and moaned.

    “I’m in control, remember? Just because Locktober ends doesn’t mean you automatically get to come out.”

    The idea thrilled me. It scared me a little, too, but I found the notion of our chastity adventure going on beyond Locktober to be incredibly arousing.

    “I want you to stay naked today,” Lucy said as she hopped off of me and headed towards the bathroom. “I want to tease that little locked dick of yours all day long.”

    Much to my delight, Lucy followed through on that promise.

    I left the bedroom to make breakfast and she showed up wearing a black satin robe with insanely sexy lace trim. She wrapped her arms around me from behind and the satin felt impossibly soft and sexy against my skin. The way she played with my cock and teased my balls made me groan, of course. The ache came back. It was beautiful.

    She changed into a pair of boyshort panties and a bra after breakfast and we did our weekend chores with me naked and her in lingerie. Not surprisingly, she took every chance imaginable to brush up against me, hug me, kiss me, and play with my chastised cock.

    I ended up dripping so much that she dug out a long-expired condom from a box in the back of the closet and put it on the chastity device to catch all the precum. She couldn’t have me making a mess on the carpets, after all.

    I went down on her twice before the day was over. Each time she had a quick orgasm, proving that she enjoyed teasing me as much as I enjoyed it, if not more. It was yet another sign that our chastity play had beautiful mutual benefits.

    
      

    

    That Friday (the 20th), Lucy played with me in a way that I will always believe was the first inkling she had towards fucking another guy.

    We’d just gotten back from a movie where we’d spent most of the time making out in the back row of seats. We hadn’t done that in years. I had a precum stain in the front of my pants from all the dripping I did. It was incredible.

    We went right to the bedroom. “Get naked,” Lucy said as she stripped right along with me.

    I jumped in the bed and she jumped on top of me. We made out and fondled each other like we were going to fuck, but of course that wasn’t possible. It was all part of the teasing. I knew I wasn’t coming out of the cage. Or so I thought.

    “Fuck, I’m so horny,” Lucy said.

    “Can I go down on you?” I asked.

    She kissed me. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. It was really aggressive in a way I absolutely loved.

    “No,” she said. “I need to get fucked.”

    My eyes lit up. I thought it was my moment. I was more than happy to be let out of my Holy Trainer. It had been three weeks. I’d spent the whole day in a state of arousal. I knew she’d lock me up after we fucked. I knew Locktober wouldn’t come to an end just because I got to have sex with my wife.

    Lucy laughed at my excitement. “Oh no, honey. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean I’m going to let you out. No, I’m keeping that promise. You’re not fucking me during October. You’re not getting hard during October. No, I bought something to help me out with this particular need.”

    “You bought something?” I said.

    “Yeah.” She rolled off of me and pulled open her nightstand. “I started to feel a deep need a week ago. I just needed something inside me, you know? I needed to get fucked and I knew I wasn’t willing to let you out. So I bought this.”

    She rolled over and showed me an impressively long and thick dildo. It was smooth and shaped like a cock, including a plump, mushroom-shaped head.

    “Wow, that’s big,” I said. Like any man would have, I immediately noticed it was bigger than me.

    “Yeah, well, I figured I might as well go for broke, you know?”

    I really didn’t want to come off as insecure, but I couldn’t help it. “So you went with something a lot bigger than me, huh?”

    “Aww, are you jealous of a sex toy?” Lucy teased.

    I absolutely was. Of course I was. I was looking at the toy that was going to fuck my wife and it was bigger than me. How could I not be jealous and a little insecure?

    “Is that stupid?” I asked.

    She kissed me and grasped my locked cock. She moaned and her lips and tongue found my neck. Suddenly I was engulfed in arousal once more.

    Lucy’s voice was soft and seductive as she said, “No, it’s not stupid. The toy isn’t going to replace you, I promise. I just wanted to try something nice and big while your dick is in this small, locked up state.”

    I knew it wasn’t up for discussion. Lucy was going to fuck the toy whether I wanted her to or not, so I decided not to put up a fight.

    Lucy straddled me and rubbed her wet pussy over my locked cock. “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “My pussy needs this,” she said. “I need this and you can’t give it to me right now because you’re locked up in that little cage.” She held up the toy. “So I’m going to fuck this big toy while you watch.”

    She moved to her back and spread her legs. Her pussy was tantalizingly close to my imprisoned cock as I stared down my body and between her legs.

    Lucy rubbed the head of the dildo around her pussy lips as I watched. I felt a surprising surge of arousal and my heart was pounding. There was something about it I found impossibly exciting.

    “You like this, don’t you?” she asked.

    I looked up at her and nodded. I wasn’t entirely sure why, but I really did like it.

    Lucy pushed the head of the toy into her pussy and moaned. She closed her eyes and the pleasure washed over her face. I felt jealous and exceptionally aroused. Fuck, it was so hot. I looked back at her pussy and saw her lips opening up to take the thickness of the toy.

    “Oh my God,” she said.

    My heart pounded. My wife was fucking her pussy with a big toy and it seemed as though she was loving every bit of it.

    Lucy moaned as she pushed it in deeper. “It feels so fucking good.”

    I could hardly sit still. A kind of excitement I didn’t understand coursed through me. My eyes darted from her pussy to her beautiful face. I watched as most of the toy disappeared inside her and saw Lucy’s mouth open as a low moan escaped.

    “This is so hot,” I said.

    Her eyes opened and her gaze met mine. Lucy smiled. “Yeah? You like this? You like watching me fuck my pussy?”

    I nodded as Lucy pulled the toy out and pushed it back inside. Her other hand moved between her legs and she gently rubbed her clit.

    “It’s incredible,” she said. “It feels so fucking good. It’s just what I needed. It’s just what my wet, deprived pussy needed with your cock in that little chastity device.”

    Despite my deep enjoyment of chastity, I desperately wanted to be free in that moment. I wanted to masturbate. I did. I wanted to stroke my cock and cum while my wife fucked her pussy with a big toy.

    Lucy stopped talking as her orgasm approached. I could see it on her face. I could hear the moans. I knew she’d be cumming soon. She moaned louder. She lifted her head off the bed and closed her eyes tight.

    “Fuck!” was all she said before the dual pleasures of the toy filling her pussy and her finger moving over her clit were enough to produce a massive orgasm.

    She pulled the dildo out and held it up. It was slick with her juices. She put it on the bed and smiled at me.

    “We’re definitely doing that again,” she said. “Maybe next time you can be the one to fuck me with the toy. Would you like that?”

    “I’d love that,” I said.

    I’ll tell you all about that next time. Plus, I’ll tell you about the fun we had at a Halloween party that year. It was incredible.
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    We made it all the way to Sunday (just two days after our first adventure with Lucy’s new dildo) before she had me use it on her.

    “I need to get fucked,” is what Lucy said to introduce the idea.

    I was on the couch watching a football game. She was naked and holding the dildo in her hand. When I heard her I had the tiniest bit of hope that she’d unlock me. You understand, I’m sure. When a guy hears his wife say “I need to get fucked” he’d inclined to think it’s going to be him she wants inside her.

    Of course, all of that went away when I turned my head and saw the dildo in her hand.

    “Would you like to do the honors?” she asked.

    I couldn’t get off the couch fast enough. Of course I wanted to do the honors. Of course I wanted to fuck my wife’s pussy with that beautiful dildo.

    She scampered to the bedroom, giggling as she went. I followed behind her, pulling off my clothes as I did. I knew I wasn’t going to get to fuck her, but being naked next to her was a wonderful consolation prize.

    Lucy jumped in our bed and placed the dildo on the nightstand. I followed her and she almost immediately straddled me. I felt her wetness between my legs.

    We kissed as she ground her pussy on my cock in its tight Holy Trainer. The way she moved her tongue was so fucking sexy. I let my hands roam over her body. I played with her breasts. I squeezed her beautiful ass. I made her moan.

    “You’d do anything for me right now, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    Lucy smiled. It was a truly joyful smile, no doubt informed by her control over my cock and the many, many orgasms she’d experienced during the first 22 days of Locktober.

    While still straddling me she reached over, grabbed the dildo off the nightstand, and laid it on my chest.

    “I have a confession to make,” she said.

    “What is it?” I asked.

    Lucy gently moved back and forth over my locked cock. It ached painfully. My balls were tight against my body. I actually felt like I could cum.

    “It felt so, so good to have this toy inside me.” She leaned closer and kissed me softly. “I didn’t realize how good it would feel to have something so big in my pussy.”

    She kissed my neck as her confession rattled around my brain.

    “Really?” I asked.

    “Yes. It just feels so good. It’s the thickness, really. There’s just something about being full like that. It’s incredible. It made me cum so hard. That’s why I need it again. I need this big cock inside me,” Lucy said as she picked up the toy and held it between her breasts like she was hugging it.

    “Will you fuck me?” she asked. “Will you fill my pussy with this big toy?”

    “Nothing would make me happier,” I said. “Your pleasure is all that matters. I just want you to feel good. Making you cum fills me with a kind of joy I can’t even describe, and it feels better the longer I’m locked up, honestly.”

    Lucy smiled. “You shouldn’t say things like that. I might keep you in chastity a lot longer than a month if it means I get to enjoy something like this big toy whenever I want.”

    I took the toy from Lucy. She moved to her back and spread her legs. I kissed my way down her body, stopping to suck and lick her nipples as she moaned. I kissed my way around her pussy and then licked her labia to get her nice and wet so the toy would slide in easily.

    “Please, fuck me,” Lucy said.

    I rubbed the toy over her pussy lips. I pushed the head inside and then pulled it out.

    “Please, give it to me,” she said.

    It felt like a wonderful little twist on the game we’d been playing all month. Now I was the one teasing her. I was the one that had seized just a bit of control. She could have ended the game at any time, of course, and simply fucked herself, but I think she wanted to play it this way.

    I think she wanted me to find joy in fucking her with something far bigger than my cock. In truth, it was on my mind. Of course it was. I felt a constant ache between my legs as I teased my wife’s pussy with a big dildo while I was locked in a cage. I knew I was about to penetrate her with something that she found deeply satisfying and it wasn’t my cock. She hadn’t come right out and said it, but Lucy had implied that she enjoyed the toy more than my cock.

    I thought about all of that as I pushed the dildo inside her. Lucy arched her back a little and closed her eyes. A deep, beautiful moan filled the bedroom as I penetrated my wife while my cock was locked in a chastity device.

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

    She was desperate. I’d never seen her like that. It seemed like Locktober had turned her into a wanton woman, that we’d unlocked a deeper version of her sexuality and set it free. It was thrilling.

    Seeing it in close up was remarkable. It was an entirely unique, beautiful experience to watch Lucy’s pussy lips open around the toy. That’s when I really appreciated just how big it was, and how it really was quite a bit larger than me.

    When she reached down to play with her clit, I knew her orgasm was coming soon.

    “It feels so good,” she said breathlessly. “It feels so fucking good!”

    She came just a few moments later. Her body tensed up and then there was an explosion of pleasure as she arched her back and let loose this beautiful groan while throwing her hands over her head as I continued to push the toy in and out of her.

    “Come here,” Lucy said after I pulled the toy from her pussy.

    I crawled into her arms. She kissed me.

    “That was wonderful,” she said.

    “It was so hot watching the toy slide in and out of you from so close. I’ve never seen anything like it,” I replied.

    “I’m not sure I’ve ever cum like that,” Lucy added as a big smile crossed her face. “We’re definitely going to have to do that again, and again, and again.”

    I don’t think she was doing it purposefully, but Lucy had made it feel like the toy had made her cum harder than my dick ever had. I knew it was the toy, it was the chastity play, it was the constant teasing, etc. It was still a little embarrassing, though I have to admit there was something arousing about it too. After all, my cock was particularly useless for fucking my wife when it was in chastity, which is part of what I loved about it.

    I couldn’t wait to fuck her with the toy again.

    
      

    

    Most years, Lucy would choose a Halloween costume that tended to inspire a laugh (in a good way) or require a bit of explanation before people got the joke. She always looked good, but she never went for the typically sexy costume.

    That changed during our first Locktober. I really think it was because taking control of my cock and putting me in chastity had given her a newfound sense of confidence. I don’t know if that’s true and I don’t really care. The end result is that Lucy went to a Halloween party dressed as Catwoman.

    She bought a skintight black leatherette catsuit, a pair of ankle high boots, cat ears, a sexy black mask, and a little tail. She made it her own. She looked fucking incredible. I’m telling you. The catsuit was the real selling point, obviously. It clung to her body like a second skin and she wore it with the kind of confidence that’s required for that sort of costume.

    I wore a Robin costume. Not Batman. Robin.

    “I’m so sorry, honey. They didn’t have any Batman costumes left,” she said when I made a disappointed face.

    I’m not sure she was telling the truth. They probably had Batman costumes left. I’m pretty sure she wanted me to dress as Robin. I mean, Batman doesn’t let his cock get locked in a chastity cage, right?

    It will surprise no one to learn that everyone looked at Lucy when she walked into the party. Part of it was the costume and part of it was that she walked in the room like she owned the place. It was unbelievable. No one looked at me.

    The party was at a friend’s house and it was absolutely teeming with people. Some I recognized. Some were dressed up in such excellent costumes that they had to identify themselves before I knew who I was talking to.

    Lucy got a lot of attention. A lot. There was a Batman at the party, of course, and he came over to talk to her. Of course he did. He openly flirted, too. I mean, he wasn’t even shy about it.

    I’m pretty sure I saw Lucy doing a little flirting back, but she didn’t spend much time with Batman. She mingled. She moved around the party. I have no doubt that she loved feeling like the center of attention, and she should have. She deserved it. She was beautiful beyond words. She was absolutely the hottest woman there.

    There’s a reason I’m bringing up the party, though. It’s not just because Lucy seemed to transform into a newly-confident woman once she put on the catsuit. It’s not just that a lot of guys seemed to be flirting with her, either.

    I bring it up because of the one guy Lucy really flirted with. The rest of them bounced off of her. This one seemed to catch her interest and she spent more than a little time engaged in conversation with him.

    I’d lost track of her at one point. It was a great party and I was having fun chatting with friends and meeting a few new people. It was getting late though, so I looked around to see if I could spot Lucy. I ended up going on a bit of a search because she wasn’t anywhere on the main floor of the house.

    It wasn’t until I looked in the backyard that I found her. Lucy was sitting on a bench with a guy dressed as Superman, which seemed fitting. It had to be a DC hero, I suppose.

    I stopped and stared. I would have gone into the backyard, but it seemed clear from the window that it was more than a casual conversation.

    They were sitting closer than they needed to. Lucy leaned even closer several times and she couldn’t seem to stop reaching out to touch Superman’s bulging bicep, which I later found out was real and not a part of the costume (which explains why she kept touching it, of course).

    I remember the uncomfortable array of feelings that rushed through my as I watched. There was definitely some jealousy in there. My wife was heavily flirting with another man. Of course I was jealous.

    There was anxiety, too. That was because it seemed like more than harmless flirting. It seemed like Lucy was expressing genuine interest in him. I tried to tell myself it was nothing more than Lucy having the kind of fun that getting dressed up on Halloween allows for, but I didn’t entirely believe it.

    Then there was the arousal. At the time I found it surprising. Why would I be aroused at the sight of my wife flirting with someone else? Why would that make me feel like I wanted to break out of my cage and masturbate? Was it the sense of danger? Was it actually a sense of arousal for her, like my reptilian brain was telling me to fuck my wife to remind her that I was the man she fell in love with?

    All of that was running through my mind as I watched Lucy laugh at something Superman said. She leaned closer and touched his arm again. She ran her fingers down it and they came to rest on his hand for just a second.

    They looked at each other. Neither of them said anything for a moment. Superman leaned closer. His lips parted just a bit. Lucy’s did the same.

    In the moment, it felt like time had slowed. It felt like an hour passed as I watched Superman’s lips slowly approach Lucy’s. It was a split second, of course. They didn’t kiss. Lucy backed off. She said something to him and stood up. He seemed to apologize.

    Lucy came into the house and saw me standing at the window. She knew I’d been watching. I smiled at her.

    Neither of us said anything. I was trying to figure out what she was feeling. Her face wasn’t giving much away. Was she embarrassed that I had seen her? Could she tell that I was aroused? Did she wish she had kissed him? Did she wish she’d never gone out there with him?

    “Did you see that?” she asked.

    I nodded and stepped closer to her. Lucy took a step towards me.

    “Are you mad?” she asked.

    I shook my head. I hadn’t felt anger at any point in the process. I hadn’t even approached anger.

    “I’m sorry,” she said.

    I took the drink from her hand and put it on the counter. I pulled her closer. The thin, soft material of the catsuit felt good against my skin. I kissed her. It wasn’t a soft, “I forgive you” kind of kiss, either. It was a “I watched you flirt with another man and I’m hugely aroused” kind of kiss.

    “Do you want to go home?” Lucy asked after the kiss.

    “Can I use the toy on you?” I asked.

    Lucy smiled. I’d confessed my feelings without having to come out and say it. She knew I was aroused. She probably knew there were other thoughts coursing through my brain too, but she knew I was aroused.

    This time she kissed me. It was the same kind of eager, aggressive kiss.

    “I would expect nothing less,” she said softly as our lips remained just a few inches apart. “How else are you supposed to satisfy me, after all? My Robin’s cock is locked up tight.”

    I smiled at the reference to my costume. I felt delighted at the reference to my chastity.

    We left. Neither of us mentioned the Superman incident, but there’s no question it fueled what happened that night. 

    I fucked her with the toy again. I thought about her flirting. I thought about her almost kissing him. I thought about far, far naughtier things. Something in me had unlocked at the Halloween party.

    I’m sure you know what it was. It was my inner cuckold. He’d come out to play. The chastity had likely woken him up. The toy had gotten him excited. The flirting with Superman had brought him to the surface.

    Lucy cuckolded me eventually. She still does, of course. Next time, I’ll tell you how we took the first steps towards our current reality. 
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    The morning after the Halloween party I woke up before Lucy and crawled between her legs. I had to. My dreams had been filled with thoughts of my wife kissing another man and it had left me in a state of intense arousal, which my chastity heightened significantly.

    “Mmmm,” Lucy said as my tongue roused her from her slumber. “What a lovely way to wake up.”

    I licked my wife’s pussy fervently. I couldn’t help it. I felt truly overcome with desire. Despite the fact that I’d been locked and teased for the entire month, it was thinking about Lucy flirting with the guy in the Superman costume that left me feeling truly agonized over being in a cage. I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life.

    Lucy came quickly. Part of me hoped it was because she was turned on just like I was. She had a smile on her face when I crawled out from under the covers.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” I replied. “I couldn’t help myself.”

    Lucy smiled. I wondered if she was thinking about Superman and the way her flirtation with him had aroused me. I wondered if she was thinking about the way I’d fucked her with a dildo the night before and the obvious pleasure I’d taken in seeing a long, thick rubber cock slide in and out of her pussy.

    At that point I couldn’t quite come out and say it, though. I couldn’t just tell Lucy that I’d found it enormously arousing to watch her flirt. I couldn’t confess that I would probably have enjoyed it if she’d kissed him. It felt like too much. It felt like the kind of thing that could completely change our marriage (which it ended up doing, of course) and I couldn’t commit to it in the moment.

    “I’m glad you couldn’t help yourself,” Lucy said as she reached up and ran her fingers through my hair. She pulled my lips to hers and we shared a soft kiss that sent waves of desire through my body.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you in that incredible costume,” I said, referring to her breathtaking catsuit from the night before. I had been thinking about her in the costume, of course, but my mind had been dominated by what she did in the costume. I wanted to bring up the Halloween party without mentioning the specifics of her and Superman. That seemed like the best way to do it.

    “It was sexy, wasn’t it?” Lucy said.

    I wondered if she was talking about the costume or the flirty fun she had with another man. I hoped it was the latter.

    “You’ve never been sexier,” I said.

    Lucy smiled and kissed me again. There was a greater sense of desire behind it. She moaned a little and slipped her tongue into my mouth.

    “Yeah? You really think so?” Lucy asked.

    I was certain we were talking about her flirting with Superman. Neither of us wanted to say it directly, but it felt like we were both thinking the same thing.

    “Absolutely,” I said. “Watching you at the party…it was the most arousing experience of my life. You were so confident and sexy. No one could take their eyes off of you.”

    It felt thrilling to talk about her openly flirting with someone else while not actually mentioning it. For some reason it seemed a little bit naughtier. I loved it.

    “Take these off,” Lucy said as she tugged at my boxer shorts.

    I pulled them off, revealing my locked cock. I was dripping precum.

    “Did you really like watching me?” Lucy asked as she straddled me.

    She rubbed her slippery pussy over my locked cock as I looked into her eyes. I saw her lust. I saw how much she enjoyed having my dick locked in a cage.

    “I loved it,” I said. “I loved it in a way I can’t even explain.”

    Lucy sat up and reached between her legs to guide my chastised cock into her pussy. I felt her warmth and wetness envelope me. It was a feeling I’d gotten used to over the course of our first Locktober. It was a feeling I’d come to enjoy and even crave.

    “Did you enjoy the attention you got?” I asked.

    Lucy smiled. She kissed me and rubbed her pussy over my crotch. I felt an incredible ache between my legs. I was both desperate to be set free and eager to remain caged. It was an odd sensation.

    “Did it look like I enjoyed the attention?” Lucy asked.

    Her eyes were locked on mine. Her breathing was heavy. Every few seconds she let loose a moan. She was using the nub of my locked cock to masturbate.

    “Yes,” I said. “It looked like you loved the attention.”

    I desperately hoped we were talking about the same thing. I hoped Lucy was talking about how Superman flirted with her.

    Her eyes closed as she said, “I did.” She bit her lower lip and moaned. Her eyes opened and she looked at me. “Is that bad? Am I a bad wife for enjoying the attention?”

    I grabbed her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. Lucy leaned down and kissed me. I hoped that the passion behind my kiss was enough of an answer.

    “Will you sit on my face?” I asked. I wanted so badly to taste her again and to have the pleasure of making her cum once more.

    “Dirty boy,” Lucy said as she slid up my body, leaving a trail of her juices on my stomach and chest. “Of course I’ll sit on your face.”

    She dropped her pussy onto my mouth and I ate her out. I licked her with wild abandon as Lucy moaned. She grabbed my hair and ground her cunt over my mouth, leaving my cheeks and chin coated in her delicious juices.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” she yelled.

    Her grip on my hair was so tight it hurt, but I loved it. I loved that little twinge of pain. I loved the idea that she was cumming for the second time that morning and I had no chance of getting off. I loved serving her needs.

    After her orgasm, Lucy straddled my chest. The warmth and wetness of her pussy felt incredible against my skin.

    “I guess you really did like the attention,” I said.

    Lucy ran her fingers through her hair and smiled at me. I couldn’t tell what was going through her mind, though I would have given anything to know if she was thinking about another man in that moment. I couldn’t get the notion out of my head. My lust hadn’t dissipated. It couldn’t, not with my cock in a cage.

    “I did,” she said. “Though that might be a dangerous thing.”

    “Why?” I asked.

    “Well, now I want more of it,” she said.

    As you know, Lucy got more of that attention. So much more.

    
      

    

    I woke up on November 1st, 2017 hoping that Lucy would let me out of my Holy Trainer.

    “We’ll play after work,” Lucy told me.

    I knew she was right. She could have let me out and given me a quick orgasm and I probably would have been happy with that, but it would have been much more exciting to enjoy a long, sensual teasing process before she got me off.

    I didn’t get much done at work that day. How could I? I was focused on my first taste of freedom in a month. If you’ve ever been in chastity you understand how crazy you can get when you’re that close to being released after a long time without an orgasm.

    Lucy didn’t help me concentrate. Shortly after my lunch break she sent me a series of pictures. She was in a dressing room and she was trying on some of the hottest dresses I’d ever seen her in.

    “I want to look good for tonight,” she’d texted before the pictures started rolling in. “What do you think?”

    There were a dozen pictures and they were all stunning in their own way. Some of the dresses were exceptionally tight and low cut. Others were far more conservative but still managed to look breathtaking. There was even a sundress or two in the mix.

    “You’re killing me,” I texted back. “You look perfect in every picture. I couldn’t pick one if I tried. Buy them all.”

    Another 20 minutes passed before I received another text.

    “I figured I’d get something sexy to go under my dress. What do you think?”

    More pictures came in. It was one lingerie shot after another. There were stockings, garter belts, sexy bra, lace panties, camisoles, chemises, and even two corsets in the mix. 

    I couldn’t begin to concentrate on work. I imagined going home to find Lucy in one of those dresses with a beautiful lingerie set underneath. I imagined getting to enjoy a long, slow teasing session as she stripped for me before unlocking my cock and taking it inside her. I imagined the best orgasm of my life following soon after.

    “You’re incredible,” I texted back. “Truly. You’re perfect in every way.”

    Half an hour before my work day was due to end I got a picture from Lucy. It was a close up of her pussy. Her pubic hair had been neatly trimmed. Her lips were open just a little. Her wetness was obvious.

    “Hurry home,” she texted.

    I left work early. I couldn’t think straight and I certainly didn’t care about my boss getting angry at me. I needed to get home. I needed an orgasm.

    “Lucy!” I called out the moment I ran through the front door. My heart was pounding I felt that familiar ache between my legs. I was overcome with anticipatory lusty.

    “In here!” she replied.

    I ran to the bedroom. Lucy was standing at the side of the bed. She was wearing an intensely sexy black lace lingerie set. My eyes scanned her body. I admired the black lace top stockings, the panties, the garter belt, and the bra that held her beautiful breasts.

    I rushed towards her. I kissed my wife. She wrapped her arms around my neck and took my tongue into her mouth. She made no effort to slow me down. She let me take what I wanted, or what I could take with my cock locked up in a cage.

    “Someone’s happy to see me, aren’t they?” she asked as I finally relented and broke the kiss.

    “More than you can possibly know,” I said.

    Lucy grabbed my locked cock and smiled. Her fingers teased my balls as her lips approached mine.

    “Does he want to come out to play?” she asked.

    “Desperately,” I answered.

    Lucy kissed me as she squeezed my balls. She tapped her fingers along the Holy Trainer. I moaned into her mouth. I felt my craving for release grow.

    “You should take your clothes off,” she said.

    I stripped in record time and stared into my wife’s eyes. I was ready to do whatever she wanted.

    “Get in the bed,” she demanded.

    I threw my body into the bed and Lucy straddled me. She sat on my crotch. I felt the intense warmth emanating from her pussy even through her panties.

    She leaned forward and kissed me while reaching down to pull aside her panties. Once again my locked cock was bathed in her wetness. Lucy was turned on, which thrilled me.

    When she sat up again, there was a big smile on Lucy’s face. I thought for sure that was the moment she was going to pull the key from around her neck and unlock me. I was wrong.

    “Sarah gave my number to Superman,” she said.

    For a moment I was befuddled. It was like she was speaking a different language. Then it clicked. Sarah was the host of the Halloween party. Superman was the guy Lucy had flirted with.

    “He texted me today,” she continued.

    In that moment, the most incredible thing happened to me: The notion of being unlocked completely departed my mind. All I could think about was my wife texting with a man she’d obviously been attracted to.

    “What did he want?” I asked.

    Lucy smiled as she ground her pussy over my locked cock. I felt some of her wetness drip down onto my balls.

    “He asked me on a date,” she answered.

    I groaned. It was unexpected and involuntary. It just slipped out. It made Lucy smile.

    “What did you say?” I asked. My pulse was racing.

    Lucy leaned forward. The soft fabric of her bra pressed against my chest as she kissed my neck before whispering, “I said yes.”

    My hips pushed upwards as I groaned. My wife had made a date with another man. Neither of us had come out and said it, but she’d guessed correctly that I was deeply into the idea.

    “When?” I asked.

    Lucy sat up and leaned back. I looked down and saw the tip of my locked cock disappear into her pussy.

    “Tonight,” she said.

    I felt genuinely surprised. I figured tonight would be all about me. I was wrong, of course. I’d gotten so caught up in my lust for an orgasm that I’d forgotten what both Lucy and I had found arousing about chastity: She was the one in control.

    Lucy pulled the necklace holding my key from around her neck. She dangled it just above my locked cock.

    “I’m going to give you a choice,” she said.

    I looked into her eyes. I saw that naughty glint I’d become so familiar with.

    “I can go on a date with Superman,” she said before pausing to move her pussy over my Holy Trainer, “or I can let you out and ride your cock until you cum inside me.”

    I felt a weird sense of agony wrapped in arousal. I wanted both.

    “If you choose to fuck me I’ll cancel my date with Superman and tell him I’m sorry but I’m not available. If you choose to stay locked up I’ll go on my date and we’ll begin an entirely new adventure,” she said.

    Ultimately, there was only one choice for me. “Go on the date,” I said.

    Lucy smiled, leaned forward to give me a kiss, and climbed out of the bed. She put the key around her neck once more and walked into the closet. When she emerged a few moments later she was wearing a sexy little black dress.

    “Will you zip me up?” she asked.

    I crossed the bedroom and Lucy turned around. I slowly pulled up the zipper, knowing full well that I was participating in a significant change in my marriage.

    Lucy turned around and pulled me close. She stood on her toes and kissed my cheek. “I was hoping you’d make this choice,” she whispered. “I’ll see you when I get home.”

    She slipped her feet into a pair of high heels, grabbed her purse, and left. Instead of having an orgasm on the first day after Locktober, I told my wife to go on a date with another man while I stayed in chastity.

    There’s no question it was the right choice. Next time, I’ll tell you about how that first date went and how my cuckolding began in earnest.
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    Lucy didn’t say anything when she came home from her date with Superman (his actual name is Ben). Instead, she straddled me on the couch (where I was no doubt enjoying some mindless TV) and kissed me.

    It was a long, slow, deep tongue kiss. It was a kiss that was chock full of burning desire. It was a kiss that made my cock ache like you wouldn’t believe. When a woman kisses you like that, you get hard. That’s how it goes. When your cock has been locked in chastity for more than a month and a woman kisses you like that, you feel great discomfort between your legs.

    Lucy held my head in her hands and pressed her forehead against mine after the kiss. I felt the warmth of her breath against my lips. I could tell she’d had at least one very strong drink – the smell of vodka was unmistakable.

    I was thinking about her date. Of course I was. I’d spent the entire time she was gone thinking about her date (there’s a reason I have no idea what I was watching that night; I wasn’t able to concentrate at all). I didn’t want to say anything, though.

    I was probably way too far up in my head, but I didn’t want to come off as overly eager and I didn’t want to stir up something if the date had gone badly.

    I guessed that the date had gone well based on her kiss, but then I thought that a kiss like that could also have been because she was really happy to be married to me instead of the asshole she went on a date with.

    Lucy spoke first. “I need to cum,” she said.

    That felt like confirmation of exactly how well her date had gone. She wouldn’t have needed to cum if the date had gone really badly, right?

    “What can I do?” I asked.

    “You can fuck me,” Lucy said as she stood up, smiled, and offered her hand.

    I took it and she led me to the bedroom. To say that I was excited would be an understatement. She’d gone on a date with another man and I was going to get to fuck her. It was the perfect outcome.

    Some of you have probably already guessed that Lucy had no intention of letting me fuck her, at least not with my cock.

    She didn’t say anything when we reached the bedroom. She turned around and kissed me again. It was another intense, beautiful kiss. It was a kiss that left me feeling that beautiful ache once more. At the time, I figured she was going to unlock me so we could have sex, so I was even more excited.

    She spun around and I reached up to unzip her dress. Lucy reached back to unhook her bra and quickly stripped out of her panties. Just like that she was naked.

    “Get your clothes off,” she said.

    I stripped as Lucy jumped into the bed and spread her legs. I stared at her pussy. I stared because I was absolutely certain I was going to be inside her before long. My wife was going to let me fuck her after a month in chastity.

    “Come here,” Lucy said as I kicked my underwear aside.

    I crawled between her legs. She pulled my lips to hers for a kiss.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” Lucy asked.

    “More than anything in the world,” I said.

    She reached between her breasts and took the key to my chastity device in her fingers. I was certain she was going to pull the chain over her head, unlock me, and take me inside her. I was certain I was finally going to have an orgasm.

    It was the way she smiled that tipped me off. There was something devious about it, like she’d planned for the moment where she was going to disappoint me.

    “I need my toy,” she said. “I need you to fuck me with my toy.”

    In hindsight, it was exactly what I should have expected. It was the dominant move. It was the kind of thing that chastity play lends itself to. I was being denied Lucy’s pussy while she found her satisfaction elsewhere.

    In the moment, I was disappointed. It only lasted a few seconds, but I’m sure she saw it on my face. Lucy didn’t say anything, though. She just waited. She waited for me to get over my disappointment and retrieve her toy.

    I did just that, of course. I pulled it out of her nightstand drawer and took my place between her legs. The moment I rubbed the head of the toy against her pussy lips all my disappointment washed away and was replaced by the kind of arousal and desire I’d become accustomed to during my time in chastity.

    She was so wet. Completely soaked. I could have pushed the entirety of the toy inside her with ease.

    “I need it,” she said as I teased her with the head of the dildo. “Fuck me.”

    I slowly penetrated my wife with the long, thick dildo. I fucked her with a toy that was much larger than I am even when I’m freed from chastity and rock hard.

    Lucy closed her eyes and moaned. She arched her back and played with her breasts. She did everything a woman does when she’s completely lost in a beautiful kind of lust.

    “You’re so wet,” I said as the toy bottomed out inside her.

    Lucy looked down at me and smiled. “I know,” she said.

    Was she thinking about her date? Was she thinking about whatever happened that had left her so aroused? Was she thinking about future dates with Ben?

    “It’s so hot,” I said. I was hoping I could get her to talk a little about the date. I wanted the details, as painful as they might be to hear.

    “Yeah? You like that I’m so wet?” Lucy asked as I slowly fucked her with the toy.

    I nodded and said, “I love it.”

    I fucked her a little faster with the toy. It made these beautiful squishy sounds as it moved in and out of her soaking wet pussy.

    “Come here,” Lucy said as she held out her arms.

    I held the toy in her pussy and moved next to her. I continued to fuck my wife as we laid face to face in the bed. My body pressed against hers. Her lips were inches away from mine.

    Lucy kissed me. It was a softer, gentler kind of kiss. It went on for a long time as I pushed the toy in and out of her pussy. Her tongue was active and so was mine. Her moans were sweet and sexy and her hands moved over my body to deepen my desire as I strained against my Holy Trainer.

    “Oh, baby, that feels so good. That feels so fucking good,” Lucy said as the toy plunged in and out of her.

    I could tell she was getting close. Her body was twitching a little and she was moaning a little deeper and louder. She was reaching that place where she didn’t have full control over herself, where the only thing she could think about was the arousal coursing through her body and her desire to cum.

    “Do you like fucking me with that big toy?” she asked. “Do you like that it makes me feel so good?”

    I nodded. Lucy kissed me. This time she pushed her tongue deep into my mouth. It was aggressive and a little possessive. I loved it.

    “Your pussy looks so good stretching out around the toy,” I said. “It’s so hot.”

    It really did look good.

    “Yeah? You like watching me get fucked?” Lucy asked in a wildly lusty tone.

    I felt a crazy surge of desire and a fair amount of pain between my legs as she said it. Something about it clicked with my arousal center. I thought about her date. I thought about how I’d watched her flirt with Superman. I thought about where it seemed like we were headed if the chastity play continued.

    “Yes,” I said before kissing her. “I love it.” I fucked her with the big toy.

    “I love it too,” Lucy said. “I love you watching me get fucked while your cock is locked up tight in its little cage. I love you seeing my pussy stretched out around someone else’s cock.”

    It felt like we’d shifted to talking about her and another guy fucking. It felt like we weren’t just talking about the toy anymore. It felt like Lucy was letting her desire to cuckold me leak into the conversation.

    In that moment I reached a place of arousal that felt like being high. I was riding a wave of pure sexual pleasure and I couldn’t even get hard. I felt a kind of bliss I hadn’t experienced to that point.

    “Oh fuck! Fuck me harder!” Lucy cried out.

    I fucked her harder with the toy.

    “I’m gonna cum!” she said. “I’m gonna cum on his cock!”

    I pictured it. I pictured someone else’s cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy. I pictured someone else’s cock making her cum. In the moment, it was the hottest thing I’d ever imagined. It was a pure, perfect fantasy.

    Lucy’s orgasm certainly seemed more satisfying than most she’d had. She moaned louder. Her body thrashed in the bed.

    I let the toy slip out of her afterwards. “I can’t feel my fingers,” she said, though there was a sense of wonder in her voice, like she was amazed that something could be so astoundingly pleasurable.

    I watched her chest heave and saw her thighs trembling. I saw the smile on her face. I saw the joy in her eyes when she looked at me.

    “So it was a good first date?” I asked.

    Lucy laughed and leaned over to kiss me. Then she grabbed the dildo, rolled out of bed, and walked into the bathroom to clean it.

    She didn’t answer my question. She chose to tease me. She knew I desperately wanted to know how the date went. She knew I was all in on the arousing nature of knowing my wife had gone out with another guy. She knew I found the idea impossibly erotic. She chose not to tell me anything, at least not that night. She chose to exercise her right as my keyholder and tease me.

    
      

    

    The next morning Lucy woke me up with a kiss. She was standing next to the bed without a stitch of clothing on her beautiful body. It was quite delightful to wake up to my fully nude wife with a bright smile on her face.

    “Good morning,” she said while pulling back the covers.

    I was naked, of course. Lucy insisted that I continue sleeping naked even after Locktober. She still liked to grasp my caged cock from time to time during the middle of the night.

    Lucy straddled me. I immediately felt the wetness between her legs. She smiled at what must have been a delighted look on my face.

    “I was thinking about my date last night,” she said.

    “So it was a good date?” I asked.

    Lucy leaned forward and her hips sank down. My locked cock slipped into her pussy. The heat and moisture was unmistakable.

    “It was a very good date,” she said as her lips hovered over mine.

    I looked down at the key hanging from the chain around her neck.

    “I’m not going to let you out,” she said. “Not today, at least.”

    She moved her hips back and forth. She “fucked” me, sort of. It’s not like I could get hard. I was inside her, though. I couldn’t feel much, but it was still great.

    “We need to talk,” Lucy said as she continued to grind on my caged cock.

    “What about?” I asked while trying my best not to get completely lost in the pleasure of being teased in chastity.

    Lucy stopped grinding on me and smiled. She caressed my face and ran her fingers over my neck and down my chest.

    “About whether or not you actually want to do this,” she said.

    I stared up at her and said nothing. I knew what she was talking about, of course, but I figured I’d let her lead the conversation.

    When she met my stare and remained silent, I said, “I do. I want to do this.”

    “I need you to be sure,” she said. “Because I’m not going to take it slow with Ben. If I see him again, I’m going to fuck him.”

    Lucy’s statement was so direct and matter-of-fact that I was taken aback for a moment. Up to that point she’d clearly preferred to allude to what she wanted and what might happen. She’d never come right out and said she wanted to do anything with Ben, let alone have sex with him.

    “Wow,” was all I could manage at first.

    “That’s why you need to be sure,” she said. “I love locking your cock in chastity. I really do. I love that it makes you a better, more attentive husband. I love that it has reinvigorated our marriage in so many ways. I love all of that, but I love you more, and I don’t want one decision to destroy our marriage because you end up not being ready for it. So, are you sure you want this? Are you sure you want me to fuck Ben?”

    The answer was obvious, but not because of some rational thought process. The answer was obvious because of the way my body felt in that moment. I was immersed in the same insane arousal I felt the night before and it was because I was thinking about Lucy having sex with another guy.

    “Yes. I’m sure. I really am. I’m absolutely sure. I want you to do it. I want it,” I said.

    Lucy smiled and scooted forward until her breasts brushed gently against my face. I kissed the soft flesh and took each of her nipples into my mouth as she offered them. It was so beautiful, particularly when the key to my cage bounced against my chin.

    “You’ll have to stay locked longer,” Lucy said. “I’m not willing to let you out until I’ve fucked him, and I might not be willing to let you out after that.”

    “That’s okay,” I answered immediately. I honestly didn’t have to think about it. “I like being locked up. I like being teased. I like not getting to cum. I like being absolutely crazy with desire.”

    Lucy sat up and straddled my face. She dropped her pussy onto my mouth. I licked her and she moaned.

    “It’s settled, then. I’m going to fuck another man.”

    A delighted laugh filled the room before it turned into a moan. Lucy rode my face until she climaxed, and the entire time I thought about how someone else was going to fuck the pussy I was licking.

    I’m not ashamed to admit that I found it intensely arousing.

    Next time I’ll tell you about my cuckolding. 
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    By the time Lucy cuckolded me, I’d been locked for a little more than six weeks. If you’ve been locked for any amount of time, you probably understand that I was borderline insane at that point. Absolutely everything aroused me. The smell of Lucy’s hair would turn me on. A tight hug was enough to make my cock ache with a deep need to be released.

    Knowing that she was going to indulge in what had quickly become a powerfully arousing fantasy of mine was a whole different world of desire for me. From the moment Lucy and I had agreed that she would cuckold me I was almost constantly turned on.

    There was a week between when she told me I’d be a cuckold and when she went on her second date with Ben and fucked him. That was the longest week of my life, though almost entirely in a good way.

    Being locked up long term is a real push and pull kind of situation. There’s a part of me that desperately wants to be unlocked so I can cum. That part of me finds it unpleasant and annoying to be in my cage all the time. There’s also a part of me that craves the pleasure of denial more than anything in the world and never wants to be let out of my cage. I’ve come to love that those two sides of me are constantly engaged in battle.

    Lucy teased me throughout the week before my cuckolding. The level of physical contact was even higher than usual, and she spent a lot of time at home in little to no clothing. There were hugs, kisses, and sessions of her grinding on me simply because she wanted to drive me crazy with lust.

    There was also an outing to buy her something new to wear for her date with Ben. It was my first experience with that kind of shopping trip and it was an exquisitely arousing treat.

    We went to a lingerie shop first. Lucy walked through the aisles of delicate, beautiful little outfits and she couldn’t stop smiling. Every time she turned around she had a giddy grin on her face.

    When she asked me what she should wear for Ben to fuck her in, I actually doubled over because of the surge of pain between my legs. It was such a simple thing, and yet the arousal was genuinely overpowering. Again, it had been six weeks since I’d been permitted to cum. That’s a whole different kind of arousal.

    By the time Saturday night rolled around, I felt like I was teetering on the edge of madness. The past week had been the most arousing of my life, and yet I hadn’t been able to achieve an erection. Not once. It was all just the ache of chastity between my legs. It was my cock trying in vain to grow inside its metal prison.

    Lucy had climaxed countless times in the first half of the week, but after Wednesday she’d cut herself off. She wanted desire coursing through her when she met with Ben. She wanted to be dripping at the very idea of being with him. It worked. 

    “Feel my pussy,” Lucy said after changing into the lingerie she’d picked out for Ben.

    I slipped my hand into her underwear and felt the incredible wetness. It was like a flood between her legs. Her lace panties were already damp and she’d just put them on.

    “You’re soaked,” I said.

    Lucy smiled. “For him,” she said.

    She hadn’t told me to take my hand from her panties, so I let my fingers push a little deeper inside her. I rubbed her clit with my thumb and watched her face contort in pleasure. It was a delightful sight to see.

    She wasn’t going to let me make her cum though, so Lucy eventually pulled my hand from her panties. Much to my surprise, she lifted my fingers to her mouth and wrapped her lips around them. She sucked them clean like she was giving head and I smiled as the ache of arousal once again built between my legs. I felt the sense of discomfort and pain that I’d grown used to. I felt the reality of being a man locked in chastity and I loved it.

    “I love you,” I said to Lucy.

    She smiled and kissed me. Her wet lips pressed hard against mine as her tongue pushed into my mouth. We shared the taste of her pussy that she’d sucked off of my fingers.

    “I love you too,” Lucy said as she gently pulled away.

    She turned and walked towards the closet as I stared at her incredible ass in the black thong she wore.

    When Lucy emerged from the closet she was in the black lace dress she’d picked out and she looked breathtakingly beautiful.

    “You look incredible,” I said.

    “Thank you,” she replied with a smile.

    We shared another kiss, though this was one more of the slow, romantic style. There wasn’t any tongue. It was a kiss of connection between a married couple.

    “As long as this goes well, I’m going to spend the night with Ben,” Lucy said. “So I won’t see you until tomorrow.”

    “Okay,” I replied, though there’s no question I was disappointed.

    Lucy smiled and said, “We’ll almost certainly fuck again tomorrow morning. Then I’ll come home to you.”

    I took her hand and lifted it to my lips. I gave it a soft kiss and said, “Have fun. I can’t wait to see you tomorrow morning.”

    She gave me a kiss on the cheek and left. I watched her car pull out of the driveway and head off down the road. I watched my wife leave to have sex with another man. I watched her leave to spend the night in another man’s bed. It was incredible in so many ways, including some that left me feeling insanely anxious, as you might expect.

    The anxiety came first. The moment Lucy’s car was out of sight I couldn’t help but wonder if we’d made a colossal mistake. I thought about Lucy having the absolute best sex of her life and feeling like she didn’t need me anymore. I thought about her having truly terrible sex and deciding that the whole thing had been a mistake.

    The arousal came a little later when my mind calmed down. I thought about Lucy having great sex and then coming home in the morning and having another great orgasm as she teased me in my chastity cage. I thought about being released from chastity and having the best orgasm of my life. I thought about a whole bunch of other deeply pleasing things, too, and by the time I got into bed I was positively giddy about the idea of being Lucy’s cuckolded husband.

    She sent a text a little after midnight: “The sex was great. I’ll see you in the morning.”

    I read the text at least a dozen times. Maybe more. Each time I read it, beautiful imagery filled my mind. I saw Lucy on her back in the lingerie she’d bought. I saw Ben on top, fucking my wife until she came on his cock. I saw Lucy riding him. I saw them fucking all over his house. I saw them showering together. I saw her sleeping in his arms. I saw them fucking in the middle of the night.

    It will come as no surprise that I didn’t sleep much that night. I had a hard time falling asleep, and then my brain dropped a bunch of fantasies into my dreams. I couldn’t escape it.

    Lucy returned home a little after noon on Sunday. She wore the same outfit, though her hair was a little messier and she wasn’t wearing any makeup. In the moment, that made her even more beautiful to me because it was all part of spending the night at another man’s house.

    A bright, genuine smile broke across her face when she saw me. We shared an eager, erotic kiss at the front door as my hands moved over Lucy’s beautiful body.

    “Would you like to play?” she asked.

    I nodded vigorously and Lucy took my hand and led us to the bedroom.

    “Unzip me,” she said.

    I pulled on the zipper and Lucy’s dress fell to the floor. She stepped out of it and turned around. We kissed again. This time it was infused with more passion. I couldn’t help myself. My wife was dressed in lingerie that she’d worn for someone else. Ben had fucked her in it. Probably twice. Maybe more than twice.

    Lucy undressed me as we kissed. She took her time, too. Her warm, soft hands moved into my shirt after she unbuttoned it. They brushed over my skin before she tossed the shirt aside and moved to my pants. She wrapped her fingers around my locked cock and balls soon after I was naked.

    “I love that you were locked all night long,” she whispered. “I love that you were aching in your cage while Ben’s big cock was inside me.”

    All I could do was groan. Her words wormed into my brain and set off a pleasure bomb that spread through my body, concentrating between my legs. My dick hurt. My balls ached. I craved release more than anything in the world and I wasn’t sure she was going to give it to me.

    “I love that you were home thinking about me while I was in Ben’s bed thinking about him. I love that you haven’t cum in at least six weeks and I came six times last night with someone else’s cock inside me,” Lucy said.

    She kissed me while stroking my locked dick. It was a painful, teasing handjob. It was also a thrilling experience.

    “I love that you didn’t put up a fight when I wanted to cuckold you,” Lucy said. “I love that you wanted me to have what I needed.” 

    She paused for a moment and looked into my eyes. She pressed her forehead against mine and softly whispered, “I love you.”

    Lucy stepped back and pushed me into the bed. I marveled at the hungry look in her eyes, like she was just as excited to be home as she had been to be in another man’s bed.

    She climbed into bed and straddled me. She smiled and leaned over. “The sex was great,” she said while grinding her hips over my crotch and pressing her panties into my cock. “It was exactly what I needed.”

    Any cuckolds out there know how it only takes a few words to drive you crazy, in ways both good and bad. “It was exactly what I needed,” is what did it for me. I loved that she got something she needed by fucking someone else. I also found it anxiety-inducing that she was getting what she needed from someone else.

    I reached up and moved my hands over Lucy’s body. I caressed her breasts in the black lingerie and grabbed her ass while she continued to move over my crotch. I felt the incredible heat emanating from between her legs.

    “Did he fuck you this morning?” I asked.

    “He fucked me right before I left,” Lucy said. “Why do you think I’m so happy?”

    That one hit me right in the cuckold sweet spot. I wasn’t sure if she was playing with me or being entirely honest, but I enjoyed the comment. I enjoyed that she was happy no matter the reason.

    “He fucked me twice last night, too. It was so beautiful, baby. I came so hard with his long, thick cock inside me,” Lucy continued.

    I felt like my cock was going to explode from the lack of release and that my balls were going to go with it. It was incredible.

    “Do you like that he fucked me again this morning?” Lucy asked as she leaned closer. 

    She kissed my neck and I moaned before answering, “Yes.”

    “Do you like that my pussy is still wet with desire for him? Do you like that I’m still soaked because another man fucked me?” she asked.

    “Fuck yes,” I said immediately.

    Lucy’s lips hovered just above mine as she smiled and whispered, “Do you want to feel my wet pussy, baby?”

    I nodded and said, “Yes, please.”

    Lucy pulled off her panties and straddled me once more. She sat her pussy on top of the Holy Trainer. I couldn’t feel much. The device just doesn’t expose much flesh. I could feel the heat. I could feel that she was wet, mostly because my little chastised cock moved inside her with such ease.

    Lucy laughed as she moved her hips over my crotch, teasing my locked cock. “I still can’t believe I fucked someone else,” she said. “I still can’t believe you were in our bed and locked up in your cute little chastity device while someone else fucked me to the best orgasms of my life.”

    I nearly started whining for her to release me. Consciously or not, Lucy was skillfully manipulating me into a place of wild, overwhelming arousal. Every word she uttered drove me deeper into my desire.

    “Please,” was all I said.

    “Please what?” Lucy asked.

    She opened the door, so I stepped through it. “Please let me out.”

    Lucy leaned forward once more. I glanced at her cleavage before enjoying another soft kiss from my wife. A smile broke across her face soon after.

    “So you really want to feel my pussy, huh?” she asked.

    I could hear the desperation in my voice as I said, “Yes. Absolutely. I want to feel your pussy. I just want to feel it.”

    A contemplative look crossed Lucy’s face before she replied. “You know, I was considering letting you fuck me. I really was. I’ve decided against it, though.”

    “Why?” I said.

    Lucy sat on my locked cock. I knew the tip was inside her. I could feel the wetness from her pussy dripping down around my balls.

    “Because this is what’s better for both of us. Because I have Ben to fuck me now. He can provide me with the sexual satisfaction I really crave. Because you’re a much better husband when you’re locked up. Because I think you’re a little bit happier when you’re locked up and in this perpetually denied state. Because I think you’re better suited to eating pussy than you are to fucking it.”

    As the last words left her lips Lucy swiftly moved to straddle my face. She dropped her wet pussy onto my mouth and I started licking her immediately.

    She was soaked. It was exquisite. The heat and wetness were what I noticed first, but soon I detected a hint of latex as my tongue probed her pussy and flicked over her clit. That focused my brain on the notion that someone else had been inside my wife not that long before I was licking her. I was eating a freshly-fucked pussy and that pussy belonged to the woman I’d married. It was a splendid head trip.

    “Do I taste good, baby?” Lucy asked as she lifted her pussy off my mouth.

    I nodded as Lucy reached down and ran her fingers over my lips. She pushed them into my mouth and I sucked them clean.

    “Does it turn you on to lick my pussy after Ben fucked me?” she asked.

    I nodded again as Lucy continued to slide her fingers in and out of my mouth. I was so much more than turned on, though. It felt like something else entirely. It was incredible. It was an otherworldly experience. Maybe she was right. Maybe I wasn’t meant to fuck her. Maybe my place was strictly to lick her pussy after someone else had fucked her.

    Lucy sat on my face again and once again I plunged my tongue inside her. I wanted more of the taste. I couldn’t resist it. It felt so spectacularly kinky.

    It took just a few minutes for Lucy to cum. I loved the way her legs clamped down on my head and more juices leaked out of her pussy and onto my face. I loved the way she screamed, like having me lick her pussy after Ben had fucked her provided a special kind of arousal. I loved everything about it.

    Afterwards, Lucy cuddled up next to me and immediately wrapped her fingers around my locked cock and balls.

    “This is mine,” she whispered.

    It didn’t need a response. It was the absolute truth. I’d agreed to it and I loved it. I wanted it. She owned my cock and balls.

    “I’m seeing Ben again next weekend,” she said. “I expect that will become a regular thing. I’ll let you out at some point, but for now you’re going to stay locked, okay?”

    “Okay,” I said as I savored the feel of Lucy’s warm skin against mine. Even the way she gripped my imprisoned genitals was arousing.

    “You’re a cuckold now,” she said. “My cuckold.”

    I certainly was, and next time I’ll tell you about when Lucy finally let me out of my chastity device and gave me an orgasm.
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    Ten weeks. That’s two and a half months. That’s how long I was locked in chastity before Lucy released me. It was December 10th, 2017 when I came out for the first time since Locktober had begun.

    By that point she’d been with Ben for a month and it had been going exceptionally well. They were seeing each other 3-4 times a week and having sex 2-3 times each visit. Even when Lucy and I first met we didn’t have sex that often. It was incredible.

    For the first few weeks of her relationship with Ben I had a lot of difficulty controlling my insecurity. My wife was having great sex with someone else. Lucy was having better sex than she’d ever had with me and she wasn’t exactly shy about saying it. In fact, she seemed to take a certain amount of pleasure in letting me know how good the sex was.

    It was right around the two week mark – at this point I’d been locked up for eight weeks – that Lucy seemed to recognize that I was getting swallowed by my insecurity.

    “You’re having a little trouble, aren’t you?” she said one night. We were relaxing on the couch with an empty bottle of wine in front of us.

    “Trouble with what?” I asked. I was fairly certain I knew, but I didn’t want to be the one to say it.

    “With the fact that your wife is having great sex with another man while your cock is locked in chastity,” Lucy said. As usual, she cut right to the core. Unsurprisingly, I felt a little bit of arousal along with my insecurity.

    “I guess you could say that, yeah,” I admitted.

    “What is it?” Lucy asked as she reached out and took my hand in hers. Her skin felt impossibly soft and warm.

    “Well, it’s just that I end up feeling really insecure all the time. I get anxious too, and in a way that I don’t really like,” I explained.

    Lucy snuggled up next to me. Her sweater felt so soft. “Why?” she asked.

    “Because you’re having the best sex of your life and you’re doing it with someone else. Because my cock is locked up in this little device and I couldn’t try and fuck you even if I wanted to. Because I’m worried that you’re going to leave me for Ben.”

    It was the last part that was what truly made me anxious and insecure. The first two parts were usually arousing. Being locked up wouldn’t be any good to me if I was single, though.

    “Oh, sweetie,” Lucy said as she straddled me and pulled my head against her chest. It was a warm, comforting hug and of course I found a little bit of pleasure in having my beautiful wife on top of me.

    Lucy held my head in her hands and pressed her lips against mine for a soft, slow kiss.

    “First off, I’m not going to leave you. It’s not going to happen. I love you more now than I ever have. I really do,” she said.

    “Really?” I asked.

    She kissed me again and said, “Absolutely.”

    I felt a little better. We clearly hadn’t engaged in enough of that kind of thing. I clearly needed to hear it more from her.

    “You also need to know that you’re a part of making the sex with Ben the best I’ve ever had. I know it might not make sense and I can’t really explain it, but fucking him is hotter because I know you’re locked up. I think about you while Ben is inside me. I think about the fact that his cock gets to fill my pussy while my husband is denied that pleasure. I think about the fact that Ben gets to cum while he’s inside me and you’re not even allowed to get hard. I think about all of that and it makes my orgasms so much hotter.”

    It wasn’t news to me that Lucy found pleasure in keeping me locked in chastity. That was the reason why I’d spent the entirety of Locktober in my Holy Trainer and why another month had gone by without a release.

    It was news to me that Lucy thought about it while she was having sex with Ben and it was definitely news to me that it fueled her mind-blowing orgasms with him.

    Before I could say anything, Lucy continued. “In fact, I’m getting turned on right now just thinking about it. My pussy is wet thinking about Ben fucking me while you’re locked up.” 

    She leaned closer and kissed me. This time her tongue slipped into my mouth and she moaned. Lucy was definitely aroused.

    “Does that make you feel any better?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” I answered. “It makes me feel a lot better, in fact.” It really did.

    Lucy pushed a hand into her pants and soon after it emerged with two fingers soaked in her juices. She sucked her fingers clean, depriving me of the very thing I wanted to do. We shared another kiss moments later.

    “I want you to watch,” Lucy said.

    “Watch what?” I asked.

    “I want you to watch Ben fuck me. I want you to watch his big cock slide into my pussy. I want you to watch him make me cum,” Lucy explained as she pushed her hand back into her pants and began to masturbate.

    “I want to watch,” I said. “I definitely want to watch. I want to see all of that.”

    Lucy closed her eyes and climaxed. She had an orgasm at the idea of me watching. It was so hot. Unsurprisingly, I was not permitted to orgasm.

    
      

    

    Two weeks later (that’s teen weeks locked), Lucy’s desire became reality.

    She’d arranged everything with Ben. He was on board with me watching, but that was it. That was fine with me too, to be honest. Participating struck me as weird. I was happy to sit in a chair and admire the beauty of their lust for each other.

    It happened in our bedroom. There’s a chair in the room that usually resides in a corner and that we occasionally use for reading. I moved that chair so I would have a view of the action from the foot of the bed. I was pretty far back – it felt weird to be too close to them – but I was confident I’d be able to see everything I needed.

    I was to be clothed – Ben said he’d find it strange if I was naked – and I was to sit in the chair and watch. I wasn’t to say anything and I was to do my best to keep any sounds to a minimum. It was supposed to feel like I wasn’t even in the room.

    It was evening when Ben arrived. The bedroom lights were dimmed to minimize my presence in the room. I was in the chair.

    Lucy answered the door and ten minutes passed before they came into the bedroom. There’s no question they did a little fooling around in the living room because Lucy was down to her underwear by the time she entered our bedroom with Ben right behind her. He was down to a t-shirt and jeans and there was a very obvious bulge between his legs.

    Lucy stole a quick glance at me and smiled before turning back to Ben and pulling him into a deeply sensual kiss. All it took was a moment of lust between my wife and the man she’d been fucking for my cock to rebel against its plastic prison. The feeling of yearning between my legs was intense and there was more than a little discomfort.

    I don’t know if Lucy did it for my benefit or if it was their usual routine, but after Ben stripped out of his jeans my wife dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around his big cock. I watched her give a blowjob. I watched her passionately suck someone else’s cock and it was incredible.

    I swear, it was like something out of an exceptionally erotic porn. She was making love to his dick with her mouth. She played with his balls and stroked him at the same time. Ben looked like he was in Heaven, because he was. Of course he was. Lucy was doing everything she could to make him feel good.

    He’s the one that ended the blowjob. He pulled Lucy to her feet and they kissed again. He picked her up and put her in our bed. He pulled off his shirt and got into bed with her. It was a surprisingly powerful moment. There was another man in my bed with my wife. It was so fucking hot.

    Ben pulled off Lucy’s panties and tossed them back. I like to think he did it on purpose, because they landed a few feet in front of me. I reached out and picked them up. I ran my fingers over the gusset and found her wetness. I found the proof of my wife’s desire for another man.

    Lucy moaned as Ben ate her pussy. That was the moment where I felt the most anxiety. He was doing my thing. I ate her pussy. I made her cum with my tongue. He was doing it though, and he was doing it exceptionally well. He was doing it as foreplay, but based on the way Lucy moaned he was really good at it.

    Lucy brought the oral play to an end. “I need you to fuck me,” she said while reaching over to the nightstand to grab a condom.

    Ben crawled forward and Lucy reached out to wrap his cock in latex. I was struck by how intimate it seemed and again felt a mixture of jealousy and lust.

    Lucy was on her back moments later and Ben took his place between her legs. I saw the head of his cock rubbing around her pussy lips. I saw him slip inside her. I heard my wife moan as someone else penetrated her pussy.

    Lucy had recounted her sexual adventures with Ben many times, but it was so much better seeing it in person. It was astonishing to watch her pussy open for him. It was unbelievably hot to see her take every inch of his admittedly big cock (much bigger than mine, if I’m being honest).

    For me, all the lusty sounds made a big difference. It was incredible to hear my wife moan in time with Ben’s thrusts into her pussy. I loved the way he groaned for her. I loved hearing them kiss as they fucked. I loved that I could see right between her legs and admire the beauty of another man penetrating my wife’s pussy.

    Lucy had her first orgasm in missionary. They kissed afterwards as Ben’s cock remained inside her. When he pulled out they rolled onto their sides and shared soft, sensual kisses while caressing each other. It was so romantic I was hit by a huge wave of anxiety. I knew Lucy wasn’t going to leave me for him, but it still triggered the part of me that worried about such things.

    After a few minutes of kissing and whispered pillow talk (that I couldn’t hear, which I kind of liked), Lucy rolled Ben onto his back and straddled him. She took his cock into her pussy and began to grind back and forth.

    I liked the view of her on top a whole lot better. I liked seeing how her pussy lips stretched out around him. I liked seeing how deep he went inside her when she began to ride him. There was some anxiety associated with it, but I also liked seeing that Ben was a lot bigger than I am and that he was clearly providing Lucy with something she couldn’t get from me even when I wasn’t locked up.

    As Lucy got closer to cumming she leaned down and kissed Ben while riding him harder and faster. I was mesmerized by the sight of her pussy opening up around him at such a pace. I was mesmerized by the way her ass jiggled and the sounds she made.

    They came together with Lucy on top. I saw his cock and balls pulse as he filled the condom with his cum. I saw him getting to cum while inside me wife, a pleasure I’d been denied for ten weeks. I saw my wife have her second orgasm of the night with someone else’s dick inside her. I saw it all while my cock dripped precum out of the Holy Trainer.

    Lucy spent at least one night a week with Ben, but that wasn’t one of those nights. He was gone soon after he came.

    I was still in the chair when Lucy returned to the bedroom. She was naked and perfect. She walked towards me with a giddy smile on her face. She straddled me and gently ground her hips into my lap.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asked.

    I reached up and caressed the perky flesh of her breasts. Her nipples were still rock hard.

    “It was so much better than I imagined,” I answered. “You looked so good with his cock inside you.”

    Lucy leaned forward and kissed me as her fingers moved through my hair. I played with her nipples and she moaned into my mouth. I’d never wanted her more than I did in that moment.

    “Would you like to come out of your little prison?” she asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” I answered.

    Lucy stood up and offered her hand. She led me towards the bed and undressed me before pushing me onto my back. She produced the key and then straddled me once again.

    “How long has it been since you were out of chastity?” she asked.

    “Ten weeks,” I answered immediately.

    I loved her smile in that moment. It seemed to me that she was genuinely thrilled that I’d agreed to be locked in a cock prison for so long.

    Lucy slipped the key into the locked and turned it. The chastity device loosened. She pulled out the key and smiled. She gently freed me from the Holy Trainer and I resisted the urge to reach between my legs and stroke my cock until I came.

    Lucy wrapped her fingers around my flaccid cock and stroked me as precum poured from the tip. I was hard almost instantly.

    “Did you enjoy watching Ben’s big cock stretch my pussy?” Lucy asked.

    I nodded and groaned. Her fingers felt indescribably good as Lucy played with my cock. It was a kind of pleasure I’d never experienced before. Ten weeks without an erection will do that to a guy.

    “He made me cum so hard,” Lucy said. “He always makes me cum so hard.”

    She leaned down while stroking my cock. I played with her breasts again. Lucy kissed me. Our tongues mingled. She’d only been stroking me for thirty seconds and I was so close to an orgasm.

    Lucy’s lips were inches from mine as she smiled, slid forward, and took me into her pussy. She sank down and a feeling of pure bliss spread from my loins.

    “Did you miss my pussy?” she asked.

    I nodded before kissing her. Lucy kissed me back with equal fervor.

    “Enjoy it,” Lucy said. “Because I’m locking you up again after this and it’s going to be months before I let you out.”

    She rode me harder as I thought about going back in the cage. I felt my orgasm building. I wanted the sex to last forever but it wasn’t possible. I was going to cum.

    “You’re mine,” she said. “I own your cock and it doesn’t deserve my pussy. Ben’s cock does.”

    I exploded inside her. It felt too good and she managed to hit a sweet spot for me when she compared my cock to Ben’s. I couldn’t last any longer. I cried out in pleasure, closed my eyes, and enjoyed the best orgasm of my life.

    Lucy leaned down and kissed me. “I hope you enjoyed that. It’s going to be a long time before you’re inside me again.”

    “I did,” I said.

    Lucy let my cock slip from her pussy and my cum dripped out of her and onto my stomach. She smiled as it pooled on my skin.

    “I’ll be right back,” she said.

    Lucy left the bed and disappeared into the bathroom for a moment. She returned with a damp washcloth and cleaned my cock. She wiped the cum from my stomach, tossed the washcloth aside, and put my now-soft dick back in its cage. I was free for a total of five minutes before she locked me back up.

    “There you go,” she said. “That’s where your cock belongs, don’t you think?”

    I nodded. It was hard to argue with her. Life was better in the cage, even if I didn’t get to cum nearly as often as I would have liked.

    “Good,” Lucy said.

    I’ve been locked in chastity almost constantly since that night. Lucy continues to cuckold me, though she’s long since moved on from Ben. She likes the freshness of finding someone new and exploring the ways he can show her new and beautiful kinds of pleasure.

    I like that putting me in chastity has revitalized our sex life and our marriage. I spend every day wondering how I can make her life better. I’m always eager to make Lucy feel good and I love that. She does too.

    I know chastity doesn’t work for everyone, but it worked wonders on our marriage and I’m deeply thankful that Lucy was willing to try out Locktober with me back in 2017. I’ve never been happier.

    The End. 

  
    How Long Could You Last¿

    What if she wanted you to stay locked up for a long time? How long could you last? Do you have the fortitude to forgo orgasms and erections for a week? For a month? For even longer?

    The first day is usually easy. You’re getting used to the device on your cock. It feels a little strange. When you get excited there can be a brief surge of pain as your dick tries to get hard but fails.

    The second day you feel a mild sense of desperation set in. You want to get out. You don’t necessarily need to orgasm that badly, but you crave your freedom. You crave the ability to get hard and you’ve been denied that by the cage around your cock.

    Now you’re at a week. You’ve started to get used to the pain at night. Your cock tries to get hard and you wake up wishing desperately that you could take the cage off and free your dick.

    Now you want to cum. It’s been a week and you want to cum badly. Even worse, your wife has been relentless in her teasing. You love it. She loves it. She walks around the house in her underwear. She kisses you softly and deeply and she does it often. She plays with your caged cock. She talks dirty to you. It drives you crazy in the best way possible.

    Could you last two weeks? Could you keep your cock locked up in its cage for half a month? She wants it, cuckold. She wants you to stay locked.

    She wants all your attention focused on her. That’s what you need to think about at this point. Instead of thinking about how insanely horny you are, think about your wife. Think about going down on her. Think about how good her pussy tastes.

    Even better, think about how often you’re getting to worship her now. When she no longer has to worry about your orgasms, she’s happy to let you lick her cunt and make her cum over and over.

    She continues to tease you. She’s taken to wearing your key around her neck. You get turned on every time you see it. She’s even started to tease you about being released. You have no idea when it will happen, but you’re hoping she lets you out soon.

    It’s been a month. Could you last a month? Could you go without an erection or an orgasm for a month? Could your little cock handle it? Could you find a way to cope with the increasing stress?

    Your wife teases you every day. She rubs her ass against your caged cock. She plays with your balls. She whispers sweet nothings into your ear. She kisses you. She lets you worship her pussy daily, sometimes multiple times.

    She loves having her husband in chastity. She loves how submissive you’ve become. She loves that you spend every waking moment trying to please her.

    Could you last more than a month? Could you handle the constant chastity tears? Could you handle having to wear a condom over your locked cock just to catch all the precum that drips out of you?

    She’ll let you out soon. Don’t worry. She’ll set your cock free and let you have an orgasm. Then she’s going to lock you up again, though. She’s going to put your cock back in its cage and it’s going to start all over. Your life has changed now. You’re a chastity cuckold. You live locked. You get released every once in a while for a quick orgasm and then go back in your cage. You love it.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - A Self Facial for Your Cuckold

    This particular form of cuckold training is, like many, designed to help your cuck embrace his submissive side. There’s nothing quite like taking a facial to help diminish (and even destroy) the male ego that can be so pesky.

    As with any form of cuckold training, you want to get him good and aroused. Take your time with it, too. The more you draw it out, the more excited he’ll be about taking a hot load of his spunk on his pretty cuck face.

    To that end, you can begin with having him serve you. That way, you can get all hot and bothered too. Let the cuckold worship your pussy. Let him use his fingers and tongue to bring you pleasure. Open things up with a reward for him and he’ll be much more pliant when it comes time to unleash his load on his face.

    Then you take over. You take his cock in your hand and you stroke him. You talk dirty to him. You get him all hot and bothered. Then you tell him that he’s going to cum on his face.

    Chances are good he’s going to fight it at first. That’s okay. He’s supposed to. No one (women included) is wired to crave a facial. This goes double for men, and a self facial is even more humiliating. That’s why you’re going to make him do it, of course.

    If he fights it, keep edging him. He’ll be turned on enough that he’s not going to walk away. He’ll simply try and convince you to let him have a normal orgasm. He doesn’t deserve that though. He’s a cuckold. He’s a submissive. He deserves what you give him, and in this case that’s a self facial.

    So use your talent for dirty talk to seduce him into it. Tell him that a good cuckold wouldn’t fight it. Tell him that a good cuckold would happily cum on his face. Tell him that it would make you so happy to see his face covered in his hot spunk.

    Eventually, he’ll give up on his objections and let you lift his legs into the air. He won’t be excited about it at that point, but he won’t fight it anymore.

    Now the idea is to get him excited about it. Keep stroking his cock. Keep talking dirty.

    Reinforce the idea that you really want to see your cuckold give himself a facial. Tell him how much it’s going to turn you on to see his cum all over his face. Tell him how badly you want to see his load shooting from his cock.

    The dirtier you talk, the more excited he’ll get. Keep playing with his cock and balls as you seduce him with your verbal skills.

    Eventually, you want him to participate too. You want him to tell you how badly he wants a facial. You want him to beg you for the pleasure of cumming on his face.

    As you might have guessed, he’s likely going to resist that. Of course he is. That’s okay, though. Again, this is where you seduce him into it.

    Keep playing with his cock. Keep edging him. Bring him close to orgasm and then stop stroking him. Do it over and over. Eventually, you’ll have him so insanely aroused that he’ll do anything for an orgasm.

    That’s when you get him to talk about it. That’s when you get him to say that he wants to cum on his face. He wants to take a facial. He wants to make a cummy mess all over himself. He’ll do anything to make you happy.

    It’s exquisitely arousing when you reach that stage. Trust me. The sense of power you have over him will make you wet. Remember, this is for your pleasure too.

    All that’s left to do is have your cuckold cum on his face (and in his mouth, of course). Before you let him cum, make sure he really begs for it. Make sure he completely humiliates himself by acting like a good little submissive and doing exactly as you crave.

    Then you can make him cum. Use your hand to finish him. Watch the cum spray out of his cock and onto his face. Smile as you see him embrace being a cum slut for you. It’s important that you show your cuckold how much you enjoy seeing him do this. That will make it much easier the next time you want to do it (and you should do it often to reinforce his training).

    Finally, he should make you cum when it’s all over. If you’re okay with getting a little messy, sit down on his cum-covered face and have him lick your pussy until you cum. It’s the perfect way to complete this naughty bit of cuckold training.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Deepen His Devotion to Cum Cleanup

    Hopefully you have your cuckold trained to eagerly clean up your bull’s cum. Hopefully it excites him in ways he can’t even express. Hopefully he gets hard just thinking about licking another man’s semen out of you.

    If so, you can have more fun with him. If you’re willing to let your bull cum elsewhere, I recommend putting your cuckold’s eager tongue to use in cleaning spunk off your clothes.

    If your cuckold is into worshiping your feet or being teased by them, then you should absolutely wear a pair of sexy stockings and let your bull cum all over them. Invite your cuckold over and tell him to clean up.

    Revel in the pleasure of his tongue moving over your nylon-clad skin. Listen to him moan as he eats someone else’s cum off your feet. It’s a little more humiliating for him, and I promise he’ll find that arousing. As a bonus, you can have your cuckold clean his own cum off your feet too.

    Have your cuckold clean your bull’s cum off a sexy shirt. It’s even better if it’s a shirt that he absolutely loves. If you’ve worn it to drive your cuckold crazy with lust in the past, let your bull cum all over it so your hubby can clean it up. That way, anytime you wear this shirt in the future your cucky will think of the time he licked someone else’s semen off of it.

    I really love the notion that your cuckold is so close to something he absolutely loves – your breasts – and yet he’s being denied the chance to experience them as he prefers. Instead, he has to lick another man’s cum off your shirt. He has to touch your breasts through a layer of fabric, and that’s it. He doesn’t get to play with your naked tits. He just has to lick up your bull’s hot load like a good boy.

    Having him lick hot cum off your panties is a classic. Make sure you let him watch as you get your bull all worked up, whether that’s through a lusty blowjob or some good fucking while you’re in your underwear. When he’s ready to cum, have him pull out and spray his load all over your undies. Then the cuck can come and lick it up.

    Mix it up a little by wearing a thong. That way your cuckold can feel a little bit of flesh on his tongue before he laps your lover’s cum off your underwear. It’s a brilliant way to make him be a good boy for you.

    I really like this one because he’s so close to your pussy, which is what he craves more than anything in the world, and yet he’s denied the pleasure of tasting it. Instead, he has to lick your lover’s hot cum off your underwear. The sexier the underwear are, the better.

    There’s something particularly hot about having your cuckold clean a load of cum off a kinky or slutty outfit. He’s going to love that you dressed up for another man and he’s going to love that he’s being given permission to clean you. If you look dominant in your outfit, even better.

    If it’s something slutty and the sex was wild, rough, and kinky to match, your cuckold is going to love cleaning up that cummy mess even more. He’s going to love watching you be a dirty girl with another man and he’s going to love getting to clean up the resulting mess.

    I’m sure there are even more ideas you can come up with. I recommend mixing it up when it comes to playing with your cuckold, which is why having him clean cum off your clothes can be so much fun. Give it a try!

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Exploring the Joy of Cum Feeding

    Cum feeding is when you sit astride your cuckold’s face and feed another man’s cum to him (you could feed him his own cum, too). It’s different from being on your back as he cleans a creampie out of you. You’re an active participant in the process, and that helps in making it such a wonderfully intimate activity after you’ve been with another man.

    In cum feeding, your cuckold is an almost literal receptacle for your lover’s semen. He opens his mouth and the cum pours forth from your pussy and onto his tongue before sliding down his throat. You give, he receives.

    Many (perhaps most) cuckolds have a submissive streak and it’s undeniably submissive for your husband to lie on his back while you feed him another man’s cum from your pussy.

    It’s also notable that he’s accepting someone else’s cum into his mouth and body. It’s a lovely way for him to recognize your ability to sleep with any man you crave, and to let that man cum inside you if it’s what you want (and he’s safe).

    For that reason, cum feeding can be seen as a great way to train your cuckold husband into accepting the lifestyle you’re pursuing. Despite his desire to be cuckolded, he might rebel against the limitations of the lifestyle from time to time. There’s no better way to remind him of his place than to feed him your lover’s cum.

    It doesn’t have to be an act of dominance and submission though, at least not outwardly. It can simply be a beautiful way for you to reconnect with your husband after you’ve fucked another man.

    When you sit astride his face, look down into his eyes. Admire the pure love you see in them. He’s genuinely thrilled to be beneath you. He wants you to feed him a load of another man’s cum. Give him what he wants. Bond with him.

    If you’d like to make the cum feeding more exciting, I recommend verbal play. A little dirty talk always goes a long way.

    “Are you ready for me to feed you his cum?” you can ask before you sit on his face.

    “That’s it honey. Let his cum flood your mouth. Swallow his cum for me. Be a good cuckold and let me feed you my lover’s cum,” is a nice way to encourage him while another man’s semen is flowing into his mouth.

    “You’re such a good boy. You’re such a good cum eating cuckold for me. I love that you’re swallowing his cum for me.” Encouragement is always nice.

    Chances are good you know exactly what your cuckold wants to hear and you can tailor your verbal play to meet his needs. If not, feel free to experiment. When you hit on something he really likes, he’ll probably let you know (by moaning, saying he likes it, etc).

    Cum feeding is a beautiful ritual and I recommend every cuckold couple give it a try if they’ve progressed to unprotected sex with her lovers. You can make it sensual and sexy if you want, or you can use it as an opportunity to deepen his humiliation (harsher dirty talk, usually). Give it a try. I promise you won’t regret it.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Fuck Your Cuckold's Face

    Trust me when I say that your cuckold appreciates and enjoys every chance he gets to feel as though he’s acting in service of your pleasure. If you can pair that with denying him the pleasure of an orgasm – even if it’s temporary – then even better.

    That’s why it’s a lovely idea to fuck your cuckold’s face. This isn’t just you sitting in bed with your legs spread and inviting him to go down on you. This isn’t even you sitting on his face and letting him lick your clit until you cum. No, this is you sitting astride your cuckold’s eager mouth and fucking it for your pleasure.

    This is a beautiful, subtle version. He’s on his back in the submissive position. She’s on top, giving him a view of her beautiful perky breasts while she gently, slowly rides his tongue with her cunt. She’s using his mouth. She’s using his tongue. She’s using him to make her cum. She’s fucking his face.

    This delightful, buxom goddess is fucking her man’s face while reaching back to give his cock a teasing rub. Look at her face. Look at that intense sense of pleasure. That’s a mixture of her delight at the control she has over her man and the absolute joy his tongue is offering her.

    You can’t see his face, but if you could you’d see utter delight on it. You’d see him lost in a sense of submissive glee because his wife is fucking his face with her slick pussy.

    Want to make this even more arousing? Then fuck his face after another man has filled your pussy. Give him sloppy seconds, only with his tongue. Make him taste the results of your liaison with someone possessing a superior cock.

    You can mix it up, too. Surely you’ve seen a video with a pretty girl sitting on the edge of a couch and getting her face fucked by a thick cock. Well, this is the same, only flipped. The role reversal is potent and well worth pursuing.

    Expose your pussy, grab a handful of his hair, and fuck his face. Be rough about it if you want to. Make him feel like you’re genuinely using his mouth for your pleasure. Fuck his eager face. Make him suck your pussy. Make him get you off without even a hint of concern for his cock. After all, it’s your pleasure that matters, right?

    Fuck his face this way gives you the option of smothering him with your ass if you want. When you’ve had enough of his tongue in your cunt, just sit back and rest on his face while your asshole rubs of his nose and mouth. If you want him to worship your ass, he can do that too.

    Trust me, when you take control and fuck his face your cuckold will love it. He will love the sense of submission. He will love the notion that he’s doing anything and everything he can to make you feel good. He will love being your slut.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Fun Ways to Make Him Worship Your Pussy

    Chances are good your cuckold loves worshiping your pussy. He loves the way you taste. He loves how wet you get. He loves that he can make you cum with his tongue.

    Chances are also good he’d be pretty happy if you were to let him go down on you whenever he asked. To some guys, going down on a woman is a chore. To your cuckold, it’s a pleasure, so if he were to ask and you were to happily let him do so, he’d be thrilled.

    You can do better than that, though. One of the ways to ensure a happy long term cuckold marriage is to go above and beyond what will keep him satisfied. Why not try and blow his mind every once in a while?

    Instead of waiting for your cuckold to ask if he can go down on you, why not demand it of him sometimes? Let’s imagine a few scenarios.

    1) He’s working in his home office (or something similar if he doesn’t have one). You come into the room and have him get up and out of his chair and drop to his knees. You yank down your pants, sit in his chair, and pull his head between your legs. Don’t say anything. Just pull him in tight and make him eat your pussy until you cum.

    2) He’s doing the dishes. You want to show that you appreciate that he does stuff around the house. Get naked (or just bottomless) and saunter into the kitchen. Wait until he notices. Then either hop on the kitchen table or sit in a chair and spread your legs. He’ll know what you want. If he doesn’t, just point to your pussy and he’ll get to work.

    3) An early morning face ride. You wake up before him one day. Take care of any bathroom business (sometimes the bladder is full in the morning!) and then head back into the bedroom. Get naked and straddle him to wake him up. Once he’s fully awake, sit on his face and make him eat your pussy until you cum. When he’s done, get dressed again and go about your day.

    4) While you’re watching TV. Maybe you see something on TV or in a movie that inspires a little bit of desire. Use that to your advantage. Casually pull down your pants and panties and pull his head between your legs. Make him eat your pussy while you continue watching TV.

    If your cuckold husband is a dedicated pussy worshiper, he will absolutely love all of the above (and many others). He will love making you cum without any reciprocation on your part. He will love the randomness of it. He’ll actually become more dedicated to your pussy, and there can never be enough orgasms in your life (I hope!).

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - He Shouldn't Always Get to Watch

    Your cuckold loves to watch. He loves to see the look on your face when your bull’s cock slides into your pussy. He loves seeing another man in your body. He loves seeing your pussy lips stretch out around the big cock that you’ve chosen to fuck you. He loves seeing you cum with someone else’s cock inside you. He loves seeing someone else cum inside you.

    All of that is wonderful, but your cuckold shouldn’t always get to watch. Sometimes, he should be denied the pleasure he craves. In the long run, it will make things hotter for him.

    Consider sending your cuckold out of the room while you fuck your bull. He can stay right outside the bedroom door. He can listen to the sex. His imagination can fill in the blanks. Don’t worry, it will be far more potent than you can imagine. Plus, it will give you a chance to enjoy sex with your bull without having to think about your cuckold. If you want, this can be used as a mild form of punishment of your cuckold happens to behave poorly while he’s watching (if, for instance, he won’t stop talking to you or suggesting different positions).

    If you like having your cuckold tend to your body after you’ve been with your bull, he’ll be exceptionally eager if he hasn’t been permitted to watch. If he’s been at the door, invite him in. Let him walk in and see you cuddled up with your bull. Let him see you in that post-coital stage where you’re both blissful. Spread your legs for him. Invite him between them. If he cleans up, let him clean up.

    It can also be beneficial to fuck your bull without your cuckold in the house. That can mean you go to your bull’s house or you kick your cuckold out of the house while you and your bull fuck. That way the entire thing is left to his imagination. He can spend a fair amount of time in a completely desperate mindset. He wants something and he’s been denied because you don’t want him to have it. It’s a great way to assert your control and again it can be used to punish him if he’s being disobedient in some way. It can also be used to tease him. After all, most cuckolds enjoy some form of denial as long as there’s a payoff somewhere along the way.

    In this case, that payoff can come when you see your cuckold again. You could come back from your bull’s and tell him all about the fun you had. You could invite him back into the house to find you and your bull cuddled in bed, relaxing on the couch, having a glass of wine together, etc. You could extend his denial and tell your cuckold you’re not going to reward him. Or you could let him eat your pussy or masturbate as he falls to his knees at your feet. There are so many options. Your imagination is really the only limit.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - He Wants Your Pussy...So Deny Him

    Your cuckold craves your pussy. He wants to lick it. He wants to finger it. He wants to fuck it.

    He might know he doesn’t deserve it, but he still wants it. He wants it all the time. He dreams about it. He fantasizes about it every day.

    That’s why you should deny him your pussy. Use your power over him to drive him crazy.

    Instead of letting him have your pussy, give him your hand. He deserves to cum every once in a while (he’ll lose interest if he doesn’t), but he doesn’t deserve your pussy. The cuck gets the hand.

    Tell him exactly why he’s getting your hand instead of your pussy.

    “You don’t deserve my pussy, cucky,” you can say. “You’re not good enough for my pussy. You don’t make me cum when you fuck me. You’re too small. You cum too quickly. You’re just not good enough to deserve the intense, perfect pleasure of my pussy. Other men deserve that pleasure.”

    Feel free to compare him to the man that gets to fuck you.

    “My bull fucks me so much better than you do, cucky,” you can say. “That’s why he gets my pussy and you get my hand. He’s bigger. He lasts longer. He makes me cum so hard. He makes me feel like a woman is supposed to feel with a man inside her. You don’t.”

    Listen to him moan as you fill his head with those thoughts. Feel the way his cock throbs in your hand. Listen to the pleasure he’s experiencing.

    You love your cuckold. You want to make him feel good. You want to fill him with lust. You want to make him cum. You also want to deny him your pussy because someone else has proven so much better at fucking it.

    You can go a little over the top, too. Feel free to play with him. The more turned on he gets, the more likely he is to find even the most outlandish of proclamations arousing.

    “I might never let you fuck me again,” you could say. “I might banish you from my pussy forever. I might only ever give you my hand. What would you think of that, cucky?”

    If he’s turned on, he’ll be on board. He’ll tell you that he doesn’t deserve your pussy. He’ll tell you that whatever you want is what he wants. He’s a good cuckold, after all. He just wants to make you happy.

    Draw it out for as long as you can. Really drive him crazy with your skillful stroking. Talk dirty to him. Tell him that he doesn’t deserve your pussy. Tell him that he doesn’t deserve your mouth. Tell him that your hand is the only pleasure he’ll be feeling for a long, long time.

    If you want to double down on making him your good cuckold, catch his cum in your hand and feed it to him the moment he’s done climaxing. Make him eat it. Tell him that a good cuckold will eat his load. Tell him a good cuckold will make his wife happy at all costs.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - He's Your Cuckold, So Use Him As You Like

    He’s not A cuckold, he’s YOUR cuckold. Why not take advantage of that? Why not enjoy his natural submissiveness?

    Believe me, he wants to worship your pussy. He wants to taste your desire. He wants to make you cum over and over again.

    Most cuckolds get to a place where they find genuine pleasure in simply making you cum. It’s nice to give your cuck an orgasm, but you don’t have to. Sometimes it’s more effective to tease him and leave him hard and dripping.

    Remember, to your cuckold there’s nothing more alluring than the sight of your pussy. Whether someone else has been inside you or not, he will salivate when you spread your legs and let him see your pink flesh.

    Isn’t that positively delicious? Just think about that for a second. Think about the power of your pussy. You give your cuckold a look at it and he wants to fall to his knees. He wants to taste you. He wants to make you cum. You need to take advantage of that.

    It gets so much hotter when you associate pleasing your pussy with his cuckolding. All it takes is a little verbal play.

    “Do you like licking the pussy that other men fuck?” will do wonders for him. You’ll notice him licking with more desire. You’ll see his eyes go wide. You’ll feel him moan into your cunt.

    If you haven’t cuckolded him yet, you can still have fun. “Do you wish you were licking another man’s cum out of my pussy?” will thrill him and he’ll almost certainly answer yes.

    Associate his sexual delight with licking your pussy and he’ll end up between your legs a lot more often.

    Of course, it’s even hotter for both of you if you’re actually cuckolding him.

    “Do you want to taste me before my bull fucks me?” you can ask him as you straddle his face. He will answer enthusiastically and even beg to taste if you want that (it’s worth a try; it can be quite a rush).

    “Lick my pussy, cuckold,” is a wonderful way to greet him when you’ve come home from a date with another man. “Can you taste him inside me?”

    Do all of the above and you’ll develop an irresistible sort of swagger with your cuckold. You’ll be more confident when you’re with him. You’ll be eager to have your pussy worshiped. You’ll be eager to feel him licking you. You’ll be eager to have him make you cum. That will make both of you happier.

    Nothing is finer than feeding him your lover’s cum. If you’re lucky you’ll get to this point in your cuckolding relationship. It’s different than mere creampie cleanup. It’s you sitting on your husband’s face and letting your lover’s cum run out of you and into his mouth. It’s literally feeding it to him from your pussy and it’s beautiful.

    “Do you want me to feed you his cum?” you can ask as your cuckold tilts his head back and prepares to receive your gift. “Do you want to drink another man’s cum from my pussy?” is a good one too.

    Then you can feed him. You can let him drink every delicious drop from your pussy. When he’s done, have him make you cum so your cuckold is the last man to get you off.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - His Participation Makes it Better

    If you’re going to cuckold your husband, why not let him play along? Maybe it will take you a while to get there, but I can assure you that you’ll have more fun when you invite him in to get down and dirty with you.

    Let me give you a few examples:

    Hard Doggystyle - Even without your cuckold this would be thrilling. Getting fucked from behind by your bull is incredible. It feels like he owns you. It feels like he’s taken your pussy and made it his. It feels like he’s giving you exactly what you need.

    It can be better, though. Invite your cuckold in. Let him gently worship your breasts. Let him send electric pleasure through your body as he flicks his tongue back and forth over your nipples. Connect with him through a soft, sensual kiss if you’d like.

    Or, have your cuckold lie on his back. Climb on top of him. Let him stare up at your pussy as your bull takes you. Play with his little dick. Tease him. Tell him to watch as a real man fucks you. If you can handle it, have him lick your clit while you get fucked. It might just give you the finest orgasm of your life.

    Riding Your Bull - What a thrill to ride your bull’s big cock. What an absolute thrill to feel him stretch your pussy and reach places inside you your cuckold husband has never gone. What an absolute, overwhelming thrill.

    It can be better, though. Invite your cuckold in to suck on your bull’s balls while you ride him. Have him humiliate himself by pleasuring another man’s nut sack. If you want, have him lick your asshole while you’re riding your bull. The nerve endings around your asshole love the feel of a tongue lapping at them and it will absolutely make sex with your bull even better.

    Standing Doggystyle - Sometimes there’s an intense thrill in being bent over and fucked by a real man. It’s undeniable. To feel his big cock pounding you will make you all wet. To feel his lust for you is intoxicating.

    It might be more fun for your bull if your cuckold was on his knees eating ass. Your bull gets to fuck your pussy and he feels your cuck husband tonguing his asshole. He gets the best of both worlds and he doesn’t have to do anything more than be a better, bigger man to earn it. Plus, he’ll probably fuck you better if your hubby is busy licking his asshole like a good little bitch.

    Blowing Your Bull - There’s something deeply thrilling about being on your knees in front of a real man. It’s sexy to feel his cock get hard in your mouth. It’s sexy to feel his moans. It’s thrilling to know that he wants you so badly.

    It can be better, though. Invite your cuckold to get on his knees with you. Share your bull’s cock. Suck it together. Lick it together. Share kisses over the thick, throbbing head. Have your cuckold suck on his balls while you suck on his long, thick shaft and work the head with your talented mouth.

    Reverse Cowgirl - Milking your bull’s cock with your pussy feels so good. He moves his hands over your back and ass. He’s buried deep inside of you. He’s filling you over and over. You’re going to make him cum inside you.

    Make it better. Invite your cuckold between your legs. Have him lick your pussy as you ride your bull’s superior cock. Have him suck your bull’s balls. Climb off your bull and have your cuckold suck the cock clean before you take it back inside you. Enhance your sexual experience.

    Foreplay with Your Bull - Kissing your bull is beautiful. You feel your lust for him building. You feel his body against yours. You feel his cock growing.

    Make it better. Instead of your bull playing with your pussy, put your cuckold to work between your legs. Have him lick your pretty cunt. Have him worship you. Have him make you all wet and slippery. Concentrate on playing with your bull while your cuckold makes sure you’re soaking wet and ready to get fucked.

    Making Your Bull Cum in Your Mouth - Sometimes, you want to give your bull the gift of cumming in your mouth. You want to show him that your lust for him includes lust for his seed.

    Gifts are meant to be shared, so make this one sweeter by inviting your cuckold to enjoy it with you. Take your bull’s cum into your mouth and then share it with your loving cuckold husband. Enjoy a sloppy, sexy cum kiss. Transfer your bull’s seed to his mouth. Have him swallow it. Take joy in his willingness to consume a superior man’s seed.

    A Creampie - You love when your bull cums inside you. It feels so good to know that his seed is flowing into your pussy. It feels so good to know that you brought him such pleasure that he couldn’t help but cum. It feels even better knowing that he made you cum too.

    Make that creampie even better. Afterwards, invite your cuckold into the bed to clean up the mess your bull left inside you. Spread your legs and say “Clean me” and he’ll crawl between them. He’ll clean you like a good boy. He’ll lick up every delicious drop. He’ll make your pussy feel good, and if you want to cum again his tongue will happily accommodate that desire.

    There’s so much more you could do, too. The possibilities are endless. Remember, there’s so much fun to be had when you involve your cuckold.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - How to Make Creampie Cleanup Even Hotter for Him

    Your cuckold loves cleaning creampies. He loves getting between your legs after another man has been inside you. He loves licking your bull or boyfriend’s cum out of you and swallowing the sticky, warm juices. In that moment he’s at his happiest, most aroused state. He experiences pure cuckold bliss and you’re to thank for that. Want to make it even hotter for him? Try the suggestions below.

    
      Grab His Hair as He Cleans You Up
    

    Put a hand in his hair and pull him closer. Use your hand to move his face all around your well-used and cum-filled pussy. Pull his tongue deeper inside of you. Your cuckold will love the sense that you’re taking control and making him feast on your boyfriend’s cum.

    
      Talk Dirty to Him While He’s Doing It
    

    You could simply lie there impassively and let your cuckold feast on the cum in your pussy, but it’s so much hotter for him if you get into it. A little moaning and writhing goes a long way, but if you throw in a bit of dirty talk you’ll make the experience so much more arousing and satisfying for your cuckold. Here are some examples:

    “Does my boyfriend’s cum taste good baby?”

    “Eat up all of that hot cum, cucky. Clean another man’s seed out of your wife.”

    “I want you to lick up every drop of his cum baby. Do a cuckold’s job and clean your wife’s pussy of my boyfriend’s juices.”

    “Do you like licking another man’s cum from me honey?”

    You get the idea. Any dirty talk should be tailored to your cuckold’s needs. If you know he likes deep humiliation then feel free to get a little rougher with the talk. If he’s not really into that then keep it to a bit of light teasing.

    
      Sit on His Face and Feed Him the Hot Cum
    

    Most cucks love it when their wives take control, and there’s nothing hotter than sitting your well-fucked pussy on your man’s face and letting your boyfriend’s cum leak out of you and into his mouth. This is best done right after you’ve been seeded and are full of a fresh load. Have your cuck like in bed, on the floor, or on the couch and straddle his face. Rest your pussy over his mouth and let the semen drip out. A little bit of hip movement will look and feel sexier to him, so feel free to work some of that in too.

    
      Make Him Beg for It
    

    The moment after you’ve been filled with another man’s cum is when your cuck is at the height of his excitement. With every thrust of your boyfriend’s cock inside you he’s been dreaming of being able to clean out the inevitable creampie. That’s why it’s the perfect time to play with him a little. 

    Invite the cuckold between your legs, but don’t let him clean up the creamy cumshot until he’s begged you properly. Don’t wait too long, because you don’t want it all to leak out, but make sure he humbles himself suitably before he’s allowed to dine on your perfect pussy.

    
      Make Him Thank You When He’s Done
    

    Eating a creampie from your pussy is your cuckold’s ultimate reward. It is given to him entirely at your discretion and he should be grateful for the chance to clean you. Not every cuckold is so lucky. If you’re willing to let him lick another man’s seed from inside you then he should tell you just how grateful he is. Train him to thank you profusely after every clean up session. A good cuckold wouldn’t dream of doing anything else.

    
      Scoop Some of the Cum Out with Your Fingers and Feed it to Him
    

    This is an impossibly hot move that’s nice to work into your creampie play every once in a while. While your cuckold waits between your legs, slide two fingers into your cum-filled pussy and scoop up some of your boyfriend’s seed. Have your cuckold open wide and slip those messy digits onto his tongue.

    He’ll close his lips around them immediately and suck every drop clean. Look into his eyes and witness the overwhelming fervor he experiences in that moment. Repeat as many times as you like. This can be an effective way to play if your boyfriend is cumming into condoms. Just dip your fingers into it after he’s had his orgasm and feed the stickiness to your cuckold.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Make Sure to Comfort Your Cuckold

    After you’ve cuckolded your husband for the first time you’re probably going to be completely enthralled with the man that just gave you a great orgasm (assuming things go well), and understandably so. Having great sex will often make you want to curl up with the man that just fucked you and whisper sweet nothings into his ear.

    That’s all fine. You should do that, in fact. You should enjoy all the benefits of great sex. When you’re done with all of that, though, you should give your cuckold a little bit of your time because he’s probably going to need it.

    It can happen that night. It can happen the next day. It needs to happen fairly soon after you cuckold him though and you should think of it as aftercare. Remember, he’s been on an emotional rollercoaster as you’ve been enjoying great sex. He’s been grappling with the idea that another man can fuck you better than he can. He’s been dealing with a sense of insecurity, and with the notion that feeling that sense of insecurity turns him on.

    Go to your cuckold at some point after you’ve fucked another man. Take him in your arms. If you want, sit astride his lap like the girl in the picture above. Caress his hair. Let him touch you. Kiss the top of his head.

    First and foremost it’s important that you tell him you love him. He knows you do, but it’s important to hear it. You can also thank him for being the kind of husband that let you explore your desires and bring someone else into your bedroom.

    Depending on how he responds, you can also try and provide him a little bit of cuckold pleasure. For instance, kiss him a little. Let him feel your tongue in his mouth. Let him touch you as you’re kissing.

    If he gets turned on – which he almost certainly will unless watching you fuck someone else completely wrecked him – kiss him with a little more passion. Lure him into a deeper sense of desire. Try to get him to ask for sex. If you’re feeling confident and you think he can handle it, deny him that sex.

    Just like that you’ll reinforce his status as a cuckold and you might actually turn him on even more. After all, despite the anxious feelings that come with being cuckolded, it’s what your husband wants. It’s what he craves, so the more you can give him that pleasure the more excited he’ll be.

    Why not let him go down on you instead of fucking you? Tell him that you want him to eat your pussy while you think about the man you cuckolded him with. If you want to give him an orgasm, tell him he can masturbate while he’s going down on you and that he’s only allowed to cum after you’ve had your orgasm. That way, everyone wins.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Master the Art of the Tease

    As his cuckoldress, I’m in control. I know what he craves. I know what he desires. I also know that I can deny him the pleasure of enjoying it and he’ll be thankful. Isn’t that delicious?

    His desire is what gives me control. He desires my body. He wants to kiss me. He wants to touch me. He wants to make me cum. His desire is also what turns me on. When I see that overpowering lust in his eyes, I can’t help but get wet.

    I love to let him close, oh so close, and not let him get all the way there. I love to let him kiss my pussy through my panties without letting him actually taste me. A little bit of cotton is all that keeps him from getting what he wants, but he knows that until I pull them aside and offers my pussy, he can’t have it.

    There are so many ways to let him close without letting him actually have what he wants. Letting him kiss my feet and legs is delicious. His lips feel so good on my flesh. It makes me tingle. Sometimes it gives me goosebumps. It always gives me pleasure.

    The greatest pleasure comes from closing my legs before he gets to my pussy though. That look of desperation that flashes across his face is intoxicating. He wants my pussy. He wants to taste it. He can’t have it.

    This is why I love chastity play. He can literally be inches from my pussy but no that there’s no chance of having me because the chastity device on his cock ensures he can’t fuck me. He can’t feel the perfection of my pussy around his cock. He can only dream of it.

    Of course his second instinct would be to get on his knees and worship me. If I’m playing naughty denial games with him, I’ll forbid him from doing so. Instead I could let him get on his knees while I masturbate. All he can do is watch.

    I love doing that. I love denying him what I know he craves. I don’t do it all the time – I’m not a monster – but it’s so thrilling to play those kinds of games with him.

    Sometimes it’s thrilling to toy my pussy while he watches. He’s a foot away and he can’t have it. All he can do is watch me fuck my toy. He wishes he could lick my pussy or slide his cock in there, but that pleasure is not his to enjoy.

    Another thrilling way to tease him is to give him a little taste on my fingers. I slip them inside me, cover them in my wetness, and then stuff them in his mouth. I might even give him a little lick of my labia, but I won’t let him taste my pussy and I certainly won’t let him lick my clit and make me cum.

    It’s his desire that is so thrilling to me. It’s knowing that he wants my body more than anything in the world. It makes me wet beyond belief. It turns me on to the point that it never takes very long to make me cum.

    It’s the kinky, dominant part of me that gets even more turned on when I deny him. I know what he desires. It turns me on that he desires it. It really turns me on to deny him access to my body on those nights that I’m feeling naughty.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Nourish Your Cuckold with Your Bull's Cum

    In many ways, making your cuckold consume your bull’s cum is the purest expression of the sexual lifestyle you’ve embraced.

    It’s the perfect way to make him confront and embrace exactly what you’re doing. As he’s licking another man’s cum out of you (or off of you) he will be unable to deny that he’s a cuckold. He’s cleaning the semen of the man you chose to fuck instead of him. He’s doing something most straight men would never consider doing, and he’s almost certainly doing it eagerly and with a throbbing erection.

    That’s why you should strive to feed your bull’s cum to your cuckold as often as possible.

    The truth is, your bull’s cum nourishes your cuckold’s soul. It thrills him in so many ways, some of which he doesn’t even understand. He just knows that it makes him happy. He knows that it makes him feel like a cuckold, which is what he wants.

    It should make you happy, too, because when your cuckold eagerly eats your bull’s cum, he’s embracing the lifestyle choices you’ve made. He’s embracing that another man is superior to him in the bedroom and that you want that superior man to provide you with sexual pleasure.

    That’s why you should always feed your cuckold your bull’s cum.

    It can go beyond simply feeding him. It should, in fact. You can help nourish your cuckold’s soul. You can help him embrace his place as your cum eating husband. A little verbal play can be helpful.

    “Clean my messy pussy, honey. Clean my bull’s cum out of me. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you understand that you’re a cum eating cuckold now.” It can be that simple. Say those words as you stand over him with another man’s cum in your pussy. Watch as his eyes light up with desire.

    It might seem counter intuitive, but your cuckold almost certainly views getting to clean your cum-filled pussy as a reward. He views it as a treat, as something that will make his cock throb and fill his masturbatory fantasies for weeks to come.

    You should treat it that way too. Don’t think of it as a punishment. Think of it as nourishment for your cuckold. Welcome him between your legs with a sweet voice. Tell him he’s a good boy as he cleans your pussy. Tell him that he’s making you happy by licking your bull’s cum out of your pussy.

    There’s great power in quite literally feeding your cuckold.

    He’s on his back. His mouth is open. He’s eager to be fed from your pussy. He’s in the most submissive position imaginable, and chances are good he just watched someone else fuck you better than he’s ever fucked you.

    In that moment, he’s never felt more like a cuckold. That’s when you squat over his face and release your bull’s load into his mouth. That’s when you complete an evening of cuckold pleasure by letting another man’s seed slide out of your cunt and onto your cuckold’s tongue before it disappears down his throat.

    Of course, you could also have your cuckold waiting on his knees while he watches you fuck. After your bull cums – hopefully you have your cuckold watching from a place that affords him a view of the seeding – you can look down at him and welcome him between your legs.

    “You may clean me,” you could say. The wording is important. Phrase it so it makes it clear that cleaning you is your cuckold’s place. That’s what will nourish him. He needs to be reminded of that. He wants to be reminded of that. He wants to feel like you embrace that being his place too.

    The more of your bull’s cum he eats, the more of a cuckold he will feel like. The more of a cuckold he feels like, the better he’ll be as your husband. He’ll do anything he can to please you because he understands his place as your submissive, cum eating cuckold. What’s even more amazing is that he’ll begin to find pleasure in making you happy. He will truly become the perfect husband.

    That’s why you should strive to nourish your cuckold’s soul with your bull’s cum.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Play the 10 for You, 1 for Him Game

    At its best, cuckolding is a way to spice up your sex life. If done right, it can make it feel like you’re newlyweds again. You’ll be filled with desire and lust (both of you!) like you haven’t felt in years.

    It can (and should) be about so much more than you fucking other men while your husband waits at home, watches, participates, etc. Why not have fun with it?

    Try instituting a rule that you must have 10 orgasms for every 1 he gets to have. You’ll be surprised at how much fun it can be.

    In case you’ve forgotten, few things in the world are as wondrously pleasurable as an orgasm. Plus, there are genuine health benefits. The stress relief alone is wonderful. You’ll look and feel younger if you’re cumming a whole lot more often, and most women are capable of multiple orgasms every day.

    Obviously your cuckold will primarily use his tongue to make you cum. His cock likely isn’t worth much and it can be a hassle to have to get naked and clean up after him, etc. Instead, make it clear that he should be using his tongue, fingers, and even toys to make you cum and that you get 10 orgasms for every 1 he’s permitted.

    Doesn’t that sound fun? Plus, it has the added benefit of helping your husband focus on your pleasure. You’ll notice an immediate and amazing change in him. When his focus is entirely on getting you off, it’s astonishing how much fun you can have.

    Having dinner with friends? Get ready and have a cocktail while your cuckold husband worships your pussy and gives you one of the many orgasms you get to enjoy before he’s permitted to cum.

    At a party? Pull him into the bathroom, lift up your skirt, and push him to his knees to worship your pussy. He’ll do so eagerly.

    Feeling frisky in the car? Pull off the road and make him get you off. Or even better, have him reach over with a free hand and play with your clit until you cum.

    I know it’s difficult for some women to cum, but the more you do it the easier it will get. Once you get into a rhythm and unlock your inner sex goddess, you might be surprised at how easily you climax.

    Best of all, you’ll feel desired and worshiped, and if we’re honest, every woman can get behind that notion. What’s better than having a man you love that wants nothing more than to make you cum?

    Just make sure that you keep track. You don’t want him feeling like he’s getting ripped off. You don’t have to make it 10 for 1, either. You can pick any number you’re comfortable with. If you have genuine difficult climaxing, go for something a little lower. If you cum with ease, make that number higher so your cuckold really has to work for it.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Start His Day with Domination

    As any woman with experience dominating a man she loves knows, your dominance has to be reinforced. Even if a man is a natural submissive you have to make sure you keep him in that submissive place or he’ll drift. He’ll get selfish. He’ll think that he gets to determine when he orgasms or how he orgasms. He’ll think that it’s his choice when you have sex, when he’s allowed to go down on you, how you’ll dress for him, etc.

    That’s why it can be so helpful to give your man a dose of domination before he leaves for work in the morning. If he’s been well-behaved, dominating him by making him worship your pussy is a wonderful choice.

    You don’t have to look perfect – you’ve just gotten out of bed, after all – but it helps if you look a little bit desirable. That can be as simple as wearing something revealing. My man enjoys a satin robe with a little bit of lace trim that just covers my ass. That’s enough to get his attention, and once you’ve got his attention it’s easy to arouse him, and once you arouse him it’s easy to dominate him.

    Get him a little bit excited with a touch or a kiss. Make that bulge in his pants grow. Then tell him that needs to get on his knees and worship his wife’s perfect pussy. If you like, make him do it from behind. It might make him feel a little bit more submissive if he’s rubbing his nose up against your asshole. If you like, have him worship your ass before he leaves for work. There’s nothing quite like the taste of his wife’s asshole on his tongue as he drives to work to remind him of his place.

    What you do from there is up to you. If you want to tease him and give him a little taste before pulling your pussy from his mouth, do so. Maybe you want to let him lick you a little, get you wet, and then hop on the counter to masturbate, thereby depriving him of the chance to make you cum (and we all know how much a submissive man loves to make his wife cum). Maybe you want to reward him for being so eager to get on his knees by letting him make you cum.

    You could also take the approach of making him eat your pussy while you ignore him. Browse your phone. Read a book. Make him lap at your cunt and don’t pay him the slightest mind. The world is your kinky oyster at that point.

    When you decide he’s done, help him to his feet and send him on his way to work. You could give him a lovely kiss if you’re in the mood. That would be a nice way to make sure his cock is good and hard before he leaves for the day. After all, leaving your man wanting more is how a dominant woman does it, right? A little bit of denial goes a long way, after all. Just think of how eager he’ll be to please you when he gets home from work, especially if you tease him a little with a naughty text or two during the day.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Tease Him By Using Another Man's Name

    Want to have some fun with your cuckold hubby? Try calling out another man’s name while you’re in the throes of passion. Maybe he’s going down on you. Maybe you’re having sex. It doesn’t matter.

    Do you have an ex-boyfriend he knows about? Does he know your ex had a big cock and was really good in bed? That would be perfect. Let’s call him David.

    “Oh David, fuck me!” you moan as your husband thrusts into your pussy.

    “What?” he says as he stops thrusting.

    He’s not angry or disappointed though. He’s a cuckold. He’s turned on. You could apologize, or you could just own up to it.

    “Sorry honey, I was thinking about my ex.” Then you wrap your legs around him and pull him into you. Urge your husband to fuck you while you fantasize about your ex.

    Say it again. “Fuck me, David. Fuck me!”

    He won’t be able to resist.

    The same principle applies during oral sex. It should be a little more potent, in fact.

    It works really well to simply moan his name. “Oh David.” You don’t have to urge him to fuck you. Just let your cuckold know that while he’s licking your pussy you’re thinking about another man.

    This might seem cruel, but it’s absolutely what he wants. Your little cuck wants to know that you’re thinking about someone else as he’s trying to make you cum. He wants to know that it’s easier for you to cum when you’re dreaming of another man’s cock inside you.

    If you’re already cuckolding him with another man, this will be even more fun (yes, lots of cuckold couples still have sex). It might seem a little awkward at first, but looking your husband in the eye and saying your lover’s name while he’s inside you can be hugely arousing for him. Let’s say you’re lover’s name is Luke.

    “Fuck me, Luke. Fuck me with your big cock,” you say.

    Your husband smiles. He fucks you a little faster. He fucks you a little harder. He falls a little deeper in love with you.

    Want to take it a little further? Talk to your husband like you’re fucking your lover. Tell him how much better he is than your husband.

    “Oh Luke, your cock feels so good inside me. You fuck me so much better than my husband. You make me cum so much harder than he does.”

    That’s almost certainly going to make your cuck hubby cum.

    If you’ve taken a lover, chances are he’s good in bed (hopefully the sex is great). This gives you a chance to thrill your cuckold while he’s going down on you.

    Talk about your lover while he’s pleasuring you. Tell him how badly you wish you were fucking him instead of fucking your husband’s tongue.

    “I wish he was fucking me right now, honey. I wish Luke’s big cock was inside me. I wish his body was on top of mine. I wish he was making me cum. I wish he was cumming inside me.”

    It’s even better if you’re actually fantasizing about your lover while you let those naughty words slip from your lips.

    As hard as it can be to believe, cuckolding can and should bring you and your husband closer together. It should strengthen your bond as you both discover greater sexual pleasure than you ever imagined possible.

    Using your lover’s name (or that of an ex-boyfriend) is a great way to have fun with your hubby. Try it out and you’ll soon discover exactly what drives him crazy with lust and what turns you on too.

  
    How to Be a Cuckoldress - Tease Him, Don't Please Him

    It’s quite likely your cuckold doesn’t offer you the pleasure you crave. If he did, why would you be cuckolding him? If that’s the case, then I recommend you take up teasing him instead of pleasing him.

    What do I mean by that? Let me explain.

    Look at his little dick after you've turned him on (perhaps with a tale of cuckolding). You know it wants to be inside you. You know it wants to explode in your pussy or in your mouth. It doesn’t deserve that, though. So instead of pleasing it, tease it.

    Run your fingers over the shaft as you look up at your cuckold. Play with the tip. Even better, tell him what a dirty girl you’ve been with a real man while you tease him.

    “I let him cum inside me, cucky,” you can say. “I let him fuck my tight married pussy until he spilled a massive load inside me. I’m going to let him fuck me again tomorrow, too. I give him what he wants and I’m not even going to give you a handjob. Do you know why, cucky? It’s because you don’t deserve it. He does.”

    Want to take it in a kinkier direction? Then tie up his balls and yank on the string as you tease his cock. Tell him that you own his worthless dick and balls. Tell him that you’re the one that’s in control of his orgasms. Tell him that he’s going to have to work hard before you grant him the pleasure of being inside you.

    “This little dick is my property, cucky, which means I decide where it goes. You know where it’s never going again? My pussy, cucky. I’m never letting you in my pussy again.”

    The teasing doesn’t have to be limited to your hand. In fact, it can be even more effective if you use your mouth. After all, most men prefer a blowjob over a handjob, so why not tease your cuck with the possibility of getting his cock sucked?

    Your tongue will feel good on his cock, but it won’t be enough to make him cum. It will simply tease him. It will drive him crazy with lust. It will get him close to the edge, but it won’t push him over. That’s what you want.

    “He gets my mouth, cucky. He gets my mouth every time I see him,” you can say. “I can’t wait to get on my knees for him. I can’t wait to feel him throbbing in my mouth. I can’t wait to feel him throb on my tongue.”

    Lick your way up his shaft. Tease him. Lick the head.

    “I never want to suck your fucking cock. You don’t deserve my mouth. Your cock does nothing for me, so why would I ever take it in my mouth? Why would I ever blow you?”

    You can choose how close you want to get to actually blowing him. Licking and kissing the underside of the head is more than enough to drive your cuckold crazy, I promise. He will shudder with lust if you tease him like that, especially if you follow it up with more verbal play.

    “You want me to suck your dick, don’t you cucky?” you can ask. He’ll nod. He might even beg for it. He doesn’t deserve it, though. Don’t forget that. Your mouth is not his to enjoy. Your mouth is reserved for real men. Your cuckold doesn’t deserve a blowjob.

    If you want to deliver the most potent form of teasing, you need to use your pussy. Your cuck won’t be able to resist it. He won’t be able to contain his desire. He won’t be able to stave off the sense of intense lust.

    It works even better if your bull just fucked you. That goes double if your bull’s load is inside you.

    “You don’t deserve my pussy, cucky. You gave it up. You offered it to another man. You begged me to take his cock inside me. You begged me to let him cum inside me. You gave my pussy away. You’re not getting it back. You’re never getting it back. I’m never letting you inside me again.”

    Want to mix it up a little? Try teasing your cuckold in all the positions your bull fucks you in. If he took you from behind, get on your hands and knees and tease your cuckold. Make sure you forbid him from trying to fuck you, though. That sort of behavior cannot be tolerated.

    “He took me from behind tonight, cucky,” you can say. “He pounded your wife’s tight little pussy from behind and he made me cum so fucking hard. He pounded me like a real man pounds a woman. He pounded me better than you’ve ever pounded me.”

    You’ll hear him moan. You’ll feel him thrusting ever so slightly. You’ll feel his desire to be inside you. You’ll deny him.

    “There’s no pussy for you, cucky. There will never be pussy for you. You’re pussy free from now on.”

    In the end, you get to decide if your cuckold cums. He’ll be sad if you don’t let him get off, but he’ll be a better cuckold. I recommend you let him cum once every three or four teasing sessions. Any more than that is unnecessary. He’s a cuck, after all. His cock can’t make you cum so his cock doesn’t deserve to cum whenever he wants. It’s really that simple.

    
      
    

    
      Here's an example of how you might tease as you recount the fun you had on a night out with your bull:
    

    Look at how hard you are for me cucky! Is that because I’ve spent the last few hours with someone else’s cock inside me while you waited at home? Have you been thinking about your wife getting fucked?

    I love that you get so hard for me, cucky. I love that you crave being cuckolded. I love that you know that your dick doesn’t belong inside me.

    It doesn’t, does it? You know by now that I only want big cocks inside me. I don’t want your little cuckold dick anywhere near my pussy. I’ll tease you with my fingers though. Would that make you feel good?

    Do you want to hear about the fun I had, cucky? I’ll tell you as long as you promise not to cum until I’m done, okay? Good boy.

    On the driver over to his place I couldn’t stop thinking about his cock. It’s genuinely perfect, cucky. He’s at least twice as thick as you are – the thickness is my favorite thing – and just about nine inches long. Yes, I measured. I wanted you to know exactly how much bigger he is than you are. Yeah, it’s a lot.

    I was so wet by the time I got there. My panties were literally soaked. I’ll bet you would’ve loved to go down on me. I know how you get off on tasting my wetness, especially when I’m excited for another man.

    We kissed as soon as the door shut behind me and then I got on my knees. I had to. I had to suck his cock.

    I know you’re not familiar with that kind of thing, but some men are so irresistible that women genuinely want to blow them. I wanted to feel his cock in my mouth. I needed to feel it. I needed to feel him get hard on my tongue. I needed to feel his thickness stretch my lips.

    I kissed his cock just like this. I kissed my way up the shaft while I looked up at him. Then I took him in my mouth. You’re not going to feel my mouth – a cuckold doesn’t deserve that – but he certainly feels my mouth every time I’m with him.

    I love sucking his cock, cucky. I love feeling the way he throbs when I’m blowing him. I love the way his precum tastes. Most of all, I love knowing that I’m giving him pleasure. I love making him feel good.

    You like that, don’t you? You like that I want to make other men feel good. You like that I want to worship his cock. I love that about you, cucky. I love that you’re so thrilled by my lust for someone else’s dick.

    Does this make your cock feel good, cucky? Do you like hearing about how naughty I was with my bull? Do you want to hear about how he fucked me?

    My pussy needed him so badly, cucky. I was so wet for him. I needed to be filled. I begged him for it. From my knees I looked up at him and I begged him to fuck me. He loves when I do that. He loves that I need his dick so badly. He knows I don’t get what I need at home. He knows you can’t fuck your wife the way she needs.

    He took me to his bedroom and put me on my back in his bed. He guided his big cock into me and he pounded me, cucky. He pounded my pussy so hard. He gave me exactly what I needed. I like it when he makes love to me, but today I needed to be fucked. I needed to be pounded. I needed to be stretched. I needed to be used. He gave me exactly what I needed.

    After my first orgasm I couldn’t help but think about how you’ve never given me an orgasm like that. You’ve literally never made me cum like he does. It’s not really your fault. Your dick just isn’t big enough. What can you do? Your cock is too small and you don’t fuck me like I need to be fucked.

    That’s why I have him. His big cock fucks me like I need.

    Are you close to cumming, cucky? Are you going to spill your load? Make sure you don’t get any of it in my mouth. I don’t want to taste your nasty sperm. I’ll swallow his if he wants me to, but yours doesn’t belong in my mouth. It belongs in the toilet.

    I didn’t swallow for him tonight. I let him cum inside me. I demanded it, in fact. I begged for it. Your wife begged another man to cum inside her. He filled me up so good with his load. He was fucking me from behind when he came. He had a handful of my hair and was pulling hard on it when he buried his cock in my pussy and unloaded. I love the way his shaft throbs when he’s cumming. I love that he cums inside me and that you’re not allowed to.

    I loved feeling him drip out of me as I drove home. Does that turn you on, cucky? Do you like that another man’s cum was dripping out of your wife’s pussy? I’ll bet you do. Cum while you’re thinking about it. Cum while you imagine another man’s hot sperm dripping out of my pussy.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - The Surprising Delights of Ball Sucking

    Most men like having their balls sucked on. It’s not necessarily because it feels incredibly good; the testicles aren’t filled with nerve endings the way the head of the penis is. It does feel good, but part of what makes it sexy is looking down and seeing a beautiful girl with your balls in her mouth. She’s doing it because she wants you to feel good. She’s doing it because she knows you it.

    That’s a huge part of what makes it so sexy. She’s sucking his balls, which are probably a little bit sweaty, a little bit smelly, and sometimes hairy, because she wants him to know she’s working hard to make you feel good.

    I mention all of this because it can be doubly fun to indulge in ball sucking when you’re cuckolding your husband.

    For some guys, nothing makes them feel more like a man than when a woman gets between their legs to worship their cock and balls. When you make a man feel like his genitals are the center of your world, at least for a little while, he feels good. You can use that to your advantage when playing while your cuckold watches.

    “Do you like watching me worship his balls, cuckold?” you could ask him as you let your lover’s testicles fall out of your mouth. “Do you like watching me lick his big balls?” you could ask as you run your tongue over his sack.

    Your cuckold will love it. Your lover will find it thrilling, too. He will almost certainly be turned on at any suggestion that he’s more of a man than your husband.

    “I don’t worship your balls, do I cuckold?” is a great way to make it clear that only one man in your life gets to feel your mouth on his balls.

    It will likely be a little bit sexier for both your lover and husband if you worship his balls from your knees. Most men – especially those with a more dominant attitude when it comes to sex – really like to see a woman on her knees offering pleasure.

    I can’t speak for every woman, but I know that with the right man I actually find it arousing to drop to my knees and offer my mouth for his pleasure. I like sucking his cock. I like taking his balls into my mouth, especially when my cuckold is watching (as long as my lover is relatively clean; sweaty balls are not sexy).

    If you want to really thrill your cuckold, look up at him while you have another man’s balls in your mouth. The power of the image will drive him crazy with lust. If he’s masturbating, he might just cum. If you want to make it sexier, throw in a little verbal play.

    “I love sucking his big balls, honey.” Then go right back to sucking on them.

    Sex is life’s most pleasant activity and there are so many ways to make it interesting, arousing, and relentlessly thrilling that don’t just involve barreling towards an orgasm as fast as possible.

    Cuckolding is obviously one way to do it, but there’s such a wide variety of pleasures within that. Introducing a simple bit of ball sucking and worship to playing with your lover and cuckold can work wonders and make it hotter for all three of you. Why wouldn’t you want that?

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Thrill Him with Creampie Dirty Talk

    You’re not alone if you want your lover to cum inside you. Bareback sex feels better and there’s something intensely pleasurable about knowing he’s cumming in your pussy. Plus, this most intimate and beautiful act is a great way to thrill your cuckold, too.

    If you want to double down on making your cuckold husband wild with arousal, try and work in some creampie dirty talk. It comes in all kinds of varieties, from sensual to full-on nasty, and it can all be fun. Do what works for you.

    When he first pushes his bare cock into your pussy, let him know that you want him to cum inside you. “I want you to cum inside me tonight. No pulling out. When you’re ready, just unleash you seed inside me. Fill me up.”

    It will get a little repetitive if you spend the whole time talking about how you want his cum, but it’s nice to set the tone by starting with a little dirty talk.

    You can focus some of the creampie dirty talk on your cuckold, too.

    “Show my husband how a real man cums inside me,” is a good one.

    You can involve your lover, too.

    “Does your husband cum inside you?” he asks.

    “No, only you get to cum inside me,” you answer.

    I guarantee that will thrill your husband. He wants to hear that. He wants to be barred from cumming inside you while you give another man permission to do so. Most guys that are into fucking married women will absolutely love it, too.

    It can be really effective and sexy to mix up the language you use, too.

    “Fill my womb with your cum,” might tickle your cuckold’s brain in the most beautiful way. Even if you’re on birth control, referring to your womb will connect cumming inside you with pregnancy. Then he’ll be thinking about the idea of another man getting you pregnant and it will most likely make him rock hard.

    It’s usually better to mix up how you refer to him cumming inside you, too.

    “Give me that load. Cum inside me. Fill me up. Empty your balls inside me. Paint my pussy with your seed.” Those are all good options. Some are more erotic. Some are just plain filthy. Change it up depending on the kind of sex you’re having.

    The hottest thing you can do is really turn up the dirty talk when your lover is getting ready to cum. Hopefully it will be fueled by genuine desire. After all, it feels good when you’ve got a man so turned on that he cums inside you.

    When that moment is approaching you can feel free to let loose. You can get loud and lusty and insistent. If you want to put on a little show that works too. I’ve found that making it seem like it’s going to give you an orgasm when he cums inside you is quite effective. Sometimes that’s even the case.

    “Cum inside me! I need your cum! Fill me with your cum!”

    “Fuck me and fill me with your cum, baby! Give me that big cock and give me all that cum!”

    It’s what your husband wants to hear. It’s what your lover wants to hear. Hopefully, it’s what you want to happen. Don’t deny yourself this pleasure. Embrace it. Enjoy it. Love the fact that he’s cumming inside you.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Thrill Your Cuckold by Taking Control

    One of the keys to a thriving, thrilling, deeply pleasurable cuckold relationship is knowing how to meet his needs in a way that leaves your cuck completely satisfied, and it often involves digging a little deeper into trying to understand him.

    For instance, going down on you is almost certainly one of your cuckold’s greatest thrills. He loves giving you pleasure and he absolutely loves tasting you after another man has been inside you.

    You can make that experience better for him by making it feel like you’re taking control. Even a little bit of dominance from you will trigger the submissive in him and double his pleasure.

    Approach him with confidence. Put a hand on the top of his head and wear that confident look on your face as you push him to his knees. Demand that he worship your pussy as he drops down in front of you like a good boy.

    Look down at him while he's licking your cunt. You could also grab a handful of his hair and make him look up at you before he dines on your pussy. I promise, he’ll appreciate it. You can even make him beg for the pleasure of being able to taste you.

    If you can handle it, it’s always hot to have him go down on you while you’re standing. Without doing any work you’re establishing a dominant position. He’s on his knees in front of you. You’re standing with your hands in his hair and his tongue is on your clit, working you over and hopefully making you cum.

    This is especially effective after you’ve been with another man. You go out and enjoy your boyfriend’s cock. You come home and beckon your cuckold to you (always make him come to you). You order him to his knees and then have him pull off your skirt and panties.

    A little dirty talk can be really effective here. “Do you want to taste me?” you can ask him. “Do you want to lick me after he fucked me? Do you want to taste where my boyfriend’s cock has been?” If you had unprotected sex, you can ask him if he wants to clean up the creampie.

    Let’s rewind this scenario a little. Her cuckold is on the couch watching TV. She comes in from the next room with her pants off. She sits on the edge of the couch and spreads her legs. She calls for his attention. Then, without giving him a chance to react, she pulls his head between her legs. She demands that he pleasure her and of course he relents. Licking her pussy is his favorite thing in the world.

    If you’re not comfortable with the idea of showing even a little bit of dominance, think about it this way: You’re showing him that you’re eager to have him worship your pussy. A hand on the back of the head is encouragement. Striding into the room and having him go down on you says that you’re really into the way he eats your pussy. You won’t believe how good that makes him feel.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Train Him to Cum During Anal Penetration

    Let’s say you want a little more control over your cuckold. You want to push him a little deeper into submission. You want to try and train away his more masculine instincts. You want him to embrace his submissive side.

    His orgasms are the best way to train him, which is why this method is particularly delightful. You’re in control, so you get to decide when he cums. The decision is simple: He only cums with a cock in his ass.

    It should already be established that he doesn’t fuck you. You should already be fucking his ass regularly. Taking him with your big strapon cock is one of the best ways to push your cuckold husband deeper into submission, so if it’s not already a part of your marriage, it should be.

    Once you’re fucking him on a regular basis, it’s easy to make it so that all his orgasms come with a cock in his ass.

    It’s as simple as making it a rule. He’s not allowed to orgasm unless he’s being penetrated. It’s best to start with you doing the penetration (self-directed toys can come later, and you can get a bull to fuck him if you’re feeling particularly bold and naughty).

    Put your cock in his ass. Tell him what a good boy he is. Ask him to tell you how much he likes having your cock in his ass. Make him tell you how good it feels and how badly he wants it. Make him admit that he’s a slut for your cock.

    The first few times you do this, it’s best if he’s gone quite some time without an orgasm. Make it a few weeks if you have to. He’ll be much more willing to submit, especially if you’ve informed him that he’s going to be given the pleasure of cumming.

    Verbal play can be helpful here. Tell him, “You’re a submissive cuckold. You only get to cum with a nice big cock in your ass,” and he’ll get excited about it. He’ll want to cum so badly that he’ll start to crave your dick inside him. That’s the whole point here. We’re bringing him around to being an eager fuck slut for you.

    Get him off a few times this way and he’ll start to get excited before you’re inside him. He’ll see you stroking your strapon and his dick will get hard. His ass will relax. He’ll get on his hands and knees and spread his cheeks for you. He’ll beg you to fuck him. He’ll beg you like a good little bitch.

    Every time you thrust into his submissive asshole, you’ll bring him a little closer to being the good subby boy you want. You’ll seize a little more of his manhood. You’ll be that much closer to turning him into the perfect cuckold husband.

    If you want, you can let him masturbate as you’re fucking him. For some husbands it can be even more effective. Have him tell you how much he loves your cock in his ass while he masturbates. Have him bring himself to orgasm while begging you to fuck him harder and faster.

    Eventually, he has to cum. Make sure your cock is in his ass when he does. Make sure he associates his pleasure with getting fucked. You’re going to rewire his brain. It’s going to take a little time, but you’ll get there eventually. You’ll train him to beg for your dick. You might even get him to beg for someone else’s dick if you want to go that deep.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Treat Him to a Cuckold 69

    Want to make your cuckold husband’s fantasies come true? Want to give him something special for his birthday, your anniversary, or Christmas? A cuckold 69 is the perfect gift for any occasion.

    Tell him you have a surprise for him tonight. Tell him to get on his back in bed. Tell him that he’s going to live out a naughty fantasy tonight. Then invite your lover in.

    Get on top of your loving cuckold hubby. You can tease his cock if you want, though this tends to work better if he’s been locked in chastity for a few days. Have your lover rub his cock over your pussy. If your husband and bull are into bisexual play, have hubby suck that dick a little bit. Then it’s time to get fucked.

    There’s so much about the cuckold 69 that will be thrilling for him. First, you’re getting fucked in the sexual position that’s the most animalistic. It’s the position where you’re “being taken” more than any other. It’s fitting that your cuckold husband should watch another man enjoy you that way. Chances are good he doesn’t fuck you that way, or certainly doesn’t do it very often.

    Most importantly, he gets an extreme close up view of another man’s cock entering your pussy. Even if he’s watched before, this is different. This is as close as it gets.

    While the big cock enters you from behind your cuckold will watch as your pussy lips open up around your lover’s thickness. He’ll see how wet the shaft of his cock is while it slides in and out of you. He’ll hear the sloppy wet sounds of sex along with the sounds of your lover’s pelvis slapping into your ass over and over. Your bodies will be moving inches from his head.

    A cuckold 69 is total sensory overload and it’s bound to leave your cuckold husband in a place of arousal like he’s never been before.

    You have lots of really hot options for fun, too. You can have your lover pull out and slip his cock into your husband’s mouth. You can have your hubby lick the shaft or your lover’s balls while you’re getting fucked. You can have him lick your clit to provide you with that beautiful extra sensation.

    If you’re having unprotected sex this is a perfect time for your husband to clean a creampie. Have your lover empty his balls into your pussy and then pull out. When he does, you can sit right down on your cuckold’s face and let the cum drip down his throat. Make him eat it all just like a good cuck hubby should.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Use His Orgasms to Train Him

    Your cuckold husband deserves to orgasm. He’ll lose his mind without the chance to cum. You can use this your advantage though. You can use it to reinforce behavior in him. You can use it to make him promise all sorts of things and he’ll gladly do it.

    Teasing is all part of it. You want him to be absolutely insane with sexual desire. You want him to be on the edge of orgasm for as long as possible. That starts with foreplay. Wear lingerie you wore for your lover. Tell your cuckold you wore it for another man. Tell him that another man fucked you in it. Kiss him. Touch him. Tease him.

    Take out his cock, but limit the pleasure you provide it. This is where you can start with the training. Is there something about his behavior that you don’t like? Is he a little too jealous of the men that fuck you?

    “You know why I need other men to fuck me, right honey?” is a good question to ask. You need to put your cuckold husband in the right frame of mind. You need to remind him of exactly why he’s a cuckold.

    “You know I love it when a man with a big cock fucks me, right? You know that your cock isn’t quite the size I want it to be? You know I love you despite that, right?” You don’t want to crush your cuckold. He needs to know that you love him. He also needs to know that there are some things he can’t do for you and that you turn to other men to fulfill those needs.

    As he gets closer to his climax you can up the ante. What’s amazing is that the things you make him say during these moments will stick with him. The more you do it, the more he’ll come to believe they’re absolute truths.

    “Tell me you want me to fuck other men.” He’ll say it. “Tell me you know your cock isn’t worthy of my pussy.” He’ll absolutely say it. “Tell me you understand that I need a bigger, better cock inside me.” He’ll say it and believe it. “Tell me you want to be my cuckold.” Of course he’ll say it. “Tell me you don’t deserve my pussy.” It’s true so he’ll say it.

    You can make the edging last for as long as you want. As long as you don’t bring him all the way to orgasm, this can literally go on for hours. It doesn’t have to be all cock stroking, either. Take a break and sit on his face. Make him lick you to an orgasm before you agree to get him off. It’s a good way to reinforce that your orgasms are of the utmost importance.

    If there’s something specific you want him to do, make him agree to it before he cums. He won’t necessarily hold up his end of the agreement, but getting him to say he wants to do it is a good place to start.

    “Will you suck his cock for me, cucky? Will you fluff my bull and get him ready for my pussy?” He’ll say yes. He might back out when the time comes, but you’ve gotten the ball rolling. It can be fun to do this sort of stuff even if you don’t have any intention of making him suck your bull’s cock. Making him say he wants to do it will take him deeper into the cuckold mindset, which is really the point.

    Your imagination is the only limit of the fun you can have when you’re teasing and edging your cuckold before getting him off. Almost anything can be arousing and fun. You can go wild or you can keep it simple. Maybe you just want him to clean the bathroom. That won’t be as sexy, but he’ll agree to it if he gets to orgasm.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Use Your Cuckold Before and After

    If you let your cuckold watch, you might as well let him participate too. It can be helpful in so many ways.

    If you want to keep it simple, try using his tongue during an evening with your bull.

    Before, have him lick your pussy and get you nice and wet. Make it clear that his purpose is to get you wet, not to give you pleasure. He can work your clit a little, but mostly his job as your cuckold is to spread his saliva around your pussy to make it nice and easy for your bull’s big cock to slide inside you.

    If you want to make it more arousing for him, try inviting him between your legs while you and your bull kiss and/or fool around in other ways. Your bull could be playing with your breasts as your cuckold goes down on you. You could be playing with his big cock as your cuckold gets you wet.

    Either way, it’s turned into a threesome that has the added benefit of putting your cuckold in his place in a remarkably effective way. He’s getting you wet while you pursue pleasure with another man who wields a much larger cock than he does.

    After he’s done his job, send your cuckold to his viewing spot and let him watch as another man fucks you.

    Afterwards you should be thoroughly satisfied and your cuckold should be seriously worked up (he shouldn’t be cumming while someone else is fucking you). This is when you bring him back in for more work with his tongue.

    If you’re having bareback sex with your bull then the cuckold should clean up the cum. If not, he should simply lick your pussy with his eager tongue and taste your juices, your bull’s sweat, and the latent flavors of the condom.

    Once again you’re making his place perfectly clear. He licks your pussy. Someone else fucks it.

    Verbal play can be exceptionally effective after your bull has fucked you. Even something as simple as, “This is your place. He fucks me and you clean me up afterwards,” can have the dual effect of thrilling your cuckold and putting him in his place.

    Don’t be afraid to tell him to stay away from your clit if it’s extra sensitive. That can even work to your benefit. In that case, he’s just down there to taste the result of the sex you had with someone else and perhaps to soothe your sore pussy with his tongue. He’s not there to give you pleasure. He’s there to connect with you like a cuckold does, which is with his tongue.

    If your clit isn’t super sensitive you can let your cuckold make you cum if you’re feeling generous. If you’d prefer to make that your bull’s territory that’s okay too. Either way, have fun and be imaginative. Your cuckold will thank you.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress - Utilize the Power of a Cuckold Handjob

    You’ve just enjoyed another man’s cock inside you while your cuckold stayed at home, anxiously awaiting your return. Now that you’re back, it’s time to take advantage of his desire. It’s time to deepen his devotion to you by using the power of a cuckold handjob.

    This isn’t just about giving him pleasure. That’s part of it, of course, but you can use the cuckold handjob to your advantage. You can use to train him. Don’t miss that opportunity.

    After you’ve returned from cuckolding him he will be more aroused than he’s ever been (he must not masturbate while you’re gone, obviously). That’s when you take him in your hand and introduce him to the delights of dirty talk.

    This is when you make it perfectly clear what you want from him. This is when you ask for something he’s always said he wouldn’t do. This is when you get what you want from him because you’re about to give him what he craves.

    “You like that I fucked him, don’t you cucky?” you can say while you’re stroking his stiff cock. He’ll agree vigorously. “You like that another man made your wife cum, don’t you?” you can ask. He’ll agree. Of course he will.

    “Do you want me to keep fucking him, cucky?” you can ask. He’s never been more aroused and it’s because you just fucked someone else. Of course he’ll want you to keep doing it.

    The question is, what do you want? Do you want him to do the laundry? Do you want him to offer you foot massages every day for a week? Do you want him to buy you lingerie that you’ll for your bull/boyfriend? Do you want to have a boyfriend instead of a bull?

    You can ask for the world. It’s all part of the fun (don’t go overboard or get abusive, of course).

    He loves that you’re cuckolding him and he almost certainly loves feeling submissive in the bedroom. You can extend that submission a little bit beyond the bedroom if you want. It can be fun.

    You can also keep it in the bedroom. Maybe what you’d like is lots more body worship. Maybe you want his tongue pleasing your pussy twice a day. Maybe you want full body massages with happy endings. As he’s nearing an orgasm, make him promise he’ll give you whatever you desire.

    He’ll do it. Don’t worry, he’ll do it. It’s especially fun if you’re trying to push the boundaries a little with your bull/boyfriend. Perhaps you want to start having unprotected sex but he’s worried. The time to ask him is when you have his hard cock in your hand. The closer he gets to orgasm, the more willing he’ll be to give you anything you want. Almost all of it will be sexy to him.

    Don’t go crazy, of course. If you went too far, just forget about all of it after he unloads. If not, make him stick to his promise. If he puts up a fight, he doesn’t get a cuckold handjob next time. If he’s a good boy, he gets more dirty talk and another lovely handjob that brings him the kind of body-shaking orgasm he craves.

  
    How to Be a Cuckoldress - When Necessary, Put Him in His Place

    Sometimes, a cuckold gets insolent. Sometimes he gets jealous or angry or a little bit sad. That kind of behavior can be corrected. Here are just a few ways to put your cuckold in his place.

    
      Chastity
    

    Putting his cock in chastity is always a good place to start. He can’t very well claim that he should be able to fuck you if his dick is in a prison. Plus, you can follow that up with verbal humiliation about why his cock is locked up (his dick is useless so it belongs in a cage). It’s even better if you do as the girl above is doing and show directly compare your cuckold’s locked up cock to your bull’s (hopefully) big cock.

    
      Ass Eating
    

    Your cuckold probably enjoys eating your ass, so this isn’t quite a punishment. However, if you make him lick your asshole while you’re giving a blowjob, it should do a good job of putting him in his place. Your bull gets a blowjob. He eats ass. He eats the dirtiest part of your body while you blow another man.

    You can double down on his by having your cuckold eat your ass while you’re riding your bull. He’s inches away from your pussy, but someone else is inside you and all your cuckold gets to do is eat your ass. It’s perfect.

    
      Sucking Cock
    

    You can put your cock in his place by making him suck cock. Push his head down on your bull’s big dick. Make him blow another man. Make him bisexual.

    It’s hard to claim that he deserves to fuck you after he’s blown the man that actually pleasures you. Plus, this is a great opportunity for verbal humiliation. Really lay into him. Tell him that he’s a cocksucker and that he doesn’t deserve your pussy. Tell him that this is his place, that he gives head, he doesn’t get head. Tell him that he fluffs cock instead of fucking.

    
      Taking a Facial
    

    It’s pretty hard for a cuckold to get out of line after he’s taken a facial from your bull. With another man’s cum on his face, he’s not going to argue about how he should get to fuck you. He’s simply going to accept his place in your marriage.

    Want to go a little deeper? Use your fingers to feed your cuckold the cum on his face. Clean up the mess your bull made by putting it all in your cuckold’s mouth and making him swallow.

    
      Use Him as Furniture While You Fuck
    

    Using him as furniture is a very literal and effective way of putting your cuckold in his place. Sit on him and invite your bull to fuck you. You’re not on the bed. You’re on your cuckold. He is furniture. He is not a man. He doesn’t deserve to fuck you. You get fucked while you’re on him.

    
      Creampie Cleanup
    

    Creampie cleanup is the classic way to put your cuckold in his place. After all, once he’s eaten someone else’s cum out of his wife’s pussy, it’s pretty hard to claim that he deserves to fuck you, to cum inside you, or to even get an erection.

    In a way, he gives up a piece of his manhood when he goes down on your beautiful cunt as someone else’s seed is dripping out of you. He’s tacitly saying that he cleans cum while other man deposit it in your pussy.

    
      Watch and Participate in a Cuckold 69
    

    The cuckold 69 is an exceptionally effective way of putting him in his place. He’s beneath you, literally. He’s watching another man fuck you from a few inches away. There’s no better way to demonstrate that you don’t think of your husband as a sexual partner. He’s there to help, not to fuck.

    There’s a lot of flexibility with this one, too. You can make your cuckold lick your pussy. You can make him lick your bull’s balls. You can make him clean a creampie immediately after your bull cums inside you. You can slap his cock around. You can verbally humiliate him. Just think of all the fun you can have.

  
    How to be a Cuckoldress; Have Phone Sex while Your Cuck Worships Your Pussy

    Here’s a naughty idea: Have phone sex with your lover/bull/boyfriend while your cuckold pleasures you. It’s a thrilling experience for all involved and it’s a great way for your cuckold to experience your enjoying another man firsthand without him having to be there.

    If you’re with someone that doesn’t want your husband around or that doesn’t know you’re married to a cuckold it’s a perfect way to get your husband involved in secret. He just has to keep quiet while he’s worshiping you.

    Plus, this is a perfect opportunity for all kinds of dirty talk that will thrill your hubby while you’re dreaming of another man’s big cock in your pussy. It could go a little something like this:

    Hey. Yeah, I miss you too. You know I do. What am I wearing? Nothing at all. I know that’s how you like it. Yeah, I’m in bed.

    You want me to play with my pussy? Okay. God, it’s already wet. Just thinking about you has me all wet.

    What am I thinking about? Your cock, baby. You know I’m thinking about your cock. You know how badly I want it, how much I miss it.

    Are you stroking it right now? Is it hard for me? Is it hard thinking about my pussy? Do you remember how hard you fucked me last week? I was practically bruised down there you pounded me so hard. You made me cum so good though. I want it again. I want you to pound me again.

    Fuck, I need it. I need your big cock inside me. I need you to pound my tight little pussy. I need you to stretch me out. I need you to fill me up and stretch me out, baby. Oh fuck, I need your cock so badly.

    What? No. You know my husband can’t give me what you can. You know his cock doesn’t compare. You know he can’t fuck me like you can. You know your cock is better than his.

    You like hearing that, don’t you? You like hearing that you fuck me better than my husband. You like hearing that your cock is bigger and better than his. Well, it is. Your cock is so much better than his.

    Fuck, I’m getting close baby. I’m going to cum dreaming about your big cock inside me. I want you to cum with me. I want you to cum thinking about my tight, wet little pussy wrapped around your big cock. I want you to cum while you imagine emptying your balls inside me. Fuck, I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum thinking about your big dick! Oh fuck!

    See, doesn’t that seem like it would be so much fun? I recommend every cuckoldress try phone sex with her lover while her cuckold husband is eagerly worshiping her pussy. It’s a thrill he won’t forget.

  
    How to be a Good Boy for Your Mistress - Earn It

    You don’t get to worship your mistress just because you want to. That’s not a right a submissive possesses. If you want to taste her pussy, that’s a right you have to earn. You want that, don’t you? You want her to spread her legs for you, don’t you? You want to kiss her pussy and push your tongue inside her, don’t you? You want to make her cum, don’t you?

    Of course you do. You’ll have to earn that.

    Fall to your knees when she demands it. Bend over and show her how subservient you can be. Show her that you know how a good submissive presents his body to his mistress. Show her that all you care about is making her happy.

    If she gives you permission to kiss her shoes, consider it a privilege. If your mistress lets you kiss the soft, smooth skin of her long legs, consider it a gift.

    Do what you can to make her life better. Make her coffee. Make sure it’s ready before she gets up. Make sure it’s hot when you deliver it. Make sure it’s exactly as she likes it. Make sure you fall to your knees and present it to her.

    If she wants you to massage her feet while she enjoys my morning coffee, consider it a gift from your mistress. Massage them with your skilled fingers. If she lets you suck on my toes, tell her how grateful you are to have any part of your mistress in your mouth.

    She knows it might seem humiliating to get on your knees and paint her toenails, but she doesn’t care. If that’s what she wants you to do, that’s what you’ll do. You’ll be a good boy and paint her pretty toenails. You’ll paint them a color of her choosing and you’ll do a good job. If you don’t, you’ll be punished and you will absolutely be denied the pleasure of tasting her perfect pussy.

    Offer to bathe her beautiful feet. Offer it after a long day at work when they’re tired and perhaps a little bit sweaty and dirty. Offer it while knowing that you will not get anything in return, that the only pleasure you will derive from washing your mistress’s feet is the knowledge that you’ve made her a little bit happier.

    Consider that being allowed to touch her in any way is a privilege. Consider that you’re getting to touch her beautiful feet and clean them like a good submissive. Consider that you’re earning the right to crawl between her legs and make her cum with your tongue.

    Accept punishment, even if you feel like you haven’t done anything wrong. Sometimes she wants to see you suffer for her. Sometimes, it turns her on to hear your cries of pain as she flogs your ass. Sometimes, it turns her on to see your pale flesh turn red as she abuses it. Sometimes, it turns her on to see how beautifully submissive you are after she punishes you.

    Remember, when you suffer for her you’re getting closer to earning the right to worship her pussy. You’re getting closer to the chance to taste her with your tongue. You’re getting closer to tasting her delicious juices.

    Learn her favorite drink and serve her. Learn when she wants her favorite drink and bring it to her without having to be asked. Learn how to make your mistress happy and you’ll get more chances to worship her pussy.

    Offer your services to clean her house. Don’t be shy about getting down on your hands and knees in her kitchen and scrubbing the floor until it shines. Don’t be shy about doing the same thing in the bathroom.

    Consider it a pleasure to be permitted to spend so much time in your mistress’s home. Consider it a pleasure to be so close to her as you act as her unpaid maid. Consider it a pleasure to earn a chance to taste her.

    Bathe her if she’s generous enough to allow you into her bathroom when she’s naked. Gently scrub her skin with a damp wash cloth to make it so that she doesn’t have to burden herself with the job of cleaning her body. Take on that job. Act like a good submissive servant.

    If you’re exceptionally lucky she’ll give you the pleasure of cleaning her ass. Perhaps she’ll even let you use your tongue to make sure her asshole is sparkling clean. You’ll have to earn the privilege to clean her breasts though. Only very good submissives are granted that pleasure.

    Cook for her. There’s nothing quite like a man that knows how to prepare a delicious meal and you need to be that man. Make her happy by making her something yummy. Show her that you’ve learned a skill to please her. Make her breakfast and if you’re lucky she’ll let you come back to make her dinner.

    Let her use you as furniture. If she wants to put her feet up, get on your knees and offer your back. If she wants something a little softer to sit on while she’s watching TV, offer your body. If your mistress wants to strip, spread her ass cheeks, and sit her asshole on your face for an hour, don’t utter a word of complaint. Simply do as you’re told. Be a good boy. Earn the right to worship your mistress.

    If you’re very, very good you’ll get what you crave. She’ll show you her pussy. She’ll spread her legs. She’ll invite you to crawl between them to kiss her thighs. She’ll tell you to pull her panties aside. She’ll tell you to taste her pussy. She’ll tell you to worship her cunt and make her cum.

    Then, and only then, will you be allowed to worship your mistress. Will you be a good boy and earn the right to worship her?

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Always Be Ready to Participate

    It’s fun to watch. Of course it is. As a cuckold, nothing thrills you more than the sight of another man’s cock filling your wife’s pussy and making her scream in pleasure. Don’t you want to do more than that, though? Don’t you want to play?

    Crawl between her legs. Look up into your wife’s eyes and see her smile. Listen to her say, “Lick my clit, cuck,” and then do as you’re told. Press your lips against her clit as another man pounds his cock up inside her. Lick her clit. Listen to her moan louder.

    When she says, “Suck his balls, cuck,” do that too. Lick your way down his shaft. Lick his balls. Take them into your mouth. Suck on them while he fuck your wife. Enhance their pleasure like a good boy.

    When your wife gets on top and rides him, get on your knees behind her. Watch in close up. When she says, “Eat my ass, cuck,” lean in closer. Press your face between her beautiful ass cheeks. Use your tongue to do as she desires. Eat her ass like a good boy. Show her that you’re dedicated to her pleasure above all else.

    When she says, “Suck his balls, cuck,” you know what to do. You’re familiar with that by now, aren’t you? Go ahead. Suck on his balls. Pleasure them with your tongue. Make him feel good. When she says, “Lick his ass, cuck,” do that too. Get down nice and low as he scoots off the edge of the couch. Eat his asshole. Make him feel good. Show him that he’s the real man in the relationship.

    When he fucks your wife from behind, don’t just stand there and watch. Don’t be passive. Beg them for the privilege of lying beneath your wife as another man fucks her doggystyle. Tell her that you’ll be a good boy and do exactly as you’re told if she lets you do that.

    Then you get to watch from just a few inches away as his big cock fills and stretches her pussy. You get to see just how well he satisfies her. You get to hear it, too. If she tells you to lick her clit, do it. If she tells you to lick and suck on her bull’s balls, do that too.

    If he pulls out and she sits on your face, devour her pussy. Taste her juices. Enjoy everything she offers you because it’s all such a beautiful gift.

    You might not think there’s much you can do if you’re watching them fuck in the missionary position, but you’d be wrong.

    First, you can suck on your wife’s toes if she’s so inclined. A lot of women find it utterly delightful and your wife might be among them. She might quite enjoy the notion that her husband is relegated to sucking on her toes while the better man gets to fill her pussy over and over with his beautiful big cock.

    They both might want something decidedly naughtier, too. They might want you to eat his ass while he fucks her. They might want you to press your face between his ass cheeks and follow it as he fucks her. You eat his ass and he pounds her pussy. That sounds like something a cuckold would do, doesn’t it?

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Always Tend to Her Needs Above All Else

    Selfishness is the most common mistake cuckolds (and wannabe cuckolds) make. They completely forget that their wife has needs, or they mistake those needs. They figure that what she needs is to get fucked by a big cock and that will be good enough. Sometimes they just don’t care. Some cuckolds just want their wives to do what they demand, which isn’t really in the spirit of the fetish.

    Boys, you need to tend to her needs. You need to understand them first, but then you need to tend to them. As you can see from the gif above, ensuring that you go down on her a whole lot is a good place to start.

    If you make her pussy the center of your universe it can be a great help in ensuring you’re a good cuckold husband. It will keep you from making your cock (and by extension your sexual pleasure) the center of your universe. If your first thought is about what will please your wife, she’s much more likely to be a happy woman that will eagerly cuckold you.

    As long as you’re not weird about it, your wife will almost certainly be willing to let you go down on her. What woman would turn down an orgasm? That’s why you should make it a regular practice. If she’s willing to let you worship her pussy on a daily basis, then do it. Get between her legs and lick her clit feverishly. Use your fingers a little to mix it up. Bring her to an orgasm, and if she wants to have another, then do that.

    She might not always be in the mood to be eaten out. If that’s the case, then offer up a foot massage or rub her shoulders. It’s important that it be a selfless act.

    It’s important to recognize that these things take time, too. Your wife might not be eager to cuckold you after you’ve gone down on her once or given her a single foot massage. You need to prove your devotion to her. You need to prove that you’re actually worth cuckolding.

    Hopefully, the act of making your wife orgasm is enough to thrill you. Hopefully the taste of her pussy is the most intoxicating thing in the world to you. Hopefully getting on your knees in front of her and licking her cunt actually turns you on.

    Feel free to communicate with her, too. If you want her to take hold of your hair and grind her pussy on your face, tell her. If you want her to talk dirty while you’re doing it, tell her. If you want her to spread her legs and demand you worship her, tell her. There’s no guarantee that giving voice to your desires will make them come to fruition, but it’s a good first step.

    If things go well, you’ll be worshiping your wife’s pussy every day (or almost daily). Wouldn’t being like that guy above make you happy? Wouldn’t getting to go down on her perfect cunt make your cock so hard?

    Always consider her desires, cuckold. Don’t assume they’re the same as yours. Communicate with her. Worship her. Convince her that you care about her pleasure more than yours.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Be Her Cunt Loving Cuckold

    You probably already know this, but it takes genuine work to make a cuckold relationship thrive (just like any long term relationship). There are steps you can take to make the relationship better, though.

    One of those steps is to be her cunt loving cuckold. What does that mean? It means that you take every opportunity to worship your wife’s pussy. Don’t force it on her, of course, but make sure that she knows that you care about her pleasure and her happiness above all else.

    Most women enjoy receiving oral sex. They’re not always in the mood for it, but you can actually change that too. One of the reasons some women aren’t in the mood is because they know their husbands are angling for something more. They think it starts with oral sex, but the end goal is actual sex, or that the husband is looking for a handjob or a blowjob.

    As her cunt loving cuckold, you need to make it clear that her orgasm is the end goal. That’s the real key to making this kind of relationship work. You don’t care about anything other than making her cum because making her feel good fills you with a sense of joy, like your purpose in life has been met.

    Once you’ve reached that place, you’ll be surprised and delighted at how often your wife is willing to let you move between her legs.

    Instead of thinking about having to go down on your or having to let your cock in her pussy, your wife will think about her orgasm when she sees that you want to go down on her. She’ll only think about her pleasure, and when she does that it will be awfully hard to turn you down.

    Thankfully, most cuckolds and would-be cuckolds are already inclined to find great pleasure in making their wives cum. Just think about it. Is there anything better to you than seeing your wife have an incredible orgasm? Isn’t it even better when it’s the result of your tongue?

    If you’re not that kind of cuckold, you need to work on shifting your mindset. It’s not that hard. You can change a lot about your life with fairly simple work on your mindset.

    In this case, you need to start thinking about how being her cunt loving cuckold will be rewarding for you.

    Remember that every time you selflessly give her an orgasm she will feel warmth and love towards you. Remember that the more you make her cum, the more generous she will feel towards you (which will lead to her being willing to make your cuckold fantasies a reality).

    Remember that the more desirable your wife feels, the more likely she’ll be to go out and find someone new to fuck, and that you wanting to lick her pussy will make her feel more desirable. Remember that cuckolding works best when it’s absolutely clear to your wife that your most significant concern is for her pleasure.

    Remember that it feels incredible to be between your wife’s legs. Remember how soft her thighs are. Remember how good her pussy tastes. Remember how much you like it when she moans as you lick her clit. Remember that when she closes her eyes, moans, and cums on your tongue that it makes you genuinely happy.

    Always be a good cunt loving cuckold for your wife.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Don't Be Selfish...Just Worship Her

    Selfishness is one of the most significant mistakes cuckolds and wannabe cuckolds make. They concentrate on their desires and forget about what their wife wants. They assume that she wants exactly what they want, which is almost never the case.

    That’s why it’s so important to banish all selfishness when you want her to cuckold you. Spending a lot of time between her legs is a good way to do that.

    If you’re a cuckold (or want to be one) there’s a good chance you love worshiping her pussy. You love the way she tastes. You love the way she moans when you flick your tongue over her clit. You love being a good boy and bringing her pleasure.

    That’s okay. It should feel good. It’s okay for you to love worshiping her pussy as long as you’re thinking about her orgasm above all else.

    Women are different from men (Crazy, I know!). That means that she might not always be keen on you going down on her. That means she might need to be warmed up a little. That’s where you have to learn to put her needs first.

    If she doesn’t want you to go down on her, offer a massage instead. Work your way up from her feet to her calves to her thighs. Before you know it, she’ll be eager to have you between her legs licking her pussy to an orgasm. Your lack of selfishness meant that you got to worship her pussy and give your wife an orgasm.

    If you free your wife from feeling like she has to make you cum if you make her cum, she’ll be much more willing to make your fantasies a reality. It sounds counter intuitive, but it’s true. She will look at you differently if you consistently make her cum without demanding an orgasm of your own. It’s a brilliant way to introduce her to the idea of cuckolding you.

    The vast majority of women love to orgasm, just like men. If you strip away the stuff that can make orgasms a pain (like having to attend to your orgasm; sorry, sometimes that’s annoying) it will make her much more willing to cum.

    Isn’t that a good thing for you? Don’t you love worshiping her pussy? Don’t you love eating her out? Don’t you love tasting your wife’s lusty juices?

    Don’t be selfish. Whether you’re a cuckold or not, dedicate yourself to your wife’s orgasms. Dedicate yourself to going down on her as often as possible. Discover ways to convince her to go down on you more often (massage is a good way). Discover how you can remove stresses from her life so she’s more willing to part her legs and let you crawl between them.

    It’s not directly connected to cuckolding, but if she feels like you care about her orgasms more than you care about your own, she will absolutely be more open to the idea of cuckolding you.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Don't Fear the Chastity Device

    Despite what you might have heard, size matters. Big cocks feel better than small cocks. That’s just how it goes. Some guys are small enough that they can’t really offer any pleasure to a woman. Is that the kind of sex your wife deserves? It’s certainly not the kind of sex she wants.

    That’s why small cocks should be locked. That’s why your small cock should spend most of its life in chastity. You’ll be a much better husband when you’re locked up, which is a nice little side benefit.

    Some guys with small cocks prefer to be in chastity, or at the very least they come to appreciate it. They like knowing they don’t have to perform. They like knowing that they’re not going to see that look of disappointment on their wife’s face again and again. They like knowing that they no longer have the freedom to masturbate whenever they want. They like being controlled.

    There’s also something more basic at work. If your cock is unable to provide your wife with any sexual pleasure, why do you deserve to experience sexual pleasure yourself? Shouldn’t you give that up? Shouldn’t you be willing to let her determine when you actually get to orgasm?

    There are genuine benefits to chastity for all you small dick guys out there. You’ll notice them almost immediately. Suddenly, all that energy that went into masturbating and cumming will go into pleasing your wife. Suddenly, your life will become far more focused. Suddenly, you’ll be more satisfied because you’ll get genuine pleasure out of making her cum.

    You’ll wake up feeling incredibly horny. You’ll know that there’s nothing to be done about it, at least as far as masturbating goes. You’ll know that what you need to do is make your wife feel good in whatever way you can. That will feel genuinely good to you.

    If you’re not already a cuckold, chastity may help bring that about. If your cock is completely unavailable to your wife, she may be more likely to find a lover. Even if you weren’t having sex or it was terrible, seeing your little dick locked away in a chastity device may inspire her to fuck someone else.

    Don’t underestimate the effect wearing a chastity device might have on your wife. Your cock will look even more pathetic than it already does. She’ll pity it, but not enough to let it out and fuck it. She’ll come to understand just how worthless it is. That’s the key to getting her to cuckold you.

    The best thing about chastity, if it’s done well, is the constant teasing. Because she knows you can’t fuck her and disappoint her, your wife will be so much more willing to have fun with you. She’ll rub your caged cock around her pussy before making you go down on her. She’ll dress in skimpy outfits and tease you around the house. She’ll masturbate while you watch. She’ll try and drive you crazy before finally letting you out to experience an orgasm. Doesn’t that sound fun?

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Embrace the Cuckold 69

    Every cuckold should strive to end up in this position at some point. Watching from the couch or the side of the bed as your wife gets fucked is nice, but nothing beats lying beneath her and seeing his superior cock slide into her pussy in extreme close up. You’re an inch away from the sight of a bigger, better man fucking your wife and it’s perfect in every way.

    When ordered, you’ll take your position on the bed. Maybe your wife and her bull will kiss and fool around a little as you wait, just to tease you. Then she’ll get on her hands and knees above you, her pussy inches from your mouth. She’ll have you lick it a little bit to excite her and ensure she’s nice and wet for the man that’s about to fuck her while you watch.

    She might start out above you, but at some point you’re going to feel her weight on you. Most women sink to their elbows or go face down ass up during doggystyle and your wife is no different. That beautiful sensation of your wife using you as a pillow of sorts is exceedingly arousing 

    If you’ve already gone bisexual and sucked the bull’s cock, he’ll dip the head of his dick into your mouth to get a little lubrication for entry into your wife. If not, you’ll get awfully close to touching his cock because he’s going to be an inch away from you as he slides in and out of her. You better get over your bisexual fears because you’re almost guaranteed to make contact with him at some point.

    Your wife will moan as he slowly pushes into her pussy. You’ll see her lips open up for him. When he pulls out you’ll see how they cling tightly to his thick shaft as if she wants him to stay inside her forever. His balls will brush over your nose as he thrusts balls deep into your wife. The wetness of her desire will coat his cock as he pulls out and repeats the movement over and over.

    You’re enjoying a cuckold 69 and if you’re like most cucks, you never want it to end. It is a place of pure bliss for a man that enjoys seeing his wife get fucked. The view is perfect and you’re closer than you’ll ever be. To be reminded, over and over, that his cock is bigger than yours and that it satisfies your wife in ways you genuinely can’t replicate is intensely sexy.

    If you’re lucky he’ll be fucking your wife bareback and he’ll unload inside her. He’ll fuck a big, delicious creampie into her pussy and then pull out so you can drink it all like a good cuckold is supposed to. She’ll lean back, press her pussy onto your face and her asshole onto your nose, and your tongue will dive deep inside and clean up every delicious drop.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Embrace the Locked Life

    When the moment arrives when she puts you in chastity, don’t run away from it. Don’t be scared. Embrace it. Let her lock you up. Let her take control of your cock and your orgasms. Give her what she wants. You’ll be delighted at how much fun you’re going to have when you do.

    The thing you don’t know is that the locked life is a good life. It’s a great life, in fact. It comes with so many benefits. You just have to let her lock up your cock to discover what those benefits are.

    Believe it or not, she’s going to give your cock and balls lots more attention once you’re locked up. Once she no longer has to worry about needing to ensure you cum if you get turned on she’s going to be far more inclined to have fun with you. A little teasing with her feet is fun for her and it will put you in that place of wonderful, wild arousal.

    You know what else is great? There’s a very good chance that once she gets you all hot and bothered she’s going to spread her legs and invite you to eat her pussy. She’s going to give you what you want. You’re going to stay locked, of course, but you’re going to have the chance to taste her beautiful cunt and make her cum, which is so wonderfully thrilling.

    Once you’re locked, you’ll find that your focus in life changes. Instead of thinking about your orgasms all the time, you’ll think about hers. Instead of thinking about tearing her panties off and fucking her, you’ll think about how beautiful she is as she sleeps in that insanely sexy pair of underwear.

    You’ll appreciate her more. You’ll love her more. You’ll want to do romantic things for her. That will, in turn, deepen her appreciation of you. It will make your relationship healthier and happier, and that’s a very good outcome for both of you.

    As hard as it might be to believe, you’ll spend more time in the nude with her once she’s locked you up. It might happen on a daily basis, or even multiple times a day. Plus, these nude sessions will last longer. She will begin to take great pleasure in teasing you and knowing that your cock isn’t going to get hard and that you’re not going to demand the opportunity to fuck her.

    Instead, she will build her arousal by teasing you. She will grind on your locked cock. She will get all hot and bothered, and then she’ll sit on your face and let you lick her to an orgasm while your dick remains locked and denied.

    As your chastity play progresses, you may find that you’re on the receiving end of more blowjobs than you ever thought possible. Of course, your cock won’t be able to get erect during these blowjobs, so you may find them frustrating. That’s the point, of course.

    You may find that she uses your chastity as a way to deepen your submission to her. You may find that you’re ordered to your knees with great frequency, or that you’re required to spend most of your time in the nude so she can see her property on display at all times.

    Don’t fight this. Embrace it. Let her dominate you. Let her take ownership of your cock. Let her determine when you get to experience pleasure. If she wants to humiliate you, let her.

    You might be worried that you’re entering into an orgasm free life. You don’t need to worry about that. It’s simply not the case. A man can still cum while locked in chastity. It’s more difficult, certainly, but it can happen. If she wants to give you an orgasm while you’re locked up, she will.

    There is one potential downside, though. Once you start cumming in your cage, there’s a very good chance she’ll never let you out. After all, she locked you up because your cock isn’t particularly useful to her when it comes to penetrative sex. If there’s no reason to let you out for the occasional orgasm, you might end up spending the rest of your life locked up.

    Even that doesn’t have to be as bad as you might be imagining. After all, you can still have sex while you’re in chastity, it just involves a role reversal. That wouldn’t be so bad, would it?

    Just imagine, all the pressure is taken off of you. You just have to bend over and offer your ass. She’ll do the rest of the work. She’ll fuck you. She’ll make you moan. She’ll make you feel like the bitch she wants you to be. That wouldn’t be so bad, right?

    Remember, the locked life is a good life.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Every Chance to Worship is a Gift

    As her cuckold, it’s your duty to develop the proper mindset to ensure both of you are happy. For you, that begins with understanding that any and every chance your wife gives you to worship her body should be considered a gift.

    When she locks your cock in chastity and sits on your face, it’s a gift. When she presents her asshole and tells you to worship it, she’s giving you a gift. She’s letting you use your tongue to bring her pleasure. She’s ensuring you concentrate on the task at hand by locking your cock so you don’t get distracted with your desire to cum.

    If you’re on a walk in the park and she tells you to get on your knees, take off her panties, and worship her tight shaved pussy, it’s a gift. Even if other people are watching, you need to take advantage. Any chance to taste her heavenly cunt and to make her moan is one you need to take. Show her that you appreciate her pussy and the gift she’s giving you by worshiping her no matter where you are.

    If she tells you to worship her pussy when another man’s cum is dripping out of her, she’s giving you a gift. She’s offering you the chance to consume the seed of a superior male. She’s offering you the chance to show her that you’re dedicated to her pleasure above anything else.

    She’s offering you the chance to be a good boy and worship her cunt. Don’t pass it up. Lick his cum out of her. Make her moan as you do it. Show her that you’re a good cuckold and that you appreciate every gift she gives you.

    If she sits on your face right after pissing in the toilet, she’s giving you a gift. She’s letting you taste her nectar. She letting you clean her pussy so she can get dressed and go to work. She’s letting you show that you’re dedicated to her happiness above all else.

    It doesn’t matter if that means swallowing a little piss. You’re okay with that. You’ll do it. You’ll swallow her piss and make sure her pussy is nice and clean. Then you’ll thank her for giving you the opportunity to cleanse her.

    If she tells you to worship her feet, she’s giving you a gift. She’s letting you use your tongue to please her. She’s letting you show her that you care about every part of her body, that you understand that the chance to touch her in any way is a pleasure.

    If she tells you to kiss her ass, she’s giving you a gift. If she spreads her ass cheeks and tells you to lick her asshole, she’s giving you a gift. She’s offering you the chance to worship the naughtiest part of her body. Don’t pass it up. Worship her ass. Lick her asshole. Taste her.

    She is a gift. Everything she gives you is a gift. Appreciate her as such. Show her that you worship her. Show her that you love her. Show her that you’re a good cuckold.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Help Her Unleash Her Inner Slut

    As a cuckold, it’s your duty to help your wife achieve her sexual dreams. Help her become a sexy slut for other men. Help her unleash the part of her that she keeps bottled up because it’s a little too risky to let it loose. Help her find her inner slut.

    Take her shopping, cuckold. Stay away from the usual stores she goes to. Go somewhere naughtier. Go where the girls brimming with sexual confidence go. Find something tight, skimpy, and slutty and put your wife in it.

    You won’t believe what a difference it makes. If she’s dressed up in something she feels really sexy in, she’ll be happy to unleash her inner slut. Before you know it she’ll be riding some other guy’s big cock while that dress is pushed up around her waist. Can you see it?

    Look at that tight, slutty little skirt. You know there’s not a man in the world that could resist that. You know that if she showed up at a bar wearing seamed nylons, high heels, and that little skirt that the guys would be all over your wife.

    Wouldn’t that be incredible? Wouldn’t you love to see her slutting it up in a little skirt like that so guys would hit on her all night long? Even better, she’d go home with one of them and take his cock over and over while you were waiting for her.

    Look at the outfit you picked out for her. Isn’t it perfect? You helped her shop. You helped her find something that would make her feel a little bit slutty without being over the top.

    A short dress is always a good choice. It’s even better if it’s tight across her tits and low cut. Most women don’t dress with this kind of confidence. They don’t want to show it off. A slut does, though. She wants the guys looking at her. She wants her pick of every man in the room. She wants all the attention.

    Don’t you want that for your wife? Don’t you want her to walk in a room, draw everyone’s gaze, and then pick the hottest guy with the biggest cock to fuck her?

    Her confidence will shoot up when you help her discover her inner slut. She’ll be eager to put on a pair of thigh high leather boots and sexy stockings along with a short skirt. She won’t mind flashing guys in public. She’ll love that you want her to be slutty.

    She’ll love the attention she gets, too. She’ll start sleeping with more guys. She’ll find great pleasure in having as much cock as she wants. Maybe she’ll find a boyfriend that helps her be even sluttier.

    This could be your wife, cuckold. A short, tight leather dress and the sluttiest leather boots you’ve ever seen. This could be her before a night out. You’ve helped her find her inner slut and now she’s ready to go unleash it.

    Imagine the pleasure of watching her stand up and give you a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll be home late,” she says, and you know that it won’t be long before she’s got a hard cock pounding her pussy.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Help Them in Any Way You Can

    As a cuckold, there are so many ways that you can be of assistance to your wife and her bull when they’re about to embark on an evening of intense pleasure. Let’s go over some of them.

    
      Get Her Wet
    

    Your tongue and fingers can be of great use to your wife’s pussy. Before her bull arrives you can go down on her to ensure she’s wet and excited for him. He’s quite large, so she wants her pussy to be slippery with anticipation. That will make it so much easier for him to slip inside her.

    Plus, you get to experience the joy of being the reason she’s moaning in delight. You get to taste her juices. You get to taste her anticipation for another man. Always remember that. She’s moaning, she’s wet, and she’s horny because she’s thinking of someone else fucking her.

    
      Get Him Hard
    

    Maybe your wife isn’t in the mood to suck cock today. That’s where you step in. You used your mouth to get her all wet and horny and now it’s time to use your mouth to make him feel the same way. Get on your knees and worship her bull, cuckold.

    I know you might not want to suck cock. Most men aren’t interested. Too bad. Things changed when you begged your wife to cuckold you and now you’re expected to do certain things like offer your mouth to her lover. In doing so you’re recognizing that he fucks your wife better than you ever have, that he is the superior man where sex is concerned.

    Be a good boy and suck that dick if your wife wants you to. Make them both happy by submitting to the joy of being a cocksucking cuckold.

    
      Lick in a 69
    

    You can enhance your wife’s sexual pleasure by licking her pussy as you rest on the bottom in a cuckold 69. You’ll get to experience the thrill of watching him fuck your wife from just a few inches away, too.

    There’s nothing more arousing, thrilling, and overwhelming for a cuckold than watching another man fuck his wife in a cuckold 69. You get to see how her pussy opens for him. You get to hear how wet she is for him. Best of all, you get to participate.

    “Lick my clit, cuck,” she says. That’s your job. That’s your place. You make her throbbing clit feel good with your talented tongue as another man fucks her. He gets the privilege of being inside her and you get the privilege of watching from just a few inches away as he vigorously pounds her.

    That’s not the only position you can lick her in, either. No matter how they’re fucking, if your wife demands that you lick her clit, you’ll do it like a good boy.

    
      Rim Her While She Rides Him
    

    Not all women appreciate anal stimulation, but if your wife does, be prepared to offer her a rimjob while she rides her bull's cock. It's easiest if they're having sex on a couch or in a chair, but you can make it work while they're in bed, too. Remember, it's your duty to do as you're told no matter the challenge, so try your very best to make it work.

    You might also be called upon to rim him while he fucks her from behind or in missionary. That will be less pleasant for you and if they order it then they're almost certainly trying to humiliate you, but you should be willing to do whatever it takes to assist your wife and her bull in their pursuit of pleasure.

    
      Suck His Balls While He Fucks Her
    

    Her bull might want his balls sucked while he has sex with your wife. It feels good and it's a great way for him to feel dominant over and superior to you. This is easiest if they're on the couch so you can get on your knees between his legs and suck on his big balls while she rides him, but you can make it work in almost any position.

    If you suck his balls, remember to do so passionately. Even if you're not enjoying it, you want to make it seem like you are because the whole point is to give your wife and her bull the pleasure they crave, and he deserves to have his balls sucked by someone that's putting in a real effort.

    
      Hold Her Hand
    

    Your beautiful hotwife might want a connection with her cuckold husband while she's getting fucked. Grant her that connection by holding her hand while he's filling her pussy and satisfying her in a far superior manner to you.

    She might also enjoy holding your hand to ensure that you're present, that you're connected, that you're fully paying attention to the fact that she's moaning louder than she does when you fuck her, that she seems to enjoy his cock a great deal more than yours. In that way, she's trying to ensure your pleasure, too, so hold her hand and stay connected.

    
      Play with Her Breasts
    

    She may want you to play with her breasts while another man is inside her. Rubbing her nipples as she’s getting fucked can increase your wife’s pleasure. You may help bring her to an even more powerful orgasm if you do it right. Make sure you do it right, cuckold.

    If you're lucky, your wife will ride him in reverse cowgirl and let you lick, kiss, and suck on her breasts while she's milking him with her pussy. She might even let you kiss her, too, so don't waste the opportunity if she offers it.

    
      Clean Up
    

    Of course, cleaning up her lover’s cum is the most significant way a cuckold will be called upon to help. You need to make sure you do a good job of this. It’s your duty to eagerly lick his cum off your wife, so don’t screw it up.

    If he cums in her mouth and on her face, then you’ll lick up every delicious drop.

    If he chooses to cum on her stomach and perky tits, you won’t hesitate for a second before you move in and lick all that semen up.

    Most often he’ll want to cum in her pussy. That’s where all men want to cum. That’s where you’re no longer allowed to cum, which is why he loves leaving his loads inside her so much.

    After he unloads in your wife’s pussy, move between her legs and clean like a good boy. Show her that you have a purpose. Show her that you know your purpose. Show her that you’re devoted to her pussy. Be a good boy and clean that sticky, messy load.

    If either of them want it, make sure you clean his cock, too. They might let you use a damp wash cloth, but they might also demand that you use your mouth. Don't shirk your duties if you're called upon to do so. Suck his cock clean like a good cuckold.

    
      Be Imaginative
    

    There are almost certainly numerous ways to help your wife and her bull that I haven't listed. In fact, you know better than anyone what she and her bull need, so use your imagination to ensure that they have everything they need for a night of pleasure, even if it's not exactly what you want. Remember, her pleasure is what matters most.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - If You Cum, You Eat It

    It’s a fairly simple rule. If you cum, you eat it. It’s how it needs to be with a cuckold like you. You need to be trained to consume your seed. You need to accept that it’s your place to eat any load that you release.

    If I grant you the pleasure of releasing your seed via a handjob, you will eat your cum out of my hand. You will do so eagerly. You will do so knowing that if you fail to consume your seed, you will not be permitted to cum again for a very long time.

    You won’t want to eat your cum, at least not at first. No man does after he’s had an orgasm. What you want doesn’t matter, though. You will consume your cum. You will eat it out of my hand because I am your domme and because I demand it.

    If I grant you the exquisite pleasure of cumming on my stomach, you will immediately get between my legs and lick up every drop of your seed. You will not hesitate. You will lick it off my skin. You will swallow it. I don’t care if your cum tastes disgusting. You will not hesitate to consume it.

    I will, from time to time, let you close to the pussy that you’re no longer allowed to fuck. I will let you stroke your disappointing little cock so close to my cunt. I will let you unleash your seed as you groan in pleasure.

    However, you will have to clean it up. You will have to lick your spunk off of me even as you experience a complete lack of desire. Your orgasm will have passed and you will be between my legs licking your nasty cum off of my pussy because that is what a submissive cuckold does.

    If I should let you cum on my ass, there will be no choice when you’re done. You will clean your cum off of me. You will run your tongue all over my beautiful, perfect ass cheeks and you will lick up every drop of your seed.

    It’s quite likely some of it will have run down over my asshole. When that happens, you will be responsible for licking your seed off of my pretty little hole. You will lick it all up because that’s what good submissive cuckolds do. You will lick it up without question because you know your place.

    Sometimes, I will let you save up a week’s worth of hot cum and spill it all over my breasts. I will let you cover them with your cum. You will show your appreciation for this rare treat by cleaning your load off of my tits.

    You will lick up every delicious drop. You will swallow your cum. You will always slurp up every drop of your seed, no matter when you have an orgasm. You will be a cum eating cuckold because that’s your place.

  
    How to Be a Good Cuckold - Learn to Cum While Cleaning Her Pussy

    A good cuckold will train himself to cum as he's cleaning another man’s load out of his wife’s pussy. He should begin to associate cum eating with his sexual pleasure. He should learn to orgasm with someone else’s jizz in his mouth and coating his throat. He should celebrate being a cum eating cuckold by climaxing as he's cleaning his wife’s cum filled pussy.

    So get to it, at least in your mind. Imagine you're getting in close to her freshly-fucked, messy cunt. Lick up his load and stroke your cock. Re-train your brain to find eating another man’s cum insanely, overwhelmingly arousing.

    His cum nourishes you, cuckold. It makes you happy. It arouses you. It makes you feel like you’ve finally found your place in the world. It makes you feel like the cuckold you have always been. Another man’s cum turns you on like nothing else in the world.

    Doesn’t it taste good? It’s salty and thick. It’s creamy. It moves around your mouth so easily, and yet it seems to stick to every surface it touches. Even after you swallow, it feels like your tongue is coated with his semen. You like that though, don’t you?

    Is your cock nice and hard? Are you nice and stiff as you clean his cum out of her pussy? Are you throbbing with desire as you eat a delicious load of cum like a good cuckold should?

    Imagine your wife’s hand on the back of your head as you clean her pussy. Imagine her moaning as you lick another man’s cum out of her. Imagine her encouraging you to be a good boy.

    “That’s it, be a good little cuckold cum slut for me. Clean his load out of me. Swallow his thick, salty seed. Feel it sliding down your throat. Let it absorb into you.”

    She wants this for you. She wants you to nourish yourself with his cum. She wants you to sink deeper into your place as her cuckold as you clean another man’s load out of her freshly-fucked pussy. She wants you to become a cum-hungry slut for her.

    “That’s it, baby. Show me that you can be a good little cum whore. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you love his cum even more than I do.”

    You do, don’t you? Your wife loves knowing that her bull is cumming inside her. You love knowing that you get to eat it. You love knowing that another man’s cum is in your stomach. You love knowing that your wife wants you to be a cum slut for her.

    This will soon be the only time you’re allowed to climax. Your wife will insist that you only ever have an orgasm when you have her bull’s cum in your mouth.  She will train you to be the ultimate submissive cuckold cum slut, and you will go along with it. You won’t fight her. You will accept your place in the marriage. You will accept your destiny as a cum whore.

    There is nothing better than a cuckold that recognizes and accepts his place. The reason another man cums inside her is because your cock can’t satisfy her. You don’t fuck her because you can’t make her cum.

    That’s why he gets the privilege of having bareback sex with your wife. That’s why she wraps her legs around him and begs him to cum inside her. That’s why she wants you to take your place between her legs to lick up his load.

    That’s why you’re going to do it, too. You know your place. You embrace your place. You like being her cum eating cuckold. You like being a good clean up boy. You like being a cum whore.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Learn to Worship Pussy

    The vast majority of cuckolds are lacking when it comes to traditional sex. That can mean you have a small penis, you cum way too quickly, you lack the ability to take charge in bed the way your wife wants, or numerous other reasons. What’s unquestionably true is that you have shortcomings that are likely out of your control.

    What’s completely in your control is your ability to worship pussy and make your wife/girlfriend cum with your tongue. Want to be a cuckold? Already a cuckold and want to be better? Learn to worship pussy like few men on the planet know how to do. Let me help you.

    You can worship pussy any time, but if you want it to be a truly great experience, you need to set the mood. Treat your wife to a session of glorious pussy worship that will have her tingling from head to toe by the time you’re done. The bedroom is a good place to hold your pleasure session.

    Before you get between her legs, start with a warm up. Just like sex, pussy worship will be better with foreplay. Give her a short massage as she lies facedown in bed. Kiss your way down her body, from her neck to the glorious space between her legs. Tease her just a little before you get busy pleasuring her clit.

    You should know this already, but the clitoris is where the pleasure comes from. It’s fun to suck on the labia and stick your tongue inside her to get a taste of her juices, but that’s not going to make her orgasm. It’s the way your tongue works her clit that will eventually bring about an orgasm.

    That being said, you’re free to have some fun down there. If you want to gently kiss around her pussy and suck on her labia a little and taste her juices, go for it. Just remember that you need to work the clit to get her off.

    Constant, rhythmic pressure on your wife’s clitoris will bring about an orgasm. You can mix it up though. Lick her for a little and then pull your mouth off to replace it with your thumb for gentle rubbing while you taste her pussy.

    Feel free to introduce your fingers to her pussy. This can make a subtle difference that elevates her orgasm to a higher level of intense pleasure. Two fingers is enough and you’re best bet is to insert them and gently penetrate her while pressing them against the “roof” of her vagina. It should feel fleshy there.

    Keep in mind that every woman is a little bit different and your wife may have something very particular that she likes when it comes to oral sex. Make sure you’re doing that. Lastly, have patience. Some women take a long time to cum, others get off quickly. Your job as her cuckold is to see to her pleasure, no matter what. As a bonus, she’s much more likely to cuckold you if you’re ensuring she has plenty of orgasms on your tongue.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Participate However She Wants

    Your wife loves that you’re so eager to watch her fuck another man, but she wants more. She wants you to be an eager participant, too. Are you willing to do that, cuckold?

    Of course you are! You’re a cuckold, after all. Ultimately you want to make your wife happy, and if that means getting between her bull’s legs and taking his big cock into your mouth, that’s what you’re going to do.

    Wouldn’t you love to hear her say, “That’s it honey. Be a cocksucker for me. Suck that big dick. Make my bull feel good before he fucks me.” Of course you would.

    Wouldn’t you happily open up and take him into your mouth if your wife pointed his big dick right at you?

    Imagine you’re right there watching her give head. You’re mesmerized by the sight of her mouth moving up and down on his long, thick, rock hard dick. It’s the most beautiful thing in the world. Then he pops out of her mouth and she turns to you with a naughty, lusty look in her eyes. “Suck his cock, cuckold,” she says. You’d have to do it, right?

    Imagine how happy she'd be once you take his big cock into your mouth. How could you resist that? Don’t you want to make your wife happy like that? Don’t you want to make her joyful?

    She wants you to suck his cock clean. She wants you to eagerly open up and let him push his fat, juicy dick down your throat. She wants you to be a cocksucker for her.

    It truly excites her, cuckold. It truly makes your wife’s pussy wet with desire when you do this for her. It makes the experience hotter and that should be your ultimate goal.

    If she wants you to tongue her pussy while his dick fills, you should do it. You should lick your wife’s throbbing clit while another man fucks her. You should strive to make her feel good while he stretches out her cunt like you’ve never been able to do.

    Admit it, you’d love to lick your wife’s perfect pussy while a big cock drilled her from behind. You’d love to show her the kind of pleasure a truly dedicated cuckold is willing to show his wife.

    She’d experience the best of both worlds in that moment, and that's what you want. She’d have a big cock inside her and the tongue of her eager cuckold on her clit. She'd have exactly what she wants and you can certainly appreciate that, can’t you?

    There are so many thrilling ways for you to participate in cum play, too. Wouldn’t you love to share a load with your wife after she sucks off her bull? You open up and the cum slides out of her mouth and right into yours. You get to be a naughty, nasty cum loving cuck just like she wants.

    Wouldn’t you get on your knees with your wife to worship her bull's cock? Wouldn’t it thrill you to help suck a load out of him? It’s proof that you’ve both made him feel so good and you know that it makes your wife wet between the legs for you to do that with her.

    You could swallow his cum right out of her bull’s condoms too. Would you do that for your wife?

    You’d probably prefer to eat it right out of her pussy though, wouldn’t you? Nothing would be hotter than being invited to climb between her legs and eat up all of that jizz while she moaned for you.

    Be a good boy and lick your wife’s pussy clean. Make her happy with your talented tongue. Make her happy by participating in whatever way she wants you to.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Practice Mindful Creampie Cleanup

    Cleaning another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy is a beautiful, sacred ritual. It is your chance to connect with her after someone else has enjoyed her body. It is a chance to show how dedicated you are to being her cuckold. It is a chance to live out your ultimate fantasy, too.

    It’s easy to overlook all the little details when you’re in the moment, which is why you should practice mindful creampie cleanup.

    It begins with an appreciation of what’s in front of you. Before you dive in, take a moment to admire your wife’s pussy. Her lover has just fucked her better than you’ve ever been able to. He’d made her cum – perhaps more than once – and he’d left his cum inside her.

    It should be breathtaking. You’re up close with the most obvious sign of your cuckolding. Another man has ejaculated in your wife. He’s done what only a husband is supposed to do, traditionally at least. So, take a few moments to admire that and really let that reality soak in.

    Now get a little closer and consider what you’re about to do. You’re cleaning a creampie. You’re eating another man’s cum. You’re eating it out of her pussy.

    Study it. Look at his cum in close up. Look at how parts of it are milky and other parts clearer. Look at how it leaks out of her pussy. Look at how it runs towards her asshole. Instead of just diving in, be mindful of what you’re about to do and let your brain wrap itself around that reality for a few moments.

    You’re about to eat cum. You’re about to consume another man’s reproductive fluid, and you’re going to lick it out of your wife.

    The first taste will always be the strongest, so be mindful of that when you extend your tongue and begin to clean the creampie from your wife. Instead of licking like a dog at a water bowl, take your time. Take a big, deep lick and get as much of his cum as you can onto your tongue.

    Let the cum sit in your mouth. Take a few moments to really savor the taste. Let your brain process the fact that you’re eating someone else’s cum. Take note of the consistency of it. It likely feels fairly slimy and viscous. Enjoy that.

    Perhaps you get to clean creampies from her often. When you eat it directly after he cums inside her it almost certainly tastes different than when she brings home a messy pussy after a night out.

    If you’re lucky enough to clean the loads of different men from your wife’s pussy, be mindful of the differences in their cum. One man’s seed may taste bitter. Another’s may taste sweet. One man might have a far thicker load. Another might have thinner cum.

    The more you savor the experience of being her cum eating cuckold, the more you’ll enjoy it. The more you concentrate on the fact that you’re eating cum the deeper you’ll feel all those yummy cuck feelings.

    Take note of the size of different loads your wife’s lovers inject into her. Do you enjoy cleaning a really huge load out of her pussy, or does the taste become overwhelming if it’s too large?

    You’ll notice that you develop preferences. Your wife will find a lover with cum that tastes delicious and that’s just the right thickness. You’ll begin to develop a fondness for him because you’re being mindful of cleaning the creampies he provides. You’ll get more excited when she’s going to fuck him.

    Perhaps the best thing about practicing mindful creampie cleanup is that it’s so much easier to re-live the experience. If you’ve been a good boy and made sure to savor every moment of cleaning a creampie out of your wife, it’s easy to close your eyes the next day and play it out in your head.

    It’s easy to see her well-fucked pussy leaking his hot load. It’s easy to taste it on your tongue. It’s easy to feel it sliding down your throat. It’s easy to know which guy’s cum you like the best. Wouldn’t that be so much better? Wouldn’t it be nice to have that thrilling, hugely arousing experienced burned into your brain?

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Reclaim Her with Your Tongue

    Yes, he has a bigger cock. Yes, he fucks her better than you do. Yes, he makes her cum harder than you ever have during sex. Yes, he’s far more confident in the bedroom. Yes, you’re a cuckold and he’s her bull.

    All those things are true. It’s also true that you’re always the last one to make her cum. After he’s done, you get to take your place between her legs and make your wife cum. You get to bring her to a thunderous orgasm. You get to bond with her through oral worship of her pussy. You get to show her that you know and love your place as a cuckold.

    Reclamation is often a part of the many varieties of open marriage. It takes a particularly beautiful form in a cuckold marriage when the wife eagerly welcomes her husband between her legs to worship her pussy after another man has fucked it. Whether she’s full of cum or not, it’s important that she give her husband a chance to taste her.

    He fucks her and of course he gets her off, but you’re always the last one to make her cum.

    If it’s done right, this becomes the most intensely pleasing part of being cuckolded. There’s so much pleasure to be had in this kind of coupling with your wife.

    It’s the emotional part that really makes it sizzle, though. Her head is swimming with the joy of having cum so hard with another man. You’re feeling the same way after you’ve been given the pleasure of watching. You experienced the pleasure separately, but when you finally come together is when cuckolding really shines.

    Doesn’t it feel good to feel her thighs twitching? Doesn’t it feel good when she moans as you’re licking her freshly-fucked pussy? Doesn’t it feel good to make her cum so soon after another man has brought her to a perfect climax?

    Eventually, your oral reclaiming of her pussy will be the thing that you both look forward to the most. She’s never going to stop loving having someone else’s cock inside her, of course, but she’s going to want your tongue. She knows how good it feels, and how passionate you are about eating her out when someone else has been inside her.

    All of it works together. When you eat her out it’s always nice, but it’s so much hotter when you do it after someone else has had her. It shows your submission. It shows your support of her choice to fuck other men. It shows your love of her pussy, no matter what.

    Just imagine it, cuckold. Imagine she’s in your bed with someone else’s cock inside her. She’s getting fucked, and fucked well. She’s cumming on him. He’s cumming hard. Maybe he’s cumming inside her.

    Throughout the experience, she’s thinking about your tongue. She’s thinking about how you’re going to eat her out when she’s done with him. She’s thinking about how you’re going to clean her pussy. That’s what excites her more than anything. She wants you to clean her. She wants you to worship her. She wants you to taste him.

    If you’re going to get into cuckolding, go all the way. Be the best husband possible. Be the man that wants to worship his wife’s pussy when someone else has fucked her. Be the man that wants to taste that other man. Be the man that only cares about pleasing his wife.

  
    How to Be a Good Cuckold - Set Her Free to Do as She Desires

    One of the most common and significant mistakes a cuckold makes is trying to control how he is cuckolded. He tries to make it play out exactly as it does when he fantasizes about it. In doing so, he forgets that his wife has desires too and he ends up ruining the experience for her. If you want to be a good cuckold, you need to avoid doing that. You need to set her free. Let her cuckold you as she pleases. If you can do that, you’ll be rewarded.

    If she wants to fuck in your bed when you’re at work, let her do so. If she wants to spread her legs and welcome a man with a bigger, better cock into her cunt while you’re out of the house, she should be allowed to do so.

    Don’t worry, she’ll reward you. She’ll send you a naughty text while you’re at work. She’ll send you a picture of his cum dripping out of her pussy. She’ll call and let you listen as someone else fucks her.

    If she wants to meet a man in a hotel room for a midday fuck, let her do that. Let her go alone and enjoy his big cock for as long as she wants. Let her enjoy a sensual, sexy tryst. Don’t worry, you’ll be rewarded.

    After he leaves, she’ll invite you to the hotel room to worship her freshly fucked pussy. She’ll give you a long, slow handjob while she tells you all about the naughty sex she just had.

    If she wants to indulge in rough sex with another man, let her do it. Let him pull her hair and spank her on the ass. If she wants him to talk dirty to her while destroying her pussy from behind, let her do it. Set her free to be fucked like she craves.

    If she wants this, it’s probably because you can’t give it to her. She wants to experience something new with him. Trust me, you’ll be rewarded. It sounds crazy, but when another man gives her something you can’t give her, she’ll love you even more for being okay with it.

    If she wants to invite him into the hot tub and not you, let her do it. If she wants to give her body to him in the warm water, let her do it. If she wants to let him cum inside her instead of you, let him do it.

    She’ll reward you by letting you watch from the bedroom window. Turn the lights off, pull the curtain open just a little bit, and look into the backyard to watch as another man fucks your wife in the hot tub you paid for.

    If she wants him to fuck her in your marital bed and spend the night while you’re in the guest room, let her do it. Let her stain your side of the bed with her sweat, the juices from her cunt, and his cum. Let her wake you up throughout the night as she and her lover fuck loudly.

    Listening is reward enough. You know you’d love to be awakened by the sound of your wife getting fucked one room over. You know it would make your cock hard as a rock. If you’re really lucky she might call you into the bedroom after he’s left the next morning to clean a creampie from her pussy.

    If she wants to milk him with her pussy and forbid you from fucking her, let her do it. Don’t argue. Don’t complain. Let your wife give her body to another man. Let him fuck her and cum inside her as much as he wants while you’re forced to cum into your hand, a sock, or the toilet.

    Isn’t being her cuckold the ultimate reward? Isn’t knowing that you’re not allowed to fuck your wife thrilling? Isn’t knowing that only he gets to cum inside her intensely arousing?

    If she wants to have an office affair, let her. If she wants to pull up her skirt and offer her pussy to a coworker, let her. If she wants him to think that you have no idea she’s fucking him, let it happen. If she wants you to shake his hand at a work party and act like you know nothing about their affair, do it.

    Some guys love the idea of fucking a cheating wife. If she wants to offer a man that thrill, then let her. It will make the sex with him hotter, and that means good rewards for you. If she gets to have great sex with other guys because you’re her eager, willing cuckold, that means she’s going to want to make you happy.

    If she wants to have a guy with a huge cock fuck her wet pussy, let her have it. Don’t let your ego get in the way. Don’t be upset that he’s so much bigger than you and that he fucks her so much better than you. Just enjoy that she’s having so much fun with him.

    Maybe she’ll let you watch as a reward. Wouldn’t you love to see your wife bouncing up and down on a monster cock like this? Maybe she’ll let you lick her after he’s been inside her. You can taste her juices. You can see how wide open he’s fucked her.

    Ultimately, this is where a good cuckold relationship always ends up. You and your wife, deeper in love than you’ve ever been. That’s how it should be and if it’s done well, that’s how it will be.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Share in the Joy of Her Bull's Cock

    Your wife loves her bull’s cock and you should too. If you can’t manage to love it, you should at least do as she (or he) desires. She is your cuckoldress, after all. Here are some ways to appreciate his cock.

    Kiss your wife after she’s had her bull’s beautiful cock in her mouth. This is even more exciting when he’s the one in control. He fucks her pretty mouth and the tells her to kiss you. You get to taste his dick on her lips and tongue. You get to taste his precum. You get to be a good cuckold for her, which is exactly what you want.

    Suck his dick for her. There’s no better way to show that you’re a wonderful, loving, caring cuckold than by fluffing your wife’s bull. She doesn’t need your mouth to get him hard, of course. Her mouth is good for that and she enjoys sucking his cock. That’s not what having you fluff him is about. It’s about you showing your submission to both of them. It’s about you showing that you recognize his cock is superior to yours. It’s about you fully embracing your place as her cuckold. It’s about you being the beta in the bedroom.

    Suck his dick with her. If your wife is with a dominant bull you will almost certainly end up on your knees with her at some point. For some bulls, there’s nothing better than seeing a couple on their knees offering their mouths for his pleasure. Don’t be shy about it. Don’t feel embarrassed. This is what your wife wants.

    She wants you down there with her. She wants to see your cocksucking lips around her bull’s beautiful dick. She wants you to work the balls while she works the head. She wants you to kiss and lick his long, beautiful shaft together. She wants you to show that you care as much about pleasing him as she does.

    Suck his cock straight out of her pussy. This is an absolutely perfect way for both the hotwife and her bull to put the cuckold in his place. He’s exceptionally close to his wife’s pussy, and yet he’s not allowed inside her. Instead, he has to watch as a superior cock fucks her. Not only that, he has to offer his mouth to that cock whenever the bull wants.

    There is no better way to put your cuckold in his place. This is everything all rolled into one. He watches his hotwife gets fucked and he sucks cock. He is humiliated in two different ways. The beautiful finishing touch would be for the bull to cum in the cuckold’s mouth and make him swallow every salty drop.

    Have the bull cum on the cuckold’s face. After all that fucking and sucking, her bull is going to be ready to unleash a big load. He might cum inside the hotwife or in the cuckold’s mouth, but they could also consider a third option. Have the hotwife jerk off her bull’s cock onto her cuckold’s face. Have the cuck wait on his knees. Have him beg for it, even. Then make him take a massive load all over his pretty face and make him wear it for a few hours as a reminder of his place.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Sometimes, Just Do as Her Bull Demands

    
      She’s given her body over to him. He offers her the kind of sexual pleasure you simply can’t. And sometimes, as her cuckold, it’s your duty to do as her bull demands.
    

    Let's play a little game. Let's pretend you're being cuckolded. Let's pretend your wife's bull has your email address and he's sent you the following instructions for a night with your wife:

    Cuckold, your first task is to rent a hotel room for Saturday night. Make it somewhere nice. Your wife and I deserve the best, after all. Make sure it’s the kind of place she’d love to get fucked in.

    Pick out a nice pair of stockings and heels. You know I love seeing your wife in nylons when she get on her knees to suck my dick. You know I love caressing her soft, stocking-clad legs when I’m drilling her pussy balls deep.

    Before I get there, I want you to dress her in the nylons and whatever bra and panty set you select to go with them. Give her pussy a kiss when you’re on your knees pulling the stockings up. Make her feel like the goddess she is.

    Once you’ve got her dressed up, it’s time to put on that pink chastity device you love. You’re a cuckold and you have no business getting an erection while I’m fucking your wife. If she wants to let you out after I’ve left, that’s fine. Your dick will be locked up while I’m in the room though.

    Once you’re locked up, it’s time to worship her pussy. I want her soaking wet by the time I arrive. Have her sit on your face and take you for a ride. Have her use your tongue for her pleasure. No cumming for her though. I want her desperate for my dick when I walk into the room.

    When I arrive, get on your knees and watch her worship my cock. Listen as she begs me to fuck her face. Watch as I do it. I want you to see what a wanton slut your wife can be when she’s horny. I want you to see just how desperate she gets for my hard dick in her throat.

    Watch as she gets on her knees and opens wide. Watch as I put my hands in her hair and shove my dick down her throat. She’s gotten good at it, so she won’t even gag much. She’ll just let me use her mouth like a pussy.

    Watch me slide into her pussy, cuckold. She’ll get on her back, spread her legs, and look into my eyes. She’ll welcome the feel of my hard, muscular body on top of her. She’ll groan as I press my bare cock against her cunt and gently slide into her.

    We’ll start slow because it’s fun to tease her. You and I both know she wants me to pound her, to fuck her until she’s totally cock drunk, but she doesn’t always get what she wants immediately, does she?

    Watch me bend her over and pound her. I’ll pull out of your wife’s pussy and have her stand and bend over the edge of the bed. I’ll slide into her from behind and fill her perfect, wet, needy pussy in one long and hard stroke.

    Then I’ll give your wife the hard fucking she really craves. I’ll pound that perfect pussy of hers and make her scream. I’ll make her beg for my dick. I’ll make her cum over and over. Then I’ll dump my load inside her.

    When I’m done, I’ll head to the bathroom to clean up. That’s when you’ll get on your back and let your wife ride your face. Let her feed you every drop of my cum. Clean my seed from her well-fucked, thoroughly-satisfied pussy.

    When you’re done I’ll send you out to pick up a bottle of champagne while your wife and I fool around and get ready for round two. Maybe my cock will be in her mouth when you come back. Maybe you’ll see just how desperate she gets for my dick and how badly she wants me to fuck her.

    Before the night is over you’ll understand exactly how inadequate you are and how much your wife loves getting fucked by a real man. You’ll get to clean another load from her pussy, too.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Submit to the Cage, If Necessary

    Some men deserve this fate. That sounds harsh, I know, but some men are better off being locked in chastity and dedicating themselves to the pleasure of their partners. Are you one of those men?

    Do you generally leave your wife unsatisfied? Does she fail to reach orgasm when you fuck her? If she does orgasm, does it seem like a rather tepid version of a climax? Could she be cumming harder? Could she reach greater heights of arousal if someone with a bigger cock and far more sexual skill was fucking her instead of you?

    Let’s think about you for a second. Do you find it stressful to know that your wife isn’t nearly as satisfied as she could be? Do you wish you were better in bed? Do you wish you could make her cum like every woman wants to cum? Of course you do. There might be a solution for that.

    It starts with locking your cock in a chastity cage. That will keep you in a constant state of arousal, which will make you far more willing to serve your wife’s needs and tend to her desires at every turn. You’ll find it frustrating at first, but eventually you’ll come to enjoy putting her needs above yours and sacrificing your orgasms for her pleasure. Plus, you’ll like being in a constant state of arousal. You’ll feel more alive that way.

    Once you’re locked up for a suitable period of time your wife will being looking for other men to satisfy her sexual desires. You might even be called upon to help her with that. You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you? Until she finds a man, you’ll spend a great deal of time between her legs, worshiping her pussy with your tongue and showing her that you’re more than happy to make her cum without any need to claim an orgasm of your own.

    Eventually, your wife will have a lover – or a series of lovers – that satisfy her sexual needs. She’ll fuck whoever she wants, whenever she wants, and you’ll remain locked in chastity like a good cuckold should. Your level of involvement will be entirely up to her. You might simply prepare the bedroom and be asked to leave. You might be tasked with fluffing her lover and inserting his cock inside her. You might be tasked with cleaning up afterwards and preparing her lover for round two. You will do as you’re told.

    To ensure that your behavior is exactly as she wants it, all your orgasms will be of the ruined variety. Their purpose will be to release any build up of semen and to give you a little bit of pleasure. You don’t deserve a full orgasm, though. You never have and you never will.

    Yes, it’s a harsh fate. But some men deserve a harsh fate. Are you one of those men?

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Surrender to the Power of Her Pussy

    The power of her pussy compels you to fall to your knees and worship her whenever she desires it. You cannot say no. You must taste her. You yearn for it. There’s nothing you love more than running your tongue over her perfect cunt and making her moan.

    The power of her pussy compels you to sacrifice your orgasms for her. If she wants to cum on your tongue and have you go to be frustrated and horny, you do it. It makes you happy to be denied your pleasure in favor of hers. It makes you happy to see that look of sweet satisfaction on her face after you’ve made her cum.

    The power of her pussy compels you to worship whenever you can. If she’ll let you get on your knees and lick her before going out for the day, you’ll do it. If she’ll let you worship her pussy in public, you’ll do it. Nothing is more satisfying than tasting your wife.

    The power of her pussy compels you to get her wet so another man can fuck her. You love that she fucks other men with bigger, better cocks. You love going down on her and leaving her slippery with desire so his big dick can slide into her with ease. You love showing the other man that you’re no threat to him, that there’s nothing you love more than getting her wet for him.

    The power of her pussy compels you to watch eagerly as she blows another man. You wish she would take your cock into her mouth, but you know you’re not worthy of it. You know your place is as her oral servant and willing cuckold. You know that watching her blow someone else pleases you in a deep way.

    The power of her pussy compels you to find pleasure in your wife’s slutty desires for another man. You love to watch as she eagerly sucks his cock. You love knowing that she’s giving him head because she wants to be fucked. She wants his cock, not yours.

    The power of her pussy compels you to watch as another man fucks her. This is what she desires. She wants to sit on his big dick and ride him. She wants him to make her cum. She wants to scream out his name. She wants to fill the hotel room with loud moans of pleasure as someone else fucks her. You want to watch. You want to be a good cuckold and witness her pleasure.

    The power of her pussy compels you to willingly lock your cock in chastity and give her the key. You sacrifice control of your orgasms because you love her. You give her the key because you want her to be happy. You want her to be able to enjoy her lover without worrying about your needs.

    The power of her pussy compels you to enjoy facesitting while she blows her lover. You watch as she gets him hard with her eager mouth. You accept that your place is to lick her pussy and make sure she’s nice and wet for when he finally slides into her and fucks your wife better than you ever have.

    The power of her pussy compels you to enjoy watching another man cum inside her. You crave this pure expression of cuckolding beauty. You want to see his cum flooding her womb. You want to see it leaking out of her. You know she loves when he cums inside her. You know she loves having this superior man ejaculate into her pussy.

    The power of her pussy compels you to crave creampie cleanup. You watch another man cum inside her pussy and you desperately want to eat it. You want to be underneath her as it drips out. You want your mouth to be filled with his cum.

    The power of her pussy compels you to be a cum eating cuckold. It has turned you into an eager cunt worshiper that will lick and suck another man’s semen out of her. She doesn’t even need to tell you to do it anymore. You get on your knees and willingly feed on his seed.

    The power of her pussy has made you into a loyal, loving, submissive cuckold husband and you’ve never been happier.

  
    How to be a Good Cuckold - Worship Your Hotwife

    In my experience, the biggest mistake a man makes when attempting to bring cuckolding into his relationship is placing his feelings and desires over those of his would-be hotwife. The fog of desire makes him forget that she might not want the same things he does, or that she might not even understand the notion of cuckolding.

    While that can be a complicated problem to solve, the simplest approach is to explain what cuckolding is and that it arouses you. While she might want to understand it, that’s damn near impossible to do. Most people can’t explain why something arouses them; they only know that it does.

    It will likely take lots of time for her to get used to the notion of cuckolding you. You must be patient. There’s something you can do to show your dedication to her pleasure though: Worship your wife.

    Her orgasms should already be your priority, but if they aren’t, it’s time to change that. She almost certainly enjoys oral sex (most women do) so you need to make sure you’re down on your knees and between her legs worshiping her pussy as often as possible. You also need to make sure there’s no expectation of reciprocation.

    In a way, you’re training her to be selfish. A lot of women struggle with the idea of sleeping with another man because it feels mean or unfair to their husband. You need to show her that there’s no such thing for you. For you, there’s great pleasure to be had in making her orgasm (and in the future, in watching her have an orgasm with another man).

    Orgasms have a powerfully positive effect on the body and brain. All kinds of good hormones are released when a woman climaxes and you want them coursing through your wife’s body. The more you make her cum, the more she’ll want to make you feel good. When she understands that making you feel good means sleeping with another man, she’ll be more likely to cuckold you.

    Get used to worshiping her as often as you can. If that means dropping to your knees the moment you get home from work, so be it. Put your tongue to her pussy whenever she’ll let you, even if you’re doing it half a dozen times a day (you should be so lucky). As a side note, if you can hold off from cumming as often as you normally would, you’ll find it far more arousing and pleasurable to make her cum. A denied man is a loyal, worshipful man.

    It’s important to remember that you need to be patient. I can’t possibly know what’s happening inside everyone’s marriage/relationship, but sometimes a sex life has stagnated. Sometimes she won’t understand why you want to go down on her so often. Sometimes she’ll be wary of your motivations. Orgasms conquer all though, so be patient.

    If you find her resistant to the pleasures of your tongue, start with foreplay. Have her lie down in bed and offer a slow, sensual massage to work her up. Rub the backs of her legs and feet. Relax her from head to toe before you move between her legs and deliver a happy ending. If things go well she should come around to the notion of you going down on her and making her cum all the time.

    Ultimately, what you’re trying to do is convince your wife that her pleasure is your priority. You place her orgasms above yours. You want her to know that seeing her cum thrills you beyond words. Once she believes that, her confidence will go through the roof. Plus, she’ll likely be a whole lot hornier.

    Those are two ingredients that help in creating a cuckold marriage. Remember, this isn’t a perfect science and it takes time and patience, but you can’t go wrong giving your wife an endless stream of orgasms. At the very least you get to have tons of fun between her legs.

  
    How to Dominate Your Cuckold - Take Him Lingerie Shopping

    Ladies, if you haven’t taken your cuckold on a lingerie shopping trip for your bull, you’re missing out. Trust me on this. It’s an exquisite pleasure that can provide unexpected benefits while putting your submissive cuckold in his place.

    I like the idea of surprising him with it. Take him to the mall (or wherever else you might find a lingerie store) under the guise of shopping for something else. Then, pull him into the lingerie store and let him know that you want to buy something sexy for your bull.

    “I want to buy something special for him, honey,” you can say. “I want to buy something that will make it impossible for him to do anything but fuck my brains out.”

    Watch the lust wash over your cuckold’s face. Watch his desire for your deepen.

    In this case, the most basic element of the humiliation comes from the fact that you’re lingerie shopping for another man. You’re buying something sexy for another man to fuck you in. You’re doing that because you’ve clearly decided that your husband doesn’t fuck you the way you need to be fucked. The other man is better. All of this is implicit in the decision to go lingerie shopping for your bull and all of that will be on your cuckold’s mind as you flip through the countless sexy little outfits you can buy for another man.

    We want to achieve more than that baseline of humiliation, though. We want to take your cuckold deeper. That’s the real fun of it.

    Thankfully, there are lots of ways you can do that. Try having your cuckold pick out lingerie. Tell  him to pick out something that will make your bull absolutely wild with desire for you. Want to go a little deeper and harsher. Try saying something like, “Pick out something a real man would like.” That stings, but in the most beautiful way possible.

    One of the key elements of making this work is taking pictures for your bull. You have a smartphone with a great camera in it, so put it to use. It’s a simple, supremely effective way of having your bull there with you.

    First, try on the lingerie. If you think it looks good, step out of the changing room and let your cuckold admire you in it. Then, ask him if he thinks your bull will like it. “Do you think this will make him want to fuck me?” Yes, other people might here you, but that’s part of the fun (as long as you’re not going to inadvertently expose your lifestyle and get yourselves in trouble.)

    Your cuckold will nod. Of course he will. He might get hard, too. Seeing you in the lingerie that someone else is going to fuck you in should be an exceptionally arousing experience for him.

    “I’m going to send him a picture. I want him to see the lingerie you picked out. I want to see if he thinks it’s hot,” you can say.

    Take the picture for your bull. Send it to him. Tell him that your cuckold picked it out. Ask him if he thinks it’s hot, if it makes him want to fuck you. He’ll send back something positive. Of course he will. You look amazing.

    Show it to your cuckold. Show him the text. “He likes the lingerie you picked out, baby. He wants to fuck me in it. You’re such a good boy.”

    If you want to have a little more fun, take advantage of the situation to send a few more pictures and naughty texts to your bull. Take a shot of your bare bottom or of it in panties and say, “You own my ass,” or drop a caption across the image that says, “Property of Sean,” with your bull’s name in Sean’s place. Let him know how you feel about him. Let him know that you’re shopping for lingerie with your husband because you want to arouse you bull. Let him know that you’re thinking about him, that you want his cock inside you, that buying lingerie for him turns you on.

    Then show it all to your cuckold. This is about humiliating him, after all, so it’s important that you loop him in. Let him see the texts you’re sending. Let him see the pics you’re sending.

    It can also be fun to invite your cuckold into the dressing room to take a picture. “Take a picture for him,” you can say. “Show him that you’re here with me, that you’re on board with this. Show him that you want him to fuck me in this lingerie.”

    Have your cuckold snap the picture and then have him send your bull a text with the image. “My wife belongs to you, sir,” is a good text. “Please sir, fuck my wife. Satisfy her like I can’t,” is another strong option. There are lots of choices, though, and they’re all wonderful.

    Have fun with all of this. That’s the point, after all. Watch your cuckold to see what arouses him and what seems like it might have been a step too far. Double down on the arousing stuff. His humiliation should turn him on, after all. You don’t want to break him. You just want to push him deeper into his role as your submissive cuckold.

  
    How to Have a Great Cuckold Vacation

    Cuckolding can be hard in your hometown. If you’re open about it, people tend to get a little uncomfortable. They tend to shun you a bit. That doesn’t have to happen on vacation. You can be free when you’re on vacation. You can embrace cuckolding in all its glory.

    Go to a resort with a more liberal policy towards sex and put your husband’s mouth to use. He loves eating your pussy, so why not have him do it in the hot tub while other people are watching? Maybe another lovely lady wants her pussy eaten out. Send your husband to her. Have him worship pussy like a good boy. If you happen to find a gentleman you’d like to fuck while your husband is going down on someone else, then go for it.

    Show off his locked cock. Show everyone the symbol of his devotion to you. It’s a great conversation starter. Plus, everyone will know how your relationship works. You’re in control. He’s submissive. He loves having you control his orgasms. He loves serving you.

    Chances are good that available gentlemen will introduce themselves when they see his locked cock. You’ll have your pick of guys to enjoy.

    Put your husband to work. Have him worship you while you’re out on a boat. Let the boat captain watch as hubby spreads your legs, pushes up your dress, and goes down on your beautiful pussy. Have him lick you lustily.

    If you’re feeling horny, invite a handsome man to pull out his cock so you can suck on it. Give him a blowjob and then push your husband out of the way so you can get fucked. Hubby can go back to work after you’ve had your orgasm.

    Be sure to tease him as you flaunt his locked cock. Let him suck on your nipples on the beach. Play with his balls. Run your fingers over the soft skin of his cock that his locked cock leaves exposed.

    If you want your pussy licked on the beach, then get your pussy licked on the beach. Spread your legs and order him between them. Tell him to worship you. Tell him to make you cum. If someone is watching, then so be it.

    If you’re feeling particularly worked up and horny, invite one of the men watching to fuck you. Whoever has the biggest cock gets to slide into your wet pussy and pound you hard while your cuck husband sits and watches like a good boy.

    If you want to rent a boat and have a threesome with the two big-dicked guys working the boat, then do it.

    Get on your knees and suck a big black cock. Suck on that fat white dick too. Let them spit roast you. Let them fuck you hard while your husband watches. Give yourself over to your sluttiest instincts and take hard cock from both ends as your lucky, horny cuckold watches and strokes.

    If you’re feeling dominant, make your cuckold get on his back and lick your dirty feet clean. Make him suck off every little speck of dirty until you’re completely clean.

    If you’re feeling generous, have him spin around and give him a footjob. After he’s unleashed his load on your feet, make him clean it off. Make him eat his cum. Make him act like a cuckold should.

    It’s vacation, so feel free to enjoy the attentions of as many men as possible. If someone wants to take you out for drinks, then go for it. If you want to make out with someone, then go for it. If you want to fuck someone, then go for it. You’re on vacation, after all. You should feel free to enjoy yourself.

    It’s your vacation. Do what delights you. Your cuckold husband will go along with anything you desire. He exists to make you happy. Doing so is what truly thrills him.

  
    How to Make Doggystyle (with Your Bull) Hotter for Your Cuckold

    It's simple, really.

    When your bull fucks you from behind, stare into your cuckold's eyes and tell him he's a failure as a man. Tell him he can't satisfy you. Tell him you've found someone better.

    Also, after it's over, make sure you tell your cuckold you love him, as it shouldn't be your goal to destroy him. Instead, you want to give him better orgasms while you get to cum spectacularly hard on your bull's cock.

    Now, here's how this scene might play out:

    
      
    

    She opens her eyes as he slides into her pussy. She looks at you. She smiles.

    “Another man is fucking your wife and you’re just sitting there,” she says. “You’re sitting there with your fucking dick in your hand. You’re hard as a fucking rock as someone else is fucking me.”

    She’s right. You’re hard as a rock. You’re stroking yourself. You can’t help it.

    “You’re pathetic,” she says. “You’re a pathetic excuse for a man. You’re a pathetic little bitch that gets off on watching his wife taking someone else’s dick. You’re a fucking failure.”

    You stroke your cock faster. He fucks her pussy faster. He likes hearing her degrade you. It turns him on to know that he’s the man that satisfies her while you’re the failure that watches.

    “You fucking love this, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Your wife smiles. “You’re such a little bitch. You’ve fucked me for the last time. You’ll never feel my pussy again. You’re stuck with your hand for the rest of your life.”

    It’s a scary thought, and yet you’re turned on by it. She knows how to drive you mad. She knows how to push your buttons.

    “Cum, cuck,” she says. “Cum in your fucking hand and eat it. Eat it like a bitch. Eat your fucking load as you watch him pound me. Do it or I’ll never let you watch again.”

    You can’t help but cum. You hold out your hand and spill your load into it. You catch it all.

    “Eat it, bitch,” she says. “Eat it or you’ve watched him fuck me for the last time.”

    You lift your hand to your mouth.

    “Do it,” she demands.

    You pour the cum into your mouth. The taste is terrible. Your cum is viscous and disgusting. You swallow it.

    “Pathetic,” your wife says. “Now get the fuck out of here. Give me some alone time with a real man.”

    You leave.

  
    How to Tease Your Cuckold – Lock Him up and Masturbate

    If you’re not yet well-versed in tease and denial play with your cuckold, you’re missing out. To me, it’s often as pleasurable as being with another man, though I readily admit I find intense pleasure in my husband’s overwhelming desire for me and nothing brings that out of him like a good tease and denial session.

    Chastity makes tease and denial play so much easier. You don’t have to worry about him losing control, grabbing his cock, and wanking to a quick orgasm. When he’s locked up he doesn’t have the option, which is why I prefer tease and denial when his cock is secured and soft in its cage.

    I find it particularly thrilling to masturbate in front of him while he’s locked up because it gives me the ability to ratchet up the denial.

    For instance, a locked cuckold (my husband included) loves to give his wife pleasure. When I masturbate, he’s denied the ability to taste my pussy, finger me, etc. First off, I love that he finds it pleasurable to make me cum with his tongue or fingers. That in turn makes it a pleasure for me to deny him that.

    I can still reward him with a little something by letting him kiss me or play with my breasts to increase my stimulation. I also have the option of denying him access to my body other than to watch and admire me as I masturbate to an orgasm.

    I can go deeper with that particular form of denial, too. I find it thrilling to have his locked cock up close to my pussy as I masturbate. Sometimes I’ll straddle him and vibrate both my clit and his locked dick. He can literally feel my pleasure as the vibrations run through his cock (it hasn’t happened for him, but I’ve seen locked cocks cum via vibration, which would be fun too).

    Sometimes I’ll masturbate on my back and have him lay opposite me so our genitals meet. That way he’s all the way at the other end of the bed watching while he can feel the heat and wetness of my pussy against his locked cock. I’ll admit I find pleasure in watching the mixture of agony and joy on his face as he witnesses me masturbating while being denied any form of pleasure.

    It’s important to understand that this works best if your cuckold finds pleasure in denial. Most do (to varying degrees, of course), and if your cuckold is one of the men that desires denial, this is a beautiful way to provide him with those thrills.

  
    How to Thrill Your Cuck

    Her lingerie-clad body climbs on top of yours. Her long, shiny hair brushes against your thighs as you stare up at her smooth, perfect loins just a few inches above you. The man that regularly makes love to your wife moves into place behind her. You’re on the bottom in a cuckold 69 and you’re about to experience the most overwhelmingly arousing experience of your life.

    She’s exceptionally wet. That’s what happens when she plays with her boyfriend instead of you. He provides her with the kind of sexual experiences that you, her cuckold husband, cannot. That’s why she wants him so badly. That’s why she spends so much time naked with him.

    She loves you too, though. She adores you, in fact. You make everything possible. That’s why you’re getting a treat tonight. That’s why you get to experience this intense pleasure. Look up, cuckold. Watch as he slides into her. Watch as he fills your wife in the way she craves. Watch another man take her from behind.

    Look at how she opens for him. Isn’t that beautiful? Look at how slick he is when he pulls out. Look at how deep he slides into her. You know it doesn’t look like that when you make love to her. That’s the point though, isn’t it? You’re here to witness what it’s like when a bigger, better man enjoys your wife. You’re here to become the ultimate cuckold.

  
    How Would It Feel¿

    How would it feel to watch your wife kiss another man? How would it feel to see her hands move over his body? How would it feel to witness her genuine passion for him?

    It’s supposed to excite you, but it’s okay if you feel a little nervous or anxious. This part is hard for some cuckolds. This is the part where they realize that their wife is feeling actual desire. This is the part where they see that she wants more than just a big cock sliding into her pussy (which might be all her cuckold has thought about).

    It should be arousing, too. Your wife is getting what she needs from him. She needs that connection. She needs that passion. She craves it and he’s giving it to her.

    How would it feel to see your wife sucking someone else’s cock? How would it feel to see her soft, sensual lips wrapped around his erection? How would it feel to see her so eagerly giving pleasure to another man?

    Wouldn't it be lovely to see your wife sucking his cock? Wouldn't it turn you on to watch as she offers him her mouth? She wants to get him hard. She wants to excite him. She wants him to feel good. She wants to show that she loves his cock. All of that is incredible. All of that should make you stiff, cuckold.

    How would it feel to see your wife sucking someone else’s balls? How would it feel to see him looking down at her like she’s the perfect slut? How would it feel to know that she desires him so much that she’ll eagerly get on her knees and suck his sweaty sack with her eager mouth?

    This part thrills you, doesn’t it? You like that she wants to make him feel good with her mouth. You like that it excites her to use her lips and tongue on his balls. Do you remember the last time a girl sucked your balls? Do you remember how it made you feel? That’s exactly how he feels.

    How would it feel to see someone else’s cock slide into your wife’s pussy? How would it feel to see her legs spread for him? How would it feel to hear her moan of pleasure as he slides his erect cock into her cunt?

    This is the moment of truth. This is when you discover if cuckolding really is for you. This is the moment that she likely forgets you’re in the room, at least for a little while. Once he’s inside her, your wife will kiss him. She’ll pull him closer. She’ll wrap her legs around him. They’ll be having sex, and it will be beautiful.

    How would it feel to see your wife enjoying his cock so much? How would it feel to see her deeply connected with another man. How would it feel to hear her say, “Fuck me,” in a low, lusty, desperate voice.

    Some cuckolds lose it when this happens. They freak out when they see their wife enjoying herself. They get jealous and angry and anxious when she actually has great sex. Those cuckolds are selfish. Don’t be like that.

    Enjoy this moment. Feel good about it. Remember that if she has great sex with him she’s much more likely to do it again.

    How would it feel to see your wife riding another man’s cock? How would it feel to see her grasping his hands and connecting with him as his bare dick slides into her pussy? How would it feel to hear her moans and to see a look of pleasure on her face?

    You should celebrate this. You should be excited that your wife is getting what she needs and what you want her to have. You should be thrilled that she’s enjoying someone else’s cock inside her.

    How would it feel to see your wife cumming with someone else’s cock inside her? How would it feel to see her cumming harder with him than she ever cums with you? How would it feel to see someone else give her an incredible orgasm?

    This is the moment you should be waiting for. This is when you become a cuckold for life. This is when she discovers that someone else really can give her something that you can’t. Right after cumming, she’ll look at you and smile. She’ll be thankful that you convinced her to fuck someone else. She’ll be happy to make you a cuckold over and over again.

    How would it feel to see someone else’s cum leaking out of your wife’s pussy? How would it feel to have witnessed your cuckold? How would it feel to know that she wanted his seed inside her?

    It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Your wife’s pussy is always breathtaking, but it looks even better with her lover’s load leaking out of her.

    What do you want to do when you see it? Do you want to add your load with a sloppy seconds fuck? Do you want to clean it out? Do you want to masturbate furiously and cum? So many choices.

  
    How Would You Prefer to Reclaim Her¿

    
      
    

    Let’s assume she has unprotected sex with him and comes home with his cum dripping out of her. If given the choice, how would you prefer to reclaim her pussy?

  
    How You Know if Your Dick Disappoints Your Wife

    I imagine every cuckold and would be cuckold wants to know if their dick really is disappointing. They might suspect they’re too small, but they don’t know for sure. They might suspect they’re not particularly good in bed, but it’s hard to be absolutely certain about it.

    I believe there is a way to be absolutely certain about it. You just have to pay attention when she cuckolds you.

    For instance, when your wife gets on her new man’s cock, does she ride him wildly? Does she milk him with her pussy? Does she act like having his cock inside her is the single greatest experience she’s ever had? If so, there’s a pretty good chance that fucking you doesn’t come close to satisfying her.

    Being with a new man is always fun, so there’s going to be a certain amount of excitement. If you watch closely, though, you’ll be able to tell if it’s that new man’s big dick that’s really thrilling your wife.

    Does your wife take great pleasure in giving him head? Does it make her wet to take him into her mouth? That’s a good sign that his dick thrills her. It’s a lot more arousing to give a blowjob if you’re thinking about how good the cock is going to feel inside you. That’s probably why she’s not crazy about giving you blowjobs.

    Is your wife down to get fucked whenever and wherever he wants? That’s a good sign that she really likes his cock and that yours just doesn’t inspire the same kind of lust. If she’ll get naked and spread her legs in the backseat of your car, chances are good she’s doing it because she craves his big cock more than most things in the world. She certainly craves it more than she craves yours.

    Does your wife enjoy it when he fucks her from behind? Does she enjoy bending over and offering him her wet pussy? Does she moan loudly and lustily? Does she look back and tell him to fuck her harder, to use her pussy?

    Chances are good that his dick delights her and your dick disappoints her if that’s the case. The truth is, when a woman gets fucked by a cock that she absolutely loves, she’s willing to do just about anything for the man that possesses that cock.

    More likely than not, you don’t have a cock like that. Your cock probably disappoints her.

    Does your wife let him cum on her face? Does she let him cum on her tits? Does she let him cum on her ass? Those are the kinds of things a woman does for a man whose cock she absolutely loves.

    Does she do those things for you? No? Then your cock probably disappoints her.

    Don’t worry, though. That’s why you’re a cuckold. That’s why she fucks other people. That’s why you provide her with love, support, and your talented tongue while he provides her with his big cock. Isn’t that wonderful?

  
    Howling with Pleasure

    
      A cuck-fueled climax is significantly more pleasurable than any other, especially when your wife is the one delivering the cuck thrills. This story explores the power of the cuck-fueled climax, how it feels otherworldly at times, and how it can be even more powerful when it's your actual cuckolding you're witnessing.
    

    ---

    David moaned as Lily's hand moved up and down his slick shaft. She finished each stroke with a twist, offering a surge of pleasure that made his hips subtly lift off the bed.

    Her lips brushed against his neck and she moaned. "Mmm, your cock is so hard for me."

    Lily kissed his cheek softly and moved her tongue over his earlobe for just a few moments.

    "It's a shame your dick is so small because I could really use a good fucking right now."

    Arousal flooded David's loins and his hips lifted from the bed by a few inches. Lily moaned louder and sucked on his neck.

    "You like that, don't you cuck?" she asked.

    "Fuck...yes..."

    She gripped the base of his shaft and slowly stroked him, squeezing the head tight enough that it slipped from her fingers and sent an electric shock of pleasure through David's loins.

    "This little dick of yours could never pleasure me the way I deserve to be pleasured," she said softly.

    "Please..."

    "Are you close to cumming, cuck?"

    "Yes."

    Lily released his cock and played with his balls, rolling them between her oiled up fingers. She rubbed his taint a little, too, and David moaned at the pleasure of it, though he felt a gentle frustration at her having released his cock from her grasp.

    "Beg for it," she said.

    "Lily, please, make me cum. Stroke my worthless little dick and make me cum. Please!"

    Her fingers encircled his shaft once more. She stroked him slowly and moaned into his ear.

    "You could never satisfy me the way he does, cuck," she whispered. "Your worthless little dick can't come close to satisfying me the way my boyfriend does."

    David's loins tightened and for a moment he was lost in the purest kind of bliss. His head spun a little. His hands trembled. His heart pounded. Then his climax arrived. He unleashed a series of wild, animalistic moans as he came, his load spurting into the air as Lily stroked him with a far gentler touch to avoid overstimulating his cock.

    "Holy shit," David said between orgasmic aftershocks.

    "It's kind of a shame you can't see or really hear yourself when you cum," Lily observed. "It's amazing. Your body moves in crazy ways. Your hips jump. You make all these wild sounds, too." She kissed him on the cheek and her voice was softer and lower as she added, "Though it's only when you cum like a cuck that you move like that and make those wild sounds."

    "Thank you for letting me cum like a cuck. It's really kind of you."

    She sat up and smiled down at him. "You're welcome, though it's really not something you have to thank me for. I like making you cum like that. It's really hot to be able to get you off in such a powerful way."

    Lily kissed him softly and David sank into a now-familiar sense of post-orgasmic bliss.

    "I do wonder how you'd cum if I actually cucked you," she whispered.

    His eyes went wide. "Really? You...you think about that?"

    He'd shared his fantasy six months ago and Lily had been on board for exploring it, but only as a fantasy. She happily talked dirty to him while stroking his cock and every once in a while would offer up that same dirty talk while they had sex, but she'd never even flirted with someone else while David watched, let alone cucked him.

    "I do," Lily admitted as she rolled away from him and stared up at the ceiling.

    David hastily grabbed his underwear from the bedroom floor and cleaned the cum from his stomach and thighs before tossing the soiled boxers aside and turning his attention back to his wife. To his surprise, Lily had removed her pajama shorts and was rubbing her pussy in slow circles.

    She turned her head towards David, smiled, and welcomed his kiss as he leaned closer. She moaned into his mouth and he ran a hand under her tank top and found her breasts, moving from one to the other and showering Lily in the kind of gentle, erotic physical touch that filled her with pleasure.

    "What kind of guy would you pick to cuck me with?" David asked.

    "I've never been with a classic alpha type. A strong jaw. Broad shoulders. Oozing confidence. Knows his way around a woman's body," she answered.

    David lifted her tank top and his lips encircled one of Lily's stiff nipples. She moaned and ran her free hand through his hair.

    "He'd have a big cock, too," she continued. "A long, thick cock that would fill me like you can't, that would reach places in me that you can't, that would stretch my tight pussy like you can't."

    David's cock was average - he'd measured several times and he came in at just over five inches - but he got off on being called small and he knew he'd really get off on Lily fucking someone with a bigger cock than his.

    "You deserve to have a boyfriend like that," he said softly. "You deserve someone that knows his way around a woman's body, that could unlock new ways to pleasure you, that could make you cum the way you make me cum, Lily."

    "Yeah?" she asked.

    Her back arched and she moaned.

    "Yes. You deserve to get fucked by an alpha male with a big cock that would put mine to shame."

    Her fingers moved swiftly over her pussy and her moans got louder. "I'd make you watch," she said. "I'd make you masturbate while you watched. I'd only let you cum when I came, though. I'd want you right next to me in the bed so I could see and hear your orgasm as I had mine."

    "That would be so fucking hot."

    "Fuck...David...I want to cuck you. I want to make you howl with pleasure as I do the same with another man's thick cock in my tight pussy!"

    Lily guided his lips to hers and they shared a deep kiss. She moaned into his mouth and his lips shifted to her neck as Lily's body began to tremble. Her hips lifted from the bed. She came and he watched her pleasure unfold as he wondered if she'd really consider cucking him or if she was just giving voice to a fantasy that would never be pursued.

    ---

    "Whoa," David said as he walked into the bathroom to find Lily wearing an exquisite black bra, panty, and garter belt set.

    "You like it?" she asked.

    He nodded, moved behind her, and kissed the back of her neck while cupping her breasts. The bra felt impossibly soft and her breasts utterly perfect, as always. David pushed his hips forward so Lily would feel his desire and he saw her smiling at him in the mirror.

    "Are we going out tonight?" he asked.

    "No."

    He smiled.

    "You're not fucking me tonight, either."

    "Oh. What's...I don't understand."

    The joyful smile on Lily's face left David even more confused.

    "I'm cucking you tonight. After a month of talking about - fantasizing about it, really - I'm doing it. Tonight. He's on his way over, in fact."

    David's mind went blank for a moment as he tried to process the sudden onset of this momentous news. "Wait, what? Really?"

    Lily spun around and leaned against the bathroom counter. She slipped a finger through David's belt loop and pulled him closer before her lips found his neck for a handful of soft kisses.

    "I'm cucking you tonight, David, and we're going to do it exactly as I've described. You're going to get naked and lie in the bed next to me as another man fucks me. You're going to jerk off as you watch and listen. You're going to cum when he and I cum. We're all going to cum together. We're going to see if you like being cucked as much as you like getting jerked off while I talk about cucking you."

    David's hard cock spoke volumes and Lily seemed quite pleased with it as she reached down to stroke him a little.

    "Who's the guy?"

    "Someone I met on a dating app. We've actually gone out a few times for drinks just to make sure there's chemistry and he's not insane. We've made out and done a bit of over-the-clothes heavy petting stuff, but tonight's the first night we're doing anything serious."

    "Holy shit. You've been on dates with another guy? Why didn't you tell me?"

    "Because I wanted tonight to be a surprise. I would have said something if we'd gone beyond making out, but we haven't so I kept it a secret. Tonight, though, we're going all the way and I honestly couldn't be more excited."

    David felt so many things at once that he couldn't quite process it all. He was stunned that Lily had actually met someone, had been on dates, had made out, had gotten groped - in a good way - by the guy that would soon be at their apartment. He was stunned she was actually going to cuck him. He was excited about that. He was hugely nervous, too, mostly at the idea of a guy he'd never met witnessing David at his most vulnerable and exposed.

    Lily took David's hand and pressed his fingers between her legs, drawing him to the present moment and the wetness that had already soaked her panties.

    "Can you feel how excited I am?" she asked.

    He nodded. "Is this guy...is he going to be your boyfriend or is this just a one time thing?"

    "We'll see how tonight goes. He might be kind of perfect for what we want, though, as he's not someone I could actually be involved with in a real way. We just don't click in that way. The physical desire is there, though. I've actually...I've actually masturbated while thinking about him a few times."

    "Holy shit, Lily...that's so fucking hot."

    She seemed giddy. "I know, right?"

    David kissed her neck and pulled her panties aside. Lily moaned as his fingers entered her with remarkable ease, but she grabbed his wrist and pulled him free after just a few seconds of pleasure.

    "My pussy is for him tonight," she said softly. "Not you, cuck."

    David's dick throbbed as a wave of arousal slowly moved through his body, leaving in its wake a desire to do whatever Lily wanted.

    "Is there anything you need from me before he gets here?" he asked.

    Lily shook her head. "No, in fact, why don't you get naked and get in the bed. You can masturbate a little to stay hard if you'd like, but please don't cum."

    "I won't."

    David kissed her softly, stepped out of the bathroom, and got naked. He crawled into bed, closed his eyes, and took deep breaths while trying to calm his nerves. He was excited, of course, but the notion of actually being cucked had filled him with angst. What if the guy truly put David to shame where sex was concerned? What if Lily enjoyed the sex so much that she got it in her head to leave David for the other man? What if some other terrible thing happened as the result of introducing another man into their marriage?

    There was a great deal of arousal present, too, and David stroked himself slowly as he waited, keeping his dick hard and the lust flowing right up until the doorbell rang and Lily stepped out of the bathroom in a black satin robe that covered her lingerie. She'd put on stockings and heels, too, going to great lengths to look good for the man that would soon be in their bedroom.

    "I'll see you soon," she said before blowing David a kiss and walking out of the room.

    He sat in silence and listened. He heard the front door open. He heard them talking. He heard a bit of laughter. He heard footsteps. He was fairly certain he heard the refrigerator door being shut in the too hard manner that Lily almost always shut it. Were they having a snack or a drink?

    Nearly 45 minutes passed before David heard footsteps in the hallway. His cock was hard - he'd heard a few moans from the living room and imagined Lily and her mystery man indulging in foreplay - and he felt as though he'd never been simultaneously awash in nervousness and arousal.

    Lily walked into the room first. The satin robe was gone but the rest of her lingerie was still on. A tall, square-jawed man with dark hair and broad shoulders walked in behind her. His hands were on her waist moments later. They moved to her breasts as she turned her head to kiss him while he played with her soft, perky flesh. Lily moaned into his mouth and reached back, presumably to stroke him through his pants, though her body blocked the other man's crotch.

    Lily looked at David as she continued to stroke her new man. "David, this Leo. Leo, this is my husband David. You'll be cucking him tonight."

    Leo smiled. "David, it's a true pleasure to meet you. Your wife is one of the most beautiful women I've ever had the pleasure of meeting and I can't wait to cuck you."

    "It's...it's nice to meet you too," David said, though he felt intensely awkward.

    That feeling washed away as Lily once more turned her head to kiss the man whose hands continued to move over her body. She closed her eyes and moaned as Leo pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers into the pussy that David had tried to pleasure earlier.

    Leo kissed her neck as Lily moaned with her eyes closed. She moved her ass like she was trying to massage his cock with it and David was soon awash in an intense kind of jealousy that overtook him for a few moments. He remained still and calm, though, focusing on his wife's pleasure above all else.

    "I've already had him in my mouth tonight, cuck," she said. "I've already touched and kissed and licked and sucked on his beautiful cock and it's so much bigger than your little dick. It's going to feel so good in my tight pussy. He's going to reach places that your little dick has never reached and he's going to stretch me out like I crave."

    Leo pulled his fingers from her pussy and Lily grabbed his wrist and guided them to her mouth. She held David's gaze while sucking her juices from another man's fingers and David couldn't help but moan at how fucking beautiful it was.

    "That's the hottest thing I've ever seen," he said.

    Lily smiled. "You haven't seen anything yet, cuck." She kissed Leo once more and said, "Get naked and put on a condom. I've waited long enough and I need to get fucked by a real man's cock."

    David moaned and Lily crawled into the bed as Leo began to undress.

    "He's going to fuck me like I've never been fucked before, cuck," she said softly while crawling towards David until her face hovered above his. "He's going to fuck your wife while you watch, while you stroke your little dick. He's going to make you a cuck, baby."

    "I can't wait."

    Lily kissed him and her tongue filled his mouth. David played with his balls as his wife moaned. She pulled away, turned her head, and said, "Why don't you fuck me doggystyle for a little while I kiss my cuck?"

    David turned to see Leo crawl into the bed behind her. He caught a glimpse of the other man's cock and was surprised at just how much thicker he was. Leo really was going to stretch Lily's pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," she said softly as Leo slid into her from behind. "Go slow. You're so fucking big. Just go slow."

    Her eyelids fluttered and she moaned as Leo did just that.

    "How does it feel to a big cock in your pussy?" Leo asked.

    "It feels so fucking good," Lily answered, though she was looking into David's eyes as she said it. "Your dick feels so much better than my cuck's little cock ever has."

    David had never been so turned on. Lily moaned and kissed him. Her tongue danced with his as Leo fucked her slowly.

    "He's so fucking big," she whispered. "So much bigger than you, cuck. His cock is so much bigger than yours and it feels so fucking good to have him in me."

    David had to stop stroking. He was too turned on. He would have cum too quickly if he kept masturbating.

    "This is so hot," he said. "Thank you for cucking me, Lily."

    "You don't have to thank me, cuck. I'm doing this for my pleasure. Leo's dick really does feel better than yours and it's clear to me that I really do deserve to be fucked by someone bigger and better than you."

    They kissed and it sounded as if Leo was fucking her harder. Her pussy must have gotten used to his size because Lily's moans were of pure pleasure.

    "Holy shit," she said. "I think I'm going to cum. I never fucking cum in doggystyle. He's just so fucking big, cuck. He's so much bigger than you and it feels so much better!"

    Lily grasped David's hand and squeezed it tight as she came on Leo's cock. She trembled hard and collapsed into the bed, her head resting on David's chest as she let out a series of long, low, guttural howls of pleasure. For his part, Leo held his dick deep inside her while he smiled in the way only a certain kind of man does after giving a woman one of the best orgasms of her life.

    After recovering, Lily kissed David in a long, slow, deep manner and then rolled onto her back next to him. She welcomed Leo between her legs and they kissed as David watched.

    For some reason, the sight of Leo's tongue in her mouth is what triggered a huge wave of jealousy for David. It was the intimacy of the kiss that did it. Leo’s cock moving inside her felt less intimate. That was pure sexual pleasure. The kiss was something else. It was a bond on a different level.

    By that point, though, David was so turned on that even the jealousy aided his arousal. The fact that Lily quickly lost herself in the pleasure of once more being fucked - this time in missionary - certainly helped too as David was able to surrender to the intensely arousing sight of his wife having great sex with another man.

    Lily wrapped her legs around Leo, resting her feet against the backs of his thighs as she seemingly pulled him deeper inside her.

    "Fuck your pussy feels so good," Leo said.

    "My pussy is yours tonight," she replied. "Fuck it as hard as you want. I'm so wet for you right now."

    Leo fucked her harder and Lily closed her eyes and moaned. Her hips rose off the bed to meet each of his thrusts. He kissed her neck. Her hand moved down his back and grabbed his ass, but then she reached for David. Their fingers entwined and she gripped his hand tightly.

    "Cum with me, cuck," she said. "Cum with us. Cum when he cums while he's in your wife's pussy!"

    David watched and listened. He stroked himself slowly. He was right on the edge of an orgasm so it wouldn't take long for him to unleash his load.

    "I'm close!" Leo cried out.

    He fucked her harder. Lily closed her eyes and moaned. She arched her back a little. She was perfect in every way and David had never been so turned on.

    Leo grunted and buried his dick inside her. Lily cried out.

    David's world shifted in that moment. His body tensed up. His mouth opened. Cum rocketed from the tip of his cock and he unleashed an otherworldly howl of pleasure as his eyes shut tightly, like they couldn't remain open due to the overwhelming force of his climax.

    David wasn't sure how much time had passed before he opened his eyes, but Lily and Leo were locked in a long, slow, deep kiss. She still held David's hand, though, and he couldn't help but smile at her connection to both of the men in her bed.

    After a long kiss, Lily looked towards David. "How was it, cuck?"

    "The best orgasm of my life. Without question."

    She smiled. "Mine too, which means we should really make this a regular part of our sex life." Lily turned to Leo, who was still inside her. "How would you feel about being my boyfriend?"

    "I can't imagine anything better," he replied.

    They kissed. It was long and slow and deep. David felt intensely jealous, but he understood that jealousy was the price to pay for the howling orgasms that he would get to experience as he watched another man fuck his wife, and that was a price well worth paying.

  
    Humiliate Your Cock for Me

    “This little thing isn’t of much use to me,” your wife says as she cradles your cock and balls in her hand. The softness of her skin against your genitals makes you tingle with pleasure. So do her naughty words. “Do you understand that now, cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, I do,” you say. You can’t deny it. Her lover’s cock is huge, especially when compared to yours. Can you think of a single reason she’d choose your dick over his? Of course not.

    “Do you want me to fuck him, cuckold? Do you want to watch your wife experience a real man’s cock?” she asks.

    “Yes, I want you to fuck him. I want you to experience a real man’s cock,” you answer. You want that for her. You want her to feel good. You want her to experience the bliss of great sex with a bigger, better dick.

    “Tell me why, cuckold,” she says. “Tell me why I should fuck him.”

    Usually your wife offers the verbal humiliation you crave. Usually she berates your little cock and makes you throb with desire. Today she clearly wants to do something a little different. She wants you to humiliate yourself.

    “Because my cock is worthless. Because I’m so small you can barely feel me when I’m inside you. Because I can’t last long enough to give you the pleasure you crave and deserve. Because you deserve to be fucked by a real man, not a pathetic cuckold,” you say.

    Lust surges through your body as you humiliate yourself. Your cock and balls tingle with desire. She’s trained you so well.

    You love to watch your wife wrap her luscious lips around a big cock. You love to see her give head like a good slut. You love to see her work his knob with her tongue and lips. Most of all, you love seeing how passionate she is for his dick.

    “Do you like watching me suck another man’s cock, cuckold?” she asks.

    “Yes dear,” you answer.

    “You know I’m never sucking your cock again, right?” your wife asks with a devilish smile.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Tell me why,” she demands.

    “Because I don’t deserve a blowjob. Because my little cuckold cock isn’t worthy of your perfect mouth and the pleasure you’re capable of giving. Because he’s a real man and he deserves to feel your perfect mouth around his cock,” you say, thoroughly humiliating your worthless little cuckold dick.

    “You like being locked up, don’t you cuckold?” your wife asks as she cups your balls.

    “Yes dear,” you answer.

    “You like that you no longer control your orgasms. You like that I have all the power, don’t you?”

    “Yes. I don’t deserve to jerk off whenever I want. A cock that can’t satisfy a woman doesn’t deserve to cum whenever it wants. My cock should only cum when you give me permission,” you say.

    “Good boy. Now get on your knees and watch this big black dick fuck my married pussy. Watch another man satisfy me just like a cuckold should,” your wife demands.

    You do as you’re told. You fall to your knees and watch as she spreads her legs and welcomes her black bull between her milky white thighs. You watch him slide into her perfect wet pussy and listen as your wife moans lustily. Soon she’ll cum on his cock and your cock will throb painfully in its cage. Isn’t being a cuckold wonderful?

  
    Humiliated from the Backseat

    "I don't know what happened, man. I swear, I thought had a shot with that girl," Leo declared from the backseat.

    Xavier glanced at his girlfriend and she flashed a smile. Abigail turned towards the backseat and said, "I thought so too, at least based on the way she was grinding all over you."

    "I know, right!" Leo let out an exasperated sigh and for a short while no one said anything. Then, out of nowhere, he said, "I wonder if I felt too small."

    Again Xavier glanced at his girlfriend and saw the same curious look on her face that he must have been wearing on his. "What are you talking about, man?"

    "I got hard when we were dancing and I wonder if she could feel it...and if it felt too small."

    Xavier pulled up to a stop sign and looked at Abigail, who seemed like she was trying her best not to smile as they both listened to their slightly drunk friend admit that he was likely packing a lot less heat than most women preferred.

    "Is that possible, Abigail?" Leo asked.

    "Uh, what do you mean, exactly?" she replied as Xavier hit the gas and smiled at how interesting the conversation had gotten.

    Leo took a deep breath, paused for a few seconds, and said, "If you were dancing with a guy and kissing him and grinding on him and probably thinking of fucking him and then you felt his dick through his pants and it felt kind of small, would you lose interest in him?"

    Xavier was tempted to glance at Abigail to try and offer her a little help in answering a rather delicate question, but he was far too interested to see what she'd say if let to her own devices.

    "It would have to feel pretty small for me to lose interest," she said. "I mean, nobody wants to fuck a guy with a micro penis, but just about anything else will get the job done. Bigger is better, obviously, but a small cock isn't the end of the world."

    "You've had good sex with guys with small cocks?" Xavier asked.

    "I have," Abigail replied. "The guy I was with before you had a below average cock but the sex was pretty good."

    "As good as it is with me?"

    She was quiet for a few seconds before answering, "No, not as good."

    "I fucking knew it!" Leo called out from the backseat. "I fucking knew that she lost interest in me because she could tell I'm not that big."

    They approached a red light and Xavier gently pressed the brakes. He looked at Abigail and saw that she was still smiling. He wondered if she was thinking that Leo was drunk enough that he probably wouldn't remember the conversation the next day and that it seemed perfectly fine to have a little fun with him.

    "How small are we talking, Leo?" Xavier asked.

    "I mean, I've never measured it."

    "I don't believe that for a second," Abigail shot back.

    Silence from the backseat. Then, a quiet reply. "Okay, yeah, that was bullshit. It's four and a half inches."

    "When hard?" Abigail asked.

    "Yes."

    Xavier hit the gas and the maps app announced a left turn in half a mile. "Could you cum on a 4.5 inch cock, Abigail?" he asked.

    "Absolutely," she replied. "I've done it before and I could do it again."

    "Yeah, but would you want to?" Leo asked. "I mean, you can probably cum in all sorts of ways, but would you actually want to cum on a small dick?"

    He sounded a little bit pathetic - he was clearly feeling bad about himself - but he also seemed entirely genuine in his inquiry.

    "If I thought the guy was cute and if I liked him then yeah, I'd have no problem fucking a guy with a cock as small as yours," she answered.

    "Do you think Leo is cute?" Xavier asked.

    Abigail smacked him on the arm and he glanced over to see her glaring at him.

    "It's just a question,” he said. “Do you think Leo is cute?"

    "Yeah, I do," Abigail answered.

    Xavier followed up with, "And do you like him?"

    There was no commentary from the backseat and for a few seconds there was nothing from Abigail.

    "Yeah, I like him," she said with just a hint of flirtiness in her voice.

    Xavier said nothing as he turned left. He wasn't entirely sure of the purpose of his questions, but it felt exciting to make the subtle suggestion that Abigail do something entirely unexpected and wild with their friend.

    "Has a girl ever complained about your dick?" Abigail asked.

    "No," Leo answered. "I'd guess that a few girls have broken up with me over it, though none have been awful enough to say anything."

    As Xavier pulled up to a stop sign, Abigail stunned him by asking, "Can I see it?"

    "What?" Leo replied.

    "I want to see your dick. I want to see if it's as small as you think it is."

    Xavier looked towards his girlfriend and saw a rebellious glint in her eye, like she wanted to see how he'd react to her fully stepping across the friendship boundary with Leo.

    "Go ahead, man," Xavier said. "If you're okay with it, I mean. I don't mind if Abigail sees your dick."

    They rode in silence as Leo seemingly debated the wisdom of pulling out his cock. Then the sound of a zipper being lowered filled the car. Abigail turned and said, "Well, it's certainly small when it's soft. Can you get it hard?"

    "I can try."

    Leo stroked his cock as Abigail watched. Xavier glanced her way a few times to see a smile on her face as her focus was fixed entirely on their friend sitting in the backseat and jerking off.

    "What's wrong?" she asked.

    "It's...I don't know, it's weird to try and get hard this way, you know? My friend is watching me. My other friend is driving."

    "Would it be helpful if I turned away?"

    "I don't...I don't think so. Sorry."

    Abigail unbuckled her seat belt and crawled into the backseat.

    "What are you doing?" Leo asked.

    "I'm going to help," she said.

    Leo moaned.

    "Mmm, does that feel good?" Abigail asked softly.

    "Fuck...yes...it does."

    Xavier heard the sound of a kiss and Leo moaned. Abigail must have been kissing his neck. He wasn't entirely sure why his girlfriend was now jerking off his friend, though he suspected that Abigail was unleashing the chaotic side of her that sometimes came out when she'd had a few drinks. Xavier was more than willing to admit that he'd likely played a part in that side of her coming out when he'd damn near suggested that Abigail fuck Leo.

    "It's getting harder," Abigail said. "But it really needs to be hard as a rock to judge its size. Maybe I should use my mouth? Would you like that, Leo? Would you like it if I sucked your cock?"

    "Fuck...yes...I would."

    Neither of them bothered to ask Xavier if he was okay with it, but he suspected that was the point. Abigail wasn't going to bother. She was just going to do whatever the fuck she wanted.

    Xavier was turned on, though. He wasn't sure why - he'd only had one drink that night so he could drive - but the unpredictable and wild nature of what was unfolding in the car thrilled him.

    A moment later he heard the sound of sucking. Leo moaned.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so good." He moaned again. "Xavier's a lucky guy."

    More sucking. Then Abigail said, "Yes, he is. He should really remember that, too. He's very, very lucky to have me."

    Xavier smiled and found himself strangely aroused as Abigail further revealed her kinky, aggressive side. He wasn't sure if she was frustrated that he'd damn near suggested that she fuck Leo - that he'd suggested she be a slut, in essence - or if she was actually into the idea of being kind of slutty and used his suggestive questions as a reason to unleash herself.

    "Jesus...fuck...Abigail, that's the most incredible blowjob. Your mouth...shit...it's so good."

    The blowjob went on for a little while longer and then Abigail said, "You know what? You need to get naked from the waist down so I can really judge if your cock is too small."

    Leo then hastily stripped as Xavier pulled into a commuter parking lot and found a space in a far corner. He put the car in park, turned off the headlights, and turned towards the backseat to see Abigail smiling at him.

    "Leo," she said while staring at Xavier, "I think I'd like to suck your cock a little more. I really enjoyed having it in my mouth. You know what I'd really like though?"

    "What's that?" Leo asked.

    "If you'd grab a handful of my hair and guide my mouth to your stiff dick."

    Leo hesitated - of course he did - but he was clearly too turned on to resist. He grabbed a handful of Abigail's long blonde hair, entwined his fingers in it, and pulled her mouth to his cock.

    Xavier turned a little more to get a better view and watched his girlfriend entirely swallow Leo's rather small cock. It seemed his friend wasn't lying, though in the moment it hardly mattered.

    Leo released her hair from his grasp and Abigail's head popped up immediately. "I want you to keep hold of my hair. I want you to use it to fuck my mouth, Leo. Use your grip to move my mouth up and down on your dick. Use my fucking mouth for your pleasure."

    She didn't move until Leo grabbed her hair once more. He pushed her head down and she swallowed his cock. He took a tighter grip and used it to move her mouth up and down. He did exactly as she wanted and Abigail moaned.

    To Xavier's amazement, his girlfriend reached back, pulled her dress up around her waist, and started masturbating as she sucked cock. To his further amazement, his dick throbbed with erotic delight as he watched all of it unfold just a few feet from where he sat.

    The longer the blowjob went on, the bolder Leo seemed to get. He took to holding Abigail's head down once she'd swallowed his cock and doing so until she began to gag and push back on his thighs. She didn't stop sucking him, though. She could have, but she didn't. She let him do as he pleased with her.

    Despite his arousal, Xavier found himself getting a little jealous as he watched. Abigail had never let him grab her hair like that during a blowjob. She'd never let him push her mouth down like that. She'd never gagged on his dick. She was doing things for Leo she'd never done for him.

    Finally she lifted her head and Leo released her hair. He hadn't cum, but he had a giddy smile on his face.

    Abigail looked at Xavier, wiped the saliva from her lips and chin, and asked, "Do you like watching me suck your friend's dick, baby?"

    There was a hint of aggression in her voice and Xavier wasn't sure what sort of answer she was looking for, so he opted for honesty. "I think I do."

    She smiled and looked at Leo. "You know, it's much, much more pleasant to give a blowjob to a guy with a small cock. Sucking on a thick cock can be pretty unpleasant, honestly, as your jaw starts to ache almost immediately. I know it might not feel good to hear me say it, but I could suck your dick all night long, Leo, and that's a good thing."

    He studied her face for a few long seconds - it seemed to Xavier that Leo was trying to discern if she was telling the truth - and then he smiled, leaned closer, and kissed her.

    To Xavier's surprise, Abigail welcomed Leo's kiss. She didn't recoil even a little. She opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue. She moaned and stroked his cock. He ran his hand down her back and grabbed her bare ass. She inched a little closer and his fingers made their way into her pussy, at least based on the sounds of incredible wetness.

    Leo fingered her for a short spell while they kissed and then his hand moved up her back and into her hair. He grabbed a tight fistful of it, kissed Abigail a little longer, and then directed her mouth back to his cock without uttering a word. She parted her lips, swallowed him, and let him use her mouth again.

    She moaned while sucking him, too, like she was actually turned on by his assertiveness. Xavier wasn't sure if his girlfriend was putting on a show or if she was actually getting all hot and bothered, but it didn't really matter in the moment. 

    Leo used her mouth for a few minutes - and Abigail masturbated for most of that time - before pulling her head up. She smiled at him with saliva dripping from her lips and he said, "Kiss your boyfriend."

    He released her hair and Abigail turned her body and leaned in. Her lips found Xavier's before he could even react. She put a hand on the back of his head and showed surprising strength in preventing him from moving away as her tongue moved into his mouth. He was well aware that he was kissing the lips that had just been wrapped around his friend's cock and he found it disconcerting, though it was hard to ignore the arousal that came with such a passionate, deep kiss.

    Abigail smiled as she backed away and then turned to Leo. "You know, you're very sexy when you're confident, when you tell me what to do, when you pursue your pleasure."

    Leo pulled her lips to his for a kiss. She stroked his cock. He fingered her pussy.

    "You're very wet," he said.

    "I know. Like I said, you turn me on."

    "Take your panties off."

    Abigail turned, sat, and pulled her panties off. She tossed them at Xavier and they hit his face before falling onto the center console. They were kissing again by the time he looked into the backseat once more. Leo was fingering Abigail vigorously and Xavier could see it all as her legs were spread wide and her dress was up around her waist.

    "Get on your back," Leo said. "Spread your legs."

    Abigail didn't even look towards Xavier. She just moved to her back and spread her legs like Leo wanted. He took his shirt off and tossed it at Xavier. He moved between her legs. He slipped his cock inside her.

    "Fuck me," Abigail said. "Fuck me while he watches."

    Leo didn't need to be told. He fucked Abigail vigorously. His thrusts were hard and fast and she filled the car with her beautiful moans.

    Xavier did nothing. He sat and watched. He felt a whole host of emotions as he witnessed his girlfriend get fucked by another man, though arousal was certainly among them. The jealousy was potent, too, and lurking beneath the surface was a sense of inadequacy, though he couldn't quite identify why that was the case.

    "Fuck, Leo, that feels so fucking good. Fuck my pussy. Fuck it hard. Fuck it hard while my boyfriend watches!"

    They kissed as Leo fucked her harder. Abigail kept her legs spread wide and Xavier wondered if that was for his benefit, as it gave him a perfect view of his friend's cock moving in and out of her. He couldn't keep his eyes off of it, either. It didn't feel entirely good to watch, and yet he couldn't look away. He couldn't bring himself to do it.

    "Leo...fuck...you're gonna make me cum. I want you to cum in me. I want you to cum in my pussy!"

    Xavier sat there and watched. He watched his friend fuck and cum inside his girlfriend. He watched Abigail have an orgasm with Leo's cock pounding away at her slick pussy.

    He watched them kiss as they came down from their orgasms. He watched Abigail smile so beautifully as she caressed Leo's face before pulling him close for another, longer, deeper kiss.

    "That was incredible," she said. "So just in case you were wondering, you don't need a big dick to make a woman cum really, really fucking hard."

    Leo smiled and laughed softly. "Thank you for helping me understand that."

    She kissed him once more and then said, "Why don't you get in the front seat? No driving, of course, but I want to have a little fun with Xavier."

    Leo pulled out and climbed into the front passenger seat.

    "Come here, baby," Abigail said. "You can have sloppy seconds."

    It was, in a way, a humiliating offer. Xavier jumped at the chance, though. He climbed into the backseat, stripped out of his pants as quickly as possible, and plunged into her.

    "Fuck my messy pussy," she said. "Fuck the pussy that your friend just satisfied. Fuck that wet pussy that Leo made cum so fucking hard."

    It was over quickly. Xavier's orgasm snuck up on him and before he could slow his thrusts he was cumming inside her. He heard Leo chuckle from the front seat and he felt a rush of humiliation.

    "It seems like you really enjoyed my messy pussy, didn't you?"

    He was too embarrassed to answer.

    "That's okay. I like that you came so quickly," she said. "I like that you were so turned on. I have to admit, though, that I was really hoping I'd get to cum again."

    "I could fuck you again," Leo replied.

    "Yeah? I think I'd like that. I think I'd like to get fucked in a bed, though, so why don't we go to your place, Leo. Xavier can wait in the living room while you have your way with me."

    "I could fuck you again," Xavier said. "I don't need long to recover and I'll last longer the second time."

    Abigail caressed his face. "I know you could, sweetie, but I just think that Leo earned the chance to have his way with me again. He made me cum really, really hard and I want to have him again and I'd really like it if you'd drive us to his place. I'll let you have sloppy seconds again after we're done, okay?"

    Xavier's cock had gone soft so he pulled out and quickly put his pants back on. He didn't say anything but he did climb into the front seat. Leo took his place in the backseat and Xavier got them back on the road as he listened to his girlfriend and his friend make out.

    He wasn't looking forward to sitting in Leo's living room while Abigail got fucked again. Maybe he'd wait in the car. Maybe that would be better. Maybe he'd just go home.

    Xavier knew he wouldn't, though. He'd sit in the living room. He'd listen. He'd probably get hard again, too. The night had been strange and a little bit humiliating, but he'd been really fucking turned on, too, so he'd almost certainly sit and listen and then have sloppy seconds sex again, even if he'd cum quickly and feel embarrassed all over again.

    It was actually a bit humiliating to know he lacked the willpower to just go home, but Xavier wasn't going to fight his desires. He was just going to roll with them.

  
    Humiliating Your Small Penis

    I know you probably want to believe that it’s okay to have a small cock. You might tell yourself that it’s okay, that she won’t be disappointed every time you pull down your pants. You’re wrong, though.

    She might marry you, but she won’t be happy about your small cock. It’s just not good enough. She might be able to orgasm from the friction against her clit, but sex won’t be nearly as good if you’re cursed with a small dick.

    Bigger is better and you’re not big enough. Let that sink in. You have a small penis. She doesn’t like it. Give her enough time and she will start to resent it. She will start to hate your small dick. She will start to hate that she has to have it inside her.

    You already know that, don’t you? You know your small cock is damn near worthless. You know your cock doesn’t do anything for a woman when you fuck her. You know she can barely feel it. You know it’s little more than an annoyance inside her.

    You better get good at eating pussy because your wife is going to want nothing to do with you in bed if you’re not. Eventually she won’t even think about having sex with you. It will be the furthest thing from her mind.

    That’s the curse of having a small cock. That’s what happens when you’re genetically inferior. Your little dick makes you feel good when you masturbate or fuck her, but it certainly doesn’t make her feel good.

    Your small dick will never, ever make a woman feel like that. It will never slide into a tight pussy and make a girl moan. It will never give her that sensation of being stuffed and stretched that she wants. You are literally incapable of it. Sometimes, life isn’t fair and this is definitely one of those cases. You’re cursed with a worthless small cock and you can’t possibly give a woman the kind of pleasure she needs.

    You realize that, right? You realize how utterly worthless your cock is. You realize that you can’t make your wife feel good. You realize that no woman on the planet is going to get excited to see your cock. She might let it inside her, but it’s not going to excite her.

    You’re never going to experience this kind of worshipful blowjob. You’re never going to have a woman eagerly pull down your pants to reveal your big dick. You’re never going to see her wrap her soft, luscious lips around it while looking up at you with a sense of awe and appreciation.

    When you get a blowjob, it’s out of pity. She feels bad that you haven’t cum in a while so she’ll get you off real quick and then go back to whatever she was doing. Your worthless little dick is a problem. Maybe you should try cuckolding?

  
    Humiliation Gets You Hard

    You’re on your back in bed. You’re naked. Your hands are bound above you. You can move your arms a little, but they’ve been securely tied to the bed frame. You agreed to this.

    Your beautiful, slender, dominant girlfriend stands next to the bed. She’s naked. Her hair is pulled back. Her big natural breasts look spectacular. She’s the one that tied you up. She’s the one that’s going to humiliate you.

    She looks between your legs. She smiles. “Look at that pathetic little thing,” she says.

    Your cock is completely flaccid. She’s right. It’s pathetic.

    “You know that though, don’t you? You know that your little dicklet is pathetic, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod. Her nipples are hard. You can’t see between her legs, but you’re relatively certain the beginnings of wetness would be found there. Your girlfriend likes humiliating you. She craves delivering it, just like you crave receiving it.

    She steps closer. You catch a faint whiff of her perfume. You gaze at her breasts. You love the teardrop shape of her natural D cups. You wish you could worship them right now.

    Your girlfriend sees the desire in your eyes. She leans over. Her left breast is so close to your mouth. You lift your head off the bed but she quickly presses it back down.

    “Only real men get to play with breasts whenever they want. Little dick boys like you only get to play when you’re given permission. Did I give you permission?” she asks.

    “No,” you say.

    “No, of course not. You haven’t earned it. You have to earn that privilege. When you’re completely incapable of satisfying a woman sexually, you need to earn every little bit of pleasure.”

    Your dick is half hard now. You haven’t been touched. Not physically, at least. You’ve been toyed with mentally. She’s bathed the arousal center of your brain in humiliating dirty talk. She’s triggered you in the way you love more than anything.

    “Are you getting hard?” she asks in a soft, sensual voice. “Is your little dick getting hard for me?”

    You nod and look down at your cock. It’s still growing. You can’t stop it. You don’t have control over it.

    “How many men do you think would get hard if their girlfriend told them they were pathetic? How many men do you think get excited at the idea that they can’t satisfy their girlfriend? How many men get hard when they’re told how utterly worthless they are in bed?” she asks.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    Your girlfriend’s lips come so close to yours. You desperately hope she’s going to kiss you. Her fingers move over the bare skin of your chest and down to your stomach. Your cock is rock hard now. The mere notion that she might play with your dick is enough to get you stiff.

    Your girlfriend’s lips brush against yours. She doesn’t kiss you. She’s teasing you. Her lips brush against your cheeks and down to your neck. She bites your earlobe just hard enough to cause a mild rush of pain.

    “I’m too good for you,” she whispers. “You don’t deserve me. You never have. You’re not man enough for me.”

    She stands up and pushes two fingers into her pussy. She masturbates as you watch. You wish you could help. You wish you could suck on her nipples as she played with her pussy. You wish you could eat her cunt.

    Your girlfriend pulls her fingers from her pussy and rubs them over your lips. You savor her touch. You savor the idea that her pussy is now on your lips.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. She puts her fingers on your tongue.

    “Taste me,” she says.

    You suck on her fingers. It feels splendidly sexy to submit to her like that.

    “You’re such a good little toy,” she says. “Your dick is worthless, but at least you’re fun to play with.”

    Your girlfriend laughs. She pulls her fingers from your mouth and puts them back into her pussy.

    “Do you remember the look on my face the first time I saw your dick?” she asks.

    You do. You’ll never forget the look of utter disappointment. You can’t forget that look. You’ve seen it before, but never so significantly. No one has ever been more disappointed in your little dick than she was.

    “Do you remember what I said?” she asks.

    You nod and tell her exactly what she said. “There’s no way I’m letting that little thing inside me.”

    Your girlfriend smiles. “Do you remember what happened?”

    You nod again. “I moaned and got harder.”

    “You identified yourself as a submissive little bitch,” she says. “You made it perfectly clear that you love being humiliated. You told me what you were without saying a word.”

    Your dick is hard as a rock. It hasn’t been touched but it’s stiff as steel and it feels so good. The humiliation courses through your body and concentrates between your legs. It thrills you.

    Your girlfriend gets in the bed. She gets on her hands and knees above you. Her big natural breasts look astoundingly sexy. She’s so close, and yet her body is inaccessible to you. Your hands are securely bound above your head. You can’t sit up. You can’t do anything, which is the point. She likes teasing you like this.

    Your girlfriend lays on top of you. You feel her breasts press into your chest first. It’s incredible. Her pussy is just above your cock. You can feel the heat. Her lips are once again inches from yours.

    “You crave my pussy, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She moves back. You feel her pussy lips press against your cock. You feel her open just a little. An unfamiliar sound passes your lips. It sounds like a whine combined with a moan. It’s the sound of desperation.

    Your girlfriend grinds on you a little. She presses her lips against your ear and whispers, “You don’t deserve pussy. Not just mine. You don’t deserve any pussy. If someone ever lets you inside her it will be a pity fuck and nothing more.”

    You think of the girls you’ve fucked before. You think of their disappointed faces as you came after just a few minutes of thrusting. You think of offering to go down on them to get them off. You think of how most eagerly accepted because your cock hadn’t come close to making them cum.

    Your girlfriend moves to her hands and knees once more. The warmth of her body departs yours. You’re robbed of the splendid feeling of her breasts against your chest. Her pussy is no longer teasing your stiff little dick.

    You hear the front door open. The second part of this naughty little ritual is about to begin. Your girlfriend smiles. “He’s here,” she says.

    A minute later there’s a naked man in the bedroom. He’s tall, handsome, and in remarkably good shape. Your girlfriend climbs off of you and kisses him. Her fingers wrap around his cock. She strokes him like she refused to stroke you. She kisses him like she refused to kiss you. She lets him play with her tits like she refused to let you do.

    He was much bigger than you while flaccid, and there’s no comparison when he’s hard. His cock is monstrous compared to yours. There’s no verbal humiliation needed. You just have to look at him to understand that he offers your girlfriend so much more than you do.

    She turns around and bends over the bed. Her breasts rest against your chest. She looks at you and smiles.

    “Don’t you wish you had a real man’s dick?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Don’t you wish you were the one about to fuck my tight little pussy from behind?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    “Don’t you wish your dick wasn’t so fucking small and worthless?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously. Of course you wish for all of those things. Of course you do.

    He slides into her pussy from behind and your girlfriend closes her eyes and moans. She always has this reaction. She loves to get fucked and she loves taking a big cock. She loves it even more when she’s doing it while you’re watching. Humiliating you while someone else fucks her is what truly thrills your girlfriend.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck my pussy while he watches. Show him what it’s like when I have a real man inside me. Show him what a worthless fucking cuck he is. Pound me!”

    He pounds your girlfriend. He grasps her hips and fills her from behind with his impressively long and thick cock. He fucks her. He makes her moan. He makes her scream in utter joy.

    “How does it feel, cuck?” she asks. “How does it feel to watch me scream with another man’s dick inside me? How does it feel to watch him stretch me out?”

    “I love it,” you say. Your dick is stiff. Of course you love it. There’s no point in denying it. This is what you are. This is what she’s helped you accept. You’re a cuckold. Your small dick should be teased. It shouldn’t be allowed inside her. It should be tormented relentlessly.

    He stops fucking her and your girlfriend adjusts her body. Now her breasts are just over your face. They’re so close that you could definitely lift your head and suck on her nipples. You could kiss her soft flesh. You could show her how much you crave her.

    “Don’t you dare,” she says, reading your mind. “You can look, but you’re not allowed to touch. You’re not man enough to touch until you’ve been given permission,” she says.

    He’s inside her again. He fucks her again. Her breasts swing back and forth over your face. They’re spectacularly sexy. It takes everything you have to resist licking, kissing, and sucking on them. It feels impossibly difficult, but somehow you resist.

    “You could have had this, cuck,” she says. “If your dick was just a few inches bigger you could have fucked me that first night. You could have filled my pussy. You could have made me cum. You could have had access to my cunt whenever you wanted it. You could have been like him. You could be the one bending me over this bed and pounding me right now.”

    You know the truth of what she’s saying. That’s why it’s so agonizing. You can’t help but get aroused when she humiliates you, but you’d love to fuck her too. You’d love to feel her perfect, warm, wet pussy around your dick. You’d love to cum inside her like he’s almost certainly going to do.

    “You don’t get any of it though. Your pathetic excuse for a dick doesn’t deserve me. It doesn’t deserve my pussy. It doesn’t deserve my mouth. It doesn’t deserve anything,” your girlfriend says before laughing as the other man continues his assault on her cunt.

    Your girlfriend reaches back and he pulls out of her. She moves down your body until her breasts are over your little dick. He slides back into her. She looks at you and smiles.

    “Do they feel good, cuck?” she asks as her breasts move around your cock while someone else fucks her.

    “It’s so good,” you say.

    Her flesh is warm and soft. It’s not quite like a titjob because she’s not clamping her tits down around your dick, but it still feels incredible, especially when her flesh brushes against the tip of your throbbing little erection.

    He fucks her harder from behind. She grasps the sheets and her breasts continue to bounce around. You struggle a little against the rope. You wish you were free to touch her. You wish you were free to play, to kiss her, to experience her sexual pleasure in anything but this bound state.

    “Pound me while the cuck watches,” your girlfriend says. “Show him what he’s missing. Show him how good it feels to be buried deep inside me.”

    You can see his cock moving in and out of her pussy. You can see how beautiful it looks from the side. You can see how it emerges slick with her juices before driving back into her. You love the view.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he says.

    He pulls out and your girlfriend drops to her knees in front of him. She holds her breasts together. “Cum on my tits,” she says.

    He strokes his cock and unleashes a deeply satisfied groan before coating her big natural tits with his load. Shot after shot launches from the tip of his dick, making a splendid mess that puts a big smile on her face.

    He steps back when he’s done and your girlfriend stands up. She climbs into the bed. She’s on her hands and knees on top of you. She crawls forward a little. Her cummy breasts are right over your face.

    “Now you have permission,” she says.

    Your eyes dart from one breast to the other. There’s cum everywhere, including on both of her still-erect nipples.

    “This is the only time today you’re going to have permission,” she says. “Who knows when I might let you suck on my breasts again?”

    Your cock is still hard as a rock. It might be harder. You can’t contain your desire. You know your girlfriend wants you to do it. She wants you to lick the cum off her breasts. It turns her on when you eat someone else’s cum.

    You lift your head off the bed and wrap your lips around her right nipple. You flick your tongue over the erect flesh. You lick up his cum.

    Your girlfriend’s moan is immediate and loud. It’s a moan of pure, deep pleasure. It sounds deeper than when she was getting fucked. You know you’re making her feel good, and that makes you feel good.

    You move to her other nipple. You take it in your mouth. You lick the cum off of it. You swallow it.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Be a cum slut for me. Worship my tits. Clean them up. Show me that you know this is your place. Show me what a dirty little boy you are.”

    You do it. You do what she says. You begin to suck and lick the cum from her breasts. You lick it up feverishly. It’s so filthy, but it feels so good.

    Your girlfriend reaches between her legs. She plays with her pussy as you clean her tits. You pull against the rope a little. You want to hold her breasts in your hand as you suck on them. You want to grab her ass as you clean the cum off her tits. You want to be the one fingering her. You can’t have any of it, though. You can only have what she’s willing to give you.

    Your girlfriend cums just as you’re finishing up your job. You’ve just swallowed a big load of someone else’s cum. It’s in your stomach. You can feel the juices dripping out of her pussy and onto your cock and balls.

    “Thank you,” she whispers after her orgasm. “Thank you for being a good little cuckold cum slut.”

    “You’re welcome,” you say.

    Your girlfriend gets out of the bed and takes the other man by the hand. She leads him out of the room.

    “What about me?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend stops and turns around. The guy moves behind her. His big hands move to her waist and caress her stomach. He plays with her big natural tits. He’s free to do as he pleases because his cock isn’t worthless.

    Your girlfriend smiles and says, “I don’t know. I guess you could try and suck yourself off. Can you bend your body like that? Otherwise you’ll just have to wait until we’re done. I wanna get fucked a few more times, though, so it might be a while. I’ll come and untie you when we’re done.”

    They leave the bedroom. You hear him smack her ass. She giggles. You tug on the ropes again. There will be no freedom for you until your girlfriend comes back. You settle in and hope that at least you’ll be able to hear them fucking.

  
    Husband and Wife Taken by Her Bull

    “It’s okay, honey. You don’t have to be nervous,” your wife says as she takes her hands in yours.

    She pulls you closer. Her naked breasts press against your chest. She kisses you softly to calm your nerves.

    “That’s very nice,” her bull says. “But you both belong on your knees.”

    Your wife smiles and turns to her bull. “Of course,” she says.

    She falls to her knees and you drop to your knees with her.

    Your wife turns to you. “Doesn’t he deserve pleasure, honey? Doesn’t he deserve the pleasure he craves? Doesn’t he deserve our devotion?”

    “Yes, he does,” you say.

    You know it’s what your wife wants you to say, but you’ve come to believe it, too. After all, he’s the man that has provided your wife with a level of sexual pleasure you’re simply not capable of delivering.

    It’s more than just the size of his cock, too. He’s dominant in bed. He knows how to give your wife what she wants. He doesn’t have to constantly ask if she’s enjoying what he’s doing. That’s what you do. You’re a submissive beta male. He’s a dominant alpha male. There’s a difference, and your wife can tell.

    You’ve always been able to make her cum, but it’s almost always been with your tongue and the orgasms have never been as intensely satisfying as the ones he gives her.

    That’s why you’re on your knees in front of him. That’s why your wife is asking you if he deserves your devotion.

    “He’s our bull, honey,” she says, “and we should worship him together.”

    It’s taken a while to get to this place. At first, he was just her bull. At first, she would go to his place and he would spend the evening dominating her sexually and showing her the kind of pleasure she’d always dreamed of.

    Then he’d come to your place. You’d watch as he dominated your wife. You’d watch as she submitted to another man and achieved the kinds of orgasms she deserved. You’d watch as he did things to her that you’d never done before.

    It was those sessions in your home that convinced you that he truly did give her something you couldn’t provide. Again, it was more than just his big cock. It was the way he used it. It was the way he possessed your wife. It was the way he helped her embrace her submissive side and experience the incredible sexual highs that came with doing so.

    “Come. Worship him with me,” your wife says.

    You smile and move closer as she takes the head of her bull’s cock into her mouth. He looks down at your wife and grins. He likes being in control. He likes seeing the two of you on your knees in front of him. He likes knowing what’s going to happen tonight.

    You slide in next to your wife and worship his balls. You worship the organ that produces the semen he pumps into your wife’s pussy. You help stimulate him.

    You’re not being forced and your wife didn’t have to coerce you to get on your knees and submit to him. You’re submissive. You prefer it this way. You crave this. You need it.

    As you suck and lick his big balls, you feel a sense of complete and total happiness that you’re not used to. It’s because of the submission. It fills your head and spreads through your body. It makes your cock hard. It makes you feel like you’ve finally found your place.

    You like knowing that your wife’s sexual needs are taken care of by another man. You like knowing that you no longer have to worry about it. You don’t have to be nervous that you’re not making her feel as good as she deserves to feel when you fuck her. That’s his job now, and he has no such lack of confidence. He knows that his dick gives your wife exactly what she craves. He knows he fucks her better than you do. He knows that she cums every time he pounds her. He knows that she finds deep, total satisfaction in submission.

    “Switch places,” her bull demands. “Worship my cock, cuckold.”

    Your wife reluctantly lets her bull’s big cock slip from her mouth. It’s slick with her spit as you release his balls and switch places with her.

    You look up at him. He stares into your eyes as you take his big cock into your mouth. The connection is instant and powerful. You feel the submission in every bone of your body. You feel it coursing through you. You feel weak in the most satisfying way possible.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it honey?” your wife says. “Worshiping my bull’s big cock makes you happy, doesn’t it?”

    You can’t say anything with his dick in your mouth, but you nod just a little. She’s right. You love how happy it makes your wife that you’re finally sharing her desire to submit to her bull. She loves that you’ve come around to just how magnificent a man he is, and just how satisfying it can be to show him the devotion he deserves. 

    “Come here,” her bull says as he motions for your wife to stand up.

    You continue to blow him as you watch your wife kiss her bull. He puts his arm around her and their tongues mingle as her body melts into his.

    “Thank you,” your wife whispers.

    “For what?” he asks.

    “For fucking me. For making me cum. For showing me how good it feels when I have a dominant man in my life.”

    They kiss again. You can see the utter, absolute desire your wife holds for her bull. You can see how genuine her feelings are. It’s not love, but it’s close. It’s a love of his dominance, of his confidence, of the way he uses his cock, of how he makes her feel when they’re together.

    “Bend over,” her bull says as he points to the bed.

    Your wife moves to the edge of your marital bed and bends over. Her elbows rest on the soft comforter and her feet on the carpet. You suck her bull’s cock until he pulls out.

    “Eat her ass, cuckold,” he says.

    You crawl behind your wife, spread her ass cheeks, and do as you’re told. You’re preparing her for him. Her bull is going to take her ass with his big cock and you’re going to ensure she’s wet, loose, and ready to be fucked.

    You listen to her moans as you rim her asshole. You know she’s thinking about her bull’s cock being in her ass.

    He’s the first man that’s ever had anal sex with her and it’s become quite commonplace. You were surprised she was willing to let him have her ass, especially since she always rebuffed your many requests for anal sex.

    “It’s because I want to make him feel good, honey,” she explained. “I want that more than anything. I want to make my bull feel as good as he makes me feel, and if that means letting him have my ass, then that’s what I’m going to do.”

    You didn’t quite understand it when she first explained it, but you get it now. You understand why she wants to make him feel good. You understand that it’s about submission, that she finds pleasure not in the mechanical act of having his cock penetrate and fill her asshole, but in the act of offering her asshole and knowing that he finds pleasure in filling it.

    “That’s enough, cuckold,” he says. “Stand up and bend over just like your beautiful wife.”

    You do as you’re told. You stand up and bend over the bed. Your wife turns to you. She smiles. She’s happy that she’s about to be taken by her bull.

    “Tell him what you want,” her bull says.

    “I want him to fuck my ass,” your wife says. Her lips are inches from yours. Her eyes sparkle with desire. “I want him to do whatever he wants with my body. I want to make him happy.”

    Your wife’s desire for him is enormously arousing. It thrills you to no end. You love that she is so completely and utterly devoted to his pleasure.

    You watch a flash of pain cross your wife’s face as he pushes into her asshole. His cock is big and there’s no question it hurts, even when she’s stretched herself with a butt plug. She takes it, though. She takes it happily. She takes it because she wants to please him.

    “How does that feel?” her bull asks.

    “It’s good. It’s so good,” your wife says.

    You believe her, in a way. She doesn’t mean that she’s finding intense pleasure in anal penetration. She means that she’s finding intense pleasure in letting him have her ass, in pleasing him.

    “You know I love your ass,” he says. “I love that you give it to me.” He rubs his hands over her lower back as he slowly penetrates her.

    Your wife looks at you and smiles. “And I love giving you my ass. I love giving you anything you desire. I love doing it with my cuckold in the room.”

    He begins to fuck her ass faster. He’s pushing the full length of his cock into her rectum with each thrust. Another man is enjoying your wife’s ass. He’s enjoying what you’ve never gotten to enjoy.

    “Do you like that he’s fucking my ass, honey?” she asks.

    Her lips are so close to yours. You just want to kiss her. You want to touch her. You want to feel the lust coursing through her body.

    “Yes, I do,” you admit.

    “Do you like that I give him anything he wants?” she asks.

    You nod and say, “Yes. I love it.”

    “Our bull deserves pleasure, doesn’t he? He deserves pleasure because he makes me feel so good, because he makes me feel so much better than you do.”

    That last part hurts a little, but it’s true. It’s been true since she first spent a night with her bull. It’s been true every moment since then.

    The truth is, you like it. You’ve come around to the idea that another man gives your wife far greater pleasure than you. You accept that his cock is far superior to yours. You accept that he fucks her like she needs, like you can’t.

    You want him to feel good because that’s what makes your wife feel good. You want him to feel good because you’re a submissive just like she is. You want him to feel good because you want him to stay in your life.

    Your wife’s bull continues fucking her ass. He’s fucking her faster now. You can hear it. When you look back, you can see him pounding her. You can see it on her face. You can see that she’s reached a place of pleasure now that her asshole is stretched out enough.

    You feel his hand grab your ass. You feel his fingers move between your cheeks. You try to push up off the bed, but your wife grabs your arms.

    “It’s okay, baby,” she says. She pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Her tongue moves into your mouth as he presses a finger against your asshole. You try to pull away again. “Don’t panic, baby. It’s okay. Remember, he’s our bull.”

    His finger slips into your ass as the last words leave her lips. Her bull is penetrating both of you at the same time. He’s fucking your wife and fingering your ass.

    “Just take it, baby. Just relax and let him take what he wants. Let him have you. Give him what he needs. Do it for me. Do it for him. Do it for our bull,” she whispers before kissing you again.

    He pushes a second finger inside you while continuing to pound your wife’s asshole. By now it seems certain that he’s going to fuck your ass too. Your wife’s bull is going to have anal sex with you. You know it. It’s going to happen.

    He pulls out of her ass. He moves behind you. Your wife stays bent over the bed, but she puts her arm over your back. She caresses you. She kisses you. She looks into your eyes. She looks so sweet.

    “He’s going to fuck you now, baby. Our bull is going to fuck your ass just like he fucks me. He’s going to show you what it’s like to get fucked by a dominant man.”

    The head of his cock presses against your asshole. You close your eyes and groan in pain. It hurts. Of course it hurts. He’s big and he’s trying to fuck your ass.

    “That’s it,” your wife says sweetly. “Just let him take what he wants. Let it happen. Let him have you. Give yourself to him.”

    The head of his cock pops past your anal ring. He slides into your asshole. He penetrates you. You’re filled with cock.

    He pauses with his dick deep inside you. His hands squeeze your ass cheeks and then move to your lower back. He grasps your hips and fucks you.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” your wife says. You can see the giddy smile on her face. You can see how happy she is. You can see this is what she wants. You wouldn’t be surprised if this was her idea.

    Despite the pain, you can’t argue with her. There is something beautiful about it. You’ve never felt more submissive. You’ve never felt more like a cuckold. The man that’s been fucking your wife is now fucking you. The man that has been her bull is now your bull.

    Her bull has found his rhythm. He’s not fucking you as hard as he fucked her. He’s going a little slower, probably because you’ve never had a cock in your ass before. He’s being kind while he takes you.

    A moan escapes your lips. It makes your wife smile. You see her eyes light up. She knows you’re finding some sort of satisfaction in getting fucked by her bull. It thrills her.

    “That’s it, baby. Enjoy it. Enjoy his cock. Enjoy the way he fucks you. Enjoy submitting to him. Enjoy being taken by a dominant alpha male.”

    You do as you’re told. Your wife kisses you. Her tongue is eager and energetic in your mouth. She’s turned on.

    “Play with your pussy,” her bull says.

    Your wife does as she’s told. She always does when it’s him giving the order. She moans into your mouth. You moan into hers.

    “Fuck me,” you say.

    The words just spilled from your mouth. They were almost involuntary. You’d heard your wife say them so often to her bull. You figured you’d offer the same encouragement.

    Your wife moans as you say it. It turns her on to hear your submission, to know that you’re eagerly giving up your asshole to the man fucking you from behind.

    Her bull grunts. He fucks you faster. He fucks you harder. It hurts, but you know he’s going to cum and you can’t help but feel good.

    “He’s going to cum inside you, baby. Our bull is going to fill you with his cum. He’s going to give you a beautiful gift,” your wife says as she continues to play with her pussy.

    You close your eyes and concentrate on the cock sliding in and out of your ass. You concentrate on the fact that you’re giving him pleasure. You concentrate on the fact that you’re making your wife so happy.

    Her bull’s cry of pleasure fills the bedroom as his cum fills your ass. You can feel his cock throbbing. You know he’s cumming inside you. You know he’s taken your anal virginity and filled you with his seed. You know he’s given you a gift, as your wife called it.

    Your wife cums soon after. You watch her face contort in pleasure as she works her clit.

    “That was beautiful,” she says after. “So beautiful.”

    Yes, it was.

  
    Husband Swap - Part 1

    This is a continuation of The Christmas Threesome (read part 1, part 2, part 3). There's no particular need to read the previous three parts, though.

    ---

    Amara answered the door in a black satin robe with lace trim that left her legs largely exposed. Gabe tried not to stare, but he couldn't help himself. His wife's friend was a stunningly beautiful woman and he'd been sent to her house to serve her for the day in whatever way she desired, so of course he admired her beauty.

    "Come in," she said.

    Gabe stepped inside and inhaled the delicate scent of her perfume as he stepped by her. He was hit with a sudden urge to take her into his arms and kiss her, though he knew such an act would be met with annoyance and perhaps even anger.

    "This will be more fun if you're naked, so go ahead and take your clothes off."

    Gabe turned to face Amara and hesitated in following her instructions. She hadn't shut the front door, after all, and he wasn't especially interested in potentially flashing her neighbors.

    "I'd rather you didn't start our day together by disappointing me, Gabe," she said. "After all, I'm the one that will decide how this day goes for you. There are quite a few chores that need to be done and since Kai is going to be busy fucking your wife all day and all night he's not going to be able to do them. I could make you do them, but it would be a great deal more fun to assign you to tasks regarding my pleasure. So let me be clear, if you can do as you're told, you get to tend to my pleasure. If not, you get to do chores."

    Her argument was a compelling one, so Gabe stripped. A few cars drove by and each time his heart pounded. No one slowed down, though, so as far as Gabe knew his naked body hadn't been exposed to anyone other than Amara.

    Once he was naked, Amara closed the door and stepped behind him. He felt the impossibly soft satin of her robe against his back. Then there was the equally thrilling experience of her breasts pressing into him. She kissed the back of his neck and ran her hands over his shoulders and down his arms.

    "We're going to have fun today, Gabe," she said. "A different kind of fun than Kai and Faith are having - there's very little chance you'll be fucking me like he's fucking your beautiful wife - but we're still going to have fun, I promise."

    Gabe was already hard and his body awash in arousal. He was ready to do his part to ensure that he and Amara had just as good a day as Faith and Kai.

    ---

    Faith was seated on the couch with one stocking-clad leg crossed over the other and a glass of champagne in her hand. She did her best to give off an air of calm, confident sexiness, but her heart was pounding with excitement as Kai stepped into the house and made his way to the living room. With every footstep she got a little more excited and the wetness between her legs grew more significant.

    "Hey there," she said as Kai stepped into the living room.

    His eyes roamed over her body as his lips curled into a smile. "Well, aren't you a sight for sore eyes."

    Faith sipped her champagne and uncrossed her legs. Kai stared between them as she'd hoped he would. "I've been thinking about you all day."

    "Yeah?"

    She reached between her thighs and rubbed her pussy. "You wouldn't believe how wet I am."

    "For me?"

    Faith smiled and nodded. "Yes, for you. For every part of you. For your lips. For your body. For the way you touch me. For the way you fuck me with that gorgeous cock of yours. For the way you fuck me so hard right before you're about to cum. For the way you grunt and groan as you're releasing your load in my pussy. For the way you make me cum so much harder than Gabe does."

    Kai stepped into the living room and plucked the second glass of champagne from the coffee table. He took a long sip while staring down at her lingerie-clad body and then sat close to her on the couch. His strong hand grabbed one of her legs and he rested it across his thighs before running his fingers over her soft, smooth flesh and towards her pussy.

    "You are wet," he said as he pressed against her panties.

    "Wet for you."

    Kai smiled and leaned in. He kissed her neck and Faith closed her eyes and moaned at the simple pleasures of his lips against her skin.

    "I want you, Faith," he whispered. "I want you so badly."

    "I'm yours, Kai. All day. All night. I'm yours whenever and however you want me." She meant every word of it, too. She was so overcome with lust for her friend's husband that she would have let him do whatever he desired with her and would likely have enjoyed that in whatever form it took.

    His lips found hers and they shared a deep kiss as he gently pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked hard on it while moaning.

    "Do I really fuck you better than your husband?" Kai asked.

    She smiled. "It's not even close."

    Faith reached for his crotch and found the bulge of Kai's beautiful cock. She stroked him through his jeans and kissed his neck. Her tongue flicked back and forth over his warm flesh and he moaned as his bulge got bigger.

    "I need to have you in my mouth, Kai. I need to suck your cock. I need to show you what an eager cocksucker I am for you."

    Never in her life had Faith referred to herself in that way and uttering that word filled her with such arousal that she very nearly came on Kai's fingers. It was so thrilling to be naughty, to be a little bit slutty, to be free to suck cock with wild abandon and to do so for a man she wasn't married to.

    Faith finished her champagne, set the glass down, and got on her knees for Kai. She looked up at him with pure lust in her eyes and worked his pants and underwear off to free his gorgeous cock and get to work showing him that she was the kind of woman that should be on his mind all the time.

    ---

    "Take your time," Amara said. "They need to look good."

    Gabe was on his knees in Amara's living room. She was seated on the couch in her satin robe and it had ridden up enough that the whole of her thighs were exposed. He would have loved to be between her legs and dining on her pussy, but she'd assigned him a different task. He was painting her toenails.

    "Do you get jealous, Gabe?"

    He looked up and saw that she'd opened her robe a little to show off her cleavage.

    "Or should I say, are you feeling jealous right now because my husband is in your home and taking full advantage of your wife's desire for him?"

    "A little, yes. It's exciting, too, but I can't help but feel a little bit jealous."

    He applied a thin layer of red polish to her pinky toe and smiled at his ability to do it without making a mess. Amara had offered instructions and Gabe had taken to the task like a man on a mission to do his very best to make her happy.

    "Do you get jealous?" he asked.

    "Of Faith?"

    "Yeah. I mean, your husband is enjoying her mouth and her pussy and will likely have several orgasms inside my wife today. Most women would probably get jealous. You're obviously not like most women, but maybe you can't help but feel a bit of jealousy too."

    Amara opened her robe further and exposed her breasts fully. Gabe looked up and stared as she took her tits in her hands and squeezed them softly. Amara pulled on her nipples and rolled them between her fingers, moaning while she did so. She didn't seem jealous, though Gabe understood that jealousy and arousal were sometimes bedfellows.

    "I get a little jealous. I know that Kai's going to fuck me when he gets home tomorrow, though. I know he'll have the stamina to fuck me all day if it's what I want, just like he's going to fuck your wife all day today."

    Gabe didn't have that kind of stamina, which unquestionably enhanced his jealousy. Kai was, in some ways at least, a superior man.

    "I like the jealousy, though. It keeps things interesting. Maybe Faith does fuck Kai better than I do. Maybe she sucks his cock better than I do. If that's true, then I'll have to work to improve myself. I'll have to get better. I'll have to be a better wife. That's a good thing, Gabe."

    He'd finished all five of her toenails so Amara presented her other foot and he went back to work.

    "After my gift to Kai runs its course, do you think your beautiful wife will be content to go back to things as they were before?" Amara asked. "Or do you think she'll demand that she get to have the kind of sexual experiences that Kai gave her?"

    "She won't want to go back to the way it was before," he answered without hesitation.

    "And what are you going to do about that, Gabe?"

    The lust in her voice made Gabe look up and he was surprised to find Amara had slipped a hand into her panties. "I'm not sure, actually."

    "Do you think you're capable of fucking your wife like Kai does? Do you think you're capable of providing her with such pleasure that she can't help but want to devour you, to suck your cock, to lure you into her pussy, to beg you to fuck her hard and cum deep inside her?"

    Gabe shook his head and Amara closed her eyes, arched her back, and masturbated with great fervor. It seemed that she was getting off on his willingness to admit his inferiority. Without prompting, he leaned forward and kissed her thighs. She moaned softly and grasped one of her breasts hard as her fingers moved over her clit.

    Amara's body tensed up for a moment and she rolled her head back and unleashed a primal moan as her fingers came to a standstill. Gabe kept kissing her thighs and watched the pleasure dance over Amara's face.

    "Finish painting my toenails, Gabe," she instructed with her eyes still closed.

    Gabe did as instructed.

    ---

    Faith's legs felt like jelly as she climbed off of Kai and sat next to him on the couch. She took his slick cock in her hand and stroked him slowly as they kissed.

    "I can't believe how hard you make me cum," she said with a smile.

    "Harder than your husband?"

    She laughed. "Much, much harder than my husband. I love Gabe, but he really doesn't come close to fucking me like you do."

    Kai seemed delighted by that fact, though Faith surmised that most men would feel that way.

    "I want you to cum inside me, Kai. How do you want me?"

    "Is there a position you're not all that excited about letting your husband fuck you in?"

    Faith was surprised at how hot she found Kai's desire to exert his superiority over Gabe. It was like some primal part of her had been triggered and she was suddenly doubly aroused by this man that wanted to put Gabe to shame.

    "I don't let him fuck me from behind all that often," she said. "His dick tends to fall out of me a lot and for whatever reason it just doesn't really excite me that much."

    "Well then, why don't you get you on yours for me."

    Faith's legs trembled, this time from arousal. She got on her knees on the couch, gripped the back of it, and turned her head to watch Kai get up and move behind her. A moment later his long, thick cock was inside her slick, needy pussy. He buried every inch of himself inside her and then leaned forward and kissed the back of her neck.

    "Do you let Gabe pull your hair when he fucks you doggystyle?"

    "Never."

    Kai grabbed her ponytail and pulled hard, deepening the arch in Faith's back. He began to thrust in and out of her and in an instant she was awash in a potent kind of arousal driven almost entirely by offering her body purely for the pleasure of the man taking her from behind.

    "And does he get to spank your ass while he fucks your cunt?"

    "Never."

    Kai delivered a hard swat to Faith's left ass cheek as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy. He pulled harder on her hair and the gentle pain somehow turned her on even more.

    "I'm yours, Kai," she said. "I'm all yours today. You can do whatever you want with me. You can fuck me however you want. Use me for your pleasure."

    He spanked her ass again. He fucked her harder, too. His cock stretched her pussy and reached places inside her that Gabe's never had and never would.

    "Play with your clit," he instructed.

    Faith reached back and rubbed her clit furiously as Kai fucked her in ways Gabe wasn't allowed to. She was happily giving another man the things her husband was denied, the things that Gabe might never get to enjoy again. It was too much fun to give them to another man, after all.

    "Cum with me," Kai said. "Make your cunt spasm around my cock as I dump my load inside you, Faith."

    He fucked her so hard it hurt a little, but somehow that translated to pleasure. Pure, perfect, white hot pleasure. Pleasure that made her whole body tremble. Pleasure that made her fingers and toes go numb for a short spell as a thunderous orgasm gripped her body and refused to relent until she saw stars.

    Kai let go of her hair and collapsed forward as he grunted and groaned while releasing his load into her pussy. She imagined his cock pulsing wildly while he creampied her married cunt and it put a bright smile on her face.

    "You fuck me so good, Kai. Fuck, I can't believe how good you fuck me."

    He kissed the back of her neck and pulled out. She pulled her panties over her pussy to prevent making a mess on the couch and then closed her eyes and let the final remnants of her orgasm gently work their way through her body. To her delight, Kai had just experienced only the first of what would likely be many orgasms that day, plus he'd absolutely fuck her again the next morning. Faith would make sure of that.

    ---

    "You have a nice cock, you know."

    Gabe's erection was slick with lube and Amara's fingers were wrapped tightly around it. One of her breasts was in his mouth and he was sucking and licking at her instruction as she stroked him at a pace fast enough to arouse but slow enough that he wouldn't cum.

    "It's just nowhere near as nice as Kai's cock. He's longer and thicker. He's got a better body, too, so of course he fucks better than you do."

    Gabe moaned around the perfect breast in his mouth and Amara pulled back, smiled, and kissed him softly. She squeezed the head of his cock and he moaned into her mouth from the sheer pleasure of fooling around with a woman other than the one he was married to.

    "I'd like to sit on your face, Gabe," she said. "I'd like to ride you to mutliple orgasms. I'd like to leave your face covered in my slick juices. I'd like you to wear those juices for the rest of the day. After I've gotten my fill of pleasure you're going to give me a long, full body massage. You're going to do so without touching my pussy, though you're free to rub my ass and my tits as it feels wondrous. It's been a long time since I got a rubdown like that so I'm going to take full advantage of my position of control today. How does that sound?"

    "That sounds perfect."

    Amara smiled and got to her knees. She straddled his pelvis and took Gabe by surprise when she sat down on his cock. He cried out from the pleasure of it and when she rocked her hips back and forth he couldn't utter a single sound, so overwhelming was the pleasure.

    He was inside her for no more than a few seconds before Amara lifted her hips, dragged them forward, and sat on his face.

    "I thought you might enjoy a little taste of what you're never going to be allowed to have, Gabe," she said. "Denial is so much more potent when a man knows what he's missing."

    She was right. Now that he'd gotten a small taste of her pussy, Gabe wanted more. So much more. He was fairly certain she wouldn't go back on her promise to deny him, though. She had Kai, after all, so why would she fuck Gabe?

    "Now I'm going to use your face for a little while. Feel free to let your tongue do some exploring. Feel free to taste me. If you're lucky I might even let you taste my ass a little. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

    He didn't get a chance to answer as she smothered his mouth with her pussy. She was serious about using his face, too, as she took him for a ride like he was an inanimate object. Gabe wanted to masturbate but instead his hands remained at his sides - he hadn't been given permission to touch her or himself, after all - and he settled into a state of bliss as he used his tongue to taste her insides, to lick her clit, and to occasionally massage her asshole.

    While she rode his mouth, Gabe thought of Faith. He thought of his wife sucking another man's cock. He thought of her getting fucked and filled with cum. He thought of her eventually falling asleep in Kai's arms. He got jealous. He got turned on. He found himself happy and grateful for the situation he was in as his body was awash in all sorts of feelings that thrilled him.

    ---

    Evening had fallen. Kai and Faith had enjoyed a meal and most of a bottle of wine. Bed time was approaching and Kai was in the bathroom as Faith stood in her walk-in closet and surveyed her lingerie.

    She'd been fucked three times since her friend's husband had arrived but they hadn't yet had sex in the bed Faith shared with her husband. As she stood in the closet with that bed just a handful of steps away, Faith felt herself wanting something different than she'd had that day.

    She pulled a delicate-looking pink camisole from its hanger and pulled it over her head. She'd always loved the way her breasts acted as something of a shelf for the light, impossibly soft chiffon, which made it float above her stomach in a way Gabe had always found appealing. Faith put on the camisole's matching panties and looked at herself in the mirror.

    She smiled at how delicate and feminine she looked. The lingerie she'd worn earlier had been sexy and seductive. This was something else. This was meant to draw out a side of Kai that would want to take things a little slower in her marital bed. She wanted passion. She wanted slow, deep thrusts. She wanted to make love to him in the bed she shared with her husband. It was a kind of sex she hadn't yet experienced with Kai and as she stood there in the closet it sounded like the hottest sex imaginable.

    Faith crawled into her marital bed and pulled the covers aside. She rolled onto her back and smiled at how feminine and soft she looked in the lingerie she'd chosen. The door to the master bathroom opened and Kai emerged. His clothes were on the tiled floor behind him and his cock looked beautiful even in its flaccid state.

    "Wow," he said. "Faith, you look...you look so beautiful."

    "Yeah? You think so?"

    Kai nodded and ran his fingers up her long, smooth legs. He gently brushed against her pussy before leaning over to kiss her as his hand moved under the camisole. He encircled one of her breasts, but his touch was gentle, just as Faith wanted it to be. She put a hand around the back of his neck and fingers danced through his hair as she lured his tongue into her mouth for a long, slow kiss.

    "Will you make love to me?" she whispered.

    The look on his face made it seem like her request caught him off guard, though the smile that followed made it clear he had no objection to doing so. He moved on top of her and Faith spread her legs to welcome his body between them.

    Kai pulled off her panties and set them aside as Faith reached up to pull his lips to hers for another kiss, this one as slow and deep as the last. With their tongues entwined, she guided his cock inside her. Faith moaned into his mouth and spread her legs a little wider to give him full access.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said softly. "Make love to me, Kai."

    He moaned and kissed her neck as his cock slowly moved in and out of her body. She ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. She caressed his arms. She ran her fingers through his hair. She was enamored with him, with how good it felt to have him inside her in the bed she shared with her husband. The sex - the lovemaking, really - was so good that Faith wanted it to last forever.

    It didn't, of course, but it went on for quite some time and every second of it was thrilling, right up to the point that they climaxed together in what might have been the most satisfying orgasm of her life.

    Neither of them said a word as their bodies remained entwined - with his cock inside her - long after they'd cum. Then, finally, Kai pulled out and rolled onto his back. Faith cuddled up next to him, rested her head against his shoulder, and ran her fingers through his short chest hair.

    "That was incredible, Faith," he said with a sense of wonder in his voice. "I haven't had sex like that...I mean, that was really good. Great. That was great."

    "That was the best sex I've had in a long time, Kai. A long, long time."

    She closed her eyes and smiled as a potent sense of post-orgasmic bliss enveloped her body. The husband swap had been Amara's idea, but Faith was determined to make sure they did it again, and not too far into the future. She loved how Kai made her feel and she wanted more.

    ---

    To his amazement, Gabe's cock remained hard - or close to it - throughout the hourlong massage he gave to Amara. She'd provided him with oil and coating her body in it and working to pleasure her proved far more arousing than he'd expected. The fact that she occasionally offered him a bit of teasing with her toes or a quick tug or two with her hand served to ensure his continued arousal.

    When it was over, Amara looked as relaxed as a woman could be and he stood at the side of her bed with his hands at his sides and his dick still rather erect.

    She sat up on her elbows, looked at his cock, and smiled. "I like that you were turned on throughout that."

    "It felt really good to rub you, to make you feel good like that."

    "To tend to my pleasure?"

    He nodded.

    "It's nice to spend time with a man that finds satisfaction in tending to my pleasure in so many different ways." She sat up and inched towards him until she was seated on the edge of the bed. Amara took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. "After all, you enjoyed painting my toenails, didn't you?"

    "I did."

    "And you enjoyed it when I rode your face for fifteen minutes without once touching your cock, didn't you?"

    "Yes, I did."

    "Kai's not like that. He has many wonderful qualities - like his gorgeous cock and his hard body - but he's not generous in the way you're clearly capable of being generous."

    Amara looked up at Gabe and bit her lower lip in a remarkably suggestive manner. She inched her hips forward and lifted her legs. She pulled his cock closer and rubbed the head over her pussy lips, bathing him in her warmth and exceptional wetness.

    "I know I was clear about you not enjoying my pussy, but I've been taken with a certain kind of desire, Gabe. A desire to have you inside me. A desire to let you take your pleasure in me, to let you pleasure me with your cock."

    She backed up into the bed and spread her legs. Her body was still slick with oil and she looked utterly flawless.

    "I'm yours," she said softly.

    Gabe crawled into the bed and between her legs. Amara smiled and they kissed as she guided his cock inside her. He filled her with a slow, deep thrust and moaned at the sheer pleasure of being encircled in heat and wetness.

    "Make love to me," she whispered.

    Gabe smiled and kissed her as he did just that. The massage oil made the whole thing so much more arousing as their bodies seemed to meld together because of it.

    "You feel so good," he said. "Amara...fuck, you feel so good."

    "Enjoy me, Gabe. Take your time. Make love to me. Take it slow." She kissed him softly. She kissed his neck and cheeks and added, "And your cock feels so good in me. Good enough that I'm going to cum, Gabe. We'll cum together."

    Gabe lost himself in the pleasure of making love to her. He wasn't sure how long he lasted - it felt too good for it to have been all that long, but every moment of it was blissful.

    The orgasm, though, was something beyond blissful. It was heavenly. The pleasure was intense enough that he stopped breathing for a handful of seconds while cumming inside Amara's warm, welcoming pussy. He was so out of it - so caught up in his climax - that it took a few seconds to notice that she was cumming with him and that her orgasm seemed damn good too.

    "Well, that was unexpected," she said afterwards with a bright smile.

    "Yeah, it really was."

    "Good, just to be clear. Exceptional, in fact."

    "It was perfection for me," Gabe said. "Utter perfection. I hope it's not too weird to thank you."

    She laughed. "No, it's not weird. It feels right, actually. It means that you recognize that I was generous in letting you make love to me, that I gave my pussy to you as a gift, and a gift is always something you're thankful for."

    Amara kissed him before Gabe could reply. She kissed him deeply and sensually. She kissed him for a long time, too, and every moment of it was wonderful.

    "There's something I'd like you to do to show your gratitude," she said.

    "Anything."

    "I'd like you to clean your cum from my pussy and to do so without complaint."

    It wasn't something Gabe wanted to do, but he was absolutely willing. She had, after all, given him a gift. "I'd love to."

    He pulled out, kissed his way down her body, and pushed his tongue inside her. He tasted his semen. He gathered it. He swallowed it. He did so while Amara ran her fingers through his hair and smiled at him.

    "Tonight has turned out far better than I imagined," Amara said. "And I had high hopes. Thank you for surpassing them, Gabe. Maybe this won't be the last time Faith and I do a husband swap."

    Gabe was surprised to at how deeply he hoped that would be the case.

  
    Husband Swap - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    Gabe woke up in a bed other than his own and for a few moments he was awash in confusion. He saw the shape of a woman under the sheets next to him. He saw hair a different color than his wife's. Then it all came back to him. It was Amara sleeping next to him.

    They'd had sex the night before. Beautiful sex. He'd cleaned her pussy afterwards. She'd cum during sex and again afterwards as his tongue worked her pussy. They'd fallen asleep spooning.

    Gabe thought of his wife at home with Kai. He wondered how many times they'd fucked. He wondered if they were fucking again in that very moment. He smiled at the thought of Faith experiencing the intense pleasure of having sex with a man like Kai.

    As he thought of his wife, Gabe inched towards Amara. He pressed his body against hers and wrapped his arm around her. She stirred and for a moment he wondered if he'd made the wrong move, if the pleasures of the night before had been meant to remain there.

    Amara pushed her body closer to his and directed Gabe's hand to her breast, which felt wondrously sexy under her satin camisole.

    "Good morning," she whispered.

    "Good morning."

    Amara turned her head and smiled as she moved her ass in small, slow circles. Gabe was hard in no time.

    "How did you sleep?" she asked.

    "Very well. You?"

    "Like a baby."

    She held his gaze while moving her ass a little faster. She seemed to enjoy her ability to get him hard with almost no effort while Gabe thoroughly enjoyed her eagerness to arouse him.

    "Do you know how to make eggs, Gabe?"

    "I do. Scrambled. Fried. Over easy. Medium. I can do an omelet. A French omelet. Whatever you like."

    Amara smiled as she reached under the sheets and lowered the satin panties that matched her camisole. She did the same for Gabe's underwear and then maneuvered her legs so his stiff cock could slide between them. He moaned as the heat and wetness of her pussy engulfed the head of his erection and Amara matched his moan with one of her own as she shifted her hips to guide the full length of his cock into her.

    "Fuck...that feels so good," he said.

    Gabe began to thrust, but Amara put a hand on his hip to stop him. He was desperate to fuck her, but he refrained from thrusting.

    "Just let me," she whispered.

    Amara moved her hips at an achingly slow pace and massaged his cock with the tight, warm, wet walls of her pussy. She held his gaze the entire time, too, as if she found immense pleasure in witnessing the lust that she no doubt saw on his face.

    "Tell me if you're close," she whispered.

    Gabe nodded and kissed her shoulder and neck. Amara shifted her body just a little so their lips could meet and they shared a deeply passionate kiss as she moved her hips faster.

    "I'm close," he said.

    Amara gave him just a few more thrusts and then pulled her hips forward. His cock slipped from her pussy and he groaned as a gentle sense of frustration washed over him.

    "I'll have an omelet and toast," she said. "There's ham in the fridge. Mushrooms, too. I'd like both in my omelet."

    He smiled, kissed her on the cheek, and got out of bed to head for the kitchen to make breakfast for his wife's friend.

    ---

    Faith marveled at how stiff Kai's cock felt in her hand. She marveled at his gorgeous body, too, and she couldn't help but reach up and run her fingers over his abs and chest while she blew him.

    "Fuck, Faith, that feels so fucking good. I can't imagine a better way to wake up."

    Faith had woken up wet and humming with desire. She hadn't hesitated to crawl under the covers and take Kai's cock in her mouth. He'd woken up soon after, pulled the covers aside, and put his hands behind his head as he watched her fellate him.

    She did her best to maintain eye contact while sucking his dick. She liked seeing the pleasure on his face. She liked the way his cock head swelled up and produced a wealth of precum that dripped onto her tongue and filled her mouth with a lovely sweet taste.

    Faith wasn't planning on sucking him off, though. She wanted to ride him, so she kissed her way up his stomach and chest, straddled Kai, and took his impossibly perfect cock into her pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," she said.

    Faith sat back, took off her bra, and grabbed Kai's hands to place them on her breasts. She rode him while he played with her soft flesh and hard nipples. She rode him hard and fast because she wanted to cum. She needed to cum. She wanted him to cum inside her, too. She wanted him to flood her pussy one more time. She wasn't sure she'd get to have Kai in her bed again, so Faith was going to make sure she made the most of it.

    They didn't fuck for long, though. She was too turned on and he clearly felt the same way. They came together. Faith collapsed on top of him and trembled with pleasure as Kai grunted and groaned while cumming deep inside yet again.

    "God damn that was incredible," she said.

    Kai laughed. "It was. You're insatiable, Faith. I love it."

    She kissed his neck and felt his stubble against her face. Their lips met and their tongues entwined as he remained stiff inside her. Faith resolved to try and fuck him once more before Kai went back to his wife. Then she'd have a fresh load to feed Gabe when he got home from his night with Amara.

    ---

    "Faith?" Gabe called out as he stepped into the house.

    She stepped around the corner - she'd clearly been waiting - and smiled. She looked radiantly beautiful in a satin camisole and panty set. Her hair was up in a ponytail and her cheeks and chest were flushed red. There was a wet spot in her panties, too, and Gabe was fairly certain she'd just been fucked.

    Faith rushed into his arms and they shared a long, tight hug before Faith kissed him. It was a long, slow, passionate exchange and his hands quickly made their way to her ass while she ran her fingers through his hair and over his back.

    "I missed you," he said.

    "Yeah?"

    Gabe nodded.

    "I missed you too."

    He reached down and pressed his fingers against the wetness in her satin panties. "Is this Kai?"

    Faith nodded. "He fucked me twice this morning. He came inside me both times."

    "Twice, huh?"

    She smiled. "How would you feel about cleaning his cum out of me?"

    Gabe dropped to his knees right there in the foyer. He pressed his lips against her panties and licked as Faith put a hand on the back of his head. He tasted Kai's cum through the thin satin that covered her pussy.

    It wasn't the first cum he'd tasted that morning. Amara had ridden Gabe in the kitchen. After breakfast she'd had him pull out his chair and had taken a seat on his cock. She'd ridden him until they'd both cum and then she'd immediately sat on the kitchen table and made him clean her pussy until he licked her to a second orgasm.

    Faith looked down and ran her fingers through Gabe's hair. "Take my panties off. Eat Kai's cum out of me."

    Despite his relatively recent orgasm, Gabe was hard again. Hard for the pleasures of cleaning another man's cum from his wife's pussy, a pleasure he'd never imagined would have enthralled him to such an extreme degree. It did, though.

    He pulled her panties down and licked the cum out of the gusset. He then plunged his tongue inside her and devoured his wife's messy pussy. He licked up Kai's cum. He licked up her juices. He bathed his taste buds in the remnants of the sex Faith had enjoyed with another man.

    "Oh, fuck, baby, that feels so good," she said.

    Gabe liked hearing that from Amara, but it was better when it came from Faith. It was hotter. It made his dick hard. It made him want to do it over and over and over again.

    It wasn't long before her thighs were trembling, and not long after that, Faith had an orgasm. Gabe liked that he could make her cum on his tongue. He liked that being willing to eat cum out of her excited his wife to such a degree that she could have a quick climax.

    Faith stepped back after cumming. She smiled and bent over to lick his face clean. She kissed him, sharing what she'd collected and providing Gabe with another surge of desire.

    "How was your night?" Faith asked while helping Gabe to his feet.

    "Incredible."

    "Yeah? What made it incredible?"

    "All of it, really. I liked getting to...well, I guess you could say getting to serve Amara. I painted her toenails when I got there. I did a little work around the house for her. I served her...her pussy, as well."

    Faith unzipped Gabe's pants and pushed a hand into his underwear. "How did you serve her pussy?"

    "With my tongue and my cock."

    Jealousy flashed across her face. "You fucked her?"

    Gabe nodded as she stroked him. "Twice. Once last night and once this morning."

    She squeezed his dick a little harder than felt good. "Really? Did you cum inside her?"

    "I did. I cleaned up my cum both times."

    Faith lowered his underwear and stepped closer. They kissed as she gave him a handjob. Gabe couldn't tell if she was annoyed or jealous or both. It seemed that Faith hadn't expected Amara to let him fuck her, though.

    "I take it you enjoyed fucking her?"

    "I did," he replied. "Is that okay?"

    Faith nodded. "Of course it is. I do feel a little jealous, but Kai fucked me five times, so I don't really have a right to that jealousy."

    "Sure you do."

    She smiled. "Do you feel jealous of Kai?"

    Gabe shook his head. "It turns me on to think about him fucking you."

    Faith leaned in and Gabe felt her breath against his neck before she kissed him. She moaned softly and his dick throbbed in her hand. "Does it turn you on to think about me sucking his cock, because I did that too."

    "Yes, it does."

    "And does it turn you on to think about me begging Kai to cum in my pussy?"

    "Fuck, Faith...yes, it does."

    She released his cock and stepped back. She took off her camisole and Gabe stared at her lean, naked body. "Do you want me?"

    "More than anything."

    "Even though you had Amara twice? You still want me?"

    "Yes, I do." His dick was hard as a rock. His balls were tight against his body. He felt desire from head to toe. He wanted his wife.

    "And what if I said you couldn't have me?"

    "That would be frustrating."

    "What if I said you had to earn the right to have me, Gabe? What if I said that Kai's a far better fuck than you are and that you need to earn the right to enjoy my body?"

    "It would turn me on if you said that."

    "Well, consider it said. I might let you have me, but not before you put in some real effort to prove that you're worthy of my pussy."

    Faith turned and walked away. Gabe followed. They ended up in the bathroom. He stripped off the rest of his clothes and joined her in the shower. They kissed. They washed each other. Gabe ate her pussy again, giving Faith another orgasm. He ate her ass, too, which proved far more arousing than he'd expected.

    After the shower he dried her off. She led him to the bed and produced a bottle of massage oil. He rubbed his wife's beautiful body for nearly an hour, tending to every single muscle he could get his fingers on. Faith had him go down on her yet again after the massage.

    He wiped her down to clean off most of the oil and then they got dressed and headed out to buy something naughty for Faith to wear for Kai the next time he came over.

    ---

    Faith was on her hands and knees in Amara and Kai's bed. She was looking at Gabe, who was seated in a wooden chair with his hands clasped behind him at Amara's request.

    "Your dick is so hard, baby," Faith said.

    "I love seeing you get fucked."

    Gabe had been in the chair for nearly half an hour and he'd spent the entirety of that time watching Faith, Amara, and Kai indulge in their desires in a beautiful threesome. In that moment, Amara was sucking her husband's cock and fingering Faith's pussy at the same time. She managed to pleasure them both with skill and ease.

    "Do you want to see him fuck me from behind?" she asked.

    "I do," he replied. "I love being able to look into your eyes as he takes you doggystyle."

    Faith bit her lower lip and moaned. Amara must have been fingering her with vigor as Gabe could hear the wet sounds emanating from his wife's cunt.

    "I want you to fuck her hard, baby," Amara said to her husband. "Use her like you know she wants to be used. Use her in front of her husband."

    Kai moved behind Faith, put a hand on her lower back, and guided his cock into her pussy. Gabe watched her face as another man entered her. He watched his wife's mouth open and her eyes close. She let out a long, low moan as her pussy no doubt stretched out around the thickness of the other man's cock.

    Amara watched from the bed for a handful of thrusts and then got out and sauntered towards Gabe. She stepped behind him and ran her fingers through his hair, over his shoulders, and down his arms.

    He felt her breath against his neck before she whispered, "Your wife is a slut for my husband's cock."

    Gabe's dick throbbed and he yearned to unclasp his hands and masturbate.

    "Look at her, Gabe. Look at how much she loves taking his fat cock from behind. Look at how eager she is to surrender her body to him, to give him what he craves, to let him use her pussy for his pleasure."

    Kai grabbed a handful of Faith's hair and pulled back. She smiled. It clearly turned her on to let him do as he pleased.

    Amara kissed Gabe's neck and moved to the side of the chair. He turned to see one of her breasts just inches from his face. She leaned in a little further and he kissed her soft flesh. Her nipple brushed against his lips and Gabe took it in his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over it.

    "Harder," Faith said. "Fuck me harder, Kai."

    The sound of flesh meeting flesh got louder. Kai was doing as Faith desired. He smacked her ass, too, and did so hard enough to produce a yelp.

    Amara straddled Gabe and took his cock inside her. He looked over her shoulder to see his wife getting fucked with incredible vigor. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open to let out a steady stream of moans. Kai still had a handful of her hair and was still using it as leverage to generate greater strength with each thrust.

    Amara began to ride him slowly. Her pussy was soaking wet - her husband had fucked her to an orgasm while Gabe watched - but she felt blissfully tight around his cock. She leaned forward and her breasts pressed against Gabe's chest. He grabbed her ass and squeezed while watching his wife take another man's dick. Amara hadn't given him permission to touch her, but she offered no argument. Instead, she moaned and rode Gabe a little faster.

    "Kai, baby, cum in me," Faith cried out. "Cum in my cunt!"

    "Cum in me, Gabe," Amara whispered.

    Gabe watched another man cum in his wife at the moment he released his seed into Amara's pussy. It was an experience unlike any other and the pleasure of it surpassed any orgasm he could remember. His whole body trembled, and the fact that Amara somehow managed to have another orgasm made it all the better.

    Faith fell forward onto her stomach when Kai pulled out. He smacked her ass and fell backward, collapsing into the pillows piled against the headboard. Faith closed her eyes and a blissful smile crossed her face.

    Amara took Gabe's head in her hand and leaned back. He saw the smile on her face and offered one of his own. She leaned in and kissed him in a slow, soft, sensual manner.

    Faith was looking at them by the time the kiss ended. Gabe was certain his wife was jealous, though she said nothing.

    Amara stood and walked towards the bed. "Roll onto your back, Faith," she instructed.

    Faith did so and Amara crawled on top of her and straddled her face.

    "You're going to clean your husband's cum from my pussy," she said.

    Faith stared up at Amara, who often dominated her when they played together. She said nothing, though.

    Amara lowered her pussy onto Faith's mouth. Gabe watched his wife's tongue push into the other woman. He watched Faith clean a creampie that he'd left in someone. It was unexpectedly enthralling to witness and he couldn't help but smile.

    Amara began to ride Faith's face, grinding back and forth and stimulating her clit in the process. She did so until she'd climaxed.

    "Come clean your wife," Amara instructed. "Her face and then her pussy."

    Gabe got up and rushed into the bed. He laid next to his wife and cleaned her face with his lips and tongue. They shared a cum-flavored kiss and Gabe then made his way between Faith's legs. He cleaned Kai's cum out of her. He licked up every drop and he tended to her clit, providing an orgasm just like she'd done for Amara.

    "How about you get started on dinner, Gabe?" Amara suggested once he'd finished his clean up. "We'll have a little more fun while you're cooking."

    Gabe got dressed and headed out of the bedroom as Faith cuddled with Amara and Kai. Soon enough they'd be fooling around again and he was certain he'd hear them fucking before too long. He might be lucky enough to be called in to clean up once more before they all had dinner.

    No matter how the rest of the evening played out, though, Gabe was a very happy man.

  
    Husband Swap - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Faith stared at her husband's cock from across the living room. She watched Amara's fingers move up and down Gabe's stiff, slick shaft. She heard Gabe moan from the pleasure of being jerked off by a beautiful woman. The jealousy that blossomed was potent and quickly enveloped the whole of her.

    "Does it feel good, Gabe?" Amara asked.

    "Yes."

    "And would you like me to sit on your cock?"

    Faith directed her gaze towards Gabe's face and found him looking at her.

    "Don't look at her, Gabe," Amara said. "Look at me."

    Gabe turned his head towards Amara and she kissed him. Faith's jealousy deepened, even more so when she saw Amara offer her tongue while stroking Gabe's cock a little faster.

    "Now tell me, Gabe, would you like me to sit on your cock?" Amara asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Amara released his shaft, stood, and sauntered across the living room. She stopped in front of Faith, who looked up at her friend and soaked in the view of her taut stomach and perky breasts along the way. Amara reached out and rested her fingers under Faith's chin in what felt like a small act of dominance.

    "And how do you feel about me sitting on your husband's cock?" she asked.

    "I don't want you to."

    Amara smiled. "And why is that?"

    "I'm not sure. I feel jealous, though, and I don't like feeling that way."

    Amara traced her fingers down Faith's arm and bent over to take her hand. "Put your fingers inside me," she instructed.

    Faith reached up and slipped two fingers into her friend. They were soon engulfed in warmth and wetness.

    "Do you know why I'm wet?" Amara asked.

    Faith shook her head.

    "Because I want to sit on your husband's cock. I want to ride him slowly while he worships my breasts, kisses me, and runs his hands over my body. I want to ride him until his face contorts in pleasure and he releases his cum inside me. I want to drain him completely and then make the both of you lick his cum out of me."

    Faith's heart pounded. When she’d had a threesome with Amara and Kai she'd never imagined that she was starting down a path that would lead her to this very place where she felt genuine excitement at the idea of licking her husband's cum from her friend's pussy.

    Amara lifted a foot and placed it on the cushion next to Faith's leg. She then put a hand on the back of Faith's head and guided her mouth forward.

    "Eat my pussy," she said.

    Faith obeyed. It felt strange to do so, but she obeyed without hesitation. She ate her friend's pussy, and not for the first time. Amara's pubic hair was scratchy against Faith's upper lip and nose, but that didn't stop her from doing whatever she could to pleasure Amara's clit.

    "Gabe, get over here and eat my ass," Amara instructed.

    Faith heard her husband rush over. She heard him moan as he began to give a rimjob, too.

    "This is my happy place," Amara said.

    Faith ate pussy until her jaw and tongue began to tire. It had to have been at least five minutes of the two of them pleasuring Amara with their mouths. Faith's heart pounded delightfully the entire time and she imagined her husband's cock remained throbbing. From the very start he'd found pleasure in their unexpected arrangement with her friends and there was no reason to believe his desire had faded.

    "Stand up, Gabe," Amara instructed.

    Gabe stood and Amara backed up and bent over until her hands rested on Faith's knees. She looked up and their lips were suddenly quite close.

    "Fuck me from behind," she said.

    Gabe stepped closer and slid into her pussy from behind as he stared at Faith. She wasn't sure if he was nervous, excited, or both, but he didn't hesitate to do as Amara had instructed.

    "Play with my tits, Faith."

    Faith leaned forward just a bit and took her friend's breasts in her hands. She listened to the sounds of Gabe's thighs slamming into Amara's ass and the moans of pleasure they were both emitting as they fucked.

    "Kiss me, Faith."

    Amara's tongue was in Faith's mouth a moment later. She closed her eyes and surrendered to the strange pleasure of ending up in the same place Gabe had spent so much time in over the past few months. She was the one watching her spouse have sex. She was the one finding pleasure in it. She was the one feeling frustrated and jealous. It was a strange place to be.

    "Gabe, pull out and go sit on the couch," Amara instructed.

    Gabe did so and Amara stood. She looked over her shoulder to see that Gabe was now sitting and then turned back to Faith.

    "Get on your knees and crawl after me."

    Faith did as instructed. She crawled behind Amara as she walked towards the couch. Faith sat back on her knees and watched her friend get on top of Gabe in reverse cowgirl, though she sat across his stomach instead of taking him inside her.

    "Suck your husband's cock, Faith."

    Faith took Gabe's dick in her mouth. She gave him a blowjob while Amara sat in his lap. She watched as Amara guided Gabe's hands to her tits and let him play with her perky flesh. She watched them kiss, too, and it filled her with an astonishing level of jealousy as she'd been reduced to a cocksucker while Gabe enjoyed an erotic bond with her friend.

    "Would you like to finish in your wife's mouth or my pussy, Gabe?" Amara asked.

    Faith wanted him to say her mouth. She wanted it desperately.

    "Your pussy," he answered.

    Faith was surprised at the magnitude of her disappointment.

    "Good answer," Amara said. "Now put his cock inside me, Faith."

    Despite her disappointment, Faith was struck by a wave of excitement as she obeyed her friend's instruction and guided her husband's cock into Amara's pussy.

    "Now lick my clit while I milk him," she said.

    Faith did as instructed. She licked her friend's clit while her husband worked his way to an unprotected orgasm inside Amara's pussy. Gabe came quickly, but with all the teasing and the blowjob that wasn't a surprise.

    When he was finished, Amara lifted her hips and Gabe's cock slipped out of her. She inched forward until she was sitting across his thighs and said, "Clean me, Faith."

    Faith did her job and her pussy tingled with desire as she did so. She reached back to masturbate at one point, but Amara demanded that she keep her hands to herself.

    Faith was nearly finished cleaning Amara's pussy when the front door opened.

    "Kai's home," Amara said. "It looks like the fun is just beginning."

    ---

    Gabe was a little nervous as Kai walked into the living room. Amara was sitting across his legs and it was obvious he'd just fucked her, and if Kai was going to be pissed about that there was very little Gabe could do to prevent an outburst of anger.

    "Welcome home, darling," Amara said with Faith's tongue still in her pussy. "We were just having a little fun."

    Kai smiled. "I can see that, though it looks like it's more than a little fun."

    Gabe released his grasp on Amara's breasts, but she grabbed his hands and put them right back where they'd been.

    "He came inside you?" Kai asked.

    "He did. I like making him cum inside me. I like giving him that as a reward for being so good for me, and he was very good today. You'll see that your clothes are clean and folded. You'll see that much of the dinner prep has already been done. He vacuumed most of the house, too. He's really quite motivated to do the sorts of things that I don't especially enjoy doing around the home."

    "Because he gets to cum in your pussy," Kai said.

    Amara nodded. "That's right. He gets to cum in my pussy. He gets to play with my tits. He gets to kiss me. Today I had a little fun by making his wife a sweet cuckquean for a bit."

    "It looks like she's still playing that part," Kai noted.

    "I suppose that's true, isn't it? As you know, she's quite flexible. I suppose you could do as you pleased with her now that you're home. I'm pretty sure she'd do just about anything to have your cock, especially since you seem capable of satisfying her in ways her husband can't."

    Kai approached until he was standing at the end of the couch. Amara reached up to caress his dick through his slacks and he smiled as a bulge appeared.

    "Are you saying you wouldn't mind if I took Faith to our bedroom and did as I pleased with her for an hour or two?" Kai asked.

    Gabe was aware that Amara and Kai seemed to be playing a game of some sort. He couldn't tell if it was a healthy game, though, or if their marriage had undergone a touch of strain since Faith had agreed to a threesome for a Christmas gift for Kai.

    "That's what I'm saying, love," Amara replied as she began to fully stroke her husband's cock. "She's quite eager to satisfy you, just as you're eager to satisfy her, and like I said, you seem quite capable of giving my slutty friend exactly what she needs."

    Kai looked at Gabe, smiled, and turned back to his wife and said, "Well, you got your pussy licked by Faith. You're getting your pussy licked by her right now, in fact. What if I wanted to take Faith and Gabe to the bedroom with me? What if I wanted to make him suck my dick a little while his wife watched? What if I wanted to make him suck my balls while she rode me?"

    Gabe wasn't especially interested in any of that, though he knew better than to say anything in that moment as it seemed that he and Faith were mere playthings to Amara and Kai.

    "You can fuck Gabe if you'd like for all I care," Amara replied, sending a shiver of fear down Gabe's spine. "He's not mine, though I do enjoy having him in my tight pussy."

    Kai stared at Amara and neither of them said a word for what felt to Gabe like an eternity.

    "And what if I want to take you back to the bedroom, Amara? What if I want to do as I please with your body for the next two hours?" Kai finally asked.

    "Nothing would make me happier," she replied. "I'm yours, after all. Gabe is fun, but I'm yours, just like Faith is his."

    Kai unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and stepped closer. Amara leaned over and took him in her mouth while Faith continued to eat her pussy. Gabe sat there with his cock softening while it all unfolded.

    The view of Amara's lips wrapped so tightly around Kai's shaft was thrilling. She was putting in a great effort to pleasure her husband and doing so with her eyes closed while she emitted a steady stream of moans.

    Amara then leaned to her right and Kai's cock popped free from her mouth. The cock then moved closer to Gabe's mouth.

    "Suck it, Gabe," Amara said. "Suck it right now."

    Gabe parted his lips as Kai leaned forward. The dick was in his mouth a moment later. To Gabe's surprise it wasn't anywhere near as horrifying as he'd expected. It was thicker than he would have liked, which made it a challenge to do much with his mouth, but it wasn't as if he was suddenly a changed man just because he had a dick in his mouth.

    "Look at your husband," Amara said. "Look at him sucking cock."

    Gabe couldn't see his wife, but he knew she was looking at him. He knew Faith could see the dick in his mouth. He hoped she wasn't horrified by the sight of it.

    "Does that make you jealous, Faith?"

    "A little," she answered. "I want to suck his cock."

    Amara laughed. "You like being a cocksucker for my husband, don't you?"

    "Yes, I do."

    "Well it seems like Gabe enjoys being a cocksucker, too."

    Gabe wouldn't have gone that far, but he didn't hate it like he suspected he would.

    Kai then pulled out and move towards Faith. His dick was in her mouth a moment later. She reached up to wrap her fingers around the base of the shaft and sucked with impressive vigor. Gabe concluded that his wife did, in fact, enjoy being a cocksucker for Kai.

    "Does she suck your dick like that, Gabe?" Amara asked.

    "No, she doesn't. She never has."

    Amara kissed him on the cheek. "Different men deserve different pleasures, Gabe. That's just how life works. That doesn't have to be a bad thing, though."

    Gabe turned his head towards her and Amara kissed him. It was a long, slow, generous kiss and it felt perfectly clear to him that it wasn't anywhere near a bad thing that different men deserved - and enjoyed - different pleasures. Gabe wasn't like Kai, but he found great pleasure in licking his wife's pussy clean after Kai had fucked her. He found pleasure in having sex with Amara and cleaning her pussy afterwards. He found pleasure in so many things, in fact.

    Amara lifted her ass from Gabe's legs and sat next to him, giving him a full view of his wife's cocksucking. Kai had taken a handful of Faith's hair and was thrusting in and out of her mouth. His pace was slow, though, as he seemed loathe to overwhelm her ability to pleasure him.

    "Look at her," Amara said softly as her lips brushed against Gabe's neck. "She's such a good cocksucker for my husband. She loves to please him, Gabe. She gets wet pleasing him. He makes her feel things that you've never made her feel. He makes her want to do things that you've never made her want to do."

    "I know," Gabe admitted. "It turns me on."

    Amara kissed his neck. "Of course it does. Now go join your wife. Get on your knees with her."

    Gabe slid off the couch and moved next to Faith. He leaned in to kiss her neck as she sucked cock. She moaned, though Gabe wasn't sure if that was his influence or the fact that she was giving head to a man that clearly knew how to satisfy her every need.

    Kai stepped back and stripped out of his shoes, pants, and underwear. He remained a step away from them and wrapped his fingers around his fat dick to stroke himself.

    "Do I fuck you better than your husband?"

    "Yes," Faith answered. "Much better."

    Kai smiled as any man would have in that situation. "Does it make you jealous when your husband fucks Amara?"

    "Yes. Very jealous."

    "But you don't stop him from doing so because you want to be able to enjoy my cock," Kai surmised.

    Faith nodded.

    Kai looked at Gabe and stepped towards him. "Do you like fucking my wife, Gabe?"

    "Yes."

    "She likes letting you fuck her. She likes how eager you are to please her when you know that her pussy will be your reward. She likes having you wrapped around her little finger because you're so desperate to experience the pleasures of her cunt."

    Gabe knew all of that was true.

    "Open your mouth, Gabe."

    He did as Kai instructed and was rewarded with a cock between his lips. The cock pushed as deep into Gabe's mouth as it could go and remained there for a handful of impossibly long seconds.

    Kai pulled out and slapped his dick against Gabe's face. He smiled while doing so and Gabe wondered if Kai was purposefully trying to degrade him, perhaps to make Amara see him differently.

    "Does it feel good to treat him like that, darling?" Amara asked.

    "It does," Kai answered before dick slapping Gabe again.

    The cock entered Gabe's mouth once more. This time, though, Kai fucked his face. He did so rather mercilessly, too, producing a wealth of saliva and quite a bit of gagging, too.

    "Kiss him," Kai said as he pulled out. Faith moved to do so, but he stopped her. "Not you. Amara."

    Gabe turned towards Amara and she got off the couch and onto her knees next to him. Her tongue was in his mouth a moment later. She kissed him with such depth and passion that it felt like she was working quite hard to make her husband jealous. Gabe was more than happy to end up in the middle of whatever was going on between them, though, as it all proved quite thrilling.

    Amara moved from kissing Gabe to sucking her husband's cock and she did so with remarkable skill. She managed to swallow every inch of him and she barely even gagged. She looked up at him, too, which must have taken a fairly special and practiced skill set.

    "I'm yours," she said after pulling off his cock. "I'll always be yours, Kai, but I'll always be free to have my fun, too, and I like having fun with Gabe. I like making him do chores for me. I like making him rub my feet, suck my toes, and eat my ass and pussy. I like the way he moans when I milk his dick with my cunt. I like the way he moans so wildly when I make him cum inside me. I like the way he looks up at me while he's cleaning his load out of me."

    "I know you do," Kai replied. "And I like the way Faith begs for my cock. I like the way she lets me have her however I want her. I like the way she begs for my cum inside her. I like the way she sucks my dick clean when I pull out. I like the way she'll feed my load to her husband if I tell her to."

    Amara stood and stroked her husband's dick. "Then we're both happy with this couple as our personal playthings, aren't we?"

    Kai and Amara both looked down at Gabe and Faith.

    "Yes, we are," Kai said. "Very happy."

    "Use them both, Kai," Amara whispered. "Take them to our bedroom and use them both. Use them as hard as you want."

    Kai smiled and offered a hand to Faith. She took it and he helped her to her feet. They kissed as Amara watched. Gabe thought he detected jealousy on her face, but there wasn't anything wrong with that.

    "I think I'll take just her," he said. "And I don't think I'll use her hard. I think I'll fuck her nice and slow. I think I'll take my time. I think I'll give her multiple orgasms before I cum inside her. I think I'll let her keep as much of my cum in her pussy as she can."

    He was going to make love to her. That's what he was saying. Gabe was jealous and he could see that the same was true for Amara.

    "Enjoy yourself," Amara said.

    Kai and Faith walked away holding hands. Not long after, Gabe heard the sound of the bedroom door being closed. It had probably been locked, too.

    Amara turned to Gabe and ran her fingers through his hair. He leaned forward and kissed her thigh a handful of times, savoring the warmth of her skin against his lips as he did so.

    "I know I already did some prep for dinner, but could I take you out?" Gabe asked.

    Amara smiled. "You're sweet, Gabe. Yes, I'd like that."

    Gabe and Amara got dressed and left the house. They weren't wearing the attire for anything fancy, but they did go to a lovely spot where they spent two hours enjoying each other's company along with wine, appetizers, entrees, and dessert. It felt to Gabe like a date, though he knew better than to assume he was anything more than a plaything for Amara, as she'd described him as such to her husband.

    "Take me back to your house," she said as they got in the car after dinner.

    Gabe was more than happy to do so, though his happiness experienced a considerable spike when Amara leaned over, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock as they drove. To his great surprise, she bypassed stroking him and dropped her head into his lap to take him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    Gabe kept two hands on the wheel and his eyes fixed firmly on the road as Amara sucked his cock throughout the drive home. She was clearly trying to tease him - she didn't suck with any great vigor - and it worked like a charm, as he was out of his mind with desire by the time he pulled into the driveway.

    She sat up and kissed him, doing so deeply and with a wealth of tongue. Then Amara got out, moved in front of the car, and placed her hands on the hood. She flipped up the back of her dress and smiled at Gabe through the windshield.

    He tucked his cock back into his pants and hurried out of the car. "Eat my ass," she said.

    "Here?" Gabe asked as he peered around their neighborhood.

    "Yes, here. Right now. Get on your knees behind me and eat my ass."

    Gabe was nervous, but he did as instructed. He moved to his knees behind Amara, lowered her panties, spread her ass cheeks, and rimmed her. He was a bit hesitant at first, but it wasn't long before Gabe put aside his concerns and fully committed himself to eating the fantastically sexy ass that was literally in his face.

    Amara pushed him away after a few minutes of ass eating and then spun around and hopped on the hood of the car. She spread her legs and smiled. "Fuck me."

    Gabe unzipped his pants and slid inside her. He pulled her lips to his and they fucked on the hood of his car. He tried not to be too noisy about it, but he wasn't thinking about much of anything outside of how good it felt to be in her pussy while their tongues entwined.

    Amara rubbed her clit to enhance her pleasure and before long she was having a body-shaking orgasm. Gabe felt a sense of pride as he fucked her through the climax, though he was a touch frustrated when she made him pull out before he was finished.

    "Let's go inside," she said. "You're going to give me a long massage, Gabe. A very long massage."

    Once inside they made a beeline for the bedroom. Amara stripped and crawled into the bed. She rolled onto her back and wiggled her toes. Gabe got to work rubbing her feet.

    He ended up rubbing every inch of her body and doing so over the course of nearly an hour. Gabe enjoyed it, though. In fact, he loved every second of it. The fact that Amara made sure to tease his cock and encouraged him to kiss her with some frequency made the rub all the more arousing, too.

    "Take your clothes off," she said after an hour of rubbing had elapsed.

    Gabe did so and Amara beckoned him to crawl on top of her.

    "Your wife spent a great deal of time in my bedroom today," she said softly. "She might still be there. She might have my husband's cock inside her again. She might be making love to him again."

    Arousal and jealousy mingled inside Gabe at the mention of lovemaking.

    Amara caressed his face and kissed him softly. "It makes me jealous, Gabe. Sometimes that's a bad thing and sometimes it's not. I'm not sure which is true right now, but I know that I want you to make love to me."

    Gabe slid inside her. He moaned softly at the pleasure of her pussy. He began to thrust. She kissed him and he thought of Faith in another man's bed. He thought of her beneath Kai as her pussy was invaded in the same slow, sensual manner.

    "Take your time, Gabe," Amara whispered. "Enjoy me. Enjoy being inside me. Enjoy being with me. I'm certainly enjoying being with you."

    Gabe let it all wash over him. The pleasure of Amara's pussy. The strange thrill of thinking of Faith and another man making love. The many intense and unexpected pleasures of the relationship he and Faith had formed with another couple. The bliss of cleaning cum out of Amara and Faith, the unexpected arousal that came with having a dick in his mouth earlier that night.

    Through it all he kissed and touched Amara while making love to her. He told her how beautiful she was, how good it felt to be inside her. Then they came together. It was a long, deeply-pleasurable orgasm. It was everything he wanted it to be and Amara seemed to enjoy herself equally.

    "Clean me, Gabe," she said afterwards. "Make love to my pussy with your tongue and clean every drop of your load out of me. Show me that you want to make me happy and clean your mess."

    Gabe kissed his way down her body and slipped his tongue inside her. He cleaned his seed while knowing that Kai would not be doing the same thing with Faith. He might make her clean his cock, but he certainly wouldn't eat his load out of her. For some reason that made Gabe happy, though, like he was doing something unique that would endear him to Amara.

    When he'd finished she urged him to crawl next to her and they shared a soft cum-flavored kiss.

    "I'd like to spend the night," she said.

    "I'd like that too."

    Amara caressed his face and kissed him. "I'll text Kai to let him know. I'd like you to worship my ass while I do so. Then I'd like a glass of wine while you rub my feet again. Then, if you're lucky, I'll let you in my pussy once more before we go to sleep."

    She grabbed her phone and rolled onto her stomach. Gabe took his place between her legs, spread her cheeks, and set about rimming her once more as a sense of joy engulfed him.

    His life had taken a series of unexpected turns since the Christmas threesome, but Gabe was really quite thrilled with the way things were unfolding and he couldn't wait to see what would happen next.

  
    Husband to a Happy Hotwife

    Your marriage was always good. Your sex life was always good. Both have gotten better since you gave your wife the freedom to fuck anyone she wants.

    You've developed a ritual. It begins with your wife telling you that you're going out tonight. She spends hours getting ready. She calls you to help. She has you pick out her dress and if she wants to wear lingerie you pick that out, too.

    You go to a bar or a club. You go your separate ways once you're inside.

    It's your pleasure to watch her flirt, dance, and sometimes kiss other people. You sit a good distance away, nurse your drink, and enjoy your wife's eagerness to be picked up.

    She doesn't always go home with someone. She's not desperate enough to lower her standards. She always has plenty of suitors, though.

    She doesn't always go home with men, either. She's recently expanded her desires to include women, and on occasion she'll find herself enamored with a woman and will go to bed with her.

    You don't care who your wife fucks. You enjoy watching her flirt with everyone. You enjoy watching the dance of seduction unfold in the bar or club she's chosen for that night. You like the touching, the flirty looks, the dancing, the kissing. You like when things suddenly turn hot and heavy and it becomes clear that your wife will be getting fucked that night.

    Your favorite thing, of course, is when she leaves with someone else. She disappears into the night. You usually get a text soon after. Sometimes it's to let you know she'll be home late. Sometimes it's to let you know she's going to get fucked in someone's car so you can wait in the bar for a little while. Sometimes it's to let you know she's going to someone's place for a quickie. It's always hot, though, and you always feel an electric charge of pleasure as you begin the waiting game.

    The waiting is the only part that's difficult. It's thrilling, but when everything is left to your imagination it's harder. Sometimes you worry about her. She's never had a problem, but you still worry a little. Mostly, though, you experience a mixture of jealousy and desire. You want the next part to begin. You want her to come home and tell you about the fun she had. You want to be inside her, to reclaim her, to make her yours once again after she briefly gave herself to someone else.

    Sometimes she has you pick her up after she's been fucked. You always enjoy that. You like pulling into someone's driveway and watching your wife kiss him/her in the doorway before she comes to you. You like when she leans over and kisses you so soon after being with someone else. You like tasting them on her lips and tongue.

    The night always ends the same, though. You always take your wife back to your bed. You always reclaim her in some way.

    If she's been fucked with particular vigor, it's your tongue that reclaims her. If not, your cock does the job. Either way, you both climax as you proclaim your love and desire for each other. You got to sleep blissfully happy with your bodies humming with delight and you wake up feeling refreshed and deeply in love with the woman you can't get enough of.

    The hotwife life is a very good life and you can't imagine living any other way.

  I Crave Something Better, Baby. I Crave a Real Man
It’s exceedingly rare to find absolutely everything you need in a life partner. You have to make compromises. Some things are more important than others, and so you marry the person that provides you with the most important things. For some women, that means passing on truly great sex with a guy that knows exactly what he’s doing in the bedroom. Cuckolding can fix that, though. Cuckolding is the ultimate compromise.She married you because you provide her with so many of the things she needs in life. The one thing you don’t provide is a truly satisfying sex life. What if she told you she needed something better? What if she told you that she needed a real man to fuck her? What would you do? Would you embrace being a cuckold? Would you let her find a better man with a bigger cock to satisfy her?
You should. You should become her cuckold. You should willingly submit to her desires to be with other men. It’s not like she won’t tend to your needs. She’ll gladly let you lick her pussy after she’s been with someone else. She’ll give you cuckold handjobs and tell you all about how good he fucked her. Before you know it, you’ll have the marriage of your dreams.

    I Cuckolded You, Sweetie, and I Let Him Cum Inside Me

    For years you’ve wanted me to cuckold you. For years you’ve shared your fantasies and we’ve even played with them a little. I’ve given you handjobs while talking about how I’m going to cuckold you, but I never actually took the plunge and fucked another man. Not until today.

    Today I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t say no to him. I didn’t want to. We met at my friend Maria’s party. He was so hot and so confident. He wasn’t the slightest bit shy about his desire for me, either. He didn’t care that I was married. He wanted me.

    I wanted him too. I was a little tipsy and I couldn’t hide my desire like I normally do. When he kissed me I knew I had to have him. I asked him to take me upstairs to one of the guest bedrooms. I asked him to fuck me.

    He was so intense, baby. He practically tore my pants off and it felt so good when his hard body was pressed against mine as he kissed my neck. I moaned for him. I needed him in my pussy so badly.

    His tongue was almost as good as yours. He licked my pussy so good. I put my hands in his hair and ground my hips into his mouth. I moaned for him.

    I wanted his cock, baby. I wanted to feel it in my hands. I wanted to take him in my mouth.

    I don’t know that I’ve ever felt such feverish desire. It was like I was outside of my body witnessing this woman I’d never seen before do something totally insane. I really liked that feeling. I really liked the feeling of letting loose.

    Is this what cuckolding is always like? Is this what it’s like to be a hotwife? Have I been missing out all these years?

    He was so hard by the time I got his pants off. I feel like he was harder than you usually get. It felt so good to have him in my mouth. It felt so good to hear him moan as I gave him head.

    I know I don’t go down on you much anymore, but I really liked going down on him. I really liked bobbing up and down on his dick while his hands were in my hair.

    Of course, what I really wanted was to get fucked. By the time I was done sucking his cock I felt genuinely desperate to have him inside me. I felt like I needed it more than anything in the world.

    I took him bare. He said he was clean and I was too horny to care about anything else. I just needed him inside me.

    I straddled him and rubbed his cock head over my pussy lips to get him nice and slippery. He slid into me with ease. I sank down on his cock, leaned forward to kiss him, and started to grind on him.

    I hope the other people at the party didn’t hear us. I know I was pretty loud. I haven’t felt that good in so long, I couldn’t keep quiet. When I wasn’t feverishly kissing him I was moaning loudly.

    I can’t tell you how good it felt to have his big, bare cock inside me. It felt like I was having one long, rolling orgasm as I rode him.

    I hope you don’t mind, baby, but I let him cum inside me. I couldn’t help it. It felt so good that I never wanted him to pull out. I never wanted him to stop fucking me. Plus, I really wanted him to cum inside me. I can’t explain it. I just needed it so badly. I hope you’re not too mad.

  
    I Did Something Naughty with the Neighbor's Son

    Welcome home, honey. I hope you had a good day at work. How was my day? I’m so glad you asked, because I had a very, very good day and I think you might enjoy hearing all about it.

    I think we’ll both enjoy it even more if you get on your knees and worship my pussy while I tell you. I think you know what that means, too. It means I was a bad girl while you were at work. You don’t mind, do you?

    It began with a little bit of masturbation. I thought I was alone in the house. I wasn’t. I’d forgotten all about inviting the neighbor’s son to come over to do a little handy work for us. I’d told him to let himself in.

    Whoops! I was in the bathroom playing with my pussy when he came in. He followed the moans up the stairs. He couldn’t help it. He’s 20 years old. Can you blame him? Wouldn’t you have followed the lusty moans of a beautiful milf up the stairs if you were him?

    You know me, baby. I didn’t get embarrassed when I saw him watching me play with my wet pussy. I figured I’d take advantage.

    I got on my knees for him. I pulled down his pants. I pulled out one of the biggest cocks I’ve ever seen. I’m telling you, this thing was huge. It puts your cuckold cock to shame, baby. He was at least twice as long as you and so much thicker.

    You know I had to have him in my mouth. You know I had to be the naughty hotwife that I am. You know I had to blow him. You know I had fun sucking his big young cock, too.

    You know I had to have him inside me, too. Of course I did. Of course I had to get fucked by that beautiful big cock. That’s why I took him to our bed.

    I got on my back, spread my legs, and invited him to fill my pussy. I invited him to fuck your wife, baby. He didn’t went for it, too. Of course he did. You know how 20 year olds are. You know they don’t care about anything other than cumming. He didn’t care that I was married. He didn’t care about anything other than fucking my tight little pussy.

    He pounded me hard, too. I can’t tell you how good it felt to have him inside me. I can’t tell you how loudly I moaned for him.

    He fucked your wife doggystyle, baby. He fucked the pussy you’re licking right now from behind. He made my big tits bounce as he pounded me. He made my pussy so wet as he filled me with his big dick. He made me cum so hard, just like I need.

    No, he didn’t use a condom. Of course not. Why would I make him use a condom? You know I love it when a rock hard young cock cums inside me. You know I love having that thick, juicy seed in my pussy. You know I love the way a big, rock hard cock throbs as it launches a thick load of cum inside me.

    He climaxed in my pussy when I was on top. My big tits were in his face. I was in the middle of my third orgasm.

    He cried out and said he was cumming. He grabbed my ass as I continued to milk his cock. He pumped his load into my pussy, into your wife’s pussy, into the pussy you’re licking right now. Can you taste what’s left over, honey? Can you taste his seed inside me?

    It was incredible sex. In fact, it was so good that I’m going to invite him back. We’re going to spend the summer having some very naughty fun. You’re okay with that, right?

  
    I Hope the Floor Wasn't Uncomfortable

    "Good morning, cuck."

    You open your eyes and see your wife smiling down at you. Her dark hair looks shiny in the morning light and she's as radiantly beautiful as the day you met her.

    "Good morning, my love."

    "I hope the floor wasn't too uncomfortable for you."

    Your back aches a little. Your shoulder is a bit sore from sleeping on it for too long. You wouldn't dare complain, though. You're a cuck. You do as you're told when your wife issues a command.

    "Not at all."

    "Did we wake you up last night?"

    They fucked in the middle of the night. It must have been close to 2 a.m. Yes, they woke you up. Of course they woke you up. "You did," you answer.

    "I'm glad you stayed on the floor like I instructed. I would have been so disappointed to see you trying to spy on us, to see you being selfish."

    "I got hard," you say. "It was so exciting to listen to him fuck you, to listen to you moan, to hear you tell him how good it felt to have him inside you, to hear you beg for him to cum in your pussy so you could have his load in you as you fell asleep."

    A smile crosses her face. "I do love falling asleep with his cum leaking out of me. It makes me so happy to have a real man's load in my pussy."

    Your dick has already begun to stir.

    "Did you masturbate while you listened?"

    You shake your head.

    "I know I've given you permission to jerk your little cuck dick while you listen to him fuck me, but it always makes me happy when you refrain," she says.

    "I know. That's why I try my hardest not to pleasure myself when he fucks you."

    "Sometimes you just can't help it though, can you?"

    You shake your head.

    "I don't blame you. You're a cuck. There's nothing hotter to you than your wife having great sex with another man."

    "That's true."

    She smiles, reaches down, and runs her fingers over your lips. "Speaking of which, I'd like to get fucked. First, though, I need you to fluff my bull's cock. Be a good boy and put that talented mouth of yours to work."

    You get up and see her bull smiling at you. You move to the foot of the bed, pull the sheets back, and crawl between his legs as your wife rolls towards her bull, rests her hand on his chest, and kisses him. You watch their tongues entwine as his dick stretches your lips. You feel him begin to grow in your mouth.

    Your presence isn't necessary. He could get hard without a mouth. He could get hard just from kissing her. Your wife likes to make you suck his dick from time to time, though. She likes how it reminds you of your place, how it keeps your ego in check, how it ensures that you don't argue with her about your rights as a man, as her husband. She likes how it reminds you that you're a cuck, that you suck dick, that you sleep on the floor so the better man can take your place in your bed.

    "Is my husband a good cocksucker?" she asks her bull.

    He laughs. "He is. You've trained him well."

    They kiss again and she reaches down and puts a hand on the back of your head. You take more of his cock into your mouth. You gag a little. It's unpleasant, of course, but you're used to that by now.

    "Put him inside me, cuck," she says while straddling her bull. You guide his fat dick into her wet pussy and then she looks over her shoulder, smiles, and says, "Get back on the floor, cuck."

    You back out of the bed and move to the floor. You lie on your back and stare at the ceiling as you listen to your wife and her bull have sex.

    She moans. The bed frame creaks under their weight. He moans. You hear him smack her ass a few times. Your hear them kiss.

    You think of how you and your wife used to fuck on the occasional weekend morning. You think of how she used to ride your cock. You miss those days, but weirdly enough, this is more pleasurable. Lying on your back and staring up at the ceiling while she fucks another man in your bed is, in fact, far more pleasurable.

    Your wife cums and they switch to missionary. You can tell because the pace is different. The sound is different. He's pounding her into your bed. He's pounding her to claim his orgasm, to flood her tight married cunt with his thick load.

    They cum together. His grunts and groans are loud as he fills her pussy with his seed. You close your eyes and picture his cock pulsing as shot after shot of hot cum empties into your wife's womb.

    They kiss. They share a bit of pillow talk. He pulls out and heads for the bathroom.

    Your wife's head appears above you.

    "Would you like breakfast, cuck?" she asks.

    "Yes, please."

    She stands above you. She lowers her pussy to your mouth. You eat his cum out of her. She's serious about breakfast. This is all you'll be permitted to eat that morning. You'll have a bellyful of cum and that is all you'll have.

    You'll make them breakfast, though. You'll do it because you're a good cuck. They'll probably fuck again before he goes home. Maybe they'll let you watch that time. Maybe they'll banish you to the floor again, though. Either way, you'll be a happy cuck.

  
    I Love it When Another Man Removes My Panties

    One of the best things about cuckolding is that it lets me experience those thrilling relationship firsts over and over again. I don’t have to go deep into my memory to remember the last time I shared an electric first kiss with someone. I can have a first kiss over and over if that’s what I crave and I’ll have the full support of my husband, who gets to experience an entirely different kind of excitement at the knowledge that his wife is kissing another man.

    Some firsts are more exciting than others, of course. The first time I have sex with a man I’ve been dating is near the top of the list. That particular first comes with a whole host of little pleasures, some of which feel more thrilling than you might imagine.

    The subject of that caption is one of those little pleasures. It tends to happen right before the big moment. I tend to like it best when my new man’s cock is already out and dressed for sex. Perhaps I’ve gone down on him to excite him, perhaps I’ve simply stroked him to a throbbing, eager state. I’ve put a condom on his cock and now all he’s thinking about is how badly he wants to be inside me. If we’ve gotten to that place, I’m feeling the same level of desire. I want him inside me. I need him inside me. My body craves him.

    That’s part of what makes that moment when he removes my panties so thrilling. It’s the final step before he enters me and I experience that moment of bliss. Everything we’ve done to that point has been building to that moment and when he slips his fingers under the waistband of my panties and pulls them off, the floodgates are open. My body fully commits to the idea that I’m going to get fucked by another man. He’s going to slide into me. He’s going to fill me over and over. If the sex is good, our bodies are going to meld in that blissful way that ensures we each have an intensely satisfying experience.

    Of course, all of that is better if my husband is watching. He doesn’t usually have my attention – that goes to my boyfriend – but I know that I have his attention. I know that it’s a little different for him, too. That moment when my boyfriend takes my panties off for the first time, it’s as if I’m officially giving my body to him. My husband isn’t losing me in that moment, but I know for him it feels like there’s a transfer of sorts. He’s not wrong, either. If the sex is good, my boyfriend likely becomes my primary sexual partner as I end up wanting him far more often than I want my husband. For a cuckold, isn’t that the most thrilling thing?

  
    I Love to Look Good for My Boyfriend

    I love feeling desired. I really love feeling desired by a man that I desire. I love, love, love that look in his eyes when he sees me in the outfit I've chosen - or my cuckold has chosen - for our date. I love the hunger, the lust, the deep need that I see on his face. I love knowing that I look good for him, that I look so good that he can't help but think about taking me to his bedroom, stripping me out of my dress, and fucking me to the kind of body-shaking orgasm that I crave.

    I'm pretty sure every woman feels that way about a man she desires. Of course she wants him to desire her. Of course she wants him to feel that overwhelming sense of lust. It's better when you're a hotwife, though, because you're able to pleasure two men at the same time.

    You see, my cuckold loves it when I look good for a date with another man. He gets turned on just thinking about me looking good for someone else, and there are so many opportunities for him to experience that arousal.

    There's a little bit of a thrill when he knows I'm getting in the shower to get cleaned up before my date. He almost certainly knows I'll be tending to my pussy to make sure it looks clean and beautiful for my date. Sometimes I invite him to shower with me and he gets to clean my body to prepare it for another man to enjoy, and as you might imagine, he finds that quite thrilling.

    My cuckold loves when I do my hair and makeup for my date. He likes to walk by the bathroom to see me putting so much work into looking good for another man. He really likes it when I go for an especially sexy look, which I can't help but do since I know it makes my date feel a particularly significant level of desire for me.

    I like to let my cuckold dress me in whatever underwear or lingerie I'm wearing for the night because I know how much it excites him. Even if it has to be done hastily he finds it thrilling. I do like to take my time when I can, though. I like to let him touch and kiss me as he dresses me for another man, though sometimes it's fun to deny him the right to play with my pussy and to tell him that it belongs to another man that night.

    Usually I send my cuckold away before I finish my outfit. I like to step out of the bedroom and give him a look at the whole package, which I will then go offer to another man. I like to see that look on my cuckold's face, a look that I'll almost certainly see on my date's face, only my date will have the pleasure of fucking me while my cuckold will have to stay at home and spend his night thinking about another man fucking me. Of course, he thoroughly enjoys that, as he gets to spend hours in that place of beautiful, wild arousal that makes his cock drip with desire.

    When I come downstairs and step into the living room - which is usually where he's waiting - I get to see that look on my cuckold's face. It's a mixture of lust and wonder, with just a hint of angst, as many cuckolds tend to feel when their wife is moments away from leaving to fuck another man.

    I like to ask him if I look good. I like to ask him if my date will want to fuck me. Sometimes he just nods and stares at me. Sometimes he enthusiastically answers. If I can, I like having my date pick me up, because then my cuckold gets to see the look in another man's eyes as he sees me for the first time. He gets to see me greet another man with a kiss and get in another man's car. I like knowing that he's watching from the window or the doorway and that he's probably hard as he does so.

    Best of all, I've had all that fun and the night hasn't even really begun. The most exciting part is yet to come. There's the date with my boyfriend. The flirting. The touching. The kissing. Then there's the sex. The incredible, passionate sex and the orgasm - or orgasms, in most cases - that come with it.

    Then, of course, there's going home to my cuckold, which brings with it an entirely different but still hugely rewarding kind of pleasure. All of it makes date night an absolute thrill on every level, and I can't help but think that I'm lucky to have married a man that's thrilled to be with a woman that loves fucking other people.

  I Need His Big Cock Inside Me
“I need his big cock inside me,” she says to you. She wants you to give her permission. She wants you to tell her it’s okay to cuckold you. She wants to hear you say it.“Fuck him,” you say.
“I need you to watch. I need you to see him make me cum. I need you to see what it’s like when a real man makes your wife cum,” she says while grinding into him.
“I know,” you say.
She needs you to understand, cuckold. She’s not sure you do. You make her cum, sometimes at least. Your cock isn’t very big and you’re not very good with it, but she has a sensitive clit and a little grinding in your lap is usually enough to get her off.
It’s different with him, though. It’s different when a big cock alpha male is fucking her. It’s different when a man that knows how to fuck a woman is with her.
The first thing you notice is that he’s stronger. He can move your wife around with ease. He can pick her up and change positions in a flash. It makes her feel more like a woman. It turns her on.
He’s more confident, too. He doesn’t ask permission to change positions. He just does it. He doesn’t beg to fuck her doggy style, he just bends her over and takes her from behind. You can see how much she likes it. You can see that she loves giving up her pussy like that to him. You know she hates fucking that way with you.
You’ve never seen that look of bliss on her face when you fuck her. Usually she looks like she’s putting on an act for you, like she just wants you to hurry up and cum already. She looks cock drunk when he’s fucking her. She looks completely lost in the pleasure of being fucked by a real man.
Do you see it now? She’s already had multiple orgasms and you never give her more than one. Do you see why she wanted you to watch? Do you see why she prefers fucking him? Do you see why he makes her cum so much better than you do?

    I Need to Pound Your Tight Ass, Sweetie

    “Of course, dear,” you say before turning and heading to the closet to retrieve your wife’s strapon.

    You return to the bedroom holding the long red dildo and the harness she introduced to your sex life some months ago. She points to the bedroom floor and you drop to your knees and help her into it. You slide her red cock through the opening, tighten the straps, and look up at your beautiful, dominant wife. You love when she puts her corset and red lipstick on. She looks irresistibly powerful.

    “Suck my cock,” she demands.

    You wrap your lips around the toy that has become her cock on so many occasions. You take it into your mouth. It hits the back of your throat but you fight off your gag reflex. You suck your wife’s cock as she grabs the back of your head and directs her cock into your mouth. She fucks your face, making you drool as her cock pummels your throat while she gets more and more worked up.

    “Be a good little bitch and bend over the bed,” she demands.

    You stand, bend over, and rest your hands on the bed. Your wife prefers standing doggystyle when she fucks you. It makes her feel powerful. It makes her feel like a cock-wielding goddess.

    “Beg for it,” she says. “Beg for it like the little bitch we both know you are.”

    You know she had a hard week at work. You know she’s taking out her stress. You want to help her with that. You want to offer your body to relieve her stress, so you beg. “Please, fuck my ass,” you say. “Give me your cock. Pound me. Make me your bitch.”

    She rubs the head of her spit-soaked cock over your asshole and applies pressure. You inhale sharply as you feel the pain of penetration. She slides into you slowly and you groan, though you try not to be too loud about it. Your wife doesn’t like it when you’re a whiny bitch.

    She fills you and grabs your hips. Her fingers dig into your flesh as she pulls out. She delivers a hard, deep thrust. You cry out in pain. She does it again. She grunts from the effort.

    “Take it,” she says. “Take my cock. Take it like a good little bitch.”

    She fucks you hard. Her body slams against yours with every thrust. You feel pain and a touch of discomfort as you take it in the ass. You don’t care, though. It feels good. It feels good to be her bitch. It feels good to submit to your wife and let her take out her frustration on your ass. It feels good to be of use.

    She fucks you until your ass is sore. She spanks you several times and each blow brings with it a rush of fresh pain. You can hear her getting more worked up the longer she fucks you. It turns her on to take her husband’s ass. It turns her on to bend you over the bed and fuck you like you’re little more than a sex toy.

    She pulls out and swiftly removes the harness. The toy drops to the floor. “Get on your knees,” she says.

    You turn around and fall to your knees. Your wife pulls her panties down and you stare at her slick pussy.

    “Worship my cunt,” she demands. “Make me cum. Show me that you know your place.”

    You know your place. You’ve always known your place with her. You press your lips against her pussy. You worship her. You make her cum.

  
    I Own Your Tongue

    You are mine to do with as I please. You are my submissive cuckold. You are my slut. You are my slave. You are whatever I want you to be.

    Your cock is of no use to me or any other woman. It is worthless. It should be locked in chastity and kept there forever. It will never feel the intense pleasure of my pussy. That is for real men. That is for men that know how to fuck.

    You can still give pleasure, though. Your tongue is quite useful for that. Luckily, I own your tongue and I can do as I please with it.

    When I say, “Worship my pussy” I expect you to take your place between my legs. I expect you to use your tongue like the well-trained cuckold that you are. I expect that you will lick my cunt until I cum.

    Furthermore, I expect that you will do so without any expectation of pleasure in return. Your pleasure comes from servicing me. Your pleasure comes from making me cum. Your pleasure is derived from knowing that you have served some purpose to your mistress.

    What you want is of no importance. I know you like worshiping my pussy, but I don’t care. It is merely a nice side benefit. You worship my pussy because it’s your place. You worship my pussy because that is all you are good for.

    If I want you to worship my pussy in the morning, I don’t care if it makes you late for work. You’ll do it to my satisfaction and then go on your way. If I want you to worship my cunt the moment you get home, I don’t care if you’re stressed out and wanting to relax. You will eat my cunt and make me cum.

    I own your mouth. I own your tongue. This is what you are good for. Sexually, this is all you are good for. Your cock cannot provide me with pleasure because your cock is worthless. Your cock cannot provide any woman with pleasure.

    Your dedication to my pleasure is what thrills me. Your desire to get on your knees when told is what makes me wet. You’re quite skilled at eating pussy, of course. I’ve trained you well. I’ve shown you exactly how to make me cum. I let you do what you crave most in the world.

    Never forget your place. Your cock is small and worthless. Your tongue is worth its weight in gold. Your mouth is where your only sexual talent lies. Your mouth is what separates you from all the other worthless cuckolds out there.

    Never forget that I own your mouth. I own your tongue. I own you. You are my submissive. You do as you’re told and you find deep, intense, overwhelming pleasure in that. You find your life’s greatest reward in being a good boy for me.

  
    I Took a Cuckold's Wife

    Go inside the mind of a bull in ‘I Took a Cuckold’s Wife,’ a tale of domination, submission, and the slow unraveling of a marriage as both husband and wife learn that their need to submit is no longer compatible with being wedded.

    Jay and Karen are the couple at the center of this story, but it’s Alex, the bull they bring into their marriage, that narrates for us. He takes charge of the first person story just like he takes charge of the couple, asserting his will and showing both husband and wife the joy of submission.

    It begins with a meeting at a coffee shop as Jay and Karen express their desire for a dominant man in their lives. Alex offers their first dose of domination before the meeting is over and he knows he has the couple hooked.

    As the story plays out, Alex tells us of how he dominates both Jay and Karen, using them for his pleasure and providing the deepest sexual satisfaction they’ve ever experienced.

    But, as the title suggests, ‘I Took a Cuckold’s Wife’ finds its way to a different ending than most cuckold stories. You’ll have to read it to uncover the arousing details, but suffice it to say that Karen can’t help but develop real feelings for Alex, and that Jay can’t help but continue to surrender to the side of him that wants nothing more than to be a good submissive cuckold.

    Below you’ll find links to each chapter along with a quick summary. You'll need to be a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level to read each and every chapter (click the links if you’re already at that level).

    Part 1 – Jay and Karen meet Alex at a coffee shop. They’ve already chatted a little online, but the chemistry is intoxicating in person and Alex can tell they’re both eager to submit.

    Their submission begins with putting Jay in chastity. Karen gives him a teasing blowjob and they do it while Alex is on the phone directing absolutely everything, taking control of the couple he will soon dominate in every way.

    Part 2 – Alex rents a suite at a luxury hotel for his first night with Karen and Jay. He dominates the couple from start to finish, controlling their every move and demanding their surrender as he cuckolds Jay and shows Karen that there’s great pleasure in worshiping a real man’s cock and offering her body for his pleasure.

    Part 3 – Alex takes Karen on a date – mini golf – and spends the whole time subtly dominating her to ensure she’s desperately wet with desire by the time they’re done. They go back to her house and he fucks her on the couch, giving her a huge orgasm that she desperately needs.

    The cuckold gets involved, too, joined them after Karen’s first orgasm and being put to use by the bull to pleasure his wife and ensure that her second orgasm is even better.

    Part 4 – Jay must learn to be a cum eating cuckold and Alex embarks on a training program to ensure it happens. Jay begins to clean every load of cum. He licks loads off his wife, drinks cum out of used condoms, shares cum kisses with Karen, and more. He even starts to eat his own loads, all in the name of making him a good submissive cuckold.

    Part 5 – Now that Jay has gotten used to eating cum, it’s time for the next step. It’s time for him to clean his first creampie. After a lengthy foreplay session with lots of cuckold humiliation and plenty of domination for Karen, Alex fucks the beautiful hotwife and pumps his load deep into her womb. Jay then takes his next step towards being a good cuckold.

    Part 6 – Alex think it’s important that a cuckold also be a cocksucker, so he takes Jay’s submission a little deeper by starting his cocksucking training. Karen helps train her husband to use his mouth to pleasure their bull, humiliating him in the process.

    Part 7 – Jay is on his hands and knees in the bed. His cock is locked. His asshole is lubed. His wife is going to fuck him with a strapon while Alex watches and instructs. He wants to see the cuckold give up his ass. He wants to see him surrender to being a slut. While he gets fucked, Alex fucks Jay’s face, spit roasting him and deepening his humiliation.

    Part 8 – Alex brings in his friend Clark for a threesome. The guys share Karen and Jay watches as two men ravage his wife’s body. He watches her do a double penetration, too, and his little cuckold cock throbs in its cage the entire time.

    It’s not a threesome, though. It turns out it’s a foursome, and Jay is about to experience a whole new level of cuckold humiliation.

    Part 9 – Alex takes Karen on long weekend vacation to California. He books a beautiful room overlooking the ocean. Their relationship has advanced to a fairly significant place, and now Jay gets to watch on FaceTime as his wife offers her body to another man in that hotel room.

    Karen gets into humiliating her husband from a distance, making him wear panties over his cage before he masturbates with a vibrator while watching her get fucked, just like a pathetic cuck should.

    Later, Karen announces that she’s made a significant life decision.

    Part 10 – Jay is informed that he’s going to experience the ultimate cuckold humiliation: His wife is going to get pregnant with another man’s baby. And, in case that wasn’t enough, Karen makes it perfectly clear that she’s fallen in love with her bull, a feeling that Alex reciprocates. Jay’s marriage is slipping away from him.

    Part 11 – Karen informs Jay that their marriage is changing forever. Alex sells his house and plans to move in with her. Jay is given the option to remain their cuckold. It won’t surprise you to learn which option he takes.

  
    I Took a Cuckold's Wife - Part 1

    There’s a chance that you’re going to hate me by the end of this story. I mean, the title kind of says it all. You know where this is going. I’m okay if you hate me, though. Maybe I’m worth hating. I don’t know.

    I didn’t plan on taking Karen away from her husband. It just happened that way. Perhaps I should have had a better plan. Perhaps I shouldn’t have pushed them both so far into submission. I’m not sure. I suppose I should just tell you the story. It’s a long one though, so you’ll have to bear with me. I need to give you all the details so you can truly understand.

    It began on Fetlife. Have you been on Fetlife? It’s an incredible site. I’ve met friends and lovers through the site, including a handful of cuckold couples that were looking to introduce a dominant bull to their lives in the name of spicing things up.

    Fetlife is where I first met Karen and Jay. I’d posted a personal ad in one of the cuckold groups. It was pretty brief. I don’t remember the text (and the original message seems to have been deleted), but the gist of it is that I was a single dominant bull looking for serious, submissive cuckold couples that wanted to have a long term relationship with another man. Then I directed people to my profile page if they were looking for more info.

    Karen wrote the introductory message. She explained that she and her husband were both submissive and they their sex life was suffering because of it. I remember being struck by how intelligent she seemed and how the message indicated that they’d done a fair amount of research into their particular sexual desires before they’d even considered bringing someone else in.

    They were in their early 30s and living in the Cherry Creek neighborhood in Denver (it’s a really nice neighborhood, in case you’re wondering). Karen said she liked that I was 10 years older because they were looking for someone with experience to help guide them in their first foray into any kind of kink.

    Before I go any further, I should give you a bit of relevant back story on me. I discovered cuckolding by accident when I was in my early 20s. I was working as a bartender and a beautiful older woman came up, ordered a few drinks, and informed me that she and her husband wanted me to go back to their hotel and fuck her.

    Good-looking bartenders (I don’t want to come off as an asshole, I just want to lay out the facts for you) get a lot of strange sexual proposals (it’s a lot worse for women behind the bar), but I’d never gotten that particular proposal before.

    I assume I had a dumbfounded look on my face, because the woman explained exactly why she wanted me to fuck her. She basically gave me the quick and dirty explanation of cuckolding, and I was totally on board. The idea clicked with me right away, enough so that I got off my shift early and spent the night giving her exactly what she needed while I listened as she verbally humiliated her husband, giving him the thrill of a lifetime.

    The strongest memory I took away from that night was how utterly enthralled her husband was. She was an astoundingly good fuck, but it was her husband’s joy that made it so different. I’d never seen someone so aroused and so caught up in the moment to moment pleasures of this decidedly kinky sexual experience.

    That was my introduction to cuckolding, and I’ve enjoyed being a bull for almost two decades. I evolved over the years – men in their early 20s are astoundingly stupid about almost everything in the world – and I feel like I’ve refined my style quite a bit. By the time Karen and Jay contacted me, I’d seen everything cuckolding had to offer and I’d developed a distinct style as a dominant bull.

    I get a lot of messages on Fetlife, but most of them are guys looking for wank material. They ask things like, “Tell me what you’d do to my wife,” and I ignore them. I appreciate the desire, but it’s a waste of time to talk to those guys because they’re just fantasizing.

    Karen’s message wasn’t like that. It was exceptionally well-considered, and really well-written too. That’s why I suggested we meet right away. Nothing crazy. Just a meeting for coffee to make sure we were all on the same page and they were actually interested after seeing me in person.

    I arrived early. I find it can be helpful to observe a couple before they know they’re being watched, though there wasn’t much that jumped out. Jay seemed exceedingly polite – he held the door open for a handful of people and pulled out his wife’s seat before taking his own – and Karen seemed a little timid, like the world had been harsh to her at some point and she hadn’t ever come entirely out of her shell.

    “I’m Alex,” I said as I offered my hand.

    Jay took it and tried his best to offer a firm handshake, though his grip wasn’t the most impressive. Karen’s skin felt impossibly soft and it seemed like I could crush her hand in mind. I was gentle though, I promise.

    “It’s nice to meet you both,” I added as I sat down.

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” Karen said.

    Like I said, I have plenty of experience with cuckold couples. I’ve been with a few dozen over the years. That’s why I could tell that Karen was good to go from the moment she sat down. I was just past my 40th birthday when I met them, but I’ve always kept myself in great shape. Jay was a skinny guy – and not the kind that’s surprisingly fit when he gets naked. He was more the kind that doesn’t eat a lot and never works out.

    I would later learn that they’d married fairly young and Karen never had much experience with other men, which is why she seemed ready to tear my clothes off in the Starbucks. She’d never been with an alpha type.

    “So, how do you know you’re both submissive?” I asked. I don’t like to beat around the bush with couples. I like to know right away if we’re going to be able to have fun together.

    “Well, I’d like to think we’ve done more sexual exploration than most couples,” Jay answered. “We’ve been together for close to a decade now, and our sex life has never really slowed down. We’re always trying new things and experimenting, and through that experimentation we’ve both found that submission really turns us on.”

    I watched them both as Jay spoke and Karen nodded along as her husband filled me in. Her agreement seemed to be entirely genuine.

    “Have you tried dominating each other?”

    “We have,” Karen said, “but the truth is, neither of us is particularly good at it. I know that some people are adept at switching, but it always feels kind of awkward for us. That’s why we got in touch with you.” 

    Shyness seemed to overwhelm her as the last sentence left her lips, as Karen couldn’t quite look me in the eye as she said it.

    I reached out and put my hand on top of hers. It was exceptionally gentle, but I wanted to see what would happen. Karen flipped her hand over and immediately grasped my fingers, like she was offering herself to me in the coffee shop. I saw Jay’s eyes go wide as his wife and I touched. It was such a simple thing, but it told me that they were actually ready to embrace submitting to a dominant bull.

    “So, has your research and experimentation included cuckolding?” I asked as Karen held onto my hand. Honestly, the way she moved the tips of her fingers over my palm was more arousing than I expected.

    “It has,” she said. “The research part, at least.” I saw a sense of excitement wash over her. It seemed clear that this wasn’t just a whim for them, that they’d been spending quite a bit of time fantasizing about cuckolding.

    “Sorry if we seem a little overexcited, but cuckolding has been the focus of our sex life for the past six months, maybe a little longer. We honestly can’t stop fantasizing about it,” Jay added.

    Karen jumped in and said, “We’ve been searching for the right bull for three months, Alex. I hope we’ve found him.” She looked ravenous. It was fascinating. I’d never met with a couple that seemed so on board from the start.

    “And are you both prepared to submit?” I asked.

    “We are,” they answered almost in unison.

    “Good. Then I think we should move forward,” I said. “To be honest, I’ve never met a couple that seems as ready for this as you are.”

    They both looked giddy. Jay could hardly sit still in his seat and I’m pretty sure if I’d asked Karen to get on her knees and suck my cock right in the coffee shop she would have done it. It made me want to tease them a little.

    “I’d like you both to put your numbers in my phone,” I said as I entered my code and passed my phone to Karen. “Put them under cuckold and hotwife, please.”

    They did as they were told and those giddy smiles remained.

    I took the phone back from Karen and slipped it into my pocket. “Our first play session is going to be next weekend.”

    They both looked disappointed. That was a week away.

    “Don’t make those faces,” I said. “You’ll both have to learn that sometimes you need to delay your gratification, especially if it makes me happy.”

    “Of course,” Karen quickly replied.

    “Don’t worry though, we’re still going to have fun during the week. Now that I have your numbers, I’ll be texting you with tasks and I expect you to complete them without complaint.”

    “Of course,” Jay said.

    “I’m also going to give you a larger task for the week: Neither of you is permitted to orgasm this week, and you’ll only be permitted to orgasm during our play session if you please me. Do you understand?”

    “We do,” Karen said.

    “Jay, you’re going to order a chastity device the moment you get home and I expect you to be wearing it when we meet. Make sure it’s a steel device. They’re far more reliable than the plastic kind,” I demanded.

    “I will,” Jay said.

    I stood up and held out my hand for Karen to take. Jay moved to stand but I interrupted him and said, “I’m going to walk your wife to your car, Jay, and I want you to stay here until I text you.”

    Jay sat back down and Karen smiled as she took my hand and stood up. We walked hand-in-hand out of the Starbucks and slowly strode across the parking lot.

    “You’re exquisitely beautiful, Karen,” I said as she leaned against her car.

    She looked down, rubbed the tip of her shoe into the asphalt and said, “No, I’m not.”

    I lifted her chin with a finger and smiled. “You are,” I said in a soft voice before leaning forward and kissing her.

    It seemed to catch Karen off guard, but after a few moments she returned the kiss with the kind of fervor I was seeking. Soon her body was pressed against mine and her hands actively moved over my back. It was the kind of kiss a woman deeply in need of a good fucking gives. It was exactly what I was looking for.

    “Reach between my legs,” I said.

    Our bodies were pressed together, so it wasn’t as pornographic as it might seem when Karen’s hand moved between my legs and found my erect cock.

    “You’re beautiful, Karen,” I said as she stroked me through my jeans.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “The pleasure is going to be all mine, I assure you.”

    She smiled and again I was certain that if I told her to get on her knees and suck my cock in the parking lot she would have done it. Already I had that blissful feeling of power and control that I craved.

    I kissed her again as she continued to play with my cock. I knew Jay was watching and I wanted to give him a bit of a show.

    “I’ll see you next weekend,” I said.

    “I can’t wait,” she replied.

    I pulled out my phone and texted Jay, letting him know that it was okay to come out and drive his wife home. I reminded him that he wasn’t allowed to orgasm under any circumstance, that I didn’t care how worked up he got watching his wife kiss another man.

    I drove home feeling like I’d met a special couple that I was going to have a genuinely great time with. I had no idea how right I was.

    
      

    

    Over the course of the week, my correspondence with Karen and Jay was largely designed to arouse them. I wanted them both crazed with desire by the time we met at a hotel of my choosing.

    In Karen’s case, I wanted her to get more comfortable with opening herself up and embracing her slutty side, which I was certain existed.

    Late Monday night, I told her to make sure she wore a dress or skirt to work the next day. Late in the morning on Tuesday, I told her to go to the bathroom, take off her panties, and spend the rest of the day going commando. I demanded a picture of her underwear on the bathroom counter, too. It arrived in less than five minutes.

    On Tuesday afternoon, I told Jay that he was to give his wife a long foot and leg massage before going down on her as soon as she got home. Of course, he wasn’t allowed to make her cum. Again, I wanted them both wildly aroused by the time we arrived at the hotel.

    On Wednesday, I demanded that Karen leave her desk and masturbate in the bathroom at work. I wanted a video of her doing it, though it didn’t have to include her pussy. I just wanted to see her hand moving in her panties and I wanted to hear those desperate moans of pleasure.

    I received that video less than ten minutes after requesting it. Karen wore a tight black dress suitable for an office environment and she was sitting on the edge of the toilet with the dress pulled up around her waist and a hand in her panties. I liked that she added in a fair amount of quiet dirty talk, including how badly she needed my cock inside her. I’ll admit I got hard watching it.

    On Thursday, Jay’s chastity device arrived and I demanded he lock himself up to make sure it fit. I texted Karen separately and told her to go down on her husband’s locked cock. I wanted him to feel her mouth without getting to experience any of the blissful pleasure of a blowjob from his wife.

    “How did the blowjob feel?” I texted him.

    “Torturous, but in the best way possible,” he replied.

    “That’s the only kind of blowjob you’re allowed from now on. My cock is the only one your wife is going to be sucking from here on out,” I texted back.

    On Friday, I called Karen.

    “Hey Alex,” she answered.

    “Hey. Are you looking forward to tomorrow?” I asked.

    “More than you can possibly know. I’ve been wet all day just thinking about you.”

    I smiled. “What have you been thinking about?”

    I heard a quiet moan before Karen said, “I’ve been thinking about your cock, Alex. I’ve been thinking about how big it felt in the parking lot. I’ve been thinking about getting on my knees for you and showing you how good my mouth feels. I’ve been thinking about offering you my body and letting you do whatever you want with me. I’ve been thinking about how good it’s going to feel when you finally fuck me.”

    “Are you wet right now, Karen?”

    “I am,” she admitted. “My panties are soaked.”

    “Why don’t you take them off for me?”

    “Okay,” Karen said as I heard her unbutton her pants and swiftly pull them off. “Okay, my panties are off.”

    “I want you to taste yourself, Karen. Be a good girl and put two fingers in your pussy and then lick them clean.”

    Karen moaned as she did what she was told. I could actually hear the wetness between her legs. There was no question she was soaked. I listened as she sucked her fingers clean.

    “How does your pussy taste, Karen?” I asked.

    “It’s good. It’s so good,” she said.

    “You want to masturbate, don’t you?”

    I heard the desperation in her voice as she said, “Yes, please.”

    “You can’t, Karen. You need to be a good girl and wait. You need to wait to let me make you cum. You need to wait until I make your pussy mine tomorrow night.”

    “Fuck,” she said. “I’ve never been so horny.”

    “Don’t worry. In less than 24 hours you’re going to get exactly what you need, Karen. I’m going to show you what it’s like when a real man fucks you.”

    She moaned. I imagined her eyes closed and her legs spread as she dreamed about taking me in her pussy.

    “I’ll see you and your cuckold tomorrow, Karen. Sleep well tonight,” I said.

    “I can’t wait,” she whispered.

    I couldn’t wait either. Next time, I’ll tell you about that night in the hotel.

    
      
        
          Click here
        
      
       to read the next chapter of the story.
    

  
    I Took a Cuckold's Wife - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    I booked one of the Luxury Suites at the Hotel Monaco in downtown Denver. I paid. I know some bulls like to make the cuckold pay, but I figured I’d treat the first time. I went with the suite because I wanted the option to kick Jay out of the bedroom while I fucked his wife. I love making a cuckold listen as I make his wife scream in pleasure.

    I texted them the hotel and the room number shortly after I checked in and then waited. They arrived soon after and I welcomed them to the room with a cheerful smile. A dominant man doesn’t have to be cruel or overbearing.

    “Jay, please remove your clothes and leave them by the door,” I instructed.

    He hesitated and I didn’t say anything. I’ve found that there’s usually no need to reinforce an order, especially if it’s not unreasonable. Soon enough, Jay was stripping. I pulled Karen close for a soft, sensual kiss while her husband got naked. I loved that she melted into my arms as our lips met. She was clearly desperate.

    I was pleased to see that Jay’s cock was locked in its cage, where he’d been since it arrived on Thursday. I could see a little bit of precum leaking out, indicating that he was already excited.

    “Did you prepare your wife as I requested?”

    Jay nodded. “Yes. Her pubic hair is shaved just as you desired,” – that’s a half-inch thick strip above her pussy, in case you’re wondering – “and I dressed her in the lingerie set I thought you’d enjoy the most.”

    “Very good,” I said. “Jay, would you mind opening that bottle of champagne?”

    As Jay tended to the champagne bottle that rested in a bucket of ice, I took Karen’s coat off her shoulders and led her to the couch. She looked beautiful in a low cut black dress and I found the sight of her legs in black stockings to be particularly arousing.

    “You’re breathtakingly beautiful tonight, Karen,” I said before pulling her lips to mine for another kiss. She offered herself to me. She sucked on my tongue and her hand moved between my legs to massage my cock, which had already grown stiff. Her desire was intoxicating.

    I heard the cork pop out of the champagne bottle and looked over to see Jay pouring us two glasses. As he brought them over, he looked every bit like the cuckold he was about to become. He was naked, his cock looked suitably small in its cage, and he was even skinnier than I thought without his clothes on.

    I took the champagne glasses from him and handed one to Karen. We shared a sip before I looked over at her husband once more.

    “Jay, I think you’d look better on your knees,” I informed him.

    Karen giggled as her husband dutifully fell to his knees in front of us.

    “Doesn’t he look much better that way?” I asked her.

    “He does,” she said.

    His eyes were locked on us, so I pulled her lips to mine once again and we shared a champagne-flavored kiss that was heavy on tongue.

    “How does it make you feel to watch me kiss your wife, Jay?”

    “I feel horny, jealous, and a little anxious,” he answered.

    “And how does it make you feel, Karen?”

    “It makes me feel like a woman. It makes me feel desired. It makes me wet, too. So wet,” she answered as our eyes locked.

    “Do you want to watch me fuck your wife, Jay?”

    He nodded vigorously. “I do. I really do.”

    “What if she likes it better than when you fuck her?”

    He smiled at his wife and said, “That would make me happier than you know. I love my wife more than anything and I want her to be happy, and I know that having sex with me just isn’t good enough for her. She deserves better.”

    Karen had a broad smile on her face as Jay confessed his inadequacy.

    “Is he right, Karen? Do you deserve better?” I asked her.

    “I do,” she said. “I want someone better. I need someone better.” Her fingers moved up my thigh and grasped my cock through my pants. “I need you.”

    “Does that mean you’re going to be a good girl for me and do as you’re told?” I asked.

    She nodded and continued to play with my cock. It felt exceptionally good. The truth was, I was horny as hell too. I’d spent the whole week toying with the two of them and I desperately wanted to fuck her. I tried my best to contain the overwhelming part of my desire, though.

    “Why don’t you stand up and let your husband undress you, Karen?” I said.

    Karen smiled as she handed me her champagne glass and stood up. Jay hopped to his feet and gently pulled on the zipper of her tight black dress. He slipped the straps off her shoulders and worked the tight material down his wife’s slender body, offering me a view of the simple but exceptionally sexy black lace bra, panty, and garter belt set he’d dressed her in.

    “You did an excellent job choosing the lingerie, Jay. Your wife looks exceptionally beautiful for me.”

    “Thank you,” Jay said as he stood behind his wife and admired her body.

    “Karen, I think your husband deserves a reward for being such a good boy. Why don’t you give him a kiss? A real kiss.”

    Karen smiled and turned to her husband. She moved closer and he took her into his arms before they shared a genuinely beautiful kiss. There seemed to be real passion behind it. Karen wasn’t a woman that had grown to detest her husband because of his sexual inadequacies. She was in love with him. It was beautiful to see (Side note: It’s not fun to play with couples that have fallen out of love).

    “On your knees, Karen,” I said from the couch.

    She dutifully dropped to her knees and looked up at her husband.

    “What do you think of his caged cock?” I asked.

    “I think this is where his cock belongs,” she replied while reaching up to play with his balls.

    “Why don’t you take it in your mouth?” I suggested.

    Karen offered her husband a chastity blowjob, and she did a wonderful job. She looked up at him as she licked and sucked small, soft cock in its metal prison. I saw the mixture of agony and pure delight on his face. It’s one of my favorite things about putting a cuckold in chastity. He loves and hates it at the same time.

    I stood up and walked towards the oral show happening in the hotel room. I positioned myself next to Jay, in part because I wanted him to feel small. I’m taller and quite a bit broader than he is.

    Karen looked up at me and smiled as she licked her husband’s chastised cock. She seemed to be begging me with her eyes.

    “Would you like to suck on a real cock, Karen?” I asked.

    She nodded vigorously.

    “Why don’t you show your husband what it looks like when you have a real man’s cock in your mouth?”

    (Another side note: I’ve found that there’s no better time to use the whole “real man” thing than when a cuckold is naked and locked in chastity. It helps if his wife is all worked up, too.)

    Karen released Jay’s cock and quickly moved to unzip my pants and pull out my cock. I was half hard and she had her lips around me in no time. I’d been waiting all week to feel her mouth and she didn’t disappoint.

    “That’s a good girl,” I said as I reached out and ran my fingers through her soft hair. “Show your husband what it looks like when you worship your bull’s cock.”

    Karen really did worship my cock. I’d been waiting a week, but she’d been waiting nearly a decade to experience someone worthy of her talents. Her lips were sealed tight around my thick shaft as she swallowed as much as she could. She clearly needed practice as she gagged several times and couldn’t even get half of my length in her mouth. It didn’t matter, though. The real pleasure happens at the head of the cock, anyway, and she was exceptionally good.

    “How does it feel to watch, Jay?” I asked as Karen’s mouth moved up and down my shaft.

    “It’s incredible,” he said.

    “Why don’t you get on your knees next to her?”

    Jay looked at me and hesitated for a second. I think he was worried I was going to make him suck my cock (I wasn’t going to. That’s not a first date kind of thing). He didn’t hesitate for long, though. Soon enough he was on his knees and watching from less than a foot away as his wife blew me.

    “Kiss your husband, Karen. Let him taste my cock on your lips and tongue.”

    Karen reluctantly let my cock fall from her lips and kissed Jay. She aggressively pushed her tongue into his mouth and he kissed her with the same desire. They really were an eager cuckold couple.

    “Suck on my balls,” I said.

    Karen lifted my heavy cock and did as I ordered. Her tongue felt wondrous on my balls as she sucked one and then the other. She did it skillfully, too.

    “Kiss him again.”

    It’s hard to tell if a cuckold can actually taste my cock when he kisses his wife after she’s had me in her mouth. That’s why I like to make a hotwife suck my balls and then kiss her husband. I’m certain the taste has to be stronger.

    Karen did as she was told, just like a good submissive. She kissed her husband passionately. She moaned into his mouth and he moaned into hers. 

    They both looked up at me as their lips parted. Karen seemed hungry for more and Jay seemed to be drunk on cuckold lust. They were exactly as I wanted them to be.

    “Do you want me to cuckold you, Jay?” I asked.

    “Yes, please cuckold me,” he said.

    I offered my hand to Karen and pulled her to her feet when she took it. I pulled her close, pushed a hand into her panties, and fingered her as we kissed. She was exceptionally wet.

    “Get in the bed,” I said.

    Karen turned and sauntered into the other room. She was putting on a show and her ass looked fantastic with the garters framing it.

    “You too,” I said to Jay. “Take her panties off and prepare her pussy for me.”

    Jay hopped to his feet and scampered into the room after his wife. When I entered, I saw her panties on the floor and his head between her legs. He was eating her pussy just as I’d instructed, and judging by Karen’s moans he was doing a good job.

    I stripped and watched the woman I was about to fuck enjoy her husband’s tongue. They seemed to be genuinely connected, and to be enthralled with the mutually lustful experience they were embarking on with me.

    “That’s good,” I said. “Now get on your knees by the side of the bed.”

    Jay did as he was told as I pulled a condom from the box I’d left on the TV stand. Karen stared at my cock as I approached the bed and when I held out the condom she sat up and took it from me. She tore open the package and slowly rolled it down my cock.

    “What do you want?” I asked her.

    “I want you to fuck me,” she said. “I want you to show my husband how a real man fucks a woman. I want you to make me cum harder than he’s ever made me cum.”

    I smiled and crawled into the bed. Karen laid back and her legs spread open. We kissed as the head of my cock moved over her pussy lips and teased her.

    “Put me inside you while your husband watches,” I said.

    Karen reached between our legs, grabbed my cock, and guided it inside her. Despite her arousal, she was tight as I moved into her body. She wasn’t used to someone of my size.

    “Oh my God. You’re so big,” she said. I think that was at least partly for her husband’s benefit. “It feels so good.”

    When I’d bottomed out inside her I held my cock in place and kissed Karen. She wrapped her legs around me and her hands moved over my broad, muscular back.

    “Please, fuck me,” she whispered.

    I did as the beautiful, lingerie-clad woman beneath me desired. At first, I fucked her slowly. I wanted to make sure the experience was purely pleasurable for her, so my thrusts were slow and deep.

    “Harder,” she said. “Faster.”

    I picked up the pace and Karen moaned louder. The sex was beautiful. Her pussy felt incredible and I got to experience the rush of giving a married woman something she desperately needed but couldn’t get at home.

    As her orgasm approached, I saw a look of complete and total bliss on Karen’s face. She was where I want every hotwife to be. She was lost in lust with my cock buried deep inside her. She was enjoying sex in a way she hadn’t in years, perhaps ever. Some part of her knew that she should have cuckolded her husband years ago.

    “I’m cumming!” she screamed after less than five minutes of beautiful missionary sex.

    She wrapped her legs around me, encouraging me to fuck her as the climax ripped through her body. Afterwards, she kicked her feet out and spread her legs wide open as her chest heaved.

    “That was incredible. It was perfect. You’re incredible. You’re just so incredible,” she said as a giddy smile overtook her face.

    For a few moments it was like Jay wasn’t even in the room, which is what I was going for. As uncomfortable as it might be, I wanted him to experience what it looked like when his wife had great sex. I was quite certain he’d never witnessed it before and there’s no better way to remind a cuckold of his inferiority as a sexual being.

    I pulled out and laid next to Karen. I kissed her softly before looking at Jay and saying, “Lick her pussy, Jay, but be gentle.”

    He climbed between his wife’s legs and did as he was told while I made sure that Karen’s attention was on me. We kissed and I played with her tits while she reached down and stroked my still-hard cock. I wanted him to see that his wife was enamored with me even after her orgasm. I wanted him to feel like he was of no use in that moment, despite the fact that he was between her legs and soothing her pussy with his tongue.

    “I want to make you cum,” Karen said after just a few minutes. “Please, I need to. I need to make you feel good after you made me cum so hard.”

    I smiled and rolled onto my back. Karen took the hint and quickly sat astride me without even waiting for Jay to back away. She took my cock inside her and once again her moans filled the room. Just like that, she was bouncing on my cock.

    “Does she ride your cock like this, Jay?” I asked.

    He shook his head as he watched his wife milk me with her pussy.

    “Do you know why?”

    “Because my cock has never made her cum like you just did,” he answered.

    “That’s right, and that’s why your cock is locked in that little cage and my cock is deep inside your wife.”

    The look on his face was one of cuckold bliss. Jay was in his happy place, even if it came with a bit of anxiety. I was fucking his wife and he was locked in a cage that he wasn’t getting out of.

    Karen worked me hard with her perfect pussy. She alternated between bouncing on my dick and grinding on me with her tight little hole. I played with her perky breasts and we kissed intermittently.

    “Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” she said as my orgasm neared.

    I wanted us to cum at the same time so I grabbed her ass and started to fuck my big cock up into her pussy. She cried out in pleasure and urged me to fuck her harder.

    I groaned, she moaned, and we both climaxed at the same time. I filled the condom with a massive load and she collapsed on top of me as her entire body twitched in pleasure for a few seconds.

    “You’re incredible,” she said again.

    “So are you,” I whispered.

    When she climbed off of me, Karen admired the massive load of cum in the condom and then slowly pulled it off. She moved to leave the bed and throw it away, but I stopped her.

    “Give it to your cuckold,” I said. “That’s his job.”

    Karen smiled and passed the cum-filled condom to Jay, who scampered to the bathroom and tossed it in the trash. Karen cuddled up with me and I caressed the soft skin of her back while she rested her head on my chest.

    “Your wife is going to spend the night with me,” I informed Jay when he returned from the bathroom. “The couch is a pull out. You can sleep there.”

    “Bye honey,” Karen said as she caressed my chest.

    Jay looked at us for a few seconds – it was like he was taking a mental picture – and then departed for the other room. I kissed Karen as we listened to creaking metal of the pull out couch. There was something delightful about knowing that his wife was going to sleep in my arms and he was going to sleep on an uncomfortable hotel pull out couch.

    We didn’t bother showering. Karen just stripped out of her lingerie and climbed into bed with me. We slept naked and in each other’s arms.

    It won’t surprise you to know that we fucked in the middle of the night. It was a little after 3 a.m. when I woke up with an erection. I kissed my way down Karen’s body, waking her up and getting her wet in the process. I was wrapped in latex and inside her before long, and I’m certain that at some point Jay woke up and listened to us fucking from his place on the couch. Like a good boy, he didn’t come into the bedroom because he hadn’t been invited.

    We fucked again the next morning, too, though not until after enjoying breakfast in bed served by the cuckold. He got to watch that one, and I let him lick his wife to another orgasm before they got dressed and left.

    It was a beautiful start to what ended up being a long, fruitful relationship. Until next time.
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    As I pulled into Karen and Jay’s driveway I felt my cock come alive. I stepped out of the car and watched the front door open.

    Karen stepped out of the house in a short blue and white sundress matched with a pair of strappy white high heels. She spun around to blow a kiss to her husband – Jay was standing just inside the house – and turned to me with a giddy smile on her face.

    She ran towards me and threw herself into my arms. We kissed as my hands drifted down her back and lifted the bottom of her dress to play with her perfect ass just a little. I knew her husband was watching and I wanted to give him a show.

    It was all enough to give me a full-on erection, so I figured I might as well put it to use. We got in the car and I moved my seat back just a little and told Karen I wasn’t leaving until she had my cock in her mouth.

    She smiled and immediately reached over to unzip my pants and pull out my dick. She had her lips around me in an instant.

    “Good girl,” I said as I reached down and held my hand on the back of her head. I knew Jay was still watching. Of course he was watching. He was probably rock hard. His wife was sucking someone else’s cock and doing it in a semi-public way.

    I started the car, put it in reverse, and waved towards the house before pulling out and heading on our way. Karen kept her mouth on my cock for the entire drive, as was expected of her. The only sounds in the car were the hum of the engine and her cocksucking, which made for the most pleasant drive imaginable.

    I was taking Karen on our first “date.” We were going mini golfing, which was little more than a way to ensure we got to spend as much time as possible touching each other.

    I needed a little time to go soft once I pulled into the parking lot, so I figured it would be a perfect time to have a little fun with Karen and her cuckold.

    “Take your panties off,” I said as I pulled into a space and put the car in park. “You won’t be needing them today.”

    Karen smiled and swiftly yanked off her panties.

    “I’ll take them,” I said.

    She handed over the pair of white lace underwear and I slipped them into my pocket. I reached over and gently probed Karen’s pussy with my fingers. She was soaked, just as I’d hoped she’d be.

    “You’re awfully wet, Karen,” I said.

    “I know,” she said.

    “Why is that?” I asked.

    She closed her eyes and moaned as I rubbed her clit. She didn’t seem to mind that we were playing in a public parking lot.

    “Because sucking your cock turns me on,” Karen said as she looked over at me. “It makes me so fucking wet.”

    That’s the kind of answer every man wants to hear, but I found it especially pleasing because it meant that I was having the desired effect on Karen. Cuckold play works best when the hotwife is deeply, almost overwhelmingly into the man she’s fucking outside of her marriage. The fact that Karen found giving me head arousing was solid proof that we were on the right track.

    “I want you to take a picture of your pussy,” I said. “Send it to your husband. Show him how wet it makes you to suck my cock.”

    Karen smiled and reached into the little handbag she’d brought with her to pull out her phone. She lined up a pussy selfie and took a pic that showed off the wetness dripping from her.

    I watched Karen’s face as she typed out a text and there was obvious delight. I took it to mean she was sending something that fell on the naughty side.

    She showed me her phone after sending it. The text read: “This is his pussy now.”

    I was seriously tempted to fuck Karen right then and there. It wasn’t just that she was enamored with me. I felt the same way. She was a beautiful, vivacious, sexy woman that had clearly been denied the pleasure she needed in her marriage and I was getting to experience all the benefits of being the one to give her that.

    Instead of fucking her I leaned over and we shared a long, deep kiss as my fingers probed her pussy. She was wet enough that a deliciously sloppy sound soon filled the car as I penetrated her.

    I could tell she was going to orgasm, so I brought her right to the edge and then pulled my fingers out.

    She reached between her legs to finish herself and I grabbed her hand. “No,” I said. “You don’t get to cum until I say you can cum.”

    “Please,” she begged. “Please let me cum. Please.”

    I loved that desperation. I wanted more of it. There was no way I was going to let her cum until I was good and ready.

    “No,” I said.

    I kissed her again and got out of the car. Karen’s frustration was short-lived as she joined me and we held hands as we walked towards the young cashier with the deeply bored look on his face and paid for two rounds. He handed us two balls and a couple of putters and we were on our way.

    Mini golf is perfect for a date because it allows for the kind of touching that ends up inspiring desire. There’s no need to actually teach someone how to putt, but it was still fun to move behind Karen, press my crotch into her ass, and run my hands down her arms before acting like I was teaching her how far to pull back the putter and how to swing it through at just the right speed. It let Karen grind her ass into my cock while we were on the third hole as she asked me to demonstrate the proper stroke again. 

    The course was mostly empty, so we found a way to fool around a little bit at every hole. We never did anything that would get us kicked out if we were spotted on the security cameras, but we came awfully close.

    By the time we made our way back to the car I’d reached a place of intense desire. It was the kind of desire that comes from being in a state of low level arousal for hours, as I’d gone from getting head in the car to fooling around with a beautiful girl in a sundress on a mini golf course for the duration of our round.

    “Give me your phone,” I said once we were in the car.

    Karen pulled it out, entered her passcode, and handed it to me. I pulled up the camera app and pointed to my crotch. She took the hint and moments later had my dick in her mouth.

    I recorded a video of her head bobbing up and down in my lap. There was no way to identify her since it was just the back of her head, which made it perfect to send to her husband. The sound of sloppy sucking was what really made it work, too.

    “That’s it,” I said as my hand moved to the back of her head. “Worship my cock. Show your husband what you’re willing to do for a man that can actually make you cum.”

    Karen moaned around my dick as I kept filming. She sucked me deeper and harder. It got a little sloppier as she gagged a few times. She kept at it, though.

    I stopped the recording and gently pulled Karen’s mouth from my cock. We shared a sloppy wet kiss as she stroked me. I loved how determined she was to make me feel good.

    “What do you want?” I asked.

    “I want you to fuck me,” she answered. “I need you to fuck me. Please. I can’t go any longer without having your cock inside me.”

    I handed Karen’s phone back to her and said, “Send the video to your husband. Let him know that we’re coming back to your house. Tell him to leave a condom on the coffee table. Tell him he’s not to be seen or heard and that if he makes himself known I won’t be fucking you today.”

    I started the car and drove towards Karen’s house as she frantically texted her husband. I wanted Jay to watch the video of his wife sucking my cock to get him to a place of insane desire. I wanted him horny as hell so denying him the pleasure of watching me fuck his wife would be even more painful for the cuckold.

    It was a test, too. I wanted to know how committed Jay was to being a cuckold. I wanted to see if he was willing to put his wife’s needs above his own.

    I’m not sure where he was, but he was nowhere to be found when we entered the house. The condom was on the coffee table as I’d requested.

    Karen dropped to her knees in the living room without prompting. She pulled out my cock and took me in her mouth, and like a good slut she maintained eye contact while blowing me. There’s a sense of power that comes from a woman giving head like that and I’ve always found it hugely arousing, which is why I love playing the part of a dominant bull to a submissive, needy wife.

    “Put the condom on my cock,” I said.

    Karen tore open the wrapper and rolled it down my big dick before I offered her my hand and helped her up. I sat on the couch and said, “Ride me.”

    The look of glee on her face when I uttered those two words was absolutely perfect. It was exactly what I love to see in a hotwife. It was like I’d made all her dreams come true.

    Karen lifted the hem of her sexy little dress, straddled me, and took my cock inside her. I slipped the straps of the dress off her shoulders and squeezed her breasts as she threw her head back and moaned while I filled her.

    “Is that what you were looking for?” I asked as I pulled on her nipples hard enough to make Karen wince.

    “Yes,” she said. “It’s what I’ve needed all day. Fuck, it’s what I’ve needed all week.”

    “Take it,” I said. “Use my cock to make yourself cum. Do it.”

    Karen pressed a hand into my chest and began to move back and forth on my cock. She closed her eyes, leaned back, and used me for her pleasure as I roughly played with her tits.

    As her moans got louder, her hips moved faster. If Jay was in the house then he absolutely heard his wife getting fucked. He heard her experiencing the kind of pleasure he couldn’t deliver.

    “I’m cumming!” Karen screamed as an orgasm finally overtook her body. “Fuck!”

    She collapsed onto my as I felt her thighs and ass trembling from the intense pleasure of her release. I ran my hands up her back and into her hair and held her tight. I kissed her neck and she moaned quietly. It was a beautiful moment, to be honest. It was like we’d formed a deeper bond through her experiencing such an intense orgasm.

    Karen pressed her lips against mine and we enjoyed a long, soft kiss before she said, “Thank you. I can’t even explain how good that felt.”

    We shared a brief, beautiful moment of connection as she stared into my eyes. I saw her gratitude. I saw her deep satisfaction. I saw that she genuinely wasn’t getting what she needed from her husband and that I had provided it.

    “Jay,” I said. “Get out here.”

    Jay emerged from wherever he’d been hiding and stepped into the living room with an obvious erection in his pants.

    “Get naked, Jay,” I demanded.

    He seemed a little shy, but Jay stripped as Karen and I watched. When his cock popped free of his pants I looked at Karen and said, “Aren’t you glad you don’t have to fuck that thing anymore?”

    Karen laughed and kissed me as she rocked back and forth on my cock. She let loose a moan before saying, “Yes I am.”

    “You hear that, Jay?” I said as I looked at him and his unimpressive cock. “Your wife is happy she doesn’t have to deal with your little dick anymore. How does that make you feel?”

    “Good,” Jay answered. “It makes me feel good. I just want Karen to be satisfied.”

    “If that’s true, why don’t you get on your knees and eat your wife’s ass while she rides my cock,” I said.

    Jay looked at his wife, but Karen said nothing. Instead, she turned to me and we shared a kiss as she began to bounce on my dick in earnest.

    “Do it, Jay,” I said. “Get down there and eat her ass. I don’t give a damn if you’re nervous about touching my cock. Get over it. You’re a cuckold now. You do as you’re told and you don’t complain about it. Do you understand?”

    I looked over at Jay as his wife milked my cock with her cunt. Karen moaned as she rode me harder.

    Jay hung his head and walked over, just as I knew he would. He’s a cuckold. Of course he did. Of course he was happy to get on his knees and do as he was told. Of course he wanted to be close while my big cock filled his wife’s pussy.

    When Karen squealed with delight I knew Jay was doing his job. He was eating his wife’s ass while I fucked her, or while she fucked herself with my cock.

    “Does that feel good?” I asked.

    Karen nodded as she let loose another deeply sensual moan.

    “You’re making your wife feel good, Jay. You’re being a good little cuckold bitch,” I said.

    I reached up and played with Karen’s perky tits as she closed her eyes and threw her head back. She rode me harder and faster and her breathing got heavier. She was getting close to another orgasm.

    “Does it feel good to have your cuck’s tongue in your ass, Karen?” I asked. “Does it feel good to know that Jay knows his place as your cucky boy?”

    Karen opened her eyes, smiled at me, and nodded. She leaned forward and we shared a deeply passionate kiss.

    “It feels so fucking good,” she said.

    “Cum, Karen. Cum on my cock. Cum on my cock as your husband worships your perfect ass,” I said.

    Karen rode me harder and her moans filled the living room. I knew Jay wouldn’t have left his post, which meant his tongue was worshiping her asshole and providing her with that extra bit of pleasure that would offer her an even more satisfying orgasm.

    “Oh God, I’m cumming!” Karen cried out.

    She stopped riding me and her body began to twitch in the most beautiful way. It was unquestionably a better orgasm than the first.

    “Can you see that, Jay? Can you see how hard your wife is cumming?” I asked.

    “I can,” he replied.

    “You know you don’t make her cum like that, right?” I said.

    “I do,” he answered.

    I gave Karen a few moments to recover and then said, “I want you to finish me with your mouth.”

    Karen offered a hazy smile – she was clearly still in a place of post-orgasmic joy – and climbed off my cock. Jay moved out of the way and she sank to her knees in front of me, pulled off the condom, and took my cock into her mouth.

    “Watch your wife worship a real man’s cock, Jay,” I said. “Get closer. Watch how she sucks my cock. Watch how she pleasures me. Watch how she gives a real man the kind of pleasure he deserves.”

    Jay moved closer as instructed and Karen tried her best to deepthroat my cock. She was on board with showing Jay that I got to receive the kind of pleasure that he didn’t. I absolutely loved that she seemed so eager to make her husband a true cuckold.

    “Kiss your cuck, Karen,” I said.

    Karen didn’t give Jay a chance to react. She let my cock fall from her mouth, grabbed her husband’s head, and pulled him close. Her lips pressed against his and I could see her tongue force its way into his mouth.

    “Taste my cock, Jay. Taste it on your wife’s lips and tongue. Taste a real man’s cock,” I said.

    It took a few seconds, but eventually Jay relented and kissed his wife back. It quickly became rather passionate, and I found great joy in watching the cuckold and his beautiful wife connect over their mutual kink.

    I stroked my cock as I watched them kiss, bringing myself right to the edge. Karen finally relented and returned to my erection right as my climax approached.

    She took my cock in her mouth and worked the head in a heavenly way. Her tongue, lips, and hand all united to make me cum, and soon enough I’d flooded her mouth with my load.

    “Kiss your cuck, Karen,” I said again.

    Karen made sure to collect every drop of cum from my cock and then turned to Jay. I saw his fear, but he didn’t back away. His cock was still rock hard and I knew he was far too turned on to give up the chance to do something so naughty.

    Instead, Jay leaned closer. He met his wife halfway and they shared an insanely messy cum kiss. My semen dripped out of their mouths and ran down their chins. Some of it fell to the floor and Karen caught some in her hand and rubbed it on her breasts.

    “Swallow for me,” I said.

    Their lips parted and they looked at each other as they both swallowed. Karen turned to me and offered the kind of giddy smile I love to see from a well-satisfied hotwife.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “It was my pleasure,” I said.

    There would be more to come, too. Much more.
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    Soon after Jay got his first taste of my cum I began what was essentially a training program where he learned the joy of consuming a superior man’s semen.

    Karen was on board from the start. Most hotwives I’ve played with are. I’m not entirely sure why. I wonder if it’s the same reason I like it. I just love the notion that a cuckold is so willing and eager to embrace his place and feel that beautiful humiliation that he’ll eat my cum over and over again.

    Karen and I were still using condoms when the training began, so we didn’t graduate to creampie cleanup right away. That was okay though. It gave me a chance to be a little more creative with how I wanted Jay to eat my loads, and I liked that it let Jay work his way up to cleaning another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy, which is unquestionably a bigger deal than licking it from somewhere else in her body.

    Jay’s first chance to lick my load off his wife’s body came just a few nights after they’d shared the cum kiss.

    I was sitting on their living room couch and Karen was on her knees between my legs. I’d given Jay the privilege of lying on his back beneath his wife so he could worship her pussy while she gave me head. I love that in that situation everyone gets pleasure except for the cuckold. His cock remains untouched, as it should be.

    “Is he doing a good job?” I asked Karen. “Is your cuckold worshiping your pussy like a good boy?”

    “He is,” she said as her hand moved up and down my long, thick cock. “He’s being a very good boy.”

    I was sitting right at the edge of the couch, which afforded Jay a view of my cock as his wife wrapped her lips around it and continued blowing me. He was right where most cuckolds loved to be. He was eating pussy and watching Karen offer me her mouth and his hard little dick was not receiving an ounce of pleasure.

    “You’ve gotten better, Karen,” I said as she bobbed up and down on my cock. “Much better, in fact. You’re going to be a world class cocksucker before you know it.”

    Karen looked genuinely joyful as I complimented her oral skills. She worked hard, too. I always know I’m with a great hotwife when she finds joy in making me feel good. That’s a woman that likes to submit and that finds joy in giving pleasure to a real man, as opposed to her small-dicked husband who can’t fuck her worth a damn.

    “I want you to make me cum on your tits, Karen,” I said. “Your cuckold is going to clean them up. He’s going to lick a nice, thick load off your tits after you’re done pleasuring me.”

    Karen took my big cock between her breasts and offered a beautiful titjob as she smiled at me.

    “Does that excite you, Karen? Do you like the idea of your little cucky boy licking a thick, sticky load of a real man’s cum off your tits?” I asked.

    “It does,” she said. “I want to see him be a good little cleanup boy.”

    Karen moaned as she brought my cock closer to an orgasm. She wrapped her lips around me and sucked me hard once more. She really had gotten better. Every blowjob was like a work of art now and the way she moved her tongue was absolutely perfect.

    “Here it comes,” I said. “Take it on your tits, Karen. Take my load.”

    Karen stroked my cock in front of her tits and I sprayed a massive load all over them. She made sure to direct the shots of semen all over her breasts, covering them quite nicely. Both her nipples got a good coating, too.

    “Clean her tits, Jay,” I said. “Lick my cum off your wife’s beautiful breasts.”

    Karen climbed off her husband’s face and he scrambled to his knees. His cock was hard as a rock as he stared at the stripes of cum that coated his wife’s breasts. 

    He looked up at Karen and she reached out and caressed his face and said, “Eat his cum, baby. Be a good cuckold and clean my bull’s cum off my tits.”

    Jay leaned forward and paused just a few inches from her breasts. He took a moment to survey her cum-covered flesh and then dove in. He sucked my semen off her right nipple and then ran his tongue over her soft flesh, licking up as much of my load as he could. He leaned back, looked at Karen, and swallowed.

    “Good boy,” she said.

    “Play with his cock, Karen,” I instructed. “A cuckold deserves a reward when he’s being a good cum eater.”

    Karen reached down and stroked her husband’s small dick while he licked my load off her tits.

    “How does it make you feel to see your cuckold husband licking another man’s load off your breasts?” I asked her.

    “I’m so fucking wet,” she said.

    “You’re making your wife wet, Jay. You’re being a good cuckold and you’re turning her on. Doesn’t that make you happy?” I asked.

    He looked up and nodded at me.

    “Kiss your cuckold, Karen,” I instructed.

    They shared a cummy kiss as I watched. She pulled him close and pressed her sticky breasts into his chest, leaving some of my seed behind. I liked that Jay was wearing just a bit of my cum too.

    “Would you like to orgasm, Jay?” I asked.

    He nodded.

    “Then you may cum on your wife’s tits, but you have to clean it up if you do. Will you do that?” I asked.

    Jay nodded.

    “Go ahead, cum on her tits,” I said.

    He stood up and stroked as Karen held her tits together for him. He looked down at his beautiful wife, moaned, and exploded. He shot almost as much cum as I had.

    “Clean it up, baby,” Karen said. “Clean up your mess or that will be the last time you orgasm for a long while.”

    I smile at Karen’s flash of dominance. I liked it. It meant that she almost certainly kept her husband on a tight leash when I wasn’t there.

    Jay dropped to his knees and ate his cum off his wife’s breasts. I was surprised that he didn’t hesitate this time. Most guys do when they’ve just had an orgasm. Not Jay, though. He went for it, and he went for it aggressively. He licked up his load and soon enough Karen’s tits were clean.

    “Come here, Karen,” I said as I patted the couch next to me.

    She stood up and sat next to me. I put my arm around her and said, “Eat your wife’s pussy, Jay. She deserves to cum too.”

    For his second cum consumption session I wanted Jay to eat my load directly out of a condom. I fucked Karen in their bed that night. We fucked on Jay’s side of the bed, of course. Karen’s pussy tended to drip a bit when we fucked, which meant her cuckold would go to sleep in a wet spot left by his wife and her bull, which was perfect.

    First we fucked doggystyle. I had Karen face Jay, who was naked and on his knees on the floor. I had them look at each other while I took her from behind.

    “Tell him why he’s on his knees and why I’m in your bed,” I demanded as I slid into her pussy from behind.

    After letting loose a long moan as I filled her, Karen looked at her husband and said, “Because you make me cum when you fuck me and he only disappoints me when he fucks me. Because your cock is bigger than his. Because you last longer than he does.” She moaned again as I fucked her harder. I found her dirty talk rather arousing, to be honest. “Because you’re better than he is.”

    I gave Karen’s ass a hard slap and she let out a loud moan. I grabbed her hips and fucked her harder. I felt her cunt clamp down on my cock as I bottomed out inside her over and over. Best of all, I felt all the signs of her growing arousal. She was moaning louder. She was pushing back on my cock. Her pussy was getting wetter. She was enjoying a hard doggystyle fucking.

    I pulled out and flipped Karen onto her back and then spun her so she was lying right where her husband would be sleeping. I moved between her legs and roughly played with her breasts. I pulled on her nipples and kneaded her flesh as she writhed beneath me. I watched the pain and pleasure of being manhandled move across her face.

    “Do you want me inside you?” I said.

    “Yes, please, fuck me,” she begged.

    I slipped my cock inside her, buried it to the hilt, and then wrapped my fingers around her throat. I applied the gentlest pressure and Karen stared into my eyes and unleashed a beautiful, deep moan.

    She surrendered herself to me in that moment. She gave me everything and I responded by fucking her harder while her cuckold husband watched from his knees.

    Karen had an orgasm almost immediately, too. She screamed and climaxed beneath me as I continued my assault on her pussy. I couldn’t quite tell, but it seemed like she experienced a short burst of rolling climaxes for a few minutes where the continued stimulation of my cock filling her pussy resulted in the greatest pleasure imaginable.

    Then I climaxed in the condom. I filled it with a four day load and released my grip on Karen’s neck. I leaned down and we shared a deep, connected kiss while my cock continued to send pulses of pleasure through my body.

    “That was good,” I said.

    Karen laughed and added, “That was so much better than good. That was perfect. That might have been the best orgasm of my life.”

    I pulled out and sat back on my knees.

    “I’d like you to feed your cuckold,” I said. “Take the condom off and pour the contents in his mouth.”

    Karen smiled, sat up, and gently pulled the full condom from my cock. She scooted out of the bed and stood in front of her husband.

    “Open up, cuckold,” she said with just the right kind of dominance in her voice.

    Jay tilted his head back and opened up. Karen placed the open end of the condom in his mouth and held it there as she held up the cum-filled end. My thick semen slowly moved down the latex and into Jay’s mouth.

    He gagged a little as it hit the back of his throat, but there was still more to come and Jay managed to get control.

    Karen ran her fingers from the tip of the condom to the base to squeeze out every last drop of my load.

    “Show him,” she said.

    Jay showed me the thick load of cum sitting in his mouth. I smiled and said, “Put the condom on his cock, Karen.”

    Karen got on her knees and put the used condom on her husband’s cock. It didn’t fit, of course, but he seemed to enjoy having his cock coated in my cum.

    “Jerk him off,” I said to Karen. “Don’t you dare swallow until she’s made you cum, Jay.”

    Karen stroked her husband’s cock into my condom. He closed his mouth to make sure my cum didn’t drip out, but he didn’t swallow. He knew better than that. He knew he had to follow my directions.

    He came in less than thirty seconds. He moaned through a closed mouth as his cum filled the tip of the condom. For a second I thought he might fall over as his legs seemed to go weak.

    “Feed him his load,” I said.

    Karen pulled the condom off Jay’s cock and once again upended it to pour the contents into his mouth. He took it all and looked a little like one of those girls in the crazy cum swallowing movies where a bunch of guys nut in her mouth.

    “Now you can swallow,” I said to Jay.

    He closed his mouth, closed his eyes, and swallowed all that cum. It looked like it took a bit of effort, but when he was done Jay opened his mouth and proudly displayed the fact that he’d drank every drop.

    “Put the condom on Jay’s side of the bed and leave it there until he goes to sleep,” I said to Karen. It seemed like a nice little treat.

    The third time Jay cleaned a load was a little more adventurous. We’d had a little cuckold chauffeur fun with him driving Karen and I around as we fooled around in the backseat. There was a lot of kissing, fingering, and eventually some cocksucking, and then I wanted to fuck her.

    I could have had Karen climb on top and ride me while Jay drove us around, but I wanted him to be able to concentrate on the sex, not on the road, so I had him take us to a secluded spot where we could park off the road with very little chance of someone coming upon us.

    We ended up at the end of a dirt road just after dark and I had Jay park the car and turn it off while Karen got naked, got on her back in the backseat, and spread her legs. I pulled out my cock, put on a condom, and slid into her pussy as Jay stood outside of the car and watched.

    It was a quick, hard fuck. It was meant to be that way. Karen and I were both worked up from all the foreplay and I was ready to cum.

    She got off first and I reached the brink of orgasm soon after. Instead of cumming in the condom, I pulled out, pulled it off, and sprayed my seed all over her stomach and in the area just above her pussy. I made a wondrous mess and then stepped out of the car.

    “Clean her up, Jay, and don’t you dare lick her pussy,” I said.

    I wanted him to be relegated to eating cum and to be denied the pleasure of licking his wife’s pussy after a real man had fucked her. I wanted him to understand that his role, first and foremost, was to do as he was told and that his pleasure didn’t matter one bit.

    Jay climbed into the backseat and went to work eating my cum off his wife’s body. I saw her hands move into his hair and heard her say, “You’re such a cum slut,” as he did his job. Again I loved how much Karen was willing to participate in her husband’s cuckolding.

    After he was done, Jay backed out of the car and Karen looked out at me. “Can you go again?” she asked. “I’m still so fucking horny.”

    Of course I went again, and of course I made Jay clean up the mess afterwards.

    The fifth time Jay cleaned up was after I stayed overnight for the first time (the fourth time was the night I stayed over, but that was another condom feeding). Karen had extended the invitation, saying that she wanted to spend the night in my arms while her husband spent the night alone in the guest room. I couldn’t say no to that.

    Karen and I woke up together and after a little fooling around in bed we made our way to the kitchen to have breakfast. There was more kissing and fondling as we cooked together – we kept the menu simple: Eggs and English muffins – and by the time the food was done Karen was so horny that she insisted on freeing my cock from my underwear and riding me right at the kitchen table.

    It was the first time we’d fucked without a condom – we’d both been tested – and she made me promise I wouldn’t cum inside her. I had no intention of doing so, though I nearly lost my load when Jay walked in while his wife was busy riding my dick to an orgasm.

    “Did we wake you up, honey?” she asked.

    “Yeah,” he said. His cock was hard, though that wasn’t a surprise. A cuckold is bound to get hard when he wakes up to the sound of his wife fucking a real man.

    “Sit, Jay. Watch your wife ride my cock. Watch it slide in and out of her pussy. Watch me fuck her bareback,” I said.

    Jay’s eyes went wide when he heard that. He looked between my legs and I’m sure he saw my cock sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy without the encumbrance of a condom.

    “Cum on my cock, Karen. Cum on my cock as your cuckold watches,” I said.

    Karen moaned and kissed me as she rode my cock faster. Our tongues danced as she bounced like a wild, wonderful slut. Then she had that orgasm.

    “Kiss your cuckold,” I said.

    Karen climbed off my cock, spun around, and kissed Jay as I stood up. I stroked my big cock and felt my orgasm approach. I smiled as I looked at one of the English muffins. I pulled the plate closer, aimed my cock at it, and coated it with my cum.

    I pushed the plate in front of Jay. “Eat up, cuckold,” I said.

    He picked up the English muffin and ate my cum.

    “How does it taste?” Karen asked.

    “It’s good,” Jay said.

    “You love his cum, don’t you honey?” she asked.

    He nodded and took another bite.

    Jay’s training was far from complete, but he had long since passed the point of even thinking about resisting. He was a true cum eater and I would continue to explore ways of feeding him my load.

    That includes creampies, which I’ll tell you about next time.
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    As had become customary, Jay answered the door wearing his chastity device and nothing more.

    “Please, come in,” he said.

    I nodded and headed straight for the bedroom. Karen was waiting in the bed and wearing an astonishingly sexy lingerie set, which I’d also requested.

    “I’ve missed you,” she said as I entered.

    It had been four days since we’d seen each other and both Karen and Jay had been forbidden from cumming, though I’d instructed them to indulge in some form of arousing play on a daily basis.

    A cuckold should always be on the edge of arousal, but I wanted Karen to be worked up too. I wanted her to be in a state of wild, almost mad desire by the time I entered their home.

    “I’ve missed you too,” I said as I approached the bed.

    Karen moved to her knees and greeted me with an eager, passionate kiss as my hands moved down her back and grasped her ass.

    Karen couldn’t keep her hands off my cock. She hastily unzipped my pants and freed me from the confines of my underwear, and since I’d also refrained from cumming for four days I was hard as a rock.

    “Mmm, I missed your cock so much,” she said. “I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about how fucking good you feel inside me and how hard you make me cum.”

    Jay had entered the room and I turned and smiled at him before saying, “Do you hear that, Jay? Does it turn you on that your wife has been fantasizing about another man’s cock all week?”

    “It does,” he said as he watched his wife’s fingers move up and down my shaft.

    “Have you ever fantasized about your husband’s cock like that?” I asked Karen.

    She laughed, looked at him, and said, “No, never. Jay’s cock doesn’t inspire that kind of desire. Even if he was big he still wouldn’t inspire that kind of desire. He’s a fucking cuckold. He wouldn’t know what to do with a big dick. He’d still cum in less than a minute. He’d still embarrass himself by spurting inside me before I even got turned on.”

    Karen’s voice was laced with the years of frustration she’d felt with her husband. It poured out of her as she stared at him and stroked my cock. In the moment I mostly missed it. I should have paid closer attention, but I didn’t. I was caught up in my desire, and especially in the notion that I provided Karen the kind of sex her husband simply couldn’t. Remember, that’s part of the thrill for a bull. There’s something intensely arousing about the idea of fucking a woman far better than her husband has ever managed to fuck her.

    “Would you like to suck my cock, Karen?” I asked.

    She looked at me and nodded as a hungry smile crossed her face.

    “Then get on your knees,” I said.

    Karen got out of the bed and dropped to her knees. Her lips were around my cock in an instant and her tongue worked the head magnificently.

    “Kneel next to your wife, Jay,” I said. “Watch her suck a real man’s cock.”

    Jay nodded and dropped to his knees next to Karen. He watched from less than a foot away as she worshiped by big dick. It was a beautiful sight. Her eyes were closed and she had one hand working my shaft while the other played with my balls as she tried her best to take as much of me into her mouth as she could manage.

    “Your wife is becoming a wonderful cocksucker, Jay,” I said. “How does it make you feel to know that you’ll never get to enjoy her newfound oral expertise?”

    Jay looked up at me and I saw that beautiful cuckold angst in his eyes. I could tell he was in the throes of it. He was turned on, he was anxious, and he was a little bit scared. And yet I’m absolutely certain he would have given anything to be unlocked so he could play with his cock while he watched Karen worship me.

    “It turns me on,” Jay answered. It seemed honest. I’m sure there were lots of other feelings too, but I like that he got right to the core of it.

    The notion that Karen would never suck her husband’s dick again was immensely arousing to me. I didn’t know how true that was at the time, but I loved the idea that as long as she and I were together that my cock would be the only one to enter her mouth (with the exception of the occasional chastity blowjob).

    “Kiss your cuckold,” I said.

    Karen let my cock fall from her mouth and gave Jay a wickedly sloppy, sexy kiss. She shared the taste of my cock and my precum with him and they both seemed to get lost in it for a few moments.

    “Suck my balls, Karen,” I said.

    Karen looked up at me and flashed a smile before dropping a little lower and taking my balls into her mouth. She moaned and stroked the head of my cock as her tongue worked my sack with expert skill.

    “You’re incredible, Karen,” I said. “You’ve gotten so much better at this. You’re like a fucking pornstar down there.”

    She really was getting better. When we first got together it was obvious Karen hadn’t had much experience using her mouth to pleasure a man. With each subsequent visit she improved, though, which was also a source of great arousal for me. I was literally training this beautiful hotwife to get better at pleasing me and she was giving it her all. She was truly committed to being a good slut for me, which, as you might imagine, is exceptionally hot. 

    “Kiss him again,” I said. “Show him what a real man’s balls taste like.”

    They kissed with the same fervor as before. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth as Karen reached down to play with his locked cock and squeeze his swollen balls. I liked that little touch. I liked seeing her do a little more to tease her cuckold.

    “Did you do as I instructed, Karen?” I asked when she looked up at me once more.

    She nodded.

    “Your pussy is protected?” I asked.

    “Yes. I’ve been on birth control for a month as of yesterday,” she said.

    Jay looked surprised, which was part of the plan.

    “You didn’t think your wife and I were going to use condoms forever, did you?” I asked him. “I’m her man now. I’m the only one that’s going to be fucking your wife’s tight pussy, so it makes sense that I should start cumming inside her, don’t you think?”

    Jay nodded as a giddy smile crossed Karen’s face.

    “You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you Karen?” I asked.

    “I’ve been fantasizing about it for a month,” she said. “From the moment you told me to go on birth control I’ve been fantasizing about you cumming inside me. I want you to fill me with your cum more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

    “How does that make you feel, Jay?” I asked.

    “It…it turns me on,” he said. “It does.”

    “That’s good, Jay. It should turn you on. A cuckold has no business cumming in his wife’s pussy. That privilege should go to the man that actually satisfies her sexual needs. In this case, I’m that man. I make your wife cum like she’s always needed and so I get to enjoy filling her with my load, as it should be.”

    Both Karen and Jay wore looks of intense arousal that I loved. I wanted to get them both to a place of deep, overwhelming arousal. I wanted them to think of nothing other than the pursuit of their sexual pleasure.

    “Karen, would you like to tell your cuckold what me cumming inside you means for him?” I asked.

    Karen turned to Jay, offered him a soft kiss, and said, “It means you’re going to start cleaning my messy pussy after Alex fucks me. You’re going to be fed a steady diet of creampies.”

    Jay smiled at his wife and the excitement he felt was obvious. He’d already been eating my cum every time I had an orgasm, so it wasn’t like he was fearful of cleaning up loads. Instead, he was joyful at getting to participate in the unprotected sex I’d be having with his wife.

    “Does that excite you, honey?” Karen asked. “Do you like the idea of eating Alex’s cum from my pussy?”

    Jay nodded and said, “It does.”

    Karen turned away from him, swallowed my cock, and pulled off to share another kiss with her cuckold. Their lips stayed sealed together as their tongues danced. She played with his locked cock and teased his balls, all while stroking my cock. It was an exceptionally arousing sight.

    After their kiss I bent over, helped Karen to her feet, and picked her up. I dropped her in their bed and pulled off her panties. I considered letting the cuckold worship her pussy a little, but I was too horny and she was already soaking wet.

    “Tell me what you want,” I said as I rubbed the head of my dick over her swollen, soaking wet pussy lips.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Karen replied. “I need you to fuck me. I need you to fill me with your cock. I need you to cum inside me.”

    It was the desperation in her voice that I enjoyed most of all. She was saying what she knew I wanted to hear – and what Jay probably wanted to hear – but the tone of her voice made it clear that she was intensely, overwhelmingly aroused and that she genuinely needed me to fuck her. Four days without an orgasm was enough time to put her in a state of wildly enhanced arousal.

    I pushed the head of my cock in her pussy and held it there as Karen closed her eyes and grasped the sheets.

    “Please, Alex, don’t tease me. Just fuck me. Please, just fuck me,” she begged.

    I’ll admit that I loved seeing her like that. I loved that I could inspire that kind of lusty reaction in a woman. I loved that just a little bit of denial was enough to make Karen seem like a wanton slut that wanted nothing in the world quite as much as she wanted my cock inside her.

    “What do you want me to do, Jay?” I asked as I looked down at Karen.

    “I want you to fuck my wife,” he said. “Please, give her what she needs. Fuck her. Make her cum. Cum inside her.”

    “Isn’t he a good husband?” I asked Karen.

    She smiled and grabbed my ass to try and pull me into her. I gave her what she wanted and plunged every inch of my cock into the lingerie-clad married woman beneath me.

    “Fuck, Alex!” she cried out.

    I had no interest in holding back at that point. I was just as turned on as Karen was. I was just as desperate for her pussy as she was for my cock.

    That’s why I fucked her hard and fast. I pounded her pussy. She closed her eyes and arched her back to receive my deep thrusts and she unleashed a nonstop series of low, lusty moans as her body seemed to be completely enveloped by a rare kind of pleasure.

    I felt like I was experiencing the same thing. Every thrust into her body brought with it a shock of pleasure in my loins. The head of my cock felt like it was alive in a rare, wonderful way.

    “Alex, fuck, I’m cumming!” Karen screamed after just a few minutes of deep thrusting.

    I fucked her right through her orgasm and then held my cock deep inside her.

    “That was the hardest I’ve ever cum,” Karen said before pulling my lips to hers for a deep, sensual kiss that seemed to go on forever. “Keep fucking me,” she said. “Don’t stop. Keep fucking me until you cum inside me.”

    We kissed as I resumed fucking Karen’s soaking wet pussy. Her hands moved over my back and down to my ass as she moaned into my mouth.

    As I got closer I started to fuck her faster. I couldn’t ignore the pleasure building between my legs. I was ready to pump her full of my cum.

    “Cum inside me,” Karen said. “Cum inside me!”

    I buried my cock in Karen’s perfect, slippery pussy and unleashed my load. The orgasm was intensely pleasurable and she made it better by kissing my neck and squeezing my ass as my cock pulsed inside her.

    “Thank you,” Karen whispered as my orgasm concluded.

    We shared a long, deeply-connected kiss as I held my cock inside her.

    “That was incredible,” I said.

    Karen smiled. “I can’t wait to do it again.”

    I slowly pulled out and moved aside so Jay could stare at her gaping pussy.

    “Are you hungry, cuckold?” I asked.

    He looked up at me and nodded.

    “Then clean your wife’s pussy. Avoid her clit, though. It’s likely too sensitive for your tongue,” I instructed.

    I laid next to Karen and we kissed as Jay moved between her legs and began to clean my creampie from her pussy.

    Karen moaned and reached down to grasp her husband’s head and hold him in place. She seemed to find immense delight in his eagerness to lick my load out of her.

    “That’s it, cuckold,” she said. “Eat his fucking load. Lick another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy. Get used to it, too, because this is going to happen a lot more often from now on. Alex has replaced you. His cock is the only one I want in my pussy from now on. Yours won’t be coming anywhere near my cunt, not when it’s hard, at least. Only your tongue will be allowed to penetrate me.”

    Jay moaned as Karen offered a touch of verbal humiliation while her husband cleaned my cum out of her sloppy pussy.

    “You like putting him in his place, don’t you?” I asked.

    Karen smiled and said, “I do.”

    I ran my fingers over her stomach and gently squeezed her breasts in the lace bra she’d worn for me. “Does it turn you on to humiliate him?”

    Karen nodded and looked down at her husband, who was still busy diving into her pussy for traces of my cum.

    “Does his cum taste good, honey?” Karen asked.

    Jay looked up from her pussy and nodded.

    “Does it taste better when you’re eating it from my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said as a giddy smile crossed his face.

    Karen looked at me and said, “He’s pathetic.”

    “It turns you on though, doesn’t it? You like having a pathetic little cuckold bitch to service your pussy after a real man has fucked you, don’t you?” I asked.

    “I do,” Karen said as she grabbed two handfuls of Jay’s hair and directed his mouth to her clit. “Make me cum, cuckold. Suck on my clit and make me cum.”

    I watched Jay go to work and not long after Karen had another orgasm. It struck me as a kindness to let her cuckold be responsible for it and it seemed to bring him a significant measure of joy.

    Afterwards, Karen gently pushed Jay from between her legs and I said, “I’d like a beer, Jay. Would you like anything, Karen?”

    “I’ll take a beer too, actually,” she said.

    Jay stood and I chuckled at the long string of precum dripping from the tip of his locked up cock. When he left the room Karen rolled onto her side and snuggled up against my body. We kissed and her hand moved between my legs.

    “Will you stay the night?” she asked.

    “I will,” I said. “Once isn’t going to be enough for me.”

    “Good,” she said.

    We fucked three more times throughout the night and once the next morning. Jay cleaned each and every load like a good cuckold.

  
    I Took a Cuckold's Wife - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    I wouldn’t label myself as bisexual, mostly because I’m not attracted to guys.

    That being said, I’d be just fine if you labeled me as bisexual because I do quite enjoy it when a cuckold submits and sucks my cock before I fuck his wife.

    It’s about power and domination. It’s about seeing an otherwise straight man get on his knees, look up at me, and take my cock into his mouth because he’s seen just how well I fuck his wife. He’s seen how hard she cums with my cock inside her and he wants to submit to me. He recognizes that he’s inferior to me and he wants to show me that he understands that by getting me hard for her.

    I mention all of that because I want to tell you about Jay’s first time sucking cock.

    We’d reached a point where Jay was no longer having sex with Karen, where he spent a great deal of his time locked in a chastity cage, and where he was eagerly cleaning up every load of my cum. There had been some bumps along the way, but for the most part he’d embraced every part of being a good submissive cuckold. It was time to introduce the next step.

    “I’d like Jay to start sucking my cock before I fuck you,” I said as Karen and I climbed into her bed one night. Jay was in the guest bedroom and I was sleeping on his side of the bed.

    “Really?” Karen said as she snuggled up against my body. The soft silk of her nightie felt spectacular against my skin.

    “It’s time,” I said. “Jay is turning into an excellent submissive cuckold and this will push him even deeper into it. It’s a whole different level of submission for a straight man to suck someone else’s cock in the name of making his wife happy.”

    Karen ran her fingers over my stomach and placed soft, sensual kisses on my chest. We’d fucked thirty minutes earlier but I could feel my desire building once more.

    “Do you think you could handle that, Karen? Would it work for you to see Jay sucking my cock? Would you like to be on your knees with him?” I asked.

    She moaned and asked, “Is that what you’d want?”

    “Absolutely,” I said as I imagined the submissive couple on their knees in front of me. “I love seeing a cuckold couple on their knees for me. I’d love to see you and Jay sharing my cock. I’d love to see you kissing over the head. I’d love to see you sucking my balls while he sucks my dick. I’d love to see you both work to make me feel good before I fuck you.”

    Karen’s hand moved into my underwear and her fingers found their way around my cock as she stroked me slowly.

    “Do you really think Jay will go for that?” Karen asked. “He’s never mentioned anything about bisexual play.”

    “If we do it right I promise that your husband will be an eager cocksucker for me,” I said. “He’ll happily suck my dick and worship my balls. I’ll get him to a point where he begs for the chance to do so.”

    Karen pushed the covers back and straddled me. She kissed her way from my neck to my stomach and pulled off my underwear before taking my cock in her mouth.

    “He’ll never be as good as you, but he’ll certainly try. He’ll be an eager cocksucking cuckold before you know it, Karen. He’ll happily show you that he knows his place in your marriage, that he understands that he doesn’t deserve to fuck you anymore, that your pussy belongs to me now,” I said as arousal spread like wildfire through my body.

    Karen looked up and let my cock fall from her mouth. She stroked me slowly and smiled before saying, “My pussy does belong to you.”

    “I know it does, Karen. It belonged to me the first time I made you cum. When a woman cums that hard she can’t resist going back to the man that provided the orgasm, especially if she’s married to a man like your husband. It’s not like he ever owned your pussy, did he?” I asked.

    Karen shook her head and swallowed my cock again. She practiced her deepthroat technique and I groaned in pleasure as my cock popped into her throat. There’s nothing like an eager cocksucker.

    Karen gasped for air as she let my dick fall from her mouth once more. She smiled, wiped away the drool, and said, “When do you want to start Jay’s training?”

    “Tomorrow,” I said. “Right now, I want you to sit on my cock and ride me until I cum inside you. Then we’ll get Jay in here to clean up the mess.”

    Karen straddled me, took my cock inside her, and did as she was told.

    
      

    

    Jay’s training as a cuckold cocksucker began the next evening. After a few drinks and a bit of foreplay I had him and Karen naked – with the exception of Jay’s cock cage, of course – and on their knees in front of me. She had her fingers wrapped around the base of my stiff dick and the head looked purple and swollen with desire.

    “Kiss it,” I said.

    Karen leaned forward, pursed her soft lips, and kissed the head of my cock.

    “Now kiss him,” I said.

    Karen looked at her husband and beckoned him to come closer. Jay hesitated for a moment and then inched forward on his knees.

    “You don’t have to be scared,” Karen said as she glanced at my cock. “It won’t bite.”

    She pulled Jay’s lips to hers for a kiss, sharing just a little of the taste of my cock with him.

    “See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Karen asked.

    “No,” Jay said as he smiled.

    That morning Karen and I had talked over my plan for the evening. Like most cuckolds, Jay would have to be coaxed into giving head for the first time and she would need to play a part in that. She would need to help bring him along by taking a tender, loving approach and supporting him as he went a little bit deeper into his submission and sucked my cock.

    “Suck on the head, Karen,” I said.

    Karen looked up at me, smiled, and took the head of my cock in her mouth without breaking eye contact. She swirled her tongue over the underside and I moaned at her exceptional skill. Her improvement since our first meeting was genuinely remarkable.

    “Now kiss him,” I said.

    It made a delightful popping sound as Karen released my cock from her mouth and turned to her husband. Jay moved back – almost imperceptibly – as she leaned closer, but Karen reached up and pulled his mouth to hers. I watched as her tongue pushed into his mouth. I watched her share the taste of my cock with her husband.

    When she finally pulled back Karen studied her husband’s face and saw the obvious arousal in his eyes. She saw the way he bent over just a little to try and relieve some of the pain of his cock trying to get hard in chastity. It wasn’t entirely clear if it was the kiss or the idea that he was kissing her moments after she’d sucked my cock, but he was definitely aroused.

    “Show him how deep you can take my cock, Karen,” I said.

    Karen reached up to gently caress Jay’s face and said, “I love deepthroating his cock,” before turning to me, wrapping her lips around my dick, and swallowing as much as she could.

    She gagged briefly as I hit the back of her throat, but it took just a moment for her to suppress it and swallow the rest. Karen held the entirety of my cock in her throat for a few seconds before pulling back.

    Her eyes were watering and her lips were wet with the kind of thick saliva that comes up during a deepthroat blowjob. It was the perfect time for another kiss. This time I didn’t have to say anything.

    Instead, Karen turned to Jay and kissed him before he could react. Her slippery lips pressed against his and her tongue moved into his mouth as she reached between his legs and played with his locked cock. She was clearly doing everything she could to get him wildly aroused.

    Jay seemed to be entirely in her thrall by the end of the kiss, which is why Karen said, “Come closer, sweetie. Come look at his cock. Really study it. Come as close as I get to it.”

    Jay didn’t hesitate this time. He moved closer as Karen reached up and stroked my cock.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” she asked.

    Jay nodded, though I got the sense that he wasn’t quite sure what made a man’s cock beautiful (I’m not either, to be honest).

    “It’s a lot bigger than yours, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Jay answered as his gaze drifted towards the floor. He was a little bit embarrassed.

    “He lasts a lot longer than you do, too,” Karen said. “He fucks me harder than you ever did. He fucks me better than you, Jay. That’s why you don’t get to fuck my pussy anymore. That’s why you get to clean his cum out of me.”

    “I know,” Jay said as he seemed to experience that kind of arousing anguish that cuckolds love.

    “Will you do something for me, honey? Will you do something that would make me so happy?” Karen asked.

    Jay nodded, though I could see the trepidation in his eyes.

    “Will you kiss his cock with me?” Karen asked.

    Jay looked at his wife, at my cock, and then up at me. I said nothing. Karen was still working her magic.

    “Just a kiss. That’s all I want. I’ll kiss one side of his thick, beautiful cock head and you kiss the other. It has to be a good kiss, the kind of kiss you give me when you’re feeling particularly passionate, but just a kiss,” she continued.

    Karen leaned closer and said, “Like this,” before demonstrating.

    She pressed her lips against the head of my cock and her tongue darted out to lick the flesh as she gave a beautiful kiss in the French style. It looked exceptionally hot and it felt pretty damn good too.

    Karen’s voice was low, soft and sensual as she said, “Will you do that with me, Jay? Will you kiss my bull’s cock with me? Will you show me what a good cuckold you are and kiss his cock?”

    Jay nodded.

    “That’s so good, honey,” Karen said as she reached up to caress his face. She leaned closer to give him a kiss and then said, “Come. Kiss his cock with me.”

    I looked down as Jay and Karen slowly approached my cock. He seemed nervous, and understandably so. It was just a kiss, but it was a big moment.

    “Just kiss it,” Karen said. “A good kiss, but just a kiss.”

    They stared at each other as their lips approached my cock. They each took one side of the head and they each delivered a long, sensual kiss. Jay even used his tongue a little.

    As they pulled away, Karen rewarded Jay with a slow, deep, tender kiss as she reached between his legs to play with his balls.

    “You have no idea how happy that made me,” Karen said.

    She took Jay’s hand and pulled it between her legs. His eyes went wide as his fingers disappeared inside her.

    “It turned me on too, as I’m sure you can feel. It made me so wet to see you kiss his cock, Jay. It made me so wet to see my cuckold husband kiss my bull’s big, beautiful cock,” Karen said.

    She closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and moaned as Jay enjoyed a rare opportunity to finger his wife’s pussy.

    “Oh, look at that,” Karen said as she turned to my cock and gently pulled Jay’s fingers from her pussy. “Look at that big, beautiful drop of precum. I guess you excited my bull too.”

    Jay looked at the shiny drop of precum at the tip of my cock and I saw a slight, small smile creep across his face.

    “Jay, honey, will you do something else to make me happy? Will you do something else to make my pussy wet?” Karen asked.

    Jay nodded at his wife.

    “Will you take the very tip of his cock in your mouth and suck up that precum?” Karen asked.

    Jay turned to my cock and stared at the precum for a moment before nodding. Karen’s hand moved to the back of his head and she applied gentle pressure as Jay parted his lips and took the tip of my cock in his mouth. I felt his tongue collect the precum and move around the underside a little as Karen held him in place.

    When she released his head Jay moved back and looked up at me as Karen whispered, “That was so beautiful, baby.”

    “How does it feel, Jay?” I asked. “Now that you’ve had a cock in your mouth, how does it feel?”

    “It’s…it’s not bad,” Jay said.

    “Do it again,” Karen said. “Take more of it this time. Take the whole head in your mouth. Swirl your tongue around it. Make him feel good.”

    Karen squeezed his ass as Jay moved forward, opened his mouth, and took my cock onto his tongue. He took the head and a little of my shaft before he gagged a little, showing his inexperience as a cocksucker.

    “Don’t worry, Jay, you’ll get better,” I said.

    For a moment there was a panicked look in his eyes as it seemed to set in that this wouldn’t be the only time he was sucking cock. It disappeared quickly, though. Jay was a submissive cuckold. Of course he was going to be sucking my cock. That was his place.

    I smiled at Jay and reached out to grab a handful of his hair as I slowly fucked my cock in and out of his mouth.

    “That’s it, Jay,” I said. “Take my cock. This is your place. You’re a cuckold. You do as you’re told, even if that means sucking dick. You do it because it makes your wife happy. You do it because it makes me happy.”

    Karen’s fingers moved between her legs and she played with her pussy as I took control. She had this look of overwhelming lust on her face as I used Jay’s mouth for my pleasure and it made it so much hotter.

    I pulled my dick from Jay’s mouth and asked, “Are you going to be a good cuckold cocksucker for your wife and me, Jay?”

    “Yes,” he said. “I will.”

    I released Jay’s hair and Karen turned his head and kissed him. She guided his hand between her legs and once more Jay got to finger his wife and feel how wet she was.

    “You made me wet, baby,” she said. “It turns out that watching you suck my bull’s cock turns me on more than anything you’ve ever tried in foreplay.”

    It was a perfect line and I’m quite certain it sealed Jay’s willingness to be a cocksucker for me and his wife.

    “Now get back to it, cocksucker,” she said.

    Jay turned back to my cock and took me in his mouth once more. I offered Karen my hand and helped her to her feet before pulling her naked body against mine.

    We shared a long, deep, sensual kiss as Jay looked up at us with my dick in his mouth. I felt a rush of power in that moment. I had them both. They were mine to play with as I saw fit.

    “Your husband is a cocksucker, Karen,” I said.

    “I know,” she replied as her gaze turned to Jay. “He looks good with a dick in his mouth. It makes me wish I’d cuckolded him years ago.”

    “You’ll be doing this a lot more often, Jay,” I said. “And from now on you’ll be cleaning my cock after I fuck your wife before you get to eat my cum from her pussy. Do you understand?”

    Jay nodded with my dick still in his mouth.

    “Good,” I said before stepping back and pulling my dick from his eager mouth. “Now I’m going to take your wife to your bedroom and fuck her. I’ll call you in to clean us up when we’re done.”

    I picked Karen up and she squealed in delight as we headed towards the bedroom.

    “I’ll see you in a little while, honey!” she called out.

    The first round of sex was so exciting that I had Jay fluff me for another round after he’d cleaned my cum out of his wife. I let him watch the second time. I’m not a monster, after all :)
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    “That seems right, doesn’t it?” I asked as I gestured to Jay.

    He was on his knees in their bed with his face down and his ass up. His little cock was locked up tight in its cage and his ass had been shaved smooth for this moment.

    “It does,” Karen replied.

    “Does it feel right, Jay?” I asked.

    “It does,” he replied.

    I smiled at Karen and reached out to grab her ass and pull her closer.

    “Tell me why, Jay,” I said as I kneaded the pliable flesh of Karen’s backside.

    “Because it’s not a cuckold’s place to fuck. It’s a cuckold’s place to get fucked,” Jay answered.

    “Your cuckold is a quick learner. You should be proud of him,” I added as I smiled at Karen.

    She returned the smile and looked down at the strapon cock Jay had helped her into a few minutes earlier. Karen wrapped her fingers around it and stroked slowly as a look of lust came over her face.

    Karen was more receptive to the idea of fucking her husband than I thought she’d be. Her response had been quite delightful, in fact. Her face lit up with delight when I suggested that she buy a strapon harness and a dildo because she’d be taking his ass with some regularity in an effort to help him learn his place.

    Not every hotwife I’ve played with is open to the idea, but I’ve found that it’s universally helpful in training a cuckold to embrace that his marriage has changed. Once he takes a long, hard fucking from his wife it’s exceptionally difficult for a cuck to turn around and demand access to her pussy, or blowjobs, or even handjobs. He can’t really demand anything when she’s fucked him like a bitch and made him beg for it.

    “Are you going to be a good slut for your wife, Jay?” I asked.

    “Yes, I will,” he replied.

    I passed Karen the bottle of lube – always use lots and lots of lubrication, as there’s no particular benefit to the anal sex being overly painful – and she squirted a healthy amount into her hand and stroked the shaft of her strapon.

    “She’s lubing her cock for you, Jay,” I said. “She’s getting it nice and wet so she can slide into your ass with ease.”

    Karen moved into the bed, squirted lube on her husband’s asshole, and gently worked it around his tight anal ring with her fingers.

    “Tell your wife what you want, Jay,” I said.

    “Please, Karen, fuck me. Fuck my ass. Give me your cock,” he said.

    He was selling his desire. It wasn’t just a submissive following orders. It was a submissive man with a genuine desire to feel his wife’s strapon cock in his ass.

    “I don’t believe you,” Karen said as she stepped into the role of dominating her husband. “Make me believe it, cuckold. Make me believe that you want to be my bitch. Make me believe that you want my cock in your ass.”

    Karen slipped a finger into her husband’s asshole and Jay moaned like she was working his cock. It was incredible. On my instruction he’d gone a week without a release from his cage and his pent up desire was showing. Jay had reached the point in his cuckolding where any sort of physical pleasure from his wife was a welcome treat.

    “Please, Karen, give me your cock. Fuck me like a bitch. Fuck me like a little cuckold bitch. Pound my ass. Put me in my place as your cuck husband,” Jay said.

    Karen slipped a second finger into his lubed up asshole and spanked his bare cheek with her other hand. I could see on her face that she was getting worked up. She was eagerly stepping into her role as Jay’s domme and it seemed that wearing a strapon cock and preparing to take her husband’s asshole had sparked a wild sense of desire.

    “He certainly looks like a bitch, doesn’t he Karen?” I asked.

    She smacked Jay’s ass again and he cried out in pain. “Yes he does,” she replied.

    “I think it’s time that you fuck him like a bitch,” I said.

    Karen pulled her fingers from Jay’s asshole, wiped them across his lower back, and rubbed the head of her long, not-too-thick strapon cock over his anus.

    “You were always meant for this,” Karen said. “You never fucked me like I truly needed to be fucked. I know that now. I know you were never capable of giving me what I need. I know you were always meant to be a cuckold.”

    Jay groaned as Karen pressed her cock into his asshole and slowly filled him. I moved into the bed to get a better view and marveled at the sense of dominant joy on Karen’s face. Her eyes were fixed on her husband’s asshole and the way it swallowed her cock with relative ease.

    “How does it feel?” I asked.

    “It’s incredible,” she said. “It’s fucking incredible.”

    Once every inch of her strapon had filled Jay’s asshole Karen grasped his hips and slowly pulled out until just the tip remained inside him. She paused for a moment and then pushed forward with remarkable speed, causing Jay to cry out in pain.

    “Shut up, bitch,” she said before doing it all over again. “Shut up and take my cock.”

    At my instruction Karen had picked a fairly thin strapon for her first time – again, I didn’t want the fucking to be excessively painful – but given the power she was putting into her thrusts it was impossible for it not to hurt a little. I’ll admit that I found a bit of joy in watching Jay suffer, only because I knew that each thrust was pushing him a little deeper into his status as a cuckold.

    “Take it, slut,” Karen said as she found a hard, fast rhythm and pounded her husband’s ass. “Take my fucking cock.”

    I actually felt a little proud of Karen in that moment. Some women don’t have a dominant bone in their body and they never really embrace the chance to put their husbands in their place. Others, like Karen, are more than happy to play both roles as they dominate their husbands and submit to me.

    “Thank her, Jay,” I said. “Thank your wife for showing you your place.”

    “Thank you for fucking me, Karen,” Jay said between grunts and groans. “Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for showing me what it means to be a cuckold for you.”

    Karen lifted a hand and brought it down on his ass cheek, timing the swat perfectly to a deep thrust into his asshole.

    After watching a few minutes of vigorous ass pounding I moved in front of Jay and presented my cock.

    “Take me in your mouth, Jay,” I said. “Suck my cock while you get fucked in the ass.”

    Jay wrapped his eager lips around my dick, doing his job as a cuckold fluffer, just as he’d been trained.

    I saw the effect it had on Karen. I saw that her husband had just dropped a little lower in her eyes. He was being spit roasted and he was doing it willingly. He was sucking cock and getting fucked at the same time. He was no longer the man she thought she knew. He was a cuckold in every way.

    “Fuck him harder, Karen,” I said.

    Karen smiled, dug her fingers into Jay’s hips, and fucked him harder. I grabbed his head in both hands and fucked his mouth in rhythm with her thrusts. Together, we helped put him into a place of pure submissive bliss. We helped wipe his mind of any thoughts other than serving the cocks inside him. We showed him what it means to serve.

    After five solid minutes of rough spit roasting action I pulled my cock from Jay’s mouth and Karen pulled out of his ass. She quickly stripped out of the strapon harness, removed the dildo, and handed it to her husband.

    “Fuck your ass, cuckold,” Karen said before climbing into the bed and getting on her hands and knees next to him.

    Jay reached back and slid the toy into his asshole while Karen kissed him.

    “You’re such a good slut,” she said before looking up at me. “And so am I.”

    “Is that right?” I asked as I slowly stroked my cock a few inches from Karen’s mouth.

    “Yes,” she replied.

    “And whose slut are you?” I asked.

    “Yours,” Karen said. “I’m your slut.”

    That, right there, is one of the reasons I love being a bull. There’s something extraordinarily sexy about a married woman declaring that she’s my slut while her husband is right next to her. She’s forsaking the man she married in favor of me. She’s declaring that she finds fucking me far more pleasurable than fucking her husband and she’s doing so gleefully.

    “Open up,” I said.

    Karen parted her lips and I slipped my cock between them and pushed into her throat. She gagged, but like a good slut, she didn’t need me to pull out. She let me use her throat for my pleasure. She let me fuck her face for my pleasure. She did so with her husband watching as he slid a toy in and out of his asshole.

    “That’s a good girl,” I said. “Just relax your throat and take it. Let me use you. Let me use your mouth for my pleasure.”

    Karen moaned and reached back to play with her pussy. I leaned forward and delivered a hard swat on her ass, eliciting a cry of pain around my cock.

    “You don’t play with your pussy until I say so,” I informed her as I fucked her throat a little harder and faster, making her choke on my dick.

    When I pulled out she gasped for air but looked up at me with a smile on her face.

    “Kiss your cuck,” I said as I moved to the other side of the bed, grabbed the bottle of lube, and got on my knees behind Karen.

    I applied a generous helping of lube to her asshole and worked two fingers inside her as she and Jay kissed. I saw him sucking on her tongue and licking up the saliva that the throat fucking had produced. I listened to them both moan as I prepared to take her ass for the first time.

    “Whose ass is this?” I asked.

    “Yours,” she said.

    “That’s right,” I said as I spanked her. “It’s mine to do with as I please, and from now on I’m going to be using it often.”

    I don’t find anal to be an absolute necessity with a hotwife, but I do find it particularly enjoyable if she’s never let her husband have her ass. It’s just another part of his cuckolding and another part of her submission.

    “Tell me what you want,” I said as I rubbed the head of my cock around her lubed up asshole.

    “I want you to fuck my ass,” Karen said as she pushed back to try and urge my cock into her asshole. “I want you to fuck me just like I fucked my husband. Fuck me like a slut. Take my ass. Make it yours. Take what I’ve never given my husband. Show him what a real man gets to enjoy. Show him what a cuckold will never, ever get to enjoy.”

    “Good girl,” I said before applying just enough pressure to slip the head of my cock past her anal ring and into her rectum.

    Karen groaned. She was unquestionably feeling a bit of pain, but that’s part of it. She was willing to put up with the pain to give me pleasure, and there is a great deal of pleasuring in taking a hotwife’s ass for the first time, especially with her cuckold watching.

    “How does it feel to know that you’ll never get to fuck your wife’s ass, cuckold?” I asked.

    “It feels right,” Jay said as he continued to fuck his ass with the dildo.

    “Why is that?” I asked as I slowly buried the full length of my thick cock in Karen’s ass.

    “Because I don’t deserve her ass,” he said. “Because I never have. Because I’m a cuckold. Because I can’t make my wife cum when I fuck her pussy, so why would she ever let me have her ass?”

    “That’s right, isn’t it Karen?” I asked.

    Karen looked at her husband and smiled. “You’re useless as a lover, Jay. You are. You’re completely useless as a lover, especially when compared with my bull. My ass is his. My mouth is his. My pussy is his. My body is his. The mere idea of fucking him fills me with joy. The idea of fucking you bores me. You’ll be lucky if I let you in my pussy again, let alone my ass.”

    My cock bottomed out inside her in that moment and I held it there to give Karen a little time to get used to my thickness.

    “Fuck my ass,” she said. “Take it. It’s yours.”

    I pulled out until just the tip remained inside her, waited a moment, and then plunged back into Karen’s asshole, eliciting a groan. I admired the sight of my dick completely buried in her asshole for a second and then got down to the business of pursuing my orgasm via Karen’s ass.

    “Play with your pussy,” I said as I began to fuck her in earnest.

    Karen reached back and immediately a smile washed across her face as she rubbed her clit while I did as I pleased with her asshole.

    It was only a few minutes into the ass fucking when Karen said, “Fuck, can I cum? Can I please cum?”

    “No you may not,” I said. “You’ll cum when I cum.”

    I fucked her harder, burying the full length of my thick cock in her asshole over and over.

    “Please, cum in my ass,” Karen said. “Fill me up.”

    She was begging for her own release, of course, but I thoroughly enjoyed it. Sometimes a few simple words from a submissive hotwife is all it takes to inspire a powerful kind of desire, and if you’ve never heard a woman declare her desire for your cum in her ass, you’re missing out.

    “Are you ready?” I asked. “Are you ready for my load?”

    “Yes, please,” she said. “Please, cum in my ass!”

    I felt the pleasure building in my loins. I was ready to cum. I was ready to unleash my seed in her ass, to officially claim it as mine.

    “Fuck!” I said. “Cum, Karen. Cum like a good slut.”

    I buried my dick in her ass and climaxed as Karen screamed. Her asshole clamped down on my dick as her body twitched with pleasure. She was cumming right along with me. She was having an orgasm with my cock in her ass, which is always a good way to ensure she would be eager to give me her ass the next time I wanted it.

    I pulled out, looked at Jay, and said, “Eat her ass, Jay. Put your tongue in there.”

    Jay pulled the toy from his asshole and quickly moved to his knees behind Karen. He spread her ass cheeks and pressed his lips against her freshly-fucked and creampied hole and went to work.

    Karen moaned as her husband tongue fucked her anus and I smiled at his willingness to obey without hesitation.

    “Does your cuckold deserve to cum, Karen?” I asked.

    She turned her head and looked at me as Jay continued to vigorously eat her ass.

    “No, he doesn’t,” she said. “Not today. He hasn’t earned an orgasm yet.”

    I laughed and said, “Sorry, cuck. You’ll have to work a little harder, I guess.”

    Jay didn’t look up from his task. He kept his tongue in Karen’s asshole. He dedicated himself to the job of rimming her and cleaning up my cum, as a good cuckold should. His training was coming along quite nicely.
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    I wasn’t planning on sharing Karen. That’s not what I usually do when I’m playing with a hotwife and her cuckold. It was actually her idea for me to invite a friend of mine to enjoy her body while Jay watched. That’s not the kind of idea I’m going to shy away from, though. How could I? Karen was growing into her newfound sexuality and I certainly wasn’t going to say no.

    Clark was the first guy I thought of when Karen mentioned a threesome. I’d never shared a woman with him, but I knew he was bisexual, kinky, and willing to play along with Jay’s cuckolding, which was the most important element. Remember, as a bull it’s my job to ensure that both the hotwife and her cuckold experience the most intense pleasure imaginable.

    That’s how Clark and I ended up on the couch with Karen sitting between us while Jay rested on his knees in front of his wife wearing only a chastity cage.

    “Have you ever fantasized about a threesome, Jay?” I asked.

    “I have,” he replied.

    I reached over and gently ran my fingers over the soft, creamy flesh of Karen’s inner thigh, pushing her skirt up in the process. “Is this what you fantasized about?” I asked.

    Jay shook his head.

    “No? Did you fantasize about participating in the threesome?” I asked while Clark’s hand found its way to Karen’s other leg.

    Jay nodded.

    “Was it you and two girls, Jay? Did you fantasize about two girls being so eager to fuck you that they gleefully invited you to have a threesome?” I asked.

    Jay looked between his wife’s legs and said, “Yes.”

    “You know that was never going to happen, don’t you?” Karen asked as she spread her legs wider. “You know I was never, ever going to invite another girl into our home, don’t you? You know I was never going to subject another girl to your disappointing little dick, don’t you?”

    Jay looked at his wife and nodded as I saw the pleasure of being humiliated move over his face. I saw that little flash of pain as his cock tried to get hard in its cage, only to be defeated by the steel bars.

    “Did you know that this threesome was your wife’s idea, Jay?” I asked.

    He shook his head. “No, I didn’t.”

    Karen moved her hands to my crotch and Clark’s. She stroked us both through our jeans while looking at her husband and smiling. “This is the kind of threesome I crave, honey. This is the kind of threesome I fantasize about. I get to have two men. I get to give my body to two men. I get to be used by two men with big, beautiful cocks that know how to fuck a woman. I get to be the reason that these two gorgeous men cum. That’s the kind of threesome I want. Not the pathetic little fantasy you have.”

    “Do you want to help your wife live out her fantasy, Jay?” I asked.

    Jay hesitated for a moment, probably because he knew what was coming next. “Yes,” he said. “I want to help.”

    Much to my delight, Karen stepped in to direct her husband. “If you want to help, you can suck dick for me. I want to see your lips around Clark’s cock.”

    Jay crawled towards Clark, who said, “Look who wants to be a good cuckold.”

    Karen worked Clark’s pants off and her husband took his place between the other man’s legs. He watched his wife stroke Clark’s big cock – he’s actually a little bigger than I am – and waited to be given the command.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Karen said. There was a beautiful touch of venom in her voice and it seemed to spur Jay to action as he leaned forward and wrapped his lips around Clark’s stiff dick.

    Karen leaned closer and shared a long kiss with Clark as her cuckold offered his mouth. I let my fingers wander between her legs and pressed them against her damp panties. Karen moaned into Clark’s mouth and her cuckold sucked cock even more vigorously.

    “How does his mouth feel?” Karen asked.

    “Your husband’s an excellent cocksucker,” Clark said. “He’s been well-trained.”

    Karen turned to me and smiled. “That’s all because of you,” she said. “You trained my husband to be a good cuckold cocksucker. You showed him his place. You showed him that he’s not man enough to fuck me like I need. You showed him that he belongs between a real man’s legs and now he’s putting his little whore mouth to use.”

    I could see the fire in Karen’s eyes as she denigrated her husband. I smiled and said, “And where is it you belong?”

    “I don’t know,” she said. “Why don’t you tell me?”

    I took it as a flirty challenge and reached out to pull Karen’s lips to mine. We shared a deep kiss as I moved her panties aside and plunged two fingers into her pussy. She moaned into my mouth and I grabbed a gentle handful of her hair and pulled back. “You belong on your knees, Karen,” I said. “You need to show me that you know your place. Show me that you understand that I’m in control. Show me that you know how to be a good cocksucker for your bull.”

    I saw that fire in her eyes again. I saw the desire overwhelm her. I saw that Karen was exceptionally close to cumming as I worked her pussy with my fingers. I pulled out just short of getting her off and pushed my slippery fingers into her mouth. Karen sucked them clean as I held her gaze and smiled.

    “Get on your knees,” I demanded. “Suck cock just like your cuckold husband.”

    Karen slid off the couch and moved to her knees between my legs. She took my pants off and took my cock into her mouth. She looked up and our eyes met as she offered her lips and tongue for my pleasure. She sucked on my cock and I offered an approving smile.

    “You have to earn what you crave,” I said. “You have to prove that you’re worth of being the slut in a threesome.”

    Karen moaned around my cock. She was completely lost in the fantasy of being enjoyed by two men. She’d let go of everything but the pursuit of pleasure, which is exactly what I wanted for her. I wanted everything else to fall away so she could enjoy being in the middle of a threesome while her cuckold watched.

    I looked at Clark and at the sloppy blowjob Jay was delivering and asked, “Is he doing his job?”

    “Jay’s a very good cuckold,” Clark replied. “Very good.”

    I leaned forward, pulled Karen from my cock and kissed her. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and she sucked on it like a good slut is supposed to.

    “I want to watch you and your cuckold worship Clark’s cock,” I said. “Crawl over there. Suck his dick with your bitch of a husband.”

    Karen smiled and crawled towards Clark, who stood up to make it easier for both husband and wife to pleasure him.

    “Suck the head together,” I said. “Look up at him. Show him how badly you want to make him feel good. Show him that you’re a good cuckold couple.”

    Karen and Jay offered Clark the kind of worship I wanted to see. They licked, sucked, and kissed the head of his cock. Their tongues danced over his flesh and they shared a few kisses as an expression of their passion for service. It was a beautiful sight and I felt a little bit proud. It was beautiful to witness the training I’d put them through have such an effect.

    “Suck his balls, Jay,” I demanded. “Soak them in your saliva. Worship them. Polish his balls while your wife sucks Clark’s cock.”

    Jay dropped a little lower and worked Clark’s sack while Karen wrapped her lips around the plump purple head of his cock.

    “They’re incredible,” Clark said.

    “Yes they are,” I replied.

    Karen wrapped her fingers around Clark’s cock and stroked him as she looked back at me. “Can I fuck him?” she asked.

    “Is that what you want, Jay? Do you want to watch Clark fuck your wife?” I asked.

    Jay came up for air, looked at me, and said, “Yes. I want whatever she wants. I want her to be happy.”

    “Come here, Karen,” I said.

    She crawled towards me and took her place between my legs. Her eyes were wide with desire and she looked genuinely desperate. “Clark’s going to fuck you from behind while you suck my cock. I expect you to do a good job blowing me even though he’s going to be pounding you hard. Do you understand?”

    Karen nodded.

    “Good. Now take me in your mouth and Clark will fill that needy pussy of yours,” I instructed.

    Karen crawled forward, took my cock in her mouth, and swallowed every inch like a good girl. I groaned and motioned for Clark to take his place behind her. He got on his knees, slipped his cock into Karen’s pussy, grabbed her hips, and gave her a good pounding.

    As expected, Karen had a little difficulty giving her best effort as a cocksucker while Clark was pounding her. As it turns out it’s not easy to be in the middle of two men, both of whom are eager to enjoy your body. I liked that she was willing to try. Some women would have given up on the blowjob and simply taken the pounding.

    “How does it feel to see your wife in the middle of a spit roast, Jay?” I asked.

    He looked mesmerized as his eyes slowly moved over Karen’s body. He stared at Clark fucking her from behind and then moved his gaze to Karen trying her best to swallow my cock. He watched her breasts bounce and saw Clark spank her ass intermittently.

    “I wish I wasn’t locked up,” Jay said as he rubbed his chastised cock.

    “I’m sure you do, but you’re a fucking cuckold and you can’t be trusted not to stroke your little dick and spill your seed before you’ve been given permission, so you’re not coming out of that cage until I say so,” I informed him.

    Jay seemed to find at least a little pleasure in my dominance, but of course he did. He was fully enmeshed in being a cuckold at that point. Everything about the lifestyle turned him on and the deeper I took him the more he enjoyed it.

    I turned back to Karen, grabbed a handful of her hair, and pulled her mouth from my cock. I leaned closer and watched her smile as Clark continued to pound her from behind.

    “Does it feel good?” I asked. “Does it feel good to get fucked and suck cock at the same time?”

    She moaned and nodded as the sound of Clark’s body slamming into hers filled the living room. I reached down and grabbed her nipple. I pulled hard and Karen bit her lip and cried out in pain.

    “Who owns your body?” I asked.

    “You do,” she said. “You own my body.”

    There’s something irresistibly sexy about guiding a submissive hotwife to that place of intense pleasure. Taking Clark’s cock and sucking mine had put Karen in that place and a little bit of verbal play was all it took to push her even deeper.

    “Who owns your pussy?” I asked.

    “You do,” Karen said between moans.

    “Who owns your mouth?” I asked.

    “You do,” she answered.

    I leaned closer and asked, “Who owns your ass?”

    “You do,” she said without hesitation.

    I looked up at Clark and smiled as I continued to play with Karen’s nipples. “Do you want her ass?”

    “I do,” he said.

    “We’re going to double penetrate you,” I said to Karen. “Can you handle that?”

    I swear she almost had an orgasm when I said the words ‘double penetrate.’ The look on her face made it seem like she experienced this intense rush of submissive bliss as she considered the idea of having two men inside her at once. That’s how I knew she’d be okay with it, even before she agreed.

    “Yes,” she said.

    I looked to Jay and smiled. “Do you want to watch us DP your wife?” I asked.

    He nodded, though he looked a little nervous.

    “Sit on my cock,” I said to Karen. “Give me your pussy and let Clark take your ass.” I wanted her to feel like she had some agency in it, like she was inviting us to double penetrate her.

    Karen gracefully crawled into my lap and dropped her pussy onto my cock. She leaned forward and we kissed as Clark moved behind her.

    “Are you ready?” I asked in a soft, calm voice.

    “I am,” she said.

    “Tell him, then. Tell him to take your ass,” I said.

    “Take my ass,” Karen said. “Double penetrate me.”

    I felt Clark move closer and saw a mixture of pain and concentration on Karen’s face. She took deep breaths and closed her eyes as a second cock slid into her body.

    “You can do it,” I whispered before kissing her neck. “You can take it. You can be a good girl for me.”

    “He’s inside me,” she said. “His cock is inside me. He’s in my ass.”

    “Beg for it,” I said.

    “Please, fuck me,” Karen begged. “Fuck both my holes. Use me.”

    I looked at Clark and nodded. It took us a little bit to find the right rhythm, but soon enough we were pulling off a double penetration.

    I wanted Karen on top of me so I could watch her face. I wanted to see the experience she was having and from what I could tell it was blissful. I know a DP isn’t the most comfortable thing for a woman, but it was about more than the physical sensations for Karen. It was about submitting. It was about offering up her body for her bull and a friend. It was about doing it while her chastised cuckold watched.

    “How does it feel?” I asked.

    “Fucking incredible,” Karen replied.

    She started to get loud and lusty in a way that signaled an impending orgasm. She was going to cum during her DP. It was probably from the friction of her clit against my pelvis, but I’m certain the total body arousal of experiencing something entirely new and wonderfully submissive didn’t hurt.

    “Fuck her harder,” I said.

    Clark offered a harder, faster pounding and I matched his speed. I watched Karen lose herself in it. I watched her eyes close and her mouth open. I watched her have a beautiful body-shaking orgasm with two cocks buried inside her.

    She collapsed on top of me and it seemed that the overwhelming nature of the experience had gotten the best of her. I’m sure that with a little time to recover she could have continued, but I figured we’d have a little fun with Jay instead.

    I signaled to Clark to pull out and he slid from Karen’s ass. I lifted her off my cock and laid her on the couch. We shared a soft kiss as I laid next to Karen, wrapped my arm around her and whispered, “Would you like to watch Clark fuck your husband?”

    Karen smiled and nodded. “Yes I would,” she said.

    “Jay, get on your hands and knees on the armchair and beg Clark to fuck your ass,” I said.

    Jay looked at Karen with a sense of panic in his eyes but she offered no reprieve. Instead, she reached between her legs and gently played with her pussy. “Do it, cuckold,” she said.

    Jay’s shoulders slumped and he stood, walked over to the armchair, and got on his hands and knees. He looked back at Clark and said, “Please, fuck my ass. Please fuck my cuckold ass while my wife watches. Please humiliate me by pounding my ass while Karen watches.”

    It was more convincing than I expected and Clark seemed satisfied. He grabbed a condom from the box I’d put on the table – it was quicker than cleaning his cock before fucking Jay – dressed his dick, and moved behind the cuckold.

    “Put your cock inside me,” Karen said. “I want you to cum in my pussy while Jay gets fucked.”

    I lifted Karen’s leg and moved the head of my cock to her pussy lips. I teased her just a little and then slipped inside her, initiating beautiful sex in the spoon position as we both watched Clark rub the tip of his cock over Jay’s asshole.

    “Fuck him,” Karen said. “Fuck the cuckold.”

    Jay’s face was a picture of pain as Clark’s cock slid into his asshole. He gritted his teeth and took it, though. He took it while I slowly fucked Karen’s slick, perfect pussy.

    Clark was gentle at first. He’s not a sadist, after all. He fucked Jay slowly, giving him time to get used to the big cock invading him. Once the cuck had loosened up Clark unleashed his passion. He took the ass in front of him and he took it hard.

    Karen moaned louder as her husband took cock harder. She reached down and played with her clit as I fucked her perfect pussy and felt my orgasm building.

    “Cum inside me,” Karen said loud enough for Jay to hear. “Cum inside me while my worthless fucking cuck of a husband takes it in the ass. Cum inside me while Jay gets fucked like a whore.”

    Karen was into it. Her voice quivered with pleasure as she implored me to unleash my seed inside her. Jay whimpered as Clark seemed to be nearing his orgasm too.

    “Say it again,” I said. “Tell me what you want.”

    “I want your cum in my pussy,” Karen said. “I want a real man’s cum in my pussy while my bitch of a husband gets fucked. I need it. I need you to cum inside me.”

    “Here it comes,” I said.

    I fucked her a little harder and a moment later I buried the full length of my cock in Karen’s pussy and let out a load moan while I unleashed my seed. I wanted Jay to know I was cumming in his wife. I wanted him to know another man was loading her with his seed while he took it up the ass.

    Karen climaxed as my cock pulsed inside her. I felt the walls of her pussy clamp down on my dick, bringing me just a little more pleasure.

    I held my cock inside Karen as we watched Jay take a vigorous fucking. He seemed to have given himself over to being taken by a man. I suspect his cuckold training made it easier than you might think. The only challenge seemed to be fighting his way through what must have been somewhat considerable pain.

    Finally Clark grunted, buried his cock in Jay’s ass, and climaxed. It was really something to watch Jay’s face as the knowledge that he’d made a man cum with his ass sank in. It was a big deal and I’m certain it helped deepen his acceptance of his place as a cuckold. It might have also contributed to his eventual status as a divorced cuckold, but we’ll get to that in a later chapter.

    In the moment, Clark pulled out and removed the cum-filled condom. “Take it, Jay. Bring it over here,” I said.

    Jay took the condom, fell to his knees, and crawled to the couch like a good cuckold.

    “Drink his cum,” I said. “Drink the load that Clark unleashed as he fucked your worthless ass.”

    “Do it,” Karen said.

    “Drink the load and I’ll let you eat my seed from your wife’s pussy,” I added.

    Jay upended the condom and poured Clark’s rather large load into his mouth. He showed us the thick spunk sitting on his tongue and swallowed as instructed.

    “Good boy,” Karen said.

    I pulled out and she swung her legs over the edge of the couch and spread them. Jay crawled forward like a hungry cuckold should and went to work eating my load from his wife’s pussy.

    “Can I fuck Clark again?” Karen asked as Jay worked like a good cuckold.

    “Of course,” I said.

    “I’d like him to cum inside me too,” she said.

    I smiled and ran my fingers over her breasts. “Jay can fluff him when he’s done cleaning my load and then you can have all the fun you want with Clark. I’m certain he’s not going to turn down the chance to fuck you.”

    Clark smiled and said, “Hell no I’m not. I’m yours all night if you want me, Karen.”

    “You hear that, Jay? You’ve got more cocksucking to do when you’re done down there. I hope you’re ready,” Karen informed her husband.

    Jay grunted but kept his tongue working. He wasn’t going to pull away. Not for an instant. He was going to keep drinking that yummy load. He was going to be a good cuckold, just as I’d trained him to be.
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    "Call Jay," Karen said. "FaceTime. I want him to see."

    We were standing on the balcony of a beautiful hotel room that I'd booked for a long weekend. Well, I was standing. Karen was busy dropping to her knees in front of me. There was a gorgeous view of the ocean out in front of us and the spectacular greenery of the hotel grounds - it was a resort, really - that made the whole thing every bit as romantic as the hotel's website claimed it would be.

    Karen unzipped my pants and lowered them. I looked down to see a giddy smile on her beautiful face. She'd gotten my pants off before I could get my phone so she retrieved it from my pocket and handed it to me. "Call him so he can watch," she urged me.

    I placed the FaceTime call and it took two rings for Jay to answer. I could see that he was a little disappointed that he was staring at me, but his disappointment didn't really matter to me. It was his wife's happiness - and pleasure - that I was concerned with.

    "Hey Jay," I said with a smile. "I thought you might like to know that we've checked in and we've had a look around the room. We're out on the balcony now and I thought you might like a look at the view your wife and I are going to enjoy for the weekend."

    Karen took my cock in her mouth right as I tapped the button, switched the camera, and showed Jay the incredible view from our room. I saw the discomfort on his face - he hadn't been entirely on board with Karen and I going away alone for a romantic weekend - but of course I saw just a hint of arousal.

    "What do you think, Jay? It's beautiful, isn't it?" I asked.

    "It is," he admitted.

    Karen had my cock wet at that point and I'm certain she made the blowjob purposefully loud. I hadn't yet showed Jay that his wife was on her knees sucking my cock and it seemed that she wanted to get to the big reveal a little faster.

    "What's that sound?" Jay asked.

    I smiled. "Well, what do you think a woman like your wife would do when her bull takes her on a lovely, romantic vacation? What would she do when she steps into the hotel room and says it's the most beautiful she's ever stayed in, that her husband has never seen fit to take her somewhere so romantic, so gorgeous, and so high end?"

    "I...I think she'd probably want to give you a blowjob to show how appreciative she is of everything you've done for her," Jay answered.

    I smiled and pointed the camera down to show Jay exactly how appreciative Karen was being. She looked up and waved, but she didn't stop sucking my cock. In fact, she deepthroated me right at that moment. She took absolutely everything and she managed to keep her eyes on the camera, which was astonishing.

    "She knows how to make me feel good, Jay, how to show me that she really does appreciate everything I've done for," I said before Karen did something truly wondrous with her tongue and made me moan in a surprisingly loud manner. "I guess, in a way, I have you to thank for this blowjob and so many of the pleasures your wife has shown me, Jay."

    "Rea...really?" he asked with just a hint of hope in his voice, like I was going to deliver a compliment instead of an insult.

    "Of course," I replied. "You're so useless in so many ways - particularly when it comes to fucking your wife - that she can't help but feel overwhelmingly grateful to the man that's shown her what good sex actually feels like."

    He winced, but I could see that I'd triggered just a little bit of arousal, too. Of course I had, though. Jay's a cuckold, after all, and a cuckold almost always finds humiliation arousing, even if it's a bit painful to receive it. It's even better when that humiliation is delivered while watching his wife suck cock so lustily, and Karen was really putting on a show.

    "Has your wife ever sucked your cock on a hotel balcony, Jay?" I asked.

    "No," he admitted.

    I couldn't help but moan as Karen deepthroated me again. She was truly going out of her way to make me feel good and she was doing a spectacularly good job of it. "Do you know why that is, Jay? Do you know why your beautiful, talented, passionate wife has never felt the desire to get on her knees and suck your dick on a hotel balcony?"

    Jay looked away, but I could see the pleasure on his face. I could see that the angst was slowly losing to his desire. "Because I'm not worthy of that kind of thing?"

    "That's right, Jay," I said. "You're a cuckold. You've spent your whole marriage being a sexual disappointment to your wife. Your dick is too small. You cum too quickly. You can't fuck her with anywhere near the kind of power and passion she deserves. You can't even come close to dominating her and awakening her inner submissive. You're just fucking useless when it comes to sex, so there hasn't been a single time in your life when your wife has felt the need to reward you with a passionate blowjob on vacation, let alone on a hotel balcony."

    I couldn't see his crotch, but I was fairly certain that Jay had just reached between his legs to play with his cock, which was fine with me. Karen had put him in chastity before we'd left, so any masturbation would only serve to add to his frustration.

    "Stand up," I said to Karen.

    She stood, wiped a bit of errant saliva from her lips, and smiled at me. I pulled her close and we shared a kiss while I made sure Jay had a perfect view. Once again Karen did wonderful things with her tongue, this time in my mouth. She was probably putting on a little bit of a show for her husband, but there was nothing wrong with that.

    "Are you aching in your cage?" Karen asked as she looked at Jay.

    He nodded.

    "Is it going to be hard to be locked up all weekend while my bull's cock is enjoying my pussy any time he wants it?" Karen asked.

    "Yes," Jay admitted.

    "It's too bad you can't come close to satisfying me, Jay. You could be the one about to bend me over the balcony and fuck me from behind," Karen said.

    I couldn't help but smile at her eagerness to humiliate her husband and to subtly request that I do exactly as she'd just described. "When was the last time you fucked your wife from behind, Jay? When was the last time she took pity on you and let you have her in that way?"

    "I...I don't remember," Jay answered.

    Karen moved towards the balcony railing, lifted the back of her skirt, and bent over. She gripped the dark metal of the railing, looked over her shoulder, and said, "It's been years, Jay, and if I'm being honest, I've never enjoyed having you fuck me from behind. Not even a little. It never felt good. It never felt right. It was always like you were pretending to be a man when you'd fuck me that way. And you always came so quickly, like the pathetic cuckold that you are."

    I moved towards Karen and reached out to pull her panties aside, all while giving Jay a perfect view of the action. I slipped my fingers into her slick pussy, pushed them deeply inside her, and then pulled out and held them up.

    "Look at how wet she is," I said. "Why do you think your wife's pussy is so wet, Jay?"

    "Because she's about to get fucked by a real man," Jay answered.

    "Good answer, cuckold," Karen said. "The truth is, I'm desperate for a real man to fuck me. It's more than just my pussy. It's my entire body. I can feel my desire for my bull from head to toe. If I had a little less self control I'd be begging him to fuck my tight cunt and cum inside me, Jay. I'd be begging my bull to fuck me. When was the last time I begged you to fuck me, Jay?"

    "I...I don't think you ever have," Jay answered.

    I laughed and rubbed the head of my cock over Karen's pussy lips. "Jay, I want you to go to the bedroom. You'll find a vibrator in your wife's nightstand. I want you to masturbate with it while you watch me fuck her. Hold it against your pathetic, caged cock and masturbate like a woman. Let those vibrations make you feel good."

    I could see the hesitation on his face, but Jay got up and headed for the bedroom. He stripped from the waist down, grabbed the vibrator from the nightstand, and climbed into the bed. I heard the low hum of the toy come on and then I slipped my cock into Karen's pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," she said.

    "I'm in your wife's cunt, Jay," I said as I pointed the camera at her ass and gave her husband the view I knew he craved. "Tell me what I should do, Jay."

    "You should fuck my wife," he said. "Please, give Karen what she needs. Satisfy her like I've never been able to."

    I grabbed a handful of Karen's hair, pulled back for leverage, and then fucked her from behind. I kept the camera pointed at Karen's ass and Jay got to watch my cock sliding in and out of his wife's pussy, which was astoundingly hot and wet. Karen was quite obviously turned on - and in a marvelous way - and she got awfully loud as I fucked her. There was nothing wrong with that, though. The louder she got, the more I enjoyed it and I'm certain that Jay found it thrilling to hear her moaning so wildly.

    "How does that toy feel against your locked up dicklet?" I asked.

    "It feels good," Jay admitted.

    "Are you going to cum, Jay?" I asked. "Are you going to cum like a girl while I fuck your wife?"

    Jay didn't answer. If I had to guess, I'd say it's because the humiliation was just too much. I didn't need him to answer, though. I just wanted him to feel the pain of being locked in a cock cage and masturbating with a vibrator while I was deep in his wife's pussy and enjoying every second of it.

    "Tell your husband how it feels to get fucked by a real man," I said as I pointed the camera at Karen.

    She turned to look at me and her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned. "It feels so fucking good. I swear, it feels better than Jay has ever made me feel. I want to cum. Can I cum?"

    "No," I said. "Not until I give you permission. Don't worry, though. I'm not going to deny you. I'll let you cum right as I cum inside you."

    Karen smiled and turned her head towards the ocean view once more. I gripped her hair a little tighter, pulled back a little harder, and fucked her faster. She responded with a loud moan and Jay did the same. He was watching with complete and utter devotion, like his gaze was fixed on the most entertaining show he'd ever been privileged enough to view.

    "Do you want me to cum in your wife, Jay?" I asked. "Do you want me to flood her pussy with my seed while you masturbate like a little bitch with that vibrator?"

    "Yes, please," Jay replied breathlessly. He was getting close. I could see it in his face, and there was something about it that delighted me to no end.

    I kept the camera pointed at Karen's pussy and I fucked her with incredible vigor. Her ass jiggled pleasingly every time I bottomed out in her pussy and I could both feel and hear how wet she was.

    "Cum for me, Karen," I said as I got close. "Cum all over my cock."

    Karen reached down to play with her clit and instantly her moans of sexual joy filled the air. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she pleaded like a desperate woman.

    "I'm close," I said. "Fuck, I'm fucking close." A few thrusts later I buried my cock inside her and unleashed a series of guttural moans while filling her pussy with my seed. Karen came a moment later and it wasn't long before Jay joined us.

    I don't know what it's like to cum in a cock cage, but it seemed to be a mixture of pleasure with a hint of pain, perhaps from his dick throbbing in the cage while he spewed hot semen. It put a smile on my face to watch as I continued to pump my semen into Karen.

    When I was finished, she pulled her panties back over her pussy and then sank to her knees in front of me. She sucked my cock clean - which was unexpected but delightful - and then stood up, fixed her skirt, and said, "That was exactly what I needed. Thank you for fucking me, and thank you for letting me cum."

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," I replied.

    Karen then took my phone from me, smiled at her husband, and said, "Jay, honey, I want you to do something for me."

    "Anything," he replied.

    "I want you to go into the closet and find the pair of pink lace panties I left in the laundry basket," Karen instructed.

    I watched over her shoulder as Jay did as she wanted. He held up the panties and said, "Okay, I've got them."

    "Now I want you to put them on," Karen said.

    "What?" Jay asked.

    "You heard me, cuckold," she said in a harsh tone. "Put my used panties on. Right now."

    I honestly felt a sense of pride, like I'd done well teaching Karen how to humiliate her husband. Jay did it, too. He put her panties on and pointed the camera at them to confirm he'd done so.

    "You're going to wear those panties all weekend, Jay," Karen said. "I want it to be nearly impossible for you to forget what kind of man you are. I want you to feel those panties tight against your pathetic little cock and balls every time you move. I want you to wake up knowing that you're a fucking cuckold. I want you to fall asleep knowing the same thing. And, to make sure that you actually do what I want, I'm going to text you and demand panty verification several times a day. If you can't do so quickly, I will assume you've taken your panties off and I will punish you harshly when I get home. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Jay said. He looked deeply embarrassed that his wife had demanded something so humiliating, and yet I was certain that being made to wear panties would end up turning him on once his lust returned.

    "Goodbye, Jay," Karen said. "I'm sure we'll talk again soon." She hung up, handed me my phone, and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. "How about we check out that pool?"

    I took a moment to marvel at the way she'd taken control over husband with such ease and then followed Karen into the room so we could change into our swimsuits and head for the pool.

    
      
    

    Karen purred softly as she rested her head on my chest and ran her fingers over my stomach. It was a few hours before midnight and we'd just had sex - honestly, we'd made love - and she seemed blissfully happy. I felt the same way. Vacation has a way of doing that to a person, of course, but it's really when you're on vacation with someone that you deeply care for and love spending time with that you get that sense of true, deep happiness.

    After a few minutes of silent cuddling Karen lifted her head off my chest, looked into my eyes for a handful of seconds, and said, "I was thinking of going off birth control."

    She said it casually, but of course it was about as far from casual as it could have been. My immediate reaction was far more enthusiastic than I would have expected, as I couldn't help but smile.

    Karen joined me in smiling and asked, "Does that make you happy?"

    "It does, actually," I said. "I honestly wouldn't have thought it would, but it really does." There was something revelatory about the happiness I felt at the idea of getting Karen pregnant, which is what she was talking about, of course. It was like a sense of joy radiated outwards from inside me, like the desire had been there the entire time and Karen's stated intention of going off birth control had set it free. "What does Jay think about this?"

    "What Jay thinks doesn't matter," she replied.

    I should have known right then and there that Karen and Jay's marriage was doomed. In hindsight, that was a fairly obvious sign and I just chose to ignore it, though it's likely there was nothing I could have done about it had I been paying close enough attention.

    "Are you sure?" I asked.

    Karen sat up and straddled me. She rested her hands on my chest for a moment and then slowly sank down and kissed me softly. She smiled and said, "I'm in love with you. And I know that might sound crazy, but it's true. I'm in love with you and there's nothing I can do about that. It's just how I feel."

    "I'm in love with you too," I replied. And I was. I wasn't just saying it so Karen wouldn't feel foolish. I was in love with her. I don't really know when it happened, but it was true. I'd fallen in love with her somewhere along our journey.

    She kissed me again. This time her lips lingered against mine for a long time and when she opened her mouth I happily opened mine too. Our tongues entwined and I moved my hands down her back. We kissed passionately, and while we weren't going to make love again - I wasn't yet ready - there was real passion in those kisses.

    "I want to be yours," she said softly. "I've felt this way for a few months, actually. I just wasn't sure if you felt the same way and I didn't want to say anything."

    "I do feel the same way," I replied. "I want you to be mine. I want you to go off birth control, too."

    She smiled and I wrapped my arms around Karen and held her close. I'd just made a huge decision, but I felt with every fiber of my being like it was the right one.

    We still had to tell Jay, though, and I'll write about that next time when I wrap up this story.
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    I thought, perhaps, that being on vacation with Karen had skewed my view of things. I thought there was a chance that I was just riding high on the joy of spending time alone with her and of having lots of great sex, and that perhaps once we got back the idea of getting her pregnant and trying to establish some sort of life with her would seem utterly insane.

    I was wrong, though. That desire didn't go away for either of us. If anything, it felt a little stronger once we were back home. Of course, we had to figure out what to do about Jay, which wasn't as simple as tossing him aside because Karen had decided she needed to be with a different kind of man. In fact, at that point it wasn't really clear that Karen wanted to do that. She wanted to be mine, but that still could have meant there was a place for Jay in her life. She just knew she wanted to get pregnant, she wanted me to be the one to get her pregnant, and she was in love with me.

    So, we decided to start with a gentle approach by telling Jay that Karen had decided she wanted me to get her pregnant.

    "Jay, would you do me a favor?" Karen said as she and I were cuddled up in their bed. It was a few days after we'd returned from our vacation and Jay hadn't yet watched us fuck since we'd gotten back. We were both naked and he was on his knees wearing his cock cage, as always.

    "Of course," he replied.

    "Would you go into the bathroom to retrieve my birth control pills?" Karen asked.

    Jay seemed puzzled by the request at first and he stared at both Karen and I for a few seconds before rising from his knees and heading for the bathroom. Karen reached down and took my cock in her hand - we hadn't yet fucked that day - and stroked me slowly while kissing my neck and chest. She moaned just a little and it was more than enough to bring my cock to life.

    "Here you are," Jay said as he returned with the pills in his hand.

    "Very good," Karen replied as she continued to offer me pleasure with her hand. "Now, I need you to do something else for me. I need you to toss that packet of pills into the trash."

    Jay looked down at the pills and then back at Karen as a confused look crossed his face. It remained there for a few seconds before he seemed to understand what she was saying. "Wait...are you...are you saying what I think you're saying?"

    Karen smiled and nodded and then kissed her way down my body before taking my cock in her mouth. She offered wondrous pleasure - as she tended to do with her exceedingly talented mouth - and I got a little bit harder as Jay watched with the packet of pills in his hand.

    "Yes," Karen finally said as she looked up at her cuckold husband. "I'm going to get pregnant. And it's not going to be you that gets me pregnant, Jay. Your dick is going to stay in that cute little cage until my bull's baby is growing inside me."

    "Wait...Karen," Jay said, but my cock was already in her mouth.

    I groaned and reached down to put a hand on the back of her head. I exerted just a little control and Karen swallowed as much of my cock as she could handle, which was just about everything, as she'd taken her cocksucking training seriously and gotten a great deal better at deepthroating.

    "What's wrong, Jay?" I asked. "You're not surprised that she wants me to get her pregnant, are you?"

    Jay looked at his wife as she moved up and down on my cock, deepthroating me each time, and shook his head.

    "You understand why she's want a real man's baby inside her, don't you?" I asked. "You understand why she wouldn't want you, her cuckold husband, to get her pregnant, don't you?"

    Jay nodded again and I could see him wince just a little. He leaned forward in the way he sometimes did when he was trying to cope with the pain of his cock surging in its cage. He might have been feeling a touch of agony over the idea of me getting Karen pregnant, but he was turned on, too.

    "Jay, do as your wife told you and throw out her birth control. When you're done, I want you to crawl between my legs and suck my balls," I instructed. "Now be a good cuckold."

    Jay turned and moved towards the bathroom. Karen let my cock fall from her mouth, looked up at me, and said, "I love you."

    "I love you too," I replied.

    Jay emerged from the bathroom and crawled between my legs as instructed. He took my balls into his mouth and sucked while his wife returned to my cock. Just like they'd done so many times, the couple served me, their bull. They served well, too, getting me nice and hard and leaving my shaft slick with spit so I'd slide easily into Karen's pussy.

    "Mount me in reverse cowgirl," I instructed. "Look down at your cuckold as he sucks my balls while you milk my cock with your tight pussy and try to make me cum inside me."

    Karen climbed on top of me and I gave her beautiful ass a hard smack. She guided my dick into her slick pussy and I groaned as the folds of her flesh swallowed me.

    "I want you to keep sucking those big balls, baby," Karen instructed. "I want you to help him make a nice big load so he can fill my womb with his potent seed and get me pregnant. I need that, Jay. I stopped taking my birth control a few days ago so it's possible I could get pregnant today. It's possible my bull could impregnate your wife right here, right now."

    Jay moaned around my balls and the vibrations proved quite pleasant. It didn't sound like an agonized moan, either. It sounded like he was actually enjoying himself. But of course he was. He's a cuckold, and he'd sunk so far into his fantasy that he found nothing but pleasure in the idea of my seed taking hold inside his wife's womb, of her belly growing with my baby, of her breasts expanding with milk to nourish the baby that we'd conceived together.

    "Do you want to see this grow?" Karen asked. I couldn't quite tell, but I'm fairly certain she was running her hands over her stomach. "Do you want to see my stomach grow as my bull's baby grows inside me? Do you want to spend all day having to confront the evidence that you're not man enough to satisfy your wife, and that you're absolutely not man enough to be worth impregnating me?"

    "Yes," Jay admitted.

    "You're pathetic," Karen said, though there was very clearly lust in her voice, like she was turned on by Jay's admission. She rode me faster in response and I gave her ass a few hard smacks. "Suck on my clit, cuckold. Suck on my fucking clit while I milk his cock, while my pussy makes him cum deep inside me. Make me cum while I ride my bull so he can get me pregnant."

    Karen bounced on my dick as I enjoyed the view of her ass - and of her pussy lips clinging to my shaft - and let her work me right up to the edge of an orgasm.

    "I'm close," I announced.

    "You hear that, Jay?" Karen asked. "My bull is close to cumming in my pussy. He's close to unleashing his load in your wife's unprotected pussy. He's close to unleashing his seed in my womb so it can take hold in my body, so it can get me pregnant, so it can make my belly swell up as his baby grows inside me."

    The more she talked, the lustier Karen sounded, like she was massively turned on at the idea of me depositing my seed in her pussy and getting her pregnant. The truth was, I was turned on by it too, and it wasn't really the kinky part of it I loved. It was the idea of getting this beautiful woman that I'd fallen in love with pregnant that thrilled me the most. Though, to be fair, there was a part of me that loved that I'd proven to be so much more of a man than her cuckold husband that she'd fallen in love with me and was now eager to give me her womb, to let me plant my seed inside her.

    "I'm cumming," I said as I grabbed Karen's hips and pulled her down on my shaft. My cock pulsed inside her, launching volley after volley of my thick seed into her womb.

    She came soon after, presumably as Jay's tongue worked her clit while I was busy inseminating her. When Karen looked over her shoulder she had a joyous smile on her face, like taking my load in her pussy with the intention of getting pregnant was the most thrilling experience of her life.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "It was incredible, as always," I replied. "You're incredible, Karen."

    She turned back to Jay and said, "Go get those panties you wore while we were on vacation. Put them on for me. Model them for us."

    Jay backed out of the bed and headed for the closet while Karen lifted her pussy from my cock and cuddled up next to me. We kissed softly as Jay exited the closet, though neither of us paid him any attention for a short span as we shared a post-orgasmic connection that felt exceptionally intimate.

    "Aww, don't you look cute," Karen said as she turned towards her husband.

    "She's right," I added as Karen's fingers danced through my chest hair.

    "Did you enjoy wearing my panties while I was on vacation with my bull, Jay?" Karen asked.

    He didn't answer right away - Jay seemed particularly embarrassed to be standing in front of us in panties, which was perfectly understandable - but eventually he nodded and quietly said, "Yes."

    "You're such a fucking cuck," Karen said. "I'm on vacation with my bull and he's fucking me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. He's making me cum like a man is supposed to make a woman cum. He's satisfying me to such a degree that I decide I want him to get me pregnant, and while all that's happening my cuck husband is here wearing my panties like a little bitch because I ordered him to, and because he's too much of a little bitch to do anything but exactly as I tell him."

    Jay had no response to Karen's humiliating words, but she'd clearly managed to deepen his arousal, which was already considerable. I wasn't sure if she was giving him a gift by being so harsh or if she was merely reinforcing - for herself - that he was, in fact, every bit the cuckold she'd come to think of him as.

    "Get my vibrator out," Karen instructed.

    Jay rushed towards her nightstand and retrieved the vibrator he'd used while Karen and I fucked on FaceTime. He moved back to the foot of the bed and stood there with the toy in his hand and his caged cock dressed up in a pair of his wife's panties.

    "Crawl into the bed," Karen said, "but stay by our feet, which is where a fucking cuck belongs."

    Jay crawled into the bed as instructed and laid by our feet. I put my arm around Karen and pulled her a little closer and she offered me a kiss. She welcomed my tongue into her mouth when I offered it and reached up to caress my face. We were putting on a little bit of a show for Jay, but we were also deepening our bond.

    "Turn the vibrator on," Karen said. "Hold it between your legs. Masturbate like a girl. Pleasure your clit-sized, pantied cock with that toy, Jay."

    There's no question Jay understood how humiliating it would be to masturbate like that while we watched - especially with my cum leaking out of Karen's pussy, but that didn't stop him. He turned on the toy, held it against his caged and pantied cock, and masturbated as we watched.

    "Pathetic," Karen said.

    I saw the pleasure on Jay's face when she uttered the word. He was genuinely turned on by his wife thinking he was pathetic. That's not surprising, though. Jay's a cuckold, after all.

    "Suck on my toes," Karen instructed as she moved her foot towards his mouth. "Suck on them like you'd suck cock for me, Jay."

    Jay wrapped his lips around two of her toes, closed his eyes, and sucked as he masturbated with the vibrator.

    "You're such a fucking cuckold," she said. "But this is the kind of man you've always been, isn't it? It's just so much more obvious now. The moment a better man entered our lives you transformed into a true cuckold, into this pathetic, submissive little bitch that's wearing panties, vibrating his clit, and sucking on my toes like I just fed him a fat cock."

    Jay moved the toy over his locked cock and moaned around the toes stretching his lips.

    "I know it might have been surprising to hear that my bull is going to get me pregnant, Jay, but it shouldn't have been," Karen continued. "It should have been the least surprising news you've ever heard. Why would I want a man like you - the pathetic man lying at the end of our bed and masturbating in panties - to get me pregnant? I don't care that you're my husband. You're still pathetic. You're still not worthy of cumming in my pussy, of attempting to knock me up with your putrid seed. Your cum belongs in the trash, down the drain, or in those panties you're wearing."

    It's weird to say, but I actually felt kind of proud of Karen in that moment. She was putting on a clinic in cuckold humiliation and I'm fairly certain she was doing it because she wanted to give her husband a good orgasm. At least I think that was part of it. She probably also wanted to reinforce - in her mind, at least - that he really was pathetic, and that was pretty easy to do while watching him suck on her toes and pleasure his chastised cock.

    Then Karen turned to me and smiled. She offered a soft, sensual, genuinely loving kiss and then reached up to caress my face. It was exquisite. She pulled back just a little, stared into my eyes for a handful of seconds, and said, "I love you."

    Jay moaned around her toes. I'm fairly certain it was the first time he'd heard his wife say that to me. It must have been alarming, though he's a cuckold, so I'm sure there was some pleasure mixed in there for him.

    "I love you too," I replied before pulling her just a little. We kissed again, this time deeply and passionately. Her hand moved down my chest and she took my soft cock in her grasp and stroked me.

    "I love you so much," she said with a hint of desperation in her voice, like she felt as though she couldn't possibly express just how deep her feelings ran. Then, Karen looked down at Jay and said, "I want you to suck his cock until he's hard for me. Then he's going to make love to me. He's going to fill my pussy again. With any luck, he'll get me pregnant today. If not, we're going to keep trying."

    Jay's face was a mixture of emotions. He looked aroused, distressed, anxious, and eager to do as his wife instructed. He crawled between my legs and took my cock in his mouth. He kept vibrating his cock while doing it, too.

    "You may cum in your panties whenever you're ready, Jay," she said. "But you may not stop sucking cock until my bull is hard and ready to make love to me. Do you understand?"

    Jay looked up and nodded with my cock in his mouth.

    "Good," Karen instructed. "Oh, and one more thing. My bull and I are going to spend every night together until he gets me pregnant. It might be here, it might be at his place, but I'm going to spend every single night in his arms until his baby is growing inside me, and you don't get a say in the matter because you're a fucking cuckold."

    We hadn't discussed that idea, but I liked it. It's not like I was going to turn down having lots of great sex with the beautiful woman I'd fallen in love with.

    Karen turned back to me, smiled, and once more said, "I love you."

    "I love you too," I replied.

    We kissed as Jay moaned around my cock. I can't say for sure, but I think he liked that his wife had fallen in love with another man. It - along with the pregnancy - was the ultimate form of cuckolding, though, so in that way it made perfect sense.

    As it turns out, I need one more chapter to wrap up this story, but next time I'll tell you about how it ended for Jay, Karen, and me. I like to think it ended with everyone exactly where they needed to be, but I'll let you be the judge of that.

  
    I Took a Cuckold's Wife - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    It took five weeks for Karen to get pregnant. We fucked at least once a day – and sometimes multiple times a day – during that span, and not in that mechanical way that couples sometimes do when they're desperate to conceive. It was wild, passionate, astoundingly pleasurable sex driven by our love for each other and our mutual lust for my seed to take hold inside her.

    Jay was involved every step of the way. He watched almost every time we fucked and he frequently participated by preparing us both with his mouth. Occasionally I'd have him worship Karen's ass while she rode me and there were times when I'd have him eating my ass while I was inside her in missionary. I can't say for sure, but I'm fairly certain that Jay experienced the best orgasms of his life during that time, as each was infused by the idea that his wife was desperate for another man to get her pregnant. It's the ultimate form of cuckolding, after all - Karen literally chose not to let her husband pass on his DNA - and Jay couldn't help but get off on that humiliation.

    I basically stayed with them for the entirety of those five weeks - I think Karen and I spent a few nights at my place, but otherwise I'd all but moved in. Jay was in the guest room, I was in the primary bedroom with Karen, and we were living like a couple with a cuckold servant there to tend to our needs and to indulge in his lust for humiliation as he did as we desired.

    The day she got the positive pregnancy test was among the most joyful of my life. It wasn't until the moment that she came running out of the bathroom with the test in her hand that I realized just how badly I wanted to start a family with her. It was even more than that, though. It was that I wanted Karen in every way. I wanted her to be mine. Luckily, that wasn't something I had to convince her of. She was already prepared - eager, even - to be mine, as she'd expressed when we were on vacation.

    We decided to delay any big decisions until after the first trimester, which is when most of the significant risk has passed. Then, right as Karen began to show, we decided it was time to make some genuine, permanent changes. We shared the first of those decisions one night shortly after the first trimester had officially passed.

    "She looks beautiful, doesn't she?" I asked Jay as Karen stepped into the living room in a pair of boyshort panties and a camisole that stretched out over her newly-showing stomach. Her breasts had swollen a little, too, and her nipples were rock hard and poking through the soft fabric of her top.

    I was sitting on the couch and Jay was on his knees in the middle of the living room, which was exactly where he belonged. He turned to look at his wife and his eyes lit up as he stared at her belly. "She does," he answered. "She looks perfect."

    Karen stopped in front of her cuckold - who craned his neck to look up at her - and gently ran her hand over her slightly protruding pregnant belly. "I feel beautiful," she said. "Having his baby growing inside me has made me feel more beautiful than I ever have, Jay. It's made me happier than I've ever been, too."

    Jay reached up and Karen smiled and took his hand. She placed it against her pregnant belly and he rubbed it slowly with a smile on his face.

    "Does it turn you on, Jay?" Karen asked. "To rub my pregnant belly? To see my swollen breasts? To know that another man's baby is growing inside me? To know that I've chosen to start a family with another man instead of you?"

    "Yes," Jay admitted.

    I saw a hint of disgust on Karen's face, like she was embarrassed that her husband couldn't help but find it arousing that she thought so little of him that she'd chosen to have me get her pregnant. The look only remained for a few moments before swiftly washing away as Karen smiled at her cuckold husband and then joined me on the couch.

    I put my arm around her, pulled her close, and we shared a deep kiss. She cuddled a little closer and her hand rested on my thigh. Her lips parted and she practically sucked my tongue into her mouth while moaning. I ran my fingers over her stomach and up to her breasts. I gently played with them in the exquisitely soft fabric of her camisole and Karen's moan deepened. Just like that, the intense, unyielding desire we'd felt for each other over the previous months was once again ignited. I absolutely would have enjoyed fucking her right then and there, but we had business to attend to, so the kiss ended and Karen remained cuddled up next to me as we both turned our attention to Jay.

    "Jay, darling," Karen began, "we need to talk about the future."

    "Okay," Jay replied with a wary look on his face.

    "Things are going to change," Karen said. "Permanently."

    Jay's nervousness seemed to deepen, and with good reason.

    "I'm moving in," I added. "Permanently. I'll be selling my house - it's not really suitable for a family - and moving in with Karen so we can raise our family here. I'll use some of the money from the sale of my house to make improvements here - adding some extra square footage and an upgrade to the yard at the very least - and of course I'll be in the master bedroom with Karen."

    "The guest bedroom will be converted to your room, Jay," Karen continued. "We can make any changes you want to make it exactly as you desire, but you need to accept that things will never go back to the way they were before I cuckolded you. What was once a thrilling sexual kink has become so much more for me. I'm in love with another man. His baby is growing inside me. For the past six months I've really been living with him, not you, and now we're going to make that arrangement permanent."

    I couldn't quite read Jay's face, though I'm fairly certain that's because he was experiencing half a dozen emotions at the same time. I didn't really get a sense of surprise from him - he really shouldn't have been, given that I had been living with them for nearly six months by that point - but it looked like just about everything else a man could be feeling upon hearing that news was running through his body.

    "So, what am I?" Jay asked after a long silence settled over the living room.

    "What do you mean?" Karen replied.

    "I mean, am I still your husband?" he asked. "Am I...I don't know, am I your roommate?"

    Karen studied her husband for a few seconds and said, "Come closer, Jay."

    Jay crawled towards us until he was on the floor in front of Karen. She spread her legs and beckoned him to come just a little bit closer. He did so and she reached out and caressed his face before gently guiding him to rest his head against the warm, soft flesh of her inner thigh.

    "You're our cuckold, Jay," she said softly. "You're exactly what you've been since this journey began. This probably isn't how you envisioned this turning out, but now I know this is how it was always going to end. I was meant to be with a different kind of man. That's what makes me happiest. You were meant to be a cuckold, to serve me and the new man in our life. You were meant to submit to both of us, and that's what you're going to continue to do."

    Jay turned his head and softly kissed Karen's thigh. He closed his eyes and his lips lingered against her soft skin as he purred.

    "You don't have to be our cuckold, of course," Karen continued while reaching down to run her fingers through her husband's hair. "We'd both like you to remain with us and to serve as our cuckold, but you don't have to. You're free to leave if you desire."

    There was real panic in his eyes when Jay looked up at Karen and me. "No, I don't want that," he said. "I want to stay. I want to serve. I do. I want to be your cuckold."

    "You want to live a life of service?" Karen asked. "Because that's what you'll be tasked with, Jay. You'll serve us. You'll do everything you've been doing as our cuckold and a great deal more."

    Jay nodded. "I want that. I do. I want to be a good cuckold for you. For both of you."

    "Good," Karen replied softly. "That's good, Jay. That's what I want too." She leaned down like she was going to kiss him - her lips were inches from his - but instead Karen slipped two fingers into his mouth and pushed them all the way to the back of his throat. "You will serve us well, Jay," she said with a harsh edge to her voice. "You will know your place and inhabit it without question. You will not introduce any stress into our lives. You will be an obedient, submissive cuckold who understands his place. You will do everything in your power to make our lives better. Do you understand?"

    Jay nodded as Karen gently fucked his mouth with her fingers. I was certain I saw a wild kind of desire in his eyes, as if Karen had tapped into a deep well of lust inside him and unleashed it with just a few well-chosen words.

    "I'm horny," Karen said to her husband. "What should you do to help meet my needs in this situation?"

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and Jay looked at me and said, "I should fluff his cock for you."

    Karen smiled. "Yes you should. Now do it, you fucking cocksucker."

    Jay moved between my legs and got to work freeing my cock as I considered how significantly Karen's view of her husband had changed over the course of my time with him. There was a time when she felt genuine love and affection for her husband, but that had clearly faded as she'd witnessed him surrender over and over to his desires, many of which were built around his need to feel a deep sense of humiliation. Karen still felt some kind of affection for him - she wanted him to remain our cuckold - but she clearly didn't love him anymore, at least not in the same romantic way a woman tends to love her husband.

    I couldn't really blame her. I suppose I'd ruined Jay for her. I'd humiliated him - for his pleasure, of course - and while he'd experienced the blissful highs of pleasure that cuckolding can provide, he'd also fallen low and lost his wife in the process.

    "That's it, cocksucker," Karen said as she watched Jay take me in his mouth. "Suck on that big dick. Show us both that you know your place. Show us that you'll always know your place, that you understand that you're a fucking cuck and that's all you'll ever be."

    Jay looked up at his wife - who'd cuddled tightly against my body and was busy kissing my neck as she watched her husband blow me - and moaned around my cock. He liked giving me head. He'd come around fully. He was every bit the cuckold I'd turned him into. He was everything Karen thought he was and I had every confidence he could remain a part of our lives and act as a good submissive cuckold that largely existed to make us happy.

    Karen pulled her panties off, handed them to Jay - who'd gotten me hard - and said, "Put these on. Right now." Jay stood and stepped into her panties before dropping to his knees once more. Karen straddled me, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Put his cock inside me, cuckold."

    Jay wrapped his fingers around the base of my shaft and guided me into her slick pussy. I felt her warmth and wetness envelop me as she said, "Now watch a real man satisfy me, cuckold."

    Karen turned her attention to me and her face softened. The harshness she'd directed at her husband turned into a soft, loving look as she sank down onto my cock and kissed me. Our tongues mingled gently and I moved my hands to her ass and took a firm grip, helping her ride me at the speed I enjoyed.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked softly. "Am I making you feel good?"

    Karen was submissive too. Just like Jay. She'd come to balance her dominant and submissive side as she'd taken greater pleasure in humiliating Jay, but at heart she was a sexual submissive and that side of her couldn't help but come out when we fucked. Of course, I liked that side of her, as I thoroughly enjoy being dominant in bed.

    "You are," I replied with a smile. "You always make me feel good, Karen. From the first moment you gave me your pussy you've made me feel good. You've always been a good girl for me."

    She moaned and rode me faster. "You've always given me everything I need, including the baby that's now growing inside me." Her pussy was soaked as she started riding me with wild abandon, like her body had demanded that she pursue her orgasm with as much vigor as she could manage and Karen just couldn't say no.

    "Eat her ass, Jay," I instructed while spreading her cheeks.

    I saw the look of joy on Karen's face when Jay's tongue found her asshole. She smiled at me, moaned, and then we kissed as she rode me faster. Her pussy felt utterly perfect and she seemed determined to give me a fantastically pleasurable orgasm while Jay rimmed her ass like a good cuck.

    "Cum on my cock," I said as I got close to my climax. "Be a good girl and cum on my cock while your cuckold husband eats your ass."

    It took just a few seconds for Karen to follow my order. She closed her eyes and let out a wild, loud scream of pleasure as I fucked my cock up into her pussy. A moment later I unleashed my seed inside her, claiming my climax while Karen's body trembled from the thrill of her orgasm.

    "Lick up any cum that leaks out of her, cuckold," I instructed.

    I felt Jay's tongue on my cock and balls. He was licking up my load like a good cuck. He was following orders without hesitation and he was doing so while wearing his wife's panties. He was exactly what we'd made him and it seemed like he was happy to be that way.

    
      
    

    Selling my house and moving in with Karen and Jay was the most significant change we made in the first two trimesters of her pregnancy. It represented a full commitment to the idea of Karen and me starting a family together with Jay acting as our cuckold servant. There was one more change that Karen wanted to make, though, and one that caught me off guard.

    She was a few weeks into her third trimester when she made her intentions clear. I'd long since moved in by that point and it felt very much like Karen and I were a happy couple with a roommate who also happened to be a sexually submissive cuckold that did everything in his power to improve our lives. In fact, Jay had embraced his role to such a significant degree that it really did feel like he was, without question, always meant to play the part of a cuckold.

    I don't know if it was his embrace of that role that led Karen to her decision or if she'd always planned on it, but I arrived home from work on a Friday evening to find her at the kitchen table with a serious look on her face and a wealth of paperwork spread out in front of her.

    "What's going on?" I asked.

    Karen lifted herself from the chair - she was showing quite a bit at that point and she looked exquisite in a pair of leggings and a top that left most of her pregnant belly exposed - and stepped into a hug. She looked up at me, offered a soft and surprisingly romantic kiss, and said, "I've made a decision."

    "What's the decision?" I asked.

    "It's time for Jay and me to get divorced," she answered. "I'm not saying you and I need to get married, but it's time for my marriage to Jay to officially end."

    "And those are the papers?" I asked as I gestured towards the table.

    Karen looked up at me and nodded. I can't say I was surprised. Karen's decision was utterly unsurprising, in fact, and it was probably a long time coming. Still, it was a big deal and a fairly significant change, even if that change was on paper more than anything else.

    "Does Jay know yet?" I said.

    "No, not yet," she replied. "I was thinking we could tell him together, in fact. I assume you're okay with him staying in the home with us even after we're divorced?"

    I nodded. "Absolutely. He's proven to be quite valuable, in fact. I never imagined taking cuckolding to this extreme, but I feel like Jay is really well-suited to it."

    "He is, isn't he?" Karen replied. "Can we tell him tonight, then?"

    "Of course," I said. I paused for a few moments before adding, "I do want to marry you, by the way. After the baby comes - and I want to do a proper proposal - but I do want to marry you."

    Karen looked up at me with complete and utter joy on her face. I think she would have been okay with not getting married, but it was clearly something she wanted. I wanted it too - and we did end up getting married about six months after the baby arrived - but that's another story.

    Karen kissed me with intense passion and then pushed me into one of the kitchen chairs. She straddled me - she was still capable of doing that despite her increasingly large belly - and ground her hips over my crotch until I had a throbbing erection. Not long after, I was inside her as she slowly moved back and forth over my crotch, milking me with her pussy as we kissed and slowly moved towards our mutually blissful climaxes.

    I came inside her, she came on my cock, and then we took a shower together and cleaned up before Jay got home. We had him come to the living room and strip naked, which he did without question because he's a good cuckold. Karen then produced a pair of panties - she'd tucked them into a pocket - and had Jay change into them before falling to his knees.

    "Are you enjoying your life as our cuckold?" Karen asked.

    "Yes," Jay admitted with a vigorous nod. He looked a little nervous, though it struck me that his nerves came from a worry that Karen was about to tell him he was no longer welcome to be our cuckold. "I love it."

    "And you believe you're well-suited to life as a cuckold?" she asked.

    "Yes, yes, I do," Jay replied. "It's my place. I know most men wouldn't like it, but I do. I really do, Karen."

    "Come closer," Karen said.

    Jay crawled closer and when he reached her feet she leaned forward and ran her fingers through his hair. It looked a little like she was showing affection to a pet, which in some ways was exactly what she was doing.

    "I think you're a wonderful cuckold, Jay," Karen said softly. "You've done everything we've asked of you. You've taken on a large role in maintaining the house and doing chores. You always offer sexual service when requested. You suck cock. You eat pussy. You clean us both after we've had sex. You find it endlessly pleasurable that another man's baby is growing inside me. You've surrendered most - if not all - of your masculinity to us."

    While most men would have been horrified to hear how they'd been reduced to something far less than a man, Jay seemed thrilled by it, as if every single thing Karen mentioned turned him on. In that way, he was a cuckold to the core.

    "However," Karen began, eliciting a panicked look on Jay's face, "you're not longer well-suited to being my husband." She let that revelation hang in the air as Jay looked up at her with worry in his eyes. "Which is why I'm going to divorce you."

    I was honestly a little surprised that Jay didn't seem more panicked by the news, though perhaps I shouldn't have been. Looking back on it now, I understand that Jay wasn't panicked because Karen hadn't said a thing about refusing to let him remain our cuckold, which was, as it turns out, the only thing he really cared about.

    "You will no longer be my husband because you're not worthy of being my husband," Karen continued. "You're a panty wearing, chastised, cocksucking, cum eating cuckold."

    It was utterly unsurprising to see arousal on Jay's face as Karen offered up the kind of humiliation he'd come to crave.

    "You're not really even a man, and I deserve to be married to a man," she said.

    Jay looked at me and then back at Karen and asked, "Are you...are you marrying him?"

    "Eventually," Karen answered. "He'll be my husband and the father of my baby. He'll be the head of our family. He'll be the man of the house. If you choose to remain with us, you'll be our subservient cuckold."

    "I want to remain with you," Jay said immediately. "I want to be your cuckold."

    "You'll sign the divorce papers?" she asked.

    Jay nodded.

    "That makes me very happy, Jay," Karen said as she stood up and slowly stripped as her soon-to-be ex-husband stared up at her with worshipful eyes. Once she was naked Karen ran her hands over her beautiful, pregnant belly and asked, "Would you like to kiss it, Jay? Would you like to kiss my belly?"

    Jay nodded and Karen stepped closer. Jay leaned forward, closed his eyes, and pressed his lips against her wondrous pregnant belly. It had become something of a ritual between them, and each and every time it seemed to bring Jay a wealth of pleasure. He almost always moaned while kissing the ultimate symbol of his status as a cuckold and he almost always seemed to feel a rush of arousal between his legs, as evidenced by the look of mild pain while his cock tried in vain to get hard in its cage.

    "Worship my pussy, cuckold," Karen instructed.

    Jay kissed his way down her belly, sank a little lower, and put his tongue to work on her pussy.

    "You will never fuck me again, Jay," Karen said. "If you stay with us, you will never fuck anyone again. You will forever be a pussy free cuckold. Your cock will spend most of its time locked in that cage, because that's where it belongs. You'll spend most of your time in a pair of panties, because a man like you doesn't deserve to wear men's underwear. You'll be permitted to worship my body and you'll do a great deal of cocksucking, of course, but you won't ever fuck anyone again, because you're not worthy of pussy."

    Jay licked with great passion as Karen laid out what his future would look like. Her rules made perfect sense to me. I probably wouldn't have objected if she wanted to throw Jay a pity fuck from time to time, but I wasn't going to object if she decided that keeping him pussy free was the way to go. He was, after all, utterly incapable of satisfying her and there was nothing wrong with punishing him for that.

    "We may find someone to fuck you," Karen said.

    That elicited a panicked-sounding moan from Jay, though he didn't stop licking her pussy.

    "We may find a man that's more than happy to bend you over and take your ass, Jay," she continued. "That will be the only kind of sex you're allowed, and in time you may come to enjoy getting fucked in the ass and taking a thick, creamy load in your hole like a good little bitch. You won't like it the first time - no man likes getting fucked the first time - but you might get used to it, you might come to crave it, we might even be able to offer it as a reward when you're a good cuckold."

    I have to admit that I was somewhat astounded by Karen's transformation into a woman willing to take control of her cuckold. I felt proud, too, like I'd trained her well and she'd learned all the important lessons while playing the part of my sexual submissive.

    "Are you leaking precum into your panties?" Karen asked.

    "Yes," Jay admitted before immediately returning to licking her pussy.

    "How pathetic," she said with a laugh. "I've just told you that every bit of your masculinity is going to be taken away and you're turned on. I guess this is exactly the kind of man you were meant to be, Jay."

    Karen grabbed a handful of his hair and rubbed her wet pussy over his face for a few moments before stepping back and then turning and heading for the kitchen. She returned with the divorce papers and a pen and then set them on the coffee table and said, "Sign."

    Jay grabbed the pen, turned, and signed the papers without hesitation. Just a few days later their divorce would be official. Jay would be nothing more than our cuckold.

    "Now suck his cock," Karen instructed. "Get him hard. Then you can watch him make love to your pregnant wife."

    Jay turned around, got between my legs, and freed my cock to take me in his mouth. He sucked like a man possessed and he did so for his wife's pleasure. He got me hard and I made love to Karen on the couch while Jay watched. He cleaned us up afterwards and then Karen instructed him to make dinner while we cuddled on the couch. Like a good cuckold, Jay did exactly as his wife desired.

    And that's where my story ends. Years later, Jay remains with us. To the outside world we seem like a happy couple with a son (and a daughter on the way) and a helpful roommate that lives with us. Jay's submission is complete as he spends the entirety of his live in service to us, and by all accounts he's never been happier. The same goes for me and Karen, too. Things really are blissful and I can't imagine how they could get any better.

    I couldn't have predicted how things would turn out, but I'm thrilled that I found Karen and Jay and that I was exactly what they needed in their lives, just like they were exactly what I needed.

    The End.

  I Want Him to Spend the Night
Usually he fucks me while you watch and then goes home. Usually you spend the night in our marital bed. Usually I let you slip inside me at some point and enjoy my loose, wet pussy after he’s been inside me. Tonight is going to be unusual.I’ve been fantasizing about him all week. I’ve been dreaming about his big cock inside me. I’ve been masturbating to the idea of him fucking me. Now we’re hours away from him arriving and pushing his throbbing dick between my cunt lips and deep into me. I know I’m going to want it over and over. I know I’m going to want my boyfriend to fuck me as many times as possible.
That’s why I want him to spend the night. I want to have access to his big dick whenever I need it. If I wake up at 3 a.m. and I want to fuck, I don’t want to be denied. I want to be able to slip under the sheets, suck him until he’s hard, and then climb on top to ride him until I have an orgasm. You don’t mind, do you?
You’ll have to sleep in the guest bedroom. I’ll make sure we leave the door open so you can hear when he fucks me in the middle of the night or when we wake up. That way you can masturbate your little cuckold cock while his big dick is satisfying your wife’s pussy.

    I Want to be His Girlfriend

    I have something to tell you. You see, my bull asked me to be his girlfriend. He wants to take me on dates. He wants to introduce me to his friends. He even wants to take me to a wedding.

    Would that be okay with you? I know I'm your girlfriend, so that means we'd have to make some changes. I swear, I'm not dumping you. We're just going to make a few changes. Would that be okay?

  
    I'll Force You if I Have To...but I Bet I Won't Have To

    I don’t care if you don’t want to suck his cock. I don’t know why you think you have a choice. You’ll do it because I want you to do it. You’ll do it because you’re a cuckold. You’ll do it because you’re my submissive little toy. You’ll wrap your lips around his dick and get him hard because that’s what I want, and what I want is all that matters.

    Take him in your fucking mouth. Be a good little bisexual slut for me. Wrap your lips around his dick like a good boy and give him a blowjob. Give him head. Suck him. Suck his cock, you nasty little whore. Be the little bitch that I know you are.

    See, that’s not so bad, is it? It’s not so bad to have another man’s cock in your mouth, is it? It’s not so bad to be a cocksucker, is it?

    Do you feel humiliated? Does having his dick get hard in your mouth humiliate you? Does it make you feel like less of a man? I wouldn’t think it was possible for you to feel like less of a man, to be honest.

    Would it help you to know that my pussy gets wet when I see you suck cock? It does, cucky. It turns me on to know that you’re willing to suck dick for me. It makes me wet to know that you’ll do something you genuinely don’t want to do in the name of making me happy.

    There you go. Now you’re putting a little more work into it. Now you’re being enthusiastic. Now you’re putting that pretty little mouth of yours to work being the cocksucker I need you to be. Now you’re truly being a good boy.

    I need just one more thing, cucky. I need you to let him fuck you. I need you to be a good little faggot for me. I need you to relax your asshole and let him invade your rectum. I need you to take another man’s cock deep in your asshole.

    It hurts, doesn’t it? I know it does, cucky. I know it’s painful. I know it’s agonizing. I know you haven’t been fucked before. I don’t care. I don’t care about any of it. I only care that you’re taking cock in the ass. I only care that you’re doing what I tell you to do. I only care that you’re being the good boy I know you can be.

    How does it feel to get fucked from behind like a bitch? How does it feel to have a man’s cock buried in your ass? How does it feel to be a faggot for me? How does it feel to be a dirty little slut for your domme?

    He’s pounding you hard now, isn’t he? He’s pounding that slutty little ass of yours. He’s pounding you just like the bitch that you are. Tell me, do you like it? Do you like being a faggot for your domme?

    Open up, slut. Open up and receive his load. Open up for his yummy spunk. Open up for his cum. There you go. Take it all. Complete your task.

    Yes, I forced you. No, I don’t care. You’re a toy to me. You’re a plaything. You are to be used for my pleasure. I don’t care if you enjoyed it or not. I don’t care if your ass hurts. I don’t care if you don’t like the taste of his cum. I don’t care about any of it.

  
    I'm Going to Take Your Ass with My Strapon

    The pleasure begins when you bend over for me. You expose your asshole, knowing full well that I’m going to make you suffer when I put my cock inside you. You don’t care, though. You want to suffer for me. You want to take it up the ass for me. You want to get fucked like a bitch.

    The pleasure continues when I pop the top on the lube and squirt it over my cock. I squirt some on your ass and use the head of my strapon to rub it into your asshole. I stroke my long, thick shaft and you hear the sounds of slippery joy that signify your impending anal penetration.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” I ask.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply.

    “Then beg me for it, bitch,” I say.

    “Please fuck me, mistress. Please give me your cock. Please fuck my tight little asshole and stretch it out. Please fill me with your big cock,” you say.

    “What a pathetic fucking whore you are,” I say as I spank your ass.

    I press the slippery head of my cock against your asshole. I push inside you. I watch your tight anus spread open around my dick. I watch it disappear inside you. I hear that beautiful groan you make every time I fill you for the first time. I hear the pain. I hear the suffering. I hear that little bit of pleasure you feel at having your mistress’s dick inside your ass.

    “Do you want it hard?” I ask.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. “Please, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass hard.”

    I spank you again and grab your hips. I thrust hard into you. I fill you with every inch of my cock. I stretch you out. I make you suffer for my enjoyment. I make you feel the pain of getting fucked like the little bitch that you are.

    Your chastised cock swings back and forth with every thrust. Your ass loosens up for me. You take me deeper.

    “Fuck me, mistress,” you say in a beautiful voice laced with pleasure. “Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass!”

    “Tell me you’re a whore,” I say.

    “I’m a whore!” you answer.

    “Tell me you’re my whore,” I demand.

    “I’m you’re whore, mistress. I’m you’re whore,” you say.

    Yes you are.

  
    If Size Matters, You’re in Trouble

    You’re not small. Not really. You’re average. Maybe even a little bit above average. That’s why your wife never complained. She had nothing to complain about. Sex was good. Sometimes it was great. That happened less and less as your marriage went on, but that’s how it goes for most couples.

    Then you shared your fantasy. It took years for you to work up the courage to tell her about it, but eventually you spilled the beans. You told her about your desire to be a cuckold. You told her that nothing turned you on more than the idea of her having great sex with another man.

    It didn’t happen right away. It took months for her to warm up to the idea and months longer for her to actually find the right guy. It happened, though. She found the right guy. She cuckolded you with him. She had the great sex you wanted her to have. At first it was just the two of them in a hotel room, but eventually she was comfortable inviting you to watch. You witnessed your beautiful wife having sex with another man. You witnessed his cock fill her pussy. You witnessed the bliss on her face when she came with his cock inside her. You witnessed another man having an orgasm while buried deep in your wife’s pussy.

    For a few months it was perfect. Your wife fucked her new man most weekends and occasionally they’d get together during the week for a quickie. At first your sex life improved. You were constantly horny and your wife was willing to welcome you into her pussy with great frequency. You went down on her a lot more often. She gave you more handjobs. You had more sex. There was lots and lots of dirty talk. It was everything you wanted it to be.

    Then it slowed down. For you, at least. She was still having sex with him every weekend and she usually saw him at least once during the week, sometimes twice. There was less sex with you, though. What used to be a few times a week dwindled to once a week. Then it was just a few times a month. Then it was once a month. That’s when you decided you had to talk about it.

    “Can we talk?” you asked on a Thursday night. She’d just gotten home from a visit to her lover’s house and she’d rebuffed your desire to have sex with her.

    “Sure,” she said. “What about?”

    “Well, you know that I love that you’re cuckolding me now. I love that you’re having great sex with someone else. It really is a dream come true for me. It’s like living out a fantasy every day. It’s incredible,” you began.

    “Okay,” your wife said. “I feel like there’s a but coming on.”

    You smiled. “Yeah. Sorry, I hate to be so predictable, but I feel like things have really slowed down between us, you know? It’s been more than a month since we’ve had sex and before that we also went a month without having sex. I mean, we had sex multiple times a week when you first cuckolded me, so things have really slowed to a crawl.”

    “And you’re not happy with that?” your wife asked.

    “No,” you answered. “I’m not.”

    “You’re still cumming quite often, aren’t you?” your wife asked.

    You nodded. “Yes, I am, and I’m grateful for that. I really am. I just…well, sex is better than a handjob or masturbating together.”

    “I’m sure it’s better for you,” your wife said.

    You expected she’d say more, but she just put that thought out there and left it, making it seem fairly obvious that she didn’t particularly enjoy having sex with you.

    “Well, it seemed like you enjoyed having sex with me when you were first cuckolding me,” you said.

    She smiled. “I did. I still enjoy having sex with you, to a certain extent, at least.”

    “What does that mean?” you asked.

    “Honey, do you really want to do this?” she asked. “Doesn’t this seem like a possibly dangerous road to go down?”

    “This is important to me,” you said. “I want to have sex with you. I love having sex with you.”

    Your wife took your hand, squeezed it reassuringly, and said, “I’m afraid that I don’t love having sex with you. Not anymore.”

    “What? Why?” you asked as a sense of panic rose in your chest.

    “Are you sure you want to do this?” your wife asked again.

    You nodded.

    “Because size matters, honey,” she said.

    “What?” you asked.

    “He’s bigger than you,” she explained. “You’ve seen his cock. He’s much bigger than you. He’s longer and he’s thicker. He’s better with his cock, too, but it’s the size that really matters. It makes a difference. A big difference, in fact. Size matters, and you don’t measure up. You’re nowhere near as big as he is and the longer I’ve been with him the less I want your cock inside me.”

    You felt an odd mixture of pain and arousal. You pulled away but your wife moved closer, making it impossible for you to escape.

    “It’s not a small difference,” she continued. “When he fucks me…I feel so full, I feel so satisfied. I feel like I’m finally getting what I’ve always needed as a woman. I feel like I’m finally with a man, with a real man. I think about him all the time. I think about his cock all the time. I’ve never been with a man like that. Never in my life. I’ve never experienced someone that makes me feel like he does, and unfortunately he makes me feel so good that I don’t want your cock inside me. I just don’t.”

    “But…but…what about what I want?” you asked.

    Your wife reached between your legs and found your stiff dick. “You’re hard as a rock. I understand that you want to fuck me, but it seems clear that you also want this. I find it hard to believe that you don’t notice the difference, honey. I’ve barely been into the sex we’ve had the last couple months. It’s like I can’t even feel you inside me. All I do is think about him. It’s the only reason I find it even remotely pleasurable to fuck you anymore. I just think of him being inside me. I think of him fucking me. I think of him pounding my tight little pussy and making me cum like I’ve always wanted to cum.”

    You opened your mouth to protest but your wife covered it with her hand. She unzipped your pants and pulled out your cock. She kept her hand over your mouth as she jerked you off.

    “I’ll still take care of you,” she said. “I’ll still jerk you off and tell you about how good he fucks me. I’ll jerk you off and tell you that your inadequate cock doesn’t belong anywhere near my pussy. I’ll jerk you off and tell you that I have no interest in fucking my cuckold husband anymore.”

    You came. You came hard. You came and your wife pulled her hand from your mouth and smiled as your semen spilled over her hand and onto your pants.

    “I might even blow you from time to time,” she said. “I love you, honey. I want to take care of you. I just don’t want your cock inside me anymore. Don’t worry, though. I’ll make sure you’re happy.”

    “Okay,” you said. It was hard to argue with her after an orgasm like that.

  
    If You Clean Her You Might Get to Cum

    Your wife emanates confidence and control as you fall to your knees in front of her. She’s just released your cock from chastity and it throbs with desire. You hold your hands behind your back as she instructed you to. You know that you’ll be swiftly and severely punished if you touch your cock.

    “Did you enjoy watching him fuck me, cuckold?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously and say, “Yes, mistress.”

    “What was your favorite part?” she asks as her stocking-clad legs rubs over your stiffness.

    “Watching your pussy stretch out around his thick cock, mistress,” you answer.

    “It’s different, isn’t it cuckold? Your cock doesn’t stretch me like that. You don’t reach those deep places inside me, either. You just don’t measure up,” your wife says as she leans forward and gently runs her fingernails over your cock.

    You wince as the mild pain resonates through your loins. It makes her smile. She loves dominating you.

    “Do you think you deserve to cum?” your wife asks as she grabs your balls.

    “No, mistress,” you answer immediately. You’ve been well-trained. You know that you never truly deserve to cum. Every orgasm she gives you is a gift.

    “No, you don’t,” she says with a smile. “I might give you an orgasm though. If you’re a good boy.”

    You watch as she leans back and spreads her legs. Her pussy looks pink and puffy from the pounding her bull’s big cock delivered.

    “He’s still inside me,” your wife says, referring to the load of cum her bull deposited in her pussy. “Be a good boy and clean him out of me, would you?”

    For a moment you worry that you might cum from the intensely pleasurable humiliation of being ordered to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. Thankfully, you hold back. Her punishment would have been harsh if you came without permission.

    You move between her legs and she gently places her hand on the back of your head and guides you to her pussy. “Clean me, cuckold,” she whispers.

    Nothing pleases you more than being a good boy for your wife and cuckoldress, which is why you do as you’re told without hesitation. You press your tongue into her pussy and lick his cum out of her. You savor the taste of his semen in your mouth and you love the way it coats your throat as it slides into your stomach.

    She moans and pulls you closer. Her juices spread over your face as you clean your wife’s cum-filled pussy.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Make sure you get it all. Make sure you eat all of his cum.”

    When you’re done you stand again and your wife takes hold of your throbbing cock. She rubs the precum over your shaft and strokes you gently.

    “I think it’s time for you to go back into your cage,” she says. “No orgasm for you tonight.”

  
    If You Cum, You Eat It

    It’s a fairly simple rule. If you cum, you eat it. It’s how it needs to be with a cuckold like you. You need to be trained to consume your seed. You need to accept that it’s your place to eat any load that you release.

    If I grant you the pleasure of releasing your seed via a handjob, you will eat your cum out of my hand. You will do so eagerly. You will do so knowing that if you fail to consume your seed, you will not be permitted to cum again for a very long time.

    You won’t want to eat your cum, at least not at first. No man does after he’s had an orgasm. What you want doesn’t matter, though. You will consume your cum. You will eat it out of my hand because I am your domme and because I demand it.

    If I grant you the exquisite pleasure of cumming on my stomach, you will immediately get between my legs and lick up every drop of your seed. You will not hesitate. You will lick it off my skin. You will swallow it. I don’t care if your cum tastes disgusting. You will not hesitate to consume it.

    I will, from time to time, let you close to the pussy that you’re no longer allowed to fuck. I will let you stroke your disappointing little cock so close to my cunt. I will let you unleash your seed as you groan in pleasure.

    However, you will have to clean it up. You will have to lick your spunk off of me even as you experience a complete lack of desire. Your orgasm will have passed and you will be between my legs licking your nasty cum off of my pussy because that is what a submissive cuckold does.

    If I should let you cum on my ass, there will be no choice when you’re done. You will clean your cum off of me. You will run your tongue all over my beautiful, perfect ass cheeks and you will lick up every drop of your seed.

    It’s quite likely some of it will have run down over my asshole. When that happens, you will be responsible for licking your seed off of my pretty little hole. You will lick it all up because that’s what good submissive cuckolds do. You will lick it up without question because you know your place.

    Sometimes, I will let you save up a week’s worth of hot cum and spill it all over my breasts. I will let you cover them with your cum. You will show your appreciation for this rare treat by cleaning your load off of my tits.

    You will lick up every delicious drop. You will swallow your cum. You will always slurp up every drop of your seed, no matter when you have an orgasm. You will be a cum eating cuckold because that’s your place.

  
    If You Want to be a Good Boy, You'll Suck Dick for Her

    “This is a real man’s cock,” your wife says as she grasps her bull’s immense erection. “This is the cock you’re going to suck today.”

    You stare at the thick, throbbing erection. He’s gigantic compared to you. You’ve seen that he fucks her better than you do. You’ve seen that he makes her cum harder than you do.

    “Come closer, sweetie,” she says.

    She and her bull sit on the couch. You drop to your knees.

    You watch your wife kiss her bull’s big cock. You watch her act like she worships it. You watch her act like he’s the one that makes her cum harder than any man ever has, which happens to be true.

    “Don’t you want to be a good boy for me?” your wife asks. “Don’t you want to be a good cuckold?”

    You nod. “Yes, dear,” you say.

    “You know that means I need you to be a cocksucker, right? I need you to be a good blowjob boy and wrap your hot little lips around this long, thick dick. I need you to suck dick for me.”

    You nod. “I know.”

    “Then get to work.”

    Her bull stands up and presses his cock against your lips. He’s not waiting. He doesn’t care that you might not be ready. It doesn’t matter.

    His cock slides into your mouth as you hear your wife moan. Just like that, you’re giving head. You’ve crossed the line. You’ve become a cocksucker. There’s no going back now. There’s no point.

    Your wife guides her bull to the couch. You crawl forward.

    “Good boy,” she says as you take her bull’s dick into your mouth without being told.

    You hear them kissing as you suck cock. You dedicate yourself to the task at hand. You’re a cock eater now. You’re a cocksucker. You’re a blowjob boy. You’re everything she wanted you to be.

    Your wife gets on her knees on the other side of her bull. “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” she asks you.

    “It’s good,” you say.

    She leans forward and kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth.

    “It’s so much better than good,” she says. “It’s perfect. It’s what you’re meant to be. It’s your place. You’re a cuckold cocksucker now and you’re going to be fluffing my bull every time he comes over from now on. Do you understand?”

    You nod and she grabs the back of your head and pushes his dick into your mouth once more. You suck cock because it’s what your wife wants. You give head because she demands it. You become the cuckold cocksucker she wants you to be.

    Your wife and her bull watch you suck his dick. They watch you give yourself over to worshiping him. They watch you give head like a good boy.

    “My turn,” your wife says.

    You let his cock slip from your mouth. You watch her blow him. You watch your wife swallow the cock that was just in your mouth. You feel a twinge of jealousy. It’s in that moment that you truly understand how deep you’ve fallen into cuckoldry.

    She was right. There’s no going back now.

  
    If You Want to Cum, You'll Have to Eat It

    It’s all well and good before you cum, isn’t it? You’re so excited about the idea of eating your load in front of two beautiful mistresses. You want to submit. You crave it. You like the idea of them laughing at you as you swallow your load after masturbating into a condom.

    Then you actually cum. You expel your seed. You release your arousal. You pull off the condom and hand it to the pretty mistress in the tight black dress. You know what they want you to do, but you don’t want to do it. You refuse.

    As it turns out, refusal isn’t an option.

    “I don’t think so, whore,” the tall redhead says.

    She grabs your hair with a shockingly firm, painful grip. She pulls your head back and forces your mouth open.

    “You’re going to eat your cum like you promised,” she says. “You’re going to be a good whore for us. You don’t have a choice in the matter.”

    The lovely mistress holding your cum-filled condom laughs. She knows you’re going to eat your cum against your will. She knows you don’t have a choice.

    Now it’s the redhead’s turn to laugh. She loves seeing you forced to eat your cum. She loves seeing it slide out of the condom and onto your tongue. She loves that you’re being made into a pathetic cum whore for her amusement.

    “It’s not so bad, is it?” she says.

    You gag on the cum filling your mouth. It is bad. It’s terrible. They don’t care though. You made an agreement. They would dominate you. They would make you cum. You would eat your load like a good boy.

    The last little bit of the jizz slides out of the condom and into your mouth. Your cum is now puddled on your tongue.

    “Are you ready, whore?” the redhead says.

    You shake your head. Of course you’re not ready. You’re never going to be ready to eat your cum. How could you be?

    “I don’t give a fuck,” she says.

    She covers your mouth with one hand and pinches your nose shut with the other.

    “Swallow and I’ll let you breathe,” she says.

    You hold out for a few seconds, but panic sets in. You swallow your cum.

    They both laugh at you. They laugh at the cum whore on his knees in front of them.

    The pretty brunette mistress lays the used condom across your face and they both leave the room.

    You sit on your knees. You bathe in your humiliation. Part of you knows you’ll be back for more before the week is over.

  
    If You Were a Good Boy She'll Reward You

    You waited. You waited like she told you. You wanted to masturbate so badly, but you waited. You waited while she was fucking her boyfriend, while his cock filled her pussy like you’ve never been able to. You couldn’t stop thinking about it. You imagined your wife on her back, her legs wrapped around him, his ten thick inches plunging into her over and over again.

    Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, you heard the garage door open. Her car pulled in. Your heart started pumping in your chest. Your cock got hard. The moment you’d been waiting for was almost upon you.

    Without a word she walked past you and to the bedroom and you followed. The exaggerated sway in her hips caught your attention as the tight fabric of her miniskirt accentuated her perfect ass. You knew his cum was inside her and you wanted to taste it. You knew she was going to let you.

    You followed her into the bedroom and watched her sit on the edge of the bed with her legs spread. Without prompting you fell to your knees in front of her and looked into your wife’s beautiful blue eyes.

    “Were you a good boy tonight?” she asked as she reached out to caress your hair.

    Beaming with pride you answered, “Yes, my love. I didn’t touch myself once.”

    “Then you deserve a reward,” she said as she spread her legs and invited you to move closer. “Kiss my panties, cuckold,” your wife ordered.

    You leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss against the wet spot in her panties. The slightest hint of saltiness stayed on your lips as you pulled away. You licked it up greedily.

    With love in her eyes your wife looked down at you once again and gave your permission to do what you had been fantasizing about for hours.

    “You may clean my pussy, cuckold,” she said.

    You pulled her panties aside and dove in voraciously. You drove your tongue into her cunt and found a thick dollop of her boyfriend’s cum to swallow eagerly. The thickness of it coated your throat as it moved to your stomach. Another man’s semen was inside you and you loved it.

    “Good boy,” she whispered as your wife pulled you closer to her well-fucked pussy.

    You dined on her cunt for as long as she would let you. You dug deep to extract every bit of his cum, to eat another man out of her cunt and receive your reward. Only then were you allowed to masturbate to orgasm.

  
    If Your Cuckold Acts Up, Put Him in Chastity

    A cuckold isn’t always happy with how things go. Sometimes he gets frustrated because the lifestyle he imagined hasn’t come to fruition or a particular evening with another man didn’t end in the best orgasm of his life.

    Sometimes, a cuckold will be a real asshole. That’s a problem that can be dealt with, though. In fact, it’s pretty simple. You just put his cock in chastity.

    After you’ve got him locked up, give it a few days. Make sure you tease him during that time (kissing, grinding, making him worship your pussy, etc). That will get him good and worked up. You want him to be as aroused as possible.

    Once you’ve got him in that wildly aroused place it will change his outlook on being your cuckold. He’ll be a lot more focused on your pleasure, and if your pleasure means getting fucked by other men, that’s what will please him.

    Before he might have complained that he was made to stand around while another man pushed his big cock into you from behind. Now he’ll happily watch. He knows it’s his place to watch. He’ll watch and he’ll feel a special kind of arousal coursing through him.

    All that teasing and denial will put him in a place of intense desire. It will have his cock dripping precum as he watches someone else fuck you. That’s exactly where you want him to be.

    You can have fun with it, too. Why not do a cock comparison?

    Why not bring your cuckold close as another man cums on your body? Show him exactly what the real man in your relationship gets to enjoy while his little cock is locked up tight in its cage, which is exactly where it belongs.

    If you’ve had him locked up and denied for long enough, he might find it intensely pleasurable to lick up the real man’s cum. Wouldn’t it be thrilling to watch that?

    You can also feel free to ignore him if you want. Let him lie there in bed while someone else pounds you. Make him wait on the floor. Make him wait in the other room if you want.

    Once you’ve got his dick in a cage that you hold the key to, you’re in total control and you can do as you please. As long as you tease him and make sure he’s aroused as often as possible, your locked cuckold will be willing to do anything to please you.

    If you’re feeling especially naughty, you can even push it further. Put him in stockings. Make him wear panties over his little locked cock. Shift his sexuality. Make him suck cock if you want. He’ll go from being a badly behaved cuckold to a willing submissive that will do anything you want.

  
    Imagine the Fantasy She Describes

    She could be your beautiful wife. She could be in a hotel suite that you paid for. Her bull could be waiting in the bed. He could be waiting for your wife to come in and offer her body.

    A cuckold fantasy can arise from almost anywhere. It’s all a matter of putting your imagination to work. Are you willing to put yours to work?

    Imagine she’s your wife. Imagine her smiling at you and walking into the bedroom of the hotel suite. Imagine her crawling into the bed as she looks at her bull. He’s naked. His cock is half hard. Imagine her beautiful pink lips kissing his shaft. Imagine your wife taking his cock into her mouth. Imagine most of his soft shaft disappearing into her throat. Now what was just a picture has turned into a beautiful cuckold fantasy as your wife gives her bull an erotic blowjob in a hotel suite that you paid for.

    Imagine standing in the doorway and watching her blonde hair bob up and down in his lap. Imagine him looking at you and smiling. “Your wife is very talented,” he says. “Especially when she’s working on a cock that’s worth sucking.”

    Imagine the way that casual insult would make you feel. Would it get you hard? Would it make your dick stiff with delight? Would it make you want to masturbate? Your wife wouldn’t stop sucking her bull’s cock just because he insulted you. It might turn her on even more. She might like that her bull talks to her husband that way. She might like that he’s so confident he doesn’t give a damn about you.

    “Take her panties off,” he says. “Eat her pussy from behind. Get her wet for me.”

    You’d walk into the room, wouldn’t you? You’d work her panties down her thighs. You’d take them off. You’d drop them on the floor and eat her pussy from behind, wouldn’t you?

    Imagine her moaning around his cock as you do as you’re told. It’s partly because you’re making her feel good. It’s mostly because you’re doing what her bull told you to do. He offered an instruction and you obeyed. Imagine that feeling. Imagine how good that would make you feel. Imagine how stiff your dick would be as you prepared your wife’s body for another man to enjoy.

    “Sit on my cock,” he says.

    Your wife crawls forward. She straddles her bull. She takes him inside the pussy that you just bathed with your tongue. She sits down on him. He fills her. Imagine how beautiful that would look as you watched from the foot of the bed. Imagine how utterly perfect it would be to see another man’s big cock fill your beautiful blonde wife.

    “Eat her ass, cuck,” he says.

    Imagine crawling into the bed. Imagine your wife leaning forward to expose her asshole as she rides her bull’s cock. Imagine pressing your face between her ass cheeks. Imagine putting your tongue to use on her tight little hole. Imagine eating her asshole while another man fucks her pussy.

    Can you hear her moans? Can you hear how beautiful they are? Can you hear her passion? Can you hear how much she’s enjoying the way his big cock feels in her pussy? It’s thrilling, isn’t it? It’s beautiful. It’s perfect. It’s everything you want.

    “Suck my balls, cuck,” he says.

    Can you imagine doing that? Can you imagine pulling your mouth away from your wife’s asshole to suck on her bull’s balls?

    Imagine it. Do it. Imagine lying between his legs and taking his balls into your mouth. Imagine your wife’s ass pressing against your head every time she bounces on his dick. Imagine offering your mouth to the man that’s fucking your wife.

    Let your imagination run wild. Perhaps you’d both suck his cock together after her first orgasm. Perhaps he’d cum in her pussy and make you clean it up. Perhaps he’d let you fuck your wife after he was done with her. There are so many possibilities. Let your imagination run wild to create the perfect cuckold fantasy.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Do you think you'd want to be a sugar baby?"

    That's not a question most women hear from their husbands. Even in my case - where I'd set my husband the task of finding me a suitable man to sleep with - I wasn't expecting the question.

    "I never considered it," I said after a few seconds of total silence in which Walt looked just a bit panicked, as if he was worried he'd made a truly massive mistake. "Why do you ask?"

    "Well, after doing a fair bit of research on dating apps, I can't help but wonder if it might be easiest to find you the kind of man you're looking for - a high quality man - on a site that matches women with sugar daddy types. I mean, you wouldn't even have to do the financial part of it. It's just that the guys on those sorts of apps are looking for something fairly simple and straightforward."

    We'd already taken a handful of pictures for the dating profile Walt was supposed to construct for me. It was more fun than I'd expected, honestly. I'm not sure I have a future as a model, but I felt awfully sexy posing in the variety of outfits, lingerie sets, and swimsuits we'd picked out. In truth, the pictures would have made for a far different kind of dating profile than most women posted online, but that's because I was looking for a far different kind of relationship.

    "Can you show me a few profiles of prospective men on these sugar daddy sites?" I asked.

    Walt nodded and said, "Just a minute."

    He got up off the couch and walked away with purpose. I watched him go as I contemplated the idea of dating a man of means. A man that had no problem showering a woman with the trappings of wealth. I had no interest in feeling like a whore, but it at least seemed possible that I could avoid feeling that way with the right kind of sugar relationship, though I was aware that such a relationship might have been a pure pipe dream.

    Walt returned with his laptop in hand and sat next to me. He opened a browser and directed it towards Seeking, a site claiming more than 46 million members interested in the sugar lifestyle. He'd already made an account - though he hadn't uploaded any pictures yet - and it seemed that he'd bookmarked a handful of men in our area.

    To be honest, I was impressed with the work he'd already done. Up to that point I wasn't fully convinced that Walt would actually follow through with my instructions to find me a man to date - and to fuck - but so far he was putting in the work like a good submissive.

    "I'm impressed," I said as I watched him navigate the website and bring up a list of the men he'd favorited.

    "Really?"

    I nodded, leaned over, and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek as my hand slipped under the laptop and caressed his thigh. His arousal was instant - he hadn't been allowed to cum in nearly a week by that point as he wouldn't be cumming until he found me a date - and I quite enjoyed how easily I could turn him on.

    "Yes. You're doing the work, Walt. I wasn’t sure you would. I thought you might do a half-assed job or that you might bail entirely and try to convince me that this was a terrible idea," I said.

    There was uncertainty - and a touch of excitement - in Walt's eyes as he turned to me. "I want to be good, to do as I'm told."

    I kissed him. He deserved a reward. I stroked his cock a little through his pants, too. I even offered a hint of tongue and Walt responded with a lovely moan.

    "Show me some of these men you think I might enjoy dating," I said. "And fucking, of course." I gave his cock a squeeze as those last words left my lips and I was pleased that Walt moaned again.

    He took me through the five men he'd picked out. They were all good-looking, they'd all posted multiple pictures - which upped the odds of the pictures being real - and they all spoke very specifically about what they wanted. For the most part, what they wanted was something that felt like a relationship but lacked the traditional complications of a relationship. In some ways, that's precisely what I was looking for.

    "Like I said, I'm pretty sure most of the guys on this platform would have no problem getting into something where they weren't working out some kind of financial arrangement," Walt said. "If that part of it felt weird to you, that is."

    I was on the fence on that point. Part of me was not so crazy about acting very much like a prostitute. Part of me found a certain kind of appeal in a transactional relationship.

    "I'm not sure how it would feel," I admitted. "Perhaps it would be the sort of thing where money wasn't changing hands but he was instead being quite generous in the restaurants he took me to or the hotel rooms he booked for us to spend some time together. Then it would just feel like I have a very wealthy boyfriend that wants to treat me in the manner I deserve to be treated."

    For just a moment a pained look crossed Walt's face. I imagine he felt bad that I'd be dating men that possessed far greater material wealth than he did. Walt didn't really have to worry about that changing my feelings for him - we have a lovely life that I thoroughly enjoy - but I decided it would be fun to let him worry a little bit.

    "You do think that I deserve such things, don't you?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    I leaned in to kiss his neck and I offered a soft moan as my hand shifted between his legs. I gave his cock a few more strokes - he deserved a little bit of a reward for doing the work of exploring dating options for me - and then said, "This was a good idea, Walt. You can make me a full profile. Put my pictures up. Make sure my face isn't in any of them. Get in touch with the men you've picked out and several others. Find me someone perfect."

    He looked both turned on and agonized, which was a strangely delightful combination to witness.

    "First, though, I want you to eat my pussy."

    Walt set his laptop on the coffee table and got on his knees. I unbuttoned my jeans and he pulled them off along with my panties. A moment later his head was between my legs and I had a tight fistful of his hair in my hand.

    "I know it's going to be difficult for you to find me a boyfriend...or a sugar daddy, I suppose. I know it's going to be humiliating to send these men messages and let them know that your wife is eager to fuck someone better than you. That's what turns me on, though. That's what excites me, Walt. I like knowing that you're willing to submit to my desires even though it's a little bit painful for you."

    He looked up at me and moaned. He was turned on. There was a touch of agony there, too, but he was turned on because I'd made him feel submissive.

    "And, as you know, you won't be cumming until I've been on a good first date with another man," I added. "So I'd make sure you put in the work to find me someone worthy, Walt. If you don't, I won't let you cum. But if you do, you get to slide your dick into the pussy that you're eating right now. You get to fuck me for as long as you can last, Walt, and you get to spill your load inside me."

    His eyes sparkled with lust. He wanted me. He wanted to be inside me. He couldn't have that, though. He hadn't earned that yet.

    "Now make me cum."

    Walt made me cum. He used his tongue and his fingers to make me cum and he did a damn good job of it, too. I think the fact that I was riding this high of control and domination really got me off, too. I'm relatively new to this, but I totally understand why women love it once they're turned on to it. It feels like a rare kind of sexual high to dominate your man.

    A week went by before Walt mentioned it again. He'd just gotten home from work. He came in, gave me a kiss on the cheek, and said, "I had coffee today with a prospective date for you."

    I was genuinely surprised. "Really?"

    Walt smiled and nodded. He looked quite pleased with himself, in fact. "He's actually the third guy I've met for coffee."

    It was so wild and wonderful that my husband was going on coffee dates to screen men for me. What a strange world I'd stepped into. I took Walt's hand and led him to the couch. He sat and I cuddled up next to him with a hand on his knee. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.

    "Would you like to see his profile?"

    "I would," I replied.

    Walt pulled up the profile and passed me the phone. The guy was ten years older than me, but I had no problem with that. If anything there was something just a little bit sexy about it, especially since he was quite good looking and very well put together. He looked like the sort of man that put a great deal of effort into his appearance as he likely understood that appearance actually matters quite a bit.

    "Does he look like this in person?" I asked.

    Walt nodded. "A little better, even. He seemed a bit fitter in person. Broader shoulders. But yeah, he looks almost exactly the same."

    "And what makes you think he'd be right for me?"

    Walt seemed excited. "Well, he told me that he wasn't actually interested in a married woman at first, that he thought about not responding to my initial message. He said that the more he thought about it, the more it seemed like the perfect thing. He got divorced a year ago and he said that he actually really likes the idea of a relationship where there's no chance it turns into something more serious. That's the reason he was on Seeking in the first place, but he feels like being with a married woman - especially one with a supportive husband - might just be perfect."

    He gestured for his phone and I passed it to him. He scrolled down to the text portion of the profile and passed it back to me.

    "You should read that."

    My prospective date had written a thoroughly profile that mentioned the recent divorce in the first sentence. He went on to say that he was looking for something fun and carefree and not even remotely serious. He said that he has always enjoyed taking care of a woman, that he likes taking charge in a relationship, that he wants a woman who would find it satisfying to feel cherished and cared for by her man. He was quite clear about wanting to find someone with which he had real chemistry, too. He mentioned some of the things he'd enjoy doing on dates, from hiking to dining at Michelin Star restaurants to weekend trips to beautiful hotels if the relationship advanced to a place where that sort of thing was warranted. He also mentioned coming to a generous agreement with the right woman.

    When I finished reading I scrolled back up to browse his pictures once more and found myself quite taken with how attractive he was. It was easy to imagine myself on a date with him, or hiking with him, or under the covers in an expansive and comfy hotel bed with him.

    "He went into more detail about a lot of what's in his profile, but what's in there is the gist of what he's looking for in a relationship," Walt said. "More than anything, though, I got the vibe that he's a genuine and fairly good guy. There wasn't even a hint of him being a pervert or gross. He didn't check out any of the women that walked into the Starbucks. He was focused and calm and he seemed to know what he wanted. The other guys I met with definitely felt like they were looking to hire a prostitute without the legal risk of doing so and this guy didn't give off that vibe."

    "Do you think I'll like being with a man that's dominant in bed?" I asked.

    Walt looked stunned. "What?"

    I smiled. It was sort of sweet that he hadn't read between the lines in the profile text. "His profile. He's quite clearly saying that he likes to be in charge in bed, that he wants a woman that enjoys being with that kind of man."

    Walt grabbed his phone, scrolled the profile and scanned the text. "Really? That's what he's saying?"

    "I'm certain of it," I said.

    "I'm sorry, I didn't notice that. I can keep looking."

    I reached up and ran my fingers through his hair. "There's no need for that. It might be fun to try being with a dominant man. Maybe I could learn a few things about dominating you if I spent some time on the other side of the equation. At the very least it might turn out that I really, really like getting fucked by a dominant man, that he'll give me orgasms that make my toes curl and my pussy squirt. Maybe not, but it seems like it might be worth a try, especially if he struck you as a good man."

    Walt seemed taken aback by my interest in a man that might be dominant in bed. I suppose that I was a little taken aback too, as it's not something I've ever been keen on in the past. I was new to kink, though, and it sounded fun.

    "Do you not like the idea of me being with a dominant man, or is it just the idea of me being with another man that bothers you?"

    "I don't...I'm not sure," he replied. "It just all makes me...nervous, I guess."

    "You're not sure? I think you might be sure, Walt, because I think I saw something in your eyes when I mentioned having an orgasm that made my toes curl and my pussy squirt. I mean, I don't squirt so I doubt that's going to happen, but does the idea of someone giving me a better orgasm than you make you nervous? Is that what bothers you about me going on a date with this man you've picked out for me?"

    He looked away like he was embarrassed to admit to whatever it was that was bothering him.

    I reached up and turned his head until he was looking at me. "It's supposed to bother you, Walt. A husband is not supposed to want his wife to have sex with someone else. I think there's some part of you that actually likes it, though. Not all of you, but a part of you that finds it exciting to think about someone else fucking me with such skill that I have an orgasm like I've never had before."

    Again he looked pained.

    "Was it difficult to sit across the table from a man that wanted to fuck me?" I asked.

    "Yes," Walt admitted.

    I caressed his face gently. "It makes me happy that you fought through that difficulty, Walt. That you suffered through that for me. In fact, it turns me on. It makes me just a little bit wet to think of you sitting across from this man that's going to take me to a fancy restaurant, that's going to spend hundreds of dollars on a meal to impress me, to impress your wife. It turns me on to think of you pitching him on the idea of taking me on a date, on the idea of wooing me, on the idea of treating me like he described treating a woman. Taking me to a fancy hotel. Undressing me. Having his way with me while you're at home agonizing about what's happening in that hotel room."

    "Please..."

    That's all he could say. He was pleading with me to stop, to end the discomfort he felt. I knew there was at least a touch of arousal in there, but honestly, it was the discomfort that excited me, that turned me on. I know that might strike some of you as awful, but that's the part of dominating Walt that really gets me wet.

    "How do you think a dominant man treats a woman in bed?" I asked. "Would he order me to suck his cock? Would he hold my head in his hands and fuck my face? Would he bend me over and take me from behind? Would he toss me in the bed, pin my hands above my head and pound my pussy with his big cock until I was screaming his name? Or would it be something else entirely? Something far more subtle?"

    Walt's voice was barely above a whisper as he said, "I don't know. I don't want...I don't really want to think about it."

    "I find that I'm struggling not to think about it." I unbuttoned my pants, pulled them down to my knees, and pulled Walt's fingers between my legs. He pressed them against my pussy and his eyes went wide for a moment, indicating he felt the wetness I knew was there. "I like thinking about it and I wonder, Walt, if I should make a slight adjustment to when you next get to orgasm."

    He shook his head.

    I pulled my panties aside and Walt slipped his fingers into my pussy and rubbed my clit without being told. He understood what I wanted. "Yes, I'm wondering if I should forbid you from cumming until I've had sex with another man. Until I've been wined, dined, swept off my feet, and fucked to a world class orgasm or two. I wonder if that's more appropriate."

    "Please don't," he said. "That could take so long. And I don't...I don't want you fucking someone else."

    I moaned. "I know. And yet you went on coffee dates to find me a man. You messaged with dozens of guys. You put up a profile. You worked hard to find someone suitable for me. You offered your submission, Walt. You did it for me. Purely for me."

    I was soaking wet. Drenched. It was beautiful.

    "Do you think he'd want to fuck me while you watched, Walt?"

    He shook his head vigorously. "I'd never do that. I couldn't."

    I got wetter just thinking about it. "You will do that if it's what I want." I scarcely recognized my own voice. It was infused with such power. It was incredible.

    I reached over and stroked Walt's cock. He was soft, but he got hard without much difficulty. He fingered me and I teased him.

    "Tell him I want to go on a date," I said. "A coffee date to start. If there's chemistry it will become something more. I'd like for it to happen soon. As it turns out, I'm far more eager to be with a man like him than I ever expected. I want to be on the arm of a man like that. I want to look beautiful for him as he takes me to the nicest restaurant in town. I want every man in there to be jealous of him. I want to be the woman he works hard to impress, to arouse, and to lure into bed for a night of passion. I want to do all of that while you stay at home feeling agonized about whether or not I'm going to let another man in my pussy."

    I saw a small precum stain in Walt's jeans. I delighted in it.

    "Now, though, I want you to eat my pussy," I said. "And I want you to stay down there for multiple orgasms. After I cum you can rub my feet and suck on my toes until I'm ready to cum again. You're not getting up until I'm satisfied, though."

    Walt got on his knees, stripped me from the waist down, and tended to my pussy. I came quickly and he scooted back and rubbed my feet and sucked on my toes as instructed. I put on the TV and watched a movie until I was ready to cum again and then he went to work on my pussy once more. We repeated the process until I'd had four orgasms. His dick was hard almost the entire time.

    As it turns out, it's an absolute delight to dominate your husband once you find the version of it that turns you on. Now I just have to hope that my first date with this lovely gentleman goes well. If it does, my life is going to get so much more interesting.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 1

    Walt's request was simple. Too simple, really, but we'll get to that.

    "I want to be dominated."

    Those were his exact words. We'd been married nearly seven years when he spoke those words. I'd heard of female domination - I'm pretty sure most women have - and I'd been with a few guys that seemed to like me being a little more in charge, but it never went beyond anything other than occasionally sitting on their faces or me being on top most of the time.

    I was willing to indulge Walt's request, in no small part because he's a good man and a good husband and I was more than happy to try my best to ensure his sexual satisfaction.

    Of course, "I want to be dominated" isn't even the slightest bit specific and Walt didn't actually have much to offer in the way of specifics. I worked him with him, though, and through experimentation I learned that what he really meant was, "I want to feel submissive."

    Those are two sides of the same coin, of course, but I learned over time that there's a fairly massive difference.

    You see, when a man says he wants to be dominated, he usually has a specific fantasy in mind. He wants to experience the sexual role reversal of his wife fucking him with a strapon. He wants to have his cock locked in a chastity device so he never knows when he'll be released. He wants to be spanked until tears are rolling down his cheeks from the pain. He wants to be smothered by her pussy until he can barely breathe. You get the idea.

    When a man wants to feel submissive - when he's a genuine submissive that gets off on spending time in subspace - that's a different thing and it's often unaccompanied by a specific fantasy, typically because the larger fantasy is that his submission will provide the dominant woman in his life with pleasure.

    That last part proved challenging for me, at least at the start, as I couldn't immediately come up with a way to dominate him that would give me the sort of pleasure Walt sought to provide.

    I didn't really like the idea of fucking him with a strapon (honestly, it just seemed so weird). I didn't want to spank him until he cried. I didn't want to lock his cock in chastity (it felt like giving myself the job of constantly managing his cock, which sounded awful). I didn't want to smother him with my pussy (though I did enjoy sitting on his face while he made me cum).

    At first, my attempts to dominate him - this was before I truly understood his desires - were largely limited to me being a little more aggressive in bed. I'd ride his face for a little to get wet and then drag my pussy down his chest and sit on his cock. I'd pin his hands above his hand while I rode him. Once I put my fingers in his mouth while he was inside me. It all felt just fine and I think he enjoyed himself, but it was pretty clear we weren't getting to that place he really wanted to be.

    In hindsight, I know that I hadn't yet come close to putting Walt into subspace, in part because I hadn't found anything that triggered a genuine interest in dominating him.

    I experienced a breakthrough, though. It happened after a barbecue/pool party our friends hosted. It was at the height of summer. Everyone was encouraged to attend in their swimsuits and I went in a bikini (like lots of women at the party). I wore a semi-sheer cover up on my bottom half - a bit of modesty is always good at a party mostly filled with married couples - but I'll admit that I looked good.

    There was a single guy at the party that also seemed to think that I looked good, given that he spent a great deal of time flirting with me. It wasn't the sort of thing where I didn't notice, either. He was being fairly obvious - though not overtly so - about it.

    I'd had a fairly strong margarita, which was probably why I was happy to indulge in his flirtation. It felt good. It pretty much always feels good when an attractive person flirts with you.

    That's not the important part of the story, though. The important part happened after the party was over when Walt and I were back home. We were in the bedroom changing out of our party clothes. I was naked and about to turn on the shower so I could wash the chlorine out of my hair.

    "Did you know that guy was flirting with you?" he asked.

    The question was fairly harmless, but it was the look on Walt's face that made it obvious he was a little bit annoyed with me. He had every right to be annoyed - I was flirting with another man at a party filled with our friends, after all - but in the moment I met Walt's annoyance with a heavy dose of my own.

    "Yes, I did," I answered as I held his gaze. I offered nothing more, though. I think he was hoping for an apology, but for some reason I wasn't even slightly in the mood to offer one.

    After a brief period of silence as we stared at each other, Walt asked, "Why did you flirt with him?"

    For a moment I saw the hurt in his eyes, hurt he was expressing via a simple, straightforward question. It would have been easy enough to ameliorate his pain by apologizing for the flirting. I could have approached, kissed him, and offered Walt an orgasm, which almost always works to sooth a man's ego when his wife has damaged it a little.

    I'm not sure why, but I wasn't in the mood to take the easy path that night. There were probably numerous contributing factors. I think I was feeling a little frustrated with Walt - in a big picture kind of way - for being unable to articulate the details of his desire to be dominated. As strange as it might sound, I was also feeling a little annoyed that he chose to express his annoyance with me while I was standing there naked. I'm not even entirely sure why that's the case - though I suspect the natural vulnerability that comes with being naked made me annoyed that he chose to initiate a potential fight in that moment.

    Whatever the reason, I was in no mood to take the easy path. Instead, I chose to be completely honest. "I flirted with him because it felt good."

    A frustrated look crossed Walt's face. "But...our friends were there. People...people saw you flirting."

    "And why should I care about that?"

    For a moment Walt looked like I'd just slapped him across the face.

    "Answer me, Walt," I said. "Why should I care that other people saw me flirting with another man? Is that illegal?"

    He shook his head.

    "But it bothered you."

    He nodded.

    "And what about it bothered you, Walt? That I was flirting with another man? That some of our friends saw me flirting with him? That the guy I was flirting with happens to be really attractive?"

    He looked at the floor and shifted his feet. I'd hit a nerve. I probably should have felt bad, but I didn't. I felt emboldened.

    "I liked that he was so attractive. I liked that he thought I was attractive. I liked that he seemed to want me, Walt," I continued. I hadn't really thought about any of that while I was talking with the guy at the party, but in hindsight those reasons were at least partly why I was more than willing to entertain his attention. "It felt good to have his attention. It felt good to experience his desire for me. That's why I kept on flirting with him."

    Walt sat on the edge of the bed and when he looked up at me I expected to see pain, or anger, or annoyance. I expected to feel like I'd made a mistake, that I'd gone too far and would have to offer a genuine apology. I saw none of that, though.

    It was subtle, but I saw arousal. I immediately thought of Walt's request to be dominated and wondered if I'd somehow tapped into a version of that by asserting - somewhat absurdly, if I'm being honest - that I somehow had the right to flirt with another man at a party filled with our friends. If you think about it, it was perfectly reasonable for Walt to object to what I'd done.

    I leaned against the bedroom wall and ran my fingers over my bare, taut stomach. Walt watched as I took one of my breasts in my hand and squeezed it gently. I closed my eyes, let out a soft moan, and then looked at him and said, "I'll flirt with any man I want to, Walt. I'll do it in front of our friends if I feel like it. I don't care that it makes you uncomfortable. I don't care that it's a little embarrassing. It feels good to me and that's all that matters."

    The arousal was no longer subtle. He was turned on. He stood and moved to close the distance between us.

    "No. Sit. Right now," I demanded.

    Walt sat and rested his hands on the edge of the bed. His posture had changed. His eyes were wide open and alive with desire. I reached between my legs and rubbed my clit as he watched. I squeezed my breast, closed my eyes once more, and let out a genuine moan of pleasure.

    I masturbated as my husband watched and it felt good. Actually, it felt better than good. It felt great. My clit was so much more sensitive, so the simple pleasure of rubbing it with my finger was just so much better than usual.

    That was the moment that it clicked for me. That was when I knew I could dominate Walt. It was a foggy sort of realization, of course, since I hadn't really had any time to think about it and was acting on a sort of instinct, but there was no question in my mind that the pleasure I felt was a result of dominating my husband, and it seemed clear that he was just as turned on as I was.

    "Take your swimsuit off," I instructed from across the room.

    Walt hastily yanked his swimsuit off and tossed it aside. His cock was almost fully erect, further proof of his desire.

    "Stroke your cock for me," I said. He wrapped his fingers around his dick and my legs trembled. Rubbing my clit somehow felt even better, seemingly because Walt had done as I instructed.

    "You look so hot," he said. "You're so fucking beautiful, Emmy."

    "Did you get jealous, Walt? When I flirted with that gorgeous man, did you get jealous?" I asked.

    There was a hint of pain on his face. Proof of his jealousy. Proof of a continuing sense of discomfort with my flirting. To my surprise, it made me want to do it again. It made me wish that we could somehow go back to the party so I could find that gorgeous man and flirt like crazy while my husband watched. It seemed insane at the time. What kind of woman finds pleasure in doing something her husband doesn't like?

    As it turns out, there's a certain kind of dominant woman that finds the most intense pleasure imaginable in pushing her submissive to experience things he doesn't necessarily enjoy. I'm that kind of dominant woman, as I would come to discover in the months and years after the flirting incident at the party.

    "Did you get jealous, Walt?" I asked after he refused to answer.

    He nodded.

    "And did it hurt that I was flirting in front of our friends?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    I held Walt's gaze and slipped two fingers into my pussy. I moaned, mostly because I was actually quite a bit wetter than I expected. I saw a shiny drop of precum at the tip of Walt's cock and he stroked a little faster in obvious pursuit of the pleasure he felt.

    "My pussy is soaked," I said.

    Walt groaned.

    "Of course, my pussy has been wet since the party."

    The pain returned to his face, though he didn't stop masturbating. That look of pain was an aphrodisiac for me, at least when combined with Walt's continued pursuit of his pleasure.

    "Does that bother you?" I asked. "That my pussy got a little bit wet for another man?"

    "Yes," Walt admitted. "It really bothers me."

    "Did you see him touch me, Walt? Did you see when he reached out and rested his hand on my lower back for just a moment?"

    He nodded. He looked frustrated, too. Deeply frustrated, really.

    I added a third finger to my pussy and moaned. I was wetter. My clit was more sensitive, too, and rubbing it felt spectacular. "Would it bother you to know that it felt good when he touched me?"

    "Yes," Walt said through gritted teeth.

    "It felt so good. My skin tingled where he touched me. I had to make an effort not to tell him it felt good. I couldn't help but smile, though. Honestly, I wanted him to pull me closer. I wanted him to run his hand over the whole of my back. I wanted him to run his hand over my stomach. I wanted him to touch me again, and again, and again, Walt," I continued.

    All of that had the benefit of being true, at least for the most part. The guy's touch had felt spectacularly good and I had given just a moment's thought to the idea that I would have enjoyed being touched more. I would have stopped him, of course. I wasn't going to be that flirty at a part filled with our friends.

    "Please, Emmy, stop," Walt pleaded.

    His please fell on deaf ears. I was in pursuit of my pleasure, not his. I was in the midst of discovering a side of myself I'd never known existed, though Walt didn't know it in the moment, I was in the early stages of becoming the dominant wife he wanted.

    "Get over here," I said. "Right now."

    Walt stood and approached. I admired his body - he'd always been in good shape and worked out regularly to keep it that way - and surprised myself by pointing at the floor as he approached.

    His eyes lit up as it seemed to dawn on Walt that was I dominating him. He sank to his knees in front of me. He reached up to run his hand over my stomach and I brushed it away.

    "No touching," I instructed. "Not unless I give you permission."

    He reached between his legs and stroked his cock.

    "Did I give you permission?"

    Walt shook his head and released his dick.

    "There's a guy at work that tries to flirt with me," I said with a smile. "Usually I offer a polite response and move on, but I've decided I'm going to have a little fun with him, that I'm going to flirt when I'm in the mood."

    "Please, don't," he said as that same pained look washed over his face.

    I reached between my legs and pushed two fingers into my pussy. I moaned and Walt's gaze followed my fingers. I saw him reach up like he wanted to help before his hand fell to his side once more.

    "This isn't about what you want, Walt," I said as I pulled my fingers out and spread my pussy lips a little so he could see how wet I was. "This is about what I want. This is about what makes me feel good. This is about me doing as I please because it makes my pussy wet."

    I witnessed the first of what would be many internal battles play out on my husband's face. I had no way of knowing precisely what was unfolding in his brain, but I knew he was, essentially, contemplating the cost of offering his submission. He could have chosen to stand his ground, get up off his knees, and have an argument with me. He didn't, though.

    "May I lick your pussy?" Walt asked as he looked up at me with a newfound sense of serenity in his eyes. He'd made the decision to offer his submission, to suffer the pain of knowing I was going to flirt with another man, that he was going to experience everything unpleasant he'd experienced at the barbecue and that he was likely going to experience it over, and over, and over again.

    "Yes, you may," I replied.

    Walt leaned in and I put a hand on the back of his head. I grasped my breast, rolled my head towards the ceiling, and moaned as my husband licked my clit.

    He wasn't suddenly better at oral sex, but it felt better. Sexual pleasure is just as much a mental thing as it is physical, though, and my mind was in a hugely aroused state. He probably could have made me cum by gently blowing on my clit.

    "Make me cum," I said. "Walt...fuck...make me cum!"

    Moments later I had an orgasm. An orgasm so powerful I would have collapsed to the floor had I not been leaning against the wall. An orgasm that made my pussy drip juice in a way I'm not sure it ever has.

    When I'd finished, Walt sat back and looked up at me. I smiled at the sight of his stiff cock and a naughty thought came to mind.

    "You can masturbate," I said. "And you can cum, but I want you to think about me flirting when you do. I want you to picture me at the barbecue."

    Walt took his cock in his hand and stroked. I obviously couldn't police his thoughts, but the mixture of pleasure and just a hint of pain on his face made it seem as though he was doing as I desired.

    "Think about him touching me," I said as he got closer. "Think about him caressing your wife's lower back. Think of how intimate that was, Walt."

    He moaned and his dick looked so hard in his hand.

    "Think about how I made no move to stop him from touching me. Think about how I stood there and let it happen. Think about the way I smiled at him when he touched me. Think about how much I liked it, Walt."

    He came and he came hard. I felt that same intense pleasure as I made him do something I know he didn't want to do. I probably could have masturbated to another orgasm in less than a minute. I held off, though.

    "Make sure you clean up your mess," I said before walking into the bathroom to turn on the shower. I wanted Walt to stew in the aftermath of his orgasm. I wanted to bask in the continuing pleasure I felt, too.

    It was just the first taste, obviously, and our explorations went so much deeper over the ensuing weeks, months, and years. There's plenty of time to tell you all about that, though.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.
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    "You can ask, you know."

    Walt and I were out for dinner. It was a lovely restaurant. We were seated on the back patio with strings of twinkling lights above us. It was really quite romantic, though I was almost certain that Walt's mind wasn't focused on the romance of the evening. In fact, he'd seemed distracted for most of the evening.

    "Ask...ask what?" he replied plunging his fork into a piece of the perfectly roasted potato resting on his plate.

    I set my fork down, picked up my wine glass, and took a sip while maintaining eye contact with my husband. A week had passed since I'd first dominated him in a manner that aroused me. A week had also passed since I'd informed my husband that I planned on flirting with a particular coworker of mine who'd always shown a desire for me. Walt had asked me not to do so and I'd politely declined, a notion that had filled him with a rather obvious sense of angst.

    "Aren't you curious if I followed through on my promise to respond to the flirty desires of my coworker?" I asked while gently swirling the wine in my glass.

    I saw Walt's eyes go wide for just a moment. I witnessed a brief glimpse of the same pain he'd displayed during that night of domination as I told him how much I enjoyed flirting with and being touched by another man at the party.

    "Does your silence mean you haven't thought about it this week?" I asked. "That the idea of your wife flirting with her tall, handsome coworker hasn't invaded your mind even once?"

    Walt looked around as if he was nervous about someone hearing our conversation.

    "Did...did you?" he asked softly while looking down at his plate.

    I leaned forward, smiled, and said, "I'd like you to look at me when you ask a question, Walt."

    It took a few moments, but he managed to drag his gaze upwards to meet mine, took a deep breath, and asked, "Did you flirt with your coworker this week?"

    His voice was barely above a whisper as the words slowly poured from his lips. I swear, half a dozen emotions washed over his face as he uttered a single sentence. I couldn't even place them all, though I'll admit that I experienced a surprising sense of power at my ability to put my husband in such a heightened state by implanting the mere thought of his wife flirting with another man.

    I could have answered Walt directly, but it struck me as far more interesting to take a more roundabout approach. "Did you happen to notice a slight shift in the way I dressed for work this week?" I asked with a slight smile.

    Walt nodded.

    "My blouses were just a little bit tighter, weren't they?" I asked. "My skirts were just a little bit shorter and a little bit tighter, weren't they?"

    He nodded.

    "My heels were higher, weren't they?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "And did you notice that I wore my hair differently, that it looked just a little sexier?" I asked.

    Walt nodded.

    "And that I put in a little more effort with my makeup?"

    His breathing had gotten heavier. His lips parted as if he couldn't get in enough air through his nose. His eyes darted from my face to my cleavage and I couldn't help but wonder if he was thinking of the top I'd worn on Wednesday, which offered up just a hint of cleavage to all my coworkers. It was far from scandalous - plenty of women at work dress in a far more suggestive manner - but it wasn't the kind of thing I'd ever worn to the office.

    "Did you...did you do that for...for him?" Walt asked.

    I nodded and Walt grabbed his wine and took a rather large sip. His hand shook a little as he did so. He swallowed hard and set the glass on the table. He picked up his knife and fork and held them in his hands without moving towards his food, as if grasping something helped ameliorate the unpleasant feelings coursing through him in that moment.

    "It wasn't just for him," I said. "It was for me, too."

    "For you?"

    I nodded and sipped my wine as I began to feel just a hint of a buzz. Even better, I felt a touch of arousal that I thoroughly enjoyed and took a sign that I had, in fact, discovered the kind of domination that thrilled me. It still wasn't entirely clear if Walt was anywhere near as thrilled as I was, but I was having such fun that I couldn't help but continue down the path I'd discovered at the party the week before.

    "As it turns out," I said, "I like being desired, Walt. Or, more specifically, I like being desired by men I'm not married to, especially when those men are exceptionally good-looking and successful."

    Walt drank the rest of his wine and set the glass on the table. I studied his face and felt completely and utterly fascinated by the array of emotions that washed over it. More than anything, though, I was enamored with my ability to create those emotions in my husband, to utter a few simple words and make him feel a particular way. It was an incredible rush of power, and I quite liked that sense of power.

    "He's...the guy at work, is he your boss?" Walt asked. "I mean, is that what makes him more successful?"

    I shook my head. "No. It would be exceedingly foolish to flirt with my boss. He works in an entirely different department, though he is more senior than I am. I'm fairly certain he makes a great deal more money than I do." I took a sip of wine, held it in my mouth for a moment, and then swallowed before adding, "And of course he makes a great deal more money than you do."

    Insecurity washed over Walt's face. I knew it would, though. I wanted him to feel insecure. I wanted to feel a sense of power at being able to make him feel insecure, and I absolutely got to feel that. I felt my pussy tingle from that sense of power, too. It's quite a feeling, one that a woman could easily get addicted to.

    "He noticed that made an effort to look a little sexier this week," I said. "He's always taken notice of me, but this week there was something more to it. A little bit of...hunger, I suppose you could say. Hunger for me. Lust, even."

    The waitress appeared and asked if she could refill Walt's glass. He looked up at her and nodded. She poured with the skill of someone who'd done it thousands of times before and then walked away without saying a word. Walt picked up the glass, lifted it to his lips, and hesitated before taking a sip. He set the glass back down, released it from his grasp, and put his arms on the table before leaning in.

    "I think he wants to fuck me," I said.

    Walt's eyes went wide. He reached out and pushed the wine glass forward before pulling it back. He picked up his fork and stabbed at his food, though he didn't bring it to his mouth. He was anxious. He was dispersing the anxious energy he felt as I toyed with him from the other side of our table under the lights.

    "He's always flirted, but this week was the first time he touched me," I added with a smile. "Nothing inappropriate, of course. Just a quick and on my lower back, or a gentle brush of his fingers against my forearm, or a very brief resting of his hand on my shoulder as he leans in to whisper something into my ear."

    Walt shifted in his seat and took another big sip from his wine glass. "What...what did he whisper?" he asked.

    Emotions still played out across his face, but I saw that same hint of lust I'd seen the week before when I'd had him on his knees in front of me while detailing how much I'd enjoyed another man flirting with me and touching me at the party. It seemed like Walt was pained by his desire, like feeling that desire was somehow a great shortcoming on his part.

    "He told me that I was exquisitely beautiful and that my husband was a very lucky man," I answered. For a moment I was back at the office. I could feel the warmth of his breath against my neck as he whispered those words. I could feel his hand against my shoulder and the gentle manner in which he ran his fingers down my arm. There was no question he being more than flirty in that moment, but I wanted it. That was on Thursday and by that point I was experiencing a bit of a craving for his touch, if I'm being honest.

    "I am a lucky man," Walt said.

    I smiled. "Do you remember the sex we had on Thursday? Do you remember how I dragged you into the bedroom as soon as I got home?"

    He nodded.

    "He whispered those words to me - and touched me so delicately - on Thursday. Just before I left for work, in fact." I took a bite of my food and chewed it slowly while Walt stared at me. I like to imagine he was thinking about the sex we'd had and wondering just how much of my lust was inspired by the coworker I'd been flirting with all week.

    "Do you remember how wet my pussy was, Walt?" I asked.

    Again he looked around to see if anyone was close enough to hear. We were safe, though. "Yes, I remember," he answered.

    I took another bite of my food. I was content to let Walt simmer in the notion that my pussy was wet because I was thinking about another man, because I desired another man, because another man desired me.

    "You were...you seemed really turned on," he said. "And really, really wet."

    Walt was turned on. In that moment. Right there at the restaurant. He was aroused. I could see it on his face. I could see it in his eyes. I could tell from the way his breathing had changed. He was thinking about his wife's potential desire for another man and he was turned on.

    I was turned on too, though for slightly different reasons. I was getting off on the very specific manner in which I was dominating Walt in that moment. It wasn't the traditional sort of domme/sub play. He wasn't under the table kissing my feet. He was absolutely being dominated, though, even if I hadn't fully embraced the power I possessed and didn't even fully understand just how thoroughly I was domming him.

    "Why do you think I was so wet?" I asked. "Why do you think my pussy was utterly soaked, Walt?"

    He parted his lips, but nothing came out. Not for a few seconds, at least, and in that time I watched my husband battle his feelings. I saw desire in his eyes. I saw angst. I saw a bit of pain.

    "Because he'd...because another man wanted you...wants you?" he replied. "Because he touched you...because it felt good when he touched you?"

    He was right. That was, in fact, why I was so wet that night. Another man - a very desirable man - desired me and he made that perfectly clear. There was no question he would have fucked me if I'd told him I wanted him. He would taken me to his car, or back to his place, or to a high end hotel - wherever I wanted, really - and fucked me. And, if I'm being honest, I considered it for a moment. Well, more than a moment. More than a few moments, I suppose, as that consideration was at least partly responsible for the intense desire I felt when I got home.

    Don't hate me for thinking about it. After all, I did go home to my husband. I did ride his cock. I did cum on his cock. I made him cum, too. I made him cum hard and I thoroughly enjoyed doing so. After all, that's part of being a good wife, and believe or not, but exploring my dominant side is also part of being a good wife for Walt, as he craves feeling submissive.

    "Another man made my pussy wet, Walt," I said.

    As I watched his face, I slipped my foot out of my heel and moved it between his legs. He jumped in his chair and grabbed the edge of the table as his eyes went wide and his head whipped around. His wild movements drew a few stares from behind him, but no one noticed that I was teasing my husband's cock under the table.

    Walt wasn't hard when my foot first made contact, but he got there quickly. He was right on the edge of the kind of arousal that gets you stiff and I brought him all the way there. Some of the angst disappeared from his face to make room for the wealth of desire that flooded his body as blood flooded his shaft.

    "I thought of him while you were inside me," I continued, eliciting a groan from my husband. "I thought of the way he touched me, of the way he flirts with me, of the way he looks at me, of the way he desires my body."

    I was just as turned on as Walt, if not more so. His dick was hard and my pussy was soaked, just as it had been on Thursday night. I was thinking of another man, but in that moment I was thinking more of my husband, of the man I was slowly learning to dominate.

    I pulled my foot away from his crotch and slipped it back into my heel. I smiled as Walt let out a deep breath, leaned back, and met my smile with one of his own.

    "Do you want me, Walt?" I asked before sipping my wine.

    He nodded, picked up his glass, and leaned over to gently clink it against mine, as if we were toasting to what felt like a new era in our marriage. "Yes, I want you," he answered.

    I was tempted to drag him to the bathroom for a quickie to dissipate our mutual desire. I was tempted to skip dessert, rush to the car, and fuck him in the parking lot. I was also tempted to deny him like I'd done the week before, to masturbate for my pleasure while making Walt watch, or to let him eat my pussy while I talked to him about my desire for my coworker.

    Every option danced through my mind and they all seemed so delicious. What I enjoyed most of all, though, was that each option was available to me. I was in total control. I could do exactly as I desired and Walt would go along with it. He might feel that angst, agony, and pain, but he'd go along with it because he was driven to please me, to submit to me, to bask in the pleasures of feeling submissive. In the moment it felt like a revelation, if I'm being honest, because it was the first time I'd truly embraced that I was, in fact, fully in control.

    "The guy at work...do you like...is it, I don't know, attractive that he's successful?" Walt asked.

    This time it was pure insecurity on his face. I understood, of course. Men are measured by their financial success in a way women really aren't, and I'd been flirting with a more successful man. Of course Walt felt insecure, and probably in that deep-seated way where some part of him was genuinely worried he'd lose me to the man that possessed more of what society valued most. Of course, Walt had nothing to worry about. I wasn't inclined to assuage his fears, though, as it struck me as a great deal more fun to toy with him.

    "Yes, of course it is," I replied. "It's not necessarily fair, but a man is undeniably more attractive if he's more successful." I swirled the wine in my glass as I considered why that was the case. "Maybe it's because it makes him more confident. Maybe it's because some part of my subconscious can't help but think about the beautiful things he could buy me if we were in a relationship."

    Walt gripped the edge of the table and I was tempted to lift my foot between his crotch once more to check and see if he'd maintained his erection. My foot remained in my heel and on the ground, though, mostly because I was almost certain Walt felt arousal alongside the insecurity I saw on his face.

    "A woman likes that, you know," I continued. "When a man buys her beautiful things. When he buys her delicate lingerie so she can look and feel sexy for him. When he buys her beautiful dresses so everyone in the room looks at her when she walks in. When he buys her beautiful jewelry so she sparkles like the queen she is."

    "I could do that," Walt said.

    I ran my foot up his leg, stopping short of his knees, more as a way to tease him than anything. "I know, and sometimes you do buy me pretty things and I absolutely adore it. A man like him, though, could buy me prettier things, Walt. He could take me to the fanciest hotels. He could dress me in the most expensive lingerie. He could use his strength to pick me up and toss me in the bed and he could fuck me hard in that expensive hotel bed, using what I'm sure is a big cock to make me cum like I've never cum before."

    I'd given myself over to the fantasy at that point and I got a little lost in it. It was the first time I'd gone so far as to get specific with regards to how I might fuck my coworker and I'm more than happy to admit that I found it delightful as the words left my mouth. It was almost an out-of-body experience, like I was floating above myself and listening as this fantasy came out.

    "Please," Walt said.

    I leaned forward and he glanced at my cleavage, which my dress did a wonderful job of showing off. "Do you not like thinking about another man fucking your wife, Walt?"

    He shook his head.

    "Does it bother you that I thought about it?"

    "Yes," he said, though his voice was soft.

    I slipped my foot from the shoe and lifted it between his legs. I smiled as I found his erection and I worked it far harder than before, offering him genuine pleasure, at least based on the look on his face.

    "Please, stop," he begged.

    "If you don't like thinking about another man fucking your wife, why are you hard?" I asked.

    "I don't know," he said with genuine agony on his face.

    "I think you do like it, Walt," I replied, though I actually believed him. Ultimately I think what he liked was the game we were playing. The game where I was in control, where I was free to dominate and do as I pleased, where I made Walt feel submissive. "I think you want me to fuck my coworker. I think you want me to let him know that I'm available, that he can have me if he's willing to put in the work, and to be generous of course, as I want to feel cherished if I'm going to give myself to another man."

    "Please, Emmy, don't," he pleaded.

    I pulled my foot from between his legs, smiled, and said, "Let's get the check."

    We finished our food, drank the rest of our wine, and Walt paid the bill. We walked arm-in-arm out of the restaurant and I offered a handful of soft kisses on his cheek and neck, letting my lips linger for a few moments each time in hopes of keeping him in an aroused state.

    The valet pulled the car up and Walt tipped him before opening the door for me. I made sure that my dress rode up my thigh as I got in and smiled as Walt's eyes went just a bit wide with delight. He got behind the wheel and the moment we pulled way I yanked my dress up the rest of the way, moved my panties aside, and took his hand from the wheel. I placed it between my legs and lifted my hips and Walt slipped two fingers into my pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," I whispered. "I'm so wet, Walt."

    "Because you're thinking about fucking another man?"

    I smiled, closed my eyes, and moaned as Walt gently worked my clit. "Yes, but that's not the only reason, Walt. I'm wet because I like being in control. Because I like dominating you. Because I like teasing you. Because I like making you feel all those things you felt at dinner."

    I looked over and saw - on half of Walt's face, at least - the same mixture of pain and pleasure I'd seen so many times that night. It made me wetter, if I'm being honest, just as it's made me wet so many times since then. As it turns out, one of the things I enjoy most about dominating my husband is the fact that it's a push and pull for him. He's aroused and agonized. He's thrilled and scared. He's nervous and excited. It's not the fantasy version of domination. It's the real thing, where at times it can be deeply uncomfortable, and at times where the point is for the submissive to do something he wouldn't normally choose to do, to do something he doesn't necessarily enjoy, and to do it for the pleasure of his domme.

    "Thank you," Walt said. "For dominating me, I mean."

    I grabbed his wrist, pulled his fingers from my pussy, and took them in my mouth. I tasted my juices on his flesh as I sucked them clean and I watched as his eyes went wide for a moment before he moaned.

    "Men like my coworker, successful men like him, they expect the women they're with to suck their cocks," I said, talking in a far dirtier manner than I usually did.

    Walt groaned and I took note of the bulge in his pants.

    "I suppose you could say that men like him are deserving of having their cocks sucked," I continued, eliciting yet another groan from my husband. "After all, when a man is generous with the woman he's fucking it's a perfectly normal response to be generous in return, and I think we both know that men appreciate sexual generosity in a way that women don't."

    Walt nodded and I took his fingers in my mouth once more. I can't say for sure, but I feel certain that he was thinking about me sucking my coworker's cock. After all, I'd just implanted the idea in his head, so how could he have been thinking of anything else?

    "I'd be generous with him if he was generous with me, Walt," I said. "If he bought me pretty lingerie and took me to a beautiful hotel. I'd get on my knees for him. I'd take him in my mouth. I'd look up at him as I sucked his cock, as I made him feel good, as I showed him that I can be just as generous as he is."

    "Fuck...Emmy...please..." he said, in what was becoming a common occurrence. I took it to mean that he was torn, that he existed in a state of agony and intense desire, that he wasn't entirely sure what he wanted in that moment, so he simply uttered the world 'please' and hoped that I would choose for him.

    I put his hand between my legs and he pushed three fingers into my pussy and used a fourth to rub my clit.

    "Can I make you cum?" he asked. "Please?"

    "You can," I replied with a moan. "I can also make you cum, but you can only have one. The choice is yours, though. You can make me cum or I can make you cum."

    "Can I watch you masturbate if you make me cum?"

    "No," I said with a smile. "You only get one tonight."

    "Can I make you cum more than once?"

    That was a lovely and unexpected response. "Yes, you can. You can make me cum as many times as you want, in fact."

    He rubbed my clit faster. "Then that's what I want."

    He made the right decision, and I got to spend the rest of the night in the throes of pleasure. As it turns out, there are great advantages to dominating your husband.
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    I was trying on dresses when Walt walked into the bedroom. More specifically, I was wearing a low cut red lace dress when he walked in. I had on a pair of heels, too, and I could see him check out my ass as he walked in.

    "Wow," he said. "Emmy, you look incredible."

    I smiled. "Why thank you, Walt."

    "What's the occasion?" he asked.

    "I have a decision to make and I’m trying on dresses in case my decision goes in a particular direction," I replied, purposefully offering as little information as possible.

    Walt took the bait. "What sort of decision?"

    "Would you unzip me?" I asked.

    He came over and carefully unzipped the dress before I walked away and into the closet. Walt stepped closer to watch me take off the dress and put it back on the hanger. I was in a matching black lace bra and panty set and I'm quite certain he was at least a little bit turned on.

    I pulled another dress down, this one an exquisite black number made from the most delicate satin. I took the bra off - the dress really worked better without a bra - and pulled it over my head. "Would you zip me up?" I asked.

    Walt stepped into the closet and did as I desired. He moved his hands over my shoulders, down my sides, and to my waist before pulling me close and kissing the back of my neck. "You look perfect in this dress," he said.

    It happened to be Walt's favorite dress - he's always been a fan of satin and this dress was short and loose in a manner that made it seemingly float on me, and in a manner that made my breasts look utterly exquisite - and I'd changed into it on purpose.

    "Thank you," I replied as his touched inspired enough arousal to make my nipples hard.

    "You mentioned a decision," Walt said as he stepped back and out of the closet.

    I turned around and he stared at my nipples as they poked through the thin satin of the dress. That was also why I enjoyed wearing it without a bra. It wasn't appropriate for all occasions, of course, but there was something about being out with a man in a dress that would make my arousal perfectly clear.

    "Yes," I said with a smile as I stepped out of the closet, approached my husband, and leaned in to kiss his neck. "I have to decide whether to accept an invitation."

    Walt ran his hands down my back and grabbed my ass through the thin, impossibly soft satin. "What sort of invitation?"

    I smiled and kissed his neck once more before unleashing a soft moan. "An invitation to dinner, though I suspect he hopes it will be more than dinner."

    Walt stepped back and I watched an array of emotions dance across his face. There was excitement and a touch of arousal, but there was quite a bit of anxiety, too, and I'm pretty sure I saw just a hint of annoyance, maybe even a flash of anger. "Wait, are you saying someone asked you on a date?"

    I nodded.

    "Who? When? Why would you even entertain the idea? Why wouldn't you just say no?"

    "Because it would be fun to go on a date with a smart, strong, handsome, successful man," I replied. "Because it would be fun to walk into a restaurant with his arm around me. Because it would be fun to sit across from him as he tries to control his desire for me. Because it would be fun to hear him tell me how beautiful I am, how he can't stop thinking about me, how he's so happy I accepted his invitation for a date."

    Walt looked distressed, but he made no effort to back away when I stepped closer and reached out to caress his cock through his jeans. He closed his eyes as I leaned in and he moaned when I kissed his neck.

    "Because it would be arousing to exert control in this way, Walt," I whispered. "Because I think I very much like this particular form of domination."

    "But it's not...how is it domination?" he asked.

    I laughed softly. "I know it's probably not what you imagined. It's probably not what you fantasized about when you'd stroke your cock and think about having a dominant wife. But I think you'll agree that it's absolutely a form of domination, Walt. It's me making you submit to my desire to go on a date with another man - should I choose to do that. It's me making you watch as I put on a beautiful dress for another man. It's me making you watch as I do my hair and makeup for him. It's me making you wait at home while I go out with him, while I walk into a restaurant on his arm, while I kiss him outside the restaurant, while I get in his car, while I tell him that yes, I'd like to go home with him."

    Walt was hard. Rock hard, in fact. I know that wasn't entirely because he was turned on at the idea of me going on a date with another man - I was kissing him and stroking his cock, after all - but if he was truly horrified at the idea he wouldn't have sported a raging erection.

    "Emmy...please...this is crazy...you can't..."

    "Mmmm, but I can," I whispered. "You wanted to be dominated, Walt. You asked me to dominate you. You practically begged for it. And I think we both know that it turns you on."

    "Yes...but..."

    It was exquisite to hear him admit it. There were qualifications - it wasn't pure arousal he felt - but it turned him on. And, if I'm being honest, part of what made it arousing for me was that it wasn't purely pleasurable for Walt, that he was actually submitting to something he didn't entirely enjoy, something that brought a wealth of angst alongside his arousal.

    "Shhh," I said before unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. "Just focus on the arousal, Walt. Focus on the fact that I'm giving you what you want. Don't focus on the stress, on the anxiety, on the pain. Focus on the fact that your wife is actually making your fantasy come true."

    He groaned as I stroked his cock and kissed his neck. My lips moved towards his and we met for a deep kiss. His mouth opened and I offered my tongue and after a moment's hesitation Walt took it. He took it and I invaded his mouth as I stroked him faster. His cock was dripping precum and it provided a perfect layer of lube to make the stroking noisy and wet.

    "I haven't said yes," I said as I released my husband's stiff cock and stepped back. "I haven't decided if I want to accept his invitation."

    "What's holding you back?" Walt asked.

    "We work for the same company," I explained. "And while company policy allows for interoffice romance we’d be seeing each other in secret. Still, secrets get out and I'm quite certain people would look down on me for cheating on my husband, especially with someone at the company. They won't know that my husband is a good submissive that knows I'm seeing another man, so I'll come across very poorly."

    It was utterly fascinating to watch Walt as he appeared to engage in an internal battle with his emotions and desires. There seemed to be a part of him that wanted to tell me to abandon the idea of going on a date with a coworker, but the look on his face made it rather obvious he was grappling with a wealth of lust related to my potential date.

    "On the other hand, he would suffer just as much as I would if it came out that we were seeing each other," I continued. "Twenty years ago that wouldn't have been the case, but now he'd probably be fired as the company would fear some sort of harassment suit."

    "Is there someone else you could date?" Walt asked. "Someone not at the company?"

    He seemed to have accepted that I was going to date another man, which was really quite thrilling as - if I'm being honest - by that point I'd decided that I’d thoroughly enjoy engaging in a sexual relationship with someone else as part of my domination of my husband.

    "I'm sure I could make that happen," I said. "I could find another successful man that would enjoy taking a married woman on a date. I'm sure there are lots of men that would find it thrilling to take me out and show me a good time, that would be happy to try and prove that they're superior to you."

    His cock jumped as an agonized look briefly washed across his face. I'd already amassed a fair bit of evidence that Walt found pleasure - and anxiety, of course - in the idea of me dating someone that society deemed superior, largely through greater financial success than Walt had achieved.

    I moved closer and took his cock in my hand once more. "There's really no point in me dating any other kind of man," I said softly. "Why would I step down, after all? Why wouldn't I pursue a man that will try and bathe me in luxury, that will take me to the best restaurants, drive me around in luxury cars, and fuck me in the finest hotel suites?"

    He groaned and it struck me as the sound of pleasure. Of unmistakable pleasure. He was turned on, as was I.

    "You could help me, you know," I said.

    Walt's voice was eager as he asked, "How?"

    I couldn't help but smile. Dominating him was exquisite. "You could find me a more suitable man. Someone smart, strong, handsome, and far more successful than you. Someone that will wine and dine your wife. Someone that will work to earn the pleasure of having his way with my body."

    "I don't really know any guys like that," Walt said.

    I caressed his face and kissed him softly. "I know, sweetie. That's not what I'm talking about, though. I was thinking that you could find me a man on a dating app. We could take some pictures - without showing my face, obviously - and you could write up a little profile for me. You could make it clear that I'm a married woman looking to date someone...well, superior to my husband because I want a little change of pace, because I want to have some fun."

    I took Walt's hand, lifted the bottom of my dress, and pressed his fingers against my panties. I knew I was wet and I wanted him to feel it. I saw the excitement on his face and he took the hint and rubbed my pussy in slow circles, eliciting a moan from me.

    "This turns me on," I said softly. "Dominating you. Thinking about going on dates with other men. Thinking about finding the right kind of man, the kind that will wine and dine me, that will take pleasure in demonstrating his success as he attempts to woo me into his bed."

    Walt slipped his fingers into my panties and between my labia. I moaned as he penetrated me, slipping two fingers between the warm, swollen folds of my pussy while generating blissful friction against my clit.

    "I'd like you to do this for me, Walt," I said. "I want you to find me a man. In fact, I want you to make it clear that you're my husband, that you're running my profile, that you're in charge of finding someone for me to date. Will you do that for me?"

    I knew it wasn't something Walt would have volunteered to do. I knew the idea of it brought him just as much anxiety as it did arousal. I'm becoming a bit of a broken record, I suppose, but that's what turned me on about it.

    "Yes, I'll do it," he said, though even then I could see the reluctance on his face.

    I thought it was a perfect time to reward him, so I dropped to my knees, looked up at Walt, and took him in my mouth. He responded with a loud moan and I felt his cock head swell up as I closed my lips around it and sucked hard.

    "Holy shit, Emmy, that feels incredible," he said.

    I gave him a slow, sensual blowjob, carefully modulating his pleasure so he wouldn't cum before I wanted him to. I made it feel good, though. Spectacularly good. After all, it was already obvious to me that a man should be rewarded when he does something that his dominant wife desires, and given Walt's reluctance to see me date and sleep with another man, he deserved a reward of some kind.

    "Thank you for agreeing to find a date for me," I said between soft, sensual kisses against the plump head of his cock. "It means so much that you're willing to submit in that way, Walt, especially since it means that there's a very good chance that I'll sleep with one of the men you find, probably in a luxurious hotel suite."

    I'd already decided it didn't seem worth going through with that sort of thing unless it was going to be an exceptional evening. I suppose you could accuse me of being superficial, but I'm pretty sure that just about any woman would tell you that there's something quite wonderful about sex in a luxurious hotel. Plus, at that point, it wasn't really about the other man or the potential sex. It was about dominating Walt in the manner that brought me pleasure.

    "Of course, I'll be unhappy if you don't do a good job," I said while my fingers tightened around the base of his cock. "I do expect you to line up a few dates for me, Walt, and for the men to be impressive."

    "I will," he said. "I'll do a good job, Emmy. I will."

    Even on her knees, a woman can dominate her husband, which was a notion I found quite thrilling in that moment.

    "Good. That's very good," I replied softly before taking him in my mouth once more and swallowing his cock. I really enjoyed the look of intense pleasure on his face as I did so, because in truth, I like making Walt feel good. He's my husband, after all. Even the domination - which sometimes makes him uncomfortable - is ultimately about making him feel good.

    I wasn't going to let him finish in my mouth, though. I wasn't going to let him finish at all, in fact. So, I sucked his cock for a few minutes longer and then stood, walked towards the foot of the bed, and pulled up the bottom of my dress before sitting. I spread my legs, pulled my panties aside, and parted my pussy lips so he could see my wetness.

    "Would you like to be inside me, Walt?" I asked.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "Come, then. Put your cock in my pussy," I said.

    He rushed over, took his pants off, and guided the head of his cock into my pussy.

    "Slow," I said. "Nice and slow, Walt."

    He wanted to fuck me hard and fast. I could see that. I'm sure you can understand that. Your wife has just blown you. She's gotten you all hot and bothered. All you'd want to do in that moment was fuck her hard and fast. He went slow, though. He was a good boy.

    "That's good," I said as I rubbed my clit. "Fuck me nice and slow."

    It seemed agonizing for him to obey, but Walt continued to do as I asked and I found myself getting wildly aroused. I'm sure you can guess that I was thrilled by the pleasure of denying Walt what he craved. Or, more accurately, it was particularly thrilling that he was willing to deny himself - he was the one thrusting slowly, after all - because I'd instructed him to do so. He offered me his submission and it turned me on, which was stunning.

    "Walt, baby, I'm close," I said. "Don't you dare fuck me harder, though. Keep it nice and slow. Nice and slow while I cum."

    I watched his face. I saw how difficult it was for him to refrain from trying to fuck me hard and fast enough to cum. The fact that he did it, that he refrained, that he obeyed me, made me cum. And cum hard.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" I cried out.

    As I came, I pushed back on Walt's stomach and he pulled out of me. I fell back into the bed and let the pleasure of a fantastic orgasm work its way through my body while I pulled my dress down, denying him the view of my wet pussy.

    When I'd recovered, I sat up, smiled, and said, "Thank you for that."

    "You're welcome," he replied, though I could see that he hadn't gotten what he wanted. Of course he hadn't.

    "You can cum inside me when you've arranged my first date with a man I find suitable," I said. "How does that sound?"

    He wanted to fuck me, to cum inside me. He wanted it badly. Badly enough that he looked excited even though I'm sure he wasn't actually wild about trying to find me a date.

    "That sounds good," he said.

    "Fantastic. We'll take pictures tomorrow. You can help me pick out some dresses and maybe even a bit of lingerie, depending on where you're going to make a profile for me," I explained. "Remember, if you're going to find a high quality man then I need to look like a high quality woman."

    "You do," Walt said. "It won't be hard to take good pictures of you. That much I know for certain."

    That made me feel good. Surprisingly good. It's nice to know your husband thinks you're beautiful. I stood and kissed him as I gave his cock a few slow strokes.

    "Can I masturbate?" he asked.

    "No," I replied without hesitation. "Your next orgasm will be inside me, which means your next orgasm will come once you find me a suitable date, which means you can't show me any guy that responds. You need to do the work to make sure he's real, he's genuine, and he's the kind of man that will impress me. Okay?"

    Walt nodded. He wanted me. He craved me. He was going to do as I asked so he could have me, and I was going to have a hell of a lot of fun along the way.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    Distressed. That's probably the right word for it.

    For how Walt looked when I returned from my first date with Michael. Distressed. Yes, that's definitely the right word for it.

    I expected that's how he'd look. After all, Walt was not enthralled with the idea of his wife going on a date with another man. As you know, his lack of enthusiasm ended up being a source of pleasure for me as I've developed a great appreciation for making Walt do things he'd not entirely thrilled about doing.

    If you don't remember, Michael is the man Walt had selected for me. He'd found him on a site filled with women seeking sugar-style relationships with well-to-do men. I still wasn't entirely sure I wanted that kind of relationship - I didn't really care either way - but I liked the idea of dating a man that wasn't interested in a real relationship.

    I made every effort to look good for my date. I wore my sexiest red dress. I did my hair and makeup to elicit desire. I wore a pair of heels. Michael had mentioned to Walt that he very much enjoyed women in stockings, so I wore a pair of stockings with my dress, which was short enough to afford me a few opportunities to flash the lace tops of my nylons.

    As an aside, it's been so long since I've worn stockings that I forgot how good it can feel when a man caresses those stockings and when his fingers find their lace tops and then dance over my smooth, soft skin. I've forgotten how much certain men seem to enjoy that sensation, too, and Michael is unquestionably one of those men.

    As I headed home after the date, I considered how I wanted to handle Walt. Did I want to remain totally silent about the details of my night in a bid to drive him crazy? Did I want to sit him down, unzip his pants, and stroke his cock while I told him everything, driving him crazy in a different way as I filled him with desire and offered him pleasure while telling him all about the fun I had with another man?

    I liked that I had choices. I liked that I was in control, that I could do whatever I pleased and that Walt would ultimately - hopefully, at least - offer his submission because doing so brought him pleasure even if the circumstances were somewhat unpleasant.

    Walt opened the front door for me before I had a chance to reach for the handle. I hadn't instructed him to do so, but it seemed that he was so eager to greet me that he couldn't help himself.

    I stepped into the house, turned so my back was facing him, and Walt took the hint and helped me out of my jacket. He hung it in the closet by the front door as I waited and when he turned back towards me I offered my husband a seductive smile.

    He stood and stared. His eyes roamed over my body as if he was searching for any evidence that might indicate how my date had gone. I knew he wouldn't find any, though. It seemed to me that Walt's body hummed - damn near vibrated, in fact - with anxious energy. I imagine that if I'd asked and if he was completely honest, he would have admitted that his hope was that the date had gone horribly wrong.

    "Come here," I said.

    Walt approached, though I could see the hesitation. When he got close enough, I took his hands and placed them on my waist. I saw some of his apprehension fade as he caressed my hips through the soft material of the dress. I placed my hand over his hand gently moved up my torso, encouraging my husband to touch me.

    "Does that feel good?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "Would it feel as good if you knew that Michael had touched me in the exact same way tonight?"

    Walt looked at his hand, which was remarkably close to my left breast.

    "We danced," I said before moving in rhythm to a song playing in my head. Walt moved with me and I pulled him closer. "He led, of course. He moved with grace. It felt good to be in his arms. He's very strong. Very confident, too. It's a subtle thing, but I had this sense that tonight, at least, I belonged in his arms."

    "Is he a good dancer?" Walt asked.

    I nodded. "Exceptional, really. I imagine it bodes well for what he's like in bed."

    Relief washed over my husband's face as I confirmed that I hadn't fucked Michael that night. That relief was followed by a touch of worry, though, as Walt no doubt saw my smile and surmised that there was a decent chance Michael and I would be fucking at some point in the future.

    I kissed Walt as those emotions washed over him. At first his lips barely moved, like the kiss was unwelcome. Then he woke up. His lips moved. His tongue danced with mine as our bodies moved in the foyer. His hand moved down my torso and to my lower back. He then grabbed a handful of my ass and squeezed gently through the thin, soft material of my red dress.

    More importantly, his cock got hard, which is what I was looking for. I wanted arousal coursing through him. I wanted Walt to associate my date with his desire.

    "That was a good kiss," I said.

    Walt leaned back and studied my face. "Did you...did you say that to him, too?"

    I smiled. "I did."

    That distressed look returned. I countered it by caressing Walt's cock through his pants. Pleasure and pain mingled inside him. It's hard to explain just how enthralled I was in that moment as I exerted my newfound power over my husband.

    "Come with me," I instructed.

    Walt followed as we walked to the living room. I sat, lifted one leg until my dress rode up to reveal the lace tops of my stockings, and then crossed it over my other leg. Walt stared and I saw the bulge in his pants grow just a little.

    "I'd like a glass of wine," I said. "Pour one for yourself, too."

    He disappeared into the kitchen and I closed my eyes, leaned my head back, and thought of Michael's hand on my leg. It had ventured there multiple times during the evening and each time he'd managed to touch me in a way that generated a wealth of arousal. In that moment, though, I thought of how he'd run his fingers over the delicate lace at the top of my stockings and how he'd done so while kissing my neck. I could still feel his stubble against my skin. I could still hear the way he'd growled - that's really the only way I can think to describe it - as if he were a hungry predator desperate to claim its prey. In another situation it would have been deeply disconcerting to be on the receiving end of that growl, but in that moment I'd felt only a wealth of desire.

    "Here you are," Walt said as he returned with two glasses of red wine.

    I took mine, sipped it, and then patted the couch cushion next to me. "Sit, my love."

    Walt sat and I clinked my glass against his and watched as he took a long, nervous-seeming sip. After swallowing he closed his eyes for a moment and let out a long, slow breath, as if the wine had brought him some sense of comfort in an otherwise stressful evening.

    I rested a hand on his knee, leaned in, and kissed my husband on the cheek before asking, "What did you do while I was gone?"

    He looked down at his glass, swirled the red liquid, and answered, "Worry, mostly. I did some cleaning. I did the dishes. I paced around the house. I watched a little TV. Mostly, though, I just thought about what you were doing."

    "What did you worry about?" I asked. "Specifically, I mean."

    He said nothing.

    "Did you worry about me kissing another man? Did you worry about Michael touching your wife? Did you worry about me surrendering myself to a dominant man? Did you worry about me getting in his car and sucking his cock while we drove back to his place so he could fuck me?"

    My hand traveled up Walt's thigh and between his legs as I talked. His cock had partially deflated, but it took only a small handful of strokes to lure him back to an erect state.

    "I worried about those things, yes," he said. "I worried that Michael would be...that your date would go so well that you'd...I don't know, that you'd leave me."

    He looked as sweet and vulnerable as he ever had and my instant reaction was to lean over, kiss him on the cheek, and let my lips linger for a few seconds before I said, "You don't need to worry about that, Walt. I'm not going to leave you. Even if Michael ends up providing me with the best sex I've ever had, I'm not going to leave you. I love you."

    He turned his head and I saw both hope and fear in his eyes. "Yeah?"

    I nodded and kissed him. It was a warm, soft, tender kiss.

    "Yes, Walt," I whispered. "I'm not going to leave you." I smiled and added, "Honestly, I'm having far too much fun exploring this new side of myself to even consider leaving you."

    I stroked his cock faster and kissed his neck, this time in a decidedly erotic manner complete with a series of soft moans. It had the desired effect of making his dick harder.

    "Michael was quite charming. He's better looking than in his pictures, too. He's a good kisser. He's a strong, confident, smart man. He's enormously successful, too. He is, in many ways, the kind of man most women would love to date."

    Walt groaned, thought not in a pleasured manner. He groaned because he wasn't exactly thrilled to hear me describe the lovely qualities of my date. I couldn't help but smile.

    "Because of this shift in our marriage, I get to date Michael and remain married to you. If things go well, I get to have both a great husband and a great boyfriend. What more could a woman want?"

    Walt didn't have a response to that, though I can't say that I was expecting one. What man in Walt's position would have a good response to what I'd said?

    "Take your pants off."

    Walt stripped dutifully and put a smile on my face in doing so. It hasn't taken long for me to feel a genuine sense of delight - and a hint of pleasure - when he does as he's told without hesitation.

    "These too," I added while running my fingers over his underwear. As soon as he was naked from the waist down, I took Walt's cock in my hand and stroked him slowly. I did so while kissing his neck, nibbling his earlobe, and offering moans infused with a wealth of lust.

    I stopped only once his cock was coated in precum, the leaking of which I took as a surefire sign of his intense arousal. I played with his balls a little and then wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and held them there.

    "Michael wants to see me again," I said.

    Walt looked at me and silently begged for me to turn down Michael's request for a second date.

    "He likes me. I can understand why, too. We had chemistry. Plus, I looked awfully good tonight and I made it perfectly clear that I'm the sort of woman that puts in an effort to look good for a man like Michael."

    I stroked Walt's cock as I said it. I offered him pleasure as I talked of looking good for another man.

    "He liked that. What man wouldn't, I suppose? Though I think maybe Michael enjoyed the notion more than most men would. He's the sort that believes he's worthy of that kind of effort from a woman. And you know what? He's right, Walt. Michael is the kind of man that's worthy of a woman making that extra level of effort. He's handsome. He's rich. He's confident. He exudes a sense that he's in control, and in the best way possible, like I could simply relax and let him guide us through a wonderful evening."

    It's a strange thing to tell your husband about your date with another man. It's not unpleasant, though. Well, for me it wasn't. Maybe it would be for you.

    "He was quite complimentary," I continued. "He told me countless times how beautiful I was. When we danced he told me how sexy I was. How irresistible I was. I kissed him soon after."

    Walt was hard as a rock, but he was suffering a little, at least based on the looks crossing his face.

    "Does it bother you that I kissed another man tonight?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "Does it bother you that another man's tongue was in my mouth?" I asked as I stroked his stiff cock.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Does it bother you that Michael's hand was on my ass as his tongue was in my mouth?"

    Walt nodded.

    "Does it bother you that his cock got hard for me as we kissed?"

    "Yes," Walt said, a little louder this time.

    His dick was still hard as a rock, if not harder. "Does it bother you that I sucked on his tongue like I would have sucked on his cock?"

    Walt looked pained. Genuinely pained. It made my pussy wet.

    "Does it bother you that I thought about sucking his cock, Walt?"

    "Yes!"

    I took my hand from his cock. I gathered the droplet of precum from the tip. I took it in my mouth and sucked my finger clean as Walt stared at my lips. I imagine he was thinking about receiving a blowjob, about my lips being wrapped so tightly around his cock.

    "There's something about him, Walt," I whispered. "Something about Michael. Something about him that made me a little weak in the knees. Something about him that made me think of sucking his cock in a different way. I thought about how pleasurable it would be to get on my knees for him, to look up at him as I had him in my mouth, to pleasure him as he looked down at me. He's a different kind of man. Different from you. Different from most men I've been with."

    I saw something in Walt's eyes I hadn't seen up to that point. Something that struck me as arousal absent any physical stimulation. I think there was a part of him that liked that Michael was the kind of man that legitimately made me want to get on my knees. It was beyond thrilling to see that brief spark of desire in Walt's eyes.

    "I agreed to a second date," I said.

    I took his cock in my hand and Walt moaned as I worked the head.

    "I told him I wanted to go to a fancy restaurant," I said. "I told him I'd wear something beautiful for him, that I'd work hard to look good for him, to be the kind of woman that draws stares when we walk into the restaurant. To be the kind of woman that makes every other man jealous. I want to be that kind of woman for him, Walt."

    The arousal was there again, though this time I was jerking Walt off so it was hard to know if that arousal was pure. His dick felt like it got harder, though.

    "Do you want me to be that kind of woman for him?"

    He shook his head and I couldn't help but smile.

    "He wants to buy me a dress. A dress to wear for him. I asked him if I could take you to help me pick it out."

    There was a mixture of horror and just a dash of desire on Walt's face.

    "He liked that idea. In fact, I'd say that he loved that idea. A moment after I suggested it he kissed me and slid his hand under my dress. To be honest, Walt, I was hoping he'd finger me. I wanted to feel him inside me. I wanted him to feel my wetness, my desire. He didn't, though. I think he was teasing me. I think he knew I was into him, that I craved him at that point. I think he wanted to make sure I still craved him on our second date."

    Michael had done an exceptional job of charming me on our date. He'd doled out affection with remarkable skill, too, and had genuinely left me filled with desire for him. I wouldn't have fucked him even if he'd wanted to, but I would have let him finger me.

    "I don't like that idea," Walt said.

    I smiled. "I know you don't. You're still going to go dress shopping with me. You're going to help me pick out something hot to wear for him. Something classy and sexy. Something that will draw stares. Something that will make him want me. He's going to pay for it, of course, but you're going to do the work of helping me pick it out. You can even dress me before my date."

    He shook his head, but Walt knew he'd do exactly as I desired. He liked feeling submissive, even if it was painful sometimes.

    "I made a promise, Walt. I told you that you could cum once you'd arranged a good date for me, and tonight was a very good date."

    He looked at me with such hope in his eyes and I straddled him. The hope shifted to a mixture of surprise and delight.

    I pulled my panties aside and took Walt inside me. I slowly sat down on him and felt his body shudder as he moaned.

    "It feels good, doesn't it?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "That wetness and heat you feel...that's for him," I whispered.

    The agony returned, but Walt's cock was engulfed by my pussy and in that moment there was no great pleasure for him.

    "If I'm being honest, Walt, I want to fuck him," I said as I rode Walt slowly. "I want Michael's cock inside me. I want to be in his house, on his couch, sitting in his lap with my dress up around my waist and his big cock buried inside me."

    Walt was already close to cumming. A long period of denial and a teasing handjob will do that to a man.

    "It's going to happen eventually," I continued. "You found your wife a boyfriend, Walt. You worked hard for it, too. You worked hard to find me a smart, strong, successful, generous man to date. You worked hard for it and now it's going to happen. I'm going to date another man. I'm going to dress up for him. I'm going to do my hair and makeup for him. I'm going to buy naughty lingerie for him. I'm going to suck his cock. I'm going to ride him. I'm going to do everything I can to make him feel good, to be a good girlfriend."

    "Emmy...please..."

    That's all Walt said before he came inside me. He was probably trying to beg me not to date Michael. It didn't matter, though. He came hard while thinking about me dating and fucking another man and the fact that I lured him into that place was so fucking arousing for me.

    That arousal enabled me to cum while I ground my clit into his pelvis as he was cumming. It wasn't quite at the same time, but it was pretty damn close and it felt really damn good.

    When it was over, I remained in Walt's lap with his cock inside me and we shared long, slow kisses while I ran my fingers through his hair and told him I loved him.

    In the days afterwards he expressed his reticence over my intention to date another man, but each and every time Walt offered his submission when I told him that it was happening and that he needed to stop complaining. Most of the time I had him give me a foot massage or something similar as a way of proving his submission and each time he seemed to enjoy himself. Plus, it made me feel exceptionally good.

    Assuming things go well with Michael over our next few days, I will have a generous boyfriend that I can have all sorts of fun with and I'll have a whole new way of dominating my husband, which feels like it's going to pay some truly wondrous dividends as time goes by.

    I can't wait to tell you all about it.

    

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 6
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     Walt was pacing back and forth in the bedroom. He'd been doing so since I'd stepped into the bathroom to do my hair and makeup.

    Each time Walt passed by the bathroom door he'd stop for a moment and stare at me and then continue pacing. Every once in a while he'd leave the bedroom, but it was never more than thirty seconds before he returned.

    At one point he asked, "Are you sure about this?" I told him I was. I told him I was absolutely certain. He knew that, of course. He wasn't sure about it which is why he was asking the question. I was certain, though.

    I had on a lingerie set as I stood at the bathroom counter. Stockings, a garter belt, a bra, and pair of panties. It all matched. It was peach colored - which was perfect for my skin tone - and mostly sheer. I felt remarkably sexy in it and I was delighted that I thought of Michael - that's my boyfriend - every time I looked at my body in the mirror.

    Mostly I thought of how he'd react to seeing the lingerie for the first time. The lingerie he'd paid for. The same as he'd paid for the dress I would be wearing that night. The same as he'd paid for the absurdly expensive hotel room he was taking me to. As it turned out, dating a man that was more than happy to be generous with his girlfriend - as long as she was generous with him, of course - had so far proven to be far more pleasurable than I imagined.

    "Come here," I said after fifteen solid minutes of my husband pacing around the bedroom.

    He obeyed without hesitation, which proved rather thrilling.

    "Are you anxious?" I asked.

    "Yes."

    "Because my boyfriend is going to fuck me tonight?"

    The mere thought of it seemed to unmoor him for a moment as Walt closed his eyes and grabbed the door frame. Then he looked at me and nodded. I set my lipstick down - I hadn't yet put any on - and moved towards him. I slipped a finger through one of the belt loops on his pants and pulled him close.

    "Touch me," I instructed.

    Walt was tentative at first, but eventually his hands roamed over my body and the lingerie that covered my naughtiest parts. He caressed my thighs, grabbed my ass, ran his fingers over the lace garter belt, and played with my tits a little. All of it aroused me, by the way, and I'm certain I would have enjoyed having sex with Walt while dressed in that lingerie. I was also certain I was going to have even more fun getting fucked by Michael in that lingerie.

    "It's good that you're anxious," I said as Walt caressed my body and got hard in the process. "You're supposed to be anxious. It would be weird if you weren't. I'm going to spend the night with another man. I'm going to have another man's cock inside me. I'm going to cum on another man's cock. I'm going to make that man cum, probably while he's inside my pussy, though I might also be generous and let him cum in my mouth."

    As I talked, I reached down to play with Walt's cock. I saw pleasure on his face and he moaned. Of course he did. He was anxious about me cuckolding him for the first time, but he was also turned on by the idea even if he wasn't entirely ready to admit it.

    "It's going to be hard for you to sleep tonight," I said as I unzipped his pants and freed his cock. I leaned in to kiss his neck and he moaned. "You're going to have a hard time thinking about anything other than Michael fucking me. You're going to think of all the different positions we're going to use. You're going to think about me screaming his name as he makes me cum. You're going to think about him fucking me hard and fast and deep. You're going to think about me telling him how good his big cock feels in my tight, married pussy."

    I kissed Walt. I offered my tongue and he took it. He sucked on it a little. He slipped a hand into my panties and moaned when his fingers slipped between my labia and into the incredible heat and wetness inside me. He could feel how turned on I was and it seemed to delight him, or perhaps he was just surprised.

    "Can I go down on you?" Walt asked.

    He sounded so sweet. I don't know if he was hoping he could make me cum and I'd cancel my date or if he just really wanted to worship my pussy, but it didn't really matter. I wasn't going to let him. My pussy wasn't his that night.

    "No," I answered. "My pussy belongs to my boyfriend tonight."

    The anxiety returned in full force. His cock throbbed, though. He seemed tortured by the mixed feelings of arousal and agony. I suppose he was, though. I suppose that was what I was hoping for, too. After all, a big part of the thrill of this whole adventure was Walt offering submission even when it wasn't a purely pleasurable thing for him.

    "Michael's been so generous - this lingerie and the dress I'm wearing tonight were not cheap - and he deserves to be with an equally generous woman," I said. I'll be honest, there was something kind of sexy about being generous for Michael in the way he wanted, about repaying his generosity in buying me the lovely lingerie and the exquisite dress I'd be wearing that night. I felt sexy in the clothes he'd bought - really sexy - and he really had spared no expense. You can judge me for acting a little bit like a prostitute if you want, but I expected I'd have a damn good time that night and that's all I really cared about.

    "I will expect you to be willing to go down on me tomorrow, though," I said. "After I get home. After Michael's had his way with me. After he's done as he pleases with my body."

    Walt's fingers were still inside me and I was on the verge of an orgasm. Like I said, I was awfully aroused by the very particular kind of relationship I'd forged with Michael over the course of four dates. Our fifth would be the first in which he fucked me, a pace that I set that he seemed more than happy to go along with. I'd given him a handjob in the car after our fourth date and he'd been quite vocal in his enjoyment of my skills and he'd made a hell of a mess when he'd cum, though he didn't seem to care about that.

    "If I was going to give Michael a blowjob and swallow his cum, should I do it first, or should I make it his second orgasm of the night?" I asked.

    Walt shook his head. "You shouldn't do that."

    "Why not?"

    "Because I don't want you to suck another man's cock and swallow his cum. Because...because I just don't want you to."

    I looked down at Walt's stiff dick and squeezed it gently. "Your dick says otherwise, Walt. Your dick says you're exceptionally excited about me giving my boyfriend a blowjob and swallowing his cum. Your dick says that some part of you is going to enjoy spending the night at home while I spend the night with another man's cock inside me."

    I watched the head of his dick swell up. I saw him damn near have an orgasm. Walt refused to admit that he was turned on by the idea of me fucking another man, though. I kind of loved that he was completely unwilling to surrender even a little bit of ground with regards to his desire to be cuckolded. I liked that I got to keep demanding his submission where my dating another man was concerned.

    Then I had an idea. "Put your cock back in your pants and then get on your knees behind me. You're going to worship my ass while I finish getting ready."

    "What?"

    I smiled, leaned in, and kissed him softly. "You're going to get on your knees and kiss my ass while I finish getting ready. You're going to kiss my soft cheeks, you're going to kiss the backs of my upper thighs, and then you're going to spread my cheeks and you're going to kiss and lick my asshole while I get ready for my date with the man that gets to do as he pleases with my pussy tonight."

    I couldn't quite discern what the look on Walt's face meant - I thought I saw arousal and a bit of intrigue there - but all that really matters is that he got on his knees behind me and went to work.

    Ass worship feels good, by the way. His lips were soft against my cheeks and he put his hands to use, too, rubbing my back and legs gently. Then he parted my cheeks, pressed his face between them, and went to work eating my asshole. It was tremendous. It turned me on, actually. At one point I told him it felt so good that he was going to spend a lot more time eating my ass in the future. He moaned in reply to my declaration so I think he was enjoying himself almost as much as I was.

    In fact, he told me so before I left for my date. He thanked me for letting him worship my ass. I kissed him and told him it was my pleasure. As it turns out, I can find a great deal of pleasure in a submissive act that Walt actually enjoys. I was still quite new in my journey as a dominant wife at that point and it was one of the first times I found such deep satisfaction in letting Walt do something submissive that he also found thrilling in an uncomplicated manner.

    My night with Michael was tremendous. He took me to a rooftop restaurant with the most stunning views I'd ever seen. We had a four course meal and shared two bottles of wine over the course of nearly three hours. The conversation never really turned dull, either. We talked of work and vacations and the follies of our youths and a little about Michael's marriage. He's still a little bitter about it, but he was also quite vocal about what a pleasure it is to be with me and about how he appreciates being with me even more because he was married to a woman that seemed to grow to dislike him on a deep level.

    I find it flattering when Michael tells me how much he enjoys spending time with me. He's the sort of man that wouldn't actually struggle to find dates, but I can understand why he found his way to a sugar baby site, why he wanted something utterly uncomplicated coming out of a failed marriage. I imagine most freshly-divorced men would try that sort of thing if they had the financial means to do so.

    Michael had hired a driver for the evening - a nice touch that I very much enjoyed - and after dinner the driver took us to the hotel. We sat in the backseat and did a little bit of touching - nothing too naughty - though I got nice and wet as Michael ran his hands over my stocking-clad thighs. I kept looking at him as he touched me and I tried my best to wordlessly tell him how much I was looking forward to getting fucked.

    I got fucked. Twice that night and once the next morning. I gave Michael a blowjob to completion, too, swallowing his cum afterwards. He told me it was among the best nights of his life and certainly the best in the past decade. That's the sort of compliment a woman thoroughly enjoys, in case you're wondering.

    I returned home wearing the dress I'd left in. Walt was at the front door as I approached. He opened it for me. He looked both nervous and excited as I stepped inside. My hair was a bit messy. I no longer had any makeup on (I'd washed it off before bed the night before). One of my stockings had a run up the back thanks to the vigorous nature of the second round of sex we'd had the night before. I looked like a woman who'd just come home from a night and morning of being thoroughly fucked, which is precisely what I was.

    "How was your night?" I asked as Walt shut the door.

    He stared at me. His eyes roamed over my body. "Difficult," he finally answered.

    I hadn't texted him until I was leaving that morning. I'd told him that would be the case. I'd told him I wanted to be able to concentrate on Michael and his pleasure. I'd thoroughly enjoyed doing so, too.

    "Did you think of me?"

    "You were all I thought about."

    I felt like I had a wealth of options open to me in that moment, that I could do almost anything I wanted with my husband. I could have taken him to the bedroom and fucked him. I could have denied him any pleasure. I could have made him give me a massage. I could have made him eat my pussy while I told him all about how good Michael fucked me that morning and the night before.

    For a few moments I was actually a little paralyzed by all those options. So I started with something simple. "Take your clothes off," I instructed. "Right now."

    Walt stripped and did so without hesitation, which I delighted in. It's good when a submissive gets to a place where they no longer hesitate. I was quite pleased to see a bit of precum at the tip of his cock. He was soft, but there was no question he'd gotten turned on at some point that morning, and turned on to the point that he'd started leaking.

    "Stroke your cock for me," I said.

    As he masturbated, I lifted the bottom of my dress and leaned against the wall in our foyer. I grabbed one of my breasts through my dress and squeezed it hard while rubbing my pussy through my panties.

    "My pussy is still wet from when Michael fucked me this morning," I said. "Still soaked, in fact."

    "He...he fucked you this morning?"

    Walt's cock was hard and his voice indicated a mixture of arousal and anxiety. It was surprisingly potent to me. I could feel my pussy get wetter.

    "He did," I replied before closing my eyes and moaning. "He fucked me so good, Walt. It was the third time he'd had his way with me. He fucked me twice last night and I sucked his cock once. I made him cum four times, Walt. I was a very, very generous girlfriend. I made Michael feel so, so good. I gave him my body. I let him do as he pleased with me. I let him fuck me however he wanted and he made me cum so fucking hard, so many times."

    Walt's dick was now something beyond hard. The head was plump and swollen and a slightly darker color than usual. He might not have been willing to admit it, but Walt was turned on and I'm certain it was because I'd been fucked by another man.

    "You made this happen, Walt," I said. "You found me a boyfriend. A generous boyfriend. A strong, tall, handsome boyfriend. A wealthy boyfriend. A boyfriend with a nice big cock and the skill to use it well, the skill to make your wife cum so hard she sees stars."

    "Did he...did he really make you cum like that?"

    I nodded. It was nice that it happened to be true. Michael is, as it turns out, exceptionally good with his cock.

    "He fucked me so good, Walt," I said as the pleasure of rubbing my pussy spread outwards from my loins. "He fucked me so hard and so good. His cock reached places inside me...places no man has ever gone...places you've never gone."

    Walt was clearly enthralled.

    "Stop masturbating," I demanded.

    He released his cock and let his hand fall to his side.

    "Follow me to the bedroom."

    I walked to the bedroom and Walt dutifully followed like a good submissive. I looked over my shoulder a few times and smiled, in part because I was utterly delighted at his willingness to submit and in part because I wanted him to understand that I was very happy to be home with him.

    "Unzip my dress," I instructed.

    Walt helped me out of the dress, pushing it over my hips and letting me step out of it before resting it over the back of a chair and doing all of it without being instructed, just like a good submissive.

    "Get on your knees," I said as he approached me.

    Walt fell to his knees and looked up. I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair. I caressed his face. I ran a finger over his lips. I felt powerful. I'd spent the night and the morning with another man and I'd fucked that man three times and my husband was on his knees with a stiff dick between his legs and a wealth of desire coursing through his body. I was in complete control, control that Walt had given me, control that he yearned to surrender.

    "Does it turn you on to think of me having sex with another man?" I asked.

    He shook his head. He was still unwilling to admit it. I couldn't help but smile.

    "Are you sure, Walt? Are you sure it doesn't make your dick hard to think of Michael fucking me? Are you sure it doesn't thrill you to think of me on top of him in this lingerie, of his cock in my pussy, of his hands on my tits as I tell him how good his big dick feels inside me? Are you sure it doesn't make you insane with desire when you think of him taking me from behind, his hands on my hips as he pounds me while I tell him to fuck me harder?"

    I slipped my foot out of my elegant heel and rubbed my toes over the tip of Walt's stiff cock. The nylon must have felt good as he unleashed an immediate moan.

    "I think it does turn you on," I said. "I think you love that another man fucked your wife last night. I think you love that you got to offer your submission in that way, that you stayed home while I went out and satisfied my sexual desires with someone else, with someone that possesses a bigger cock than you, with someone that made me cum harder than you have in a long time."

    I saw pain on his face. I saw desire. I saw agony. I saw lust. I saw Walt have what I now understand is a remarkably common experience for cuckolds as he worked his way through a wealth of emotions.

    "You can fuck me if you admit that it turned you on," I said. "I know it wasn't pure arousal, but that's not what I'm asking you to admit, Walt. I just want to hear you say that it turns you on to think of your wife cumming with another man's cock deep in her pussy. Or that it turns you on to think of your wife sucking another man's cock in the shower this morning and getting him so worked up that we didn't even bother drying off before he carried me to the bed to fuck me again before we checked out."

    Walt's eyes went wide and I felt his cock dripping precum onto my toes.

    "It's been a long time since I gave a blowjob in the shower," I said. "I enjoyed it, though, and I'm quite certain I'll be doing it again. There's something so attractive about Michael's body when it's all wet in the shower. He's so...so manly. I loved running my hands over his chest. I loved kissing him in the shower. I loved stroking his cock as I sucked on his tongue. I loved how he moaned when I told him I was desperate to have him in my mouth, when I told him that I had to suck his cock one more time before we checked out."

    I really did get turned on saying that, by the way. Michael's the kind of man that makes a woman - or makes me, at least - get wet when she thinks about pleasuring him how he wants to be pleasured.

    "It turns me on!"

    I smiled.

    "It does," Walt said. "It turns me on. It's so fucked up, but it turns me on."

    "It's not fucked up," I replied softly as I caressed his face. "It's not fucked up at all. It's beautiful, Walt."

    I took my panties off and backed into the bed. I spread my legs. I played with my pussy while Walt watched from his knees.

    "Now come fuck the pussy that another man enjoyed last night and this morning. Come fuck the pussy that Michael's going to enjoy many, many times in the coming months. Who knows? He might even fuck this tight little pussy more often than you."

    Walt crawled into the bed and slid inside me.

    "Does it feel good?" I whispered.

    "You're perfect," he said.

    Walt began to fuck me. His thrusts were slow at first, but I could tell he was working to hold back. He wanted to extend the pleasure of being inside me, probably because he knew he'd cum quickly if he really went for it.

    I wanted to make him cum quickly, though. I wanted to exert that control. The idea of doing so turned me on, actually. So I made it happen.

    "His cock felt better than yours," I whispered.

    Walt fucked me harder.

    "He was so much deeper inside me than you are."

    He pounded me harder and groaned.

    "He's thicker than you. I felt so much fuller with him inside me."

    Walt came inside me. He came hard. I wrapped my legs around him. I showered his neck in soft kisses. I told him I loved him.

    "I love you too," he said between grunts as he pumped my pussy full of cum.

    I held him tight after he'd finished cumming. We kissed. We touched each other. He remained inside me until he went soft.

    "Did you enjoy fucking me?" I asked after he pulled out.

    Walt looked a little embarrassed, glanced away for a second, and then looked back at me and admitted, "It was incredible. I...I came really hard. Harder than usual."

    "Because it turns you on that I fucked another man last night...and that I'm going to keep fucking Michael."

    Again he looked away, but this time he nodded while doing so.

    "Get me a towel to clean up," I instructed. "Then I'd like a massage. A nice long massage, in fact. If you do a good job I'll let you make me cum."

    He smiled. Despite his orgasm, he still enjoyed getting to submit. "Of course."

    Walt retrieved a towel and I cleaned up. Then I stripped out of my lingerie, laid face down in the bed, and told him to get to work on rubbing my body.

    He gave a damn good massage. Full body. When it was over I let him make me cum. He did a damn good job of that, too.

    I'd gotten him to admit that he was turned on by being cuckolded. I wasn't aware of it at the time, but Walt doing so would open me up to pushing him to go further into that particular form of pleasure and a whole new world of domination was about to open up in front of me.

    It turned out to be a great deal of fun for both of us, as you'll soon read about.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Does that feel good?"

    Walt was inside me. I was on my back in our bed. He was thrusting slowly and watching my face with great concentration. Two weeks had passed since he'd last been inside me and he seemed intent on making it as pleasurable an experience for me as possible, perhaps because he was desperate for it to happen more often.

    "Yes," I answered softly. "Your cock feels good inside me, Walt."

    He smiled and leaned down to kiss me. I parted my lips and offered my tongue and moaned as he fucked me a little faster. I ran my hands down his back and grabbed his ass, squeezing both cheeks and inspiring him to fuck me a little harder.

    "Of course, it doesn't feel as good as when Michael fucks me."

    Walt groaned and came. After the groan he let out a series of moans, though at first it sounded like he was trying to choke them off, like he wished hadn't cum. I imagine that was true, in fact, as he'd been inside me for no more than a minute, a minute and a half tops.

    I was surprised he'd cum so quickly, but there was a part of me that was absolutely delighted. It was proof that Walt was thoroughly aroused by his cuckolding - despite him sometimes continuing to deny that reality - and based on the way he sounded and the way his body shook, it was a damn good orgasm.

    After he'd finished, Walt pulled out and rolled onto his back. I looked over to see that he was embarrassed - it was obvious based on the look on his face - and when he turned to look at me he apologized.

    "Sorry I came so quickly."

    I rolled onto my side and rested my hand on his chest. His heart was pounding, which made me smile.

    "You don't have to apologize. I kind of like that you came so quickly, actually."

    He seemed skeptical. "Really?"

    I nodded and kissed his cheek. "It means it was a turn on to hear that Michael fucks me so well. It means that you like your cuckolding more than you're willing to let on. Plus, it means that I don't have to feel bad about texting Michael to let him know that I'd really like to see him tonight."

    Walt stared at the ceiling as he processed what I'd said and then he turned to me and asked, "What about date night?"

    "We'll still go to the movies. I'm just going to have sex with Michael before we go. It'll be a quickie. You can drive me to his place and wait in the car."

    By that point I'd been seeing Michael for almost two months and in that time I'd slowly eased Walt into the realities of his cuckolding. He was fucking me less often. He was cumming less often. He was doing a little more work around the house so I'd have the time I needed to get ready for my dates with Michael. He was helping me shop for new dresses and lingerie to wear for Michael. He'd taken to driving me to the hotel if Michael booked a room and occasionally dropping me at Michael's house now that we'd started meeting there from time to time.

    Walt was still hesitant to fully embrace his cuckolding, but I wasn't bothered by that. In fact, I found pleasure in it. I liked that it hadn't been his fantasy, that he'd come around to being turned on by it because being cuckolded was an act of submission. A deep act of submission, in fact, as he was giving up his rights to my body, which was the one thing a married man almost never gave up.

    "I kind of like the idea of sitting in the movie theater with my pussy still tingling from the good, hard pounding Michael's going to give it."

    Walt clearly didn't like that idea, which was unsurprising. He'd just cum, after all, so of course he wasn't on board with the notion of waiting in the car while another man fucked me. It was Saturday morning, though, and there was another eight hours before we were due to leave for our date night. By that time I'd make sure that Walt was at least somewhat eager to be cuckolded.

    "Can I make you cum?" he asked with such hope in his eyes.

    "No. You had your chance, Walt, and you blew it. Michael's going to take care of my sexual needs today. Instead of making me cum you can give me your underwear so I can soak up your cum and then you can get dressed and go make me breakfast."

    I saw just a hint of submissive pleasure in his eyes. It was never particularly strong after he'd cum, but I'd taken to insisting that Walt engage in a submissive act of some sort after each and every one of his orgasms and it was unquestionably helpful in keeping him in that headspace.

    He rolled over, grabbed his underwear from the floor, and handed them to me. I pulled him close for a kiss - a deep kiss - and then ran my fingers through his hair and said, "You forgot to thank me for the orgasm I gave you."

    "Sorry. Thank you, Emmy, for letting me cum, and for letting me cum inside you."

    I had a moment of inspiration and put on a slightly stern look before saying, "If you forget again I'm going to make you lick your cum out of me as punishment. A sub should be grateful when he's allowed to cum, after all."

    I saw genuine fear in his eyes, as I imagine I would have seen in the eyes of almost any man in that moment. It's unnatural to lick your cum from a woman's pussy, after all.

    "I'm sorry," he said. "I am grateful when you allow me to cum. I really am. I won't forget next time, I promise."

    I caressed his face and kissed him as I got a little bit turned on at the idea of making him clean his cum out of me. That arousal ignited a spark of hope that Walt would forget to thank me after his next orgasm and would have to offer his submission as he crawled between my legs, put his tongue in my pussy, and licked up every drop of cum despite absolutely hating it.

    "What would you like for breakfast?" he asked.

    I was tempted to ask for French toast, but given that Michael was going to see me naked that night I wanted to avoid a carb heavy breakfast. "I'd like an omelet with peppers, mushrooms, and Swiss cheese, please."

    He kissed me softly and said, "Coming right up."

    Walt's smile was genuine. It was the smile of a man that was excited to serve his dominant wife. It delighted me to no end. He was getting off on his submission and I was going to enjoy a well-prepared omelet, after which I'd have Walt give me a long foot massage before we went shopping to buy a new dress - something fun and flirty - for the night. Then he'd set about cleaning the house while I got ready for our date - and to see Michael - before my husband drove me to my boyfriend's house so I could enjoy a quickie and a great orgasm.

    ---

    On our shopping trip we bought a fun, flirty blue and white sundress that was wonderfully low cut. We stopped into Victoria's Secret to grab a new pair of nude stockings to go with it - Michael loved the look and feel of stockings on my legs - and I spent most of the drive home caressing Walt's cock while telling him how much I was looking forward to fucking my boyfriend before our date. His precum had left a wet spot in his jeans by the time we got home.

    Walt cleaned the house while I took my time getting ready for my date. I paired the stockings with a white garter belt and a matching sheer white bra and panty set that I knew Michael would love. I made sure to call Walt into the bedroom for a quick look at the lingerie - a look that produced both arousal and jealousy on his face - before putting on the dress and depriving him of the chance to touch my half naked body.

    We left half an hour earlier than we'd planned - it was genuinely going to be a quickie with Michael - and Walt drove to my boyfriend's house while I once again teased his cock with gentle strokes for the entirety of the drive.

    "What's it like to know that you're driving your wife to her boyfriend's house?" I asked.

    "It's painful."

    His dick was hard and I stroked it a little faster. "Is that all it is, Walt? Just painful. Is your dick hard because it's painful? Or is it a little bit arousing to know that you're going to have to sit in the car while your wife goes into Michael's gorgeous home to get fucked until we've both cum?"

    He took a deep breath, glanced at me - and my cleavage - and said, "Yes, it's a little bit arousing."

    He was lying, of course. It was more than a little arousing. His resistance turned me on, though. The reality was that Walt probably would have preferred if I'd simply worn the dress and lingerie underneath it for him, if I'd fucked him after our date. That might have turned him on even more than being cuckolded, but that wasn't what I wanted and I was the domme, I was the one in charge, which meant he had to submit, which is what made my pussy absolutely gush with desire as we neared Michael's house.

    I gave Walt a kiss on the cheek and got out of the car. Michael opened his front door before I knocked and I saw him glance at the car and smile before he took me in his arms. We kissed with the door open and he gave my ass a good squeeze, no doubt doing so with the hope that Walt would see it.

    Walt and Michael had yet to meet, but my boyfriend knew all about my husband. He knew I was cuckolding Walt. He knew that he fucked me better than my husband did and that I regularly informed Walt of that reality. As the weeks had passed, Michael became more and more enamored with the idea of cuckolding my husband, of being the man I preferred to fuck. To my delight, it made the sex better.

    "You look gorgeous," he said as we headed for his bedroom. "That dress is incredible. And your legs...they look amazing, Emmy."

    "You're going to love what I have on underneath," I replied.

    He smiled like a teenager about to see his girlfriend topless for the first time. I loved when Michael smiled like that. I loved that I got to be this pure, perfect thing to him. This woman that had no interest in fighting or busting his balls or making him feel shitty for wanting to fuck me all the time. It was a pure crystallization of why cuckolding is so much fun, as I'd quickly learned over the first few months of our relationship.

    In his bedroom, I removed Michael’s clothes as his hands wandered over my body. He caressed my stocking tops and my upper thighs. He found the garter belt and smiled before finding my ass and squeezing it through the thin material of the sheer panties. He rubbed my pussy a little, too, no doubt finding pleasure in the fact that I was quite obviously wet for him.

    Once he was naked, I stepped back and unzipped my dress. I pushed it off my shoulders and down my body, revealing the sheer white lingerie. Michael took hold of his cock and stroked himself until his erection was utterly throbbing. I thought of Walt sitting in the car as I stood in another man's bedroom with my pussy tingling with desire.

    I actually bit my lower lip as I stared at his cock for a few moments. Then I dragged my gaze up his well-built body and stared into his eyes. "Do you want me?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "And does it turn you on that my husband is sitting in the car while I'm in your bedroom dripping with desire for your cock?"

    "More than I can explain."

    I stepped closer and took Michael's cock in my hand. "You like cuckolding my husband, don't you? You like that he knows that you're cuckolding him, that he knows that I think about you all the time, that I crave you all the time, that I yearn to have this beautiful cock of yours inside me."

    "Fuck...Emmy...you know I love that. I fucking love cuckolding your husband."

    I kissed him as he played with my tits. His hands felt better than usual, which I chalked up to the softness of the sheer material against my skin.

    "I was thinking it would be fun to have Walt come along for our next hotel date," I whispered. "I was thinking we could book a room at that hotel with the really sturdy wooden desk chairs and that I'd handcuff Walt to the chair to make him watch as you fuck his wife."

    I'd been considering that very notion since the last time we stayed at that particular hotel. I imagined Walt handcuffed - or perhaps tied - to the chair. He'd have to watch - or listen, at the very least - as another man fucked his wife in the hotel bed. He'd have to witness my pleasure instead of simply hearing about it. He'd have to confront the reality that Michael really did fuck me better than him. He'd have to confront the fact that it turned him on, too. There was a risk he'd be turned off, but I figured if he went a week - or maybe two - without an orgasm he'd be out of his mind with desire, especially if I treated him to a little naughty fun before Michael arrived. There's nothing like a slow, wet blowjob from your wife to get you all hot and bothered, after all.

    "I'd absolutely be up for that," Michael said with all the confidence in the world. "Do you really want to do that?"

    I nodded. "I want to make him submit to it. I want to make him watch. To make him witness your cock moving in and out of my pussy. To make him witness me sucking your cock. To make him witness us kissing. I want him to see it all and I want to make sure he's not allowed to touch himself while he does, that all he can do is sit there and witness every little moment of my pleasure."

    "You really are the most incredible woman."

    With that, I sank to my knees and took Michael in my mouth. I looked up at him as I sucked his cock and I thought of getting fucked while Walt watched. I knew he wouldn't want to do it. I knew he'd fight it. I knew he'd have to be slowly coerced into offering his submission. I knew he'd find it pleasurable - at least in some way - and I knew I'd have the best orgasm of my life as Michael fucked me while Walt was bound to a wooden chair and made to witness his cuckolding.

    After the blowjob I put a condom on Michael's cock, took off my panties, and crawled into his bed. He fucked me in missionary until I came and then flipped me over and took my doggystyle until he came. He pulled my hair a little and spanked my ass more than a few times while taking me from behind, which wasn't how he usually did it. It felt good, though, and I think he liked the idea of sending me back to the car looking a little tousled. It was that thought - Michael doing his best to mark me as his before sending me back to my husband - that gave me a second orgasm while being fucked doggystyle, which was a genuine rarity for me.

    Afterwards, I got dressed, ran my fingers through my hair a little while looking in the bathroom mirror - though I didn't put too much effort into looking perfect - and then gave Michael a kiss and asked him to book a room at that hotel for two weeks from now.

    He walked me to the door, kissed me after opening it, and gave me a smack on the ass before sending me out to my husband. As I neared the car, Walt got out to open the passenger door for me and I rewarded him with a deep kiss while pressing my body against his. I relented only when I felt his cock press into my stomach, doing so with a smile before getting in the car.

    I offered a few details as we drove to the movie theater, doing so while occasionally leaning over to play with his cock and keep him excited. Walt found a parking space and we bought our tickets. I insisted on seats in the back row - I had plans - and Walt happily went along despite our typical preference for sitting a great deal closer.

    We got popcorn and a soda and made it to our seats just in time for the trailers. I leaned over to kiss him a few times - just on the neck or cheek - while the first two trailers ran, but when the third came up I leaned over and kissed his neck in a far more erotic manner, pulling Walt's attention from the screen. His lips met mine and I lured his tongue into my mouth while my hand moved between his legs. I stroked him through his jeans and he moaned softly into my mouth.

    "Michael loved the lingerie," I whispered. "He couldn't help but stroke his big cock as I stripped out of my dress. He was so turned on for me, baby. He wanted me so badly...and my pussy was so wet for him."

    Walt shifted in his seat, pushing his hips forward and adjusting his pants to shift his cock down one of the legs and ease what must have been a bit of discomfort for him.

    "His cock was so beautiful and I was so turned on that I couldn't help but get on my knees for him, Walt. I couldn't help but suck my boyfriend's big cock while I looked up at him. I shook my ass for him a little. I batted my eyes. I made it perfectly clear that sucking his big dick makes my pussy wet."

    I felt a bit of dampness in Walt's pants and smiled at my ability to arouse him to such a degree that he was leaking precum. I stroked him faster through his jeans, squeezing his cock at the tip each time my fingers found it and providing quite a bit of friction.

    "After I'd gotten him good and hard - and swallowed quite a bit of his precum - I got in his bed, spread my legs, and told him to fuck me. I told him to fuck me while my husband sat in his car and waited like a good cuckold. I told him to fuck me hard, to pound my pussy, to make me cum harder than my cuckold husband ever has."

    Walt turned to me and I expected him to ask me to stop. He almost always did that as I was on the verge of giving him a cuckold-fueled orgasm. He did it because it wasn't all pleasure for him. There was still so much angst in being a cuckold for Walt. That's why it always turned me on to make him cum that way, though, and why I was absolutely going to make him cum in his pants in the movie theater.

    "He made me cum so hard, Walt. He made your wife cum so fucking hard while you sat in the car like a good cuck, just waiting for me to come back out after enjoying my boyfriend's big dick."

    His breathing was heavier. His eyes fluttered. His cock throbbed in his jeans. More precum leaked out. "Please...Emmy..."

    It was a common refrain from Walt, but I ignored it like I almost always did.

    "After I'd cum Michael flipped me onto my hands and knees and took me from behind. He grabbed my hair and spanked my ass while he fucked me. He wanted me to look messy when I came back out of the house, Walt. He wanted it to be obvious that he'd fucked me. He wanted you to be unable to avoid knowing what I'd done in his bedroom. He wanted you to know that he'd marked me, that he'd taken me, that he'd fucked me with such vigor. My ass is red from the spanking, Walt. You saw that my hair was a mess. I didn't bother fixing it before coming out. I wanted you to see that another man had fucked your wife, that he'd fucked her hard, that he'd satisfied her."

    I stroked him faster and he closed his mouth tight and groaned. He was close. He wasn't asking me to stop, though. He knew an orgasm was inevitable and he was going to submit to it.

    "He fucked me so good from behind that he made me cum, Walt. He spanked my ass. He pulled my hair. He fucked me hard. I begged for it harder and then I had a huge fucking orgasm with his cock so fucking deep inside me. Then I made him cum, Walt. I made my boyfriend cum. I made him fill the condom with his thick, creamy load. I made him cum so fucking hard."

    Walt was moments away.

    "Oh, and you're going to watch him fuck me, Walt. Soon enough you're going to watch as my boyfriend fucks me. I'm going to handcuff you to a chair and make you watch as he satisfies me in ways you've never been able to satisfy me. I'm going to make you a proper cuckold, Walt. You're going to watch your wife's pussy get stretched out by another man's cock. You're going to hear me beg him to fuck me harder. You're going to see me cum all over that dick."

    Walt grunted and groaned and I felt his cock throbbing in his pants. I felt heat spread inside his jeans, too. I massaged the head of his cock to lure out the most pleasurable orgasm imaginable and smiled in complete delight as Walt made a spectacular mess.

    "You can go clean yourself up if you'd like," I said when it was over.

    Walt looked down at his pants and grimaced at the mess he'd made. He handed me the popcorn basket and moved to stand before stopping himself.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," he said.

    It was such a beautiful act of submission that I masturbated to a quick orgasm while he was gone. It's the first time in my life I've done that in a movie theater and it was yet another world class orgasm for me.

    For what it's worth, I had two more when we got home as I put Walt's mouth to work while telling him once more about how he was going to be cuckolded in person.

    Michael booked the room at the hotel I wanted. I cuckolded Walt in person for the first time. It was incredible and I'll tell you all about it next time.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     It would be fair to say that Walt was not excited about watching Michael fuck me.

    I couldn't really blame him. He'd gotten to the point where he was willing to admit that being cuckolded excited him, but having to witness his cuckolding was something else entirely.

    I'm sure some of you have fantasized about witnessing your wife cumming on another man's cock. Walt wasn't like that. Walt hadn't ever fantasized about being cuckolded. He'd simply fantasized about being dominated and his fantasy was unfolding in a manner he wasn't entirely comfortable with.

    As you know, that's the part of it that turned me on the most. That's where my inner domme found its pleasure. In getting Walt to submit to something beyond his comfort level. In getting him to do something he didn't want to do because that desire to submit was so great.

    Michael booked the room and gave me the information so I could check in. Walt drove us to the hotel and I noticed he was squeezing the steering wheel a little harder than usual.

    "You're nervous, aren't you?" I asked. It was the first time that week that I'd addressed his nervousness, though it had been obvious for days.

    "I don't...maybe...I'm not sure."

    "You are," I said. "That's okay. You probably should be nervous, Walt. Tonight, you're going to witness something most married men would hate to witness. You're going to watch another man fuck me, but more than that, you're going to watch your wife have great sex with another man."

    He squeezed the wheel hard and took a deep breath.

    "You're also going to see me treat Michael in a way I don't usually treat you. He's been very generous, after all, so he deserves certain pleasures that are no longer yours to enjoy. Not since you became my submissive."

    That seemed to bring him a touch of pleasure. I could only see his face in profile as we drove, but the anxiousness softened.

    "That's what you are, you know. My submissive. You do as you're told. You obey. You sacrifice for my pleasure. That's what you're going to do tonight. I'm not making you watch because I'm cruel. I'm making you watch because it turns me on. I'm making you watch because it turns Michael on. He likes knowing that he's fucking another man's wife. He likes knowing that he's satisfying another man's wife. He likes knowing that he fucks me better than you do."

    I'll admit I was being a little cruel, but it turned me on. I was wet as I teased Walt, as I dominated him. So, I leaned over and I stroked Walt's cock through his jeans. When we pulled up to a red light I unbuckled my seat belt and kissed his neck as I stroked him. I offered him a bit of erotic kindness and gave him a lovely erection in the process.

    "Michael bought me new lingerie for tonight," I whispered. "You're going to dress me in it when we get there. You're going to make sure that I look perfect for him, just like a good submissive should."

    He groaned, though I honestly couldn't tell if it was a groan of pleasure or pain. Either way, it thrilled me to hear it.

    I did a little teasing for the rest of the drive and rewarded Walt with a deep kiss once he found a parking spot at the hotel. I then told him to get my bag and headed for the lobby. Walt hurried to the trunk and then hurried after me to catch up. He did so as I was checking in. I looked back and smiled at him. He looked nervous in a way I found kind of cute.

    Walt followed me to the elevator and I pushed the button for our floor. I pulled him close for a kiss and let my tongue explore his mouth. I moaned for my husband, though I'll admit that I was thinking about Michael as I did. He was really looking forward to fucking me while Walt watched. We'd talked a few times that week and we'd masturbated over the phone once while I talked about how I couldn't wait for him to put my husband in his place, to fuck me to multiple orgasms while Walt watched like a good cuckold.

    I strode out of the elevator and towards our room with Walt trailing behind. I let myself in and smiled as I noted that Michael had spent the extra money to get a bigger room than the one we'd had last time. The view was better, too.

    "Take my clothes off," I instructed as soon as the door closed behind Walt.

    He set my bag down, hurried towards me, and removed my clothing piece by piece. I smiled and rewarded him with a few soft kisses as he followed my instructions and I was thrilled to see a tent in his pants when he was finished.

    "Now strip."

    Walt removed his clothes and I took his cock in my hand.

    "Are you a cuckold?"

    He nodded.

    "And do you like being cuckolded? Does it turn you on when I tell you about how much I enjoy Michael's cock? Does it turn you on when I tell you that he fucks me better than you?"

    "Yes," Walt admitted, though his voice was quiet.

    "And do I deserve to be fucked by a man like Michael? Do I deserve the generosity he shows me? The gifts. The high end hotels. The meals at the most exquisite restaurants. Do I deserve all of that, Walt?"

    He nodded. "Yes, Emmy. You do. You're...you're a goddess. You deserve everything you want."

    It's nice to be called a goddess. Enthralling, even. "Worship your goddess," I whispered.

    Walt fell to his knees and leaned forward. His mouth found my pussy and I grabbed a handful of his hair as he worshiped. His tongue did wondrous things to advance my already considerable arousal and he offered extra pleasure by running his hands over the backs of my thighs and gently squeezing my ass.

    I could have cum, but Walt didn't deserve to make me cum that night. That was Michael's pleasure. So I stepped away once I was wet and enormously aroused and ordered Walt to retrieve the lingerie set from my bag.

    Michael had purchased a teal and pink bra, panty, and garter belt set from Fleur du Mal, a high end lingerie brand. The set likely cost something in the neighborhood of $400, though I hadn't looked it up.

    Though it might seem insane to spend so much money on lingerie, I can assure that a woman does feel sexier in high end lingerie. It might just be that she knows it costs a great deal of money and thus she feels cherished by the man that spent that money, but it's also higher quality. It fits better. It looks better. It's exquisite in every way, and I truly felt like a goddess as Walt dressed me in the lingerie while I stood by the hotel's window and looked out at the beautiful view.

    "How does it feel to dress me so another man can fuck me?" I asked as Walt dropped to his knees to help me step into the panties.

    "Humiliating," he answered.

    I couldn't help but smile, both at his honesty and at the sudden rush of pleasure I felt at my husband's willingness to endure humiliation for my pleasure. "I suppose it is humiliating, isn't it? Michael has proved far more adept at fucking me than you, and thus you've been reduced to a servant of sorts on a night like tonight. You eat my pussy to get me nice and wet. You dress me in the lingerie he bought me. Then you get tied to a chair that's pointed right at the bed in which I'm going to have multiple orgasms on Michael's cock."

    Agony and pleasure danced across Walt's face as he looked up at me while pulling the delicate, perfect panties up my legs.

    "First, though, I'm going to worship Michael's cock." Walt looked away for a second and I'm fairly certain he let out a gentle groan. I reached down, lifted his chin until he was looking up at me, and smiled. "A man like Michael deserves to have his cock worshiped by the woman he dotes on, by the woman he's so generous with. So he's going to sit on the edge of the bed and I'm going to get on my knees for him and show him how much I appreciate him and his generosity."

    Walt grabbed the stockings - they were sheer and nude-colored, per Michael's request - and I moved to the edge of the bed to sit while he pulled them up my legs.

    "Is it...does the generosity...does all of that really turn you on?" he asked.

    I watched him carefully pull the stocking up my leg and for a moment appreciated that Walt was putting in genuine effort to be a good cuckold. He was taking his time. He was making sure not to cause a run in the stocking.

    "I know it might be a little cliché, but it does feel nice when a man is generous in the way Michael has been. I like it when he buys me beautiful things to wear for him. I like eating at the finest restaurants. I like staying in hotel rooms I couldn't otherwise afford. It does make him more attractive."

    Insecurity washed over Walt. I could see it on his face. It was perfectly understandable, though. Michael was considerably more successful than my husband. I wasn't for lack of trying on Walt's part, but his career simply hadn’t followed a path that would lead to the kind of money Michael seemed to have.

    I was tempted to soothe that insecurity, to tell Walt that he was my husband and Michael was just a fling. It was true - I wasn't going to leave Walt for Michael - but I found a certain kind of pleasure in letting Walt stew in that insecurity for a while. I'd tell him when the night was over, but not until then.

    "You deserve everything he gives you," Walt said as he leaned forward and kissed my leg. "You really do."

    I ran my fingers through his hair. "Yes, I do. I deserve everything you give me, too. I deserve your submission, your sacrifice. I deserve your devotion and adoration."

    "Yes, you do," he said with genuine pleasure on his face. Walt is, after all, a submissive, and when the cuckolding is removed it's almost entirely pleasurable for him to serve me.

    Walt pulled the second stocking up my leg and I stood so he could adjust them and attach the garters. He put on the heels I'd brought with me and I gave myself a once over in the bathroom mirror to make sure everything looked good.

    "You did a wonderful job," I said as I stepped into the room and smiled at Walt, who remained on his knees by the foot of the bed. "You've made me look perfect for my boyfriend. He's going to find it impossible to resist me."

    I approached my husband, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled his lips to my pussy once more. He looked up at me without doing anything, just like he was supposed to. I never gave him permission to worship. I simply enjoyed looking down at him while his face was between my legs. I enjoyed that dominant feeling.

    "Sit in the chair," I said.

    Walt got up and sat in the chair with the wooden arm rests. He placed his hands on them and I retrieved the zip ties I'd bought for the occasion. I'd considered handcuffs but four pairs seemed excessive. I'd considered rope, too, but I don't know much about bondage and knots so I figured something simpler was better.

    The zip ties were remarkably easy to use and in just a few minutes Walt's wrists and ankles were bound to the chair. I made sure he had room to move a little - I didn't want to cut off circulation - and then I grabbed my phone, crawled into the bed, and took a few lingerie selfies to send to Michael.

    I sent off the pictures, let him know that my husband was bound to the chair, and told him that I couldn't wait to have his cock in my mouth.

    I got an enthusiastic response - Michael sent it while waiting at a red light - and then I put my phone aside, looked at Walt, and ran my hands over my body. I told my husband how excited I was to spend the night with another man's cock inside me. I told him how much it turned me on to know that Walt would be watching, that he'd have no choice but to witness his wife's pleasure. I told him that I'd be disappointed if I looked over to see his eyes closed at any point, that I expected him to watch no matter how agonizing it was.

    To my delight, Walt was mostly hard as I teased him. When Michael texted to let me know he'd arrived at the hotel, I got out of the bed and stroked Walt's cock until he was throbbing just to make sure he was stiff when my boyfriend walked in.

    A few minutes later there was a gentle knock at the door. I smiled, gave Walt a soft kiss, and moved to answer it.

    I opened the door confidently and struck a pose. I didn't care about someone else seeing. I wanted Michael to get an eyeful of the lingerie he'd bought for me. His smile - and the excitement in his eyes - was everything I wanted. The kiss we shared as he stepped into the room was electric and his cock got hard for me in almost no time.

    "Emmy, you look perfect," he said.

    We kissed again and then I took his hand and led him into the room. I imagine he was staring at my ass, which looked amazing when framed by the garters. His hands were on me mere moments after I stopped at the foot of the bed. He kissed my neck and played with my tits and I hoped he was looking at Walt while doing so.

    "Michael, this is my husband," I said.

    Walt looked away for a moment, but his eyes quickly found their way back. I hoped he'd thought of my instructions that he was to watch.

    "It's nice to meet you, Walt," my boyfriend said as he ran a hand down my stomach and rubbed my pussy through my panties.

    Walt stared between my legs and his dick throbbed. I had no idea what he was thinking - I wasn't paying too close attention to him, to be honest, because I was desperate for Michael by that point - but I hoped Walt was feeling more arousal than agony.

    "It's nice to meet you too," he said quietly.

    I spun around in Michael's grasp and we kissed as I unbuttoned his shirt and ran my fingers over his muscular chest. I pulled his shirt off and kissed his neck while working to remove his pants. His underwear followed and I pushed him back until he was sitting on the edge of the bed. I kissed my way down his chest and gently fell to my knees. I removed his shoes, socks, pants, and underwear.

    I looked up at Michael as I ran my hands up his thighs. I crawled closer and leaned in until my lips were pressed against the head of his cock. I kissed it a handful of times while holding his gaze and he reached down and ran his fingers through my hair.

    "I've been thinking about this all week," I said.

    "Yeah?"

    I smiled. "I want my husband to see how good you make me feel. I want him to see how good I make you feel. I want him to see how eager I am to make you feel good."

    "Why don't you show him?" Michael asked. "Why don't you show him how much you like to suck my cock?"

    My pussy tingled. I liked it when Michael talked to me like that. I liked the confidence that oozed out of him as he uttered those words. I smiled and I took him in my mouth. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft. I sucked him slowly. I gave him pleasure. I played with his balls. I genuinely worshiped his cock and it felt so fucking good to do so while Walt watched.

    "Are you watching, Walt?" Michael asked.

    "Yes."

    "And how does it make you feel to see your wife pleasuring me like this?"

    Michael moaned before Walt could say a word. He moved a hand to the back of my head and applied gentle pressure. He wanted me to take more of him in my mouth. He wanted me to prove that I was eager to worship him. He wanted me to go just a little past my comfort zone.

    I liked those little moments of submission with Michael. It wasn't anything significant, but there was something deeply pleasurable about giving him what he wanted even if it was a little bit uncomfortable for me. So I took more of him in my mouth. I very nearly gagged, but I controlled it and kept on swallowing. Michael moaned again and then released my head.

    "You never answered him, Walt," I said as I looked back at my husband while stroking my boyfriend's cock. "How does it make you feel to see me pleasure him in a way I no longer pleasure you?"

    "It...it feels...it feels good and bad. It's...it's fucked up. I don't know. It...it turns me on. It's also embarrassing."

    I looked up at Michael, smiled, and then dropped down to take his balls in my mouth. I slowly stroked his cock while sucking on his testicles and I could see the absolute delight on his face. Every man likes having his cock played with while a woman sucks his balls, but Michael was experiencing the enhanced pleasure of all of that happening while the woman's husband watched.

    "Will you fuck me, Michael? Will you fuck me while my husband watches?"

    Michael smiled and nodded and I got up and retrieved a condom to dress his cock. Once I'd done so, we kissed at the foot of the bed before Michael picked me up, turned around, and laid me on my back. He crawled on top and I guided his cock inside me. I glanced at Walt to see agony and arousal on his face as he watched another man's dick fill his wife's pussy.

    That moment was intensely arousing for me. Much more so than I thought it would be, honestly. It always feels good when Michael enters me for the first time, but it was so much hotter because Walt was watching, and of course it was made better by the fact that Walt wasn't especially happy to be watching. He was offering his submission to me despite his misgivings, which is what really drove me wild.

    "Fuck me, Michael," I implored. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me while my husband watches. Show him that you fuck me better than he does. Show him that you make me cum harder than he does."

    The sex that followed was the best I'd ever had up to that point. Michael was clearly inspired by Walt's presence in the room and he delivered a world class performance. He started with slow, deep thrusts while we shared the most incredible, passionate kisses. His hands moved all over my body, caressing my legs in the stockings, grabbing my ass while my hips rocked back, and playing with my tits, among other things.

    Every so often he would fuck me hard and fast, pressing his hands into the bed for leverage and pounding me while I unleashed a series of moans in the same rhythm of his thrusts. Then he'd slow down and kiss me deeply while his cock continued to fill me, keeping me in a state of bliss while not quite pushing either of us over the top.

    There were times when I couldn't think straight enough to say anything - when the pleasure was so intense - but during those slow periods I made sure to tell Michael how good it felt to have him inside me, how much better he fucked me than my husband, and how much it turned me on that he was showing Walt what it looked like when his wife was properly fucked.

    Eventually - it was probably a solid ten minutes of beautiful sex - we came together. I got there a few seconds before Michael and the orgasm absolutely ripped through me. I felt my toes curl and I grabbed his ass and squeezed it hard before he buried his dick in me and unleashed all those wondrous grunts and groans that signal that a man is having a world class orgasm.

    I held him close in the aftermath of his climax and we shared slow, deep, beautiful kisses. I caressed his face and told him how good he made me feel, though in that case I wasn't doing it for Walt's benefit (or agony). I spoke quietly enough that he might not have been able to hear me, in fact. Instead, I was saying it because it was true. Michael really did fuck me better than my husband. He really did make me cum harder.

    Eventually Michael pulled out and I admired the beauty of his stiff cock and the impressive volume of cum resting at the tip of the condom. I kissed him, wrapped my fingers around the base of his shift, and slowly pulled off the rubber. I then moved to the foot of the bed and smiled at my husband as I held it up.

    "Did you enjoy watching?"

    Walt shook his head.

    I stood, approached him, and bent over to take his cock in one hand while the used condom dangled from the other. "Are you sure, Walt? Because your cock is still hard, and if you didn't enjoy watching I don't think your cock would be so hard."

    He shook his head again. He was fighting it. He was fighting the humiliation he felt. He was fighting the arousal he felt. To be honest, it turned me on that he hadn't just folded. It turned me on that I was damn near ready to get fucked again, though Michael would need a little bit to recover.

    I released Walt's cock, stood up straight, and tied off the condom as his eyes roamed over my body. I then gently draped the condom over the base of his cock. The filled tip nestled in his pubic hair and I'm sure he could feel the warmth of it against his skin. Walt had a panicked look on his face, which made me smile.

    "Don't move around too much," I said. "I want the condom to stay right there. I want you to have a constant reminder that another man just fucked your wife while you watched, while you sat there helpless like a good little cuck. I want you to feel the warmth of his cum against your skin. I want you to feel the humiliation you should absolutely feel right now. And, if you'd like, you can surrender to the arousal - to the pleasure - that we both know you're also feeling. You can let the fact that you have a used condom sitting against your cock turn you on. You can let it fill you with desire."

    Walt didn't say anything in response, though he remained relatively still and the used condom remained in place just as I desired.

    I then turned back towards the bed and saw Michael smiling at me. I sauntered towards him, got on my hands and knees in the bed, and crawled his way. Our lips met for a kiss and then I snuggled up next to him.

    "I hope you're feeling particularly virile tonight," I said. "I think I'll need to be fucked several times before I'm satisfied."

    Michael glanced at Walt, smiled, and took one of my breasts in his hand. His touch was strong but gentle and I couldn't help but moan at how good it felt. He kissed me and said, "I'll fuck you as many times as you can handle, Emmy. You deserve the pleasure you crave and I like the idea of showing your husband that you're a far more sexual being than he ever imagined."

    My pussy got wet at that. Michael was right, after all. I was more sexual with him than I was with Walt. I was freer. I was more open. I was eager to be fucked and in some cases to be fucked exactly as Michael desired. I imagined he was going to take me in every possible way that night and in that moment I was eager to be his plaything in the pursuit of our mutual pleasure.

    "I'm yours," I said. "Tonight, I'm yours and I want you to show my husband what that looks like."

    "Don't worry. That's exactly what I plan on doing."

    That's exactly what he did, too. I'll give you more details next time.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Dominant Hotwife - Part 15

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Walt strolled into the living room as I was watching TV and quickly dropped to his knees in front of me.

    "May I?" he asked.

    He had his foot in my hand and he intended on giving me a massage. He could have sat on the couch to do so, but he'd defaulted to the far more submissive position of getting on his knees on the floor. It put a smile on my face and so I rewarded him with the pleasure of giving me a rub.

    "Yes, you may."

    He rested the heel of my foot on his thigh and began to rub me as I returned my attention to the TV. He was, in that moment, acting as a positive force in my life. He was offering me pleasure because he believed that I deserved that pleasure, and, more importantly, because he believed that it was his purpose as my submissive to enhance my life whenever possible.

    As a domme, I have many choices in that particular situation. I could let Walt rub me until I'd finished watching TV. I could, at some point during the rub, reward him with the pleasure of sucking on my toes (that might not sound like a reward to you, but it was to Walt). I could allow him to massage my legs and slowly work his way towards my pussy before permitting him to worship me and provide me with an orgasm. I could call Michael, invite him over, and have Walt suck his cock before watching us fuck on the couch. I could have Walt get on his back so I could sit on his face and make him eat my ass while I masturbate, or while I just watch TV because sometimes it's fun to smother my submissive husband with my ass for no particular reason. In truth, there were countless other options, too, which is the true joy of being a dominant wife, as I discovered over the course of my exploration of my domme side.

    That night I let the massage go on for a while and then instructed Walt to get me a glass of wine. He returned with it and returned to his knees to continue the massage, only this time he was permitted to rub my calves. Eventually I allowed him to remove my skirt so he could rub my thighs while remaining on his knees, of course.

    After finishing my wine, I began to masturbate. Walt's gaze was fixed between my legs as I rubbed my pussy through my cotton panties. Though I enjoyed the pleasure, my purpose was to soak the panties so that Walt would see the wet spot. I wanted to tease him, and based on the hunger in his eyes, I succeeded quite admirably in that quest.

    "You'd enjoy it if I let you make me cum, wouldn't you?" I asked.

    "Yes. More than anything."

    I smiled. "I'm not sure you really mean that, Walt."

    He looked up. "Your orgasm would bring me more pleasure than mine. It truly would."

    What an intoxicating thing to hear from your submissive, especially when you believe it, which I did. Walt had come a long way in his journey as a sub and he'd arrived at a place I quite liked.

    "And what if it would bring me more pleasure to deny you the chance to worship my pussy?"

    I smiled at the gentle agony on his face. He wanted to make me cum, of course, but a sub's job is to serve the whims of his domme, and if it brought me more pleasure to deny him, then it should follow that Walt should, without hesitation, embrace my desire.

    "Then you should deny me, of course," he said. "Your pleasure is all that matters."

    I reached into my panties. I was exceptionally wet, of course, and the moment my finger danced over my clit I knew I needed to cum. The only question was how I would cum.

    An idea struck me. "Retrieve the lifelike dildo for me, Walt."

    His lips curled into a slight smile before he rose and walked away. I'd recently purchased the lifelike dildo - it really did look exactly like a cock and the material was the closest I'd ever felt to a real dick - and I'd used it a handful of times in my pussy while Walt watched. I liked to make him suck it clean before plunging it back into my pussy. I had different plans for it on that night, though.

    "Strip," I instructed as Walt returned with the toy.

    He offered it to me but I made no effort to take it, so Walt set the dildo on the coffee table and removed his clothes.

    "Put the toy on the floor and suck it while you masturbate," I demanded.

    Walt did so without hesitation. He'd sucked Michael's cock - and my toys - a great many times by that point so he no longer felt any shame about giving blowjobs. I was fairly certain he'd come to find it exciting, in fact, and on this particular night it didn't take long for Walt to get hard as a rock while his mouth bobbed up and down on the dildo.

    "Throat it, Walt," I said as I removed my panties, spread my legs, and played rather vigorously with my wet pussy.

    Walt followed my direction and I masturbated as my husband deepthroated and gagged on a realistic cock in front of me.

    "You're such a good cocksucker, Walt. Such a good little cocksucking cuckold for your wife. You love sucking dick for me, don't you?"

    He looked up and saliva dripped from his chin. "I do, Emmy. I love sucking dick for you."

    Pleasure surged through my body. Most women wouldn't want to hear that from their husbands, but I did.

    "Sit on it, Walt," I said.

    His eyes went wide. "On the toy?"

    "Ride the toy and masturbate for me. Ride it like a fucking whore. Take it up your ass and ride it like you're trying to pleasure a real man with your tight hole."

    Walt immediately looked nervous. He'd been fucked before, of course, but he'd been on the receiving end of my strapon before. This was different. That's what made it hot for me, though. I wanted to push him. I wanted to prep him for what I had planned.

    "Do it right now," I said. "If you hesitate I won't let you cum, Walt. If you do it now, though, you get to cum while you take that fat dick up your ass."

    Walt situated his ass over the toy. He was facing me. His cock was hard. The dildo was coated in his thick saliva, but that didn't stop him from wincing as it pressed against his asshole.

    "Take it up the ass, Walt. Right now. Sit on it."

    He sat down on the dildo. His face was a picture of pain, though he was stroking himself so his discomfort was tempered by the pleasure of moving his hand up and down his stiff cock.

    "Now ride it," I instructed. "Hold it with your feet if you need to keep it in place, but ride that dick, Walt. Ride it like you're trying to make a real man cum, like you're trying to satisfy him with your slutty little hole because your domme told you to."

    Walt shifted his feet so he could hold the dildo in place with his toes and began to ride it. I masturbated as I watched my husband fuck himself. I got all worked up as I imagined him embracing the ultimate form of both submission and humiliation, as I imagined him riding a real man's dick while I watched, as I imagined Walt whoring himself out because it turned me on.

    "Stroke your cock faster," I said. "Get all worked up while you fuck your ass with that fat cock, Walt."

    He did as instructed. He's a good boy like that. A very good boy.

    "Close your eyes, Walt." I smiled as he did so without hesitation. "Now fuck yourself harder. Faster. Pound your ass with that toy. Stretch it out. Get it ready for what's coming soon."

    He tensed up. He almost certainly knew what I was planning.

    "It won't be long before it's a real man's cock inside you, Walt," I said in a soft, seductive tone. "It won't be long before you turn yourself into a faggot for me, before you offer your asshole to a man because it's what I want."

    I was so turned on. Maybe that's fucked up, but I was. It's not that I was all hot and bothered to see Walt get fucked by a man. It's that I wanted to see him submit to getting fucked by a man. He doesn't want it. He's not into men. He does want to be a good submissive, though. He wants to give me his power. He wants to surrender his sexuality to me. That's what I want. I want control. I want to push his limits. I want to see how far he'll go to make me happy.

    "Cum for me, Walt," I said. "Cum while you think about giving your asshole to a man because it's what I crave. Cum while you think about being fucked like a filthy little faggot for your wife's pleasure."

    Walt grunted and groaned as cum flew from the tip of his cock. He sank down on the dildo and his asshole swallowed every inch. I came too. Really fucking hard, in fact. My moans filled the living room and I couldn't stop smiling.

    "Clean up your mess," I instructed as I came down from my orgasm. "Lick it up, in fact. Lick and suck your load off the floor like a good cum slut. Then you can go clean the dildo while you try and wrap your mind around the fact that I am absolutely going to demand that you submit yourself to getting fucked by a real man."

    Walt licked up his cum. Then he took the dildo to the bathroom to wash it. I'm sure he struggled with his impending bisexual anal adventure. What man wouldn't?

    It happened, though, and it didn't take all that long for me to arrange everything exactly as I wanted it.

    ---

    Though Michael probably would have fucked Walt if I'd asked him to, I wanted someone who'd find genuine pleasure in it. Luckily, my boyfriend knew someone. A bisexual man named Eric.

    Michael trusted Eric implicitly - they'd worked together years ago and had remained close friends - which meant I trusted him. He'd still have to wear a condom, of course, but after a long dinner with me, Eric, and Michael, I felt as though he deserved my trust and that he could be the man to take my husband's true anal cherry.

    A week later we were all in a hotel suite. I was dressed in lingerie, though my panties had been removed. We'd already participated in a great deal of foreplay, including Walt on his knees in front of both men, going from one cock to the next like a good boy as I stood between them, kissing them both and instructing my husband to suck dick like a good little bitch.

    When the time came, I lubed Walt's asshole thoroughly. I had him roll a condom down Eric's cock. Michael got on his back in the bed. I got on top and took him inside me in reverse cowgirl.

    "Walt, bend over the bed," I instructed.

    My submissive husband approached the foot of the bed, bent over, and rested his hands on the firm mattress. I rode my boyfriend's cock as I held my husband's gaze. Behind Walt, Eric stood and stroked his condom-wrapped dick while waiting for permission to fuck my husband.

    "Tonight's a very special night for you, Walt," I said as the sound of my wet pussy swallowing Michael's cock filled the room. "Tonight you're going to experience something that very few straight men experience. Tonight, your asshole is going to make a man cum."

    Walt's face was a cornucopia of emotion. I was pleased that it wasn't pure fear, either, that pleasure was mixed in.

    "Eric is going to take you from behind, Walt. He's going to fuck you like a bitch. Like a cock-loving faggot. You're going to moan for him. You're going to tell him it feels good to have a big dick in your ass. You're going to push back as he thrusts forward. You're going to beg him to pull your hair, to spank your ass, to do whatever it takes to find the pleasure he craves."

    I could see that Eric was massively aroused by the situation he found himself in. I liked that he was so eager to play. I liked that he wanted to fuck my straight husband, that he wanted to be the one to take his virginity. I hoped it would be something we'd do from time to time, that Eric could be relied upon to join us to aid in Walt's submission and humiliation when I was in the mood.

    "You're going to watch me ride a superior man's cock while you get fucked, Walt," I continued. "You're going to use this opportunity to embrace who and what you are, to embrace your submissive nature, to embrace that you are a lesser man than my boyfriend, that you are a lesser man than the one that will be fucking your ass. Being lesser doesn't mean that you're not valuable, though. You make my life better, Walt. Your submission makes my life so much better. Never lose sight of that."

    "I won't," he said.

    I looked at Eric and nodded. He approached Walt and rubbed the head of his cock between my husband's ass cheeks. I was more excited than I'd imagined I'd be. Michael's cock suddenly felt a great deal better in my pussy. My clit throbbed and when I reached down to rub it a little I couldn't help but moan at the sudden explosion of pleasure coursing through my body.

    "Fuck him," I said breathlessly. "Fuck my husband."

    I rode Michael's cock as Eric took my husband's ass. I watched him thrust deep and hold still for a few moments to give Walt a chance to get used to the invading force in his rectum.

    "Eric...please...fuck me," Walt said. Uttering those words didn't come naturally to him, but of course they didn't. He was degrading himself by saying them. He was pretending to be something he wasn't. He was submitting, though, and that's what made my pussy gush.

    "Fuck, baby, you're so fucking wet," Michael said. He ran his hands up my back and managed to grasp my tits and squeeze them tight, which only made his cock feel even better in my cunt.

    "My husband's submission always leaves my pussy soaked," I replied as I held Walt's gaze. "And he's being a good boy right now. He's taking it up the ass like a good faggot. He's making Eric feel good with his tight little hole."

    Eric grabbed a handful of Walt's hair and began to fuck him harder. I moaned and my husband closed his eyes as he winced. It hurt getting fucked in the ass. Of course it hurt. The point was to accept the suffering because doing so would turn me on, and Walt did a wonderful job of that.

    "Spank me," Walt said. "Spank my ass as you fuck it!"

    Eric smiled and delivered a series of swift blows to Walt's ass. I rode Michael's cock faster. I rubbed my clit a little, too.

    "Walt, baby, I'm so fucking wet. Watching you be a good little whore has me so fucking wet!"

    Michael groaned beneath me. He was getting close. That's what I wanted, though. I wanted him to cum in me before Eric unleashed his load.

    "Cum inside me, Michael. Cum where my husband is no longer allowed to cum. Give me your load so I can feed it to him!"

    That did it. Michael came deep in my pussy. I sat down on his cock and he grasped my tits hard while grunting and groaning in the manner I'd come to love.

    "On your back, Walt. At the edge of the bed. Spread your legs and pull them back. Hold yourself open for Eric."

    Eric pulled out and Walt immediately stood, sat on the edge of the bed, and laid back. His head was between Michael's legs and he was looking up at me as I smiled down at him. Eric then stepped forward and slipped into his asshole.

    "I'm going to sit on your face, Walt," I said. "I'm going to feed you a superior man's cum as you get fucked in the ass. You're going to drink Michael's seed and you're going to do so gratefully while you get used for Eric's pleasure."

    I lifted my pussy off of Michael's cock and sat on Walt's face. His nose pressed against my taint and his tongue probed me as he searched for the superior man's load. I felt it drip out of me and into his mouth.

    Eric was getting close. I could see he was enjoying himself, and why not? He was in the midst of a wondrous foursome.

    I leaned forward and Eric did the same. We kissed as he fucked Walt up the ass. His tongue probed my mouth and ran my fingers over his muscular chest as I moaned.

    "I'm close," Eric said.

    "Cum," I replied. "Cum while you're deep in my husband's ass. Use him like a common faggot. Use him for your pleasure."

    Eric fucked him harder and we kissed again. Walt licked my pussy voraciously as I ground my clit over his lips and chin.

    I came with Eric. He came while in my husband's ass and I came while riding my husband's face. It was a great way to orgasm and I was delighted when I felt Michael press his body against mine and cup my breasts. I suspect he was claiming me as his, that me kissing Eric had unleashed a bit of insecurity in my boyfriend, but I liked his touch and I loved that his flaccid dick was no doubt resting against my husband's forehead.

    "Well, that was exquisite," I said softly as Michael kissed my neck and Eric smiled at me before pulling out of my husband's ass.

    "Does Walt get to cum?" Eric asked.

    "Not yet. Maybe not at all. His pleasure is of no concern to me. He's a sub. A cuck. A cock and cum whore. His pleasure comes from doing as he's told, from serving me and whoever else I instruct him to serve."

    I gripped Walt's dick - which was hard - and stroked him.

    "Isn't that right, sweetie?"

    "Yes, it is," he replied. "Serving you is all that matters."

    I sat on his face and smothered him with my pussy. I kissed Michael deeply. I basked in the pleasure of being in control - of three men, really - and smiled at the idea that the night was just beginning, that there were plenty more dom/sub games to play and a wealth of orgasms to be had for everyone except my husband.

    That night, it felt to me that Walt had evolved into a perfect submissive, that he had, in a way, completed his journey.

    That wasn't true, of course - he still had much to learn, as it turned out - but I do think this is a good place to conclude my telling of our story.

    I hope you enjoyed yourself and that perhaps you discovered that you might have what it takes to be a real submissive, to truly give yourself to a dominant woman, to surrender to her desires no matter the cost.

    There's pleasure in that. There's freedom in that. There's a sense of purpose in that.

    The End.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Married BBC Slut - Part 1

    While it’s fair to think there’s something racially problematic about interracial cuckolding, there’s no denying it brings great pleasure to a wide swath of people. Inside the Mind of a Married BBC Slut is inspired by those people, particularly the couples and hotwives that post at BlacktoWhite.net. Each entry in this ongoing series will be inspired by a post from that lovely forum, so no matter how outlandish the tales seem to be, know that someone, somewhere, has experienced them.

    
      
    

    I didn’t plan on making my husband a pussy free cuckold. I really didn’t. I thought welcoming the occasional black guy into our bed would be a fun way to spice things up. I didn’t think it would end up with my husband playing the part of a subservient cuckold while my pussy was reserved for black cock. That’s what happened, though

    I probably lucked out the first time. It’s not true that all black men have huge cocks or that they all fuck white women so much better than white guys can (believe me, I know). What is true is that the first black guy I fucked (his name was Darren, and he was gorgeous) completely blew my mind. He had a very big cock, but we screened for that. We made sure to get pictures to prove it.

    It’s also true that I’d never been fucked like Darren fucked me. It was hard. I mean, really hard. It was the first time I’d ever felt like someone had taken ownership of my pussy. It was the first time I’d ever experienced anything like that. Darren wanted to make me feel good – he was very clear about that – but he had a particular way of going about that. It was like he wanted to overwhelm me with his cock, and hot damn if he didn’t manage to do that.

    I remember seeing stars after the first orgasms. Has that ever happened to you? You actually see little flickering dots that looks like stars because you’ve experienced something so intense that your brain stops functioning properly for a few moments? That’s what happened to me that first time.

    At first I thought I was going to hate it. Darren was bigger than any guy I’d had inside me and for a little while it was actually kind of painful. He took his time to help me get used to his size, but it still fucking hurt to get stretched out like that. Then, at some point it slowly switched over. That sense of fullness became pleasurable. Darren’s desire to pound the hell out of me turned into a hugely thrilling experience.

    I’ve had sex with guys with all sorts of stamina levels. Some, like my husband, tend to cum really quickly. It’s not always bad, but if you want a truly good fucking it’s disappointing. Some tend to last a lot longer. I don’t know why, but most of the black guys I’ve been with last a lot longer. Maybe it’s because the ones that cum quickly don’t go out there and advertise themselves as bulls for white couples. Who knows? All I know is that Darren lasted a long time. It was long enough that I felt completely exhausted – in a good way – by the time it was over.

    I was sweaty. My legs were trembling. My pussy was sore. I’d had two orgasms and Darren had filled his condom with an impressive-looking load of cum (I know it’s stilly to find the volume of a man’s cum kind of hot, but I do like a heavy cummer). It was the most overwhelming sexual experience I’d ever had, and in the best way possible.

    Looking back, I’m pretty sure the seeds of my husband’s eventual pussy free existence started that night. I was too out of it to pay much attention, but Darren looked over at Chris and said, “I think your husband would like to taste your pussy after all that fucking.”

    I looked at Chris, who was sitting in one of those mildly-comfortable armchairs you sometimes find in hotel rooms and saw that wild, lusty look on his face that any woman that’s cuckolded her husband is familiar with. His dick was hard as a rock and he’d managed to hold off on cumming – at my request – so he was still all charged up, erotically speaking.

    I’ll admit to not being overly familiar with the cuckold fantasy at that point. I hadn’t really done much investigating before cuckolding Chris. I just thought it would be hot to fuck someone else and to fuck a black guy for the first time and Chris seemed so into it (like, he was really, crazily, overwhelmingly into it before I cuckolded him) that I just jumped into it.

    I mention that because I was surprised by the notion that he’d want to lick my pussy after someone else had been inside me. Obviously, I had a lot to learn about the cuckold fantasy, but I don’t remember feeling judgmental about my husband’s desire. I honestly remember thinking it seemed kind of kinky and if it was going to turn him on then I was all for it.

    “Is he right?” I asked. “Do you want to taste my pussy?”

    Darren slid a little closer and moved his hand – he had huge hands – up my stomach. He played with my breasts in a possessive kind of way and I couldn’t help but enjoy the look on Chris’s face. Again, it was that wonderful look I now recognize as pure cuckold delight.

    “Yes,” Chris said as his eyes followed Darren’s hand down my stomach and between my legs.

    “A cuck deserves pleasure too,” Darren said. I wasn’t the first white wife he’d fucked, as you probably guessed. “You should let him crawl between your legs and lick where I’ve been.”

    Darren gently spread my pussy lips as I watched Chris’s face. He maintained a firm grip on his cock and stroked himself slowly as he watched another man play with my body. I felt a surprising kind of arousal building again. Amazingly, it seemed that I already wanted more of what Darren had given me.

    “Come taste my pussy,” I said. “But be gentle. I’m sore.”

    Chris hopped out of the chair and rushed towards the bed. I spread my legs to welcome him between them and Darren’s hand moved to my breasts once more.

    “Don’t just stare at it, cuck,” Darren said. “Kiss it. Kiss those sore pussy lips.”

    I felt Chris’s lips kiss me where Darren had been. I was genuinely sore from the pounding I’d taken but his touch felt light and soothing.

    “Now put your tongue inside her, cuck,” Darren instructed. “Taste the pussy I just fucked.”

    Darren kissed me the moment Chris’s tongue slid into my pussy. It was a fervent kind of kiss, too. His tongue was active and eager in my mouth and I couldn’t help but get hugely turned on. It was incredible.

    After the kiss I looked between Darren’s legs and saw he was hard again. I couldn’t believe it. He seemed to read the arousal I felt as he asked, “You want more?”

    I nodded. It’d just taken the hardest pounding of my life and I wanted more.

    “Get out of the way, cuck,” Darren said. “Go back to your chair.”

    Chris looked up at me and I just nodded. I know he wanted his reward but I couldn’t help it. I had to have Darren again.

    He went back to his chair, Darren put on another condom, and soon enough he was inside me again. Soon enough my body was engulfed in that sense of overwhelming pleasure once more. Again, I know I got lucky by finding such a skilled, sexy, well-hung guy the first time I went black. That made all the difference, because once that night was over I wanted more. Lots more.

    It was a long, long time before Chris actually became the pussy free cuckold he is today, but it certainly started that night in the hotel room we shared with Darren.

  
    Inside the Mind of a Married BBC Slut - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Are you familiar with the phrase ‘cock drunk?’ It’s really just a way of saying that a woman got fucked really, really well, but to me it refers to a very particular state of being. To me it’s what happens when you’ve been fucked to a place where you can barely think straight. It’s when your mind is barely functioning and it’s all you can do to utter a few words of thanks to the man that just fucked you with such stamina and skill that your legs are still shaking and your heart is still pounding a solid ten minutes after he pulled out.

    I mention it because I was completely cock drunk the second time I fucked Darren. It was a week after our first meeting and we were back at the same hotel. I’d actually contemplated meeting up with him during the week, but I managed to resist until we could spend the night in a hotel room so I could really enjoy his cock.

    To make it a little more fun Darren suggested that Chris get to enjoy being something of a cuckold chauffeur. We drove to Darren’s place – with me in the back seat, of course – and he came out and joined me. I immediately pulled his cock out – I honestly can’t even describe how excited I was the moment Darren came out of his house – and started sucking him.

    “You should be driving, cuckold,” Darren said as I offered him sloppy head in the back seat.

    Chris put the car in reverse, backed out of the driveway, and headed towards the hotel as I got all worked up sucking big black dick in our car. I hadn’t given road head in a long time and it was so much more exciting to do it while my husband was driving. I sucked cock right until Chris pulled into a parking space at the hotel. We skipped the valet since we weren’t all that interested in public exposure at that point.

    Chris checked us in as Darren and I kissed in the backseat – I’d put his cock away so no one would see me sucking dick in a parking lot – and when Chris came back with the keys I was more than ready to rush to the room and get fucked.

    In the room Darren had Chris strip me naked – it was incredibly hot – before sending him to sit in the corner of the room and watch. Darren and I kissed as his strong hands moved all over my body. He played with my tits, my ass, and my pussy as I moaned into his mouth and sucked on his tongue. I was putty in his hands. I was soaking wet – it was genuinely noisy when he fingered me – and I felt like my entire body was humming with this incredible kind of desire. I needed him inside me.

    Darren had me strip him naked and then he sat on the edge of the bed. His cock looked absolutely wondrous as he gestured for me to get on my knees. I dropped down in front of him without argument. I wrapped my lips around his cock. I worshiped him just like I had in the car, only it felt hotter because I was naked, wet, and ready to get fucked. It was like I was earning the chance to get fucked with my mouth, like he was making me prove how badly I wanted him inside me by blowing him until my jaw was sore.

    “Get her a condom, cuckold,” Darren demanded.

    Chris hopped to his feet and pulled a condom from the box we’d bought earlier that day. I tore it open and rolled it down Darren’s cock as I looked up at him. I was truly desperate at that point. Memories of the fucking I’d taken the week before ran through my head and left me desperate to be filled once more.

    Darren moved into the bed and his cock looked so fucking good pointing towards the ceiling. “Go ahead. Fuck yourself with my cock,” he said. “Take it for a ride until you cum all over it.”

    I scrambled into the bed and straddled him. I sank down on his cock so quickly that it actually hurt a little despite the wetness between my legs. It didn’t matter, though. I had him inside me again. I had what I needed. I had what I’d spent a week yearning for.

    I rode Darren like he’d said. I fucked myself with his cock. I fucked myself silly. I fucked myself until I had an orgasm that made my head spin. My legs trembled. My fingers and toes tingled and for a few seconds I couldn’t even speak. All I could do was collapse on top of Darren.

    Eventually he rolled me onto my back. “Come get a taste, cuck,” he said.

    Chris crawled between my legs and pushed his tongue inside me. Darren played with my tits as I smiled at having the attention of two men.

    “Does she taste better after she’s had a big black cock inside her?” Darren asked.

    “Yes,” Chris said before pushing his tongue back inside me.

    Darren laughed. “I think he likes being a cuckold.”

    My legs twitched as Chris licked my clit and triggered an overly sensitive reaction. “I think he does too,” I said.

    “And you like being a good slut for me, don’t you?” Darren asked.

    It was the first time a man had ever called me a slut – to my face, at least – and there was something about it I really liked. I think it’s because it was said without even a hint of judgment and it felt kind of true. I’d sucked his cock the moment he got in the car, after all. I’d spent the entire drive to the hotel with his dick in my mouth. I did everything he said the moment we got in the hotel room and I’d just had a huge orgasm on his cock. I was kind of a slut for him.

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “Say it for me,” Darren said. “Say that you’re my slut.”

    I smiled. “I’m your slut.” I know it might sound crazy, but it was surprisingly arousing to say it for him.

    “That’s enough, cuck,” Darren said.

    Chris moved out from between my legs.

    “On your stomach,” he instructed.

    I rolled onto my stomach and Darren slid into me from behind. It was the first time I’d been taken in what I now think of as the prone position. It really only worked because Darren was long enough to slip inside me with ease. The angle of penetration made it feel surprisingly good, too. Each thrust created this sense of fullness that was incredible.

    It was in the prone position that I reached that cock drunk state, mostly because it went on for an exceptionally long time. Every thrust was pleasurable and after twenty minutes of taking dick I really couldn’t think straight anymore. My body was like a bundle of nerves being tickled by this beautiful big black cock and I was trembling from head to toe. It helped that Darren kept up a steady stream of dirty talk directed at me and Chris.

    When he reached around to play with my clit I came almost immediately. It was fucking incredible. I had this huge black cock pounding into me and his finger dancing over my clit and I screamed in pleasure. Darren fucked me harder because he was close to cumming. He fucked me harder and he unloaded in the condom as I climaxed, making my pussy tighten up around his cock.

    I couldn’t speak after. All I could was lie there and breathe. Darren kept his cock inside me as he kissed my neck and cheek. His body felt good on top of mine. I could have stayed that way all night. I was cock drunk, after all. I never wanted it to end. I wanted to be his slut for as long as he wanted to use me.

  
    Is It Worth the Cost¿

    Chastity's tough. You’ve surrendered control of your cock to your keyholder and she finds great pleasure in making you earn each release. After all, what fun would it be to simply let you out so you can have an orgasm? What would she get out of that?

    Imagine accepting her offer. You need to cum. You’re desperate for it. You agree to eat your load. You don’t care.

    It thrills her. She crawls out of the bed and pushes you to your knees. She says she wants an orgasm before you get to have yours. She pulls her panties aside and pulls your head between her legs. She makes you eat her pussy until her thighs are trembling on either side of her head. She makes you get her off like a good chastity boy should.

    She stands you up and unlocks your cage. She strokes you until your cock is hard. She asks if you can still taste her pussy on your lips. You’re hard in her hand. She tears open the condom and rolls it down your cock. She covers you in latex. She wraps her fingers around you once more.

    She whispers about how good your cum is going to taste. She whispers about how yummy it’s going to be on your tongue. She tells you you’re going to love the salty, thick treat that’s about to explode from the tip of your cock. She tells you that you’re about to have a feast.

    You feel your orgasm coming. You feel that incredible wave of pleasure that brings a smile to your face. Your loins tingle. Your cock is stiff in her and. You’re so close to filling the condom with cum.

    That’s when she stops stroking you. The pleasure evaporates. The orgasm is still on its way, though. She grabs your arms and you watch as your cock spurts into the condom. You watch as you have an orgasm without the pleasure. You watch as the cum you’re going to eat fills the rubber and you feel only frustration.

    She pulls the condom off and tells you to open your mouth. You do as you’re told. You know she’ll cease being your keyholder if you disobey. She pours the cum into your mouth. You swallow. She smiles and waits until you’re soft before locking you up. She demands that you thank her for the orgasm. You do as you’re told.

  
    Is This Really Necessary¿

    Callie came home with a smile on her face, a bounce in her step, and a small shopping bag in her hand.

    “Hey honey!” she said.

    Carson smiled at his wife. He knew she was excited because her bull was coming over that night. He found that equal parts arousing and humiliating. She never got that excited for him. There was a reason for that, though. He didn’t fuck his wife anywhere near as well as Darnell did.

    “What’s in the bag?” Carson asked. He suspected it was a skimpy new lingerie set. She loved to buy something new for Darnell. She loved to dress up for him, to look her absolute best, and to be a little bit slutty because that’s what he liked.

    Callie sat next to Carson and kissed him on the cheek as she placed the bag in his lap. “It’s for you,” she said.

    Carson smiled. “For me? Really?”

    “Absolutely!” she said. “Go ahead. See what’s inside.”

    Carson reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of light blue lace boyshort panties. He held them up and stared as a confused look crossed his face.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    “There’s more,” Callie replied.

    Carson reached into the bag and pulled out a small silver butt plug. Again confusion reigned in his brain, though a small sense of dread had taken hold as well.

    “There’s more,” Callie said as she took the butt plug from him.

    Carson reached in and pulled out a chastity device. He placed the bag on the ground in front of him and looked at his wife.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    “Oh, sweetie, I told you that Darnell wanted more control,” Callie said.

    Carson remembered the conversation, but he figured Darnell wanted more control over Callie, not him.

    Callie took Carson’s hand and leaned in to kiss him. Her lips were so soft and she smelled so good that all his dread washed away for a moment. When her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth he felt a powerful kind of arousal build between his legs.

    After the kiss Callie looked into his eyes, smiled, and said, “He was clear, sweetie. If you’re not chastised, plugged, and pantied when he comes over tonight then he won’t be fucking me. That’s why I need you to do this for me. I need you to do what Darnell wants.”

    Carson’s cock was hard from the kiss but his brain was telling him to refuse. He’d watched Darnell fuck his wife countless times. He’d even begun to fluff her black bull recently, but the new requirements felt like too much.

    “Is this really necessary?” Carson asked. “I mean, it feels like it’s too much.”

    “Is it, though?” Callie said as she rubbed his leg. “I watched you suck Darnell’s cock last week. Is it really that much worse to put on a pair of panties while he fucks me? I mean, does that seem like a huge leap?”

    Carson knew his wife was going to be angry if he refused. She’d grown dependent on Darnell for her sexual pleasure. He provided her with orgasms like she’d never had before and Carson knew Callie wasn’t willing to go back to the boring sex life they’d had before she met Darnell.

    Still, he couldn’t quite bring himself to fold. “I…I don’t know, Callie. It feels like I’d be giving up my manhood. It just feels like a step too far.”

    Callie reached up and caressed his face as she leaned closer. “Oh, sweetie, you gave up your manhood a long time ago.”

    The comment stung, but the humiliation made Carson’s cock leap back to life. For a moment he absolutely hated that he seemed wired to enjoy that kind of thing.

    “You gave up a little bit of it the first time you came while watching Darnell fuck me. You gave up a little more the first time you ate his cum out of my pussy. You gave up a little more when you watched him and his friend fuck me together. You gave up a little more when you sucked his cock the first time. I’m not sure there’s anything left. This seems like a perfectly logical step to me. In fact, this seems like you actually accepting what you are,” Callie explained.

    Carson was taken aback at his wife’s comments, though she hadn’t said anything untrue. He’d done everything she’d said and he’d enjoyed all of it. He was a cuckold, through and through, and his wife had very quickly become a slut for her bull’s big black cock.

    “Lock your cock. Plug your ass. Put your panties on. I don’t want to argue about this, but I’m going to be very, very unhappy if you don’t do as you’re told. Darnell is in charge, sweetie, at least when it comes to stuff like this. It’s time for you to accept that. It’s time for you to embrace who you are,” Callie said.

    She handed Carson the butt plug and he looked down at all three items as they rested in his lap. Callie stood up and headed towards the bedroom.

    “I’m going to change into something more appropriate,” she said. “I expect you to do the same and I expect you to answer the door in your panties, cage, and plug. Do you understand?”

    Carson nodded and Callie flashed her bright smile and left the room.

    There was no point in fighting it. Carson had been down that road before. He’d fought some of the changes Darnell and Callie had instituted and he’d lost each battle. Ultimately, he found it all too arousing to resist. He found the humiliation thrilling. He found watching another man satisfy his wife thrilling. He came harder watching Darnell fuck Callie than he ever had while buried inside his wife’s pussy. He was a cuckold. He was going to accept that fully. He was going to do as Darnell desired.

    
      

    

    “Well, well, well,” Darnell said as he stood on the front porch and smiled at Carson. “I’m glad you made the right choice, cuck. It was going to be touch to walk away from your wife’s perfect white pussy.”

    Carson felt deeply uncomfortable standing there in only a pair of panties. The door was wide open and it seemed entirely possible that a neighbor would see him. Darnell refused to come in, though.

    “How does it feel, cuck?” Darnell asked. “How does it feel to be dressed like a bitch?”

    “It’s humiliating,” Carson said.

    “Damn right it is,” Darnell replied. “It should be, too. You’re wearing panties and a cock cage. Your ass is plugged. You’re dressed like a bitch and your wife is about to get fucked by a real man. You should be humiliated. That’s what you fucking cucks love, though, isn’t it?”

    Carson nodded and Darnell laughed as he stepped into the house. “You can close the door,” he said.

    Carson closed the door and Callie appeared from around the corner. She was dressed in a lacy, low cut black bodysuit that made her big breasts look spectacularly good. She jumped into her bull’s arms with a gleeful squeal and they started kissing immediately.

    “I missed you baby,” Callie said in a voice that was thick with lust. “I missed you so much. I hate that I only get to see you once a week.”

    “I know you do, girl, but I like it when you’re desperate for my dick. I like it when your white pussy is nice and tight for me, too. I like to stretch you out that first fuck. You know that,” Darnell said before they kissed again.

    Callie moaned into her bull’s mouth as she wrapped her legs around him and Darnell massaged her ass with his big hands as his tongue pushed deep into her mouth.

    “Doesn’t Carson look so cute in his panties?” Callie asked.

    “He looks like a bitch,” Darnell replied.

    Callie laughed and looked at her husband. “Yes he does. But he is a bitch, isn’t it?”

    It was Darnell’s turn to laugh as he turned to Carson. “You hear that, man? Your wife thinks you’re a bitch. Is she right, cuck? Are you a bitch?”

    “He eats your cum. He sucks your dick. He hasn’t fucked me in months. He eats his own cum most of the time. He’s wearing panties and a chastity cage and his ass is plugged. He’s definitely a bitch,” Callie said before Carson could answer. “Now take me to the bedroom and stretch me out with that big black dick of yours.”

    “With pleasure,” Darnell said. “You coming, bitch?”

    Carson nodded and followed behind them. The humiliation made him eager to watch. He wanted more of it. He wanted to see his wife and her black bull fucking. He wanted to see his wife’s perfect, tight pussy stretch out around her bull’s dick. He craved it more than anything.

    Darnell put Callie down in the bedroom and she dropped to her knees immediately. “No dick for you tonight, bitch,” she said to Carson. “I want it all to myself.”

    Callie unzipped Darnell’s pants and pulled out his long, thick cock. She rubbed the head and shaft all over her face before licking her way from the base of the shaft to the tip. She wrapped her soft, plump, glossy lips around the head and Darnell moaned.

    “She sucks dick better than you, cuck. You need to practice if you want to be able to compete with your wife,” Darnell said.

    Callie sucked and stroked her bull’s big cock, getting it hard and slippery with her spit. The room filled with her moans and the sounds of sloppy head being given to the only man that would be getting laid that night.

    “Damn, girl, you must be desperate to get fucked,” Darnell said.

    His cock slipped out of her mouth with an audible pop and Callie stroked him as she smiled. “I told you I was. I get desperate after a week. My pussy craves your cock. It needs you. It needs to be stretched. It needs to be pounded. You know my husband can’t make me feel good like that. You know he can’t do anything other than eat me out. That’s nice, but it’s not good enough.”

    “That’s why you’re in panties, cuck,” Darnell said. “Your tongue is the only thing about you that’s worth a damn and even that’s not good enough.”

    Callie stood up and kissed Darnell as she stroked his cock. He reached down, pulled aside the black lace of her bodysuit and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She moaned into his mouth and stroked him faster.

    “Get in the bed,” Darnell said.

    Callie hopped in the bed and spread her legs as she watched her bull strip.

    “Eat your wife’s pussy, cuck. Get her nice and wet for me. Get it sloppy down there,” Darnell instructed.

    “Come here, sweetie. Come eat my pussy for Darnell. Show us both what you’re good at. Show us that you belong in the room. Show us that you’re not completely useless,” Callie said.

    Carson climbed between his wife’s legs, unhooked the little snap that held her bodysuit closed at the crotch and ate her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her, tasted her slick juices, and sucked on her labia. He spread his saliva around, ensuring she was soaked.

    Darnell smacked Carson’s ass hard, making him cry out in pain. “Look at that cuck bitch go!” the black bull said. “Look at him eating that pussy!”

    “He’s a good boy,” Callie said. “He’s always been a good boy.”

    Darnell grabbed a handful of Carson’s hair and roughly pulled him away from Callie’s pussy. He pushed him to the bedroom floor and said, “Stay there and watch me fuck your wife, cuck.”

    Callie squealed in delight as her bull’s big black cock approached her pussy. Carson watched from the floor as the head spread her cunt lips and slowly pushed inside her. Callie groaned like she always did. It was low and loud and an indicator of the intense pleasure she felt in that moment.

    “Oh fuck!” she cried out. “Fuck, fuck. Yes, yes, yes. Fill me. Fill my cunt. Fill my tight little married pussy. Stretch me out. Please, Darnell, give me that cock. Please, pound me. Pound my tight little pussy!”

    Darnell’s cock bottomed out inside her and a moment later he gave Callie exactly what she needed. He fucked her. He fucked her hard. He pulled everything but the head of his massive cock out of her pussy and plunged it back inside.

    It was always the same the first time. Callie needed to be pounded. She needed to be pounded hard after a week without her bull’s cock. She never wanted time to get used to his size. She just wanted him inside her. She wanted it hard and fast. She wanted the powerful fucking that Darnell was so good at giving her.

    “Fuuuuckk!” she cried out as her first orgasm of the night arrived.

    Carson watched her legs kick open and tremble as she had a loud, intense climax, just like always. He’d never come close to making her cum like that. He had no idea women could cum like that. It wasn’t until Darnell fucked his wife that he learned it was even possible.

    Darnell pulled out and stood in front of Carson. “Clean it, cuck.”

    Callie sat up with a hazy, joyful look on her face and said, “Suck his dick, sweetie. Suck my pussy off of it. Make him feel good until my pussy is ready for another round.”

    Carson felt the ache of arousal between his legs. His cock was trying to get hard in its cage and it was happening because he was about to suck cock. In that moment he knew Callie and Darnell were right. He belonged in panties. He belonged in chastity.

    “That’s a good cuck,” Darnell said as Carson sucked his big black dick.

    He wasn’t as good as Callie but that didn’t stop him from putting in a good effort. He sucked and licked and slobbered. He tasted her juices. He tasted Darnell’s precum. He looked up at the bull and he felt a potent mixture of humiliation and arousal as he sucked dick.

    “That’s so fucking hot, sweetie,” Callie said as she played with her pussy. “I never knew I’d enjoy my husband being a cocksucker, but that’s so fucking hot.”

    “You ready for more?” Darnell asked.

    Callie nodded.

    The black bull pulled his cock from Carson’s mouth and got into bed with Callie. He laid on his back and said, “Ride it.”

    Callie straddled him and looked back at Carson with a smile on her face. “Put his cock inside me, sweetie.”

    Carson crawled to the edge of the bed, grabbed Darnell’s big cock, and guided it into Callie’s wet pussy. She sank down on it and threw her head back to moan as her blonde hair bounced around.

    “Ride that dick,” Darnell said.

    Callie leaned forward and Carson watched her pussy bounce on the black man’s cock. He watched the way her lips clung tightly to it. He watched the way his wife opened up for her bull.

    He listened to the extreme wetness that had built up between her legs. He listened to the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over again.

    “Whose pussy is this?” Darnell asked.

    “It’s yours,” Callie said.

    “That’s right it is. I own that pussy. It’s mine,” he said.

    “Fuck, yes, it’s yours, Darnell. It’s your pussy. It’s not his,” Callie said between moans.

    “It was never his, was it? Your cuck has never been able to fuck you right. You were just waiting for the right man to come along and take your pussy, weren’t you?” Darnell asked as he grabbed Callie’s ass and squeezed it hard.

    “Yes, fuck, yes, I was,” she said.

    “Make me cum in that pussy,” Darnell said. “Make me fill that tight little white pussy with my load. Work a load out of my dick.”

    Callie did what she was told and Carson watched her pussy bounce on Darnell’s dick. He watched his wife work to make her bull cum while pursuing her second orgasm of the night at the same time.

    He watched Darnell’s balls tighten. He heard the bull moaning. He heard his wife moaning.

    “Here it comes,” Darnell said.

    “Cum inside me!” Callie cried out. “Fuck, cum inside me!”

    She came first, followed a few seconds later by Darnell. He grabbed her ass and pushed his cock up inside her as his balls twitched. Carson watched it all from just a few feet away.

    They kissed for a little while as Carson watched some of Darnell’s cum leak out of Callie’s pussy and down his shaft.

    When Callie sat up she turned and looked at Carson. “What do you want to do, sweetie?”

    “I want to clean you both,” Carson said.

    Darnell laughed. “The cuck knows his place,” he said.

    “Is he right, sweetie? Do you know your place?” Callie asked.

    Carson nodded.

    “Thank him,” Callie added. “Thank Darnell for putting you in panties. Thank him for putting you in a chastity cage. Thank him for plugging your ass.”

    Darnell sat up with his cock still buried in Callie’s pussy. He looked down at Carson with a smile on his face and waited.

    “Thank you, Darnell,” Carson said as humiliation coursed through him. “Thank you for putting me in panties. Thank you for putting me in chastity. Thank you for plugging my ass. Thank you for putting me in my place.”

    Darnell smiled and looked up at Callie. “He should be in the cage all the time.”

    Carson hoped his wife would say no.

    “I agree,” she said. “He’ll be such a good boy if he’s locked up all the time. Won’t you, sweetie?”

    Carson nodded.

    “Do you want your reward now? Do you want to clean us before we fuck again?” Callie asked.

    “I do,” Carson said.

    Callie lifted her pussy from Darnell’s cock and let some of his cum drip out onto the long, thick black shaft before laying next to him.

    “Get to work, cuck,” Darnell said. “Clean my dick first. Then you can have her pussy.”

    Carson crawled forward and got to work. It still felt humiliating to admit it, but he loved every part of being a cuckold. He loved that he was about to suck another man’s cock clean. He loved that he was about to eat another man’s load from his wife’s pussy. He loved that he was locked in a chastity cage with no sense of when he might be let out. He loved being a cuckold.

  
    It Takes a Bigger Cock to Get Her Off...and You Like That

    How long has it been since your felt your wife’s pussy around your cock, cuckold? When was the last time she got on top and milked an orgasm from your shaft with her perfect cunt? It’s been a long time, hasn’t it?

    That’s okay, cuckold. That’s how it’s supposed to be. You’ve reached the stage in your marriage where you admit to your considerable shortcomings and let her pursue the pleasure she needs with other men. Your cock is too small. You lack the stamina needed to get her off. You just can’t give her what she needs.

    You’re okay with that though. In fact, you prefer it that way. The thought of having to provide you wife with the sexual pleasure she craves can be overwhelming. You know you don’t quite measure up, so it’s more stressful than anything else. You feel anxious when you’re supposed to fuck her because you know you’re going to disappoint her.

    That’s where he steps in. That’s where the man that your wife has chosen to provide her with an endless stream of orgasms does his job. He is a replacement cock. He is a stud with nine thick inches of bliss between his legs. He is better than you in that way, and he provides her with everything she craves.

    They rented a hotel room for this erotic interlude. When he knocked she answered the door in a beautiful black satin robe with the new bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set she picked out for the evening underneath it.

    They greeted each other with a passionate kiss that saw her melt into his arms as he deftly slipped the robe off of her, exposing her beautiful, lithe body in lingerie. He was stiff with desire in an instant, your wife irresistible to him.

    She sank to her knees and took his stiff cock in her hand, stroking it while looking up at the stud of her dreams. He smiled and placed a hand on the back of head, urging the woman wearing your engagement ring to open wide and take his dick in her mouth. She blew him, running her soft tongue under the head of his cock and eliciting a loud moan of pleasure.

    Your wife made another man hard as a rock for her pussy. She sucked on his erection like she’s never done for you before. She sucked, stroked, and moaned for him and left him desperate with lust. More than anything he wanted to be inside her and they eagerly climbed into bed so she could impale her cunt on him.

    Look at the way he stuffs her pussy. Look at how he owns her. Look at how, even when she’s on top, he takes what he desires from her. That’s how a real man fucks a beautiful woman. That’s how a real man makes a beautiful woman cum. That’s how your wife’s boyfriend ensures she has the orgasms she craves. You’ll never be able to do that. You’re a cuckold. You’re sexually inferior to him. Embrace it. Be her cuckold husband. Let him be her lover. Let him be the man that brings her sexual satisfaction. You can lick her pussy afterwards.

  
    It Turns Her On That You Love to Watch

    When she left in that little skirt and sexy blouse you were certain your hotwife was going to be naughty. You expected she would come home with a sore pussy and a story to tell. You didn’t expect her to bring someone home with her.

    She did though. “Hey, baby,” she said while leading her new man to your living room couch. “I hope you’re eager to watch.”

    You sat. You watched your wife unzip his pants. You watched her head bob up and down in his lap. You watched her act like the lusty cocksucker you know she can be for another man. You watched her offer him the immense, intense, thrilling pleasure of her mouth.

    “Come closer, baby,” she said.

    You did as you were told. You came closer.

    Your wife kissed you and quickly stripped. Her new man stripped too.

    Your wife climbed on top of his cock. She let him slide into her pussy. His hand moved to her breasts. He played with her nipples. He rubbed her clit. He filled her perfect cunt while you watched.

    “How does it look?” your wife asked.

    “It’s beautiful,” you said.

    “Take your dick out,” she replied. “Play with yourself while he fucks me. Be the cuckold we both know you are. Embrace your place, baby.”

    You unzipped your pants. You pulled out your cock. You masturbated as you watched your wife lose herself in the pleasure of having another man inside her.

    “He feels so fucking good, baby,” she said. She moaned. She groaned. She cried out in pleasure. “His cock is so fucking big!”

    You looked down at your dick as you stroked. You knew he was bigger than you. You knew your wife loved that fact.

    He fucked her to a massive orgasm. Her moans filled the living room. He smiled. He loved satisfying your wife while you watched.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said.

    She took her new lover’s hand and led him down the hallway. You stood up and followed with your stiff dick bouncing in front of you.

    Your wife pushed her lover into your bed and straddled him. She took his big cock into her wet pussy and reached down to caress his balls.

    “Use my pussy for your pleasure,” she said as you took a seat across from the bed. “Show my husband what it looks like when a big cock stretches me out.”

    They kissed as she slowly took his dick into her cunt. He reached up to play with her beautiful tits. You sat and masturbated, just like a good cuckold.

    “How does it look, baby?” your wife said as she turned around and looked at you.

    “It’s perfect,” you said while stroking your cock faster.

    “You like watching, don’t you?”

    You smiled. Your dick throbbed in your hand. “I love it,” you said. “I fucking love it.”

    Your wife laughed and bounced harder on her lover’s cock. You heard the wetness of her pussy. You heard the lusty sounds of their flesh meeting as she milked him with her cunt.

    She turned around and leaned towards her lover. She kissed him. “Does my pussy feel good?” she asked.

    “It’s incredible,” he said.

    “Do you want to cum inside me?” your wife asked.

    “Fuck yes,” he said.

    They flipped over. He pushed his cock into your wife’s pussy. She wrapped her legs around him.

    “Fill me,” she said. “Fill me with your cum.”

    You stroked your cock faster as he tried his best to do as your wife desired.

    “Fuck. Fuck yes. Cum inside me!” she screamed.

    “I’m cumming!” he cried out as he pushed his dick deep inside your wife and unleashed his seed.

    She ran her fingers through his hair and over his back. A smile crossed her face as you watched.

    They kissed in your bed. He held his cock inside her.

    “That was wonderful,” your wife said. “Thank you.”

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Your wife looked back at you. She smiled. She turned her attention to her lover.

    “Do you want to spend the night?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    “Would you mind, honey?” your wife asked.

    You knew that was your cue to leave. You stood up. Your dick was still hard and slick with precum. You left the bedroom. You’d have to get off on your own. Your wife had another man to attend to.

  
    It Turns Her on to Chastise and Tease You

    “Does it hurt when you’re in your little cage?” she asks as her beautiful feet tease your locked up cock.

    You look up at her and nod. You unleash that little whimper that you know she’s grown to love. You know that your suffering turns her on. You know that it thrills her beyond words when you sacrifice control over your orgasms and put on the cute little pink cage she bought for you.

    “Does it ache when your cock tries to get hard while you’re all locked up?” she asks as a smile breaks across her face.

    “It does,” you admit.

    “Do you like it?” she asks.

    You nod again. That part is true. You love it, in fact. You’ve come to crave it. You love when your girlfriend teases you. You love being locked up. You love how much it seems to turn her on to have total control over your orgasms.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.

    You look up at her in surprise. It’s rare for her to let you out for sex. She likes to tease you for as long as possible. She likes to give you ruined orgasms.

    “Yes, desperately,” you say. “I’d give anything to be able to fuck you.”

    “Would you buy me something pretty?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously. “Anything you want, baby,” you answer.

    Your girlfriend smiles and sits up.

    She straddles you and takes the tip of your locked cock into her wet pussy. You feel the warmth and wetness through the plastic. She moves back and forth, just like she’d do if you were rock hard and buried inside her.

    “How does it feel?” she asks.

    “It hurts,” you say.

    She giggles. “It feels good to me,” she says while moving her hips so your chastised nub rubs over her clit.

    “Please,” you say. You want the teasing to end. You want your girlfriend to unlock you and let you inside her pussy. You want to fuck her like she promised.

    “Please what?” she says. “You’re inside me, aren’t you?”

    “Please, unlocked me,” you beg. “Please let me fuck you.”

    She leans forward and kisses you. Her tongue darts into your mouth.

    “You are fucking me,” she whispers.

    Your girlfriend moves faster. She moans. She’s using your locked up cock to masturbate.

    You feel the wetness dripping from her cunt. You feel it enveloping your cock. She moans louder.

    “You’re going to make me cum,” she says. “Yes, baby! Yes!”

    She sits up and smiles. Your little locked dick is still inside her.

    “Didn’t it feel good to make me cum?” she asks.

    You nod. You know she’s not going to unlock you.  Given the power of her orgasm, it might be a very long time before she unlocks you again.

    Your balls ache. You can feel the precum dripping from the tip of your imprisoned cock. You feel a wild, unhinged kind of desire.

    You look up and smile at your girlfriend. “Thank you,” you say.

    “My pleasure,” she says.

  
    It Was Just Supposed to be a Little Flirting

    Like most 21 year olds, Blake was inexperienced and lacking in wisdom. He rarely thought about much of anything. Instead, he followed his instincts wherever they led him. He hadn’t yet learned that sometimes his instincts were wrong. He certainly hadn’t yet learned to give his decisions a second thought.

    In this particular case, Blake’s sexual instincts came into play. He didn’t think if it was wise to ask his girlfriend Molly to flirt with someone else. He knew it would turn him on, so he convinced her to give it a try.

    “Are you absolutely sure about this?” Molly asked as they sat in a booth at one of the bars near the campus apartment they shared. “You’re not going to pull some psycho shit on me or whatever, right? You’re not going to walk up and punch the guy for flirting with your girlfriend, right?”

    “What?” Blake replied. “That’s crazy. Do guys really do that?”

    Molly nodded.

    “Jesus. Some dudes really suck, but no, that’s not what I’m going to do. I told you I can’t really explain it, I just think it would be really hot. I saw that guy flirting with you a couple weeks ago and you obviously weren’t flirting back –“

    Molly interrupted him to say, “Because I’m a good girlfriend.”

    “Yes, absolutely, because you’re a good girlfriend. The thing is, I would not have been mad at you. Do you remember the sex we had that night?”

    Molly smiled and brushed her soft brown hair behind her ear. “Yes, I remember that.”

    “It was incredible, right?”

    Molly nodded.

    “I didn’t say anything because I knew it would probably be pretty weird, but I was super turned on just from watching that guy flirt with you, so I figure it’ll be ten times hotter if I actually see you flirting back a little. Am I crazy?” Blake asked.

    Molly leaned forward and Blake let his eyes roam to her considerable cleavage. She had the most glorious natural breasts and they looked particularly good in the simple but splendidly tight tank top she’d put on for the occasion.

    “I mean, I guess not,” she said. “I don’t know. Maybe you are.”

    Blake reached out and took his girlfriend’s hand in his. “Molly, you don’t have to do this. You really don’t. It’s not like it’s a necessity for me or anything. It seemed pretty harmless, so I thought I’d ask, that’s all.”

    Molly leaned closer and kissed her boyfriend. Her lips were warm and soft against his. He reached up and caressed her cheek.

    “It’s just flirting, right?” she asked while pressing her forehead against his.

    “That’s it, and you can walk away if you get uncomfortable. Heck, you can walk away before you even sit down at the bar if you want.”

    Molly hesitated for just a moment and then said, “Okay, I’ll do it.”

    “Okay, just sit at the bar and the –“

    Molly cut him off again, “Blake, honey, I know how to get guys to flirt with me. Do you even remember the night we met?”

    Blake didn’t get a chance to answer as Molly slid out of the booth and walked over to the bar. She took a seat on a stool, tossed her hair back, and waited.

    She’d paired her tank top with an exceptionally tight pair of skimpy denim shorts and her thighs looked remarkable as she rested on the bar seat. Blake knew it would only be a matter of time before someone came over and made a pass at her.

    While he waited, Blake thought of the night they’d met. Molly was wearing a tight cropped tee shirt and those same little denim shorts. Her taut stomach was what lured him over, but he remembered finding her hilarious and utterly irresistible in almost every way.

    He wasn’t going to push it that night. She was the one that put a move on him. One moment they were enjoying a fun conversation and laughing together and the next her body was pressed up against his and her tongue was in his mouth. They’d been together ever since.

    The memory made him smile as he watched a few guys sidle up next to Molly at the bar and find themselves gently rejected because they clearly didn’t meet their standards.

    Then Molly’s posture straightened and she picked her head up. She smiled at someone Blake couldn’t see. He must have been coming her way.

    The guy sat on the bar stool next to her and casually waved the bartender over. He seemed to order a drink for both of them and immediately settled into conversation with Blake’s girlfriend.

    Blake couldn’t hear anything, but that had been part of the plan. He didn’t need to hear anything. He liked just being able to watch.

    When Molly brushed her hair back and leaned closer to the guy, Blake felt a surge of desire. It was exactly what he was looking for. It made him want to pull Molly out of the bar and back to their apartment. He couldn’t do that, though. He had to give her a little time.

    The guy looked a little older than Blake and Molly – perhaps in his late 20s – and he seemed to have the kind of experience you’d expect from someone that had spent the past decade perfecting his craft.

    They shared a toast that made Molly giggle gleefully – Blake wondered how many times the guy had used whatever line he spouted – and then they both took long sips from their drinks.

    Blake’s arousal built steadily as he watched his girlfriend openly and eagerly flirt with another guy, but it spiked when that guy put his hand on her leg.

    It was a simple, well-executed move. It looked casual but it was probably planned. Molly said something that made him laugh, he leaned in, and his hand found its way to her knee. When Molly didn’t do anything to stop him, he began to caress her skin.

    Blake’s desire elevated from a low hum into something far more potent. His cock came to life. It grew to a half erect state. He felt an unusual tingling sensation in his loins that he quite liked. His heart rate had increased markedly.

    Blake discovered that it wasn’t really the guy touching Molly that turned him on. It was that Molly seemed to like it. She didn’t do anything to stop him. She didn’t move away. She didn’t brush his hand away. If anything, she smiled at him. She leaned a little closer.

    After more conversation, the guy’s hand moved from Molly’s leg to her lower back. It was another well-executed move. The man clearly had experience picking up girls at bars. Her lower back happened to be exposed as her tank top had ridden up a little. The guy then ran his fingers over the exposed skin.

    Blake was certain he saw signs of arousal coming from his girlfriend. She titled her head back a little. Her shoulders relaxed. She said something. Blake imagined it was Molly telling the guy that his touch felt good.

    It was right around then that a bit of concern began to blend with his desire. Was Molly enjoying it too much? Was she staying a little too long? Should she have thanked the guy for the drink and dragged Blake out of there by now?

    The guy finished his drink and put it on the bar. He leaned closer as if to signal the bartender again, but in fact he was going in to kiss Molly. His lips found hers and they lingered there. Molly wasn’t stopping him.

    The guy’s hand moved from her lower back to her neck. It was a skillful, sensual move. They weren’t just kissing. Somehow they’d almost immediately segued to making out at the bar.

    Blake experienced an odd mixture of distress and arousal. Molly wasn’t stopping the guy at the bar. She was kissing him back. She was doing it fervently, too. Blake was almost certain there was tongue involved.

    His cock was rock hard. His heart was pounding. He was also utterly terrified that he’d made a huge mistake and was losing his girlfriend.

    The kiss ended. The guy caressed Molly’s face. She leaned into his touch. She seemed utterly enamored with the man she was supposed to be flirting with.

    She said something and slipped off the bar stool. Blake thought she was coming back to him, but Molly headed towards the bathroom.

    “Come to the bathroom,” she texted.

    Blake tried to look casual as he crossed the bar while walking a little bit funny to hide his erection. “Molly?” he whispered once he reached the dark hallway that led to the bathrooms.

    The door to the women’s room opened and Molly pulled him inside. She pushed him against the door and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She reached between his legs and grasped his cock.

    “You’re hard,” she said.

    Blake deftly unbuttoned her shorts and pushed his hand into her panties as Molly resumed kissing him.

    “You’re wet,” he said when her lips finally relented.

    Blake played with her wet pussy. She played with his hard cock. They were both completely lost in a kind of arousal they didn’t really understand.

    “I’m sorry I kissed him,” Molly said.

    “Don’t apologize. I liked it,” Blake said. There was no point in acting jealous or angry. He didn’t really feel either.

    Molly kissed him. She pushed him hard against the door. She was more aggressive than he’d ever experienced.

    “You’d fuck me right here, wouldn’t you?” she asked with a smile.

    “I would,” Blake said. “I’d rather fuck you at home, though.”

    “He wants to fuck me too,” she said.

    Blake felt an unexpected rush of desire between his legs. He didn’t think the idea of another man fucking his girlfriend would arouse him. He thought he just wanted it to be flirting. Maybe he was wrong.

    Blake kissed his girlfriend. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with a third. She moaned into his mouth.

    “How do you know he wants to fuck you?” Blake asked.

    “He asked me to go back to his place,” she answered.

    Blake moaned as Molly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Her bare fingers felt good on his shaft.

    A question lingered on the tip of Blake’s tongue. He was nervous about asking it, though. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the intensely pleasurable sensations of Molly’s hand stroking him.

    “Is that what you want?” he finally asked.

    Molly stopped stroking him. He stopped playing with her pussy.

    “It’s a lot more than flirting,” Molly said.

    Blake looked into his girlfriend’s eyes. He was certain that she was asking for permission. All he had to do was give it. Was it insane that he was thinking about saying yes to her? Was he being overwhelmed by the desire coursing through him? Was he about to make an utterly insane decision?

    “I won’t be mad,” he said.

    Molly’s fingers moved slowly over the head of his cock and teased the underside. She leaned closer. He felt her breath on his neck.

    “Are you sure?” she whispered.

    She looked so beautiful. Her face and chest were flushed red with arousal. Her breasts were irresistible in the tight tank top.

    “Will you come home to me afterwards?” Blake asked.

    Molly kissed him in response. Her passion was obvious.

    “Of course I will,” she said.

    “Then yes, I’m sure.”

    Molly let go of his cock and stepped back. She pulled up her shorts and buttoned them. She looked in the mirror and fixed her hair to make it look like she hadn’t just been fooling around with someone in the bathroom.

    “I’ll see you later tonight then,” Molly said as Blake stepped aside to let her out of the bathroom. She kissed his cheek on the way out and then disappeared down the dark hallway.

    Blake followed a few minutes later. Molly was already gone.

    The moment he stepped outside Blake was certain he’d made a terrible decision. In a fog of lust he’d sent his girlfriend home with another man. Someone else was going to fuck her and he’d said okay to it. He’d been wildly aroused by it.

    As he walked towards their apartment, visions of Molly fucking someone else filled his head. He imagined her riding the guy – girl on top was her favorite position – with her big breasts bouncing as he reached up and played with them. His cock started to get hard again as he battled with agony and arousal.

    It was a short walk home, but it felt like it took forever. He wanted to masturbate. He wanted to take a cold shower. He wanted to run away. He wanted to go to sleep. He didn’t know what to do.

    Blake ended up having another drink and dropping onto the couch. He put something on the TV, turned the volume way up, and eventually nodded off.

    He woke up to a blissful feeling. He opened his eyes and saw Molly sitting on the couch. She had his cock out. He was rock hard and she was stroking him slowly.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “For what?” Blake asked as he tried to blink the sleep out of his eyes.

    “For what? What do you think?”

    Molly straddled him and her lips quickly found his. They shared a long, slow, deeply sensual kiss that cleared Blake’s mind of anything but his desire. Everything he felt in the bar returned. The lust hadn’t disappeared, it had just laid dormant for a few hours.

    “Did you?” he asked.

    “I’ve been gone for three hours. Of course I did.” Molly said before she pulled off her tank top and kissed him again.

    Blake wondered why she was kissing him so vigorously if she’d just spent three hours with another guy.

    “Was it good?” he asked.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it, baby,” Molly said as she reached back and unhooked her bra.

    Blake’s hands instinctively moved to her breasts. He’d never felt anything so glorious.

    “He liked them too,” she said. “His hands felt so good on them. His lips and tongue, too.”

    Blake pulled Molly’s lips to his. He kissed her and played with her breasts. She moaned into his mouth. He knew she was thinking about the other guy and it turned him on.

    Molly hopped off the couch and pulled off her shorts. “He kept my panties,” she said.

    Blake got naked as he thought about another man having a pair of his girlfriend’s panties. Jealousy and desire battled inside him.

    Molly straddled him again. She reached between her legs and grabbed his cock. She took him inside her.

    “You’re so wet,” Blake said.

    “I just got fucked,” Molly said with a smile as she placed her hands on his chest and rode him. “I got fucked good, too.”

    “Shit, Molly,” Blake said.

    “What is it, baby? Is that hard to hear, or does hearing that make you hard?” Molly laughed. She was clearly delighted with herself and it seemed that her sexual desire knew no bounds. She rode him hard and fast.

    “I’m not gonna last,” Blake said.

    “Don’t worry. I got all I needed from him,” Molly said. She leaned forward and worked her pussy over Blake’s cock in a slow, sensual manner. She kissed him and sucked on his tongue. “He gave me all the orgasms I could handle.”

    “Did he?” Blake asked as he enjoyed the warmth and wetness of his girlfriend’s pussy.

    “Three times,” she said. “We used condoms though. Don’t worry.”

    She moved faster over his cock. Her pussy milked him.

    “You get to cum inside me,” Molly said as her hair fell over his face. She leaned closer and kissed him. Her tongue seemed to be doing acrobatics in his mouth. It was wondrous.

    Blake grabbed her ass and squeezed.

    “He spanked me,” she said. “It was so fucking hot.”

    “Really?” Blake said as Molly rode him faster.

    “He took me from behind and spanked me hard. I’m not sure I’ve ever cum so hard.”

    Blake groaned and grabbed his girlfriend’s ass. He pictured the guy at the bar fucking her from behind and spanking her. It drove him crazy in the best and most terrible ways imaginable.

    “Cum for me, baby,” Molly said.

    “Fuck, Molly. Fuck, you’re incredible.”

    Molly smiled. “That’s what he said.”

    Blake came inside her. He pushed up into his girlfriend and she kissed his neck as he unloaded in her pussy.

    “Fuuuuck!” he cried out as the pleasure spread through his loins.

    Molly stayed on top and kept Blake’s cock inside her as they kissed.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “I gave him my number,” she said. “I hope he texts.”

    Blake hoped so too.

  
    It's a Beautiful Thing to Watch

    There’s nothing kinky about two people making love. It’s beautiful, in fact. It’s two beautiful people having sex. It’s two beautiful people connected in a deeply intimate way. They kiss as he thrusts in and out of her body. They kiss as they both experience the beautiful pleasures of sex.

    It’s all a matter of perception though, isn’t it. Because it's not just two people having sex. It's your girlfriend and another man. It's your girlfriend and your roommate. It's your girlfriend and your roommate fulfilling a fantasy you’ve been nursing for months.

    You told her about it. You couldn’t help it. You didn’t think anything would come of it, but you told her. You wanted to let her know that you’d be okay with her having sex with him if she wanted to try something different. You told her he had a big cock, that you’d seen it before and that you’d heard some of the girls he’d fucked talk about how good he was.

    Your girlfriend didn’t say anything about it after that night. You were a little disappointed, but you understood. She wasn’t the kind of girl to try something so bold and different. She wasn’t going to be into fucking two guys at the same time. She was a one man kind of girl.

    At least, that’s what you thought. It all changed on a Sunday afternoon. You woke up to an empty bed. You heard the distinct sounds of sex coming from the living room. You stumbled out of bed. You stepped into the living room to see your girlfriend on her back, naked, and with your roommate’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

    They were kissing. Her legs were spread. Her tits looked perfect. Her shaved pussy welcomed every thrust. They both moaned. The sounds of kissing, moaning, and good sex filled the room.

    You said nothing. You stood there and watched your fantasy come to life. It looked like it wasn’t the first time they’d fucked. It looked like they’d had plenty of practice with it. It looked like your girlfriend had made your fantasy a reality behind your back. It looked like she’d been fucking your roommate for weeks, if not longer.

    “Cum inside me,” she said.

    He smiled. Then he looked up and saw you. He didn’t stop, though. All he did was smile at you and go back to kissing your girlfriend. He fucked her a little harder and faster. She moaned for him.

    “Cum inside me,” she said again, this time with a little more lust in her voice.

    Your roommate grunted and pushed his cock inside her. He unloaded his cum into her pussy. He filled her with his seed. They kissed as he unleashed his semen into your girlfriend.

    A few moments later she said, “He’s going to wake up soon. I should get back into bed.”

    Your roommate glanced up at your and smiled. “Of course.” He pulled out and pulled her lips to his for one more kiss. “When he wakes up you should fuck him. See if he notices that my cum is inside you.”

    Your girlfriend smiled and kissed him. “You’re so naughty,” she said.

    You rushed back to the bed, trying to be as quiet as possible. A few minutes later your girlfriend returned. She slipped under the sheets and cuddled up next to you. She kissed your back and neck. She was going to do as your roommate suggested. You couldn’t wait.

  
    It's a Matter of Respect

    I think we can both agree that you're incapable of satisfying me, right cuck? I mean, that's the reason I cuckolded you in the first place. If you remember correctly, it was your idea, in fact.

    I made it known that I wasn't happy with our sex life. I made it clear that I needed more than you could give me. You feared that I would leave you, so you suggested that I start cuckolding you.

    Now I have a lover. You've watched him fuck me. You know that he's better than you. You know that his big cock satisfies me in ways yours never could. He has taken your place in our bedroom. He is my primary sexual partner. He is the man that provides me with the kind of satisfaction every woman craves and deserves.

    He likes fucking a married woman. He likes making you watch. He likes denying you the pleasure of an orgasm while you watch. It was his idea to start cuffing your hands behind your back while you watch. He actually wanted to lock your dick in a little cage, so you should be grateful that it's just the handcuffs.

    I think you understand that part of his pleasure comes from humiliating you. I think you feel it. I think you experience it, like when he takes me from behind while we both face you. He likes making you look into my eyes as he cums in my pussy. He likes making me tell you how inferior you are as he fucks me, as he stretches my cunt, as he makes me cum all over his fat dick before planting his seed deep in me.

    He likes making you lick his load out of me. He likes making you thank him for fucking me right after you've licked his seed out of me. He likes making you beg him to fuck me.

    Now he wants more. Now he wants you to suffer a more in depth humiliation.

    I want it too. I want to keep him happy. I want to make sure that he keeps fucking me. Which is why you're going to do as he desires. You're going to get on your knees. You're going to look up at him. You're going to take him in your mouth. You're going to suck his cock.

    You're going to show him your gratitude. He fucks me in ways you can't. He satisfies me in ways you can't. He gives me what I need, what I couldn't get from you. I could be cheating on you. I could have divorced you. Instead, I'm cuckolding you. You still get to be involved in my sex life. You still get pleasure of some variety.

    So you'll show him your gratitude. You'll suck his dick. You'll fluff him for me. You'll be a good cuckold and turn yourself into a skilled cocksucker. You'll thank him for the privilege of sucking his dick, too, for it's far superior to yours and you should wrap your lips around it and give him head until he's satisfied.

    Don't disappoint me, honey. Suck his dick like a good cuckold. Suck his dick and thank him for the privilege of offering a superior man the pleasure of your cuck mouth.

  
    It's All About Connection...Even When He's Inside Her

    You’re on your knees by the side of your bed. You’re looking up at your wife and her bull. He’s on his back and she’s on top. They’re kissing as she teases his cock by rubbing her pussy lips over the thick, throbbing head. He’ll be inside her soon. He’ll fill her like she needs to be filled. She’ll ride him until they both cum and you’ll get to watch it all.

    After a thorough bout of naughty foreplay, your wife’s pussy is soaked and the head of her bull’s cock is slippery with her juices and his precum. She sits back and smiles down at him as she reaches between their legs and guides the head of his cock between her plump pussy lips.

    She looks at you and takes him inside her. Her mouth opens and she moans while smiling. “He feels so good inside me,” she says softly. “I love his cock so much.”

    She sinks down, taking every inch of her bull’s thickness as she looks back at him. She puts her hands on his chest and slowly rocks her hips back and forth. He reaches up to play with her breasts and she moans as he gently pulls on her nipples, deepening her excitement.

    “Ride me,” he says. “Ride my cock while your husband watches.”

    Your wife smiles at her bull and rides him just like he wants. She goes slow at first, lifting her pussy until he’s almost completely out of her and sinking back down again. You have a nice view between her legs. You can see that his cock glistens with her juices when she pulls off of it and the sight of him disappearing inside her again is enough to make your cock throb with intense desire.

    She takes her time, but your beautiful wife picks up the pace, mostly because she can’t resist. She likes drawing out sex with her bull, but she has needs and when she gets turned on she can’t help but meet those needs.

    Soon enough she’s bouncing hard on his cock. Up and down her hips go as she digs her fingernails into his chest. The sounds of wet, wild, wonderful sex fill the bedroom and your dick – your much smaller dick – throbs between your legs as you witness your wife’s pleasure at having her bull’s cock inside her.

    Then, after a few minutes of vigorous fucking, your wife slows down. She leans back with his cock buried deep inside her and slowly moves her hips back and forth. She milks him with the wetness and heat of her flesh and he can’t help but smile.

    “God damn your pussy feels good,” he says.

    Your wife returns his smile. “Your cock feels even better. I swear, you’ve fucked me so many times and I still can’t get enough of your beautiful dick. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of having it inside me.”

    He reaches up with both hands and grasps her breasts. He squeezes hard enough to elicit a loud moan from your wife and she leans back, puts her hands on his thighs, and rides him faster. You stare at the union of their bodies and marvel at how beautiful it is to see another man’s cock deep inside the woman you love.

    She works him like that for a few minutes before pulling her pussy off his shaft, moving back between his legs, and taking him in her mouth. She sucks her slippery, sweet juices off his cock and he entwines his fingers in her long, soft hair, guiding her up and down his dick in a manner that seems to thrill her.

    Never in your life has your wife given you a blowjob during sex. Never has she hopped off your cock and taken you in her mouth to enhance your pleasure like she’s doing for her bull. You feel a little jealous, but it only makes your dick throb harder.

    After a beautiful oral interlude, your wife climbs on his cock again. He slips into her soaking wet pussy with ease and she moans in the same way she does every time he fills her.

    “Come here, my love,” your wife says as she begins to ride him slowly. “Kiss me.”

    You stand and lean over to kiss your wife as another man’s cock fills her pussy. She reaches up and her fingers dance through the hair on the back of your head as her tongue slips into your mouth in a slow, tender, hugely erotic manner.

    The kiss ends, but your wife’s lips remain achingly close to yours. Her eyes open and you connect with her as she rides him a little faster.

    “Thank you for watching,” she says. “Thank you for always being here when my bull fucks me. Thank you for being such a wonderful cuckold and happily witnessing my pleasure with the other man in my life.”

    “I love you,” you say. “And I love watching you experience the joy that he provides.”

    Your wife smiles before a long moan escapes her lips. It seems like she’s getting closer to her climax.

    “I love you, my darling cuckold,” she replies. “Now kiss me again. Kiss me as I ride his cock. Connect with me as I connect with my bull.”

    You kiss your wife. It’s deep and passionate. It’s the kind of kiss that used to precede sex between the two of you, but now it’s the kind of kiss you often share while someone else is inside her. It’s a beautiful way to connect while someone else is fucking her. It always enhances the pleasure of watching and it seems to turn her on too.

    “Tell me you want him to cum inside me, baby,” she says. “Tell me you want my bull to flood my pussy with his potent seed.”

    Your foreheads touch as you say, “I want him to cum inside you. I want your bull to cum inside you. I want another man to cum in my wife. I want him to flood my wife’s pussy with his potent seed.”

    She rides him faster and reaches up to hold your head in both her hands. She moans and you can feel the warmth of her breath against your lips. Her bull grabs her hips to help her ride him faster and you reach down to play with her breasts, doing everything you can to enhance her pleasure.

    “I want him to flood your womb with his seed,” you say.

    Your wife moans. She fucks her bull faster. Her lips press against yours. She kisses you vigorously. You return her passion. She moans loudly. Her bull groans.

    They cum together. She drops her pussy onto his cock and her tongue dances wildly in your mouth as she unleashes a steady stream of moans. His grunts and groans fill the bedroom as he cums inside your wife.

    “That was beautiful,” you say.

    Her eyes open and she smiles at you. “Yes, it was,” she replies. “Thank you for helping to make it beautiful. Thank you for being a good cuckold.”

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and offers a few slow strokes. You know she won’t make you cum – that only happens after her bull has left – but it feels spectacularly good and you don’t mind that you’re not going to cum from it.

    “Will you get us a few damp towels so we can clean up?” your wife asks.

    “Of course,” you say. She releases your cock and you head to the bathroom to dampen a few towels and help her clean up after the beautiful sex you just witnessed. With any luck, you’ll get to watch again before the night is over.

  
    It's All About What She Wants, Cuck

    She runs her hands over his chest as her gaze turns to you. Your beautiful wife flashes an irresistible smile and bites her lower lip in that suggestive, sexy way you love so much.

    “You love me, don’t you sweetie?” she asks.

    You look at your beautiful wife and nod. Her bull reaches up and his hands move over her upper back and shoulders.

    “You love me lots and lots, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod again as her fingers move past her bull’s belly button. She deftly undoes the button of his jeans and lowers the zipper a few inches.

    “You love being my cuckold, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod once more as your wife runs her fingers up her bull’s chest and kisses his neck. He turns his head and their lips meet. Their mouths open and their tongues dance just a little. You see her passion for him. You see her desire for the sex they’re unquestionably going to have tonight.

    She looks at you as the kiss ends. Her lips curl into a seductive smile. “Take his pants off for me,” she says.

    You glance at her bull and he smiles as your eyes travel down the rest of his body. You can see the bulge in his jeans. The kiss and your wife’s hands all over his body have turned him on. He’s ready to play.

    “Go ahead. Just unzip his pants the rest of the way and pull them off,” she encourages you.

    You crawl forward and he spreads his legs a little to let you between them. Your heart pounds a little harder as you reach up and pull his zipper the rest of the way down. You slip your fingers into two of his belt loops and pull his jeans off.

    “What a good boy,” your wife says in a soft, seductive tone. “Didn’t that feel good? Didn’t it feel good to do as you were told?”

    You toss his pants aside and nod at your wife. She kisses her bull’s neck and he closes his eyes and moans as her hands move over his chest. Jealousy courses through your body. You know how good it feels when she touches you. You know how good it feels to be on the receiving end of her lust. That pleasure won’t be yours to experience today, though. That’s reserved for him.

    “Take his underwear off,” your wife says between kisses on his neck. “Free his beautiful cock for me. Free the cock that gives me the orgasms I need. Free the cock that makes me cum like I deserve to cum.”

    The obvious implication is that your cock doesn’t do that for her. You don’t make her cum like he does. You know it’s true. You’ve been told often enough that you don’t make her cum like she wants to cum. Only he does. That’s why he’s her bull and you’re her cuckold.

    You’ve never participated like this before, though. Usually you watch and masturbate. You don’t strip him for her. You don’t take his underwear off while your wife is kissing him.

    “Show me you know how to be a good cuckold,” your wife says. “Take his underwear off. Free his cock. Do it.”

    There’s a hint of impatience in her voice that spurs you to action. You reach up and slip your fingers under the waistband of his boxer shorts. You pull them down, exposing his long, thick cock and his heavy balls.

    “That’s a good boy,” your wife says.

    You smile. You like being called a good boy. There’s something about it that thrills you.

    She kisses her bull again. You watch his cock grow as your wife sucks on his tongue and moans for him. You watch how excited he gets for her.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” your wife asks as she catches you staring between her bull’s legs.

    You look up and see that they’re both smiling.

    “His cock,” she continues. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Isn’t that why you’re staring? Aren’t you thinking about how that cock is responsible for making me cum so hard? Aren’t you thinking about how that cock saved our marriage by making up for your considerable shortcomings in the bedroom?”

    It’s not the first time your wife has mentioned your shortcomings in the bedroom. It’s not the first time she’s reminded you that there’s a very practical reason you’re a cuckold. You nod in response to her questions.

    “You know that he fucks me better than you ever have, right?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    “You know that he’s superior to you in so many ways, right?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “I want you to show me that you understand that,” your wife says as she reaches down and takes her bull’s nearly-erect cock in her hand. She strokes him slowly and looks up at you. “I want you to kiss his cock.”

    “I don’t want to,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and strokes her bull’s cock. “I don’t care about what you want,” she says. “This isn’t about what you want. It’s about what I want.”

    She runs her fingers over the head of her bull’s throbbing cock, gathers a little bit of precum from the tip, and sucks it off her finger.

    “I want to see you kiss his beautiful cock,” she says. “I want to see your soft lips against his cock head. I want you to do as you’re told.”

    You look at her bull’s cock. You study the mushroom-shaped head and the veins running down the shaft. You see the little bumps and the slit at the tip. You see the cock that spends so much time inside your wife and provides her with such intense pleasure.

    “It isn’t a request,” your wife says. “Kiss my bull’s cock. Kiss it now. Show us both that you understand your place as a cuckold.”

    You crawl a little closer and your head sinks towards his cock. The faint smell of his manhood invades your nose. You breathe it in and feel a wave of humiliation rush through your body. You’re about to kiss another man’s cock. Of course it’s humiliating.

    “Make it a good kiss, sweetie. Don’t embarrass me. Show him how thankful you are for all the pleasure he gives me. Show him how grateful you are that I’ve finally found someone that can actually make me cum,” she says.

    You close your eyes and press your lips against the plump head of his cock. Your lips part just a little around the ridge. You feel the softness of his flesh. You’re surprised at how pleasant the whole thing is.

    “Is he doing a good job?” your wife asks.

    “He is,” her bull says. “I like that he closed his eyes, just like he would for a good kiss.”

    “Use your tongue,” your wife says. “Make it a French kiss.”

    You part your lips like you would for a French kiss. You move your tongue over the flesh of her bull’s cock. You’re surprised at the arousal you feel between your legs. There’s something so delightfully kinky about doing as you’re told and you quite like that it makes your wife happy.

    Her bull moans. “Is he making you feel good?” your wife asks.

    “Yes he is,” he replies.

    “Suck on the head, sweetie. Take it in your mouth. Show my bull how much he means to you. Show him how grateful you are that I have a real man in my life now. Show him how grateful you are that his cock fucks your wife to the best orgasms of her life,” she demands.

    You keep your eyes closed and wrap your lips around the plump head of his cock. The head feels so soft in your mouth and the underside feels so stiff against your tongue. You lick and suck like you know you’re supposed to do. You show the gratitude your wife has demanded by giving him pleasure. You suck cock for the first time in your life.

    “You were right,” her bull says before moaning. “He’s good.”

    “I told you he would be,” your wife says. “He’s a cuckold. He’s a submissive. Of course he would be good at sucking cock. Offering himself for pleasure is his purpose. He’s always been good at eating pussy so it’s no surprise he’s a natural at giving head.”

    It’s embarrassing, but you feel a sense of pride. Your wife thought you’d be a good cocksucker and you’ve proven her right. You are good. You’re very good. You’re giving good head and you’re making the man she’s chosen as her bull feel great.

    “Kiss his balls, sweetie,” your wife says. “They make the cum that he fills me with. They make the testosterone that fuels his erections. Show him how much you appreciate him by kissing his big, beautiful balls.”

    You release his cock from your lips and kiss your way down the shaft. You keep your eyes closed. You can’t bear to look at your wife and her bull as you pleasure him. It’s just too embarrassing.

    You feel his pubic hair first. You push through it and kiss his balls. You lick them. You show them the appreciation that your wife demands.

    “Now suck on his balls, sweetie. Take them in your mouth. Suck on a real man’s balls. Suck on those big, beautiful balls that make his cum. Help him make a nice big load so he can pump it deep into my pussy tonight. Help him make a nice big load and I’ll let you clean it up like you love to do. I’ll let you lick every drop of his seed from my pussy when we’re done,” your wife says.

    You suck on her bull’s big balls. You take each into your mouth and run your tongue over it. You cover them in your saliva. You give him pleasure because that’s your place. You make him feel good because your wife has demanded it. You offer your mouth like a good cuckold.

    “That’s good, sweetie,” your wife says as she sits up and pulls off her top. “I need him now. Watching you suck cock has me all wet. I want you watch him fuck me. Watch my bull pound me. Watch him make me cum. Watch him cum inside me. Then you can clean us both.”

    You move back and her bull gets onto the couch. Your wife straddles him. She takes him inside her. They fuck. Soon you’ll get to clean them both. You’ll get to lick the cum and pussy juice from his cock and balls. You’ll get to eat his load from her pussy. Isn’t that exciting?

  
    It's Better Bareback

    “Are you upset?” she asks after revealing that she let her bull cum inside her.

    You should probably be upset. She wasn’t supposed to let him cum inside her. You’re not, though. Instead, you’re overcome with a very particular desire.

    “No, I’m not upset,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles and steps closer. She presses her lithe body against yours and reaches up to slip a hand around the back of your neck. Her fingers dance through your hair as her lips find their way to the soft skin just below your jaw line. She kisses you and a soft moan escapes as she does. She transports you to a place of pleasure in an instant, washing away any latent frustration with the fact that she let another man cum inside her.

    “Are you excited?” she whispers.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    She kisses your neck again and asks, “Because another man’s cum is dripping into my panties?”

    “Yes,” you answer as she rubs her pelvis into your stiff cock.

    “I think I know what you want,” she says as her hips continue to generate delightful pressure in the front of your pants.

    You don’t offer a response. You’re not entirely sure what you want. You just know that you’re overcome with lust.

    Your wife’s hand moves to the top of your head. She leans back, looks into your eyes, and applies gentle pressure. Your pulse races as you slowly fall to your knees. She gently takes hold of a handful of your hair and pulls back until you’re looking up at her from your knees.

    “I know what you want,” she says.

    With one hand she unzips her skirt and it falls to her feet. She kicks it aside and redirects your gaze between her legs. You see the wet spot in the sexy pink panties she wore for her bull. You see proof that he came inside her.

    Your wife steps closer. Her crotch is close enough to your face that you can feel the warmth emanating from it. She pulls back on your hair and you look up at her. Her foot moves between your legs and she plays with your stiff cock through your jeans.

    “I love that you want this,” she says.

    Your heart is pounding impossibly hard as you consider what’s about to happen. You know what she’s going to do.

    She directs your gaze to her panties once more and pulls your face forward. She presses her pussy against your lips. She grinds her hips and you stick out your tongue and lick her panties. A salty taste hits your tongue. You taste her bull. You taste his cum leaking through her sexy pink panties. You taste the man that came inside your wife tonight.

    She moans as she grinds her pussy over your lips and tongue. “Is this what you wanted, baby? Is this what you wanted the moment I told you that my bull came inside me? Is this why you weren’t mad?”

    She steps back and you look up at her. “Yes, this is what I wanted,” you answer. Your dick is so hard it hurts. She smiles and continues to use her foot to skillfully play with your erect shaft.

    “Do you want more?” she asks.

    You nod. Your wife reaches down and pulls aside her panties. Her pussy lips are coated in a thick white cream. A little of it drips out of her and falls onto the floor. That means there’s more inside her. You lean forward but she tightens her grip on her hair and pulls back.

    “Tell me what you want,” she says.

    “I want…I want to lick your pussy,” you reply.

    “Because it’s filled with his cum?” she asks. “Is that why you want to lick my pussy? Because it’s brimming with my bull’s thick, salty cum?”

    You feel like there’s a chance you’re going to cum in your pants. You’ve never been so turned on. “Yes, I want to lick your pussy because it’s filled with his cum. I want to clean his cum out of you.”

    She smiles, steps closer, and pulls your head between her legs once more. You push your tongue between her pussy lips and find his cum. You lick it out of her. You swallow it. Your body trembles with pleasure as you clean her. Your cock throbs as her toes continue to work you through your jeans. Your loins tingle with a kind of lust you’ve truly never felt before.

    “That’s it,” your wife says as she reaches down and takes a second handful of your hair. “Clean his load out of me.”

    You look up to see her eyes are closed and she has a look of rather intense pleasure on her face. Her hips begin to move subtly as she rubs her clit over your upper lip while your tongue dives deep into her cunt to clean the mess her bull left inside her.

    “Baby, clean my messy pussy,” she says. “Fuck, clean my cum filled pussy. Clean it. Clean it!”

    Her grip tightens on your hair and she applies gentle pressure, pulling your deeper between her legs. Her thighs tremble as her voice trails off and she unleashes a slow, steady stream of moans. Eventually, she cums on your tongue. She makes those beautiful little squealing noises that sometimes happen when she has a particularly good orgasm. She holds your head between her legs and you continue eating as much of her bull’s load as you can while she does.

    She stands up, steps back, and lowers her panties. “Stand up and strip,” she instructs.

    You stand and remove your clothes. Your wife takes her cummy panties in her hand and steps closer. She wraps the messy underwear around your cock and you feel his cum lubricate your shaft. She smiles and jerks you off with her panties. You don’t say a word. Instead, you moan. It’s all you can do because it feels so fucking good. She smiles in delight because she guessed right. She suspected you’d love a panty handjob with her bull’s cum as lube and she was right.

    You blow your load in less than a minute. She catches most of in her panties while kissing your neck and moaning like she’s getting fucked. She ensures that you have a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm – among the best you’ve ever had – and when she pulls away you see a joyful smile on her face.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “Believe me, it was my pleasure,” she replies. “Now let’s go take a shower and clean up all this cum.”

    You follow your beautiful naked wife to the shower. Luckily for you, she lets you go down on her again before you clean up.

  
    It's Better With a Married Woman

    “I’m telling you, some guys are really into fucking married women,” Rachel said. The couple at the table next to their glanced over and Rachel shot them a dirty look before turning to Callie and continuing. “They get off on proving that they’re better than the woman’s husband. I swear, for some men, it’s a challenge they can’t wait to tackle. You tell them you’re married and they can’t wait to get inside you and prove that your husband is comparatively ineffectual in bed.”

    Callie knew a crowded restaurant wasn’t a great location for a conversation like the one they were having, but she couldn’t help it. She’d opened the door, after all, by mentioning that her husband Rick had brought up the idea of Callie sleeping with other men.

    “What’s your hesitation?” Rachel asked. “If Rick’s into it, why wouldn’t you fuck other guys? We’ve been friends for a long time. I know you’re into dick, and I also know that you’re a little frustrated with your sex life as currently constituted.”

    “Jesus, Rachel, I get that I brought this up, but could you be just a little quieter? I don’t want the entire restaurant knowing my sexual history,” Callie said.

    Rachel smiled, leaned a little closer, and said, “Why? You have nothing to be ashamed of. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be a little bit slutty sometimes, and I think we both know that you get off on being a little bit slutty sometimes. I do too. I’m pretty sure that’s why we’re such good friends.”

    “Ladies,” the waiter said as he arrived with their meals and placed them on the table. “Does everything look good?”

    “It certainly does,” Rachel said as she surveyed the food. “I have a quick question, though.”

    “Of course,” the waiter replied.

    Rachel looked at Callie, smiled, and turned her attention to the waiter. “What’s your name?”

    “Cole,” the waiter replied.

    “Cole, do you think my friend is beautiful?” Rachel said as she gestured to Callie.

    Cole turned to Callie, smiled, and said, “Yes. She’s very beautiful.”

    “I agree,” Rachel replied. “Now, my friend is married, but her husband is interested in her having sex with other people. I know that might sound strange, but it’s true. Accepting that it’s true, does knowing she’s married make you more or less interested in having sex with her?”

    “More,” Cole answered.

    Rachel smiled at Callie, as if to say ‘I told you so.’

    “Is your husband really interested in that?” Cole asked. “You sleeping with other people, I mean?”

    “Yes, he is,” Callie admitted. She felt deeply self-conscious, but Rachel had already put everything out there and she saw little reason not to answer a simple question.

    “And there’s something about having sex with a married woman – especially one that has permission to play with other men – that’s quite appealing, isn’t there, Cole?” Rachel asked.

    “There is,” Cole answered. “There really is.”

    “Callie and I went to college together,” Rachel said. “Every single guy she was with – and I mean every single one of them – said she gave the best blowjob they’d ever had.”

    Callie considered kicking her friend under the table, but there was a small part of her that found what Rachel was doing oddly thrilling and she decided to see how it would play out.

    “Is that right?” Cole said.

    “It is,” Rachel replied. “The secret, as Callie revealed to me, is that giving head turns her on. Most women aren’t like that, so they don’t put in much effort. Callie, on the other hand, loves the sense of control she has with a man in her mouth. She loves being able to give him pleasure that way, especially when it leads to the kind of fucking she craves.”

    Rachel was unquestionably going too far, but Callie didn’t stop her and neither did Cole. Her friend happened to be right. Callie had always found it thrilling to give a blowjob, almost entirely because she got off on how good she could make a guy feel. She liked having that sense of control over a man’s pleasure.

    “Callie,” Rachel said, “Do you find Cole attractive?”

    Callie looked up at the waiter and he flashed a charming smile. “Yes, I do,” she answered. “In fact, he’s very attractive.”

    “I agree,” Rachel replied. “So, if you were going to take your husband up on his offer to step outside your marriage, is Cole the sort of man you’d do that with?”

    Callie considered shutting the conversation down, as it had clearly ventured into territory she wasn’t entirely comfortable with. She didn’t, though. She was excited. More excited than she’d felt in a long time. Callie wasn’t entirely sure why, but it seemed reasonable to think that the idea of fucking Cole – a stranger, really – thrilled her. So, she gave an honest answer. “Yes, he is.”

    “You know, I couldn’t help but notice that the women’s bathroom had a lock on it,” Rachel said. “I suppose that’s for the privacy of the restaurant’s guests, isn’t it?”

    “It is,” Cole replied.

    Callie looked across the table at her friend and then up at the waiter. She was certain that if she got up to go to the bathroom, Cole would follow. If she wanted, she could fuck another man. She could give in to the sense of desire she felt. She could unleash the slutty side of her that had been in hibernation since she’d started seeing Rick.

    It was just too alluring an opportunity to pass up. “If you’ll excuse me,” Callie said, “I need to go to the bathroom.” She pushed her chair back, smiled at Cole, and headed towards the women’s bathroom.

    “Have fun,” Rachel called out.

    Callie stepped into the women’s bathroom and leaned against the door. Her pulse raced as she took a few moments to debate the wisdom of what she’d decided to do. Would Rick be mad at her for fucking someone else without telling him first? Would Cole even want to fuck her or would she end up embarrassed if he chose not to follow her?

    After no more than thirty seconds the door opened and Cole stepped inside. He turned the lock and stepped in front of Callie. He studied her face for a few moments and leaned in. His lips hovered achingly close to hers for a few moments before she took the initiative and kissed him.

    The moment their tongues met it was as if a dam burst open inside Callie. Pent-up desire poured out of her and into Cole. She moaned as he moved a hand up her torso and played with her breasts through the thin, soft material of her dress. Callie pressed her pelvis into his and felt his erection, which doubled as proof of his desire.

    “Are you sure about this?” Cole asked. “Is your husband really okay with this?”

    “He is,” Callie answered. “Are you really okay with fucking a married woman?”

    Cole answered by kissing her. His hands moved down her back and under her dress. He ran his fingers up the backs of her thighs, grabbed her ass, and lifted Callie off the ground. She instinctively wrapped her legs around him as Cole held her against the wall and kissed her with surprising vigor. It seemed that he was more than okay with fucking a married woman.

    "Have you ever fucked a customer before?" Callie asked.

    He shook his head. "I've never really wanted to fuck a customer. Not until tonight."

    His grip on her ass felt firm and his tongue did wondrous things in her mouth, luring Callie deeper into a state of desire. She thought about Rick. She thought of going home and telling him that she'd gotten fucked in a restaurant bathroom, that she'd cum on the cock of a young waiter, that she'd let out her inner slut for a few minutes and that her pussy had been soaked at the mere idea of doing it.

    Callie wanted to make sure she had the naughtiest possible story to tell her husband, so she said, "I want to suck your cock."

    For a moment Cole's eyes went wide with surprise and Callie delighted in being able to catch the young man off guard with her desire to give him head. He set her down and she immediately reached for his zipper and tugged it down. Her fingers disappeared into his fly and freed his stiff cock.

    Arousal coursed through Callie's body as she touched another man's cock for the first time since she started dating Rick. It felt naughty and a little dangerous and she liked it. She liked the idea of having Cole in her mouth, too, so she squatted in front of him, looked up, and wrapped her lips around the plump head of his dick.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    Callie watched Cole's face as she sucked his cock. She watched the pleasure wash over him. She watched the desire grow. She saw just a hint of the animalistic need that almost always came over a man as his arousal built while a beautiful woman sucked his cock. Callie hoped that Cole could see the desire on her face, too, that he could see how much she enjoyed having him in her mouth.

    What he couldn't see was that Callie was looking forward to telling her husband that she'd had another man in her mouth that night. That she was going to tell Rick right before he leaned in to kiss her. That she couldn't wait to see the look on his face as he wondered if she was telling the truth, if she really had given a blowjob to another man, if another man's thick, throbbing cock really had been between her lips and deep in her mouth.

    "Fuck...that feels so fucking good," Cole said. "Oh my god...your friend was right...I don't think I've ever gotten a blowjob that feels this good."

    Callie would have enjoyed making him cum in her mouth. She always enjoyed the look on a man's face when he released his load onto her tongue. In fact, she'd forgotten just how much she enjoyed that look until she'd taken Cole's cock in her mouth.

    He wasn't going to cum in her mouth, though. Callie was going to get fucked. She was going to complete Rick's fantasy. She was going to fully unleash her inner slut in the restaurant bathroom.

    "Do you have a condom?" she asked.

    Cole pulled one from his pocket - she wondered for a moment if he always had a condom with him or if he'd borrowed one from a coworker - and she grabbed it, tore it open while sucking his dick, and then rolled it down his stiff, spit-soaked shaft.

    Callie stood, hopped on the bathroom counter, and spread her legs. She pulled her panties aside and Cole stepped between her thighs without saying a word. She took his stiff, latex-wrapped dick in her hand and guided him into her pussy.

    Cole moaned and Callie smiled. "Does that feel good?"

    "Fuck yes," he said. "Does my dick feel good inside you?"

    Cole was a little longer and quite a bit thicker than her husband. It took a few seconds to adjust to his thickness, but it felt good and she nodded and kissed him before saying, "You're bigger than my husband, and I like that. You're deeper inside me. You're stretching me more than he does."

    Callie thought of Rachel's assertion that men love to fuck a married woman, that they love to prove that they're better than her husband, that they can satisfy her far better than he does.

    "Do you think you can fuck me better than he does?" she asked.

    Cole smiled and leaned in. "Damn right I can."

    He fucked her hard. He fucked her with power and passion. He fucked her like a man with something to prove. He fucked her like a man determined to show that he was better than her husband, that he could make her pussy feel better than any man ever had.

    "Oh...fuck...that feels so good," Callie said as she wrapped her legs around the young waiter.

    "Yeah? You like that dick? I'm fucking you good? I'm fucking that married pussy good?"

    Callie liked that he called it her married pussy. She liked thinking about Rick. She liked the idea that she was giving her married pussy to someone who wasn't supposed to have it. She liked it so much that she was suddenly on the verge of an orgasm.

    "Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder and make me cum all over that big dick!"

    Cole delivered. He fucked her harder and Callie came. She closed her eyes and held her breath for a moment before the orgasm exploded outwards from her loins. Her fingers and toes tingled. She saw stars. Her legs kicked open and she pressed her hands into the bathroom counter and leaned back as it became exceptionally difficult to control her body.

    "Fuck..." was all she managed to say as she came down from her climax.

    Cole had a smile on his face. He'd fucked her better than her husband and he knew it. He hadn't cum, though, and Callie couldn't leave the bathroom until she'd made him cum.

    "Would you like to fuck me from behind?" she asked.

    Cole nodded eagerly and pulled out.

    Callie slid off the counter, turned around, and pushed her ass towards him. He slid into her from behind. He put a hand on her hip and another on her shoulder. She looked up and saw herself in the mirror. She saw a man she wasn't married to behind her. She saw pleasure on that man's face as he fucked her.

    Callie couldn't get enough of the look on his face. Cole was having the time of his life. He was fucking a married woman in a restaurant bathroom. He was living out a male fantasy and he was enjoying every second of it.

    "Wait," she said.

    To her surprise, Cole stopped thrusting immediately. "Is everything okay?"

    She smiled, nodded, and reached into her purse to grab her phone. "I want to film a quick video. I'm not sure my husband's going to believe me, but when I show him a video of you pounding me from behind he'll know for certain that I made his fantasy come true. Are you okay with me filming?"

    "Fuck yes," Cole said. "I don't know your husband, of course, but I think you should capture the moment where I cum. I think he might love seeing another man cum while in your pussy."

    Callie's thighs trembled a little and her pussy got wetter as she smiled at the young man whose cock was still deep inside her. She pointed her phone at the mirror, hit record, and said, "Fuck me, Cole. Fuck me while I make a video for my husband."

    Cole grabbed her hips and fucked her hard from behind as Callie filmed it. She looked right into the camera via the mirror. She wanted Rick to feel like she was staring right at him when he watched the video. She parted her lips and moaned.

    "Your cock is so deep in my pussy," she said. "So much deeper than my husband's cock goes. So much fucking deeper."

    Cole looked at her in the mirror and then put a hand on her shoulder to get more leverage. He fucked her harder and asked, "Does my dick feel better than your husband's?"

    "Yes," she answered.

    He fucked her faster. "Am I fucking you better than he does?"

    Callie could tell he was getting closer to cumming. His breathing was a little more ragged and wild. The sound of his body slamming into her ass filled the bathroom.

    "You're fucking me so much better than he does," she said. "You already made me cum so fucking hard but I'm going to cum again. I'm going to cum all over your cock."

    With Cole's hand on her shoulder Callie didn't need a hand to balance on the counter, so she reached between her legs and rubbed her clit. Waves of pleasure roared through her body from the gentle rubbing and she closed her eyes and let out a wild moan.

    "Cum for me," she said. "Fuck me hard and cum!"

    Cole's hand moved from her shoulder and into her hair. He grabbed a fistful of it and pulled back. It was the first time in her life anyone had pulled Callie's hair while fucking her. She never thought of herself as a woman that would enjoy that, and yet she came the moment it happened. She came so fucking hard she nearly dropped her phone.

    Her orgasm seemed to put Cole over the top as he buried his dick inside her, pulled hard on her hair for a few seconds, and then released his grip and leaned forward as he grunted and groaned.

    Callie looked into the camera and smiled. "Another man is cumming with his cock buried deep inside your wife's pussy, Rick. I just made your fantasy come true. I hope it was everything you wanted it to be."

    She blew him a kiss and added, "For what it's worth, it was much better than I thought it would be and I'm pretty sure I'd be happy to make your fantasy come true again, and again, and again."

    Callie stopped recording, slipped her phone into her purse, and turned her head to kiss Cole.

    "Can I give you my number?" he asked.

    She laughed softly. "I'd like that. I have no idea if my husband is going to enjoy any of this, but you were excellent and I'd absolutely enjoy fucking you again."

    "The feeling's mutual," he replied.

    Cole pulled out and tossed the condom into the trash before tucking his dick back into his pants. Callie pulled her panties over her pussy, made sure her dress looked as it had when she walked into the bathroom, and fixed her hair. Then she took Cole's number, gave him a deep kiss, and walked out of the bathroom with him following close behind.

    As she walked back to the table, Callie wondered about sending Rick a text. Should she let him know she'd made his fantasy come true, or should it be a surprise?

    She decided to text him. She'd let him know that she'd just made his fantasy reality. Then she'd take her time getting home. She'd enjoy dessert and another drink. She'd enjoy chatting with Rachel. She'd enjoy driving Rick crazy with anticipation.

    Then she'd go home and see if he really was into his fantasy. She'd see if he'd enjoy hearing about his wife having sex in a restaurant bathroom, if he'd enjoy kissing her knowing that she'd sucked another man's cock, if he'd enjoy watching a video of her being taken from behind.

    With any luck, it would be a thrilling end to a night that had thus far turned our much better than Callie had anticipated.

    Part 2 coming soon…

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 2

     "I can't believe you did that," Rachel said with a look of wonder - and perhaps a touch of jealousy - on her face. "I...I can't believe you actually did that."

    Callie's pussy still tingled from the hard fucking she'd enjoyed in the restaurant bathroom. Her nipples were still hard, too, and the pleasurable aftermath of her orgasm still resonated through her body.

    "You practically goaded me into it," she replied to her friend.

    "I know...but, I still can't believe you did it. Was it good?"

    Callie smiled and nodded. "It was great." She thought of Cole's cock moving in and out of her. She thought of the sounds of their bodies meeting as he fucked her hard. She thought of the look of pleasure on his face. She thought of having had him in her mouth, of having sucked a stranger's cock in the restaurant bathroom before he fucked her. All of it filled her with a remarkable kind of delight.

    "Will Rick be mad?" Rachel asked.

    "I hope not...because now that I've done it once, I feel like I'm going to have to do it again. I haven't had sex that good in a while." She sipped her drink, savored the taste of the alcohol, and then added, "You were right, by the way. He fucked me harder because I'm married. I think he really liked the idea of fucking me better than my husband does. Some men are, as you suggested, really into that sort of thing."

    "And some men are into being the husband that gets cuckolded, aren't they?" Rachel suggested.

    Rick was that man. Or at least he'd said he was that man. Time would tell if that was actually true.

    "I filmed it as he..." she smiled and wet quiet for a moment as she thought of the young waiter fucking her from behind while she filmed it looking into the bathroom mirror. "As he fucked me from behind."

    Rachel's eyes went wide and she smiled about as brightly as Callie had ever seen. "Holy shit. Callie, you dirty girl. Well, you're definitely going to find out if Rick is actually into his fantasy or if he was just full of shit."

    Callie sat back, sipped her drink once more, and wondered how Rick would react to the notion that she'd made his fantasy come true.

    ---

    Rick was watching TV when Callie came home. He had on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and she took a moment to admire how good he looked. He hadn't let himself go in the slightest since they'd gotten married, unlike the husbands of some of her friends.

    It took a few seconds for him to notice she was standing at the edge of the living room in her dress and heels. He smiled upon seeing her, though, and his eyes quickly wandered over her body before he asked, "Hey! How was dinner?"

    Callie gently slid one foot in front of the other, leaned against the wall, and reached up to brush a few stray hairs behind her ears. She looked down for a moment and then met his gaze once more. Callie couldn't help but smile a little at the sudden change in her husband's demeanor. He'd picked up on her signals and was under the assumption - correct, in a way - that he'd be getting lucky.

    "It was...exceptional," she said softly before reaching down and pulling up the bottom of her dress by a few inches.

    Callie wasn't often seductive with her husband. There wasn't really any need for it. He was ready to go whenever she was. As she unleashed a few seductive moves, though, she remembered how much she liked it, how good it felt to see Rick's eyes light up with desire as she made it clear she wanted him.

    "Though, I suppose you could say that it wasn't dinner that was exceptional. It was something that happened during dinner."

    "What? What happened?" Rick asked.

    Callie pushed away from the wall and sauntered towards her husband. The exaggerated sway in her hips caught his attention and she was delighted when he stared at her breasts for a moment.

    "Our waiter was very good looking," Callie said.

    Rick's expression changed. It was like she could see the arousal wash over him. There was hopefulness, too, all of it happening in a moment as his brain processed the notion that she might have actually realized his fantasy.

    "He...he was?"

    Callie stopped in front of her husband, nodded, and then reached down and once more pulled up the bottom of her dress. This time, though, she didn't stop until her panties were exposed. Rick stared between her legs and his eyes went wide.

    "You're...you're wet," he said.

    "Yes, I am. Soaked, actually. Touch my panties."

    Rick seemed nervous as he slowly leaned forward and reached out. He pressed a single finger against her panties and then looked up with wonder in his eyes.

    "Why are you so wet?" he asked.

    Callie smiled, pulled aside her panties, and directed Rick's fingers inside her. She moaned as he gently penetrated her and watched a look of pleasure come over his face.

    Callie then grasped his wrist, pulled his fingers from her panties, and bent over to take them in her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked them clean while Rick moaned. Callie wondered if he was thinking about a blowjob, perhaps wondering if she'd offered her mouth to another man that night.

    "Does my mouth feel good?" she asked while falling to her knees in front of her husband.

    "Yes."

    Callie kissed Rick's fingertips, smiled, and said, "He said the same thing."

    Again she saw the pleasure on Rick's face. This time, though, his body shuddered, too, as if the feeling was so overwhelming that it had to be expressed physically. Callie responded by running a hand up his thigh and grasping her husband's cock. He was half hard, though just a few strokes got him all the way to an erection.

    "Callie...did you...did you do something tonight?"

    She nodded and unbuttoned his jeans. Callie worked them over his hips and down his legs. She tossed his shoes and pants aside and then slowly pulled down his underwear, freeing his remarkably stiff cock. She took him in her hand and stroked him slowly for a few seconds before leaning down to kiss his thighs.

    "Like I said, our waiter was very good looking. And young. And strong. And...well, eager."

    Rick's cock felt harder in her hand than it had in years, which Callie took as a surefire sign of his desire.

    "Rachel has this theory that men - some men, I should say - really like fucking married women. Something about how they want to fuck them better than their husbands do."

    Callie pulled Rick's underwear off and tossed them aside, leaving him naked from the knees down. She crawled a little closer and placed a soft kiss on the head of his cock, eliciting a beautiful moan.

    "Then she told our waiter that I really like to give blowjobs."

    Rick's eyes went wide once more. "What? Really? Why would she do that?"

    Callie smiled. "Because she's a good friend."

    He seemed confused, but then Callie took his cock in her mouth and any and all confusion washed away. "Oh my god, Callie. That feels so fucking good."

    "That's exactly what our young waiter said when I sucked his cock in the bathroom."

    "Oh...fuck..."

    Rick's cock swelled up and Callie worried he might actually cum. He didn't, though, instead producing a small supply of precum that she gleefully took into her mouth. The sweetness danced on her tongue as Rick's breathing turned heavy.

    "Did you really...Callie, did you really give a blowjob tonight?"

    "I did," she admitted. "We went to the restaurant bathroom and locked the door. I unzipped his pants. I took out his cock. We kissed. He played with my tits a little. Then I got down in front of him and took him in my mouth. I sucked his cock as I looked up at him, as he told me how good my mouth felt, as he told me that he'd never had a blowjob like that in his life."

    Callie judged her husband to be on the verge of an orgasm, so as much as she wanted to take him in her mouth again, she refrained from doing so.

    "How do you feel?" she asked.

    "Turned on. Amazed. A little jealous. Excited. Really fucking excited. My heart is pounding."

    Callie grabbed his hips and pulled Rick's ass forward until it was at the edge of the couch. Then she leaned in and took his balls in her mouth, gently swirling her tongue around them as she stroked his shaft, though she refrained from touching the head for fear of making him cum.

    "I was excited too," she said. "My heart was pounding. My pussy was dripping. All because I had another man's cock in my mouth, baby. All because I was sucking someone else's cock in a restaurant bathroom. It was so hot. So much hotter than I thought it would be."

    She briefly took Rick's cock in her mouth, though Callie refrained from sucking hard.

    "That's why I had to fuck him."

    He groaned and she released his cock and watched Rick close his eyes, arched his back, and roll his head towards the ceiling. He was unquestionably on the edge of an orgasm and Callie was surprised to feel quite powerful in that moment as she kept bringing him close to where he wanted to be without letting him actually climax.

    "You didn't...did you really...did you really have sex with him?"

    "I hopped on the bathroom counter. I spread my legs. He put on a condom. I told him to fuck me. To have his way with me. To fuck my married pussy."

    Rick gripped the couch cushions and squeezed them hard. He wasn't stressed, though, at least not as far as Callie could tell. She wondered if he was fighting off the urge to grab his cock and masturbate until he climaxed.

    "He fucked me so good, baby," she continued while showering his inner thighs with soft kisses. "He fucked your wife so good. He fucked your wife's tight, married cunt and he made me cum so hard."

    Rick looked down at his cock and then at Callie as she leaned in and kissed the base of his shaft. Her lips moved up towards the head, planting soft and seductive kisses as she moaned. She was gentle around the head, offering the slightest stimulation and delighting in the way her husband's body seemed to vibrate with pleasure.

    "Are you okay with this, Rick? You're not mad that I fucked someone else tonight?"

    He shook his head vigorously. "I told you I wouldn't be. I told you this was my fantasy. I don't blame you for not believing me, but I'm definitely okay with this. I'm so fucking turned on, in fact."

    Callie smiled and reached for her purse. She pulled out her phone and sat back as she brought up the video she'd made with Cole. She looked up at Rick and said, "I made a video."

    Rick's eyes bulged one more time. She was full of surprises, each one seemingly bringing her husband an even greater sense of surprised delight.

    "It was after I'd cum the first time. After he'd made your wife cum, Rick. I pulled out my phone and told him to fuck me doggystyle. I watched myself in the mirror and filmed it. I filmed it for you. Would you like to watch another man fuck your wife, Rick? Would you like to watch him slide his big dick deep into my tight, married cunt?"

    Rick nodded as that surprised look - now with a bit of added anxiety - remained on his face. Callie wondered if he was surprised at how naughty she was capable of being, or perhaps at the language she was using in that moment, which wasn't how she usually talked about sex.

    Callie handed her husband the phone - with the video pulled up and ready to play - and he tapped the screen. She heard her voice imploring Cole to fuck her. She heard her telling the young waiter how good his cock felt inside her, how deep inside her he was.

    Rick's gaze was fixed on the screen and his face was all pleasure. His dick was still hard as a rock, too. Callie leaned in and took the very tip in her mouth to swallow the precum.

    "Does my dick feel better than your husband's?" Cole asked in the video.

    Callie saw anticipation in Rick's eyes as he awaited the answer.

    "Yes," she answered.

    Rick moaned at her answer and Callie took him in her mouth.

    "Am I fucking you better than he does?" Cole asked.

    "You're fucking me so much better than he does," Callie answered in the video.

    She swallowed her husband's cock. She sucked with the intention of making him cum. She did so while reaching back to play with her pussy, which was on fire with lust. Her clit throbbed and her touch was astoundingly pleasurable. She resolved to time her orgasm to Rick's. She'd cum while he came in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, Callie," he said. "I'm close. I'm fucking close. I can't believe this. I can't believe how fucking hot this is."

    Rick came in her mouth right as Cole came in the video. Callie came in their living room and in the video. Moans - both from the video and from Callie and Rick - filled the room, creating an absolute symphony of pleasure.

    When it was over, Rick stopped the video and set the phone down. Callie leaned back, swallowed his cum, and studied her husband's face for any hints of post-orgasmic regret. She found none, though.

    "That was...that was the best orgasm of my life...that was the best...I don't know, the best thing I've ever experienced."

    Callie was delighted. Then Rick leaned down, took her head in his hands, and kissed her. He did so deeply, too, catching her off guard at first before she surrendered to it and let her cum-flavored tongue mingle with his.

    "I don't want to sound pathetic," Rick said softly, "but I'm really grateful, Callie. I know my fantasy is weird, but it's kind of always been the thing that turns me on more than almost any other, so I'm just really grateful for you right now. I feel like I'd do just about anything for you, honestly."

    Callie was surprised at how much she enjoyed Rick's happiness. She believed him when he said he was grateful, too, and while she wasn't going to abuse that sense of gratitude, she was more than happy to ask for a foot massage.

    "Well, you could rub my feet while we watch a little TV."

    He smiled. "I'd be more than happy to do so. Hell, I'll give you a foot rub every day for a month if you want."

    She was amazed at how an orgasm driven by his fantasy had elevated his mood to such an extreme degree. It was utterly delightful, especially since fulfilling his fantasy had involved having great sex with a gorgeous guy. It's not like Callie had suffered.

    She got up, sat on the couch, and offered her feet. Rick immediately started in on a massage and Callie couldn't help but moan a little at how good it felt.

    "So, it wouldn't bother you if I texted the waiter? If I fucked him again?"

    Rick smiled. "I'd love it if you fucked him again. You don't have to, of course, but I'd love it. I'd absolutely love it."

    She returned his smile and then closed her eyes and rested her head against the couch cushion. She thought of the sex with Cole, of how vigorous and wild and passionate it had felt. She thought of how much Rick had enjoyed the reveal of her having made his fantasy come true. She thought of the many orgasms she'd had that evening. She thought that she'd be an absolute fool to do anything other than fuck Cole again.

    "He really did fuck me harder because he knew I was married. Rachel was right about that. I'm pretty sure he came harder because I told him he fucked me better than you do," she said.

    There was a pause before Rick asked, "Was it true? Did he fuck you better than I do?"

    Callie studied his face to discern the danger of answering truthfully. "In the aftermath of it, it's actually hard to say for sure. I will say, though, that the sex was hotter than any we've had in a long time. Plus, there is something nice about getting fucked by a nice big dick."

    Arousal washed over Rick's face. He'd just cum but it was there. Callie saw a bit of discomfort, too, but that wasn't entirely surprising. What man would be completely comfortable with being told that someone else with a bigger dick had really hot sex with his wife that night?

    "Well, I'd really like it if you fucked him again," Rick said. "You deserve to have that kind of hot sex, and maybe you deserve to discover if the sex really is better with him. As long as it doesn't make you want to leave me, I suppose."

    "Oh, I don't want to leave you, baby. Not at all. What woman would leave a man she loves right when she's discovered that she can fuck other people if she wants while getting to be with that man she loves? I'd be insane to leave you. Utterly insane."

    That put a smile on his face and seemed to assuage his fears. It had the extra benefit of being entirely true, as Callie felt the same sort of gratitude and warmth towards Rick that he seemed to feel towards her in that moment. After all, it was his fantasy that led to great sex in the restaurant bathroom and that was likely to lead to lots more great sex with other people in the near future.

    "I'll fuck him again, then," she said. "And if it goes well, I'll fuck him again, and again, and again, and again."

    "I can't wait."

    Callie felt the same way.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 3

    "So...are you going to make me wait all afternoon?"

    Callie looked up from her salad and saw an expectant look on Rachel's face. "What are you talking about?"

    "The guy at the restaurant. The sex. Rick. How did it go when you got home? You haven't given me the details yet."

    Callie laughed. Of course that's what her friend had been asking about. Rachel had gotten the ball rolling on the evolution in her sex life with Rick so of course she wanted to hear about it.

    "Sorry. Yes, it went better than I thought it would. Rick is absolutely, positively into it."

    "Into being cucked?"

    Callie nodded. "Yes. When his fantasy crashed into reality he got off on it in a big way. Actually, he's gotten off on it more than once."

    Rachel stabbed a small pile of lettuce with her fork as her eyebrows shot up. "More than once? Does that mean you've seen young Cole more than once, or is this an afterglow kind of thing where you and that kinky hubby of yours keep on fooling around?"

    "Both," Callie answered before taking a big bite of her salad. The tangy dressing lit up her taste buds as she crunched down on a crouton, but it wasn't really the salad that occupied her mind in that moment. Instead, Callie was thinking of the blowjob she'd given the day before. The blowjob she'd given Cole. Halfway through the day she'd been struck by a sudden an intense urge to have the younger man's cock in her mouth again and less than thirty minutes later she'd made it happen.

    "I blew him yesterday," she said. "Cole, that is."

    Again Rachel's eyes went wide. She leaned in, smiled, and quietly said, "You slut," in the most appreciative manner possible.

    Callie couldn't help but match her friend's smile. "I know. I felt slutty...but in the best way possible. I was kind of surprised at how much it turned me on to indulge in a somewhat slutty desire to suck the cock of a man I barely knew. I got really wet doing it. Hell, I got really wet just thinking about doing it."

    "Did he return the favor?"

    Callie shook her head. "He asked and he absolutely would have, but I let Rick return the favor for him. I went right home, kissed him, and then put him on his knees and put him to work."

    Rachel leaned back and Callie saw what seemed like an appreciative look wash over her friend's face. "Well, look at you. You're just getting right into this thing, aren't you? A week and a half ago you were a faithful wife and now you've turned into your husband's dream woman...and I suppose you're probably the dream woman for the young waiter, too."

    Callie thought of the look on Cole's face as he came in her mouth. She thought of the all the praise he'd heaped on her afterwards, too, proclaiming that she'd given him the best blowjob he'd ever had. There was something quite nice about hearing that from such an attractive young man, something that boosted her confidence far more than she'd expected.

    "He was quite happy after I'd made him cum in my mouth," she said softly. "Full of praise."

    "I'm sure he was. A married woman has given him two orgasms in the span of ten days and he's probably pretty certain that you're coming back for more. I mean, how many women are into sucking a guy's dick and then heading out without anything from the guy?"

    "Not many," Callie admitted. She'd quickly realized that was part of the fun of Rick's fantasy, though. She didn't need Cole to make her cum. It was just as much fun - if not more fun - to go home to her husband and let him devour her pussy while his dick throbbed because he was so turned on by her having blown someone else.

    "Is it safe to assume you'll be going back for more?"

    Callie nodded and took another bite of her salad. She chewed slowly while thinking of the sex she'd had with Cole in the restaurant bathroom. It was the wildest sexual encounter she'd had in years and every time her brain conjured a memory of it she got a little bit wet. It wasn't like her to behave like that, which was probably why it was so exciting.

    "You know, I've never really wanted to be married," Rachel opined, "but I kind of feel you now have the kind of marriage I could totally enjoy. You get to be with a good guy but fuck anyone you want? You get to have great sex and a great husband?"

    "I know, right? I don't know if Rick will continue getting off on this if it keeps going on, but I think he might, which means we're get to have some serious fun going forward. I mean, when I kissed him when I got home yesterday...I don't know if he's ever been so turned on."

    "Wait, you kissed him? After the blowjob? He was into that?"

    Callie thought back to the kiss. She thought of how Rick had moaned, how he'd opened his mouth, how he'd sucked on her tongue like he was actually trying to taste Cole's cum. It was the deepest, most passionate kiss she'd shared with her husband in a long time and there was no question it was because she'd sucked another man's cock fifteen minutes prior to walking through the front door and kissing Rick.

    "Honestly, it's an understatement to say that he was into it. He loved it, Rachel. He was so hard. His hands were all over me. He was sucking on my tongue. He wanted me so badly."

    "And he was okay with you pushing him to his knees?"

    Callie nodded. "His eyes lit up when I did it. It was really fucking hot, actually. He just...he just got on his knees and put his mouth to work while I leaned against the front door. I came in thirty seconds, maybe less."

    "And did Rick get anything after that?"

    "A handjob while I told him how much I enjoyed sucking Cole's cock."

    Rachel looked both surprised and delighted. "So he really is into this fantasy. Like...completely and totally into it."

    "He really is," Callie said before her lips broke into a smile that she couldn't seem to wipe off her face. It wasn't until that moment that she realized just how happy she was that Rick was actually into his fantasy, that he was into being cuckolded in real life. In fact, Callie felt happier than she had in years...maybe ever, and Rick was at least partly responsible for that. In that moment she decided that he deserved a reward, and one that fit his fantasy.

    "So when are you seeing the young waiter again?"

    "This weekend. Friday night. He actually asked me to go on a date."

    Rachel looked suitably surprised. "Wait, did you accept?"

    Callie nodded. "I did. I would have canceled if it bothered Rick, but he was excited. I mean, it's not like it's a real date. I'm married. It'll be something casual and then we'll go back to his place and he'll fuck me."

    Rachel leaned in and studied her friend's face. "You're turned on right now, aren't you?"

    Callie took a moment to consider her answer and smiled as she realized that she was, in fact, turned on. She nodded and Rachel chuckled.

    "I'm jealous of you. I'm genuinely jealousy of you. You're in this moment when you're absolutely living your best life. Where's he taking you for your first date?"

    For just a moment Callie felt a rush of pleasure at the notion of going on a first date with Cole. She pushed the thought out of her head, though. She wasn't starting a real relationship with him. It was just a sexual relationship. It was married woman cucking her husband because it turned out that they were both very much into it.

    "He hasn't said yet," she answered. "I imagine it will be something inexpensive."

    "Sometimes those are the best dates," Rachel mused.

    She was right, of course. There was something charming - sometimes, at least - about a cheap date. When you liked the person you were with it was really just a chance to spend lots of quality time with them. Callie wasn't sure if she felt that way about Cole, though, which was partly why she accepted his request for a date in the first place.

    "Either way, though, the date ends with you getting fucked by someone you're not married to."

    Callie's pussy tingled as her friend articulated how Friday night was going to end. She smiled, crossed her legs under the little outdoor table they were sitting at, and nodded. "Yes, though I suppose you could also include the part of the night where I go home to Rick and share all the details as part of my date. I mean, that part's been a lot of fun so far and I expect that to continue."

    "You should try sitting on his face," Rachel suggested. "I bet he'll love that."

    Callie considered the notion for a moment and nodded. "You're right. I'll bet he would. In fact, I'm absolutely going to do that."

    "Lucky girl," Rachel said.

    She was right about that. Callie felt like the luckiest girl in the world.

    ---

    "You look amazing, by the way."

    Callie laughed. "You already said that."

    "Really?"

    "Before we left."

    Rick put his arm around her and kissed her cheek. "Well, it's true. You look amazing. I feel like I haven't seen you in a dress like this in years."

    It was just a sundress. Nothing particularly special, though Callie wouldn't have denied that she looked good in it. She looked sexy, in fact, as the dress managed to highlight her breasts while fitting in that loose manner that sometimes looked even better than when a dress was skin tight. Plus, it was awfully short, showing off more thigh than she had since she was in her mid twenties.

    "I'm wearing this dress for my date tomorrow," she said. "For my date with Cole."

    Rick stopped, stepped back, and his eyes scanned her body. "That's...that's amazing."

    Callie wondered if he was thinking about Cole seeing her in the dress. If he was thinking about Cole touching her. If he was thinking that Cole would have easy access to her pussy thanks to how short the dress was.

    "I'd like to find something to wear under it, too," she said. "Which is what we're doing here."

    They were at the mall. Callie hadn't said why they were going, only that she was going to do something nice for Rick, that she was going to offer him a reward. She wasn't entirely sure that he was going to enjoy helping her pick out lingerie to wear for another man, but she had a feeling he'd find it thrilling.

    "Something sexy," she added. "Something that will make Cole want to fuck me the moment he sees it."

    Rick was turned on. Just a few words was all it had taken to arouse him. Callie could see it in his eyes and his posture. She could see it in the bulge that had formed between his legs, too. He wasn't hard, but he was on his way to an erection and it delighted her to no end.

    "I was thinking a bodysuit," she said. "Something that I can wear under the dress. Something that fits like a second skin. Something tight and lacy and sexy. Would you be willing to help me pick that out, Rick? Would it feel good to help your wife pick out a piece of lingerie that another man can fuck her in?"

    Rick's bulge was bigger now. So much so that he looked down, backed up to a bench, and sat. Callie was tempted to straddle him right there in the mall, but she resisted and instead sat next to her husband, leaned over, and kissed his neck softly.

    "Are you hard, Rick?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Because you like the idea of helping me pick out lingerie to wear for Cole?"

    He closed his eyes and nodded as she kissed his neck a handful of times.

    "I was thinking that you could help me pick it out, but that you won't get to see me in it until I get home. I want Cole to be the first man to see me in it, to enjoy me in it. I want you to know that someone else's hands were on my body, that someone else's cock was inside me first, that you're the second man to enjoy me in the lingerie we're about to pick out."

    "That sounds incredibly hot," Rick admitted.

    He turned to her and Callie kissed him. She was unabashed in her desire, too, offering her tongue and caressing Rick's cock through his pants for just a moment before leaning back, smiling in utter delight, and noting how overwhelming her desire felt. If they were home Rick would already be between her legs, but Callie was grateful that they were out. She’d decided to hold off on an orgasm until her date with Cole.

    "I'll head inside and get started. You can join me when your dick gets a little softer, okay?"

    Rick nodded and she rewarded him with one more kiss before getting up and walking towards the lingerie store with a distinct sway in her hips. Callie looked back and blew her husband a kiss before stepping inside and smiling at the wealth of options to entice both her husband and the younger man she was going on a date with.

    She couldn't remember the last time she'd been so excited to buy lingerie. It was yet another in an ever-increasing collection of reasons that Rick's cuckold fantasy was so much more thrilling than she'd ever imagined it would be.

    ---

    As Callie had expected, Cole opted for a relatively cheap date by taking her to a mini golf and go kart center just outside of town. What she hadn't expected, though, was that she'd have such a good time. Cole was, as it turns out, fun to be with. He had a relentlessly optimistic approach to just about everything, he was more interested in Callie than he was in talking about himself, and he seemed to have a perfectly calibrated sense for when it was appropriate to touch and kiss her.

    The sex was better than she'd expected, too. They went back to Cole's apartment - which was far nicer than most guys his age could manage - and fucked three times. The third time happened as a result of a rather deep kiss as Callie was set to leave. She'd gotten so turned that she'd dragged Cole back to his bedroom and let him have his way with her one more time before getting dressed all over again and heading home to complete her evening by giving her husband what she hoped would be the best orgasm of his life.

    Though Rick would have met Callie at the door, she'd texted to let him know she wanted him naked and in their bed when she got back. She took her time upon returning home, setting her purse on the kitchen counter and looking through that day's mail as she thought of her husband in their bed going out of his mind with desire.

    Eventually, Callie went upstairs and slowly walked down the hallway until she stood in their bedroom doorway. Rick was naked and his dick was hard as a rock. The hunger in his eyes was intense and Callie could see he had to restrain himself from getting out of the bed and rushing towards her.

    "How was your date?" he asked.

    "It was...it was perfect, actually."

    Rick ran his hands over the sheets. Nervously, in fact.

    "We played mini golf and went go karting. It was...well, it was like I was in my twenties again and I have to admit, I really enjoyed it."

    Callie sauntered into the room and Rick sat up a little. It looked like he was going to swing his legs over the edge of the bed but she put up a hand to stop him.

    "Lie on your back."

    He inched his hips forward and back. Callie reached out and ran her hands over her husband's chest and stomach. She skipped over teasing his cock and instead ran her hand down one leg and up the other. Only then did she take hold of his stiff cock.

    "Are you feeling a little jealous?" she asked. "About me having gone on an actual date?"

    Rick nodded.

    "And about me enjoying that date?"

    He nodded again, though Callie noticed that his cock throbbed in her hand and a big drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "Cole couldn't keep his hands off me on the date. He touched me every opportunity he could. I asked him to help me a few times on the golf course. Not because I needed it, but because I thought it would be fun to feel him behind me, to feel his body against mine, to give him a little preview of how I might let him fuck me later."

    "Oh, fuck, Callie."

    She smiled as there was no doubt she'd managed to conjure an image in Rick's head of Cole fucking her from behind.

    "Did he like the lingerie?" Rick asked.

    She leaned over and kissed him softly. "He loved it. He loved that you helped pick it out, too. In fact, I'd say he really loved that."

    "Really?"

    Callie nodded. "Would you like to see it? Would you like to see the lingerie that Cole fucked me in? Three times, by the way."

    "Three times?" Rick's cock throbbed. "Yes, I want to see you in it."

    Callie stepped back and pulled the sundress over her head. She let it fall to the floor, ran her fingers through her hair, and then put her hands on her hips before slowly spinning around.

    She and Rick had selected a red lace bodysuit. It fit like a glove, looked perfect against her tits, and was semi-sheer over her pussy. The back was a lovely thong, too, so she was certain she looked good from every angle and Cole had certainly seemed to agree with that notion.

    "Holy shit," Rick said. "It looks even better than I thought it would."

    Callie closed the short distance between them and crawled on top of her husband. She sat across his thighs and stroked his throbbing cock while he moaned and arched his back a little.

    "I sucked his cock before the first time we fucked," she said softly. "We were in his living room. He was on his couch. We'd been kissing furiously. Kissing and touching in that way you do when you're first with someone where sometimes it's almost as much fun to make out as it is to have sex. I was in his lap. I was grinding on him while he played with my ass. I could feel how hard he was. I took the sundress off and leaned back and he had this look...this incredible look of desire on his face as he saw the lingerie, Rick. He was so turned on. He wanted me so badly. He wanted your wife so badly, Rick. So I got off his lap, got on his knees, and sucked his dick."

    Rick moaned. "I know you like to give head."

    Callie leaned down and kissed the head of his cock. "I do, and it turns out that I really, really enjoy giving head to Cole. There's something about the way he looks when I have him in my mouth, the way I make him feel. You know what else, though?"

    "What?"

    She sucked gently on the head of Rick's cock, causing his legs to vibrate from the pleasure. "He likes that a married woman is sucking his dick. He loves it, in fact. He likes that he can see my engagement ring as I stroke his cock. He likes that I'm a happily married woman and that I just can't help but get on my knees so I can take his long, thick, stiff young cock in my mouth."

    Callie was certain her husband was close to an orgasm. Close enough that she had to stop playing with his cock. Instead, she crawled forward and sat across his chest while thinking of Rachel's advice.

    "He fucked me three times," she said while pulling aside the red lace that covered her panties. "Including once right before I came home. I was on my way out. He pulled me close for one more kiss. His tongue slipped into my mouth and my pussy was immediately on fire with need. I had to have him again, Rick. I had to fuck him again. I had to let him have my body again. I had to let him fuck my married pussy one more time."

    Rick's eyes lit up and Callie dragged her hips forward and sat on his face. He moaned and his tongue went to work immediately. Rachel was right. Rick was into it. He was turned on. He knew he was licking the pussy another man had just fucked and he was getting off on it.

    "Does my pussy taste good, baby?" Callie asked as she too got into it. "Does my married pussy taste good after Cole's big cock was nice and deep inside it?"

    Rick couldn't speak - she was smothering his mouth with her pussy - but he could nod, and he did so as vigorously as possible from his position.

    Callie moved her hips back and forth as she got more turned on. She rode her husband's face right until she was on the verge of an orgasm. Then she slid back down his chest and dropped her pussy onto his cock.

    Rick's face was a wet mess and Callie leaned down to kiss him. She tasted herself on his tongue and lips and she rode him hard as he moaned into her mouth.

    "Did he fuck you better than I do?" Rick asked.

    Callie thought of the last time she'd fucked Cole and how she hadn't really known the answer to that question because she'd had sex in a bathroom. She knew the answer now, though.

    "Yes, he fucked me better than you do."

    Rick smiled, closed his eyes, and came inside her. The smile washed away and a look of deep pleasure took its place. Callie ground her clit into his pelvis and quickly joined her husband in climaxing.

    It wasn't quite as good as the orgasms she'd had with Cole, but that was to be expected. Cole was new and young and eager to impress her. The orgasm with Rick was really fucking good, though, and in a way it felt better because Rick was the man she loved, a notion that put a smile on her face as Callie lowered her head and rested it next to his.

    "I love you, Callie," he whispered. "Thank you for the orgasm."

    "It was my pleasure," she replied. "Believe me, it was my pleasure."

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 4

     "You know, you stare at me a lot more often since...well, since Cole."

    It was early on a Saturday afternoon and Callie and Rick were at a Target stocking up on various household essentials. Callie was dressed in a pair of tight, high-waisted leggings and a cropped, sleeveless top that exposed a little of her stomach, especially when she lifted her arms.

    "I know," Rick answered. "I can't help it. Though, to be fair, you're dressing a little differently since...well, since Cole."

    Callie looked back at him and smiled as Rick dragged his gaze from her ass to her eyes. "Really?"

    He nodded, came closer, and wrapped his arms around her from behind. His fingers moved over her stomach and along the waistband of her leggings and he pressed his crotch into her ass before kissing her neck softly. It was probably a little too intimate for a Target, but Callie didn't care. It felt good and she loved that Rick couldn't keep his hands off of her.

    "Yes, really. You dress differently for him - you dress sexy, for the most part - but it's not just him. I'd say you dress with more confidence. I mean, there was a time when you would have worn leggings to Target but you would have paired them with a shirt that covered your ass. This shirt doesn't cover anything."

    Callie could feel Rick getting hard so she pushed the cart forward and stepped out of his grasp. As much as she loved that he couldn't keep his hands off of her, a boner in the middle of Target wasn't a great idea.

    He looked a little forlorn as she stepped away and Callie glanced between his legs and said, "You can't be walking around with a tent in your pants, sweetie, as much as I love the fact that you can get hard for me in the middle of a store."

    He laughed. "Fair enough. Just looking at you is enough to excite me, though."

    They continued shopping as Callie pondered Rick's observation. She hadn't really noticed that she was dressing with more confidence, but she couldn't deny the truth of it. Before meeting Cole she absolutely would have paired her leggings with something to cover her ass. She used to tie a sweatshirt around her waist or wear a purposefully long and oversized t-shirt with them because she wasn't especially confident in her ass and she didn't really love that guys would stare.

    Now, though, Callie enjoyed showing off a little. She even enjoyed most of the stares, though some guys were still gross about it. That didn't really bother Callie anymore, though.

    "Callie?" a familiar voice asked.

    She turned to see Cole standing at the end of the aisle holding a red basket brimming with various bathroom-related items. He looked remarkably good in jeans and a t-shirt - the same outfit Rick was wearing - and she felt an instant sense of desire wash over her.

    "Cole, hey," she replied.

    Cole glanced to Callie's left and she looked over her shoulder to see Rick staring at the man that had fucked his wife countless times over the past two months. They'd never met. They'd heard plenty about each other, of course, but Callie had kept them separate up to that point.

    Rick looked at her and Callie smiled, stepped out from behind her cart, and approached Cole. She did so slowly and with a gentle sway in her hips. He got the message and set his basket down right before she stepped into his arms for a long, mildly inappropriate hug.

    "I got wet the moment I saw you," she whispered.

    Cole's hands moved to the top of her ass and he squeezed it gently, deepening that wetness Callie felt. She wanted to kiss his neck and caress his cock through his jeans. She wanted to get on her knees and take him in her mouth. She wanted to spin around, grab one of the shelves, bend over, and tell him to fuck her.

    "I want you," she said softly.

    "I want you too," he replied.

    Callie stepped away, smiled, and turned to walk towards her husband. Rick eyes were glued to her as she approached with that same gentle sway in her hips. She stepped into his arms and his hands moved under her shirt and gripped her waist and the small of her back.

    "I want you to go buy a box of condoms and bring them back to me," she said softly.

    Rick's eyes went wide. "Really?"

    Callie nodded, leaned in, and kissed him softly. "I want him. Actually, I need him, Rick. I'm soaked for him. I have to have him inside me."

    She felt her husband's erection pressing into her. The expression of her desire for another man had excited him far more than a kiss ever could.

    "Buy the condoms and bring them to me. I'm going to take Cole to our car and he's going to fuck me while you finish shopping. I'll come back in when we're done. I'll let you kiss the mouth that sucked his cock. We'll check out. We'll go back to the car. Then we'll see what kind of fun we can get up to."

    Rick stepped back and turned towards the pharmacy section where they kept the condoms.

    "Wait," Callie stopped him. "Take the cart. You can use to hide your...excitement."

    Rick smiled, moved behind the cart, and headed off to buy condoms so Callie could fuck the younger man standing at the other end of the aisle. She watched her husband go and then turned towards Cole and smiled. He picked up his basket and headed her way. Callie felt her pulse quicken as he approached. She wanted him to kiss her, to take her in his arms and press his lips against hers, to invade her mouth with his tongue while his strong hands grabbed her ass.

    To her utter delight, that's exactly what Cole did. She knew it was risky to kiss another man in the Target where they always shopped, but she was out of her mind with lust in that moment and nothing mattered other than feeding that lust.

    "It's only been a few days," she said with Cole's body pressed against hers, "but I want you so badly it hurts."

    "I know. I want you too. I crave you, Callie."

    "Rick's buying us condoms. I was hoping you'd be willing to fuck me in my car."

    Cole smiled gleefully. "Hell yes I'd be willing to do that." He kissed her again and added, "And I can't believe your husband is actually buying us condoms. That's...I mean, that's crazy."

    "He loves this. He loves that you're fucking his wife. He loves that you fuck me better than he does. He loves that I can't get enough of you. His dick was hard as a rock when I sent him off to buy the condoms. Trust me, he loves this."

    "Do I really fuck you better than he does?" Cole asked.

    He knew the answer to that question. Callie had made the answer perfectly clear on multiple occasions. She liked that Cole was so turned on by that fact, though. She liked that being better than Rick seemed to drive Cole, that it seemed to make him put in extra effort to satisfy her desires, and that it seemed to make Cole's orgasms exceptionally satisfying.

    "Yes, you fuck me much better than he does," she answered.

    Cole kissed her deeply while grabbing her ass and pulling her close. Callie's pussy tingled as she felt the wetness gathering in her panties.

    "I'm going to suck your dick first," she whispered. "In our backseat. I'm going to suck your big, beautiful cock and drive you mad. Then you're going to fuck me, Cole. You're going to fuck me good in the car my husband drives to work every day."

    He moaned at that and Callie was certain she was in for an especially good fucking.

    "Here...here you go."

    Callie turned to see Rick standing behind the cart with a box of condoms in his outstretched hand and a delightfully aroused look on his face. She smiled, took the box from her husband, and then grabbed Cole's hand and turned to leave the aisle with her lover.

    "Wait, the keys," Rick added.

    Callie rushed over, grabbed the keys, kissed him on the cheek, and said, "Thank you for being such a good cuck."

    Rick's eyelids fluttered and his body seemed to vibrate for a moment - with pleasure, Callie hoped - before she and Cole headed down the aisle. They rushed out of the store and into the bright sun of the parking lot. They made a beeline for Rick's car - an SUV with lightly tinted back windows - as Callie felt her excitement reach a fever pitch. She couldn't believe she was about to have sex in the car. She couldn't believe how turned on she was. She couldn't believe Rick was going to wait in the Target while she cuckolded him in public. It was all so exciting.

    Callie unlocked the doors and climbed into the backseat. Cole followed and she reached for his zipper the moment he shut the door behind him. Their lips met for a deep, passionate kiss and Cole's hand slipped under her shirt and quickly found its way into her bra.

    With desire coursing through her, Callie freed her young lover's big cock and stroked him. He moaned into her mouth and she captured his tongue and sucked on it while her fingers moved up and down his thick shaft.

    "I want you in my mouth," she said. "I want to suck your cock, Cole. I want to suck your cock and make you feel so good."

    Callie dropped her head into his lap and took him in her mouth. Cole rested a hand on the back of her head and immediately filled the car with deep moans of pleasure. Her hand moved in time with her mouth as her head bobbed up and down in his lap. She closed her eyes and savored the sensations of giving head. The taste of his precum. The thick vein along the underside of his cock she could feel on her tongue. The softness of his cock head as her lips sealed tightly around it. The way he applied gentle pressure on the back of her head as he got more turned on. The way his moans got louder and a little deeper when she'd sucked hard while her lips moved up his shaft.

    "Oh my fucking god," Cole said. "You're so good at that, Callie. Jesus. So fucking good."

    Callie was endlessly delighted that Cole found such pleasure in her blowjobs. It made her feel young again, like she was getting in touch with the slutty version of herself that had existed in college and throughout her early twenties.

    "Grab a condom," she said.

    Callie took him in her mouth and listened as Cole tore open the box and tore off a condom. He fumbled with it a little - he was getting his cock sucked, so that was to be expected - and eventually the noise quieted as Callie's head continued to bob up and down in his lap. She made the blowjob wet and sloppy and the sounds of sucking filled the car. She could have sucked him off. She could have made him cum in her mouth and been happy with it, but Callie wanted to get fucked. She wanted Rick to know she'd been fucked in the backseat of the car he'd be driving to work the next morning.

    She lifted her head and took the condom from Cole. She rolled it down his dick and then quickly stripped out of her shoes and leggings and straddled him. They both moaned as Callie took her young lover's cock inside her. She kissed him, luring his tongue into her mouth as he grabbed her ass and helped her ride his cock.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said as pleasure emanated outwards from her loins. "Your big cock feels so fucking good inside me."

    Callie rode him faster. She couldn't help it. She didn't want to make it last. She wanted to cum. She was desperate for it. She'd been desperate it for it from the moment she saw Cole in the Target.

    "Cole...fuck...I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum on your cock!"

    He grabbed her ass tighter and helped her ride him even faster. The sound of her ass falling onto his thighs filled the car alongside the sounds of her wet pussy taking a far bigger cock than her husband could offer.

    Callie came hard. Remarkably hard. So hard that her legs trembled and her toes went numb. So hard that she collapsed against Cole as he ran his hands up her back with one of them moving into her hair. Her lips found his and they shared a beautiful, deep kiss with a wealth of tongue as Callie slowly came down from her thunderous climax.

    "Do you think you could fuck me from behind back here?" she asked.

    Cole nodded and Callie climbed off his cock and moved to her hands and knees on the backseat. She looked back as Cole got into position and slid his cock into her from behind. He ran a hand up her back and grabbed her shoulder as she turned to look at the Target. She thought of Rick shopping while knowing that she was getting fucked, that another man was in her pussy, that another man was pleasuring her. She thought of how excited Rick would be, of how difficult it would be for him to get anything done, of how his cock was probably leaking a steady stream of precum into his underwear.

    "Fuck me harder," she said. "Pound me, Cole. Pound my pussy in my husband's car. Pound me hard."

    Cole needed no further encouragement. He fucked Callie with speed and power. She reached back to rub her clit and knew instantly that she could cum again and do so without much effort. It helped that she was still enormously aroused, that getting fucked in a parking lot was far hotter than she imagined.

    "Fuck, Callie, this feels so fucking good," Cole said breathlessly. "I'm gonna cum."

    "Cum for me, baby. Cum while you fuck my pussy. Cum while you fuck my married pussy better than my husband ever has!"

    That did it for him. He buried his cock inside her and came. Callie got herself off, too, having a second orgasm mere minutes after the first and thoroughly enjoying the sensations of Cole's dick being so deep in her pussy.

    He leaned forward and pressed his body against hers. He kissed her neck and shoulders and she turned her head and smiled at the look of pure joy on his face.

    "It's been a long time since I had sex in a car," she said. "But this was incredible."

    Cole pulled out and sat against the door. "It really was," he replied.

    Callie eyed his cock and smiled as she got an idea. She moved towards Cole, pulled the used condom from his thick, still hard shaft. She leaned forward and set it in one of the cup holders as a present for Rick when they returned to the car. Then she leaned down and took Cole's cock in her mouth, swallowing just about all of it, in part because she thought he'd find it hot and in part because she wanted the taste of another man's cock and cum on her lips and tongue when she found Rick in the Target.

    "Holy shit," Cole said.

    She sat back and smiled. "Rick's getting a kiss as soon as I find him and I know he'll get off on the idea of me having had your cock in my mouth right before kissing him."

    "He really gets off on the cuckold thing, doesn't he?"

    She nodded and reached for her leggings. "He does, and so do I. And so do you, I suppose."

    "Oh, I know. I'm lucky that your husband is the way he is."

    Callie smiled. "And I'm lucky that I found someone that can fuck me so good. You truly do fuck me better than Rick. I've actually started to think about you while he's inside me."

    Cole liked that. Callie could tell by the look on his face.

    "Thank you for the quickie," she said. "Now I'm going to go find my husband and give him a long, deep kiss."

    Cole tucked his cock back into his pants and got out of the car with Callie. They walked towards the Target together and at the entrance she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, thanked him, and headed off to find her husband.

    Rick was standing in front of the vast selection of toothpastes when Callie located him. He turned and his face lit up when he saw her. He tossed the toothpaste back onto the shelf as she approached.

    Callie stepped into his arms and their lips met an instant later. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and he moaned as he grabbed two handfuls of her ass and squeezed hard.

    "I sucked his cock clean after he'd fucked me and cum in the condom," she whispered. "Can you taste him, baby? Can you taste the man that just fucked your wife in your car?"

    Rick nodded and kissed her again. His cock pressed into her stomach as she pushed her tongue as deep into his mouth as she could. He slipped his hands under the waistband of her leggings and grabbed her bare ass, giving it a good enough squeeze to elicit a delighted moan from her.

    "We need to finish shopping," she said with a smile.

    Rick clearly wanted to abandon the shopping cart and take Callie to the car, but she wanted to draw things out, so they found the last few items on their list while she offered little tidbits of information. She told Rick that she'd cum twice on Cole's cock. She told him that she'd ridden him and gotten fucked from behind. She told him that she'd sucked his dick to start and finish. She told him that Cole had cum hard while his dick was buried deep in her married pussy. She made sure Rick couldn't escape the intense arousal that always followed his cuckolding and she took complete and utter delight in the fact that he was so immensely turned on by it all.

    "How does it feel to know that someone else fucked me in your car?" Callie asked as Rick pushed the shopping cart through the parking lot.

    "It's the hottest thing in the world," he admitted.

    "Will you think about it tomorrow when you're driving to work?"

    "I'll think about it every day for weeks to come. Maybe months."

    She found that notion especially delightful. Having sex just once could make an impression that lasted for months in her husband's mind. It made Callie's pussy tingle a little just to think about it.

    As Rick loaded their items into the trunk, Callie stepped between their car and the one next to it and lowered her leggings until her pussy was exposed. She checked to make sure no one else was coming and slipped two fingers inside her. It felt spectacularly good and when Rick shut the trunk and looked her way he stopped in his tracks.

    "What are you doing?"

    "I'm so wet, baby," she said. "Come here. I need you to eat my pussy. I need you to eat the pussy that Cole fucked."

    Rick looked around the parking lot, released the cart, and headed her way. He dropped to his knees and Callie put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him close.

    "Oh, fuck, baby, can you taste him? Can you taste that another man was inside me? That I got fucked today? That I got fucked in your car? Can you taste it in my pussy?"

    Rick nodded. "I can taste the condom...and I can taste the sex."

    She pulled him closer and his lips rubbed against her clit while his tongue pushed into her pussy. His eyes lit up with a delightful kind of desire and Callie was tempted to let him make her cum right there. It was a little too risky, though, as someone would see them before long.

    "Get in the car," she said.

    Rick stood and yanked the back door open. He hurried in and Callie followed. She pulled off her shoes and leggings and freed his cock. She stroked him while they kissed.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "Yes. More than anything."

    "Even though you know it won't be as good for me as it was with him? Even though you know your cock can't satisfy me the way his did?"

    "That only makes me want it more. I know it's fucked up..."

    Callie kissed him. It wasn't fucked up. It was what turned Rick on and she loved that. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and listened to him moan. She stroked his dick faster and felt the head swell up in her hands.

    Then she released him and reached into the front seat. She grabbed the used condom and held it up. Rick's eyes focused on it, on the load of cum in the tip.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    Cole had fucked Callie plenty of times, but it was the first time Rick had seen anything that would qualify as hard evidence of the sex they'd had and he looked utterly transfixed by the sight of another man's cum.

    "That...fuck...he was inside you when he came...that condom was on his cock...his cock was in your pussy..."

    He wasn't making a great deal of sense, but he was clearly enamored with the sight of another man's cum in a used condom and with the notion that Callie's pussy had milked that cum from Cole's cock.

    Then the condom slipped from her hand and fell onto Rick's cock. Callie thought he might reach for it in a panic, but his hands remained at his sides as he stared at the condom that had now settled at the base of his dick.

    Callie reached out and grabbed it, but instead of pulling the condom away immediately she gently rubbed it over her husband's stiff dick. She watched his cock throb as she teased it with another man's used condom.

    "Does that feel good?" she whispered.

    Rick nodded.

    Callie placed the open end of the condom at the tip of her husband's cock and slipped it over the head. She stopped there and studied his face. His mouth was open and his gaze was focused on his cock.

    "More?" she asked.

    He looked up at her and then back down at his cock before nodding again.

    Callie covered more of his dick in the used condom, getting halfway down the shaft before she stopped. If she went any further Rick's cock would be bathed in Cole's cum and she wasn't sure he wanted that.

    She sealed her fingers around the open end of the condom and stroked him slowly. She listened as he moaned and watched as his body trembled from what Callie assumed was an incredible level of excitement.

    "More, please," he said.

    Callie pulled the used condom all the way onto her husband's cock, bathing him in Cole's cum. She sealed her fingers tightly around the base and gave him a handjob. She watched his face as he stared down at his latex-wrapped dick.

    "Oh my god," Rick said.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    He nodded. "I can't...yes…it feels so fucking good."

    Callie tightened her grip and stroked her husband faster. His cock was completely coated in another man's cum and he was getting off on it and in a really significant manner.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    His body tensed up for a few moments and then a series of wild moans, groans, and grunts escaped his lips as his cum spilled into the condom while Callie squeezed and stroked the head of his cock. She felt an unexpected kind of delight at giving her husband an orgasm in a decidedly unusual manner and she took great pleasure in making Rick feel so good.

    Callie pulled the used condom from his cock - taking care not to spill - and tied it off before setting it on the floor. Then she took her husband's cock in her mouth, sealing her lips tight as she moved down to the base and sucking up every bit of his and Cole's cum before pulling off, swallowing, and smiling.

    "Can I kiss you?" she asked.

    Callie wasn't sure why, but she was turned on at the idea of kissing Rick after he'd cum. He nodded and she leaned in. They shared a deep kiss and as they did she took his hand and pulled it between her legs.

    Rick got the message and fingered her to a quick orgasm as they shared the taste of cum and latex via deep, slow, sensual kisses.

    "Thank you," Callie said as she sat back, closed her eyes, and let the collective pleasure of three orgasms wash over her.

    "All the thanks goes to you in this case," he replied. "This was the best Target trip any man has ever been on."

    Callie laughed, scooted closer to her husband, and rested her head on his shoulder.

    "I really liked getting fucked in the car while you were shopping. I think we'll have to do this again."

    "That would make me a very happy man," Rick said.

    Callie wondered if there were other ways she could have wild, interesting sex with Cole and if she could involve her husband too. She suspected there were many ways to explore her desires and his fantasy and that Cole would be on board for just about anything.

    What fun it would be to continue that exploration.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 5

    "Wow," Rick said as he pulled the covers back and crawled into bed.

    Callie followed his gaze to her breasts and smiled. She was wearing a lace-trimmed, sleeveless satin pajama top. She'd bought it on a whim a few days ago - she'd walked by it while shopping for jeans and decided to try it on - and she was hoping Rick would find it appealing.

    "You like it?"

    His eyes remained fixed on her breasts and Callie was more than happy when he crawled closer and kissed her neck. She liked to fool around before bed every and now then and if things got hot and heavy she wouldn't argue with having sex with her husband. Fucking Cole was usually better, but Rick was no slouch in bed.

    "Wow, it feels so soft, so sexy," he said as his fingers moved over her stomach.

    "My tits feel even better than my stomach," she whispered.

    Callie kissed her husband's neck as Rick cupped one of her breasts. He was gentle when he squeezed her flesh and when his finger brushed over her nipple she moaned and found his lips. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth as he got a touch more aggressive with her breasts. It felt exceptionally good and she couldn't help but adore that the top she'd loved so much had worked its magic on him.

    Their foreplay was interrupted by a loud ding coming from Callie's nightstand.

    "Who's texting you this late at night?"

    She turned, tapped her phone, and saw Cole's name. "Cole."

    Rick sat back and she noticed the erection that their kissing had inspired. "You should...I mean, you should probably see what he wants."

    She smiled and picked up the phone. She read the text and her pussy tingled. "He wants to see me."

    "Now?"

    Callie nodded. "He just got off work at the restaurant. He said he spent the whole night thinking about me. He said he really wants to see me."

    She looked at Rick and he looked at her without saying a word. Callie set her phone down and leaned in to kiss her husband's neck. She pushed her fingers under the waistband of his boxers and found his cock, which was still hard as a rock.

    "I want him...but I want you too," she whispered. "What if I give him a blowjob and then come back to you? What if I suck his cock real quick to help relieve his stress after a long shift and then come back home so you can fuck me?"

    "Shit...Callie...that would be so hot."

    "Would you be okay if I give him our address and have him park in the driveway so I can suck his cock in his car?" she asked.

    Rick nodded and Callie sent the text. Cole told her he'd be there in ten minutes.

    "He'll be here soon, but we have a little time to fool around," she said as her fingers returned to Rick's cock.

    He leaned in and they kissed as she stroked him in his boxers. Callie wasn't going to make him cum, but she was more than happy to put her husband in a place of wild desire before she went and sucked off the young man she'd been fooling around with.

    "You know, if he parks close enough to the garage and we turn the light on you might actually be able to see a little bit from the window," she whispered. "Would you enjoy watching your wife suck another man's cock?"

    Rick moaned. "Holy shit. Yes. I would. I think I would."

    Callie worked his underwear off. She kissed her way down his bare chest and stomach. She took him in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down as she tightly gripped his shaft. She didn't suck quite hard enough to put him over the top, but she delighted in all the moaning Rick did.

    "Does it turn you on to think about giving him head?" Rick asked.

    Callie looked up, nodded, and kissed her husband. "It's kind of amazing, isn't it? My pussy actually gets wet just thinking about sucking Cole's cock. I've always been a girl that likes giving blowjobs, as you know, but giving him head makes me wetter than it has with anyone else."

    "Including me?"

    For a moment Callie worried she'd hurt her husband's feelings, but it quickly became clear that he was thrilled at the idea that she liked sucking Cole's cock more than she liked sucking Rick's.

    "Yes, including you," she said while stroking his slick shaft. "Sucking Cole's big cock makes me wetter than sucking yours. I'm going to be so turned on as I blow him in his car, and I'm going to be even more turned on knowing that you're watching, Rick. You can't cum, though. You have to cum inside me. You have to wait until I've sucked him off, until I've swallowed his load. Then you can have me. You can fuck me. You can cum in my pussy."

    Callie released his cock as she feared he might cum right then and there. Rick smiled and leaned back as she looked down to see his dick bouncing about with what she assumed was an intense kind of desire.

    Her phone dinged. She picked it up. Cole was just about there. Callie got out of bed and checked her hair in the bathroom mirror. She didn't look as good as she would have liked - she'd already washed off her makeup - but she still looked good and she suspected Cole wouldn't give a damn either way.

    "Are you going out in that?" Rick asked as he eyed Callie in her lace thong and satin top.

    She considered that a neighbor might see her scurrying into the car in her underwear, but the houses were spread out in their neighborhood so she wasn't especially worried.

    "Yes, I am," she said. "I think Cole will really like seeing me run out in my underwear, and I think he'll enjoy the blowjob more if he can grab and smack my ass while I'm sucking his fat cock."

    Rick groaned and reached for his dick.

    "Don't you dare cum until I'm back inside," she said.

    He followed her out of the bedroom and darted into the room above the garage. She heard him open the blinds. He wouldn't be able to see everything from that point of view, but if Cole parked his car in just the right spot there was a good chance Rick would be able to see her head bobbing up and down in another man's lap.

    Cole pulled into the driveway as Callie flipped on the light over the garage. She rushed out of the house and saw him smile as she hurried in front of the headlights and got into the passenger seat.

    "Pull up just a little," she said. "My husband is watching from the room above the garage and I want him to have a good view."

    Cole smiled and pulled forward until Callie told him to stop. He turned off the car and she reached over and caressed him through the dark slacks he wore for every shift at work.

    "Was it a long day?" she asked.

    Cole nodded as he slowly got hard. "Really fucking long. It was incredibly busy so it was more stressful than usual. People are usually pretty chill, but there was quite a bit of yelling today."

    Callie turned towards Cole, got on her knees on the passenger seat, and leaned over to kiss his neck. She moaned softly and said, "I like that you thought of me, Cole. I like that you wanted to see me. I like that you wanted me to help you relieve that stress you feel."

    She saw his eyes flutter as he moaned. His cock was hard as a rock. She was in no hurry to make him cum, though.

    "My husband and I were fooling around when you texted. We were going to fuck. I had my hand on his cock. Then I read your text and I wanted you. My pussy got wet for you. Wetter than it was for him. I wanted to make you feel good, Cole. I wanted to have you in my mouth. I wanted to suck away all that stress and make you unload in my mouth."

    "Fuck, Callie...you're incredible."

    That put a smile on her face. She liked that this good-looking, confident young man thought she was incredible. There was every chance he could have gone home with one of the pretty young waitresses he worked with, but he chose her. He wanted her. He wanted what she could give him and that made Callie's pussy wet.

    She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. He pushed them down to his knees and did the same with his underwear. They kissed as she took his fat cock in her hand and stroked him. Her tongue darted into his mouth and he moaned. She sucked a little on his tongue, too, offering him a preview of the pleasure she was going to show his magnificent dick.

    "Is your husband really watching?" he asked.

    She nodded. "He's the one who said I should text you back. He's standing in that window right now. He probably sees my hand around your cock. He's probably out of his mind with desire. I made him promise he wouldn't cum, though. He has to wait until I'm finished making you feel good."

    "Yeah? Is that what you're going to do? Make me feel good?"

    Callie was surprised at how turned on she was. "Yes. I'm going to suck your cock, Cole. I'm going to give you a long, slow blowjob. I'm going to make you feel so fucking good and then I'm going to swallow your cum and go back in the house and kiss my husband with the taste of you still on my lips and tongue."

    He groaned loudly. "Oh, fuck."

    "It's not so bad hooking up with a married woman, is it?"

    "It's fucking incredible."

    Callie dropped her head into his lap and took his cock in her mouth. Cole's hand moved down her back and grabbed a handful of her ass. He squeezed it hard a handful of times and moved to the other cheek. He rubbed her pussy through the thin material of her thong and she moaned when he applied a bit of pressure against her clit. It felt spectacularly good and the only choice was to get loud about it.

    Callie cupped his balls while her lips slowly moved up and down his shaft. She couldn't quite deepthroat the full length, but she took as much as she could without gagging and making a mess. When her jaw got tired she pulled off and sucked his balls. She hoped that Rick could see, that he knew that his wife was in a car in the driveway sucking on another man's testicles and stroking his big cock in the hopes of making him feel so good that he'd never forget the time he hooked up with the hot, slutty married woman.

    As she sucked and stroked him, Cole pulled her thong aside and worked a few fingers into her pussy. Callie liked that he wanted to make her feel good. She liked that she'd gone out in the thong, which made it so easy for him to get access to her cunt and have a little fun.

    After working his dick for quite some time, Callie lifted her head and kissed Cole. Their tongues entwined in an erotic dance while she stroked the head of his cock.

    "You like that my husband is watching, don't you?"

    He nodded.

    "You like that I'm going to go inside and share your taste with him, don't you?"

    "Fuck yes."

    "Do you think you'd be able to fuck me if he was in the room and watching?" she asked.

    "Absolutely." Then he smiled. "In fact, I might like it even better if he was watching. I mean, there's something pretty hot about fucking a married woman in front of her husband."

    Callie's pussy tingled at the thought. "We'll have to try that in the future, then. For now, though, I want you to cum in my mouth while he watches."

    She took his cock between her lips once more and sucked with vigor. Before it was about pleasuring him. Now it was about making him cum. She sucked and stroked and worked her tongue. It wasn't long before he was moaning and groaning like a man about to release his load.

    "Fuck, Callie, I'm cumming!"

    He grunted and groaned and she pulled back until just the head was in her mouth. She sealed her lips tightly around it and caught every drop of his load. She gently worked the head with her tongue, too, offering a little extra pleasure until he'd finished.

    Callie pulled back, swallowed, and then sucked the last few drops of cum from the head of his cock.

    "Do you feel better?" she asked.

    "I feel like a new man," he replied.

    Callie kissed him on the cheek and said, "I'd love it if you fucked me in the next few days."

    "How about tomorrow? My shift doesn't start until the late afternoon."

    "Why don't we go to lunch somewhere and then you can take me back to your place and spend a few hours fucking me?"

    He looked about as happy as a man can look. "That sounds like the perfect way to spend the afternoon."

    "I'll see you then."

    Callie got out of the car and rushed towards the house. She locked the door, turned off the garage light, and quickly looked back to see Cole backing out of the driveway.

    Rick was at the top of the stairs and smiling with a raging boner in his boxers as Callie raced towards him. He stepped back as she reached the top and she took his hand and led him down the hallway and into their bedroom.

    "Could you see anything?" she asked.

    He nodded. "I had a pretty good view of his cock. Some of it was obscured by the steering wheel, but I could see you going down on him. And stroking him. And sucking his balls."

    She pushed him into the bed and took her panties off. Her satin top followed and she crawled on top of him.

    "Did you see him cumming in my mouth?"

    He nodded.

    "Did it turn you on to watch your wife suck another man's cock until he unloaded in her eager mouth?"

    "Yes."

    Callie leaned down and kissed him on the cheek and neck before whispering, "And do you want to kiss me, Rick? Do you want to kiss the lips that were wrapped around another man's cock? Do you want to taste my tongue despite knowing that it was coated in another man's load?"

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Callie smiled, sat up, and backed out of the bed. She took her husband's underwear off and freed his stiff cock. She was on him again in an instant. She took him inside her, sat back, and rode him back and forth.

    "I got so wet sucking his dick," she said while playing with her tits. "I got so fucking wet feeling that thick cock in my mouth. I got so wet listening to him moan. I love making him moan, Rick. I love making him feel good."

    She put her hands on his chest and then slowly leaned down. She kissed his cheek and neck and nibbled on his earlobe while he grabbed her ass.

    "Please, kiss me," he said.

    "So you can taste him?"

    "Yes, fuck, please, kiss me so I can taste him."

    Callie was more turned on than she expected and it put a smile on her face. Her lips found their way to Rick's. Her tongue plunged into his mouth. She ran her fingers through his hair and rode him hard and fast while sharing the taste of Cole's cock and cum with him.

    Rick began to groan as he fucked his cock up into her in time with the motion of Callie's pussy. He groaned like a man about to orgasm.

    "Cum in me," she said. "Cum in me while you taste his cock and cum on my tongue."

    Callie's tongue slipped into his mouth again and Rick came inside her. She dropped her pussy onto his cock and ground her hips back and forth with remarkable pace, bringing about an orgasm of her own.

    The kissing continued until they'd both made their way to the ends of their climaxes and Callie enjoyed every moment of it.

    "Was that good?" she asked breathlessly.

    "Better than good. So much better than good," he replied.

    She rested her head in the crook of his neck and smiled. Callie suddenly felt very tired, no doubt from the intense release her climax provided.

    "He said he'd be willing to fuck me while you watched," she said. "You don't have to, of course, but he's willing and convinced that he'll have no trouble performing."

    "I think I'd like that. I think I'd like that a lot, actually," Rick said after taking a few moments to consider it.

    "Then I'll make that happen when the time is right." She kissed her husband's neck softly. "Oh, and I'm going out to lunch with him tomorrow and then we're going back to his place to fuck. I'll be gone most of the afternoon."

    She sat up and smiled.

    "You can have me when I get back, though."

    He smiled back at her. "That's so fucking hot."

    "I was hoping you'd say that."

    Callie lifted her pussy from his cock and grabbed his underwear to clean up. Soon enough she was under the covers and surrendering to sleep as thoughts of the incredible sex she was going to have the next day filled her head.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 6

    Callie couldn't stop smiling. She was in her boyfriend's car - she'd recently started referring to Cole as her boyfriend - and driving back to her house. Her husband was close behind them in his car. They'd all gone to dinner together and now Callie was going to cuckold Rick in person for the first time.

    They pulled up to a red light and she looked at Cole, the young man who's satisfied her sexual desires so many times over the previous handful of months. He looked calm and confident, as usual, and she had no doubt he'd be able to perform while her husband watched.

    Cole turned towards her and flashed his charming smile. "You're so fucking gorgeous."

    Callie leaned over and kissed him. She caressed him through his pants and felt his cock get hard as their tongues entwined. She thought of Rick watching from his car.

    "You're gorgeous too, for what it's worth," Callie said as the light turned green and she returned to her seat.

    Cole reached over and rubbed her thigh. Callie spread her legs and her dress rode up. Cole's fingers moved towards her pussy, though he took his time. He knew full well that it would be another fifteen minutes before they pulled into her driveway, so there was plenty of time to have fun.

    He found his way to her panties - Callie had picked out a red lace thong - and he pressed against her clit before rubbing it in slow circles. She marveled at his ability to find her pleasure spot without looking and then she closed her eyes and moaned at how good it felt.

    Cole's fingers found their way into her panties and between her labia as Callie pushed her hips forward to give him easier access. He penetrated her deeply and worked her clit at the same time. She felt like putty in his hands and would have gladly succumbed to an orgasm on his fingers if he'd been generous enough to offer it.

    Instead, Cole pulled his fingers free and held them in front of her lips. Callie took the hint and sucked on them. She grabbed his wrist and took his fingers deep into her mouth, swirling her tongue around them and moaning as she did.

    As soon as Cole's fingers left her mouth he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. A moment later she felt his hand on the back of her head. He applied gentle pressure and pulled her mouth to his cock, doing so without saying a word.

    Callie's pussy gushed as he directed her to fellate him. Never in her life had a man directed her mouth to his cock like that and there was something intoxicatingly sexy about it. Rick almost certainly saw it happen, too, and as Callie took her younger lover's cock in her mouth she thought of her husband.

    "Fuck, Callie, that's incredible," Cole said as his hand remained on the back of her head. "Fuck...suck my cock, baby. Suck my cock and get me nice and hard for when we get back to your place so I can fuck you in front of your husband."

    Callie had originally been worried that Cole might struggle with performing while Rick watched. It seemed that Cole was excited about it, though. She shouldn't have doubted him. From the very start he'd been turned on by the idea of fucking a married woman, so it wasn't shocking that he'd find it exciting to fuck that married woman while her husband watched.

    The car stopped and Callie lifted her head and smiled at Cole as she stroked his thick cock. "That was very hot," she said. "Pulling me to your cock, I mean. I didn't know you had it in you."

    Cole flashed a smile. "I didn't either. The fact that your husband is behind us made it so much hotter."

    Callie kissed him and then she felt Cole's hand on the back of her head once more. To her amazement, her pussy gushed as he pushed down. She ceded control and let him guide her back to his cock. She took him in her mouth and sucked slowly. She gave a beautiful blowjob while he drove them home and she did so while her pussy gushed and her husband drove behind them. She hoped Rick was hard, that he was excited by the knowledge that she was busy sucking another man's cock in the car.

    Callie tended to Cole's cock - in a slow, teasing manner - for the rest of the ride home, stopping only when he pulled into their driveway. She lifted her head, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and unbuckled her seat belt.

    "Go kiss your husband," he said. "A long, slow kiss."

    Rick pulled up alongside them and Callie got out of the car. Her husband did the same and she stepped into his arms and kissed him. He ran his hands down her back and his fingers pressed into the top of her ass while their tongues entwined.

    "Did you enjoy the show?" she asked.

    "I did," Rick answered while his stiff cock pressed into her pelvis.

    Callie was going to kiss him again, but she felt Cole's hands on her hips. She turned her head and saw the young man smiling. He lifted the back of her dress and grabbed her ass with one hand.

    "You're mine tonight," he said softly.

    Callie was standing between the two men in her life and it felt impossibly exciting as one of them laid claim to her. Rick said nothing in response to Cole's declaration, which was fitting. Rick was the cuckold. He was the man designated to watch while someone else did as they pleased with Callie.

    "Yes, I am," Callie replied. "I'm all yours, Cole."

    She turned around and into his grasp. They kissed and she heard Rick step back. She took Cole's tongue into her mouth and sucked on it while his hands moved down her back, flipped up her dress, and grabbed her ass. Rick must have been. He must have stood there and watched while another man groped his wife in their driveway. Callie hoped it turned him on to witness such a thing. She hoped that his cuckold fantasy had been enflamed, that his arousal had deepened.

    "I want you," Callie said as she reached down and rubbed Cole's cock through his pants. "I can't believe how badly I want you right now."

    Cole took her hand and they walked towards the front door. He put his arm around her halfway there and Callie smiled as she thought of her husband witnessing another man acting so possessively of her.

    They stopped near the door and it took a few moments for Rick to realize that he was the only one with the key. Eventually, though, he unlocked the door and opened it before gesturing for them to step inside ahead of him.

    "So polite," Cole said.

    "He's a cuckold," she replied. "I think politeness and deference come naturally to him."

    Cole squeezed her ass and Callie stepped inside. He followed and Rick came last. He shut and locked the door as Callie kissed her boyfriend again. She couldn't help herself. She was humming with desire and she just wanted to be as close to Cole as possible, to feel his tongue in her mouth, to feel his hands on her body.

    "Rick, honey," she said after yet another kiss, "would you unzip my dress."

    Callie stood with her body pressed against Cole's as her husband moved behind her and carefully unzipped her dress. She then stepped back and said, "And would you help me out of it."

    Rick pushed the straps from her shoulders and worked it over her breasts and hips. It fell to the floor soon after and Callie stepped forward in her bra, panties, and heels.

    Cole grabbed her hips and pulled her close. Callie lifted her head to try and kiss him, but instead his lips found her neck as he squeezed and smacked her ass while Rick gathered her dress and folded it.

    "Are you looking forward to this, Rick?" Cole asked.

    "Yes, very much so."

    "You like being a cuckold?"

    Rick took a moment before saying, "Yes, I do. I'm...I'm thankful that Callie found you, that she has such good sex with you. It's...it's really hot for me."

    "Me too," Cole replied. "I think you should get on your knees, Rick. I think you should eat your wife's pussy to get her nice and wet for my big dick."

    Cole then spun Callie around until she was looking at her husband. She didn't say a word. She wanted to see if Rick found pleasure in being directed by Cole. The obvious erection in his pants made it seem like he did, but it wasn't until he fell to his knees with lust in his eyes that she was certain her husband was in the midst of a wealth of cuckold pleasure.

    "Now take her panties off," Cole said.

    Rick reached up.

    "No hands, Rick. Use your teeth. Peel them off."

    Rick put his hands behind his back, crawled closer, and took the waistband of Callie's thong in his teeth. He pulled her panties down slowly while Cole kissed her neck and played with her tits in the matching red lace bra.

    "I think he really likes being a cuckold," Cole said. "I think I really like being the guy that does the cuckolding, too."

    Callie reached back to massage her boyfriend's cock through his pants and turned her head to kiss his neck a few times. "You're a natural and I'm sure my husband is grateful for your willingness to cuckold him."

    They both looked down at Rick, who'd gotten Callie's panties down to her knees. He looked up and there was obvious lust in his eyes. "I am grateful," he said. "This is...this is a fantasy come true, honestly."

    Cole slipped a hand into one of Callie's bra cups, squeezed her breast in a manner that made her pussy tingle, and said, "Get her nice and wet, Rick. Be a good cuckold and get her pussy nice and wet for me."

    Rick leaned closer and his tongue found her clit. Callie moaned as one man played with her tits while the other ate her pussy. She continued to rub Cole's cock, too, and she couldn't help but think about how good it was going to feel when it finally entered her pussy.

    "You're doing such a good job, baby," Callie said as she reached down to put a hand on the back of her husband's head. "You're being such a good cuckold for me and Cole."

    Rick looked up while his tongue pushed into her pussy. Callie could see the wild desire in his eyes. She smiled down at him. He was being a good cuckold and he seemed to be experiencing far less anxiety than she might have imagined at the notion of another man fucking her in their bed.

    "Why don't you go turn down the bed for us, cuckold," Cole said.

    Rick pushed his tongue inside Callie once more and then stood. She noted the impressive bulge in his pants - he must have been rock hard - and watched him walk away at a rapid pace.

    Cole then spun Callie around and kissed her. He fingered her while doing so and not long after his fingers appeared at her lips.

    Callie held her boyfriend's gaze while taking his fingers in her mouth. She sucked slowly while moaning for him. She sucked like a woman possessed by overwhelming desire.

    "Suck my cock while your husband prepares the bedroom," he said.

    Callie dropped to her knees and removed Cole's pants and underwear. She ran her fingers up his thighs and her lips followed with a series of beautiful kisses. She stroked his cock and took one of his balls into her mouth. She kissed and licked her way up his shaft and her lips surrounded the head before she took a few inches into her mouth and pleasured the head with her tongue.

    Callie sucked his cock slowly as she alternated between looking up at her boyfriend and closing her eyes to concentrate on pleasuring him. She moaned nearly every time he put a hand on the back of her head, even when he wasn't applying any pressure. It just felt good to be touched by his strong, confident hand.

    "You know," Callie said as she pulled back and stroked him, "I like this version of you. The confident, in control version that seems excited by taking a certain level of control. This version of you makes my pussy really wet."

    Cole smiled and glanced towards the hallway. Callie turned to see Rick standing there.

    "You like it when another man takes charge in our home too, don't you?" she asked.

    Rick nodded. "It turns me on."

    Cole grabbed the base of his cock and guided the head between Callie's lips. She took him into her mouth and let him push as deep as he could go before her eyes began to water. He held his cock there and smiled down at her.

    "I like this version of me, too," he said. "And I love that I get to have this kind of fun with you."

    He pulled his cock from her mouth and offered his hand. Callie took it and they kissed as she unbuttoned his shirt.

    "Is the bedroom ready for us?" she asked her husband.

    "It is."

    Callie smiled and took Cole's hand. They walked to the bedroom with Rick following. Cole took off his undershirt and tossed it on the ground as soon as they stepped into the room. Callie ran her hands over his bare chest and then reached back and took off her bra. She kept her heels on as it felt just a little bit slutty - in the best way possible - to get fucked wearing only heels.

    Callie kissed her boyfriend and then backed into the bed. She sat up on her elbows, spread her legs, and said, "I'm yours, Cole. I'm yours tonight. I'm yours to do with as you please. Make me feel good while my husband watches. Make me cum on your big cock. Make me cum multiple times on your big cock while Rick watches like a good cuckold."

    Cole turned to Rick and said, "Get me a condom."

    Rick dutifully rushed towards the nightstand and pulled a condom from the drawer. He went so far as to tear it open before handing it to Cole, who removed the condom and rolled it down his cock. Rick picked up the wrapper, set it on the nightstand, and watched as another man crawled between Callie's legs.

    "Rick, darling, you should get naked. You should feel free to play with your cock while you watch Cole fuck me. If you cum, though, you need to leave the room and shut the door behind you."

    "I won't cum," Rick said.

    Callie barely heard him, though. She was too focused on the pleasure of Cole's cock sliding into her pussy as he kissed her neck and grasped one of her breasts. 

    "Fuck, you feel so good inside me," she said.

    Cole moved in and out of her at an achingly slow pace as Callie's pussy got used to his thickness. She ran her hands down his back and wrapped her legs around him at one point because she needed to feel as close to him as possible.

    As Cole pulled out, Callie glanced around the room and didn't see Rick. She knew he was watching, though. He was blocked by Cole’s body as he was almost certainly on his knees next to the bed with a perfect view of her pussy stretching out around another man's cock.

    "How does it look, Rick?"

    "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," he said.

    Callie smiled and kissed Cole. She ran her fingers through his hair, briefly took a tight grip because it felt good to do so, and said, "Fuck me, Cole. Show him what it looks like when his wife gets fucked by someone like you."

    Cole delivered. He fucked her with wild abandon. He fucked her exactly like she wanted to be fucked and it sent wave after wave of intense pleasure through Callie's body.

    "Fuck that married pussy," she said. "Fuck my tight, married pussy in front of my husband. Fuck...cuckold him, Cole. Cuckold him the way you've done dozens of times already. Cuckold him and make him watch me cum all over your gorgeous cock."

    Callie came not long after. It was a long, beautiful, overpowering orgasm that left her body shaking. She literally saw stars dancing above her head as she climaxed while arching her back and groaning in a manner she’d never done before.

    Cole's thrusts slowed until his cock rested deep inside her. Callie smiled and pulled his lips to hers. She lost herself in a deep kiss with her boyfriend as the rest of the world disappeared for a handful of seconds and just the two of them remained.

    "You make me cum so much harder than he does," she said softly. "So much harder than my husband does."

    "And your married pussy makes me feel better than any woman ever has."

    Callie had to kiss him again. She had to kiss him deeply. She had to wrap her arms and legs around him.

    "How would you feel about me riding you in reverse cowgirl while I watch my husband jerk off?"

    Cole smiled. "I'd fucking love that."

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Callie got up, spun around, and straddled him in reverse cowgirl. She sat across his stomach, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him a little while smiling at Rick.

    "Did you enjoy watching me cum on his cock?"

    He nodded.

    "And did you enjoy hearing me tell him that no one makes me cum like he does?"

    Rick nodded with even greater vigor.

    "You like being a cuckold, don't you?"

    "I do. I love it."

    Callie lifted her hips and placed Cole's cock inside her. She watched her husband stare between her legs as she slowly took the full length into her pussy. She smiled, grasped her breasts, and leaned back a little while grinding her hips back and forth. That angle also ensured that Rick had a perfect view of the union of her body and Cole's.

    "Jerk off, baby," she said. "Stroke your cuck dick. Stroke it while I ride his big cock, while I make him feel good with my married pussy."

    Rick masturbated and his eyes wandered over her body. He paused for a moment on the sight of Callie playing with her tits and then his gaze met hers. "Does he...does he really make you cum harder than I do?"

    "Yes," she answered without hesitation. "I cum harder on his cock, baby. I do. He fucks me better than you do and I cum so much harder on his big dick."

    Rick's eyes went wide and then he doubled over. He grunted and groaned and while Callie couldn't see the cum launching from his cock, she knew he was climaxing. From the sound of it, he was having a damn good orgasm, too.

    She stopped riding Cole's cock and leaned forward with him still deep inside her. Rick sat up and he wore a hazy, delighted smile. His hand was soaked in cum and so was the floor.

    "That was amazing," he said.

    Callie smiled. That's what she wanted. An amazing orgasm for her husband. "I'm glad you enjoyed yourself. That should be the first of many orgasms you get to have while watching another man's cock fill my pussy."

    Rick seemed utterly blissful.

    "Make sure you clean up your mess before leaving."

    He looked a touch surprised at her suddenly dismissing him from the bedroom, but Callie had been clear that he needed to leave once he came and she wasn't willing to bend on that. She and Cole still had plenty of sex to have, after all.

    Rick got over whatever unpleasantness he'd felt rather quickly as he headed for the bathroom. Callie began riding Cole's cock once more and Rick paused for a moment to watch as he emerged from the bathroom with a wad of toilet paper in his hand.

    He cleaned up his mess, tossed the toilet paper in the bathroom trash, and then approached the bed. "Can I stay and watch?" he asked as Callie bounced on Cole's cock. "I won't interrupt or bother you or say anything. Even though I just came I'd still really enjoy watching."

    "No," she said. "Cole will probably be willing to stay and fuck me a second time, though, and there's no reason you can't watch that. You have to leave now, though."

    Rick looked delighted at the idea of getting to watch again and he departed the bedroom.

    Callie then climbed off of Cole's cock, spun around, and mounted him once more. She leaned down, kissed him, and said, "I'm going to make you cum now. I'm going to make you cum hard, too. You'll be willing to stay a little longer and fuck me again while my husband watches though, right?"

    "Absolutely," he replied. "Now make me cum with that married pussy of yours."

    Callie was more than happy to accommodate.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 7

    Cole's apartment was just about what Callie would have expected from a guy in his mid twenties who worked as a waiter. It was small, sparsely furnished, and lacking anything resembling even a touch of design.

    None of that mattered, though, as Callie wasn't paying particularly close attention to anything other than Cole as they stumbled into the living room. She was in the midst of taking off his shirt while kissing him, an act that required full concentration. He was busy trying to unzip her skirt, though he was defeated by the small metal hook that needed to be undone before the zipper could be reached.

    Callie got to Cole's cock before he could undo the hook. His pants fell to his knees as she stroked him and he quickly kicked off his shoes. Their tongues entwined and it all felt messy and passionate and fueled by their unbridled and seemingly ever-increasing desire for each other.

    "Whoa!"

    Callie turned to see someone scurrying out of the living room.

    "Fuck!" Cole said as he backed up and reached down to pull up his pants.

    "Who was that?" Callie asked.

    "My roommate, Jed," Cole answered with an annoyed look on his face. His raised his voice as he added, "He's not supposed to be here!"

    "Sorry!" Jed called out from down the hallway.

    Callie couldn't help but laugh. This was not the sort of thing that happened to most married women in their thirties. This was, however, the sort of thing that might happen to a married woman that was cuckolding her husband with a much younger man and it absolutely made her chuckle.

    "I'm sorry about this," Cole said.

    She rested a hand on his chest and kissed him softly. "It's okay. He didn't see much of me. He probably got an eyeful of you, though."

    Cole looked a touch embarrassed, though he had no reason to be. His cock was gorgeous and had given Callie countless orgasms over the handful of months they'd been seeing each other.

    "Should we take this to your bedroom?" she asked.

    "You're still in the mood?"

    Callie kissed him deeply to show that she was, in fact, very much still in the mood. The brief appearance of a roommate was nowhere near enough to deter her. "Yes, I'm still in the mood," she said.

    "He'll probably hear, you know."

    For some reason, Callie wasn't the slightest bit bothered by the fact that Cole's roommate would hear them fucking. She wondered if it was her husband's delight in his cuckolding - including when he was allowed to watch - left her immune to the desires for privacy that most people felt when they fucked.

    "Is it wrong that I don't care if he hears?"

    Cole shook his head.

    "Is it wrong that I think it's just a little bit exciting that your roommate is going to hear you fucking the older, married woman that you're seeing?"

    He shook his head again.

    "Then take me to your room and fuck my brains out, Cole."

    He swept her into his arms and carried her down the hallway and into his room, which was just as sparsely furnished as the rest of the house. He had a bed frame, though, which was more than a lot of twenty something men could lay claim to.

    Cole set her on the bed, shut and locked the door, and then rushed forward and peeled Callie's panties off. He tossed them aside, stripped, and put on a condom as she watched and played with her pussy. She liked that he seemingly had no intention of stripping off the rest of her clothes. That would probably come later. For now, he had to have her, which made Callie even wetter.

    Cole was inside her mere moments after crawling into the bed. They fucked with wild abandon and she came twice before he filled the condom while his body trembled on top of hers.

    Afterwards, Callie undressed, removed the condom from her young boyfriend's cock, and curled up in his arms. She rested her head on his chest and listened to his pounding heart.

    "How long have you known Jed?"

    "We were roommates in college, actually. Junior year. We became fast friends and got an off-campus apartment together for senior year. After graduation he moved away for a year, but when he came back he got in touch and it just so happened that I needed a roommate, so we've lived here together for three years."

    Callie lifted her head and asked, "I've always been curious, actually, do guys who live together have rules about bringing girls home? Like, does Jed have to agree to stay in his room if you're watching a movie with a girl on the couch?"

    Cole smiled. "There aren't any hard and fast rules. It's really just about being respectful, you know? You don't want to make the girl feel uncomfortable. So yeah, if say you and I were watching a movie while Jed was home, he'd probably stay in his room, especially if there was any sense that we might, you know, have a little fun while watching the movie."

    "And does Jed bring home girls very often?"

    "Every once in a while."

    Callie kissed his chest and ran her fingers over his stomach. She liked that she could feel his abs even if he lacked the hard-to-achieve six pack, that she could tell he worked out to keep his body lean and firm. "Are you a little more successful with women than Jed?"

    Cole nodded, though there was no sense of pride in his admission.

    "Do you think he gets jealous?"

    "I don't know. Maybe. We've never talked about it."

    "Do you think he listens while you're in here with a girl?"

    Cole seemed gently taken aback by her question. "I've honestly never thought about it and he's never been weird or gross with a girl that I've had over."

    "Have you ever listened while he had a girl in his room?"

    Cole smiled. "Yeah. He once had over a girl that seemed out of his league, looks wise. I'll admit that I listened. I told myself it was because I was genuinely curious if they were actually going to hook up, but that's probably not true. I don't really know why I listened."

    "Did it turn you on? To listen, I mean."

    "A little. There's something about all that moaning that's pretty hot. I mean, it's nothing like actually having sex, of course, but I can see the appeal."

    "Rick likes to listen," Callie said.

    Cole chuckled. "I know. He likes to watch, too."

    She ran her hand down his stomach once more, this time running her fingers through his pubic hair and over his soft cock. Callie took her boyfriend's balls in her hand and caressed them slowly as she kissed his neck and moaned.

    "I like it when he watches," she whispered. "I like it when he sees how hard I cum with your cock inside me. I like it when he gets to witness just how good my boyfriend makes me feel."

    Cole's lips found hers and they kissed softly. Callie took his cock in her hand and was delighted to find that it had grown. One of the wondrous things about dating a younger man is that it rarely took him any time at all to recover from his climax and get ready to fuck her again.

    "I think I'd like to suck your cock," she whispered. "And it wouldn't bother me at all if you got a little bit loud with your moans. I don't know why, but for some reason it really turns me on to think of your roommate sitting in his room and imagining your older girlfriend sucking your dick."

    "I can moan as loud as you want," Cole replied.

    Callie was more turned on that she should have been at the idea of teasing Jed - if he was even listening - but she didn't care. She was going to pursue that arousal because her time with Cole was all about doing what felt good, and what felt good in that moment was sucking cock and having a bit of teasing fun with Cole's roommate.

    ---

    "Jed definitely heard," Cole texted while Callie was on her way home.

    She smiled in the back of the Uber. "How do you know?"

    "He's asking more questions about you than any other girl I've ever brought home. Wanted to know where we met, how long we've been together. He also said that you're hot and that I outkicked my coverage."

    Callie didn't entirely understand the last part, but she got the gist of it and it made her smile, as did the notion that Cole's roommate was taken with her. She wasn't entirely sure why she found Jed's interest so flattering - and a little bit exciting - but she did.

    "Was he bothered at having seen your dick?" she asked.

    "He didn't mentioned it," Cole texted.

    Callie smiled and was surprised to find herself wondering if Jed was just as big as his roommate in the dick department.

    "I haven't told him much about you," he messaged. "I'm not sure what you're okay with me saying. Jed did notice the ring on your finger, though, so he knows you're married."

    "You can tell him that my husband knows, that I cuckold him, that he's into it. You can even tell him that Rick watches you fuck me if you want. I'll leave that entirely up to you."

    "I know I said it already," Cole texted, "but the sex was incredibly hot today. It's hot every time, but today was really good."

    Callie's pussy was still tingling, so she knew what he meant. "I agree. I can't wait to do it again."

    "Tomorrow?"

    Callie was tempted to make him wait, but that would have been denying herself, too, so she and Cole arranged to go on another date. Callie didn't mention it, but she intended on urging him to take her back to his place. She found herself hoping that Jed would be there. It was a strange desire, and yet she couldn't contain it and she saw no reason not to pursue it.

    Rick was waiting when she got home. Callie smiled, kissed him on the cheek, and walked to the bedroom without saying a word. He followed, of course, and she stripped as he watched intently.

    With her clothes on the floor and her body exposed, Callie approached her husband. His hands found her hips and they kissed as he pulled her close.

    "My boyfriend had me twice," she whispered.

    Rick groaned and Callie kissed him again. This time she felt his cock press into her stomach as it made a lovely bulge in his pants.

    "His roommate was there."

    "Really?"

    "He walked in on us fooling around in the living room. Cole's cock was out. His roommate ran out of the room, but not before he got an eyeful."

    "Did he see you naked?"

    Callie saw a touch of excitement in her husband's eyes, excitement that pleased her. She shook her head. "No, but I hope it's not terrible if I admit that there's a part of me that kind of wished he'd seen me naked."

    "Really?"

    Callie unzipped Rick's pants and freed his cock. Her fingers wrapped around his rigid shaft and she stroked him slowly while holding his gaze. "I don't know why, but I got kind of turned on at the idea of Jed - that's his roommate's name - seeing me naked and thinking about me as he listened to Cole fuck me."

    Rick groaned and precum dripped from his cock and lubed her hand. "He listened?"

    "Cole's certain of it. He was in his room. We were in Cole's room. There's not much distance between the two rooms and I didn't make any effort to be quiet."

    "You wanted him to listen?"

    She nodded and her pussy tingled. "I like it when you listen, but I guess it doesn't have to be you that's listening to turn me on."

    Rick kissed her neck and slipped two fingers inside her. Callie closed her eyes and moaned as her husband explored the extreme wetness of her pussy.

    "Jed seems a little bit nerdy, a little less successful with girls than Cole. I guess I kind of like the idea of him fantasizing about me. I'll admit that while I was getting fucked I spared a few moments to think about Jed masturbating in his room as he imagined being the one to fuck me."

    Callie climaxed on her husband's fingers. Her legs trembled and she nearly fell to the floor. She probably would have if Rick hadn't put an around her to hold her up.

    "Thank you for that," she said.

    "Oh, I don't think I was responsible for that," he replied. "I think maybe you tapped into something unexpectedly exciting, some part of yourself that was hiding deep down and has only decided to come out to play now that you're...I don't know, a liberated woman?"

    She laughed softly and then kissed Rick. It was not a soft husband and wife kind of kiss, though. It was a wild, lusty, 'I need to be fucked' kind of kiss. Luckily, Rick got the message and picked her up. He placed her in the bed and stripped as quickly as he could. He crawled on top of her and slipped his dick inside her.

    "Fuck me, Rick," she said. "Fuck me and cum in me."

    Rick fucked Callie exactly as she wanted to be fucked in that moment. He wasn't as good as Cole, but Cole had the dual advantages of being young and new. The sex was good, though, and Callie came hard right as Rick pushed deep inside her and climaxed.

    She wrapped her legs around him and held Rick close until his cock went soft. Only then did she allow him to pull out and she did so while feeling rather blissful. It had been a very good day, after all, and the next day promised to be just as exciting.

    ---

    Callie pulled the covers back and swung her legs over the edge of Cole's bed. She'd been fucked twice and had cum four times. She'd satisfied her boyfriend thoroughly and he'd done the same for her. The bed was empty, though, as Cole had excused himself to go the bathroom and Callie was thirsty.

    She put on her panties and grabbed Cole's button up shirt. She put it on and checked herself in the mirror. The shirt barely covered her ass. She looked cute, though, and was showing off just a bit of cleavage. It had been a long time since she'd worn a boyfriend's shirt in a post-coital situation and it put a smile on her face to be able to do so again.

    Callie left Cole's bedroom in his shirt and her panties. She heard the TV as she strolled down the hallway and saw Jed turn to look her way as she approached. His eyes bulged and he looked away mere moments after glancing at her.

    Feeling bold and a bit naughty, Callie walked into the living room and stopped just a few steps from the couch. "Hey, Jed," she said.

    He looked at her legs first. Her thighs, to be exact. Then he dragged his gaze upwards and offered a nervous smile. "Hey."

    "I'm Callie."

    "I know. I'm Jed."

    She ran her fingers through her messy, post-coital hair and lifted one foot onto her toes before swaying her hips in a soft, flirty manner. "We caught a glimpse of each other yesterday, but it's nice to finally meet you."

    Callie bent over a little and extended her hand. She felt the shirt ride up and expose her panties on the side. Jed glanced at them - no doubt seeing a bit of lace - and then extended his hand and shook.

    "Yeah, it's nice to meet you too."

    "I'm heading to the kitchen for some water, can I get you anything?"

    Jed shook his head and Callie turned and walked away. She scratched her lower back on the way out and made sure to lift the shirt a little. She wasn't sure if Jed had turned to catch a look at her ass, but Callie couldn't help but smile at the idea of him doing so.

    The kitchen was very much that of two twenty something men. Most of the dishware and glasses were mismatched as if they bought single pieces when they needed them, or perhaps all the glasses were liberated from various bars they'd visited.

    They worked just fine, though, as Callie grabbed a handful of ice from the freezer and used the pitcher of filtered water to fill the glass. She was in the middle of her first sip when Cole came into the room with a smile on his face.

    "What did you do to Jed?" he asked in a low whisper.

    Callie smiled. "I introduced myself."

    Cole looked her up and down. "Dressed like that?"

    She sipped her water and nodded.

    Cole smiled and approached. "Well, I'm pretty sure you got his attention. He told me again that I was a very lucky guy."

    "You are."

    Cole lifted Callie onto the counter and stepped between her legs. They kissed as she set the glass of water down. He pressed his hips forward and she wrapped her legs around him as their tongues entwined.

    "I know I'm lucky," he said. "Very, very lucky."

    "I am too," she replied. "In case you're wondering."

    They kissed again and it evolved into a make out session where Cole's hands roamed all over her body. It felt good when he played with her tits through the thin material of his shirt and she couldn't help but moan into his mouth. She did so loudly enough that Jed likely heard it from the couch, but Callie wanted him to hear.

    "You have a room, you know."

    Callie looked over Cole's shoulder to see Jed standing there. He didn't look upset, though. He looked aroused, in fact.

    "Sorry," she said. "I just can't help myself."

    Jed stared for a few moments longer and then turned and walked out of the room.

    "I think he's jealous," Cole whispered.

    Callie was in a wild, naughty mood and a thought jumped to mind. A dirty thought. A thought she wasn't sure she should give voice to. She did, though.

    "I know this might sound crazy - and it probably is crazy - but how would you feel about me giving your roommate a blowjob?" she asked.

    Cole stepped back, though there was no outrage on his face. A touch of surprise, perhaps. "Seriously?"

    She nodded. "I told you it would sound crazy and maybe it's a terrible idea, but for some reason it sounds really hot to me."

    Cole moved between her legs once more. He ran a hand up her thigh and his fingers invaded her panties and penetrated her pussy. He leaned in until his lips were achingly close and fingered her with as much vigor as he could mange while she still had her underwear on.

    "You really want to suck Jed's dick?"

    "Yes," she admitted.

    "Is it possible that you're a lot wilder than I think you are, Callie?"

    "I think I'm discovering that yes, I'm a great deal wilder than I thought I was."

    Cole pulled his fingers from her panties and pushed them into her mouth. Callie reached down and caressed the bulge in his jeans as she sucked his fingers.

    "I can be wild," he said. "In fact, I have a wild idea."

    His fingers moved deeper into her mouth and she ran her tongue over them.

    "How would you feel about sucking Jed's cock while I fuck you from behind?"

    Callie moaned around his fingers. She'd never been with two guys at the same time. She'd never considered it. She wondered what Rick would think. She wondered if he'd be annoyed or aroused beyond belief that she'd agreed to a threesome.

    Cole pulled his fingers from her mouth and Callie said, "I'd love that."

    "Yeah?" Cole asked.

    She nodded and kissed him. She unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and pulled her panties aside. He was inside her a moment later. They fucked in the kitchen for a few minutes, kissing and grabbing at each other with wild abandon while Cole's cock moved in and out of her wetness.

    Then he pulled out and stepped back. "Are you sure about this?"

    Callie nodded.

    "The TV is still on. Jed's probably still on the couch. He's probably turned on because I'm sure he could hear us fucking."

    Callie unbuttoned her shirt and let it fall to the floor. She walked up to Cole and kissed him while stroking his cock a little. Then she walked past her boyfriend and into the living room.

    Jed looked up and stared at her breasts. He sat unmoving as Callie approached the couch and fell to her knees. She rested her hands on his thighs and smiled before running her fingers towards his crotch.

    "What...what..."

    "No talking," Callie said. "Just enjoy yourself."

    She unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled them off. His boxers followed. His cock was flaccid but rather thick and Callie leaned in and took him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," he said. "What the fuck? What the fuck?"

    He got hard without much effort on her part. Once he was, she looked up at him and moaned. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft and began to move them in concert with her mouth. She sucked hard and swirled her tongue around the head. Jed wore a look of the purest pleasure.

    "Oh, fuck," he said. "Dude...I didn't..."

    "It's okay," Cole assured his friend. "She told me she wanted to do this."

    Callie felt her boyfriend's hand on her lower back. He moved her panties aside as she continued to suck Jed's cock.

    She moaned as Cole slid inside her from behind. She moaned louder as he started fucking her.

    "This is the hottest thing that's ever happened to me," Jed said.

    Callie took as much of his cock in her mouth as she could. Her eyes watered as she fought off her gag reflex. She played with Jed's balls and he moaned.

    "Oh my fucking god," he said.

    "She's good, isn't she?" Cole asked.

    "She's a goddess."

    Cole fucked her harder and Callie sucked cock with even greater vigor. She loved the look of pleasure on Jed's face. She loved how naughty she felt, how wet her pussy was, how she felt arousal from head to toe.

    "I'm gonna cum," Jed announced after a few minutes of vigorous sucking.

    He flooded Callie's mouth just a few moments later. She sealed her lips around the head of his cock and caught every drop of his load. She got fucked vigorously while doing so, too, as Cole claimed his orgasm shortly after his roommate had done so.

    Callie swallowed and then reached back and played with her clit until she too had an orgasm. She was turned on to such a degree that it only took a few moments for her to get off.

    After Cole pulled out, Callie sat back on her knees and her boyfriend wrapped his arms around her. She thought of the thrill of telling Rick all about the naughty fun she'd had, about how hard her husband would cum when she informed him that she had become a more sexually liberated woman and done something that had previously been miles out of her comfort zone.

    "You're a goddess," Jed said.

    Callie smiled. "Thank you for the compliment."

    Cole took her breasts in his hands and squeezed them softly. "She is a goddess and today we're both very lucky men."

    He stood and helped Callie to her feet. She blew a kiss at Jed and headed for the bedroom. It was time to go home and share the dirty details of her night with her husband.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 8

    Usually, Callie would come home, greet Rick with a kiss, and begin sharing the events of her time with Cole.

    The events of her evening had been different than most, though, so Callie took a different approach. She smiled at her husband and then headed straight for the bedroom without saying a word.

    She stripped naked and by the time Rick showed up in the doorway, Callie was in their bed with her legs spread. Rick's eyes wandered over her body for a few seconds before he began to undress.

    "Wait," she said.

    Rick had finished unbuttoning his shirt but he stopped, though he looked a bit distressed. "What's wrong?"

    "Well, I'm not sure you're going to want me after you hear about tonight." Callie didn't actually think that, but she wanted to have a little fun with her husband.

    "Why? What happened?"

    She smiled and ran a hand over her breasts and stomach and between her legs. "I was a naughty girl." Callie saw the lust on Rick's face as he watched her masturbate. "Very naughty, actually."

    "What did you do?"

    She beckoned her husband towards the bed and he approached. He sat and she slipped two fingers into her pussy, pushed them deep, and then slowly lifted them to her mouth and sucked them clean.

    "You know how I mentioned Cole's roommate, Jed?"

    Rick nodded.

    "Well, I got a little carried away."

    She caressed Rick's cock through his jeans and smiled as he grew for her.

    "At first I was just going to tease him. I don't know why, I just loved the idea of it, of this younger man being so turned on by me."

    Rick took one of her breasts in his hand and squeezed it gently. It felt so good that Callie closed her eyes and moaned for her husband.

    "It was after Cole had fucked me. After Jed had undoubtedly listened. I put on Cole's shirt and my panties and paraded out to the living room. I introduced myself to Jed and he could barely keep his eyes off my legs."

    Rick's hand moved to Callie's legs and he caressed her inner thighs. His fingers danced over her clit for just a moment each time he reached the top of her thigh and then he'd travel back down to her knee.

    "I even flashed my ass as I walked out of the living room and I'm certain Jed stared."

    "Of course he did. You're a beautiful woman and he'd just listened to you moaning as you came on his roommate's cock."

    Callie smiled and Rick slipped two fingers into her. She moaned and stared up at her husband. "I came so hard on my boyfriend's cock, baby. He fucked me so good. He fucked me so hard and so good that I couldn't help but cum all over his gorgeous dick."

    Rick was hard as a rock now.

    "Cole followed me into the kitchen and we started fooling around with Jed just one room away. I'd just been fucked and yet my pussy yearned for my boyfriend's cock."

    "I want you, Callie," Rick said. "I fucking want you."

    "Not yet."

    She stroked him through his pants and he fingered her. Callie smiled at the pleasure that engulfed her body, thanks to the memory of the fun she'd had at Cole's place and the thrill of teasing her husband about that fun.

    "Jed showed up in the kitchen while we were fooling around. He basically told us to go to Cole's room. I think maybe he was jealous. Maybe I felt a bit bad for him or maybe I was just in a really naughty mood."

    Callie unzipped Rick's pants and freed his cock. She stroked him a bit and used her other hand to guide his fingers from her pussy to her mouth. She sucked on them like she'd sucked Jed's cock and she hoped her husband was, in that moment, thinking about how good it would feel to have his wife's mouth around his dick.

    "An idea came to me as I sat on the counter and kissed my boyfriend," Callie explained. "I told Cole that I wanted to give Jed a blowjob."

    "What?" Rick asked.

    Callie smiled. "I know. It sounds insane. Maybe it is insane. It happened, though. I told Cole I wanted to suck his roommate's cock and then I went into the living room, got on my knees, and did it."

    Rick moaned, though he did look a bit distressed. It was big news, though, so that made sense.

    Callie sat up and kissed her husband. Her tongue explored his mouth and his did the same. He was into it. He might have been distressed, but he was into it.

    "I've had two cocks in my mouth today," she whispered. "Two stiff young cocks. I blew my boyfriend before we fucked this morning and I blew his roommate, too. I sucked Jed off, by the way. I made him cum in my mouth and I swallowed as Cole was fucking me from behind. I had a threesome with them, baby. I gave myself to them. I had a fucking threesome and I came so hard."

    Rick stood and for a moment Callie panicked that she'd fucked up. Then he stripped as quickly as she'd ever seen him strip. He was in the bed and between her legs soon after. He guided his cock into her pussy, kissed her, and fucked her hard.

    "Fuck me, Rick!" she cried out. "Fuck my pussy!"

    They fucked furiously. It was good, too. Callie came on her husband's cock and Rick buried himself inside her and emptied his load in what struck her as an especially lengthy and pleasurable orgasm.

    Afterwards, Rick pulled out, rolled onto his back next to her, and stared up at the ceiling with a smile on her face.

    "You knew I'd like it, didn't you?" he asked.

    Callie cuddled next to him. "I thought you might."

    "And you really did that? You really had a threesome?"

    "I did."

    "And you really enjoyed yourself?"

    She smiled while thinking of Jed's face as he came in her mouth. "I enjoyed myself very much."

    "And will it happen again?"

    "I'm not sure. Would you mind if it did?"

    "No. Honestly, in my mind, you're free to do as you like with anyone you like. That's how this sort of thing works, to me, at least."

    "This sort of thing?"

    "Cuckolding. I'm the cuckold. I stay faithful to my wife. You're the hotwife. You're free to fuck anyone you desire, or to blow anyone you desire, as was the case today."

    She ran her fingers through his chest hair. "It doesn't seem fair."

    He laughed. "I know, right? But the truth is - and I'm sure you already know this - the notion of you fucking other people is so much hotter to me than the notion of me fucking other people. I mean, I just have no interest in that. Even thinking of you with someone else is enough to turn me on, though, so when it actually happens, I mean, holy shit is it amazing."

    "So if for some reason I decided that I wanted to fuck Jed, you'd be okay with that?"

    "Absolutely. I feel like your boyfriend might object to that, though."

    "Yeah, he might, in which case it wouldn't be worth it. Cole's smart enough to know that we're not in a long term relationship, though. He's not marrying me. Sure, we go on dates from time to time, but it's not the real thing, so maybe he'd have no trouble with me fucking his roommate."

    It wasn't until that moment that Callie had seriously considered letting Jed fuck her, but she was thrilled - unexpectedly so - by the notion.

    "You really wouldn't mind if I had sex with two guys in one night?" she asked.

    "I'd be turned on by it, Callie, though only if it was something you enjoyed."

    "Well, I wouldn't do it if I wasn't going to enjoy it."

    She kissed her husband's neck and rested her head against his shoulder. Callie marveled at how quickly her life had changed. In what felt like the blink of an eye she was now a woman who was openly considering letting two different guys fuck her in succession. What kind of woman did that? Apparently, Callie was the kind of woman that did that, or at least thought about it.

    "Is it weird that I want to go down on you right now?" Rick asked.

    She looked at him. "No, but why do you want to go down on me?"

    "Just...I don't know, there's something about you talking about fucking Cole and Jed that makes me want to go down on you. It's my inner cuckold, I guess, like I want to reward you with pleasure for thinking like a hotwife."

    "Well, I'm not going to stop you from eating my pussy, baby. I suppose I should think about another threesome while you're down there tending to my clit. I mean, in the spirit of fully embracing my inner hotwife."

    Rick smiled, kissed her deeply, and then moved between Callie's legs.

    "You don't mind that I'm messy?" she asked.

    He shook his head. "I'm not going to be lapping up my cum, but I don't mind tasting it a little. I mean, I'm a cuckold. I'm into things most men aren't. Maybe I'll even find it a bit thrilling to taste myself as I lick your clit while you think about other men."

    Callie put a hand on his head, smiled, and said, "It's time to get to work, cuckold."

    Rick's eyes lit up. That turned him on. Very much so, in fact. He went to work and Callie closed her eyes and let thoughts of having a threesome with Jed and Cole play out in her head.

    The orgasm that resulted was exceptionally hot and it left Callie wondering if she was actually going to go through with it, if she was going to have a genuine threesome with Cole and his roommate.

    ---

    Dinner had been lovely. So had the movie, during which Callie had given Cole a handjob and a brief blowjob, though she'd stopped short of making him cum. He'd fingered her a little, too.

    They were walking towards the parking lot when she first brought up Cole's roommate.

    "So, have things been good between you and Jed since our kinda sorta threesome?"

    Cole laughed. "Yeah. He mentions you a lot. I'm pretty sure he hadn't gotten his dick sucked in more than a year before you did what you did, so you're fresh in his memory and likely not leaving anytime soon."

    "And how about you? I know it was sort of impromptu and I didn't really give you any time to think about it. Does it bother you that I sucked Jed's cock while you fucked me?"

    "No. If I'm being honest, there's something pretty hot about it. I mean, you're this beautiful and sophisticated and elegant older woman. You're married. You have like...a real life, you know? And then there you were on your knees in my living room with my roommate's cock in your mouth and mine in your pussy. It was...I don't know, it was really fucking hot. I've jerked off a few times this week thinking about it."

    He was essentially saying that it had struck him as really hot that a woman like Callie was slutty enough to have a threesome with two guys a great deal younger than her.

    "How would you feel if I told you that I wanted to fuck Jed?" she asked. "In another threesome, that is. As in, I want you both to fuck me."

    "Really?"

    "Yes." Callie had thought about it all week and she'd come to the conclusion that yes, she wanted to have a threesome - a full threesome - with her boyfriend and his roommate. She'd never done anything like it in her life and she wanted to try it.

    "Well, my gut reaction is that it would be pretty damn hot," Cole answered after taking a few moments to think about it.

    Callie stopped and turned to her boyfriend. "Really?"

    He nodded. "What does your husband think about it?"

    "He's a cuckold. He's into it. Really into it."

    Cole kissed her. He grabbed Callie's ass and squeezed it hard as she moaned into his mouth. She felt his dick get hard - she liked how he always got hard with such ease - and was tempted to stroke him right there on the edge of the parking lot.

    "Take me back to your place," she said.

    "Jed's there."

    Callie smiled. "I was hoping you'd say that."

    "You want to do this tonight?"

    "I do."

    Cole took her hand and they headed for his car. Callie had his dick in her mouth soon after he pulled out of the parking lot. She gave a slow blowjob for the entirety of the drive home. She just couldn't resist. She wanted him in her mouth. She wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to feel his hand on the back of her head, guiding her pace as she pleasured him.

    Jed was watching TV when they got back. Callie and Cole stopped to greet him and then headed for Cole's room. She pushed him into the bed, kissed him, and then backed out and headed for the bathroom with her purse.

    Callie had brought along a pair of stockings and a garter belt to add a bit of sexiness to the bra and panties she had on. She changed quickly and then stepped into Cole's room, put her hands on her hips to show off her lingerie, and asked, "Do you think he'll like it?"

    Cole sat up and smiled. "I do. I think he'll love it."

    "I'm going to go and fool around with him a little. I want you to wait five minutes and then join us."

    Cole looked a little frustrated, but he didn't put up a fight.

    Callie smiled, set her purse down, and pulled out her phone. She texted her husband to let him know she'd be having a threesome that night, that she was going to come home after two men had fucked her and that she expected him to be every bit the cuckold he was and lick her pussy gleefully. She'd gotten more into teasing Rick as the week had gone by and she figured he'd thoroughly enjoy that message.

    Callie blew her boyfriend a kiss and left his room. She sauntered towards the living room and smiled as Jed turned and stared. His jaw literally dropped and the remote slipped from his fingers.

    "Hey there," she said.

    "Uh...hey...hey..."

    "I've been thinking about you, you know. About how good it felt to have your cock in my mouth. About how much I enjoyed sucking you off and swallowing your cum. About how much my husband enjoyed hearing about how naughty I'd been."

    "He...he did? He enjoyed that?"

    She moved into the living room and stopped in front of Jed. "He's a cuckold. I'm not sure if you know what that is, but he's a man that gets off on his wife fucking other people. Or, in your case, sucking other people."

    Callie straddled Jed and saw the nervousness wash over him. She wondered when he'd last had a woman in his lap. She wondered if that woman had been dressed in lingerie.

    "I'd like to do more than just suck your cock, Jed," she said. "I'd like you to fuck me."

    Before he could answer, Callie kissed him. It took a few seconds, but Jed seemed to let go of his nervousness. His hands began to roam over her body. He grasped her ass. He caressed her stocking-clad legs. He played with her tits. He offered his tongue, too, and she happily accepted it while grinding in his lap until he sported a raging erection.

    "What about Cole?" Jed asked.

    She smiled. "He's going to fuck me too. You're both going to fuck me. You can take turns, if you like. You'll have to use a condom, but otherwise I'm yours to enjoy."

    It felt so good to say that, to surrender to the side of her that had grown increasingly comfortable with being a slutty hotwife.

    "First, though, I'm going to suck your dick again."

    Callie climbed off his lap, helped Jed out of his pants and underwear, and got on her knees. She sucked his dick ravenously, this time taking care not to bring him close to an orgasm. She wanted him hard and out of his mind with desire. She wanted him eager to have his way with her.

    Cole showed up while she was busy blowing his roommate.

    "Hey man," Jed said. "Are you really okay with this?"

    "Fuck yeah."

    Callie sat back, smiled at Jed, and said, "Why don't you go get a condom?"

    Jed hopped off the couch and Callie crawled in front of Cole. She took his pants off and got busy blowing him. She sucked and stroked his cock. She sucked on his balls. She looked up at him for most of it, too, and he wore a look of pure pleasure on his face.

    Jed returned with a condom in hand. Callie took it from him and tore it open while sucking his cock. She even throated him a little. Then she dressed his dick in latex, stood, and got on the couch. She moved to her back, spread her legs, and invited Jed between them.

    He was inside her not long after. She kissed him as they fucked. He pumped her pussy hard and fast, like a man who hadn't been inside a woman in all that long.

    "Jed, you can take your time," she whispered. "There's no rush. We have all night."

    He slowed his thrusts. "Sorry."

    Callie caressed his face. "It's okay. I want you to enjoy this, to enjoy me. You can fuck me more than once, too. I don't see any reason to place any limits on tonight."

    He smiled and kissed her. His hands moved to her ass and he managed to squeeze her cheeks hard while fucking her. Callie enjoyed the dual sensations and moaned into his mouth, prompting him to fuck her a little harder.

    "That's it," she said. "That's really good, Jed. You're fucking me so good."

    His hands moved up her body. He grasped a breast while deftly pinning her wrists above her head with his other hand. It sent a wave of arousal through Callie and she was suddenly quite close to an orgasm.

    "Harder," she said. "Make me cum, Jed. Fuck me harder and make me cum!"

    Jed did just that as Callie wrapped her stocking-clad legs around him and unleashed a beautiful orgasm that left her body trembling.

    He slowed his thrusts and eventually pulled out as Callie smiled. She turned to see Cole - who was now naked - sitting in the ratty armchair on the other side of their living room and stroking himself.

    "I can kind of see why your husband likes this," Cole said. "There's something pretty hot about watching, though part of that is knowing that I get my turn."

    Callie smiled and sat up to kiss Jed. She stroked his dick a little and then got up and sauntered over to Cole. She sat in his lap and took him inside her. She ran her fingers through his hair and held his head in her hands before leaning down to kiss him. She rode him while their tongues entwined.

    Callie then sat up, reached back to put her hands on his knees, and arched her back while bouncing her pussy on Cole's dick. His fingers moved between her legs and he played with her clit as she moaned. It was fantastically good sex, though it was made even better when Jed showed up behind her. He bent over and they kissed as she bounced on Cole's dick.

    Callie grabbed Jed's cock and stroked him. He felt so hard in the condom and his tongue was so deep in her mouth. Jed played with one of her tits and Cole the other. Callie was in a place a wild, wondrous pleasure and her whole body tingled from it.

    "Jed, take my ass," Callie said in a spur-of-the-moment decision. She'd never done a DP before - of course she hadn't - but in the moment it sounded hot as hell.

    "Seriously?" Jed asked.

    Callie leaned forward with Cole's dick deep inside her. "Yes, take my ass."

    Jed moved behind her, squatted down a little, and pressed the head of his cock against her asshole. He tried to push inside and failed. He spit in his hand and rubbed it over her asshole. He tried again. This time he slipped into her. It hurt a little, but Callie was so turned on by the idea of doing a DP that it felt fucking fantastic.

    "Fuck me. Both of you, fuck me," she said.

    Callie kissed Cole as she took cock in the pussy and the ass. His tongue swirled in her mouth and she moaned as they found a rhythm and began to move their cocks in and out of her body at the same pace.

    Callie lost track of time, of everything, really, as she took the DP. All she could think about was the sensation of being stretched by two dicks at the same time. She thought of telling Rick about it, of stroking his cock while sharing that she'd cuckolded him with two men at the same time.

    "I'm close," she announced. "If you can cum...cum for me. Both of you!"

    They had largely simultaneous orgasms. Callie came first and her body clamped down on the cocks inside her. That seemed to be enough to put them both over the top as Cole and then Jed unleashed.

    It was, on the whole, one of the most incredible sexual experiences in recent memory for Callie. Even better, the night was just getting started.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 9

    "Wait, wait, wait...a threesome?" Rachel asked. She did so quite loudly, too, and quickly looked around to make sure she hadn't drawn much notice at the outdoor cafe where they'd met for lunch. Her voice was much quieter as she asked, "Sorry, you had a threesome with your boyfriend and his roommate?"

    Callie took a big bite of her salad and nodded.

    Rachel leaned closer. "As in they both fucked you?"

    "Yes. Cole and his roommate Jed both fucked me multiple times, in fact."

    Rachel looked utterly astonished. "Was it good? I mean, I've heard of women doing that sort of thing, but I've never met one before. It's always seemed to me that it would be, I don't know, a pain in the ass or just kind of uncomfortable to have two guys prodding you with their cocks."

    Callie laughed. "I guess I can see where it might be like that, but that's not what this was. I was really the one in charge. Maybe it's just my age. I don't know. Neither of them once tried to just stick it in me, you know. I think they were both turned on by my willingness - or eagerness, really - to have both of them at the same time. All guys are like that, I think, where there's just something really exciting about a woman being kind of, well, let's be honest, kind of slutty."

    Rachel hadn't taken a bite of her food since Callie revealed that she'd had a threesome and she seemed utterly uninterested in the chicken breast on her plate. Then she leaned back, sipped her drink, and stared off for a few seconds.

    "Am I jealous?" she finally asked. "Is that what I'm feeling right now?"

    It was a rhetorical question, so Callie stabbed her fork into her salad and smiled as the memories of the threesome danced through her head. It was a rare thing to completely surrender to her sexual desires in that way she'd done with Cole and Jed and it was the memory of that surrender that she found so thrilling. Not once did Callie consider anything other than what felt good in the moment, whether that was giving a blowjob, getting fucked, doing both at the same time, trying a wild position, deepthroating a cock, or any other explorations she'd indulged in with her younger boyfriend and his equally young roommate.

    "There was no weirdness between them?" Rachel asked.

    "Even when they DP'ed me."

    Rachel's jaw dropped. "Excuse me?"

    Callie laughed. "Yeah. I let them take both holes."

    Rachel looked like she'd been slapped across the face. "Who are you?" she asked before smiling. "I mean, seriously, who are you?"

    "I know. It was crazy. I just...I think it's Cole's age. Being with him makes me feel like I'm in my early twenties again, and when you're that young you tend to do crazy things like have a threesome with your boyfriend and his roommate and give double penetration a try because why the fuck not."

    Rachel threw up her hands. "Yeah, sure, why the fuck not. Why not just let two guys fuck your ass and your pussy at the same time?" Then she laughed. She wasn't a judgmental friend. She was the one that suggested that Callie fuck another guy in the first place, so of course she wasn't judgmental. "You know, I think I might be a little jealous. Not of the anal stuff, but of the freedom, of the fun you're having. You're right that there's something so appealing about that."

    Callie hadn't yet mentioned that she'd slipped out of Cole's room that night, slipped into Jed's room, crawled into his bed, sucked his cock, dressed him in a condom, and took him for a ride. In the moment she hadn't been entirely sure why she'd done so outside of the obvious fact that it turned her on. In hindsight, though, it seemed clear to Callie that she thoroughly enjoyed the worshipful way that Jed looked at her. He wasn't quite as attractive or confident as Cole and it seemed that Callie's eagerness to make him cum had won her Jed's affection in a way she very much enjoyed.

    Cole had been awake when Callie returned from her brief sojourn to Jed's room. He hadn't said a word, though. Instead, he'd pulled back the covers to reveal his half hard cock and Callie had gotten to work immediately. After a blowjob she put a condom on him, though he insisted on fucking her from behind. She was more than happy to let him do so and he was more aggressive than usual as he'd fucked her. He'd pulled her hair a little and fucked with enough force to leave her pussy a bit sore. It was like he was reclaiming her from his roommate and Callie had cum rather hard.

    "What does Rick think of the threesome?" Rachel asked.

    "He's a cuckold," she said. "He loves it. Honestly, I'm continually surprised by how much he loves it. I think I could do just about anything and Rick would be turned on by it."

    Callie thought of how stiff Rick's cock had been as she'd detailed the events of her night with Cole and Jed. She hadn't originally planned on spending the night but she'd been so exhausted by all the sex that she texted Rick to let him know she'd be sleeping in Cole's arms that night instead of his. She returned the next morning, took her husband to bed, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him slowly while sharing the details of how wild things had gotten.

    "Even the DP?" Rachel asked.

    "Especially the DP," Callie replied. "I think he likes it when I'm kind of slutty, especially when I do things with Cole that I would never do with Rick. There's something about that very particular form of denial that thrills him. And, if I'm being honest, it thrills me, too. I get to unleash this part of myself with Cole and then I get to be more of a typical wife, for lack of a better word, with my husband. He doesn't get the wild side of me. Only Cole gets that. Rick gets a handjob afterwards while I tell him about the things I'm willing to do for the other man in my life."

    Callie was surprised - and delighted - to realize that she was quite turned on sitting at the cafe with her friend. That was a change for her. Prior to indulging in her desire for a younger man, Callie wasn't someone that experienced a great deal of arousal outside of an obviously sexual situation. Now, though, her body was more aligned with her brain and simply recalling the fun she'd had with Cole and Jed and the fun she'd had afterwards with Rick was enough to leave her panties damp with the wetness slowly seeping from her pussy.

    "I made Rick eat my ass," Callie said, likely sharing a little too much. She couldn't help herself, though.

    Again Rachel looked stunned. "Really?"

    Callie nodded. "He was so turned on by the anal stuff that I thought he'd like it if I told him to eat the ass that another man had been allowed to fuck."

    Rachel finally picked up her knife and cut her chicken breast. "I hope it's not insulting for me to say that you really seem like you've become an entirely different woman since you first took up with Cole."

    "Do you mean it to be insulting?"

    Rachel took a bite and shook her head. "No, not at all. I think, in fact, that I'm a little bit jealous of your sudden boldness and that way that you've embraced the freedom that Rick's desire to be cuckolded has afforded you."

    "It really is kind of amazing, isn't it?"

    They ate in silence for a short span of time before an idea occurred to Callie. "How about a double date?"

    "What?" Rachel asked.

    "Me and Cole. You and Jed," she said. "Jed's cute. He's good in bed. He's quite eager to impress, too. I'm sure he would lavish you with all sorts of attention and pleasure. Plus, if you wanted, you know, I'd be willing to share Cole, too."

    Rachel looked as if she couldn't tell if Callie was serious. "Get the fuck out of here."

    "I'm serious. I mean, maybe it's the craziest idea anyone has ever come up with, but I'm serious. I bet it would be fun."

    "It would certainly but us taking our friendship to a new level. I mean, I've never even seen you naked, let alone listened to or watched you have sex."

    Callie wasn't sure why she was suddenly so interested in pulling Rachel into the sexual world she'd recently stepped into, but she was. "I swear this idea just came to me. I haven't been planning it or anything. That being said, there's something pretty hot about it to me. Like, I think it might be pretty hot to watch Cole fuck you. Jesus, is that crazy? It might be even hotter to watch Cole fuck you while Jed is fucking me, or while Rick is going down on me."

    Rachel was sitting back and staring at her friend. She didn't say a word and her face was largely blank, like she was making an effort to hide how she felt about Callie's admittedly wild idea.

    "Just to be clear, you're saying that you would find it arousing to share your boyfriend with me? To actually watch as I have sex with Cole? And, I suppose, that you'd also find it exciting to watch me have sex with Jed? Or maybe I should fuck them both like you did? Or do a fucking DP?" Rachel asked.

    "Okay, yeah, you're right. I've probably lost my mind a little bit. I mean, I'm a married woman that just had a threesome with two guys in their early twenties. I had anal sex with one of them."

    Callie knew she'd stepped far outside the bounds of normal society. She was also quite turned on, and she'd been quite serious about wanting to involve Rachel, though that might have been a truly terrible idea.

    "Then you went home the next morning, shared all the details with your cuckold husband, and made him eat your ass while he no doubt thought about the fact that you'd let someone else fuck it the night before," Rachel added before smiling.

    "You're considering it, aren't you?" Callie asked.

    "I am," Rachel admitted. "I mean, what do I have to lose?"

    "Nothing at all."

    ---

    The double date had gone exceptionally well. Better than Callie had expected, in fact. Rachel had real chemistry with Jed and he was, as Callie expected he would be, in awe of her from the very start.

    They'd gone to dinner and then miniature golfing and go-karting. The idea had been to keep things casual. It was the first time Rachel and Jed had met, after all.

    Once Callie saw the chemistry, though, she made sure to push to make things a little more intimate. She'd been clear with everyone that the evening's end goal was a group scene of sorts. Everyone would end up at Callie and Rick's house, everyone would end up naked, and things would play out from there, with Rick offering his support as a cuckold.

    There'd been several bits of foreplay on the mini golf course. That included quite a bit of kissing, some lovely groping, and even a bit of swapping as Rachel and Cole made out on one hole while Callie and Jed explored each other's mouths with eager tongues.

    Cole was behind the driver's seat as the date ended and they headed back to Callie's house. They all expressed how much they'd enjoyed their date night - the go-karting in particular had proved rather fun - and Callie couldn't quite keep her hands off her boyfriend as she kept reaching across the center console to caress his leg or hold his hand.

    The sounds of kissing from the back seat drew Callie's attention and she saw that Rachel had unbuckled her seat belt and was sitting right next to Jed. She was stroking his dick through his jeans, too, and he had a hand up her shirt and was quite clearly playing with her tits in a way that had her moaning. Callie was pleased that her friend seemed all-in on having the kind of fun she'd hoped they'd all achieve that evening.

    After a few minutes of wild kissing, Rachel looked towards Callie - who'd been watching the whole time - and said, "It's been a long time since I gave a blowjob in a car."

    Jed looked exceptionally excited and Callie wondered if he'd ever gotten his dick sucked in a car.

    "Well, tonight is all about surrendering to your desires, whatever they may be," Callie said to her friend. "So if it's your desire to suck dick in a car, then don't let mine or Cole's presence stop you. Just make sure that if you make Jed cum in your mouth that you swallow it all so it doesn't get on Cole's seat."

    Rachel kissed Jed's neck and unzipped his pants. "I'd rather you didn't cum yet," she said softly. "Do you think you can hold off until later?"

    He nodded. "Yes, I do."

    Callie watched her friend free Jed's cock from his jeans. Her head dropped into his lap and her lips surrounded the shaft that Callie had sucked on a few occasions. She watched Rachel give a blowjob for a short span of time and then turned her attention to Cole, who was hard from Callie's gentle stroking.

    "Do you think you can drive safely with me sucking your dick?" she asked.

    "Yes, I do," he answered.

    That was all Callie needed. She unzipped his pants, unbuckled her seat belt, freed her boyfriend's cock, and went down on him.

    Callie liked feeling young and slutty again. She liked that she and Rachel were acting like women ten years younger than them often acted. She liked that they were stepping outside their normal lives to completely cut loose for a night and have the kind of fun that included sucking dick in the car while they drove home to have what would likely be a night of group pleasure.

    The ride home was relatively short and the car was filled with the sounds of cocksucking and moaning the entire time. Callie's pussy was exceptionally wet by the time Cole pulled into the driveway and she was tempted to climb into his lap and take him for a quick ride just to satisfy her desire to have him inside her.

    Instead, they piled out of the car and headed for the front door. Rick answered before Callie had a chance to ring the doorbell. He looked excited and a little nervous - and with good reason - as he stepped aside.

    "Can I get anyone drinks?" he asked as they all headed for the living room. "We have wine. Beer. Scotch. Champagne, I believe."

    "Let's open a bottle of wine," Callie said.

    Rick rushed to the kitchen as she and Cole sat on the couch. Rachel and Jed ended up on the loveseat and she cuddled awfully close to him. Callie was delighted that her friend had agreed to her idea for group fun and that she seemed so eager to fully surrender to the thrill of acting like she was young and slutty all over again.

    "Jed, is Rachel a good cocksucker?" Callie asked.

    Rachel smiled and kissed Jed's neck. "Yes, Jed, am I as good as Callie? Am I better, perhaps?"

    Everyone was looking at Jed and he seemed genuinely uncomfortable. Callie realized that his shyness was one of the things she liked about him, though, or more accurately she liked drawing him out of his shy shell and luring him into a place of great pleasure.

    "I think you're both really good, to be honest," Jed said. "Though I suppose I would say that maybe Rachel is a little bit better."

    It was the smart answer and Callie was only slightly offended. She did have an idea, though. She kissed Cole on the cheek, stood, and sauntered towards Jed. She fell to her knees in front of him, rubbed his cock through his jeans, and looked up at Rachel.

    "I think we should both suck his dick so he can have a direct comparison."

    "You first," Rachel said.

    Callie had Jed's cock in her mouth by the time Rick returned to the living room with the wine glasses.

    "Tell me, Rick," Rachel began as she took a glass of red wine, "does it excite you to see your wife sucking another man's cock in your living room?"

    "Yes, it does."

    "And does it excite you that this man is much younger than you are?"

    "Yes, it does," he answered.

    Callie knew her husband well enough to hear the arousal in his voice. It pleased her that he was turned on, that he was genuinely excited about everything that would unfold in their home that night.

    "Doe she suck your cock, Rick?" Rachel asked.

    "No. Not since she was first with Cole."

    Rachel sipped her wine and then leaned forward, seemingly passing the glass to Rick. "My turn," she said.

    Callie pulled off of Jed's cock and watched her friend shift her body on the couch so she could take Jed in her mouth for a second time that evening.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    Rachel was good at giving head. Callie could see that. It was, in fact, entirely possible that she was better at giving head. She seemed to have an easier time swallowing more of Jed's cock.

    Callie unbuttoned her jeans and reached into her panties. She masturbated while watching her friend suck cock and she marveled at how good it felt to be so wild and free.

    "You know, Rick, this is all because of you," she said before turning to her husband. "Your desire to be a cuckold. That's the start of all of this, and I have to say, I'm very grateful."

    He seemed genuinely happy. "Me too."

    Callie reached up and took his hand. She pulled him down until their lips met for a kiss. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and remained there for a short spell before Callie asked, "How does Jed's cock taste?"

    Rick smiled. "Good. You know it always tastes good when you kiss me after sucking someone else's cock."

    "You're such a cuck," she said.

    "I know."

    "How was that?" Rachel asked.

    "Incredible," Jed answered.

    "Am I better than her?"

    Callie looked up at Jed. "Is she a better cocksucker than I am, Jed?"

    Rachel smiled and Callie was willing to bet that her friend had never been called a cocksucker. That wasn't usually a term of endearment. In their little group, though, it was meant in a complimentary fashion.

    "She is," he answered.

    Callie wasn't actually disappointed. It was fun to play it like she was, though, so she frowned a little. "I'll bet it felt good to have two women suck your dick, though."

    "It really did."

    Callie looked at Rachel and leaned forward. Her friend leaned down. They both kissed and licked the head of Jed's cock at the same time. Their tongues touched a few times and Callie was surprised to find it rather thrilling.

    She lifted her head a little. Rachel did the same. Then, just like that, they were kissing over the head of Jed's cock. Their lips and tongues touched his dick, but mostly it was about the two of them kissing as Jed watched. Cole and Rick were almost certainly watching too.

    "Well, that was fun," Rachel said as the kiss ended.

    Callie smiled. "It really was."

    She stood and immediately kissed Rick. Callie stroked his dick through his jeans while her tongue invaded his mouth. He moaned quite a bit, too, and then she stepped away with a smile and turned to Cole.

    "I'm sorry I've neglected you," she said.

    "Don't be," he replied. "I like watching you play with other people. I like knowing that you're going to come back to me, that I fuck you better than anyone."

    Callie lifted her shirt over her head and tossed it aside as she walked towards Cole. "Such confidence."

    "I'm not wrong, am I?" he asked.

    She shook her head and crawled into his lap. Callie unhooked her bra and Cole immediately took her breasts in his hands.

    "Tell me that I fuck you better than anyone else."

    She moved her hips over his crotch. "You fuck me better than anyone else. You fuck me better than anyone ever has, Cole."

    He pushed a hand into her jeans and panties. He invaded her pussy and said, "Tell me who this pussy belongs to."

    Callie smiled and then a moan poured from her lips. "You. It belongs to you."

    "I liked watching you kiss your friend," Cole said.

    "Yeah?"

    He nodded. "I'd like to watch you kiss her while I'm fucking you."

    Callie's pussy tingled. She liked Cole's confidence. She liked his willingness to simply say what he wanted. She liked that he clearly expected to get what he wanted. There was something so hot about someone so young being so demanding and confident.

    "Then that's what I'll do for you," she said. "Because you fuck me better than anyone ever has." Callie leaned down and kissed him. "I'd like you to do something for me, though."

    "Anything."

    "I want you to fuck Rachel at some point tonight. I want her to enjoy both you and Jed. I want both of you to enjoy both of us, actually, and I want to make sure that my cuck husband is the only man that doesn't get to fuck anyone tonight."

    Callie looked over her shoulder and saw Rick staring with a bulge in his pants. She smiled. "Get naked, cuck."

    Rick began to strip as she turned her attention back to Cole. "I want you inside me."

    Callie stood and Cole joined her. She turned to Rachel and said, "I think we should all go to the bedroom so these boys can give us the pleasure we deserve."

    They all headed for the bedroom with Rick following behind them. There wasn't much ceremony to getting naked. Everyone just stripped once they were in the bedroom. Callie stepped into Cole's arms to kiss him and Rachel did the same with Jed. Moans filled the bedroom as everyone got a little more worked up.

    Cole then spun Callie around. She felt his cock press into her ass while she watched Jed and Rachel kiss.

    Jed saw that Callie was facing him and he spun Rachel around. He played with her tits and kissed the back of her neck as she stared at Callie. The air crackled with sexual energy and Callie was delighted to feel her heart pounding.

    Cole applied gentle pressure to Callie's lower back and she stepped towards Rachel. Her friend smiled and stepped forward. The women embraced and their lips met. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies and Callie was surprised at the sheer level of arousal she felt as Rachel's tongue moved into her mouth. It was the first deep kiss she'd ever shared with a woman and it was incredible, though that was no doubt due to the fact that they were performing for the young men that would soon be fucking them.

    "I think it's time we get fucked," Callie said.

    Rachel reached between her legs and fingered Callie for a few seconds. She pulled her digits free and sucked them clean while holding eye contact. "I agree."

    Callie retrieved a box of condoms from the nightstand. She handed one to Rachel and they both dressed their men. Callie then crawled into the bed from one side and Rachel crawled in from the other. Their lips met for a deep kiss as their men got behind them.

    Callie moaned into Rachel's mouth as Cole took her from behind. Rachel did the same as Jed took her. Soon enough they were both getting fucked. They were both cutting loose. They were both surrendering to their inner sluts, to the parts of them that craved the satisfaction of having wild, wondrous, thrilling sex with fit, handsome younger men.

    Rick watched from the foot of the bed. He watched his wife cuckold him. He watched his wife's friend get fucked. He watched two younger men enjoying a pleasure that he would be denied that night, for Rick was a cuckold and his job was to watch and assist in the pleasure of those that were permitted to fuck or be fucked.

    "Rick, baby, crawl into the bed," Callie said after a few minutes of vigorous doggystyle that included lots of kissing with Rachel.

    Rick did as instructed.

    "Suck on my tits," she said.

    Rick slid beneath her and took one of Callie's nipples in her mouth. The sensation was incredible and she moaned as Rachel leaned forward a little and kissed her.

    "Does it feel good to have your cuck hubby sucking on your titties while you get fucked by that fat young cock?" Rachel asked.

    Rick moaned.

    "Damn right it does," Callie replied with a smile. "He's a good cuck. He does as he's told. He likes doing as he's told. He likes helping me. He likes watching. He likes knowing that I get the satisfaction I crave from someone else."

    "Would he suck my tits if you told him to?"

    "Rick, baby, do the same for Rachel. Suck on her perfect tits while she gets fucked by a younger, better man."

    Rick moaned again and happily moved until his head was beneath Rachel's swinging tits. He latched onto one and she closed her eyes and moaned. Callie took the opportunity to slide two of her fingers into Rachel's mouth for no other reason than she thought it would be hot to do so. She was right. It was thrilling.

    "Fuck," Rachel said once Callie's fingers had been pulled free. "I'm so close to cumming."

    "Rick, lick her clit," Callie said. "Help her cum as Jed fucks her tight little cunt."

    Rick shifted his body and Callie grabbed his cock and gave him a few slow strokes as she watched Rachel's face contort in pleasure.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    "That's a good cuck," Callie said. "Look at how good you made her feel."

    Jed pulled out and Rick groaned. "Shit, sorry."

    "What happened?"

    "My dick landed on his forehead after I pulled out."

    Callie laughed. "That's okay. He's a cuck. It happens."

    Jed looked down at Rick and then grabbed the base of his cock. He smiled and Callie was fairly certain that he then slapped his dick against Rick's forehead. She couldn't see because Rachel's body was blocking her view, but she did make sure to keep stroking her husband's shaft to keep him in a place of pleasure.

    "That's more fun that I would have thought," Jed said as he stepped back.

    Rachel sat up on her knees and Callie saw that her pussy was right over Rick's face.

    "Smother the cuck," she said.

    Rachel looked down, smiled, and happily sat on Rick's face. Callie moaned as Cole's cock continued to pound her from behind. It felt as if he hadn't tired one bit, that he could have fucked her like that all night long if it's what she craved, which made her pussy tingle. It was so nice to have a younger boyfriend.

    "Eat my pussy, cuck," Rachel demanded.

    Callie smiled as she watched her husband's tongue snake out of his mouth and work Rachel's clit. She watched her friend smile, grab her tits, and moaned as she began to ride Rick's face. He was a cuckold in his place. He was serving pussy but not with his cock. Not on that night, at least.

    Cole pulled out and rolled Callie onto her back. She spread her legs and smiled as he grabbed her hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He slipped his arms under her knees to hold her legs up and the slid his dick inside her.

    "Fuck me hard," she said.

    Cole did just that. He fucked her incredibly hard. Each thrust brought with it a wave of pleasure as his pelvis hammered her clit and Callie couldn't help but moan. She would have kept doing so, too, except Rachel sat on her face.

    Just like that she was engulfed in her friend's ass and pussy. Callie didn't miss a beat, though. She started eating pussy right away. She'd never done so in her life, but she was doing it in that moment and she thoroughly enjoyed it.

    Rachel leaned forward and said, "Come eat my ass, cuck."

    Rick crawled into place and began licking Rachel's asshole without having to be told a second time. It happened right above Callie's eye line, too, and she found it wonderfully arousing to be so fully immersed in a wild group scene.

    "That's good, cuck," Rachel said.

    Rick moved away.

    "Jed, come and fuck my ass," Rachel said.

    Jed crawled into the bed as Rachel moved onto her hands and knees above Callie, who had a perfect view of the young man's cock head as it rubbed over Rachel's asshole and then pushed inside her.

    "Oh, fuck," she said.

    Rachel leaned down and kissed Callie's stomach and thighs while Cole continued to pound her. Callie watched a cock disappear into her friend's asshole. She was so turned on at the whole thing that her pussy started to tingle in a glorious manner.

    Callie lifted her head and attached her lips to Rachel's clit. She licked and sucked and worked to make her friend feel good while she got fucked in the ass.

    "Take her ass, Cole," Rachel said. "Jed's fucking my ass and you should be in Callie's ass."

    He pulled out of her pussy and Callie didn't put up a fight. She felt Rachel's fingers on her clit. She moaned at the pleasure of being rubbed and barely winced at the discomfort of having Cole's big cock in her ass.

    Just like that, both women were having anal sex in a 69. It was the wildest thing Callie had ever done - and it wasn't even close - and she was massively turned on because of it.

    Callie came while getting fucked in the ass. So did Rachel. They helped each other cum, of course, using their tongues and fingers to enhance the pleasure of being in a wild, wondrous foursome.

    The guys pulled out and Rachel rolled off of Callie. Both women laid in bed with their chests heaving and Callie's body was certainly tingling from head to toe.

    "Would you boys be willing to jerk off onto the cuck's face?" Rachel asked.

    Callie smiled at her friend's boldness. She'd never considered such a thing.

    "Yeah," Jed answered.

    "Absolutely," Cole added with a smile.

    Callie turned to her husband and said, "Get on your knees, Rick."

    He seemed nervous, but Rick fell to his knees. Jed and Cole took off their condoms and both Callie and Rachel rolled onto their stomachs and crawled to the foot of the bed to watch.

    Rick closed his eyes as a younger man stood on either side of him and jerked off. Rachel put a hand on Callie's ass and gave it a good squeeze.

    "I want us to lick the cum off his face afterwards," she said.

    Callie turned to her friend. "You're so much wilder than I am," she said.

    Rachel laughed. "I know, right? Who would have guessed? You're so right about this, though, about how much fun this is. I mean, fuck, I've never had this kind of fun before."

    Callie turned her attention back to Rick just in time to see him take two loads on his face. His dick was still hard, which was a good sign that he was turned on. It had to have been humiliating, but being a cuckold was often humiliating. She was surprised at how exciting she found it to watch him be showered in cum like that and when Rachel leaned over to kiss her neck Callie couldn't help but moan.

    The girls crawled out of the bed and onto their knees next to Rick. They cleaned the cum off his face and shared it with him and each other through a series of long, slow, sloppy kisses and they both managed to stroke his cock a few times during all the fun to ensure that he stayed in a place of intense arousal.

    "How was that?" Callie asked her husband afterwards.

    "Hot and messy," he said. “And perfect.”

    Rachel kissed him. She did so deeply enough that Callie felt a little jealous of another woman kissing her husband. That didn't last, though, as she then kissed Rachel and then her husband.

    "That was round one," Callie said. "There are more rounds to come, Rick. I'd like you to dispose of the condoms and bring the wine glasses to the bedroom. Then you can wait on your knees until we have another task for you."

    Rick got up and collected the used condoms. He left the bedroom and Callie stood and looked at the two young men in her bed.

    "Did you boys enjoy yourselves?"

    They both smiled and nodded.

    Rachel crawled into the bed and cuddled with Jed. Callie did the same with Cole. All four of them fit quite nicely and there was something deeply relaxing to Callie about having her boyfriend's strong arms wrapped around her.

    "I think we should swap for the next round," Rachel said.

    "I agree," Callie replied.

    "Then maybe you can both have me for the third round."

    Callie smiled. Rachel was all in on tapping into her slutty side, at least for the night. Callie was all in too, and she had a feeling that things were only going to get wilder.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 10

    It had to come to an end at some point. Cole would eventually want a real relationship. The sex would get stale. They'd fight about something and it would feel like far too much effort to maintain what was, ultimately, a fling.

    That point hadn't come yet, though, and Callie couldn't see it on the horizon. Instead, all seemed well between her and Cole. There'd been a brief period where she fucked Jed with some regularity, but Rachel now occupied most of his time so there wasn't the threat of divided attention to pull her and Cole apart.

    Rick remained fully on board, too, even though Rachel had a habit of upping the ante during their group encounters, such as when she suggested that Rick fluff both guys while Callie and her watched and masturbated. Rick had done so without question and, perhaps more surprisingly, Cole and Jed had happily gotten on board with the idea of a cuckold sucking and stroking their cocks.

    Those thoughts were in the back of her head as Callie sat at her kitchen table on a Sunday morning. Her pussy was wet and warm and still tingling a little from the fucking Cole had given her in her bed. Rick had no doubt listened from the spare bedroom, though Callie was a little embarrassed to admit that she hadn't given much thought to her husband while her boyfriend was busy fucking her.

    Cole was in the kitchen with Callie. He wore only his underwear, a bold choice given that he was cooking for her. As it turned out, he harbored a desire to be more than a waiter, that he wanted to remain in the restaurant business as a chef. He'd been practicing when he could and was busy preparing a French omelet for Callie as she sipped her coffee and watched him work.

    Her day had begun with his body tucked against hers in bed. His cock was hard - it was often hard in the morning - but there was no indication he was awake or trying to urge her to pleasure him. That didn't stop her from doing so, though.

    She'd made her way under the covers and swallowed his cock, fellating him with expertise until he was awake and moaning. She'd soon dressed him in a condom and mounted him. Her pussy had swallowed his long, thick cock and she filled her bedroom with moans while riding him.

    Callie smiled as she thought of the orgasm she'd had. The sex always felt a little better when it was in her bed while Rick was in the other room. Despite having been with Cole for months, Callie still found pleasure in the naughtiness of fucking another man in the bed she shared with her husband.

    The omelet came together quickly and Callie found herself impressed with Cole's technique. She didn't really know anything about cooking, though, so it was entirely possible he was doing a terrible job.

    "Here you are," he said while setting a plate in front of her.

    The omelet looked beautiful. It was neatly folded and glistening with the butter he'd rubbed over the top of it. Callie smiled and dug in. The taste was immaculate. Buttery and creamy and with just a hint of bite from the chives he'd finely chopped and added to the beaten eggs before pouring it all into the pan.

    "Exquisite," she said.

    Cole beamed. "Really?"

    Callie nodded. "If I hadn't already sucked your dick this morning, I'd absolutely do it again to reward you for making me such a delicious breakfast."

    Callie was considering giving him a blowjob anyway. She liked having her young lover's cock in her mouth. She liked the way it made him moan, the way he would run his fingers through her hair, the way he would sometimes get bold and put a hand on the back of her head to encourage her to try and throat his shaft.

    "Aren't you going to make one for yourself?" she asked.

    "Oh, shit, right," he replied with a laugh.

    He moved to stand and Callie grabbed his hand and pulled him close. They shared a long, deep kiss. "Thank you for cooking for me," she said. "It's really romantic, especially when the food is this good."

    Cole stood and she noted the bulge in his underwear. Maybe she would give him a blowjob after breakfast.

    After whipping up another omelet, Cole joined her at the table and they ate together.

    "Is Jed enjoying himself with Rachel?" Callie asked.

    "Like you wouldn't believe."

    She laughed. "Well, I don't know if Rachel would ever tell him, but she really likes him. I think that relationship has really helped her out. There might not be a long term future, but she's pretty enamored with him at the moment."

    Cole looked away and Callie wondered if she'd said something wrong.

    "Is everything okay?"

    He nodded. "Is it safe to assume that there's no future for us?"

    "I guess that depends on what you need that future to look like."

    He set his fork down and sat back. He suddenly seemed open and vulnerable and Callie was tempted to sit in his lap, kiss him softly, and run her fingers through his hair. She stayed in her seat, though.

    "I know it's crazy of me," he said, "but I've been thinking about a future with you. I've long dreamed of being a chef of some kind, but it wasn't until you came along that I actually decided to do something about it and start practicing and asking the chefs at the restaurant for tips. I've started saving up for a cooking academy, too, so I can actually learn some real lessons."

    Callie took his hand in hers.

    "I know you're married," he said. "I know you love your husband. I do. I'm not harboring some notion that I could steal you from him or anything. Jed doesn't see it, but I do. I see the love. I see that this thing we're doing is actually something that brings you closer with Rick. Even the really kinky stuff."

    Cole was right. Callie was closer to Rick - and more in love with him - than she'd ever been.

    "I know all of that...and yet I still want you...more of you, I guess. I still have times when I want you to myself."

    Callie's life had changed for the better since she'd met Cole. She was much happier. Her marriage was better. She felt like she saw the world differently, like she'd stepped out from behind some sort of suburban veil and now understood that life could be damn near anything she wanted it to be.

    "Do you love me, Cole?" she asked.

    He laughed softly and his eyes glistened. "Of course I do."

    Perhaps Callie shouldn't have been surprised by his answer, but she was. Even more surprising, though, was what she said next. "I love you too."

    Cole looked more surprised than she'd felt. In fact, he looked stunned. Callie got up and sat in across his lap. She ran her fingers through his hair and caressed his face. She kissed him softly. Passion erupted inside her. The kiss deepened. She felt his cock get hard beneath her and press into the backs of her thighs.

    "You'll always have to share me," she said, "but you can also have more of me."

    "I can?"

    Callie nodded. "Yes, you can. You've changed my life, Cole. For the better. I see no reason to deny you what you want. You deserve it, and if I'm being honest, I want more of you, too."

    "I want you right now."

    Callie stood. They hadn't finished breakfast, but having Cole inside her was far more important. They rushed to the bedroom. They stripped from their minimal clothing. They fell into bed. They kissed as he fingered her. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth while stroking his cock.

    Cole reached for a condom.

    "You don't have to use a condom," she said.

    "Really?"

    "I'm on the pill. I've been wanting to go without a condom for a while...and this is the right time. This is me giving you more, Cole, in a small way."

    He slid inside her. She closed her eyes and moaned. Unprotected sex always felt better.

    "Fuck me, Cole," she said softly.

    Their lips met for a long, deep kiss as he fucked her. The sex was more emotional than usual. Callie felt it flowing through her, drawing her deeper into her passion for Cole. The intensity of it caught her off guard and she wondered if she'd simply been denying her feelings for Cole. They hadn't just arrived, after all.

    Her orgasm was stronger and lengthier than usual. It seemed the same for Cole, whose face was a cornucopia of pleasure while he came inside her for the first time.

    "I love you, Callie," he said with his head resting against her neck.

    She smiled. "I love you too, Cole."

    Eventually he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. His cock was still mostly erect and it looked beautiful covered in a mixture of her juices and his cum. Callie was tempted to take him in her mouth, but there was something she needed to do.

    "I'll be right back," she said.

    Callie rolled out of bed and smiled. She headed for the spare bedroom and knocked softly before opening the door. Rick was awake. The covers were pulled back. His cock was stiff and his chest flushed with desire.

    "Good morning," she said to her husband.

    "It sounds like it's been a very good morning for you."

    Callie stepped into the room and shut the door behind her. She leaned against it with her hands behind her back. Rick gazed between her legs and she smiled as his eyes went wide.

    "Did he..."

    "Yes."

    Rick's fingers wrapped around his cock. His gaze remained fixed between her legs as he stroked himself.

    "Lie down," she said.

    Rick dragged his gaze up to her face and stared for a few seconds. Then he tossed his pillow aside and inched forward until he was on his back. Callie pushed away from the door and moved to the side of the bed.

    "I'm going to sit on your face," she said. "You're going to put your tongue inside me. You're going to feast on my pussy like a good cuckold. You can masturbate while you do so, but don't cum unless I give you permission. Okay?"

    He nodded and Callie straddled him. She sat over his face. He stared at her pussy.

    "Cole and I will be having unprotected sex from now on, so you'll be doing a lot more of this."

    She sat on his face and Rick's eyes went wide. She heard his hand moving up and down his shaft at a quicker pace. He moaned into her pussy. His tongue moved rapidly and Callie found herself feeling a great deal more pleasure than expected.

    "That feels so good, baby," she said. "It feels so good when you eat his cum out of me."

    Rick moaned.

    "I have a feeling you'll be eating a lot of his cum from now on. I'm going to be seeing even more of him, having even more sex with him. He'll be staying here more often, too."

    Callie was making plans she hadn't confirmed with Cole, but she suspected she'd get no resistance if she invited him to stay over more often or if she insisted that he fuck her more often.

    The pleasure of feeding her husband another man's load, the friction against her clit, and thoughts of a deepening relationship with Cole were enough to give Callie a surprisingly potent orgasm as she sat on Rick's face. Her thighs trembled and she felt a hidden torrent of cum pour out of her and into her husband's mouth.

    Callie climbed off of Rick's face and laid next to him. Her hand replaced his on his cock and she kissed his neck and nibbled on his ear lobe, eliciting a moan.

    "Sweetheart…Cole told me he loved me," she whispered.

    "What? Really?"

    "Yes. He said it at breakfast. He told me he loved me and that while he knew it was crazy to hope for a future with me that he couldn't help but indulge in that kind of thing anyway. He told me he wants more of me, more than he has right now."

    Rick's cock throbbed in her hand, though Callie knew that was a poor way to judge his feelings on what she'd just said.

    "What...what did you say?" Rick asked.

    Callie kissed his neck again and moaned. "I told him I loved him."

    Rick groaned and to Callie's surprised he climaxed. Cum spurted from his cock and floated high into the air before landing all over, including more than a few drops on her thigh and hand.

    "Whoa," he said. "That was...that was unexpected."

    He looked at her and smiled. They kissed. Callie was pleased that he didn't seem panicked about her having expressed her love for another man.

    "In case it wasn't clear, I love you more than anyone, Rick," she said.

    "I know."

    "So you're okay with me pursuing something more with Cole?"

    "I am. We wouldn't be the first couple to try polyamory, even if it's one-sided in this case."

    Callie kissed him softly. "Well, I think Rachel likes you."

    He laughed. "I think she likes getting to do some crazy shit with a cuckold."

    "Fair enough. She does have a pretty wild imagination when it comes to that stuff, doesn't she?"

    He nodded.

    "You like that about her, don't you?" Callie asked.

    "I hope that's okay."

    "Of course it is, especially since you like it. Be careful, though, because she might ask you to go to a greater length than you might be willing to travel."

    Callie wasn't sure what that might be, but Rachel did seem to have a kinkier mind than her, so anything was possible.

    "I'll be careful, though it's not like you won't be there when she asks me to do something insane."

    Callie kissed him on the cheek. "You never know. Maybe Rachel will ask to borrow you for some fun with Jed. They're getting quite close, you know."

    "You and Rachel were, in a way, made for each other. Both of you are getting very cozy with younger men. Both of you are expanding your sexual boundaries. Both of you are into cuckolding me."

    "That's all true, isn't it? You know, I hadn't thought about it in this way, but that makes you a very lucky man, doesn't it? You have two women that like to cuckold you. You should probably be very grateful, shouldn't you?"

    "Oh, I'm grateful. Believe me. I'm grateful and I'm more than happy to prove it however you'd like me to."

    Callie sat up and wiped her cummy fingers on his stomach. "Maybe I'll take you up on that, Cole. We'll see. For now, though, you get to enjoy being a cuckold, and if you ask nicely Cole will probably make you the best damn omelet you've ever had. For now, though, you're covered in cum and you should probably take a shower."

    "Care to join me?" he asked.

    Callie smiled, kissed him, and said, "I think I'll shower with my boyfriend. Maybe I can coax him into fucking me again. Three times in one morning would be quite impressive, don't you think?"

    She could see the jealousy on his face. She was pushing him a little, though. If things really did go further with Cole, there would be plenty of times where Rick didn't get what he wanted.

    "Yes, that would be impressive," he said. "And if he fucks you again, please don't hesitate to have me clean your pussy again."

    That was an excellent response, so Callie rewarded him with a deep kiss and then climbed out of his bed, washed the cum from her hands and wiped it from her thigh, and headed back to the master bedroom to coax her boyfriend into a shower and perhaps another round of hot sex.
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    Callie was curled up in Cole's arms as they stared at the crackling fire that Rick had built for them. Rachel and Jed were curled up on an Adirondack chair just a few yards away and they alternated between kissing and enjoying the fire.

    Rick was seated opposite the two women and their younger boyfriends and Callie felt bad for her husband. He'd agreed to join them on their weekend getaway and he'd agreed to play the part of the cuckold, but in that moment he looked a little lonely as he sat and watched two sets of people enjoy the kind of gentle intimacy that comes with relaxing under the stars and warming themselves by a fire.

    Callie was fairly certain she was the only person paying any attention to Rick, though. Rachel was busy making out with Jed and she seemed to be teasing his cock under the blanket that rested over both of them. Cole had his hand up Callie's sweater and was playing with her tits with remarkable skill, which made it all the more difficult to direct any energy towards her husband. Plus, every now and then her boyfriend would draw her lips to his for a slow, deep, genuinely romantic kiss. There was also his cock, which was hard and pressing into her ass as she sat across his lap.

    Callie caught Rachel's gaze and her friend smiled at her, glanced across the fire at Rick, and then kissed her boyfriend deeply before asking, "Jed, how does it feel when I make Rick suck your cock?"

    He glanced towards Cole and Callie and she was fairly certain he felt a touch of embarrassment at the notion that he'd let a man suck his dick. He was young and straight - or mostly straight - and his gentle shame made perfect sense. There was no need for it, though, as Rick had blown both of the young men sitting around the fire.

    Rachel kissed her boyfriend's neck as the fire sent a glowing red ember skywards. "You know it makes my pussy wet when Rick degrades himself by sucking your dick," Rachel said. "You know I like it when you get that little flash of aggression and shove your dick in his mouth to put him in his place."

    "I guess I do feel...I don't know, kind of turned on by parts of it."

    Rachel smiled. "By showing that you're a superior man, you mean?"

    Jed nodded.

    Rachel kissed his neck as Callie watched her friend with fascination. What was she working up to? Did she intend on having Rick suck cock by the fire? Did she have something else planned for the evening?

    Callie glanced towards her husband and found his gaze fixed firmly on Rachel and Jed. She couldn't quite discern what he was feeling, though she suspected he was at least a little bit turned on.

    "You like turning me on, don't you?" Rachel asked.

    Jed nodded.

    "Because I make you feel good when you turn me on. I give you my mouth. I give you my pussy. I give you my body. I make you cum hard, don't I?"

    "You really do."

    They kissed deeply and Callie was surprised at the sudden surge of arousal she felt, as if she'd absorbed some of Rachel's obvious erotic desire. Callie let her lips travel where they pleased, which was to Cole's neck. He moaned and his hand moved across her chest to offer attention to the breast he'd neglected for the past few minutes. She closed her eyes and her lips moved to his. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she moaned as his fingers found her nipple and rolled it gently.

    "What if I wanted to watch you fuck him, Jed?" Rachel asked.

    "What?"

    Callie looked towards her friend and the young man she'd given herself over to in the past few months. She was tempted to echo Jed's question, but she kept quiet.

    Rachel smiled and kissed his cheek softly. "What if I told you that it would leave my pussy soaked if you fucked the cuck in the ass?"

    Jed was speechless and Callie looked towards Rick, who seemed a great deal more nervous than he'd been the last time she checked in with him. The fire crackled in the silence that hung over the backyard of their beautiful Airbnb rental as Callie waited for either Rachel or Jed to say something.

    "Because I want it," Rachel finally said. "I've been thinking about it, and I want it. I don't know why. I know it might sound really fucked up, but I want you to put him on his hands and knees and slide your dick into his ass. I want you to humiliate him by fucking him. I want you to take away his manhood while I masturbate. I want you to make him take your dick like a bitch. Then I want you to fuck me and cum deep in my tight pussy."

    Rick had agreed to be their cuckold for the weekend, but it wasn't a blanket agreement that included doing whatever he was told. He had agency. He could decline an instruction if he so desired. Callie was tempted to speak up for her husband, to tell Rachel that Rick didn't want to get fucked, but she wasn't entirely sure that was the case. After all, on the occasions where their cuckold play included humiliation, Rick had been thoroughly aroused. He liked cleaning Cole's cum out of her pussy. He liked being denied the right to fuck her because she prioritized Cole's cock over his. He even liked being kicked out of their bedroom so that Cole could spend the night. Perhaps Rick would be into the idea of exploring a deeper level of humiliation by taking a cock up the ass.

    There was obvious pleasure on Jed's face and Callie guessed that Rachel had freed his cock under the blanket and was offering up a handjob. It seemed clear that she was manipulating him into doing as she desired. The only question was whether or not it would work.

    "Will you fuck him, baby?" Rachel asked softly. "Will you fuck that worthless cuck? Will you make him take your young dick up his ass? Will you put him in his place? Will you do it for me? Will you do it while I masturbate, while I get all worked up, while my pussy gets nice and wet for the kind of pounding only you can give it?"

    "Yes," Jed answered.

    Rachel tossed the blanket aside and got on her knees in front of her younger boyfriend. His cock was in her mouth a moment later, a clear reward for agreeing to fuck Rick, who hadn't yet been consulted on the topic of anal sex.

    Jed moaned. "Oh my god...Rachel...that feels so good."

    She moaned too, though her lips remained around his dick and her head continued to bob up and down. Callie thought of blowing Cole, of getting on her knees, of giving him the same pleasure his friend was enjoying. He would have enjoyed it. Of course he would have. Every man enjoys a blowjob, though Callie had come to believe that young men were especially appreciative of the pleasures of having their cocks sucked.

    Rachel stood up long before Jed came, though. He tucked his dick back into his pants and she took his hand. They walked towards the house and stopped about halfway there.

    "Come, cuck," Rachel said.

    Callie looked at her husband. Rick glanced at her, took a deep breath, and stood. He was choosing to get fucked by a man. He was choosing that particular kind of humiliation. He was choosing it, so Callie said nothing. She offered no resistance. She smiled, in fact, because cuckolding was as much about Rick's pleasure as hers - even if his pleasure took a different form than hers.

    They stepped inside, leaving Callie alone with her boyfriend. She looked at him, smiled, and took note of how handsome he was, how strong his jaw was, how good he looked with a bit of stubble.

    "I love you, Callie," he said without prompting.

    "I love you too, Cole."

    They shared a deep, long, tender kiss. Their hands moved in slow exploration over each other's bodies and Callie felt her desire for him grow. She wanted Cole inside her. She wanted to make love to him, to feel him slowly moving in and out of her pussy, to feel them both slowly building towards their orgasms, to moan his name softly, to pull him as deep into her pussy as she could, to urge him to cum inside her and claim the pleasure he craved.

    "Let's go inside," she said at the conclusion of their lengthy kiss.

    The fire had died down enough to be in no danger of spreading from its pit so they stood, grabbed the blankets, and walked inside.

    "Oh, fuck!" Rick cried out.

    Rachel had seemingly left the bedroom door open as Callie could quite clearly hear her husband being fucked. She and Cole walked through the living room and up the stairs to the second floor. Down one end of the hallway was the bedroom she and Cole shared. Down the other end was the bedroom Rachel and Jed were sharing.

    Callie paused at the top of the stairs and listened to the sounds of sex. She heard grunting and moaning and a hint of flesh of flesh contact.

    She looked at Cole and said, "I want to see it. Just for a moment."

    He kissed her. "I'll be waiting for you in our room."

    Callie watched him go and approached Rachel's room. She stopped just outside the doorway, took a deep breath, and turned towards the room.

    Rachel was sitting against the headboard with her legs spread. With one hand she grasped a breast and with the other she rubbed her clit in slow circles.

    Rick was naked and on his hands and knees between Rachel's legs. His cock was hard - which made Callie smile - and he was grunting with every thrust into his ass. Callie couldn't see his face, but she would have wagered he was wincing, too, as anal sex almost always included at least a bit of discomfort for the person on the receiving end. Sometimes it was worth it, of course - Cole fucked her ass every now and then and she enjoyed making him cum in that way - but she wondered if Rick was feeling as though it was worth it. He liked humiliation, though, and Callie couldn't imagine anything more humiliating than getting ass fucked by someone more than a decade younger than him.

    Jed seemed to be enjoying himself, at least based on the effort he put into degrading Rick with his cock. He was fucking him hard and fast with a firm grip on his hips. Jed's gaze, though, was firmly focused on Rachel, who alternated between looking at her boyfriend and looking at the cuck taking it up the ass.

    "Does that feel good, cuck?" Rachel asked as she leaned forward and caressed Rick's face. "Does it feel good to get fucked up the ass by a real man?"

    Rick shook his head.

    Rachel laughed. "You're taking it anyway though, aren't you? You're taking it up the ass like a good cuck. That's because you like making me happy, isn't it? That's because you like serving a superior woman, isn't it?"

    "Yes," Rick admitted.

    Rachel pulled her fingers from her pussy and shoved them in Rick's mouth. She grabbed a tight fistful of his hair and fucked his mouth as Jed fucked his ass.

    Callie had pushed a hand into her leggings and started masturbating without knowing it. She wasn't sure what part of the scene had turned her on to the point that she needed to rub her clit, but there was something that had her tingling in all the right places.

    "Hey."

    She jumped in fright and turned to see Cole behind her.

    "Sorry. I thought you were coming to bed, to me," he whispered.

    He was naked and she glanced at his cock, which was hard. He'd likely been stroking himself in anticipation of having sex with her.

    "I'm sorry," she said softly. "I got caught up in watching."

    He looked into the room at the scene unfolding and Callie was pleased that he didn't seem immediately put off. He shouldn't have been, though. He'd participated in Rick's humiliation on numerous occasions, including getting his cock fluffed and cleaned by the cuckold.

    "Would it be too much to ask for you to fuck me from behind while I watch?" she asked. "Just until I cum. Then you can take me to the bedroom and...and do whatever you want with me."

    Cole smiled, lowered her leggings and panties to her knees, grasped his cock, and guided it between her legs from behind. Callie grabbed the doorjamb for balance and her other hand raced between her legs. Her finger danced over her clit as Cole grasped her hips and fucked her slowly and deeply. His length and thickness felt incredible in her pussy and arousal spread like wildfire from her loins, filling her body and ensuring her orgasm would arrive quickly.

    Rachel pulled her fingers from Rick's mouth and ran them over his face. Then she leaned in and kissed him, which filled Callie with surprising jealousy. It mingled with her arousal, though, and did nothing to dampen her oncoming orgasm.

    "You're a good cuck," Rachel said. "A very good cuck. You'll do anything to turn me on, won't you?"

    Rick nodded.

    "Of course you will. You're getting fucked up the ass like a fag. You just gave your manhood away to Jed. You're doing it to turn me on, to make my pussy wet, to be a good cuck. I fucking love that about you, Rick."

    Callie's jealousy intensified. Cole fucked her harder and faster. She rubbed her clit faster, too, and Rachel sat back against the pillows and rubbed her pussy furiously.

    The women came together. They came while watching Rick get fucked in the ass. They had different perspectives on the display of cuckold degradation, but they both came. Callie's orgasm was rather intense and she imagined her friend's climax was equally enthralling, at least based on the sounds and look on Rachel's face as her toes curled and her eyes closed.

    Cole pulled out and Callie turned to kiss him as aftershocks of orgasmic delight moved through her.

    "Thank you for fucking me," she said softly.

    He smiled. "It's my pleasure, Callie. It's always my pleasure."

    She took his hand and they walked towards their bedroom. They stepped inside and she shut the door before turning to her boyfriend.

    "How can I please you?" she asked, sending a beautiful wave of arousal through her body.

    "Strip," Cole said.

    Callie lifted her sweater over her head and unhooked her bra. She kicked off her boots and peeled off her socks. Her leggings and thong came off at the same time and she stood with her hands at her sides as Cole studied her body.

    Callie wasn't sure what she wanted him to do. They'd made love the night before - slow and beautiful - and she would have enjoyed that again. She would have enjoyed being put on her hands and knees and fucked hard until he'd cum inside her. She would have enjoyed being instructed to suck his dick until he came down her throat. She was quite certain she would have enjoyed literally anything he wanted to do with her. As far as Callie could remember, Cole was the only man she'd ever been with where she was more than happy to do whatever he desired when it came to sex.

    Cole approached and took Callie's hand. He led her to the foot of the bed before stepping behind her, kissing the back of her neck, and running his hands down her arms.

    "Sometimes I forget how kinky you can be," he said. "I know Rachel is insanely kinky. Jed talks about it all the time, but it turns out that you can be too."

    He kissed her neck and Callie closed her eyes and moaned as Cole's fingers moved over her stomach on a slow journey to her right breast, which he cupped gently.

    "Did it turn you on to watch your husband getting fucked?" Cole asked.

    She leaned into his body and smiled at the stiffness of his cock pressing into her ass. "I think the whole thing turned me on. Rachel masturbating and talking dirty. Jed seemingly enjoying degrading my husband. Rick getting off on getting fucked for Rachel's pleasure. I felt a little jealous, too."

    "Jealous? Of who?"

    "Rachel. Rick really likes serving her. He likes that she's so imaginative and kinky and wild. I know I gave him permission to play with her as she desires, but I got jealous as I watched her give him something that maybe I can't give him."

    "Like I give you something that Rick can't?"

    She hadn't thought of it that way. "That's fair."

    Cole's hand moved down her back and he grasped her ass before his fingers moved gently between her cheeks. She moaned as he rubbed her asshole. He was gentle at first, doing no more than teasing the nerves that ringed her hole. Then he applied a bit more pressure. Callie surmised that he was testing her willingness to have anal sex. Perhaps watching Rick get fucked had turned Cole's mind to enjoying the tightness of her asshole.

    "It's yours if you want it," she whispered.

    Cole gripped her breast harder and Callie moaned. His fingers then moved to her lips and two pushed into her mouth. Callie sucked lustily with her eyes closed. Those fingers were soon pressed against her asshole. Cole spread her saliva over the back entrance to her body. He spit in his hand and rubbed it over his cock. A moment later Callie felt pressure against her ass.

    Cole slipped inside her. She felt the discomfort of her asshole being stretched. She thought of her husband on his hands and knees. She thought of Rachel moaning as she masturbated. She thought of Rachel humiliating her husband and thrilling him in the process.

    Cole penetrated her ass slowly and Callie moaned throughout. She turned her head and they kissed. His tongue filled her mouth as he played with both of her breasts while invading her rectum.

    She'd never had sex standing straight up, but thanks to Cole's firm grip on her breasts and the angle of his cock as it entered her asshole, the experience was a great deal more pleasant than she thought it would be.

    Callie noted her boyfriend's moans of pleasure. They were louder than usual. He seemed even more turned on than usual. That was often the fun of anal sex, though. Most men understood that a woman was offering a gift when she agreed to have it, that she was showing her intense desire to satisfy him, which in turn often made it even more pleasurable than it would otherwise have been.

    As Cole neared his orgasm, Callie rubbed her clit. She wanted to cum as he came in her ass. She wanted it desperately. She wanted her anal ring to clamp down on his cock as he blew his load.

    "Cum in me, Cole," she said right as he began to fuck her harder. It made the sex a bit uncomfortable, but Callie wasn't going to stop him. He was close. He'd chosen her ass for his pleasure and he had every right to enjoy it right through his climax. "Cum in my ass, baby! Cum in my ass!"

    Cole came in her ass. Callie came with him. She felt her ass clamp down on his cock and despite the discomfort, there was an odd sense of pleasure, too. Cole's grunts and groans were loud and beautiful and she felt his heavy breaths against the back of her neck, all of which put a bright smile on her face.

    "Fuck," he said softly. "That was so fucking hot."

    "It really was," she replied.

    Cole pulled out and headed for the bathroom. Callie followed before too much of his cum leaked onto the floor.

    As she sat on the toilet, Callie resolved to visit her husband in his room before the night was over. She would tell him of the anal sex she'd had with her boyfriend. She would tease his cock. She would ask him how it felt to get fucked by a man. She would ask him how it felt to be humiliated like that. She would deny him an orgasm, though, for he would likely be a less effective cuckold if he was allowed to cum. His orgasm would have to wait until their brief vacation was over.

    Callie would make him cum hard when they got home, though. He was being a very good cuckold, after all, and a good orgasm was the least she could do for him.

  
    It's Better with a Married Woman - Part 12

    
      It's been a while, so here's a brief recap: Callie has cuckolded her husband Rick with a much younger man named Cole. She's also roped her friend Rachel into enjoying a younger man named Jed. Now, all five of them are on a weekend getaway where Rick has fallen deep into the pleasures of being a cuckold, including bisexual play at Rachel's direction, who has taken quite nicely to the thrill of dominating and degrading a cuck.
    

    
      The fun continues the morning after their first night, with Rachel leaning into this newly dominant version of herself and seeing if Callie wants to play.
    

    ---

    It was early enough that Callie figured she'd be the only person awake - especially after their late night of debauchery - but she spotted Rachel sitting on the deck with a cup of coffee in her hand. Callie searched the cabinets of the Airbnb for a mug, grabbed one, and poured herself a cup.

    "Good morning," Rachel said as Callie stepped outside into the cool air. The smell of pine trees filled her nose, mingling with the remnants of the fire they'd built the night before.

    "I figured you'd still be asleep."

    Rachel sipped her coffee and pulled her cardigan a little tighter around her body as Callie settled into the chair next to hers. "Me too, actually. I woke up and couldn't go back to sleep, though. I blame the bird that was consistently chirping right outside our window for a solid ten minutes. Jed didn't stir a bit, but I knew there was no point in fighting it."

    Silence fell over the two women and Callie thought of the night before, of watching her husband Rick offer his asshole to Rachel's young lover, Jed. It was, as far as she knew, the first time Rick had ever had anal sex and he'd done so to please another woman. Callie had felt an odd sense of jealousy at the time, even though she'd asked Cole - her young lover - to fuck her from behind while she watched Rick bottom for another woman's pleasure. In the light of the morning, Callie's feelings were equally as complicated.

    "Everything okay?" Rachel asked.

    Callie watched a squirrel grab an acorn from the ground and hurry up a tree with the small treat in its mouth. "I think I'm jealous," she said.

    "Of what?"

    "Of the way Rick...well, I guess of the way he enjoys submitting to you, or doing what you want, or however you want to refer to it. I was talking to Cole last night and explaining that you seem to be able to give Rick something that I can't give him. Cole pointed out that I get something from him that I can't get from my husband so it's not like I'm unfamiliar with the concept, but I do feel jealous."

    Silence again fell over the women, but this time Callie was looking at her friend and waiting for a response.

    "Rick loves you, Callie. I take him to places that you're not willing to take him - in regards to kink - but you could argue that it's a good thing that you don't take him to those places. Maybe just a little bit of distance from it means that your marriage stands a better chance at thriving. Or maybe that's all bullshit. I don't know."

    Callie laughed. She could see Rachel's point, though. Perhaps it was better that another woman had inspired Rick to get fucked by a man and to be verbally degraded while doing so. If Callie had been the one to offer the degradation it seemed possible that doing so would have changed - in a bad way - how she thought of her husband. The truth was, it was impossible to know.

    "I could stop involving him," Rachel offered. "It turns out I like dominating and degrading your husband - it makes me quite wet - but it's not necessary, especially if it's going to fuck up our friendship or your marriage."

    The sound of a breaking branch drew Callie's gaze towards the trees and she smiled at the sight of a deer and its fawn standing at the edge of the woods. The fawn sniffed a tree and nibbled at the bark as its mother looked into the backyard and gauged how much of a threat to two women posed. Seemingly unconcerned, it and its fawn ambled on.

    "I should thank you," Rachel said.

    "For what?"

    "For opening my eyes to a version of me I didn't even know existed."

    Callie wasn't sure what to say, so she sipped her coffee as she studied her friend. She noted that Rachel seemed more relaxed and happy than at any point in their friendship and immediately wondered if Rachel would have made the same observation about her. Good sex can make just about anyone feel more youthful and alive, and Callie was having the best sex of her life.

    "Never in a million years would I have guessed that I was someone that would get off on making a man take a cock up the ass," Rachel continued, gently shocking Callie with language that felt a little too coarse at such an early hour.

    "And yet you got off on that last night."

    Rachel's smile was decidedly naughty as she looked at Callie over her mug before taking a sip. "I got off on it twice. Rick kept taking it up the ass after you and Cole left. He got to a point where he was begging Jed to cum, and not because he wanted it to be over. He knew it's what I wanted, Callie. He could see it on my face. He got off on giving me exactly what I wanted, which was his complete and utter degradation as he took my young lover's cock up his ass like a good cuck."

    Callie was surprised at the sudden warmth between her legs.

    "I let Cole have my ass last night," she admitted.

    Rachel's eyes went wide. "Is that right?"

    Callie nodded. "It was watching Rick get fucked that inspired it. I didn't really think about it at the time, but...I don't know, I think there's a part of me that thought that if my husband can take it up the ass, then so can I, especially if it was something Cole would enjoy."

    "And did he enjoy your ass, Callie?"

    She nodded again and smiled as she thought of how loudly Cole had moaned while cumming in her ass, of how she could feel his throbbing cock stretching her asshole as he emptied himself inside her, of how satisfying it had been to make him cum like that.

    "So you and Rick both got fucked in the ass last night."

    "We did."

    "Do you think you'll let Cole have your ass on a regular basis?" Rachel asked.

    "I'm not sure. I...well, actually, if Cole really wants anal sex then I'm not sure I'd turn him down."

    "Because you really like serving his needs, and for a man as young and virile as him, his sexual needs are almost always going to be top of mind. Luckily, he's found a woman that seems eager to tend to his desires, to satisfy him, and of course to satisfy herself in doing so."

    It felt as though the conversation had shifted and Callie wasn't sure what Rachel was doing. Perhaps, though, it was merely in the spirit of the weekend, which was a sexual getaway more than anything else.

    "You and Rick might have even more in common than you thought, Callie," Rachel noted with a smile. "You're not nearly as submissive as he is and you're not into degradation in the way he is, but you both clearly value giving pleasure, perhaps even more so than receiving it, though I suspect it's a very close race with you."

    Callie thought of how good it felt to pleasure Cole, of how she liked that someone young and handsome and virile was really into her. She'd never fully connected that her eagerness to make him cum was likely a big part of why he was into her, but there was no denying that she was genuinely eager to tend to Cole's sexual needs in a way she'd never been with her husband.

    Just then, the sliding door opened and Rick stepped out with a mug of coffee in his hand. He smiled at Callie and then Rachel, who stood and sauntered towards him.

    Callie watched as her friend gave Rick a lingering kiss on the cheek. She whispered something to him and then took his mug and returned to her seat.

    Rick looked at his wife for a few moments and Callie couldn't help but wonder what Rachel had said to him. It didn't take long to find out as her husband moved in front of Rachel's chair, dropped to his knees, and removed her slip-on boots. He then placed a kiss on each of her ten toes, moving his way down the line while Rachel sipped from his coffee and alternated between watching him and glancing at Callie with a confident smile on her face.

    "He's so eager to please," Rachel said. "You trained him well, Callie, but I've started to think of myself as offering something like a finishing school for your cuck husband. After all, a man like him should understand that a great deal of his value comes from his willingness to serve at almost any cost."

    Rachel rubbed her toes over Rick's mouth and pushed them between his lips. It wasn't exactly a visually stimulating display, and yet Callie found herself utterly fascinated with her husband's willingness to offer what amounted to unquestioned obedience to his wife's friend.

    "I think you should join your husband, Callie," Rachel said.

    Callie's mouth hung open as she processed her friend's bold statement.

    "You like being on your knees for Cole, don't you?" she continued. "You like looking up at him as you take his cock in your mouth. You like sucking and stroking him while he looks down at you and moans. You like playing with that naughty little pussy of yours while you pleasure him, don't you?"

    Callie nodded without thinking.

    "You're not exactly like your husband, Callie, but you share enough in common with him that I think you'll thoroughly enjoy getting on your knees next to him. So why don't you set your coffee down, get up, and come to me."

    Callie set her coffee on the deck, stood, and walked towards Rachel, all while Rick continued to blissfully lick and suck on her toes.

    "That's a good girl," Rachel said as Callie dropped to her knees. "Now kiss my toes like your cuck husband did."

    Despite some part of her brain arguing against what she was doing, Callie cradled Rachel's heel in her hand, leaned forward, and kissed her toes as she looked up at her friend.

    The warmth that had formed between her legs was now a lot closer to heat as Callie felt a version of the pleasure she experienced while sucking Cole's cock. It was different, of course, but the core sensation of being on her knees in front of someone she wanted to satisfy was there and it left her wet with desire.

    Rachel pulled her foot free from Callie's grasp and lowered it to the deck. She smiled, waited a few seconds, and said, "Lower your leggings, take my foot between your legs, and rub your cunt against it."

    "I...I don't..."

    "I know you're turned on, Callie. I'll bet you’re soaked. I'll bet you're actually quite eager to do as you're told. I'll bet you're hoping that the part of you that's resisting this will fold and you'll surrender to your desire to do what I want, knowing full well that I'll give you the chance to experience the climax you want as long as you do as you're told."

    Callie felt the urge to resist, but she fought it off. She lowered her leggings and panties. She guided her friend's foot between her legs. She pressed it against her pussy and began to grind her hips back and forth, stimulating her clit and leaving a trail of wetness on Rachel's foot and toes.

    "I'll bet you'd enjoy it if I let you rub your dick against my foot, wouldn't you Rick?"

    "I would," he admitted.

    "Too bad. Keep sucking my toes. Watch your wife, though. Watch her pleasure herself on her knees."

    Callie closed her eyes and moaned. The stimulation of her clit was wondrous, but it was more than that. It was the kinky thrill of the situation, of her friend's sudden turn to taking control, of Callie's willingness to submit and explore an entirely new way of experiencing pleasure.

    "Are you close, Callie?" Rachel asked.

    "Yes."

    Rachel pulled her foot away, depriving Callie of reaching the orgasmic state she craved.

    "Go wake your boyfriend with your mouth, Callie," Rachel said. "Be a good slut for him. Wake him with your mouth and then offer him any hole he wants in any position he wants."

    Callie stood and her legs trembled. She pulled up her panties and leggings and headed for the door, stopping a few steps short of the house. "Can I take Rick with me?" she asked before stopping to wonder why she'd asked. Rick was her husband, after all.

    "No," Rachel replied. "Rick's mine for the remainder of this trip and I'll do with him as I please."

    It didn't have to be that way. Callie knew that. Rachel didn't actually make the rules. There was something undeniably appealing about letting her make the rules, though, about indulging in the same mindset that Rick so often occupied.

    "Of course," Callie said.

    She turned to head back to the house but saw Rachel lean forward and kiss Rick. It wasn't just a peck on the lips, either. It was a long, slow, deep kiss. It bordered on being romantic and the jealousy that coursed through Callie was unlike any she'd ever experienced.

    "What if I told you that you could fuck me, cuckold?" Rachel asked.

    Rick's eyes lit up for a moment and then he looked past Rachel at Callie, who was busy wondering if her friend would really let Rick fuck her.

    "If she'd let you...you can," Callie said, mostly to see how Rick would answer Rachel's question.

    "I don't think I'd want that," he said. "It would feel like cheating on Callie."

    "And getting fucked - having Jed's cock up your ass - didn't feel like cheating?" Rachel asked.

    He shook his head. "That wasn't especially pleasurable for me. Doing it for you was, but the act of having him inside me…that didn't feel all that good."

    Rachel stood and turned around. She got on her knees on the chair, rested her arms on the back of it, and smiled at Callie. "Why aren't you upstairs sucking cock, Callie?"

    "I wanted to know if Rick would fuck you."

    "And you got your answer...for now. I think I can change his mind if I have enough time. Probably not this weekend, but I'll bet I can convince him that sliding his cock into my tight, wet pussy would make him feel better than anything ever has."

    There was a glint in Rachel's eyes that Callie found a touch unsettling, like her friend had transformed into the embodiment of pure chaos, as if she'd gotten lost in the pursuit of pleasure derived from constantly pushing boundaries.

    "For now, though, he's going to worship my asshole while I masturbate," Rachel said. "Then I'm going to take him upstairs, make him suck Jed's cock, and then make him watch while I ride that young man's beautiful shaft to multiple orgasms. Your husband will clean my cunt afterwards and then he'll thank me for allowing him to taste another man's cum in my divine pussy. Then, when I've used him for my pleasure, I'll send him to you, Callie, so he can clean your pussy – or ass, if that’s the hole Cole wants – like a good cuckold."

    Callie wasn't accustomed to being talked to like that, nor was she accustomed to playing the part of an even partial submissive. She was turned on, though, so she nodded, headed inside, and went upstairs.

    Callie stripped and crawled into bed with Cole. She kissed his neck and worked his boxers down his thighs. She stroked his cock until he was hard and watched him smile as he came out of sleep with a beautiful woman's hand around his cock.

    "Good morning," she whispered.

    "Good morning to you."

    Callie kissed him softly, ignoring his morning breath. "I'm going to suck your cock now. I'm going to get you hard. Rock hard, in fact. Then, I'm going to let you fuck me however you want in any hole you want."

    Pleasure pulsed through her body as she uttered the words that Rachel had practically put in her mouth. Cole's eyes lit up, though, as he clearly appreciated her willingness to offer herself up in that way. The surprising part was that Callie was wetter after having made her offer than before.

    Callie kissed her way down Cole's stomach and took him in her mouth. She sucked him. She stroked him. She sucked his balls. She pleasured his dick until he was hard as a rock and soaked in her spit.

    He had her got on top and ride him to an orgasm. Then he had her get on her hands and knees and he took her from behind. He slipped his thumb into her ass while doing so and Callie ended up having her second orgasm soon after, affirming that she was more into anal play than she ever would have thought.

    Cole came inside her from behind and they cuddled after a long, thrilling, utterly satisfying fuck. Soon enough, there was a knock at the door. Callie welcomed her husband into the room. She parted her thighs and kissed her boyfriend as Rick took his place.

    Callie moaned while her husband licked another man's cum from her pussy. She kissed Cole quite a bit, too, eventually transitioning into making out with him, stroking his cock, and feeling a rather sudden need to get fucked again.

    "Can I make him suck your dick?" she asked.

    "Of course," Cole replied.

    Callie looked down at her husband and smiled. "You know what to do, my love. Suck my boyfriend's cock until he's rock hard...and then get the fuck out while he has his way with me."

    Rick's eyes lit up. He liked being talked to like that. He liked being a cuck. He liked being dominated and degraded, and while Callie couldn't give him everything that Rachel could, she was suddenly fairly confident that she could make him feel some of the things he'd come to crave.

    "It would be my pleasure," Rick said.

    "Of course it would, cocksucker."

    Rick took his place between Cole's legs and Callie resumed making out with her boyfriend while she listened to her husband suck dick for her.

    Rachel had lit a fire under Callie and she liked it. She could be different. She could be kinkier. She could have a boyfriend she loved, a cuckold husband she loved and degraded, and an endlessly fulfilling marriage because of it. She could have it all and she wasn't going to settle for anything less.

  
    It's Different When You Watch for the First Time

    It’s different when you watch. Hearing about it is one thing. Seeing someone else fuck your wife is something else altogether. It’s an entirely different experience, and with any luck it will be a whole lot more exciting for you.

    The first thing you’ll notice is how genuinely excited she is to fuck him. You might have known that, but when you see that look of incredible lust in her eyes it will hit you in a different way.

    When you watch her do something with him that she’s done countless times with you, it might shake you a little. When she sits on his cock and rides him, you might be overcome with jealousy in a way you weren’t expecting. That’s supposed to be your pussy, right? Well now she’s giving it to him.

    Prepare for it to hurt a little more than you might expect when she ends up loving his cock. She’s told you she loves it, but when you watch her cum on another man’s dick it’s going to be a different experience for you.

    When she lets him fuck her in a position that you’ve never used, all sorts of feelings with surge through you. You’ll be turned on. You might be a little humiliated. You might be jealous.

    You might just cum. These are the beautiful moments that happen when your wife lets you watch her cuckold you. When you see that she’s willing to do just about anything with this guy.

    The moment she falls into a state of pure sexual bliss will be potent. It’s the first time you’ll see just how much she loves having this other man inside her. Her pussy is supposed to be yours. It’s supposed to be for her husband only, but now someone else is pounding her while you’re watching and masturbating.

    More than anything, when you watch her fuck someone else for the first time you’re going to find out that you’ve been coming up short. You’re going to see that she is definitely getting something from him that she wasn’t getting from you. You’re going to see that she’s turned to another man to give her what she needs.

    You expected that though, right? Even if your cock is big enough (which it probably isn’t) you just can’t provide your wife the kind of heat that she can find in a new sexual relationship. He can give her what she craves though.

    Witness that connection. Look at how deep in lust she is with the man that’s fucking her married pussy. She barely even registers that you’re there. She doesn’t care that you’re taking a picture. She just cares that the cock she truly craves is inside her.

    You fantasize about watching her get fucked, and with good reason. It’s going to turn you on like nothing ever has. There’s more to it, though. Be prepared to feel jealous. Be prepared to feel humiliated. You might even end up feeling ignored. You’re going to cum though. You’re going to have a great orgasm as your wife enjoys another man’s dick.

  
    It's Good to be a Bull

    “We’re going to my boyfriend’s house,” your wife announces.

    “Now?” you ask.

    “He just texted. He’s available and he wants me, so we’re going to his house,” she says. “Let’s go. Now.”

    You turn the TV off, grab your phone and the car keys and follow your wife to the garage. She spends most of the drive touching up her makeup – she always wants to look good for her boyfriend – and ensuring her hair looks good.

    “How do I look?” she asks as you pull into his driveway.

    You study your wife for a moment and smile. “You look perfect.” She always looks good for him, a fact that thrills you when you’re not feeling a little bit jealous that she puts more effort into looking good for him than she does for you.

    “Let’s go,” she says. She gets out of the car and you follow. Her boyfriend’s neighbor is out on her porch and your wife waves to her. It’s not the first time she’s seen the two of you come for a visit and you always wonder if she knows what’s going on in his house.

    “Hey,” your wife says as he opens the door. She steps inside and he takes her into his arms. They share a deep kiss and he puts his arm around her and leads her into the kitchen. It took just a moment for her to become his, just as she always does when she enters his home.

    You follow like a good cuckold and he pours two glasses of wine and hands one to your wife. They each take a sip before he leans in and kisses her. Your wife sets her glass of wine on the counter, puts her arms around his neck, and welcomes his tongue into her mouth. His hands move down her back and he grabs her ass and sets her on the kitchen counter. You stand and watch.

    “I’m so glad you had time for me today,” she says.

    “Me too,” he replies.

    They kiss again. Your cock throbs as you watch your wife indulge in her intense desire for her boyfriend. You like that neither of them had paid any attention to you since you arrived.

    “I need to feel your cock in my mouth,” your wife says. “I need to feel you in my throat. I need to make you feel good.”

    He smiles. He loves it when your wife talks like that. He steps back and she slides off the counter and takes his hand. She leads him to the kitchen table and gestures for him to sit. He does and your wife falls to her knees in front of him.

    She frees his cock and takes him in her mouth. She moans like her pussy is on fire with lust. She makes love to his cock with her mouth and he looks your way and smiles.

    “I’m gonna be hungry after this,” he says. “Why don’t you make us dinner while your wife works her magic.”

    It’s not a question. It’s not even a suggestion. He’s giving an order. You nod and head towards the refrigerator. You’re going to make your wife and her boyfriend dinner while she sucks his cock. She’s going to make him cum in her mouth and she’s going to swallow for him while you’re working in his kitchen.

    The crazy thing is, you’re thrilled beyond words. Your body is buzzing. Your loins are alive with excitement. This is what you want. It’s what you crave. You love that your wife’s boyfriend is an alpha male that she can’t wait to suck off. You love embracing your place as the beta male that does whatever is necessary to make her experience better.

    You love that after dinner you’ll do the dishes while he and your wife enjoy another glass of wine and a bit of foreplay on the couch. You love that he might have you do laundry while he takes your wife to his bedroom and fucks her. You love that you’ll get to clean up afterwards. You love being her cuckold.

  
    It's Good to be Married to a Naughty Girl - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Barry had claimed a hangover as the reason he and Marie were skipping the afternoon hike their friends had planned, but he wasn’t hung over. He would have enjoyed going on a hike, in fact. It was just that he was far more excited about the possibility – remote as it was – of Marie deciding that she wanted to try and spend a little time with Spencer again.

    They hadn’t spoken of her first dalliance in the hot tub and it seemed entirely possible that Marie had no idea that Barry had watched. It seemed equally possible that she knew he’d spied on her though. Either way, Barry didn’t want to bring it up for fear of ruining the fun they were having. The fact that Marie was more than happy to skip the hike – even though she wasn’t remotely hung over – left Barry feeling excited as their morning rolled into afternoon.

    Spencer really was hung over – he’d spent a fair amount of time at the local bar the night before in a failed attempt to convince the bartender to offer up a little bit of affection – and he hadn’t even gotten out of bed by the time everyone left for the hike. Barry couldn’t help but wonder – or hope, really – that Spencer remaining at the rental cabin was the reason Marie wanted to stay behind, too.

    It was a little before noon by the time Spencer made his way downstairs and it looked as though a long night’s sleep had done wonders for him.

    “You look better than I would have thought,” Marie said from her perch on a stool at the kitchen counter. “You do remember that we basically had to pull you out of an Uber last night, right?”

    Spencer smiled like a man who felt no shame about how drunk he’d gotten. “To be honest, I barely remember that, but it’s probably for the best. I struck out last night. I struck out hard, in fact. I do remember the bartender’s boyfriend rolling in around closing time and threatening to beat my ass if I didn’t stop flirting with her, though. He was a big fella. I’m pretty sure I would have come home a lot worse if he’d actually decided to tune me up.”

    Barry laughed and poured his friend a cup of coffee. He set it on the counter and Spencer sat next to Marie and took a sip.

    “Well, I think we’d both agree that we’re happy you didn’t get your ass kicked,” Marie said.

    Spencer raised his mug, smiled, and took another sip before saying, “Not as happy as I am. She never said she had a boyfriend, you know. Maybe she doesn’t. Maybe she just asked him to come over and make sure the drunken idiot at her bar didn’t try anything stupid. I wasn’t being an asshole, though. I was just being too friendly. At least, I think so. I don’t remember all that well, to be honest.”

    “I was going to make burgers for lunch,” Barry said. “You want one?”

    “I’d love one,” Spencer replied.

    Barry headed for the fridge and pulled out the ground beef to put together a trio of patties as Marie and Spencer talked.

    “What was so special about this bartender?” Marie asked.

    “She had this incredible snake tattoo running up her arm, like the snake was wrapped around her,” Spencer said.

    Marie laughed. “It was her tattoo that did it for you?”

    “No, no. It was the fact that she had a tattoo running up the entirety of her arm. Every single time I’ve slept with a girl with a massive tattoo, the sex has been incredible,” Spencer explained. “I can’t explain why, but it’s the truth.”

    “How interesting,” Marie said. “And have you ever had incredible sex with a girl that doesn’t have a massive tattoo?”

    “Oh, absolutely,” Spencer replied. “A tattoo is not a necessity, but it’s kind of a guarantee of great sex, at least in my experience.”

    Barry finished forming the patties and stepped out onto the deck to fire up the grill. He wasn’t entirely sure, but he thought he detected just a hint of jealousy in Marie’s voice as she lobbed questions at Spencer. The notion gave Barry hope that he’d get to watch her fool around with their friend again.

    “If you were to get a tattoo, where would you get it?” Spencer asked as Barry stepped into the cabin one more.

    “Ooh, good question,” Marie replied. “I think I’d want it somewhere I could see. I’ve never really understood back tattoos because of that. If I could only ever see it while stretching to look over my shoulder in the mirror, what would be the point of it?”

    “Your arm, then? Maybe your leg?” Spencer asked.

    Barry grabbed the salt and pepper from a cabinet and turned to see a look of genuine concentration on his wife’s face, like she was giving the question serious thought.

    “My thigh,” she said before a smile crossed her face. “If I was going to do a big tattoo, I’d definitely do it on my thigh.”

    “Good choice,” Spencer replied. “Especially since the thigh is usually at least a little bit covered, so the tattoo would be kind of like a tease that would make a man want to see more. The logical follow up, then, is to ask what you’d get tattooed onto your leg.”

    Barry leaned against the counter and watched his wife sip her coffee as she seemingly gave the question genuine thought. He liked the flirty conversation she and Spencer were having and he hoped she’d keep it going.

    “Hmm, you know, I love Game of Thrones, so I could see getting a dragon tattoo running all the way up my thigh,” Marie said.

    Spencer leaned back and looked down at Marie’s legs – she was wearing a fairly skimpy pair of shorts - as if he was trying to picture the tattoo. “Yeah, you’d look great with a dragon tattoo running up your thigh.”

    “So, if you saw a girl with a tattoo like that on her thigh, would she be the sort of girl you’d hit on at the bar?” Marie asked.

    Barry turned, grabbed the cutting board with the burger patties and headed back onto the deck. He wanted Spencer to feel free to answer that question in a real way, so he figured removing his presence from the kitchen might allow his friend to get a little flirtier with Marie.

    “I would,” Barry heard Spencer say as he stepped onto the deck and shut the sliding glass door. He checked the grill temperature and set the burgers onto the grates. They sizzled in that pleasing way beef does when it hits a hot surface and he added salt and pepper and closed the lid.

    Barry could have gone back inside, but he remained on the deck. He wasn’t sure what was happening inside, but he imagined Spencer continuing to admire Marie’s legs as they talked about her being the sort of girl he’d try and pick up in a bar. The thought put a smile on his face and his loins came alive in a rather spectacular manner.

    Barry flipped the burgers and headed back into the house to grab the buns they’d rest on. He smiled as he saw Marie standing with one leg extended, presumably to model where the tattoo would go.

    “Which leg would be better for the tattoo?” Marie asked as her attention turned to Barry.

    “They’re both gorgeous, so I think either would work,” he replied

    “Agreed,” Spencer said.

    “That either would work, or that they’re both gorgeous?” Marie asked.

    Spencer smiled. “Both things are true.”

    Barry grabbed the buns and a plate and headed back onto the deck. He grabbed all three burgers, turned off the gas, and headed back inside to see Marie seated at the counter once more.

    Barry plated the burgers, grabbed a bag of chips from the cabinet, and set out their lunches at the counter. Marie sat between him and Spencer and Barry noticed that she kept turning to their friend to engage in conversation. She even kept her body turned towards him. A stranger might have thought Spencer and Marie were the couple, but Barry had no issue with that. He liked that his wife was being so flirty with their friend.

    “This was a damn good burger, Barry,” Spencer said after they’d finished.

    “It was, baby,” Marie added before leaning over to give him a kiss on the cheek. “Is anyone in the mood for a post-lunch cocktail?”

    “I am,” Spencer replied.

    “I’ll pass,” Barry said.

    “You sure?” Marie asked.

    Barry nodded.

    Marie turned to Spencer and said, “It’s just the two of us, then.” She slid off the stool, walked into the kitchen, and opened a cabinet to survey the alcohol options.

    “How about we take those cocktails to the hot tub?” Spencer asked.

    Barry’s heart leapt as his cock stirred in his pants. Marie pulled a bottle of whiskey from the shelf, set it on the counter, and looked over her shoulder at Spencer to say, “That sounds like fun. Would you like to join us, Barry? I can still make you a cocktail.”

    “No,” he said. “You know I’m not crazy about hot tubs.”

    Marie grabbed two glasses, filled them with ice, and whipped up a two quick whiskey cocktails for her and Spencer. She took a sip, smiled, and said, “These are perfect. Before we can enjoy them, though, I need to put on a swimsuit.”

    “Me too,” Spencer replied.

    They both went upstairs and Barry remained seated on the stool as he briefly wondered if he’d been utterly insane to convince Spencer to fool around with Marie. The idea was thrilling to him – in no small part because of the sex he and Marie would undoubtedly have afterwards – but he couldn’t help but think it might have been a colossal error in judgment, as it seemed that he might be putting his marriage at risk for the thrill of a great orgasm.

    Marie came down the stairs in the same skimpy bikini she’d worn for her first dip in the hot tub with Spencer. Barry spun around on the stool and she stepped between his legs and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    “What will you do while I’m in the hot tub with Spencer?” she asked.

    “Oh, I think I’ll just go up to our room and read,” Barry said. “I almost never have time to just read a good book.”

    “Yeah? And you’ll find that satisfying? Reading in the bedroom?” Marie asked.

    Barry studied her eyes to see if she knew exactly what he’d be doing in their bedroom, but he just wasn’t sure, so he smiled and said, “I’m certain I’ll find it deeply satisfying.”

    Marie offered a smile in return and leaned in to give him a soft kiss on the lips. Much to Barry’s delight, that kiss became something far lustier as Marie’s lips parted and her tongue gently slipped into his mouth.

    “Barry, baby,” Marie whispered, “I want to be a naughty girl.”

    That was the signal he needed. She was confessing her intentions with Spencer. She was letting Barry know that she knew he’d watched the first time she’d played with their friend in the hot tub. It was exactly what he wanted to hear.

    He grabbed a handful of her ass, squeezed hard, and said, “You know what happens when you’re a naughty girl.”

    Marie smiled and nodded. “I do. But I don’t know what happens when I’m a very naughty girl.”

    “I guess you’ll just have to wait and see,” he said.

    Marie opened her mouth to say something else, but Spencer came down the stairs and she stepped away from Barry, grabbed their cocktails off the counter, and winked at him. Spencer opened the sliding door, Marie stepped out ahead of him, and they disappeared onto the deck.

    Barry rushed upstairs and into the bedroom. He took a deep breath and slowly approached the window. He peered out to see that Spencer and Marie were already in the hot tub and they were sitting close enough that their shoulders touched.

    Marie lifted her glass and Spencer did the same. They seemed to share some sort of toast and each took a long sip of the cocktail Marie had whipped up.

    After a few minutes of conversation, Marie turned to Spencer and ran her fingers over his well-defined bicep. Spencer smiled at her flirty touch and when Marie looked up at him, he leaned in and their lips met for a kiss that almost immediately blossomed into a deeply lusty exchange.

    As their tongues danced, Marie set her drink aside and straddled Spencer. His hands moved up her back and untied her bikini top. Marie leaned back, smiled, and tossed the top aside, setting her breasts free. Spencer reached up and took her perfect globes of flesh into his hands and massaged them as Marie opened her mouth to let out what must have been a deep moan.

    Spencer pulled Marie close and took one of her nipples in his mouth as she moved her hips under the water. Barry knew his wife was grinding into another man’s erect cock. She must have been, and the notion thrilled him to no end.

    One of Marie’s hands moved under the water and Spencer released her nipple from the grasp of his eager lips, rolled his head towards the sky, and opened his mouth to moan just like Marie had done. The smile on her face indicated a deep level of joy at making their friend feel so good, and perhaps at his desire for her.

    Marie slid off of Spencer’s lap and said something that prompted him to stand up and sit on the edge of the hot tub. She reached up to untie his swimsuit and pulled it down, freeing his stiff – and impressively large – cock and wrapping her fingers around it.

    Barry played with himself as he watched his wife stroke another man’s cock. He marveled at how intoxicating he found the lust and hunger in Marie’s eyes. He wondered why something that would normally be so scandalous struck him as so intensely arousing.

    Marie smiled at Spencer and then leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She gave head like a woman desperate to make a man feel good. Her mouth and hand moved in concert and based on the look on Spencer’s face, Marie had absolutely succeeded in making him feel good.

    When Marie’s mouth popped off of Spencer’s cock she said something and Barry desperately wished he could be there to hear it. Did she just ask their friend if he liked her mouth? Did she ask him if he wanted to fuck her? Did she tell him that she loved sucking his cock? All if it struck Barry as thrilling.

    Soon enough Spencer’s cock was back in Marie’s mouth, and she sucked with renewed vigor. Barry couldn’t know for sure, but it seemed like his wife desperately wanted their friend to cum in her mouth. When she reached up and started to play with his balls, Barry was certain of it. Marie wanted to get Spencer off with her mouth.

    After a few minutes of consistent oral pleasure, Spencer put a hand on the back of Marie’s head and seemed to apply gentle pressure. She took him deeper into her mouth in response and just a few moments later he climaxed. Marie stopped sucking and Spencer rolled his head towards the sky, opened his mouth, and let out what must have been a deeply satisfied moan as he unloaded on Marie’s tongue.

    When he’d finished, Marie pulled her lips from his cock, swallowed the cum he’d offered, and smiled. She grabbed her drink and floated to the other side of the hot tub as Spencer slipped into the water once more and drifted towards her.

    Marie sipped her drink while Spencer sat next to her and let his hand drift under the water. A look of pleasure soon crossed her face, presumably because Spencer was playing with her pussy. Marie smiled and closed her eyes and her lips parted to let out a moan.

    Barry suddenly felt a little jealous as he watched Spencer offer his wife sexual pleasure. His cock was still hard and he was still immensely aroused, but that little touch of jealousy had crept in and lodged itself in the back of his head. He knew he’d get a chance to play with Marie when she was finished, but he didn’t want to wait. He wanted that chance to start right now. He wanted her to leave the hot tub and come to him so he could have fun with his naughty girl.

    Marie didn’t, though. She remained in the hot tub as Spencer played with her pussy, and when he said something she got up and sat on the edge just like he had. Spencer moved between her legs, pulled aside her skimpy bikini bottoms, and wet down on her.

    As he did, Marie looked up at the window. She raised her glass, finished her drink, and then set it down, leaned back, and closed her eyes while Spencer ate her pussy. Jealousy coursed through Barry’s body and he considered rushing downstairs to take his wife from Spencer, but he resisted. That wasn’t part of the game they’d started. Barry had to wait, and then he could have fun with his naughty girl. He could have all the fun he wanted. He could let loose and truly unleash the previously hidden part of him he’d discovered when Marie had first kissed Spencer in the hot tub. That was worth waiting for.
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    Barry woke up before the sun on their last full day of vacation. It was a little after 5 a.m. No one in the cabin had stirred. He turned to see Marie sleeping on her back. The covers were pulled down to her waist and her breasts looked spectacular in the semi-sheer camisole she'd put on before bed.

    A naughty thought came to Barry and he moved a little closer to his wife and kissed her shoulder. He took one of her breasts in his hand and gently touched her soft flesh before his fingers found her nipple and worked it expertly through the thin, impossibly soft material of her camisole.

    Marie moaned quietly and stirred, but she didn't wake up, much to Barry's delight. His fingers slowly danced down her chest and over her stomach before he slipped them into the matching panties she'd worn with her camisole. He rubbed her clit in slow, gentle circles and listened as Marie moaned again.

    Barry sat up and leaned down to kiss and lick her breasts through the camisole. His fingers ventured south and slipped between her pussy lips to discover a wondrous supply of wetness. He slipped a digit inside her, gathered as much of that wetness as he could, and then returned to her clit with a vengeance, rubbing swiftly.

    "Good morning," Marie said in a soft, sultry tone.

    Barry looked up from her breasts and smiled at his wife. He rubbed her clit faster and she arched her back and moaned louder. "Good morning," he said.

    "To what do I owe this pleasure?" she asked.

    "I had an idea," Barry replied as he slipped two fingers inside his wife and pushed them deep. "A naughty idea."

    Marie bit her lower lip and moaned. "I like naughty ideas."

    "I want you to go to Spencer's room. I want you to offer yourself to him. I want you to be a naughty girl for him. I want you to suck his cock. I want you to give him your pussy. I want you to let him use you however he wants. I want you to make him cum and I want you to cum all over his big cock," Barry said.

    "And what should I do after that?" she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

    "You should come back to me," Barry replied.

    Marie reached down, pulled his hand from her panties, and took his slippery fingers into her mouth. She sucked them clean and swirled her fingers around them like she was giving the most wondrous blowjob in the world. Then, once his fingers departed her mouth, she asked, "Should I suck him like that, baby? Should I suck Spencer's big cock like that? Should I be a naughty little cocksucker for him?"

    "You should," Barry replied. "You should go suck Spencer's big dick, and when you get him hard you should give him your pussy in any position he wants it in. You should let him cum inside you, too."

    Marie smiled. "That would be very naughty of me. Am I going to be punished if I let him cum inside me?"

    Barry nodded.

    Marie kissed him, moaned as his tongue slipped into her mouth, and then rolled out of bed and headed for the door. "It might be a while," she said. "I do enjoy taking my time with him." Marie blew him a kiss and then left the room.

    Barry laid back, smiled, and stared at the ceiling as he pictured his wife slipping into Spencer's room and crawling under the covers with him. He couldn't help but hope that she'd have her lips around his cock before he'd even woken up, as he imagined that would be quite the delightful surprise.

    Knowing he couldn't just lie there and wait - he'd go out of his mind with anticipation if he did that - Barry first tried to go back to sleep. He figured it would be fun if Marie came back to the room, crawled into the bed, and woke him up with a blowjob too. Sleep wasn't possible, though. His mind had no interest in letting him get even a wink of extra rest, so Barry turned to his phone to amuse himself.

    That proved fruitless too, unfortunately. There were articles he could read and social media posts he could catch up on, but none of it held his attention for more than a few seconds, and even then he was really just thinking about Marie and Spencer fucking.

    Ultimately, Barry decided that the only thing to do was sneak out of the bedroom to see if he could listen. That was enormously risky, of course - one of their friends could easily emerge from their room to use the bathroom - but Barry didn't give a damn. He craved the thrill of listening to Marie get fucked and that was all there was to it.

    Barry got out of bed and headed for the door. He opened it carefully, stepped into the hallway, and tiptoed towards Spencer's door. He didn't hear a thing as he got close and it wasn't until his ear was nearly pressed against the door that Barry heard his friend's moan.

    "Jesus, Marie, I don't know what's gotten into you the past few days, but this is fucking incredible," Spencer said.

    Barry listened closely and he was fairly certain he picked up the sound of a wet blowjob. Marie must have been going all out on Spencer's big cock, which would explain his amazement at her oral skills. Barry imagined her on her knees between Spencer's legs as he looked down at her eager, talented mouth working his cock. Even the thought of her giving a blowjob was enough to help Barry's dick stir to life in his underwear, creating a noticeable bulge as he looked down.

    "You can have me any way you want me," Marie said. "My body is yours to enjoy, Spencer."

    Barry felt his cock tingle as his wife uttered those spectacularly slutty words to their friend.

    "Then I want you on top," Spencer said. "I haven't fucked you that way yet and I'll bet you're going to look amazing riding my cock."

    Barry heard the gentle squeaking of the bed frame and he pictured his wife crawling towards their friend and straddling him. Spencer moaned and Marie joined him in unleashing that wondrous sound of pleasure as his big cock no doubt filled her.

    "Ride me, Marie," Spencer instructed. "Ride my cock. Make me feel good with that tight, married pussy of yours."

    Barry smiled. Spencer clearly liked that he was fucking a married woman, though out of all their friends he was absolutely the one that would find great pleasure in inserting his cock into someone else's marriage.

    "Fuck, Spencer, your cock feels so good inside me," Marie said. "You're so fucking big. God damn, you stretch me out so good. You're so fucking deep in my pussy."

    She was getting loud, which put a smile on Barry's face. Either she didn't care if anyone else in the cabin heard or she was so caught up in her pleasure that she forgot they were staying in the same house with several of their friends in addition to Spencer.

    The sex was vigorous enough that the sounds of it - the moaning and groaning, the way the bed frame squeaked - reached Barry's ears as he listened outside the door. They seemed to travel right to the arousal center of his brain, too, as he sported a throbbing erection in his underwear while listening to the passion unfolding just a few feet from where he stood.

    "Spencer...fuck, I'm cumming," Marie cried out. "I'm fucking cumming!"

    The sounds of sex slowed and then came to a stop. Marie's moans continued, though, as the pleasure of fucking their friend and his big cock ripped through her body. Then there was silence as Barry stood outside the door and held his breath so he could hear even the quietest sound. For a few minutes there was nothing as he imagined Marie recovering from her climax with Spencer's cock still deep inside her.

    "On your back," Spencer said.

    The bed frame squeaked as Marie moved into position. The sounds of sex resumed almost immediately. Spencer was inside her. Barry imagined Marie's legs wrapped around Spencer's body as he pounded her pussy. He imagined them kissing as their bodies melded in the pursuit of pleasure.

    Barry listened until he heard someone in another bedroom stir. He heard footsteps approaching their door and he quickly rushed back to the room he and Marie shared. He shut the door just as one of his friends emerged from their bedroom and stepped into the hallway.

    Barry heard someone snicker. "Fucking Spencer," he said with a laugh. "The man never goes more than a few days without finding someone willing to take his cock."

    Someone walked by their door and headed downstairs and Barry smiled. He was surprised to find it thrilling that someone else had just listened to his wife taking Spencer's cock. With his erection still making quite the tent in his underwear, Barry returned to the bed and waited patiently for his wife and their friend to finish.

    Ten minutes passed before the bedroom door opened. Marie stepped into the room in the same camisole and panties she'd had on when she left, but her hair was an absolute mess and Barry could see an obvious wet spot in her underwear.

    Marie leaned against the door and stared at the tent in his underwear. "I was a very naughty girl."

    "Come here," Barry said.

    Marie pushed away from the door and sauntered towards him. She stopped at the edge of the bed and he reached out, grabbed a handful of her ass, and pulled her closer.

    "I was a little bit naughty myself," Barry confessed. "I couldn't help but sneak out and listen by Spencer's door."

    Marie smiled and her fingers danced down Barry's stomach and over the bulge in his pants. She caressed him, offering just a hint of pleasure as he ached for the joy of feeling her bare hand against his cock. "Did it turn you on to listen to your wife being a naughty little slut for another man?"

    Barry nodded.

    "He was asleep when I stepped into the room. He was hard, though. He must have been having a dirty dream, maybe even about me," Marie explained. "I pulled back the covers, slowly worked his underwear off, and moved between his legs."

    Barry looked down and watched Marie do the same to him. Soon enough his cock was free and stiff as steel. She took him in her hand and stroked him at an achingly slow pace. "Did you suck his cock?"

    "I did," Marie said. "I couldn't help it, Barry. I was wet just looking at it. It was so long and thick and beautiful. The head was so plump and perfect. I had to have it inside me. I had to have it in my mouth. I had to make him feel good. I had to suck his cock. I felt like such a slut, but I couldn't help it. I wanted it so badly, so I took him in my mouth and I sucked his cock until he woke up."

    "What did he think when he saw you blowing him?" Barry asked.

    Marie smiled and moved into the bed. She crawled between Barry's legs, laid down, and kissed the head of his cock. She licked it a few times like she was tasting a lollipop and then said, "He was surprised at first. But of course he was. His friend's wife was in his bed. She was sucking his cock like it was the only thing in the world she could think about, like I was his personal pornstar and the only thing that mattered was making him feel good."

    Barry was about to ask another question when Marie engulfed his cock in her wet, eager, exceptionally talented mouth. He instantly thought of her doing the same thing for Spencer and it made the blowjob that much more pleasurable.

    After quite a bit of beautiful sucking, Marie looked up, smiled, and asked, "You don't mind that I was a naughty girl for Spencer, do you? You don't mind that I acted like a dirty little slut for him, that I sucked his cock like I really was his personal pornstar, do you?"

    Barry sat up and Marie moved to her knees. He smiled and then kissed his wife. Her lips were wet with saliva and her tongue darted into his mouth, offering him a taste of his cock as her fingers encircled his shaft and stroked him slowly.

    "Did you give him your pussy?" Barry asked, despite knowing full well that Marie had done so.

    She nodded and pulled Barry's hand between her legs. He pressed his fingers against the lace of her panties and felt the warmth and wetness that resulted from getting fucked. "I did what you said. I gave him my pussy however he wanted it. I gave him my body and he used it hard."

    Barry pushed his fingers into Marie's panties and penetrated her pussy. She was soaked, but of course she was. Spencer had cum inside her. His load was leaking out of her as she sat there in the bed with Barry. "Did he cum in your pussy?"

    "Yes, he did," Marie answered.

    "Did he enjoy that? Did he enjoy that you were willing to let him cum in your married pussy?" Barry asked.

    Marie took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. Her fingers danced over the tip every time her hand reached the top of his shaft and then traveled back down once more. "He loved that I let him cum in my married pussy, though I called it my cunt as I begged him to fill me with his load."

    "You naughty girl," Barry said as he pulled his fingers from her panties. He held them up and she stared at the thin layer of cum and pussy juice that coated them. "Look at the mess you made of my fingers because you were such a dirty little slut for our friend. You should clean them, Marie. You should suck Spencer's cum off my fingers."

    Marie smiled and took his fingers into her mouth. She closed her eyes, swallowed every inch, and then sucked hard while pulling back. Barry was astounded at how eager she was to play the part of a naughty slut, doing every little thing he said and doing it with gusto.

    "Did I do a good job?" Marie asked as she leaned closer.

    Barry nodded and her lips approached his. He wasn't sure why, but he desperately wanted to kiss his wife. He wanted to feel her lips against his. He wanted her tongue - the tongue that had just sucked cum off his fingers - in his mouth.

    Marie granted his wish without a word. She kissed him. Her lips parted. Her tongue invaded his mouth. He tasted a little bit of saltiness, and he moaned, for it was pleasurable in a wild, kinky, wonderful way.

    Barry plunged his fingers into her panties once more. He filled her pussy with three of them this time. He pushed them deep as Marie moaned into his mouth while her tongue did such wondrous things. When he pulled his fingers from her slippery, cum-filled cunt, Marie leaned back a little. Barry held them up and they both stared at the slippery fluid coating them.

    She smiled and took his fingers in her mouth. She sucked them clean and then immediately kissed him. Her tongue was even more aggressive this time and the salty taste was far stronger. Barry was certain his wife was pushing his friend's cum into his mouth and for some reason it drove him wild with lust. His cock throbbed in her hand and he moaned just as loudly as she had while he'd listened to her fucking Spencer.

    Then Marie pulled back and this time she lifted her fingers into the air. They too were coated in a mixture of Spencer's cum and her pussy juices. "Do you want to be a naughty boy, Barry?" she asked.

    Barry nodded, parted his lips, and took her fingers into his mouth. The pure, unadulterated taste of cum hit his tongue as he stared into Marie's eyes.

    "I like it when you're a naughty boy," she said before moaning. "Fuck, Barry, suck my fingers clean." Her voice was laced with lust, like she truly was thrilled by the sight of him sucking her slippery, cum-covered fingers clean.

    With her fingers still in his mouth, Marie pushed Barry onto his back. She straddled him, pulled her panties aside, and dropped her messy, cum-filled pussy onto his stiff cock. Her mouth opened and a moan escaped as she engulfed him in her wetness. Her fingers left his mouth and were quickly replaced with her tongue as Marie began to ride Barry.

    He grabbed two handfuls of her perfect ass and squeezed tight. He then delivered two swift blows, spanking his wife as she bounced on his impossibly stiff dick. Marie moaned into his mouth and then sat up, put her hands on his chest, and dug her fingernails into his flesh.

    "Spank me," she said. "Spank me hard. Spank me for being a dirty little slut with Spencer."

    Barry spanked his wife's tight ass as she rode him with wild abandon. She moaned loudly - loud enough that anyone outside the door would have heard - but he didn't give a damn. They probably would have heard the spanking, too, but none of that mattered. All that mattered was that they were having beautiful, kinky, wild, wonderful sex and he was desperate to cum inside his wife.

    "Your pussy feels so fucking good when you've been a dirty little slut," Barry said before spanking her once more.

    Marie somehow rode him faster. She ground her clit into his pelvis over and over, creating incredible friction and heat between them and luring him ever closer to a massively powerful orgasm.

    "Barry, fuck, I'm close," she said. "Spank my ass and make me cum!"

    Barry spanked his wife's ass and watched her face to time his orgasm with hers. The moment she threw her head back and screamed, Barry grabbed two handfuls of her ass and came inside her. The sounds of their pleasure filled the bedroom as they both rode out lengthy, body-shaking climaxes.

    Marie then collapsed on top of him and Barry wrapped his arms around his wife and held her close as his cock remained buried in her hot, exceedingly sloppy pussy.

    "This was a perfect way to start the day," Marie said softly.

    Barry chuckled. "It really was."

    "We should definitely do it more often," she added.

    Barry was more than happy to try and find some way to do that, for he was fairly certain he'd just had some of the best sex of his life, and it was always worth working for more of that kind of pleasure.
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    "Did you check under the bed?" Marie asked as Barry grabbed their suitcases and prepared to head out.

    "No," he replied. It always struck him as silly to check under the bed - not once in his life had he left something under a hotel or rental house bed - but Barry wanted to make his wife happy, so he set the suitcases down, dropped to his knees, and looked under the bed, confirming that nothing had been left behind. "All clear," he said.

    Marie smiled and stepped closer to give him a kiss as he got to his feet once more. "Thank you for checking, even though you think it's absurd," she said.

    "I don't think it's absurd," Barry replied with a smile.

    Marie playfully smacked him on the chest. "Liar. That's okay, though. You're welcome to think it's absurd as long as you check, and you always do because you're a wonderful husband, Barry."

    Marie stepped away and Barry grabbed her waist and pulled her close. She smiled at the slight aggression in his touch and they kissed again, this time with far greater fervor. Marie offered no resistance to his desire - in fact, she pressed her body tightly against his - and she was the one to offer her tongue, ensuring that the kiss was deeply arousing.

    "I have an idea," Barry said with a smile.

    "Yeah?" Marie asked.

    "I think you should ride home with Spencer," he explained. "I think he might enjoy having a beautiful, sexy woman as his companion on the road."

    Marie smiled like she very much enjoyed his idea. "Are you sure? Because if I ride with Spencer, I probably won't be able to avoid doing something very naughty. It's almost three hours to get home and that's an awful lot of time to spend with someone that makes my pussy impossibly wet."

    Barry's hand moved between their legs and down the front of Marie's jeans. His fingers made their way into her panties and between her pussy lips. "You think you just won't be able to help yourself, huh?"

    Marie shook her head and let out a soft moan as he found her clit and worked it gently. "I think the past few days have proved that I can't help but be a naughty girl when I'm alone with Spencer. You know I can't. He makes me feel things, Barry. He makes me feel this need, this incredible desire to do whatever I can to make his big cock feel good. I can't help but be such a dirty little slut when I'm with him. Are you sure that's what you want, Barry? Do you want me to spend the ride home being a dirty little slut with Spencer?"

    Barry was hard as a rock, and if they weren't a few minutes from the time when they had to be out of the cabin he absolutely would have bent Marie over the bed and fucked her one last time. That particular pleasure would have to wait until they got home, though.

    "Yes, that's what I want," he said. "I want you to be a dirty little slut for Spencer. I want you to do whatever it takes to satisfy him on the trip home. I want you to make sure he feels good, Marie."

    Marie grabbed Barry's wrist, pulled his hand from her panties, and lifted his fingers until they were inches from her lips. "Should I do something like this?" she asked before taking Barry's fingers in her mouth, slowly swallowing them, and sucking lustily while her tongue swirled around them. "Should I suck his cock like that, Barry? Should I suck Spencer's big, beautiful cock while he drives? Should I let the other drives see my head bobbing up and down in Spencer's lap? Should I be that kind of slut, Barry?"

    He nodded as she took his fingers in her mouth once more and sucked with wild abandon. Barry couldn't believe how good it felt and fantasies ran wild in his head as he imagined her offering Spencer that very pleasure multiple times on their drive home.

    "Hey, what's the hold up!" someone shouted from downstairs. "We need to get out of here!"

    Marie let Barry's fingers slip from her mouth, smiled, and said, "I guess we need to go."

    She left the room and Barry sat on the edge of the bed and thought of anything other than his wife sucking Spencer's cock to help his erection deflate. Once it had done so he grabbed the suitcases, headed downstairs, and was out the front door in no time.

    They said goodbye to their friends and watched them go - Spencer hung back - before Barry loaded their luggage into the trunk.

    "So, uh, what...I guess I'll just..." Spencer said, stammering awkwardly as he seemingly tried to address the fact that he'd spent much of their vacation fucking Marie.

    "Marie's going to ride back with you," Barry interrupted. "If you don't mind."

    Spencer's eyebrows shot up and he looked at Barry and then at Marie. She stepped towards him, took his hand, and said, "It just feels like the right thing to do, don't you think?"

    "Uh, yeah, yes, I do," Spencer answered before a smile slowly crept across his face as he seemed to get a hold on the nervousness that had temporarily gripped him.

    "You guys have a good drive home," Barry said before getting in the car.

    He watched Spencer and Marie get in his SUV and it wasn't the least bit surprising to see her head fall into his lap mere moments after Spencer had started his car. Barry smiled at how astoundingly naughty Marie could be, and then Spencer pulled out of the driveway. Barry followed and they left the cabin - the cabin that had likely changed Barry and Marie's marriage forever - behind.

    Barry stayed behind Spencer's SUV on the drive to the highway and there were only a few moments when his wife wasn't busy sucking their friend's cock. Every once in a while Barry would see her head pop up - presumably so she could take a breather or wipe away a bit of errant saliva - and on one or two occasions she turned and waved to him through the back window. Mostly she was busy blowing their friend, and seemingly doing so in a manner that left him just short of an orgasm.

    As they got on the highway Marie's head popped up and she returned to her seat, making Barry think she'd finally brought Spencer to orgasm and had swallowed his cum. That seemed to be the wrong assumption, though, as her head returned to his lap just a few minutes later.

    Barry noticed that Marie had taken Spencer in her mouth once more right as they drove past an eighteen wheeler. The truck quickly matched the speed of Spencer's SUV and Barry was absolutely certain the driver was watching his wife suck cock. He was equally certain that Marie had waited purposefully, that she wanted to put on a little bit of a show for the man in the truck, or to unleash what might have been her latent exhibitionist side that had only recently emerged.

    The trucked let his horn blast loudly before Spencer punched the gas and moved past him, ending the naughty show. Barry looked through Spencer's back windshield once more and saw that Marie's ass was up and that Spencer had reached over. Barry couldn't quite tell, but he assumed Spencer was playing with Marie in some manner.

    He changed lanes, pulled up alongside Spencer's car, and saw Marie's bare ass. Her jeans must have been around her knees and Spencer was busy fingering her pussy and showing anyone that happened to drive by exactly what he was doing. Barry could see his wife's head bobbing up and down in Spencer's lap, too. She had one of her hands between his legs and was almost certainly playing with his balls while she sucked his cock. Barry imagined the car being filled with the sounds of cocksucking and wild moans of pleasure on both their parts.

    Knowing it would be too distracting to keep driving alongside the car, Barry fell back and moved behind Spencer's SUV once more. He remained in that position until Spencer put on his blinker and headed for the left side of the freeway. Barry followed and a few miles later they got off at the massive rest area – complete with a food court – in the middle of the freeway, which offered access to people driving on both sides.

    Spencer drove to a far corner of the parking lot and Barry followed until they were parked next to each other. Marie rolled the window down and Barry did the same.

    "Get in his backseat," she said.

    Barry hurried out of the car into Spencer's backseat. He watched Marie lean over, kiss their friend, and stroke his big cock. He saw her head drop into Spencer's lap and heard the glorious sound of a blowjob. Spencer moaned and again reached over to finger her slick pussy while Barry sat in the back seat with a raging erection and watched it all unfold.

    "Move the seat back as far as it goes," Marie said.

    She returned to sucking his cock and Spencer reached down and the seat slowly moved back, giving Barry an even better view of his wife's talented mouth moving up and down Spencer's spit-soaked shaft.

    Marie's head popped up, she looked back at Barry for a moment, and then said to Spencer, "Roll the seat back so I can ride your cock."

    Barry was amazed that Marie was going to fuck in a parking lot - she'd never been that kind of woman - but he wasn't going to stop her. He wanted to watch. Spencer leaned the seat back and Marie kicked off her jeans and panties and straddled him. She guided his cock between her pussy lips and sat down as Barry saw it all happen from a perfect angle.

    "Oh, fuck, Spencer," Marie said. "I love your cock. I fucking love your cock."

    Spencer pulled her shirt over her head and Marie reached back to unhook her bra, leaving her naked in the parking lot. He reached up and took her tits in his hand. He squeezed them hard while Marie rolled her head towards the roof and began to bounce on his cock. It was amazing she could pull that off in the confined space of a car, but she was clearly determined to satisfy her pussy and waiting to get home seemed to be out of the question.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked. "Does my tight, married cunt feel good around your cock, Spencer?"

    "Fuck yes it does," he answered.

    Marie looked at Barry and smiled. "Do you like watching me be a slut for him, baby?"

    Barry nodded. He couldn't find the words to express his delight, but he could certainly nod to let Marie know he loved every second of what he was witnessing.

    "God damn your cock is so deep inside me," Marie said. "Spencer, fuck, you're so fucking deep inside me. You feel so fucking good."

    Spencer pulled Marie close and they shared a deep kiss as he then grabbed her ass, lifted it up a little, and fucked his cock up into her slick pussy, all while Barry rubbed his dick through his pants in the middle of a parking lot. It was the wildest, hottest thing Barry had ever witnessed and his body absolutely hummed with kinky desire.

    Marie came hard as Spencer's cock filled her pussy. As his wife moaned louder, Barry watched her face and witnessed the pleasure washing over it as their friend fucked her. The car rocked from the energy of their sex and when Marie came she screamed and threw her head back as Spencer played with her breasts and fucked her right through her climax.

    A delighted smiled crossed her face as Marie looked down at Spencer, smiled, and said, "Your dick makes me feel so fucking good. I want you to take me from behind."

    "I can do that," Spencer said.

    Marie opened the driver's side door and got out, exposing her naked body to anyone that might have been watching. She then opened the back door and crawled in while smiling at Barry. Spencer took the hint and got out too. He moved to the back and Marie hung her ass just out of the car, giving Spencer full access to her pussy as Barry stared into his wife's eyes.

    "Is this what you wanted when you had me ride home with him?" she asked. "Did you want your friend to fuck your wife like the slut she is?"

    "Yes." Barry said.

    Marie moaned as Spencer slid into her from behind.

    "You don't mind that I was so desperate for his cock that I had him get off the highway, do you? You don't mind that I needed his big, beautiful cock so badly that he's fucking me in a parking lot, do you?" she asked.

    Barry leaned in and kissed his wife as Spencer picked up the pace and fucked her harder. The sound of his body slamming into her ass reverberated around the car and Marie moaned into Barry's mouth while he took one of her breasts in his hand and played with the soft flesh and pulled on her hard nipple.

    "I'm going to need more of his cock, Barry," she said between moans. "I can't just give it up now that we're not on vacation. I need more of him. I need him to keep fucking me. I need him to keep pounding my tight, slutty pussy. Can I do that, Barry? Can I keep fucking Spencer even when we get home?"

    "Yes," Barry answered. "You can keep fucking him. You can keep giving him your pussy. You can keep letting him pound your tight little cunt and cumming inside you."

    Marie smiled and kissed him again. Spencer started fucking her harder and her tongue was active and eager inside Barry's mouth.

    "Marie, I'm close," Spencer said.

    "Cum inside me," she replied while staring into Barry's eyes. "Cum in my tight, married cunt while my husband watches."

    Marie grabbed Barry's cock and stroked him through his pants as she held his gaze. Their friend was about to dump his load in her pussy and Barry wasn't sure he'd ever felt so turned on.

    "Tell me I'm a naughty little slut," Marie said.

    Barry smiled. "You're my naughty little slut, Marie."

    Spencer buried his cock in her pussy and groaned. Marie smiled and kissed Barry. Their tongues entwined while their friend came inside her. She stroked him faster, too, getting him a little bit closer to that place of pleasure that might give him an orgasm.

    "Spencer," Marie said. "Would you mind going and getting yourself a snack?"

    "Not at all," Spencer replied as he pulled out, put his cock back in his pants, and headed for the food court that was the centerpiece of the rest area.

    Marie crawled a little further into the car, shut the door, and said, "Get your pants off."

    Barry hastily stripped his pants off and Marie crawled into his lap. She took his cock into her slick, hot, cum-filled pussy and sat down.

    "Was I everything you wanted me to be, baby?" Marie asked while riding him at an achingly slow pace.

    "You were," Barry replied.

    Marie's lips hovered close to his and he felt the warmth of her breath against his skin while grabbing two handfuls of her ass and squeezing it tightly. "Does my pussy feel good when it's full of his cum?" she asked.

    "That's exactly how your pussy should feel," he replied. "Wet and messy, because you were a naughty girl."

    Marie moved her lips a little closer to his and tilted her head. "And you like being married to a naughty girl, don't you?" she asked softly.

    "Damn right I do," Barry said.

    They kissed and he released her ass and brought his hand down on it. Marie moaned into his mouth at the pain of being spanked, but she rode him a little faster as their tongues danced. Barry spanked her again and felt her pussy spasm around his cock. Marie rode him even faster, bringing him to the verge of his climax.

    "Cum inside me, baby," she said softly. "Cum in your wife's tight, messy cunt. Fill me, baby. Fill me with your load."

    Barry did just that. He came in his wife's pussy as they fucked in a car in a highway rest stop parking lot. It was the strangest place he'd ever had sex, but it was damn good. Marie showered his face and neck in sensual kisses as he came inside her and then she leaned forward and held Barry in a tight, loving embrace.

    "You know, I don't know if you meant what you said about not being able to give up Spencer's cock, but I'm okay with you continuing to fuck him if that's what you want," Barry said.

    "Yeah?" Marie asked as she leaned back.

    "I think I'd really like you to keep fucking him, or someone else, for that matter," he continued.

    Marie smiled. "Yeah? Did you have anyone in mind, because I wouldn't mind you sharing me with some of your other friends, especially if they can fuck like Spencer."

    "I'm sure I can think of someone," Barry replied. "After all, a dirty little slut like you will probably get tired of fucking the same guy all the time, won't she?"

    "I think you're right about that," Marie said with a smile. "So you'll probably have to find other guys that want to have fun with your wife. Do you think you can do that for me, baby? Can you find other guys to share me with?"

    Barry nodded. "I'm sure I can. I'll make sure my naughty girl gets all the cock she needs."

    "And what about Spencer? Should I ride with him the rest of the way home?" she asked.

    Barry smiled and grabbed her ass. "Of course you should. And you should make him cum at least once more before you get home." He reached up and ran a finger over her bottom lip. "And use your mouth this time. Swallow for him, too."

    The spark of desire had returned to Marie's eyes, like just a few words from Barry had triggered it with ease. "I will. I'll be a naughty little slut, just like you want me to be."

    They kissed as the front door open and Spencer got in the driver's seat. Marie pulled her pussy from Barry's cock, he did his best to clean up before getting dressed, and then got out of the car and watched his wife and their friend drive off.

    There was no need for Barry to follow this time. He'd get the story once he got home, and he'd almost certainly fuck his wife as she told him about how she'd sucked off their friend, and he's enjoy every second of it.

    Instead, as he drove home, Barry thought about the rest of his friends and which ones would be suitable to share Marie with.

    It seemed like the brief downturn in their sex life was well behind them and a bright, thrilling, decidedly naughty future awaited them, which was more than Barry could have asked for.

    The End.

  
    It's Her Date Night with Another Man

    It’s date night, only you’re not the one taking your wife out. That honor goes to her boyfriend. He’ll take her to a nice dinner and then back to his place, where he’ll spend the night fucking her in ways you’ve only dreamed of doing. His big cock and take charge attitude in bed are exactly what she needs to cum.

    Part of your cuckolding ritual is watching her get ready. She calls you into the bedroom as she carefully chooses the lingerie she’s going to wear for him. She wants to look her best for the man that makes her orgasm, after all.

    “Do you think he’ll like this, honey?” she asks you.

    You nod.

    A devilish grin crosses her face before she says, “Do you think it will make him want to fuck me? Do you think it will make his cock hard?”

    You nod again, but that’s not good enough for her, “Say it.”

    “Yes, it will make him want to fuck you,” you answer.

    After putting on her lingerie she invites you to follow her to the bathroom and watch as she does her makeup for her boyfriend. She never wears lipstick for you, but there she is applying a heavy coat to her lips.

    “I like to wear lipstick when I suck his cock, honey,” she says, noticing your jealous stare.

    You haven’t felt her lips around your cock in months and you can’t help but miss it. You know you don’t deserve it though. Only a man that can make your wife cum when he fucks her deserves to feel her mouth on his dick. You’ve never really been able to make her climax during sex. That’s why you’re here cuckold now.

    “Come here, baby,” she says and you move next to her.

    “On your knees,” she commands and like a good boy you drop in front of her.

    Her body looks perfect in the stockings, bra and panties, and garter belt. Your cock is hard because you’ve been denied release all week.

    “I want you to get me nice and wet for him,” she says while pulling her sexy black panties aside and presenting her freshly shaved pussy.

    You worship her, licking her labia and the pink flesh between before venturing to her clit. You’re not to make her cum, though. Your job is to get her nice and wet for her boyfriend’s cock. She wants to be aching for him by the time his erection slides into her pussy. You’re doing your part, cuckold, and you’ll get a tasty treat when she comes home later tonight.

  
    It's Him She Fantasizes About

    Women fantasize when they masturbate. You probably know that, but some men don't. They just don't think about it, I guess. Or, perhaps, they don't want to think about it, because they don’t want to consider that their woman might be fantasizing about another man.

    You're different though, aren't you? You like that she might be fantasizing about another man. You like that might be thinking of someone else's cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet, hot pussy. You like that you might not enter her thoughts at all when she spreads her legs and masturbates. You're a cuckold, after all, so of course you like that.

    If she's generous, she'll welcome you to join her. She'll let you crawl into the bed. She'll let you enhance her pleasure. Maybe she'll even let you masturbate with her. That would be fun, wouldn't it?

    "What are you thinking about?" you ask as she rubs her clit and plunges her vibrator into her pussy.

    She arches her back and smiles. A soft, long, low moan escapes her lips. Her nipples are rock hard and her breasts look perky and perfect. Her eyes open and she looks at you before glancing at her breasts. You get the hint. You kiss her soft flesh. You take one of her nipples in your mouth. You flick your tongue back and forth over it. You suck on it gently and she moans.

    "I'm thinking about him," she says.

    You moan and your tongue moves faster over her nipple. You reach down to rub her inner thigh as she masturbates.

    "I'm thinking about being in our bed with him," she continues. "I'm thinking about him being inside me. I'm thinking about how good his strong, muscular body feels on top of mine. I'm thinking about how good it feels when he slides that big, beautiful cock of his inside me for the first time. I'm thinking about how full I feel, how I feel like he's stretching me out, how he reaches so much deeper inside me than your cock does."

    Your cock is hard as it rests against her thigh. You wish she'd stroke it for you, or welcome you into her pussy, but this isn't about your pleasure. It's about hers.

    "Is he fucking you good?" you ask. "Is he fucking your pussy hard? Is he making you feel good?"

    "Yes," she says. "He's fucking me so good. He always fucks me so good."

    "Is he fucking you better than I do?" you ask.

    "He is," she answers, happily playing into your fantasy. "He's fucking me so much better than you do."

    You take your cock in your hand and you masturbate with her. You think of him fucking her. You think of his cock moving in and out of her pussy like the toy is. "Can I...can I fuck you with the toy?" you ask.

    Your wife looks at you and smiles. She pulls the dildo from her pussy. She hands it to you. You take it and scramble between her legs. You slip the toy back inside her as she rubs her clit.

    "Fuck me," she says.

    You fuck her with the dildo. You masturbate as you're doing so. You watch it slide in and out of her. You listen to the wet sounds emanating from her pussy. Her arousal drives your own. Her desire to fantasize about him while you fuck her is more than enough to drive you crazy with lust.

    "Does his cock feel good?" you ask. "Does his cock give your pussy what you need?"

    "Yes," she says. "His cock feels so fucking good inside me, baby. He's fucking me so good. He's fucking me so good in our bed. He's fucking me so good!"

    Her finger dances rapidly over her clit. She seems to be achingly close to an orgasm. You want her to cum. You want to see her experience that pleasure. You want to witness her beautiful orgasm.

    "Is he going to cum inside you?" you ask.

    She looks down at you. "Yes. He's going to cum in my pussy. He's going to cum in your wife's tight pussy. He's going to flood my tight little cunt with his thick, sticky load."

    You know she loves it when he cums inside her. She knows you love it too. She's putting on a show for you.

    "I'm close," she says.

    "Me too," you reply.

    "Then fuck me hard. Fuck me hard while I think about him," she insists.

    You give her what she needs. You fuck her hard while she fantasizes about him. You imagine him cumming inside her. It's thrilling beyond words.

    "I'm cumming!" she cries out.

    You cum with her. You feel such intense pleasure. It's a perfect orgasm. You love that your wife wants to fantasize about another man instead of fucking you. You love it more than anything and you can't wait to do it again.

  
    It's His and I'm Keeping It

    I remember the night it happened. You weren’t there. I was at Matthew’s place. We were in his bed. I was on my back. He was between my legs. He wasn’t wearing a condom.

    We hadn’t used condoms for three months. I was on the pill, though. I wasn’t supposed to get pregnant. I wasn’t even thinking about it. That’s the whole point of the pill, after all.

    I remember how good it felt. I remember the way his lips felt against mine. I remember sucking on his tongue as he fucked me. I remember wrapping my legs around him and wishing he could spend the whole night inside me.

    I remember the way he groaned as he came inside me. I ran one hand over his back and ass and another through his hair. I didn’t want us to part. I wanted our bodies to remain melded for as long as possible.

    We kissed as he softened inside me. I told him how good it felt, how much I loved his cock and the way he fucked me. He told me how perfect my pussy was and how he spent his days craving me and looking forward to the next time we could see each other.

    That was the night I got pregnant. I found out two weeks later when I missed my period. My birth control pills had failed. I was pregnant. His baby was growing inside me.

    I remember looking at the positive test and being surprised at my reaction. I wasn’t panicked. I thought I would be, or that I was supposed to be. I wasn’t, though.

    I remember feeling an incredible sense of warmth and happiness, and it wasn’t just because I was pregnant. It was because I was pregnant with Matthew’s baby. It was his seed growing inside me. It was a natural, beautiful consequence of the incredible sex he and I had been having. In that moment, it felt right.

    My first instinct was to keep it. Of course it was. I wanted to have his baby. It wasn’t just my decision to make, though. I needed to tell you. I needed to see how you were going to react.

    I remember when I told you. It was late. You’d just gotten home from playing cards with your friends. You’d won and you were in a fantastic mood.

    I was in the bedroom in that satin nightie you love so much. The one with the lace trim along the edges. I remember that my nipples were hard, that they were the first thing you looked at when you came into the bedroom and saw me sitting in bed in my little nightie.

    It had been months since you’d been permitted inside me, but there was still a little flicker of hope in your eyes. You couldn’t help it. You were so desperate you hoped that I would forget my rules for just one night and let you inside me.

    I didn’t, of course. I did invite you into the bed though. I did kiss you softly. I did play with your cock through your pants. I did make you hard.

    “Is Matthew coming over?” you asked.

    You thought I was dressed up for him, that I was going to spend the night in our bed with another man. It wouldn’t have been the first time, of course. I’d enjoyed many nights in our bed with Matthew. You’d watched on occasion and you’d listened, of course. You’d listened like a good cuckold is supposed to.

    “No,” I said. “But we need to talk.”

    I remember the brief look of panic that crossed your face. I couldn’t help but wonder what you’d imagined I was going to say. Did you think I was going to divorce you? Did you think I was going to tell you that your time as a cuckold had come to an end and that we were going back to a vanilla marriage?

    I needed to stay on topic. I needed to inform you of the potentially significant changes coming to our life. I kissed you softly. My lips lingered against yours. I felt your lusty anticipation.

    “I’m pregnant,” I said.

    I studied your face as the news hit you. You knew it couldn’t be yours. You hadn’t been inside me in months. It wasn’t possible. You knew it was Matthew’s baby inside me.

    The first thing I saw was a flash of desire. I saw your cuckold lust. I saw it in your eyes and on your face. It faded quickly, of course. It was soon replaced by the results of logical thinking.

    “It’s his?” you asked.

    I nodded. You knew the answer, but you needed to confirm before we could have a real conversation.

    You kissed me. Your hand moved over the soft satin of my nightie and pulled me closer. I felt loved.

    “Are you okay?” you asked.

    I saw the genuine concern in your eyes. It was so sweet.

    “I’m better than okay,” I said.

    You took a moment to stare into my eyes and down to my lips. You registered my happiness. You knew I was being honest. I didn’t see my pregnancy as bad news.

    “Does that mean?”

    “I want to keep it,” I said, interrupting you.

    You looked at me. A whole host of emotions crossed your face in rapid succession. You said nothing.

    Your cock spoke for you. It was undeniably hard. You’re not particularly large, but it still makes a noticeable tent in your pants when you get erect, and there’s no question you were erect.

    I unzipped your pants and freed your cock. I gently wrapped my fingers around it and stroked you.

    “You will always be my husband and you and I will raise Matthew’s baby together. We will make a beautiful family,” I assured you.

    “Yeah?” you said.

    I could see your insecurities rise to the surface. I could see the worry in your eyes, though the more I stroked you the more it mixed with a growing sense of desire.

    “Of course,” I said before kissing you softly. “Matthew has replaced you sexually, but no man can replace what you give me. No man could be a better husband than you, and no man will be a better father for our baby, even if you weren’t the one to get me pregnant.”

    A smile slowly crept across your face. You closed your eyes and whispered, “Thank you.”

    I released your cock and gently spread my legs. The nightie rode up and revealed my pussy.

    “I want you to worship me,” I whispered.

    You moved between my legs without a moment’s hesitation. You licked my pussy. I closed my eyes and enjoyed your talented tongue. I enjoyed the way you rhythmically licked my clit and pushed two fingers inside me. I enjoyed how exceptionally well-trained you were.

    “Make me cum,” I said in a soft, sensual voice.

    You did as you were told. You made me climax. You made me cum while we were both thinking about another man’s baby growing inside me.

    I remember telling Matthew. It was a week later. He’d been away for work and we hadn’t been together for two weeks.

    We met at his place. I remember the hunger in his eyes as soon as he opened the door. He wanted me as badly as I wanted him. He missed my pussy as much as I missed his cock.

    He kissed me. His hands moved over the tight dress you’d picked out for me (I wasn’t showing yet). He played with my tits and squeezed my ass. His cock was hard in no time. He wanted to be inside me. I wanted to be naked with him. I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted to spread my legs for him. I wanted him to fuck me.

    We couldn’t, though. I had something to tell him.

    “Hold on,” I said.

    Matthew stepped back. He looked worried.

    “Is everything okay?” he asked.

    “I’ve never been better,” I answered. “But there’s something I have to tell you.”

    I led him to the couch. I sat him down. I took his hands in mine.

    “I’m pregnant,” I said. “It’s yours.”

    I saw the look of pride on his face. He liked the news. He liked that he’d gotten me pregnant. He liked that the married woman he’d been fucking was carrying his baby.

    “I’m keeping it,” I added. “My husband and I will raise it as ours. He’ll be the father.”

    I wanted everything to be clear, though I knew I didn’t have total control over the situation. Matthew could have demanded more involvement if he wanted.

    He smiled and pulled me close for a slow, romantic kiss. His hands moved gently over my body. When his lips left mine they moved to my cheek and neck. His tongue danced delicately over my skin. Arousal filled my body. I couldn’t help but moan.

    “That’s beautiful,” Matthew said.

    “You’re okay with that arrangement?” I asked.

    “Of course I am. You two will be wonderful parents.” He paused to look into my eyes. I felt a surprisingly deep sense of connection with him. “Is it okay if it turns me on that you’re carrying my baby, that I got you pregnant instead of your husband?”

    I nodded and smiled. “Yes. Of course.” I ran my fingers up his thigh and squeezed his erection through his jeans. “It turns me on too. You have no idea how wet I am right now.”

    We gave in to our desires soon after. There was no point in waiting or talking more. I needed him and he needed me.

    I remember how good it felt to have him inside me. I remember how intensely pleasurable it was to feel his thick cock slide into my wet pussy.

    I remember that it felt better because I knew I was pregnant with his baby. It was a melding of so many things that make cuckolding you so thrilling.

    It wasn’t my husband’s baby inside me. It was my lover’s baby. It was the man I had chosen as my ideal sexual partner that had gotten me pregnant, not you.

    I know it might sound a little cruel, but it was such a turn on to know that the man I’d taken as my lover had gotten me pregnant instead of my husband.

    My orgasm that night was among the best I’ve ever had. It was a rare kind of climax where it felt like my entire body was cumming. It began between my legs and spread over the entirety of my body and it left me tingling in pure delight.

    Matthew came inside me right as my climax began to wash over me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him. I pulled him close and held him. It felt wonderfully romantic and sensual.

    I remember coming home to you that night and telling you that Matthew was thrilled to be our sperm donor. I never really doubted he’d be okay with that arrangement, but it was nice to get the confirmation I needed.

    I remember having you clean my pussy that night. I remember how eagerly you devoured what was left of his cum. I remember that you licked me until I’d cum twice. I remember how proud you were to be the last man to give me an orgasm that night.

    I remember the little conversation we had afterwards. Do you remember it?

    “So, do you think we could have sex?” you asked.

    You looked so sweet as you asked to have sex with me. Your eyes were so full of hope. It had been quite some time since you’d been inside me, but you weren’t banned from my pussy. You were simply put on the sideline because I enjoyed Matthew’s cock so much more than yours.

    “Are you feeling deprived?” I asked.

    I saw the look of desperation on your face. I couldn’t help but find it a little arousing.

    “I don’t know what it is,” you said. “I just…I just feel this sense of desperation to have sex with you.”

    I pulled you on top of me, though you knew better than to put your cock inside me. I reached down, grasped your erection, and rubbed it over my wet pussy.

    “Do you want to fuck me because you know his baby is growing inside me?” I asked.

    You closed your eyes and enjoyed the feeling of my warmth and wetness as it enveloped the head of your cock.

    “Yes,” you admitted. Your voice was barely above a whisper.

    “That’s not what I want,” I said as I denied you the pleasure you craved.

    “Why not?” you asked.

    I pulled your lips to mine and hesitated for a moment. “Because the father of our baby is the only man I want fucking me.”

    I stroked your cock slowly. I felt you throbbing in my hand. I felt your lust, even if you were a little disappointed that you wouldn’t get to enjoy my pussy.

    “Do you understand?” I whispered. “Do you understand why I’d only want his cock inside me?”

    You nodded. I saw a mixture of pain and pleasure on your face. I saw desire mixed with disappointment. I saw understanding.

    “We’ll still play, honey. You don’t have to worry. Plus, you’ll have even more creampies to clean.”

    You groaned louder. You were so close. Your cum was ready to spill out onto my stomach. You were ready to make a mess.

    “You can have me again after I give birth,” I whispered.

    That’s when you came. You groaned. Your cock throbbed in my hand and you closed your eyes while crying out in pleasure. Cum spilled onto my stomach. A few shots landed on my breasts.

    You were thinking about going almost a year without being inside me, weren’t you? You were thinking about watching my belly grow with his baby and not being able to enjoy me. You were thinking about how many times I was going to welcome him into my body. You were thinking how many times he was going to spill his seed inside me.

    It turned you on, didn’t it? That’s what made you cum. All of it. Thinking about your pregnant wife banning you from her pussy because another man’s seed was growing inside her. Thinking about his cum inside me. Thinking about his cock inside me.

    It’s making you hard again, isn’t it? I love that. You know I do. It turns me on, too. Maybe I’ll ask Matthew to get me pregnant again. You always wanted a big family, right?

  
    It's His Decision

    She didn’t have to give him control over whether or not you get to fuck her, but she wanted to. She found the idea thrilling. After all, he’s the alpha and you’re the beta. He’s the one that likes being in control. You’re the one that likes being told what to do.

    That’s why, despite your frustration, you find it a little bit thrilling when you make a move on your wife and get denied because her boyfriend says that you’re not allowed to fuck her. It’s just a few words from her lips, and yet they reverberate through your body for hours. You can’t help but find it immensely arousing that she’s gladly given control over that part of her life to the alpha male that’s been satisfying her sexual needs for the past six months.

    Tonight, you’re feeling particularly frustrated. You’ve been denied for nearly two weeks now. Your wife can see it on your face as she cuddles up next to you in bed.

    “Are you going to be okay?” she asks.

    You feel the warmth of her skin and the softness of her breasts against your chest. “Yeah,” you answer.

    “But you’re a little pent up, aren’t you?” she asks.

    You see a smile on her face. At the very least she’s amused by your sexual frustration. She might even find a little bit of pleasure in it. That, of course, thrills you, for you thoroughly enjoy the push and pull that is being a cuckold.

    “I know it’s frustrating, but I love that he has control,” she says. “I love that he’s in charge of when you get to fuck me. I love that he’s strong enough to take on that responsibility. I love that he understands what kind of man you are. I love that he understands that you need this kind of guidance and control in your life to be the best version of you.”

    She kisses your neck and slips a hand into your underwear. Her lips feel so soft against your skin and her fingers are warm as she finds your half hard cock and gently strokes you.

    “It feels so good to have an alpha male in my life,” she says softly. “I had no idea what I was missing. I had no idea just how badly I needed to be with a man like that. I was so used to my beta husband that I didn’t know just how thrilling it would be to get fucked by a strong, confident alpha male.”

    You’re hard now. You feel that intense kind of desire that makes you desperate to cum. You know she won’t let you fuck her, but you can’t help but crave some sort of pleasure.

    “Your dick is so hard,” she says. “Are you turned on, baby?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Do you like that your wife has an alpha boyfriend to fuck her needy little pussy whenever she gets horny?” she asks.

    She’s getting worked up too. You can hear it in her voice. You can hear her lust and you love it.

    “Yes, I love it,” you say.

    “Do you love that my alpha boyfriend won’t let you fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer. It’s embarrassing to admit, but it’s true. You love it. You can’t help but love it.

    Your wife releases your cock and rolls onto her back. “Go down on me,” she orders.

    You feel a moment of intense frustration, but you move between her legs, pull aside her panties, and tend to her pussy. She smiles and you can see that she too feels a little bit of that power that seems to thrill her boyfriend. After all, you just did exactly as you were told without complaint, despite your overwhelming need to cum.

    “That’s good, baby,” she says. “Make me cum. Make me cum while I think about my boyfriend fucking my needy little pussy.”

    You do as you’re told. You make her cum. She closes her eyes. She thinks about her boyfriend. She says his name. She says it loudly. She cums hard.

    “Thank you,” she says afterwards.

    You look up expecting her to offer her hand for your pleasure. She makes no such offer, though. Instead, she grabs her phone, denying you the release you need.

    You’re frustrated and turned on. You want to cum, but there’s something so thrilling about being denied. You could probably just jerk off and she wouldn’t be mad. It’s more fun to let her and her boyfriend be in control, though, so you embrace the frustration and tell yourself that it’s all part of the fun being a beta cuckold.

  
    It's Just a Week, Sweetheart

    “I know you’re nervous,” your beautiful wife says. “But you don’t have to be.”

    “But, a week seems like a really long time,” you say.

    “I know it does, but it’s not,” she replies while putting the chastity cage aside and unbuttoning your pants. “It’s just 7 days. It’s just 168 hours. You can do that. Anyone could do that.”

    She pushes your pants and underwear down, freeing your flaccid cock.

    “You’ll unlock me after a week?” you say.

    Your wife smiles at you but you can’t tell what’s behind the smile. Is she lying? Is she going to leave you in chastity for much longer than a week? Is she going to make sure you stay locked up for a long, long time?

    “Of course I will,” she says while picking up the chastity cage and sliding it onto your cock. The ring slides over your testicles and she locks it. Just like that, you’re in a cage. “Or, should I say, I’ll let you out after a week as long as you’ve been a good boy for me.”

    “What does that mean?” you say.

    “It means there are going to be some new rules in our house and the only way you’re getting let out of your cage is if you follow those rules,” she says.

    “What rules?” you ask.

    “You’ll be doing most of the chores, for one. I’m sick of working to keep this house clean while you sit on the couch watching TV. I’ll be cumming quite a bit more often, too. You’ll be expected to wake me up with oral sex and perform again before I go to sleep. I’d like you to start working out on a daily basis as well. You should really be in better shape,” she explains.

    “Okay,” you say. You’re not thrilled at the idea of doing more chores or working out, but they seem like reasonable requests.

    “Also, I’m going to start dating,” she says.

    “What?” you ask as your voice raises.

    “Yes, darling. I’m going to start going on dates with other men, and when I find the right man I’m going to start sleeping with him,” your wife says.

    “You’re going to cheat on me?” you ask.

    “It’s hardly cheating if you know about it. It’s called cuckolding, dear. I’m going to cuckold you. Oh, I suppose I should mention that you’ve fucked me for the last time. Your little dick won’t ever feel the joy of my pussy again,” she says.

    “Wait, what? Why?” you ask.

    “Because you’re a disappointment,” your wife says. “Because you’ve always been a disappointment, though it took me years to realize that. Because I’m sick of not having orgasms during sex. Because I’m sick of having to take care of myself afterwards. Because I’m sick of you getting to cum as you desire and me having to use my fingers to get me off. Because I want a real man to fuck me.”

    “What if I’m not okay with this?” you ask.

    “You’re either okay with this or we’re getting divorced,” she says. “The choice is yours, I suppose.”

    Yes, the choice is yours. What will you do?

  
    It's More than Sex Now

    “It’ll just be sex, right?”

    You asked that question countless times before your wife cuckolded you for the first time. You were worried that she’d leave you. You’d read disastrous stories of guys getting to live out their cuckold fantasy only for it to end in divorce. You didn’t want to be one of those guys.

    “Of course,” your wife said. “I love you, honey.”

    Her answer was almost always some version of that and you knew she meant it every time. She had no intention of developing feelings for someone. She was willing to try out your fantasy and have sex with someone else, but she was on board for it being purely sexual.

    You were nervous, but you figured there was very little actual risk of her falling for someone else. You and your wife were happy. It wasn’t the kind of marriage where she was obviously miserable and would look for any opportunity to get out. No, you had a good marriage. You were just going to spice it up a little.

    Then she cuckolded you for the first time. It happened at a hotel. You weren’t invited to watch. She wasn’t comfortable with that. She thought she’d have trouble really letting go and enjoying the sex.

    She left your house in a little black dress, stockings, high heels, and a very sexy lingerie set. She came home with the stockings in her purse and her panties nowhere in sight.

    “He wanted to keep them,” she said with a smile. “He said I could have them back the next time we saw each other.”

    “I guess that means it was good,” you said.

    The look she gave you answered your question. It was the kind of look someone gives when they take their first bite of the best dessert they’ve ever had. It was a look of pure pleasure. She was, for just a moment, flashing back to the sex she’d had with the other man and you could see on her face that it had been exceptionally good.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it,” your wife said.

    She approached you and offered her hand. You took it and she led you to the bedroom. She undressed and you joined her in getting naked. You climbed in the bed and your wife wrapped her fingers around your hard cock and stroked you as she shared the details.

    She gave you a lusty account of the fun she’d had that night. She told you that he fucked her twice and that she climaxed four separate times. She told you that the sex was incredible in every way.

    She managed to draw things out enough to share most of the details before you climaxed. You’d received your first cuckold handjob. You were just as happy as your wife was.

    You were all over her the next few days. You couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that she’d fucked someone else. It was on your mind at work. It was on your mind at home.

    Thankfully, your wife was happy to play. You had sex with her the next day. Foreplay was her telling you about him. It was her describing how his cock felt as it slipped inside her. It was her describing how hard he made her cum.

    You felt your first bit of cuckold angst when you fucked her. You were thoroughly aroused and you came hard, but you couldn’t stop thinking that she would rather have been with him. She hadn’t come right out and said it, but you knew he fucked her better than you did. You knew she enjoyed the sex with him more than she enjoyed the sex with you.

    She saw him again a week after her first date. They met at the hotel again. You stayed at home again.

    This time she stayed the night. It wasn’t planned, but then she sent a text saying she was going to spend the night with him so they could play for as long as they wanted. She didn’t give you a choice. She simply said it was going to happen.

    She came home the next morning in the same outfit she’d left in. She took you to the bedroom. She told you about how he’d fucked her before they checked out. She told you about how they’d gone through an entire box of condoms during their overnight stay. She told you about how he’d fucked her to countless orgasms.

    A question popped into your head as you approached your orgasm. You knew the answer. Your wife had been fairly clear without actually saying the words. You asked the question.

    “Does he fuck you better than I do?”

    “Yes, honey. He does,” your wife said.

    You groaned. You climaxed. Your wife cleaned up your cum and gave you a kiss.

    “I love you,” she said. “I do. I love you madly. He is better, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to leave you for him, okay? I don’t want you worrying about that. If anything, I love you more for being the one to suggest that I find someone else to fuck. It’s been an incredible experience. Truly.”

    “I love you too,” you said before your wife excused herself to take a shower.

    They started texting after that first overnight. You’d walk into the room and find your wife immersed in her phone, usually with a mildly lusty look on her face.

    It didn’t worry you, though. Why would it? It was fun, in fact. The second time you walked in your wife texting him she pulled off her shorts, spread her legs, and invited you between them.

    “Would you like to eat my pussy while I send him dirty texts?” she asked.

    You nodded and crawled between her legs. You pulled aside her surprisingly sexy black lace panties and used your tongue to pleasure her as she texted the man that had captivated her with his cock.

    “That’s good, baby. That’s so good,” she said.

    You made her cum while she sexted with another man. She was thinking of his cock while you were eating his pussy. She was wishing he was inside her and you were the one tending to her clit. It thrilled you. Of course it did.

    Their third date was at his house. Your wife packed a little bag with a toothbrush and a few things that would make staying the night easier. This time it was planned.

    She sent you a picture. It was his cock inside her. She was on her back with her legs spread. He was halfway inside her.

    The caption was: “He’s only halfway inside me and he’s already deeper than you ever get.”

    You came to that picture. You jerked off while thinking about your wife getting fucked by another man. You stroked as you thought about how good he was making her feel. You came as you thought about it.

    Your wife came home the next day. A little later this time. It was mid afternoon by the time she returned.

    She pushed you onto the couch and pulled off your shorts. She stripped in front of you. She didn’t say a word.

    She sat on your cock and took you inside her. You felt her wetness. “He fucked me right before I left,” she said. “I’m still wet from it.”

    You came inside her. Your wife smiled and kissed you. “I love that you cum so quickly when I’ve been with him,” she said.

    It wasn’t until before their sixth date – they saw each other once a week – that things really changed.

    “Can we talk?” your wife asked a few days prior to the date.

    “Of course,” you replied.

    You sat on the couch together. She reached out and caressed your leg. You saw a look of concern on her face. You knew she was going to bring up something she wasn’t sure you’d be okay with.

    “I’ve invited him to spend the night here,” she said.

    Outside of being mildly surprised, your immediate reaction was arousal. You couldn’t help it. You were thrilled at the notion of another man spending the night in your bed, fucking your wife. It felt like a cuckold dream come true.

    “I hope it’s okay that I’m totally into that,” you said.

    Your wife smiled. It was that giddy smile. You’d made her happy. She kissed you.

    “There’s something else,” she said.

    “Whatever it is, I’m sure it will be okay,” you replied.

    “We’re going to have unprotected sex,” your wife said. “He’s been tested. He’s totally clean. I am too, and since I’m on the pill I told him that he could cum inside me.”

    Again you were aroused. You couldn’t help it. It had been a few days since you’d cum and anything having to do with cuckolding was a surefire way to get you going.

    This time, you offered your answer by kissing your wife. Her mouth opened and her tongue slipped out. She welcomed your desire. She unzipped your pants. She stroked your cock.

    “That turns you on, doesn’t it?” she said.

    “Yes,” you replied as pleasure spread through your loins.

    “You like that he’s going to cum inside me, don’t you?” she said.

    She knew the answer. Your erection was confirmation.

    “Yes, I want him to cum inside you. I want him to cum in my wife,” you said.

    Your wife kissed your neck. “He’s going to, baby. He’s going to cum inside me over and over this weekend. He’s going to have me as many times as he wants me.”

    You came in her hand. Your cum spilled over her fingers as she kissed your neck and whispered about how another man was going to cum inside her. You felt pure cuckold bliss.

    Your wife sends you out shopping on the day of her date. You pick up groceries, alcohol, and toilet paper for the guest bathroom, which you’ll be using that very night as another man sleeps in your bed and enjoys the use of the master bathroom.

    His car is already in your driveway when you return. He’s already on your couch when you step into the house. Your wife is already in his lap. They don’t seem to notice you.

    It’s in that moment that you get your first inkling that your wife’s relationship with him is about more than sex. They’re not having sex. They’re not even fooling around. They’re connecting. He’s touching her. She’s touching him. They’re sharing soft, sensual kisses. They’re more than lovers.

    You don’t step into the room. You know you should, but you wait. “I missed you so much,” your wife says. Her words sting a little, but you feel arousal too. You can’t help it.

    “I missed you too,” he says as he pulls off her blouse and runs his fingers up the soft, exposed skin of her back.

    They kiss and it quickly becomes something more than sensual. He unhooks her bra and his hands move to her breasts. She moans into his mouth as she begins to grind in his lap.

    “I need you,” your wife says.

    Her expression of desire feels more than sexual. It feels deeper than that.

    “I want to see you more often,” he says. “I need to see you more often. Once a week isn’t enough for me.”

    You watch her hands move down his chest as she scoots back. You hear her unzip his pants.

    “It’s not enough for me either,” she says.

    They kiss as she strokes his cock. He moans into her mouth. She moans into his. She has one hand working his erection and the other moving through the hair on the back of his neck. It’s a sensual, sexy sight and you can’t look away.

    “I’m falling for you,” he says.

    Your wife flashes a bright smile. She kisses him, though this time it’s soft and sensual.

    “I’m falling for you too,” she says.

    You know she’s broken the promise she made to you. You know you should be mad. You know this isn’t the first time she’s realizing this. You know she probably knew it was going to happen after the first time she was with him.

    You’re not mad, though. A small part of you is hurt, but it’s overwhelmed by the part of you that’s turned on. You wish you weren’t. You wish you were just mad. That’s what you want to be. You’re not, though. You can’t be.

    “Stay the whole weekend,” your wife says.

    “What about your husband?” he replies.

    “He’ll be okay with it,” she says. “Trust me. I know him. He won’t fight me on it, especially if we let him watch once.”

    You know immediately that she’s right. She wouldn’t even have to let you watch. You’ll let him stay the weekend. Knowing that your wife is so enamored with another man that she wants him to spend the weekend with her is enough to thrill you. It’s enough to arouse you for months, let alone two days.

    Your wife moans and throws her head back. He’s inside her. You know he is.

    “You feel so good,” she says. “I can’t get enough of this. I can’t get enough of you.”

    Your wife rides him as he plays with her tits. They kiss. He squeezes her ass. You watch. You see it all. You see the proof that it’s more than sex.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum inside me.”

    They make love on your couch. Your wife and another man have sensual, unprotected sex on your couch while you watch from your hiding spot.

    Eventually, he cums inside her. He gives her what she wants. They both experience beautiful, deeply-connected orgasms.

    You make your way to the kitchen without being seen. You put away the groceries. You bring the toilet paper to the guest bathroom.

    It’s more than sex. Now it’s clear that it was always destined to be more than sex. Of course it was.

    You’re not going to do anything about it. You can’t. You don’t want to. You want your wife to pursue her desires. You want her to embrace whatever feelings she has for the other man in her life. It turns you on too much to say no.

    Your wife is standing at the guest bedroom door when you emerge from the bathroom. She’s naked. You can see a little bit of cum dripping from her pussy.

    “You saw us, didn’t you?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Your wife steps into the room. You walk towards her. She pulls you into an embrace.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “It’s my pleasure,” you answer. “Trust me.” She hugs you tighter. “And if there’s anything I can do for you this weekend, just let me know.”

    She gives you a soft kiss on the lips and smiles. “I love you,” she says.

    “I love you too.”

    Your wife lets you go and leaves the room. She leaves you to be with the other man. She leaves you to let her feelings for him continue to develop. Your cock is hard. You’re filled with joy. It makes you happy.

  
    It's Not About What You Want

    She let you watch them fool around on your living room couch. You saw them kissing. You saw his hands move all over her body. You saw her unzip his pants and pull out his cock. You saw her stroke him until he was thick and hard.

    She let you watch as she sucked his cock. You saw her head bobbing up and down in his lap. You saw the look of pleasure on his face as your wife’s wet, warm mouth surrounded his big dick. You heard the sounds of a beautiful blowjob.

    She let you watch him go down on her. You saw his fingers disappear inside her as he put his tongue to work on her clit. You saw the look of pleasure on her face. You saw the delight in her eyes as she stared at you while another man went down on her.

    She didn’t let you watch them fuck. She gestured for you to leave, just as she said she would. You wanted to watch. Of course you did. You wanted to see his cock slide into her wet, waiting pussy. You wanted to see your wife’s legs wrapped around him. You want to hear the sounds of beautiful sex. You wanted to witness your cuckolding.

    Instead, you left the room and waited in bed. You waited while your wife fucked another man on your living room couch. You waited as she cuckolded you.

    At least she let you listen. She couldn’t stop you from doing that. She let you soak up the beautiful sounds of her pleasure. She let you hear her joyful moans. She let you hear his grunts of pleasure as he pounded your wife’s pussy.

    You were quite certain he made her cum twice. Her moans were unmistakable. They were certainly louder and lustier than when you make her cum.

    You heard her say, “Cum inside me!” Not long after, you heard his loud moans. You heard the sound of harder, faster fucking. You heard him pursuing his climax.

    Five minutes passed before she called for you. You leapt out of the bed, and scurried into the living room.

    She smiled at you. Her bull was nowhere to be found. She was curled up on the couch with a joyful smile on her face. Her hair was a little messier than when you’d left and her panties were on the floor.

    “You can come closer,” she said.

    You walked closer and your wife slowly parted her thighs, offering you a glimpse of the pussy another man had just fucked. You saw his thick white cum at the entrance to her pussy. You saw the incontrovertible evidence that you’d been cuckolded.

    “Why don’t you take your clothes off?” your wife said with a sultry smile.

    You stripped as your eyes wandered over her body. You replayed some of the beautiful sounds you’d heard, particularly her orgasmic moans.

    “Come a little closer,” she said.

    You stepped closer and your wife reached out to wrap her fingers around your cock and stroke you slowly.

    “Your cock is so hard,” she whispered. “Does that mean you’re excited?”

    “Yes,” you replied before closing your eyes and groaning as your wife worked the head of your throbbing dick with her skilled fingers.

    “Is that because another man just fucked your wife?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Is that because I let another man cum inside me?” she asked.

    You nodded. You’d never really been able to explain it, but you’d always loved the idea of another man cumming inside her. It always seemed like such a visceral representation of your cuckolding. The fact that she’d let another man do what only her husband was supposed to do – release his semen inside her – is precisely why your dick was so hard.

    “Do you want to plunge your cock into my pussy?” she asked. “Do you want to fill me with your cum too?”

    You nodded vigorously.

    “I want that too,” she said. “But I want something else first.”

    “Of course,” you said.

    She smiled and stroked you a little faster, sending jolts of pleasure through your loins.

    “I want you to get on your knees and clean my pussy. I want you to push your tongue inside me, scoop up his cum, and show it to me. I want you to swallow it, but only when I tell you to. Will you do that for me? Will you clean my bull’s cum for the chance to fuck your wife’s pussy?” she asked.

    You looked down at her pussy and felt a touch of revulsion. Though you’d always enjoyed the idea of another man cumming inside her, you’d never fantasized about cleaning his creampie. You’d been clear about that. You’d been clear that sloppy seconds sex was your fantasy.

    “But…I don’t want to do that,” you said. “I…I understand, I guess, that you might want me to do it, but I don’t really want to. It just seems so…so gross.”

    She flashed that seductive smile you’ve never been able to resist. Her lips still glimmered just a little from the gloss she’d put on before her bull arrived and her eyes sparkled with desire. Your wife wanted something and she wasn’t going to settle for anything less.

    “Sweetie, I think we both know it’s not about what you want, right?” she said. “I think we both know that your cuckolding is about what I want, don’t we? I think we both know you would have preferred to watch him fuck me, but that’s not what I wanted so that’s not what you got to do. I think we both know that if you had insisted on watching I would have sent my bull home and refused to even touch your cock for the next month.”

    She pulled down on your cock, making you wince in pain as you leaned forward. Your wife offered a soft kiss as she squeezed your balls just hard enough for it to feel like a gentle threat and added, “I think we both know that I’m in control. I think we both know that your cuckolding is all about my pleasure and if I don’t get what I want then I won’t be cuckolding you anymore. Don’t we?”

    You nodded, she offered that seductive smile once more, and rewarded you with a long, lingering kiss that included that lovely little dance she does with her tongue that always turns you on.

    “I want you on your knees,” she said.

    You dropped to your knees.

    “Do you want to clean my pussy?” she asked.

    You shook your head.

    Your wife smiled and reached out to gently caress your face. Her fingers were warm and soft. “I’m not going to force you,” she said. “But I’m not going to let you fuck me until you clean him out of me. It’s up to you.”

    You knew she was serious. You knew she would deny you beyond that afternoon. You knew she’d deny you for weeks, for months even. You knew your wife had realized just how much power your desire had given her and she clearly wasn’t afraid to use it.

    “Okay,” you said.

    She smiled and spread her legs a little wider.

    “Go ahead,” your wife said. “Put your tongue inside me. Find his cum. Show it to me.”

    You plunged your tongue into her pussy. You saw no point in taking it slow. If you were going to suffer you were going to get it over with as quickly as possible.

     

    You found his cum. Of course you did. You could see it leaking out of her. You pushed your tongue into her slick, cum-filled cunt and you found his load. You scooped it up and nearly gagged at the overwhelming taste.

    “Show it to me,” your wife said.

    You looked up at her and stuck your tongue out. You saw that smile. You saw that seductive, joyful smile. You saw how happy she was that her cuckold husband had a dollop of her bull’s cum on his tongue.

    “Swallow,” she demanded.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed. It didn’t go down easy. You gagged a little and his cum coated your throat. You took it, though.

    “Now finish cleaning me,” she said.

    You pushed your tongue inside her once more. The second time wasn’t nearly as bad as the first. Your wife seemed utterly delighted at your eagerness to eat his load. She grabbed your head in her hand and closed her legs. She moaned, almost as if you were providing her with a wonderful kind of sexual pleasure. You licked her vigorously, driven largely by her seeming desire. 

    “That’s so good,” she said. “Eat his fucking load. Lick it up. Lick it out of me. Lick up his cum.”

    Soon you felt her thighs shaking on either side of your head. You looked up to see her eyes closed and her mouth agape as a steady stream of moans escaped her lips.

    “Fuuuuck,” she said. “Make me cum. Holy fuck, make me cum while you’re eating his salty load.”

    You doubled down. You pushed your tongue deeper inside her. You swallowed more of his cum. You moaned to let her know you were enjoying yourself. You cleaned his creampie vigorously, all because you wanted to make your wife cum.

    “Fuck!” she cried out before pushing your head away from her pussy and climaxing.

    You looked up and studied her beautiful face as moaned and writhed in front of you. You felt a deep sense of pride at getting her off so soon after her bull had done the same. You felt a sense of pride at doing something you weren’t really interested in and making her feel so good.

    “Thank you,” she said. “That was lovely.”

    “It was my pleasure,” you replied.

    That elicited a sweet smile before your wife said, “You can fuck me now.”

    She laid back, spread her legs, and grabbed your cock the moment you presented it. She took you inside her, bathing your cock in the heat and wetness of her pussy.

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

    You did as she desired, cumming inside her in less than a minute.

  
    It's Not His Pussy Anymore

    "Do you know how long it's been since we had sex?" George asked his beautiful wife as she stepped into the bathroom after casually rebuffing his sexual advance.

    "How long?" Penny asked.

    She bent over to grab her toothbrush and George stared at her ass. She had on a pair of leggings and they fit like a second skin. He couldn't help but stare, though doing so only deepened the maddening desire he felt.

    "Almost three weeks."

    She spread toothpaste on the brush, ran a little water under it, and then popped it into her mouth, though she looked at George while she did it and he was certain he caught a bit of a smile.

    "Do you know how many times Keith has fucked you in the last three weeks?"

    Penny looked away like she was lost in thought and then held up five fingers. She closed her fist and held up three fingers.

    "That's right. Eight times. Your boyfriend has fucked you eight times since I last had sex with you. With my wife, just for clarification."

    While brushing her teeth, Penny lifted her shirt and flashed George her breasts. She took one in her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. She closed her eyes and moaned around her tooth brush and that was more than enough to inspire a surge of lust between his legs. George felt silly for being turned on by something so simple, and yet he'd gone so long without access to his wife's pussy that he couldn't help his desire.

    Penny spit into the sink, washed her tooth brush under the water, and popped it into its holder before wiping her mouth clean. She then moved to the bathroom doorway and ran her hands up the doorframe. She reached back and pulled her hair from a ponytail, shaking her head and letting her long blonde locks flow down her back and over her shoulders.

    "So you're saying you want to fuck me," she said softly.

    "Yes, that's what I'm saying."

    Penny sauntered into the room and then took a hard left and strode towards the closet. She stepped inside, looked over her shoulder to wink at George, and closed the door. He remained seated on the edge of the bed as he alternated between frustration and arousal while wondering what she was doing in the closet.

    It took a few minutes, but Penny emerged wearing lingerie. Specifically the same lingerie she'd worn for Keith earlier that week. It was a pink and blue bra, panty, and garter belt set. The bra made her breasts look utterly astounding and Penny knew it, as she pushed her shoulders back and her tits forward to show them off while stepping into the bedroom once more.

    "Do you recognize this set?" she asked.

    George nodded. "You wore that for Keith. On Tuesday."

    Penny stepped between his legs and he reached up to run his fingers over her taut stomach. "I wore this for my boyfriend on Tuesday. He fucked me in this lingerie set. He fucked me hard in this lingerie set. He made me cum three times while I was in this lingerie set. He made me pussy spasm around his long, thick, beautiful cock as he fucked me so good in his bed."

    George's cock grew as his wife offered a quick, lurid description of what had unfolded at Keith's house just a handful of days ago.

    "Of course, before he fucked me, I sucked his cock in this lingerie set. And before that he took me on a date while I wore this lingerie set underneath my dress. The dress you helped pick out. The dress you thought my boyfriend would love. You were right about that, by the way. He did. My boyfriend adored the dress and couldn't keep his hands off me at the bar, or at the restaurant, or at the movie theater."

    "I did enjoy shopping for that dress," he said.

    Penny smiled and took George's hands in hers. She placed them on her breasts and he squeezed. She moaned and he did too. The material of the bra made her tits doubly arousing, as did the gentle perfumed scent emanating from either her or the lingerie.

    "That's because you love that I have a boyfriend," she said softly. "You love that I'm dating another man. You love that your wife has been dating another man for six months. You love that I made you a cuckold, that I got on board with your fantasy and found a way to make it incredibly hot for me. You love that I fuck him so often. You love that he makes me cum so hard. You love that I make him cum, too."

    George's heart was pounding and his cock throbbing. He wanted Penny so badly. Every word she uttered only deepened his desire and it was close to becoming an absolute need.

    "I do love that you make him cum," he said.

    Penny leaned down and kissed him softly. Her tongue flirted a little with his and then slipped into his mouth. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it. She moaned into his mouth and her tongue swirled before she pulled back and smiled.

    "You like that my pussy makes him cum. You like that the pussy that used to be yours and yours alone is now shared with my boyfriend."

    She crawled into George's lap and kissed him again. She moved her hips over his crotch, igniting a firestorm of pleasure thanks to the gentle friction and he couldn’t help but moan into her mouth.

    "You like that I fuck him more often than I fuck you," she continued.

    George nodded. "I do. You know I do. I just...three weeks is too long, Penny. It's too long. I'm going out of my mind."

    She caressed his face and smiled. "I know it feels too long. I do. I'm sorry about that. Sometimes I get so caught up with how good Keith makes me feel that I forget that you need my pussy too."

    Penny kissed George's neck and resumed riding him. The grinding brought more stimulation and he felt wetness in his underwear, a surefire sign he was dripping a great deal of precum.

    "I do take care of you though, don't I?" she asked. "I give you handjobs. We masturbate together. I give you a blowjob every now and then. I don't deny you, do I?"

    He shook his head.

    "And you like it when I jerk you off, right? You like it when I stroke your cock and tell you about how good Keith fucked me. You like it when we masturbate together and I fantasize about fucking him. It turns you on to hear me say how badly I want him, how desperate I am to feel his cock inside me again. That always makes your dick so hard, doesn't it?"

    "Yes, it does."

    "But you still feel like you're being deprived because you don't get to have my pussy as often as you want it."

    George felt bad. Penny was right. She did take care of him. He rarely went long without an orgasm, but he couldn't help but miss how good her pussy felt. "I'm sorry. I think maybe I've been ungrateful. You do take care of me. You do make me feel so good. You do, Penny. You really do. I just...sometimes I just miss having sex with you. I miss how good it feels to be inside you. I miss how good it feels to be on top of you, to have you on top of me."

    "I know, baby," she said with a smile. "Keith feels the same way when he has to go more than a few days without having me. He tells me, too. He tells me how much he missed me. How much he missed being inside me. He tells me that he feels like he can't go more than a few days without having me or he goes a little bit crazy."

    "Yeah? You make your boyfriend feel that good?"

    Penny nodded. "I do. I make him feel so good, baby. I make Keith feel so good that he has to have me all the time. You can't blame him, can you? Remember when I was your girlfriend? Before you proposed. Before we got married. Do you remember how badly you wanted to fuck me?"

    "I do."

    "I was a good girlfriend for you. A very good girlfriend. That's why you wanted me so badly. I took care of you, baby. Just like I take care of Keith, though I think I might be an even better girlfriend for him than I was for you."

    "Really?" George asked.

    Penny got up off his lap and unbuttoned his pants before working them down his legs. She took his underwear off, too, and then turned around and gently sat in his lap. His cock slipped between her thighs and she began to move slowly and sensually, offering all kinds of stimulation as he grasped her breasts and played with them.

    "Well, for one, Keith gets more blowjobs than you used to get," she said. "Though part of that is he has a really, really nice cock and I just can't help want to have him in my mouth."

    George groaned and kissed the back of her neck as Penny reached down to tease the head of his cock.

    "I also swallow for him. I didn't swallow for you. I couldn't stand the taste of cum back then. I guess I've matured in that way, because I really don't mind the taste of Keith's cum. And I'll admit that I really, really like how much he enjoys it when I swallow for him. It's like I'm giving him this special gift, only it's actually really simple for me."

    George loved that Penny swallowed for her boyfriend. He loved that she'd never really swallowed for him. He loved that she still didn't swallow for him. He'd masturbated to that very fact a few times, though he usually kept it to himself. In that moment, though, it felt right to share how much he liked it.

    "I love that you swallow his cum and you don't swallow mine," he confessed.

    Penny turned her head. "Yeah? You like that he gets something special that you don't get?"

    "I do."

    George's cock throbbed and Penny's every touch felt astoundingly good, especially when she ran her fingers over the underside of the head.

    "Do you like that he gets more blowjobs than you?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Penny stood and pulled George's shirt off. She pushed him into the bed and he scooted back as she crawled in after him. She straddled his crotch and he felt the warmth of her panty-clad pussy against his cock.

    She leaned down and kissed his neck. Her lips found his, though it was a soft, sensual sort of kiss. "You like that these lips are wrapped around Keith's cock a great deal more often than they're wrapped around yours?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "And you like that I let him cum in my mouth, that I tell him I want to swallow his cum, that sometimes I even come close to begging my boyfriend to cum in my mouth?"

    "Fuck...yes...I do. I like that."

    Penny kissed George's neck and then her lips made their way over his chest and down his stomach. She kissed his cock a handful of times, too, including a few times around the head, though she didn't take him in her mouth. Instead, she stroked him slowly, using his precum as lube and creating a wealth of pleasure.

    "Do you like that he fucks me more often than you do, George?"

    "Yes, I do," he said with a nod. Despite his complaints that evening, George loved that his wife's boyfriend got sexual priority. He loved that she would go to him at the last minute because he fucked her so good that she couldn't resist. He liked that on two occasions she'd cut short a date night so George could drive her to Keith's house for a quickie.

    "Do you like that he cums inside me more often than you do?"

    George's cock surged in his wife's hand and she almost certainly knew the answer before he opened his mouth to utter a single word. "Yes, I do."

    Penny smiled and kissed his thighs a handful of times while slowly stroking his cock.

    "You know, I haven't kept track, but I think we both know that Keith has become my primary sexual partner. He fucks me way more often than you do. He makes me cum more often than you do. When I get really horny, he's the man I think of. He's the man I want inside me. He's the man I want to call for a quickie, even if it's late."

    Again George's cock surged. It was true. It was all true and it was a source of huge arousal for him. He loved when Penny would rush over to Keith's at a moment's notice just because she got horny. He loved that she would come home happy, exhausted, and usually dripping with his cum. He loved the notion that another man had cum inside his wife and that she was falling asleep next to him with some of that cum still leaking out of her.

    "Your cock is so stiff, baby," she said. "You're really turned on, aren't you?"

    "Yes."

    "Is that because you actually love that Keith is my primary sexual partner?"

    George nodded.

    "You love that I'm dating another man and that he fucks me so much more often than you do, don't you?"

    "Yes, I do," he admitted.

    Penny released his cock and crawled forward until she was sitting across George's chest.

    "His cum leaked into these panties, you know," she said. "I haven't washed them, either. I bet they smell of sex. Of the sex I had with Keith. Of the incredible sex I had with my boyfriend."

    She'd never talked like that before. She'd never teased him like that before. "Could I...could I smell your panties?"

    Penny smiled and dragged her hips forward. She dropped her pussy onto his face and he inhaled deeply. The smell was strong. Dried cum. Dried pussy juices. Her own current pussy juices.

    "Does it smell good?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Penny rode his face a little, moving her panty-clad pussy back and forth over his lips, chin, and nose. She put a hand on the top of his head for balance and rode a little faster. George stuck out his tongue to lick her and was rewarded with a beautiful moan.

    "My pussy is so wet, baby."

    He was certain she'd ride him. He wanted to be inside her.

    "I'm so turned on. I love that you're licking my panties, that you're licking up a little of what Keith left behind."

    George groaned at the implication. His wife had come home with a cum-filled pussy on numerous occasions, but he'd never come close to licking it. He'd never really thought about it and Penny had never offered.

    "What if I was full of his cum right now, baby? Would you want me to pull my panties aside and sit on your tongue? Would you want me to ride your eager tongue so you could taste my boyfriend's hot fucking load?"

    Penny leaned back and grabbed his cock. She gave it a few swift strokes and George moaned into her pussy. He moaned at how remarkably good it felt. He moaned at the wild idea of actually licking Keith's cum out of her.

    Penny pulled her panties aside and sat down on his mouth. George licked furiously as she sat up and put a hand on his head once more. She had a look of pure bliss on her face and it seemed to him that she was well on her way to an orgasm.

    "Make me cum, baby," she said. "Make me cum. Make me cum while I think about you licking Keith's load out of me!"

    George could have cum in that moment if he'd given his cock just a few strokes. He abstained, though, because he wanted to concentrate on Penny and because he hoped there was still a chance he'd get to fuck her.

    Penny came and by the look of it, she came hard. Her body trembled. Her face contorted in wild and wonderful ways. She moaned gloriously.

    Then she climbed off of George's face, settled next to him, and gave him a soft kiss. Her hand found its way to his cock and she stroked him slowly while offering a line of kisses against his neck.

    "Don't you think it's time to admit that my pussy isn't yours anymore, George," she said softly. "Isn't it time to come to grips with the fact that Keith fucks me far more often than you do because he fucks me better than you do."

    His cock surged in her hand and every stroke felt better than the last.

    "Isn't it time to admit that my boyfriend owns my pussy?"

    The notion shouldn't have been arousing to George. It should have been horrifying. It wasn't, though. Some part of him hated that he wasn't upset, but really he was just turned on.

    "Say it, George. Say that my boyfriend owns my pussy now."

    His hips surged upwards as his cock throbbed in her hand. He wanted to say it. He couldn't believe it, but he wanted to say it. The idea of it was such a turn on.

    "Your...your boyfriend owns your pussy now."

    Penny released his cock and rolled away from George. She returned with her phone in her hand.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "I'm asking Keith if you can fuck me. If he owns my pussy then he rightfully gets to decide who fucks it. So I'll see if he's feeling generous."

    George watched his wife send the text. She leaned over and kissed him after it was off. She stroked his dick. She moaned like she was actually getting fucked, which he found hugely arousing. Then her phone dinged.

    She picked it up but rolled away from him. She typed out a quick text. She set her phone on the nightstand and turned back to him.

    "You can't fuck me tonight," she said. "You only get a handjob."

    George was so turned on that he wasn't disappointed. In fact, he wondered if he'd have been disappointed if Keith had allowed him to fuck her. He wondered if somehow their marriage had just entered a whole new realm of kink.

    George wanted more of that kink. He leaned in. "Penny, baby, do you think...do you think I could lick your pussy the next time Keith cums inside you?"

    She smiled. "You want to lick my boyfriend's cum out of me?"

    He nodded.

    Penny leaned in and kissed his neck. "Of course you can lick him out of me. You can clean my messy pussy anytime he sends me home to you full of his hot, thick, creamy cum. I'm sure he'll love the idea that my husband is eager to lick his load out of me."

    George came. He came so fucking hard his body shook. His cum spurted into the air and landed on his stomach. Penny kissed his neck and moaned throughout his orgasm and he felt an overwhelming sense of love for her as she offered a climax that rivaled any he'd ever experienced.

    "Wow," he said.

    She kissed him on the lips and said, "It seemed like you enjoyed that."

    George nodded. "I did. I really did."

    "Well, you'll be getting even more handjobs from now on, so I'm glad you enjoyed that so much."

    George smiled as Penny got out of bed and headed for the bathroom to grab a wash cloth and clean him up.

    Being denied her pussy would be well worth it if the orgasms were that good, so it was a fate he'd welcome now that Keith was in control of who got to fuck Penny.

  
    It's Not So Bad Being in Chastity All the Time

    She used to set you free from your chastity device. She used to let you inside her from time to time. She used to give you the occasional blowjob or handjob.

    None of that happens anymore. There's no reason for her to grant you those pleasures.

    You see, she discovered that you're a much better cuckold when you're chastised, pussy free, and denied for long periods of time. Now, she lets you cum every few months and she usually does it while holding a vibrator against your caged cock.

    It's hard, but you like it. You want to be a good cuck for her. You want to be turned on by the naughty, dirty, kinky things she makes you do, and when you haven't cum in a month or two, you're horny all the time, even when she makes you do things that most men would find overwhelmingly degrading.

    Which of her favorite things to make her cuck do is your favorite?

    
      	
        Fluff Her Bull's Cock - Every cuck should be a skilled cocksucker, or so she says, which is why you give lots of blowjobs with that increasingly talented mouth of yours. You hated it at first, but you've grown to love it, haven't you?

      

      	
        Clean Up Duty - She makes you suck his cock clean. She makes you lick his loads out of her pussy. If he cums on her body, she makes you lick that up, too. It's so much hotter when you've been denied for a long time. Your dick throbs so hard in your cage as you do it.

      

      	
        Eating Ass While She Gets Fucked - You almost always eat ass when she gets fucked. Sometimes it's hers, sometimes it's his, sometimes you'll eat both their asses over the course of an evening, and your dick almost always throbs in its little cage.

      

      	
        Sucking Balls While She Gets Fucked - When she rides him on the couch, you're often ordered to crawl between his legs and take his balls into your mouth. You must suck them until she cums. Sometimes she makes you suck them until he cums.

      

      	
        Taking Loads Directly from His Dick - She likes to get off on his cock and then pleasure him with her hand. She likes to direct his dick at your face, or in your mouth, or onto your cute little caged dick. Then she makes him blow his load all over you, making a glorious mess on her cuck and humiliating you while your dick throbs in its chastity device.

      

      	
        Fucking You Up the Ass - Yes, she likes to see her cuck take it up the ass. It started with toys, then advanced to her strapon, then advanced to her bull fucking you from time to time. She likes the way it hurts a little. She likes the way it humiliates you to get fucked. She likes that her good cucky is more than happy to bend over, spread his cheeks, and take it up the ass for her pleasure because he's so fucking horny all the time.

      

      	
        Piss Drinking - No, you'd never drink piss of your own accord. No, you don't like it. Still, there's something about it that turns you on when you've been denied for a really long time. It's degrading and dirty and it makes her pussy wet, which is why she does it. Sometimes it's her piss, but she really loves making you drink his piss. You hate it, but if you've been denied long enough, you fucking love it, too.

      

    

    She's a dirty girl, but you always feel so lucky to be her cuck, don't you?

  
    It's Not Yours

    She didn’t have to tell you it wasn’t yours. You knew. She forbid you from cumming inside her long ago, shortly after she started cuckolding you, so it wasn’t possible for it to be yours.

    The seed growing inside her is another man’s. Someone else got your wife pregnant, cuckold. Every time you look at her swollen belly you’re reminded of your inadequacy as a lover. It’s torturous bliss.

    When she absentmindedly runs her hands over her pregnant stomach you can’t help but get excited. Your mind flashes back to all those times you watched him cum inside her. You can hear her screaming, “Give me your cum! Get me pregnant!” She wanted him to knock her up. You wanted it too.

    It’s better than you imagined it would be. You were worried at first. Would another getting her pregnant completely destroy you or break up your marriage? Would you be so humiliated you couldn’t function? As it turns out, those fears were unfounded.

    As it turns out, you’re horny all the time. You look at her belly and you’re forced to confront your status as a cuckold and you can’t help but be turned on. You know that his superior DNA is growing inside her. You know he only wants to be a sperm donor.

    Even better, you know that she wants his cock even more now. When he knocked her up he also turned her into a wildly horny woman that can’t get enough dick. Of course, she doesn’t want your dick.

    He’s taken to making her send you selfies before she gets fucked. She gets naked and snaps a picture in the mirror with a naughty caption for you. “He’s about to fuck your pregnant wife” came with this one.

    You’re allowed to masturbate when she sends you one of these selfies. She doesn’t mind. That’s the only way you’re going to get off at this point.

    She’s kind enough to still let you worship her pussy when she gets home. She walks in with a look of bliss on her face and leads you to the bedroom. She has you kiss her beautiful belly while talking dirty to you.

    “Another man got me pregnant, honey. Another man knocked up your wife. Another man’s seed is growing inside me and you love it. My little cuckold husband loves that another man got his wife pregnant.”

    It makes your cock throb to think about it. It makes you harder to know that she loves it too. She absolutely loves that someone else got her pregnant and it’s so fucking sexy. Now eat her pussy and clean his cum out of her, cuckold.

  
    It's the Power that Turns Her On

    She knows she has what you crave. It's waiting inside her. He put it there. Twice. It's thick and creamy and salty. It's pure humiliation served out of her pussy, which is what you want, isn't it?

    She knows that she has power over you because she's the only person in the world that can give you what you truly crave. She likes that. It turns her on. It makes her pussy almost as wet as her bull does. You're lucky in that way. You found a girl that's damn near as kinky as you are.

    "You want it, don't you cucky?" she asks in soft, playful voice.

    "Yes, please."

    You're on your knees in front of her. She looks so beautiful. So sexy. So irresistible. She just spent three hours with her bull. He fucked her to countless orgasms. He satisfied her in a way you can't, cuck.

    You can satisfy her, though. It's just a different part of her. You satisfy her kinky mind, which is what few men can do for her.

    "Beg for it," she demands.

    "Please, let me clean your pussy," you say. "Let me clean your messy pussy. Let me lick his cum out of you."

    "That would make your dick hard, wouldn't it cuck?"

    You nod and lean a little closer. You can smell the leather of her boots. It turns you on, in part because she looks so damn good in those boots and in part because you've been here before, because you have good memories of when you were here before.

    "You're such a fucking cum slut," she says. "Such a filthy fucking cum slut. Do you know how much cum you've eaten since I started cucking you?"

    You shake your head.

    She laughs. "I don't either, but I know it's a lot, cuck. Dozens of loads. Maybe more than a hundred." She smiles with pure delight. "I love that you're such a fucking cum whore."

    Your dick is already hard. "I am. You made me a cum whore. Your cum whore. Your filthy cum whore."

    She extends her booted foot. "I'll let you clean me, cuck, but first you'll have to lick my boots like the filthy little whore that you are. And not just the tops. The bottoms, cuck. You'll have to lick up the dirt I walked on because you're so far beneath me, cuck. You're inferior. You're a cum craving little bitch that gets off on your girlfriend fucking other men. How pathetic."

    It turns her on to degrade you. It might turn you on even more, though.

    She straightens her leg and you hold your hand under her calf. The leather is warm against your skin and you stare at the bottom of her boot. It's dirty, of course, but you don't care. In fact, the dirtiness is part of the pleasure of cleaning it.

    You extend your tongue. You run it from the heel of her boot to the tip. She moans and rubs herself through her little leather shorts as you degrade yourself for her. You make sure to hold her gaze, too, to show your submission, to show that you're beneath her, that she's your superior.

    "Mmm, that's so fucking filthy," she says. "You're such a filthy slut."

    She unzips her shorts and stuffs a hand into them. You can see the pleasure on her face when her finger finds her clit. You lick more. You lick ravenously. You lick because you know it turns her on and all you really care about is turning her on.

    "You're such a nasty little cuck," she says. "Such a nasty little boot licker."

    You lift her other boot. You lick the bottom of it. You feel the humiliation. It courses through your body and makes your dick throb. This is your place. This is what you crave. This is where you belong.

    "Lick the rest of my boot, cuck," she says. "All of it. Bathe the leather in your tongue. Show me that you understand your place, that you need to degrade yourself for the chance to lick a superior man's cum from my cunt."

    You crave these rituals. You love that she makes you earn the right to do something as humiliating as lick another man's cum from her pussy. You love that she showers you in verbal humiliation as you do it.

    You lick her boots. You lick the leather relentlessly while she masturbates and verbally humiliates you. You take great pleasure in every second of it. This is your place. This is what you were meant to be. This is the kind of relationship you've always craved.

    She cums while you're doing it. She smiles afterwards and watches you tongue her boots. She makes you keep it up for a solid five minutes after her orgasm and only then does she lower her shorts. You look up and see his cum in her semi-sheer panties. It looks thick. It looks creamy. It will taste delicious to your cuck tongue.

    She inches her hips forward and beckons you between her legs. You run your fingers over the smooth skin of her thighs and press your lips against her panties. You lick as she puts a hand on your head.

    "You're such a fucking cum slut," she says softly. "Such a little whore for the pleasure of licking a real man's load out of me. Keep licking me through my panties. Do a good job and I'll let you devour his load."

    You devote yourself to worshiping her pussy through her panties. You hold her gaze the whole time, too, communicating your desire to be a good cuck while you massage her clit and labia, while you taste the saltiness of his load through the thin material of her underwear.

    "Lower my panties and lick his cum out of them," she commands.

    You pull them down until you can access the gusset and then you run your tongue through the thick cum that had leaked out of her. The taste is overwhelming at first. It always is. You like it, though. It tastes of pure humiliation. It's your favorite treat.

    She smiles. "How does it taste, cuck?"

    "Good."

    She laughs softly. "I think you really do like the way it tastes. I think you've gotten used to it. I think the taste of cum turns you on now."

    "It does."

    You lick up the rest of the cum from the gusset of her panties and swallow. You then pull her underwear off and set them aside.

    "May I clean your pussy?" you ask.

    She puts a hand on the back of your head and guides you closer. The smell of sex and cum fills your nose. It's overpowering in the best way imaginable.

    You weren't invited to watch tonight, but images of past nights of pleasure fill your head. You picture his cock sliding in and out of her slick cunt, of him stretching her, of her labia clinging to his shaft as he pulls out. You hear her getting wetter and wetter as he fucks her longer. You see that his shaft is soaked with her juices when he pulls out.

    "Clean me, cuck," she demands. "Clean my messy cunt."

    You plunge your tongue inside her. Your lips are pressed against her labia and you leave them there as you explore her insides, as you taste her juices and his cum mingling together and acting as proof of the intense pleasure he provided her, pleasure your cock can't give her.

    "Fuck...drink it all, cuck," she says. "Lick every drop of that sticky treat out of me!"

    You bathe your taste buds in another man's cum. You savor the taste and the sensations that course through your body as you humiliate yourself for her pleasure and yours. This is what you love about being a cuckold. This is why you never want to lose the beautiful goddess that you've fallen for. This is why you will always do as she desires.

  
    It's Time for a Change, Sweetie

    It’s time. It’s time for us to make a change. It’s time for us to fully embrace the reality of our relationship. It’s time for you to become a pussy free cuckold.

    I’ve given you pity sex up until now, but that has to change. It just doesn’t make sense anymore. Your cock does nothing for me. It doesn’t come close to filling me. I can’t even feel you inside me anymore.

    Now that I have him, I don’t need you. Your cock serves no purpose. It needs to be locked up. It needs to be kept away from my pussy. You need to be a pussy free cuckold.

    I know it’s a little scary, but you don’t have to worry. Being a pussy free cuckold isn’t the worst thing in the world. In fact, it might make you happier than you think.

    After all, once your orgasms are controlled, you’re going to find that you have an exceptional ability to focus on what’s truly important: My pleasure.

    Once you’re pussy free, you’ll understand your place. You’ll understand that you have no business fucking me. You’ll understand that your cock has no place inside me. You’ll understand that you were meant to be a cuckold.

    Plus, I’m not going to forget about you. A pussy free cuckold deserves to be teased, after all. He deserves to have his cock sucked, it just can’t get hard. You’ll get lots more blowjobs now that you’re locked up and pussy free. You just won’t be able to find any pleasure in those blowjobs.

    Our relationship will be far more intimate once you’re pussy free. You’ll feel my mouth on your locked up cock quite a bit more often. Plus, while your dick will never enter my pussy again, you’ll still get the chance to pleasure me.

    You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Don’t you want me to sit on your face? Don’t you want me to let you stick your tongue in my ass, cuckold? Don’t you want the chance to worship my pussy as often as possible?

    That’s what happens when you’re a pussy free cuckold. You get to use your tongue a lot more. Now that I don’t have to give you pity sex or worry about making your cock cum, I can concentrate on my pleasure. I can put you to work eating my pussy and tending to my asshole. I can have you make me cum.

    Admit it, this is what you’d prefer. You don’t want to have to worry about fucking me. You don’t want to have to deal with disappointing me anymore. You don’t want to see that sad look on my face when I can’t feel your cock after you push it inside me.

    You’d much rather be a pussy free cuckold that gets to see a look of pleasure on my face as I ride your tongue. You’d rather taste my wetness as I ride your face. You’d rather be a good boy that makes his wife cum, wouldn’t you?

    A pussy free cuckold still deserves to be rewarded when he’s a good boy. He deserves the chance to worship his wife. He deserves to be able to lick her pussy with his talented tongue. I will give you those rewards if you’re a good boy.

    I will sit on your face regularly. I will let you lick my pussy. I will let you lick me after my bull has fucked me. I will let you worship my freshly-fucked cunt until I cum on your face.

    I will let you clean his cum out of me. You like doing that, don’t you? A pussy free cuckold should be thrilled to lick another man’s cum out of his wife. You’d be thrilled, wouldn’t you?

    A pussy free cuckold still gets to fuck his wife, too. Isn’t that exciting? Wouldn’t you love to put on a face dildo and fill my pussy? Wouldn’t you love to fuck me and give me pleasure while your cock remains completely free of the pleasure of my pussy?

    I know you would, cuckold. I know you crave this. I know you want to pleasure my cunt while being denied the joys of being inside me. I know you crave this.

    The truth is, this is happening whether you want it or not. You will be a pussy free cuckold. Your cock doesn’t make me cum, so your cock doesn’t deserve to be inside me. It doesn’t deserve to be anywhere near my pussy when it’s out of chastity.

    You will wear a face dildo. I will ride it. I will fuck your face. I will cum on your face. I will use your tongue for my pleasure. Don’t worry. There will be so many ways for us to have fun. As I said, a pussy free cuckold gets to experience deep intimacy with his wife. He gets to experience the joys of making her cum while giving up his own orgasms. That’s what you want, isn’t it?

  
    It's Time to Accept that You Need to be a Fluffer

    It’s okay if you’re nervous. It’s okay if you’re scared. It’s okay if you’re not sure about wrapping your lips around my bull’s stiff dick. It’s okay if you’re not sure about being a fluffer for me.

    All of that is okay. The only thing that matters is that you do it. This was inevitable from the moment you asked me to cuckold you. This was guaranteed to happen when you told me that I deserved someone bigger and better. The moment I enjoyed someone else’s big cock, your fate was sealed. You will be my fluffer.

    It’s not so bad, is it? It’s just a cock. You’ve watched me suck him. You’ve seen how much I enjoy having him in my mouth. You can have that same experience. You just have to let go of your fears and preconceived notions about what it means to suck cock.

    All it means is that you’re fluffing him for me. It means that you’re getting him hard so he can fuck me. It means that you’re embracing your place as a cuckold. You don’t fuck me. You lack the size and skill to make me cum. He fucks me. He makes me cum. As my cuckold, you should be eager to offer him your mouth. You should be eager to fluff his dick until it’s ready for me.

    You should know that it turns me on to see you suck his cock. It makes me wet to see my loving, submissive cuckold wrap his lips around my bull’s big dick to give a beautiful blowjob. It excites me to see your passion for his pleasure. It thrills me to see that you’re so eager to fluff him for me.

    I love that you’re doing such a good job, cuckold. I love that you’re committing to this. I love that you’ve accepted your place. I love that you’re fluffing him for me.

    Isn’t his cock amazing? Doesn’t it taste good? Don’t you love how hard the shaft is? Don’t you love the soft, spongy head, especially when your tongue moves over it? Don’t you love how he moans when you’re doing a really good job sucking his cock?

    It feels right, doesn’t it? Doesn’t it feel like this is what you were always meant to do? Doesn’t it feel like how mouth has always been destined for cock? Doesn’t it feel like you were meant to be a cuckold fluffer for me and my bull?

    It’s okay if this turns you on, baby. It’s okay if sucking cock makes you hard. It’s okay if your body starts to tingle with lusty desire as you give head to my bull. It’s supposed to turn you on. You’re a cuck. You’re a cocksucker. You’re my good submissive. Making me happy is supposed to turn you on.

    Don’t mind my hand, cuckold. It turns me on to force your mouth down on his cock. I like that he’s using your mouth as a fuck hole to get his cock hard. I like that you’re not going to fight me. I like that you’re going to gag on his cock if that’s what it takes to make me happy.

    You’re a natural, baby. You were born to suck cock. This is your place. Never forget that.

    You begged me to cuckold you because you knew you couldn’t possibly satisfy me. You knew I needed someone bigger and better. You let me have that. You accepted that you couldn’t fuck me like I needed to be fucked.

    Now I need you to fully embrace and accept your place as my fluffer. I want you to offer your mouth whenever he comes over. I want you to be a willing submissive cocksucker for me and my bull.

    I want to share, too. I love sucking his cock, baby. I don’t want you to have it all to yourself. I want to get on my knees with you. I want us both to worship my bull. I want us both to show him how much we love his cock and the pleasure it gives me.

    This feels so good, doesn’t it? Aren’t you happy you agreed to be a fluffer for me? Aren’t you glad that we’re worshiping his cock together? Aren’t you glad that he’s going to fuck me soon? Aren’t you happy that his big dick is going to fill your wife while you watch?

    This is your place, honey. This is what you’ll be from now on. You’re my cuckold fluffer. You’re a cocksucker because it’s what I want you to be. You give pleasure. You find joy in making me and my bull feel good.

    Now watch him fuck me and I’ll let you clean us both afterwards.

  
    It's Time to Get Plugged, Cuckold (Task)

    Do you have a butt plug? If not, it’s time to get one. You don’t have to get one, of course, but if you do I’ll be able to play with you in ways that will thrill me (and hopefully thrill both of us).

    If you don’t yet have a butt plug, I’d recommend one of two options. First, you’ll find numerous versions of a butt plug training kit. It’s three different plugs, each a little bigger than the last. You start with the smallest and then work your way up, obviously. Click here and here for two decent examples (I have no affiliation with either of those sites, but I know them to be reliable sellers of sex toys).

    The second option is the jeweled butt plug. These are like a little decoration that you’d be wearing for me. I like to think they might be a little more humiliating because you have a sparkly jewel protruding from your ass. Adam and Eve sells several of these, including an anal trainer kit that comes with three different-sized butt plugs.

    Now, DO NOT go sticking any old thing up your butt. You absolutely must use something that has a flared base that will stay outside of your anus and make it easy to remove the plug. That’s why you either need to own or buy a butt plug (if you can’t afford one, that’s okay; this little task won’t be for you). It’s a lot easier than you might think to lose something in your ass, and now is not the time to be going to the hospital to have something removed, so please, for the love of God, don’t go sticking something in your butt unless it’s made for that purpose.

    Now, on to the task.

    I want you, my good little submissive cuckolds, to indulge in a plugged masturbation session. Make sure you use lots of lubrication and then slide your plug up your asshole before you pull up your favorite erotic entertainment. You can read my stories. You can browse my blog. You can watch a video. Whatever you like. I don’t care.

    I want you to stay plugged and stay hard for 30 minutes. I want you to clench your asshole around that plug. I want you to feel it in your tight little cuckold ass. I want you to know that you’re plugged as you masturbate.

    When you feel that plug, I want you to think of me. I want you to think of Mistress Becca as you play with your cock and feel your tight little asshole being gently opened up by the plug.

    After 15 minutes of play, I want you to play with the plug. Don’t pull it out. Just wiggle it around in your asshole. Move it so you can feel it. Remind yourself that I’ve taken your ass.

    After 30 minutes you’re free to orgasm. If you cum any sooner than that you must eat your cum.

    Note: Pain is your body’s way of telling you that something is wrong. Butt plug play should not be painful. If you’re feeling pain you need to stop. Make sure you’re using good lubrication that’s not going to dry out after five minutes (avocado oil is a personal favorite). If you lubed up and did everything right and you’re still feeling pain, then stop immediately. None of this is worth getting injured for.

  
    It's Time to Take Her Strapon

    “Are you ready, honey?” your wife says as she walks into the room with a sexy smile on her face.

    At first it’s her impossibly perky tits that you can’t help but stare at. Then your eyes wander down her torso and you see that sexy-looking cock between her legs.

    “Yes, I’m ready,” you say.

    There was a time when this would have terrified you. That time has passed, though. Now you’re excited. Now you can’t wait to spread her legs and get fucked by your beautiful wife.

    You move to your back on the couch and your wife gets on top. She plays with your hard cock as her tongue gently invades your mouth for a long, tender kiss.

    “Tell me what you want?” she whispers before kissing your neck.

    “I want you to fuck me,” you say.

    She moans. She loves hearing you say that. This is her fantasy as much as yours. She feels confident and sexy wearing that cock. She’s wet and horny at the idea of penetrating you. The role reversal thrills her in unexpected and delightful ways.

    You’re already lubed and ready to go, and so is her cock. When she presses the head of it against your asshole, she slips inside with ease. You’re relaxed, aroused, and eager to get fucked by your goddess of a wife.

    “That’s it, baby. Let me inside you. Take my cock,” she says.

    You can hear the arousal in her voice. She’s in that lusty state that you love so much.

    “Fuck me,” you whisper. “Fuck me with your beautiful cock.”

    It feels better than you expected. You figured it would mostly be uncomfortable and that the real pleasure would come from submitting to your wife’s cock. The stimulation of her cock moving in and out of your asshole is actually quite nice, though.

    You wrap your legs around her, just like she does when her bull fucks her. It thrills you to be the one getting fucked.

    She kisses you while her cock fills your ass. It’s soft and romantic. You’re connected in a beautiful way that drives you absolutely wild.

    “Your cock feels so good inside me,” you say. It does, too. It feels so good to get fucked by your wife.

    “Do you want me to fuck you harder,” your wife whispers. “Do you want me to pound you?”

    “Yes, please. Pound me,” you answer.

    Your wife pulls out and has you get on your hands and knees. She swiftly pushes her cock back inside you and firmly grips your hips. She pulls back and the full length of her strapon fills your asshole.

    Then she pounds you, just like you requested. She pounds your tight ass hard and fast. She makes you scream with pleasure as she takes you from behind.

    “Take it, baby. Take my cock,” she says as her breathing gets heavier.

    You can feel an orgasm building. She’s hitting a spot inside you that’s going to make you cum.

    “Oh my God,” you say. “I’m going to cum!”

    Your wife fucks you harder. Now she wants to fuck the cum out of you. She wants you to experience the pure joy of having an orgasm with a cock inside you.

    “Cum for me, baby,” she says. “Cum while you take my cock.”

    You do as you’re told. Your body shakes from head to toe as you have an orgasm. You grab your underwear to catch your seed as it spills from your cock. The pleasure is beautifully intense. You can’t believe how good it feels.

    “That’s it,” your wife says as she leans down and caresses your back. She kisses your skin softly and holds her cock in your ass.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “My pleasure,” she responds before pulling out and sliding the harness down her legs. Her naked body looks breathtaking. “Now I need to cum. Use your tongue, honey.”

    She fucks you and you worship her pussy. It’s a perfect marriage.

  
    It's Too Late Now

    Abigail slipped her foot into the bunched up fishnet stocking and slowly pulled it up her leg as Graham watched with an increasing sense of anxiety. She did the same with her other leg and stood to step into the strappy black high heels she’d set out in front of her.

    “Abigail, can we talk?” Graham asked as he stood in the bedroom doorway.

    “How do I look?” Abigail asked as she turned to her husband and modeled the lingerie she’d bought that afternoon.

    “You look stunning. You always look stunning when Andrew is coming over,” Graham said with an unintended hint of annoyance in his voice.

    Abigail turned back to the mirror and smiled as she pulled her long blonde hair to one side and studied the look.

    “Is it wrong of me to want to look good for my boyfriend?” Abigail asked. “Isn’t a woman supposed to want to look good for her boyfriend? Didn’t you like it when I’d put in this kind of effort back when we were dating?”

    “Yes,” Graham said. “I did. Of course I did. You looked amazing back then, just like you do now.”

    Abigail pulled her hair back and turned to her side, seemingly trying to judge if a ponytail was the right hair style for her evening encounter with her boyfriend.

    “And didn’t it make the sex better when I got all dolled up for you? Didn’t it make you want to fuck me even more when I’d come out all dressed up in something that I knew you’d love?” she asked.

    Graham thought back to the early days of their relationship. It was more than a decade ago but he could still remember some of the lingerie she’d worn for him and the intensely pleasurable sex they’d had back then.

    “Yes, it did. I’d be insane to try and claim otherwise. The sex was definitely better when you’d get dressed up for me,” he admitted.

    Abigail pulled her hair into a bun and turned both ways to study the look as Graham found his sense of frustration rising. It was like she knew what he wanted to talk about and was intent on ignoring him and hoping he’d go away.

    “Then why did you get a little bit pissy about me dressing in lingerie for Andrew?” she asked.

    Graham looked down and took a deep breath. He knew he’d sounded annoyed earlier. He’d regretted it the moment he’d let his frustration get the better of him. His wife was doing what she’d done for Andrew ever since she started sleeping with him.

    “Abigail, I know you’re getting ready to see Andrew, but I need to talk to you,” Graham said.

    She frowned playfully and grabbed her black satin dressing down from the hook on the bathroom door and put it on.

    “I’m pretty sure you want to have a serious conversation,” she said as he gave her a quizzical look, “and I’d feel stupid doing that in lingerie.”

    Abigail sat on the edge of the bed and patted the spot next to her, urging Graham to sit down. He stepped into the bedroom, sat next to his wife as she suggested, and clasped his hands as he tried to find the right way to verbalize his feelings.

    The simple approach won out. “I want you to stop seeing Andrew,” he said.

    Graham gave it a few seconds before he looked up at Abigail. The look on her face told him she wasn’t particularly amused.

    “Why?” she asked, though he didn’t hear the anger he’d expected in her voice.

    “Because…because I’m not enjoying it anymore,” he said. “Because I feel more anxiety than I do pleasure these days. Because you having sex with someone else was supposed to benefit both of us and I don’t really feel like that’s happening anymore.”

    Abigail subtly leaned away from Graham and he was quite certain he saw a flash of anger as she processed what he’d shared.

    “You asked for this,” she said. “You asked me to fuck someone else. Those were your words. You said it was your biggest fantasy. You said you thought about it all the time. You said you’d been masturbating to the idea of it for years. Now, four months after I made your fantasy come to life you suddenly want to stop because it’s not good for you anymore? Is that right?”

    Graham nodded, though he already wondered if he’d made a mistake in bringing it up.

    “Let me ask you something, Graham. Did you think about me at all before deciding that I had to stop seeing Andrew? Did you consider whether I’d want to stop seeing him?” Abigail asked.

    “I…well…I figured you wouldn’t have a problem with it.”

    Abigail stood up and paced back and forth before spinning towards Graham and saying, “So the answer is no. You didn’t think about it. Right? You just thought about yourself.”

    Graham looked at his wife but he didn’t have an answer for her.

    “You weren’t thinking about me when you told me about your fantasy, either. You were thinking about yourself then. You were thinking that you’d find it really hot if I fucked someone else. Do you remember that? Do you remember how you never even mentioned me or my pleasure? Do you remember that, Graham?” Abigail said in a raised, strained voice.

    Graham hadn’t thought of it that way, but he couldn’t argue with her. He’d assumed Abigail would enjoy having sex with someone else, but he’d never really thought about it.

    “But you love having sex with Andrew,” Graham said, though he knew it wasn’t exactly a fair response to what she’d said.

    “That’s not the point, Graham, and you know it,” Abigail shot back.

    “Then what’s the point?” he said in a far louder voice than he’d intended.

    “The point is that you’re selfish, Graham. Even when you were asking me to fuck someone else you were being selfish. Now, you’re being selfish by asking me to stop seeing Andrew because all of a sudden it bothers you that I’m having great sex with another man,” Abigail yelled.

    Graham’s voice was far calmer as he said, “It does bother me, though. I don’t know why. I don’t know what happened, but something changed. It’s not as fun as it used to be.”

    Abigail stood in front of Graham and crossed her arms. The angry look she wore eventually washed away and seemed to be replaced by something a lot closer to sympathy.

    “I know what happened,” Abigail said.

    “Really? Because I’d love to hear it,” Graham said as a sense of overpowering emotion filled his body.

    Abigail dropped her arms to her sides, took a few steps closer, and reached out to run her fingers through Graham’s hair before she rubbed the back of his neck.

    “My relationship with Andrew changed. I went from being his fuck buddy to being his girlfriend. We went from meeting a few times a week for sex to going on dates and spending the night together. You never stopped being a cuckold, but I went a little deeper into being a hotwife,” she said.

    Her touch felt deeply soothing and every word she said struck Graham as the absolute truth. He wasn’t sure why hadn’t considered that notion, but of course that was the truth.

    “So you’ll stop seeing him?” Graham asked.

    “No,” Abigail said as she stepped back again. “I will not stop seeing Andrew. I’m going to continue seeing him. I’m going to continue being his girlfriend. In fact, he invited me to go with him to a friend’s wedding next month and I’m going to say yes. I’m going to let him introduce me to his friends as his girlfriend.”

    Graham’s heart pounded in his chest. It felt like he was losing his wife.

    “But, Abigail, please,” he said, knowing full well how feeble it must have sounded.

    “You don’t get to control this, Graham. You set this in motion when you asked me to fuck someone else. You invited another man into our marriage, not me. You’re responsible for Andrew’s presence in our life. There were no rules. You told me to do whatever felt good. It feels good to be Andrew’s girlfriend, so that’s what I’m going to do,” Abigail said.

    “Abigail, I don’t want to lose you,” Graham said as he stared into his wife’s eyes. He felt so much emotion well up in him that it threatened to spill from his tear ducts. “I’m absolutely terrified I’m going to lose you.”

    Abigail’s face softened as she stepped closer. Graham looked up at his wife as she leaned down and kissed him softly.

    “Graham, honey, you’re not going to lose me,” she said. “I love you. I’ve always loved you. I knew you were the man I wanted to marry after our second date. The one thing you don’t have to worry about is losing me.”

    “But, you have a boyfriend,” Graham said. “And you really seem to like spending time with him. I mean, it seems like you’re falling in love with him.”

    “I am,” Abigail said. “It’s different, though. It’s the kind of love that happens when you connect with someone on a deeply physical level. It’s the kind of love that comes from your bodies demanding that you spend as much time together as possible. It’s also the kind of love that will burn out eventually.”

    Abigail stepped back and untied her dressing gown, letting it fall open to reveal the black lace bodysuit and fishnets she’d put on for Andrew. Her hands moved over the lingerie and down the soft flesh of her thighs.

    “Andrew solved the one glaring problem in our marriage and my body fell in love with him,” Abigail said.

    Graham knew it was a risk to ask, but he had to. “The one glaring problem?”

    “Our sex life, Graham. Or, more appropriately, my side of our sex life. Andrew’s introduction to our relationship ensured that I finally got to enjoy great sex,” Abigail explained.

    “Was it really that bad with me?” Graham asked.

    “I said I’d always loved you, Graham, but I didn’t say you were perfect. As it turns out, you’re not a great lover. You’re a little bit selfish – as we’ve discussed here – and, well, you’ve seen that there’s quite a difference between you and Andrew,” Abigail said.

    Despite the sense of anguish he’d felt just a few minutes earlier, Graham couldn’t keep out the arousal that seemed determined to break through. There was a reason he’d wanted his wife to cuckold him, after all.

    Abigail slipped the dressing down off her shoulders and it fell to the floor. She stepped between Graham’s legs and took his head in her hands before pulling it to her chest. He instinctively kissed the soft space between her breasts as she ran her fingers down his back.

    “You have become more generous with your tongue since I started seeing Andrew,” Abigail said. “Though I suppose that’s because you’re a cuckold and you like licking your wife’s pussy after another man has been inside her.”

    Graham moaned and kissed Abigail’s breasts through the thin material of her lingerie. She was right. He loved going down on her after Andrew had fucked her.

    “You love to taste my pussy after I cum on Andrew’s cock, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Graham answered.

    “And I love it too,” she said. “I love that you’re a cuckold, Graham. I do. I love that I get to enjoy Andrew’s big, beautiful cock and his hard, muscular body. I love that I get to enjoy his relentless stamina and his exceptional skill. I love that I get to enjoy the best orgasms of my life when his big, beautiful cock is fucking me. I love that you’re turned on by that fact.”

    Abigail stepped back and looked between Graham’s legs. She smiled at the obvious erection he was sporting. He felt a little embarrassed that he couldn’t help but get hard, but she was right. He was immensely aroused at the notion of her having great sex with Andrew.

    “Take your clothes off,” she demanded.

    Graham stood and stripped as his wife waited. He stared at her breathtaking body in the sexy lingerie she’d picked out.

    “You really do look incredible,” he said.

    “I know,” Abigail replied as Graham tossed his pants and underwear aside and pulled his t-shirt off. “I look incredible for Andrew. I dress up for him because he fucks me like no man ever has when I see him. I dress up for him because he fucks me so much better than you ever have.”

    Abigail reached out and wrapped her fingers around Graham’s stiff cock. She stroked him slowly and he couldn’t stifle the moan of pleasure that escaped his lips.

    “I do have feelings for Andrew. I don’t know if I’m in love with him or falling in love with him and I don’t care. It feels good. It feels great, even. It’s what I want and I’m going to keep seeing him and there will be no arguments about that. This is your life now, Graham. You’re a cuckold. You don’t get to control me. You don’t get to tell me what to do with my body. You lost any opinion on the matter when you asked me to give it to another man. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “I do,” Graham said.

    “I’m not going to leave you. I love you and I always will. I will probably love other men as our marriage continues. Andrew is just the first and he almost certainly won’t be the last. I’m a hotwife now. You set me free and I’m going to pursue my pleasure as I see fit. I’m going to make sure that you’re taken care of too. Don’t you worry. You’re going to have the orgasms you crave. You’re going to cum harder than you’ve ever cum before. You’re going to be the cuckold you always fantasized about being.”

    Abigail pulled Graham closer. His cock slid between her legs and rubbed against the soft material that covered her pussy. She kissed him and her tongue pushed deep into his mouth.

    “You’re my cuckold,” she whispered. “And I’m going to take care of you. I’ve had enough of you trying to make decisions for me, though. You’re going to listen to me from now on and I’m going to ensure that you are very well taken care of. Do you understand?”

    Graham nodded and she kissed him again.

    “Good, because I’ve also decided that Andrew and I will be having unprotected sex from now on. He just tested clean and I’m on birth control now so we’re free to fuck without using bothersome condoms anymore,” she said.

    The news hit Graham like a ton of bricks.

    “No, I didn’t consult you on this. I don’t need to do that anymore. It’s my body, Graham, and I’ll do with it as I please. I’ve decided that I’m going to let Andrew cum inside me,” Abigail informed him as she stroked his cock.

    Graham didn’t even pretend to be mad. There was no point. He wasn’t angry with her. He was immensely aroused.

    “Do you know what that means?” Abigail asked.

    He knew what it meant. He couldn’t bring himself to say it though.

    “It means you’re going to start cleaning creampies,” Abigail said. “You’re going to start licking Andrew’s cum out of me. You’re going to be a cum eating cuckold.”

    Graham’s cock throbbed in his wife’s hand. His balls tightened against his body. She released his cock just before he unleashed his load.

    “You’ll be cleaning your first creampie tonight,” she said. “And you won’t be cumming until after you’ve done your job. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Graham said.

    “Good. Now I’d like to finish getting ready for Andrew, so please go make sure the rest of the house is clean for our guest,” she said.

    “Okay,” Graham said as he picked up his clothes and got dressed with a giddy smile on his face. It was a little embarrassing to be so excited about eating another man’s creampie from his wife, but he couldn’t help it.

    “You’re a cuckold, Graham,” Abigail said. “Being anxious is part of it. You have to learn to deal with that, because you’re going to be a cuckold as long as we’re married and I have no intention of leaving you.”

    Graham smiled at his wife and she pulled him into a warm hug. “Thank you,” he said.

    “You can thank me later when you have a bellyful of Andrew’s cum and that giddy, post-orgasmic smile on your face,” she replied.

    The mere mention of it was enough to excite him. “I will,” he said.

    “Good. Now get out of here while I finish getting ready to enjoy my boyfriend’s big cock,” Abigail said.

    “I love you,” Graham said.

    Abigail flashed a smile and said, “I love you too, cuckold.”

    Graham left the bedroom feeling confident in his status as a cuckold. Abigail wasn’t going to leave him. Their marriage had unquestionably changed, but maybe it was for the better.

  
    It's Usually the Groom that Fucks the Bride

    "I love you," your bride says as she sits on the bed in the honeymoon suite.

    "I love you too," you reply.

    It's a joyful day. You've joined your life to hers. You are awash in wedded bliss. The reception was a blast. Your friends and family celebrated you all night long and now the most exciting part of the evening has arrived.

    "Are you ready for this?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "It's important that we treat tonight as a foundation for our marriage. That's why your inferior cock won't be allowed inside me," she explains.

    This was discussed weeks ago. You knew that your bride wouldn't permit you to fuck her. You knew that her bull would be the one to satisfy her sexual desires on your wedding night and that you would embody the role of the cuckold.

    She kisses you softly. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you wish desperately that you could make love to your bride. That's in part because she's denied you an orgasm for the last two weeks, though, leading to intense arousal at something as simple as a kiss.

    "Strip, my love," she says.

    You remove your tuxedo and carefully hang it in the closet of the honeymoon suite. You return to your bride in the nude and she takes your cock in her hand and strokes you slowly. She looks so beautiful in her dress and you can't help but wish that she'd welcome you inside her.

    "I want you," you say, your arousal getting the better of you.

    She smiles. "I know you do, and if you were a different kind of man you'd be able to have me. You're not, though. You're a cuckold. I love you desperately, but it's not your place to fuck me on our wedding night. That honor belongs to my bull. He's earned the right to be the first man to enter me after my wedding, to be the first man to inseminate me as a married woman."

    Your dick throbs in her hand and her smile brightens. You would love to be inside her, but there's no denying that you're actually more turned on by the notion of another man being the first to enjoy your bride's pussy on your wedding night.

    "You will be permitted to enjoy me on our honeymoon, though penetration will be limited to once or twice at most. You will, however, be allowed to worship my body with great frequency."

    "That would make me so happy."

    She kisses you. It's passionate. Deeply so. Her hands move over your naked body. Every touch deepens your arousal and the frustration that comes from knowing that you will not penetrate her tonight.

    There's a knock at the door.

    "He's here. Go let him in."

    You move towards the door. You open it and step aside, hiding your naked body. He smiles and moves past you.

    You follow and find him kissing your bride. You see her passion for him, her lust. You see that the kiss is different from the one she just shared with you. It's more insistent with him. He's the one her body craves. You feel intense jealousy and more than a little insecurity. This is what you crave, though. You are a cuckold. You've always been a cuckold. Thankfully, you were lucky enough to meet and fall in love with a woman that wants to cuckold you.

    She undresses him, doing so slowly. She runs her fingers over his body and her lips follow. She strokes his cock - which is far bigger than yours, of course - and leaves him in a rock hard state of desire.

    "Come, my love," she says to you. "Take him in your mouth. Fluff him for me. Show me that you know your place as my cuckold."

    You've done this before, but it feels more humiliating to blow her bull on your wedding night. She's right, though. This is your place.

    You get on your knees and suck his cock while he kisses your bride. You witness their passion for each other as your mouth pleasures the man that's going to fuck and inseminate your wife. You do your part in this beautiful ritual and you find great pleasure in that.

    "He's become a good cocksucker, hasn't he?" she asks her bull.

    "He has," he agrees. "Better than some of the women I've been with, to be honest."

    She looks down at you. "You should be proud, my love. A good cuckold should be a good cocksucker and it makes me very happy that you've dedicated yourself to the art of making my bull feel good. It's an art you'll continue to perfect throughout our life together."

    You'll be sucking cock for decades. That's what she's telling you. It's just as thrilling as it is humiliating.

    "I need you inside me," she says to her bull.

    She crawls into the bed, still in her beautiful dress. She rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. He crawls in after her. It takes him a little time to gather up the bottom of the dress and clear space for himself, but soon enough he's inside her.

    "Come, my love," she says to you.

    You move to the side of the bed. Your bride extends her hand and you take it as he begins to thrust. They kiss. Her other hand moves over his back and neck and through his hair. She moans for him as he thrusts in and out of her, providing her with pleasure that you can't.

    "Harder," she says. "Fuck me harder, baby."

    They kiss as he gives your bride what she craves. She squeezes your hand tighter. She's nearing her first orgasm.

    She cums with her bull's cock inside her. She wraps her legs around him and he slows his thrusts as her body trembles from the pleasure of her climax.

    Your wife turns and smiles at you. "You never would have made me cum like that," she says. "You're just not capable of it. That's why you're on your knees and holding my hand as another man fucks me on our wedding night. That's why you're going to be a cuckold for the duration of our marriage. Being a cuckold is the only way you can satisfy me, and I love you for your willingness to accept your inferiority and pledge yourself to me in the way you did today."

    You lean in and kiss her hand. "I love you so much. You've made me the happiest cuckold – and man – in the world."

    She smiles and then kisses her bull. "Fuck me. Cum in me. Make my cuckold husband suck your dick clean before he's allowed to worship my messy pussy."

    Your wife will welcome you into her bed before the night is over, but before that happens she's going to have as much sex with her bull as he can handle, which means lots of fluffing and clean up for you. That's what you want, though, because you're a good cuckold. A very good cuckold.

  
    It's Your Decision

    When she first agreed to cuckold you, your wife was nervous that reality would veer so far from your fantasy that you'd be disappointed, and that your disappointment would lead to the kind of anger that would upend your marriage.

    That's why she insisted on you sticking to a handful of rules. First, you would do most of the leg work in finding potential bulls for her. You'd message them on dating apps. You'd take pictures of her to send to them. You'd go on first dates with her to ensure that she felt safe and to ensure that you weren't going to freak out when your cuckolding fantasy actually became reality.

    When she met someone she liked enough to want to have sex with, your wife insisted that you book the hotel room and that you and her arrive at check-in so you could shower with her and dress her for the man she intended on having sex with.

    She insisted that you buy condoms for him - in his case, they were extra large condoms - but she took it one step further. She insisted that you be the one to put the condom on his cock. She wanted you to have to do something she knew you'd dislike - or even hate - to prove that you were genuinely eager to be cuckolded.

    You were to watch from the foot of the bed and you weren't allowed to masturbate or to speak unless you were spoken to. Luckily for you, your wife is quite verbal with you when she fucks her bull, so that rule turned out to be more about ensuring that you didn't interrupt the proceedings if she was in the mood for a more sensual fuck with him.

    She also required that you put in some effort to clean up afterwards, which meant removing his used condom and tossing it in the trash before bringing a damp wash cloth back to the bed to clean his cock and your wife's pussy if necessary. As it turned out, having sex with him produced quite a lot of creamy discharge from your wife, which meant she always needed to be cleaned and so you always made sure the hotel room had two wash cloths that could be put to use.

    Those rules haven't changed in the nine months since she first cuckolded you. Some have been adapted, of course.

    For instance, now you clean her pussy with your tongue instead of a wash cloth, largely because your wife likes to make you reclaim her by licking up the cream her pussy produces after a good fucking from her bull. You don't always book a hotel room, either, but that's because your wife and her current bull often have sex at his house or yours these days, saving hotel hook ups for special occasions.

    For the most part, though, the rules are the same. You've done the leg work to find each of the four men she's cuckolded you with, including her current bull. You did a particularly good job with him, actually, as they've been together for six months now and she foresees staying with him for a long time.

    It's not necessary for you to go on dates with them anymore - she trusts him, after all - but you still go from time to time, mostly because your wife likes you to see how she is with him.

    You still buy condoms - Magnum condoms, of course - for him and you still roll those condoms down his cock before he fucks your wife. She wants you to affirm your desire to be cuckolded each and every time she does it, and you're more than happy to do it because nothing satisfies you quite like being a cuckold.

    You still clean his cock after you've removed the used condom. You carefully wash it with a damp cloth. You wash his balls, too, and if there's any of your wife's cream in his pubic hair you make sure to clean that off, too.

    Your wife's rules are, for the most part, geared towards making you decide - over and over again - that you want to be a cuckold. She doesn't ever want it to be something that rots your marriage, which is why she doesn't want it to be something that she's foisting upon you. She wants you to choose to be cuckolded by buying condoms, by putting those condoms on his cock, by watching, and by cleaning them both afterwards. If you lose your taste for that then it will be clear to her that you're no longer interested in being her cuckold.

    You've yet to lose your taste. It's possible that you will, though, for your wife has something she needs to tell you.

    "Sit," she says.

    She's wearing a white sweater and jeans. Her hair is pulled into a ponytail. She looks so beautiful and manages to do so with seemingly little effort.

    "Is everything okay?" you ask.

    She sits on the couch and you join her. She smiles, kisses you softly on the cheek, and says, "It couldn't be better, actually. It's something important I need to tell you, but it's not anything bad, I promise."

    You're not sure what's going on, which makes you nervous despite your wife's insistence that you shouldn't be.

    She takes your hand in hers and squeezes it gently. "My bull wants to get me pregnant," she says.

    You're stunned. That's the last thing you expected her to stay. You're so stunned that for a few moments you hear a ringing in your ears. She reaches up to caress your face and you notice that your heart is racing. Much to your surprise, your loins are tingling just a little.

    "Are you okay?" she asks.

    You nod. "Yeah. Sorry. I just...that really surprised me. I don't know what I was expecting you to say, but it wasn't that."

    It dawns on you that she looks happy. Really happy, in fact. It's almost like she's glowing.

    "Wait...do you...is this what you want?" you ask. "Do you want him to get you pregnant?"

    You haven't started a family yet. You haven't really talked about it, in fact. Not seriously, at least.

    She nods. "Yes. I want my bull to get me pregnant."

    Somehow, your pulse races even faster. That tingling in your loins has turned into a full-blown sense of arousal. There's a part of you that hates that you're turned on by the notion of another man getting your wife pregnant, but you have no control over that.

    "I wasn't thinking about it. Not until he mentioned it. Not until he told me that's what he wanted. When he said it, though, it felt right. It felt more than right, actually. It felt...necessary. It felt like my whole body screamed at me to welcome him inside me the moment he mentioned it," she says.

    You can see in her eyes and on her face that she's telling the truth. She wants him to get her pregnant. More than that, she feels a deep need for it.

    You're having a harder time accessing your true feelings about it because everything is clouded by your arousal. It's so potent it's hard to even think straight. Part of you is desperately focused on not getting hard, though you're unquestionably losing that battle.

    "It's not my decision to make, though," she says.

    Again you're surprised, for if there was ever a decision for her to make, this seems like it. "What?" you ask.

    She smiles, caresses your face with incredible gentleness, and softly kisses you on the lips. "It's your decision to make. I know what I want, but we both need to want it. I value our marriage more than I value having his baby."

    Your cock throbs at that particular choice of words.

    "So you need to decide. You're free to take your time, too. In fact, you don't even have to tell me of your decision. You can simply make the choice to not put a condom on my bull's cock. That's it. That's all you have to do. Then he and I will both know that you want your wife to have another man's baby."

    Again you feel a surge of desire and your cock throbs. This time, though, you moan. You moan because it feels so good to think about. You also moan because it's just a little bit agonizing for it to feel so good to think about another man getting her pregnant.

    Your wife reaches between your legs and rubs your stiff cock through your pants. She leans in and kisses your neck. She moans softly. "Would you like to cum?"

    You nod. You should probably decline. Otherwise, you're admitting that the idea of her bull getting you pregnant turns you on. But your wife already knows you're turned on, doesn't she? So there's no point in declining. And just because it turns you on doesn't mean you're going to actually decide not to put a condom on his cock.

    "Take your pants off," she says.

    You remove your pants and underwear.

    "Your shirt, too," she says.

    You strip and sit naked on the couch next to your fully-clothed wife. She cuddles up next to you and takes your cock in her hand. There's something about being nude while she's dressed that feels like it shifts the power balance even further. It's intoxicating and you feel a sense of elated arousal move through you.

    "You're so hard," she says.

    "I know," you reply.

    She kisses your neck. She moans softly and seductively. She strokes your dick a little faster. "You know, I get wet every time I think about having his baby," she whispers.

    You stop yourself from moaning at the sudden, intense pleasure you feel.

    "Is that why you're so hard? Is that why you're making so much precum? Does it turn you on like it turns me on? Does it feel right for you like it feels right for me, sweetheart? Do you want me to have my bull's baby? Do you want him to get me pregnant?" she asks.

    You don't say a word, but you can't stop yourself from cumming, which you know is an even clearer answer. That fact that it's a particularly potent orgasm - that it makes your toes tingle and has your thighs trembling - only makes your arousal clearer, at least in your head.

    "Was that good?" she asks.

    "It was," you reply. "It was really good. Thank you."

    She turns your head, kisses you, and says, "Remember, it's your choice. I know what I want, but we both have to want it, so at this point it's up to you."

    She leans over, grabs a handful of tissues from the box on the coffee table, and wipes the cum off your stomach, cock, and legs. Then she gives you one more soft kiss and gets up and heads to the kitchen to throw away the cum-soaked tissues, leaving you to sit with the reality that you're the one that gets to decide if another man impregnates your wife.

    ---

    You're in a hotel room. You've already showered with your wife. You've cleaned her beautiful body. You've shaved her pussy just as her bull likes it. You've dressed her in lingerie. You've even gone down on her for a few minutes at her request because she wants to be utterly soaked by the time he fucks her.

    He arrived half an hour ago. He's naked by now. They're in the bed. You're on your knees at the foot of the bed. You're watching your wife and her bull kiss as she slowly strokes his big cock. His hands move over her body. He plays with her tits in the bra you picked out for her. He slips his fingers into her lace panties and plays with her pussy, making her moan.

    "I'm so wet for you," she says. "For your big cock. For how good you make me feel. I need you so badly. A week is just too long to go without you."

    He smiles. "I missed you too. I missed these perfect lips of yours. I miss these perky tits of yours. I miss this tight, wet pussy of yours."

    They kiss. You see their tongues entwine as your wife closes her eyes and sinks into the pleasure that being with her bull provides her. You see a drop of precum form at the tip of his cock and watch your wife's fingers quickly gather it to lube his shaft just a little. You hear the slickness of that lube and he moans into her mouth.

    "I want you in my mouth," your wife says.

    She kisses her way down her bull's chest and stomach. She takes him in her mouth. You watch and admire every beautiful detail of her fellating the man that's brought her so much pleasure since their first night together.

    As she blows him, you think of his bare cock in her pussy. You think of her riding him. You think of her on her back as he moves in and out of her. You think of how that would end, of how he would inject his seed into your wife's unprotected womb, of how he would have a chance of getting her pregnant, of putting his baby inside her, of taking away from you one of the fundamental roles a husband is supposed to play.

    The box of condoms is sitting on the nightstand. Soon the choice will be yours to make. You're still not sure what you're going to do. You know what turns you on, of course. You also know that your wife's bull is in many ways a superior man and that there's something to be said for giving your baby the best DNA. You suspect that's part of why your wife wants him to get her pregnant. You suspect that's also part of why it turns you on so much.

    Your wife lifts her mouth from his cock, strokes him slowly, and looks at you. "I want him inside me," she says.

    It's time to make the decision. It's time to decide if you want another man to impregnate your wife. You can't wait all night. You can't delay them. It's not fair. You need to make the decision.

    "Can I put him inside you?" you ask. "Without...without a condom."

    She smiles and kisses the head of his cock. Your pulse races at the gravity of the decision you just made.

    "You want me to have unprotected sex with him?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "You want my bull to get me pregnant?" she asks.

    "Yes," you say.

    "You want me to have his baby?" she asks.

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. You're lightheaded. Your balls are tight against your body. You feel like you're tingling all over. "Yes, I want you to have his baby," you answer.

    She smiles so brightly. "Yes, you can put him inside me."

    Your wife rolls onto her back. Her bull moves between her legs. You rush to the side of the bed, crawl closer, and reach between her legs. Your fingers find his stiff cock and you guide the head to her pussy. You watch him slip a few inches inside her. You turn to your wife and see her smiling at you.

    "Thank you," she says. "Thank you for this. Thank you for the decision you made. You have no idea how badly I want this, how badly I need to have his baby."

    You feel a shockwave of pleasure move through you.

    "I'd like it if you stayed there next to me this time. I'd like to hold your hand the moment he cums inside me. I want to feel close to both of you the moment he gets me pregnant," she says.

    You remain at her side. You watch them have sex. Really, though, you're watching them make love. They kiss. They touch each other. His thrusts are slow and deep. He's not fucking her. He's not pounding her. He's taking his time with it. He's savoring it. He wants to make her feel cared for and adored. He wants her to feel connected to him before he fills her pussy with his potent seed and gets her pregnant.

    Despite the slow pace, your wife cums quickly. She has a loud, beautiful orgasm. He stops for a short period after her climax, but it's not long before your wife is urging him to keep making love to her.

    "I want your cum inside me," she says softly. "I need your cum inside me."

    They continue making love. It seems as though your wife enjoys it just as much after her orgasm as she did before. Her moans are beautiful and passionate. She kisses him deeply. Her hands move over his body and he does the same.

    When he begins to thrust a little faster you know he's getting close. She knows it too. She moans louder for him. There's a certain sense of desperation in her moans, too. Desperation to have his cum inside her.

    "Please, cum inside me," she says. "Please, give me a baby. Get me pregnant. Please, cum in my pussy and get me pregnant."

    She reaches for your hand. Your fingers entwine and she squeezes you tight. He tucks his head against her neck and she turns and looks at you. He's fucking her faster now. He's on the verge of cumming in her pussy.

    "Please, give me your baby," she says to him while holding your gaze.

    You've never been so turned on. You're desperate to masturbate, to answer that arousal coursing through you, but you hold off. You don't want to ruin your wife's moment.

    They end up cumming together. She stares at you as the orgasm rips through her body and as her bull cums inside her unprotected pussy. He fills her with his potent seed. He does his very best to get her pregnant, to give her his baby, and she cums right along with him.

    "Kiss me, sweetheart," she says to you.

    You lean in and kiss your wife as another man's cock pumps the last of its seed inside her. She offers a hint of her tongue and you welcome it into your mouth for just a moment. She moans and you do the same.

    "Are you happy with your choice?" she asks.

    "Yes," you reply. "It was the right choice."

    She squeezes your hand, kisses you again, and says, "There's no need to clean my pussy tonight, but I still want you to clean his cock."

    "Of course," you reply.

    She releases your hand and you back out of the bed and head for the bathroom with your erection bouncing with every step. You lean against the counter and take a deep breath as your pulse races. You look in the mirror. You can't help but smile.

    You made the right decision. You did. You know you did.

    You know it won't be the last time they try, either. You know your wife is committed to this now and that you're committed too. She's going to have another man's baby and she's going to do whatever it takes to make that happen.

    You've never been so turned on.

  
    It’s a Cuck’s Job to Clean Up

    There's nothing in the world more beautiful than your wife's naked body after she's been fucked by her bull. Her breasts have little red marks from where he manhandled them. Her hair is a wild mess from the vigorous nature of his thrusts and the way he can't seem to keep his hands out of it when he takes her from behind. Her pussy lips are pink and puffy from the hard pounding he gave her, and waiting inside her is a load of her bull's cum.

    "You like what you see, don't you?" she asks while standing at the foot of the bed. Her bull is in the shower and you've taken his place in your bed.

    "I love what I see," you answer. "You look perfect."

    She smiles and crawls into the bed. Her hair falls forward and sways gently as she moves between your legs. She kisses your thigh softly, offering you a hint of pleasure. Then her lips find the base of your cock - which is stiff - and she kisses all the way to the tip. For a few brief moments she engulfs the head in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it and instantly immersing you in a world of pleasure.

    It's over in just a few seconds. She looks up at you, smiles, and kisses her way up your stomach. Her lips find your neck and cheeks and then hover above yours as you feel the heat of her pussy achingly close to your cock.

    "Did it feel good to be in my mouth, cuck?" she whispers softly.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "I didn't suck your cock nearly as long as I sucked his, did I?" she asks before brushing her pussy lips against the tip of your cock, sending a shiver of pleasure up your spine.

    "No, you didn't," you answer breathlessly.

    "Mmm, I love sucking his cock," she says. "I love the way it feels in my mouth. I love the way I have to stretch my lips around it. I love the way he moans when I blow him. I love that I get to feel like I'm worshiping a gorgeous alpha male when I give him head."

    There's no need for her to say that she doesn't love sucking your cock. You know she doesn't. You can't help but feel turned on by that knowledge.

    You reach up and run your hands down her back as she smiles. You grab her ass and you try to apply just a little bit of downward pressure, hoping she'll get the message and sit on your cock.

    "I don't think so, cuck," she says softly.

    "Why not?" you ask. There's desperation in your voice, but you can't help it. You'd beg if it helped. You'd do anything to be inside her in that moment. After watching your wife and her bull fuck for nearly half an hour, you're so turned on you can barely think straight.

    She lies next to you, taking away any hope that you'd get to fuck her. She reaches down and grasps your balls. She caresses them in a stunningly pleasurable manner and kisses your neck. She moans like she's getting fucked, but of course her pussy is nowhere near your cock. "Because a cuck doesn't get to cum in his wife. Because a cuck's cock has no business entering his wife's pussy, especially when she has a superior man to fuck her whenever she wants."

    "Please," you beg.

    "No," she says. "You know that you don't deserve to fuck me, cuck. You know that you definitely don't deserve to cum inside me, that a pleasure of that caliber is reserved for a man that's far superior to you, like the man that came inside me tonight."

    "Yes, I know," you admit. "I just...I just want you."

    "Mmm, I know you do," she replies softly. "And you can't have me. You're not worthy of me. You're a cuck. Now do you want to cum?"

    "More than anything," you say.

    "Good," she replies. "I want to make you cum. I want to make you cum so hard, sweetie. But there's something you need to do for me. There's something every cuck should do when a superior man cums in his wife."

    You know what she's going to say because she's said it before. You've done it before.

    "A cuck doesn't cum in his wife," she continues. "A cuck cleans the cum of a superior man from his wife's pussy, and I think we both know that my bull is a far superior man, don't we?"

    "Yes," you say with a nod as she strokes your cock, filling your body with pleasure and making you throb with kinky delight. There's no doubt that he's superior to you. You've watched him fuck her countless times and he really does do things for her that you don't. He's just better. There's no way around it.

    "Are you going to clean his cum out of me?" she asks.

    "Yes," you say.

    She releases your cock, rolls onto her back, and spreads her legs. "Get to work, cuck."

    As painful as it is to admit, those words are intoxicating. You can't help but crawl between her legs. You can't help but get to work. You kiss her soft, smooth thighs. You stare at her puffy pussy lips and note that they look so much better when you're just a few inches away. You extend your tongue. You push it inside her. You close your eyes as you bathe your taste buds in his cum. It's thick, creamy, and exceptionally salty.

    There's lust in her voice when she says, "Clean me, cuck. Clean my messy cunt. Clean his superior seed out of me."

    You scoop up his cum. You take it onto your tongue. You swallow. You push your tongue back inside your beautiful wife's well-fucked pussy. You find more of his salty seed. You swallow it. Your cock presses into the bed. You're so stiff it's painful, but in the best way possible.

    Your wife arches her back and reaches down to grab a handful of your hair. She pulls your face into her pussy, smothering you with her swollen lips as you continue to devour his seed. You taste it on your tongue. It coats your mouth and throat. You're doing a cuck's duty. You're cleaning a superior man's seed from her and you love it.

    When you've finished, your wife urges you back to your place beside her. She turns to her side and presses her body against yours. She takes your stiff cock in her hand and strokes you slowly.

    "You're such a good cuck," she says softly. "Do you like the taste of my bull's cum?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "Do you like knowing that it's in your stomach, that you swallowed a superior man's load for your wife's pleasure?" she asks.

    "Yes, I do," you say. "I love being a good cuck for you."

    "Mmm, I know you do," your wife whispers. Her grip tightens and she strokes you faster. "Now cum for me, cuck. Cum for me and I'll feed you every drop of your load. I'll feed you your mess with my fingers. You can suck them clean like a good cuck. You can swallow every drop of cum that was expelled in this house tonight, and when my bull fucks me in the middle of the night, I'll call you in from the guest room and I'll have you clean me before we go back to sleep."

    You cum at the thought of your wife and her bull spending the night in your bed, at the thought of them fucking in the middle of the night, at the thought of you being awoken to lick his load out of her. You cum so hard and then your wife does just as she said she would and feeds you every drop of your load.

    When she's done, she gives you a kiss on the cheek, gets out of the bed, and heads to the bathroom to join her bull in the shower. You watch her go - her ass looks perfect - and then you leave your bedroom, just as you know your wife would want you to. After all, it's not your bedroom tonight. It's theirs, just as it should be, for he's the superior man and you're the cuck.

  
    It’s Different with Him and That’s What I Want

    Let’s be honest. You’re not capable of fucking me like my bull does. You could bend me over, pull my hair, and fuck me, but it wouldn’t be the same. You just don’t have it in you to satisfy me like he does. You can’t quite dominate me like he can. You can’t be a bull, and I don’t need that from you. I have him for that.

    You’re tender and sweet. It’s beautiful when you crawl between my legs after he’s used me. I love the way you gently soothe my sore pussy with your tongue. I love that you’re so eager to taste him and to reclaim me in the way only a cuckold can.

    I also love that he fucked me hard, fast, and a little bit rough. I love that he made me feel the way he makes me feel for an hour. I love that he made me cum in an entirely different way than you make me cum. I love that I get to have it both ways. You love it too, don’t you?

    You give me the freedom to enjoy being with a sexually dominant man. By being my sweet, loving cuckold you let me explore my desires. You let me enjoy what another man can give me. You let me come home to you so I can spread my legs and let you use your tongue to reclaim me, to taste me, to soothe me after the intensely satisfying pounding he delivers.

    It’s okay that you can’t give me what he does. I don’t need you to. I need you to be exactly as you are. I need you to be a happy, loving, supportive cuckold that loves that his wife enjoys the deep pleasure of another man’s cock filling her pussy over and over.

    Just as you often feel the need to submit to me, I feel the need to submit to him. I need to give him my body. I need to let him use me. I need to experience the pure sexual bliss that results from submitting to him. It makes me cum so much harder than you ever have, and that makes you happy.

    I know it can be hard for you, but sometimes I need to get fucked. Sometimes I need to give my body to him. Sometimes I need him to bend me over, grab my hair, and pound my pussy until I cum. He can do that. you can’t. That’s why I go to him when I need this. That’s why you watch, or wait at home.

    Don’t worry though. I’ll always come home to you. I’ll always let you soothe my sore pussy. I’ll always let you lick me tenderly and taste the aftermath of what he did to me.

  
    It’s Good to be Married to a Naughty Girl – Part 1

    “Have you fucked your wife this week?” Spencer asked.

    Barry looked at his friend and pondered a series of responses. The first was to say, “Fuck you,” and be done with it. There was no reason to be so aggressive, though. Spencer’s question was blunt, but it didn’t seem that he had ill intent. Barry thought about trying to avoid the subject, but he suspected Spencer had asked for a reason. So, he settled on saying the only thing that made any sense: The truth.

    “No,” Barry answered.

    Spencer sat back and ran his fingers through the condensation on his beer bottle. “So we’ve been in this beautiful, insanely luxurious cabin for nearly a week and you haven’t had sex with your wife. I know things tend to slow down for married couples – it’s actually one of the reasons I don’t really want to get married – but isn’t vacation supposed to heat things up a little?”

    Barry sipped his beer and looked out over the beautiful forest that stretched out behind the cabin they’d rented. The massive deck and the view off of it was one of the reasons their friends had pooled their money and sprung for such an expensive place.

    “It’s not quite the same with nine people in the house, you know?” Barry said.

    “Barry, you and I both know that the other married couples haven’t let that slow them down,” Spencer replied.

    Barry knew his answer was weak. He’d heard the sex the other couples were having. Even Spencer had gotten laid after convincing a local waitress to bring him back to her place for a one night stand.

    “Fair enough,” Barry said. “Marie and I are in a little bit of a down period, Spencer. It happens. I’d hoped that this trip would help get us out of it, but it hasn’t. It’s possible it’s made it worse, to be honest.”

    “Worse?” Spencer asked. “How?”

    “Like you said, it’s obvious that everyone else is having sex. They’re doing what we thought we’d be doing. We’re not, though. Something’s missing. The spark just isn’t there. We both want it to be there, but it isn’t. So, we both end up feeling bad because we know these other couples are having sex and we’re not. Last night it sounded like Mark and Teri were going at it for nearly an hour. I don’t blame them, but it created this air of awkwardness. Both Marie and I just laid there in bed listening to them have sex. We didn’t talk. We couldn’t fall asleep. We didn’t try and get something going between each other. I’m pretty sure we both just wished Mark and Teri would hurry the fuck up and finish,” Barry explained.

    Spencer laughed. “Sorry, I don’t mean to laugh at your expense, but that sounds comically awful.”

    Barry laughed along with his friend. “No need to apologize. You’re right. It’s the sort of misery that’s worth laughing about.” He took a long sip of his beer and turned to his friend. “If you don’t mind me asking, why did you bring it up? My sex life, that is. Did you notice something?”

    Spencer looked away, almost like he was embarrassed. “Uh, well, sort of, I guess.”

    Barry waited for his friend to finish his answer, but Spencer just stared out into the forest. “Care to elaborate?”

    Spencer cleared his throat and said, “Well, yesterday, when you were on that hike, Marie and I were talking a little. Out here, actually. We were sharing a beer. And, well, it was a small thing, but it seemed like she was…flirting.”

    “With you?” Barry asked.

    Spencer laughed. “I was the only one out here, man, so yes, with me. Maybe she wasn’t. Maybe I was a little bit buzzed and I’m completely out of my mind, but it seemed like she was flirting.”

    Barry stared into the woods as he thought back to the group dinner they’d had a few nights earlier. He’d noticed Marie staring at Spencer a little too much that night, like she was nursing a crush on him and trying to figure out how to share her desires. At the time Barry told himself he was out of his mind, that Marie wouldn’t do that in front of their friends, that his sexual frustration was making him see things that weren’t happening. Now, he wasn’t so sure.

    “I’m frustrated,” Barry said. “Sexually, I mean. It’s been a while since Marie and I had good sex. We’ve had bad sex a few times, which is the most depressing thing in the world. Maybe she’s frustrated too. Maybe she’s exercising that frustration with a little bit of flirting.”

    “I flirted back,” Spencer confessed. “I didn’t really know I was doing it. I was just going with the flow of the conversation, but it turns out that I was flirting with your wife. I’m sorry about that.”

    Barry looked at his friend. Spencer looked genuinely contrite. It wasn’t his fault that Marie had flirted with him, so it was awfully hard to be angry at him. “Don’t worry about it,” Barry said. “It’s not your fault that Marie and I are struggling a little bit. And you know what, if a little flirting helps her, I can’t see any harm in it.”

    Spencer offered a quizzical look and asked, “Are you saying I should flirt with Marie if she flirts with me?”

    “It’s just flirting, right?” Barry said. “I mean, you’re literally just talking to her, and if that gives her a little of what she needs or helps her in some way, I’m not sure I see the downside to it. I guess that’s a little bit crazy, but, if I’m being honest, I’m a little desperate. I mean, it’s been months since we’ve had good sex.”

    “I’m sure it won’t happen again, but I guess that’s good to know just in case it does,” Spencer replied. “And if it comes up, I’ll do what’s best for my friend and flirt with his wife.”

    They both laughed as Barry stared out over the deck and into the expanse of trees beyond the cabin. He wanted to restore his sex life to what it used to be and he was more than happy to let Marie do a little flirting with his friend if it meant they’d get to have good sex again.

    “Hey, you two,” Spencer said.

    Barry and Marie turned to see their friend standing in the kitchen in his swimsuit. He had two beers in each hand and a smile on his face.

    “How about a little hot tub time?” he asked. “There’s nothing like a good soak to help you relax after a day of hiking.”

    Marie looked at Barry with a smile on her face. He thought back to his conversation with Spencer and of the way his wife had looked at their friend over dinner that night. “I’m exhausted,” he said. “You go ahead. Get your soak on. Have a few beers.”

    “Are you sure?” Marie asked.

    Barry leaned over, kissed her cheek, and said, “Absolutely. Have fun.”

    Marie got off the couch and headed towards the stairs. “Let me change into my bikini. I’ll be right down.”

    “Okay, I’ll meet you out there,” Spencer said.

    Barry watched his wife head upstairs with a surprising bounce in her step. She seemed excited and he wondered if it was at the prospect of spending a little time along with Spencer.

    “You sure you don’t want to join us, man?” Spencer asked. “I’m telling you, there’s nothing like a good soak in the hot tub, and this one happens to have a beautiful view off the deck.”

    “I’m good,” Barry said. “Besides, I always get too hot after five minutes and end up being kind of uncomfortable. You go ahead and soak away.”

    “Okay. Your loss,” Spencer said as he turned and headed out the back door and onto the deck.

    Barry heard the hot tub roar to life a few moments later. Not long after, Marie came bounding down the stairs. He turned to see that she’d changed into her blue bikini. It was the skimpiest swimsuit she owned and it left quite a bit of her ass exposed. Barry felt a stirring of desire as he watched his wife’s breasts bounce with every step. Had she picked that bikini because she wanted to be enticing to Spencer, or was the other option still wet from her last soak?

    “Have fun,” Barry said.

    Marie smiled and headed for the back door. Barry watched her hips sway with every step and marveled at how good her ass looked in the bikini.

    “Wow, look at you,” Barry heard Spencer say from the hot tub.

    Marie smiled and spun around as Barry watched from the couch. She was unquestionably showing off for their friend. He heard Spencer whistle before Marie shut the door and headed towards the hot tub, depriving Barry of the view of his beautiful wife.

    He turned back to his phone and his Twitter feed, but he couldn’t focus as he scrolled. All he could think about was Marie and Spencer in the hot tub. It wasn’t that he wanted to throw on his swimsuit and join them, though. For some reason he wanted to watch. He wanted to see if his suspicions about Marie were right. He wanted to see if she was actually doing a little flirting with Spencer.

    Then Barry remembered that their bedroom had a view of the hot tub. He got off the couch and headed upstairs. He shut the bedroom door and slowly approached the window. He knew what he was doing was a little strange and he didn’t want to get caught. He peered out and confirmed that Marie and Spencer would have had to look directly up to see him, and even then the sun’s reflection off the glass might have made it impossible for them to notice that they were being watched.

    Marie and Spencer were seated on opposite sides of the hot tub. They both had a beer in their hand and two more rested on the ledge, ready to be consumed. Barry couldn’t hear anything, but the body language he witnessed made it seem like their conversation was perfectly friendly. There was quite a bit of staring out at the view, some laughter, and what seemed like Marie telling some sort of story that Spencer found hilarious.

    Things didn’t really change until Marie finished her first beer. She moved closer to Spencer to grab her second and she didn’t move back. Just like that they were sitting next to each other. Barry couldn’t see through the bubbles, but they were close enough for their legs to be touching.

    Almost immediately Marie’s body language changed. She leaned towards Spencer. She sat up a little, leaving her breasts above the water, a sight that Spencer no doubt enjoyed. The conversation seemed to have gotten more intimate, though Barry could only guess what they were talking about.

    After Spencer finished his beer, Marie leaned forward to take the empty bottle from him. For a few moments they were close enough to share a kiss, and for some reason Barry found himself hoping they would. He held his breath as Marie remained so close to his friend. An unfamiliar kind of excitement rushed through him, and then Marie took the empty bottle and moved back. She placed it next to hers and Spencer opened his second beer and took a drink. Barry didn’t have a great view, but his friend looked a little confused. He wondered if Marie had been flirting a little harder than it seemed from the window.

    As their conversation resumed, one of Marie’s hands moved under the water. A moment later a surprised look crossed Spencer’s face. They stopped talking and Marie leaned closer. Barry held his breath again. It looked like his wife was moving in for a kiss, like the combination of flirting and a little alcohol was enough to unleash her pent-up desire.

    They kissed as Barry watched from the window. Without thinking, he reached down and played with his cock. The kiss continued. It looked like it involved tongue. Marie’s arm moved under the water. She must have been touching Spencer. Barry was hard in his pants. He stroked his cock faster.

    The kiss deepened. Spencer leaned in and reached up to caress Marie’s face and neck as their tongues danced. His hand moved over her collar bone and under the water’s surface. Barry watched his friend play with his wife’s breasts in her skimpy bikini top. Marie’s arm moved faster. She must have been playing with Spencer’s cock under the water.

    Barry was about to unzip his pants and pull his cock out when he heard the garage door opener. Their friends had returned home from their trip to the grocery store. Marie and Spencer must have heard it too, as they stopped kissing. Marie stood up and climbed out of the hot tub. Spencer said something and she leaned over and kissed him again. She clearly wasn’t feeling guilty. She walked towards the door and Barry moved away from the window. He opened the bedroom door – he didn’t want to look like he was doing anything untoward – and hopped in the bed.

    Marie appeared soon after. She’d found a towel on her way to the bedroom and had it wrapped around her body.

    “How was the hot tub?” Barry asked.

    Marie smiled and shut the bedroom door. She dropped the towel and said, “Get your clothes off.”

    Barry watched Marie strip off her bikini bottoms and untie her top. In the blink of an eye she was naked.

    “Get naked, Barry,” she said. “Now. I want to fuck.”

    For just a moment Barry thought about telling Marie that he’d watched her kiss Spencer and that he knew why she was so eager to have sex. He thought better of it, though. He knew it was weird, but he was just as turned on as she was. He opted to choose sex over getting into a protracted argument with his wife. He stripped as quickly as possible as Marie locked the bedroom door. She leapt into the bed and straddled him without commenting on the fact that he was nearly-erect without any stimulation.

    They kissed as Marie reached down and took him inside her soaking wet pussy. Barry groaned into his wife’s mouth as he felt her intense heat and wetness surround him.

    “Fuck, Marie, you feel so fucking good,” Barry said.

    Marie sat up and put her hands on his chest. She moved her hips back and forth over his cock, grinding her clit into his pelvis and unleashing a moan that their friends almost certainly heard. She clearly didn’t care. They’d all been having loud sex that week and it was finally time for Marie to get in on the fun.

    Barry reached up to play with his wife’s breasts as she rode him. He gently pulled on her nipples like she’d always enjoyed and she closed her eyes, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and moaned in what sounded like pure delight.

    “Barry, your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” Marie said.

    It was Barry’s turn to moan. He hadn’t heard those words – or any like it – from his wife in an impossibly long time.

    “Yeah?” he asked. “My cock feels good in your tight little pussy?”

    Marie smiled. It seemed that she liked Barry’s attempt at a little dirty talk. “It does,” she said. “You’re stretching out my tight little pussy so good. You’re so fucking deep inside me, baby.”

    Marie leaned down and they kissed as she rode him. Barry grabbed her ass and thrust his cock up into her pussy, matching his rhythm to hers as they both barreled towards their orgasms.

    “Fuck me, Barry,” she said as her lips hovered just above his. “Fuck my tight little cunt. Fuck it hard.”

    Barry lifted his hips off the bed with remarkable speed and power. It didn’t matter that her lust had been set ablaze by a mild dalliance with Spencer. What mattered was that Marie was on his cock and filling his ear with dirty talk. Her passion was real. Her desire for him was real. Her lust was real for the first time in months. It seemed that they’d gotten out of their rut.

    All thoughts of Marie kissing Spencer drifted from Barry’s head as he lost himself in the pure joy of being inside her. The sound of his pelvis slamming into hers filled the room, joining their moans.

    “Do you want me to cum in your tight little cunt?” Barry asked.

    “Yes,” Marie said. “Cum in my tight little cunt, Barry. Fuck, fuck me and cum in my cunt.”

    Barry grabbed her ass hard and Marie moaned. His hips moved up and down with remarkable pace as he pumped her pussy. Without thinking, Barry smacked his wife’s ass hard. She cried out and the sound of his flesh meeting hers filled the bedroom.

    “Spank my ass,” she said. “Do it. Spank my ass.”

    Barry smacked her ass again. He watched an intense kind of pleasure wash over Marie’s face. He couldn’t believe it, but it seemed like she really enjoyed the little touch of pain that came with a good smack on the ass.

    “Do you like that?” he asked between hard thrusts into her pussy. “Do you like it when I spank you like a naughty girl?”

    Marie closed her eyes and her mouth opened. A deep, erotic moan escaped. Barry spanked her ass again, pushing his wife deeper into whatever form of pleasure she was experiencing.

    “Yes,” Marie said. “Fuck, Barry, yes, I like it when you spank me like a naughty girl.”

    Barry couldn’t help but think of Marie and Spencer again. Was she thinking of it? Was she thinking of the spanking as some sort of erotic punishment for kissing another man? Was it actually turning her on?

    Barry spanked her ass again. He saw pleasure on his wife’s face. He stopped thrusting. Marie sank down onto his cock.

    “Make yourself cum on my cock,” he said. “Ride me while I spank you for being a naughty girl.”

    Marie put her hands on Barry’s chest and moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. She rubbed her clit through his pubic hair and her moans once again filled the air. Barry relished the intense pleasure offered by her wet pussy and gave his wife’s ass a hard smack.

    “Oh, fuck,” Marie said as she rode him faster. “Spank me, Barry. Spank my ass, please.”

    Barry spanked her again. His body felt alive with pleasure in a way he hadn’t experienced in years. He and Marie were exploring something new and kinky in real time and he couldn’t get enough of it.

    “You deserve a good spanking, don’t you?” he asked. “You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

    Marie looked at him and bit her lower lip. She nodded. Barry was certain that she was admitting to her mild infidelity. He smacked her ass exceptionally hard. Marie cried out and threw her head back.

    “Harder,” she said. “I’ve been bad, Barry, and I need to be spanked harder.”

    Barry smacked her ass harder and Marie’s body began to tremble. She rode him faster. He smacked her ass again and she collapsed on top of him while furiously moving her pussy over his cock. Barry wrapped his arms around her and let go. Their moans of mutual pleasure filled the bedroom.

    Marie climaxed first, but Barry’s orgasm followed a few moments later. He saw stars for a moment as he came in his wife’s pussy. She kissed his neck feverishly while her body trembled on top of his.

    They remained like that long enough for Barry’s cock to go soft and his cum to start leaking out of Marie’s pussy. They heard the sounds of dinner being prepared, but neither was eager to separate and join their friends.

    “That was…well, that was really hot,” Barry finally said.

    Marie lifted her head from his chest and smiled. “Yes, it was.”

    “We should do that again,” Barry replied.

    “Yeah?” Marie asked.

    Barry studied her face and wondered if she was thinking about what had fueled the sex they’d just had. Did she know that he was watching from the bedroom? Did she think her little dalliance with Spencer was a secret? Was she thinking about fooling around with Spencer again?

    “That was really great sex, for me at least,” Barry said. “And I want to have more great sex with my wife, so yes, we should do that again.”

    “It was great for me too,” Marie said. “You didn’t find any of it…I don’t know, weird?”

    Barry thought of the out-of-nowhere spanking and dirty talk. It was probably unusual to introduce that thing into a sex life after so many years, but that didn’t make it weird. “I liked all of it,” he answered. “It’s okay if you didn’t, but I liked all of it.”

    Marie smiled and rested her head on his chest once more. “I loved it,” she said. “I really, really loved it. All of it.”

    Barry put his arms around his wife and held her close. “Then we’ll definitely do it again.”
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    Memories of the previous night flooded Barry’s mind the moment he woke from a surprisingly deep slumber. He thought of Marie and Spencer kissing in the hot tub. He thought of his wife’s desire for his friend and how it seemed that she might have taken it further had the rest of their friends not returned from the store.

    Barry thought of how eager Marie had been to fuck the moment she walked into their room, and how good the sex had been. He thought of spanking her ass and talking dirty to her and how much she seemed to enjoy it all.

    All that thinking gave Barry a throbbing erection and he glanced at his slumbering wife before reaching into his underwear to wrap his fingers around his shaft. He couldn’t help but note how hard he was and how good it felt to do nothing more than lightly stroke himself.

    It felt so good that Barry considered masturbating to completion right there in bed. It would have made a spectacular mess, but that kind of mess was easy enough to clean up as long as he kept it contained to his underwear, and Barry wasn’t thinking much about the mess because of the fog of desire that enshrouded his mind.

    He probably would have cum if Marie hadn’t stirred. Barry yanked his hand from his underwear as his wife rolled towards him and put her arm across his chest. He turned to see a sleepy smile on her face as she opened her eyes and kissed him on the cheek.

    “Good morning,” she whispered.

    “Morning,” Barry replied with a smile.

    Marie kissed his cheek again before moving to his neck. She moaned softly and her hand drifted over his chest and stomach and between his legs. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxers and found his stiff cock. Marie moaned a little louder as she discovered his erection and took him in her hand.

    “That feels good,” Barry whispered.

    “You’re so hard,” Marie said. “Were you dreaming?”

    “I was thinking about last night,” he answered. “I didn’t dream the sex we had, did I?”

    “No, you didn’t,” Marie replied as she worked his cock free of his underwear and stroked him in earnest. “Last night happened, and it was good, wasn’t it?”

    Barry noted a hint of insecurity in Marie’s voice, like she wasn’t entirely sure he’d be okay with the way she acted and the things they said to each other the night before. She had nothing to worry about, though. In Barry’s mind, it was the best sex they’d had in a long time.

    He rolled onto his side, looked into Marie’s eyes, and said, “Last night was amazing, Marie. And you were amazing. Truly. The sex was…it was invigorating. It was so good that it was the only thing I could think about when I woke up. I mean, maybe I shouldn’t admit this, but I was so turned on I was considering masturbating before you rolled over.”

    Marie smiled and said, “Yeah? You really liked it that much?”

    Barry reached out and slipped a hand under the tight t-shirt Marie had worn to bed. He ran his fingers over the warm, smooth skin of her lower back and worked his way up her torso. He leaned in, hesitated for just a moment, and kissed Marie. Her lips parted instantly and she welcomed his tongue when he offered it. His fingers found her perky breast and he squeezed it just a little harder than usual, eliciting a moan from his beautiful wife.

    “I loved fucking my naughty girl,” Barry said softly.

    Marie moaned as Barry called back the dirty talk – and the general thrilling tenor of the sex they’d had – from the night before. Their eyes met for a moment and he found her nipple, took it in his fingers, and squeezed hard enough for her to wince.

    Marie kissed him forcefully a moment later. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and her fingers once again found their way around his cock. She stroked him vigorously as Barry continued to work her breasts with far greater aggression than he’d ever displayed.

    “I need you to fuck me, Barry,” Marie said. “I need you to fuck me right now.”

    Barry smiled as he saw the lust all over his wife’s face. He wanted to fuck her too – more than she probably knew – and while he certainly would have enjoyed having sex in their bed, he couldn’t help but want to try something different.

    Barry tossed the covers aside and said, “Follow me.” He got out of bed, took off his underwear, and made a beeline for the surprisingly roomy bathroom attached to the bedroom they’d claimed at the rental house. He looked over his shoulder to see Marie scampering after him. She took off her t-shirt and panties and by the time they stepped into the bathroom she was naked just like him.

    “Turn the shower on,” Barry instructed. Marie smiled, opened the glass shower door, and did as he desired. “Now come here.”

    Marie clasped her hands behind her back and approached slowly, putting a seductive sway in her hips as she held his gaze while closing the short distance between them. Barry pulled his wife close, grabbed two handfuls of her ass, and squeezed hard.

    As the room filled with steam he couldn’t help but think of her brief dalliance with Spencer and how arousing he’d found it. His cock throbbed as he pictured Spencer playing with Marie’s breasts in her bikini top. He saw his wife’s hand moving under the water as she no doubt pleasured Spencer’s cock in an act of wild, borderline irresponsible lust. Those thoughts put him in the intensely aroused place he’d found himself the night before and Barry acted on it.

    He stepped away from the counter, moved behind his wife, and looked at her in the bathroom mirror. He gently brushed her hair aside, kissed her neck, and ran his fingers from her hips to her breasts before taking the soft, perky, perfect globes of flesh in his hands and playing with them as if he owned them.

    “Do you like it when I play with your tits?” Barry asked softly.

    “Yes,” Marie replied.

    Barry squeezed her breasts harder. “Does my naughty girl like it when I get a little rough with her tits?”

    Marie pushed her ass into Barry’s crotch and unleashed a wild moan that answered his question. She looked at him in the mirror and he squeezed hard enough to make her wince in pain, but that didn’t stop Marie from moaning once more. “A naughty girl should be punished,” she said.

    Barry’s pulse raced and his cock throbbed as Marie stared at him in the mirror. It was like she was challenging him to push a little deeper into this unexplored avenue of pleasure they’d stumbled into the night before.

    “Bend over,” Barry instructed.

    Marie couldn’t contain her smile as she bent over the counter. Barry ran a hand over her ass as steam continued to fill the bathroom. His fingers searched between her legs until he found her pussy lips. Marie moaned as Barry slipped inside her with ease.

    “You’re soaked,” he said.

    “I know,” Marie replied.

    Barry knew she was aroused, but the discovery of such wetness between her legs indicated a surprising depth to her desire. “Does being a naughty girl turn you on?” Barry asked as he once again thought of Marie and Spencer.

    “Yes,” Marie answered. “It’s so bad, but I can’t help it.”

    Barry wondered if Marie was thinking about Spencer too. Was she thinking of kissing him? Was she thinking of his hands on her breasts? Was she thinking of what Barry imagined was the stiff cock that Marie had stroked under the bubbling water of the hot tub?

    Barry pulled his fingers from Marie’s pussy and moved directly behind her. He rubbed the head of his cock over her labia and she moaned.

    “Please, Barry, fuck me,” Marie begged.

    Barry lifted his hand and brought it down on her ass. The sharp sound of his flesh meeting hers filled the bathroom and Marie cried out while simultaneously pushing her ass back in a seeming attempt to get him to fuck her.

    “You’re so eager,” Barry said. “But a naughty girl doesn’t always get what she wants. Not right away.”

    “Please,” Marie pleaded.

    Barry stepped back, took her hand, and led Marie into the shower. Her fingers found his cock as they moved under the hot water that streamed from the rainfall showerhead above them.

    “I need you inside me, Barry,” Marie said. “Please, I need you to fuck me.”

    Barry couldn’t keep Spencer out of his mind in that moment. Was it really him that Marie wanted to fuck, or had her little dalliance simply awakened the lust that had laid dormant in recent years.

    “Take me in your mouth,” Barry instructed.

    Marie smiled and sank to her knees. She took Barry’s cock into her mouth with a level of enthusiasm she hadn’t displayed in years.

    “Fuck, Marie, that’s good,” Barry said as he looked down to admire the sight of his cock disappeared into her mouth. “Take me deeper. Show me that you can suck cock like a naughty girl would.”

    Marie moaned around his cock and reached between her legs to play with her pussy as she swallowed as much of Barry as she could. He felt her gag, but she managed to fight it off and nearly deepthroat his shaft. Barry put a hand on the back of her head to hold her in place for a few moments as he enjoyed the remarkable tightness of her throat. He relented the moment she pulled back and when Marie looked up at him she had a bright smile on her face.

    “You deserve to get fucked after that,” Barry said.

    He helped Marie to her feet and they kissed as Barry drove three fingers into her pussy. He turned his wife until she was leaning against the shower wall and then pulled his fingers from her wetness and spun her around.

    “Stick your ass out,” Barry demanded. Marie did as instructed and he plunged into her pussy from behind. “Tell me what you want.”

    “I want you to fuck me hard,” Marie said.

    Barry’s cock remained in his wife as he reached up and took her warm, wet breasts in his hands. He held on tight while moving in and out of her, delivering the pounding that Marie clearly craved.

    “Play with your clit while I fuck your tight little cunt,” he instructed.

    “Oh…fuck,” Marie said as she reached down to let her finger dance over her clit.

    “Does it feel good?” he asked. “Does it feel good to get fucked from behind like a naughty girl?”

    “Yes,” Marie said before unleashing a long, low moan. “Barry, it feels so fucking good. Fuck me harder. Fuck my tight little cunt harder. Pound it. Use me for your pleasure.”

    Barry released her breasts and grabbed a handful of her hair. Marie unleashed a wild moan, confirming that Barry’s instincts were right. He pulled back on her hair and fucked her a little harder. The sounds of wet, hard sex filled the bathroom as Barry felt his orgasm approaching.

    “Barry…oh, fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Marie cried out.

    Barry unleashed as his wife’s declaration of pleasure filled the shower. He released her hair, buried his cock deep inside her, and came. Marie turned her head and their lips met for a deep, slow, sensual kiss.

    “That was amazing,” Marie said softly as Barry’s orgasm subsided and the last bursts of pleasure escaped from the tip of his cock.

    Barry laughed. “It really was.” He almost said that he wasn’t sure what had gotten into his wife, but that wouldn’t be entirely true. He was quite certain that Marie’s brief encounter with Spencer was fueling every bit of the wild desire they’d tapped into, but Barry was just fine with that. After all, Marie had inadvertently unlocked his wild desire in the process.

    Barry pulled out and Marie quickly spun around and pressed her body against his. He closed his eyes and held her in his arms as the warm water gently massaged his back.

    “I guess it’s a good thing we decided to come on this trip, isn’t it?” Marie said.

    Barry chuckled. “It certainly is.” They’d accepted the invitation at the last minute and given what had unfolded, Barry wondered if it might end up being a life changing experience for them. At the very least it would be a thrilling week, and that alone would be well worth it.

    “I’ve gotta run into town,” Spencer announced soon after breakfast.

    “I’ll go with you,” Barry said. He had no particular reason to do so, but he wanted to talk to his friend.

    Spencer seemed unenthusiastic about Barry joining him, but he said, “Sounds good.”

    Barry gave Marie a quick kiss on the cheek, wished the rest of their friends a good afternoon, and joined Spencer in the car. “So, I saw what happened last night,” he said as they stopped at the end of the driveway.

    A look of panic crossed Spencer’s face before he said, “What do you mean?”

    “You and Marie in the hot tub. I saw what happened,” Barry clarified.

    Spencer’s grip on the steering wheel tightened for a moment before his shoulders sank and his hands dropped to his knees. “I’m sorry, Barry. I feel terrible about it. I don’t know what I was thinking. I really don’t.”

    Barry was surprised at how much he enjoyed Spencer’s discomfort, but he wasn’t actually angry so he saw no reason to make his friend marinate in that feeling any longer than necessary. “I’m not mad,” he said.

    Spencer turned to Barry with a look of genuine surprise on his face. “Okay, but, are you sure that you saw what happened last night?”

    “You and Marie kissed in the hot tub. You fondled her breasts. She almost certainly stroked you under the water. Is that about right?” Barry asked.

    Spencer looked away, grabbed the steering wheel, and turned onto the main road with a laugh. “Okay, yeah, you definitely saw what happened. Let me say again that I’m sorry. But also, why aren’t you mad?”

    “After your little dalliance, Marie came up to our room and we had the best sex we’ve had in years, maybe ever. We fucked again this morning and it might have been even better than it was last night,” Barry explained. “I don’t really understand it, but I don’t care. All that matters is that Marie kissing you in the hot tub seems to be the best thing to happen to my sex life in a long time.”

    Spencer let out a deep breath as a look of relief washed over his face. He cracked a smile and said, “Well, then, I’m glad I could help.”

    “I should be mad at both of you,” Barry said. “But I’m not, and I’m certainly not going to gin up some faux anger just because it’s what I should do. In fact, I was thinking that I wouldn’t object to it if you and Marie found a way to spend a little time together again.”

    Spencer shot Barry a confused look before turning his focus back to the road. “Wait, what are you saying?”

    “I’m not sure of the specifics, but I guess I’m saying that if Marie wants to hang out in the hot tub again that you should do it,” Barry explained. “Or, I don’t know, maybe she asks you to go on a hike or go somewhere else. She doesn’t know that I saw the two of you, so I’m not really sure what she’s thinking with regards to you. It’s possible she’s not thinking anything at all, but if she is – and if she seems interested – I’m just saying that you can go ahead and entertain whatever desires she might have.”

    They pulled up to a stop sign and Spencer turned to Barry with pure disbelief on his face. “Okay, so, just to be clear, you’re telling me that if your wife wants to hook up with me that I should do it?”

    “Yes,” Barry answered.

    “So, let’s say tonight is like last night. You, me, and Marie are home alone. She says she wants to go in the hot tub. She invites both of us. You say no. I say yes. We have a drink and she gets a little frisky like she did last night. You’re saying you want me to go with it? You want me to do whatever your wife wants?” Spencer asked.

    “Yes,” Barry replied, though hearing Spencer spell it out made it all seem a little bit absurd.

    “What if Marie wants more than we did last night?” Spencer asked.

    Barry hadn’t entirely considered that part, because more than last night would almost certainly mean something far more sexual. Would Marie want that? Would she want to fuck Spencer? Would she want to stroke his cock or go down on him? Would she want him to finger her or go down on her? If she wanted some or all of those things, would Barry really be okay with it?

    “Then you should give her more,” Barry answered. He was following his instincts and they told him that he wouldn’t be angry if Marie wanted more, that anything that might inspire more of the sex they’d had last night and that morning was a good thing.

    “Barry, you’re saying that I should fuck your wife if that’s what she wants. Is that right?” Spencer asked.

    Barry imagined Marie sitting on the edge of the hot tub with her legs spread. He thought of Spencer sliding his cock into her pussy and fucking her while he watched from the window above. The imagery inspired quite a stir of arousal between his legs, which meant there was only one answer to Spencer’s question.

    “Yes, that’s right,” Barry said.

    “Okay, well, good to know,” Spencer replied.

    Barry looked over to see a smile on his friend’s face. Spencer was interested, even if he wasn’t going to say it. Of course he was interested, though. Of all their friends, Spencer was unquestionably the one that wouldn’t have any problem fucking someone else’s wife, particularly if he was encouraged to do so.

    The only question was whether or not Marie was actually interested, and if she was, would she try and make it happen. Barry couldn’t help but hope that she would.

  
    It’s Good to be Married to a Naughty Girl – Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    The bedroom door opened with a slight creak and Marie stepped inside with a towel slung over her arm. Her body was still a little damp from the hot tub and her chest was flushed red, no doubt from the orgasm she’d just enjoyed.

    “Stop right there,” Barry said.

    Marie shut the door and leaned against it. She dropped her towel and stared at Barry, though he couldn’t tell what she was thinking or feeling.

    “Strip,” Barry instructed.

    Marie reached up to untie her bikini top and it quickly fell to the floor, exposing the breasts that Spencer had played with in the hot tub. She slowly lowered her bikini bottoms and Barry stared between her legs at the pussy his friend had just lustily eaten, offering Marie an orgasm after she’d so generously sucked him off.

    “Are you wet?” Barry asked.

    Marie nodded.

    “Show me,” he instructed. “Put two fingers in your pussy.”

    Marie leaned against the door, spread her legs, and reached down to slip two fingers into her pussy. They moved inside her with ease and she moaned as Barry’s gaze remained fixed between his wife’s legs.

    Barry moved to sit at the edge of the bed. He beckoned for Marie to come closer and she approached with a seductive sway in her hips and a naughty smile on her face. She stepped between his legs and Barry leaned forward and kissed her breasts. Marie ran her fingers through his hair and put a hand on the back of his head, pulling him closer to her perky, warm, slightly damp flesh as his lips and tongue ran over it. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked gently, eliciting a moan of pleasure as he thought of how intensely arousing it had been to watch his wife give Spencer a blowjob in the hot tub.

    “You were a very naughty girl,” Barry said as he tightened his grip on her ass and looked up into his wife’s eyes.

    “I know,” she replied. “I couldn’t help myself. Spencer’s just so charming and handsome and once we were in the hot tub together…well, I just stopped thinking about anything other than how much I’d enjoy being a naughty girl with him.”

    Barry stood and looked down at his wife’s plump, perfect lips. He imagined how they’d look wrapped around Spencer’s cock – his view from the window didn’t allow for the appreciation of the finer details of a blowjob – and he reached up to run his thumb over them.

    “How did it make you feel to wrap these lips around another man’s cock?” Barry asked.

    “It made my heart pound. It made my pussy tingle. It filled me with a kind of excitement I haven’t felt in a long time,” Marie answered.

    Barry pressed his thumb against her lower lip and Marie opened her mouth and encircled his finger. He pushed it onto her tongue and stared into her eyes as she sucked in a remarkably seductive manner.

    “Is this how you sucked his cock?” Barry asked. “Is this how you made Spencer feel good in the hot tub?”

    Marie nodded as she took the entirety of his thumb in her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned while her tongue did truly wondrous things.

    “Did you enjoy sucking his cock?” Barry asked.

    “Yes,” Marie answered as he rubbed his thumb over her lips once again. “I did, Barry. I enjoyed sucking Spencer’s cock. I enjoyed knowing that you were watching, too. I loved it, in fact. I loved that you were standing in the bedroom window watching me be a naughty girl. I loved that you stood there and watched while I offered Spencer my mouth and sucked his beautiful cock until he offered me the reward of his thick cum.”

    Barry smiled and moved behind her. He grabbed a handful of Marie’s hair and bent her over the bed. She placed her hands on the comforter and he reached down to rub the smooth, warm skin of her ass before reaching back and delivering a swift blow.

    The sound of his flesh meeting hers filled the bedroom and Marie let out a quiet moan. Barry reached back and delivered two more blows, spanking each of his wife’s milky white ass cheeks and reddening her flesh ever so slightly.

    “You deserve that,” he said.

    “I know,” Marie replied.

    “Tell me why,” Barry demanded as he moved behind Marie and quickly freed his cock.

    “Because I was a naughty girl,” she said. “And naughty girls need to be punished.”

    Barry reached down and slipped two fingers into Marie’s slick, steamy pussy. He plunged them as deep as they could go and vigorously fucked her while the head of his stiff dick rested against her reddened ass cheek.

    Marie moaned and he tightened his grip on her hair and pulled hard enough that her head snapped back while yet another moan escaped her lips. She pushed her hips back to meet the thrusts of his fingers, showing her desperation to delve deeper into the kinky game that had started the first time she fooled around with Spencer in the hot tub.

    Barry pulled his fingers from Marie’s slick pussy and rubbed the head of his cock over her labia. She moaned and pushed back but he refused to fill her.

    “Please, Barry, fuck me,” Marie begged. “Please give me your cock. Please, fuck me.”

    “If I fuck you, I’m not going to be gentle,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you hard, Marie. I’m going to punish you for being a naughty girl. I’m going to fuck you hard enough to leave your pussy sore.”

    “Do it,” Marie said. “Punish me, Barry. Punish me for being a naughty girl.”

    Barry slid his cock into Marie’s pussy and held it deep inside her. He leaned forward, kissed her neck, and said, “Did you enjoy sucking Spencer’s cock?”

    “Yes,” Marie admitted. “I loved it. I loved sucking his big cock.”

    Barry pulled out and slammed his cock into her, causing Marie to cry out from the force of his thrust.

    “Did you like it when he came in your mouth?” Barry asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “Barry, I loved that I made him cum in my mouth. I love that I gave such a good blowjob that Spencer couldn’t help but cum in my mouth.”

    “Does that mean you like being a good cocksucker, Marie?” he asked.

    Marie moaned and Barry pulled back on her hair and kissed her neck as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy.

    “Tell me, Marie. Do you like being a good cocksucker for Spencer?” Barry asked.

    “Yes!” she admitted. “Fuck…Barry, yes, I like being a good cocksucker for Spencer. I like that I sucked him off. I like that his cum is in my stomach right now. I like that a part of him is inside me.”

    Barry fucked his wife with wild abandon as she took him deeper into what had quickly become their shared kink.

    “You’re a naughty little cocksucker, Marie,” he said.

    “Yes, I am!” she cried out. “Spank me, Barry. Spank me for being a naughty little cocksucker.”

    Barry stood up, kept his tight grip on Marie’s hair, and spanked her ass like she wanted. He did so with wild abandon, too, for he was lost in his pursuit of pleasure and her pussy felt spectacularly good. He delivered one blow after another to her soft, vulnerable ass cheeks while pummeling her pussy with deep, hard thrusts as she remained bent over the bed.

    “Barry, I’m cumming!” Marie screamed. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Barry fucked her harder and faster to try and cum inside her right as she climaxed. Marie got there a few seconds before him, but it wasn’t long before every inch of him was in her pussy and he was expelling a deeply pleasurable orgasm while Marie rested her head against the comforter as her legs trembled and her cunt spasmed around his shaft.

    “God damn,” Barry said.

    “I know,” Marie replied as she looked back at him.

    Barry ran his hands over his wife’s reddened ass as his cock remained inside her. She moaned softly at his gentle touch and a joyous smile crossed his face. Barry wasn’t sure where the pursuit of their newfound kink would take them, but he knew it was a journey he wanted to take.

    
      
    

    Barry stared out the cabin’s window as visions of Marie in a rather fetching pair of blue leggings danced through his head. He’d watched her put them on just a few hours ago. He’d stared at her ass in the thin, skintight fabric and he’d marveled at how good it looked. He’d tried to interest Marie in fooling around, but she had other plans, as she’d made clear in the conversation they had.

    “Spencer asked me to go on a hike,” she’d begun.

    “Just the two of you?” Barry asked.

    Marie looked his way and smiled before taking off her t-shirt and putting on a sports bra. “Just the two of us.”

    “And you’re wearing those leggings and that sports bra?” he asked.

    Marie nodded and sat down to put on her socks and sneakers. “You don’t mind, do you?”

    “What are you planning on doing on this hike?” Barry asked.

    “Well, I imagine Spencer would like to me to suck his cock again,” Marie answered. “I imagine he’d like me to get on my knees in the woods and swallow his big, beautiful dick until he cums down my throat.”

    That’s all it took for Barry to get hard, but he couldn’t resist a follow up. “And do you imagine doing that for him?”

    “Well, like you said yesterday, I’m a naughty little cocksucker, so I imagine I’ll be happy to get on my knees for Spencer if that’s what he wants,” Marie answered.

    Despite several days of kinky play with Marie, Barry still had moments where he found it difficult to believe that she was the same woman he’d been married to for years. She was, of course. It’s just that this part of her had clearly been hidden somewhere deep inside.

    Once her shoes were tied Marie stood and approached the bed where Barry sat with an erection between his legs and a book in his hands. “You know, Spencer’s not the only man that I’d enjoy being a naughty little cocksucker for,” she said softly. “After we get back, maybe I’ll show you what it’s like to experience your wife’s talented mouth. Would you enjoy that?”

    Barry nodded and Marie leaned over and kissed him softly. She parted her lips and offered her tongue as her fingers moved under the sheets to gently stroke the erection she seemed delighted to have found.

    “You love me, don’t you?” Marie asked.

    “More than I ever have,” Barry replied.

    She stroked him a few seconds longer and then released his cock, turned, and headed for the door. “I suspect I’ll be back in a few hours, and I suspect I’ll have another load of Spencer’s cum in my stomach when I return, because I really am the naughty little cocksucker you said I am.”

    She walked out after that, leaving Barry with a throbbing erection and the need to fill a few hours time without losing his mind. Barry killed that time with reading, chatting with their other friends, strolling around the grounds of the cabin, and thinking endlessly about what Marie and Spencer were doing.

    He couldn’t help it. No matter how hard he tried, thoughts of his wife and his friend fooling around on a hike kept filling Barry’s head. It was thrilling and annoying all at the same time, but it ensured that he was as eager as he’d ever been to see his wife when she and Spencer emerged from the woods with smiles on their faces. The hike was over. Marie had returned and with any luck she’d treat Barry to the joys of a blowjob.

    “Hey,” Spencer said as he walked in and saw Barry.

    “Good hike?” Barry asked.

    “It was perfect,” Marie replied as she stepped inside right after Spencer. “Truly perfect. I need to change – I got awfully sweaty – so why don’t you follow me and I’ll tell you all about it.”

    Barry followed his wife up the stairs and into the bedroom and the moment the door shut she pushed him up against it and stroked his cock through his pants.

    “Did you miss me?” she asked.

    Barry nodded. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

    Marie smiled. “What were you thinking about?”

    “About what you and Spencer were doing on your hike,” he answered.

    Marie leaned in and kissed his neck. She moaned and Barry grabbed her ass possessively and squeezed it in the leggings. “Were you thinking about me sucking Spencer’s cock? Were you thinking about your wife getting on her knees for another man and being a cocksucker for him?”

    “Yes,” Barry admitted.

    Marie hurriedly took his pants off and took his stiff cock in her hand. She looked up at Barry and said, “Did it turn you on to think about that, Barry? Did it make this dick of yours stiff to think about me sucking Spencer’s cock in the woods?”

    “Fuck yes it did,” Barry said.

    Marie kissed his neck and cheek and as her lips neared his Barry felt an overpowering desire to kiss her. He moved to do so but Marie backed away and smiled. “Do you want to kiss me, Barry?” she asked.

    “I do,” he admitted.

    “Even though my lips were wrapped around Spencer’s cock?” she asked.

    Barry moaned as his dick throbbed in her hand. It felt like she’d seized control, which was a departure from their previous play sessions after a dalliance with Spencer. Barry couldn’t help but enjoy the change of pace, though. “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Is it possible you want to kiss me because my lips were wrapped around Spencer’s cock?” Marie asked. “Do you want to pursue a little bit of that naughty pleasure by feeling your wife’s cocksucking lips against yours?”

    “Fuck, Marie, please, kiss me,” Barry said.

    Marie smiled and offered that kiss. Her lips felt soft and perfect as she pressed them against his before invading his mouth with her tongue. Barry unleashed a wild, wondrous moan and pleasure surgeg through his cock thanks to Marie’s skillful ministrations.

    Marie stepped back and dropped to her knees. She looked up at him as her lips found their way to the head of his cock and offered a soft kiss. Her eyes were big and bright and full of lust and when she took him in her mouth Barry tried his best not to moan so loudly that their friends could hear.

    “The trail was a little bit busy at the start,” Marie said. “So as much as I wanted to get on my knees for Spencer right away, we couldn’t. We had to wait, though that didn’t stop him from touching me as often as he could.”

    “How did he touch you?” Barry asked.

    Marie kissed the head of his cock again and answered, “He’d put his arm around me or reach out to help me over a particularly steep rock, or he’d just reach out and grab my ass for a quick moment. All of it felt good, though, and all of it only served to turn me on more.”

    Barry was going to ask another question when Marie swallowed his cock. She took half the length with ease and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the tremendous pleasure of her warm, wet mouth.

    “There was one point where he quickly pulled me behind a particularly thick tree, pushed me up against it and slid his fingers down the front of my leggings,” she explained. “He found his way into my pussy and noted how wet I was. I told him it was for him, Barry. I told him I was soaked because I kept thinking about him and about having him in my mouth again.”

    “What did he do?” Barry asked.

    “He pulled his fingers from my pussy and put them in my mouth,” Marie answered. “I sucked them clean, of course, and had he put them back in my pussy I absolutely would have cum, because sucking my juices off his fingers while up against a tree on a hike was so much hotter than I thought possible.”

    Marie kissed the head of his cock and then made her way down the shaft before taking one of Barry’s balls in her mouth and sucking gently as she looked up at him. Her eyes sparkled with lust as she offered intense pleasure and Barry watched as the wildest imaginable version of his wife unfurled herself.

    “It wasn’t until an hour into the hike that Spencer pulled me off the trail again,” Marie explained as her fingers danced over the head of Barry’s cock, sending pulses of pleasure through his loins. “He took me behind this little rock outcropping and kissed me. His hands were all over my body and I could feel his cock pushing into my stomach. I dropped to my knees, took his shorts down, and smiled at the sight of his beautiful, stiff dick bouncing in front of me.”

    “Did you make him feel good?” Barry asked.

    “Of course I did,” Marie replied. “After all, I’m a naughty little cocksucker, aren’t I, and a naughty little cocksucker always makes a man feel good.”

    Barry unleashed a long, low moan of pleasure as Marie took him in her mouth and swallowed most of his cock. She bobbed up and down on the shaft, sucking with wild abandon and doing some truly spectacular things with her tongue that had him practically trembling with pleasure.

    “I gave a wet, noisy, sloppy blowjob,” Marie explained. “I sucked hard and fast. I played with his balls and I sucked on them a little bit too. I really was a cocksucker, Barry. I was completely dedicated to making Spencer feel good without a care in the world. If someone walked up I wouldn’t have given a damn. I wouldn’t have stopped. I just wanted to feel him cum in my mouth. I needed it, Barry. My body was consumed with a crazed desire to make Spencer cum.”

    “Did you?” Barry asked. “Did you make him cum?”

    “Of course I did,” Marie answered. “I made him cum in my mouth. I caught every bit of it, too. I worked the head with my tongue until he was finished and then I swallowed for him. I even stuck out my tongue to show Spencer that I’d taken his load down my throat.”

    Marie took Barry in her mouth and offered a wet, sloppy, noisy blowjob. It felt unlike anything he’d ever experienced from her, and the fact that she’d done the same thing for Spencer only made it hotter.

    “Holy fuck, Marie,” he said. “That’s amazing. That’s fucking amazing.”

    She didn’t stop. She didn’t slow down. She kept on sucking. She stroked him. She played with his balls. She worked him vigorously in the name of making him cum and it wasn’t long before Barry’s loins tensed up and he unloaded in Marie’s mouth. She kept her lips wrapped around the head and worked him with her tongue as he gave her every drop of his cum.

    Marie swallowed and then opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing him that every drop had disappeared. “Was that good?” she asked. “Was I a good cocksucker for you, baby?”

    “That was great,” Barry answered. “Fuck, that was great. Did Spencer make you cum?”

    “He did,” Marie replied. “Twice, in fact. Once after I’d sucked him off and once right before we got back to the cabin. I’d like to cum again, though, if you wouldn’t mind making your naughty wife feel good.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” Barry said. He helped Marie to her feet and led her towards the bed. “How naughty are you feeling?”

    “Very, very naughty,” she replied.

    Barry stepped behind her and slipped a hand into her leggings. His fingers moved between her pussy lips and invaded her wet flesh as he kissed her neck.

    “A naughty girl deserves a spanking,” he said softly.

    “Yes, she does,” Marie replied.

    “Pull your leggings down and bend over the bed,” he instructed.

    Marie did as instructed and Barry reached out and rubbed her ass. He marveled at the idea that his wife genuinely wanted a spanking – and wondered how he could have remained blind to that desire of hers for so long – before reaching back and delivering the first of what would be many blows that would lead her down the path to yet another spectacular orgasm.

  
    It’s Not Your Bed Anymore

    At first they met in hotels. You’d pay for the room and your wife and her bull would get together for a night wild, wondrous passion. Sometimes they’d invite you to watch and indulge in the pleasure every good cuckold deserves and sometimes they’d spend the night alone and she’d come back to you the next morning.

    After a few months they started going to his place. Your wife said it felt more intimate that way. She liked waking up in his house. She liked that they’d make breakfast together and then she’d come home to you and indulge in your lust for her pussy after another man had been inside her.

    It was your idea for him to spend the night at your house. You wanted to experience the thrill of knowing that another man was fucking your wife in her bed and that she’d fall asleep in his arms instead of yours. You knew it was dangerous, but you couldn’t resist the pleasure.

    It was good, too. In fact, it was great. Your orgasm that night was among the best you’d ever had and your pleasure was greatly enhanced by watching your wife have sex with another man in the bed you share with her.

    You jerked off twice that night while you listened from the guest room as your wife and her bull indulged in their desire for each other. Each time you closed your eyes and listened while picturing your wife and her bull fucking in the bed you typically share with her. Each time you came hard.

    That was months ago. While they still go to his house from time to time, most often they fuck – or make love, depending on the night – in your bed. He’s typically in your bed two nights a week, sometimes three. He’s become a fixture in your household and you’re certain it’s because they both enjoy it more when they’re doing it in your bed.

    Then this moment arrived. This moment where your wife informed you that it was no longer your bed that she and her bull were fucking in. It was their bed and you were the interloper.

    “I’m sorry, my love, but this isn’t your bed anymore,” she began. “This is the bed my bull and I share. You’ve been replaced in the bedroom, which means you don’t get to sleep by my side anymore. That privilege belongs to another man now.”

    “But what about when he’s not here?” you asked.

    She smiled and reached up to caress your face. “It’s his bed now and he doesn’t want another man sleeping in it. He’s not like you. He’s not turned on by the idea of someone else sleeping with me. I’m going to respect his desire, which means you don’t get to sleep in our bed anymore.”

    You knew she meant her and her bull’s bed. It was no longer the bed you shared with your wife. It was now the bed she shared with another man.

    “So I’ll never get to sleep with you?” you asked.

    “You’ll never sleep with me in this bed,” she said. “I’ll come to your bed sometimes, though. Not often, but sometimes. You’re still my husband, after all.”

    “This seems extreme,” you said.

    Your wife inched her body closer to you. Her lips found yours and you shared a long, tender kiss. Her hand moved down your chest and into your underwear. Her fingers found your cock, which was hard as a rock.

    “Your cock seems to enjoy this change,” she said.

    You wanted to roll away, to ignore the arousal emanating from between your legs. You wanted to talk to your wife about the change she’d instituted without your input, but you couldn’t. You couldn’t resist.

    You opened your mouth to say something – anything, really – and she kissed you again. This time her tongue slipped between your lips and danced with yours. She stroked your faster and you moaned. It felt so good that you just couldn’t help it.

    Your wife released your cock and took her panties off. She rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and asked, “Would you like to fuck me one more time in the bed we used to share?”

    You desperately wanted that.

    “Take me,” she said. “Fuck me. Fuck me one last time in this bed and then move your stuff into the guest room.”

    You took your underwear off, moved between your wife’s legs, and slipped inside her. She moaned and you took a moment to enjoy how utterly perfect her pussy felt.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” she asked.

    You started to thrust slowly. “It feels perfect.”

    “Take your time,” she said. “Enjoy fucking me in the bed my bull and I share. Enjoy fucking me one last time before you move out of our bedroom. Enjoy the pussy that craves another man more than it’s ever craved you.”

    “Please,” you said, pleading for her to let you enjoy her pussy a little longer. Your wife knew her dirty talk was going to make you cum quickly. She must have known.

    “My pussy prefers him,” she said. “It gets wetter for him. It gets wetter just thinking about him than it gets for you. It cums harder when he’s inside me. That’s why this bedroom is no longer yours. That’s why he’s the only man that will sleep in this bed with me from now on. He’s better than you.”

    You came. It took less than two minutes. It felt great, though. It was the kind of orgasm you could feel from head to toe. It was perfect in every way.

    Your wife kissed your cheek and held you close, even wrapping her legs around you. “Was that good?” she asked.

    “It was wonderful,” you answered.

    “Good. You can stay inside me a little longer, but then you do need to move your stuff into the guest bedroom. This isn’t your bed anymore and I want to make room for his things,” she instructed.

    “Of course,” you said. You could have argued, but her decision was made and you weren’t going to win that argument, so you chose to accept reality.

  
    It’s Time for You to Leave, Cuckold. My Boyfriend will be here Soon.

    Some women aren’t suited to sleeping around. It’s just not in them to be a cuckoldress that uses another man for his cock and little else. The wannabe cuckolds married to those women don’t have to give up hope though. It’s still possible for the dream to come true, and you’re a testament to that. Much to your dismay, your wife was horrified at the idea of cuckolding you when you brought it up. She didn’t want to be someone’s slut. She didn’t want to be used by a revolving cast of men. 

    You apologized for even mentioning it and felt truly terrible, but you misinterpreted her objections. It turns out she was fine with cuckolding you. She just needed it to be about more than sex. She needed to find a boyfriend. Your wife wanted to feel all those good feelings that come when you’re first dating someone. She wanted to be enamored with him, to be lustful for him all day long, to think about him constantly. 

    You knew it was risky. You’d read about the perils of a cuckold marriage. You didn’t care. You told your wife to find a boyfriend. You told her to date another man. She did. Your beautiful wife signed up for a dating app and began the hunt. She messaged guys. She flirted over text. She enjoyed a few phone calls before picking the man that would become her boyfriend.

    It wasn’t like when you were dating, of course. She wasn’t looking for a man to settle down with. She was looking for a more advanced version of a fuck buddy, which meant certain things didn’t matter. He didn’t need to be looking for a commitment. If he wasn’t available all the time, that was fine. She had you, after all. You’re her husband and the love of her life. You might not be everything she craves in the bedroom, but no man is perfect and you’re willing to let her step outside the marriage to find the wild satisfaction she craves.

    Your wife understood that. She understood what a wonderful man you are. She understood what a gift you were giving her. That’s why she eagerly returned the favor, giving you so many beautiful gifts of the type that cuckolds crave desperately.

    The first gift was an invitation to be a voyeur for her third date with the new man. They were going to meet at a coffee shop and then go for a walk in the park. A simple date, but one filled with plenty of chances to make out with her new man. She knew you’d jump at the chance to watch her have a little flirty fun with him. You couldn’t say no.

    You found a spot in the corner at the coffee shop 30 minutes before they were to arrive. Your wife walked in first wearing a pair of tight jeans and your favorite sweater. You’d seen the insanely sexy black bra she’d worn under it and she’d already told you he’d be playing with her tits at some point during the date. You couldn’t wait.

    It wasn’t long after they sat together with their cappuccinos that the kissing began. At first it was your wife giving him a peck on the cheek. Then she kissed his neck. Then she was nibbling on his ear lobe. He was trying to resist the urge to make out with her in a coffee shop, but he couldn’t. He turned, their lips met, and in an instant they were kissing in an entirely inappropriate manner for a public space. Things got so hot and heavy an employee came over and asked them to stop.

    Your wife giggled and soon after they slipped out of the shop and were on their way to the park. You’d linked your phones so you could follow her even if they got too far ahead of you, which is why it was easy to find them in a grassy spot under a tree. She’d brought a blanket and they were kissing by the time you arrived and found a spot on a bench with a good view.

    You watched, utterly enraptured, as his hands moved over her body while they kissed. He caressed her legs, squeezed her ass, and rubbed her lower back. His hand deftly moved inside her shirt and up her chest without making it overwhelmingly obvious what he was doing. You could see it though. He was playing with your wife’s perky tits under her sweater. He was groping your wife in public and you loved it.

    Your favorite gift was when she let you listen to her have phone sex with her boyfriend. She put on a beautiful black lace bodysuit and invited you to lie next to her without a stitch of clothing on you. Your wife called her boyfriend – she’d been seeing him for two months at that point – and got right into the naughty fun. He knew why she was calling, after all.

    “I miss your cock, baby,” was the first thing she said to him. It made you stiff as you caressed her soft thighs. She’d given you permission to touch her as long as you promised to stay silent. Her boyfriend knew about you and your love of being a cuckold, but she didn’t want you interrupting her fun with him. “Yeah, you miss my pussy? It misses you. It needs you, baby. I need you. I need you to fuck me,” she said, turning up the heat on her phone sex session right off the bat.

    “No, baby. You know my husband doesn’t give me what I need. You know only you can give me what I need. Only that beautiful cock of yours can give me what I need,” your wife said as she looked into your eyes. She wanted you to take in every word of it. She wanted you to savor that beautiful dose of erotic humiliation.

    She pointed between her legs, silently signaling you to get between them and use your tongue on her pussy. You moved swiftly and pulled aside the strip of lace covering her needy cunt before licking it voraciously. She moaned and urged her boyfriend to fill her, “Yes baby. Put your cock inside me. Put that big dick in my pussy and fuck me!”

    Your cock felt impossibly hard between your legs as you went down on your beautiful wife while she enjoyed a phone sex session with her boyfriend. She’d promised you an orgasm afterwards, so you dutifully licked her clit and slipped a finger inside her. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Cum inside me, baby. Cum inside me!” That was new. She used condoms with her boyfriend so it was thrilling to hear her beg for a creampie. You nearly came from the light friction of your cock against the bedspread.

    After they’d hung up your wife grabbed hold of your cock and stroked it slowly while kissing you. “Did you like that, honey? Did you like listening to my boyfriend fuck me?” she asked you between sensual kisses. Yes was the only answer. You enjoyed it immensely. “I know you liked when I begged him to cum inside me. I know you want him to fill me with his cum, cuckold.” That was it. You came in her hand, confirming your desire for her to take a creampie without saying a word.

    Now she’s dressed in white lingerie and in your marital bed. The woman you fell in love with looks flawless, but she looks that way for another man. She looks that way for her boyfriend, who’s on his way over. He’ll be there shortly, which means it’s time for you to leave. You haven’t gotten to the point where you get to watch. Instead, she sends you away and spends as long as she wants with her boyfriend. You get a text when she’s done. Then you get to come home and lick her perfect pussy. You wouldn’t have it any other way. You’ve never been happier that your wife has a boyfriend. You’re such a good cuckold husband.

  
    It’s Vacation, Right¿

    Vacation is about cutting loose, right? It’s about relaxing in whatever works best for you.

    Before you left for your trip, you hinted at the idea of your girlfriend fooling around with someone else on vacation. She seemed receptive to the idea, but you didn’t think she’d actually go through with it.

    You saw her flirting with the bellhop as you checked in. You heard her flirting with him as she handed him a tip after dropping your bags off at the room. You had no idea she’d invited him to spend a little time with her in the sauna, though.

    You were both at the pool for a little while. Then she told you she was going to get in a sweat. You’re not such a big fan of the sauna, so you let her go by herself.

    Not long after, you got a text. Your girlfriend suggested that you’d very much enjoy it if you came to the sauna. You weren’t sure what she meant, but you were damn sure going to find out. You grabbed your phone and headed that way.

    She was the only one in the sauna when you pushed the door open and stepped inside. She was seated on that wooden bench. Her face was flushed and she was sweaty, but it was hot in there.

    Then she informed you that she’d fucked the bellhop in the sauna. She’d invited him into her pussy. She’d let him fuck her without protection. She’d let him cum inside her.

    You were surprised at how much you enjoyed the idea that he’d cum inside her and you sprouted an obvious erection that let your girlfriend know you found the idea rather appealing.

    She smiled, turned towards you, and spread her legs. You stared between them. There was no question she’d been fucked, and there was no question he’d cum inside her.

    “Come and eat my pussy,” she said.

    You hesitated. Did you really want to eat another man’s cum from your girlfriend’s pussy? Did you really want to clean a stranger’s load from her on your first day of vacation? Did you really want to admit that you were that kind of guy?

    “Baby, don’t pretend like you don’t want this,” she said. “Your cock can’t lie. It’s telling the truth. You want to bury your face in my messy cunt and lick up the mess the cute bellhop left inside me. You want to hear me tell you about how good he fucked your girlfriend’s tight little pussy while you’re busy cleaning up his load. We both know you want it, and we’re on vacation, so why not do what you want?”

    You stepped closer.

    “That’s it,” she said. “He fucked me so good, baby. He fucked me so hard and so good right here on this bench. He fucked your girlfriend’s tight little cunt and now you’re going to clean up his mess.”

    You stopped in front of her and loosened your swimsuit. It fell to the ground and you wrapped your fingers around your cock.

    “Stroke yourself,” she said. “Get on your fucking knees and eat my messy pussy while you stroke yourself. Go ahead, baby. Go ahead and eat my pussy.”

    You dropped to your knees. Your mouth approached her pussy. The closer you got, the hotter it looked. Your dick throbbed in your hand.

    The moment you got close enough your girlfriend reached out and put a hand on the back of your head. She pulled you to her pussy and you buried your tongue inside her. She moaned like she was getting fucked and you couldn’t stop. It sounded like she loved that you were eating her messy pussy. It sounded like it turned her on almost as much as fucking the bellhop had.

    “His cock was so big,” she said. “He reached places inside me no man ever has. I never realized how good a truly big cock can feel, baby. He stretched me out and he hit my cervix over and over. It was like having his arm inside me. I don’t know if I could take that all the time, but it’s vacation, right? Like you said, it’s time to have fun, to do what makes us happy. You know what’s going to make me happy? Taking his cock as many times as I want.”

    You tried to look up at your girlfriend and say something, but she held you between her legs. She pulled you closer. She smothered you with her slippery pussy.

    “Don’t talk, baby. Just clean up his load. Eat his cum from my pussy and stroke your cock. Don’t cum yet, though. Don’t cum until I tell you to, okay?” she said.

    You moaned to let her know you understood and you buried your tongue deeper inside her. You ate every drop of cum you could find as your body hummed with kinky desire.

    “Is this him?” a deep voice said from behind you.

    “It is,” your girlfriend said.

    You tried to see who’d entered the sauna, but your girlfriend grabbed two fistfuls of your hair and held you in place.

    “I told you he’d eat your load,” she said. “I didn’t even have to convince him. He was on his knees a few minutes after getting here. He fucking loves eating your cum out of my pussy. You can fuck me all week. You can fuck me and cum inside me and this little bitch will eat every drop of it.”

    “God damn,” the bellhop said. “It’s gonna be a hell of a week.”

    Your girlfriend pulled back on your hair and you looked up at her. “He’s gonna fuck me again. I want you to watch this time. You can sit on the other side of the sauna and jerk off while you do. No fucking cumming, though.”

    You nodded and slinked away to the other side of the sauna. Your dick was still hard. Your body still hummed with desire.

    The bellhop approached your girlfriend with a renewed erection. He slipped it inside her and she wrapped her legs around him. They fucked as you watched and wanked.

    It was vacation, after all. You were going to do what felt good.

  
    Ivy Craves Control - Part 1

    “Tom, can I ask you something?” Ivy said.

    Tom turned his attention from the TV and smiled at his beautiful wife. “Sure. What’s on your mind?”

    “This might sound weird,” Ivy began, “but if I got naked right now, what would you want to do?”

    “Uh, sorry, what?” Tom replied, mostly because he couldn’t quite wrap his mind around a question that seemed to come entirely out of the blue.

    “I know, it’s weird,” Ivy said. “We’re watching TV and then I’m asking you what you’d want to do if I suddenly got naked, but it’s what’s on my mind. So, I want you to be honest with me. If I took my clothes off, laid on the couch, and spread my legs, what would you want to do?”

    Ivy wasn’t a prude – two years into their marriage they still had an exceptionally active sex life – but she rarely leapt into a conversation about sex in such an abrupt manner. It left Tom confused more than anything, and his confused mind had trouble functioning.

    “I’m…I’m not sure,” he answered.

    “Would it help if I actually got naked?” she asked.

    Ivy didn’t give him a chance to answer. Instead, she stood and stripped. Tom watched his wife expose her lean, naked body one article of clothing at a time and he felt desire spread from between his legs.

    Ivy gently laid on the couch and spread her legs. She rested one hand on her thigh and the other across her stomach and smiled. “What do you want to do? Don’t think about it. Just answer. When you see me like this, what’s the first thing you want to do?”

    “I want to go down on you,” Tom replied.

    “Do you think that’s the way most men would answer?” Ivy asked.

    “I’m not sure,” Tom said, though he couldn’t help but feel a little defensive. Did Ivy think he’d given the wrong answer? Was she disappointed?

    “I dated a fair number of guys before I met you,” Ivy said, “and I’m quite certain that not a single one of them would have answered that question the way you did. I’m certain that they all would have said that fucking me is the first and only thing that would come to mind if I stripped, laid down, and spread my legs.”

    “Oh,” Tom replied. He certainly enjoyed fucking his wife and they had sex quite often, but it hadn’t been the first thing to pop into his head. “Is it a bad thing that I thought of going down on you first?”

    Ivy flashed the big, sweet smile that had made Tom ask her out in the first place. “Not at all. It’s different, but it’s not bad at all. Some of those guys I dated would only go down on me if it meant they got to fuck me, and they weren’t all that enthusiastic about it. It’s nice to be with a man that’s eager to go down on me. You’d say that’s the case, wouldn’t you? That you’re eager to go down on me?”

    Tom nodded. He could feel the eagerness as he gazed between his wife’s legs and admired her pussy. It was the most beautiful he’d ever seen, with a thin landing strip of pubic hair above and always plump labia that he thoroughly enjoyed sucking on as a prelude to tending to her clit.

    “Most of the time it feels like you’re more than eager to go down on me, though,” Ivy said. “It feels like you really enjoy it, in fact. It feels like it turns you on to go down on me, to make me feel good with your tongue. Would you say that’s true?”

    Tom nodded again. He’d never given it a great deal of critical thought, but Ivy was right. He’d always found it arousing to use his tongue to make her feel good. He enjoyed being between her legs and licking her while she moaned. He enjoyed the way she’d close her eyes and arch her back as she got close to her climax and he always found it thoroughly rewarding to give her an orgasm.

    “You often go down on me and make me cum without having an orgasm of your own,” Ivy said. “Did you know that?”

    Tom nodded.

    “Did you know that you’re the only guy I’ve ever been with that was like that? Most guys expect an orgasm of their own if they provide one. In fact, most expect an exchange. If they go down on me they expect that I’ll go down on them. You’ve never been that way, even when we were first dating,” Ivy explained.

    Ivy was right. Tom had always found it thrilling to provide her with an orgasm and he’d never been particularly driven to push for his own. He hadn’t thought about it much, in part because he figured every guy was that way. Why wouldn’t a man find it thrilling to give his girlfriend or wife a great orgasm?

    “I didn’t realize I was different in that way,” Tom said. “Does that make me weird?”

    Ivy ran her fingers over the soft, pale flesh of her inner thigh and Tom watched as they moved slowly towards the object of his affection.

    “It makes you wonderful,” Ivy said. “I like that I get to lie back and enjoy your tongue. I really like it, in fact.”

    Ivy gently rubbed her clit and bit her lower lip. She closed her eyes and moaned quietly as Tom felt his cock stir to life.

    “Do you want to go down on me right now, Tom?” Ivy asked.

    “I do,” he replied.

    “Even if you won’t get to cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Are you waiting for permission?” Ivy asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Tom replied. He wasn’t entirely sure why he hadn’t tried to move between his wife’s legs, but he hadn’t.

    Ivy rubbed her clit a little faster and moaned a little louder. “Did you know that you almost always wait for permission?” she asked.

    “Do I?” he replied.

    Ivy smiled and nodded. “You do. I almost always tell you to go down on me. We’re usually fooling around so I’m not telling you out of the blue, but you almost always wait until I’ve given you permission.”

    Tom wasn’t sure if it was a good or bad thing, but he knew Ivy was right. It was, yet again, not something he’d ever really thought about, but it was true. He typically waited, for whatever reason, to be told to go down on her.

    “Do you know that you almost always moan when I grab your hair while you’re going down on me?” Ivy asked as her fingers continued to dance over her clit.

    Tom nodded. He quite liked it when Ivy grabbed a handful of his hair. It felt strange to admit it, so he hadn’t done so, but he also quite liked it when she pulled hard enough for it to hurt just a little.

    “Do you know that I like it when you moan after I grab your hair?” Ivy asked.

    “Really?” he replied.

    Ivy nodded and slipped a finger into her pussy. It emerged a moment later completely soaked with her juices and Tom couldn’t help but wish she’d invite him between her legs to suck her finger clean and use his tongue to make her cum.

    “I also really like that you wait to be given permission before going down on me,” she continued. “I like that you seem to enjoy being told to use your tongue to pleasure me. I hadn’t thought about it much until recently, but I think I really like it.”

    Ivy’s finger returned to her clit and she moaned once more. The sounds of pleasure pulled Tom deeper into the sense of lust she seemed keen on building.

    Just as it seemed she might climax, Ivy pulled her hand away from her pussy and smiled. “Come closer,” she said to Tom. “I want to feel your lips on my thighs. Just my thighs, though. Do you understand?”

    Tom nodded as he leaned closer and moved between his wife’s legs. He kissed the warm, soft skin of her thighs as she’d requested. Ivy let out a soft, sensual moan each time his lips lingered against her body. He moved a little closer to her pussy with every kiss in the hope that she would eventually invite him to use his tongue.

    Ivy reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. Tom’s heart beat a little faster as he imagined Ivy entwining her fingers in his hair and pulling hard enough to cause just a little bit of pain. It had never really dawned on him just how much he enjoyed that small-but-sexy act until she’d mentioned it, but now it rested at the top of his mind.

    “Make me cum, Tom,” Ivy said as she grabbed a handful of his hair and gently directed him to her pussy.

    Tom moaned just like his wife said he would. He wasn’t performing, either. It just came out of him. He couldn’t help it. It was accompanied by a quick, wondrous rush of pleasure between his legs, as if the simple act of taking hold of his hair and directing him to her pussy was somehow connected to the arousal center of his brain.

    Tom put his tongue to use as he knew his wife enjoyed. He’d gone down on her hundreds of times in their relatively short time together. He’d never thought of himself as unique in that way, though. He figured all men enjoyed going down on their girlfriends and wives as much as he did. He figured all men enjoyed giving pleasure in the same way he did. It was how Tom had always been and so he’d never considered that he might be different from most.

    Ivy moaned and said, “That feels so good. Your tongue feels so good.”

    She pulled his hair a little harder and Tom moaned. Now that Ivy had pointed out how much he enjoyed being between her legs as she held his hair, Tom couldn’t help but think about it. He felt the surge of desire every time she tightened her grip on his hair. He felt the genuine need he had to make his wife cum. He felt the complete lack of desire to pull his cock out and slide it into her or satisfy himself in some way. He enjoyed cumming – of course he did – but in the moment it wasn’t a necessity. Making her cum was a necessity.

    “Fuck, Tom,” Ivy said as she closed her eyes and arched her back a little. “Eat my pussy! Eat my fucking pussy!”

    Tom moaned into his wife’s pussy, this time by choice. She didn’t talk like that very often and he found it insanely sexy.

    Soon enough, Tom’s efforts were rewarded. Ivy pulled hard on his hair and released it a moment later as she climaxed. She gently pushed him away from her clit and he looked up to see her eyes closed and her body writhing as the orgasm worked its way through her. Tom felt a genuine sense of joy at having been responsible for her pleasure.

    “That was wonderful,” Ivy said when she finally opened her eyes and looked down at him. “Come here.”

    Tom crawled closer and Ivy reached up to take his head in her hands. She guided Tom’s lips to hers and they shared a deeply sensual kiss where she seemed to be trying to suck the flavor of her pussy off his tongue. It felt spectacularly naughty.

    “Thank you,” Ivy said.

    “For eating your pussy?” Tom asked.

    Ivy laughed. “Did you enjoy that?”

    Tom smiled at his wife and glanced at her perky, lovely breasts as his cock continued to throb. “I did. You don’t talk like that very often.”

    Ivy wrapped her arms around him and Tom let his body rest on hers. “What if I talked like that more often? Would you like that?”

    “I would,” Tom replied before kissing her neck. “I’d like that very much.”

    “And what if I wanted to try other things?” Ivy asked.

    Tom lifted his head and looked into his wife’s big brown eyes. “Other things?”

    Ivy ran her fingers through his hair and grabbed a handful of it. She maintained her grip for just a moment, like she was trying to remind him of the fun they’d just had and the things she’d talked about.

    She relaxed her grip on his hair and said, “I think I like being in charge. In fact, I think I really like it. I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately and every time I consider it I come to the same conclusion. It’s hard to explain, but I like those moments where it feels like I’m the one in control, you know? It really turns me on that you wait until I tell you to go down on me. It turns me on that I’m almost always on top when we have sex. It turns me on that sometimes I get to cum and you don’t, especially when it feels like I’m the one making that decision. Does that make any sense?”

    Tom wasn’t entirely sure it made sense – it was the first he’d heard from his wife that she was into that sort of thing – but he could see a renewed sense of arousal in her eyes. Given that he’d just made her cum, he was on board with anything that aroused her with such ease.

    “What makes sense to me is trying just about anything that turns you on,” Tom replied.

    Ivy smiled and asked, “What if you don’t like some of it?”

    “Then I guess I’ll tell you and we’ll talk about it.”

    She reached between Tom’s legs and massaged his still-hard cock. “What if I want you to do it anyway? What if what would really turn me on is you doing something you don’t really want to do?”

    “Is that the sort of thing that turns you on?” he asked.

    “I don’t know,” she said. “But I want to find out. Are you okay with going on a little journey with me?”

    Tom’s cock was hard as a rock. Everything his wife had said, from his eagerness to make her cum to the way he enjoyed waiting until he was given permission to the way he enjoyed having his hair pulled on while he went down on her, was all true. Every bit of it was true and it seemed possible Ivy had noticed all sorts of things he hadn’t paid attention to. Maybe he really was the kind of man that liked a woman to take control.

    “Yes, I’ll go on that journey with you,” Tom said. He was a little nervous about doing so, but he knew Ivy loved him and he trusted that their journey wouldn’t take them anywhere he truly didn’t want to go. “I’ll go wherever you want.”

    Ivy released his cock and reached up to caress his face. “Good boy,” she whispered before pulling his lips to hers for a kiss.

    Tom welcomed his wife’s tongue into his mouth as the words “good boy” rattled around in his head. He wasn’t sure if it was the particular word choice or the way in which Ivy delivered it, but there was something about it he found thrilling. Was that a taste of what was to come? Was he really the kind of man his wife seemed to think he was? Tom wasn’t sure, but he was certain he was about to find out.

  
    Ivy Craves Control - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous part of the story.

    
      
    

    “What’s wrong?” Ivy asked.

    “What do you mean?” Tom replied.

    She sat up and he admired her breasts in the semi-sheer bra that showed her nipples. She wore a pair of matching panties that were currently pressed against his cock and Tom couldn’t help but love that his wife had worn such sexy underwear to work.

    “You don’t seem as excited as usual,” Ivy said. “Normally you’re out of your mind with desire when I get on top of you.”

    “I’m excited,” Tom replied. “I mean, can’t you feel it?”

    “Tom, I’m not crazy. I know you’re hard, but it never takes much to get you hard. I’m talking about everything else. I’m talking about the way you usually kiss me and touch me. I’m talking about the way it usually seems like being with me is the only thing in the world you care about. I’m not feeling that today. So, I’ll ask you again, what’s wrong?” Ivy asked in a tone that had grown increasingly serious.

    “Nothing’s wrong,” Tom said. “It’s just that I had an orgasm an hour ago. When you said you were going to be late getting home from work I took the opportunity to masturbate.”

    The sense of disappointment on Ivy’s face caught Tom by surprise and left him feeling far guiltier than he’d expected.

    “I want that to be the last time you masturbate without me,” she said.

    “What? Why?” Tom replied. He didn’t masturbate on his own all that often, but he liked having the freedom to take care of his sexual needs if Ivy wasn’t in the mood. Plus, sometimes it was fun to watch a porn video and orgasm exactly as he desired.

    Ivy leaned down until her lips hovered just above Tom’s. “Because I want to be in control of your orgasms. Because I’ve discovered that I find it incredibly hot to be in control of your orgasms.”

    Tom stared into his wife’s eyes and felt his heart pound in his chest. The intensity of her gaze was overwhelming. “What would that mean?” he asked. “You being in control, I mean.”

    “We talked about this, Tom,” Ivy said. “We talked about you trying new things with me. We talked about me taking more control. Don’t you remember?”

    Tom remembered clearly. The conversation had happened just a few nights ago. For some reason he didn’t consider that Ivy’s desire for more control would include her being the decision maker when it came to his orgasms.

    “You didn’t answer the question,” Tom said.

    Ivy smiled. “I suppose you’re right.” She leaned closer and offered a delicate, surprisingly seductive kiss on the neck. “It means that I decide when you get to orgasm. It means that you don’t play with your cock unless you have my permission. It also means that I don’t want you asking for permission. It means I’m taking on the responsibility of seeing to your sexual pleasure.”

    “If I agree to this, how often will I get to orgasm?” Tom asked.

    Ivy kissed his neck and began to rub her panty-clad pussy over his cock. Despite his dismay at the idea of his orgasms no longer being under his control, Tom felt the arousal his wife had noticed was lacking. He didn’t think that the idea of surrendering control of his orgasms was arousing, but it seemed that his body might have disagreed.

    “You will orgasm as often as I let you,” Ivy answered.

    Tom wondered if his arousal was a result of his wife’s obvious, borderline overwhelming lust. She was grinding on him like they were teenagers discovering how good it felt to touch each other in naughty ways. Her breathing was heavy and her lips moved over his neck in an utterly tantalizing manner. It was like she was pouring her desire into his body and making it impossible for Tom to think of anything other than doing exactly as his wife desired.

    “That’s not an answer,” Tom said.

    Ivy sat up and pressed her hands into his chest as she continued to grind over his crotch. “I know,” she said. “It wouldn’t be any fun if I gave you a schedule or a set number of orgasms every month. I meant it when I said you’ll orgasm as often as I let you. I want to play, Tom. I want to be in control of your pleasure. I want to be the one that decides when and if you orgasm and I want, sometimes at least, to make you earn it.”

    “Earn it?” Tom asked.

    Ivy nodded and reached down to pull her panties aside. She rubbed her plump, slippery pussy lips over the head of Tom’s cock and his loins twitched with an exceptionally strong desire to be inside her.

    “The look on your face right now, Tom, that’s what I crave. It’s desperation. I know you’re turned on. I can see it. I can see that you like the idea of giving me control of your orgasms. I can see that you’re turned on by the idea of your wife taking control of your cock. You do, don’t you?” Ivy asked.

    Given that he’d climaxed no more than a few hours prior, Tom was surprised by the sudden and overwhelming desire coursing through his body. He still wasn’t certain that it was Ivy’s demand to have control over his orgasms that he found so arousing, but he couldn’t argue with what had started between his legs and now felt like it encompassed the whole of his body.

    “Will you give me control, Tom?” Ivy asked as she took the very tip of his cock into the heat and wetness of her pussy. “Will you let me be the one to decide when you get to cum?”

    She took a little more of him inside her and Tom moaned. He wasn’t sure why, but her pussy felt better than usual. It was like his cock had come alive and could suddenly feel more of the absolute joy of being inside his wife. Something had changed, though he couldn’t quite figure out what. He just knew that he wanted more.

    “Yes,” Tom said. “Yes, you can have control.”

    Ivy smiled and lowered her pussy onto his cock. The incredible heat and wetness of her body swallowed his flesh and he closed his eyes and groaned. Tom reached for his wife’s ass and began to thrust up into her but she grabbed his wrists, pulled his hands from her ass, and effortlessly pinned them above his head.

    “You’re not in control,” she said. “No thrusting. You don’t get to fuck me. I get to fuck you and you only get to cum if I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    Tom nodded and Ivy leaned closer.

    “Good boy,” she whispered before kissing him. Tom moaned into his wife’s mouth before their tongues engaged in an erotic dance while she slowly moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. It felt perfect. Completely, utterly perfect in every imaginable way. Sensations of pleasure coursed through his body, from the way she was kissing him to the tight grip she maintained on his wrists to the absolute joy of being inside her.

    Ivy released his wrists and sat up. She smiled at Tom while moving her hips back and forth, milking his cock with her wet pussy and rubbing her clit into his pubic area with great vigor.

    Tom reached up to play with his wife’s breasts and she slapped his hand away. “Did I give you permission to touch my breasts?” she asked.

    He felt an unexpected surge of pleasure between his legs. It was as if being admonished for trying to touch his wife without permission thrilled him. He shook his head in response to her question.

    “No, I didn’t,” she said as her hips moved faster. Ivy moaned and reached up to play with her breasts while Tom watched and wished his hands were touching her soft, perfect flesh and playing with her nipples. “I’m in control, Tom. Not you. I’m in control and you need to learn to do as you’re told and nothing more.”

    “I will,” Tom said. “I’ll learn.”

    Ivy closed her eyes and gently pulled on her nipples as a wild, wondrous moan escaped her lips. Tom was thankful he’d cum an hour ago. Without having recently expelled his desire he almost certainly would have cum inside his wife and he would have done so without her permission. He wasn’t sure what she would have done if he’d disappointed her in that way, but he didn’t want to find out.

    “Fuck,” Ivy said as she leaned forward and pressed her hands into Tom’s chest. “Fuck, Tom, I’m cumming. Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She threw her head back and her hips stopped moving. Tom felt her thighs trembling as Ivy experienced what seemed like a deeply pleasurable orgasm.

    Eventually she opened her eyes, smiled, and lifted her pussy from his cock. She laid next to Tom and he put his arm around her and they cuddled as he remained stiff and slick with her juices.

    “That seemed like a good orgasm,” he said.

    “It was a great orgasm,” Ivy replied. “Thank you for your help.”

    Tom kissed the top of his wife’s head and ran his fingers over the small of her back as she cuddled a little closer.

    “Was it a better orgasm than you usually have?” he asked.

    “It was,” Ivy said. “The orgasm I had when you went down on me the other day was better too. That’s why I want to keep playing like this. It’s why I want to be in control. I don’t fully understand it, but right now I know that I cum harder when I’m in control.”

    “You’re not going to let me cum, are you?” Tom asked.

    Ivy lifted her head and smiled at him. “I might have let you cum if you hadn’t taken matters quite literally into your own hands. You did, though, so you don’t get to cum.” She kissed his chest and ran her tongue over his flesh before adding, “It’s a shame, too, because I’m quite certain you would have enjoyed cumming inside me a great deal more than you enjoyed jerking off. Am I right?”

    Tom nodded. There was no question he would have enjoyed that more, especially if the sex had been the sort they’d just had. He couldn’t really put his finger on it, but there was something about her take charge style that Tom really liked, though he likely would have disappointed her by cumming too quickly had he not masturbated.

    “I know it might sound a little scary to give me control, but I’m certain that you’re going to have better orgasms. I’m actually certain that we’re both going to have better orgasms,” Ivy said. “Though you might have fewer orgasms.”

    “Really?” Tom asked with just a hint of panic in his voice.

    “I’m afraid so,” Ivy said as she reached down and took Tom’s still-hard cock in her hand. “I don’t know if you know this about yourself, but you’re different when it’s been a little while since your last orgasm. You’re more attentive and passionate. You’re sweet and sensual and you touch me a great deal more often, which I really like. I can’t help but wonder what you’d be like if you went a week, or two weeks, or even a month without an orgasm.”

    “A month?” Tom asked. He hadn’t gone a month without an orgasm since the very first time he’d masturbated.

    Ivy squeezed the head of Tom’s cock in a way that felt absolutely wondrous, sending him into mild convulsions of pleasure that he immediately wanted more of. The smile on her face indicated that she quite enjoyed making him feel that way.

    “I probably won’t make you wait a month. I don’t want to be cruel, after all,” she said. “I just want to explore the possibilities. I want to see what it’s like if you get desperate for an orgasm. I want to see if you can actually be good for me and refrain from playing with your cock without permission.”

    Tom was nearing an orgasm. He could feel his balls tighten up as the sense of pleasure pulsed through his cock. The way Ivy was stroking him felt incredibly good.

    “Will you be good, Tom?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he replied. “I will.” Tom had no way of predicting the future, but he felt a deep need to make his wife – especially this version of his wife – happy.

    Ivy kissed him as her hand moved up and down his cock. Tom moaned into his wife’s mouth and her tongue moved in the most wonderful way, sending yet another surge of arousal through his body.

    Then, just as the wave of arousal was about to crest, Ivy released his cock and swiftly moved to straddle his face. She dropped her pussy onto his mouth, reached down to grab a handful of his hair, and said, “You may not deserve two orgasms in one day, but I do. Make me cum, Tom. Eat my pussy.”

    For just a moment Tom felt like he might cum without his cock being touched, such was the potency of the arousal he felt at his wife’s sudden, decidedly dominant move to sit on his face. It was the first time in their lives she’d done it and staring up at her while his tongue pushed between her pussy lips to feast on her juices was a remarkable and thrilling experience.

    “That’s it,” Ivy said as he turned his attention to her clit. “Make me cum. Use that talented tongue of yours and make me cum while your cock throbs. Make me cum while you think about how good it would feel to fuck me. Make me cum while you think about me being in control of your orgasms from now on.”

    It seemed clear that Ivy was doing exactly what she wanted Tom to do. She was thinking about being in control of his orgasms and it was more than enough to drive her to a quick orgasm as Tom put his tongue to work.

    Just a few minutes after she’d dropped her pussy on his face Ivy climaxed. Juices dripped from her pussy onto Tom’s tongue, chin, and cheeks and he soaked up every drop he was offered as her thighs trembled and she unleashed a series of long, low moans that indicated a deep sort of pleasure.

    Eventually Ivy climbed off his face and cuddled up with him once more. She ran her fingers up and down his chest as Tom savored the taste of his wife’s pussy on his tongue and the joyful knowledge that he’d given her an exceptionally good orgasm.

    “I think this is going to be a great deal of fun,” Ivy said.

    Tom wasn’t sure if Ivy was right, but he was willing to continue on the journey she seemed determined to lead, even if it meant fewer orgasms for him.
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    “You’re so hard,” Ivy said as she ran the tip of her index finger along the underside of Tom’s shaft.

    Tom was naked in their bed and Ivy remained clothed in a pair of blue leggings and a cropped t-shirt. He’d stripped at his wife’s request and his cock was erect thanks to the lengthy make out session they’d just engaged in.

    “Does it feel good when I touch it?” Ivy asked as she teased him by rubbing the tip of her finger over the underside of his cock head. She’d gathered the precum from the tip and the extra lubrication ensured an even more intense form of pleasure.

    “It feels incredible,” Tom said. After a week without an orgasm – a week that had included near-daily teasing sessions – everything felt good. They’d ended up in bed because Ivy had brushed her ass against Tom’s crotch as she grabbed a bottle of water after her workout. That had been enough to make him moan and bring his cock to life, which had brought her no small amount of joy.

    Ivy rubbed the head of his cock faster and Tom groaned. She was still using just the tip of her index finger, but it felt spectacular. His toes curled and it felt like his legs were vibrating as an agonizing form of pleasure spread from his crotch.

    “Do you want me to make you cum?” Ivy asked.

    “Yes, please,” Tom said. “Please, Ivy, please.” He was close to babbling, but the moment she mentioned the mere possibility of making him cum it was like his brain went into overdrive.

    Ivy grasped the head of Tom’s cock and stroked it so slowly as to be borderline imperceptible. He could feel the pleasure, though. Even a millimeter of movement from her hand was enough to send pulses of sexual joy down his shaft.

    “You’re so desperate,” Ivy observed. “You’d do just about anything for an orgasm, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Tom replied.

    “It’s only been a week, Tom. I wonder what would happen if you went two weeks without an orgasm? What would happen if I made you wait a month before I let you cum?” Ivy asked as she slowly moved her hand down the shaft before playing with his balls.

    “Ivy, please don’t do that,” Tom said. “Please, I can’t make it another day, let alone three more weeks. I can’t, I just can’t.”

    Ivy smiled and leaned closer to kiss Tom. He felt the smooth fabric of her leggings against his leg and the soft cotton of her t-shirt against his chest. Her lips were pillowy and just a tiny bit damp and when she offered her tongue it probed his mouth confidently, like Ivy knew that even a little bit of action would deepen his arousal.

    “You can, Tom,” Ivy said. “You could go six months if it’s what I wanted. You wouldn’t enjoy it, but you could do it.”

    She kissed his neck and her fingers moved up his shaft, using the precum that had steadily dripped from the tip of his cock to lube him up.

    “How about we play a little game,” Ivy suggested. “Would you like that Tom? Would you like to play a game with me?”

    “What sort of game?” Tom asked, though the devilish smile on Ivy’s face made it fairly clear it was going to be a naughty game.

    Ivy released Tom’s cock and moved to her knees. She pulled off her t-shirt and sports bra, exposing her perky breasts and drawing his eyes to her chest. Tom felt an incredible kind of desire, like the only thing in the world that mattered to him in that moment was getting to touch and kiss and lick and suck on his wife’s breasts.

    “I’m going to make you cum today,” Ivy said. “It’s going to be an incredible orgasm, too. But I want to make a game out of it.”

    Ivy moved between Tom’s legs, dropped her head into his lap, and took his cock into her mouth. Her tongue instantly swirled around the head as she sucked hard, sending an explosion of pleasure through his body and causing Tom to cry out at the sudden and overwhelming sensation.

    Ivy pulled her mouth from Tom’s cock after just a few seconds and looked up at him with a smile on her face. Tom already knew that his wife enjoyed teasing him. She’d spent all week doing it and she got turned on every time, which is why she’d climaxed an astonishing number of times while he hadn’t climaxed at all.

    “What’s the game?” Tom asked.

    “It’s simple,” Ivy said. “The longer you last, the sooner you’ll get to have your next orgasm. The base line is two weeks.”

    “Two weeks?” Tom replied.

    “If you cum in less than ten seconds, you’ll have to wait two weeks for your next orgasm. Every ten seconds you last after that, I’ll shave a day off the time of your next climax. So, if you can manage to last for 140 seconds, I’ll make you cum again tomorrow. How does that sound?” Ivy asked.

    Before Tom could answer she took him in her mouth once more. She sucked with the same vigor and skill as last time and he felt the same explosion of pleasure, only this time he didn’t want it. She hadn’t started a timer yet so he was quite certain this didn’t count. Ivy was teasing him again, just like she had all week. It felt better than almost any sort of pleasure he’d ever experienced, and yet Tom wanted it to stop. He didn’t want to do anything that might make him cum quicker, after all.

    “That sounds good. That sounds good,” he said. “Please, Ivy, just stop.”

    Ivy pulled off his cock with an audible pop and offered an exaggerated frown. “Aww, what’s the matter, honey? Does it not feel good when I suck your cock? Is that why you’re asking me to stop?”

    “No, I’m just so close,” Tom said. “I’m so close and it feels so good and I don’t want to cum too quickly once you actually start the timer. I don’t want to wait two weeks, Ivy. I can’t wait two weeks. I’ve barely survived a week.”

    “But I like sucking your cock,” Ivy said. “Especially when you moan like that. I love the way I feel the head of your cock swell up in my mouth as I run my tongue over it. I love how you moan like you’re experiencing the most pleasurable thing in the world. I love knowing that I can make my husband feel so good.”

    Ivy leaned down once more but instead of sucking his cock, she placed her lips against the head and kissed it.

    “I guess I can restrain myself, though,” Ivy said. “I don’t have to suck your cock if you don’t want me to.”

    Ivy didn’t often talk dirty and Tom couldn’t help but find it arousing, particularly when she’d teased him to the point of a painfully throbbing erection and had twice taken him in her moth.

    “What if I stroke your cock?” Ivy asked as she tightened her grip on his shaft and began to stroke him.

    “Please…don’t,” Tom said.

    Ivy stroked him faster. She stared into his eyes as her hand moved up and down his shaft. She twisted her hand at the top, offering an even deeper form of pleasure. Tom felt his balls tighten. He felt his cock swell up. He was close. He was so close and she hadn’t even started the clock yet. How long would she make him wait if he came before the game had begun?

    “Ivy…I’m close…please, stop stroking my cock,” Tom said.

    Ivy stopped and smiled. “How often does a wife get to hear her husband say that?” she asked. “I bet most men have never uttered those words. I’m almost certain no man has begged his wife to stop stroking and sucking his cock in the same five minute span. It’s a good thing I know how badly you actually want me or you might have hurt my feelings.”

    “I didn’t mean to,” Tom said.

    Ivy moved back until she was standing at the foot of the bed. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and worked them over her hips while shimmying from side to side. Tom watched his wife’s naked curves come into view and a big drop of precum formed at the tip of his cock.

    “You’re so beautiful,” he said as Ivy pushed her leggings to the floor and stepped out of them.

    Ivy crawled into the bed once more, only this time without a stitch of clothing on her body.

    “I love hearing you say that,” Ivy said as she straddled Tom’s thighs. “I love the way you’ve looked at me the past week. I love the way you’re looking at me right now. I love the desire I see in your eyes and between your legs. It makes me feel beautiful and sexy and I like feeling beautiful and sexy.”

    Ivy lifted her hips and moved forwards until her pussy rested just above the tip of Tom’s cock. She dropped her hips an inch and Tom closed his eyes and groaned at the overwhelming pleasure of being just a little bit inside his wife.

    “Are you ready for me to start the timer, sweetie?” she asked.

    Tom nodded vigorously. “Yes, please. I’m ready, Ivy. I’m ready.”

    Ivy grabbed her phone from the nightstand and brought up the clock app. She looked at him, tapped the screen, and dropped her pussy onto his cock.

    Despite an intense desire to touch her, Tom kept his hands at his sides. He remembered how she’d admonished him last week. He wasn’t allowed to touch her unless he’d been invited, after all.

    Ivy smiled and began to move her pussy back and forth on his cock. It felt like the entirety of his shaft had come alive, as if every bit of contact with her pussy brought with it the most intense sort of sexual satisfaction.

    “Play with my tits, Tom,” Ivy said.

    Tom reached up to play with his wife’s breasts. They’d never felt so good in his hands. She threw her head back and moaned as she rode him faster. Tom rolled her nipples in his fingers and Ivy moaned louder.

    “You feel so good in my pussy,” Ivy said. “Your cock feels so fucking good in my tight little pussy, Tom.”

    “Oh…fuck…Ivy,” Tom muttered between moans.

    Ivy was moving so fast and her pussy felt so good. Tom wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but he wasn’t going to last. He tried his best to hold out, but only lasted a few seconds more before erupting inside her. It felt like a volcanic eruption going off and sending aftershocks of pleasure through his body. Tom felt the orgasm from head to toe. He was lightheaded and a little dizzy and his toes curled as he arched his back and unleashed shot after shot of cum in her pussy.

    “Nineteen seconds,” Ivy said.

    Tom opened his eyes and swore he saw a hazy, angelic glow around his wife. “What?” he asked.

    “You lasted nineteen seconds,” she said.

    Tom blinked a few times and the glow disappeared. He smiled. He hadn’t lasted long, but he didn’t care. He was still immersed in the bliss of his orgasm and the idea that he’d have to wait thirteen days for his next orgasm didn’t matter one bit in that moment.

    “Would you mind using your fingers to make me cum?” Ivy asked.

    “Of course,” Tom replied.

    She lifted her pussy from his cock and rolled onto her back before pulling Tom’s lips to hers for a kiss as he reached between his wife’s legs. Her pussy was slick with his cum and her juices and he gathered a little of the wetness to use as lube before playing with her clit.

    “Did I give you a good orgasm?” Ivy asked.

    “The best I’ve ever had,” Tom replied.

    She moaned and kissed him again. She sucked vigorously on his tongue in a way that felt a little like she was seizing control of it.

    “It’s going to feel even better thirteen days from now,” Ivy said. “Though getting there is going to be hard. You know I can’t help but tease you when you’re not allowed to cum.”

    The sparkle in her eyes and the smile on her face made it perfectly clear that Ivy was genuinely aroused at the idea of teasing Tom. She was about to get off on it, in fact. The work of his fingers was largely incidental. He was absolutely certain she was taking her pleasure from the idea of being in control.

    “You can tease me all you want,” Tom said. “After all, you’re in control.”

    Ivy closed her eyes and climaxed. Her mouth opened and she arched her back as the orgasm began its journey through her body. Tom watched as she extended her legs and flexed her fingers as the pleasure reached a crescendo and slowly dissipated.

    “Thank you,” Ivy said.

    Tom wasn’t sure if she was thanking him for the orgasm or for recognizing that she was in control. “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Ivy smiled, kissed him, and whispered, “Not for thirteen more days.”
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    “Did you enjoy your orgasm last night?” Ivy asked as she and Tom sipped coffee at the kitchen table.

    Tom smiled at his wife as he relived the memory of the slow, teasing handjob he’d received the night before. “I did,” he replied. “You’re quite skilled, and it’s hard to deny that waiting two weeks made it better.”

    “I’m glad that you’re beginning to see the pleasure in delayed gratification,” Ivy said. “It’s good, because it’s going to be your reality from here on out.”

    There was still a part of Tom that wanted to rebel against the idea of his orgasms being under his wife’s control. That part of him was growing smaller and weaker by the day, though. There were times when he wanted to masturbate and satisfy his desire and a few times where he’d played with himself a little, but he’d yet to actually defy his wife’s desire to have control over his orgasms.

    “When do you think I’ll get to cum again?” Tom asked.

    Ivy sipped her coffee and held his gaze for a few moments. She swallowed and a smile slowly crossed her face. “I’ve decided that you no longer get to know when you’re going to cum. I think it will benefit both of us if you have no idea when your next orgasm is coming.”

    “Benefit both of us?” Tom asked as he struggled to see how it would benefit him.

    Ivy stood and gestured for Tom to move his chair back. She sat in his lap and gave him a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. It brought a smile to his face and just a hint of arousal between his legs.

    “Being in control turns me on,” Ivy explained. “That’s why I wanted to be the one to decide when you get to cum. Teasing you, which is an extension of my control, turns me on too. It turns me on more than I expected, in fact. You know what’s been an entirely unexpected development since I took control, though?”

    Tom shook his head.

    “You’re a better husband,” Ivy said. “A much better husband, in fact. You listen to me. You’re more attentive. You’re more affectionate in the way I like – more gentle touching, more soft kisses, more foot rubs – and it seems like you’re always eager to help out. Have you noticed that I don’t have to ask you to take out the trash or do the dishes anymore?”

    Tom hadn’t noticed, but Ivy was right. He hadn’t been lazy to the point of it being a problem, but Ivy frequently had to gently remind him to tend to his chores around the house, with the exception of the past few weeks.

    “I guess you’re right,” Tom said.

    Ivy put her coffee cup on the table and reached up to gently caress Tom’s face. He turned to stare into her eyes and she leaned closer and kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue slowly invaded his mouth. He tasted the sugar she’d put in her coffee – he was cream only – and gladly offered his tongue in return.

    “I think you’ll be an even better husband if you don’t know when your next orgasm is coming,” Ivy said. “And, I think not putting a date on it will make me a better wife.”

    “A better wife?” Tom asked.

    Ivy smiled. “It’s harder to give you the things you like if there’s a countdown to your next orgasm. If I can make you cum – or tease you – whenever I feel like it, we can have so much more fun together. I can satisfy you in ways you’ve probably never thought about, and a good wife makes sure her husband is satisfied, doesn’t she?”

    Tom didn’t get a chance to answer as Ivy kissed him again. He was more than happy to welcome her tongue into his mouth once more. The previous kiss had left him thoroughly aroused and mostly erect and this one left him stiff as steel. Ivy offered just a little more pleasure as she began to subtly grind her ass into his crotch.

    “There’s something else I’d like to talk about,” Ivy said as she stood up and took her seat once again.

    Tom glanced at the bulge in his pajama pants and looked at his wife once more. “What’s that?”

    “I’ve decided that I want to start a small side business with Abigail,” Ivy began. “We’re going to build an e-commerce store specializing in elegant handmade soaps, with plans for expanding into other bath products if things go well.”

    Ivy had dabbled in soap making over the past few years, but the idea that she wanted to start a business built around it came as a complete surprise to Tom. Despite that, he was on board with the idea. “That sounds like a great idea,” he said. “Will this be a nights and weekends kind of thing? Are you guys going to be making the soaps yourselves or outsourcing that?”

    “We’ve decided that Saturdays will be reserved for making the soap and then we’ll take whatever time we need during the week to manage the store,” Ivy answered.

    “So, what do you need from me?” Tom asked.

    Ivy flashed her bright, beautiful smile and leaned closer. Tom glanced at the cleavage that her v-neck t-shirt revealed and desire surged between his legs.

    “I need two things,” Ivy said. “First, I really want to make this business work, which means it’s going to require a fair amount of my time. So, I’d like you to provide me with some of that time by taking on more responsibility around the house.”

    “What sort of responsibility?” Tom asked.

    “Cleaning, doing the laundry, cooking, that sort of stuff. I think that would free up more than enough time for me give the business the attention it deserves,” Ivy answered.

    Tom experienced an odd, unexpected sense of desire as he considered taking on more housework. He couldn’t identify why the idea of doing work would turn him on – even if it was just a hint of desire – but there was no denying he felt it.

    “I can do that,” Tom said.

    Ivy sat back and offered a wondrously bright smile that filled Tom with joy.

    “We also need space to work,” Ivy said. “So, I was hoping we could take over your home office for the administrative stuff and that you’d be willing to park in the driveway so we could turn your side of the garage into our workshop. We’ll rent a space eventually, but we want to keep costs as low as possible when we start.”

    “Abigail doesn’t have a space you could use?” Tom asked.

    “Abigail doesn’t have a husband that’s as supportive as you are,” Ivy answered. “That’s why Abigail’s husband doesn’t get to enjoy the many pleasures I’ve shown you over the past month.”

    Tom was well aware that many married couples experienced extreme slowdowns in their sex lives. What would begin as something thrilling would quickly become routine and downright boring. While Tom hadn’t climaxed all that often during the last month, he and Ivy had never been more affectionate with each other, thanks in large part to her penchant for teasing him on a daily basis and her frequent desire to have Tom move between her legs to offer oral sex.

    “I know I’m asking a lot,” Ivy said. “But I’ll make sure to reward your effort.”

    Tom watched as Ivy pulled off her pajama shorts and spread her legs. She moved a hand between her thighs and ran her fingers over the blue lace panties she’d worn the night before.

    “You like it when I reward you, don’t you darling?” Ivy asked.

    Tom nodded as he watched Ivy’s fingers slip under the waistband of her panties. He watched them move under the soft fabric and listened as she moaned.

    “Will you make those sacrifices for me, Tom? Will you take over the housework? Will you give up your office and your side of the garage?” Ivy asked as her fingers moved faster.

    Tom nodded and she smiled before closing her eyes and lifting her shirt. She grasped one of her breasts through the thin fabric of her blue lace bra. Her fingers moved inside the cup and Tom watched his wife play with her nipple.

    “Your willingness to make me happy turns me on, Tom,” she said. “You have no idea how much it turns me on.”

    Tom had some idea. He could tell Ivy wasn’t putting on a show as she masturbated. She was aroused and happily pursuing her pleasure as he watched.

    “Would you like to go down on me?” she asked. “Would you like your tongue to be responsible for my pleasure?”

    “Yes,” Tom said as he slid off the chair and fell to his knees.

    Ivy smiled. “Look at you. So eager to please.” She pulled her fingers from her panties. “You may remove my panties.”

    Tom reached up and slowly pulled off the blue lace underwear. Ivy spread her legs and moved her ass so she was sitting right at the edge of the chair.

    “Does my pussy turn you on?” she asked.

    Tom nodded as he stared at the glorious space between his wife’s legs.

    “Do you know how long it’s been since you’ve been in my pussy, Tom?” Ivy asked.

    “I don’t,” he replied.

    Ivy smiled and slipped two fingers into the slick pink flesh between her legs. She moaned and said, “It’s been a month. You’ve gone a month without being inside me. A whole month.”

    Tom had gotten so caught up in the teasing and the pleasures of Ivy’s hand that he hadn’t really thought about how long it had been since he’d last fucked her. A month was the longest he’d gone without sex since they’d met.

    “Wow,” Tom said.

    Ivy removed her slippery fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean as Tom watched from his knees. “I like fucking you,” she said. “I like your cock. I like how it feels inside me. I like feeling your body on top of mine.” A devilish smile crossed her face. “I might like teasing and denying you even more, though. Just thinking about it turns me on, Tom. Thinking about that level of control, about your willingness to give me that control, it drives me crazy. I need to cum, Tom. Make me cum.”

    Ivy reached out and guided his head between her legs. Tom pushed his tongue inside her to taste the sweetness of her juices and then turned his attention to her clit. He licked rhythmically as he knew Ivy enjoyed and looked up to see a blissful smile on her face as her hand remained on the back of his head. It was a small thing, but it felt like Ivy asserting her control and Tom found it unexpectedly thrilling.

    “Use your fingers,” Ivy said. “Play with my g-spot.”

    Tom slipped two fingers into her pussy and penetrated his wife, following the path to her g-spot over and over. He couldn’t help but think of fucking her as he felt the incredible heat and wetness of her pussy around his fingers. An overwhelming sense of desire built between his legs, in part because Tom knew there was a good chance it would be quite some time before he was permitted inside his wife again. After all, she’d been quite clear it turned her on to deny him the pleasure of fucking her.

    Ivy reached down and held his head in both hands. “That’s it,” she said. “Tom…that’s it…make me cum…make me cum…oh, fuck, I’m cumming!

    She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled hard enough for it to hurt. Her thighs closed around Tom’s head and he felt her flesh trembling as her moans and breathing ceased for a few moments before her legs exploded open and she released her grip on his hair while unleashing a scream of pleasure.

    Tom waited on his knees as Ivy rode out her orgasm for what seemed like an exceptionally long time. A hazy smile crossed her face and she opened her eyes to look down at him. “Thank you,” Ivy said. “That was truly lovely.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Tom said.

    “I know,” Ivy replied. “I know.”

    She leaned down and offered a soft kiss. Her tongue darted into his mouth and Tom moaned.

    “I taste good,” Ivy said with a smile.

    “Yes you do,” Tom replied from his knees.

    Ivy sat back, crossed her legs, and picked up her mug to take a long sip of her coffee before looking at Tom and saying, “I’d like it if you moved your stuff out of the office today so Abigail and I can get started tomorrow. Would you do that for me?”

    “Of course,” he replied.

    “When you’re done with the office you can move to the garage. You’ll need to relocate everything you have stored on your side, including your bike and your weights. We’re going to need as much space as possible,” Ivy added.

    “I’ll have it done by the end of the day,” Tom said as he stood up.

    “I know you will, darling. You want to make me happy, after all,” Ivy said before sipping her coffee once more.

    She was right. Much to his surprise, Tom felt eager to do as his wife desired, despite the fact that giving up his office was unquestionably an inconvenience. That didn’t matter. What mattered was doing what Ivy desired.
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    “Hey, Abigail,” Tom said as his wife’s friend and business partner walked into the kitchen.

    Abigail smiled and brushed a few strands of dark hair out of her eyes. “Hey, Tom. Is there any coffee? We’re taking a little break to recharge and we could use a caffeine pick-me-up.”

    “I’ll make some and bring it to you,” he answered. “How do you take it?”

    Abigail seemed surprised. “Oh, uh, that’s really nice of you. I like it with cream and a little sugar. Thanks.”

    “No problem. It’ll be about ten minutes,” Tom replied.

    Abigail turned to leave the kitchen and head back to the office where she and Ivy were hammering out the details of their business. She stopped in the doorway, turned back, and said, “Ivy’s lucky to have a man like you.”

    Tom smiled. “That’s nice of you to say, though I’d say I’m lucky to have a woman like her.”

    Abigail returned his smile before heading back to the office. Tom grabbed the teapot and filled it with filtered water as he marveled at how much effort Ivy was putting into her business idea. At first he figured she would treat it like a fun hobby, but it seemed like she was intent on making it a real company, and one that would eventually become her full time job.

    Tom put the kettle on the stovetop and set it to boiling before grabbing the coffee beans and the grinder from the cabinet. He ground enough for a full French press and savored the smell of the beans as it wafted up from the grinder.

    After pouring the fresh grounds into the French press Tom leaned against the counter and considered how swiftly his life had changed over the past month and a half. Just three weeks ago Ivy had requested that he take on more of the housework so she could launch her business. Tom had, in turn, spent the better part of the past two weekends tending to the housework that he and Ivy usually split. For the first time since his days as a bachelor he’d done laundry and for the first time in his life he’d thoroughly cleaned the house each week, including dusting just about every surface and scrubbing the bathroom and kitchen surfaces until they shined.

    Tom’s willingness to put in more work around the house hadn’t gone unrewarded. After the first Saturday of house cleaning, Ivy had welcomed Tom into her pussy. She’d put on a new lingerie set and offered up a full seduction, including just a little bit of oral pleasure before she got on top and took him inside her. She’d spent the prior week teasing him so Tom hadn’t lasted very long once they started having sex, but the few minutes he’d spent inside his wife were pure bliss.

    He hadn’t cum in the two weeks since that orgasm, but Ivy had upped her teasing game. She’d taken to spending more time in considerably less clothing. On some evenings she’d walk around in nothing more than a pair of skimpy panties and a t-shirt with no bra on, and her nipples always seemed to be hard. She initiated contact a great deal more often, kissing and touching Tom constantly. He knew it was all designed to keep him in a state of arousal, but he was just fine with that. There was nothing better than feeling a deep desire for his wife, after all.

    When the kettle began to let off steam Tom pulled it from the burner and filled the French press. He stirred the water and grounds mixture gently and covered it with the plunger before setting a timer and returning to the scrubbing he’d been doing when Abigail walked in. There was a particularly tricky stain in their supposedly stainless steel sink that just didn’t want to come out.

    As he scrubbed, Tom smiled at a memory that leapt to mind from the previous weekend. He’d been scrubbing the sink in the very same manor when Ivy walked in wearing her panties and a particularly tight t-shirt that ended just above her belly button. He’d never seen it before, which meant she’d bought it just to tease him.

    Ivy had wrapped her arms around Tom from behind and told him how much she appreciated his willingness to take on so much housework so she could have the time she needed to get her business off the ground. Her hand moved between his legs as she complimented him and soon enough she had his cock – which she’d denied all week long – in a fully erect state. Tom kept scrubbing through it all. He stopped only when Ivy told him to turn around. They shared a kiss and then she pushed him to his knees, pulled her panties aside, and offered her pussy. Tom put his fingers and tongue to use – the way Ivy preferred – and got her off in less than a minute. She walked away with a smile on her face and he went back to scrubbing the sink.

    The beeping of the timer pulled Tom from his revelry and he poured two cups of coffee, preparing each the way the women liked. He headed down the hallway with the full mugs and heard his wife and her friend and business partner chatting as he approached the office that used to be his.

    “Ladies, I have two cups of freshly made coffee for you,” Tom said.

    Both women looked his way and smiled excitedly.

    “We were just talking about you,” Ivy said.

    Tom placed the mugs on the desk and replied, “Oh really? All good things, I hope.”

    Abigail lifted the mug in both hands and held it under her nose as she breathed in the scent. She closed her eyes and smiled before looking up at Tom and saying, “I was just telling your wife that she’s a lucky woman. I think I’d have to agree to a blowjob a night for six months to get my husband to give up his office for a project of mine and you did so without hesitation.”

    Tom knew that Abigail’s forward nature and often filthy mouth rubbed some people the wrong way, it was the exact reason she was his favorite of Ivy’s friends.

    “It’s not a problem, really,” Tom said. “I love that Ivy is working on something new and, honestly, I’m really impressed with the business plan. Plus, your packaging is beautiful. If the soaps smell even half decent you guys are going to have a great start to a business.”

    “Well, it’s very kind of you,” Abigail said between sips. “Oh, and not for nothing, but you make a great cup of coffee.”

    Both women lifted their mugs in appreciation and smiled at him and Tom couldn’t help but feel a little like an assistant that they had clean for them and fetch coffee because they were just too busy to bother with things like that. There was something vaguely humiliating about it, and yet their smiles and praise brought him great joy.

    “Ivy also tells me you’re quite the oral aficionado,” Abigail said.

    Tom glanced at his wife but she didn’t seem the slightest bit surprised by Abigail’s comment. Clearly Ivy had shared a little something of the shift in their sex life over the past month and a half.

    “Uh, well, I, uh, sure, I guess so,” Tom stammered. His response embarrassed him more than Abigail’s comment.

    “Oh, Tom, I’m sorry,” Abigail said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. The truth is, I’m kind of jealous. I think it’s been four months since Eric went down on me. It’s like he thinks I have a limited supply of orgasms and if he gives me one with his tongue then I won’t let him use his cock, you know?”

    Tom glanced at his wife again but Ivy seemed to be enjoying his discomfort as Abigail spilled the details of her sexual frustration.

    “You know, Tom’s a very generous man,” Ivy said. “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind using his skills to help you out, Abigail.”

    For the first time since he’d known her, Abigail looked shocked and a little scandalized. “Ivy! Please. Eric would lose his mind if he knew I let someone else go down on me. He’d be over here screaming in front of your house before the night was over.”

    Tom couldn’t help but notice that Abigail hadn’t expressed a lack of desire to have him between her legs. Perhaps she was more frustrated with her sex life than it seemed.

    “The only way Eric would find out is if you told him,” Ivy said.

    It certainly seemed like Ivy was trying to convince Abigail to let Tom orally service her, which struck him as insane. He didn’t say anything, though, as it also struck him as a hugely exciting idea, especially if his wife was on board.

    “Ivy, you can’t…you’re not serious, are you?” Abigail asked.

    Tom was certain he saw interest on Abigail’s face. She wasn’t horrified by what her friend was saying. Not even close. She was intrigued. Her legs had instinctively parted a little and she’d moved a hand to her thigh like she was subconsciously preparing to pleasure herself.

    “I’m not trying to pressure you into doing anything you don’t want to do,” Ivy said. “But I am saying that Tom is exceptional with his mouth and fingers and it would make me happy to lend you his services to help relieve some of the frustration that you’re clearly feeling. After all, nothing is more relaxing than a good orgasm. It will release some stress and likely free up some creative energy. If you don’t want to, I’d completely understand. If you do want to, Tom will gladly get on his knees and get to work.”

    Abigail looked at Tom for a few moments and then back to Ivy. “It makes me jealous, you know,” she said. “Hearing you talk about him going down on you every day. Sometimes twice a day. I’ve never been with a guy willing to do that and I haven’t had that many orgasms since I was 22 and backpacking around Europe with my college boyfriend.”

    “He is very dedicated,” Ivy said as she smiled at Tom. “It turns out that I had no idea I was married to such a generous man.”

    Abigail ran her fingers over the rim of her coffee mug and stared off like she was deep in thought. Then she looked up at Tom and asked, “Is she right? Would you really be willing to do that?”

    “He would,” Ivy answered. “Like I told you, I’m in control now. Tom likes it that way. He probably didn’t expect me to offer his mouth to my friend, but he knows that he’ll be rewarded if he does as I desire.”

    Tom suspected it wasn’t his place to speak, so he simply nodded at Abigail.

    She smiled at him, put her coffee mug on the desk, and slowly inched her pelvis forward in the chair. She lifted her knee length skirt, slowly exposing the milky white flesh of her thighs. It seemed to Tom that in doing so she was searching for the strength to go through with it. It wasn’t until her simple blue cotton panties came into view that Abigail looked up at him and said, “I’d like to take Ivy up on her offer.”

    “Make her cum,” Ivy said from the other side of the desk.

    Tom dropped to his knees in front of Abigail and looked up at her. “May I remove your panties?” he asked.

    She nodded and Tom reached up to take off her panties. Abigail’s hand instinctively moved between her legs like she was going to swat his fingers away, but she quickly pulled it back. Tom abandoned his plan to remove her panties and instead caressed her thighs and leaned closer to kiss them softly. He kissed his way up her thighs and between her legs before pressing his lips against her panties and applying pressure to her clit. Abigail moaned and Tom felt some of the tension leave her body.

    He leaned back and reached up to remove her panties, making sure to gently drag his fingers along her thighs as he did. Tom set the panties on the floor and moved between Abigail’s legs once more. He placed soft, gentle kisses on her labia and clit hood, causing her to moan once more, this time a little louder.

    Tom kissed his way to the base of her pussy and pushed his tongue between her lips. Abigail’s flesh tasted even sweeter than Ivy’s and as he worked his way to her clit, she unleashed a moan of genuine pleasure, signaling that Tom was headed in the right direction.

    When he started to work her clit in earnest the tone of Abigail’s moans changed. It seemed that she’d finally let go of any tension and had given herself over to the admittedly strange pleasure of having her friend’s husband go down on her.

    “God, that feels so good,” Abigail said.

    “He’s wonderful, isn’t he?” Ivy asked.

    Abigail laughed joyfully. “He really is.”

    “Take your time,” Ivy said. “There’s no reason to rush your orgasm. Tom will stay down there as long as he needs to.”

    Abigail gripped the edge of the chair and unleashed a series of quick moans that made Tom think it wasn’t going to be all that long before she climaxed. He responded by introducing a finger to her slick pussy and searching for her g-spot as he almost always did when going down on Ivy. Abigail arched her back and moaned in response and Tom quickly introduced a second finger.

    “Oh my God,” she said.

    Her thighs began to tremble and Tom glanced up to see a look of complete and utter joy on her face. Abigail was about to cum, a fact that brought him a great deal of satisfaction.

    Ivy tended to declare when she was climaxing, but Abigail simply screamed. It was loud enough that Tom’s ears hurt for a few moments, but it was also a surefire sign that he’d done a good job. Only when Abigail pulled her pussy away from him did he cease licking her.

    Half a minute later she opened her eyes and looked down at him. “Thank you,” she said before turning to Ivy. “And thank you. That was incredible. That was just what I needed, in fact. Holy shit. I’m not sure I realized just how badly I needed it.”

    Tom picked up her panties and helped Abigail put them on. She fixed her skirt and he stood up and prepared to leave.

    “Oh, wow,” Abigail said as she stared at the obvious bulge in his pants. “Is that from going down on me?”

    Tom nodded.

    “I feel kind of bad,” she said. “Should we…I don’t know, should we do something about that?”

    “There’s no need,” Ivy said. “Tom’s used to that by now. I’ve found that keeping him in a state of arousal ensures he’s a remarkably attentive, loving, supportive husband, so he doesn’t orgasm anywhere near as often as he used to.”

    Abigail glanced once more at the bulge in Tom’s pants and smiled. “I always liked you two, but it turns out you’re a much more interesting couple than I ever gave you credit for. I have to say, I’m already quite pleased that we’re working on this business together.”

    Ivy laughed. “I’m sure you are. I’m sure Tom is too. Aren’t you, darling?”

    “I am,” Tom replied as his erection continued to throb.

    “Thank you for the coffee and the little oral interlude,” Ivy said. “I’ll call for you if we need anything else, okay?”

    “Of course,” Tom replied before making his way out of the room. He still had quite a bit of house cleaning to do and he wanted to make sure Ivy was pleased when the day was finished, as that was the best way to ensure he got the sort of sexual reward he craved.
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    “Tom, darling, would you come to the bedroom?” Ivy called out.

    “I’m folding the laundry,” he responded.

    “I know, and I love you for that, but I promise it will be worth your while to come to the bedroom,” Ivy said.

    Tom smiled. Ivy had been exceptionally busy over the past few weeks and they hadn’t spent much time pursuing more intimate interests. He’d gone down on her – and Abigail – quite a few times in that span, but he felt deprived of the kind of contact Ivy usually offered him.

    Tom dropped the shirt he was folding and rushed to the bedroom. He found his wife standing naked next to one of the dining room chairs that she’d clearly relocated. “Wow,” he said. “Wow, you look beautiful.” She did, too. She looked breathtaking, as always. Her hair was pulled into a ponytail and it looked as though she’d trimmed her pubic hair, leaving just a small landing strip.

    “Thank you, darling,” Ivy replied. “Why don’t you join me in being naked?”

    Tom kicked his shoes off as he pulled his t-shirt over his head. He yanked off his socks and his shorts and briefs hit the floor a moment later. Ivy had a smile on her face as she watched him get naked with such eagerness.

    Ivy gestured to the chair. “Sit.”

    There was a glint in her eye. She was up to something and it was something that thrilled her. Tom wasn’t about to miss out on a chance to play so he rushed to the chair and sat.

    Ivy sauntered over to the dresser, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. She held them up and smiled as Tom experienced the same delight his wife seemed to be feeling.

    “Would you kindly put your hands behind your back?” she asked.

    Tom did as he was told without hesitation. He felt the cold steel of the handcuffs against his skin. A moment later they clicked into place. He instinctively moved his arms and discovered that Ivy had weaved the handcuffs through the chair’s dowels, effectively restraining him.

    “Are they comfortable?” she asked.

    “They are,” Tom replied.

    Ivy came out from behind Tom and stood a few feet in front of the chair. His eyes roamed over her body and he decided that she had never looked more beautiful. He knew that two weeks without an orgasm made him a little desperate, but the arousal he felt at gazing upon his wife’s perfect body was undeniable.

    “Do you desire me, Tom?” she asked.

    “I do,” he replied.

    Ivy smiled and bent over. She reached out and her fingers traced over the tip of his now-erect cock. “I guess your cock is evidence of that, isn’t it?”

    Tom nodded.

    “You’ve been so good for me over the past two weeks. You’ve been everything I want you to be. In fact, you’ve been better than I thought you would be. You haven’t complained at all. You’ve kept up with all your housework. You’ve continued to work hard at your job. You’ve supported me and Abigail in each and every way,” Ivy said as she ran the tip of her finger over the head of Tom’s cock in slow circles.

    “I like making you happy,” Tom said.

    Ivy stood up, depriving him of her gentle touch. “I know you do,” she said. “I’ve learned just how deep your devotion to me goes over the past two weeks. The past few months, really. It turns out you’re exceptionally well-equipped to be the kind of man I want you to be, Tom.”

    “The kind of man you want me to be?” Tom said.

    Ivy stepped closer until she was standing astride Tom. Her breasts were inches from his face. Her pussy hovered above his cock. All she had to do was sit and he’d be inside her for the first time in a long time. Tom stared at the flesh of her perfect, perky breasts. He stared at her hard nipples and the little bumps on her areolas. He leaned a little closer. He wanted to kiss her flesh.

    “Ah, ah, no touching,” Ivy said. “Not until I give you permission.”

    Tom leaned back and looked up at his wife. “Sorry,” he said.

    “That’s okay, darling,” Ivy said as she reached up and ran her fingers through his hair and down his cheek. Her touch was gentle and her skin warm against his. Tom closed his eyes and sank into a deeply-relaxed feeling. Some men might have been frustrated or even a little panicked after being put in handcuffs by their wives. Tom wasn’t one of those men. He felt warm, safe, and happy.

    “I love you, Ivy,” he said.

    “I love you too, Tom,” Ivy replied. “I love that we’re made for each other. Two months ago I had no sense of just how much I enjoy controlling your pleasure. Now I do, and it turns out you’re more than willing to play along. You’re happy to be controlled. I love that about you.”

    Ivy leaned closer and kissed the top of his head. Her breasts were so close to his face that he could feel the warmth emanating from her flesh. He couldn’t kiss them, though. He couldn’t touch them. He couldn’t experience the pleasure he craved without permission from his wife.

    “I love your willingness to be shared,” Ivy said. “That wasn’t something I planned on, but it felt so right that first time. I found it so thrilling to see you between Abigail’s legs. It turned me on, but I felt proud, too. You were willing to step up to make up for Eric’s inability to satisfy his wife. You’ve been willing to pleasure her each and every time I’ve instructed you to do so. You’re a generous man, Tom.”

    “I like making you happy,” Tom said. “And I like making Abigail happy if that’s what you want.”

    Ivy stepped back and bent over. Tom looked up at his wife and she smiled. “I know you do, and I love you for it.” She leaned closer and kissed him. Her lips were warm and soft and when she offered just a hint of her tongue Tom couldn’t help but moan. “I’m sorry I’ve been so busy the past few weeks. I’m sorry I haven’t given you the attention you deserve. I’m sorry I haven’t been parading around the house in my underwear and teasing you. Believe me, I miss it as much as you do. Maybe even more.”

    “It’s okay,” Tom said.

    Ivy stepped back and moved to the side of the chair. She put a hand on the back of Tom’s neck and ran her fingers through the hair. She bent over and kissed his neck as her other hand found its way between Tom’s legs. Ivy wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him.

    “It’s not okay,” she said. “When I took control I took responsibility for your pleasure. It’s my right to deny you, but I shouldn’t be doing so just because I’m too busy. I need to make time for you, Tom, and I will.”

    Tom’s body was awash in sensual pleasure as the mixture of Ivy’s kisses, her slow stroking, and her skillful touching of the back of his neck combined to leave him in a state of intense lust.

    “Does this feel good?” Ivy asked.

    Tom nodded.

    Ivy released his cock and stood. She stepped in front of Tom and once again his eyes wandered over her body. His desire had grown, though. Now it felt a little painful to be so close to her and to be denied the chance to touch her.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Ivy asked.

    “Yes,” Tom replied.

    Ivy reached between her legs and played with her pussy as Tom watched from a few feet away. She closed her eyes and moaned. She reached up with her free hand and played with her breasts, squeezing the soft flesh that Tom craved more than anything. She moaned louder as her fingers moved faster over her clit.

    Ivy opened her eyes and a wild smile broke across her face. She released her breast and stepped closer as her fingers continued to dance over her clit. Tom’s cock throbbed as he watched his wife’s breasts approach. Her nipples were harder. Her areolas looked a little puffy, like blood had rushed to the area to increase the sensitivity.

    Ivy stood astride the chair. She leaned closer. Her nipple brushed against Tom’s lips. He moaned as she teased him with what he craved. “Take me in your mouth,” she whispered.

    Tom parted his lips and took his wife’s nipple in his mouth. He ran his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh. He sucked gently, just like he knew she liked. Ivy moaned as her fingers continued to work her clit.

    “That’s good,” Ivy said. “That’s so good, baby. You’re making me feel so good.”

    Ivy moved back and offered him her other breast. Tom took her nipple into his mouth. He pleasured the flesh he craved. He made his wife moan. He listened to her pleasure and it thrilled him.

    “Stop,” Ivy said gently.

    Tom released her nipple and Ivy reached down and took his cock in her hand. She sank down onto it, taking him into the wet folds of her pussy. Tom pulled against the handcuffs. He wanted to touch his wife, to grab her ass and help her ride his cock. He wanted to claim what he craved and fuck her. He wasn’t in control, though.

    “Do you want me, Tom?” she whispered.

    “More than anything,” he said.

    “Do you want to flood my pussy with your cum?” Ivy asked.

    “Yes,” Tom replied.

    Ivy kissed him with great vigor but her pussy remained still. His cock throbbed from the pleasure of being inside her, but he wouldn’t be able to cum unless she fucked him. She was completely in control and it seemed like she was taking full advantage.

    “I can’t decide what I want,” Ivy whispered.

    “What…what do you mean?” Tom asked.

    She smiled and kissed his neck. Her pussy moved a little and Tom moaned. Ivy nibbled on his earlobe, biting down hard enough to make him yelp in pain at one point.

    “It would feel good to make you cum inside me,” she said. “But it would feel even better to tease you for as long as I wanted before denying you. You have no idea how turned I am right now, and all that goes away the moment you cum inside me.”

    “Ivy…please,” Tom said. “Please.”

    She held his head in her hands and smiled. “You’re so desperate. It makes me so wet.”

    Ivy moved her hips a little and Tom moaned. She giggled in delight and moved a little faster. An intense kind of pleasure spread through Tom’s loins. Having sex with his wife had never felt better than in that moment.

    “This feels perfect,” he said.

    “I know,” Ivy replied. “I never want this moment to end, and I get to make that decision. It never has to end. I can tease you as long as I like. I can tease you, extract every bit of pleasure I want from you, and deny you. I can leave you cuffed to that chair for as long as it takes you to cool down. I can uncuff you, pull you into the bed, and make you service my pussy for hours if that’s what I want. I can do all of those things, can’t I, darling?”

    Tom saw the lust in his wife’s eyes, and for the first time he understood just how much she enjoyed being in control of his pleasure. As frustrating as he found it, it was clear that Ivy was in her place of bliss as she teased him.

    “You can,” Tom said. “You’re in control. You get to decide. I don’t. I don’t want to decide. I want you to have control, Ivy. I want you to do whatever you want with me. Making you happy is the only thing that matters.”

    Ivy studied his face for a few moments and then she smiled. “That’s music to my ears.” She leaned forward, kissed him, and rode his cock in earnest. Pleasure spread from between Tom’s legs. It filled his body as every fiber of his being focused on the joy of being inside his wife for the first time in more than a month.

    “Ivy…fuck, that feels so good. Your pussy feels so good. It feels so fucking good,” Tom said. He was lost in his lust and the orgasm he felt building. The more Ivy rode him, the more intense it felt.

    “Cum inside me,” Ivy said.

    She rode him faster. The slippery sounds of her pussy filled the room. Tom moaned as he felt the telltale signs of his climax. His loins tensed up. His pleasure reached a crescendo. A moment later he threw his head back and cried out as he came in his wife’s pussy. Ivy kissed his neck as she sat on his cock. She moaned softly and sensually. Tom’s body trembled as the aftershocks of his orgasm continued. He felt sleepy and more than a little giddy.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “You’re welcome,” Ivy replied. “Savor it. I have a feeling that won’t be happening all that often.”

    Tom knew she was almost certainly being serious. His days of cumming with any sort of frequency were probably over. That didn’t mean he was unhappy, though. He liked the new version of his life. He liked making his wife happy. He liked being teased, and he liked being of service to Abigail when necessary. He wouldn’t be cumming as much, but his sex life had certainly gotten more interesting.
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    “Look at how hard you are,” Ivy whispered as she stared at Tom’s cock. She was between his legs in their bed and he couldn’t help but hope that she’d take him in her mouth and offer him the pleasure of a blowjob for the first time in months.

    Ivy’s eyes wandered up his stomach and chest and met Tom’s gaze. She smiled and gently caressed his balls, leaving his cock untouched as he moaned. She’d been teasing him for a solid thirty minutes and he was close to a sense of complete and utter desperation.

    “How long has it been since I emptied these balls?” she asked.

    “Two weeks,” Tom replied.

    Ivy smiled. “You got to cum inside me last time, didn’t you?”

    “I did,” Tom said. “It was incredible.” He moaned at the mere thought of the way his wife had ridden him while he was bound to the chair. Her pussy had been so perfect and the orgasm had been utterly breathtaking. He hadn’t experienced either pleasure since that day, though Ivy had found time to tease him almost every day since.

    “Stroke your cock,” Ivy instructed. “But don’t orgasm. In fact, don’t even get close. If you do so without my permission I’ll make sure you don’t cum for a long time. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Tom said as he wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked slowly. He believed Ivy would restrict his orgasms if he disobeyed her and came, even if it was an accident on his part.

    Ivy smiled as she watched Tom stroke his shaft. He incorporated the precum dripping from the tip and the sounds of masturbation soon emanated from between his legs. “How does it feel?” she asked.

    “It feels so good,” Tom answered.

    “It feels better than it used to, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Tom nodded.

    Ivy caressed his balls in the most intoxicating way and Tom moaned. “Isn’t that incredible?” she said. “You refrain from touching your cock for a little while and it feels so much better when I finally allow your fingers to return to your shaft. There’s a lesson to be learned about the power of restraint, especially for a man.”

    Ivy kissed his thigh and Tom felt just a touch of excitement. He knew it wasn’t likely he’d get a blowjob, but he couldn’t stop his brain from desiring it. He wanted to feel the lips that were on his thigh around his cock. Ivy kissed him again, this time a little higher on his thigh. She kissed his thigh once more, and this time she ran her tongue over his flesh. Tom moaned as thoughts of her lips around his cock and her tongue running back and forth over the flesh filled his head.

    “Are you getting closer?” she asked in a soft, seductive voice.

    “Yes,” Tom said. Even though he was stroking with a very light touch, he couldn’t help but get a little closer to his orgasm as Ivy teased him.

    Ivy smiled and a sensual moan escaped her lips before she kissed his thigh once more. She was close enough to his cock that he could feel the warmth of her skin against it and his fingers brushed against a few stray strands of hair from the top of her head.

    Tom felt his wife’s lips against his balls. She kissed them and he moaned. He lightened his grip and stroked slower. It was the very idea that she was kissing his balls that turned him on.

    “Fuck,” he said.

    “Does that feel good, sweetheart?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he replied.

    “Mmmm,” Ivy said before kissing his balls again. Her lips parted and she ran her tongue over his flesh, bathing it in warmth and wetness. Tom slowed his strokes further. He couldn’t risk cumming. “Do you want me to suck your balls, sweetheart?”

    “Yes, please,” Tom said. He’d never heard those words from his wife and there was something powerfully arousing about her uttering them.

    Ivy took his testicles into her mouth. She sucked gently and swirled her tongue over them. The sensations that emanated from between Tom’s legs were incredible. He experienced a certain kind of joy at what felt like an act of kindness from his wife. Tom had no idea if she intended on letting him cum, but she seemed interested in making him feel good and he was deeply appreciative of it.

    After giving his balls a lengthy tongue bath, Ivy looked up with a smile on her face. Tom smiled back and he hoped she could sense his gratitude. Ivy moved to her knees and crawled towards him, settling in next to his body. Tom put his arm around her and Ivy looked up and smiled. “Did that feel good?” she asked.

    Tom nodded.

    “Yeah? You like it when your wife sucks on your balls?” she asked.

    The look on her face, the lusty quality of her voice, and the words she uttered brought Tom right to the brink of an orgasm. He released his cock for fear of cumming before Ivy had given him permission. “I really like it,” he said.

    “What if I wanted to kiss you?” she asked. “Would you kiss me after I’ve had your balls in my mouth?”

    Tom nodded and Ivy moved closer. She smiled as her lips approached his. They kissed as her mouth opened. She offered her tongue and Tom welcomed it. She didn’t taste any different, but it was unquestionably more exciting to kiss her after she’d had his balls in her mouth. Tom couldn’t begin to understand why, but he’d moved past questioning why certain things turned him on.

    As they kissed, Ivy reached down and played with his balls. They were slick with his spit and her fingers moved over them with ease. She massaged his sensitive flesh expertly and Tom couldn’t help but moan into her mouth.

    At one point her fingers moved over his taint and Tom unleashed a loud, involuntary moan. The sense of pleasure was unexpected and immediate and Ivy seemed to notice. She pulled back a little and smiled. She moved her fingers over his taint in small circles, gently rubbing the space between his balls and his asshole. Tom felt a little strange about enjoying it, but Ivy’s smile made it feel safe to let go of any worry.

    “Do you like it when I rub you there?” she asked.

    Tom nodded.

    Ivy bit her lower lip in a flirty way and her fingers moved a little closer to his asshole. Tom experienced a wild surge of lust as he stared into her eyes. They’d never indulged in ass play of any kind, and yet in the moment he found it irresistibly sexy.

    “What about here?” Ivy asked.

    “That…that feels good,” Tom said as her fingers moved in small circles just above his asshole.

    Ivy seemed delighted and Tom couldn’t help but hope that she’d actually play with his asshole. He wasn’t at all sure why he wanted it, but there wasn’t much room in his head for considering his desires in that moment. He’d spent two weeks being teased and denied and all he could think about was how good it felt to have his wife’s fingers so close to his asshole. That’s why Tom was genuinely disappointed when Ivy pulled his hand from between her legs.

    He didn’t have much time to think about it, though. In the blink of an eye she was on her knees next to him. She straddled his face in reverse and he stared up at her pussy and her beautiful ass cheeks.

    “Will you eat my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he replied.

    Ivy dropped her pussy onto his face. Her lips spread around his nose and Tom put his tongue to work on her clit. She was exceptionally wet, a fact that brought him great pleasure. It meant that she’d enjoyed teasing him and in that particular moment he hoped it meant that she’d enjoyed teasing the area around his asshole because he couldn’t help but want more of it.

    “Mmmm, that feels so good,” she said. “You’re so good at eating my pussy, baby. You’re so fucking good at it.”

    Tom moaned as his tongue danced over his wife’s clit. Her juices dripped out around his nose and lips and he relished the chance to taste her, to lick her, and to make her moan.

    Ivy lowered her body on top of his and her fingers found their way to his balls. She squeezed and teased them gently before kissing his thigh. His cock brushed against her cheeks a few times as Tom tried his best to concentrate on the task of making his wife feel good.

    “You’re making me feel so good,” she said before unleashing a loud, low moan. Her fingers moved to his taint once more and she moved them in slow circles while inching ever-closer to his asshole.

    Tom moaned in response. He was past feeling any sense of embarrassment at his desire. He wanted Ivy to know that he liked being touched there, that he would welcome it if she wanted to play with his asshole.

    Ivy shifted her hips and began to ride Tom’s face like it was a sex toy. Her pussy lips moved from his chin to his nose over and over. He used his tongue when he could, though it was clear she was really just rubbing her clit all over him.

    Tom moaned as Ivy’s fingers got achingly close to his asshole. His cock throbbed painfully and he could feel the precum dripping down the underside of his shaft. Ivy took him in her hand and squeezed the base. She kissed the head of his cock, though her lips stayed away from the underside, providing a tease more than the kind of direct pleasure that would make him cum.

    “Do you want it?” Ivy asked. “Do you want me to play with your asshole? Do you want me to tease your asshole?”

    “Yes,” Tom admitted. He felt hugely vulnerable the moment the words left his lips.

    Ivy rewarded his vulnerability. She pressed her fingers against his asshole and moved them in slow circles. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and held it in her mouth as her tongue danced. Tom groaned as Ivy used his face as a sex toy, spreading her juices all over his skin.

    She moaned around his cock and the vibrations added to his pleasure. Her fingers pressed a little harder against his asshole. He didn’t quite open up, but it felt like it wouldn’t take anything for her to penetrate him.

    “Oh…fuck!” Tom cried out a moment before his cock exploded in Ivy’s mouth. She kept up the pressure on his asshole and continued to ride his face as he experienced the most intense orgasm of his life.

    When he’d finished, Ivy sat up and completely smothered him with her pussy. Her legs began to tremble around his face as he rode it out and sucked in whatever air he could in the brief gaps when her pussy wasn’t covering his mouth and nose.

    “Tom…fuck…I’m cumming…I’m cumming!” Ivy cried out. Her pussy came to a rest on his face as her body violently shook. He reached up to hold her thighs and Ivy’s hands found his. Their fingers entwined as her screams of pleasure filled the bedroom.

    Eventually Ivy lifted her pussy from his face, spun around, and laid next to him. Tom put his arm around her and she kissed his chest a handful of times before looking up at him.

    Tom smiled and rolled onto his side. Ivy put her leg over his and soon they were face-to-face. She rubbed her nose against his and Tom tilted his head. His lips found hers and they shared a kiss. He knew she’d just swallowed his cum and for some reason he wanted to see if he could taste it. Ivy moaned quietly as her lips parted. Their tongues met and Tom tasted just a hint of his cum for the first time in his life.

    She reached up to caress his face and said, “You continue to surprise me. I like it.”

    “Me too,” he said.

    Ivy kissed him again and said, “I want to keep pushing you. I want to keep trying new things. I want to see how far you’re willing to go. Are you willing to keep playing?”

    “Yes,” Tom said. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

    Ivy smiled. “I think we’re going to find out just how true that is.”
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    “That’s it,” Abigail said as she grabbed a handful of Tom’s hair and pulled hard. “Right there. Suck on my clit. Suck on it like a good boy.”

    Tom had gone down on his wife’s business partner often enough to know that Abigail was close to cumming. She tended to get more verbal as her pleasure deepened and she let go of any inhibitions she might have harbored. Tom did as instructed, sucking gently on her clit while flicking his tongue back and forth over it.

    “Oh, fuck…I’m cumming!” she announced not long after. She closed her thighs around Tom’s head for a moment and he felt them tremble as Abigail went totally silent for a few seconds. She even stopped breathing. Then her thighs shot open and she screamed in pleasure before releasing her grip on his hair and looking down at him with a hazy smile on her face. “Thank you, Tom,” she said. “That was exactly what I needed.”

    “There’s nothing like an eager mouth to help relieve your stress, is there?” Ivy asked.

    Abigail looked at her friend and smiled. “There really isn’t, especially when that eager mouth is so talented.” She ran her fingers through Tom’s hair and offered an appreciative look. “I might be crazy, but I’m fairly certain he’s getting better, too.”

    “He gets plenty of practice and instruction,” Ivy said. “And he finds a great deal of pleasure in doing a good job.”

    Tom liked that they were talking about him like he wasn’t even there. He’d come to enjoy the moments where he felt like little more than his wife’s servant, especially when those moments included providing Ivy and Abigail with sexual pleasure. He was quite certain he would never tire of being called upon to use his mouth for their satisfaction.

    “We have an hour before Susan gets here,” Ivy said. “We should make sure everything is ready. Tom, would you see to the drinks and snacks while Abigail and I finalize our pitch and lay out the products?”

    Tom stood and Abigail glanced at the erection making a tent in his pants. She offered a smile as he said, “Of course. Should I decant the wine now, or would it be better if I wanted until we’re closer to Susan’s arrival?”

    “Decant it now,” Ivy answered. “And thank you for asking.”

    Tom nodded at his wife and departed the room with his erection still throbbing. It had been nearly three weeks since his last orgasm, which meant the thrill of making Abigail cum was more than enough to leave him hard for quite some time.

    In the kitchen, Tom decanted the wine as his wife had requested and he made sure they had three clean glasses. He checked the charcuterie board he’d already prepared to ensure that it looked absolutely perfect, and ensured there were chilled water bottles in case Susan wanted something besides wine.

    Tom was determined to do his part to make sure the meeting went well. Susan was a buyer for a small local retail chain and if she was impressed with Ivy and Abigail and their products it would make a huge difference for their business. Their revenue would instantly explode and they were all hopeful that if Susan decided to stock their product that other stores like hers would follow.

    Once he was satisfied the food was ready, Tom ensured the house was as clean as he’d left it earlier that morning after he’d dusted and vacuumed. He wasn’t going to leave anything to chance. He wanted the best for Ivy, and she wanted here business to succeed more than anything.

    “She’s here,” Ivy said when a dark luxury sedan pulled into their driveway. Susan had arrived at the exact time she’d said she would. “Tom, please pour the glasses of wine. As soon as we sit down with Susan, please bring them along with the charcuterie. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Tom replied.

    He headed for the kitchen as Susan knocked on the door. Tom heard the enthusiasm in his wife’s voice as she greeted their guest. He felt a sense of pride at how quickly Ivy and Abigail had built their business and he was more than happy to lend a hand in serving the food and drinks.

    Tom poured three glasses of wine and pulled the charcuterie from the refrigerator. He placed the glasses on a tray and walked into the living room with them.

    “Susan, this is my husband Tom,” Ivy said.

    Tom placed the tray on the coffee table and handed each woman a glass before shaking Susan’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said.

    Susan smiled, gently swirled the wine in her glass, and said, “It’s very nice to meet a man so dedicated to helping his wife. I’m impressed.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Tom said. “Ivy and Abigail are both the sorts of women I can’t help but want to support in any way I can. Plus, I think you’ll find that they’re talented and driven to make their business succeed. Now, I’ll be right back with the food.”

    “There’s food?” Susan asked.

    “There certainly is,” Ivy replied.

    Tom departed for the kitchen, left the drink tray on the table, and picked up the charcuterie board, three small plates, napkins, and the silverware he’d pulled out. He returned the living room and Susan flashed a delighted smile as Tom placed the board on the coffee table.

    “Oh my,” she said. “You certainly know how to make a woman feel welcome.”

    “He put all of this together,” Ivy said. “It’s actually rather impressive, Tom.”

    “It is,” Abigail said.

    “I have to say, you put my ex-husband to shame, Tom,” Susan added. “He wouldn’t have been willing to pour a glass of wine to help me out, let alone put together a spread like this.”

    Tom smiled. “I love my wife,” he said. “I’ll leave you to it. Please let me know if you need anything else.”

    Tom turned to walk away and Susan said, “I’m impressed. I wasn’t kidding about my ex-husband. Most of my friends are married to men that aren’t willing to lift a finger, either.”

    “My husband is the same way, if I’m being honest,” Abigail added. “Ivy has trained her man exceptionally well.”

    Tom heard Susan laugh as he stepped into the kitchen with a smile on his face. They continued to talk, but Tom was a bit too far away to make out anything they were saying. He considered moving closer to eavesdrop, but to do so would have been rude. He knew Ivy would nail the meeting, though. They just had to hope that Susan actually liked their products.

    Tom poured himself a glass of wine, pulled out his phone, and sat the kitchen table. He browsed Twitter, sipped his wine, and killed time with an ear towards the living room in case he was needed.

    Nearly an hour had passed when Ivy stepped into the kitchen with a smile on her face. “How’s it going?” Tom asked.

    “Exceptionally well,” Ivy said. “Susan is ready to place an order. There’s just one thing she needs before she’ll commit, though.”

    “What is it?” Tom asked.

    Ivy stepped closer and reached out to run her hand through Tom’s hair. She smiled and he felt a gentle stirring between his legs at her touch. “She asked about you,” Ivy said. “She couldn’t quite wrap her head around the idea of a husband being so willing to do as his wife desires. So I told her about the changes in our marriage. I explained how I’ve taken control and how we’ve both found far greater happiness now that I’m in charge of your orgasms. I explained how I’ve taken charge in other areas of our life, too, that it’s been subtle, but that in many ways I’m now in control of our marriage.”

    Tom hadn’t really thought of it that way, but giving the notion even a brief moment of consideration revealed it to be true. He’d happily given up his office for her business. He did most of the housework now. He serviced Abigail when asked to. He largely did whatever his wife requested and he did so without putting up a fight.

    “What does Susan want?” Tom asked.

    “She wants to use you,” Ivy answered.

    Tom studied his wife’s face for some sign of what that meant. He suspected it was much like the way Abigail used him, but Ivy offered no hints. “What does that mean?”

    “She didn’t say,” Ivy replied. “All she said was that she wants to use you.”

    “What do you think she wants?” Tom asked.

    “I think what she wants more than anything is for me to give you to her,” Ivy said. “I think she likes the idea of me being willing to surrender my husband to her, even for a short period of time. I’m not sure what exactly she wants to do, but I get the impression that Susan has endured many frustrating relationships, so I’m not sure she’ll be overly kind. She might just have you go down on her like Abigail does, but she might want more than that.”

    Tom felt an odd collection of sensations as his wife explained that he’d become a pawn in the kind of game that men typically played. There was no reason women couldn’t get off on that sense of power, though, and Susan clearly seemed to be that sort of woman.

    “So, if you give me to her, she’ll stock your products?” Tom asked.

    “Yes,” Ivy replied.

    “Give me to her,” Tom said. “I’ll do whatever she wants.”

    “Are you sure?” Ivy asked.

    Tom took his wife’s hand and lifted it to his lips. He kissed her soft skin, looked up at her, and said, “Ivy, I’ll do anything to make you happy, and I know how much getting this business off the ground means to you. I think we both know that you can’t do that without some sort of sacrifice. This seems like a relatively small sacrifice, doesn’t it?”

    “I can’t guarantee that,” Ivy said. “Susan might ask more of you that you’ve ever had to give.”

    “I’ll do whatever it takes,” Tom replied. “I will. I promise.”

    Ivy smiled. “Very good.” She pulled Tom to his feet, pressed her body against his, and kissed him. He closed his eyes and her lips parted. His did the same and Ivy rewarded him with her tongue. Tom welcomed it into his mouth and his cock came to life, as Ivy no doubt expected.

    “You need to be good for her if you’re going to do this,” Ivy said. “Whatever she wants, you need to give it to her. Do you understand?”

    Gone was the sense of concern that had graced Ivy’s face when she stepped into the kitchen. Tom wondered if this was the outcome she wanted all along. Had Ivy guided him towards embracing doing whatever Susan wanted? If so, she’d done it exceptionally well, because Tom had felt as though it was his decision. It didn’t matter, though. He’d made the decision and he wasn’t going to go back on it and disappoint his wife.

    “I’ll do whatever she wants,” Tom said. “I promise. I won’t disappoint you.”

    Ivy took his hand and squeezed it. “I know you won’t.” She led him into the living room and Susan looked up with a smile on her face. “He’s all yours,” Ivy said.

    Susan put her wine glass on the coffee table, stood, and said, “Very good.” She approached Tom, took his hand, and added, “I’ll use him right now. In your bedroom. It won’t take more than an hour or two, I promise.”

    “Of course,” Ivy said. “You’ll find the bedroom at the end of the hallway.”

    Susan tightened her grip on Tom’s hand and led him down the hallway. She stepped into the bedroom, turned, and said, “Strip.”

    Tom fumbled with his shirt buttons as a sense of anxiety enveloped him.

    “Faster,” Susan demanded with her hands on her hips.

    Tom stripped as fast as he could. His heart pounded as he dropped his pants and underwear and kicked them aside, leaving him naked in front of Susan. She glanced at his half-hard cock for just a moment before stepping behind Tom and grabbing two handfuls of his ass.

    “We’re going to have so much fun,” she whispered before kissing the back of his neck. Tom closed his eyes and his cock grew to fully erect as Susan’s kisses spread to his shoulder and upper back. He wondered if she was going to request that he fuck her. Would Ivy be okay with that? She’d instructed him to do whatever Susan wanted, but that seemed insane.

    “Bend over the bed for me,” Susan said.

    Tom walked to the bed, bent over, and put his hands on the mattress. Susan stepped behind him and ran her fingers over his ass.

    “As a woman, it’s hard to find a man like you to play with,” Susan said. “Many claim to be willing to submit, but so few actually are. Most just want you to fulfill their fantasy, whatever it might be. Men don’t really struggle to find a woman that will submit to them. There are plenty of women willing to accept money to do so. It’s a simple transaction. Of course, that’s not any fun. It’s so much more exciting when a man offers it up.”

    Tom was about to turn his head and look back at Susan when she brought her hand down on his ass. The blow was swift and hard and he cried out from the pain. His head fell to the bed and he resisted the urge to collapse to his knees.

    “Most men wouldn’t be willing to offer their asses for something like that,” Susan said. “Most men wouldn’t continue to offer their asses after the first blow. You’re not like most men though, are you Tom?”

    Tom looked up and shook his head. “No,” he said.

    Susan rubbed his ass and leaned closer. “I’m not sure I’ve ever met a man so devoted to his wife. Ivy has trained you exceptionally well.” She smacked his ass again. This time she hit him harder. It hurt more. He cried out louder. He knew the bedroom door was open. He knew Ivy could hear him. He wondered what she was thinking. Was she coming to rescue him? Had she and Abigail left to spare themselves having to listen to Susan have her way with him?

    Tom heard the sound of a zipper being lowered and he looked back to see Susan removing her skirt. She dropped her panties along with it and he watched as she slipped two fingers into her pussy and began to masturbate. He could hear her wetness and ease with which she penetrated herself indicated that she was soaked with desire.

    Susan spanked him again, this time delivering two swift blows while she continued to masturbate. Tom gritted his teeth and tried his best not to collapse from the pain. The idea that Susan found it arousing helped, too. That meant she’d be happy with Ivy, that she’d be more likely to stock Ivy and Abigail’s products.

    “Does your wife have any toys?” Susan asked.

    Tom nodded. “Yes, in the nightstand.”

    Susan walked to the other side of the bed, opened the nightstand, and pulled out a cream-colored vibrator that Ivy frequently used. She held it up and smiled before turning her gaze to Tom. Susan crawled into the bed and said, “Open up.”

    Tom parted his lips and she pushed the dildo into his mouth.

    “Suck it,” she said.

    Tom sucked on the dildo as instructed. Susan held his gaze and though he wanted to, he didn’t look away. He stared into her eyes as he sucked on the toy. He stared as she pushed it deeper into his mouth.

    “You’ve never had a cock in your mouth, have you Tom?” Susan asked.

    He shook his head.

    “Do you want a cock in your mouth, Tom?” she asked.

    He shook his head again.

    Susan pulled the toy from his mouth, crawled out of the bed, and stepped behind him. “It’s a good thing you’re not married to me, then,” she said. “If you were, I’d have turned you into a cocksucker. I’d have brought men over to fuck your face until you were completely broken. I’d have turned you into nothing more than a submissive servant.”

    Tom couldn’t think of anything to say, so he remained silent. Then he felt the dildo press between his ass cheeks. He tightened up immediately and Susan spanked him again. He cried out as the pain deepened.

    “I would have had those men fuck you, too. The fastest way to break a heterosexual man is to make him take a cock in the ass. Multiple cocks, if possible. There’s nothing like being used as an anal whore and cum dumpster to break a man. It’s not my job to break you, though. It’s my job to use you for my pleasure, Tom, and if you don’t relax and let me fuck you with this toy while I masturbate, I’m going to be disappointed. If I’m disappointed, your wife is going to be disappointed. Plus, I’m going to spank you so long and so hard you won’t be able to sit right for a week. So, take a deep breath, relax, and take this toy in your ass while I play with my pussy,” Susan instructed.

    Tom closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and tried his best to relax. Susan rubbed his lower back and the upper part of his ass and applied a little bit of pressure. The toy slipped past his anal ring and she moaned as her hand moved between her legs. Tom heard the wet sounds of masturbation as she played with her pussy. She was genuinely turned on from abusing him. He couldn’t help but be thankful that he wasn’t married to her. The sort of life she described seemed impossibly grim.

    “That’s it,” Susan said. “Open up for me. Take it for me. Take it like a fucking slut.”

    She fucked him harder and Tom continued to take deep breaths. It hurt, but the toy was thin enough that it wasn’t agonizing. He wondered if Ivy could hear everything Susan was saying. Was she listening to Susan’s verbal humiliation? Did she know what was happening in their bedroom?

    Susan climaxed as she fucked Tom’s ass with the toy. He looked back to see the pleasure on her face while her moans filled the bedroom. Her eyes were closed and she couldn’t help but smile as the joy of a good climax ripped through her.

    Susan pulled out the toy and placed it on the nightstand. She smiled at Tom and rubbed his ass before taking off her blouse, camisole, and bra and climbing into the bed. “Come,” she said. “Join me. I’m not anywhere near done with you. I don’t get to play with subs like you often enough. I’m going to take my time.”

    Tom felt a little fearful as he crawled into the bed, but he’d come this far and he wasn’t going to stop until he’d done everything he could to help his wife’s business.

    The deal was done. Ivy was ushering Susan out the door. Abigail followed soon after. Tom had done his part. He’d given himself to Susan like she desired. He’d done what his wife wanted. He’d done his part to help her business.

    Tom was on his back in their bed when Ivy stepped into the room. His cock was half hard – Susan had seen fit to play with it a little, though she hadn’t let him cum – and his ass, jaw, and chest were quite sore from her rather relentless use and abuse.

    “Hey,” Tom said as turned to his wife.

    Ivy stepped into the room and stripped. He smiled at the sight of her naked body and welcomed its warmth against his when she crawled into the bed.

    “Susan agreed to stock our products at all her stores,” Ivy said. “You made me so happy, Tom.”

    “I’ll do anything for you,” Tom replied.

    Ivy smiled and offered a soft kiss. Her hand moved down his chest and between his legs. She stroked him slowly and Tom’s cock quickly reached a fully erect state.

    “I know you will,” Ivy whispered. “That makes me happier than anything. It sounded rough. The things she did, I mean. Was it rough?”

    “A little,” Tom replied as he thought of the spanking, the smothering, and the anal sex with the dildo.

    Ivy released his cock and rolled onto her back. “Touch me,” she said. “Feel my pussy.”

    Tom rolled onto his side and reached between her legs. His fingers found her pussy and slipped between her labia. He was inside a moment later. She was soaked.

    “You’re so wet,” Tom said.

    Ivy bit her lower lip and nodded. “I don’t think I could be as rough as she was, but I got turned on listening to it. When I heard her spank you and when I heard you cry out, it turned me on. I think I liked that you were doing it for me, Tom. You were taking it from her for me. When I heard her talking about how smothering you with her pussy turned her on, I got wetter. If Abigail wasn’t there I would have masturbated.”

    Tom played with his wife’s pussy and watched the pleasure wash across her face. He was still hard as a rock. It was Ivy’s desire that turned him on. It didn’t make the slightest bit of sense, but he liked that Susan’s rough treatment had left his wife in a state of wild lust.

    “She fucked me, you know,” Tom said. “With your toy. She bent me over and she fucked me.”

    Ivy closed her eyes and moaned. She arched her back as Tom fingered her and played with her clit. He could see how close she was.

    “She told me she would have made me into a cocksucker if she was married to me. She told me she would have had men fucking me, too. That she would have used them to break me, to turn me into her servant,” Tom said.

    Ivy rolled her head from side to side as he played with her clit. She seemed lost in her desire, as if Susan had turned her on to the kinkiest fantasy imaginable and she was happily sinking into it.

    Ivy’s eyes opened and she sat up. She pushed Tom onto his back, straddled him, and sank down onto his stiff cock. She put her hands on his chest and rode him hard. In an instant his body was enveloped in unexpected, overwhelming pleasure.

    “Tom…fuck…cum inside me,” Ivy said. She pinched his nipples and pulled hard. Tom cried out from the pain and Ivy smiled like she was getting off on it.

    “Ivy…I’m cumming!” Tom announced. Despite the pain, he couldn’t hold back. He unloaded in his wife and she joined him in climaxing a moment later. She released his nipples and gently moved back and forth on his cock while her legs trembled and she rolled her head towards the ceiling and smiled.

    Ivy collapsed on top of him as Tom felt his cum leaking out of her and down around his balls. He kissed her neck and Ivy cooed appreciatively.

    “What an interesting day this has been,” Ivy said.

    “Yes indeed,” Tom replied. It seemed like the perfect way to describe the day. He wondered if there were any more like it in his future.
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    “Champagne, sir?” the waiter asked.

    Tom stared across the ballroom at Ivy and the tall, dark-haired man he was quite certain she was flirting with. It took a few moments before he noticed the waiter standing next to him. “Huh?” Tom said.

    The waiter smiled. “Would you like a glass of champagne?”

    “Oh, uh, yes, thanks,” Tom said as he grabbed a flute of bubbly liquid from the waiter’s tray.

    “Enjoy,” the waiter said before walking away.

    Tom spotted Abigail standing alone and rushed towards her. “Hey, who’s that guy?”

    “What guy?” Abigail said.

    Tom nodded towards Ivy and said, “The guy Ivy’s talking with.”

    Abigail turned and as Tom let his eyes wander down the back of the blue satin dress she’d bought for the party. “He’s good looking, isn’t he?”

    He was exceptionally good looking and that was certainly why Tom was feeling a little bit insecure, but he didn’t really want to talk to Abigail about that. “Sure. I guess so. That doesn’t really answer the question, though.”

    “I’m not sure who he is,” Abigail said. “If I know Ivy, though, he’s probably someone that can help the business. This room is full of well-to-do, business-minded people that are looking to make more money. We’re lucky Susan invited us, honestly. I know they call this little shindig a charity event, but it’s really just a chance for people to get together and network for an evening while giving a little bit of money to a good cause.”

    Tom barely listened as he watched Ivy and the tall, handsome man talk. He was certain she was flirting. She was laughing, leaning in every now and then, and almost certainly drawing his attention to her breasts, which looked spectacular in the curve-hugging red dress she’d worn for the evening.

    “Is she flirting?” Tom asked. “It looks like she’s flirting.”

    Abigail laughed. “Is someone feeling jealous?”

    “I think I am, yes,” he said. “What an awful feeling.”

    Abigail laughed again, this time a little louder. “Don’t worry, Tom. Ivy loves you. She loves you more than you know, especially now that you’re…well, now that you’re more inclined to put her needs first. Even if she’s doing a little flirting, she’s not going to leave you.”

    “But, why would she flirt with someone else when she knows I’m here?” Tom asked.

    Abigail looked at him like he was speaking gibberish. “Tom, flirting is fun. I flirt all the time with other guys. Though, to be fair, I don’t do it in front of my husband. But it’s like I said, Ivy is probably just trying to help the business in some way. She just happens to be doing it with someone that’s really good looking.”

    Tom sipped the champagne, swallowed it, and then hastily finished the rest of the glass as he watched Ivy reached out and touch the other guy’s arm. Her fingers lingered for what felt like an eternity – though it was probably no more than a few moments – before she pulled back and sipped her drink.

    “Would you like a distraction?” Abigail asked.

    “Sure,” Tom said. There was little to be gained by continuing to stare at his wife from across the room.

    Abigail took his hand and said, “Follow me.”

    She led Tom out of the ballroom that played host to the charity event, down the hallway, and into the women’s bathroom.

    “What are we doing?” Tom asked before stopping to look around at the remarkable luxury the women’s bathroom had, including a beautiful, comfortable-looking couch resting against one wall. “Wait, this is a bathroom?”

    “It’s gorgeous, right?” Abigail replied as she locked the door. “Here, help me with his.”

    She turned around and reached back to gesture at her dress’s zipper. Tom stepped closer and lowered it for her. He did so without hesitation and soon enough Abigail’s dress was folded over the arm of the couch and she was seated with her legs spread and her pussy on display.

    “What are you waiting for?” she asked. “Get on your knees. Get to work.”

    A year ago Tom would have run out of the bathroom. He wouldn’t have ended up in the bathroom with Abigail in the first place, in fact. Things had changed, though. Ivy had made it perfectly clear that Tom was to serve Abigail’s sexual desires when she declared them, and Abigail had made it perfectly clear she’d never use Tom for anything other than his tongue and fingers.

    “Tom, let’s go,” Abigail said. “It’s been weeks since I’ve been fucked and I’m feeling a little pent up.”

    Tom fell to his knees as someone knocked on the door.

    “I’ll be right out!” Abigail cried out. She grabbed a handful of Tom’s hair and said, “Get to work. I need to cum.”

    Tom offered Abigail the pleasure she craved, but he couldn’t get his mind off of Ivy. He kept picturing her flirting with the stranger. He saw her touching him. He saw her laughing. He saw her doing all the things a woman does when she’s attracted to someone. He couldn’t quite shake the notion that it was more than Abigail suggested, that Ivy wasn’t just flirting to help their business. Tom had no reason to think that way – Ivy seemed happier than she’d ever been – but he couldn’t quite shake the idea.

    “Ivy’s a lucky woman,” Abigail said, pulling Tom’s attention back to the present moment. “It’s a rare thing to find a man willing to get on his knees and eat pussy without question.” She moaned and spread her legs a little wider. Tom had gone down on her enough to know that Abigail was already close. “I’m glad I get to use your mouth from time to time. Otherwise I might have real marital problems. My husband just doesn’t like eating pussy, though he’s not as good as you, Tom. Fuck, your tongue is incredible.”

    Tom felt the same rush of pleasure he always experienced when servicing Abigail or Ivy. It was a deep sense of satisfaction that far surpassed most other forms of arousal and it’s why he never resisted when told to get on his knees. It’s why he volunteered to be offered up to Susan, the abusive domme who took pleasure in humiliating men, and who offered a hearty dose of it to Tom during their play session.

    “That’s it…that’s it, Tom…I’m cumming…oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” she said in a stilted manner as her thighs trembled. Tom slowed his tongue and provided just a little bit of stimulation to carry Abigail through her orgasm and ensure it was as satisfying as she deserved.

    “Thank you,” she said afterwards. She stood, swiftly put her dress on, and said, “Zip me up.”

    Tom got to his feet, zipped up her dress, and followed Abigail out of the bathroom. The woman waiting her turn offered a horrified look as she saw them come out – she no doubt assumed they were fucking – but Abigail didn’t give her a second glance. She clearly didn’t give a damn about anything other than getting what she wanted. Tom felt used, though it wasn’t a feeling he objected to. He quite liked it, in fact.

    “Where did you two get off to?” Ivy asked as they returned to the ballroom.

    “I had a little issue that Tom helped me deal with,” Abigail answered with a smile. “It’s been a while and I got a little pent up. Tom was, as always, happy to offer his exceptional talents in helping me resolve my issue.”

    “He is quite helpful, isn’t he?” Ivy replied as she smiled at her husband.

    “He was also a little jealous,” Abigail said. Tom shot her a look, but she ignored him. It seemed she was going to bring up his concerns whether she wanted him to or not.

    “Jealous? Of what?” Ivy asked.

    Abigail and Ivy looked at Tom and he knew there was no way to avoid giving an answer. “Of you flirting with that guy,” he said.

    Ivy smiled and looked at Abigail. “He was very good looking, wasn’t he? I guess I could see why Tom would be jealous. I suppose any man would be jealous if his wife was wearing a sexy dress and flirting with a tall, handsome, sexy, wealthy man.”

    “I suppose that’s true,” Abigail said. “I know my husband would seethe with jealousy if he saw me flirting with someone like that.”

    “Tell me, Tom, when you felt that jealousy, was it because you were worried I’d do something inappropriate with that gorgeous man?” Ivy asked.

    “I’m not sure,” Tom answered.

    Ivy stepped closer and he glanced at her cleavage, just as the man she’d been flirting with had done. “Jealousy is always rooted in another feeling, darling. So, what else was on your mind as you watched me flirt with him? When I touched him, what did you think? Did you think I wanted him to pull me close and kiss me? Did you think I wanted to feel his body against mine as our tongues mingled? Did you think I wanted his hands to grasp my ass through the impossibly soft, thin fabric of this dress? Did you think I wanted him to discover that I wasn’t wearing any panties?”

    Tom hadn’t thought of any of that, but Ivy had successfully planted the imagery in his head and it was all he could think of. He put his hands on her waist and Ivy smiled. His fingers moved to her ass and he pulled her close. He squeezed her flesh and their lips met. Her mouth opened and she offered her tongue for a passionate kiss.

    “You’re hard,” Ivy whispered.

    “That was quite a kiss,” Tom replied. He glanced at Abigail to see a gleeful smile on her face. She’d happily stuck around to watch the action.

    “Are you sure it was just the kiss, darling?” Ivy asked. “Are you sure you weren’t a little bit excited by the idea of another man’s hands on your wife’s ass?”

    “Were you excited by that idea?” Tom replied.

    “I think she might have been,” Abigail answered. “The question is, how would that make you feel, Tom?”

    Ivy smiled. “Yes, how would that make you feel, Tom?”

    “Jealous,” he answered. “It would make me feel jealous.”

    “I told him he had nothing to worry about,” Abigail said. “I told him that you loved him, that you weren’t going to leave him. I’m sure that would be true even if you decided to have a little fun with another guy.”

    “She’s right,” Ivy said. “I’m never going to leave you, Tom. Especially not now, not after you proved your willingness to be the man I need you to be, not after you offered me so much control.”

    Tom stepped back and stared at his wife and her friend. It felt like they knew something he didn’t, as if they’d talked about the idea of Ivy doing something with another man.

    “Ivy, what are you saying?” Tom asked. “Do you…do you want to do something with that guy?”

    “Taking control has unlocked something in her, Tom,” Abigail said.

    “My needs have expanded,” Ivy added.

    “Expanded?” Tom asked.

    Ivy smiled and stepped closer. She took Tom’s hand in hers and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Your willingness to give me control has led to intense, deeply satisfying pleasure for both of us,” Ivy said. “It’s also made me think that I can have more, that I deserve more. More than that, it’s made me think that you’d be willing to let me have more.”

    She wasn’t being entirely clear, but Tom was relatively certain that Ivy was saying she wanted to explore finding pleasure with other men, perhaps with the man she’d been flirting with.

    “Doesn’t she deserve more, Tom?” Abigail asked. “Doesn’t your beautiful wife deserve everything she wants?”

    Tom nodded. “Yes, she does.”

    “You know I love you, right?” Ivy asked. “You know I’m never going to leave you.”

    “I know,” Tom said.

    “Do you understand what she’s saying, Tom? Do you understand that Ivy has come to understand that she wants more than you can give her?” Abigail asked.

    Tom looked at Abigail and then back at Ivy. He nodded. He understood the implication. He still wasn’t sure what Ivy planned on doing, but he understood what they were telling him.

    Ivy pressed her body against his. Her breasts felt wonderful, even through the jacket and shirt he wore. She kissed him, this time with an even deeper sense of passion than before. Tom’s body hummed with desire, though he’d long since lost track of the true root of that desire.

    “I love you,” she said. “I love you more than you can possibly imagine.”

    “I love you too,” Tom replied.

    Ivy smiled and gently ground her pelvis into his erection. “I’ll see you later tonight. Be good for Abigail.”

    With that she turned and walked away. Tom watched her go and looked at Abigail. He felt the confusion register on his face. “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “Isn’t it obvious?” Abigail asked as she stepped closer and took Tom’s hand, offering him gentle comfort. “Your wife’s going to get fucked.”

    Tom felt a sense of panic rise in his chest. “What?” For some reason, that hadn’t registered as something Ivy might do.

    “Tom, what did you think she needed more of? Did you think she wanted to flirt with someone? Did you think she wanted to do a little kissing? Did you think she wanted someone to touch her arm? No, Tom, Ivy wants someone to fuck her, and she found him, so she’s going to spend a little time with his cock inside her tonight,” Abigail explained.

    Tom felt weak in the knees and Abigail stepped closer and put her arm around his waist. “She’ll come back to you, Tom. Someone else will have fucked her when she comes back to you, but she’ll come back to you.”

    “I have to stop her,” Tom said.

    Abigail squeezed his hand hard enough for it to hurt, stopping Tom in his tracks. “Tom, how often do you fuck your wife?”

    “I…what…why does it matter?” he asked.

    “Answer the question,” she shot back.

    “Not that often,” Tom answered. “Maybe once a month. Twice, sometimes.”

    “And when you fuck her, do you cum quickly? Like, really quickly?” Abigail asked.

    Tom nodded. “I do, but that’s not my choice. Ivy is the one that wants me to wait. She’s the one that makes me wait, and when I go that long without an orgasm I can’t help but cum quickly.”

    “That’s right,” Abigail said. “Ivy’s made you into the husband she needs you to be, but there’s been a cost to that. She’s not getting much sex anymore. She’s happier, and for a while she was willing to make that sacrifice, but in recent weeks she’s come around to the idea that she shouldn’t have to make that sacrifice. She shouldn’t have to make any sacrifice. After all, she’s in control, isn’t she?”

    Tom felt surprised at how much Ivy had told her friend, but he shouldn’t have been. Ivy had Tom eat Abigail’s pussy with regularity. Of course she told her everything.

    “Yes, she is,” Tom answered as the desire to chase after his wife faded. “She is in control. I gave her control.”

    “Let’s be honest, you prefer that she’s in control. Most men wouldn’t have given up what you did, Tom,” Abigail pointed out. “Most men would have fought it every step of the way. You happily moved out of your office. You happily took over almost all of the household chores. You happily surrendered yourself to that bitch Susan. You let her fuck your ass, Tom. You’re not like most men. Ivy has fully realized that, and she wants to reclaim some of what she had before she took control.”

    Tom watched Ivy approach the man she’d been flirting with. She leaned in and whispered something in his ear. A smile crossed his face. The sort of smile a man unleashes when he knows he’s getting laid. He took Ivy’s hand and they walked out of the ballroom.

    “The best part is, Ivy’s getting an upgrade,” Abigail said.

    “What?” Tom asked.

    Abigail offered a patronizing look and rubbed his arm. “Tom, you know he’s going to fuck her better than you ever have, right? You know that man – that tall, gorgeous, fit, wealthy man – is going to fuck your wife until she’s seeing stars, right?”

    Tom felt weak in the knees again, only this time there was a hint of arousal to go along with it. He tried to will it away, but it remained.

    “Don’t worry,” Abigail said. “My husband’s out of town, so I’m going to keep you busy. We’ll go back to your house and you can spend your night between my legs. Ivy and I will both get what we need. C’mon, let’s go.”

    Abigail took his hand and tried to walk away, but Tom wouldn’t move. “She’s really going to fuck him?”

    “She’s probably going to fuck him more than once,” Abigail said. “I don’t think you understand how badly Ivy wants what she’s about to enjoy. She’s found immense pleasure in taking control of you, Tom, but she’s been missing that other part, and tonight she’s going to enjoy the hell out of getting it. Now come. I want that pretty face of yours between my legs again. In fact, I might even sit on your face. Ivy tells me it’s a wonderful way to have an orgasm.”

    Tom let Abigail lead him towards the door, out of the lobby, and into the parking area. He saw Ivy and the man she was going home with kissing against his car. He saw the other man’s hands on her ass, just like Ivy had talked about. Tom couldn’t move. He stopped and watched. He felt enraptured in the strangest way.

    “I have to say, I’m a little jealous,” Abigail said as she watched right along with Tom. “My husband is excellent in bed – with the exception of his aversion to oral sex, of course – but it would be fun to fuck a new man. I’ll have to live with riding your face, though. And hearing all the details from Ivy, of course. C’mon, let’s go.”

    Ivy got in the other man’s car and he backed out of the space. Tom looked over and saw his wife’s head drop into the other man’s lap. He groaned as a wave of agony hit him. Once again, just a hint of desire was hidden under it.

    “You saw that, huh?” Abigail asked. “Ivy is full of surprises, isn’t she? Even I wouldn’t have guessed that tonight would end with your wife sucking cock in someone else’s car. It’s too bad I don’t have any interest in your dick, Tom, because you’d get a blowjob on the ride home too. Maybe I’ll throw you a little hand action to help with the obvious jealousy you’re feeling. Would you enjoy that?”

    Tom didn’t answer. He watched the other man’s car drive off into the night as he imagined his wife’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. He moved only when Abigail dragged him towards her car.

    “You’re driving,” she said.

    Tom took the keys and got behind the wheel. Abigail unzipped his pants and reached inside to play with his cock, pulling Tom’s attention to the present moment.

    “Holy shit,” he said.

    “Don’t worry, Ivy said I could have a little fun,” Abigail replied. “As long as I don’t make you cum. After all, she’s in control. Now hurry up and drive home.”

    Tom backed out of the space, left the parking lot, and headed home as his cock grew in Abigail’s hand. His night could have ended worse. He could have been going home alone.
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    Tom looked up from his computer as Abigail walked into the kitchen. She offered a smile before pouring a cup of coffee and grabbing the half and half from the fridge.

    “How do you get anything done?” Abigail asked.

    “I don’t,” Tom answered. “Not really, at least. I think that might be Ivy’s goal, though. I mean, she doesn’t have to be quite as loud as she’s being and the bedroom door definitely doesn’t have to be open.”

    Ivy was in the bedroom with Daniel, the man she’d met at the party three weeks ago. The sexual relationship that had begun that night had continued and they rarely went more than a few days without seeing each other. Daniel’s schedule was nearly as flexible as Ivy’s, which meant he showed up at the house whenever either of them was in the mood. They almost always fucked in the bedroom and they were almost always loud about it.

    “Does it make you jealous?” Abigail asked.

    “A little,” Tom said.

    Abigail stirred her coffee and sat across from Tom at the kitchen table. “When was the last time you fucked her?”

    “Not since she met him,” Tom replied.

    “You’ve gone three weeks without fucking your wife?” Abigail asked.

    He nodded.

    “And you’ve spent three weeks listening to someone else fuck her,” Abigail continued. A naughty smile crossed her face. “That must be agonizing.”

    Tom was about to respond when he felt her foot between his legs. He’d hoped to avoid revealing that he was rather aroused, but Abigail’s toes quickly found his half hard cock, making any sort of denial pointless.

    “Well, well,” she said. “It looks like we have something in common.”

    “We do?” Tom asked as his cock reached a fully erect state thanks to the surprisingly skillful work of his wife’s business partner.

    “It turns us on to listen to Ivy getting fucked,” Abigail said.

    Tom gripped the edge of the table as Abigail rubbed him rather vigorously. Ivy hadn’t let him inside her in more than three weeks, but she also hadn’t let him orgasm since she’d embarked on a torrid affair with Daniel.

    “You’re turned on?” Tom asked.

    “More than you might imagine, Tom,” Abigail answered. “The truth is, my sex life has slowed down a little. I’m not entirely sure why, but my husband and I aren’t clicking the way we used to. I’m a little worried that witnessing the changes in your marriage – and using you for my pleasure with increasing frequency – has shifted my needs in ways he can no longer meet.”

    Tom was more than a little dumbfounded – Abigail almost always talked glowingly about her husband – though he liked the idea that his submission to Ivy had seemingly opened a new world of pleasure for Abigail.

    “Is there anything I can do?” Tom asked.

    Abigail smiled and pulled her foot from between his legs. Ivy unleashed a particularly loud moan that signaled her impending orgasm. “I thought you’d never ask,” Abigail said. “You can eat my pussy while I fantasize about getting fucked like Ivy is getting fucked.”

    Tom pushed his chair back and sank to his knees. He crawled under the kitchen table and Abigail pulled up her skirt, spread her legs, and moved her panties aside. Tom went to work and heard Abigail sip her coffee before moaning quietly.

    “Listen to that,” Abigail said. “I can’t remember the last time I moaned and screamed like that. I really can’t. Your wife is getting some seriously good dick, Tom. She’s getting fucked by a man with size, skill, and incredible stamina. She’s getting what every woman wants, and she’s got a loyal, loving, submissive husband to boot. I swear, Ivy has carved out the perfect life for herself.”

    Tom felt a sense of pride at embracing his part in Ivy’s perfect life. He was happy to have taken on the role of her submissive husband. He’d willingly sacrificed in the name of making Ivy happy, from giving up his office to doing most of the household chores to embracing the idea that she was going to fuck Daniel whenever and wherever she wanted because she deserved that pleasure. Tom understood that most men would have resented being asked to make all those sacrifices, but he found it deeply satisfying to do so.

    “Mmm, that’s it, Tom. Eat my pussy,” Abigail said. “Eat my pussy while Daniel fucks your wife.”

    The sounds of exceptionally loud sex made it impossible for Tom to avoid thinking about his wife getting fucked by another man.

    “Did she tell you she loves it when Daniel takes her from behind?” Abigail asked. “She said she’s amazed that she finds it so hot to be on her hands and knees while he delivers those long, hard thrusts into her pussy. She said he took her from behind that first night and she came all over his big cock. She said she looks forward to it now, that she loves getting on her hands and knees for him and telling him to fuck her doggystyle. Can you believe that, Tom? Can you believe your wife would utter those words to another man?”

    Doggystyle was an inherently submissive position, so Tom found it a little surprising that Ivy would get off on it.

    “Mmm, fuck, Tom, get me off with that tongue of yours,” Abigail said. “Make me cum. Make me fucking cum.”

    She reached under the table and grabbed a handful of his hair. Tom moaned – he couldn’t help but enjoy it when Abigail got a little bossier than usual. He continued to give her clit a vigorous massage, and when Abigail’s grip tightened on his hair and her legs began to quiver Tom knew her orgasm was close.

    Abigail moaned and groaned and closed her legs around his head. Juices dripped from her pussy and Tom licked them up as she climaxed. When she smacked her hand on the table above him and said, “God damn you are good,” Tom knew she’d finished cumming.

    He crawled out from under the table and sat in front of his laptop once more. “Thank you for letting me do that,” he said.

    Abigail smiled, sipped her coffee, and asked, “Do you really enjoy it? Making me cum while someone else is fucking your wife?”

    Tom nodded. Ivy was still moaning. She was still getting fucked. Daniel’s stamina was genuinely impressive. “I do enjoy it. A lot, actually. I know some men aren’t really into eating pussy, but I really like it. I find it genuinely thrilling to be able to give a woman pleasure like that. I’m really grateful that Ivy shares my mouth with you, to be honest.”

    “Do you wish she shared your cock?” Abigail asked. “Not that she’s spoken of it being all that impressive, but do you wish you got to have sex more often, Tom?”

    There was a twinkle in Abigail’s eye that made him wonder if she was doing more than teasing him. Why would she want to fuck him, though? She’d made it clear her husband was adept as a lover, and even if they weren’t fucking anywhere near as often as they used to, it didn’t make any sense that Abigail would step down to fuck Tom.

    “Uh, well, to be honest, my first thought is that it’s Ivy’s choice and that what she wants is what I want. I certainly wouldn’t object to having more sex, but I don’t spend a lot of time pining for it or feeling frustrated that I don’t have more sex, if that makes sense,” Tom said.

    Abigail laughed. “If you were any other man I wouldn’t believe you, because that doesn’t make a damn bit of sense, at least from what I know about men. I know that Ivy’s trained you exceptionally well, though, so it actually makes perfect sense for you to find the most satisfaction in doing what your wife wants.”

    Her foot found its way between Tom’s legs once more and the look on her face made him quite certain she enjoyed the tease.

    “You know, I think you’re the kind of husband lots of women really want,” Abigail said. “You do as you’re told, but you’re not pathetic in the way some obedient men are. You’re submissive but strong. You genuinely put your wife’s needs above your own, including your sexual needs, which most men aren’t willing to do. I don’t think most women would be willing to admit they want a husband like you, but I think a good percentage actually do.”

    “What about you?” Tom asked. “What kind of husband do you want?”

    Abigail’s foot moved with exceptional speed between Tom’s legs and he felt the beginnings of an orgasm in his loins. “A husband like you, Tom,” she said. “I’ve seen firsthand how much better Ivy’s life is since she took control. We’ve built a successful and growing business. She’s achieved a far greater level of sexual satisfaction, even before she started fucking Daniel. She’s more confident. She looks better than she ever has. Every change has been for the better, all because she wasn’t afraid to embrace the benefits that come with being married to a man like you.”

    “Abigail,” Tom said as he came closer to cumming in his pants, “I’m close. Your foot…it’s…I’m close.”

    “My husband isn’t interested in being like you,” Abigail said. “I didn’t come right out and ask him, but I’ve tried to get him to worship my pussy like you do. I want to see him on his knees between my legs. I want to feel his tongue against my clit. I want him to stay there until he makes me cum and then I want him to go make me dinner like you do for Ivy. He won’t do it, though. He’s not built that way, Tom. It disappoints me every time.”

    Tom closed his eyes and considered getting up. Ivy had given Abigail permission to play with his cock, but he wasn’t sure if his wife had granted her permission to make him cum and he didn’t want to break the rules. “Abigail…please,” he said.

    “I’m grateful to Ivy,” Abigail said. “I’m grateful to her for showing me the joy of having a submissive husband and for sharing you when I’m in the mood to have my pussy worshiped. I’m grateful to her for trusting me to play with you and drive you utterly mad with desire while someone else is fucking her. You have no idea how much fun it is to watch your face as I play with your cock, Tom.”

    Tom was seconds away from cumming when Abigail pulled her foot from between his legs. He couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed that she’d chosen not to get him off. Tom looked down to see a considerable precum stain in his crotch.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Ivy screamed from the bedroom.

    Tom shuddered as an entirely different kind of pleasure rippled through his body. He pictured Ivy on her hands and knees with Daniel’s cock filling her from behind. He saw the look of pleasure on her face. He saw her body trembling as she climaxed.

    “You like listening to another man make her cum, don’t you?” Abigail asked.

    Tom nodded. It wasn’t something he ever thought would be true, but it was. He actually loved listening to it and that had been true from the start. After all, Ivy’s pleasure was really the only thing that mattered.

    Abigail stood and came around to Tom’s side of the table. She set her coffee mug down and bent over. She studied his face for a moment and reached up to gently caress it. “You’re the perfect husband, Tom,” she whispered. She leaned forward and her lips met his. Tom surrendered to the kiss as Abigail’s hand moved to the back of his head and her fingers gently moved through his hair. Her mouth opened and their tongues indulged in a slow, sensual dance.

    “Wow,” Tom said as the slow, sensual kiss came to an end.

    Abigail smiled and reached between his legs. She grabbed Tom’s cock through his jeans and squeezed it softly. “Don’t worry,” she said. “Ivy gave me permission to have a little fun with you. She knows how much I enjoy it and since Daniel’s fucking her so good she figures you deserve to have a little more fun, too. She even said I could let you fuck me if I wanted.”

    “Really?” Tom asked. He was immediately embarrassed by the excitement in his voice, in part because he was certain Abigail would never let him fuck her.

    “Would you like that, Tom?” Abigail asked. “Would you like to fuck me? Would you like to slide your cock into the pussy you’ve spent so much time worshiping over the past few months?”

    “Yes,” Tom said.

    Abigail stroked him through his pants and he moaned. “Imagine it, Tom. Imagine my warm, wet pussy wrapped around your cock. Imagine me on top. Imagine my tits bouncing in your face as I ride your cock. Imagine my tight little cunt milking a load out of you.”

    “Oh…fuck,” Tom said as he came in his pants. Abigail stroked him right through the orgasm as Tom’s body vibrated with pleasure. His feet lifted off the ground and he gripped the edge of the kitchen table while hot cum poured into his underwear.

    “Well that was fun,” Abigail said. “Leave the mess in your pants. I want Ivy to see it when she finishes up with Daniel. I think she might enjoy that you got so turned on listening to her that you blew your load in your pants.”

    In the aftermath of his orgasm, Tom was worried. What if Ivy hadn’t given Abigail permission to play with him? What if Abigail had simply decided to fuck with Tom’s marriage? What if Ivy was going to be enraged that he’d let another woman make him cum?

    Abigail seemingly read the look on his face. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I wasn’t lying. Ivy knows I’m not happy at home. She gave me permission to play with you in whatever way turned me on. In fact, I think she likes the idea of you serving my needs and hers. You can ask her yourself when she comes out from the bedroom, though. I’m sure she’ll be here soon, too. She likes a glass of water after he fucks her, doesn’t she?”

    Tom nodded.

    “Good. I could use another cup of coffee,” Abigail said as she returned the other side of the kitchen table. “Would you mind pouring it for me? Just a little half and half.”

    “Of course,” Tom said. He stood, studied the incredible mess in the front of his pants, and picked up Abigail’s coffee cup. He wasn’t going to stop serving her needs just because he’d cum. He was still a submissive. It was still his purpose to do as he was told. It was still the thing that made him happiest.
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    “Tom, darling?” Ivy asked as she popped her head into the bathroom.

    Tom looked out from under the towel he was trying his hair with, smiled at his beautiful wife, and said, “Yes?”

    Ivy stepped into the bathroom with a surprisingly serious look on her face. “Abigail’s going to be staying with us for a little while.”

    “Really?” Tom asked. “What happened?”

    “She and Eric are separating,” Ivy explained. “It was her idea and Eric has refused to move out of the house, apparently under the misguided notion that doing so would convince Abigail to stay, or that he could somehow make it difficult for her. Our business is quite a bit more successful than he realizes, though, and I told Abigail she’ll have a place here as long as she wants it.”

    “Of course,” Tom replied. “Is there anything I can do to make it easier for her?”

    Ivy smiled and stepped closer. “I knew you’d ask that, because you’re the kind of man that thinks about others before himself. You’re the exact opposite of Abigail’s husband.”

    She kissed him softly and Tom closed his eyes and enjoyed the wonderful sensations of his wife’s lips against his. He was surprised and more than a little delighted when her mouth opened and she offered her tongue. Her fingers loosened the towel around his waist and Ivy took Tom’s cock in her hand and stroked him slowly until he was sporting a rigid erection.

    “Thank you for being a wonderful husband,” Ivy said as her fingers moved up and down his shaft.

    “It’s all for you, Ivy,” Tom said. “You make me want to be a wonderful husband. You make it worth putting your needs above mine. Nothing makes me happier than making you happy. Honestly.”

    “I know,” Ivy replied. “I want you to behave the same way towards Abigail. I know you already do that to some extent, but I want you to truly dedicate yourself to that from here on out. You don’t need my permission to do as she desires. If you want, you can think of yourself as having two dominant women in your life. And, as Abigail already mentioned, I’ve given her permission to play with your cock as she sees fit. She’s under no obligation to do so, of course, but if she wants you to fuck her, you’ll do so. Do you understand?”

    “Of course,” Tom said. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

    Ivy smiled. “I know you will. I know I don’t have to worry about it. I taught you well, didn’t I?”

    Tom nodded and watched Ivy drop to her knees in front of him. His cock throbbed at the idea that she might actually take him in her mouth. He hadn’t been completely cut off since she started sleeping with Daniel, but their sexual interactions had slowed.

    Ivy looked up and kissed the head of his cock. Her lips felt warm and soft and when her tongue snaked out and moved over the underside of his cock head Tom felt his knees go weak. The pleasure was so much more intense because he hadn’t experience much of it recently and he couldn’t help but moan.

    “Do you ever think about me with Daniel?” Ivy asked.

    “Yes,” Tom said. “All the time.”

    “Does it turn you on?” she asked.

    Tom nodded. It was still a little embarrassing to be aroused his wife’s sexual relationship with another man, but it was his reality.

    “Do you ever think about me sucking his cock?” she asked.

    “Sometimes, when I hear just him moaning,” Tom said. He’d heard that very thing just a few days ago. Ivy had taken Daniel to their bedroom and a few minutes later his moans drifted down the hallway. The only thing Tom could think was that Daniel was on the receiving end of a blowjob and he’d pictured Ivy on her knees in front of him, sucking cock with the kind of passion she mustered when she was truly in the mood to give pleasure.

    “Does it turn you on to think about me sucking Daniel’s cock?” Ivy asked.

    Tom nodded. Every question deepened his arousal, especially since Ivy was kissing and licking the head of his cock while he answered.

    “It makes me happy that you’re turned on by my relationship with Daniel,” Ivy said. “You have no idea how happy. I knew you wouldn’t object, but I love that you’re so into it. I love that it makes you hard. I love that Abigail was able to make you cum in your pants while you listened to Daniel fuck me.”

    Tom wasn’t sure he’d ever forget that morning. Abigail had expertly manipulated his cock without taking it out of his pants and she’d gotten him off while they both listened to Ivy’s loud, lusty moans coming from the bedroom. If Abigail moving in meant more mornings like that, Tom was going to be a very happy man.

    “I still like your cock, Tom,” Ivy said. “I just happen to like it a little more when it hasn’t cum for a long time. It makes you even more fun to play with.”

    She swallowed his cock and Tom closed his eyes, grabbed the bathroom counter to steady his balance, and moaned at the explosion of pleasure that went off between his legs. Ivy sucked with great vigor and her mouth moved with remarkable speed. She brought him right to the edge of an orgasm in almost no time and then pulled off, kissed the head of his cock, and stood up, leaving Tom equal parts frustrated and aroused.

    “I need you on your best behavior when Abigail arrives,” she said. “So I can’t have you cumming. Perhaps she’ll see fit to reward you with an orgasm, though. Oh, and Daniel’s coming over tonight and since the guest room is becoming Abigail’s bedroom, you’ll have to sleep on the pull out couch.”

    “Of course,” Tom replied. “That’s not a problem at all.”

    Ivy smiled. “I know. You’re always so willing to be helpful.”

    “Thank you for the oral play, by the way,” he said. “It was really hot even if I didn’t get to cum.”

    Ivy reached out and caressed his cock. “You know, I almost always give Daniel a blowjob to completion when I spend the night with him. He fucks me too, of course, but I can’t help but want to feel him cum in my mouth when we have enough time together for multiple rounds of pleasure. So tonight, when you hear him moaning, perhaps you can think of him in my mouth. You can think of him cumming in my mouth, in fact. Would that thrill you, Tom?”

    “Yes, and if you keep playing with my cock like that there’s a chance I might cum while thinking about that very thing,” he replied.

    Ivy bit her lower lip and smiled. “It’s more tempting than you know to try and tease an orgasm out of you, Tom. I could spend hours playing with this cock of yours and telling you naughty stories about the fun I’ve had with Daniel.”

    Tom wanted that more than anything, but it wasn’t his place to ask for it.

    “Another time, perhaps,” she said. “There’s work to be done today. You’ll need to make sure the guest room is ready to become Abigail’s room. I’d like the house cleaned as well, and the lawn needs to be mowed. Will you take care of all that for me, Tom?”

    “Of course,” Tom replied. “It would be my pleasure.” There was a time when Tom would have chafed at the idea of doing all the chores around the house, but that time had long since passed. Now he happily served his wife’s needs, no matter what they were.

    Ivy leaned in, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and said, “I love you, Tom.”

    “I love you too, Ivy,” he replied.

    Ivy turned and left the room. Tom watched her go and then resumed drying his hair. He had a long day ahead of him and there was no time to waste.

    “Tom?” a soft voice asked.

    Tom shot up and looked towards the voice to see the backlit outline of a woman in what looked to be a nightie. “Ivy?” he asked.

    “No, it’s Abigail,” she said.

    Tom glanced at the clock to see it that it was a little after 1 a.m. “Is everything okay?” he asked.

    “Yes, of course. Sorry, I didn’t mean to alarm you,” she replied.

    Tom swung his legs over the side of the pullout bed and asked, “Is there anything I can do for you, Abigail?”

    Abigail approached and Tom couldn’t help but feel a stirring of desire at the sight of her in a short, lace-trimmed satin nightie. The fact that her nipples were gently poking through the thin material made it particularly difficult not to stare.

    “You’ve already done so much for me,” she said, “but I’m feeling more…well, sad and vulnerable than I thought I would, if I’m being honest.”

    “That’s understandable,” Tom replied. “Even if you weren’t happy at home, this is a massive change and it’s bound to include a certain amount of mourning for the life you used to lead.”

    Abigail stepped between Tom’s legs and he looked up at her. She seemed impossibly beautiful in the moonlight that filled the living room and he felt an exceptional stirring of desire for her. It felt a little strange to feel that lust for someone other than his wife, but Ivy had made it clear that Tom was free to do whatever Abigail desired.

    “Tom, will you come to bed with me?” Abigail asked.

    “Of course,” he said.

    She offered her hand and Tom stood and took it. Abigail smiled and led him out of the living room and into the guest bedroom. She shut the door, turned out the light, and took his hand once more. They crawled into bed together, Abigail rolled onto her side, and she pulled on Tom’s hand until his body was nestled against hers in the big spoon position.

    “Thank you for this,” Abigail said. “For everything, really. I feel a little sad now, but the truth is, my life has changed for the better. Seeing how your relationship with Ivy changed as she assumed control and taught you how to be the submissive husband she needed showed me the shortcomings of my marriage. It showed me what kind of marriage I want to be in. It showed me what kind of man I want to be with, Tom, and your willingness to see to my needs along with your wife’s showed me that the kind of man I want to be with actually exists.”

    “It brings me great pleasure to serve your needs, Abigail,” Tom replied as he snuggled a little closer. His cock came to life – there was no avoiding it – but he figured Abigail wouldn’t be offended. “It has from the first moment Ivy ordered me to drop to my knees and worship your pussy. It’s brought me pleasure to serve you ever since, and I’m certain that your presence in my life made it much easier to accept Daniel’s addition to Ivy’s life. You showed me that she deserves to have everything she wants, including a man that can see to her sexual needs whenever she craves him.”

    Abigail gently moved her ass against Tom’s cock, offering a surefire sign that she’d felt his arousal and she didn’t find it the least bit offensive. “Daniel won’t be the last, you know,” she said. “He’s just the first in a long line of men that Ivy will welcome into your bed. Now that she’s gotten a taste for what life is like with total sexual freedom, she’s not going back.”

    Tom knew he should have found that revelation – which he was certain was true the moment he heard it – at least a little bit alarming. He couldn’t bring himself to feel that level of alarm, though. Instead, he felt arousal.

    Abigail took Tom’s hand and placed it on her breast. He caressed her flesh through the impossibly soft satin of her nightie and she unleashed a gentle moan. “When they fucked tonight, did you listen?” Abigail asked.

    “I did,” Tom said as he continued to play with her breasts.

    “Did it turn you on to listen to another man fucking your wife?” Abigail asked.

    “It did,” Tom answered. “It turned me on to listen to her going down on him, too.”

    “How do you know she went down on him?” Abigail asked.

    She pushed her ass back into Tom’s pelvis and moved it in slow circles, drawing out a moan as his cock throbbed with a painful kind of desire. “I know she’s giving him a blowjob when he’s the only one moaning. She said that when she spends the night with him she almost always gives him a blowjob to completion because they go for multiple rounds. She said she likes to swallow for him, so I listened tonight. I listened and I pictured her going down on him.”

    Abigail slowly spun around until she and Tom were face to face. “You enjoy serving my needs, don’t you Tom?”

    “Yes,” he said. “Your needs are my needs.”

    “I need to have good sex, Tom,” Abigail said. “Can you do that for me? Can you give me that? Can you be a good submissive and give me that?”

    “Yes, I can,” he answered.

    Abigail smiled and kissed him. The moment their lips met a tidal wave of passion poured out of her and Tom quickly matched it. His hand slipped under the bottom of her nightie and he grabbed her taut, perfect ass. She moaned into his mouth and reached down to free his cock from his underwear and take it in her soft, skilled hand.

    “I want you, Abigail,” Tom said. “I crave you.” It was true, but Tom also suspected it was the sort of thing Abigail needed to hear.

    She pushed Tom onto his back and pushed his underwear down. He took the hint, shucked them off, and tossed them aside. A moment later Abigail was on top. Her lips found his and their tongues mingled as she reached down and helped guide his cock into her pussy.

    “Oh, Tom,” she said.

    He groaned at the intense heat and wetness that instantly enveloped his cock. “Fuck, Abigail, you feel incredible.”

    She smiled, put her hands on his chest, and began to rock back and forth on his cock, grinding her clit into his pelvis as she did.

    “This is just what I need, Tom,” she said. “I need your cock inside me. I need you to make me feel good. I need good sex again.”

    Tom needed not to cum before he’d satisfied Abigail. He couldn’t fail at that. He had to be a good submissive and give her what she needed. In this case, an orgasm wouldn’t suffice. He couldn’t cum too quickly and finish her with his mouth or his fingers. She needed good sex, which meant he needed to concentrate on giving her pleasure without taking too much for himself.

    The groped, kissed, and caressed each other while Abigail rode his cock. They filled the guest room with their moans and Tom lost himself in the sheer pleasure of a kind of submission he hadn’t yet experienced. Ivy had no need to use his cock for her pleasure, but Abigail was different, at least in her vulnerable state.

    After a few minutes Abigail lifted her pussy from his cock, rolled onto her back, and pulled Tom on top. He slid into her with ease and she grabbed his ass and said, “Fuck me, Tom. Fuck me until I cum.”

    Tom delivered. It was more difficult than he expected to keep his orgasm at bay, but he delivered. He fucked Abigail like she needed to be fucked. He fucked her for far longer than he thought possible, too.

    “Tom, I’m close,” Abigail said. “Are you close?”

    “Yes,” he replied. “I’m close.”

    “Tom, I want you to cum inside me,” Abigail said. “I want you to make me feel good by cumming inside me.”

    Tom nodded and fucked her harder. Abigail wrapped her arms around him and pulled Tom close. She let out a long moan that began deep in her chest and then floated into the air above them as what seemed to be an exceptionally long, potent orgasm worked its way through her body.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming,” Tom said as he buried his cock inside her and climaxed. He closed his eyes and savored every moment of his orgasm. He savored the wetness and heat of her pussy. He savored the fact that he was cumming inside someone other than his wife for the first time in a long time. He savored the fact that in doing so he was being a good submissive. It was a perfect handful of moments all strung together and it left Tom with a joyful smile on his face.

    “Thank you,” Abigail said. “That was exactly what I needed.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Tom replied.

    “I’d like you to spend the night with me, if you don’t mind,” she said.

    Tom smiled. “I’ll do anything for you, Abigail, so of course I’ll spend the night.”

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Abigail immediately cuddled up next to him and Tom smiled. He wasn’t sure what his future held, but it seemed like offering his submission to two women in the same house was going to work out very well.
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    Tom grabbed a bowl from the cabinet and opened the carton of eggs as the pan heated on the stove. He’d just served Abigail and Ivy their morning coffee and they were both seated at the kitchen table in nearly identical satin robes that looked exceptionally alluring.

    “So, how was the first week of your new life?” Ivy asked.

    Abigail laughed. “It was a lot better than I thought it would be. Honestly, your generosity saved me, Ivy. You opened your home to me. You offered me use of your husband. You even offered to let me enjoy Daniel if I wanted, which was quite kind of you.”

    “I know you passed on that offer, but it still stands,” Ivy said.

    “To be honest, I’m not ready for that kind of man yet,” Abigail replied. “For now it feels good to be with a man I have total control over.”

    “Tom is ideal for that, isn’t he?” Ivy said.

    Both women laughed as Tom cracked a fourth egg into the bowl and beat them with a fork. He dropped a pat of butter into the pan and watched it sizzle and melt before pouring the eggs in. He added a little bit of salt and pepper and then slowly stirred until the curds formed.

    “I still marvel at how skillfully you transformed him into the man he is now,” Abigail commented. “I think of how Eric used to protest when I asked him to do something simple like take the trash out, and you’ve trained Tom to do literally everything around the house, plus he raises no objection to you regularly fucking another man and he’s willing to tend to my sexual needs whether there’s a promise of pleasure for him or not.”

    “He has enjoyed a little bit of pleasure this past week though, hasn’t he?” Ivy asked.

    Tom smiled. Abigail had seen fit to welcome him inside her three times in the past week, and each time she’d allowed him to climax.

    “I hope that’s okay,” Abigail said with just a hint of worry in her voice.

    “Of course it’s okay,” Ivy replied. “While you’re here, what’s mine is yours.”

    Tom was surprised at how much he enjoyed the idea that Ivy seemed to think of him almost as a toy to be loaned out for the benefit of others. It was the sort of thing he imagined most men would have objected to, and yet he found it thrilling.

    “You’re a good friend, Ivy,” Abigail said.

    “So are you,” Ivy replied. “I wouldn’t have welcomed Daniel into my life without you, to be honest. It was your support that made me see that I could expand my level of control over my marriage to include expanding my sex life. It’s made me so much happier than I ever expected, too.”

    Tom popped two pieces of bread into the toaster oven and set it to browning them before returning to the eggs, which were rapidly approaching a finished state.

    “It certainly sounds like you’re enjoying yourself when he’s here,” Abigail said.

    Ivy chuckled. “I can get quite vocal, can’t I?”

    “You can,” Abigail replied. “There’s no need to worry, though. Your husband seems to enjoy listening to you moan as Daniel fucks you. I suppose you’ve trained him so well to put your needs first that he finds it pleasurable to listen to someone else take you to greater orgasmic heights than you’ve ever been before.”

    “Is she right, Tom?” Ivy asked.

    Tom looked over his shoulder and nodded. “I think she is,” he said. “I can’t say for sure why I like it, but I’ve come to enjoy it.”

    Ivy smiled warmly. “It’s good that you like it. Very good, in fact. Now that I’ve had Daniel – and now that he’s shown me a kind of pleasure I’d forgotten even existed – I can’t see going very long without a lover. I suspect I’ll always have another man in my life from here on out.”

    The toaster dinged and Tom grabbed the bread and laid it on the plates he’d pulled out. He added a helping of scrambled eggs to each plate and delivered them to the two beautiful women sitting at the table.

    “Thank you, darling,” Ivy said.

    “Yes, thank you Tom,” Abigail added.

    “I have some delicates that need to be washed,” Ivy said as she reached for the butter. “I have a date with Daniel tonight and there’s a pair of panties I’d very much like to wear for him. He’s quite fond of them. Actually, he likes to fuck me from behind while I wear them. He says they make my ass look spectacular and I really like the way it spurs him on to fuck me harder. Please wash those for me.”

    “Of course,” Tom replied. “Is there anything I can wash for you, Abigail?”

    She looked at Ivy and smiled. “I swear, I’m not sure how I’m supposed to go back to a life that doesn’t include a loyal, submissive man willing to do whatever I need, whenever I need it.”

    Ivy buttered her toast and noted, “There’s no reason you have to go back to that life, Abigail. You could remain here. Tom could be ours to share. He could serve both our needs. Our business is already making enough for him to quit work. He could dedicate himself to our needs full time. He could be whatever we need him to be. Servant, lover, husband, boyfriend, cook…whatever we want him to be.”

    Tom stood with his hands behind his back as the two women at the table discussed his future as if he had no say in it. The truth was, he didn’t want a say in it. He certainly could have argued with what Ivy and Abigail wanted and he always had the option to leave if he truly disagreed with how they treated him, but Tom had no particular desire to rebel against their control. If anything, he found his life more satisfying now than it had ever been.

    “That’s an exceptionally generous offer,” Abigail said.

    “I know it would be an unusual way to live,” Ivy replied. “But that doesn’t mean it would be a bad way to live. I think there’s a chance it would be quite satisfying, Abigail. Two powerful women living under one roof with a loyal, loving, submissive husband that we would share equally. We could build our business into a small empire and live the lives we crave, not the lives that are handed to us by men.”

    Abigail looked up at Tom and said, “There’s a hamper in the closet in my room where I keep my dirty clothes. You may pull my delicates from there and wash them along with Ivy’s.”

    “Run along now,” Ivy added. “Abigail and I have much to talk about.”

    Tom turned and headed for the bedrooms as the women continued the conversation that seemed like it might have an outsized impact on his future. He wasn’t worried, though. He knew that whatever decision they made, he’d be happy with it. It was quite likely he’d be ecstatic, in fact.

    Ivy stood in front of the floor length mirror in the bedroom as Tom dropped to his knees in front of her and held out the panties he’d carefully washed that afternoon. Ivy lifted her stocking-clad feet one at a time and stepped into the lacy underwear before Tom slowly pulled them up her legs.

    “Thank you, darling,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” Tom replied from his knees.

    “Look up at me,” Ivy instructed. Tom craned his neck to look up at his wife and was greeted with a warm smile. “Your happiness is important to me,” she said. “You know that, right?”

    “I do,” Tom replied.

    Ivy ran her fingers through his hair and said, “Do you think you’d be happy if Abigail and I shared you, Tom? Would you be happy quitting your job and working full time to care for our home and meet the needs of two women?”

    “I believe so, yes,” Tom said.

    “Why?” she asked. “I don’t doubt your answer, but I’m curious to hear your reasoning. After all, most men struggle to meet the needs of one woman, let alone two, and most men aren’t called upon to do nearly as much work in the home as you are.”

    “I’ve thought a lot about it since the start of the changes in our marriage,” Tom said. “The conclusion I keep coming to is that I experience a far greater sense of fulfillment in this version of our marriage than I did before. It’s not just that I’m happier. It’s that I feel like I’m the best version of myself, like you helped me discover the man I was meant to be. I can’t say for sure since I haven’t experienced it, but I feel like I’d be even happier if I was doing that for two women.”

    “You understand that at some point Abigail will offer her pussy to another man and you’ll have far less sex than you’re having right now, don’t you?” Ivy asked.

    Tom nodded. He knew it was possible his mind was a little bit clouded by the orgasms he’d enjoyed with Abigail in the past week, but he’d been a thoroughly satisfied man before Abigail had moved into their house and he was basing his desire to serve both of them off of that more than anything.

    “You will get to have sex,” Ivy said. “It will likely be limited to once or twice a month at most, though. You’ll be satisfied with that?”

    “I will,” Tom replied. “Sexual pleasure is temporary and to be honest, it pales in comparison to the deep sense of satisfaction that comes from serving you and Abigail. I can’t explain the ins and outs of why I find it so satisfying, but I do.”

    “I know you do,” Ivy said. “I’ve known from the start. The change in you has been remarkable, Tom. You took to this far faster than I expected and in doing so you helped me embrace my power. It turns out that we both found our place in the world. Yours just happens to be a place most men aren’t comfortable spending much time in.”

    Tom reached up and took his wife’s hand. “I know my place is in service to you, and to Abigail if you both decide to embrace this arrangement. I’ve come to cherish the chance to serve. I really have. I’ve enjoyed every step of the journey and I want to keep going.”

    “You’re a wonderful husband, Tom,” Ivy said. “I was going to spend the night at Daniel’s, but I’ve changed my mind. I’d like you in my bed when I come home tonight. I’d like to reward you for being the man I need you to be.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” Tom replied.

    “Good. Now finish dressing me for my date,” Ivy instructed.

    Tom did as he was told, all the while thinking about the moment Ivy would return home and crawl into bed with him.

    “Thank you, Tom,” Abigail said as he headed for the door. He’d just finished servicing her pussy with his tongue, delivering two orgasms in the process. “Enjoy your night with Ivy.”

    “It was my pleasure, Abigail,” Tom replied. He stepped out of her room and headed down the hallway with an erection throbbing in his underwear. Abigail had requested a bit of foreplay before Tom made his way between her legs and she’d played with his cock during that time, leaving him thoroughly aroused.

    Tom stepped into the room he used to spend every night in and headed for the bed. He pulled back the covers and crawled under them. The smell of Ivy’s delicate perfume filled his nose and he rolled towards her pillow and inhaled deeply. He thought of Daniel spending the night on Tom’s side of the bed – or former side of the bed – and the sounds of his wife moaning as she and Daniel fucked filled Tom’s head. He’d heard it often enough that he could replay it with ease, though doing so was a thoroughly pleasurable experience.

    Not long after he’d tucked himself into her bed, Ivy arrived home from her date. Tom sat up and looked towards the door as the sound of Ivy’s heels hitting the hardwood floor announced her presence.

    Ivy smiled as she stepped into the bedroom doorway. “Welcome home,” Tom said. “How was your date?”

    “Splendid,” Ivy replied as she entered the room. “Daniel fucks me like no man ever has. I swear, each and every time it’s like fireworks are going off in my body as he fills me over and over with his beautiful cock. He is truly a man among men, Tom. I’m lucky to have met him.”

    Tom watched his wife head towards the closet as an impressive array of emotions swirled inside him. Jealousy and lust were among the most potent and he felt a wondrous stirring between his legs as his cock quickly came back to life.

    “Would you help me out of my dress?” Ivy asked.

    Tom rushed out of the bed and towards his wife, who glanced between his legs and saw the bulge his half-hard cock had produced. She spun away and Tom gently tugged on the zipper and helped her out of the little black dress he’d put her in before her date.

    Ivy put the dress on a hanger in the closet and emerged with a seductive smile on her face. Tom’s eyes moved over her body, taking in the sight of her nipples through the sheer material of her bra and the little tuft of pubic hair he could see through her sheer panties.

    Ivy pressed her body against his and they kissed in a manner Tom hadn’t experienced with his wife in months. It felt passionate enough that he wondered if she was trying to reclaim him after he’d fucked Abigail three times that week.

    “Come,” Ivy said as she took Tom’s hand and led him towards the bed. She crawled forward and he stared at her perfect ass in a thong before she flipped over and spread her legs. Ivy beckoned him into the bed and Tom crawled on top of her.

    “Abigail says that you like listening to Daniel fuck me,” Ivy said as she pushed her fingers under the waistband of his underwear and grasped Tom’s cock. “Is that true? Does it turn you on to listen to your wife moan as another man fucks me?”

    “Yes,” Tom answered he still couldn’t figure out why that was true – and he wasn’t sure he’d ever understand it – but it was unquestionably true.

    “Does it turn you on to know that the lips you’ve been kissing were wrapped around Daniel’s cock tonight? That my tongue offered his big cock pleasure before he fucked me?” Ivy asked as she stroked Tom vigorously.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Ivy released Tom’s cock and reached behind her back to unhook her bra and toss it aside. She grasped her breasts and said, “He fucked my tits tonight. He loves fucking my tits. He straddles my chest and I wrap them around his beautiful cock and he fucks my tits while I kiss and lick the head of his dick. Would it turn you on to suck on my tits, Tom? Would it turn you on to suck on the flesh that another man fucked tonight?”

    Tom nodded and Ivy reached up, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him to her breasts. Tom moaned as he kissed and licked the flesh that Daniel’s cock had enjoyed that evening. He wasn’t sure he could taste anything, but the idea that her lover’s big dick had traveled between her breasts thrilled Tom, once again in a way he didn’t understand.

    “Does it turn you on to know that Daniel came inside me tonight?” Ivy asked.

    Tom looked up from her breasts and nodded. “Yes,” he said.

    She smiled and pulled his mouth to her breasts once more. “I was on my back, just like I am right now. Daniel was between my legs. His cock was deep inside me. He was kissing my neck and playing with my breasts – with the breasts he’d fucked as part of our foreplay – and he was fucking me slow and deep. It felt so good, Tom. He fucked me until I came. He fucked me to a beautiful, body-shaking orgasm and then he told me he was close. I wrapped my legs around him. I told him to cum inside me. I told him to fill my pussy with his seed.”

    Tom’s legs trembled and his cock throbbed with desire. He kissed and licked his wife’s breasts feverishly.

    “Would it turn you on to go down on me, Tom?” Ivy asked. “Would it turn you on to be an unselfish, loving husband and clean my pussy?”

    Tom sat back on his knees and looked at Ivy’s panties. “Yes,” he answered. “Is that weird? That it would turn me on?”

    “Not at all,” Ivy said as she reached down and pulled aside her panties. “It’s beautiful, and it would make me happy. It might make me cum, too.”

    Tom moved back and dropped onto his stomach between Ivy’s legs. He studied her swollen, slippery labia and the pink flesh of her pussy before pressing his lips against it. He pushed his tongue inside her and groaned at the taste of another man’s cum. It wasn’t exactly pleasant, but there was something thrilling about it. Once again, Tom didn’t understand why his body responded with arousal, but he didn’t need to understand it.

    “That’s good, baby,” Ivy said. “Clean Daniel’s cum out of me. Clean his mess. Do what your wife desires and clean my lover’s cum out of me.”

    Tom cleaned her pussy until the taste of Daniel’s cum subsided. Once he’d licked up everything he could find, he turned his attention to her clit and took his time bringing Ivy to an orgasm that left a smile on her face and a hazy, happy look in her eyes.

    “Come here,” she said. “Cuddle with me.”

    Tom crawled forward and Ivy gestured for him to roll onto his side. She pressed her body against his back, kissed his neck, and reached around to work his underwear down and stroke his cock.

    “I love you, Ivy,” Tom said. “I always will.”

    “I know you do, Tom,” she replied. “I love you too. I know our marriage is different now and it’s not possible for it to go back to the way it was, but I’ll always love you. You’ll always be mine. Though you might be Abigail’s too if we decide to share you.”

    Tom closed his eyes and let the pleasures of cuddling with his wife envelop his body. Her skin felt warm against his. Her hand offered wondrous pleasure as she slowly stroked him. The way she kissed his neck every now and then was absolute perfection.

    “It would be an honor to serve both of you,” Tom said. “To be your…well, your shared husband, I guess.”

    “I think it would be quite nice,” Ivy replied. “I think we’d all be very happy, to be honest, and I think Abigail and I could really turn our company into an empire with your help.”

    “I know you can,” Tom said. “You’re both so brilliant and driven.”

    Ivy rolled away from Tom and quickly straddled him. She took his stiff cock into her pussy and they kissed.

    “I’m going to make love to you,” she whispered. “All you have to do is lie there and enjoy it.”

    “I can do that,” Tom replied.

    “You can cum inside me just like Daniel did,” she added.

    They shared a lingering, sensual kiss as Ivy slowly rode his cock. She made love to him seemingly without any need to make either of them cum. She was taking her time and elongating Tom’s pleasure in the process. It was pure bliss, and though he knew he wouldn’t last particularly long, Tom was determined to enjoy every second of it.

    His life had changed considerably since Ivy took control, but every change seemed like it was for the better, which made Tom eager to experience whatever Ivy and Abigail had planned for him.

  
    Ivy Craves Control - Part 13

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Tom sat at the kitchen table as the sounds of a blowjob emanated from the living room. Moans of pleasure reached his ears from Ivy’s bedroom. There was sexual pleasure unfolding in two parts of the house and Tom was sitting alone as lust roiled between his legs.

    At Abigail’s request, Ivy had set up a double date. Her divorce was final and she was in the mood to ‘get fucked’, as she’d put it. Though she and Tom had been enjoying sex once or twice a week, Abigail had made it clear that he wasn’t capable of giving her everything she wanted in a sexual encounter, so Ivy had made certain to find a man that could do so.

    That man was James. Tom had met him when they’d all returned from their double date. Tom had served them all drinks as they chatted and flirted in the living room. He’d refilled those drinks and excused himself to the kitchen as the flirting shifted to fooling around. The sound of kissing soon took the place of conversation. Tom felt both jealous and aroused as he listened to the two women in his life pursue the pleasure they craved while he was banished to the kitchen in case they needed something.

    Ivy had taken Daniel to her bedroom a few minutes after the kissing started. She’d smiled at Tom on her way by the kitchen and then disappeared down the hallway. Daniel’s low moans emanated from the bedroom not long after, indicating that he was in Ivy’s wondrously talented mouth.

    Not long after that, the sounds of a blowjob – and the moans that came with it – drifted in from the living room. Two men in the house were getting their cocks sucked and Tom was still sitting alone at the kitchen table. Most men would have felt some version of agony at that point, but Tom wasn’t like that. He felt a little jealous, of course, but mostly he was turned on. He liked that Ivy and Abigail were getting what they needed and he’d long since accepted that he wasn’t the kind of man that could serve their needs in the exact manner they craved.

    “Tom,” Abigail called out from the living room, pulling Tom from his thoughts. “Can you come in here?”

    Tom rushed towards the living room and saw Abigail on her knees in front of James, her date. The top of her dress was around her waist – putting her lovely breasts on display – and James’s cock was stiff and slick with her saliva. “What can I do for you?” Tom asked after staring at the display in front of him for a few moments.

    “Would you like to watch, Tom?” Abigail asked.

    “Watch…sorry, watch what?” Tom replied.

    Abigail smiled. “Come here, Tom. Join me on my knees.”

    Tom strode across the living room and dropped to his knees a few feet from Abigail.

    “Closer,” she said. “In fact, move behind me. Lift the bottom of my dress.”

    Tom did as instructed, lifting the bottom of Abigail’s dress and exposing her skimpy black lace thong.

    Abigail leaned forward to kiss the head of James’s thick cock and said, “Now pull my panties aside, Tom. Pull them aside and put two fingers inside me. Tell me what you feel.”

    Tom watched Abigail take the head of James’s cock in her mouth and gently suck on it as he pulled aside her panties and gently slipped two fingers into her pussy. Abigail moaned appreciatively and Tom said, “You’re wet. Really wet.”

    “I’m soaked,” Abigail said while looking up at James. “My pussy is soaked, Tom. What do you think that means?”

    “I think it means you’re attracted to James,” Tom answered. “And that you’re looking forward to having sex with him.”

    James smiled at that and Abigail let out a soft chuckle. “That’s right, Tom,” she said. “But it’s more than that. It’s like my body woke up tonight.”

    Tom pushed his fingers deeper and used a third to gently play with Abigail’s clit. She moaned while kissing her way down James’s thick shaft before heading back up again. “Woke up?” Tom asked.

    “Mmm, yes,” Abigail replied. “Eric was good in bed, but our sex life had slowed considerably by the time I left him. The connection, the passion, it just wasn’t there anymore. That meant the sex wasn’t particularly good.”

    She took the cock in her mouth once more and Tom rubbed her clit a little faster. She hadn’t stopped him so he figured she was enjoying the way his fingers worked her over.

    “Then I moved in here and we started having sex, and it was good. It was tender and sweet, but it was good. There was a connection and there was a certain amount of passion. The most passion a woman can have with a man like you, I suppose,” Abigail said.

    That brought another smile to James’s face. He’d smartly remained silent as Abigail toyed with Tom, and he likely understood that his night was going to end with his cock inside her, so he didn’t need to say anything at all.

    Tom felt a hint of pain at Abigail’s comment, but he’d long since come to grips with the idea that he wasn’t the kind of man that provided a woman with an unforgettable orgasm. After all, Ivy had taken a lover with remarkable speed and she’d been quite clear that Daniel was sexually superior to Tom.

    “My body can sense that James is going to fuck me like I need to be fucked, Tom,” Abigail explained. “That’s why I’m so wet. That’s why I’m wetter than I ever was when you made love to me. That’s why my pussy is dripping with desire right now. I know that James is going to satisfy me. You know what else is thrilling, Tom?”

    “Please, tell me,” Tom replied.

    “I forgot how much I love giving a blowjob to a man like James,” Abigail explained. “It’s been so long since I felt that kind of passion for Eric that I’d completely forgotten how wet it makes me to get on my knees in front of a man like James. It leaves me soaked to suck on his big, beautiful cock and see that look of pleasure on his face. It makes me feel so good to make him feel good.”

    Abigail took James’s cock into her mouth once more and Tom watched half the impressive length disappear. She held it there for a few moments and then started bobbing up and down. Her hair bounced beautifully and Tom continued to finger her increasingly wet pussy. He knew it was strange, but he felt grateful that Abigail had invited him to witness her eagerness to give pleasure to James.

    Abigail pulled off the cock, sat back on her knees, and turned towards Tom. She reached back, pulled his lips to hers, and kissed him aggressively. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and Tom was certain he tasted the other man’s precum mixed in with Abigail’s saliva. It was sweet, though, and it resulted in quite the raging erection between Tom’s legs.

    “I’ll bet you’d like to put your cock inside me right now, wouldn’t you?” Abigail asked in a soft, seductive tone. “You’d like to put me on my hands and knees and fuck me while I suck on James’s big cock, wouldn’t you?”

    Tom hadn’t been thinking that, but there was no question he’d enjoy doing it, so he nodded.

    “You’re adorable,” Abigail said. “But my pussy isn’t yours to fuck tonight, though I’m sure you knew that. Would you like to watch James fuck me, Tom? You don’t have to say yes. It’s entirely up to you.”

    “Yes,” Tom answered.

    Abigail turned to James and asked, “Will you be okay with that?”

    “Of course,” James replied.

    Abigail stood and offered her hand to James. He slipped his cock back into his pants and stood. He took her hand and they walked towards her bedroom.

    “Come, Tom,” Abigail said. “Join us in the bedroom.”

    Tom followed and he heard his wife’s moans coming from the master bedroom. She called out Daniel’s name and Tom imagined Ivy on her back with another man’s cock inside her. He imagined a look of utter joy on her face as her orgasm approached. Tom imagined Daniel giving her what he couldn’t, and while it brought with it a measure of pain, there was pleasure there too.

    Abigail lifted her dress over her head and let it fall to the floor as James unbuttoned his shirt and revealed a remarkably muscular chest. Abigail reached out and ran her fingers over his pecs before stepping closer for a deep kiss. She helped James out of his pants and wrapped her hand around his cock to stroke him while his tongue invaded her mouth.

    Tom shut the door and stood against it as an unexpected level of arousal coursed through his body while he witnessed the desire of the two people in front of him.

    “Get naked, Tom,” Abigail instructed as she pushed James into the bed and crawled between his legs. Tom stripped while she wrapped her lips around the cock she’d already sucked with such passion and returned to making James feel good.

    Abigail put on a show. She sucked cock with great vigor and moaned wildly while the thick, spit-soaked shaft moved in and out of her mouth. James seemed to find it even more pleasurable than he had on the couch, as he moaned quite a bit more and reached down to run his hands through her hair and over her shoulders.

    Tom finished stripping and remained naked by the door. He felt a little embarrassed – James had a much bigger cock and was in far better shape than him – but he wasn’t about to disobey Abigail.

    She looked up and lifted her mouth from the slick cock she’d been working so hard to please, smiled at Tom, and said, “Come here.”

    Tom approached and Abigail quickly straddled James. She rubbed his slick cock over her pussy lips and sank down on it. Every inch filled her as Tom neared the edge of the bed. Abigail reached out, snaked her fingers around the back of his neck, and pulled him close for a kiss. Her tongue invaded Tom’s mouth as the cock invaded her pussy and he couldn’t believe how hard his dick throbbed from the thrill of simply being involved.

    “I hope this isn’t too painful for you,” Abigail said. “It’s wonderful having sex with you, but sometimes a woman needs a man with a big cock and hard body to satisfy her needs.”

    “Of course,” Tom replied with a smile. “You know I just want to make you happy, Abigail.”

    “I do know that, Tom,” she said. “And I’m grateful for your presence in my life. Now suck on my tits while I ride this big, beautiful cock.”

    Abigail pulled Tom’s head to her breasts and he put his hands on the edge of the bed and set out to offer the pleasure she craved. He sucked on her perfect tits and flicked his tongue back and forth over her stiff nipples. Abigail moaned loudly and Tom found pleasure in the notion that he was responsible for at least some of her pleasure.

    “He feels so good inside me,” Abigail said before unleashing a long, low moan. “Fuck, he feels so fucking good inside me!”

    Abigail pushed Tom’s head away from her breasts and leaned down to kiss James as she rode his cock. Tom ran his fingers down her back, grabbed a handful of her ass, and squeezed. Abigail moaned into her lover’s mouth, bringing a smile to Tom’s face.

    James wrapped his arms around Abigail and flipped her onto her back without pulling out, putting an appreciative smile on her face as her muscular lover manhandled her with such ease.

    “Crawl into the bed, Tom,” Abigail said. “Lie next to me as he fucks me.”

    Tom crawled into the bed and rolled his head to the side. He watched James fuck Abigail with a kind of power Tom simply couldn’t muster. He saw the way her lips curled into a deeply satisfied smile and he listened to how she moaned. Eventually Abigail closed her eyes and ran her fingers down James’s back to grasp his ass, as if she wanted to pull him even deeper into her body.

    Tom marveled at all of it with a throbbing cock between his legs. He probably could have masturbated without Abigail getting angry, but he wanted to wait in case she required his service when she and James were finished fucking.

    “James, fuck, make me cum,” Abigail said. “Fuck me hard and make me cum.”

    James delivered an even harder fucking and Abigail responded with moans that Tom knew were unlike any he’d caused. Neither his tongue nor his cock had provided her with such pleasure, and while he felt a little jealous that another man was offering Abigail far more satisfaction than he could, Tom knew it was what she deserved and that made him happy.

    “I’m close, Abigail,” James said. “Where do you want me to cum?”

    “Inside me,” she replied. “Cum inside me and Tom will clean it up.”

    Tom’s cock surged to life as he thought of being welcomed between Abigail’s legs to clean up. He reached down but bypassed his erection and played with his balls instead. Even a little bit of pleasure felt good, especially when he was mere inches away from two people having the kind of sex that was going to give them body-shaking orgasms.

    “James, I’m cumming!” Abigail cried out. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She reached out and grabbed Tom’s arm. His hand found its way to hers and she grasped it tight while climaxing with another man’s cock inside her. James pounded her hard for a few moments longer and then released his cum inside her.

    Abigail squeezed Tom’s hand as James came inside her. The moment struck him as oddly intimate, even more so than when they’d had sex. Tom surmised that it felt more representative of what their relationship would become as Abigail emerged from the ashes of her divorce to embrace her power.

    James and Abigail kissed as he came down from his climax. “You were everything I needed tonight, James. Thank you,” she said softly.

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

    James pulled out and rolled onto his back on Abigail’s other side. She pulled Tom’s hand to her lips and kissed it softly as her eyes met his. “Clean me, Tom,” she said. “Clean his cum from my pussy. Be a good boy and clean every drop.”

    Tom’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as he moved to his knees and crawled between Abigail’s legs. He dropped to his stomach and stared at her beautiful, plump, slippery pussy lips and the thick dollop of cum that waited at the entrance to her body.

    Tom kissed Abigail’s pussy lips a handful of times before slowly penetrating her with his tongue. He bathed his taste buds in James’s cum and then scooped it up, took it into his mouth, and swallowed. It slid down his throat as Abigail turned to the man that had just fucked her and offered a kiss.

    “Will you stay the night?” she asked. “I hate to be greedy, but I’d very much like to get fucked again before we go to sleep.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” James said. “Will he be spending the night with us?”

    “No,” Abigail replied. “Tom is a lovely bedmate, but tonight I only need you.”

    Tom pushed his tongue deeper into her pussy and found another reservoir of James’s cum. He retrieved it and swallowed as Abigail and her lover shared soft kisses while James’s fingers moved over her breasts, gently teasing her nipples and eliciting soft, seductive moans.

    “Thank you, Tom,” Abigail said after he’d exhausted the supply of semen inside her. “You were wonderful tonight. You may leave us.”

    Tom backed out of the bed, gathered his clothes, and opened the door.

    “Sleep well,” Abigail said.

    “You too,” Tom replied. He closed the door, stepped into his underwear, and headed for the living room to prepare the pull out couch. It felt a little humiliating to not have a bed in his own house, but Tom knew there was nothing to be done about it.

    Just as he finished putting sheets on the pullout, Tom heard a bedroom door open. He turned to see Ivy coming his way without a stitch of clothing on her body.

    “You look beautiful,” Tom said.

    Ivy glanced between his legs at the tent in his underwear, smiled, and said, “Thank you, darling.” She pressed her body against his and her lips found Tom’s for a long, lingering kiss while she worked his underwear off. They fell to his ankles and Ivy stood on her tiptoes so his cock could slide between her thighs. She gently rubbed her pussy lips over the top of his shaft and he felt the exceptional warmth and wetness of his wife’s flesh against the most sensitive part of his body.

    “Get in the bed,” Ivy said.

    Tom fell back into the bed and she straddled him and took his cock into her slippery pussy.

    “That’s Daniel’s cum you can feel around your cock,” she whispered.

    “It’s incredible,” Tom replied. He couldn’t believe his good fortune. He’d just witnessed the beauty of Abigail’s orgasm with another man inside her and now Ivy was offering her pussy. Tom only hoped she would grant him the joy of an orgasm.

    Ivy moved her pussy over his cock at an achingly slow pace, leaving Tom in a place of frustrated bliss as he knew he wouldn’t cum until she worked him a little harder.

    “It’s not suitable to have you sleeping on the pull out couch every night,” Ivy said. “Is it?”

    Tom shook his head.

    “You’ll share my bed or Abigail’s from time to time, but we need a better solution for you, Tom,” she continued. “You’ll soon be our shared husband, and you deserve a bedroom of your own when you’re not needed in one of our beds. Perhaps we should look into buying a bigger house, or converting the garage into a space for the man that lives to serve Abigail and me?”

    “I don’t need much space,” Tom said as his wife’s cum-soaked pussy moved faster over his cock.

    “I know you don’t, my love,” Ivy replied with a smile. “But you deserve a space of your own. After all, you can’t be expected to dedicate every moment of your life to us. You’ll go mad.”

    Tom wasn’t entirely sure why, but he didn’t mind the idea of dedicating every moment of his life to Ivy and Abigail. It felt right, though his thinking might have been clouded by the exceptionally pleasurable sex he was having with his wife.

    “I love you, Ivy,” Tom said out of the blue. “I love you so much.”

    She smiled and kissed him. “I know you do. And I love you too. And I have a feeling Abigail feels the same way, and if she doesn’t, she will soon.” Ivy put her hands on Tom’s chest and rode him faster. “You can cum inside me whenever you’re ready. I expect you to clean up the mess, though.”

    “Of course,” Tom said.

    Ivy’s pussy worked its magic and Tom came inside her not long after. He grunted and groaned and had an orgasm that felt truly otherworldly.

    The moment he finished cumming inside her Ivy lifted her pussy from his cock, dragged it up Tom’s chest, and sat on his face. A mixture of his cum and Daniel’s poured into Tom’s mouth and he greedily lapped it up. Ivy had given him a task and he wasn’t about to disappoint her and fail to accomplish it.

    When he was finished, Ivy lifted her pussy from his face, got out of his pullout bed, and said, “Sleep well, Tom. Oh, and I’d like you to prepare breakfast for everyone tomorrow. Please make sure you’re up early to do so.”

    “Of course,” Tom replied.

    As he watched Ivy walk away, Tom was hit with a touch of jealousy at the idea that Daniel got to spend the night in bed with her and that Tom was stuck on the couch. He spent a few moments with that jealousy and then dismissed it, as his wife’s happiness – and increasingly, Abigail’s happiness – was the thing that Tom cared about above anything else.

    A smile came over Tom’s face as a moan drifted from Abigail’s room. Soon after he heard Daniel moan. It seemed that the two couples in the house were going to enjoy one more round of pleasure before heading off to sleep. Tom closed his eyes and listened with the taste of cum in his mouth and a post-orgasmic tingle still resonating between his legs.

    Life was very good.
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    “What is this?” Tom asked as he scanned the document Ivy had placed in front of him.

    “It’s a contract,” she said from across the kitchen table.

    Tom looked up and saw Ivy and Abigail both smiling at him. “A contract? For what?”

    “It formalizes the agreement between the three of us,” Abigail said. “You should read it, of course, but the short version is that by signing it you agree to become the submissive husband of both Ivy and me. You agree to serve our needs above all else – including your own needs – and you agree to do so for at least a year, after which time we’ll get together and review the agreement.”

    “So I’m agreeing to become your servant for a year?” Tom asked.

    “In short, yes,” Ivy said. “We can’t both legally marry you, but we thought a contract was a perfect way to formalize what we expect from you as our husband.”

    Tom looked down at the document – which was several pages long – and saw sections devoted to his living arrangement, the duties he was expected to perform, and much more. “It seems like you really put a lot of thought into this,” he said.

    Abigail smiled, reached across the table, and squeezed his hand. “We did, Tom. And as you’ll see, we have certain expectations of you that you’ll have to fulfill should you agree to sign the contract.”

    “For instance, you’ll have to quit your job to serve us full time,” Ivy said. “As you know, the new house is quite a bit larger than this one and it will take a fair amount of work to keep it up. All of that work will fall to you and you simply won’t have enough time to work outside the home. We also expect that the demands on our time will increase as the business grows, so you’ll be expected to become a proficient cook so you can prepare all our meals in addition to your other household duties.”

    “You’ll be allowed a maximum of one orgasm per week, but that orgasm can be denied if you fail to do your duties to our satisfaction,” Abigail continued. “And ss you know, you’ll have your own room in the new house and you’ll be invited to sleep in our beds at our discretion but you shouldn’t have any expectation of doing so with any regularity.”

    “You will be expected to offer your submission to any men that Abigail and I bring into our home, but you can also expect them to treat you as we would,” Ivy added.

    Tom felt a sense of panic rise up in his chest as a million different thoughts swirled in his head. It felt like his life was being upended even though he understood that his day to day existence wouldn’t actually change all that much were he to sign the contract.

    “It feels like a lot, doesn’t it?” Abigail asked.

    Tom looked across the table and nodded. “It does. I know it’s not all that different from how we live right now, but there’s something about formalizing it that makes it seem…I don’t know, a little scary.”

    Ivy stood, moved to the other side of the table, and sat next to Tom. She leaned over and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek as her hand moved to his knee and her fingers moved in gentle circles. “It’s okay to feel scared. You’re right that in many ways it won’t be all that different from how we live now, but at the same time, it is a great deal more formal. You’ll see that there’s a section on punishments on the second page.”

    Tom turned to the second page and saw the surprisingly lengthy section that detailed punishments he would be subjected to if he failed to live up to his duties. They included lengthy orgasm denial, various kinds of spanking ordered by the amount of pain they’d cause, being made to work in the nude, and anal penetration meant to cause both pain and humiliation.

    “We have no reason to believe you’ll fail to live up to your duties, Tom, but we need to be sure, and by signing the contract you give us the right to punish you in any of the ways outlined if you misbehave,” Ivy said.

    Abigail stood, moved to the other side of the table, and sat next to Tom, leaving him between the two women he loved. She too kissed him on the cheek and rubbed his leg, helping push him into a state of ever-increasing desire.

    “There will be rewards for being a good husband and servant,” Abigail said. “As long as you’re good for us, we’ll see that you’re a very happy man.” Her hand moved between his legs and she massaged his half hard cock as Ivy leaned closer and kissed his neck.

    “We’ll make you feel good, Tom,” Ivy whispered. “We’ll make sure that weekly orgasm is everything you want it to be. We’ll make sure you’re a very happy husband and servant.”

    “Plus, I’m certain we’ll both need your help relieving the stress of running a growing business,” Abigail added. “I’m fairly certain you’ll be using that talented tongue of yours with great frequency.”

    “We’re going to enjoy having a servant on call to eat our pussies whenever we need to cum, Tom,” Ivy said. “Wouldn’t you enjoy that? Wouldn’t you love to come into the office and eat us both out before you go back to cleaning the house or cooking us dinner?”

    “Yes,” Tom said breathlessly. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt and he could feel precum leaking into his underwear.

    “There’s a signing bonus,” Abigail said softly.

    “Really?” Tom asked.

    “We’re going to have a threesome,” Ivy replied. “You can have us both, Tom. All you have to do is sign and we’ll take you to the bedroom and show you what it’s like to fuck both your wives.”

    Tom was going to sign anyway. The moment they put the contract in front of him he knew he was going to sign it. He didn’t even need to read it. He couldn’t imagine his life without Ivy and Abigail in it. He couldn’t imagine starting over as a single man, which is precisely what would have happened if he declined to become their contractual servant.

    “Do you have a pen?” Tom asked.

    Ivy stood, grabbed a pen from the junk drawer, and offered it to Tom as she sat next to him and resumed kissing his neck. He uncapped the pen, signed the contract, and was immediately rewarded with a deep kiss from Abigail.

    “Would you like to fuck your wives now, Tom?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” he answered.

    Abigail and Ivy stood and helped Tom to his feet. They stripped him right there in the kitchen and led him down the hallway and into the master bedroom. They pushed him into the bed and stripped each other naked as he watched with a stiff cock throbbing between his legs. Soon enough Tom had a beautiful woman on either side of him. He wasn’t sure how long he’d last, but he hoped he’d get a chance to fuck them both before he lost his load.

    “You know, sometimes I can’t believe how far we’ve come,” Ivy said as Abigail kissed her way down Tom’s stomach and took his cock in her mouth. “It wasn’t that long ago that we were like every other married couple. You were a fairly normal husband and I was a fairly normal wife. When I think of how much has changed it makes my head spin a little.”

    Tom groaned as his cock throbbed in Abigail’s exceedingly talented mouth.

    “I do love all the changes I made to our marriage,” Ivy continued. “Don’t you, Tom? Aren’t you happier now that I’ve helped turned you into the man you were meant to be?”

    “Yes,” Tom answered.

    Ivy moved to her knees and straddled Tom’s face. She smiled, reached down to grab a handful of his hair, and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. “My only regret – and it’s a small one – is that I didn’t take control sooner. It’s clear now that you were never meant to be a traditional husband – a strong head of household – and that you’re much better off as a servant to two strong women whose ambitions far exceed your own. You need to be guided, to be taught how to serve, to be shown that your greatest satisfaction will come from living in submission to two beautiful women that were meant to be in charge. Don’t you agree?”

    Ivy lifted her pussy from Tom’s mouth and he said, “Yes. I do. I do, Ivy.”

    She lowered her slick labia onto his face before he could say another word. A smile crossed her face and she moved her hips back and forth over his mouth as Abigail continued to slowly suck his cock.

    “You know things are going to change, don’t you?” Ivy said as she reached up, took her breasts in her hands, and squeezed them. “You know that the contract makes things more formal, that Abigail and I are going to expect you to adhere to the rules, don’t you?”

    All Tom could do was nod – he’d read most of the contract and he’d picked up that they would be expecting a great deal of him – and he was on board for that. The truth was, he really was happier in the new version of their marriage, of his life, really. Tom appreciated the structure and the rules. He appreciated having his tasks set out in front of him. He appreciated being told what to do and being rewarded for doing as instructed.

    Tom’s train of thought was completely derailed when he felt something wondrous between his legs. Abigail had taken him inside her. Heat and wetness surrounded his cock and he moaned into Ivy’s pussy.

    “How does his cock feel?” Ivy asked.

    “Hard,” Abigail replied. “He’s nothing like Daniel, of course, but few men are.”

    Ivy looked down at Tom and said, “Does her pussy feel good, Tom? Does it feel like a wonderful reward to have Abigail suck your cock and take you inside her?”

    “Yes,” Tom said as Ivy lifted her pussy from his mouth. “It feels perfect.”

    “You’re not going to cum too quickly, are you?” Abigail asked. “We want to have our fun with you, Tom.”

    Ivy laughed. “Even if he does, we can get him hard again. He deserves to enjoy every bit of this threesome. He deserves our full attention before we turn to the next phase of our lives together, the phase where Tom works to support us, where he puts aside his desires in favor of doing everything in his power to serve our needs.”

    Abigail moaned and Tom felt her grind back and forth on his cock. Ivy quickly lifted her pussy from Tom’s face and laid next to him, offering him a view of Abigail happily rubbing her clit into his pelvis.

    “How does it feel to be fucking your second wife?” Ivy asked.

    Tom looked at the smile on Abigail’s face and felt like the happiest man in the world. He suspected the threesome would be a rare occurrence – it might not happen again, in fact – but while it was happening he was determined to enjoy every second of it. “It feels absolutely perfect,” he said.

    Ivy kissed him and her tongue darted into his mouth as Abigail moaned louder and moved her hips over his crotch faster.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Tom was delighted that Abigail had cum before him. He knew she fucked better men than him – Daniel was just one example – and it made him feel a certain kind of joy that he was still capable of giving her an orgasm during sex.

    “Well done, Tom,” Ivy said. “I thought for sure you’d blow your load inside her before Abigail came.”

    When she’d finished cumming, Abigail lifted her pussy from Tom’s cock and laid on his other side, leaving him sandwiched between beautiful naked women. They both kissed and caressed his body, sending waves of soft, sensual pleasure from head to toe and keeping his cock stiff despite the lack of direct stimulation.

    “I owe you two so much,” Abigail said.

    “You don’t,” Ivy replied. “This is where you were meant to be, Abigail. That wasn’t obvious at first, but it is now. You’re perfect for us. You and I can build our business and Tom can be the loyal, loving, submissive husband that will do anything it takes to make us happy.”

    “Anything?” Abigail asked.

    Ivy laughed as she looked at Tom and then back at her friend. “What did you have in mind?”

    “Sometimes my imagination runs wild, if I’m being honest,” Abigail said. “Sometimes I feel this little tingling of desire for something…a bit naughtier, I guess. Do you remember Susan?”

    Tom remembered Susan. She was one of the few unforgettable people he’d ever met, though that was likely due to the things she subjected him to more than anything else. She was an exceptionally harsh domme and if Tom closed his eyes he could still feel her sodomizing him so aggressively with a dildo.

    Ivy wrapped her fingers around Tom’s cock and stroked as Abigail leaned forward and kissed his chest and neck. “I remember Susan,” Ivy said. “How could I forget her? She left an indelible mark on our husband, didn’t she?”

    Tom’s cock throbbed in Ivy’s hand and his asshole tightened as he thought of Susan and the manner in which she’d dominated him. She’d taken pleasure in making him suffer, and yet he’d found some pleasure in it too. It had been an entirely different experience from the one he was used to, but Tom had offered his submission because it was to benefit Abigail and Ivy. He couldn’t help but wonder if they planned on using him like that in the future, if that was part of the changes that they’d imagined when they asked him to sign a contract and embrace the notion of being their servant.

    “What makes you think of Susan?” Ivy asked.

    Abigail looked at Tom and said, “I remember hearing the way he moaned. I remember hearing some of what she said through the closed door. I remember being turned on by it. I remember feeling like it had awakened a part of me that I didn’t know existed, kind of like how another part of me awakened the first time you ordered Tom to go down on me.”

    Ivy kissed Tom’s neck and said, “That was fun, wasn’t it darling? Didn’t you enjoy eating Abigail’s pussy the first time? Didn’t you enjoy making my friend cum?”

    “I did,” Tom replied.

    “And did you enjoy it when Susan fucked you?” Abigail asked.

    Tom looked at her, took a moment to enjoy the pleasure of the slow handjob his wife was giving him, and said, “In a way, yes.”

    “And what way is that?” Abigail asked as her fingers moved between his legs to play with his balls.

    “She pushed my limits in a way they’ve never been pushed before and there was something strangely arousing about feeling like I didn’t have a choice. I know I did, but I didn’t want to disappoint either of you. I wanted to ensure that you got what you needed, so I didn’t want to make that choice to walk away. I wanted to let her do as she desired so she would give you what you wanted,” Tom answered. “And something about that felt good. Really good, if I’m being honest.”

    “He really is a submissive,” Abigail said as she looked at Ivy.

    Ivy smiled, nodded, and asked, “Do you want to fuck him, Abigail? Do you want to fuck him like Susan did? Do you want to pound his ass with that new strapon we bought?”

    “You bought a strapon?” Tom asked.

    “You saw it in the list of potential punishments, Tom,” Ivy replied. “So of course we bought one. We figured that sodomizing you with a big strapon cock would be quite the punishment as you’d suffer both pain and humiliation. I didn’t really consider that Abigail might want to do it for her pleasure, but you’d let her, wouldn’t you? You’d submit, wouldn’t you? You’d get on your hands and knees and offer your ass if she wanted to fuck it for her pleasure, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Tom answered.

    Abigail laughed and squeezed his balls. “What a wonderful husband you’re going to be,” she said. “And there will be time for exploring my kinky side, but tonight is not that time. Tonight is about you, Tom. Tonight is about rewarding you for agreeing to be our servant.”

    “Why don’t you sit on his face, Abigail?” Ivy suggested. “I’ll make him cum and then I can feed it to him.”

    Abigail straddled Tom’s face and dropped her pussy onto his mouth. He put his tongue inside her and bathed it in the juices that her orgasm had produced.

    Ivy straddled his waist and took his cock inside her. Tom moaned into Abigail’s pussy as he once again experienced the bliss of being inside his wife.

    Abigail gently rode his face, covering his lips, cheeks, nose, and chin with her juices. There were moments when it was difficult to breathe as she covered his mouth and nose, but Tom found pleasure in it. It occurred to him that all three of them had been on a journey similar to the one Abigail described. They’d all discovered sides of themselves that they hadn’t known existed. They’d found the roles that best suited them, and in Tom’s case that meant putting aside his needs to do whatever Ivy and Abigail wanted of him, even if he wasn’t sure what they’d want of him from day to day. Not knowing was part of the fun.

    Tom moaned into Abigail’s pussy as Ivy bounced on his cock. Wild thoughts of all manner ran through his head as he considered his future as a servant to the two beautiful naked women working him over. His toes curled as his loins exploded in pleasure. He launched an orgasm into his wife’s pussy and Abigail rubbed her clit furiously over his lips, bringing herself to a second climax. She climbed off his face and laid next to him as Ivy smiled.

    “I guess you couldn’t last long enough to make me cum,” she said.

    “Sorry,” Tom replied.

    “That’s okay,” she said. “This night wasn’t about me. It was about you. I do want you to clean your cum out of me, though. You can make me cum with your tongue as you do it.”

    “Of course,” Tom said, knowing full well that he didn’t have a choice in the matter. If Ivy wanted to sit on his face and feed him his load, she was going to do it.

    A moment later she Ivy did just that. She dragged her pussy over his stomach, sat on his face, and let his cum flow from her. Tom pushed his tongue inside her and caught every bit of it, swallowing as he went.

    “He’s a good husband, isn’t he?” Abigail asked.

    “He is, and he’s going to be even better once we’ve fully trained him as our servant,” Ivy replied.

    A year ago the entire evening would have seemed utterly insane to Tom. Now, he found himself eager to be trained in a new level of servitude by his two wives. What a difference a year makes.

  
    I’ve Denied Myself for Too Long - Becca's Blog

    
      Welcome to a new version of the blog. I’ll be writing regular posts that delve a little more into my experiences with cuckolding, including my ongoing (and hopefully successful) search for a new boyfriend after a long, Covid-induced hiatus.
    

    As I write this, it’s been nearly 21 months since I last cuckolded my husband, which is far and away the longest I’ve gone without a boyfriend since I first cuckolded him more than a decade ago. The last time was lovely, too. It was at a hotel in Santa Barbara in the middle of March 2020. You remember what happened in the middle of March that year, right?

    Yeah, the pandemic got serious in the US just a few days after we got home from that lovely little trip. A few days after that we were walking through the grocery store searching the nearly empty shelves for anything edible and preparing to go into lockdown. It was, as I’m sure many (if not all) of you experienced, utterly surreal.

    Everyone approached the pandemic and social contact in the months afterwards differently. My husband and I fell on the more careful (perhaps even extreme) end of the spectrum. Neither of us is in any particular risk group, but we’re both fairly averse to the notion of illness (and death, obviously). You know what I really made me so cautious, though? I think it was seeing a few too many perfectly healthy people die in those early days. It was (and this was a mistake on my part) closely following the Instagram accounts of the loved ones of some of those people that died. It was seeing the overwhelming agony that some people went through that kind of terrified me, and because we both had the luxury of working from home (in my case that’s thanks to all of my kind Patrons – I love you all!) we chose not to take any real risks because we didn’t have to.

    Now, though, I can’t help but regret just how cautious we were. For a month or two after we got vaccinated we felt good (I never did find someone that I really connected with in that time), but then the delta variant came sweeping through and we got cautious again. We were too cautious, though, and it’s actually impacted my happiness.

    I’m not complaining. I know I’ve had it better than most. I’m just trying to be honest. I didn’t realize it until I stopped, but having relationships outside my marriage became an important part of my happiness. It’s not just my happiness, either. It’s my husband’s, too.

    Now, it’s not like I’ve spent the past 21 months without any sexual pleasure. I still have sex with my husband. He’s not that kind of cuckold. He’s quite good at making me cum and I really like having sex with him. I’ve always liked having sex with him.

    Being with someone new is different, though. It’s better in so many ways, and again, it’s not just for me. Being cuckolded turns my husband on more than anything. I could dress up in the hottest lingerie in the world and offer up the sexiest striptease imaginable and then get on my knees and worship his cock and it still wouldn’t come close to arousing him as much as cuddling up next to him and telling him about how my boyfriend fucked me in the car and made me cum all over his big cock in our front seat (Which happened, by the way. I also accidentally left the condom wrapper on the floor, which my husband absolutely loved finding the next day.).

    It took me a long time – too long, honestly – to realize that I’ve really, really missed the pleasures of cuckolding. In fact, I’ve realized that some of the pleasures of cuckolding have become an integral part of my happiness, which explains why I’ve been feeling a little bit off for the past few months. My needs – needs that evolved as my sex life evolved – aren’t being met. Because my husband and I chose to open our marriage it’s now impossible for him to truly meet my needs. It turns out I can go quite a long time without enjoying the pleasures of being with new men, but I can’t go forever without it.

    I’m not the only one, though. As I said above, my husband experiences the greatest heights of sexual pleasure via cuckolding, so he’s been feeling deprived too.

    As the post title suggests, we’ve decided to put an end to our self-imposed exile from the joys of cuckolding. It’s time for me to find a new boyfriend. It’s possible that the Omicron variant will put a crimp in those plans, but we’re moving forward and hoping for the best, because we’re both going a little bit crazy after nearly two years without the sexual pleasures we’ve come to enjoy.

    The search has already begun (I’ll write in greater detail about it in the next few weeks), but what’s interesting to me is that some combination of our Covid-induced break and writing for you, my lovely Patrons, has led me to reevaluate what I’m looking for in a new partner, and the results have been fairly interesting.

    I try – though I’m sure I often fail – to cover as many different corners of the cuckold lifestyle/fetish as I can in my writing (hotwife romance, pregnancy play, bisexual stories, small penis humiliation, chastity play, femdom both harsh and gentle, etc), which has meant a lot of research, for lack of a better word. It’s meant reading forums, following hotwives and cuckolds of all varieties on Twitter, participating in Discords, and a whole lot more. Ultimately, it’s led to a great expansion of my knowledge of the world of cuckolding and hotwifing, and now that I’m actively searching for a boyfriend once more, all that expanded knowledge has me wondering if I want something different than I typically look for in a new man.

    Really, what I’m wondering is if I want to try something new, in part because it might be fun to try something new, and in part because I plan on writing about it in a way I haven’t yet and I’d like to have something interesting to write about.

    What does something new mean, though? Well, this might sound surprising, but I’ve never really dated a traditional alpha type. I’ve had the occasional interlude with men like that, but I’ve never pursued something longer term, which is my preferred style of cuckolding. I really, really enjoy the intimacy that can be found in having a relationship, albeit one with the sort of limitations that are imposed by being a married woman (essentially, the relationship can only go so far and we can only see each other so often).

    It’s possible I couldn’t be in a relationship with an alpha type. There’s a reason I married and am typically attracted to guys that would be described as beta males (though not the overwhelmingly weak kind often depicted in cuckold erotica), after all (I’m not entirely sure of that reason, of course, but being an alpha female might have something to do with it). That being said, I’ve recently found myself thinking and sometimes fantasizing about being with a take charge kind of man, inspired in part by the tales I’ve read of other hotwives dating alpha males. I can’t help but wonder if it would be thrilling to be with a man that not only enjoys taking control, but expects to be with a woman that’s eager to surrender control, at least to a certain extent.

    For instance, my husband has never been a huge fan of blowjobs (receiving them, that is). He’s never quite been able to describe why, but he’s the sort of guy that would absolutely choose to go down on me before he’d choose to have me go down on him. I’ve been with guys that love receiving blowjobs, of course, but I’m not sure I’ve ever been with a guy that possesses such alpha energy that he expects the woman he’s with to go down on him, almost as if it’s his natural right as an alpha male to receive a blowjob when he desires it. I’m fairly certain there’s a part of me that would enjoy tapping into the kind of submissive energy required to be with a man like that, so would I enjoy engaging in a relationship of some length with a man like that? Would I enjoy being with a man that emanates the kind of strength that can be both arousing and, at times, quite comforting?

    My husband has expressed that he’d find it enormously arousing if I was with a man like that, assuming I found it pleasurable. I think he really likes the idea of me being with someone that embodies those alpha qualities, simply because my husband doesn’t, for the most part at least.

    These are all things I’m considering as I delve into the early stages of looking for a boyfriend. This part of the process tends to be slow, as I can be kind of picky. I’ve chatted with a handful of guys, but nothing has clicked so far. When I find someone I click with, we’ll meet in person and see where things go from there. I tend to play it slow – I like the early flirtations and pursuit almost as much as I enjoy the sex, to be honest – so it will probably be a little while before I find someone, but that’s okay. The search tends to inspire fun play with my husband as we talk about what kind of guy I want to end up with and the fun I’ll have with him when we do get together, and I always enjoy that.

    I’ll keep you updated as the search continues, and with any luck I’ll find someone worthy of my time and attention before long.

  
    Jealousy Can Be a Good Thing

    “Jealousy can be a good thing,” Keri explained on their way to a friend’s engagement party.

    “I’m not sure I agree with that,” Trent countered. “Jealousy always seems like a hugely destructive thing. In fact, it seems like the thing that destroys relationships. Isn’t jealousy just a manifestation of insecurity?”

    “A certain kind of jealousy is,” Keri said. “But that’s not what I’m talking about. I’m talking about the kind of jealousy that makes you appreciate the person you’re with. I’m talking about watching another man flirt with your wife and realizing that she’s incredibly hot and that you’re lucky to be with her.”

    Trent looked over as they pulled up to a red light and saw a playful smile on his wife’s face. She looked radiant in a blue dress and white heels, and with her hair pulled into a side ponytail she managed to pull off seeming both casual and dressed up at the same time.

    “Are you trying to tell me something?” Trent asked.

    “I’m just saying that it never hurts for a man to remember that he’s married to a beautiful, vivacious, sexy woman, is all,” Keri replied.

    “A man? Are we talking about any man in particular? Me, for instance?”

    Keri’s tone was playful as she asked, “Are you saying that you’re married to a beautiful, vivacious, sexy woman?”

    Trent reached over to caress his wife’s leg and glanced at her. “I am saying that, yes.”

    “And would you feel jealous if someone flirted with me at the party? I am going to be a bridesmaid at the wedding and you know how guys like to flirt with the bridesmaids.”

    Keri was being playful, but Trent couldn’t shake the notion that there was something bubbling just underneath the surface that he was missing. She’d never really talked about flirting with other guys, jealousy, or trying to inspire a greater sense of appreciation in him. Was she feeling a little neglected? Had he been lax in his husbandly duties? They were almost at the party so it wasn’t the time to talk about it, but he wondered if a difficult conversation awaited him at some point.

    “Yes, I would feel jealous,” Trent said. “I wouldn’t hit anyone or yell at you, if that’s what you’re asking. So, not the destructive kind of jealousy, I guess.”

    “Good,” Keri said as Trent pulled into the driveway.

    A valet opened Keri’s door and Trent got out to hand the young man the keys as he marveled that their friends had paid for a valet service at their party.

    “Are you planning something?” Trent asked his wife as he admired how good she looked in her dress.

    “Of course not,” Keri replied, but again she flashed a smile that left Trent confused.

    Keri took his hand and gave Trent a quick kiss on the cheek before they headed into the party.

    “I love you,” she said.

    “I love you too,” Trent replied as they joined the crowd of well-dressed friends and family members celebrating the engagement.

    “Keri!” Lucy, the bride-to-be, screamed when she saw Keri and Trent walk in. She scampered across the room and offered hugs to both of them.

    “Congratulations!” Keri said. “Let me see the ring.”

    Lucy held up an impressively large diamond and Keri cooed over it like a good friend should.

    “It’s gorgeous. Just like your fiancée,” Keri said.

    “Congratulations, Lucy,” Trent added. “We’re so excited for you.”

    Lucy flashed a giddy smile and said, “Me too! I’ve never been so happy. I know we’re not married yet, but it’s already so much better than I thought it would be. His family is amazing and they’ve been so good about keeping the planning as low stress as possible.”

    “You’re already planning the wedding?” Keri asked.

    “Keri, honey, you know me. I was planning the wedding before he proposed,” Lucy said. “Speaking of which, let me steal you away for a little so I can introduce you to the other bridesmaids and the groomsmen, including the guy you’ll be walking down the aisle with.”

    As Lucy led Keri away she leaned over and whispered something, prompting Keri to look back and smile at Trent before both girls giggled.

    Deprived of his wife’s company, Trent made his way to the bar, ordered a beer, and dropped a few bucks in the tip jar before surveying the room to see if anyone he knew had been invited to the party.

    The search ended abruptly when he spotted Keri talking to what he assumed was one of the groomsmen. Immediately Trent suspected he knew what the whispering was about. The guy appeared to be the embodiment of the ideal male with a square jaw, a perfectly coiffed head of hair, and a long, lean body that seemed to have been poured into a fitted suit.

    At first Trent watched with a sense of curiosity. How could a man be that good looking? How was something like that even possible? Then Keri laughed and leaned a little closer. She did that flirty thing that women do and reached out to touch the guy’s arm. She wasn’t tearing her clothes off or leaning in to kiss him, but Trent couldn’t help but feel that jealousy Keri had talked about. Did she know about how hot the groomsman was before arriving at the party? Had Lucy told Keri who she’d be paired up with?

    For a moment Trent considered the notion that Lucy had paired them up with a purpose. Perhaps Keri had confessed a certain amount of frustration to her friend and Lucy had done her a favor by putting her together with this perfect-looking man so she could have a little flirty fun without any sense of guilt. After all, Lucy had probably put them together at the engagement party so they could get to know each other before the wedding. It was entirely possible there was no ulterior motive other than letting her friend chat with a gorgeous guy for a bit.

    Trent was headed down the rabbit hole when Rich, the groom, came over to order a beer. “Hey man,” he said.

    “Hey!” Trent said. “Congratulations, man.”

    They shared a quick hug and Rich grabbed his beer before turning around and leaning against the bar next to Trent.

    “How are you feeling?” Trent asked.

    “Great, honestly. I know some guys get kind of worried when they pop the question, but Lucy’s incredible. She hasn’t even broken a sweat with the wedding planning,” Rich explained.

    “I’m not surprised. Lucy’s an organized woman. She plans ahead. I mean, even this party is fantastic. You’ve got a valet out front and a bartender in your living room. I can’t imagine how incredible the wedding is going to be,” Trent said as his eyes drifted towards his wife once again.

    “That’s Liam,” Rich said.

    Trent gave his friend a puzzled look and asked, “What?”

    “The guy Keri’s talking to. That’s Liam. He’s actually Lucy’s friend from college. She didn’t want to do the thing where she has a guy in her bridal party so she asked me to make him a groomsman. He’s from Australia. I don’t know if he spent his childhood wrestling crocodiles or fighting kangaroos or something, but he’s got that whole man’s man thing going on. Plus, the accent seems to be irresistible to women,” Rich explained.

    “Is he single?” Trent asked as a wave of jealousy washed over him.

    “I’m afraid so, buddy,” Rich said. “I’m afraid so.”

    Trent stared daggers at Liam and considered rushing across the room and breaking the beer bottle over his head.

    “Trent, man, relax,” Rich said. “I’m just yanking your chain. Liam’s a great guy. He’s not going to seduce your wife or anything. They’re just talking.”

    Trent looked at his friend and Rich unleashed into a raucous laugh.

    “It’s a party. Have another beer. Relax. Hell, there are lots of beautiful women here. Go do a little flirting yourself if you’re so worried about it,” Rich said. “Have some fun. I’ll catch you later.”

    Rich headed off and Trent put back the rest of his beer and smiled. His friend was right. Why was he acting like a jealous, insecure asshole? His wife was talking to another guy. It’s not like she was forbidden from doing that.

    “Okay,” Trent said to himself. “Get it together.”

    He resolved to go over and introduce himself to Liam, but not before a quick stop in the bathroom. Trent pushed his way through the crowd of guests, emptied his bladder, washed his hands, and returned to the party to find that his wife had disappeared from the spot where she and Liam had been talking.

    A momentary sense of panic engulfed Trent as he assumed his wife had been seduced by the handsome Australian. He tried his best to look casual as he walked through the house in search of Keri. He waved to friends, engaged in a bit of small talk with a few people, and came up empty-handed. Keri was nowhere to be found.

    Then Trent heard the faint sound of his wife’s distinctive laugh. He followed it like a bloodhound on the trail of a fallen duck, leading him out the back door and into the lushly landscaped backyard.

    Trent tiptoed towards the sound of conversation and peered around the corner to see Keri and Liam sitting together on a bench set against an ivy-covered wall. There was plenty of room on the bench but they were right next to each other, pressed thigh to thigh. Liam had his hand on Keri’s leg and she seemed utterly delighted with him.

    Trent was about to step out from his hiding spot and confront his wife when she glanced at him. There was no sense of panic in her eyes or her body language, though. Instead, she smiled. She smiled like it thrilled her that Trent was watching. The smile kept him in his place. Liam was too busy looking at Keri to notice that someone’s head was peeking around the corner so there seemed to be little danger of being discovered.

    Keri uncrossed her legs and Liam’s hand moved up her thigh by a few inches. He wasn’t being egregious about it, but he’d clearly taken the uncrossing of her legs as a sign that she was inviting him to do a little more touching. The fact that Keri didn’t do anything to dissuade Liam from touching her struck Trent as an obvious sign that she was, in fact, inviting him to get a little friskier with her.

    Trent was tempted to stop whatever Keri was doing, but the fact that she knew he was watching kept him glued to his spot against the wall. The fact that she’d smiled when she saw him made Trent believe Keri found it thrilling to have him watching and he was willing to see where she wanted to take her little flirtation.

    It wasn’t until Keri put her hand on Liam’s leg that the interaction between them seemed to take on a different tone. They stopped talking and he looked into her eyes, seemingly studying her intent. Trent wondered about his wife’s intent too. What was she doing? Was she trying to drive Trent insane with jealousy? Did she want him to punch Liam? Did she want him to stay right where he was and watch her? He couldn’t figure it out, which is why he chose to stay in place.

    For a few seconds Liam stared into Keri’s eyes. Then, she moved her hand up his thigh. She was no longer being coy. She was being overwhelmingly obvious. Unsurprisingly, Liam responded by leaning closer and kissing her.

    Trent’s pulse raced as he watched his wife kiss the handsome Australian. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his chest and he was greeted with a touch of lightheadedness and weakness in the knees. Most surprising of all was a little bit of arousal mixed in with the jealousy and insecurity.

    All of it got worse the longer the kiss went on. It wasn’t a quick peck on the lips. It was the kind of first kiss that quickly develops into something far deeper because the chemistry is immediate and electric. It was the kind of kiss that reveals a surprising depth of passion between the two people sharing it. It was the kind of kiss that filled Trent with intense jealousy.

    Much to his dismay – and a little bit to his delight – Keri let her hand wander all the way up Liam’s thigh until she was rubbing the very obvious bulge between his legs. Trent stood stone still and watched. He watched his wife kiss another man and caress his cock. He watched without even considering stopping it.

    Likely because of Keri’s eagerness, Liam pushed his fingers between her legs. Trent couldn’t tell if another man was fingering his wife, but he was certainly playing with her pussy in some manner.

    Trent watched his wife and Liam open their mouths. He watched their tongues get involved in the kiss. He watched their passion bubble over. He even heard Keri moan just a little.

    When the kiss ended Keri looked like a woman possessed by lust. She was breathing heavily, her eyes were wild with desire, and she had a giddy smile on her face. Liam pulled his fingers from between her legs and she released his cock and leaned closer to whisper something in his ear.

    Liam said something in response, but they were talking too quietly for Trent to catch any of it. Then, Keri gave Liam a soft kiss on the lips, stood up, and walked towards Trent. He moved back so Liam wouldn’t see him and a moment later Keri rounded the corner, took his hand in hers and dragged him towards the house.

    “What was that?” Trent asked.

    “Shhh,” Keri said as she pulled him inside. She spun around, pulled his body against hers, and said, “Wait here for thirty seconds and then meet me in the bathroom at the end of the hallway upstairs.”

    There was no time to confront her about what she’d done with Liam or ask what the hell she was talking about as Keri spun away from Trent and headed towards the stairs. The only decision to make was whether he was going to follow his wife or refuse.

    It wasn’t really a decision. Trent was filled with a wild mixture of emotions after witnessing his wife kiss another man, but anger wasn’t one of them. He was going to follow her, and after thirty seconds he made his way upstairs and stepped into the bathroom.

    Keri’s panties were on the floor and she was seated on the counter with her dress around her waist and her wet pussy exposed.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “I know you want to. I know that watching triggered something. I saw it in your eyes. Now lock the door and fuck your wife.”

    Trent locked the door and approached his wife. He stepped between her legs and Keri wrapped them around his waist and pulled him close.

    “Do you want to kiss me?” she asked.

    Trent nodded.

    “Are you sure? Even after Liam kissed me?” she asked.

    Trent didn’t offer an answer. Instead, he pressed his lips against hers and Keri moaned as they shared a wildly passionate kiss. She sucked on his tongue and reached down to unzip his pants and pull out his cock.

    Keri broke the kiss, smiled, and said, “Jealousy can be a good thing,” as she took Trent’s cock inside her.

    “You’re so wet,” he said while fucking his wife slowly.

    “Are you surprised?” she asked. “You saw Liam, didn’t you?”

    Trent fucked her a little harder.

    “You saw how hot he is, right? He’s a good kisser, too,” Keri said with a smile. “A really good kisser.”

    Trent fucked her harder. The sound of their loins meeting over and over filled the bathroom and he suspected that if anyone else came upstairs they’d hear it, but he didn’t care.

    “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck your wife’s wet pussy,” Keri said before kissing and sucking on his neck.

    Keri spread her legs and leaned back as Trent mustered all his strength to pound his wife. She reached down to play with her clit as he filled her pussy over and over. She was trying to keep quiet, but Keri couldn’t help but moan.

    “He wanted to fuck me,” she said. “He wanted to be the one in the bathroom with me. He wanted to take me up here and fuck your wife.”

    Trent felt his balls tighten. His loins tingled with pleasure. The head of his cock felt alive and his wife’s wet pussy massaged it with every thrust.

    “You told him no?” Trent asked between deep thrusts.

    “Sort of,” Keri said.

    “What does that mean?” Trent asked as he continued to pummel his wife’s perfect wet pussy.

    “I told him he could fuck me at the wedding,” Keri said.

    A split second later she climaxed. Her eyes closed, her mouth opened, and she unleashed a squeal of pleasure as her thighs twitched. Her pussy clamped down on Trent’s cock and he came inside her. He buried every inch of his dick in her perfect cunt and unleashed his seed as a shockingly pleasurable orgasm ripped through his body.

    “Holy shit,” Trent said as he laughed at how astoundingly powerful his climax had been.

    “I know,” Keri agreed. “That was incredible.”

    Trent grabbed a handful of toilet paper, handed it to his wife, and pulled out. She caught the cum dripping out of her, moved to the toilet and sat down so as not to make a mess all over their friend’s bathroom.

    “That last part,” Trent said. “You just made that up, right?”

    Keri looked up at him and shook her head.

    “Keri, c’mon. Are you messing with me?” Trent asked.

    “No. I told him he could fuck me at the wedding, but it’s six months from now. Who knows if I’ll still be interested by then,” she said.

    “What about me?” Trent asked.

    Keri smiled and said, “Jealousy can be a good thing.”

    As much as he might have wanted to, Trent couldn’t really argue with that.

  
    Jealousy Can Be a Good Thing - Part 2

    The first part of this story was posted this summer. If you're new here or you didn't read the first part, you should click here to read part one before you get started on part two.

    
      
    

    “You’re not worried you’re going to outshine the bride?” Trent asked as he admired his wife in the strapless blue lace dress she’d put on for the rehearsal.

    Keri smiled and said, “Thank you for the compliment.” She stepped into a pair of strappy blue high heels and the three inches of lift made the dress look even better.

    Trent stepped behind his wife and put his hands around her waist. He kissed her neck and breathed in the delicate perfume she’d dabbed onto her skin. He felt a stirring in his loins and Keri let out a soft, appreciative moan.

    “You wouldn’t happen to have picked out this dress in hopes of impressing a certain Australian groomsman, would you?” Trent asked.

    Though Keri hadn’t mentioned it, Trent couldn’t stop thinking about his wife’s promise to Liam, the groomsmen that Keri would be partnered up with at the wedding. They’d done a little bit of flirting and kissing at the engagement party and Keri had said she promised Liam that he could fuck her at the wedding.

    “How would it make you feel if I was thinking about a certain Australian groomsman when I picked out this dress?” Keri asked.

    Trent pulled his wife closer and let his growing erection answer her question. They hadn’t talked about Liam or what happened at the engagement party since it happened. It had been a blip in their marriage, a brief divergence from the path they’d followed as a couple. But now that the wedding was just a day away Trent couldn’t stop thinking about it.

    “Careful, honey, you might make me think you’re turned on at the idea of your wife getting lucky at a wedding,” Keri said.

    “Is there a chance of that happening?” Trent asked. “Is Liam going to think that he’s getting lucky at the wedding?”

    Keri spun around in Trent’s arms and smiled as her lips approached his. She stopped just short of kissing him and said, “I don’t know. I haven’t talked to him since that day at the engagement party.”

    “You mean the day you kissed him?” Trent asked.

    “That’s the day,” Keri said before softly pressing her lips against his.

    Trent grabbed Keri’s ass through the soft lace of her dress and squeezed. She moaned into his mouth and their tongues met for a sensual dance that left him with an erection so stiff it hurt.

    “Did you really tell Liam he could fuck you at the wedding?” Trent asked. He desperately wanted to know. Had Keri actually made a promise – even one she never intended to keep – or had she just been having a little bit of fun with Trent when she said she’d offered to let Liam fuck her?

    Keri stepped away and smiled. “Do you think I told Liam he could fuck me at the wedding? Do you think I would do that?”

    “I didn’t think you’d kiss someone else at a party,” Trent replied. “I didn’t think you’d play with someone else’s cock at a party. I definitely didn’t think you’d let someone else finger you at a party.”

    Keri pulled a tube of lipstick from her purse and applied a light coating as Trent watched. The color was subtle but she looked just a little bit sexier. “He was a very good kisser,” she said.

    Trent felt equal parts frustrated and aroused at his wife’s seeming unwillingness to answer his question. She seemed to find it quite enjoyable to keep him in the dark.

    Keri put the lipstick back in her purses and stepped closer once again. She reached out to play with Trent’s still-stiff cock through his pants and said, “He was quite good with his fingers, too.”

    Trent groaned. It was the first time Keri had admitted that Liam had fingered her. Trent had always assumed that was the case, but knowing offered an unexpected surge of arousal.

    Keri offered an amused smile and said, “Oh, you like that, don’t you?”

    Trent nodded and reached out to lift the bottom of Keri’s dress. He wanted to play with her pussy. He wanted to do as Liam had done.

    “Were his fingers actually inside you?” Trent asked.

    Keri nodded as Trent pulled her panties aside. He slipped a finger into her pussy and she smiled.

    “He used two fingers,” she whispered. “And he rubbed my clit with his thumb. It was heavenly.”

    Trent slipped a second finger inside his wife and rubbed her clit with his thumb. He felt like he was competing with a man that wasn’t even there.

    Keri smiled. “Are you trying to finger me just like he did? Are you trying to make me feel the way he did?”

    Trent nodded. “How am I doing?”

    “Not bad,” she said. “But we need to go or we’ll be late for the rehearsal.”

    She leaned closer, gave Trent a soft kiss on the cheek, and stepped away. Keri pulled her panties over her pussy and fixed her dress.

    “Are you going to be okay?” she asked before glancing at his cock.

    Trent laughed. “I’ll be fine. It will go away. Will you be okay?”

    “I will,” Keri said. “Lucy told me that Liam isn’t bringing a date to the wedding. Maybe he’ll try to hold me to my promise a day early. Maybe Liam and I will find a little alone time and I’ll get to feel those talented fingers of his inside me again.”

    Keri grabbed her purse and walked out of the bedroom before Trent had a chance to respond. He still wasn’t entirely sure if his wife had promised to fuck Liam or if she was toying with him. Either seemed entirely possible. She was turned on, though, and if Liam really wasn’t bringing a date it seemed almost certain that Keri would have another encounter with him. Trent wasn’t entirely comfortable with how arousing that outcome seemed, but he knew it was out of his control. At this point he couldn’t tell Keri to stop. She was going to do as she desired and he would have to go along with it.

    “Hey, man,” Rich said as he came up and offered a hand.

    Trent gave his friend a handshake and a hug and said, “Congratulations. How does it feel to be less than 24 hours from being a married man?”

    Rich smiled like a man in love tends to smile. “Fantastic, man. Absolutely fantastic.”

    Trent looked out over the garden venue they’d booked for the ceremony and said, “This place is beautiful. I’d always heard of people getting married at this hotel, but I had no idea it looked this good. Who knew they had a secret garden tucked in the back?”

    “I know, right? I’m just thankful Lucy’s dad was happy to foot the bill. This kind of place doesn’t come cheap,” Rich replied.

    Trent smiled and looked past his friend to where his wife and Liam were having a conversation before the rehearsal started. It was a miracle he’d heard anything Rich had said given that Keri appeared to be doing more than a little flirting with the handsome Australian.

    “Have you ever stayed at this hotel?” Trent asked as he pulled his attention away from his wife.

    “Nope. We booked the penthouse suite for tomorrow night. Crazy expensive, but since we didn’t have to pay for the wedding it was totally worth it,” Rich answered.

    Trent smiled at his friend. “Smart man. You don’t even have to drive to the hotel. Go right from the reception to the room. Nothing to worry about.”

    A tall, stern-looking woman with her brown hair pinned back stepped out onto the balcony above the venue and Rich said, “That’s the wedding planner. I think we’re getting started. I’ll see you at dinner after, okay?”

    “Have fun,” Trent said.

    Rich walked away and Trent turned his attention back to his wife. He saw Liam offer his arm and Keri slipped her hand through it, wrapping her fingers around the Australian’s thick forearm as they moved into position behind the best man and maid of honor.

    The wedding planner explained how things would go on the day of and everyone listened intently. Trent was thankful he wasn’t a part of the wedding. Attending a great party was always fun, but he was happy to be free of any sense of responsibility other than having a good time.

    Rich took his place at the altar and then the best man and maid of honor walked the aisle together. Liam and Keri were next and Trent kept his eyes glued to his wife and the man she might have offered to let fuck her at the wedding. Every time Keri looked at Liam and smiled Trent felt a rush of anxiety, jealousy, and desire. His heart was pumping far harder than it needed to as he grappled with the idea that his wife might actually want to have sex with someone else.

    The bridesmaids and groomsmen took their places on either side of the altar and Lucy made her way down. Trent stared at his wife. He waited for her to look for him, to smile at him, to wave at him, to acknowledge that he was there in some way. She didn’t, though. Instead, she alternated between watching Lucy walk down the aisle and smiling at Liam. She was flirting with him without being anywhere near him. Keri had said that jealousy could be a good thing and he hoped it was true, because he felt enormously jealous.

    The officiant ran them through a quick version of the ceremony and when the wedding planner was satisfied that everyone understood their roles they were all dismissed to the rehearsal dinner, which was also being held at the hotel.

    Trent watched Keri and Liam make a beeline for each other. They walked side by side back up the aisle and towards the balcony and they talked the entire way. It was only when they reached the top of the stairs that they parted. Trent couldn’t help but notice that their hands touched for just a moment and he was certain that his wife’s fingers reached for Liam’s before she walked away from the Australian and towards him.

    Keri had a smile on her face as she stepped into Trent’s arms and embraced him. “You looked good up there,” he said.

    “It reminds me of our wedding day,” she said. “It’s nice.”

    Trent kissed the top of her head and Keri held him a little tighter.

    “Though, I certainly wasn’t flirting with another man on our wedding day,” she added.

    Trent laughed and Keri stepped back from the hug and looked up at him.

    “Liam said they have another, smaller spot kind of like this one on the other side of the hotel,” Keri said.

    “How does he know that?” Trent asked.

    She smiled. “He’s staying here for the wedding. There’s a little time before the rehearsal dinner and he asked me if I wanted to join him for a drink in the other little garden spot. How would you feel about me doing that?”

    “How would I feel about my wife having a drink with another man in a romantic garden?” Trent replied. “If I’m being honest, I guess I’d feel pretty jealous.”

    “You know how I feel about that,” Keri said.

    Trent smiled. He liked that she remembered her message from the engagement party. He wasn’t sure that he liked what her saying it implied, though. “You know, the last time you told me that jealousy can be a good thing you ended up making out with another guy at a party.”

    “Actually, I ended up making out with and getting fingered by another guy at a party,” Keri corrected him. “I got to play with his cock a little bit, too, though I didn’t actually get to feel it in my hand. It’s not quite the same when you’re stroking a man through his pants.”

    “Are you saying you’re going to do more than have a drink with Liam?” Trent asked. “Is my wife going to have her hand on another man’s cock before dinner?”

    Keri smiled and kissed him. Trent figured it would be a quick kiss, but it was surprisingly passionate. He was easily swept up in her lust. His lips parted and her tongue engaged in a lusty battle with his as Keri grabbed his ass and squeezed it possessively. Trent couldn’t help but wonder if her flirting with Liam had gotten Keri all worked up.

    “I kind of wish there was a bathroom nearby,” Keri said.

    Trent thought of the sex they’d had in Rich and Lucy’s bathroom and how intensely pleasurable it had been. He too wished there was a private bathroom nearby. Fucking in the stall of a hotel bathroom seemed a lot less sexy.

    “I’m going to go have that drink,” Keri said. She glanced at the tent in Trent’s pants and said, “After that situation resolves itself you should explore the hotel. I hear it’s quite beautiful. I hear there’s a lovely little garden on the other side. Perhaps you’ll stumble upon something intriguing.”

    Trent watched his wife depart and tried his best not to think about what she’d be doing with Liam. After all, he wanted his erection to wane so he wouldn’t be strolling through the hotel with a tent in his pants.

    After a surprisingly long wait – Keri had successfully teased Trent into a hugely aroused place – he left the balcony and roamed the hotel in search of his wife and Liam.

    The hotel was huge and Trent got a little lost trying to follow the signs, but eventually he ended up at the doors to the garden Keri had mentioned. It was smaller than the wedding venue and seemed to have been designed to offer small, private spaces for people to enjoy a drink, read a book, or simply relax in a surprisingly tranquil setting.

    Trent spotted the blue lace of Keri’s dress first. She was seated on a stone bench with Liam alongside her. They each had a glass of champagne and Keri’s hand was on his knee. They looked very much like a couple and instantly a huge rush of jealousy washed over Trent. He gripped the door handles and resisted the urge to run into the garden to interrupt his wife and the man she might be planning to fuck.

    Keri and Liam clinked their glasses together and took a sip as Trent watched from the doors. She leaned closer, smiled at him, and they shared a kiss. Trent could feel the electricity of it from his distant vantage point. It wasn’t a hesitant first kiss where the participants are trying to decide if there’s any chemistry. It was a kiss filled with longing. Liam reached up to caress Keri’s face as they kissed and she leaned closer. Her hand moved up his leg, though she stopped short of playing with his cock in the hotel garden.

    Trent was hard and worried about being seen so quietly opened the doors to the garden and stepped out. He found his way to an empty bench in a fairly well-hidden spot and sat. He could still see Keri and Liam through the leafy branches of a tree but he suspected neither would notice him if they looked over. Given that they’d put their champagne glasses down and were indulging in a full-on make out session Trent didn’t think there was much risk of them looking towards him.

    Trent was too far away to hear what they said to each other after the kiss. Keri’s hand continued to move over Liam’s leg and seemed to creep a little closer to his crotch each time her fingers approached it. Liam leaned closer and said something. Keri looked at him and bit her lower lip. She held that look for a few moments and then shook her head.

    Liam looked disappointed, but only for a moment. Keri said something else – Trent desperately wished he could hear their conversation – and a smile crossed Liam’s face. They both picked up their glasses, clinked them once more, and downed the remainder of their champagne.

    Liam stood and offered Keri his hand. She took it and they walked hand in hand towards the door. Trent turned away from them in an attempt to hide. It was weird enough to be turned on by his wife kissing another man. To be caught watching would have been utterly embarrassing.

    “Oh, I think I left my phone on the bench,” Keri said as they walked by.

    “I’ll get it for you,” Liam said.

    “You’re such a gentleman,” Keri replied. “But that’s okay. I’ll grab it. We probably shouldn’t be going into the hotel holding hands anyway.”

    Liam laughed. “Right, of course. I’ll see you in there, and I’m really looking forward to tomorrow, in case that wasn’t obvious.”

    Trent heard his wife and Liam kiss. He considered turning around to see it in close up but he couldn’t risk it. It was a long kiss, though.

    “I can’t wait for tomorrow,” Keri said.

    “I’ll see you inside,” Liam replied.

    Trent heard footsteps heading towards the door and assumed Liam was leaving the garden. Keri appeared at his side a moment later.

    “This is quite the hiding spot you’ve found,” she said.

    “It has a lovely view,” Trent replied.

    Keri reached into her purse and pulled out a hotel key as a smile crossed her face.

    “What’s that?” Trent asked.

    “Liam gave me a key to his room,” Keri said. “He wanted me to go up with him right now so we could fuck before the rehearsal dinner.”

    Trent felt his cock throb. “You said no?”

    “I told him I was going to keep my promise.”

    “Your promise?” Trent asked.

    “That he could fuck me at the wedding.”

    Trent was almost certain his wife was telling the truth this time. Liam had given her a room key, after all. There was still a chance she was just toying with him, but he didn’t think so. “So, you’re really going to do it?”

    “Come on,” Keri said. “Let’s go to Liam’s room.”

    Trent couldn’t quite wrap his mind around her suggestion. “What?”

    Keri walked away and said, “I need to cum, honey. I can do it on my own or you can help me with it. It’s your choice, but I’m cumming either way and since I have a room key and Liam’s going to be at the rehearsal dinner I figured we could have a little fun in his room before we join them.”

    Trent hopped to his feet and followed his wife into the hotel and they rushed into an elevator as the doors were closing. Keri pushed him against the wall and leaned in like she was going to kiss him.

    Instead, Keri whispered, “I’m going to take this ride with Liam tomorrow. He’ll be the one with the erection that can’t wait to be inside me. He’ll be the one I can’t wait to have inside me.”

    Trent’s knees buckled for a moment as he experienced a plethora of overwhelming sensations, jealousy and intense desire among them.

    The elevator doors opened on Liam’s floor and Keri took Trent’s hand and pulled him down the hallway. She slipped the key into the door, yanked down on the handle, and dragged him inside.

    “Get your pants off,” Keri said. “Get in the bed.”

    Trent took his pants off as quickly as possible and leapt into the bed. Keri lifted the bottom of her dress, pulled her panties down, and straddled him. In a moment he was inside her.

    Keri leaned down and kissed him as she moved her pussy over his cock. Her tongue darted into his mouth and Trent grabbed her ass and squeezed her soft, warm flesh.

    “I’m going to fuck Liam in this room tomorrow,” Keri said. “Another man is going to fuck your wife tomorrow. He’s going to fuck me in this bed. He’s going to fuck me and make me cum in this bed!”

    “Keri…fuck…I’m close,” Trent said. He couldn’t help but succumb to the many pleasures rushing through his body. He didn’t really understand his feelings of desire and some of them felt dangerous, but it didn’t matter. He was in Keri’s pussy, it felt absolutely perfect, and there was no reason not to enjoy the sex she clearly wanted to have.

    “Cum inside me!” Keri cried out.

    Trent did as his wife desired. He came inside her while thinking about her fucking Liam. He came inside her while wondering if she was really going to do it or if she’d just taken hear teasing to another level.

    “Fuck!” Keri screamed as she threw her head back. She pressed her hands into Trent’s chest and her legs trembled as she climaxed while his cum spilled inside her.

    Keri arched her back, let out a low, satisfied groan, and looked down at Trent with a hazy smile on her face. “Thank you for accompanying me. This was so much more fun with you.”

    “My pleasure,” Trent said.

    “We should get to the rehearsal dinner,” Keri said as she climbed off of him. “Let me clean up and then we’ll get going.”

    Trent watched his wife head towards the bathroom and let his head fall to the bed. His cock was still hard and he could still feel the after effects of his orgasm. He wondered if Keri really was to fuck Liam after the wedding, and if she did, would he find it thrilling or would it go beyond arousal and instead be a hugely painful experience. He knew he wanted to find out, though. The desire was too strong, even after his orgasm.
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    Sometimes it seems like the bride picks a dress designed to make her bridesmaids look unattractive. Thankfully, Lucy was not an insecure bride. She’d picked dresses that looked astonishingly beautiful on her bridesmaids, though Trent only had eyes for Keri.

    The dress was a floor length satin gown with spaghetti straps and it looked particularly good on Keri’s ass. It enhanced her curves and hugged her flesh like a soft, smooth second skin and Trent happily stared as Keri walked down the aisle on Liam’s arm.

    Trent might have been seeing things, but he could have sworn that Liam and Keri were walking a little closer together than the other bridesmaids and groomsmen. He saw them smile at each other twice on their short trip down the aisle. It all made sense, of course. They were acting like a couple that was deeply into each other and hadn’t yet consummated their relationship. They were two people that were desperate to have sex with each other.

    Trent had pressed his wife for details on how things were going to unfold with Liam at the wedding, but she persisted in acting like she wasn’t entirely sure she was going to fuck the other man. She seemed to find it thrilling to keep Trent wondering just how serious she was about fucking someone else.

    The ceremony was brief – a few readings, a lovely set of vows, and a more passionate kiss than you see at most weddings – and then the bride and groom ran off to take pictures while everyone else headed for the cocktail hour.

    “You looked beautiful up there,” Trent said as he caught up with Keri. He took her hand as they walked with the rest of the guests towards the free drinks. “You look beautiful now.”

    “Thank you,” Keri replied. “I feel beautiful.”

    “Liam couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off of you,” Trent added.

    Keri leaned closer and smiled at Trent. “I wonder why? I wonder if he’s thinking about a certain promise that was made.”

    “Is that something you’re thinking about?” Trent asked.

    Keri moved his hand to her lower back and Trent let his fingers wander a little lower, as he suspected his wife wanted. “Would that make you jealous?” she asked.

    “A little jealousy can be a good thing, right?” Trent replied.

    Keri laughed. “Then you won’t mind if I dance with Liam at the reception, will you? He already asked for at least one dance and I figured it would be rude to turn him down. He did walk me down the aisle, after all.”

    Trent thought of his wife and the handsome Australian dancing. He knew no one else would think anything of it. They would simply be a bridesmaid and a groomsman enjoying a friendly dance. He also knew that it would drive him a little bit crazy, though that wouldn’t be a bad thing. He’d come to appreciate feeling that particular kind of craziness.

    “Of course not. You’re free to enjoy a dance with Liam,” Trent answered.

    “He likes the dress too,” Keri said as they stepped into the beautifully-decorated reception area for the cocktail hour. She pulled Trent aside and smiled before adding, “Though he did say he can’t wait to see it on the floor of his room.”

    “You’re really going to do it, aren’t you?” Trent asked.

    Keri responded by kissing him. It was a soft, sensual kiss as she gently leaned into his body. Her lips parted just a little and Trent couldn’t help but imagine his wife in Liam’s room. He imagined her on top just like she’d been the night before, only it was Liam inside her instead of Trent.

    “Why don’t you have a seat and I’ll get us something to drink,” Keri said before stepping back and glancing at Trent’s crotch. He’d sprouted and erection and her suggestion to sit made a great deal of sense.

    “That sounds good,” Trent replied as he took a seat.

    His eyes were glued to Keri’s ass as he walked away. The satin clung to it in the most perfect way imaginable. He wasn’t sure if her butt looked better than it ever had or if the past few days of thrilling sexual play had ignited a long-dormant desire in him. Either way, he couldn’t help but focus on how beautiful his wife looked.

    Keri soon returned with the drinks and they spent the rest of the cocktail hour socializing with the other guests, as people tend to do at a wedding. Trent caught Keri glancing at Liam numerous times and he was certain the Australian spent most of the hour trying to figure out various ways to stare at Keri, but that wasn’t the slightest bit surprising. If there was a girl at the wedding that Trent was eager to fuck for the first time he absolutely would have spent most of his time staring at her.

    Due to the size of the wedding party, Trent wasn’t able to sit with Keri during the toasts, first dance, and dinner. Instead, Keri was at the main table with the rest of the wedding party and she happened to be seated next to Liam. There were too many bridesmaids and groomsmen for each of their dates to be at the table with them, and since Lucy had paired Liam and Keri it made perfect sense that they’d be seated next to each other.

    While most people watched the bride and groom during their first dance, Trent couldn’t keep his eyes off his wife. She and Liam seemed to be quietly flirting throughout the dance and he was certain he saw Liam’s hand move under the table at one point. Keri’s dress was too long for Liam to get under it, but he was probably caressing her legs and getting her all worked up.

    During the maid of honor’s toast Trent watched Keri’s hand disappear under the table. She was subtle about it – she was close enough to Liam that it looked like she was just resting her hand at her side – but it was the look on Liam’s face that made Trent quite certain his wife was teasing the other man’s cock. Liam seemed both surprised and deeply pleased, and that tends to happen when a woman grabs your cock at the main table at a wedding.

    Trent’s table was populated with the significant others of the wedding party and he tried his best to socialize as dinner was served, but he couldn’t quite keep his mind focused on the conversations happening around him. Instead, his attention kept drifting to his wife and the man she was effectively on a date with. Keri and Liam were talking, laughing, and doing that incidental touching that people tend to do when they’re into each other. The longer it went on the more jealous he felt, though Trent kept trying to remind himself that this whole thing had started with his wife seemingly trying to trigger a bit of jealousy.

    It wasn’t until after dinner – and a few glasses of wine – that all the couples were invited to the dance floor for a slow song. Keri stood and smiled at Trent and he popped out of his chair gleefully. He wasn’t sure if she’d actually want to dance with him or if she’d give Liam the thrill of being the first dance.

    They met in the middle of the dance floor with the song already playing and Trent placed a hand on Keri’s lower back as he took the lead.

    “How was your food?” he asked.

    “Not bad,” Keri replied. “Though I think I’ve enjoyed the company even more.”

    Trent pulled her a little closer as they moved to the music. “It does seem like you’ve been enjoying yourself. I wouldn’t be surprised if some of the guests think that you and Liam are together.”

    “I suppose, in a way, we are together,” Keri said.

    Trent let his fingers wander a little lower and he gently squeezed the top of Keri’s ass.

    “I’ll be going to his bedroom, such as it is, tonight,” Keri said. “I’ll be sleeping in his bed tonight, in fact, though I’m not sure how much sleep we’re going to get.”

    The idea of Keri spending the night with Liam was news to Trent, though the surprise translated to a knee-buckling surge of arousal.

    “You’re spending the night?” Trent asked.

    “I am,” Keri said.

    There was no question as to her intention. Any sense of teasing was over. Keri was going to have sex with Liam. She seemed to be intimating that they’d be having sex multiple times.

    “How does that make you feel?” Keri asked.

    Trent suspected she knew the answer. He felt many things, but he was quite certain Keri felt his erection pressing into her stomach.

    “I do feel a little jealous,” Trent said.

    “Is that all you feel?” Keri asked with a knowing smile on her face.

    “This is just a onetime thing, right?” Trent asked. He wanted to go along with it, to keep pursuing the kind of pleasure they’d experienced together over the past few days, but he couldn’t help but feel a little worried. After all, Keri having sex with Liam was a lot different than kissing him.

    “He’s leaving tomorrow,” Keri said. “He’s going to the airport from the hotel.” She smiled and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “Fucking your wife is going to be the last thing he does before going home.”

    For a moment Trent was worried he was going to cum in his pants. There was something intensely erotic about Keri’s choice of words and the sensual way in which she delivered them. His cock surged in his pants and he pulled her close to try and hide the fact that he’d sported a rather eager erection while dancing with his wife.

    “Were you touching him during the toasts?” Trent asked.

    “I was,” Keri replied. “He was hard for me just like you are. He kept whispering about how he wanted to fuck me, about how all he could think about was being inside me, about how he’d thought about fucking me for the past six months.”

    “How did that make you feel?” Trent asked.

    “It’s hard not to get excited when a man as good looking as Liam tells you he’s spent six months fantasizing about you,” Keri replied.

    She rested her head against his chest and they danced as Trent tried to wrap his mind around the idea that his wife was absolutely going to fuck Liam. The thing she’d teased him with was going to become his reality in a few short hours.

    The song ended and Keri gave Trent a soft kiss. “Liam wants the next dance,” she said. “Is that okay with you?”

    “Of course,” Trent said. “I’ll grab a drink. Can I get you one?”

    “I’m alright, thanks,” Keri replied.

    Trent walked away as another slow song started. He looked back to see Liam joined Keri on the dance floor. He took her hand and led her towards the center. They danced like most people do at a wedding. It wasn’t particularly intimate – they weren’t actually a couple and Keri was smart enough to make sure people didn’t think she was cheating with Liam – but Trent knew what they were both thinking and that’s what turned him on.

    Trent made his way to the bar and ordered another drink. He turned and watched his wife and Liam dance. He saw the Australian’s hands moving over her lower back in a fairly subtle way. He knew Liam wanted to grab Keri’s ass and kiss her. He knew Liam probably wanted to take her up to the hotel room right then and there. He probably didn’t care about waiting for the reception to end to fuck her.

    The song ended and Liam and Keri parted. Trent watched the Australian greet a few people before leaving the reception. Trent figured he was going to the bathroom, but a few minutes later Keri made her exit. It was possible they had separate reasons for leaving, but Trent found it hard to believe.

    Trent could have stayed at the reception. After all, Keri didn’t need to ask permission to fuck Liam. It was clear that she was free to do as she desired. Trent didn’t leave the reception because he was worried his wife was running off to fuck Liam. He left because he was hoping to catch a glimpse of something thrilling.

    Trent’s search ended absent a payoff. He looked around the lobby and thoroughly searched both garden areas and found nothing. Keri hadn’t brought her phone, either, so there was no way Trent would get an update. He’d have to endure a painful wait.

    Back at the reception Trent tried his best to keep his mind off of what was likely unfolding in Liam’s hotel room. For the most part he failed. He kept thinking about Keri in Liam’s bed. He thought about her on top. He thought about her on her back with Liam between her legs. He thought about her somehow fucking in the dress and about it draped over the back of a chair as they both filled the room with moans of pleasure.

    Trent found the drink he’d ordered waiting on the bar and he grabbed it and headed for his table. He engaged in small talk, watched people dance, and even got up to dance when the DJ put on a particularly fun track that drew most of the attendees to the dance floor.

    It was as that song came to a close that Liam returned to the reception. He had a smile on his face and he glanced at Trent for just a moment before joining everyone on the dance floor to get in on the action.

    Trent waited a few minutes for Keri to join the reception once more – he figured they’d try to hide the fact that they’d both left to do something naughty – but she didn’t show up. Trent excused himself from the dance floor and casually left the room in search of his wife.

    He didn’t spot her in the lobby, either of the indoor lounges, or the hotel bar, so Trent headed for the garden where she’d shared a drink with Liam.

    “I thought you’d never show up,” Keri said from the same spot Trent had hidden in the day before. She looked radiantly beautiful with a bright smile on her face. Her hair and makeup weren’t quite as pristine as when she’d left, but it wasn’t so noticeable that someone would assume she’d left to have sex. “Why don’t you take a seat?”

    Trent sat next to his wife and Keri leaned closer. She had a joyful look on her face, very much like a woman that had just enjoyed an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm.

    “Aren’t you going to ask?” Keri said.

    “Did you…” Trent began, “Did you and Liam have sex?”

    Keri ran her fingers up Trent’s thigh and between his legs. She rubbed his cock, leaned in to kiss his neck, and whispered, “Yes, Liam just fucked me. He fucked me just like I said he would.”

    A sensation of complete sensory overload washed over Trent and he gave himself over to it. His cock stiffened thanks to his wife’s touch, her soft kisses, and her naughty words.

    “Was it good?” he asked.

    “Liam fucked me like every woman wants to be fucked,” Keri answered. “He fucked me like I’ve been fantasizing about getting fucked for six months.”

    “You’ve been thinking about him?” Trent asked.

    Keri unzipped his pants and reached inside. She freed his cock and although Trent was worried about getting caught, he was too turned on to stop her.

    “Of course I’ve been thinking about him,” Keri whispered. She kissed his neck and gently sucked on the flesh. “Every woman at that wedding has thought about fucking Liam. I’m the one he wanted, though. I’m the one he took to his room. I’m the one he’s going to take to his room after the reception. I’m the one he’s going to spend the night fucking.”

    Trent groaned as Keri stroked him faster.

    “You’re okay with that, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Trent answered.

    “You’re okay with your wife spending the night fucking another man?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Trent said.

    “Is that what you want?” she asked. “Do you want me to spend the night fucking Liam?”

    “Yes,” Trent answered.

    Keri released his cock and sat back. “Good,” she said. “Very good. Now why don’t we get back to the party or people we think we snuck away to have sex.”

    “But…but,” Trent said as he looked down at his cock.

    “Wouldn’t it be more fun if I made you cum tomorrow so I can fill you in on all the dirty details? Wouldn’t it be fun to spend your night in a state of crazy desire as you think about Liam making me cum?” Keri asked.

    She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she carefully tucked Trent’s cock back into his pants and zipped him up. The decision was made.

    Keri stood and took Trent’s hand. “Come,” she said. “Let’s go dance. It’s a party, after all. We should have some fun before you have to go home alone.”

    Trent couldn’t help but smile at his wife’s unabashed embrace of her pleasure. He stood and followed her into the hotel and towards the reception area. His erection had subsided by the time they entered and Keri led him to the dance floor so they could party right up until it was time for Trent to go home alone so his wife could spend the night fucking the Australian groomsman.

    “No playing with yourself tonight,” she said as they moved to the music. “Save it for tomorrow. I’ll make it worth your while, I promise.”

    “Okay,” Trent said before he kissed his wife. He wasn’t sure how he was going to make it through the night without indulging in a little self-pleasure, but he was going to try his best.

  
    Jealousy Can Be a Good Thing - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Trent saw Keri standing at the valet stand as he pulled up to the hotel. Liam was standing with her and it must have looked obvious to the valets and other hotel guests that Keri had spent the night with the Australian. After all, she was still wearing the bridesmaid dress, only now it was a little worse for the wear.

    As the car came to a stop Keri turned to Liam and he took her in his arms. She smiled at him and they shared a long, sensual kiss that caught Trent off guard. It seemed that Keri had given up on making any effort to hide that she’d fucked Liam. Trent couldn’t help but look around to see if any of the other members of the wedding party happened to be around. He wasn’t crazy about the idea of his friends knowing that his wife had slept with someone else. It would have been even more embarrassing for those same people to know that Trent found the whole thing exceptionally arousing, and the erection that had sprouted between his legs as he watched his wife kiss Liam almost certainly would have given him away.

    When the kiss finally ended Trent was certain his wife would get in the car. Instead, she let Liam hold her in his arms for a few moments more and then went back in for another kiss. If checkout time hadn’t already passed Trent was certain his wife would have dragged the handsome Australian back up to his room for another round.

    Instead, Liam eventually released Keri from his grasp. She said something and blew him a kiss before heading towards the car. The valet opened the door for her and Keri thanked him before sliding into the passenger seat.

    “Good morning,” Trent said.

    “Yes it was,” Keri replied.

    Trent admired his wife’s flushed chest and cheeks for a few moments before putting the car in drive and pulling away. He suspected her comment was meant to inform him that she and Liam had fucked that morning, though that wasn’t a surprise. Of course they’d indulged in their desire for each other.

    “I take it your night was good too?” Trent asked as he rolled up to a stop sign.

    “Good doesn’t come close to describing it,” Keri said. “My night was great. It was incredible. It was perfect.”

    She glanced behind them and reached over to put the car in park. Her lips found their way to Trent’s and her tongue slipped into his mouth as her hand moved between his legs. She moaned as her fingers found his stiff cock. Any apprehension Trent had been feeling about his wife having spent the night with another man disappeared in an instant. In its place was the kind of desire that he’d felt the very first time he watched Keri kiss Trent at the engagement party.

    “My night was perfect,” Keri said as she pulled back and sat in the passenger seat once more. “But I still thought about you.”

    “Really?” Trent asked as he put the car in drive again. Suddenly he wanted to get home as quickly as possible.

    “I did,” Keri replied. “I thought about how much fun it was going to be to tell you about my night. I thought about how much I was going to enjoy wrapping my fingers around your cock and stroking you as I told you all about how another man spent the night satisfying me.”

    Trent checked the speedometer and noticed he’d nearly doubled the speed limit in his lust to get home. He tapped the breaks and took a deep breath. He’d waited all night to have the kind of fun his wife described. He could certainly wait a few more minutes.

    “Did you think about me last night?” Keri asked as she reached over and caressed Trent’s thigh.

    “I did,” he said. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

    “Did you think about Liam sliding his big cock inside me, Trent? Did you think about that beautiful man making me scream his name as I experienced a dizzying number of orgasms on his cock?” Keri asked.

    “I did,” Trent replied.

    “Did it make you jealous?” Keri asked. “Did it drive you crazy with jealousy to think about your wife cumming with someone else’s cock inside her?”

    “Yes,” Trent answered. His cock was painfully erect as thoughts of Keri and Liam fucking filled his head. “Were the orgasms really that good?”

    Keri grasped Trent’s cock through his pants and said, “Yes. I’m not even sure I can explain it. I just know that I haven’t cum like that in a long, long time.”

    The jealousy felt particularly strong as Keri seemed to suggest that Liam had fucked her better than Trent had done in years. There was no other way to interpret her comment and that reality created a sense of inadequacy along with the jealousy.

    “There’s no need to worry,” Keri said as she seemingly read the expression on his face. “I’m not leaving you for Liam. He was a fun distraction for a few days. It was nice to fuck him as many times as I wanted last night, but I don’t want to marry him. You can rest assured that I’m still yours.”

    “Yeah?” Trent asked. It felt odd asking for that kind reassurance from his wife, but it was odd that she’d spent the night in someone else’s hotel room with his full knowledge.

    “Of course,” Keri replied. “I’m going to take care of your needs, too. I got what I wanted last night so it’s only fair that you get what you want today.”

    She stroked him through his pants and Trent couldn’t help but moan as he pressed on the gas pedal. He wanted to get home. He wanted to experience whatever bliss Keri had in mind. Despite the jealousy, he wanted to hear her talk about her night with Liam.

    “You do want me to tell you all about what I did with Liam, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Trent admitted.

    He pulled onto their street and did his best to keep it at the speed limit. He didn’t want to piss off the neighbors. Trent opened the garage door, guided the car in and put it in park. Keri got out first and strode towards the door as Trent turned off the car and grabbed the keys.

    He took a moment to admire the way the bridesmaid dress hugged his wife’s ass. Again he felt a little jealous of Liam. After all, he was the man that had gotten to take the dress off of Keri yesterday. He was the one that had fucked her right after the wedding.

    “What are you waiting for?” Keri asked.

    “Sorry. I was just enjoying the view,” Trent replied.

    Keri smiled as he rushed over and unlocked the door to let them inside. She stepped in ahead of him and slowly strolled towards the bedroom as Trent walked behind her.

    Instead of opening the bedroom door Keri turned towards Trent and leaned against it. He approached and she reached out to grab a fistful of his shirt and pull him close.

    “He kissed me against the door to his room after the wedding. I wanted to go inside but he wanted to flaunt that he’d taken one of the bridesmaids to his room. He wanted people to see that I couldn’t resist him,” Keri said.

    “Did anyone see?” Trent asked.

    “A few people,” Keri replied. “I don’t think it was anyone from the wedding, but to be honest I wasn’t really paying attention to the people walking by. I was too busy kissing the man I wanted inside me. I was too busy thinking about the bulge that was pressing into me.”

    Keri pulled Trent closer and they shared a deep kiss outside the bedroom door. His cock pressed into her like he imagined Liam’s had. Their tongues dueled and Trent couldn’t help but get caught up in a kiss that felt far more passionate than most they enjoyed.

    “I can understand why he wanted to show you off,” Trent said. “You look incredible in that dress.”

    “Liam thought so too,” Keri said. “Though he was a little disappointed it’s not the kind of dress you can fuck a girl in.”

    She opened the bedroom door and backed inside with a smile on her face.

    “I think he wanted to take me onto his room’s balcony, pull my dress up, and take me from behind,” she said.

    An image of Keri with her hands wrapped tightly around a hotel balcony as Liam fucked her popped into Trent’s head. “Would you have let him do that?” he asked.

    Keri smiled. “Of course I would have,” she said before spinning around. “Would you unzip me?”

    Trent approached and reached up to unzip the dress. Again he battled with jealousy. He wasn’t sure he’d ever fucked Keri in a semi-public place and yet she would have been more than willing to do it with Liam.

    As her dress fell to the floor Keri looked over her shoulder and asked, “Would it make you jealous to know that I let Liam fuck me on the balcony?”

    “Did you?” Trent asked.

    “You didn’t answer my question,” Keri said.

    “Yes, it would make me jealous,” Trent answered.

    Keri smiled and walked towards the bedroom window. She put her hands on the windowsill and bent over before looking back at Trent. “A little jealousy can be a good thing, don’t you think?”

    “Does that mean Liam fucked you on the balcony?” Trent asked.

    “It means that after Liam took my dress off I walked to the balcony, opened the doors, stepped out, and bent over. It means I looked at him and told me to take me from behind. It means I told him to fuck your wife until he’d satisfied his desire,” Keri said. “It means that he did it.”

    Trent walked towards his wife as he imagined what she’d described. He saw Liam’s hands on her hips. He saw her grasping the balcony railing. He saw the handsome Australian pumping her pussy from behind with long, deep thrusts.

    “Did he satisfy his desire?” Trent asked as he reached out and ran his fingers over Keri’s lower back.

    “He did,” she said. “That was the first of many times he satisfied his desire.”

    “Did he satisfy your desire?” Trent asked.

    Keri slowly spun around and smiled. She slipped her panties off and moved a hand between her legs. Trent could hear the wetness as she pushed two fingers into her pussy. “Liam satisfied my desire each and every time he fucked me. Each time I had him inside me it was like experiencing pure, perfect bliss.”

    Trent watched his wife close her eyes and bite her lower lip in that impossibly sexy, suggestive kind of way. She let out a little moan and he knew she was thinking about Liam. He was standing in front of her and she was thinking about another man fucking her.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Trent asked.

    Keri opened her eyes and nodded. “Does that make you jealous?”

    Trent nodded.

    “Does it turn you on?”

    Trent nodded again.

    Keri pushed away from the window and kissed him. She unbuckled Trent’s belt and worked his pants off, pushing them to the floor along with his underwear. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and she stroked him furiously.

    “Does it make you jealous that I gave him my mouth?” Keri asked. “Does it drive you crazy with jealousy that I sucked Liam’s cock last night and this morning?”

    Trent felt so overwhelmed with desire he could barely find the mental capacity to say, “Yes.”

    “Get your shirt off and get in the bed,” Keri said.

    Trent pulled his shirt off and hopped in the bed. His cock pointed straight towards the ceiling as he watched Keri saunter towards him with a seductive smile on her face. She crawled into the bed, straddled him, and rubbed the head of his cock over her swollen, slippery pussy lips.

    “Does it make you jealous that you’re going to be the second man inside me today?” she asked.

    Trent nodded and Keri sank down onto his cock. He closed his eyes and groaned as the most intense pleasure he’d ever experienced spread from his loins. It wasn’t just that he was inside his wife. It was the buildup. It was a night of wondering what she was doing with Liam. It was a night of intense sexual frustration that led to the moment where she took him inside her.

    Keri leaned over and kissed Trent as she began to ride him. She lifted her pussy off his cock and dropped it back down at an achingly slow pace. It seemed that she was doing it to tease more than anything.

    “You’re the only one that gets to fuck me without a condom,” Keri said. “You’re the only one that gets to cum in my pussy.”

    Trent groaned as she rode him faster.

    “Well, for now,” she added.

    “What does that mean?” Trent asked as Keri continued to work his cock with her utterly perfect pussy.

    “Liam invited me to another wedding,” she explained. “This one’s in Australia. It’s in four months.”

    Keri sat up and put her hands on Trent’s chest. She slid her pussy back and forth over his cock, rubbing her clit into his pelvis and moaning.

    “Are you going?” Trent asked.

    “Yes,” Keri said.

    “Fuck…Keri,” Trent said as she brought him to a place of bliss with her pussy.

    “Does it make you jealous that I’m going to fly to another continent to fuck Liam?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Trent answered. “I don’t understand what it has to do with cumming inside you, though.”

    Keri smiled and rode Trent harder. “I told him he could cum inside me the next time we saw each other. I told him he could cum in my married pussy as many times as he wanted.”

    Trent closed his eyes and smiled. There was no point in fighting it. No part of his body wanted to do that, not in that moment. All he wanted to do was cum. He surrendered to the pleasure created by the idea of another man cumming in his wife.

    “Cum inside me, Trent,” she said. “Cum inside me like Liam’s going to do. Flood my pussy.”

    Trent did as his wife desired. He came inside her. He flooded her pussy as an intense form of pleasure rushed through his body. He groaned and grunted and a massive smile broke across his face.

    “Did that feel good?” Keri asked.

    “It felt so much better than good,” he replied.

    Keri leaned down and kissed him. “Now you know how I felt last night. And this morning.”

    They shared another kiss, this one longer and far more sensual.

    “Are you really going to visit Liam in Australia?” Trent asked.

    “Would it make you jealous if I did?” she replied.

    “Yes,” he said. “Especially if Liam’s going to spend the entire time cumming inside you. That would make me very jealous.”

    Keri smiled. “Well, I think we’d both agree that a little jealousy can be a good thing.”

    Trent couldn’t argue with that.

    The End.

  JOI - Do You Want to Hear What We Did¿
It’s been so hard being away from you, baby. This project was only supposed to take two months and now it’s going to be at least four. I’m halfway around the world and I miss you so badly. I don’t know what I would do if you hadn’t given me permission to play. I can’t thank you enough for that.You said you wanted to hear about it if I found a guy to have fun with, right? Well, I found someone and we’ve definitely been having fun. Do you want me to tell you about it? Yeah? Okay baby.
I want you to take your cock out for me though. I want us both to have fun with this. I know this excites you, baby. You don’t have to deny it. Don’t be silly. I’m your girlfriend. Do you really think you can hide your kinks from me? I’ve seen the porn you watch. Just take your cock out and stroke it while I tell you about the fun I’ve been having.
The guy’s name is Owen. He works in the London office. He’s so cute, baby. He has the most irresistible smile I’ve ever seen. I swear, the first time he smiled at me I was weak in the knees. I immediately thought of the offer you made. I honestly wasn’t going to take you up on it, but then I met Owen and I actually thought I could do it.
We’d been kind of friendly since I got here, but it was a Friday night a few weeks ago that things got a little bit friendlier. We all went to the pub together and after a few hours Owen and I were the only ones that hadn’t gone home. I just couldn’t leave that smile :)
He asked about you that night. He asked about how I was dealing with being away from my boyfriend for months. I told him that my boyfriend was more open-minded than most men. A look of surprise crossed his face. I smiled. I didn’t need to say anything else. He knew what I meant.
I wasn’t quite ready to go all the way, though. I think he sensed that. He offered to walk me home and I happily accepted. We were both a little drunk, which actually made it better. You know what I loved? He held my hand. At first his fingers brushed against mine and then he took my hand in his. It was so sweet and a little romantic. Is that okay?

When we got back to my flat he pulled me close. It felt so good to be close to him like that. My heart was pounding, and when he leaned down to kiss me it was so beautiful. It was soft and gentle and sexy with just a little bit of tongue. His hand gently moved through my hair as I kissed him back. It was perfect, baby.
How are you doing? Is this okay for you? It’s turning you on? Really? That’s so good, baby. Are you stroking your cock? Are you stroking it while you think about him kissing me?
I love that. I’m wet, baby. I’m so wet thinking about you stroking for me. Can you use a little lube so I can hear it? I want to hear your slick cock as you stroke it. That’s so good. That sound turns me on so much. I love that you’re so excited hearing about me kissing him. We’ve done more since then, you know. Do you want to hear about that? I thought you might, you naughty boy. Are you still stroking your cock for me? Good. Keep stroking.
I actually masturbated thinking about him that night. I was so turned on after kissing him that I had to relieve myself. I would have called you for a little phone sex, but I knew you’d be asleep so I just closed my eyes, put a hand down my panties, and played with my pussy while thinking about him fucking me.
The next day at work I could tell he’d been thinking about me too. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of me and he was bold enough to pull me into his arms and kiss me in the break room. It was electric, again, and it left me wet, again. I actually considered masturbating at my cubicle. Can you believe that?

Oh, you like that? I thought you might. Are you masturbating for me right now, baby? Are you stroking your cock while I tell you about the naughty fun I had with another man? I love that. I can hear you stroking. You know I love that wet, slippery sound. It’s so sexy!
Instead of going out for a drink that night after work, he invited me out to dinner. It wasn’t anything fancy, but the food was really good and we spent a little time getting to know one another. Is it weird that I basically went on a date with him? I hope that doesn’t bother you too much. It doesn’t? You like it? Thank you, baby.
After dinner I invited him back to my flat for a drink, though we both knew that was just me inviting him up to fool around. I’ll bet you like that, don’t you?
We did actually have drinks. We sat on my little couch with our knees touching while we sipped strong cocktails and definitely got a little buzzed. He was the first one to make a move. He put his drink down, leaned in, and kissed me in the most arousing way possible.

It was genuinely perfect. Owen really knows how to kiss a girl! Did I hear you groan? You like that? That’s so hot, baby. It’s so hot that you like another man kissing me and kissing me so well! He really did. His kiss made my pussy wet. Isn’t that amazing?
I went right for his cock as his tongue slipped into my mouth. It must have been the combination of the alcohol and my extreme arousal. I couldn’t keep my hands away from his crotch. He was already hard and he felt so big! I stroked him through his slacks and then eagerly unzipped them and pulled it out.
While we kissed I wrapped my fingers around his incredibly thick cock and stroked him slowly. He moaned into my mouth, finally breaking the kiss to tell me how good it felt. Do you wish I was stroking your cock right now just like I stroked his? Do you wish you could feel my soft fingers on your dick? Do you wish I was trying to make you cum?
I’m kind of doing that, just over the phone. You’re still stroking for me, right? You’re still stroking that sexy dick of yours, right? Keep it up, baby, but don’t blow your load. I know you’re turned on at my little story, but I want to finish before you cum.
I had this overwhelming need to feel him in my mouth. You know I love sucking cock – I give such good blowjobs, don’t I? – and I wanted to show him how good I am. I love that sense that I’m making a man feel good and a blowjob is the surest way to do that.
That’s why I got on my knees for him, baby. I pulled off his pants and underwear and set his cock and big balls free for me to play with. I looked up at him and stroked his dick. I saw that incredible lust in his eyes. I’ll bet you’re feeling a little bit of that lust right now too. Aren’t you? Stroke your cock as you think about me on my knees like that. Stroke it as you think about me taking him into my mouth.
That’s what I did. I wrapped my soft lips around the thick, throbbing head of his dick and ran my tongue back and forth along the underside of the head. You love it when I do that, don’t you? You love it when I please you like that. He loved it too.
He groaned as I sucked his cock. I played with his balls and he groaned louder. I swear he would have fucked my mouth and cum down my throat if I kept at it. You would have liked that, I bet. Isn’t that right? You would have liked it if I swallowed another man’s cum, right?

I needed to get fucked, baby, so I didn’t swallow for him. I took his big cock out of my mouth, stood up, pulled down my panties, and straddled him. We kissed as my hips ground into his lap and his cock rubbed along my pussy. He wanted to be inside me, to feel my wetness around him, but I teased him. I denied him the pleasure of fucking your girlfriend, but only for a little while.
Are you thinking about his big, throbbing cock rubbing along my pussy lips? Are you thinking about me taking just a little of him inside me and then pulling up again? Can you hear him groan? Can you hear the desire in his groan?
Stroke your cock as you think about how turned on I was, baby. In that moment, I needed him more than anything. Can I be honest with you? In that moment, I wasn’t thinking about you at all. The moment I got on my knees and took him into my mouth I forgot about you. I’m sorry, I don’t mean to hurt you. I just mean that I was so overwhelmed with desire for his dick that I couldn’t think about anything else.
Oh, you like that? You like that I was so hot for his cock? You like that I wanted him inside me so badly that I didn’t even think about my boyfriend? You’re so kinky! Are you getting close, baby? Are you getting close to cumming? Keep stroking your dick for me. I’m about to get to the good part.
Finally sinking down onto his big cock was a perfect moment, honey. I was desperately horny by that point and it felt better than I can describe when he filled me. I was so wet that he slipped inside my pussy easily. I took all nine inches – yes, I measured him – without issue.
For a few moments I didn’t do anything. I just wanted to luxuriate in the feeling of having this incredible cock in my pussy. I just wanted to enjoy every second of it. That turns you on, doesn’t it? Are you picturing it? Are you picturing me with my skirt bunched up around my waist and a big cock buried in my wet pussy? Are you stroking your dick while you picture it? That’s so hot, baby. Masturbate for me. Masturbate for me as I tell you about the naughty fun I had with another man.
I leaned down and kissed him. It was a slow, tender sort of kiss. It was beautiful, to be honest. It felt so good to have his tongue in my mouth and his cock in my pussy. I briefly felt utterly overwhelmed at how good it all was.
Then I started to ride him. Up and down my pussy went. I was wet enough that it was making all sorts of juicy noises as his cock filled me. I don’t want to make you feel bad, but I came quicker than I ever have before. It was less than a minute before I had my first orgasm on his cock.
Are you stroking your cock even faster now? Does that turn you on? Oh my gosh, you’re so naughty! I love it though. I love that you’re turned on by how hard and fast he made me cum.
After the first orgasm I wanted more. I needed more. I can’t tell you how desperate I felt to have him inside me for as long as possible. That’s how satisfying it was. That’s how arousing it was.
There was this moment where I leaned forward and pressed my tits into his face. I wanted him to suck my nipples while he was fucking me, baby. I wanted to feel his tongue flickering over my nipples. You know how much that turns me on. It felt so good. It felt so good to have him sucking my tits and fucking my pussy that I came again. Can you believe that! Two orgasms and we hadn’t even switched positions.
I let him take me from behind next. My clit needed a break – it was way too sensitive – and I knew he’d love pulling hard on my hips and pounding his cock into my cunt. He was going kind of slow at first. I think he was just being polite and trying to figure out what I could handle. That’s why I told him to fuck me harder and faster. He only needed to hear it once.
God, the sounds of your slippery cock are so sexy, baby. I love that you’re jerking off while I tell you about another man fucking me. I love that you’re turned on at my tale of naughtiness. Keep stroking. We’re getting close to the end and I know you’re going to love it.
I really got into the doggystyle fucking. I started begging him to spank my ass and he obliged. It wasn’t too hard. It was just right. He’d be pounding me from behind and then his hand would come down on my ass and the sound of flesh meeting flesh would fill the room. I’d cry out in pleasure – and a little bit of pain – and then he’d pound me even harder. It was incredible.
You’re thinking about it, aren’t you? Are you picturing him spanking my ass while you jerk off? Do it for me, baby. Picture my ass turning red as his hand keeps coming down on it. Picture me screaming in pleasure for him. Picture his big cock pounding my pussy from behind while you jerk off.
All that good doggystyle fucking brought him to the brink of orgasm. He told me he was going to pull out and cum on my ass. I told him to cum inside me.
I thought you’d like that. You’re about to orgasm, aren’t you? You’re about to ejaculate thinking about another man cumming in your girlfriend’s pussy.
He filled me, baby. I told him to cum inside me and he did it. He groaned and pounded his big cock so hard into my cunt. He pushed all nine inches inside me and unleashed his cum into my pussy. He filled your girlfriend with his cum.

That’s it, baby. That’s it. Cum for me. Stroke your cock and cum for me while you think about someone else filling my pussy with his seed. Oh fuck, I love hearing your groans. I love that you’re cumming so hard. I’m cumming too. I’m cumming so fucking hard!
Wow, that was incredible. Was that good for you, baby? We can do it again tomorrow, you know. Owen and I have been fucking every day. He’s filled your girlfriend with his cum more times than I can count. Should we schedule more phone fun for tomorrow?

    Join Her for a Good Time, Cuck

    It was such a simple suggestion.

    “Why don’t you find someone else to satisfy you?”

    Those were the words you uttered. You let them slip because you’d been fantasizing about it. You didn’t think your wife would actually take you up on it.

    She did, though. She did it quickly, too, which was a good sign that she was far less satisfied with your sex life than you thought.

    He’s been the man to see her to sexual needs for the past four months, but you haven’t been left out. She’s made your fantasies come true, in fact. She’s shown you that being a cuckold is even hotter than you imagined it would be.

    She let you watch from the start. She lets you lick her pussy before and after he’s been inside her. She gives you handjobs while she tells you about how good he is and how much better he is than you’ve ever been. She ensures that you absolutely love being a cuckold.

    Now she wants a little more from you. She wants you to experience the bliss that is her bull’s cock. She wants you to get on your knees with her. She wants you to watch her pull down his pants and free his beautiful dick.

    Do it, cuckold. Be a good boy for your wife. Get on your knees next to her. Watch as she unbuttons his jeans. Watch as she pulls them down. Watch as she pulls down his briefs and frees his big cock.

    There you go. It’s not so scary to be close his cock, is it? Sure, it’s big, but you don’t have to be scared. It’s not going to hurt you.

    “Will you suck his cock with me?” your wife asks as she strokes him.

    It’s the look in her eyes that makes you nod at her. There’s so much passion there. She seduces you with one look. She convinces you to join her in worshiping his cock.

    Your wife smiles and kisses the head of her bull’s cock. Her lips open around it and her tongue snakes out of her mouth and licks his flesh.

    “Join me,” she says.

    You crawl closer. You press your lips against the head of his cock just like she’s doing. You kiss his cock with her. You listen to him groan.

    “That’s good, baby,” your wife says. “That’s so good. Now take him in your mouth. Stretch your lips around his big cock.”

    You do as you’re told. Your wife holds the base of her bull’s cock as you wrap your lips around the head and give a blowjob. You run your tongue along the underside of the big cock.

    “You’re making me so wet,” your wife says. “It’s so sexy to see you sucking his cock like a good little slut.”

    Her hand moves to the back of your head and she applies gentle pressure. She pushes your mouth down on his erection. You feel it stretching your lips. You gag a little as he hits the back of your throat. Your wife moans.

    “My turn,” she says while gently pulling your mouth off her bull’s cock.

    He turns to her and you watch as your wife devours his big dick. She swallows him with ease and her throat expands to accommodate his thickness. You feel oddly jealous. She’s better than you at sucking his dick. Much better. There’s a part of you that wants to get better so you can please them both.

    “Do you want more?” your wife asks.

    You nod.

    She smiles and offers her bull’s cock. You take him in your mouth again. You suck him vigorously. You give a blowjob because you want to impress your wife. You want to arouse her. You want to thrill her. You want to be a good cuckold for her.

    “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” she asks.

    The word sends a shiver of pleasure through your body. Your cock throbs. You feel her fingers wrap around it.

    “I guess I know the answer to that question, don’t I?” she whispers.

    Your dick doesn’t lie. You like being a cocksucker for your wife. You like giving head because she likes you giving head. You like pleasuring her bull because it excites her to see you do so.

    “Suck his balls, baby,” your wife says.

    You let his cock slip from your mouth and wrap your lips around his big balls. You suck them while your wife sucks his cock. The sounds of pleasure fill the room and you’re playing your part.

    “I told you he’d be willing to suck your cock,” your wife says to him.

    “You were right,” he says with a chuckle. “You’re always right.”

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    “Good. Stay close, though. I want to see you suck his cock after he’s been inside me. I want to see my cuckold husband sucking my pussy juices off of my bull’s beautiful cock. Will you do that for me?” she asks.

    Of course you will.

  
    Join Your Wife, Cuckold

    It was such a simple suggestion. 

    “Why don’t you find someone else to fuck you?”

    Those were the words you uttered. You let them slip because you’d been fantasizing about it. You didn’t think your wife would actually take you up on it.

    She did, though. She did it quickly, too, which was a good sign that she was far less satisfied with your sex life than you thought.

    He’s been the man to see her to sexual needs for the past four months, but you haven’t been left out. She’s made your fantasies come true, in fact. She’s shown you that being a cuckold is even hotter than you imagined it would be.

    She let you watch from the start. She lets you lick her pussy before and after he’s been inside her. She gives you handjobs while she tells you about how good he is and how much better he is than you’ve ever been. She ensures that you absolutely love being a cuckold.

    Now she wants a little more from you. She wants you to experience the bliss that is her bull’s cock. She wants you to get on your knees with her. She wants you to watch her pull down his pants and free his beautiful dick.

    Do it, cuckold. Be a good boy for your wife. Get on your knees next to her. Watch as she unbuttons his jeans. Watch as she pulls them down. Watch as she pulls down his briefs and frees his big cock.

    There you go. It’s not so scary to be close his cock, is it? Sure, it’s big, but you don’t have to be scared. It’s not going to hurt you.

    “Will you suck his cock with me?” your wife asks as she strokes him.

    It’s the look in her eyes that makes you nod at her. There’s so much passion there. She seduces you with one look. She convinces you to join her in worshiping his cock.

    Your wife smiles and kisses the head of her bull’s cock. Her lips open around it and her tongue snakes out of her mouth and licks his flesh.

    “Join me,” she says.

    You crawl closer. You press your lips against the head of his cock just like she’s doing. You kiss his cock with her. You listen to him groan.

    “That’s good, baby,” your wife says. “That’s so good. Now take him in your mouth. Stretch your lips around his big cock.”

    You do as you’re told. Your wife holds the base of her bull’s cock as you wrap your lips around the head and give a blowjob. You run your tongue along the underside of the big cock.

    “You’re making me so wet,” your wife says. “It’s so sexy to see you sucking his cock like a good little slut.”

    Her hand moves to the back of your head and she applies gentle pressure. She pushes your mouth down on his erection. You feel it stretching your lips. You gag a little as he hits the back of your throat. Your wife moans.

    “My turn,” she says while gently pulling your mouth off her bull’s cock.

    He turns to her and you watch as your wife devours his big dick. She swallows him with ease and her throat expands to accommodate his thickness. You feel oddly jealous. She’s better than you at sucking his dick. Much better. There’s a part of you that wants to get better so you can please them both.

    “Do you want more?” your wife asks.

    You nod.

    She smiles and offers her bull’s cock. You take him in your mouth again. You suck him vigorously. You give a blowjob because you want to impress your wife. You want to arouse her. You want to thrill her. You want to be a good cuckold for her.

    “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” she asks.

    The word sends a shiver of pleasure through your body. Your cock throbs. You feel her fingers wrap around it.

    “I guess I know the answer to that question, don’t I?” she whispers.

    Your dick doesn’t lie. You like being a cocksucker for your wife. You like giving head because she likes you giving head. You like pleasuring her bull because it excites her to see you do so.

    “Suck his balls, baby,” your wife says.

    You let his cock slip from your mouth and wrap your lips around his big balls. You suck them while your wife sucks his cock. The sounds of pleasure fill the room and you’re playing your part.

    “I told you he’d be willing to suck your cock,” your wife says to him.

    “You were right,” he says with a chuckle. “You’re always right.”

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    “Good. Stay close, though. I want to see you suck his cock after he’s been inside me. I want to see my cuckold husband sucking my pussy juices off of my bull’s beautiful cock. Will you do that for me?” she asks.

    Of course you will.

  
    July 4th at The Sagamore - Part 1

    "How long has your family been coming here?"

    That's my girlfriend Marie asking the question. The 'here' she's referring to is The Sagamore Resort, which is on and island just off the mainland on Lake George in upstate New York.

    "More than 100 years," I answer and she looks at me with wide eyes.

    "Wait, really?"

    I nod. The hotel's been open since 1883 and my family started coming soon after that, so the real answer is more than 125 years, but after a century I'm not sure a few extra years really matter.

    Now, I don't want to mislead you. My family is not filthy rich. We're not talking nine figure net work. My dad's is eight figures, though (that's $10 million+ for those that need it spelled out). Someday, I'll inherit part of that net worth, though for now mine is smaller as I merely work at my dad's law firm. Yes, I'm a nepo hire, but I can't say that I give a damn about that. It's a good job that pays exceptionally well and I'd really have to fuck it up to miss out on being a partner some day. I'll have to work for it - they don't just give it to you even if your dad is a partner - but I have an inside track.

    "Actually," I begin with a hint of pride in my voice, "my family first came here in the late 1800s, not long after the hotel first opened. It was grand even back then, but it's gotten a little grander since."

    Marie squeezes my hand a little tighter. She's wearing a slightly conservative – and I do mean slightly - white and yellow sundress with espadrile wedge heels and a delicate silver necklace that I gave her on our six month anniversary (dating anniversary, that is, we're not even engaged yet). She normally wears something that exposes more cleavage, but she's smart enough to understand that my parents might be disappointed if she did so on this particular trip. There's already been plenty of flesh exposed, though, as Marie was out of her dress in a flash the moment we stepped into our suite. The sex was exceptional - it's always exceptional with Marie - and we laid naked in bed for a while before freshening up to take a stroll around the expansive grounds of the hotel.

    I know that Marie is imagining a future with me. A good future. One where we continue the family tradition of coming to The Sagamore for July 4th every year. One where we buy a nice place on the Upper West Side and start a family. One where we spend a month every summer in The Hamptons, or rather she spends a month there while I work during the week and come out on the weekends.

    I like that Marie is imagining a future with me because I'm doing the same thing with her. I've been doing it since we met at a little club in the East Village. My friend's band was playing and while they're not especially good, I go to support them as often as I can. They happened to play really well that night and had taken my suggestion to work a handful of covers into their set, so the crowd was pretty amped up. I'd had a few drinks so when I saw Marie smile at me I took it as a suggestion that she was ready to be flirted with. I'm pretty sure she wasn't, at first, but I'm pretty charming when I've had a few drinks and by the end of the night I'd gotten her number. I took her on a date a week later and we've been together ever since.

    The July 4th trip is meant for family or those who will become family. It's understood that you don't bring a casual acquaintance, that you don't risk the harmony and happiness of the week by coming with someone where there might be a risk of the relationship blowing up because you've never been on an overnight stay before. Marie knows this, mostly because my parents were quite delighted when we all had dinner together and I informed them that I was inviting Marie to The Sagamore. Neither of them came right out and said anything, but when my mom reached across the table to squeeze Marie's hand she'd made it perfectly clear that I was telling my parents just how seriously I took my relationship with Marie.

    "Do people get married up here?" she asks as we stroll by a massive lawn that could absolutely hold a wedding.

    I squeeze her hand a little. "They do. My sister did, in fact. It was a beautiful wedding and a great party."

    "It must be expensive."

    I look and see a touch of sadness on her face. I understand that the sadness is because Marie's parents are not especially well off and that even if they've saved money for their daughter's wedding, it wouldn't be enough to cover the six figure expense of getting married at The Sagamore.

    "Well, for what it's worth, after that dinner - the one where I told them I'd invited you up here for July 4th - my mother informed me that they'd put aside money for each of their children's weddings, not just the girls. Plus, I could actually afford it. I've been very good about saving my money."

    Marie stops and I turn to see the beginnings of tears in her eyes. We haven't talked explicitly about our future before so I'm fairly certain that it's tears of happiness I see. I want to be sure, though, so I study her face for a few moments before smiling and pulling her close.

    "I love you, Derek," she says softly. "I love you so much."

    Yes, tears of happiness. "I love you too, Marie."

    "There are private residences you can rent," I say. "One is a really big house they call The Castle. It's not really a castle, though it has some stone features. It would be really nice for a wedding night, though. Private and with a beautiful view of the lake."

    I might be laying it on a little thick. I do feel like I want to marry Marie, though, so I see no reason not to lay it on thick. Mostly I just like that she seems so happy at the prospect of being married to me. She's wearing a big smile as I describe the private house and I get to feel good about causing that smile, so mission accomplished.

    "Can we get in some pool time today?" she asks.

    "Absolutely."

    We go back to our room and change into our swimsuits. I know Marie has bikinis, but she selects an elegant black one piece. It looks expensive and I like that she made an effort to fit in with my family. I also feel a little bad that she feels like she has to fit in, but it's probably the right choice. It's not hard to make my mom feel scandalized, and flashing too much skin while at The Sagamore is one way of doing that.

    As we grab towels by the pool entrance I see the guy handing them out give Marie a long look. Her swimsuit does offer a bit of cleavage and his eyes seem glued to it.

    I take her hand as we search the pool deck for a set of chairs with a view of the lake.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asks with a smile.

    She knows I did. She knows me very well. Better than anyone. "You know I did."

    We find a set of lounge chairs and she kisses me on the cheek. "Do you want me to have a little fun?" she whispers.

    My cock stirs and then it grows enough that I have to sit before the bulge becomes obvious. Marie sits across from me and rests a hand on my knee. She doesn't say a word because we agreed that she wouldn't play on this vacation, that the risk of discovery by one of my fourteen family members in attendance was too high.

    Marie also knows that I want to give her permission to have a little fun. I don't know if she'd actually do it if I gave her the green light, but I'm sitting there on the lounge chair and thinking very hard about it when my sister shows up.

    "Marie, it's so good to see you!" Claire says. She means it, too. She and Marie have become good friends since they met two months into our relationship. We go to dinner with Claire and her husband Wesley at least once a month and Marie has become well-acquainted with my two nieces, who love her, because of course they love her, because she's amazing.

    "Where's Wes?" Marie asks after the hug.

    "Golfing," Claire says. "He loves the course here."

    "You don't golf?"

    Claire shakes her head. "I tried. I did. My dad wanted me to get into it. It never took, though. I just find it so boring."

    Marie laughs.

    "You're taking lessons though, right?" Claire asks.

    "I am. I started as soon as the weather warmed up. I'm trying, but to be honest, I'm still pretty terrible and I'm not convinced that I'm ever going to get good."

    Marie looks amazing in the skirt and collared shirt combo that many women favor for golfing. For that reason alone I'd like it if she kept up the habit, but I understand that it just doesn't take for some people. I love her for trying, though, and I actually think she's better than she thinks she is, which is what I say when I stand up to hug my sister. I'm thankful for the conversation they had because it offered enough time for my boner to deflate.

    Soon enough we all settle onto our lounge chairs and relax for a little while before the heat becomes too much and we go swimming. Marie and I kiss a few times in the pool but not much. We've made out in a pool before, but The Sagamore is the kind of place where you might find someone gently reminding you that it's a family resort if they found you fiercely kissing in the pool.

    We do find ourselves alone in the pool after Claire has retreated back to her lounge chair. Our arms rest on the concrete edge of the pool as we look out at the lake while the sun inches towards the horizon.

    "Sorry about earlier," she says.

    "What?"

    She looks at me and smiles. "About the teasing and getting you excited. I know we agreed that there would be no play this weekend."

    I move closer and put my hand around her waist under the water. "I thought about it the moment I saw him eyeing your breasts. I also thought that he seemed like your type, and then I thought about you...well, you know."

    She smiles and kisses me on the cheek. "Did you think about me sucking his cock?" she whispers.

    My cock is suddenly straining against the confines of the netted underwear in my swimsuit. I nod and Marie's hand moves under the water. For just a moment she squeezes my cock, teasing me in the way she's so damn good at doing.

    "So did I," she says.

    Then Marie swims away, leaving me nursing a boner under the water. I'm happy, though. Blissfully happy. Marie is the only woman I've ever shared my sexual fantasies with. The real ones. Not the 'dress up like a French maid' style fantasies. The ones where I want her to play with other people and tell me about it. Or, on rare occasions when everything works out, play with other people while I watch. I've never dated someone where I felt even remotely safe to share those fantasies, but I felt safe with Marie and I was right.

    She'd been the one to ask. "Do you have any fantasies?" was her exact question. I might not have shared them if we hadn't just polished off a bottle of wine, but I did. I went slowly and used a lot of qualifying language, but I shared them. Marie then crawled into my lap and told me about her last boyfriend, about the sex they had. She did so while I was inside her, while she was grinding on my lap. It was really quite spectacular and it turned out to be the first of many instances where she would cater to my fantasy. It has since become a significant part of our sex life, though she hasn't racked up a huge body count, in case you're wondering.

    After my erection deflates, I spin around to look at Marie. She's drying off while talking to Claire. Then she walks away with the towel in her hand. She glances at me and smiles. I watch as she walks right up to the towel guy - the one that checked out her breasts - and hands her wet towel to him. He hands her a dry one. She doesn't turn and come back, though. She stays there. She talks with him. Her body language says that she's flirting a little. My cock grows again. I love my girlfriend more than you can imagine.

    Marie returns to her lounge chair, sets her dry towel down, and unfurls her body on it. She looks at me, smiles, and blows me a kiss. I return the gesture and then swim laps until my cock is soft.

    We have dinner as a family that night. It's wonderful and Marie is charming and rather breathtaking in a sundress, this one red and white with a bit more cleavage on display than the first. It's tasteful, though, and I can tell that my mother doesn't object.

    After dinner, Marie and I go for a walk. The moon is full and the lake is especially beautiful at night. We find our way to a private spot on the shore and sit in the grass. Marie's lips find mine soon after. My hand moves up her thigh and my fingers press against her panties as our tongues entwine. We probably shouldn't be fooling around outside of our room, but I'm certain we're not the only couple at the resort having a little light fun outside.

    "Were you flirting with the towel guy?" I ask.

    "I was," she replies. "He's handsome. Pretty funny, too."

    My cock stirs. Sometimes I marvel at the intensity of the arousal I feel when Marie indulges - even in a small way - in my fantasy. I can't help it, though. I've been this way for most of my adult life. It's just a thing I get off on and there's little to be done about it.

    "He lives in Bolton Landing," she says. That's the town a stone's throw from the island. "He gave me his number, said he could be back here in no time."

    She strokes me through my shorts. My cock is so hard it hurts. All I can think about is my beautiful girlfriend sucking another man's cock. I've seen it once. It was incredible. This might sound crazy, but watching her give someone else a blowjob was way hotter than any blowjob I've received.

    "It's a big place. We wouldn't have to do anything in our room. We wouldn't have to take that risk. Hell, I could tell him to meet us here," she says.

    We kiss deeply. I finger her. She strokes my cock. She's wet enough that I'm convinced that she wants to play just as badly as I want her to play.

    "Be honest," I say, "do you want to do this just for me - just because you know it turns me on - or is it for you too?"

    She smiles. "For me, Derek. For both of us, really, but playing has turned me on from the start. From the moment you mentioned it. Truly. I know you find that hard to believe - and I don't blame you - but it's really hot to me and the idea of sucking that cute guy's dick while you watch is insanely fucking hot to me. I can't explain why - just like you can't explain why all of this turns you on - but who the hell cares?"

    "Fair enough."

    "Should I text him?"

    I can't help but worry that it's a terrible decision. After all, isn't there a good chance the towel guy will tell his friends that he got a blowjob from a hotel guest? Isn't there a chance that he gets too friendly with Marie over the rest of our stay and ends up raising red flags for my family? All of that is possible, but I'm not thinking straight.

    "Yes."

    She texts him. She lets him know where we are. We continue to fool around while we wait for his arrival. I'm hard as a rock and Marie is utterly soaked by the time we hear footsteps. He comes through the trees and sees us.

    "Hey," he says. He looks nervous, but of course he does. He's probably 25 - five years younger than us - and I realize that there's a very good chance he'd get fired for doing what he's doing, so he's taking a risk too, in a way.

    Marie gets up and goes to him. She kisses him, which catches him off guard. It only takes a moment for him to sink into the kiss, though, and then his hands are moving over his back and he's grabbing her ass through her sundress. Then she's rubbing his cock through his jeans and I'm sitting in the grass wondering if it would be weird to masturbate. I decide that it would be, which is why my cock stays in my shorts.

    "This is Tommy," Marie says as she leads the young man closer. "Tommy, this is Derek."

    He waves awkwardly and I do the same.

    Marie kisses Tommy's neck. "I'm going to suck your dick now," she says. "I want you to stand while I get on my knees for you. I want you to focus on me, not him. He's going to watch, but you don't need to interact with him. Also, I should warn you that I give exceptionally good blowjobs, so don't feel bad if you cum quickly."

    They kiss as she loosens his belt and unbuttons his jeans. They fall to the ground and she lowers his underwear enough to reveal a long, somewhat thin cock. He moans into her mouth as she strokes him and I'm damn near out of my mind with desire as I watch my girlfriend's fingers move up and down another man's shaft.

    "One more thing," Marie says, "as much as it would probably be fun to talk about what's going to happen here tonight, I need your word that you won't tell anyone that you got your dick sucked by a guest. If you want you can talk when we've gone home, but not until then. Do you understand?"

    "I do. I absolutely do. I have no plans on telling anyone."

    She smiles and studies his face for a moment. "Has it been a while since you got a blowjob, Tommy?"

    He nods.

    "You're going to love this, then."

    They kiss once more. This time it's deeper and slower and I feel a little jealous. It's always the kissing that triggers my jealousy. It's weird, but somehow kissing feels more intimate than sex or a blowjob. Still, I don't mind the jealousy. It makes me feel alive.

    Marie then falls to her knees in front of him. The full moon illuminates him, but it's one particular part of him that draws my attention. The part that is now in my girlfriend's mouth.

    Marie's dark hair sways as her head moves back and forth as she pleasures him. I like the sway. It's weird, but sometimes it's much hotter to look at the movement of her head and to ignore entirely the cock moving in and out of her mouth.

    I watch that too, though. I love that. I like how his shaft is slick with her saliva when she pulls back. I like that her eyes are closed, that she's concentrating on giving another man pleasure while I'm sitting just a handful of feet away. I like that she's got a hand under her dress and is clearly playing with her pussy while she sucks his cock.

    "Oh, fuck," he says. "This feels so fucking good."

    His hand moves to her head. There's something so hot about that. He doesn't seem to apply any pressure, though. Marie swallows more of his cock and he looks down with pure amazement in his eyes. Her nose is now pressed into his pubic hair. She's deepthroating him, which is something she can do when the guy's cock is a little thinner like Tommy's.

    "Shit...I'm close," he announces.

    Marie pulls back and looks up at him. She strokes his dick and bites her lower lip in a wildly flirty manner. "I want you to cum in my mouth, Tommy. I want my reward for a blowjob well done."

    He's in her mouth again. She throats him. Then she pulls back and begins to suck vigorously. Her cheeks are pulled in tight. Her hand moves up and down his shaft with her mouth. He puts both hands on her head. He closes his eyes. He grunts and groans and he does so loudly. He's cumming in her mouth. Another man is cumming in my girlfriend's mouth and my dick is as hard as it's ever been.

    His orgasm is remarkably long and he seems so overcome by the pleasure that he has to sit when it's over. Marie turns to me, smiles, and then crawls my way. She doesn't say a word, though.

    When she's next to me she opens her mouth a little. I see the cum on her tongue. She leans in, but she doesn't kiss me.

    She swallowed when I watched her give a blowjob the first time. We kissed afterwards and I found it insanely hot to be able to taste the guy's cum, but this is another level.

    I react with pure lust. I kiss her. I feel his cum move into my mouth along with her tongue. The taste is intense. The experience is intense. All of it is intense but so fucking hot.

    She strokes me through my shorts as I hold her head in my hands while I swallow some of another man's cum. It's the hottest thing I've ever experienced and I feel such love for Marie for both understanding that I might like this and giving me this gift.

    "I want you," I say softly after the kiss.

    Marie smiles and turns to Tommy. "Thank you, Tommy, for coming. I very much enjoyed sucking your dick. I can't promise that I'll want to do anything else with you and I would ask that you not text me, but I might text you again before our trip is over. Okay?"

    He nods, stands, and tucks himself into his pants. "Thank you," he says before walking off.

    Marie smiles and kisses me again. She gets into my lap as our tongues entwine. My cock exits my shorts and enters her pussy. She rides me while we kiss, while I taste his cum. She rides me while I think of her sucking his cock. Her pussy is as wet as it's ever felt. She moans into my mouth and I do the same into hers.

    I cum inside her. She cums with me. It is the best orgasm of my life. I've had many great orgasms with Marie, but this one is better. My body swims with pleasure. I can feel it from head to toe.

    I close my eyes and feel the grass on the back of my neck and legs. It's cool and soft and perfect. 

    Marie leans forward and her hair tickles my face. She kisses me softly.

    "I love you, Marie," I say.

    "I love you too, Derek."

    I hold her tight for a while. Then we clean up as best as we can and make our way back to our room. I fall asleep a very happy man. I dream of Marie having sex with other people. I wake up in the morning to the feel of intense pleasure and find Marie giving me a blowjob.

    She makes me cum in her mouth. We kiss and she shares my cum with me. Then she sits on my face and rides me to an orgasm.

    Afterwards, she apologizes for the cum kiss but tells me it turned her on so much the night before that she wanted to do it again. I tell her that she can share a cum-flavored kiss me with anytime she wants. I like that we discovered something that turns her on like that. I wonder if there are other pleasures she might enjoy that we haven't discovered yet. I find myself having another reason to be thrilled about my plan to spend the rest of my life with her.

  
    July 4th at The Sagamore - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    After a family breakfast, our second day at The Sagamore sees Marie and I going our separate ways for half the day. She joins my mother and sister for a day at the spa. The men are invited, of course, but we abstain. I'm not averse to a good massage, of course, but I can't imagine spending more than thirty minutes immersed in such a thing, let alone the four hours of treatments and sauna time they have scheduled.

    Instead, I join my father and brother-in-law Wes for a round of golf at the Sagamore Golf Course. It opened in 1928 and has been immaculately maintained over the following century and features breathtaking views of the Adirondacks and Lake George. Part of me wishes that Marie was with me - she's not as bad at golf as she claims to be - but I understand the value of her hanging out with my mother and sister.

    There's talk of Marie on the golf course, though. My father and Wes express how much they like her and I confirm that I intend on asking her to marry me in the next handful of months. I'm thinking of a fall proposal, if you're curious, perhaps doing so at The Sagamore right when the leaves have changed to their brightest and most beautiful hues of yellow and orange.

    I play fairly well, though Wes and my father both beat me. They play more than I do so it makes sense, but I can't help the sense of frustration that courses through me, especially at losing to Wes. I'm not sure why, but I very much like beating him at golf, perhaps because it frustrates him to such a degree that he can barely contain himself. Thankfully, he's a good sport when he wins, offering no more than a gentle ribbing. We all have a beer together afterwards and then make our way back to the hotel.

    I find Marie sitting on our room's balcony in a soft white robe. She has a book in her hand, though when she sees me she folds down the corner of the page and sets it on the small wrought iron table next to her chair.

    "How was golf?" she asks.

    Her skin is soft and dewy and the soft waves of her hair look especially shiny. I assume that my timing is rather perfect, that she just returned from the spa, thus the general look of bliss that seems to encompass the whole of her body.

    "Good," I reply before sitting in the empty chair on the balcony. "I played well, though I lost to both of them."

    She reaches over and rubs my knee. "Sorry, baby. I know how much you enjoy beating Wes."

    I smile at her. "I really do. I'm not entirely sure why, even, but I really do."

    "Well, for what it's worth, Claire says that Wes feels a little bit jealous of you. You'll have to keep that to yourself, of course, since I don't think she meant for you to hear it, but you know I can't keep anything from you."

    "Jealous?"

    "You're younger. Better looking. You have a good job that will someday become a great job. You're actually more athletic than he is, even if you rarely beat him at golf. Claire didn't say any of this, of course - and it's perhaps unkind of me to say it - but I’d also add that your girlfriend is better looking and sexier than his wife."

    She was being playful. I could see the smile on her face and then she bit her lower lip as her look turned to something decidedly flirty.

    "Of course, I'd be willing to bet that Wes wouldn't enjoy it if Claire had a thing for fooling around with other men," Marie says softly.

    She loosens the cloth belt that keeps her robe shut and opens it enough to show off her cleavage. Then she parts her legs and runs her fingers up the soft skin of her thighs. She closes her eyes and moans, and while I can't see her pussy I can see quite clearly that her fingers are moving in slow circles and that she's almost certainly masturbating.

    "You're very different from Wes in that way," Marie adds before once more biting her lower lip. "I suppose, though, that you're different from most men in that one very particular way."

    "I am," I admit. "And I think you might be different from most women in that you're into my fantasy."

    She looks at me. "Our fantasy. Our reality, I suppose."

    I lean towards her, reach out, and run my fingers up her thigh. She moves her hand away and I enter her, sliding between her labia and into her wetness with ease.

    "You're soaked," I say.

    Marie looks at me her lips curl into a telltale smile. "I was a naughty girl."

    "When? How?"

    She stands and pushes the robe from her shoulders. It falls to the chair and I stare at her naked body. Her eyes are alive with lust and I hold my breath as I wait for her next move.

    Marie steps towards me, bends over, and kisses me. Softly at first, but then deeper. Much deeper. Her tongue probing in my mouth, brushing against my teeth, and drawing my cock into a fully erect state in the process.

    "Yours isn't the only cock I sucked today," she whispers.

    She woke me up with a blowjob. I can still feel her lips around my cock, her fingers teasing my balls. I can still see her head bobbing up and down, her cheeks sucked in as she provides the kind of pleasure that makes me erupt in her mouth.

    "Who did you suck off?" I ask.

    Marie stands and takes my hand. We go back into our room. She undresses me as I feel the heat emanating from her body. I stare at her lips. I think of her having sucked Tommy's cock last night. I think of the times I've watched her give blowjobs, of the way her lips look so perfect wrapped around another man's cock. I think of the times she's given blowjobs without my presence, of how she's free to suck cock if she wants, how she takes advantage of that freedom with some frequency.

    We kiss once I'm naked. My cock presses against her stomach until Marie's fingers encircle it. "I couldn't help myself," she says. "I wasn't going to, but he was so sexy and the way he touched me...well, I just couldn't help myself, Derek."

    She's slowly doling out the information. I think of the time she came home from a night out with her girlfriends. She'd had a lot to drink and she came into the apartment wearing the brightest smile I'd ever seen. She kissed me deeply that night and asked, "Can you taste his cum?" It was the quickest I'd ever gotten hard. Slowly but surely Marie had shared the story of the guy she'd met at the bar, fooled around with, and blown in an Uber on the drive back to our apartment. The driver had apparently asked for a blowjob, too, though she'd declined before bounding upstairs and letting herself in to share her naughty news with me.

    "Who was touching you?" I ask.

    Marie kisses my neck, my chest, my stomach, and falls to her knees. She kisses my thighs. My cock brushes against her face. She kisses my balls. She kisses the base of my shaft. I think she's going to take me in her mouth, but she doesn't.

    "I got a massage at the spa," she says from her knees while rubbing her thumb over the underside of my cock head. "A tall, gorgeous man walked in the room wearing a tight polo shirt. I looked up and he smiled like he was gazing upon a goddess. I returned the smile and from that moment the massage took on a decidedly erotic tone. I had my panties on under the towel, but halfway through I lowered them and tossed them aside."

    I want so desperately to be in her mouth, but all Marie offers is a kiss on the head of my cock. I think of her lying on a massage table and slowly peeling off her panties as a handsome masseur watches and wonders if he's going to get lucky. I imagine her moaning as he rubs her and doing so because Marie likes to tease, to drive men wild, to flaunt her sexuality when the occasion calls for it.

    "A little later I tossed aside that towel they give you to drape over your ass," she says. "I told him that he'd seen everything anyway. He moved to my feet after that. His strong hands moved up my oiled calves and the backs of my thighs."

    Marie stands, spins me around, and pushes me into the bed. I lie face down and her fingers move up the backs of my calves and thighs.

    "His fingers rubbed all the way to that spot where my ass meets my thighs," she says while her fingers move to that same spot on my legs. "I moaned when he touched me there and he pulled his fingers back, doing so along my inner thighs, Derek. My pussy was on fire at that point. I seriously considered telling him to get naked and mount me. I probably would have if I had a condom handy. I didn't, though, so I flipped over."

    Marie pulls on my left thigh and I roll onto my back. She stands at the foot of the bed and masturbates while playing with her tits. She's staring right at me as she does it and the look on her face is one of pure pleasure.

    "He looked surprised," she says. "Stunned, even. His eyes roamed over my body, Derek. He stared at my tits, at my stomach, at my pussy." Her hands move over her body as she describes his gaze. "He stared at my pussy for a few seconds, which is when I noticed the bulge in his shorts. He wanted me. He was hard for me."

    Marie runs her hands up my legs, moving at a deliberate pace until they rest on either side of my cock.

    "He oiled his hands and rubbed my legs. I closed my eyes and moaned when he got close to my pussy. I wanted to see if he'd play with it, Derek, if he'd be bold enough to slip a finger into me, to rub my clit, to give me the happy ending he must have known I wanted."

    My cock is hard as a rock. There's a big drop of precum at the tip. It glistens in the light streaming through the sliding glass door.

    "His thumbs brushed against my pussy lips first. I sucked in a sharp breath and moaned. He rubbed my clit next. It was just for a moment, but an electric shock of pleasure moved through my body. I stayed still, but I wanted to sit up, to kiss him, to free his cock, to oil him up, to take him inside me, to let him fuck me until we were both screaming in pleasure."

    "Fuck...Marie...that's so hot," I say.

    She smiles. "Yeah? You know I wouldn't do it, but is it hot to think of him fucking me unprotected? To think of his slick, oiled up cock sliding deep into my pussy and fucking me until he buried every inch of it in me and emptied his balls inside me?"

    Right at that moment she takes my cock in her hand, collects the precum from the tip, and uses it as lube to stroke me. I can't respond to her question because I'm so turned on, because her hand feels so good, because I'm actually quite close to cumming.

    "I like it when you can answer my question without saying a word," she says before releasing my cock. Marie crawls into the bed, bends over, and kisses my thighs. Her lips move to my stomach. She kisses one side of my shaft and then moves to the other. She kisses my balls, too, and then licks her way from the base to the tip before flicking her tongue back and forth for a few seconds. I shudder in pleasure because my girlfriend has me in a state of such intense arousal that I can't think straight.

    "Eventually, after teasing me for a few minutes, he was bold enough to move to the side of the massage table and slip two fingers into my pussy," she says.

    Marie moves to the side and crawls forward until her pussy is close enough to my elbow that I can feel the heat emanating from it. I direct my fingers inside her as I think of her masseur doing the same thing.

    "Just like that," she says. "He fingered me just like that. Then he used his thumb to play with my clit."

    I rub her clit with my thumb and look at my beautiful girlfriend's face as it contorts in pleasure. I admire the view of her breasts from below, of how full and perky they are. I think of them in my mouth, of flicking my tongue back and forth over her nipple, of her fingers moving through my hair.

    "He finger fucked me with one hand and massaged my breasts with the other," she says. "His touch...his hands...Derek, he was a magician. It was perfect. I was so turned on I could feel it throughout my whole body."

    She grasps her breasts and closes her eyes. She fondles herself while I finger her and rub her clit. Her thighs begin to tremble and I wonder if she's on the verge of an orgasm.

    Marie sits back and my fingers fall from her pussy. She takes my hand and a moment later she's sucking her juices from my fingers.

    "Did you that for him?" I ask.

    She nods and says, "After he made me cum. I sucked my juices off his fingers...then I told him to get naked and trade places with me."

    Marie moves between my legs once more. She takes my cock in her hand and strokes it while playing with my balls.

    "I told him that I wanted to give him a generous tip for having offered me an incredible massage," she says. "I told him that he'd have to be professional, though, and make sure that he didn't tell anyone about the girl that sucked his dick during a massage."

    For a moment I consider that the guy is definitely going to tell someone. I don't really care, though, especially since it will probably just be a buddy of his since he knows he'd get fired if a manager found out he did anything untoward with a guest. Then all thoughts leave my mind as Marie takes my cock in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," I say.

    Her hand moves up and down in time with her lips. My cock is soon coated in her saliva and the blowjob is noisy. I imagine her giving the masseur the exact same pleasure. I imagine her blowing me in this manner because she wants to recreate what she did for him. I close my eyes and I see a handsome, naked man on a massage table. I see my girlfriend between his legs with her lips and fingers around his cock. I see her head bobbing up and down as she pleasures him.

    Then the blowjob is over. Not the pleasure, though. Marie straddles me. She takes me inside her. She leans down and kisses me. Her lips are wet with saliva and the kiss is delightfully sloppy.

    Her pussy is hot and wet. It swallows my cock with ease and she rocks her hips back and forth, bathing me in the pleasure of her body while her lips move over my neck, suck on my earlobe, and eventually find their way to mine for a kiss.

    "He came quickly," she says. "He blew a huge load in my mouth. Way bigger than the one you blew this morning. It must have been a long time since he'd last cum. I took it all, Derek. I was a good girl and I took it all. I swallowed every drop of it. I swallowed for him...and for you, baby. I know how much you love it when I swallow other men's cum."

    She begins to ride me.

    "Though I have to confess that it would have been nice to be able to share it with you."

    "I would have enjoyed that," I say.

    "I know. You dirty boy."

    Marie sits up, presses her hands into my chest, and rides me. Her breasts bounce wondrously and I alternate between staring at them and watching her face. I know she's turned on and I want her to cum with me.

    She's getting close. I can see it. Then, to my surprise and delight, Marie guides two of her fingers into my mouth. I close my lips around them and suck as she rides me faster.

    "Mmm, fuck...suck for me, baby," she says. "Fuck...that looks so fucking hot."

    I lose myself in the strange pleasure of her fingers invading my mouth and in the dirty talk that followed. I close my eyes and cum inside her. Marie grinds on my crotch and joins me in cumming, all while I continue to suck on her fingers.

    Eventually she slows her hips, pulls her fingers from my mouth, and falls forward until her head rests in the crook of my neck. All I hear is the combined sound of our heavy breathing. All I feel is pleasure of the most intense variety, which slowly gives way to a sense of deep satisfaction.

    "I love you, Marie," I whisper.

    "I love you too, Derek. More than you can possibly know."

    I hold her close as I feel some of my cum leak out of her. For some reason I'm tempted to ask her to sit on my face. The notion fades quickly, but I file it away for future consideration when I'm thinking with a slightly clearer head.
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    I'm not usually someone that naps, but after a round of golf and a thoroughly satisfying orgasm with Marie - while she teased me about the oral pleasure she gave her masseur - we fall asleep.

    I wake up with my girlfriend's naked body pressed against mine. She smells exquisite. Her skin is warm and soft. My hand drifts to her chest and I run my fingers over her perfect, soft flesh.

    She turns. Her lips find mine. We kiss. It's soft and slow. It's not meant to arouse. Not really. My loins stir a little, but there will be no sex. We're due for dinner in a short while and Marie still has to get ready. She slips out of bed and I get dressed and step out onto the deck. I read for a while and then get dressed in khaki pants and polo shirt. Marie looks exquisite in yet another sundress, this one light blue with white flowers in the design.

    I take her hand and we walk to the restaurant. We find my parents at an outdoor table overlooking the lake. We join them and soon the rest of the family has arrived. We enjoy a long, luxurious dinner with several bottles of wine consumed by the party. We laugh. We share memories. Marie is charming and has no trouble holding her own despite her lack of experience with my family. I find myself falling even deeper in love with her as I imagine our future together as a married couple.

    After dinner my parents head out for a stroll along the lake. Me, Marie, my sister Claire and her husband Wes all agree to a night swim. We hurry to our rooms to change and then head to the pool, which is open late. We swim. We play in the water. We laugh. We talk. Marie declares she's going to the hot tub. I'm not a fan of sitting in incredibly hot water, so I pass. Wes joins her, though, leaving Claire and me in the pool.

    "You're going to marry her, right?" Claire asks the moment we're alone.

    I laugh. "I am. Absolutely. I plan on proposing in the fall. I'm thinking I might do it here. She seems quite enamored with the place."

    Claire smiles. "Who isn't? It's wonderful here."

    I look towards the hot tub, but there's steam rising from the water and I can't see much of anything. "So, how are things with you? We've been here a few days but we really haven't had a chance to catch up."

    Claire is smiling again.

    "What?" I ask.

    "We haven't had a chance to catch up because you can't keep your eyes or your hands off your girlfriend."

    I laugh. "We're not being gross about it, are we?"

    "No. You're just being young and in love. I mean, I'm not old by any means, but I do feel a bit envious of that new love energy coming off the both of you. Marie was practically glowing when we were together at the spa this morning. She smiles every time she talks about you. Hell, every time she thinks about you she seems to smile."

    I know Marie loves me, but it feels good to hear Claire confirm that her love seems so obvious even when we're not together, though I also know that part of Marie glowing at the spa was that she'd had some fun with her masseur.

    "Sometimes I worry about boredom," Claire confesses.

    "Boredom? How do you mean?"

    "Well, Wes and I have been together for almost a decade now. That's a long time and, you know, things slow down."

    I know better than to say anything, so I stare out at the lake and let Claire fill the silence if she so chooses.

    "This is maybe something you don't want to hear from your sister, but things slowed down more than they probably should have at this point in our marriage. We've been together for a long time, but we're still young, you know?"

    I look at her. I see the insecurity on her face, the worry. I've never known that worry - that my partner is bored of our sex life - but I can imagine it's terrifying. "Is there any concern that he's...I don't know, looking elsewhere?"

    Claire looks towards the lake. I see emotion wash over the half of her face I have a view of. "It was me," she says. "That looked elsewhere, I mean. He knows. I'm not telling a secret, though please don't say anything to mom or dad."

    I'm stunned, so much so that I'm not sure what to say. There's a part of me that nearly confesses that Marie and I are open - well, half open - but that seems deeply unwise and despite my relative inexperience with our sexual practices, I understand that they're not for everyone.

    "So...was it good?" I say. I probably shouldn't have, but the words just came out.

    She laughs unexpectedly and nods. "It was spectacular."

    This is not the direction I expected the conversation to go. "Who was it with?"

    "Just a random guy. I went out for drinks with my coworkers. I met a guy. We talked a little. He walked me partway home. He gave me his number. I told him I was married. He told me he’d seen my ring and he was okay with it. I waited two weeks and then after a fight with Wes I texted him. One thing led to another and we slept together. We kept sleeping together for a month and then I broke it off and confessed to Wes what I'd done."

    "Holy shit, Claire."

    She looks at me and smiles wistfully. "I know. I fucked up."

    "You got what you needed."

    She studies my face. I can't tell if she's annoyed with me for being flippant - which I was probably being - or if she's happy that I'm not being judgmental. "I did get what I needed, but I damaged my marriage and I'm pretty sure it's the kind of damage that doesn't fully repair itself." She takes a deep breath and looks toward the lake. I'm fairly certain I detect a smile. "Though, to be fair, the sex has been better since then. A lot better, even."

    That I can understand. There are times when I'm filled with what I think of as reclamation energy after Marie has been with someone else, like I want to fuck her so good that she forgets she was with him. That energy is fused with all kinds of other pleasures for me, of course, so it's not purely about that, but I can understand why Wes might have taken Claire's infidelity as a challenge of sorts.

    "So, you experienced the boredom, things slowed down, you cheated, and then things picked up again?" I ask.

    "That's about the long and short of it, brother," she says with a smile. "The thing is, I'm not sure what will happen after this period of renewed interest. Will Wes just be pissed at me for cheating? Will he decide that he wants to cheat? Am I just a woman that cheats when I get bored?"

    I'm tempted to tell her that there's another way, though I remain silent. I do, however, wonder if there's something in our genes that makes us both seemingly interested in a sexual lifestyle that doesn't include strict adherence to monogamy.

    "Thanks for not calling me a slut," she says. "Or, you know, implying it."

    I laugh. "I would never, Claire. I mean, what would be the point, right? I do hope things work with you and Wes, though. You've always seemed like a good couple, like you make each other happy."

    She looks towards the hot tub, though it's still too steamy to see much of anything. "I always thought it was men who were the ones that cheated because the sex life wasn't satisfying in the marriage and that women cheated because they wanted companionship or whatever. It turns out that I was wrong. I just wanted to have good sex again. The same is true for a surprising number of my friends."

    I laughed. "Shit. Married life is complicated, huh?"

    She put her arms on the pool deck and rested her chin on her hands. "It really is, Derek. It really is. That's been true for as long as marriages have been a thing, though, so I'm in good company."

    "Do you ever think about him? The guy you were with?" I ask.

    She looks at me. I see guilt in her eyes. "I try not to, but sometimes I do." Claire takes a deep breath. "Sometimes I think about him when I'm...when I'm with Wes."

    I think about Marie being with other men when I'm inside her. It's just that she knows that's what I'm thinking about because sometimes she's whispering into my ear about it. I wonder if that means we have a better chance of having a successful sex life after ten years of marriage.

    "Do you think Wes has ever..." I trail off before finishing the question because I realize how unfair it is.

    "Cheated?" she asks, because of course that's what I was going to ask. "I don't know. I'd guess that he hasn't. I'd also guess that he's thought about it."

    Claire looks towards the hot tub again. This time her gaze lasts a little longer.

    "This morning, I told Marie that I'm pretty sure that Wes is jealous of you sometimes. What I didn't say, though, is that I see the way he looks at Marie sometimes. Nothing gross, of course, and I'm pretty sure he's not obvious about it, but in addition to being a bit jealous about your job and I think, honestly, your looks, Wes is a little jealous that you're with someone as attractive as Marie." She takes a deep breath. "Sometimes, when I'm feeling especially bad about having cheated on him, I find myself worrying that Wes would sleep with Marie if somehow he got the chance."

    I do not want Marie to have sex with Wes. It wouldn't be hot. It would be destructive in a way that wouldn't be even remotely hot. There is, however, a small part of me that's turned on at the idea that Wes is flirting with Marie in the hot tub, that he's trying his best to be charming, that he's spending a bit of time living in a fantasy world where he could fuck Marie just because it feels good to be in that fantasy world after your wife cheats on you.

    "He wouldn't sleep with her," she says. "Even if he was furious at me, he wouldn't be so insane as to sleep with my brother's girlfriend. It's just where my mind goes sometimes when I'm worried."

    Marie and Wes appear out of the fog of the hot tub. She waves at me and I swim towards her. She grabs her towel and I get out of the water and wrap her up in a hug. She leans into me and I turn to see Claire kissing her husband and doing so in a manner that's far more passionate than I would have expected.

    "Wow," Marie says softly as she looks towards them.

    I look down at her. I notice that her nipples are hard, though it's likely because the air is significantly cooler than the hot tub was.

    "Did he flirt with you?" I ask.

    She looks guilty for a moment.

    "It's okay if he did. It's okay if you flirted with him a little. I mean, maybe it shouldn't be, but there's something kind of...I don't know, kind of exciting about it," I say.

    "Yes, he flirted with me." She kisses my cheek. "Yes, I flirted with him a little. Nothing egregious. There was no touching. He's charming, though, and funny. I laughed a little. I caught him staring at my breasts a few times. I probably could have slipped a little lower into the water to hide them, but I didn't. I might have actually sat up a little straighter."

    I think of Wes staring at her breasts, of him seeing her nipples get hard thanks to the cool air. I feel strange, like I've come across a kind of arousal I shouldn't go anywhere near, like it's radioactive.

    "Goodnight, you guys," Claire says as she walks by holding Wes's hand.

    We say goodnight and watch them go. I dry off my swimsuit. I stare at Marie's body, which looks stunning in her bikini. I feel desire. I know it's fueled at least in part by thoughts I shouldn't be having about Marie fooling around with my brother-in-law. Illicit thoughts that can't ever be acted upon. I shouldn't let them in my head. They're already there, though.

    We head to our room. We hold hands but we don't talk much. Once in the room, Marie opens the complimentary bottle of wine we got at check-in and pours two glasses. We step out onto the balcony and sit. She pulls our chairs close and rests her legs across my knees. She's still in her bikini and I run my hand over her legs and up her thighs we sip our wine. Every once in a while she moans softly from my touch.

    "If he wasn't married to my sister," I say after a few minutes of silence on the balcony, "would you...I mean, is he the kind of guy you'd be with?"

    "Yes," Marie answers without hesitation.

    I look up at her. Her glass of wine is half empty. She's smiling at me. Her nipples are hard. I run my fingers up her thigh and slip them into her bikini bottoms. I'm inside her a moment later. She's quite wet, though I don't say anything about it. I finger her, but only for a few seconds before pulling out and resuming the soft stroking of her legs.

    "He's handsome. Smart. Charming. Funny. He's well-built, too. Plus, he's into me, and that feels good."

    The alcohol has made my brain more open to thoughts that shouldn't be allowed to take residence in my head. I could talk to Marie about her masseur or about the towel boy from yesterday, but the illicit nature of talking about Wes makes it more exciting.

    "Claire cheated on him," I say.

    "I know," Marie replies. I'm shocked that she knows and I'm sure she can see it on my face. "He told me. In the hot tub."

    "Why?"

    "I think he wanted my sympathy. I think that maybe he was feeling bold and brave and perhaps hoping I'd reach out, take his hand, and give it a sympathetic squeeze. I think he wanted to spend just a few moments living in a world where it was possible that we'd make out in the hot tub," she answers.

    My fingers move up her legs once more. I pull her bikini bottoms aside. She parts her thighs a little. I slip one finger into her and then add a second. A third follows. I rub her clit with my thumb. I move my fingers in and out of her.

    "I'll bet he's a good kisser," she says, "and you know how much I like making out with a man that's a good kisser."

    Her eyes are closed. My cock is hard. I'm thinking about my girlfriend making out with Wes. I shouldn't be, and I'm pretty sure that's the exact reason I'm so turned on.

    "What if he wanted to do more than kiss you?" I ask, egging her on.

    Marie opens her eyes. She looks at me as I finger her and rub her clit. She bites her lower lip in that impossibly flirty, sexy way that I absolutely adore. Then she sips her wine, holds it in her mouth for a second, and swallows in a surprisingly sexy manner.

    "Of course he'd want to do more than kiss me," she replies with a smile. "Every man that kisses me wants more, and thanks to my incredible boyfriend, I get to do more with any man that turns me on enough."

    "Would making out with Wes turn you on enough to do more?"

    She holds my gaze. She swirls her wine in the glass. I finger her until she takes my wrist and pulls me from her pussy. She lifts my fingers to her lips and takes them in her mouth. She closes her eyes, moans, and sucks like she's giving a blowjob, swirling her tongue around my fingers and sucking hard as she pulls back. I think of her going down on Wes. How could I not? I think of her doing it in the hot tub, of him sitting on the edge, of me somehow watching from behind and seeing her head bobbing up and down in his lap. My dick throbs in my swimsuit as the imagery plays out in my head.

    My fingers depart her mouth and Marie places them against her pussy lips. I enter her, she moans, and then she looks at me and says, "Yes, making out with Wes would turn me on enough to do more."

    "What would you do?" I ask.

    She inches her chair closer. He hand finds its way between my legs. She unties my swimsuit and lowers it, freeing my cock. She takes me in her hand, leans in, and kisses my neck before unleashing a beautiful moan.

    "I'd suck his cock," she whispers. "Fuck, Derek, baby, I'd suck his cock. I'd take him in my mouth and swallow him. I'd show him that he should be jealous of you, that you're with an absolute goddess of a woman. I'd give him a taste of the kind of pleasure you get to have, the kind of pleasure that you let me give to other men."

    My cock is uncommonly hard. I'm no longer thinking about how insane it is to fantasize about Marie and my brother-in-law hooking up. I've given myself over to it because it's just so fucking hot.

    Marie moves out of her chair and it seems like she's going to get on her knees, but I don't want a blowjob. I stand up and take her into the room. She thinks we're heading for the bed, but instead I spin her around and press her against the glass door that looks over the balcony and onto the hotel grounds and the lake. I lower my swimsuit and press my body against hers. Marie turns her head, smiles, and kisses me as I cup her tits in the white bikini. I squeeze them hard and she moans into my mouth.

    "What if he wanted more, Marie?" I ask softly as I push her bikini bottoms down to her knees and rub my cock over her pussy lips from behind. "What if your mouth gave Wes such pleasure that he wanted more from you?"

    I slip inside her and she moans. My hands find her hips as she stands on her toes to make my entrance into her body easier. I push until every inch of me in her pussy, which is hotter and wetter than it's ever been.

    "I'd let him have me," she says. "I'd let him have my pussy."

    She reaches down and rubs her clit as I begin to fuck her. She has one hand pressed against the door as the other remains between her legs, working her clit as my cock penetrates her over and over. Her breath fogs the glass and her moans fill the air. I begin to fuck her harder.

    "My pussy is so wet for him," Marie says. "It's soaked for him, Derek. Fuck...I can't stop thinking about him."

    She drops down from her toes. I bend my knees a little. I wrap my arm around her and cup one of her breasts. I kiss the back of her neck and fuck her harder. Marie has her orgasm before I do, though. She cries out in a way I'm not sure I've ever heard before and her legs go weak enough that I have told her body up. I smile as I stop thrusting. She just had a world class orgasm while indulging in a fantasy that so delightfully captivated both of us.

    I pull out and Marie spins around. She leans against the door and smiles. Her bikini top comes off and her bottoms fall to the floor. She smiles and takes my cock in her hand. I end up on my back in the bed. She gets on top. She takes me inside her. She arches her back, tossing her hair in a deeply arousing manner before turning her head towards the ceiling and unleashing a wondrously erotic moan.

    "Was that a good orgasm?" I ask as she grinds on my dick.

    "Better than good," she replies without looking at me. Then, finally, her head tilts downwards and she smiles. "I know it's forbidden, but that's probably what makes it so hot, isn't it? I just fucking came, Derek, but I want to cum again because I'm thinking about Wes being the one beneath me right now."

    I let my mind conjure an image of Wes in our room, of Marie astride my brother in law, her long, lean body dedicated to his pleasure. I see his hands move over her hips, up her back, to her breasts.

    "Where am I?" I ask.

    She smiles. "You're watching, of course. You're on your knees at the foot of the bed." Her hand moves to my chest and her fingers slowly work their way to my mouth. Two of them push past my lips. She smiles in the most delightful manner as her fingers begin to move in and out of my mouth. "You're watching me ride Wes's cock in our bed. You're watching his cock stretch my pussy. You're watching like I know you want to watch."

    I nod. I do want to watch her fuck someone else. I want to see someone else's cock in her utterly perfect pussy.

    "You get to sit there on your knees and watch my pussy cum all over his cock. You get to watch him cum, baby, you get to watch him cum inside your girlfriend!"

    I cum inside her as she delivers that unexpected bit of dirty talk. I cum incredibly hard, too, my body shaking from the pleasure of it. My toes curl. My brain is awash in pleasure. Marie is cumming too. Her fingernails dig into my chest, causing little shocks of delightful pain as I feel her thighs tremble just as hard as mine.

    She leans down and kisses my neck as I hold her close. I smile because that was a blissful orgasm.

    "That was really hot," I say, "but we should probably never think about that again."

    She sits up a little and smiles. "I know. It was hot, though. Really hot." We kiss and the way she moves her tongue shows her appreciation of the orgasm she just had. "We'll find someone else to fantasize about, though."

    "Or someone else to fuck," I reply. "Because the real thing is pretty damn hot, too."

    "It has been a little while since I had another man's cock in my pussy," she replies. "I like giving blowjobs, as you know, but there's nothing quite like getting fucked and I think I'm going to have to find a nice dick in the next day or two. Maybe the towel boy. Maybe the masseur. Maybe someone else entirely."

    "Just not my brother-in-law."

    She laughs softly. "I promise, Derek. Not him. I'm not crazy. Kinky, yes, but not crazy."

    We kiss. I feel the pleasure of the orgasm continue to emanate through me. Relaxation follows. I know it won't be long before I'm fast asleep, which is a sign that I've had an exceptionally good day.

    "I love you, Marie," I whisper.

    "I love you too, Derek."

  
    July 4th at The Sagamore - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Our morning begins with sex. There's no kink to it, though. It's just slow, beautiful sex with Marie. First in missionary and then with her on top. We finish in that position and I watch in delight as she throws her head back while the orgasm rips through her body.

    I let myself think of her climaxing in that manner with someone else inside her. I can't help it. It arouses me so intensely that I can't keep the thought from my head when I'm on the verge of a climax of my own.

    We shower afterwards and have breakfast with my family. Plans are made for Claire and Marie to go into Bolton Landing to do a bit of shopping with my mother. Wes and I plan a round of golf. My dad's back is acting up so he plans on spending the day poolside.

    After breakfast, we all go to our separate activities. Wes drives us to the golf course and I find myself thinking of Claire having cheated on him. Then I think of how Marie and I indulged in the fantastical notion of her hooking up with Wes. I feel a surge of arousal between my legs at the danger of it. I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and push that arousal away.

    "Claire told you, didn't she?" Wes asks after we hit our drives on the first tee.

    I consider playing dumb, but it seems foolish. "She did. I'm sorry you had to go through that."

    I glance his way. I expect to see pain or anger on his face, but instead he wears a contemplative look as he navigates the cart down the path. "I always thought I'd be one of those guys that would get furiously angry if his wife cheated on him. That I'd go after the guy or move into the spare bedroom or immediately file for divorce and blow up my marriage."

    He pulls up to his ball, gets out, grabs a 3-iron, and uncorks an impressive shot that lands on the green. He's back in the cart and driving to my ball before I ask, "You weren't that kind of guy?"

    Wes shakes his head. "No. It felt like a wakeup call. When she told me the first thing I felt was that I'd failed her, that I'd let something rotten infect our marriage."

    I think of how Claire confessed that their sex life had gotten a great deal better after her affair. I see Wes's lips curl into a slight smile and I wonder if he's thinking about it. Then I think of Marie talking dirty about how she'd go down on Wes, how she'd make him feel good, and I once again feel a stirring of desire between my legs.

    Wes pulls up to my ball and I get out and grab a club. My ball lands on the green and it appears as though it's a little closer to the hole than his.

    "So, you guys are good?" I ask as we drive towards the green.

    "We are. At least I think we are. There's no question there's still a trust issue and I'm a little worried that's not going to go away. I mean, I had no idea she was cheating on me. It was a genuine shock when she told me, so I can't quite shake the notion that I wouldn't know if she started doing it again, either."

    It's a fair point and I'm not sure what to say in response to it, so I say nothing. We grab our putters and head to the green. We both par the hole and climb back into the cart. At the next hole the group ahead of us hasn't yet teed off so Wes stops far back from them and we wait.

    "So, did you ever consider cheating on her?" I ask without thinking about it. The moment the question leaves my lips I know that my desire has propelled the words out of me, that I've let the fantasy Marie and I indulged in the night before push its way into my reality. I regret the question even before Wes has a chance to respond.

    "Yes," he says.

    My pulse quickens a little. An image of Marie's head bobbing up and down in Wes's lap pops into my mind. I shake my head to try and wash it away. He glances at me - no doubt wondering why I'm shaking my head - but says nothing.

    "There was a woman at work. We'd done a bit of work flirting. The kind that's usually harmless. She must have sensed that not all was right with my marriage, though, because she really amped it up after Claire cheated on me. It got to the point where she propositioned me, saying that I could have her if I wanted her, that it could just be a casual thing." He takes a deep breath and looks at me. "Claire knows about all of this, by the way. I told her. I can't say that I understand why I'm telling you, but Claire knows."

    I nod and he looks away. The group ahead of us is teeing off know. One of them hits a dribbler that rolls no more than fifty yards down the fairway. Wes tries his best to contain the laugh that wants so desperately to escape his lips.

    "You turned her down?" I ask.

    He nods. "I did. I was tempted, but mostly out of a desire to even the score. She cheated, so it felt right that I get to cheat. In the moment, though, it also felt like it would end our marriage. Maybe it wouldn't have, but if I'd gone home and told her I'd slept with someone else, I'm pretty sure that would have caused an irreparable rift."

    We watch the last person tee off. He hits a monster drive. He smiles in exactly the manner you'd expect after striking the ball so well.

    "Who knows, though?" Wes says. "Maybe sleeping with my coworker would have kicked off some kind of wild sexual experiment with Claire and me."

    "What did she say when you told her?" I ask.

    I see his lips curl into a smile. "Her response was physical."

    He means they fucked or that she gave him a blowjob. Because Claire is my sister, though, Wes has chosen not to go into detail. I appreciate his choice. I can't help but wonder if Claire and I share more in common than I would have thought. I wonder if there was something about our parent's marriage that seems to have left us both with a certain open-mindedness when it comes to sexual activity in a relationship.

    We pull up to the tee box, get out of the cart, and grab our drivers. Wes sticks a tee in the ground and sets his ball on top of it. The group in front of us isn't cleared off the fairway, though, so he leans gently against his club and looks at me.

    "Did Marie tell you what we talked about last night?" he asks.

    I study his face for a few seconds. I'm not sure what sort of answer he's looking for. "She mentioned that you told her about Claire's affair." I consider leaving it at that, but I feel compelled to add, "She also said there was a bit of flirting, of the harmless variety."

    Wes smiles and looks down the fairway. It's clear, so he hits his drive. He swings with confidence. The ball rises into the air and travels straight, bouncing down the fairway and leaving him with a short approach shot.

    I step up and put my ball on a tee.

    "You don't mind?" he asks. "That there was some flirting?"

    I rest the head of my driver on the grass. I look at the ball and down the fairway. I note that my pulse is racing. The conversation feels a little dangerous because it's tapping into a fantasy I know I shouldn't have. I indulged in that fantasy with Marie the night before, but I shouldn't have it. I just shouldn't. It's insanely destructive.

    "No, I don't mind," I say before hitting my drive. It's nowhere near as good as his, but it's on the fairway.

    We're on the green before either of us says another word.

    "She said it was harmless?" he asks.

    I know he's referring to the flirting. "Yes, that's what she said. Why? Would you disagree? Did it feel like there was more to it?"

    He sinks his putt and retrieves his ball. I line up my putt. I miss and tap in for another par, but Wes has recorded a birdie.

    "If I'm being honest," Wes says as we walk back to the cart, "it did feel like it was a little more than harmless, like maybe Marie is the kind of girl that has a great appreciation for a man's attention. Not that she had ill intentions, but that she's quite thrilled with her ability to enthrall a man with little more than her beauty and charm."

    Those same words - delivered by someone else - could range from disgusting to threatening. In Wes's case, though, they seem to be nothing more than an accurate observation, as he's quite correct about Marie and there's a very good chance that she did elevate the flirting to something a bit more than harmless.

    "She is beautiful, and sexy," I say, "and she does like the way that those qualities sometimes attract male attention."

    "And how do you cope with that?" Wes asks as we step up to the next tee.

    I wonder if he knows what kind of man I am. I wonder if he can tell that I got off the night before while thinking about my girlfriend fucking my brother-in-law while I watched.

    "It works for me," I answer.

    That's the last we talk about Marie. Our conversation moves on to more typical subjects. My work. His work. Life in general. Sports. New restaurants they've discovered.

    I continue to think about it, though. It feels like a curse and a blessing. I like that I can experience such potent arousal thanks to nothing more than a fleeting, fantastical image of Marie seducing Wes, and yet it's the last thing I should be thinking about. I have no interest in upending my sister's marriage, after all, and yet I can't banish the notion of Wes and Marie fucking from my mind.

    Claire and Marie are in the Sagamore's lobby when we return from our round. I'm a little behind Wes and I see him glance at my girlfriend before taking his wife in his arms for a kiss. Marie is looking at Wes when he glances at her, which fills me with a brief burst of lust as I wonder if he has deduced that my girlfriend is interested in him, that she would, in fact, fuck him if he wasn't married to my sister.

    "Let's go for a walk," Marie says.

    We wave goodbye to Wes and Claire and take a stroll around the hotel's grounds.

    "How was shopping?" I ask.

    "We ran into the masseur," she replies. "He was coming out of a coffee shop. It's his day off."

    "Wait, the masseur that you gave head to?"

    Marie nods. "The masseur whose beautiful cock I sucked, Derek. The masseur whose cum I swallowed while your sister was getting a massage in the next room over."

    My hand moves to her waist and I pull her closer as we walk. I want to pick her up, lower her to the grass, and fuck her, but that can wait.

    "I assume he recognized you?"

    "He certainly did. His eyes went wide when he saw me. Then he smiled in that way a man does when he's having a lovely sexual memory as he looks at a woman. I'm convinced he was thinking about cumming in my mouth as he stood on the sidewalk and looked at me. I mean, he stared at my lips. He was probably thinking about looking down and seeing them wrapped around his beautiful dick, sucking hard to get the creamy reward I craved."

    At first all I can think about is Marie giving head to the masseur. Then it occurs to me that she was out shopping with my mom and sister. "Do you think his reaction was noticeable?"

    She stops and kisses me on the cheek. Her lips are soft and warm and a breeze comes off the lake. It blows up the back of her dress just a little and I move my hand to her ass to prevent her dress from fully flying up. She moans softly and I squeeze her ass because I can't help myself.

    "Your sister noticed," she whispers. "Afterwards - when your mother had stepped away to go to the bathroom - she said that he must have developed a crush on me during the massage based on the way he was looking at me on the street."

    "She was right, of course," I say.

    Marie turns to face me and smiles before kissing my neck. "He has a lot more than a crush on me," she whispers. "He wants to fuck me, Derek. I could see it in his eyes."

    "Of course he wants to fuck you. You sucked his cock like a goddess. Any man on the receiving end of one of your blowjobs wants to fuck you."

    She presses her hips forwards and my erection becomes undeniable to her. "Do you want to fuck me?"

    "I do."

    "But you already fucked me this morning. Do you really want me again?"

    I can see that my desire is delightful to her. Wes was very observant in noticing that Marie is quite fond of male attention. Luckily for me, she seems to enjoy my attention more than any other man.

    "I want you all the time, Marie." I grab her ass and pull her even closer. "You know that."

    "Yes, I do."

    She wriggles free from my grasp and pulls her phone from her handbag. She glances at me and then looks down at the screen. It looks like she's typing out a message. Not long after, she hands me the phone.

    She has, indeed, typed out a message. It's to the masseur. She hasn't sent it yet, but in the message she expresses her desire to be fucked by his magnificent cock and to do so while her boyfriend watches.

    "Really?" I ask.

    Marie nods. I take a moment and then reach up, tap her screen, and send the message.

    She kisses me. I feel her phone vibrate. She steps back to read his reply.

    "Our room or his place?" she asks.

    "His place."

    She texts him back. We head for Bolton Landing. Soon enough we're at his apartment. He lets us in. I shake his hand. He looks nervous, but Marie assures him that I'm into this kind of thing, that I came hard when she told me about how she sucked his cock and swallowed his cum, that I'm really looking forward to watching as he fucks her.

    I assure him that it's all true. He still seems unsure, which is why she kisses him. It takes a few moments, but soon enough his strong hands are moving down her back and grabbing at her ass as their tongues entwine. I watch from a few feet away and feel my dick getting hard.

    Marie steps back and caresses his cock. She reaches over to caress mine, too.

    "Two men hard for me," she says. "How delightful." Then she looks at me and smiles. "Only one of you is fucking me tonight, though."

    I get harder. I get so much harder. She can feel it. I know she can. She can probably see the intense desire in my eyes, too.

    "Take my dress off, Derek."

    Marie spins around and I unzip her dress and push it from her shoulders. It falls to the ground, revealing a pink lace bra and panty set that looks exquisite. She looks at the masseur - whose name is Blake - and says, "I need to be fucked and I need it to be your cock that makes me feel good. Take me to your bedroom."

    He takes her hand. They walk towards his bedroom. I follow.

    "I'd like to be fucked hard, Blake. Do you think you can accommodate that desire?" she asks.

    "I can," he answers before picking her up.

    Marie wraps her legs around him as they kiss. He holds her midair and I feel a touch of jealousy, mostly at the strength that allows him to lift her like she weighs nothing at all.

    "I've wanted this since you walked into the room for my massage," she says. "I would have let you fuck me if I'd thought to bring a condom to my treatment. Your gorgeous cock felt so good in my mouth, but it's going to feel so much better in my pussy."

    He sets her in the bed and strips. I can only see his back, but it's impressively muscled. His pants and underwear come off next and Marie spins around so her head at the edge of the bed. She grabs his cock and pulls it to her mouth. She takes him between her lips as I move closer to watch.

    "Fuck," Blake says. "That fucking mouth."

    He puts a hand on the back of her head. He begins to move his hips a little.

    "Your girlfriend's amazing, man. Just fucking amazing."

    She is. I know she is. She's the most amazing woman I've ever met and I intend on marrying her. For the moment, though, all I can do is watch as she uses her mouth to pleasure another man, as she fondles his balls, as she moans when he bends over to run his hand down her back and grab her perfect ass.

    The blowjob is over as quickly as it begins. "Put on a condom," she says.

    Blake rolls a condom down his cock. Marie spins around and spreads her legs. He crawls between them. I watch as they kiss while she guides his cock into her pussy. I listen as she moans while he fills her. I then fall to my knees, in part because my legs are suddenly so weak that I can't stand up and in part because I want a better view. I want to see his cock entering her. I want to see it pulling out. I want to experience the visceral pleasure of my girlfriend having sex with another man.

    It's more beautiful than I thought possible. It's hard to explain how utterly intoxicating it is to witness the act of someone else's cock slide in and out of her. It's not just that, though. It's the moans of pleasure that go with it. It's the sounds of her wet pussy welcoming his fairly large cock. It's the way her legs wrap around him for a few thrusts and then spread apart once more. It's the way her toes curl and dig into the sheets. It's how pretty her toenails look. It's the way she runs her hands over his back and ass in a manner that seems borderline desperate, like her body has quickly come to find his cock a necessity instead of an erotic luxury.

    It's not long before Marie has an orgasm with Blake's cock inside her. It's a long, loud orgasm. Her fingers dig into his ass. Her pussy pulses around his cock. Her toes curl. I stare from my knees and feel as though it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.

    After a minute of stillness, they decouple and Blake moves to his back. To my surprise, Marie straddles him in reverse cowgirl, which means she's looking right at me. She takes him inside her pussy. She moans as I stare at her face. She smiles as she begins to ride him.

    "Kiss me," she says. "Kiss me as I ride his gorgeous cock."

    It's the hottest thing she's ever said to me. I stand. I move into the bed. We kiss as she rides him. She moans into my mouth with another man's cock inside her. It's the hottest thing that's ever happened to me.

    "Get a condom," she says. "I want you to jerk off into it. I want you to cum right when he cums."

    I back out of the bed. I grab a condom. I pull out my cock and put on the rubber. Marie beckons me to her once more. We resume kissing. She strokes my dick. She rides him faster.

    "His cock feels so fucking good inside me," she says. "Thank you for letting me fuck him. Thank you for sharing me with him. Derek. Thank you for being man enough to let someone else fuck your girlfriend while you watch."

    Blake groans. I groan. Marie smiles.

    "If I'm being honest, I love that he's going to cum while he's buried in my pussy and you're only going to get my hand tonight," she says. "It's so fucking hot to me."

    I've never been more turned on. My girlfriend is riding another man's cock, jerking me off, and kissing me. She's moaning, too, and it's obvious she's going to cum. We're all going to cum together, in fact.

    Blake cums first. He smacks Marie's ass and unloads. I cum second. It is, without question, the best orgasm I've ever had. Marie cums right after me and she continues to kiss me and stroke me. She's tending to two men and herself at the same time and I'm fairly certain that she's never been happier.

    We kiss deeply after our orgasms. She climbs off of Blake's cock and lies with him for a short spell to kiss him and express her gratitude for the good sex.

    She gets dressed. We leave. We walk back to the hotel. We see Claire and Wes walking hand-in-hand towards the pool. We consider joining them, but we're both exhausted and head to our room instead. There will be more time for fun tomorrow.

  July 2018 Q&A
Question: I am not attracted to men, but I love to eat another man’s sperm from my wife’s pussy(clean up).....but find the idea of sucking her lovers cock a turn on....and I would be willing to suck cock if she asked/told me to (and the guy was ok with it). My question is does wanting/desiring to clean her and lover up mean that I'm gay, or at least bi....or does it just mean I'm a freak....LOL I just know how much it turns me on....and wife enjoys me going down on her full of spunk.Answer: I see some version of this question all the time. It’s not uncommon for cuckolds to be aroused by cleaning a creampie, fluffing another man, or straight up sucking cock and swallowing cum. Typically, the arousal is rooted in the sense of submission or humiliation that these activities generate, not the act itself. Ultimately, I wish all people interested in any kink-related sexual activity would forget about assigning labels to it. What’s the point? If you and your partner (or partners) are enjoying yourselves, then the label you think society would attach to it doesn’t really matter.


Question: Hi , I’m a cuckold husband, my wife refused my fantasy about her with other men fucking. I’m thinking in divorce and find other women who enjoy cuckold lifestyle, what is your advice?
Answer: I wouldn’t recommend divorcing your wife to find someone to cuckold you. The truth is, you’re not going to find many women that enjoy the cuckold lifestyle that aren’t already married. It’s exceedingly rare for a woman to get into it on her own. Most are introduced by a husband or boyfriend. It’s sad that your wife isn’t interested, but divorcing her isn’t the answer.
There are ways to explore cuckolding even if she’s not willing to sleep with someone else. She can tell you stories of men she slept with before you. She can use a lifelike dildo as you watch. She can make up a dirty fantasy while giving you a handjob. You can share a fantasy while going down on her or using your fingers on her clit to bring about an orgasm. You just have to put your imagination to work.


Question: I am a male and have been happily married to my wife of 18 years. Before marriage I mentioned my cuckolding fantasy and we played as a fantasy throughout the marriage, even including chastity play. My wife never really expressed any interest to take it further: we just played. I did not push my wife and over time she became open to idea. Anyway, she set up an account on a site (which we both openly read) and was flooded with responses. One response caught her eye which she responded to. He was a smooth, very fit, younger man staying in a 5 star hotel. I dropped my wife at the bar where she met this pleasant man. 
She told him the situation, he told him his situation and he was open to my wife texting me assuring everything was ok. Within two hours she felt comfortable enough to go back to his hotel room for drinks. In no time he was giving my gorgeous wife oral and with a condom on fucking in a myriad of positions. When my wife came home hours later I greeted her with a kiss and we have talked about how hot the whole thing was over many sexual nights together. Overall the scenario was great: stranger (who was a complete gent throughout), hotel sex, discreet, I got cuckolded which was way hotter than I thought it would be and has made our sexual relationship degrees hotter. 
The experience was so positive my wife wants to do again. Here is the issue for which I need your advice. As mentioned we share an account, live in a bustling city and the men expressing interest is based on one requirement. They must be from out of town & staying in a hotel. My wife, despite the massive variety and interest says finding men online too much effort without the eroticism of flirting. (However, in our shared account I rarely see much flirting with any of these potential men.)
Instead my wife revealed she has been flirting with a single handsome client who lives pretty close and finds the flirting and texts with him really hot. She also said this client invited her to a recent event last weekend and she can see (as long as he knows the rules and I am ok with) a FWB scenario developing cause this makes her feel more sexy and positive. 
My concern is three fold. One. I know who this man is - he is single, been attracted to my wife for ages and recently asked my wife out to an event without any consideration for me or our family which to me screams potential affair. (Unlike the out of town guest who was in lifestyle and open to texting, etc.). 
Two: I thought opening up an online account was a big enough licence to play in but it seems we are adding new territory which I do not think I am entirely comfortable i with is looking to be opened up. 
Three: Within all this angst I am trying to think from my wife's perspective too. Such a situation would be easier as it means no more editing through multiple profiles + she feels safe in his company, and a FWB scenario with a single man without kids who lives in a cool spot to her probably feels really hot. I do get all that. But wasn't our initial scenario open enough. Is it just me or is this new scenario which my wife finds hot a red flag and far greater danger to our marriage? Any opinion would be appreciated. Thanks.
Answer: I don’t think you’re wrong to be concerned. A cuckold marriage is doomed to failure if the couple isn’t committed to fully open and honest communication. I’m not saying your marriage is doomed, of course, but I think it’s okay to have some concern and to voice those concerns to your wife.
Cuckolding really only works if it’s something the couple does. That doesn’t always mean you’re there to watch and it doesn’t mean she shares every text with you, but it’s not going to work if she only shares some of her adventures with you. You’ll end up suspicious and resentful and that’s when everything will blow up.


Question: Hi there Becca Great site - congrats. Just wonder when Captioned Cuckold Stories 2 will come out. Myself half together with a lady ...maybe we will be a cuckold couple in future ...now doing first steps but not easy for me at all. Best and thx for answer.
Answer: I should have the sequel finished this month (July 2018).


Question: Hi Becca, I love your blog. I'm an aspiring cuckold, but I'm having trouble finding a cuckoldress. What I've tried so far: FetLife (isn't conducive to searching for a mate), Craigslist/Backpages (now removed), Reddit bdsm/cuckold personals (no luck yet), collarspace (lots of bots and professional-only dommes), swinglifestyle (not many single women on there), okcupid (I haven't matched with more than two people). I read your blog post about finding a mate. Am I missing anything? What do you suggest?
Answer: Unfortunately, finding a single woman that’s already into cuckolding is exceptionally difficult. As I mentioned in an earlier answer, it’s rare for a woman to discover an interest in cuckolding on her own. Typically (as was the case with me) she’s introduced to it by her husband or boyfriend. That means most women that are into the lifestyle are already attached.
That means a fairly small pool of available ladies into cuckolding. My only suggestion would be to search for women that are kink-friendly. Fetlife is a good option for that. Instead of simply searching for a mate, I’d suggest looking for a local fetish-friendly meet up. Go meet people in real life, chat about what turns you on, and you might find someone you can connect with. 


Question: Hello, I wanted to know if I’m really into cuckolding. I’m 19 and have a girlfriend who has 18, we have been together for 2 years; she say I’m well endowed and that the sex is good, but I still want her to have sex with other guys while I watch. Is not only that, I also want her to watch me have sex with another woman and I want someone to watch me and my girlfriend have sex. Another thing that I would like to add is that I have only been seeing cuckold porn for months. So, am I fantasizing about cuckolding or is this something else?
Answer: It sounds like you’d be described as a swinger and/or an exhibitionist. You might also just be young and into exploring everything available to you in the sexual realm, which is perfectly normal.


Question: Hello, we are a french couple. my wife has a lover and i love that. she loved it too. i'm 42 and she is 36.she is now cheating with him since one year. she has no protection. i'm wrtting you to have a feed back on one point. do you have return of experience of women getting pregnant from their lover? best. Mark
Answer: The cuckold pregnancy fantasy is a common one. Lots of guys (and a smaller percentage of women) find the notion hugely arousing. The writing I do on the subject always gets a vigorous response. In many ways it’s the ultimate form of cuckolding. Your wife has rejected your seed in favor of someone else’s. She wants a superior man’s DNA growing inside her. That being said, I think it should remain a fantasy. 


Question: I am not in a relationship but I'm curious, and interesting in trying the cuckold experience. Are there people like dominatrix who would be willing to help with that?
Answer: I don’t have any personal experience with it, but I’m sure you could find a dominatrix with experience in playing out a cuckold fantasy. Since masochism sits at the root of a true cuckold fantasy, a professional that makes men suffer for their pleasure should have no trouble offering the kind of pleasure you seek.


Question: I discovered my wife cheated on me with a close friend of mine. We had planned dinner with him at our home when I got called away for work. She accidentally left her damp panties in the living room for me to discover after I got home late. I also found a slick wetness in our bed when I joined her already sleeping. They don't know I know. I got angry at first, then curious, and now I am constantly aroused by it. Lately, I have to work to avoid becoming hard when we are all together. Now what?
Answer: Tough call. In reality, there was a pretty serious breach of trust in your marriage. On the other hand, that same breach of trust led to some serious arousal for you. I suppose what you do next depends on what you want to do next? You could tell her that you know and that it really turns you on. That might not work for her, of course. You could keep acting like you don’t know anything about it and hope that you find more wet panties, or that you come home when they’re going at it and can spy on them. If she fucked him once, chances are good she’ll do it again.


Question: Me and my bf really enjoy your stories! Wow, you’re a veery talented writer. To think that you post on tumblr and Fifthy shades turns in millions of dollars... Anyways, I’d like to ask you about beeing mean. I find I start enjoying this more and more, while at the same time I feel bad for doing it. Not mean-mean in a hurting way, but mean as in telling my husband about how much better my lover is etc. Thing is, it was me that introduced this lifestyle, not him. And while he enjoys himself I’m the one pushing boundaries. We talk - a LOT - but I sometimes worry that I’m going to far. I’m very interested in denying him penetration with me. Which, when I pounder on it, is just to be a little mean. I enjoy sex with him and truly love him with all my heart. So why do I want to see that painful look on his face? Sorry, this is more of a rambling then a question. But do you ever question yorself? You seem so well balanced in your thoughts on the subject of cuckolding (on your site and quora.com to name a few).
Answer: One of the difficulties of cuckolding (and other forms of kink play, too) is that it brings up all sorts of difficult feelings. While many cuckolds are aroused by a sense of humiliation, it can also be destructive, leading to a variety of issues. The same can be true of the women in cuckolding relationships.
When my husband and I first got started I questioned myself all the time. Even if you’re just dipping your toes into an alternative lifestyle (not a huge fan of that phrase, but it fits here) you’re going to deal with all kinds of strange feelings. You’re stepping outside the mainstream and going against everything you’ve been taught (at least that’s usually the case). Eventually those questions went away, mostly because I saw the positive effect it had on our marriage.
At the same time, you’re far from alone in taking a bit of pleasure in that pain on his face. If it turns you on to tell him that your lover is better than he is, that’s perfectly fine. You’re one of millions of women that enjoy that pleasure. Some are genuine sadists and enjoy inflicting a great deal more pain, in fact.
Ultimately, I cannot tell you why that’s the case. No one really can. It’s exceedingly difficult to study. The same is true of most fetishes, though. Most men couldn’t tell you why they enjoy being cuckolded, and even if they could give you a reason it might not be the real one.
What’s important is ensuring that you and your husband are happy with the arrangement. If you find pleasure in causing him a bit of emotional pain and he also enjoys it, there’s nothing to worry about. If you feel like it’s eating away at the fabric of your marriage, then you have to make changes.
I would recommend looking up aftercare as it relates to BDSM relationships. Essentially, after you’ve experienced your sexual pleasure and/or orgasms, you reassure your husband that you love him, care for him, and want only the best for him. You both experience the incredible high of cuckolding and mild humiliation play and then on your way to you reassure each other of your love. It can be as simple as saying “I love you with all my heart.” Something small can set him right again and make a major difference in your relationship.


Question: Do you treat your husband the way you talk about cuckolds in your stories?
Answer: No. My husband isn’t really into the overtly humiliating aspects of cuckolding. He’s turned on by a more subtle form of play, so that’s what we do.

    Just How Naughty Was Your Girlfriend¿

    “In here!” your girlfriend calls out when you get home.

    You follow her voice towards the bedroom and see her naked and cuddled up with a pink blanket.

    “I was a naughty girl,” she says before flashing a seductive smile.

    “Were you?” you ask.

    She pulls the blanket down, revealing her perky breasts. You see the little pink marks that make it obvious that someone else has been kissing, licking, sucking, and even nibbling on her flesh.

    “How naughty?” you ask.

    Your wife pulls the blanket away from her crotch and spread her legs. A smile crosses her face as she says, “Why don’t you find out?”

    You drop your keys on the dresser and move towards the bed as your wife plays with her breasts. She lifts her hips and presents her pussy as you crawl into the bed.

    It’s obvious someone else has been inside her. Her pussy lips are pink, puffy, and slippery. She smells of sex, too. There’s no question another man enjoyed her body while you were at work. There’s no question she enjoyed his cock.

    Your wife is free to enjoy any man she desires. She’s free to invite them to your home and into your bed while you’re gone. She’s free to do as she pleases as long as she gives you what you crave. That’s why she was naked in bed when you got home. That’s why she told you she was a naughty girl. That’s why her legs are spread and there’s a smile on her face. She likes the little game you play. She likes that you’re a willing cuckold.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” she says. “Find out how naughty I was.”

    Your wife uses protection with most of her lovers, but some have earned enough trust to be allowed to cum inside her. You’re about to find out if today’s lover was permitted to fuck her without protection.

    You kiss her pussy lips and she moans. You gently run your tongue over her clit to excite her.

    “Fuck me with your tongue,” she says.

    You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can. You feel the heat and wetness of her insides first. Then you taste his cum. You taste the thick, salty semen that’s resting in her pussy, that another man left inside her after she fucked him in your bed. You moan.

    “I was a very naughty girl,” she says. “And now you’re going to be a very good cuckold. You’re going to lick his cum out of me. You’re going to clean my messy pussy and when you’re done I’m going to let you make me cum.”

    She’s not giving orders. She’s simply telling you what she knows you’re going to do. Of course you’re going to be a good cuckold for her. Of course you’re going to clean his cum out of her pussy. It’s what you crave and she knows that. It’s what you love about the lifestyle you and your hotwife have adopted. You want to clean up his load. You crave it. You need it. You love her for letting you do it.

    “If you make me cum hard enough I’ll even give you a handjob,” she says.

    You want that handjob. You want to the sweet pleasure of release. You want to do a good job cleaning your wife’s messy pussy so she’ll treat you to a lovely round of dirty talk as she strokes your cock.

    You get to work eating the other man’s cum from her pussy. You clean her eagerly. You make her moan. You do your job as her good cuckold.

  
    Kinky Tales from the Convenience Store - Part 1

    If you follow the I-80 West out of Lincoln, Nebraska you'll eventually come to a Shell gas station and a convenience store named Chubby's (no, I don't know why it's named that and it's definitely not part of a chain of stores). The station and store are open 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 364 days a year (closed on Christmas). I spend roughly 40 hours a week at Chubby's, and it's a sad indictment on my life that those 40 hours are unquestionably the highlight of each week.

    My name is Carl. I'm 21 years old and I've worked the overnight shift at Chubby's for nearly three years. I make $16.50/hour, and that's after two raises. This wasn't supposed to be my vocation. I didn't really have plans, of course. My mom wanted me to go to a trade school of some sort (plumbing, air conditioner repair, that sort of thing) but when I looked at the course catalog I couldn't pick one, so I just set the catalog aside. That choice didn't sit well with my mom, which is why she kicked me out of the house on my 18th birthday. I got a crappy studio apartment outside of Lincoln and I've been there ever since.

    There are always two employees at Chubby's. Even for the overnight shift. When I first started I worked with - and was trained by - a guy named Antonio. He was in his 40s. Grizzled as fuck. All kinds of tattoos. Drank on the job. The kind of guy you'd see and think it made perfect sense that he was working overnight at a convenience store in his 40s. I mean, what the fuck else is a guy like that going to do for a living?

    Six months into the job, Antonio was hauled off by ICE agents. Turns out he'd jumped the border a decade prior and they'd finally caught up to him. He seemed resigned to his fate as they cuffed him and dragged him away. It seemed awfully dramatic to me. They had three agents come in. One of them pulled a gun. The big guy that cuffed Antonio was way rougher than he needed to be.

    That's all beside the point, though. Sorry about that. All you really need to know is that my job got better once Antonio was hauled away, so I couldn’t manage to hold onto a whole lot of empathy for him.

    Antonio was replaced by Amber. Raven-haired Amber. Wild-eyed Amber. Chaotic Amber. In other words, a walking wet dream for a guy like me.

    Before we talk too much about Amber, I should tell you that I'm not a virgin. I made my way around the bases in high school. I'm a little embarrassed to admit that I didn't make it all the way home until after I'd graduated and I suppose I'm a little more embarrassed to admit that I've only been to home plate - that's having sex, for those of you that are unfamiliar with the bases - just a handful of times in my life.

    At the time of Amber's employment at Chubby's, I did not have a girlfriend. I'd not had a girlfriend in nearly a year by that point, in fact. I figured I'd have an easier time getting laid once I moved out of my mom's house, but it turns out that an aimless guy working the overnight shift at a gas station convenience store does not light a fire in the loins of most ladies.

    All of that is to explain why Amber was a walking wet dream. She was pretty, of course - maybe even beautiful - but it seemed like she wasn't all that keen on embracing her good looks. She never did much in the way of makeup. Her hair was always a bit messy. Her clothes seemed ill-fitting and were often tattered and she almost never smiled, though not because she was unhappy. I got the feeling that she didn't really care for the way men looked at her when she smiled. It was the wild-eyed, chaotic part that made her so enchanting, though.

    After six months on the job I was deemed experienced enough to train Amber. Thankfully, it's a really easy job. Like, dead easy. You make sure the coffee is brewed. You make sure the shelves are stocked. You clean up after idiot customers that come in and spill shit or move the merchandise around. If there's a problem with a gas pump, you call somebody else to deal with it because that shit's dangerous.

    Cleaning the bathrooms is the only part of the job that's routinely awful, especially on the overnight shift. I'll never be able to wrap my head around the fact that some people miss the fucking bowl. I mean, how do you do that? We try our best to pass off the bathroom cleaning to the morning shift, of course, but it doesn't always work out that way.

    Dealing with drunks, idiots, and the occasional would-be stick-up artist is the only other significant downside to the job. With the drunks the real hassle is cleaning up their messes. I'm talking vomit, spit, and sometimes piss. Plus they tend to spill shit. Idiots come in all shapes and sizes so their difficulties can't really be predicted, though they're most likely the ones to try and shoplift. We're not supposed to stop them, but sometimes it's fun to try and catch a shoplifter before they get out of the store and if I'm in the mood to run it can be exciting to see if I can catch one before he gets to his car (it's always a guy). I once watched a shoplifter fall flat on his face and fuck it up to high heaven. He was spewing blood from his mouth and nose as he got up and got into the car. His getaway driver looked freaked out and I thought maybe I'd have to deal with the police coming by, but they drove away with the bag of Cheetos he’d stolen and I had a good laugh about the whole thing before realizing I had to clean the blood from the concrete.

    Oh, there’s also the robbers (I can’t think of a better word for them). Yeah, once or twice a year someone comes into the store and holds us up. The stated policy is to give up the money and call the police. It's scary as hell to have a gun pointed at you, but it's over quick and nobody's ever tried to get violent. They just take their money and run. They always get caught, too, on account of the many cameras both inside and outside the store.

    Okay, now, back to Amber. I don't know how old she is, but sometimes she drinks on the job and has done so from the start, so I assume she was at least 21 when she began her employment. At first I thought I wasn't going to like her. She seemed cold as I was training her. Like, she barely said anything. She never smiled, like I mentioned, and I did try and make her smile with some stupid jokes.

    We warmed up to each other over time, though. You kind of have to. The job is pretty boring as we don't get a lot of customers, so if you're just sitting around in silence all night you run the risk of losing your mind for $16.50/hr.

    It was a month into Amber's employment that I had my first success in trying to start a remotely personal conversation with her. "So, I know I've asked this before, but I'm going to try again because, well, it's pretty fucking boring here and we need something to talk about."

    She was busy affixing prices to boxes of Mac and Cheese while I was stocking the shelves with the latest in fried potato offerings from the Lays brand. She offered no more than a glance my way, which was par for the course.

    "So, did you grow up in Nebraska, or did you make your way to our glorious state from another locale?" I asked. For the record, I did think I was a pretty clever conversationalist. You're welcome to disagree. Amber certainly did so on a great many occasions.

    "Tennessee," she said.

    "Sorry? What?"

    "I was born and raised in Tennessee." There was a little bit of an accent, though not as significant as you might expect.

    "Well, okay, now we're getting somewhere. What brought you to this part of the country?"

    She took a deep breath like she couldn't have been more annoyed with me. "The shitty little house we lived in burnt down. We had no insurance and my dad had lost his job just a few weeks earlier. We moved into a Motel 6 while they tried to figure things out. My dad's solution was to leave without saying a damn thing. My mom packed us up - just me and her - and drove us to Omaha because she'd found a Facebook page for some farm commune that was looking for people to come work the land. They took us in. My mom fell for one of the guys on the commune and is shacked up with him now. I left when one of the leaders got a little too handsy with me. My mom didn't put up much of a fight when I left. I was 17, though, so I could fend for myself."

    Yeah, so, there's some darkness there. I mean, you don't end up working the overnight shift at Chubby's if you grew up in a nice suburb with two parents, a six figure income, and plenty of happy memories.

    Amber didn't ask, but I shared my story, which was really just a tale of poverty. Dad left when I was young. Mom couldn't manage more than a minimum wage job. She did her absolute best, but her best wasn't exceptional and that's just fine.

    "So we both have asshole dads," Amber said after I'd finished.

    "We do indeed," I replied with a smile.

    She then cracked her very first smile in a month. I felt something when I saw that smile. Mostly I wanted to make her smile over and over and over again. That would prove quite difficult, of course.

    Over the course of the next few months we grew closer. I'd venture to say that we became friends. We developed a little game where we'd bet on what the customers were coming in to buy. Snacks, beer, liquor, that sort of thing. I had an advantage in that game since you develop a good sense for those things when you work at a convenience store, but Amber got good real quick. We didn't bet money - neither of us had much to speak of - but we'd tally our correct guesses over the course of the shift and the loser would have to do the bathroom clean up. It made our shifts a little more interesting and that's always a good thing.

    One night, about three months after Amber had joined the staff, our relationship took an unexpected turn. Three girls came in around 2 a.m. They struck me as sorority girls. I guessed they were coming in to buy liquor. Amber guessed water and snacks. Amber was right.

    The girls paid separately and each offered a bright, carefree smile of the sort that only exceptionally beautiful women seem to be able to offer. They walked out and I'm not embarrassed to admit that I watched them go. I mean, why not, right?

    "How long has it been?" Amber asked.

    "What?"

    She laughed. Three months in, we occasionally laughed at each other. "How long has it been since you got laid?"

    She had my attention and my head whipped towards her. "That's a personal question."

    Amber nodded. "It certainly is, but I only ask because you were staring at those sorority girls like a starving man that's just gotten his hands around a juicy hamburger."

    I felt compelled to answer. "Okay, well, it's been a while."

    "How long is a while?"

    "Six months."

    For a moment she looked genuinely empathetic, which felt surprisingly good. "Any other luck in that time? You know, handjob? Blowjob? Or have you learned to spend quality time with your hand?"

    I was pretty sure she wasn't mocking me, but it was hard to tell with Amber. "Just me and my hand, unfortunately. Working here isn't exactly conducive to a love life, you know?"

    "You sure?"

    There was a glint in her eye and for some reason my pulse quickened a bit. "Wait...when was the last time you got laid?"

    She smiled. I couldn't believe it. A genuine smile. "Two days ago."

    "No fucking way."

    She nodded. "So you're saying it's been six months since you did anything with a girl. Is that right?"

    I nodded and felt a little embarrassed as I realized that I hadn't actually tried in six months. Like, not at all.

    "No kissing?"

    I shook my head.

    "You haven't even seen a titty?"

    I laughed. "There's been nary a titty in my field of vision, unfortunately. Unless you count what I see on my phone."

    "That does not count, unfortunately."

    "Well, shit."

    She sized me up, her eyes roaming over my body in a manner that made me a little uncomfortable. "Be honest," she began, "did you think about fucking one of those sorority girls? Not that it was at all realistic to think that you could...but did you entertain the idea? Did you imagine what it would have been like to go to the blonde's car, to lay her on her back seat, to pound her pussy?"

    Amber had never - and I mean never - talked like that in the three months I'd worked with her. What was even more interesting, though, is that she was lit up while talking about it. I found myself a little confused by her seeming excitement, though it might have been that we'd suddenly gotten quite personal.

    I answered honestly, though. "Yes. I thought about it for a moment. Not the part about the back seat and the pounding, but I did briefly consider what it might be like to have sex with a girl like that."

    "A girl like that?"

    "Yeah. A sort of...well, that perfectly pretty kind of girl. The sort that makes it to magazine covers. The unattainable sort. I don't know. That kind of girl. I've never been with a girl like that. Girls like that don't want to fuck guys that work dead end jobs."

    "That's true."

    It hurt, but that wasn't her fault. It hurt because it was a stark reminder that I worked a dead end job, that I had a dead end life. That's not something you want to be reminded of, even if every second of your life is a reminder of it.

    "Do you want to see my titties?" she asked.

    My eyes must have bugged out of my head because she laughed.

    "What?"

    "They're nice."

    "I'm sure they are."

    "So, do you want to see them?"

    Of course I wanted to see them. What 18 year old guy (I'm 21, but I was 18 at the time this occurred) doesn't want to see every single pair of titties he comes across in a given day. It felt weird to say it, though. It seemed like it would suddenly feel quite weird between Amber and me if she showed me her tits.

    "Yes, but also no," I answered.

    "Explain."

    "Of course I want to see your tits. You're beautiful and I'm sure they are too. But, we work together and I feel like it might get pretty weird between us if we cross this boundary."

    "Is that because you'd want to do more than just see my titties? Like, once you've seen them, do you think you'd want to see them again, or maybe suck on them, or maybe slide your dick between them, or maybe cum all over them?"

    I'm not sure what had changed, but it felt like I was talking to a different version of the girl I'd spent the past three months working with.

    "I'm confused," I said, which was the most straightforward, honest thing I'd said all night.

    Amber smiled again. Two in one night. It was incredible. "Yeah, that makes sense. Sorry. I can be a little...weird, I guess. Sometimes it just comes out, you know. I think the fact that I got laid recently is part of me being weird and chaotic right now. The sex was good and it was the first time in a few months that I've gotten dick, so I think it just woke me up a little, you know?"

    "Yes, absolutely. Sex is pretty magical in that way."

    "Yeah, it is. Or it can be. It can be a fucking nightmare, too, but this wasn't that. This was good. Really good. Multiple times, too."

    I wanted to know more, though that was mostly because I was suddenly feel quite horny. Amber talking about cumming on her tits had undoubtedly contributed to that.

    "What made it good?"

    Her face was completely still and utterly unreadable as she stared at me. It was a little freaky, to be honest. "He's cheating on his wife," she said. "He's older, too. 30, maybe 35. They live in my building. We've been flirting a little when we see each other. It finally culminated in us fucking while she was at work. I was doing laundry. He was doing laundry. We flirted. I then took my shirt off and tossed it into the washing machine. My shorts followed and then I was standing in the laundry room in my underwear. He correctly read that as an invitation and kissed me. It was hot as hell. We went back to my place. He fucked me hard. We went back to the laundry room to put our loads into the dryers and then went back to my place and fucked again."

    By that point I was really horny as I imagined having sex with Amber, at being the guy in that situation. I didn't do it on purpose. It just happened. I was 18. I didn't have control over that shit.

    "Are you hard?"

    I looked down and immediately covered my crotch with my hands. "Sorry. And no. Not hard. Just...getting there."

    Another smile emerged. It seemed that Amber could smile. She just needed to get laid to unlock the version of her that had a reason to smile.

    She stepped closer. "Were you thinking about fucking me?"

    I nodded. I mean, why not, right?

    "Naughty Carl." She looked me up and down again and then stepped back and said, "You know what? You deserve to see me in my underwear."

    "What? What are you talking about?"

    She took her shirt off. She had on one of those sports bra/bra hybrids. It looked good, though. Her breasts were perky and good-sized and her stomach was flat and smooth. I could see her nipples poking through the material, which turned me on more than I would have thought.

    Amber unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them to the floor. I stared. She'd seemingly invited me to do so, so I stared. The panties matched the bra. There was a brand name of some kind on them, though I couldn't tell you which one. My mind was a fog of arousal at that point.

    "You're really hot," I said.

    "Why thank you."

    She was dressed a moment later. That was it. A quick flash of her bra and panties and nothing more.

    Then it was over. We went back to work. The rest of the shift went by without mention of the sorority girls, the sex she'd had with her cheating neighbor, her bra, my boner, or anything else remotely sexual.

    I'm a little embarrassed to admit that I jerked off to Amber when I got home. It was probably a mistake, but I couldn't help myself. There'd been something so sexy about her demeanor during that brief period of time that it stuck with me. I had a quick, fantastic orgasm and then told myself that I would never masturbate to her again.

    Two weeks after the sorority girls and the underwear modeling - brief as it was - Amber made an unusual request. It was a little before midnight when the request occurred.

    "Can you fly solo for like, 15 minutes?"

    I inferred that she meant work alone and I nodded. "Sure. Why?"

    She smiled. It was the first of the night, though our shift had just gotten started. I took it as a good sign. "I'm going to get laid."

    "What?"

    "My guy. The older one. He's stopping by. He apparently just got back from some out of town work thing and he's in the mood. His flight got in early so he's got an hour until his wife thinks he's supposed to be back."

    "So he's coming here to fuck you?" I asked.

    Amber nodded and bit her lower lip in an excited fashion. She liked this guy. Or the sex, I guess. Probably the sex. Or maybe just the fact that he was cheating with her.

    "Where are you going to do it?"

    Her face went blank. "Well, shit, I hadn't thought about that. His car, I guess."

    "You could use the break room."

    It wasn't a break room. It was a little office in the back. You could lock the door, though, and if you were fucking in there the customers probably wouldn't be able to hear. I wouldn't know. I'd never fucked in there.

    She smiled. The second of the night. "Carl! You genius! Yes, we will fuck in the break room. As long as you're okay with it, I mean."

    "Yes, I'm okay with it."

    "You're not going to be jealous?"

    She was being playful. I could do that too. "Yes, I'm absolutely going to be jealous. As you know, it's now been more than six month since my hands have touched a woman in any meaningful way. I will be seething with jealousy the entire time you're in the back room with the cheater, but I will not let it ruin my night."

    Amber laughed. That was even rarer than a smile. Then, to my complete surprise, she lifted her shirt, took my hand, and placed it on her breast. My palm rested against her bra - the same style as the one I'd seen - but my fingers rested against her soft, warm flesh.

    "You can squeeze," she said.

    So I did. I squeezed her breast. It was wondrous. Truly wondrous. The most wondrous thing I'd ever felt. I mean, I'd felt breasts before, but in that moment it was absolutely the most wondrous thing my hand had ever touched.

    Then it was over. Amber stepped back and lowered her shirt.

    "Thank you," I said. "That was very kind of you."

    I was trying to be earnest, but it came out silly. Of course it did. Amber laughed again, then she surprised me again by kissing me on the cheek. "Thank you for covering for me."

    "While you get fucked."

    "While I get fucked!"

    She spun around, raised her hands over her head like she was celebrating a World Cup goal, and walked away. As it turned out, she was going to the break room to clean up a little.

    Fifteen minutes later, a nervous-looking guy in a t-shirt and jeans walked through the door. He looked at me and I looked at him. He opened his mouth to say something but then Amber showed up.

    "Right this way," she said.

    The guy nodded at me and followed Amber through our little convenience store and into the back area.

    As it turned out, the walls were not thick enough to block out the sounds of sex. I heard it from behind the register. Then I walked closer. I probably shouldn't have, but I did. Amber's moaning was beautiful. Primal, really. The guy grunted a little bit here and there, but it was mostly Amber.

    At one point a car pulled up to the pumps and I got nervous that I'd have to shush them so Amber didn't get busted for fucking on the job. He paid at the pump, though, and pulled away.

    I kept listening. They fucked for ten minutes or so. It was insanely hot the entire time. I'm not ashamed to say that I got a boner. A good one, too. Rock fucking hard.

    "Cum for me, baby!" I heard Amber scream at one point. A whole lot of grunting and groaning followed. I walked away at that point as I didn't want them to step out and see me standing there with a boner.

    Five minutes later, they emerged from the break room while a customer hoisted a case of beer onto the counter. He was remarkably sweaty and the smell emanating from him was not especially enjoyable. I resisted the urge to lean back, though being a little rude towards customers during the overnight shift was hardly the worst crime I could have committed.

    "Have a good night, sir," I said.

    He grunted at me, wiped the sweat from his brow - mostly just transferring it to his forearm - and hoisted the case of beer from the counter and walked out.

    Amber and the older guy looked thoroughly rumpled in the way I imagined people do after a quick fuck. Her hair was especially messy, which made me wonder if he liked grabbing her hair as they fucked. Then I found myself wondering what that would be like. Was it fun to grab a fistful of hair while having sex with a woman? I imagined myself doing it with Amber. I wasn't sure I would have enjoyed that. I was thinking about having sex with her, though, and that brought my boner back to life, so I pushed those thoughts far away as I watched Amber step into the guy's arms and share a remarkably tongue-forward kiss with him. The boner remained.

    The guy left and Amber turned to me and smiled. This was a different smile, though. This was a giddy smile. This was pure joy. This was how someone looked after they'd had good sex.

    "Are you okay?" she asked.

    "Yeah. Why?"

    "I don't know...the look on your face. It's...weird."

    "I could hear you," I explained. "The walls are thinner than I thought they'd be. This is the first time they've really been tested for sound dampening, though, so there was really no way of knowing."

    She looked embarrassed, but it faded quickly.

    "Well, I apologize."

    "Oh, it wasn't bad. It was good." Now I was embarrassed.

    My comment brought out another smile. "Oh yeah? You liked listening?"

    You wouldn't believe how hard my heart was suddenly pounding. I felt a little lightheaded as Amber stared at me with a slight smile on her face. I nodded. I mean, I had enjoyed listening.

    "Well, you did say it's been a long time since you got any."

    "That's true."

    "Do you have any questions?" she asked.

    I glanced at her hair. I wanted to know, so I asked. "Does he...does he pull your hair? Is that why it's messy like that?"

    She ran her fingers through her hair, seemingly attempting to tame the messiness. "He does. Not the whole time. Sometimes, though, when he's fucking me really hard, he likes to pull my hair a bit."

    "Do you like it?"

    Amber took a moment to consider it and then nodded. "Mostly, I like that he likes it. Though, I do like that...I don't know, that sense of him taking more control. There's something...well, it's just kind of sexy."

    She moved towards the register and I held my hands up.

    "What?"

    I glanced down. I shouldn't have done that. I gave it away.

    "Oh...are you hard?" she asked.

    "A little."

    "Can you be a little hard? Is that a thing?"

    "No, not really. I just...I'm sorry. I was listening and I got hard and then I watched you kiss him and I stayed hard and then...well, sometimes a boner just doesn't want to go away for a little while and it seems like I have one of those boners right now."

    She stared at me for an uncomfortably long time and then said, "There's a part of me that wants to give you a handjob. You know, to help with that boner. I mean, in a way, it's my fault you're dealing with this condition. I fuck loudly, as it turns out, especially when the dick is good."

    I wanted a handjob from her. At the same time, getting a handjob from her would definitely have made our working relationship a little strange. Maybe. Probably. I wasn't really sure.

    "You're not saying anything."

    "Yeah, I know. I'm debating the wisdom of you giving me a handjob."

    "Really? I would have thought an 18 year old guy would accept a handjob from just about anyone. I mean, if some meth head walked in here and offered to stroke your dick I would have thought you'd accept."

    For the record, I would not have accepted the offer a handjob from a meth head. Gross.

    "How would that even work? What about the store?" I asked.

    "It'll be quick. We don't get a lot of customers, so there's almost no chance we'll miss someone. We could also just lock the doors."

    "So...the offer's still on the table?"

    "It is."

    My heart was back to pounding wildly. My dick was still quite hard, but of course it was. I was thinking about Amber jerking me off. "Then yes, I accept. And let's lock the door."

    Amber headed for the door, checked to make sure there were no approaching customers, and locked us in. I came around from behind the counter and she glanced at the bulge in my jeans and smiled.

    She took my hand and led me to the break room. Then, to my complete surprise, she took her top and bra off. I was two feet away from an incredible pair of breasts. I stared. Of course I stared.

    "Take your cock out," she said.

    "Right, yes, of course."

    I lowered my jeans and underwear and shuddered when I felt Amber wrap her fingers around my cock. My legs felt weak for a moment so I leaned forward to rest my hands on the desk. That's when I saw the used condom sitting in the small plastic trash bin.

    "How did he fuck you?" I asked. I shouldn't have asked it. It wasn't any of my business. The condom made me ask it. Well, not really. It didn't have magical powers. I just saw the condom and for some reason I wanted to know more about the sex between Amber and the cheating older guy.

    Amber leaned forward and her gaze followed mine right down into the trash bin. I looked and saw her smile. Apparently, sex and all things sexual drew out a great many smiles from my normally stone-faced coworker.

    "Well, I sucked his cock to start. I didn't have to. He'd gotten hard just from kissing me, but he likes getting his dick sucked and I wanted to show my appreciation for his willingness to come all the way out to our shitty little convenience store to fuck me."

    Oddly, my reaction to that was that the guy should have been the one showing his gratitude. But what do I know?

    "I put the condom on his cock and then hopped on the desk and spread my legs," she said. "He slipped inside me and we kissed as he started to fuck me. Soon enough it felt too good to kiss, though. I just had to moan. He's got a really nice cock and it reaches really deep places inside me. I honestly don't get why his wife doesn't fuck him more often. She's crazy."

    I stared at the condom again. I really don't know why I couldn't tear my eyes off of it.

    Amber released my cock, moved to my other side, and bent over to retrieve the condom from the bin. She set it on the desk and then pressed her body against mine and took my dick in her hand once more.

    "Does it turn you on?" she asked while stroking me. "Does seeing the condom turn you on? Or is it something else?"

    "Something else?"

    I was surprised - and utterly delighted - to feel her lips against my neck. The kiss was quick and soft and then she whispered, "Should I put it on you while I jerk you off? Would that make the handjob feel even better? Do you want to wear the condom that was in my tight pussy?"

    My dick swelled up and I moaned. I was mere moments away from an orgasm when Amber released my cock. Without saying a word she picked up the used condom and put it on me. I guess I'd answered her question.

    I didn't fight her, though. I was grossed out by the idea of wearing the guy's condom, but also really turned on. It was a strange experience to say the least. Then she started stroking me again and it was pure bliss. Holy shit did it feel good.

    "Amber...fuck..."

    "Play with my tits, Carl," she whispered.

    Amber positioned her body so I could access her tits with ease and I happily groped her. There's really nothing better than a pair of breasts. I mean, truly, there's nothing better in the world than being able to fondle, caress, and touch a pair of breasts.

    I blew my load after just a few seconds of fondling and stroking with the used condom on my cock. I couldn't remember having a better orgasm. It was the sort that involved my whole body. The pleasure bounced through me, rocketing from head to toe in the most incredible fashion.

    I bent all the way forward and rested my head and arms on the desk afterwards. Amber slipped the condom off my cock and tossed it in the trash. I heard her getting dressed.

    "Thank you," I said as she opened the door to resume working.

    "You know, Carl, it was my pleasure," she replied. "Truly. Take your time recovering."

    Things got wilder from there and I can't wait to tell you all about it.

  
    Kinky Tales from the Convenience Store - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    It was a little after 2 a.m. when a wild-eyed woman burst through the doors of Chubby's and screamed, "Where is she?"

    Her entrance drew my attention and before she said a word I'd assumed she was there to rob us, which is why I searched for any sight of a weapon. It was the anger on her face and the sense of ill intent that her posture communicated that had me worried, but I detected no weaponry. Of course the screaming made it clear she wasn't going to pull a gun and demand the money in the register. She was, however, intent on finding Amber, or at least that's what I assumed.

    "You fucking bitch!" she screamed as Amber emerged from the snack aisle with a price gun - a harmless sort of gun - in her hand.

    The woman ran towards Amber, who smartly - at least as far as I was concerned - ran away from her. I watched from behind the register as the chase unfolded with Amber racing down one aisle and then another as the woman followed with rage in her eyes and a steady stream of animalistic grunts pouring from her mouth.

    It wasn't until the woman nearly got hold of Amber's hair that I emerged from behind the register. I figured she'd run out of energy, but it occurred to me that she might be riding high on meth or PCP and would not slow down until her heart gave out, which could take hours.

    I waited for the right moment and then put myself between Amber and the crazed woman. She didn't stop her pursuit, though, making the painful choice to try and run right through me. We both toppled to the ground and she sat up, balled her hand into a fist, and raised it like she was going to rain hellfire down on me.

    Thankfully, Amber grabbed her arm and pinned it behind the woman's back with surprising ease. I made a note to ask if she'd ever taken a self-defense class and then watched as Amber pulled the woman off of me and maneuvered her onto her stomach on the dirty linoleum floor (I made another mental note to mop the floors once our little adventure was over).

    "Who the fuck are you?" Amber asked.

    "Fuck you!"

    Amber pulled her arm upwards and the woman screamed. "Who the fuck are you?"

    "You're fucking my husband! You fucking whore!"

    Guilt washed over Amber's face. It was the first time I'd seen that particular emotion from her. She let go of the woman's arm and backed away. "I'm sorry," she said softly.

    The woman rolled onto her back and sat up. I figured we might be in for another chase around the store, but the energy that propelled her initial pursuit of Amber seemed to have drained out of her.

    "What's your name?" I asked.

    "Tara."

    I offered a hand and helped Tara to her feet. She brushed herself off and shot Amber a withering look, though she made no move to pursue her.

    "I fucking hate you," she said.

    "Fair," Amber replied.

    Tara laughed, though there was a darkness to it. It's a little embarrassing, but as she laughed I noted that she was really quite pretty. She'd been gripped by madness when she entered the store and it had twisted her features, but the woman standing in front of me was attractive, though it seemed that the discovery of her husband's infidelity had worn her down a bit.

    "How long?" Tara asked, though she did so without looking at Amber.

    "Three weeks."

    Tara closed her eyes for a moment, took a deep breath, and then walked down the snack aisle. She grabbed a bag of Lay's chips - plain, which are my favorite - raised it above her head and dramatically threw it down. She then stomped on the bag, popping it open and firing chips all over the floor. It ranked up there with the most impressive temper tantrums I'd seen in the store and I was thankful she hadn't selected a liquid item to destroy as that sort of clean up was far more challenging.

    "Do you suck his dick?" Tara asked.

    "I do."

    "Do you swallow?"

    "I have. Twice."

    I thought of listening to Amber and the cheating husband fuck, of how much I'd enjoyed listening. I then fantasized about – she’d never done it – Amber sucking my dick, which was strictly driven by the fact that I was young and insanely horny, as I knew perfectly well that I shouldn't have been thinking about anything sexual in that moment.

    Tara, standing in the middle of a sea of chips, looked agonized for a few moments before she turned her attention to me.

    "You. What's your name?"

    "Carl."

    "You're going to fuck me, Carl."

    The sentence did not compute, so I stood there with a blank look on my face.

    "I don't know if that's..."

    Tara whipped her head towards Amber. "Shut the fuck up, whore!"

    "Right. Good point."

    Tara looked at me once more. "You're going to fuck me, Carl. You're going to fuck me right now. You're going to help me get revenge on my husband. You're going to fuck me and then I'm going to go home and tell him that I enjoyed a younger man's dick tonight, that I got fucked good and hard. That I let someone else have my pussy, that I let him have it however he wanted."

    This was not a good idea. I knew that. I was working a dead-end job in a dead-end place, though. I hadn't gotten laid in more than six months. A sympathy handjob from Amber was all the action I'd had in that six month span and I was desperate.

    "Okay," I said.

    I glanced at Amber expecting to see worry or judgment on her face. Instead, I saw relief. I wondered if she'd been more nervous than I suspected about resolving Tara's appearance in our shitty little corner of the world.

    "Get a condom," Tara instructed.

    I rushed down the aisle closest to the front windows and grabbed a small box of condoms. "We have a little...well, break room, I guess. We could do it there."

    "Perfect."

    I headed for the break room and Tara followed behind me. Then I stopped abruptly enough that she crashed into me.

    "What the fuck, Carl?" she asked.

    I turned around. "Uh, it's just...well, I probably shouldn't bring it up, but now that I've made it obvious that something is on my mind I should probably tell you that Amber and your husband had sex in the break room just a few days ago."

    Tara surprised me with a smile. "You're sweet, Carl. It's kind of a fucked up way of trying to be considerate of my feelings given that I might not have known that my husband came to this shithole to fuck the whore he's been cheating on me with...but I did know and I don't care where they fucked."

    She pushed me and I turned and led her into our crappy little break room. I set the condoms on the desk and Tara shut the door and took her shirt off. She had on a white cotton bra with what looked like a coffee stain - I took longer than you might imagine to consider how that stain got there - but that too came off in an instant, revealing a surprisingly large and perky set of breasts. I stared at those because that's what young men do.

    "What are you waiting for, Carl? Get naked."

    I stripped as Tara took off her jeans and panties. She kept her socks on - a wise choice, given how dirty the floors are - and her lips were against mine a moment later. He tongue followed and I noted the faint taste of nicotine. Not my favorite thing when kissing a girl, but something about it felt right for the moment. The whole thing was trashy and chaotic, after all, and I was actually a little bit turned on by the nicotine.

    "How long have you been married?" I asked as Tara's lips found my neck and her fingers encircled my cock.

    "Shut the fuck up, Carl," she replied.

    Then, to my complete and utter surprised, she squatted in front of me and took me in her mouth. I leaned against the desk and gripped the edges as my toes curled and my thighs trembled.

    "Holy shit," I cried out. "Your husband's a fucking madman. Who would cheat on someone that can do that so well?"

    Tara looked up at me and smiled, though her moment of joy was followed by what seemed like a moment of grief. Then there was anger and then my cock slipped into her mouth once more. This time she deepthroated me and again I gripped the desk.

    After a few minutes of blissful oral sex, Tara stood and stared into my eyes. Her lips glistened with saliva - and perhaps a bit of my precum - and I stared at them. Then I leaned in and kissed her. I didn't open my mouth right away, though. I kind of just wanted to taste myself on her lips. I ran my hands down her back and pulled her close. I felt Tara's body sink into mine, like she'd surrendered to whatever pleasure there was for her in that moment. Then my mouth opened and our tongues entwined. She moaned in what seemed like a genuine manner and one of my hands moved over her hip and between her legs. My fingers found their way inside her and I was surprised at how wet she was, so much so that I moaned.

    "What?" she asked.

    "You're really wet."

    "I guess that means you should fuck me."

    Tara tore open a condom and rolled it down my cock. She sat on the desk and spread her legs. I took one of her breasts in my hand, guided my cock inside her, and leaned in to kiss her neck as I began to thrust.

    "Mmm, that feels good," she said softly. "That feels really good, Carl."

    I had a moment where I was certain she was lying. I found it hard to believe that she was enjoying any part of her quest for vengeance, but I didn't know Tara at all. Maybe she wasn't mad at her husband. Maybe this was how they got off. Maybe she loved chaos and insanity and cheating and chasing a younger woman around a convenience store as a way of getting turned on.

    "Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder, Carl."

    I fucked her harder. We kissed. I played with her tits. She grabbed my ass. She gave it a good spanking, too, bringing her hand down on it hard and doing so several times. I'm not really into pain, but there was no question it made the whole thing hotter.

    "Fuck...holy fuck...Carl...I'm cumming!" Tara cried out.

    Then she screamed. Then she started moaning. Then there were groans. She wrapped her legs around me and I stopped thrusting. She'd had an orgasm. A real orgasm. I couldn't believe it.

    "Well, that was a surprise," she said.

    "Yeah?"

    She smiled, laughed softly, and nodded. "Yeah. That felt really good. Weirdly, I feel...better. Huh."

    She kissed me after that. A long, slow, deep kiss. Maybe even romantic, though that's probably an insane thought on my part, given that we were in a cramped and messy and dirty room in the back of a highway convenience store.

    "Fuck me until you cum," she said.

    I smiled and then did so. It took a few minutes, but the orgasm was intense. It's a little embarrassing to say now, but I asked her to spank my ass right as I got close. She obliged and it was definitely the thing that put me over the top.

    "That was really good," I said as I pulled out. "Thank you for that."

    She laughed. "You're welcome, Carl."

    I looked down. Her pussy was wet. Her labia were swollen. It was all quite beautiful.

    Tara reached between her legs and ran her fingers over her pussy. She moaned softly and I looked up to see her eyes closed.

    "Can I go down on you?" I asked.

    "You're sweet. Sweeter than I deserve, I think."

    "Is that a yes?"

    She nodded and I got on my knees. Her hand found the back of my head and she pulled me between her legs. The smell of sex filled my nose and I bathed my tongue in her juices before dragging it upwards and tending to her clit.

    Her orgasm arrived quickly. Her pussy dripped as she held my head between her legs, which were trembling from what I hoped was the strength of her climax.

    After I'd finished, Tara kissed me softly and then hopped off the desk and got dressed. She took the condom from my cock and gave me a kiss on the cheek before leaving the break room. I dressed quickly to follow and saw Tara standing at the counter with the condom in her hand as she talked to Amber.

    "But I don't want to," Amber said.

    "And I don't really give a fuck what you want. Eat it."

    I stood at the end of the snack aisle - which was still strewn with chips - and watched the battle of wills unfold.

    "Will this be the end of it?" Amber asked. "Will you stay the fuck away from me if I eat his cum?"

    "Will you keep fucking my husband?" Tara replied.

    "No. I'll stop. I will."

    "Then yes, this will be the end of it."

    Amber looked at me and then back at the condom filled with my cum. It seemed like a simple way to clear her debt - of sorts - with Tara, so I saw no reason for Amber not to just eat the cum. I mean, she swallowed for Tara's husband, so she couldn't have found the idea all that upsetting.

    "Fine," Amber said. She grabbed the condom, put the open end in her mouth, and tilted her head back as she raised the condom above her head. She worked her fingers down the shaft, pushing as much semen as she could manage into her mouth.

    "Show it to me," Tara demanded.

    Amber set the now-empty condom on the counter, opened her mouth, and showed Tara my thick load resting on her tongue.

    "Swallow, whore," Tara said.

    Amber swallowed and opened her mouth again, this time showing that it was empty.

    Satisfied, Tara spun away from the counter and strode towards me. I was nervous about her intentions, but she kissed me with her hands on either side of my face. It was a long, slow, tender kiss. It was really quite lovely.

    "I enjoyed myself," she said. "More than I thought I would."

    "Me too."

    "Maybe we'll see each other again, Carl."

    With that, Tara turned and walked out, stealing a packet of Starburst from the rows of candy under the front counter as she did.

    It wasn't until Tara had gotten into her car and driven away that I turned to Amber, who remained behind the counter. I thought I might see anger or disgust on her face, but instead she wore a slight smile.

    "So, that was...unexpected," she said.

    I laughed. "That's one way of putting it."

    "Now I know what your cum tastes like."

    "Yeah. You want a soda? Or a coffee or something."

    "Do you know what your cum tastes like, Carl?"

    I shook my head.

    Amber came out from behind the counter, closed the distance between us, and kissed me. It was an aggressive kiss. Decidedly unromantic. Designed entirely to transfer the taste of cum - and what seemed like a bit of leftover semen - from her mouth to mine.

    "Now you know," she said.

    Amber walked past me and grabbed a bottle of coke from the fridge. She twisted off the top and took a long enough drink that I felt a little insulted. Surely my cum didn't taste that bad. What little I’d tasted didn’t horrify me, at least.

    Amber returned and passed me the bottle. I took a long sip and the taste of cum washed away.

    "Are you going to fuck him again?" I asked.

    She shook her head. "Honestly, I was terrified when she was chasing me around the store. People get killed for cheating. It happens all the time. The sex was good, but not that good."

    I set the coke down on the counter and grabbed the broom to start on the chip clean up.

    "Was it good?" Amber asked. "The sex?"

    "Really good, actually, so in a way, I should thank you for having convinced her husband to cheat on her. I got a blowjob. I got laid. I ate pussy. It was like a near complete run of the sexual buffet in the span of ten minutes. The kissing was pretty hot, too."

    "Her husband never ate my pussy."

    "It was after I'd cum. She'd cum once but seemed turned on so I asked if I could go down on her. She said yes. I went down on her. She had another orgasm."

    "How very generous of you, Carl."

    I laughed. "Yeah, well, it's been a long time and I'd had a really good orgasm. Plus, I like eating pussy."

    "Is that right?"

    I nodded as I swept the chips into a pile. When I looked up Amber was staring at me. "What?"

    "Well, I mean, when I got fucked in the break room, you got a handjob. When you got fucked in the break room, I had to swallow your cum. That doesn't seem fair, does it?"

    It didn't. "I suppose not. Are you proposing something?"

    She seemed to consider the notion for a few moments before saying, "Yes, I am."

    I leaned on the broom. "And what is your proposition?"

    "That we close the store for a bit, that you follow me to the break room, that you eat my pussy in the break room, that you give me an orgasm just like I gave you. Then we're even."

    "You have a deal."

    So we closed the store and I followed Amber to the break room. She took off her jeans and panties and I got on my knees. I then gave my coworker head until she'd had two orgasms. As it turns out, I'm pretty good at eating pussy.

    The rest of the shift was uneventful - just the usual weirdness - but things were never boring for long at Chubby's and we did find our way into more naughty adventures.

  
    Kinky Tales from the Convenience Store - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "I think I might have to move," Amber announced.

    It was a little after 3 a.m. There was a minivan at the gas pump and a tired-looking, portly guy filling the tank. A woman slept in the front seat. I'd been staring out the window at the guy and wondering if he was going to fall asleep standing up, but Amber's comment pulled my attention towards the magazine racks where she was stocking the newest issues of the hunting magazines that tended to sell pretty well.

    "Why?"

    She looked at me like it was an impossibly stupid question.

    "What? What am I missing?" Then it clicked. "Oh, is it weird for you? Do you see them in the hallways or something?"

    The 'them' I was referring to was the married guy that Amber had cheated with and the guy's wife, who'd come to Chubby's looking to kill Amber and had ended up screwing me as a way of getting revenge on her husband. Yeah, it was trashy as hell, but the sex had been awfully good and I was young and stupid and didn't really care about being trashy.

    "Yes, you could say that it's weird. Tara still hates me. She doesn't want to kill me, but she still hates me. Her husband still wants to have sex with me, too. I made it clear I wouldn't be doing that, but he still knocks on my door when she's out. He begs for it. I'm kind of glad for that, though, because there is no bigger turn off than a guy begging for sex."

    "Yeah, I can see why you think you might have to move," I said. I looked back out at the pumps and the guy from the minivan was coming inside. I greeted him and he grunted in my direction before heading for the coffee. He poured himself a big cup, added a shitload of sugar and cream, and tossed five dollars on the counter without stopping. I rang him up and pocketed the change as he headed for his car and what I hoped was the last leg of the family's road trip.

    "Why are they still together?" I asked. "Tara and her cheating husband, I mean."

    Amber again looked at me like I'd asked a stupid question. That wasn't entirely uncommon, though. I suppose I was prone to asking stupid questions. "Really?"

    "Don't look at me like that. It's a perfectly normal thing to wonder why someone would stay with her husband after he'd cheated on her numerous times. It's also a perfectly normal thing to wonder why a man would stay with a woman he was cheating on, and why he would stay with her after she'd cheated on him."

    Instead of looking at me like I was an idiot, Amber smiled. "You might be a very sweet guy, Carl. You might also be hopelessly naive."

    I wasn't entirely sure what she meant, though I liked that she thought of me as a sweet guy.

    "Perhaps I just have a really dark, fucked up view of humanity, though," she continued. "Because it's not the slightest bit surprising that they'd stay together. I mean, most people seem to have a really hard time getting out of their own way. Look at the two of us, for example. We have what many would say is one of the worst jobs in the world and neither of us is working all that hard to change our fortunes in life. In fact, you could make the argument that neither of us is putting any effort into changing our fortunes. We're like most people in that we're content to merely survive instead of trying to thrive."

    She wasn't wrong, of course. Working the overnight shift at a highway convenience store is a terrible job, especially since there's no real future to it. It's not like I was going to rise up at Chubby's, you know? I was going to earn a little more than minimum wage and it was never going to get much better than that.

    "Sorry," she said after I'd remained silent for who knows how long.

    "You're not wrong. I've never thought of myself in that way, but you're not wrong."

    She felt bad. I could see it in her eyes. "We're still young, though," she offered. "We could probably make something of ourselves."

    "We certainly could," I replied, though I wasn't sure that was true. "Have you ever considered trying to make something more of yourself? Trying to do more than survive?"

    "I have a friend who makes crazy money serving cocktails in Vegas. She says it's shitty work and she gets groped a whole lot, but she said she makes something like $100/hour, which is fucking nuts."

    I could feel the surprise on my face. The big eyes. The mouth agape. That's crazy money. "No shit. Why don't you do that? I mean, the groping sounds awful, but your friend is right that it's crazy money."

    Amber suddenly looked kind of shy. "I don't know. I've never thought of myself as someone that guys would give big tips to because they want to fuck me. I mean, that's why my friend earns those tips, you know? Guys are stupid and they think that a good tip will end with them going home with her."

    "I'm pretty sure you could be that kind of woman," I said. "I mean, you gotta do your hair and makeup in a certain kind of way, I think, but I'm sure the bar provides the clothing that enhances, you know..."

    "My tits?" she asked with a smile.

    "Yes, exactly. Your tits."

    Amber then lifted her shirt and showed me her tits in a simple pink bra. I have no idea why she did so, though I suspect it was partly to release whatever tension she was feeling. I stared because she was offering a view. I thought about how she'd let me play with her tits while jerking me off a handful of weeks ago. My cock stirred - not to a fully erect state - and I smiled as a result of the genuine happiness I felt.

    "That was nice of you," I said as she lowered her shirt. "Guys don't really have an equivalent thing they can offer a girl, huh? I mean, maybe if I had great abs or something, but otherwise not really."

    "Not even great abs," she said. "Men and women are just different. I mean, some women would probably be comforted by a big bank account. Some by a big cock, but not nearly as many as guys would think. Some by a guy offering a warm hug that makes a girl feel protected. There are so many options for a woman, and just about every straight man on the planet feels good in some way when a girl flashes her tits at him."

    "So true," I replied. "I could give you a hug. I mean, I don't know if it would make you feel safe, but I could give you a hug."

    To my surprise, Amber set the hunting magazines down and headed my way. I stepped out from behind the register and we hugged. I held her close for what felt like a minute and I was quite proud of myself for not getting hard, which is a real dirt bag thing to do when you're hugging a girl. She then gave me a kiss on the cheek and thanked me softly before returning to the magazines.

    "Have you thought about Only Fans?" I asked after five minutes of relative silence between us.

    I was in the snack aisle at that point and Amber had moved to stacking the nudie magazines - yes, they still made them and, amazingly, people still bought them - and her head popped up as I asked the question.

    "I've thought about it. I have a few friends that do it. They all say it's way harder than you might think to make real money, though. A small percentage of people make huge amounts of money and almost everyone else makes way less than you'd think. It does seem like a good way to make money if you can crack it, though."

    I honestly hadn't considered that it might be hard to make money on OnlyFans. I just figured that you took some pictures and videos, put them up, and the money just rolled in. To me, it seemed that the biggest decision was whether or not you were comfortable with naked images of yourself being online forever.

    "Have you thought about Only Fans?" she asked.

    "What? No." I took a moment and asked, "Do dudes make money on there?"

    "Sure. There's lots of gay porn on Only Fans. I've seen some of it."

    "Oh, well, I'm not gay."

    "I'm sure most of them aren't either. Just flexible. They're making money however they can, you know?"

    I didn't know. I couldn't imagine making gay porn to make money. I couldn't imagine I'd be able to get hard for another guy, but maybe that's not what they did. I mean, I had no idea.

    "Wait, you said you've seen some of it? What have you seen?" I asked from two aisles over while arranging the little glass bottles of cheese dip that Frito-Lay sells. I'd once watched a guy buy a bag of tortilla chips and a bottle of the dip and eat half of right in the store. It seemed like it would be awful to eat such a thing a room temperature, but the dude was drunk as hell and seemed to be having the time of his life.

    Amber's head popped up and she looked at me and smiled. "Okay, so a friend of mine - a gay friend, admittedly - once showed me a few videos from his Only Fans. He’s a skinny, smooth guy and he was wearing a chastity device and sitting in a sex swing kind of thing while he got fucked by a dude. He also showed me a video of him riding a gigantic dildo, also while in chastity."

    It was like she was speaking a foreign language, so I just stared for a few seconds before returning to the business of stocking the shelf with cheese dip.

    "You could absolutely have been my friend," she said. "You'd have to shave yourself, though."

    "He was shaved?"

    "Head to toe, from what I could tell. I guess the fans of that stuff like their guys smooth. He didn't show his face, though. That's a thing on Only Fans. So yeah, you could be that kind of guy. Shave yourself. Put your dick in one of those cages. Film yourself riding a huge dildo or, I don't know, getting fucked by some dude you met on Grindr...you could absolutely make money doing that kind of thing."

    It didn't sound like she was serious, but I looked over the aisles to make sure and saw a big smile on her face.

    "Yeah, I know," she said. "You're not going to make gay porn to make extra money. Just like I said I'm not going to make straight porn to make extra money."

    I laughed. "Point taken. The Vegas thing seems like a real possibility, though. You're hot. You could absolutely make money in Vegas while not having to whore yourself out, or I suppose while having to whore yourself out just a little bit."

    "I'm not hot, Milo."

    "You're beautiful, Amber, and you could absolutely be a hot girl, in that traditional kind of way, if you wanted to be. I guess that might feel like transforming into an entirely different person for eight hours a day, though, and that might be fucking depressing."

    Amber appeared at the end of the snack aisle. She smiled at me, put a hand on her hip, and shifted her weight onto one foot. She twirled her fingers through her hair, tilted her head, and pursed her lips. It was a hot girl pose, like she was doing a thirst trap shoot for social media. Had her outfit been far more suggestive, it would have been the kind of pose that would make for a great pic and would absolutely have netted her followers.

    "See, you're a hot girl," I said.

    "You're kind, Milo."

    I thought of hugging her. I thought of touching her breasts. I thought of listening to her get fucked by the married guy. I thought of her stroking my cock and making me cum. I thought of how I sometimes felt impossibly lonely.

    "He offered me money," she said, pulling me from my unhealthy reverie.

    "What?"

    "The married guy. The last time he begged me to fuck him. He offered me money. A hundred bucks."

    "Gross."

    She laughed. "Yeah. Gross. I was tempted, though, if I'm being honest. After taxes, I make less than a hundred bucks during a shift here. I could have made that much for ten minutes worth of work."

    For some reason, all I could think about was the sound of them having sex in the back room, of Amber urging him to cum, of Amber's beautiful orgasmic moans.

    "I did like fucking him," she said. "He did make me cum. I miss it. I don't want his wife to kill me, so I won't be fucking him again, but I was tempted. I mean, getting paid to do something I really enjoyed, it wasn't a terrible offer."

    We stared at each other for what felt like ages until someone walked in. It was a young couple. He wore a tattered t-shirt and jeans. She had on a short skirt and a cropped t-shirt. He had his arm around her. They looked sober, but it was always hard to tell.

    "Where's the beer?" the guy asked.

    I pointed towards the refrigerated section. "Far left."

    He nodded, pulled the girl a little closer, and they headed for the beer. They returned with an 18 pack and I rang them up. He reached into his pockets and pulled out a bunch of crumpled bills. He spilled them on the counter and I figured he'd count out the proper amount. He did nothing, though, so I took it upon myself to find the right amount. Then he and his girlfriend headed on their way.

    Right as they stepped outside, the guy lifted his girlfriend's skirt and grabbed her ass, which looked to be totally bare. She looked up at him and smiled. Then they were making out. Then she was stroking him through his jeans.

    "God damn," Amber said. "Do you think they fuck in the car or wait until they get home?"

    "Blowjob in the car. Fuck at home," I replied.

    The customers got in their car - it was parked right in front of the store - and started making out again. We watched through the window and clearly saw the girl reach over to free her man's cock. He then looked right at us and smiled as he put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her mouth to his cock.

    It was stupid, but I felt jealous of him. Jealous that he was with a girl that was willing to suck his dick in the car. Jealous that he was with a girl that would suck his dick at all.

    He backed out of the space and headed home while getting his dick sucked.

    "It's too bad we didn't bet something," I said. "I would have won."

    "Yes you would have," Amber replied. "What would you have bet?"

    I was feeling bold. "Well, you already flashed your bra, so I think I would have bet a quick touch. The bra comes off. My hand goes under your shirt. I get to play a little."

    "And what would have offered?" she asked.

    "Foot massage?"

    She looked surprised. "How interesting. That's a bet I would have taken, actually."

    I believed her, and thus I felt a little disappointed.

    "Aww, you look so sad, Carl."

    I laughed. "I can't help it. You're beautiful and sexy and your breasts are amazing. I blew a chance to feel them again. How could I not be a little bit sad?" I was playing it up, of course, but there was truth in what I'd said.

    Amber stared at me for a few seconds and then stepped away. She moved to a spot I happened to know was out of the view of the security cameras. She then reached under her shirt and removed her bra with remarkable speed. It fell to the floor at her feet and she beckoned me closer.

    Without saying a word, Amber took my hand and guided it under her shirt. She looked at me and nodded as my fingers traveled towards her breasts. Her finger slipped into my belt loop and she pulled me closer. She looked up a little - I was a bit taller than her - and kissed me right as my hand cupped her breast.

    I was the one that moaned first, but how could I not? I was playing with the tits of a beautiful girl while her tongue was in my mouth. When I moaned her hand found my cock through my pants. She stroked me and I got harder. I moaned louder, too.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Carl?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered without thinking. I did. Of course I did. Amber was beautiful and sexy.

    She kissed my neck. "I like the way you look at me, Carl. I like that it's so obvious that you want me. I like that you're not pushy about it, that you don't make work awful because you want me."

    I wasn't sure what was happening. I was massively aroused, though, and since everything that was happening felt good, I wasn't about to walk away from it.

    "I miss getting fucked," she said. "I miss having a cock inside me. I even miss getting to suck dick every now and then."

    She was still stroking me through my pants and I felt like I was close to cumming.

    Then she was on her knees. She unzipped my jeans. My cock came out. It disappeared into her mouth. She took more and more of it into her mouth. Then I was in her throat. I was transported to a place of pure pleasure, of bliss, of sexual delight.

    Then it was over. I hadn't cum. Amber stood and kissed me as she tucked my dick back into my pants. She walked away soon after. I turned to see a car at the gas pumps. Someone was walking towards the store. I moved behind the register to hide my erection while Amber put on her bra and returned to stocking magazines.

    A haggard-looking woman came in, bought a pack of Marlboros, and lit up while still in the store, leaving the stench of cigarettes behind before walking out and getting in the car at the pumps.

    "I think it would be hot if you wore one of those cages, Carl," Amber said from the magazine rack.

    "What?"

    "A chastity cage. The kind I saw in that video. The kind that restricts a cock from getting hard. I think it would be hot if you wore one. I think it would be a really hot way to tease you. I think it would be hot to text you and demand a picture of your dick in a cage when we're not at work just to make sure you had it on at all times."

    "Amber? What are you talking about?"

    "I could post those pictures on social media. I could talk about how I own your dick. I could maybe make an Only Fans where I post pictures of your locked up dick and then talk about how I tease you. Hell, maybe I could post pictures of me that would be meant to tease you, only all the freaks out there that fantasize about having their dicks locked up could subscribe and dream of being locked up like you."

    I had no response. I mean, none at all. It sounded insane. Amber looked my way and then returned to stacking magazines, at least for a little while.

    Fifteen minutes later, she found me as I was mopping the floor on the far side of the store.

    "I've done research," she said. "There are couples that make money doing this kind of thing. It's a really huge kink, as it turns out. My friend's gay account got my mind rolling on this sort of thing, but we wouldn't do that because the straight version of the kink actually seems a lot bigger. We could partner on this. We could learn how to do this together. We could make money together. We could have fun doing it. For real."

    In truth, the idea of making money - real money - in almost any way was appealing to me. I didn't want to be the kind of person that couldn't get out of their own way, that couldn't do anything other than struggle in their life, but at that point, that's precisely the person that I was.

    "So you had a whole plan when you came in here tonight, didn’t you?” I asked.

    She smiled, but she didn’t say a word.

    “Okay, how would it work?" I asked.

    "I don't really know. We'd have to do a lot more research to figure it out. I'm sure most people that do it are faking it to some degree, but I have an instinct that it might be more successful if it felt real, if it felt like you were a guy whose dick was locked up while he was relentlessly teased by his girlfriend."

    "My girlfriend?" I asked.

    She smiled. "Of a sort. We spend a lot of time together. We've made each other cum a few times. We just made out and it was pretty damn hot. I mean, in a way I act like your girlfriend already, so we could just make it a thing were we try and make some money from it. I mean, it might be a total failure, but we're not showing anyone's face so there's no reason we can't explore it a little bit."

    "You're serious about this?" I asked.

    She took a deep breath. "I live in a shitty apartment building, Carl, which isn't abnormal for someone my age. Tara and her cheating husband are ten years older than me and they live in the same shitty apartment building. They also show no signs of ever becoming the kind of people that will escape that apartment building or the shitty life they've built together. I liked fucking him, but I don't want to become him or his wife and I don't think you do either."

    "I don't."

    "Then maybe let's be honest about the fact that we don't have a whole lot going for us other than our willingness to be sexually bold or weird or whatever you want to call it. Let's embrace that and take advantage of the fact that you can make money being that kind of person. Let's take advantage of the fact that I can be hot, that we have eight hours a night to find ways to take pictures and videos to put online, that we might actually be able to do something that will get us both out of this shitty job and into a better kind of life. I mean, what do we have to lose?"

    Literally nothing. It might be hard to imagine a life where that's the case, but we had literally nothing to lose.

    "Okay, I'm in."

    She kissed me and said, "Go get a box of condoms and close the store."

    "Seriously?"

    Amber nodded and walked towards the back room. I ran across the store, locked the door, and grabbed a box of condoms while making a mental note to make sure the security camera footage from that time forwards was mysteriously erased. I then ran to the back room and found her naked. I stripped, put on a condom, and stepped towards her as she hopped on the cluttered desk that was the centerpiece of the room.

    I entered Amber with ease, owing to her wetness and the lubrication of the condom. She grabbed my ass and we kissed as I filled her. I fucked her with pace and power and she moaned into my mouth. I played with her tits. She spanked me a little. We kissed furiously. It was, in truth, remarkably good sex.

    "Cum for me, baby!" she cried out, echoing the words she'd uttered to her married lover.

    We came together soon after. Amber's legs wrapped tightly around me as I buried my cock inside her and filled the condom with my load. My body shook from the pleasure of the encounter and I felt a wave of relaxation move through me.

    "That was really good, Carl," she said softly.

    "Agreed," I replied. "Really good."

    I pulled out and Amber took the condom off. She held it up and snapped a picture with her phone.

    "What's that for?" I asked.

    She smiled. "Content, Carl."

    I was confused, as you might have guessed.

    "Get on your knees for me."

    "What?"

    "Carl, do as you're told."

    I fell to my knees and Amber placed the filled end of the condom in my mouth. She took a picture before I knew what was happening.

    "I thought you said no faces?"

    She turned her phone around to show me that the picture showed nothing more than my lips and chin with the condom resting in my mouth. "Who would want to see a picture like that?"

    "Freaks," she replied. "The good kind of freaks, though. The kind that are going to love us. The kind that are going to happily join an Only Fans to follow our adventures. Now open up."

    I knew what was coming, but I opened up anyway. She poured the cum into my mouth and took another picture, this one with the used condom resting on my lower lip and the cum pooled on my tongue. It tasted awful, but it wasn't my first time tasting cum.

    "Swallow," she said.

    I swallowed and opened my mouth for another picture.

    "Alright. We need to get back to work."

    We got dressed and I followed her out. We opened the store back up and it looked as though we hadn't missed a customer.

    "What's...how are those pictures part of a chastity thing?" I asked.

    She slid her phone into her back pocket and flashed a smile. "Well, it's not just a chastity thing. It's a control thing. It's a kink thing. I may not use those pictures, but you're going to have to earn your orgasms from here on out, and in this fantasy world that these guys are into, one of the ways you earn the orgasm is to promise that you'll eat your cum afterwards."

    "So I'm going to be eating my cum from here on out?" I asked.

    "You are, Carl. For content. For the chance to get the fuck out of here by making real money. For the chance at a future that doesn't fucking suck. And maybe, I suppose, because you really do want to earn your orgasms. I mean, you liked fucking me, didn't you?"

    "I loved fucking you," I admitted.

    "Well, Carl, if you want to experience that pleasure again, you'll have to earn it."

    "For the content?"

    "Sure, but also because I think we both know I could fuck hotter guys than you, don't we?"

    It was a little cruel of her to say, but it wasn't untrue. "True."

    "You can't earn it by showering me with gifts. You can't earn it by being some strong, protective guy - good hugs notwithstanding - but you can earn my pussy by being a kinky freak that tries to make a go of earning Only Fans cash with me. That would be well worth letting you into my pussy or my mouth on occasion, especially since you're a pretty good lay, Carl."

    I was pretty sure I was getting in over my head, that despite being pretty close to my age that Amber was far more worldly and wise - in certain ways - than I was, but the dual allures of having sex with her and making enough money to escape the shittiness of my life were more than enough to motivate me to jump in with both feet and hope for the best.

    "I'm in," I said. "I'm all in. Let's do this."

    Things got pretty crazy after that fateful decision. It's been a hell of a ride, though, and I can't wait to tell you all about it.

  
    Kiss Her While He Cums Inside Her

    She's selected him as the man that gets to fuck her and cum inside her. She made that choice because he's sexually superior to you.

    She still loves you, though. She still desires you. She still wants to be close to you, to be intimate with you. That intimacy is going to come in a different form than it does with him.

    I'll bet it's going to be even more pleasurable for you.

    First you'll get to look into her eyes as he takes her from behind. You'll get to see that she finds genuine pleasure in letting him have her that way, despite the fact that she never enjoyed letting you have her that way. It's different with him, and that fact thrills you in ways you can't even describe.

    That's why your dick will be hard as you crawl into the bed and come face to face with your wife.

    "It turns you on to know that I love it when he fucks me doggystyle, doesn't it?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    She smiles as you crawl closer. Your lips meet hers for the first of many kisses. Her tongue is in your mouth a moment later. She moans and lifts a hand from the bed to run her fingers through your hair and caress your face.

    This is the kind of connection you crave. It's beautiful. It's thrilling. It's everything you always wanted out of your cuckolding. You're inside your wife - your tongue is, at least - while a sexually superior man is providing her with the kind of sex you can't give her.

    Your lips remain close to hers as he smacks her ass and fucks her harder.

    "Do you like it when he spanks you?" you ask.

    "Yes," she admits. "It feels good, and I know it turns him on."

    He spanks her again. You see her wince just a bit from the pain. You know it turns her on to have him spank her, though. If you spanked her she wouldn't like it. It's different with him. That's a recurring theme of your cuckolding, though. It's different with him. That's how it should be. He's better than you when it comes to fucking your wife and it's not just because his dick is bigger.

    You kiss your wife again. He's fucking her harder now, so her lips press into yours every time he thrusts into her. It's a thrilling reminder that another man is fucking her while you kiss her, that another man is giving her what you can't.

    "Play with my tits," she says.

    You do as your wife desires. You play with her tits as he fucks her. You kiss her. Your tongues entwine. She moans. You moan too, though you're not receiving direct stimulation. You don't need it, though. This is pleasure for you. This is a cuckold's delight.

    "Cum inside me," she says to her bull. "Cum inside me!"

    She's close. She wants him to cum in her pussy right as she climaxes.

    He fucks her harder. You kiss her while playing with her tits. Your tongues mingle erotically.

    They cum together. He buries his dick in her pussy and unloads. He does so while you're kissing her. It's thrilling. It's your absolute favorite thing in the world. It's the pinnacle of being a cuckold.

    You keep kissing her as he pulls out. The movement of her tongue has slowed as she comes down from her orgasm, but the beautiful connection between you remains.

    She reaches back and slips two fingers into her pussy. She gathers his cum and pulls her fingers free. She pulls back to break the kiss and her fingers appear between the two of you.

    You take them in your mouth. You hold her gaze while sucking his cum off of them. She pulls her fingers free and kisses you deeply. You share in the taste of his cum - of a superior man's cum - and she moans wildly like her arousal has been renewed.

    She repeats the process a handful of times. Each time she moans. You moan too. It turns you on to be a cum slut with your wife.

    Eventually she rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. "Clean me. Make me cum."

    You take your position like a good cuck. You clean her pussy. You suck on her clit. You make her cum. Her body trembles from the thrill of the orgasm.

    Her bull is already in the shower as you look up at your wife with the residue of his cum and her pussy juices on your face.

    "Fuck me," she says.

    You crawl forward. You slip inside her. You kiss her. You fuck her. She doesn't really moan. She can't really feel your cock. It certainly doesn't pleasure her like his cock does.

    You cum quickly. No more than a few dozen thrusts. Your body trembles as you cum inside her. She holds you tight and kisses your neck and cheeks as you unleash.

    "Now clean your mess, cuck," she whispers.

    You pull out and slide back. You put your tongue inside her. You clean your mess like a good cuckold. You're a very happy man.

  
    Kiss Her Yummy, Cummy Lips

    From the start, your wife’s bull has been clear about his lust for marking her. He thoroughly enjoys unleashing his load on her lips and chin. He likes that you watch him do it, too. He likes that you wait on your knees and watch as the man that just satisfied her pussy leaves his seed on her face.

    When he’s finished, he likes seeing you share his cum with your wife. He likes to see the two of you bond over the salty taste of his seed. He likes to see you both be slutty with his load.

    You like being controlled. You like submitting to his desires, just like she does. That’s why you’re happy to share sticky, yummy, cummy kisses with her.

    Now, you can’t help but get turned on when you see him spilling his load into her mouth and onto her lips. It makes your dick hard because you know you’re about to share the messiest kiss of your life. You know that when he finishes he’s going to turn to you and say, “Kiss your wife, cuckold.”

    Even better, you know that your wife is going to turn to you and that her eyes are going to be filled with overwhelming lust. She’s going to be brimming with desire to share that nasty, messy kiss her bull wants you to share.

    As you get closer, her lips look even more luscious and mouth watering. His cum looks even tastier. You know it’s going to end up inside you. You know you’re going to end up swallowing all of that seed. You know that’s how he wants it.

    “Kiss me, baby,” she says. Her cummy tongue licks her lips.

    You move closer. Your heart is pounding in anticipation of this wonderfully filthy moment. You love it.

    Finally, you share that beautiful cum kiss. You taste her bull’s load on your tongue. You lick it off your lips.

    “Good sluts,” he says. “Share my cum. Savor it. Savor your reward.”

    Your cock throbs as your wife’s tongue pushes into your mouth. She shares her bull’s load with you. She wants you to taste it. She wants you to eat it. She wants you to be the submissive cuckold of her dreams.

    You want it too. To you, the nastier the better. The more cum you get to swallow, the happier you are. The more cum kisses you get to share with your wife, the closer you feel to her. That just means you’re a cuckold. You celebrate all that comes with your status in your marriage.

    You love being a cum slut. You love that she’s trained you to enjoy cummy kisses with her. You love that she’s so wonderfully nasty. You’re a good boy.

  
    Kissing Her Cuckold as Another Man Cums Inside Her

    Your beautiful wife is on her hands and knees in your bed. She's wearing a pair of black lace top stockings and a delicate lace thong that you dressed her in. Her bra is on the floor and her perfect, perky breasts are free and will soon be bouncing so beautifully as her bull fucks her.

    You're on your knees at the foot of the bed, which is precisely where a cuckold belongs when another man is taking his wife in their marital bed.

    You've already watched them fuck in missionary. You've watched your wife ride her bull's cock. You've watched her experience the bliss of an orgasm with his dick buried deep inside her. You know your wife is primed for more, though. You know she's eager for him to cum inside her, too.

    "Are you enjoying yourself, my love?" she asks as her gaze meets yours.

    "I am," you reply. "Thank you for letting me watch."

    She smiles. "You know I enjoy it more when he takes me in front of you. You know it makes my pussy wetter to know that you're watching as a superior man fucks me."

    You feel a surge of lust course through your loins. You look down to see your dick throbbing in time with your heart beat. You feel your balls tighten a little. You know that if you were masturbating in this moment that there's a very good chance you'd blow your load, for few things turn you on quite like a bit of cuckold dirty talk from your wife.

    "I love watching him satisfy you," you reply as you meet your wife's gaze once more.

    She moans. Her bull is behind her. It looks as though he's fingering her. He delivers a gentle smack against her ass and she bites her lower lip and smiles.

    "I love watching a superior man satisfy my wife," you say, feeding into your own pleasure just as much as hers.

    There's no doubt he's a sexually superior man. He's got a bigger cock. His body is far fitter than yours. He possesses greater stamina in bed and he fucks with greater skill, too. The end result of all of that, of course, is that he makes your wife cum so much harder than you ever have.

    It's not just his superiority that makes her cum harder, though. It's the fact that you're so eager to be her cuckold husband. It's the fact that you get on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch while he fucks her. It's the fact that you accept your place as sexually inferior to him. Your wife gets off on that and she has since the very start of your cuckolding journey, which is precisely why she needs you there each and every time she cuckolds you.

    You see her eyes go wide and her lips part to let out a moan. He's inside her. He's taking her from behind. His bare cock is deep in your wife's slick pussy.

    "Fuck me," she says.

    She doesn't want him to be gentle when he takes her from behind. She doesn't want him to go slow. She wants him to fuck her and to fuck her hard. Sometimes it's different in missionary, but when she gets on her hands and knees for him, your wife wants to be fucked in the way only her bull can fuck her.

    Thankfully, he always delivers. He grabs her hips and he fucks her. He pounds her, really. He pounds your wife's pussy and you watch from your knees like a good cuck. You watch with your dick throbbing and dripping precum. You watch with your hands behind your back to ensure that you don't forget your place and masturbate by accident.

    The longer he fucks her in doggystyle, the closer your wife gets to an orgasm. It doesn't always happen - there isn't much clitoral stimulation when he takes her from behind - but today it appears as though she's going to cum while he fucks her from behind in your marital bed.

    "Come here, my love," your wife says to you.

    You know what she wants. You stand and lean over to rest your elbows on the bed. Your wife's lips are now achingly close to yours. You can feel the warmth of her breath on your face. Her moans are louder and lustier from this close.

    "His cock is so deep inside me," she says. "His perfect, superior cock is so deep in your wife's wet pussy."

    "I love that you get to enjoy a man like him," you reply. "That you get to enjoy his superior cock whenever you need it. That you get to cum on a real man's dick, that you get to experience that satisfaction. I love it so much, baby."

    She smiles. A loud, beautiful moan escapes her lips. You can see that she's getting closer.

    "Will you kiss me when he cums in my pussy?" she asks. "Will you kiss me while another man fills my tight, married pussy with his thick, creamy cum?"

    You nod. "You know there's nothing I'd enjoy more."

    The moment when another man cums in your wife is your absolute favorite. It's perfect in every way. It turns you on like nothing else. It's the epitome of cuckolding, especially when it happens in the bed you and your wife share.

    "I'm close," her bull says.

    Your wife smiles. Then a long, low, beautiful moan escapes her lips. She's thinking about another man cumming inside her while her husband watches. You're not the only one that finds the notion arousing. It turns her on just as much as it turns you on, perhaps even more.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You lean closer. You tilt your head. Your lips meet hers. Your tongues entwine. You kiss your beautiful wife. She moans into your mouth. You lose yourself in the intense pleasure of kissing her while someone else is fucking her.

    Her bull fucks her harder and faster. You hear the sound of their bodies meeting over and over. You imagine her ass rippling with each deep thrust inside her. She moans louder into your mouth. She's getting closer. Her tongue moves faster.

    "I'm cumming," her bull announces. He does so because he wants to let your wife know she can let loose and surrender to her orgasm.

    She does so. She cums. She cums while he fills her pussy with his hot load. She cums while your tongue dances with hers. Your wife cums while kissing her cuckold as another man unloads in her pussy.

    Eventually, when the pleasure of her orgasm becomes too much, your wife turns her head just a little. A loud moan escapes her lips as she reaches up to run her fingers through your hair. Her hand stays on the back of your head, asserting just a touch of control and ensuring you remain close.

    You listen to her heavy breathing. She laughs in that joyful way that sometimes happens after she's had such a good orgasm she can scarcely believe the pleasure coursing through her. She turns to you and smiles brightly. She kisses you again, this time in a slow, erotic manner.

    "Thank you," she says, "for being such a good cuckold. For watching. For kissing me while he came inside me. For keeping your hands off your cock and concentrating only on my pleasure."

    "You're welcome," you reply. "Though I think we both know it's my pleasure to be a good cuckold."

    Her bull pulls out and your wife turns and looks back at him.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" she asks.

    He smiles. "Like you wouldn't believe. Like I always do." He runs his fingers over her ass. "There's nothing quite like fucking you while your husband watches."

    She turns to you once more. There's a devilish smile on her face. "Would you like to clean me?"

    You nod.

    "If I made you choose between cleaning me or having an orgasm, which would you choose?" she asks.

    Your answer comes without a moment's hesitation. "Cleaning you."

    She kisses you softly and whispers, "You're such a good cuckold."

    Your wife moves to her back and spreads her legs as her bull walks towards the bathroom. You crawl into bed and stare at her pussy. She's spent the better part of an hour getting fucked and her labia are swollen, pink, and slippery. His cum has already started to leak out of her and your mouth waters at the sight of it.

    "Just to be clear," your wife says as you take your place between her legs, "you can clean me, but if you do, I won't let you cum. You'll have to wait at least a day."

    You smile and push your tongue inside her. You devour her bull's cum. You do so without hesitation because you experience a sense of euphoria that's far greater than any orgasm could ever provide. It's the sort of feeling that lasts for hours, if not longer. It's a feeling that will make it difficult to fall asleep that night, though you don't really care about that, for you crave that feeling more than almost any other.

    "Mmm," your wife moans as she closes her eyes, reaches down to grab a handful of your hair, and plays with her tits, squeezing each of them seductively and gently grinding her hips to coat your chin and lips in her wetness and her bull's cum. "Clean me, my love. Clean that thick, delicious, superior cum out of me."

    You clean her. You clean her thoroughly and completely. You make sure you get every drop of his cum that your tongue can find. You do so while she purrs, moans, and tells you how what a good cuckold you are.

    When you've finished, you turn your attention to her clit. You're hoping you can give your wife an orgasm, but she gently pulls your mouth away from her pussy.

    "Not tonight," she says. "He's staying the night. I want him to be the only one to make me cum."

    You smile. "Of course." You kiss her thighs, letting your lips linger against her soft flesh and enjoying the warmth.

    "I've already made up the guest room for you," she says. "I hope you don't mind spending the night in there while I sleep in another man’s arms."

    She knows you don't mind. She wants to hear you say it, though.

    "Of course I don't mind. It's a cuckold's place to stay in the guest room when his wife invites a superior man to spend the night in their bed," you say.

    You see a flicker of lust in her eyes. You wonder if she's considering letting you make her cum. She tightens her grip on your hair and pulls you closer.

    "You can lick my clit for a little while," she says. "But I'm not going to let you make me cum."

    You smile and tend to her clit. You lick it slowly and gently. You put your fingers inside her and find her g-spot. You suck on her clit a little, too, offering up the kind of pleasure she deserves. You know you're just priming her to get fucked by her bull, but that's a cuckold's place so you have no problem with that.

    You hear the bathroom door open. Her bull's footsteps approach. You look up to see him lean over and kiss her. Your wife's hand finds his cock and she strokes him as their tongues mingle.

    "I want you again," she says.

    "Funny, I was just thinking the same thing," he replies. "I can't help but get turned on knowing that your cuck husband just ate my cum out of you. It's just so fucking hot that I can't help but want to put another load inside you."

    She gently pushes on the top of your head. That's your sign to back out of the bed and get on your knees and you do so without hesitation.

    Her bull climbs into the bed. Your wife gets on her knees between his legs. She takes his cock into her mouth. She worships it. She does so slowly and skillfully, swallowing every inch as he gets harder and harder. Your untouched dick throbs at the sight of her offering such intense pleasure to another man.

    It seems that your night is just beginning and that you'll clean at least one more load from her pussy before going to the guest room to sleep.

    Aren't you a lucky cuckold?

  
    Know Your Place, Cuckold

    She pulls down his pants and reveals his big cock. You look at it and feel overwhelmed. You know what’s expected of you. You know your place as her cuckold.

    “What the fuck are you waiting for, cuck?” she says. “Suck that dick.”

    Your place is to suck his cock. Your place is to serve both their needs. Your place is to do as you’re told, and nothing more.

    You are not in control of your sexuality. She is. You gave that up when you begged her to cuckold you. You sacrificed that to get what you wanted.

    “You’re such a good little bitch,” she says when you finally wrap your lips around the thick cock. “That’s it, cocksucker.”

    Cocksucker. That’s what she calls you now. She used to call you sweetheart and honey. Now she calls you cocksucker more often than not.

    You didn’t fight it. You didn’t say no when she demanded you suck cock if you were going to be her cuckold. You just did it. You opened wide and took a big dick in your mouth.

    “What a nasty little cocksucker you are,” she says as you gobble the dick that’s about to fuck her perfect pussy. “That’s it slut, suck that dick for me. You are such a cock hungry whore.” Her words make your boner throb. You can’t help it. You love it when she humiliates you for being a cocksucking slut for her.

    Her bull knows what to do now. He knows to pull out and feed you his cock. He knows that training you to become an ever-better cocksucking slut is what your wife wants.

    “You’re barely even a man anymore. I should put you in panties, bitch boy. You suck cock so much I should get you a boyfriend,” she berates you as his dick slides into your mouth.

    Maybe she’s right. Maybe you should be in panties. Maybe you should give up your manhood entirely. As long as she keeps cuckolding you, you’ll do anything. As long as she keeps humiliating you, you’re a happy husband.

    You lick his shaft and balls as he fucks your beautiful wife. You eagerly humiliate yourself for her.

    “Please let me taste your cock,” you say when she tells you to beg for it. She doesn’t just want you to suck dick, she wants you to degrade yourself. She wants you, a straight man, to beg to have her lover’s big cock in your mouth.

    “Please, I need your cock,” you beg. “Please let me suck your big beautiful cock. Please let me pleasure you.”

    “Please, let me drink your cum,” you beg him. Not only are you a cocksucker for her, but you’re a cum slut. You’re a nasty, naughty, cum drinking cuckold.

    You eat it out of her pussy. You eat it off her tits. You eat it out of her asshole. You eat it off her taut tummy. You suck it right out of his cock, too. You do what you’re told because you’re a pathetic cuckold cocksucker and you’re her bitch.

  
    Knowing Your Place Makes You a Very Happy Cuckold

    Most men would find the life a cuckold to be unbearable.

    You're not most men. You relish the chance to fulfill your duties as a cuck.

    You happily take your wife lingerie shopping. You like buying her pretty, sexy things so she can look good for her bull. You like the way he looks at her when he sees her in the lingerie you've bought. You like that he often compliments you on your selection before he ravishes her body and gives her multiple orgasms before cumming inside her.

    Most men would hate dressing their wives in lingerie that another man is going to enjoy. You get hard doing it. Rock fucking hard. You love taking your time with it. You love making sure the lingerie looks utterly flawless.

    You relish the chance to book an expensive hotel room. You like checking in and handing over your credit card and knowing that you're going to spend hundreds of dollars so your wife can have great sex with another man. Sometimes you book at the same hotel because you like that the girl at the front desk seems to understand what's going on. You like how she smiles at you like she's amused that you're happily checking in to a hotel room where your wife and another man are going to have sex while you watch.

    When she tells you to eat her pussy, to get her wet for her bull, you do so without hesitation. You do so because it turns you on to prepare her for a superior man's cock. You leave her soaked. You leave her turned on. You make sure not to make her cum, though, for that's not your place unless you've been given permission. You always thank her for the pleasure of prepping her pussy for him.

    He gets to fuck her. He gets to slide his cock into her pussy. He gets to have his way with her. He fucks her so good that she lets him do as he pleases with her body. They fuck in every position. They fuck all over the hotel room. She loves all of it. She cums multiple times. She tells him repeatedly that he's better than you, that his cock feels better than yours ever has, that he makes her cum harder than you ever have.

    You haven't cum inside her in years, but he cums in her pussy almost every time they fuck. It's your favorite moment. You love the sounds. You love the look on her face as he's cumming. You love the way his balls sometimes jump in their sack as he seeds your wife's pussy. You love that another man has taken your place in that very intimate manner.

    After he's pulled out, you always do your duty and crawl between your wife's legs. They usually kiss and whisper sweet nothings to each other as you're cleaning her cunt. Sometimes, though, she lets you give her an orgasm in the midst of licking a superior man's cum out of her. You relish those opportunities. You like to serve her pussy. You like it very much.

    You're almost never permitted to cum on these nights. Your pleasure, after all, comes from watching, from serving, from cleaning up. You understand your place. You relish your place, in fact. You like being a good cuckold. You like serving your wife and her bull.

    Being a good cuck is what makes you happy, and you're at your happiest when your wife and her bull get to enjoy a night of passion in a hotel room you paid for.

  
    Ladies Like to Worship a Big Cock

    I obviously can’t speak for all women, but I think I speak for many (maybe even most) when I say that there’s something irresistible about seeing a big cock between a man’s legs.

    It’s hard to explain why, but it’s arousing. Even if it’s not really true, it makes him seem manlier. It makes it seem like the sex is going to be better. It makes him seem more confident.

    Plus, there’s something genuinely exciting about worshiping a big cock. They’re certainly rarer. Most guys fall between 5 and 7 inches. When you find a truly big cock, it feels good.

    That’s why some women find the idea of worshiping a big cock so intoxicating. It feels good to get on your knees, pull down a guy’s pants, and see an enormous cock pop out. It feels good to take him in your mouth, to suck him, to pleasure him.

    It feels good to look up at him from your knees and to see the pleasure on his face. It feels good to please a man with a really big cock. It feels good to suck him until he cums in your mouth. It feels good to get him hard to fuck you.

    It feels good to know that this man with a monster cock chose you. It feels good to know that you’re the one that gets to make him cum tonight.

    Isn’t that something you want to give your wife? Don’t you want her to have that experience? Don’t you want her to be excited about being with a monster cock, instead of being disappointed that she has to fuck your cock yet again?

    The best thing about cuckolding is that it lets you experience something new. If you’re with a man that doesn’t have much to offer between the legs, you get to experience the new pleasure of being with a really big cock.

    You get to know what it feels like to fall to your knees in front of an alpha male. You get to know what it feels like to give that alpha male pleasure, to see that look of satisfaction in his eyes.

    Sometimes I hear women say that they don’t really like giving head. I always imagine that those women haven’t had the pleasure of blowing a man with a truly big cock. They haven’t had the pleasure of sucking on a uniquely large dick and making that man moan. They’ve been stuck sucking on their husband’s sad little dick. Maybe those women would enjoy cuckolding their hubby with a nice big dick.

  
    Las Vegas Cuckolding by a Lesbian Domme

    Lily was supposed to go to Las Vegas for her 21st birthday, but the trip had to be called off at the last minute thanks to an unexpected trip to the hospital to have her appendix removed.

    She always meant to make it happen, but it wasn’t until her 27th birthday rolled around that it finally came to pass.

    Her husband Ben organized everything. He booked three nights at the Mirage so they could mix in some daytime relaxation by the pool before going out and living it up every night.

    Lily wasn’t sure when they’d get back to Vegas and she planned to embrace the “What Happens in Vegas Stays in Vegas” ethos while they were there.

    A few weeks before the trip she’d surveyed her closet and decided that her clothes weren’t nearly as slutty as she wanted them to be. She was young and beautiful with a body that she worked hard for and Lily intended to flaunt it for their trip.

    Her mother definitely wouldn’t have approved of the series of tight dresses, mini skirts, and skimpy tops Lily bought, which was the point. She wanted all eyes on her when they walked into a club and she wanted Ben all over her for the entirety of the tip. She picked up a few skimpy bikinis for the pool and dug out some of the sluttier lingerie she owned.

    It was Ben’s first time in Vegas too and they were both awed by the bright lights of the strip as the Uber took them from the airport to the Mirage.

    “Is this your first time?” the driver asked as he looked at the couple in the rearview mirror.

    “Yeah,” Lily said. “Is it that obvious?”

    The driver laughed. “Yeah, but you’re hardly the only first-timers to stare at the bright lights. That’s kind of the point, really. They want it to feel like a fairytale of glitz, glamour, and pleasure.”

    “That’s what we’re here for,” Ben said as he took Lily’s hand in his.

    “That’s the right mindset,” the driver said as he pulled up to the hotel and popped the trunk.

    He hopped out of the car and pulled out their suitcases. Ben thanked him and added a tip in the app as Lily stared at the front entrance to the hotel and listened to the sounds of the slot machines trickling out the open doors and into the cool evening air.

    Check in was swift and it wasn’t long before Ben and Lily had showered and changed into their outfits for their first evening of pleasure in Sin City.

    “You look incredible,” Ben said as he admired his wife.

    Lily wore a black leather mini skirt and a dark red backless halter top. She spun around to reveal the lack of a bra and Ben whistled at the sight of her back and the easy access to her breasts that it implied. He was clearly looking forward to their evening.

    It was just after 9 p.m. when they settled into a table at Stack, one of the Mirage’s elegant eateries.

    A waiter arrived shortly and asked, “Can I get you anything to drink?”

    Ben and Lily both ordered strong cocktails and paired them with light dinners. They had a night of dancing and amorous pleasures planned and they didn’t want to stuff their stomachs.

    After a few more drinks and a remarkably delicious meal they walked to 1OAK, the night club in the Mirage. They didn’t want to roam too far on their first night and they’d heard good things.

    It was after 11 p.m. by the time they were allowed in and the place was jam packed with eager partygoers bouncing to the loud music and downing drinks.

    Ben made his way to the bar as Lily followed behind and admired all the good-looking people dancing, flirting, and grinding around her. It was everything she’d hoped it would be. It was a chance to cut loose and forget about anything other than connecting with the side of her that craved the kind of wild fun she rarely allowed herself to have back home.

    Ben returned from the bar with two glasses full of dark liquid. He passed one to Lily and she eagerly took a long sip before nearly gagging.

    “Holy shit this is strong!” she said.

    “I know,” Ben yelled as he too took a long sip from the drink.

    Lily smiled and pulled him out onto the dance floor. She put one arm around her husband’s neck and pulled his mouth to hers for a long kiss with plenty of tongue. She knew people were probably watching and she didn’t care. She was in Vegas and she was going to make the most of it.

    Ben’s free hand grasped Lily’s ass through her short leather skirt and pulled her hips closer to his. She felt the bulge of his erection as lust surged through her. For a brief moment she considered dragging him back to their room for a quick fuck. She decided against it, knowing full well there would be plenty of time to fuck him over the next three days.

    By the time she finished her drink Lily felt wonderfully buzzed. Her inhibitions had fully fallen away and she took to putting on a show on the dance floor. She kissed Ben eagerly and spun around to grind her ass into his obviously erect cock.

    She enjoyed the lusty looks of other club goers, at least right up until Ben excused himself to go to the bathroom. That’s when two slickly-dressed guys stepped in and started grinding up on Lily from either side. She could feel their erections too, only it wasn’t the slightest bit thrilling. It was unpleasant and a little scary.

    Just as her two unwelcome dance partners started to get a little too friendly, Lily was saved by a tall, astoundingly beautiful blonde.

    “Get the fuck out of here,” she said while aggressively pushing both guys away from Lily.

    For a moment it looked like the guys were going to put up a fight, but the blonde girl’s intense stare scared them away.

    “Thank you,” Lily said as she leaned close so her rescuer could hear her.

    The beautiful blonde reached out and gently touched Lily’s arm as she said, “My pleasure. I’m Bella.”

    An unexpected shiver of pleasure ran through her body as Bella ran her fingers down Lily’s arm and took her hand.

    “I’m Lily,” she said.

    “Dance with me until your husband gets back,” Bella said as her hips began to sway from side to side.

    Lily couldn’t think of a reason to say no. She found the way Bella danced to be hypnotic, so much so that she moved closer and mimicked her movements.

    Bella spun Lily around and pulled her closer as they danced. Her confident hands moved over Lily’s taut stomach.

    Lily felt the warmth of Bella’s breath on her neck and couldn’t help but let out a moan when the enchanting blonde kissed her soft, exposed skin.

    Bella took a step back and her hands moved over the exposed skin of Lily’s back as she danced. She closed the gap between them again and her hands moved into Lily’s halter top and caressed her bare stomach.

    Lily arched her back and moaned as Bella continued to softly caress her skin as their bodies moved in unison on the dance floor.

    “That feels so good,” she said as her dance partner’s fingers moved up her torso.

    They’d attracted the attention of some of the club goers around them, but Lily didn’t care. The mixture of alcohol and lust in her blood and the fact that she was in Vegas meant her only interest was in doing what felt good.

    Lily experienced a moment of panic when she opened her eyes and saw Ben staring at her. She snapped back to reality and feared he would be angry or heartbroken at her behavior, but she saw lust in his eyes.

    “Your husband is watching,” Bella whispered into Lily’s ear as they continued to writhe on the dance floor.

    “I know,” Lily said as she held Ben’s gaze.

    “I think he likes it,” Bella said as her hands gently cupped Lily’s perky breasts under her halter top.

    Lily moaned as the irresistible beauty played with her tits in the middle of the dance floor. Bella’s touch was soft, confident, and skillful and it left Lily wildly aroused.

    Lily moaned and looked at Ben as he stood and watched her fool around with a woman. Pure lust is all she saw in his eyes. Perhaps he was as committed to having a wild Vegas vacation as she was.

    “Why don’t you and your husband join me in my room?” Bella asked as she gently rolled Lily’s nipples between her fingers.

    Lily moaned at the idea of exploring the kind of pleasure Bella could offer her. She wondered if Ben would be into it.

    “Would you like that,” Bella asked before softly kissing Lily’s neck.

    She closed her eyes, let out a long, slow moan and said, “Yes.”

    Bella let her hands slip from Lily’s halter top and pulled her off the dance floor to where Ben stood.

    “Follow us,” she said.

    Lily let Bella lead her out of the club with Ben a few steps behind. They reached the elevators before he said anything.

    “Where are we going?” Ben asked.

    “To my room,” Bella said. “I’m going to fuck your wife.”

    Lily leaned into Bella and smiled. She was tingling with desire. She’d never been with a woman before, but all she wanted in that moment was for Bella to fuck her while Ben watched.

    The elevator opened and Bella pulled Lily through the doors. Ben stood outside and looked at the two exceedingly beautiful women.

    “Are you coming, Ben?” Lily asked before brushing aside Bella’s long blonde hair and kissing her neck.

    That was enough to compel Ben into the elevator. It was enough to give him an erection too. He tried to hide it, but his jeans weren’t nearly stiff enough to prevent a little bit of a tent in the front.

    The ride to the 26th floor was surprisingly swift and when the doors open Bella took Lily’s hand in hers and led her down the hallway and to her door. She pushed her keycard into the slot and pulled the young married brunette into her room with Ben following close behind.

    Bella pointed to a chair in the corner of the room and said to Ben, “Sit.”

    He did so without question, bringing a smile to Lily’s face.

    Bella turned to Ben’s beautiful wife and lifted Lily’s leather skirt until the black thong she’d worn was exposed. She slipped her fingers past the waistband and effortlessly reached Lily’s wet pussy.

    Lily moaned as Bella’s middle finger pushed into her pussy while the tall blonde’s index finger worked her clit skillfully. She felt completely and utterly entranced by Bella’s effortless, seductive dominance.

    Lily opened her mouth to moan again and Bella moved forward to kiss her. Their tongues danced slowly as Lily closed her eyes and felt her body melt under the expert touch of the woman standing in front of her.

    “Do you want me to fuck you, Lily?” Bella asked.

    Lily’s legs trembled as Bella continued to expertly work her pussy. “Yes, please,” she said.

    Bella pulled her hand from Lily’s panties and lifted her fingers to the married girl’s mouth. “Taste yourself,” she whispered.

    Lily took the slippery fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean while looking into Bella’s beautiful blue eyes. She approached it like she was giving head and wanted to offer the most intense pleasure imaginable. Her tongue moved around the fingers as her lips were tightly sealed around them. She moaned and felt giddy when Bella smiled at her skill.

    “Good girl,” Bella said as she pulled her fingers from Lily’s talented mouth.

    “Thank you,” Lily whispered before Bella kissed her again.

    “On your knees,” the dominant blonde ordered.

    Lily fell to her knees and looked up at Bella.

    “Hands behind your back,” Bella demanded.

    Lily’s hands moved behind her back and she clasped her fingers together.

    Bella looked at Ben and asked, “Did you know your wife was so submissive?”

    “No,” Ben said. He had a dazed, delighted look on his face.

    “Do you want to watch me fuck her?” Bella asked.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    “Very well. You will not play with your cock unless I give you permission. Do you understand?” Bella asked as she ran her fingers through Lily’s soft brown hair.

    “Yes,” Ben answered.

    Bella turned her attention back to Lily and said, “Take my pants off.”

    Lily reached up and pulled down the shiny black leggings that clung like a second skin to Bella’s long legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties and there was an elegant strip of dark blonde hair above her pussy.

    Lily looked up as Bella grasped the back of her head and pulled her forward. “Lick my pussy,” she demanded.

    Lily had never been so close to another girl’s pussy, let alone licked one, and yet she didn’t hesitate when Bella demanded pleasure. She pressed her soft lips against the perfect-looking pussy in front of her and let her tongue bathe it.

    Bella moaned as Lily tried her best to do what Ben did when he went down on her. She licked Bella’s pussy rhythmically and concentrated most of her effort on the clit.

    “Good girl,” Bella said as her hips moved over Lily’s mouth.

    Something about being called a good girl by this tall, clearly dominant blonde thrilled Lily. She felt a kind of arousal she’d never experienced before and she never wanted it to end.

    “How does my pussy taste?” Bella asked as she pulled Lily’s mouth from her cunt.

    “It’s perfect,” Lily said with a smile.

    “Good girl. Now stand up,” Bella ordered as she stepped back. “Strip and get on your hands and knees in the bed.”

    Lily quickly stripped out of her leather skirt, thong, and halter top and kicked aside the high heels she’d worn before getting on her hands and knees.

    Bella turned to Ben again and asked, “Does it turn you on to see your wife on her hands and knees for me?”

    Ben nodded and said, “Yes, it does.”

    Bella delivered a hard swat to Lily’s ass and the sound of her hand meeting soft flesh was quickly followed by a cry of pain.

    The swift spanking caught Lily off guard and her ass still stung from the strength of it. That only made it feel better when Bella softly caressed her bottom.

    “Do you want another?” Bella asked.

    “Yes, please,” Lily said without hesitation. She wasn’t entirely sure why. It wasn’t a light spanking Bella had given her. It was painful. And yet she wanted another.

    Bella’s hand came down on her ass again and again she cried out in pain. Again the dominant blonde caressed her softly and soothed her pain. She would have said yes to another if Bella had asked.

    Instead, two fingers pushed into Lily’s pussy without resistance. “You’re so wet,” Bella said.

    Lily moaned in response. She knew she was wet. It felt like she was aroused from head to toe. The overpowering desire she’d felt earlier had only increased. Submission clearly turned her on.

    Bella slipped a third finger inside Lily and a fourth soon after. The extreme wetness between her legs made it easy for Bella to fuck her without resistance.

    “You’re ready,” the blonde domme finally said.

    She pulled her fingers out and walked over to her suitcase. Lily turned her head to watch Bella remove a harness of some kind and pull it up her legs. After attaching it Bella retrieved a long, thick, lifelike dildo and placed it in the harness.

    Bella moved in front of Lily and said, “Suck my cock.”

    Lily wrapped her lips around Bella’s strapon dildo and swallowed as much as she could. She gagged as it hit the back of her throat, took a quick break, and tried again. Soon she was sucking and gagging over and over in an effort to please the dominant blonde.

    “Your wife is an excellent cocksucker,” Bella said to Ben as she held Lily’s head in her hands.

    Lily sucked eagerly on the strapon dildo in her mouth like it was a real cock. She wanted to do a good job. She took as much of it into her mouth as possible and hoped desperately that Bella would fuck her with it.

    “She seems to like sucking my cock, Ben,” Bella said. “Look at how she’s trying to deepthroat me. Look at what a good little cocksucker your wife is being.”

    Lily was so turned on she thought she might cum without being touched. It felt like she was floating in a place of pure sexual bliss, like Bella had unlocked something deep inside her and set it free.

    “Do you want to watch her take my cock, Ben?” Bella asked. “Do you want to see me stretch your wife’s tight little pussy with my big cock?”

    “Yes, please,” Ben said.

    “Call me mistress,” Bella demanded.

    “Yes, mistress,” Ben said.

    Bella pulled the strapon from Lily’s mouth and moved to the foot of the bed. She pulled Lily back until her ass hung over the edge.

    Bella leaned forward and pulled on Lily’s nipples while kissing her back softly. “Do you want me to fuck you?” she whispered.

    “Yes, please,” Lily answered.

    Bella stood up and rubbed the head of her big rubber cock around Lily’s pussy. She pushed forward and the willing, wet cunt of her new submissive opened up.

    Lily groaned as Bella grabbed her hips and pushed her big strapon cock all the way in and held it there.

    “Tell me what you want,” Bella said.

    “I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck my tight little pussy. I want you to stretch me out while my husband watches,” Lily said. She’d thoroughly enjoyed how Bella talked to Ben and wanted to get a taste of it.

    “Do you hear that Ben? She wants you to watch.” Bella pulled out until only the tip of her thick strapon cock was inside Lily. “Are you ready to watch me fuck your wife?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Ben answered.

    Lily loved that he was playing along.

    “Take out your cock, Ben. Take it out and stroke it while I fuck your wife,” Bella demanded.

    Lily looked over and saw her husband unzip his pants and pull out his cock. He started stroking immediately and Bella plunged the strapon into her pussy, eliciting a loud moan.

    “Oh fuck. That feels so fucking good!” Lily said as Bella fucked her in earnest. It did feel good. It felt otherworldly. The strapon was so much thicker than anything she’d ever taken inside her before and she couldn’t believe how satisfying it was.

    “She likes my cock, Ben. Your wife likes my big cock inside her. Does that turn you on? Is your little dick nice and hard while I stretch your wife’s tight little pussy?” Bella asked as she pounded Lily from behind.

    “Yes, mistress,” Ben said.

    Lily looked over and studied Ben’s cock as he stroked it. He wasn’t really small, but he was a lot smaller than the dildo that was inside her. As the pounding she was taking drove Lily to the edge of climax she wondered if her husband’s dick wasn’t big enough to give her this kind of orgasm.

    “Take it, slut,” Bella demanded. “Take my big cock.”

    “Oh God, I’m cumming!” Lily announced as an orgasm exploded across her entire body. She’d never been called a slut before and if a man had done it she probably would have hated it. Coming from Bella’s mouth it turned her on. It pushed her over the edge into the most intense and deeply satisfying orgasm of her life.

    Bella pulled out and Lily collapsed into the bed. She couldn’t feel her fingers and toes. Her legs twitched. Her heart was pounding.

    “Stop stroking your cock, Ben,” Bella ordered.

    Ben pulled his hand from his cock.

    Bella pulled the harness down and stepped out of it before climbing into bed with Lily and cuddling with her. She wrapped her arms around the submissive girl and pulled her close. They kissed softly.

    “You were such a good girl,” Bella said.

    Lily felt warm and comfortable in Bella’s arms. A heavy sense of sleepiness washed over her.

    “There’s a pullout couch in the other room, Ben. Use it. Lily will be spending the night in bed with me,” Bella said matter-of-factly. “If you wish, you may masturbate once you’re in bed. You may only cum once though.”

    Ben left the room as he’d been ordered and without putting up a fight.

    Bella caressed Lily’s head and back and held her tightly while pulling a blanket over them. Wrapped in that warm, safe cocoon, Lily drifted off to sleep as she wondered if the remaining three days of their vacation could possibly live up to the first.
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    As Lily woke up, memories of the night before came rushing back to her. She felt Bella’s arms around her and the warmth of her new lover’s skin against her back and ass. She was naked in bed with another woman, but the very mild headache she had was the only thing that really bothered her.

    It was a moment before she remembered that Ben had been sent away to sleep on the pullout couch. She hoped he wasn’t too upset about that, though she suspected his enchanted pleasure at watching what happened the night before meant he was probably just hoping for a repeat performance.

    “Good morning, beautiful,” Bella said as she softly kissed Lily’s neck and ran her fingers over her soft skin.

    “Morning,” Lily said as she kissed Bella’s arm.

    “Did you sleep well?” Bella asked.

    “Better than I have in months,” Lily answered. It was true. She couldn’t remember stirring once in the comfortable hotel bed. It turns out that sleeping in the warm embrace of a beautiful lesbian was something Lily found quite comforting.

    “Are you hungry?” Bella said. “Why don’t we order room service?”

    “Absolutely. Scrambled eggs and toast are good with me,” Lily said.

    Bella released Lily from her embrace as she rolled over and picked up the phone resting on the night stand. She hit the room service button and rolled onto her back to smile at the beautiful brunette in bed with her.

    Lily was struck by a naughty idea. She’d found it enthralling to go down on Bella the night before and she wanted to do it again. Without asking for permission, she slipped under the soft, cream-colored sheets and moved between the legs of her naked companion.

    Bella moaned and said, “What a good girl you are,” as Lily gently licked her pussy.

    “Yes, I’d like two orders of scrambled eggs with toast.” Bella paused to moan as Lily massaged her clit. “Sorry, I’d also like an omelet with mushrooms and Swiss cheese.” Again she moaned, this time a louder and longer. She giggled before finishing her order. “A side of wheat toast, three glasses of orange juice, and coffee with cream and sugar. Thank you.”

    Bella rushed to get off the phone and once she hung up the sheet flew off and Lily felt the room’s cool air against her naked body.

    “You’re better at this then I would have expected,” Bella said as her hands gently grasped Lily’s head.

    Lily kept licking. She saw no reason to stop, especially given how much fun she was having making the leggy, beautiful blonde in bed with her feel good.

    “That’s it. Right there. Lick my pussy, Lily. Lick my pussy like a good girl,” Bella urged her as she closed her eyes and gently moved her hips over Lily’s eager tongue.

    “I’m cumming!” Bella cried out. “I’m cumming.” She held Lily’s head in place and rapidly moved her clit over the submissive girl’s tongue as her legs shook.

    “That was really good, Lily,” Bella said with a smile. “Come here.”

    Bella opened her legs wider and gestured for Lily to sit between them. She moved into position and Bella’s arms wrapped around her. Lily closed her eyes and enjoyed the soft kisses on her neck from Bella’s eager lips.

    Bella’s fingers moved between Lily’s legs and found the wetness that had built up as a result of giving pleasure to the domme she was so obviously attracted to.

    “You’re all wet,” Bella whispered.

    “I guess making you cum turns me on,” Lily said as she turned her head and kissed Bella.

    Despite this being her first lesbian experience, it all felt so natural to Lily. She liked feeling Bella’s hands on her body. She loved going down on her. She loved everything they did the night before.

    She suspected that Bella’s dominant nature had more to do with it than anything. Ben was a wonderful husband and sexual partner, but he didn’t quite have it in him to take control.

    “Do you want to cum, Lily?” Bella asked as she slipped two fingers into Lily’s wet pussy.

    Lily writhed under the sensual manipulation of her domme. “Yes, please,” she whispered. “Please make me cum.”

    Bella plunged two fingers into Lily’s pussy and used a third to rub her clit, providing a rush of pleasure like she’d so rarely experienced in her life.

    “Oh my God,” Lily said. It was all she could think to say. What Bella was doing felt so good.

    “Cum for me, Lily. Cum on my fingers,” Bella urged as she played with Lily’s perky breasts using her free hand.

    The dual pleasures were enough to bring Lily to an orgasm. She cried out loud enough to fill the hotel room with the sounds of her pleasure. The people in the neighboring rooms probably heard her too.

    After Lily’s climax, their bodies stayed entwined in the bed. It was a knock on the door that pulled them from their post-orgasmic bliss.

    “Ben,” Bella called out. “Please answer the door. Your wife and I are hungry.”

    A few moments later the door opened and the room service attendant wheeled a cart into the room. His eyes briefly went wide at seeing two naked women in the bed, but other than that he didn’t seem surprised. They were in Vegas. He’d probably seen far stranger things.

    
      

    

    “Are you okay with this?” Lily asked as she and Ben walked back to their room.

    “Are you kidding me?” he said. “Last night was…I don’t even know how to explain it. It was amazing. It was crazy. It was the stuff of fantasies. It was the kind of thing I’ll be thinking about for years after this. We’re only here for a few days. Why wouldn’t we have more fun with Bella?”

    He had a giddy smile on his face that Lily couldn’t help but enjoy.

    “I guess you’ll be having most of the fun. Bella clearly isn’t into what I’ve got to offer,” he added.

    “No, it doesn’t seem like it.” Lily took Ben’s hand in hers as they stepped into the elevator. “Did you have the kind of fun she suggested you have last night?”

    “I did,” Ben admitted. “Just once, like she said.”

    “I’m surprised you were able to restrain yourself.”

    “She seems like the kind of girl that doesn’t fuck around. I didn’t think she’d slap me around or anything, but I wondered if she might forbid me from watching, so I figured it wasn’t worth squeezing in a second orgasm. Plus, the first one was pretty great,” Ben said before he leaned over and kissed Lily on the cheek.

    “Probably not as good as the one you had,” he added.

    “No, probably not,” Lily said as the stepped off the elevator and walked towards their room.

    “She really tapped into something for you, didn’t she?” Ben asked.

    “Is that okay?” Lily slid the key card into the door and pushed the handle down. She walked in first and Ben followed behind her. “I mean, it happened, so maybe there’s no point in even talking about whether it’s okay, but you’re right, she really tapped into something. I’m not sure I’ve ever had an orgasm like that.”

    “That’s what it seemed like,” Ben said as he bent down and looked through his suitcase to find his swimsuit.

    Lily pulled out a particularly skimpy blue bikini and wondered if she’d feel self-conscious in it. She decided she wasn’t going to feel much of anything but an intense desire for whatever fun Bella wanted to have.

    When she looked up, Ben was changing and his erection was obvious. “Wow, look at you,” she said.

    “I meant it when I said last night was hot. Listening to you cum with her this morning was really hot too,” he said while offering his wife a come-hither look.

    “She said you had to wait,” Lily reminded him.

    “I know,” Ben said with a smile as he pulled on his shorts. “I can’t be walking around with this, though.” He grabbed the remote and flipped to SportsCenter.

    “Does thinking about sports really help a boner go away?” Lily asked.

    “It can’t hurt. As long as I’m not thinking about you and Bella fucking it will probably go away.”

    Lily took a few minutes to apply a quick layer of makeup and slip into her bikini and by the time she emerges from the bathroom Ben was soft and ready to go.

    “You look amazing,” he said.

    She smiled and turned to show off her backside. “Thank you, my love.”

    Bella met them at the doors to the pool and took Lily’s hand in hers so they could walk into the sun together. Ben fell behind a few steps and Lily looked back to see him happily ogling the two hotties in front of him.

    The pool area was crowded, but Bella confidently led them through the throngs of people and to a shaded area under a trio of palm trees. Lily noticed a substantial percentage of the guys sitting poolside staring at them as they walked by.

    Soon after laying out their towels, Bella took Lily by the hand and led her to the pool while Ben kicked back on a lounge chair.

    “Do you like that we’re being watched?” Bella asked as she slipped into the cool water with Lily close behind.

    “Yes,” Lily said as Bella pulled her close.

    Bella’s hands moved over Lily’s back and squeezed her ass underwater before their lips met for a soft kiss.

    “You’ve really never been with a girl?” Bella asked as they swam towards a secluded spot in the pool. 

    “I haven’t. I’ve honestly never considered it before. Maybe the right opportunity has never come along. Maybe I’ve just never met someone like you,” Lily replied.

    Bella smile and pulled Lily into her arms again. There were fewer prying eyes in the area of the pool they’d moved to.

    “Do you like being with someone that knows what they want?” Bella asked before kissing Lily’s wet neck.

    “Yes,” she said before moaning softly and closing her eyes. Bella’s lips felt impossibly good on her skin.

    “You like that I take control, don’t you?” Bella said while pushing a hand down the front of Lily’s bikini.

    “I love it,” Lily said as Bella’s fingers slipped into her pussy. “I love that too.”

    Bella kissed Lily’s neck again. She moved her fingers in and out of the submissive girl’s pussy and rubbed her clit. She was getting her all worked up.

    “What does your husband think?” Bella asked as she continued to work over Lily’s pussy.

    “He loved last night,” she said.

    “Does he like to watch?” Bella whispered before softly biting Lily’s earlobe.

    “That feels so good,” Lily said as she closed her eyes and enjoyed everything Bella was doing to her. “And yes, Ben liked watching last night.”

    “Has he ever watched you with someone else?” Bella asked.

    “Oh God, you’re going to make me cum,” Lily said a little too loudly.

    “I like to watch, you know,” Bella said as she pushed three fingers into Lily’s pussy.

    “Please, let me cum, Bella. Please,” Lily pleaded.

    Bella finger fucked Lily hard and fast, penetrating her pussy and rubbing her clit under the water. “Maybe Ben and I will watch you with someone else,” she whispered as Lily trembled.

    “Oh fuck,” Lily said.

    “Would you do that for me?” Bella whispered. “Would you let me watch someone else fuck you?”

    Lily’s voice was filled with desperate desire as she said, “Yes.”

    “You may cum,” Bella said as she covered Lily’s mouth.

    It was a good thing she did, because when Lily finally had her orgasm she cried out in a way that would have drawn people to them. Instead, her screams were muffled by Bella’s hand as she had her first orgasm in a pool.

    Afterwards, Bella kissed her softly and pulled her fingers from Lily’s thoroughly satisfied pussy.

    “Were you serious about that? About watching me?” Lily asked.

    “Did it turn you on?” Bella said in response.

    Lily bit her lower lip and looked away from Bella and towards where Ben was sitting as she considered her answer. “Yes, it did,” she said.

    “I’m not going to make you do anything you don’t want to do, Lily. But I was serious about it, and if you want it to happen I can arrange for someone with the means to satisfy you immensely.”

    Lily felt the confusion that was no doubt showing on her face. She couldn’t deny the idea turned her on, and yet it seemed like a much bigger step than having sex with Bella.

    “I’ll tell you what,” Bella interjected. “Why don’t we give you a little taste tonight? I’ll take you and Ben out and we’ll find you someone to have a little fun on the dance floor with. If things go well, maybe you do a little kissing and groping like you and I did last night. Nothing more than that, though.”

    Lily smiled. She wanted that, badly.

    
      

    

    Lily was dressed in a pair of black wet look leggings, black heels, and a sparkly silver halter top she’d borrowed from Bella when she and Ben showed up at Jewel, an astounding night club at the Aria.

    Bella was outside waiting and she gave Lily and Ben both a soft kiss on the cheek before leading them inside.

    She’d reserved a table right off the dance floor and there were drinks waiting as the three of them slipped into the leather banquette.

    The music was loud enough that long, in depth conversations weren’t going to be possible, but that’s not what this night was about.

    Lily downed a drink as she enjoyed the feel of Bella’s hands moving over her legs. The leggings were like a second skin and she could feel every little touch. It was intoxicating. The drink was too. It wasn’t long before she was feeling wonderfully buzzed and ready to get out on the dance floor.

    “Go,” Bella said. “We’ll be watching.”

    Lily looked to Ben to make sure he was okay with her dancing with someone else. One look was all it took. He seemed absolutely delighted at the whole thing. She suspected he might not like it if things got a little heavier than dancing, but there was only one way to find out.

    Lily joined the mass of bodies bouncing on the dance floor and felt the alcohol coursing through her system. Her head was beautifully abuzz and the exceptionally hot writhing bodies all around her only contributed to a feeling of free floating lust that Bella had unlocked the night before.

    For a while Lily simply moved among the crowd. She bumped into people, she felt a few hands move over the bare skin of her back, and she had an exceptionally good time.

    Then a handsome, stylishly dressed guy came over and danced with her. He didn’t speak and Lily wouldn’t have been able to hear a word if he had. Instead, he charmed her with his smile and the effortless way he moved.

    Lily thought back to what Bella had said in the pool. She thought about her husband and the domme she’d met here in Vegas watching her fuck someone else. She let her mind run wild with the idea as the alcohol she’d quickly consumed took effect.

    When her dance partner moved closer Lily welcomed it. When his hands found their way to her waist, she moved her hips in time with his. When he spun her around and pulled her ass against him, she couldn’t help but get excited at the stiffness she felt in his pants.

    It was as she was grinding her ass into her dance partner that Lily spotted Bella and Ben watching her. She saw Bella whispering into her husband’s ear and watched the blonde domme’s hand disappear beneath the table. A look of pleasure came over Ben’s face. Was Bella stroking his cock under the table?

    Lily didn’t feel the jealousy she expected. She felt entirely confident that Bella was talking her husband into the idea of watching her fuck someone else. Suddenly she was talking herself into it too.

    She spun around and pulled her dance partner close. Their lips were inches apart. Lily’s heart pounded as she considered kissing another man for the first time since she and Ben went on their first date.

    She thought of Bella fingering her in the pool and seemingly working her husband’s cock under the table. She thought of their promise to each other that they’d embrace having wild fun on this Vegas trip. Then she kissed the man in front of her.

    Lily felt her dance partner’s hands grasp her ass as they kissed. He massaged her tight cheeks and she moaned into his mouth. He was awfully good.

    She ground her hips into him and felt his engorged cock press into her stomach. One of the handsome man’s hands left her ass and moved to her waist. He slipped it under the halter top and over her taut stomach.

    Lily kissed him harder. She wanted him to go further. She wanted him to play with her tits on the dance floor.

    He gave her what she wanted. While one hand squeezed her ass and his hard cock pushed into her stomach, his other hand reached her bare breast and gently massaged his. She sucked on his tongue and moaned into his mouth and thought it quite possible that she might cum on the dance floor.

    It was just a few moments later that someone tapped Lily on the shoulder. She turned to see Bella.

    “We have to go,” the tall blonde said.

    Two bouncers stood behind her.

    Bella laughed and said, “It turns out they don’t want you fucking on the dance floor.”

    Lily was too drunk to be properly embarrassed and she noticed that Ben seemed delighted by the whole thing. Maybe he was into watching too.

    Bella apologized to the bouncers and led Lily out of the club with Ben following behind them.

    “You have to find someone to fuck me,” Lily said.

    “Not until I get my turn,” Bella said as she grabbed Lily’s ass and gave it a good squeeze. “You’re mine tonight. Tomorrow I’ll find a man to give your pussy a good pounding.”

    “Fuck, you’re incredible,” Lily remarked. She couldn’t wait to be between Bella’s legs again and to have Ben watch her fuck a beautiful girl. Maybe she’d even get to enjoy that beautiful strapon once more. She was thrilled that a day that had already been filled with orgasms wasn’t over yet.
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    “Did you like watching your wife dancing with someone else, Ben?” Bella asked as they rode the elevator to her room.

    Ben stood on the opposite side of the elevator from his wife and her lesbian domme. His cock was still half hard from watching them kiss in the Uber ride back from the night club.

    “I did,” he admitted.

    Lily was still a little bit drunk and she smiled at her husband’s eager response. “You’re such a naughty boy,” she said in a mildly slurred voice.

    “I think he might be far naughtier than you ever imagined, Lily,” Bella said as she stared at Lily’s husband. “I think he might really enjoy watching someone else fuck you.”

    Ben said nothing, though Lily suspected she saw a flicker of lust in his eyes.

    The elevator door opened and Bella took Lily’s hand and led her down the hallway as Ben followed behind them.

    They were in Bella’s suite before long and Lily could feel the desire building between her legs. She desperately needed to cum. After the fun on the dance floor and the promise of something far naughtier to come tomorrow night, she needed to get off in the worst way possible and she hoped Bella would give her that satisfaction.

    “Ben, take off your wife’s clothes for me,” Bella ordered as she climbed into the bed and propped herself up against the excess of pillows the maids had arranged so neatly.

    Ben dropped to his knees first and delicately pulled Lily’s feet out of the sexy high heels she’d worn for the evening. He stood and untied the silver top before gently pulling over her head and exposing his wife’s naked, perky breasts.

    Bella let a quiet moan slip free as Lily’s breasts came into view. She slipped a hand into her panties and gently played with her clit as the couple did as they were told.

    Ben freed Lily of her last item of clothing by pulling down the wet look leggings that looked so perfect on her toned legs and tight ass.

    Lily stepped out of them and looked at Bella as she waited eagerly for her domme’s next command. 

    “Bend over for me, Lily,” Bella said as she continued to gently rub her clit.

    Lily held Bella’s gaze and did as she was told. Her hands came to rest on the mattress as she stood bent over at the waist.

    “Ben, kiss your wife’s beautiful ass,” Bella demanded.

    Ben dropped to his knees and placed gentle kisses on his wife’s ass. Lily moaned as his lips moved from cheek to cheek. It was such a simple thing, but it felt so good and she loved that Ben was willing to do as Bella told him.

    “Now spread her cheeks, Ben. Spread her cheeks and look at her perfect little asshole,” Bella said as she stared into Lily’s eyes.

    Lily felt Ben spread her ass cheeks. The cool air of the hotel room tickled her asshole and a shiver of pleasure ran up her spine as she held Bella’s gaze.

    “Lick your wife’s asshole, Ben,” Bella said as she rubbed her clit faster.

    Lily felt the heat of Ben’s breath on her asshole before his tongue ran over it. She moaned at the first touch. It felt electric.

    “Does that feel good, Lily?” Bella asked. “Do you like your husband’s eager tongue licking your asshole?”

    “Yes,” Lily said as she watched Bella masturbate in front of her.

    “Do you like that he’s so eager to please?” Bella asked.

    Lily smiled. It did turn her on that Ben got on his knees and did as Bella requested without question. “Yes, I love it,” she said.

    “How does your wife’s ass taste, Ben?” Bella asked him.

    Ben ceased licking to answer her question and Lily felt immediately like she wanted his tongue back on her asshole. She wanted to feel that rhythmic licking. She wanted to feel the warmth and pressure and the beautiful stimulation of her anus.

    “It’s incredible,” he answered.

    “Push your tongue inside her, Ben. Open her asshole up with your eager tongue and taste her,” Bella demanded.

    Lily moaned as she felt Ben’s tongue pressing against her asshole. She relaxed and felt the tip of it slide into her. The kinkiness of it made her moan loudly. It was so much more thrilling than she could have imagined.

    “You naughty slut,” Bella said as she watched Lily moan joyfully with her husband’s tongue up her ass. “You like that, don’t you? You like his eager little tongue in your ass.”

    “I do,” Lily answered.

    Bella pulled her fingers out of her panties and swung her legs over the side of the bed as Lily watched. She stood up and walked behind her.

    “Keep worshiping your wife’s ass, Ben,” Bella whispered into his ear.

    Lily turned her head and watched the leggy blonde move to her suitcase. She pulled out her harness and a much smaller dildo than she’d used the night before.

    Bella smiled at Lilly as she placed the dildo in the harness and pulled it around her waist. “Are you ready to get fucked, slut?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Lily said as Ben’s tongue pushed into her asshole again. She moaned at how good it felt.

    “Ben, strip and get on your back in the bed,” Bella demanded.

    Ben removed his tongue from Lily’s ass and did as he was told. Before long he was naked with his head at the foot of the bed. Lily looked down to see his smiling face.

    Bella’s bare hand came down hard on Lily’s soft, exposed ass and she yelped. “On your hands and knees in the bed, slut,” Bella demanded.

    Lily moved on top of Ben, putting them into a 69 position. She looked down and smiled at the sight of his rock hard cock. Clearly he was enjoying doing exactly as Bella commanded.

    Bella spit into her hand and stroked the slender strapon cock protruding from her pelvis. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Lily?” she asked.

    “No,” she answered.

    “That’s about to change,” Bella said as Lily felt a finger pressing gently at her slippery asshole.

    It moved inside her with ease and Lily moaned. It felt surprisingly good. Bella was gentle as she penetrated the submissive girl on her hands and knees while Ben watched from underneath.

    A second finger joined the first and Lily moaned a little louder. There was a hint of pain as her previously virgin asshole stretched around the invading digits.

    “Just relax,” Bella said. “Ben, lick your wife’s pussy.”

    The sensation of Ben’s skilled tongue lapping at her clit helped Lily relax almost immediately. She dropped to her elbows, putting her even closer to his throbbing cock. She even considered taking him into her mouth.

    “Ignore his cock,” Bella said, seemingly reading Lily’s mind. “He’ll get to enjoy an orgasm if he’s a good boy and does what he’s told.”

    Lily smiled at the way Bella controlled them with ease. 

    Bella’s fingers pulled out of her asshole and they were soon replaced with the slippery head of her strapon.

    “Tell me you want it, slut,” Bella demanded.

    Lily hadn’t been called a slut before. If Ben had done it she’d be furious, but hearing the word from Bella’s lips only turned her on more.

    “Fuck my ass,” Lily said.

    Ben’s tongue licked her clit faster as she demanded anal penetration from the dominant blonde standing behind her.

    “Please, take my ass while my husband watches.”

    Ben moaned and continued his oral assault on Lily’s clit.

    “Good girl,” Bella said as she pressed the head of her strapon dildo against Lily’s asshole and popped it inside.

    Lily groaned as a mixture of pain and pleasure spread through her loins. She reveled in the sense of submission that rushed through her body and filled her brain. The very idea of being on her knees and elbows in a Vegas hotel room while a dominant lesbian beauty fucked her asshole from behind was mind-boggling in the best way and it was her reality in that moment.

    Bella slowly, gently pushed more of her strapon into Lily’s ass while the submissive girl moaned and breathed through the pain of a normally tight hole being opened up.

    “Do you want more?” Bella asked as she ran her fingers up and down Lily’s smooth back.

    “Yes, please. Fuck me. Fuck my ass,” Lily said as Ben’s cock throbbed so close to her head.

    Bella’s hands came to rest on Lily’s hips and she pushed the full length of the slender strapon into her ass.

    “Yes,” Lily said breathlessly. “Yes, fuck me.”

    Bella began a slow, steady rhythm of deep thrusts that put Lily into a beautiful submissive state where she could do little more than moan. She’d relaxed enough for most of the pain to subside and quickly felt nearly overwhelmed by pure pleasure.

    The combination of Ben’s tongue on her clit and Bella’s strapon cock in her ass filled Lily’s head with a fog of lust and it felt like the rest of the room fell away. The pleasure of being double teamed was all she could concentrate on.

    “I’m gonna cum,” she yelled as Bella picked up the pace and pounded her ass harder.

    “Make your wife cum, Ben,” Bella demanded. “Lick her clit while I take her ass. Make your wife cum while she’s getting ass fucked like a good slut.”

    Ben licked her clit at the same steady rhythm and just a few seconds later Lily felt an explosion of pleasure spread outward from her pelvis. Her toes curled and her fingers involuntarily grasped the bed sheets as she lifted her head and screamed in intense, overwhelming pleasure.

    Bella pulled her cock from Lily’s ass and loosened the harness before letting it fall to the floor as Lily fell to her side and curled up in the bed while her thighs continued to tremble from the still-fading pleasure of an intensely satisfying orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she said to Bella.

    “My pleasure,” the beautiful blonde replied as she joined the couple in her bed.

    “Do you think your husband deserves to cum?” Bella asked.

    “Absolutely,” Lily said as her senses began to return.

    Ben looked hopeful as he laid there naked and stiff.

    “Tell me, Ben,” Bella began, “Are you going to be a good boy and let your wife fuck someone else tomorrow night? Are you going to be a good boy and watch as someone else takes her pussy in this bed?”

    Lily looked at her husband as he considered Bella’s question.

    “I want to watch,” he said. “I’ll be a good boy.”

    Bella smiled. “He’s going to have a bigger cock than you.” She gestured to Ben’s stiff erection. “Much bigger, in fact.”

    Lily felt a twinge of desire as she thought about the last time she fucked someone with a genuinely big cock. It had been years ago but the memory was still strong. She wasn’t going to argue with Bella finding her a one night stand with plenty to offer between his legs.

    Ben groaned at Bella’s suggestion, but Lily couldn’t tell if it was a groan of pleasure or pain.

    “Please, let me cum,” he begged.

    Lily smiled. He was clearly aroused from the anal show Bella had put on earlier and he always found it thrilling to go down on her, so no wonder he was sporting a throbbing erection.

    “I will, Ben, but I need to know that you’re going to be a good boy when you watch your wife cum on another man’s bigger, better cock tomorrow night? I can’t have you trying to start a fight in my hotel room. I need to know that you’re going to do what I tell you and watch as someone else gives your wife multiple mind-bending orgasms with his big cock,” Bella said.

    “I will be, I promise,” Ben said. “I’ll be a good boy and do as I’m told. I’ll watch without causing any problems.”

    “Come here, Lily,” Bella said.

    Lily crawled to the seductive blonde that had shown her such pleasure over the past two days. They shared a long, slow kiss as Ben watched.

    “Make me cum,” Bella whispered.

    Lily pulled off Bella’s panties and spread her legs to do as her domme desired.

    “Stroke your cock, Ben. Play with your thoroughly average dick as your wife goes down on me. Think about what you just watched and imagine your wife offering her mouth and pussy to a man with a far superior cock tomorrow night,” Bella demanded.

    Lily concentrated on the perfect pussy in front of her as she listened to the sound of Ben stroking his cock. She could hear the slickness of his precum and spit as he masturbated furiously. Lily knew it wouldn’t be long before her husband climaxed.

    “Good boy. Stroke your little dick while you watch your wife pleasure me. Stroke it as she offers me her tongue while you’re left with your hand.”

    Bella’s fingers entwined in Lily’s dark hair. She pulled the newly-bisexual beauty tighter between her legs and Lily eagerly dined on the only pussy she’d ever tasted.

    “Make me cum, Lily. Make me cum while your husband pulls on his little dick,” Bella said in an increasingly lusty voice.

    “That’s it. Make me cum.”

    Lily licked feverishly, just like Ben had done to her clit earlier. She desperately wanted to make Bella cum. She wanted to give her the kind of pleasure she’d experienced that evening.

    “She’s going to make me cum, Ben. Are you ready to blow your load? If you don’t finish by the time I’m done you’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

    Lily heard Ben stroke his cock faster. She heard him groan. He was close.

    “That feels so good, Lily. Make me cum while your husband watches.”

    In short succession Bella and Ben enjoyed their orgasms. Ben climaxed first as Lily heard him moan as he always did. Bella followed moments later as her grip on Lily’s hair tightened and her thighs closed around the pussy worshiping girl’s face.

    As the pleasure of orgasm spread through her body, Bella released Lily’s hair and pulled her closer. The two naked girls cuddled as Ben watched from the other side of the bed. He wore a look of pure bliss and smiled at his wife.

    Bella kissed Lily’s forehead before turning to Ben and saying, “Clean yourself up and retire to the couch. Your wife will be spending the night with me once again.”

    “Of course,” Ben said as he smiled at Lily and slid out of the bed and walked to the bathroom to clean up the cummy mess he’d made on his stomach.

    “Do you still want me to find someone else to fuck you tomorrow?” Bella asked as she caressed Lily’s hair.

    Lily liked that she was checking in again after the lust-fueled pleasures of the evening had reached their conclusion.

    “Absolutely,” she said. They were in Vegas. They promised to get a little wild. Lily couldn’t think of anything wilder than fucking another man and she wasn’t sure she’d get another chance once this trip was over. She was determined to live it up while she had the opportunity.
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    “How do you feel?” Bella asked.

    Lily smiled and said “I’ve never been so relaxed.”

    They’d just enjoyed hour long massages at the spa and were making their way towards the sauna.

    “You’re going to love the sauna,” Bella said as she reached out and took Lily’s hand in hers. She pulled the brunette close for a soft kiss and smiled at her.

    They slipped into the empty sauna and Bella flipped a small switch by the handle, indicating that it was occupied.

    “I booked a little private time for just the two of us. That’s why I love this place. They’re all about the exclusivity,” Bella said as she dropped her towel by the door and took a seat on the wooden bench.

    Lily admired Bella’s lithe naked body and soon joined her in dropping her towel and sitting on the bench.

    “Would you care for a little steam?” Bella asked.

    “Absolutely.”

    Bella filled the scoop with water and dropped it over the hot rocks. A cloud of steam rose over them and the humidity in the room rose almost instantly.

    “That feels good,” Lily said as she leaned her head against the wall and closed her eyes.

    Lily moaned as Bella’s fingers caressed her leg and moved to her inner thigh. “That feels good too,” she added.

    Bella was inches away from Lily’s pussy when someone knocked on the door.

    “Come in,” the leggy blonde domme called out.

    The door opened and a tall, exceptionally fit man with a towel around his waist walked in. Lily reflexively closed her legs and covered her breasts while Bella remained fully on display.

    “You can relax, Lily,” Bella said as she caressed her now tense leg. “This is Logan. He’ll be fucking you tonight.”

    Logan sat across from Lily and Bella and smiled. “Pleasure to meet you, Lily,” he said.

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” Lily replied, though she wasn’t nearly as confident as he was. Her legs were still crossed and she still had her arms over her breasts. She couldn’t quite relax.

    “It’s okay,” Bella said as she gently pulled Lily’s arms away from her breasts. “I know Logan well. He’s going to give you exactly what you need tonight and I thought it would be nice if you two met beforehand.”

    Lily took a deep breath, straightened her back, and let her hands fall to her sides. Logan made no effort to hide the fact that he was ogling her body.

    “You’re very beautiful, Lily,” he said.

    “She’s exquisite,” Bella said as her fingers gently pushed Lily’s legs open.

    Lily closed her eyes and moaned as Bella’s fingers moved towards her pussy once more. She opened her legs wider, knowing that Logan was watching. Lust coursed through her body as Bella expertly manipulated her.

    “Do you like what you see, Logan?” Bella asked as a finger pushed inside of Lily’s wet pussy.

    “I do,” he said.

    When Lily opened her eyes again she saw that Logan had set his towel aside and was half hard as he stared between her legs. His cock was exceptionally large, just as Bella had promised it would be.

    “What do you think, Lily?” Bella said as she pushed another finger inside the submissive brunette.

    Lily wasn’t sure what to say. She felt the lust that Bella was clearly trying to inspire, though. She wanted that big cock inside her.

    “She looks hungry for your cock, doesn’t she Logan?” Bella said to the man sitting across from them.

    Logan responded by wrapping his fingers around his dick and stroking it while he stared at Lily.

    All Lily could do was moan as Bella fingered her. She tried to imagine what it would be like to have that cock inside her. She wondered if Ben would be furious if she got fucked in the sauna without him there. She wondered if he had any idea what she was getting up to while he was enjoying an afternoon in the casino.

    “Why don’t you show Logan how talented your mouth is, Lily,” Bella suggested.

    Lily hesitated and looked at Bella. She didn’t say anything, but she felt nervous about going down on someone she’d just met.

    “Suck his cock, Lily,” Bella commanded.

    Lily stood and closed the distance between her and Logan in just a few steps. She looked at him and then down at his big cock as she fell to her knees.

    He reached out and ran his fingers through her hair as Lily grasped his cock and wrapped her lips around it. There was no point in wasting time. She was on her knees in front of him. His cock was in her hand. She was going to give the blowjob that Bella wanted to see.

    “That’s it, Lily. Show him what a good cocksucker you are,” Bella encouraged her from the other side of the sauna. “Show him how badly you want his big cock inside you.”

    Lily surrendered to the state of lust that dominated her brain as she swallowed Logan’s cock. She felt an overpowering sense of desire pulsing through her, as if the play with Bella from pervious nights had all led up to this. Sucking another man’s dick thrilled her too, and in a way she couldn’t quite explain. She just liked how naughty it felt.

    Lily moaned in surprise when Bella’s fingers suddenly pushed into her pussy. “You’re being such a good cocksucker for me,” she whispered.

    Lily increased her efforts to please Logan as Bella fingered her from behind. She wanted the orgasm that her domme implicitly promised with the skillful finger work in her cunt.

    Then, Bella brought it all to a halt. She grabbed a handful of Lily’s hair and pulled her mouth off of Logan’s cock. A long string of spit ran from the head of his throbbing dick to Lily’s lower lip as she looked up at the man she’d just pleasured.

    “Please, let me finish,” Lily said without thinking.

    Bella’s fingers pushed deep into Lily’s pussy one more time before she withdrew them.

    “You’ll get a chance to finish, but not until tonight,” Bella said. “Now thank him for letting you suck his cock.”

    “Thank you for letting me suck your cock,” Lily said. She couldn’t believe she was saying it even as the words left her lips.

    “Good girl,” Bella whispered. “Now, say goodbye to Logan. You’ll see him again tonight.”

    “Goodbye,” Lily said as she stood up and took the towel Bella offered her.

    “I’ll see you soon,” Logan said with a confident smile.

    
      

    

    “Your wife is going to have another man’s cock inside her tonight, Ben. How does that make you feel?” Bella asked.

    The sun had long since set and they were all in Bella’s hotel room awaiting the arrival of the man that would be fucking Lily.

    “I’m a little nervous, to be honest,” Ben answered.

    Lily wanted to reach out and pull Ben into a hug, but Bella was in control. Instead, she offered her husband a sweet, understanding smile.

    “That’s perfectly normal, Ben,” Bella said as she gently caressed Ben’s face. “Your wife is going to experience sex with someone else for the first time since you two started dating, and she’s going to fuck someone with a much bigger cock than yours. Isn’t that right, Lily?”

    “That’s right,” Lily said.

    Bella stood behind Ben and looked over his shoulder at Lily as she asked, “Tell your husband how you know that Logan is bigger.”

    Lily looked into Ben’s eyes and saw a flash of lust. He knew something naughty was coming his way and he couldn’t hide his desire.

    “I’ve seen his cock, Ben,” Lily said as she spread her legs and flashed her pussy at her husband.

    “Be honest, Lily,” Bella said as she moved to Ben’s side and ran her fingers over the front of his pants. She barely touched him, but Lily could see her teasing was effective.

    “I sucked his cock, Ben. I gave Logan a blowjob when we were at the spa,” Lily confessed. She couldn’t help but think about Logan’s cock as she told her husband how naughty she’d been. She thought about how good it felt between her lips and how badly she wanted to taste him again.

    “Worship your wife’s pussy, Ben,” Bella demanded.

    Ben moved between Lily’s legs and licked her pussy. She moaned as his tongue eagerly lapped at her clit.

    Lily’s hands moved to her husband’s head and she pulled him closer. She wanted to feel his flesh against hers. She wanted to experience every bit of his worship.

    It was while Ben was busy licking Lily’s pussy that Logan arrived. A knock on the door announced his presence as Bella said, “That’s good, Ben. She’s ready. Please strip and take your place on the couch.”

    Lily was surprised at the sudden wave of lust that washed over her as Logan walked into the room. She felt a sense of desperate desire to have his cock inside her, so much so that she hopped out of bed and fell to her knees in front of him.

    Bella smiled and said, “Look at the eager little slut getting on her knees for you, Logan. You must have made quite an impression on her in the sauna.”

    Bella turned to Ben and said, “Has she ever done that for you, Ben? Has she ever fallen to her knees with a desperately lusty look in her eyes? Has she ever wanted to suck your cock as badly as she wants to suck Logan’s cock right now?”

    “No,” Ben answered as he looked at his naked wife on her knees.

    “Go ahead, Lily. Suck his cock while your husband watches,” Bella said as she caressed Lily’s soft brown hair.

    Lily looked up at Logan as she unzipped his pants and pulled them to the floor. She felt ravenous in a way she’d never experienced. All she could think about was Logan’s big cock and how good it was going to feel inside her. A little preview at the sauna was more than enough to leave her weak in the knees and wild with desire for the man standing in front of her.

    As she wrapped her fingers around Logan’s half hard shaft and stroked him, Lily felt an overpowering sense of desire. She wanted so badly to play with her pussy. Just a little bit of pleasure would alleviate some of the frustrated lust that she was feeling, but she couldn’t. She knew she had to wait, that Bella was in control.

    Instead, Lily concentrated on pleasuring Logan. She looked up at him as her soft lips surrounded his cock and she offered a beautiful, long, slow blowjob.

    “That’s it, Lily. Suck his cock. Show him what a good girl you can be,” Bella said.

    Lily did as she was told. She swallowed as much of Logan’s cock as possible and listened to the man that would soon be fucking her moaning in pure pleasure. It made Lily feel good. It made her pussy wet with desire. It made her desperate to feel him push inside her.

    “That’s good,” Bella said. “Get on your hands and knees in my bed, Lily.”

    Lily followed her domme’s orders and moved to her hands and knees in the bed. Bella’s pussy soon appeared in her face as the leggy blonde sat against the pillows piled up at the headboard and parted her thighs.

    “Lick my pussy,” she said.

    Lily obeyed without hesitation. She licked Bella’s soaking wet pussy and moaned when Logan’s thick cock pressed against her cunt from behind.

    “He’s going to fuck you now, Lily. He’s going to fuck her tight little pussy and stretch you out, and you’re going to worship my pussy while he does it,” Bella explained as she ran her fingers through Lily’s hair and caressed her face.

    Logan’s cock slowly pushed into Lily from behind. She continued to lick Bella’s pussy as a series of low, soft moans escaped her lips. He was so big. He was so much bigger than Ben, who was sitting to the side and watching all of this unfold.

    “Oh my God,” Lily finally said. It came out involuntarily. He was just so big. His cock was so thick and so long. He reached places inside her that Ben had never gone before. He made her feel fuller than her husband ever had.

    “How does it feel, Lily?” Bella asked as she gently pulled Lily’s hair and lifted her head.

    “It’s so good,” Lily said breathlessly. “It’s so fucking good.”

    Bella smiled. “Better than your husband?”

    Lily hesitated. It was better. Much better. Not only was Logan bigger but he fucked her better. He fucked her with the confidence of a man that knew he was giving her something she lacked in her sex life.

    “Yes, much better,” she answered before crying out in pleasure. There was no point in lying. Ben was sitting right there and watching. He knew she didn’t moan like that for him. He knew she didn’t have that kind of wild, lusty look on her face when he fucked her. He knew it was better.

    “Take your cock out, Ben,” Bella ordered. “Masturbate while Logan fucks your wife. Stroke it while you watch her enjoy the kind of sex she actually craves.”

    Lily felt an orgasm building. The verbal barbs Bella was hurling at Ben turned her on immensely. She couldn’t help it.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Lily announced. “He’s going to make me cum!”

    “Your wife is going to cum on someone else’s big cock, Ben. He’s going to give her an orgasm while you sit there and stroke your little dick,” Bella said as she pulled Lily’s face back between her legs.

    As Logan pounded her from behind, Lily licked the wet pussy in front of her. She tasted Bella’s juices and massaged her clit, trying to pleasure the domme that had opened her eyes to the joys of broadening her sexual horizons.

    Lily licked right up until she had her orgasm. Then she released a guttural moan of pure pleasure that transformed into a scream. Her head came to rest on the sheets between Bella’s legs and her thighs trembled uncontrollably.

    Logan pulled out, seemingly sensing that Lily needed a break to recover from the most incredible orgasm of her life.

    “Oh my God,” she whispered. “That was…that was incredible. Thank you.”

    Lily wasn’t even sure who she was thanking. She was so deeply in awe of the experience she’d just had that she wanted to thank everyone.

    After her legs stopped trembling Lily rolled onto her back and looked at Logan’s big cock. It was thick, throbbing, and coated with the slick juices of her pussy. She wanted more.

    “Make love to her,” Bella said to Logan as she slipped out of the bed and moved to the couch to sit next to Ben.

    Logan moved between Lily’s legs and kissed her. It was a slow, surprisingly passionate kiss and she couldn’t help but sink into it. She wrapped her legs around him and her hands explored his muscular back and arms as they connected on a deep, sensual level.

    Logan’s cock pressed against her pussy lips and slipped inside Lily with ease as they continued kissing. She moaned into his mouth. It felt impossibly good.

    “It’s a little different than the doggystyle sex was, isn’t it Ben?” Bella asked. “It still turns you on though, doesn’t it?”

    “Yes,” Ben answered.

    “Is it because you love seeing your wife experience overwhelming pleasure, especially when you know it’s not the kind of pleasure you can provide her?”

    “I think so,” Ben said.

    Lily listened to them talk as Logan made love to her just as Bella had demanded. His thrusts were slow and deep. He kissed her neck and gently played with her breasts. She ran her fingers through his hair and over his back and ass. She moaned for him as another orgasm began to build between her legs.

    “Doesn’t she deserve this kind of pleasure all the time?” Bella said. “She shouldn’t have to come to Vegas just to have the kind of sex she deserves, should she?”

    Ben moaned. Lily could hear him masturbating. “No, she shouldn’t.”

    Lily considered a reality where she got to have a man like Logan fucking her whenever she wanted it, where Ben was willing to let her explore her desires however she saw fit. It was immensely arousing.

    “Do you want him to cum inside her, Ben? Do you want to see Logan cum in your wife’s pussy?” Bella asked.

    Lily could hear Ben stroking his cock faster. “Yes,” was all he said.

    “I need to hear you say it, Ben. Tell me you want Logan to cum in your wife’s pussy.”

    The sound of Ben stroking his cock got louder. “I want Logan to cum in my wife’s pussy,” Ben said.

    “You may cum inside her, Logan,” Bella said.

    Logan kissed Lily as he began to thrust harder and faster. The idea of him cumming inside her was intensely arousing. Lily knew she was going to climax soon.

    “Cum inside me,” she whispered to her lover. “Cum in my pussy.”

    Lily held her orgasm until Logan released his. Just as his thrusts hit their peak Lily released and let a climax rush through her body. Moments later Logan came inside her.

    “Isn’t that beautiful?” Bella asked Ben. “Isn’t that the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen?”

    Ben didn’t say anything. Instead, he had an orgasm of his own.

    “That’s it, Ben. Cum while he releases his seed inside your wife. Cum as another man claims her pussy,” Bella said.

    Ben groaned louder. Bella had crawled into his psyche and unleashed the submissive side of him that loved the idea of another man cumming in his wife.

    Lily listened to her husband cumming as she embraced Logan. She kept her legs wrapped around him and he made no move to pull out of her. She wanted to keep his cock inside her as long as possible.

    “You’re incredible,” she whispered to him.

    Logan kissed her lips softly and replied, “You too.”

    “Thank you,” Ben said. Lily looked to her side and saw that he was thanking Bella.

    “My pleasure,” Bella said. She took Ben’s hand in hers and gently rubbed his arm. “She deserves this, Ben, even when you’re at home. It’s pretty clear you crave it too. Let your wife have the sex she deserves, even if it’s not with you.”

    “I will,” Ben replied as he looked at Lily.

    She smiled at him. It was hard to know, but he seemed genuine. Lily hoped he was. She wasn’t sure she could go back to their old sex life. Their encounter with Bella had opened her eyes to a world of pleasure she’d never considered before. She wanted to stay in that world. She needed it. She couldn’t go without it.

    The End

  
    Last Week's Cuckold Captions

    In case you missed them, here are links to the cuckold captions posts on my private blog. Each post has five captioned pics and/or gifs.

    Cuckold Captions - January 13 

    Cuckold Captions - January 11 

    Cuckold Captions - January 10 

    Cuckold Captions - January 9 

    Cuckold Captions - January 8 

    Cuckold Captions - January 7 

  
    Last Week's Femdom Tier Blogposts

    Last week I started putting up blogposts exclusively for my femdom tier patrons. If you haven't seen them already, I think you're going to love them. Here they are:

    Would You Suffer for Me? 

    A Cuckold Serving His Purpose 

    Be Her Domesticated Submissive Cuckold 

    You're Going to Take it Up the Ass for Me, Cuck 

    I Own Your Locked Cock 

  
    Leap Year Birthday Cuckolding

    Alex woke up and rolled onto his side expecting to see his beautiful wife Aria sleeping soundly. Instead, he saw a folded piece of paper on her pillow.

    He picked it up and the scent of her perfume hit his nostrils as Alex opened the delicate paper and read his wife’s missive:

    My Dearest Husband,

    Happy birthday! I hope you slept well. I’m sorry I couldn’t be there when you woke up, but I have a lovely little surprise for your birthday and I had to get started early.

    You know I love to make your true birthdays special. They only come around once every four years, after all. I think I’ve outdone myself this year.

    On the kitchen table you’ll find an envelope with a keycard and the address and room number to a hotel. Please meet me in the room at 2:00 p.m. sharp. Your birthday present awaits.

    Your Loving Wife,

    Aria

    Alex held the note under his nose and breathed in his wife’s scent. He smiled. He loved that she’d thought enough to spray the paper with a dash of perfume.

    Alex let his head fall to the pillow and smiled as he stared at the ceiling. He thought of the sexual adventures they’d gone on for his previous leap year birthdays. Last time Aria had given him the gift of anal sex, which had turned out to be spectacularly hot. She’d made a whole production of offering him her anal virginity and it had ended in a mind-bending orgasm for him as he unloaded in his wife’s ass. That also stood out as the only time he’d had anal sex with his wife, which made the memory so much hotter.

    This would be his third leap year birthday with Aria and he couldn’t wait to see what she’d cooked up. He hopped out of bed, pulled on a t-shirt, and headed downstairs. There was an envelope on the kitchen table, just like Aria had said. In it was a keycard and the address to the Four Seasons. She’d spared no expense.

    Alex had a hearty late breakfast, took a long shower to make sure he was nice and clean for the afternoon’s fun, and put on something nice. He wanted to look good for whatever his wife had planned.

    He grabbed the enveloped, put the address in his phone, and followed the directions to the nicest hotel he’d ever been to.

    The valet took the car and Alex headed inside, taking a few moments to stare at the expansive, elegant lobby before following the signs to the elevators and taking one up to the 11th floor.

    As he walked down the hallway, Alex heard a loud, lusty moan drift his way. He smiled as he thought about his wife moaning in the same way. He figured he’d been inside her before long and she’d be screaming in pleasure as he fucked her.

    Alex referenced the note once more to make sure room 1121 was correct. He pulled the keycard from his pocket and hesitated as he heard the moan again. It was coming from the room his wife had booked. He smiled. Aria had clearly gotten started without him. She was just too horny to resist. She must have gotten all worked up putting his birthday surprise together.

    Alex slipped the keycard into the door, pulled on the handle, and stepped into the room. A trail of red rose petals led down the hallway and into the large, open area of the suite. Alex saw the flickering light of half a dozen candles Aria had placed around the room as he slowly followed the rose petal trail.

    “Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me,” Aria said as he approached.

    Alex stopped in his tracks. Was he in the wrong room? He looked at the keycard as if it could provide the answer.

    “Alex, honey, come in,” Aria called out. “Just a few more steps and you get to see your birthday surprise.”

    Alex tentatively stepped forward. He was suddenly very nervous about what he was going to see.

    “Happy birthday, honey,” Aria said as Alex stepped into the main room.

    His wife was dressed in a strappy black lingerie set with stockings and shiny black high heels with bright red bottoms. More importantly, there was another man’s cock inside her. She was having reverse cowgirl sex and she had a giddy smile on her face as she looked at her husband.

    “What do you think about your surprise?” Aria asked as she reached up and ran her fingers through her long dark hair.

    Alex stood stone still, unable to conjure a response.

    Aria leaned forward and began to bounce her pussy on the other man’s cock. She moaned and a smile crossed her face.

    “Isn’t this what you fantasize about, honey?” Aria asked. “Don’t you want to be a cuckold? Isn’t this the kind of thing you watch when you jerk off?”

    Alex nodded. Aria was right. He had no idea how she knew, but she was right.

    “That’s what I thought,” she said. “So why don’t you take your clothes off and get on your knees like a good cuckold should do when his wife is fucking another man’s bigger, better cock.”

    The fog of confusion that had enveloped Alex’s brain began to clear. He kicked off his shoes, pulled off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, and stripped out of his pants. He yanked his underwear off and walked towards the bed.

    “On your knees,” Aria said.

    Alex fell to his knees at the foot of the bed. Aria offered her hand and he reached up to take it.

    “You have a very naughty fantasy life, Alex,” she said. “And I’ve had a great deal of fun exploring it and learning how to be a good cuckoldress for you.”

    “You have?” he asked.

    Aria smiled as she continued to ride the cock inside her. “You have no idea,” she said. “I didn’t understand it at first, but I learned. I learned about your desires. I learned about the things a cuckold likes. I learned how to make your fantasies a reality.”

    Aria sat up and leaned back, giving Alex a perfect view of the other man’s cock in her pussy. He was quite large and most definitely not wearing a condom.

    “I had to do a little experimenting, of course,” Aria said. “This isn’t the first time Christian’s fucked me. It’s not even the tenth time.”

    Alex instinctively reached between his legs and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    “No, no,” Aria said. “A good cuckold doesn’t masturbate until he’s been given permission. He doesn’t put his pleasure above the pleasure of his cuckoldress. Do you understand?”

    Alex released his stiff cock and nodded at his wife.

    “Good boy,” she said before lifting her pussy off of Christian’s big cock and moving to the edge of the bed.

    Aria spread her legs and Alex moved closer. He stared at her puffy wet pussy lips and the slippery pink flesh inside her. He looked up at his wife and saw the broad, beautiful smile on her face.

    Aria reached out and gently pulled him closer as she said, “Taste my pussy, Alex. Do what a good cuckold does. Lick my pussy after another man’s been inside me.”

    Alex pushed his tongue into his wife’s pussy. The taste was far different than usual.

    “Can you taste his cock?” Aria asked.

    Alex looked up at her and nodded as he probed his wife’s pussy with his tongue.

    “Do you like that you can taste his cock inside me? Do you like that you’re eating your wife’s pussy mere seconds after another man was inside her?” Aria asked.

    Alex nodded again.

    “Do you like your birthday present?” she asked.

    Alex nodded vigorously. “I love it,” he said before returning to her freshly-fucked cunt and dipping his tongue inside.

    Aria let him worship her for a few moments more before gently pushing his head back and moving to her hands and knees in the bed.

    Christian moved to his knees behind her, slipped his cock into her pussy, and began thrusting. The sounds of sex soon filled the hotel room once more.

    “How long have you fantasized about being a cuckold?” Aria asked.

    “Years,” Alex answered as he watched his wife’s breasts sway with every thrust of the other man’s cock in her pussy. “I used to fantasize about it every once in a while. Now it’s really the only thing I fantasize about.”

    “You don’t have to fantasize anymore,” Aria said. “You’re a cuckold now, honey, and unlike past leap year gifts, this one isn’t going to be a onetime thing.”

    “Really?” Alex asked.

    Aria smiled, closed her eyes, and moaned as Christian fucked her harder. The sounds of sex grew louder.

    “The freedom is too much to pass up,” Aria said. “Fucking other men has provided me with a kind of satisfaction I didn’t know I could experience anymore. I get to fuck anyone I want, whenever I want. I get to do as I please with my body and I don’t need your permission. I get to find a man with a bigger, better cock than yours and give my pussy to him as many times as he wants it.”

    Alex desperately wanted to masturbate. His wife had seemingly become the thing he fantasized about. She’d become a confident, sexy slut, eager to experience the joys of fucking other men.

    “The best part is, it’s going to get so much hotter now that you know. I’ve been dreaming about turning you into a good little cuckold bitch like the ones in the videos you watch and the stories you read. Now I get to do it,” Aria said before closing her eyes again and unleashing a deep, beautiful moan. “Are you going to be a good little cuckold bitch for me?”

    Alex nodded. It felt like his entire body was vibrating with pleasure. His cock ached with a desire for release. 

    “I knew you’d be a good boy for me,” Aria said. “I knew you’d love it that I had found a bigger, better man to fuck me. I knew it would drive you wild to watch him fill my pussy with his big cock. I knew you’d be a good little cuckold bitch and watch him fuck me on your birthday.”

    Christian fucked Aria harder and she seemed to lose the ability to speak. All she could do was moan as Alex watched.

    “I’m gonna cum,” she said. “Fuck, make me cum, baby. Make me cum on that big cock.”

    Christian fucked her harder, seemingly extracting an orgasm out of Aria with his cock. She collapsed onto the bed and grasped the comforter in her hands as she screamed.

    Christian pulled out and Aria rolled onto her back. Alex watched the other man lean down and kiss his wife in a deep, intimate kind of way. It was equal parts painful and arousing to witness a moment like that between two people who had clearly been lovers for far longer than he would have imagined.

    “I want to compare,” Aria said to Christian.

    He rolled off of her and out of the bed. Alex looked at the other man’s body, which was unquestionably fitter than his own. Christian’s cock was far larger, too, with his impressive thickness being the most obvious difference.

    “Stand up, cuckold,” Aria said as she rolled over and sat at the edge of the bed.

    Alex stood up and Christian moved to stand next to him. Aria reached up and held both their cocks in her hands.

    “Tell me, cuckold. Which of you has the better cock?” she asked.

    “He does,” Alex answered.

    Aria stroked him a little. “It feels good to be honest, doesn’t it?”

    Alex nodded.

    “Whose cock do you think makes me cum harder, yours or his?” she asked.

    “His,” Alex answered.

    Aria stroked him a little faster and he moaned at the sheer pleasure of her skilled fingers moving up and down his shaft.

    “Good answer, my sweet cuckold husband,” she said. “If I could only choose one of your cocks to fuck me for the rest of my life, which would I choose?”

    Alex wanted to say his cock. He wanted to believe that his wife would choose to have sex with her husband if she could only have one man for the rest of her life, but he suspected she wasn’t in a place where that was true.

    “His,” he answered.

    Aria smiled and stopped stroking his cock. She released Alex and wrapped both hands around Christian’s big dick. “That’s right, cuckold. I’d choose his cock even if it meant never having my husband inside me again. That’s how much better he is. I’d choose never getting to fuck you again over having to give up his cock.”

    Aria sank to her knees in front of both men and took Christian’s cock into her mouth. She kept her lips sealed tight around his thick shaft as she swallowed as much of him as she could. Alex couldn’t help but groan as he watched his wife offer up such intense pleasure to another man.

    “I’ve let you fuck me in the past few months because I didn’t want to raise your suspicions,” Aria said as she stroked Christian’s saliva-soaked cock, “but that ends now. You’re banned from my pussy until I decide you’ve earned the chance to fuck me again.”

    Alex felt a wave of panic rise up in him, but it was quickly followed by a powerful sense of lust.

    “How do I earn that chance?” he asked.

    Aria smiled and said, “I’m glad you asked, honey. You earn that chance by being a good cuckold.”

    She took Christian’s cock into her mouth again and Alex dropped to his knees beside her.

    “You want to be a good cuckold for me, don’t you?” Aria asked as she gripped Christian’s big dick.

    “I do,” Alex said.

    Aria leaned closer and kissed him. She pushed the taste of her lover’s cock into Alex’s mouth with her tongue. She exchanged saliva with him.

    “A cuckold never forgets his place,” she whispered before going back to her lover’s dick and sucking on it. She offered Christian’s testicles attention too before turning back to Alex and kissing him once more, this time with the flavor of another man’s balls on her tongue.

    “He’s better than you,” she said. “He’s a superior man. He’s got a bigger cock, but it’s more than that. He fucks me better. He makes me cum harder than you ever have, even when we were first together and the sex was hot. It’s hotter with him. It’s what I need. It’s what I’m going to keep having for as long as I damn well please.”

    “Of course,” Alex answered.

    Aria smiled, kissed him once more, and said, “Get on the bed. On your back with your head right at the edge.”

    Alex hopped to his feet and got on his back in the bed. His head hung just a few inches off the end of the bed and Aria soon climbed on top of him in a 69 position, though he suspected she wouldn’t be playing with his cock.

    “Fuck me,” she said to Christian.

    The other man appeared behind Alex and slipped his long, thick, bare cock into Aria’s pussy. Alex marveled at the sight of his wife opening up for another man. The sounds of slippery, hard, wet sex soon filled his ears as little bits of juice dripped out onto his face every time Christian pounded his length into her.

    “Show him, Christian. Show my cuckold why you get to fuck me and he doesn’t. Show him why I’ve been taking your cock for the past two months. Show him why I can’t resist you,” Aria said.

    Christian fucked her hard and deep and Alex was so entranced by it all he didn’t want to blink. He didn’t want to miss even a split second of his cuckolding.

    “I want your cum inside me,” Aria said after a few minutes of hard pounding. “I want your cum deep inside my married pussy. Fill me. Fill me up.”

    Christian fucked her harder. The sounds of vigorous, wet pussy pounding filled Alex’s ears as his wife continued to beg for her lover’s cum deep inside her.

    Christian unleashed a loud groan as he held his cock halfway in Aria’s pussy. Alex watched the shaft pulse and the balls bounce a little. He was witnessing another man cum in her pussy. There was no question. He was watching someone else deliver a creampie into his wife’s cunt and he was doing so from just a few inches away.

    When Christian pulled out Alex stared at his wife’s gaping pussy for a few moments before Aria sat on his face.

    “Eat his cum, cuckold,” she said.

    Alex didn’t really have a choice. His wife’s pussy was on his mouth and the cum was leaking out. He opened up and pushed his tongue inside her. He received his first cuckold creampie. He gagged a little as the overpowering taste hit his tongue, but there was nothing to do but swallow.

    “Swallow his cum, cuckold. You’re going to be doing this a lot from now on, so get used to it. Remember, a good cuckold always eats the cum of superior men. I know you’ve watched videos like this. I know you’ve jerked off to this. I know you’ve made your cuckold cock cum to the sight of a cum slurping cuckold.”

    She was right. Alex had fantasized about eating a creampie countless times. As it turned out, reality was far more arousing than the fantasy had ever been.

    When she was mostly empty, Aria lifted her pussy from Alex’s face and spun around. She straddled him and smiled.

    “Happy birthday, cuckold,” she said.

    “Thank you,” he replied with a giddy smile on his face. He could still taste Christian’s cum in his mouth and his throat burned a little from the salty liquid. “Thank you so much.”

    “It’s only 3:00. We’re just getting started,” she said. “Christian has impressive stamina, so I expect you’ll eat quite a bit more cum before checkout. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you eat your own.”

    Alex hoped he was going to be lucky.

  
    Learn to Cum from Anal, Cuckold

    Your wife and mistress has a goal in mind. She’s going to train you to cum from anal sex. She’s going to make it so there’s never any reason to take you out of your cage. She’s going to ensure that you remain a locked cuckold forever.

    Plus, she knows that once you have an orgasm with her bull’s cock in your ass, you’ll never argue about your masculinity again. You’ll accept your place. You’ll understand that you have no right to be unlocked, that you have no right to demand that she let you out and make you cum. You’ll definitely understand that you have no right to fuck her anymore.

    It all begins with this. Your cock locked up tight while she fucks your ass. It might take some time, but she’s going to get you there. You’re going to be an anal-only cuckold.

    It doesn’t feel so bad, does it? You like being bent over and taken from behind by your dominant wife. You like the way she fucks you hard and fast. You like the way she moans as she’s pounding your asshole. You like that she clearly gets turned on. You like that she’s training you to cum from anal sex. You like that you might spend the rest of your life locked in chastity.

    “Take it bitch,” she says. You like that, too. You like it when she calls you names. You like it when she humiliates you while she’s fucking you. “That’s it, whore. Take my cock. Moan for me. Moan like a little slut as I stretch out that ass.”

    You like that your cock is locked up. You like how it concentrates all your sexual energy on your asshole. You like how the chastity cage is rewiring your sexuality. You like how you’ve become so desperate to get fucked. You know it’s the only way you’re going to get the release you crave, so you’ve started begging your wife for it.

    “Please, fuck me,” you say while holding her strapon. You want her to put it on and bend you over. You want her to lube her cock and thrust it into your ass. You want her to make you moan like a bitch.

    Most of all, you want her to make you cum. You don’t know how long it’s going to take, but you want her to get you there. You want her to train you to cum from getting your ass fucked.

    Have you ever seen anything sexier than that smile on her face? She loves that you’re locked up and taking her cock in your ass. She loves that you’re bent over with your ass up and her beautiful, long, rubber dick sliding into your tight little asshole. She loves that her cuckold husband is eagerly being trained to cum from anal sex.

    Commit yourself to this. Beg her to fuck you every day. Beg her to savage your ass with her strapon cock. Beg her to make you moan as she guides her beautiful dick into you. Beg her to make you cum, and soon you’ll be having anal-only orgasms.

  
    Learn to Serve - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Your wife closed her eyes and purred with pleasure as you massaged her feet. You ran your fingers up her calves, past her knees, and up her thighs, stopping a few inches short of her crotch before you returned all the way to her feet. You knew better than to try and pleasure her without permission, though your dick had already come to life at the thought of being able to touch the pussy you were no longer allowed to fuck.

    "Would you like to see my pussy?" she asked, seemingly reading your mind.

    "Yes, please," you replied.

    Your wife opened her eyes and smiled at you. She studied your face as you continued to rub her feet and then she asked, "It's thrilling to serve me, isn't it?"

    You nodded. "I'm grateful that you allow me to serve you. I really am."

    Two months had passed since your wife informed you that the structure of your marriage would change, that the presence of a bull in her life had shifted how she thought of you. You'd no longer be permitted to fuck her, for you weren't anywhere near as capable as her bull, and letting you put your cock in her perfect pussy would only be a disappointment for your wife, and she doesn't deserve to feel any disappointment when it comes to sex.

    "I know you are," she replied. "And you've done such a good job of showing it." Your wife flashed a soft, seductive smile that thrilled you and then added, "There was a time when I had to ask for a foot rub. Now you do it without being told. There was also a time when you'd try to touch and lick my pussy without asking. Now you understand that you need permission to pleasure me, because now you understand that offering me pleasure of any kind is a privilege, and a man like you must earn the right to that privilege."

    You slowly ran your fingers up her calves, past her knees, and up her smooth, supple thighs once more. As you did, your wife smiled and slipped a hand into the pink satin tap shorts she wore almost entirely to tease you, for she knew how much you loved the look of them.

    She closed her eyes and masturbated as you rubbed her thighs, denying you the pleasure of both seeing her pussy and being the one to offer her the sexual stimulation she clearly craved. You thought about begging for the chance to remove her shorts and play with her pussy, but your wife was well aware of your desire to help her cum and if she wanted to grant you that pleasure she would do so when she was ready.

    She pulled her fingers from her satin shorts and held them up. You stared at her slick flesh as your wife asked, "How do you feel when you think of sucking my bull's cock?"

    "Aroused," you answered.

    She smiled. Gleefully, in fact. She pulled her feet from your lap, sat up, and then crawled towards you. She rubbed her slick fingers over your lips and then pushed them into your mouth.

    "Yeah? It turns you on to think of sucking dick for me?" she asked.

    You nodded. You weren't proud of that fact, but it was undeniably true. The moment she asked the question you'd thought of having her bull's cock in your mouth. You thought of all the times you'd blown him on her behalf. You thought of all the orgasms you'd had while doing so. You knew that she was training you to experience pleasure when sucking his cock and you knew it had worked like a charm. Even if you told yourself you shouldn't find it arousing to suck dick, you couldn't help it.

    "It turns me on, too," she said softly while pushing her fingers deeper into your mouth. Her lips found their way to your neck and she offered a series of soft, impossibly seductive kisses before adding, "I like that I've turned my cuckold husband into an eager cocksucker. I like that you're so eager to serve me and my bull that your dick gets hard just thinking about it. I like that your cock leaks precum when you take him in your mouth. I like that you're such a good little cocksucker for me, baby. I like that you're quickly becoming a cock whore. A naughty, dirty, filthy little cock whore that gets off on having a real man's dick in your mouth."

    Your wife reached between your legs and stroked your cock as she whispered those words into your ears. She filled your body with lust while filling your head with thoughts of service to her and her bull. She penetrated your mouth - with her fingers instead of his cock - and penetrated your brain, luring you into a state of intense desire while reinforcing everything she'd already done to change you into a cuckold cocksucker.

    She pulled her fingers from your mouth and wrapped them around your cock, using your saliva to lube your shaft. The sounds of wet stroking filled the air as her lips found yours. Her tongue invaded aggressively and you moaned as she teased the head of your cock, dragging you even deeper into a state of desire.

    "Does your cock deserve the pleasure I'm giving it right now?" she asked.

    "No," you answered. "Any pleasure you give me while I'm not serving you or your bull is above and beyond what I deserve. It's a gift. It's a gift I treasure."

    "And what other gifts do I give you?" she asked.

    "You allow me to serve you and your bull," you replied.

    She smiled and kissed you again. Her tongue invaded your mouth again. She gripped your shaft tightly and stroked you slowly, paying special attention to the throbbing head of your cock and eliciting a series of beautiful moans as lust engulfed your body.

    Then your wife released your cock, got up off the couch, and pointed to the floor at her feet before taking off her lovely little shorts and exposing her pussy. You dropped to your knees in front of her without a moment's hesitation and she smiled before gently running her fingers through your hair and caressing your face.

    "You may kiss my pussy," she said.

    You leaned in, pursed your lips, and showered your wife's pussy with kisses.

    "I enjoyed the show you put on for me last weekend," your wife said with a smile. "I came so much harder than I thought I would."

    The 'show' she was referring to was the oral sex you'd offered her bull last weekend. You'd sucked his cock countless times by that point, of course, but what made that particular night different was that he hadn't fucked your wife. He hadn't done much of anything with her outside of a bit of kissing. Instead, she'd made you pleasure him while she masturbated. She'd made you strip him naked and work his cock with your mouth and hands until he rewarded you by cumming in your mouth. She'd played with her pussy the entire time and she'd experienced a massive orgasm while you took his load. She'd let you masturbate, too, though she'd denied you the pleasure of actually cumming.

    "I continue to be surprised at how arousing I find your willingness to serve," she continued. "It turns us both on to think of you on your knees for him. To think of you being a willing cock whore because you understand your place, because you've embraced that the only way you can offer me even a hint of sexual pleasure is to serve me and my bull."

    "I love to serve you," you said between kisses against her perfect pussy. "I do."

    You weren't just telling your wife what she wanted to hear. She'd so thoroughly associated your pleasure with service that you meant every word you'd said.

    "And you love to serve him, too, don't you?" she asked.

    "Yes," you admitted. "I love to serve your bull. I love to serve his cock. I love to serve his balls. I love to serve both of you. I do."

    She stepped back and offered her hand. You took it and your wife helped you to your feet. She wrapped her fingers around your stiff cock and led you out of the living room and into your bedroom. She kissed you softly. Her tongue danced with yours as she stroked you a little faster, eliciting a moan and luring you ever closer to an orgasm state.

    "Get on your hands and knees in the bed," she said.

    You hesitated for a moment as you tried to puzzle out why she'd want you on your hands and knees.

    "Now," she demanded.

    You crawled into the bed and took the position she'd instructed. Your wife stepped behind you and ran her fingers over your ass cheeks before spreading them. You looked back to see her spit and a moment later you felt the warmth of her saliva against your asshole.

    She reached for the nightstand and pulled the drawer open. She removed a shiny silver butt plug. She caught your gaze, smiled, and pressed the tip of the plug against your asshole.

    You resisted. Your body tightened at the invasion. Your anus refused to let it inside. Your wife rubbed your lower back and moved the tip of the plug around your asshole.

    You closed your eyes. She hadn't said a word, but she didn't need to. You knew what she wanted. You took a deep breath. Relaxation spread through you. The plug slipped inside you. Your asshole had been penetrated. Your wife had filled you.

    She moved the plug in and out, stretching your anus over and over. Discomfort mixed with just a hint of pleasure. That pleasure grew the longer she stretched your asshole. Her soft moans and the feel of her delicate fingers moving over your lower back aided your wife in drawing you back to a state of arousal.

    "I like that you're not fighting me," she said. "You would have fought me a few months ago. You would have crawled away. You would have begged me not to fuck your ass. You would have felt all sorts of concern about what it meant about your sexuality. You would have felt the inherent humiliation of letting your wife stretch out your tight little asshole."

    She was right. Of course she was. What man willingly surrenders his asshole to his wife?

    "That was before you became a cocksucker for me though, wasn't it?" she asked with a smile. "That was before you started swallowing so much of my bull's cum. That was before you understood that service is what brings you pleasure."

    She slid the plug in your ass and left it there. You looked back to see your wife remove her top, leaving her naked in your bedroom. Then she smiled, turned, and walked away.

    "Stay there," she said. "On your hands and knees."

    You watched her leave. You wondered where she was going and what she had planned. Why were you on your hands and knees in your bed? Why did you have a plug in your ass?

    One possible answer came to mind right away. You pushed the thought out of your head, though. Yes, your wife had made you a cocksucker. She'd had her bull feed you countless loads of cum. She'd had you suck his cock and balls each and every time he came over to fuck her, but surely she wouldn't take that next step.

    The doorbell rang. Your wife answered it. She did so without her clothes on, which meant she was welcoming her bull to the house. Your pulse quickened as you remained on your hands and knees in the bed. The unthinkable suddenly seemed inevitable. Your asshole tightened around the plug.

    Your wife and her bull stepped into the bedroom. He was already naked. His cock was already hard. It seemed to be slick, too, like she'd already gone down on him.

    "Doesn't he look good?" she asked. "On his hands and knees with his ass plugged like a good little whore?"

    "He does," her bull replied with a smile.

    Your arms trembled. Your heart raced. Your asshole tightened once more. It still seemed impossible that your wife was about to have her bull fuck you.

    "Are you ready to serve?" she asked you. "Are you ready to show me that you understand your place?"

    You shook your head.

    Your wife smiled, gave her bull a soft kiss, and crawled into the bed. She ran her fingers over your ass and up your back. She ran them into your hair and then back down your back. They made their way between your legs and she gripped your half-hard cock and stroked you slowly.

    Her lips found the back of your neck and she kissed you softly as your cock quickly reached a fully erect state. "I know you're nervous," she whispered. "I know you're probably scared. I know you think it's going to hurt. I know you're probably wondering how you're going to feel after he fucks you and cums inside you. I know you're probably wondering how I'm going to feel about you after I watch another man cum in your ass."

    You nodded.

    "You don't need to worry about any of that," she said softly and with a gentle smile. "This isn't all that different from sucking his cock and making him cum in your mouth. This is simply offering a different hole for his pleasure. This is just your way of fully embracing your place, of showing us both that you're willing to serve in every possible way. This is how you show me and my bull that you're willing to do whatever it takes to make us happy."

    As she talked, your wife stroked you with such skill that arousal quickly enveloped the entirety of your body. Your legs trembled slightly and when she kissed you, you parted your lips and welcomed her tongue between them. You moaned as she invaded your mouth and when you felt his hand on your ass and his fingers pulling the plug from your asshole, you moaned again. The fear you'd felt had mostly washed away. In its place was desire, desire stoked by your wife's whispered words and skilled hand.

    He penetrated you. His fingers slid into your ass. Your wife moaned and stroked you a little faster. "How does it feel to have my husband on his hands and knees for you?" she asked her bull.

    "Hotter than I expected," he replied. "It turns out that I really like the idea of fucking your husband in front of you. I like the idea of really putting him in his place while you watch, of taking away whatever remained of his manhood."

    Your wife moaned and you felt the head of her bull's cock against your asshole. He applied gentle pressure and you opened up for him. He pushed into you and pulled out immediately. He rubbed the head around your asshole and then spit on it. He pushed inside you again and you closed your eyes as a man slowly took your anal virginity.

    "It's okay," your wife said. "The truth is, there wasn't much of your manhood left, was there? After all, you've been a cocksucker for the past two months. You've been taking loads from the man that now fucks your wife instead of you. You've been licking his dick and balls and taint while he fucks me. You've been devouring his thick cum after he gives me a screaming orgasm with the cock that's now in your asshole. Yes, he's taking what remains of your manhood and solidifying your place as my cuckold, but I think we both know that's what you were always destined to be."

    You felt his pubic hair against your ass. His cock was buried inside you. Despite the discomfort and humiliation of being fucked, your wife's hand felt wondrous around your dick as she stroked you slowly while her bull began to pull out.

    "You won't serve like this often," your wife said, "but I will have him fuck you whenever you forget your place or act as though you deserve anything resembling the sort of pleasure a typical husband enjoys with his wife. You don't deserve that. You never deserved that. Giving it to you was a mistake. You don't fuck me anywhere near as good as he does, so now you're on your hands and knees getting fucked in the ass by a real man."

    He pushed into your ass with greater force than the first thrust. He pulled out slowly and filled you in rhythm. He was fucking you. He was no longer merely holding his cock in your ass. You were getting fucked by a man. You were on your hands and knees in the bed you shared with your wife and you were getting fucked by the man that had taken your place in that bed.

    "Does it feel good?" she asked.

    You shook your head.

    "My hand feels good though, doesn't it?" she asked with a smile.

    "Yes," you admitted.

    "And you're going to cum with a man's cock in your ass," she added. "You're going to feel the ultimate pleasure as he pounds you from behind."

    It was true. You knew it was true because she could make it happen. She was in control.

    "In fact, you're going to cum as he's cumming in your ass," she said. "You're going to cum like a good little bitch."

    He fucked you harder and faster. You gritted your teeth from the pain and humiliation, and yet your cock was alive with pleasure from the way she stroked you.

    Your wife leaned against your back and kissed your neck. You felt the soft flesh of her breasts against your skin and her fingers tightened around your cock to deliver greater pleasure.

    "I think this is the only way I'll allow you to cum for a few months," she said. "Maybe longer. I think I'll deny you for a while, too. After tonight's orgasm, I'll deny you for weeks. I'll deny you until you're insane with desire, until you're ready to beg me to have my bull fuck your ass so you can have an orgasm. I'll have you begging for cock like some dirty little faggot."

    You could hear the lust in her voice. Every word she uttered seemed to turn her on even more. Her desire was infectious. It filled you and made her cock stroking even more arousing.

    The thrusts into your ass started to hurt less, too. You got used to his size. Your asshole relaxed. Instead of pain you felt a dull ache and just a hint of pleasure as his cock stimulated the nerves that lined your anus.

    You moaned as he fucked you and your wife jerked you off. You felt agony, too, as you considered the idea that you'd be getting fucked any time you wanted an orgasm. It was all so dirty, so humiliating...and yet you were so turned on. You could already feel your brain building the association between pleasure and anal sex. You could feel it and you hated it, and yet you couldn't resist it.

    "Beg him to cum in your ass," your wife said. "Beg him to cum in your tight little asshole and I'll give you an orgasm."

    He fucked you harder. Your loins were alive with intense pleasure. You were on the verge of an orgasm. You weren't thinking straight.

    "Cum in my ass," you said. "Please, cum in my ass. Fucking cum in my ass!"

    Your wife kissed your neck, shoulders, and upper back. She moaned like she was the one getting fucked and it turned you on even more.

    She timed your orgasm perfectly. You came right as he buried his cock inside you and filled the bedroom with grunts and groans of pleasure. He came in your ass as you came on the sheets beneath you. Your cock pulsed with pleasure as his did the same in your previously virginal asshole.

    "That's it," your wife said softly. "Cum like a good boy for me. Cum with his cock in your ass. Cum while you service a real man's pleasure."

    Her words wormed their way into your brain as the aftershocks of sexual delight worked their way through you. As your head cleared, though, it was undeniable that you had a cock in your ass, that you'd suffered a fairly intense humiliation and that you were still in the midst of suffering it.

    Your wife released your cock and moved until her face was right in front of yours. She smiled and then kissed you softly as he pulled out. Your asshole gaped open for a few moments and then closed up as her tongue slipped into your mouth and she moaned.

    "You can get cleaned up in the bathroom," she whispered. "Then he and I are going to shower together. When we're done, you're going to suck his cock until he's ready to fuck me. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," you replied.

    She smiled, caressed your face, and kissed you once more. Then she walked away and not long after she was kissing her bull.

    "Thank you for fucking him," she said.

    "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure," he replied as you crawled out of the bed and headed for the bathroom to get cleaned up.

    "And you'll do it again when he's ready a few weeks from now?" she asked. "When he begs for it?"

    He laughed. "Of course I will. You know I love putting him in his place. You know it's hot for me."

    "Me too," she replied.

    You looked over your shoulder to see them kissing again. You could see your wife's desire for the man that had just fucked you and cum in your ass. You could see her intense lust.

    You felt a surprising sense of happiness as you felt responsible for that lust. Your willingness to serve was responsible for it, at least, and that felt good. That felt really good. Just like it would feel good to suck his cock for her after they'd showered together. It would feel good to serve, because that was your purpose.

  
    Learn to Serve - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Wow, this place is beautiful," your wife said as you pulled up to the Airbnb you'd rented for the weekend. "You did a good job, cuck."

    "You really did," her bull added.

    You were driving. They were in the backseat. They'd fucked once on the two hour drive to the coast. It had started with a blowjob but your wife had gotten so turned on that she needed her bull's cock inside her. They'd been kind enough to move to the middle of the backseat so you could look in the rearview mirror and see at least part of your wife's body as she bounced up and down on her bull's cock.

    That was an hour ago. They'd spent the rest of the drive talking very much like a couple would. They let you chime in from time to time, but it wasn't your job to be her husband on this particular weekend. It was your job to serve. That's increasingly become your job in your marriage.

    It began when she cuckolded you with a far superior man and found that he was better than you at just about everything. Your wife quickly made it clear that you'd need to learn to serve if you wanted to remain in her life. You wanted that very much, so you learned to serve her desires. Luckily, you happen to find a great deal of pleasure in doing so.

    You were the one to suggest they go on a trip. You suggested that you be allowed to come along to serve them to ensure that they thoroughly enjoy their trip to the coast. You booked the Airbnb. You packed for your wife. You loaded her bags into the car and drove to his house to pick him up. You loaded his bags, too. He didn't even bring them out of the house. That was your responsibility as he climbed into the backseat to make out with your wife while you dragged his suitcase to the car.

    You let them into the Airbnb and then returned to the car to retrieve their things. You pulled their suitcases inside and took them to the master bedroom on the second floor that featured an incredible ocean view along with a private deck from which they could enjoy that view.

    You brought in your suitcase and put it in the much smaller bedroom on the first floor. It had a lovely view of the beach but there was no deck. You set your suitcase on the bed and then headed back to the car to bring the wine and pantry supplies you'd packed.

    When the car was empty you found your wife and her bull standing on the house's main deck that was accessed from the living room. She was in front of the railing and he was behind her with his arms tightly around her waist. As you opened the sliding glass door your wife turned her head, but not to look at you. Instead, she shared a beautiful, deep kiss with her bull as he pushed a hand down the front of her denim shorts, eliciting a moan into his mouth as he no doubt found her pussy.

    "Can I help you, cuck?" your wife asked after the kiss.

    "I was going to run to the grocery store to pick up some food and essentials. I just wanted to see if there was anything special either of you wanted," you said.

    She smiled. "How considerate of you. I trust you to buy everything we need, though."

    "Me too," her bull replied.

    You nodded, headed back inside, and got back in the car. You drove to the local grocery store, grabbed a cart, and loaded up on everything you'd need to make sure your wife and her bull were as happy as could be for their weekend. You'd be tasked with preparing most of their meals - they were going to go to a restaurant at least once - and you made sure to buy the finest ingredients to prepare them truly delicious culinary delights. You bought ingredients to whip up a few cocktails, some candles to add a little romance to a meals you'd serve on the deck, and an extra bottle of sunscreen to ensure no one got burned over the long weekend.

    You returned home with a trunk full of grocery bags. You stepped inside the house carrying two of those bags and expected to see your wife and her bull on the deck or cuddled up in the living room. The house seemed empty, at least until you heard a moan. Your wife's moan. It was coming from the bedroom.

    Despite your desire to go and watch, you finished emptying the car and put all the groceries away. You tossed the bags into the recycling bin and then hurried towards the sounds of sex.

    You were delighted to find the bedroom door wide open. It was an invitation to step inside and you took it. Your wife was naked and on her back. Her bull was naked and between her legs with his cock inside her. They were kissing and he had a hand on one of her tits. Her hands were on his ass, though they moved all over his back as you watched him fuck her.

    You watched her cum on his cock. You listened to her fill the bedroom with screams of pleasure as he fucked your wife all the way through her climax. He slowed his thrusts as she came down from her orgasm and eventually he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her.

    "You're back," your wife said with a smile as she looked at you and then glanced at the erection making a tent in your pants. "Get naked, cuck."

    You stripped at her command.

    "Now crawl into bed and suck his dick until I'm ready to have him inside me again."

    You strode towards the foot of the bed and crawled between his legs. You wrapped your fingers around the base of his shaft and took his thick, slippery cock in your mouth. You tasted your wife's pussy as the smell of sex filled your nose.

    She rolled onto her side and cuddled next to him. They shared a long kiss as you sucked dick like a good cuck.

    "It's nice having a fluffer around, isn't it?" she asked.

    "It really is," he answered.

    She kissed his neck and smiled. "You made me cum so hard, baby. You fucked me so good that my clit is too sensitive. Luckily my cocksucking faggot of a husband is more than happy to come and blow you until I'm ready to have you inside me again."

    She reached down, put a hand on the back of your head, and pushed. His cock hit the back of your throat and you gagged. She laughed at your discomfort.

    "Choke on it, faggot," she said.

    Your dick throbbed. It turns her on to degrade you like that. It turns you on too, so you're thrilled that it's part of your service to her and her bull.

    "Fuck his throat, baby."

    He grabbed your head and held it in place while fucking his cock up into your mouth. Each time he'd hit the back of your throat and each time you'd gag. The more you gagged, the faster he fucked your throat. He was clearly getting off on your suffering. That was okay. though. It was your purpose to serve, so you offered your mouth for a good throat fucking and you suffered.

    "Fuck, I need you inside me," your wife said.

    She pushed your head away from his crotch and straddled him. She took his long, thick dick into her slick pussy and sat down on him. She moaned loudly and then looked over her shoulder at you.

    "I want you to suck on his balls, faggot," she instructed. "Bathe those big balls of his with your tongue. Show me what a good little cuckold bitch you are. Show me that you know your place."

    You dropped down to your stomach. You wormed your way closer. You took his balls in your mouth. You sucked as your wife rode his fat cock. You felt her ass drop down on your head as she bounced on him. You listened to the sound of her wet pussy stretching out around her bull's thick shaft. You listened to their moans as they experienced intense pleasure while you experienced humiliation and denial.

    Eventually they came together. You felt his balls jumping in their sack as you sucked so lustily. You knew he was pumping his load into your wife's warm, wet, welcoming pussy.

    "Clean him," she instructed after climbing off of her bull.

    You took him in your mouth. You sucked him clean like good cuck should. You sucked his balls. You sucked on his pubic hair, too, getting little bits of cum and pussy juice off of it.

    "Clean her," he instructed.

    You crawled between your wife's legs. You plunged your tongue inside her. You cleaned her pussy of his cum.

    "Are you happy about this weekend, cuck?" she asked. "Are you happy that you get to be a little bitch all weekend? That you get to serve your wife and her bull all weekend? That you get to show us what a subservient little cuck you are?"

    "Yes," you answered. "Thank you for letting me come with you."

    "You're welcome. Though you better serve us well because I will absolutely banish you to some shitty motel to wait until we're finished if you act selfishly this weekend. If you forget that your place it serve your superiors you won't get to enjoy cleaning my pussy, or sucking his cock, or getting fucked in your tight little ass while I stroke your dick and let you cum."

    "I won't be selfish," you said. "I promise."

    You cleaned her pussy completely and then your wife sent you away to prepare dinner. You fired up the grill, seasoned the steaks you'd bought at the grocery store, and prepared a vegetable medley that you'd stir fry to go along with the steak.

    You set the table on the deck for two. You lit a candle. You cooked the food. You opened a bottle of wine and decanted it. You poured two glasses and set them on the table alongside the bottle.

    You called your wife and her bull. She came downstairs in a sweater and a pair of shorts. She looked radiantly beautiful, as she always does after she's been fucked to a glorious orgasm by her bull. You served them dinner. They thanked you. They ate together while you ate inside. You watched them. You felt jealous. You felt aroused. You felt like a cuck.

    You cleared their plates and poured them another glass of wine. They invited you to have a glass of wine and watch the sunset. They cuddled up while you sat alone. You watched the sunset, but you also watched your wife and her bull. You watched them kiss. You watched them caress each other. You watched him slip a hand under her sweater to play with her tits while their tongues entwined. You watched her play with his cock through his jeans until there was a mighty bulge running down one of his legs.

    "Come and suck his dick, cuck," she said as the last bit of the sun disappeared over the horizon.

    You finished your wine, got up, and walked in front of them. You dropped to your knees in front of your wife's bull, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock. You took him in your mouth. You gave a blowjob as she put a hand on the back of your head and kissed him.

    There was a time when you could say exactly how many blowjobs you'd given. That time has passed. You've lost count of how often his dick has been in your mouth. It happens every time they see each other. Sometimes it happens more than once. Sometimes you suck him off. Sometimes you simply fluff him. Sometimes you clean him after he's been inside her. You've been made into a cocksucker, though. A cocksucking faggot, as your wife so often says.

    "I'm so wet," she said.

    "Watching your cuck act like a faggot turns you on, doesn't it?" he asked.

    She kissed him and pushed hard on the back of your head. You swallowed as much of his cock as you could before gagging. She moaned as you choked on the cock of the man that had completely replaced you in the bedroom.

    "Finish him with your mouth, cuck," she instructed.

    You kept sucking until he flooded your mouth with cum. His moans were carried away on the ocean breeze, but the salty, bitter taste of his load danced on your tongue long after he'd finished.

    "That's your dessert, faggot," she said. "Now swallow."

    You swallowed, smiled, and replied, "Thank you."

    "Now go make us dessert."

    You made dessert for your wife and her bull. You didn't have any. You'd already enjoyed your dessert.

    They fucked once more before going to sleep and you were there to fluff and clean as always. They cuddled up in bed and you went to your room. You slept like a baby that night and woke to the sound of them having sex the next morning.

    You got up and set about preparing breakfast. The smell of coffee, eggs, and bacon no doubt lured them to the kitchen and you served them both a plate that they took out onto the deck. They invited you to join them and you all had a lovely meal together.

    After breakfast your wife and her bull put on their swimsuits and hit the beach. You stayed at the room to strip the sheets off their bed and wash them so they were fresh for their amorous activities that evening. You cleaned up the breakfast dishes and tidied the rest of the Airbnb before pouring yourself a cup of coffee and stepping out onto the deck.

    You watched your wife and her bull frolic in the ocean and make out on a towel in the sand. You watched them flirt and play like a real couple. You felt vindicated in having suggested that you all go on a trip, as they were clearly having a great time and connecting in the manner you wanted.

    You went back inside to move the sheets into the dryer and when you returned your wife and her bull were talking with a man on the beach. He was younger - maybe five years your junior - and his body was fit and lean. He looked like a surfer, though he didn't have a surfboard with him.

    Eventually, your wife, her bull, and the younger man came towards the house. The ascended the stairs and you greeted them all with a smile. You couldn't help but notice that the young man took a moment to look you over in a manner that displayed a certain sense of desire.

    "Cuck, this is Rick," your wife said.

    He extended his hand and you shook it.

    "Your wife says she'd find it very arousing to watch you suck my dick," Rick said before flashing a bright smile.

    You looked at your wife and she nodded to confirm that she had, in fact, uttered those words to the young man standing in front of you. You looked back at Rick and replied, "If she said it, then it's true."

    Part of you was horrified at the idea that your wife had effectively pimped you out to Rick. Part of you was excited because it likely meant that you'd get to have an orgasm as she'd taken to limiting your orgasms almost exclusively to when you had a cock or a dildo in your ass. The more she did it, the more it seemed to turn her on, too.

    "Let's all go inside," your wife said.

    She took her bull's hand and led him inside. You followed and Rick came in after you.

    "Why don't you make Rick a drink, cuck," she instructed.

    You made Rick, your wife, and her bull drinks. You delivered them to the living room. Your wife was on the love seat with her bull and Rick was alone on the bigger couch. He took the drink, raised the glass, and took a sip as you set the tray on the ground and turned towards your wife.

    "Why don't you show our guest what a good cocksucker you've become since I started putting that whore mouth of yours to use," she said.

    You turned to Rick, took a deep breath, and dropped to your knees. You reached up and tugged on the strings of his board shorts, removing them with ease and exposing a long flaccid cock with a sizable mushroom head.

    He took a sip of his drink as you moved between his legs, leaned forward, and took him in your mouth. You'd sucked her bull's cock a great deal, but this felt different. This felt more humiliating. You weren't sucking dick to get him ready to fuck your wife. You were sucking a stranger's dick because your wife got off on humiliating you.

    You felt that humiliation. You felt a hint of pleasure, too. After all, you liked being humiliated. You liked that your wife had turned you into a sex object, that she thought of you as a servant and that she'd chosen to let someone else use you in that way.

    "How's my faggot husband doing?" she asked.

    "It feels fucking great," Rick replied.

    His dick was hard in your mouth. Rock hard. You were doing an exceptionally good job. She'd made you into a good cocksucker, after all. Or, perhaps, you'd made yourself into a good cocksucker because you so desperately wanted to please your wife.

    As you sucked cock, you could hear the sound of your wife's pussy being fingered. You weren't sure if she was masturbating or if her bull was doing the job of pleasuring her, but the sound of it was exquisite and it sent pleasure surging through your body. You were being a good cocksucker and that made your wife very happy.

    Soon her moans joined the sound of fingering. You were certain you heard the sound of a handjob, too, of your wife stroking her bull's cock, perhaps while he fingered her. They were watching you suck dick and they were both getting all worked up.

    You gave head until Rick finished his drink. Then he put a hand on your head and pushed back until his cock popped free from your eager lips. He looked down at you and stroked himself and you lowered your head to take his balls in your mouth.

    "Strip, cuck," your wife demanded.

    You stood and stripped as a sense of unease gripped you. It seemed obvious that your day was about to take a far different turn than you'd expected.

    "Use this," your wife said.

    She was holding a condom. You weren't sure where she'd gotten it but its presence in her hand made you fairly certain she'd planned on you getting fucked by a stranger on this vacation, as she and her bull didn't ever use condoms.

    You took the condom and handed it to Rick. He laughed. "Put it on my dick, faggot."

    You got on your knees, tore open the condom wrapper, and rolled it down his shaft. You heard your wife moan as the pussy fingering got louder and more vigorous.

    "On your hands and knees facing us," she said.

    You turned and crawled towards your wife. You waited on your hands and knees as she watched Rick move into place behind you. You felt his hand on your ass. You heard him spit. You felt the wetness move over your asshole.

    "What do you want, cuck?" your wife asked.

    "I want him to fuck me while you watch," you replied.

    "And why is that?"

    "Because it's what you want. It's what would make you happy," you answered. "And I just want to make you happy. I just want to serve you."

    You winced as Rick's cock slid into your asshole. He put a hand on your lower back and you arched it to make his entry easier. You held your wife's gaze as another man took your ass for his pleasure. You watched her lips part and you heard a moan escape as she stroked her bull's cock while her cunt took a deep, vigorous fingering.

    "You're such a good cuck," she said softly. "So eager to please. So willing to offer up your holes to make your wife happy. That's the best kind of cuck there is. A good little servant. A naughty little fuck toy. A dirty little whore for his wife and her bull."

    She was right. You were a whore. You are a whore. A whore for her. You're whatever she wants you to be, in fact. That's what a servant is. That's what a servant does. He offers himself. He sacrifices himself for the pleasure of his superiors.

    Rick grabbed your hips and fucked you hard. He didn't give you much chance to get used to his size inside you because he didn't care. You were a hole. You were on your hands and knees to make him cum and to arouse your wife.

    You did that part spectacularly well. She looked immensely aroused and her pussy was soaked. Your ass hurt from the vigorous pounding, but the look of pleasure on her face was all that mattered. That got you through the anal fucking you took. That made every thrust and every bit of discomfort worth it. That made it feel good in its own way.

    "I'm close," Rick announced after a good, long fucking.

    Your wife's legs spread a little wider and you stared between them. She was soaked. She'd actually made the couch wet with her juices. She was close, too.

    Rick buried his cock in your ass and you saw your wife's gaze shift to his face. She came while watching him cum with his dick inside you. She came while watching another man use you like a faggot fuck toy.

    "Such a good little whore," she said before unleashing a torrent of wild moans.

    Her orgasm was pure bliss for you. You watched every second of it and you smiled while Rick smacked your ass and slowly pulled out after unleashing his load in the condom.

    "Drink his load," she said.

    You pulled the condom from his cock and upended it into your mouth. You swallowed and then sucked his dick clean.

    "Now suck off my bull," she demanded.

    You crawled towards her bull. You took his dick in your mouth. You sucked voraciously until he came for you.

    "You're such a good faggot. Such a good fuck toy. Such a good servant for your wife. I think I'll keep you around forever, cuck," she said.

    You couldn't help but feel lucky.

    The End.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 1

    "Do you really need new dresses?"

    It was a simple question, really, and Sylvia didn't think anything of it when she heard a man ask it of his wife. They were shopping and his arms were loaded with what looked to be nearly a dozen dresses. She wasn't finished looking, either. The tone of the question was a little rude, but Sylvia couldn't believe the woman's response.

    She whirled around and without saying a word she delivered an open-handed slap to her husband's face. "Don't you dare talk to me like that," she said harshly. "You know better than that."

    Sylvia was equally stunned when she saw the husband look at the ground and say, "You're right. I apologize."

    The woman smiled - a victorious smile - pointed at her feet, and demanded, "Apologize properly."

    Sylvia watched the man slowly sink to his knees, bend over, and plant a handful of kisses on each of his wife's feet. He then sat back, looked up at her, and said, "I'm sorry, goddess. I shouldn't have been rude. I know better than that. I'll accept any punishment you decide to administer."

    His wife reached out and caressed his face. The guy closed his eyes and leaned into her gentle touch, which was a far cry from the forceful slap she'd delivered as a result of his rudeness.

    "I'll punish you when we get home," she said. "For now, I expect you to behave yourself."

    "I will," he replied.

    He stood and the woman looked at Sylvia and smiled as if what she'd just witnessed was a perfectly normal exchange between a husband and wife.

    "Hi," Sylvia said.

    "Hi," the woman replied.

    "Is he...is he always like that?" Sylvia asked.

    The woman looked at her husband, smiled sweetly and reached out to caress his face once more. "He is. It took some time to train him and as you saw he still forgets his place from time to time, but he's almost always well-behaved and it's made our marriage much stronger. Isn't that right, sweetie?"

    He turned to Sylvia and nodded. "It has. I know it might seem crazy and that you might not be able to imagine a man wanting to be in a marriage like ours, but I've never been happier."

    "Come, my love," the woman said.

    "Yes, goddess," he replied.

    The woman smiled at Sylvia and then turned and walked away to look through more dresses.

    "Fuck," Sylvia said softly as she headed for the fitting room. She walked all the way to the end of the hall and slipped into an empty room. She locked the door, unbuttoned her jeans, and slipped a hand into her panties.

    Sylvia bit her lower lip and suppressed a moan as she slipped a finger between her labia and discovered the wetness that had formed as she watched that beautiful, confident woman control her husband with ease.

    "Oh my god," Sylvia said as her finger brushed against her clit. The pleasure was overwhelming. It was heavenly. It was unlike anything she'd felt in years, maybe ever.

    The idea of masturbating in public seemed insane, and yet Sylvia pushed her jeans down to her knees, sat on the little wooden bench in the living room, and pulled her panties aside. She plunged a finger into her pussy to gather her wetness and then rubbed her clit furiously. Sylvia closed her eyes and the pleasure spread through her body, encircling her like a warm hug. Her fingers and toes tingled and she felt blissfully lightheaded in the moment before an orgasm washed over her.

    Sylvia covered her mouth to prevent her moans from reverberating down the hallway and into the store. Her toes curled in her shoes and her legs trembled from a climax unlike any other.

    "Holy shit," she whispered after it was over. Sylvia gently placed her panties back over her soaking wet pussy, stood, and pulled her jeans back up. She took a look in the mirror to make sure she wasn't a mess, gathered her things from the bench, and unlocked the fitting room door.

    "Oh, fuck," Sylvia said as she saw the woman who'd slapped her husband standing right outside the door.

    She smiled, extended her hand, and said, "I'm Holly."

    Sylvia was thrown by the warmth of her smile and the introduction, so it took a few moments before she took Holly's hand and replied, "I'm Sylvia. It's nice to meet you."

    "Did I hear what I think I heard?" Holly asked.

    "I...uh...yeah, probably."

    Holly smiled again, though this time there was a devilish glint in her eye. "Did my treatment of my husband inspire you?"

    Sylvia nodded. Never in her life had she even thought of treating a man that way, and yet there was no question the wetness between her legs and the intense desire that led to her masturbating in a fitting room had been inspired by Holly's treatment of her husband.

    "Any man can be trained to be as obedient as my husband is," Holly explained. "It takes patience and strength on your part, but it can be done."

    "Re...really?"

    Holly nodded. "Absolutely. I wasn't particularly well-versed in how to train a man when I began reshaping my husband's behavior, but I found a fantastic book that helped guide me and it wasn't long before I saw positive results that improved our marriage in every way."

    "What...what book?" Sylvia asked. It felt as though she was outside her body, as if she was acting on pure instinct.

    "It's called 'A Domme's Guide to Training the Perfect Husband' and it's exquisite," Holly answered. "It was written decades ago and it's out of print, but I'd be more than happy to lend you my copy."

    Sylvia knew it was insane to even consider training her husband in any way, and yet she was overcome with an almost desperate desire to read the book, if only for the chance that it might fuel another orgasm like the one she'd just experienced.

    "I'd love to read it," she said. "If you don't mind lending it to me, that is."

    Holly smiled, reached out, and gently squeezed Sylvia's hand. "It would be my pleasure. Honestly, I can't tell you what a difference that book has made in my life. I'm happier. My husband Troy is happier. We're both far more satisfied with our marriage, too, and at the risk of oversharing, it's made an incredible difference in our sex life."

    Sylvia wanted more details - she felt surprisingly eager to hear those details, in fact - but she chose not to press for them in the moment.

    "Would you like to come over this afternoon to pick up the book?" Holly asked. "We could talk a little, if you'd like. I have a feeling that we share more than a few things in common, at least if your response to my control over my husband is any indicator of how you feel."

    "Yes, I'd like that," Sylvia said. "I don't understand how I'm feeling, to be honest, but I know that it was...well, that my response to what you did was overpowering. I mean, I've never done anything like what I just did. Not in public, at least."

    Holly smiled brightly. "It's really something, isn't it? That feeling? That incredible, overwhelming feeling? I can tell you, Sylvia, that it only gets better as you go deeper. You can experience that feeling every day, and I promise the orgasms that come with it will get better, too."

    "I can't thank you enough, Holly," Sylvia said. "For saying something, I mean. I was so embarrassed when I saw you, when I knew that you'd heard me do what I did. But I'm so grateful you said something. I don't know what's going on with me or what drove that out of control desire I felt, but I want to learn more."

    Holly rested her hand on Sylvia's arm. "I'll do everything I can to help you understand, Sylvia, and with any luck you'll experience just some of the satisfaction I've experienced since taking control of my marriage. Now, I'm going to try on these dresses - and model the best looking of them for my husband - and then we'll check out and head home. Can I get your phone number so I can text you our address?"

    "Oh, yes, absolutely," Sylvia said.

    They exchanged numbers and Sylvia left the fitting area with a blissful smile on her face. She nodded at Troy - Holly's husband - and decided to do a little dress shopping of her own as she waited for her new friend to finish up.

    
      
    

    "Welcome, Sylvia," Troy said as he answered the door to their beautiful home. "Please, come in."

    Sylvia stepped into the house and a pleasant, floral scent filled her nose. Troy stepped past her and Sylvia followed him through the house and out into the backyard, where Holly waited with two glasses of bubbly liquid resting on a delicate table set between a pair of chairs that reminded her of those she'd seen at a high end beach hotel.

    Holly stood, gave Sylvia a gentle hug, and said, "Welcome to our home. I'm so glad you came." They both sat and Holly picked up her glass and added, "I had Troy open a bottle of champagne to celebrate. It's not every day that I meet a woman like me, after all, and that's worth toasting to."

    Sylvia sipped the exquisite-tasting champagne, swallowed, and smiled as she admired the beautiful yard that stretched out before her. It looked as though someone had put in a great deal of work to ensure its beauty, including the tending of numerous flower beds, the careful trimming of the grass, and the maintenance of a beautiful pool.

    "Your home is beautiful, Holly," Sylvia said. "And the yard is just...it's so lovely."

    "We spend a lot of time out here," Holly replied. "And Troy does all the work. He's out here every day ensuring that it looks beautiful. He plants new flowers each spring, too. We used to have a gardener, but they never really did a great job. They always seemed to prioritize speed over quality work. Troy never wanted to do it, but since I took control of our marriage he's much more amenable to doing housework."

    "Really?" Sylvia asked with a raised eyebrow.

    Holly smiled and sipped her champagne. "Oh yes. Troy does all the housework now. In the beginning of his training he struggled with that, but now he understands that his purpose is to make my life better, that he finds the deepest pleasure in making me happy, and it makes me happy when someone else does all the housework. It makes me happy to have leisure time, to be able to enjoy champagne with a new friend on a Saturday afternoon and to have no worries that the laundry will get done, or the bathroom will get cleaned, or the backyard will be cared for to ensure it's as beautiful as I want it to be."

    "I don't know if Shane - that's my husband - could ever be convinced that his pleasure comes entirely from my pleasure," Sylvia noted.

    Holly laughed. "I thought the same thing. I really did. I figured it wasn't possible, that some men just aren't wired that way. I was wrong, though. The book insisted that any man can be trained to put his wife's needs first - in fact, that he can be trained to put his needs aside entirely in the name of serving her needs - and it was right. It took a long time and a great deal of experimentation to figure out how to best train Troy, but he now accepts that a female led marriage is right for us. In fact, he's come to believe that a female led marriage is the only one in which he can experience true happiness."

    "A female led marriage?" Sylvia asked.

    Holly nodded. "That's really what the book is about. Training your husband to accept your authority and control, to accept that being in a marriage where his wife is the primary decision maker, where he doesn't necessarily get a say in the major decisions, and where the pursuit of her satisfaction, or pleasure, or happiness, is all that really matters."

    Sylvia felt the same desire she'd experienced at the store. Once again she was certain an intense wetness had formed between her legs.

    "Do you really control everything?" she asked.

    Holly smiled, looked at Sylvia, and said, "It's intoxicating, isn't it?" She sipped her champagne. "I can see it in your eyes and on your face, Sylvia. I can see your desire. It's the same thing I felt when I first read the book. Every page was thrilling. Every description of a relationship where the woman was in total control thrilled me. It turned me on like nothing ever has. It was like the arousal filled my entire body. It spread like wildfire from my loins to every part of me. That's how I knew I had to train Troy. It was my body and brain telling me that a female led marriage was what I needed. I think your body and brain are telling you the same thing."

    Sylvia was absolutely certain that Holly was right. There was no other possible explanation for the intense desire she felt, desire so strong that she contemplated running off to the bathroom to masturbate again, if only to clear her head a little.

    "Does Troy...is he really okay with it? I mean, does he really find it satisfying?" Sylvia asked in lieu of pleasuring herself in her new friend's bathroom.

    "Troy, my love, will you come out here?" Holly called out.

    Her husband appeared a moment later, making it seem as though he'd been listening intently for his wife's command. "Yes, goddess. What can I do for you?"

    "Sylvia wants to know if you truly enjoy our marriage being female led," Holly explained. "I think she can't quite wrap her head around the notion that a man would find it deeply satisfying to obey his wife's commands without hesitation and to put his needs far behind hers. So tell me, Troy, my love, if you were given the option to do anything right now, what would you do?"

    "Anything?" he asked.

    Holly nodded. "Anything at all. There's no need to hold back because of Sylvia's presence."

    "I'd go down on you," Troy answered.

    Sylvia's eyes went wide at the answer, though the look on Troy's face made it seem like going down on his wife was, in fact, the only thing he wanted in that moment and that being allowed to do so would have brought him great pleasure.

    "You wouldn't choose a blowjob? Or fucking me?" Holly asked.

    Troy shook his head. "I'd rather pleasure you."

    "And if I made you choose something non-sexual?" Holly asked with a smile.

    "I'd offer a foot massage," Troy answered. "Or a full body massage if that wasn't deemed sexual."

    "And would it bring you pleasure to give me a foot massage?" she asked.

    "More than I can explain," he said.

    Sylvia found the exchange amazing, in no small part because it seemed as though Troy was being honest. In fact, Sylvia was certain she detected a hint of arousal on his face and in his eyes as he expressed his desire to do what made his wife feel good.

    "You may give me a foot massage," Holly said.

    Delight washed over Troy's face as he sank to his knees and gently removed Holly's heels. He set one of her feet on his thigh and offered what looked to Sylvia like a skilled massage.

    "You'll need to be comfortable controlling your husband's orgasms," Holly said as she turned towards Sylvia. "That's the heart of the training. If you can do that, you can train him to be literally any kind of man you want. You may not desire the exact kind of husband I wanted Troy to be, and that's okay. To be honest, I didn't really know what I wanted Troy to be until we began the training. It didn't take long to figure out that I wanted an obedient, eager-to-please man that would take as much work off my plate as possible, though."

    Sylvia wasn't sure if it was the champagne or the arousal coursing through her, but she was buzzing in the most appealing way imaginable. She couldn't think of a single specific thing she wanted from Shane - though on demand foot massages seemed nice - but Sylvia felt an unyielding desire for the kind of power that Holly wielded in her marriage.

    "How did you control his orgasms?" she asked.

    "At first I thought I could do it by the honor system," Holly answered. "That Troy would simply deny himself pleasure until I granted him permission. That was foolish, though. He's a man, after all, and he can't really control himself when it comes to his cock."

    Sylvia was surprised to see a look of embarrassment on Troy's face, like he retroactively regretted his failures when they'd first started the training.

    "The book recommends a chastity device, so I got one for Troy and locked his cock up," Holly explained.

    Sylvia tried to imagine Shane letting her lock his cock in a device that prevented him from cumming, and while it seemed unlikely he'd be willing to do so, she couldn't help but feel a surge of desire at the thought of it.

    "Does he still wear it?" she asked.

    Holly shook her head. "No. Eventually, the chastity device taught him that his cock is unimportant, that he's not to play with it unless I give him permission, so now he's free from it. Though, he makes a mistake and masturbates from time to time and has to be locked up again so he remembers that I'm in control."

    Sylvia's pussy gushed with desire as she considered having complete control over her husband's orgasms. "How often do you let him cum?"

    "Three to four times a month," Holly answered with a smile as she looked down at her husband. "If he's been good, that is. If not, he can go a month or two between orgasms."

    Sylvia's eyes went wide for a moment as she thought about Shane going that long without cumming. There was no way he'd be okay with that, though again she felt that surge of desire at the idea of having such control over him that she could prevent him from cumming for more than a month.

    "Does he...does he enjoy you having that level of control?" Sylvia asked.

    "Do you?" Holly asked as she looked at her husband.

    Troy looked at Sylvia, nodded, and answered, "More than anything, actually. It was difficult at first, as Holly said, but once I got over the maddening nature of not being able to get hard or cum when I wanted to, there was this intense kind of pleasure in it. It focused my energy on Holly, on doing as she desired, on serving her needs. Plus, she was really affectionate. I guess you could say she was teasing me - and she was definitely doing that because I was turned on all the time - but it turns out that I really, really like being turned on all the time and that there's this incredible kind of pleasure in not knowing when I'm going to be able to cum again."

    "He doesn't use his cage anymore," Holly said. "I still have it though, and I'd be more than happy to give it to you along with the book. What do you think?"

    "I would love that," Sylvia said without hesitation. She knew it was unlikely the cage would end up on Shane's cock, and yet the idea of it thrilled her.

    "Troy, would you go get the book and the cage for my new friend?" Holly asked.

    "Of course, goddess," he replied.

    Troy stood and headed into the house. Holly turned to watch him go with a smile on her face and Sylvia couldn't help but note that she looked utterly gleeful, like she really was as happy as she'd ever been after taking control of their marriage.

    "He's incredible - and I mean incredible - with his tongue," Holly said as she turned back to Sylvia. "He was always pretty good, actually, but now he worships my pussy. He takes his time. He uses his fingers in wondrous ways. He makes sure that I always have a great orgasm and that's in no small part due to the fact that he's not thinking about his orgasm. He's not trying to get me wet so he can slip his cock inside me. He's just trying to make me feel good, and to earn a chance at an orgasm by doing a damn good job of it."

    "Are you...are you turned on?" Sylvia asked.

    Holly smiled and nodded. "I really am."

    "Me too," Sylvia admitted.

    Holly reached out and squeezed her hand. "I know exactly how you feel, Sylvia. Trust me. I remember what it was like when I first stumbled upon all of this. I remember how it felt like my whole body was tingling when I read the book, how I came just like you did in the fitting room, only I did it over, and over, and over again as I read through the chapters."

    She leaned in a little closer and smiled a little brighter. "The best part is, the deeper I went, the hotter it all got. I mean, I've just started cuckolding Troy and it's...I mean, I can't even describe how hot it is."

    "Wait...cuckolding?" Sylvia asked.

    "Fucking other men while he remains faithful," Holly said. "I get to fuck whoever I want, Sylvia. It's incredible. And if the sex is great, I can keep fucking the guy without any worries and I can just end it when the sex gets stale. Plus, Troy is so well-trained that it actually turns him on."

    Sylvia found that impossible to believe and she was certain she'd never want to fuck anyone other than Shane, but she was intrigued by Holly's obvious joy at cuckolding her husband. It certainly made it seem like she and Troy had made the right choice for their marriage.

    "Here you go," Troy said as he returned to the deck and handed Sylvia a slender book with a rough-hewn black leather cover and a small dark red velvet bag tied tightly at the top.

    "Thank you, Troy," Sylvia replied with a smile. "And thank you, Holly. This is so generous of you. And, well, it's so nice to know that someone feels what I'm feeling, that I'm not crazy in how I responded to what I saw in the store."

    "Oh, you're not crazy at all," Holly said. "You're one of the lucky ones, Sylvia. Most marriages get stale and boring. Most sex lives die a slow, terrible death. Yours won't. There are so many good things about a female led marriage, but the endless rekindling of sexual desire - on both sides, by the way - is my favorite part of it."

    "Mine too," Troy replied with what struck Sylvia as a genuine, borderline giddy smile.

    "Would you like a foot massage, Sylvia?" Holly asked.

    "Yes, absolutely," she replied without hesitation.

    Troy dropped to his knees in front of her and gently removed Sylvia's shoes. He set her heel against his thigh and took her foot in his hand to offer the same massage he'd offered his wife.

    "His submission feels good, doesn't it?" Holly asked softly as she reached out and took Sylvia's hand in hers.

    It felt better than good. Sylvia hadn't been the one to command Troy's submission, and yet the sight of him happily dropping to his knees at her feet had sent a shockwave of pleasure through her body and deepened the wetness between her legs. "Like you wouldn't believe," Sylvia replied. A moment later she laughed. "Well, I guess you would believe it, wouldn't you?"

    Holly lifted the back of Sylvia's hand to her lips and offered a gentle kiss before releasing her grip. "I understand exactly what you're feeling right now and if I can help you embrace this lifestyle in any way, please let me know. I think we can be very good friends, Sylvia."

    "I do too," she replied as Troy moved to her other foot and repeated the same deeply-pleasurable process of massaging her and spreading both relaxation and arousal through her body. "And I'm going to start reading this book tonight. Who knows what might happen after that?"

    Sylvia was going to read the book. She had no expectation of actually being able to do what Holly had done in her marriage, but the more she thought about it, the more she wanted it.

    Perhaps the book would actually make it seem possible. Perhaps a female led marriage was in her future.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "Will I see you for dinner, or are you eating at the bar?" Sylvia asked as Shane grabbed his keys.

    "I'm eating at the bar, assuming that's okay with you," he replied.

    Sylvia smiled and gave her husband a soft kiss on the cheek. "Of course. Have fun. And say 'hi' to everyone for me."

    "I will."

    With that, Shane was out the door. He'd spend the rest of his Sunday watching football at a bar with his friends, an almost weekly occurrence during the fall and early winter. Sylvia didn't mind, though. She liked having a little time to herself, and on this particular Sunday she was doubly excited for that time alone because it meant she could read her new book without interruption.

    The moment Shane pulled out of the driveway Sylvia headed for the bedroom. She'd tucked the book and the chastity cage Holly had given her into the back of her side of the walk in closet and it took just a bit of rummaging to find it. Sylvia ran her fingers over the weathered cover, clutched the book in her hand, and made her way to the kitchen to pour a glass of wine.

    Armed with her book and her drink, Sylvia stretched out on the couch and took a deep breath. The idea of implementing even a fraction of the sort of control that Holly had over Troy still seemed far-fetched to Sylvia - mostly because she couldn't seen Shane having any interest in that sort of thing - but that hadn't dampened the intense arousal she experienced each time the thought of it entered her head.

    That arousal was present as Sylvia cracked open the book and read the introduction:

    
      While it's true that some men are predisposed to submission - and good for you if you've found a man like that - it's equally true that all men can be trained to accept the domination of their wife.
    

    
      Some men will be more difficult to train than others, but with the right methods - which I'll teach you - and both strength and dedication on your part, you can transform any man into a dutiful, submissive husband that wants nothing more than to serve your every need without any concern for his desires.
    

    
      In fact, if you train your husband well, his desires will recede entirely. All he'll want is to serve you. Meeting your needs will become the only thing he cares about, and the best part is that meeting your needs will make him as happy as a man can be.
    

    
      Following my methods for transforming your husband is akin to giving him the greatest gift a man could ever hope to receive, for you're ensuring eternal, blissful happiness as he submits to your desires and your desires alone.
    

    
      Make no mistake, you're signing up for a great deal of work. It's worth it, though.
    

    
      Imagine a man who offers no complaint when you tell him to take out the trash or mow the lawn. Imagine a man who finds genuine pleasure in giving you a foot rub after a long day. Imagine a man who experiences intense arousal when you instruct him to crawl between your legs and use his tongue and fingers to bring you to multiple orgasms. Imagine that same man experiencing a deep sense of satisfaction when you tell him that he's not allowed to cum, that he must deal with his sexual frustration because you're not in the mood to provide him with an orgasm.
    

    
      You can have all of that and much more, ladies. So much more. This book will provide you with the tools to train the submissive man of your dreams and as long as you're willing to do the work to train him, I guarantee you'll find success in doing so.
    

    As she read, Sylvia felt the warmth of arousal grow between her legs. The more she pictured everything the author described, the more potent her arousal felt.

    After finishing the introduction - which went on to offer a brief outline of what seemed like a slow, steady, somewhat lengthy training process - Sylvia rested the book on her chest, closed her eyes, and let her hand wander between her legs.

    Sylvia gently rubbed her pussy through her tight leggings. Pleasure rocketed through her body, just like it had in the fitting room. Her clit was far more sensitive than usual, proving once more that her body and brain clearly responded to the notion of being the sort of dominant wife Holly had become.

    Though she could have masturbated to a quick orgasm, Sylvia instead chose to dive into the book's first chapter, which was titled 'Orgasm Control.'

    
      Your pussy offers your husband pleasure unlike any other. He's biologically programmed to crave it above any other form of sexual relief. Fortunately, you're in control of your pussy.
    

    
      Many married women refuse to take ownership of their pussy. They act as if it's their husband's right to enjoy it whenever he desires. That is incorrect. Your husband does not have the right to enjoy your pussy. Your husband must earn the right to enjoy your pussy, for it belongs to you and it is yours to give to him when you desire.
    

    
      It is your pussy - and the power it possesses to make him cum in the way all men want to cum - that forms the basis of your control over his orgasms. You must be judicious in giving him your pussy. You must make him earn the right to fuck you until he climaxes. You must make it clear that he'll have to work to earn that right.
    

    It seemed so obvious as she read it, but Sylvia had never thought of sex as something she had full control over. As the author suggested, she'd often thought of her pussy as something that Shane had a right - within reason, of course - to enjoy. Not whenever he wanted, but Sylvia was often willing to have sex with Shane even if she wasn't completely in the mood, almost entirely because she believed it was in part her duty as his wife to satisfy him.

    In reality, it was a small change in mindset, but it felt huge to Sylvia and even considering the notion of making Shane earn the right to fuck her filled her with lust.

    Sylvia slipped a hand into her leggings and plunged two fingers into her pussy. She moaned at the intense wetness and heat she discovered and quickly moved to rub her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Sylvia thought of how Holly had described her experience with the book, how she'd lost herself in a kind of arousal she'd never experienced before, how each chapter seemed to deepen that arousal. It felt as though Sylvia was about to embark on the same kind of journey.

    
      Your exertion of control begins with taking charge of your pussy and offering it only when your husband has earned it, but it doesn't end there. If denied your pussy, your husband will seek out other means of pleasure. He will try and convince you to use your mouth or hand to satisfy him. Failing that, he will turn to masturbation.
    

    
      If need be, you can allow him to masturbate as you begin your journey into domination, but you will need to take full control of his orgasms before long. You must embrace the idea that his orgasms belong to you, that his cock belongs to you, that his pleasure belongs to you and that you are the sole decision maker when it comes to his ability to climax.
    

    Sylvia very nearly climaxed at the idea of having complete control over Shane's ability to cum. She wasn't sure how often he masturbated, but they fucked two to three times a week and she couldn't help but feel intoxicated at the idea of being the sole decision maker in their marriage when it came to sex.

    
      In rare cases, you can seize that control simply by informing your husband that he's no longer allowed to orgasm without your permission. Most of you will not be so lucky, though. Most of you will have to develop the means for controlling him.
    

    
      Locking his cock in a chastity device is the simplest way of doing so. It's nearly impossible to escape a well-made chastity cage and as his keyholder you would be in full control.
    

    
      Not all men are prepared for that, though. I recommend working to get him to a place where he's willing to be chastised, but until then, you'll need another plan.
    

    
      I recommend a fairly simple approach that's built around the power of your pussy. Your husband wants it. He craves it. He yearns for the pleasure of fucking you. That makes it easy to deny him your pussy if he masturbates. You'll have to be willing to be strict and deny yourself the pleasure of sex with him, but if you want control over his orgasms you'll need to get used to denial.
    

    
      At first, he might get angry. He might say something insulting. He might also resort to begging, which can be thrilling in certain cases but is often pathetic when a man first unleashes it. In each case, you must resist and deny him your pussy until he agrees not to cum until you've given him permission.
    

    
      If at any point he violates the rule, he must be punished. You can do so with extended denial of your pussy. Though many of you might find the idea abhorrent, you could also administer physical discipline. A quick slap across the face is often enough to get a man's attention and correct his behavior. You could also demand that he offer his ass for a spanking or belting. I wouldn't recommend that for beginners, though, as you don't want to go overboard and make him suffer needlessly.
    

    Sylvia closed her eyes and thought of Holly slapping her husband across the face in the store. She felt the same intense arousal she'd felt that day. Sylvia's pussy tingled with delight as she rubbed her clit in slow circles while picturing the stern look on Holly's face as she casually slapped her husband to correct his behavior, as if doing so had become second nature to her.

    "Fuck," she said as the arousal spread through her body in a manner she hadn't felt in a long time. She'd cum so quickly after the slap that the intense feelings weren't given a chance to marinate, to fill her from head to toe. Now, though, she felt it. She felt it everywhere and it was intoxicating.

    Again Sylvia stopped short of cumming. She noted that she was, in a way, denying herself and that it had the effect of deepening her desire. She wondered if Shane would feel the same way if he were denied for days or even weeks at a time. Sylvia was struck by an urge to cum as she considered the notion of toying with her husband in that way and she smiled before turning her attention to the book once more and working her way through the rest of the first chapter.

    Further musings on control left Sylvia's body swimming with lust and every so often she would reach into her leggings to rub her clit a little, furthering her erotic intoxication and sending her deeper into a place of need. Sylvia wasn't sure that simply reading the book and fantasizing about being in control of her marriage would satisfy her. After exposure to just the first chapter she couldn't help but wonder if she'd find it irritating the next time Shane wanted to fuck without putting in much effort with regards to foreplay.

    
      Some - perhaps even most - of you are married to men that will not welcome the idea of you taking charge. It will feel as though it's against nature to submit to their wives, to surrender what feels like a male right to be in control.
    

    
      Overcoming those feelings - all of which are generated by the male ego - will be your greatest challenge and I'll touch on this issue time and again over the course of this book. This chapter is about orgasms, though, so I'll start with how you can use your husband's orgasms to help change the way he thinks.
    

    
      The notion is a simple one: Whatever is on your husband's mind when he cums will become pleasurable to him. For instance, if you were to fuck him with a strapon every single time you gave him an orgasm, your husband would soon begin to sexualize being anally penetrated. He would begin to desire it because getting fucked in the ass would become inexorably tied to his orgasms.
    

    
      You can use that to your advantage (and if you're keen on penetrating your husband with a faux cock, then by all means make him cum when you do because he'll learn to crave it).
    

    
      The simplest way to put this into practice is to give your husband a handjob - preferably after he's been denied for a while and is especially keen on cumming - and whispering into his ear whatever it is you'd like to reinforce. If he went down on you without complaint, tell him that it makes you so happy when he eats your pussy like a good boy (don't be afraid to have a filthy mouth). If he did his chores without complaint, tell him that's why you're making him cum. Make sure to use the term 'good boy' often - assuming he's earned that praise - and you'll find that you can arouse him simply by uttering those two simple words.
    

    Sylvia set the book on her chest and thought of the last time Shane had given her an orgasm with his tongue. He went down on her with great frequency, but finishing her in that manner had grown increasingly uncommon as the years had gone by. It had never been a huge problem that he rarely made her cum with his mouth - the sex they had was always good - but in her dominance-fueled arousal she was suddenly quite turned on at the idea of Shane offering his tongue for her pleasure without receiving anything in return. It was a small, simple act of submission and Sylvia found herself eager to experience that act of submission that very night.

    She pictured Shane between her legs. She saw him looking up at her as he licked her clit. She pictured him moving to try and fuck her. She pictured grabbing a handful of his hair and forcefully pushing him back between her legs. She heard herself instructing him to make her cum with his tongue. She felt her thighs trembling at the very idea of it.

    Sylvia very nearly came without touching her clit. Simply tightening her pussy muscles came close to putting her over the top. She stopped just short of getting off, relaxed her legs, and picked up the book again to finish the first chapter.

    Every word felt both helpful and arousing. The more she read, the more obvious it became that Sylvia would have to at least try and pursue the path the book's author described. She couldn't just read it as erotica. She couldn't let her desires remain a fantasy forever. She could - and would - take her time, but Sylvia didn't need to get through the first chapter to know that she needed to taste real domination.

    
      It's worth noting that I'm not recommending that you cut your husband off from sex. Not entirely, at least. Some women choose to do so if they make cuckolding a part of their female led marriage, but it's far from a necessity.
    

    
      In fact, you might find yourself eager to have a great deal of sex with your husband once you've tasted control. It's likely that you're going to experience arousal like you've never experienced before and if you find sex with him pleasurable, I recommend you indulge as often as you desire.
    

    
      However, you should be on top as often as possible. There's a reason the position is called 'female superior.’ You're in control. You choose the tempo. You choose how deep he goes. You choose how much pleasure you give him. You could even choose to pursue your orgasm - via grinding your clit into his pelvis - without letting him get all the way to a climax. I'm not going to stop you from letting him have you in other positions, but I recommend you use 'female superior' as often as possible, if not each and every time you let him inside you.
    

    
      Remember, you must embrace being in control. You own his cock. You own his orgasm. You own his pleasure. You're the decision maker when it comes to his sexual satisfaction and you must be confident in that.
    

    
      Do whatever it takes to seize control of his orgasms, for once you have it the rest of his training is fairly straightforward. In many ways, it becomes more about you choosing what kind of husband you want, for once you're in control of his cock you get to make him into whatever sort of man you want him to be.
    

    
      Isn't that intoxicating?
    

    It was the most intoxicating thing Sylvia had ever read. She was surprised at how much she yearned for that level of control, of how wet it made her to consider dominating Shane in that way. It was so much more than controlling his orgasms. It was controlling everything. It was shaping him to be whatever she wanted him to be.

    The only problem was that Sylvia had no idea what kind of man she would turn Shane into. Holly had shaped Troy into something of a manservant who happily took all the household chores upon himself to give her more time to relax and had seemingly embraced the idea that his wife would have sex with other men far more often than she had sex with him.

    Sylvia didn't think she wanted a husband like that, but she wasn't the slightest bit certain. She recognized that some women would have been unsettled by not knowing, but Sylvia found it exciting. It felt like the whole world was her oyster, that she was free to slowly dip her toes into the world of domination. She could explore it in small ways without Shane even knowing. They were still relatively young, after all, which meant she had all the time in the world to explore every corner of her newfound kink.

    
      
    

    As she'd hoped, Shane's gaze focused on Sylvia's thighs the moment he stepped into the living room. She was sitting on the couch in a cropped t-shirt and a pair of bikini cut panties with her legs crossed, showing off a wealth of her smooth, soft skin in an alluring manner.

    "Wow, babe, you look beautiful," he said.

    Sylvia smiled, both at the compliment and the look of lust in his eyes. He'd read her intention correctly - or at least partially so - and approached the couch while damn near licking his lips at the prospect of fucking her.

    "Did you have a good day?" she asked while uncrossing her legs and spreading them just enough to ensure that Shane saw that she'd picked a particularly fetching pair of red lace panties.

    He nodded while staring between her legs and she thought of the book and its insistence that a man craved the pleasures of pussy more than almost anything in the world.

    "My day just got a lot better," he said with a nod.

    Shane sat on the couch next to Sylvia and kissed her in a surprisingly tender manner. She thought he'd go in for an aggressive kiss, but it seemed that Shane was intent on taking his time. What he didn't know, of course, was that Sylvia was desperate to cum, that she'd been desperate for the better part of the day after reading through the first chapter of the book.

    For that reason, Sylvia let her hand drift between Shane's legs before too long. She found his cock - hard, of course - and stroked him through his jeans while he moaned into her mouth. She swirled her tongue a little faster and he responded by running his hand up under her t-shirt until he found her bare breasts. He moaned again, though this time he sounded surprised at her lack of a bra.

    "You're so sexy," he said. "So fucking sexy."

    "Do you want me?" Sylvia asked.

    He nodded. They kissed again and she moaned, though Shane had no way of knowing that her pleasure in that moment was because she had no intention of letting him have her.

    As their tongues danced, Sylvia grabbed Shane's wrist and placed his hand between her legs. He rubbed her pussy through her delicate panties and then pulled them aside and slipped his fingers inside her. He moaned, this time because he'd found her wetness. He was almost certainly convinced he'd soon be inside her.

    "Do you feel how wet I am?" she asked. "How fucking turned on I am?"

    Shane smiled and nodded. His dick was hard as a rock. He wanted to fuck her. To have his way with her. To enjoy her pussy. He wasn't going to get what he wanted, though. Sylvia would be the one to get what she wanted.

    "I want you to go down on me, Shane," she said while holding his gaze. "I want you to eat my pussy."

    Sylvia had never really talked like that. The old version of her wouldn't have bothered requesting that he go down on her. He would have done so for a few minutes at most and she would have enjoyed it, but that version of her was gone. Now Sylvia wanted more than anything for Shane to go down on her and she found it thrilling to be just a little bit dirty in her request.

    "With pleasure," he said.

    Shane grabbed her leg and tried to spin Sylvia's body so he could eat her pussy while on the couch. She resisted, though. Instead, Sylvia gestured to the floor in front of the couch. She wanted to see Shane on his knees in front of her.

    He offered no resistance. Instead, he smiled, slid off the couch, and got on his knees between her legs. He ran his fingers up her thighs and pulled off her panties. Sylvia slid her hips forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the couch and Shane kissed her inner thighs a handful of times before plunging his tongue into her cunt and working his way up to her clit.

    "Oh, fuck," Sylvia said as she instinctively reached out and put a hand on the back of his head. "Just like that, baby. That feels so good. Fuck, your tongue feels so good."

    She saw surprise in his eyes, but Sylvia was acting differently, so of course he was surprised. She never put a hand on his head. She never really talked like that when he went down on her. It had never felt as good as it did in that moment, though, but it was fair to say that after a day of fantasizing about domination, Sylvia had never been as turned on as she was in that moment.

    "Put your fingers inside me," she said.

    Shane reached up and slipped two fingers into her pussy. He pushed them in and out, adding a bit of extra pleasure and offering Sylvia the thrill of her orders being followed without hesitation. It was a small thing and it was nothing compared to the kind of domination the book had described, but it was her first real taste of it and it felt so fucking good.

    Then Shane sat back and moved like he was going to get up. Sylvia leaned forward, reached out, and put a hand on the back of his head. She swiftly pulled him between her legs and said, "No. You're not done eating my pussy."

    His eyes went wide and for a moment he did nothing. Then Sylvia grabbed a handful of his hair and stared at her husband. She silently dared him to try and pull away, to disappoint her by not tending to her pussy.

    Shane folded. He put his tongue to work. He ate her pussy. Sylvia's thighs trembled from the sudden increase in the intensity of her pleasure. She felt her toes curl and she got a little lightheaded. She was on the verge of an orgasm. A really good orgasm.

    "Make me cum!" she cried out.

    Shane didn't even have to work that hard. A little taste of domination - of asserting her will and having Shane submit - put Sylvia over the top.

    She had a body-shaking orgasm. She let go of his hair, spread her legs, and felt her toes curl even more. Sylvia's eyes closed and she grabbed two handfuls of the couch cushions and screamed in pleasure while Shane gently licked her clit.

    She kept her eyes closed as thrilling aftershocks of pleasure worked their way through her for half a minute after the initial climax. It was an orgasm unlike any other and in that moment Sylvia was convinced she'd need to experience many more just like it, that going back to the old way of doing things wouldn't be good enough.

    When she opened her eyes, Sylvia smiled at the somewhat dumbfounded look on her husband's face. "Thank you for that," she said before leaning down and kissing him on the forehead. "I really needed that."

    Sylvia stood up, stepped over Shane, and retrieved her panties.

    "What about me?" he asked.

    "I'm not in the mood," she said. "Don't worry, though. If you keep using your tongue like that, I'll make you feel better than you can possibly imagine, Shane."

    Sylvia looked over her shoulder to see a confused-but-curious look on his face, smiled, and walked away filled with a kind of confidence and joy she'd never felt.

    She had so much to learn, but there was no question in Sylvia's mind that she had to pursue the pleasures of being a dominant wife and of building the kind of female led marriage that worked for her and Shane.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Sylvia had intended to give her husband a kiss and leave the house for her lunch with Holly. There’d been a small delay, though.

    It was the look Shane had given her as she walked out of the bedroom in a sundress and heels. There was hunger in his eyes. He hadn't cum in a week and Sylvia had made an effort to look good for her visit with Holly, though she hadn't expected her husband to be so taken with her.

    Sylvia offered Shane a kiss, though not the sort a woman gives her husband before heading out. Instead, it was the sort a woman gives her husband when she wants to fuck him. It was the kind of kiss where their bodies were pressed tightly together and her tongue eagerly explored his mouth. It was the kind of kiss that left him hard as a rock.

    Arousing him had been the intention as Sylvia had continued to follow the advice in her new favorite book, 'A Domme's Guide to Training the Perfect Husband.' In that moment, she was doing what she could to turn Shane on, to keep his mind focused on wanting to fuck her.

    "I want you," he said the moment the kiss ended.

    Sylvia reached down and stroked him through his jeans. "I know. I can feel it. But I can't let you have me, Shane. I'll be late for my lunch with Holly."

    He looked desperate. "Please, Sylvia."

    She shook her head. "We can have fun later, Shane. I promise. As long as you don't masturbate while I'm gone, that is. Will you promise me that you won't stroke your cock while I'm out with my friend?"

    He nodded.

    "Are you sure, Shane? Because now that you've promised, I'd be very disappointed if you broke that promise."

    "I won't masturbate. I promise," he said.

    Sylvia stepped back, leaned against the kitchen counter, and lifted the bottom of her sundress, exposing the delicate lace panties she'd selected. Shane's eyes focused between her legs and Sylvia slowly pulled her underwear aside.

    "I wouldn't mind if you went down on me," she said with a smile. "You're so good at making me cum with your tongue that I'm sure you could do it quickly." Sylvia ran a finger over her labia, plunged it inside, and rubbed her clit for a few moments before adding, "Actually, I'd really like to cum, Shane, and I'd really like you to be the one to make me cum. Will you do that for me? Will you get on your knees and lick my pussy until I cum?"

    He didn't say anything. He closed the distance between them, dropped to his knees, and went to work. Sylvia put a hand on the back of his head, applied gentle pressure to remind him that she was in control, and let him work her clit with his tongue.

    "Finger me," she instructed.

    A moment later two fingers were inside her as Shane rhythmically licked her clit with the thickest part of his tongue, applying a perfect level of pressure and quickly luring Sylvia to the brink of an orgasm in a remarkably short span of time.

    The quickness with which she reached the brink of climax was a new thing for Sylvia. It wasn't so much that Shane had evolved into some sort of oral expert - he was exceptional, but not any more so than he'd ever been - but instead that her exploration of dominance within her marriage had left Sylvia in a state of constant arousal that managed to heighten her pleasure, often leading to quicker orgasms.

    Right before cumming, Sylvia tightened her grip on Shane's hair and pulled him a little closer. She smothered his face with her pussy - not in an overwhelming way - and cried out in pleasure before her thighs began to tremble.

    "Fuck, Shane, I'm cumming," she said.

    Shane's tongue tended to her clit right until Sylvia released her grip on his hair. She'd never offered an instruction, but over the past few weeks he'd come to understand that she was effectively commanding him to cease using his tongue when she released her grasp on him after oral sex.

    "That was exceptional, as always," Sylvia said as she caressed her husband's face and smiled at the sight of her juices on his lips and chin. "Thank you, my love."

    "It was my pleasure," Shane replied from his knees.

    Sylvia pulled her panties back over her pussy, smoothed out the front of her dress, and then stepped away to get some distance from Shane before asking, "Is everything still in its place?"

    He nodded. "You look perfect."

    Sylvia glanced at the bulge in his pants – his erection was still throbbing wonderfully - and then smiled at her husband. "Remember your promise. No masturbating. I'll take care of you when I get home, okay?"

    "Yes, I promise. No masturbating," he replied with a smile.

    Sylvia rushed towards him, bent over to give Shane a quick kiss, and then grabbed her purse and headed out. The aftermath of the orgasm - and of Shane's eagerness to serve her pussy without demanding anything in return - kept a smile on Sylvia's face for the entirety of the drive to Holly's home. That smile remained as she strode towards the front door and rang the bell to announce her presence.

    When no one answered Sylvia worried that she'd gotten the day or time wrong and pulled out her phone to confirm. She was in the midst of scrolling through her messages with Holly when the door opened.

    "Welcome, Sylvia," Troy said as he hid behind the door.

    "Is everything okay?" she asked. The sound of a distinctly sexual moan reached Sylvia's ears and she felt a little embarrassed as she was absolutely certain she'd come at the wrong time. "Am I early?"

    Troy shook his head from behind the door. "No, Holly's date has simply gone longer than she expected."

    It had slipped Sylvia’s mind that Holly cuckolded her husband, a fact that was now impossible to forget. "Is she...is she having sex?"

    "She is," Troy replied with a gentle nod. "They had a date last night. He spent the night and Holly planned on having him out of the house before your arrival, but her desire for him got the best of her. He can be quite persuasive when he craves her, as it turns out."

    Sylvia thought back to when she'd watched Holly slap Troy across the face in a department store. It was among the most astounding things she'd ever witnessed, though she hadn't been horrified like most people would have been. Instead, she'd been intrigued. She felt the same way standing at their front door and listening to Holly have sex with another man as her husband stood there like it was a perfectly normal occurrence.

    "Would you like to come in?" Troy asked.

    Sylvia nodded and stepped into the house. Troy shut the door and she was astonished to see him naked with the exception of a pair of pink lace boyshort panties, which would explain why he'd hid behind the door.

    "Are those your choice, or hers?" Sylvia asked.

    "Hers," he replied. "She often puts me in panties when one of her bulls comes over. Sometimes she locks my cock, too."

    Troy's cock was quite stiff, though rather diminutive. Sylvia felt like she understood why Holly would choose to cuckold her husband as it seemed unlikely she'd find a great deal of satisfaction in a below average cock.

    "Would Holly be okay with me being in the house? With me listening?" she asked.

    Troy nodded. "She told me to invite you in. She said you were free to do as you desired. You can sit and wait. You can wait on the deck if you'd prefer not to listen. She said you're also welcome to come to the bedroom and watch if you desire. No matter what you choose, though, you're free to command me."

    Sylvia was a little overwhelmed. She'd indulged in a bit of kink with Shane, but it was nothing compared to the life Holly and Troy led.

    "You're hard," she said. "Does that mean you like watching your wife with another man?"

    Troy nodded. "Yes, very much so. I couldn't really explain why, but it really turns me on."

    "So you'd prefer it if I told you to go back to the bedroom to watch them have sex?"

    "Yes," Troy admitted.

    He didn't move or utter another word. He simply stood there with his hands at his sides awaiting her order. Sylvia couldn't really read his face, either. He didn't seem frustrated or eager or horny or anything, really.

    "And she really wouldn't mind if I watched?" Sylvia asked. Uttering the question brought with it an unexpected tingle of excitement.

    "I know she wouldn't mind and I'm pretty sure she'd like it," he said. "She enjoys having an audience."

    It felt weird to watch. It felt weird to want to watch, but Sylvia was fairly certain that's what she wanted, if only to catch a glimpse for a few moments. "Lead me to the bedroom."

    Troy nodded, turned, and walked towards the stairs. He headed up and Sylvia followed as her pulse quickened. The sounds of sex got a little louder with each step she took and at the top of the stairs she could hear the gentle creaking of the bed frame.

    "Fuck me," Holly said. "Fuck me harder."

    Sylvia followed Troy to the end of the hallway as he stepped into the bedroom on the left. She remained just outside the door, though, staring at the foot of the bed. She couldn't see the sex, though. One step would reveal all, but Sylvia hesitated. She felt nervous and a little strange.

    "Oh, fuck," Holly said. "That feels so fucking good!"

    It sounded like good sex. It sounded like great sex. Sylvia wanted to see it, if for no other reason than it was something of a curiosity to witness a married woman cuckolding her husband.

    Sylvia stepped forward, took a deep breath, and turned to her left. She saw a pair of stocking-clad legs wrapped around the body of a tall, lean, muscular man. She saw the man thrusting, though the angle she watched from denied Sylvia the sight of that man's cock moving in and out of Holly.

    Troy was on his knees at the foot of the bed. His gaze was fixed squarely on the union of his wife and the man fucking her. His cock was rock hard in the panties and he had his hands clasped behind his back.

    "I'm close," Holly said. "I'm close, baby. Cum inside me. Cum inside me!"

    Sylvia was stunned at how her pussy tingled as she listened to Holly's desperate-sounding pleas for the cum of a man she wasn't married to, all while her husband sat on his knees and watched.

    The man fucking Holly picked up the pace, pounding her with such vigor that Sylvia wondered if the bed frame might collapse under the force of the sex it played host to. It didn't, though. Instead, Holly and her bull came together. He buried his cock inside her and filled her with his cum while she kicked her legs open and unleashed the sorts of moans that made it seem like she was having an otherworldly orgasm.

    Sylvia leaned against the doorframe and watched as her pussy - and most of the rest of her body, actually - tingled with a desire she didn't quite comprehend.

    "That was exquisite, as always," Holly said as she held her bull's head in her hands. "You're a remarkable man."

    He smiled and they kissed deeply. Sylvia was struck by the sense of intimacy in the kiss, though she concluded that it made perfect sense that Holly would share a deep kiss with a man who'd just given her a great orgasm.

    "Why don't you go wash up?" Holly said.

    They shared a quick kiss and then he pulled out and sat back on his knees for a moment. Sylvia's jaw dropped when she saw his cock. He was still hard and his shaft was slick with a mixture of their fluids. It was his size that stunned her, though. His cock was remarkably long and thick and the head was so plump as to be utterly astounding.

    "It's incredible, isn't it?" Holly asked.

    Sylvia snapped to attention and felt a sudden and deep sense of embarrassment that she'd been caught staring.

    "There's no need for embarrassment," Holly said. "Roman has a remarkable cock and he's not the slightest bit shy about it, so he certainly doesn't mind my friend staring a little bit. In fact, I'm sure he's delighted by your attention."

    "Sorry about that," Sylvia said.

    Roman backed out of the bed, took a step towards Sylvia, and smiled. "It's not a problem at all, I promise." Without saying another word he headed for the master bathroom, closing the door behind him. A moment later the shower turned on.

    "Troy, darling, my pussy is rather messy," Holly said. "Would you like to clean me?"

    "More than anything," he replied.

    Sylvia was stunned as she watched Troy stand and crawl into the bed. He laid between his wife's thighs, looked up at her, and kissed her labia before plunging his tongue inside her.

    Holly reached down, ran her fingers through her husband's hair, and then grabbed a fistful and pulled him a little closer. "Don't stop until you've cleaned up every drop, cuckold," she said. "Every fucking drop. If you're a good boy for the rest of the day I'll jerk off that little cock of yours into those panties you're wearing. You can keep them on overnight and let your dick soak in all that cum just to make sure you remember your place."

    It all felt so extreme to Sylvia, and yet she was captivated, just like she'd been in the department store when Holly physically and verbally punished her husband for the relatively minor offense of complaining about having to spend his day shopping with her.

    "There's nothing in the world like having your husband lick another man's cum from your pussy, Sylvia," Holly said.

    The look on her face made it seem as though that was true. For her, at least. She looked to be enjoying the clean up just as much as she'd enjoyed the sex, though perhaps in an entirely different manor. Sylvia understood the sense of pleasure Holly felt, though, as she'd experienced something quite similar right before coming over. Shane had fallen to his knees and given her an orgasm without question and he'd happily surrendered the right to masturbate until she was home, all of which was because she'd taken control.

    "If you'd come by earlier you'd have seen Troy sucking Roman's cock," Holly added. "And doing so with a stiff erection in his panties."

    Again Sylvia was struck by how extreme it all seemed. She wondered how Holly could remain married to a man who sucked cock and ate cum and wore panties. And yet, she hadn't walked out of the bedroom. She'd stayed. She'd watched. She was still watching. She was still turned on, too, so there was something about the proceedings she found irresistible.

    "I got all of it," Troy said as he looked up at his wife.

    "Good boy," she replied, putting a bright smile on his face. "Retrieve my robe from the closet, would you? The longer one."

    Troy backed out of the bed and rushed towards the closet as Holly swung her legs over the side of the bed and plucked her bra and panties from the ground. She dressed quickly and Troy helped her into the robe, which she cinched firmly around her waist before giving her husband a soft kiss on the cheek and squeezing his ass in the panties.

    "Remain dressed like that," she said. "Now go open a bottle of wine, pour two glasses, and get to work on lunch."

    "Of course," he replied. "And thank you for letting me clean your pussy."

    "You're welcome, my love."

    Troy rushed past Holly and she watched him hurry towards the stairs before turning back to her friend, who approached with a smile on her face.

    "That wasn't too much for you, was it?" she asked.

    Sylvia shook her head. "It was...it was a lot. Maybe a little overwhelming. But there was something...I don't know, something compelling about it. Something...kind of irresistible."

    Holly reached out, took Sylvia's hand, and squeezed it gently. "It's even more irresistible when you're the woman in the bed getting fucked by a man with certain qualities that your husband can't hope to match. It's not just that Roman has a glorious cock. It's his body. It's how he uses his cock. It's his confidence. It's his strength and power and stamina. It's a little of everything, really, and the end result is that I get to have the best sex of my life and I get to have it whenever I want."

    Sylvia was surprised to feel a touch of jealousy. She wasn't really sure why she felt it, though. She and Shane had good sex. Sometimes it was great sex, and yet there was an undeniable surge of jealousy coursing through her.

    "I'm going to change into something a little more appropriate for lunch," Holly said as she let go of Sylvia's hand and turned towards the closet. "Oh, and don't worry, Roman's leaving after he showers. We'll be able to enjoy our lunch just the two of us."

    "Of course," Sylvia replied.

    Holly changed into a dark red dress and a pair of heels, pulled her hair into a ponytail, and checked her makeup in the mirror before leading Sylvia out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and onto the deck where they'd spent time on previous visits.

    The moment they sat down Troy delivered them each a glass of wine before heading back to the kitchen to finish lunch.

    "I should apologize," Holly said.

    "For what?"

    She smiled. "I didn't lose track of time. I knew when you were coming and I knew what time it was when I lured Roman into the bed for another round."

    Sylvia was more curious than confused.

    "The truth is, I wanted you to see the benefits of cuckolding your husband," Holly continued. "I know you're still early in your journey and that I probably jumped the gun a little, but I figured I'd see if you had any interest at all in witnessing Troy's cuckolding and seeing for yourself just how incredible it can be to get fucked by a man like Roman."

    Sylvia lifted her glass, smiled, and said, "You're unlike any woman I've ever met, Holly."

    They clinked their glasses and both women laughed before sipping their wine.

    "I'm not sure I could ever cuckold Shane, though. The sex is good - I'm not aching for something better - and I just don't know if that's something he'd ever be even remotely willing to consider," Sylvia said.

    Holly's lips curled into a decidedly naughty smile.

    "What?" Sylvia asked.

    "You may not know it, but you've already thought about it," Holly said. "You just said that you don't if Shane would even consider it, which means you've thought about cuckolding him. My guess would be that you thought about it the moment you saw Roman's cock, but it might have been when you saw me cum. Maybe it was something else entirely. I just know that you thought about it."

    Sylvia's first impulse was to deny it, and yet she had mentioned that Shane likely wouldn't consider it, which meant that some part of her had already done at least a little thinking on the matter. Plus, Holly was right that Sylvia had been rather taken with Roman's cock.

    "What's it like?" she asked. "Being with someone that big, I mean. Is it...is it different?"

    Holly nodded. "It's unlike anything I've ever experienced, Sylvia. I've had plenty of good sex in my life - even with Troy's fairly small cock - but it's entirely different with a cock like the one Roman wields, especially when it's wielded with the kind of skill he possesses. The orgasms are out of this world. Truly, it's unlike anything I've experienced."

    She'd mentioned that twice - making it seem like it was true - and again Sylvia felt a touch of jealousy. Again she wasn't entirely sure why - sex with Shane was good - but the jealousy was undeniable.

    "There's one thing you're not considering, Sylvia," Holly said.

    "What's that?"

    She smiled. "When you've trained him well, a man will do anything you ask. Once you've taken full control of your marriage, Shane will find pleasure in being cuckolded. He'll find pleasure in watching you have an amazing orgasm with another man's cock inside you. He'll find pleasure in serving you and that man if that's what you desire. He'll find pleasure in cleaning cum from your pussy or sucking another man's cock. He'll find pleasure in it because that's what you've trained him to do. That's the true benefit of following through on all the lessons in that incredible little book I gave you."

    Sylvia was awash in arousal as she listened to her friend describe what struck her as a perfect fantasy. It seemed impossible that she could wield such control over Shane - and that he'd find genuine pleasure in such a deep level of submission - but merely thinking of such an outcome had left her pussy completely and utterly soaked.

    "You want that level of control, don't you?" Holly asked.

    Sylvia smiled, sipped her wine, and nodded. "I do."

    Sylvia wasn't sure she'd use that control in the same way Holly did, but she wanted it and she was determined to get it.
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      Punishment is often thought of as a reliable strategy to train your husband to embrace his submissive side. I largely disagree with that opinion, though.
    

    
      You can certainly train a man via strict rules and harsh punishments for disobeying those rules, but the result will not be a submissive that loves and adores you and is willing to do anything you desire because of that. The result will be a man that fears you, that offers his submission because he fears the unpleasantness of your chosen punishments.
    

    
      The result might also be a divorce, which is why I prefer praise over punishments. Instead of discouraging behavior you don't like, you want to encourage good behavior in training him to be the ideal submissive husband.
    

    
      Before I go further, though, I should point out that there's one type of punishment - if you'd even call it that - that I do recommend you make use of: Denial.
    

    
      As a woman, you possess what your husband craves most in the world. It's likely your pussy, but might also be your mouth or your hand. The specifics don't really matter. What matters is that you're in full control of the means of orgasm that your husband enjoys more than any other, which means you can withhold that means of orgasm as a way of punishing behavior you find unacceptable.
    

    
      The upside of this particular form of punishment is that it will generate an ever-growing sense of desire in him and you can use that desire to control him. If he wants to satiate that desire, he must obey you.
    

    Sylvia had thought she was making progress. She'd thought that Shane was focused on her, that he'd surrendered his orgasms to her. As it turned out, she'd been foolish to think that.

    She'd walked in on Shane masturbating in the shower. He hadn't noticed her presence and she'd slipped out of the bathroom after just a few seconds of observing his furious stroking.

    Rather than lose herself in the frustration, Sylvia retrieved the book from her nightstand and crawled into bed with it. The chapter was all about reward and punishment and it proved exceptionally helpful in bringing Sylvia back to a place of calm.

    
      While some men naturally come around to the idea that their wives should be their only source of pleasure, others need to be specifically instructed that they are no longer allowed to masturbate. If you husband falls into the latter category, don't be shy about making your desires clear. After all, controlling his orgasms is the foundation of making yourself the leader of your marriage, so you need to seize that particular form of control as soon as possible.
    

    
      It might take more than one conversation to make your desires clear. It's worth having to repeat yourself, though, as the rewards of controlling his orgasms are far greater than you can possibly imagine.
    

    
      How you approach that conversation should be determined by your knowledge of your husband. Is he the kind of man that will respond to a simple demand - even if it's delivered in a kind, warm manner - or should the message be delivered with a bit of metaphorical honey?
    

    
      If you haven't yet had the conversation, I'd recommend offering your husband pleasure right after you've delivered your message. Let him know that you want to be responsible for all of his orgasms...and then give him an orgasm. Associate surrendering control to you with his pleasure and he's far more likely to surrender that control without a fight.
    

    Sylvia slid the book back into the nightstand and hurried towards the bathroom with purpose. Shane was still masturbating - he was clearly taking his time - and Sylvia unbuttoned her blouse as she watched him through the lightly-frosted glass of their shower door.

    "Shane," she said.

    His head whipped towards her as he pulled his hand from his cock. "Fuck, Sylvia, you scared me."

    She unbuttoned her jeans and moved them over her hips. "Is there room in there for me?"

    "Uh, yeah," he said. "Of course."

    Sylvia could hear the disappointment in his voice. She wondered if he'd gotten quite close to orgasm and she'd interrupted him. She took off her bra and panties and pulled the shower door open.

    Shane turned his body as if he was trying to hide his erection. Sylvia smiled, stepped under the water, pressed her naked body against his, and grasped his stiff cock as she kissed her husband's neck.

    He tensed up at first, as if he was unsure of her intentions. That lasted no more than a few seconds, though, as Sylvia felt Shane's body relax as he turned towards her, grabbed her ass, and pulled her closer while their tongues entwined.

    "Were you masturbating?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Sylvia stroked his cock and kissed him. He moaned into her mouth as she teased the head of his erection and then ran her fingers down the shaft and cupped his balls.

    "Did it feel good?" she asked.

    He seemed a little confused by the question, but he nodded.

    "Does my hand feel better?"

    "Yes, it does," he answered. "Much better."

    They kissed again, this time in a remarkably deep fashion as Sylvia lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it while stroking his remarkably stiff cock with as much skill as she could muster.

    "I don't like it when you masturbate," she whispered.

    "I'm...I'm sorry."

    "You don't need to apologize," she said. "I never said anything so you didn't know. Now you know, though. I don't like it when you masturbate."

    Sylvia studied her husband's face as the hot water cascaded down her back and his dick throbbed in her hand. She saw the pleasure - the handjob certainly ensured he felt good - but she saw what struck her as a touch of concern, as if he'd disappointed her by masturbating. She liked that sense of concern. She liked that he didn't want to disappoint her.

    "I like being the one to make you cum, Shane," she said. "I like being the one to take care of your orgasms, to make you feel good."

    "I like that too," he replied.

    She released his cock and leaned against the wall on the far side of the shower. She offered her hand and Shane took it. Sylvia placed it on one of her breasts and he quickly added his other hand, fondling both of her perky tits as he leaned in to kiss her.

    Before their lips could meet, Sylvia asked, "Do I make you feel good, Shane? Do I make you cum hard? Does my hand, or my mouth, or my pussy feel better than when you masturbate?"

    "Yes," he whispered. "Everything you do feels better than masturbating."

    She wanted to ask him why he'd masturbated. She knew better than that, though. Men couldn't always articulate why they stroked their cocks when their wives were willing to offer them pleasure. Sometimes they did it just because they could, because it felt good, even if it wasn't anywhere near as good as sliding into the slick, hot confines of a tight pussy.

    "I want to be the one that makes you cum, Shane," Sylvia said as she took his cock and pulled it between her legs, rubbing the top of the head and shaved over her pussy lips. "I want to be the only one that makes you cum."

    He didn't respond. Instead, his lips parted and he moaned in pleasure.

    "That means no masturbating," she said as the shower filled with steam. "Can you do that, Shane? Can you let me be the one to pleasure you?"

    "Yes...fuck yes," he replied. "I can definitely do that."

    Sylvia knew it wouldn't be that easy, but she was delighted at Shane's willingness to accept her wishes and at the level of control she felt with his cock in her hand. She likely could have gotten him to agree to anything in that moment, though the odds of him actually following through on a more outlandish promise were small. That's why Sylvia wasn't counting on him actually giving up all masturbation. She just wanted to plant the seed, and to set the table for her disappointment should he decide to masturbate in the future.

    "There might be times when you desperately want to cum and I'm not in the mood," she said. "Will you still be able to hold off on masturbating, Shane? Will you be able to wait a day or two to get the satisfaction you crave? Will it be worth it to enjoy my tight pussy or my mouth?"

    He nodded. "Yes...Sylvia, yes, it will be worth waiting. It will."

    She knew better than to believe him, but Sylvia believed that Shane believed what he was saying. She also knew he was a man, and that men were weak when it came to their desire to cum.

    "I'll be disappointed - maybe even upset - if you go back on your word, Shane. I know there will be times when it will be hard, but I expect you to make an effort not to masturbate. I expect you to make that effort for me, to be good for your wife," she said.

    It was among the more explicitly dominant things Sylvia had ever said to him and she felt an intense surge of lust between her legs as she uttered the words. Shane seemed to respond in the same manner, though he was receiving a handjob at the time so it was hard to discern the source of his pleasure.

    "I won't masturbate," he said. "I won't disappoint you. I won't. I'll be good."

    The pleasure of his cock head rubbing against her clit was nearly enough to put Sylvia over the top as Shane uttered such beautifully submissive words, even if he was doing so without submissive intent.

    Sylvia kissed him as Shane played with her tits. She moved her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy over the top of his cock and she lured his tongue into her mouth as he moaned.

    "Would you like to cum in my mouth?" she asked.

    His eyes went wide. "Absolutely."

    Sylvia smiled and slowly dropped to her knees, kissing her way down her husband's chest and stomach as she did. His cock was stiff and wet and the head plump with desire. Sylvia wrapped her hands around the base, stroked him a few times, and then took him in her mouth as she looked up and enjoyed the pleasure and wonder on Shane's face.

    "Oh my god," he said before closing his eyes and resting his hand on the tiled wall. "Sylvia, fuck, that feels so good."

    Sylvia was delighted to experience such intense pleasure as she sucked her husband's cock. It had never struck her as an act of dominance to take a man in her mouth - and it probably wasn't - but in that moment it felt like an extension of her dominance and it was certainly an extension of her efforts to turn Shane into the submissive husband Sylvia absolutely wanted him to be.

    Sylvia heightened her pleasure by masturbating as she gave Shane a blowjob. She moaned around his cock - perhaps making the oral sex even more pleasurable with a bit of vibration - and the more turned on she got the harder she sucked.

    "Sylvia...I'm close," Shane announced after just a few minutes of oral pleasure.

    She was close too. Very close, in fact. To heighten Shane's pleasure she began to stroke him while sucking, twisting her hand over the head of his cock before engulfing him in her mouth once more. Her fingers danced furiously over her clit at the same time and Sylvia's loins tingled with the pleasure of an impending orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck!" Shane cried out right before slapping the tiled wall of the shower and unleashing a torrent of grunts and groans as his cum filled her mouth.

    Sylvia kept her lips sealed around his shaft and caught his pleasant-tasting load while she masturbated to an orgasm of her own. Her legs trembled as the pleasure spread throughout her body, making her fingers and toes tingle in a remarkable manner. It was the first time she could remember cumming while giving a blowjob and it was a lovely little bonus to what felt like a very successful act of control, though time would tell just how successful she'd been.

    When they'd both finished cumming, Sylvia swallowed her husband's seed, stood, and pulled him close for a hug.

    "That was incredible, Sylvia," he said. "Just...fuck...what a way to start the day."

    He stepped back and looked at her like she was a goddess. It put a smile on her face and Sylvia took his head in her hands with the intention of reinforcing the request she'd made of him.

    Shane took her by surprise when he leaned in and kissed her. She was further surprised when his tongue slipped into her mouth. It wasn't a quick kiss, either. Sylvia was delighted by it, though, in part because he showed no fear of tasting the aftermath of his cum and because it was an act of genuine affection that made it seem as though he was deeply appreciative of the blowjob.

    "Thank you," he said.

    "It was my pleasure," she replied. "I don't know if you could tell, but I actually came while you were in my mouth."

    "I did notice," he replied. "That was really hot."

    "I agree."

    "Can I...if it's not weird, can I wash your hair?" he asked.

    Sylvia smiled. "I'd love that. Before you do, though, I just want to reiterate that I was serious. I don't want you masturbating anymore. I want to be the one to make you cum."

    "I know," he said. "I was serious too. If that's what you want, then that's what I want too."

    "So you won't masturbate anymore?" she asked.

    "I won't."

    Sylvia knew he'd likely break that promise, but she wasn't going to hold it against him if he did. Chances were that he'd break the promise only after Sylvia had denied him for long enough that he'd started to go mad with desire.

    When that moment arrived, Sylvia would deal with it. She'd be further into the book by that point and would likely have a far better grasp of how to use Shane's moment of weakness to further his training as her submissive husband.

    "Can I wash your hair?" he asked.

    Sylvia nodded and stepped in front of him. Shane poured some of her shampoo into his hands, rubbed them together, and offered up a blissful scalp massage as he washed her hair.

    All Sylvia could do was smile. She had very high hopes for the future of her marriage, for the increasing level of control she aimed to achieve, and for her and her husband's happiness as she became the undisputed leader in their household.
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    Shane had glanced at Sylvia half a dozen times since he'd stepped out of the bathroom. Each time his gaze lingered on her for a few moments. Each time she pretended not to notice he was looking.

    She noticed, though. She enjoyed the hunger in his eyes as he looked at her. It was her breasts that seemed to draw most of his attention, which made perfect sense. They were designed for that, after all. Men were delightfully simple in that way.

    Sylvia's breasts didn't look particularly special that morning. She'd worn a simple purple satin camisole with lace trim to bed the night before. It was hardly lingerie and it wasn't designed to entice. Not really. It was still doing the job, though. The fact that her nipples were hard probably helped, too.

    It had been a week since Sylvia had last made her husband cum and she was quite pleased with the insistent, ever-increasing sense of desire he seemed to feel. He'd grown more affectionate as the days had gone by and he often attempted to arouse her with gentle kisses and soft touches. In the last day he'd begun to show signs of frustration, though it hadn't yet bubbled over into anything problematic.

    "Did you think of me in the shower?" she asked.

    Shane stopped in his tracks and turned towards her. He still wore a towel around his waist and he held a t-shirt he was about to pull over his head. The t-shirt remained in his hand as he smiled and nodded.

    Sylvia gently pulled the covers aside, exposing her long, smooth legs and the matching pair of satin shorts she'd worn to bed. She parted her thighs slowly and ran her fingers over her breasts, drawing Shane's gaze between her legs first before he watched her fingers dance.

    He took a step towards the bed and Sylvia held her hand up to stop him in his tracks. The fact that he ceased his forward progress without hesitation put a smile on her face and made her pussy tingle.

    "What did you think about?" she asked.

    Before he could answer, she slipped a hand into her satin shorts and rubbed her clit. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned softly for a few moments while offering feather-light pressure on her sex organ, generating gentle waves of pleasure that spread outwards from her loins.

    "I thought of...well, actually, I thought of going down on you," he said.

    Sylvia opened her eyes and smiled at her husband. "Did you?"

    He nodded.

    It pleased her that he thought of pleasuring her. It's what she wanted him to think about. It's what she wanted his focus to be. It meant that his training was coming along quite nicely, that he was becoming the sort of eager, submissive husband she'd decided she very much wanted.

    "Was I in bed, or had I joined you in the shower?"

    His eyes roamed over her body, bouncing from her breasts to between her legs to admire the beauty of her masturbation. "You were in bed. I was...I was between your legs."

    "I do like when you're between my legs, Shane." She moaned and closed her eyes for a moment. "You've gotten better at worshiping my pussy, you know. You seem far more dedicated to my pleasure, to tending to my needs."

    "I am," he said.

    Sylvia ran a hand under her camisole and grasped one of her bare breasts. Shane's hands would have felt better on her perky flesh, but her own touch brought with it a shudder of satisfaction.

    "I thought about joining you in the shower," she said. "About pressing my naked body against yours. About kissing you. About stroking your cock and feeling it get hard for me."

    A bulge had formed in the front of Shane's towel. Sylvia guessed he was half hard and she delighted in her ability to excite him without even a hint of physical stimulation.

    "I thought about pushing you to your knees in the shower, Shane," she continued. "About pushing you to your knees, grabbing your hair, and pulling you to my pussy. About demanding that you worship me, that you make me cum, that you serve my cunt."

    The bulge had gotten bigger.

    Sylvia pulled her hand from her satin shorts, lifted her legs, and slowly pulled them off, removing the visual barrier between Shane and her pussy. She parted her thighs once more and his gaze focused squarely on the spot between her legs that he craved.

    "Drop your towel," she instructed.

    Shane did so, freeing his stiff cock from the terrycloth confines.

    "Come to the foot of the bed."

    He approached the foot of the bed and Sylvia smiled as she watched his stiff dick bounce a little with each step.

    "Stroke yourself," she instructed. "Slowly."

    Shane wrapped his fingers around his turgid shaft and stroked per her instruction. She watched as the head got bigger and a drop of precum appeared. His fingers gathered the lube and the rather pleasing sound of slightly wet male masturbation filled the bedroom, generating just a hint of extra wetness between Sylvia's legs.

    "It makes me wet when you do as I desire," Sylvia said.

    He moaned. It seemed that it turned him on to do as she desired.

    "It makes me want to reward you, to make you feel good."

    He said nothing, but the look on his face and the swelling of his cock made it seem as though his excitement had deepened.

    "Crawl into the bed. Get on your knees between my legs," she instructed.

    Sylvia masturbated as Shane crawled into the bed and sat back on his knees between her thighs. He stroked his cock - slowly, as she'd instructed - and his eyes roamed over her body in a hungry manner.

    Sylvia plunged two fingers into her pussy and buried them there as she pulled on one of her nipples. She generated friction against her clit and moaned at the growing intensity of her pleasure.

    Then she sat up, pulled her fingers from her pussy, and pressed them into Shane's mouth. He moaned and stroked his cock a little faster, no doubt as a result of the increase in arousal.

    "Do you want me, Shane?"

    He nodded with her fingers still moving in and out of his mouth.

    Sylvia smiled, laid back, and spread her legs. "You deserve to have me. You've been very good this week. Very, very good. So take me. Enjoy me. Fuck me, Shane."

    He released his cock, crawled forward, and leaned down to kiss her. Their tongues entwined and Sylvia moaned as she guided her husband's stiff dick into her pussy. He moaned and filled her slowly before bottoming out and resting for a few seconds while showering her neck in soft, seductive kisses that never failed to drive her wild.

    "Fuck me," she said softly. "Fuck me, Shane. Fuck me and make me cum. Fuck me and make me feel good."

    Sylvia wanted Shane to think of the sex as serving her needs before his. He was going to cum, of course, but she wanted his focus on her satisfaction, on her desire, on her pleasure.

    "Mmm, your dick feels so good inside me," she whispered before showering his neck in soft, seductive kisses. "Fuck me harder, Shane."

    He did as she desired, and it was during one of his hard, deep thrusts that Sylvia's mind conjured an image of her friend Holly being fucked. It was a fragment of a memory. Of something she'd witnessed a handful of weeks ago. Of Holly and her lover Roman having sex while Holly's husband watched from his knees.

    At first, Sylvia tried to wipe the image from her mind. It persisted, though. She saw Holly's face and the pleasure that washed over it. She heard Holly's moans. She saw Roman's muscular body on top of her friend.

    "Harder, Shane," Sylvia said as her loins pulsed with pleasure. "Fuck me harder. Pound me, baby."

    Then Sylvia saw Roman after he'd pulled out of Holly. She saw the other man's massive cock. She saw it and in an instant she thought of having it inside her. She thought of how Holly had been quite convincing about how a bigger cock - especially when wielded by a man like Roman - felt spectacularly good.

    "Cum inside me, Shane," Sylvia said. "I'm close...cum in me. Cum inside me!"

    They came together. Sylvia came hard and she did so while images of Holly and Roman fucking filled her head. It was unexpected and she felt a little guilty about it, but the intensity of her orgasm washed away much of that guilt before it had a chance to settle over her.

    "That was an exceptional orgasm, Shane," she said. "Thank you."

    He looked giddy and Sylvia hoped that at least part of his pleasure was due to the fact that he'd made her feel so good.

    "No, thank you," he replied. "You're amazing. You're like...like a goddess."

    Sylvia liked that, so much so that she pulled his lips to hers for a long, deep kiss. She quite enjoyed the idea of being a goddess to Shane. After all, a goddess was worthy of worship.

    "How would feel about making your goddess breakfast?"

    He smiled. "I'd love that. I really would."

    She kissed him again, this time letting her tongue linger in his mouth a little longer as a small reward. "Call me when it's ready, okay?"

    "I will."

    Shane pulled out and hurried to get dressed. Sylvia watched until he'd left for the kitchen and then opened her nightstand and pulled out the book that had taught her the art of turning her husband into the submissive she wanted him to be. With her fingers firmly grasping the weathered tome, Sylvia hurried to the bathroom before any of Shane's cum leaked out onto the carpet.

    Spurred on by her brain's conjuring of Holly cuckolding her husband, Sylvia opened the book to the chapter on a dominant wife welcoming another man into the bedroom:

    
      While I'm certain that all dominant women would enjoy the freedom to fuck whatever man they please - and to do so with their husband's support, I should add - I freely admit that cuckolding is not for everyone. It takes a certain kind of woman to be able to manage having two men in her life, let alone the multiple lovers that some women welcome into their bedroom once they've gotten used to the pleasures of being a cuckoldress. This chapter is meant for those of you that believe you could be that sort of woman.
    

    
      It's possible your husband is already excited by the idea of being cuckolded. It's not likely, though, as only a small percentage of men are eager cuckolds. Most will need to be trained to enjoy being cucked on a regular basis and it can be a difficult process to overcome the societal programming that tells a married man that it's utterly abhorrent for a married woman to fuck anyone other than her husband.
    

    
      Thankfully, you've already made progress in this arena if you're training your husband to be a good submissive, as training him to be a cuckold is merely an extension of that basic idea.
    

    
      Ultimately, the goal is the same: You want your husband to find great satisfaction in your pleasure. You want your pleasure to supersede his. You want him to choose your pleasure over his. In fact, you want him to choose your pleasure even if it means him suffering to a certain degree. And make no mistake, being cuckolded will likely involve some form of suffering for your husband, though if you train him correctly, that suffering will be mitigated by a great deal of pleasure.
    

    
      Your first task, then, is to continue to train your husband to think of your pleasure as his pleasure. This largely involves doing more of what you've already done if you've been following my advice. Guide him to tending to your needs and reward him when he does so. Exert control over him in ways both small and large and make him feel good when he submits to your control.
    

    
      Once you feel as though your husband is eager to sublimate his desires in favor of yours, you can begin to subtly hint at the notion of cuckolding him. There are countless ways you can do so, though I can't necessarily recommend any of them as a surefire way of introducing the subject. Instead, you must use your knowledge of your husband to judge what is most likely to persuade him to consider the idea of you having sex with other men while he remains faithful.
    

    
      Below you'll find a handful of ideas for how to gently, subtly introduce the idea to him:
    

    
      	
        
          Commenting on how attractive you find another man. It could be an actor in a movie or TV show you're watching together. It could be a man you see walking down the street or that you just passed by in the grocery store. There's no need to go over the top about it, but a quick comment followed by an act of affection towards your husband - a kiss on the cheek, a gentle grab of his ass, etc - is all you need to do.
        

      

      	
        
          If someone flirts with you, tell your husband about it. If you're a woman, chances are good that men regularly flirt with you. As a woman who's considering stepping outside her marriage for sexual pleasure, you should try flirting back just a little. Then, when the time is right - perhaps after you've gotten your husband just a little bit turned on - share the story of the flirtation. Tell him that the guy was handsome. Tell him that you liked that he flirted with you. If your husband can handle it, tell him that you liked that the guy desired you. This works even better if you're aroused as you tell this tale, as you can then pull your husband's hand or mouth between your legs to tend to your desire.
        

      

      	
        
          Get in the habit of having your husband watch you masturbate without his participation. Make him focus on your pleasure, on observing it, on watching but being unable to indulge in helping you achieve a climax. Then, at some point, introduce a toy. If you crave a bigger cock than your husband can offer, make sure the toy represents what you crave. Have him watch you fuck the toy. Make sure you cum while you're doing so. Then, immediately afterwards, make your husband feel good. You don't have to make him cum, but you should stimulate him sexually so he associates his pleasure with the sight of his wife fucking a toy that's larger than him.
        

      

      	
        
          As often as you can, emphasize that your pleasure is what's important. Make him say it while you're stroking his cock and bringing him to the edge of orgasm. Doing so will associate the notion with his sexual pleasure, which is what you're looking for. You want him to find genuine pleasure in the idea of you having great sex with someone else. It's also worth regularly reminding him that your pleasure should be his primary concern even when you're not in a sexual situation, as making it a more widespread concern in his life will soften the ground for his eventual cuckolding.
        

      

      	
        
          Arrange it so he ends up watching you flirt with another man. As soon as you're done with the flirting, treat your husband to some sort of arousal and/or sexual pleasure. It could be as simple as a deep kiss or a gentle stroking of his cock through his pants. The idea is to show him that flirting with someone else has turned you on and that you're eager to make your husband feel good after you've done that flirting. You're reassuring him that when you cuckold him you won't leave him for the man that fucks you.
        

      

      	
        
          Following on the previous idea, take that flirtation a little further - at a party, or a night out at a bar, perhaps - and then bring it up again when you get home. Don't just mention it out of the blue, though. Instead, mention it in the throes of passion. Take your husband inside you, kiss him, and tell him how much it turned you on when the hot guy at the party flirted with you. It will be a little painful for him to hear, but if you're riding his cock at the same time he's not going to argue. In fact, he might find it quite pleasurable that his wife got so turned on that she couldn't help but jump his bones the moment you got home. He might find himself feeling quite eager for his wife to flirt with other men.
        

      

    

    
      Over time you can ramp up your training. You can fuck the big toy more often. You can take your husband to a bar and make him sit and watch while you flirt with other men before dragging your husband home to fuck his brains out as you both think of the sexy flirtation. Eventually you'll both find yourself in a place where you genuinely desire his cuckolding.
    

    
      Until you get to that point, though, I recommend you hold off on reading the rest of this chapter. For the vast majority of men, this kind of training takes time. He's not going to be eager to be a cuckold over night. It could take months, if not longer, and since you have no interest in ruining your husband, you need to be patient. Don't worry, though, once he becomes your willing cuckold you'll have a lifetime to enjoy the pleasures of being able to fuck any man you desire.
    

    "Breakfast is ready!"

    Sylvia smiled, shut the book, the tucked it back into her nightstand. She pulled on her satin shorts and strolled out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. Breakfast on the table and Shane pulled out her chair and gestured for Sylvia to sit.

    She intended on doing so, but first she stepped into her husband's arms and kissed him deeply, rewarding him for having prepared breakfast so dutifully and skillfully.

    As their tongues mingled, Sylvia thought once more of how much Holly had enjoyed having Roman's cock inside her while her husband watched. She wasn't sure if she could actually go through with cuckolding Shane, but the idea seemed more appealing to her than ever and in that moment she resolved to try some of the tactics the book had mentioned to soften the ground and see if there was any chance her husband would ever be open to the idea of Sylvia sleeping with another man.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Are you humming?"

    Sylvia looked over her shoulder to see Shane standing by the refrigerator with a smile on his face. She was, in fact, humming, though she hadn't taken note of it until he'd pointed it out.

    "I guess I am."

    He stepped closer, put his hands on her waist, and kissed the back of her neck. "What's got you in such a good mood?"

    The answer leapt to mind immediately, though Sylvia's first instinct was to refrain from sharing the source of her mood with Shane. It was an instinct she ended up squashing, though, as it was a bit of flirtation at the grocery store that had brightened her mood.

    Before answering, though, Sylvia turned her head and found her husband's lips for a deep kiss. It seemed to catch him off guard at first, but Shane wasn't going to turn down a chance to kiss her in that manner and Sylvia was quite pleased when his hands slipped under her shirt and moved to cup her breasts in the rather delicate lace bra she'd put on before leaving. He moaned into her mouth as he touched the bra and pressed his crotch into her ass, announcing the presence of his erection.

    "Someone flirted with me," she said as Shane's lips found her neck.

    He kissed her once and then looked up with a hint of insecurity on his face. "Really?" His hands moved to her waist, though he didn't back away.

    "At the grocery store. I was perusing the apples. He came right over and chatted me up. Asked which kind of apple I enjoyed the most. It wasn't the most sophisticated flirting a man has ever done with me, but I got the feeling he was a little out of practice, perhaps recently divorced and trying to get his confidence back."

    Sylvia subtly pushed her hips back and watched just a hint of arousal dance across her husband's face.

    "Though he didn't seem like the sort of man that would lack confidence," she added.

    "Why is that?"

    Sylvia smiled. "He was very good looking. Tall. A full head of hair. He looked to be in exceptionally good shape, too."

    Before Shane could ask another question, Sylvia spun around, grabbed his ass, and pulled him close. She kissed him, holding him tight and luring his tongue into her mouth so she could suck on it a little, which was a surefire way to communicate her lust and her desire for Shane to feel that same lust.

    "Did he...did you flirt back?" he asked.

    Sylvia rested a hand on Shane's chest, smiled, and said, "A little. It was fun. It wasn't anything heavy. He wasn't asking for my number or checking out my tits or ass or trying to grind up on me in the grocery store. He was just doing a little flirting. Connecting with a woman he was attracted to. Seeing if maybe she felt enough attraction to him to flirt back."

    It wasn't the first time Sylvia had mentioned finding another man attractive. Following the advice in the book 'A Domme's Guide to Training the Perfect Husband,' she'd spent that past six weeks slowly building up Shane's tolerance to the idea that she was attracted to other men. It began with simple comments about actors in movies and TV shows, graduated to glancing at men in public - though making no mention of their attractiveness - to then occasionally mentioning that she thought a stranger was exceptionally good looking.

    Sylvia almost always followed her comment with an act of affection towards her husband and that affection almost always blunted the sense of insecurity that followed her having commented on another man's looks. In the past few weeks she'd taken to following that public act of affection with sexual pleasure of some sort once they got home, ranging from having Shane go down on her to dragging him to the bedroom to fuck her. Sylvia had yet to directly associate her desire with another man's attractiveness, though. She'd been too worried that it would go disastrously wrong. She was ready to push it, though, in no small part because the flirtation had proved rather arousing and Sylvia had come home in the mood for an orgasm.

    "I did enjoy myself, though," she said before leaning in to kiss Shane's neck. "I enjoyed feeling like he was attracted to me. I enjoyed feeling just a little bit of desire emanating from him."

    Sylvia could feel Shane's uncertainty. His body seemed to want to pull away, to run from the conversation they were having. His cock was still hard, though, and he couldn't help but moan a little as she kissed his neck. He was caught between conflicting desires and it thrilled her to be able to keep him in place by building his lust so significantly that he couldn't resist her.

    "I did notice him check out my ass as he walked away," she whispered. "For just a moment - a split second, really - I saw desire in his eyes."

    Sylvia reached between Shane's legs and stroked his cock. She was pleased to find him throbbing to the point that she could easily grasp his shaft through his jeans and offer him enough pleasure to elicit a deeper moan.

    "I think he would have asked for my number if he hadn't spotted the ring on my finger," she added.

    Shane's hands moved to Sylvia's waist and found their way under her shirt. His fingers moved to her lower back and his lips met hers. They kissed and she welcomed her husband's tongue into her mouth as he ran a hand up her chest and grasped one of her breasts through the delicate lace of her bra. A moment later his fingers had slipped under the lace and he was playing with her nipple, which was stiff with desire and exceptionally sensitive to his touch. Sylvia moaned into his mouth and gently sucked on his tongue for a moment.

    "I need to get fucked, Shane," she said softly.

    He responded by lifting her shirt over her head, kissing her neck and chest and sucking one of her nipples into his mouth through the lace. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it as Sylvia reached back to unhook her bra, freeing her breasts.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels good," she said as Shane's lips found her bare flesh, took her nipple in his mouth, and sucked hard. 

    After a wealth of nipple play, Shane stepped back and pulled his shirt off. His hands moved for his belt next, but Sylvia reached out and stopped him. He let his hands fall to his sides and she smiled, unbuttoned her jeans, and worked them over her hips while he watched. Sylvia kicked her heels - she almost never wore heels to the grocery store, but ever since she'd opened her mind to the idea of sleeping with another man she found it thoroughly enjoyable to dress in a more alluring manner - off and her jeans followed, leaving her standing against the kitchen counter in a pair of lace panties.

    "Do you want to fuck me?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "Are you willing to earn the right to fuck me, Shane? Are you willing to do as I desire for the right to slide your stiff cock into my tight, wet cunt?"

    Desire - intense desire - washed over his face and Sylvia saw his cock jump in his jeans. "Yes," he said. "I am. I will. You know I'm always willing to do what it takes to make you happy, Sylvia."

    That was increasingly true - Sylvia had been following the book's training guide for several months at that point and it was working exceptionally well - but in recent weeks there was a notable difference in that Shane seemed to find genuine pleasure in earning the right to make Sylvia feel good in whatever way she chose. He seemed to take great pleasure in earning the right to claim an orgasm for himself, too, a shift that Sylvia found more enthralling than she'd expected.

    "Then come here and get on your knees for me," she said.

    As the weeks and months had gone by, Sylvia found ever-increasing pleasure in dominant utterances. Demanding her husband fall to his knees made her pussy wet, and far wetter than when she'd been more subtle about instructing Shane. It felt far better to demand and watch him obey.

    He approached and sank to his knees. He looked up at her with a smile - a genuine smile - on his face and lust in his eyes. Sylvia stared down at him as the hum of desire coursing through her body got louder.

    "I'd like you to kiss my feet," she said.

    Shane bent over and kissed her feet without hesitation. Sylvia thought of the progress they'd made. Five months ago Shane would have looked at her like she was crazy for issuing such a request. Now he looked excited and he did it gleefully. His lips felt good against her feet, but his willingness to obey was the thing that thrilled Sylvia beyond words.

    "Kiss my legs. Work your way to my pussy. Take your time, though."

    Shane took his time, planting dozens of soft kisses on her legs while caressing her skin, sending slow and beautiful waves of pleasure upwards to her pussy and resulting in an excess of wetness that left her panties damp.

    "I liked that another man desired me, Shane," she said as his lips reached the soft skin above her knees. "I liked that he wanted to flirt with me. I liked that he looked back to check out my ass as he walked away. I liked that he would asked for my number if I wasn't married. I liked that a man like him was so into me that he thought about asking me on a date."

    Shane was turned on, though Sylvia couldn't be sure if it was the submission, the closeness to her pussy, or the fact that someone else had flirted with her that was at the root of his desire. It didn't matter, though. That was the beauty of it. He was experiencing arousal as she talked about another man desiring her and that was all that was needed to help him accept the idea of being cuckolded at some point in the future.

    "If you weren't married, would you have gone out on a date with him?" Shane asked before kissing her inner thighs.

    "Yes," Sylvia answered without hesitation. "I would have accepted his invitation. I would have spent quite a bit of time getting ready for the date. I would have worn this sexy bra and panty set just in case I found him charming enough to let his hands up my shirt on the first date."

    Shane ran his hands up Sylvia's thighs, past her panties, and up her stomach. He took her breasts in his hands and kissed her thighs just inches from her pussy. As he moved from one side to the other, his nose pressed against her clit and she felt a brief-but-wondrous thunderclap of pleasure from the first direct stimulation she'd had since her grocery store flirtation.

    Sylvia put a hand on the back of Shane's head, looked down at him, and said, "Kiss my pussy through my panties."

    His lips pressed against her panties and he planted a series of firm kisses as Sylvia closed her eyes, grabbed a handful of his hair, and moaned. It felt good. Exceptionally good. Warmth and pleasure spread through her body as Shane worshiped from his knees, doing exactly as she desired and likely doing so as thoughts of Sylvia flirting with another man occupied his mind.

    "Are you thinking about him?" Shane asked.

    Sylvia opened her eyes, pulled back on his hair so his lips departed her panties, and smiled. "Would that bother you?"

    "I...I don't know," he said, though Sylvia suspected that he did know. "I mean, yes, a little. How could it not bother me?"

    She pushed her foot forward and played with his cock through his jeans with her fingers tightly entwined in his hair. She said nothing, instead preferring to watch the pleasure dance across his face.

    "You're right. It's supposed to bother you. Any married man should be a little bothered by his wife flirting with someone else. You, though, should also be happy for me."

    "I should?" he asked.

    Sylvia nodded. "You should be happy because it made me happy. You should be happy because it thrilled me that someone so good looking wanted to flirt with me. You should be happy because it turned me on, Shane. You should be happy because my pleasure should be the most important thing to you and it brought me no small amount of pleasure to flirt with another man."

    He was conflicted, as he should have been. His training wasn't anywhere near complete. Sylvia was making progress, though. She still hadn't decided if she actually wanted to cuckold her husband, but she'd grown quite fond of the notion of having the option. At the very least she liked being able to flirt with men and she was quite certain she'd enjoy doing so in a more flagrant manner, perhaps in a bar or a club where that sort of thing was expected.

    "Your pleasure is the most important thing to me, Sylvia," Shane said as she continued to tease his cock with her foot. "It really is. And it feels really strange, but there is a part of me that likes that you...that you flirted, or I guess that you enjoyed someone flirting with you. I don't know. It's confusing."

    "I know it is," she replied. "But it makes me very happy that you can feel something good - excitement or happiness or perhaps a touch of arousal - at the idea that another man flirted with me, that he wanted me."

    Shane opened his mouth - Sylvia guessed that he was about to deny that he felt any arousal at the notion of another man wanting her - but Sylvia pulled his lips against her panties before he could utter a single word.

    "Lick me through my panties," she said. "Taste all the juices that have leaked out of me, Shane. Taste my arousal. Taste how wet my cunt is."

    He liked it when she used the word cunt. His eyes always went a little wide and he always moaned a little. Sylvia used it sparingly - there was no need to go overboard - but she loved that she could inspire a touch of lust with a simple word.

    "Take my panties off," she instructed.

    Shane pulled her underwear off with haste and Sylvia pulled him between her legs once more.

    "Worship my pussy."

    It was an instruction Shane had received countless times over the past five months and its ability to inspire lust seemed to have grown increasingly potent. His eyes lit up as she uttered those words. He licked feverishly and Sylvia extended her foot once more, though this time she didn't rub Shane's cock. Instead, she held her foot there and waited. To her delight, he took the bait and began to grind his dick against her, pursuing the meager pleasure she offered in that moment while his tongue massaged her clit in the manner Sylvia found most pleasurable.

    "I want you inside me," Sylvia said.

    She pushed the groceries back and hopped on the kitchen counter. Shane stood and stripped before approaching with his stiff dick bouncing in front of him. They kissed as Sylvia wrapped her fingers around his shaft and guided him inside her.

    Shane filled her with one long, slow thrust and then Sylvia wrapped her legs around him and held him close, preventing her husband from fucking her until she'd given him permission.

    "It's good that you didn't get mad at the fact that I flirted with someone," she said softly. "It's good that you were okay with me exploring a little bit of innocent pleasure with him. That's the kind of husband I want you to be, Shane."

    "I know," he said. "And that's the kind of husband I want to be for you."

    Sylvia kissed him and released the grip of her legs, tacitly offering Shane permission to fuck her. He did so, though at a slow pace, which is exactly what she craved in that moment.

    "That's good," she said. "Nice and slow. Take your time. Enjoy my pussy. Enjoy how warm and wet it is. This is your reward, Shane. Your reward for being the kind of husband I want you to be. You get to fuck me nice and slow. You get to take your time. You get to enjoy my cunt. And then you get to fuck me as hard as you want before you fill me with your cum."

    He groaned and Sylvia kissed him again. She relaxed her legs entirely and grabbed his ass tightly. She used the leverage to control the speed of his thrusts, slowly urging him to pick up the pace and enjoy the intense pleasure that came as he fucked her harder and faster.

    "I'm going to keep flirting with other men, Shane," she said. "I'm going to smile when someone handsome looks at me. I'm going to flirt back when that someone handsome flirts with me. I'm going to keep wearing my wedding ring, but I'm not going to turn down the chance to have a little flirty fun with a good-looking man that desires me."

    He groaned and she urged him to fuck her harder.

    "And you're going to keep being the kind of husband that doesn't get mad. You're going to support me. You're going to be good for me. If I get home and I've done a little flirting with a man, you're going to happily worship my pussy and make me cum if that's what I want. And, if I want to get fucked, you're going to offer this lovely cock of yours and fuck me like you're doing right now. Aren't you?"

    "Yes!"

    "Do you want to cum, Shane? Do you want to cum inside me?" Sylvia asked as she felt her orgasm approaching.

    "Yes, please. Can I cum inside you?"

    "Yes, baby. Cum in me. Cum in my pussy!"

    Sylvia held him tight and they kissed. He fucked her hard and fast and she held herself on the edge of orgasm right up until Shane buried his cock in her pussy and unleashed.

    Sylvia's moans of pleasure filled the kitchen as Shane came inside her. Her pussy pulsed around his cock and her ass trembled against the smooth marble of the kitchen counter.

    With their foreheads pressed together, they both unleashed heavy post-orgasmic breaths as Sylvia smiled in an uncontrollable manner, such was her pleasure at both the orgasm and the act of domination that had occurred right before she came. It was a perfect way to enhance her already considerable satisfaction.

    "That was exceptional," she said. "You really know how to fuck me, Shane. How to make me feel good when I need to feel good."

    He laughed softly. "I was just going to say the same thing. That was an incredible orgasm. Thank you, Sylvia."

    "You're welcome."

    They shared a long, soft, slow kiss as she ran her hands up and down his back and gave his ass one last squeeze.

    "Would you mind grabbing me a paper towel before you pull out?"

    Shane did so and Sylvia folded it in half and held it over her pussy after he pulled out. She caught most of his cum - thought a bit dripped out - and then she sauntered away to clean up in the bathroom.

    "Please put the groceries away after you get dressed. Oh, and if you wouldn't mind bringing my clothes to the bedroom when you're done with that," she instructed.

    "Of course," Shane said with a smile.

    It was the smile that Sylvia enjoyed the most. It was genuine. He wasn't frustrated at having to do work after cumming. He was happy to do it. He understood that fucking her was a gift she offered him. He understood that having an orgasm inside her was also a gift and he was appreciative, just like a good submissive husband should be.

    As it turned out, his training was going very well.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Sylvia couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so nervous. She'd already finished half her drink and it wasn't helping a bit. That didn't stop her from taking another sip, though.

    She told herself there was no reason to be nervous. She wasn't cheating on Shane. He knew she was there. He knew she was meeting Holly for a drink. He knew that Holly had invited a couple of friends - male friends - to join them for that drink. Shane knew there was a possibility that the night would include more than chatting and flirting.

    Still, it was a date, and Sylvia hadn't been on a date with someone new - someone she was nervous about impressing - since she met Shane. She'd seen a picture of the guy Holly was bringing for her and he was exceptionally handsome. Big, too, though in a good way. The muscular type of big. The type of big that made Sylvia feel a surprising sense of desire as she let her mind wander and imagined those strong hands on her body. She even imagined those strong arms carrying her to bed in a momentary flight of fancy that had left her tingling between her legs.

    "I see you got started without me," Holly said as she slid into the booth and smiled across the table at Sylvia.

    "Yeah, sorry. I felt bad just sitting here without ordering." She took a deep breath. "Plus, I'm way more nervous than I thought I'd be. Way, way more nervous."

    Holly - who looked beautiful in a simple but sexy red dress - reached across the table and took Sylvia's hand. "I was nervous the first time. So much so that I screwed up the date, actually. But I didn't have someone to guide me. You're lucky."

    Sylvia smiled at her friend. "Yes, I am."

    Her life had changed immensely - and entirely for the better - since she'd met Holly that fateful day in the department store. What had started as utter fascination with a woman dominating her husband in public had morphed in something close to a brand new lifestyle for Sylvia. She'd practiced the art of femdom since first cracking open the book Holly had lent her and Sylvia was convinced she was getting better at it with each passing day.

    Shane was now a dedicated, dutiful husband. He showered her with love and affection every single day, without fail. He happily did most of the chores around the house and found pleasure in offering her massages, buying her flowers, and ensuring that her every need was met, often without Sylvia having to ask anything of him. Best of all, Shane was happier. He'd said so on numerous occasions, in fact.

    "Tonight is about having fun," Holly said. "It's about getting a taste of what's possible in a marriage where you're in control, where you have a dutiful husband who's eager to meet your needs no matter the cost. Your marriage certainly doesn't have to take the shape of mine - perhaps Shane would never want to watch as another man satisfies you - but each female led marriage finds its own shape that is built around the woman's pleasure."

    Sylvia was surprised - and delighted - to feel a gentle tingling between her legs as she thought of having sex with another man. Holly was right that Shane would likely never want to watch, but he'd gotten to the point where he no longer felt an overwhelming sense of anxiety at the idea of her having a little fun with another man. He wasn't anywhere near ready for her to fuck someone else, but she was helping him get closer and closer to that point.

    Sylvia had taken to dressing in a more suggestive manner. Not slutty, mind you. Instead she dressed like a woman who wanted to be noticed. She wore dresses and skirts more often. She wore heels more often. She put more effort into her hair and makeup. She accessorized her outfits more, too. The upside was that she felt far more attractive, so even absent the flirting with other men she would have been more amorous, which meant more sex for Shane.

    The steady diet of orgasms for him - and the ever-present sense of arousal that Sylvia made an effort to stoke whenever possible - certainly blunted the impact of her flirting with other men and it did the same when she mentioned that she might go on a double date with Holly and two guys. Shane had resisted, of course, but Sylvia had lured him into a state of acceptance with gentle domination, which was her preferred method of exerting control over her husband. Shane had ended up on his knees worshiping her pussy while Sylvia teased his stiff cock with her toes. She'd gotten him to admit that she deserved to go on a date if she desired and she'd reassured him that her desire for that date had nothing to do with her love for him, which seemed to be more than enough to assuage any worries Shane felt.

    "Do you like it better when Troy watches?" Sylvia asked as she thought of the time she'd witnessed the tail end of Holly's session with one of her lovers. Troy had been on his knees with his eyes fixed on the sight of another man's cock moving and out of his wife's pussy. It had struck Sylvia as a rather remarkable thing and it clearly brought pleasure to both husband and wife.

    "I do," Holly replied with a smile before turning and beckoning a waitress to come over. She gave her drink order, smiled, and turned back to Sylvia. "It's an act of domination that I adore, making him watch. Putting him on his knees. Making him witness another man's superiority, as there is no question that Troy is an inferior lover when compared to the men I let inside me."

    Sylvia thought of Shane, who was quite good in bed and who'd always been so. She couldn't help but wonder if someone else would be better and what it would feel like to be with someone better. 

    "What are you thinking?" Holly asked.

    Sylvia looked away, sipped her drink, and met her friend's gaze once more. "Shane's quite good in bed, but I was wondering what it would be like to be with someone better, or if that was even possible."

    Holly smiled. "Oh, it's possible. Believe me, it's possible. The man you'll meet tonight might not be the right choice, but there's absolutely a man out there that would put your husband to shame, sexually speaking, and I promise you that once you experience that particular kind of bliss you'll find it damn near impossible to go back to exclusively having sex with your husband."

    Sylvia was torn on whether or not she wanted that. She liked having sex with Shane. She liked the way he made her cum. And yet...if she could have even better sex, well, that was worth trying to experience at least once.

    "Here they are," Holly said as she turned and smiled at two well-dressed men coming their way.

    She slid out of the booth and Sylvia did the same. Holly greeted one man with a kiss on the cheek and Sylvia smiled and extended her hand towards the other.

    "Hi, Levi, I'm Sylvia," she said.

    She intended to shake his hand, but he took it, leaned forward, and kissed the back of it softly. "Sylvia, it's a pleasure to meet you."

    It was a cheesy gesture, and yet Sylvia quite liked it as she felt her heart flutter a bit.

    "I feel like a lucky man," he said, "you're more beautiful than Sylvia suggested."

    Again her heart fluttered. Levi was going a bit heavy with the charm, but it was working.

    "Sylvia, this is Ryker," Holly said as she gestured to the man who'd put his arm around her. "He and Levi both work at the same firehouse."

    It was silly to get excited about the idea of having sex with a fireman, and yet that's exactly what Sylvia felt in that moment. She was operating entirely under the preconceived strong and heroic notions of a man doing that job, but those notions were more than enough to make her pussy tingle a little.

    "Shall we sit?" Holly suggested.

    Sylvia moved towards their booth and slid in. Levi sat next to her and moved close enough for their thighs to touch. Sylvia was hit with a sudden urge to reach under the table and caress his leg, but she kept her hands to herself. She'd just met the man, after all.

    "So, how long have you two known each other?" Sylvia asked as Holly and Ryker looked at each other like they couldn't wait to rush out of there, tear their clothes off, and get down to the business of fucking.

    "A few years now," Holly answered. "We see each other every few months."

    "How did you first meet?" Sylvia asked.

    Ryker smiled. "I saw her outside a scene. It was a small fire in a store. Some idiot tried to get high in a storage room and a bunch of cardboard boxes went up in flames in an instant. Holly was standing on the sidewalk and watching when I came out. There was just something about her. Something irresistible."

    "So he came over and asked me on a date right then and there," Holly continued before lifting her hand and showing off her engagement ring. "He didn't give a damn about the ring on my finger."

    Ryker leaned over and kissed her neck softly. "I had to have her."

    Holly smiled. "And have me he did. Twice on that first date, if I remember correctly."

    Holly turned and kissed Ryker. Deeply, too. Probably too deeply for a public place.

    Sylvia turned to the man sitting next to her and found that his gaze was already fixed on her. She blushed a little at his attention - he was remarkably attractive - and asked, "So how long have you two worked together?"

    "Three years," he answered before glancing at her ring finger and the diamond that rested there.

    "Does it bother you that I'm married?" she asked.

    Levi shook his head. "Not at all. It makes things really clear, you know? I have no interest in taking you from your husband and you have no interest in leaving him. If there's chemistry here, we can enjoy ourselves without having to think about anything other than enjoying ourselves. I like that. There's something really exciting about it."

    Sylvia glanced across the table to see Holly and Ryker still engaged in one hell of a kiss, though Holly's hand had moved underneath the table and judging by the movements of her arm was almost certainly engaged in stroking her lover's cock.

    In any other circumstance it would have been both rude and inappropriate for Holly to behave that way. This was different, though. They weren't on a real date. Sylvia was a married woman on the verge of cuckolding her husband. It was quite different from a date. In fact, it struck her that the evening's purpose was to judge if she had chemistry with Levi and, just as importantly, to try and judge whether pursuing the pleasures of that chemistry was something she wanted to do.

    "Kiss me," she said. They could talk all they wanted, but there was little point to talking if there wasn't physical chemistry.

    As Sylvia hoped, Levi was not the kind of man to hesitate when a woman wanted to be kissed. He leaned in, reached up to caress her face, and kissed her. He did so slowly at first, luring her into the kiss before offering just the tip of his tongue. Sylvia was delighted to find her loins were instantly alive with desire, so much so that she could actually feel the wetness forming between her legs.

    "Wow," was all she said when Levi leaned back.

    "Yeah," he replied with a smile.

    Holly and Ryker were looking at them - their own kiss having ended - and both were smiling brightly.

    "Good kiss?" Holly asked.

    Sylvia smiled and nodded at her friend.

    The waitress showed up a moment later and everyone ordered drinks. With her desire - and their chemistry - confirmed, Sylvia was pleased that the evening then segued to conversation. It was the light, fun, flirty type. The guys shared some of the funnier stories of being firefighters, which ended up being lots of stuff having nothing to do with fires, in fact, including helping extract a young man from his mother's drier after he'd contorted himself in there on a dare.

    At one point, Holly and Ryker got off on a tangent for just the two of them and Levi turned to Sylvia with a semi-serious look on his face. "So, does your husband really know you're here, and what you're doing here, I suppose?"

    She nodded. "He does. My marriage is similar to Holly's. I'm a lot newer to domination than she is, but I'm learning about how to take control of my marriage, about how to foster my husband's submissive side and how to make something like this - like what the two of us might get up to - pleasurable for him."

    "How is such a thing possible?" Levi asked.

    Sylvia smiled at his genuine curiosity. "Well, a submissive man finds pleasure in tending to his wife's needs, whatever those needs might be. For instance, my husband now does most of the chores around the house, and though it might be hard to believe, he finds genuine pleasure in doing those chores because he knows it makes me happy. In fact, I've gotten it to the place where there's actually a bit of sexual satisfaction in it for him. It's not enormous - he's not walking around with a boner while taking the trash out - but it's there, and if I keep on stoking it then it only grows."

    "That's kind of amazing. You're amazing, in fact."

    She wanted to kiss him. To feel his lips against hers. To feel his strong hand on her face again. In fact, she wanted to feel his hand on her leg, up her thigh, between her legs. She wanted it in a fairly significant way, too. Sylvia thought of Shane, though. She thought of how denial worked so well to keep him happy, to keep him in that state of arousal that made offering his submission such a turn on. She stopped herself from kissing Levi to stoke her desire to do so.

    "Do you want to see me again?" she asked.

    "I do," Levi replied. "I really do."

    He wanted her. Sylvia could see it in his eyes. She wondered if he could see her desire.

    He leaned in. He rested a hand on her leg. He kissed her. His tongue slipped into her mouth. His fingers moved up her thigh. They moved a few inches under her dress. They danced over her skin, sending slow pulses of pleasure between her legs and deepening the wetness there. His touch - and his kiss - weakened Sylvia's resolve and increased her desire to go further than she'd planned that night.

    "You're a very good kisser," she whispered.

    "That's not all I'm good at," he replied softly.

    His confidence was intoxicating. She smiled, slipped her fingers around the back of his neck, and pulled his lips to hers for another kiss. This one was deeper. More aggressive. Her fingers moved through the short hair on the back of his head and she moaned softly into his mouth. She wanted him and it was quickly becoming difficult to resist the notion of asking him to take her back to his place.

    "It looks like we made a successful match," Holly said.

    Sylvia held the kiss with Levi a little longer and then looked across the table at her friend. "I think you did."

    "You did," Levi echoed.

    "Well, if you two don't mind, Ryker and I are going to retire for the evening," Holly said. "Troy has been waiting patiently for hours and he deserves to watch his wife satisfy her desires with another man."

    Ryker pulled cash from his pocket and slipped it under an empty class before sliding out of the booth and offering Holly his hand. They both waved goodbye and Sylvia did so in return before turning her attention to Levi.

    The moment had arrived. Her body wanted to go home with him. To spend the night in his bed. To explore his body and let him explore hers. To see if Levi really could fuck her better than Shane.

    She wasn't ready for that, though. Shane wasn't ready for that, either. It was just too soon.

    "Did you drive here?" she asked.

    Levi nodded.

    Sylvia put a hand on his thigh and let her fingers travel towards his crotch, stopping halfway there. "I'm not ready to do what Holly and Ryker are going to do tonight. Or, really, my husband's not quite there yet. I would like to fool around, though. How about we go to your car and do that?"

    Levi nodded again, this time with a big smile on his face. He pulled out his wallet, left money for their drinks - along with a generous tip - on the table and slid out of the booth. He took her hand and soon enough his arm was around her as they walked out.

    Halfway through the parking lot Levi's hand drifted to her ass and he gave it a gentle squeeze through the soft fabric of her dress. Sylvia looked at him, smiled, and then leaned over to kiss him on the neck.

    "I like your touch," she said.

    Levi unlocked his car - an SUV, actually - and Sylvia suggested they get in the backseat so there was nothing between them. She crawled in first, Levi got in behind her, and they were kissing the moment he shut the door.

    Unlike in the bar, Sylvia felt no need to restrain her desire. The kiss was deeper and more aggressive. Her tongue was more active. Her hands, too. It wasn't long before she'd found his cock through his pants and was stroking him slowly. She liked the way he moaned into her mouth when she touched him in that way. She liked how big he felt, too. She liked thinking about him inside her. It made her wet to do so.

    "That feels so good," he said.

    The only desire Sylvia restrained was the one that told her to let Levi fuck her. She wanted it. It was too early, though. Shane needed more training. She'd already decided she was going to make Levi cum, though. She wasn't sure if it was her hand or her mouth that would provide the orgasm, but she was going to make him cum.

    As they kissed, his hands roamed. She moaned when he played with her tits through the dress and she offered no objection when he pushed the straps from her shoulders to get better access. The moment she felt his fingers inside her bra - and his strong hand on her bare breast - Sylvia let out a much deeper moan.

    His touch felt good, but it was also the notion that a man she'd just met was playing with her tits in his car that drove her wild. She was fully enmeshed in the pleasure of dominating her husband so thoroughly that she got to play with someone else purely for her satisfaction.

    With her tits exposed, Levi leaned over and took one of her nipples in his mouth. He was gentle - some men are far too vigorous - which made Sylvia think he had more than enough experience to know how to pleasure a woman. His fingers moved between her legs and he pushed her dress up around her waist, prompting Sylvia to part her thighs and give him access to her pussy.

    Levi took that access. He moved her panties to the side. He slipped a finger inside her, lubed it with her juices, and rubbed her clit in slow circles while sucking on her nipples, moving from one to the other to ensure total pleasure.

    Sylvia came in less than a minute. She came in the backseat of a relative stranger's car and she came hard, too. She came while he sucked on her nipple and played with her clit and fingered her pussy. She felt a little like she was a teenager again and there was something so fantastically arousing about it.

    Sylvia took a few moments to recover from her climax and then turned to Levi and unzipped his pants. She freed his cock and kissed him. She stroked him and marveled at how long and thick he felt. She could barely wrap her fingers all the way around him.

    "You're bigger than my husband," she whispered. "And if I'm being honest, I can't wait to have you inside me, to feel this big cock of yours stretching me out."

    Levi moaned and Sylvia kissed his neck.

    "I'm sorry I can't let you fuck me tonight," she continued. "I hope a handjob will make you feel good."

    "A handjob would be amazing," he said through rapid, shallow breaths. "That feels so fucking good, Sylvia, and you're so fucking hot. This is incredible. It's so much hotter than I thought tonight might be."

    Sylvia smiled and spit in her hand. She lubed his cock and stroked him faster and with a tighter grip. She urged him to play with her tits and then kissed him. Levi's strong hand found one of her breasts and he squeezed it. Harder this time. She didn't mind, though. It was a little rough, but it felt good. Plus, he'd made her cum and now Levi was pursuing his pleasure so he deserved to do what felt good.

    "Oh my god...Sylvia..."

    Then he came. He came hard. Sylvia watched the cum erupt from the tip of his cock. It landed on the seat, on his shirt, on his pants, and on her fingers. It made a mess, but of course it did. Levi didn't seem to care, though.

    In fact, he laughed when he looked down at the cum all over...well, everything. Sylvia gave his cock a few gentle strokes and his laugher turned into a moan and his body trembled in that way a man's body sometimes does when you stimulate his cock soon after an orgasm.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "Fucking incredible," he replied.

    She pulled her hand away and looked at the cum that glazed three of her fingers. Then, without thinking, Sylvia took one of those fingers in her mouth and sucked it clean. Levi's eyes went wide and she smiled.

    "You taste good," she said. Soon enough she'd sucked her other fingers clean, too. It was not the kind of thing she normally did. She was really not that kind of woman. And yet Sylvia couldn't help but think that Levi would thoroughly enjoy thinking about her swallowing a little of his cum the next time he got turned on.

    "You're amazing," he said, which put a smile on her face.

    Tasting Levi's cum was about Shane, too. She'd tell him eventually. She might wait a little, but she'd tell him and she'd test him. After all, it would probably be difficult for Shane to hear that she'd made another man cum.

    "I'd like to see you again," Sylvia said as she stroked Levi's cock a few more times. "Next weekend?"

    "I can't wait," he replied.

    She gave him a kiss on the cheek and then fixed her dress so it wouldn't look like she'd just been fucked when she got out of his car. "I had an exceptionally good time...and an exceptionally good orgasm. I can't wait to do that again."

    "The feeling's mutual," Levi said. "Can I walk you to your car?"

    She looked at him and smiled. "I'm just a few cars away, actually, so I'll be fine. Plus, you're a bit of a mess."

    Levi looked down at himself and laughed. "Fair enough."

    Sylvia pulled out her phone and handed it to Levi to get his number. She took it back, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and let herself out of the SUV with a smile on her face and a bounce in her step.

    As she drove home, Sylvia considered how she would share the events of her evening with Shane. He'd need to be aroused. She'd need to be in control, too. He needed to be dominated, to be trained to accept that her pleasure - even if another man provided it - was all that mattered.

    Luckily, Sylvia had gotten good at dominating her husband and she was confident she could turn the rest of her evening into a deeply satisfying experience.

  
    Learning How to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

     As she drove home from her encounter with Levi - an encounter that included her cumming on Levi's fingers before giving him a handjob - Sylvia thought of the chapter she'd read in 'A Domme's Guide to Training the Perfect Husband' while relaxing in the bathtub that afternoon.

    It focused entirely on helping your submissive husband through the first steps of his cuckolding, as it was certain to be a difficult and potentially painful time for him. Sylvia wanted to make sure she followed the book's advice as it had thus far proven exceptionally good at guiding her in dominating Shane with skill.

    
      
        Training Him to be a Good Cuckold
      
    

    
      This chapter will be presented under the assumption that you've laid the groundwork for your husband's cuckolding. You've made it clear that you want more than he can offer and that you deserve to explore the pleasures of being with other men - or women - if you desire it. You've done so skillfully enough that your newly submissive husband hasn't put up much of a fight.
    

    
      Now the real fun begins. 
    

    
      First, in case you're having second thoughts, you do deserve to explore the pleasures of being with other men. You're a dominant woman. A goddess. You're in charge. You make the rules. You deserve to have the kind of sex you crave, even if it's another man's cock entering you or a beautiful woman's tongue lashing at your clit to give you a wildly pleasurable orgasm. You deserve it, and if you do this right your submissive husband will find otherworldly pleasure in you fucking other people while he remains faithful.
    

    
      It will be easier for your husband if you take it slow. You don't have to - you can jump right in and fuck another man - but your would-be cuckold will struggle less if you go on a few dates first, if you do some kissing and touching and pursue your pleasure by means other than having someone else’s cock enter your pussy.
    

    
      No matter how you approach it, though, you goal is to entwine your husband's sexual pleasure with his cuckolding.
    

    
      This begins with denial. Ideally your husband will have gone at least a week without an orgasm when you go on your first date with another man. In addition, make sure you arouse him before you go. Make sure you do so while talking about his cuckolding, about the fact that you're going on a date with a handsome man and that you might kiss that man, or feel his hands on your tits, or let him finger your pussy before the night is over. Associate your husband's desire with your desire to have another man touch you, kiss you, finger you, make you cum.
    

    
      By doing so, you're priming him for what comes later. You're leaving him excited and hopefully ensuring he'll be in that excited place when you come home from your date. If he's not, get him back to that excited place as quickly as possible. If he's gone a week without an orgasm it should be as simple as a few deep kisses. Once he's turned on, you can move to the next phase.
    

    
      You'll want to describe your date and do so in great detail. The key, though, is to offer that description while luring your husband into a state of even greater desire. This can be accomplished with a handjob, blowjob, or even sex. Direct stimulation - and stimulation that you have total control over - is the best way to ensure he's wildly aroused while you fill his head with details of your date with another man.
    

    
      The point - as I'm sure you already know, is to associate his arousal and his pleasure - because it's a pleasure to get his cock stroked or sucked - with his cuckolding. The more you do so, the more he'll crave his cuckolding. Eventually any resistance he had to the idea of you fucking another man will crumble away as he begins to find only pleasure in the idea of someone else's cock satisfying you.
    

    
      It's best to take your time. Really draw out the pleasure. Also, don't be afraid to make the pleasure mutual. Let your husband play with your pussy as you stroke his cock. Let him go down on you a little bit. If you're riding his cock, take a break from that to ride his face while you give him the details. This will produce a virtuous cycle where you find pleasure in your husband's cuckolding, outside of the pleasure you'll take in fucking other men, of course.
    

    
      The session should end with an orgasm for both of you. When your husband cums, ensure that he does so while you're talking about his cuckolding. If your date made you cum, I'd recommend talking about that while you give your husband an orgasm.
    

    
      It would be lovely if you can both cum at the same time, but it can also be quite useful to have your husband make you cum - preferably while you're talking and thinking about the other man - before you give your husband the orgasm he deserves.
    

    
      Your husband will be at his most vulnerable after he's cum. He'll likely be filled with anxiety over the idea of being a cuckold. He'll be worried that you're going to leave him for what he might view as a superior man. That's why it's vitally important to engage in aftercare once you've both cum. Reassure your husband that you love him and that you won't leave him for the man you're dating. Reassure him that his submission is beautiful, that it makes you wildly happy, that his willingness to submit makes him the most incredible husband in the world.
    

    
      After you've reassured him, it's important to make your husband engage in an act of submission. It can be as simple as doing the dishes or taking out the garbage. It can be something to benefit you, like offering a massage or booking a reservation for your next date with your potential lover.
    

    
      If your cuckold misbehaves after his orgasm - a rare occurrence, but it happens - you must assert your dominance in a stronger fashion. This can be done via making him consume his cum or making him worship your ass or armpits. It can also be done with a spanking if you so desire. You cannot tolerate misbehavior, though, as it will crumble the foundation of your dominance if it goes unchecked. With any luck you won't run into this issue, though.
    

    Sylvia had masturbated while reading parts of the chapter. She hadn't cum - she liked the idea of being horny that night - but it wouldn't have been hard to do so. Though she'd initially been uninterested in cuckolding Shane, Sylvia had come around after watching her friend Holly fuck another man while her husband watched. The pleasure she'd witnessed had been overwhelming and rather intriguing.

    As she pulled into the driveway, Sylvia was thrilled to feel a rush of arousal course through her body. She was looking forward to telling Shane about her night, about the pleasure she'd explored with Levi. She was, in fact, eager to have her husband's cock inside her. Sylvia wanted to cuckold Shane, but that wasn't because he was miserable in bed. He was quite good, actually, and she was looking forward to getting fucked as she thought of the fireman's hands on her breasts, of his lips against hers, of his fingers in her pussy.

    Shane opened the door for Sylvia as she approached. He looked nervous. His eyes roamed over her body like he was searching for evidence she'd had sex. Sylvia didn't say a word as she stepped into the house. Shane shut the door, stared at her for a few seconds more, and then approached and pulled her into a hug.

    "I missed you," he said.

    Sylvia closed her eyes and enjoyed her husband's tight embrace. She ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his neck and when he relaxed his grip on her she kissed his neck and moaned softly.

    "Did you do everything I asked while I was out?" she asked.

    "Yes. I did all the chores you left me."

    Sylvia smiled, took his hand, and walked through the house to inspect her husband's work. He'd mostly been tasked with cleaning the house from top to bottom while she was out. Sylvia had been clear that he'd be denied an orgasm if he did a poor job and she was delighted to see that he had, in fact, put in a great deal of effort to ensure that the house was spotless.

    Shane's reward was a deep kiss as they stood in the bedroom doorway. His hands roamed over her body - grasping her ass quite hard - and Sylvia moaned into his mouth as he did so.

    "I met a very nice man tonight," she said with their lips still achingly close. "He's a fireman. A big, strong, handsome fireman."

    Sylvia saw the angst the book had described. She saw her husband process that his wife had been on a date with another man, and that she'd been on a date with a man that represented the height of masculinity.

    "He works with one of Holly's...well, lovers, I suppose. He knew I was married. He knew I wouldn't be able to commit to a real relationship. I suspect his friend convinced him to come by telling him about the incredible sex he has with Holly. I suspect he found it hard to resist the allure of getting into a casual, blissful sexual relationship with a married woman."

    Shane was still hard, but the angst had deepened. That's why Sylvia stroked him through his pants while kissing his neck.

    "He was very charming," she said softly. "Smart. Funny. He told good stories. He clearly loves his job, in no small part because it's never boring."

    The angst was different. Sylvia surmised that Shane wasn't thrilled with the idea that Sylvia actually liked Levi, that he could offer her good conversation and a few laughs, that she saw him as more than just someone she wanted to fuck. She did, though. Levi wasn't going to be a boyfriend, but Sylvia saw them going on dates before having the wild, wondrous, spectacular sex she imagined would be a very big part of their relationship.

    Sylvia hastily removed her husband's pants and took his stiff, bare cock in her hand. She stroked him and watched the angst wash away as pleasure took its place.

    "I want you," she said.

    "Really?"

    Sylvia nodded. "I want the freedom to be with other men - in fact, I'm going to take that freedom - but I still want you, Shane. I still like how your cock feels inside me. I still like how you make me cum."

    He seemed relieved. His shoulders and posture relaxed a little and he smiled before letting out a moan.

    "I know this is hard," she said. "I'm not expecting it to be easy for you, but I am expecting you to come around to understanding that I deserve whatever kind of pleasure I crave."

    He moaned. "I know you do. I do. It's just...it was hard tonight. I kept thinking about you with...with some other guy. It was...it drove me a little bit mad."

    "And now I'm here with your cock in my hand. And soon enough your cock is going to be inside me. It's going to be bathed in my pussy juices. I'm going to make you feel good, Shane, and then I'm going to make you cum."

    Sylvia leaned in and kissed his neck. She moaned and nibbled his earlobe a little while teasing the head of his cock.

    "Just like I made him cum."

    She leaned back and watched her husband's face. To her delight, Sylvia saw a hint of pleasure. Pleasure at the idea that she'd made another man cum. There was angst, too, of course.

    "He made me cum, too."

    She stroked Shane faster, showering him in pleasure like the book suggested. She bathed his body and brain in a wealth of good feelings while telling him that someone else had given her an orgasm, that she'd provided that man with an orgasm too.

    Satisfied that Shane wasn't going to lose himself to his angst, she released his cock, stepped back, and stripped out of her dress. His eyes remained on her body as her outfit fell to the floor, leaving her naked in front of him.

    Sylvia grasped her breasts, smiled, and said, "We kissed in the bar. I felt his tongue in my mouth as his hand moved to my leg. He caressed my thigh and I found myself wishing he'd finger my pussy right there in the booth." She closed her eyes and moaned. "He was a very, very good kisser."

    Sylvia felt Shane's fingers between her legs. She opened her eyes to see him standing naked in front of her. She smiled at his eagerness to get naked and propel the evening forward.

    "You're the second man to finger my pussy tonight," she whispered.

    Shane leaned in and they shared a deep kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth and she sucked on it before swirling hers around. Sylvia grasped her husband's cock, gathered his precum as lube, and stroked him slowly while backing up towards the bed, stopping only when the backs of her thighs pressed against the mattress.

    "We went to his car after making out at the booth. We got in the backseat. We were all over each other, Shane. I was so turned on for him. I wanted to feel his lips against mine, his tongue in my mouth, his hand on my tits, his fingers against my pussy. I craved him."

    Sylvia put a hand on the top of Shane's head and pushed down. He fell to his knees and looked up at her with desire in his eyes. Sylvia's hand moved to the back of his head and she gently pulled her husband's mouth to her pussy.

    "My body shuddered with pleasure when Levi's hand found its way between my legs, Shane," she said while her husband's tongue danced over her clit. "I didn't realize how turned on I was until he touched me, until his fingers slipped into my wet cunt, until I felt pleasure rip through the entirety of my body."

    Sylvia applied more pressure to the back of her husband's head, pressing her pelvis against his mouth in a manner that generated more friction for her and likely caused just a touch of pain for him. Shane didn't try and back away, though. He knew it was his place to remain on his knees to be used for her pleasure even if it meant he had to endure a bit of suffering.

    As her orgasm neared, Sylvia pushed Shane's mouth away from her pussy and climbed into the bed. He waited on his knees - like a dutiful sub - and rose to join her only when she'd signaled for him to do so.

    Shane laid on his back and Sylvia pressed her naked body against his, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him while kissing his neck and moaning. She wanted to make sure his arousal had peaked before she continued to unfurl the story of her evening.

    "He made me cum so quickly, Shane. This gorgeous, strong, skilled fireman made your wife cum so quickly with his fingers. I could feel his cock as he got me off. I played with it through his pants. I stroked it. I felt how hard he was for me. I felt how thick he was."

    Shane looked a touch distressed, but the arousal was obvious.

    "I thought about fucking him, Shane."

    He groaned and Sylvia kissed his neck and moaned softly.

    "I thought about riding the fireman's cock in the back of his car. I thought about taking that big dick in my tight, married cunt and riding him until I was screaming in orgasm."

    Shane's dick was hard as a rock. Precum dripped from the tip. She was doing exactly as the book had suggested. She was expertly associating her husband's arousal and pleasure with his cuckolding. Sylvia realized she was doing the same thing for herself. She was massively aroused and thinking about Levi, about another man, about having sex with another man.

    "I had to make him cum," she continued. "It would have been rude to leave him so hard and so eager, so I unzipped his pants and pulled out his gorgeous cock."

    Shane's groan sounded more agonized than Sylvia wanted, so she straddled her husband and took his stiff dick in her pussy. She pressed her hands against his chest as he filled her warmth and wetness with his stiff cock and she let out a long, low moan while watching a tidal wave of pleasure wash over him.

    "His cock was long and thick...and he was so hard for me, Shane. He was so hard for your wife."

    Shane moaned and Sylvia leaned down to kiss him as she slowly milked his cock with her pussy. She offered a moan of her own while their tongues danced and his hands moved down her back and gently squeezed her ass, though he refrained from trying to fuck his cock up into her, which Sylvia knew took some effort on his part.

    "You want to fuck me, don't you?"

    He nodded.

    Sylvia grabbed his hands and pinned them above his head. "You don't get to fuck me. I'm fucking you tonight. I'm in control. I'm always in control."

    His eyes lit up. She had him where she wanted him. He was in a beautiful submissive headspace.

    "I thought about going down on Levi in the car," Sylvia said as she held her husband's gaze and rode him a little faster. "I thought about taking him in my mouth, about giving him a blowjob, about pleasuring him until he came for me, until he came in my mouth."

    Sylvia's pussy was alive with pleasure, a sensation that was unquestionably enhanced by the thought of giving Levi a blowjob. It was that enhancement of her pleasure that caught Sylvia off guard, though. She liked giving blowjobs, but she was rarely turned on by the mere thought of it, and yet the notion of having that gorgeous fireman's cock in her mouth had left her body tingling with pleasure.

    "I think I'll give him a blowjob the next time I see him," she said, sending a shockwave of lust through her body. "I think I'll wear something sexy for him - a lovely lingerie set, perhaps - and get on my knees for him. I think I'll look up at him, tell him how much I'm looking forward to sucking his cock, and then take him in my mouth to pleasure him, to pleasure him so thoroughly that he can't help but cum for me."

    "Sylvia...I'm close," Shane said.

    She sat up, put her hands on his chest, and ground her hips back and forth.

    "Think about me giving him a blowjob, Shane. Think about me on my knees for him, dressed in lingerie, moaning with his big dick in my mouth. Think about me sucking his cock and making him cum!"

    They came together. Shane closed his eyes and grunted and groaned as he flooded her pussy with his load. Sylvia pressed down harder on his chest, threw her head back, and screamed in pleasure for the second time that night.

    After an astounding orgasm, she slowly collapsed on top of her husband and showered his neck and cheeks in soft kisses.

    "I love you, Shane," she whispered. "I love you desperately."

    "I love you too, Sylvia."

    She kissed his lips softly, ran her fingers through his hair, and studied his eyes for a few moments.

    Before she could say anything, Shane said, "You deserve to have him. The fireman. You deserve that kind of pleasure, Sylvia. You do."

    He'd never been more submissive, and in that moment Sylvia was certain she'd never loved him more. The fact that he was in that headspace mere moments after his orgasm meant that she'd succeeded in convincing him that cuckolding was right for her, for them, for him.

    To her delight, Sylvia was turned on by his submission, and she'd never felt more dominant and she'd done so without saying a word. What he'd said was a product of all the work she'd done up to that point.

    There would still be difficulties with actually cuckolding him - fucking Levi, that is - but Sylvia was confident that she could deal with any issues that arose as a result of his angst or of her potential mishandling of her relationship with another man.

    The only immediate question was how long Sylvia could manage to wait before seeing Levi again. She wanted to give it at least a week to ensure that Shane was once again overwhelmed with desire. That would have the added benefit of filling her with wild desire, too. So a week it was.

    The week would feel long, but it would unquestionably be worth it when she got to quench her already impressive thirst for another hook up with her sexy fireman.
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     Sylvia crossed her legs and Levi glanced at her thigh. She could feel that her garter was exposed. That was the point, though. She wanted her date to know that she'd worn a garter belt with her stockings, that she'd put in a great deal of effort to look good for him, and most importantly that she intended on him seeing her in the garter belt.

    He seemed to get the message as he leaned in, rested his hand on her stocking-clad leg, and let his fingers curl towards her inner thigh while they kissed. The bar was dark and the music was loud and that seemed to give Levi the confidence to make it a deep, lingering kiss.

    "You're so beautiful, Sylvia," he whispered. "And so fucking sexy."

    She felt sexy. She'd felt sexy for most of the day, in fact. Shane's eagerness to submit had certainly helped with that. He'd made her breakfast and massaged her feet while she ate it. He'd done chores for most of the day and when the time came for her to get ready for her date, Shane offered his loving submission by showering with her, shaving her legs, drying her body, lotioning up her legs, and dressing her in lingerie once she'd finished her hair and makeup.

    Every bit of his submission had turned her on, making her feel like the goddess she'd yearned to become since that first day she witnessed Holly dominating her husband in the department store.

    "Let's dance," Sylvia said.

    Levi smiled and she slipped off the bar stool and took his hand. They danced to the thumping music, moving their bodies in time and touching each other throughout. She spun around and he kissed her neck while she ground her ass into his crotch. He ran his hands up her torso, letting them come to rest right under her breasts. She placed her hands over them and guided them a little further north. She turned her head to kiss him while he played with her breasts on the dance floor, sending shockwaves of desire to her loins and leaving her wet for the man she intended on cuckolding her husband with.

    They danced for a few songs and then returned to the bar where they ordered fresh drinks, talked, flirted, and kissed relentlessly. He couldn't keep his hands off her legs - affirming her decision to wear stockings for him - and she couldn't get enough of his attention.

    Sylvia had no desire to dominate Levi, but she found pleasure in slowly building his arousal. She wanted him in a place of intense, almost overwhelming desire by the time they left the bar. It could have been argued that she was manipulating him to get what she wanted, but Sylvia suspected that Levi wouldn't have argued with being aroused to the point of madness before she took him home and gave him a blowjob.

    "Let's get out of here," she suggested after finishing her drink. She was delightfully buzzed and it felt as though her panties were completely soaked through with the wetness of her desire.

    Levi happily led her out of the bar and Sylvia informed him that they'd be going back to her place.

    "Are you sure?" he asked.

    She smiled and kissed him. "Yes, my husband will be there. He'll meet you briefly and then he'll leave us alone. I promise, you have nothing to worry about."

    Levi looked a little nervous so Sylvia kissed him again, this time luring his tongue into her mouth and sucking on it in a manner she hoped would make him think about a blowjob.

    "I'm going to make you feel good tonight, Levi," she whispered into his ear. "And I want my husband to hear it. I want him to know that his wife is pleasuring another man. He's a good submissive, though, and he's not going to cause any trouble. I promise. He's going to sit in our bedroom and listen like I instructed him to do."

    "You're unlike any woman I've ever met, Sylvia."

    She ordered an Uber and a few minutes later they climbed into the backseat. Sylvia would have enjoyed furiously making out in the backseat, but she decided to preserve her good passenger rating and limited herself to touching. She pulled the bottom of her dress up enough that Levi could see her garters and stocking tops and was thrilled when he reached over to caress her thighs.

    At one point - while the driver's eyes were fixed on the road - she grabbed Levi's wrist and guided his fingers towards her crotch. He pressed them against her panties and she saw his eyes go wide, presumably at the wetness he found.

    She mouthed, 'I want you,' and he mouthed the same thing in return before rubbing her pussy in slow circles. Every little movement of his fingers felt astoundingly good and Sylvia was tempted to let him fuck her that night, to toss out her plans to draw things out a little bit and simply indulge in the sex that her body clearly wanted.

    She was going to wait, though, mostly because she was fairly certain that Shane wasn't ready to be fully cuckolded yet, that it might be too much if she fucked someone else. It would happen soon, but he needed a little more training before he was ready for that.

    Sylvia thanked the driver as they pulled up to her house and they largely kept their hands off each other while approaching the door. She'd instructed Shane to be ready to welcome them home and he opened the door moments before she reached up to knock.

    "Welcome home," he said with a smile.

    They stepped inside and Sylvia gave her husband a kiss on the cheek before moving towards Levi, who put his arm around her in a manner that she found deeply pleasing, as if his instincts were those of the kinds of men Holly talked about fucking, the kinds that enjoyed cuckolding a man.

    "Shane, I'd like you to meet Levi," she said.

    Levi extended his free hand and Shane shook it.

    "It's a pleasure to meet you, Shane. Your wife is an incredible woman and I feel lucky that you're the sort of man that doesn't mind her having a little bit of fun outside your marriage," Levi said.

    He pulled Sylvia a little closer and his hand moved to her ass. He gave it a squeeze and she smiled as Shane took note of someone else's hand on her backside.

    "Well, it's a pleasure to meet you too," he finally replied. "Can I get either of you anything? A drink?"

    "No, darling," Sylvia replied. "We're good. Why don't you head to the bedroom, and make sure to leave the door open like I instructed."

    Shane nodded. "Of course."

    He turned and walked away and as he did Sylvia stepped into Levi's arms and kissed him. She moaned into his mouth as he gripped her ass and squeezed it hard and she hoped that Shane had paused for a moment to look back and take note of the fact that another man was groping his wife's ass while kissing her deeply.

    "You're hard for me," Sylvia noted as Levi's erection pressed into her stomach.

    He smiled. "I've been hard for you most of the night."

    She reached down and stroked him through his slacks. His cock felt long and thick and Sylvia was hit with a sudden burst of arousal at the idea of seeing it, of wrapping her fingers around it, of taking him in her mouth, of offering this gorgeous, tall, sexy fireman the kind of pleasure he deserved.

    "Come," she said.

    Sylvia took his hand and led Levi to her living room. He sat on the couch and she straddled him. They kissed as he pulled up the back of her dress and grabbed her ass. She moaned into his mouth and dragged her hips back and forth over his lap, generating friction that pleased her clit and that she hoped brought his stiff cock a delightful, teasing kind of pleasure.

    Once the kissing and grinding had produced a wild kind of arousal in her loins, Sylvia stood and took a few steps back. She spun around, reached up, and unzipped her dress. She pushed it off her shoulders, looked back at Levi, and watched with delight in her eyes as he rubbed himself through his pants while she slowly stripped.

    "Holy shit," he said softly as Sylvia bent over to push her dress all the way to the floor. His eyes were glued to her ass with a thong running down her crack and the garters framing her soft, milky white flesh as they caressed her hips and upper thighs.

    Sylvia stood, spun around, and reached up to run her fingers through her hair.

    "Why don't you take your pants off for me?"

    Levi kicked off his shoes and hastily removed his pants as Sylvia danced for him. His eyes remained on her the entire time and she wasn't sure she'd ever felt sexier. She'd never danced for her husband in that way and never in that kind of lingerie, and yet it felt perfectly natural to do so for Levi, like she'd done it dozens of times before.

    His cock was beautiful. Even more so than she'd suspected after stroking him through his pants. It was long and thick and perfectly straight and the head was wondrously plump.

    She bit her lower lip and sauntered towards the man who would soon be her lover, who would soon regularly cuckold her husband. That night, though, Levi was the man she was going to pleasure with her mouth, the man that was going to cum on her tongue after she offered a slow, sensual blowjob designed to fill him with a kind of lust that would linger long past his orgasm, a kind of lust that would make him desperate to fuck her.

    Sylvia fell to her knees and wrapped her fingers around Levi's cock. She stroked him slowly and watched the pleasure dance across his face. He was harder than Shane usually was. Bigger, too, but she loved the incredible stiffness she felt.

    "Take your shirt off," she said softly.

    Levi unbuttoned his shirt as Sylvia leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She moaned and stroked his shaft while licking and sucking on the head. She played with his balls, too, and arched her back so he'd have a nice view of her ass.

    "Holy shit, Sylvia," he said. "That feels so fucking good."

    She took more of him in her mouth, lubing him with her saliva while the sound of his moans floated through the house. She thought of Shane in their bedroom. She thought of him listening as she gave another man a blowjob. She thought of him dealing with a wealth of emotions as the book had made clear he would.

    Sylvia thought of the man she was blowing, too. In fact, the longer she sucked his cock the harder it was to think of anything other than pleasuring him. Sylvia knew she was going to enjoy herself that night, but she hadn't expected it to be quite so thrilling to give head. As it turned out, sucking the cock of a man like Levi was far more arousing than going down on Shane, which was why Sylvia's pussy remained soaked with desire as her loins tingled in the most pleasing manner imaginable.

    Though Sylvia sensed she could have made Levi cum in a rather short span of time, she drew it out. She made it clear she was more interested in bathing him in pleasure than she was in hurrying the end of the blowjob. She wanted very much for him to feel like he was the center of the universe in that moment, for that would make him all the more intoxicated with her, and Holly had been clear that there was nothing quite like a man being intoxicated with a woman to ensure she got fucked the way she wanted to be fucked.

    "It turns me on that my husband is listening as I suck your cock," she said while her fingers moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft.

    "Oh...fuck..."

    Sylvia kissed the head of his cock and sucked on it a little as she looked up at Levi and watched the pleasure dance across his face.

    "Do you like that another man's wife is sucking your cock?"

    He nodded.

    "Do you like that I wore this lingerie just for you? That I wanted to look good for you, Levi? That it was important to me to look hot for you when I got on my knees and sucked your cock?"

    He moaned and Sylvia marveled at the way his cock head swelled up. He was clearly close to an orgasm and she liked that she had him in a place of such intense desire.

    "I love all of that," he said. "Honestly, Sylvia, this is so much hotter than I thought it would be. Fuck, being with a married woman...knowing your husband is right down the hall as you give me head...it's fucking incredible."

    "How would you like to cum in his wife's mouth?"

    Sylvia didn't give him a chance to answer. Instead, she took him in her mouth and sucked vigorously. She stroked his shaft. She played with his balls. She moaned while working him with every bit of skill she possessed.

    It wasn't long before his grunts and groans filled the living room. Sylvia thought of Shane listening as another man came in her mouth. She got wet from the very idea of someone other than her husband cumming in her mouth and of Shane obeying her and sitting in the bedroom as it happened.

    Levi's cock pulsed in her mouth for what felt like an extraordinarily long time, which Sylvia took as a good sign since the pleasure of his orgasm was extended in the most blissful way. When he finished, she pulled off his cock, swallowed, and smiled up at him.

    "That was the best blowjob I've ever had," he said.

    Then Levi leaned forward and kissed her. His mouth didn't open but he showed no difficulty in offering his affection despite the fact that he'd just cum in her mouth.

    He smiled and pulled her onto the couch with relative ease. His lips found her neck as his hand slipped into her bra to gently and skillfully play with her breasts. In an instant Sylvia was awash in a deeper kind of desire, a hunger that left her defenseless against Levi's relentless volley of kisses.

    To her surprise, he fell to his knees and moved between her legs. He grabbed her hips and pulled her forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the couch. Without a word Levi pulled her panties to the side and plunged his tongue into Sylvia's pussy before quickly finding his way to her clit.

    "Oh my god," she said. "Levi...oh, fuck."

    He was good with his tongue. Spectacularly good. He was good with his hands, too, as they roamed her body and touched Sylvia in all the right places, enhancing the considerable pleasure he offered with the lashing he was giving her clit.

    Levi proved skillful enough to give Sylvia a body-shaking orgasm in a matter of minutes. She grabbed two fistfuls of the couch cushion, closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and experienced a thunderously pleasurable climax that she was absolutely certain her husband heard.

    "Thank you," she said with a smile after coming down from her climax. "That was really, really good."

    He kissed his way up her body until his lips found hers. This time he offered his tongue and Sylvia was happy to take it as she held his head in her hands and let him explore her mouth while she did the same to his.

    The orgasm filled Sylvia with a sense of warmth and happiness and after Levi put his underwear back on she beckoned him to join her on the couch. She cuddled up with him and enjoyed the warmth and bulk of his body as he put his arm around her and pulled her close.

    They talked, kissed, and fooled around a little bit. It was nothing that would lead anywhere, but it was nice to indulge in her body's desire for him, and to let him do the same.

    Eventually Sylvia had to let him go. Levi dressed and ordered an Uber and when it was nearly there she walked him to the door and he pulled her close for a long, thoroughly arousing kiss that left a bulge in his pants and a reignited heat between her legs.

    "Can I see you again?" he asked.

    "Oh, absolutely," she replied with a smile. "Next weekend."

    "I can't wait."

    They kissed once more - this time shorter - and Levi left. Sylvia watched through the window until he was in the car. Then she took a deep breath and let herself consider how good the entire evening had been and how much fun - and pleasure - she'd experienced with him.

    Then Sylvia headed for the bedroom with a smile on her face. She was eager to play with Shane, especially since the last part of the evening had gone on a great deal longer than she'd expected.

    Her husband was in the bed and absent any clothing, just as Sylvia had instructed. His cock was half hard and she could see a fair amount of precum on his thigh - he'd gotten drippy, it seemed - and his shaft.

    He stared at her as she stood in the doorway and his eyes scanned her lingerie-clad body. Sylvia didn't say a word for a while, instead preferring to let him stare while he wondered if the orgasm she'd experienced had been the result of Levi's fingers, tongue, or cock.

    "Did you enjoy listening?" she asked.

    "Yes...and no."

    Sylvia stepped into the room and moved towards the bed. She reached out, ran her fingers through the precum on Shane's thigh, and brought it to her lips. She sucked it clean, doing so slowly and very much like she was sucking a cock. That was all it took to inspire his lust as she saw it dancing across his face in the most obvious manner.

    "Which part did you enjoy?" she asked.

    Shane swallowed hard as Sylvia took his half hard cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. "I...I don't know why, but the part where you...where you were pretty obviously going down on him. There was something about that...I'm not sure, maybe it's just because you told me that's what you were going to do, but there was something about it that I found arousing. I just...I pictured you in the lingerie, in this lingerie you're wearing...I pictured him watching you as you gave him head and it just...it just turned me on."

    "And the part that you didn't like?"

    Shane looked away for a second. "When he made you cum. I...I don't know...I thought maybe he was fucking you and it...it just..."

    "He went down on me," she said.

    He looked at her and studied her face like he was trying to determine if she was lying.

    "He went down on me and he was excellent," she added. "He made me cum so hard."

    Sylvia stroked him faster, knowing full well that Shane was struggling with the fact that Levi had made her cum with his tongue and that he'd done so in their house. She countered his angst with arousal and she was fairly certain it was working.

    "He liked that you were listening," she said. "That you were sitting in here listening as I sucked his cock in the lingerie I'd worn just for him. That turned him on, Shane, and he said I gave him the best blowjob he's ever had."

    She released her husband's cock and straddled him. She leaned down and kissed his neck while rubbing her wet pussy against his thigh.

    "Can you believe that, Shane? I gave another man the best blowjob he's ever had and I did it while my husband was obediently waiting in the bedroom like I told him to."

    He groaned and Sylvia felt her arousal growing as she ground her clit into his leg.

    "Do you want to kiss me, Shane?"

    "Yes."

    "Even though my lips were wrapped around another man's cock?"

    "Please, kiss me."

    Sylvia's lips hovered above his. She stared into his eyes. She saw his desire. She moved her pussy over his cock and took him inside her. She moaned at how good it felt, though his moan was far louder.

    Then she kissed him. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. He moaned as she began to ride him.

    "Next time, Shane, I'm going to let him fuck me," she said. "I'm going to let Levi fuck me. I'm going to cuckold you. I'm going to let another man have my married pussy and I'm going to let him have it as many times as he wants it."

    Sylvia could feel the arousal coursing through her. It was partly that Shane's cock actually felt good, partly that she was still turned on from the fun with Levi, and partly because she was getting off on the thrill of informing her husband that she was going to cuckold him, and of course it was especially thrilling that Shane offered no argument, that instead he offered his submission.

    "Sylvia...fuck...it feels so good."

    She sat up and pressed her hands into his chest while rocking her hips back and forth and milking his cock. "Think about him cuckolding you, Shane. Think about him fucking your wife as many times as he wants. Think about me on my back in his bed with my arms and legs wrapped around him as he pounds my tight married pussy. Think about him making me cum so hard that I scream his name. Think about him fucking me so good that I decide I can't ever go back to being a one woman man, that you become a permanent cuck, that you're always having to share my pussy with other men."

    Shane's body tensed up and he closed his eyes as Sylvia rode him wildly, dropping her clit onto his pelvis over and over until she was quivering and on the verge of an orgasm.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Shane cried out.

    Sylvia came right after. She came hard on her husband's cock and a sense of complete joy washed over her for a moment before the orgasm ripped right through her body and she collapsed on top of him.

    Shane wrapped his arms around her and said, "Thank you, Sylvia. Thank you for letting me inside you."

    "Enjoy it, baby, because there's a very good chance you'll be fucking me a lot less often from now on."

    "I know," he whispered. "I know."

    He offered no resistance. He was ready to submit to being a cuckold. He'd struggle, but he was ready. Sylvia would make sure he was denied all week, though, that he was thoroughly aroused on the day of his cuckolding. That would make it easier. He'd struggle, but that would make it a little bit easier and she'd make sure he had one hell of an orgasm when she got home.
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    Sylvia smiled at the milk foam heart the barista had crafted on her latte. It seemed to have been done with great care and when she looked up he was smiling so sweetly at her.

    "Thank you," she said. "It's beautiful."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied before pausing for a moment and adding, "You're beautiful."

    Sylvia rewarded him with a smile and then turned and headed towards the table Holly had secured for them.

    "The barista told me I'm beautiful," she said with a giddy smile.

    Holly turned towards the young man working the espresso machine and she too smiled. "He can tell that you're available," she said. "Now that you've opened yourself to the joy of cuckolding your husband, you're giving off an air of availability. Men can sense it. It's like sharks when there's blood in the water. It's really kind of incredible."

    Sylvia was going to disagree with the idea that she was somehow putting out an air of availability, but it dawned on her that she'd been flirted with a handful of times in the past few weeks, which was a great deal more often than she'd been flirted with prior to her decision to cuckold Shane.

    "You know, I hadn't actually thought about it until right now, but you're right," she said while admiring the lovely latte art.

    "It's one of the best reasons to cuckold your husband. I mean, the sex is the best reason, but there's something truly pleasurable about having gorgeous men of all ages flirt with you on a daily basis. It makes you feel young and beautiful. It makes you feel like the world is your oyster."

    Sylvia glanced towards the barista and he happened to be looking at her. She flashed him a smile and he looked like the happiest guy in the world after she'd done so.

    "Unlike most married women, there's nothing stopping you from getting that young man's number. There's nothing stopping you from going up there, whispering to him that you'd like to fuck him, and dragging him out to your car for a parking lot quickie," Holly said as she stirred her matcha drink. "Not that you're the sort of woman that would fuck a stranger, but it feels kind of good to think about being able to do that, doesn't it?"

    Sylvia nodded. It did feel good. She was picturing doing that very thing - fucking the barista in her car - and the stirring of desire between her legs was proof that it felt really good to think about it.

    "Have you ever done that sort of thing?" she asked her friend. "Meet some guy and then drag him to your car or a bathroom or whatever to go at it?"

    Holly smiled, sipped her remarkably green drink while holding Sylvia's gaze, and said, "I have. A few times, actually. I have a thing for the burly blue collar types. There's just something about having a pair of hands like that on my body that thrills me, and at least in my experience they tend to fuck with greater energy, urgency, and power, and I really like that. Sometimes the desire gets the best of me and I seduce a guy right then and there."

    "Is it good?"

    She nodded. "I always feel sexy and confident afterwards and I always cum hard. Really, really fucking hard. Plus, then I get to go home and tell Troy all about the naughty fun I had with someone bigger and burlier than him. I usually make him worship my pussy, too, so I end up having two incredible orgasms, one with a gorgeous cock inside me and one with my submissive husband's tongue working my throbbing clit while I tell him that another man fucked me so much better than he does."

    Sylvia sipped her latte, gently ruining the beautiful art the barista had created. It was still mostly heart-shaped though, and she couldn't help but smile every time she looked down at it. She wasn't going to fuck him, but she was going to feel awfully good for the rest of the day because he'd showed an interest in her and because she could have fucked him if she wanted to.

    "So, this weekend is the big day, right?" Holly asked.

    Sylvia nodded. "Saturday night."

    "Are you excited?"

    "More than I thought I would be, honestly. We were supposed to do it last weekend but then he had to cover for someone and work an overnight shift, so I'm actually a little bit desperate for it."

    "I can imagine. I promise, there's nothing like the first time you cuckold your husband, and you found a good one in Levi. If he fucks anything like his friend you're going to be in for a night of the finest sex of your life," Holly said.

    "I couldn't believe how much I enjoyed going down on him."

    Holly smiled. "There's something about sucking the cock of a man like that...it's just such a turn on, isn't it?"

    Sylvia felt her pussy tingle as she nodded. The young man working the espresso machine wasn't the sort of blue collar alpha type that Levi was, but Sylvia found herself considering what it would be like to drag the barista to her car to suck his cock. She was surprised to find that the idea of making his day - or week or even his month - by giving him a blowjob was thrilling.

    "Would I be a complete whore if I gave the barista a blowjob?" she asked. Merely voicing the idea was enough to make Sylvia's pussy tingle a little more, leaving her wet.

    "Yes, but that's the joy of being in charge in your marriage and cuckolding your husband. If you want to be a whore, you can be a whore. If you want to suck that young man's cock then do it. I can't imagine it would take him long to cum, and I'm sure he'd be willing to return the favor and eat your pussy if you wanted it."

    Sylvia turned and looked towards the barista. Once again he was looking at her and this time she smiled and waved. Then she beckoned him to come over. He looked utterly stunned so she beckoned him again.

    "Are you going to do it?" Holly asked.

    "Yes, I am. Will you wait for me?"

    Holly smiled. "Of course. Like I said, I'm sure it won't take long."

    Sylvia's pussy was soaked, a fact that astounded her. She was about to do something she'd literally never done in her life - give a blowjob to a man she'd just met - and that seemed to be driving the excitement.

    She'd have him eat her pussy, too, and when she got home she'd tell Shane all about it while he gave her a foot massage. Then she'd have him make dinner for the both of them and when they were done she'd reward him by letting him eat her pussy, making him the second man to do so that day.

    It was good to be in control.

    ---

    "Hey, how's Holly?" Shane asked when Sylvia got home.

    She thought of the barista moaning in the backseat of her car as she sucked his cock. She thought of how surprisingly large it had been, of how she'd very nearly asked him to fuck her, how she might have done so if she had a condom.

    "She's great," Sylvia answered before giving her husband a soft, lingering kiss on the lips.

    He was caught off guard by the lust that fueled her act of affection and he studied her face for a few moments before Sylvia took his hand and led him towards the living room.

    "I'd like a foot massage," she said.

    Sylvia sat on the couch and Shane sat opposite her, took off her heels, and placed a throw pillow on his lap to rest her feet on while he rubbed her.

    "That feels exquisite, Shane."

    Sylvia closed her eyes and again she pictured Ethan, the barista. He'd been utterly stunned when she'd asked him if he'd like to go to her car so she could suck his cock. He'd accepted, though, and asked his boss for a break. Sylvia left and he followed and she ushered him into the backseat and started kissing him right away.

    He proved a far better kisser than she'd expected and he deftly unbuttoned her blouse and slipped his hand into her bra, eliciting a moan when he worked her nipples with surprising skill.

    "I gave a blowjob today," she said.

    Shane's eyes went wide and he momentarily stopped rubbing her feet, though he resumed as quickly as he'd stopped. "Levi?"

    She shook her head.

    "Who...who did you...who did you give a blowjob to?"

    "A young man named Ethan. He works at the coffee place where I met Holly. He flirted with me a little. It made me feel good. I wasn't going to do anything, but the more I thought about it, the hotter it sounded to take advantage of my freedom and offer that young man a blowjob in the backseat of my car."

    Sylvia could see Shane grappling with his feelings and she was pleased to find that his face betrayed at least a touch of arousal alongside what looked like more than a little angst.

    "Does it bother you that I acted like a little bit of a slut today, Shane?"

    He shook his head.

    "Are you sure? Because I wouldn't blame you if it did. Most married men wouldn't be okay with their wives sucking cock for strangers."

    Sylvia saw the arousal. She wasn't sure what in particular had caused it, though she suspected it was the implication that Shane wasn't remotely like most married men, that he existed in a marriage where he didn't have a say in how his wife ran things.

    "Did it...did it turn you on?" he asked.

    "It did," Sylvia replied. "I got turned on just thinking about it. I got turned on seeing the look on his face when I told him I wanted to suck his cock. I got turned on taking him to the car. I got turned on kissing him in the backseat. I got turned on when he played with my tits while I sucked on his tongue and stroked his cock through his pants. I got really, really turned on when I took his dick out and stroked him, when he moaned into my mouth, when he expertly played with my nipples while telling me how beautiful I was."

    Sylvia moved one foot under the pillow in her husband's lap and massaged his cock through his jeans. She was pleased to find that Shane was already almost fully erect, that her relentless training of her husband had gotten him to a place where his cuckolding actually turned him on.

    "I liked being...well, slutty, I guess. I liked taking full advantage of my freedom, Shane. I liked thinking that it would be fun to give Ethan a blowjob and then actually doing it. I liked taking advantage of the fact that I'm in complete control of our marriage, that I get to do as I please and that it's your duty to accept that fact and act accordingly."

    Shane moaned, though probably because Sylvia was busy working his cock with her foot. That was her intention, though. She wanted her words to sink in while he was in a fog of arousal.

    "He had a beautiful cock, by the way," she said. "Long and just the right thickness. I might have fucked him if I'd had a condom with me. Perhaps I should start driving around with a few in my purse or the glove box."

    "I can buy a box for you," Shane replied.

    Sylvia was tempted to crawl across the couch and kiss him for being such a good submissive. Instead she smiled and worked his cock a little more. "I'd like that. Please do that tomorrow. I don't imagine I'll use many of them, but I want to have the option."

    As Shane rubbed her feet, Sylvia closed her eyes and imagined having sex with Ethan. She saw herself rolling the condom down his cock, pulling up her skirt, and sitting in his lap. She felt his lips against her as his cock entered her. She heard him moaning as she bounced on his dick. She felt him playing with her tits and grabbing her ass and telling her how good her pussy felt. It would have been fun, though she wouldn't have done it even if she'd had condoms. Levi was going to be the first man to cuckold her husband. He just wasn't going to be the last.

    "I gave Ethan a great blowjob," she said. "I made sure of that. I sucked hard. I used my tongue. I got his cock nice and wet so I could use my hand, too. He moaned so loudly, baby. He filled my car with moans as I made love to his cock with my mouth. I got his pants down, too, and I sucked on his balls a little bit while stroking him. He liked that. He told me it felt so fucking good. He told me it looked so fucking hot to see me sucking his balls."

    Sylvia remembered feeling especially slutty in that moment and she'd thoroughly enjoyed that. She'd looked up, too, and the look on Ethan's face made her feel like there was a very good chance he was in the midst of the best blowjob of his life, which would have made him the second man to experience that with Sylvia.

    "When he came...he was so loud. It was amazing. His cock head swelled up in my mouth and his whole body shook as he blew his load. It was big, too, and really thick. He's young so it was probably only a few days since his last orgasm, but I liked that there was so much cum. Something about that made it feel just a little bit naughtier, knowing that I was swallowing such a big load from that gorgeous young man."

    Shane stared at her with lust in his eyes, though that didn't distract him from the task at hand as he kept on giving her a beautiful foot massage.

    "After I swallowed, I told him I wanted to cum," she said.

    Sylvia pulled her skirt up and spread her legs. She took her panties off and Shane stared between her legs.

    "I sat against the door and spread my legs. I took my panties off. I told Ethan to eat my pussy."

    Sylvia remembered how surprised and excited Ethan had looked as she'd uttered those words. She wondered if he'd ever heard a woman utter that particular phrase or if he perhaps had a bit of a submissive streak himself and was thrilled to be ordered to tend to her desires.

    "Did he?"

    She nodded and the jealousy on Shane's face was obvious. It seemingly propelled him to try and move forward so he could eat her pussy, but Sylvia pressed her feet against his chest.

    "Not yet," she said. "Not until after dinner, and only if you prepare the food to my liking."

    Disappointment washed over his face as he sat back. He resumed rubbing her feet, though.

    "He crawled between my legs and I ran my fingers through his hair. He ate my pussy with great skill. He fingered me a little while licking and sucking on my clit and he had me moaning in no time, though I was so turned on it wasn't the greatest challenge to get me going."

    Sylvia reached down and slipped two fingers into her pussy. Shane watched as she fucked herself and then pulled her fingers free and sucked them clean.

    "Mmm, I taste good," she said while looking at her husband. "You know, that's the same thing he said. Ethan thinks your wife's pussy tastes good, Shane. Do you agree with him?"

    Shane nodded.

    "I told him I wanted a taste. I told him to put his tongue inside me and then kiss me. It was a very good kiss, Shane. A slow, deep, beautiful kiss while he fingered my cunt and rubbed my clit. Then I put a hand on the back of his head and pushed him back down to finish the job."

    Sylvia was describing something her husband would have adored, something he'd found so much more pleasure in since she'd taken control of their marriage. That's why he looked so jealous and frustrated, a look that made her pussy wet. She liked that she could inspire such frustration and that Shane would continue doing his duty and rubbing her feet, that he wouldn't walk off in frustration or demand that he too be permitted to eat her pussy.

    "Did he make you cum?" Shane asked.

    She nodded and plunged her fingers back into her pussy. "He made me cum so hard, baby. He made your wife cum so fucking hard. His face was wet with my juices when he sat up. I licked some of it up and kissed him deeply and I swear his dick was almost hard again. I briefly considered giving him another blowjob - just for fun - but I promised Holly I wouldn't take too long, so we got dressed and I sent him back inside, though he made sure to thank me profusely - multiple times - before doing so."

    Sylvia pulled her fingers from her pussy and offered them to Shane. He crawled forward and took them in his mouth, sucking slowly and swirling his tongue around them while she held his gaze.

    "Thank you for the foot rub," she said with her fingers still in his mouth. "I'm hungry, though, so it's time for you to start dinner. You can give me another rub after dinner. That one can be in the bedroom and I'll be naked. You can worship my body and if you do a good job with dinner and the rub I'll let you worship my pussy and make me cum as many times as I can handle."

    Shane looked overjoyed and when Sylvia pulled her fingers free he said, "Thank you so much."

    He backed up and headed for the kitchen.

    "I'd like a drink, please. A glass of wine."

    "I'll be right back," he replied.

    Sylvia put her panties on, fixed her skirt, and smiled. She'd just told her husband about blowing another guy and about getting her pussy eaten by that guy. She'd just told her husband to make her dinner and informed him that he'd be giving her a full body massage after dinner. He'd thanked her for the opportunity and looked genuinely delighted. Sylvia was living her best life and it was all because she'd taken control of her marriage.

    That was, without question, the best decision she'd ever made and it was going to pay even bigger dividends that weekend when she finally got fucked by another man and fully cuckolded her husband.

  
    Learning the Pleasures of Hotwifing - Part 1

    “Mark loves red lipstick. He absolutely loves it. He especially likes seeing a pair of pretty red lips around his cock.”

    The words played on a loop in Christina’s head as she put on a thick coat of vibrant red lipstick. It generated a pleasing sense of desire that seemed to vibrate down her spine and into her loins.

    Christina pursed her lips, smoothed out the lipstick, and stepped back to stare at herself in the bathroom mirror. She knew she looked good. She’d worked hard to look good, and when she put in the effort she could be the kind of woman that every man wanted to fuck.

    “Mark will give you what you need, Christina. He’s everything you need and he’s not going to get clingy or weird afterwards. He’s going to fuck you, make you cum, and come home to me.”

    Those words – which were uttered by Christina’s friend Tara, who also happens to be Mark’s wife – were designed to push Christina over the top and into accepting the notion that she needed to fuck someone new to reinvigorate her sex life and her marriage.

    Christina smiled as she remembered that conversation and how aroused she’d gotten as Tara had gone into greater detail about her husband’s renowned sexual skills. She felt that pleasing sense of desire build once more. She was quite certain that was already a bit of wetness between her legs.

    Her desire was quickly followed by a wave of insecurity. Christina looked in the mirror and saw a leggy girl in a little black dress and red lipstick staring back at her.

    “Am I really doing this?” she asked that girl.

    The “this” Christina referred to was fucking her friend’s husband, of course. It wasn’t the trashy, sneaking-around-for-an-affair kind of thing, either. Christina wasn’t in some seedy motel room tarting herself up for an illicit meeting. She was in her house, just a few steps from the bed where she and her husband slept. It was the same bed she’d be enjoying another man in if everything went according to plan.

    It had started as a fantasy. Her new friend Tara had shared that she and her husband enjoyed an open marriage. They were both free to fuck other people and they frequently took advantage. Christina imagined neither had difficulty finding new partners since they were gorgeous, fit people in their early 30s that clearly enjoyed everything having to do with the pursuit of sexual pleasure.

    The conversation where it turned to something more than a fantasy was burned into Christina’s brain. It was the conversation that led to what promised to be a significant shift in her marriage.

    “Hey,” Tara began as they sat at her kitchen table with two cups of freshly-brewed coffee in front of them. “Forgive me if I’m totally off base here, but are you in need of a little more from your sex life?”

    Christina was going to do the thing that most women do and feign complete and utter ignorance mixed with a bit of offense at the suggestion that she and her husband didn’t have a thriving, deeply satisfying sex life. She immediately thought better of it, though. Tara wasn’t a shitty friend. She was kind, compassionate, and caring, and if she was asking it was because she’d gotten a sense – accurately, as it turned out – that Christina wasn’t entirely satisfied.

    “Yes,” she said in an effort to keep things as simple as possible.

    “What does it feel like you’re missing?” Tara asked. Christina always loved her eagerness to solve problems and eschew the typical kind of bitchy gossip that most of Christina’s other friends engaged in.

    Christina took a few moments to try and gather her thoughts on the matter and said, “Excitement. Feeling desired. The kinds of orgasms that seem to linger with you for hours afterwards. The kind of intense lust for someone that makes you want to have them all day, every day.”

    Tara laughed as she reached across the table to offer a comforting caress of her friend’s hand.

    “How long has it been that way?” she asked.

    “I’m not sure, to be honest. I only really started thinking about it after I met you. Before that I think I just ignored it or assumed that in every marriage your sex life eventually slows down to a point where it feels just a little bit underwhelming,” Christina replied.

    “That’s usually the case, so you’re not wrong there. Mark and I have just taken a much more aggressive approach to ensuring that we both have the sexual satisfaction we need,” Tara said.

    Christina unexpectedly welled up with emotion as she considered what she wanted to say next. Her voice caught in her throat for a moment before she managed to express what she felt like was a significant issue.

    “I couldn’t do what you guys do,” she said. “I mean, I’m pretty sure I could have sex with other people, but I just couldn’t handle Andrew having sex with other people. I feel so terrible, like I’m the most selfish person in the world, but I know I wouldn’t be able to do it.”

    “You’re not alone in that. There are lots of women like you, and believe it or not there are lots of men that are more than happy to stay faithful while their wives explore having sex with other people. It’s way more common than you might think. Mark has been involved with his fair share of couples like that,” Tara explained.

    In an instant the emotional fog cleared from Christina’s head.

    “Is that true?” she asked.

    “Yes. There are different names for it – hotwife and cuckold play, hotwife and stag, stag and vixen – but ultimately it all boils down to the same thing. A wife that likes to play with other men and a husband that finds it insanely arousing that she fucks other people while he stays faithful.”

    “How do I know if Andrew is that kind of guy?” Christina asked.

    Tara laughed. “You have to ask him, though you can’t really do it outright. Don’t worry though, I’ll teach you how.”

    That was four months ago. Tara followed through and taught Christina exactly how to discover if Andrew would be okay with her having sex with other people (spoiler: he was). She’d happily offered up her husband as the first man to usher Christina into a new world of pleasure, too, and Christina had happily accepted.

    Now Mark was on his way to her house. He was going to introduce her to the many joys of having sex with other men while her husband remained faithful.

    “Yes, I’m doing this,” Christina said as she stared at herself in the mirror. She stepped closer and smiled. “I’m having sex with another man tonight. I’m becoming a hotwife.”

    Christina stepped out of the bathroom, stepped into the strappy black high heels she’d picked out for the evening, and confidently strode down the hallway towards the living room and her husband, who was dutifully waiting for her.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    Andrew’s eyes went wide for a moment before a smile broke across his face.

    “Mark likes red lipstick,” he said.

    Christina had shared Tara’s advice with him.

    “He especially likes seeing a pair of pretty red lips around his cock,” she said to her husband.

    Andrew’s smile shifted to a look of pure lust as he closed his eyes for a moment, like he needed just a little time to let what his wife had just said truly sink in.

    “Is Mark going to see that tonight?” he asked.

    Christina walked a few steps closer to her husband as his eyes moved to her hips, which her little black dress did a particularly good job of accentuating.

    “He is,” she answered. “You’re going to see it too. You’re going to be there watching when I wrap my pretty lips around Mark’s cock.”

    For a few seconds Andrew said nothing at all. Again he closed his eyes for a moment. He shifted on the couch. Christina hoped he was trying to hide his erection.

    “You’re going to do that, right? You’re going to watch Mark fuck me? You’re going to watch me become a hotwife?” she asked.

    Andrew nodded and said, “I am. I can’t wait.”

    Christina smiled. She wasn’t worried that Andrew would back out. He’d been clear that he was genuinely into the idea of watching her have sex with someone else.

    Christina moved towards the couch and stopped when she stood in front of her husband. She spun around and sat in his lap. His hands moved to her waist and over her stomach. She moaned and he took the hint and let his fingers drift towards her breasts.

    “Your touch feels so good, baby,” Christina whispered as she leaned back.

    Andrew kissed her neck and played with her breasts as she moved her ass in his lap. His erection had shifted free from wherever he’d tucked it and she felt it press into her.

    Christina lifted her ass off his lap and pulled her dress up around her waist. She took one of Andrew’s hands and placed it against her panties. He pulled the thin fabric aside and slipped two fingers into her with ease.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I’m excited,” she replied. “I’ve been wet all day.”

    Andrew fingered her pussy as she continued to grind into his lap. She was working his cock with her ass and she loved the way he moaned at groaned. She loved that it seemed like he was getting to a place of intense arousal.

    Christina looked at the clock on the wall and smiled. Mark would be there soon. She let Andrew finger her pussy a little more than gently pulled his hand away before standing up and fixing her dress.

    Andrew had a look of disappointment on his face when she turned around, like he expected she’d forget all about fucking Mark and take his cock in her pussy.

    Christina smiled and said, “I’m his tonight, honey, but thank you for making me even wetter for him.”

    Andrew groaned in that deeply satisfied kind of way, like Christina had said the exact right thing to turn him on. “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Christina walked away and took one last look at herself in the bathroom mirror to ensure she was happy with how she looked. She liked that her face and chest had turned a little red. Now she’d look even more aroused for her friend’s husband.

    A knock on the front door drew Christina out of the bathroom and into the foyer. She was pleased to see Mark had put in a bit of effort, too. His hair was flawlessly styled and he’d put on a casual suit that looked remarkably sexy on him.

    “Welcome,” Christina said.

    Mark stepped into the house, paused for a moment just a step from Christina, and then reached out and pulled her close with one hand on her lower back.

    “You look perfect, Christina,” he said before leaning in and offering a soft kiss.

    The greeting was unexpected, but Christina found it enthralling. She couldn’t help but offer herself as his lips touched hers. She happily opened her mouth and offered her tongue. She pressed her body against his and was delighted to feel his cock stirring in his slacks.

    “I like your lipstick,” Mark said after the kiss.

    “I wore it just for you,” she replied. “Tara said you have a fondness for red.”

    Mark smiled and his hand moved to the top of Christina’s ass before grasping it firmly. “My wife knows me very well,” he said.

    Christina felt ready to surrender herself to Mark. She was eager to be taken into the world of hotwifing and to embrace all the pleasures it promised.

    Mark took her hand in his and led Christina back to the living room where Andrew was waiting. The two men shook hands and there was surprisingly little awkwardness, at least from Christina’s perspective.

    Mark sat on the loveseat and Christina sat next to him, purposefully pressing her body against his. He put his arm around her and when Christina looked up at him they shared another kiss. She couldn’t help it. She’d been thinking about being with him for too long. She was far too turned on to even consider not indulging in her need for what he offered.

    Christina’s gaze remained locked on Mark’s face as their lips parted and he smiled. “What is it you need from me tonight?” he asked as his hand moved to her leg and his fingers danced over the soft flesh of her thighs.

    “I need to be taken. I need to be overwhelmed by your desire for me. I need to feel like having me is the only thing in the world you care about.” Christina reached out and caressed the bulge in his pants as she thought about having it inside her. “I need to be fucked.”

    “I can do all of that,” Mark said. “I’m sure you can already feel my desire for you.”

    Christina could certainly feel it. His cock felt exceptionally hard and she was impressed with how big he seemed.

    “I can,” she said while stroking him a little faster. “Can I take it out?”

    Mark answered by kissing her. She parted her lips and his tongue moved into her mouth as they indulged in another erotic round of lusty kissing. She unzipped his pants and reached inside. Her fingers found his stiff flesh and she gingerly pulled it from his pants and moved her hand up and down the long, thick shaft.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said after getting a look at it. She’d never felt compelled to use that word to describe a cock, but Mark’s was worthy of it.

    Christina thought of her lipstick and how Tara had said Mark loved to see pretty red lips around his cock. She’d thought of it so many times since Tara had mentioned it. She thought of how she genuinely enjoyed giving blowjobs, especially when she felt an overwhelming kind of arousal for a man.

    Those feelings propelled Christina to her knees. She moved in front of Mark and pulled his pants off, freeing his cock.

    She slowly stroked Mark’s shaft and looked up at him. There was something so arousing about being on her knees in front of her friend’s husband. It felt different than when she occasionally offered Andrew that kind of blowjob. It felt better, like it was a little bit naughty, which made it so much more exciting.

    “Your cock is beautiful, Mark. I’ve been thinking about it all day,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about having it inside me. I’ve been thinking about you. I’ve been thinking about all the things your wife has told me about you. I’ve been waiting to do this.”

    Christina leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She ran her tongue over the underside of his soft, plump cockhead and a lusty moan escaped his lips.

    She had her pretty red lips wrapped around his cock. She kept them sealed tight on the shaft as she moved up and down. She thought of her husband watching her head bob up and down in another man’s lap. She thought of the erection in Andrew’s pants and how hard it must have been as he finally witnessed her giving someone else pleasure.

    Christina took as much of Mark’s cock into her mouth as she could, coming just short of gagging on it. She held it there and only pulled off when she needed to fill her lungs with air.

    She stroked him while breathing in deeply and a huge smile broke across her face. “Fuck, that felt so good,” she said.

    The tingle of desire that had built between her legs was undeniable. She wasn’t entirely sure why, but it felt great to suck Mark’s cock. It felt great to have him throbbing as he pressed against the back of her throat. It felt great that he was longer, thick, and genuinely harder than her husband’s cock.

    Overcome with lust, Christina sucked on the head of Mark’s cock until he couldn’t help but groan. She played with his balls at the same time, fondling and kneading them with her skilled fingers.

    She kissed and licked her way down his shaft and then pressed Mark’s cock against his stomach so he could watch her take each of his testicles into her mouth to suck on them. Now her pretty red lips were around the other man’s big balls as she ran her tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh. Christina breathed in his undeniably manly scent and even briefly considered offering a rimjob before deciding that had the potential to be far too gross.

    “Will you fuck me, Mark?” she asked while stroking the head of his beautiful cock.

    “I will,” he said. “But first I want to see your husband worship your pussy.”

    Mark stood up and stepped out of his pants. He offered Christina his hand and she took it.

    “Come, Andrew,” Mark said. “It’s time for you to do your part.”

    Andrew hesitated for a moment before hopping off the couch. When Christina saw the tent in his pants she understood why he hadn’t been eager to jump to his feet. It seemed he was a little embarrassed to be so aroused at his wife’s lust for another man.

    “I want this, sweetheart,” Christina said. “Do you want this? Do you want Mark to fuck me?”

    Andrew nodded and said, “I do.”

    Christina smiled. “Good. Then come and worship my pussy like he wants you to do. You got me wet before he arrived and now you can get me wet while he watches how devoted you are to my pleasure.”

    Mark led Christina towards the bedroom and Andrew followed behind them. The real fun was about to begin.

  
    Learning the Pleasures of Hotwifing - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “You’re so beautiful,” Mark said as he reached up and gently brushed Christina’s hair away from her face. “I can’t wait to feel your body beneath mine. I can’t wait to slide my cock inside of you. I can’t wait to give you the pleasure you’ve been seeking.”

    Christina felt her thighs trembling ever so slightly as Mark’s hands moved over her body. In that moment she wanted nothing more than to spend the night with the tall, handsome man fucking her.

    “But we’ll both have to wait just a little longer for that beautiful moment when I enter you,” he said. “Now, turn around and face your husband.”

    Christina spun around and stared at Andrew. She felt Mark pull her hair to one side and kiss her in that spot where her neck and shoulders meet. She felt a shiver move down the right side of her body and she was absolutely certain she’d soaked her panties.

    Mark moved his hands up her back and pulled on the zipper, making it easy to strip her out of the dress while Andrew watched. His hands moved over her bare, taut stomach and up to her breasts. He played with them in the lace bra Christina had chosen for the man she was giving herself to.

    His hands moved inside the cups and he gently rolled her nipples in his fingers, sending electric shocks of pure sexual joy throughout her body. Christina closed her eyes and leaned against him. Mark was driving her absolutely mad. She didn’t want to wait any longer. She wanted him to fuck her.

    “Mark, please…” she said before he pulled on her nipples a little harder. She moaned as a mixture of pleasure and pain rushed through her body, offering an exceptional thrill.

    “What do you want, Christina?” Mark whispered.

    Her eyes opened and she looked at Andrew. “I want you to fuck me,” she said to the man playing with her tits. “I want you to fuck me while my husband watches.”

    The pleasure was obvious on Andrew’s face. He was enjoying the show.

    “Andrew,” Mark began, “would you remove your wife’s panties for me?”

    Andrew stepped closer and reached out to pull down Christina’s panties.

    “No, no,” Mark said. “It would be better if you did it from your knees, Andrew. You’ll be using your mouth to pleasure her, after all.”

    Andrew couldn’t contain his smile as he dropped to his knees in front of Christina. Mark kissed her neck and continued to play with her breasts, sending her into a place of bliss where she felt like she could barely stay on her feet.

    Andrew pulled down her panties and she stepped out of them before he pressed his lips against her pussy and put his tongue to work.

    “Oh, baby, that feels so good,” Christina said as she reached out and played with her husband’s hair as he pleasured her.

    “Is your husband good with his tongue?” Mark asked.

    “He’s amazing,” she said. “It feels so good. He’s making me feel so good.”

    Mark moved Christina’s hair and kissed the other side of her neck as he unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. His hands grasped her breasts and he squeezed just hard enough to make her wince in a way she found surprisingly arousing.

    Christina reached back and played with Mark’s cock. She stroked him and ran her fingers over the head. She needed him to fuck her. She needed him to be as wild with desire as she was.

    “I need you to fuck me, Mark. I need it. I need you inside me,” she said.

    Andrew’s tongue moved faster over her clit. Christina wondered if he was trying to make her cum in some sort of subconscious attempt to compete with the man that would soon slide his cock inside her.

    “Take me in your mouth again,” Mark said. “Suck my cock. Show me how badly you want it inside you.”

    Christina pushed Andrew away and spun around. She sank to her knees and wrapped her lips around Mark’s cock. She was driven by a wild, unbridled sense of desire and a flash of pleasure at the way he’d taken control. She liked that little taste of domination.

    The blowjob she gave in the bedroom was far sloppier than the one she’d given in the living room. All she wanted was to make Mark fuck her. She needed him inside her. She needed to get pounded by his big cock. She needed him to make her cum the way Tara had said she’d cum.

    “That’s good. That’s so fucking good,” Mark said. “Get my dick nice and wet for your pussy.”

    Christina sucked cock voraciously. She was a woman on a mission. She needed to get fucked. She was too far gone to be satisfied by anything less than a truly mind-bending sexual experience where Mark fucked her to a breathtaking orgasm.

    It wasn’t long before he pulled Christina to her feet, picked her up, and placed her in the bed. Mark quickly pulled off the rest of his clothes and moved on top of her. They kissed as he rubbed the spit-soaked head of his cock along the slippery entrance to her pussy. Christina moved her hips upwards and towards him. She needed Mark’s cock to fill her.

    Just as she reached a place of complete and utter desperation, Mark looked into Christina’s eyes and gently pushed his cock inside her.

    Months of build-up had led to that moment. From Tara first suggesting that her husband could satisfy Christina’s needs to convincing Andrew to allow her to be a hotwife to all the lusty foreplay, it had all led to the moment when Mark finally sank his cock into her desperately needy married pussy.

    “Oh, fuck, Mark, fuck me,” she said. “Please, fuck me. Fuck my pussy.”

    Christina needed to be fucked. She had a husband to make love to her. She needed Mark to fuck her and fuck her hard. She needed to lose herself in the joy of having a strong man on top of her. She needed to feel him surround her with his body and fill her with his cock. She needed to feel that beautiful, deep connection with him as he fucked her.

    Mark didn’t disappoint. He started slow to give her the necessary time to get used to his size, but before long he’d found a perfect rhythm. His thrusts were deep and hard but there wasn’t an ounce of pain. It was head to toe pleasure, from the joys of having something so thick so deep inside her to the way his pelvis would make her clit explode with pleasure every time their bodies met to the way his hands moved over her body and his lips moved over her neck. 

    It was all absolutely perfect, which is why Christina had an orgasm so overwhelming it felt like an out of body experience. The room went silent around her as her mouth opened and she let out a long, low, lusty moan while every nerve ending in her body seemed to fire with pleasure at the same time.

    When Christina came back into her body she saw Mark smiling. He was still inside her, but he was perfectly still. His cock filled her but he wasn’t fucking her. He was giving her a chance to appreciate the joy of her climax.

    “That was perfect,” she said. “It was absolutely perfect.”

    Christina knew that was the moment she’d become a hotwife. It wasn’t when she’d agreed to have sex with Mark or when she’d gone down on him. It wasn’t when he’d entered her for the first time. It was the moment when she experienced the best orgasm of her life and it had been provided by someone other than her husband. It was the moment when she realized that she could have great, incredible, out-of-this-world sex with other men and have a happy husband at the same time.

    “I want another one,” Christina said. “Don’t pull out. Fuck me again. Make me cum again.”

    Mark smiled and resumed fucking Christina. She was wetter and the sounds of sex were louder. It felt just as good though, if not better. He moved in and out of her pussy with ease and she found it immensely pleasurable to be beneath him and to feel enveloped by his body.

    Christina felt her orgasm building once more. The deep, steady thrusts were more than enough to provide her with the pleasure she required to cum.

    There was something else, too. Unlike before her first orgasm, Christina now felt a deep desire to make Mark cum. She wanted to be the source of his satisfaction. She wanted her pussy to bring him to a climax. She wanted him to push his cock deep inside her and unleash his cum.

    Christina wrapped her arms and legs around Mark. She pulled him closer. They kissed as he continued his rhythmic thrusting.

    “Where do you want me to cum?” Mark asked.

    They hadn’t discussed it beforehand, but she was on the pill and he was routinely tested, so there was only one answer.

    “Cum inside me,” Christina said.

    Mark smiled and fucked her a little harder. It thrilled Christina. He wanted to cum inside her. The man that had given her such an incredible orgasm was going to have one while he was inside her. He was going to explode in her pussy and she was going to cum a second time before he did.

    “Harder, Mark,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Pound me. Pound my pussy.”

    Christina wanted it harder. She wanted to feel that vigorous kind of fucking from him. She wanted it to feel like he was using her pussy hard.

    Mark delivered and his groans got louder and more frequent. He was close to cumming, and so was she.

    “Cum inside me!” Christina said with an obvious kind of lusty desperation in her voice. “Cum inside me while my husband watches!”

    Saying it thrilled Christina. It thrilled her to the point that she had an orgasm just a few moments later. She squeezed her legs tight around Mark as the pleasure ripped through her body once more.

    “I’m cumming!” he said while pushing every inch of his cock inside her. 

    He closed his eyes and groaned. Christina watched as the man inside her unleashed his seed in her pussy. It made her almost as happy as her orgasms had. There was something so utterly satisfying about it.

    They kissed for a few minutes before Mark pulled out and rolled onto his back. Christina looked up and saw Andrew watching from the same spot where he’d eaten her pussy. His cock was out and he was masturbating with a look of utter joy on his face.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” Christina asked.

    Andrew nodded as his hand moved up and down his shaft.

    “Did you enjoy seeing Mark cum inside me?” she asked.

    “Yes. God yes,” he answered.

    Christina propped herself up on her elbows and said, “Would you like to cum on my pussy?”

    Andrew stood up and moved towards the bed. He got on his knees between her legs as Christina ran her fingers over her labia and clit.

    “Go ahead, Andrew. Cum on my pussy. Make a mess with your load,” she said.

    Andrew looked at her pussy and stroked his cock. Christina could see the head throbbing every time his hand moved down the shaft. Her husband was immensely aroused.

    “Are you thinking about him fucking me, baby? Are you thinking about Mark’s cock moving in and out of my pussy while you masturbate? Are you thinking about how deep inside me he was while you were masturbating on the floor?”

    Christina knew her husband was aroused. She knew he loved the idea of her fucking someone else. The fact that he’d been gleefully jerking off as they fucked was enough proof. Now she could see that her verbal play was turning him on.

    “He got to cum inside me,” she said. “He got to spray his hot load in your wife’s pussy.”

    Andrew stroked faster.

    “You don’t get to do that, though. You only get to cum on my pussy. Your cum doesn’t get to be inside me tonight,” she said.

    Andrew groaned and closed his eyes as his cock exploded. Christina watched as rope after rope of thick cum landed on her labia, in her pubic hair, and on her inner thighs. Her husband made a wondrous mess and it brought her great joy.

    “Did that feel good?” she asked after Andrew had sprayed the last of his load and stopped stroking.

    He nodded and said, “It did. It really did.”

    “Would you mind getting a towel to clean up your cum?” Christina asked.

    Andrew headed towards the bathroom and returned a few moments later. Christina made no effort to take the towel from him and Andrew got the message. He climbed into the bed once more and cleaned up his cum.

    She found it thrilling that he was cleaning up his own mess and that Mark’s cum was still inside her. Something about it felt so delightfully kinky.

    “Thank you, Mark,” Christina said after her husband walked away with the towel. “That was so much better than I thought it would be. You were truly incredible tonight.”

    She leaned closer and kissed him. It was a long, lingering kiss filled with gratitude and just a hint of lust. Their tongues even danced a little.

    “It was my pleasure, truly,” he replied. “It’s always my pleasure to fuck a woman as beautiful as you.”

    Christina reached out and ran her fingers over his impressively hard stomach.

    “Can we do this again?” she asked.

    “Of course,” he replied. “This wasn’t a onetime thing. I can’t wait to show you how much fun we can have together.”

    “That would be amazing,” Christina said.

    She was a hotwife now. She couldn’t live with limiting herself to her husband’s cock. She needed more. There was no question about it. Thankfully, Andrew had enjoyed himself thoroughly and she knew he’d be on board for more fun too.

    “How about next Friday?” she asked.

    Mark smiled. “That would be wonderful, though it might be hard to wait that long to feel your perfect pussy again.”

    Christina laughed and kissed him once more.

    “Maybe we’ll get together for a quickie before then. It’s been years since I had sex in a car or outdoors. Who knows what kind of fun we could get up to,” she said.

    “The world is your oyster, Christina. Especially now that you’re a hotwife with a willing, eager husband,” Mark replied.

    Christina smiled. Her experience with Mark was so good that she now had every intention of exploring the world of hotwifing to the fullest. She was going to indulge in all the pleasures it offered and she was going to bring Andrew along with her.

    The End.

  
    Learning to Take Control of Her Marriage - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Sylvia felt Shane's eyes on her as she put on her bra. She reached back to clasp it, but thought better of it.

    "Would you help me with this?" she asked.

    She didn't need help putting on her bra, but she wanted to captivate her husband before he stepped into the shower to begin the process of getting ready for work. Shane happily approached in his boxers and t-shirt and helped Sylvia put on her bra. His hands then moved up her back, over her shoulders, and down her arms as they fell to her sides.

    "You look so beautiful," he whispered before leaning down to kiss the nape of her neck.

    Sylvia gently pressed her ass against his crotch as his hands moved to her hips. He pulled back ever-so-slightly, no doubt generating a bit of friction between his legs. She turned her head, caught his gaze for a moment, and then kissed him. As their tongues mingled his cock got hard, pressing into her ass and filling Sylvia with delight at the ease with which she could capture and hold Shane's attention.

    "I want you so badly," he said.

    Sylvia hadn't let him inside her the day before. She'd aroused him and pushed him between her legs to go down on her. He'd given her an orgasm at her insistence and he'd expected one of his own, but she'd denied him in a thrilling exertion of power. It delighted her to no end that it had paid off, that Shane was bursting with desire for his wife. It was that desire that she could use to exert further control in her marriage and that was an intoxicating thought.

    "Feel my pussy," she said.

    Shane's fingers slipped into her panties and Sylvia felt a shockwave of pleasure move through her loins as he rubbed her clit before gently penetrating.

    "You're so wet," he said a moment before showering her neck in soft, remarkably seductive kisses.

    Sylvia moaned and moved her hips back and forth, grinding her ass against his stiff cock. She felt a touch of wetness against her skin as he produced precum, a surefire sign of his intense desire.

    She could have let him have her right there. She could have let him pull her panties down and slide into her from behind. She could have let him take her to the bed for a morning quickie. That would have been a missed opportunity, though.

    "I want to cum," Sylvia said. "Right now."

    "Really?" Shane asked.

    She spun around in his grasp, leaned against her dresser, and stared into her husband's eager eyes. "I want you to make me cum, Shane."

    He pulled his underwear down, making it perfectly clear that he intended on using his cock to provide Sylvia with the orgasm she sought. It would have worked. She was turned on enough that she would have cum quite quickly with his cock inside her. Sylvia even considered it, but she wanted to continue to stoke the flames of Shane's desire, and letting him cum would only extinguish that fire.

    "We don't have time for that," she said, "and I don't want you leaking out of me for the better part of the morning. No, I want you to use your tongue, Shane. Your tongue and those talented fingers of yours. I want you to get on your knees and eat my pussy until I cum on your tongue."

    Shane looked both frustrated and thrilled with just a hint of confusion thrown in.

    "I'll take care of you tonight," Sylvia said with a smile. "I promise. I'll make sure you feel good."

    That was enough to send him to his knees. He pulled Sylvia's panties down, looked up at her for a moment, and then leaned in and went to work on her pussy. She moaned at the instantaneous sense of pleasure, closed her eyes, and grabbed a handful of his hair for good measure. Shane wasn't going anywhere so it wasn't the slightest bit necessary, but something about it felt so good.

    "Mmm, your tongue feels so good, baby," Sylvia said before unleashing a long, low moan. "I really love the way you eat my pussy. You're so good at it."

    Shane slipped two fingers inside her and worked his way to Sylvia's g-spot, adding a little extra pleasure. She gazed down at him and saw that his eyes were closed and he looked completely lost in his effort to give her an orgasm. There was something so sexy about his dedication, about his complete focus on doing what it took to bring her the climax she sought.

    Sylvia's thighs began to tremble as she got close. She grabbed a second handful of Shane's hair and felt a brief, beautiful surge of pleasure. She rolled her head back, pulled him just a little closer to her pussy, and climaxed.

    "Fuck, baby, you're making me cum! Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Sylvia held Shane close as her legs trembled from the sheer pleasure of the climax. Right at the crescendo she let his hair go and bent over to run her hands down his back and find a little bit of balance while her body threatened to topple over. When she'd regained her strength, Sylvia stood up straight, leaned against the dresser, and ran her fingers through Shane's hair as he looked up at her.

    "You've certainly earned the orgasm I'm going to give you tonight," she said.

    There was - for a moment, at least - just a hint of surprise and perhaps a bit of confusion on his face. It made sense, though. Sylvia didn't talk like that. He'd never had to earn the right to orgasm. Now she was acting like he had to, so of course he looked a bit surprised.

    He didn't seem put off by it, though. Instead, his dick was hard as a rock as he stood and he was more than happy to let Sylvia kiss him as she gave him a few strokes. He even moaned into her mouth while she played with his cock.

    "That feels good, doesn't it?" she whispered.

    "Yes," Shane replied.

    "It will feel even better tonight, I promise," she said before offering a few more slow strokes with a perfectly tight grip. "Now we both need to get ready for work."

    Shane looked frustrated - in the perfect way - and then turned and headed for the bathroom. Sylvia watched him go with a bright smile on her face before putting her panties back on and heading for the closet to get dressed for work.

    ---

    A confluence of events - namely Shane having to stay an extra thirty minutes at work and running into far worse traffic on the way home as a result - left Sylvia with nearly an hour to herself after she got home.

    There were many options for how to best make use of that time, but for Sylvia there was really only one choice. She was desperate to read more of 'A Domme's Guide to Training the Perfect Husband' and she was on the couch with the book in her lap just a few minutes after walking in the door.

    
      Most women want - to a certain degree, at least - the man to be in charge. They want to be taken into his arms and held tight. They want to feel his body on top of theirs as they have sex. They don't necessarily want to be submissive, but most women do find comfort in ceding much of the power in the relationship to their husband.
    

    
      If you made it past the first chapter of this book, you're not like most women. You don't want a marriage like that. You don't want to adhere to traditional roles. You want something different. You want to be in charge. You want to be the dominant partner in your relationship. In fact, you might already be convinced that you want a female led relationship.
    

    
      As you already know, you can't just announce that you and your husband are now in a female led relationship. He needs to be trained and the training needs to be taken slowly or it will all be too much for him.
    

    
      Seizing control of his orgasms - and doing so slowly - is the first part of his training, but while you're doing that you can implement other changes in your day-to-day life that will have a positive long term effect on your desire to become the unquestioned leader of your household.
    

    Sylvia took a moment to consider whether she wanted to be the leader of the household. She'd already found a wealth of arousal and pleasure in taking charge of the sexual aspects of their life, but it didn't feel immediately apparent that she found great appeal in that level of leadership spreading to other elements of her marriage.

    Holly - the woman who'd so captivated Sylvia as she openly dominated her husband in the department store - clearly relished maintaining that level of control over her relationship. She spoke glowingly of it, in fact, and her husband Troy seemed utterly thrilled to be of his service to a dominant wife. Sylvia wasn't sure Shane was built to be a man like that, but possessing that sort of power within her marriage held a certain level of appeal beyond the obvious arousal Sylvia felt at the very notion of domination.

    
      Oftentimes, it's most effective to take a subtle approach in training your husband to be the submissive you desire, at least at first. It might be effective to bend him over your knee and deliver a blistering spanking if he disobeys you, but you'll build a far more harmonious marriage if you slowly, subtly teach him that you're the one in charge.
    

    
      In fact, the subtle approach is often so effective that your husband doesn't even know he's being trained to submit to your desires. Instead, he'll simply wake up one day and realize that nothing makes him happier than doing exactly as his wife instructs. He won't think twice about disobeying you or about putting his pleasure above yours.
    

    
      To begin, you need to shift the way you think. Remember, your aim is to take charge of your marriage, which means that you need to think and feel as though you're in charge even if your marriage hasn't entirely shifted. Once you adopt that mindset you'll find that your approach to certain things changes a great deal.
    

    
      For instance, a woman in charge is much more likely to ask her husband to do all manner of things for her. If you'd like a drink, don't get up and get it yourself. Ask your husband to do it for you. If the laundry needs to be folded and you don't feel like doing it, ask your husband to do it instead. If the trash needs to be taken out, ask your husband to do it.
    

    
      If you've shifted your mindset, you'll likely see that there are dozens of opportunities in a given day to exert a small measure of control. Don't go overboard at first, though, as he'll likely rebel against the notion of having to do everything around the house. Eventually he'll embrace that it's his place to do any and all household tasks, but that's for later.
    

    
      Now, it's of the utmost importance that your husband be rewarded for doing as you desire. Those rewards should be both small and large (orgasms, really), but you must reward him. Examples of small rewards include a soft, lingering kiss on the lips upon completion of a task, touching him in a manner he finds pleasing and perhaps a little arousing, genuine verbal appreciation - telling him that you love and appreciate him and everything he does for you - or something as simple as playfully blowing him a kiss and offering a warm, beautiful smile to ensure he understands that his submissive act - even if he doesn't see it as that - is appreciated.
    

    Sylvia couldn't help but smile as she thought of a life in which Shane was happy - eager, even - to do anything she required and to take on the vast majority of the household tasks. She thought of how she'd enjoyed a glass of wine with Holly while her husband tended to their needs and cleaned the house when he wasn't called upon to serve them. Sylvia wasn't sure she'd want to go that far, but there was something deeply pleasant about having some of the burdens of day-to-day life handled by an eager husband.

    
      Your dominance is easiest to exert in sexual situations. There's a good chance you've already explored this particular path of taking control. If so, congratulations. If not, it's time to do so.
    

    
      As with domestic dominance, a slow and subtle approach can be rewarding, though it won't be nearly as subtle as your efforts to take control around the house. After all, you're already in the midst of controlling his orgasms, aren't you?
    

    
      There are many small, at least somewhat subtle things you can do in the bedroom - or outside the bedroom, as I recommend you explore sexual pleasure in as many locations as possible - that will help train your husband to accept your shift into being the dominant partner. Here are some of them:
    

    
      - When he's performing oral sex, grab a handful of his hair. Grab two handfuls if you like. Feel free to pull tightly, too. Just a bit of pain will remind him that you're in control in that moment.
- While standing, put a hand on your husband's head and gently apply pressure to urge him to fall to his knees while you tell him you'd like your pussy eaten.
- Find an opportunity to slip a finger or two into his mouth. It can be during foreplay or sex. It doesn't really matter. It's a small but intensely effective means of making him submit as you are quite literally penetrating him.
- Give his ass a good smack. This is easiest when having sex in missionary position, but you'll likely find yourself in other erotic situations where you can give him a good swat.
- A handjob while you're standing behind him can make him feel surprisingly submissive. You can give his ass a good smack in that position, certainly, and you can do so under the guise of increasing his pleasure.
- Along the same lines, sit up in bed and have him sit between your legs with his back pressed against your chest. Take his cock in your hand and stroke him until he cums. It's yet another remarkably submissive position.
- Make girl on top your default sexual position. It's technical name is 'female superior,' so take advantage of the naturally dominant nature of that position.
- Make sexual teasing a part of your daily life. Kisses. Gentle touches. Caressing his cock through his pants. Make sure that teasing almost always includes denying him the pleasure he will undoubtedly seek when he's aroused. Every once in a while, grant him the pleasure of fucking you.
- Combine the above with sexually suggestive outfits, deepening his desire. In that case, the denial will feel more agonizing for him, thus reinforcing your position as the one in charge.
    

    
      I could go on, but I'm sure you get the idea.
    

    
      One more thing. One very important thing. From here on out, you must make an effort to ensure that each and every one of your husband's orgasms is outstanding. Most importantly, you must make sure they far surpass the pleasure he can derive from masturbation. You want him driven to seek pleasure from you, not himself. You want him craving you in every possible way. I promise, it will serve you exceptionally well in your quest to be the dominant member of your marriage.
    

    Sylvia was wet. Soaking wet. She could feel it in her panties. Every single idea the author suggested had excited her, especially when combined with the overarching notion of her being in control of her marriage, of Shane being transformed into an eager submissive, perhaps without even knowing it.

    Sylvia rested the book on her chest and slipped a hand into her panties. She closed her eyes and moaned at the electric pleasure of merely brushing a fingertip against her clit. Her body was alive with desire and she very nearly surrendered to it and masturbated to an orgasm in that moment.

    Instead, though, Sylvia closed the book and headed for the bedroom. She stripped out of her work clothes and stood naked in her closet with her hands on her hips as she perused the options available to her.

    A red lace bodysuit called out to her. She could pair it with heels and lure Shane into the bedroom from the moment he got home from work.

    A soft, slightly cropped white sweater caught her attention. Sylvia could pair it with the plaid pleated skirt she'd bought years ago and had only worn a few times. She could captivate her husband with the sight of her smooth legs. She could bent over and flash her ass. She could go without panties and tease him with the notion of sliding his cock into her in pursuit of the ultimate pleasure.

    Sylvia reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She was soaked and the simple act of filling herself in that manner brought about a deep moan and a gentle trembling of her thighs.

    She wouldn't make it through dinner. She had to cum before they ate. Sylvia grabbed the white sweater and pulled it over her head. She dug around for the pleated skirt, finding it buried in the back. It was nicely folded, though, and it looked utterly perfect as she stepped into it, pulled it up her legs, and zipped it up.

    Sylvia turned to the floor length mirror and smiled. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra - in a good way, she thought - and the skirt was shorter than she remembered. It struck her that she looked a little like she'd just stepped out of a porn movie, but that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. In fact, it seemed like a very good thing.

    In keeping with that theme, Sylvia pulled a pair of strappy black heels from her shoe rack and stepped into them. She looked at herself in the mirror once more and felt a burst of confidence at how good she looked.

    Sylvia slipped the book into her nightstand and headed to the kitchen to pour herself a glass of wine. She made her way to the couch, sipped that wine, and thought of Shane going down on her that morning. She thought of how good he looked on his knees and how thrilling it had felt to grab two handfuls of his hair and hold it tight, just like the book had suggested.

    "Fuck," Sylvia whispered as she reached up and grasped one of her breasts through the soft sweater. She squeezed hard, closed her eyes, and imagined herself on top of Shane, riding him slowly and drawing him towards the kind of orgasm that would make him forsake masturbation as an obviously inferior form of sexual pleasure.

    Sylvia reached down and slowly ran her fingers up her thigh with the intention of teasing her clit. She was moments away from doing so when the garage door opener whirred to life.

    Shane was home and the fun was about to begin, so Sylvia fixed her skirt, crossed her legs, and sipped her wine while she waited for her husband to step into the living room.

    The look on his face was perfect. Even better than when he'd walked in on her in a t-shirt and panties, and with good reason, as Sylvia had made it perfectly clear she intended on making good on her promise that morning by taking care of Shane's needs.

    "Welcome home," she said with a smile. "I missed you."

    "I missed you too. Like you wouldn't believe. I thought about you all day, Sylvia."

    It was exactly what she wanted to hear and Sylvia rewarded Shane by uncrossing her legs, giving him a brief view of her pussy, and crossing them once more before she urged him to come and sit with her.

    Shane set his briefcase down and hurried towards her with a wild look of desire in his eyes. He sat carefully - she was still holding a glass of wine - and his hand rested on her knee before his fingers moved in slow circles over her soft skin.

    "You look so hot," he said.

    "I thought you might like this outfit," she replied. "And that you might like that I'm not wearing any panties."

    His fingers moved up the outside of her thigh and Sylvia smiled at the pleasure of his touch. She took the rest of the wine into her mouth, swallowed, and then kissed her husband. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and shared the taste of her drink with him. He moaned and his fingers grasped a handful of her ass and squeezed hard as she pulled back and set the glass on the coffee table.

    They kissed again and Shane's hand continued to wander, moving over her sweater and moaning when he discovered she wasn't wearing a bra. He made his way under the soft white fabric and he grasped her bare breasts before gently rolling her nipple between his fingers. His touch provided electric shocks of pleasure and Sylvia couldn't help but uncross her legs and spread them, doing so without thinking as her body expressed a desire her brain hadn't gotten around to making clear.

    Shane's hand moved under her skirt and between her legs, but Sylvia stopped him before his fingers could find their way into her pussy. He looked confused, but only for a moment as she stood, stepped in front of him, and bent over to hastily remove Shane's pants and underwear, freeing his wondrously stiff cock.

    Sylvia gave it a few strokes and then straddled him, sitting across his thighs. She leaned back, lifted the bottom of her skirt, and reached between her legs to push two fingers deep into her wet pussy while Shane watched with lust dancing across his face.

    Once her fingers were soaked, Sylvia pulled them from her pussy and slowly lifted them to her lips, drawing Shane's gaze for the entire journey. She smiled, hesitated for a moment, and took them in her mouth. Sylvia moaned, closed her eyes, and sucked her fingers clean.

    "Fuck," Shane said softly.

    "Mmm, I taste good," Sylvia replied as her fingers moved between her legs once more. She smiled at her husband, leaned down, and kissed him. She slipped her tongue into his mouth while fingering her exceedingly wet pussy.

    Sylvia pulled back just a few inches and lifted her fingers until they rested between her lips and Shane's. She smiled and asked, "Would you like a taste?"

    He didn't get a chance to answer. Sylvia pushed her slippery fingers into his mouth. Shane closed his lips around them and sucked, though. He accepted her invasion, her penetration. He did so with a moan, too, and she reached down to stroke his cock as a reward.

    "I want you inside me," she said. "I want you in my pussy, Shane. I want you in the pussy you're tasting right now."

    With her fingers still in his mouth, Sylvia slid her hips forward and guided Shane's cock inside her. His eyes went wide with delight and he moaned as she pulled her fingers free and replaced them with her tongue.

    They kissed as Sylvia moved her hips back and forth, slowly milking his cock with her pussy and grinding her clit over his crotch. She ran her fingers through his hair and then held his head in her hands while their tongues continued to mingle in a manner that struck her as intensely erotic.

    "Does that feel good?" Sylvia asked with her lips inches from his. "Does my pussy feel good?"

    "Yes. Fuck, yes, Sylvia, it feels so good."

    His hands slipped under her sweater and he grasped her breasts. He squeezed them hard, though Sylvia found it enthralling and unleashed a loud moan to ensure that Shane understood how much she enjoyed his touch.

    Overwhelmed with lust, Sylvia grabbed a handful of Shane's hair and pulled back to expose his neck. She leaned down and showered him in soft, seductive kisses as his hands moved to her ass, grabbed her flesh tightly, and urged her to ride him faster. Sylvia kept her fingers entwined in his hair and sucked on his neck before nibbling his earlobe just enough to cause a hint of pain, though he moaned in a manner that made it seem as though he thoroughly enjoyed her naughty ministrations.

    "Sylvia, I'm close," Shane announced.

    She was close too so Sylvia rode him faster. She kissed him. She moaned. She ran her hands through his hair and over his neck and down his arms. Her pussy tingled and her legs began to tremble as her orgasm approached.

    "Cum in me, Shane," she said. "Cum in my pussy."

    They came together as Sylvia grabbed a handful of his hair and wrapped her other arm around his neck to pull him close. She practically smothered him with her sweater, but in that moment she wanted Shane to be as close to her as possible. She wanted him to feel the warmth and softness of her body. She wanted him to feel like he was totally surrounded by her.

    Once their moans subsided, Sylvia released her grip, took Shane's head in her hands, and smiled before kissing him softly. His tongue slipped into her mouth and she offered hers in kind for a slow, beautifully erotic dance as his hands moved over her ass, under her sweater, and up her back.

    "That was...honestly, Sylvia, I don't even know how to describe how good that was," he said. "Something about you feels...different, but in a way I really like. You seem really confident and sexy and there's something so hot about that."

    Sylvia smiled and rewarded him with another kiss, this time gently rocking her hips and making him moan as her pussy stimulated the sensitive head of his cock.

    "How would you feel about cooking dinner tonight?" she asked.

    Shane smiled. "Of course. It would be my pleasure."

    Sylvia kissed him again, this time deeply and passionately. She was giddy in a way he didn't understand, for it felt as though she'd successfully practiced the advice from the book and had laid the foundation of what might become a female led marriage. Sylvia wasn't even entirely sure that's what she wanted, but she couldn't help but get excited at the idea that she could, if she chose to, transform her husband into the perfect submissive.

    She got so excited that she very nearly started riding him again in pursuit of another orgasm. There would be time for that later, though, and Shane wouldn't be cumming again. One orgasm was enough for him.

  
    Let Her Fall in Love

    When she met him she thought of your fantasy. She thought of how many times you’d asked her to fuck someone else. She thought she’d finally met someone that she could see making that fantasy a reality with.

    When she asked if you were serious about your fantasy you told her you were. You told her she should go for it with this guy. You told her she should cuckold you.

    She did. She cuckolded you and the sex was great. It was better than great. It was the best sex she’d ever had. You could see it was more than the sex, though. You could see it in her eyes. You could see it in her smile. You could see that she liked him.

    A little later she asked if they could start dating. You were nervous about it but you said yes. You didn’t want the cuckolding to stop. It got hotter, too. You liked that she was texting with him all the time. You liked that she would spend hours getting ready for her dates with him. You liked that she seemed so enamored with him, especially since she continued to give you the cuckold pleasures you craved.

    Now it’s clear that she’s falling in love with him. She hasn’t said it yet, but you know it’s happening. You know she’s over the moon. You’re nervous, though.

    That’s okay. You should be a little nervous. You should also know that your wife loves you very much. She loves him too, but your desire to be a cuckold has showed her that life doesn’t have to be what she was always told it has to be. Life can be better than that. It can be bigger. There’s room in her heart for two men. You, her cuckold husband, and him, the boyfriend she’s fallen for.

    Isn’t it nice to be a cuckold to a hotwife in love?

  
    Let Her Go To Him

    Your beautiful wife is naked in your bed. You can feel the heat of her pussy as it rests so close to your cock. Her nipples are hard as they press into your chest. Normally you’d reach between your legs and slip inside her, satisfying her need. Tonight is different. Another man has aroused her tonight.

    He’s your college buddy and he’s staying in the guest bedroom. You shared a few bottles of wine over dinner and somehow your wife ended up in his lap. You watched him caress her lithe body though the skimpy dress she was wearing. You watched as they shared a few sensual kisses. You were just drunk enough to let the foreplay happen before you stopped it.

    Now you’re in bed and you know she’s thinking about him. You know her pussy is wet because of him. You know her nipples are hard because of him. You know your cock is hard because of what you saw. You want to deny it, but you can’t. You’re still a little drunk. That’s why you say it.

    “Go to him.”

    She lifts her head off your chest and looks at you. She studies your face for the truth of what you just said.

    “Go to him,” you say again.

    “Are you sure?” she asks. You know in that moment that she wants it. She didn’t say no. She didn’t try and deny her desire. She just asked if you were sure.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She slips out of the bed and you admire her slender frame and sexy bottom as she walks out of the room. You hear her knock softly on the guest bedroom door before she opens it. You hear the surprise in your friend’s voice as your naked wife walks into the guest bedroom, but the words are lost.

    Your cock throbs as you sit and strain to hear what’s happening one room over. She hasn’t come back yet so you know your friend didn’t send her away. You know he took your wife into his arms. You know he’s probably kissing her right now.

    You slip out of bed and move across the room as quietly as possible. You stop at the half open bedroom door and listen. Your wife’s moan drifts across the hall and reaches your ears. You feel a sense of desire so powerful it staggers you. You haven’t touched your cock but it’s erect nonetheless.

    You step quietly into the hallway as another moan reaches your ears. You move closer to the guest bedroom door and hear your wife and your friend kissing. Now the sound is clearer. You can hear them both moaning between kisses. They’re lost in the joy of foreplay with someone new.

    It’s dark in the hallway and you feel confident enough to peak into the guest bedroom. Your friend is naked and your wife’s soft, delicate fingers are wrapped around his cock. She’s stroking him slowly as they kiss. You watch his fingers move between her legs and gently slip inside her. Your wife moans into his mouth.

    You’re not sure why this turns you on so much, but you can’t help it. You can’t look away. You want her to straddle him and sit on his cock. You want to see another man fuck your wife.

    Your wife breaks the kiss and strokes your friend’s cock as she holds his gaze. The romantic connection between them is profoundly arousing. The sight of the beautiful woman you married eagerly stroking someone else’s cock drives you crazy with lust.

    She kisses down his chest and stomach. She’s going to take him into her mouth. She’s going to offer your friend a blowjob. She was just in your bed. She was just on top you. Her pussy was inches from your cock. You sent her to him. You let her have what she wanted and now she’s going to take it.

    Her lips wrap around his cock and she takes the head into her mouth. Your friend moans and you understand why. You’ve experienced her mouth many times. It’s like Heaven. She possesses incredible oral talent and now he’s getting to experience it.

    She’s making love to him with her mouth. The sight of her head bobbing up and down between his legs makes your cock ache. You want to masturbate but you know it would be too loud. You know they’d hear you. All you can do is watch as your wife sucks someone else’s cock.

    His cock slips from her mouth and your wife wraps her fingers around him and strokes it. She straddles him and guides his cock between her pussy lips. There’s no condom.

    His hands move over her ass, hips, and back as she slowly sinks onto his cock. They moan together as he fills her. You watch from the doorway as another man’s bare cock fills your wife. She arches her back and gently tilts her head towards the ceiling. She rides him.

    You’ve never seen anything more beautiful. Your wife is slowly riding another man’s cock and you’re watching from just a few feet away. You feel intensely jealous and wildly aroused as you witness this pleasure that you invited her to enjoy.

    His hands move over her body just like yours do when you make love to her. He plays with her perky breasts. He squeezes her ass. He pulls her lips to his for long, slow kisses while his cock pumps in and out of her pussy. He moans when it feels particularly good.

    She’s getting close. You can see it. You can hear it. You know how she moans when she’s about to cum. It’s going to happen. Another man is going to make your wife cum while you watch.

    There it is. She stops riding him and throws her head back. She moans louder. She can’t help it. She’s cumming. She’s experiencing pure bliss and it’s someone else’s cock that’s responsible. You’ve never been so aroused.

    She leans forward and kisses him. Their tongues mingle as his hands move over her body again. She knows he hasn’t cum yet and you know she’s not going to leave until he gets to experience the same orgasmic bliss.

    She whispers something in his ear and then moves to her hands and knees. She’s facing the door, but it’s too dark in the hallway for her to see you. You’re looking right at her and she has no idea you’re there.

    Here eyes close and she bites her lower lip as he slides into your wife from behind. He leans forward and kisses her back while thrusting inside her. His hands find her breasts and he squeezes them gently as she moans for him.

    You’re so turned on you feel like it’s possible to cum without touching your cock. You study your wife’s face as he fucks her. You see every the pleasure she’s experiencing. You witness the pleasure she’s giving him. You’re the only one that’s not in the throes of sexual delight at the moment.

    He thrusts harder and faster into her. He plays with her breasts as her mouth opens and a steady stream of low, lusty moans escapes. He’s getting closer. You’re sure of it.

    You expect him to pull out, but he doesn’t. He buries his cock in your wife’s pussy and releases his load. You can see the look on his face. That’s how a man looks when he’s cumming, and he’s cumming in your wife.

    You find the look of complete satisfaction on her face impossibly arousing. She likes it. She likes that he’s cumming inside her. She likes that your friend just filled her with his seed.

    You like it too. You don’t want to, but you can’t help it.

    He pulls out and they collapse into the bed together. She pulls the comforter over their bodies and snuggles against him. It seems like she’s planning on spending the night in his bed.

    You tip toe back to the bedroom and climb under the sheets. Your heart is pounding and your cock is stiff. You wrap your fingers around it and close your eyes. You stroke slowly, using your precum as lube. You picture your wife’s face when he climaxed inside her. It doesn’t take long for you to orgasm.

  
    Let Her Take Care of You...By Telling You How Naughty She Was

    Your beautiful wife greets you at the door in the soft satin robe that you love so much. She gives you a kiss on the cheek and says, “How was your day?”

    “It was good,” you reply. “How was yours?”

    She smiles and tugs on the thin satin belt that keeps her robe closed. It opens a little and you see her smooth, taut stomach, her perky breasts, and a pair of lace-trimmed panties that she wasn’t wearing when you left this morning.

    Your wife takes your hand in hers and pulls it between her legs. She presses your fingers against her panties. You feel warmth and a little bit of wetness seeping through the soft material.

    “My day was exceptionally good,” she says.

    She guides your hand to the top of her panties and urges your fingers to slip into them. You push past her recently-trimmed pubic hair and your fingers easily move between her pussy lips.

    “I invited a friend over while you were at work,” she says as you play with her pussy. “I hope you don’t mind.”

    Your wife pulls her hand from your panties and turns around. She walks away and you follow. She leads you to the bedroom and pushes the robe off her shoulders before climbing into the bed. Her long brown hair cascades down her back and her ass looks absolutely perfect in those tight-fitting panties.

    “Do you want to hear about what a naughty girl your wife was?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Then you should get naked and join me in bed,” she says.

    Your wife smiles as you strip with exceptional speed. She beckons you closer once the last item of clothing hits the floor. Your dick is half hard by the time you get in the bed and her fingers find it instantly as you lie on your side, face to face with your wife.

    “Do I know him?” you ask.

    “No,” she replies. “He’s new. I met him online. He was quite impressive.”

    She kisses you and her mouth opens. You open yours and her tongue follows. You think of her kissing another man in your bed. You think of her wearing those same panties for him. You think of her entertaining someone else while you were at work.

    “My lips…they were wrapped around his cock just a few hours ago,” she whispers. “His big, beautiful cock got to feel the pleasure of your wife’s soft lips.”

    You groan as she strokes you to a throbbing erection. She’s so skilled with words. She’s so good at getting you to a place of wild desire.

    “He was too big to deepthroat, but you know I love to try,” she says. “I was good for him, sweetie. I gave a beautiful blowjob. I made him absolutely insane with desire for your wife’s pussy.”

    “Did he fuck you?” you ask.

    “He did,” she replies. “He went down on me first, though. He slid my panties off and he ate my pussy like a good man should. His tongue was incredible.”

    You glance down at her panties. They’re still on. They came off for another man, but they’re still on for you.

    “I put a condom on his big, beautiful cock and I told him to get on his back. He was right where you are as I straddled him and took his dick inside me,” she says.

    Your wife kisses your neck and moans just like she’d moan if she was getting fucked. She strokes you a little faster.

    “I rode him hard,” she says. “I rode him until my body was shaking with pleasure. I had such a good orgasm as I worked his cock with my pussy.”

    You’re close.

    “Can I fuck you?” you ask.

    “No, sweetie,” she says. “My pussy is for my friends. You know that. You get my hand.”

    She kisses you as her grip tightens just a little. It feels so good. Her tongue darts into your mouth. You knew she’d reject you. You couldn’t help but ask. There’s something about the rejection that feels so good. You don’t know why. It’s irresistible.

    “Just let me make you feel good,” she whispers. “Think about him fucking your wife as I make you feel good with my hand. Think about me cumming a second time when he fucked me missionary style. Think about me wrapping my legs around him. Think about him cumming with his cock buried in my pussy because I made him feel so good.”

    All of those thoughts rush through your head as your wife strokes you to an orgasm. Cum spurts from the tip of your cock as she kisses your neck and plays with your balls. She’s taken care of you, just like she always does. She’s a very good wife.

  
    Let Your Husband Listen on the Phone While You Fuck Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Go to a hotel room or your lover’s place and call your husband. Put the phone on speaker and mute him so he can listen without you hearing anything from his end. Then, enjoy an evening of pleasure with another man’s cock inside you.

    You can choose to act as if your cuckold isn’t there, or you can play it up a little. The latter is the more humiliating choice. Moan a little louder. Go down on your lover a little more vigorously. If it works for you, add in verbal play like “Your cock is so much bigger than my husband’s” or “Your cock feels so much better than my husband’s.” A little something like “I missed this cock baby. I need it inside me so badly,” is a good way to remind your cuckold why you’re with another man and he’s at home.

    
      The Story
    

    You’re in bed. Your phone is next to you. You’re waiting for a call from your wife. You’re waiting to enjoy a particularly naughty evening of fun. You’re going to experience your cuckolding over the phone.

    It rings. You have your ear buds in so you can hear all the dirty details that are about to unfold. You answer the phone and immediately you’re greeted with the sounds of sensual pleasure. Your wife and her lover are kissing.

    You picture it in your head. They’re at his place, which you imagine is a well-appointed bachelor pad with a nice big king-size bed. Your wife showed you the skimpy lace lingerie she picked out for him before she left and you know his hands are moving over her beautiful body as they fool around.

    She moans. The sound of her pleasure fills your ears. Are his fingers in her pussy? Is he playing with her clit? Does he have her nipple between his fingers?

    “You’re so wet,” he says.

    “It’s been too long since I’ve had you inside me,” your wife responds. “My pussy is desperate for a real man’s cock.”

    Your dick throbs as you begin to stroke. They know you’re listening and they’re going to add in a little extra verbal play just to thrill you.

    “Your husband’s cock doesn’t get the job done?” her lover asks.

    “Would I be here if it did?” your wife responds playfully. “Of course his cock doesn’t get the job done. It never has. That’s why I need this inside me.” You know she’s stroking his big cock as she says it.

    The next thing you hear is his moan of pleasure. “Fuck, your mouth is incredible,” he says.

    Your wife is sucking her lover’s cock while you listen. She must have brought the phone closer, because you can hear everything. She’s probably making it a little bit louder, wetter, and sloppier too, just for your benefit.

    “I love your cock,” she says. You can’t get enough of that. Nothing makes you harder than hearing your wife declare her love of another man’s big dick. “You taste so fucking good.”

    More sounds of sloppy cocksucking. You hear her gag a little. She’s trying to deepthroat him and she’s almost certainly succeeding. You’ve seen her do it before with him. You’ve seen her swallow his cock with ease. It’s always breathtaking.

    “Do you want me to suck on your big balls?” your wife asks.

    You don’t hear him say anything. Instead, the sound of your wife sucking and licking his balls fills your ears. Your cock throbs as you imagine her giving another man a pleasure she hasn’t given you in years.

    “Are these balls going to make a nice big load for me?” she asks.

    “Absolutely,” her lover responds.

    Your wife goes back to sucking his cock. “Fuck, you’re incredible. Your husband is missing out,” her lover says.

    “He doesn’t deserve this pleasure,” your wife responds. “His little dick doesn’t come close to satisfying me and it definitely doesn’t deserve to be in my mouth.” She knows you’re listening, cuckold, and she knows you love hearing her humiliate you like that.

    “I need you inside me,” your wife says. “My pussy needs to stretch out around this big dick.”

    You can actually hear the wetness of her pussy as he rubs his cock over it. “Fuck me,” your wife says. He’s teasing her. He’s making her desperate for his dick. “Please, fuck me. Give it to me.”

    You imagine her lover smiling. Your wife is saying the words that every man wants to hear. She’s desperate for his dick. She needs it badly.

    You hear a low, sensual moan come from your wife. You hear her desperation and desire. You hear how badly she needs what he’s giving her.

    “That’s so fucking good,” she says. “I love your cock. I love your big cock. I love the way it makes me feel.” It sounds like she’s already ascended to a place of pure sexual bliss. Your wife’s lover is fucking her silly.

    “Does he fuck you like this?” her lover asks.

    “He couldn’t fuck me like this even if he wanted to,” she responds. “Even if his cock wasn’t so small as to be completely worthless, he’s not man enough to actually fuck me. He just thrusts his sad little pecker into my pussy for a few minutes and cums. He doesn’t have the skill to actually make me cum when we have sex.”

    You stroke as she denigrates your sexual skills. You know she’s right, too. You know that from the very start you weren’t quite good enough. She just didn’t realize it until she took a lover. When she discovered what it was like to be fucked by a real man it dawned on her just how worthless you are as a sexual partner.

    “Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” your wife exclaims. “I’m cumming on your big cock!” It never takes her long to cum with him. The way he fucks her and the size of his cock always manage to bring her to a quick, thoroughly satisfying orgasm.

    You hear them kissing as she comes down from the high of her orgasm. “Thank you,” your wife says. “That was incredible. You always make me cum so much harder than he ever has.” It hurts. You pride yourself on being great with your tongue, but you know it doesn’t compare to getting fucked by his big cock. 

    “Take me from behind,” your wife says as you hear her moving around in bed.

    You imagine her waiting on her hands and knees as her lover pushes his cock into her from behind. You’ve seen the look of pleasure she has when it happens. You’ve been inches away from her as he fucks her like that. You know how much she enjoys being taken by a real man in that position.

    “Yes, give it to me,” your wife begs. “Give me that big cock. Pound my tight little pussy.”

    You can hear the sounds of furious fucking. As his pelvis slams into her ass the noises of flesh slapping together fill the room and your ears. She moans in rhythm to his thrusts. He’s giving your wife exactly what she needs.

    “Give me your load,” she says. “Fill me with your cum. Cum in my pussy.”

    You love hearing her beg for his cum. She’s literally never done that with you because it just doesn’t thrill her the same way. When he cums inside her, it makes your wife feel warm and wonderful inside. When you cum inside her it does nothing for her, especially since she doesn’t orgasm when you fuck her.

    You hear her lover groan. You know he’s cumming inside her. “That’s it,” your wife says. “Fill me up. Fill me with your cum.”

    Her words conjure imagery in your head. You see his cock exploding inside her. You see him unleashing shot after shot of hot cum. You see him filling her just like she desires. Then you see him pulling out as his semen follows. You see it flowing so beautifully out of your wife’s well-fucked pussy. It makes your cock harder.

    “It’s time for you to cum, cuckold,” your wife says. “It’s time for you to blow your nasty little load. Cum for me while you think about his load leaking out of my pussy. Cum for me while you think about cleaning it up.”

    That’s all you need to hear. The idea of cleaning his cum out of her is too much to resist. It makes you unleash your seed just like she wants it to.

  Let Your Wife Fuck on Vacation
This is bound to happen when you’re a cuckold and you take your beautiful girlfriend on vacation. She knows she’s allowed to play, so she can’t help but flirt with the hot guys she meets. You sit poolside and watch as one guy after another swims up to her and tries out his best line.Then you see her flirt back with one of them. She’s found a guy she likes. She reaches out and touches his arm. She gets bolder and runs her fingers over his sculpted chest. She’s into him. She swims over and asks if it’s okay that she goes back to his room. You’re a cuckold. What are you going to say? Are you really going to turn her down? Of course not!
You give her permission to play. She smiles at you, tells you she loves you, and then climbs out of the pool. She and the new guy disappear into the hotel and into his room. You sit by the pool and for a little while you try not to think about it. You can’t win that battle though.
Eventually, you let your mind wander. You imagine his hands on your girlfriend’s lithe, beautiful body. You imagine her fingers around his cock. You imagine his lips around her nipples. You hear her sensual moans of pleasure as he turns her on.
Your phone buzzes. You grab it and see a picture of your naked girlfriend in a hotel bed. There’s a massive cumshot across her taut, tanned stomach and her perky, milky white tits. “He fucked your girlfriend so good. Want to come clean me up?” the text reads.
You grab a towel and hold it over your erection while you scamper into the hotel lobby and pound the elevator button. You ride it up to his floor and rush down the hallway. You know he’s going to be in there. You know he’s probably going to watch you lick his cum off your girlfriend. You know it’s going to be humiliating, and you don’t give a damn. You need to clean that cum.

    Like a Good Cuckold, You Want to Feed

    Your girlfriend smiles at you, but she doesn’t say a word. She called to inform you that she’d made your cuckold fantasy come true and that you should come to her place so she could give you what you crave.

    “Hey,” you say as you step into her living room. You glance between her legs and you see a wet spot. It gets a little bigger. You’re certain something is dripping out of her pussy.

    “Hey,” she replies. “Is it still your fantasy? Now that you know it happened, is this still what you want?”

    You nod.

    “He’s someone I’ve been flirting with at the gym for a few months,” she says. “I’ve been thinking about making your fantasy come true with him, and today I pulled the trigger. I brought him home. I fucked him. It was really good, too. He’s got a gorgeous body and a big dick and he uses it really well.”

    “Where…where did you do it?” you ask.

    She smiles. “In my bed. He’s still in there, in fact. That’s why I’m wearing his shirt. I thought you’d like to see it on me. I thought you’d like that little bit of extra proof that your girlfriend fucked another guy. I thought you’d like to know that I plan on fucking him again when I’m done with you.”

    “Really?” you ask.

    She undoes the single button holding the shirt closed and takes it off, exposing her perky breasts. She looks exquisite standing there in a pair of panties and you can’t help but let your eyes wander over her body.

    “Of course I’m going to fuck him again,” she says. “He’s sexy, skilled, and blessed with a big cock. Now that I’ve cuckolded you, I’m going to take full advantage.”

    She steps closer and smiles at the bulge in your pants. You weren’t sure your girlfriend would ever cuckold you, but now that she has, you can’t help your excitement.

    “What do you want?” your girlfriend asks as she reaches out and gently caresses your bulge.

    “I…I want to clean your pussy,” you say. “I want to clean his…his…”

    “His cum?” she asks. “You want to clean his cum out of me?”

    You nod.

    Your girlfriend smiles, takes a few steps backwards, and sits on the couch. She spreads her legs and inches her ass to the edge of the cushion. “You’ll have to be on your knees to do that,” she says.

    Your pulse races as you step closer and drop to your knees in front of her. She smiles and runs her fingers over her panties. A quiet moan escapes her lips and it lures you just a little bit deeper into your arousal.

    “I’m not surprised,” she says. “That you want to clean his cum out of me, I mean.”

    “Really?” you ask.

    She shakes her head. “I can see it. A man like you – a beta male, let’s say – would probably find it thrilling to lick an alpha male’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy. It makes sense to me, which is why I’m going to let you do it.”

    You crawl closer and say, “Thank you.”

    Your girlfriend puts up her hand and smiles. “Not quite yet,” she says. “First, I want to hear you beg for it.”

    You look up and see a smile on her face. It seems that she finds it pleasurable to demand that you beg for the opportunity to clean another man’s cum from her pussy.

    “Beg for it?” you ask.

    “I think it’s fitting that a man like you should beg for the privilege of licking another man’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy,” she says. “Plus, the idea turns me on, and right now I’m focused on what turns me on above everything else.”

    She’s offering you the chance to live your fantasy. It’s literally inches from your face. Your cock is hard. All you have to do is embrace the humiliation of begging for the chance to lick his cum from her pussy.

    “Please, let me lick his cum from your pussy,” you say.

    Your girlfriend’s fingers dance over her panties and she moans. “That’s good, but not good enough,” she says.

    “Please, let me clean your messy pussy,” you say. “Let me clean his thick, salty load from your pussy. Let me put my tongue deep inside you and clean up every drop of his cum.”

    “You really are a beta male,” she says. “I honestly didn’t see it until his cock was inside me. But I see it now. It couldn’t be clearer. A beta male still deserves pleasure, though, so go ahead and clean his cum from my pussy. Lick it all up. Feed on my messy cunt and then I’ll fuck him again while you wait out here and listen.”

    You reach up, pull your girlfriend’s panties off, and put your tongue inside her. She grabs a handful of your hair and moans. She arches her back and lifts her hips as you feed on his cum. You put your tongue as deep inside her pussy as you can. You scoop his semen out of her and you swallow like a greedy little slut. You consume every drop you can. You consume it like a good beta male should.

    “Was that good, beta boy?” she asks when you’re done.

    You nod.

    “Stay right here,” she says. “And no masturbating. I’ll be back to feed you again soon.”

    You say right where you are and watch her head back to the bedroom. A few minutes later the moaning begins. Your dick throbs with desire, but you keep your hands off of it. She told you not to masturbate, so you’re not going to. Instead, you’re going to listen, wait, and then feed again when they’re done.

  
    Lipstick Means She’s Giving a Blowjob Tonight

    It’s date night, only you’re not the one taking your wife out. That honor goes to her boyfriend. He’ll take her to a nice dinner and then back to his place, where he’ll spend the night fucking her in ways you’ve only dreamed of doing. His big cock and take charge attitude in bed are exactly what she needs to cum.

    Part of your cuckolding ritual is watching her get ready. She calls you into the bedroom as she carefully chooses the lingerie she’s going to wear for him. She wants to look her best for the man that makes her orgasm, after all.

    “Do you think he’ll like this, honey?” she asks you.

    You nod.

    A devilish grin crosses her face before she says, “Do you think it will make him want to fuck me? Do you think it will make his cock hard?”

    You nod again, but that’s not good enough for her, “Say it.”

    “Yes, it will make him want to fuck you,” you answer.

    After putting on her lingerie she invites you to follow her to the bathroom and watch as she does her makeup for her boyfriend. She never wears lipstick for you, but there she is applying a heavy coat to her lips.

    “I like to wear lipstick when I suck his cock, honey,” she says, noticing your jealous stare.

    You haven’t felt her lips around your cock in months and you can’t help but miss it. You know you don’t deserve it though. Only a man that can make your wife cum when he fucks her deserves to feel her mouth on his dick. You’ve never really been able to make her climax during sex. That’s why you’re here cuckold now.

    “Come here, baby,” she says and you move next to her.

    “On your knees,” she commands and like a good boy you drop in front of her.

    Her body looks perfect in the stockings, bra and panties, and garter belt. Your cock is hard because you’ve been denied release all week.

    “I want you to get me nice and wet for him,” she says while pulling her sexy black panties aside and presenting her freshly shaved pussy.

    You worship her, licking her labia and the pink flesh between before venturing to her clit. You’re not to make her cum, though. Your job is to get her nice and wet for her boyfriend’s cock. She wants to be aching for him by the time his erection slides into her pussy. You’re doing your part, cuckold, and you’ll get a tasty treat when she comes home later tonight.

  
    Locked and Ready for Her to Play

    You didn’t think I was going to let you stay out of your cage tonight, did you? Oh honey. How silly! Of course your little cuckold cock doesn’t get to stay free while I’m out with my bull. No, no, no. You know better than that.

    You can’t be trusted. You proved that already. You need to be locked up or you’re going to spend the whole night pulling on your little dick while you think about him fucking me. You like thinking about that, don’t you?

    This is the only way I can trust you, baby. I need to lock up your cock so I know you’re at home getting something productive done, not just dreaming of me with a big cock in my pussy.

    If you’re a good boy and you finish the list of tasks I’ve left for you, I’ll let you worship my pussy when I get home. I’ll let you lick where he’s been. Wouldn’t that make you happy?

    Does it hurt in there? Does staring at my tits while you’re locked up drive you crazy? Do you wish I’d let you out for a quick handjob before I leave? I’ll bet you do, cucky.

    That’s not happening though. Instead, you’re going to stay locked up in that little cage. Feel free to fantasize about me though. Think about me sucking his big cock like a slut. Think about me sitting on him and stretching my tight little pussy with his dick.

    You understand that you’re a better husband when you’re locked up, right? You understand that you’re a better man when you’re not free to pull on your cock whenever you want. You can’t control you desires. You can’t stop thinking about my bull’s big cock fucking me. You can’t stop thinking about how good he makes me cum and you just have to pull out your dick.

    That’s okay. That’s what chastity is for. It’s to make you a better husband. It’s to make you a more loyal, loving hubby for me.

    I’m going to leave now baby. His cock will be inside me in less than an hour, maybe quicker. Does that turn you on? Do you love that I’m leaving to fuck another man? Do you love that I can’t wait to have his big dick inside me?

    I’m going to let him fuck me as long and hard as he wants. I’m going to let him use my pussy and mouth for his pleasure. I’m not going to let you do either of those things. That’s why you’re a cuckold and he’s a bull.

  
    Locked Cuckold Humiliation Audio

    This deliciously naughty cuckold humiliation audio begins with your beautiful wife locking you up. You need to be locked up because you can't be trusted not to masturbate while she's getting fucked by a better man. Then she takes you through a beautiful cuckold sexual adventure where he fucks her while you get verbally humiliated. Even better, it ends with creampie cleanup. Enjoy!

  Locked Cuckold Loves Cleaning Creampies
As expected, Alan’s wife had already left for her date with Martin, her bull, by the time he arrived home from work. At the foot of their bed he found a note and a pair of sheer pink panties with ruffled lace trim. The note read:Dear Cuckold,
I’ll be out late with Martin. He’s taking me out for dinner and drinks before we go back to his place and he uses his big cock to satisfy me in ways you’ve only dreamed of. Last week he filled me three times. His cum was practically flooding out of me. Do you remember what it was like to clean his seed out of my pussy and off my panties? Did you like that, cucky? If you want to experience that again I have a list of tasks for you to accomplish while I’m out.
Before you get started with them make sure you strip naked and put on the pair of pretty pink panties I’ve left out for you. Remember, a proper cuckold husband should always be dressed in panties when his wife is fucking a real man, even if he’s not there to watch. And of course a cuckold hubby’s useless cock should be locked in chastity, but yours is already in its snug cage, isn’t it?
Do you have your panties on, cucky? Good boy. Here’s your task list:
1) Clean the dishes from lunch and make sure the kitchen is spotless
2) Do the laundry
3) Clean the master bathroom until every surface shines
4) Hand wash your pretty panties from last week
5) Hand wash my filthy, cum-stained panties from last week
If you’re a good boy and you get all your tasks done I’ll let you clean my pussy when I get home. If you go above and beyond I might even let you out of your cage and give you an orgasm. You never know!
Cuckoldress Maya
Ever the eager cuckold, Alan set about accomplishing his tasks in the hope of satisfying his cuckoldress and earning the cherished reward of a release and orgasm. He was usually only granted one orgasm a month, but it had been six weeks since he’s been permitted to cum and he was desperate. His cock leaked constantly and he often awoke in pain as the pathetic little piece of flesh between his legs tried in vain to get hard in its tiny cage.


As always, Cuckoldress Maya texted Alan when she was five minutes from home. She expected him to have completed his tasks and to be on his knees at the front door in his chastity belt and panties, nothing more. As always, he followed her instructions diligently thanks to the rigorous training she had given him over the past five years. He was on his knees as instructed when she came through the door.
At her beckoning Alan followed his wife through the house as she checked to see if he had completed his tasks. It had been years since he’d failed to complete a task so it was a formality more than anything, but it was a necessary part of the process. 
His desperate, dripping cock had formed a wet spot in the front of his pink panties and he could feel an overwhelming sense of desire at the prospect of getting to lick her cummy, well-fucked pussy. Nothing made Alan happier than going down on his wife after her bull had made a mess of her cunt and given her the incredible orgasms she’d grown accustomed to. 
After inspecting the dirty panties he had hand washed Maya turned to her panty-clad cuckold husband and smiled, “You did such a good job cucky. I’m so proud of you for always doing the tasks I assign you, no matter how humiliating they are. Would you like your reward?”
Alan answered eagerly, “Yes dear, I would like my reward.”
“Good, follow me,” she said, turning quickly and walking down the hall to their bedroom.
“On your back in the bed, as always,” she ordered, and without hesitation Alan got into position.
Maya removed her skirt and straddled her cuckold husband’s face, her pussy in red satin panties only a handful of inches above him. There were a few ways she liked to feed her cucky the remnants of her bull’s cum but this was by far her favorite.
She lowered her hips until her panties were pressed against his mouth, ordered him to open wide, and pulled aside the soft fabric to expose her puffy, pink, abused labia and her beautiful cunt, which showed all the signs of having been fucked vigorously and relentlessly by her bull and his exceptionally thick cock.
A mixture of semen and the juices of her pussy flowed from her and onto Alan’s tongue. He expertly held the flavorful, thick liquid in his mouth, knowing he wasn’t to swallow until ordered to do so by his beautiful wife. 
“You may swallow, cucky,” she said and the liquid disappeared down his throat.
That moment was always Alan’s favorite. As Martin’s cum and his wife’s pussy juices came to rest in his stomach he could feel a powerfully arousing sense of humiliation to go with the salty taste that now coated his mouth and throat. He always felt most like a pantied, cuckolded husband in that instant. The pain in his crotch as his cock desperately tried to get hard in his tight plastic chastity cage was yet another reminder of his place in their marriage.
Martin was a heavy cummer so there was always more for Alan to enjoy. After she squeezed out the first thick dollop Maya sat down on his face and let her husband go to work with his exceptionally talented and cum hungry tongue.
He dug into her cum-filled pussy, licking eagerly to root out as much semen as he could find. Maya gently ground her cunt onto his face as he ate her out, spreading the sticky, salty mess between her legs all over him and making a mess of her husband.
“Have you gotten it all, cucky? Did you lick up every drop of Martin’s yummy cummy from inside my pussy?” she asked, taunting him in the way she knew he loved so desperately.
She always loved how nasty her cuck husband’s face looked after she was done riding it. He had smears of cum and cunt juice all over him and a look of pure bliss in his eyes. Most women wouldn’t understand it, but she never loved him more than in those moments. He was a perfect cuckold and he made her blissfully happy.
“Would you like to suck his cum out of my panties too, cucky?” Maya asked, pulling them down her legs and offering them to her husband.
“Yes please,” Alan answered, taking them and eagerly running his tongue along the soft material that had rested tightly against her crotch and soaked up the cum that leaked out of her on the drive home. The taste was heavenly and it seemed like Martin had ejaculated even heavier than usual as there was a surprising amount of exceptionally thick semen to lick up.
“Thank you dear,” he said upon finishing. He looked up to see a beaming smile on his wife’s beautiful face. The look of warmth and love made him feel so good.
Maya ran her fingers over the chastity key around her neck and looked at her husband, “Would you like me to release you, cucky?”
Alan’s desperation was obvious in his voiced as he answered her by saying, “Yes, please, release me. Please. I want to cum so badly.”
“If I gave you the choice between cumming tonight and getting to clean Martin’s cum out of me next week, which would you choose?”
Alan’s answer came without him having to consider it, “Cleaning Martin’s cum out of you next week, dear.”
“Good answer,” she said as she turned to get ready for bed, leaving her husband’s leaking cock frustrated in its cage for another week.

    Locked Like You Should Be

    “Tell me why your cock is locked,” your wife says.

    You look at her and then at her bull, who’s already erect and ready to penetrate her.

    “Because I can’t fuck you like he can. Because my cock doesn’t compare to his,” you answer. “Because he’s bigger and better than I am and he makes you cum when he fucks you.”

    “You don’t do that, do you?” she asks. “You’re not big enough to make me cum when you fuck me and you don’t have the stamina or skill, do you?”

    “No, I don’t,” you say.

    “Show me that you know your place,” she says.

    You fall to your knees in front of your wife’s bull. She lets go of his cock and you move forward to take him into your mouth. He’s already hard, of course. He could slip into her pussy and fuck her right away. That’s not what blowing him is about, though.

    It’s about showing your wife that you know your place. It’s about embracing that as her cuckold, you spend your life in chastity and your cock doesn’t get to fuck her. It’s about showing deference to her bull, the man that she’s chosen to give her the sexual satisfaction she craves because her husband was unable to provide it.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she pushes a hand into her panties and plays with her pussy. You love that she gets turned on when you suck cock. That’s part of what makes it so thrilling to get on your knees in front of the superior man in your house.

    “Fuck, his mouth has gotten so much better,” he says.

    “I know, he’s become quite the little cocksucker for me,” your wife replies. Then, she turns to you and says, “Come, honey. Eat my pussy. Get me nice and wet for that big cock of his.”

    You do as you’re told, and as you worship her slippery cunt it’s impossible to forget that you’re locked in chastity. Your cock aches. You want to be released, but you crave the painful torture of being unable to get hard. You crave the wild, overwhelming arousal you feel because it’s been so long since she allowed you to cum.

    “That’s good,” she says.

    You move back and her bull takes his place between her legs. His big cock slides into your wife and she kisses him deeply as he fills her pussy. Another man is satisfying your wife and it thrills you more than anything in the world. Doesn’t it feel good to be a locked cuckold?

  
    Locked Up and Humiliated, But You Love It

    Three months ago, you shared your cuckold fantasy with your girlfriend after a great deal of prodding on her part. Doing so made you nervous, but it turned out she was more receptive to the idea than you imagined she would be.

    She even had someone in mind. Someone to cuckold you with, that is. It just so happened that her suggestion, Caleb, was a good friend of yours. One of your best friends, in fact.

    Your desire to see your fantasy become reality overrode the potential weirdness of asking your good friend to fuck your girlfriend. So you did it. You sat down with him. You told him you wanted him to fuck your beautiful girlfriend while you watched. Much to your surprise, he agreed without any real hesitation.

    He fucked her. You watched. The sex was great, and so was the orgasm you had as a result. In fact, it was better than any orgasm you'd ever had. It was as if there was no portion of your body that was untouched by the joy of cumming while watching your friend and your girlfriend fuck.

    It's been three months of pleasure since then. Caleb fucks your girlfriend three or four times a week, sometimes more often. You get to watch most times, but sometimes she can't help herself and she fucks him while you're not around. A few times you've come home to the sound of them fucking. You could get mad, but you'd much rather just watch your girlfriend get pounded by someone that clearly knows how to make her feel good.

    Today the apartment you share with your girlfriend is relatively quiet. You find her sitting at the kitchen table and working at her laptop. She looks good in her glasses and with her hair pulled back. She's working hard enough that it takes her a few moments to notice you standing there.

    "Hey," she says with a bright smile when she finally looks your way.

    "Hey," you reply as your girlfriend gets up and gives you a hug and a soft kiss. It's a lovely greeting that stirs just a little bit of desire, in part because you catch a whiff of her perfume, which is delicate and utterly perfect.

    "I have something to show you," she says. "Follow me."

    You follow behind your girlfriend as she heads for the bedroom. You can't help but hope that she has something naughty to show you, like a lingerie set that she bought for Caleb or a used condom because he came over to fuck her while you were at work.

    Instead, you see a collection of shiny metal pieces resting on the nightstand. At first confusion is all you feel, but it doesn't take long to understand that those pieces, when put together, make up a device that's clearly meant to encase a cock.

    "What's that?" you ask despite having deduced its purpose.

    "It's a chastity device," your girlfriend answers. "It's for you." Before you can ask another question your girlfriend lowers your pants and underwear. She grabs a metal ring from the nightstand and slips your cock and balls through it. "Hold this in place," she says.

    "Wait," you say while reaching down to hold the item in place as instructed.

    Your girlfriend turns back to the nightstand and picks up the piece that is clearly meant to encase your cock. She slips it onto your flaccid shaft, grabs one more piece from the nightstand and finishes construction of the chastity device around your cock.

    "Wait, please," you say.

    She ignores you. She slips the lock through the hole in the device and it clicks shut. The grabs the key from the nightstand and slips it into her pocket.

    You're locked in chastity and she has the key. The device is tight on your cock. Exceptionally tight, in fact. You look down at it. Your cock looks small and a little bit pathetic. "Why did you do that?" you ask.

    "Caleb said the only way he'd keep fucking me was if I locked your cock in this little cage," she explains. "He said that you've always been a pathetic little bitch and that you don't deserve to have control over your cock like a real man would. He said that he and I deserve to have control over it."

    You're stunned speechless. You thought Caleb was your friend. You don't know why he'd think of you as - or call you - a pathetic little bitch.

    "He's not wrong, is he?" your girlfriend asks as she reaches out and takes your caged cock in her hand. "I mean, you like to jerk off while your friend fucks me, don't you? You like to watch him make me cum in ways you've never been able to make me cum. It gets you off to do that, doesn't it?"

    You feel turned on. You wish you didn't, but you do.

    She leans closer and kisses your neck. Her lips are soft and her touch is seductive and you feel your cock stir to life. "You know it's been nearly a month since I let you fuck me, don't you?" she whispers. "You know why that is, right?"

    "No," you answer.

    She moans again and you feel the first hint of pain between your legs as your cock tries to get hard in its cage. "Because Caleb is right," she says softly. "Because you are a little bitch. Because you like being on your knees and jerking off while someone else fucks me. Because you like that he fucks me better than you do, and that's pathetic."

    You look down and see that your flesh had started to poke out of the spaces between the bars of your cock cage as you try to get hard. You feel pain between your legs, and yet there's pleasure too.

    "You know what's most pathetic?" your girlfriend says.

    "What?" you ask.

    "I was cheating on you with Caleb for months before you told me about your fantasy," she said. "I fucked him the first time at Amy's wedding six months ago. You didn't even notice we snuck off so he could pound me in the bathroom. His cum was still inside me when I let you fuck me later that night."

    You should be horrified, but instead your dick tries to get even harder in its cage, resulting in more pain.

    "I've been fucking him ever since. Your pathetic little fantasy just let us bring the cheating into the open," she continues. "We've both enjoyed cuckolding you so much that we're going to keep you around. You're going to stay in this cage. You're going to keep watching us. You're going to serve us, too. You're going to be the pathetic little bitch we both know you are and you're going to do exactly as you're told. Do you understand?"

    You should say no. You should reach into her pocket, get the key, free yourself from the cage, and break up with your girlfriend for cheating on you and for thinking so little of you. You don't, though. She's right to think that little of you.

    "Yes, I understand," you say.

    "You can start by eating my pussy," she says. "Caleb fucked me while you were at work. He came inside me, too, since we won't be using condoms anymore. So get on your knees and lick your friend's load out of me."

    You fall to your knees. She takes off her pants and sits on the edge of the bed. She spreads her legs and grabs a handful of your hair to pull you between them. You stare at her messy panties. Your cock throbs in its cage. This is the moment to turn away and leave. This is your last chance.

    You don't take it. You pull her panties aside. You put your tongue inside her. You clean her messy pussy just like she wants you to. You're a pathetic little bitch, just like Caleb says you are.

  
    Locked Up and Watching Her Get Ready

    “There we go,” your wife says as she turns the key in your cock cage. She’s about to get ready for date night with her bull and she wants you locked up nice and tight.

    It’s all part of the fun, of course. You like it too. You like that your dick is going to be trying to get hard in its cage all night long while someone else’s big cock is buried in her pussy.

    It starts after she steps out of the shower. You look at her lithe naked body and marvel at the fact that someone else is going to be enjoying it tonight. You feel the urge to touch her, and so you approach your wife from behind.

    “No,” she says firmly. “You know my body belongs to him tonight. Keep your hands off.”

    You knew she was going to reject you. You wanted to hear it. You wanted her to tell you no.

    What’s most arousing about the experience is knowing that she’s putting in all this work to fuck someone else. She wants to look good for him. She wants to be mind-blowingly sexy to make his dick hard. She’s doing everything she can to look beautiful so another man will desperately want to fuck her.

    She looks rather breathtaking when she puts on the lingerie, doesn’t she? You can’t help but think about how he’s going to react to it. Your wife is going to unzip the dress she picks out and let it fall to the floor so her bull can see her beautiful body in that lingerie. She’s going to do it to get him hard.

    As you sit there and watch her put the finishing touches on her makeup, you can’t help but think about what she’s going to do with him. You know she’s going to fall to her knees and take his big cock into her mouth. You know she’s going to do everything she can to make him feel good.

    You know she’s going to offer him her married pussy and hope that he pounds her. You know she’s going to beg for it harder, faster, and deeper.

    That’s exactly what you want. You want your wife to offer her perfect body to another man. You want her to spread her legs and beg him to fuck her. You want her to beg him to cum inside her. You want it all.

    Don’t worry, that’s exactly what she wants too. That’s why she’s working so hard to look good for him. That’s why she’s getting all dolled up in that smoking hot lingerie. That’s why her hair looks so good.

    Soon you’ll be all alone in the house while she’s with her bull. You’ll be left to stare at your locked cock and which she’d left you unlocked. You’ll be a desperately horny cuckold wishing his wife would come home with a pussy full of another man’s cum. Maybe she will.

  
    Locked, Plugged, and Ready to Watch

    Want to take your cuckold’s humiliation a little bit deeper? There’s no better time to do it than when you’re about to fuck your bull.

    Step 1: Lock His Cock

    Watching you have sex with another man arouses your cuckold. It’s the hottest thing in the world, in fact. You may not completely understand it, but you know it’s true. You are his favorite pornstar. You are his fantasy come to life.

    You can use that to your advantage by locking your cuckold’s cock in a little chastity device before your bull comes over. Take his pleasure away from him and keep it for yourself. Lock his cock and put the key on a chain around your neck. You now literally hold the key to his pleasure.

    Now he can’t masturbate. As much as he might want to, he can’t. He can’t even get hard. He just has to watch in agony. He has to feel his arousal build with every thrust of your bull’s cock inside you. He has to dream about masturbating to the perfect vision of cuckolding happening in front of him.

    Step 2: Plug His Ass

    What better way to remind your cuckold that he’s not a real man than by sliding a butt plug in his ass?

    “That’s it honey. Just take it in your ass. Take it up the ass nice and easy.”

    A little verbal play will gently humiliate him and remind your cuckold husband of his place. Doesn’t he look good with a plugged butt?

    What’s even better is that he’s going to feel it. He’s going to feel his asshole being stretched by the plug. He’s going to feel it resting in his rectum. He’s going to know that while someone else is fucking you, he’s essentially getting fucked.

    It’s incredibly effective to combine the chastity device and the butt plug. It’s two reminders that he’s not a real man. It’s two reminders that he doesn’t deserve to fuck you and that you having sex with someone else isn’t about his pleasure.

    Step 3: Let Him Watch

    The final step is to bring your bull into the mix and let your cuckold watch as you get fucked. If you want to be like the lovely lady above and give him a close up, bird’s eye view of the action, even better.

    It would be a total sensory overload. His cock is locked up tight in its cage and likely trying in vain to get hard. His asshole is plugged as an ever-present reminder that he’s your cuckold. Then he’s watching from a few inches away as a bigger, better cock slides into your pussy and fills you.

    It’s absolutely perfect in every way. Want to take him deeper into cuckold humiliation and submission? Give this a try.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 1

    Five days ago my wife Piper got on a plane and flew to California. She's going to spend the bulk of the next four months living and working in San Francisco while I'm back home in New Hampshire (at the southern tip, so sometimes it feels like we live in Massachussetts).

    If you're wondering, she's a corporate consultant. And no, I couldn't really tell you what that means or what exactly she does. I'm not sure Piper could really explain it, but I'm pretty sure that's kind of the point of that whole field of work. If it's all a little vague and difficult to understand that makes it easy to work more hours and charge more to your clients.

    Piper's part of a team working with a large-but-struggling company that's looking to revamp their business. They bring in the consultants, they get recommendations, and then they put some or all of those recommendations into action. If things go wrong, the consultants get blamed and the CEO might get to keep his job. If things go well, the CEO takes all the credit. Either way, the consulting firm gets paid a whole lot of money.

    Piper isn't yet at a place where she gets a big chunk of the money her team earns for the company. She's only been there a few years. That's why she took the gig in San Francisco, though. She wants to show that she's the kind of team member that's worth promoting. That's why we're going to spend the next four months apart from each other - outside of the occasional weekend visit - which is basically four months longer than we've spent apart since we first met a little over seven years ago during our senior year at Boston College.

    I'm not trying to bore you, though. I mention all of that as a bit of background before I delve into the real reason I'm writing. You see, Piper's four month job assignment on the West Coast offers a unique opportunity for us to explore something I've long fantasized about.

    It's a long shot as Piper has never expressed any real interest in it, but I think there's a chance she'll use her time away to cuckold me. It's entirely possible that I'm delusional, that when I say there's a chance what I really mean is that I'm lost in my fantasy and I'm just hoping against hope that she'll cuckold me.

    I don't think it's entirely a fantasy, though, and I'll tell you why. We have to rewind to the night before she left, though. So, six days ago at this point. Before I get into the details of that night, though, it's important to know that Piper is well-aware of my cuckold fantasy. We've talked about it countless times and on a handful of occasions she's indulged in a bit of dirty talk and/or mild roleplay about it. She's never come close to hooking up with another guy, though. The closest she ever got was a few minutes of dancing with someone else while we were on vacation. It's never gone further than that, though.

    I understand why, too. We live in a fairly small town and Piper fears the repercussions of someone discovering that we're into hotwife/cuckold play. She's probably not wrong, either. People in small towns tend to be way more sexually conservative than you might think. It's also possible she just uses that as an excuse because she has no actual interest in cuckolding me. Who knows?

    Back to four days ago. The night before she left. We'd spent the whole day together and we’d tried to make it special. It was basically a daylong date. We went to the beach during the day, had incredible lobster rolls for lunch, had way more fun than you might imagine at a mini golf and go-karts place and then came back home and went to dinner at our favorite restaurant. None of that is particularly important for this story, though. What matters is what happened once we got home.

    First, I poured us two big glasses of wine and we cuddled up on the couch. Piper had changed out of her dress and into a pair of leggings and a sweater, which is a combination I happen to love.

    We sipped our wine, talked, and touched and kissed each other in that gentle, deeply intimate way that really only happens with couples that have been together for a while. It felt like a long preamble to the sex we were undoubtedly going to have once we took things to the bedroom and it succeeded in keeping me in a low level state of desire for the entire time we were on the couch.

    It was that desire - and the gentle sense of drunkenness the wine provided - that led me down a particular conversational path, though it started innocently enough.

    "So, what will you do on the weekends?" I asked.

    "People go out," Piper replied.

    It was a vague answer, though I couldn't tell if that was purposeful. "Go out?"

    She looked up at me and smiled and I marveled at how beautiful she was. "Yeah. To restaurants. Clubs. Bars. That sort of stuff. I mean, just about everyone on the team is under thirty and most of them are single, actually, so they tend to go out to places where other single people gather."

    I got excited. I couldn't help it. I'm sure just about any other would-be cuckold would get excited too. I mean, I couldn't help but imagine her going to the sorts of places where single people go and getting hit on by all kinds of guys, which in my mind would inevitably lead to her cuckolding me. Yeah, it was pure fantasy stuff, but my mind was in a place where the fantasy felt so good.

    "So, you said that people go out, but will you go out with them?" I asked.

    Piper sipped her wine, smiled, and nodded. "I think four months might be kind of unbearable if I'm not having some fun on the weekends, you know? I like everyone on the team and we do actually have fun together, so yeah, I'll go out with them."

    "To bars, and restaurants, and clubs?" I asked.

    Piper nodded again.

    "The kinds of places where single people go."

    She nodded once more, but this time there was a smile to go along with it.

    "Where single people go because they're looking to meet someone. To hook up," I said.

    "Yes, but I'm not single," Piper replied, cutting me off at the pass.

    "No, but you're married to a man that wouldn't mind if you acted like you were single while you were away," I said without a moment's hesitation.

    She studied my face for what felt like ages - though it was probably just a few seconds - and then asked, "Have you been thinking about that? About your fantasy?"

    I nodded. It felt a little embarrassing to admit it, like I was somehow letting her down by being so predictable, but there was little point in lying. "Sorry, I can't help it."

    For a moment I thought I'd ruined the night, but then Piper leaned in and kissed my neck. "It's okay," she said. "There's nothing wrong with having a fantasy and to be honest, I like that your fantasy involves me. I'm not sure that's all that common, as I think most men tend to fantasize about other women."

    She cuddled up next to me and I pulled her close as a comfortable silence settled over the room. I wanted to push the conversation. I was turned on and a little bit drunk and the notion of Piper acting like she was single for the next four months was a huge turn on. It felt risky, though, so I stayed silent as I attempted to find the perfect way to bring it up again.

    "So, if I went out to a club and I ended up dancing with a guy, that really wouldn't bother you?" she asked.

    She was thinking about it. She was considering it. That's all I could think about in that moment and it was so fucking exciting. I tried my best to contain that excitement, but I damn sure felt it.

    "I'd be the opposite of bothered," I answered. "I know that seems kind of crazy and hard to believe, but it's true. I'd be genuinely thrilled if we talked on a Saturday morning and you told me that you'd gone to a club the night before and danced with a guy. I'd be even more excited if you told me he touched you - even in a really subtle way - and even more excited if you told me you couldn't help but let him kiss you."

    For a few seconds, Piper didn't say a word. I couldn't see her face - she was leaning against my body - and I felt my heart pounding as my mind ran through various panicked scenarios. See, despite knowing about my fantasy I'd never really gotten the impression that Piper understood it. In fact, I think she thought it was strange - at best - and perhaps a little bit screwed up at worst.

    "What if I met a guy and he asked me on a date?" she asked. "Not necessarily in a club or anything. Just, you know, if I met someone while in San Francisco."

    The question was related to what we were talking about, but it felt like a sudden change of subject. It was still exciting, though. I mean, how could it not be?

    "You mean, how would I feel about you being asked out? Or how would I feel about you going on a date with a guy?"

    "Both," she answered.

    "Both would excite me," I replied. "Actually, I think the idea of you dating someone out there would be...I don't know, I think that would be really, really exciting. I guess I never really thought about it that way - about you actually dating a guy or having a boyfriend out there - but there's something really pretty hot about that."

    She pulled away a little to turn and look at me.

    "I mean, my heart's actually kind of pounding just thinking about it," I said.

    Piper reached up and rested her hand on my chest. A moment later she leaned in and pressed her ear where her hand had been. "It is pounding," she said with a gentle sense of wonder in her voice. "I guess you're not lying."

    "No, I'm not," I replied.

    She lifted her head, smiled, and looked away before cuddling up against me once more. I put my arm around her, pulled her close, and kissed the top of her head as my fingers moved over the impossible softness of her sweater.

    "It would be strange to date someone else," she said. "To have a...well, a boyfriend I guess."

    I was thinking the opposite. In the moment, I couldn't imagine anything hotter than my wife dating another man for four months and doing so while we were 3,000 miles away from each other.

    "It probably would have to be that, though," Piper said. "I mean, I could hook up with a guy at a club, but then everyone else on the team would think I was cheating on you and I don't really want that to be what they know me for."

    Was she actually considering it? Was she just a little drunk and rambling? Was she initiating a roleplay? I had no idea. I was so turned on, though.

    "That makes sense," I said as I let my fingers wander just a little, brushing against the side of her breast for a moment before I moved back to gently caressing her arm. "You could be a little more discrete if you had a boyfriend. You could go to his place to...well, to have fun instead of the corporate apartment complex where you're all staying. Plus, the sex would probably be better."

    "You're probably right," Piper replied, filling me with lust. "For me, at least, sex is always better in a relationship."

    Again a comfortable silence fell over the room. I sipped my wine and Piper did the same. She was still cuddled up next to me and I let my hand wander as far as it could in that position, though I tried to be subtle about it.

    "It's been a long time since I dated someone," she said.

    I still couldn't tell if she was genuinely considering it, if she was trying to turn me on, or if she was just rambling a bit because she'd had a few glasses of wine that night. No matter the reason, I was turned on.

    "It's exciting though, isn't it? Dating someone new. I mean, if it's good," I said.

    Piper looked up at me, smiled, and kissed my neck softly. "It is. It can be really exciting, in fact. Trying to find something to wear that he'll like. Deciding whether he might see my underwear and then figuring out how hot I want to look if that happens. Trying to get my hair and makeup just right so I look good for him without looking slutty. Deciding on how high a heel I should wear. Feeling that thrill of seeing him as I arrive at the restaurant. Feeling that excitement when he takes me in his arms and kisses me before we go inside. Feeling that even greater excitement of going home with him."

    It really seemed like she was thinking about it, like she was truly and genuinely considering the notion of dating someone else while she was in San Francisco. I was astounded and cautiously optimistic about it actually happening.

    "Did you pack the sort of heels you'd wear on a date? Or the sort of clothes you'd wear to look good for your boyfriend?" I asked, figuring I might as well push it a little. I mean, why not, right?

    Piper sat up, drank the rest of her wine, and set the glass on the table. She looked at me, offered a smile that looked just a little bit naughty, and said, "No, I didn't. Maybe I should, though."

    She didn't seem to be joking. "I think you should," I replied. "I mean, it would be nice to have options just in case, right?"

    Piper stood, plucked my wine glass from my hand, and drank the rest of it. She set the glass on the coffee table, took my hand, and helped me to my feet. "Come on. You can help me."

    We were playing. We were definitely playing. She was just trying to create a memory for me. She just wanted to leave me with a feeling of deep satisfaction before she left for four months. That was all that was happening. Nothing else made sense.

    "Get in the bed," she said. "I'll model some clothes for you."

    Piper pushed me into the bed with a smile and headed for closet. I piled up a few pillows and leaned against them with a smile on my face and a sense of giddiness coursing through me. Part of me wanted to believe that there was actually a chance she was going to pack as if she intended on dating another man while in San Francisco. I mean, what would be hotter than that?

    She emerged from the closet in a red and white sundress with spaghetti straps. It was short, too, reaching the middle of her thighs and leaving plenty of skin exposed. She'd taken off her bra and I could see her nipples poking through the thin material of the dress, which she hadn't worn in years.

    "Wow," I said.

    Piper spun around and the bottom of the dress floated up, revealing her black lace panties. "Do you like it?"

    I nodded and stared dumbly. She looked so beautiful and there was a genuine sense of joy emanating from her that I found irresistible.

    "Will he like it?" Piper asked.

    It was so hot to hear her say that. So hot that my cock instantly started tingling as I imagined my wife wearing that dress for another man, for a boyfriend. "The guy you'll be dating, you mean?"

    Piper nodded.

    "Yes, he'll like it. In fact, when he sees you in it he'll think he's the luckiest man in the world to have met a woman so beautiful," I said.

    She smiled, spun around, and looked over her shoulder in a flirty, irresistible way. "Is that how you feel?"

    "Yes, that's absolutely how I feel," I replied. "You're stunning, Piper."

    She flipped up the back of the dress and then pulled it over her head, folded it neatly, and set it at the foot of the bed. I thought for sure she was going to climb on top of me and we'd begin the sexual portion of the evening, but instead she said, "I'm going to need a bigger suitcase if I'm going to pack extra clothes and shoes. The bigger one is in the spare bedroom closet. Will you grab it for me?"

    I was stunned. Was she actually going to pack an entirely different suitcase? Was she going to fill it with outfits she'd really only wear on dates? I didn't matter if it was true or if she was just playing with me. I was turned on and Piper was absolutely into it, so I hurried to the guest bedroom and found the bigger suitcase.

    When I returned, Piper was wearing a classic little black dress - this one was low cut and showed off her breasts in a hugely enticing manner - and a pair of strappy three inch heels. I stopped in the doorway and stared as she turned from side to side, showing off how good her body looked in the dress.

    "He'll love that," I said. "It's classy but sexy and your legs look amazing in those heels."

    "Thank you," Piper replied. "And I think you're right. This dress is perfect for a date at a nice restaurant, or perhaps at some sort of corporate event. His job, not mine."

    It's a small thing, but the fact that she was thinking about perhaps attending a work event with her fake boyfriend was such a turn on. It made me feel like she was actually considering the notion of dating someone, even though I had no idea of knowing if that was true.

    "Here, bring me the suitcase," she said.

    I wheeled the suitcase over and Piper set it on the ground and opened it up. She reached for the much smaller suitcase she'd already packed and I said, "I can do that. Transfer your stuff, I mean."

    She smiled. "Yeah?"

    I nodded. "I'll do that while you try on something else."

    She gave me a kiss - a long, lingering, hugely arousing kiss that brought my cock to a half-erect state - and then headed for the closet as I grabbed her suitcase, laid it down, and opened it up to begin transferring her clothes. She'd packed smartly and sparingly with a mixture of skirts, pants, blouses and jackets that could be combined to form dozens of different looks without needing to bring dozens of different outfits. I transferred everything to the bigger suitcase and looked up to see Piper emerge from the closet in a stunningly sexy, dark blue floor length gown with a slit up one of her thighs.

    "Holy shit," I said from my knees.

    "A girl needs at least one total knockout of a dress," she said with a smile. "The kinds of dress that makes everyone else jealous of my boyfriend. The kind of dress that makes him want to skip whatever event we're going to do so he can take me back to his place.

    To fuck you, I thought. So he can take you back to his place, pull up the bottom of that dress, and fuck you with wild abandon until you both cum.

    "I love that dress," I said. "I remember when you wore it to that party your company had a few years back. You looked incredible that night. You had everyone's attention, too."

    Piper stepped closer and I craned my neck to look up at her. "I certainly had your attention," she said. "If I remember correctly, you couldn't keep your hands off of me. You were especially fond of how good my ass felt in the dress."

    I nodded, reached out, and ran my fingers up her exposed leg. Piper smiled and I kept going until I reached her crotch. I figured I'd find her panties, but instead I felt her labia. I felt her wetness. She moaned and closed her eyes as I slipped a finger inside her. I couldn't believe how hot and wet her pussy felt.

    "I fucked you in this dress," I said as the memory of that night filled my head. "Or, I suppose, you fucked me. We didn't even get past the kitchen. I sat in one of the chairs, you straddled me, and we had incredible sex, if I remember correctly."

    "You have a good memory," Piper replied with a smile. A moment later she unleashed another moan, this one deeper and longer as I rubbed her clit faster. "I came especially hard that night."

    "You know, if you had a boyfriend in San Francisco and you wore this dress for him, he'd definitely want to fuck you," I said.

    She looked down at me. "You think so?"

    I nodded and desperately hoped Piper was actually entertaining the idea of wearing the dress for another man, for a boyfriend.

    "How do you think he'd fuck me?" she asked.

    She was building a fantasy for me. She had to have been. It was the only thing that made any sense. It was insanely generous of her and there was no question she'd leave me feeling a deep sense of lust and love before departing for nearly a month before we were scheduled to see each other for a weekend visit.

    "I think...I think he'd want you the moment you walked into his apartment. I think he'd pick you up and put you on his kitchen counter...I think he'd pull the dress up and spread your legs. I think he'd take you right then and there," I said as my cock reached a state of such hardness that it actually hurt a little.

    I slipped a second finger inside Piper and reached for her g-spot, offering gentle stimulation while rubbing her clit. I saw her thighs tremble as she closed her eyes and I couldn't help but hope that she was picturing herself sitting on another man's kitchen counter while he fucked her.

    Then she stepped back, opened her eyes, and looked down at me. "I think you're right," she said with a smile. "Though I think he might also want to bend me over his kitchen counter and take me from behind."

    The image filled my head and for it struck me as astoundingly hot. The fact that Piper had said it - that she'd put the idea in my head - made it so much hotter, too. "Is that something you'd enjoy?" I asked.

    Again she smiled, but instead of answering Piper pushed the straps of the dress from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, leaving her naked except for her heels. I stared at her pussy - she was really wet - and then turned my attention to her perky tits and rock hard nipples. She turned and walked into the closet, giving me a great view of her ass, which looked even hotter thanks to the heels.

    I picked up her dress, folded it neatly, and set it in the suitcase as I waited to see what else Piper thought another man might enjoy seeing her in. She emerged from the closet in a short leather skirt - one I hadn't seen on her in half a decade - and a semi-sheer long sleeve top that clearly showed the bra she'd put on. It was the kind of outfit a woman wore when she absolutely, positively wanted to be noticed, when she wanted everyone to look at her.

    "Wow," was all I could manage to say. "Piper...you look...you look so fucking hot."

    "I know," she replied with a smile. "This one's probably not for going out in, mostly because I don't think we'd make it out of his apartment if I showed up in this. He'd definitely have to have me, don't you think?"

    I nodded.

    "Then I should probably bring it, shouldn't I? I mean, every girl needs to have a few outfits that will turn her boyfriend on so much that he absolutely, positively has to have her the moment he sees her, right?" she asked.

    I nodded again. "Yes, you should bring that. You should definitely bring that."

    She unzipped the skirt, took off the top, and handed them both to me along with her bra. Then she smiled, blew me a kiss, and headed right back into the closet as I set her clothes in the suitcase and adjusted my boner so it wasn't causing me so much pain.

    Piper stepped out of the closet in a tight black lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline. She'd paired it with black lace top stockings and the same strappy heels and my jaw dropped as she put her hands on her hips and smiled.

    "Guys like it when their girlfriends wear lingerie for them, don't they?" she asked.

    I hadn't even considered lingerie. I really hadn't. I was so caught up in the dresses and sexy outfits that I didn't even think about lingerie, but of course it made sense. Was it possible that Piper was really thinking about it? That she was at least going to open herself to the possibility of dating someone else while in San Francisco? It felt impossible that it could be true, and yet I couldn't help but hope for it.

    "Guys love it when their girlfriends wear lingerie, especially lingerie like that," I said.

    "I have lots of lingerie," Piper replied. "And it doesn't really take up any space in a suitcase, so I should probably pack lots of it, shouldn't I? That way, I can have always something new and naughty to wear for my boyfriend."

    I stood. I reached out and Piper offered her hand. I pulled her close. We kissed as I moved my hands down her back and grabbed her ass. She moaned and parted her lips so our tongues could dance.

    "I have to have you, Piper," I whispered.

    She smiled and helped me out of my pants as I took off my shirt. She yanked my underwear down and pushed me towards the bed until I was on my back with the soft comforter beneath me. Piper crawled on top and straddled me with my stiff cock pressed against the thin fabric of her bodysuit. She leaned down and kissed me as I ran my hands over every part of her body I could reach while gently thrusting my hips and generating a touch of blissful friction.

    "It really turns you on to think about me dating another guy, doesn't it?" she asked.

    It should have been obvious - and I'm sure it was - but I could understand her asking. She still didn't understand the fantasy - how could she, really - so she wanted further confirmation.

    "It really does," I replied. "More than just about anything...so thank you, Piper, for indulging the fantasy a little bit tonight."

    She sat up, pulled aside the lace covering her pussy, and took me inside her. "Who says I'm indulging a fantasy?" she asked. "Who says I'm not going to date someone else while I'm in San Francisco? Who says I'm not going to spend the next four months being another man's girlfriend and indulging in all kinds of incredibly hot sex?"

    She rested her hands on my chest and rode me, alternating between bouncing on my cock and grinding back and forth over my crotch. She was wet and her pussy was incredibly hot, all of which spoke to genuine arousal. I wanted to believe it was more than a fantasy, that she really was going to bring all those extra clothes and lingerie and find herself a boyfriend while she was away for work.

    "I want you to," I said. "I want you to find a boyfriend, to go on great dates, to kiss him, to think about him constantly, to text with him, to talk to him all the time, to have lots of great sex."

    She leaned down, kissed my neck, and moaned while riding me faster. "I know you do, baby. And I think that having a boyfriend in San Francisco would make the next four months so much more exciting. I think it would be incredible. I think I'd love to find someone that I wanted to spend lots of time with, that I thought about all the time, that made my pussy as wet as it is right now, that I wanted to fuck all the time."

    She bounced faster and harder on my dick and I got perilously close to a climax.

    "Piper, I'm almost there. I'm close," I said.

    She leaned back, put her hands on my chest, and rolled her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into my pelvic bone and bathing my cock in her intense heat and wetness.

    "Maybe another man will utter those same words to me, Joel. Maybe my boyfriend will tell me he's close to cumming. Maybe I really will date someone else while I'm in San Francisco," she said.

    That was it for me. I came and I came hard. Before I closed my eyes to let loose, I saw a smile on Piper's face. A look of total delight. She liked that she was making me cum so hard, that playing into my fantasy had gotten me off.

    She came too. A split second after I did, which honestly made my orgasm better. A lot better, even. Knowing that it wasn't just for me, that the sex was good for her too, made it so hot.

    She collapsed on top of me after we'd both cum. I wrapped my arms around her and listened to her heavy breathing alongside mine. I kissed her neck and cheek and she did the same to me.

    After a few minutes she sat up, looked down at me, and said, "I don’t think I could never date another man."

    "I know," I replied, though I did feel just a touch of disappointment. I knew it wasn't likely she would actually pursue a relationship while in San Francisco, but the fantasy sure was exciting.

    That being said, it was the big suitcase I loaded into the car the next morning, and it was full. I didn't see everything she packed, but I checked her closet after dropping her off at the airport and the stuff she'd tried on for me wasn't there and it looked like there was quite a bit of other stuff missing, too, including most of her lingerie.

    Maybe Piper was being truthful and would never date another man. Maybe, though, she took all those extra clothes because she wanted to be prepared just in case she decided to change her mind.

    I'll be sure to update you if it turns out that Piper does, in fact, change her mind. We'll talk soon :)
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    It was Sunday afternoon. Piper had been on a date the night before and outside of a text to say goodnight and another that morning to let me know she was on her way home, I hadn't heard from her.

    I wasn't worried, though. That was the plan. She'd told me beforehand that she'd call me on Sunday and catch me up on everything. She called a little after 3 p.m. my time.

    As I'm sure you know by now, I felt an intense kind of excitement the moment the phone rang. She'd spent the night at Cal's so it was safe to assume I was about to get the details on the sex my wife and her boyfriend had enjoyed the night before.

    "Hey," I said as my heart pounded.

    "Hey there," she replied. I swear I could hear her smiling.

    "You sound happy."

    She laughed softly. "I am. Very happy, in fact."

    "Yeah? What's got you so happy?"

    I heard what sounded like Piper collapsing onto her couch before she said, "Well, let's see. I'm married to an amazing, supportive, gorgeous, loving man. I'm also dating an amazing and gorgeous man. I spent the night with the man I'm dating and he made me breakfast this morning before fucking me to an astonishing orgasm. Now I'm on the phone with the man I love and that man is probably already hard because he loves that someone else was inside me an hour ago. I mean, what more could a woman want?"

    She's amazing. Truly amazing.

    "I love you, Piper," I said. "And yes, I'm already hard."

    She laughed in the most joyful manner. "I love that. I wish you were here, though. I wish you were right next to me. I wish I could stroke your cock and kiss your neck as I told you about my date. I wish I could straddle you and take you inside me. I wish I could kiss you while telling you about how much fun I had last night."

    "And about how good the sex was this morning?" I asked.

    "Mmm hmm," she replied. "It was good, baby. It was really good. It was good last night, too."

    "Tell me about the date."

    "He took me to a Warriors game," she said.

    "Really?" I was genuinely surprised, mostly because those are not cheap tickets.

    "Yeah. We had good seats, too. We were probably...I don't know, twenty rows from the court. Pretty close to the center, too."

    I was jealous and turned on, as has become a common sensation during the short time my wife has been dating another man. Cal was putting in genuine effort to impress Piper. He was actually dating her. They could have gone to a restaurant or some cheap mini golf place or something, but he was pulling out all the stops, which almost certainly meant that he really liked her, which in turn made me jealous and made my dick throb.

    "Did you enjoy it?" I asked.

    "I'm not the hugest basketball fan, as you know, but I actually had a really good time," Piper answered. "I...well, it's a little embarrassing, but I did that girl thing where I kept asking Cal to explain stuff to me. Some of it I didn't know, but I could tell he actually enjoyed sharing his love of basketball with me and I don't know, I kind of liked asking him and watching him light up as he explained the rules or certain plays to me."

    Is it weird that I get so turned on when Piper talks about boyfriend/girlfriend stuff with Cal? Like, honestly, my dick was hard as a rock as I listened to her talk about doing the sort of thing a girlfriend does when she really likes a guy. I guess that's the thing that turned me on, though. It was just a representation of how much she liked Cal, which really got me worked up. What a crazy fucking fantasy this is.

    "What did you wear?" I asked.

    "Tight jeans, high heeled boots, and a sweater. A turtleneck. It was tight, or tight enough to...you know, look good," she answered. "Cal seemed to like it."

    "Yeah?"

    "Mmm hmm. He told me I looked good like half a dozen times and he kept touching me. It made me feel sexy, to be honest. I'd look over at him and see him staring and he'd smile and then lean over and kiss me even while a big play was happening. I don't know, I felt like I was the center of his world, you know?" she said.

    Again it was that amazing boyfriend/girlfriend stuff. They were two people connecting on more than a physical level. I was jealous. I was a little bit anxious about it, too, though not in a way I really recognized in the moment.

    "That sounds amazing," I said.

    "It was amazing. It really was," she replied. "After the game we went for a late dinner. We didn't eat much. We got drinks, had an appetizer, and then shared a dessert before going back to his place."

    "Was the food good?"

    "It was. The dessert was incredible. It was this puff pastry kind of thing with the lightest, most delicious cream in the middle and a chocolate sauce drizzled over the top. Cal actually...well, he fed me a few bites of it. It was...it was really romantic, actually. I know it sounds kind of corny, but it wasn't," she said.

    The anxiety grew a little as it became perfectly clear that Piper's relationship with Cal was moving quickly, or at least a lot quicker than I expected it would.

    "And then you went back to his place?" I asked.

    "We did. We went right to the bedroom," she said. "We did a little kissing and touching in his bed before I told him to get naked as I headed for the bathroom. I was wearing a bra and panty set - the black lace one - and I'd packed a pair of stockings in my purse. I stripped in the bathroom, changed into the stockings, and stepped out into the bedroom."

    "Did he like the lingerie?" I asked.

    "He did. He said I looked so fucking hot. He was hard, too. I think he'd been playing with himself while I changed," Piper answered.

    "And what did you do?"

    "I walked to the foot of the bed and crawled between his legs. I looked at him, smiled, and then leaned down and kissed his thighs. I took his cock in my hand and I stroked him," she explained.

    I was stroking slowly as she showered me with the intensely arousing details of her night.

    "I kissed my way up his thighs and then...well, then I took him in my mouth," Piper said.

    "Oh, fuck," I replied.

    Her voice was dripping with lust as she asked, "You really like that, don't you? That I take Cal in my mouth?"

    "Yes, I really do."

    I heard the distinct sound of masturbation. Piper was wet and she was absolutely playing with herself. "I like it too. I like it a lot, actually. There's something...I don't know, there's just something sexy about it. About having him in my mouth and looking up and seeing the pleasure on his face. How much he's enjoying it. How good it makes him feel."

    Piper is not averse to giving me blowjobs, but it doesn't happen all that often. I'm pretty sure that's common in a marriage, but it makes it so much hotter that she's taken Cal in her mouth on each of their last two dates.

    "Do you think you'll ever finish him with your mouth?" I asked.

    She was still masturbating, but Piper didn't answer for a few seconds. "Would you like that? If I let Cal cum in my mouth?"

    "Yes," I answered. The thought was incredibly hot, if I'm being honest.

    "I could see doing that," Piper said. "I know he'd enjoy it, and I'm sure if I really wanted to cum that he'd happily go down on me, so it's not like I'd be frustrated or anything. You'd enjoy hearing that I'd given Cal a blowjob? That I'd let him cum in my mouth?"

    "Fuck...yes," I said.

    I heard her moan and it sounded like she was masturbating a little faster. "And I suppose that I should swallow for him, shouldn't I?"

    I think she was trying to excite me, or at least exploring my fantasy a little to see what turned me on. "I'd find that hot. To hear that you did that, I mean."

    "A good girlfriend swallows for her man, doesn't she?"

    That one really got me. Enough that I nearly came, in fact. Instead of offering a response I just moaned and then pulled my hand from my cock so I wouldn't blow my load.

    Piper laughed softly. "My baby liked that, didn't he?"

    "I did."

    "Well then, perhaps I'll do that at some point. After all, it would be something nice for both of my men, which feels like a win-win," she said.

    I loved that she was already referring to Cal as her boyfriend and/or her man. It was so fucking hot.

    "I didn't finish him last night, though. Instead, I put a condom on his cock, crawled forward, and took him inside me. I put my hands on his chest and I rode him really slowly. I loved watching him as I rode him, Joel. The look on his face...it was just incredible. It was like he was in Heaven, like being inside me was the single most pleasurable thing he's ever experienced. He couldn't stop moaning. His head was rolling around on the pillow. He'd close his eyes and then open them again and then he'd smile in the most incredible way."

    I swear, there's nothing in the world like hearing your wife describe all the little details of having sex with her boyfriend. It might be even hotter than watching in person, though at this point I have no idea if that's true or if I'm just talking out of my ass. I just know that it's insanely hot to hear her talk like that, to be so descriptive, and to be so obvious about how much she enjoyed herself.

    "I was so turned on that I knew I'd cum really quickly, so I actually rode him in a way that didn't stimulate my clit too much," she continued. "I worked on making him feel good at first, though I just got more turned on as I did it."

    "Because you really like making him feel good?" I asked.

    "Yes, baby. I love making him feel good," Piper replied. "I mean, I really love it when I feel good too, but in the moment I felt like I could have ridden Cal's cock all night long."

    "That's so fucking hot."

    She laughed. "I know, right? That wasn't really possible, though, because I had to cum, and after a few minutes of working his cock I decided to go to work on my orgasm. I leaned down and kissed him. I ground my pussy back and forth, rubbing my clit into his pelvis. I bounced hard on him, too, slamming my clit down into him over and over."

    I pictured Piper in a bra, panties, and stockings. I pictured her on top of another man. I pictured her taking him for a wild, wondrous ride while they kissed. It was so fucking hot and in my imagination it was incredibly lurid.

    "Did you cum while you were riding him?"

    "I did," Piper answered. "I came really hard, too. It was the kind of orgasm where I felt like I'd lost control of my body for a few seconds. I just collapsed on top of Cal and he wrapped his arms around me and held me tight while I moaned and groaned and my thighs trembled."

    I get so hard when Piper tells me about sex with her boyfriend. So much harder than when I'm fantasizing about it on my own. It's the most incredible thing.

    "It actually took a few minutes for me to recover," she said. "We kissed. I told him how hard he'd made me cum, how good his cock felt inside me. I rode him a tiny little bit, mostly because I wanted to keep making him feel good."

    It sounded intimate and beautiful and it was such a fucking turn on.

    "Then I told him I wanted to make him cum," Piper continued. "I asked him how he wanted me."

    What an insanely hot think to hear your wife say. "How did he want you?"

    "He wanted me from behind," she said. "Though not like, traditional doggystyle where I'm on my hands and knees and he's just pounding the hell out of me from behind. Instead, he was bent over and kissing my neck and shoulder and cheeks as he fucked me. He played with my breasts a little bit, too. Honestly, it was really hot."

    I closed my eyes and imagined Piper getting fucked like that. It had been months - maybe longer - since we'd last used that position. I loved that she'd done it like that with Cal. I loved that she'd done something with him that we don't normally do. My dick was so fucking hard and every stroke felt so fucking good.

    "Right at the end - right when he was about to cum - he leaned back, grabbed my hips, and fucked me hard," she said. "Hard and fast. I couldn't take a ton of that kind of sex, but it actually felt good. I think I just liked that fucking me like that was going to make him cum."

    I liked that too.

    "When he came he leaned forward and we both sort of collapsed onto the bed with him on top of me and his cock still inside me," she said. "He was breathing so heavily - it was like he was panting - and something about it felt so good. Comforting, almost. I liked that he was still inside me, too. I would have let him stay that way until he went soft, but he pulled out and rolled onto his back."

    "What did you do?" I asked.

    "I rolled over and cuddled with him," she answered. "I rested my head on his chest and ran my fingers over his stomach and down his legs. I caressed his balls a little and even stroked his cock - which was still hard - a little as I thought about it moving in and out of me."

    "You sound like an amazing girlfriend."

    Piper chuckled. "Thank you. I'm certainly trying to be. Just like he's being a good boyfriend. I mean, I don't even know if he considers himself my boyfriend at this point, but I think he does and he's certainly acting like it."

    "Yeah?"

    "Well, he made me breakfast this morning. He made an omelette, actually. It was really good, too," she said. "He made this kinda fancy pour over coffee. He even had fresh-squeezed orange juice. I mean, I think he was trying to impress me."

    "It sounds like it worked."

    She was quiet for a moment. "It did. So much so that I wanted to fuck him again before I left."

    My cock throbbed. "Yeah? And he wanted to fuck you, I assume?"

    "He did. The fact that I got on my knees in his kitchen and sucked his cock probably helped," she said.

    It was astounding to hear my wife talk like that. I couldn't tell if she was turned on and that's what loosened her tongue a little or if she was just warming up to talking like that as she got more comfortable with cuckolding me, but it was really fucking hot.

    "Holy shit, you really did that?" I asked.

    She laughed. "I did. I knew he wasn't going to turn it down - what guy turns down a blowjob in his kitchen - but I actually felt kind of nervous before doing it. I don't really know why. Maybe because it was morning. Maybe because it felt like the kind of thing I don't normally do. I enjoyed it, though. I enjoyed the look of surprise and then the pleasure on his face. I enjoyed the way he moaned as I blew him. I enjoyed the way his cock got hard in my mouth and then how I could taste his precum as he got more excited."

    I felt the jealousy again, mostly because it had been a long, long time since Piper had given me that kind of blowjob. I know that's what tends to happen in a long term marriage, but still, how could I not feel jealous that she was doing it for another man and enjoying it? Of course, with that jealousy came intense arousal.

    "He got really hard for me. Really, really hard," she continued. "I told him I wanted him to fuck me. I told him to go grab a condom. I stripped when he left and when he came back I was sitting naked on his kitchen counter. I spread my legs, he put on the condom, and a moment later he was inside me."

    My wife got fucked on her boyfriend's kitchen counter. He made her breakfast, she sucked his cock, and then she spread her legs and invited him into her pussy right there on the kitchen counter. Holy fuck!

    "Was it good?" I asked.

    "It was great," she said. "There's something...something so hot about that kind of wild, spontaneous-feeling sex. The kind you tend to have when you're first with someone. The kind you have because you're overcome with this feeling of absolutely needing to have him inside you, of needing to satisfy that overwhelming desire."

    She felt that desire for Cal. She was overwhelmed with desire for him.

    "Are you thinking about it?" I asked. "About him fucking you on his kitchen counter?"

    "Yes," she replied with a moan. She was masturbating with greater speed. I could hear it. "I'm thinking about his cock thrusting so deep inside me. I'm thinking about him kissing me, about his tongue in my mouth. I'm thinking about him playing with my tits as he fucks me. I'm thinking about him moaning into my mouth. I'm thinking about how good it felt to get fucked like that."

    "I'm gonna cum, Piper," I said.

    "Cum for me, Joel," she replied. "Cum for me while you think about it too. Think about Cal fucking me. Think about me on his kitchen counter with my legs spread. Think about my boyfriend fucking me! Think about him making me cum! Think about him cumming while he was so fucking deep inside me!"

    Piper came. I came too. I came so fucking hard and I did it while picturing everything she talked about. Absolutely everything. It was so goddamn hot.

    "Holy shit," I said afterwards. It was all I could think to say because my brain was so awash in pleasure that those were the only words it could manage to spit out.

    "Yeah, I know," she replied.

    "That was so hot. This is all so hot."

    "It is," Piper agreed.

    "When's your next date?"

    "Not until next Friday. My week is really busy.” She paused before adding, “It feels like such a long time, though.”

    "I'm up for more of this anytime you want," I said. "I know it's not the same as being with your boyfriend, but you know, maybe it's a close second. Though I bet Cal would be happy to have phone sex."

    She laughed. "I'm sure he would. I think, though, that I prefer phone sex with you. It's really hot."

    "I know, right?"

    "So, do you have any plans for the rest of your Sunday?" Piper asked.

    I told her about my plans and she shared hers with me - she was going out to dinner with a few coworkers - before we spent nearly an hour talking about anything and everything that came to mind before ending the call.

    I love my wife. I love that she has a boyfriend. I love that she likes him, that she likes being with him, that she likes being his girlfriend.

    Oh, and she didn't wait a week before seeing him again. She saw him yesterday, actually.

    I'll give you the update on that in a day or two :)
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    Okay, so, last time I mentioned that Piper couldn't wait a week to see Cal again. That she'd seen him on Wednesday.

    I heard about it - at first, at least - with a text: "I just gave a blowjob."

    That was it. Five words. I took it to mean that she'd given a complete blowjob. That she'd made Cal cum. That she'd probably swallowed his cum like she'd talked about after her date last weekend.

    It was almost midnight when I got the text. I was in bed. I was winding down and getting ready for sleep. I was, of course, immediately filled with desire. I wasn't sure if Piper planned on giving me anything more than a text, but I couldn't help but masturbate a little as I thought of her giving her boyfriend a blowjob.

    "Can you call?" I asked.

    "I can," she texted back. "I'm on my way back to my apartment right now. I'll call when I get there. Thirty minutes or so."

    "I can't wait," I replied.

    There was nothing for a few minutes and I figured that I wouldn't hear from her until she got back to her apartment. Then Piper texted, "I can still taste his cum."

    Holy fuck. She'd made him cum. She'd probably swallowed. My wife had given her boyfriend a blowjob, made him cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum and she'd done all of that on a night when she wasn't even scheduled to see him. All those thoughts ran through my head as I sat in bed and slowly stroked my incredibly stiff cock.

    Piper called almost exactly thirty minutes later. "Hey, baby," she said.

    "Hey. Those texts. That was really hot," I replied. "Really fucking hot. How did it happen?"

    She laughed softly. "Well, we all went out to dinner after work. To a steakhouse, actually. With a really nice view of the bay. Really expensive place. I don't know if they were rewarding us - things are going well so far - or if they were just giving us something of a treat to keep morale high, but it was fantastic."

    I was jealous. I'd eaten at home that night with a movie on. Pizza. It was good, but it wasn't quite like eating at an expensive steakhouse.

    "Lucky you," I said.

    "I know," she replied with another laugh. "Anyway, Cal texted me while I was at dinner. He told me he'd been thinking about me all day. He asked if I could send him a picture of me in my underwear."

    "Really?" I asked as my dick throbbed. "Have you sent him pictures before?" I honestly hadn't considered that Piper would do that sort of thing, but of course it was possible. She and Cal were basically dating - I don't know if they'd made anything official at that point - and it made perfect sense that she'd send him a naughty pic or two.

    "I have," Piper said. "Not a lot and I don't ever include my face - you can never been too careful - but I've sent him pictures. Some lingerie pics. A few naked pics. I don't know, I like the idea that he wants to see me even when he can't see me and I really like the idea that he masturbates to the pictures I send him."

    I liked that idea too.

    "I was going to tell him that I couldn't send him anything because I was at dinner, but I thought better of it. Instead, I excused myself and went to the bathroom. I locked the door, unbuttoned my blouse, and lifted my skirt. I stepped in front of the bathroom mirror, put a hand in my panties, and took a picture with the phone in front of my face," she said.

    I couldn't remember if I'd ever received a picture like that from Piper, but I was pretty sure I hadn't, a notion that turned me on. Maybe it's weird, but I thought it was so fucking hot that she was eager to send Cal a picture like that.

    "While I was taking the picture I felt how wet I was, how wet I'd gotten at the idea of taking a picture for Cal. So I masturbated a little. I took more pictures. Then I took a video of me masturbating in the restaurant bathroom as I thought about Cal," she continued.

    "That's so hot," I said.

    "I know, right? Would you like to see the video?" she asked.

    "Hell yes."

    "Give me a second," she said.

    Piper sent the video and I played it. She was standing in a fancy-looking bathroom. She had the camera pointed at the mirror and was holding it in front of her face. Her blouse was open and her skirt was pulled up around her waist. She had on a dark red bra and panty set and she was masturbating just like she'd described.

    "I want you, Cal," she said in the video. "I'm wet for you." She masturbated a little faster. "I want your cock in my mouth."

    Honestly, I almost fucking came at that. So fucking hot. The video ended soon after.

    "Piper, holy shit, that video is so hot," I said.

    "Cal thought so too. So much so that he sent a video of him stroking his cock in response. It came in while I was buttoning up my blouse," she explained.

    "Did it turn you on? To see him stroking his cock for you like that?"

    "It did," Piper admitted. "I liked that he was so excited. I...well, I really like his cock, I like how it looks. So I really did get turned on watching him masturbate for me."

    I kinda wanted to see the video, mostly to see what Cal's cock looks like – to see if he’s bigger than I am, if I’m being honest - but I didn't ask. I thought it would be too weird.

    "I texted him and told him that his cock looked so good," she said. "I told him that I really did want it in my mouth. I told him that if he could hold off on cumming that I'd stop by his apartment before going home. I told him that I wanted to suck him off."

    "You wanted to make him feel good," I said.

    "I did. I wanted to make him cum in my mouth, Joel."

    "And you did," I said.

    "I did. I had to get through dinner first, though. I was a little impatient by the time it was over, but the food was so good that it was worth it. I passed on joining everyone else for a drink after dinner, grabbed an Uber to Cal's apartment, and texted to let him know I was on my way over," Piper explained.

    "Were you excited?"

    "I really was. If I'm being honest, I was surprised at how excited I was. I think I'd forgotten just how different it is when you're first with someone that you really like, that you really connect with on...well, on every level," she explained. "So yeah, I was excited to see Cal again. I was excited to kiss him and touch him. And I was actually really excited to give him a blowjob."

    The unspoken thing there - and the thing that really turned me on - was that we were no longer in the part of our relationship where Piper gets excited about giving me head. She still does it from time to time and I think she enjoys it, but it's not the sort of thing where she's genuinely excited about going down on me, where it actually turns her on.

    "We barely spoke to each other when he let me in. I was all over him and he was all over me. We kissed and stripped each other naked. We moved into his living room and onto his couch. He played with my tits and fingered my pussy as I stroked his cock and played with his balls, all while kissing in that intense, desperate kind of way you do when you're out of your mind with desire for someone."

    That's what I wanted. That's what I'd fantasized about for so long. My wife feeling that kind of desire for someone else. It seemed that her feelings were more potent that I'd ever dreamed they'd be, but that only made the whole thing even hotter.

    "My pussy was so wet, Joel," Piper said. "I'd been wet since I took that video in the bathroom, but I was soaked by that point. It felt so good to be naked with him. To be kissing him. To feel him touching me. To be touching him."

    "Did you think about fucking him?" I asked.

    "I did. I would have enjoyed that. I know he would have enjoyed that. I don't know why, but I really wanted to go down on him. I wanted to give him pleasure, you know?"

    My dick was hard as a rock. How could it not be? My wife was telling me about her desire to pleasure her boyfriend. It was a cuckold's ideal fantasy come to life.

    "I love that you wanted that, Piper," I said.

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes. It's hotter to me than I can possibly explain," I said.

    "Are you masturbating?" she asked.

    "I am."

    "Well, I guess I should masturbate too," Piper said. "Give me a minute."

    It sounded like she was stripping and I closed my eyes and imagined her naked in her bed. It was a lovely sight and one that I'd felt an increasing ache to experience in person.

    "Can you hear that?" Piper asked as the sound of her masturbation - really the sound of how wet her pussy was - reached my ears.

    "Yes. You sound wet. Soaking wet."

    "I am," she said. "Just like I was wet when I got on my knees between Cal's legs," she said. "I couldn't help but smile as I looked up at him. It wasn't the first time I'd given him a blowjob, of course, but it was the first time I'd been on my knees like that. The first time I'd done so with the intention of sucking his cock until he'd cum in my mouth."

    "Fuck...that's so hot."

    She laughed softly. "I love that you're so into this, Joel. I love that it turns you on so much. I really do. It makes it so much more fun."

    "I'm so turned on right now, Piper. My dick is so fucking hard and I'm practically leaking precum."

    She moaned and I smiled as I listened to her masturbate. "I told Cal that I wanted to make him feel good, that I wanted to make him cum in my mouth."

    "What did he think about that?"

    "He didn't get a chance to say anything because I took him in my mouth. All he could do was moan as I sucked his cock," she said. "I took my time, though. I was in no rush. I sucked on the head. I kissed it. I licked it. I licked up and down the shaft. I stroked him. I played with his balls. I even sucked on his balls a little."

    "Holy shit, really?"

    "I know. I don't really do that for you," she said.

    Piper wasn't being cruel. She was just making an observation. One that turned me on like you wouldn't believe. It was one of those moments where I nearly came because it was so fucking hot to hear her state the obvious. I mean, she doesn't suck my balls. I can't blame her for that - what woman wants to suck on a man's balls - but that's precisely why it was so hot that she did it for Cal.

    "I love that you did it for him, though," I said. "I don't know why, but there's something so fucking hot about you doing something for Cal that you don't do for me."

    "Really?" she asked.

    My dick was in that state of arousal where every touch felt incredible. It was really fucking hard, too. "Yeah. I don't really understand it, but yeah, it's really hot."

    "Good to know," Piper said. "Then I suppose you might like to hear that I probably spent fifteen minutes sucking his cock, that I really did take my time, and that I was hugely aroused the entire time. There was something about making him feel good - about giving my boyfriend pleasure - that had my pussy completely and utterly soaked, Joel."

    I stroked my cock a little faster. "Yes, I love hearing that. I love hearing that you wanted to give him pleasure, Piper. That you wanted to make him feel good. And I really love hearing you call him your boyfriend. Fuck, that's so hot."

    "When he was close I started to go faster. I stroked and sucked faster. It got kind of noisy, though even that was pretty hot. I watched him as I felt him getting close. I watched his face. I saw the pleasure. I saw how much he was enjoying the blowjob. It made it hotter for me, Joel. I was making him feel so good and in that way that only a blowjob does where all he has to do is sit there and enjoy himself while I do all the work."

    I mean, fuck. That's so fucking hot to hear that from your wife. And it's so fucking hot to picture that, to picture Piper on her knees working Cal's cock with her mouth and hand while she waits for him to cum on her tongue.

    "He told me when he was about to cum. I didn't stop sucking, though. I only went harder. I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to be that kind of girlfriend," she continued.

    "I love that you're that kind of girlfriend for him," I said.

    "I know you do, baby. I think Cal really appreciated it. I watched his face as he came in my mouth. I think it made his orgasm better that I was taking it on my tongue. I swear, the pleasure I saw on his face was different than when he cums during sex. Maybe not better, but different," she explained. "It certainly made it hot for me, though."

    "Did you swallow?" I asked.

    "Of course I did," she said. "A good girlfriend swallows her man's cum, right?"

    That line was hot the last time she said it and it was even hotter knowing that she'd done it.

    "I'm close, Piper," I said.

    "That's just what Cal said. He wasn't masturbating, though. He was in my mouth, Joel. I was sucking his cock. I was moaning. I was doing everything I could to make it clear that I wanted him to cum in my mouth, that I wanted to swallow his cum, that I wanted to be a good girlfriend."

    "Oh, fuck, Piper, I'm cumming!" I cried out as I imagined Cal uttering the same words while he blew his load in my wife's mouth.

    "Baby...fuck...me too...I'm cumming!"

    She came with me. We came together and it was incredible. It was perfect. It was hot in every way.

    "Fuck, thank you, Piper," I said in the aftermath of my climax.

    She laughed softly. "That's the same thing Cal said. I guess my men are alike."

    "I guess we are," I said with a smile.

    I listened to her breathing for a few seconds before she added, "He went down on me too, just in case you were wondering. After he'd recovered from his orgasm, he went down on me and made me cum. He was quite good with his tongue, actually."

    "Yeah?" I asked as a bit of post-orgasmic jealousy worked its way through me.

    "Yeah. Really good. Though the orgasm I just had was better."

    I don't know if that was true, but I appreciated her saying it. "That's nice of you to say."

    "It's true," she said. "Oh, Joel, did you book your flight?"

    "I did. I get in Friday night and leave Monday morning. I can't wait to see you," I said. It wasn't that Friday I was getting in. It's next Friday.

    "I can't wait to see you either," she replied. "I can't wait to have sex with you."

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes. I mean, I'm sure you don't need to hear that, but I really am looking forward to fucking you, Joel. Even though I have a boyfriend I still want my husband inside me," she said.

    "Well, that's also nice of you to say."

    "And it's also true," Piper added. "I was thinking I'd buy some new lingerie for you, in fact. Something you've never seen me in."

    The idea put a smile on my face, but there was something else that sounded a little bit hotter. "Actually - and you can ignore this if you want - but it would be even hotter for me if you wore something that you bought for Cal. Like, maybe if you have a date this weekend you could buy some lingerie to wear for him and then...well, and then you could wear it for me."

    "I could do that. Should I...would it be hotter if I wore the lingerie while Cal fucked me? If I didn't just strip out of it, if I kept it on while my boyfriend had his way with me?" she asked.

    She sounded like she was already turned on again, which was fucking incredible. Had I not just cum we absolutely would have masturbated together all over again.

    "That would be amazing," I said. "That would be the hottest thing ever, in fact."

    "Well, I have a date with Cal on Friday, so I guess I need to do some lingerie shopping tomorrow. Maybe I'll take a long lunch. There are some really nice lingerie shops in San Francisco. I think I could get something really beautiful, something Cal would really like."

    "You're an absolute dream of a woman, Piper," I said.

    "And you're a dream of a husband, Joel. It's getting late for you, though, so I should let you go so you're not exhausted at work tomorrow. I love you, Joel. We'll talk soon."

    "I love you too, Piper," I replied.

    The call ended and I cleaned up my cock, got out of bed, and put on a new pair of underwear. I washed my hands, crawled back into bed, and sleep slowly enveloped me as I thought about what an insanely lucky man I am.

    Oh, and Piper's date went well last night. In fact, Cal introduced her to some of his friends and he referred to her as his girlfriend. So, my wife officially has a boyfriend.

    I'll tell you all about it in my next update. See you soon.
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    I'm getting on a flight soon - I'll be visiting Piper this weekend - so I figured I'd give you an update on the date Piper went on that I briefly brought up at the end of my last entry.

    As you might remember, I mentioned that Piper had met some of Cal's friends. This was over a week ago. Now, I know that's not the usual naughty stuff, but it felt like kind of a big deal to me.

    You don't typically introduce a girl to your friends if she's just someone you're fucking (same thing goes for a girl introducing a guy to her friends). You really only have someone meet your friends if there's something real between the two of you. That's the thing that made it feel like a big deal. That's also the thing that made it hot for me.

    I've heard it said that a sexual fantasy doesn't always survive reality. I imagine that's often true in a bad way, as in the fantasy proves to be kind of awful. In my case, the reality of my fantasy has proven arousing in lots of ways, including some that were unexpected.

    I honestly didn't think I'd find so much excitement and arousal in the idea of my wife having a relationship with someone. A real relationship. With real affection. A relationship where she likes spending time with him. Where she likes being with him when they're not having sex. A relationship that's built on something more than just the incredible desire for each other.

    Yes, I know just how dangerous that can be. I also know that I find the whole thing irresistible. For instance, Piper sent me a picture after that date where she met Cal's friends. It was a picture of the two of them. They were sitting next to each other at a bar. He had his arm around her. She was wearing a cute-looking sweater and her hair was styled in a casual-but-sexy manner that I loved. On his friends must have taken the picture. It wasn't meant to be sexy. It was just a picture of a couple. That's precisely what made it sexy, though.

    I can't tell you how many times I've looked at that picture in the week since Piper sent it. I love it. I get so turned on looking at it. I really do. I just think about her being in a relationship. About her having a boyfriend. About her having real affection for him. About her going on dates with him, meeting his friends. Sometimes that picture turns me on more than one of her in lingerie. I mean, that's crazy, but it's true.

    We talked on the Saturday after that date. It was nearly 4 p.m. my time. She'd just gotten home from Cal's place. She'd spent the night and she'd absolutely had sex with her boyfriend, but I honestly found myself not thinking about the sex when she first called.

    "I loved that picture you sent," I said after a few minutes of chatting.

    "Which one?" she asked.

    "The one of you two sitting together at the bar. With his arm around you. One of his friends must have taken it," I explained.

    "Really?" There was genuine surprise in her voice. "I honestly wasn't sure about sending you that picture. I thought maybe...I don't know, that it might upset you."

    It was my turn to be surprised. "Why?"

    "Well, because it's...it's not sexy, I guess. It's not me in lingerie showing you what I'm going to wear to seduce him. It's not me in a tight dress. It's just me..."

    "You and your boyfriend hanging out, having fun, being happy together," I finished her thought.

    "Yes, exactly."

    I smiled. "Well, I hope it's not too weird that those are the exact reasons I really like that picture. And I hope it's not too weird to say that I actually find it really...I find it really arousing. Like, I've probably looked at it a dozen times since you sent it, maybe more. Every time I get excited. I just think about you having an actual boyfriend. About you going on dates. About you having a real relationship. About...I don't know, you having feelings of a certain kind for him. Relationship-y feelings. The sort that go beyond just wanting to have sex with someone."

    "Yeah? You're...you're okay with me having those sorts of feelings for Cal?" she asked.

    It was so thrilling to hear her ask that question. It was an admission of those feelings. We weren't talking about love, or anything. They were three weeks into seeing each other. But it was on that spectrum. On the way to that eventual outcome. And fuck...it was so hot.

    "Yes," I replied. "More than I could explain, honestly. It's weird...but yes, I really love that you have those feelings for him. That you like him. That you like him being your boyfriend. That you want to be his girlfriend. That you liked hanging out with his friends."

    "That I liked that he wanted to introduce me to his friends? That I liked how he put his arm around me and pulled me close while we were talking with his friends? That I liked every time he'd lean over and kiss me on the cheek or tell me how beautiful I was?" she asked.

    Is it weird to get hard while your wife tells you about how affectionate her boyfriend was on their date the night before? Is it weird to want to masturbate as she shares those giddy early relationship feelings with you? Maybe it is, but I don't give a damn.

    "Let me send you another picture," she said.

    My phone buzzed and I pulled up the photo. It was from the date. In fact, they seemed to be sitting in the same spot. In this picture, though, Piper was kissing Cal on the cheek. Her eyes were closed and he was smiling. Her hand was on his chest. It was a small difference, but there was such affection in the picture. It was perfect.

    "That's such a turn on," I said.

    It's worth noting that the picture triggered something else. It was my first true bout of angst. It was the affection that triggered it. Piper had expressed that she was developing feelings for Cal, but as they say, a picture is worth a thousand words and there was something truly potent about seeing the genuine affection in that image.

    I know that cuckold angst is something most men in my position experience. I also know that some guys hate it. I have to admit, though, that I didn't hate it as I sat there and stared at the picture. To be honest, I kind of liked it. I felt...alive. Like my body was humming.

    I also felt completely and totally secure in Piper's love for me, which I think was a big part of what made the angst so bearable. I wasn't the slightest bit worried that she'd leave me for Cal or that our marriage would be fucked because of her relationship with him. I'd felt all along that it would only make our marriage better and so far that's been the case.

    "Would you enjoy a video?" Piper asked. "Of us kissing, I mean. And just kissing."

    "Yes. I'd love that. Do you have a video of that?"

    She laughed, presumably at the absurd sense of eagerness in my voice.

    "No. Not yet. We'd have to film one. I was just thinking that maybe I could do that for you. A quick little video of me and Cal making out on his couch, or making out on a date, maybe," she said.

    "I'd really, really enjoy that. Shit, that sounds so hot." I was excited. Too excited, perhaps, but excited. "Would Cal do that? I mean, would be okay making a video that you'd be sending to me?"

    "Yeah, absolutely," Piper answered. "He asks about you. We talk about you sometimes. He knows I'm married. It's not like this thing we just pretend doesn't exist."

    "He asks about me?"

    "Yeah. How you're doing. How you're holding up without me. That kind of thing," she explained. "I do think there's a part of him that enjoys that I'm married and that he gets to be the other man. You know? He gets to be the one that has sex with me while I'm away from my husband. He's never said anything about it, but I just get this feeling that he likes that he's fucking a married woman."

    "I can see how that would be hot," I said. I mean, I'm not built for that kind of thing, but I can absolutely see why a guy would find it hot that a married woman would choose to fuck him, even if her husband was on board. "So, did you like his friends?"

    "I really did. They're really nice, smart people. They really like Cal and they seemed to really like me, which I took to mean that Cal has been pretty clear about how much he likes me. They don’t know the particulars of our situation – you know, that I’m married but my husband is okay with me dating – and I imagine they’d be a bit confused and maybe like me less if they knew that,” she said.

    Again I felt that angst and again I found it thrilling. "That doesn’t really matter, though. They just know that he tells them he really likes the girl he's dating and they make sure to go out of their way to be kind and warm and welcoming to you because they might be seeing a whole lot of you in the future."

    "That sounds about right," Piper said. "In fact, two of Cal's female friends asked me if I wanted to join them for lunch tomorrow."

    "Really?"

    "Yeah. I spent a little time with them last night. They pulled me away from Cal, actually, just to have some girl talk, I guess. I think they just wanted to get to know me a little better. They're both dating friends of Cal's, I believe, so maybe they just wanted to judge if I'd be good for a double or triple date thing. I don't know. It was really good conversation, though, so when we were all leaving they asked me to go to lunch," she explained.

    "And are you going?" I asked.

    "Yeah," she said. "I mean, why not, right? It might be fun to have some new friends along with having a boyfriend."

    "Absolutely. Friends make everything better, right?"

    Piper laughed. "They do. They really do. So does having a boyfriend when you're 3,000 miles away from your husband."

    "I love that you have a boyfriend," I said.

    "Me too," she replied before I heard a soft moan. "You know...last night, with Cal...the sex was a little different."

    I couldn't tell if it was a good thing or a bad thing. "Different how?"

    "Well...it was slower. More...sensual, I guess. It was...passionate. It felt like we were more connected. I don't know if it's because we were at the bar with his friends for like four hours and we spent a lot of that time casually touching each other and building up this kind of intimate desire...or if it was something else, but it was really good," she said.

    It sounded really good. "Yeah?"

    "Yeah. When we got back to his place he poured us each a glass of wine and we settled on his couch. I pulled my legs up under me and we sat close and talked and sipped our wine. We touched and kissed and I felt this intense...closeness. Intimacy, I guess," she said.

    "And that felt good?"

    "It felt so good, Joel. I was turned on...but it was different. Deeper, I guess. Like, I was wet for him and I could feel that really pleasant tingling between my legs, but this was more. This was throughout my body. This was a kind of desire that I felt everywhere, like I just wanted to be close and connected with Cal," she explained.

    She was describing the kind of thing just about everyone feels when they're in a good relationship. Specifically, that thing you feel when the emotional connection catches up with the sexual connection. When your emotional desire is at the same level as your physical desire.

    "We finished the glass of wine and Cal took me to the bedroom. We crawled into the bed together and we kissed and touched each other. We undressed each other but we did it slowly, like neither of us was in a particular rush to have sex," Piper said.

    "Like you wanted that feeling, that connection you felt, to last as long as possible," I added.

    "Yes, exactly. That's exactly right. Eventually we ended up naked. I stroked his cock and he fingered my pussy and we moaned into each other's mouths as we kissed," she said. "It was...I don't know, it was beautiful, Joel."

    My dick was hard, but felt like the wrong moment to masturbate, like doing so would spoil the mood, like our phone call was the equivalent of the emotionally connected sex Piper was describing.

    "It sounds beautiful," I replied. "And really erotic."

    "It was. Eventually, though, I wanted him inside me and I told him so. He put on a condom and moved between my legs. I guided him into me as we kissed. He filled me slowly. Slowly and deeply. I wrapped my legs around him. I held him close as he filled me, Joel. We kissed and touched each other as he moved in and out of me. He kissed my neck. I kissed his. I took his tongue into my mouth and he took mine. Every thrust brought me a little closer to a climax, but none of it happened with any speed and I didn't want it to," she said.

    A thought occurred to me. A thought I felt a little fearful about giving voice too, though that was really just because it triggered quite a lot of angst.

    "It sounds like...well, it sounds like you were making love," I said.

    I wasn't thinking that they were in love. You don't have to be in love to make love. There are different types of sex, though. In my mind, at least, fucking is different from making love and it definitely sounded like Piper and Cal were making love after their date.

    She didn't say anything for a while. Five, maybe ten seconds. Then she asked, "Is that okay?"

    "Yes," I said. "I hope it's okay that I like that you were making love with him. That it was slow, sensual, connected, passionate sex. That it was the kind of sex you have with someone when you're developing feelings for them. When they have feelings - real feelings - for you."

    "Do you...do you really like it?" Piper asked.

    "Well, I'm really turned on," I answered. "I know that's probably weird that the feelings part, the relationship part, turns me on. I don't know, maybe it is fucked up or strange or really..."

    "Joel...it's not weird. It's just you. It's just us, actually. I'm sure some people would say it's weird that I made love to my boyfriend last night and that I'm thinking about making love to my husband right now," Piper said.

    I smiled. "I'd like that. Though, I have to admit, I think if I was making love to you right now I'd have a hard time not thinking about you and Cal doing the same thing."

    She moaned softly. "Well, then I guess I'd have to think about the same thing as you were making love to me. I'd think about how he kissed me, about how his cock moved in and out of me at this perfect slow pace. I'd think about how he touched me, how he grasped my breasts so gently, how hands moved through my hair. How he slid his fingers down and grabbed my ass to squeeze it while his cock slid so deep inside me."

    That wasn't the first time Piper had mentioned how deep Cal went inside her and it wasn't the first time I felt a twinge of arousal at the idea that he was bigger than me. I wasn't willing to ask about it, though. I didn't want to ruin the mood.

    "I wish I was there with you right now," I said.

    "Me too, baby," Piper replied. "I can't wait until I get to see you. I can't wait until I get to have you inside me again. I can't wait until I get to have you inside me while I tell you how good it feels to make love to my boyfriend."

    I don't know if she was being kind by playing into my fantasy or if Piper was really into that particular idea, but in the moment it didn't matter. I was so fucking turned on that I wasn't thinking about anything other than cumming.

    "Can we masturbate together?" I asked.

    "I thought you already were," she replied with a laugh. "I certainly am."

    I got my dick out as quickly as I could, spit into my hand, and wrapped my fingers around my shaft. The pleasure was otherworldly. Sometimes masturbation feels better than other times. Sometimes you're so turned on your dick is stiff as steel and every touch feels amazing. This was one of those times. Holy shit was this one of those times.

    "Did you cum together when you made love?" I asked.

    "Mmm, we did," she replied. "Just a few seconds apart. I was so wet by that point. It felt like my whole body was tingling. I kissed him deeply and told him to go faster, that I was ready to cum. He gave me what I wanted. We kissed and I ran my fingers through his hair. I grabbed his ass. I pulled him deep inside me. I moaned into his mouth. I came so hard on his cock, Joel. I came so hard that my body literally shook. Then I heard his beautiful grunts and groans as he came while he was so deep in my pussy."

    "Oh, fuck, Piper, I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"

    The mention of his depth put me over the top. All of it was so fucking hot, but I couldn't quite control myself when I pictured him reaching deeper inside her than I do.

    She came too. Right as I was cumming. Her moans were so beautiful. I closed my eyes and I could see her face. I could see the pleasure. I could see how good she felt, how hard she was cumming. It made my orgasm better. Much better.

    "You're so amazing, Piper," I said. "Just so amazing."

    She laughed softly and sweetly. "So are you, Joel. I mean it. So are you. I'm a very, very lucky girl."

    I smiled. "You know, I'm not sure I've been as excited about anything as I am about visiting you. I'd be excited no matter what, of course, but all this stuff with Cal makes it so much more exciting."

    "I know. I really can't wait to see you, Joel. It's like I can already feel your body against mine as we hug at the airport."

    "What should we do that night?" I asked.

    "We should go back to my apartment and have sex," she replied with a laugh. "After that I figured I'd make you dinner, we'd have it with some wine, and then we'd have sex again. We can spend Saturday and Sunday exploring the city."

    "Honestly, that's exactly what I was hoping you'd say."

    "Good. I know I already said it, but I want you, Joel. I'm having lots of sex with Cal, but I still want you," she said.

    "And that makes me very happy, Piper. And I absolutely cannot wait to see you."

    "Alright, well, I have to go. I'm meeting one of my coworkers for a late lunch. I'll call you again tonight so we can catch up on other stuff, though. Okay?" she asked.

    "Yeah, absolutely. I love you, Piper."

    "I love you too, Joel. Bye," she said.

    Oh, and if you're keeping track, you might have wondered about the lingerie Piper was going to buy for Cal. As it turns out, she didn't wear it for him on the date I described above. As you know, that turned out a little differently than she'd been expecting.

    She did, however, wear it for him earlier this week and she promised she'll wear it for me this weekend. Maybe tonight. Maybe tomorrow. I just know that I'm going to have sex with my wife in the lingerie she wore for her boyfriend. How fucking hot.

    Anyway, I'll write an update after the weekend is over. Talk to you then.
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    I was sitting in a really nice little cafe somewhere in San Francisco. I had a coffee - an excellent coffee, by the way - in one hand and my phone in the other. I was reading something - I honestly don't even remember what - but I wasn't really reading it.

    Instead, I was thinking about how soft Piper's lips felt as she kissed me before stepping into Cal's apartment building. I was thinking about how good she looked in the pleated skirt and slightly cropped sweater she had on. I was thinking about how excited she was to have sex with her boyfriend while I waited. I was thinking about how excited I was, too, because I was really excited.

    I hadn't really thought about how my visit to San Francisco would go. I knew I'd spend lots of time with Piper, but that was it. I honestly hadn't considered that she might take time away from me to fuck her boyfriend. I'm not sure Piper had considered it either.

    I know that it really, really turned me on that she was so eager to have sex with him that she took time away from me. I mean, that's not crazy, right? I'm a cuckold, after all, so of course it turns me on that my hotwife wants so badly to fuck her boyfriend that she would take an hour or two out of our limited time together to do so.

    I think Piper knew it turned me on. I think that was part of her reason for doing it. Probably a small part, if I'm being honest, but a part of it nonetheless.

    Anyway, as I mentioned, I couldn't really concentrate or read or think or do anything while she was gone. I had my phone out, but I wasn't even really looking at the screen. I was just fantasizing. I imagined Piper kissing Cal. I imagined her going down on him. I imagined them fucking all over his apartment. I imagined them making love. I imagined them having wild, passionate intense sex. I literally conjured every possible scenario.

    Thirty minutes after she'd gone up to his apartment, I got a text from Piper: "Would it be okay if I'm gone a little longer? Like another thirty minutes?"

    "Yes," I replied. "Have fun."

    "I will," she texted back.

    I took the text to mean that she was going to fuck him a second time. Maybe the first time had been so good that she wanted more. Maybe Piper just wanted to keep me waiting, to tease me, to drive me a little bit crazy. It worked, if that was the intention. I got more turned on thinking about how she was so eager for him that she wanted to stay and fuck him a second time. My dick actually got hard, which was pretty embarrassing sitting there in the coffee place and staring out the window.

    "I'm coming out," she texted a little less than half an hour later.

    I finished my coffee, tossed the cup in the trash, and rushed out of the shop and towards Cal's building. I got there just in time to see Piper come out the door, smile brightly at me, and bound down the stairs.

    Her cheeks looked a little rosier than when she'd gone up, but otherwise it was hard to tell she'd just been fucked. That was probably purposeful - I'm sure Piper put some time into putting herself back together - and for some reason I found it really arousing that I couldn't tell she'd just had sex, like it was some kind of secret that only I knew about.

    "Hey there," she said with a smile while standing on the bottom step.

    I approached and took her into my arms. I detected the faint smell of another man on her - perhaps his cologne, or just his natural scent, I wasn't really sure - and my dick got hard. It was incredible. The slightest bit of genuine proof that she'd just been with another man was enough to cause a huge surge of arousal through my body.

    "Did you miss me?" Piper asked.

    "I did. I thought about you the entire time you were gone. Not a second went by when you weren't on my mind."

    She smiled. "And what did you think about?"

    "About all the ways you and your boyfriend might have been having sex," I answered.

    She leaned a little closer and I could feel her breath on my skin as she asked, "Did you think about me sucking Cal's cock?"

    I nodded.

    "And did that turn you on?"

    "Yes," I admitted.

    "Well, as you know, I'm a very good girlfriend, which means I went down on him before both times we had sex," she said softly. "Which means I had Cal's cock in my mouth twice."

    I was hard as a rock, which was a little awkward given that we were in public. My body was pressed against hers, though, so there was little chance anyone could see and we were alone on the sidewalk in that moment.

    "I'm hoping that you'll still be willing to kiss me, though," she said. "Because the moment I saw you waiting for me the only thing I wanted to do was to kiss you and to make it a long, deep kiss. Would you still be willing to do that despite the fact that my boyfriend's cock was in my mouth not that long ago?"

    I nodded. I didn't say a word because I just wanted to kiss her, but if I had said something I would have made it perfectly clear that kissing her sounded like the hottest thing in the world in that moment.

    The kiss was astonishing. Long. Slow. Deep. Passionate.

    It quelled any mild angst I might have felt as Piper made it perfectly clear that I was not some third wheel that was getting in the way of her spending time with her boyfriend. It also made my dick throb quite wondrously.

    "Wow," I said.

    "Yeah. Wow. That was...that was really something."

    We kissed again. How could we not? How could I resist kissing my wife like that again? I let my mind drift a little while doing so, only because it was so fucking hot to imagine her giving head to Cal while we kissed. I mean, hot for me, at least. Maybe that's kind of fucked up, but I absolutely pictured her lips around his cock while we were kissing and it was really fucking hot.

    "How would you feel about a picnic?" Piper asked.

    "That sounds amazing."

    She gave me a soft, quick kiss and then took my hand. She tried to walk away, but I wouldn't budge. When Piper looked back she saw why - I had a raging erection - and we sat on the steps to Cal's building for a few minutes while my boner deflated.

    Then we walked a handful of blocks to a restaurant where Piper picked up a picnic kit. There was a basket, plates, a blanket, food, a bottle of wine, cups. The whole thing. It was absurdly expensive, but she was determined to have a genuine picnic and it was cheaper to buy it from one place than to do all the work to put every little piece together herself.

    From there we got in an Uber to the park. It wasn't until we walked up to the entrance to the botanical garden that I realized what Piper was doing. We were, essentially, recreating her date with Cal.

    "I hope that's okay," she said as I asked if that's what we were doing.

    I smiled. "No, it's perfect. It really is."

    We entered the garden and I carried the basket as we walked hand-in-hand to the exact spot where she and Cal had enjoyed their first real date. I laid the blanket down, we pulled out the food and wine and cups and plates and then we sat together.

    Piper took my hand, smiled, and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek before she said, "It seems like you're happy with all of this, so I probably don't have to say this, but I just wanted to make sure that you know that you're the most important person in my life, Joel. I'm having a lot of fun with Cal and I really do like him, but if for some reason you decide that I need to stop seeing him, all you have to do is tell me."

    "I know," I replied. "I do, Piper. I know. I appreciate you saying it."

    "So you're really okay that I wanted to meet Cal today," she asked. "Because if you weren't, or if you wouldn't be during future visits, you just have to tell me."

    Her sudden sense of insecurity was kind of adorable and I leaned in to kiss her softly while caressing her face. "It's hard to explain - maybe even impossible - but that hour I spent waiting while you and Cal were having sex...that was beyond exciting. It was like spending an hour in a place of intense, heightened arousal. It wasn't like I was hard and dripping precum or anything, but I was aroused for a full hour. It was...I mean, it really was exciting and I'm not sure there's anything in the world that could actually replicate that kind of excitement."

    "Yeah?" she asked.

    I nodded. "Yeah, and I figure that this might be the only time in our lives that this particular set of events is going to come together to make it so something like this is even possible, you know? I mean, you couldn't do this at home. The odds of people finding out would be sky high and that could lead to all sorts of problems for both of us. But you're all the way across the country. This is the perfect time to explore this and I'm pretty sure we both find it hugely exciting."

    Piper smiled in the most irresistible way. She looked away for a second and then leaned in to kiss my neck. "I spent that hour aroused, too, though of course I got to satiate that desire as I spent a good part of the time in Cal's apartment with his cock inside me."

    Her hand moved between my legs and she caressed my cock a little as our lips met. Our tongues entwined and again I thought about Piper giving Cal head, about the two of them fucking all over his apartment in every imaginable way.

    "Would you pour me some wine?" she asked.

    It took a moment for my head to clear of the fog of arousal I felt, but I managed to pour us both a glass of wine. We toasted, sipped, and then Piper leaned back and let her eyes wander over the beautiful blossoms around us. I stared at the small sliver of her taut stomach that was now exposed. I reached out and ran my fingers over her skin before sliding under her sweater. She smiled, closed her eyes, and moaned softly.

    "Cal was so turned on," she said with her eyes still closed. "From the moment I walked in. I didn't have to do a thing to get him all hot and bothered. The fact that I was standing at his door while my husband was sitting in a cafe was more than enough to get him all worked up."

    "Yeah?" I asked. "You've mentioned it a few times, but do you think that Cal likes that he's dating a married woman?"

    Piper looked at me and nodded. "He does. He's actually mentioned it a few times. He says he can't quite explain why, but that it's hot that I'm married but dating him."

    "You went down on him?" I asked.

    Piper smiled and studied my face for a few seconds. "You like that I give Cal blowjobs, don't you?"

    I nodded.

    She leaned over and kissed me as my hand moved to her thigh. I moved my fingers in slow circles, rubbing her just a few inches under her skirt. I wasn't going to get egregious about it, but it felt nice to touch her smooth, soft skin.

    "I like it too," she said. "And he definitely likes it, which might be at least partly why it turns me on. So yeah, I went down on him. We kissed as soon as I got inside. His hands were all over me. He grabbed my ass and he played with my tits a little. I could feel him get hard for me and I actually dropped to my knees right there by his front door. I looked up at him as I feverishly tried to get his pants off and then he was in my mouth."

    I like all of it. The dates. The sex. The kissing. The passion. The lovemaking. The fucking. There's something about her giving him head that really gets me going, though.

    "He's lucky to have such a good girlfriend," I said.

    Piper laughed softly. "Yes, he is, and you're lucky to have such a wonderful hotwife."

    I nodded. "Yes, I am."

    "He wasn't in my mouth for long. He was turned on, but I was too. There really was something exciting about the idea of fucking him while you were waiting," she said.

    "I'm glad that excited you. I really am," I replied.

    She smiled and I saw a sense of relief in her eyes like she was still a little worried about having left me to fuck Cal. I couldn't help but wonder if she actually felt bad about how much she'd enjoyed the sex with Cal, but if she was turned on by the idea of me waiting while she got fucked, that would have made the sex better, which would have made her orgasms better, so she had nothing to be worried about.

    "I love you, Piper," I said.

    For a split second there was a beautiful well of emotion in her eyes. "I love you too, Joel," she replied.

    We shared a long, lingering, romantic-feeling kiss and then she took another sip of her wine and gestured towards the food. I situated the containers between us - there were sandwiches, a pasta salad, a fruit salad, a small loaf of bread with butter and cheese, and a slice of tiramisu for dessert - and Piper set her wine cup in the grass as we opened everything up.

    "The sex - well, the first time, at least - was more aggressive than it usually is," Piper said before taking a bite of pasta salad.

    "Really?" I asked.

    She nodded while chewing. "Not in a bad way. It was actually...it was actually really good. Like, he fucked me, Joel. He fucked me hard. I haven't had a lot of sex like that and I don't think I'd want to have sex like that all the time, but there was something really hot about it. It was like...like his desire was so overwhelming that he couldn't fuck me any other way. It had to be hard and fast and aggressive. I think maybe..."

    "Maybe what?" I asked as she trailed off.

    Piper speared a chunk of pineapple with her fork, popped into her mouth and chewed as she considered her answer. "I'm just guessing, really, but it also felt a little like he was trying to...well, to claim me."

    "Claim you?"

    She smiled and nodded. "Yeah, like he knew that you'd fucked me the night before. He knew that another man had been inside me, that another man had made me cum and he wanted to reclaim me - or my pussy, I suppose - and make me his again."

    What an astoundingly hot notion. It's not hard to imagine it being true, too. I'm not that kind of man. I'm a cuckold, obviously. But Cal's not a cuckold. Despite liking the fact that Piper is married, he probably doesn't like the idea of sharing her, of someone else fucking her.

    "Did it work?" I asked.

    The question seemed to delight her. "Did he reclaim me from you?"

    I nodded. I don't know why, but there was something about the notion that made my heart pound in a fantastic way. It made my loins tingle in that way that signals you're really turned on, too.

    "You know, now that I think about it, I suppose he did. At least for a little while," she said.

    Piper took a big bite of her sandwich as I stared and thought about pulling my dick out, moving between her legs, and fucking her right there in the park.

    "To be honest, when he was fucking me that first time, I didn't think about you. You were just a few blocks away waiting for me, and Cal was all I thought about," she said. "He just...he fucked me so hard, so aggressively, and so well that for a little while he wiped all thoughts of you from my brain."

    She glanced between my legs and smiled. She'd gotten me hard without touching me. She'd said something that turned me on to such a degree that I was now sporting an erection.

    "You'd give just about anything to reclaim me right now, wouldn't you?" she asked.

    I nodded.

    "It's a shame you're going to have to wait so long," Piper said with a teasing smile. She was enjoying herself. "I mean, it'll be hours before we're back at my apartment. Hours of you feeling desperate for my pussy. Hours of you wondering if I'll take your cock in my mouth like I did for Cal. Hours of you touching me, kissing me, getting hard for me, and wishing that I would just take you home so you could have your way with my body like my boyfriend did."

    "Is that what you did? You let him have his way with your body?" I asked.

    She nodded. "I did, actually. I let Cal choose how he wanted to fuck me and where he wanted to fuck me. I let him take me from behind on his couch. I rode his cock on his couch. I let him fuck me missionary style in his bed. I let him fuck me on his bathroom counter. I let him fuck me up against the glass door to his balcony."

    Piper smiled, leaned in, and kissed me. "I even sucked his dick on his balcony."

    I mean, fuck. I was about as turned on in that moment as I've ever been. Just...fuck. She was right that I wanted to reclaim her, but I was also excited at the idea of having to spend my whole day in a state of arousal. I mean, that's fucking hot.

    "I love you more than I thought possible, Piper," I said. "I really do."

    She laughed softly and kissed me again. "I love you too, Joel. And don't worry. I'm going to let you have your way with my body tonight, and I'm going to wear that lingerie for you while you do it. Maybe you can fuck me as good as Cal did when I wore it for him."

    I think there's a chance I may have cum if she'd jerked me off through my pants in that moment. Thankfully, she didn't. What man wants to cum in his pants, after all?

    Instead, she spent the rest of the day teasing me as she showed me her favorite parts of the city. We did some tourist stuff, too, like riding a trolley car and walking up that super twisty street.

    It was a great day that ended with Piper putting on that lingerie she bought for Cal and offering up her body for my pleasure.

    I'll tell you about that next time, though.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    The lingerie was elegant and sexy. It was a full bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. It was dark pink but the important parts - the parts that covered the majority of her breasts and her pussy - were made from this thin, delicate, sheer material. It showed off her nipples and her pubic hair and her pussy lips.

    It was, in fact, the sexiest lingerie I've ever seen. It was probably expensive, too, and I have to admit that it was a real turn on to consider that my wife had spent a great deal of money on lingerie to wear for another man. She wanted to look good for Cal. She wanted to arouse him the moment he saw her. She wanted to excite him, to ensure that he was desperate to fuck her the moment he laid eyes on her.

    That's certainly how I felt the moment she stepped out of the bathroom in the lingerie, though my desire was also infused with the thrill of knowing that she'd worn the lingerie for her boyfriend before wearing it for me.

    "Do you like it?" Piper asked as she stopped at the foot of the bed, put her hands on her hips, and struck an irresistible pose.

    I was in a t-shirt and boxer shorts as I sat against the headboard and nodded dumbly. Running on one track in my mind was the notion that my wife had dressed in such a stunningly sexy manner to arouse another man. Running on a second track was the notion that she’d dressed like that for me.

    "I love it," I finally answered. "And I have to admit, I love that you wore it for him first. There's just something so...I don't know, so fucking sexy about that."

    Her smile was bright and beautiful and utterly perfect, like I'd said the thing she wanted to hear. "Yeah? You really like that I wore this for Cal before you?"

    I nodded.

    She crawled into the bed and grasped my ankles for a moment before running her fingers up my calves, past my knees, and up my thighs while crawling ever closer.

    "You like that I spent hours searching for the perfect lingerie set for my boyfriend?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Her fingers moved up one leg of my boxer shorts and she caressed my cock. "You like that I spent hundreds of dollars so I could look good for Cal?"

    It might sound crazy, but that made it hotter, in particular because I'm pretty sure that's the most money Piper's ever spent on lingerie. How fucking incredible that she spent that money to arouse her boyfriend.

    "It might sound crazy, but I love that," I said. My cock was already hard by that point.

    "It's not crazy." She lowered her head and kissed my cock through my underwear. "I was so wet when I was shopping for him. I've never..."

    She looked up at me with just a hint of worry in her eyes.

    "You've never bought lingerie like this for me?" I asked.

    She nodded as her fingers continued to massage my cock.

    "And it made you wet to buy lingerie like this for Cal?"

    Again she nodded and then her fingers departed my underwear and she pulled them off in one fell swoop. A moment later her mouth engulfed the head of my cock and her tongue swirled around it before she sucked hard and took half my length.

    "Fuck," was all I could manage to say as I closed my eyes and rolled my head back while pleasure spread through my body.

    After the initial burst of pleasure passed I noticed that the blowjob felt different than ones she'd given me in the past. She was doing something different with her tongue and she was using her hand quite a lot more, too. Was it possible that a month with Cal had changed her technique? Had he given her tips? Had she sought to improve - because it did feel better - simply because she wanted to make him feel good?

    "That feels incredible," I said. "Fucking incredible."

    She looked up and my cock popped free from her mouth. Piper showered the head and shaft with kisses and sucked on my balls a little, which was also something she almost never did.

    "You've gotten better at this," I said.

    Piper smiled like she wasn't the least bit surprised I'd said that.

    "Did you get better for him?" I asked.

    For just a moment there was concern in her eyes. It was completely unnecessary for her to feel that way, but I found it kind of adorable.

    "Because that would be really hot," I added as my cock swelled up just a little more.

    She kissed my balls, kissed her way back up my shaft, and sucked on the head a little - doing so in what struck me as a decidedly proud manner - and then said, "I have tried to get better at blowjobs. I've found myself paying closer attention to when Cal moans and when he makes one of those good faces that men make when something feels really good. I've found myself trying new things when I'm going down on him."

    "Because you want to make him feel good."

    She nodded. "Is that terrible?"

    "No, it's fucking hot," I said. "Plus, I just benefited from that because that blowjob felt amazing."

    She smiled in a decidedly giddy manner. "I could make you cum in my mouth. I like doing that."

    That wasn't something Piper would have said before she left for San Francisco. She wouldn't have said she hated it, either, but she wouldn't have declared that she liked it. Once again, my dick throbbed as arousal coursed through me. My wife liked making her boyfriend cum in her mouth. She didn't do it because she thought she had to as a good girlfriend. She did it because she liked it. Holy shit.

    "You like making Cal cum in your mouth?" I asked.

    "I do," she answered before once again showering the head of my cock in kisses. She flicked her tongue back and forth over the underside a few times, too, and each time it felt utterly spectacular. "I guess you could say that I like how much he likes it. I like the way he grunts and groans when I make him cum in my mouth. I like the look on his face afterwards. I like how happy he seems. I like how he tells me how amazing I am after I've swallowed his cum."

    Why is it so hot to hear your wife say that she's swallowed another man's cum? Maybe it wouldn't be that way for everyone, but I found it so fucking arousing.

    "Do you like swallowing his cum?" I asked. It was purely selfish. I just wanted to hear her say it. I wanted to be able to replay that moment over and over in my mind when I was back on the East Coast.

    "I do," she answered. "I'm not going to lie, it doesn't taste great - though it's not bad - but I like swallowing for Cal because of how happy it makes him. I know that it makes the blowjob better if he knows I'm going to swallow. I know that he likes to look down and see me swallow his cum. It's a small thing - he wouldn't really care if I didn't swallow - but I know that it makes the whole thing a little more pleasurable and it turns me on to make the blowjob even more pleasurable for him."

    "Fuck, I love you so much, Piper."

    She laughed, smiled so beautifully, and took me in her mouth once more. Just about all of my cock disappeared until she gagged a little. When she came up her eyes were watering just a touch but she had a smile on her face.

    "I almost got it all," she said.

    "I know. Do you try and do that for Cal?"

    "I try, but I can't really get close with him," she said.

    A look of genuine concern followed, like she was afraid she'd said something she definitely shouldn't have. It actually seemed like she was concerned she'd ruined the mood.

    All she'd really done was confirm that Cal had a bigger cock than mine. Some men might have been so overcome by insecurity that the moment would have been ruined, but I was a little bit turned on.

    "Because his cock is bigger than mine?" I asked.

    That did nothing to assuage her concern. If anything, she seemed more worried.

    "Piper, I'm not...I don't know, offended or hurt that Cal has a bigger cock than I do. I mean, I know size isn't everything, but it seems like if you're going to have a relationship with another man then it's a pretty nice benefit that you found one with a big cock."

    In the moments that followed I saw a look on Piper's face that made me think she was quite enamored with the size of Cal's cock. It was a certain kind of happiness mixed with arousal. An all-around sense of joy, I suppose. It was actually more significant than I expected it would be. However, I was surprised to find that my arousal was deepened by that sense of joy on her part.

    "In fact, it seems that I'm a little bit turned on by that notion," I added. "Especially since it seems like you're also quite turned on by - and satisfied by - the fact that your boyfriend has an impressive cock."

    "Yeah?"

    I nodded as I experienced even more excitement. Looking back, I'm utterly fascinated by it. I mean, my heart was pumping hard. My cock was in that state where it felt like every little touch brought the most immense pleasure. It's that thing that happens when you're really, really turned on.

    "Does it...does it feel good?" I asked. "When he's inside you. You've mentioned he goes really deep. Is that...do you like that?"

    She seemed a little wary of answering me so I leaned forward, took her hands, and pulled her on top. I pulled her panties aside and guided my cock in her pussy and we kissed as she began to ride me slowly.

    "You don't have to say anything...or talk about it. But I'd enjoy hearing about it," I said.

    "About how good his cock feels inside me?" she asked.

    I groaned. "Yes."

    She kissed me. Softly at first, and then her tongue really got going as she rode me a little faster.

    "We fucked just like this when I wore this lingerie for him. He was so excited. So turned on. He told me over and over how hot I looked. His dick was so hard for me, Joel. So hard in my mouth when I sucked him just like I sucked you. So hard in my pussy when I rode him just like I'm riding you. Though he had to wear a condom, of course."

    I grasped one of her breasts and played with it. The material of the bra was so soft that it made her tits feel even more arousing than usual. It was so delicate and feminine and utterly perfect.

    "When I rode him...he was deeper inside me than you are right now," she said. "He's a little thicker, too." Piper closed her eyes and began to move her hips back and forth while I was buried inside her. "It felt...it felt so good, Joel. There's something about it...something I can't quite describe about that sense of fullness. It's not like the biggest difference in the world, but it does feel really good to have Cal so deep in my pussy."

    Holy shit was I close to cumming. She wasn't even really going over the top. It was just the idea that she liked her boyfriend's cock and I suppose the fact that she was thinking about him while we were fucking. I'd basically made her think about him, but that didn't stop it from being a turn on.

    "I love that his cock satisfies you," I said as I grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. "I love that you like it so much. I love that you like going down on him. I love that you like fucking him. I love that you...well, that you like him, that you like your boyfriend, that you have a boyfriend, that you're dating someone. The whole thing is so fucking hot, Piper."

    She smiled. "I know, it really is. And I still have three months with him before this is all over."

    Piper seemed so excited about that last part, and who could blame her? She had three more months of new relationship bliss that she got to take advantage of and she didn't have to worry about any of the potentially complicated future stuff. She could just enjoy herself. I too found that remarkably hot.

    "I'm close," I said.

    "Me too."

    She sat up, put her hands on my chest, and began to ride me vigorously, grinding her clit into my pelvis and milking my cock with the most perfect-feeling pussy I'd ever experienced. Because she was sitting up I got to admire the lingerie more, too, and it really was the hottest thing I'd ever seen on a woman.

    "I love this lingerie."

    "Cal loved it too," she said. "He loved fucking me in it. He loved that I'd bought it just for him, that my husband had never seen it. I wore it just like this for him, too. I kept my panties on while he fucked me. I haven't washed them since, either. You're fucking me in the exact same lingerie my boyfriend fucked me in."

    I came just a few seconds later. I came really fucking hard, too. Like, really fucking hard. I closed my eyes, arched my back a little, and saw stars as my cock exploded inside her.

    Piper came just a few seconds after I let loose in her pussy. She pressed hard on my chest and when I opened my eyes she'd tilted her head towards the ceiling and was in the midst of unleashing all sorts of wild moans and groans as her legs shook. Her nipples were hard and her chest and neck had gotten red, all signs that she'd enjoyed her climax.

    Eventually, Piper collapsed on top of me and kissed my neck as I ran my hand through her hair, down her back, and over her ass cheeks before repeating the process over and over.

    "Sex with you has been great this weekend, Joel. Truly great. My orgasms have been outstanding. Just as good as they are with Cal."

    I was actually quite appreciative of her comment as I did feel just a touch of insecurity at the idea that her boyfriend and his big dick were fucking Piper with such skill that she might be bored of what I had to offer when she came back to the East Coast.

    "Thank you for saying that," I said.

    She lifted her head and smiled at me. "It's true. It really is."

    I believed her. It's possible it wasn't true, but I believed her.

    I put my arms around her and we kissed before Piper let her head settle into the crook of my neck. I held her tight while still hard inside her and closed my eyes to let the warm pleasure of an orgasm and the joy of holding my wife wash over me.

    I flew home the next day, though not before Piper treated me to a blowjob where she swallowed my cum just like she swallows for her boyfriend. She seemed to enjoy it, too. I know I certainly did.

    I've been back home for a few weeks now, actually, so there's plenty of stuff to update you on. Piper's spent a few weeknights at Cal's place, for instance. She also went to that lunch with two of Cal's female friends, so she's immersing herself more in his life, which is hotter than I expected. There's talk of a double or triple date, in fact.

    There's been lots more sex and plenty of blowjobs, too, but I'm sure you expected that. After all, one of the best things about a new relationship is how you can't help but want to fuck each other all the time.

    Anyway, I'll write again soon and get you caught up on the good stuff.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    You might remember that Piper mentioned sending me a video of her and Cal kissing.

    Well, she sent that video. They were on Cal's couch. Or, more accurately, Cal was sitting on his couch and Piper was straddling him. She had the phone in one hand and the other was running through his hair as they kissed.

    She was dressed in a skirt and a tight sweater. Cal's hands were all over her. He grabbed her ass. He played with her breasts. He ran a hand under the sweater and he did it all in the thirty seconds the video ran. They were definitely putting on a bit of a show for me, but it was one hell of a show.

    "He was inside me just a few minutes later," Piper texted soon after I received the video. "I rode him until we both came. It was amazing. He really liked that I wanted to send you a video, actually. He told me afterwards that it really turned him on."

    I've probably watched the video a hundred times. Maybe more. It's such a turn on. I've watched it enough to analyze every little bit of it, too. To see the genuine passion in the kiss. To see the way Piper lures Cal's tongue into her mouth and sucks on it for just a moment, eliciting a moan. To see the way his biceps flex just a little as he grabs her ass and squeezes it hard. To hear the way she moans when his hand moves under her sweater and he plays with her tits. Every moment of it turns me on.

    Piper called me later that night. She was back at her apartment as it wasn't one of the nights she was going to spend at Cal's place.

    "I loved the video," was the first thing I said.

    She laughed. "I guess so. You didn't even say hello."

    "Oh, right, sorry. Hi. How are you?"

    Again she laughed. "I'm very, very good. I had a great dinner with my boyfriend and we had sex twice. I had four incredible orgasms and I made him cum twice. What more could a girl want?"

    What more could a cuckold husband want?

    "Oh, and I also got to delight my husband by sending him a video of me making out with my boyfriend. I managed to please men on both coasts, which I think makes me a very lucky woman."

    "And I'm absolutely the luckiest man in the world," I added.

    Piper didn't say anything for a few seconds but I was fairly certain I heard her getting undressed. Then there was the gentle groan of her bed frame. I got up and hurried towards the bedroom to get into bed just like her.

    "You know what I love?" she asked. "The fact that I stay wet for so long after I've been with Cal. It's been two hours since he was inside me and my pussy is still soaked."

    I stripped as quickly as I could and crawled into bed. Just a handful of strokes was all it took to get my dick hard. "That means the sex is really good, right?"

    She moaned and I heard the distinct sound of masturbation. I imagined Piper sliding her fingers in and out of her pussy. It was really loud, which I took to mean that she was really wet.

    "The sex is great," she said. "Though it's not just the sex with Cal. It's the fact that I'm a married woman with a boyfriend. That I'm fucking my boyfriend. That I'd just sent my husband a video of me making out with my boyfriend. That I knew you were probably watching that video over and over and stroking yourself while I had Cal's cock inside me and was taking him for a long, slow ride while kissing him, while his hands were all over my body."

    Holy shit was I hard. Rock hard. Hard in that way that makes me feel like I'm 19 again. Being cuckolded is the only thing that makes me that hard.

    "I do miss having you here, though," Piper added. "It was nice to be able to fuck you after I'd been with Cal. Actually, more than nice. A huge turn on."

    "It was for me, too," I said, though that was the least necessary bit of information a man has ever delivered, as Piper knew exactly how much I enjoyed being with her after she'd been with Cal.

    The sounds of masturbation stopped on her end so I stopped stroking.

    "Cal wants to take me away for a weekend," Piper said. "A few weeks from now."

    My pulse quickened. It was, in some ways, a small thing, and yet when a couple goes away for the first time it's kind of a huge milestone and I was really turned on at the idea of my wife and her boyfriend passing one of those milestones.

    "Is that something you want to do?" I asked.

    "Yes," she said softly. "I just wanted to make sure it was okay with you. And I wanted to say that it's absolutely okay if it's not okay with you."

    I laughed. "Well, so, the first thing I thought when you mentioned it was that it feels like something of a relationship milestone. Most of the time you don't ask a woman to go on a trip with you unless you really like her, and I imagine as a woman you don't accept that invitation unless you really like the guy."

    There was a pause before Piper said, "That's right."

    "So were you wondering if that would...I don't know, make me nervous, like you're developing too much of a relationship with Cal?"

    "I just...I love you so much, Joel, and the last thing I want to do is hurt you. This whole thing would be ruined for me if you were unhappy because you felt like I was being...I don't know, too much of a girlfriend with Cal."

    I just wanted to hug her and kiss her and hold her close and tell her how much I loved her.

    "I love you so much, Piper," I said. "And I can't tell you how much it means to me that you thought about that and that you wanted to make sure I was okay with you going away with Cal. I am, though."

    She didn't say anything for a few seconds, so I kept going.

    "I'm well aware that my desire for you to have a boyfriend is unusual. I think, though, that it's really working for both of us. I mean, I can't tell you how exciting this all is. I honestly felt excitement when you mentioned the idea of going away with Cal, and not just like my dick got a little harder. But a deeper level of excitement."

    "Me too," she said.

    "Then, to me at least, that just means we're utterly perfect for each other. I mean, what else could be the takeaway? We both got really excited at the idea of you and your boyfriend having a little weekend getaway. I mean, that's amazing to me and I can't imagine anything other than fully embracing how amazing that is. You should absolutely go away with him."

    I felt like I could hear her smiling as she said, "It would be to celebrate two months together."

    An anniversary trip of sorts. That made it hotter. "That's amazing. Do you know where he wants to take you?"

    "There's a Ritz-Carlton in a coastal town called Half Moon Bay. It looks like one of the most beautiful hotels I've ever seen," she said. "It's...it's so romantic looking. It's set on a little bit of a cliff overlooking the ocean. It's just...it's so beautiful, Joel."

    I felt that excitement again, mostly at the tone of Piper's voice. She was smitten. Utterly smitten with her boyfriend.

    "You should tell him to book the room, then," I said.

    I was also surprisingly excited at the idea that Cal was willing to spend what must have been a good-sized amount of money to treat my wife to a wonderful weekend. I mean, the Ritz-Carlton is not a cheap hotel.

    "I'll text him right now," Piper replied. "Hold on a minute."

    My wife and her boyfriend were going to celebrate their anniversary - of a sort, at least - at an incredibly fancy and romantic hotel. Most men would be utterly waylaid by such a thing. I had an incredibly stiff erection. I am not like most men, a fact that continues to delight me.

    "Okay, I texted him. He's going to book the room. Two nights. We'll leave on a Friday after work."

    "You'll need to do some shopping before then," I said.

    "Yeah? You think so?"

    I heard a hint of playfulness in her voice. Or perhaps she was just smiling. I imagined she'd been planning on bringing up the idea of doing a little shopping.

    "What should I buy?" she asked.

    I stroked my cock a few times before answering. "Well, you should definitely buy some new lingerie. And, since he's treating you to a luxurious hotel stay, you should probably invest in something high end, assuming Cal likes that sort of lingerie on a woman."

    "He does," Piper answered softly before moaning.

    "So at least one new lingerie set. Maybe two if you're feeling generous. You'll need a dress, too, as I imagine you'll be going to dinner somewhere beautiful and romantic," I added. "A classy but sexy look seems right for the Ritz-Carlton. Something that will turn heads as you walk through the restaurant. That will make all the wealthy men there wish they were with you instead of the women sitting across from them."

    "And that will make Cal very, very happy that I'm there with him," she added.

    "Yes, absolutely. You'll have to mention that it's a new dress, that you bought it just for him, that your husband has never seen you in the dress," I said.

    Piper moaned. "He'll love that."

    I'd never fantasized about having that particular kind of conversation with my wife, and yet it proved to be hugely arousing as it unfolded. So much so that anything other than a slow-paced cock stroking would have made me cum.

    "Do they have a pool?" I asked.

    "Yes, absolutely."

    "Then a swimsuit, perhaps. Again, something classy but sexy. Something that shows off how good you look, something that will draw stares as you saunter towards your chair or as you dive into the pool."

    "Are you sure about me buying all of that?" she asked. "I mean, it won't be cheap."

    "But it will be worth it," I said. "Especially if you take a few pictures that you can send me after the weekend."

    "After?"

    "Well, it only seems fair that Cal be the first man to see you in everything you're going to buy," I said as I felt a wondrous thrill at the notion of Piper doing something exclusively for Cal, at least until after the weekend when I'd get to admire her in the lingerie, dress, and swimsuit.

    "Cal will love that...but if I'm being honest, I think I love it too," Piper replied. "I'm so...I'm so turned on right now, Joel."

    "Me too," I said.

    She moaned and once again I heard the telltale wetness of her fingers entering her pussy. "There's one more thing I wanted to do...for that weekend...for Cal."

    I had no idea what she was going to say, but I was excited. "What's that?"

    "I want to let Cal cum inside me."

    Holy shit. I almost came. I was a split second away from cumming, in fact. I don't know why, but I'd never considered the possibility that Piper would have unprotected sex with Cal. Which is weird, because the idea is so fucking hot.

    "We'd both get tested," she said. "I'm not going to be irresponsible about it. But I'd really like to have unprotected sex with him. I'd like him to start cumming inside me. But I won't do it if you're not okay with it."

    "I hope you won't think less of me if I say that the idea really excites me," I replied without hesitation. "I mean, I almost came when you first said it and I'm barely even masturbating."

    "Really? You'd really be okay with it?"

    "Yes. I'd be more than okay with it. I'd be ecstatic. Knowing that was happening during your trip would be...I mean, it would just be incredible. I'd be turned on the whole weekend as I thought about another man cumming in my wife."

    Piper moaned and I have to say, it was probably the single hottest moan I'd ever heard. I mean...fuck...she was moaning because she was thinking about her boyfriend cumming inside her. It's just so fucking hot. I can't even explain why. It just is.

    "I want to cum again," Piper said. "Will you cum with me?"

    "Hell yes."

    "Think of me in something sexy and lacy and expensive. Think of me wearing it for Cal, baby. Think of me seducing him in that lingerie. Think of his hands all over my body. Think of us kissing, of me caressing his cock, of me stroking him until he's hard for me as we lie together in the most luxurious hotel bed."

    I did all of that, though I barely stroked my cock because I was already so close to cumming.

    "Think of me taking him in my mouth, of me giving my boyfriend a blowjob. Think of me sucking his beautiful cock while my pussy gets so wet that it's not long before I'm utterly desperate to have him inside me."

    She was painting a beautiful picture and my whole body tingled with desire.

    "Think of him inside me, Joel," she said as the sound of furious masturbation filled my ears. "Think of me on my back in that gorgeous lingerie that you won't have seen, that I bought just for my boyfriend. Think of his bare cock moving in and out of me as we make love. Think if us kissing. Of me moaning. Of me telling him how good it feels as we have unprotected sex."

    I was beyond turned on. I was moments away from cumming. A few swift strokes at any point would put me over the top.

    "Think of me on the verge of an orgasm, Joel. Think of me telling Cal to cum inside me. Think of me telling my boyfriend to cum inside me!"

    She came. I came. Holy shit did I cum. I came so fucking hard. It was absolutely the best orgasm I've ever had by my own hand. Sex with Piper is better, but this was a close second. A very close second. It was stunning. It was long-lasting, too. It felt like my whole body was vibrating with pleasure. It literally took my breath away, too.

    "You're very generous, Piper. Thank you for painting such a vivid picture. I love you so much."

    She chuckled softly. "I love you too, Joel. More than I could ever explain."

    Neither of us said anything for a few seconds before I asked, "That wasn't made up, right? You're actually going to have unprotected sex with him?"

    "I am," she said. "As long as the tests are clean. But yeah, I am. We'll be having unprotected sex until I leave San Francisco."

    The thought that came to mind was that Piper would be having unprotected sex with Joel the next time I came to visit. I wasn't sure how that would play out, but the possibilities were hugely exciting to me.

    "That orgasm exhausted me," she said. "Would it be okay if I go to bed? I'm not seeing Cal tomorrow so I can call you on the way home from work."

    "Yeah, of course. I can't wait to talk to you then," I replied. "I love you, Piper."

    "I love you too, Joel."

    She hung up and I cleaned up the mess from my orgasm. I did so with a smile on my face because I was still turned on at the idea of Piper and Cal having unprotected sex. The excitement of that was going to provide quite a few thrilling orgasms for me over the coming weeks. Then there'd be the trip, which I was fairly certain was going to be beyond exciting.

    I'll be sure to tell you all about it.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 12
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    Outside of our honeymoon, I'm not sure I've taken Piper to a hotel as nice as a Ritz-Carlton. It can be hard to compare hotels sometimes, I suppose, but I'm pretty sure that her weekend getaway with Cal was probably as luxurious a trip as she's ever been on.

    Did that make me jealous? Absolutely. Did I spend a great deal of time on the Ritz-Carlton Half Moon Bay website? I sure did. I looked at the room pictures and imagined my wife and her boyfriend in the bed, on the balcony, in the shower, in the bathtub. Did I look at pictures of the grounds and imagine them strolling the beach and eating at the restaurant with the ocean view? I sure did.

    Was any of that unpleasant? Not really, if I'm being honest. I think that just goes to show how deep my affection for cuckolding is, though. I was a little bit jealous and a little bit anxious, but nothing about our experience so far has left me feeling like Piper has anything other than the deepest love for me, so her weekend getaway didn't feel like a threat to our marriage.

    It wasn't, by the way, in case you're wondering if there's a surprise coming at the end of this entry. There isn't. Piper had a great time, but she's not leaving me for Cal. She's just as enamored with the hotwife/cuckold experience as I am.

    We talked the day before they left for the coast and I suggested that there was no need for Piper to call me while they were away. She was more than willing to do so - to sneak away for a bit each day so we could talk - but I really liked the idea of her just enjoying her weekend with Cal.

    She wasn't entirely on board with that, much to my surprise, so we settled on her communicating via text. She said she wanted to give me little updates as the weekend went by and to be honest, I was more than happy to receive them.

    They left on Friday after work. Cal rented a car and drove. Piper texted me that she'd considered giving him a blowjob in the car but that the road had been rife with twists and turns so she'd held off. Unsurprisingly, I found that little tidbit hugely arousing.

    A few hours later I received a picture from their room. It was a shot looking out over the balcony, the green fairway of the golf course at the resort, and the ocean that extended as far as the eye could see. It struck me as among the most romantic views I'd ever seen.

    "The view is stunning," she texted. "I feel a really strong urge to have Cal in my mouth, like I want to reward him for booking this trip and being so generous in doing so. What do you think?"

    My wife was asking me if she should give her boyfriend a blowjob. The question alone was hot as hell. "I think you should definitely go down on your boyfriend."

    "Should I swallow?" she asked.

    Obviously, Piper is amazing. "Yes, you should swallow for your boyfriend," I replied as my cock stirred.

    "That's what I'll do, then. Enjoy the rest of your night."

    I didn't hear from her again until much later that evening. It was a little past midnight, in fact. Piper texted to say goodnight and that was it.

    If you remember, she planned on letting Cal cum inside her on the trip. She hadn't mentioned in her text if that had happened the first night. I assumed it had - or I was just really hoping it had - and I thought about it constantly. It was a huge turn on to do so, which was probably why it was on my mind almost constantly.

    I heard from her a few times the next day. Piper sent a text of her in a swimsuit and a bikini, asking which she should wear to the pool. I chose the bikini, for what it's worth. She sent a picture of her in a dress that she was wearing to dinner and soon after a picture of her in the lingerie she intended to wear that night. Very expensive lingerie, I might add. Lingerie that she looked stunningly sexy in. I was deeply grateful for the pictures and they fueled my fantasies that night.

    Again Piper made no mention of Cal having cum inside her. Again I assumed it had happened and again I was immensely aroused at the idea of Cal and Piper having unprotected sex, of him actually cumming inside her. Honestly, giving it even a moment's thought at any point over the weekend was more than enough to inspire a huge burst of arousal in me. It took a great deal of self-control not to cum at any point during the weekend. I did masturbate a few times, though, getting myself close to the edge while looking at the pictures she'd sent before tucking my cock back into my pants and going about my day.

    On Sunday morning I received a picture of Piper sitting on the balcony in a bathrobe. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and her cheeks and chest were flushed red. She didn't mention it, but it certainly looked like she and Cal had fucked and then ordered room service, the last part evidenced by a second picture that showed a delicious-looking breakfast spread on the table that sat on the balcony.

    "Did you just get fucked?" I texted.

    "Wouldn't you like to know," she replied.

    What a tease. What a wonderful, perfect tease. I told her I loved her and that I couldn't wait to hear from her. She told me she'd call the moment she got home.

    That call came a little after 9 p.m. my time. I figured she'd call earlier - checkout time is usually in the morning - but I was also a little bit delighted at the idea of Piper and her boyfriend spending as much time together as they could before going home.

    "Hey," I said.

    There was a pause and then she replied, "Hey, baby. I wish you were here."

    She wasn't sad, in case you were wondering. It wasn't a wistful kind of 'wish you were here.' It was lustful. "Me too," I replied. "Desperately."

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes. Absolutely. Fuck yes."

    "What would you do if you were here? If I'd just come home from a weekend with my boyfriend? A weekend in the most beautiful hotel room I've ever been in?"

    A twinge of jealousy coursed through me. "I'd ravage you," I answered. "I'd strip you naked, kiss you all over, and then make you cum as many times as you'd let me."

    Piper moaned softly. "And what about you? Would you cum?"

    "As many times as I could."

    She moaned again and I imagined her eyes closed as she arched her back. I have no idea if that's what she was doing, but I liked the idea of Piper getting turned on at the notion of me ravaging her after she'd spent the weekend with Cal.

    "And what if I'd made you wait in the living room of my apartment while Cal and I went to the bedroom to fuck one more time before he went home? Would you have sat there on the couch and waited while my boyfriend had his way with me again?"

    I assumed that's what they'd done. That Cal had driven Piper back to her apartment and that she'd invited him up, which would have been the first time she'd done that, as far as I knew. The idea was really hot, as was the notion of being made to wait in the living room while they did so. I mean, holy fuck, what an insanely hot idea that was.

    "Yes, I would have sat there and waited," I answered.

    "Would you have enjoyed waiting?"

    "Yes."

    She moaned and I was certain I heard the sound of masturbation. "And would have come to the bedroom after Cal had enjoyed me one more time?"

    "Yes. I would have come running once you and Cal were done."

    "And if...if you'd walked in...if you'd walked in and seen me naked with my legs spread and...and Cal's cum leaking out of me, what would you have done?"

    My pulse quickened. My cock throbbed. "I would have ravaged you. I would have stripped as quickly as possible. I would have crawled into the bed. I would have crawled on top of you. I would have kissed you. I would have caressed you. I would have slipped my cock inside you. I would have fucked you, Piper. I would have fucked you so hard."

    She moaned. "You would have fucked my cum-filled pussy?"

    I swear I almost came. I wasn't even masturbating and I almost came. "Yes, I would have fucked your cum-filled pussy. I would have fucked it so hard. I would have added my cum to his. I would have, Piper."

    She was masturbating. Furiously.

    "It would have turned me on to see his cum leaking out of you. To know that you'd had unprotected sex with your boyfriend. To know that he'd cum inside you. To know that he'd probably spent the whole weekend cumming inside you."

    "He did," she said. "He came in me so many times, Joel. He wanted me like never before. I wanted him, too. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. Honestly, we didn't leave the room all that often. We just...we fucked so many times, Joel. It was so hot. He came inside me almost every time, too."

    "Another man came in my wife all weekend?"

    "Yes!"

    She didn't announce it, but I'm pretty sure Piper came right there. She certainly moaned like she was cumming. She did some screaming, too, and I heard her masturbating pretty furiously. It was incredibly hot to listen to, though the thing that I really loved was that she seemed genuinely aroused at the notion that Cal had cum inside her so many times that weekend. It was like our fantasies had aligned, though I suspect my enthrallment was different from hers.

    "Did you cum?" I asked after a handful of silent seconds had passed.

    "I did," Piper replied.

    I thought of her in bed. In the bed we'd had sex in numerous times during my visit. I closed my eyes and pictured Piper on her back without a stitch of clothing on her beautiful body. I pictured cum leaking out of her, too, though it wasn't my cum like it had been during my visit. It was her boyfriend's cum and it was so fucking hot.

    "Did you invite Cal up to your apartment to fuck?"

    "I did," she answered.

    "Is that the first time he's been in your apartment?"

    "It is."

    I'd been in her apartment so it was easy for me to picture them fucking in her bed. It was easy to picture me sitting in her living room while it happened, too, and it was so fucking hot.

    "Will it be the last time he's in your apartment?"

    "We'll still meet at his place most of the time, I'm sure. I'm still not terribly interested in my coworkers knowing I have a boyfriend. It was nice to have him here, though."

    "Is his cum really leaking out of you right now?" I asked.

    "It is," she answered. "We fucked. He came inside me. He stayed inside me until he went soft. Then he left so I could call you. I haven't moved from the spot I was in when we fucked."

    "That's so hot," I said. "Can I...can I see? Would you be willing to take a picture?"

    "Of course."

    I can't tell you how excited I was. My heart was racing. My dick was hard as a rock.

    Piper sent a picture. It was astonishingly sexy. Her pussy lips were gaping a little. Her labia were enflamed and wet. Her pubic hair was damp and matted. Most importantly, though, I could genuinely see Cal's cum both inside her and leaking out of her. I could see another man's cum in my wife. I couldn't believe it.

    "Holy shit," I muttered.

    "Do you like it?"

    "I hope it's not weird to say that it's the hottest thing I've ever seen."

    She laughed softly. "It's not weird at all. I'm relieved, honestly. I was a little worried you'd be upset, or that it wouldn't be anywhere near as sexy as you thought it would be. I'm really glad it is."

    "Oh, fuck, it definitely is. It absolutely, positively is sexy."

    I stared at the picture and listened to my heart pounding in my chest.

    "Did it happen the first time on Friday?" I asked.

    "It did," she answered. "After dinner that night. We had a glass of champagne on the balcony - which is where I blew him when we first got there, by the way."

    "Wait, really?"

    She laughed. "Yeah. I thought it would be hotter that way. I was right. I started in the hotel room, but I got really excited doing it and dragged him out onto the balcony. I had him sit while I sucked his cock. He was looking out at the ocean while his girlfriend blew him, Joel. While I blew him on the balcony of the gorgeous hotel room he treated me to for the weekend. I'd like to think I was a very good girlfriend in that moment."

    "Oh, you were," I said. "And you're being a good wife right now, for what it's worth, because hearing that is so fucking hot."

    "Yeah? You think I'm a good wife? Even though I just spent the weekend having unprotected sex with my boyfriend?"

    Just hearing her say it was hot. Even the fairly clinical term 'unprotected sex' turned me on. She sounded just a touch insecure, though, like she wasn't entirely sure I was as thrilled about her weekend as I said I was. I took that as a good sign since it meant to me that Piper was most concerned about the health of our marriage.

    "Yes, I think you're the most amazing wife a man has ever had. I'm as lucky as a guy could be, Piper. I really am."

    "I'm glad to hear you say that. Cal actually said something similar after I swallowed his cum on the balcony."

    It was my turn to laugh a little, because of course Cal had said that. Almost any man would have said the same thing because any sane man would have felt incredibly lucky in that moment.

    "After the blowjob we went for a walk on the beach and around the hotel grounds. Then we went to dinner and then back to the room for the glass of champagne I mentioned. After that he led me to the bed, we stripped each other naked, and we took our time making love."

    Fuck, there's still something about that phrase and the kind of sex it implies that really gets me going. I think it's at least in part because there's something just a little bit dangerous about it. Maybe. I don't know. I just know that it's such a turn on.

    "Yeah? You made love to your boyfriend in that gorgeous hotel room?" I asked.

    She moaned softly. "I did, Joel. We kissed at the foot of the bed as we undressed each other. Then we fell into each other's arms in the bed. We kissed. We touched each other slowly and softly. I told him glad I was to be at the hotel, to be celebrating two months together, to be celebrating with someone I liked so much. He told me he couldn't have been happier."

    It sounded so beautiful and her description had my heart pounding.

    "I stroked his cock and he fingered my pussy as we looked into each other's eyes. We kissed deeper as we got more turned on. I rolled onto my back and he got on top of me. He kissed me as I stroked his cock. He kissed my neck and my chest and he showered my breasts with attention while his fingers found their way inside me once more. I closed my eyes and I moaned for him, Joel. I told him I needed him inside me. I told him to make love to me."

    I moaned. "What did he think of that? Of you telling him that, I mean."

    "He didn't say anything, but he looked happy. Deeply happy, like I'd said the thing he wanted to hear. Then he slid inside me and filled me slowly. I wrapped my legs around him to hold him deep in my pussy and we kissed as I ran my hands through his hair and down his back. It felt incredible to have him in me without a condom. It felt...it just felt so much better. I don't know if it's because it was the first time or because it felt more special than other times, or if it really does feel so much better to have unprotected sex, but it really did feel better."

    "I love that it felt better...and I love that he was inside you without a condom. I've been thinking about it all weekend. I can't stop thinking about it. It's just so hot to me."

    "I whispered to him to make love to me, Joel," she said softly. I'm pretty sure she was masturbating again. It was a slow and quiet kind of masturbation, but I was almost certain I could hear it. "I was so turned on. There was something about the whole weekend, about the hotel, about the celebration of two months, about the romance of it, the beauty of it, the passion I felt for Cal, the fact that we were having unprotected sex for the first time. I don't know, I felt like I wanted that moment to last forever while I was in it. I just wanted him to keep moving in and out of me while we kissed, while he touched me, while he told me how beautiful I was and how good it felt to make love to me."

    Can you imagine your wife uttering those words to you? Are you imagining it right now? Would your dick have been as hard as mine was? Maybe I'm insane, but I was just so turned on.

    "I'm so turned on, Piper," I said. I figured I might as well be honest. "I mean, I don't know if I've ever been so turned on."

    "I've cum four times today and I'm eager to cum again," she said. "So you're not alone, Joel. I just wish you were here so you could be inside me while I tell you about how good it felt to make love to my boyfriend before urging him to cum inside me."

    "Oh, fuck. That would have been so hot to hear," I replied.

    She laughed softly. "I did think of you when I said it. Just for a moment. I thought about how much you would have enjoyed hearing it. How much it would have turned you on. I said multiple times that first time. I was actually surprised by how badly I wanted it. How it had come to feel like I needed it, in fact."

    "You needed your boyfriend to cum inside you?" Really, I just wanted to say the words. It was hot, too.

    She moaned. "Yes, Joel, I need Cal to cum inside me. I needed it. I was desperate for it by the time I said it. I was so close to cumming and my whole body was tingling with pleasure. The sex - the lovemaking - had been so good and I was going to cum so, so hard."

    "Say it like you said it to him," I asked as I stroked my cock furiously.

    "Cal...baby, please, cum inside me," she said. "Please, Cal, cum in me. Cum inside me."

    I came. Obviously I came. I mean, fuck. I came with my eyes closed while I thought of my wife on her back in that glorious hotel bed. I thought of Cal on top of her. I thought of them making love. I thought of her begging for him to cum inside her. I thought of him cumming in her pussy. I thought of the picture and I imagined the same exact sight after their first time having unprotected sex. It was all so fucking beautiful.

    Piper came too. She must have been holding off and waiting for me, because the moment I let out that orgasmic moan hers followed.

    "Thank you, Piper," I said afterwards.

    "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure," she replied.

    Neither of us said anything for a while. I was content to listen to her breathing and to bask in the aftermath of my orgasm.

    Eventually, though, we talked about the rest of her weekend - the non sex parts, at least - and caught up on other various bits of news we hadn't shared with each other.

    "I was thinking I'd come back to visit you next weekend," she said towards the end of the conversation.

    "Really?"

    "Yeah. I know you were planning on coming out here again, but I have the time to get away and I think I'd like to sleep in our bed again if that's okay with you. Plus, I think I'd like to see some of our friends, go to a favorite restaurant. I think I'm a little homesick."

    I was delighted. "Yeah, that would be amazing. It really would be. Do you think you'll come in on Friday?"

    "Yeah. And leave Monday morning. It will be a long weekend."

    "I can't wait," I said.

    "Neither can I."

    I'm not sure what the weekend will hold, but I'll write again soon to keep you updated on any fun we have.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 13

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Piper's flight got in early Friday morning. As in, 7 a.m. early. She picked the red-eye flight because she wanted to spend as much time with me as possible, which I was deeply appreciative of.

    I took Friday off from work and I was at the airport at 6:30 with two coffees in the car's cup holders (Dunkin' Donuts coffee, of course). I'm not sure why, but I felt a little nervous as I waited for Piper in the baggage claim. I'd seen her a little more than a month ago so there was no reason to be nervous, but maybe it's just because she was coming home and we weren't in the fantasy land where she was free to have a boyfriend because no one knew her.

    All the nerves washed away as soon as I saw her, though. Her travel outfit of leggings and a sweater was quite fetching and she ran into my arms for a hug and a deep kiss like we hadn't seen each other for six months. Unsurprisingly, my cock was hard just a few seconds after her tongue entered my mouth.

    We drew a few stares kissing like that, but it was well worth it. Piper had packed everything she needed in a carry on, so we headed right for the parking garage. We held hands and enjoyed a few more kisses before I tossed her bag in the trunk.

    "Coffee!" she said gleefully upon sighting the distinct Dunkin' Donuts cup in the holder. She took a sip, closed her eyes, and enjoyed the overly-sweetened coffee from the most iconic chain on the East Coast.

    I sipped my coffee and started the car and Piper leaned over and kissed me. Our tongues entwined once more and she offered the gift of a bit of cock stroking through my jeans. Unsurprisingly, I got hard, which seemed to put quite the smile on her face.

    "I missed you, you know," I said.

    "I missed you too, though I'm lucky enough to have a boyfriend that can take care of certain needs while we're apart."

    My dick got harder.

    "You're not so lucky."

    I shook my head.

    "I feel bad about that sometimes, you know," she said. "That you don't have someone that you can have sex with while I'm away. Though, to be clear, I'm not saying you should find someone."

    "I don't want to find someone."

    Piper smiled. "Good, because I couldn't handle that. I'd get too jealous. I'm not like you."

    "Because I like that you have a boyfriend. That you have someone to have sex with, to go on dates with, to sleep with, to snuggle up with while we're apart."

    She leaned over and kissed me again. This time it was a slow, sensual kiss. It was the sort of kiss that made a couple feel closer, that made me want to become one with my wife, that made it clear that she felt the same way.

    "We should go home," she said. "I want you. In our bed."

    As I backed out of the space, Piper pulled out her phone. I saw her open a message thread.

    "I'm just texting Cal to let him know my plane landed," she said after noticing my staring.

    "Of course," I replied. I tried to play it cool, but I was hit with a wave of arousal. My wife was texting her boyfriend to let him know she'd landed safely. It was such a relationship-y thing to do, which is precisely what made it so hot.

    Boston's airport is not especially well-located when it comes to avoiding city traffic, but on that day it was early enough that we managed to avoid most of the clogged roads that plague Boston on most mornings, making it a breeze to get out of the city and onto the highway that would take us north to our New Hampshire town. The drive is shorter than you might think - less than an hour - so it wasn't long before I pulled into our driveway.

    "The flowers," Piper said as she admired the flowers growing in front of our house. "I miss the flowers."

    "They'll be even better in the coming weeks," I noted. "So I suppose that's one good thing about not being in San Francisco."

    Piper got out of the car, closed her eyes, and inhaled deeply. She smiled, and while I suspect the air in southern New Hampshire isn't all that different from San Francisco, I'll admit that I was pleased to see that Piper seemed to think it was. More than that, though, I was pleased to see that she seemed overjoyed to be home. I was a touch worried that she might miss Cal and San Francisco so much that she'd regret having booked a trip to see me.

    "What?" she asked.

    I realized I'd been staring - open mouthed, in fact - and smiled before saying, "I'm just glad to have you home is all."

    I grabbed her suitcase and we headed inside. Without saying a word we both headed for the bedroom. Piper undressed and I stood and watched as she revealed the matching bra and panty set - both made from lovely blue lace - she wore underneath.

    "What are you waiting for?" she asked with a smile. "Get naked. I want you inside me."

    I got naked as fast as I could. Piper was in bed and masturbating when I'd finished. She was staring at me, too, and while I felt a touch self-conscious, the look of pleasure on her face made it seem like she enjoyed what she was looking at.

    "You look good," she said.

    I looked down at my body and smiled. "Thank you. So do you."

    She sat up on her elbows and eyed me. "No, I mean, you look different. Like, really good." She tilted her head and smiled. "Have you been working out?"

    I nodded. "Is it making a difference?"

    Piper swung her legs over the edge of the bed and parted her thighs a little. I don't know if she did it on purpose, but I couldn't help but stare between them at her eternally arousing pussy.

    "Yes, it's making a difference. How long has this been going on?"

    I've always been semi-dedicated to fitness, but that largely manifested itself through regular walks, almost daily bike rides, and the occasional jog. It had almost never manifested itself through weight lifting and resistance training, with the exception of a few month long bursts over the years.

    "Two months or so," I said.

    Piper stood and approached. My pulse quickened as her naked body neared mine. My cock grew without a hint of stimulation. It had been more than a month since I'd seen her and I was clearly eager.

    She ran her fingers over my arms and smiled as she took note of the emerging definition of my biceps. She did the same over my chest, which had gotten a little larger. My stomach wasn't yet showing any sign of musculature - there was still some fat to be lost - but she ran her fingers over it and smiled as she looked up at me.

    "So, a little after I left for San Francisco, you started working out?" she asked.

    I nodded. "It's probably accurate to say that I started working out once you started dating another man, though to be honest, I really didn't connect the two things for a month."

    She leaned in and kissed my chest softly as her fingers encircled my cock. "It looks like it's working. I didn't notice much of a difference when you came to visit last month, but I can see it now. I really like it."

    I was beyond hard in her hand. Every stroke felt like pure bliss. Then, to my utter delight, Piper fell to her knees in front of me. I looked down and pleasure enveloped my body as she took me in her mouth. She ran one hand up my chest and cupped my balls with the other. I watched my cock disappear into her mouth and re-emerge a few seconds later covered in her saliva. I watched the process repeat itself over and over again, my arousal deepening each and every time she did it.

    After a few minutes of oral bliss, Piper stood, stroked my spit-soaked cock, and said, "Yours is the second cock I've sucked in the past twelve hours."

    My eyelids fluttered and my dick swelled in her hand as I thought of her giving Cal a blowjob. "Did you go down on him before you left?"

    She smiled and nodded. "He wanted to drive me to the airport, so I brought my suitcase to work yesterday and then went right to his apartment after. He took me out to dinner - a lovely meal - and then it was back to his place. We had a few hours before it was time to leave for the airport, and I wanted to make my boyfriend feel good before I left for a long weekend."

    "So you...so you went down on him?"

    She leaned in, kissed my neck softly, and whispered, "So I sucked his cock like a good girlfriend. I stripped down to the bra and panties you saw me wearing, I got on my knees in front of his couch, and I gave my boyfriend a long, slow blowjob until he'd cum in my mouth."

    It suddenly felt like I was on the verge of an orgasm. Her strokes felt better, like my cock had gotten more sensitive simply because I was thinking about her giving Cal a blowjob.

    "Did you swallow?" I asked. I knew the answer. Of course I did. I wanted to hear her say it, though. It's just so fucking hot.

    "Yes, I swallowed my boyfriend's cum," she said a moment before kissing me. Her tongue swirled in my mouth. I thought of her lips wrapped around Cal's cock. I thought of her tongue swirling around the head. I thought of her playing with his balls and stroking him. I thought of his cum coating her tongue, the tongue that was now in my mouth.

    Piper stepped back, smiled, and crawled into the bed. She shook her ass at me and then rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Her fingers immediately slipped into her pussy and I marveled at how wet she was.

    "That was just the first orgasm I gave him," she said.

    I crawled on top of her. I kissed her stomach and worked my way to her breasts. The head of my cock brushed against her thigh as Piper continued to masturbate. I took one of her nipples in my mouth and she ran a hand through my hair and moaned.

    "After the blowjob we cuddled up and watched a little TV," Piper told me between moans. "I was surprisingly horny after sucking his cock and so I let my hands start to roam after a while. Cal let his hands roam, too, and eventually we found ourselves making out on his couch. His cock got hard for me. My pussy got wet for him. I asked him to take me to his bed. I told him I needed him inside me before I left."

    Piper guided my cock into her pussy. She was as hot and wet as she'd ever been. I slid into her with ease and savored the pleasure that engulfed my cock as every inch of me rested inside my wife.

    "I told Cal to fuck me," she said.

    "Did he?"

    Piper nodded and kissed me deeply. "He fucked me so good. He fucked your wife so good."

    I pulled out and filled her slowly. Piper was incredibly wet, but her pussy gripped my cock, providing intense pleasure.

    "Fuck me, Joel," she said. "Fuck me hard."

    My challenge was to fuck her without cumming instantly. It proved more difficult than you might imagine, such was the level of my arousal. I thought of her and Cal having sex. Then that proved too arousing so I pushed the thought from my mind. Piper ran her hands down my back and grabbed my ass. She wrapped her legs around me. I felt like our bodies became one, like we were moving in tandem towards our orgasms.

    "Cum inside me," she said as I neared my orgasm.

    "Is that what you said to him?" I asked.

    Her eyes lit up. She smiled. We kissed deeply. "Yes. I told my boyfriend to cum inside me. I told him...I told him to cum in my married pussy. He loved that. He came so hard, Joel."

    "Oh, fuck!"

    I came inside her. I came inside her while I thought of Cal doing the same thing. I thought of Cal finding pleasure in cumming inside a married woman and that improved the quality of my orgasm. It's amazing how much of the pleasure of sex comes from what's happening in the brain. I mean, fuck. What an incredible thing that my wife could utter just a few sentences and give me a much better orgasm than I'd expected.

    "Holy shit," I said while coming down from my orgasm. My cock felt like it was twitching inside her. My toes had dug into the bed as I came and when they relaxed the rest of my body did so as well.

    Piper held me close as I kissed her neck. She moaned softly and wrapped her legs a little tighter around me.

    "I missed you, Joel. I'm so glad to be home. I'm so glad I get to spend the day with you, that I get to sleep in our bed tonight, that I get to do so all weekend long."

    "I missed you too," I said.

    We shared a long, soft, slow kiss. Our tongues entwined as my cock remained inside her. It was beautiful. I didn't want to pull out, to end our connection. I wanted to stay inside her forever.

    Eventually, though, I pulled out. I rolled onto my back. Piper curled up next to me. She rested her head on my chest and I pulled her a little closer and kissed her.

    "I love you, Joel," she whispered.

    "I love you too, Piper."

    ---

    There are many stories I could tell of Piper's weekend home - we had lots of sex, as you might imagine - but I thought I'd talk about the texting. With Cal, that is.

    I don't know why, but I hadn't really considered that Piper would be in contact with her boyfriend while she was in New Hampshire. She was in contact with him, though. Of course she was. And, as it turned out, it proved to be thrilling for me.

    As you probably know, I'm endlessly aroused at the idea of Piper having a boyfriend. Not just a fuck buddy, but a boyfriend. Someone she goes on dates with. Someone she sleeps in the same bed with when she can. Someone she likes. Someone she genuinely cares about. Someone she fucks, but also someone that makes love to her. I mean, my pulse quickens a little just writing all of that because it turns me on in a way I can't fully explain or begin to understand.

    So imagine my delight when we're at brunch on Saturday morning and Piper gets a text from Cal saying that he misses her. Imagine my delight growing when Piper texts him back to say that she misses him too and that she's thinking about him.

    I actually got a little bit hard sitting there with syrup-coated French toast on my fork.

    "Are you really thinking about him?" I asked in a hushed tone.

    Piper smiled, jabbed a bite of pancake with her fork, and nodded. "Is that okay?"

    I leaned in, returned her smile, and quietly said, "If we weren't regulars at this restaurant I'd seriously considering taking you to the bathroom to fuck you. So yeah, it's okay."

    She reached under the table and ran a hand up my thigh. She gave my leg a good squeeze, ate her bite of pancake, and said, "You really like that I like him so much, don't you?"

    I nodded. "I really do."

    After brunch we went for a walk through the quaint downtown of our home before ending up on a bench overlooking a spacious green park with beautiful stands of trees and flowers just beginning to bloom.

    "It's weird," she said without any context.

    "What's weird?"

    She laughed. "Sorry. Yeah. I was having a conversation in my head, I guess. It's weird having a boyfriend and a husband. It's weird having two men in my life that I care about. My thoughts get jumbled sometimes. I'm at brunch with you and I'm thinking of Cal. I'm at dinner with Cal and I'm thinking of you. I'm in bed with Cal and you pop into my head."

    I put my arm around her and pulled Piper a little closer before asking, "You're in bed with me and you think of Cal?"

    She looked up at me, kissed me on the cheek, and said, "I certainly thought of him last night while you were inside me. We were talking about him, of course, so that made it easier, but I probably would have thought about him even if we weren't. Sometimes my mind just conjures up both of the men in my life."

    "I guess you're lucky."

    "Yeah?" she asked.

    "Yeah. I mean, you're married to a man that actually likes that you're thinking about someone else while I'm inside you," I said. Saying it out loud - and thinking it - caused a stirring between my legs and suddenly I was half hard. "Actually, it's probably accurate to say that there are times when I love that you think about him while we're together. Maybe that wouldn't be the case if this was going to be a really long term thing, but there's something so hot about the fact that you have a boyfriend, that you like him so much, that you have such good sex with him, and that you think about all of that while you're having sex with me."

    "I love having sex with you," she said with that same hint of worry in her eyes I'd seen before, like she was genuinely concerned I'd think she was pushing me aside in favor of Cal.

    I laughed and kissed her. "I know you do, Piper. And I know you love me. And I know you will always love me. And I love you. I really do. I also love this admittedly crazy thing we've got going where you have a West Coast boyfriend and an East Coast husband."

    We sat on the park bench for a little while longer - talking about all sorts of subjects - and then got up and continued our stroll. We walked by the store downtown that sells lingerie and bikinis and Piper took my hand and led me inside.

    We picked out a handful of lingerie sets for her to try on and then I waited outside the fitting area while she did so. I didn't get to see any of them. Instead, ten minutes after entering the fitting room she emerged with something lacy in one hand and a smile on her face.

    We bought the lacy thing and on the way out Piper kissed me on the cheek and thanked me for buying her something so beautiful. Before I could say anything she announced that she wanted ice cream, so we made our way to the local shop and both got a cone.

    We sat outside - it was a warm and sunny day - and licked our ice cream cones until Piper's phone dinged. She pulled it from her pocket and smiled.

    "I sent Cal pictures of me in all the different lingerie sets," she said. "I asked him which one he'd most want to fuck me in."

    Her voice was barely above a whisper - we were in public, after all - but I heard every word and again I got half hard. "Can I see the pictures?" I asked.

    Piper shook her head. "Those pictures were just for Cal. He said he was thinking about me, but I wanted him to be obsessing over me."

    I was hard. Fully erect. I'd waited while Piper took lingerie pictures for her boyfriend. Pictures to entice him. Pictures that I wasn't allowed to look at.

    "This weekend, though, you're the lucky one," she said. "Because you get to see me in the lingerie that I bought. The pictures are just for Cal - and I look really, really good in all the lingerie I tried on - but you get to have me, Joel. I'm going to wear the lingerie I bought for you. I'm going to let you have your way with me in it."

    I was hard enough that it hurt. I wanted to go home right that minute. I wanted to toss my ice cream, take my wife home, and fuck her.

    Piper's phone buzzed. She looked down at it and smiled. She showed me the message: "I want you so badly, Piper. You look so beautiful, so sexy in that lingerie. I want to fuck you so badly. I can almost feel your pussy around my cock. I can see you in that lingerie. I can see you riding me. I can see the look on your face as my cock reaches those deep places inside you. I can hear you saying my name as you get close to cumming. I want you so badly."

    I was hard enough I thought my cock might tear through my pants. "Do you want him?" I asked.

    "Yes," she answered. "I want you too, though." Piper leaned closer and smiled. "You like that I want him, don't you? That I'm here with you but that I want my boyfriend, that I'd love to do what he described, to wear that lingerie for him, to take him inside me, to say his name as I get close to cumming on his big cock."

    I was so turned on I thought I might actually cum in my pants. I didn't, thankfully, but I suspect a bit of over-the-pants stroking might have gotten me there.

    I scooted my chair closer to hers and we kissed. Her lips and tongue were cold and sweet with remnants of her strawberry-flavored ice cream. We probably shouldn't have been kissing like that in public, but I didn't give a damn.

    "Yes, I like everything you mentioned," I said.

    She smiled. "He's jealous that I'm here with you. Jealous that I'm with my husband, that another man is going to spend the weekend fucking me and satisfying me."

    "Jealous in a good way?"

    Piper nodded. "I think so, yeah. I think he's probably a little worried that me going away for a weekend is going to ruin the magic of what we have together, but other than that I think he's just jealous in the way any man would get if he knew his girlfriend was sleeping with someone else for a few days."

    She seemed delighted. "Do you like that he's jealous?"

    Piper nodded. "I do."

    "Because it means that he likes you? That he cares about you?"

    She nodded again. We kissed again, this time a little longer.

    "Can we go home?" I asked.

    "After we finish our ice cream."

    We finished our ice creams and then we strolled to our car. Piper made sure we strolled slowly, too. I think she was teasing me. She was, apparently, into teasing, because she was doing the same thing to Cal. It was hot, though. I was turned on the entire time. Bursting with desire.

    We got home and she told me to wait in the living room while she changed in the bedroom. She took her time. Fifteen minutes passed before I heard anything, and what I heard was her phone ringing.

    "Hey, baby," she said.

    I got up off the couch. I hurried towards the bedroom.

    "Yeah? You miss me?"

    She was talking to Cal. He'd called her, though it was possible she'd texted him to do so.

    "I miss you too," Piper said. "What am I doing right now? Well, actually, I just changed into the black lingerie set I sent you a picture of. It looks even better with a pair of stockings and heels. I really think you'd like it."

    I poked my head into the bedroom and saw Piper on her back in the bed. She was in a bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and high heels. She looked astonishingly sexy. She had her phone up to her ear. She looked at me, smiled, and beckoned me into the room.

    "Yes, you'll get to see me in it," she said. "I promise. The first day I'm back I'll wear it for you."

    As I approached the bed, Piper put up a hand to stop me and pointed to my clothes and then at the bedroom floor. I stripped at her instruction and then she smiled and pointed between her legs. It was so fucking sexy. I happily moved between her legs and ran my hands over the stockings, which felt impossibly soft.

    "You can take me out to dinner on Tuesday. We'll have cocktails. We'll go back to your place. We'll have a glass of wine out on the balcony. We'll fool around a little. I'll get you nice and turned on and then I'll get up and go to your bedroom so I can change. You'll sit on the couch and wait for me to emerge in this naughty, sexy little lingerie set."

    I crawled a little closer and kissed Piper's pussy through her panties. She looked down at me and smiled. I kissed her again, this time applying greater pressure. A look of pleasure crossed her face.

    "I'll come out of the bedroom in this lingerie set I'm wearing right now. I'll saunter towards you in these heels. I'll do a little dance for you, Cal. A naughty little dance like I'm your personal stripper. I'll get close, but I won't let you touch me until I say so. I won't let you touch yourself, either. You'll just have to watch me dance for you."

    My cock was hard as a rock as I listened to my wife entice and arouse her boyfriend with the promise of a performance unlike any she'd ever put on for me.

    "Then, when you're really turned on, I'll sit in your lap. I'll grind my ass into your crotch, Cal. I'll get you nice and hard while I let you touch me. You can play with my perky tits in this sexy little bra. You can rub my pussy through these sexy little panties. You can caress my legs in these soft, perfect stockings."

    It dawned on me that Piper had two men utterly enthralled with her in that same moment. Cal was 3,000 miles away, but I was certain he was just as intoxicated with my wife as I was. It seemed that the erotic captivation of two men had lured Piper into a state of sexual bliss, so much so that she wore a look of intense arousal while her pussy juices began to soak through the lace panties as I continued my gentle kisses.

    "Am I wet? I am, Cal. I'm wet thinking about giving you a naughty lap dance. I'm wet thinking about how hard you'll be for me, how hard you are for me right now."

    She smiled, presumably as Cal declared his desire for her.

    "Once you're hard for me, once your hands have roamed all over my body, I'll stand up and turned around, Cal. I'll look at that beautiful bulge in your pants and I'll get on my knees for you. I'll take off your pants. I'll pull off your underwear. I'll free your big cock and take it in my hand."

    I nearly let out a load moan. I kept quiet - I wasn't sure if Cal knew I was there listening to Piper's side of their conversation and I didn't want to spoil anything for her - and Piper reached down to pull aside her panties. I plunged my tongue inside her and then gently licked her clit as I watched the pleasure dance over her face.

    "Yes, Cal, I'll suck your cock. You know I will. You know I can't resist. You know I love having you in my mouth. I love making you feel good. I love sucking your cock and seeing the pleasure on your face. I love making you moan. I love how hard you get, how the head of your dick swells up when I suck on it, how you drip sweet precum into my mouth."

    Holy shit. I mean, holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife go into such detail about why she loves giving her boyfriend head. Holy fucking shit. At that point I seriously could have humped the bed and spilled my load. I was just so fucking turned on.

    "No, I won't make you cum in my mouth. I do like swallowing for you, but I'll need you inside me that night, Cal. I'll be desperate for it. I'll be so wet for you. So wet that my panties will be utterly soaked."

    She moaned and grasped one of her breasts, squeezing it harder than I expected and unleashing yet another moan as I increased the pressure and pace of my tongue against her clit.

    "I'll get up and walk to the bedroom. You'll follow - we both know you won't be able to resist - and then you can have me, Cal. I'll get on my back. I'll beg you to fuck me. I'll tell you how wet I am for you, how desperately I need you inside me, how much I missed having your cock so deep in my pussy."

    I very nearly moaned again, this time suppressing it by pressing my tongue deep into her pussy and rubbing her clit with my lip.

    "Then you'll fuck me, Cal. You'll fuck me hard. You'll fuck me hard and I'll be so desperate for your cock that I'll cum so quickly. I'll scream your name. I'll moan loudly. I'll cum all over your cock while wearing this naughty lingerie set. I'll cum while you're so deep in my wet, tight, married pussy."

    I heard Cal for the first time. He groaned. I imagined he was just as turned on as I was.

    "I'll want to make you cum, baby, so I'll let you have me any way you want me after I've cum. How do you want me? How do you want to fuck me in this sexy little lingerie set?"

    She smiled and I sucked on her clit.

    "Yes, of course you can fuck me doggystyle. I'll get on my hands and knees for you. I'll look back at you and tell you to fuck me, to take my pussy, to take it and use it for your pleasure. Then you'll fuck me hard, Cal. You'll fuck my tight little cunt hard and deep like you always do. You'll fuck me hard and deep and I'll beg you to cum inside me, to cum deep in my married pussy!"

    I heard him moan again. Piper reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair, silently urging me to lick her clit. I did so and not long after she came.

    "Cum inside me, Cal! Cum in my married pussy!"

    He came. He must have. He was groaning loud enough for me to hear it and Piper had this beautiful smile on her face. I'm sure her pleasure was part of that smile, but I also know that Cal's pleasure was too.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked. "Good. I did too, though I'm going to enjoy it even more when it happens on Tuesday night."

    She looked down at me and smiled before running her fingers through my hair.

    "Okay. I'll talk to you later. Bye, baby."

    She hung up. She didn't say a word. She just beckoned me forward and a few moments later I was inside her as we kissed. I don't think I made it more than fifteen strokes before cumming inside me wife. I'm pretty sure it was one of the best orgasms I've ever had.

    I stayed inside her until I went soft. I must have told her I loved her a dozen times before I pulled out.

    It was a great weekend. Truly. Great in every way. She's on her way back to San Francisco now. Tomorrow night she'll be in Cal's bed. Hopefully she'll have a story to tell me on Wednesday, though I suppose I already know the details of that story.

    Still, I can't wait to hear all about it. I'm sure I'll have more to share with you at some point, too. I'll write again soon.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 14

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Hey there."

    I smiled. It was always nice to hear Piper's voice.

    "Hey," I replied.

    It was Saturday morning. A little after 8 a.m. for her and three hours later for me. I was sitting on our front porch with a cup of coffee in my hand and a book - yes, a real live book - resting in my lap.

    "It's good to hear your voice," I added. "Really good."

    "Yeah?"

    I heard the sounds of the city. They were loud enough that I surmised she was strolling through San Francisco.

    "Yeah. Are you out right now?"

    "I am. I just left Cal's apartment, actually. I'm on my way to grab coffee and a quick breakfast for us. He volunteered to go, but I told him I was going to give you a call so I'd do it."

    It had become commonplace for Piper to spend the night at Cal's, but that didn't stop it from bringing my cock to life. A neighbor walked by at that moment and I raised my hand to wave. They did the same and I smiled, though not because I was so overjoyed to see them. No, I smiled because I was talking to my wife as she was running out to get her and her boyfriend coffee and breakfast and I was sitting there in a lovely suburban New Hampshire town and waving to a neighbor. The whole thing struck me as utterly amusing and more than a little absurd, though in the best way possible.

    "You spent the night?" I asked.

    "I did," she said a moment before the blast of a horn - it was low like a truck's horn - filled my ears. "Sorry about that. It's noisier than I expected out here. I'm just about off this insanely busy street, though."

    "Was it a good night?"

    "It was. It always is, though. You know, I was thinking last night that Cal and I have never had a fight. I came to the conclusion that it's a lot easier to not fight when you're not really thinking about a long term future with someone. We're dating, yeah, and we do more than just have sex together - we're not just fuck buddies, I mean - but we don't fight because anything that's a little bit annoying can just be brushed off because it's not going to be a permanent thing in our lives."

    I was oddly pleased to know that there were some things about Cal that annoyed Piper. I wasn't going to ask what they were - I didn't really need to know - but I was a little bit delighted at knowing that it wasn't a perfect relationship.

    "What did you do last night?" I asked.

    "Believe it or not, we went miniature golfing," Piper said with obvious joy in her voice. "It's been so long since I've done something like that and it was so much fun. We went to this place that has a mini golf course - complete with the windmills and all the other big silly obstacles - and there was an arcade, too, so after the golfing we played some arcade games, skee-ball, whack-a-mole...even air hockey."

    It remains true that I feel the most significant insecurity when Piper does real boyfriend/girlfriend stuff with Cal. I think of them laughing as they play air hockey, or him stepping behind her to help line up a putt - a class mini golf move for a man - or them competing at some silly arcade game and having an uproariously good time and it fills me with that potent mixture of jealousy and insecurity and arousal that must be exclusive to men who get off on their wives sleeping with other men.

    It wouldn't be worth it if it was pure jealousy and anxiety. That's bad and only a true masochist would be into that. It's the arousal that comes right alongside those other things that makes it irresistible. Plus, there's the fact that I don't feel any angst when Piper tells me about the sex she and Cal have. That's pure arousal for me. Arousal that is unlike any other I've ever experienced. I mean, it's not even close. Sometimes I think about how fucked up that is - or how fucked up someone else might think it is, really - but ultimately I don't give a damn. It's just too hot to resist.

    "That sounds kind of amazing," I said while partially consumed by the angst. "Like...well, like an honest to goodness date. Like the stuff a real couple would do."

    "It was. It really was."

    There was a dreamy quality to her voice, like she was rapidly reliving memories from the date and how good she felt while on it. Again there was a rush of anxiety and jealousy and arousal. It started to feel a little strange to be sitting on the front porch of our house while getting turned on, and yet there was something about it - about being ensconced in the normalcy of our life while listening to Piper tell me about her date with her boyfriend - that deepened the arousal, making it impossible to get up.

    "Was there kissing on the mini golf course?" I asked.

    "There was," she replied. "Lots of kissing. Making out, you might even say. It feels like that's the thing you're supposed to do when you go mini golfing as a couple, right?"

    "Absolutely."

    "I like that I can feel him get hard when we kiss, even in public. That he finds me so irresistible that he'll get stiff with just a little bit of kissing and touching. I like the way he looks at me once he feels that desire, too. There was a little cave you walk through on one of the holes and Cal grabbed me, pulled me close, and kissed me with such desire that I thought he might turn me around, bend me over, pull up my skirt, and fuck me right then and there."

    Piper had sent a picture of her outfit before she left for the date. She'd paired a pleated skirt with a loose, off-the-shoulder sweater and there was no bra strap on the exposed shoulder. I asked and she informed me that she'd gone without a bra, a notion I found remarkably thrilling.

    "He didn't fuck me," she continued, "though he did play with my tits in that little cave, which made me wish he'd fucked me."

    "Yeah? It turned you on to get felt up on the mini golf course?"

    "It really did. It's probably kind of stupid, but I just loved that my boyfriend's hand was up my sweater in public. There was something exciting about it."

    I found it exciting, too. I loved that Piper was willing to let Cal play with her tits in public. I loved that she'd worn a sweater without a bra. I loved that she'd worn a skirt. I loved that she'd worn a pair of heels with the outfit simply because she wanted to look hotter for her boyfriend. I fucking loved all of it and had masturbated to the picture and the idea that they were on a date, though I hadn't known they were mini golfing. I also hadn't cum, choosing instead to tease myself a little.

    Also, can you imagine how much Cal must have enjoyed that? He puts a hand up her sweater and he finds Piper's bare breast? He knows immediately that she went braless because she wanted to turn him on (or at least he suspects that). Plus, he's feeling her utterly perfect breast and he's doing it in public. I mean, fuck, how incredibly hot is that?

    "I beat him at skee-ball," she added. "He beat me at air hockey. The whole thing was really, really fun, though."

    The jealousy reared up again. It sounded like Cal had managed to plan a damn near perfect date for him and Piper and I'd been out to dinner with friends while it had all unfolded. Then the arousal returned as I thought about him feeling her up and making out with her while they were mini golfing.

    "Did you go back to his place after?"

    "We did," she said. "We had lots of fun there, too, but I really can't tell you about that while in public. We had more fun this morning, too. Fun that's left something of a mess in my panties as I walk to get us breakfast."

    I adjusted the book so it covered my crotch. There wasn't much of a risk of someone seeing the bulge in my jeans from the sidewalk, but it wasn't worth the risk. 

    "Can we talk later?" I asked.

    "Of course we can," she said. "Hold on a second. I have to order."

    I listened as my wife ordered breakfast for her and her boyfriend. The order itself was unremarkable - two breakfast sandwiches, one with bacon and one without - and two coffees. It was the mere fact that she was ordering breakfast for her and Cal that I found thrilling, though. I wasn't talking to a friend. I was talking to my wife as she ordered breakfast for her and the man she was dating while she worked in San Francisco. I mean, it was so fucking hot and wild an angsty and all the good (and some bad) cuckold stuff.

    "I have to say," Piper began after finishing her order, "I'm a little jealous of you. I know I just went to dinner with our friends a week ago when I was back there, but I saw that picture of everyone and I did get jealous."

    I heard just a hint of wistfulness in her voice and it made me believe every word she'd just said. I liked that she missed home, she missed our friends, she missed our life together. I missed her, too. Having her in our bed last weekend was amazing. Being with her again was amazing. Being cuckolded was amazing, too, but I knew I'd be happy when our normal life resumed again upon her return.

    "Dinner was great. Dave and Sarah really know how to host and they're both really good cooks, as you know."

    It wasn't always a weekly occurrence, but our group of friends did get together fairly often for dinners. Usually someone hosted at their house and we either all brought dishes or the hosts decided they'd be doing all the cooking. It was always a good time, though, mostly because few things in life are better than eating and drinking with your friends.

    "If I'm being honest, I like that you miss home even though you were just here a week ago. I mean, I like that you have a boyfriend and that you went on a great date with your boyfriend and had great sex with him last night and this morning - I really like that - but I also like that you're looking forward to coming home."

    "I am," she said. "Though I'm also looking forward to spending the day with my boyfriend."

    "Are you spending the day together?"

    "Yeah. That's the plan. I don't know what we're doing, but we're doing it together."

    That was exciting to me. Really exciting.

    "Hey, so, I had a question," she said. "Do you think you'd be interested in listening?"

    I had an idea of what she was asking about, but I asked, "Listening to what?"

    Her voice was quiet as she clarified, "Listening to your wife get fucked by her boyfriend."

    Yeah, that's what I thought she was asking about. The instant surge of excitement that worked its way through my body was an immediate and clear answer to her question. "Yes, very much so."

    "I asked Cal if he'd be okay with me recording the sound - and just the sound - of us having sex so that I could send it to you. He said he'd be on board for that." She paused for a second and added, "Actually, I think he's really excited about it. He didn't say it, but I could see it in his face and I'm pretty sure that he really likes the idea of you listening as he fucks me. You know, from the start he's really liked that I'm married, that he's fucking another man's wife and that he's fucking her exceptionally well."

    Though I can't explain it, I loved that Cal took pleasure in the fact that Piper was married and that he was satisfying her to a great extent while I was all the way across the country. I guess that speaks to me enjoying the typical cuckold-bull dynamic, but the why of it doesn't really matter because it's just really fucking hot.

    "So, you'd like it if I recorded us having sex?"

    "I'd love that," I answered.

    "Good. I'll try and do that today, then. I might fuck it up, so no guarantees, but I'll do my best."

    "That would amazing, Piper. Like, literally the most amazing gift."

    "I was hoping you'd say that."

    I heard someone call out her name. The food was ready.

    "Hold on a second," she said.

    Piper picked up the food and not long after I heard the sounds of the city once more.

    "So, tell me about dinner last night. Catch me up while I walk back to Cal's apartment."

    I did as my wife desired. A few friends she hadn't seen the week before had showed up to our dinner so I caught her up on the goings on in their lives. I told her of a friend's promotion. I told her of the new patio Dave and Sarah had added to their house and how beautiful it was. It was all very domestic and normal and the notion that I was doing it while she was walking back to her boyfriend's apartment was just incredible to me, and relentlessly arousing.

    "Okay, I'm here," she said. "I'll text you later today and with any luck you'll have some very naughty audio to listen to by the end of the day."

    "Okay. I love you, Piper."

    "I love you too, Joel."

    She hung up and I set my phone down, smiled, and imagined my wife bringing her boyfriend breakfast. I imagined them eating it out on his balcony and talking about what they were going to do that day like any other couple would.

    Then I imagined them having sex at some point. Sex that Piper would record. Sex that I would listen to. That's when I realized that I had a rather stiff erection. Throbbing, even. I wasn't sure how long I'd been that hard - though I suspect it got that way the moment she mentioned recording their sex - but it was awfully exciting to get so turned on at the mere thought of listening to Piper and Cal fuck.

    The rest of my day was fairly lazy, though in the best way possible. I read more of my book. I invited another neighbor up to the porch for a chat a little after noon. We shared a coffee and talked about his wife's burgeoning business. Then, inspired by Piper's mini golf date, I dragged my clubs out of the garage and went to the driving range for the first time since last summer. It proved far more entertaining than I thought it would be, though that was probably in part because I was imagining another man's hand up my wife's sweater as I wielded my clubs with my below average skill level.

    I treated myself to a home-cooked steak with roasted potatoes and a mushroom and red wine sauce and watched a movie. I'd gotten an invite to join some friends for a move in the theater, but I was so caught up thinking about Piper sending that recording of her and Cal fucking that I passed as I knew I'd be distracted.

    It was just before midnight when the recording came in. "I hope you enjoy this," was all Piper texted before sending the audio file.

    "I'm sure I will," I replied. "Are we talking tonight?"

    "No. I'm spending the night at Cal's again. We're going out for a drink with his friends in a few minutes. I'm not available. Sorry."

    "No problem," I texted. "And thanks for the recording."

    "You're welcome. Do me a favor, will you? Don't cum until Cal and I cum together."

    Holy shit. How hot. "Of course. I'll hold off until then."

    "Enjoy the show."

    I was already in bed, so all I had to do was strip off my underwear and take my dick in my hand. I popped in my AirPods, let my finger hover over the screen for a few seconds, and then tapped the file to begin the aural show my wife had prepared for me.

    "Hey honey," Piper said in a soft whisper. "I'm in Cal's bedroom. I just changed into some lingerie for him. I hope the quality of the recording sounds good."

    It did.

    "And I hope you enjoy this."

    I heard a door opening. I heard the click of heels on a hard floor.

    "Oh, fuck, Piper," Cal said. "You look incredible."

    More clicking of heels on the floor. Then the distinct sound of her phone being set on what I assumed was a coffee table.

    "Yeah? Do you like it?"

    Cal must have been nodding as I didn't hear him say anything.

    "I bought it just for you."

    "Joel hasn't seen it?"

    "Not even in a picture. I wanted to wear something just for you."

    More of the heels clicking on the floor. I imagined Piper showing off her body in the lingerie set. I assumed it was true that I'd never seen it before and I was immensely aroused by that fact.

    "You look so fucking good," Cal said.

    "Yeah? Are you going to fuck me in this lingerie set, baby? Are you gonna fuck me hard in this sexy little lingerie set?"

    There was a quality to her voice I wasn't sure I'd ever heard. Aggressively seductive, I'd call it. I imagined it was the kind of thing Cal loved, though it also seemed fair to assume that Piper found some pleasure in talking like that. I know I loved that she seemed to have reserved that vocal style for her boyfriend.

    "Fuck...absolutely I'm going to fuck you hard in that lingerie, Piper. I love that I'm going to be the first man to fuck you in it, too."

    Piper moaned and it sounded genuine, like she was turned on by that too. "Maybe you should be the only man to enjoy my body in this lingerie. Maybe it should be just for you, Cal. Maybe Joel shouldn't ever get to see me or touch me in this lingerie, let alone fuck me in it."

    The couch groaned. There was kissing. Piper must have been astride her boyfriend. I imagined him dressed and her in the lingerie and sitting in his lap while his hands moved all over her.

    "You're so hard for me," she said.

    "You're fucking irresistible. I got hard the moment you walked out of the bedroom."

    More kissing. The sound of Piper grinding in his lap, at least I think that's what it was. The sound of them both moaning. I stroked slowly as I listened to them make out for what must have been a couple minutes. He told her how sexy she was. She told him how turned on she was, how wet her pussy was.

    Then she said, "I want to suck your cock."

    I released my dick immediately as I very nearly came. I didn't want to break my promise to Piper, but I also didn't want to cum so damn quickly. I wanted to enjoy the audio show she'd created for me.

    I heard a belt being loosened and a zipper being lowered. There was a bit of fumbling - stripping is always somewhat inelegant in real life, unlike in the movies - but eventually I heard the distinct sound of Piper kissing as Cal moaned. It was his cock she was kissing. It had to have been.

    Then a deep moan from Cal, followed by, "Oh, fuck, Piper."

    She moaned. It was an obstructed moan, though. Obstructed by the cock in her mouth. Her boyfriend's cock. I was listening to my wife give a blowjob. I was listening to Piper suck her boyfriend's cock. Holy shit. Holy fucking shit.

    The longer it went on, the hotter it got. It got wetter and louder. She seemed to involve her hand, too, as I heard the distinct sounds of stroking alongside the sucking. Cal did a whole lot of moaning, too, as you'd expect. The man was getting his dick sucked by a beautiful woman in lingerie, so of course he was moaning.

    "I love sucking your cock," she said.

    I mean, fuck. I honestly cannot describe how hot it was to hear my wife say that to another man. Even if she was putting on a show for me, it was still so fucking hot. I had to stop stroking again or I would have cum instantly.

    "I love how you taste," she said before kissing his shaft. "I love how big your dick is. I love how plump and thick the head is. I love how your precum tastes."

    "Fuck, Piper, you're incredible. I swear to god, you're the most incredible woman I've ever met."

    She had him fully in her thrall. She had me, too. She was waxing rhapsodic about another man's dick and I was completely lost in the pleasure of it.

    Cal groaned loudly. "Oh, fuck."

    Then I heard Piper fight off a gag. She was deepthroating him. Or trying to. She was putting on a show. She was a woman in lust with her boyfriend and doing everything she could to make him feel good because that made her feel good. It was fucking hot on every level.

    "I need you inside me," she said.

    More movement. The groan of the couch. Both of them moaning. They weren't going to the bedroom. They were going to fuck right there in the living room.

    "Oh, fuck," Piper said. "Cal...baby...your cock feels so good inside me."

    "You're so wet," he replied. "Piper, you're so fucking wet."

    They kissed. They did so deeply. I heard the sounds of sex. I heard the sound of my wife having unprotected sex with her boyfriend. It was, without question, the hottest thing I'd ever heard. It didn't seem possible that anything could ever be hotter.

    "I love having you inside me," Piper said before moaning. "I love having your big cock so deep in my pussy."

    A spank. A loud spank. A moan. Another spank. Another moan. I was getting a window into the sex they had. Into Cal's desire to give her ass a good spank - a desire I never really had - and apparently into Piper's enjoyment of that, at least if the quality of her moan was evidence of the pleasure she felt.

    "Fuck, Cal, baby, spank my ass," she said. It was real. It was fucking real. She liked it. It was something only he did, something that she liked. Something that he liked. Something my wife was more than happy to get on board with. Holy shit. I was so fucking hard. I was so fucking turned on.

    "Yeah? You like it when I spank your ass while my big dick is deep in your tight little cunt?" he asked.

    Cal liked dirty talk. That was one thing we shared in common. I also happened to thoroughly enjoy the dirty talk he was offering up in that moment, which was very good for me.

    "I love it when you spank my ass," Piper replied. More kissing. Deep kissing. "I love it when your dick is so fucking deep in my tight little cunt. In my tight, wet, married cunt."

    Cal groaned. Loudly. Loudly enough that I thought he might have been cumming inside her.

    "You like that, don't you?" she asked. "You like that your dick is buried deep inside my married cunt right now, don't you?"

    "Yes!"

    "You like that you get to cum inside my married cunt, don't you?"

    She was pushing him towards his orgasm. She was doing the same for me, too, and based on her panting and moaning between words, Piper was well on her way to a climax.

    "You like that my husband is going to listen as you fuck his wife, that he's going to hear me beg you to cum inside me, to flood my married cunt with your load."

    "Piper, I'm close," Cal said.

    So was I.

    "Me too," she replied. "So cum in me, Cal. Cum in my married cunt. Pump your load deep inside me."

    She rode him hard and fast. He smacked her ass. They kissed. They moaned. They barreled towards their climaxes just like I did, though it really took only a handful of gentle strokes to get me right to the edge of an orgasm.

    "Cum inside me!" Piper cried out. "Cal, baby, cum in my pussy!"

    They came together. It sounded so beautiful. All the desire building up to that one moment where they shared that especially intense pleasure that's only available to couples.

    I came too. I mean, of course I came. I closed my eyes and imagined Piper dressed in lingerie and riding her boyfriend's cock. I imagined the look of orgasmic pleasure on her face. I imagined that same look on his face. I imagined his cock spurting inside her, unleashing a flow of semen that would rest inside her. I came so fucking hard while all of that danced through my head and it was pure, perfect bliss.

    The moment it happened I knew it was far from the last time I'd cum to that audio file. I knew it would happen over and over and over again. I knew it would happen months - maybe years - after Piper and Cal's relationship had ended. I knew it would be something I'd treasure forever and I was instantly and overwhelmingly grateful that she'd recorded it.

    I sent a quick text thanking her for it and then I cleaned up, collapsed into bed, and had a perfect night's sleep.

    I'll write again soon and I'm sure I'll have something fun to share with you.
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     "Can you get an Uber to my apartment?"

    I got that text about an hour before I was due to land in San Francisco. Piper was supposed to pick me up, but it seemed that something had come up.

    "Sure. Why?"

    Thirty minutes passed before I heard back from her. "Sorry for the late reply," she texted. "It's awfully hard to text with your boyfriend's cock in your mouth."

    It's weird to get aroused on a plane, but that's certainly what happened as I read her text.

    "I'm also sorry for being a little selfish and for letting Cal be a little selfish. He knew you were coming in today and he texted to see if I'd let him come over. He wants to fuck me. He wants to cum in me right before you get here. He wants his cum inside me when I see you."

    I was nearly hard at that point.

    "I can just finish the blowjob, though, and swallow for him if you're not into his cum being inside me when you get here."

    It was hard to tell if Piper knew that I'd be into Cal's cum being inside her when I walked into her apartment. Whether she knew or not didn't really matter, though. She was offering me something I was absolutely into and I was not going to turn that down.

    "No, let him cum inside you," I texted. Isn't that a crazy thing to be texting your wife? I mean, seriously fucking crazy. Really hot, though. Really, really hot.

    "I was hoping you'd say that. I'll see you soon. I love you. Though, right now, I'm so wet for my boyfriend and I'm having a hard time thinking about anything other than having him inside me. I'm going to make him take his time. I'm going to try and have him cum inside me as close to you getting here as possible."

    "I love you so much, Piper," I replied. "Have fun."

    "I will."

    Obviously, I spent the rest of the flight thinking about my wife and her boyfriend fucking. I thought about Cal cumming inside her. I thought about having sex - sloppy seconds sex - with my wife. I thought about what it would feel like to slide into her cum-filled pussy. Hell, I even thought about her kissing Cal goodbye, telling him she loved him, and then welcoming me into her apartment to tell me that she loved me and that she wanted to fuck me. It was all quite wild and wonderful and it had me in a place of wild desire as the Uber pulled up to her apartment complex.

    I half expected to see Cal walking out of her apartment. Hell, I half expected them to still be having sex when I knocked on the door. They weren't, though. It was just Piper. My exquisitely beautiful wife.

    She was dressed in a white satin robe with lace trim. It looked elegant and sexy and I could see her nipples poking through the thin material. She smiled, grabbed my hand, and pulled me hard into the apartment. We kissed as I ran my hands over the satin and moaned. I thought of Cal's cock having been in her mouth. I thought about the fact that I might have been tasting him. It made my dick harder.

    "You just missed Cal," she said. "We finished no more than ten minutes ago."

    What a turn on. Another man had just cum in my wife and now I was holding her in my arms. My cock was hard for her. Hard to be where her boyfriend had just been.

    "He wanted to be fucking me when you walked in," she said with a smile. "He wanted you to listen as I told him to cum inside me."

    "Really?" I asked as an unexpected wave of excitement washed over me at the idea.

    Piper studied my face for a moment and then rested her hand on my cheek. "Would that have turned you on?"

    I nodded. "I think so, yeah."

    "Well, my mistake then. But, we have the whole weekend to correct that mistake, don't we?"

    I couldn't have been more excited.

    "For now, though, you need to fuck me," she said. "Get your clothes off."

    I stripped right there in the entryway to her apartment and Piper took hold of my cock the moment I pulled my underwear down. She leaned in to kiss my neck and then I yanked my shirt off and tossed it over my shoulder.

    "How would you feel about getting a blowjob in the same spot where I went down on Cal?"

    "I would love that," I said.

    She took my hand and led me to the couch. I sat and she smiled and opened her robe. It fell to the floor, leaving her in a pair of white satin panties that matched the robe perfectly, including the delicate lace trim.

    Piper fell to her knees and ran her hands up my thighs. She kissed them softly, looked up at me, and smiled as she said, "There's a part of me that can't believe that I'm about to suck my second cock in the past hour." She kissed the tip of my dick, licked it a little, and then added, "There's also a part of me that finds that so fucking hot. I think I like that part of me better."

    As Piper gave me the best blowjob of my life I thought that I liked that part of her better, too. I mean, it's not every woman that would be on board with having sex with two men. It's not every woman that would let two men cum inside her. It's not every woman that would happily give head to two men in the span of an hour. My wife is that kind of woman, though, and she's fucking incredible and I absolutely wouldn't have it any other way.

    The blowjob was so good that I was quickly on the verge of cumming. All the other stuff going through my head certainly made it more arousing, too. I just couldn't stop thinking about the fact that Cal's cum was inside her. I mean, holy shit. Another man's cum was literally inside my wife as she was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

    "I have to fuck you, Piper," I said. "This feels incredible, but I have to fuck you."

    She couldn't have been happier. I mean, a look of total joy came across her face.

    She stood and crawled into my lap. She kissed me passionately. She moved her panty-clad pussy over my stiff dick and I felt warmth and a bit of wetness. Cal's cum was leaking out of her. It was soaking her panties. It was touching the tip of my cock. I felt this surge of arousal that nearly put me over the top and made me cum. Holy shit it was amazing.

    "I love that you're so turned on," she said.

    "I know. Me too," I replied with a smile.

    "I'm turned on too, you know." It was like she wanted to make sure that I knew that she still wanted me. It was sweet and deeply loving. "I want you. Fucking Cal was amazing, but knowing that I got to have you soon after made it hotter. I miss you, Joel. I miss kissing you and touching you and sucking your cock and having you inside me."

    I was desperate. Out of my mind with desire. "I miss you too," I said. "Can I fuck you where Cal fucked you?"

    She nodded, got off my lap, and took me to her bedroom. I saw the wet spot on the sheets immediately. It wasn't big, but they'd unquestionably left a bit of moisture after their fucking. That only made it hotter.

    Piper crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and beckoned me to join her. I kissed my way up her legs and kissed her stomach just above her panties. I kissed them, too, keeping my lips around her pubic bone and enjoying the softness of the satin against them. I don't know why, but there was something really hot about kissing her so close to the place where another man's cum was leaking out of her.

    "That feels good," Piper said. She reached down and ran her fingers through my hair as I kept kissing her panties and her stomach, moving back and forth. My cock was throbbing. My pulse was racing, too.

    Then Piper applied just a tiny hint of pressure on the top of my head. I don't even know if it was intentional. I took it as her suggesting that I kiss a little lower, though. I wasn't entirely sure what she wanted, so I kissed my way to her inner thighs. I kissed the spot where the lace trim of her panties met her thighs. I kissed a little closer to her pussy. I got close to the wet spot and then moved to the other side.

    "Mmm, Joel, baby, that feels so good," she said. Her voice was lustier this time. Her arousal seemed deeper. I looked up to see her eyes closed, her back arched, and her nipples hard as bullets.

    Without really thinking about it, I pressed my lips against the wet spot. Against her pussy. Against the soft, damp, warm satin of her panties. I pressed my lips there and I kissed her. I did it over and over. I kissed my wife's damp, wet, cum-filled pussy.

    It wasn't as if my lips were then coated with cum, but there was a faint taste when I licked them clean afterwards. It was salty and a little bitter with a hint of sweetness. I knew what I was tasting, and yet I didn't find it disgusting.

    After that kiss Piper reached down and put a hand on the back of my head. She pulled me closer. She pulled my lips to her pussy once more. I kissed it again. And again. And again. I applied pressure, stimulating her clit a little through her panties. I felt more of the wetness inside her - and the wetness in the gusset of her panties - against my lips. It was thrilling - oddly so, but unquestionably thrilling - to feel it, to taste it.

    Compelled by a force I didn't understand, I licked her panties. I ran my tongue from the base of her pussy all the way to the top. I tasted it. I tasted what was inside her, what had leaked into her panties. It was salty and sweet and bitter, but stronger than when I'd licked it off my lips.

    "Oh...fuck..." Piper said softly.

    She seemed turned on. Really turned on. I couldn't quite figure out why, but she seemed really, hugely, massively turned on.

    So I licked her again, and again, and again. I should say that my dick was so fucking hard while I did it. It got harder, too. Maybe it's just because it was different and strange and wild and naughty. I don't know. I just got really, really fucking turned on.

    "Take my panties off," Piper said.

    I sat back on my knees, slipped my fingers into the waistband of her exquisite - and new - satin panties, and slowly pulled them off. I stared at her pussy. I couldn't help it. I'd been thinking about it since Cal had first cum inside her. I'd been thinking about what it would look like to see my wife's pussy after another man had cum in her.

    It was beautiful. It was messy, of course. Her pubic hair was matted down. Her labia were enflamed and slippery. They were slight agape, too, no doubt from the relentless fucking of another man's cock.

    Then Piper spread her legs a little wider and I saw a bit of Cal's cum in her. It was thick and white and quite different looking from the other juices that coated her pussy.

    I set her panties on the bed and quickly returned my attention to her pussy. Piper reached down and ran her fingers over her thighs and lower stomach, like she was framing her cunt for me.

    "Joel...it felt so good...it felt so good when you kissed and licked my pussy through my panties," she said.

    I looked up and saw a smile on her face. She grasped her breasts and squeezed them hard. She moaned and arched her back a little.

    "I don't know why...it just felt so good. It...it's strange, but it really turned me on."

    I felt nervous. I knew what Piper was suggesting and the idea of it turned me on, but I felt nervous about actually doing it. It wasn't what I expected to happen. It wasn't how I thought it would unfold when I walked into her apartment. And yet, I wanted it.

    I leaned forward again and laid on my stomach with a slight twist in my hips to free my cock. The smell of sex - and cum, I guess - filled my nose as I stared at her pussy. Piper ran her fingers through my hair and again applied the gentlest of pressure.

    I kissed her inner thighs, moving from one side to the next. I kissed the area above her pussy, pressing my lips against her scratchy pubic hair. I kissed that spot between her thighs and her pussy.

    I looked up and saw her looking down at me. I saw lust in her eyes. I saw deep lust. I still wasn't entirely certain if she'd detected my arousal and was encouraging me to do what felt good or if she was really turned on by the idea of me doing what I was about to do. It didn't really matter, though. I was all but committed at that point.

    So I kissed her labia. Her plump, slippery labia. I kissed them on one side and then moved to the other. Then I licked them. I ran my tongue over them. Then I took them in my mouth and gently sucked them clean. I did it on each side. I tasted him. I tasted her. It was but a small appetizer for what came next, though.

    First, though, I licked her clit. I ran my tongue over it. Each time I went a little lower with my tongue, tasting her pussy without plunging inside. I tasted him, too. Of course I did. He was inside her. He'd leaked out of her. Of course I tasted him.

    Then Piper put a hand on the back of my head and pushed down a little. Light, gentle pressure. She was clear about what she wanted, though. Or, she knew what I wanted.

    I licked her clit a few more times and then plunged my tongue inside her. In that moment - when my taste buds were bathed in Cal's cum - I moaned. Piper moaned, too. She arched her back, she grabbed both of her breasts, and she moaned loudly. It was beautiful to watch.

    I'll admit, though, that I was more than a little lost in my own thing in that moment. I was doing something I never thought I'd do. Something that seemed insane. Something that turned me on, though.

    I flicked my tongue back and forth inside her. I tasted him. I felt him on my tongue. I felt him all throughout my mouth. I couldn't believe how hard my dick was. I felt this incredible tingling throughout my loins, in fact. The tingling of all-encompassing desire.

    Then I went a little further. I pulled my tongue back into my mouth. I swallowed what I'd found. I swallowed another man's cum. I couldn't fucking believe it. And yet I was so turned on. Massively turned on, in fact. It felt so weird to be so turned on, but I was.

    After I'd swallowed I went a bit wild. I licked her pussy feverishly. I drank from inside her. I massaged her clit with my tongue. I licked and sucked on her labia. I was all in at that point and there was no reason to hold back. I went for it and I'll be honest, it was glorious.

    I gave Piper an orgasm. A loud orgasm. A really loud orgasm, in fact. She pushed me away from her pussy after she'd finished, saying it was too sensitive for me to keep going. That was the sign of a great orgasm.

    "Lie next to me," she said.

    I crawled closer. I laid next to my wife. She rolled onto her side, ran her fingers down my chest and stomach and took my cock in her hand. Her lips found mine and her tongue entered my mouth. She stroked me as we both moaned.

    "I just came so hard," she whispered. "You have no idea."

    I was ecstatic. Truly ecstatic.

    "That was...what you did...it was so hot."

    She kissed me again. This time deeper. Slow, though. Really slow and deep. Romantically slow and deep. She stroked me slowly, too, keeping me away from the edge of an orgasm but ensuring my arousal stayed at a fever pitch.

    "It really turned me on," I admitted.

    Piper smiled. "I know. I liked that, Joel. I liked seeing the arousal on your face. I liked that you were nervous, too. It was cute. It made it hotter, too."

    I loved that she could see that I was nervous. I loved that she knew me so well.

    "I want to ride your cock," she said.

    She straddled me. She wasn't giving me an option. She took me inside her. In her wet pussy. In her cum-filled - though less cum-filled than before - pussy. She began to rock back and forth. She was hot and soaked and a lot looser than usual - the cum will do that - but it felt fucking incredible.

    At first it was slow and sensual. I played with her tits. She ran her fingers over my chest. She bathed me in her pussy. She rubbed her clit into my pelvis. She made sure we both felt fucking incredible.

    Then Piper leaned down and kissed me. Another long, slow, deep kiss while she began to bounce her pussy up and down on my cock.

    "It was so hot when you swallowed," she whispered. "I don't know why, but I love that we've both swallowed Cal's cum."

    That put me over the top. I couldn't really say why. Not with any kind of clarity. It put me over the top, though. I came so fucking hard. I think it's just that Piper loved it. That what I did had turned her on. I mean, what else does a cuckold want than for his wife to be turned on by anything related to her boyfriend?

    Piper kissed my neck and moaned as I came inside her. I closed my eyes and let the intense pleasure of the whole thing wash over me. Eventually, a big, dumb smile spread across my face.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "Better than good. Incredible."

    "I agree."

    She stayed on top with me inside her and rested her head against my neck. "If you're actually up for it, Cal really would like to fuck me while you're listening from the other room. The idea really seems to turn him on."

    "Yes, I'm up for it."

    I was. It was really hot, too. I'll tell you about it in my next entry.
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     "What do you think?"

    Piper was dressed in lingerie and she looked about as sexy as a woman ever had, so that's what I told her. She responded by kissing me as she pressed her body against mine. As her tongue invaded my mouth the scent of her perfume filled my nose. It wasn't long before I was hard, though in this case I wasn't hard because I wanted to fuck my wife. I was hard because another man was on his way over to her apartment to fuck her.

    "He'll be here soon," she said while stepping away and spinning around to give me a view of her lingerie-clad body.

    She'd gone with a full set. Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and heels. The dark purple color was rather alluring and the semi-sheer material made her breasts look even more spectacular than usual.

    "I'll introduce the two of you and then we'll go back to the bedroom," she explained. "I'll leave the door open so you can hear."

    If you're a cuckold (or would be cuckold) you know how exciting this moment was for me. You know that my heart was pumping, that my loins were tingling, that I was out of my mind with arousal and that I felt a dash of nervousness to go along with it.

    "Are you sure you want to do this?" Piper asked. "Because I can still cancel."

    I smiled. "No, I want to do this. I do."

    I wanted to listen. I wanted to be able to see Piper mere seconds after Cal had fucked her. I wanted to be able to see her pussy, to see her body, to see the joy on her face. I wanted to be able to hear how much she enjoyed getting fucked by her boyfriend, too. I wanted all of it.

    Her phone dinged. She grabbed it from the coffee table and smiled. "He's here. Sit on the couch."

    I sat and watched as Piper headed for the door. I heard Cal knock. My heart was beating as hard as it ever had. It was incredible.

    "Hey beautiful," Cal said moments after Piper opened the door.

    "Hey there."

    "You look incredible, Piper. So fucking hot."

    "It's all for you, Cal."

    My dick throbbed.

    "Yeah? For me?"

    "Mmm hmm. I wanted to look good for you. I wanted you to want me the moment you walked in the door. I wanted you especially excited to fuck me while my husband listens."

    They kissed. I could hear it. I could hear Piper moan into her boyfriend's mouth. It was thrilling.

    "I'm gonna fuck you so hard," Cal said.

    Footsteps approached the living room. Piper entered first and Cal followed right behind her. They both looked at me. For a moment I was frozen on the couch. It was unquestionably strange to actually meet the man my wife had been dating for nearly four months.

    "Joel, this is Cal. Cal, this is my husband, Joel."

    I stood and approached them. I offered my hand and Cal smiled as we shook.

    "It's nice to meet you," I said.

    "You too," he replied. "Your wife is the most incredible woman I've ever been with."

    I smiled. "Me too."

    We both looked at Piper, who was beaming. I wondered if she'd been a little nervous about how the first meeting of her men might go.

    Then Cal stepped behind her and put his hands on her waist. She smiled and leaned into him as he kissed her neck. Piper closed her eyes and smiled and Cal's hands cupped her breasts and squeezed them through the thin, soft material of her bra.

    She turned her head and their lips met for a deep kiss as one of his hands moved down her stomach and into her panties. I watched another man play with my wife's pussy as their tongues entwined. I listened as Piper moaned into Cal's mouth. I felt my cock get stiff as I witnessed the foreplay between the woman I loved and the man she'd fallen for since moving to San Francisco.

    "You're so hard for me," Piper said.

    "I can't help it," Cal replied. "You're so beautiful. You look so fucking hot in this lingerie...my dick can't help but want to be inside you. Deep inside you."

    I wondered if that last part was for me, if Cal was aware that his dick was a bit bigger than mine, that he found his way deeper inside Piper than I did.

    "I want you in my mouth," Piper said.

    They kissed again. I watched their tongues entwine. She moaned and my eyes drifted between her legs where I saw Cal fingering her deeply. Over and over he penetrated her pussy, which was wet enough that the fingering generated loud, wet sounds that filled the living room.

    The moment his hand left her panties Piper took hold of it and tried to lead him to the bedroom. Cal refused to budge, though.

    "I don't want to wait any longer," she said. "I want you, Cal."

    "I know. I want you too."

    He unzipped his pants and reached inside. He freed his cock and I stared at it before glancing at Piper. She was looking at her boyfriend's cock. There was lust in her eyes.

    Then she looked at me and there was concern on her face. She wanted to know if I was put off by the appearance of her boyfriend's cock. I wasn't, though, so I offered a subtle head nod and Piper fell to her knees in front of Cal.

    "Do you want him to watch as I suck your cock?" she asked.

    "Yes, I do," he answered.

    Piper turned to me and said, "Sit, baby. Sit on the couch and watch me suck my boyfriend's cock. Watch how your wife pleasures him. Watch how I make him feel good. Watch how I drive him crazy so he'll fuck me the way I need to be fucked."

    I sat on the couch and Piper took Cal's cock in her mouth. She loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants while blowing him. She pulled them down and quickly lowered his underwear before taking him in her mouth once more. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft while sucking on the head and for the most part she kept eye contact with him.

    "Oh, fuck, Piper...that feels so fucking good."

    He looked down at her. At my wife. He looked down at my wife as she gave him a blowjob and I sat there on the couch with a painfully stiff cock making a tent in my pants. The whole thing was overwhelming, though not in a bad way. I just couldn't really think straight. I wasn't expecting to watch a blowjob, to actually see Piper give head. It was incredible and though I was tempted to masturbate I kept my hands on my knees, mostly because it was a little too embarrassing to jerk off while my wife blew another man.

    "You like that he's watching, don't you?" she asked while her hand moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft.

    "I do," Cal answered.

    Piper smiled brightly. I think she liked that I was watching, too. "You like that he's just sitting there while his wife sucks your big cock, don't you?"

    Cal moaned. Piper knew her boyfriend well, it seemed, as she'd clearly offered the kind of dirty talk that would elicit an erotic response.

    "I do...and I like that he's going to be sitting there and listening when I take you to the bedroom and fuck you," Cal said.

    Piper engulfed him in her mouth once more. He put a hand on the back of her head and seemingly applied gentle pressure, prompting her to try and take as much of his shaft into her mouth as she could. She very nearly swallowed him whole, too, which I found enormously impressive and more than a little arousing.

    "I like that he's going to listen while I cum inside you," Cal added. He moaned immediately afterwards and he did so quite loudly. The truth was, though, that I very nearly moaned, too. It turned out that we were both quite thrilled at the idea of Cal cumming inside Piper while I listened.

    He stepped back and his dick slipped from her mouth. He offered a hand and helped Piper to her feet where they immediately shared a deep kiss as he squeezed her ass while she stroked his dick.

    "Go to the bedroom and get naked," she said. "I'll be right there."

    Cal smiled and walked away as Piper turned and approached me. She stepped between my legs, put her hands on my knees, and bent over. Her lips neared mine and we shared a long, slow, deep kiss. I thought of her giving him head, of her tongue moving over his cock while her lips moved up and down the shaft. It was so fucking hot that I was kissing her mere moments after she'd blown her boyfriend.

    "Do you still want this?" she asked.

    "More than anything."

    Piper smiled. "Me too." She patted the bulge in my jeans. "I'd really like to be the one to make you cum, if you don't mind holding off until Cal's had his way with me."

    "Of course I'll hold off."

    She kissed me again and then headed for the bedroom. I stared at her ass as she went. I could still taste her in my mouth. I thought about how I might be tasting a little of Cal, too, and that proved to be a massive turn on.

    You might be wondering why I didn't just go into the bedroom to watch. Piper wasn't ready for that. She'd been quite clear about that, in fact, which was just fine with me. Watching might have proved too much, to be honest.

    It's entirely possible that watching wouldn't have been any hotter than listening was. Because listening was astoundingly hot. I think that's at least in part because my mind filled in the blanks. I heard Piper moaning and I imagined Cal's cock - the cock I'd just watched her suck - moving in and out of her pussy. I closed my eyes as I listened and that was more than enough to transport me to a place of intense arousal that rivaled any I'd ever felt.

    "Cal...fuck...your cock feels so good inside me!"

    I heard the bed creaking just a little. I heard their bodies meeting. I imagined them in missionary. Imagined Piper's stocking-clad legs spread wide as Cal slid his big cock deep into her pussy over and over again. I imagined a look of the most intense pleasure on her face.

    "Harder. Baby...fuck me harder!"

    Cal fucked her harder. I could hear it. The sounds of sex got louder. The sound of flesh meeting flesh got louder. The moans got louder. Both of them started moaning quite loudly, in fact, and I ended up rubbing my cock through my pants because I just couldn't help myself.

    "Cal...baby...I'm cumming!"

    I listened as my wife had an orgasm with another man's cock inside her. I listened to her beautiful screams of pleasure. I listened to her moans and groans and the sounds of sex that continued all the way through her climax.

    Then they went quiet. Then the sounds of kissing. It was faint, but the bedroom was close enough - it wasn't a particularly big apartment - that I could hear it. I imagined him still inside her as their tongues entwined while Piper caressed his face and basked in the aftermath of a spectacular orgasm.

    "I love you, Cal."

    Holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife say to another man. What a thing to hear her say it while that other man was almost certainly still inside her. My dick actually throbbed when she said it. My head spun a little. My loins tingled. It was stunning, and in the best way possible. I knew she'd said it, of course. I knew she was in love with him. I had no problem with any of that. That's why it was really fucking incredible to hear her say it.

    "I love you too," he replied.

    More kissing. It sounded deeper, more passionate. Piper moaned. Just like that they were fucking again. It sounded like they hadn't switched positions. I pictured them in missionary. I pictured another man's cock moving in and out of my wife's pussy with the intention of cumming inside her and I felt my entire body tremble with desire.

    I thought about what would happen after, about walking into the bedroom and seeing my wife moments after another man had fucked and cum inside her. I thought about crawling between her legs. I thought about plunging my tongue inside her. I thought about how much I'd enjoyed doing that the day before. I thought about how much it had turned me on and how badly I wanted to do it again.

    "Cum inside me," Piper urged her boyfriend after a thorough fucking. "Please, Cal, cum in my pussy. Cum in my pussy while Joel listens. Cum in my pussy while my husband listens!"

    That did it. Cal came inside her. Based on the way she was moaning, Piper came too. She came a second time with her boyfriend's big cock deep in her pussy.

    I got excited. Desperate, even. Suddenly I wanted nothing more than to be in the bedroom. I wanted to see her, to touch her, to kiss her, to lick her.

    I didn't get to run into the bedroom right away, though. They kissed. They talked, though quietly enough that I couldn't make out what they were saying.

    Eventually I heard movement. The bed creaked, presumably as Cal got out. I heard what I thought was him dressing. A minute later he emerged from the bedroom with a smile on his face.

    "It was a pleasure to meet you, Joel," he said with a confident smile on his face.

    "You too," I replied.

    He paused for a moment, looked me over, and said, "Have fun in there."

    Then he walked out. I wondered if Piper had told him about the fact that I’d licked his cum out of her. I wondered if he was walking out of her apartment with a smile on his face knowing that I was going to go into the bedroom to lick up his cum. It was a little embarrassing to think of him knowing that I was going to do it, but it didn't dampen my enthusiasm for it.

    "Why aren't you in here yet?" Piper called out from the bedroom.

    I hopped to my feet and rushed into her room. She was in the bed with her legs crossed. She was still dressed in her lingerie, though her panties were on the floor. Her chest and cheeks were flushed red and her hair was noticeably messier than before.

    "Did you enjoy listening?" she asked.

    I nodded.

    "Yeah? You liked listening as my boyfriend fucked me?"

    "Yes."

    "Did it turn you on, Joel? Did it make your dick hard to sit on the couch while another man fucked your wife? Did it make you throb to know that he was deep in my pussy, that he was going to cum in me, that he was going to fill my pussy with his load?"

    I nodded and stripped, revealing my stiff dick.

    "Is that for me?" she asked.

    I looked down and nodded again.

    Piper spread her legs and I stared between them. Her pussy lips were plump and pink. They were soaking wet, too, and I was pretty sure I could see a little of Cal's cum leaking out of her.

    "Does my pussy look good?" she asked.

    "It looks perfect."

    She reached down and ran her fingers over her lips. She spread them a little wider and I saw a dollop of Cal's thick, white cum. "Come here," she said. "Come kiss my pussy."

    I crawled into the bed. I kissed her soft, smooth, perfect inner thighs as the intense smell of sex filled my nose. I looked up at Piper and pressed my lips against her labia. I kissed them on both sides. I extended my tongue and licked her a little, getting a quick taste of the mixture of juices inside her.

    "Can I..."

    I trailed off, but Piper nodded. "I'd really like it if you would."

    "Really?"

    She nodded, reached down, and put a hand on the back of my head. "Put your tongue in my pussy, Joel. Lick him out of me."

    I don't know that I've ever been quite as turned on as I was in that moment. Her uttering those words was the perfect topper to what had already been a massively arousing experience.

    I plunged my tongue into her pussy. I tasted Cal's cum immediately. I scooped it up. I swallowed. I know most men would find it horrifying to do so, and yet I was so overwhelmingly aroused that the gentle friction of rubbing my cock against the bed was enough to make me moan in pleasure.

    "Does he know?" I asked.

    "Know what?"

    "That I licked him out of you. That I was probably going to do it tonight."

    She shook her head. "I didn't tell him. I think he'd probably like knowing, though. I think it would probably turn him on to know that my husband was licking his cum out of my pussy."

    I was struck by a sudden and surprising urge. "Tell him. Text him."

    Piper smiled and reached for her phone. "Really?"

    I nodded and plunged my tongue inside her. She moaned, briefly put a hand on the back of my head, and then texted her boyfriend. She set her phone down, closed her eyes, and moaned louder. She moved her hips a little and rubbed her clit against my nose.

    Her phone dinged. She picked it up and smiled as she read her boyfriend's response. "He loves it. He loves that you're licking his cum out of me. He says he wishes he was still here, that he'd love to fuck me again, that he'd love to cum in me again, that he'd love knowing that you were going to lick it out of me after he was done."

    "Invite him back," I said.

    Piper looked at me, smiled, and held my gaze for a few seconds before saying, "He can't very well fuck me again until you're done cleaning my pussy, can he? You better get to work."

    I know I say this a lot, but holy shit. I mean, holy shit. That might qualify as the hottest thing she's ever said.

    "I love you," I said. "I love you so fucking much."

    She smiled. She was giddy. The smile disappeared quickly, though, and she put a hand on the back of my head. "Enough talking. Now clean my pussy."

    I swear I almost came. I almost fucking came right then and there. If I'd rubbed my dick over the bed I probably would have cum. It would have been a good orgasm, too. I kept my hips still, though. I kept them perfectly still and I cleaned my wife's pussy while she invited her boyfriend to come back and fuck her again.

    "I know I said I wasn't comfortable with you watching...but I think I was wrong about that. Would you have any interest in watching him fuck me?"

    I nodded without pulling my tongue from her pussy.

    "I'll ask him if he wants to fuck me while you watch."

    I cleaned her cunt while she asked her boyfriend if he'd fuck her while I watched. It was like I'd stepped into an entirely different world when I flew across the country. Maybe that's part of what made it so hot. It was like I'd visited this fantasy world where anything could happen and where there weren't really any consequences.

    "He's coming back. He'll be here in five minutes. And he'd love to fuck me while you watch."

    She was beaming. Her smile was bright and beautiful, though every once in a while she moaned too. It was so fucking hot.

    "It will take longer the second time," Piper said. "You don't mind, do you?"

    I shook my head with my tongue still deep in her pussy.

    "I still want you, you know. After he's had me again, I want you. I want you inside me. I want you to make love to me. I want you to cum in me. I need that, Joel."

    I don't know if she was reassuring me just in case I was having any doubts or if she genuinely wanted me inside her - or perhaps it was both - but it felt good to hear her say it.

    "I can't wait to make love to you," I said.

    "Good. Now keep your tongue inside me until he gets here. In fact, I want your tongue inside me when he walks in the bedroom. I want him to see you cleaning me. I know he'll love that."

    Holy shit. I mean, holy shit. I'm married to an amazing woman. Fucking amazing.

    I'll finish the story next time. Oh, and I'll tell you how this whole thing ended, as Piper's time in San Francisco has come to an end and she's already back home with me.

    I like how it ended. I think you'll like it too.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 18
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     As Piper wanted, I was between her legs with my tongue in her pussy when Cal got back to the apartment. I heard the front door open - he clearly had keys - and I heard his footsteps approaching.

    I was hit with a sudden and almost overwhelming sense of nervousness. In hindsight, it's not hard to understand why. I was naked and I was busy cleaning the last remnants of another man's cum from my wife's pussy while that man walked into the room. It was about as vulnerable as I'd ever been, sexually speaking.

    "Hey, baby," Piper said as she looked towards the door.

    "Hey."

    The footsteps stopped and for a few seconds I wondered if Cal regretted his decision to come back, if what he saw unfolding in front of him was actually far less exciting than he'd imagined.

    Then Piper put a hand on the back of my head, grabbed a handful of my hair, and moaned softly before saying, "It's really something to see him eating your cum out of me, isn't it?"

    "It really is," Cal replied. "I mean...fuck..."

    "Is that bulge for me?" Piper asked.

    He was hard. He was excited. He must have been if Piper saw a bulge in his pants.

    "Yes."

    "Then why don't you get naked and come over here."

    I heard the sound of Cal stripping while I continued to tongue fuck my wife's pussy. I gave her clit a few licks, too, but I knew that Cal would be the next one to make her cum, so I largely stuck with cleaning whatever remained of his cum out of her.

    I heard footsteps and then saw Cal approach the bed. His cock was stiff and as he got closer Piper released her grip on my hair and wrapped her fingers around her boyfriend's erection to stroke him as she looked up at the tall, handsome man that would soon be inside her.

    "Thank you for coming back," she said.

    "I couldn't resist."

    Piper smiled. "Yeah?"

    Cal nodded. "I love fucking my girlfriend, and it turns out I love fucking her even more knowing that her husband is listening...or watching."

    He glanced at me and Piper's gaze followed. I couldn't bring myself to look at him - not with my tongue still in her pussy and bathed in the subtle aftertaste of his cum - but I looked at Piper. I saw lust in her eyes. I imagined I would have seen the same in Cal's eyes.

    Then I watched as Piper inched her head a little closer to the edge of the bed. She pulled Cal's cock closer and just like that he was in her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked on the head like it was her absolute favorite thing in the world.

    This blowjob felt more intimate. She wasn't putting on a show for me. She had her boyfriend's cock in her mouth because she wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to have him inside her. She wanted to taste him, to swirl her tongue around his dick, to feel and taste his precum on her tongue, to excite him. She stroked the shaft and played with his balls a little, too, doing seemingly everything in her power to deepen Cal's arousal and make it perfectly clear how much she wanted him.

    "Come a little closer," she said. "Let me suck on your balls."

    Cal inched closer until his balls hovered above Piper's mouth as his dick rested over her face. She stroked his slippery shaft and opened up to suck on his balls, taking one in her mouth and then the other. She swirled her tongue around them. She made him moan, which is when I took a chance and looked up at his face. His eyes were closed and he wore a look of perfect pleasure, and with good reason. He was getting his balls sucked and his cock stroked by a beautiful woman and he was about to fuck that woman in front of her husband.

    "Fuck, Piper, I have to have you," Cal said softly. "I have to fuck you."

    She sucked his balls a little longer and then kissed her way up his shaft before gently sucking on the head for just a few moments. Then she looked down at me, smiled, and said, "You can watch from anywhere you like. You can also leave if you're suddenly feeling like it's maybe a little too much to watch."

    I smiled and backed out of the bed. I dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor. I saw Piper smile before she urged Cal to get between her legs. She grasped his cock by the base and rubbed the head over her pussy lips as they kissed.

    My eyes were glued between her legs. I had a perfect view of my wife gently teasing her pussy with another man's cock. I could hear her wetness, too, and it was the most incredible sound. I thought about how it was my saliva that had contributed to her wetness, that I had - in some way, at least - prepared her pussy for the sex she was about to have. That thought made my cock throb and I felt a momentary twinge of regret that I wouldn't get to prepare her pussy a great deal more often in the future.

    Then Piper took him inside her. Cal filled her with a long, slow, deep thrust. He bottomed out inside her and they shared what sounded like deeply passionate kisses while he fucked her with shallow thrusts, pulling only a few inches out before filling her once more.

    "Fuck me," Piper finally said.

    That's when Cal went for it. He pulled out almost entirely as I watched from the floor at the foot of the bed. I saw the entirety of his slick cock emerge before he filled her once more. I heard the sounds of their bodies meeting when he bottomed out inside her. I heard her moans. I heard the incredible wetness of her pussy and once again thought of having had my tongue inside her, of my saliva providing the lubrication that led to all those wet sexual sounds.

    I played with my cock a little as I watched, but mostly I concentrated on the sight of another man's cock moving in and out of my wife's pussy. I lost myself in it, really. It was hypnotically beautiful and the sight of it felt as though it represented everything I'd enjoyed so thoroughly about my cuckolding. I knew that the act of watching just once would fuel years of pleasure as I could always close my eyes and replay what I was witnessing in that moment.

    "Harder," Piper said. "Cal, I'm close, fuck me harder."

    Cal fucked my wife harder. He fucked his girlfriend harder. It was so hot to think of her as that. He wasn't just a guy she was having casual sex with. He was her boyfriend. She was his girlfriend. They went on dates. They spent the night at each other's apartments. They were in love with each other.

    All of that raced through my mind as I watched another man make my wife cum. I watched her pussy pulse around his cock as he held it deep inside her while she climaxed. I watched her hands move all over his body before she grabbed his ass and seemingly tried to pull him even deeper inside her. I watched in complete and utter fascination and found myself thrilled beyond words as my dick throbbed and dripped precum onto the carpet.

    They kissed quite a bit after Piper's orgasm. She told him how good he made her feel, how hard he made her cum, how hard he always made her cum. She told him she wanted to make him cum.

    Then, she said, "I think I'd like to look into Joel's eyes as you cum inside me."

    Holy shit. My dick swelled up at those words.

    "How would you feel about taking me from behind while I face him?"

    "I'd love that," Cal said. I could hear the excitement in his voice. He meant it when he said he'd love it.

    He pulled out and Piper sat up and looked at me. "Did you enjoy watching?"

    It struck me that she was genuinely checking in, that she didn't want to go further if I'd actually not had a good time while watching. I nodded vigorously. "I loved it."

    She smiled as brightly as I'd ever seen and then moved to her hands and knees and crawled towards the foot of the bed. Cal got on his knees behind her and ran his hands over her ass before giving it a good squeeze.

    "Come here," Piper said softly.

    I crawled closer and she took my hand. She beckoned me even closer and we shared a kiss. A deep kiss. She moaned into my mouth right as I offered my tongue, but it wasn't me that made her moan. It was Cal. He was inside her.

    He started thrusting a moment later. Her lips pressed hard against mine with every thrust as her body moved. I reached up and played with her breasts while we kissed. She grabbed my free hand and squeezed it tightly as her boyfriend thrust in and out of her pussy.

    "He's so deep inside me," she said immediately after the kiss broke. "His cock is so deep in my pussy. He feels so good."

    Our eyes were locked as she said it. I saw her pleasure. I saw the truth in what she'd said. I saw that it wasn't just for my benefit.

    "He fucks me so good, baby," Piper said. "My boyfriend fucks me so good...and I love that you're watching. I love that you get to see how good he fucks me. I love that your dick is so hard, too. Fuck, I fucking love that your dick is so hard right now."

    She was right. My dick was hard as a rock, and with good reason. I was in the midst of the single most arousing experience of my life. I was staring into my wife's eyes as another man fucked her with the intention of cumming inside her. I was holding her hand and playing with her breasts - and hopefully enhancing her pleasure - and kissing her when she wasn't offering up dirty talk. I was as turned on as I'd ever been and there was a part of me that hoped it would never end.

    It did end, though, and as it turned out, the ending was the best part.

    "I'm close," Cal announced.

    Piper smiled like those words brought her genuine, deep joy. "Cum inside me," she said while staring into my eyes. "Cum in my pussy so my husband can lick it out of me."

    Holy shit. Those words. Said in the way they were said. Said while she held my gaze and smiled. Fuck me I was so turned on. My dick was so hard it hurt.

    Cal came immediately and I wondered if he was just as turned on by those words as I was, though obviously for different reasons. He certainly made quite a bit of noise as he unleashed in Piper's pussy.

    She kissed me as he came. She kissed me deeply, too. It was so erotic and so intimate. Strangely intimate, in fact. You wouldn't think you'd experience deep intimacy while another man is cumming inside your wife, but in my case I was wrong to think that because I felt as connected to Piper as I'd ever been.

    When he'd finished cumming, Cal pulled out and fell onto his back in the bed as Piper smiled at me. She studied my face for a few seconds, leaned in to kiss me once more, and then softly asked, "Do you want to clean him out of me?"

    "More than anything," I replied.

    Her smile was so bright and beautiful that it made me think she really wanted me to clean his cum out of her, that she might have enjoyed it to a certain degree. With that same smile Piper crawled backwards, got up on her knees, and slowly fell onto her back until she'd cuddled up next to Cal, who put his arm around her before they shared a kiss.

    "Go ahead, baby," Piper said with Cal's arm around her. "Clean him out of my pussy."

    My heart was pounding. I was nervous, or anxious, I suppose. It felt weird to do it in front of Cal. There was something a little bit exciting about it, too, though. It was the excitement that lured me into the bed and between her legs.

    I dropped down and put my tongue inside her. I listened to her moan as I licked another man's cum out of her. My anxiousness washed away the moment I tasted his load. The excitement took over completely. My heart was pounding. My dick was hard as a rock. It was actually more exciting this time than when Cal hadn't been there.

    "How does it feel to see my husband lick your cum out of my pussy?" Piper asked.

    I glanced up to see Cal watching me.

    "It's...it's really hot," he answered after a few moments. "I mean...I don't know why, but it's really fucking hot."

    She reached up to guide his lips to hers for a kiss. A long, deep, passionate post-coital kiss with more than a little tongue. It was a beautiful thing to witness and it made me push my tongue deeper inside her, like I was somehow contributing to their sense of intimacy by cleaning her pussy thoroughly.

    "Thank you for coming back," Piper said softly. "As it turned out, having you just once wasn't enough for me tonight."

    "Once is never enough for me," he replied.

    Piper stared at him with absolute joy - love, really - on her face. At a different time in my life I would have been ruined by that look, but in that moment I was turned on. I was fully secure in Piper's love for me, which probably made all the difference, because she was absolutely in love with Cal too.

    "Why don't I give you two the time alone that you deserve," Cal suggested. "Thank you for inviting me back, though. Can I see you again tomorrow?"

    "Absolutely. I'll text you in the morning."

    They kissed again and my tongue remained deep in my wife's pussy. Cal got out of the bed, dressed quickly, and left all while I kept cleaning her.

    "Make love to me," Piper said soon after her boyfriend left.

    I didn't need a second invitation. I crawled forward. I slipped my cock into her wet pussy. I made love to her. We kissed. We caressed each other. It felt exquisite and based on her moans, Piper seemed like she was going to cum again, which made me happier than I thought it would. As it turns out, I really like the idea that I can still make my wife cum even though her boyfriend's cock is bigger than mine.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," I said as I got close to cumming. "It was so beautiful, Piper, and so hot. So much hotter than I thought it would be."

    She moaned and wrapped her legs around me. "I loved knowing that you were watching. I loved being able to kiss you as he fucked me."

    "And as he came inside you."

    "Mmm, yes, I enjoyed that part most of all. There was something so sexy about it, Joel. So deeply sexy and intimate."

    My thrusts sped up. I couldn't help it. Her pussy felt so good.

    "It turns me on that you're in love with him, Piper," I said. "It turns me on to hear you say it. I don't know why, but it really turns me on that you're in love with your boyfriend."

    She smiled. "That's good, because the company asked me to be the liaison out here, to come back once or twice a month for a few days to help as they implement our recommendations. I wasn't going to say anything tonight, but it would mean that I can keep dating Cal...that I can date him for a lot longer, actually."

    I felt my cock swell up inside her. I felt my balls tighten. I slowed my thrusts a little because I didn't want to cum.

    "Is that what you want? To keep dating him?"

    She nodded. "I'm in love with him, Joel. Of course I want to keep dating him. I'll stop if it's what you want and while it will be painful at first, I'll get over it. I love you far more than I could ever love another man. But yes, I want to keep dating him. I want to be his girlfriend when I come out for work. I want to stay at his apartment. I want to fall asleep in his arms. I want to wake up with him. I want him to fuck me before I go to work. I want to think about him while I'm at work. I want to come home and give him a blowjob after he's had a rough day at work. I want to stay for a long weekend every once in a while to go on a little vacation with him."

    It was an incredible way to end the night. I was massively aroused at that point. So much so that I was barely thrusting because I would have cum if I put any real effort into it.

    "And I want him to come visit us in New Hampshire every once in a while," she added.

    A million images ran through my head. Piper and Cal in our bed at home while I slept in the guest room. All three of us renting a house on the coast where they could be a couple away from the prying eyes of our friends. The two of them getting a room in Boston for the weekend. For some reason the idea of my cuckolding invading my real life felt intensely arousing in that moment.

    "I want all of that too," I replied.

    I kissed her. I fucked her hard and fast. She wrapped her legs around me.

    "Joel...I'm cumming!"

    I came inside her. I came inside my wife while celebrating the fact that my cuckolding wasn't coming to an end, that it was going to continue for the foreseeable future.

    I had the most spectacular orgasm of my life. Without question it was more pleasurable than any climax had been up to that point and it was cuckold fueled, which was really quite delightful.

    "Do you really want all of that?" Piper asked a few minutes after I'd cum. "All of the stuff I mentioned? Would you really be okay with that?"

    "Yes. Is that what you want?"

    She studied my face - probably to try and discern if I was telling the truth - and said, "Yes, I want all of that. I will also break up with him if it's what you want."

    "I don't want you to break up with him. I want you to keep dating him. I'd even love to figure out a way for him to visit the East Coast without everyone in our lives finding out that you have a boyfriend. A vacation for the two of you...or the three of us, maybe."

    She smiled. "The three of us? You'd be willing to do that?"

    I nodded.

    She kissed me and wrapped her legs around me. "I think that would be fun. All three of us at a house on the coast? Or two hotel rooms, maybe? I think it might be a lot of fun."

    "I do too."

    So there you have it. My cuckolding isn't over now that Piper is done with her time in San Francisco. She's due to go back for the first time a week and a half from now, in fact. She'll be flying out Wednesday and coming back Sunday night.

    We're not sure when, but Cal is going to come back east for a long weekend at some point this summer, too.

    They text every day and talk or FaceTime a few nights a week. Sometimes they have phone sex and sometimes I listen in. I even went down on Piper once while she was having phone sex with Cal. It was amazing.

    For now I'm going to end the story. I might pop back up later in the summer to tell you about Cal's visit, assuming it's worthy of a story.

    Until then, I hope you enjoyed hearing about my long distance cuckolding.
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     I wasn't entirely sure about going to breakfast with Piper and Cal. I'd said I was, but in truth, I was nervous.

    I didn't need to be, as it turned out. It was both thrilling and quite pleasant. First, I learned that Cal's a pretty great guy. I mean, I've talked a lot about the sex he and Piper have, but obviously she's been dating him for months - and really dating him - so of course he's a good guy. He's charming and smart and he has a good sense of humor and I could totally see why my wife had fallen in love with him.

    Second, it was really obvious at breakfast that my wife was in love with him. She'd basically chosen to play the part of his girlfriend - and not my wife - and so it was a lot like sitting across from a genuine couple at a restaurant, only I was in a cuckold headspace and watching my wife laugh with her boyfriend, kiss him, caress his leg under the table for a few moments, share food with him, etc.

    Like I said, it was thrilling and quite pleasant. We all drove in the same car and we'd gone a fair distance to find a place where there was a good chance no one we knew would see us, so it was a fairly long ride home, which is why I offered to drive if they wanted to sit together in the backseat.

    They took me up on that offer. I think Piper had a sense of what I was hoping would happen, which is why she and Cal were making out no more than five minutes into the drive. They fooled around for a while and then I heard the distinct sound of a zipper being lowered. A blowjob followed, of course.

    My wife gave that blowjob. She gave her boyfriend a blowjob in the backseat of our car while I drove them back to our house. Holy shit. It was so much hotter than I thought it would be. I was hard and I hadn't even touched myself. The sounds of the blowjob were more than enough to get me tremendously excited to the point that I was leaking precum.

    They didn't stop there, though. They went all the way with it. Piper took off her panties and straddled him. She asked me to please stay safe as she was no longer buckled up. Then she took her boyfriend's cock inside her and rode him.

    I got harder, obviously. A lot harder. I kept both hands on the wheel and both eyes facing forward, though. I had no interest in an accident on a small New England road.

    If you ever get a chance, I'd recommend you drive your wife and her boyfriend around as they fuck. It's an experience unlike any other. There's the sounds of sex. There's the moaning. There's the idea that you're basically a chauffeur while your wife is getting laid in the backseat. There's her experiencing this beautiful connection with her boyfriend while you're holding the steering wheel. There's also the idea of being so close to the sex but not being able to see it. It's all just sound and imagination.

    They came together, which was also amazingly hot. They had unprotected sex, of course. I heard my wife tell her boyfriend to cum inside her, which I think was the moment where my cock throbbed the hardest. It was incredible.

    You know what was even better? That after they'd fucked, Piper told me to pull over at the next gas station. I did so and she had Cal take over the driving. She then invited me into the backseat so I could clean her pussy, which was amazing.

    I felt every bit like a cuckold in that moment. The guy that had fucked my wife was now driving my car while I was busy cleaning his cum out of her pussy. That's what made it hot, though. It should be obvious at this point, but if it's not, I love being a cuckold. I absolutely adore it. It gets me off like nothing else and I was hard as a rock cleaning her pussy.

    When I'd finished, Piper climbed into the front seat and I stayed in back for the rest of the way home, which was only about fifteen minutes. After we got home they set about packing the rest of their stuff for the weekend rental while I offered what help I could.

    At one point Piper and I got a moment alone and she asked me if I wanted a handjob. She said she felt bad that I didn't get to cum in the car while she and Cal did. I kissed her, told her I loved her, and said that I'd be okay with not cumming. She asked again just to make sure that I was actually okay and I considered taking the handjob. I kind of liked the idea of not cumming, though, so I passed on it.

    They packed up pretty quickly and then Piper gave me a long hug and a deep kiss before she and her boyfriend got in her car and headed to the coast for a night together.

    I definitely felt a little sad when they left. I was alone in the house, after all. Then I thought about how I'd be driving to the coast tomorrow, how I'd get to join them for a weekend where I played the third wheel for most of the time, though Piper had promised that she would take care of me and I had no doubt that she would.

    I busied myself around the house for the rest of the day - it was actually a Friday, but I took the day off - and I went out to dinner with a couple of friends.

    I did get a handful of texts from Piper. She let me know when they arrived. She sent me a picture of their stuff in what she called 'their room,' which I found thrilling, mostly because it was confirmation that I'd be sleeping alone in the rental house. I liked that, of course. Piper had a few short days with her boyfriend so of course I was going to sleep in the second bedroom.

    She did treat me to a selfie of her in the lingerie she'd bought special for the trip. I'd gone shopping with her, but she hadn't let me see the lingerie on her. It looked spectacular, obviously. It was pink and lacy and it really did make her body look stunningly hot, which is exactly what lingerie should do.

    Then, to my absolute delight, I got a picture of Piper taking Cal's cock from behind. They looked to be in bed and he'd obviously taken the picture.

    "He fucked me in every position tonight," she said. "It was incredible. He came in my pussy twice. He's got such stamina!"

    Yes, I jerked off to that picture and that text. I masturbated while thinking of my wife having sex in that lingerie and I came really, really fucking hard. I even thought about jerking off again before bed, but I figured I'd be cumming again the next day, so I abstained.

    I'd agreed that I would give Piper and Cal a good portion of Saturday together, so I didn't arrive at the rental house until close to 5 p.m. I got inside and found them cuddled up on the couch. They were under a blanket and it appeared as though they were both naked.

    "Hey, honey," Piper said. "I'm so glad you're here."

    I stared for a few seconds and imagined them fucking on the couch. It was well positioned to have a view out the sliding door that led to the backyard, which meant they might have fucked with an ocean view. Oh, yeah, the house was right on the water, which made it all the more romantic, especially since there was a huge back deck with a big table for dining. There were stairs down to a grassy area with chairs where you could watch the ocean.

    Before I could say anything, Piper slipped out from under the blanket. Her lithe body was fully naked - as I suspected - and her hair was a mess in the way it often is when a woman gets fucked in missionary. She smiled and walked towards me as I stood at the entrance to the living room with my suitcase by my side.

    "Let me show you your room," she said.

    I followed my naked wife with my suitcase rolling behind me.

    "Our bedroom is the next door down," Piper said before opening the door to a small bedroom with a lovely ocean view out the sizable windows. "And this is your room. There's another one on the other side of the house, but I figured you'd enjoy being close to us."

    "You figured correctly," I said.

    Piper smiled and stepped into my arms. There's something strangely arousing about kissing your naked wife while you're fully clothed, especially when you know that she has no intention of having you take your clothes off. I wasn't at all sure if I was going to have sex with her that weekend, but I suspected that wouldn't be the case and I had no problem with that.

    "It was really hot to see you on the couch like that. Naked and cuddled up with your boyfriend."

    Piper smiled and kissed my neck. "If you'd come half an hour earlier, you would have seen us having sex. Well, making love, actually."

    I groaned and my cock surged. There's just something about the implications of that phrase. I know she meant they were having a slower, more connected kind of sex. That they were taking their time and reveling in the pleasure of doing the thing that people do when they feel that beautiful convergence of love and lust.

    She rested her forehead against mine and softly said, "You like that he makes love to me sometimes, don't you?"

    "I do."

    "I do too. I love it, actually. It's different than getting fucked, though of course I love that too. I mean, obviously. I got fucked this morning and he made love to me this afternoon, so I got everything today."

    She kissed me softly and added, "Well, not everything."

    "No?"

    "I'd love it if my husband licked my boyfriend's cum out of me. Some of it has already leaked out, but there's still quite a lot inside me and I'd love for you to make love to me with your tongue, Joel."

    She backed up and fell into the bed. I kicked my shoes off and crawled between her legs. I put my tongue inside her and tasted Cal's cum. Piper ran her fingers through my hair and even caressed my face a little. It was like I was making love to her with my tongue. It was slow and I probed deep inside her. I took my time and she moaned softly. I licked her clit a bit, too, and each time my tongue made contact she closed her eyes and let out a beautiful noise.

    Eventually I made her cum. I did so only after I'd licked every bit of cum I could find out of her pussy. I did so while my cock throbbed as it pressed into the bed. I actually moved my hips a little bit to generate some friction down there and it proved to be remarkably arousing.

    "Come here," she said after I'd made her cum. "Kiss me."

    I crawled on top of her naked body. I kissed her softly. She parted her lips and our tongues entwined. Her fingers danced through the hair on the back of my head and she ran her other hand down my back and grabbed my ass. Piper spread her legs and wrapped them around me. I pressed my crotch against hers and moved my hips slowly. I knew I wouldn't be invited to fuck her, but we were kissing deeply and she'd spread her legs, so I took the opportunity to enjoy that blissful friction.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," she said. "And thank you for cleaning me."

    "It was my pleasure."

    "If it's okay with you, I'm going to go back to my boyfriend now," she said with a smile.

    My dick twitched as I climbed off of her. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then walked out of the room as I stared at her utterly perfect ass.

    Once Piper was gone I unpacked, figured out which bathroom I'd be using, and ran to the car for the bottle of champagne I'd forgotten. I popped it in the refrigerator and saw that Cal and Piper were still cuddled up under the blanket and that they still appeared to be naked. Her body was pressed tightly against his and she looked like a woman enjoying some wonderfully intimate time with her boyfriend. It might not surprise you to hear that I got really turned on witnessing that.

    "Joel, come sit with us," Cal called out.

    I made my way to the living room and sat on the armchair opposite the couch. I had a perfect view of my wife and her boyfriend and Piper was kind enough to offer a handful of sensual kisses against Cal's neck the moment I sat down, no doubt for my benefit as well as his.

    "So, Piper and I were talking while you were getting unpacked," Cal began, "and I suggested - and you're totally free to say no to anything like this - but I suggested that maybe you join us for a threesome of sorts."

    Piper pulled the blanket down a little and ran her fingers over Cal's chest. She kissed his neck again and I was fairly certain she was making it clear that she was fully on board with the idea of a threesome.

    "I mean, that sounds amazing," I said. "If Piper's comfortable with it."

    "I am," she said. "I'm kind of annoyed that I never thought of it, honestly, because the moment Cal suggested it I got excited. I mean, getting to have the two men that I love at the same time? That sounds really hot."

    "We were thinking tomorrow night for that," Cal said. "We all have dinner together. We have that champagne. We all go to the bedroom. We let the night unfold however it's going to unfold. I mean, I just figured that we might not get another chance at something like this and if Piper was on board that I should at least ask you about it."

    "I'm glad you did," I said as my head spun with possibilities. I mean, I'd honestly never considered a threesome either, but the idea sounded like it had the potential to be amazing, especially if Piper was genuinely on board, and it certainly sounded like she was.

    "Well then, I guess we'll have a threesome tomorrow," Piper said. "And, if I'm being honest, I'm already more than a little excited about it."

    Cal kissed her neck and Piper turned her head towards me. She smiled and ran her fingers through her boyfriend's hair. It seemed impossible that she could be turned on again after I'd just given her an orgasm, but Piper is clearly a more sexual woman than I'd ever given her credit for.

    "I think Cal's a little bit excited, too," she said as I watched her hand quite clearly stroke her boyfriend's cock under the blanket.

    I figured I might as well join in, so I stroked myself through my pants. I hadn't cum that day so it really didn't take long for me to get rock hard.

    "What about a little preview?" Piper asked.

    "What did you have in mind?" her boyfriend said.

    She pulled the blanket back and revealed that Cal was fully erect. His cock head looked a bit shiny, too, like he'd been leaking precum. She got up off the couch and sauntered towards me. She stopped between my legs, bent over, and put her hands on my knees.

    Then Piper looked back at Cal and said, "How about you fuck me from behind while I rest my hands on my husband's knees?"

    Cal popped up off the couch and strode across the living room. He spit in his hand to lube his cock and then slipped inside Piper from behind. She smiled at me and moaned as he began to thrust.

    "His cock feels so good inside me," she said. "He's so deep. He always goes so deep in my pussy."

    I put my hands over hers. Our fingers entwined on my knees. I was holding my wife's hands as her boyfriend fucked her. I was in cuckold heaven. If this was just a small preview of the threesome - which I assumed would include me fucking her - it was a perfect way to get me excited for it.

    Piper ran one of her hands up my leg. She found my cock and stroked me through my jeans as Cal fucked her. He'd picked up the pace, too, and I was mesmerized by the way her breasts swayed with every thrust.

    She took a few small steps forward and Cal moved with her before resuming his long, deep, hard thrusts. I leaned forward and kissed Piper. Her lips pressed hard against mine with every thrust from her boyfriend, but that somehow made the kissing even hotter.

    "Take your cock out," she said.

    I got my pants and underwear down to my ankles and Piper wrapped her fingers around my cock. She stroked me in time with her boyfriend's thrusts. Cal was fucking her even harder at that point. I reached up to play with her breasts as he fucked her. She stroked my cock and we kissed a little. I'm pretty sure I was about as turned on as I'd ever been at that point.

    "I want you to cum as he cums inside me, Joel."

    I nodded. It was about all I could manage at that point.

    Cal put a hand on Piper's shoulder for better leverage and he fucked her harder. Her mouth opened, her eyes closed, and it took a few seconds before she let out this long, slow, steady moan of pleasure as she got pounded. It was the kind of doggystyle sex where it looks a little like she's not entirely enjoying it, but Piper came and she came hard, so it was impossible to argue that she wasn't enjoying it.

    Cal came soon after giving her an orgasm in standing doggystyle - no small accomplishment, by the way - and she then stroked me to a fucking fantastic climax. It was the first time I'd cum at the same time as her boyfriend and it was a genuinely unique experience, though there was a chance we'd be repeating it the next night.

    Cal pulled out and Piper collapsed on top of me. I saw him smiling before he walked away and gave his cock a quick wash in the kitchen sink.

    "That was amazing," I said. "And if you're really up for the threesome, then so am I."

    She smiled. "Oh, I'm up for it. I'm eager for it. Truly. I got wet the moment Cal mentioned it, so I'm absolutely up for it."

    That settled it. We were having a threesome. A much more involved threesome than the scene I'd just described. I'll tell you about it soon.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 25

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    It probably won't surprise you to hear that Piper spent a great deal of time with Cal when she was striving to get pregnant.

    She was at his place several nights a week and he'd come to our home once or twice a week. In part it was because she wanted to give herself the best chance at getting pregnant, but that wasn't all of it.

    Piper had confessed to me that as soon as we'd made the decision that Cal would be the father of her baby she felt a strong pull to be with him. She wanted to be close to him, to spend time with him, and, of course, to have as much sex with him as possible.

    I'm more than willing to admit that I struggled during that period. To be frank, I felt like I was losing my wife, like my desire to be cuckolded had led us down a hugely destructive path that would end with Piper leaving me and moving in with Cal to raise a family with him.

    Piper wasn't blind to my needs, though. I got to watch with great frequency and of course I was permitted to help. When I watched, we developed something of a ritual. I would undress Piper. I would arouse her with my mouth, leaving her wet and eager for Cal's cock. Then I would arouse him. They'd kiss and touch each other while I took him in my mouth and sucked his cock until he was hard and slick with my saliva. Then I'd guide him into my wife's pussy and watch as he tried to impregnate her. Most of the time I would clean Cal's cock with my mouth when they were finished. I would not be permitted to clean her pussy, of course, as Piper wanted to keep every drop of Cal's cum inside her.

    Watching them make love was almost always a source of overwhelming arousal and pleasure for me. Piper was engaging in the ultimate form of cuckolding as she urged another man to get her pregnant while I watched. I suppose we were both engaging in that act of cuckolding. It's not like I'd been forced into the situation. I'd gone into it with arms wide open. Each and every time I watched I was fully erect and my body was flooded with arousal. I wanted it to happen. I craved it.

    I still made love to Piper during this time. I had to use a condom, of course, but she still welcomed me inside her. It happened more at first. The frequency slowed, though. I still came as often, but instead of during sex it would be during a handjob or via masturbation.

    Looking back, the timing of the decline makes sense, as it began as soon as Piper got pregnant. She didn't know she was pregnant, but her body seemed to know and it seemed to be telling her that she wasn't quite as interested in having sex with me.

    It probably won't surprise you to hear that I wasn't entirely disappointed by the decrease in the frequency of sex between Piper and me. I'm a cuckold, after all, so I found pleasure in the fact that she and her boyfriend were making love a great deal more often than she and I were.

    Then we found out that Piper was pregnant. She told me first. She was overjoyed. I was too. We hugged tightly. We kissed deeply. I got hard. I'm pretty sure Piper was turned on, too, because she was the one to drag me into the bedroom. She pulled my clothes off. I did the same for her. We made love. It was slow and soft and beautiful and it ended with us cumming together.

    "Clean me," Piper whispered.

    I pulled out and kissed my way down her body. She spread her legs. I took my place between them. I plunged my tongue into her pussy and cleaned my cum out of her as she picked up her phone and called Cal. She informed him she was pregnant with his baby. She told me she'd never been so happy, so excited, so utterly joyful. She made plans to see him that night.

    We showered together. Piper asked if I wanted to dress her for her night of celebration with Cal. I gleefully accepted. I picked out a delicate light pink bra and panty set. I picked out a beautiful dress. I put every stitch of clothing on her while she smiled and told me how happy she was that I was so supportive of her getting pregnant with Cal's baby. She didn't have to say anything, though, as I could feel the happiness emanating off of her.

    She gave me a kiss, told me she was going to spend the night at Cal's, and left for the city. I didn't hear from her until she was on her way home the next morning.

    We kissed in the foyer. She smelled a little bit like him, which I always enjoyed. She led me to the bedroom and I undressed her until she stood naked in front of me. I moved to get naked but Piper stopped me and carefully removed my clothing, showering my body in kisses as she did so.

    We crawled into bed together. I tried to get on top of her, but she directed me to my back and laid next to me with her body pressed against mine. We kissed as her hand moved over my chest, my stomach, and my crotch. She lured me to an erect state with a slow handjob and lots of tender kissing and soon my body was flooded with desire.

    "Have you noticed that we've been having less sex?" Piper asked softly.

    "Yes," I admitted.

    "You haven't said anything."

    I looked at her and smiled. "I know. It just...it doesn't bother me. There's a part of me - the cuckold part, I guess - that likes it, that feels like it makes sense for us to have less sex now that you're...well, now that you're pregnant with Cal's baby. I can't really explain it, but it's weirdly satisfying to have less sex."

    "Do you still love me now that I'm pregnant?"

    I was stunned by the question. "What? Seriously? Piper, of course I still love you. I love you more than I ever have. You're perfect in every way. I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with you raising our family and doing whatever I can to make you happy."

    Her eyes welled up and I was, for a moment at least, utterly confused.

    "I guess it will sound stupid to you, but I was worried," she said. "Worried that you'd feel differently, that some sort of instinctual thing would kick in and you'd abandon me once you knew I was carrying another man's baby."

    I turned towards Piper and caressed her face. Her eyes were still full of worry and it was entirely needless.

    "I can understand your fear," I said. "I really can. Most men would probably react like you were afraid I'd react, but it's also pretty clear that I'm not most men, and I'm not embarrassed about that."

    "You shouldn't be. You make me so happy, Joel."

    I kissed her. It was a warm, soft, lingering kiss and I felt closer to her when it was over. I wanted to make love to her, but I didn't get the sense that Piper was interested, so I made no move to take things further.

    "Did you have a good night with Cal?" I asked.

    She nodded. "It was perfect. We made love. He held me in his arms. We made love again. I fell asleep in his arms. I woke up in his arms. We made love again."

    I felt a fairly potent form of jealousy in that moment, but that was part of being a cuckold, so I didn't shy away from it. I embraced it. I let it flow through me. I let it become a source of arousal.

    "Sometimes it feels so strange to be in love with two men," she said. "It's beautiful and not something I thought I was capable of, but there are times when it's unquestionably strange."

    I laughed softly. "Yeah, I believe that. Is it...the love you feel, is it different for each of us?"

    She nodded. "It's hard to explain, but yes. My love for you feels deeper, more foundational. The kind of thing I don't ever want to let go because my entire life is built on it. My love for Cal is...well, I suppose it's that fresh kind of love, the sort that is always on my mind, that drives desire, that seems to inspire hormonal releases that make me want to spend as much time in his arms as possible."

    "And perhaps spend as much time with him inside you as possible?"

    Piper smiled sweetly. "That too." Her face turned serious for a moment before she asked, "You really don't mind that we have less sex than we used to? That I have a lot more sex with Cal than I do with you?"

    I shook my head. "I...in a way, I like it. It makes me feel more like a cuckold, and maybe that's not something I should openly admit, but I really like feeling like a cuckold. It gives me this ever present sense of desire and of a strange kind of satisfaction."

    She kissed me softly. "So would it be okay if...if for a little while we didn't have much sex at all?"

    "Yes," I answered. "Is that...is that something you feel like you need?"

    Piper nodded. "I can't explain it, but I think it has to do with the pregnancy. I just...it's not that I don't want you or that I don't enjoy having sex with you. I enjoyed it last night. I came hard. It's just that...I don't know, there's some part of me that rejects the idea of sex with you, that feels a little bit off when we're in the midst of it, like my body is saying that the father of my baby is the only one I should be having sex with."

    It was embarrassing, but I'd gotten hard. I tried to shift my hips so Piper wouldn't feel my erection pressing into her thigh, but I didn't do so quickly enough. Her fingers found their way around my shaft and she stroked me while studying my face.

    "Cal wants to spend more time here," she said. "He wants to spend more nights in our bed."

    I got harder in her hand.

    "He didn't come right out and say it, but I think he likes when all three of us are together. I think he likes the interplay. I think he likes putting his arm around me and holding me close while my husband sits just a few feet away. I think he likes making love to me while you watch. I think he likes how you eagerly clean his cock afterwards. I know he likes it when you clean his cum out of me, which you can start doing again."

    Cal was, in many ways, my counterpart. He was more than a bull, but he fit that mold. He liked being with a married woman. He liked that I was an active participant in my cuckolding, that I showed my deference to Cal in numerous ways, including servicing him in a sexual manner. I don't think of myself as an inferior man, but I'd certainly taken on the subservient role, especially in a sexual context.

    "Is that what you want?" I asked.

    "Yes," Piper admitted. "I'd like it very much if Cal spent more time here, more time in our home, in our bed."

    "Then that's what I want, and I'll do everything I can to make sure Cal feels welcome."

    Piper rewarded me with a long, deep kiss. "Would you like to cum on my breasts?" she asked.

    "I would."

    She had me straddle her stomach and then she jerked me off onto her tits. It felt spectacularly good, but I'll admit that the power of the orgasm was at least in part due to my mind racing with thoughts of Cal spending more time in our home, more time as Piper's boyfriend, more time as a part of our lives.

    ---

    Things have changed in the handful of months since Piper found out she was pregnant. She's showing now. It's exquisite. She looks so beautiful and she's one of those women that absolutely adores being pregnant. In fact, she adores it so much she's already talking about having a bigger family.

    Cal typically spends two or three nights a week at our house. He's able to work remotely on some days, so there are times when he's in our house all day. In truth, it's become his home just as much as ours. He's welcome to come over whenever he wants, and when he's here, Piper is effectively his. I don't know if it's the pregnancy or if because Cal is a bull to my cuckold, but Piper is drawn to him when he's at our home. She wants to be with him, to be held by him, to make love to him.

    I still spend nights in the master bedroom with Piper, but I've moved my stuff to the spare room. Or what was the spare room. Now it's my room, really. I did so because we've all agreed that Cal is now a permanent fixture in our lives and it didn't make any sense of him to be bringing a suitcase every time he wanted to come see us.

    When Cal is here I play the part of the cuckold and I thoroughly enjoy it. I tend to show deference to both of them. It's often simple stuff like offering to refill their drinks or make them a snack when they're watching a movie together. I serve them sexually, too, just as I've done for quite some time now. I've gotten very good at giving blowjobs, to the point that there have been a few times where Cal asked me to suck him off because Piper wasn't feeling good and wasn't up for sex. Before this started, I never would have believed you if you'd told me that I'd give a man a blowjob to completion, and yet I've done it half a dozen times now and I suspect I'll do it more in the future, too.

    Things are going to keep changing, too. There's been talk of buying a piece of property nearby and building a house from the ground up. A house where we could all live. A house where we could raise a large family together. I'm not sure if that will happen, but no one has raised an objection yet and I feel like there's a pretty good chance that's where this is all going to end up.

    I think it's what I want. Sometimes it's hard to know. The pleasure of being cuckolded clouds things. It's so overwhelming that sometimes I wonder if it's leading to bad decisions.

    Still, Piper's love for me is rock solid. She's not distant. She's not gotten cold. She's never looked down on me. She tells me she loves me constantly and does so with Cal around. I feel that love, too, and it's the thing that makes all of this work.

    I would never have guessed this was where things would end up. The crazy thing is, though, that I'm blissfully happy. Happier than I've ever been. I think the same is true for Piper and Cal, too. This works for us. This unusual trio works perfectly for us.

    I want it to continue. I want to become a better cuckold for my wife and her boyfriend. I want us all to be as happy as we can be for as long as possible. This isn't where I imagined things going when Piper first left for San Francisco, but I'm so happy this is where we've ended up and I can't wait to see what the future holds for us.

    The End.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    Last night, Piper texted to tell me that she was going out to a club with some of her work friends. She sent a picture along, too. It was her outfit for the night. She had on a short leather skirt and a halter top. I couldn't see her feet, but I'm pretty sure she was in a pair of heels.

    I let her know that she looked insanely hot. Because she did. She absolutely did. It wasn't just the outfit, though. She'd also clearly spent time on her hair and makeup and she'd worked to look good. To look sexy. Really fucking sexy.

    I assumed that she sent the picture to tease me a little, especially given what we'd talked about before she left. I mean, why else would she send a picture? So, I made sure to tell her to have fun and that she shouldn't feel bad if she ended up dancing with a guy at the club, that she should feel free to have some fun while she was in San Francisco.

    She texted back, "Thanks," and I didn't hear from her again. It's a little embarrassing, but I'll admit that I masturbated while looking at the picture and thinking about Piper dancing with a guy at the club. I mean, in my fantasy it went further than that, of course. She danced with him. He touched her. They kissed. They kissed deeply. They went back to his place. They fucked, all while she kept that incredible leather skirt on.

    It was fantasy. I knew it was fantasy. But damn did it feel good to indulge in that fantasy. Really fucking good.

    I still had that fantasy on my mind when Piper called early this afternoon. I was certain she hadn't done anything of the sort the night before, and yet I couldn't help but hope that something had happened.

    "Hey there, beautiful," I said as a giddy feeling came over me upon answering.

    "Hey," she replied. It was obvious - even though she'd only spoken one word - that Piper was hungover. I took that as a good sign because it meant that she'd cut loose the night before, which meant - in my fantasy-addled mind, at least - that there was a much better chance she'd indulged even a little in her freedom to have fun with another guy.

    "How was last night?" I asked. I didn't want to come across as too eager, but I really was overwhelmingly eager so there wasn't much I could do to suppress that.

    "Fun. A lot of fun, actually," Piper answered. "I definitely had too much to drink, but it was fun."

    I chuckled. "Yeah, I feel like I can hear the hangover."

    "If you were here you'd definitely be able to see it, too," she replied. "It's been a long time since I had that much to drink. I mean, I didn't black out or anything, but that's as drunk as I've been in years."

    I honestly felt a little said that I hadn't been there. I'm obviously really turned on by the idea of Piper doing something with another guy, but I'm also turned on by the idea of being the one to do something with her, and she looked so fucking hot in that skirt that I absolutely would have loved to fuck her last night.

    "It's a shame I wasn't there," I said. "You looked really good in that picture you sent."

    "Oh yeah?" she asked. "What would you have done if you were here?"

    "Well, I would have fucked you, of course," I said. "Though not before we spent a few hours dancing, kissing, and fooling around at the club."

    "Mmm," she said softly. "I would have enjoyed that."

    "But you had fun without me?"

    "I hope that's okay," Piper answered.

    I don't know why, but I felt a hint of excitement. Maybe it was something about her voice or maybe I was just lost in a fantasy. "Of course that's okay. It's better than okay. I want you to have fun while you're there. I can't think of anything worse than spending four months focused on nothing but work just because I'm not there."

    There was a pause and I heard Piper take a deep breath.

    "So, how many of you went? To the club, I mean," I asked.

    "Six of us," she answered. "The two people in charge - our bosses, really - seemingly know better than to go clubbing with us. Plus, they're both old enough that it would be pretty weird if they came."

    "And it was in the city?"

    "Yeah. We did a round of shots here at the apartments and then we all piled into a car - a massive SUV, actually - and drove into the city. We all agreed that everyone would cover a round of drinks, the first of which we got as soon as we arrived," Piper explained.

    "What was the club like?"

    "Honestly, it was...well, this might be weird to say, but it was kind of sexy. Dark but not creepy. Well-designed. Lots of seating but also plenty of space to dance. They also seemed pretty strict about who they let in," she said.

    "I'll bet you had no trouble getting in, looking the way you looked," I observed.

    I could hear what sounded like a bit of pride in her voice as Piper said, "That's true."

    "And I'll bet you got more than a few appreciative stares," I added. "I mean, what man - straight man, I guess - wouldn't have stared given how good you looked in that skirt and halter top, Piper."

    She was silent for a few seconds before saying, "And you're really okay with that? With guys looking at me?"

    "I'm more than okay with it. I like it," I said. I could have been obtuse about it. I could have tried to approach it in a more roundabout way, but I figured there was little harm in being as honest as possible.

    "Well, a lot of guys stared," she said. "And I got a few compliments, too."

    I got excited. I wasn't sporting a boner or anything, but I got excited. The very idea of my wife dressing in a suggestive manner and garnering the attention of men was fucking exciting to me.

    "How did it feel?" I asked. "To have guys staring at you, to get those compliments, to know that they wanted you?"

    Yes, I was being a bit bold. Maybe too bold. But I wanted to know and I wanted Piper to know that I was genuinely excited.

    "Is it okay if it felt good?" she asked.

    I laughed. "Yes. It's okay. It's more than okay. It really is. Honestly, Piper, I love, love, love that it felt good to you. I just...I mean, it turns me on that it felt good to you and that you looked so good that guys stared, that they wanted you."

    "So...you want other men to want me?" she asked.

    I couldn't tell if it was a test that I could fail - if she would upset with me if I admitted that's precisely what I wanted - or if she was interested in the same thing and wanted to make sure I was too.

    "Yes, I want other men to want you," I admitted. "I...thinking about that turns me on."

    "Which is why you told me to have fun last night," she said.

    "Yes," I answered. I very nearly added that it's also why I told her that she should go on dates with other guys - or find a boyfriend - while in San Francisco, but it seemed like the wrong time to push that particular part of my fantasy since I'm pretty sure Piper was well aware of my feelings on that.

    "Well...I had fun," Piper said softly. "A lot of fun."

    It felt like Piper was holding something back, though I couldn't tell for sure.

    "So, everyone had to cover a round of drinks," I said, figuring Piper maybe needed to loosen up a little before sharing everything with me. "Did you guys make it all the way to round six, or did some of you bail before that?"

    She laughed. "Oh, we made it to round six. We were there for three hours, I think, which was long enough to prevent anyone from getting really sloppy. The alcohol probably hit me the hardest and even I wasn't irresponsible, though I obviously drank enough for a hangover."

    "Did anyone cheap out and buy a round of shots when their turn came up?" I asked.

    "Abso-fucking-lutely. Danny did. Such a cheapskate. It wasn't even good stuff. It was bottom shelf whiskey. It tasted horrible. He played it off like he did it for the fun of it, but he's so fucking tight-fisted that he just didn't want to spend the money to get us all decent drinks," she explained.

    "And how about you? When it was your turn, did you spring for the good stuff?" I asked.

    "Of course I did," she shot back with faux indignation. "I'm smart enough to know that it's always a good idea to try and impress your coworkers, so I took drink orders from everyone and made sure to get the bartender to use actual good-tasting alcohol. It was expensive, but we're going to be here a long time and I don't want to be known as the cheapskate. That kind of label sticks with you for a long time."

    She was right about that. If you're the cheapskate at work you eventually end up off the invitation list for certain events because everyone knows you're going to be a pain in the ass about the bill.

    "Was it the kind of club where people dance?" I asked. It was a stupid question, of course, but sometimes it's just fine to ask a stupid question to get the ball rolling.

    "It was," Piper replied.

    I felt that excitement again. There was no reason for it, and yet I couldn't help but imagine my wife dancing with another man and doing so while wearing that incredible leather skirt and halter top.

    "And did you dance?" I asked.

    "I did," she said. "The DJ was incredible, actually. Every song was amazing. It was impossible not to dance, honestly. I just couldn't help myself, though it was a lot easier to get out there when everyone else in our group was dancing too."

    "So...you said that everyone else was single. Of the young people on the team, at least. Was anyone there looking to...well, I guess have the kind of fun that single people have?" I asked.

    Piper paused for a few seconds and said, "They were. They all were, actually. Maybe not at first, but you know, sometimes alcohol has a way of opening you up, of making you a little flirtier, or making your true desires come out."

    I felt like she was talking about herself, but it was hard to tell if that's just what I wanted or if that's what was actually happening.

    "You know, one of the things I was nervous about last night was that it had been a really long time since I'd been to a club. I mean, you don't really have a reason to go when you're married. I've been invited, but I always just wanted to go home to you," Piper said. "I was worried I'd...I don't know, that I wouldn't know what to do, or that it would feel really awkward."

    "Did it?" I asked.

    "At first," she admitted.

    I jumped in with, "But then you had a few drinks, and you got into the music, and you started dancing..."

    "And it wasn't awkward at all. I just had fun. I got into it. I danced with my friends. I danced with...well..."

    It felt like the moment I'd been waiting for and I couldn't help but get excited. I held my breath for a few seconds waiting for Piper to finish her thought. When she didn't, I finished it for her. "You danced with...with a guy?"

    "Well, we were there for three hours, maybe a little longer," she replied. "So I ended up dancing with...with a few guys over the course of the night."

    I was so excited. I mean, I'm sure you can imagine how I felt. That kind of arousal that feels so deep. The kind that starts in your brain, that spreads to the rest of your body, that encompasses you entirely. The kind that - for me, at least - only ever seemed to happen when I fantasized about my wife being with another man.

    "You're not saying anything," she said. "Are you okay? Is it okay that I danced with someone?"

    "Yes, Piper, yes, it's absolutely okay," I replied. "Sorry I didn't say anything. I just...it's just so exciting to me that I kind of got lost in thought, you know?"

    There was genuine curiosity - and perhaps a bit of excitement - in her voice as Piper asked, "What kind of thoughts?"

    An image of my wife dancing with a good-looking guy popped into my head. I saw his hands on her waist. I saw her spin around and lean back. I saw her press her ass into his crotch. I saw his hands move to her waist and over her stomach.

    "Well, thoughts about how you might have danced with someone. Were you close to the guys you danced with? Did they touch you? Did they say anything while you danced? Did any of them tell you that you were beautiful? If they touched you, did it feel good? Did you touch them? Did any of it...I don't know, excite you?" I rambled.

    "They touched me," she said. "No one was rude or inappropriate, but there was touching. An incidental brush of a finger against my arm. A hand on my waist."

    "Did you...did you like it?" I asked.

    "Being touched?"

    I nodded before remembering that I was on the phone. "Yes. Yeah. Did you like being touched?"

    "I did," Piper admitted.

    Fuck. It was so fucking hot. Hot enough that I started to stroke my cock through my jeans. My breathing got heavier, too. The way it does when you're turned on and you can't help but breathe heavier.

    "There was one guy...one that I danced with longer than the others," she continued.

    "Really?" I asked as excitement surged through my body.

    "His name was Calvin, or Cal as he told me to call him," she said. "He was the last guy I danced with. He...he was very good looking. A few years younger than me. Tall, too, and he had a really great smile."

    She sounded like a girl with a crush. It was incredible. My dick was hard as a rock. "And did Calvin, or Cal, did he touch you?"

    "He did," Piper said softly. "More than the other guys. At first he was very polite. We danced together. We talked a little - though it was really loud, so only a little - though it didn't take much for me to feel like I knew him. I don't really know why. There's just something about him, I guess."

    I was tempted to unzip my pants and pull my cock out, but I resisted as I didn't want to ruin the mood and possibly interrupt Piper's story.

    "It was during the third or fourth song when he pulled me closer," she said. "He took my hand and pulled me towards him until my body was nearly pressed against his. I looked up at him and smiled and he put his hand on my lower back and pulled me even closer. We moved together to the music, to the beat."

    It sounded like Piper was getting turned on, or at least she was talking like she was turned on.

    "Then he...he spun me around," she continued. "He put his hands on my waist and pulled me close. He left his hands there, too, though he moved them over my stomach and my hips and a little bit down my thighs."

    "Were you...were you pressed against him as he did that? Was your ass...was your ass against him as you danced like that?" I asked.

    "It was," Piper admitted.

    The image looked so clear in my mind. My beautiful wife dancing like that with a tall, good looking guy. Her ass pressed against his crotch. His hands moving over her stomach, waist, and thighs. It was so fucking hot.

    "Then he...well, he brushed my hair away from my neck," she said softly. "He ran his fingers over my skin and then...and then he leaned down and kissed me. He kissed my neck."

    I unbuttoned my jeans and yanked them off. My underwear followed. I wrapped my fingers around my cock and stroked. I did so slowly so as not to make too much noise, but I was so fucking turned on.

    "Did it feel good?" I asked.

    "It did," Piper replied. "I shouldn't have let him kiss me, though. I shouldn't have done that, Joel."

    She felt guilty. I could hear it in her voice.

    "I'm so hard right now, Piper," I said. "I'm so turned on. Thinking about you dancing with someone. Thinking about his hands on you. Thinking about him kissing your neck. Thinking about you...about you enjoying it, about you letting him kiss your neck because it felt so good."

    She didn't say anything for a few seconds and I thought I'd made a huge mistake. Then, finally, she said, "Really?"

    "Yes. I could send you a picture if you need proof, but yes, I'm turned on. Hugely turned on. I'm...I actually took my pants off so I could...so I could stroke myself. I just couldn't help it. I had to. I've never...I mean, I feel like I've never heard anything so hot, so arousing," I explained.

    "You're really not mad?" Piper asked.

    I laughed. "I'm really not mad. I'm not. I'm the opposite of mad. I'm excited. I'm thrilled. I'm happy. I'm turned on."

    She let out a deep breath. "Oh, thank god. Joel, I was so nervous. I really was. I was so nervous you'd be mad. I know you said all that stuff before I left, but...I don't know, I thought it was just play, just fun, you know?"

    "It wasn't," I replied. "You can absolutely date someone while you're in San Francisco. Or just hook up. And you can absolutely, positively dance with a guy and have some fun while out with your coworkers."

    "Even if that guy kisses my neck?" she asked.

    "Yes, even if he kisses your neck. I mean, I find it especially enjoyable that he kissed your neck, that he touched you," I answered. "Did you...if you don't mind me asking, did you enjoy it when he kissed your neck?"

    She was silent again, this time for even longer. Eventually, though, she answered. "I mean, I'd had quite a few drinks by that point. And I was dancing. And having fun. And I was pretty loosened up. And his touch...it felt good. I was lost in the whole thing. So...so yeah, I liked it. I might have even liked it a lot."

    "Was that it? Just a kiss on the neck?" I asked.

    "It might not have been," Piper answered.

    My heart pounded.

    "There might have been another kiss," she continued. "If it was more than just a kiss on the neck, would you be mad?"

    "No," I answered. "I'd be turned on."

    "So, if I turned my head after he kissed me on the neck, if I turned my head and looked back at him while we danced. If I looked back at him while his hands were on my hips and we were dancing...if he leaned in and kissed me, if his lips met mine, if he kissed me like that, you wouldn't be mad?" she asked.

    Holy fuck was my cock hard in that moment. Insanely hard. Stroking it felt so good, too. So fucking good.

    "I'm so turned on right now, Piper," I said. "You wouldn't believe how hard my dick is, how good it feels to stroke it as I imagine you kissing him. So no, I wouldn't be mad."

    "And what if he used his tongue?" she asked.

    "That would turn me on even more," I answered.

    I thought I heard her moan. It was really soft, but I'm almost certain I heard it. "And what if...what if he touched me...what if his hands moved up...what if they cupped my breasts for just a moment...what if he touched me in that way while his tongue...while his tongue was in my mouth."

    "Piper...I want to cum," I said. "That turns me on so much that I want to cum."

    I did. I was really close, actually. I was so turned on that it took almost nothing to get me really close to cumming.

    "Cum for me, Joel," she said.

    It was a gift. And I took it. I came. I came so fucking hard while I thought about my wife kissing another man as her ass was pressed into his crotch and his hands were on her breasts. I came so hard my body shook. It fucking shook. I made a mess, too, but that doesn't matter.

    "Holy shit," I said while coming down from the climax. "Holy shit, Piper. Holy shit that felt good. Wow. Wow."

    "I'm glad I can make you cum so hard even though I'm all the way across the country," she said.

    For some reason I had this feeling that she'd made the story up just to make me cum. "Was that just a story to make me cum?"

    She was silent in a way that made me think she had made it up. Then she said, "No. It happened. All of it happened."

    "That makes me so happy," I replied. "Happier than I can explain, even though that's probably a little weird."

    Neither of us said anything for a few seconds, and then a thought popped into my head.

    "What about you? I mean, orgasm wise. Did the kissing and dancing turn you on? I can't go down on you from across the country, but I absolutely would if I was there," I said.

    Silence again. Then, "Oh, I already took care of myself, actually. Last night. And...well, and again this morning."

    "That's so hot," I said.

    "You really think so?" she asked.

    "Yes. Absolutely. That is so hot. Were you...what were you thinking about while you did it?" I said.

    I heard her take a deep breath before she paused for a few seconds and answered, "I was thinking about how I felt last night. How it felt to have his hands on me. How it felt when he brushed my hair aside. How it felt when his lips found my neck, when I kissed him, when his tongue moved into my mouth, when his hands were on my breasts. It wasn't like I was thinking about him, exactly, but instead it was just how turned on, how sexy, how beautiful, how desirable I felt in those moments."

    "And you came?" I asked.

    "I did," Piper answered. "Twice. So far, at least."

    It's so hot knowing that your wife has masturbated to thoughts of another man and that she probably plans on doing it again. I promise you, it's so hot.

    "I love that you're masturbating to those thoughts, to those feelings," I said. "Are you...I mean, are going to try and experience those feelings again?"

    "Well...Cal gave me his number," she answered. "Or, well, I asked for his number."

    "Have you texted him yet?"

    "Not yet, no," Piper said. "I know you meant what you said before I left - at least now I know - but I just...I don't know, it just seems so strange to go on a date with another man while you're 3,000 miles away. You know?"

    "Yeah, of course. But, you have my full support if you want to. And, not for nothing, it seems like you'd enjoy it. I mean, you enjoyed yourself last night. You enjoyed how he made you feel. Two orgasms...you know, that's pretty good, which means those feelings must have been pretty good, pretty potent."

    "They were," she said softly. "And if I texted him...if I arranged a date, you really wouldn't be mad at me?"

    I smiled. "Not in the slightest. Truly. I'd be more excited than I can possibly explain."

    "Okay, well, maybe I'll do that, then," she said.

    I have no idea if Piper is going to arrange a date with Cal - or another guy, I suppose - but as soon as something happens in that arena, I'll update you.

    As I'm sure you can imagine, I really, really hope she texts him. I can't imagine anything hotter than knowing that she's got a date with another guy.

    Hopefully I'll have something to write about soon.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    It's a strange thing to spend most of your day hoping that your wife will call or text and let you know that she's going on a date with another man. Really strange.

    That's how I spent this past week, though. Piper and I text every day - usually multiple times a day - and every time my phone dinged I felt this little rush of excitement - the kind where your heart skips a beat and your dick tingles a little - because I so desperately wanted her to have gotten in touch with Calvin to pursue a relationship with him.

    Imagine my delight, then, when Piper sent a simple text message on Thursday: "I have a date on Saturday."

    I was at work when I received it. There were a few hours left in the day. I stared at the message and read it over and over and I swear my dick got hard. No touching. No stimulation other than reading those six words and thinking about what might happen on that date.

    "With Calvin?" I texted back.

    "Yeah."

    I was excited, but I didn't want to come off as too excited, you know? I didn't want to seem weird, to put her off the whole thing, so I didn't pester her with all the questions that immediately jumped to mind.

    "That's really exciting," I texted in lieu of those questions.

    It took a few minutes, but Piper replied. "I know. We'll talk tomorrow night. Maybe you can help me pick an outfit."

    I was surprised - and delighted - at her willingness to play into my fantasy. "I'd love that."

    Yesterday, she texted again, this time roughly an hour before I was due to leave for work. "Which one do you like best?" she asked.

    Four pictures followed, each one of Piper standing in front of the mirror in a different outfit. The first was the red and white sundress she'd modeled for me the night before she left. She wore a pair of chunky heels with it and she managed to look both sexy and cute.

    The second outfit was a pair of jeans with a soft-looking white turtleneck sweater. It looked suitable for cool weather and there was something about it that I found exceptionally sexy, perhaps in part because she'd paired it with knee high black leather boots with a three inch heel.

    The third outfit consisted of a strapless top and a pair of shorts. Short shorts, really, as they exposed most of her thighs. She wore the chunky heels with that outfit, as well, and the view of her legs was stunning.

    In the fourth picture Piper wore a semi-sheer light pink blouse with a white camisole underneath it and a pleated white skirt that I'd never seen before. She paired it with strappy high heels and it looked astoundingly good.

    Every single outfit was incredible, which I found thrilling because it meant that Piper was putting real effort into looking good for her date. Her date with another man. Her date that night lead to a relationship while she was in San Francisco. Her date that might very well lead to my cuckold fantasy becoming a genuine reality.

    "They're all amazing, Piper," I texted. "You honestly couldn't go wrong and any man would be thrilled to be on a date with a woman wearing any of those outfits. If I had to choose, though, I'd go with the sundress."

    "I thought you might," she replied. "Call me when you get home from work."

    I called Piper the moment I got home. The moment I pulled into the garage, actually.

    "Hey there," she said.

    "Hey."

    I unlocked the door and stepped inside. I wasn't quite sure what to say - again, I didn't want to freak her out with my excitement - so I waited to see where Piper wanted to take the conversation.

    "So...I just wanted to make sure that you're really okay with this," she said.

    I smiled. "Yes, Piper, I'm more than okay with it. I really am. I'm excited. It's...I don't know, it's just really exciting to me. I can't explain why. I just know it's exciting."

    I tossed my bag on the kitchen table and stood there waiting for her to say something. Every second that passed in silence felt like a minute.

    Her voice was soft as she said, "I'm excited too."

    I felt that tingly kind of arousal. "Really?"

    "Mmm hmm. I've actually been texting with Cal for most of the week. I didn't say anything because I didn't know if anything would come of it...but I...I like him, Joel. I mean, I feel like there's a real connection."

    My heart was beating so hard. I opened the fridge, grabbed a beer, and popped the top before heading to the living room and sinking into the couch. My dick wasn't hard, but I was so turned on it felt like I should have been hard.

    "What do you text about?" I asked.

    "A little bit of everything, honestly," she replied. "Last night we were texting about True Detective, believe it or not. We're both watching the most recent season and we were sharing theories about it. The day before that he was telling me a little bit about his job at a startup out here. Mostly about what he does on a day to day basis."

    It struck me that they were texting very much like boyfriend and girlfriend. I suppose, though, that I was really just letting my fantasy take over because that's what I wanted Piper and Cal to be.

    I also experienced genuine jealousy about the True Detective stuff. That was a show we'd watched the first few episodes of together before she left and here she was chatting about it with another guy. To my surprise, though, there was something kind of exciting about the jealousy.

    "We've talked a few times, too," Piper added. "There's something...easy about it. Things just flow. We get along, you know? That's why I agreed to the date."

    "He asked you?"

    "He did. Yesterday, actually. He asked if he could take me out on Saturday afternoon," she replied. "I told him it would make me very happy if he did."

    Again I felt that excitement, this time with a dash of jealousy. "Does he know you're married?" I asked. "Not that you need to tell him."

    "He knows," she said. "I explained everything, actually. After he asked me on a date. I told him I'd love to go, but that he should know that I was married and that my husband was okay with me dating someone else while I was in San Francisco."

    "And he had no problem with that?" I asked.

    "Not at all, actually. He told me he found me irresistible, that he hadn't been able to keep his eyes off me in the club and that he hadn't stopped thinking about me since that night," Piper said. "He said you were a lucky man, too."

    I smiled. "I am. A very lucky man."

    I heard her breathing for a few seconds before Piper asked, "Yeah? Do you really feel that way?"

    "I do. I know it seem a little crazy or hard to understand, but I feel genuinely lucky that you're going on a date with another man tomorrow. I mean, I barely understand why it’s so exciting to me, but it is," I answered.

    "So, like, does it turn you on?" she asked.

    "It does. It's the weirdest thing, but it turns me on to think about you going on a date with him. I got so excited when I saw the text," I said. "The more I think about it, the more it turns me on."

    "What do you think about?" Piper asked softly.

    A dozen thoughts ran through my head at the same time. I picked out a few to share. "I think about you in that incredible sundress. I think about you holding hands with him while walking through the park. I think about him stopping to kiss you, about his hands on your hips or your lower back or your ass while you press your body into his and lose yourself in the kiss. I think about you feeling desire for him and about him feeling the same thing for you. I think about you finding a quiet little spot in the park and him pulling up the back of the dress to play with your ass or...or..."

    "Or my pussy?" Piper asked.

    "Fuck...yes," I replied.

    "So...Cal kissed me and touched me a little in the club and obviously you didn't have a problem with that. If things went a little further tomorrow, if I wanted to do a little more with him...if the chemistry in person is really good, you'd be okay with that?" she asked.

    It wasn't entirely clear what she was getting at, but I took her question to be asking if I was okay with her having sex with Cal even if that seemed unlikely for a first date. My feelings were unequivocal. "Yes, I'd be okay with that. With whatever going a little further means, I'd be okay with it."

    "I feel...I feel desire for him," she said.

    What an incredible thing to hear your wife say. Just fucking incredible. "I like that," I replied.

    "Yeah? You really don't mind that I have...I don't know, a thing for another guy?" she asked.

    "I love that, Piper. I really do," I answered.

    "So, should I call you after my date is over?"

    "Yes. Please. No matter how it goes, please call," I said.

    "I will. I love you, Joel. I'll talk to you tomorrow."

    "I love you too," I replied.

    The call ended. I set my phone down, took a long sip of my beer, and contemplated masturbating. Ultimately I decided against it, preferring instead to assume the date would go well and I'd be armed with far more masturbatory fuel after the call.

    That takes us to today. To the date. To the call afterwards.

    It was a little after 7 p.m. my time when Piper called and she'd left for the date four hours earlier, so right away I assumed things had gone well.

    "Hey," I said. "How did it go?" I couldn't really contain my excitement. I was desperate to hear how the date had gone.

    "It went really well," Piper replied. "Really, really well. Better than I expected, honestly."

    This incredible sensation worked its way through me. Excitement, arousal, happiness. They were all in there and it was potent. Really potent.

    "So...you went to the park. How was that?"

    "Actually, we had a picnic in the botanical garden at the park," Piper said. "Cal told me to meet him there and the picnic was a surprise. He went all out, too. He had a basket and a blanket for us to sit on. He made all the food and he managed to sneak some wine into the basket - despite it being against park rules - and he'd already picked out the most beautiful spot with an incredible view and these gorgeous flowers all around us."

    She seemed smitten. Completely and utterly smitten. It was so exciting.

    "He laid out the blanket in the grass and we sat on it. He didn't open the basket right away, though. We talked a little and he told me - a few times, actually - how beautiful I was and how good I looked in the dress."

    "Did that make you feel good?" I asked.

    "Better than I would have thought, actually," Piper replied as my excitement built. "I wanted him to think I looked good, to be attracted to me, Joel. I wanted it even more than I'd thought, honestly, so when he said it - when he kept saying it - it felt so good."

    I know it's unusual to get excited as your wife describes her date with another man, but I don't give a damn. I was so fucking excited.

    "He kissed me," she said. "After telling me how beautiful I was. He reached up, gently brushed my hair behind my ear, and kissed me. It was so much better than the kiss in the club, Joel. It was soft and slow and sensual. I...well, I hope it's okay to say that it really turned me on."

    "Yes, that's okay. That's definitely okay," I replied, eliciting a laugh.

    "He pulled out all the picnic stuff after the kiss. He'd made a few salads, pita breads stuffed with chicken and a really delicious mushroom and olive spread, a dip with fresh vegetables, and then strawberries and homemade whipped cream for dessert," Piper explained. "And wine, of course."

    "It sounds delicious."

    "It was. I was impressed, honestly. There's something nice about a man that knows how to cook," she said.

    That prompted a wave of jealousy, in no small part because I could hear the genuine appreciation in Piper's voice. Again, she was clearly smitten after her first date with Cal.

    "So you ate and talked, I assume?" I asked.

    "We did. We talked about a little of everything, honestly. Growing up. College experiences. Our first jobs. Our favorite jobs. He told me about the girl he fell in love with freshman year at college. I told him about the guy I was head over heels for during my freshman year," she said. "In a lot of ways it was an ideal first date, at least as far as getting to know each other goes. It was only a few hours, but I already feel like I know a ton about Cal...and I like all of it."

    It's hard to fully explain how strange and thrilling it is to hear your wife offer the details of her first date with another man, but suffice to say that I just...felt more during that conversation than I had in years. I was excited. I was nervous. I was angsty. I was jealous. I was turned on. At certain points I felt everything at the same time. It was stunning and so fucking incredible.

    "He asked about you, about us," Piper said.

    "Yeah?"

    "I think he wanted to make sure that I was being truthful, that I wasn't just cheating on my husband. I explained everything. About your fantasy. About what we'd talked about before I left. About how I'd told you about last weekend at the club and how we'd talked and texted about my date with Cal this week. I showed him some of the texts, actually, just to make sure he knew I wasn't lying, that going on a date with him was actually my way of fulfilling my husband's fantasy," Piper explained.

    "It is, you know. It really is," I said.

    "Yeah? You don't mind listening to me talk about my date with Cal? You don't mind hearing the excitement in my voice?" she asked.

    "I love it, Piper," I answered. "I do. I'm so...excited. Turned on, for sure, but it's more than that. It's deeper than that. It's...I don't really know how to explain it, but it's just this deep level of excitement."

    She paused for a moment before replying, "I wonder if it's the same kind of thing I feel. The excitement of a really good first date. The excitement of thinking about how good it felt when he kissed me, when he touched me."

    "How...how did he touch you?" I asked.

    "We kissed throughout the picnic, actually. He'd lean over and kiss me every so often and I couldn't help but do the same. It wasn't until later - until after we'd packed up the food and finished the wine - that he touched me. I guess you could say we were making out, because it wasn't just one little kiss. It was lots of kissing. It was...well, there was tongue involved."

    I had to stroke my cock. I did it through my pants, but I had to stroke it. "Were you turned on?"

    "Really turned on. Like, head to toe turned on."

    "And that's when...when he touched you?" I asked.

    "Well, he'd touched me a little during the picnic. A hand on my waist. A hand on my arm. Brushing a hair away from eyes. That sort of thing. But when we were making out he let his hands wander a little. The first time he touched my breasts it was...it was thrilling, Joel. I actually moaned. That seemed to encourage him and he squeezed them a little, though only over my dress. That's when I felt the most like I was back in college, you know? Like I was still exploring what felt good with guys, what I wanted them to do, what I wanted to do to them," she said.

    I had my eyes closed. I pictured Piper on a picnic blanket in her sundress. I pictured her kissing a guy while he played with her tits in the dress and my dick was so fucking hard.

    "As we kept kissing one of his hands moved to my legs," she continued. "They were closed, but the moment he touched me I spread them a little. It was instinctual, actually. I didn't even think about it."

    "Did he take the hint?" I asked while rubbing my dick vigorously.

    "He did," Piper said. "His fingers moved up my thigh. His touch...Joel...it was incredible. It was like he'd found a direct connection to my...well, to my pussy. It tingled as he touched me and there was a point where it felt like it was screaming at me, at him. Like it was demanding pleasure."

    "Did he...did he make it to your pussy?" I asked.

    She didn't say anything and I worried I'd gone a step too far. Then she said, "He did. He took his time - maybe he was just trying to be sure that I wanted to be touched there on our first date - but eventually he found my panties and rubbed my pussy through them."

    Holy shit. What a fucking thing to hear from your wife. What a turn on.

    "Did it feel good?" I asked.

    "It felt incredible, Joel," she answered. "I don't know if he could feel how wet I was, but I was soaked. Completely soaked. I moaned when he rubbed my pussy. I moaned loudly, too. It felt so good that I couldn't help it. I really couldn't."

    "Can I...can I masturbate, Piper?" I asked.

    She didn't answer right away and I panicked. I didn't have to, though. There was genuine joy in her voice when she asked, "Does this really turn you on that much?"

    "Absolutely. It really does," I said.

    "Then yeah, you can masturbate," she replied.

    I pulled my pants off and took my stiff cock in my hand. There was more than enough precum to lube my shaft and it felt so fucking good that I moaned.

    "That sounds kind of like the way I moaned," she said. "Only I did it with Cal's tongue in my mouth, which somehow made it hotter for me."

    "The whole thing sounds so hot. So fucking hot."

    "It was, and I was so turned on. I honestly hoped that he'd pulled my panties aside and finger me. I wanted it so badly and I was certain I would have cum in an instant. I think he would have done it, too, but we heard people talking. We'd been alone to that point, so he pulled his hand from between my legs and we stopped kissing right as a group of four people came over the hill and walked past us," she said.

    The fact that they'd stopped meant they were unquestionably getting hot and heavy.

    "We both laughed and I happened to look down and see that he was hard. Or that there was a bulge that looked an awful lot like he was hard," Piper said.

    "Did you like that you'd made him hard?" I asked.

    "I did. There was something about it...about seeing it...it turned me on even more, Joel. Like, I actually felt my desire get to this place where it seemed a little out of control, or like it might get out of control," she explained.

    My dick felt harder than it ever had at that point, which I imagine was entirely because I'd never been so turned on. It was honestly the most incredible sensation.

    "What did you do?" I asked.

    "After the group walked by us, after they were well out of sight, I straddled Cal," she answered. "I got on top and kissed him. I felt his cock pressing into me. I started to...well, I guess you could say I dry humped him. I was grinding all over him and again it was like I was back in college. I can't even explain how good it felt. I mean, fuck."

    "Do you want to masturbate with me?" I asked.

    "Yes."

    I heard Piper strip and then a moan filled my ears. A moment later I heard the distinct sound of wetness as she pleasured her pussy.

    "When you were on top, did you think about having him inside you?" I asked.

    "Yes," she admitted. "I...I want that, Joel. I want him in that way."

    "You want to have sex with him?" I asked as my pulse raced and my dick throbbed.

    "Yes, I want Cal to fuck me," she said. "Today was so perfect. It felt so good. And I...well, I actually came while we were dry humping in the park."

    "Holy shit, really?" I asked.

    "Yes," Piper answered before moaning. "I couldn't believe it. I was so turned on and the grinding felt so good that I came."

    Another man had given her an orgasm. My wife had cum with another man. Holy fuck. I was so turned on. So fucking turned on.

    "I don't know if it matters, but I'd love it if you fucked him," I said. "You're free to do whatever you want, whenever you want, but just know that I'd be really turned on if you called me and told me that you and Cal had fucked."

    She moaned. Loudly. "Mmm, thank you baby. I love knowing that you're okay with this. That you're on board with this. That you want me to...to explore with Cal. To have fun with him. To...oh god...to fuck him."

    "Did you schedule another date?" I asked.

    "Yes," she answered. "He's taking me to dinner on Wednesday. I imagine he'll invite me back to his place afterwards. We'll have a drink. We'll fool around. I imagine he'll want to take me to his bedroom."

    "Will you want to go to his bedroom?" I asked.

    "I don't know," Piper answered. "It feels like it's moving so fast, like it's a little crazy to let it move so fast." She moaned. "But...god, Joel, I'm so turned on. He turns me on so much. I like him so much. I want him. I do. I want him. I want to...I want him to fuck me, Joel. I do."

    "Piper, I'm close," I replied.

    "Because I want Cal to fuck me? Is that why you're close? Because you're thinking about me and my boyfriend fucking in his bed?" she asked.

    It was using the word 'boyfriend' that put me over the top. Everything about it was hot, of course, but it was that particular word and everything it implied that had me crying out in pleasure.

    "Yes! Fuck, that's so hot, Piper," I said before quickly adding, "Oh, shit, I'm cumming!"

    I had an orgasm for the ages. The kind of orgasm that makes people want to write poetry about its pleasures. The kind of orgasm that made it impossible to utter a single word or think about anything other than the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my body.

    Piper came too. She said something but I couldn't really hear it. I was just so caught up in my orgasm. I loved that she came too, though. I loved the whole thing.

    Afterwards I listened to her breathing and looked down to watch my chest rise and fall as my breaths were just as deep as hers. I imagined being there with her, having her cuddled up next to me. It was quite pleasing.

    "So...you know that Wednesday is Valentine's Day, right?" she asked.

    I hadn't thought about it. It put a smile on my face. "I do now."

    "And you're okay with me going on a date with Cal on Valentine's Day?" she asked.

    "I am, actually. I mean, I know you've only been on one date, but if this ends up being a relationship then it would probably be really nice that you guys went out for Valentine's Day, and maybe it would be really nice if the first time you had sex was on Valentine's Day," I said.

    She moaned softly. "I agree. But, I'm honestly not sure if I'm ready for that, so don't count on it happening on Wednesday, okay?"

    "You move at whatever pace you're comfortable with, Piper. I promise, no matter what happens, I love you," I said.

    "I love you too, Joel," she replied.

    "And thank you for the orgasm. That was incredible."

    She laughed softly. "It really was. Let's talk again tomorrow, okay?"

    "Okay, we'll talk then."

    I set my phone aside, took a deep breath, and then smiled as brightly as I've ever smiled. I was so fucking happy.

    I really hope things work out with Cal. It would be amazing if they had sex on Wednesday, but there's no guarantee of that and I'm just fine with that. I mean, with any luck, this thing will go on for the entire four months she's in San Francisco. That would be amazing.

    I'll update you after their date. See you then.
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    What a week. What an exciting week.

    Let's start on Tuesday. It was a little after 9 p.m. here when I got a message from Piper. She'd sent a picture of her in a red dress. She seemed to be in a fitting room.

    The dress was short, tight and strapless. The fabric was ruched, which gave it the illusion of being a little looser while it actually clung to her body like a second skin. It was spectacularly hot and I said so when I replied to her text.

    "Yeah, you like it?" she texted back.

    "I love it. Cal will love it too," I replied. She hadn't explicitly said it was for her Valentine's Day date, but why else would she be trying on a dress.

    Another picture came through. The dress was hanging behind her and Piper was wearing a red lace bra and panty set. I'd never seen it before. She was clearly doing some shopping for Valentine's Day. She looked stunningly sexy. The red was really a good color on her.

    "Incredible," I texted. "Is that for Cal too?"

    "If things go well, yes," Piper replied.

    That's all it took to get me hard. It was no guarantee of anything happening, of course, but I couldn't help but imagine Piper standing in front of another man in that bra and panty set - and looking so fucking hot - and of course I got hard.

    "Is it okay with you if I buy the lingerie and the dress for my date?" she asked.

    "Yes," I texted. "I love that you want to look good for your date. For Cal. I love that you want him to...well, to want you."

    A few minutes passed without a response and I got a little worried that I'd somehow offended her. The longer she went without responding, the more worried I got.

    "I hope it's okay that I want that," she finally texted. "It still feels a little weird to want that, but I do."

    All the worry washed away and in its place was arousal. "It's so much more than okay that you want him to want you, that you want to look good for him, that you want to buy that new dress and that incredible lingerie for him. It's so, so, so fucking hot, Piper."

    "Thank you, Joel," she texted. "I'll call you after my date tomorrow, okay?"

    "I can't wait," I replied.

    I got another picture the next night. It was of Piper in her Valentine's outfit. The dress looked stunning with a pair of heels to make her legs and ass even hotter. She put a great deal of effort into her hair and makeup, too, which I noted as I stared at the picture while imagining Piper out with Cal.

    She didn't call that night. Instead, I got a text: "The date was amazing. I can't wait to tell you all about it. We're heading back to his place now and I have a feeling that I'm going to spend the night. Are you okay with me sleeping with him?"

    I loved that she was asking. My heart pounded as I read her message and thought of my wife going to another man's apartment to have sex with him. My mouth actually hung open for a short spell as I read the message a second, third, and fourth times.

    "Yes, I'm okay with it," I replied. "I love that it's happening on Valentine's Day, honestly. I hope it's not too weird to say that you sleeping with him - if it happens - would be the best Valentine's gift I've ever gotten."

    A few minutes passed before Piper texted again. "We're in an Uber driving back to his place. His hand is on my leg. His fingers are moving just a little over my thigh. It feels so good, Joel. Unless something goes really wrong at his place, I'm going to sleep with him tonight and I'll probably spend the night so we won't be able to talk until tomorrow. I hope that's okay."

    "That's amazing," I wrote back. "Have a great night, Piper. And happy Valentine's Day."

    She sent back a smiling emoji and that was it. I set my phone down and closed my eyes. I thought of my wife and her date in the backseat of an Uber. I thought of him caressing her inner thigh. I thought of her getting turned on and thinking about sleeping with Cal. I thought about them kissing in the car. I thought about them having sex in every imaginable way. In my mind, they fucked in his living room, on his kitchen table, in his shower, in his bedroom, on his washing machine. It was all so beautiful and my dick was hard as a rock, too.

    I contemplated masturbating. I would have cum in an instant. I probably would have done so while staring at the lingerie picture Piper had sent the day before and imagining her posing in that bra and panties for Cal. I held off, though. I liked the idea of denying myself and of making my orgasm the next day even hotter.

    I went to bed without hearing from Piper again. I'm three hours ahead of her, though, and I couldn't stay up all night or I'd be useless at work on Thursday.

    She texted, though. It was a little after 2 a.m. my time. The ding woke me up. Usually I put my phone on silence but I was honestly hoping she'd text so I didn't mind interrupting my sleep.

    "We had sex. It was great. I can't wait to tell you all about it. I'm sorry you'll have to wait until after I get off work. I think we might have sex again before we go to sleep. Happy Valentine's Day, Joel. I love you," she texted.

    "I love you too, Piper," I replied. "I can't wait to talk to you tomorrow. Happy Valentine's Day."

    It took an hour before I feel asleep again. Of course it did. I was hugely aroused and a little bit anxious - my wife was going to spend the night in another man's bed, after all - and I had a million thoughts running through my head. I really was excited to talk to her, though.

    I heard from Piper - via text - while I was on my lunch break. "Thank you for encouraging me to find someone while I'm here in San Francisco, Joel. Last night was amazing. Cal's an incredible guy. I really like him. He already asked me out on another date, too, so I think he feels the same way about me. I love you and I'll talk to you tonight."

    The anxiety was potent as I read her text. I mean, she'd actually found someone she liked. She'd found a boyfriend, assuming things continue to go well. I was a little surprised at how anxious I felt, though I probably shouldn't have been. I mean, Piper was dating another man while we were 3,000 miles apart.

    "I love you too," I texted back. "And I'm so glad things are working out with Cal and that you had such a good time."

    "Oh, I forgot to tell you that we had sex again this morning," she replied. "It was a quickie, really, but it was good. Really good."

    You know the sex is good when it carries over to the next morning. I'm sure you can also imagine that getting anything done for the rest of the day proved damn near impossible for me.

    I slogged through the day, headed home, had dinner, and then waited. Again, I'm three hours ahead of Piper so I had to wait for her to get off work, which is why it was nearly 9 p.m. before she called.

    My heart started pounding the moment my phone rang. I popped in my ear buds - I wanted to be able to talk hands free - and answered. "Hey," was all I could manage to say.

    "Hey," she replied. "How are you?"

    A dozen thoughts ran through my head before I said, "I've been thinking about you all day. It was hard to concentrate at work. In a good way, of course, but it was hard. Especially after that text you sent."

    She laughed softly. "I have to say, I kind of like that it was hard for you to concentrate, that you were so excited thinking about me. In a way it feels like when we were first together, you know? When I was on your mind all the time. When you were calling and texting and desperate to see me."

    She was right. It was a little different, of course, but in many ways it was exactly the same. The excitement level was certainly the same and that felt like half the fun.

    "I think I might be even more excited now, to be honest, which is kind of amazing," I said. "I mean, it took me an hour to fall back asleep after your text last night because I was just so excited and turned on as I thought about you and Cal having sex."

    I could hear the amusement in her voice as Piper asked, "Really? Did you...you know, take care of yourself?"

    "Masturbate? No, I didn't. I thought about it, but I decided it would be more fun to wait," I answered.

    "That makes me happy."

    I smiled brightly. I'd made the right decision. Plus, I'd learned that Piper preferred that I refrain from masturbating without her. "So, where did Cal take you?"

    "It was beautiful, Joel. Beautiful and romantic. It was a restaurant in Sausalito, which is just on the other side of the Golden Gate Bridge. It had the most incredible, expansive view of the bay and even a little bit of the sunset. We sat on the outdoor patio and there were lights strung overhead and flowers on every table. It was just...honestly, it was perfect."

    She sounded giddy, like her body and mind were still humming with excitement from an exceptional date with her boyfriend. I was excited, but there was a potent undercurrent of anxiety in there, too, as I'm sure you can understand.

    "It was a square table, but it was small so we were basically seated next to each other so we were both looking out at the water. Joel ordered a bottle of wine, we picked out appetizers, and then we talked," she continued.

    "And the conversation was good?" I asked.

    "It was. It really was. The chemistry on our first date wasn't a fluke, as it turns out. I really like talking to him. He's interesting and smart and funny and as far as I can tell, he really likes talking to me. I mean, we were at the restaurant for nearly three hours and we didn't stay that long because the meal took forever. We stayed because it was just really nice to talk to each other," she said.

    It's really strange to be turned on and anxious at the same time. Really, really strange. I was fully enmeshed in those feelings as Piper talked about her night out, though. It was a full body experience, too. I mean, I felt things from head to toe.

    "It wasn't all talk, though," Piper said.

    "Really?" I asked as my pulse quickened.

    "Like I said, the restaurant was romantic and we were sitting close enough to touch...and to kiss."

    "So you kissed?" I asked.

    She laughed softly. "We kissed a lot, actually. I think I forgot what it's like when you're first with someone. When you're so full of...well, desire that you just want to touch them and kiss them and be near them. Honestly, we probably got a little carried away a few times, but no one at the restaurant said anything, probably because it was Valentine's Day."

    "Carried away?" I asked.

    She paused. "A few of the kisses were really...lustful, I guess. There was quite a lot of tongue."

    I imagined my wife in that red dress, sitting at a romantic restaurant with her date and leaning over to kiss him with such passion that she thought they might get in a bit of trouble. Unsurprisingly, excitement followed in the form of a fairly intense erection.

    "It felt so good, Joel. To kiss him. To touch him. To feel him touch me. To feel all that desire building as we sat at the restaurant," Piper continued.

    "Was it the long dinner, the wine, and the kissing and touching that made you want to sleep with him?" I asked.

    "It certainly helped," she said. "When he asked me back to his place for a drink I agreed without a moment's hesitation. Honestly, I would have been disappointed if he hadn't asked. He did, though. I tried not to seem giddy when he asked, but I'm pretty sure I failed. The fact that I kissed him deeply right after he asked probably told him all he needed to know about whether or not he was getting laid."

    It was the craziest conversation in the history of our marriage. I mean, it's truly insane to be talking to your wife about her Valentine's Day date with another man, about how she let him know with a kiss that he'd get to have sex with her that night.

    "Were you certain of it at that point? Certain that you wanted to have sex with him, I mean?" I asked.

    "I was," Piper answered. "I was certain of it halfway through dinner, to be honest. The connection between us, it's so strong, Joel. It's real. My body wanted him, which is why I texted you to let you know."

    "I appreciated that," I said. "It wasn't necessary - you don't need my permission for anything you want to do while you're in San Francisco - but I did enjoy you letting me know."

    "Yeah?"

    I smiled. "I got to spend the rest of my night thinking about you having sex with someone else. About the kissing, the touching, about you stripping out of that dress and showing him the lingerie, about...well, about the other stuff people do when they're about to have sex."

    Piper said nothing for a few seconds. Then, she thrilled me. "Other stuff like…like how I took Cal's cock in my mouth last night?"

    Fuck. What a thing to hear from the woman you love, and with a hint of lust in her voice to make it even more arousing for me, which I assumed was purposeful. "Is that...did you have him in your mouth?"

    "I did," she said. "I'm getting ahead of myself, though."

    I could hear a hint of delight in Piper's voice. She was having fun telling me about her night.

    "First, we had a drink. At his place, I mean. He has an apartment in the city. It's not big, but it's in a fairly new building and it's really nice. He has a small balcony with a view, a cute little kitchen, and it's actually furnished way nicer than I would have thought. Usually a single guy in a city just buys whatever crappy couch looks comfortable, but Cal's put some real effort into making his apartment feel like a home," she said.

    I don't know why, but I felt intensely jealous in that moment. It's such a stupid thing, but the fact that Piper had taken notice of that sort of thing and had been impressed by it set off a bit of insecurity.

    "He opened a bottle of wine, poured us both a glass, and then we went out on the balcony. It was a little chilly so he brought a blanket and we cuddled up under it and sat on the little outdoor couch he has. It felt like the perfect way to cap off the date, or at least the part of the date that didn't involve us taking each other's clothes off," she said.

    "I hope it's not weird to say that I find it really arousing to think of you cuddled up under a blanket with your date," I replied. "Being so close to him. Drinking wine with him. Doing...I don't know, boyfriend and girlfriend stuff, I guess. It's actually more arousing than I expected it would be, but I really like it."

    "It's not weird," Piper assured me. "In fact, it's good, because I really like all that stuff too. I mean, like I said, it's too early to really know, but I think there's real potential with Cal. I really think he could be what you wanted me to have...a boyfriend for my time out here. It's...I mean, it's more than sexual. The chemistry is more than that. I really like him."

    I had to take my pants off. In part because I really wanted to masturbate and in part because my dick was so hard that it was starting to hurt in the confines of my underwear.

    "But the sexual stuff is good too, yeah?" I asked.

    She laughed. "It is. It's really good. And last night it actually got started on the balcony. We'd finished our wine and Cal had set the glasses on the ground. We started kissing. Making out, really. His hands started moving over my body. Mine started moving over his body."

    I started stroking my cock a little faster Piper talked.

    "His fingers moved between my legs and up under my dress. He rubbed my pussy and I stroked his cock through his pants," she said.

    I wanted to ask if he was big. The thought just popped into my head. I resisted, though.

    "I got so worked up. I know he could feel how wet I was. I'm certain of it because I was absolutely soaked, Joel. I'd spent the previous three hours soaked. I wanted him...well, I wanted him badly. Joel. I needed him, actually," she explained.

    "Did you have him on the balcony?" I asked.

    "No. That would be fun, actually, and we might do that at some point, but not last night. No, I stood, took his hand, and told him to take me to his bedroom," she said.

    What an incredibly hot thing to hear from your wife. Or my wife, actually, since maybe you wouldn't want to hear that from your wife. I fucking loved it, though. "Did he take you?"

    She laughed. "Of course he did. You wouldn't have turned me down, right?"

    "Not in a million years."

    "Cal didn't either. He led me to his bedroom. We kissed as he unzipped the dress and pushed it to the floor. We kissed as ran his hands over my back and ass while I helped him out of his pants. We kissed as I pushed his underwear down and then he moaned into my mouth as I took hold of his cock and stroked him," she said.

    "Holy shit, Piper," I replied.

    "I unbuttoned his shirt with...I don't know, hunger," she continued. "Like, I needed him to be naked. I practically tore it off of him and tossed it to the floor. Then he stepped back and for a second I was worried as he didn’t say anything. I didn't need to be, though. He just wanted to look at me, to take me in. His eyes wandered over my body for a few moments and then he told me I looked hot. 'So fucking hot' were his words, actually."

    "So he liked the lingerie," I said.

    She chuckled. "He really did. He picked me up and put me in his bed. He kissed me while I unhooked my bra. He took my breasts in his hands and he played with them in a way that felt so fucking good. I swear, my pussy got even wetter. He kissed my neck and chest and then he took one of my nipples in his mouth and he did something wondrous with his tongue that felt like it sent electric shocks between my legs."

    "I'm so turned on, Piper."

    "Me too," she replied. "Do you wanna masturbate together?"

    "More than anything."

    I heard what sounded like the hasty removal of clothes and a bit of heavy breathing. "He kissed his way down my body - playing with my breasts the whole time - and then pulled my panties aside and pushed his tongue inside me. I moaned, ran my fingers through his hair, and looked down to see wild lust in his eyes before his tongue found my clit."

    More jealousy. Lots of jealousy, actually. I don't know why, but I never thought about Cal going down on Piper. It's not like I think of oral sex as my purview or something I should only do, but it seems like it's the unexpected parts of this journey that make me feel the most jealousy.

    "It felt so good, Joel. He's so, so, so good with his tongue. He had two fingers inside me, too, and they made it feel even better. I could hear how wet I was, too. How desperate I was for him. He couldn't have been down there long, though, as I basically demanded that he put his cock inside me before long," she said.

    "Really?"

    "I told him I needed him inside me, actually," she said.

    I felt arousal surge through my dick. Like, the stroking actually felt better in the moments after she uttered that sentence. I could hear it playing over and over in my head. My wife telling another man that she needed him inside her. Fuck, what a thing it is to have this fantasy.

    "Did he...did you get what you needed?" I asked.

    Piper moaned. "I did, baby. He got a condom, put it on quicker than I've ever seen a man put on a condom, and got between my legs. I guided him into my pussy and wrapped my legs around him. He filled me slowly as we kissed. I held him tight as he bottomed out inside me. I felt his pelvis rubbing against my clit. I whispered to him to fuck me."

    My wife has urged another man to fuck her. Another man had been inside her and she'd told him to fuck her and she'd done so on Valentine's Day. Holy shit.

    "Did he fuck you?" I asked. "Did Cal fuck you?"

    She moaned again. "He did." I heard her masturbating. I heard how wet she was. "He fucked me so good, Joel. I was so turned on. I felt it in my whole body. I don't know...I can't explain it. I just felt it everywhere."

    She didn't need to explain it. It was the exact same thing I felt in that moment as I listened to my wife detail her first time having sex with her boyfriend.

    "Every thrust was...electric. He was so deep inside me and he...I don't know, it's like he knew the perfect pace to maximize my pleasure. He was so attentive, too. We kissed. His hands moved all over my body. He kissed my neck. He played with my breasts. He ran his fingers through my hair. I touched him, too. I wanted to be as deeply connected with him as possible. I wanted to touch him all over, for our bodies to...I don't know, to meld, to connect," she explained.

    I actually had to stroke myself slowly for fear of cumming almost instantly. I've never been so turned on. Maybe that's a bad thing - maybe fucking my wife should have been more arousing than hearing about her fucking someone else - but I really felt in the moment like I'd never been so aroused.

    "We came together, Joel. It was quick, actually. But of course it was quick. We were both so excited. So turned on. So overwhelmed with desire for each other. And I came so hard. So hard it made my toes curl. So hard I might have screamed loud enough for his neighbors to hear," she said.

    I was close. Really close. I hadn't heard the whole story, but I was too close. I had to cum.

    "Piper, I'm close. Are you close?" I asked.

    "Yes!"

    I stroked my cock furiously as my orgasm neared. I grabbed my underwear to catch my load. "Think about him," I said. "Think about Cal while you cum. Think about him fucking you, about how deep he was inside you, about how hard he made you cum."

    "The sex was incredible, Joel! He fucked me so good! He fucked your wife so good!"

    I came. I came so fucking hard. My body shuddered. Every inch of my cock felt alive with pleasure. Every inch of my body felt alive with pleasure. I grunted and groaned and the orgasm seemed to go on forever.

    From what I could hear, Piper had a damn good climax too.

    "Thank you, Piper," I said.

    "No, thank you, Joel. Really. I can't believe how right you were about me finding a boyfriend. I can't believe how good it is. I can't believe how much better it is knowing that it all excites you, too," she said. "I thought about you last night, you know. I thought about how much you were going to enjoy hearing about my date, about the sex. It made it better for me."

    "Really?"

    "Yeah. Honestly. It did. I don't know why, but it did. And the orgasm I just had was incredible, which makes me a very lucky woman," she said.

    "You really feel that way?"

    "I do," Piper said. "I got to have sex with my boyfriend this morning - really good sex that made me cum really hard - and tonight I got to have phone sex with my husband and I got to cum really hard for a second time today. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world right now."

    "Do you think we could talk again tomorrow? Maybe you could tell me about the sex this morning? Or the blowjob, what about the blowjob?" I asked.

    She laughed. "I'd be happy to tell you all of that. As a little preview, I'll say that the blowjob happened last night as a prelude to the second time we had sex. It happened in Cal's living room. I'll share the details with you tomorrow, though."

    "I can't wait," I said. "I'd love to hear about work and all the other stuff, too. Actually, if you have time I'd love to talk more right now."

    "I do have time, and I want to hear everything that's been going on with you."

    We spent another hour talking. We caught up on everything not related to her and Cal and then we went off on a dozen different topics, just like we do when she's at home. It was a really great phone date.

    Of course, more has happened since then. She's been on another date with Cal. She's had more sex with him. She called today to give me the details on the second date.

    I'll be back soon to share those details with you.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Any man that spends a month away from his wife is going to be desperate to fuck her the moment he sees her again, assuming he's still attracted to her. I am, as you might imagine, still wildly attracted to Piper, so I was desperate for her.

    Our situation is a little different than most, though, as Piper has spent the last month fulfilling my fantasy - while thoroughly enjoying herself, of course, as she hadn't started a relationship with Cal just to please me - and I hadn't been able to touch her, to kiss her, to fuck her. I'd spent a month masturbating to fantasies about my wife, but it's so much different in person.

    I flew into San Francisco last Friday. I felt such joy when I saw Piper at the baggage claim. It was warm - unseasonably so, actually - and she had on a sundress that she looked utterly flawless in. She practically ran into my arms and I picked her up as we kissed. I cannot tell you how badly I wanted her. It was downright torturous having to wait until we got back to her apartment.

    We went straight to the bedroom. We stripped with great haste. We fell into her bed. We kissed and touched each other. I played with her perky tits and she stroked my cock. I fingered her pussy and she played with my balls. I moved between her legs to slip inside her and she welcomed me with a moan.

    "Did you miss my pussy?" she asked.

    I nodded. "More than you can imagine."

    I filled her slowly and we kissed as I bottomed out inside her and remained still. She ran her hands down my back and grabbed my ass. Our tongues entwined beautifully and she moaned while shifting her hips and grinding her clit against my pelvis.

    "Did you miss my cock?" I asked.

    "I did," Piper replied before smiling and adding, "Though probably not as much as you missed my pussy."

    What a thrill to see that smile. "No, probably not. You've had someone else's cock to enjoy, haven't you?"

    She nodded. "I've had my boyfriend's cock, which is a very nice cock, and he uses it exceptionally well."

    Holy fuck was I hard as a rock. I honestly was hesitant to thrust for fear that I might just explode inside her.

    "Yeah? Your boyfriend makes you feel good? He fucks you good?" I asked.

    Piper nodded and kissed my neck. "Cal fucks me so good, baby. He's made it so much easier to be away from you. It's so nice to have a boyfriend, to be able to go on dates, to hang out with someone I like so much, to satisfy my sexual desires whenever I need to."

    I pulled out and slid back inside her and it felt as good as anything ever had. "And he satisfies you really well, doesn't he?"

    "Like you wouldn't believe," she replied. "My boyfriend makes sure your wife is a very happy woman."

    I straightened my arms like I was doing a push-up on top of Piper and looked down at her. I studied her flawlessly beautiful face and noted that her chest and cheeks were flushed red with desire. I pulled out and slid inside her. I did it again, and again, and again and she writhed beneath me.

    "I think Cal's actually a little jealous that you're in town," she said. "That he can't have me this weekend."

    I loved hearing that. "Why do you think that?"

    "Because he was texting me all morning about how he was thinking about me. That he was thinking about how good I looked in that naughty lingerie set I bought for him. He kept telling me how badly he wanted me, how he craved me, how he couldn't get me out of his head. I believe all of that is true - I feel the same thing most days - but it's the first time he's been so vocal about it and it just happened to be the day my husband was flying in for the weekend," she explained.

    I liked that Cal seemed jealous - to me, it meant that he really liked Piper - and I really liked that she'd been so specific about his desires, including the lingerie that she'd promised to wear for me at some point over the weekend.

    "The thing is," she continued, "all his texting got me worked up. His desire for me...it made me think of my desire for him, baby. It made me think of how good it felt the last time he fucked me. It made me think of how hard he made me cum. It made me want him."

    She was building to something. I could see it in her face. I had my suspicion as to what she'd reveal, but I didn't try and guess. I wanted to hear her say it.

    "I hope you aren't mad...but I went to Cal's apartment during my lunch break," Piper said.

    I moaned as I fucked her a little harder and she smiled as I made it perfectly clear I wasn't mad.

    "I let him have me," she said. "Twice, actually. He fucked me so good. It was like he was trying to compete with you, like he wanted me to remember how good he fucks me while you were inside me."

    I kissed her. I kissed her hard, too. Holy shit was I turned on. Out of my mind with desire.

    "Where did he fuck you? In his bed?" I asked.

    She nodded. "Yes. We went to the bedroom as soon as I got there and we stayed there for an hour. He fucked me, we cuddled and talked, and then he fucked me again. He made me cum three times, Joel. I came three times on his cock while you were on the plane! Oh...fuck!"

    Knowing that Cal had been inside her earlier that day made the sex better for me. Much better, honestly. I don't really know why. It was just so fucking hot.

    "I'm close," I said. "I love that you fucked him today, Piper. It's so hot. It's so fucking hot."

    "I know!"

    She came. I watched her face contort in the most beautiful kind of pleasure and I listened to her moans and groans. Then I came. I buried my cock inside my wife and I came and as I did I thought about Cal's dick doing the same thing. It was the single most pleasurable moment of my life. It felt like I spent a few seconds on an entirely difference plane of existence and it was utterly perfect.

    I collapsed on top of Piper and she wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me close. My heart pounded from the thrill and the exertion and I felt a touch of sweat on my brow.

    We stayed like that for a few minutes. Neither of us said anything. We just basked in the glow of great sex and the great orgasms that came with it.

    When I pulled out I rolled onto my back and Piper immediately cuddled up next to me. She showered my neck and cheeks in kisses. Our lips met for more kisses. She told me how much she loved me and I told her the same thing.

    She checked in, too. She checked to make sure that I was still okay with her having a boyfriend, that my orgasm hadn't cleared away the desire and left me feeling terrible that my wife had fucked another guy on the same day I was supposed to have her all to myself. I assured her that I found it hugely thrilling - even after my orgasm - and she responded with a bright smile.

    Eventually, we got around to making dinner - Piper did most of the cooking but I helped - and we opened a bottle of wine to enjoy with our meal. We ate, we talked about anything and everything - outside of her relationship with Cal - and two hours later we cleared away the dishes before Piper suggested I might want to shower.

    She joined me - unsurprisingly - and while in the shower Piper told me about how she and Cal had showered together a week prior.

    "How was it?" I asked.

    "Romantic," she replied. "Which is maybe a weird thing to say, but I found it incredibly romantic."

    I got excited. Like, instantly excited.

    "I can see that," I said. "Did you...like, wash each other?"

    Piper nodded. "It was mostly Cal washing me, actually. He soaped up his hands and ran them over my body. He did it slowly and of course he took his time with certain parts of me."

    "What parts?" I asked.

    Piper took my hands and placed them on her breasts. She looked up at me as I ran my fingers over her perky, perfect flesh and felt her nipples harden. I wasn't sure if it was from my touch or because she was thinking about her boyfriend, but it was thrilling nonetheless to feel her get turned on in real time.

    "And did it feel good when your boyfriend washed your body?" I asked. "When he touched you like this in the shower?"

    Piper nodded and took one of my hands and guided it over her stomach and between her legs.

    I ran my fingers over her pussy lips. I rubbed her clit just a little. I slipped two fingers inside her and felt the kind of wetness that only comes from desire. She kissed me as I worked her breasts and pussy. Her hand moved to the back of my head and her tongue moved into my mouth, eliciting a moan that I couldn't have contained if my life depended on it.

    Piper stepped back, picked up the bar of soap, and rubbed it between her hands. She set it back on the tray, turned to me, and took my cock in her hands. I was stiff - obviously - and she stroked me slowly as our eyes met.

    "Did you...did you do this for him?" I asked.

    "I did," she said softly. "I washed his beautiful cock. I washed his balls. It was...it was so intimate, Joel. I don't know that I can explain why, but I felt so deeply connected to him as we showered together."

    She kissed me again while her soapy hands moved over my cock and balls and then she directed me to stand in front of the water to rinse everything off. I thought of her doing all of it for her boyfriend and my dick throbbed with desire.

    "Once his cock was free of soap...I was struck by this intense need to have him in my mouth," Piper said. "To look up at him as I gave him pleasure. To show him how much I enjoy giving him pleasure."

    It's so fucking hot to hear your wife say something like that about her boyfriend. If you're into cuckolding, that is, which I definitely am, which is why my dick actually swelled up in her hand as she said it.

    "I love that you enjoy giving him pleasure," I said. "That you're not just doing it because you want to keep him satisfied or keep him interested in you, that you actually like it, that it makes you feel good."

    She smiled and stroked my cock faster. "Joel, baby, it felt so good to have him in my mouth. To be on my knees in front of him. To look up at him as I pleasured his cock, as I made him feel so good. I honestly can't remember the last time I gave a blowjob in the shower, but there was something about it that had me just overwhelmed with my desire. I'm not sure...I don't think I've ever been so wet giving a blowjob in my life."

    In that moment I was as turned on as I'd ever been in a shower, and I've done plenty of shower masturbation in my life. It's a lot different when your wife is the one stroking your cock, though, and it's a hell of a lot different when she's telling you about having blown her boyfriend in the shower.

    I'll admit that there was a part of me that was hoping that I'd get a shower blowjob. There was also a part of me that loved the idea that I wouldn't, that only Cal would be granted that very particular kind of pleasure, that perhaps Piper liked the idea of preserving that memory as something she'd done with Cal and not with me. The great thing was that I got to experience desire thinking of both potential outcomes of that particular moment in my life.

    "Did you make him cum?" I asked.

    Piper leaned in and pressed her wet body against mine as she stroked me faster. She twisted her hand every time it reached the head of my cock and I could feel my orgasm approaching.

    "I did," Piper said. "I made him cum in my mouth. I made him my boyfriend feel so good, Joel. I made him cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum like a good girlfriend."

    I think that last bit was specifically for my benefit. At least it really fucking turned me on. It made me cum, actually. It was a great orgasm, too. Holy shit. I was grunting and groaning and my whole body shook as I let my cum loose.

    "Holy shit," I said breathless as my orgasm subsided. "Piper, you're fucking amazing."

    She laughed softly. "Cal said the same thing after the blowjob in the shower."

    "Well, great minds think alike," I replied.

    We kissed - a long, soft, beautiful kiss - as my fingers found their way between her legs. "And did your boyfriend return the favor?" I asked.

    She nodded. "After we got out. He dried me off, took me to his bed, and spent a fair bit of time between my legs, giving me two orgasms in the process. He's very good with his tongue."

    It felt like it was a challenge. I don't know if that's what it was, but it felt like a challenge and you better believe that I took the challenge. We finished the shower, I dried both of us off, and then I picked Piper up and carried her to her bed. I got between her legs and I worshiped her pussy until she'd had three orgasms. I mean, I had to do one better than Cal, right?

    After that, we spent some time naked in her bed. We talked about a little of everything, jumping from her job to my job to how our friends back home were doing to a little bit of gossip about her coworkers, including how the team leader might have been fucking someone at the company they were supposed to be consulting for.

    At some point we got ready for bed. Brushing teeth, washing faces, that sort of thing. For the first time in a month I crawled into the same bed as my wife and it felt incredible. She wore a cute satin camisole and a pair of panties and I couldn't wait to pull her close and fall asleep with her in my arms.

    Before she crawled into bed, Piper picked up her phone, smiled at me, and said, "Would it be okay if I texted Cal? Just to say goodnight?"

    "Yeah, of course," I replied.

    She got into bed, sat up against the pillows, and typed out a text to her boyfriend. I thought about getting closer to see what she was saying, but it felt wrong. I wasn't entitled to know everything about her relationship with him, after all.

    Her fingers stopped moving - she'd sent the text - but Piper stared at the screen. Then her phone buzzed and she let out a gentle laugh before smiling brightly. She sent another text to her boyfriend and I felt a massive wave of jealousy.

    They weren't in the same room, and yet they were clearly sharing an intimate moment like real couples do. I figured he'd probably sent back some sort of jokey reply that made her laugh. It might have been a joke only the two of them would have understood. They probably did something similar most nights as a quick way to say goodnight to each other.

    The jealousy was potent. Significant, really. It wasn't all bad, though, because the cause of it was the fact that Piper had a real relationship with Cal, and there was something really hot about that. I mean, that's driven countless orgasms for me so far and I'm sure it will be the cause of many more before her stay in San Francisco is over.

    Piper smiled once more - again at Cal's reply - and then turned her phone off and set it on the nightstand. She turned to me and immediately a look of concern washed over her face.

    "Oh, no, I'm okay," I said, reading the look without her having to say a word.

    "Are you sure?"

    I nodded. "Honestly, I just had this moment of jealousy as I watched you text him, and then laugh at whatever he'd texted, and then text him back. It felt so...relationship-y, you know? But, of course, that's exactly how it should feel because that's exactly what it is. A relationship. You're in a relationship with another man. You have a boyfriend."

    Piper rolled away from me and for a moment I thought she was upset. Then she scooted closer, grabbed my arm, and pulled it around her body. She just wanted to spoon.

    "I do have a boyfriend," she said. "And I really like him."

    Her body felt so good against mine. The camisole was so soft and her ass felt so good resting against my thighs. "I like that you like him."

    "I know you do," she replied.

    Her ass shifted gently and it felt like she was trying to turn me on. Or that's what I wanted to feel like. I'm not sure. I just know that I got turned on.

    "I like that it makes you a little bit jealous," Piper said. "I think that's a good thing. That despite the arousal you feel that you still get jealous about me having a boyfriend, and about me really liking me boyfriend."

    She kept moving her ass and I was half hard by that point.

    "I like that he likes you," I replied. "That he introduced you to his friends. It means he has good taste in women."

    She laughed softly. "Yes, he does. And I have good taste in men."

    "Yes, you do."

    I ran my fingers over the camisole and cupped one of her breasts. I felt her nipple - her stiff nipple - and offered it a touch of stimulation, eliciting a gentle moan from Piper. I kissed the back of her neck and amped up the breast play, touching her in a way I knew she'd respond to.

    "Take your underwear off," she said softly.

    I did so as deftly as I could and quickly moved my hips back to the spoon position.

    Piper reached down and guided the head of my cock between her thighs until it was pressed against her panties. I could feel a dampness that made me absolutely certain she was turned on.

    "I can't believe I fucked two men today," she said. A few seconds passed before she added, "I like that I fucked two men today. I like that the fact that I'd fucked my boyfriend today made your orgasm even better, Joel. I like that you came even harder knowing that Cal's cock had been inside me earlier today."

    Piper pulled her panties aside and guided my cock inside her. She was intensely wet and hot and I filled her with ease.

    "It did make it hotter," I said. "It's not something I ever thought I'd experience, Piper, but it was incredibly hot to know that both Cal and me had been inside you on the same day."

    I began to thrust. I kept it slow, but it felt spectacular. I don't know if it's true, but it felt like I was inside her because Piper wanted to feel that closeness, that intimacy. I craved it too, of course, and it felt good, and deeply intimate, for what it's worth.

    "You're not the only one that's jealous," Piper said.

    "What?"

    "It wasn't a joke I laughed at. When Cal texted, I mean. I laughed because he told me he's jealous that you get to fall asleep with me in your arms tonight. He wants it to be him. He's wishing it was him," she explained.

    I got a little more turned on. It's a decidedly unusual thing for your wife to tell you that her boyfriend is jealous of you and it's even more unusual for her to do so while you're inside her. I guess I'm turned on by unusual stuff, though.

    "He asked if he could see me tomorrow," she continued. "Even if it was just for a little bit."

    I felt my dick swell up inside her. You know how you get really turned on and more blood rushes to your dick and it gets a little bit bigger as a result? That's what I felt. It made fucking her feel better, too.

    "See you? Like take you on a date? Or...you know...fuck you?" I asked.

    "I'm sure he'd take anything he could get," Piper replied. "I'm also sure that he'd like to fuck me. I think he's feeling rather competitive, Joel. I think he wants to make sure that I don't break up with him after you leave. I think he'd a little worried that my husband is going to outshine him."

    I fucked her a little harder. I did. I couldn't help it. I think I had a bit of competitiveness going. Either that or I was really turned on.

    "Do you want to see him?" I asked. "Tomorrow, I mean. Do you want to see your boyfriend tomorrow? Do you want to...do you want to fuck him tomorrow?"

    She turned her shoulders and head and looked at me. I fucked her a little harder and her hand disappeared between her legs, no doubt to rub her clit.

    "Would that be okay?" she asked. "Because I don't have to see my boyfriend. I don't have to fuck him. There'll be plenty of time for me to be with him after you're gone. In fact, he told me I could start leaving things at his apartment - a few outfits, a toothbrush, that sort of thing - so I could stay over a night or two during the week."

    She was trying to turn me on. She was. As crazy as it sounds, she was being generous. She was giving me what I wanted.

    "Are you going to do that? To stay at his place more often?" I asked breathlessly.

    She nodded. "Yes. I like sleeping at his place. I like sleeping in his arms. I like waking up next to him. I like having sex with him in the morning. I like that sometimes my pussy is still tingling with pleasure when I leave his place and I think I'd really like that before going into work."

    I was so fucking close to cumming.

    "I like that too," I said. "And I love the idea of you fucking Cal again tomorrow. So if you want to see him for a little bit, that would be amazing. I think I'd love the idea of hanging out and having a coffee while my wife is up in her boyfriend's apartment getting fucked."

    "Joel...baby...I'm gonna cum," Piper said.

    "Me too!"

    I came in my wife. I came for the third time that day. I think it might have been the best of the orgasms I had, but in truth, they're all fucking incredible. I got to watch her face as she climaxed and it really was a thing of beauty. As I watched, I wondered if she was thinking of Cal, of me, or of something else entirely. I wasn't sure which option I preferred.

    We kissed as she came down from her climax. I remained inside her. I told her how much I loved her. I told her I meant it about her seeing Cal tomorrow. She told me she'd hoped that was the case because she thought it would be really hot to have sex with him and then spend the day in the city with me.

    As it turned out, that was hot. Exceptionally hot. And I'll tell you all about it in my next entry.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 15

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Piper went to a wedding yesterday. It was at a hotel in Napa Valley. It was luxurious as hell (she sent pictures).

    As you might imagine, she went to that wedding as Cal's date. One of his friends was getting married. They'd both met Piper. In fact, they'd met her numerous times, including the weekend before the wedding when they all rented a house in Sonoma to have a bachelor/bachelorette weekend.

    As you might also imagine, the knowledge that my wife was going to a wedding as another man's date spurred a sense of jealousy. There's just something about a wedding, you know? It's more romantic. It's the kind of thing you do when you're genuinely serious about each other, at least normally. I was probably reading too much into it. At least that's what I thought.

    They went up to Napa on Friday and checked into the hotel. The room was probably fantastically expensive, but Piper said that Cal insisted on paying so she had no idea what it cost.

    I got a call just a bit after they'd checked in.

    "Hey," I said with genuine excitement in my voice as I wasn't entirely sure I'd be hearing from Piper at all over the weekend.

    "I'm naked," she replied. "I'm in the most comfortable bed I've ever been in. I'm looking out over a vineyard. My body is buzzing with pleasure and my boyfriend's cum is leaking out of me."

    That's a hell of a way for your wife to greet you on the phone and you won't be surprised to learn that I felt an instant stirring between my legs. I coaxed that stirring into an erection with a bit of stroking over my jeans.

    I felt a bit playful, too. "Is that any way to greet your husband?"

    "For most women, no, but I'm pretty sure that's the perfect way to greet my husband," Piper replied.

    I moaned a little. "You're right about that."

    "Am I also right that you'd love nothing more than to be here right now? To have listened to Cal fuck me? To be able to walk into the room, crawl into the bed, and slide into my pussy right now?"

    She was in rare form and it had me throbbing. "Yes, I'd fucking love that. Nothing would feel better right now than sliding into your cum-filled pussy."

    I unzipped my pants. I freed my cock. I stroked it slowly and holy shit did it feel good as I thought about filling my wife so soon after another man had cum inside her.

    "Cal fucked me so good, baby," she said. "I was looking out the window at the vineyard view - which is utterly breathtaking, by the way - and he came up behind me, put his arms around me, and told me he was so happy to be there - to be at the wedding - with me."

    It sounded romantic and seductive. I was jealous and turned on.

    "I felt so good in that moment. So perfect, really. I turned my head and we kissed. I felt his cock get hard and press into my ass. I hadn't planned on getting fucked until after the rehearsal dinner, but I knew the moment his lips met mine that I wanted him."

    I stroked a little faster and moaned again, this time while thinking of my wife kissing another man in a beautiful hotel room overlooking a vineyard.

    "I'm not sure why, but I felt an urge to be fucked. To be fucked hard, in fact," she continued. "I told Cal so as we undressed each other."

    "You told him to fuck you hard?" I asked with obvious lust in my voice.

    "I did, baby. I told my boyfriend that I needed him to fuck me hard, that I needed him to pound me, that I needed him to make me feel good with his big cock."

    I was hard as a rock and hearing that was so fucking hot. I mean, so fucking hot.

    "Once we were naked he picked me up - which I love when he does - and put me in the bed. He got on top and he was inside me a moment later. He filled me with a long, slow, deep thrust and I wrapped my legs around him. We kissed and he played with my tits and then I told him to fuck me hard and he gave me what I needed, baby."

    "Did he make you cum?" I asked.

    "He did. My boyfriend made me cum so hard."

    I was in a particular kind of mood at that moment. A mood where some of the deeper cuckold desires seemed to bubble up to the surface. "Did his big dick feel good inside you? Did it feel good when it went so deep inside you?"

    She moaned and I could hear her masturbating. "It did. It felt so good when he pounded so deep into my pussy, baby."

    "When he fucked you deeper than I fuck you?" I asked. Even uttering the words felt exciting. It was such a strange and sexy thing to be able to say something that would turn me on so much. I know it's kind of odd to get off on the idea that my wife's boyfriend has a bigger cock than I do and that he might be able to fuck her better with that bigger cock, but hot damn did it feel good to think about it and to ask the question.

    Again Piper moaned. It was loud, too. I'm not sure if it was for my benefit or if it was a pure expression of her pleasure, but it was fucking hot. "Yes, it felt so good when he fucked me deeper than you do, baby. Cal's cock reaches places inside me that yours has never gone and it feels so fucking good."

    "Piper, I'm close," I said.

    "Then cum for me," she replied. "Cum for me, baby. Cum while you think about my boyfriend fucking me hard and deep with his big cock. Cum for me while you think about him fucking me so good, fucking me deeper than you can."

    "I'm cumming!"

    I came fucking hard. Really fucking hard. It was enthralling. My body shook. I closed my eyes and lightly stroked the head of my cock to keep the pleasure going and it was incredible. After the initial high of the orgasm I heard Piper cumming too and I took more than a little delight in the fact that she was able to climax alongside me.

    "That was incredible," I said. "You're amazing, Piper. I love you so much."

    "Thank you," she replied. "And it was my pleasure, literally, as I just had a great orgasm too. I promised Cal I'd join him in the shower, though, so I'm going to go now. I'm not sure when we'll talk again, but I'll be sure to text. I love you, Joel."

    "I love you too, Piper," I said.

    She hung up and I smiled and cleaned up my mess. I'll confess that I felt a touch of loneliness, though, as I thought of Piper getting in the shower with Cal while I was alone. It was fleeting, but it did make me yearn for when Piper returns home a month from now.

    She didn't call again that day, but I did receive a handful of texts. She sent a picture of her in the lovely dark red dress she wore to the rehearsal dinner. She also sent a picture of her in the hotel bathroom in a lingerie set. That one included a caption that read, "Do you like the lingerie my boyfriend is about to fuck me in?"

    I loved the lingerie and I told her so. I loved it so much that I put on the audio file of her and Cal fucking and I stared at the picture of my wife in that lingerie while imagining her getting pounded in that very moment. I had my second orgasm of the day and it was damn near as satisfying as the first.

    Piper texted throughout the day on Saturday. She told me about the morning sex she and Cal had. She sent a few pictures from around the hotel grounds along with a message that she and I would have to come back to the hotel some day because it was just so beautiful, which got me thinking about how hot it would be to go to the same hotel where my wife and her boyfriend had spent a weekend having sex.

    She sent a picture of her dress for the wedding, which was elegant and beautiful. She'd put a ton of effort into her hair and makeup, too, and she looked genuinely breathtaking and I'd imagine even better in person, which again made me feel insanely jealous of Cal.

    I didn't hear from Piper again until the next morning when she called.

    "Hey, babe. How was the wedding?" I asked.

    "Perfect," she said. "It was utterly perfect. Cal got us a late checkout, too, so we're sticking around for a few more hours. I don't have tons of time to talk, but I wanted to hear your voice."

    There was something different about her. I couldn't quite tell what, but something a little different. Not in a bad way, though.

    "You looked incredible last night," I said. "In the pictures you sent, I mean. I couldn't help but feel a little jealous."

    "I have to say, I like that you were a little jealous. I don't know why, but I find that really appealing. I like knowing that you're thinking about me when I'm with Cal, that you're jealous, that part of you wishes you were here with me instead of me and that part of you loves that I'm here with my boyfriend."

    I loved all of that too. It's one of the unique aspects of being a cuckold.

    "The wedding was so beautiful, Joel. I'm sure it cost an arm and a leg to have it here, but it was the most beautiful wedding I've ever been to. The hotel made everything perfect. The beauty of it all made the whole night feel so overwhelmingly romantic."

    There was a dreamy quality to her voice. That's what seemed different about her. It was like she existed in a slightly different reality as we talked, though in a good way, like she was in the kind of reality that the rest of us would have given anything to exist in.

    "I have to say, you're making me a little more jealous," I said.

    "You don't mind that, do you?"

    "No. I kind of like feeling jealous when it comes to you and Cal."

    "That's good, baby. That's really good."

    I could tell she had something else to say. Something she was worried I wasn't going to like.

    "The band played a lot of slow songs. The bride and groom must have asked for that. I think they wanted the night to feel romantic. I mean, they must have, because that's how it felt. I think they're among the first of their friends to get married but almost everyone is coupled up and it was like they were trying to convince everyone else that getting married was the right choice."

    I felt like something was coming. I couldn't tell what, but for some reason I was excited in the way that makes your heart pound a little. "Did you and Cal dance to the slow songs?"

    Piper paused for a moment before saying, "We did. It was so nice to be close to him. To be close like that. To be able to just be in his arms and move to the beautiful music - the band's lead singer was incredible - and to feel so connected to him."

    I was jealous and a little bit turned on. Or more than a little bit, really.

    "And it was during one of those songs that Cal..."

    She drifted off. She had something to say. Something important. Something that she was a little worried about saying. I could hear it in the tone of her voice. I didn't say a word. I gave Piper the space to get to where she needed to go.

    "It was during one of those songs that Cal told me he was in love with me."

    I should have seen it coming, but I didn't. I was completely caught off guard. I don't know why. My wife had been dating another man for three months and it was a really good relationship. Of course I should have seen it coming.

    I felt jealous. Insecure. Angsty. Nervous. Excited. Aroused. All of that and more. I felt so many things I couldn't begin to catalog them all.

    "What...what did you say when he told you that?"

    She took a deep breath and paused. Each second that ticked by felt impossibly long. I knew the answer, though.

    "I told him that I felt the same way," Piper replied.

    I felt lightheaded. My heart was pounding way harder than I imagined possible.

    "I'm in love with two men, Joel," she said.

    That calmed me down. Immediately, too. I let out the breath I didn't know I'd been holding. I ran my fingers through my hair.

    "I love you madly, Joel, and I always will," she said. "But I'm also in love with Cal, and he's in love with me."

    I should have expected it to happen - especially after Piper had described the sex between them as making love on several occasions - but in the moment it felt like she'd dropped a bomb. Not necessarily the kind that's terrible and destructive, though.

    For a short while I tried to sort through my feelings. There were too many to do so effectively, though. Instead, I pulled back for a big picture look at what I was experiencing in that moment. There was definitely angst and worry that I'd lose my wife. There was definitely jealousy. There was also a considerable level of arousal. Like, genuine arousal.

    "Are you okay?" she asked.

    "Yeah, sorry, I was just processing."

    I took a deep breath and it sounded like Piper was holding hers.

    "I'm feeling all kinds of stuff right now, but I'm not mad. I'm not hurt. I'll admit that I'm a little worried that I might lose you."

    "You won't," she replied without hesitation. "You won't, Joel. You're my everything, and if you want I'll leave here right now, come home, and never leave again. I really will. Cal is wonderful and I am in love with him, but being with him isn't worth losing you."

    I laughed softly. "I believe you. I really do. You don't need to leave Cal or San Francisco. Some part of me knew from the start that this was possible. Even likely. I mean, how could you have a relationship with someone without developing feelings for them?"

    "That wouldn't have been easy and it probably wouldn't have been as much fun as it's been."

    Falling in love is fun. Of course it is. In fact, it's probably life's greatest experience.

    You know what else is pretty good, though? Being the cuckold to a hotwife that's falling in love with her boyfriend. I say that because as the initial burst of angst cleared, I couldn’t help but feel an ever-increasing sense of excitement and arousal at the idea of my wife telling another man that she was in love with him.

    "Did you have sex this morning?" I asked.

    "Yes," she replied.

    "And during or after, did you tell him you loved him?" I asked. It was, by the way, an arousing thing to say. Like, my dick literally grew a little as I uttered those words, which is both crazy and amazing.

    "Both," Piper answered. "The sex this morning was slow and passionate."

    "Lovemaking."

    "Yes. We made love and I told him I loved him while he was inside me. He told me the same. It's that stage, you know, where it feels really, really good to say it to each other. Where it makes the sex better to declare your feelings, where it seems to enhance those feelings when you say it."

    Just like that, I was hard. My wife was telling me how much she enjoyed expressing her love to her boyfriend and I was hard.

    "Are you okay?"

    I realized I hadn't said anything for a short spell, no doubt worrying Piper. "Yes, absolutely. Sorry, I got a little lost in my head. I was actually...I know this probably sounds crazy, but I was actually thinking about what it would feel like to be inside you while you told me that you were in love with Cal."

    Piper's tone was slightly seductive as she asked, "Really? Do you think it would feel good? Would it be a turn on to hear your wife say that she was in love with her boyfriend while you were inside me?"

    "Yes," I answered. I was turned on enough in that moment that I was absolutely convinced it would be arousing to hear her say it while we had sex.

    "It's a shame you're not here," she said. "We could try it today. We could try it right now. We could see just how much of a cuckold you really are."

    Her nervousness was gone. She'd clearly decided to fully embody the role of a hotwife. We'd gone from having a serious conversation to indulging in my fetish. I was on board for it.

    "Would it be okay if I was very much a cuckold?" I asked. "If I was the kind of cuckold that wanted to hear my wife say she was in love with another man while I fucked her?"

    "Yes," Piper replied softly. "Of course it would be, baby. I'd like very much to be married to that kind of cuckold because that means we both get to benefit from me falling in love with another man. We both get to enjoy it. It's not just me being selfish. We both get to enjoy the many pleasures of me falling deeply in love with Cal."

    "I'm so turned on, Piper."

    "Then you should take your cock out, Joel," she said. "You should masturbate."

    I unzipped and took my cock out. I stroked. I moaned. It felt spectacularly good.

    "Can you...can you say it?" I asked. "Can you tell him...can you say it to him? Can you say it like you said it last night while you were dancing?"

    "He'd told me he was in love with me. His hands were on my waist. I was looking up at him. My whole body was buzzing, Joel. I was giddy. I didn't realize just how badly I wanted to hear those words from Cal. I didn't realize just how significant my feelings were until he shared his. Then it all hit me. It flooded my body."

    I stroked faster.

    "I caressed his face. I smiled. I said, ‘I'm in love with you too, Cal. I love you. I love you so much’."

    I closed my eyes.

    "We kissed. We kissed deeply."

    My cock was so hard. Every stroke felt so good.

    "He told me he loved me. I told him I loved him. ‘I love you, Cal’, I said. ‘I love you so much’."

    I came. I came so fucking hard. Right as she said it.

    "Was that good?" Piper asked after my noisy climax.

    "It really was," I said. I felt a little insecure. Not because she was in love with someone else, but because I was turned on by it and now that the arousal was gone it felt weird to be turned on by it. "Are you...are you really okay with me being...with me being this kind of cuckold?"

    "More than okay with it," she replied. "I really am, Joel. You don't know it because you're not here, but I'm really wet right now. Turned on. Turned on because you're this kind of cuckold. I would have masturbated, but instead I'm going to have sex with my boyfriend. I'll be thinking of you, though. I'll tell him I love him and I'll be thinking of you. I promise."

    "I love you, Piper. I love you more than I could ever explain."

    "I know, and I feel the same way about you, Joel. And I can't wait to see you again. I know I'll be home soon, but I wouldn't be against you visiting next weekend if you're in the mood for it."

    "I'll book a flight," I said.

    "Good. Now I'm going to go make love to my boyfriend and then we're going to spend a few hours roaming this beautiful hotel and vineyard. I'll call you again when I get home. Don't cum again without me, though, as I'd really like to masturbate together."

    "I can't wait," I replied. "I love you, Piper."

    "I love you too, Joel."

    I set my phone down. I closed my eyes. I let the intensity of the phone call wash over me. I felt some of the same stuff. The angst. The excitement. The nervousness. A touch of arousal. I felt like a cuckold, really.

    Now I can't wait to go see her. The week is going to feel so fucking long. The prize at the end of it is going to be incredible, though, and that will be well worth the wait.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 19

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     I loved that Piper and Cal had fallen for each other during her stay in San Francisco. I loved that my cuckold fantasy had come to life in the most vivid manner imaginable. I loved hearing about the sex she'd had with him. I loved having sex with her after she'd been with him. I loved cleaning his cum out of her (a lot more than expected, in fact). I loved every element of it. I really did.

    That's why I was more than happy for Piper to keep seeing Cal even after her time in San Francisco ended. She would still go back once or twice a month as part of her job and she would see Cal when she did. It was kind of the reverse of how things had been for the first four months of their relationship. I was now the one spending lots of time with her and Cal was the one that got to see her every once in a while.

    I'm not sure why, but I wasn't fully prepared for what it would be like when Piper came home. When she was mine again.

    You see, she wasn't mine again. She'd always been mine, of course, but now she was mine and Cal's. She was in love with both of us. We'd basically entered into a polyamorous relationship where Piper was splitting her time and attention between two men. It wasn't like before she'd left, when I was the sole focus of her romantic and sexual energy.

    I'm not complaining, though. It's what I wanted. It's what I craved. I was a cuckold. Piper was a hotwife. She had a boyfriend. She thought of him constantly. She liked talking to him, and texting with him, and FaceTiming. She liked tending to his sexual needs as best as she could even while 3,000 miles away, just like she'd done for me while she was in San Francisco.

    The first thing that caught me off guard was the volume of texting she did with Cal. We'd be out for breakfast or on a walk and her phone would ding. Before, Piper would have waited until after our meal or until we'd gotten home to check her texts. That’s not the case anymore. Now she always checks just in case it's Cal texting her.

    I can tell when it's him by the smile on her face. The kind of smile someone flashes when they're in that early love phase and literally any kind of contact from the person they're in love with is enough to be utterly thrilling. That's how Piper would look almost every time Cal texted.

    Sometimes she tells me what he's texted and sometimes she doesn't. I find it exciting that I don't get to know everything she and Cal text about, though I'll admit that it does inspire cuckold angst from time to time.

    The same goes for when he calls. Sometimes she'll talk to him in front of me and sometimes she'll walk out of the room if she wants privacy. I've developed a habit of giving her a foot rub while she talks to him if she stays in the room. I don't really know why other than it feels good to rub her feet while she's talking to her boyfriend.

    Every once in a while the talk turns naughty and Piper will have me go down on her while she and Cal have phone sex. That is significantly hotter than I imagined possible.

    It's happened countless times in the month and a half she's been back and it's always fairly similar, though sometimes Piper ramps up the dirty talk and makes it a little more cuckold-flavored, by which I mean she tells her boyfriend that she misses how good he fucks her, how deeply he fills her pussy, how hard he makes her cum.

    At first I thought she was doing that for me. She is, but she's doing it for Cal, too. Unsurprisingly, he likes the idea that his married girlfriend has better sex with him. Unsurprisingly, I like that idea too, though sometimes it does trigger a fair bit of angst to hear Piper talk like that. That angst disappears quickly, though, because those phone sex sessions almost always end with me having an orgasm, too.

    Just a few nights ago Piper was on the phone with Cal. We were on the couch and she was texting with him. I was massaging her feet. Something was on the TV but I wasn't paying attention.

    "He wants to talk," she said.

    "Do you need privacy?"

    Piper smiled and shook her head. Her phone rang. She smiled again, answered it, and said, "Hey, baby."

    She was wearing a pair of shorts, which made it easy for me to run my hands up her legs. She likes having her inner thighs caressed. It almost always turns her on, as does the sound of Cal's voice.

    "I miss you too," she said softly.

    I can usually hear when Cal is talking (if I’m in the room), but I can never make out the words. I don't think I'd want to hear it, to be honest. I like only getting one side of the conversation. I like that there's a little mystery to it.

    "What do I miss the most?" Piper asked as she smiled at me. "Well, I don't know if I could pick just one thing."

    I ran my hands up her legs and let my fingers dance over her inner thighs, eliciting a soft moan.

    "I miss the way you put your arm around me when we're walking down the street. I miss the way you kiss me when we're waiting at a crosswalk. I miss the way you run your hands down my back and give my ass a quick squeeze as we're kissing like that. I miss the way your cock gets hard for me, the way it presses into my stomach, making it perfectly clear that you'd fuck me right there on the street corner if we weren't surrounded by people."

    I unbuttoned her shorts and Piper lifted her hips so I could pull them off. I ran my fingers over her cotton panties and felt a slight dampness.

    "I miss the look on your face when I take you in my mouth for the first time," she continued. "I miss the way you moan when I suck and stroke you at the same time. I miss the way you roll your head towards the ceiling and arch your back when you're really close to cumming in my mouth."

    Piper is fond of giving Cal blowjobs. Quite fond of it, I'd say. She's given me a few blowjobs since getting home but I know I don't receive them at anywhere near the volume that Cal did when she was in San Francisco. I'm not sure why this is the case - perhaps it's just because it's a new relationship - but I find it endlessly arousing. Truly, all I have to do is think about the fact that Cal gets way more blowjobs than I do and I get turned on.

    "Do you miss my blowjobs, Cal?" she asked.

    Piper was looking right at me as she asked it.

    "Do you miss the way I make you feel good with my mouth? Do you miss the way I suck your cock? The way I swallow your cum?"

    I was hard as a rock.

    Piper then smiled and I imagined Cal had said something quite complimentary. Either that or he was full on masturbating and Piper was delighted in her ability to turn her boyfriend on from 3,000 miles away.

    I pulled her panties off and rubbed her pussy as she moaned. I slipped two fingers inside her, got them nice and wet with her juices, and then gently rubbed her clit while softly kissing her inner thighs.

    "Do you wish I was there right now, baby?" She paused to listen. "Yeah? You wish I was there right now? Wearing pretty lingerie for you. Doing a little dance for you. Sitting in your lap and grinding on your cock while you play with my tits. Kissing you as I feel your dick get hard for me. Your tongue in my mouth as I get wet thinking about getting on my knees and sucking your beautiful cock?"

    My dick was beyond hard. Painfully throbbing, in fact. But how could it have been anything other than painful.

    "I wish I was there, baby," she said after pausing for a few seconds. "I wish I was there and dressed in my sexiest lingerie. I wish I was there and kissing you right now. Kissing you as I stroke your cock. Kissing you as I get you so fucking hard for me. Kissing you right before I tell you how desperate I am to suck your cock, to make you feel good, to make you cum in my hungry little mouth."

    The thing that made it so arousing was that I believed every word of it. Piper really did like giving Cal head. She liked putting on lingerie for him. She liked arousing him. She liked making him cum in her mouth. Hell, she even liked swallowing his cum.

    "Picture me on my knees, baby," she said softly. "Picture me on my knees between your legs. Picture me kissing and licking your cock."

    That's when Piper grabbed my hand and pulled my fingers to her lips. I crawled forward to accommodate her desire and watched in awe as she kissed and licked my two fingers like they were a cock.

    "Mmm, you're so hard for me, baby," she said. "Your cock is so fucking hard for me. I want you in my mouth, baby. I want to suck your beautiful cock. I want to suck your cock and make you cum. I want to make you cum so fucking hard."

    She took my fingers in her mouth. She closed her eyes. She gave a blowjob, of sorts, and she made it noisy. She was doing that for Cal's benefit, obviously, but it was massively arousing for me, too. I watched. I listened. I felt the pleasure of her mouth on my fingers - it was no blowjob, of course, but it was really fucking hot - and I stroked my dick a little through my shorts.

    "Cal, baby, I want you to cum in my mouth," she said with genuine-sounding desperation. "Please, baby, cum for me. Cum in my mouth. Cum in my mouth so I can swallow your load."

    She took my fingers in her mouth again. I heard Cal moaning. It was loud. It seemed to delight Piper, too, as she sucked my fingers noisily. Then Cal was grunting and groaning. He was cumming. My wife had given her boyfriend an orgasm while sucking on my fingers like they were his cock.

    Piper smiled at me, wiped my fingers on her shirt, and blew me a kiss as I sat back and rubbed her clit once more. She closed her eyes and bit her lip and I felt such delight that I was the one with her at that moment, that Cal was all the way on the other side of the country and didn't get to slide his fingers into her.

    "I really enjoyed making you cum," she said softly. "And I can't wait to see you again."

    There seemed to be a surge of arousal as she mentioned seeing him again, a notion that turned me on. I love that Piper gets excited to see Cal. I love that she still gets to see him with some frequency, too, because she definitely enjoys her time with him and I get to indulge in all that cuckold pleasure when she's with him.

    "I love you, baby. I'll talk to your tomorrow." Piper hung up, put her phone down, and said, "Fuck me, Joel."

    We both got naked - I nearly fell off the couch while doing so - and then Piper took me inside her in missionary. She kissed me deeply as I fucked her with wild abandon. Her legs were wrapped around me and as her tongue entered my mouth I couldn't help but imagine it having been coated with Cal's cum as if she really had just given him a blowjob.

    "That was so fucking hot to listen to," I said.

    "Yeah? You like it when I talk dirty to my boyfriend?"

    "I fucking love it. Just like I love that you're really into giving him blowjobs."

    She grabbed my ass and squeezed it hard.

    "And I love...I love that you give him more blowjobs than you give me. I...fuck...I love that you really seem to enjoy sucking his cock."

    I fucked her harder and Piper moaned. She was turned on and I could tell she was going to cum as long as I lasted long enough.

    "I do love sucking his cock," she said. "It really does turn me on. It always has. He has a really nice cock, but to be honest, I think I just get really turned on at the idea of being a good girlfriend for him, of being so good that he wouldn't give a second thought to another woman, and that if he did the only thing he would think is that there's no way she could make him feel as good as I do."

    Piper was a good girlfriend for Cal. A really good girlfriend. Just like he was a good boyfriend. It was her efforts that turned me on, though. I just loved that she was eager to make sure he was into her, that he wouldn't cheat on her, that he wouldn't even dream of it because she made him feel so fucking good that it would be insane to turn to someone else for his pleasure.

    "Good girlfriends give blowjobs," she said in a soft, erotic tone. "They swallow, too."

    She was saying that for my benefit. She knew it turned me on to hear about how much she liked being a good girlfriend for Cal. She knew it really turned me on to hear about the things she did for him that she didn't really do for me, like lots of blowjobs.

    "Luckily, I like sucking Cal's cock and swallowing his cum. I like the way his dick feels when it expands in my mouth right before he's about to explode. I like how he moans while I'm taking his load. I like how happy he looks, how utterly enthralled he is that I'm so eager to take his load and swallow it like a good girlfriend."

    I was moments away from cumming.

    "Though I think I'd also like sharing it with you," she said while grabbing my ass hard. "Do you think you'd enjoy that? Kissing me after Cal had cum in my mouth? Sharing his cum? It would kind of be like how you cleaned his cum from my pussy, and I think we both know you enjoyed that."

    I nodded and fucked her harder. "Yes, I'd like that. I would."

    "Me too," Piper said with a smile. "In fact, I think I'd love that. I think we're going to have to do that when Cal comes to visit in two weeks. I think we're going to share a deep, slow kiss after he cums in my mouth, Joel. Fuck...that's so fucking hot."

    She kissed me and I closed my eyes and imagined it. I imagined her mouth being full of her boyfriend's cum. I imagined Piper gleefully sharing that cum with me, luring me deeper into my cuckold fantasy. I pictured Cal watching us as we shared his cum. I felt a touch of the gentle humiliation I would have experienced doing that in person. I'll be honest, it was a turn on, just like when I'd cleaned his cum out of her pussy while he'd watched.

    "Cum inside me," Piper implored.

    She came a few seconds later. I came inside her as she desired. I had a fantastic orgasm. Fucking fantastic.

    We kissed and caressed each other as I stayed inside her. Her legs remained wrapped tightly around my body as her hands moved over my bare flesh. It felt deeply intimate even though another man had been involved - albeit from afar - in the sex we'd just had.

    "I'd really like to do that. The...the kissing thing." I tended to reinforce my desires if I’d expressed them in the heat of pleasure, as men often change their minds about such things when they cum.

    Piper caressed my face and smiled. "Me too. I think Cal will really enjoy it too. He gets really turned on at the idea of you swallowing his cum."

    My cock stirred inside her. I didn't pop an erection or anything, but there was a twinge of desire, mostly because while I knew that Cal had enjoyed watching me clean his creampie, Piper hadn't mentioned it since she'd left San Francisco.

    "Really?"

    She nodded and kissed my neck. "He likes when I bring it up when we're having phone sex or masturbating together on FaceTime. I brought it up once when I was back there last time, too. He came really hard the moment I mentioned it. I don't bring it up all the time - I think he likes it because it makes him feel kind of superior to you - because I don't want him thinking that I think less of you because you like eating his cum. But it's fun to be able to turn him in so much and with such ease."

    It makes perfect sense that Cal would be turned on by that sort of thing. He's knowingly dating a married woman, after all, so he must find some pleasure in the fact that Piper has a husband who's into being cuckolded.

    I'll admit that it turns me on a little bit that he likes feeling superior to me. I don't think he is. Not in a general sense. We're pretty similar, in fact, but it's hard to argue with the idea of him feeling superior when I gleefully lick his cum out of my wife's pussy. I mean, right? It only makes me want to clean her pussy - or share a cum kiss - even more, maybe to the point of it being a little self-destructive. I still want it, though, and I will likely still indulge in it when Cal comes to visit and we all rent a house on the coast. I mean, how could I not? It's such a fucking turn on that I imagine I'll be completely unable to resist.

    I'll write again after our little weekend getaway. Talk to you then.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 20

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     So, Cal came to visit. He flew into Boston and Piper went alone to pick him up. I waited back at the house.

    I saw them pull into the driveway. I saw that he was in the driver's seat. I knew that meant she'd given her boyfriend a blowjob on the drive home. At least, I suspected as much.

    There were no outward signs of affection as they got out of the car, but that was for the best. It was after dark, but we have neighbors and some of them are friends and I imagine Piper thought it didn't seem worth the risk of letting the neighborhood know that our marriage is different than most.

    I greeted Cal with a handshake and he set his bag down as Piper came into the house right after him. She closed the door and stepped closer to her boyfriend, who put his arm around her. She looked up at him and they shared a kiss just like they were a perfectly normal couple.

    I'll admit that it was a bit strange to see my wife kissing another man in our house. It was also fairly exciting, though, especially since I'd been in a state of excitement just thinking about how the long weekend was going to unfold. There was also the added thrill of having guessed that Piper had given Cal a blowjob while he drove to our house.

    It was a little past 10 p.m. at that point, but Piper suggested we open a bottle of wine. We all agreed and she poured everyone a glass. She and Cal sat on the big couch and she cuddled up with him almost immediately. She looked so beautiful in jeans and a light sweater and they looked very much like a real couple on the couch. I sat on the loveseat opposite the couch and I couldn't keep my eyes off of them.

    It turned out to be the little things I found so thrilling that night. There were little jokes only the two of them understood. There were shared memories of their time in San Francisco. There was the way Piper touched his leg and the way he brushed her hair out of her eyes. There were the small kisses, some on the lips and some just Piper kissing her boyfriend on the cheek because she was just so happy to see him.

    We talked like normal people talk. It wasn't a deep conversation, but it was beyond small talk. In some ways I felt like I was the friend that had been invited over to a couple's house to spend a little time with them as we all enjoyed a glass of wine. It was oddly enthralling, though. I liked that feeling, in part because I knew it was temporary. It was something I could indulge in while knowing that it would come to an end when Cal flew home on Tuesday morning.

    Eventually our wine glasses were empty and the conversation had wound its way to a natural end.

    "What do you say we go to bed?" Piper asked her boyfriend with a smile.

    Cal seemed a little surprised, though he had no reason to suspect that he'd get to spend the night with Piper. She and I had talked about it, though, and she'd expressed a desire to have him spend the night in our bed. The fact that I'd gotten really turned on at the suggestion only solidified her desire for it.

    "I'd like you to spend the night with me," she said. "Assuming you're okay with that."

    Cal looked at me and then back at Piper. "In your bed?"

    She nodded and kissed him. This wasn't a cute, soft, couple kiss, though. It was a deep and romantic kiss. It was a kiss designed to inspire arousal and the fact that she started stroking his cock through his jeans made it perfectly clear that she intended on having Cal fuck her in our bed.

    "Yes, in our bed," she whispered.

    "I'm definitely okay with that," he answered.

    Piper kissed him again - this time it was quicker - and then stood and said, "Grab your suitcase. I'll take you to our room."

    Cal glanced at me and I smiled. He followed Piper and grabbed his suitcase. They headed upstairs while I grabbed the wine glasses and cleaned up in the kitchen. Not long after, I heard the shower come on.

    I'd just finished cleaning the glasses when Piper stepped into the kitchen. She was still in her sweater, but her legs were bare and she wore only a delicate pair of lace panties.

    "Are you sure you're okay with Cal sleeping in our bed?" she asked.

    "Absolutely," I replied.

    She stepped closer, smiled, and caressed my cock. It took almost no time to get me hard. "And you're okay with my boyfriend fucking me in our bed? With the two of us having sex and perhaps having sex more than once in the bed that you and I share?"

    "You know I want that," I said.

    She kissed my neck. "I just wanted to make sure. You deserve to say no if you've changed your mind, but once I go upstairs and get in the shower with Cal, I won't be able to stop myself. I'll have to have him. I'll have to have him in our bed."

    I kissed her. I grabbed her ass and she stood on her toes and pressed her body against mine. Her tongue explored my mouth eagerly and I slipped a hand into her panties and fingered her, eliciting a series of moans that made my dick throb with desire.

    "He's going to cum inside me," she said as my fingers worked her pussy. "Do you want me to come see you after? Do you want me to come to the guest room and let you clean me?"

    "Please," I said.

    "You won't be able to fuck me, though. You'll just be able to clean me."

    She didn't elaborate further, but it seemed that she was choosing to have Cal be the only man to fuck her that night. I was, unsurprisingly, hugely turned on by that.

    "I would love to clean you," I said. "So if you can, please come see me after you've fucked, after he's fucked you in our bed, after he's cum inside you in our bed."

    "I love you, Joel."

    "I love you too, Piper."

    She stepped back, smiled, and said, "I'm going to go shower with the other man I love. I'm going to have sex with him in the bed I share with you. I'm going to make him cum inside me. Then I'm going to come see you, baby. I'm going to come see you so you can clean his cum out of me."

    She walked away and I stood there with my dick throbbing. Holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife say. My cuckolding had reached new heights. My wife was going to have sex with another man in our bed. With a man she was in love with. She was going to feed me that man's cum while forbidding me from fucking her. I mean, holy shit.

    I stayed downstairs - cleaning, closing up the house, that sort of thing - for another fifteen minutes before making my way upstairs and to the guest bedroom.

    The shower had since stopped, but I didn't hear much of anything as I walked by the door to the master bedroom - which was shut - and went a little further down the hallway and into the rarely used guest room.

    I left the door open as I pulled back the sheets, took off everything but my boxers, and climbed into the bed. I grabbed my phone and was ready to kill time when I heard a moan.

    It was a deep moan. It was Cal. He said something, but it was too low and muffled by the door for me to hear. Piper didn't say anything in return and Cal kept on moaning. I assumed she was giving him a blowjob.

    I pictured her naked with damp hair. I pictured him in our bed. On my side of the bed, actually. I pictured him sitting propped up against my pillows. I saw Piper between his legs with her fingers and lips wrapped around his cock. I saw her head and hand moving up and down as she pleasured him while he wore the biggest smile a man has ever worn. He was getting his dick sucked by my wife in the bed she normally shares with me, so of course he was smiling in my imagination.

    I listened and I masturbated. I kept my strokes nice and slow because I didn't want to cum, but it felt really fucking good. It was an entirely different experience for the sex to be unfolding in our house. I thought of how it would so easy to just close my eyes and imagine that my wife and her boyfriend had fucked in the bed we sleep in. It would forever allow for easy access to overwhelming arousal, and wouldn't that just be amazing.

    It wasn't long before the sounds of sex began. Piper moaned. Cal moaned. The bed creaked a little, too, and I imagined him fucking her rather hard as they surrendered to their intense lust for each other, lust that had built up over the course of the weeks since they'd seen each other.

    Unsurprisingly, they didn't fuck for a terribly long time. A little more than five minutes. Piper managed to cum twice, though, and there's something so hot about listening to your wife cum on another man's cock while she's in your bed. It was hot enough for me that I actually refrained from masturbating as it happened because I didn't want to cum.

    The second time she came, Cal came with her. Of course I pictured him cumming inside her. She'd said something right before - it was muffled just like when he'd talked - but I imagined her urging her boyfriend to cum inside her. Maybe she even urged him to do so in the bed she shared with her husband. That would have played into how much Cal loved that his girlfriend was married and that he sometimes fucked her better than I did.

    The door to the bedroom opened soon after they both came. I heard it shut just a moment later and looked towards the door to the guest room. I didn't bother putting my cock away. I wanted Piper to see that I'd been masturbating.

    She stepped into the doorway and stopped. She was wearing a pair of panties. My favorite pair of her panties, actually. They were black bikini cut underwear and they were entirely sheer except for the elastic trim. I stared. I could see her pussy. I could also see that some of her boyfriend's cum had already leaked out of her, that it was pooling in the panties and against her pussy. It looked astoundingly hot.

    "I take it you enjoyed listening?" she asked with a smile.

    I nodded and Piper stepped into the room. I actually felt my pulse quicken a bit as she approached. I couldn't do anything other than stare between her legs.

    "You really like cleaning my pussy, don't you?"

    She stopped at the edge of the bed and I looked up at her to say, "I hope that's okay. I know it's a little weird."

    She leaned over and kissed me. "It's not weird, Joel. It's wonderful. It turns you on. It excites you, which means it excites me too. I thought about you as Cal came inside me. I thought about how much you were going to enjoy getting to clean my pussy again. It's been so long since you had that pleasure."

    It had been months and I'll admit that I was overwhelmingly excited about getting to do it again.

    "Would you like it if I sat on your face?" she asked.

    "Holy shit, yes."

    Piper pulled the pillow out from behind my head and I scooted forwards a little and laid back. She straddled me and crawled forward until her pussy - which was still clad in her panties - rested over my face. Honestly, the sheer panties were genius. I don't think her pussy has ever looked so inviting.

    She sat on my face and I licked feverishly. I could taste his cum as it soaked through her panties. Piper moaned a little bit, too, and I could see the smile on her face as she looked down at me.

    "I really do love how excited you get at being able to do this, Joel," she said. "It really turns me on."

    She began to move her hips a little. I ran my hands up her body and grasped her breasts. She placed her hands over mine, rolled her head back, and moaned like she was experiencing genuine pleasure, which I had every reason to believe was true.

    "Should I pull my panties aside, Joel? Should I pull them aside so you can clean me?"

    "Yes, please."

    She lifted her hips, reached down, and slipped a finger into her panties. A moment later she pulled them aside and some of Cal's cum dripped into my open, waiting mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, that's really hot," she said. "Swallow it, baby."

    I swallowed his cum and opened my mouth again. Piper sat down on it. I pushed my tongue inside her. The taste I'd experienced while licking her panties was nothing compared to the taste of having my tongue inside her. It had been long enough that I'd forgotten just how thrilling it was to clean her boyfriend's cum out of her. Arousal surged through my entire body. It was most potent between my legs, but I felt it everywhere. My senses were heightened. I felt more alive. When Piper leaned back and caressed my legs it felt fantastic. When she touched my cock it was like pleasure exploded from my loins and reverberated outwards.

    "Fuck, Joel, baby, clean my pussy. Clean my messy pussy. Clean my boyfriend's cum out of me."

    She knew I liked the dirty talk. She had to have known. She knew I liked dirty talk of all kinds related to my cuckolding and she was being remarkably generous in offering more of it. I moaned into her pussy, of course, and she was kind enough to stroke my dick a little, though she seemed in no hurry to make me cum.

    I cleaned Piper thoroughly, bathing my tongue in another man's cum and swallowing it all while bathing my mind in a rare kind of arousal. I also gave her an orgasm, or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that she took one for herself by riding my face while I cleaned her. Either way, it was incredible.

    When she'd finished cumming, Piper laid next to me, took my cock in her hand, and kissed me deeply as I enjoyed a handjob.

    "His cum tastes good, doens't it?" she asked after a particularly long kiss.

    I nodded. I wasn't sure that was actually true, but it was pretty hot to have that exchange with my wife. "Do you like swallowing it?"

    "I do," she answered. "And he loves that I swallow it for him." She stroked me a little faster. "Though he also loves that you swallow it. He gets off on it, in fact. Right before he came he asked if I was going to make you eat his cum out of me."

    It's maybe a little weird that I like how much Cal wants me to eat his cum, but I fucking love it. Piper didn't make me eat it, of course, but I get where that's a little bit hotter for Cal.

    "Well, I love eating his cum out of you...and I'd love to add another load to your pussy right now."

    She smiled. "I know you would." She kissed me. "But you can't. Not tonight. Not this weekend."

    I knew the answer, but I asked, "Why not?"

    Her lips brushed against my neck and she moaned. "Because I'm his this weekend. Because my pussy is his until he leaves."

    I came. My loins tensed up and I came so fucking hard. Piper moaned and stroked me slowly right through the orgasm and I felt cum spilling all over my stomach. I didn't expect to be quite so aroused at the idea that her pussy belonged to another man for the weekend, but holy hell was it hot.

    "That was amazing," I said afterwards.

    She kissed me softly, grabbed my underwear, and cleaned me up. "I'm glad I could make you feel so good."

    "You always make me feel that good."

    I got a kiss on the lips - a deep kiss - after that and then Piper got out of bed and headed for the hallway. She stopped in the doorway, turned to me, and blew me a quick kiss.

    "How would you feel about going out for a late breakfast tomorrow before Cal and I leave?" she asked. "There's a place a few towns over where I think we'd be pretty certain not to run into anyone we know."

    "Would you be his girlfriend at this breakfast?"

    "That would be the plan. Sitting next to him. Kissing him. Holding his hand. Maybe a little teasing under the table. Would you enjoy being...well, I guess being the third wheel for a little bit?"

    I nodded. "I think I would. If you feel pretty confident that we're not going to run into anyone we know, I'm up for it."

    "I'm confident enough that I'm willing to take the risk."

    "Then so am I."

    She blew me a kiss and walked away as I grabbed the pillow from the floor, put it behind my head, and smiled at the idea of having breakfast with my wife and her boyfriend. I could absolutely see being all kinds of aroused by the time breakfast was over. It would be a fairly unique experience, too.

    Oh, and in case you didn't pick up on it, our vacation plan included Piper and Cal spending a night alone in the rental house before I joined them.

    So I'll tell you about that breakfast and that first night - or my experience of it, at least - the next time I write. See you then.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 22

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Most people don't want to feel like the third wheel. Cuckolds are different, of course, but I'd imagine there are even cucks that don't enjoy feeling like the third wheel out in the world (in the bedroom is different, of course).

    It's a unique experience to watch your wife act like another man's girlfriend. To see her holding his hand. To see her step into his arms for a long hug. To see her smile when he kisses her on the cheek. To see her look at him with a flash of lust in her eyes when he grabs her ass through the tight, thin material of her leggings. I'll bet not every cuckold is into that part of this kind of relationship because that part actually inspires the greatest sense of jealousy and angst, at least in my experience.

    I like it, though. In fact, I love it. I feel the angst, of course, but it turns me on. I like that it affirms that my wife is in love with another man. I like that it affirms the entirety of the cuckold experience. I'd probably like it less if I was worried about Piper leaving me for Joel or if Piper and I never had sex of any kind, but none of that is part of our cuckold relationship so I don't have to think about it. I can just enjoy the bliss of living out my fantasy in a pretty great way.

    I mention all of that because I spent a good portion of our Sunday at the rental house on the coast - the little house Piper and Cal rented for a romantic weekend getaway - as the third wheel.

    We went out to breakfast together and they fully embraced being a couple as they sat next to each other. The waitress told them they were a cute couple. They both smiled and thanked her. My dick damn near got hard as I watched.

    After breakfast we went for a hike together. Piper put on those leggings. It was a long hike so they didn't ignore me the whole time, but there were also lots of moments where they were a couple. Cal put his arm around her when we reached a view point. She put her arm around him. He told he loved her and she affirmed her love for him before they shared a deep kiss. They held hands at several points during the hike. I got some attention too - again, it was a long hike - in large part because Piper is sensitive enough to understand that I might be worried at witnessing such affection between them.

    I should also point out that there's pleasure for me in the simple moments, like when we had a snack on the hike. Piper and Cal sat on a log while I sat on a rock across from them. We talked about the most normal stuff in the world, but I was also a husband sitting there while his wife and her boyfriend sat next to each other like a couple. There was nothing sexual about it, but it was erotic for me. That's part of why I love the cuckold fantasy, though. There's eroticism to be found even in those incredibly simple moments.

    After the hike it was decided that we would shower and that the threesome would begin once we'd washed off the sweat. Piper then took Cal's hand and led him into the master bathroom. I watched them kiss as they stripped each other naked. I watched her stroke Cal's cock while he turned on the shower. I watched them kiss again before they shut the bathroom door.

    I felt a little jealous that they were getting started on the sexual play before I got involved, but there was nothing to be done about that. Instead, I went to my bathroom, got undressed, and showered as I slowly stroked my cock and thought about my wife and her boyfriend.

    I couldn't help but picture Piper on her knees in the shower. I saw her soft lips wrapped around her boyfriend's stiff cock. I saw her offering him oral pleasure while he leaned against the wall and looked down at her. There's no guarantee they were doing anything other than some gentle touching and kissing while they washed off the sweat and dirt of the hike, but I couldn't stop my brain from picturing a blowjob because that turned me on.

    I finished showering faster than they did, which is no surprise. I dried off, put on a pair of boxers and a t-shirt - I'm not really sure how you dress for a threesome - and then waited alone in my bedroom.

    Ten minutes passed before I heard them step out of the master bathroom. I was tempted to rush right to the bedroom, but I gave it a few minutes. It wasn't until I heard Cal moan that I got up and made my way to the bedroom my wife and her boyfriend were sharing on their weekend getaway.

    I saw Cal sitting at the foot of the bed. Piper was on her knees between his legs. They were both naked, of course. Her hair was still damp and her skin looked dewy. Her lips moved up and down his impressively long shaft and her fingers followed suit. She had his balls in her other hand and was gently playing with them.

    "Fuck, Piper...that feels so good."

    Cal ran his fingers through her hair and then looked at me. It was an odd experience to make eye contact with him while my wife sucked his cock, and yet there was something intoxicating about it.

    "Joel, baby, I want to feel your lips on my neck. I want to feel your hands on my breasts. Come, join us," Piper said.

    I saw her smiling at me with her fingers around the base of Cal's cock, which was slick with her saliva. She kept one eye on my while leaning forward and kissing his shaft. I stepped into the room, stripped out of my clothes - they were naked so I figured I might as well be - and then dropped to my knees behind her.

    I took Piper's breasts in my hands as she took Cal's cock in her mouth once more. He moaned and closed his eyes while she gently fellated him. I kissed the back of her neck and shoulder. She moaned and I let a hand drift between her legs. My fingers slipped inside her and I buried them in the remarkable heat and wetness of her pussy.

    Cal's cock popped free from her mouth and Piper stroked him as she turned her head. Our lips met and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I inched my hips forward and the top of my cock rubbed against her pussy lips as I fingered her.

    "Mmm, there's something so hot about watching you kiss him right after my cock has been in your mouth," Cal said.

    Piper looked up at him and I couldn't help but do the same thing. The lust on his face made it seem like he meant every word he'd said. She crawled a bit closer and took him in her mouth again. I inched closer to keep my body pressed against hers. My stiff cock continued to rub over her pussy lips, though the angle wasn't quite right for me to slip inside her. Still, I could reach down and press my fingers against the underside of my dick to guide just a bit of the head inside her.

    Piper then swallowed almost all of Cal's cock. He threw his head back and moaned, likely at the pleasure of her throat tightening around the head of his dick. She held him in her mouth like that for a handful of seconds before pulling back and quickly gasping for air.

    Cal's face was awash in pleasure when he looked down at her. "Kiss your husband," he said.

    Piper turned her head. She lifted her hips and arched her back. She reached down, moved my fingers out of the way, and guided my cock inside her. I couldn't fully penetrate her from that angle, but half my cock was inside her and it was astonishing.

    "Slow," she whispered as I began to thrust.

    Then her lips met mine. The kiss was messier. The deepthroating had brought up plenty of saliva and as her tongue entered my mouth, she shared some of it with me. I moaned as I moved in and out of her pussy and I heard her stroking Cal's cock. Piper moaned too, of course.

    Cal stood as our kiss ended. Piper looked up at him and I did the same. Our cheeks were damn near pressed together as admired the underside of her boyfriend's cock.

    He stroked himself and the sound of it - his dick was wet with her saliva - proved far more enticing than I would have imagined possible. Cal positioned himself so his balls were right over Piper's mouth. He then shifted his hips and his cock - the upper part of his shaft, really - hovered over my mouth.

    Piper took his balls in her mouth. She sucked like her boyfriend absolutely wanted her to. He moaned and began to stroke the head and the upper part of his shaft. It was close enough that his knuckles brushed over my lips a few times.

    I stuck out my tongue. I licked his knuckles. It felt strangely exciting to do so. Cal stopped stroking and removed his hand from his shaft. I kept licking. I licked his cock. I moved my tongue all over any part of his cock I could reach. I was mostly tending to the underside of his shaft, but holy shit was it exciting. It was...I don't know, naughty or wild or whatever. It just felt really fucking good. My dick was hard as a fucking rock as I did it, too. Hard in that way that really only happens when you've reached a new level of arousal.

    The fact that I was inside my wife and playing with her tits while doing it - and that she was sucking her boyfriend's balls while I did it - only made the whole thing that much more exciting.

    Cal then stepped back. He took his cock in his hand and looked down at me. He shifted a little to the side until his cock head was right in front of my mouth. I felt Piper's lips on my neck. She moaned softly.

    Cal inched forward. The plump head of his cock rubbed over my lips and coated them in precum. My heart pounded as hard as it ever had.

    Then I parted my lips. Cal pushed his cock into my mouth. I sucked on the head. I moved my tongue around it. He pushed a little deeper and then pulled out until only the very tip remained in my mouth.

    Cal smiled, put a hand on the back of my head, and began to slowly thrust in and out of my mouth. I was inside my wife's pussy - though I'd stopped thrusting by that point - and I had another man's cock in my mouth. It was the most intensely erotic moment of my life and based on the way Piper was moaning she was entirely on board with me taking a very distinct step into bisexual territory.

    Piper kissed me - and deeply so - the moment Cal pulled out of my mouth. He then directed his cock into her mouth once more and she throated him almost instantly. We shared yet another kiss - this one kind of messy - and then she stood, kissed her boyfriend, and had him sit on the edge of the bed.

    Piper climbed into his lap, guided his cock inside her, and sat down on it as I watched from my knees. I stared up at her perfect ass cheeks, at her exposed and lovely asshole, and at her pussy lips as they opened around her boyfriend's cock. Almost all of him was inside her as they kissed deeply.

    Cal then grabbed her ass and helped Piper ride him slowly. I watched in utter awe as I felt her pussy juices drying on my cock. I was awash in desire, too, and it made me want to do more than simply watch.

    That's why I crawled closer and licked my wife's asshole. She moaned the moment my tongue made contact and then I heard her kiss Cal. She started riding him faster, too. I had to move my head up and down in time with her bouncing to ensure that I could keep licking her asshole - and I wasn't perfect about it - but there was something so exciting about adding a little extra to their sex, just like a good cuckold should.

    Eventually my neck started to hurt from all the up and down action, so I moved back to watching. I didn't stay that way for long, though. I'd already had Cal's cock in my mouth so suddenly it didn't seem that strange to have his balls in my mouth. In fact, it sounded exciting. So I leaned in and took one between my lips.

    I sucked his balls while my wife rode him. I sucked another man's balls while he was inside my wife's pussy. I was so turned on I didn't dare touch my cock while I did it. I was far too worried that I'd cum.

    "Oh, fuck," Cal said.

    "Is he helping?" Piper asked.

    Cal moaned. "He's sucking my balls. It feels so fucking good."

    Piper moaned too and then she kissed her boyfriend and rode him even faster and harder.

    She came while I had Cal's balls in my mouth. My wife came on his cock while I was sucking his balls and doing so with a painfully throbbing erection of my own. It was fucking fantastic.

    I relented on the ball sucking as she climaxed. I placed my tongue over her asshole and massaged it gently. She moaned while kissing him and I gave my dick a few gentle strokes to enjoy the intense pleasure that comes from masturbating when you're so aroused you feel like you might lose your damn mind.

    Piper climbed off of Cal and moved behind him. She wrapped her arms around his torso, kissed his neck, and took his cock in her hand. She gave it a few strokes and then looked down at me.

    "Taste me," she said.

    I knew what she meant. I don't know if she was saying it because she was turned on at the idea of me blowing her boyfriend or if she knew it would turn me on and it doesn't really matter. I went for it. It was a fucking turn on, too.

    I took him in my mouth. I gave him a blowjob while she kissed his neck. Their lips met as he turned his head. She made out with her boyfriend while I gave him head. It was fucking insane. It was not something I'd really ever imagined would happen and yet it was absolutely happening while I was really, really fucking turned on.

    "I'm still really turned on," Piper said. "Watching him do that...it's really hot. I need you to fuck me, Cal. I need you to fuck me again."

    I pulled off his cock and watched as they moved into missionary. I remained on my knees on the floor. I watched Piper's pussy take her boyfriend's cock once more. I watched them fuck in missionary position. It was not slow, gentle lovemaking. It was hard and fast fucking. It was the pursuit of pleasure without any desire to take it slow.

    They came together. Cal buried every inch inside her and I watched his balls bounce a little in their sack as he came in her pussy. I watched her lips spasm around his cock. I watched her thighs tremble and her toes curl.

    Afterwards I moved to the side of the bed and watched them kiss for a bit. I heard them declare their love for each other. I felt that incredible blend of angst and pleasure as they uttered those beautiful words.

    Cal then pulled out and rolled onto his side next to her. Piper turned to me and extended her hand. I took it and crawled into the bed. She spread her legs and I got on top of her. I slipped inside her wet, stretched out pussy.

    She smiled at me as I began to thrust. She turned to Cal and he rolled closer and kissed her while I was inside her. I moved in and out of her pussy while watching their tongues entwine from no more than a foot away. Cal took one of her breasts in his hand and expertly worked her flesh as she moaned into his mouth. 

    There wasn't much friction as I fucked her, but the notion that I was thrusting my cock into the pussy that another man had just filled with his seed more than made up for the lack of direct physical stimulation. Add in the fact that they were kissing so deeply - and romantically, honestly - while I was on top of my wife and inside her and I was right on the edge of an orgasm without much effort.

    "I love you, Piper," Cal said softly.

    "I love you too, Cal."

    That's the moment I came inside her. She was staring into her boyfriend's eyes and declaring her love for him and I buried my dick inside her and experienced one of the most pleasurable orgasms of my life.

    Piper turned to me as I spilled my load inside her. She smiled and caressed my face. As soon as I'd come down from the height of pleasure - a great height in this case - she smiled and said, "I love you, Joel. I love you madly."

    "I love you too, Piper."

    She pulled my lips to hers and wrapped her arms and legs around me as we kissed. It was a long, slow, deep kiss. It was a loving, connected, incredible, perfect kiss.

    Afterwards, she caressed my face once more and said, "We're just getting started with our little threesome. There's so much more I want to do with my men."

    That was very, very good news.

    "How would feel about cleaning me?" she asked softly.

    It's nowhere near as exciting to clean her pussy after I've had my orgasm, of course - I'm sure the cuckolds reading this know that - but it was actually exciting to hear her ask it. I liked that it was an ideal way of making it clear which of the two men in the room was the cuckold, as Cal absolutely wouldn't have been willing to lick any cum out of her pussy. I was, though.

    "I'd love to clean you," I answered.

    I pulled out, kissed my way down her body, and plunged my tongue inside her. Cal then moved closer and they kissed deeply. I watched while licking the combined loads from her pussy and I felt my arousal stirring - gently stirring, but stirring - once more. I couldn't have been more excited that our threesome was going to extend far beyond one orgasm for everyone and I was open to it taking just about any shape as the night wore on.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 23

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Can we talk about something?"

    It was a few weeks before Halloween when Piper popped that particular question. We'd just finished a movie and I'd reached for the wine glasses on the coffee table to clear them away. I set them back down as soon as she uttered her question, though, and I couldn't help but feel a touch of anxiety. You can't blame me, right? I mean, how many good conversations start with a question like that?

    "Absolutely," I said while trying my best to hide my nervousness.

    Piper took my hand and squeezed it gently. "Cal's company is opening a Boston office."

    "Oh, really."

    She nodded. "He's been offered a position. It's a promotion, actually. He'll start out in charge of staffing up the office and then he'll be in a management role."

    "Is he going to take it?" I asked.

    "That's what I wanted to talk about."

    Piper smiled and it seemed obvious that she was excited about the prospect of her boyfriend moving much closer. For a moment I considered trying to initiate some sort of sexual interaction, but it seemed like the wrong time.

    "You want him to take the job in Boston, don't you?" I asked.

    She looked down, squeezed my hand, and then smiled as her eyes met mine once more. "I do. But I also want you to be happy, Joel, and I know that it would be a big change for Cal to be so close by."

    "I assume he wants to take the job?"

    She nodded.

    "So he can be closer to his girlfriend."

    Piper nodded again and my mind immediately jumped to the sexual implications of Cal living close by. I'd be cuckolded a great deal more often. Piper would probably spend a great deal more time with her boyfriend, though that was no guarantee. There was every chance that she'd see him more often but not actually spend more total time with him if she was just driving into the city for a night, even if she saw him once a week.

    "I know it's been a while since Cal visited and we all went to the coast," Piper began, "but he's talked about how much he enjoyed that. How much he enjoyed...well, the fun we had together that weekend."

    She was talking about the fact that I'd indulged in my first - and only - bisexual encounter by joining Piper in giving Cal a blowjob. I hadn't seen Cal since that weekend, but the fact that I'd taken his cock in my mouth had come up quite often. The truth was, I enjoyed it. It was a turn on to suck the cock of the man that fucked my wife a little better than I do (maybe more than a little better, as Piper isn't always clear about the truth on that matter).

    "You've talked to him about the fact that I..."

    I trailed off but Piper leaned in, kissed my neck, and said, "The fact that you sucked his cock, baby. Yes, we've talked about that. You're not the only one that's still turned on by that."

    I was turned on by it. Piper knew that because I tended to cum exceptionally hard every time she brought it up. It's not like she talked about it every time we fooled around - we didn't talk about Cal every time we had sex, actually - but it came up often enough because she knew it packed a powerful erotic punch for me.

    In fact, I got hard as she kissed my neck and mentioned it. Piper's hand found its way between my legs and she stroked me through my jeans while moaning.

    "It turns me on too," she whispered. "I'm sure you know that."

    I did, as Piper tended to cum hard whenever we talked about the fact that I'd sucked her boyfriend's dick.

    "The last time I went to visit Cal I gave him a handjob while whispering to him about my cocksucking husband," she said.

    I'll be honest, I came pretty close to cumming in my pants when she said that. There's a part of me that still struggles with the fact that I gave a blowjob - or, more accurately, struggles with the fact that it turns me on so much that I gave a blowjob - but cuckolding can be that way.

    "You did?" I asked.

    She smiled. "The cuckolding dynamic turns him on, Joel. He likes that my husband sucked his cock. He likes that my husband is eager to get between my legs to lick another man's cum out of me. He likes that he tends to fuck me better than you do. It's actually part of why he wants to move here. He wants to see me more often. He wants to experience that pleasure more often. The longer we've been together the more it all turns him on."

    "What about you?"

    "The same is true for me. I honestly wasn't sure about any of this when it all started, but now I love it. Now it turns me on like nothing else ever has. I get to be in love with two men. I get to experience things that very few women get to experience. I know most women wouldn't enjoy it, but it really turns me on when you crawl between my legs and lick Cal's cum from my pussy, and I swear I tingled from head to toe when you sucked his dick with me, baby."

    We kissed deeply. It was intense. She lowered my zipper. I undid my belt. My pants were on the floor soon after. Piper stripped out of her leggings and got on top of me. We kissed and I felt her wetness through the thin material of her panties.

    Soon enough she'd pulled her underwear aside and I was inside her. She rocked back and forth on my cock while I took off her shirt and bra and grasped her breasts.

    "If Cal moves here...would I be...would I join you guys more often?" I asked.

    Piper slowed her hips, tilted my head back, and kissed me deeply. "Would you like that?" she whispered.

    I nodded.

    She began to bounce on my cock in a slow, stunningly seductive manner. "Would you get on your knees for him again?" she asked. "Would you get on your knees with me so we could both pleasure my boyfriend's big cock?"

    It was a good thing she was riding me slowly because I was already close to an orgasm. "Yes. I'd...I'd get on my knees with you. I'd pleasure your boyfriend's cock with you."

    She was genuinely turned on. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy felt wetter than usual. I still couldn't fully wrap my head around the notion that my wife was turned on at the idea of me sucking cock with her, but it was true and I fucking loved it.

    "Will you suck his big balls while I suck his cock?"

    "Yes."

    "Will you suck one of his balls while I suck on the other?"

    "Fuck...yes."

    "I love that you want to show your appreciation for him, Joel. That you want to show how appreciative you are of the other man in my life."

    I'd never really thought about it that way, but there was something to that notion. In fact, that might have been at the heart of my desire to go down on Joel, to pleasure him even though the idea of sucking a man's cock wasn't the slightest bit attractive to me on a very basic level. I did appreciate him and there was something thrilling about showing that appreciation in a decidedly kinky, out-of-character kind of way.

    "I could...I could suck his balls while you ride him," I offered. "Right here on the couch, maybe."

    She smiled and rode me faster. "Yeah? You'd do that? You'd suck my boyfriend's big balls while I rode his beautiful cock? You'd help him cum inside me? You'd help him cum in my pussy and then you'd lick up his load?"

    I nodded as I felt my orgasm building. "Piper, I'm close."

    She leaned forward and directed one of her nipples to my mouth. I took it between my lips, sucked hard, and then flicked my tongue back and forth over it.

    "Cum inside me, Joel."

    We came together. I moaned with her breast still in my mouth. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard as she sat down and gently moved her hips back and forth, bathing my cock in her juices and offering her clit a little extra stimulation as her body trembled with the same kind of pleasure I was feeling.

    "Well, that was amazing," she said.

    I laughed. "It really was."

    We shared a remarkably long, slow kiss as I remained stiff inside her.

    "I need more," she said. "Let's go to the bedroom. I want you to fuck me again, and again after that if you can."

    We did end up fucking twice more that night. It was incredible, honestly.

    We talked more about Cal moving to Boston, too. We didn't make a decision that night, but a few days later we agreed that we were both in support of him taking the new job and moving a lot closer to his girlfriend.

    ---

    Cal moved to Boston in the first week of November. Piper and I helped him move in, of course. He'd shipped most of his stuff across the country and he moved a few days before its arrival to shop for furniture, most of which he opted to buy new as it was very nearly the same cost as shipping the old stuff.

    Piper volunteered to go furniture shopping with him. It was, after all, the sort of thing a woman would do with her boyfriend. I felt a rather remarkable level of jealousy when she announced that's what she was doing. I think it was the first moment that things felt different than they'd been when it was a long distance arrangement.

    Piper left early in the morning. She wore a dress and a pair of knee high leather boots with three inch heels, which seemed far sexier than most women would dress for furniture shopping. That made me a little jealous, but it turned me on, too.

    I got a few texts from her, but mostly I was very much like a single man that day. I met up with some friends for brunch, went home to rake the last of the fall leaves from our lawn, watched some TV, and ordered takeout for dinner.

    Piper got home late. It was after 10 p.m. I was lying on the couch when she walked in and flashed a beautiful smile. She looked really good in her dress and boots. Really, really good.

    "Did you have a good day?" I asked.

    She smiled and nodded. "I think I'm really going to enjoy the fact that my boyfriend lives in Boston instead of all the way across the country."

    I felt that same twinge of jealousy. "Yeah?"

    She reached back and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor and I was surprised to see that the bra and panties she'd worn that morning were nowhere to be found.

    "I figured it would be nice to have a change of underwear at my boyfriend's house," she said with a flirty smile. "So I left mine with Cal."

    Piper looked incredible in nothing but a pair of high heeled leather boots. Breathtaking, even.

    "The panties were a little dirty with my pussy juices, but I'll wash them next time I'm over there."

    I tossed the remote aside and stood up. Piper turned and headed for the bedroom. I ran to catch up with her and she took off at a sprint. She was in bed by the time I stepped into the room. She was on her hands and knees. She was looking back at me.

    "He doesn't have a bed yet. They delivered his couch same day, though, so that's where he fucked me."

    I stripped and Piper smiled as she remained on her hands and knees. My dick was hard by the time my underwear hit the floor. I approached the bed and reached out to caress her ass, but she crawled forward, forcing me to crawl into the bed to get to her.

    "That's where he fucked me the first time, at least," she said.

    I ran my fingers over her ass and the small of her back. I guided the head of my cock to her pussy lips and rubbed it all around, bathing myself in her wetness. Piper pushed her hips back and I slipped inside her. I was hit with that blissful shock of warmth and wetness that comes with that first moment of penetration and I closed my eyes, grabbed her hips, and pulled back until the entirety of my cock was buried in her pussy.

    "His bed is coming tomorrow," she said. "He wants me to come back so we can christen it."

    "Are you going to go to him?"

    I pulled out and slowly filled her again. Piper arched her back and moaned.

    "Yes. He invited you, too. He wants you to watch as he fucks me in his bed for the first time. I told him you'd probably be willing to help put together the bed frame and move everything into place before you watched him fuck me. You don't mind doing a little work to make your cuckolding possible, do you?"

    I don't know if it's because I was already hugely aroused, but I found the idea thrilling. I'll admit that there's something humiliating about it - working to put together another man's bed and then watching him fuck my wife in that bed - but I'm more than happy to admit that I find pleasure in that kind of erotic humiliation. Most cuckolds do, don't they?

    "I wouldn't mind at all," I said. "I'd be happy to help out in any way Cal wants, in fact."

    Piper leaned forward until my cock had fallen out of her. Then she spun around, pushed me onto my back, and mounted my cock. Piper pressed her hands into my chest, rode me hard for half a minute, and then lifted her hips and dragged them forward until her pussy was positioned over my mouth.

    "He came inside me," she said. "Twice. There might be a little left in there. I think you should clean it out of me before I ride you."

    Piper dropped her pussy onto my mouth. I pushed my tongue inside her. I tasted Cal's cum. It was diluted, of course, but I could taste it. I turned me on, and when Piper leaned back and stroked my dick I moaned into her cunt.

    She wasn’t on my face for long. She fed me what remained of his load and then slid back and mounted my dick once more. It felt so good inside her. It felt better knowing I'd just cleaned her.

    "Cal's looking forward to making you watch as he fucks me," she said.

    Making me watch. It was a shift in tone. I wondered if there was going to be a different approach now that Cal was living so close to us. Was he going to shift even further into enjoying his role in our triumvirate?

    "I told him that he should make you suck his cock, too," she added.

    Make me. Fuck. It turned me on to hear her phrase it that way. Maybe it shouldn't have, but it did.

    "I told him you said you'd suck his balls while I rode his cock, too," she said. "He likes the idea of you sucking his sack while he fucks your wife, Joel. He really, really likes it. He especially seemed to like the idea of you sucking his balls while he's cumming inside me. I told him he should make you suck his dick clean right after he cums inside me, too."

    "Piper...fuck...I'm close."

    She leaned down and kissed my neck. She rode me harder. The way she was breathing made it seem like she was close to cumming, too.

    "I love that you've gotten so into this, Joel. I love that both of my men are so into this. I honestly can't wait to spend the day with you and Cal tomorrow. I can't wait to have him inside me while you suck his balls. I can't wait to have you clean his cum out of me while he's kissing me. I can't fucking wait!"

    We came together after that. I came so fucking hard. Piper was trembling on top of me, so she came hard too.

    It was all incredibly hot. So was the fun we had at Cal's the next day. I'll write about that soon.

  
    Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 24

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    I was alone in Cal's apartment on Christmas Eve. For a few hours, at least. He and Piper were out to dinner. A romantic dinner, in fact.

    The evening's plans were Piper's idea. She and I would go to Cal's apartment in the city. I would wait while they went for a romantic five course dinner. When they returned, we'd all have a bit of Christmas Eve fun, including giving Cal our gift.

    Piper looked resplendent when she left. She'd picked out a low cut red sweater dress that was belted at the waist and paired it with a stunning pair of thigh high faux leather boots that clung to her legs. She was walking sex appeal as far as I was concerned and the way Cal couldn't keep his hands off of her as they left the apartment made it seem like he felt the same way.

    I had a few hours to myself in Cal's apartment. I could have watched Netflix or messed around on my phone - and I did a little of that - but I chose to be useful instead. It might sound strange, but I tidied up. I made his bed. I vacuumed. I did a bit of dusting. I cleaned expired items out of his fridge. I even did a load of laundry.

    It's among the only times in my life that doing chores has been genuinely exciting. I'd done something similar on a few occasions - like helping Cal move in while he and Piper fucked on his couch - and it had proved thrilling each time. It was a little different to be doing chores around his apartment while he wasn't there, but I felt a low level hum of excitement the entire time.

    Receiving the occasional text or picture from Piper certainly aided in my excitement. First was a shot in front of a fully decorated tree in a park near the restaurant. That one proved exciting because someone else had taken it, which meant they'd no doubt thought of Cal and Piper as a happy couple celebrating Christmas Eve. That put a smile on my face.

    There was a selfie of the two of them toasting at the restaurant. They were seated on the same side of the booth like couples tend to do when they're still completely in lust with each other.

    There was also a video of them kissing at the booth. Kissing rather deeply, in fact, in the kind of way that would likely make some of the other patrons wish they'd knock it off. Unsurprisingly, it made my dick hard to watch that video and it made me want to put even more effort into cleaning up around Cal's apartment while he was busy romancing my wife on Christmas Eve.

    It started snowing a little after 8 p.m. Thankfully, the restaurant was walking distance away so Cal and Piper weren't in any risk of a car accident. She texted me when they were on their way and I made sure to look down at the street from the window. I spotted them walking hand-in-hand down the sidewalk. I saw them stop across the street and step into each other's arms. I saw them share a long, deep, romantic kiss like two people in love. My cock was hard as I stood at the window like a cuckold.

    Piper was the first to notice that I'd done some cleaning. She and Cal both smiled as they noted my work and Piper offered a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "There's a bottle of champagne in the fridge," she said. "Would you open it up and pour three glasses?"

    I did so and Piper and Cal moved to the living room, which was now fully furnished and decorated for Christmas, including the tree that Cal and Piper had picked out in early December.

    They were kissing - making out, really - when I placed their champagne glasses on the coffee table and returned to the kitchen to retrieve mine. They were still kissing when I returned once more, this time with Cal's hand up Piper's dress. He was rubbing her pussy through her panties, no doubt expressing his desire for my wife in a manner that she found quite pleasing, at least based on the way she was moaning into his mouth.

    I sat in the armchair near the couch and they both came up for air, grabbed their champagne glasses, and raised them.

    "A toast to the most amazing year of our lives," Piper said.

    Cal smiled. "A worthy toast."

    "Agreed," I added.

    We all sipped the champagne as I considered that it really had been the most amazing year of my life. I'm sure that some of you might find that an utterly mad notion, but I'm happier as a cuckold than I've ever been before. I even like that Cal now lives so close to us as I get to be a cuckold a great deal more often than before. Plus, Piper loves me madly and her sexual desires for me haven't dimmed despite more frequent dalliances with Cal, though I'll admit that he fucks her more than I do, in no small part because there's something about being the secondary sexual partner that really turns me on.

    "I have a gift for you," Cal said to my wife. "Joel, it's the small box under the tree. Would you mind getting it for me?"

    I happily hopped to my feet, retrieved the small and expertly wrapped box, and offered it to Piper.

    She smiled, set her glass down, and gently loosened the ribbon. She tore the paper and revealed what seemed to me as a jewelry box of some sort. 

    "Oh, Cal, it's beautiful," Piper said as she opened the box.

    I couldn't see what he'd gotten her, but the look on her face made it obvious that she loved it.

    "Will you help me put it on?" she asked him.

    Cal reached towards the box and removed what turned out to be a necklace from it. Piper turned around and pulled her hair aside so Cal could help her wear the jewelry he'd purchased for her.

    When she turned back towards me I saw a sparkling stone – a diamond, as it turned out - set in what looked like a platinum flower resting against her chest. Piper smiled at her boyfriend and reached up to touch the flower.

    "Our first date was in the botanical garden," he said. "I had the necklace made to commemorate that."

    Piper looked beyond happy. Blissful, really.

    Cal reached up and caressed her face. "I knew on that first date that I would fall for you, Piper. I wasn't entirely sure I'd get the chance given your unique situation, but I'm so happy that things have unfolded the way they have. I'm so happy that I get to love you, Piper, and I love you madly. I really do."

    "Oh, Cal, I love you too."

    They shared a long embrace and then she kissed him. It started as a soft kiss with their lips pressed together. Then Piper's parted and so did his. Then, a few seconds later, she offered her tongue. Her body had clearly communicated a desire for more than a simple kiss. She needed more and Cal was more than happy to go along with that need, perhaps because he felt the exact same desire.

    "I love you so much, Piper," he said with their foreheads gently touching.

    "I love you too, Cal. I love you madly."

    I can understand that some men would have felt deeply uncomfortable in that situation. Impossibly uncomfortable, in fact. I'm not most men, though. I couldn't have been happier. My wife deserves all the joy this world has to offer. She deserves to love and be loved by two men. She deserves to have a cuckold husband that finds it thrilling that she loves another man. She deserves to have a boyfriend that dotes on her, that desires her, that treats her like a queen. She deserves everything she desires and giving her that is a huge part of what makes me happy, as I've discovered since we began our cuckolding journey.

    "I have a present for you," Piper said. "Or, well, I think it's a present. I guess it might not be."

    Cal looked a touch confused, and with good reason, as Piper was being a bit cryptic.

    "Joel and I have talked about it a great deal and we've come to a decision."

    Cal glanced at me and then turned his attention back to Piper.

    "We'd like to start a family," she said. "And we've decided that we'd like you to be the father."

    Cal's eyes went wide. "Really?"

    Piper nodded. "Yes, really. I want you to get me pregnant, Cal. I want to have your baby. I know it's a lot and it might not be how you imagined being a father, so I wouldn't blame if you if you're not interested or if you want to think about it, but I love you, Cal, and I want you to be a part of my life, of our lives, going forward. I want to be with you for a long, long time."

    Yes, we'd talked about it. We'd talked about it every day for weeks. We're not unaware of the risks. We know it's unusual. Crazy, perhaps. It's the right choice for us, though. It feels right for so many reasons. I won't bore you by going over all of them, but trust me that this wasn't some spur of the moment decision driven by blinding lust.

    "I don't need to think about it," he said with almost no hesitation. "It's the greatest gift anyone has ever given me, Piper. Nothing would make me happier than to get you pregnant, than to help you start a family."

    Piper straddled her boyfriend on the couch and they kissed deeply. I sat back and sipped my champagne as I watched Cal lift the bottom of her sweater dress and expose her smooth, perfect ass with a red thong running between her cheeks. I watched him grasp two handfuls of her backside and squeeze hard as she moaned into his mouth.

    "I've already gone off the pill," Piper said. "It's only been a handful of days so it's not likely you'll get me pregnant tonight, but I'd like to try. Maybe we can try several times."

    Cal smiled. "We can try as many times as you can handle."

    They kissed again. She moved her hips back and forth over his crotch, no doubt luring his cock into a turgid state. Mine was certainly hard as I watched my wife and her boyfriend make out while thinking about him getting her pregnant.

    I'm not going to lie, the idea of Piper carrying Cal's baby is arousing. I know that perhaps there's something unhealthy about that, but I can't help it. It's possible there's something unhealthy about the whole cuckold thing, but I'm not sure that's true as long as you're smart and sane about it, and we're smart and sane.

    "I'd like Joel to participate tonight," she said. "Actually, I'd like him to participate as often as possible until I'm pregnant. Would you be okay with that?"

    Cal looked at me and smiled. "Of course I'd be okay with that. You know I like it when your husband helps out."

    She looked over her shoulder at me and offered a smile as well. "Get naked, baby."

    I stripped as Cal and Piper continued to make out. I watched him play with her tits through the sweater dress. I watched him grope her ass. I watched her reach down to stroke his dick through his slacks.

    Soon enough I was naked and I moved to my knees in front of the couch. I stared at my wife's tight ass and listened to them kiss and moan. My dick was hard as a rock, but I kept my hand off of it. There would be plenty of time for pleasure as the evening unfolded and I was in no rush.

    "Joel, baby, would you take my dress off?"

    I stood and lifted Piper's dress over her head as she remained in Cal's lap. He took her breasts in his hands the moment they were free and leaned forward to kiss the flesh that wasn't covered by her bra. She rolled her head back and moaned as I tossed the sweater dress aside and fell to my knees once more.

    "Do you like it when Joel and I suck your cock together, Cal?" Piper asked.

    "I love that. You know I love that. You know it's so fucking hot to see you both on your knees."

    We'd done that quite a bit since Cal had moved to Boston. It was something I'd gotten more and more comfortable with and I'm pretty sure something that Cal had found increasingly pleasurable. In truth, we'd both shifted deeper into our roles as cuckold and bull/boyfriend as time went by.

    Piper climbed off his lap and we helped Cal out of his shoes, socks, pants, and underwear, leaving him naked from the waist down. He stood and looked down at both of us.

    "Pleasure me," he said softly.

    We went to work as we'd done many times before. We'd done it in that same spot in his apartment, in fact. Something about it felt hotter on this night, though, I think because we'd taken another step in solidifying everyone's roles in our trio. After all, we'd just asked Cal to impregnate Piper. We'd asked him to donate his seed, to do what a husband is usually supposed to do. We hadn't made the decision lightly, either, and it felt right to both of us that Cal should be the one to get her pregnant.

    Piper and I took our time pleasuring Cal and we pleasured each other, too. I fingered her pussy. She stroked my cock. We kissed each other, almost always doing so over the head of his dick so he too could experience a bit of physical joy as our tongues entwined.

    We'd take turns sucking his cock and balls. I couldn't quite throat him, but the truth was, I was getting better at giving head. That made sense given how much practice I'd had. I found it more enjoyable the more I did it, too, mostly because nothing made me feel more like a cuckold than sucking the cock of the man my wife was dating.

    Eventually, Piper stood as I sucked Cal's cock. He put his arm around her as they both looked down at me.

    "It really turns me on that you're into being pleasured by my husband," Piper said. "It turns me on that he gets to show his appreciation in this way."

    They kissed as Cal unhooked her bra. He played with her tits and I watched with a hint of jealousy coursing through me.

    "Will you make love to me, Cal?" Piper asked softly. "Will you take me to your bed, make love to me, and fill me with your seed?"

    "Nothing would make me happier."

    Piper looked down at me. "Joel, baby, take my panties off. Lick my pussy. Get me wet knowing that Cal's going to try and get me pregnant."

    I did as she desired. I removed her panties and pressed my face between her legs. I licked her pussy feverishly, doing so with the full knowledge that her boyfriend would soon take ownership of her pussy until she was pregnant.

    "I'll likely need to see you more often," Piper said to Cal while resting a hand on the back of my head. "After all, Joel won't be permitted to have sex with me until I'm pregnant, and my sexual needs have grown since I met you, Cal. His cock was tending to some of them and his tongue will continue to do so, but I'll need you more often. Do you think you'll be able to make time for me?"

    He laughed softly. "You'll have as much of my time as you need, Piper."

    She pushed on my forehead and I leaned back and looked up at her. "Follow us to the bedroom. I want you to place his cock inside me."

    They walked hand in hand into Cal's bedroom and I followed. Piper crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back. Cal crawled on top of her and they kissed as the head of his cock moved around her swollen pussy lips.

    I waited at the side of the bed and watched with a throbbing erection. My mouth tasted of cock and pussy and my body tingled with a wondrous kind of pleasure at the momentous occasion about to unfold.

    "Place him inside me," Piper said.

    I reached over, grasped Cal's cock at the base, and guided the head inside her. He pushed his hips forward and I released his shaft and watched him fill her.

    "Kiss me, Joel."

    I crawled closer as Cal lifted his body. It was awkward, but I kissed my wife deeply while another man's cock was inside her.

    "I want you to stay and watch him make love to me. I want to hold your hand as he cums inside me, Joel. I want to be connected to you as we embark on this journey."

    I smiled and backed away. I dropped to my knees by the side of the bed and watched Piper and her boyfriend share a deeply romantic kiss while he began to thrust in and out of her.

    Sometimes they fuck. Sometimes they make love. The truth is, I enjoy watching both equally. They’re different, of course, but both are exceptionally beautiful and arousing to witness as a cuckold.

    This, though, was the most thrilling sex I've ever witnessed between my wife and her boyfriend. The difference, of course, was that he intended on getting her pregnant. This lovemaking was, as Piper had said, the start of a new journey. Our lives were about to change in a significant way.

    Part of the thrill for me, if I'm being honest, is that we'd all agreed - without coming right out and saying it - that Cal was going to be a bigger part of our lives. That we were bonding ourselves together forever. We'd agreed that our relationship as a trio would change, even if we didn't know exactly how it would change.

    I was also rather turned on by the idea that I wouldn't be permitted to have sex with my wife until she was pregnant. There's something undeniably arousing about that, if I'm being honest. Something hot enough that I couldn't stop thinking about it as I watched them make love in his bed.

    They remained in missionary as they made love. Every thrust proved thrilling to watch. I enjoyed the way they kissed, the way her hands moved over his body, the way he would shift his body to play with her tits or reach down and grab a handful of her ass, the way he'd caress her legs and the way she would sometimes wrap them around him.

    When Piper offered me her hand I knew the moment was close. I took it and squeezed it tightly. She looked at me and said, "I love you, Joel."

    "I love you too, Piper," I replied.

    She turned back to Cal. They kissed slowly and deeply. "Please, Cal, cum in me. Cum in me and get me pregnant."

    I could have masturbated. I could have cum. It would be been blissful, too. I chose not to, though. I chose to watch Cal try and impregnate my wife. I chose to bask in the bliss of their love for each other.

    They came together. They kissed while he buried his cock inside her and released his seed. She squeezed my hand tight while another man emptied himself into her unprotected womb. It was the single most erotic moment of my life.

    Piper held my hand as they kissed and touched each other in the aftermath of their orgasms. She told Cal she loved him. She told him she couldn't wait to keep trying to get pregnant. She told him she couldn't wait to have his baby. He told her he loved her, that he was the luckiest man in the world. It was beautiful.

    Eventually he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Piper turned to me with a beautiful smile on her face.

    "Normally I'd let you clean me, but I'm afraid you won't be doing that until I'm pregnant. I would like you to clean Cal's cock, though, assuming you'd be okay with that."

    "It would be my pleasure."

    Piper rolled towards Cal as I stood and moved to the foot of the bed. She rested her hand on his chest and they kissed as I crawled between his legs. I took his half hard cock in my mouth and sucked gently until he was clean of every bit of cum and pussy juice he'd collected while inside her. I sucked his balls clean, too, and then backed out of the bed and waited on my knees. I'm not sure I'd ever felt like more of a cuckold. It was more thrilling than you can possibly imagine.

    "Joel, come here. Come lie next to me," Piper said.

    I crawled into bed next to her as Piper rolled onto her back. She took a hand of each of the men in her life and placed both on her stomach, with mine on top of Cal's.

    "We're going to start a family together," she said softly. "And I've never been happier."

    Cal and I both agreed that we felt the same way. Piper then kissed us both, Cal first and me second.

    "Joel, my love, Cal and I are going to cuddle for a little while. We'll join you in the living room when we're done. I think we'd both like a fresh glass of champagne when we join you."

    She kissed me again and I rolled out of the bed, put on my clothes, and left the room. Piper had curled up next to her boyfriend and they were kissing as I looked back before shutting the door.

    My dick was hard. My body hummed with desire. I was blissfully happy, too, as my life had just taken a turn towards something impossibly beautiful.

    She's not pregnant yet, of course, but I'll update you when she is and we'll see how things have unfolded. With any luck, all of this bliss will continue.

  
    Look at How She Dressed for Him

    There's something different about putting on lingerie for a bull. For the man that you handpicked to be the one that would replace your husband, sexually speaking.

    A hotwife wants to look good for her bull, for the man that has become her primary sexual partner. She wants him to feel desire the instant he sees her. Overwhelming desire. She wants those animalistic instincts to be triggered so that he can think of nothing other than claiming her body as his.

    Lingerie works for almost all men. They see it on a woman and they get turned on. Yes, she looks good. But it's more than that. It's that she made an effort to look that good for him, that she wants him to want her so badly that she put on something sexy, that she did her hair, that she did her makeup. That sort of thing makes a bull very happy.

    That's why he gives her what she craves. He takes her into her bedroom. He ravishes her body. He claims it. He claims her pussy. He makes it his. If he's lucky enough to be permitted to cum inside her, he does so gleefully. He marks her pussy.

    Maybe, if you're a very lucky cuckold, she'll dress like that for you from time to time.

    The more likely scenario, though, is that you get to see her in the lingerie she wore for him after he had his way with her in it. You get to appreciate how she dressed for him. You get to appreciate how she looked when he fucked her.

    Maybe, if you're into it and she's feeling generous, you get to reclaim her while she's in that lingerie. Maybe you do so with your tongue while she tells you about how good he fucked her. Maybe you get to put your cock inside her while she tells you that he's far superior. Maybe you just get to have wild, wondrous reclamation sex as you both think about the fact that another man had her while she was in that beautiful bodysuit.

    Whatever the outcome, it's all amazing, isn't it?

  
    Love and Cuckolding - Part 1

    Tara was a classic Type A personality. She was, and always had been, deeply competitive and driven to succeed. It had cost her friendships over the years as she’d discovered that some women simply couldn’t handle being around a Type A personality. Tara never let those losses dim her drive, though. She remained true to herself and built the life she’d always wanted.

    At only 25 years old Tara had already accomplished so many of the things she’d yearned for in life. She’d just celebrated her third anniversary with her husband Seth. They’d bought a house in a lovely suburb just outside of New York City. They were in the process of planning their family. She had a job she loved at a consulting firm. Everything was as Tara wanted it to be.

    Then, something happened that tilted Tara’s world view a little, or a lot, depending on her mood as she considered the new information she’d come into possession of. It was a subject that needed to be discussed only with people she trusted, which is why Tara brought it up at the weekly Saturday brunch she enjoyed with her three closest friends.

    “I need to tell you all something,” Tara announced after they’d placed their drink orders.

    All three of her friends looked up from their menus. They’d recognized the serious tone in Tara’s voice and were happy to grant her the attention needed.

    “What is it?” Lucy, the lone housewife of their group, asked.

    Tara took a deep breath to gather her thoughts and said, “I found out that Seth masturbates.”

    Maya, Tara’s coworker and college roommate, laughed loudly enough to draw the attention of the tables around them and quickly covered her mouth, though the smile on her face didn’t go away.

    “Tara, honey, why on Earth would you tell us that?” Anna, one of the few high school friends Tara still had, asked.

    Tara felt more than a little embarrassed as she studied the bemused looks on her friend’s faces. “I don’t understand. Why are you all looking at me like that?”

    Silence followed for a few seconds before Maya said, “Tara, all men masturbate. I think we’re all looking at you like this because we don’t understand why you look so concerned.”

    Tara sat back in her chair as the waitress delivered their drinks. She sipped her mimosa, savored the sweetness of the orange juice and champagne, and leaned forward to investigate. She wasn’t going to let a little bit of embarrassment keep her from filling in the blanks on what was clearly a gap in her knowledge of men.

    “I know that men masturbate,” she said. “I’m not naïve. I mean, if they’re not having sex, of course they masturbate. But Seth and I have sex. I can’t remember the last time I turned him down. I don’t want to turn him down. I like having sex with him. I love having sex with him.” Tara realized she was getting a little loud when a handful of the other diners looked her way. She took a deep breath, lowered her voice, and continued, “So I guess what I meant to say is that I don’t understand why Seth would masturbate. I give him everything he needs.”

    “That’s what men do,” Lucy said. “They masturbate. Most men, at least. They masturbate less if they’re having sex and I’m sure some of them don’t masturbate at all, but guys like to masturbate. I don’t see the problem.”

    “Really?” Anna asked as she smiled and sipped her drink. “Do you know our friend? She can’t handle the idea of some imaginary girl giving Seth pleasure. She definitely can’t handle the idea of some pornstar making Seth cum while he’s watching a video on his phone.”

    A knowing smile crossed Maya’s face – and the faces of Tara’s two other friends, too – before she said, “Yeah, that’s true. Sometimes I forget how crazy you can get about this stuff. You don’t have to worry, though. You’re making Seth happy, Tara. I’m sure of it. That man has a giddy smile on his face whenever he looks at you. Last weekend, when we hosted everyone for dinner, he was staring at you from across the room like he did in college. That man loves you. He wants you, too.”

    “Wait, so all your husbands masturbate?” Tara asked.

    All three girls nodded.

    “And you’re okay with that?” Tara asked. “You’re totally okay with knowing that the men you married are masturbating and probably doing so to pictures or videos of other women?”

    “I masturbated in the shower yesterday,” Anna said. “I didn’t think about Terry.”

    “Yeah,” Maya added. “I don’t always think about Colton when I masturbate.”

    Tara turned to Lucy and asked, “And how about you? Are you fantasizing about other men when you masturbate?”

    “To be honest, I don’t really like masturbating,” Lucy answered. “But Jay is always willing to satisfy me so I get what I need.”

    “How about you, Tara?” Maya asked. “Do you masturbate?”

    “No,” Tara said. “Why would I? I have Seth and he’s really good at satisfying me. I love having sex with him. I love fooling around with him. I love when he goes down on me. I even love when he fingers me.”

    “He fingers you?” Anna asked.

    Tara nodded. “He does. Not all the time, but sometimes he uses his fingers to make me cum, just like I use my hand to make him cum sometimes. We like to mix it up, to keep things fresh, you know?”

    “How often are you having sex, or jerking him off, or whatever?” Maya asked.

    “Three or four times a week. Sometimes five, I guess,” Tara answered.

    “Wow, that’s pretty good,” Lucy replied. “That’s more than Jay and I.”

    “See!” Tara said. “This is what I’m talking about. Why would Seth need to masturbate? I’m giving him absolutely everything he needs.”

    All three of Tara’s friends smiled at her, sipped their drinks, and kept quiet as she scanned their faces. They all seemed bemused at her predicament and none seemed particularly eager to help her, which frustrated Tara.

    “Maybe you’re not,” Maya finally chimed in.

    “What?” Tara asked.

    “Maybe you’re not giving him everything he needs,” Maya said. “Maybe, I don’t know, maybe he masturbates because he’s got some kind of fantasy.”

    “Why wouldn’t he tell me if he had a fantasy?” Tara shot back. “I’ve asked him. He said he doesn’t really fantasize about anything.”

    Anna laughed. “It’s the most you thing in the world to have asked Seth about his fantasies. Of course you did, and that makes you a wonderful wife since most women don’t want to go anywhere near their husband’s fantasies. But, just because you asked doesn’t mean he’d share. Sometimes guys don’t want to share their fantasies. Sometimes they shouldn’t.”

    “I dated in a guy in college who confessed that he wanted me to dress up like a nurse, put on a rubber glove, and give him a rectal exam,” Maya confessed.

    “Ew, did you do it?” Lucy asked.

    Maya shook her head. “No, I broke up with him. I’d probably do that for Colton if he asked, but this guy wasn’t really worth doing something weird for, so I just ended it.”

    “Does Colton have any fantasies?” Lucy asked.

    “A few,” Maya replied. “Nothing crazy. Most of it is just costume stuff, which is always fun. He gets really turned on and I do like it when he’s really turned on for me, so I’m usually willing to play along. How about you?”

    Lucy looked away like she was a little bit embarrassed.

    “You don’t have to say,” Maya added. “Sometimes a fantasy should stay between a husband and wife.”

    “Terry asked me to wear a French maid costume once,” Anna chimed in, freeing Lucy from further conversation about Jay’s desires. “I actually went to a shop in the city to buy it. I felt really sexy in it and Terry really, really liked it, so I second the idea of fulfilling a man’s fantasies, at least if they’re not too weird. The sex was exceptionally good.”

    Tara felt a little frustrated, but she didn’t want to be rude to her friends, so she tried to keep her voice calm as she said, “I can’t really do that if Seth won’t share his fantasies, though. So what am I supposed to do?”

    “You’re supposed to make it so Seth is willing to share his fantasies,” Lucy replied with just a hint of frustration in her voice, like she was annoyed that Tara didn’t see how obvious the answer was. “If he’s not willing to share it’s almost certainly because he’s either embarrassed about his fantasy or he thinks you’ll find it weird or offensive or something like that.”

    “Or that it will just trigger your…I don’t know, your inner psycho,” Maya added. “You know, that part of you that just wants to dig into a problem until you’ve addressed it from every angle and solved the hell out of it, even if it didn’t really need to be solved?”

    Tara knew exactly what Maya was talking about, though she didn’t have nearly as much control over that part of herself as she would have liked. Still, she wasn’t going to let that stop her from addressing what felt like a significant issue in her marriage. She just couldn’t handle that Seth was tending to his sexual needs without any involvement from her. It just couldn’t go on.

    “Seduce him,” Anna suggested.

    “What?” Tara asked.

    “Seduce him into sharing his fantasy with you. That always works with men. Get him turned on. Put on something sexy. Fool around with him. Then introduce the idea of sharing his fantasy, or tell him that you want to be his fantasy so he can stop masturbating. I mean, I’m not against guys taking care of themselves, but I’m also not blind to the idea that it can be a bad thing for a marriage in the long term,” Anna said.

    “I like her idea,” Maya added.

    Lucy raised her glass in agreement and then leaned forward as they all shared a toast to the idea of Tara seducing her husband into sharing his fantasy with her. By the time the glass hit her lips Tara was already planning how she’d go about doing that.

    
      
    

    Tara’s plan began with a meal. She prepared a perfect filet mignon, scalloped potatoes, and a light salad. She bought Seth’s favorite red wine and filled his glass high and they shared a romantic candlelit dinner that included a little bit of flirting on her part as Tara wanted to make absolutely certain that Seth thought he was getting laid that night.

    After sharing a chocolate soufflé – Tara’s specialty when it came to desserts – they made their way to the couch to relax and fool around a little as the food settled in their stomachs. Tara wanted to draw out Seth’s arousal, so she alternated between kissing him and watching some wonderfully trashy reality TV.

    Then, when the time was right, Tara excused herself to change into something more comfortable. She exited to the bedroom and put on a black lace bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set that she’d purchased that afternoon. She knew Seth loved that particular look and that it would only deepen his arousal when she stepped into the living room wearing it.

    “Hey baby,” Tara said as she approached.

    Seth turned and his eyes went wide as he scanned her body in the seductive black lingerie. “Oh, wow,” he said. “Tara, you look so hot.”

    Tara smiled, sauntered towards her husband, and straddled him on the couch. His hands immediately moved to her thighs and he ran his fingers over the soft stockings before traveling over her hips and to her ass. They kissed as Seth possessively grabbed her flesh and squeezed it tight. Tara moaned into her mouth as their tongues danced and she delighted in the stiffness of her husband’s cock as it pressed into her.

    “Do you want me?” she asked.

    “More than anything,” Seth replied.

    They kissed again and Tara moved her hips over his lap like they were already fucking. It was Seth’s turn to moan as the friction from her lusty gyrations no doubt made his cock come alive with pleasure.

    “I have to have you,” he said.

    Tara stood and walked towards the bedroom. “Follow me, then,” she said. There was no need to look over her shoulder. Seth was following. He reached her right as Tara stepped into the bedroom and he wrapped his arms around her lithe body and kissed her neck as his cock pressed into her ass. “Get naked, baby. I want you.”

    Tara crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and pushed a hand into her panties as she watched Seth strip. She moaned when he pulled his underwear down and revealed his hard cock and a smile crept across his face. He clearly liked the idea that she enjoyed the sight of his cock.

    Seth crawled into the bed and on top of Tara. She reached down and stroked his stiff cock as their tongues entwined. He moaned and pressed his hips forward, rubbing the head of his dick over her panties and providing a lovely little rush of pleasure.

    “Do you want me?” Tara asked.

    “Desperately,” Seth replied.

    Tara smiled, rolled Seth onto his back, and straddled him. She put her hands on his chest and dragged her panty-clad pussy over his cock, teasing him with the heat and wetness emanating from between her legs.

    “I want something from you,” Tara said.

    “Anything,” Seth answered.

    Tara rolled off of him, pressed her body against his, and took Seth’s stiff cock in her fingers. She kissed his neck, moaned, and stroked him, concentrating her efforts on pleasuring the head as he moaned.

    “I want you to tell me what you fantasize about,” Tara said softly.

    Seth tightened up as if the idea made him nervous. Tara thought of what her friends had said about Seth feeling like he couldn’t share his fantasy for fear of alienating his wife.

    “It doesn’t matter what it is, Seth,” she said. “You can tell me. You can share it with me. I’m your wife. I want to make your fantasy come true.”

    “No, you don’t,” Seth replied.

    Tara felt his mood change and for a moment a sense of defeat washed over her. She felt like a fool for getting dressed up and trying to seduce her husband into sharing his fantasy. But Tara wasn’t the sort of woman that accepted defeat, so she pushed that sensation aside and barreled forward. Come hell or high water, Seth was going to share his fantasy.

    “Seth,” Tara said as she sat up and looked down at her husband, “I need you to share your fantasy with me. It bothers me that you masturbate without me. It bothers me that you’re fantasizing about something I don’t know about and that you’re taking care of your sexual needs without me. It really, really bothers me and I’m not going to be able to get over it until I know what your fantasy is. Even if it’s something really weird. If you want me to dress up like a nurse, put on a rubber glove, and give you a rectal exam, I’ll do it. If that’s what will satisfy you, I’ll do it.”

    “What?” Seth asked. “Why would I want that?”

    Tara breathed a quick sigh of relief – she really didn’t want to give her husband a rectal exam – and replied, “I don’t know, Seth! You’re the one with the secret fantasy. Why don’t you just tell me what you want? What do you fantasize about? And why are you so sure I won’t be interested in it?”

    “Tara, why do you need to know?” Seth asked. “Really? Why do you need to know? It’s just a small thing. I don’t think about it all that often. I don’t masturbate all that often. It happens from time to time.”

    “I don’t know why I need to know, Seth. I just need to. It’s just how I am. Every since I…well, since you left a porn site up on your laptop screen I can’t stop thinking about the fact that I can’t satisfy my husband, at least not enough to keep him from turning to porn to masturbate,” Tara replied.

    A deeply guilty look came over Seth before he turned his gaze from her and said, “I’m sorry, Tara.”

    Tara could tell he felt bad – really bad, perhaps – but that didn’t stop her from wanting to know his fantasy.

    “If it helps, I actually fantasize about you,” Seth revealed.

    Tara lit up. It felt like a breakthrough. He’d taken the first step. Surely he’d be willing to take the rest. “Okay, yes, that helps a little, though not as much as I need it to. It’s actually a little bit confusing, in a way. If you’re fantasizing about me, why do I need to be cut out of the process? Why do you have to fantasize while watching porn?”

    “I don’t always watch porn,” he said. “Sometimes I do it without the visual aid. I just like it better with a video.”

    Part of Tara wanted to yell at Seth for ever masturbating, but she thought of how each of her friends seemed to think she was absurd for being annoyed with Seth for taking care of his sexual needs on his own, so she refrained from yelling or even sounding frustrated with him. “Seth, just tell me what you fantasize about. If I’m included, how bad could it be?”

    Seth took a deep breath, sat up, and looked down at Tara’s legs as he said, “I fantasize about you being with someone else.”

    Given the many weird fantasies Tara had conjured after lunch with her friends, Seth fantasizing about her with someone else actually seemed pretty mild. Still, he seemed embarrassed by his fantasy, so Tara tried to be sensitive.

    “Do you mean me having sex with someone else?” she asked.

    Seth looked up at her and nodded. “And…well, sometimes you having a relationship with someone else. Like a boyfriend, I guess.”

    Tara smiled, mostly because Seth seemed vulnerable in a way she wasn’t sure she’d ever experienced. It spoke to just how exposed he felt while sharing his fantasy, which she took to mean that he was finally being honest.

    “Well, okay, that’s honestly not a fantasy I ever thought men had,” Tara noted.

    “It’s more popular than you might think,” Seth replied.

    “Well, if it’s popular at all then it’s more popular than I thought it was,” she said. “I guess you learn something new every day.”

    Seth seemed just a little hurt and Tara regretted being a little bit flippant when he’d made himself so vulnerable at her behest.

    “So, when you watch porn, like the video I saw on your laptop the other day, the one with the women in the silver dress, what do you fantasize about?” Tara asked.

    A bit of excitement flashed in Seth’s eyes, presumably as he thought about the video. Tara hadn’t watched it – it was paused and she was so put off by the idea of Seth watching porn that she left the office immediately – but she’d noticed the beautiful, slender brunette in the shiny, floor length silver dress.

    “I imagine it’s you,” Seth explained. “You’re in her place. You’re with the guy. So in my head I’m watching you with someone else.”

    “You’re watching me have sex with someone else,” Tara said.

    Seth nodded.

    “And that excites you?” she asked.

    He looked at her, nodded, and then looked away as the embarrassment seemed to return.

    Tara reached out and took his hand. “Seth, it’s okay,” she said. “I’m really grateful that you’re sharing this. I really am.”

    Seth looked at her, but it seemed that he had nothing else to say. As silence hung between them, Tara was struck with an idea that felt equal parts thrilling and dangerous.

    “Can we watch the video together?” Tara asked.

    Seth’s eyebrows shot up and he sat back. “What? Really? I don’t…I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

    “I think it is,” Tara said. “And I think you know me well enough to know that once I think an idea is good, I’m going to follow through with it. I’m not planning on just watching porn with you, though. I want to talk about your fantasy. I want to understand it, and I feel like actually seeing the video will help me with that. Go get your laptop.”

    Seth seemed reluctant, but Tara wondered if he was playing up that reluctance a little bit to try and hide what was actually genuine excitement. It certainly didn’t take him long to get up and retrieve his laptop and Tara was fairly certain she saw a little bit of a smile on his face when he returned to the bedroom.

    “Pull up the video,” Tara said as Seth crawled into bed.

    He opened an incognito browser and navigated to the video with remarkable swiftness, indicating that it was far from the first time he’d searched for it. Tara reached over, grabbed the laptop, and set it across her stocking-clad thighs. She hit play and after five interminable seconds of an annoying live cam ad, the video began.

    The same slender, beautiful brunette Tara had seen was alone as the scene started. It was night and she was outdoors in an elegant courtyard. She approached a table with a few lit candles and a bouquet of flowers in a vase. She sat and was soon joined by an exceptionally good looking, well-dressed man in glasses.

    “He seems better looking than most guys in porn,” Tara noted.

    The guy joined the beautiful brunette at the table and handed her a jewelry box. She opened it and smiled gleefully at the beautiful gift he’d given her. They shared a long, remarkably tender kiss and Tara looked at her husband.

    “This is romantic,” she said with a bit of surprise in her voice.

    “I know,” he replied. “It’s not…the fantasy, it doesn’t really work if it’s not a romantic kind of video. This one is…well, it’s really romantic and she looks like you and there’s something about that dress that I really like, too, so this one really works for me.”

    Tara was surprised at the sense of flattery she felt at her husband’s comparison of her to a pornstar. Though the brunette was exceptionally beautiful and she had a remarkably lean, fit-looking body that ensured her dress looked flawless.

    After the kiss and the exchange of a bit of fairly well-written dialogue about their desire for each other, the couple stood and walked to the middle of the outdoor courtyard. He took her in his arms and they danced. His hands roamed over her body and they shared soft, sensual kisses.

    “So, when you’re watching this, you’re imagining me dancing with him?” Tara asked as the guy grasped the girl’s ass through the shiny silver dress.

    “I am,” Seth answered.

    “And you’re imagining me kissing him like that, and him touching me like that?” she asked.

    “I am,” he said.

    “And the romance of it, the passion between them, you like that?” she asked.

    Seth looked at her. “That’s my favorite part.” Tara saw that flash of excitement in his eyes again. “I know it sounds crazy. I do. That’s why I didn’t want to say anything. But that passion, the intimacy, imagining you experiencing that with someone else is so hot to me.”

    Tara glanced between Seth’s legs and saw that his cock had come back to life. He seemed harder than he’d been while they were fooling around. He wasn’t lying. He really was turned on.

    The woman in the silver dress took her lover’s hand and led him towards a glass wall that looked into a beautifully-appointed living room. They didn’t go inside, though. Instead, she leaned against the wall and they kissed. The guy then kissed his way down her body, starting with her neck and pulling her dress open to offer her perky breasts a little bit of attention. He then fell to his knees, spread her dress at the thigh slit, and went to work on her pussy.

    “And do you like the idea of him going down on me?” Tara asked.

    “I do,” Seth answered. “I like the idea of him doing anything that makes you feel good.”

    Tara was taken aback by how much she was enjoying the porn video. The scene was genuinely sensual and the couple really seemed to be into each other, though she knew Seth’s desire likely played a part in her enjoyment.

    Imbued with a growing sense of desire, Tara reached out and took Seth’s cock in her hand as the guy on screen stood up. The woman in the silver dress unzipped his slacks, pulled out his cock, and kissed him. He lifted one of her legs as she leaned against the glass wall and his cock slipped inside her. They kissed as they fucked standing up and somehow it managed to look romantic.

    “Does it turn you on to imagine someone else’s cock sliding in and out of me like that?” Tara asked.

    Seth answered with a moan and Tara looked over to see his eyes closed and his mouth open. She gathered the precum from the tip of his cock and used it to lubricate his shaft. She leaned over and kissed him as the couple in the video did the same thing. The woman moaned into her man’s mouth and Seth moaned into Tara’s.

    “Yes, it turns me on,” Seth answered as Tara pulled away.

    On screen the couple shifted to what looked like an outdoor lounge chair. The guy was naked – they skipped the part where he stripped – and the woman crawled between his legs and took him in her mouth. She gave a slow, seductive blowjob and kept looking up at him with lust-filled eyes. Tara could recognize a skilled performance and she couldn’t help but appreciate the performer’s obvious talent.

    “Does this part turn you on?” Tara asked as she watched the blowjob.

    “Yes,” Seth answered.

    Tara looked over at her husband’s cock. The head looked bigger and a little darker than usual. His shaft felt stiffer, too. She assumed it was because his arousal had reached an uncommon level. Tara felt a little insecure – after all, his arousal was aided by the porn video they were watching – but she pushed it away to concentrate on the fact that her husband had shared his fantasy and that it wasn’t anywhere near as troubling as it could have been. In fact, it felt like something Tara could work with, and she was certain that if she gave her husband an orgasm while the video was playing that he would be deeply appreciative.

    “You like the idea of me giving my boyfriend a slow, seductive blowjob?” she asked.

    Seth moaned and his cock throbbed in her hand.

    “You like the idea of me making my gorgeous boyfriend feel good with my warm, wet mouth?” she asked softly.

    Seth looked at her and said, “I love it.”

    The beautiful brunette – who still had her dress on – crawled forward and straddled her man. She took him inside her – the dress actually hid the penetration – and slowly sat down on his cock. Pleasure washed over his face and she smiled at the sight of his joy.

    She began to ride him slowly. Her necklaces and her long, lustrous hair bounced gently as his cock moved in and out of her. She reached up and pulled the straps of the dress from her shoulders, freeing her perky breasts. She put her hands on his muscular chest and they fucked slowly. Really, they made love.

    “Do you like watching me and my boyfriend make love?” Tara asked as she put herself in the video.

    “Yes,” Seth admitted.

    She leaned closer, stroked her husband a little faster, and asked, “Do you like watching that gorgeous man satisfy your wife?”

    Seth nodded and they kissed. Tara offered her tongue and he took it. The sounds of sex and soft kissing emanated from the laptop. Seth moaned into her mouth and she felt his cock swell up.

    Tara turned back to the screen. “Making love to him feels so good, Seth,” she said. He was close and Tara couldn’t help but get into it. “Having my boyfriend’s cock inside me, riding him, making love to him on this beautiful, romantic night feels so good.”

    “Oh, fuck,” Seth said. His cock swelled in her hand and cum sprayed onto his stomach as Tara relaxed her grip and gently worked the head as she knew Seth enjoyed. His body pulsed in the way it often did when he had a great orgasm and the look on his face was one of the purest joy.

    “Aren’t you glad you told me about your fantasy?” she asked.

    Seth laughed. “Yes, I am.”

    Tara looked back at the video and watched the beautiful brunette lean down and kiss the guy as she continued to ride him. The whole thing was shot from the side – they never cut to a view of him actually moving in and out of her – and it struck her as astoundingly beautiful. Arousing, too. Much more so than she expected.

    “Seth? Will you do something for me?” she asked.

    “Anything,” he replied.

    Tara looked at him and smiled. “Will you go down on me?”

    “Of course. Let me clean up real quick,” he said.

    Seth bounded out of the bed and towards the bathroom and Tara set the laptop beside her and took off her panties. She spread her legs and slipped a finger into her pussy to discover the wetness she knew was there.

    “Are you still watching?” Seth asked as he returned.

    “I am,” she said. “I hope that’s okay.”

    “Of course,” Seth replied as he crawled between her legs and laid on his stomach.

    “I’m sure this won’t take long,” Tara said.

    She moaned the instant Seth’s tongue made contact with her clit as an electric charge of pleasure rushed through her body. Tara kept her eyes on the laptop screen, though. She watched the beautiful couple – they were both gorgeous – make love. She saw them kissing. She saw the woman’s hips rise up and down. She saw her make an effort to make her lover feel good while pursuing her own pleasure. Tara couldn’t help but put herself in the woman’s position – it’s what her husband wanted, after all – and she was surprised at how good it felt.

    An orgasm soon followed. A good orgasm, too. Not as good as Seth’s seemed to be, but it wasn’t Tara’s fantasy. That didn’t mean she couldn’t make it work for her, though. In fact, she was certain she’d find a way to make Seth’s fantasy a part of their sex life.
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    Seth woke up earlier than usual and try as he might, he couldn’t get back to sleep. Instead, anxiety gripped him as he wondered if he’d made a colossal mistake in confessing his fantasy to Tara.

    She seemed receptive to it – she’d even watched the video while he went down on her – but that didn’t stop Seth’s mind from generating all sorts of disastrous scenarios, including that Tara might wake up, look at him, and wonder what kind of man she’d married. After all, what sort of man fantasized about his wife having a boyfriend and enjoying romantic sex with that boyfriend?

    With his brain unwilling to let him sleep, Seth got up and headed for the kitchen, though not before taking a moment to admire his beautiful wife as she slept. Emotion welled up in him as he watched her sleep so peacefully while anxiety over the future of his marriage washed over him. Seth tried his best to be quiet as he left the bedroom and made his way downstairs and into the kitchen to brew a cup of coffee.

    As he waited, Seth tried to take an optimistic view of what had happened the night before. He reasoned that Tara had given no indication that she found his fantasy unpleasant. In fact, she’d offered him an orgasm via her hand while talking about his fantasy and then she’d watched a porn video while he went down on her. All the evidence available to Seth was in favor of Tara being on board with his fantasy, and yet some part of him still struggled to believe that she’d be anything other than disappointed, or even embarrassed on his behalf.

    After making the coffee exactly as he liked it – with a little bit of cream and sugar – Seth took his cup to the armchair in their living room that looked out the front window. He opened the curtains, settled into the comfy chair, and took a sip. He smiled and tried his best to imagine what it might be like if Tara was actually on board with his fantasy.

    The video from the night before popped into his head immediately. He saw Tara as the beautiful woman in the shiny silver dress. He saw her kissing and dancing with the guy that just couldn’t keep his hands off her perfect ass. He saw the guy going down on her and he saw them fucking in that particularly hot-looking standing position. He saw it all, only it felt more real because now Tara knew about his fantasy. Seth let himself imagine a world where his wife was actually on board with it, where she actually was the woman in the video, or any of the other romantic porn videos he’d watched over the years.

    Seth’s mental journey led him to a place of great arousal and his cock was half hard in his boxers without even a hint of physical stimulation. For a moment he considered heading to the office and indulging in a quick masturbation session – or even grabbing his phone and doing it right there in the living room – but he judged that desire as foolish and put it aside.

    It wouldn’t have mattered, anyway, as Tara stirred away not long after Seth’s little fantasy played out in his head. He heard his beautiful wife make her morning trip to the bathroom where she would – as she always did – turn on the faucet to wash her face and go pee while the water warmed up. Her morning beauty routine typically took ten minutes, which gave Seth just enough time to get a batch of pancakes going, so he put aside his fantasy, hopped to his feet, and headed for the kitchen.

    By the time Tara joined him, the table was set and Seth was scooping heart-shaped pancakes onto a serving dish.

    “What’s all this?” Tara asked as she surveyed the table setting, including the vase he’d filled with fresh flowers from the garden.

    Seth set the pancakes on the table and offered Tara a kiss on the cheek before taking her hand and saying, “I spent my morning thinking of you, so I figured I’d do something nice for you.”

    Tara looked up at him with a beaming smile on her face, offered a kiss on the lips, and took the seat that Seth had pulled out of her. “This looks amazing,” she said. “This is really sweet, Seth.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” he replied.

    Tara poked a fork into one of the pancakes and pulled it onto her plate before smiling brightly and saying, “And heart-shaped pancakes. They’re perfect. What did I do to deserve all of this?”

    Seth didn’t want to say that he’d made breakfast because he was so grateful that Tara had listened to his fantasy without judgment and had offered an exceptionally pleasurable handjob before having him go down on her. That was the real reason, but he wasn’t sure how she was feeling about what had happened the night before and it felt too risky to be the first one to bring it up.

    Instead of being totally honest, he offered a simpler form of honesty. “I love you, Tara. I love you in a way I didn’t know it was possible to love someone, and sometimes you should make pancakes for the person you love.”

    Tara unleashed a delighted giggle –she wasn’t someone who giggled often and it was delightful – and leaned over to give Seth a kiss on the cheek before grabbing the syrup and pouring it over her pancake. “I love you too, Seth.” She took a big bite and smiled at him. “This is delicious.”

    They ate and talked like a happy couple tends to do on a weekend morning and by the time breakfast was over Seth had almost entirely forgotten the anxiety that had been with him from the moment he’d woken up that morning.

    “So, how are you feeling?” Tara asked as she pushed her plate aside.

    “What do you mean?” Seth replied, though he knew exactly what she meant.

    “After last night,” Tara clarified. “I know it was a big deal to share what you shared with me and I just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing, just in general.”

    Seth took a deep breath and said, “Okay, well, to be honest, I’m feeling a little anxious.”

    “About what?” Tara asked.

    Seth looked into his wife’s eyes and saw only care and concern. “That sharing my fantasy – that particular fantasy – will make you think less of me or that it will somehow endanger our relationship in some way. I don’t know, I guess I just feel like it’s not the kind of fantasy that any wife actually wants to hear from her husband and I can’t help but worry that you’re going to have trouble seeing me in the same way.”

    Tara reached out, took his hand, and squeezed it gently. “You don’t need to worry about that, Seth. I love you. You’re a wonderful man and a remarkable husband. You make me happy in every way, which is why I want to make you happy, which is why I wanted to know your fantasy, and why I don’t think any less of you because you have that fantasy. I don’t see anything wrong with it.”

    “Really?” Seth asked.

    Tara stood and moved to sit in his lap. Seth wrapped his arms around his wife and she offered a pancake-flavored kiss while caressing his face in a remarkably comforting manner. “I truly have no problem with your fantasy, Seth. It’s quite the opposite. I really enjoyed last night. I enjoyed learning about your fantasy, for sure, but I also enjoyed putting myself in it. It helps that the video was actually quite arousing – far more romantic and sensual than most porn – but if I’d found your fantasy off putting I wouldn’t have gotten so turned on.”

    “Did you…did you really put yourself in it?” Seth asked with undisguised hope in his voice.

    Tara smiled. “I did. That’s the same thing you do, right? You imagine me as the woman in the silver dress?”

    He nodded.

    “So that’s what I did. I watched that video and I put myself in her place. I played the part of a married woman spending an evening with her boyfriend. I thought of kissing that exceptionally good-looking guy in the video. I thought of dancing with him and feeling his hands moving over my back and grasping my ass. I thought of him kissing his way down my body and dropping to his knees in front of me to use his tongue to pleasure me.”

    Seth had seen the video enough that he could picture every moment Tara described, only now it was her in his head, not the brunette star of the scene.

    “Do you like that I let my imagination run wild?” Tara asked.

    “Yes,” Seth answered, though he was certain she already knew that as he was hard and his cock was pressing into her ass.

    “So, does that mean you like that I imagined having sex with another man while you were going down on me?” Tara asked.

    Seth felt breathless for a moment. He nodded and Tara smiled and leaned in to kiss him. Her lips felt soft and warm and he parted his in the hopes that she’d welcome an escalation of eroticism. When her tongue slipped into his mouth Seth moaned and slipped a hand under her t-shirt. He found her breasts – she rarely wore a bra in the mornings – and she offered a moan in return as he played with her soft, smooth, perky flesh.

    “Did you really imagine having sex with someone else?” Seth asked.

    Tara nodded and then stood, lowered her pajama shorts, and quickly freed Seth’s cock. She straddled him and rubbed the head of his erection over her pussy lips. Her wetness engulfed his flesh as Tara sat down and took every inch of him inside her.

    “I imagined being on top of that gorgeous man,” Tara said. “I imagined having his beautiful cock inside me. I imagined riding him slowly like she did. I imagined taking my time in enjoying my boyfriend’s cock.”

    Seth lifted Tara’s t-shirt over her head and leaned forward to kiss and lick her breasts. She put a hand around the back of his head and held him close as she rode his cock slowly, just like the woman in the video had done.

    “I want to make you happy, Seth,” she said. “I want to make your fantasy my fantasy. I want to be a good wife for you.”

    “You’re already an incredible wife, Tara,” he replied as pleasure spread from the site of their union. “You don’t have to be with someone else to be a good wife.”

    Tara smiled and leaned forward to ride him a little faster. Her steamy, soaking wet pussy moved up and down Seth’s remarkably stiff shaft and he knew it wouldn’t be long before he climaxed inside her.

    “This is your fantasy, Seth,” she said before unleashing a long moan. “And I’m going to make it my fantasy. I’m going to be the wife you want me to be. I’m going to be the kind of wife that has a boyfriend, that has beautiful, romantic sex with that boyfriend. I’m going to make your fantasy come true. You want that, don’t you?”

    “I want that more than anything,” Seth answered. He was completely lost in the pleasure of fucking his wife while talking about his fantasy. He couldn’t answer any other way. He wanted it desperately and if Tara was willing to offer it, Seth couldn’t turn that down.

    “Then picture me with my boyfriend,” Tara said. “Picture me in that silver dress. Picture me on top of that gorgeous man. Picture me moaning as I ride that big, beautiful cock of his, the cock that I just made love to with my mouth.”

    “Tara…I’m close,” Seth replied as he pictured all of that.

    Tara kissed him and moaned into Seth’s mouth. He grabbed her ass and squeezed hard and her moan deepened. She pulled her lips away, threw her head back, and unleashed a beautiful climax. Witnessing the pleasure on her face put Seth over the top, largely because he couldn’t help but imagine another man providing her with that pleasure.

    They came together with Tara slowly riding Seth and using her pussy to milk every bit of pleasure from his cock. He rolled his head back and a hazy smile crossed his face as Tara leaned forward to kiss him softly.

    “Was that a good orgasm?” she asked.

    “It was incredible, Tara,” he replied. “You’re incredible. You really are. I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

    She kissed his cheek and neck and said, “That’s very nice of you to say, Seth. I meant what I said, too. If you really want this, then I want to do this for you. Your happiness is important to me. Being a good wife is really important to me, and I don’t want you to be the kind of husband that has to keep your fantasies a secret.”

    “It’s the only thing I really ever fantasize about,” he said. “So yeah, I want it. I do. I don’t want to have you do something you don’t want to do, though. You know?”

    Tara caressed his face. “I know that, Seth. And I love you for that. Don’t worry, though. I’m not going to do anything I don’t want to do. I’ll make sure it’s fun for both of us.”

    “I can’t wait,” Seth replied. All his anxiety had washed away in the face of Tara’s enthusiasm for his pleasure, leaving him deeply excited for a future where his fantasy might actually come true.

    
      
    

    Tara led Lucy all the way to the back of the outdoor seating area at their favorite café and tucked herself into a seat that gave her a view of just about everyone else. She set her cappuccino on the table and waited for Lucy to sit before leaning forward and getting right down to business.

    “So, you were right,” Tara said.

    Lucy looked a little surprised to hear her friend admit such a thing and took a moment before asking, “Right about what?”

    “About me and Seth, how I wasn’t giving him everything he needed,” Tara admitted. “Or at least that I didn’t make him feel comfortable enough to admit what he needed.”

    Lucy leaned forward with the look of someone about to receive some deliciously juicy gossip. “Wait, so he told you his fantasy?”

    Tara nodded. “He did, but for now you need to keep it to yourself. Are you okay with that?”

    “Of course,” Lucy replied. “I swear, your secret’s safe with me.”

    Tara sipped her cappuccino, savored the taste, and then took a deep breath. “He fantasizes about me being with another man. Not so much pure sex, either. For him it seems to revolve around passion. He told me fantasizes about me having a boyfriend and having really great sex with him. He even showed me a video that he watches while imagining that I’m the woman in the video and that the guy is my boyfriend.”

    “Really?” Lucy said, though she didn’t look nearly as surprised as Tara thought she would. “Does that mean you watched the video together?”

    “We did,” Tara replied as she considered how much she wanted to tell her friend. “We watched it together – almost all of it, in fact – and I actually gave him a handjob while we were watching it and talking about his fantasy. Then…”

    “Then what?” Lucy asked as Tara trailed off.

    She felt a little embarrassed, but there was no point in holding back. “Then…then I had him go down on me while I watched the rest of the video – the sex part – and imagined myself in the woman’s place. I put myself in his fantasy while he went down on me and the whole thing was really hot.”

    Lucy smiled. “How do you feel about it now?”

    “Good,” Tara said. “We had sex the morning after while talking about his fantasy. Really good sex, too. I told Seth I wanted to make his fantasy mine, that I wanted to make it come true if that’s what he wanted.”

    “Really?” Lucy asked. “What did he say?”

    “He said it’s the only thing he really fantasizes about and he’d love it if I made it come true,” Tara answered.

    Lucy smiled and then looked down at her drink. She was silent for a few seconds and Tara wondered if she’d said something wrong. “Jay’s kinky,” she finally said. “It’s why I clammed up when we had lunch that day and Maya and Anna were talking about their husband’s fantasies. I didn’t want to say anything because sometimes people get weird about kinky stuff, but Jay’s kinky.”

    “Wait, really?” Tara asked. “Kinky how?”

    Lucy looked over her shoulder like she was worried someone might hear before turning back to Tara, leaning in, and saying softly, “He likes to be pegged.”

    “Pegged?” Tara asked.

    “With a strapon,” Lucy said. “He likes it when I wear a strapon and…well, and fuck him.”

    Tara tried her best not to look surprised, but she likely failed. She’d never heard of a man wanting his wife to fuck him, but she felt deeply appreciative that Lucy was willing to share, so she reached across the table and briefly squeezed her friend’s hand. “Thank you for telling me that. Really. That’s kind of you.”

    “Thank you for sharing with me,” Lucy replied. “And also, welcome to the club, I suppose.”

    “The club?” Tara asked.

    “Of women with kinky husbands,” Lucy said. “Not all women are excited to be members of this club, but it seems like you’re more like me in that you might really enjoy playing out Seth’s fantasy.”

    “So that means that you fuck Jay?” Tara asked.

    Lucy put her elbows on the table and nodded. “I do. It took me a while to come around to it, but I’ve gotten on board. There are even toys that provide clitoral stimulation while I fuck him so I can actually have an orgasm. It’s not just that, though. I don’t know why, but I’ve kind of gotten into the power exchange element of it. The moment he sees me in the strapon his whole demeanor changes and it’s like we become different people. I guess it’s like the ultimate form of roleplay and it really has spiced things up for us.”

    “So you wouldn’t think it was crazy if I decided I wanted to make Seth’s fantasy real?” Tara asked.

    “Well, I don’t have any expertise in the area you’re talking about, but I can tell you that working Jay’s kink into our sex life has really livened things up. He’s happier, too, like I’m fulfilling a genuine need of his, like it nourishes him in a way that vanilla sex doesn’t,” Lucy explained.

    “Well, I never would have guessed,” Tara said as she sat back and sipped her drink.

    “I know,” Lucy replied. “He doesn’t seem like the kind of guy that would want that sort of thing, though I’m pretty sure that’s part of the appeal, you know? It goes against societal norms and all that. He likes it when I get a little bit dominant and sometimes he likes dirty talk and all that.”

    Tara had a million questions, but she wasn’t sure how much Lucy was willing to share and whether a public café was the best place to ask those questions.

    “How do you plan on making Seth’s fantasy a reality?” Lucy asked after a few seconds of silence.

    “I’m not sure,” Tara replied. “There are lots of dating apps and I imagine it wouldn’t be hard to find a guy that’s willing to go out with a married woman. I’ll probably start there, but I feel like it would be a risk to put my face on one of those apps as I’m not crazy about the world knowing that I’m the kind of married woman that dates other guys.”

    “People would get awfully chatty if they knew your husband was into you dating other men,” Lucy said. “Have you thought about what kind of relationship you want? I mean, are you really dating someone or would it just be kind of dating with lots of sex?”

    “I don’t know,” Tara answered. “This is all so new that I haven’t really thought it through yet.”

    “The barista was eyeing you,” Lucy said.

    Tara’s eyebrows shot up. The barista looked a little younger than her but he was pretty cute and she felt more than a little flattered at the notion that he was into her. “Really?”

    Lucy nodded. “He was. He was into you. If you’d gotten a to go order he probably would have written his number on the sleeve. You could ask him out. He seemed like he’d be a fun, low drama kind of guy. I mean, you’re not looking for a real boyfriend, right?”

    Tara shook her head. “I couldn’t really just go ask some guy out, could I?”

    “How else are you going to go on a date with someone?” Lucy asked with a laugh. “You could take your ring off and wait for someone to ask you out or you could wade through an ocean of idiots in a dating app. You could also just go up to a cute guy that was staring at you and ask him out. Or, I could do it for you if you’re a little embarrassed.”

    “Okay, yes,” Tara said without thinking.

    “Really?” Lucy asked. “You want me to ask the barista if he’ll take you on a date?”

    Tara nodded. “Yes. Will you do that for me?” She figured that the less she thought about it the more likely it was to happen, and there was really no reason not to at least go on a date with someone.

    Lucy pushed away from the table and asked, “Are you certain?”

    “Yes,” Tara answered.

    Lucy got up and walked back into the café as Tara nervously ran her finger over the rim of her mug. She took a sip of her cappuccino as her heart beat a great deal faster than seemed necessary. Why was she so nervous? It was like she was back in college and waiting across the room as a friend asked the cute frat guy if he was interested in her.

    A few minutes later Lucy emerged from the café with a smile on her face and a piece of paper in her hand. She sat down, pushed the paper across the table, and said, “He said he’d love to take you on a date. Here’s his number. Text him when and if you’re actually ready for it. Oh, and his name is Tim.”

    Tara was astonished that it had all come together so quickly. She pulled out her phone and entered the number under “Tim - Cute Coffee Shop Guy.” She even considered sending a text right then and there, but she had to talk to Seth first.

    “Thanks,” Tara said.

    “You’re welcome,” Lucy replied. “He seemed really interested, by the way. Like, really interested. I think he’s really, really into you. As in, you’ll have a very good first date if that’s what you want.”

    “I think I do want that,” Tara said. “I should really be sure before I text him and I definitely need to make sure that Seth’s on board, but I think I do want that. So again, thank you.”

    Lucy smiled. “It’s my pleasure. And while I don’t really understand Seth’s fantasy, I do understand what it’s like to be married to a kinky man, so feel free to call or text anytime you want to talk. I am, as it turns out, a kinky friendly woman.”

    “Honestly, I feel like I have tons of questions,” Tara said.

    “I’ll be happy to answer them, though perhaps in a less public place,” Lucy replied.

    Tara chuckled. “Yes, of course. Maybe we can get together and I can share the details of my first date with Tim.”

    Lucy’s smile was a little bit devilish before she said, “That would be fun. Let’s make sure that happens.”

    As long as Seth was okay with it, Tara was absolutely going to make it happen, and she couldn’t help but feel enormously excited at the idea.
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    Tara’s fingers hovered over her phone as she contemplated sending Tim – the guy Lucy had effectively asked out on her behalf – an introductory text. She wasn’t sure what to say, though. Should she just ask him out? Should she try and do a little flirting?

    “Tara?”

    Tara looked up and saw her husband standing by the couch. “Oh, hey, Seth, baby, what’s up?”

    He laughed. “Well, you were just sort of staring at your phone like you’re in a trance.”

    Tara hadn’t yet told him about her coffee with Lucy and her potential date with Tim, but now seemed like as good a time as any. Perhaps Seth could help her craft a message. “I need a favor,” she said.

    Seth’s face lit up. He loved feeling useful. “Sure. What can I do?”

    “I have a potential date,” Tara admitted.

    Seth sat at the other end of the couch and Tara rested her toes against his thighs as he stared at her with a hint of disbelief in his eyes. “Really?” he asked.

    Tara nodded. “Lucy and I went out for coffee and the cute guy behind the counter was checking me out so I got his number.” She held up her phone and added, “I’m trying to figure out what to text him. We haven’t set anything up, so I basically need to ask him out. I was hoping you could help me with that?”

    “You want me to help you ask another guy out?” Seth asked.

    Tara was certain she saw at least a hint of arousal on her husband’s face, so she took a small risk and moved one of her feet between his legs to gently massage his cock with her toes. Seth responded with a look of genuine pleasure and she could tell he was at least a little bit excited based on the growth in his shaft. “That’s what you want, right? You want your wife to have a boyfriend, right? Tim – the guy from the café – probably isn’t that guy, but I need to start somewhere, right?”

    “Is this really happening?” Seth asked as his cock reached a nearly erect state.

    “It can be,” Tara said with a sweet smile. “I suppose it’s up to you. I’m not going to ask him out if you’re not interested. But if you are, then I can probably go on a date with another guy in the next few days.”

    Seth closed his eyes and moaned as Tara continued to massage his cock with her toes. His obvious lust felt like perfect, absolute proof that he was just as turned on by his fantasy as he claimed to be. After all, Tara wasn’t that good with her toes, so it had to be the allure of her actually going on a date with another guy that was driving him wild.

    “Will you help me, Seth?” she asked. “What should I text him?”

    Seth’s eyes opened and he reached down and ran his fingers up Tara’s calf. His touch was tender and erotic and she felt a mild tingle between her legs. “Tara, you’re an insanely desirable woman. You’re beautiful. You’re in great shape. You always make an effort to look good. I’m certain that most of my friends are jealous that I’m with such a beautiful woman.”

    Tara was flattered, but she wasn’t entirely sure what that had to do with sending a text to Tim. “I appreciate the compliments, Seth, but what should I text him?”

    Seth laughed and followed it with a quick moan. “What I’m saying is that any man would be lucky to have you ask him out, so that’s all you need to do. Tell him that you’re the woman from the café that got his number and that you’d like to have dinner with him, or whatever. He’ll say yes. Of course he will. Literally any man would say yes to you.”

    Tara smiled brightly at her husband and turned her attention to her phone to type out a quick text. “Hey Tim. The other day, a woman basically asked you out on my behalf. You gave her your number and told me to text you when I was ready. Well, I’m ready and I’m free any night this week. Are you still interested? And I’m Tara, by the way.”

    “I did it,” Tara said as she looked up at Seth. “I asked him out. We’ll see what he says.”

    Seth stared at her for a few moments and said, “I love you, Tara. I am madly in love with you.”

    She laughed in delight and he gently pulled her foot from his lap, spread her legs, and crawled on top of hers. Tara reached up to caress his face as Seth’s lips neared hers. They shared an electric kiss and his tongue slipped into her mouth in the most erotic manner. Tara wrapped her legs around him and Seth pressed his stiffness into her crotch, indicating his intense desire.

    “I want you,” he said.

    “Because I asked someone else out?” she replied.

    Seth sat up and pulled his shirt off. Tara did the same and quickly unhooked her bra. He lowered his body on top of hers and his hand found one of her breasts and expertly kneaded the flesh. “Yes,” he said. “You have no idea how much this turns me on.”

    Tara reached between his legs and grasped his stiff cock through his jeans. “I have some idea,” she said with a smile. “Do you want to fuck me?”

    “Like you wouldn’t believe,” Seth answered.

    “Then take your pants off,” Tara said.

    Seth stood up and stripped out of his pants and socks while Tara lifted her ass off the couch and pulled her leggings and panties down, leaving her naked with her legs spread. She reached down and slipped two fingers into her pussy with ease. She was even wetter than she thought, and it put a smile on her face.

    “Hurry,” Tara said. “I need you inside me.”

    Seth kicked his pants aside and moved on top of her again. They kissed as she stroked his cock and rubbed the head over her slippery pussy lips. She guided him inside her wetness and Seth moaned into her mouth while slowly filling her.

    The moment he bottomed out inside her Tara’s phone dinged. They both looked towards the coffee table and she said, “Should I check it?”

    Seth paused for a moment and then answered, “Yes. Absolutely.”

    Tara grabbed her phone and they both read Tim’s text: “How about I take you to dinner tomorrow night? 7pm okay?”

    Seth pulled out and slowly filled her. Tara moaned at the pleasure of her husband’s cock filling her and then asked, “Should I say yes? Should I agree to a date with another man?”

    “Yes, Tara, absolutely,” Seth said.

    “That sounds great,” Tara texted. “I’m really looking forward to it, by the way.”

    Seth moaned and fucked her a little faster as three little dots popped up indicating that Tim was writing a response.

    “Me too,” Tim replied. “You’re gorgeous, Tara. I’ll make a reservation today. See you tomorrow night.”

    Tara set her phone on the coffee table and turned to Seth, whose cock felt spectacularly good inside her. “Are you excited?” she asked.

    “You know I am,” he answered.

    Tara smiled and pulled his lips to hers. She moaned each time Seth’s cock filled her as his pelvis ground against her clit and sent little electric shocks of pleasure through her body.

    “Should I let him kiss me after our date?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Seth answered.

    Tara closed her eyes and thought of kissing the cute guy she’d seen at the café. She was surprised at how thrilling it felt, both because Tim really was good looking and because it seemed so naughty to be kissing someone who wasn’t her husband.

    “You should let him do more than kiss you,” Seth said.

    Tara’s eyes shot open and she smiled at the lusty delight on Seth’s face. “Really?” she asked. “Even on our first date?”

    Seth nodded and moaned as he fucked her a little faster, indicating that he was nearing his orgasm. Tara was getting close too and she couldn’t help but let her mind wander to what else she might do with Tim.

    “Should I wear something low cut, baby? Should I show off my breasts for him?” she asked.

    “Yes, absolutely,” Seth said between moans.

    “You know he’s going to want to touch my breasts if I show them off all night,” she said. “You know he won’t be able to resist. You know if I don’t stop him his hand will end up in that low cut top or dress I wear for him. Do you want that, baby? Do you want my date playing with my tits?” Tara asked.

    “Oh, fuck,” Seth answered. It seemed to be the only thing he could manage to get out.

    “Should I wear a dress or a skirt for him, baby?” Tara asked. “Should I wear something short that shows off my legs? I know you always say I have great legs. Maybe Tim would like to see them too. Should I do that for him? Should I wear a short skirt and a pair of high heels so he can’t stop staring at my legs and ass?”

    “Yes, yes, yes,” Seth said.

    Tara pulled him close and kissed his neck. She was right on the verge of an orgasm and she was almost certain Seth was too. “What if his hands wander between my legs?” she asked softly. “Should I spread them? Should I let him reach up my skirt? Should I let him play with your wife’s wet pussy?”

    “Oh, fuck!” Seth cried out.

    He pumped her pussy with furious speed for a few seconds and Tara knew he was about to cum. She’d been holding back a little to keep her orgasm at bay and she let it all loose, welcoming her climax right at Seth buried his cock inside her and unleashed his cum.

    Their moans filled the living room as Tara held her husband close with her arms and legs wrapped tightly around his body while they came together.

    They remained that way in the aftermath, both of them breathing heavily as Tara offered a handful of soft kisses for Seth’s neck while they came down from their body-shaking climaxes.

    Eventually, Seth pulled out and sat back on his knees. He had a giddy smile on his face as he reached out and caressed her thighs. “I meant everything I said, just in case you were wondering. It would be amazing if you wore a low cut top and a short skirt, or that short sundress you have that really shows off your cleavage and legs. I mean, it’s a date, right? Why not look your best?”

    “I’d forgotten about that dress,” Tara replied. “That sounds perfect for my date, though.” It really did sound perfect, and even after her orgasm Tara was excited for the date, just like Seth seemed to be. That was all the evidence she needed that it was okay to go through with it, that it might actually be a lot more fun than she expected.

    
      
    

    Tara was all smiles as she and Tim walked out of the restaurant. From the moment she’d arrived he’d exceeded her expectations. He was well-dressed and he looked even better than he had in the café. He was a gentleman in every way that mattered and he proved to be both interesting and hugely charming, which made for a genuinely delightful dinner.

    Much to her delight, Tim took her hand soon after they stepped out of the restaurant and headed towards the valet stand. He pulled a ticket from his pocket, handed it to the valet, and turned towards Tara.

    “I had a great time tonight,” he said.

    Tara looked up at him – he was a good six inches taller than her – and offered a flirty smile as she suddenly felt a little bit nervous in a way she hadn’t since she was dating in college. It was exciting. “Me too,” she replied.

    “You never know what first dates are going to be like, but I really like you, Tara,” Tim said.

    She was going to respond but he reached up, gently brushed her hair from her forehead, and then caressed her face as he leaned in. Tara tilted her head a little, closed her eyes, and welcomed Tim’s soft, intensely seductive kiss. Their lips parted but their tongues remained in their mouths, which she took as the sign of a man that knew not to push things too far on the first kiss. It actually made it far more arousing, almost like it was a little tease of better things to come.

    “Wow,” Tara said as the kiss ended. She felt a little foolish for doing so – it was damn near involuntary on her part – but the look on Tim’s face made it seem like he’d had the same experience.

    “Yeah,” he replied.

    Tara went in for the second kiss. She didn’t want to wait. She wanted to feel Tim’s lips against hers again. This time she pressed her body against his and he ran his fingers down her back and they came to rest just above her ass. Tara would have enjoyed him grasping her bottom possessively, but she didn’t push it. She did offer a hint of tongue during the kiss, though, and Tim welcomed it with a quiet moan.

    It was the valet clearing his throat that ended the kiss. Both Tara and Tim turned to see him holding the keys with a small, amused smile on his face. Tim offered a smile of his own, pulled a few bills from his pocket and handed them to the valet while taking the keys.

    Tim took Tara’s hand and said, “Would it be okay if I drove you home?”

    “That would be lovely,” Tara replied. She’d taken an Uber to the restaurant and she’d planned on taking one home, but she wanted to do a little more kissing and she needed to be with Tim for that.

    He led her to the car, opened the door for her, and Tara stole a quick kiss before getting in and buckling up. She looked down to see that her dress had ridden up a little and quite a bit of her thighs were exposed, but Tara chose not to fix it. Tim looked right at her legs as he got in, putting a smile on her face.

    “Where are we headed?” Tim asked as he handed Tara his phone with the maps app open.

    For a moment Tara considered handing the phone back and telling Tim that she wanted to go to his place. As fun as it probably would have been to have sex with him – the chemistry was certainly there – it felt like too much for the first date. Instead, she entered her address, hit start on the directions, and handed Tim the phone.

    He took it with a smile and said, “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, Tara.” A moment later he leaned over and they shared yet another kiss. There was no one else waiting for their car so Tara was happy to let her lips linger against his and to welcome his tongue into her mouth. She found it particularly thrilling when Tim reached over and rested a hand on her knee as his fingers gently moved over the soft skin around it. Tara was turned on enough that she might have spread her legs and let Tim’s fingers venture up her dress, but he didn’t push it.

    “You know, you’re a very good kisser,” she said as Tim put the car in drive and left the parking lot.

    “You are too,” he replied. “That first kiss, that was really something. Though, every kiss has been incredible.”

    Tara laughed softly and agreed, “They really have.” She was astonished at the arousal she felt. It was just a first date, after all, and it was just a few kisses, and yet it seemed like her whole body was alive with pleasure.

    “Uh, so I didn’t think about this before, but there isn’t going to be any trouble when I drop you off, right?” Tim asked.

    For a moment Tara was confused, but then it dawned on her that Tim was worried that Seth might not be as okay with her dating someone else as Tara had made it seem. “You don’t have anything to worry about, Tim. I promise. I know it seems a little strange – or maybe a lot strange – but I really did mean it when I said this was my husband’s idea. You won’t even see him, but if you did I promise that all you’d see was a man that was genuinely excited at the idea of his wife being on a date with someone else.”

    They pulled up to a red light and Tim looked at her and smiled. “That makes me a lucky man,” he said. “Because this is the best first date I’ve ever been on.”

    Tara felt genuinely giddy at his comment, which she took as a compliment. She couldn’t resist leaning over and kissing him. They didn’t have long, but she just wanted to feel his lips against hers again. She wanted to feel the thrill of gently sucking on his tongue. She wanted him to reach over and touch her again, and when he did Tara let out a soft moan. Tim’s fingers traveled a few inches up her legs and Tara instinctively spread them, signaling that she was eager for his touch.

    The car behind them honked and Tim pulled back, saw the light had turned green, and laughed before hitting the gas. Tara joined him in laughing as a sense of joy filled her body.

    They only hit one more red light on the drive back to Tara’s house, but they kissed again when they did. Tim was the one to initiate and this time his fingers found their way to her leg almost immediately. He let them venture a little further towards her crotch and again Tara moaned. She was so turned on she couldn’t really help it.

    Another honking horn let them know the light was green and Tara didn’t bother to fix her dress, which had ridden up and was now showing off more than half her thigh. Instead of fixing it, she thought of how far she wanted to go with Tim. They weren’t going in the house – she wasn’t ready for that and she was fairly certain Seth wasn’t either – but Tara wanted more than just a kiss goodnight after he pulled into their driveway.

    The moment came just a few minutes later. Tim pulled next to Seth’s SUV in the driveway, put the car in park, and turned to Tara. “So…”

    Tara swiftly unbuckled her seat belt, leaned over the center console, and cut him off with a kiss. Tim moaned as his hand moved to her waist and pulled her a little closer. Their tongues danced and Tara made the bold move of reaching between his legs. She found his stiff cock down one of his pant legs and stroked it, eliciting a low moan from her date and bringing her great pleasure, both at the idea that he was hard for her and that her hand made him feel good.

    “Move your seat back,” Tara said.

    Tim reached down and pushed the seat as far back as it would go. It was a little awkward, but Tara managed to climb over the center console and straddle him in the driver’s seat. She smiled and then leaned down and kissed her date while grinding her hips into his crotch. She offered her tongue and Tim took it as one of his hands moved to her chest. He played with her breasts and she rewarded him with a moan and moved her hips even faster. Encouraged by her sounds of pleasure, Tim slipped a hand into the top of her dress and bra and played with her bare, soft, perky flesh.

    Tara felt lost in lust as she kissed his neck while Tim played with her breasts. She ground her crotch into his stiffness, eliciting a steady series of moans that made it sound a lot like they were fucking, despite the fact that they both remained clothed.

    Tim pulled his hand from her bra and both hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. He slowly lifted her dress until her backside was exposed and he took two handfuls of her bare flesh. He squeezed hard and then moved her back and forth over his crotch. He moved two fingers between her legs and pressed against her panties. They moved towards her clit and he expertly massaged it through the thin lace. Tara filled the car with her low, lusty moans as Tim unleashed a deeper level of arousal in her.

    Seemingly emboldened by her moans, Tim pulled her panties aside and slipped a finger into Tara’s exceptionally wet pussy. The thrill of being fingered by another man in her driveway sent Tara’s lust into overdrive. She kissed Tim hard as he pleasured her slippery pussy, using a second finger to stimulate her clit directly and pushing her closer and closer to a climax.

    Tara sat up, leaned forward, and pressed her cleavage into Tim’s face as she came. He kissed her soft breasts and gently worked her clit right through her orgasm, leaving her in a state of near catatonic bliss in his lap.

    “You’re amazing,” Tara said softly before kissing his neck. “That was amazing.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Tim replied. “Believe me.”

    Tara probably could have given him a goodnight kiss and gone into the house to fool around with Seth at that point, but it just didn’t feel right. She knew Tim would take her on a second date even if she didn’t make him cum, but she really, really wanted to make him cum, so she climbed off his lap and moved back to the passenger seat before leaning over, unzipping his pants, and pulling out his cock.

    “Whoa,” Tim said as Tara’s fingers moved up and down the long, stiff shaft.

    “Is this okay?” Tara asked.

    “Oh, absolutely,” he said.

    Tara smiled and reached up to push her dress off her shoulders, exposing her black lace bra. Tim looked at her breasts and she said, “You can touch them.”

    Tim reached over and slipped a hand into her bra. His fingers felt spectacularly good as he played with her breast and he did such wondrous things with her nipple that Tara couldn’t help but moan. She moved to her knees so she could lean across the center console and kissed him while gathering the precum dripping from the tip of his cock and stroking him a little faster.

    Tim moaned into her mouth and moved his fingers into her other bra cup. She returned his moan as he once again found her nipple and manipulated it expertly, offering her such intense pleasure with what seemed like little effort.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” Tim said after just a few minutes of stroking.

    Tara smiled and dropped her head into his lap. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked hard while stroking the shaft. She wasn’t going to make him cum all over himself. She was going to be good and swallow for him.

    “Holy fucking shit,” Tim said with both surprise and lust in his voice. “Tara, fuck, oh, fuck, that feels so good.”

    Tara’s head bobbed up and down in his lap as Tim lifted the back of her dress and grabbed her ass. He squeezed hard and she moaned, offering a little extra pleasure for his cock. He tensed up and she felt the head expand in her mouth. She pulled back, sealed her lips around the tip and worked the underside with her tongue as he climaxed.

    “Oh fuck!” Tim cried out.

    Hot cum splashed into Tara’s mouth and she kept her lips sealed tight around the head, catching every bit of his semen and gently using her tongue in the manner that Seth had always enjoyed as a little bit of extra pleasure while he was climaxing.

    When Tim was finished, Tara sucked everything from the head of his cock and swallowed. She smiled brightly, sat back in the passenger seat, and pulled her dress back onto her shoulders so her tits weren’t hanging out and said, “This was a wonderful night, Tim.”

    “Yes it was,” he said while tucking his cock back into his pants. “Can I take you out again?”

    “You certainly can,” Tara replied. She leaned over, gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, and then opened the door and said, “I’ll see you soon, I hope.”

    “You will, you definitely will,” Tim said before Tara shut the door and headed for the house. She blew Tim a quick kiss and then slipped her key into the lock and headed inside.

    Seth was standing at the edge of the living room with a tent in his pants and an excited smile on his face as Tara shut the door and leaned against it.

    “Were you watching?” she asked.

    Seth nodded.

    “Do you know what I did for him?” she asked.

    Seth nodded again.

    “Do you want me?” she asked.

    “More than I have ever wanted you,” he answered.

    Tara smiled. As it turned out, her date wasn’t over and she was going to make sure her husband’s orgasm was even better than Tim’s.
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    Seth rushed towards the front door with a wild look in his eyes. He stopped a foot from the door and studied Tara for a moment before reaching up and caressing her face. Their eyes met and Seth smiled before turning his attention to her mouth. He gently, slowly ran his thumb over her lower lip and Tara let it fall open as she wondered what her husband was thinking.

    “Did he cum in your mouth?” Seth asked.

    Their eyes met once again and Tara nodded.

    “Did you swallow?” Seth asked.

    Tara wrapped her lips around her husband’s thumb and leaned forward to take it in her mouth and suck gently as she nodded once more.

    “My wife swallowed another man’s cum tonight,” he said, seemingly stating the obvious because it turned him on, at least if the wild glint in his eyes was any indicator.

    Tara nodded once more and Seth’s other hand disappeared under her dress. He pressed it against her soaked panties and she closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked on his finger with even greater vigor.

    “Is he the reason you’re so wet?” Seth asked.

    Tara looked at him and nodded.

    “Did he make you cum?” Seth asked.

    “Mmm hmm,” Tara replied with her lips still sealed around her husband’s finger.

    Seth gently pulled her panties aside and rubbed his fingers along Tara’s pussy lips before slipping inside her. He moved them in and out as a smile crossed his face as if he found her wetness deeply thrilling. One of his fingers found her clit and he rubbed it in slow, gentle circles while leaning in to kiss her neck.

    “Mmm,” Tara moaned as she sucked his finger harder.

    “I want you,” Seth said. “I need you.”

    Tara reached down and unzipped his pants. Her fingers slipped inside and she as she found his stiff shaft and slowly pulled it out, setting him free.

    Seth pulled his finger from her mouth, quickly wiped it on his shirt, and reached up to hold Tara’s face in his hand. He leaned in until his lips hovered achingly close to hers. He didn’t kiss her, though, and Tara wondered if he was hesitant because another man’s cock had been between her lips mere minutes ago.

    “I’m yours,” Tara said softly. “You can have me however you want me, Seth. I had fun tonight – a lot of fun, obviously – but I did it to turn you on. I did it to make you happy. And if you want me, you can have me.”

    “Take my pants off,” Seth said.

    Tara reached down with both hands and freed her husband of his pants and underwear. He stepped out of them and she reached down to stroke the full length of his remarkably stiff cock.

    “Did you stroke his cock?” Seth asked.

    “I did,” Tara answered with a soft nod.

    “Did it feel good to stroke someone else’s cock?” he asked.

    Tara nodded.

    Seth looked into her eyes and held her gaze for a few seconds before asking, “Was his cock bigger than mine?”

    Tara wasn’t entirely sure what Seth wanted in that moment, but there was something in his eyes that made her fairly certain of the answer he was hoping to hear. “Yes, he was bigger.”

    Seth moaned and stepped closer. He reached down, slipped his hands under one of Tara’s legs, and lifted it off the ground. She smiled. It was the same thing the guy in the video they’d watched together had done with the woman in the silver dress.

    Tara guided Seth’s cock to her pussy lips and rubbed the head over her wetness. He pushed forward and slipped inside her as she stood against the front door on one leg. He filled her just like the couple in the video had fucked. Tara wasn’t sure if Seth was doing it that way on purpose – he fantasized about not being the guy in the video, after all – but she found it immensely arousing.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Please, Seth, fuck me.”

    Seth smiled and fucked her slowly as they stood against the front door. His cock felt good inside her, but it was the eroticism of the situation that thrilled her more than anything. Tara couldn’t remember the last time she and Seth had fucked anywhere but their bed or the couch and something a little different felt exceptionally good.

    As he fucked her harder, Seth leaned closer. It seemed like he wanted to kiss her, and yet he held back, making Tara wonder if he was a little apprehensive about their lips meeting and their tongues dancing so soon after someone else’s cum had been in her mouth.

    “Kiss me,” she said, hoping that what Seth really needed was to feel like she wasn’t going to find it strange that he wanted to kiss her. “Kiss me, Seth.”

    He smiled and kissed her. He kissed her desperately, making Tara fairly certain that he actually liked the idea of feeling her lips – the lips that had been wrapped around another man’s cock – against his. Seth moaned when Tara offered her tongue and he took it eagerly. He fucked her faster, slamming her ass into the door with every vigorous thrust.

    It wasn’t long before Seth groaned, buried his cock inside her, and climaxed. He kissed her neck and Tara reached up to hold him close as he became the second man she’d made cum that night, a notion that put a bright smile on her face.

    “Wow,” was all Seth said as he pulled out and released her leg from his grasp.

    Tara smiled and reached down to move her panties over her pussy to prevent any leakage. She then carefully tucked Seth’s cock back into his pants and stepped into his arms for a long, lingering hug. He kissed the top of her head and held her close as Tara listened to the pounding of his heart, which struck her as a good sign, since it meant he’d gotten thoroughly worked up while they were fucking.

    “How do you feel?” Tara asked as she stepped back. “Now that you’ve cum, I mean.”

    “I feel great,” Seth said. “I really do. I feel great about the whole thing. Watching you in the car – I couldn’t really see everything, of course – but watching you in the car was incredibly hot. It was so much hotter when you came in, though. I mean, holy shit, Tara, that was amazing.”

    Tara smiled. Seth seemed giddy, which was the only thing she really wanted in the moment.

    “Are you going to see him again?” Seth asked.

    Tara nodded. “He asked if he could take me out again. I suppose he could change his mind, but yeah, it looks like I’ll have a second date with Tim, as long as that’s okay with you.”

    “It’s more than okay with me,” Seth said. “I’d love it if you saw him again.”

    Tara felt a little apprehensive about being completely honest with Seth, but she really wanted to see Tim again too. She was still riding high from the success of the date and the fun they’d had in the car, so if it made her husband happy for her to go on another date, than Tara was more than happy to oblige. “Good,” she said. “I’m sure he’ll be in touch again soon.”

    
      
    

    Tara woke up the next morning to the smell of breakfast cooking, which struck her as a little odd. Seth didn’t do a whole lot of cooking and he wasn’t usually up before her on a weekend, but the thought of him making breakfast put a smile on her face.

    She was about to get out of bed and make her way to the kitchen when Seth appeared in the bedroom doorway with a tray in his hands.

    “Good morning, beautiful,” he said.

    Tara sat up and smiled at her husband as he approached her side of the bed and set the tray across her lap. “It is a good morning,” she replied.

    “As you know, I’m not a sophisticated cook, but I did manage an omelet with cheddar cheese, sourdough toast with butter, and fresh squeezed orange juice,” he noted as he sat on the edge of the bed.

    “Fresh squeezed?” Tara asked before lifting the glass to her lips and taking a sip.

    “It’s actually pretty simple, so don’t be too impressed,” Seth said with a laugh.

    “What, may I ask, did I do to deserve this?” Tara asked, though she was fairly certain she knew the answer.

    Seth looked away for moment – suggesting he was a little bit embarrassed – before reaching out to rub her arm and saying, “This might sound a little crazy, but you did something very nice by going on that date with Tim. I honestly had no idea just how potent my fantasy was and how incredible it would be to have it fulfilled. At least, I had no idea until last night. The entire time you were on the date I was turned on. Literally the entire time. Then you got home and it was like you gave me this incredible gift by doing what you did in his car while I watched. It was just…it was amazing, Tara. The whole thing was amazing. I woke up this morning feeling this incredible sense of gratitude, and while breakfast in bed isn’t much, it’s a start.”

    “Come here,” Tara said as she reached up. Seth leaned in and they shared a soft, lingering kiss as she gently caressed his face. “Thank you for saying all of that, Seth. It’s nice to know that last night made you so happy. I had a great time, of course, but I really was doing it because I want to make you happy, though it was a nice little bonus that I ended up liking Tim a lot more than I thought I would and that…well, that I had such fun with him.”

    “I like the details,” Seth said, “so you can just say that he made you cum, or that you really enjoyed making him cum.”

    Tara picked up the fork, cut off a piece of the omelet, and popped it into her mouth as she studied her husband’s face. He looked a little bit excited, like he really would enjoy hearing the details. “He did make me cum,” she said. “While I was sitting in his lap. Or, really, grinding in his lap. Dry humping, I guess you could call it. He was kissing the tops of my breasts while he reached down, pulled my panties aside, and both fingered me and played with my clit until I had an incredible orgasm.”

    Seth shifted his legs as Tara saw a flash of arousal in her husband’s eyes. “Were you wet for him?”

    Tara took another bite of her omelet and followed it up with a bite of toast before answering. “Actually, I don’t think wet is the right word for it.” She reached out and caressed Seth’s leg before adding, “I was soaked for him, Seth. I was wet when he kissed me outside the restaurant. I got a little wetter when we kissed in the car, and a little wetter after that when we kissed at most of the red lights on the way home. By the time I straddled him in the car, I was completely soaked with desire for him.”

    Seth had a bulge in his pants by that point and Tara was a little bit amazed. She knew that fantasies could be potent for men, but she clearly didn’t fully understand just how potent, at least in this particular case.

    Tara took another big bite of her omelet – it was spectacularly well-prepared – and glanced at Seth’s bulge before saying, “I thought about having sex with him. To be honest, there was a part of me that wanted to. I mean, I was in his lap and grinding on him like we were fucking, so of course my body wanted it.”

    She leaned forward and grasped Seth’s cock through his pants. He moaned a little and smiled. “I hope it doesn’t weird you out that I’m so turned on by this,” he said.

    “It doesn’t,” Tara replied. “I promise. If it did, I wouldn’t have gone on a date with Tim. I wouldn’t have done any of the things I did in the car with him. I certainly wouldn’t be planning another date with him.”

    “Are you planning…on that date, do you think you’ll have sex with him?” Seth asked.

    There was no question in Tara’s mind that Seth wanted her to have sex on her next date with Tim. The truth was, she wanted it too. Even thinking about it had her excited. Instead of offering a verbal response to his question, Tara lifted the tray off her lap and set it on Seth’s side of the bed. She pulled the covers aside, spread her legs, and placed his hand between her legs.

    Seth took the hint and slipped his fingers under the waistband of her pajama shorts and panties. He quickly slipped between the folds of her pussy and into the heat and wetness of her decidedly aroused flesh.

    “Does that mean…” he trailed off.

    Tara nodded. “It means I want him. I don’t know if he wants me, but I want him. I want to have sex with him on our next date. Is that what you want, Seth? Do you want your wife to have sex with another man?”

    Seth stood and stripped. Tara stripped right along with him and he quickly moved between her legs and dropped to his stomach. He kissed her thighs before burying his tongue in her pussy and then he spent a few minutes tending to her clit with expert technique.

    “Think about him,” Seth said as he looked up for a moment. “Think about having sex with him.”

    Tara closed her eyes and did just that. She pictured herself back in the car with Tim. She was straddling him in the driver’s seat, but instead of grinding in his lap they were having sex. He was inside her. Her moans were because his cock was in her exceptionally wet pussy, because they were satisfying their mutual desire for each other. It was an exquisite fantasy.

    Seth kissed his way up Tara’s body – giving each of her breasts a little bit of lovely attention – before his lips found hers. Their tongues danced while she guided his cock inside her. Tara moaned into her husband’s mouth as he filled her pussy with one slow, deep thrust.

    “I thought about him,” she said. “It felt so good, Seth. I thought about if I’d fucked him last night instead of grinding in his lap. I thought about having his cock inside me, about riding him in his car, about having beautiful sex with another man.”

    Seth fucked her hard and fast, seemingly unable to contain what must have been an intense kind of desire. Tara didn’t need him to make love to her, though. She was already on the verge of an orgasm after Seth’s oral exhibition and her little fantasy.

    “Will you fuck him on your next date?” Seth asked between heavy breaths. “Will you fuck another man?”

    “Yes,” Tara answered. “I’m going to fuck him, Seth. I’m going to fuck Tim!”

    She was moments away from cumming, so Tara was actually relieved when Seth thrust his cock deep inside her and climaxed. She let loose and they came together, filling their bedroom with wild moans as Tara wrapped her arms around her husband and pulled him close.

    “That was amazing,” Seth said.

    “It really was, wasn’t it?” Tara replied.

    He looked up at her and smiled. “You’re amazing, Tara. You really are. I swear, I’ll make you breakfast in bed every day if you’ll keep this up.”

    Tara pulled him close for a kiss. “That’s not necessary. Though I certainly wouldn’t object if you suddenly became an expert cook. Don’t forget, though, that I’m probably going to enjoy this almost as much as you. I’m the one that gets to have sex with another guy, after all.”

    Seth’s smile got bigger and brighter. “There’s still a part of me that can’t believe this is actually happening. It’s just incredible.”

    “So you’re still up for it, even after your orgasm?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Seth said. “I can totally see how some guys would lose interest right after they orgasm, but not me. This is a deep thing for me. I really want it.”

    That made Tara happier than she was going to say, because as it turned out, she was really looking forward to having sex with Tim. So much so that she was a little bit desperate for him to text and set up the next date.

    Thankfully, she didn’t have to wait long. Tim got in touch early in the afternoon and they set up their next date. Tara would have to wait two days, but she figured the anticipation would make it even more fun. She suspected Seth would enjoy it too. Maybe they’d spend a few days having great sex while thinking about her being with another man. Tara saw nothing wrong with that, and she knew Seth wouldn’t either.
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    Tara laid her head against Tim’s chest and smiled at the sight of his still-hard cock and the cum-filled condom that encased it. She listened to his racing heart beat as he put an arm around her and pulled her close while her body tingled from the exceptional orgasm she’d just given him.

    A naughty idea popped into her head and Tara reached down and gently removed the condom from Tim’s cock. She held it up and studied the creamy white liquid resting in the tip and a smile broke across her face.

    “Hey, this might sound like a really weird request, but would it be okay if I took a picture of the condom?” she asked.

    Tim had a confused look on his face – which made perfect sense – but he didn’t seem resistant to the idea. “You can do whatever you like,” he said, “though I am curious as to why you want a picture.”

    “It’s not for me,” Tara explained. “It’s for my husband. I know you’re still a little skeptical, but Seth loves that I’m here right now. He was so excited before I left and I guarantee that he’s remained excited the entire time I’ve been gone. I think he might find it really hot to see proof that I just had sex with another man.”

    Tim smiled. “And the condom is proof of that.”

    She nodded. “Absolutely. I think it might be the best proof possible, in fact. I could take a picture of us naked together, but that wouldn’t be quite as good as absolute proof that another man was inside me. The condom, though, is proof that you fucked me and that you enjoyed yourself.”

    “I really did,” Tim said. “It’s been a long time since I’ve had such good sex, if I’m being honest.”

    Tara couldn’t help but smile and she was a little surprised at just how much it delighted her to hear that Tim had enjoyed the sex as much as she had. “Yeah? It was really that good for you?”

    He sat up and kissed her. His lips lingered against hers for a handful of seconds before he said, “It was great, Tara.”

    “It was for me, too,” she whispered.

    “And how do you think your husband will feel about that?” Tim asked as he reached down and caressed her thigh, sending a surprising shockwave of pleasure between her legs. “How will he feel about his wife having great sex with another man?”

    Tara smiled as his fingers moved a little closer to her pussy. “I think he’d love it. I don’t understand why, but he wants me to have great sex with another man. He wants me to have great orgasms with you. He wants me to come home and tell him that I just had world class sex with someone else.”

    Tim kissed her again, but this time it was imbued with an intense kind of desire. His fingers found her pussy and he gently slipped inside her as Tara opened her mouth to moan and welcomed his tongue between her lips.

    “You have to let me have you again before you leave,” Tim said softly.

    “I will,” Tara replied. The sex had been good enough that she’d been planning on trying her best to convince him to fuck her again anyway, but it thrilled her to know that he’d enjoyed it as much as she had.

    “The picture, though,” Tim said. “You should take the picture.”

    Tara kissed him quickly and then reached over to grab her phone from the nightstand. She pulled up the camera, held up the condom, and she was just about to snap a picture when Tim made a suggestion.

    “Wait,” he said, “what if you lay the condom across your thigh, or on your stomach? Wouldn’t seeing you naked in my bed along with the condom be a little hotter for your husband?”

    Tara smiled. “That’s a pretty good idea, Tim. I think it might be hot if it was obvious that you took the picture, too, though let’s keep my face out of it just in case the picture somehow becomes public.”

    She handed Tim the phone before gently laying the used condom across her stomach. She moved to her back and he snapped a picture before turning the camera around to show it to her. It was a good shot – it showed the condom, her breasts, her pussy, and her upper thighs – but she wanted it to be a little better.

    “Let’s try another,” she said before taking one of her breasts in her hand and reaching down to gently spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “Okay, take it now.”

    Tim snapped the picture with a smile on his face and showed it to Tara. “What do you think?” he asked.

    She thought of Seth receiving the picture and it put a smile on her face. He was going to love it. He was absolutely going to love knowing that she’d actually made his fantasy come true. “It’s perfect,” she said.

    Tim handed Tara the phone and laid next to her as she added the picture into a message to Seth. Tim kissed her neck and slowly moved his way down her chest until his lips encircled one of her nipples. His tongue massaged her stiff flesh in the most remarkable way and when his fingers found their way between her legs Tara couldn’t help but moan.

    “I just had sex with another man,” she typed out. “I thought you might like to see proof. What you can’t tell from the picture is that the sex was great, Seth. It was truly great. It was passionate and wild and wonderful and I came so hard. Tim did too, as I’m sure you can see from all the cum in that condom on my stomach. He’s playing with my breasts and fingering me as I write this message. I feel this incredible desire to have his cock in my mouth, so as soon as I send this message I’m going to go down on him. Think of me doing that as you read this, and then think of me putting a condom on his beautiful cock and riding him so we can both have another great orgasm. I’ll come home to you after I’ve had him for a second time.”

    Tara hit send, tossed her phone on the nightstand, and turned to kiss Tim. She reached down to find that his cock had already come to life and it filled her with joy. He wanted her badly enough that he didn’t need much time to recover. She rolled him onto his back, kissed her way down his body, and took him into her mouth, eliciting a moan from the man she felt an intense, almost overwhelming desire for.

    “Fuck, Tara, that’s amazing,” Tim said.

    She looked up to see intense lust on his face as she pleasured him. She ran her tongue over the head of his cock and played with his balls, all while staring into his eyes. She felt a deep connection with him, a connection born of their mutual desire and their obvious sexual chemistry. For a few moments Tara considered the idea of making Tim cum in her mouth, mostly because it struck her as rather pleasurable to do so, especially since Seth would absolutely want her once she got home. Tara’s body wouldn’t allow that, though. She needed him inside her again. She craved it. She had to have him, and she wasn’t going to deny herself.

    
      
    

    “Hey there,” Tara said as she stepped into the bedroom doorway and smiled at her husband. “Did you have a good night?”

    Seth nodded from the bed – Tara had requested that he be in bed when she got home – and his eyes roamed over her body. “I had a great night,” he said. “That picture, Tara, that picture was amazing.”

    Tara couldn’t help but smile. She knew he’d liked it – he sent a handful of responses after she’d sent the pic – but seeing the genuine delight on his face in person made her exceptionally happy.

    “So you really…you really did it?” he asked. “You really had sex with him?”

    Tara stepped into the bedroom and reached up to unzip her dress. It fell to the floor and she quickly stripped out of her bra and panties before pulling the covers aside and reaching into Seth’s underwear to stroke his cock as she leaned closer. “I had great sex with him. Twice. I had two incredible orgasms and he did too. The whole night was great, but the sex was incredible, Seth. It really was.”

    Seth reached down to pull his underwear off and Tara smiled at his eagerness. “It was all I could think about,” he said. “I just kept picturing it over and over.”

    Tara smiled and leaned closer to kiss his neck. “Tell me what you pictured,” she said softly. “Did you see the look of pleasure on my face as another man’s cock slide into me for the first time in years?”

    Seth moaned and his cock throbbed in her hand. “Did it feel good?” he asked. “When he first filled you? Did it feel good?”

    Tara offered a moan of her own and kissed Seth’s neck as she slowly stroked his stiff cock. “It felt so much better than good. I was so turned on, Seth. I wanted him so badly. I’d spent days thinking about and the entirety of the date feeling this incredible desire for him, so when I finally felt him inside me it was like a dam burst and all this incredible pleasure poured out.”

    “Was it in missionary?” he asked.

    “It was,” Tara answered. “I was on my back. I looked into his eyes as he filled me. It was beautiful, Seth. I moaned the moment his cock moved between my pussy lips. I moaned as he filled me. He’s so thick that I couldn’t help it.”

    “Is he thicker than me?” Seth asked.

    “He is,” Tara replied. “It felt so good. I felt…full in a way I really liked. He was so deep inside me, too.”

    Seth’s eyes rolled back in his head for a moment and Tara smiled. It seemed that her husband thoroughly enjoyed the size comparison, which she hadn’t expected. It struck her as a bit of good fortune that Tim happened to be well-endowed, both for her pleasure and for Seth’s.

    “The first time it was all missionary,” she continued. “Every thrust was like this little perfect bit of pleasure, Seth. Every thrust felt so good and each brought me just a little bit closer to my orgasm. We kissed. We moaned for each other. He played with my breasts. I wrapped my arms around him. I held him close. I told him how good his cock felt inside me. I told him I was going to cum. I told him I was going to cum so hard.”

    “Did you?” Seth asked. “Did you cum hard?”

    “I did, baby,” Tara answered as she relived the pleasure in her head and felt her pussy get wet all over again. “I came all over his big cock and he came so hard while he so deep inside me. I felt his body shaking as he was cumming, like he couldn’t control the pleasure.”

    “Fuck, I just love that you made him feel so good, that another man came while having sex with you,” Seth said, almost as if that particular notion surprised him. “There was something about seeing the condom – and with his cum inside it – that turned me on so much more than I thought it would. Thank you for sending that, Tara.”

    Tara released Seth’s cock and crawled between his legs. She kissed her way down his chest before settling on her stomach and looking up at him as she ran her finger along the underside of his cock.

    “It was Tim’s idea to lay the condom across my body,” Tara said. “And to have the picture include some of my naked body. He thought it would be hotter for you that way.”

    “He was right,” Seth said. “It was so much hotter that way.”

    “You know, I think he wasn’t entirely sure that you were really into this until I sent you that picture,” Tara explained. “I think he was still a little nervous that I was either lying about my husband being into it or that you were just going along with it because I wanted it. He believes it now, though, especially after your reply.”

    “You showed him?” Seth asked.

    Tara kissed the head of her husband’s cock and nodded. “I did. I wanted him to know that you’re into this, Seth. I want him to feel comfortable. I was right to show him, too. Once he felt that comfort it seemed to become a source of arousal for him. I think it kind of was the whole time, but he really embraced it after seeing that you’re really into the idea of your wife having sex with another man.”

    Seth was about to say something when Tara took his cock in her mouth and sucked hard as she swallowed half the shaft. Whatever words had been at the tip of his tongue disappeared into a moan as she offered him the same kind of pleasure she’d offered Tim before they’d fucked the second time.

    “I went down on him before the second time, just like I said I was going to,” Tara said. “I gave him a long, slow blowjob. I got really wet doing it, too. I don’t know why, exactly, but I really enjoyed it.”

    All Seth could do was moan as Tara took him in her mouth again. She had no plans to finish him with a blowjob, though. Seth deserved to enjoy her pussy just as Tim had.

    “I put a condom on his cock after the blowjob,” she said while slowly crawling towards her husband. “I straddled him. I took him inside me.” Tara straddled Seth and her pussy swallowed his cock in one swift motion. He groaned and his hips shot upwards as if his body had demanded that he try and fuck her to hasten his orgasm.

    “I had to take him inside me a little slower, though,” Tara said with a smile.

    Seth’s eyes opened. “Why?” he asked.

    “Tim was wondering the same thing when I told him why I was going so slowly,” she replied. “I told him it’s because I wasn’t used to his size.”

    Seth grabbed two handfuls of the sheets and pleasure washed over his face as Tara once again marveled at how much he seemed to enjoy the fact that Tim had a bigger cock.

    “He smiled at that,” she said. “He didn’t come right out and say it, but I think Tim really likes that he has a bigger cock than you do.”

    Seth moaned and reached up to pull Tara’s lips to his. She happily offered a kiss as Seth began to thrust his cock up into her pussy. It felt good – she was alive with desire – and every time he fucked into her his pelvis ground against her clit, making all those nerve endings come alive and easily pulling her towards her third orgasm of the night.

    “Did his big cock feel good?” Seth asked breathlessly.

    Tara sat up a little and looked at her husband for a moment. He was close and she could tell he was desperate for that little extra push that would make his orgasm even more enjoyable. “Tim’s big cock felt great in my pussy, and I told him so. I told him it felt so good inside me. I told him he was bigger than my husband and it felt so fucking good.”

    Seth closed his eyes and let out a loud, almost animalistic grunt as he came inside Tara. She ground her clit into him for a few moments and her orgasm quickly followed. It was nearly as good as the orgasms she’d had with Tim and it put a massive smile on her face as she collapsed onto Seth. He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight before chuckling in the way that men sometimes do after they’ve had a particularly good orgasm.

    “That was…that was…I don’t even know, honestly. That was just amazing,” he said. “Just, so amazing, Tara. I love you. I love you so much.”

    Tara laughed – from joy more than anything else – and nuzzled his neck for a few moments before saying, “My whole night was amazing, and I can’t think of a better way for it to have ended, Seth. I’m so glad you enjoyed this, that it really was a fantasy come true.” She sat up and rested her hands on his chest. “I also hope it’s okay if I keep making your fantasy come true.”

    “You’re enjoying it that much, huh?” Seth asked with a smile.

    Tara nodded.

    “I am too,” he said. “More than I can explain, honestly, so I would absolutely love it if you kept making my fantasy come true.”

    “Then that’s what I’m going to do,” she replied before leaning down to kiss him softly. She nuzzled his neck once more and settled into his warm embrace while his cock remained stiff and rather pleasing inside her.

    It had been an excellent night and Tara loved that it seemed like there would be many more just like it in her future.
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    “So, how’s it going with the guy from the café?” Lucy asked with a smile on her face. “I know the first time was great. That was two weeks ago, though. What’s it been like since?”

    Tara couldn’t control the bright smile that crossed her face. All it took was thinking about Tim to produce a surprising sense of joy – joy fueled by the steady stream of truly great sex she’d been having with him, and with Seth – that also developed into just a little bit of desire.

    They were tucked in the corner of their favorite local restaurant and it was unlikely anyone would hear, but Tara still leaned closer as she said, “The first time was great. It’s been better each time since then, though. It really has.”

    Lucy laughed. “I can see it on your face,” she said. “It seems like you’re really into this guy.”

    “I am,” Tara replied. “I know I thought I wouldn’t be when you asked him out for me. I figured he was just a way to break the ice on fulfilling Seth’s fantasy, but I really like him. The sexual chemistry is off the charts, of course, but it’s more than that. He’s kind and funny and smart and charming and all of that good stuff. I actually like being with him.”

    Lucy looked a little concerned as she asked, “So, are you dating him now? Are you his girlfriend?”

    Tara smiled. “I’ve been calling him my boyfriend. With Seth, I mean. That’s partly because it really turns Seth on to hear me use that word. Like, it really turns him on. It’s also partly because it’s true. I am his girlfriend. We actually go on dates. It’s not just a fling. We’re not just having sex. We go out. We spend time together. We have really good conversations. Then, of course, we have really great sex.”

    “That doesn’t worry you?” Lucy asked. “Being with a guy you really like, I mean. You don’t feel a little worried that you might be putting your marriage at risk?”

    Tara shook her head. “I don’t. I guess I could be delusional, but it feels like a situation where everyone is getting what they want. I swear, Seth has never seemed happier. It’s like he’s floating on a cloud each and every day. The sex is actually better with him, too. It’s weird to say it, but it feels like we’re more connected than we’ve ever been despite the fact that I’m dating another guy. There really seems to be something powerful about fulfilling his fantasy.”

    Lucy sat back and smiled. “I can understand that, actually. The first time I fulfilled Jay’s fantasy it felt like something changed, like he was suddenly much more appreciative of me. Honestly, it was like he adored me on an entirely different level, and there really is something nice about that.”

    Tara still had a hard time wrapping her head around the idea of her sweet friend Lucy putting on a strapon and fucking her husband, particularly since Jay liked it when Lucy took on a slightly dominant role. Of course, most of her friends would probably have a hard time imagining Tara dating another man and having multiple weekly dates and romps in that man’s bedroom.

    “You know, I think there was a time when I would have found it frustrating that tending to a man’s sexual needs made it seem like he adored me more – or loved me, or however you want to put it – but I really don’t feel that way anymore,” Tara said. “Honestly, I kind of like the simplicity of it. I make Seth happy and he loves me for it. There’s nothing wrong with that. Plus, it’s not like I’m suffering in making him happy. I’m having the best sex of my life with two different men and I don’t have to feel even a little bit guilty about it.”

    “That does sound pretty nice,” Lucy replied. “Do you worry about what might happen if you develop, I don’t know, deeper feelings for Tim? Do you just move on if things get a little complicated?”

    “I kind of feel like Tim might be the perfect guy for this sort of thing,” Tara said. “I haven’t given this a ton of thought, but in a lot of ways he’s not someone I’d actually want to be with, long term, I mean. He likes his job, but it’s not the kind that can actually become a career, you know? I don’t know how ambitious he is, either. I mean, the fact that he’s happily dating a married woman might speak to the notion that he’s not even remotely interested in settling down, too. Put all that together and you have the kind of guy that you date for a little while, you have really good sex with, and then you move on from when you’re ready for a more serious relationship. I can’t think of a better guy to date while being married, you know?”

    Lucy leaned back and nodded. “You know, that’s a pretty persuasive argument. I guess I would just worry a little bit that all of that stuff you just said might mean nothing if you really fall for him. It sounds like you have your head on straight when it comes to this stuff, though, so maybe there’s no reason to worry.”

    Tara certainly didn’t feel like there was a reason to worry, but she was appreciative that Lucy had helped turn her attention to elements of her and Seth’s new lifestyle that she hadn’t thought about. “Thank you, Lucy, for being willing to talk to me about this stuff, and for thinking about it in an entirely different way than me. I really appreciate it. I feel like you might be helping me avoid major pitfalls in the future.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Lucy said.

    “So, if you don’t mind me changing the subject a little,” Tara began, “what do you get out of using a strapon on Jay? Is it just fulfilling his fantasy, or do you enjoy it?”

    The smile that immediately crossed her face indicated that Lucy found some kind of joy in it. “I do enjoy it, actually. I didn’t think I would at first, but I do. I think it appeals to a part of me that actually likes that extra sense of control, or power, or whatever it is. I also like how much Jay enjoys it. There’s something…well, kind of sexy about seeing that look in his eyes when I step into the room wearing my strapon, or when I actually slide into him and he gets to experience that feeling he so clearly craves.”

    Tara had no particular interest in strapon sex and she was fairly certain Seth didn’t either, but she could appreciate that her Lucy and Jay were into it and she thoroughly enjoyed the sparkle in her friend’s eyes as she talked about. Clearly, Lucy actually did enjoy it.

    “It’s not just a mental thing, though,” Lucy continued. “I have a few different strapons. One is actually strapless – one end goes in me and it’s like I have a cock without any need for a harness – and if Jay is well-lubed I can actually use that one on him. It ends up providing quite a lot of friction and sometimes we cum together when I use that, which is so much more pleasurable than I would have imagined. There’s one that has a vibrator built into the base that’s nice, though not quite as nice as the strapless. There’s also the facesitting.”

    “Facesitting?” Tara asked.

    Lucy leaned forward and smiled. “Jay really likes it when I sit on his face after I’ve fucked him. It’s a bit of a dom/sub thing and sometimes I do it when I’ve fucked him but he hasn’t cum. I sit on his face and he makes me cum with his tongue while masturbating. We often cum together doing that and I like it a lot more than I thought I would.”

    “Is it possible that sex in a marriage is a lot better when it’s a little bit kinky?” Tara asked.

    Lucy laughed. “If the two of us are any indicator, it’s more than possible. Who knows, though? Maybe every person in this restaurant has some sort of kink. Maybe we’re the only two who are married to kinky men. Anything seems possible.”

    Tara was about to offer a response when her phone screen lit up with a text notification. Her heart sped up a little when she saw Tim’s name.

    “Is that your boyfriend?” Lucy asked.

    Tara smiled as she read the text. “It is. He got off work early. He wants to know if I’m available.”

    “And I assume that look on your face means that you’re going to tell him that you’re very much available and abandon me?” Lucy asked with a laugh.

    “Am I a horrible friend if I do that?” Tara replied.

    “You’re just a horny friend,” Lucy said. “Not terrible in the slightest. Go ahead. Go see your boyfriend. Go have great sex.”

    That’s exactly what Tara planned to do. She hadn’t realized it, but talking about Tim had put her in a place of rather intense desire and she felt a potent need for him. He’d texted about going on a date, but Lucy replied that she wanted to go back to his place. She didn’t specify that she wanted to fuck, but she was confident Tim would get the message.

    “Thank you for talking with me, Lucy. You’re an amazing friend,” Tara said.

    “You are too,” Lucy replied.

    Tara dropped cash for her half of the check on the table, slid out of the booth, gave Lucy a quick hug, and headed for the exit.

    
      
    

    “Hey,” Tim said as he opened the door. “So I was thinking that we could try this new place for dinner.”

    Tara barely heard a word he said as she pressed her body against his and kissed Tim with an intense kind of passion. The door remained open as he backed up to the wall and quickly matched her level of enthusiasm with plenty of his own.

    “I’m sorry,” Tara said as she stepped back after a rather intense kiss. “But I want you, Tim. I’ve been thinking about you all day today and I just want you.” She glanced down to see that a bulge had formed in his jeans and she smiled. “Does this mean you want me too?”

    “I want you all the time, Tara,” Tim replied. “I know we see each other a few times a week, but there are times when it feels like it’s not nearly often enough for me.”

    Tara often felt the same way, but she liked that. She wanted that phase where they were borderline desperate for each other to last as long as possible, so she didn’t really mind that sometimes she felt like she was going a little bit crazy with desire for him.

    Compelled by her lust, Tara shut the door and fell to her knees in front of Tim. She looked up and smiled while loosening his belt and freeing him of his jeans and underwear. His stiff cock – the cock that had provided her with so much pleasure over the previous three weeks – popped free and Tara wrapped her fingers around it and pressed her lips against the tip.

    Tim reached down and ran his fingers through her hair before Tara took him in her mouth. He moaned and the simple notion of giving him pleasure filled her with an ever-increasing sense of lust. She offered a slow, sensual blowjob from her knees, doing her very best to arouse Tim while not dragging him too close to an orgasm, for Tara needed to get fucked and she didn’t want Tim to finish too quickly.

    Once she was satisfied that she’d driven her boyfriend wild with desire, Tara stood, stepped back, and took her dress off. It fell to the floor as Tim stared at her body – she was happy she’d picked a matching bra and panty set – and then she reached back and unhooked her bra, freeing the breasts that Tim so thoroughly enjoyed playing with.

    “Do you want me?” Tara asked as she lowered her panties and left them on the floor of his foyer.

    “More than you can possibly imagine,” Tim replied as his eyes sparkled with lust.

    Seth popped into her head at that moment as Tara thought of how much he’d enjoy seeing her offer her body to her boyfriend. She couldn’t help but wonder if Seth would ever want to watch and if Tim would be okay with that. It was a conversation for another time, though, as Tara was far too desperate to have sex with her boyfriend.

    “I’m yours,” she said. “I’m yours for the rest of the day if you want me.”

    Tim took his shirt off and stepped out of his shoes and pants before pushing away from the wall and taking Tara in his arms. They kissed as her breasts pressed into his chest and his stiff cock slipped between her thighs and rubbed over her plump labia.

    Tim surprised Tara by picking her up and carrying her towards his bedroom like she was as light as a feather. They kissed as he stepped through the doorway and then set her on his bed, where Tara eagerly spread her legs and reached down to play with her pussy as Tim retrieved a condom from the nightstand and dressed his cock to fuck her.

    “I’m so wet for you,” she said. “Fuck, Tim, I’m completely soaked.” Tara was truly astounded at how badly her body wanted Tim, a fact that she made sure to lock into her memory so she could share it with Seth later.

    Tim crawled into the bed and they kissed as Tara reached down to guide him into her pussy. She would have enjoyed more foreplay, but she saw no reason to wait. She wanted him inside her and he was clearly eager.

    Tara moaned into her boyfriend’s mouth the moment his cock slipped inside her. She arched her back and spread her legs a little wider, signaling to Tim that he was free to fuck her as he desired.

    A sense of bliss washed over her body as Tara once again coupled with her boyfriend, ascending to that place of satisfaction that she’d attained time and time again over the past three weeks. She thought of Seth again, of how much he’d enjoy hearing that she stopped by Tim’s place for an impromptu session, and it served to enhance the pleasure of being fucked by her boyfriend. An orgasm would come along soon, but Tara knew it would be the first of many, as her body seemed to have a limitless capacity for enjoying sex now that she had both a husband and a boyfriend.

    
      
    

    As had become something of a custom, Tara texted Seth a picture of the cum-filled condom after she and Tim fucked. This time she’d laid it over her pussy and added a short message: “Stopped by my boyfriend’s house and he fucked me to two blissful orgasms before my pussy satisfied his desire. We’re going to hang out for a while and he’ll fuck me again before I come home. See you in a few hours.”

    Nearly three hours later, Tara stepped into the house with a smile on her face and the hope that Seth was as worked up as he usually got when she’d been with Tim. Unsurprisingly, he met her at the door with the same excited, lusty look on his face that he always had when she got home from a date with her boyfriend.

    “I hope it’s okay that I had a little unplanned date with my boyfriend,” she said.

    Seth smiled and his delight – and lust – at her calling Tim her boyfriend showed on his face. “You know it’s always okay with me. He’s your boyfriend, after all, so you’re free to see him as you desire.”

    “He texted me while I was out with Lucy,” Tara said. “He said he’d gotten off work early and he wanted to see me. He wanted to take me on a date, actually, but the moment I saw his text I got so turned on that I had to have him. I told him I was coming to his place.”

    Seth was half hard – judging by the bulge in his pants, at least – and Tara couldn’t help but match his excitement. She’d been fucked twice and had experienced three beautiful climaxes, and yet all of her sexual energy had been restored the moment she walked through the front door and saw her husband’s face.

    “I was on my knees for him just a few minutes after stepping into his house,” Tara said as she approached Seth and grabbed his cock through his jeans. “I was so turned on, Seth, and I just wanted to make my boyfriend feel good. I wanted to have him in my mouth. I wanted to suck his cock and make him moan.”

    Seth moaned as Tara massaged his cock through his jeans, and she noted that his lust seemed to match Tim’s, a fact that delighted her.

    “When I’d gotten him nice and hard I stood up and stripped for him. I stood naked in his foyer and I offered my body to my boyfriend. I told him it was his to enjoy,” Tara said.

    “Did he enjoy your body?” Seth asked.

    Tara nodded and stepped back. She stripped for her husband just as she’d done for Tim. Her dress, bra, and panties fell to the floor and she stood there naked. “He enjoyed this body. I gave it to him and he enjoyed it. Twice, in fact. Does that excite you, Seth? Do you like that your wife gave her body to her boyfriend today?”

    Seth nodded vigorously but he couldn’t seem to find the right words to express his lust.

    “Do you want to enjoy my body after my boyfriend fucked me, Seth?” Tara asked.

    Seth didn’t say anything for a few moments and Tara felt a mild sense of panic as she wondered if she’d said something wrong or if Seth’s feelings on their sexual experiment had suddenly changed.

    “Would you do something a little different for me?” he asked.

    “Of course,” Tara replied as she stepped closer and reached up to caress her husband’s face. “I’ll do just about anything for you.”

    A look of deep vulnerability crossed Seth’s face before he asked, “It’s just, I don’t know why, I just really like the idea of…”

    He trailed off and Tara gave him a soft kiss on the lips and said, “Whatever it is, you can tell me, Seth. I’m sure that I’ll be okay with just about anything.”

    “I…well I feel like it would be really hot to…to go down on you,” he said. “After…after you’ve…well, you know.”

    Tara wasn’t going to say it, but she found Seth’s sudden burst of insecurity kind of adorable. She didn’t really understand why he’d want to go down on her after Tim had fucked her, but she didn’t find the idea objectionable. In fact, she wondered if she might have a way to make it a little bit hotter for him.

    “I have an idea,” Tara said as she took Seth’s hand. “Follow me.”

    They headed for the bedroom and Tara happily stripped her husband naked once they’d stepped through the doorway. She made a little show of it, too, showering him with kisses and doing everything else she could to turn him on while removing every bit of clothing and leaving him naked, hard, and eager.

    “Get in the bed,” she said. “On your back.”

    Seth smiled and did as she requested. Tara approached the bed and pulled the pillow out from under his head and tossed it aside. She straddled Seth and sat over his stomach before reaching down and slipping two fingers into her pussy while he watched.

    “I love that you were willing to share your desire with me, Seth,” she said. “And I love that you want to go down on me after my boyfriend has fucked me. I want to make your fantasies come true, and if you want to use your tongue on my pussy, well I can’t think of a better way to do that than to sit on your face.”

    Seth’s eyes went wide and Tara smiled as she crawled forward until her pussy was resting over his face.

    “Would you like that?” Tara asked.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    Tara lowered her pussy to Seth’s mouth and he pushed his tongue inside her and moaned. She smiled at how much he seemed to be enjoying himself and she made a note to thank Lucy for the inspiration.

    It wasn’t just Seth that was enjoying the facesitting, though. Tara found great pleasure in both the stimulation for her clit and the sight of her husband sitting beneath her with a look of wonder in his eyes as she gave him what he craved.

    Tara began to move her hips back and forth at a gentle pace. It had the delightful effect of rubbing her clit over Seth’s lips and tongue, generating an excess of pleasure that she could tell would easily make her cum.

    “You taste so good,” Seth said during a moment when Tara lifted her pussy from his mouth. “You taste so fucking good.” He reached up, grabbed her ass, and pulled down onto his face once more. His tongue worked her clit with intense vigor, diving into her pussy from time to time, presumably to taste her.

    Tara marveled at the intensity of Seth’s desire. She never would have guessed that the act of licking her pussy would provide such pleasure, and yet it clearly was. It seemed that the fact that Tim’s cock had been inside her not that long ago was behind Seth’s sense of pleasure and Tara couldn’t help but enjoy that.

    “Does my pussy taste better after my boyfriend’s cock has been inside me?” Tara asked as she lifted her hips once more.

    “Yes,” Seth answered. “Fuck, yes.”

    The intensity of his excitement was incredible. Tara reached back and wrapped her fingers around his cock as she lowered her pussy to his mouth once more. Seth’s shaft was slick with precum and it provided the perfect lubrication. Tara wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to cum via a handjob, but in the moment she decided that was how it was going to happen.

    “Taste my pussy, baby,” she said. “Taste my pussy after my boyfriend fucked me twice. Taste my pussy after I came all over his cock three times. Taste my pussy after he fucked me so long and so hard this afternoon.”

    Seth moaned into her pussy and Tara felt his cock throb in her hand. She moved her hips swiftly, rubbing her clit over his lips and tongue so she could cum right when he did. There was no reason to deny herself pleasure, after all.

    Seth’s orgasm came just a few moments later and Tara’s quickly followed. She kept her pussy pressed over his face as he moaned and groaned while her lusty sounds of pleasure filled the bedroom. Tara felt her husband’s cum spilling over her hand and likely making a mess on the bed, but she didn’t give a damn. A little clean up was well worth it for a good orgasm.

    “How was that?” Tara asked as she lifted her pussy from Seth’s face and crawled off of him.

    “You’re the best wife anyone has ever been married to,” Seth replied.

    Tara laughed and reached for a tissue to wipe up the cum that had spilled onto her hand. “That’s very kind of you to say, Seth.”

    “It’s true, Tara. You’re amazing. I don’t know what I did to deserve you, but you’re amazing,” he said.

    Tara kissed him on the cheek – tasting a little of her juice in the process – and said, “You’re a better husband than most men, Seth. You deserve to have your fantasies fulfilled, and for me to hear them without judging you, by the way. So if there’s anything else that comes up for you, any other desires you want to explore with this, just let me know. I can’t guarantee I’ll be okay with trying everything, but I want to hear what you desire. Okay?”

    “Okay,” Seth replied. “If anything comes up, I’ll tell you.”

    Tara couldn’t help but feel a little bit excited at the potential for unexpected future pleasures that might come out of the sudden expansion of their sex life.
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    Tara smiled as she listened to slow, rhythmic beating of Tim's heart while he ran his fingers through her hair and down the bare skin of her back. Nearly twenty minutes had passed since they'd had sex but she felt very little desire to leave his bed.

    "Can I ask you something?" she said.

    "Yeah, of course," Tim replied.

    "How would you feel about Seth watching?" Tara asked.

    Tim was silent for a few seconds and Tara worried that she'd just made a significant mistake. "Sorry, when you say watching, do you mean watching us?" he asked.

    Tara sat up and smiled at her boyfriend. "You don't have to be okay with it, but I figured I'd ask, because Seth would be into it."

    "Really?" Tim asked.

    Tara couldn't help but laugh. Despite her repeated insistence that Seth was actually turned on by her having a boyfriend, there were times when it seemed like Tim just couldn't wrap his head around the idea. Tara didn't blame him for that - Seth was amongst a minority of men who found it thrilling to be cuckolded - but it still put a smile on her face when Tim seemed utterly astounded by Seth's desires. "Yes, really," she said. "I know you still find it hard to believe that Seth is actually turned on by this whole thing, but he really is, and I like to ensure that his fantasies come true."

    "I know, I know," Tim said. "Sorry for my...reaction, I guess. I shouldn't judge your husband's desires."

    Tara moved a little closer and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "No, you shouldn't, especially since I think we both know that you like that you're dating another man's wife. I think you really like that I'm married but that I have this incredible desire for you. I'm right, aren't I?"

    "Yes," Tim admitted. "You're right. I do like that you're married and that you end up in my bed so often. I like that I seem to be able to make you cum so hard, that you really seem to like having sex with me."

    "I love having sex with you, Tim," Tara said. "I really do. I love that my husband loves it too. It's all part of the fun for me, just like I think it's a part of the fun for you. Now, maybe it wouldn't be fun to fuck me while Seth is watching, but I'm asking because I think there's at least a chance that you'd enjoy it. Probably not as much as Seth would, but I do think you'd enjoy it."

    "How would it work?" Tim asked. "I mean, would he be in the bed with us? Would he be sitting in a chair? Would he be directing the action?"

    Tara ran her fingers through Tim's chest hair and kissed him on the cheek before resting her head against his shoulder. "It would work however you wanted it to work. I'm fairly certain Seth would enjoy any version of getting to watch us have sex, so I think it would be best to do it however works best for you, especially the first time. If you want it to be like he's not even in the room - like he's sitting in a chair in the corner - we could do that. If you're okay with him being closer, we could do that too. I know you haven't yet given this a ton of thought, but is there a version of fucking me while my husband watches that you'd enjoy more than any other?"

    "You know, when you say it like that - me fucking you while your husband watches - it does sound good," Tim replied.

    Tara looked up at him and smiled. She was fairly certain Tim was feeling just a bit of arousal, so she let her hand move down his chest and she took hold of his cock and stroked him slowly. "When you say good, do you mean it's a little bit of a turn on to think about fucking me while my husband is watching?"

    Tim nodded.

    Tara felt like she had a good grasp on what turned Seth on with regards to his cuckolding, but she was curious to dig a little deeper into Tim's enjoyment of dating - and fucking, of course - a married woman. Not all men would have been into a relationship like the one they had. Tim was into it, though. He was turned on by it, even if he wasn't fully in touch with that yet.

    "Do you like the idea of making me cum while my husband watches?" Tara asked. "Do you like the idea of him seeing just how good you make me feel, how hard you make me cum?"

    "I do," Tim replied as his cock grew a little in her hand. "I love how hard you cum when I fuck you, Tara. I do. I love how much you seem to want me."

    "And I love how much you want me," she replied. "My husband loves that too. He loves that his wife gives her boyfriend such intense pleasure. He loves that his wife's boyfriend can't help but want to fuck her as often as possible."

    Tim turned towards Tara and kissed her. She offered her tongue and he took it as his cock fully came to life in her hand. "And I love that you're almost always happy to drop whatever you're doing and come to me when I want you," he said.

    "Do you want me right now?" Tara asked. "Do you want to fuck me?"

    "More than anything," Tim replied.

    "And if my husband was here, where would you want him? Would you want him sitting in a chair in the corner, or would you want him up close so he could see how well you fuck his wife?" Tara asked.

    The smile on Tim's face was all the answer she needed. "I'd want him close," Tim answered, confirming her suspicions.

    "Put on a condom," Tara said.

    Tim rolled to his side, grabbed a condom from his nightstand, and had it on his stiff cock in a matter of seconds.

    Tara imagined Seth in the bedroom and wondered how he'd like to watch her get fucked. She crawled towards the foot of the bed and then looked over her shoulder and said, "Take me from behind. Fuck me as if Seth was on his knees at the foot of the bed, looking up at me and watching as my boyfriend fucks me."

    Tim smiled and his eyes lit up with desire as he moved into place. He rubbed the head of his cock over Tara's pussy - she was soaked - and slipped inside her with ease. He grabbed her hips and almost immediately started fucking her hard and fast. Tara pushed back on him with every thrust and moaned at the unexpected pleasure of being taken from behind with such vigor.

    "That's it," she said. "Fuck me, Tim. Fuck me while he watches. Fuck me while Seth watches!"

    Tim fucked her with an uncommon kind of aggression, proving that he was thoroughly aroused by the idea of Seth watching, which put a smile on Tara's face. That meant it wouldn't be too difficult to make Seth's fantasy of watching into a reality. As it turned out, Tara was keener on having Seth watch than she expected, as the mere thought of it had put her in a heightened state of desire, a state that she was eager to pursue further with her boyfriend and her husband. With any luck, she'd be able to make it happen soon.

    
      
    

    "I crawled onto my hands and knees and faced the foot of the bed," Tara explained as she sat across Seth's lap on their couch. "I told him to fuck me from behind like you were watching. I told him to take me - to take your wife - while you watched from the floor."

    Seth ran his hands under her shirt and up her back. He applied gentle pressure and Tara leaned forward to kiss her husband as she ground her hips into his crotch. She felt the stiffness of his desire pressing into her through his pants and it filled her with delight. She'd fucked her boyfriend twice and it was almost guaranteed she was going to fuck her husband fairly soon, ensuring three intensely satisfying sexual experiences for her in the span of a single day.

    "What did he do?" Seth asked.

    "He moved behind me, slipped his cock inside me, and fucked me hard from behind," Tara said. "My boyfriend fucked me so hard, baby. He fucked your wife so hard. And it felt so fucking good."

    Tara pulled Seth's shirt off and he did the same for her. She hastily unhooked her bra and leaned forward. Seth took one of her breasts in his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over her nipple as she continued to grind in his lap, eliciting a steady stream of moans.

    "I imagined you were watching, Seth," Tara said. "I imagined you were on your knees on Tim's bedroom floor and watching him take me from behind."

    "Was that...was that good?" Seth asked.

    Tara smiled and nodded as she took her husband's head in her hands. "It was," she said. "Particularly when I imagined you kissing me as he fucked me from behind. I imagined feeling your lips against mine and your tongue in my mouth. I imagined moaning as we kissed, moaning as my boyfriend fucked me while you watched. It felt good, Seth. It did. It felt so good."

    "And Tim, did he enjoy all of it?" Seth asked.

    Tara nodded again. "He did. I think he might have cum harder the second time we fucked, the time when we both had the idea of you watching on our minds. I think he really likes that he's dating a married woman, that he's regularly fucking another man's wife, and that he makes that other man's wife feel so good when we have sex."

    Seth reached under Tara's skirt and grabbed her ass as he moaned. She watched a certain kind of pleasure wash over his face and she was convinced that Seth loved that her boyfriend was so into dating and fucking a married woman.

    "Do you like that Tim enjoys making your wife feel so good, Seth? Do you like that it turns him on to know that he's fucking a married woman, that sometimes I've left my husband to go to him on a moment's notice, that sometimes it seems like I just can't resist the allure of being able to fuck him, no matter what else is going on in my life?" Tara asked.

    Seth responded by tightening his grip on Tara's ass and standing up, which struck her as an impressive feat of strength. He set her on the couch and pulled her panties off with remarkable swiftness. His pants and underwear hit the floor a moment later and he moved between her legs and slipped his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    "Fuck me, Seth," Tara said. "Fuck me hard."

    Seth delivered the hard, fast fucking she craved. He pounded her with a wondrous kind of vigor and each thrust send waves of pleasure through her body. She wrapped her legs around him and held Seth close as he seemed to lose himself in the overwhelming lust he felt. Tara felt no need to fill his head with more dirty talk. It would have been a distraction. Instead, she simply enjoyed the beautiful, deeply pleasurable sex with her husband.

    They both came quickly, as tended to happen when they were turned on in that overwhelming manner. Tara climaxed first and screamed loud enough that someone on the sidewalk outside the house might have heard. She wrapped her legs tightly around Seth and he buried his cock inside her and came soon after. She held him close and showered his neck in kisses as he unleashed his load in her pussy.

    "Holy shit," he said between heavy breaths. "Tara, that was astonishing. You're...you're amazing. I know I say this a lot, but I'm not sure what I've done to deserve you as a wife."

    Tara laughed and kissed him on the lips. "That's very kind of you to say," she replied.

    "Your boyfriend is lucky too," Seth added. "I can't say for sure, but I'll bet he's having the best sex of his life with you, which really says something about your ability to make the sexual dreams of men into reality."

    "Speaking of which," Tara said as Seth remained inside her. "Do you want me to arrange an opportunity for you to watch? Do you actually want to go through with it?"

    "I do," Seth answered. "I'll admit that the idea of meeting Tim and watching him fuck you makes me a little nervous, but it's also really exciting, so yeah, I think I want to do it. How would it work?"

    Tara ran her fingers through his hair and stared into her husband's eyes for a moment before saying, "I told Tim that for the first time it would essentially work in whatever way he wanted it to. He could decide where you were and how involved you got to be. He could even decide if you get to masturbate or if you just have to watch while fully dressed. I know that might not be perfect, but I think it's the best choice for the first time."

    Seth nodded. "I'm okay with that. I get that it might be pretty weird to have your girlfriend's husband sitting there and watching while you're having sex."

    Tara smiled brightly.

    "What? What's with the smile?" Seth asked.

    "I just kind of love that I have a boyfriend," she replied. "I don't know, sometimes it just puts a smile on my face to think about that, you know? It's definitely not something I ever thought I'd have as a married woman, but now that I do, I really like it."

    "Well I do too," Seth said. "Obviously. And, well, this idea just popped into my head, but maybe we could go shopping to get you some lingerie to wear for this night with Tim. That might make it feel like a little more of a special occasion, you know?"

    Tara smiled. "Yeah? You'd be willing to do that?"

    "Honestly, I'd really enjoy doing that," Seth answered. "There's something kind of sexy about buying something beautiful for you to wear for your boyfriend."

    Tara could see the excitement in Seth's eyes, so she had no trouble believing he'd enjoy helping her look good for Tim. "Okay, then we'll make sure to do that. Let me arrange things with Tim and then we can go lingerie shopping."

    "This is so exciting," Seth said. "I swear, I feel like I could fuck you again with just a little bit of a break."

    "Then let's do that," Tara replied almost immediately.

    Seth looked surprised. "Seriously? You'd be up for going again? Wouldn't that be four times in one day?"

    Tara bit her lower lip and nodded. "Is that too slutty?"

    Seth shook his head. "There's no such thing."

    "Good. Let's go to the bedroom. I'll get cleaned up and then we can work on getting you hard for another round," Tara suggested.

    Seth pulled out, grabbed his clothes, and headed for the bedroom with Tara close behind. She wasn't just offering another round for his benefit, either. She was in the mood for another orgasm and Seth was fully capable of ensuring she came hard, so Tara was going to take full advantage.
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    "What kind of lingerie does your boyfriend like?" Seth asked.

    Tara couldn't help but smile, both at her husband's excitement and at his utter enjoyment of using the term 'boyfriend' to describe Tim. He wasn't alone in that last part, though, as Tara also found it quite thrilling to refer to Tim as her boyfriend. There was just something so naughty, so sexy, about being a married woman with a boyfriend.

    "I'm not entirely sure," she said. "I haven't worn a lot of lingerie for him. At least not the sort where I go all out and buy a full set with the express purpose of turning him on."

    A look came over Seth's face like he was suddenly lost in a thought. Tara recognized it right away, though.

    "This really turns you on, doesn't it?" she asked. "Helping me buy lingerie for my boyfriend."

    He nodded before that look came over him once more. Tara wondered if Seth was even more excited about their shopping trip than he'd let on. His excitement felt a little bit contagious, as she was suddenly quite a bit more keen on finding something exceptionally sexy to wear for her next date with Tim, which also happened to be the first time Seth would watch them have sex.

    "Well, I think we should go all out," Tara said. "I mean, why not, right? Let's buy something really sexy." She scanned the store and pointed to a mannequin wearing an elaborate-looking, strappy bra, panty, and garter belt set. "Maybe something like that. I mean, that strappy look is really popular these days, right?"

    Seth stared at the mannequin and smiled. "I've never seen you wear lingerie like that."

    Tara took his hand and kissed him on the cheek. "Would it bother you if Tim was the first guy I wore lingerie like that for?"

    Seth turned his attention from the mannequin and Tara saw the wild desire in his eyes and on his face. Again she was surprised at just how much Seth seemed to be enjoying their little shopping trip, though this time she wondered if she still underestimated just how much of a turn on Seth's fantasy was for him.

    "Would you enjoy it if Tim was the first guy I wore lingerie like that for?" Tara asked.

    Seth nodded, though he looked away like he was a little bit embarrassed.

    "Hey," she said softly. "Look at me."

    Seth's face slowly turned her way and he tentatively met her gaze.

    "You have nothing to feel embarrassed about, or weird about, or whatever it is you're feeling. I like your fantasy, Seth. So far it's meant nothing but good things for me, so even if you think I might find something a little bit strange, you can share it with me. I don't want you suppressing something or feeling like you have to hide any kind of desire you have. Our marriage will work best if you're willing to share the way you feel, okay?" she said.

    "Yes, okay," Seth replied with a nod. "So yes, I would enjoy it if you wore lingerie - or a type of lingerie - for Tim that you've never worn for me. I'm actually a little surprised at just how exciting I find that idea, if I'm being honest. And, I'm pretty sure you're going to look amazing in one of these strappy sets, so that just makes it that much hotter."

    Every time Tara felt like she understood Seth's fantasy it seemed like another layer of it was revealed to her. She liked that, though. It seemed like it was the fantasy that kept on giving, to both of them, really, since Tara really liked the idea of expanding her lingerie repertoire in the name of looking hot for Tim.

    "I should try on one of these strappy sets, then," she said. "What color do you think is sexiest?"

    They had half a dozen colors available and Seth studied them all with a rather serious look on his face, which Tara thought was utterly adorable. "The red or the black," he said after a short period of consideration. "I think you'd look amazing in both, though red tends to be a sexier color."

    "I agree," Tara said as she grabbed a set in her size. "Is there anything else we should bring to the fitting room? After all, I think there's a good chance I'm going to want more than one naughty lingerie set to wear for my boyfriend."

    Seth offered a delighted smile and asked, "Yeah? You think you and Tim might be together for a while?"

    Tara stepped closer to Seth, leaned in, and kissed him. She let her lips linger against his and then parted them. Seth seemed to hesitate for a moment - perhaps he was a little nervous about a full on kiss in public - but soon enough his lips parted too. Tara pressed her body against his and let her tongue roam in a more aggressive manner than usual. Every once in a while Tim kissed her like that and she always enjoyed it, so she figured she'd see if Seth found it thrilling too. The way he moaned softly and the way his hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass right there in the store made it seem like he very much enjoyed being kissed in that way.

    "I can't predict the future, but I think there's a very good chance Tim and I will be together for a while," Tara said, answering her husband's question after a lengthy, distracting kiss.

    It took a few moments for Seth to gather his wits and then it seemed as though he finally processed her answer. "So, you really like him?"

    "I do," Tara said. "He's cute and funny and smart and we get along really well. There's genuine chemistry between us. He's absolutely the kind of guy I would date if I was single and looking to have some fun, which kind of makes him perfect to date when I'm married and looking to have some fun."

    Seth turned and they continued to explore the store in search of another lingerie set that would be ideal for Tim. "So, do you think about him? Like, during a normal day, or when you're at work?"

    "I do," Tara admitted. "Honestly, I think it's the sex."

    Seth turned to her with a delighted twinkle in his eye and Tara imagined he could have spent every minute of every day hearing about the sex she and Tim were having.

    "I'm sure you remember what it was like when we were first together," she continued. "When you're having good sex with someone, they're on your mind all the time. It's like your body demands that you think about them because it wants you to meet up with them to have sex again. It's just trying to convince you to give it what it wants."

    "And what you want is to have sex with Tim?" Seth asked.

    Tara was almost certain he was breathing a little heavier and she wouldn't have been surprised if he was nursing a little bit of swelling between his legs, and she couldn't help but enjoy the idea that she could arouse her husband with so little effort. He was so turned on by his fantasy becoming reality that all she really had to do was talk about it.

    "I do," Tara said. "We're in that sweet spot where I kind of just want to have sex with him all the time. Don't get me wrong, I like having sex with you too - I love it, in fact - but there's just this undeniable desire that my body has. It just craves him. It just craves the way it feels when I'm with him. It just craves that sense of satisfaction I get when we have sex."

    "How about this one?" Seth asked as he stopped in front of a mannequin in a stunning semi-sheer pink lace bodysuit with a g-string back.

    "Wow," Tara said. "Is it a coincidence that you picked yet another type of lingerie that I've never worn for you?"

    "Probably not," Seth replied, "though I didn't think about that. I just saw it and thought it would look amazing on you."

    "And you want me to look amazing for Tim," she finished up his thought.

    He nodded and turned his attention back to the mannequin.

    Tara stepped closer, took his hand, and kissed him on the cheek. "I love that you want me to look amazing for him," she said softly. "And if Tim seems me in that bodysuit, the only thing he's going to be able to think about is how badly he wants to fuck me. He'll be hard before I even crawl in the bed, and since the bottom has a little snap, he can fuck me while I'm wearing the lingerie. Would you like that, Seth? Would you like it if my boyfriend fucked me in the lingerie you picked out?"

    "Jesus, yes," Seth said as he held his hand over his crotch.

    Tara looked to see that he'd sported a little bit of an erection and she couldn't help but smile. Again she felt that sense of pure delight at her ability to arouse her husband with a few well-chosen words. It seemed like she'd stumbled onto something of a superpower in addition to a lifestyle that included her having a boyfriend and a husband at the same time.

    "Would you like to watch me try these on?" Tara asked.

    "More than anything," Seth replied.

    Tara was tempted to kiss him again but she didn't want to saddle Seth with an erection he wouldn't be able to hide, so instead she took his hand and led him towards the fitting area. She took him right down the hallway and into one of the little rooms with her. Once the door was shut Tara kissed him and she really went for it, as Seth wasn't the only one brimming with desire.

    "I really do like that this turns you on so much," she said softly while reaching down to play with his now stiff cock. "It feels so exciting."

    "No kidding," Seth replied with a smile.

    "So, which one should I try on first?" Tara asked.

    "The red one," he answered.

    Tara stripped quickly and then plucked the strappy red lingerie set from the bench as Seth sat and watched. She tried her best to put on a little show for him as she got dressed and every time she glanced back his eyes were fixed on her, so Tara was fairly confident she was doing a good job of enticing and arousing her husband.

    "What do you think?" she asked once she'd adjusted the straps and made sure everything looked good.

    For a few moments, Seth just stared. His eyes ran up and down her body and his lips slowly curled into a smile, like the more he stared at her the more he enjoyed the view.

    "Do you think my boyfriend will like it?" she asked.

    A soft groan escaped Seth's lips and he reached between his legs as if his instinct was to play with his cock upon mention of her boyfriend. He didn't actually masturbate, but she loved that he seemed tempted to. "I think your boyfriend will love seeing you in that, Tara. I don't know why, but all those straps just look amazing. Plus, I'm really not sure your ass has ever looked as good as it does in that."

    Tara spun around and looked back to see her ass in the mirror. She couldn't help but agree with Seth. It looked great. "I think you're right. I think my boyfriend will love me in this. I think he'll love that I bought lingerie just for him, to be honest."

    "I know he will," Seth said. "Guys love that sort of thing."

    "Yeah?" Tara asked as she turned to her husband.

    Seth looked up at her and nodded. "There's something really exciting about a woman going out of her way to try and look good for you."

    Tara stepped closer and Seth reached up to caress her legs. She leaned in a little and his hands found their way to her ass and grabbed hold of her flesh. "And it's exciting for you that I want to look good for my boyfriend, isn't it?"

    Seth nodded.

    "Can I be honest?" Tara asked.

    "Of course," Seth said.

    "I can't stop thinking about Tim," she confessed. "I'm thinking about you too, of course, and I've really loved having you here - and kissing you - but I just keep thinking about him. I keep thinking about how much he's going to enjoy the lingerie and how badly he's going to want me when he sees me in it. You don't mind that I keep thinking about my boyfriend, do you?"

    Seth shook his head reached down to adjust his cock, which looked to be quite hard.

    Tara remained utterly delighted in her ability to tease and arouse her husband and she couldn't help but smile. "So I should definitely buy this lingerie to wear for my boyfriend?"

    Seth nodded.

    "And should I try on the other one?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he said.

    Tara smiled, leaned down to kiss him softly, and then quickly stripped out of the red lingerie. She was tempted to play with her pussy a little - she was really wet - but she decided that could wait until later. She stepped into the pink lace bodysuit, pulled it up, and then spun around so Seth could see her ass with the little pink g-string running down the crack.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    "Does it look good?" Tara asked.

    "Tara...you look...honestly, I don't know which of these is hotter. You look so good in both of them," Seth answered. "You look...you're perfect. You're just perfect."

    Tara looked over her shoulder and asked, "Do you think my boyfriend will agree with you, Seth? Do you think he'll want to fuck me if I wear this lingerie for him? Do you think he'll want to fuck your wife if I step into his bedroom wearing this lingerie?"

    Seth looked desperate and Tara suspected it was an orgasm he was desperate for. She'd turned him on to such a degree that he was doing a bit mad, which was more exciting than she expected. In a bid to deepen his arousal, Tara stepped back and sat in Seth's lap. She'd never given a lap dance before, but she gave it her best shot and Seth responded by kissing her neck and grasping her breasts in the thin pink lace. Tara moaned softly for him and felt his throbbing cock press into her ass.

    "Should I give my boyfriend a lap dance like this?" she asked. "Should I grind in his lap like this?"

    "Yes," Seth answered.

    "Would that make him want to fuck me, Seth?" she asked.

    "Oh my god, Tara, yes, that would absolutely make him want to fuck you," he answered.

    Tara turned her head enough to find Seth's lips and they shared a wild kiss. His hand moved between her legs and he played with her pussy through the thin fabric of the bodysuit. Tara offered a quiet moan and then slid off his lap, turned around, and dropped to her knees. She reached up and unzipped his pants. His eyes went wide as she reached inside and freed his cock.

    "He'll be so hard after I give him a lap dance," she said while stroking Seth's shaft. "Should I give my boyfriend a blowjob after I've gotten him excited, Seth? Should I get on my knees in this pretty pink lingerie and take him into my mouth?"

    "Yes," Seth said.

    Tara smiled and took her husband's cock into her mouth. He gripped the edges of the bench and held his mouth closed tightly while he moaned. She swirled her tongue around the head of his shaft and then swallowed as much of him as he could and sucked hard.

    Seth was practically trembling by the time his cock departed her mouth. She looked up and saw the intensity of his pleasure and knew there was only one thing left to do. It was the thing she wanted. She stood, unsnapped the bottom of the bodysuit and asked, "Should I sit on my boyfriend's cock after I've given him head?" she asked. "Should I take him inside me, Seth? Should I make him feel so good?"

    "You should," Seth answered.

    Tara stepped forward to take Seth's cock inside her but he stopped her.

    "You should take the lingerie off," he said. "Your boyfriend should be the first person to fuck you in it."

    Tara smiled at Seth's eagerness to pursue his fantasy. For him, the allure of Tim fucking her in the new lingerie seemed to surpass the allure of being able to fuck her in the lingerie himself. She didn't have a problem with that, though. She happily stripped and approached her husband once more. This time, Seth didn't stop her from sitting on his cock.

    "You're so wet," he said.

    "And you're so hard," she replied.

    They shared a deep kiss as Tara rode him slowly, mostly because she didn't want to make so much noise that they'd get booted out of the store or arrested for fucking in public. She needed to fuck Seth, though. She needed his cock inside her. She needed to make him feel good.

    "I think I'm going to wear the bodysuit first," she said. "I think my boyfriend will absolutely love it. I think he'll want me desperately when he sees me in it."

    "Will that be the time I get to watch?" Seth asked.

    "Yes," Tara answered. "So think about it, Seth. Think about watching me and my boyfriend have sex while I'm in that lingerie. Think about me on top of him in that sexy little bodysuit. Think of watching his cock fill me. Think about your wife and her boyfriend fucking while you watch."

    Tara couldn't help but think about all of that herself and the result was an exceptional orgasm right as Seth came inside her. The look on his face - and the way his legs trembled beneath her - made it seem like he'd just experienced one of the best climaxes of his life. Tara's orgasm was world class too, and that brought with it a certain kind of joy. It felt like they'd barely begun to scratch the surface of Seth's fantasy and already they'd elevated their sex lives to such an extreme degree. It seemed like it was only going to get better.
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    "Could I...could I help?" Seth asked as Tara set the pink lace bodysuit on the bed.

    "Help?" she said. "How would you like to help?"

    Seth looked a little nervous as he approached the bed and stepped behind Tara. He ran his hands over her shoulders and down her bare back - she hadn't yet gotten dressed after her shower - and kissed the back of her neck. "If it's not too weird, I'd love to help you get dressed for Tim."

    Tara gently pressed her ass into Seth's crotch and felt his semi-hard cock press into her ass. She smiled at his excitement and found that it helped sooth some of the nerves she felt about Tim coming to their house for the first time. "Would it make you happy to dress me for my boyfriend?" she asked.

    Seth kissed her neck softly and his hands moved up Tara's torso. He grasped her breasts gently and she moved her hips back and forth, stimulating his cock through his shorts and luring him into a fully erect state. "As long as you don't find it weird, it would make me very happy."

    Tara spun around in her husband's grasp. She stared into his eyes and smiled. "I love you, Seth, and there's nothing about your fantasy that I find weird. There really isn't. So, if you want to dress me for my boyfriend I'd love for you to do that. In fact, I really like the idea of it."

    "Yeah?" he asked.

    Tara nodded, reached behind her, and picked up the delicate pink lace lingerie they'd picked out together. She handed it to Seth, smiled, and asked, "Does the idea of dressing me for Tim turn you on?"

    Seth nodded as he took the bodysuit from her and held it up against Tara's body. "It does. I've been thinking about it since we bought this lovely little piece of lingerie, and the more I think about it the more excited I get. There's just something so...so hot to me about helping you get ready for him."

    Tara couldn't help but marvel at the continued depths of her husband's fantasy. The longer her relationship with Tim went on, the more she discovered about the things that made Seth feel good. "Then I want you to help as much as you desire, starting with that pretty pink lace bodysuit that's going to drive my boyfriend absolutely wild for me."

    Seth dropped to his knees and Tara stepped into the bodysuit. He took his time pulling it up her body and it struck her that he was absolutely reveling in what was a truly arousing experience. The lace felt soft and snug against her pussy and she felt the g-string slip between her ass crack and thought of how much Tim was going to enjoy that particular feature of the lingerie they'd bought for him.

    As he stood, Seth pulled the bodysuit all the way up and Tara spun around so he could gently zip it into place. He brushed her hair to one side and kissed her neck as his hands moved over the lace that now encased her breasts and stomach.

    "You look so beautiful," he said.

    Tara closed her eyes and leaned into her husband's gentle touch. She would have been more than happy to pull him into their bed and indulge in his obvious desire, but there other plans for the evening, plans that would hopefully result in a great deal of satisfaction for everyone involved.

    "I love you, Seth," Tara said softly.

    He held her a little tighter and replied, "I love you too, Tara. And thank you for doing this, for playing out my fantasy. Thank you for being the kind of woman and wife you are."

    Tara slowly turned around in his grasp and kissed her husband. She poured her passion into him and his hands moved down her back and grasped her bare ass as their tongues entwined in a deeply erotic dance.

    "Are you absolutely certain about tonight?" she asked as a sudden sense of nervousness gripped her. "I know this is your fantasy. I know you want it. But I just want to make sure that you're going to be comfortable watching Tim and I have sex in our bed."

    Seth smiled and gripped her ass a little tighter. "I really am certain about tonight. I wouldn't be surprised if parts of it were more difficult than I'm expecting, but that doesn't bother me. That's just part of this. Sometimes I get jealous. Sometimes I get a little insecure. But that's the trade off for living my fantasy, which is a turn on in a way I really can't even possibly explain."

    "I know," Tara said softly as she gently caressed her husband's face and smiled. "And I was thinking, sometimes Tim and I fuck and sometimes we make love. I could probably make either happen tonight. Is there one you'd enjoy more?"

    Seth took a moment to consider it and answered, "The one that feels right, to be honest. The thing I like most about this fantasy, the thing I truly love, is knowing that you're having great sex, so it should be whatever feels like great sex tonight." They kissed again and then Seth stepped back a little, smiled, and said, "There's just one thing I'd like to do before you put your dress on."

    "What is it?" Tara asked.

    "I like the idea of getting you wet - of using my tongue to do so - before you're with him," Seth explained. "It's kind of the same thing as dressing you. I just really like the idea of preparing you to be with your boyfriend. And maybe you're already wet and it's kind of symbolic, but so much of this is about the symbolism anyway."

    Yet another little piece of Seth's fantasy had fallen into place and Tara smiled as she learned just a bit more about her husband. She sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. Seth fell to his knees and crawled forward and she saw the way his desire ignited. It was a simple thing - a thing he'd done hundreds of times before - and yet this time, going down on her seemed to inspire an entirely different and deeper kind of lust in him.

    Seth reached up to gently pull aside the lace covering her pussy and Tara moaned the moment his tongue made contact with her clit. He was right that she was already wet, but Tara wasn't going to argue with being on the receiving end of more pleasure. She was more than happy to let her husband's tongue dance over her clit and dip into her pussy to spread a little wetness.

    "Seth, baby, that feels so good," Tara said as she put a hand on the back of his head.

    Seth moaned in response and his tongue moved faster. He must have enjoyed her touch.

    "Get me nice and wet for him, baby. Get my pussy nice and wet for my boyfriend's cock," she said in the hopes that it would thrill him.

    Seth's moan was louder and lustier. He pushed his tongue deep into her slippery pussy and his nose rubbed against her clit. Tara smiled from the pleasure of it all, and from her success at delivering the kind of dirty talk her husband clearly enjoyed.

    "I could do that all day," Seth said after a few minutes of work with his tongue, "but we should really finish getting you dressed for your boyfriend."

    Tara pulled him up for a kiss - she wanted to feel his lips against hers and his tongue in her mouth - before saying, "I already picked out a dress. It's hanging on the back of the closet door. Would you like to be the one to put it on me? Would you like to finish dressing me?"

    "More than anything," he said.

    Seth stood and turned for the closet as Tara noticed an impressive bulge in his pants. Once again it seemed that reality lived up to his fantasy and left him in a state of intense arousal. With any luck, the rest of the night would deliver on that front as well and Seth would experience every bit of pleasure he craved.

    
      
    

    "Tonight was...it was extraordinary," Tim said as he and Tara stopped at the front door.

    "It really was," Tara replied. "Thank you for being willing to do this, and for, well, for satisfying me the way you did."

    Tim smiled and took Tara into his arms. He stared into her eyes for a few moments and kissed her. His lips were soft and Tara felt like she would have been fine if they lingered against hers forever. When he parted them she did the same and she couldn't help but offer a soft moan as his tongue gently slipped into her mouth. Her body responded with desire and Tara couldn't help but press herself a little tighter against her boyfriend. He'd already provided her with two beautiful orgasms - both while her husband watched - and she wanted more, a fact that thrilled her.

    "I feel lucky, Tara. Lucky that you came into the cafe that day, that you were at a place in your life where you were looking for something very specific, and that I was lucky enough to be chosen as the man to meet those needs," Tim said as he held her close.

    "It seems a little like fate, doesn't it?" Tara observed.

    Tim nodded and kissed her again. It felt like he didn't want to leave, like he couldn't stand the idea of walking out the door with her standing there in lingerie and a satin robe she'd put on to walk him out. Seth was still waiting in the bedroom, but Tara didn't mind taking a little longer to say goodbye to her boyfriend. Even Seth probably wasn't going to find it bothersome, for it played into his fantasy.

    "When can I see you again?" Tim asked.

    Tara smiled. "How about tomorrow? Seth has to work late and it might be fun if you came over and had me in our bed again, this time without him watching."

    Tim's smile matched hers and then grew a little bigger and brighter. "I can't wait."

    He stole one more kiss before letting himself out. Tara waved goodbye, locked the door, and leaned against it for a moment as she gathered herself. Her body felt a fairly intense kind of desire for the man that had just walked out, so she re-centered her thoughts of her husband, who was waiting in their bed. It didn't take Tara long to find her desire to make Seth happy - to tend to the erection he'd been nursing most of the night - and she headed for the bedroom with a sense of curiosity over how much Seth had enjoyed watching.

    "Hey," Tara said as she stopped and leaned against the bedroom doorframe. The satin robe hung open and Seth turned his head and let his eyes wander over her body. He'd taken the liberty of getting naked - he'd watched them in his underwear and a t-shirt - and his cock was standing at attention with a drop of crystal clear precum resting at the tip.

    "Hey," Seth replied after taking in her body. "That was a long goodbye."

    Tara bit her lower lip suggestively and smiled. "I couldn't help myself. He kept kissing me and it was like my body couldn't say no."

    Seth took his cock in his hand and stroked it slowly. "Did you feel like...like you wanted him again?"

    Tara nodded. She wasn't sure it was the right response, but she figured that being honest - her body really had wanted Tim again as they were kissing at the front door - was the best choice. Her answer inspired a look on Seth's face that she read as a potent kind of lust, which made it seem like she'd made the right choice. "Does that turn you on, Seth?" she asked before stepping into the room and slowly sauntering towards the bed as she pushed the robe off her shoulders and let it float to the floor.

    Seth nodded as his hand continued its slow, steady motion up and down his shaft.

    "Now that you've watched, did you understand why I wanted him again?" Tara asked as she crawled into the bed and towards her husband.

    "Yes," he answered. "It was...the sex you had with him...Tara...it was beautiful." His breathing was suddenly heavy and rapid, as if recalling the sex he'd just witnessed was enough to bring Seth right to the verge of an orgasm. "Watching...it was so much better than I thought it would be. And the fact that...watching you...watching you make love to each other...it was just..."

    Tara smiled and kissed Seth as she straddled him. She wasn't sure she'd ever seen him so turned on and it was thrilling. She couldn't help but feed on his arousal, in part because she was thinking about the sex she'd just had with Tim and in part because she really wanted to make Seth feel good.

    "Did you like watching my boyfriend make love to me, Seth?" she said softly. "Did it turn you on to see your wife and her boyfriend make love in our bed?"

    Seth moaned as Tara rubbed her lace-clad pussy over the tip of his cock. "Yes, Tara. I've never seen anything so beautiful. You enjoyed it so much. It really seemed like you were so deeply connected with him, and I don't know why, but I loved watching that."

    Tara reached down and unsnapped her bodysuit. She rubbed the head of Seth's cock over her pussy - the pussy her boyfriend had spent a considerable amount of time in that night - and asked, "Do you want me, Seth? Do you want me after my boyfriend had me?"

    "More than anything," Seth answered.

    Tara sank down on his cock and kissed him. Seth moaned into her mouth and the kiss transformed into something wildly, wonderfully passionate as she began to ride him. Tara was going to take her time, to slowly draw it out, but she couldn't. She was hit with a sudden, deep desire for her husband, to reconnect with him after being with her boyfriend, to show him every bit of pleasure he deserved as the man whose fantasy had led to her dating Tim and experiencing a wealth of wonderful pleasures.

    There was very little talk. Instead, they simply enjoyed each other. They made love just like she'd done with Tim. She wore the same lingerie. She rode her husband just like she'd ridden her boyfriend. She made Seth feel good just like she'd made Tim feel good.

    Tara wasn't sure she would cum – she’d done so twice with Tim inside her - but it wasn't long before she'd arrived at the doorstep to her orgasm. She sat up, put her hands on Seth's chest, and ground her pussy into his pelvis while bathing him in the wetness of her insides.

    "Seth, I'm close," she said. "I want you to cum inside me."

    Seth grabbed Tara's ass and helped her ride him even faster, generating even more blissful friction. "Tara, I can't stop thinking about you making love to your boyfriend. I can't stop thinking about you on top of him with his hands on your ass."

    Tara smiled. Seth was lost in his fantasy, which was exactly where he was supposed to be. "It felt so good to be on top of him, Seth. It felt so good to have my boyfriend's big cock inside me. It felt so good to make love to him in our bed, to make love to him while my husband watched."

    "While your cuckold watched?" Seth asked.

    Tara saw the lust and hope in his eyes. She saw that he wanted her to follow his lead, to refer to him in that way. She read enough about his fantasy to know that the word carried a sense of power, that if wielded correctly it might thrill him. She'd just never done so because she wasn't sure Seth wanted it. Now she was sure, though.

    "Yes, while my cuckold watched," she said. "My boyfriend made love to me while my cuckold watched. Another man's cock was deep inside me, another man's cock made me cum twice in our bed while my cuckold husband watched."

    Seth's face contorted in pleasure. He was right on the verge of cumming. Tara unleashed the floodgates on her climax and it ripped through her body right as Seth's arrived. He came inside her - something her boyfriend wasn't allowed to do - and the look on his face made it seem as though he'd experienced a truly spectacular orgasm.

    "Thank you," Seth said as a hazy smile crossed his face.

    Tara laughed. "You don't have to thank me. It's not like that was work for me. I just had another great orgasm, after all." She kissed him softly and gently moved her pussy over his still stiff cock, eliciting quiet little moans as she no doubt overstimulated his sensitive cock.

    "Thank you for the cuckold talk, specifically," he said. "I'm sorry I just sprang that on you, but it was really hot that you went with it."

    "Ah, well, that was my pleasure too, if I'm being honest. I really like the look on your face when you're really in the midst of your fantasy. There's something so sexy about it." Tara leaned down to rest her head on Seth's chest before springing back up again. "Oh, I forgot that I told Tim he could come by tomorrow while you're working late. I hope you don't mind."

    Seth smiled. "Not at all. Just try and save a little energy for me when I get home."

    "I always have energy for you, Seth. You never have to worry about that," she replied.

    Seth's smile brightened, which was all Tara really wanted. Her relationship with Tim was wonderful in so many ways, but the most significant benefit was how happy it made her husband. Of course, all the extra sex and the orgasms were pretty great too, so Tara wasn't exactly having to work hard to make Seth happy, which made it all the more exciting.
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    Tara stepped into the house with a giddy smile on her face. Most days she was happy to be coming home, but this day was especially happy because her boyfriend would be joining her while Seth stayed late at work.

    "I just got home," she texted Seth the moment she walked into the house. "I was thinking I'd change into lingerie for my boyfriend and greet him at the door while wearing it. What do you think I should wear?"

    "The red one," Seth replied almost immediately.

    "I was thinking the same thing," Tara texted. "I'll send you a picture."

    She rushed to the bedroom, stripped as quickly as possible, and pulled out the strappy red lingerie set she and Seth had picked out just a few days ago. Tara put on every piece and then stood in front of the mirror and smiled at how good she looked. She ran her fingers over her body and thought of Tim doing the same thing. Her hand moved between her legs and she felt a lovely little rush of pleasure as she touched her pussy through the delicate fabric of her panties.

    Tara grabbed her phone and snapped a couple of selfies in the mirror. She sent them off to Seth and added, "Do you think my boyfriend will like it when I answer the door in this naughty little lingerie set that you picked out?"

    It took a few minutes - Tara imagined Seth staring at the pictures and getting all worked up - before he replied, "Your boyfriend is a lucky man, and so am I. He's going to want to fuck you the moment he sees you, Tara."

    "I'm already wet for him," Tara texted back as she slipped a hand into her panties. "I'm playing with my pussy right now and I'm absolutely soaked for my boyfriend, Seth. I just love that he's going to fuck me in our bed."

    "I'm thinking about the same thing and I'm hard, Tara. Fuck, you're making it hard for me to get any work done," he texted back.

    Tara smiled as she masturbated in the lingerie that Tim was going to fuck her in. She really was turned on by the idea of her boyfriend being in their home without Seth being there. Something about it was thrilling in a way she didn't fully understand, but the potency of her desire was really all that mattered. "Well, I guess if you can't get any work done you'll just have to stay a little later, which would give me even more time to fuck my boyfriend before you get home," she texted. "So maybe I should keep distracting you."

    Tara moved back, sat on the edge of the bed, and spread her legs. She pulled her panties aside, maneuvered her phone to get a selfie of her wet pussy, and snapped a few pics. She sent the best of them to Seth along with a message that read, "My boyfriend is going to fuck my tight, married pussy in our bed while my cuckold is at work."

    "Fuck, Tara," Seth replied a minute later.

    "Don't worry, though," she added. "You can enjoy my pussy when you get home. What will you want to do first, Seth? When you come home and see your freshly-fucked wife, what will you want to do with me?"

    "Go down on you," Seth texted. "I'll want to taste you."

    Tara rubbed her clit and moaned. She loved that Seth had so fully embraced his fantasy and that he was more than willing to admit to her the things that truly turned him on, like doing down on her after Tim had been inside her.

    "My pussy will be waiting for you, Seth," Tara messaged. "I know it's going to be hard to work while you're thinking about another man fucking your wife in your bed, but try to get your work done so you can come home and have your way with me after my boyfriend has made me cum all over his big cock."

    "I love you, Tara," Seth texted back.

    She smiled, rubbed her clit just a little more, and then replied, "I love you too, Seth. See you a little later tonight."

    Tara was tempted to masturbate right to an orgasm, but she didn't want to spoil the fun she and Tim were going to have, so she held off. Instead, she made sure her hair, makeup, and lingerie looked perfect, she made the bed, and then she put on a pair of heels and sauntered to the living room to wait for her boyfriend's arrival.

    Tim pulled into the driveway right on time and Tara felt a genuine sense of joy work its way through her body. She practically ran for the door and waited until Tim was at the front step before opening it up and striking a seductive pose in her lingerie and heels.

    Tim stopped in his tracks and his eyes wandered over her body as a smile crossed his face. "Wow," was all it seemed that he could manage to say. "Just...wow."

    Tara reached out, took his hand, and pulled him into the house and against her body. She looked up, their eyes met for a moment, and then they shared a deeply passionate kiss that seemed to open the floodgates for both of them.

    "I've been thinking about you all day," Tim said.

    Tara smiled. "I haven't been able to get you out of my mind either. I was wet when I got home. Wet for you. Wet for you to have me, to fuck me, Tim. I can't believe how desperate I am for you."

    Tim picked her up and held her against the wall as they kissed. Tara wrapped her legs tightly around him as she felt her pussy gush with an ever-increasing sense of desire for her boyfriend and the throbbing cock she could feel pressing into her through his jeans.

    With his hands still firmly gripping her ass, Tim carried Tara into the house. She figured he'd take her to the bedroom, but he seemed to have other ideas as they stepped into the kitchen and he set her on the table.

    Tim dropped to his knees, pulled Tara's panties aside, and pressed his face between her supple thighs before she could even think. She put a hand on his head, leaned back, and moaned loudly as her boyfriend licked her pussy in the same spot where Seth had eaten breakfast that morning.

    "Oh, fuck," Tara said before unleashing another sensual moan, for Tim's tongue was doing wondrous things to her clit. Her toes curled and she felt a gentle, wondrous tingling between her legs that she knew was an ever-increasing need to have him inside her.

    After a few minutes of fantastic oral sex, Tim stood up and Tara immediately leaned forward and kissed him as she hastily loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants. They hit the floor a moment later and she yanked his underwear down and wrapped her fingers around his thick cock, moaning into his mouth as she felt how stiff he was for her.

    Tara pulled him closer and they kissed as she rubbed the head of his cock over her wet, plump pussy lips. Tim moaned into her mouth - and moaned repeatedly - as Tara teased him with the notion of fucking her without a condom. She felt a deep temptation to take him inside her in that manner - the more she rubbed him over her pussy the more turned on she got - and she very nearly did, but she couldn't quite do it, not without talking to Seth first about what that might mean.

    "Sit," Tara said.

    Tim stepped back and sat. Tara slid off the table and dropped to her knees in front of her boyfriend. She leaned forward and kissed the plump head of Tim's cock before looking up at him.

    "My husband ate breakfast in this chair this morning," she said with a smile as her fingers moved up and down his shaft. "Now, I'm going to give my boyfriend a blowjob in the very same chair."

    Tara took Tim in her mouth and felt a beautiful tingling sensation between her legs as she did. Again, she wasn't sure why, but there was an intense, naughty kind of pleasure that came with going down on Tim in the same spot that Seth had sat earlier that day. It prompted her to give a particularly good blowjob, too, as she swallowed half of Tim's length over and over while using her hands to stroke his shaft and play with his balls at the same time. The steady stream of moans made it seem as though he was thoroughly enjoying himself, too.

    "Fuck, Tara, I have to have you," Tim said after a few minutes of intense oral effort on her part. "I can't wait any longer."

    His cock departed her mouth with an audible pop and Tara looked up at her boyfriend, smiled, and said, "Then take me to the bedroom and fuck me in the bed I share with my husband."

    The flash of delight in Tim's eyes made it obvious he found just as much pleasure in fucking Tara in the house she and Seth shared as she did. He stood, kicked off his jeans, and helped Tara to her feet. He picked her up and carried her to the bedroom as they kissed. His stiff cock rubbed against her pussy and there was a part of Tara that wanted him to simply slide into her, to make the choice to fuck her without protection, to cross that barrier and indulge in that naughty pleasure.

    He didn't - which was the smart choice - and instead set her on Seth's side of the bed and grabbed a condom from the nightstand. Tara took her panties off - but kept her heels on - and reached down to play with her pussy as Tim rolled the condom down his exceptionally large-looking cock.

    Once he was undressed, Tim leaned over and they kissed as his hand moved over her body, playing with her breasts in the red bra and eventually moving between her legs to finger her pussy, exploring the wetness that her desire for him had generated as she reached over, grabbed his cock, and stroked him in the condom in the hopes of driving him mad with desire so he'd climb into the bed and fuck her like she needed.

    "I can't believe how badly I want you, Tara," Tim said.

    She smiled. "You can feel my pussy. You can feel how wet I am. You know how badly I want you, how badly I need you. So fuck me, Tim. Stop teasing me and put your cock inside me."

    Tim crawled into the bed, placed his cock at the entrance to Tara's wet, needy pussy, and slid inside her. She arched her back, moaned, and welcomed every inch of his blissful cock into her body.

    "Please, fuck me, Tim," she implored. "Fuck me hard."

    There were times when Tara enjoyed slow, sensual sex with Tim, but this was not one of those times. She wanted it hard. She needed it hard. She needed him to overwhelm her, to pound her, to make her cum in a way that would leave her lightheaded and out of breath.

    Tim delivered. He fucked her with power and speed. He fucked her hard enough that the bed frame shook. The sounds of his body slamming into hers filled the bedroom along with her wild moans as a sense of pure, perfect sexual joy swirled in her head and led Tara right to the brink of a great orgasm.

    "Make me cum!" she cried out. "Tim, fuck me and make me cum!"

    They fucked like that until they both had the kinds of orgasms that people remember for months, if not years. Tara's entire body shook when she came and the sounds Tim made as he buried his cock inside her and came were those that a man makes when he's just had a world class climax.

    "Holy shit," Tim said as Tara held him close while her body continued to tingle from the joy of her orgasm.

    "I know," she replied. "That was really good."

    "It turns out I like fucking you in the bed you and your husband sleep in," Tim noted.

    Tara laughed softly. "You're not alone in that. I'm still not sure why, but the idea of you fucking me in my home while Seth is at work had me turned on all day."

    Tim lifted his head, looked at her, and smiled. They shared a soft, exceptionally long kiss with just a little bit of tongue that managed to ignite a hint of desire once more, making her absolutely certain she'd get fucked again before Tim went home.

    "I want to take a picture for Seth," Tara said.

    Tim pulled out and she sat up and carefully pulled the condom from his beautiful cock. Tara laid it over her upper thigh so the cum-filled tip rested close to her pussy lips and then grabbed her phone from the nightstand.

    "Actually, why don't you take the pic," she suggested. "And maybe you could have it so your cock is between my legs, just a few inches from my pussy. I think it might make the picture just a little more thrilling for Seth."

    Tim happily obliged, resting his still stiff cock between her legs - and a few inches away from her wet, swollen pussy - and snapping a few pictures from above. He handed Tara her phone and she smiled at how good the pictures looked. There was no question she'd just been fucked - the used condom made that obvious - but she liked the inclusion of Tim's cock as she imagined that might make it even more potent for Seth.

    Tara sent one of the pictures to Seth and texted, "My boyfriend just fucked me on your side of the bed, cuckold. He gave me one of the best orgasms of my life, too, and I made him cum so hard. He's going to fuck me at least once more before he goes, so take your time finishing your work."

    Tim laid next to her and leaned over to kiss Tara's neck and take one of her breasts in his hand. She smiled at his gentle touch and the soft feeling of his lips against her skin and Seth sent a response.

    "I love you more than anything, Tara," he replied. "I'm such a lucky man. Enjoy your boyfriend as many times as you want. It's awfully hard getting anything done, so it's going to be a while."

    Tara smiled, set her phone aside, and turned to Tim. They kissed as his hand moved into her bra and he expertly teased her nipple, sending waves of pleasure to her pussy and getting her that much closer to a place of intense sexual need.

    "You'll fuck me again, won't you?" she asked softly.

    "Of course I will," Tim answered. "I want you as often as I can have you, Tara."

    "I feel the same way," Tara replied before kissing him.

    She wanted Seth, too. He was in the back of her mind as she and Tim kissed. She was planning on having him fuck her in the kitchen the second time, for she knew Seth would enjoy hearing about that when he got home, and Tara would absolutely enjoy her husband's lust at hearing about her naughty fun with her boyfriend. She couldn't help but feel overwhelmingly lucky at all the fun she got to have because of Seth's kinky fantasy.

    Most people came home from work, had dinner, and watched a little TV before going to bed and starting all over again the next day. Tara, on the other hand, got to come home from work, fuck her boyfriend all over the house she and her husband shared, and then give her husband a world class orgasm while telling him all about the fun she had with her boyfriend. She was a very lucky woman indeed.
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    Tara was still in the red lingerie when Seth came home. She wanted to greet him in the same way she'd greeted Tim. She wanted to see that look on his eyes, a look that would be infused with the knowledge that she'd offered her lingerie-clad body to her boyfriend before offering it to Seth.

    Just as she'd done when her boyfriend arrived, Tara rushed to the door when Seth's car pulled into the driveway. He'd worked late enough that darkness had fallen, which meant a neighbor might easily see her in the lingerie, but Tara didn't give a damn.

    She opened the door the moment Seth reached the front step and once again she got to see a stunned, lusty look on a man's face. "Welcome home, baby," Tara said as she struck a pose. "Do you like the lingerie I wore for my boyfriend?"

    Seth nodded, stepped into the house, and kissed her. She was surprised - in a good way - by the aggression behind the kiss and she was delighted when Seth picked her up just like Tim had. It seemed that the teasing of the pictures and texts she'd sent and hours of having to wait at work while filled with desire had left Seth with a deep need for his wife.

    "Take me to the kitchen and set me on the table," Tara said.

    Seth did as instructed and they kissed while she sat on the table with her legs wrapped around him.

    "This is where Tim took me first," Tara explained as she stroked Seth's cock through his slacks. "He set me on the kitchen table - right where you had your breakfast this morning - and then he kissed his way down my body and ate my pussy."

    Seth moaned as Tara stroked him even faster through his pants.

    "Do you want to eat my pussy, Seth?" she asked. "Do you want to eat my pussy after my boyfriend fucked me three times, including once right here in our kitchen?"

    Seth's eyes went wide for a moment before he asked, "He fucked you in the kitchen?"

    Tara smiled, leaned back, and pulled her panties aside. "He did," she said. "He fucked me right where I'm sitting, in fact. That was the second time."

    Seth dropped to his knees and started eating her pussy almost immediately. Tara put a hand on his head and moaned as she thought about doing the same thing for Tim just a few hours earlier. It felt like a moment of bliss, like she was the luckiest woman in the world to get to have that kind of fun with two different men in such a short span of time.

    "Oh, baby, I love the way you eat my pussy after I've been with Tim," she said. "I love that you love doing it, that it turns you on to taste me after he's had his way with me."

    Seth moaned before pressing his face tight against her pussy and pushing his tongue as deep inside her as it seemed he could manage. His nose rubbed against her clit and Tara felt those little rushes of pleasure that come with direct stimulation.

    Seth probably would have been happy to make her cum like that, but Tara wanted more, so she stood Seth up, took his pants off just like she'd done for Tim, and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips as they kissed feverishly.

    "I did this for him, Seth," she whispered before kissing his neck and sucking on the soft flesh. "I rubbed the head of his big cock over my pussy lips. I took just a little bit of him inside me."

    "Without a condom?" Seth asked breathlessly.

    "Yes," Tara answered.

    Seth pushed forward and half his cock disappeared into her pussy before Tara's grip prevented him from fully penetrating her. His hands moved down her back and he grabbed her ass before moaning loudly. It seemed that he really liked the idea of her boyfriend's unprotected cock inside her.

    Tara smiled and said, "Does my cuckold like the idea of my boyfriend's bare cock inside me?"

    "Oh my god, Tara," Seth responded with urgency and lust in his voice. She still wouldn't release his cock and let him fuck her, though Tara could tell that's what he wanted. "I...I love that idea."

    Tara sucked on his neck and nibbled his earlobe. She moaned like she was getting fucked - like she'd moaned when Tim's cock had been inside her just a few hours earlier - and then asked, "Does my cuckold want his wife to have unprotected sex with her boyfriend?"

    "Yes," Seth answered.

    Tara almost let Seth inside her, but she wanted to draw it out a little more, so she pushed him back, smiled, and said, "Sit."

    Seth looked frustrated - he clearly wanted to fuck her - but he sat. His cock was exceptionally stiff and the tip glistened with the juices from Tara's pussy. She hopped off the table and dropped to her knees in front of him. She leaned forward and kissed his cock a handful of times, doing everything she could to make him feel good with her soft lips.

    "I got on my knees for my boyfriend," she said softly. "He was sitting right where you are, right where you had breakfast this morning. He was sitting in your chair and I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth."

    Tara took Seth's cock in her mouth and he let out a load moan. "Fuck, Tara," he said. She swallowed most of his cock and held it in her mouth before slowly pulling back. She reached up to play with his balls, though she didn't suck nearly as hard as she had with Tim, mostly because she suspected that would lead to Seth cumming in her mouth.

    "Do you like that I blew my boyfriend in our kitchen?" Tara asked.

    "I really do," Seth said with a smile. "It's so fucking hot, Tara. Knowing that you went down on him in here, knowing that he fucked you in here, it's going to make coming into the kitchen a turn on."

    As always, Tara found such delight in her husband's arousal. She absolutely loved that his fantasy imbued her with the power to arouse him in the most incredible, intense, overwhelming ways, and to do so with remarkably little effort.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Seth?" Tara asked.

    "Yes," he said.

    She smiled and took him in her mouth once more. Her head bobbed up and down in his lap and she gently played with his balls, offering a little extra pleasure to make sure the only thing he could think about was how good he felt.

    "Tara, I have to have you," Seth said with genuine desperation and need in his voice.

    She looked up at him with his cock still in her mouth and then pulled back, stood up, and asked, "My boyfriend fucked me twice in our bed. On your side of the bed, in fact. Is that where you'd like to fuck me, Seth? Would you like to enjoy your wife's pussy in the same place my boyfriend enjoyed it?" Tara knew Seth was desperate, but she felt it too. It was like she'd absorbed his desire, and it rivaled the lust she felt with Tim in their house, reaffirming once again that she was a very lucky woman.

    Seth stood, kissed Tara with an intense kind of passion, and picked her up. "I want you in our bed," he said as he carried her towards the bedroom. "I want you so badly."

    Seth set her in the bed and stripped as she reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She moaned at how wet she was, arched her back, and grasped one of her breasts as she masturbated for her husband.

    "My boyfriend fucked me so good today, baby," she said. "I spent my whole day thinking about him, about the fact that he was going to come over and have his way with me while you were at work."

    "I guess it's not always a bad thing when I have to work late," Seth said as he climbed into the bed and kissed her neck.

    Tara grasped his cock and pulled it towards her pussy. The head slipped between her swollen pussy lips and filled her with ease as she moaned. "Not when I have a boyfriend that can come over and satisfy me, that can give me his cock and fuck me like I desperately need to be fucked. Not when he can hold me in his arms after he's satisfied me. Not when we can cuddle up together in the bed I share with my husband and talk about how intense our sexual chemistry is."

    Seth buried his cock inside her and held it there. "You really like him, don't you?" he asked.

    Tara saw the light of desire in his eyes and thought of the little details of Seth's fantasy, like how he wanted her to have a relationship with someone. He like the idea of her having a boyfriend, someone she had real feelings for, not just someone she enjoyed fucking. "I do like him," she said. "He's smart and sweet and kind. He's a good boyfriend, too. He's thoughtful, he plans great dates and he's romantic, too."

    Seth pulled out and slowly filled her again. "Do you think you're the only person he's having sex with?"

    Tara nodded. "I do. Why?"

    Seth continued to fill her pussy at an achingly slow pace as he said, "Well, maybe you could have unprotected sex with him. If he's safe, I mean, and you're the only person he's having sex with, maybe he really could start...well...cumming inside you."

    "I'd like that," Tara replied.

    The look on Seth's face made it perfectly clear he was more than a little excited by the idea. "Yeah?" he asked while fucking her a little harder and faster. "You'd like it if your boyfriend came inside you?"

    Tara smiled and arched her back a little, letting Seth get just a bit deeper inside her with every thrust. She closed her eyes, moaned, and said, "I'd love it if Tim came inside me. I'd love it if the cum that filled that condom I sent you a picture of was inside me. I'd love it if it was dripping out of my pussy while you were fucking me, Seth. I'd love it if I got to have unprotected sex with my boyfriend."

    The idea really was thrilling for Tara. It wasn't just that unprotected sex felt better, either. There was something more intimate about a man actually cum inside her. It made sex with Seth more intimate and it would do the same for sex with Tim. Tara wasn't sure what exactly about it thrilled Seth so much, but she didn't really need to know why he found it such a turn on. All that mattered was that he loved it.

    "Should I let him cum inside me, Seth?" Tara asked as she grabbed her husband's ass and squeezed it possessively. "Should I let my boyfriend cum in my pussy? Do you want another man to cum in your wife's pussy?"

    "Yes," Seth admitted as he fucked her just a little bit faster while a blissful look moved across his face.

    Tara could tell Seth was close, but she wanted to draw things out a little more. It was at least partly selfish - she just wanted her pleasure to last a little longer before she came - but she figured he'd enjoy it too, so Tara had Seth roll onto his back so she could mount him and take his cock inside her.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    Seth nodded vigorously and smiled as Tara lifted her pussy from his cock and slowly sank back down.

    "Would it feel better if you knew my boyfriend's cum was inside me?" she asked.

    "Yes," Seth admitted.

    "What if I'd been on a romantic date with him?" she asked. "What if I'd worn something like that beautiful silver dress from your favorite video? What if we'd gone to the most romantic restaurant in town, enjoyed a beautiful meal and a bottle of wine and then gone back to his house for a little dancing where his hands moved over my body in that slinky, shimmering silver dress that you loved so much on that beautiful woman?"

    Seth closed his eyes and groaned like he was being transported by the naughty little fantasy Tara had constructed. She couldn't help but get caught up in it - she really did like that dress and she really did find the video they'd watched together hugely erotic - and she was more than happy to let her imagination wander to actually playing out that fantasy with Tim.

    "Can you see him kissing me, Seth?" Tara asked as she put her hands on his chest and rode Seth a little faster. "Can you see my boyfriend's hands moving over my body as we dance and kiss? Can you see how beautiful and romantic it is? Can you see how badly he wants me, and how badly I want him?"

    "Yes," Seth admitted. "It's so beautiful, Tara."

    "Should I do that, Seth? Should I set up the perfect romantic date night with my boyfriend? Should that romantic date night end with him having unprotected sex with me and cumming inside me?" she asked.

    "Oh my god, yes," Seth answered.

    "Should I make love to my boyfriend? Should I welcome him into my body while in that beautiful dress and urge him to cum inside me? Should we cum together while he fills me with his cum for the first time?" Tara asked.

    Seth couldn't offer an answer, for it seemed that the pleasure of the moment had gotten to be too much for him to do anything other than cum. He filled their bedroom with loud, glorious moans and Tara rode him a little bit faster to ensure that she too would climax.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Seth called out.

    Tara's orgasm arrived a moment later and it unequivocally rivaled the climax she'd experienced while fucking Tim earlier that evening. It was made better by the fact that her husband - the man she loved more than any other in the world - had cum right along with her, that he wore a look of utter joy on his face as the reality of his fantasy once again proved to be deeply satisfying.

    "I love you, Seth," Tara said.

    He pulled her close and held her tight. "I love you too, Tara. And I do think it would be amazing if Tim started cumming inside you, but that choice is entirely yours to make."

    Tara rested her head on his chest, smiled, and said, "Thank you. I'll talk to him about it, but I don't know why he wouldn't want to. I mean, it feels so much better, doesn't it?"

    "It certainly does. And you won't mind having two men cumming inside you?" he asked.

    "Honestly? I really like the idea of that, so I don't think I'll mind one bit," Tara answered.

    "Then I remain an exceptionally lucky man, Tara, because that would be hugely arousing for me," Seth said.

    Tara lifted her head and kissed her husband softly. "Maybe I'll make that romantic night with my boyfriend happen, then. Maybe I'll find a slinky, sexy dress like that one in the video. Maybe I'll come close to recreating that scene. I have to admit, the idea of that is kind of exciting to me."

    Seth smiled. "Me too, obviously."

    Tara laughed. "I'll make sure to tell you all about it after it happens, then."

    "I can't wait," he said.

    Tara suddenly felt like she couldn't wait, either.
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    Tara cut open the cardboard box, pulled aside the tissue paper covering her new purchase, and smiled at the shiny silver material of the dress she'd bought online. It had taken longer than she'd hoped for, but Tara had managed to find a dress that was almost exactly the same as the one worn by the beautiful woman in the video that had effectively begun her journey as a hotwife.

    Tara lifted the dress from the box, held it up against her body, and turned to look in the mirror. There was a part of her that knew it was absurd that she was trying to mimic the look of a pornstar, and yet she was excited to be doing so. Thankfully, it wasn't the slightest bit trashy. It was sexy, without question, but it fell on the classier end of sexy.

    Tara unzipped the dress and stepped into it. She pulled the soft straps over her shoulders and reached back to zip it up. She was excited enough that her nipples gently poked through the thin material and she loved the way it exposed her cleavage and almost the entirety of her back. She felt a little sexier wearing it without a bra - the cut of the dress made it impossible to do so - and Tara had decided to go without panties, too, since that felt a little bit naughtier and she was in the mood to be naughty.

    "Holy shit," Seth said.

    Tara turned to see her husband standing in the bedroom doorway. His eyes were moving up and down her body as she asked, "Do you like it?"

    "You look...I mean, you look exactly like the woman in the video," Seth answered with genuine wonder in his voice.

    Tara couldn't help but smile as she looked in the mirror once more and turned to the side. She'd done her hair long and straight just like in the video and she'd even tried to mimic the woman's makeup, which was elegant and simple. She wore a silver chain around her neck and a pair of shiny silver bracelets that looked great with the dress. She was weirdly proud of how much she'd managed to look exactly like the pornstar in the video both she and Seth had thoroughly enjoyed.

    "Do you think my boyfriend will like it?" Tara asked.

    Seth stepped behind her and ran his hands over her shoulders, down her arms, and to her waist. His hands moved to her stomach and he ran his fingers over the smooth, shiny material of the dress before pulling her close and kissing her neck. "He's going to love it, Tara. Your boyfriend is going to go wild for this dress and for the woman in it."

    Tara closed her eyes and reached back as Seth kissed her neck again while his hands moved up her torso. He cupped her breasts and moaned. Tara did the same while pressing her ass into his crotch, a move that revealed her husband was erect.

    "Tim tested clean," Tara said softly. "So did I. Do you still want him to cum inside me, Seth? Do you want my boyfriend to cum inside me tonight?"

    "Yes," Seth said as he grabbed her waist and pulled back while grinding his cock into her ass.

    "Mmm, that's why I want too," Tara replied. "In fact, I've been...I've been thinking about it constantly. I don't know why, but I can't get it out of my head. I want it, Seth. I want Tim to cum inside me. I want to feel his bare cock in my pussy. I want to know that when it's over, his cum is going to be deep inside me. I want to know that we're going to have shared that bond, that level of closeness that only happens when you're free to have unprotected sex as a couple."

    "Fuck...Tara," Seth said. He pulled harder on her hips and his cock felt impossibly hard as it pressed into Tara's ass through his pants and the thin material of her dress.

    She spun around in his hands and they kissed. Her lips parted and his tongue invaded her mouth like it was in search of sustenance. Tara welcomed it and even sucked on it a little, eliciting a moan from her husband as he grabbed her ass through the thin, shiny material of the dress, just like the guy in the video had done.

    "Do you want me, Seth?" Tara asked.

    "Desperately," he replied.

    She smiled. "Should I cancel my date? Should I let you have me in this dress instead of Tim?"

    "No," Seth answered. "I want you, Tara, but even more than that, I want Tim to have you. I want him to have you in this dress. I want him to cum inside you. I...I don't know, it just turns me on so much."

    Tara gently pulled his hands from her ass and stepped back until she was leaning against the bedroom wall. She parted the dress by the slit that ran up her thigh and showed Seth her pussy, which was already slick with desire. He stared between her legs for a few moments and then hurriedly moved across the room and dropped to his knees in front of her.

    "Go ahead," she said. "Use your tongue. Taste me."

    Seth ran his fingers up her legs and then leaned in and put his tongue to work between the folds of her slick pussy lips. He licked from the base to the tip over and over, soaking up her juices and gently massaging her clit along the way. He made her moan with pleasure, though he seemed conscious of the fact that he shouldn't go too far, for he knew better than to make her cum before she had a chance to enjoy her boyfriend's cock.

    "I'm going to spend the night with Tim," Tara informed her husband.

    Seth looked up and she saw a flash of jealousy in his eyes.

    "I know that will be hard for you, especially tonight," she continued. "But tonight's going to be romantic. We're going to dinner at an incredible restaurant. Tim has done some work to transform his backyard into a beautiful romantic space and after dinner we're going to enjoy a little wine and dancing out there. We're going to celebrate our relationship and then we're going to make love and he's going to cum inside me. I know I'm not going to want to leave afterwards, so I'm going to spend the night with him."

    "You should," Seth replied. "It won't be easy for me, but it doesn't have to be. It should be great for you. It should be everything you want it to be. And you should celebrate your relationship with Tim."

    Tara reached down to caress her husband's face as she smiled. They stared into each other's eyes for a few moments before she said, "He'll cum inside me again tomorrow morning, though. I'll come home to you with his cum still inside me. Would that make you happy, Seth?"

    "More than you can possibly imagine," he answered.

    A moment later Seth was licking her pussy once more and Tara leaned her head against the wall, smiled, and marveled at just how aroused her husband was at the idea of another man cumming inside her. It was yet another facet of his fantasy that she found fascinating and, in this case, really rather thrilling, because from the moment he'd mentioned it, it felt as though Tara's body had been yearning for the pleasures of unprotected sex with Tim.

    "I'm sorry, baby, but you have to stop," Tara said as she felt herself approaching an orgasm.

    Seth stood and Tara gently wiped her wetness from his lips before they shared a kiss. She tasted a little of herself on his tongue as he slipped two fingers inside her, penetrating her exceedingly wet pussy while avoiding stimulating her clit. His fingers moved in and out of her pussy as Tara moaned into his mouth and once more sucked on her husband's tongue.

    "It's just about time for you to leave, isn't it?" Seth asked.

    "It is," Tara replied. "And I'm going to leave feeling even more desperate for my boyfriend than I was when I first put this dress on."

    Seth unleashed a triumphant smile and said, "Then my job is done." He softly kissed her on the lips and added, "Have a great time tonight, Tara."

    "I will," she replied. "I love you, Seth."

    "I love you more than I can possibly explain," he said.

    Tara kissed him once more and then grabbed her handbag from the dresser, checked her phone to see that Tim had sent a text letting her know he'd be at the house to pick her up in just a few minutes, and then headed for the front door. Her heart fluttered as she thought of how the evening might unfold and of how it was absolutely going to end with her boyfriend's cum inside her. She couldn't remember the last time she was so excited for a date.

    "He's here," Tara said as Tim's car pulled into the driveway. She gave Seth another quick kiss, waved goodbye, and headed out the front door.

    "Wow," Tim said as he got out of his car and headed her way. She stopped a few steps short of him and turned from side to side to show off how good she looked in the dress and then he stepped forward, took her into his arms, and kissed her with intense passion. It wasn't lost on Tara that kissing a man she wasn't married to in her driveway was perhaps a little dangerous, but she was so caught up in the moment that she couldn't bring herself to care all that much.

    "You look astonishing," Tim said. "Truly astonishing."

    "Thank you," Tara replied. "Tonight feels like a special night and I wanted to look good. It seems like you felt the same way."

    Tim looked exceptionally good in a suit. It fit well enough that it must have been tailored and Tara couldn't help but smile at the notion that her boyfriend had gone all out for their date, just like she had.

    "Well, like you said, tonight feels special," Tim said as he took her hand and led Tara to the car. He opened the door for her, but it seemed that he couldn't resist one more kiss as he pulled Tara into his arms. They kissed yet again and it was infused with a little more passion. Plus, Tara felt his cock pressing into her. She was tempted to try and skip dinner so they could just go back to his place and have sex, but Tara pushed that temptation down.

    She got in the car and Tim gently shut the door. He got behind the wheel a few moments later and soon enough they were on their way to the restaurant. Tara's body hummed with desire and it left her feeling a bit naughty, which is why she parted her thighs, took one of Tim's hands off the steering wheel, and placed it between her legs.

    "Can you feel that?" she asked as his fingers slipped inside her.

    "Yes," he answered. "You're soaked."

    Tara moaned as Tim managed to work her clit while fingering her. "That's for you," she said. "I've been thinking about you all day. Then, when I put this dress on, it all went into overdrive. I got so turned on. Then Seth went down on me while I thought about you, while I thought about you making love to me tonight, about you cumming inside me."

    "I've been thinking about it too," Tim said. "And that dress, Tara, that's the hottest thing I've ever seen on a woman. You look so good. And, I have to say, I like that you're not wearing underwear."

    "I like that too," Tara replied. The more he fingered her, the more turned on Tara got, but she didn't want to cum yet, so she grabbed Tim's wrist and pulled his fingers from her pussy. She held them up, studied the wetness she'd left all over them, and then sucked them clean. She swirled her tongue around the slippery flesh and took it deep in her mouth.

    "Fuck, Tara..." Tim said.

    Tara pulled his fingers from her mouth and gently set his hand on the steering wheel. She couldn't help but reach between his legs to confirm he was excited as she hoped, and she moaned upon finding his impressively hard cock. Driven by an overwhelming sense of lust, Tara unzipped her boyfriend's pants, leaned over, and took him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Tim said as Tara's tongue swirled around the head of his cock before she swallowed as much of his shaft as she could fit in her mouth.

    Tara sucked her boyfriend's cock right up until he told her they were approaching the restaurant. Then she lifted her head from his lap, tucked him back in his pants, and made sure her hair and makeup still looked good. She fixed her dress to make sure she wasn't flashing the valet guy as he opened the door for her and not long after Tim pulled into the parking lot. After gracefully exiting the car they headed for the restaurant.

    "Almost every guy in here is staring at you," Tim said as they walked to their table. "I feel lucky to be the one you're here with."

    They sat across from each other at a lovely booth with a beautiful view of the courtyard out the window. They ordered drinks and a light appetizer and then sipped their drinks and indulged in conversation that Tara found stimulating and deeply satisfying. It struck her that Tim really was her boyfriend, much more so than she thought it was possible he'd become when they first met. Her relationship with him had become a lot like what Seth had described wanting her to have from the very start. It didn't seem entirely fair to Tim - Tara wouldn't be going any further than having him as a boyfriend - but he didn't seem the slightest bit bothered by that, so she paid it no mind.

    "That was an exceptional meal," Tim said as they stepped out of the restaurant. He took Tara's hand as they walked towards the valet stand so he could give his ticket to the young man waiting to retrieve Tim's car. "With exceptional company."

    He turned and his hands moved to her waist as the young man ran off. Tara smiled at how good his touch felt and the way he let his fingers roam a little lower, touching her ass in an enticing manner. She reached up to caress his face and Tim leaned down. They shared a tender kiss that got just a little bit naughtier when Tara opened her mouth so their tongues could indulge in an erotic dance.

    "I want you," Tara whispered. "Desperately."

    "I want you too," he replied as the valet drove up in his car. Tim took her hand and opened the door so Tara could get in. He tipped the valet and got behind the wheel. He turned to look at Tara and she leaned over to kiss him again before Tim drove off.

    Tara was tempted to go down on him again as they drove back to his place, but she refrained. She wanted to let him marinate in his desire, and to do the same thing herself. Plus, there was still wine and a little bit of time in the backyard to be enjoyed before they indulged in their lust for each other.

    "Tim, it's incredible," Tara said as she stepped into the backyard. He'd strung lights across the space and she was fairly certain the elegant-looking table and chair set was a new purchase. The patio space was flanked by four potted plants, all of which had vibrantly bright flowers. The gentle sound of a water feature - it was in the far corner of the yard - added to the romantic atmosphere, which was complete when music played through the speakers that must have been connected to Tim's phone.

    "This is so romantic," Tara said as Tim led her to the table and opened a bottle of wine. He poured two glasses, pulled his chair next to hers, and sat. They toasted, sipped their wine, and leaned together for the kind of soft, warm, tender kiss that couples share in a romantic moment like the one they were in. "I can't believe you did all this."

    "I wanted to impress you," he replied with a smile. "Plus, it wasn't actually all that much work."

    Tara suspected he was being modest, for it seemed as though he'd put in a great deal of work, which she found genuinely touching. It was exactly the kind of thing a boyfriend would do when he was trying to impress his girlfriend, and Tara was surprised to find that she really liked that Tim, her boyfriend, was working so hard to impress her. "Well, it worked," she said softly. "I'm very impressed."

    From there, the conversation flowed just as easily as it had at dinner. It delved a little deeper, though, as they asked each other about growing up, their families, and the events in life that had led them both to where they were in the current moment. They nearly finished the bottle of wine, too, and Tara felt warm and happy all over, like someone who'd just enjoyed a perfect date with her boyfriend.

    "Dance with me," Tara said as a slow song she loved came on.

    Tim stood and took her hand. Their bodies moved in unison to the music as he ran his fingers down her back until they rested just above her ass. He moved them over the soft, shiny material of her dress and Tara looked up at her boyfriend, tilted her head, and kissed him.

    It was in that moment - as her lips parted and she welcomed a hint of Tim's tongue into her mouth - that Tara thought of Seth. She thought of how she'd tell him the story of her date, of how she'd recreated one of the moments from his favorite video, of how her boyfriend had kissed her and touched her in that sexy silver dress while they danced.

    They kissed, danced, and touched throughout the song, and when it came to an end, Tara smiled and took Tim's hand. She led him towards the sliding glass door and then leaned against it before pulling him close for a far more passionate kiss. She spread her legs a little and he took the hint and let his hand fall between them. He parted her dress and his fingers ventured up her thighs until they slipped between her labia and deep inside her. Tara moaned into her boyfriend's mouth as he fingered her with expertise, teasing out her pleasure by rubbing her clit with his tongue.

    Tim kissed his way down her neck and gently moved aside Tara's dress to free one of her breasts. He took it in his hand and then leaned down to suck on her nipple. Tara moaned as she ran her fingers through his hair, and when she applied just a bit of pressure Tim sank to his knees, parted her dress further, and licked her pussy.

    Tara closed her eyes, leaned her head against the glass door, and moaned. She thought of Seth again, of how much he'd enjoy her tale when she got home the next morning. Tim slipped two fingers into her pussy while licking her clit and Tara lifted a leg to give him greater access. She could feel the exceptional wetness dripping out of her, a sign of her need for Tim's cock.

    "I need you inside me," she said.

    Tim looked up and Tara reached down to help him to his feet. She unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, stroked him as they kissed, and then lifted a leg into the air. Tim slipped his hand under her knee and stepped forward so Tara could guide his cock inside her. She moaned as he filled her slick, steamy cunt and they kissed as he began to fuck her. Tara moaned into her boyfriend's mouth while he filled her up against the door. She moaned because his cock felt so good, and because she felt like a fantasy turned into reality as she played out the events of the video like she was a real life pornstar.

    "Do you have a blanket?" Tara asked after Tim pulled out.

    "Yeah. Why?" he replied.

    "Because I want to have sex out here," she said. "It's romantic, and I feel like it would be nice if you came inside me the first time under these beautiful lights, so I was thinking we could lay a blanket in the grass."

    Tim smiled, kissed her quickly, and said, "I'll be right back."

    He disappeared inside as Tara made her way to the grass and looked up at the beautiful lights overhead. She grabbed her handbag from the table, pulled out her phone, and sent a quick text to Seth: "I'm about to make love to my boyfriend in his beautiful, romantic backyard. I'm going to give him a slow, sensual blowjob first, then I'm going to get on top and take my time riding him until he fills me with his cum. I hope you're having a good night."

    She set her phone to silent and slipped it back in her bag as Tim stepped out of the house with a blanket it in his hand. He spread it out on the grass and then turned to Tara. They kissed as she stripped him out of his clothes and urged him to get on his back on the blanket.

    Tara moved between his legs and dropped to her knees. Her hair and the long, silver necklace she wore brushed against his thigh before she leaned down to kiss his warm flesh. Her lips moved towards his crotch until they found the base of his cock. Tara kissed her way up and then took him in her mouth for the second time that night. She brushed her hair aside and looked up at her boyfriend, who wore a look of wonder and pure delight on his face.

    "Tara, that feels so good," he said.

    She moaned around his cock and took half the shaft in her mouth without having to strain. Her tongue moved back and forth and Tim's moans deepened as Tara reached up to play with his balls while sucking him. She gave the slow, sensual blowjob she'd told her husband she was going to give, and then she crawled forward until her pussy was situated above her boyfriend's stiff cock.

    "I can't tell you how badly I want you inside me," Tara said softly. "And how much I've been thinking about this moment when I get to feel your bare cock inside me for the first time. I want you to cum inside me, Tim. I want it more than I thought possible."

    Tara sank down on his cock and put her hands on Tim's chest. They both unleashed soft, seductive moans at the sheer pleasure of their first time having unprotected sex. Tara moved her hips back and forth, slowly riding her boyfriend and enjoying the thrilling sensations of his cock inside her without a latex barrier. She thought of how thrilling it was going to feel when he flooded her pussy with his cum and it put a bright smile on her face and made her clit tingle as she ground it into his pelvis.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said softly before falling forward and kissing his neck. Tim's hands moved down her back and grasped Tara's ass through the dress - which proved perfect to have sex in - and squeezed her flesh in a manner that made her moan loudly and wondrously.

    The sex was slow and beautiful. It was a celebration of their relationship, of their feelings for each other. It was not a relentless pursuit of their orgasms, because it didn't need to be. It was about feeling good with each other, and doing it for as long as possible because the night was truly perfect.

    Eventually, though, the sex was just too pleasurable to ignore. Tara began to ride her boyfriend harder and faster. She began to furiously grind her clit into his crotch, and to milk his cock with her slick pussy.

    "Tara, I'm close," Tim said between deep, rapid breaths.

    "Me too," she replied. "Tim, I want you to cum inside me." Uttering the words turned her on, in part because it made her think of how much Seth was going to enjoy hearing about her boyfriend cumming inside her. "Baby, please, cum inside me."

    Tara closed her eyes and rode him until they both came. It was fast and furious for a few moments, and then she was enveloped in a rapturous sense of bliss. Her toes curled and tingled. Her pussy felt like it was completely enveloped in pleasure. She was a little bit lightheaded. Her nipples were rock hard. Best of all, Tim was cumming too and he was flooding her pussy with his load. He was giving her what her body had come to crave. They were celebrating their relationship in the most beautiful way imaginable.

    When she'd finished cumming, Tara collapsed on top of Tim. He wrapped his arms around her and they remained like that as time passed slowly. She listened to his heavy breaths and her pounding heart. She felt a little of his cum begin to leak out of her pussy and it put a bright smile on her face. When his lips found their way to her neck and planted a soft kiss, Tara's smile brightened.

    Finally, their bodies disentangled and Tara rolled onto her back and stared up at the stars and the lights strung across the backyard. "Will you get my phone from my bag?" she asked.

    Tim got to his feet and retrieved her phone with a smile on his face. He almost certainly knew what Tara wanted to do.

    "Will you take a picture?" she asked while spreading her legs and gently moving the dress out of the way so Tim could get a good picture of her pussy.

    "Of course," he replied. He dropped to his knees between her legs and Tara looked down to see his beautiful, still stiff cock. He lined up the phone and snapped a few pics before handing it to her.

    Tara marveled at the sight of his cum leaking out of her pussy. It struck her as astoundingly beautiful, and she'd never really thought of her pussy as beautiful. This looked different, though. It looked exquisite.

    "Can you take one more with the head of your cock inside me?" Tara asked.

    Tim took the camera back, crawled forward, and slipped the head of his cock in her pussy before leaning back to snap a few pictures for Seth.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said softly. "Do you think we can have sex again before we go to sleep?"

    "There's nothing I'd love more," Tim replied before handing Tara her phone.

    She looked at the picture of his cock inside her and smiled. Seth was going to love it, and Tara was going to send it to him, but not before she spent a little more time cuddled up with her boyfriend, who pulled out and laid next to her on the blanket. She rolled over, laid her arm across his chest, and kissed him on the cheek before closing her eyes and enjoying the sound of his heartbeat.

    "This was a perfect night, Tim," she said.

    "It was," he replied.

    "I hope there are lots more like it in our future," Tara added.

    Tim pulled her a little closer, kissed the top of her head, and said, "Me too."
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    Despite Seth's unyielding desire for his fantasy, Tara still felt a little nervous as she approached the house the morning after her overnight date with Tim. She was still in the same slinky silver dress she'd worn the night before - she hadn't bothered to bring a change of clothes - but her hair and makeup weren't nearly as elegant as they'd been the night before. In fact, she felt like a little bit of a mess.

    More than anything, though, Tara was nervous because she wasn't sure how Seth would react to Tim having cum inside her for the first time. Well, the first, second, and third times, as they'd had sex twice the night before and once more in the morning before she left.

    Seth had expressed a great deal of excitement before her date, but that didn't mean he'd still be excited after a night alone, a night that likely gave him plenty of time to stew in his thoughts and Tara worried that perhaps those thoughts had curdled and that she'd come home to an unhappy husband.

    As it turned out, Tara didn't need to be nervous. Seth couldn't even wait for her to open the door. Instead, he opened it for her, stepped out of the house, and kissed her with such passion it very nearly caught Tara off guard.

    "Did you miss me?" she asked with a smile.

    "Like you wouldn't believe," he replied. "And those pictures you sent me...Tara, those pictures were incredible. I must have looked at them a hundred times."

    Seth took her hand and they stepped into the house, where he promptly kissed her again as Tara leaned against the door. He reached down and caressed her thigh, which he could do with ease thanks to the slit in the dress. Their tongues mingled and she felt his stiff cock press into her pelvis.

    "What was it like?" Seth asked.

    "It was better than I thought it would be," Tara answered softly as she caressed his face. "It was so much better than I thought it would be. I'm not sure it even makes sense, but it was just so good, Seth. The sex felt better without a condom, and there was just something so exciting about knowing that Tim was going to cum inside me, that we were going to enjoy something so beautiful together. I don't know...it was just perfect."

    Seth stepped back and for a moment Tara was worried. Then she watched his eyes wander over her body, like he needed to take in every inch of her so he could replay the sight over and over in his mind. "That dress still looks incredible on you."

    "Even the morning after?" Tara asked.

    Seth nodded. "Especially the morning after. For me, at least. There's something so...so sexy about knowing that you fucked your boyfriend in that dress, that he came inside you while you were wearing it."

    "He came inside me while I wasn't wearing it, too," Tara replied. "This morning. Just about an hour ago, in fact."

    Seth's gaze focused between her legs, as if he could see through the dress and admire her pussy. Tara reached down and gently opened the dress at the slit, first showing her smooth, soft thigh and then exposing her pussy. Seth's eyes went a little bit wider as he stood a few feet away and stared like it was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

    "He came inside you this morning?" Seth asked.

    Tara nodded. "I slept naked in his bed - in his arms, really - and when I woke up he was hard. I took him in my hand and kissed his neck. We fooled around a little but it wasn't long before I was on top with him inside me." She reached down and ran her fingers over her labia, which were still plump and wet from the sex she'd had with her boyfriend. "I rode him slowly. We kissed. We touched each other. We took our time with it. We made it last. We savored the pleasure of being together, of not having to use condoms anymore."

    Seth stepped closer and looked into Tara's eyes as she pushed two fingers into her pussy. She was wet enough that the distinct sound of masturbation filled the air.

    "Did you cum?" Seth asked before leaning in to kiss her neck. His hand slipped into the top of her dress and his fingers encircled one of her breasts. He gently played with her soft flesh before finding one of her nipples and rolling it between his fingers.

    "I did," Tara answered before a soft moan escaped her lips. "We came together. He came inside me and I came all over his cock, Seth. I came so hard my thighs trembled and my toes curled."

    "Last night...was it...was it good?" Seth asked.

    Tara smiled. "It was just like the video. We danced. We kissed. We experienced the pleasure of romance, and lust, and the kind of connection that only seems to happen when you've taken your relationship to the next level."

    "Did he...did he go down on you?" Seth asked. "In the dress, I mean?"

    Tara nodded. "He did. We were in the backyard. We'd just enjoyed a glass of wine and a little dancing and kissing. I led him towards the sliding glass door and leaned against it."

    Seth's hand moved between her legs and Tara took the hint and pulled her fingers from her pussy. Seth quickly replaced them and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth as he skillfully worked her clit while two of his fingers moved in and out of her wetness.

    "He kissed his way down my body. He sucked on my nipples. He kissed my breasts. Then he got on his knees in front of me and made love to me with his mouth," Tara said.

    Seth kissed her neck and moved a little further south to kiss her chest. He pushed open her dress to kiss and lick her breasts. She moaned as his fingers continued to pleasure her pussy. Her legs trembled as lust coursed through her body. Then Seth sank to his knees. He parted her dress fully, looked at her pussy, and then directed his gaze up at Tara.

    "Seth, he came inside me this morning," she said. "Most of it has already leaked out of me, I'm sure, but he came inside me. Some of him is still inside me."

    "I know," Seth replied before leaning forward and softly kissing her inner thighs.

    Tara felt a surprising surge of desire as her husband's kisses approached her pussy. She wasn't sure if he intended on putting his tongue inside her, but she found the notion unexpectedly pleasurable and she couldn't help but want him to do it. She reached down to run her fingers through his hair and he looked up, offered a quick smile, and then put his tongue inside her.

    Tara moaned as her pussy came alive, as if a wealth of blood was rushing to the area. Seth's nose rubbed against her clit and the pleasure was electric while he continued to surprise her - in the best way possible - by burying his tongue as deep inside her as it seemed he could manage.

    "Oh, wow," she said before unleashing a long, low, loud moan. "Seth, baby, that feels so good." Her hand moved to the back of his head and without thinking she applied just a little bit of pressure, pulling him a little closer and pushing his tongue just a little deeper inside her.

    Seth joined Tara in moaning, as if he found just as much pleasure as her - if not more - in licking her pussy so soon after Tim had cum inside her. It was when Tara saw him reach down to play with his cock that she knew he was completely lost in the joy of tasting her like that, a joy that she shared.

    "Seth, baby, lick my clit," Tara said. "I need to cum. I need to cum right now."

    Seth did it without hesitation. He looked up at her as his tongue massaged her clit and he kept his hand moving over the bulge in his pants the entire time. Tara climaxed with incredible speed, leaning against the door and planting her feet hard on the ground as she did, for she nearly lost her balance from the incredible trembling in her thighs.

    "Was that good?" Seth asked after pulling back from her pussy.

    Tara laughed joyfully. "That was incredible, Seth." She ran her fingers through his hair and he offered her a smile.

    "And you didn't mind...you don't mind that I...that I went down on you?" he asked.

    Tara shook her head. "Not at all. Actually, I really liked it. I was surprised by how much I liked it, how much it turned me on."

    "It turned me on too," Seth replied.

    Tara extended her foot and rubbed it over the bulge in Seth's pants. "I know. I can see."

    He moaned as she gently worked his cock with her foot, putting a smile on his face in the process. Tara could feel a little bit of dampness soaking through his pants, meaning he was likely dripping precum at a prodigious rate.

    "Would you like to cum, Seth?" Tara asked.

    "Yes, more than anything," he answered.

    Tara knew she could make her husband cum in a variety of ways and that he'd enjoy his orgasm now matter how it arrived, but she wanted him to cum as hard as possible, and given how much he'd enjoyed going down on her, she figured she'd offer something he might truly love. "Would you like me to sit on your face?"

    Seth's eyes lit up. "Oh my god, more than anything."

    Tara smiled. She'd gotten it right. "Let's go to the bedroom."

    Seth stood and she was certain he would have run to the bedroom if not for his wife following in a dress and heels. Instead, they walked together and then Tara had him strip naked and get on his back in the bed. She stood by the door as he did so and then approached with a seductive smile on her face and a gentle sway in her hips.

    As she neared the edge of the bed, Tara reached out and wrapped her fingers around Seth's cock. She stroked him slowly and then leaned down to give her husband a soft kiss before straddling him and sitting across his chest. She pulled her dress apart to put her pussy on display and Seth stared longingly.

    "I love that you enjoy licking my pussy after Tim's been inside me," Tara said, and it was the truth. At first she was a little confused by that particular desire of Seth's, but now she loved it. It was infused with such passion on Seth's part that she couldn't help but get caught up in it.

    "I love it, Tara," Seth confessed. "I don't know why, but I do. And I love...I loved being able to do that after he'd...I loved being able to lick your pussy after he'd cum inside you. It just...I don't know..."

    Tara slid her hips forward until her pussy rested over Seth's face. "You don't need to explain anything," she said. "I want you to enjoy this as much as possible, Seth. That's been true from the start. I just want to make you happy. Luckily, this fantasy of yours means that I get to be happy, too. I get to have a boyfriend. I get to go on dates. I get to make love to him, to fuck him, whenever I want. Now I get to have him cum inside me, and if you want to lick my pussy after Tim's cum inside me, then you should be able to. You should be able to enjoy your fantasy in whatever way you want."

    She sat on Seth's face a moment later and his tongue pushed inside her. Tara leaned back a little and moaned. Seth did the same thing and she could see that he was in his own version of heaven as he got to enjoy a part of his fantasy that seemed to thrill him more than any other.

    "That's it, baby," she said softly. "Enjoy my pussy. Enjoy my pussy after I made love to my boyfriend, after he came inside me."

    Seth pushed his tongue deeper and moaned louder. Tara felt his arm moving and looked over her shoulder to see Seth masturbating. His cock looked exceptionally stiff and the head was plump and purple. Tara couldn't know for sure, but it seemed that he was as turned on as he'd ever been.

    "Do you want to cum with your tongue in my pussy, Seth?" she asked.

    He nodded without taking a break from licking her pussy and Tara lifted her hips from his face and spun around until they were in a 69. She lowered her pussy onto his mouth once more, gently removed his hand from his cock, and replaced it with her own. Tara stroked him slowly and stared at the remarkably plump head with precum slowly dripping from the tip.

    She leaned down and licked up that sweet, slick juice, eliciting a moan. She licked the head again and again, acting like it was a particularly delicious flavor of ice cream that she couldn't get enough of. All the while, Seth's tongue was buried in her pussy. Tara wondered if he could actually taste anything, or if the mere act of putting his tongue where Tim's cock and cum had been was more than enough to thrill him.

    After a healthy amount of sensual licking, Tara took Seth's cock in her mouth and sucked with the intention of making him cum. He deserved better than a handjob. He deserved a blowjob. He deserved the kind of pleasure that would leave his body trembling. So she gave him head while he probed her pussy with his eager tongue, and while doing so she played with his balls and stroked his shaft, offering up everything a man could want.

    It wasn't long before Seth came in her mouth. It was a long, loud orgasm - he moaned into her pussy - and it featured an impressive volume of cum spilling onto her tongue, all of which Tara swallowed.

    Seth had a blissful look on his face when Tara climbed off his body and cuddled up next to him. He put his arm around her and ran his fingers over the soft skin of her back as she caressed his chest and stomach.

    "I love you, Tara," he said softly.

    "I love you more than anything, Seth," she replied.

    She listened to his heart as it pounded hard in his chest, a sign that he'd had a particularly thrilling sexual experience. It put a smile on her face and she felt as though she could fall asleep to what amounted to the sounds of her husband's satisfaction.

    "Do you think I could watch him cum inside you?" Seth asked.

    "Of course," she answered. "I think Tim would probably enjoy that, in fact. I'll arrange it for next weekend."
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    Tara wiped the thin sheen of sweat from her forehead, closed her eyes, and smiled brightly. Her body tingled with pleasure from the fucking her boyfriend had just given her. She'd cum hard - and loudly - on his cock and she'd urged him to cum inside her. The moment the words left her lips he'd unleashed a furious pounding in the way a man often does when he's on the verge of an orgasm.

    As he came inside her, Tara had wrapped her arms and legs around Tim and held him tight. His grunts and groans filled the bedroom and put a smile on her face, for it always made her happy knowing that she'd satisfied her boyfriend.

    Her smile was about more than Tim's satisfaction, though. Seth was watching. He was seated at the foot of the bed and Tara knew his eyes were glued between her legs, that he was witnessing the beauty of his wife having unprotected sex with her boyfriend. The fact that they were having that sex in the bed that Tara and Seth shared made it hotter for him, as he'd told her before Tim arrived.

    Now Tim was on his back next to Tara, giving Seth an unfettered view of her body. As she sat up on her elbows and looked at her husband, Tara saw that Seth's gaze was still fixed between her legs. It was his first time watching Tim cum inside her and although Tara was fairly certain that Seth was turned on, she couldn't be entirely sure because he wasn't wearing much of an expression on his face.

    "Did you enjoy watching?" Tara asked.

    Seth pulled his gaze from her pussy, stared into her eyes for a few moments, and nodded. "I did."

    Tara reached down and ran her fingers over her pussy lips, directing her husband's attention back between her legs. "Was it as hot as you thought it would be to see my boyfriend cum inside me?"

    Seth nodded and leaned forward as if he wanted to be just a little bit closer to her pussy. Though he'd enjoyed going down on her after her previous unprotected experience with Tim, Tara wasn't sure of Seth would be enthusiastic about it this time. After all, Tim was still in the bed with her - which meant he'd watch as Seth went down on her - and there was considerably more cum inside her this time because it had only been a few moments since Tim had pulled out.

    Tara let instinct guide her as she slipped a finger into her pussy. She felt the heat and wetness of Tim's cum, bathed her finger in it for a few moments, and then pulled it out and held it up. Seth's gaze followed her finger as Tara reached up and rubbed the slick, sticky cum over her nipple, coating her still-erect flesh with her boyfriend's cum.

    Seth stood and crawled into the bed next to Tara, leaving her flanked by the two most important men in her life. He stared at her slick, shiny, cum-coated nipple for a moment and then looked into her eyes. Tara saw desire - and maybe even desperation - on her husband's face and she smiled. "Go ahead," she said softly.

    Seth's lips parted as he leaned closer. He enveloped her nipple in his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over it. He moved just a little closer and Tara felt his stiff cock press into her thigh as he moaned, making it perfectly clear he found it thoroughly arousing to lick another man's cum from her nipple.

    When he'd finished, Seth looked at Tara with lust and wonder in his eyes. She smiled and held his gaze for a few seconds before he slowly kissed his way down her stomach, letting his lips linger against her flesh for a few moments with each kiss. Tara spread her legs instinctively and Seth moved between them and dropped down to his stomach.

    As he did, Tim rolled onto his side and moved a little closer to Tara. He ran his fingers over her stomach and up towards her breasts, taking one in his hand and gently playing with the flesh as Seth kissed her soft, supple thighs, flicking his tongue back and forth over the sensitive flesh and sending lovely little shivers of pleasure up her spine.

    Tim kissed her neck as Seth's lips neared her pussy. He kissed her cheek and eventually his lips found their way to hers. Tara closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and welcomed her boyfriend's tongue into her mouth. At that moment, Seth pushed his tongue into her pussy. She moaned, in part because something about the moment felt utterly perfect and in part because she wanted Seth to know that she loved that he was licking Tim's cum out of her.

    After sharing a particularly sensual kiss, Tim turned his attention to Seth, who had his eyes closed as his tongue probed Tara's pussy. She watched him too and she found such beauty in it. He was indulging in a full-throated pursuit of his fantasy, which seemed to provide Seth with a kind of pleasure he couldn't experience anywhere else.

    Tim had a smile on his face when he looked back at Tara. She returned his smile and he took her nipple into his mouth and gently sucked on it. She ran her fingers through his hair and once again felt like she being showered with pleasure by the two most important men in her life, a feeling she very much enjoyed.

    "Do you like that my husband is licking your cum out of me?" Tara asked, in part because she was curious and in part because she was quite certain Tim liked it. In fact, she was certain that that Tim loved it in the same way that he loved having another man's wife for his girlfriend. The idea that Tara regularly chose Tim to satisfy her sexual desires seemed to make him feel exceptionally good, and she liked making him feel good.

    "I do," Tim answered. "I don't know why, but I do."

    "Does it turn you on to know that you got to fuck me and cum inside me and that he's now between my legs happily licking your cum out of me?" she asked.

    Seth moaned, putting a smile on Tara's face, for her dirty talk with Tim wasn't just for her boyfriend's benefit. It was for her husband's, too, for Seth wouldn't have voluntarily crawled between her legs and put his tongue in her pussy if he wasn't turned on - and hugely so - at the idea.

    "It does turn me on," Tim said. "It makes me want to fuck you even more than I already do, Tara. I...I don't know why, but the idea that your husband is going to end up licking my cum out of you makes the idea of fucking you even hotter."

    Tara felt a desperate need to kiss her boyfriend. She leaned closer and his lips moved towards hers. They met and their tongues danced as he played with her breasts, manipulating her sensitive flesh with a level of expertise that left a wealth of desire rushing to her pussy.

    "Will you say a little longer?" Tara asked. "Will you fuck me again while my husband watches? Will you cum inside me again?" No more than a few minutes had passed since her orgasm and Tara's body was already flooded with desire, to the point that she could hear her voice quivering.

    "There's nothing I'd enjoy more than fucking you again, Tara," Tim replied.

    He kissed her neck as Tara looked down at Seth, whose tongue was still deep in her pussy. His nose rubbed against her clit as he worked to clean her and that small bit of friction brought with it a steady stream of pleasure, putting yet another bright, lusty smile on Tara's face.

    "Are you okay with that, baby?" Tara asked her husband. "Are you okay holding off on cumming until my boyfriend has fucked me again?"

    "Yes," Seth replied. That was all he said, though, for he seemed far too wrapped up in diving back into her pussy to utter another word.

    Tim's lips found their way to Tara's a moment later and she welcomed his tongue into her mouth once more. She sucked on it as her fingers danced through the hair on the back of his neck and he moaned, making sure she knew just how much he enjoyed her desire to offer him pleasure.

    "Seth, baby, roll onto your back," Tara said. "Let me sit on your face."

    Seth didn't need a second invitation. As Tara sat up, he rolled onto his back. She quickly moved into position, straddled his face, and sat down. She made sure to drop nice and low, too, letting Seth put his tongue deep inside her pussy to continue his blissful pursuit of licking Tim's cum out of her. She looked over her shoulder to see that his dick was still rock hard and smiled before turning to Tim.

    "Stand up," she said. "I wanna suck your cock while my husband licks your cum from my pussy."

    Tim stood and moved in front of Tara. She looked down at Seth, smiled, and then turned her attention to the half hard cock in front of her. She wrapped her fingers around the base, looked up at her boyfriend, and took him in her mouth. She sucked his cock slowly, almost as if she was making love to it with her mouth. She held Tim's gaze the entire time, too, and she felt a deep sense of connection with him that made offering a blowjob even more pleasurable.

    Tara sucked Tim's cock until he was stiff and slick with her saliva. All the while, Seth's tongue was buried in her pussy. It seemed that his desire to lick her after she'd been fucked and filled by her boyfriend was unquenchable, a notion that brought her a great deal of pleasure, for she knew that fucking Tim once more - an act that was entirely about the pursuit of her pleasure - would make Seth happy.

    "I want to ride you," Tara said once Tim was stiff with desire. She looked down at Seth and added, "You can stay in the bed if you'd like a close up view. You're welcome to move back to your chair, too. Whatever makes you happiest."

    Tara lifted her hips and Seth scooted out from under her pussy. He rolled onto his stomach and he remained halfway in the bed as Tim got on his back. Tara mounted her boyfriend, took his cock inside her, and looked over her shoulder to see her husband staring at the union of her pussy and Tim's stiffness. She loved that he was going to stay in the bed, that he'd chosen the better view over anything else.

    Tara turned her attention to her boyfriend and sank down to kiss him as she rode his cock slowly. Their tongues mingled as she thought of Seth staring at the sight of Tim's bare dick moving in and out of her slick pussy. She wondered if her husband was already dreaming of licking her pussy once more or if he was entirely caught up in the beauty of what he was staring at.

    Eventually, thoughts of Seth drifted from her mind as the pleasures of sex with her boyfriend overwhelmed Tara. Tim's cock felt so big inside her. He reached so deep into her pussy. She felt so connected with him, so overcome with that same desire to have his cum inside her. They fucked for quite some time, but eventually Tara could see that Tim was getting close to unleashing once more. He was going to cum inside her for a second time in the bed she shared with her husband, a notion that put her right over the top and into an orgasm that had her screaming.

    Tim joined her in climaxing, filling her pussy with his second load of the night while he reached up to play with her perky breasts. It added a little extra pleasure to her orgasm, causing her to roll her head towards the ceiling and unleash a long, low moan as the blissful satisfaction of a great orgasm slowly worked its way through her body.

    "That might have been better than the first orgasm," she said.

    "I know mine was," Tim replied.

    Tara leaned down and kissed him with a slow, intense, burning kind of passion. She was caught up in a haze of pleasure from the sex she'd just had and Tim was the man responsible for that haze, so he deserved all the affection she wanted to shower him with.

    Eventually, Tara sat up once more, lifted her pussy from Tim's cock, and spun around. Tim sat up and Tara happily sat between his legs, leaning her body against his. He put his arms around her and kissed her neck while she said, "Would you like to lick my pussy?"

    "Yes, more than anything," Seth admitted.

    Tara smiled as Tim tightened his grasp just a little, holding her tight with his arms just under her breasts. His chest felt warm pressed against her back and she felt so good in his arms as he showered her neck in kisses. She couldn't be entirely certain, but it seemed as though Seth found pleasure in the affection between his wife and her boyfriend, for he seemed utterly entranced as he watched.

    "Go ahead," Tara said with a smile. "You can lick his cum out of my pussy."

    Seth crawled forward and slipped his tongue inside her once more. Tara moaned and turned her head towards Tim. She offered a sweet, seductive smile and then his lips found hers for a deep kiss as she once again enjoyed being the center of attention for the two most important men in her life.

    It had been a spectacularly good night and Tara was certain there were many more like it in her future, which put a bright, blissful smile on her face.
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    "Thanks for doing this," Tara said to Lucy as they set off down the trail for what had become their weekly walk. "It's nice to have someone I can talk to about all of this stuff. Not that I have any complaints."

    "Honestly, you seem happier than ever," Lucy replied. "I wouldn't have guessed it when this all started, but having a boyfriend and a husband really seems to agree with you. I swear, you seem more confident, too. Your posture seems a little better. I'm pretty sure you wouldn't have dressed like that six months ago."

    Tara was dressed in a pair of black leggings with semi-sheer cutouts on both thighs and her stomach was exposed thanks to the rather skimpy top, which was little more than a stylish sports bra. Lucy was right, too. She wouldn't have dressed like that six months ago, but she was a different woman six months ago. Cuckolding her husband had changed things.

    "You're right. I am happier than ever, and I do feel more confident in my body," Tara said. "Seth's happier too."

    They walked in silence for a short spell and enjoyed the beauty of the greenery along the paved path before Lucy asked, "So, do you have a preference?"

    "A preference?" Tara replied as she looked over and saw a smile on Lucy's face.

    "Between your two men," she clarified. "I mean, I know you're married to Seth and you love him, but I mean sexually. Is one of your men better than the other? Is sex with one of them better?"

    "Oh, yeah, well, honestly, the sex is better with Tim," Tara answered. She felt a little guilty for saying it, but it was true. It might have been because the sex was still new and she and Tim were still getting to know each other in a lot of ways, but that didn't stop it from being the truth.

    "So, do you still have sex with Seth?" Lucy asked.

    Tara nodded. "Yeah. We do. And don't get me wrong, it's still good sex. Better than it was before I started dating Tim. So I'm not complaining. I'm having good sex all around. It's just that it's better - hotter, really - with Tim. Hotter for me, at least. I think Seth would say that he's having the best sex of his life, at least based on the quality of his orgasms."

    "It's kind of amazing, isn't it? You make a man's sexual fantasies come true and suddenly he's as happy as can be," Lucy noted.

    "Was it that way for Jay when you agreed to use a strapon on him?" Tara asked. "Would he say that was the best sex of his life?"

    Lucy nodded. "We've been doing it for years now and he still loves it. I like to surprise him now - just to keep things interesting - but when he knows it's going to happen he has this look of joy on his face. Last weekend I came out of the bedroom in the strapon and this red lace bra and panty set I'd bought. He was on the living room couch and I swear I've never seen such a happy man when I told him to come to the bedroom so I could fuck his ass."

    Tara felt a deep sense of gratitude for her friend. Lucy was the only person - outside of her two men - in her life that she could be totally honest with, and there was something truly wonderful about having a friend like that. "I haven't mentioned this yet, but Seth really, really likes to go down on me after I've had sex with Tim."

    "Really?" Lucy asked.

    "Yes, and, Tim and I don't use protection anymore," Tara added.

    Lucy's eyes went wide. "So...does Seth actually, is he actually..."

    "Licking Tim's cum out of me?" Tara finished her friend's question. "Yes, he is. And he loves it. Like, he absolutely loves it. I'm not sure there's anything that has ever turned him on quite the way he gets turned on when he licks Tim's cum out of me."

    "How do you feel about it?" Lucy asked.

    Tara couldn't help but smile. "I know it's kind of weird, but I like it. I think I really just like that Seth is so turned on by it, but I do like it. If I go to Tim's place and then come back to Seth, I actually have a pretty great orgasm while he's going down on me. If he goes down on me right after Tim and I have had sex, it's just kind of beautiful to have my boyfriend next to me and my husband between my legs."

    "Wow," Lucy said with a look of wonder on her face. "That's, well, I guess it's kind of amazing, honestly. All three of you are happy - really happy, even - and what more could you want out of life?"

    "Did Jay share everything about his fantasy at first?" Tara asked. "I mean, obviously he told you he wanted you to fuck him with a strapon, but were there any specifics he held back?"

    "Absolutely," Lucy answered. "I think he was nervous about sharing everything, and understandably so. What if I'd thought it was the strangest thing I'd ever heard, or thought it was disgusting or something like that. If he'd shared everything and I reacted badly, it probably would have damaged our marriage, to be honest. Why do you ask?"

    Tara took a moment to consider her answer and said, "Well, so, I had no idea that Seth was so turned on at the notion of going down on me after I'd been with Tim. He didn't say anything about it. One night he just asked if he could. I had no idea he wanted to lick Tim's cum out of me. So, I can't help but wonder if there's other stuff that would really turn him on that he's not sharing with me."

    Lucy laughed.

    "What?" Tara asked.

    "You're amazing, Tara," her friend said. "Your husband is as happy as he's ever been and yet you're searching for how to make him happier. I don't think Seth realizes just how lucky he is that he's married to you, because I'm not sure there's a woman on the planet that's willing to work so hard to make her husband happy."

    Tara never really thought of it as working to make Seth happy. It just came naturally to her. She thought so highly of him as a husband and a man that she wanted to go above and beyond to make him happy.

    "You're probably right, though," Lucy said. "He's probably holding back. Like I said, Jay was."

    "How was he holding back?" Tara asked. "You don't have to share, obviously, but if you're willing."

    "At first, we'd have missionary style sex," Lucy explained. "He was on his back, I was between his legs, and it felt like I was making love to him with the strapon. He enjoyed that - and I did too, actually - and he still does enjoy that, but there were other elements to his fantasy. It took a few months, but eventually he shared that he wanted me to take him from behind and that it would really turn him on if I talked dirty while I did it."

    Tara couldn't help but imagine Jay on his hands and knees with Lucy fucking him from behind. It was quite the image and it put a smile on her face. "What kind of dirty talk?" Lucy paused and Tara turned to see a hesitant look on her friend's face. "You don't have to say. I promise I won't think any less of Jay, though. Believe me, I understand that sometimes a man has an unusual fantasy."

    "He wanted me to be aggressive," Lucy said. "To call him names. He wanted it to feel like I was more in control, like I was dominating him. He liked the sense of power exchange. I can still remember how much he enjoyed it the first time I called him a slut while I was fucking him from behind. It was like I'd said the magic word. I ran with it from there."

    "Do you think Jay understands how lucky he is to be married to a woman like you?" Tara asked.

    Lucy smiled and nodded. "He absolutely does. He goes above and beyond to meet my every need if at all possible. Like I said, making your man's sexual fantasies come true is kind of like having a super power as a woman. I know some women find it exhausting or annoying to have to do so, but I'm the opposite. I love that Jay has fantasies that I can turn into reality. I love that he's so kinky. I love that I can make him cum so hard that he can't help but feel utterly devoted to my happiness afterwards."

    "I feel the same way," Tara said as she wondered if there really was something that Seth was still hiding, or perhaps some undiscovered pleasure that he didn't yet know he wanted to experience. She couldn't help but want to help unearth that pleasure for him, just like Lucy had shown Jay an even deeper level of sexual satisfaction.

    ---

    "Hey, can I come over?" Tara asked Tim the moment he picked up the phone.

    "Yeah, absolutely," he said.

    Tara looked at herself in the rearview mirror and frowned a little. "I was just out for a walk with my friend. I'm a little sweaty. I'm not really made up. I want you, though."

    "I want you too," Tim replied. "I want you all the time, Tara. I don't really care that you're not made up, or that you're a little sweaty. You're gorgeous no matter what, and I want you no matter what."

    Tara smiled. He knew just what to say. "I'm on my way. I'll be there soon."

    "See you soon," Tim replied.

    Tara hung up and pulled out of the parking lot. She'd planned on going home after her walk with Lucy, but she'd spent so much time talking about Tim that she felt a deep need to get fucked. She needed to tell Seth, though.

    "Siri, call Seth," Tara said.

    "Hey, babe," he said after answering. "How was the walk? How's Lucy?"

    "Good," she replied. "We talked about you, and about Tim, and I ended up getting kind of turned on, so I'm going to his place instead of coming home. Is that okay with you?"

    "Of course," Seth said. "You're free to fuck your boyfriend whenever you want."

    Tara was in the mood to have a little fun while she drove to Tim's, so she thought she'd try and tease her husband a little bit. "I was thinking it might be fun to let you decide what I do with Tim. So, let's start with this. Should I suck his cock before he fucks me?"

    Seth was silent for a few seconds, but Tara could hear his breathing and she was almost certain he was turned on. "Yeah...yes, you should suck your boyfriend's cock before he fucks you. In fact, you should do it as soon as you get in the house. Don't wait until you get to the bedroom. Show him how badly you want him as soon as you're inside."

    "Mmm, naughty boy," Tara replied as she felt a delightful tingling between her legs. "You know I really enjoy sucking Tim's cock. I enjoy how he moans when he's in my mouth, how good he tastes, how the head swells up when I suck him really hard, how he moans even louder when I play with his balls while I'm giving him head. Do you like that, Seth? Do you like that your wife enjoys sucking her boyfriend's cock so much?"

    "Yes...fuck, Tara, I really like that, I love that, in fact," he said.

    "Should I suck his balls, Seth?" Tara asked. She was really getting into it now. She could feel the wetness between her legs as she teased her husband. "Should I suck on my boyfriend's big balls while I look up into his eyes and stroke his gorgeous cock?"

    "Yes...holy shit...yes, Tara, you should do that," Seth said. "You should suck his balls while you play with his cock. You should make him feel good."

    "I will, baby," Tara replied. "I'll make him feel so good. I'll make sure he knows just how good he makes me feel by giving him every bit of pleasure he deserves."

    "I'm so hard," Seth said. "You've made me so fucking hard."

    Tara smiled. "How do you want him to fuck me, Seth? After I've given him my mouth and made him feel so good, how do you want my boyfriend to fuck my pussy?"

    Seth moaned. He didn't say anything for a few seconds and Tara imagined the joyfully aroused look on his face as he considered how he wanted his cuckolding to unfold. "From behind," he finally said. "Have him fuck you from behind. Have him fuck you hard, too. Have him pound you. Tell him how good his big cock feels inside you."

    "Mmm, I like the sound of that, baby," Tara replied. "His cock always reaches so deep inside me when he takes me doggystyle."

    Seth moaned. Tara wasn't sure what in particular turned him on, but she loved that all it took was dirty talk to arouse him.

    "What if you were there, Seth?" she said. "What if you were there with me and watching? What would you be doing while my boyfriend pounded my pussy from behind?"

    "I'd...I'd kiss you. I'd want to kiss you. I'd want to be right there, looking into your eyes and kissing you. I'd want you to moan into my mouth while he fucked you so hard. I'd want to touch you, to play with your perfect breasts, to try and turn you on a little more as your boyfriend fucked you," Seth said.

    Tara loved that Seth was so eager to talk. They were exploring his fantasies, and while he hadn't yet revealed anything she didn't already know, she imagined she could get him to divulge his deepest fantasies in future sessions just like this one, perhaps while she was with him and she could play with his cock and drive him mad with desire.

    "I'd love that," Tara said. "Kissing my husband as my boyfriend fucks me doggystyle. Sucking on your tongue while his cock stretches out my tight married pussy. Moaning into your mouth while I feel his balls slapping against me with every thrust."

    Seth didn't say anything. He just moaned, and Tara was almost certain she heard him rubbing his cock through his pants.

    "Where should he cum, Seth?" Tara asked. "Should he cum in my pussy so I can come home to you and let you lick it out of me?"

    "Yes, please!" Seth said with genuine, wild desperation in his voice.

    "And if you were there with me?" she asked. "If you were watching, kissing me, and playing with my tits while he fucked me? Would you still want him to cum inside me?"

    "I'd...actually, it would be really hot if he pulled out and came on your ass," Seth said.

    Tara smiled. "And why is that?"

    "Because it would be really hot to lick his cum off your ass," he admitted. "And...and off your asshole...if that's not too weird."

    "Not at all, baby," Tara replied. "Honestly, there's nothing about your fantasies that I find weird. It's all wonderful, and if you want Tim to cum all over my ass so you can lick it up - even off my asshole - then we should do that someday. Tim will have given me what I need - a good fucking that makes me cum hard - so why shouldn't you get what you need? Why shouldn't my husband get to watch another man fuck me doggystyle and then clean up that other man's cum the way he wants to?"

    "Tara...you're incredible," Seth said. "You're amazing in every way. You really are."

    Tara smiled. "You're a better husband than you give yourself credit for being, Seth, and you deserve to have your wildest fantasies come true, even if you think they're too wild for me to hear."

    He was silent for a few seconds before saying, "Thank you, Tara."

    "I'm just about to Tim's," she said. "I'm going to do everything you wanted me to do, Seth. I'm going to suck his cock as soon as I get in the house. I'm going to look up into his eyes as I suck on his big balls. I'm going to let him fuck me doggystyle and I'm going to tell him to pound my married pussy hard before he cums inside me. Then I'm going to come home to my husband and I'm going to let you eat his cum out of me. Will that make you happy, Seth?"

    "It will make me the happiest man in the world," he replied.

    Tara pulled into Tim's driveway and said, "Then I'll see you soon."

    She hung up, got out of the car, and headed for Tim's front door. Her pussy was gushing with desire and she intended on doing precisely what Seth wanted. She was confident her boyfriend would enjoy himself, which meant both men in her life would be utterly enthralled with Tara, and that was exactly how she wanted it.
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    Tara looked into her husband's eyes and smiled. Seth seemed like he was lost in pleasure, as he almost always looked when he witnessed her and Tim fucking.

    On this particular Saturday night, Seth was on his knees by the side of the bed - the bed he and Tara shared - and she was on her hands and knees with Tim taking her doggystyle. Tara found it hugely erotic to stare into her husband's eyes as Tim fucked her, mostly because Seth seemed to find even more pleasure in it, like she'd offered him the most wondrous gift a man could possibly receive by letting him watch.

    "It turns you on to watch like this, doesn't it?" she asked.

    Seth nodded. "I can see it on your face and in your eyes. I can see how good it feels to have your boyfriend's cock inside you."

    Tara smiled and moaned as Tim fucked her a little harder, seemingly spurred on by her husband's commentary. "I do love his cock," she said. "I love how big it is, how hard it is, and how deep inside me he is, Seth." Tara reached out and took her husband's hand. He pulled him closer and they shared a kiss. She moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced while Tim continued his relentless assault on her pussy from behind. "I love that you're so turned on, too."

    "I am," Seth replied softly before reaching out and taking one of her breasts in his hand. His fingers found her nipple and he worked it with such skill that Tara felt an electric shock of pleasure rush down her stomach and between her legs. Each of Tim's thrusts seemed to bring even more pleasure with Seth fondling her breasts and she couldn't help but kiss her husband again, this time with even greater fervor.

    "Seth, baby, do you want Tim to cum on my ass?" Tara asked. "Do you want to clean his cum off my ass?"

    Seth's eyes went wide and Tara saw the desire, and perhaps a touch of appreciation that she'd remembered the conversation they had. "Yes, Tara...fuck, yes, I want that," he replied. "I want to clean your boyfriend's cum off your ass."

    Tara smiled. Seth loved using the word boyfriend. He loved when she used it, too. There was no question in her mind that it turned him on that his wife was dating another man, that she had a boyfriend. And it seemed that he was exceedingly aroused at the idea of cleaning her boyfriend's cum from her ass, and Tara wasn't going to deny her husband something that offered him such pleasure.

    She reached down to rub her clit as Seth continued to play with her tits and Tim continued to fuck her slippery pussy. She moaned and Seth's lips found their way to hers. They shared a kiss as Tim fucked her faster, signaling he was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "Tim, baby, cum on my ass when you're ready," Tara said as she looked back at her boyfriend. "Pull out and cum all over my ass so my husband can clean it up."

    Tim seemed to like that - the smile on his face certainly indicated her found pleasure in cumming on the ass of another man's wife - but it was Seth who found it truly thrilling. He moaned like he was on the verge of an orgasm, like Tara had said the magic words that provided him with the arousal to push him right to the edge of his climax despite the fact that he wasn't even touching his cock.

    After a short spell of furious, hard, fast thrusts, Tim pulled out and stroked his cock. Tara looked back just in time to see his load erupt, spraying her soft, round, smooth ass cheeks quite nicely. Tim even took care to spread the cumshots around, ensuring that Seth would get a chance to clean both of Tara's ass cheeks and even a little down the crack of her ass.

    "Fuck," Tim said with a smile on his face. "God damn I love your pussy."

    "And I love your cock," Tara replied. She hadn't cum, but that was on purpose. She could have gotten there, but she wanted to do it while Seth was cleaning her ass. She wanted to make it just a little hotter for him. "Seth, baby, clean my ass."

    Seth shot up and crawled into the bed as Tim piled a few pillows against the headboard and took a seat. It seemed that he wanted to stay for the show, and Tara had no problem with that.

    "Does it look good, baby?" she asked. "Does my ass look good covered in my boyfriend's cum?"

    "It looks beautiful," Seth said as he stared at her messy ass cheeks with wonder in his eyes. He ran his fingers down the backs of her thighs and over her calves, offering Tara a bit of relaxing pleasure before bending over and running his tongue through the cum on one of her ass cheeks. He moaned while doing it and Tara did too. She rubbed her clit and watched her husband enjoy the incredible thrill of eating another man's cum from her ass.

    "Does it taste good?" she asked. "Does my boyfriend's cum taste good?"

    Seth arched his back a little and moaned. Tara was almost certain she'd managed to send a shockwave of lust through him with that simple, dirty question. She thought of her friend Lucy and how she'd given her husband extra pleasure by working dirty talk into their strapon play. It seemed that Lucy had been onto something, that a bit of dirty talk was a really good way to help a kinky man really experience the pleasure of the thing that drove him wild with lust.

    "I do like the taste," Seth answered. "I know that's so weird, but I do."

    "It's not weird, baby," Tara replied with a smile. "It's not weird at all. I love that you like the taste. I love that you want to clean his cum off of me. I love that your dick is so hard right now."

    Seth returned to her ass with vigor, sucking most of the cum off one of her ass cheeks and swallowing. Tara rubbed her clit furiously and moaned at the pleasure reverberating through her body. She looked at Tim and saw a big smile on his face as he watched Seth clean up. It seemed that Tara's boyfriend was thoroughly enjoying the unique threesome they'd arranged.

    "Do you like seeing him lick your cum off of me?" Tara asked.

    "I do," Tim said with a nod. "Honestly, though, I've always liked this part of our relationship. I loved taking those pictures of my cock inside you, or resting on your pussy. I loved that you would send them to your husband. I love that you still do it from time to time. I love that he finds it such a turn on to lick my cum out of you, and I absolutely love that he wants to lick it off of you too. And, it's really fucking hot to watch."

    Seth's happiness was the thing Tara cared about more than any other, but Tim's happiness was a close second, so the fact that he was thoroughly enjoying the show - the fact that he found it genuinely hot - made the whole night so much more satisfying.

    "I wonder if he'd like to clean your cum off of another part of my body," Tara said as Seth moved to her other ass cheek and began to suck up more of her boyfriend's cum. "Maybe my husband would enjoy lovingly licking and sucking my boyfriend's cum off my tits?"

    Seth's moan signaled his approval of that idea and Tim's smile did the same. "I suppose we should try that some time," Tim said.

    "We should try that tonight," Tara replied. "We could all have a glass of wine after this. You and I could snuggle up on the couch. We could make out and watch a little TV, and then I could pull out that beautiful cock of yours, get on my knees, and give you head until you were ready to cum. I could stroke your big, beautiful cock against my tits. I could even let you tit fuck me a little. Then I could make you erupt all over my breasts. I could make you coat my soft, pale flesh with your seed. I could make you cover my nipples with your cum, and then I could invite my husband to make love to my breasts with his mouth, to worship them while he does what seems to provide him with such intense pleasure."

    "Holy shit," Seth said as he popped up to his knees. "Tara, you have to do that. I would love it if you did that."

    She laughed softy. "I know you would, baby. And I'm sure my boyfriend would be more than happy to get his cock sucked by his girlfriend. He might even enjoy it more if you were there watching me suck his cock."

    "I think I would," Tim said. "I mean, I'd enjoy it either way, but I think it would be really hot to have your husband watch as you blow me in your living room."

    "Then it's settled," Tara replied. "I'm going to suck your cock, you're going to cum on my tits, and Seth is going to clean up your cum."

    Seth and Tim looked about as happy as two men could, which was all it took for Tara to feel true joy.

    "First, though, I can feel his cum on my asshole, Seth," she said. "And I'd really enjoy feeling your tongue there too. Will you do that for me? Will you lick my boyfriend's cum from my asshole?"

    Seth bent over, spread her ass cheeks - which were still shiny with a mixture of cum and saliva - and buried his face between them. Tara's eyes went wide the moment her husband's tongue found her asshole and she moaned, both from the surprise of it and because it felt really fucking good.

    "Does that feel good?" Tim asked.

    "It really does," Tara answered as her finger danced over her clit. "Really fucking good. Oh...fuck...Seth, baby, clean up that cum. Clean it off my asshole. Lick my boyfriend's cum off my asshole."

    Seth seemed just as lost in his desire as Tara was and he pushed her hand out of the way and took over her rubbing her clit as he rimmed her. His finger felt better than hers had - it was always better when someone else made her cum - and Tara gripped the bed sheets with two hands and felt the beginnings of her orgasm unfolding between her legs.

    "Seth, baby, I'm close," she said. "Please, keep playing with my pussy. Keep playing with my pussy as you eat his cum off my asshole. Fuck, baby, fuck, lick my asshole and make me cum!"

    Tara closed her eyes, arched her back, and let out a long, low moan that turned into something of a scream as she climaxed. The orgasm rippled through her in the best way possible and her head fell onto the bed to ensure her balance as it became increasingly difficult to control her body while she came.

    "Holy shit," she said softly.

    Seth's tongue continued to dance over her asshole and it still felt good, even after her orgasm. He probed just a little bit past the ring a few times - pushing some of the leftover cum and his saliva into her asshole - and even that felt good.

    Tara would have been happy to let Seth worship her ass for a few hours, but he knew better than to be that selfish. He sat back on his knees after a few minutes of unyielding post-orgasmic ass eating and said, "Thank you for letting me do that. That was really fucking hot."

    Tara sat up, spun around, and crawled towards her husband. She kissed him as her fingers found his cock for a little bit of stroking. "You're welcome," she said as faint taste of Tim's cum filled her mouth. "Do you want to cum now, or do you want to wait until after Tim has cum on my tits?"

    "I'll wait," Seth said.

    Tara smiled. "Well then, what do you say we get cleaned up, put on some clothes, and pour ourselves a glass of wine so we can get started with the next part of this naughty Saturday night?"

    "Sounds like a plan," Seth replied.

    He backed out of the bed and Tara turned towards Tim and crawled between his legs. His cock was still half hard and she wrapped her fingers around it, smiled, and said, "Thank you for being willing to help make my husband's fantasies come true."

    "No thanks necessary," Tim replied. "Believe me. You're making my fantasies come true, too."

    Tara smiled and then dropped her head into his lap and took his cock in her mouth. She closed her eyes and for a short spell she made love to his dick with her mouth. She sucked slowly and sensually, swirling her tongue around the plump head while stroking the shaft. Tim got harder as she sucked and he moaned and ran his fingers down her back.

    Much to Tara's delight, sucking his dick turned her on. She liked giving her boyfriend pleasure. She liked knowing that her husband was almost certainly watching as she did so. She liked knowing that she was going to spend quite a bit of time giving her boyfriend pleasure that night.

    "I'm going to give you the best blowjob of your life," Tara said when she looked up at Tim. She was determined to do so, too. She was going to make it a great blowjob. She was going to make love to his cock and then he was going to spray a nice big load on her tits so Seth could take his time cleaning it off her. She was going to make it a great night for both of the men in her life, and in doing so she was going to ensure it was a great night for her.
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    "Is it weird that I kind of wish we were driving to Tim's house?" Seth whispered in the backseat of their Uber.

    They were on their way home from a lovely, rather luxurious dinner that included a shared bottle of wine and a glass of champagne with dessert, so they were both somewhere between delightfully buzzed and drunk.

    Tara glanced at the driver - who paid them no attention - and leaned over to give her husband a kiss on the cheek. "Not at all," she replied softly. "If he wasn't out of town for the weekend I think I would have suggested we go to his place. It might just be the effect of the alcohol, but I would definitely enjoy spending a little time in my boyfriend's bed."

    Seth reached over and ran his fingers over her thighs, traveling under the hem of Tara's dress and sending electric waves of pleasure straight to her pussy. She was tempted to launch into a full-on makeout session with her husband, but that could wait until they got home.

    "Would you let me watch if we went to his place?" Seth whispered.

    "Of course I would," she replied. "I know how much you like watching me have sex with my boyfriend."

    Seth's fingers moved up her thigh and when he discovered that Tara hadn't worn panties - a purposefully naughty decision on her part - his eyes went wide. She knew it was a bit risky - and rude, really - to let him finger her in the back of someone else's car, but Tara was just drunk enough not to care. After all, it felt exceptionally good to have her husband's fingers in her pussy while she thought of having sex with her boyfriend.

    "I love watching," Seth admitted. "God, Tara, I can't even tell you how much I love watching."

    Tara threw caution to the wind and leaned over to kiss Seth. His fingers probed deeper into her pussy as she opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue. Seth slipped two fingers inside her and worked Tara's clit with a third, offering a wealth of pleasure with little effort.

    "Mmm, I really wish Tim hadn't gone out of town," Tara whispered, though she had a moment of regret as she worried that she'd hurt Seth's feelings. He moaned, though. Loud enough that the driver absolutely heard him, too. He fingered her pussy faster and the sounds of wetness filled the car. It seemed that his feelings weren't hurt. If anything, her comment had thoroughly aroused him.

    "Here we are," the driver said as he pulled up to their house.

    Tara couldn't believe they were already home, though she was thankful because being home meant that she was that much closer to having the orgasm she'd come to desperately crave as Seth turned her on.

    "Thank you," Seth said as he got out of the car. "Have a good night."

    Tara found her way to her husband and took his hand as they headed for the front door. "Make sure you tip him well," she said. "There's a chance I left a wet spot on his seat."

    Seth laughed and unlocked the house. "You were really wet."

    Tara massaged his cock through his pants and kissed his neck. She moaned - this time loudly, for she no longer had to worry about the driver hearing - and said, "I get awfully wet when I think about my boyfriend's big cock."

    Seth offered a moan in return and she could feel that his dick was remarkably stiff. He too got turned on when he thought about Tim's cock, though of course he thought about it differently than Tara did.

    They stepped into the house and the moment Seth shut the door she unzipped his pants, pulled him out, and stroked him slowly. Tara kissed his neck and nibbled on his earlobe before whispering, "Are you disappointed that you won't get to clean Tim's cum out of me this weekend?"

    "Oh...fuck...yes, Tara, I wish Tim was here so he could cum inside you, so he could fill your pussy with his hot load. I wish I could crawl between your legs and lick his cum out of you," Seth admitted.

    He spun her around, lifted the bottom of her dress, and kissed Tara's neck while slipping two fingers into her pussy. She moaned as his stiff cock pressed into her ass, soaking her skin in his precum.

    "I love you wet you are, Tara," Seth said.

    "You're quite wet yourself," she replied. "Your cock has made a wonderful mess on my ass."

    Seth stepped back to admire the slippery coating of precum he'd left on her ass and Tara looked over her shoulder, held up the back of her dress, and said, "Maybe you should clean it off with your tongue?"

    He dropped to his knees immediately and ravenously licked his precum from her ass. Tara put a hand on the back of his head, bent over a little, and moaned at her husband's wild desire. He kissed his way towards her asshole and Tara bent over a little more so her cheeks would spread open and give Seth access to what he craved.

    The moment his tongue reached her asshole Tara moaned. She thought of how Seth had cleaned Tim's cum from her anus a few weeks back and how arousing she'd found it. Her asshole wasn't covered in cum at the moment, but his tongue still felt exceptionally good, so much so that Tara couldn't help but play with her pussy while her husband devoured her backside.

    "Let's go to the bedroom," Seth said as he stood and took Tara's hand.

    She followed her husband to their bedroom and they stripped while kissing and groping each other. Seth surprised Tara - in the best way possible - by picking her up like she weighed nothing at all and setting her in the bed. He kissed her neck and slowly worked his way down her body, offering a wealth of attention to her breasts and her stiff nipples before his lips danced across her stomach, into her pubic hair, and over her inner thighs.

    "Your pussy is so beautiful," Seth said before planting a handful of soft kisses on her labia. "And you're so wet."

    Tara reached down and ran her fingers through her husband's hair as she smiled at him. "You turn me on, Seth," she said. "The way you kiss me. The way you touch me. The way you desire me. The way you want me to desire my boyfriend."

    Seth held her gaze as he kissed her pussy. His tongue slipped inside for a moment and then he dragged it up to her clit and slowly moved back and forth over her engorged sex organ, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. "I do love that you desire him, Tara. I love that you crave your boyfriend, that he manages to make you cum so hard. I love that my fantasy has been able to satisfy both of us."

    "Your fantasy has proven so much more exciting - and satisfying - than I ever imagined, Seth. I...well, to be honest, I feel like I'm going to want to do this long term. I'm going to want another boyfriend after Tim and I have run our course. I don't know, but I think it's possible I'm always going to want a boyfriend and a husband. Do you think you could handle that? Do you think you'd be okay with your wife having lots of boyfriends over the course of our marriage?"

    "I can't think of anything I'd enjoy more than that," he said. "I find the whole thing so exciting, Tara. I love seeing you get ready to go on dates. I actually love seeing you develop a connection with your boyfriend. I love seeing how your relationship advances, how you get closer to him, how there are times when you're genuinely desperate to be with him."

    "I do feel a little desperate tonight," Tara noted. "I hope that's okay."

    Seth kissed her pussy and gently massaged her throbbing clit with his tongue as Tara closed her eyes and moaned. Tim popped into her head as she did and she pictured him sliding into her missionary style and fucking her with long, deep thrusts. She could almost feel his impressively big cock stretching her out and filling her in that remarkable manner that always made her tingle with pleasure.

    "I love that you want him so badly, Tara," Seth said as he slipped two fingers into her pussy. "I really do. It's just...it's perfect for me. Sometimes I worry that it might be a little weird that I'm so eager for you to have a boyfriend and have so much great sex with that boyfriend, but I really do crave it in this intense kind of way."

    "I love your fantasy, Seth," Tara replied with a smile. "I love that you have such a strong, distinct fantasy. I love every part of it. I really do."

    Seth sucked on her clit a little and Tara's toes curled from the intense pleasure of it, to the point that she had a moment of disappointment when he pulled away. Tara thought Seth might slip his cock inside her and fuck her - which would have been a wonderful outcome - but instead he crawled towards her nightstand and pulled out her vibrator.

    "Would it be okay if I used this on you?" Seth asked.

    "Of course," Tara replied with a smile.

    He moved between her legs once more, turned on the vibrator, and held it against her clit while kissing her thighs. Tara closed her eyes and arched her back as pleasure emanated outwards from her pussy. She grasped her breasts and squeezed them tight and then Seth pulled the toy away. She looked down to see a smile on his face. It seemed that he was teasing her, and that he was having quite a lot of fun doing so.

    "You look so beautiful," Seth said.

    Tara laughed softly. "You really think so?"

    He nodded. "You do. When you're in this state - when you're wet and horny and a little bit desperate - you look particularly beautiful."

    Seth slid the toy - which was still vibrating - into Tara's pussy and rubbed her clit with his thumb. She held his gaze - there was something powerfully arousing about looking into his eyes while he pleasured her - and moaned. She took her breasts in her hands and squeezed the perky flesh aggressively, and as she did Tara imagined Tim's hands as being the ones to touch her. She imagined his cock inside her, and his pelvis slamming into her clit and generating that blissful pleasure she currently felt.

    "Seth...I'm thinking about him," she said. "I'm thinking about Tim fucking me, and playing with my tits, and kissing my neck, and making me feel so good. I'm thinking about my boyfriend being deep in my pussy."

    "I'm thinking of the same thing," Seth replied as he fucked her a little faster with the toy. "And it's so hot, Tara. I'd love to be this close, honestly. To see him stretching your pussy lips from just a few inches away. To hear the sounds of his cock sliding in and out of you. To see how wet and enflamed you'd be for him."

    Tara pulled on her nipples and her toes curled from the sheer pleasure of her husband's slow, sensual stimulation of her pussy. She whimpered a little when he pulled the toy from her pussy and looked down to see Seth holding it up. He'd turned off the vibrations and Tara could see that she'd coated the toy with sticky white fluid, a surefire sign of her overwhelming lust.

    "Wow," Seth said as he admired the toy. "That's...that's beautiful."

    Tara saw a look of lust on her husband's face as he stared at the dildo and the mess her pussy had left on it. She decided to take a risk. "Why don't you suck it clean?" she suggested.

    Seth looked at her, but there was no fear or disgust in his eyes. There was only lust. He didn't say a word - perhaps he was nervous about the implications of sucking on a phallic toy fresh from her pussy - but Tara didn't care about that. She wanted Seth to experience every bit of pleasure he craved. To her, he deserved that pleasure because he was a spectacularly good husband.

    "Do it," she said. "Suck all of my pussy juices off that toy. Take it in your mouth, Seth. Suck it clean for me."

    Tara saw pure excitement on Seth's face as he wrapped his lips around the toy and took it in his mouth. He closed his eyes and sucked it clean while unleashing a long, low moan.

    "Does my pussy taste good?" Tara asked.

    Seth nodded.

    "Does it feel good to suck that toy clean after it's been in my tight, wet pussy?" she asked.

    Seth nodded again, but this time he moaned too.

    Tara wondered if she'd discovered yet another avenue of her husband's fantasy. It was quite a leap to go from sucking on a toy to sucking on her boyfriend's cock, but Tara couldn't help but want to try and explore, for she was fairly certain that Seth would never willingly confess to a desire to go down a bisexual path.

    "Seth, baby, come here," Tara said as she beckoned him to cuddle up next to her. Seth pulled the toy from his mouth and happily crawled next to her. They shared a soft kiss before Tara whispered, "Put the toy back inside me. Fuck me with it, Seth."

    The toy slipped inside her once more and their lips met for a passionate kiss as Seth fucked her. The vibrator was nowhere near as thick as Tim's cock, but it still felt exceptionally good moving in and out of her pussy, especially since Seth's fingers brushed against her clit every time he pumped the toy into her pussy.

    "Pull it out," Tara said softly. "Let me see the mess I made on it."

    Seth pulled the toy from her pussy and showed that it was, once again, coated in a thick white cream. Tara's pussy didn't usually produce that kind of cream, so she knew she was spectacularly aroused.

    "That turns you on, doesn't it?" she asked. "The sight of that toy - of that cock-shaped toy - covered in thick white cream from my pussy."

    "Yes, it does," Seth admitted as he stared at the dildo.

    Tara kissed his neck, ran her tongue over his flesh, and said, "I liked watching you suck it clean, Seth. I liked watching you suck that beautiful cock-shaped toy clean. I liked watching you suck my creamy juices off of it."

    Seth's eyes were alive with lust as he brought the toy to his lips.

    "Suck it clean for me," Tara said softly as she grabbed her husband's cock and stroked him.

    Seth took the cream-covered toy into his mouth. He closed his eyes and he sucked it clean while Tara stroked his cock. He moaned and she kissed his neck and nibbled on his earlobe once more.

    "Suck his cock clean for me," Tara whispered.

    Seth moaned, but it wasn't like the other moans. It was louder and deeper and a little bit wild-sounding. His cock surged in her hand, to the point that Tara stopped stroking him because she wanted to draw out his orgasm.

    "Put it back inside me," she said.

    Seth pulled the dildo from between his lips and slipped it back into her pussy. She kissed him and their tongues danced as she tasted a little of her pussy.

    "Mmm, I taste good," she noted.

    "Yes, you do," Seth replied with a smile.

    "And do you like sucking the toy with my pussy cream on it, Seth?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "You like sucking on that beautiful cock after it's been in my pussy?" she asked.

    Seth's eyes lit up with lust and joy as he nodded once more.

    "You like sucking cock after it's been in my pussy?" she asked.

    "Fuck...Tara...yes," Seth said, and it wasn't just lust she saw in his eyes. It was love. The kind of love he always seemed to feel when she nourished the part of him that couldn't help but indulge in fantasies most wives might find off-putting.

    "Suck his cock clean, Seth," Tara said. "Pull him out of my pussy and suck him clean."

    Seth pulled the toy from her pussy and immediately put it in his mouth. He sucked it clean, doing so ravenously and taking most of the length into his mouth. He'd fully cut loose, shedding any apprehension he had about sucking on a cock-shaped toy fresh out of her pussy.

    Tara wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked Seth swiftly. "I love watching you suck cock for me," she said. "I love seeing his beautiful dick in your mouth. I love seeing you suck him clean for me, Seth."

    Seth's lips clamped down around the dildo and he closed his eyes. His cock pulsed in Tara's hand and a moment later it erupted, spilling cum onto her thigh, stomach, and into her pubic hair as Seth writhed in the bed next to her.

    Tara felt a deep sense of happiness as she was certain she'd uncovered another layer of her husband's fantasy, and one that he almost certainly hadn't planned on sharing with her. She understood that - a bisexual fantasy was one that most married men wouldn't share - but she had no problem with it.

    "Thank you, Tara," Seth said as he rested his head on her chest.

    "You're welcome, Seth," she replied. "I love you more than anything, and you deserve every bit of happiness - and sexual pleasure - you crave."

    He lifted his head, smiled at her, and said, "I'm not sure I deserve a wife as wonderful as you."

    She chuckled softly. "You do, Seth, and if you want to explore this particular part of your fantasy in a way that's a little more real, just let me know. I'd be more than happy to make that happen for you."

    Seth smiled, kissed her, and then moved between Tara's legs. "Can I make you cum?" he asked.

    "Of course you can," Tara replied. "Maybe you can make me cum more than once."

    "It would be my pleasure," he said.

    Tara knew it would be, and she knew she'd thoroughly enjoy every minute of the rest of her evening, as it was certain to be filled with pleasure.

  
    Love and Cuckolding - Part 18

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "I talked to Tim," Tara said as she pulled on one of the lace top stockings she'd selected for a night with her boyfriend.

    "About what?" Seth asked as he watched the nylon slowly encase her leg with an enraptured look on his face.

    Tara ran her fingers over the delicate lace and the soft, smooth nylon before looking up at her husband, smiling, and saying, "About your fantasy."

    A panicked look crossed Seth's face and his lips tightened. "Do you mean..." he said before trailing off.

    Tara picked up her second stocking, sat on the edge of the bed, and placed her foot inside it. She slowly pulled it up her leg, once again drawing Seth's gaze to the sight of the nylon encasing her thigh. "I talked to him about your desire to have him in your mouth," she said softly, "especially after he's been inside me."

    There was a hint of excitement in Seth's voice as he asked, "What...what did you say to him?"

    Tara smiled, stood, and walked towards the floor length mirror that hung on the back of the closet door. She stepped into the strappy black high heels she'd set out and turned from side to side to admire her body. The stockings were all she had on at the moment and she was quite pleased with how she looked, especially since she was likely to spend most of her night in that exact state.

    "I told him that you were turned on by the idea of sucking his cock after he'd been inside me," she explained before turning and looking at her husband, who looked both aroused and nervous. She slowly walked towards Seth, letting him drink in the sight of her nearly naked body as she did.

    Tara moved behind her husband, kissed his neck, and reached around to remove his pants and push his underwear down so she could wrap her delicate fingers around his cock. "You seem nervous, but you don't need to be. I know this desire - this fantasy - is a little scary. I know that you probably weren't going to share it with me, and that's okay. But I know about it now, and I love that you shared it with me, Seth. I love that you got so turned on at the idea of sucking the toy that had been inside me that you couldn't help but share this fantasy, and now I want to make it a reality for you."

    Seth moaned and Tara could see that he'd closed his eyes. She stroked him a little faster and showered his neck and cheek in kisses as she pressed her breasts into his back.

    "I want to see you take Tim's cock in your mouth after he's been inside me," she whispered. "I want to see you wrap your lips around his slick, shiny cock. I want to see you suck and lick my juices off of it. I want to see you live out that fantasy, Seth, and I'm going to make sure it's as pleasurable as possible for you."

    Tara pulled Seth's t-shirt over his head and stepped in front of him. She ran her soft fingers over his bare chest and then leaned in and pressed her body against his. Their lips met for a deeply sensual kiss and she offered just a hint of her tongue as Seth's stiff cock slid between her legs. The top of his shaft pressed against her pussy lips and Tara moved her hips back and forth, teasing him with the wetness that had formed at the idea of making his fantasy come true.

    "Can you feel how wet I am?" she asked.

    "Yes," Seth answered.

    They kissed again, this time with a great deal more tongue, and then Tara whispered, "I'm wet because I want to watch you suck cock, Seth. I want to watch you clean my juices off of my boyfriend's big, beautiful cock."

    Seth's body trembled, but the look on his face made it clear it was from the overwhelming nature of his arousal. "Thank you, Tara," he said softly. "I love you. I love you so much."

    "I love you too, Seth. That's why I want to make this happen for you. That's why Tim has agreed to let you suck his cock. He cares about me, and he knows that I care about you more than anything else, that I want to make my husband happy, so he's willing to help make your fantasy come true," Tara explained.

    "I guess I'm a very lucky man, then," Seth replied.

    Tara kissed him once more and then turned to the bed to put on her bra and panties. She looked over her shoulder to see Seth bend over to retrieve his clothes and said, "You might as well stay naked. Tim will be here soon and you'll take off your clothes soon after he arrives anyway. Plus, I kind of like the idea of you being naked while he and I are fooling around on the couch. That way I'll be able to see how hard you are the entire time and I'll know that you're still turned on at the idea of taking Tim's beautiful cock in your mouth and sucking it clean for me."

    Again Seth's body trembled with what seemed to be pleasure, as it was followed by a rather gleeful smile as he set his clothes on the bed and stood there to watch as Tara put on her bra and panties. She'd planned on adding a dress that Tim could strip her out of, but she scrapped that idea in favor of putting on the delicate, sexy silk robe she'd recently purchased. It left her stocking tops exposed and hinted at the delight of what rested beneath, making it the perfect cover up for teasing her boyfriend a little before she revealed her bra and panties.

    "I promise, Seth," Tara said as she approached her husband with a smile on her face. "Tonight's going to be amazing. You have nothing to worry about."

    They shared a soft kiss as Seth's hands moved over the delicate silk robe, brushing against her breasts before moving to her lower back and down to her ass, which he squeezed gently while their tongues mingled in a hugely erotic fashion. His dick was still hard as a rock and Tara was confident that he would, in fact, enjoy himself that night, for she'd become quite adept at making her husband's fantasies into reality, even if those fantasies made him nervous.

    
      
    

    Two bottles of wine sat on the coffee table. One was empty and the other was very nearly in the same state. Tara's glass was marked by the dark red lipstick she'd put on as the finishing touch to her outfit, one that Tim found every bit as sexy as she'd hoped, as he couldn't keep his eyes or hands off of her from the moment he'd walked into the house.

    Tara felt the beautiful buzz that comes with consuming two glasses of wine, and with it came an intensely pleasurable sense of arousal that felt just a little bit freer and wilder than usual. She and Tim were cuddled up on the couch and she'd long since brought his cock to a stiff state through a series of seductive kisses and light stroking through his pants. She'd even managed to make him leak enough precum that he'd stained his jeans with the wetness that signified his desire.

    Seth was naked and seated on an armchair across from them. Tara could tell he was nervous - he was about to embark on a very different erotic journey than he'd ever been on - but his cock was hard as a rock and it glistened with the excess precum that he too was producing.

    "I love how hard you get for me," Tara said between kisses against her boyfriend's neck. "I love how much it turns you on to fuck me in front of my husband."

    "Mmm," Tim moaned. "It really does. I love making you cum on my cock while he watches. I love that I can make you cum so hard, too. And I really love that he gets so turned on by it."

    Tara turned to Seth, smiled, and asked, "You do get turned on when I cum all over Tim's big cock, don't you?"

    Seth nodded.

    "You like that my boyfriend makes me cum so hard," she continued as a devilish smile crossed her face. "You even like that I cum harder on my boyfriend's cock than I do on yours, don't you?"

    Seth gripped the edges of the armchair like he was restraining himself from masturbating and nodded as he watched Tara's hand move over the bulge in Tim's pants.

    Tara turned to Tim, kissed him softly, and asked, "And you like that you can make me cum harder than my husband does, don't you?"

    "Fuck...yes, I really do," he answered.

    Tara was leaning into the dirty talk more than usual. She knew that her lips were looser thanks to the wine, but she was also quite certain that both of the men in her life were thrilled by it.

    "I want you," Tara said as she unbuttoned Tim's pants and tugged on the zipper. "I need you, Tim. I need to feel your cock inside me. I need to feel you so deep inside me."

    Tim lifted his hips off the couch and pushed his pants and underwear down. Tara's fingers found their way around his cock and their lips met for a wild, passionate kiss. Their tongues mingled and she moaned as he reached over, pressed his fingers against her delicate panties, and rubbed her clit through the thin material.

    Tara straddled her boyfriend and untied the silk robe. She pulled it open and his hands found their way to her breasts to fondle them in the bra. He managed to locate her nipples and offered a rather intense form of stimulation as she leaned down to kiss him while grinding her panty-clad pussy over his stiff cock, all while her husband sat across the room and watched with an erection raging between his legs.

    Tim pulled her panties aside and directed his cock between Tara's pussy lips. She was wet enough to take his length with ease and the sensation of fullness that followed brought Tara such pleasure that she closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and let out a long, low moan.

    "You feel so fucking good inside me," she said as Tim grasped her breasts once again and played with the soft flesh in the most intoxicating manner.

    "Do I feel better than he does?" Tim asked.

    Tara smiled and moved her hips back and forth with her boyfriend's cock buried deep inside her. "Yes, you do," she answered. "You're deeper than he does. You're thicker, too. You fill me up better than he does."

    She heard Seth groan and looked over her shoulder to see him slowly stroking his cock as he stared at her ass, no doubt appreciating the sight of another man's cock inside her.

    "Come closer," she said. "Come watch from your knees right here in front of the couch."

    Tara watched him get up and smiled as he did, but she turned back to Tim and started riding him because she just couldn't deny herself the pleasure of her boyfriend's cock.

    "Does it look good, baby?" she asked. "Does my pussy look good taking my boyfriend's cock?"

    "Yes," Seth answered from his knees. "Tara, it looks perfect."

    She smiled, kissed Tim, and rode him a little faster. She wanted to give Seth a show, to get him to a place of overwhelming arousal so he'd be primed to truly enjoy living out the newest, naughtiest iteration of his cuckold fantasy. Judging by the moans coming from her husband, Tara had succeeded in putting on that show.

    Tara had a plan for making the night as hot as possible for Seth, and she was ready to put that plan in motion. She stopped riding Tim's cock, smiled, and gave him a long, slow kiss before lifting her pussy from him. She stood, spun around, and sat back down on his dick, taking him inside her in reverse cowgirl and smiling down at her husband as she did.

    "Does that look good?" Tara asked as she slowly rode Tim's cock in that position. "Does it look even better seeing me ride him in this position?"

    Seth looked up at her and nodded.

    "Would you lick my clit, Seth?" she asked. "Would you lick my clit while I ride my boyfriend's cock, while I make him feel good with my wet pussy?"

    "Yes," Seth said. He hesitated to actually do it, but only for a moment. Once he'd gathered his courage he leaned in, smiled, and put his tongue to work in massaging her clit while Tim's cock moved in and out of her pussy.

    "Mmm, that's it, baby. That feels so good. Lick my clit like a good cuckold. Lick my clit while his cock fills me," she said.

    Tim unhooked Tara's bra and pulled it off. He tossed it aside and his warm, strong hands found her breasts. He played with her nipples and she couldn't help but moan at how good it felt to have her boyfriend's cock inside her and her husband's tongue on her clit. She was suddenly quite close to cumming, but Tara didn't want to have her orgasm just yet. She wanted Seth to enjoy his fantasy before she came.

    Tara slowly lifted her pussy from Tim's cock and then looked down at Seth and smiled as just the tip remained inside her. "Are you ready, Seth?" she asked. "Are you ready to suck my boyfriend's cock clean? Are you ready to take him in your mouth and suck my juices off his big, beautiful dick?"

    Tara could see Seth's erection. She could see how hard he was. She could see his obvious excitement. She didn't need to hear his answer to know that Seth was ready to take another man's cock in his mouth for the first time.

    "Yes, I'm ready," he answered. "I...I want this..."

    "You want what, Seth?" she asked softly. "Say it for me."

    "I...I want to suck his cock clean," he said. "Fuck...Tara, I want to suck your boyfriend's cock clean."

    Tara lifted her hips and Tim's cock slipped from her pussy. "Take him in your hand. Wrap your fingers around the base of my boyfriend's beautiful cock."

    Seth's hand shook a little as he slowly reached up and wrapped his fingers around the slippery base of Tim's cock. He stared at the head - which was plump, full, and beautiful - and after a few seconds he dragged his gaze up her body and looked into Tara's eyes.

    "Lick the head, Seth," she said. "Taste my pussy on his soft, perfect flesh."

    Seth leaned forward and paused for a few seconds with another man's cock just a few inches from his mouth. He was still hard as a rock and while Tara could see a sense of trepidation on her husband's face, she saw his desire, too. Then Seth went for it. He leaned forward and he licked the head of Tim's cock. He licked it again, and again, and again. He kissed it, too.

    "That's it, baby," Tara said as she felt a rush of excitement as her husband embraced his fantasy. "Kiss his cock. Kiss it. Lick it. Make it feel good just like I do." Tara's hand moved between her legs and she gently rubbed her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body and drawing Seth's attention, too. "Take him in your mouth," she encouraged him. "Suck his cock for me. Suck my pussy juices off my boyfriend's beautiful cock. Suck the cock that your wife has sucked so many times, Seth."

    Seth was into it now and he didn't need any extra encouragement. He opened his mouth. He took Tim's cock between his lips and he gave a blowjob.

    "Look up at me while you suck his cock," she said before moaning. "Fuck, Seth, look at me while you suck my boyfriend's beautiful cock."

    Seth looked up at her. Their eyes met and she felt an intense connection with her husband as he blew her boyfriend, the man that had fucked her to so many incredible orgasms, and the man that had changed her marriage for the better.

    "Holy shit," Seth said as he pulled back and slowly stroked Tim's cock.

    "Does it feel good?" Tara asked. "Does it feel good to suck his cock? Does it make your dick hard to have another man's beautiful cock in your mouth, Seth? Is this what you wanted? Do you like sucking cock while I watch?'

    Seth nodded vigorously and took Tim's dick into his mouth once more. Tara listened to her boyfriend moan as her husband blew him. She experienced the joy both men in her life were feeling and she reveled in being at the center of their pleasure.

    "Put him back inside me," she said. "Put my boyfriend's cock in my pussy so I can ride him."

    Seth slipped Tim's cock back into Tara's pussy and she resumed riding him almost immediately. Without being prompted, Seth returned to licking her clit, offering up the pleasure of his tongue and deftly deepening her pleasure and making it increasingly likely that Tara was going to cum whether she wanted to or not.

    She rode Tim hard and fast because she wanted him to cum inside her. She knew Seth would enjoy sucking her boyfriend's cum-covered cock clean. She absolutely knew it, and she was determined to make it happen, so she fucked her boyfriend with wild abandon while her husband licked and sucked on her clit. She did everything she could to make the two men in her life feel good, and in the process she reached the very edge of a massive orgasm.

    "Tim, baby, please, cum inside me," she said. "Cum inside me and I'll make my husband suck your cock clean."

    Tim moaned, and so did Seth. They both liked the idea. Tara liked that her men liked it. She liked how good Tim's cock felt inside her. She liked Seth's tongue on her clit. She was ready to cum, and the moment she heard Tim reach the point of no return, she let loose. She had an orgasm. She had a huge, body-shaking orgasm and she sank down onto Tim's cock while her legs trembled and her toes curled.

    Tim came inside her. He grabbed her breasts hard and unleashed in her pussy. Seth remained on his knees and watched in awe at the sight of their two orgasms and Tara hoped she was thinking about what came next.

    "I want you to suck his cock clean," she said. "I want you to suck my juices and all that creamy cum off his cock. Then you can clean my pussy, baby."

    Tara lifted her pussy from Tim's cock and sat on his stomach. Her husband went for it without hesitation. He took Tim's cock in his mouth. He moaned while sucking it clean. Tara turned her head and kissed Tim, who couldn't help but offer up a moan of his own. Tara hoped it was from the kinky pleasures of what they were all indulging in.

    "You like that my husband is sucking your dick after you came inside his wife, don't you?" she asked.

    Tim smiled and nodded. "I really do. I hope that's okay."

    Tara offered a smile of her own. "Of course it's okay. It's more than okay, in fact. I like that you like it, Tim. I like that you were willing to let him suck your cock, and I really like that you're enjoying it. In fact, I'd really like it if you stuck around a little while and came inside me again. Maybe my husband could get you hard with his mouth? Would you like that? Would you like it if he sucked your dick so you could fuck his wife?"

    "Jesus...Tara, you're an amazing woman," Tim said. "And yes, I'd fucking love that."

    Tara kissed him again and turned to Seth, who'd just finished cleaning Tim's cock and looked eager to devour her pussy. "Are you willing to do that, Seth? After you clean me and maybe we have another glass of wine, will you suck my boyfriend's cock until he's hard? Will you suck his cock so he can fuck your wife?"

    Seth nodded. "He's right, Tara. You're an amazing woman. I love you so much."

    "I love you too," Tara replied as she spread her legs a little wider. "Now come and clean my pussy. Clean up every drop like we both know you love doing."

    Seth went for it without hesitation. He buried his tongue inside her. He devoured her messy pussy and Tara put a hand on the back of his head and turned to kiss her boyfriend. She felt as happy as a woman could, and the night was still young.
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    "He told me he loves me," Tara said.

    Lucy's eyes went wide as she abruptly stopped stirring the sugar and cream into her coffee. "Wait, who told you he loved you? Tim?"

    Tara nodded. "Last night. He told me he was in love with me."

    Lucy sat back for a moment - seemingly soaking in the news - and then leaned forward, smiled, and asked, "What did you tell him?"

    Tara looked down at her coffee and took a moment to relive the memory of Tim uttering those words. She'd gone to his place after work. The plan was to make dinner together, to enjoy that dinner with a bottle of wine, and to watch a movie before she spent the night. They ended up doing that, though they didn't get started on dinner until they'd made love as they hadn't been able to contain their desire for each other for more than a few minutes.

    After the exceptionally good sex - which included a world class orgasm for Tara - they made dinner together while drinking wine, telling stories, and generally having a spectacularly good time. The moment arrived while they were watching the movie. They were snuggled up on the couch with glasses of wine on the coffee table in front of them. Tim had his arm around her and they kept stealing little moments to share kisses and do just a bit of making out, all of which felt spectacularly good.

    Then Tim paused the movie. He explained that he needed to tell Tara something, that he'd needed to tell her for weeks. At first she was worried he was about to end their relationship, for he had a nervous look on his face. Then, after a few moments of silence, he told her he was in love with her. He apologized for having fallen in love, given that she was married and he knew she couldn't be with him in a long term way, but he explained that he just couldn't help it.

    As she basked in the warmth of that memory, Tara looked across the table at her friend and said, "I told him I loved him too."

    Lucy's eyes went wide again. "Do you? I mean, did you say it because you meant it, or because you just didn't want to make him feel bad?"

    Tara felt a touch of giddiness as she said, "I meant it. It kind of snuck up on me. I guess I wasn't really thinking about it because I wasn't looking for that with Tim, but I do love him."

    "You're in love with him?" Lucy asked.

    "Yes," Tara replied as she felt that giddiness again.

    Lucy wrapped her hands around her mug and asked, "So, if you weren't really looking for it or expecting it, how do you feel now that you've found it?"

    Tara leaned in and said, "Is it terrible if I really like this feeling? Like, really, really like it?"

    Lucy took a moment and looked as though she was giving the question genuine though. "Well, how does Seth feel about it? Because if he likes that you're in love with another man, then I don't see the problem. Assuming you have no plans on leaving Seth, that is."

    "Oh, no, God no. It's honestly kind of weird. Tim isn't the sort of guy I'd actually want to marry, and if I wasn't married I don't think he's the kind of guy I'd date, mostly because he doesn't actually have great prospects for the future, you know?" Tara explained. "But, in a weird way, that's what makes him absolutely perfect for the kind of relationship we have, and I think that's what makes it feel okay to have...well, to have fallen in love with him."

    Tara felt that giddiness again, like she was allowing a little more of that feeling of love to envelop her every time she said it out loud, and that feeling was tremendously pleasurable.

    "But...I haven't told Seth yet," she added. "I haven't actually seen him yet since I spent the night at Tim's house and met you right after. I'm going home to Seth after this, in fact."

    Lucy leaned back, crossed her legs, and sipped her coffee and for a moment Tara thought her friend was about to chide her. Instead, she smiled and asked, "Did he fuck you after he told you he loved you?"

    Tara nodded.

    "And did he fuck you again this morning?" she asked.

    Tara nodded again.

    "And if Seth's into this, he'll fuck you again when you get home?" Lucy asked.

    "Yes," Tara replied.

    "And is it safe to assume the sex with your boyfriend was incredible?" Lucy said.

    Tara smiled. "Yes, that's safe to assume."

    Lucy returned that smile and said, "So, if I'm doing my math correctly, you'll have gotten fucked - or made love to, I suppose - four times in the past 24 hours and you'll have enjoyed each and every time."

    Tara felt giddy once more, though this time for an entirely different reason. "That's right."

    "Yeah, I'd say there's nothing wrong with the way you're feeling or the approach you've taken to your marriage, Tara," Lucy said. "In fact, while I wasn't willing to admit this before, now I feel okay saying that I'm a little bit jealous of you. I mean, you're in love with two men and you're having lots of great sex. What's not to love about that?"

    Tara felt the same way. She only hoped that Seth would too.

    
      
    

    "Seth?" Tara called out the moment she stepped into the house. She'd texted to let him know she was on her way home, but she'd gotten on response. "Are you here?"

    Tara felt just a touch of worry as she wondered if Seth had somehow found out about Tim declaring his love for her and Tara returning the sentiment. She couldn't think of how he'd possibly have found out, but Seth was usually right at the door to meet her when she got home from a night at her boyfriend's.

    That worry persisted until Tara headed for the bedroom and heard the shower running. She breathed a deep sigh of relief - Seth was almost certainly just in the shower and hadn't gotten her text.

    "Hey, baby, I'm home," Tara said as she stepped into the steamy bathroom.

    Seth poked his head out of the shower, smiled, and said, "Sorry I'm in the shower. I worked out and I wanted to get clean before you came home."

    Tara smiled and pulled her shirt over her head. "Is there room for me in there?"

    He nodded and Tara finished stripped and joined her husband in the shower. She pressed her body against his and Seth's hands immediately moved down her back and grabbed her ass while they kissed. Tara loved that her husband's cock was hard almost instantly, like he'd been right on the edge of arousal and needed little more than the sight and feel of her naked body to get stiff.

    "Did you have a good night with your boyfriend?" Seth asked.

    Tara took his slippery cock in her hand and stroked him as her lips found his neck. She moaned and said, "It was incredible. It's always incredible when I stay the night at his place. It's romantic, and beautiful, and he always makes me cum so hard, Seth."

    Seth reached between her legs and gently rubbed Tara's clit as he asked, "Did he fuck you before you left?"

    Tara nodded. "My boyfriend's cock was in my pussy this morning. It was a long, slow fuck, Seth. I made him breakfast and then I took him to the bedroom and gave him a beautiful blowjob. I sucked his cock like a good girlfriend does. I sucked his cock until he was moaning for me, until he was desperate to have me."

    Seth's dick felt impossibly hard in her hand and the look on his face was one of pure pleasure as Tara offered the details her husband loved to hear. "Did you let him have you?" he asked.

    "I did," Tara said as she played with Seth's balls. "I let my boyfriend have me, Seth. I got on top, I took him inside me, and I rode him slowly. I let him enjoy my wet, married pussy. I let him enjoy how good it feels when I'm on top. I let him enjoy how tight I am. I rode his big cock right until he was on the verge of an orgasm. I felt his hands all over my body. I kissed him. I sucked on his tongue. I moaned for him. I came on his big cock, Seth. I came on my boyfriend's cock and I filled his bedroom with my screams of pleasure."

    "Oh...fuck...Tara," Seth mumbled, indicating he was close to an orgasm.

    Tara kissed him as she gently teased the tip of his cock with her fingers. She wanted to make him cum, but they needed to talk about the change in her relationship with Tim and Tara wasn't sure it would be wise to bring up that subject in the immediate aftermath of Seth's orgasm.

    "I want you, Tara," Seth said. "I want to fuck you."

    "I know you do," she replied. "Let's finish up here. You can have me in the bed."

    Tara had already showered at Tim's, so she soaped up Seth's body while he washed his hair - he wanted to be quick - and they finished up the shower, dried off, and hurried to the bed.

    Seth was all over her - he really was desperate, as he tended to be after she'd spent the night with her boyfriend - but Tara had to slow him down. She suddenly felt bad for getting in the shower with him and turning him on, as it seemed like getting him excited might have been a bad choice.

    "Wait, Seth, we need to talk," Tara said as he crawled between her legs and rubbed his cock over her pussy lips.

    The look on his face turned serious and he pulled back. "Is something wrong?" he asked.

    "No," Tara assured him. "Or, at least, I don't think something's wrong. I'm not sure. Something might be wrong."

    Now Seth looked confused, and with good reason, as Tara suddenly felt quite nervous and was rambling a little. "Tara, what's going on?"

    "It's about me and Tim," she said.

    Seth sat back on his knees, studied her face for a moment, and asked, "Wait, did you break up? Was all that stuff in the shower just for my benefit?"

    "What? No, Seth, no, we didn't break up. It's the exact opposite, really," she explained.

    "I don't understand," Seth said, and the look on his face made his confusion perfectly obvious.

    Tara took a deep breath. "Lie next to me, Seth."

    He moved to his back next to her and Tara cuddled up with her husband. She ran her fingers over his chest, kissed him on the neck, and softly said, "Tim told me something last night. He...he confessed something."

    "What did he confess?" Seth asked.

    Tara took yet another deep breath and kissed Seth's neck once more, in part because she was a little too nervous too look him directly in the eye as she said, "He told me...he told me he's in love with me, Seth. He told me he's fallen in love with me."

    Seth was silent for a few painful seconds as he stared up at the ceiling. Then he turned towards Tara and asked, "Really? Tim's...he's in love with you?"

    Tara stared into her husband's eyes - as it turned out, it wasn't that hard - and nodded.

    "What about you...how do you feel? Are you...are you in love with your boyfriend?" Seth asked.

    Up until that moment - until he asked that question - Tara wasn't sure how Seth was going to feel. Then she saw the excitement in his eyes. She'd seen it countless times before since she started dating Tim and she knew it well by that point. He liked that Tim had fallen in love with her and Tara was almost certain that Seth was hoping she felt the same way.

    She could have answered the question straight away, but she was so certain of Seth's excitement that Tara decided to have a little fun. She smiled and let her fingers dance their way down his stomach until they were wrapped around his half hard cock. She smiled, stroked him slowly, and then softly kissed his neck and asked, "Do you want me to be in love with my boyfriend, Seth? Do you want your wife to be in love with another man?"

    Seth closed his eyes, arched his back a little, and groaned. Most importantly, his cock got hard in Tara's hand, wiping away and last shred of doubt she had about his arousal.

    "Tara...I...I don't know why...I don't know why, but this makes me...it turns me..."

    Tara ended Seth's lusty rambling with a kiss as she played with his cock, keeping him in an erect state and sharing in his ever-increasing arousal.

    "I love you more than anything, Seth," Tara said softly. "And I always will."

    Their eyes met and he replied, "But you're also in love with your boyfriend, with Tim."

    Tara straddled her husband and took his cock inside her. She smiled at the sudden surge of pleasure on his face and rested her hands on his chest while slowly rocking her hips back and forth, bathing him in the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    "I'm in love with my boyfriend," she said. "I am. And he's in love with me. Your wife is in love with another man, Seth."

    Tara moved her hips a little faster, generating blissful friction for her clit and seemingly doing the same for Seth's cock as his mouth opened and he let out a beautiful moan.

    "He told me he loved me right before I left," she continued. "I told him I love him and we shared a long, deep kiss. I was honestly tempted to stay a little longer and let him make love to me one more time before I came home. These feelings, Seth, they're so beautiful."

    Seth reached up and pulled her lips to his for a kiss. His hands moved down her back and he grabbed Tara's ass and began to fuck his cock up into her with hard, insistent thrusts.

    "You really like that I've fallen for him, don't you?" she asked between moans.

    "I love it," Seth admitted.

    Tara kissed his neck and whispered, "And you like fucking the pussy that Tim came inside of earlier today, don't you?"

    "Yes," Seth answered.

    "You like that my boyfriend made love to me and came inside me this morning," she said. "You like that he told me he loved me while his cock was inside me. You like that I told him I loved him while his cock was inside me. You like that I came while thinking about how I've fallen in love with another man, don't you?"

    "Oh...fuck," Seth groaned.

    "Cum inside me, Seth," Tara pleaded. "Cum in my pussy."

    "The pussy your boyfriend filled this morning?" Seth asked.

    "The pussy my boyfriend filled once this morning and twice last night," she said. "The pussy my boyfriend flooded with his thick, hot cum after giving me a beautiful orgasm with his big cock. The pussy my boyfriend satisfied so deeply after telling me he was in love with me, Seth. The pussy my boyfriend satisfied after I declared my love for him."

    That put them both over the top as Tara came almost simultaneously with her husband. She sat up and slowly ground her clit into his pelvis while the pleasure of an orgasm rocketed through her body, leaving her trembling in the best way possible.

    Tara collapsed on top of Seth and reached up to run her fingers through his hair while he held her tight. "I love you, Seth," she said softly. "I love you more than anything in this world and I will always feel that way." She kissed his neck. "Thank you for letting me fall in love with Tim, for enjoying me having a boyfriend and having real feelings for him. Thank you for being the most wonderful husband in the world."

    Seth laughed softly. "And thank you for being the most wonderful wife in the world, Tara. I truly can't explain how happy you've made me."

    Tara nuzzled his neck and smiled as a sense of warmth and happiness settled over her as she savored the utter perfection of the moment and the overwhelming closeness she felt with her husband, the man she cherished more than any other.
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    "You're so beautiful," Tim said as he reached up and brushed a few strands of hair from Tara's face.

    She smiled and he leaned down and kissed her as they danced to the slow beat of the song playing in his backyard. His hands moved over the smooth, shiny material of the silver dress she wore - the one she'd bought months ago to play out the scenario from Seth's favorite porn video - and his fingers came to rest just above her ass as Tara parted her lips and welcomed his tongue for a remarkably sensual kiss.

    "You're a good kisser," she said softly. "You've always been a good kisser. From the very first time our lips met."

    Tim smiled and one of his hands moved a little lower to gently grasp her ass and pull her body close to his. Tara felt the bulge of his semi-hard cock press into her stomach and she couldn't help but kiss her boyfriend once more as the tingling desire she felt between her legs began to spread to the rest of her body.

    "I love you, Tara," Tim said.

    "I love you too," she replied.

    Tara's pulse quickened just a little as she glanced towards Seth, who was seated at the table and sipping a glass of wine as he watched his wife and her boyfriend indulge in a romantic dance and express their feelings for each other. He looked a little dazed, though it struck Tara that he was dazed in the best way possible, that she'd uttered a few simple - but hugely meaningful, of course - words to her boyfriend and in doing so had tapped into a particularly potent form of her husband's cuckold-fueled desires.

    Tara wasn't entirely sure that was the case, though, and since she was the one that had invited Seth to watch her and Tim during their romantic evening, she felt the need to check in. "Seth, honey, are you okay?" she asked.

    Seth shook off the dazed look, smiled, and said, "I've never been better. That was incredible, Tara."

    "It's true, you know," Tim said as he and Tara continued to dance. "I love your wife, Seth. I'm in love with your wife."

    Seth looked at Tim, held his gaze for a few moments, and smiled. Then he turned his attention to Tara and said, "And my wife is in love with you."

    It was the look on his face when he said that - something akin to pure joy, really - that freed Tara from any concern that she'd made a mistake in inviting Seth to witness her and Tim declare their love for each other.

    Tara returned her husband's smile before looking at Tim and saying, "He's right. I am in love with you, Tim."

    She couldn't help but kiss him. She needed to feel his lips against hers. She needed to feel his tongue in her mouth. She needed him to feel her desire, her passion, her love. She fell deep into the kiss and pressed her body tightly against his as Tim's cock grew to what felt like a fully erect state.

    "I want you," she said softly. "I need you. Make love to me, Tim. Make love to me in front of my husband."

    Tim smiled, leaned in, and hesitated for a moment before kissing Tara again. As their tongues once again mingled, he picked her up, walked her towards Seth, and set her on the table. Tim's hand moved down her torso and between her legs, pushing aside her dress as his fingers found their way into her pussy thanks to her lack of panties.

    He kissed her neck and Tara closed her eyes and moaned as her boyfriend expertly worked her clit and pussy with his fingers, driving her deeper into a place of desperate lust. Tara turned to look at Seth and saw him stroking his cock through his pants while sipping his glass of wine, making it seem as though he was about as happy as a man could get.

    Tim pulled his fingers from Tara's pussy and dropped to his knees in front of the table. She spread her legs to welcome him between them and moaned loudly as his tongue found her clit.

    She turned to Seth once more, smiled, and said, "He's so good with his tongue."

    Seth moaned and stroked his cock a little faster as it seemed that he thoroughly enjoyed the notion of another man eating his wife's pussy with great skill.

    "Tim...baby...fuck...that feels so good," Tara added as she reached down and put a hand on her boyfriend's head to offer lusty encouragement for the wondrous things he was doing to her clit. His tongue moved in slow, small circles, applying steady pressure as he slipped two fingers inside her and worked them in and out. He showed great expertise with her pussy, as he'd done from the very start of their relationship, which had almost certainly helped the feelings of love blossom between them.

    After a thorough session of pussy worship, Tim stood and Tara immediately sat up and kissed him. She tasted her juices on his lips and drew his tongue into her mouth to suck on it while unzipping his pants and reaching inside to free him.

    "I want you in my mouth," she said softly. "I want to show you how much I love your cock, Tim. I want to show you how badly I want to make you feel good."

    Tara slipped off the table, directed Tim to sit in the chair next to Seth, and slowly sank to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her delicate fingers around the base of his cock and leaned forward to plant a series of soft kisses on the head, showering it with affection and leaving just a hint of lipstick behind.

    "Have I told you that I love sucking my boyfriend's cock?" Tara asked as she directed her attention to Seth.

    He nodded with a beautiful look of wild lust in his eyes.

    Tara kissed the head of Tim's cock once more and asked, "And do you like that I love sucking my boyfriend's cock, Seth? Do you like that it genuinely makes me wet to give Tim a blowjob, to show him how much I appreciate him by using my mouth to make him feel good?"

    Seth's voice quivered as he said, "Yes, I love how much you enjoy...how much you enjoy sucking your boyfriend's cock."

    Tara smiled sweetly, licked her way from the base of Tim's cock to the tip, and asked, "You like sucking his cock too, don't you Seth?"

    Seth squeezed his dick through his pants and nodded. Tara was certain she enjoyed giving Tim blowjobs more than her husband did, but Seth might have been a close second given that his enjoyment of giving head was fueled by an entirely different kind of desire than hers.

    Tara was tempted to invite Seth to get on his knees with her, but she'd save that for another night. Seth was meant to be an audience member on this particular night.

    Tara looked up at her boyfriend, smiled, and took his cock in her mouth. He smiled back at her and reached down to run his fingers through her hair while she sucked him slowly and sensually, teasing the head of his beautiful cock with her tongue and maintaining eye contact with him throughout to communicate her love and lust while giving him the kind of pleasure he deserved.

    "Fuck, you're incredible, Tara. You give head better than any woman I've ever been with," Tim said.

    She swallowed half his shaft, let it linger in her mouth for a few seconds, and then pulled back until his cock popped free of her mouth and replied, "I just want to make you feel as good as you make me feel, Tim. I want to show you the pleasure you deserve, the kind of pleasure that you give me, the kind you've given me since the first time you fucked me with this big, beautiful cock of yours."

    Tara unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down along with his underwear, freeing the full length of her boyfriend's beautiful cock and his heavy balls. She licked her way from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip, sucked on the head for a few moments, and then slowly kissed her way down before taking one of his balls in her mouth and slowly sucking on it.

    "God damn," Tim said, as if he couldn't help but give voice to his amazement at how good she was making him feel.

    Tara took her time with his balls, sucking on each of them and swirling her tongue around the hairy, wrinkled flesh while stroking his cock to fill him with the sort of pleasure he deserved.

    "You're married to an incredible woman," Tim said.

    "I know," Seth replied. "She's amazing in every way."

    Tara took Tim's cock in her mouth and sucked as a feeling of great joy washed over her. She couldn't help but feel like she was exceedingly lucky in that she was married to a man that was more than happy for her to have fallen in love with someone else. Thanks to her husband, Tara was free to explore the joys of falling in love all over again, and to do so while having a wonderful man to go home to at the end of the day.

    "I want you inside me," Tara said between kisses on the plump head of Tim's cock. "Take me to your bed. Make love to me. Satisfy my need to feel your body on top of mine and your beautiful cock in my pussy."

    "Nothing would make me happier," Tim replied as he stood, stepped out of his pants and underwear, and helped Tara to her feet.

    "Would you unzip my dress?" Tara asked her husband.

    Seth set his wine glass on the table and hopped to his feet. He stepped behind Tara, unzipped her dress, and pushed it off her shoulders. It fell to the ground as Tim unbuttoned his shirt, leaving them both naked in the backyard and teeming with lust for each other.

    "I need you inside me," Tara said softly. "I need you to make love to me, Tim. I need you to make love to me multiple times tonight."

    Tim took her hand and led her towards the sliding glass door. Tara felt giddy with desire as she and her boyfriend wound their way through the house with Seth - who'd gathered their clothes from the ground - following close behind.

    Once in the bedroom, Tim swept Tara up in his arms, set her in the bed, and crawled between her legs. They shared a deep kiss as she reached down to guide his thick, throbbing cock to her pussy. The head moved over her swollen labia before slipping inside and she moaned into his mouth and instinctively arched her back while welcoming the full length of her boyfriend's cock into her body.

    Tim's cock remained still inside her as he caressed Tara's face. "You're so beautiful," he said softly. "And god does it feel good to be inside you."

    Tara smiled, kissed him, and replied, "Make love to me, Tim. Make love to me while my husband watches."

    They kissed again, but this time with the passion of two people who are genuinely overwhelmed with feelings of lust and love. Tim's cock moved in and out of her at a slow, sensual pace, and each thrust brought with it the pleasure of being filled so deeply and the irresistible stimulation of Tara's clit, which slowly lured her closer to the orgasm her boyfriend's cock always offered.

    Tara ran her hands down Tim's back and grabbed his ass before wrapping her legs around him. She felt an overpowering need to be as close to him as possible, to try and meld their bodies together as he moved in and out of her body, delighting her with every inch of his cock and eliciting the most beautiful moans.

    "Tim...you feel so good inside me," she said as her toes began to tingle.

    "I love being inside you, Tara," he replied between kisses on her neck. "I love being with you. I love everything about you."

    He began to thrust faster and a little harder. He was getting closer to cumming, as was Tara. The beauty of the evening - and the knowledge that Seth was watching and likely completely lost in a pleasure all his own - made it feel as though her orgasm was going to be more powerful than most.

    "I want to feel you cum inside me, Tim," she said. "I want to feel you cum in my pussy. Cum with me, Tim. Cum with me!"

    They kissed and Tara moaned into his mouth as he moved just a little faster. Each time his cock bottomed out inside her Tara felt that same intense pleasure of her clit and her insides being stimulated in tandem. Each time she inched a little closer to her climax while making love to her boyfriend. Each time Tim moved a little closer to cumming inside her, and to giving Seth the chance to experience the joy of cleaning her.

    "I'm cumming," Tim announced. "Tara, I'm cumming!"

    Tara unleashed her orgasm a moment later, kicking her legs open as her toes curled. She dug her fingernails into Tim's ass and her loins exploded with overwhelming, body shaking pleasure that made it feel as though she was floating for a few moments. The joyful sensations spread throughout her body as Tim's cock pulsed and pumped a thick load of cum inside her, causing Tara to hold him close as she smiled at the joy of her boyfriend leaving his seed in her pussy.

    Tara held Tim close after her orgasmic pleasure had subsided. She kissed his neck and cheeks and lips and ran her hands over his body, seeking to stay in contact with the man who'd just given her a world class orgasm.

    "That was...that was beautiful," Tara said as she held Tim's head in her hands and looked into his beautiful, expressive eyes.

    "It really was," he replied.

    "I love you, Tim," she said softly.

    He smiled and replied, "I love you too, Tara," before they shared a deep, lingering kiss that, in the moment, Tara wished would never end.

    Eventually, though, it did, and Tim pulled out of her pussy and rolled off of her. He crawled next to Tara and she turned and kissed him again as he laid his arm across her stomach and gently caressed the soft flesh of her breasts.

    With a sense of genuine joy coursing through her, Tara turned to see Seth waiting on his knees by the bed. He was still fully clothed with a bulge in his pants and a precum stain right at the tip of that bulge.

    "Did you enjoy watching my boyfriend make love to me?" Tara asked as she reached out.

    Seth crawled a little closer, took her hand, and leaned over to kiss it before Tara caressed his face in a gentle, loving manner. "It was so beautiful, Tara. It was such a turn on."

    Tara smiled, glanced at his bulge once more, and said, "I can tell."

    Seth kissed her hand once more and Tara deftly slipped one of her fingers between his lips. Seth's eyes went wide for just a moment and then he sucked on her finger as she moved it in and out of his mouth. He reached down to play with his cock through his pants and Tara couldn't help but smile at how easy it was to thrill her husband.

    "Would you like to clean my boyfriend's cum from my pussy?" Tara asked.

    Seth nodded with her finger still moving in and out of his mouth.

    She turned to Tim, kissed him softly, and asked, "You don't mind if I invite Seth into your bed to clean your cum from my pussy, do you?"

    Tim smiled, just as Tara knew he would, just like she knew he wouldn't mind. In fact, Tara knew Tim would enjoy watching Seth clean her pussy. It would make him feel good and would even turn him on, and she was all for that, as she intended on having sex with him at least once more before the night was over.

    "You know I don't mind," Tim replied as he leaned in to kiss her. "In fact, I like watching your husband lick my cum from your pussy."

    "I do know that," Tara said as she pulled her finger from Seth's mouth. Without taking her eyes off of Tim she added, "You may clean my pussy, Seth. You can take your time, too. There's no rush. I want you to be able to enjoy yourself."

    A moment later Seth was in the bed. He ran his hands up her legs and caressed her stomach for a few moments before pushing his tongue inside her.

    Tara moaned and Tim asked, "Does that feel good? Do you like it when your husband licks my cum from your pussy, Tara?"

    She nodded and Tim leaned a little closer. Tara expected him to kiss her, but he held back, smiling confidently as he took one of her breasts in his hand and gently rolled her nipple between his fingers. Tara couldn't help but moan, this time from the combination of her husband's eager tongue and her boyfriend's skillful stimulation of her flesh.

    "Tell me you love me," Tim said softly.

    "I love you," Tara replied

    Seth moaned and it put a smile on Tara's face. She wasn't sure if Tim had done it purposefully, but he'd given Seth a gift of sorts. He'd let Seth hear her express her love for another man while cleaning that man's cum out of her, and that had clearly provided him with a wealth of pleasure.

    "Tell me you love me," Tara said with a smile.

    "I love you madly, Tara," he replied. "I want you to stay the night. I want to make love to you over and over again. Your husband can sleep in the guest room if he'd like."

    "I'd love to stay," Tara said before looking down at Seth, whose eyes were wild with desire while his tongue remained deep inside her to continue the blissful process of cleaning Tim's cum out of her. "But Seth will leave. I want it to be just the two of us tonight. I'll make sure to take care of my husband's needs when I get home tomorrow."

    The look on Seth's face made Tara certain that she'd made the right choice, for he seemed utterly enthralled with the idea of going home while she spent the night in her boyfriend's bed.

    "There's no rush though, Seth. Take your time cleaning my boyfriend's cum from my pussy. Enjoy it as long as you'd like," she added.

    "He can go down on me before he leaves," Tim said. "If he's in the mood, I mean. I'd be happy to let him get me hard before I make love to you a second time."

    Tara kissed her boyfriend, rewarding his generosity by taking his tongue into her mouth and gently sucking on it. "That's very kind of you, Tim," she said. "I love you."

    "I love you too," Tim replied.

    Tara looked down at Seth and smiled. She was as happy as a woman could be and she was fairly certain Seth was as happy as he'd ever been. She'd make him happy the next morning, too. She'd make sure that Tim came inside her right before going home and she'd give Seth the opportunity to clean her before fucking her in whatever way he pleased while she told him about how hard Tim made her cum before filling her pussy with his creamy load.

    Tara knew she was a lucky woman and she intended on doing whatever it took to make both of the men in her life happy.
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    "Wow, Tara, those jeans...they're amazing," Seth said as he stepped into the bedroom.

    Tara looked over her shoulder and saw an awed look on her husband's face as his gaze remained glued to her ass. That look meant that she'd made the right choice, for if her husband liked her jeans then her boyfriend would too.

    She reached back, ran her hands over her hips and thighs and then grabbed her ass and gave it a squeeze. "They're new," Tara said. "I bought them for Tim, actually. I figured my boyfriend would like a pair of jeans that emphasizes my ass."

    Seth approached with his gaze still focused on her ass and then put his arms around Tara, running his hands over the soft white sweater she'd paired with her jeans and brushing her soft hair aside to kiss her neck. "He's going to love how good you look, Tara."

    She turned her head and their lips met for a tender kiss as Seth slipped a hand under her shirt and grasped Tara's breast through the delicate lace of the white bra she'd bought on the same shopping trip.

    "It feels like you certainly love how I look," she said softly as Seth's stiff cock pressed into her ass.

    She smiled as his fingers deftly manipulated her nipple through her bra, sending lovely waves of pleasure throughout her body. Tara pressed her ass into Seth's crotch and moaned, encouraging him to keep playing, for she liked the idea of being wet with desire when she met Tim.

    "What's the plan tonight?" Seth asked.

    "My boyfriend is taking me to the movies," Tara replied.

    Seth moaned softly - it seemed that he liked the idea of Tara going on a real date with Tim - and asked, "And do you think you'll fool around in the theater? A little kissing, maybe? Something more, perhaps?"

    Tara spun around in her husband's arms and reached up to caress his face before kissing him softly. She lured his tongue into her mouth and gently sucked on it as Seth grabbed her ass in the skintight jeans and pulled hard, facilitating friction for his cock that must have felt good, at least based on the way he moaned for her.

    "Would you like it if Tim and I fooled around in the theater?" Tara asked. "Do you want your wife to ignore the movie and make out with her boyfriend? Do you want Tim to slip his hand up my sweater and play with my perky tits just like you were doing?"

    Tara watched intense arousal dance across her husband's face as she planted naughty ideas in his head.

    "Do you want me to suck my boyfriend's cock in the theater?" she asked before leaning in to kiss his neck. "Do you want me to be a good girlfriend for Tim and give him a blowjob while he's watching the movie? Do you want your wife to swallow her boyfriend's cock and cum at the movies?"

    "Fuck...yes," Seth said.

    Tara ran a hand between his legs and grasped Seth's stiff cock through his jeans. She rubbed it vigorously and his body trembled with what she imagined was intense pleasure.

    "Maybe I'll do that, then," she whispered. "I do like the idea of being the kind of girlfriend that's willing to have a little naughty fun and suck her boyfriend's cock in public. I even like the idea of someone looking up at the back row and seeing my head bobbing up and down in Tim's lap as I do everything I can to make him cum in my mouth."

    "Holy shit...Tara..."

    She suspected Seth was close to cumming, so Tara released his cock from her grasp, gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, and stepped away. She turned to look at herself in the mirror and make sure that she was still very nicely put together and then grabbed her purse from the top of the dresser and headed out of the bedroom.

    Seth followed Tara to the front door right as Tim's car pulled into the driveway. He was on time, as usual, but of course he was. Men tended to show up on time if they were guaranteed an orgasm, and Tara wasn't about to disappoint her boyfriend on date night.

    "We're going back to his place after the movie," she said at the door. "I'll probably stay the night, but I'll text you when I know for sure."

    Seth approached, gave her a soft kiss on the lips, and said, "I love you, Tara. Have fun with your boyfriend."

    She smiled, opened the door, and headed out before looking over her shoulder and saying, "You know I always do, Seth, and I am going to suck his cock in the movie theater, so feel free to have fun fantasizing about that while I'm gone."

    The smile on his face made Tara absolutely certain Seth would spend most of his night preoccupied with that very thing. She blew him a kiss, turned, and headed for her boyfriend's car as Tim got out to greet her.

    Tara stepped into his arms and they shared a deep, passionate kiss of the sort that almost always preceded sex. It wouldn't - they were going to the movies - but she wanted to give Seth a little something to enjoy before she drove off with another man.

    "Wow," Tim said after the lengthy kiss ended.

    Tara reached down to give his cock - which was already half hard - a few quick strokes through his pants - and replied, "I don't know that I'm going to be able to keep my hands off of you at the movie. We should make sure our seats are in the back row in case I decide I just have to have a little fun with your beautiful cock."

    Tim looked about as happy as a man could as his lips curled into a big smile. "Seats in the back row. We can do that. We can absolutely do that."

    Tara gave him a kiss on the cheek and headed for the passenger door. She was possessed with an overwhelming desire to have her boyfriend's cock in her mouth, which meant they needed to get to the theater as quick as possible.

    
      
    

    The theater was half full, but Tara and Tim were the only people in the back row, which is why she leaned over and kissed him the moment the lights went down and the first trailer started playing.

    Much to her delight, Tim seemed more than happy to fool around in the theater. Like her, he didn't seem to care that someone would almost certainly see them. Perhaps, like her, he actually found the idea thrilling.

    It wasn't until the movie actually started - after four trailers played - that things got a little naughtier. Tim was the first to move things in that direction as his hand moved under her sweater and slowly worked its way towards her breasts. Tara couldn't help but moan into his mouth as he found her nipple poking through the thin lace of her bra and gently rolled it between his fingers.

    When Tim's tongue moved into her mouth once more, Tara grasped it between her lips and sucked deeply like she was giving him head. His fingers made their way into her bra and again he played with her nipple, this time offering an even deeper kind of pleasure and generating a great deal of heat between Tara's legs.

    With arousal coursing through her body, Tara couldn't help but reach for Tim's cock. It had slipped down one of his pant legs - it was quite long, after all - and she stroked it slowly while their tongues danced and he continued to work her breasts with his exceedingly skilled fingers.

    "I want you in my mouth," she whispered.

    Tim smiled. "Are you sure?"

    Tara bit her lower lip and nodded. "I want to be a good girlfriend," she said. "And a good girlfriend makes sure her boyfriend cums when she gets him as excited as you are."

    Without waiting for a response, Tara unzipped his pants, reached inside, and worked to free Tim's beautiful cock. Once it was out, she wrapped her fingers around it and kissed him, luring his tongue into her mouth once more and sucking on it while giving him a slow, gentle handjob.

    "I want to make you feel good," she whispered. "I want to make you feel so good that you can't help but cum in my mouth."

    "I love you, Tara," Tim said.

    She smiled as a sense of joy washed over her. "I love you too," Tara replied before dropping her head into his lap.

    Tara wrapped her lips around the plump, soft head of her boyfriend's cock, closed her eyes, and swirled her tongue around his flesh. She heard him moan and wondered if it had been loud enough to draw someone's attention. There was a time when the idea would have horrified her, but Tara got wetter as she thought of someone turning around to see her head bobbing up and down in Tim's lap. She liked making her boyfriend feel good in public. She liked the idea of someone seeing her passion for making Tim feel good.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," he whispered.

    Tara was certain she could have made him cum quickly as she could already taste his precum on her tongue. She wanted to make his pleasure last, though. She wanted their date at the movies to be one he never forgot.

    That's why Tara took her time. She sucked him slowly, moving her mouth up and down his long, thick shaft at a languid pace while everyone else in the theater enjoyed the movie. She was so focused on pleasuring her boyfriend that she barely paid attention to the dialogue, catching only a few lines here and there as she concentrated on using her tongue, lips, and fingers to deliver the finest blowjob Tim had ever received.

    "I'm close," Tim whispered as Tara began to speed up her efforts. She wasn't sure how much time had passed - she was so into making love to his cock with her mouth that she got lost in it - but Tara was certain she'd been at it for a while. Tim's dick felt as hard as it ever had - a surefire sign of intense arousal - and he seemed to be struggling not to moan loudly in the middle of the theater.

    Tara sucked harder and faster and she felt the head of Tim's cock swell up in her mouth. He rested a hand on the back of her neck and she tasted the first rope of cum as it rocketed from the tip of his dick. Tara sealed her lips tightly around his shaft and moved her tongue back and forth, offering just a hint of stimulation to ensure her boyfriend's orgasm was everything he wanted it to be.

    When he'd finished, Tara pulled her mouth from his cock, sat up, and swallowed everything he'd just given her. She looked at Tim, smiled brightly, and said, "That was fun."

    "That was so much better than fun," he replied before leaning over and reaching between her legs. He deftly unbuttoned her jeans and slipped a hand into her panties.

    Tara gripped the armrests as Tim ran his fingers between her labia to pick up a bit of moisture and then worked her clit. He leaned over to kiss her neck and she closed her eyes and let the pleasure wash over her.

    "That was the best blowjob I've ever had," he whispered. "You're an incredible woman, Tara. The most incredible woman I've ever been with."

    Tara had to bite her lip to keep from moaning in a way that would have alerted everyone in the theater that she was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "I can't wait to take you back to my place after the movie and have my way with this perfect body of yours," he continued. "I can't wait to spend the night fucking my beautiful girlfriend and cumming in her tight pussy."

    Tara closed her eyes as the bliss of an orgasm slowly exploded outwards from her loins. She gripped the armrests so tight she thought she might pull them off and spread her legs wider. Her feet came off the ground and she bit her lip so hard it hurt. She would have screamed in pleasure otherwise, though. The orgasm felt that good.

    "Thank you," Tara whispered as she came down from her climax. "Thank you, Tim."

    "I love you, Tara," he replied.

    "I love you too," she said.

    He pulled his hand from panties and Tara buttoned up her jeans, settled into her seat, and smiled as she turned her attention to the movie while riding a post-orgasmic high. Even better, her night was just getting started as her boyfriend had promised to have his way with her for the rest of the night, a pleasure Tara couldn't wait to indulge in.

    
      
    

    "Fuck...Tara...holy shit," Tim said between moans.

    He was driving Tara home to her husband and she had his cock in her mouth. The blowjob was a gift for both of the men in her life. Tim had already fucked her that morning - right after they'd woken up - but Tara knew she could make him cum again. She'd made Tim promise that he wouldn't cum until they pulled into the driveway, though, so Seth could look out the window and see his wife blowing her boyfriend and swallowing his load.

    "Slow down a little," Tim said.

    Tara pulled her mouth from her boyfriend's cock, stroked him slowly, and asked, "Am I being a good cocksucker for you?"

    He laughed. "Holy shit, yes, you are absolutely being that."

    "Don't drive the car off the road," she said before returning to his dick. His shaft was slick with her spit and it slid between Tara's lips and towards the back of her throat with ease. She took him deeper, gagging just a little but reveling in her ability to swallow everything her boyfriend had while pressing her nose into his jeans.

    Tara sucked slowly - just like she'd done at the movies the night before - right up until Tim pulled into her driveway and put the car in park. He didn't say a word and he didn't need to. Tara had texted Seth that she'd be blowing Tim in the car on the way home and she knew he was watching. She knew he was looking out the window and through the car's windshield. She knew he had a perfect view of her head bobbing up and down in her boyfriend's lap.

    Tara sucked with wild abandon as she thought of Seth watching. Her pussy dripped with pleasure at the arousal she knew her husband felt in that moment. She wanted to make Tim cum so she could go inside and play with Seth, so she could give him the orgasm he so richly deserved.

    "Fuck, Tara, I'm close," Tim announced.

    He put a hand on the back of her neck - he loved doing that just before cumming in her mouth - and unleashed his load. Tara sealed her lips around the shaft and caught every drop, just like she always did when she sucked Tim off.

    When he'd finished cumming, she sat up, swallowed his load, and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "I had a wonderful time, as always. I'll see you again in a few days, yeah?"

    "Absolutely," Tim replied with a blissful look on his face.

    "I love you," Tara said.

    Tim looked at her, smiled, and replied, "I love you too, Tara."

    She got out of the car, grabbed her purse, and headed for the front door. Seth opened it and Tara stepped inside. He leaned in to kiss her but Tara put her hand between them, smiled, and asked, "Are you sure you want to kiss me, Seth? You saw what I did in the car, right?"

    She knew he wanted to kiss her. She knew it turned him to kiss her after she'd blown her boyfriend. Seth knew she was just teasing, which is why he smiled so brightly.

    "Yes, I want to kiss you," he said.

    Tara stepped back until she was leaning against the wall and beckoned Seth to approach. He rushed towards her and they kissed with wild fervor. She pushed her tongue deep into his mouth and shared the taste of what remained of Tim's cum, eliciting a moan from her husband as his dick quickly reached an erect state.

    "Did it make you a little bit jealous to watch me sucking Tim's cock?" she asked softly. "Did you wish that I would have invited him inside so we could both suck his cock, or so you could fluff him like you've come to enjoy doing? Do you wish I would have let you suck my boyfriend's cock, Seth?"

    For a moment, Seth looked just a little embarrassed, but it passed quickly as he nodded. Tara rewarded her husband's honesty - she'd already known the answer to her question, of course - by unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. He moaned as she took him in her hand and stroked him slowly while offering another kiss, this one of the slow and sensual variety.

    "I like that you enjoy sucking my boyfriend's cock, Seth," she said softly. "I like that it turns you on to blow him before he fucks me and to clean him afterwards. In fact, I love that, especially since it turns Tim on to see my husband get on his knees in front of him."

    "I liked watching you suck him off," Seth said. "I fucking loved it, in fact. Did you...did you blow him in the movie theater?"

    "I did," Tara answered. "I gave him a long, slow blowjob in a theater full of people. I was a very good girlfriend, Seth. Tim said it was the best blowjob he'd ever had. Isn't that amazing? Your wife gave another man the best blowjob he's ever had."

    Seth nodded and it looked as though he was so turned on he could hardly speak, a fact that brought Tara no small amount of joy.

    "My pussy is still a little messy from the pounding Tim gave me after I woke up in his bed," Tara said. "Would you like to taste it before you fuck me, Seth?"

    "More than anything," he replied.

    Tara hastily unbuttoned her skintight jeans and pushed them over her hips. Seth fell to his knees and pulled them the rest of the way down, yanked her panties aside, and buried his tongue in her pussy. A shockwave of pleasure moved through Tara's body as Seth's tongue went to work devouring her messy cunt and licking her clit. He was like a man possessed, and Tara always loved it when Seth got that worked up, for it served as continued proof that he loved her having a relationship with another man.

    "Seth, baby...fuck, eat my messy pussy," Tara said. "Lick up the mess my boyfriend left behind. Get me nice and clean and then put your fucking cock inside me."

    Seth looked up at her with wild lust in his eyes and deepened his worship of her pussy. His tongue danced inside her and he reached up under Tara's sweater to play with her tits. Her nipples tingled and pulses of pleasure rushed down her spine and to her clit, making it throb so beautifully.

    "I need you inside me, Seth," she said. "Right now."

    Seth stood, stripped out of his pants with remarkable speed, and spun Tara around. She smiled at his desperation - he didn't want to waste the time taking her to the bedroom - as he slipped his cock into her from behind and filled her with one swift thrust.

    "Tim's had my pussy four times since you were last inside me, Seth," Tara said as she arched her back a little, pushing her hips back to meet his second thrust. "My boyfriend has fucked me and cum inside me four times since you last had your way with me."

    Seth grabbed her hips and fucked Tara hard. She put her hands against the wall to brace against his thrusts and moaned at the pleasure of being taken with such vigor by her husband.

    "Fuck me, Seth," she said. "Fuck me hard."

    He leaned forward and kissed her neck as his cock filled her over and over. His lips were soft and Tara reveled in the warmth of his breath against her skin as he got himself all worked up pounding away at her slick hole.

    "Did you tell him you love him?" Seth asked.

    Tara smiled. She could hear the lust in her husband's voice. He wanted to hear her say it. He found pleasure in it and hearing her say it would only deepen that pleasure.

    "Yes," she answered. "I told Tim I loved him. I told him countless times, Seth. And he told me."

    Seth moaned and somehow managed to fuck her harder as he dug his fingers into her hips.

    "I'm in love with him, Seth," Tara said as warmth spread from her loins. "I'm in love with my boyfriend, and my boyfriend is deeply in love with me, with your wife."

    Seth buried his cock inside her, pressed his body against hers, and held Tara tight as he came. She felt a deep sense of joy at her husband's orgasm, a sense that would last long after his climax had finished, for making Seth happy was Tara's favorite thing in the world.

    "I love you, Seth," she said. "I love you more than anything in the world."

    "I love you too, Tara," he replied before showering her neck and shoulders with kisses. "I love you more than anything. You're an incredible wife. Truly incredible."

    Tara loved that she got to be an incredible wife and an incredible girlfriend at the same time. She cherished the fact that she got to experience the love of two men at the same time, and while she wasn't sure how long it would last, she was determined to enjoy every moment of being a woman with two men that loved and adored her.
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    "Fuck, that was good. That was so good," Tara said as she wrapped her legs around Tim and held him inside her. The pleasure of the orgasm she'd just had - the orgasm her boyfriend had given her - still reverberated through her body. The tips of her toes tingled in the most delightful way and she felt just a tiny bit lightheaded, in the way that only happened after she'd cum particularly hard.

    Tim kissed her neck and gently moved his hips, generating little shocks of pleasure for Tara as his pelvis rubbed against her clit. "You're the most amazing woman I've ever met, Tara."

    She smiled, wrapped her arms around Tim, and held him tight. "Yeah? I'm the most amazing woman you've ever met?" she asked playfully.

    "Without question," Tim replied. "You make me feel so good, Tara. You make me feel things no woman has ever made me feel."

    "Well, you were so kind in taking me away for the weekend," Tara said. "And booking a room in such a beautiful hotel. That's the kind of act of romance that deserves a bit of reciprocation."

    Tim had whisked Tara away for a surprise weekend trip. He'd cleared it with Seth, but she hadn't known a thing about her boyfriend's intentions and she was utterly delighted with Tim's romanticism, especially when they'd arrived at the beautiful boutique hotel. A bouquet of flowers and a bottle of champagne awaited them in the room - which was spacious, elegantly decorated, and featured a soaking tub on the deck that Tara intended on using a little later that day - and she couldn't help but surrender to Tim's desire for her the moment the door shut behind them.

    Though Tim would almost certainly have been thrilled to slide his cock into Tara's wet, needy pussy with great haste, she took her time before welcoming her boyfriend inside her. Instead, she slowly led him to that place, first using her hand to play with his cock while they kissed and then moving between his legs, taking him in her mouth, and giving her boyfriend a slow, teasing blowjob before finally taking him inside her so they could make love.

    "I want to take a few pictures for Seth," Tara said as she finally released Tim from her grasp.

    He lifted his body off of hers and sat back on his knees, keeping his cock inside her the entire time. Tara grabbed her phone from the nightstand and quickly snapped a picture of Tim's dick in her slick pussy. She smiled at how wet and slippery she looked - and how beautiful Tim's cock looked as it rested half inside her - and then had him pull out.

    "Can you take a few pictures for him?" she asked.

    Tim took her phone, moved back a little, and took a handful of pictures of Tara's pussy, doing so with a smile on his face, and with good reason. Tara knew full well that her boyfriend enjoyed fucking her, filling her with his cum, and then sending her husband pictures of the aftermath. He was a good fit for her in that way, as there were few things Seth seemed to enjoy more than receiving those pictures.

    "Let's take one more," Tara said. "One with your cock in my mouth." She couldn't help but smile as she thought of Seth receiving that kind of picture.

    "Really?" Tim asked.

    He had a smile on his face, so he wasn't concerned. Tara was quite certain that he was asking more from a sense of disbelief that she'd actually want to take a picture like that. It was a little bolder to have her face in an image of that kind, but Seth wasn't going to share it with anyone and he'd been instrumental in her romantic weekend trip with her boyfriend, so he deserved a reward.

    "Yes, really," she said. "Come up here, put your cock in my mouth, and take a picture of it."

    Tim happily crawled forward as Tara remained on her back and turned her head. She parted her lips and he slipped his cock between them as Tara looked up at the lens with one eye. Tim snapped a handful of pictures and then reached down to run his fingers through her hair while taking a few more.

    "Fuck, that's really hot," he said.

    Tara expected Tim to pull out, but instead he set her phone aside, moved his hand to the back of her head, and gently fucked her mouth. She could have pulled away. She could have stopped him. She could have told him that she needed to send those pictures to Seth, but she didn't. Tara let him fuck her mouth. She even put her tongue to work, swirling it around the head. She started to suck, too, for even though Tim had just satisfied her desires with a fantastic orgasm, he clearly wanted her again and Tara wasn't going to deny him that pleasure, for it would inevitably mean pleasure for her.

    "Fuck, Tara...that feels so fucking good," he said. "Can I take a video for Seth? Can I take a video of you making me feel good?"

    Tara nodded. She found the idea exciting and she was certain Seth would enjoy receiving such an unexpected surprise on his weekend alone. If there was ever a time to provide him with a bit of extra fuel for his masturbatory fantasies - Tara had told him he was free to jerk off while she was gone - it was while she and Tim were alone in a hotel room and exploring their desire for each other in every imaginable way.

    Tim paused his thrusting for a moment to grab her phone and start filming. His smile grew broader and brighter - Tara was certain Tim was getting off on the idea of sending Seth this particular video - and he resumed fucking her face.

    Though Tim likely took more pleasure in it, Tara was surprised at how turned on she got at the notion of Seth watching another man fuck her mouth. She reached between her legs to rub her clit and moaned around the cock pushing in and out of her eager mouth. She closed her eyes, sucked a little harder, and suddenly felt quite driven to make Tim cum.

    Despite his recent orgasm, it wasn't long before Tim's moans took on a decidedly different tone. Tara recognized that tone, of course, as she'd made her boyfriend cum hundreds of times by that point. He was on the verge of an orgasm. He was going to unload and he was going to film it so Seth could watch every beautiful moment.

    "Oh, fuck, Tara, I'm close," Tim said.

    He moved to pull his cock from her mouth, but Tara grabbed his ass and pulled forward. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. She wanted him to fuck her face and unload in her mouth while he filmed it. She wanted her husband to see the kind of fun she was having with her boyfriend on their romantic weekend away.

    Tim took the hint and started fucking her mouth a little faster. She played with his balls and rubbed her clit and started moaning around his dick, for her orgasm was right around the corner.

    "Oh, fuck, Tara," Tim said. "I'm gonna cum. Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"

    Her phone shook in his hand as Tim came in Tara's mouth. She sealed her lips around his cock and caught every drop. She felt a little like a pornstar, and yet that sensation fueled an intensely powerful orgasm that had her legs bouncing on the bed as her loins constricted and released over and over.

    Tim pulled out when he was finished and Tara kissed the head of his cock and opened her mouth to show Seth the load that now rested on her tongue. She smiled, swallowed, and blew her husband a kiss before Tim stopped filming, set phone aside, and collapsed into the bed next to her.

    "I'll say it again, you're unlike any woman I've ever met, Tara," Tim said with a giddy smile on his face. "You're one in a million. Truly, an incredible woman."

    Tara cuddled up next to her boyfriend, kissed him on the cheek, and rested her head on his chest as she settled into a sense of post-orgasmic bliss. She had two men that loved her. Two men that thought of her as a woman unlike any other. Two men that she made very, very happy, and that made Tara feel like a lucky woman.

    
      
    

    "We've only been here a few hours and I've already made Tim cum twice," Tara texted Seth after Tim excused himself to take a shower. "Once in my pussy and once in my mouth. I've been a very busy girlfriend, doing everything I can to make my boyfriend feel good after he was considerate enough to take me on a romantic weekend trip."

    "He's lucky to have you," Seth replied. "And so am I, of course. I love that you already made him cum twice, Tara. That's so hot."

    Tara sent Seth a picture of Tim's cock in her pussy after he'd fucked her. She quickly sent another that showed Tim's cum leaking out of her.

    "That's so hot, Tara," Seth texted.

    "He made me feel so good, Seth," she replied. "He was desperate for me - I made sure to give him a long, slow blowjob to ensure he was out of his mind with desire by the time I took him into my married pussy - and he made love to me just like I needed, like I was desperate for."

    "Fuck, I love seeing his cum inside you," Seth texted. "It's just so hot to see another man's cum in my wife."

    "I'll bet you wish you were here so you could lick it out of me, don't you?" she asked. "I'll bet you would have devoured my pussy after he unloaded inside me."

    Seth replied with a picture that showed his stiff cock in his hand. "I would have," he texted. "Your pussy looks so good like that. I do wish I was there. I wish I could crawl between your legs. I wish I could put my tongue inside you and lick up all of that cum, Tara."

    "Mmm, I wish you could too, baby," she replied.

    Tara sent the picture of Tim's cock in her mouth. "This is what we did after he fucked me. It started with me wanting a picture for you. I wanted you to see your wife's lips wrapped around another man's cock. I wanted you to see me offering my mouth for his pleasure, Seth. I wanted you to see how badly I want to make my boyfriend feel good."

    She didn't receive an immediate response, but Tara wasn't worried. She suspected that Seth was staring at the picture and stroking himself as he imagined her giving a blowjob.

    "Would you like to see something naughty?" she texted.

    "Yes," he replied.

    Tara sent him the video. "How about my boyfriend fucking my mouth and cumming? Is that the kind of thing that might turn you on, Seth?"

    "Holy shit!" he texted back. "You made a video?"

    "I did," Tara replied. "I thought you might enjoy seeing your wife's boyfriend use her mouth for his pleasure."

    Seth didn't respond, but Tara knew what that meant. He was watching the video. He was watching Tim's cock slide in and out of her mouth. He was watching his wife welcome another man's dick into her mouth over and over. He was listening to her moan. He was seeing her eyes close as she played with her pussy and got off on the idea that Tim was going to cum in her mouth.

    Tara hit play on the video. She wanted to watch just like Seth was watching. She thought she looked quite beautiful lying in bed with her head turned to the side like that. Tara liked the sight of Tim's cock moving in and out of her mouth and she absolutely loved the way her boyfriend moaned while doing so, indicating his utter enjoyment of her willingness to make him feel good, to get him off, to make him cum like he deserves to cum.

    "Wow," was all Seth said when he finally texted.

    "Did you cum?" Tara replied.

    "Not yet," he messaged. "I want to watch it a few more times. It's so hot, Tara. Especially watching you swallow. That was just so fucking hot."

    Tara was a few hundred miles from her husband but she was still able to thrill him, a fact that put a bright smile on her face. "Maybe I'll make another video for you before the weekend is over. Enjoy your orgasm, baby. I love you."

    "I love you too," he texted.

    Tara watched the video once more - this time masturbating a little as she did - and then set her phone down and waited for Tim to emerge from the bathroom. She was tempted to orgasm while he was showering, but it was much more fun to wait and see if she could tempt her boyfriend into fucking her again so she could cum on his cock once more before they went out for dinner. With any luck, he'd be up for it and she'd get to enjoy the pleasure of his cum slowly dripping out of her while they ate.

    
      
    

    "Tara...I have to confess something," Tim said.

    Both his hands were firmly on the steering wheel and his eyes were fixed on the road. He looked nervous, though, which struck Tara as odd given the perfect romantic weekend they'd just spent together. What could have inspired that nervous look and the need to confess something on the drive home?

    "Okay...well, go for it," she replied.

    "The weekend, this weekend...I had something else planned, something I chickened out on," Tim said.

    Tara knew Tim well - at least she thought she did - but she couldn't even come with a guess as to what was on his mind. He hadn't seemed the slightest bit distracted all weekend, though it was possible she'd kept his mind from other things with her relentless sex drive, which had seemed higher than usual.

    "Okay," was all she said.

    Tim glanced at her - and looked terribly nervous while doing so - and then turned his attention back to the highway. "I wanted to talk to you."

    "About...what?" she asked.

    Tim took a deep breath, gripped the steering wheel even tighter, and said, "About our future. Or, really, about whether or not there's any chance for us to have a real future."

    Tara knew what he was getting at. At least she thought she knew.

    "I know what you said about you and Seth, and about what you and I could and couldn't be," Tim continued. "I remember all of that. I just...that was a long time ago and...I just didn't expect to feel this way about you. I thought this would just be a sexual thing, you know? Then I fell in love with you. Now...well, now I feel like I've never been in love with someone in the way I'm in love with you, Tara."

    He hadn't quite made his desires clear, but they were clear enough, and Tara wasn't sure how to respond. She was in love with Tim. She knew that. The feelings were real and they weren't just about the sex.

    "Tim...I don't...I'm not sure what you want me to say," Tara said.

    "Okay, well, maybe I'm not being clear enough," he replied with just a touch of hope in his voice. "I'm asking if there's any chance that you'll ever leave Seth to be with me."

    There it was. Tim's desire, laid bare. Some part of her admired his courage and conviction - some men wouldn't have asked - but mostly she was disappointed. They had a good thing going, and now it had to come to an end.

    "No, there's no chance of that," she said. "I'm sorry, Tim. My feelings for you are real. They are. But my feelings for Seth are stronger, and deeper. He's the first man in my life and he always will be. I have a feeling that I'll always enjoy having another man in my life, but Seth will always come first for me. The truth is, it's rare that I'm not thinking about him. When I have sex with you, there's usually a small part of me that's thinking about how much Seth is going to enjoy hearing about it, or how much I'm going to enjoy being in his arms again. I love you, Tim - I've fallen in love with you - but no, there's no chance I'll leave Seth for you."

    Tim looked disappointed, but not nearly as crushed as Tara thought he might have, which was a relief. They were still an hour from home and it would have felt ten times as long if she'd just broken his heart.

    "Honestly, I was hoping you'd answer differently, but I can't say I was expecting it," Tim said as his shoulders sank a little and his grip on the steering wheel loosened. "I just...I had to ask. You're the first woman I've ever felt like I could actually have a future with. You're the first woman that's made me want to start working towards a better future for myself."

    "I'm sorry I couldn't be the woman you needed me to be," Tara replied as she reached out and ran her hand over Tim's arm. He glanced at her and smiled and Tara saw the pain in his eyes. He wasn't heartbroken, but he was pretty close to it.

    Tim turned his attention back to the road and said, "You don't have to apologize, Tara. You were everything you said you'd be and a great deal more, and you were pretty much perfect. This has been the best time of my life, without question, and I really do feel like you've changed me for the better."

    A sudden, almost overwhelming sense of sadness settled over Tara as she realized that her relationship with Tim was over. It had to be over. Even if he was willing to carry on like the conversation had never happened, it wouldn't be possible for her.

    "Are you okay?" he asked.

    "Yeah, I mean, I'll be okay," she replied. "I'm sad, though."

    "Yeah, me too," Tim said. "I guess it had to end at some point though, didn't it?"

    Tara smiled, both because he was right and because she was happy that he understood that it had to end, that their breakup didn't have to be messy. "Yeah, it did. At least we got to have fun...and fall in love...before it ended."

    "We got to have a ton of great sex, too," Tim replied.

    Tara laughed and he joined in. He was right. Of course, she got the better end of that deal as she'd enjoyed a wealth of good sex with Seth, too, and much of it was the direct result of her relationship with Tim.

    The rest of the drive largely passed in silence. They talked a little, but it seemed to Tara that both of them were grappling with the sadness that comes with the end of any relationship but is especially potent when what was a genuinely loving relationship comes to an end.

    Tara briefly considered having sex with him one more time - they could have found a place on a side road to fuck - but she dismissed the idea as she worried it might just make her sadder in the long run.

    Instead, Tim drove her home, carried Tara's bag to the front door and took her into his arms for a long goodbye hug. They shared one last kiss - a short, soft kiss on the lips - and then she welled up with tears as he walked away.

    Tara took a moment to compose herself, turned, and stepped into the house where she would walk into Seth's warm embrace and cry a little over the end of her relationship. They would go through the decidedly odd experience of a husband comforting his wife over her breakup with her boyfriend, they'd have dinner, get a little bit drunk on red wine, and make love and it would all be okay, because she was married to a wonderful man.

    Though it would take some time before the sadness passed, Tara was already certain she'd find another boyfriend. The experience had been far too thrilling for it to be a singular event in her life, and she was certain Seth would be on board. In fact, she was certain he'd go to great lengths to ensure she found a boyfriend, for he found just as much pleasure in it - if not more - than she did, and Tara very much wanted to make her husband happy, for he deserved to be happy.

    If she got to have great sex and fall in love all over again in the process of making Seth happy, then that meant she was a very lucky woman.

    The End.

  
    Lusting After her Trainer

    After her first session you were fairly certain your wife was enthralled with her trainer. She didn’t say anything, but she came home with a giddy smile on her face and a bounce in her step. You noted her good mood and she told you it was because of the vigorous workout she’d just had, but you suspected it had more to do with her handsome, muscular trainer.

    A month after her first session you caught your wife browsing his Instagram feed with a thirsty look on her face. You watched her admire picture after picture and when you said something she nearly jumped off the couch in fright. She’d been so into staring at pictures of her muscular trainer she didn’t even notice you were there.

    That’s when you decided to be bold. That night, you joined your wife in bed and kissed your way down her body. You pushed up the soft satin of her nightie and kissed her pussy through her panties.

    “What’s this for?” she asked.

    “I really want to make you cum,” you said.

    “Lucky me,” your wife replied.

    “Will you do something for me, though?” you asked. “It’s a little fantasy of mine.”

    Your wife smiled. “A fantasy? Really? What is it?”

    “Will you look at your trainer’s Instagram while I go down on you?” you asked.

    Your wife frowned. “Is this a joke? I told you I wasn’t ogling him or fantasizing, or whatever you thought I was doing while you spied on me.”

    You smiled and kissed your wife’s thighs. “This isn’t a joke,” you said. “I’ve been thinking about it since your first session with him. I could see how into him you were, even if you told me you weren’t. I can’t stop thinking about it. I don’t want you to fuck him, or anything, but I think it would be really hot if you thought about him while I went down on you.”

    “Honey, are you really serious about this, or is this going to end in a fight?” she asked. She wanted to do it. She wouldn’t have asked that if she didn’t. Of course she wanted to do it.

    You pulled aside your wife’s satin panties and kissed her pussy, eliciting a soft moan. “I’m serious,” you answered. “I know it seems like a weird fantasy, but it’s really hot to me.”

    There was no point in pushing her further, so you went to work on your wife’s pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned. You kissed her labia and clit. You used your tongue to provide her with a gentle, pleasurable massage and after a few minutes she reached for her phone.

    “Are you sure?” she asked. You nodded without ceasing your pussy worship. Your wife held up her phone. A moment later she moaned louder. You sucked on her clit and you watched her fingers dance over her screen. She was doing it. She had to be doing it.

    “Oh, god, that feels so good,” your wife said. She was fantasizing about her trainer as you ate her pussy. She was staring at his shirtless pictures and thinking of him while you offered her the pleasure of oral sex. The fantasy you’d harbored since her first appointment with him had become reality.

    Your wife came hard with her phone in her hand. Her eyes were glued to it as her thighs trembled and her pussy dripped with your tongue buried inside it.

    She put her phone aside as the orgasm passed. You sat back on your knees and your wife glanced at the tent in your underwear.

    “You weren’t lying,” she said. “That really turned you on, didn’t it?”

    You nodded.

    “Lie down,” she said.

    You crawled forward and rolled onto your back next to your wife. She moved between your legs and took your underwear off. She straddled you and your cock disappeared inside her wet pussy.

    “How does my pussy feel?” she asked.

    You moaned. “It’s perfect.”

    She grabbed her phone and showed you the screen. It was a picture of her trainer at the beach. He was wearing a rather tight swimsuit and his abs glistened with sweat. “This is what I was staring at when I came,” she said. Her pussy began to move back and forth over your cock, milking you with its heat and wetness.

    “Oh, fuck,” you said.

    Your wife turned the phone around and stared. A smile crossed her face. She moaned.

    “Are you thinking of him again?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “I’m thinking of being on that beach with him. I’m thinking of it being just the two of us. I’m thinking of him picking me up and carrying me into the water. I’m thinking of kissing him as he reaches down, pulls my bikini bottoms aside, and slips his cock into me. I’m thinking of fucking him right there in the water. I’m thinking of his big cock sliding in and out of my pussy as he holds me with those big, strong arms of his.”

    You came inside her. You didn’t even make it a minute. It was far too arousing.

    “Wow,” she said with a smile on her face. “That was fast.”

    “Sorry,” you replied.

    Your wife laughed. “No need to apologize.” She lifted her pussy from your cock and laid next to you.

    “What if I used my fingers?” you asked. “To make you cum again, I mean.”

    “Really?” she asked.

    You rolled onto your side and reached between her legs. Your index finger found her clit and you offered a gentle massage. “Really,” you said.

    Your wife pulled up her phone. She found another picture of her trainer. This time he was sipping a coffee in a gleaming white kitchen. His shirt was off, of course.

    “What are you thinking about?” you asked.

    “Are you sure?” your wife said. She seemed a little worried that you wouldn’t be into it now that you’d cum.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” you replied. You kissed her neck and nibbled her ear lobe, which she’d always loved.

    She moaned. “I’m thinking of being in that kitchen with him. I’m thinking of him lifting me onto the counter with those strong arms of his. I’m thinking of wrapping my legs around him as he slides into me. I’m thinking of him fucking me right there on the kitchen counter. I’m thinking of his big cock filling my pussy and making me feel so fucking good after I’d spent the night in his bed.”

    She came not long after. She was even quicker than you the second time.

    “When’s your next session with him?” you asked.

    “Wednesday,” she replied. “Though he has mentioned that I’d see better results if we upped it to twice a week.”

    “Maybe you should do that,” you said.

    Your wife smiled. “Oh yeah?”

    “Definitely,” you replied.

    “Maybe I will,” she said.

    You knew there’d be lots more fantasies in your future and you couldn’t wait. Perhaps you could convince your wife to go further than fantasizing.

  
    Madison Makes Him a Cum Eating Cuckold

    For confident, kinky cuckoldress Madison nothing is hotter than the idea of her husband Zack cleaning up after another man. That wild desire sets her on a mission to turn him into the cuckold she wants him to be. Over the course of this sexy, sensual four part story she trains him to enjoy cleaning.

    If you’re a Patreon supporter at the Cuckold Stories level you can follow the links below and join Madison and Zack on an arousing journey into the joyful world of cuckold creampie cleanup. If you’re not, click here to sign up so you can enjoy this story (and hundreds of others).

    Part 1 – Our story begins with Zack already a cuckold to his beautiful wife. They’re both well-versed in how pleasurable it can be for Madison to enjoy her bull while Zack watches, but she wants more. She wants to deepen her pleasure by making Zack clean her, so she puts a plan in motion to lure him into being the cuckold she desires.

    Part 2 – Madison draws Zack deeper into her plan to make him into a cleaning cuckold. She fills his head with sensual desires, teases him wildly, puts him in the right head space to be the husband she desires. Finally, she uses all of that pent up lust to get Zack to agree to clean her after they've enjoyed each other. She convinces him that it would thrill her beyond words and he can’t help but do it.

    Part 3 – Madison knows Zack isn’t quite ready to clean after she's with Blake, but she does convince him to try a little taste. She makes sure to let Zack experience the ultimate pleasure with the taste still on his tongue, deepening his commitment to her. As this chapter comes to an end, Madison plants the seed that will have Zack eager to take the next step.

    Part 4 – Madison has a little surprise for Zack. He thought she was out with a friend, but it turns out she was with Blake and enjoying him without protection for the first time. It's time for Zack to truly clean up for the first time.

  
    Madison Makes Him a Cum Eating Cuckold - Part 1

    “What are you thinking about?” Madison asked Zack as she slowly stroked his stiff cock.

    Zack looked down at his cock as his wife’s fingers pleasured him. Her legs looked beautiful in the black stockings she’d put on before climbing into bed with him and the soft baby doll she’d dressed up in felt amazing pressed against his chest as she cuddled d

    All of that was on his mind, but something else took precedent. “I’m thinking about you and him,” Zack said.

    “Mmmm, I like that,” Madison said as her fingers danced over the underside of his cock head. “I like that a lot.”

    Zack had recently been granted the pleasure of watching his wife and her bull have sex. They’d rented a hotel room. They’d bought her lingerie just for the occasion. He’d watched her dress up for Blake, the man that had been fucking her for the past month.

    He’d watched Madison go down on her bull. He’d watched her pull down her panties for him. He’d watched her put a condom on Blake’s long, thick cock. He’d watched Madison spread her legs and invite the other man inside her. He’d watched Blake make his wife cum three times.

    “Do you like thinking about it?” Madison asked.

    “I do,” Zack answered. “I really do.”

    Madison moaned and kissed his neck. Her lips were impossibly soft and the warmth of her breath on his skin gave Zack goose bumps.

    “What was your favorite part?” Madison whispered.

    “Watching you cum,” Zack said. “It was so hot.”

    Zack had heard how much his wife enjoyed fucking Blake, but he hadn’t seen it. It proved to be a vastly different experience. Witnessing Madison’s intense, overwhelming pleasure at having her bull’s cock inside her was so much hotter than hearing about it.

    Madison stroked him faster. “I liked having you there,” she said. “I liked knowing that my cuckold husband was watching. I liked that you were seeing how good Blake makes me feel.”

    Zack moaned. Madison’s pursuit of her pleasure never ceased to thrill him. He loved that she was so voracious in her desire for Blake’s cock.

    “I love that you’re so eager to make me happy, Zack. I love that you’ve come around to the notion of putting my pleasure first,” Madison said.

    Zack smiled. In truth, Madison’s pleasure was his pleasure. Now that she was fucking Blake, he got lots more handjobs and the orgasms that resulted were intensely satisfying for him.

    “I love being your cuckold,” Zack said.

    Madison lifted her head and kissed her husband. She teased his balls as her tongue moved into his mouth.

    “There’s something else you could do to make me happy, you know,” she said.

    “Really? What is it?” Zack asked.

    “I want you to taste your precum for me,” she said. “I think it would be so hot if you licked it off my finger and swallowed it. Would you do that for me?”

    Zack considered the idea. It seemed harmless. “Yes, I’d do that for you,” he said.

    Madison smiled and stroked his cock. She squeezed the head and a little drop of precum appeared. Zack felt an odd, unexpected sense of excitement as he watched his wife gather the clear liquid with the tip of her finger.

    “Open up,” she said softly.

    Zack parted his lips and Madison slipped her finger between them. She pressed it onto his tongue and he tasted the salty sweetness of his precum. It was quite pleasant. He closed his lips around her finger and sucked it clean.

    “How does it taste?” Madison asked.

    “It’s good,” Zack said as his wife’s hand returned to his cock.

    She stroked him again. She squeezed the head of his cock again. Another drop of precum appeared. She repeated the process.

    “Suck it,” Madison said as her finger moved into his mouth once more.

    Zack found the command intensely arousing. He wasn’t sure why. There was something in the tone of her voice that he loved. He did as she desired. He sucked her finger clean.

    “That’s so hot,” Madison said as she pushed her finger deeper into Zack’s mouth. “It’s yummy, isn’t it?”

    Zack nodded as her finger continued to move in and out of his mouth. His precum was yummy.

    Madison pulled her finger from his mouth once more and moved between Zack’s legs. She kissed the head of his cock and wrapped her lips around it. Warmth and wetness enveloped his erection. He closed his eyes and moaned at the intensely pleasurable feeling.

    “Fuck, Madison. That’s incredible,” he said. Blowjobs had become far less common since she’d started fucking Blake.

    Madison moaned around his cock and took him deeper. She stroked his shaft while sucking and used her other hand to play with his balls. Zack was enveloped in a world of pleasure.

    “Do you like when I suck your cock?” she asked.

    “Yes, I love it,” Zack answered.

    “Blake loves it too,” Madison said as she stroked her husband. She smiled at him. “Though sucking his cock is a little bit more difficult.”

    “Why is that?” Zack asked, though he knew the answer.

    “Because he’s so much bigger than you are,” Madison said. 

    Zack moaned and she swallowed his cock again. She deepthroated him, which he noted she almost certainly didn’t do with Blake.

    His cock was slick with her saliva when it slipped from her mouth once more. Madison stroked him. She looked at the tip and gave his dick a good squeeze. A big drop of precum emerged.

    Madison took the precum onto her tongue, released Zack’s cock, and crawled towards him. She kissed him and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She shared the precum with him. He took it. He swallowed it. He shared the taste of his cock on her lips and tongue too. It turned him on immensely.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like kissing me after I’ve been sucking your cock, don’t you?” Madison asked.

    Zack nodded.

    A naughty smile crossed his wife’s face. “Would you ever kiss me after I’ve been sucking Blake’s cock? If I had called you over when you were watching, would you have sucked on my tongue and tasted his cock on my lips?” she asked.

    Her fingers found their way to his dick once more and Madison stroked her husband. A wave of pleasure washed over him. Only one answer came to mind. “Yes, I’d be happy to do that,” Zack said.

    “Yeah? You’d kiss me after I had another man’s cock in my mouth?” she asked.

    Zack nodded. Madison stroked him faster. She played with his balls. She teased the head of his dick. She gathered more precum on her fingers. She lifted them to his mouth and Zack opened up. Madison pressed two fingers onto his tongue. He closed his lips around them and sucked. He tasted his precum, his cock, and his balls. It thrilled him.

    “That’s so sexy, baby,” Madison said. “I’m so wet. I don’t know why, but watching you suck on my fingers like a naughty boy is so hot to me.”

    Zack sucked her fingers lustily. He wanted to arouse his wife. He wanted to be the source of her lust. He wanted to make her feel good.

    Madison pulled her fingers from his mouth, cuddled up next to her husband, and took a firm grip on his cock. She jerked him off skillfully as they kissed. “Cum for me,” she said.

    Zack let the lust fill his body. He let the pleasure wash over him. He thought of how much naughtier his wife seemed. It all turned him on. His orgasm arrived. He closed his eyes as his cock pulsed in Madison’s hand. He spilled cum all over his bare chest.

    She kissed his cheek and snuggled up against him while slowly stroking his dick in the aftermath of his orgasm.

    “Thank you,” Zack said.

    “My pleasure,” Madison replied as she released his cock and ran her fingers through the cum on his stomach. 

    She moaned softly as Zack watched. For a moment he wondered if she was going to feed him some of his cum just like she’d fed him his precum. He wasn’t sure if he would have objected. She didn’t, though. Instead, Madison rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and played with her pussy while Zack watched. Before long she too had an orgasm.

    “Were you thinking of him?” Zack asked.

    “In a way, but not really,” Madison said between heavy breaths.

    “What were you thinking about?” he asked. He needed to know.

    “I was thinking about you. I was thinking about you kissing me after I’ve had Blake’s cock in my mouth. And…well, I was thinking about you kissing my pussy after he’s been inside me.”

    The idea had never occurred to Zack. They’d never talked about him being involved like that. He’d only just watched for the first time and that seemed monumental.

    “Really?” he said.

    “I know, it’s crazy,” Madison replied. “I couldn’t help it, though. I closed my eyes and there you were. You were between my legs and licking my pussy right after Blake had given me a good pounding and made me cum so hard.”

    Zack tried to imagine it. The idea was simultaneously arousing and horrifying. “Is that something you really want?” he asked.

    “I don’t know,” Madison said. “I know it’s crazy, so maybe it’s just a weird fantasy. My mind tends to run wild when I’m really close to cumming.”

    Zack wasn’t sure he could do it if Madison asked. Something about the idea struck him as really gross. He wasn’t going to close his mind to the notion, though.

    “Let’s take a shower,” Madison said. “You have quite a mess on you.”

    She hopped out of bed and strode towards the bathroom. Zack admired the view for a few moments before following after her. He knew they’d fool around a little in the shower. It was so much better than showering alone.

    
      

    

    Madison’s pussy looked perfect as she spread her legs and teased Zack. They were supposed to be watching a movie, but after a few glasses of wine all either of them could think about was sex.

    “Does it look pretty?” she asked.

    “Yes, your pussy looks pretty. It looks perfect, in fact,” Zack said.

    “Take your cock out for me. Stroke it,” Madison said. “Masturbate while you think about who was inside this pussy last night.”

    Zack groaned. Blake had been inside his wife the night before. She’d spent a few hours at his place. From her description, it sounded like she spent most of that time with her bull’s cock buried inside her.

    Not one to pass up a chance to play, Zack pulled out his cock and masturbated as his wife desired. He was already hard.

    “Does it turn you on to think about him fucking me?” Madison asked.

    Zack nodded as his gaze shifted from his wife’s pink pussy to her face. She smiled.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Zack? Do you want to feel my pussy around your cock?” she said.

    He nodded again. “Yes. Desperately.”

    Madison’s voice was playful as she said, “Oh, you’re desperate huh? Do you miss my pussy that badly?”

    “Yes, I do,” Zack said as he stroked his cock faster.

    “Eat your precum for me,” Madison said. “Eat it up like a good cuckold and I might let you fuck me.”

    Zack scooped the drop of precum from the tip of his cock and licked it off his finger immediately. Madison giggled as he did what she desired without hesitation.

    “I love when you do that for me,” Madison said. “Do it again. Eat more of your precum. Devour it for me.”

    Zack did it again. He masturbated. He produced more precum. He ate more of it. He could see the look in Madison’s eyes. He wanted that look to continue. He wanted to be the source of her pleasure.

    “Come closer,” Madison said.

    Zack crawled across the couch towards his wife. She pulled his lips to hers and they kissed. Her fingers encircled his cock and she took over stroking him. She gathered the precum. She brought her fingers to his lips.

    “Suck them clean,” she demanded.

    Zack held her gaze as he parted his lips and took her fingers into his mouth. He sucked his precum off of them. He tasted his cock.

    “Fuck me,” Madison said.

    She spread her legs wider. Zack moved between them. He slipped his cock into her pussy. His wife moaned. He fucked her.

    “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck my wet pussy,” Madison said.

    Zack pumped in and out of his wife’s cunt. He felt her hands move over his back and pull him tighter. The sound of her moans filled his ears.

    “Are you thinking of him fucking me?” Madison said. “Are you thinking of Blake’s big cock sliding in and out of my pussy?”

    The image popped into his head. He hadn’t watched the night before, but Zack had seen his wife take another man’s cock. He’d seen Blake’s big dick slide in and out of her. Now he was thinking about it.

    “Yes,” he answered. He fucked her harder. He felt his orgasm building. 

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Madison asked. “It’s so beautiful thinking about his big cock sliding in and out of your wife’s pussy, isn’t it?”

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” Zack said. It was beautiful. It was wildly arousing, too.

    “Eat my pussy, baby. Pull out and eat my pussy,” Madison said.

    Zack pulled out. He dropped to the floor and licked his wife’s pussy.

    “That’s it. Lick up your juices. Lick it up like a good boy. Lick up all that sloppy wetness you left inside me,” she said.

    Zack did as his wife desired and he felt a wonderful sense of lust coursing through him. He wasn’t sure if it was her dirty talk or because it felt a little bit naughty, but he loved it.

    “That’s so hot, baby. Keep licking up your sloppy mess. Keep licking it up and make me cum. Make me cum with your tongue,” Madison said between loud, lusty moans.

    Zack kept licking. He knew he probably wouldn’t get to finish inside his wife, but he didn’t care. He was so caught up in her lust that all he wanted to do was eat her out and make her feel good.

    “Fuck,” Madison said as she grabbed his head with both hands. “Make me cum, Zack. Make me cum!”

    She groaned. She ground her pussy over his mouth. She grabbed his hair tight enough for it to hurt. Then she climaxed.

    “Yesss!” she screamed.

    Afterwards, Madison gently pushed his head from between her legs and smiled. “That was so hot, baby. I don’t know why, but I just love the idea of you licking my pussy after fucking me. I love the idea of you licking up your juices.”

    “Really?” Zack asked.

    “Absolutely,” Madison said as she leaned forward and stroked his stiff cock. “I know it’s kind of dirty, but I love it. I fucking love it.”

    “I don’t mind doing it,” he said. “You know I love making you happy. I love it more than anything in the world.”

    Madison kissed him as she stroked his dick faster and with a tighter grip. “Yeah?” she asked. “You don’t mind being a little naughty for me?”

    “I love it,” Zack replied.

    “What about being really naughty for me?” she asked.

    Zack wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but he was on board. “I’ll do anything,” he said.

    Madison smiled and leaned closer. She kissed his cheek and neck. Then she whispered, “Will you taste your cum for me? Will you go past eating your precum and taste your seed for your naughty wife?”

    Zack felt his cock stiffen in her hand. He felt a wild rush of lust course through his loins. “Yes,” he answered. He had to follow his desire. He had to let it command him.

    “Good boy,” Madison said.

    Zack groaned. He felt an explosion of pleasure building between his legs. Madison held her other hand in front of his cock.

    “Cum for me, baby. Cum for me so you can taste your load,” she said.

    Zack did as his wife desired. The kinky notion of tasting his cum filled his head and brought him a thoroughly pleasing orgasm. His cum spilled into her hand and a little hit the floor. He cried out in pleasure and leaned forward. His head rested against Madison’s shoulder.

    After his orgasm, she held up her hand. There was a puddle of cum in it. Madison dipped her index finger in the cum and lifted it to Zack’s lips.

    “Just a taste, baby. I know you probably don’t want to after cumming, but I need you to do this. I need you to taste your cum,” she said.

    She was right. He didn’t want to do it. But it was just a taste. It was just a little bit of cum on her finger. He opened his mouth. She put her finger on his tongue. He closed his lips around it and sucked it clean. It tasted far worse than his precum, but it wasn’t bad.

    “That’s not so bad, is it?” Madison said.

    Zack shook his head. “No, not at all,” he said.

    Madison pushed three fingers into the cum in her hand. She sucked her fingers clean and then moved towards Zack. They shared a cum-flavored kiss as her tongue pushed aggressively into his mouth. She fed him his load.

    Afterwards, Madison grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on the coffee table and cleaned up the rest of his cum. Then she leaned back, smiled, and said, “Go down on me again. I’m so fucking turned on. I need to cum again. Watching you taste your load is the hottest thing in the world.”

    Zack went down on his wife again. It thrilled him to be the source of such arousal for her. He happily licked her pussy and made her cum once more.

  
    Madison Makes Him a Cum Eating Cuckold - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Doesn’t it look beautiful?” Madison said as she spread her pussy lips.

    Zack was between his wife’s legs. Blake had just been inside her. His thick cock had just fucked her and provided two loud, lusty orgasms while Zack waited in the room next door.

    “It does,” Zack said as he stared at her pink, puffy pussy.

    Madison’s voice was playful as she asked, “Were you sad that I wouldn’t let you watch?”

    Zack looked up at her and smiled. “A little,” he replied. It didn’t stop him from getting hard, though. The walls were thin enough that he heard everything and he suspected that Madison was putting on a show for his benefit.

    “A cuckold doesn’t always get to watch,” she explained. “After all, my pleasure is the most important thing, right?”

    Zack nodded at his wife. “Yes, it is,” he said.

    “Did you picture it in your mind while you were in the guest room? Did you picture Blake’s big cock stretching out my pussy?” she asked.

    Zack nodded again. He’d sat against the wall with his eyes closed for most of Madison’s encounter with her bull. He’d slowly stroked his cock, getting himself close to orgasm several times.

    “You know what I pictured?” Madison asked.

    Zack shook his head. He honestly had no idea.

    “I pictured you begging to lick my pussy after Blake had fucked me. I pictured you between my legs like you are right now. I pictured you rock hard and desperate to taste me after another man had been inside me. I pictured you absolutely overcome with lust at the idea of getting to lick my yummy cunt after Blake had pounded me,” she said.

    Zack felt his cock pulsing between his legs. He’d spent a solid 30 minutes masturbating while his wife had fucked another man. He’d listened to her cum multiple times. There was no question he was overcome with lust.

    “Would that really turn you on?” he asked.

    Madison closed her eyes and pushed two fingers into her cunt. Zack could hear the wetness. Her moans were a beautiful accompaniment.

    “Yes,” she said. “You have no idea how much it would turn me on.” Her eyes opened and she looked at Zack. “You have no idea how hard it would make me cum to have you worship my pussy right after Blake fucked me.”

    Zack moved closer to his wife’s pussy. He felt the warmth emanating from her thighs on either side of his head.

    “Do you want it, baby?” she asked. “Do you want to worship my pussy?”

    Zack looked at his wife. He admired her taut stomach and her perky breasts. He saw the lust in her eyes and the naughty smile on her face.

    “Yes, I want it,” he admitted. “I want to worship your pussy.”

    “Even though I just had another man’s cock inside me?” she asked.

    Zack smiled. “Because you just had another man’s cock inside you,” he answered.

    “Mmmm, that’s so sexy,” Madison said. “Fuck, you have no idea how much that turns me on.” She pulled her fingers from her wet cunt and pushed them into Zack’s mouth. He sucked them clean like he knew she wanted him to.

    “May I worship your pussy?” Zack asked. “May I taste you? May I make you cum?” He wanted to turn her on. He wanted to drive his wife wild with lust. He wanted to give her an orgasm.

    “Yes,” Madison said as she moved her hand out of the way and spread her legs wider.

    Zack crawled closer and pressed his face between her legs. He extended his tongue and licked his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. He tasted the latex of the condom Blake had used. He tasted her juices. He tasted a little bit of sweat. It was an intoxicating mix that made his cock throb.

    “That’s it, baby. Taste him. Taste me. Make me cum. Worship my pussy,” she said between loud, lusty moans.

    Madison seemed immensely aroused. It drove Zack to lick her with greater vigor. He pushed his tongue deeper inside her. He sucked on her labia. He pushed his fingers into her cunt while licking her clit. He did everything he could to fill her with the kind of lust she craved. He desperately wanted to get her off.

    “Ohhhh fuuuuck,” she said, elongating each word in a blissful fashion.

    Madison grabbed Zack’s head in both her hands and held him in place. She rubbed her clit over his tongue and her thighs began to tremble. A steady stream of erotic noises came from her lips. Then, she tightened her grip on his head and unleashed a loud, massive orgasm. Her body went limp afterwards as she gently pushed his head away.

    “Thank you,” Madison said in a soft voice.

    “My pleasure,” Zack replied.

    She looked up with a hazy, blissful look in her eyes. “Do you want to cum on my tits?”

    “Hell yes,” Zack said.

    “Go for it,” she said.

    Zack straddled his wife and stroked his cock as she grasped her breasts and held them together for him.

    “Make a mess, baby. Cum all over my tits. Think of how my pussy tasted. Think of how much yummier it was because Blake had just fucked me. Think of how much that turned you on,” she said.

    Zack thought of all of those things and his orgasm soon arrived. He threw his head back, groaned, and unleashed a massive load of cum on his wife’s big, beautiful breasts.

    Afterwards, Zack laid next to Madison and stared at her breasts. He couldn’t help but think they looked particularly beautiful covered in his cum.

    “Are you admiring your handiwork?” she asked.

    Zack looked into his wife’s eyes and then moved closer to kiss her. His fingers moved up her stomach and came to rest under the soft flesh of her breast.

    “Your touch feels so good,” Madison said as Zack stared into her eyes.

    He kissed her neck and caressed her stomach. He kissed the area just above her collarbone and she moaned. He pulled back and looked at her breasts. He looked at his cum. He saw a thick dollop of it on her right nipple.

    Zack couldn’t seem to stop himself. He moved until his mouth hovered over her nipple. Madison’s hand moved up his back and through his hair until it rested on the back of his head. She gently pushed down.

    Zack took her cum-covered nipple into his mouth. He ran his tongue over it and licked up his seed. Madison arched her back and a long, low moan escaped her lips. It was the sound of pure, perfect pleasure.

    “That’s it, baby,” she whispered.

    Zack couldn’t stop himself. He felt his loins come alive just a few minutes after cumming. He followed his lust and cleaned the rest of her breast as Madison moaned. He was eating his cum off of her tits and it didn’t bother him. He was doing it because it turned her on. He was doing it because it turned him on, too.

    “Fuck, baby, that feels so fucking good,” Madison said as her other hand moved between her legs. She played with her pussy as Zack moved to her left breast and continued cleaning. He couldn’t stop himself. He had to lick up all his cum. His mouth was already awash with the salty taste. There was no point in stopping. He was fueling Madison’s next orgasm and he wasn’t going to stop until she’d cum or her breasts were clean of his seed.

    “Clean up your mess,” Madison said. “Clean it all. Clean up your cummy mess.”

    Her words thrilled him. His cock was hard again. He could hear her juicy pussy as she masturbated. It all felt perfectly natural and overwhelmingly sexy.

    “Oh god, I’m cumming!” Madison declared. “I’m cumming!”

    Zack licked and sucked on her nipple. He cleaned the rest of his load off of her. He brought his wife the pleasure of another orgasm.

    When she’d finished, Zack rolled off of her and stared at the ceiling with a big smile on his face. Madison rolled over and cuddled up next to him.

    “Thank you,” she said. He could hear the genuine gratitude in her voice.

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    
      

    

    “You get to fuck me tonight.”

    That was the text Madison had sent to Zack. It was the text he’d looked at a dozen times at work. It was the text that dominated his thoughts as he drove home. It was the text that had him half hard by the time he walked into the house.

    “I’m in here!” she called out as he came through the front door.

    Zack rushed to the bedroom and saw his wife in their bed. The comforter was pulled back. She was up propped up against the pillows with a book in her lap and one leg up. She was wearing a soft, fuzzy-looking cardigan sweater and nothing else.

    “Welcome home,” Madison said. “Did you have a good day at work?”

    Her voice was soft and sweet. It was her smile that made it clear she was having a little fun with him. There was no question Madison knew that he wasn’t thinking about work or how his day went. All he could think about was fucking his wife for the first time in two weeks.

    Madison glanced between his legs, smiled and said, “I see someone’s awfully excited to experience my pussy.”

    Zack stripped as he stood at the side of the bed. Madison watched. He was fairly certain she licked her lips a little. Perhaps she was just as excited as he was about the sex they were going to have.

    Madison spread her legs suggestively and smiled at her husband. “Where do you belong?” she asked.

    Zack climbed into bed and between her legs. He looked down and saw a pink, puffy pussy. There was no question Madison had been fucked. He looked up at his wife.

    A naughty smiled crossed her face. “I was a bad girl,” she said.

    They stared at each other for a moment. Zack knew what she expected of him. He knew exactly what his wife wanted him to do and he wasn’t about to hesitate. He’d come to find exceptional pleasure in licking his wife’s pussy after Blake had been inside her.

    Zack dropped to his stomach and ran his tongue over his wife’s swollen pussy lips. He licked her clit a little and then explored the inside of the hole someone else had pounded.

    “Mmmm, that’s a good cuckold,” Madison said in a sweet, sensual voice. “You love eating my pussy after Blake’s been inside me, don’t you? It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

    She’d asked the same questions numerous times over the past few weeks. Zack’s answer was always the same and always entirely truthful.

    “I fucking love it,” he said. “You taste so good. You’re so juicy. I love knowing that he made you cum so hard and that I get to lick up your juicy mess afterwards.”

    Madison looked down at him and ran her fingers down the side of Zack’s face.

    “You get to make a juicy mess inside me tonight,” she said. “Does that turn you on?”

    Zack nodded, and as he did Madison pushed two fingers into her pussy, pulled them out, and slipped them into his mouth. Zack sucked them clean like he knew his wife wanted him to.

    The joy on Madison’s face as he sucked her fingers clean thrilled Zack. He lived to make his wife feel good. He’d started licking his cum off of her in the name of making her happy, so sucking on her fingers was nothing.

    “Fuck me, Zack. Put your cock inside your wife’s used pussy and fuck me,” Madison said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    Zack moved on top of his wife. His cock slipped inside her exceptionally wet pussy with ease. Soon, he was bathed in her juices and the exceptional heat of a recently satisfied cunt.

    Madison kissed him as Zack began to thrust in and out of her. She moaned into his mouth and her hands moved over his back. She wrapped her legs around him, pulled Zack deep, and said, “Make a mess whenever you’re ready, baby. Cum inside me. Fill me up. Give me the one thing Blake doesn’t give me.”

    The idea thrilled Zack. Blake always came inside Madison, but it was a condom he filled, not her pussy. That was the one pleasure that was still reserved for him.

    Zack fucked his wife harder. She moaned beneath him. She kissed his neck and whispered, “Think about your cum flooding my pussy, baby. Think about your hot, thick load pumping deep inside me.”

    Zack let the imagery fill his head. He imagined his cock exploding inside her pussy. He imagined the intense pleasure that would rush through his body and the semen that would flow into his wife’s body.

    Madison’s hands grabbed his ass and squeezed it. She pulled him close. She kissed him and sucked on his tongue.

    “I want you to think about something else,” she said. “Something naughty. Something that’s going to make me cum so hard.”

    Zack nodded. He fucked his wife harder. He wasn’t sure what she was about to say, but he was eager for Madison to share her filthy fantasy.

    “I want you to clean my pussy after you cum inside me,” Madison whispered before kissing his neck. “I want you to lick up every drop of cum you leave inside me.”

    She grabbed his ass tighter and unleashed a loud moan.

    “I need it, baby. I need you to lick up your load. I need you to clean the creampie you leave in my pussy,” she said.

    Zack fucked her harder. His mind was awash with kinky desire. He’d cleaned loads off his wife’s breasts. He’d licked cum off her stomach. Of course he was going to clean a creampie out of her.

    “Oh fuck,” Zack said as his orgasm approached.

    “Are you going to do it, baby? Are you going to lick up your load? Are you going to clean your load like a good cuckold husband should?” Madison asked.

    “Yes!” Zack cried out as an orgasm overtook him. His cock pulsed as it unleashed cum inside Madison’s pussy. He held his cock inside her as a warm sense of pleasure spread from his loins.

    “Clean me,” Madison said as Zack basked in the bliss of his climax. “Eat my pussy. Eat your load out of me. Make me cum like a good cuckold.”

    Zack pulled out and slid down his wife’s body. He looked at his cum leaking out of her.

    “Make me cum, Zack. Eat your load and make me cum,” she said.

    Zack fought off his lack of desire to consume his seed and dropped between her legs. He pushed his tongue inside her. He tasted his semen. Madison groaned loudly and grabbed his head with both hands.

    “Fuck yes, Zack. Eat it. Eat it all up. Swallow your fucking load,” she demanded.

    The aggression in her voice proved to be thrilling in a way Zack hadn’t expected. It was rare that Madison truly took command in their life and he loved it.

    Zack fervently cleaned her pussy. His tongue made numerous trips inside her and each time emerged with a little more cum to swallow. His load had been large and soon his mouth was coated with the salty taste of semen as he devoured everything he could find.

    “Oh Zack! Fuck! You’re making me cum!” Madison cried out as she lifted her hips off the bed and grabbed Zack’s hair tight enough for it to hurt. He didn’t care, though. He just wanted to make his wife cum.

    Afterwards, Madison pulled on his head, urging him to crawl on top of her once more. They shared a slow, cum-flavored kiss.

    “I love when you eat cum, baby,” Madison whispered after the kiss. “I’m not sure I ever cum harder than when you’re being a good cum eater for me.”

    Zack felt an unexpected but entirely genuine kind of happiness wash over him.

    “I love doing it for you,” he said. “I really do.”

    “Good,” she said. “That’s so good.” Madison reached up and caressed his face as she smiled. “You’re such a good cuckold.”

    “Thank you,” Zack said.

    Madison kissed him again. Her tongue danced with his. They shared the taste of his semen. He felt that sense of warmth return. He was genuinely happy. 
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    “Does seeing me stroke his big cock turn you on?” Madison asked Zack as her fingers moved up and down Blake’s long, thick shaft.

    Blake was sitting on their living room couch. Madison was on her knees in front of him and Zack was seated in the armchair. He was just a few yards from his beautiful wife. He could see every beautiful detail of the way she pleasured her bull.

    “Yes,” Zack admitted. “It turns me on.”

    His cock was stiff in his pants. Part of that was from the sensual teasing Madison had done before her bull arrived. Part of his lust was from watching them kiss after Blake had come into their home. Now that Madison was on her knees and on the verge of blowing her bull while Zack watched, his dick had come fully alive. It throbbed with pleasure.

    “Do you want to watch me suck his cock, baby?” Madison asked her husband.

    “Yes, I do,” he said.

    Madison smiled and turned to Blake. She leaned closer and kissed the thick, plump head of his dick. She ran her tongue from the base of the shaft to the top. Her bull moaned as a smile crossed his face. He looked like the happiest man in the world, and with good reason. He was about to get a blowjob from a beautiful, grateful married woman.

    Madison looked at Zack once more and smiled. “Come closer,” she said while gently patting the carpeted floor next to her.

    Zack knew what Madison wanted and he couldn’t resist. It felt like his cock was leading him exactly where she wanted him to go. He got up off the chair. He walked a few feet towards her. He dropped to his knees next to her.

    Madison leaned closer and kissed him. It was a soft, sensual kiss at first. Her lips pressed gently against his. Then her mouth opened and her tongue gently moved between his lips. Zack’s tongue met hers. They shared an erotic dance as she moaned into his mouth. He could hear her fingers moving up and down Blake’s shaft.

    “Tell me what you want,” Madison whispered.

    “I want to watch you suck his cock,” Blake answered as he stared into his wife’s beautiful eyes.

    Madison smiled. “You’re such a naughty cuckold,” she said.

    She turned to Blake and said, “My husband wants to watch me suck your cock. Does that turn you on?”

    Blake smiled. Zack could see that the bull was thrilled, and why wouldn’t he be? He was relaxing on their couch and playing his part in the erotic game the couple couldn’t seem to get enough of.

    “Hell yes,” Blake answered.

    Madison took his cock into her mouth. She sucked on the thick head and Blake closed his eyes as a satisfied groan escaped his lips.

    Zack was mesmerized. He hadn’t seen his wife work Blake’s cock from so close before. It was so much hotter. To see her lips stretch around the other man’s thickness was breathtaking. To see the way Madison closed her eyes and concentrated all her efforts on making the other man feel good was beautiful beyond words.

    When she pulled off his cock, Madison turned to her husband and smiled. “You love watching me suck his dick, don’t you?” she asked.

    Zack nodded. He was speechless.

    Madison leaned closer, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled his lips to hers for a sloppy kiss. This time her tongue was aggressive as it pushed into his mouth. Zack knew she wanted him to taste her bull’s cock. She wanted him to sink deeper into the joy of being her cuckold.

    “Take your cock out,” Madison instructed. “Play with it, but don’t cum. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Zack said. He could still taste the other man’s cock on his lips and tongue. It was oddly arousing.

    Madison returned to her bull. She sucked and licked him. She worked his shaft and balls with her hand while her mouth worked the head. Blake’s moans grew louder.

    Madison swallowed enough of Blake’s cock to gag, held it in her throat for a few moments, and then pulled off. She looked up at her bull and smiled, making it seem like she enjoyed choking on his dick.

    She stroked the shaft while gasping for air and played with the head. Soon, a big drop of crystal clear precum appeared at the tip of Blake’s big dick. Madison collected it on the tip of her finger and turned to Zack.

    “Will you taste it for me?” Madison asked as her finger moved towards Zack’s mouth.

    Zack looked into his wife’s eyes and nodded. A smile broke across her face as he parted his lips. Her finger moved into his mouth and Madison said, “Suck it clean.”

    The moment his lips closed around her finger Madison unleashed a deeply sensual moan of pleasure. Her other hand moved between her legs and she played with her pussy. There was no question she found his willingness to taste her bull’s precum a hugely arousing treat.

    “That’s so sexy,” Madison said as Zack continued to suck on her finger.

    She pulled it from his mouth and stroked Blake’s cock again. She moved her fingers up and down the saliva-soaked shaft and produced yet another drop of precum, this one a little bigger than the last. Madison then rubbed two fingers over Blake’s balls, up his shaft, and around the slick head of his shaft before gathering the precum.

    She turned to Zack and offered the two fingers. He knew they would be coated with the scent and taste of her bull’s cock and balls. He didn’t care. He opened his mouth. He looked into Madison’s eyes once more. She put her fingers in his mouth and he closed his lips around them. He sucked them clean. She continued to play with her cunt. Zack could hear the wetness. He was tasting her bull’s precum and it was turning her on.

    “I need to get fucked,” Madison said as she held Zack’s gaze. “You’ve got me so turned on.”

    He felt jubilant. It was strange to make his wife so happy by tasting another man’s precum, but he didn’t care. He liked it. He loved it, in fact.

    Madison grabbed a condom from the coffee table, tore open the wrapper, and rolled the latex down Blake’s big cock.

    She straddled him, took his big dick into her slick pussy, and sank down on it. Every inch of him filled her as Zack moved into place behind his wife. He was already so close. He figured he’d get the best view possible.

    Madison leaned forward and kissed Blake as she rode his cock. Zack couldn’t take his eyes off their loins, though. He’d never seen anything so arousing. His wife’s pussy looked beautiful beyond words as it stretched out around the man inside her.

    As Madison had instructed, Zack continued to play with his cock. He stroked slowly and softly to avoid cumming and focused most of his energy on appreciating how beautiful it was to watch in close up as Madison fucked another man.

    “I love your cock. I fucking love your cock!” she cried out at one point. “You’re going to make me cum so hard!”

    Madison rode Blake faster. His hands moved down her back and grasped her ass. She moaned as he gave it a good squeezed. She squealed in delight as he gave her cheeks a few hard smacks. She bounced harder on him.

    “Yes! Yes! Yes! Make me cum! Make me cum!” Madison screamed.

    Zack watched her thighs tremble and then Madison unleashed a loud, beautiful scream of pure satisfaction as she had an orgasm on her bull’s big dick. Her bouncing slowed. She leaned forward and shared a deep kiss with him as the orgasm worked its way through her body.

    After a few moments, Madison stood up and spun around. She took Blake’s cock inside her again. She smiled at her husband and began to ride her bull once more.

    “Eat your precum for me, baby,” Madison said. “Eat it while I make Blake cum.”

    Zack did as he was told. He stroked and gathered all the precum that dripped from his cock. Madison moaned each time he ate it.

    Blake reached up and played with her tits. He rolled her nipples in his fingers and fucked his cock up into her pussy. The sounds of sex filled the room.

    It took only a few minutes for Madison’s bull to groan and cum. Zack watched Blake’s shaft and balls pulse as he emptied his load into the condom. Madison had a huge, satisfied smile on her face.

    “I love making him cum,” she said while looking down at her husband.

    Madison stood up and let Blake’s cock slip out of her pussy. The tip of the condom was full of his cum.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Madison said as she grasped her bull’s shaft while gently sitting on his stomach. “He shoots such massive loads.”

    Madison looked at Zack as he continued to stroke his cock. She smiled and slowly pulled the condom off of Blake’s shaft. She quickly flipped it upside down to make sure the cum didn’t pour out.

    Madison dipped her fingers into the condom and they emerged with a thin coating of cum. She brought them to her mouth and sucked them clean while holding Zack’s gaze.

    “Yummy,” Madison said. “I love his cum.”

    She pushed her fingers into the condom again. This time she masturbated with it. She rubbed the other man’s cum over her clit, using it as lubrication.

    “It feels so good,” Madison said before letting a beautiful moan loose. She looked at Zack and smiled. “I need more, though. Will you be a very naughty boy for me? Will you do what it takes to make me cum?”

    Zack was almost certain he knew what she was going to ask. The idea aroused him. He knew it was crazy. He knew most men would find the idea abhorrent. He didn’t, though. He wanted to do it.

    “Yes,” Zack said. “I’ll do anything.”

    Madison dipped two fingers into the condom. They emerged coated with cum. She handed the condom to Blake. Her newly-freed hand moved between her legs. Madison played with her pussy as she offered her cum-covered fingers to her husband.

    “Taste his cum,” she said.

    Zack leaned forward.

    “Eat his cum, baby,” she said.

    Zack parted his lips. He took her fingers into his mouth. Madison moaned. Zack’s lips closed around her fingers. His tongue moved over them. He tasted her bull’s cum. He couldn’t believe he was doing it. He couldn’t believe he had another man’s cum – even a little of it – in is mouth.

    “Oh fuck. That’s so fucking hot,” Madison said as her fingers moved furiously over her clit. “I’m gonna cum. Cum in your hand, baby. Cum like a cuckold should.”

    Zack thought of how her bull got to cum while he was inside Madison’s pussy. He thought of how he was going to cum in his hand while sucking on her fingers. He thought of how he was going to cum with the taste of another man’s semen in his mouth.

    All of that made him cum faster. It made the orgasm better. He sucked hard on Madison’s fingers as he unleashed his load. Some of it landed on the floor, but most of it landed in the palm of his hand. Madison came at the same time. She screamed. She filled their living room with loud, beautiful moans.

    Afterwards, Madison leaned against her bull. Her legs were spread. Blake’s cock was still mostly erection. Zack had a load of semen in his hand.

    “Clean up your mess,” Madison said as she smiled. “Be a good cuckold for me.”

    Zack lifted his hand to his mouth. He poured the cum onto his tongue. He was used to the taste by now. He was used to doing it after he’d cum. He held the load on his tongue for a moment and then swallowed it all.

    “I love you,” Madison said as Zack opened his mouth and showed that he’d eaten his load.

    “I love you too,” Zack replied.

    
      

    

    “I really enjoyed that,” Madison said as they walked out of the movie theater. She took Zack’s hand in hers. “What about you?”

    “I thoroughly enjoyed my theater experience, though I’m not sure I could tell you anything about the movie we just saw,” Zack replied.

    Madison laughed and pulled him close for a kiss. Her lips felt warm and soft against his and he wasn’t the least bit surprised when she fully went for it and slipped her tongue into his mouth.

    “Why is that?” Madison asked as they walked towards the parking lot.

    “My wife was distracting me,” Zack answered. “She couldn’t seem to keep herself from trying to tease me throughout the movie.” He smiled and brought Madison’s hand to his lips to kiss it.

    Madison had managed to keep Zack hard for most of the movie. It had started with a make out session during the trailers and continued with lots of hand play. Anytime his erection would go down she’d reach into his lap and play with his cock through his jeans or lean over and kiss him again. It seemed that she was taking great joy in driving him mad with desire.

    “Would you say that it’s good to have a hotwife?” Madison asked as they made their way to the car. “Is it even better than you expected?”

    “It absolutely is,” Zack said.

    There was no question she was right. Blake hadn’t come up while they were at the movies and yet Madison had been insanely lusty from the moment they’d taken their seats in the back row. Becoming a hotwife had unlocked a deep well of lust in her. It had opened up their sex life in ways Zack hadn’t imagined when they began their journey.

    Zack opened the car door for his wife and she gave him a kiss on the cheek before getting in. He made his way to the driver’s side, got in, and pushed the button to start the car. Madison had her hand between his legs before he could put it in reverse.

    She pulled out his cock as he backed out of the space and he was rock hard and dripping precum by the time they left the parking lot. A slow, teasing handjob delighted him on the drive home and Zack was out of his mind with desire by the time he pulled into their garage.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Madison said as she stepped out of the car and scampered into the house. “Hurry up!”

    Zack tucked his cock back into his pants and followed his wife. He rushed down the hallway and stepped into the bedroom to find her dress on the floor and her legs spread in the bed.

    “Is this what you’re so hard for?” Madison asked as she rubbed her wet cunt.

    Zack stripped and moved towards the bed with his hard dick bobbing in front of him. “Yes it is,” he said.

    “And you’re going to clean up your mess, right?” Madison asked.

    By that point there was no question. Zack had gotten to a place where he didn’t even think about it. He simply cleaned up his cum anytime he climaxed.

    He smiled as he climbed on top of Madison. “Of course I am,” he said. “You know I want to make you happy.”

    Madison reached between Zack’s legs and stroked his cock. “I do know that, baby,” she said. 

    Her fingers pulled him towards her pussy. Madison smiled as Zack entered her body. “Fuck me,” she whispered.

    “You’re so wet,” Zack said.

    “I love teasing you,” Madison replied before pulling his lips to hers and kissing him. “I love driving my cuckold crazy with desire for me.”

    Zack fucked her harder. “I love being your cuckold,” he said.

    Madison smiled as her eyes lit up. She always loved when Zack embraced his place as her cuckold. It seemed to thrill her like nothing else.

    She moaned and squeezed his ass as he fucked her. They kissed again as her cunt clamped down on his cock.

    “You love cleaning my messy pussy too, don’t you?” she asked.

    Zack’s cock throbbed with delight. “I love it,” he said.

    A naughty smile broke across Madison’s face. Zack loved seeing that smile.

    “You loved tasting Blake’s cum after he fucked me, didn’t you?” Madison asked.

    Zack nodded. “Yes,” he admitted. Madison had seen his face when he tasted her bull’s cum. She’d seen the orgasm he had afterwards. He’d happily sucked Blake’s cum off her fingers.

    “That’s so hot, baby,” Madison said as she wrapped her legs around him. “I came so hard when you did that for me. Will you do it again?”

    Zack felt his orgasm building as he fucked his wife’s pussy. He knew she was talking about him eating cum on purpose. She loved it. She loved getting him all worked up at the idea of tasting semen and she’d clearly gotten hooked on the idea of him consuming Blake’s cum.

    “Yes, I’ll do it again,” Zack said as the wet sounds of Madison’s pussy taking his cock filled the room.

    “Good, because Blake is going to start fucking me bareback,” Madison said. “He’s going to start cumming inside me and you’re going to start cleaning his loads out of me.”

    Before he could truly process the information Zack felt an explosion of pleasure spread from his cock. He came inside his wife as she giggled gleefully. He held his cock deep inside her and shot after shot of cum launched into her pussy.

    “That was beautiful, baby,” Madison said. “Now clean up your mess and make me cum.”

    Zack pulled out and moved down his wife’s body. He knew she hadn’t cum with him inside her. That hadn’t happened since Blake had entered their life. She never really talked about it, but Zack thought about it constantly. It’s partly why he enjoyed eating cum for her. His willingness to consume his seed and taste Blake’s load seemed to give Madison better orgasms than she’d ever experienced. He couldn’t stop now. His cock didn’t seem to make her cum but his kinkiness definitely did.

    “That’s good,” Madison said as Zack began to clean her pussy. She closed her eyes and grabbed a handful of his hair. “That’s so fucking good. Think about his load, baby. Think about it being Blake’s massive cumshot leaking out of me. Think about cleaning his cum from my pussy.”

    Zack did just that as Madison moaned and writhed. He did that as he swallowed his cum. He did that while giving his wife a massive orgasm just a few minutes after cumming inside her. He knew he’d be cleaning another man’s creampie soon enough. He was too far down the road. There was no avoiding it. If he was being honest, some part of Zack was looking forward to it.
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    “Hey honey!” Madison called out.

    “I’m in the living room!” Zack called back.

    A few moments later Madison walked into the room. Zack stared and smiled. She looked radiant in a pair of ripped jeans, an off-the-shoulder white sweater, and a pair of casual black high heels.

    “You look incredible,” he said.

    Madison smiled. “You mentioned that.”

    Zack had been effusive in his praise of her beauty when she’d left for lunch with a friend. Her outfit was decidedly casual, but there was something about it he found astoundingly sexy, so he’d made sure to say so.

    “How was lunch?” Zack asked.

    Madison moved towards the couch and sat across Zack’s lap. He put his hands around her and let his fingers move up the smooth skin of her back. She offered a soft kiss on the lips and he eagerly accepted.

    “It was wonderful,” Madison said. “Truly wonderful.”

    They kissed again. This was more than a soft kiss, though. It was an eager, aggressive kiss.

    “What’s gotten into you?” Zack asked. Madison didn’t usually return from lunch with a friend feeling insanely lusty.

    “I don’t know,” she said. “I guess I’m just turned on all the time because it turns out I have an exceptionally kinky husband that loves to play the kinds of games that thrill his wife.”

    Zack thought of his promise to clean Blake’s cum from her pussy. He felt certain that’s what Madison was talking about. He wondered if she was picturing it in her head at that very moment.

    “Oh yeah? I turn you on?” he asked.

    Madison reached up and caressed his face. She pulled him close for another kiss and said, “More than you can even imagine,” she said.

    “Do you want to go to the bedroom?” Zack asked.

    Madison smiled and said, “I thought you’d never ask.” She stood up and offered her hand and pulled him up the stairs and down the hallway.

    In the bedroom, Madison spun around and put her arms around Zack’s neck. They kissed in the fervent, lusty manner that indicates overwhelming mutual desire.

    “I need to feel your tongue,” Madison said as she stepped back.

    Zack reached out and unbuttoned her jeans. He slowly pulled the zipper down and pushed her pants to the floor. Madison pulled off her sweater and revealed a surprising, delightful lack of a bra.

    “You’re so beautiful,” Zack said as he stared at his nearly nude wife.

    Madison smiled as she stepped backwards and sat on the edge of the bed. She beckoned Zack closer with a finger. He approached and she reached out to unzip his pants and free his hard cock.

    “Do you crave my pussy, baby?” Madison asked as her fingers skillfully pleasured the head of Zack’s cock.

    “More than you know,” he said.

    Madison giggled and slid back in the bed. She spread her legs. For the first time Zack noticed the wetness in her panties.

    “Someone’s excited,” he said.

    “It’s more than that, baby,” Madison said.

    Zack looked at the wet spot between his wife’s legs and let his eyes drift up her body. He saw the naughty smile on her face.

    “You didn’t go to lunch with your friend, did you?” Zack asked as he stood at the side of the bed.

    “No, I didn’t,” Madison replied. “I lied about that.”

    Zack pulled down his pants and underwear and kicked them aside. He yanked his shirt over his head and tossed it on the ground.

    Madison slipped her fingers into the elastic waistband of her panties and pulled them down as slowly as possible.

    “What did you do while you were out?” Zack asked.

    “What do you think I did?” Madison asked in response.

    Zack’s eyes were focused between his wife’s legs. “I think you let Blake cum inside you.”

    Madison’s pussy appeared as she pulled her panties down. It was a mess. A beautiful mess. There was sticky cum clinging to her labia and the skin around her pussy. Zack had no doubt there was cum still inside her, too.

    “You’re right,” Madison said. “I couldn’t resist. I know I was supposed to wait for this weekend, but I couldn’t. I needed to feel his bare cock inside me. I needed to feel him exploding inside me. I needed Blake to fill me with his cum. I needed the man that gives me such pleasure to enjoy the thrill of pumping his load in my married pussy.”

    Zack felt weak in the knees as Madison’s words wormed their way into his brain. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from her messy pussy.

    “Now I need you to do what you promised, baby. I need you to clean Blake’s cum out of my pussy. I need you to clean every drop like a good cuckold,” Madison said as she pulled off her panties and tossed them onto the bedroom floor. “Come here. Fulfill your promise. Clean his load out of me.”

    Zack didn’t need to be convinced. Crawling between his wife’s legs and licking up a load of cum felt like second nature. He’d already tasted Blake’s cum. He’d eaten countless creampies of his own making. This wasn’t that much different.

    Madison moaned the moment his tongue touched her flesh. Her hands grabbed his head as she said, “That’s it. Eat it all. Eat every drop of his cum. Clean me up and make me cum like a good cuckold.”

    Zack wanted nothing more than to make his wife cum and he knew that eating Blake’s load out of her was going to do that. He knew she found it even more arousing than when he cleaned his own loads. He knew it filled Madison with a kind of wild lust she rarely experienced.

    “That’s so good. That’s so fucking good. Push your tongue inside me, baby. Taste his seed. Lick it out of me. Clean me. Fucking clean me,” she demanded.

    Madison moaned louder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Zack pushed his tongue inside her and scooped out Blake’s cum. It tasted a little different from his. It was a bit saltier and a touch sweeter. He didn’t find it the slightest bit unpleasant.

    “How does his cum taste?” Madison asked as she grabbed Zack’s hair and pulled his head from between her legs.

    “It’s delicious,” Zack replied. “I love it. I love eating his cum out of you.”

    He found it thrilling to admit. It was true, though. He did love it. His cock was throbbing beautifully as he cleaned her pussy. He knew he’d cum in an instant if he masturbated.

    “Good,” Madison said. “Keep cleaning. Make me cum.”

    Zack returned to cleaning her pussy. He used his fingers to play with her clit while licking the cum out of her and cleaning her labia and inner thighs. He licked up every bit of sticky fluid he could find and swallowed every drop.

    “That’s it,” Madison said between loud, sensual moans. “That’s it. Clean me. Clean my fucking cunt. Clean my dirty little pussy!”

    Moments later, Madison had a massive orgasm. She pulled hard on Zack’s hair. Her pussy lips spread around his lips and nose. She made a sticky mess all over him.

    After her climax passed, Madison gently pushed him back. He looked up and saw a blissful smile on his wife’s face.

    “Thank you,” she said. “Thank you for being a good cum eating cuckold.”

    “My pleasure,” Zack replied.

    “Cum in your hand and eat it,” Madison demanded.

    Zack felt a little disappointed he wouldn’t get to fuck his wife, but he didn’t hesitate to wrap his fingers around his cock and jerk off.

    Madison looked up and smiled. It seemed that Zack’s obedience thrilled her. “You’re going to be fucking me less often from now on,” she said. “You’re going to be jerking off into your hand a lot more often.”

    Zack didn’t object. He couldn’t. His cock no longer made Madison cum. Blake’s cock had taken that role in their marriage.

    Madison sat up, pushed two fingers into her pussy, and pulled them out. She held them in front of Blake’s face. They were coated with slick fluid. She pressed them against his tongue and he opened up.

    “Suck them clean like a good little cuckold,” she said. Her voice was laced with a delicious kind of dominance.

    Zack sucked on her fingers. She pushed them in and out of his mouth. She smiled. He groaned and came in his hand. Madison laughed gleefully.

    “Eat your load,” she said.

    Zack obeyed.

    
      

    

    “Blake’s going to spend the night,” Madison informed Zack as she sat down to do her makeup.

    “Of course,” Zack replied.

    Madison turned and smiled at him. “You really don’t mind that another man is going to spend the night in your bed, do you?”

    “I don’t,” Zack said. “I really don’t. I just want you to be happy. That’s the thing that makes me happy.”

    “Come here,” Madison said as she turned to Zack and opened her arms.

    He walked towards his wife and dropped to his knees next to her. Madison pulled Zack into a hug. The soft satin of her robe pressed against his face and felt wonderfully soothing.

    “I love you,” Madison said. “I love you so much. I love that you’ve become such a good cuckold for me.”

    “I love you too,” Zack said as Madison released him from the hug and he looked up at his wife. “Thank you for helping me to become such a good cuckold for you. Thank you for taking us deeper into this lifestyle. Thank you for everything.”

    Six months had passed since Zack had first cleaned Blake’s cum from his wife’s pussy. They’d taken that time to deepen their commitment to cuckolding, which meant a great deal more creampie cleanup for Zack. In the past two months Blake had begun spending one or two nights a week at their home, relegating Zack to the guest room while his wife slept with another man in their bed.

    “Remember to keep your phone with you at all times tonight. You’re on call for clean up duty and anything else Blake or I might need,” Madison instructed him as she turned back to the vanity to begin doing her makeup.

    “Of course,” Zack said.

    He’d grown accustomed to serving Madison and her bull on the nights when Blake stayed over. His service was largely contained to fetching them drinks, going down on Madison before she and her bull fucked, and cleaning creampies out of her afterwards. Most nights he cleaned her two or three times and he’d almost always get to clean her again in the morning before Blake left.

    “Do you want to pick out the lingerie I’m going to wear for him?” Madison asked as she applied a light foundation to her skin.

    Zack smiled. “I’d love to.”

    “Go right ahead,” Madison said. “Make it a little sluttier than usual, though. I want to get fucked hard tonight.”

    Zack stepped into the closet and admired his wife’s ever-growing lingerie collection. Most weeks they bought something new for her to wear for Blake. Some weeks Madison would send Zack out by himself with instructions to purchase something that her bull would love to fuck her in.

    Zack picked out a pair of black stockings, a garter belt, crotchless black panties, and a demi-cup bra that would leave Madison’s nipples exposed.

    Madison turned and smiled as he stepped into the bedroom with the ensemble in his hands. “I guess you really want Blake to fuck me hard tonight, don’t you?” she asked.

    “You know I do,” Zack as he laid the lingerie on the bed. “I want him to fuck you hard and fill you with cum so I can enjoy the pleasure of cleaning him out of you.”

    “You’ve really become the perfect cuckold,” she said.

    Zack took it as a compliment. He liked that she thought of him that way. He didn’t mind that her pussy was almost exclusively Blake’s to enjoy. He didn’t mind that he consumed a great deal of cum nowadays. He didn’t mind that she clearly enjoyed fucking her bull more than she enjoyed fucking him. He liked all of it.

    “I love you madly,” Madison said.

    “I love you too,” Zack replied.

    Ultimately, what made it work was that Zack was convinced Madison loved him more than she ever had. She said so all the time and he believed her. He felt the same way. He was madly, wildly in love with his wife and cuckolding had brought them closer together in more ways than one.

    “Will you make sure the beer you bought for Blake is chilled and let him in when he arrives?” Madison asked.

    It was her polite way of asking Zack to leave her alone for a while before her bull arrived.

    “Of course,” he said.

    He left the bedroom and imagined his wife in the lingerie he’d picked out. He imagined Blake’s cock sliding into her pussy. He imagined her cumming hard on it as he waited in the guest bedroom or the living room. He imagined his phone buzzing with a text inviting him to clean her creampie. He loved being her cuckold. 

  
    Make a Girlfriend Babysit Your Cuckold as You Fuck Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    This is a delightful form of humiliation that requires you having a friend that’s totally on board. You invite that friend over to babysit your husband while you’re out fucking your lover. It works best if you have a reason. The simplest is that you don’t trust him not to masturbate and your friend is there to ensure he’s a good boy all night long.

    If you want to deepen the humiliation, tell your friend to engage with your cuckold. “How does it feel to know that your wife is getting fucked by a bigger, better cock right now, cuckold?” is an effective question that will put him into a place of deep cuckold humiliation, especially if he’s forced to answer. Have your friend make it clear you’ve told her all about how good your lover is in bed and how much better he is than your cuckold husband.

    The Story:

    “Cindy, thank you so much for coming over,” your wife says as she welcomes her friend to your house.

    “It’s my pleasure, really. I’m honestly looking forward to this,” Cindy says as she looks your way before turning back to your wife. “You look great, by the way. He’s a lucky man.”

    Your wife smiles at the compliment. She does look great. She picked out a tight, short, low cut blue dress that emphasizes her curves and does wonders for her cleavage.

    “You think so?” your wife says. She can still be a little insecure about her looks, even though her bull is always ravenous for her.

    “Damn right I think so,” Cindy says. “Look at you. Any man would want to fuck you. Now go get that dick!”

    Your wife grabs her purse and heads out the door, leaving you with Cindy. You watch as she crosses the living room and sits next to you.

    “We’re going to have fun tonight,” she says. “I promise.”

    “I’m still not sure why I need a babysitter,” you say. That’s how your wife put it. Cindy would be coming over to “babysit” you. The very idea of it was humiliating.

    “You need a babysitter because you can’t be trusted not to pull on your little dick while your wife is gone,” Cindy says. “Don’t bother denying it, either. We both know it’s true. You get so turned on thinking about another man meeting your wife’s sexual needs that you can’t help but pull out your cock and stroke it all night long.”

    She’s right, of course. You do have a tendency to do that. You can’t help it. You get so aroused thinking about your beautiful wife in someone else’s arms. You imagine all the things she could be doing. You imagine her giving head, getting eaten out, getting fucked, and so much more.

    “See, your little dick is already hard and she just left,” Cindy says as she points between your legs.

    You knew your wife had informed Cindy about your status as her cuckold, but this is the first time you’ve ever talked to anyone else about it.

    “Don’t be embarrassed,” Cindy says. “It’s a wonderful thing you’ve done for your wife. It saved your marriage. You know that, don’t you?”

    “I do,” you say. She’s right, again. It did save your marriage. As much as she loves you, your wife wasn’t going to be able to forgo sexual satisfaction for the rest of her life. That’s when you suggested that she cuckold you. That’s what saved your marriage.

    “I know that too. I know that you’ve made such beautiful sacrifices to make your wife happy,” Cindy says as she reaches out and gently caresses your knee. “I also know that you’re happier than you might be willing to admit, aren’t you? You like knowing that your wife is kissing another man right now, don’t you? You like that his hands are all over her body, that his fingers might be buried in her wet pussy right now, don’t you?”

    Your cock is so hard it hurts. It’s surprisingly sexy to hear Cindy describe what your wife might be doing with her bull.

    “You have chores you’re supposed to be doing, don’t you?” Cindy asks.

    “I do,” you say.

    “Sometimes you neglect to do those chores, don’t you? Sometimes you get caught up in playing with your little dick all night long and you forget to tend to your responsibilities, don’t you?” Cindy says.

    “I do,” you admit.

    “Why don’t we tend to them now, then? We want to make sure your wife is happy when she gets home, right? That way she’ll let you eat her pussy,” Cindy says as she stands and holds out her hand for you to take.

    You take her hand and she leads you to the kitchen. “She told you about that?” you ask.

    “She’s told me everything,” Cindy says. “She told me about your little cock and how quickly you cum. She told me how desperately she needed to have sex with someone else. She told me how skilled her bull is and how he makes her cum harder than you’ve ever managed to make her cum. She told me that you love to eat her pussy after he’s been inside her. Is that true?”

    “It is,” you admit as Cindy leads you to the pile of dishes in the sink. You start cleaning as she watches over you.

    “You make her very happy, you know. She likes that you’re so eager to eat her pussy after he’s fucked her. She likes that you eagerly clean his cum out of her. I couldn’t imagine it when she first told me about it,” Cindy says as she reaches out and caresses your arm. It feels so good that you know she must be teasing you on purpose.

    “What’s it like to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy?” she asks.

    You scrub the dishes while contemplating an answer to her question. It’s hard to put into her words. “It’s incredible,” you say. “I know it sounds crazy and I definitely wasn’t into it at first, but it’s incredible. I love it. I love how it makes me feel. I love how much it turns me on. I love how much it seems to make her happy, too.”

    You can’t tell for sure, but it looks like Cindy is getting aroused. You wonder if she agreed to babysit you because she’s got a bit of a kinky side she’s looking to explore.

    “Does it make you sad that she’s never let you watch?” Cindy asks.

    “Yes,” you answer immediately. “I understand that her current bull isn’t really into that, so that’s okay, but I would love to watch. It seems like it would be such a remarkable experience.”

    “From what I’ve heard, it is quite remarkable. Your wife is enamored with his cock, though I’m sure you know that. It doesn’t take much to get her talking about his skills in bed, though I admit I don’t mind listening,” Cindy says.

    You continue to work your way through the dirty dishes as she watches you.

    “Does it make you feel inadequate?” she asks. “Does knowing that it takes another man to please your wife make you feel like less of a man?”

    “Sort of,” you admit. “I struggled with that when we first started this. I had a hard time accepting that she could still love me while recognizing that I was incapable of making her cum like she needed. I don’t know if I feel like less of a man, though I’m certainly not enough of a man to please her sexually.”

    “You offer her so much, though. She tells me about that, too. She tells me that you tend to her every need – outside of her need for a nice big cock inside her – and that you’re a much better husband now that she’s made you a cuckold.”

    “That’s nice to hear,” you say.

    “She says that you’re particularly good with your tongue, that she’s trained you to eagerly worship her pussy and make her cum on command. Is that true?” Cindy asks.

    You can hear the lust in her voice. You finish the last of the dishes and turn around to see a lusty kind of hunger in her eyes.

    “She’s trained me very well,” you answer. “I like to think I’m exceptional at worshiping her pussy.”

    Cindy stands up and closes the distance between the two of you. “She said I could play with you, you know.”

    “She mentioned that, yes,” you say. “I wasn’t sure you were going to take her up on that.”

    “Come,” Cindy says.

    You follow her back out to the living room. She sits on the couch and crosses her legs while looking up at you.

    “Strip. I want to see this little cock of yours,” she demands.

    You hesitate for a moment, but there’s no point in putting up a fight. Your wife has entrusted you to Cindy for the night. She is in control and she’s been granted the power to do as she pleases. You submitted to your wife’s desires a long time ago and that means submitting to what Cindy wants you to do.

    You strip as she watches. When your cock emerges she smiles. It’s a little humiliating.

    “You really are small,” she says. There’s no cruelty in her voice, though. She’s simply acknowledging your reality.

    “It’s hard to imagine how she could even feel you inside her,” Cindy says.

    “Most of the time she couldn’t,” you admit.

    “You don’t fuck her anymore?” Cindy asks.

    You’re certain she knows the answer. She’s asking because she wants you to admit it. She’s having fun with you.

    “No, I don’t. She says there’s no point. If my cock can’t make her feel good then it doesn’t deserve the exquisite pleasure of her pussy,” you explain.

    “That makes sense, doesn’t it?” Cindy says as she reaches out and runs her fingers over the head of your cock and down the short shaft.

    You close your eyes. It feels good. It feels exceptionally good.

    “I’m going to cuckold my husband,” Cindy informs you. “I’m going to train him to be a good boy just like you. Your wife has offered to help. Isn’t that kind of her?”

    “It is,” you say.

    “Tonight is the first step in that process, but this will be happening more often. I’ll be your babysitter and I’ll learn the joys of dominating a submissive man before I cuckold my husband,” Cindy explains as she stands.

    She unbuttons her pants and pulls them down as you watch. She steps closer and takes your hand in hers. She pulls your fingers between her legs and whispers, “Can you feel how wet I am?”

    You press your fingers against her panties. You can feel the wetness. She’s soaked. “Yes,” you say.

    “On your knees,” she demands in a low, lusty voice.

    You fall to your knees and look up at her. She lacks your wife’s experience and skill at dominating you, but her desire to put you in your place is still intoxicating.

    “Are you going to help me learn how to cuckold my husband?” Cindy asks.

    “Yes. It would be my pleasure,” you say.

    “Good.” Cindy gently entwines her fingers in your hair and steps closer. She pulls your head between her legs and reaches down to pull aside her panties and free her pussy.

    “Worship me, cuckold,” she says. “Worship my pussy while you think about another man’s big cock fucking your wife. Make me cum while he makes her cum.”

    You do as you’re told. Your mind fills with images of another man fucking your wife. You imagine her trying every position with him. You imagine her having multiple orgasms, as she’s informed you she almost always does. Cindy moans above you as you lick her clit while imagining your cuckolding.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Are you thinking of his big cock inside her? Are you thinking of him pounding your wife’s tight little pussy? Are you thinking of him stretching her out?”

    You are. You’re intensely, overwhelmingly aroused as you think about it. You’re filled with lusty desire. You reach down and play with your cock.

    Suddenly, Cindy yanks hard on your hair and pulls you away from her pussy. The pain is intense, but it’s nothing compared to the hard slap across your face that comes next.

    “Take your hand off your cock immediately,” she demands.

    “I’m sorry,” you say.

    “This is why you need a babysitter. Now finish making me cum and don’t you dare touch your cock again until you’re given permission. Do you understand?” she asks with a tight, painful grip on your hair.

    “I do,” you say.

    Cindy pulls you back between her legs once more and you resume worshiping her pussy. You lick feverishly and she moans. Your cock drips precum but you don’t dare touch it. You know she won’t hesitate to punish you and it might be a great deal worse than a slap in the face.

    “That’s it. Make me cum, cuckold. Make me cum on your face.”

    She’s moaning louder now. She’s going to cum.

    “I’m cumming!” Cindy cries out.

    She holds your tongue against her clit for a few moments more before releasing your head and collapsing onto the couch.

    She looks up with a smile on her face and says, “We’re going to have so much fun together.”

    You know she’s right. You’re deeply thankful to your wife for introducing Cindy to your life. The idea of serving her while your wife is out getting fucked is thrilling beyond words.

    “Thank you for letting me make you cum,” you say.

    Cindy smiles and says, “You’re welcome. Now go clean the bathroom. I’ll be there in a few minutes to check up on you. Don’t you dare touch your little cock. You know your wife has given me permission to punish you and I won’t be gentle.”

    You stand and head towards the bathroom to tackle the next item on your chore list. As much as you want to, you resolve not to masturbate. You know Cindy will punish you for breaking the rules and you’re not interested in the pain.

    You’re going to be good for her and your wife is going to reward you with a cummy treat when you get home.

  Make Her Cum Five Times Before You Cum
I understand that this one is going to be impossible if you’re not in a relationship, and I apologize for that.One of the most significant mistakes a cuckold or wannabe cuckold makes is focusing all his energy on his pleasure. Sometimes he thinks he’s focused on her pleasure, but he’s not. It turns out he’s fooling himself and everything he’s doing – even if that includes going down on her – is all about his pleasure. If you want to have a successful cuckold marriage, you need to consider her pleasure and yours, and you need to know that those two things aren’t always aligned.
That’s why I want you to focus on your wife’s pleasure with this task. I want you to give her a set number of orgasms before you let yourself cum. Five is what I would recommend to start, but if you want to go higher (like if it’s really easy to make her cum), then you can.
This task should help you remember that cuckolding (and a marriage in general) isn’t all about you. Take some time to make it about her. Find different ways to make her cum without bringing yourself to orgasm. Use your fingers, tongue, and toys. Give her an erotic massage and bring her to a climax when it’s over.
With any luck, you’ll also discover that it can be quite pleasurable to bring your wife to orgasm without cumming yourself. It’s okay to get hard, to drip precum, and to not cum. It’s okay to hold off to make the next orgasm you have even better.

    Make Him Admit That You Deserve to Fuck Someone Else

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    This is most effective when you do it repeatedly. It works especially well if you insist that your husband admit that you deserve to fuck someone else right before he’s about to stick his cock inside you.

    Your goal should be to refocus your husband’s attention on your pleasure. He should have to admit, over and over again, that you need someone else to fuck you so that you can achieve the orgasms you desire and deserve. You can make it a ritual that’s tied to his sexual pleasure. Before he’s allowed to orgasm, he must first admit that he’s not capable of pleasing you and that you deserve to fuck someone else.

    
      The Story
    

    She takes her hand off your cock and says, “Admit it. Admit it or there will be no orgasm for you tonight.” Her tone is serious. You know she means it.

    “You deserve to fuck someone else,” you admit.

    Her fingers wrap around your cock again and she resumes stroking you. “Tell me why,” she says.

    “You deserve to fuck someone else because I can’t please you,” you admit. You feel a surge of desire as the weight of the words registers. Most men couldn’t handle saying such a thing to their wives. It turns you on though.

    “Do you really believe that?” she asks.

    You turn and look at her. You look at the lingerie she wore to tease you, at her lithe body, at her long and wavy hair, and at her beautiful eyes. “Yes, I believe it. I’ve always believed it and it’s always been true. We both know it.” It hurts to say it, but your cock gets harder.

    “You’re right,” she says while stroking you faster. “It has always been true. I’ve only recently realized that I deserve better. You’ve realized it too, haven’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say, though you’re nearly breathless as your orgasm is seconds away.

    “Say it one more time,” she says softly.

    “You deserve to fuck someone else, someone better. You deserve to fuck a man that can satisfy all your needs,” you answer. Seconds later you cum. The orgasm is intense in a way you’ve recently become accustomed to. Now that she makes you admit your inferiority before you’re allowed to cum, you’ve never been so satisfied.

    You know she’s training you to accept it when she finally takes someone else’s cock into her pussy. She doesn’t want you putting up a fight. She wants you to accept your place as her cuckold husband. She wants you to accept that you’re going to be replaced in the bedroom and that it’s an absolute necessity for her happiness.

    Despite knowing that, you can’t say no. She’s discovered the thing that arouses you more than any other. You know she doesn’t want to replace you as a husband, either. She loves you deeply. She just wants to have good sex and you can’t provide her with that.

    You’ve recently come to realize that the orgasms you’ve been having the last few months are far and away the best of your life. It seems that your wife having sex with other men might be the best thing for you.

    That never feels truer than on the increasingly rare occasions in which she invites you to fuck her. The humiliating fun begins before you’ve even entered her.

    “Tell me,” she says as you move between her legs. You’re ready to slide into her and fuck your wife missionary style, but she needs to hear you say it before she lets you inside her.

    “You deserve someone better than me,” you say.

    The words carry greater potency when you say them just as you’re about to fuck your wife. When she’s stroking you, it feels different. When you’re minutes away from feeling her wet pussy around your cock, it’s so much more humiliating.

    “Tell me why,” she orders.

    “Because I can’t give you the pleasure you need. Because I don’t fuck you well enough. Because I don’t fuck you like a man should fuck his wife,” you answer.

    You feel like you’re living in a strange paradox as the words leave your lips. Part of your brain knows you shouldn’t be saying such things while desperately wanting to fuck your wife. You definitely know you shouldn’t be so turned on by saying them, but you can’t help it. Your cock is literally throbbing in her hand. If she stroked you it wouldn’t take long to cum. It turns you on to humiliate yourself in front of her.

    “That’s right,” she says. “This dick doesn’t satisfy me. It’s not big enough and you don’t fuck me anywhere near well enough to make up for your lack of size.” She looks at you and you get lost in her beautiful eyes as she says, “You just don’t have what it takes to make your wife cum.” Her words are so harsh but her tone is sweet and loving.

    Then she guides you inside of her. Her pussy is wet, warm, and perfect in every way. She wraps her legs around you and urges you to fuck her. You pump in and out of her pussy. It’s like a dream come true and you know you’re not going to last very long.

    “You’re going to cum, aren’t you?” she says.

    You groan. You try to hold off. You don’t want to disappoint her. The very idea that you’re going to disappoint her has become arousing though. You can’t fight it. Knowing that you’re giving her an inadequate sexual experience is the very thing that brings you to an early orgasm.

    “It’s okay. I wasn’t going to cum anyway. I think we both know that by now. You can’t fuck me the way I need to be fucked,” she says while kissing your neck and running her fingers over your body.

    She’s not being harsh. She’s trying to turn you on. She’s trying to make you cum by offering the erotic humiliation you’ve come to crave. She loves you.

    “Oh fuck!” you say as you cum inside her. It’s an orgasm like few others you’ve ever had. Her sensual, humiliating words bring you to new heights of pleasure.

    “That was good, wasn’t it?” she says as your orgasm subsides.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Don’t I deserve pleasure like that?” she asks while you go soft inside her.

    “Yes, absolutely,” you answer.

    She kisses you and smiles, “Then I think it’s time we found someone else to fuck me.”

  
    Make Him Beg to be Cuckolded

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    If you’re reading this, it’s almost guaranteed that your husband wants to be a cuckold. He might feel guilt, shame, and jealousy, but he can’t deny that the notion of you sleeping with other men turns him on. That gives you power, and you should use it to humiliate him.

    If he wants you to cuckold him, make him beg for it. Make him fall to his knees, look up at his beautiful wife, and plead with you to sleep with another man. It doesn’t matter how badly he wants it and how much being a cuckold turns him on, when he’s down there asking you to fuck someone else because he’s not good enough, he’ll feel a deep sense of humiliation.

    
      The Story
    

    Your wife knows you want her to cuckold you and she’s not shy about using that to her advantage. She has fun with you and you love it.

    One morning, she strides into the kitchen as you’re cooking breakfast and comes up behind you. She wraps her arms around your waist and they drift to your crotch. You close your eyes and groan as she plays with your cock.

    “How is my husband this morning?” she asks.

    “Better now,” you say.

    “Did you dream of me last night?” she asks while stroking your cock a little faster. “Did you dream of another man fucking your beautiful wife?”

    “Yes,” you say. “I dreamed of another man fucking you. I can’t help it. I always dream of another man fucking you.”

    She loves to tease you with your cuckold desires. She hasn’t fucked someone else yet, but you get the feeling she’s working up to it. She seems to have so much fun playing with your cock and making you tell her how badly you want it.

    She likes to make you beg, too. Nothing makes her pussy wetter. That’s how you know she’s going to cuckold you. It turns her on to hear you plead for her to fuck someone else.

    She loves doing it in bed while teasing you with her wet pussy. She knows how much her wannabe cuckold husband yearns to taste her cunt and give her pleasure with his tongue.

    “On your back,” she says as you walk into the bedroom and see her dressed in a skintight black lace teddy. Her perky breasts look particularly good in the lingerie.

    You get on your back in bed, just as your wife ordered. She smiles at that simple, beautiful act of submission.

    You turn your head and watch as she walks over to you and stands at the side of the bed. Your gaze drifts between her legs as she rubs her pussy through the thin material of her teddy.

    “I want to hear it,” she says.

    You know what she means. “I want you to fuck another man. I need you to fuck another man,” you say.

    “Why?” she asks.

    “Because you deserve the kind of pleasure I can’t give you. Because you deserve to fuck someone with a bigger cock than mine that can last a lot longer than I do,” you say.

    She moans and pulls aside the lace material covering her perfect pussy. You can see she’s already wet as your lovely wife slips two fingers inside her. They emerge slippery with her juices and she uses it as lubrication to play with her clit.

    “I do deserve that, don’t I?” she asks rhetorically. “I deserve a big cock to sit on and ride for as long as I want. I deserve to be stretched and filled.”

    Your wife climbs into the bed and straddles you. She rubs her wet pussy over your crotch, teasing you through your pants. When you’re rock hard, she pulls out your cock and wraps her fingers around it. She rubs the head of your cock around her cunt, teasing you mercilessly.

    “What if I didn’t want to fuck you anymore? What if I fucked someone else and decided his cock was the only one I wanted in my pussy?” she asks while continuing to tease your dick by rubbing it all around her pussy.

    “I would love that,” you admit. “I’d love it if you forbid me from fucking your pussy because my cock is worthless to you.”

    She leans forward and kisses you. You can feel the heat of her pussy so close to your cock. Her tongue pushes into your mouth and she moans. Your confessions of cuckold desire turn her on.

    “Beg me,” she says. “Beg me to make you my cuckold. Beg me to replace your cock with someone else’s.”

    “Please cuckold me,” you say. “Please, find someone bigger and better to fuck you. Find a man to fuck you like you need. Please, find someone that makes you cum harder than I’ve ever made you cum. Find the sex that you need.”

    Your wife straddles your face. Her pussy is inches from your mouth. You can see the wetness. You can see her desire. She wants to cuckold you and she loves that you’re begging for it.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Would you like it even better if someone else had just fucked me? Would you love to lick me after another man had pounded me to an incredible orgasm?” she asks while you stare at her pussy.

    “That would be so hot,” you say. “I want that so badly. Please, fuck another man and let me lick you afterwards. Let me taste you after he’s been inside you.”

    Your wife runs her fingers through your hair and over your cheek. “You’re going to be such a good cuckold,” she says.

    Then she lowers her pussy to your mouth and says, “Worship me. Make me cum just like a cuckold does. Make me cum with your tongue. Show me you can still be useful after I’ve found a bigger, better cock to fuck me.”

    You do as you’re told and worship your wife’s pussy until she cums. You savor the taste of her juices as she rubs her clit over your mouth and orgasms. You’ve been a good husband and you will soon be her good cuckold.

  
    Make Him Clean a Creampie

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Once you’ve started having unprotected sex with your lover, it’s worth making your husband clean up another man’s cum. Presumably he’s cumming inside you – why deny yourself that pleasure? – and that alone can be wonderfully humiliating for your cuckold. Take it to the next level and make him clean that creampie.

    After your lover has cum inside you, invite your cuckold between your legs. Let him admire another man’s cum as it leaks out of you, and then order him to clean it up. “Clean me, cuckold. Clean his cum out of me.” Verbal play can significantly increase the humiliation and pleasure your cuck feels. “This is your place, cuckold. Eating another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy is your place. Now be a good boy and clean me.”

    The Story:

    Watching your wife and her boyfriend have unprotected sex for the first time was mind-blowing. It was the culmination of a lifetime of fantasizing about being a cuckold.

    Your wife was on her back in bed and he was between her legs. You watched from your knees at the foot of the bed, giving you a perfect view of her wet pussy.

    You heard them kissing as he rubbed the throbbing head of his bare cock over her pussy lips. He was teasing her. He would push just a little of his cock into her and your wife would moan.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Please, give me your cock.”

    Her desire turned you on. She wanted to be fucked by his long, thick, bare cock. She wanted to feel the pleasure of the most intimate kind of sex.

    Then, finally, it happened. He sank the full length of his bare cock into your wife’s wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around him immediately. She moaned deeply as he filled her. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure and your dick was stiff as you soaked it all in.

    Part of the thrill was knowing that he was going to cum inside her. Another man was going to cum inside your wife. His seed was going to flow out of her pussy and you were going to watch. It was the ultimate confirmation of your status as a cuckold. In every way the fantasies you’d long held were coming true.

    Your marriage changed after he started cumming inside her. At first your wife was a little less interested in having you cum inside her and then she banished you from the act altogether. You were relegated to using condoms.

    “I want him to be the only man that cums inside me,” she said.

    You couldn’t help but get hard when she said it. She noticed, too. “Does my little cuckold like that?” your wife asked as she took your hard little dick in her hand and stroked it.

    Her fingers felt so good around your stiff dick. Her strokes were soft and slow. She leaned in closer and whispered, “Your cum doesn’t belong inside me, my little cuckold. Only a real man’s cum belongs inside me.”

    That was all it took to get you off. You spilled your seed as your wife smiled. You knew she took delight in putting you in your place.

    Your wife likes to put you in your place. She likes that you’re a willing, eager cuckold. She likes to push you deeper into submission to her. That’s why she has something new planned tonight.

    She has you come to the bedroom shortly before her boyfriend is due to arrive. You assume it’s to help her get ready. It’s always such a thrill to dress your wife in the sexy lingerie she uses to seduce another man.

    It’s not, though. When you enter the bedroom she’s already wearing a beautiful sheer black lingerie set with stockings and heels. She looks astoundingly sexy.

    “Strip, cuckold,” she says.

    You strip quickly and your wife approaches. She kisses your neck and strokes your cock. The delicate, floral scent of her perfume fills your nose as you moan quietly while she gets you hard.

    “You’re going to do something very special for me tonight, cuckold,” she says.

    Your wife moves behind you and presses her lingerie-clad body against yours. The warmth and softness against your skin is intoxicating. She strokes your cock with one hand and gently plays with your balls with the other. You close your eyes and enjoy the overwhelming pleasure of it all.

    “You’re going to clean my boyfriend’s cum out of my pussy,” she whispers while stroking you faster.

    “No,” you say without thinking. “Please, no.”

    You’ve always been clear with her on this point. Lots of cuckolds dream about cleaning a creampie, but not you. You’ve never fantasized about it. It’s never excited you, not even a little. The idea disgusts you.

    “On your knees,” your wife says as she presses down on your shoulders.

    You fall to your knees without thinking. She moves in front of you and pulls aside the lace that covers her pussy. She steps closer. Now her perfect, slippery pussy is inches from your mouth.

    You feel an overpowering sense of desire. She’s trained you exceptionally well. When you’re near her pussy all you want to do is worship it. You want to lick her, to taste her, to make her cum with your tongue.

    You know better than to lean forward and take what you want, though. You’ve done that before and all it’s gotten you is a hard slap in the face.

    “You want to worship me, don’t you?” your wife asks.

    You look up at her and nod.

    “Good. I want that too. I just want you to do it while I’m full of another man’s cum. I want you to accept your place as my cuckold. I want you to sink deeper into submission to me. I want you to embrace that a cuckold should be eating the seed of the man that fucks his wife.”

    There’s a part of you that fights against every word she says. There’s also a part of you that knows she’s right. You barely fuck your wife anymore, and when you do it’s mostly for your pleasure. You don’t make her cum. You rarely ever did. Now that she has her boyfriend, your cock is of very little use to her.

    Shouldn’t you do what she says and sink deeper into your submission to her? Shouldn’t you embrace that it’s a cuckold’s place to eat the cum of other men from his wife’s pussy? Isn’t eating his cum just the purest way of accepting that he’s far better than you in bed?

    “I…I can’t,” you say.

    “You can, my little cuckold, and you will,” your wife says, though she doesn’t follow it up. There’s no threat of orgasm denial or punishment. There’s simply her exceptional confidence that you’re going to do what she says.

    There’s a knock at the door. “Stay there,” she says.

    You watch your wife disappear and soon afterwards she returns with her boyfriend.

    “I hear you’re going to be cleaning your first creampie tonight,” her boyfriend says when he sees you naked and on your knees.

    “He’s going to do a good job, too,” your wife says as she unzips her boyfriend’s pants and pulls out his big cock. She turns to you and says, “This beautiful cock is going to pump a massive load of cum inside me and you’re going to lick it all up, aren’t you my little cuckold?”

    “I haven’t cum all week,” her boyfriend says.

    Your wife kisses him and smiles. “Good. His first load might as well be a nice big one. That will only help accelerate his acceptance of his status as my cuckold cum slut.”

    Your cock jumps at the suggestion that you’re going to be a cum slut for your wife.

    She giggles as she witnesses your desire play out in such an overt manner. “You can try to deny it, my little cuckold, but we both know you want to clean his cum out of me. We both know that it’s your place to devour his superior seed.”

    Your wife’s boyfriend is rock hard from her sensual stroking. You know how talented her fingers are. You understand why he’s so stiff.

    “I guess we should get started on making that delicious creampie for him, shouldn’t we?” she says to him while moving into the bed.

    Your wife gestures for you to crawl to the side of the bed. Usually you watch her pussy lips open for her boyfriend’s big cock, but she wants you by her side this time.

    “Right there, my little cuckold. I want you close by while we make a nice creampie for you to clean up,” your wife says.

    She turns to her boyfriend and they share a long, tender kiss that makes your dick stiff. Their passion for each other is irresistible. He fucks her better than you ever have and she feels a kind of lust for him that she’s never felt for you.

    “I need you inside me,” she says to him while reaching between her legs and guiding him into her pussy.

    You watch her face as he penetrates her. You see the pleasure there. You see how he makes her feel better than you ever have. You see the sensual results of fucking a man with more size and skill than you possess.

    They kiss again, this time with her moaning softly and quietly. You can feel your desire building as they fuck just a few feet from you. Your cock is hard. There’s precum dripping from the tip.

    Your wife turns to you and says, “Stroke your cock, my little cuckold. Don’t you dare cum, though.”

    You do as you’re told and masturbate while you watch them fuck. You see the way he pumps his cock deep inside her over and over. You see the way she subtly lifts her hips to meet his big cock over and over. You listen to how she moans as he makes her feel so good. You soak up the beauty of your cuckolding.

    “He’s going to make me cum, cuckold. Stroke your little dick while he makes me cum harder than you’ve ever made me cum.”

    You do as you’re told and stroke your cock as you watch your wife have an orgasm. You soak up all the lovely little details, like the way she grasps him tighter while she’s cumming and how she spread her legs wide open and lets them go limp while the orgasm rips through her body.

    When she’s finished cumming, your wife turns to you and says, “I want you to clean his cum out of me, my little cuckold. I want you to be a good boy and accept your place. I need you to accept that a cuckold husband that can’t make his wife cum should be eagerly licking up the load of the man that does get her off.”

    You’re still stroking your cock. You’re far more aroused now than you were before. Your orgasm is close, though you won’t unleash it until she gives you permission.

    “Cum inside me so my little cuckold can clean it up,” your wife says to her boyfriend.

    He fucks her harder and faster. Her pussy is soaking wet and you can hear it with every thrust of his big dick inside her.

    “That’s it, fuck me. Give me your big cock. Fill me with cum. Give me your load so my cuckold husband can clean it out of me,” she urges him.

    He’s getting close. You’ve watched him cum inside her enough times to know what it looks like when he’s about to explode in her pussy.

    “Get ready, my little cuckold. You’re about to eat another man’s cum.”

    You can’t deny that you’re at least a little turned on.

    “Keep stroking, cuckold. Stroke while you think about eating his cum out of my pussy. Stroke while you think about being a cum cleaning slut.”

    You do as you’re told. You imagine eating her pussy and licking up his cum. You imagine the salty taste on your tongue. You imagine how humiliating it’s going to feel.

    Her boyfriend groans and buries his cock in your wife’s wet pussy. He cums inside her while she turns her head to look at you.

    “He’s cumming inside me, my little cuckold. He’s making you a delicious creampie.”

    A few moments later her boyfriend pulls out.

    “Thank him,” she says.

    “Thank you for cumming in my wife,” you say without hesitation.

    “My pleasure. Enjoy,” he answers while stepping aside and making way for you to feast on her cum-filled pussy.

    You crawl between her legs. You’ve seen his cum leaking out of her pussy before, but you’ve never gotten this close. She’s never pushed you to go this far before. She’s always respected your desire not to eat cum. Not anymore. You’ve sunk too deep as her cuckold. Now you need to be her cum eating cuckold.

    “Clean me,” your wife says as her hand finds the back of your head. She gently pulls you closer to her cum-filled pussy.

    You extend your tongue and tentatively lick up a little bit of his seed. It’s exceptionally salty, though it’s the slimy consistency that you find most off-putting.

    “More, my little cuckold. Eat more of his cum,” your wife encourages you.

    That first bit didn’t taste nearly as bad as you thought it would, and now that you’ve actually swallowed some of his cum it doesn’t seem nearly as scary. You’ve crossed the threshold. You might as well embrace it. You might as well eat cum the rest of his cum and make your wife happy.

    “That’s it,” she says proudly as you dive in.

    Now you’re truly cleaning a creampie. You’re lapping up all that hot cum like a good cuckold is supposed to do. You’re being the cum slut she wants you to be. You’re swallowing every delicious drop because that’s what your wife wants from you.

    “Good boy,” she says. “I’m going to train you to be the perfect cum slut. Don’t you worry.”

    You know she’s going to follow through on that, too. You know that from now on you’re going to be eating a great deal of cum.

  
    Make Him Serve You. He Craves It.

    This post is taken from my Private Blog, exclusively available to my Patreon supporters (at the blog tier).

    Most women can tap into a dominant side. It might not come naturally to them, but they can find it if they want. The issue is that society teaches women that embracing (or even getting in touch with) their dominant side is a bad thing.

    That might be true in some relationships. Some guys respond very badly to a strong woman. That’s absolutely not the case if you’re married to a cuckold. He craves your dominance. He wants you to get in touch with the part of you that can take control. He wants you to take control. Trust me when I say that he will thoroughly enjoy you getting exactly what you want from your relationship.

    Let’s say you wake up on a beautiful Sunday morning and you’re feeling a bit amorous. Perhaps you’ve just had a lovely, erotic dream. You’d really like an orgasm but the idea of sex isn’t as thrilling. What you’d love is for your husband to get between your legs and lick you to a thrilling orgasm while you continue your erotic dream. If you’re married to a cuckold, tell him that’s what you want or simply spread your legs and point to your pussy. He’ll know what to do. Before you know it you’ll be grabbing at the sheets as he licks you to a beautiful orgasm.

    His desire to please you is boundless and you don’t have to limit your requests to when you’re in the bedroom. Anytime you crave a bit of pleasure you just have to ask for it. He’ll get on his knees and give you what you need. He’ll be the husband of your fantasies.

    You can use his willingness to please to explore new ways to have fun. Why not park the car in a semi-public spot and have him go down on you? Flip the usual script and have him be the one that gives you a little road head.

    If you’re out on a hike, find a spot that’s semi-hidden and lean against a tree while he gets on his knees and goes down on you. It doesn’t matter if you’re sweaty. He doesn’t care. He really doesn’t. He just wants the chance to taste your pussy. He just wants to make you moan. He just wants to feel your hands in his hair as he makes you cum.

    Your imagination is really the only thing that will limit you here. Don’t stop with his tongue. Have him pleasure you with toys. Wouldn’t it be fun to lie back and enjoy a vibrator on your clit while he gently sucks on your nipples? His cock might not have what it takes to satisfy you, but your cuckold can definitely make you cum.

    You don’t have to dominate him 24/7. You can separate what happens sexually from the rest of your life. Anything is possible when you introduce the joys of domination, submission, and cuckolding to your sex life. Have fun with it. I promise you’ll have lots more orgasms in the process.

  
    Make Him Wear a Condom While Your Lover Gets to Cum Inside You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Your husband is likely accustomed to releasing his cum inside you. Let’s end that. This one is hard to do if you’re not with a lover long term, but if you get to the point where you’re letting another man cum inside you, take that pleasure away from your husband.

    It’s hottest to do it right before you’re going to have sex with your cuckold (assuming you still do so). He’s between your legs, his cock is hard and dripping with precum, and just as he’s about to slide into you, pull out a condom and insist that he put it on. Inform him that from now on your lover will be the only man that gets to cum inside you. 

    Want to make it a little more humiliating? Try these bits of dirty talk:

    “Only a man that gives me orgasms gets to cum inside me.”

    “Only a real man’s cock gets to cum inside me.”

    “It’s his pussy now, honey. Only he gets to cum inside me.”

    “I don’t want your cum inside me anymore. I only want his.”

    The Story:

    Your wife straddles you on the couch, easily distracting you from your latest Netflix binge. She’s wearing a soft, low cut sweater and a pair of lace panties. Your hands find their way to her ass as she leans forward and kisses you. You catch a glimpse of her cleavage before her lips meet yours and her tongue pushes into your mouth.

    You love that she still enjoys having sex with you. It’s not clear if she enjoys your cock all that much, but she definitely loves telling how good her bull’s cock feels as you’re fucking her. She always seems to cum, too. Perhaps it’s from humiliating you. Perhaps it’s from thinking about his cock as you stimulate her clit with your rhythmic thrusts. Perhaps it’s a little of everything. Whatever it is, you’re not going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

    You pull your wife’s sweater off and your hands find their way to her tits. You play with them through the thin, sheer bra she’s wearing and she moans as your lips meet again. Your cock is already stiff. Now that sex with her is entwined with your cuckolding you enjoy it even more. Her pussy feels better when you know that someone else will be fucking it soon. Thrusting into her is more pleasurable when she’s whispering into your ear about how she prefers his cock.

    There’s a new level of excitement to your sex life, too. Your wife has decided that her bull is going to cum inside her from now on. You’re both eager for it. You can’t wait to see another man’s cum leaking from her pussy. She can’t wait for the pleasure of skin on skin sex and that moment when he releases his seed inside her.

    “Come tomorrow, you won’t be the only man that gets to cum inside me,” your wife says as she grinds in your lap. Your dick is stiff and leaking precum into your underwear.

    “Does that turn you on?” you ask as your hands play with her tits.

    She moans. “Fuck yes it turns me on. I can’t wait to feel his cock explode inside me. I can’t wait to feel his cum dripping out of me.”

    You take her to the bedroom. You need to be inside her. You need to fuck your wife.

    She climbs into bed and you yank off her panties. Her pussy looks wet and eager to be fucked. Your wife unhooks her bra and tosses it aside as you move between her legs and kiss her breasts. She moans as you suck her nipples and press two fingers inside her.

    You feel the heat and overwhelming wetness of her desire. Your cock throbs. You pull off your boxer shorts and free your erection.

    Your wife reaches between your legs to guide you inside her, or so you think. She has other ideas. She stops you from penetrating her and reaches into the nightstand to pull out the box of condoms she and her bull have been using.

    “What’s that for?” you ask, though you fear the answer is obvious.

    “It’s for you,” she says before tearing open the foil wrapper.

    “Me? Why?” you ask.

    Your wife pulls the condom out of the wrapper and reaches between your legs. She expertly rolls it down your cock. You feel the cool wetness of the lube against your erection.

    “It’s not your place to cum inside me anymore,” your wife says as she gently strokes your latex-wrapped cock.

    “But I’m your husband,” you say in a voice that sounds whinier than you’d like.

    She smiles and lifts her head to gently kiss you. “You’re my cuckold,” she says. “I’ve let you cum inside me until now because I like it. It feels good. Unprotected sex is better and I love knowing that I’ve satisfied a man to the point that he’s cumming inside me. Now that Mark and I are going to be having unprotected sex, he’s going to fill that role. He’s going to be the man that cums inside me and you’re going to be the man that unloads in a condom.”

    Your reaches between her legs again and places your cock inside her. “Fuck me,” she says as she wraps her legs around you.

    It feels good, even with the condom. Part of you feels like you shouldn’t fuck her, like you should protest this change in your sex life. You can’t stop though.

    “That’s it,” she says as you thrust into her. “Fuck me.”

    You fuck her harder and faster. You pursue your orgasm freely. If you’re going to have to cum into a condom, at least you’re going to enjoy it.

    “Fuck me harder, cuckold. Pound my pussy,” your wife urges you.

    You fuck her harder, just like she demands. You pound your cock into her pussy. You feel that familiar tingle that signals your impending orgasm.

    “Fill that condom with your cum, cuckold,” your wife says as she pulls your body tight against hers. “Cum into that rubber like a cuck should.”

    You’re getting closer. She knows how to turn you on. She knows that even though you don’t want to be relegated to fucking her with a condom on, it turns you on anyway. Submitting to her desires thrills you.

    “Cum in the condom, cuckold. That’s where your cum belongs. Inside a condom that you throw in the trash.”

    You groan. She knows what she’s doing. She knows how to humiliate you just like you want. She knows how to ensure you have a wildly thrilling orgasm.

    “Your cum goes in the trash and his cum goes in your wife, cuckold. Another man is going to fill me with his cum from now on. Tomorrow night he’s going to pump his seed into my wet pussy while your cum goes in the trash,” she says.

    “Fuck!” you cry out as you orgasm. You feel the tightness of the condom at the base of your shaft as it expands while you cum. It serves as an arousing reminder of your place. You’re a cuckold and you cum in condoms now. Your wife’s bull gets to cum inside her and you get to throw your cum in the garbage.

  
    Make Hubby Drink Your Lover’s Cum from a Glass

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Whenever your husband consumes your lover’s cum it’s humiliating, but there are so many delicious ways to do it that it’s worth trying them all. In this case, you’ll pour your lover’s cum out of a condom and into a drink and make your husband drink it while you both watch.

    After your lover has cum, have your cuckold prepare the drink. A clear liquid works best – Vodka or Gin would be perfect – as he’ll be able to see the semen in the glass before he drinks it. Hand your husband the condom and watch as he pours it into the drink. Then encourage him to drink it down. “Does his cum taste good, cucky?” is a nice way to humiliate him as he’s consuming another man’s seed.

    The Story:

    “Thank you, cuckold,” your wife’s bull, Brad, says as you hand him a drink.

    He sits back on your couch and puts his arm around your wife. She looks stunning in the black lace lingerie set with stockings and heels that you dressed her in less than an hour ago. You’re naked, as you always are when he comes over.

    “His training is going very well,” Brad says to your wife.

    “I know,” she says. “Thank you for that. You showed me just how submissive my little cuckold husband was willing to be.”

    Brad’s been encouraging your wife to dominate you ever since he entered your life. Now she submits to him and you eagerly submit to her.

    “Why don’t you show my cock how much you missed it,” Brad says to her.

    “Of course,” your wife replies as she unzips his pants and frees his soft cock. Her lips wrap around it immediately and she begins to blow him while you watch.

    Immediately your dick gets hard. The beauty of her mouth bobbing up and down on his growing cock is overwhelming, but it’s her eagerness to pleasure him that thrills you most of all. She swallowed his cock without hesitation. She did it because he said to and you know she’s already wet from the pleasure of submitting to him.

    As he sips his drink, Brad’s hand rests on the back of your wife’s head. He pushes her deeper down on his big cock as it gets stiff from her skillful sucking. He’s taught her to be quite the cocksucker.

    “She’s gotten so much better at sucking cock, cuckold,” Brad says as he stares at you. “Though you wouldn’t know that, would you?”

    “No sir,” you answer. You haven’t felt your wife’s mouth around your cock since the first time they hooked up. He fucked her at a hotel room while you waited at home. He brought her to four orgasms that night and you haven’t been inside her in any way since then.

    “That’s how it should be, isn’t it?” he says.

    “Yes sir,” you say. You’ve come to accept the truth of that. It doesn’t hurt that you’re immensely aroused by your wife being exclusive to another man. 

    Your wife pulls her mouth off his big cock and moves to her knees in front of her bull. She strokes his wet, hard dick and looks back at you.

    “Eat my ass, cuckold,” she says while pulling her black lace panties aside.

    You fall to your knees behind her and spread her ass cheeks. You look up and watch your wife’s head begin to bob up and down in her bull’s lap while you eat her ass, just as she commanded you to.

    They’ve recently started having you participate more. It’s part of your submissive training. They want to expand your boundaries and ensure that you’re a good servant when they require something.

    You’ve regularly been put to use worshiping your wife’s body as she goes down on her bull. He’s made it clear he loves having his cock sucked and she never misses a chance to take him in her mouth. Now you get to play too.

    At first you weren’t thrilled with licking her asshole, but you’ve come to enjoy it quite a bit. You love the acrid taste and the way she moans when you push your tongue past her tight anus and inside her. You love how naughty it feels to be licking your wife’s asshole while she’s sucking someone else’s dick.

    Your cock throbs and drips precum, but you know better than to masturbate if you haven’t been given permission. The last time you did that your wife spanked you while Brad watched and laughed. You won’t make that mistake again.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Brad asks your wife.

    “Absolutely,” your wife says as she looks up at her bull. “He knows what’s good for him. If he doesn’t do a good job there’s no chance he’ll be allowed to cum.”

    Your wife’s mouth returns to her bull’s big cock as you continue to eat her ass. Her sucking is getting sloppier. The sounds of it are intensely arousing even though you can’t see anything.

    “Go get us a condom, cuckold,” Brad says as he takes another sip of his drink and pushes your wife’s head down onto his cock. You watch her deepthroat him before heading to the bedroom for a condom.

    She’s straddling him and they’re kissing when you come back. He has his fingers in her panties and he’s clearly playing with her pussy. You can hear how wet she is.

    You stand by the couch until your wife looks over at you and reaches out for the condom. She tears it open and quickly rolls it down Brad’s shaft. It always turns you on when she puts the condom on him.

    You’re excited for the day they have unprotected sex, but for now Brad uses condoms when he fucks your wife. They typically go through three or four during an evening together. She’s insatiable and he possesses a rare kind of stamina.

    Your wife guides Brad’s cock into her pussy and sinks down on him as her eyes close.

    “How does it feel?” Brad asks.

    “I love your cock,” she answers. “I fucking love your cock.”

    It’s always this way when he first enters her. Your wife has truly fallen in love with his big cock. During the week, when he’s not there, she masturbates while thinking about him. She makes you eat her pussy and then fucks a big toy inside her while calling out his name. It doesn’t compare to actually fucking him though. This is what she really craves.

    Your wife rides Brad’s cock vigorously. Her tits bounce in the black lace lingerie. His hands move over her ass as he enjoys her tight cunt milking his cock eagerly.

    Watching them fuck is a mesmerizing experience for you. Your cock stands at attention as little drops of precum fall to the floor. You’re not allowed to masturbate and you try your very best not to think about it, but you desperately wish you could stroke. It’s so beautiful, you just want to jerk off.

    They switch to doggystyle with your wife moving to her knees on the couch and Brad standing behind her.

    As always, it’s an entirely different experience. He likes to dominate her when he fucks her from behind. He fucks her harder and faster. He makes her scream in pleasure. He spanks her ass hard enough that it leaves a red mark. He pulls her hair and makes her beg for his cock.

    You love every second of it, and so does your wife. This is the kind of sex that you simply can’t provide her. Even if you had a big cock, you just don’t have it in you to own her like this. You’re a submissive. That’s what comes naturally to you. He’s a dom.

    You watch as he pulls his cock out. Your wife whimpers. “Please, put it back inside me,” she says. She’s totally cock drunk.

    “Beg me for it,” he says.

    “Please, I need your cock inside me. Please give it to me. Please give my pussy what it needs. Please give me what my husband can’t,” she says.

    Your wife knows that Brad likes her to work in a little humiliation when she can. It has the added benefit of being true. You can’t fuck her like this. You know that. He knows that. Your wife knows that.

    Brad looks at you and smiles as he puts his cock back in your wife’s pussy. With one hand he grabs a handful of her hair and pulls back on it. With the other he reaches around and roughly grabs her tit.

    “Beg me to fuck her, cuckold,” he says.

    “Please fuck my wife, sir. Please, I can’t give her what she needs. Please don’t deny her the pleasure of your cock. Please fuck her and make her cum,” you say.

    Brad turns his attention back to your wife. He keeps his grip on her hair and pulls back hard every time he thrusts into her. He pounds her pussy aggressively. He has her screaming once more.

    “Fuuuuckk,” she says as her first orgasm arrives.

    Brad continues to pound her right through it. Her eyes close and she rests her head on the back cushion of the couch. He takes what he wants and her pussy is wet enough that he can pound it all night if he wants.

    His energy is incredible. You know he’ll be doing this for the next couple of hours and you’ll be there to watch it all.

    He’s going to cum soon, though. His first orgasm will spill into the condom and you’ll take it from him and throw it away, as you’ve done every time he’s fucked your wife.

    You watch as he cums. You watch the smile on your wife’s face as her bull cums while buried in her pussy. It brings her such pleasure.

    You watch him pull out, but instead of offering you the condom, Brad says, “Go make yourself a drink, cuckold.”

    It’s the first time he’s done that, but you act quickly and move to the kitchen. You pour yourself a vodka over ice. It’s simple, but you want it to be quick.

    You return with the drink and take a sip as you watch Brad and your wife cuddle on the couch.

    “How’s the drink, cuckold?” Brad asks.

    “It’s good,” you say.

    “Did you use a mixer?” he asks.

    “No. Just vodka over ice,” you say.

    You watch as Brad stands and your wife gently pulls the cum-filled condom off his cock. She hands it to you. You take it and move towards the kitchen, but Brad stops you.

    “Hold on, cuckold.”

    You stop and turn to him. Brad has a smile on his face.

    “Use my cum as a mixer,” he says. “Pour it in your drink and swallow all of it.”

    You look at Brad and then at your wife. You haven’t tasted his cum before. You knew it would happen eventually, but you don’t feel prepared. You feel nervous.

    “Do it, cuckold,” your wife says. There’s a dominant edge to her voice that you love.

    You place the drink on the coffee table and pour Brad’s cum into it. Once the condom is empty you pick up your vodka and cum concoction and stare at it.

    You can see his cum floating in the drink. You’d be lying if you said it looked appealing.

    “Drink it, cuckold. Drink my cum,” Brad says.

    You lift the glass to your lips and tilt your head back. The cum-flavored vodka slides into your mouth. It doesn’t taste good. It tastes like cum and liquor. It’s hard to swallow, but you do it.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. “Now finish your drink.”

    You look at the glass once more. There’s so much cum in it. Brad must have saved up a big load.

    This time you’re determined to take it all. You pour the vodka and Brad’s cum into your mouth. You swallow his jizz like a good boy. You see the pride on your wife’s face.

    “There’s more where that came from. I hope you’re thirsty tonight, cuckold,” Brad says.

    You can see that things have changed. It looks like you’ll be consuming quite a bit of cum from now on.

  
    Make Sure You're Using Your Sub Cuckold Properly

    If you’re not taking advantage of your submissive cuckold’s desire to serve, you’re doing it wrong. He’s meant to be used. He’s meant to give pleasure. He’s happiest when he has the chance to make you feel good.

    Even if you’re not full of desire, why not have him drop to his knees and worship your pussy? Why not enjoy the rhythmic licking of his tongue against your clit as he works to make you cum?

    It can be so much more than that, too. Why not sit on his face and smother him with your beautiful ass? Why not make him lick your asshole and enjoy something a little different?

    Don’t underestimate the pleasure of a good rimjob. It can feel awfully good to have an eager tongue licking your asshole, especially when you know it’s actually making him happy to even have the chance to worship your bottom.

    Take it further. Really embrace your dominant side. Sink into the part of you that finds it pleasurable to make him do whatever you want.

    Lock up his little cock in a chastity cage. Make him stay locked for days or weeks. Then start using his tongue for your pleasure whenever you want.

    Make him get on his back and lick your pussy until you’ve had multiple orgasms. Then smother him. Make him drink your juices. Make him sit there with your pussy lips spread over his mouth for hours while you watch TV.

    Tease his locked up cock while you ride his face. Even a little touch can be enough to arouse him, and the more aroused he gets the more he’ll want to serve you. It’s a beautiful loop that continually builds his desire to submit to you, and that’s what you want.

    Perhaps you still want to be penetrated. There’s a solution to that, too. Buy him a strapon and have him put it on while his cock is locked up tight. He’ll fuck your brains out with a cock that’s much bigger than his and he won’t receive the kind of pleasure he craves.

    I love the idea of letting him do this in a position that he doesn’t normally get to enjoy, like doggystyle. If you reserve that position for a bull, let your cuckold have you from behind while he’s wearing a strapon. Let him fuck you like your bull does without getting to enjoy your pussy.

    If you’ve got a domme friend, invite her over to use your cuckold. Take turns fucking his ass and riding his face. Make him moan as he services your pussies. Have him make you both cum over and over. Keep his cock locked up, of course.

    A cuckold is meant to be used, so use him. Have fun with it. Do whatever you want. The deeper you go, the more he’ll want to serve you.

  
    Make Your Cuck Sleep on the Floor

    
      If you're a subscriber at the captions level, there's a 
      short story
       about this idea.
    

    ---

    There's almost always a couch for the cuck to sleep on and sometimes there's a guest room. What fun is that, though?

    It's much more humiliating - and perhaps exciting - if you make your cuckold sleep on the floor next to the bed instead.

    Give him a sleeping bag, some blankets, or even an air mattress to make it a little more comfortable, but make him sleep on the floor while you and your bull get to sleep in the bed.

    You can do this at a hotel, but it's so much hotter to do at your house. That way, your bull is actually taking your cuck's place in the marital bed. How thrilling. How naughty. How exciting.

    Even better, make it a rule that he's not allowed to sit up and watch if you and your bull fuck in the middle of the night or in the morning. He just has to lie there like a good cuck and listen. It's up to you if he's allowed to masturbate or not. Either way it's humiliating and that's the fun of it, right?

    If you want, you can call him into action to fluff - your pussy or your bull's cock - before you fuck. Just make sure you send your cuck back down to his place on the floor before you get to the good stuff. Denial is a treat for a cuck, after all.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Admit That He Has an Inadequate Cock

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Take your husband to the bedroom and have him strip. Get naked with him (or wear lingerie) and turn him on. Have him lie on his back while you kiss him, grind on him, and generally drive him wild with desire.

    When he’s reached a place of wild desire, press your body next to his and take his cock in your hand. Gently run your fingers around the head and feel him shudder with pleasure next to you. The goal here is to get your husband to a place where he readily admits that his cock simply isn’t good enough to satisfy you (even if that’s not entirely true).

    The Story:

    You’re free to take whatever approach works best for you. A soft, slow, sensual approach is what I’d recommend, though. Nibble his ear lobe while you slowly stroke his cock and whisper, “Don’t you think I deserve something bigger and better than your cock?” You can tell him about a former lover that had the size you crave. It might take a while for him to come around, but soon he’ll eagerly admit that his dick just isn’t good enough for you.

    Your wife’s voice lures you down the hall and to the bedroom door. You look inside and see she’s created a romantic scene for you. Your eyes are drawn to her first, and with good reason. She looks spectacularly sexy in red lingerie. She’s lying on her side with a lusty look in her eyes and pouty, kissable lips that make your loins come to life.

    Strategically placed candles provide the romantic lighting and there’s a soundtrack of R&B playing quietly from the compact stereo on her nightstand.

    Your wife slips out of bed and walks towards you, holding your gaze as she seemingly glides across the floor. She presses her lips against yours and unbuttons your shirt as you kiss. Your cock hardens in no time.

    She tosses your shirt aside and quickly does the same thing with your pants and underwear, leaving you naked before she takes your hand in hers and guides you to the bed.

    She’s on top of you before you know it. Her red satin panties feel incredible as she gently rubs them against your cock and down to your balls.

    In mere minutes she’s put you in a place of pure, powerful arousal. Your dick is throbbing. Your brain is awash in desire. You think she’s going to pull her panties aside and guide you into her pussy, but your wife has other plans.

    She lies down next to you and wraps her fingers around your cock. You’ll certainly take a handjob. She kisses your neck and moans as she strokes you. It feels so good. Her perfume is intoxicating and her lingerie feels so soft against your skin.

    “You know how you got so turned on when I played with that dildo we bought?” your wife asks as she slowly strokes you. She kisses your neck while waiting for your answer.

    “Yes. That was so hot,” you answer. You remember it well. You were mesmerized watching her fuck the dildo, which was rather long and thick. It was stunning seeing something so large disappear into your wife’s pussy.

    “I got turned on too, you know,” she says. “Really turned on, in fact.”

    You like that she got turned on. You love it, in fact. You’d love to watch again. Still, you’re a little apprehensive. There’s something about her tone that has you a little worried. It’s like she’s building up to something she thinks you might not like.

    “I know,” you say. “That’s what made it so hot to watch.” It’s true. You remember how she closed her eyes and seemed to get lost in having the big toy inside her.

    She kisses you again, this time pressing her lips against yours and stroking your cock faster. Your precum is the perfect lube. Her tongue feels eager as it invades your mouth. It makes your dick jump with lusty joy.

    Her eyes open and she looks into yours. “I had an ex-boyfriend with a cock just like that dildo,” she says.

    You groan involuntarily and your wife smiles. Before you can say anything she kisses you again. Again her tongue invades your mouth and she strokes you skillfully. Any anxiety caused by the comment about her ex-boyfriend washes away on the river of pleasure flowing through you.

    “I used the toy the other night while you were out with your friends. I couldn’t help it. I just needed it inside me,” she says. “I hope you don’t mind.” She kisses your chest and plays with your balls as you take in the information she just shared.

    “Of course not,” you say, though you can hardly think straight. Your wife is doing an excellent job of turning you on in so many different ways.

    “You weren’t there so I…well, I let my mind wander,” she says.

    You’re curious. You’re a little nervous, but you have to ask. “Where did it wander to?”

    “To my ex,” your wife says. Again you groan involuntarily. Again she smiles. “I thought you might like that.”

    You don’t say anything. You can’t. It feels weird to admit you’re turned on by the idea of your wife masturbating to fantasies of her ex-boyfriend’s cock. It’s true, though.

    “I plunged that big dildo into my pussy and I thought about my ex-boyfriend’s cock,” she says, laying it all out there. “I thought about how good it felt when he fucked me. I thought about how much I missed having his big cock inside me.”

    You stare at the ceiling. Your cock is rock hard. Precum is dripping from the tip. You feel strange, like your entire body is in a state of heightened arousal. Just then your wife’s face appears above yours. She kisses you and this time it’s slow, soft, and impossibly sexy. The warmth of her body against yours feels perfect. Her fingers run through the precum and she lubes the head of your cock with it.

    “Why did you like watching me play with the dildo?” she asks in a sultry voice.

    “It was like nothing I’ve ever seen before,” you answer. Your wife says nothing in response, but she continues to slowly stroke your cock. “It was so much…bigger.”

    “Bigger than what?” she asks.

    “Than me,” you say. “Bigger than me. So much bigger.”

    You look down at your cock in her hand. It’s not that big, and it’s nowhere near as big as the toy, and apparently nowhere near as big as her ex-boyfriend’s cock.

    “And you liked watching a bigger cock fuck me?” your wife asks.

    Her words make your head spin in a way that you love. You know she’s pushing you somewhere, but you’re not sure where. You think you want to go there though.

    “Yes, I did. I really did.” Lust surges through you as the words leave your lips. You turn your head and kiss your wife. “I loved watching a bigger cock fuck you.”

    You kiss her again. Your tongues dance erotically as she strokes your cock. You moan into her mouth.

    Your wife pulls off her panties and straddles you, but she doesn’t take your cock inside her. Instead, she holds your cock against her pubic area. You can feel her pussy against your balls. Her short pubic hair tickles your shaft.

    You look at your cock against her body and your lack of size becomes perfectly clear. You don’t go very deep inside her and you’re not particularly thick. Your cock looks small, in fact.

    “Did your ex-boyfriend feel better,” you pause. You don’t want to ask it because you don’t want to know the answer. “Did he feel better than me?”

    Your wife strokes you gently as she says, “Yes.” She leans down and kisses you. Her lips feel so good against yours. You can feel the heat of her pussy above your cock. “He felt better,” she says.

    “Did he make you cum harder?” you ask. You know you shouldn’t be asking questions like that, but you’re committed now.

    “Much harder,” she says. There’s lust in her eyes. You want to see more of that lust.

    “Do you miss having his big cock to enjoy?” you ask.

    “Yes, very much so,” she says before kissing you again.

    You’re not sure what else to say. You’re turned on like you’ve never been, but this all feels so overwhelming. Your wife senses your dismay, so she takes your cock inside her. Your mind is instantly awash in pure lust as the heat of her pussy makes you feel so good.

    “I still like your cock, baby,” your wife says as she gently moves back and forth, offering you the beautiful stimulation of her perfect pussy swallowing your cock.

    “You liked his better, though,” you say.

    She doesn’t respond. Instead, your wife leans forward and kisses you. She moves from your lips to your neck and then whispers into your ear, “Don’t I deserve the kind of cock I crave? Doesn’t my pussy deserve a nice big cock?”

    She starts to ride you. Her pussy feels so tight and wet that you’re not sure you’re going to last long.

    “Don’t I, baby?” she asks again. “Doesn’t your wife deserve the kind of cock that can make her feel good?”

    “Yes!” you cry out. It feels good to admit it. It’s like you’re releasing a lifetime’s worth of stresses. You know your dick isn’t big enough to truly pleasure your wife. You’ve known for a long time. Now she’s made you admit it and it feels surprisingly good.

    “Say it again,” your wife says as she bounces on your cock. Her breathing is getting heavier. She’s getting close to cumming too.

    “You deserve a bigger cock. You deserve the kind of cock that can make you cum like your ex-boyfriend did,” you say.

    Moments later, you warn her, “I’m going to cum.”

    “Me too,” she says. “Cum for me, baby. Cum for me.”

    You do as you’re told and cum inside your wife as she climaxes on top of you. It feels good to make her cum, even if you know she’s fantasizing about someone else’s cock. That doesn’t matter. Getting her off is all that matters.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Clean an Anal Creampie

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    You need to be extra clean before you do this, but once you are there’s little risk of harm coming to your cuckold when he eats another man’s cum out of your asshole. It’s that extra bit of filthiness that introduces a higher level of humiliation to this behavior.

    This works even better if your lover is the only one permitted to have anal sex with you. Have your cuckold watch and remind him of that fact while you’re being taken anally. Then, urge your lover to cum inside you so your cucky can clean it up (also, play with your clit while you’re having anal sex as it will make it even better).

    Have your cuckold approach you from behind while you’re on your hands and knees. There likely won’t be much cum to clean up at that point, but there should be plenty of left over moisture from the sex. Have him lick it up. If the creampie is leaking out, have him clean that too. Chances are good you’ll have to sit on his face to effectively lick your lover’s cum from your asshole. That’s even better.

    The Story:

    “Don’t complain, cuck,” your wife says as she stands at the bathroom mirror and does her makeup.

    “I just…I’m sorry. I just want what he gets to have, I guess,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and turns to you. “You know there’s a reason he gets to have anal sex with me and you don’t, right?” she asks.

    You look at the floor. You’re a little embarrassed. You do know there’s a reason. You know the reason. You know she wants you to say it.

    “Because you love his cock. Because his cock satisfies you. Because making him feel good makes you feel good. Because he makes you cum harder than I ever have, so he deserves to enjoy your asshole when he craves it.”

    You’ve been down this road before. Your wife enjoys having anal sex with her bull. She enjoys giving him the pleasure of her asshole. She enjoys denying you that same pleasure, and tonight he’s going to fuck her ass while you watch.

    “Why don’t you worship my asshole, cuck,” your wife says as she points to the bathroom floor behind her. “Make yourself useful.”

    You do as you’re told and fall to your knees behind your wife. You spread her ass cheeks and take a moment to admire her asshole. It’s smooth and perfect and it thrills you that she lets you worship it from time to time. It’s not quite as good as getting to have anal sex with her, but you’ve come to love the submissive joys she permits you to indulge in.

    “That’s it, cuck. Eat my ass. Get me nice and wet for my bull. Show me that you know your place,” your wife says as she finishes her makeup.

    You know your place. You know where you belong. You know that your cock doesn’t belong inside her anymore and that any ideas of having anal sex with her are pure flights of fancy. You know that her bull has replaced you in the bedroom. You know that she prefers his cock over yours, and that you should consider it a gift that she’s going to let you watch him have anal sex with her tonight.

    
      

    

    “What are you waiting for, cuck?” your wife says as she stands next to her bull. He’s naked and his cock is half hard.

    You fall to your knees. You know your job is to fluff him. You know that your wife enjoys seeing you suck cock for her. She loves when you willingly humiliate yourself for her pleasure.

    You grab his cock and take him into your mouth. This isn’t the first time you’ve blown him. You’ve had his cock in your mouth dozens of times. You’re a certified cuckold cocksucker at this point.

    “Good cuck,” your wife says. She kisses her bull eagerly as you suck his cock. He moves his fingers into her pussy. You can hear the wetness. She’s turned on. She wants him. She needs him.

    Her bull’s cock throbs in your cocksucking mouth. You move deeper down the shaft. You know he likes it when you try to deepthroat him. He likes it when you fail and gag. He likes that you’re a submissive cocksucker just like your wife trained you to be.

    Your wife grabs a handful of your hair and pulls your head back. You release her bull’s cock. You’ve done your job.

    “You’re such a good fluffer for me, cuck,” your wife says before she turns and gets on her back in bed. “Now come watch him fuck my ass.”

    You climb into bed and rest your head on your wife’s stomach. You’re inches from her pussy. Her bull briefly pushes his cock into your eager mouth to get it nice and wet. Then he slides it into her asshole.

    Your wife moans. “Lick my clit, cuck.”

    You position yourself to lick your wife’s clit while her bull is fucking her ass. You’re inches from his cock as it slides in and out of her back door. You run your tongue over her clitty and she moans. You like feeling useful.

    Her bull pulls out and presents his cock. It’s clean, but you know it’s going to taste like your wife’s ass. You eagerly open your mouth and suck him.

    “Good boy,” your wife says.

    You thrive on the on the humiliating thrills of giving an ass to mouth blowjob to your wife’s bull. You love tasting her ass on his big cock. You love how insanely filthy it feels.

    He pulls out of your mouth and slides his wet dick back into her asshole. She moans once more. Now it’s a little louder and lustier. She’s turned on by you being a dirty cocksucker too. It drives her crazy with lust that you’re willing to debase yourself like that.

    “Rub my clit, cuck,” she demands.

    You slip a finger into her pussy to pick up her juices and then rub her clit. You want your wife to feel good. You like feeling useful.

    Just as her moans reach a fever pitch, he pulls out and your wife shifts to her hands and knees. She wants to be taken from behind. She likes feeling submissive while he’s fucking her ass. It’s part of what makes it so thrilling for her. She likes that you get to watch another man pound her ass from behind while wishing you could be the one buried inside her.

    “Come here, cuck,” your wife says as her bull slides into her asshole.

    You move until you’re face to face with her. You see the pleasure in her eyes. You see the lust on her face. You see how much she’s enjoying her bull’s dick in her ass.

    “Tell me why he’s fucking my ass and you’re watching,” your wife says.

    “Because he deserves your ass and I don’t.”

    “And why is that, cuck?” she says.

    “Because he makes you cum so much harder than I ever have. Because his cock is superior to mine in every way. Because he’s a better lover than I am.”

    “That’s right, cuck,” your wife says with a giddy smile. “I’m so glad you know your place.” She moans as her bull starts to fuck her harder. “Because you’re such a good boy, I’m going to give you a special gift tonight. I’m going to let you clean his cum out of my asshole. You’re going to clean an anal creampie.”

    The idea is decidedly dirty and you hesitate because of it. Normally you’d be eager to clean another man’s cum out of your wife. It’s your favorite thing. But it feels different to be cleaning it out of her asshole. 

    “It wasn’t an option, cuck. You’re cleaning my cum-filled ass whether you want to or not. You’re going to be a good boy and do it without hesitation or you’ll be punished.”

    You don’t want to be punished. Your wife’s punishments are real and genuinely painful. She makes sure you learn your lesson when she doles them out.

    Her bull is groaning louder now. He’s pounding her ass hard. The bedroom is filled with the sounds of anal sex. He’s going to cum inside her soon. He’s going to make that anal creampie that you’re going to clean up.

    “Get ready, cuck,” your wife says. “You’re about to enjoy a nasty treat.”

    He groans and buries his cock in her asshole. You watch it disappear. You know he’s cumming inside her.

    When he pulls out, your wife is clear when she says, “Get back there and eat my ass, cuck.”

    You do as you’re told. As humiliating and nasty as it is to lick another man’s cum from her asshole, you’re not going to disobey her.

    You get on your knees behind her in bed. She pushes her ass towards you. You spread her cheeks and tongue her hole. There’s a little bit of cum, but most of it is still deep inside her.

    “Get your tongue in my ass, cuck,” your wife demands.

    You eat her ass vigorously. You push your tongue inside her. You taste her hot, acrid insides. You run your tongue over her asshole and anus. You lick her insides. It feels so filthy. Your cock is throbbing.

    “You’re such a nasty slut,” she says. She means it as a compliment.

    You push your tongue deeper. Your face is buried in her ass. You can feel her warm cheeks on either side of your head. It’s weirdly blissful.

    She pushes you away. You haven’t finished eating her asshole. You’ve barely licked up any of his cum. “On your back,” she says.

    You smile. You’re into it now. You want this. You’re committed. You want to be her nasty cuckold. You don’t care how dirty it is.

    You get on your back and she sits on your face. Her asshole is right over your mouth. You push your tongue inside without being told.

    You’re rewarded with a thick glob of his cum. It slides onto your tongue and into the back of your throat. The taste is different. It’s dirtier. It’s nastier. It’s more humiliating. You love it. You’re eating ass-flavored cum. Your brain is awash in humiliating lust.

    “That’s it, my little cuck cum slut. Eat his spunk out of my ass. Eat that nasty load as it leaks out of me. Lick up every dirty drop, you little fucking cum whore,” your wife says.

    Her dirty talk is bliss. She’s more aggressive than usual. She really wants you to feel the nastiness of what you’re doing. She wants you to feel like a paid whore in a porn video that will do anything for money. She wants you to be the nasty slut you know you can be.

    “Get your tongue in there. Eat my asshole. Taste me, cuck. Taste my dirty ass. Taste his nasty cum. Eat it all up. Be the nasty cum whore I know you are.”

    Your cock is throbbing. It’s so hard it hurts. You’re everything your wife wants you to be. You’re a nasty, ass licking, creampie eating whore. You love it.

    She drops the full weight of her ass on your face. She smothers you as you lick his cum out of her. You feel more of it drip out of her asshole. She’s feeding you now. She’s feeding you another man’s load from her asshole.

    This is your life, cuck. You love it, don’t you?

  
    Make Your Cuckold Clean Your Lover’s Cum off Your Engagement Ring

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    As your lover is about to cum, have him pull out and shoot his cum on your wedding band and engagement ring. Hold your hand on your stomach so he won’t make a massive mess with his cumshot. Once he’s finished, have your cuckold come right over and clean up the cum.

    The act of licking another man’s semen off the ring he gave you to propose marriage is a beautiful form of humiliation. It will linger long after he’s done it and you can bring it up over and over again.

    The Story:

    Do you remember when you got on one knee and proposed to her? Do you remember how your heart pounded as you popped the question? You had a sense that she was going to say yes, but you weren’t sure until the words left her lips.

    When you slipped that beautiful engagement ring onto her finger, did you have any idea that she’d end up cuckolding you? Did you have any sense that your dick would end up being so disappointing that she’d need to go outside the marriage to satisfy her needs?

    Do you remember the very first time she did it? You watched as she spent over an hour in the bathroom making sure her hair and makeup was perfect. You watched her slip into that tight little dress that barely covered her ass. You watched her step into a pair of strappy high heels.

    Do you remember what happened next? You were sitting in the bed and ogling her. She walked over to the nightstand and gently slipped off her engagement ring and wedding band. She placed them on the nightstand and said, “Tonight, I’m not married. Tonight, I’m a single girl looking for a big cock.”

    Do you remember the lusty look in her eyes when she said it? Do you remember how confident she was, how there seemed to be the smallest hint of anger in her voice? She’d reached the end of her rope with you. She’d had enough. She needed to get fucked by someone that could actually satisfy her.

    Do you remember what it was like when she came home that night? You could tell that she seemed totally different. Something had changed. It turns out that getting fucked by a nice big cock was exactly what your wife needed.

    She still loved you, of course. That’s why she married you despite the diminutive dick between your legs. Your wife knows that you have so many wonderful qualities. A big dick just isn’t one of them. She solved that problem, though. She became your hotwife. She set herself free while you stayed at home and waited for her return.

    For a while, she would repeat the same process. She’d spend a great deal of time putting herself together for another man. She’d look breathtakingly beautiful in her tight dress or mini skirt and high heels. Then she’d pull off her rings and place them on the nightstand. She’d tell you she wasn’t married that night, that she was a single girl looking to get fucked.

    Then she met Brad. He was going to be another one night stand, but there was something different about him. He knew your wife was married from the moment he met her. He knew she was looking for someone to satisfy her in a way her husband couldn’t.

    He fucked her exceptionally well that first night. He fucked her better than any man ever had. He got her hooked on the pleasure of his cock and lured her back for more.

    The second time she went to see him, she didn’t put her rings on the table. She kept them on. Before she left, she said to you, “Tonight, I’m a married woman getting the sexual satisfaction she craves from another man. Tonight, I’m cuckolding my husband with a superior man.”

    While she was gone, you kept hearing the words playing in your head. Over and over you heard your wife’s voice remind you that she was fucking a superior man. You saw visions of her screaming in pleasure with someone else’s cock inside her.

    When she came home, your wife asked that you follow her to the bedroom. You did as you were told and watched as she climbed into the bed, spread her legs, and revealed her freshly-fucked, wet pussy.

    “Worship me,” she demanded.

    It was the first time she’d demanded that you go down on her after she’d been with another man. You looked at her pussy and then into her eyes. You saw she was serious. You did as you were told.

    You moved between your wife’s legs and you licked her pussy. The taste of latex immediately hit your tongue. The smell of sex filled your nose. You pushed your tongue inside her. It was more arousing than you’d expected it to be. Licking her cunt after someone else had fucked her forced you to confront the notion that she was cuckolding you.

    “Can you taste his cock, cuckold?” she said. It was the first time she’d called you that.

    “Yes,” you said.

    “That’s what a real man tastes like,” she said while her fingers entwined in your hair and her thighs closed around your head.

    Do you remember the first time Brad showed up at your house? Your wife had invited him over, though she hadn’t informed you of his impending visit. Instead, she got ready as usual. She was her breathtaking self in a short dress and high heels. She wore her rings.

    Then the doorbell rang. She answered it and escorted Brad to your bedroom. He acknowledged you with a nod and then gently pushed your wife to her knees.

    You watched in utter fascination as she worshiped his cock like she’d never worshiped yours. You watched your wife give herself over to another man. It made your dick throb. It turned you on like nothing ever had.

    You watched Brad fuck your wife with a sense of command and control. You watched him simultaneously use her pussy for his pleasure and provide her with a body-shaking orgasm. She screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

    After she’d cum, Brad pulled out and instructed you to eat your wife’s pussy. You looked at him and then at her, and then you moved between her legs eagerly. You didn’t hesitate. You ate her pussy like a good boy.

    Brad fucked her again after your wife pushed you away from her cunt. He fucked her missionary style and she had another orgasm. He filled the condom with cum. It was a huge load. You watched your wife pull it off his cock. It was a strangely loving act that you found thrilling to witness.

    Do you remember the first time your wife denied you access to her pussy? Even when she started up with Brad, she was still letting you fuck her. She wasn’t getting much out of it, but she felt it was her duty as a wife to let you have sex with her.

    That changed, though. Do you remember it? It was a month into her relationship with Brad. It was a Saturday night. He was out of town so she was all yours, or so you thought.

    You climbed into bed and gave her your best moves, the ones that usually worked. As it turns out, those moves never really did that much to turn her on. She just knew that they meant you wanted to have sex and she would spread her legs and let you inside her. It was different this time.

    This time, she gently pushed you away and grasped your hard cock. She stroked it slowly and prepared to deliver the bad news.

    “I’m his now, baby, so unless Brad gives you permission, you can’t fuck me anymore,” she said.

    You might have been completely crushed if she hadn’t been giving you a handjob. As it was, you couldn’t quite think straight. Her fingers felt so good moving up and down your slippery dick.

    “But why?” you said.

    “Because it’s what Brad wants, and since he’s the man that actually gives me orgasms with his big cock, it’s what I want too.” She looked down at your dick as the handjob continued. “You don’t satisfy me, honey. That’s why you’re a cuckold. That’s why Brad fucks me. That’s why he’s in our life, and he says that since you don’t satisfy me, there’s no reason you should be allowed to use my pussy to satisfy yourself.”

    You didn’t want her denial to arouse you. You didn’t want Brad taking your wife away from you to turn you on, but it seemed like it did. Your cock was rock hard. You were close to an orgasm.

    “I know it’s going to be difficult for you, but this is how it has to be. A cuckold shouldn’t fuck his wife if he can’t make her cum with his cock, and you can’t, honey.”

    That’s when you climaxed. You came hard. Your wife quickly cleaned it up, flushed the tissues down the toilet, and acted like nothing had ever happened.

    Do you remember when Brad made you eat his cum for the first time? Do you remember how he and your wife made a little ceremony out of it?

    It was two weeks after your wife had informed you that you wouldn’t be fucking her anymore. Brad had come to your house for a romantic dinner with her. They’d spent the evening laughing and flirting over food and wine. You seethed with jealousy, though your dick was stiff.

    A little after 10 p.m. your wife disappeared into the bedroom. Brad watched TV and you perused your phone until she emerged 20 minutes later.

    She looked radiant in the white lingerie she’d worn on your wedding night. You flashed back to having sex with her in the elegant penthouse hotel suite you’d rented. You remembered how quickly you came. In hindsight, you recognized how disappointed she must have been.

    Unlike that night, your wife only had eyes for Brad. She took his hand in hers and led him to the bedroom.

    “Come, cuckold,” she said.

    You followed and were soon treated to the visual splendor of your wife’s first bareback encounter with Brad. You watched them fuck for the better part of an hour. You licked her pussy when he commanded it. You watched them try every position, including some you’d never seen before.

    Then, after countless orgasms, your wife turned to you as Brad pulled out of her well-fucked and truly satisfied cunt.

    “It’s time, cuckold,” she said.

    You had no idea what she meant. You gave her a quizzical look.

    “It’s time for you to fully embrace being a cuckold husband,” Brad said. “It’s time for you to embrace your place in this marriage.”

    You looked at your wife. You were still confused.

    “Think of this as the start of a new marriage, cuckold,” your wife said. “Think of today as the beginning of a new honeymoon, this time for Brad and me.”

    Brad wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked it slowly as your wife held out her hand. The bedroom light reflected off the beautiful diamond you’d bought her.

    “A cuckold always cleans up,” Brad said. “And tonight you’re going to consume my seed for the first time.”

    Your heart pounded so hard you could barely hear what he said.

    Your wife smiled at you as she held out her hand. You took it and she pulled you closer. You watched Brad stroke his cock. You knew what he was going to do. You knew he was going to cum on her engagement ring.

    “You gave me this ring as a symbol of your love for me,” your wife said. “Now I want you to clean Brad’s cum off of it as a symbol of your acceptance of your new place in our marriage. Will you do that for me?”

    You nodded.

    “Good boy,” she said.

    “Here it comes,” Brad announced. “Get ready, cuckold. Your marriage is about to change forever.”

    Brad groaned and a huge, exceptionally thick load of cum spilled from his cock. Shot after shot of semen landed on your wife’s fingers. By the time he was done, her wedding band and engagement ring were completely coated.

    “On your knees, cuckold,” your wife demanded.

    You fell to your knees. Any thought of resistance had passed. You knew your place. There was no point in fighting it.

    Your wife presented her cum-covered fingers and asked, “Do you accept your new place in our marriage? Do you promise to fulfill your duties as a cuckold, whatever they may be?”

    You leaned forward, parted your lips, and sucked Brad’s cum off her engagement ring as a symbol of your acceptance.

    “Good boy,” your wife said as you continued to clean the rings. You moved to her other fingers next, and before long you had a hot, thick load of Brad’s cum in your stomach.

    It was the first of many you’d clean.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Completely Satisfy Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    We’re in full bisexual territory here, because you’re going to make your cuckold do all the work of making your lover cum. He’s going to suck cock and he’s going to get fucked. He’s going to be you for an evening. Emphasize that point, too. He’s taking your place in pleasuring your lover. He’s doing it because you can’t.

    If you want, you can tell him that you’re on your period and you just don’t want to have sex. You can also just make him do it. Even hearing you demand that he satisfy your bull will be humiliating. Having to actually do it will deepen that feeling.

    Help him out by coaching him through it. Tell him how good he looks with your lover’s cock in his mouth. Tell him that he’s being such a good boy by submitting to your desires and giving a gorgeous blowjob. Play with his asshole as he’s giving head and tell him that soon he’s going to get fucked by a real man.

    Have your cuckold husband get on his hands and knees. Make him beg for your lover’s cock. Tell him you want to see him get fucked. Tell him you want him to fall in love with your lover’s big dick just like you have.

    Have your lover fuck your cuckold until he cums. For an extra dose of humiliation, have your lover wear a condom, and when he’s done peel it off and feed the load to your cuckold. Then, make him thank your lover for fucking him.

    The Story:

    “But why?” you ask.

    Your wife turns to you. There’s a flash of anger in her eyes. She doesn’t like it when you whine, and she definitely doesn’t like it when you question her.

    “The first and only reason you should need is because I said so. It’s what I want, so it’s what you’re going to do. But if you must know, I don’t care for having sex during my time of the month. It’s an absolute mess and despite Brad’s size, I can’t feel much anyway.”

    Your wife steps closer. She grabs your cock, which is exposed after she ordered you to strip. She strokes you. You’re already hard. You might be protesting her decision, but you can’t hide that you desire it on some level.

    “You can whine all you want, but we both know this is what you were meant for. This little dick of yours certainly isn’t worthy of my pussy or any other. If you’re not willing to service my bull, then what good are you?”

    Her soft, sensual stroking already has you immensely aroused. It helps that you haven’t cum in a week. It helps that you can’t help but get excited when she informs you that you’re only useful to her as a means for making her bull cum when she’s not able to fuck him.

    “Normally I’d make Brad wait a few days, but I figured I might as well put you to use. If I have your pretty mouth and your tight little asshole, why not let Brad enjoy it? Why not put you on your knees in front of him so you can suck his cock like the good little slut I’ve trained you to be? Why not have you offer him your ass so he can pound you hard?”

    You close your eyes. You think about Brad mounting you from behind. You feel a surprising wave of lust run through your loins.

    “You like the idea of being his bitch tonight, don’t you?” your wife whispers.

    You say nothing. You don’t want to admit it. You don’t want to admit that you’re turned on by your wife essentially pimping you out to her bull.

    That’s what she’s doing, though. She didn’t ask if you wanted to do this. She simply told Brad that you would be servicing him because she wasn’t able to. Then she informed you that your mouth and ass would be used tonight and there would be no argument about it.

    The doorbell rings. Your wife releases your cock and smiles. “Your man is here,” she says. “Go greet him. Offer him a drink and then get on your knees and get his cock in your mouth.”

    You do as you’re told. You’re fully naked as you open the door and welcome Brad into your home.

    “May I get you a drink?” you ask.

    “I’d love a beer,” he says.

    You retrieve a beer from the kitchen and pop the top before returning to the living room. You find Brad and your wife sitting on the couch.

    They’re indulging in an intimate kiss as you place the beer on the coffee table. Brad’s hand has already moved into your wife’s blouse. She’s stroking his cock through his pants. You’re going to service him, but she still wants a little bit of action with her bull. She can’t help herself.

    As they’re kissing, your wife skillfully unzips Brad’s pants and pulls out his cock. She points to the floor. You drop to your knees between his legs. You know your place.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” your wife demands.

    You wrap your lips around his cock and give a blowjob. It isn’t the first time you’ve had Brad’s dick in your mouth and it definitely won’t be the last. Your wife has trained you well. She loves seeing you do as you’re told, especially when that means giving a blowjob to the man that satisfies her.

    Your wife hands Brad his beer as you go to work. They watch together and admire your skill.

    “He’s gotten a lot better,” Brad says.

    “He was born to please,” your wife adds, “and he knows that nothing pleases me quite like seeing his lips wrapped around your big dick. It’s a cuckold’s place, after all.”

    Brad groans as you try and take more of his thick cock into your mouth. You’ve been working towards deepthroating him. You haven’t quite mastered your gag reflex yet, but you try each and every time your wife orders you to blow her bull.

    You take him into your throat and gag. You do it again and gag.

    “Fuck, that’s incredible,” Brad says.

    He likes it when you gag on his cock. It feels good. He likes that he’s choking you with his thick erection. He likes that you, a straight man, is so eager to please your wife that you’re on your knees gagging on someone else’s dick.

    “That’s it, baby. Gag on that dick,” your wife says. “A real man loves it when a slut chokes on his cock. He loves that you’re so eager to please him.”

    “Fuck yes,” Brad adds. You can hear the lust in his voice. He’s in Heaven. It makes you happy to be doing such a good job sucking his cock.

    Your wife slides off the couch and gets on her knees next to you. Her fingers run through your hair and then slowly trace their way down your back. They move between your ass cheeks and over your freshly-cleaned asshole.

    “You look so good with a cock in your mouth, my little cuckold slut,” she whispers.

    She pushes the tip of her finger into your asshole. “But you’re going to look even better with Brad’s big cock buried in your ass.”

    She penetrates your with her finger. It pushes nice and deep. She slides it in and out of you.

    “It makes me so happy to know that you’ll always be there to satisfy Brad when I can’t. I love that I can offer your body if I’m out of town when he needs me. I love that you’re such a good slut for me that you’ll happily do whatever you can to make my bull cum.”

    Your wife pulls her finger out of your ass and spits on her hand. She rubs it over your asshole, lubing you up. She penetrates you once more, this time with two fingers. She moves them in and out of you. She’s getting you ready to take her bull’s cock. She’s preparing you to get ass fucked.

    Your mouth moves up and down on his big cock. You suck him for all you’re worth. You suck him like the good slut your wife wants you to be. You swallow him and gag on his cock. You play with his balls and rub your fingers over his asshole. You do everything your wife taught you. The last thing you want to do is disappoint her.

    “Here,” your wife says as she hands you a condom.

    You let Brad’s thick cock fall from your mouth and take the condom from your wife. You roll it down his shaft and look up at him. He’s got a smile on his face. He likes this. He likes dominating you. He likes humiliating you. He likes that you’re about to offer your asshole for his pleasure. He likes that a straight man is about to take it in the ass because his wife ordered him to.

    “Ride him, baby,” your wife says. “Reverse cowgirl. Impale your asshole on his big cock, just like a porn slut would.”

    A memory of a reverse cowgirl video pops into your head. You imagine yourself as the girl, offering up your asshole for the man’s pleasure. You imagine getting your ass fucked, filled, and stretched.

    You stand up and turn around. Brad’s hand reaches up and guides you down onto his stiff cock. Your wife smiles at you from her knees.

    “Just sit on his big dick like a good slut,” your wife says. “Satisfy my bull, baby. Show him that you’ll always be there to make him cum if I’m not available. Show him that his pleasure is what really matters to you because it’s what matters to me. Show him that your ass was meant for fucking.”

    Brad’s cock presses against your asshole as you sit down on him. You take a deep breath and try to relax. He pushes past your anus. He’s inside you. You sink down. You take all of him. Just like that, you’re sitting on a big cock.

    Every inch of Brad is inside you. It’s an experience unlike any other, even getting fucked by your wife’s strapon. It’s different when it’s a real dick.

    Your wife reaches up and strokes your dick. Brad’s strong hands grab your hips and lift you off his cock. He pulls down gently and his cock fills you once more.

    “How does it feel?” your wife asks. “How does it feel to have my bull’s big cock inside your tight, slutty little asshole?”

    The answer comes to you immediately. You just don’t want to say it. The truth is, it feels incredible. Something about the reverse cowgirl position makes it even better. It’s deeply humiliating to look at your wife as her bull’s big cock stretches your asshole. You’re not really even doing anything. He’s the one lifting you off his dick and dropping you back down onto it.

    You have to answer her, though. “It’s…it’s so much better than I thought it would be,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. She strokes your cock faster.

    “I told you he’d be a good slut,” she says. “I told you he’d do his duty. I told you he was the perfect cuckold.”

    You feel proud. You want to be a perfect cuckold for your wife, and if that means offering your body to her bull when she’s not able to fuck him, then so be it. Making her happy is what truly matters.

    Brad lifts you off his cock completely. For a few moments you hang there in the air with his hands supporting you. Your ass gapes open. You feel empty. You feel like you need him inside you once more.

    “Let’s see how good of a slut he is,” Brad says.

    He moves you to your hands and knees on the couch. He guides his cock inside you from behind. In just a few seconds you’re getting pounded doggystyle.

    He’s fucking you harder and faster now. It hurts a little. He’s merciless. He’s using your ass for his pleasure. He’s fucking you like a piece of meat.

    Your head swims with lusty submissive pleasure. You look and see your wife smiling. She’s enjoying this, perhaps even more than you.

    “How does it feel to be a real man’s slut?” she asks.

    “It feels good,” you answer between loud groans.

    Your wife fucks you from behind with her strapon sometimes, but it doesn’t feel anything like this. It’s different when it’s a strong, well-hung man savaging your ass. You feel like you’re his plaything, like he could do anything he wanted with you. He can, too. He owns your ass right now.

    Your wife reaches up and strokes your cock. She gives you a little pleasure as Brad pounds your ass. You feel like one of those pornstars that ends up getting used in a video. Getting ass fucked isn’t for your pleasure. It’s for his. You’re being used. You’ve never felt this way and it’s a new and wonderful form of bliss.

    Brad groans. He fucks you harder than you thought possible. Your body wants to escape him. You lean away from the savageness of his thrusts. He pulls you back. He dominates you. He owns your ass. He does what he pleases with it.

    He cries out and buries his cock in your ass. He’s cumming. He’s flooding the condom with his seed.

    “You made him cum just like a good slut,” your wife says as she squeezes your balls. “You’re such a good boy.”

    You’ve made your wife proud. That’s more than enough to make it all worth it, including the pain you’re going to feel later as your asshole recovers from the abuse of his big cock.

    Brad pulls out and your wife slides the condom off his cock.

    “Open up,” she says. “A slut’s work is never done, after all.”

    You open your mouth. Your wife places the open end of the condom on your tongue. She lifts the end that’s filled with her bull’s seed above your mouth. You watch as the cum slowly slides towards your tongue.

    “Eat his cum,” your wife demands as it fills your mouth.

    You close your lips around the used condom and swallow the cum that’s flooded into your mouth. You swallow Brad’s seed. You consume the semen of the man that just viciously pounded your ass and you do so happily.

    “Good boy,” she says before pulling the condom from your mouth. “This won’t be the last time you service Brad.”

    You know she’s right. You knew that the moment she told you of your task tonight. You knew it signaled a change. You knew you would have to forgo your sexuality. You did it for her because you’re a good cuckold.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Consume Your Lover’s Cum in Public

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    You will need to be subtle about this, but it can be deeply humiliating to make your cuckold consume your lover’s cum in public. He’ll be torn between a deep desire to submit to your naughty request and a desire to hide the fact that he’s a cum eating cuckold. It will be so sexy.

    The easiest way to do it is to mix your lover’s cum into a drink. Bars and lounges are usually dark so you’ll likely be able to pour it from a condom and into the drink without anyone noticing. Then your cuckold is free to enjoy delicious sips of a cum-flavored drink as you all hang out together. Plus, you can offer a little extra humiliation via the manner in which you extract the cum. Make him watch you fuck your lover in the car to collect the cum. Slip into the bathroom as he waits at the bar, knowing full well that his wife is fucking another man.

    If you’re in the mood to be a little bolder, you could have your lover cum inside you, let it leak out into your panties, and then make your cuckold lick them clean in public. It’s best not to do something that could get you arrested, but feel free to be as imaginative as you want with this one.

    The Story:

    At first, your wife didn’t share her desire to have you consume her bull’s cum. She was afraid you’d find it decidedly unpleasant, that it might scare you off from playing the naughty little cuckold games you’d both grown so fond of.

    She was wrong, of course. You were more than interested. You were keen on consuming his cum. The idea of crawling between her legs and cleaning up the mess that her bull had left inside her made your cock stiff with delight.

    It was even hotter knowing that she wanted it. It thrilled you to know that when your wife called you her “nasty little cum slut” that it was meant as an affectionate term. To her, an evening of thrilling sex with her bull wasn’t complete until her cuckold had licked a load from her pussy and brought her to a final orgasm.

    It wasn’t long before your wife wanted more. She wanted to push your limits, to see how far she could get you to go with your cuckold cum eating.

    Do you remember the first time she made you eat her bull’s cum in public? The night began at a dark, beautifully designed hotel bar. The three of you were ensconced in a booth.

    You were seated on one side and your wife and her bull were cuddled up together on the other. When the waitress came over, her bull ordered first.

    Your wife went next. “I’ll have a martini and my husband will have a Scotch on the rocks,” she said as she pointed to you.

    You saw the confused look on the waitress’s face. Clearly she assumed the man your wife was cuddled up with was her husband. Then you saw her smile as the reality of your little threesome dawned on her. That’s when you felt that little twinge of humiliation that you’d become so accustomed to.

    “We’ll be back in a little while,” your wife said as she and her bull slipped out of the booth.

    “Wait, what? Where are you going?” you asked.

    “I’m going to get fucked,” your wife answered succinctly. “You kindly paid for a hotel room for the night and we’re going to use it. Don’t worry, we’ll be back before you know it.”

    You watched your wife’s bull grab her ass and give it a good squeeze as they left the lounge and headed for the elevators. She kissed him passionately before the doors opened and they disappeared. She was making it perfectly clear to anyone watching – and more than a few hotel guests were watching – that she was taking a man up to her room to fuck him.

    A few minutes later your phone buzzed and you pulled it from your pocket. There was a naughty picture waiting for you. Your wife was on her knees with her bull’s cock in her mouth. The text beneath it read, “Doesn’t your wife look good with a real man’s cock in her mouth?”

    You nodded in silent agreement. She really did look good giving head to her bull. You put the phone on the table and smiled. Your wife was getting fucked in a hotel room you’d paid for and you were sitting in the bar and waiting like a good cuckold.

    The waitress soon returned with the drinks. She placed them on the table and smiled at you.

    Your phone buzzed once more. You looked over and saw a picture had come through. Your wife was bent over the bed and her bull’s cock was inside her.

    The waitress glanced at your phone. She saw the picture. She saw the text that said, “Doesn’t your wife look good with a real man’s cock inside her?”

    The waitress looked at you and smiled. “So, does she?” the pretty brunette asked as she held the empty drink tray at her side.

    You were dumbfounded. “What?”

    “Does your wife look good with a real man’s cock inside her?” the waitress asked. You could see the smile on her face. She was having fun with you. She knew you weren’t the sort of man to get angry at a question like that.

    You picked up your drink, took a sip, and said, “She looks perfect.”

    “Enjoy your night, sir,” the waitress said before turning and walking away.

    You raised your glass to no one and took another sip as you imagined your wife filling the hotel room with screams of pleasure while taking her bull’s big cock.

    It wasn’t long before your wife and her bull returned. You saw the waitress watching as they strode through the bar and slipped into the booth.

    Your wife smiled and pulled a used condom from her purse. “I hope you don’t mind me adding a little flavor to your drink,” she said.

    She poured the condom’s contents into your Scotch. It slowly sank down into the drink. You glanced across the bar and saw your waitress smiling at you. She’d watched your wife fill your drink with another man’s cum. Now she wanted to see you drink it. She wanted to see if you were the kind of man that would submit to that sort of humiliation.

    “Drink his cum, cuckold,” your wife demanded. “Show me that you know your place. Show me that you’re a cum slut.”

    You picked up the drink, lifted the glass to your lips, and tilted it back. A mixture of semen and Scotch rushed onto your tongue. The drink’s taste was not improved by the presence of her bull’s seed. You liked it more, though. You liked seeing the delight in your wife’s eyes. You liked the cocky smile on her bull’s face. You liked that your waitress was watching.

    She came over after you put the drink down. “How are your drinks?” the waitress asked.

    “They’re exceptionally well made,” your wife answered. “I think my husband finds his drink particularly appealing.”

    “I imagine he does,” the waitress said.

    Your cock throbbed under the table. It was humiliating to be publicly exposed as a cum drinking cuckold, but you wanted more.

    
      

    

    Do you remember the second time your wife made you eat her bull’s cum in public?

    This one was a little simpler. You didn’t get the chance to watch. You didn’t see them flirting or holding hands or kissing in public beforehand.

    Instead, your wife texted you to meet her at the park. When you arrived she was sitting on a bench with her bull at her side. They both had the warm, joyful look of two people that had just fucked and experienced the bliss of orgasm.

    “Sit,” your wife said.

    She looked ravishing in a pleated black skirt that ended just above her knee and a soft, semi-sheer cream sweater that showed off a hint of the exceptionally sexy lace bra you’d helped dress her in earlier that day.

    You felt a rush of excitement as you sat next to your wife. You knew what she’d been doing in the hours since she left the house. You knew her bull’s cock had spent plenty of time inside her. You knew she’d shown him great pleasure and that he’d no doubt made her cum multiple times.

    Best of all, you knew his cum was inside her. You couldn’t contain your excitement. There was something so intensely erotic about knowing that another man’s semen was leaking out of your wife’s pussy as you sat next to her.

    “Did you miss me?” your wife asked.

    “You know I did,” you said.

    “You missed watching him fuck me, didn’t you?”

    You looked at her and smiled. “There are few things I enjoy more,” you said.

    Your wife uncrossed her legs and left them parted. Her skirt covered the naughty space between her legs, but you couldn’t help but look anyway.

    “I can think of one thing you enjoy more than watching,” she said in a voice laced with lusty desire.

    “What’s that?”

    “Devouring my bull’s cum,” she said. “Especially when it’s fresh from my pussy.”

    A young couple walked by right as those naughty words left your wife’s lips. They both looked up. They didn’t seem to fully understand what she was talking about, but it thrilled you nonetheless. You liked the idea that those strangers knew you were a cum eating cuckold, or at least suspected so.

    “Do you want to eat his cum?” your wife asked as she turned to you. She released her bull’s hand and reached between your legs. Her fingers brushed against your hard cock, which you were working to conceal from passersby. She leaned closer and whispered, “Do you want to be my cum slut?”

    “Yes,” you said in a strained voice. You weren’t sure what you were agreeing to. You wanted to eat his cum, of course, but was she going to ask you to do it in the park?

    Your wife lifted her ass off the park bench and reached up under her skirt. You watched her pull down the black panties she was wearing and hand them to you in the span of just a few seconds.

    “Clean up his cum, cuckold,” she said.

    You looked at the panties that were now in your hand. They were full of her bull’s cum. It was thick and creamy in the gusset. It was still wet and hot. They must have fucked mere moments before sitting on the bench. Some of his cum was probably still leaking from her and dripping onto her skirt.

    “Do it, right here,” your wife demanded.

    You looked around. A few people were staring, and why wouldn’t they be? You were holding your wife’s dirty panties in your hand while she was holding her bull’s hand and they were both looking at you.

    You lifted the panties to your mouth. You licked his load out of the gusset. You watched as people pointed at you. You saw some of them laughing. None of that stopped you. In fact, you doubled down. You devoured his cum. You licked it feverishly. You swallowed every drop you could.

    “Now put my panties in your pocket,” your wife said.

    You did as you were told.

    She smiled at you and asked, “Did you enjoy that?”

    You nodded vigorously.

    “Good, let’s go.”

    She and her bull stood up, but you hesitated. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

    You looked down between your legs.

    “Oh, is your little cucky cock hard as a rock? Are you embarrassed to be walking around with a boner after these people saw you eat another man’s cum from my panties?”

    You nodded.

    “Too bad. Get up. We’re going.”

    Again people stared as you stood up and walked behind your wife and her bull. Your erection was small but obvious. They’d just seen you eat cum from her panties and now they were witnessing just how much that dirty deed turned you on. They were witnessing how much of a cuckold you were. It secretly thrilled you.

    
      

    

    Do you remember the third time your wife made you eat her bull’s cum in public?

    It was on a boat. Do you remember that? Of course you do. How could you forget? It was her bull’s boat, in fact.

    He wanted to show off a little. He wanted to show that he was financially successful, that he could afford a boat and that he could make you feel like a little less of a man by taking you and your wife out on it.

    You cruised up the coast until you arrived at a popular cove. There were a dozen other boats anchored. Drinks were enjoyed, and since there was plenty of time before you had to head back, everyone got a little buzzed.

    There was plenty of space below deck, but your wife’s bull wanted to enjoy her in the sun. He wanted to have a little fun where everyone else could see and she wasn’t about to turn him down.

    It started with a little kissing. It was harmless, and rather beautiful from your vantage point. Your cock got hard. His cock got hard too, and of course it was much more impressive than yours as it made a significant bulge in his swimsuit. You knew your wife was wet, too.

    The first sign that things might turn naughty was when he moved his hand between her legs and pushed her bikini bottoms aside to slip two fingers into your wife’s pussy.

    “You’re soaking wet,” he said.

    “I know,” she replied. “I kind of like that people are watching.”

    She was right, too. People were watching. Some were fooling around on their own boats – apparently this was a spot for total hedonistic freedom – but plenty had turned their attention to your beautiful wife and her bull as they fooled around. You couldn’t help but wonder if it was your presence on the boat that drew their attention. Perhaps they were wondering if a threesome was about to unfold.

    “Go down on your wife, cuckold,” her bull said.

    You were just buzzed enough to do it without hesitation. You dropped to your knees and moved between her legs. You heard cheers from the other boats as you ate your wife’s pussy.

    You looked up to see her bull untie his swimsuit and pull it down. He offered your wife his big cock and she eagerly blew him. To people watching from their boats, it looked like a threesome was unfolding.

    “That’s good, cuckold,” her bull said after a few minutes.

    He stood your wife up and sat in her place before pulling her into his lap. Your wife impaled her wet pussy on his big cock as you watched from your knees.

    Now it wasn’t a threesome. Now it was you being a voyeur, as was your place. It was you watching your wife bounce on another man’s cock while a few dozen people watched from afar. It was you being cuckolded for an audience. That certainly contributed to the stiff erection in your swimsuit.

    You could hear people cheering as they watched your wife ride her bull’s cock. You saw her lust, too. You saw how much she liked it, how much she craved being an exhibitionist.

    Her bull saw it too. That’s why he suggested your wife move to her hands and knees so she could face her admirers. She did it happily. He moved behind her and fucked her hard while she looked out at the other boaters watching. She looked at her audience and came hard. They cheered loudly.

    Her bull came next. He pumped his load into your wife’s pussy from behind. The crowd cheered again. They were thrilled at another man seeding your wife. They didn’t know what was coming next, though.

    “Clean it up, cuckold,” your wife said. She said it loudly, too. People heard it.

    You did as you were told. You did it eagerly. You didn’t give a shit at that point. You ate another man’s cum out of her pussy as people watched from their boats. You cleaned a creampie as people cheered for you. You devoured his seed like a good cuckold.

    How do you think your wife is going to make you eat cum in public next time? 

  
    Make Your Cuckold Find a Lover for You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    It’s easier than ever to go online and find a man to fuck, which means your cuckold can do it for you. The entire experience will be blissfully humiliating. You can tell him what you’re looking for or let him make the choice. Either way, he’ll have to spend hours, maybe days, considering what kind of man would be suitable to fuck his wife and to make her cum far better than he’s ever been able to.

    When he talks to the guys, have him make it clear that he’s looking for someone to fuck his wife because he’s inadequate in bed. It will make every interaction with your potential lovers humiliating. You’ll have to make sure he’s not picking a crazy person, but by the time the search is over you’ll have a new man to fuck and your cuckold will be suitably humiliated.

    The Story:

    “So, what kind of man are you looking for?” you ask your wife. You have your laptop open and you’re ready to take notes.

    She’s tasked you with finding her next bull and you’re determined to do a good job. You have a pretty good idea of what she’s looking for in a sexual partner, but you want to make sure you find the right guy.

    “What do you think I’m looking for?” your wife asks. She smiles at you. She’s having a little fun.

    “Well, you seem to like a man that’s fairly tall, good looking, and in good shape,” you say, basing your guess on the guys that have fucked her before.

    “That’s a good start,” she agrees.

    “And you want him to have a big cock, obviously,” you add.

    Your wife smiles. “Obviously. I can have a small cock anytime I want, so why would I settle for that?” She’s referring to your cock, of course.

    “Do you like a man that takes control in bed?” you ask. Her previous lovers have been a mixed bag in that regard.

    “I want that this time, yes. In fact, I want you to make it clear that I’m looking for a man that knows how to put a cuckold husband in his place, too,” she says.

    That catches you off guard. You look up from your laptop and see her smiling at you. Your wife moves next to you and her hand moves between your legs. She’s inches from your cock.

    She kisses your neck and whispers, “We both know you can’t satisfy me and I want you to find a man that can both satisfy me and join me in humiliating you.” She grasps your hardening cock and strokes it through your pants.

    You can’t deny the arousal surging through you. Your wife knows you want it as badly as she does. She knows that submission turns you on and that submitting to her bull would give you great pleasure.

    She releases your cock and leans back. “I want to read the ad before you post it,” she says before leaving you alone on the couch.

    You open a browser and go to Fetlife. You bring up the Cuckold Personals group and click the “start new discussion” button. 

    You fill the title box: Cuckold and hotwife seek dominant bull

    Then you compose your message. You resolve to embrace what your wife wants for him and for you. You’ve watched. She’s delved into humiliating you for your pleasure. Now you’re ready for her bull to do it too.

    You craft a message designed to find the right bull:

    It’s become painfully obvious that I lack the size and skill to please my wife sexually. She’s tired of my inadequate cock and she craves a bigger, better man to fuck her like she deserves. I crave that for her too.

    She’s seeking someone tall, in shape, good looking, and wielding a long, thick cock (she really likes a man with a certain thickness between his legs).

    Perhaps most importantly, my wife is seeking a bull that’s comfortable putting me in my place. I cannot please her. I’ve never really been able to give her what she needs in the bedroom. She wants to find a bull that understands how to properly humiliate a cuckold.

    If you can meet my wife’s needs, please message me. She’s tasked me with finding a man to fulfill her needs and I hope to provide her with the bull she craves.

    When you’re finished, you bring the laptop into the kitchen and show your wife what you’ve written.

    She smiles and posts it for you. “I have a feeling you’re going to get lots of responses,” she says.

    She’s not wrong. Over the next 24 hours dozens of messages land in your inbox. Most are worthless as the guys can’t manage to write more than a few words. A few stand out:

    Dear Cuck,

    It’s good that you’ve come to terms with your inferiority. Not all men are well-suited to provide sexual pleasure to their wives. That’s where I come in.

    I have a great deal of experience with cuckold couples and I always find it intensely pleasurable to involve both the hotwife and her cuck husband in our sessions.

    I like to mix in verbal humiliation and action. You can expect to suck my cock regularly if you invite me to be your bull. A cuckold can’t experience true submission and humiliation until he’s been tasked with sucking a bull’s cock and placing it inside his wife.

    If you’re interested, I’d be happy to share more thoughts and ideas with you. Let me know.

    And another:

    My philosophy as a bull to cuckold couples has evolved over years of experiences with husbands and the wives they can’t satisfy.

    There are a few things that I insist on. I require full participation from the husband. If I want you underneath us and licking her pussy while I fuck your wife from behind, you’ll do it. If I want you to clean my cock before I let you lick my creampie out of her, you’ll do it.

    Above all else, it’s important that both of you consider me your bull. I play with cuckold couples, not just unsatisfied wives. We all work together to create a relationship that leaves everyone completely satisfied.

    She gets to enjoy my cock and exceptional skill and stamina and you get to enjoy the deep humiliation of being cuckolded by a superior man that knows how to put you in your place.

    See my profile for pictures of me and my cock. I can also put you in touch with past couples I’ve worked with if you’d like testimonials to my talents.

    The second guy sounds particularly confident, straightforward, and skilled, so you visit his profile. His gallery holds dozens of pictures, many of which demonstrate what he’d talked about in his message to you.

    You’re particularly taken with a picture of a cuckold and wife on their knees servicing the bull together. They’re each licking his cock and they look positively joyful. You can’t help but wonder what that would be like. Sucking cock with your wife would indeed be delightfully humiliating.

    You show your wife his message and his profile. You watch her face as she reads what he wrote and browses his picture gallery.

    She moans approvingly when she sees his big cock. When she gets to the images of a cuckold couple sucking him together she looks up at you and smiles. “Are you really ready for this? Would you really get on your knees for my bull and suck his cock?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say confidently, though you know you’ll be exceptionally anxious when the time comes to actually fall to your knees and submit to another man.

    “Good,” your wife says. “We may have found our bull. Message him back and let’s move this thing forward.”

    You do as you’re told and message him back, saying that you and your wife would like to meet with him and see if there’s a connection in person before moving forward.

    He messages you back:

    We can certainly do that, but there are a few things I’d like to get out of the way first, as I have certain requirements that must be met before I’m willing to play with a cuckold couple.

    First, your wife must be willing to have bareback sex once I show you both the clean results of a recent STD test. You both must be willing to accept that I will cum inside her and that I’m the only man that will be permitted to do so. To start you’ll be permitted to have condom sex with her, but eventually you’ll be forbidden from fucking your wife as long as I’m your bull.

    Second, you must be willing to expand your sexuality to include bisexual contact. You will eventually fluff me regularly and will be required to use your mouth to clean my cock after I’ve cum in your wife.

    There will be other requirements, but those two are of paramount importance. If you’re willing to accept those terms, let me know and we’ll set up a meeting.

    “Of course he’s going to cum inside me,” your wife says when you show her the message. “I know you love cleaning cum out of me, so don’t pretend like you don’t.”

    “What about me not fucking you?” you ask. Despite your inability to please her, your wife still lets you inside her from time to time.

    You see pity in her eyes as she smiles at you. “I know it’s hard to accept, but doesn’t it seem like the right thing to do? If you really think about it, wouldn’t you agree that a man that can’t make his wife cum really has no business fucking her?”

    “Yes,” you say, because you really can’t argue with it. As much as you enjoy fucking your wife, she doesn’t orgasm and she never has. Ever since she started fucking other men she doesn’t even really seem to enjoy having your cock inside her.

    “Honey, message him back. It’s time to set up a meeting. I know some of the stuff he wants is going to be hard for you, but you need to accept that this is the next step for us. You’re a cuckold now and if we’re going to do this, we should do it right,” your wife says reassuringly.

    Your mind flashes to his pictures. You see his big cock. You imagine having to blow him every time he comes over to fuck your wife. You imagine cleaning his cum and her juices off of him with your mouth. Part of you is horrified and part of you is more aroused than you’ve ever been.

    You take that as a sign that you’ve found the right man to fuck your wife and send him a message to set up a meeting. You’ve just taken the next step in your cuckolding. Congratulations.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Masturbate in a Condom Filled with Your Lover’s Cum

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    First you get the pleasure of having sex with your lover. Feel free to take your time and make it especially arousing for your cuckold. If he can be trusted to masturbate without cumming, let him do it. This will work better if he’s really turned on by the time you offer him the condom.

    After your lover has ejaculated in the condom, carefully pull it off of him and offer it to your husband. Make sure you haven’t informed him of your plans. It will be more humiliating if it’s a surprise.

    Inform him that if he wants to orgasm he’ll have to put on the used condom and bathe his cock in your lover’s cum while he masturbates. Chances are good he’ll do it without hesitation.

    The Story:

    As always, your wife looks astoundingly beautiful when she’s on her knees with her bull’s big cock in her mouth.

    You’ve come to appreciate everything about it. You love the way her lips are sealed so tight around the shaft. You love how sometimes she closes her eyes and looks like she’s lost in a place of pure joy while blowing him. You love how sometimes she opens her eyes and looks up at the man that has taken your place in the bedroom.

    You love how her fingers play with his balls while she’s worshiping him with her mouth. You love how when she really wants to drive him crazy with lust she’ll move her hand up and down the shaft in concert with her mouth, giving him a blowjob and a handjob at the same time. That’s when he can’t help but moan. That’s when your wife is truly working her magic.

    The layer on top of all that pleasure is knowing that she doesn’t suck your cock anymore. She hasn’t since she met her bull. She doesn’t take your disappointing dick into her mouth, and she’s made it very clear she won’t be blowing you ever again.

    “You don’t deserve it,” she said when she first explained her decision. “Your dick is too small to pleasure me, so I can’t see any reason why I would offer you the pleasure of my mouth.”

    You wanted to argue, but you couldn’t. She wasn’t wrong. Your dick is small. You’re not all that skilled in bed, either. He is, though. He gives your wife orgasms like you’ve never seen before. He takes her to heights of pleasure that you cannot reach. That’s why she’s on her knees blowing him like that. That’s why she’s passionately sucking his cock while yours throbs and drips precum without being touched.

    “Does it make you sad that I don’t suck your cock, cucky?” your wife asks when she lets her bull’s long, thick cock slip from her mouth.

    You shake your head. “No,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles. There was a time when it made you sad. That time has passed, though. Your throbbing cock is evidence of that. Now it turns you on. Now you like being denied the enjoyment of your wife’s mouth. Now you understand why her bull is the only man to enjoy a blowjob from her.

    “Will you get the condoms, cucky?” your wife asks.

    You open the nightstand drawer and pull out a box of condoms. You remove a foil-wrapped prophylactic from the box and hand it to your wife.

    She doesn’t take it, though. Instead, she points to the floor next to her. You fall to your knees. You don’t need to be told. You’ve been well-trained.

    “Prepare him to fuck me,” your wife says.

    You tear open the condom wrapper and pull it out. Your wife holds her bull’s cock at the base and you deftly roll the latex down his shaft. You’re preparing him to fuck her. You’re doing your part. You’re being the good cuckold she’s trained you to be.

    “Kiss the tip, cucky,” your wife says.

    You lean forward and press your lips against the latex-wrapped tip of her bull’s cock. You kiss it softly. It’s humiliating, but that only makes your cock throb.

    “Beg him,” she says.

    You look up at her bull. His cock is an inch from your lips. “Please, fuck my wife,” you say. “Please, give her the pleasure she deserves. Give her the pleasure I’ve never been able to give her. Give her your superior cock.”

    Her bull smiles. “Your wife needs a real man to fuck her, doesn’t she cuckold?”

    You nod. “Yes, she does.”

    Your wife stands up. You’ve been sufficiently humiliated. You’ve accepted your place. Now you’re ready to watch another man fuck her.

    She lies on her back on your side of the bed. You woke up there this morning. You’ll sleep there tonight. You won’t be fucking your wife there, though. He gets to enjoy that pleasure. He’s the only one that does.

    For a moment, there’s a look of pure anticipatory joy on your wife’s face as her bull moves between her legs. It’s perfect. It encapsulates everything that turns you on. It makes you smile, it makes you jealous, and it makes your cock hard. It’s your wife’s unbridled desire for another man. It’s her lust to feel his cock push between her pussy lips and stretch her out. It’s her lust to have the kind of orgasm that only his cock can offer her.

    Her eyes close and a long, low moan escapes her lips as he penetrates her. She’s soaking wet and despite his size he slides into her with ease. She wraps her legs around him as he bottoms out inside her pussy.

    “Fuck me,” she whispers.

    You watch your wife and her bull have missionary sex. You watch them kiss as he slides in and out of her. You watch as the pace of his thrusts speeds up until he gets to the exact speed that your wife craves. You watch as she has her first orgasm.

    “Fuck! I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    You’ve seen it so many times but it never ceases to amaze you when he makes her cum. The first time always happens so fast and it’s always such a beautiful orgasm. It’s always so much better than anything you’ve been able to give her.

    He pulls out of her pussy and moves to his back. Your wife gets on top. “Eat my ass, cuckold,” she demands.

    You crawl into the bed and position yourself so that you can worship your wife’s perfect asshole while she’s bouncing up and down on her bull. You rim her lustily. You make her feel good. You make her moan a little bit louder. You do what a cuckold is supposed to do. You do whatever your wife tells you.

    You listen to her moan. You listen to the sounds of wet sex as his big cock fills her pussy. You get excited when he starts to fuck her harder. Once more, your wife cums on another man’s cock. He always makes her cum more than once. That’s not something you’ve ever done with your dick. You cum too quickly for that. You can’t help it.

    She flips around for a reverse cowgirl fuck while you’re still between his legs. She looks down at you. She smiles. You can see that she’s overwhelmed with lust. She’s in that wild state where all she can think about is how good her bull’s big cock makes her feel.

    “Suck his balls for me, cucky,” your wife demands.

    You lower your head and suck on her bull’s balls without needing to be told a second time. You do it because it’s what your wife wants. You do it because her bull expects it. You do it because you’re a good boy that wouldn’t dream of disappointing her.

    He groans as you suck his balls. You feel them moving around in their sack. You know he’s going to cum soon. You know he’s going to fill the condom with his seed. You know there’s a good chance that your wife will do something naughty with that cum. She likes to use it to humiliate you.

    Your wife keeps riding her bull as he cums. You see his cock pulse as he shoots his thick load inside the condom. You look up at your wife. You see the joy on her face. She takes almost as much pleasure in her bull’s orgasms as she does in her own.

    “On the floor, cuckold,” your wife says.

    You move to your knees as instructed. Your wife and her bull slide off the bed and stand in front of you. She takes his thick cock in her hand and gently moves her fingers up and down the latex-clad shaft.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” your wife asks as her fingers move over the tip of the condom, which is filled with a massive-looking load of cum.

    “It is,” you say while nodding slowly.

    You watch as your wife delicately pulls the cum-filled condom off over her bull’s big cock. She’s careful not to spill any of his seed. You wait on your knees, expecting to be told to open up so she can feed you his cum.

    Your wife surprises you when she says, “Stand up, cucky.”

    You quickly get on your feet. Your wife looks into your eyes and smiles. She closes the distance between you with one step. She holds her bull’s used condom in her hand.

    “Would you like to cum?” she asks you.

    You’re surprised. Most of the time she doesn’t let you cum after she’s fucked her bull. “Yes, desperately,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles. It seems as though you’ve given her the answer she wanted. “Good boy,” she says.

    She slides the used condom onto your cock. She pulls it down until the head of your much smaller dick is swimming in her bull’s cum. It feels warm against the sensitive flesh at the tip of your penis.

    “Stroke your cock, cuckold,” your wife says in a soft voice.

    You look down and hesitate. Your wife wants you to masturbate and use her bull’s cum as lube. She wants you to soak your cock in his semen. Part of you is grossed out. Part of you has never been so turned on.

    “This is the only way you’re going to cum tonight, cuckold,” your wife adds. “Either you masturbate into his used condom or you don’t masturbate at all. It’s your choice.”

    You look up at your wife. You look at her bull. He’s wearing a cocky grin. He likes that you have to make this choice.

    “You’re a cuckold,” your wife says. “You don’t get to choose how and when you cum. I do. You don’t deserve orgasms whenever you want them. You only deserve the orgasms I choose to give you, and your cock is worthless to me so today it only deserves to cum if you’re masturbating with a real man’s seed as your lubrication.”

    Your head swims with humiliated lust. You grab hold of your cock. You stroke it slowly. The cum moves down your shaft. Some of it drips out and down to your balls. You’re soaked in another man’s semen.

    You masturbate faster. “Good boy,” your wife says. “How does his cum feel on your inadequate little cuckold cock?”

    You look at her. You look into her lust-filled eyes. “It feels good,” you admit.

    “You’re such a nasty little slut for me,” your wife says.

    Something about the tone of her voice and her words puts you over the top. You think about your cock being bathed in another man’s cum. You think of your wife’s humiliating words. You think of her absolute delight at your willingness to humiliate yourself for her pleasure. You think of all those things as you cum.

    The orgasm is intense in a way you’ve rarely experienced. You double over. The pleasure is overwhelming.

    When you’re finished, your cock is coated with a thick mixture of your cum and her bull’s. The condom has quite a bit of semen in it too.

    “Eat it, cuckold,” your wife says as she pulls the used rubber off of your dick and hands it to you.

    You don’t want to eat it. You just climaxed. You’re not feeling aroused. You’re going to eat it, though. You’re going to be a good cuckold.

  
    Make Your Cuckold Wear Panties

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    One day, when your cuckold is in the shower, pick a pair of panties for him to wear and leave them on the bed (or somewhere else he’ll see them) along with a simple note. “I’d like to see you in these,” or something similar. This works particularly well with a chastity device.

    If you want to deepen the humiliation, you can explain exactly why you want him wearing panties. You can be as harsh as you think he can take. “Since you don’t have a real man’s cock, yours should be in a pair of pretty pink lace panties, don’t you think?” He’ll burn with humiliation and be overcome with lust.

    
      The Story
    

    You’re in the shower when your wife pops her head into the bathroom and says, “I’m leaving for work. I’ll see you tonight. Love you.”

    “Love you too. Have a good day,” you say while washing the soap out of your hair.

    After you’ve dried off, shaved, and put on deodorant you step into the bedroom ready to get dressed for the day. You work from home so it’s usually just a tee shirt and pants (shorts if it’s warm).

    It’s when you’re walking towards the dresser that you see a pair of pink panties on the bed with a piece of paper resting on top of them. You move closer and see that they’re pink lace boyshort panties. You think they’d look great on your wife. Then you pick up the note:

    Good morning cuckold! I’d like you to wear these today. Yes, they’re women’s underwear. Yes, they’re pink. Yes, they’re lacy. That’s the point, sweetie. I’ve decided that your little cuckold cock belongs in panties and I suspect that you agree.

    Either way, I expect you to wear them all day. Once you have them on, I’d like you to take a picture and send it to me. Don’t make me wait and don’t take them off as soon as you take the picture. I’ll be checking in regularly.

    You pick up the panties. The lace feels soft against your fingers. It’s nice. You look down at your cock, which is unquestionably small, and wonder what it would feel like to wear them. You wonder if your wife is right. Does your cock belong in panties?

    You decide there’s no harm in putting them on. You’re going to be home all day, so it’s not like anyone is going to see them and think you’re a weirdo.

    You put the note down and step into the panties. The lace feels nice against your skin as you pull them up your legs. They fit tightly against your crotch. Your cock and balls are snugly encased in pink lace as you take a moment to get used to the fit and feeling.

    You can’t help but notice that your cock is getting a little stiff. Do you like wearing panties? You can’t help but feel like your wife’s message is coming through loud and clear. Your little cuckold cock, which she frequently reminds you is incapable of pleasing her in bed, does look like it belongs in panties. Maybe wearing your wife’s pink, feminine underwear is exactly what you should be doing.

    You grab your phone and snap a picture while avoiding capturing any part of your body or bedroom that would reveal it’s you if for some reason the picture leaked. You send it to your wife.

    A few moments later the phone rings. It’s her. “Hey honey!” you say.

    “Oh my God, they look so cute on you!” she says. She’s giddy. “How do they feel?”

    “They’re not bad, to be honest,” you say.

    “You like it, don’t you?” she says. “Oh I knew it! I knew you’d be a good little panty wearing cuckold for me. Keep them on all day, honey. Your cock belongs in panties now. All right, I have to get back to work. I love you!” she says and hangs up.

    You can’t help but wonder if she intends on having you wear panties all the time. After all, she said “Your cock belongs in panties now.” You look down at them again and wonder if you could handle being a man that wears panties all the time.

    You’re contemplating that idea when you think to check your underwear drawer. When you pull it open you discover all your underwear has disappeared. The drawer is empty. Did she really get rid of them?

    As she promised, your wife checks in several times during the day. Each time she makes show her your panties, though you never consider taking them off. More than anything, making your wife happy is your life’s greatest joy, and if she wants you to wear panties then so be it.

    She greets you with a soft, sexy kiss when she gets home. “Let me see them,” she says. You promptly take off your pants and reveal that your cock is still encased in the pink lace panties she left for you.

    She takes your hand in hers and says, “Come with me.” She leads you to the bedroom and tells you to take the rest of your clothes off. “Did you notice that your underwear is gone?”

    “I did. Did you do that?” you ask.

    “I did. I know this is a big change, but you’re going to be wearing panties from now on. Do you remember last weekend, the sex I had with Mark? Do you remember how hard I came?” she asks.

    “Of course,” you answer. Mark proved to be a remarkable bull for your wife. He fucked her in ways she’d never experienced, offering her far better orgasms than you’d ever managed.

    “It was while you were cleaning him out of my pussy that I made this decision. He was next to me and we were kissing. His strong hands were playing with my breasts and I look down and see you, my sweet cuckold husband, licking this man’s cum out of my pussy. It just struck me that you belong in panties,” she says as she begins to play with your cock through the pink lace underwear you’re wearing.

    “This isn’t a man’s cock,” your wife says as she looks into your eyes. “Even compared to average men it’s small. Compared to a man like Mark it’s puny. It’s worthless. It doesn’t belong inside me. It belongs encased in a pair of tight panties. Your little cuckold cock belongs in women’s underwear.”

    You’re hard now. Her verbal humiliation and the way she’s playing with your cock through the panties has you aroused. You’re putty in her hands.

    “You agree, don’t you? You agree that you don’t have a real man’s cock. That’s not your fault, but it is reality,” she says.

    “Yes, I agree,” you admit. “I don’t have a real man’s cock.”

    “That’s what I thought,” your wife says as she leans in and kisses you. “I love you. Don’t take this to mean I don’t love you, because I do. I just don’t want you to forget your place. I don’t want you to think that you deserve to fuck me, because you don’t. Only someone with a real man’s cock deserves to fuck me, and real men don’t willingly put on pretty pink lace panties, do they?” she asks.

    “No, they don’t,” you answer. You feel the humiliation, just like she wants you to.

    “I still need your tongue,” your wife says as she stands, unzips her skirt, and lets it fall to the floor.

    You know what’s expected of you. You get on your knees in front of her, pull down her panties, and worship her perfect pussy. You taste her wetness. Humiliating you always turns her on. You lick her feverishly and bring your wife to a beautiful orgasm while your cock throbs in your new panties.

  
    Make Your Husband Beg Your Lover to Fuck You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Your cuckold husband will be enormously turned on whenever you’re with your lover. If he’s allowed to watch you fool around and enjoy sensual foreplay, this will be doubly true. You can use that to humiliate him. In that moment right before your lover’s cock penetrates you, make your husband beg him to fuck you.

    When he gets turned on like that, the one thing in the world your husband wants is to see you have sex with another man. Make him give voice to that. Make him beg another man to fuck you. Make him do it exactly as you want. Make him repeat himself over and over. Make him say that he wants another man to fuck his wife because he’s inadequate when it comes to sex.

    
      The Story
    

    You’re about to humiliate yourself in front of your wife’s bull. You’re about to beg him to fuck her. You’re about to beg another man to fuck your wife. You can’t believe this is happening. It could have been avoided.

    It was a simple comment that started you down this road. It was a month ago. You were watching your wife get ready for a date with her bull. You were feeling jealous. It happens to every cuckold husband and it was happening to you in that moment.

    Unfortunately, you didn’t express your feelings in a particularly helpful way. Instead, you got a little bit annoyed.

    “Why are you spending so much time getting ready for him?” you said in an annoyed tone.

    Your wife stopped working on her hair and looked over at you, but she didn’t justify your question with an answer. Instead, she went back to preparing for her bull.

    Your annoyance grew. It mixed with your jealousy. It wasn’t that she was spending so much time getting ready for him. The problem was that she never spent that much time trying to look good for you.

    “I don’t see why you even have to fuck him. It’s not like I can’t make you cum. I know he’s bigger, but size doesn’t matter that much,” you said. You knew you were wrong. You knew you were pushing her buttons. For some reason you couldn’t stop yourself.

    Your wife put down her straightening iron and looked over at you. You saw anger in her eyes, but when she spoke, her voice was calm. “You’re partially right. Size isn’t everything, but it does matter, and we both know you’re not working with much down there,” she said while pointing at your crotch.

    “So in our case size does matter,” she continued while walking out of the bathroom and towards the bed, where you were seated. She was wearing a black satin robe and as she walked her breasts bounced gently. It was intoxicating.

    “He’s much bigger than you and he feels better inside me, but it’s not just that. It’s that he’s better than you at fucking me. He’s just better. He’s bigger, but even if you were the same size I would still want to fuck him. He knows how to use his cock far better than you ever have. Also, I’ve never had to fake an orgasm with him.”

    She got close enough that you could smell her perfume before turning back to the bathroom and finishing her hair. You were left trying to figure out when she had faked an orgasm with you.

    That night changed things. Since then your wife has made a special point of emphasizing just how skilled her bull is. She constantly tells you how much she loves his big cock and how she goes crazy when she hasn’t had him inside her for more than a few days.

    Every orgasm you’ve had over the last month has been with her fingers wrapped around your cock as she tells you about how well her bull fucks her.

    “I always cum so quickly when I’m with him, cuckold,” she said as she stroked you a week ago. “I spend the whole day thinking about him and how good it’s going to feel when he’s finally inside me. By the time he actually slides his big, beautiful cock into my wet married pussy I’m so turned on that I cum almost instantly.”

    She’s taken to making you admit your sexual inferiority to her as well. She wants to hear you say it while she’s jerking you off. She wants you to associate your arousal with being her cuckold.

    “Tell me,” she says. “Tell me that you understand he’s a better lover than you. Tell me that you understand that your wife needs another man’s bigger, better cock to cum like she desires.”

    “He’s a better lover than me,” you admit. “You need his big cock inside you, and you deserve it. You deserve a better man.”

    That’s when she makes you cum. She knows how to tease an orgasm out of you now. She knows how to work over your cock and bring you right to the edge of climax before easing off. Only when you say what she wants to hear do you get to cum.

    You love it. She knows you love it. The orgasms you’ve had over the past month are the best in your life. You love when she humiliates you while stroking your cock. You love that she makes you admit your inferiority. You love that she craves his big cock all the time. You can’t help it.

    She knows you want more, which is why you’re about to humiliate yourself in front of her bull. It will be your first time doing so and you’re nervous. Your cock is hard though. Humiliation always makes your cock hard.

    Your wife demands that you humiliate yourself from your knees. You look up at her and her bull and you say, “Please fuck my wife.”

    “Why?” her bull asks.

    You knew you’d have to utter more than four words. “Because I can’t make her cum like she needs,” you say. Your face reddens in utter humiliation. You can feel it in your body. It’s like a shiver down your spine.

    “Why not?” her bull asks. Your wife doesn’t want him to let you off easy.

    You look up at him from your knees. You feel so small. “Because my cock is too small and I don’t know how to use it well enough. Because you’re so much better than me. Because she’s never had to fake an orgasm with you.”

    “Does she fake orgasms with you?” her bull asks.

    “Absolutely,” your wife answers before you can. “At least I did before I met you. On the rare occasions when I offer him a pity fuck I don’t bother faking anymore. What would be the point?”

    “That’s why I need you to fuck her. I can’t, at least not like she wants. I can’t give my wife what she needs sexually and you can. Please, will you fuck her?” you beg.

    He says nothing. For a moment you wonder if he’s actually going to say no. What if your wife told him to refuse if you didn’t do a good enough job begging him?

    “Please, give my wife what she needs. Show her what it’s like to be fucked by a real man,” you say. You’re getting desperate. Your wife’s training has paid off. You need him to fuck her. You need to see him give her what you genuinely can’t provide.

    “Please, I’ll do anything. Just fuck my wife,” you say.

    “Anything?” he asks.

    “Yes, anything,” you respond.

    “Good,” he says. “From now on I’ll be having unprotected sex with your wife and you’ll be tasked with cleaning my cum out of her, just like a cuckold should. Now leave. We’ll call you when you’re tongue is needed to clean her pussy.”

    You stand and leave, closing the door behind you. Your head is spinning. Did you just agree to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy?

  
    Make Your Husband Do Errands for Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Invite your lover over to fuck you, but instead of letting your husband watch, make him leave the house to do errands for your lover. If he needs his car washed, your cuckold can do it while the two of you are having sex. If he needs his dry cleaning picked up, that’s perfect. The more menial the task, the more humiliating it will be.

    To add a little extra humiliation, invite your cuckold into the bedroom after you and your lover have fucked. He should walk through the door to see the two of you naked and cuddled together. In that moment, when you would typically reward him with an orgasm or the chance to lick your pussy, send him out on another errand and let him know that while he’s gone, you’ll be fucking your lover again.

    
      The Story
    

    You were already half hard at the idea of getting to watch your wife and her boyfriend fuck. He was on his way over and she looked breathtaking in the slinky black lingerie she’d picked out just for him.

    “Do you think he’ll like it?” your wife asked as she modeled the skimpy lace outfit.

    “Absolutely,” you said.

    She smiled. She loves that you’re such a willing and eager cuckold. She loves that you’ve abdicated your place in the bedroom and let another man satisfy her in ways you’ve never been able to. She loves that you’ve always encouraged her to find someone else to fuck her.

    Your dick stiffened when you heard his truck pull into the driveway. You were that much closer to again living your cuckold fantasy and watching his big cock fill her pussy over and over.

    As always, he greeted your wife with an especially passionate kiss upon entering your house. He took possession of her as his hands moved over her body and his mouth explored hers. You were fully erect at that point, ever the pathetic cuckold.

    You expected things would play out as they always did. She’d take him to the bedroom or right to the living room couch and you’d get to watch them fuck before she let you clean a creampie out of her. You didn’t expect him to change things up.

    “Cuck, my car is badly in need of a wash. Take care of that for me while I fuck your wife,” her boyfriend said as he tossed you the keys.

    You tried your best to catch them but the keys bounced off your hand and onto the floor. Your wife laughed. You looked at her after picking them up, wordlessly asking if you really had to do what her boyfriend said.

    “Wash his car, cuck,” your wife said. 

    You hung your head and walked out the front door with your erection still throbbing. As you drove to the car wash, you couldn’t help but imagine what was going on in your house.

    You knew it was probably unwise to drive around with a fully erect cock, but there was no stopping it. You imagined your wife and her boyfriend laughing as they watched his truck pull out of the driveway. You imagined them sharing another kiss, this time fueled by their mutual participation in your humiliation.

    It was imagining your wife on her knees with his big cock in her mouth that turned you on the most though. You’d been treated to that vision so many times it was burned in your brain. She always gave him such passionate, eager blowjobs while you watched. It was like she was making love to his cock with her mouth.

    After paying for the car wash you put the car in park and let your mind wander to the sex they were having while the noise of cleaning his truck filled your head.

    You saw your wife on her back in your bed. You saw his big, bareback cock sliding into her wet pussy. You heard her moans. You heard her say, “Fuck me. Give me that big cock.” You considered masturbating quickly but realized they’d both be furious if they knew you jerked off in her boyfriend’s truck.

    You arrived home hoping you’d at least get to enjoy cleaning a creampie out of your wife’s pussy. You walked into the bedroom to find your wife and her boyfriend enjoying a post-coital pillow talk session. You saw a big smile on her face and instantly felt jealous of the way she’d entwined her body with his.

    “Welcome back, cuck,” your wife said as she pulled the sheets off her naked body and spread her legs.

    You saw his cum leaking out of her. You expected she would invite you to clean the creampie like a cuckold should.

    Your wife closed her legs as quickly as she opened them. Your heart sank as a naughty smile crossed your wife’s face.

    “Sorry cuck, no dessert for you today,” her boyfriend said as he turned to the nightstand and picked up a folded piece of paper. “My mom needs a few things from the drug store. Why don’t you go out and take care of that for me like a good cuck? And take your car. I don’t want you driving my truck any more than necessary,” he said.

    Again you looked at your wife in the hope that she would rescue you from this humiliation. You desperately hoped she would instead tell you it was all a prank and invite you between her legs to lick her boyfriend’s cum out of her.

    Instead of doing that she smiled and wrapped her fingers around her boyfriend’s soft cock. She stroked him and kissed his chest, turning her attention from you to the man that satisfied her sexual needs.

    “Run along, cuck. Your wife and I have our own business to attend to,” he said before pulling her lips to his for a long, slow kiss.

    Again your cock throbbed as you left the house. You climbed into your compact sedan and looked at the list. You quickly saw that it included Preparation-H and adult diapers and quietly groaned at the embarrassment. You wondered if his mom needed any of it or if your wife and her boyfriend had simply conspired to humiliate you.

    It felt worse that the girl at the checkout counter was young and pretty. You saw her sizing you up as she scanned the embarrassing items in your basket. You knew she was wondering if you really needed diapers and hemorrhoid cream.

    You left the store feeling a deep sense of humiliation. You’d been denied the sexual pleasure you craved and you’d been forced to run errands for the man that was almost certainly fucking your wife as you walked across the parking lot.

    You arrived home to the sounds of sex. You ran upstairs hoping you’d get to watch them finish and that perhaps you’d be allowed to finally clean your wife’s pussy. Your hopes were dashed when you came upon the closed bedroom door. You knew that meant they wanted privacy.

    Instead of watching you sat against the wall outside the master bedroom and listened as your wife had orgasm after orgasm with her boyfriend’s big cock inside her.

  
    Make Your Husband Eat His Cum

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.  

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Many men are aroused by the idea of eating their cum, but only before they’ve had an orgasm. Once they climax, every bit of that desire goes away. You can humiliate your cuckold continually by making him eat his cum every time he has an orgasm.

    You don’t need a reason other than he’s a cuckold and you’re his wife and it’s what you want. He might fight you, but eventually he’ll relent. He wants you to fuck other men. He wants you to tease him about it. He wants you to reward him with the chance to lick your pussy. Just make it clear that if he doesn’t consume his cum after every orgasm, he gets none of those things. He’ll be your little cum slut before you know it.

    The Story:

    “I know you want me to cuckold you,” your wife says as she strokes your stiff little dick. “I know you want me to find a man with a nice big cock that can fuck me to the orgasms I deserve.”

    She’s right. That’s exactly what you want. You’ve long begged her for it.

    “But what about what I want?” she asks.

    “Isn’t a big cock what you want?” you reply.

    “That’s what I deserve,” your wife says sharply. “We both know that your little dick doesn’t satisfy me, so of course I deserve a nice big cock to make me cum.”

    “Then what do you want?” you ask as she brings you closer to orgasm with her sensual cock stroking.

    She leans in closer and kisses your neck before whispering, “I want you to eat your cum for me.”

    “What? No!” you declare, forgetting for a moment just how good her hand feels on your cock.

    Your wife gently presses her lips against yours. It feels so good you forget about the defiance that you just felt. Her tongue enters your mouth and you welcome it.

    “Women swallow cum all the time, honey,” your wife says as she plays with your balls and kisses you again. “Don’t you want me to swallow my soon-to-be lover’s cum? What’s the big deal with swallowing your own?”

    You take a moment to consider her question and you don’t have a good answer. “It’s gross” is really all you can think of. That’s all it is, though. It’s just a little gross, and if that’s what she needs to cuckold you, maybe it’s worth it.

    “I want you to eat your cum, honey, and if you don’t do it I’m not going to cuckold you. Unless you swallow your load I’m not going to make your fantasy come true,” she says.

    “Okay,” you say.

    “You’ll eat your cum for me?” your wife asks as she smiles.

    You can see how happy it makes her. It’s obvious she finds great pleasure in your willingness to submit to her desires. She loves that you want to be good for her.

    “I’m going to feed it to you,” she says while stroking you faster.

    You close your eyes and focus on the intense pleasure between your legs. Your wife’s cock stroking skills are second to none and it’s unbelievably hot. You groan as your orgasm approaches.

    “That’s it,” she says as you ejaculate into her hand. Soon there’s a puddle of thick, sticky, hot cum waiting to be consumed. “Are you going to be a good boy for me?” your wife asks as she lifts her hand to your face.

    You feel repulsed by the idea. You don’t want to eat your cum. It didn’t sound so bad before you climaxed, but now it sounds horrific.

    “Give me what I want and I’ll give you what you need, honey. Eat your cum and I’ll make you a cuckold. Swallow your yummy load and I’ll put you in your place by finding a bigger, better man to fuck me. Devour your seed right now and you might get a chance to eat someone else’s cum out of my freshly-fucked pussy. Isn’t that what you want?” she says.

    You open your mouth and your wife tilts lifts her hand to your lips and lets the cum slide onto your tongue.

    “Swallow your cum for me. There you go. Swallow your yummy load like a good cum slut,” she says in a soft, soothing voice.

    Your cum is salty and bitter. It burns just a little as it slides down your throat. It’s unquestionably gross, just as you thought it would be. You can still taste it on your tongue after you’ve swallowed.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

    
      

    

    It wasn’t good, but you don’t care. You just want to be a cuckold.

    “I’ve started looking for a lover,” your wife says as she steps into the bathroom.

    You’re fresh out of the shower and wearing only your underwear as you prepare to shave.

    “Really?” you ask.

    “I made a promise, didn’t I? You become a good little cum eater for me and I’ll cuckold you like you crave,” your wife says as she steps behind you and pulls down your underwear.

    She wraps her fingers around your soft cock and brings you to an erection while kissing your back and neck.

    “It won’t be long before another man fucks me the way I deserve, before I no longer have any use for this little cock,” she whispers.

    You close your eyes and groan. Her skillfully delivered words offer the kind of intense pleasure you crave. You know it won’t be long until you cum. She’s too good at getting you off.

    “I’m going to make you clean my lover’s cum out of my pussy when I cuckold you. I’m going to make you devour his load while you tell me that you’re not worthy of fucking me,” she says in a delightfully harsh tone.

    You groan as an orgasm washes over you. Your wife catches your cum in her hand and mere moments after you’ve climaxed she lifts it to your mouth.

    “Eat it, cum slut,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told and eagerly lick your cum from her hand.

    
      

    

    It’s been three weeks since you ate your first load of cum and your wife has skillfully turned you into the cum slut of her dreams.

    You’ve eaten your load at least once every day since then, and sometimes twice a day. It’s become an enthralling ritual for you. You know that when she wraps her fingers around your dick she’s going to give you a handjob filled with cuckold dirty talk before making you eat your load.

    Now you get hard in an instant. Knowing you’re going to eat your load has become a source of great arousal for you. You think about it all the time. You’re still less interested when you actually cum, but it’s thrilling every other moment of the day.

    You’ve even eaten your load on your own a few times. She gave you permission to masturbate as long as you consumed your seed and you did it like a good boy. You watched cuckold porn videos and swallowed your thick load after you’d ejaculated in your hand. It felt humiliating to do it on your own, but you didn’t want to disappoint her.

    Now she’s going to cuckold you. She has a date tomorrow night. She’s going to get all dressed up for him, she’s going to go to a bar with him, and then she’s going to invite him back to your house and fuck him while you’re watching.

    Some day, when she’s ready to fuck him bareback, you’ll get to eat his load too. For now you’ll have to satisfy your lust for cum with your own loads like a good little cum slut.

  
    Make Your Husband Sleep in the Guest Room

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    If you don’t have a second bedroom, the living room couch will work just fine. The idea is that your lover, the sexually superior man, is kicking your husband out of his place in the master bedroom, at least for one night.

    It works best if you don’t tell your husband until after you’ve fucked your lover in the marital bed. In your post-orgasmic bliss, tell your cuckold that your lover will be spending the night. Inform your husband that he is to spend the night in the guest bedroom, alone. If you want to make it a little more humiliating, have noisy sex in the middle of the night to remind your hubby of his place. You can do so again in the morning, too.

    
      The Story
    

    You noticed it the first time your wife was with her current lover. She’s more passionate with him. She sucks his cock more vigorously than she ever sucked yours. She rides him with greater zeal than she ever rode you. She wraps her legs tighter around him when they’re fucking in the missionary position. She lets him fuck her doggystyle, which she never lets you experience.

    The first time you watched you understood why. He fucks her better than you do. She cums harder with him than she ever has with you. He inspires that passion you see in her when they’re together. He’s better in bed than you are, and he fills her with overwhelming lust when they’re together.

    Despite all of that, it’s still surprising when your wife tells you that you’ll be spending the night in the guest bedroom. You’ve just finished watching her and her lover fuck when she informs you. They’re naked, his cock is softening, and his cum is leaking out of her pussy. She’s caressing his chest like a woman still lost in lust is eager to do.

    “He’s spending the night, honey, and he’s going to sleep on your side of the bed while you sleep in the guest bedroom,” she says.

    This isn’t the first time she’s spent the night with him. She’s slept in his arms in hotel rooms and once at his place, but it feels different when it’s in your bed. It feels different when it’s your side of the bed. He’s taking your place, at least for an evening. 

    “Why don’t you leave us now,” your wife says as she turns to kiss her lover. You watch her tongue slip into his mouth and his hand move to her breasts. You know where this is going to end up. They’re going to fuck again, only this time you’ll be listening from the guest room.

    You walk out of the master bedroom and close the door behind you. You slip under the covers in the guest room and contemplate what this means. You were just kicked out of your own bed by your wife and the man she’s been fucking. You didn’t put up a fight, either. In fact, you’ve rarely been so aroused.

    Now you can hear the sounds of sex through the walls. Once again your wife is fucking another man in your bed. Once again, she’s moaning louder and more passionately than she ever has with you. Once again, he’s satisfying her better than you ever have.

    Your cock is stiff as you free it from your underwear and gently stroke it. You bask in the humiliation of another man fucking your wife in your bed as you masturbate. You can’t help it. You can’t help but visualize his cock filling her pussy. You’ve seen it often enough to know exactly what it looks like when he presses his thick cock head between her cunt lips and pushes inside your wife.

    Her moans are getting louder. She’s getting closer to another orgasm. Once again, his big cock is going to make your wife cum while you’re pulling on your little dick. “I love your cock,” your wife cries out, ensuring that you can hear it. She wants you to know that she loves the feel of another man’s dick inside her.

    It’s not long before the sounds of sex have quieted. You imagine them in your bed, cuddled together, breathing heavily and smiling brightly from the pure bliss of the great sex they just had. 

    Your eyes are closed and you’re pumping your cock furiously to the notion of someone else fucking your wife when the door to the guest bedroom opens. You look up and see your wife there, fully naked.

    “Can I come in?” she asks, stepping through the doorway and standing at the side of the bed.

    You sit up and pull your hand off your cock. She looks down and sees the short tent under the sheets. “Aww, did you like listening, cucky?” she asks. You burn with humiliation. “Were you pulling on your little cock?”

    You look down, your face red with shame. “Yes,” you answer.

    She pulls back the sheets and climbs into bed with you. “Good boy,” she whispers into your ear while pressing her lithe, warm body against yours.

    “Do you want me to play with your cock?” she asks as her fingers dance gently caress your balls.

    “Yes, please,” you answer with a hint of desperation in your voice.

    “Tell me,” she says while running a finger over the head of your cock and playing with the precum. “Do you understand why you’re sleeping in the guest room tonight?” she asks.

    You know what she wants to hear. You know she wants you to admit to your inadequacy. She’s teasing you, but you know she’ll make you cum if you do what she wants.

    “Because he’s better than I am. Because he’s a real man that fucks you better than I ever have. Because his cock makes you cum and mine doesn’t.” You let it all spill out. You know it’s all true. You’ve always known it.

    “That’s right, cucky” she says, taking a firm grip on your cock and slowly stroking up and down. “Your wife needs a real man’s cock to cum, and sometimes that real man deserves to take your place in our bed. Tonight is one of those times.”

    She’s stroking you faster now and you can feel your orgasm approaching. Your wife kisses you again, this time pressing her lips against yours and sliding her tongue into your mouth. The taste is distinct and different than usual. It’s the taste of cum.

    “I let him finish in my mouth. How does his cum taste?” she whispers into your ear. You orgasms, offering your answer through loud groans as semen spills over her fingers and into your pubic hair. “Good boy,” she says before slipping out of bed and going back to her lover.

  
    Make Your Husband Thank Your Lover for Fucking You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    It can be remarkably humiliating for a cuckold husband to thank another man for fucking his wife. This is especially true if he’s made to explain exactly why he’s so grateful that another man has taken his place in the bedroom.

    In most cuckold relationships, the wife is with another man because her husband can’t quite give her everything she needs sexually. If that’s the case in your relationship, then your cuckold will experience deep humiliation when he thanks your lover for giving you what he’s been unable to provide. This one is a little dangerous though, so be sure your husband can handle it before you require it of him.

    
      The Story
    

    You’re on your knees in the bedroom. Just a few feet away your wife and her lover are fooling around in your marital bed. She already has his shirt off and her hands are moving over his hard, well-built body.

    You helped dress your wife in the elegant bra, panties, and stockings set she’s wearing and it makes your cock hard as a rock to watch him play with her tits, squeeze her ass, and rub her pussy through her underwear.

    She moans into his mouth as they kiss. She closes her eyes and enjoys the feeling of his lips on her neck and chest. He frees one of her breasts and takes her nipple into his mouth. She’s lost in pure pleasure as you watch.

    She hasn’t yet acknowledged you’re even in the room. She knows you’re there, but right now you’re little more than a prop. You’re there to witness your cuckolding and the humiliation that comes with it. You’re there to witness your wife fucking someone with a bigger, better cock. You’re there to see how he makes her cum and to take note of the differences. You’re there to do anything they should require, though most of the time they just like you to be witness to the torrid sex happening in your marital bed.

    Tonight she wants things to be just a little bit different, though. You’re surprised when she turns to you and says, “Come closer, cuckold.”

    You do as your wife says and crawl to the side of the bed. She opens her legs and you see her panty-clad pussy. It makes you salivate. You’ve come to enjoy the taste of your wife’s cunt more than anything in the world. You love being given the chance to go down on her whenever she’s willing to offer you the opportunity.

    “Tell me, cuckold, why is there another man in our bed?” your wife asks.

    “Because I can’t fuck you the way you deserve,” you answer. You don’t hesitate. You know it’s true. You know your wife deserves someone better than you and you place her satisfaction above everything else.

    “That’s right,” she says with a smile. “I deserve someone with a bigger, better cock than yours that actually knows how to fuck me. I deserve someone that doesn’t jack hammer my pussy for a minute before he cums. I deserve someone that knows how to make a woman cum when he fucks her, don’t I?”

    “Yes, you do,” you say.

    “You deserve something too. Most husbands wouldn’t admit to their sexual inferiority. Most husbands wouldn’t invite another man into the bedroom to pleasure their wives. At least you recognize how worthless you are sexually,” she says. “You don’t deserve much, of course, but would you like to taste my pussy before he fucks me? Would you like to get me nice and wet so my lover’s big cock can slide into me with ease?”

    “Yes, please,” you answer. Of course that’s what you want. You can’t think of anything you’d enjoy more than getting to go down on your wife before she fucks another man. It’s a pleasure you’re rarely offered.

    She pulls her panties aside and beckons you closer. You climb into bed and take your place between her legs. It’s where you’re happiest. It’s where a cuckold belongs.

    You lick your wife’s pussy as she kisses her lover. You feel her hand on the back of your head, pulling you closer. You hear her moaning. You look up and see him playing with her breasts. You see their tongues dancing eagerly. You’re playing your part in her arousal and it feels so good.

    “That’s good, cuckold,” she says while gently pushing you away from her pussy. 

    You move back to your knees and watch as your wife’s lover moves between her legs and guides his cock inside her. You see the way she welcomes him into her body.

    He begins to thrust slowly as your wife wraps her legs around him. Her hands move over his muscular back as she moans. They share slow, tender kisses. They’re making love in front of you. It’s the kind of sex she craves with him. It’s slow and beautiful and it’s not long before she has her first orgasm.

    They whisper sweet nothings to each other. You can’t quite hear what they’re saying, but you imagine she’s telling him how good it feels to have him inside her and how much she loves his big cock.

    Soon he’s thrusting into her again. This time it’s a little faster and harder. You hear the wetness of her pussy. She opens her legs, giving herself to him. She wants to be fucked. She wants to feel the full length of his cock pounding into her over and over. She wants the pleasure of having sex with him to last as long as possible.

    It can’t, of course. Fucking your wife is going to make him cum. She’s beautiful, her body is breathtaking, and it feels so good to thrust into her pussy over and over like he’s doing. He can’t help but cum.

    “Cum inside me,” she says when he’s getting close. She loves saying it so you can hear it. She loves that you’re listening as she tells another man to release his seed into her pussy. She knows that it’s what a husband is supposed to do, and yet you’re on your knees watching as another man does it.

    After he finishes in your wife they lie in bed together with shared looks of bliss on their faces. They look like a happy couple.

    “Well?” your wife says.

    You look up. You know what’s expected of you. This isn’t your favorite part of the evening.

    “Thank you for fucking my wife,” you say. It always feels so humiliating to thank another man for fucking your wife. It’s not enough that you watched and that he made her cum. You have to thank him.

    “And?” your wife says. She wants you to humiliate yourself further.

    “Thank you for giving my wife what I’m not capable of giving her. Thank you for giving her the kind of orgasm she deserves. Thank you for being man enough to give her what I can’t,” you say. It’s nearly impossible to maintain eye contact as you say these things, but you have to. Your wife demands it.

    “My pleasure,” her lover says with a smile on his face. He doesn’t need to say anything more. He knows you’re feeling the humiliation.

    You watch as your wife kisses him and rests her head against his chest. He caresses her soft hair. It’s romantic in a way that humiliates you further.

    “You may leave us now,” your wife says, and with that you stand and head to the guest bedroom where you’ll masturbate while what you just watched plays out in your head.

  
    Make Your Husband Watch without Being Able to Masturbate

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    If your husband is like most cuckolds, he desperately wants to watch you get fucked and he really wants to jerk off while another man’s cock is filling you. Deny him that pleasure. Let him watch, but forbid him from masturbating. If he can’t be trusted, then lock his cock in a chastity device. 

    Even better, tie him to a chair with a really good view of the sex. His hands will be bound and he’ll be insanely aroused but completely unable to do anything about it. To make it extra painful, get him hard after you tie him up and then leave him to join your lover in bed and have mind-blowing sex while your cuck watches.

    
      The Story
    

    Your wife’s bull was coming over that evening and you were heading to the bedroom to get things ready, as was your duty. You were armed with fresh sheets and a stack of towels for any clean up.

    You walked in, set the sheets on the bed, and noticed a chair from the dining room table sitting next to the bed. Undeterred, you went about making the bed and ensuring everything was in its place for the evening. It wasn’t until your wife walked in to change into her lingerie that you asked about the chair.

    “What’s the chair for, honey?” you asked.

    “It’s for you,” she said cheerfully.

    When your wife emerged from the closet she looked astoundingly sexy in a tight red basque, red lace thong, and red fishnets.

    You stared as she sauntered across the room and pulled your mouth to hers for a slow, sensual kiss. You were surprised by her affection; normally she reserves all physical pleasure for her bull on days when he’s coming over.

    She could sense your delight and offered a beautiful smile after the kiss. You were equally surprised when she unbuttoned your pants and pulled them off along with your underwear. Your now-stiff cock was free and her fingers wrapped around it.

    “This little guy won’t be fucking me tonight, obviously, but he deserves a little bit of pleasure, doesn’t he?” she asked while softly jerking you off.

    You nodded in response to her question. It felt so good to have her stroke you like that.

    “Sit down for me,” she said, guiding you gently into the chair next to the bed. You sat and watched as your wife fell to her knees in front of you. “I’m going to do this very thing for him tonight,” she said before wrapping her lips around your cock.

    It had been months since she’d last given you a blowjob and it felt incredible. You’d forgotten how terrific her mouth felt when she wanted to give you pleasure.

    “How does that feel?” she asked.

    “It’s amazing,” you said. “I forgot how good you are.”

    She stroked you slowly. “I don’t really suck your cock anymore, do I?” she asked. “I guess I just don’t feel the need now that I have his big dick to play with.” Your wife smiled at you. She loves humiliating you.

    “Stay there,” your wife said as she walked to the nightstand on her side of the bed. She returned with four white cable ties.

    “What are those for?” you asked.

    “For you, silly,” your wife answered as she wrapped one of the cable ties around your wrist and pulled it tight. She proceeded to do the same thing with your other wrist and both your ankles, leaving you bound to the chair.

    You had a moment of panic as you struggled against the exceptionally strong cable ties. Who knew a piece of plastic could effectively chain you to a chair?

    “Don’t struggle, honey,” your wife said in a soothing voice. You stopped trying to gain your freedom long enough to look up into her beautiful brown eyes. She smiled. “I know you’re used to masturbating while Darren and I fuck and I wanted to change things up a little. Tonight you’re going to watch and you’re not allowed to touch your little dick.”

    “But, why?” you whined. You’d become accustomed to masturbating while your wife and her bull had sex. It was your favorite way to cum.

    “Because you don’t always get what you want, cuckold,” your wife said harshly. She had no tolerance for your whining. “This little thing,” she said while flicking the tip of your dick with her index finger, “offers me no pleasure, especially since I’ve started fucking Darren. Tonight you’re going to learn what it’s like to be denied the pleasure you crave just like I was denied the pleasure I craved for the first five years of our marriage. Do you understand?”

    She seemed genuinely annoyed with you. “Yes, I understand,” you answered meekly. The truth was, she was right. You hadn’t been able to offer her the kind of sex she clearly needed for the first five years of your marriage. You just couldn’t do the job. She had to bring in another man to do it. Darren had taken your place between her legs and now he offered her the satisfaction she so badly craved.

    “Good boy,” she said before leaning down and offering another passionate tongue kiss while stroking your cock.

    You moaned into her mouth, quietly begging her to let you cum. It was not to be.

    Soon, Darren arrived. He laughed when he saw you naked and tied to a chair with your little cock as stiff as steel.

    “Come here,” your wife said before pulling him against her body and kissing him eagerly. You thought back to the kiss she’d given you and knew it didn’t compare to what she was offering him. It was just a kiss, but somehow she offered him her whole body. It was passionate in a way that made your little dick throb harder. It was your wife making it perfectly clear who the real man was in your relationship.

    She looked at you while falling to her knees in front of Darren and pulling out his cock. It dwarfed yours. You could see the lust in her eyes as she stroked him and licked the head of his incredible dick.

    “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, cuckold,” she said before taking him into her mouth and moving as far down the shaft as she could. You watched your wife blow another man – a much bigger man – and your dick dripped precum. You again tried to break free from the cable ties, but you lacked the strength.

    Your wife finally let Darren’s cock out of her mouth and walked over to you. She bent over and you figured she was going to kiss you and make you taste him on her lips and tongue.

    “Fuck me,” she said to Darren while taking your bound hands in hers. “Fuck me while the cuck wishes he could stroke his pathetic little cock.”

    Darren moved behind your wife and guided his big cock between her pussy lips. You looked into her eyes as he filled her. You saw them roll back. You saw them flutter as she relished the pleasure of having a bigger, better cock inside her. You listened as an involuntary moan of pleasure escaped her lips.

    “Oh fuck, he’s so fucking big,” she said in a low whisper. Your wife looked down at your turgid little dick and laughed. “He’s so much bigger than that pathetic little nub you call a cock,” she said.

    Darren pounded her from behind while she held onto your hands and the arms of the chair for balance. “He’s fucking your wife, cuck. He’s fucking me with his big cock. He’s fucking me like a real man is supposed to fuck a woman. He’s fucking me like you’ve never been able to fuck me, you pathetic excuse for a man.” Her words hurt, but they only made your cock harder.

    When Darren slipped out of her your wife took the opportunity to shift positions. She moved closer and brought one foot to rest on the chair’s wooden arm while her other foot stayed on the floor. Her pussy was inches from your face as she said, “Fuck me, Darren. Make the cuck watch as you fuck me with your big cock.”

    It was agonizing in the most beautiful way as Darren pounded your wife’s pussy in a naughty standing doggystyle. You could hear her wetness and the sound of him slamming into her body with every thrust. Your cock ached beyond belief. You felt genuine agony at being unable to masturbate to the intensely arousing action happening in front of you.

    “You want to stroke your little dick, don’t you cuck?” your wife asked as Darren continued to hammer her pussy with his big cock.

    “Yes, please. Let me masturbate. Please. Let me stroke my little dick,” you begged, hoping she would let you free if you admitted the inadequacy of your cock.

    She didn’t. She only laughed. She laughed at your obvious desperation. She laughed at your pathetic need. 

    Your wife had Darren pull out of her and they moved to the bed. She got on her back and spread her legs, inviting him to fuck her missionary style. He slipped into her pussy with ease and you had a perfect view as her lips stretched out around his invading thickness.

    “Cum inside me, Darren,” she said. “Give it to me.”

    She was moaning furiously. You knew she was close to orgasm and you suspected he was too. You watched him pound her. You watched another man make your wife cum. Then you watched him unleash his load in her pussy.

    When he pulled out, you had a perfect view of his cum dripping out of her. You saw the creampie you wanted to clean up.

    “I’ll bet you want to clean this up, don’t you cuckold? You want to lick Darren’s cum out of my pussy and swallow it, don’t you?” your wife asked as she played with her bull’s cum.

    “Yes, please. Let me clean you. Please let me lick his cum out of you,” you begged.

    It was your favorite part of watching her get fucked. You loved to move between her legs and taste the result of the incredible sex she’d had with her lover. Nothing satisfied you more than getting to eat Darren’s cum.

    “It’s hard to do when you’re bound like that, isn’t it?” your wife said before laughing. “Like I said, you don’t always get what you want, and tonight you’re going to have to live with missing out on the chance to clean up Darren’s delicious, superior cum.”

    Your wife grabbed a towel and held it between her legs to catch his cum as she walked to the bathroom. You hung your head in defeat. It would genuinely be a night absent pleasure for you. All you could do was hope she’d cut you free soon.

  
    Make Your Husband Your Waiter⁄Servant⁄Sub for an Evening

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Invite your lover over for the evening. Have your husband greet him at the door, take his coat, and offer him a drink. Have dinner together and make your cuckold act as your waiter. Make him see to your every need for the evening, like he’s your servant.

    It will be most thrilling and humiliating if you extend his service to your sexual play. Have him undress you as your lover watches. Have him prepare your pussy with his tongue. If you’ve delved into bisexual play, have him fluff your lover to get him hard for you. Treat him like pansexual submissive and you’ll deepen his humiliation.

    The Story:

    “Hello sir. May I take your coat?” you ask as your wife’s bull arrives at your front door.

    He turns around and offers his coat. You pull it off his shoulders and hang it in the closet as he enters the living room and takes your beautiful wife into his arms.

    You stand and watch them kiss as if you’re not even in the room, which makes sense, because you’re little more than the help tonight. You’re simply a servant meant to be ignored unless you’re needed.

    “May I get you a drink?” you ask when they’re finished kissing.

    “Scotch on the rocks, please,” her bull says before dismissing you with a wave of his hand.

    You scurry to the kitchen and prepare the drink he requested. You make sure to choose three sizable ice cubes and place them in the bottom of the glass to prevent chipping. You delicately pour the exceedingly expensive Scotch you bought that afternoon over the ice and bring it out to him.

    He takes the drink and says nothing. You’re not offered a simple “thank you” because you’re merely serving your purpose. Tonight, you exist to serve and nothing more.

    “Is there anything else I can get you?” you ask your wife and her bull. When they dismiss you, you retire to the kitchen and continue the dinner preparation.

    You’ve spent the last several hours crafting an elegant meal and you’re eager to serve it to your beautiful wife and the man that’s been meeting her sexual needs.

    When they move to the dinner table you serve the salad course along with refreshing their drinks. Their conversation continues as though you’re not even there. It’s the same with the main course and the dessert, all of which was expertly prepared and exceptionally delicious.

    They don’t compliment your cooking and they don’t thank you. Your behavior is expected. You are their servant for the evening. You exist to please them, not the other way around.

    It’s the way they talk to each other that humiliates you the most, though. Your wife speaks to her bull in a warm, loving manner. She talks about how much she’s missed him since they were last together and about how she can’t stop thinking about him.

    She talks to him like she’s not married, like she’s hoping that he’ll eventually put a ring on her finger and take her off the market. You know it’s meant to drive you crazy, and it works like a charm.

    They retire to the living room and share a glass of wine after dinner. At first they’re cuddled up as they sip their drinks and kiss softly. It’s not long before things get heated though. Soft kissing has turned to a passionate make out session with their hands roaming over each other’s bodies eagerly.

    You wait in the kitchen. You know your duty is to follow them to the bedroom when they’re ready, so when you see her bull leading your wife down the hallway, you get up and follow.

    They’re waiting for you. You dutifully unzip your wife’s dress and gently pull it off of her body while she stares into her bull’s eager eyes. You unhook her bra and set her big breasts free. Her panties come off next and you pull off her high heels, leaving your wife completely naked.

    Her bull stands up and your wife walks towards him. You would undress him if they desired it, but she prefers to take off his clothes. She finds it thrilling to expose his muscular body, especially when you’re watching. Your wife knows you don’t compare to him and she likes you to see just how true that is.

    Once naked, they fall into bed together and you follow. You crawl between your wife’s legs first and perform your oral duties to get her wet. She kisses her bull as you lick the perfect pussy that you shaved earlier in the day.

    She doesn’t reach out to touch you and it’s not clear if she’s moaning because of the way he’s playing with her tits or because you’re going down on her. She’s gotten so good at treating you like a servant on nights like these. Sometimes it feels like she and her bull really do think of you as their property.

    Your task is to get her wet for him, and once you’ve completed it you move between her bull’s legs and take his big cock into your mouth. He’s mostly hard from kissing your beautiful wife and playing with her big breasts, but it’s your job to make him throb.

    You close your eyes and give it your best effort. You’ve gotten much better at sucking cock since they began this servant ritual months ago. Now it’s secondhand. You mouth bobs up and down on his dick, tickling the back of your throat each time. You used to gag, but it rarely happens now. You caress his balls with one hand while the other strokes his shaft as your mouth pleasures him. It’s not long before he’s thick, throbbing, and ready to fuck your wife.

    They like to mix up the positions they use, but it’s always your job to place him inside her. It’s their way of making you relinquish your wife’s pussy each time they’re together. By guiding him into her body they’re making you say that you embrace your cuckolding and being their servant on the nights when he pleasures her in your bed.

    Tonight she gets on top of him first. You hold the base of his cock as your wife straddles him. She waits for you to place him at the entrance to her pussy and gently press down on her ass. Again, there is no effort to thank you. This is your place. This is your job. This is what you do.

    Thankfully, you’re allowed to watch. You’re expected to, in fact. If his cock slips out of your wife’s pussy, it’s your job to put it back inside her. This has the added benefit of letting you appreciate the hardcore show they’re putting on.

    You’re strictly forbidden from masturbating. Servants don’t masturbate. They simply wait until they’re called upon to serve again.

    While your wife rides his cock to her first orgasm, she pays no attention to you. She doesn’t turn her head to look at you or offer dirty talk. It’s as if you’re not in the room. You’re simply a piece of furniture that can come alive to meet any needs that might arise.

    After she cums your wife and her bull kiss as his cock stays inside her wet pussy. You wait for the inevitable position switch and when she moves to her hands and knees you once again guide his cock inside her. He watches your hand take his erection and move the head to her pussy. He pushes inside her and you release his shaft and move back to your viewing position.

    Sometimes they finish after just two positions, but tonight they utilize missionary as well. You place his cock inside her once more and watch as he vigorously pounds your wife’s pussy. Your cock throbs as you silently admire how this man fucks your wife.

    Their sexual encounter ends as it always does, with your wife’s bull cumming in her pussy. He releases his usual massive load as she wraps her legs around him and lets loose a groan of deep and total satisfaction.

    You wait until they disentangle their bodies and then move to the bed. You have another job to do. You move between his legs and take his messy cock into your mouth. You delicately suck his cum and your wife’s pussy juices off of him, leaving his softening erection pristine. There’s just a little bit of cum on his balls that you lick up before moving to your wife.

    She spreads her legs slightly when you move between them, but that’s the only recognition she offers that you’re even there. Otherwise she only has eyes for her bull and shares kisses with him as you busily lick and suck his cum from her pussy. It’s your duty to ensure she’s fully cleaned out.

    When you’ve swallowed the last of his cum you stand and ask, “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

    Her bull dismisses you with a wave of his hand and you retire to the guest bedroom. If they require you they’ll ring a bell on the nightstand. Otherwise you’re free to spend the rest of your evening as you see fit. Should they decide to fuck again during the night, you’ll be required to clean them once more. The life of a servant is thankless, but when her bull comes over you wouldn’t have it any other way.

  
    Making Breakfast for Your Wife and Her Bull

    “That sounds wonderful,” you say. You’re a dutiful cuckold, after all. You’re not about to disappoint your wife.

    She rushes towards you, gives you a kiss on the cheek, and says, “Thank you, sweetie. You’re the best cuckold a wife could ever ask for.”

    Your wife’s bull takes her hand, picks her up, and sits her on the kitchen table. She spreads her legs and he steps between them as they kiss. You watch for a few moments, but you tear your eyes away from it and grab eggs, mushrooms, butter, and bread from the refrigerator to make breakfast.

    “Is that for me?” your wife says as you crack an egg into a bowl. You turn to see that her hand is between his legs and she’s massaging the sizable bulge that’s already formed.

    “It’s always for you,” he says.

    Your wife pushes him back, slides off the table, and drops to her knees in front of him. She leans to the side, smiles at you, and says, “I know you love watching me suck my bull’s cock, but a good cuckold would make his wife breakfast.”

    She stares until you turn back to the food and a moment later you hear him moan. “Fuck, your mouth is unbelievable.” He moans again, this time longer and a little louder. “I’m so glad it’s all mine to enjoy.”

    That was meant for you. A month ago your wife let you know that her bull would be the only one to enjoy her mouth. She gave you a blowjob that same night and you haven’t experienced the pleasure of her soft lips around your dick since. Of course, she’s given him head every time they’ve seen each other since, often letting him finish in her mouth.

    You beat the eggs with a fork, turn on the burner, and slice up the mushrooms as your wife starts to moan with his big dick in her mouth.

    “It makes me so wet to suck your cock,” she says. “And I’m glad my mouth is all yours, too. I absolutely love getting to go down on your big, beautiful cock whenever I see you.”

    To anyone else’s ears it would sound like they’re being cruel. They’re not, though. Your dick is hard. You’re jealous that he’s the only one that gets blowjobs from your wife, but it turns you on. It makes you throb with desire and it always has.

    You slice off a bit of butter, toss it in the pan, and add the mushrooms. They sizzle and you look over your shoulder to see your wife’s hair bobbing as she lustily sucks her bull’s cock. His ass is blocking your view, but you know it looks amazing as you’ve seen it countless times before.

    “Will you fuck me?” your wife asks from her knees.

    “You know I will,” he says. “Get up on the table.”

    She stands and hops on the table. She looks at you and says, “No peeking, sweetie. I wouldn’t want those mushrooms to burn because you were too curious. Remember, you’re supposed to put my needs first, not yours.”

    “Sorry,” you say. Your cock throbs painfully. You love it when your wife talks to you like that.

    You turn back to the food and a moment later something hits your back. You look down and see your wife’s panties at your feet. You hear her giggle and then a moment later she moans.

    “Oh, fuck me,” she says. “Give me your cock. Give me every inch.”

    With the mushrooms sufficiently browned, you toss in a little more butter and add the eggs. You put three pieces of bread in the toaster and stir the eggs gently in search of the perfect scramble.

    “You feel so fucking good,” your wife says, calling to mind the sex you listened to them have last night.

    “Your pussy is so fucking tight,” he says.

    “That’s because I spent a decade taking my husband’s cock,” she replies. “I still haven’t gotten used to someone your size.”

    “I know,” he says. “Thank God for your husband’s small dick. It makes fucking you so much hotter.”

    You hear them kissing. You glance over your shoulder to see her legs wrapped around his naked ass. He’s fucking her hard as her fingers dance through the hair on the back of his head.

    The toaster dings and you grab three plates and drop a piece of toast onto each one. The eggs look perfectly fluffy and you scoop three even portions.

    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” your wife cries out.

    You turn with two plates in your hand and see your wife on her back on the table with her legs spread wide. Her bull is fucking her with wild abandon as she plays with her breasts. You walk over and set two plates down before returning to the counter for the third.

    “I think my cuckold would like a little extra flavor with his eggs,” your wife says.

    You return with the third plate and set it on the table. Her bull pulls out, pushes you aside, and jerks off over your plate. Your wife stands and moves behind him. She takes over stroking his cock and plays with his balls to enhance his load.

    “Cum on his eggs,” she says. “Make him eat a real man’s seed with his breakfast. Make him consume your thick, creamy cum as punishment for having such a small dick.”

    Your wife’s bull unloads on your eggs. Despite having fucked her numerous times the night before, he’s still got a big load. It’s all over your plate – including in your toast – by the time he’s done.

    “Eat up, cuckold,” your wife says as she releases his cock and sits in front of her plate.

    You join your wife and bull at the table, grab a fork, and dig into your cum-covered eggs. They don’t taste all that good, but your dick is hard as a rock and your body is flooded with desire, which is your favorite way to start the day.

  
    Making Her BBC Fantasies a Reality - Part 1

    Taryn sat in bed with her laptop open beside her. The Chrome incognito window was open but she hadn’t typed in the address yet.

    Her husband Chris was playing poker with his friends. He’d be gone for hours. She had all the time in the world to indulge her desires.

    Taryn stared at the laptop screen. She stared at the blinking cursor. All she had to do was go to xHamster and she could have a thrilling orgasm.

    The last time she’d done it Taryn had promised herself she wouldn’t do it again. She’d felt so guilty in the aftermath of her orgasm that she didn’t want to repeat it. She felt like she was cheating on her husband. She felt like what she was indulging in something destructive and unhealthy and that she had to stop.

    That was a week ago, and here she was again. Chris was out of the house and she was free to masturbate without fear of interruption. She was free to pursue the desires that she didn’t like but couldn’t control.

    Taryn knew she’d feel guilty again. She knew that masturbating to the naughty porn she craved would make her cum harder than Chris ever made her cum, and that in turn would generate a sense of guilt that would sit with her for days. She knew it would make her look at him a little differently and dampen her desire for sex with her husband.

    Despite knowing all of that, Taryn couldn’t resist. She directed her browser to xHamster. She needed to. She’d never felt the kind of anticipatory desire that coursed through her body the moment Chris left. She’d never experienced the kind of sexual satisfaction that masturbating without him brought her.

    Taryn typed ‘amateur interracial threesome’ into the xHamster search bar. She quickly perused the page until she saw the thumbnail with a young brunette in bed with two black guys.

    She clicked the thumbnail. She didn’t hit play. She stared at the picture. The young brunette looked like Taryn. That’s what had lured her to the video last week.

    Taryn remembered how hard she’d cum the first time she watched the video. She remembered wishing she was the girl taking a black dick from behind while giving a blowjob to the second guy. She remembered feeling so intensely aroused at the idea of being used by two black guys for their pleasure.

    Taryn reached between her legs. She ran her fingers over her pussy lips. She felt the heat and wetness she knew was there. She pushed two fingers inside her cunt and pulled them out to suck them clean. It felt so naughty. It felt so fucking good.

    Taryn hit play on the video. The girl’s moans immediately filled their bedroom. The black guy behind her was pounding his big dick into her pussy. The guy in front of her was enjoying getting his cock sucked by the beautiful brunette slut. 

    Taryn played with her pussy as she watched the video. She watched the girl push her hips back against the cock in her cunt. She watched the girl dutifully suck her second lover’s dick. She watched the black men spit roast the beautiful white girl and she felt her entire pelvis tingle with desire.

    Taryn closed her eyes and imagined herself in the girl’s position. She imagined being on her hands and knees in a black guy’s bedroom. She imagined having a big black cock inside her from both ends. She imagined being a slut like the girl in the video. She even imagined letting them film it.

    Before the three minute video was over, Taryn had an orgasm. She couldn’t deny herself. She didn’t want to. She wanted to cum. She wanted to let that pleasure wash over her. She knew she’d feel guilty afterwards, but she wanted the orgasm.

    Her climax was even more powerful than it had been the week before. She let loose a loud scream. It didn’t matter. Chris wasn’t there. He wouldn’t come running. He had no idea she was masturbating to interracial porn in their bedroom. He had no idea his wife was fantasizing about getting fucked by two black guys at once.

    Taryn closed the incognito window and shut her laptop. For a few minutes, all she felt was bliss. A sense of pleasure remained even after her orgasm had passed. It felt good. She closed her eyes and thought of being the girl. She thought of how much fun it would be to get fucked all night by those two guys. She thought of how much she’d enjoy cumming over and over again on their cocks.

    Taryn was surprised when a sense of desire quickly returned. Previously, she’d felt so guilty after her orgasm that she’d moved on to other things immediately. Today was the first time she’d sat and enjoyed it and it clearly made a difference.

    Instead of continuing her masturbatory adventures, Taryn did a little online digging. She wanted to see how easy it would be to find a couple of black guys to fuck her. She wasn’t actually going to do it. She was just following a fantasy. She just wanted to see how easy it would be to make it happen. Truthfully, she wanted a little more fuel for when she masturbated. She liked the idea of actually thinking of someone specific drilling her pussy.

    For the next hour Taryn dove deep into the internet’s surprisingly vast resources for white wives looking to hook up with black men. She found numerous websites dedicated to the subject. She perused Subreddits and Fetlife groups. She read countless stories of women that were living the lifestyle she’d begun to fantasize about.

    What interested Taryn the most was the stories of husbands that found great pleasure in their wives enjoying big black cock. Some of these husbands were willing participants, even going so far as to film their wives in gangbangs and group scenes with black men.

    Taryn tried to imagine Chris being willing to do that. She couldn’t really see it. He’d never expressed the slightest bit of interest in her doing something with another man, let alone a black man.

    That didn’t stop Taryn from fantasizing about it, though. She found herself in the “Studs, Stallions, and Bulls Seeking” section of BlacktoWhite. She perused dozens of personal ads from black bulls looking to fuck white women.

    Before long, Taryn’s fingers found their way between her legs once more. She masturbated while reading personal ads and looking at the occasional BBC pic. She fantasized about feeling a massive black cock in her pussy. She fantasized about being shared by a black bull and taking on two or three guys at once. She fantasized about being the girl in the videos she liked to watch.

    Taryn switched to xHamster again. She found an interracial gangbang video that said it was filmed by the husband. She watched a curvy blonde take on four black guys at once.

    There was something about the overwhelming sluttiness of it that appealed to Taryn. She loved how the blonde stayed on her hands and knees in the hotel bed as the guys took turns fucking her mouth and pussy. They went from one hole to the next, each getting a few minutes to enjoy her before the next stepped in. All the while, the blonde woman simply took as much dick as they could feed her.

    Taryn felt jealous of her. She knew it was utterly insane, that she shouldn’t be having those fantasies. She knew she was betraying her husband by thinking about other men while she masturbated. She just couldn’t stop.

    Taryn wanted to be the blonde woman in the video. She wanted Chris to be there watching as she got gangbanged by four black guys with huge cocks. She wanted the guys to cum all over her tits. She wanted to play with their cum. She wanted to feel like a slut for strong, virile black men that found pleasure in using her body.

    Taryn had another massive orgasm as those thoughts rushed through her head. It was more powerful than the first. It left her body twitching and her toes and fingertips numb. It left her feeling a sense of complete and total satisfaction in a way she’d never felt before.

    
      

    

    Taryn adjusted the white lace bodysuit as she looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. She turned to the side and made sure it fit her ass the way she wanted it to.

    Satisfied that she looked good, Taryn opened the bathroom door and stepped into the hotel room. She saw Jacob sitting on the edge of the bed and suddenly felt nervous and a little shy. What if he didn’t like how she looked? What if he wasn’t interested in her?

    Jacob stood up and smiled. “Come here, girl,” he said.

    Taryn stepped closer. She wobbled a little in the four inch high heels she’d put on for the occasion. Jacob had requested them and she wanted to look good for him.

    Taryn looked up at Jacob as she stepped in front of him. He was a foot taller than her, which she liked. It made her feel small and submissive.

    Jacob’s hand moved over her lace-clad breasts. He squeezed each of them in a slightly rough manner that Taryn loved. She couldn’t help but moan.

    “Does your husband know you’re here?” Jacob asked.

    “No,” Taryn admitted.

    She felt terribly guilty about that. She’d tried her best to resist. It had been a month since she’d first gone on BlacktoWhite and perused the stories and personal ads. It had been three weeks since she’d found Jacob’s ad. She tried to resist. She tried to tell herself that she’d be okay just masturbating. She tried not to give in to her desire to be a BBC slut. She couldn’t resist it, though.

    That’s how she ended up in a hotel room with Jacob. They messaged each other for two weeks. They sent pictures and she talked about her desires. She shared her need to be a source of pleasure for Jacob. She talked about how she wanted to be used by a black man. Jacob suggested a hotel date and sent instructions for how he wanted Taryn to dress. 

    It wasn’t until Taryn was shopping for the lingerie that she became absolutely certain she was going to go through with the meeting. She thought she’d feel nervous, but instead the experience was one of pure arousal. She was soaking wet in the fitting room and even considered masturbating as she looked at herself in the mirror and imagined Jacob’s big black cock sliding into her pussy.

    Jacob pulled Taryn back to the moment when he asked, “Do you still want to do this?”

    Taryn looked up at him and nodded. Her whole body was tingling with desire. The truth was, she wanted to fuck Jacob more than she could possibly have explained.

    Jacob leaned down and kissed her. His lips enveloped hers. It felt possessive in the most arousing way possible. Taryn wanted to melt into him. She wanted to be his for the afternoon.

    “Show me how badly you want this,” Jacob said.

    Taryn gave him a confused look.

    He smiled and said, “Suck my dick.”

    Taryn’s knees nearly buckled. It was three little words, and yet they felt so powerful. Chris had never uttered those words. He was always unfailingly polite, if a little timid. It made him a good husband, though.

    That’s not what Taryn wanted from Jacob, though. She wanted a man that would demand she suck his dick. She wanted a man that intended on using her for his pleasure.

    She dropped to her knees. The hotel carpet felt rough against her skin as she reached up and untied the athletic shorts Jacob was wearing. She pulled them down and his big black cock was in front of her face in all its glory.

    His ad had promised a 10 inch BBC and Taryn could see right away that he hadn’t lied. He was big, and he wasn’t even hard yet.

    “Show me how bad you want it. Show me that you want to be my little white slut,” Jacob said as he pressed the head of his cock against Taryn’s lips.

    She opened wide and stretched her mouth around his dick. She licked the head and tried her best to move down the shaft, though he was so thick she couldn’t take much.

    “That’s good. Suck me like a good girl,” Jacob said as he closed his eyes and groaned.

    Taryn felt a sense of pure joy as she blew the man she hoped would become her bull. She was living her fantasy. She was on her knees with a big black cock in her mouth, just like she’d seen in so many videos. He was getting bigger, too. The more she sucked, the stiffer Jacob’s cock got.

    She felt a little disappointed when Jacob pulled his dick from her mouth. He sat on the edge of the bed, spread his legs, and said, “Suck my balls.”

    Taryn immediately moved between his legs and sucked on his big black balls. She licked and sucked and slobbered, leaving them slippery with her spit. She felt so slutty doing it. Chris had never asked her to suck his balls and she’d never considered doing it.

    “You ready to get fucked?” Jacob asked.

    “Yes,” Taryn said as she nodded at him from her knees.

    Jacob stood up, bent down, and picked Taryn up off the floor like she was as light as a feather. He held her in his arms as they shared a long, lusty kiss and then turned around and placed her in the hotel bed. He reached between her legs to unsnap the bodysuit and expose her white pussy.

    Taryn watched as he tore open a Magnum condom and rolled it down his shaft. His cock looked massive and for the first time she felt a little nervous about having it inside her.

    Jacob wasted no time. He moved between her legs, placed the head of his cock at the entrance to Taryn’s pussy and pushed inside her.

    Taryn winced as the big black cock invaded her pussy. He was so much bigger than anything she’d ever had inside her. She’d expected it to hurt, but it was still a little surprising.

    “It’s okay. It’s gonna hurt at first,” Jacob said. “Your tight little pussy isn’t used to something this big. It’s not used to a real man’s dick.”

    He pushed in deeper and Taryn winced again. She took deep breaths. She knew she just had to get used to his size.

    “You want me to pull out?” Jacob asked.

    Taryn answered by wrapping her legs around him. She wanted no such thing. She was on her back in a hotel room because she wanted to pleasure Jacob. She wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to experience exactly what those girls in the videos had experienced. She wanted to be a slut for his big black cock. She wanted to live her fantasy.

    “No,” she said. “I want you to fuck me. Hard.”

    Jacob smiled and said, “Good girl.”

    He did just as Taryn requested. He fucked her. He fucked her hard. He pounded her pussy, and it hurt at first. It felt like she was being torn apart, at least for a little while.

    Then the sense of pain began to shift. It faded and was replaced by a beautiful sensation of being completely full in a way she’d never experienced before. She found it doubly thrilling that Jacob was clearly enjoying himself.

    When Jacob pulled out, Taryn felt a genuine sense of disappointment. Her pussy felt empty. She needed him back inside.

    He rolled onto his back and said, “Get on top and work me with that tight pussy of yours.”

    Taryn gleefully did as he desired. She quickly straddled Jacob and took his massive black cock into her pussy. Once again she got to enjoy that sense of being full. She got to enjoy being stretched by the biggest cock that had ever entered her body.

    “That’s it, girl. Show me what a good slut you can be for me. Show me that you’re worth coming back to,” Jacob said.

    Taryn knew Jacob had options. He knew there were lots of white women that wanted his big black cock, that would kill to get fucked by a gorgeous, fit, well-hung man like him. That’s why she did what he wanted. She worked his cock with her pussy. She milked him. She showed him that she was well worth a second date.

    As Taryn rode the big black cock she felt an orgasm coming on. It built slowly in her loins and from the start she knew it was going to be overwhelming.

    When it arrived, Taryn screamed loud enough for the guests in the adjoining rooms to hear. She felt her entire body twitching as she climaxed like never before. It was the culmination of multiple months of wild masturbation sessions and naughty fantasies. It was a perfect moment. It was an orgasm that far surpassed any Chris had ever provided her with.

    Afterwards, Taryn collapsed on top of Jacob. She rested her head against his chest and slowly moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. She needed a little time to recover but she wanted to continue pleasing him.

    Eventually, Taryn lifted her head off his chest and asked, “Do you want me from behind?”

    “You think you can handle that? I won’t be gentle,” he said.

    Taryn answered by climbing off of his cock and getting on her hands and knees. She didn’t want him to be gentle.

    Jacob stood up and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He pushed his big black cock into her from behind and pounded her vigorously.

    Taryn remembered the faces of the white wives he’d watched get fucked doggystyle by their black bulls. He remembered how they rarely seemed to be erotic. Instead, it looked like they were withstanding the sex. They were taking it for the sake of their bull. Now she understood why. It hurt, but not in a bad way. He was just so big and he was fucking her so hard that it felt like he was rearranging her insides. Much to her surprise, Taryn wanted more.

    “Fuck me harder, Jacob. Fuck my little white pussy. Stretch me out,” she urged him.

    Jacob did as Taryn desired. He fucked her harder and faster. He stretched out her white pussy. He made her take his dick. He made her satisfy him.

    Just as Taryn had started to feel like she couldn’t take anymore, Jacob grunted, buried his cock inside her, and came. He filled the condom with his seed and gave her ass a hard smack.

    “Thank you,” Taryn said when he pulled out.

    “You’re welcome,” Jacob said as he pulled off the condom and dropped it into the trash. He pointed to the floor at his feet and said, “Come here.”

    Taryn dropped to the floor in front of him. She looked at Jacob’s long, thick cock. It glistened with his juices.

    “Clean me up,” he demanded.

    Taryn eagerly sucked the remains of Jacob’s cum from the tip of his cock. She could taste the latex from the condom along with the saltiness of his seed.

    “Good girl,” he said when she was finished. “Next time I’ll let you suck a load out of me before I fuck you. It’ll last a lot longer that way.”

    “I can’t wait,” Taryn said. In truth, she was absolutely giddy that Jacob wanted to see her again.

    “I want you to do one thing for me, though,” he said while pulling on his shorts.

    “Anything.”

    “I want you to seduce your husband when you get home tonight. Make him eat your pussy and then let him fuck you. Do it as soon as you get home,” Jacob instructed.

    Taryn was a little embarrassed that her first reaction at the idea was pure excitement. She liked the idea of Chris licking her pussy without knowing someone else had fucked her. She quickly felt nervous and more than a little guilty.

    “Text me when you’re done,” Jacob said. “If you can’t do it, we won’t be seeing each other again.”

    “Okay, I’ll do it,” Taryn said without hesitation.

    Jacob pulled on his shirt and grabbed his keys from the nightstand. “That’s what I thought. See you again soon.”

    Just like that, he was gone and Taryn had to go home and seduce her husband if she wanted to see her bull again.

  
    Making Her BBC Fantasies a Reality - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Taryn’s heart pounded as she approached the front door. She wasn’t sure what she was going to do. She’d told Jacob she would make Chris go down on her freshly-fucked pussy, but she wasn’t sure she could actually go through with it.

    She’d considered forgetting about all of it and chalking up her hotel fuck with Jacob as a one-time-only mistake that she’d never repeat again. Then she thought about just how satisfying it had been to have his big black cock deep in her pussy and she knew she couldn’t give that up.

    Taryn thought about finding another black bull. Surely she could find someone that wouldn’t want to lure her husband into their dirty little game. It was while considering that possibility that Taryn realized she was actually turned on by the idea of Chris going down on her as soon as she got home. She liked the notion of her husband crawling between her legs and licking the pussy that Jacob had just fucked.

    That’s what changed her mind. That’s what helped her hold on to her determination as she unlocked the front door and stepped into the house. She embraced the fact that she’d fucked another man, that she’d cuckolded her unknowing husband.

    “Hey honey,” Chris called out.

    “Hey,” Taryn said as she hung the car keys on the hook by the front door and dropped her purse onto the little cabinet resting against the wall.

    Taryn took a deep breath and walked into the living room. Chris was stretched out on the couch with most of his focus dedicated to the TV.

    Taryn knew her task was to seduce Chris to take his place between her legs. She began by sauntering over to the couch and bending over to give her husband a slow, sensual kiss with just a hint of tongue.

    “What was that for?” he asked as Taryn pulled away afterwards.

    “I missed you,” she said.

    Chris believed Taryn had spent the evening with her friends. She told him they were going out for dinner and drinks. He didn’t know that she was getting drunk on black cock instead.

    Taryn pulled off her shirt and dropped it into her husband’s lap before turning and walking towards the stairs. She’d changed out of the lingerie she wore for Jacob and into a simple but still rather fetching black lace bra.

    “Are you coming?” Taryn asked as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

    Chris hopped off the couch. It had been quite some time since she’d seen that kind of eagerness from him.

    Taryn giggled as she scampered up the stairs and down the hallway to their bedroom. Chris chased after her and wrapped his arms tightly around her from behind when they reached the bed. He kissed Taryn’s neck and his hands moved over her taut stomach.

    His lips felt good on her skin. His hands moved confidently over her body. It wasn’t that Chris was terrible in bed. He was quite lovely. It’s just that he wasn’t nearly as big as Taryn clearly needed and that he didn’t fuck her with the kind of dominance she craved. He just didn’t have it in him. If Jacob was an alpha male then Chris was a classic beta male. He made for an excellent husband but left quite a bit to be desired in the bedroom.

    Taryn knew she wouldn’t have to work to get Chris to go down on her. He liked eating her pussy. He liked making her cum. He often went down on her without any expectation of an orgasm in return.

    Taryn wriggled free from his grasp and turned around to pull her husband’s lips to hers for a longer, deeper, far more sensual kiss than the one they’d already shared. She reached between his legs and felt his stiff cock. She had him. He was thoroughly aroused and ready to do as she desired.

    Taryn unzipped Chris’s pants and pulled out his cock. She stroked him and kissed his neck as he groaned. She wanted him absolutely feverish with lust before she presented her pussy for his tongue.

    “What’s gotten into you?” Chris asked.

    It wasn’t lost on Taryn that she was being far more aggressive with her husband than usual. The truth was, his lack of size and skill in bed meant that she didn’t seek out sex with any sort of frequency. She just didn’t find it all that appealing.

    This was different. Taryn was on a mission, a mission she’d been given by the new man in her life, a man her husband didn’t know about.

    Taryn’s drive to do as Jacob desired was what powered her lust. She wanted to make him happy, in no small part because he’d given her such an astoundingly pleasurable orgasm when he’d fucked her and he’d made it clear that if she didn’t do what he wanted Taryn wouldn’t get to enjoy his big black cock anymore.

    Taryn smiled when she answered her husband’s question. “I don’t know,” she said. The truth was, Jacob’s big black cock had gotten into her. That was the source of her lust. It was her desire for more of it that drove her to pleasure her husband. It was her desire to do as Jacob requested that had led to this naughty interlude in their bedroom.

    With her husband’s arousal at a fever pitch, Taryn quickly stripped away the rest of her outfit and hopped into bed.

    She spread her legs and smiled as Chris’s gaze focused between her legs. “Eat my pussy, baby,” Taryn said.

    She saw the surprise in her husband’s eyes. Taryn didn’t usually talk like that to him. Sex between them was typically quiet and soft. It was tender lovemaking, not aggressive fucking.

    That didn’t deter Chris, though. In fact, he seemed to like it. He quickly pushed down his pants and kicked them aside before crawling into bed and between Taryn’s legs.

    To Taryn, the moment before his tongue made contact with her pussy seemed to last forever. She couldn’t help but worry that he’d be able to taste the condom Jacob had used or that she’d taste the other man’s sweat or smell his scent on her.

    Couple with that sense of anxiety was a healthy dose of pure, overwhelming lust. Taryn wasn’t entirely sure why, but she was hugely turned on at the idea of Chris licking her pussy after Jacob had fucked her. It felt so naughty. It felt like she was living out some of the stories she’d read on BlacktoWhite, where cuckold husbands eagerly went down on their wives after they’d been fucked by their black bulls.

    When Chris’s tongue finally pushed into Taryn’s pussy and licked up to her clit, it felt like a huge burst of energy rushed out of her body. She arched her back and cried out in pleasure. It was about so much more than the delightful feeling of his soft, wet tongue against her clit. It was the completion of her evening with Jacob. It was like she could feel his cock inside her all over again.

    If Chris noticed something different about her pussy, he didn’t say. If anything, he dove in deeper. He licked her feverishly and used his fingers to push inside her.

    “You’re so wet, Taryn,” he said at one point.

    “I know, baby. Keep eating my pussy,” she said.

    Taryn wanted him to make her cum. She was going to reward him for doing so, but she wanted Chris’s tongue to get her off. She wanted it to be like the real life cuckolding stories she’d read. She wanted her husband to devour her pussy after her black bull had been inside her.

    “I’m cumming, baby. I’m cumming!” Taryn cried out after just a few minutes of her husband’s eager pussy eating.

    Chris looked up from between her legs with a giddy smile on his face. Taryn could see her juices on his lips, chin, and even his cheeks. He was absolutely covered with it. He was covered with the slick juices of arousal that Jacob’s cock had created.

    Taryn giggled and said, “You’re a mess, baby!”

    Chris wiped his face clean and crawled on top of Taryn. He smiled and rubbed his cock against her pussy. Taryn knew she wouldn’t push it inside her. He wasn’t the kind of man that would simply take what he wanted. He was waiting for permission.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” Taryn asked.

    “Yes,” Chris said.

    Taryn reached between her legs and guided Chris’s cock inside her. She thought of how many times she’d done that in her marriage. Chris almost never took the initiative. He almost always waited to be given permission to penetrate his wife.

    As Chris began to thrust, Taryn noted that she could barely feel him. His cock certainly didn’t provide the same level of sensation that Jacob’s much longer, thicker dick offered.

    Taryn pulled Chris closer and smiled before moaning and urging him to fuck her. She liked the feel of her husband’s warm body on top of her. She liked his obvious neediness. She liked that he found such pleasure in fucking her.

    More than anything, though, Taryn liked that Jacob’s big black cock had provided her with a far superior experience. She wasn’t wrong about Chris being underwhelming. The sex they were having was all the proof she needed that fucking Jacob was a far superior experience. They weren’t even in the same league.

    It took Chris just a few minutes to cum. As he emptied his cum inside her, Taryn entertained the idea of Jacob doing the same thing. In that quick, simple thought she found far more pleasure and a far greater sense of arousal than anything Chris’s cock had provided.

    After a few minutes of cuddling, Chris departed their bed for a shower. Taryn waited a few minutes and then grabbed her phone.

    “I did what you asked,” she texted to Jacob. “He ate my pussy and he fucked me.”

    She stared at the phone and waited while images of Jacob’s cock danced through her head. She could practically feel him inside her and she yearned for it.

    “Good girl,” Jacob texted back. “That means you get to enjoy this again.” A picture of his cock in a fully erect state soon followed.

    “I wish you could fuck me again right now,” Taryn texted back. She was lost in her desire and her husband was in the shower. She saw no reason not to. “I need your dick inside me so badly.”

    “Don’t worry. As long as you’re a good girl for me you’ll be getting plenty of my dick,” Jacob texted back.

    Taryn felt a wild kind of desire building in her loins. “I’ll do anything you want,” she texted. She meant it, too. It felt so good to offer herself up like that. “I’ll be whatever kind of girl you need me to be.”

    “How did your husband’s dick feel?” Jacob texted.

    “Disappointing,” she sent back.

    “Don’t worry. We’ll make sure you get more of what you need real soon,” Jacob texted.

    A moment later a video came through. Taryn eagerly tapped her phone to play the clip. “You want this, don’t you girl?” Jacob said in the video as he stroked his big black cock. “You want this big dick up in that tight little pussy of yours, don’t you?”

    Taryn reached between her legs and rubbed her clit as she played the video again.

    “I can’t believe how badly my pussy misses your cock,” she texted with one hand.

    “I’m gonna get you hooked on BBC,” Jacob texted. “Gonna make that pussy of yours black only. Gonna show you that no white boy deserves to fuck you.”

    The notion of never letting Chris – or any other white guy – fuck her pussy thrilled Taryn. She wasn’t sure if it was even remotely practical, but she didn’t care. It was hot. That was all that mattered in the moment.

    “Fuck,” Taryn texted back. “I’m so wet.”

    “You playin with that pussy for me? You playin with my pussy?” Jacob texted.

    “Yes.”

    “Good girl. I want you thinking about me whenever you cum from now on. Even if your husband’s little dick is inside you. I want you thinking about mine. I want you thinking about my big black cock stretching out your tight little hole. You got it?”

    Taryn played with her clit and thought about Jacob fucking her. She thought about how deep inside here he reached when they fucked. He thought about how she could feel every inch of him stretching her out. She thought about the intense, overwhelming pleasure of finally having the big cock of an alpha male fuck her.

    “I’m thinking about you right now. I’m thinking about being black only for you. I’m thinking about being your little white slut,” Taryn texted. She was so turned on it felt like she was high.

    “Good girl. Cum for me. Make that little white pussy of yours cum while you think about me stretching you.”

    Taryn did as she was told. She climaxed while thinking about Jacob’s cock inside her. Her husband never entered her mind despite being a room away, blissfully unaware of what his wife was doing in her bed.

    “Thank you,” Taryn texted after her climax. “When can I see you again?”

    “I’ll be in touch,” Jacob said.

    Taryn was surprised at the lack of any sense of guilt. She knew what she was doing was wrong, but it seemed that the intense pleasure of it overwhelmed everything else. Plus, she felt entitled to the kind of satisfaction she craved, especially since Chris couldn’t give it to her.

    Taryn wasn’t unaware of the danger of what she was doing, though. She knew there was a good chance her marriage would end if Chris found out. That only made her resolve to be careful, though. She couldn’t give up her pursuit of pleasure with Jacob, not after she’d gotten a taste of just how good being with a black bull felt. No, she was going to go through with it. She was going to give herself to Jacob. She was going to be the slut he wanted her to be.
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    Taryn was on her knees in a hotel room. Her jaw ached. Her pussy was soaking wet.

    “That’s it, girl. Suck that load out of me. Get your reward for being a good girl,” Jacob said as he sat on the edge of the bed.

    Taryn looked up at him. She saw the lusty fire in his eyes. She saw the sense of command and his obvious joy at having a pretty, married white girl on her knees in front of him. It made her wetter. She was absolutely certain that with just a little stimulation of her clit she’d have an orgasm that would leave her twitching from head to toe.

    She didn’t do that, though. Instead, Taryn concentrated on sucking off Jacob. That was her task. It was what she needed to do before he’d fuck her.

    Per Jacob’s instructions, Taryn was naked except for a pair of stripper-style five inch platform heels. She’d shaved her pussy clean that morning, again at her bull’s instructions. She’d gotten excited doing it. The knowledge that she was preparing herself for Jacob, that she was shaving her pussy because it’s what he wanted was more than enough to arouse her immensely.

    She’d been on her knees for ten minutes and Jacob’s big cock had been in her mouth for most of that duration. When the ache in her jaw got to be too much Taryn would stroke him and lick his balls to give herself a break. Then she’d get back to the task of blowing her bull and making him cum in her mouth.

    Eventually, Jacob approached orgasm. He began to groan a little louder. His eyes closed and he leaned back in the back. The head of his cock throbbed in Taryn’s mouth.

    “Here it comes,” he announced, and moments later a massive load of cum spilled onto her tongue.

    Taryn took it all and held it on her tongue. When Jacob was finished he leaned forward and said, “Show it to me.”

    She opened her mouth and showed her bull the thick load of cum that rested on her tongue. She felt proud of her work. She felt a genuine sense of joy at having made him cum. She even liked holding it in her mouth to savor the taste.

    “Swallow,” he ordered.

    Taryn closed her mouth and swallowed while staring into Jacob’s eyes. When he smiled and said, “Good girl,” she felt pure happiness and a still-building sense of arousal between her legs.

    “Good sluts always swallow,” Jacob said. “And you want to be a good slut, right?”

    Taryn nodded eagerly and said, “Yes, I do. Very much so.”

    Jacob stood and offered Taryn a hand. She took it and he lifted the petite girl to her feet before picking her up and holding her in his arms. Taryn instinctively wrapped her legs around him and felt a kind of closeness that she cherished. It was like their bodies had immediately melded together, like they were meant to be with each other.

    They kissed and Taryn couldn’t help but moan. She loved the way Jacob’s thick lips seemed to swallow hers and the eager way his tongue moved in her mouth. She couldn’t help but suck on it. Taryn wasn’t sure, but it seemed to be what Jacob wanted.

    He placed her in the bed and laid next to her as his strong hand moved over her body. A soft, sensual moan escaped Taryn’s lips as he played with her nipples before running his fingers down her stomach and pushing two into her wet pussy.

    “Taste yourself,” Jacob said as he offered his wet fingers.

    Taryn sucked them just like she’d sucked his cock. She was utterly enamored with her black bull and at that moment would have done anything to please him.

    Again Jacob’s fingers moved over her body. He touched her however he wanted. He pulled hard on her nipples. He fingered her deeply. He played with her clit, though just a little.

    It felt like an elaborate form of foreplay. Taryn felt like she was tingling from head to toe as desire spread through all her erogenous zones and left her desperate for Jacob’s cock.

    “I need you, Jacob,” Taryn said. “I need you to fuck me. I need your cock more than I’ve ever needed anything.” She could hear the desperation in her voice. It was honest, though. She was desperate. She was deeply in need of Jacob’s cock.

    “I know you do,” he said before again swallowing her lips with his and pushing his tongue into her mouth.

    Jacob slipped his hand under Taryn’s ass and deftly urged her to flip over onto her stomach. She did as he wanted and turned her head to look at him. Again his fingers explored her body. Her squeezed her ass cheeks. He spanked them, causing her to yelp.

    Then his fingers moved between her ass cheeks. First he gently brushed over her asshole, teasing her delicately and moving to finger her pussy. Taryn closed her eyes and moaned. She was putty in his hands at that moment.

    His finger, now wet with the juices from her pussy, returned to Taryn’s asshole and gently pressed against it. She moaned as he slipped inside her.

    “This is mine too,” he whispered as his finger penetrated her asshole. “And someday I’m going to take it.”

    Taryn couldn’t imagine Jacob’s cock in her asshole. Even his finger hurt a little and his dick was so much thicker. Still, she didn’t fight him. She didn’t say no or tell him to pull his finger from her asshole.

    Instead, Taryn said, “You can do whatever you want with me.”

    It turned her on to say it, to give herself to the man that was fingering her asshole in a hotel room. It made her pussy tingle with desire to offer her body to him in any way he desired.

    “Good girl,” Jacob said as he pulled his finger from her asshole.

    Taryn stayed on her stomach as Jacob stood up and tore open a condom. She watched him dress his big black cock in latex and move behind her.

    The weight of his muscular body pressed onto her back as Jacob worked his cock into Taryn’s cunt from behind. She opened for him with ease. There was so much wetness between her legs that he could have fisted her.

    Taryn closed her eyes and let out a long, slow, deeply-satisfied moan as Jacob finally filled her. She’d been dreaming of his cock since their last encounter. She’d masturbated to it countless times. She’d sexted with him and even had phone sex once. She’d sucked him off while dreaming of getting fucked and now, finally, he was inside her once more.

    It was better than the first time. She wasn’t nervous now. She was fully committed to being the slut Jacob wanted her to be. She was committed to being his to play with in any way he desired. Taryn had given herself over to the joy of big black cock.

    Just like the first time, the thickness of Jacob’s cock quite literally took her breath away. It wasn’t like with Chris. She could feel everything with her black bull. She could feel him reaching places in her body that no man had gone before. She could feel him stretching her out. She could feel every nerve in her loins being stimulated in the most thrilling way possible.

    “How does that feel?” Jacob whispered as he picked up the pace of his deep thrusts.

    “Please don’t ever stop fucking me,” Taryn pleaded. “Please, don’t ever pull out.”

    Jacob laughed in delight and fucked her harder. Taryn couldn’t contain her moans. They were getting louder as her orgasm approached. She’d never experienced sexual pleasure in that way. It felt as though she’d lost her mind, that the only thing in the world that mattered was the big black cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

    Moments later, Taryn climaxed as Jacob’s cock continued to fuck her from behind. She screamed into the bed as wave after wave of pleasure moved through her body, all of it emanating from the massive dick stretching out her cunt.

    After Jacob pulled out, Taryn felt like she couldn’t move. Her thighs were still trembling from the power of her orgasm and her toes and fingers felt numb. From head to toe she felt the purest kind of pleasure.

    Jacob flipped her over and Taryn smiled at him as she admired his muscular frame and his enormous cock.

    “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had,” she said.

    “There’s plenty more where that came from,” Jacob replied. “I’m gonna take care of you, girl. I’m gonna show you pleasure like you’ve never experienced before.”

    “And I’m going to be a good slut for you,” Taryn said as a broad, naughty smile broke across her face.

    Jacob leaned down and kissed her. “Yes you are.”

    He pushed two fingers into her pussy and Taryn moaned.

    “Who owns this pussy?” Jacob asked.

    “You do,” Taryn answered. For a moment, she thought of her husband. She thought of how much better sex with Jacob was and how what she was experiencing in the hotel room was exactly what she needed. There was no question that her black bull owned her pussy. It was his to do with as he pleased.

    Jacob pulled his fingers from her pussy and traced up her stomach and to her breasts. Her grasped each of them and pulled on her nipples as Taryn writhed beneath him.

    “And who owns these perky white titties?” he asked.

    “You do,” she answered.

    Jacob smiled and pressed his fingers against Taryn’s lips. She parted them and sucked her pussy juices off.

    “And who owns this pretty mouth?” he asked.

    “You do,” she answered.

    Taryn felt her arousal building with each question. She felt the need for his cock growing. She was quickly growing desperate to get fucked again.

    There was a part of her that recognized how insane and dangerous her behavior was. She was offering herself up to a man she barely knew. She was telling him he owned her body, that it was his to do with as he pleased, and she was doing it all because he’d found a way to give her pleasure like she’d never experienced in her life. She was already hooked on that pleasure. She needed more.

    Jacob sat back on his knees and rubbed his cock against Taryn’s pussy. She lifted her hips and tried her best to take him inside her, but he wasn’t willing to give in. He was teasing her.

    “Please, Jacob, fuck me. Give me your cock. Take my pussy. Fill me. Stretch me,” Taryn begged. She was desperate to have him inside her and she was willing to say whatever it took to get fucked.

    Jacob smiled and continued to tease her pussy with the thick, throbbing head of his black cock. Taryn felt a kind of sexual desperation she’d never experienced before. Once again her head emptied of all thoughts outside her overwhelming need to have her black bull’s dick buried inside her.

    In her desperation to lure Jacob’s cock into her pussy, Taryn was struck by a naughty idea. She reached between her legs and grasped her bull’s black dick, but instead of placing him inside her, Taryn pulled off the condom.

    She held it in her hand for a moment and then tossed it on the floor. “Cum inside me,” she said.

    Jacob smiled like a man that had just claimed a significant victory. He pressed the head of his bare cock inside her and in one thrust had filled Taryn completely.

    “Oh my God,” she said.

    It was better without the condom. Much better. It felt better and Taryn knew there was significant pleasure in the idea that Jacob was going to cum inside her. His semen was going to flood her womb. She was taking the next step in giving herself to her black bull.

    Jacob wasn’t gentle. He pounded Taryn’s pussy hard and fast. The bed squeaked with each thrust and the sound of their flesh roughly slamming together filled the room along with Taryn’s moans of joy.

    It was the kind of fucking she craved and the kind that only a man like Jacob could give her. It was a man taking her pussy and doing as he pleased with it. There was just a hint of pain mixed in with the overwhelming pleasure. It was an assault on her tight white pussy and Taryn loved every second of it.

    “You want me to cum in this pussy?” Jacob asked as he continued his assault.

    “Yes. Fuck yes! Cum inside me! Fill me!”

    Somehow, Jacob fucked her harder. Taryn didn’t think it was possible, and yet he picked up the pace and strength of his thrusts. It felt like her pussy was being battered by his big black cock and it was exactly what she wanted.

    Taryn’s second screaming orgasm of the night was better than the first. Long, thrilling waves of overwhelming pleasure moved through her body as Jacob pounded her. She thought of his cock unleashing a massive load in her pussy. She thought about how it would be the second load of Jacob’s cum that was injected into her body that night. She thought about how happy it made her to have his cum in her pussy and stomach.

    Moments after Taryn’s orgasm Jacob closed his eyes, buried his cock inside her, and climaxed. She relished the idea that his load was buried so deep in her pussy, that it was flooding her womb. She knew Jacob couldn’t get her pregnant because she was on the pill, but there was a small, quiet part of her brain that found the idea thrilling.

    When Jacob pulled out, Taryn spread her legs, closed her eyes, and basked in the intense sensations that filled her body. Her pussy felt bruised from the vicious pounding he’d given her, and yet her pelvis was alive with pleasure. She was a little lightheaded and once again her toes and fingers were numb. It was perfect.

    “Thank you,” Taryn said.

    Jacob laughed as he laid on his back next to her. “My pleasure.”

    Taryn rolled onto her side and rested her head on Jacob’s chest. He ran his fingers through her hair and down her back. His gentle touch felt good after such a hard fucking.

    “You need to make him eat your pussy when you get home,” Jacob instructed.

    Taryn tensed up. Chris hadn’t tasted the condom after her last encounter with Jacob, but she was certain he would taste the cum leaking out of her.

    “It’s okay,” Jacob assured her. “Just wait a little longer this time. By the time you actually get him between your legs, it won’t be obvious that my cum is inside you. It will just seem like you’re really wet and excited for him.”

    She felt a little embarrassed about it, but Taryn was excited by the idea of Chris licking Jacob’s cum out of her pussy.

    “He can’t fuck you, though. Make him eat your pussy and that’s it. You can give him a handjob if you’re feeling generous, but no sex for him tonight.”

    Taryn didn’t even consider arguing. “Okay,” she said.

    “Good girl,” Jacob said.

    Taryn snuggled up against Jacob’s muscular body as he pulled her close. She kissed his chest and caressed his hard stomach. She admired the beauty of his cock, even in its semi-flaccid state. Everything felt right and she knew she’d just scratched the surface of the kind of pleasure she could experience with her bull. She couldn’t wait for more.
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    An hour after Jacob had unleashed his cum inside her, Taryn approached her front door. This time she didn’t feel nervous. This time, she was excited.

    Again Taryn had lied and said she was going out with her friends. She’d hidden the stripper heels Jacob requested in her purse, though she’d left in a short skirt and a skimpy tank top. The outfit had caught her husband’s interest and Taryn had thoroughly enjoyed Chris’s obvious lust as she departed.

    Because of that, Taryn wasn’t entirely surprised that Chris hopped off the couch when she returned.

    He looked like an eager puppy as he smiled and asked, “How was your night?”

    “It was fantastic,” Taryn said. At least that part was true.

    “What did you do?”

    Taryn closed the distance between her and Chris and said, “Oh, you know, girl stuff,” before kissing him softly.

    Most girls enjoyed getting fucked, so it was at least plausibly true that Taryn had done “girl stuff” while she was out.

    Chris said nothing after the kiss, though his arousal was obvious. Taryn ran her fingers through his hair and again pulled him close. This time she made no effort to hide her desire as her tongue pushed into his mouth.

    Much to Taryn’s surprise, Chris showed a little more initiative than usual. His hands moved to her ass and pulled up her skirt. He fondled her tight bottom, causing Taryn to moan into her husband’s mouth.

    “Does my hubby want to have a little fun?” Taryn asked.

    “I’d like that,” Chris answered.

    Taryn took his hand and led him up the stairs and to the bedroom. They kissed again, and this time she pushed his pants to the floor and wrapped her skilled fingers around his cock. She couldn’t help but mentally compare him to Jacob. The difference in size was overwhelming.

    Feeling a bit naughty, Taryn lifted her skirt and guided Chris’s hand between her legs. He took the hint and pushed his fingers into her panties.

    “Do you feel how wet I am?” Taryn whispered between kisses on her husband’s neck.

    “You’re soaked,” Chris said.

    Taryn felt weak in the knees. Her pussy tingled with desire. She couldn’t help but find it exceedingly hot that her husband was fingering her pussy so soon after Jacob had cum inside her. She liked that another man was responsible for her wetness, that cuckolding Chris behind his back turned her on to such a wild degree.

    “I need you to eat my pussy, baby,” Taryn said.

    Chris’s cock throbbed in her hand. She knew he was going to go down on her. She knew he was going to taste Jacob’s cum inside her.

    Taryn released her husband’s cock and stripped as he watched. She pressed her naked body against his and they kissed as his hands moved over her lower back and squeezed her ass. His tongue danced eagerly in her mouth and he moaned as she returned his lust.

    “Will you eat my pussy? Will you make me feel good with that talented tongue of yours?”

    Chris smiled as Taryn climbed into their bed and spread her legs. His eyes drifted down her body and came to rest between her legs. Taryn knew she was soaking wet and that her pussy lips were likely pink and puffy from the pounding Jacob had given her. She wondered if Chris suspected anything.

    Based on the way he attacked her wet, creamy pussy with his tongue, Taryn’s husband had no idea what he was licking up.

    “Oh fuck, baby, that feels so good,” Taryn said through a lusty moan.

    It did feel good. Chris’s tongue was quite talented, but it wasn’t just his rhythmic licking of her clit that excited Taryn. It was knowing that her husband was licking up Jacob’s cum. It was like the first time he’d licked her after being with Jacob, only so much hotter because Chris was tasting the remnants of another man’s seed inside her.

    “I love how wet you are,” Chris said as he pulled his mouth away from Taryn’s pussy.

    He moved like he was going to climb between her legs and push his cock inside her, but Taryn was having none of it. She grabbed her husband’s head with both hands and pushed him back. “No, finish what you started,” she demanded in a wildly lusty voice. “Make me cum with your tongue. Eat me out and make me cum.”

    For a moment, Taryn worried if she was being too demanding. She couldn’t control it, though. She was too turned on and she needed Chris to make her cum, especially since Jacob had been very clear that his cock wasn’t allowed inside her.

    There was no need to worry though. Chris took direction well. He moved back between her legs. If anything, he seemed excited by his wife’s demanding nature. He doubled down on his efforts to make her cum. His tongue eagerly moved back and forth over her clit and Taryn closed her eyes and moaned loudly.

    She wanted more though. She wanted to push Chris. “Put your tongue inside me, baby. Taste my pussy.”

    Chris did as she instructed. His tongue moved from her clit and pushed inside her pussy. He tasted his wife. Much to her delight, he tasted Jacob’s cum. When Taryn heard him moan it thrilled her. She was caught up in the intense pleasure that had her entire body tingling.

    Taryn looked down at her husband and smiled. She gently lifted his head and asked, “Does my pussy taste good?” She wanted to know if Chris was enjoying Jacob’s cum, even if he didn’t know what he was licking up.

    Chris nodded and said, “Your pussy tastes perfect.” Taryn saw the feverish desire in his eyes. She saw his overwhelming need to make her happy.

    “Good. Now make me cum,” she said.

    Taryn knew she’d never been so dominant or demanding in bed. Their sex life was usually vanilla to a fault, so even this little taste of dominance was quite the departure.

    Chris didn’t object. Instead, he did as she desired by eating his wife’s pussy eagerly. He licked his way from the base of her pussy to the clit and then concentrated on working his tongue back and forth over her clit.

    “That’s it, baby. Eat my pussy. Eat me like a good boy,” Taryn said as her groans grew louder. She was moments from cumming.

    Chris groaned. He seemed to like a little taste of verbal dominance from his wife. At the very least he was dedicated to making her cum.

    “Fuck, yes! I’m cumming!” Taryn cried out as a hugely powerful orgasm ripped through her.

    Chris crawled closer as Taryn smiled. She pulled his lips to hers for a kiss and savored the hint of saltiness on his tongue. She still wasn’t sure if her husband knew he was licking something unusual out of her pussy, but he didn’t show any signs of distress. If anything, Chris seemed to be more turned on than he’d ever been.

    Taryn gently maneuvered her husband so he was lying next to her. Before he could protest or ask to fuck her, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and started to stroke him slowly.

    “Does that feel good?” Taryn whispered.

    A moan of delight escaped her husband’s lips, making Taryn smile.

    “Do you want me to make you cum?”

    Chris’s breathing was heavy with lust. “Yes, please,” he whispered.

    Taryn felt alive with an unfamiliar kind of power as she stroked her husband’s cock. He was completely at her mercy and had surrendered himself to her desire. All he wanted was for her hand to bring him to orgasm. He hadn’t even argued about fucking her. He wanted to cum however she wanted to deliver his climax.

    “Cum for me, baby,” Taryn whispered as she stroked her husband’s cock faster.

    Moments later, Chris did as his wife instructed. Cum spilled onto his stomach as he experienced the convulsive beauty of an intense sexual release.

    “That was great,” Chris said as Taryn watched his chest rise and fall with his deep breaths.

    “Yes it was,” she agreed.

    
      

    

    “How about a little fun on your lunch break?”

    It was a text from Jacob. Taryn knew he wasn’t referring to an innocent kind of fun. He had something naughty in mind, and whatever it was, she was on board.

    “Anything you want,” she texted back.

    “I’ll be there in 15.”

    After their last hotel encounter, Taryn had shared with Jacob how utterly boring she found her job at a staffing company. She was constantly on the lookout for something better, but apparently her company paid better than most, probably because they knew their employees wouldn’t stick around for long otherwise.

    Taryn didn’t even bother to work for those last 15 minutes before lunch. Instead, she lost herself in a lusty daydream. She imagined Jacob’s big black cock sliding into her soaking wet pussy and stretching her out. She imagined him cumming inside her. She imagined Chris going down on her and tasting Jacob’s cum like an eager cuckold hubby, instead of the unknowing cuckold he currently was.

    By the time Jacob texted news of his arrival, Taryn had gotten herself worked into a sexual frenzy. She waved to a few coworkers on her way out of the building and scampered to the back of the parking lot where her black bull waited.

    As she walked up to Jacob’s SUV, Taryn didn’t see him in the driver’s seat and the back windows were so heavily tinted that she couldn’t make out if anyone was actually in the car.

    Then the back door opened up and Jacob was sitting inside. His pants were off and his big black cock was exposed and fully erect.

    “You hungry?” he asked.

    Taryn smiled and climbed in the car. She took Jacob’s thick cock in her hand and stroked him as they shared a wet, sloppy kiss.

    “You have no idea how hungry I am,” Taryn said.

    “How long is your lunch break?”

    “An hour,” she said before wrapping her lips around her bull’s dick.

    Jacob moaned and his hand moved to the back of her head. He pushed down, making Taryn gag as she struggled to swallow as much cock as he wanted to force into her throat.

    “That should be plenty of time to feed you all the cock you can handle, slut,” Jacob said. 

    His voice was laced with aggression and despite the fact that she was gagging and spitting up around the cock that was pushing at the back of her throat, it turned Taryn on. She couldn’t think of anything better than spending the next hour in Jacob’s car with his big black dick filling her mouth and pussy.

    When Jacob finally released her head, Taryn gasped for air as a long trail of thick spit ran from her lips to his cock. She relished feeling under his control, and to a certain extent she was. Jacob was much stronger than her and if he wanted to keep her throat full of his cock until she passed out, he could do it.

    Surrendering that control was what made Taryn wet with desire. She wanted to be Jacob’s toy, for him to use her for his pleasure and she didn’t care about doing it in the parking lot where any of her coworkers could theoretically walk by and see her engaging in such filthy behavior.

    “Get naked,” Jacob demanded.

    Taryn stripped as quickly as she could manage. It wasn’t necessary – she could have easily taken off her panties and taken Jacob’s cock with her skirt up – but that’s not what he wanted. He clearly wanted his little white slut to be fully nude and ready to take his dick as he demanded, and that’s exactly what Taryn wanted to do for him.

    “Sit on it like a good girl,” Jacob said as he held the base of his cock.

    Taryn moved to sit on him but he interrupted her and pointed towards the front of the car. She took the hint and turned around. He wanted to have reverse cowgirl sex in the back of his SUV. He wanted to stare at her little white ass and her tight pussy lips as she milked his big black cock.

    Taryn did as she was told and felt an incredible tingling sensation between her legs as she did. Jacob was ordering her around. He was ordering her to offer her body for his pleasure and it thrilled her like nothing in her sex life ever had.

    Jacob’s hands grasped her hips and guided Taryn down onto his cock. She lost her breath as his enormous dick disappeared inside her.

    She muttered, “Oh my God, Jacob,” as he pulled her down and held her with his bare cock buried to the hilt in her married pussy.

    “Ride it, slut,” he growled.

    Taryn rested her hands on his knees and bounced on Jacob’s big black cock. She thought about how she’d never had reverse cowgirl sex with her husband and how he’d absolutely never made her feel anywhere near as full of Jacob did.

    “That’s it. Give me that pussy. Show me who owns that tight white pussy of yours,” Jacob said as he grabbed Taryn’s hips and helped her ride him.

    Taryn’s body was alive with deeply pleasing sensations. Jacob’s tight grip caused just a hint of pain on the soft flesh of her hips. The force of his big cock stretching her pussy was a mixture of intense, overwhelming pleasure and pain. Her clit throbbed and even the slightest sensation made it feel like she was edging ever closer to orgasm.

    Jacob stopped fucking her. He held Taryn down on his cock and pulled her body against his. She turned her head and they kissed as his hands moved up her torso and squeezed her perky white breasts.

    Jacob’s pushed his tongue into Taryn’s mouth and she sucked on it as he squeezed her nipples hard enough to make her moan in pain. He released her flesh and offered a few seconds of respite before slapping her breast hard. Again Taryn moaned into his mouth. The pain only added to her arousal. She liked that Jacob did as he pleased with her body.

    “You’re mine, aren’t you?” Jacob whispered as his hand moved between her legs and played with Taryn’s clit.

    An explosion of pleasure spread from her loins as Jacob deftly manipulated her body while his thick cock continued to stretch her pussy. At first, all Taryn could do was moan. She knew Jacob wanted an answer though.

    “You own me,” she said. “You can do whatever you want with me.”

    “Damn straight I can,” Jacob said before deftly moving Taryn to her hands and knees in his backseat without letting his cock slip from her pussy.

    Taryn braced herself against the door as Jacob resumed fucking her, this time with even greater force. Each thrust brought with it a beautiful mixture of pleasure and a little bit of pain, especially when his massive black dick plunged deep inside her.

    As Jacob pounded her harder, he grabbed a handful of Taryn’s hair and pulled hard. Her head snapped back and she felt a delicious sense of pain, like he was trying to pull her hair out as he showed his ownership over her body.

    “Jacob, fuck, please, fuck me! Fuck me harder!” Taryn cried out. She could feel an orgasm coming on. She was going to cum taking Jacob’s cock from behind. She wanted it harder and faster. She wanted him to do as he pleased with her pussy.

    “Yes! Yes! I’m cumming!” Taryn screamed. If anyone had been walking by, they would have heard. They would have seen the car rocking, too. She didn’t care. Nothing else mattered in that moment. Cumming on Jacob’s cock was the only thing Taryn could think about.

    Jacob maintained his tight grip on her hair as he slowed his thrusts. His cock rested inside her, still stiff and thick. Taryn felt weak from head to toe. Once again, Jacob had given her an orgasm unlike any she’d ever experienced.

    “Thank you,” Taryn said.

    “There’s plenty more where that came from,” he said. “You ready for it?”

    “Yes,” she answered.

    Jacob didn’t pull out. He pulled hard on Taryn’s hair and started fucking her again. The car rocked. Her moans filled the small space.

    Eventually, Jacob came inside her. He saved it until the very end, though, until he’d put Taryn through the most exhausting sexual experience of her life. She spent most of her lunch break with Jacob’s cock in her mouth or pussy and she felt sore by the time she slipped out of the car and walked to the office.

    It didn’t matter, though. She’d had three mind-bending orgasms and there was a massive load of her bull’s cum leaking into her panties. Taryn couldn’t have been happier. Everything about being with Jacob was intensely pleasurable in a way she’d never experienced. She wanted more.
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    Taryn tugged at the bottom of the impossibly short dress as she rode the elevator. She’d bought it at Jacob’s instruction, and her lack of panties was his idea too. She’d felt like an escort when she entered the hotel lobby and she was quite certain the employees and a few of the guests were thinking the same thing as she strode onto the elevator.

    Jacob knew what he was doing, though. Taryn was a little self-conscious, but she was thoroughly aroused, too. She was meeting him and a friend at the hotel for a threesome. “We’re going to use you all night long,” Jacob had said in a text.

    When she received the text, Taryn’s mind immediately flashed to the countless interracial threesome videos she’d watched. Chris wasn’t home at the time so she pulled one up, put a hand in her panties, and masturbated as she imagined being the girl in the video.

    The dress was short, skintight, and made from a shiny silver material. Taryn knew it would probably be on the floor not long after she entered the hotel room. She suspected the point of it was to make her feel like an escort as she drove to the hotel, walked through the lobby, and rode the elevator to Jacob’s room.

    By the time she knocked on the door, Taryn could feel the wetness between her legs. She liked feeling like an escort, especially because she was almost certainly going to be used like one by the two men waiting in the room. She was going to be their toy for the night and doing so was going to fulfill a fantasy that aroused her more than any other.

    The door opened and a tall, thick black man said, “Come in.”

    Taryn felt a little intimidated. She’d expected that Jacob would answer the door. Instead, it was someone she’d never met and he looked more imposing than she imagined. He was a mountain of a man that could completely envelope her if he desired.

    Still, desire pulled Taryn into the hotel room. As she walked past the stranger, he gave her ass a smack so hard it made her cry out in pain. His laughter followed.

    “Jacob didn’t tell me his new girl was so beautiful,” the man said.

    Taryn expected to see Jacob waiting on the bed, but he was nowhere to be found.

    “I like your dress,” the stranger said as he stepped behind Taryn and grabbed her waist with his meaty hands. They moved over her stomach and up to her tits, grasping them through the tight, shiny material. She couldn’t help but moan.

    Taryn knew most women would be panicked, but she wasn’t. She trusted that Jacob had the situation under control, even if he wasn’t in the room at the moment.

    “Thank you,” Taryn said as she reached back and played with the stranger’s cock through his pants. “What’s your name?”

    “I’m Derrick,” he said before leaning closer and kissing her neck.

    “Nice to meet you, Derrick,” Taryn replied as she skillfully unzipped his pants and reached in to pull out his cock. She found an immensely thick slab of black meat and moaned appreciatively as she guided him out of his pants.

    “Jacob said you were a good slut. He said you’d show up to the room dressed like a little white whore and that you’d be down to do whatever I wanted,” Derrick said as Taryn stroked his cock to a full erection.

    “Jacob was right,” Taryn affirmed.

    Derrick pulled up her dress, exposing her shaved pussy. Two of his long, thick fingers pushed inside her.

    “I love it when a bitch is wet for me,” Derrick growled as he fingered Taryn’s pussy and roughly played with her tits.

    In just a few moments Derrick had taken Taryn to a place of intense arousal. She felt drunk with lust, and all it took was him treating her like the escort she was dressed as. All she wanted was to have him inside her.

    Derrick must have had the same idea, because he roughly bent Taryn over the edge of the bed and said, “You want my dick, bitch?”

    “Yes, fuck me. Fill my tight white pussy with your big black cock,” Taryn said.

    Derrick laughed as he rubbed the head of his big black cock along the entrance to Taryn’s wet cunt. He lubed himself and then pushed inside her.

    At first, Taryn felt pain. His cock was enormous and Derrick wasn’t gentle. He pushed the full length into her without much hesitation. Thankfully, he gave her a few moments to adjust once he was buried balls deep in her.

    “You want it, bitch?” Derrick asked.

    Taryn got wetter each time he called her a bitch. She couldn’t believe it was turning her on to such a degree. She couldn’t believe she was in a cheap hotel room and bent over in slutty high heels and a skintight escort’s dress, either.

    “Give it to me. Pound me. Use me,” Taryn said.

    “Damn, Jacob was right about you. You’re a fine piece of meat,” Derrick said before he grabbed Taryn’s hips and pounded her.

    It took less than a minute of thrusting for Taryn to cum. She screamed as the climax ripped through her. It was like a bomb went off in her loins and she felt wondrously lightheaded as Derrick continued his assault on her pussy.

    Just as she’d recovered from her orgasm, Jacob’s voice filled the room. “Well, well. It looks like you got the party started without me,” he said.

    “She’s just like you said she would be, man. She’s a perfect little white bitch,” Derrick said as his cock slid in and out of Taryn’s slick pussy.

    “Yes she is,” Jacob said as he sat on the bed, grabbed a handful of Taryn’s hair and lifted her head. “Do you like the gift I got you?”

    Taryn nodded as she stared at her bull.

    “Did you give him your pussy as soon as he asked for it?” Jacob asked in a calm, collected voice.

    “Yes, I did,” she answered.

    “Yeah? Why is that?” he shot back.

    “Because it’s not my pussy anymore. It’s yours, and I know you wanted your friend to enjoy it,” Taryn said as moans of pleasure escaped between almost every word.

    “That’s right. It’s not your pussy anymore. It’s not your husband’s pussy, either. That pussy he’s fucking is mine. It’s mine to do with as I please, and today I wanted to give it to my friend. Maybe someday I’ll give it to half a dozen of my friends along with that pretty ass of yours.”

    Taryn felt another orgasm building. The idea of five more guys waiting to fuck her was immensely arousing. In that moment she wanted to be the center of a gangbang more than anything.

    “Thank you,” Taryn said. “Thank you for giving me to your friend. Thank you for making me your slut.”

    Jacob smiled and leaned closer. He kissed Taryn. She sucked on his tongue as it entered her mouth.

    Taryn whimpered when the kiss ended. She wanted more of Jacob. She wanted to give her bull the pleasure he desired.

    Derrick pulled out soon after and roughly picked up Taryn, yanked off her dress, and tossed her onto her back in the bed. He climbed on top of her and slipped his cock back into her pussy. His body was massive compared to hers and it turned her on to feel as though she might disappear beneath him.

    “You like a nice black load in your little white pussy, bitch?” Derrick asked.

    “Yes,” Taryn said.

    “Yeah, you want me to nut in that little pussy of yours?”

    Taryn nodded and kissed him. It was the thing she wanted more than any other in that moment. To feel his cock explode in her pussy would be the ultimate sign that she’d done a good job, that she’d made Derrick happy.

    “Tell me you love black cum in your little white pussy.”

    “I love black cum in my little white pussy,” Taryn repeated.

    Derrick pounded her harder. His thick cock stretched her out with every thrust and Taryn felt him bottoming out in her pussy.

    “Tell me you’re a naughty little bitch for black dick.”

    Taryn smiled and said, “I’m a naughty little bitch for black dick.”

    Derrick found a deeper well of energy and pounded her harder. “Yeah you are,” he said. “You’re a good little bitch and I’m gonna give you my nut. I’m gonna fill you up with my black cum.”

    “Give it to me. Please. Fill me with cum. Flood my cunt with your seed.”

    Derrick smiled. “Sounds like you want a black baby, huh bitch?”

    The idea hadn’t crossed Taryn’s mind until the words left Derrick’s lips. The notion was so intensely arousing that she ended up cumming as she wrapped her arms around him.

    “Oh fuck!” Taryn cried out.

    Derrick thrust into her and groaned as he climaxed. Taryn felt his cock throb as he released his seed into her pussy just as she was coming down from her orgasm and a sense of pure bliss was washing over her.

    After he pulled out, Derrick rubbed her tummy and smiled, like he was silently wishing her good luck in her quest to get pregnant with a black man’s seed.

    “This girl is a freak,” Derrick said as he turned to Jacob. “She is a solid gold freak, man. Don’t ever let this one go.”

    Jacob was naked and his cock was rock hard as he walked to the edge of the bed. He stroked himself slowly and admired Taryn’s freshly-fucked and filled pussy.

    Derrick propped himself against the pillows at the head of the bed as Jacob said to Taryn, “His cock is a mess. Clean it up.”

    Taryn crawled between Derrick’s legs and dutifully licked the mixture of her cream and his cum off of the massive black cock. As she did, Jacob moved behind her and pushed two fingers into her cum-filled cunt.

    Those fingers then made their way to her asshole and probed the tight entrance. Taryn took the head of Derrick’s cock into her mouth and moaned as Jacob penetrated her anus.

    “That’s a good girl,” he said. “Not even fighting it. My fingers are sliding in nice and easy. You’re ready for this, aren’t you?”

    Taryn moaned around the black dick in her mouth. She didn’t bother to stop sucking. She knew it didn’t really matter if she was ready. If Jacob wanted to fuck her ass, it was going to happen. Thankfully, his fingers really did slide into her with ease, and while she knew his cock was much bigger, she felt ready.

    “Keep sucking that dick like a good girl,” Jacob said. “Show my man Derrick what a good slut you are. Suck his dick while I fuck your ass.”

    Derrick laughed as he grabbed a handful of Taryn’s hair and pushed her deeper down on his dick. He didn’t stop pushing when she gagged. He expected her to fight it off and swallow everything he offered.

    “A good bitch chokes on a big black dick and keeps on going,” Derrick said.

    Jacob moved to his knees behind Taryn and pulled his fingers from her asshole. He spit on his cock and rubbed it over the shaft before pressing the head against her tight little entrance and pushing himself inside.

    Taryn screamed around the big black cock in her mouth. Derrick held her head in place, making sure she couldn’t fill the hotel room with the sounds of agony trying to escape her throat.

    “He’s breaking you in now, bitch. Your ass is never gonna be the same,” Derrick said as he pushed his cock deeper into Taryn’s throat.

    The pain emanating from her asshole was intense. Taryn found it difficult to comprehend how the girls in the videos she watched could take it anally with such ease. She wasn’t sure she’d survive one full thrust, let alone getting ass fucked relentlessly like she knew Jacob intended to do.

    Finally, he bottomed out inside her. The full length of his cock was in Taryn’s asshole. In the few moments he gave her to stretch out, Taryn couldn’t help but find it arousing. She had a black cock in her ass and a black cock in her mouth. She was just like the girls in the videos she masturbated to. She was living her fantasy, even if it was exquisitely painful at the moment.

    The pain receded a little as Jacob slowly pulled out and then returned once more as he pushed inside her again. Derrick laughed as she tried to scream with his cock in her mouth. They were unquestionably using her like they would an escort, which was exactly how she wanted to be used.

    Mixed in with the pain of taking a big black cock in her ass was the intense arousal of being spit roasted by two black men. Taryn could feel her pussy was soaking wet. Suffering for the pleasure of the two men using her body was turning her on.

    “I think she likes it,” Derrick said. “I think the bitch actually likes getting her asshole torn up by black dick.”

    “I know she likes it,” Jacob added as he began to genuinely fuck Taryn’s ass. “I knew she was going to like it the first time I met her. I knew this married white girl was going to be a proud slut for black cock.”

    Jacob grabbed Taryn’s hair and pulled her mouth off of Derrick’s cock. She gasped for air as he asked, “Was I right? Are you a proud slut for black cock?”

    “Yes,” Taryn answered through groans of pain and pleasure.

    “Are you my little black-owned slut?”

    “Yes, I’m your black-owned slut,” Taryn declared. “You own my pussy. You own my ass. You own my body.”

    “Not your husband?” Jacob asked.

    “No. He can’t fuck me like you can. His little white dick can’t make me feel good like you can. His little white dick can’t do anything.”

    Derrick laughed. “You a cruel bitch,” he said. “Now get back to work sucking my dick. I want another go at that pussy of yours and I want you to get me nice and hard for it.”

    Taryn wrapped her lips around Derrick’s dick and sucked him hard as Jacob savagely pounded her ass. Most of the pain had receded, but his cock was simply too big for it to transition to a purely pleasurable experience. He wasn’t fucking her ass for her pleasure. Jacob was pounding Taryn’s ass strictly for his pleasure and that’s exactly how she wanted it.

    “You want more of her cunt now?” Jacob asked.

    “Hell yeah,” Derrick answered as he pulled Taryn’s mouth off his cock.

    It took a few moments for Taryn to realize she was about to be double penetrated. Jacob pulled out of her ass and Derrick laid down with his massive black dick pointing towards the ceiling.

    “Sit on it, bitch,” he demanded.

    Taryn did as she was told and soon her pussy was stretched out around Derrick’s erection. Jacob moved behind her and pushed into Taryn’s asshole.

    She bit her lip and tried not to scream, but it was unquestionably painful. Having them inside her at the same time felt impossible, which was what made it so beautiful.

    “You want it?” Jacob asked as he bottomed out inside her. Nearly two feet of black cock were buried in Taryn’s body.

    “Yes, I want it,” she answered.

    Taryn felt a little nervous. She wondered if she was about to experience something painful. She wondered if they could actually damage her pussy or her asshole. None of those worries mattered, though. She just wanted them to use her.

    “Please, give it to me. Use my body. Use my holes. Make me your black-owned slut.”

    They didn’t say anything. Instead, they fucked both her holes. They quickly found a rhythm and Taryn ascended to a place of pleasure she didn’t know existed.

    It was a kind of satisfaction she’d never felt. It wasn’t soft and sweet like when Chris went down on her. It wasn’t animalistic like when Jacob or Derrick fucked her pussy. This was some kind of submissive joy that came from being an object of pleasure for these two men combined with the overwhelming sensations of being genuinely overstuffed with black cock.

    Taryn had a huge orgasm before her brain even recognized what was going on. Her screams were ones of pleasure. The twitching in her thighs was from overwhelming sexual satisfaction. She was experiencing a perfect moment.

    Derrick reached up and pulled on her nipples hard enough to send a wave of pain through Taryn’s body and it served to make her orgasm stronger. In that moment, she knew she was experiencing a perfect orgasm that would likely never be topped.

    “You got anywhere to be tonight?” Jacob asked his friend as they continued to fuck the petite white girl sandwiched between them.

    “I got no plans, man. I could stay all night,” Derrick said.

    “Good, because I wanna use her hard and make sure that her husband knows his wife has been a very bad girl by the time she gets home.”

    “We gonna ruin your tight little holes, bitch,” Derrick said as he flashed a big smile.

    Taryn had no desire to stop them. She’d deal with the consequences later. In the moment, she just wanted to be their toy. She just wanted them to use her body. She wanted them to fill her with cum. She wanted to spend all night in the hotel room making them both feel good.

    Chris had to find out at some point.
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    Jacob and Derrick were true to their word. They sent Taryn home from the hotel a little after 3 a.m. and she’d been thoroughly fucked in all three holes. She had cum dripping out of her pussy and her asshole and she felt sore all over.

    There was a sensation of bliss running through her too. She’d lost count of how many orgasms they’d given her over the course of the evening and how many times they’d cum inside her and on her body.

    At first, Taryn had tried to take a shower. She wanted to get cleaned up before going home to Chris, though explaining why she’d gotten home so late would have been difficult.

    Jacob refused to let her, though. “It’s time for your husband to find out what his wife is,” he’d said.

    Thankfully, the hotel was empty as she rode the elevator down and walked through the lobby. It wasn’t until Taryn reached her car that a sense of panic began to set in.

    She wanted Chris to know. She knew she couldn’t stop seeing Jacob and that even if he decided to break things off with her that she’d find another black bull to use her.

    Still, she had trouble seeing how it was going to go well. She’d been lying to Chris. She’d been cheating on him. She’d been allowing a black man to use her body, to cum inside her, to fuck her ass. She’d allowed two men to penetrate her. She’d been a complete slut and she’d loved every second of it.

    On the drive home, Taryn considered her options. She could try and sneak into the shower and get clean right away. She could sleep on the couch and wake up before Chris for a morning shower. She could also wake him up and tell him everything.

    Taryn chose to try and slip into the shower. She couldn’t bear the thought of telling Chris, especially since it was so late and she’d been fucked so hard for so long that her brain felt a little bit scrambled.

    She quietly stepped into the guest bathroom and turned on the shower before stripping out of her skimpy dress and heels. She pulled aside the shower curtain and held her hand under the water to see if it had warmed up yet.

    Then, just as Taryn was about to step into the shower, she heard her husband’s voice. “What are you doing?” he said.

    Taryn turned around reflexively, showing him her naked body. She hadn’t thought it through, because the moment she exposed herself to him, Chris noticed the marks on her breasts and how abused her pussy looked.

    Taryn’s voice was quiet as she said, “I…I really should get in the shower.”

    “No,” was all Chris offered in reply.

    He stepped forward and reached out. His fingers brushed against Taryn’s hip and moved to the small of her back. He pulled her closer and she stepped towards him.

    “I’m not stupid, you know,” Chris whispered.

    Taryn rested her hand on his chest and looked into her husband’s eyes.

    “What do you mean?” she asked.

    Chris’s fingers moved between her legs. Taryn winced as he worked them into her pussy.

    “I know you’re not this wet because of the fun you had dancing with your friends, and I know it’s not because you’re so eager to come home to me,” he said in a quiet voice that quivered with desire.

    Despite the soreness between her legs, Taryn couldn’t help but find pleasure in having her husband’s fingers inside her. He’d always been good at manipulating her cunt with anything but his cock, but this particular pleasure was more about what he was saying as he was doing it. It was about the situation, about how it seemed as though he knew she’d been a naughty wife.

    “What do you think it’s from?” Taryn asked as she leaned closer to her husband. Her lips were inches from his as she asked her question.

    Chris pushed his fingers deeper inside her. Taryn moaned. There was no doubt her husband felt the heat of her breath against his lips. He didn’t offer an answer to her question. Instead, he seemed to delight in making Taryn feel good with his fingers.

    “That feels so good,” she whispered. “You’re making me feel so good.”

    Chris softly pressed his lips against hers and they shared a kiss that began slowly and tenderly and quickly elevated to something far more passionate. Their tongues danced as his fingers pushed in and out of her. She moaned into his mouth and he did the same to her as Taryn unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection.

    After the kiss, their eyes locked. The truth still hadn’t been spoken, and it seemed as though neither of them was willing to spill it in the bathroom.

    Instead, Taryn acted boldly. She released her husband’s cock and brought her hands to his face. She kissed him again and then moved a hand to the top of his head and pushed down. She wanted him on his knees in front of her.

    Chris hesitated for just a moment before falling to his knees. His eyes stayed locked on hers as he did. Taryn widened her stance and stepped forward, guiding her husband’s mouth to her pussy as she did.

    “Eat my pussy,” she said.

    Taryn moaned as her husband’s tongue pressed between her pussy lips and moved inside her. He licked her just as she desired and there was no doubt he was tasting the variety of fluids that were still deep in her body.

    Her hand remained on the back of his head and Taryn applied gentle force to act as a guide for his eager mouth. She knew he’d probably stay there if she released him, but she didn’t want to. She liked the element of control. She liked that he’d fallen to his knees at her urging. She liked that he was licking her despite knowing, in some way, that she’d been a naughty girl.

    “Can you taste him?” Taryn asked. It was the first time she’d even hinted that she’d been with another man and it thrilled her. A wave of pleasure ran through her body as the words left her lips. Her husband was eating her pussy and she was admitting that another man had been inside it.

    Chris’s eyes widened, but he continued to lick her. He pushed his tongue inside her once more and swirled it around. He licked feverishly, seemingly driven by the confirmation of her infidelity.

    “It’s not the first time you’ve tasted him,” Taryn said. She felt an intoxicating kind of power as she confessed her numerous infidelities while Chris ate her pussy.

    “You’re tasting his friend, too. I let them both have me,” she confessed. When Chris continued to eat her pussy, Taryn smiled. She had him where she wanted him. He was aroused and eager to taste her after not one but two men had been inside her.

    Drunk with power, Taryn grabbed a handful of Chris’s hair and pulled him away from her pussy. She tilted his head back and looked down at him. He looked sweet on his knees with his kind eyes staring up at her.

    “Do you like the way my pussy tastes after someone else has fucked it?” she asked.

    For a moment, Chris simply held her gaze, like he was afraid what would happen if he gave an answer, whatever it might be. Then, the damn broke.

    He smiled and licked his lips. His gaze shifted from wide-eyed wonder to pure lust. He reached between his legs and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    “I love it,” he said. “I fucking love it. I’m such a fucking pervert.”

    “You’re not a pervert,” Taryn said. “You’re a cuckold. You’re my cuckold. Now finish your job and clean the rest of him out of my pussy.”

    Taryn felt like her entire body was humming with desire. She’d never dominated a man in any way and doing it even a little was unexpectedly thrilling.

    Chris resumed licking Taryn’s pussy and once more she found herself lost in the utter joy of having her husband use his tongue to clean someone else’s semen out of her.

    It was just a minute later that Chris provided Taryn with an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm. The rhythmic, insistent, eager licking of his tongue ensured she moaned in pleasure as the feeling of bliss spread through her body. Afterwards, he pushed his tongue inside her for one more taste and then sat back on his knees.

    Taryn released his hair, turned off the shower, and hopped on the bathroom counter.

    “Stand up,” she said.

    Chris hopped to his feet and came closer as she beckoned him over. Taryn took hold of his cock and rubbed the head around the pussy he’d just licked to an orgasm.

    “His name is Jacob,” she said. “I met him online.”

    Chris responded with a groan, though it could have been because she was expertly teasing his cock with the warmth and wetness of her cunt without letting him inside.

    “He’s black. He’s gorgeous. He’s muscular. He’s dominant, too.” She looked up at her husband and saw the kind of wild lust she was seeking. “And he’s much, much bigger than you are.”

    Chris pressed his hips forward. He clearly wanted to be inside her. He was easy to stop, though. He wasn’t being nearly insistent enough to force his way into her body.

    “He’s also made it clear that you’re not allowed to fuck me anymore,” Taryn said.

    That seemed to take Chris by surprise.

    “But I’m your husband,” he said.

    Taryn smiled. “You’re my cuckold,” she shot back. “And you’ve attained that status because you can’t give me what Jacob gives me. You can’t please me the way he pleases me. You can’t fuck me like he fucks me, which is how I need to be fucked.”

    The groan that escaped Chris’s lips was one of frustration and desire. It seemed like he found a certain amount of pleasure in being teased by his wife and tormented by the idea that someone else now had exclusive use of her pussy.

    Taryn pulled Chris’s lips to hers and kissed him as she continued to slowly stroke his cock and rub the head around her wet, swollen pussy lips.

    “My pussy is black only now,” she whispered. “Little white dicks aren’t allowed inside me.”

    The frustration as absent when Chris groaned again. Now it was pure pleasure. There was no question he liked the way she was teasing him.

    “What if you let me inside you for just a few strokes?” he asked.

    Taryn giggled. “No, baby. The rule is simple. No pussy for you. I’m black only, which means I only fuck Jacob and his friends if he chooses to share me.”

    She moved her fingers over the head of his cock and giggled again as Chris shuddered in pleasure. Taryn knew he was close to cumming.

    “Do you like that he shares me, baby?” she asked.

    Chris nodded, though Taryn wondered if he would have agreed to anything at that point.

    “Do you like that he shared me tonight?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    “You like that two black men used my body tonight? That I sucked their cocks? That they each fucked me multiple times? That I was drunk on black cock all night long?”

    “Yes,” he said as his cock throbbed in her hand.

    “He took my ass tonight,” Taryn said.

    Chris’s eyes went wide once more. They’d never had anal sex. He’d never even brushed a finger over her asshole. It didn’t seem to occur to him as something to want.

    “He wanted it and he took it. He can do that. He didn’t ask permission. He just pushed his big black cock in my ass and fucked me,” Taryn said as she pulled Chris closer. Her lips hovered close to his as she whispered, “He made your wife his anal whore.”

    They kissed. Chris’s tongue pushed into her mouth and he moaned as Taryn jerked him off. She was ready to make her husband cum.

    They were still kissing when he practically screamed into her mouth as he climaxed. His cum spilled onto Taryn’s pussy and the smooth, soft skin just above it. A few shots landed closer to her belly button.

    Afterwards, Chris’s chest heaved from an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm and Taryn had a thick, creamy mess of cum all over her body.

    “I think you should clean up your mess,” she said.

    Much to her surprise, Chris dropped to his knees and immediately began to lick up his load. Taryn had intended for him to use a towel, but she wasn’t going to argue with a far nastier, naughtier approach.

    “Oh, fuck, what a naughty boy you are,” she said. “You’re going to be such a good cuckold for me.”

    Taryn couldn’t believe her husband was so well-suited to the position she’d put him in without his permission. She’d cuckolded him with a black man. She’d given her body to someone else. She’d done it all behind his back, and there he was on his knees licking his cum off of her body.

    She was happier than she’d been in years. Not only was she finally experiencing the sexual satisfaction she craved, but now her husband was on board. Things were about to get so much more interesting.
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    Jacob put his arm around Taryn and pulled her close. She felt tiny against his muscular body.

    “Show me the dick you’ve been making your wife deal with,” Jacob said.

    Chris looked at her from across the coffee table. Unsurprisingly, he was uncomfortable with showing off his dick to a man he’d just met.

    Jacob was in their home for the first time. He’d told Taryn it was time for her to welcome him to her bedroom so her husband could watch as a real man fucked his wife. It was time for Chris to see what it was like when his pretty, petite white wife got stretched out by a big black cock.

    “Don’t look at her,” Jacob said. “She’s not making the decisions tonight. I am. So stand up and get naked, white boy. We both know you’ve got a little dick between your legs. I want you to put it out in the open. Get naked, now.”

    Chris stood up and tentatively unbuckled his belt. He fumbled with the button on his pants and his hands shook a little as he pulled the zipper down.

    Taryn watched as she relished the warmth of Jacob’s body against hers and the strength that emanated from him. She was already fantasizing about having his big black cock inside her again. It had been a week since the threesome with Derrick and she’d reached a point of desperation. She needed to get fucked.

    “That wasn’t so hard, was it,” Jacob said as Chris pushed his pants to the ground and stood there with his small flaccid cock exposed.

    Chris shook his head. “No,” he said, though his voice was barely above a whisper.

    Jacob kept his steely gaze on Chris as he asked Taryn, “You want that dick inside you tonight?”

    “No,” she answered.

    “Are you ever gonna want that dick inside you?” he asked.

    “No,” she answered again.

    Chris looked at the floor. Taryn could see his face had turned a shade of red. He was embarrassed. It turned her on.

    “Why don’t you show your husband why you’re not interested in his dick,” Jacob said.

    Taryn unzipped her bull’s pants and reached inside to extract his cock. He was flaccid too, only far larger than Chris.

    “Come closer, honey,” Taryn said to her husband.

    Chris stepped out of his pants and left them on the floor as he did as Taryn requested. He looked between Jacob’s legs and for the first time saw the cock that had been satisfying his wife.

    Taryn reached up and took Chris’s unimpressive flaccid cock in her other hand. She stroked the two men in her life.

    “Do you understand?” she asked Chris.

    He nodded.

    “He’s bigger and he’s better,” she said.

    Earlier in the week, Jacob had made it clear that he expected her to be definitive with her husband when he came over. In his experience, if it wasn’t made perfectly clear to the cuckold that his wife had chosen a bigger, better man to fuck her that he would inevitably get angry or buck against the position he’d been put in.

    “Tonight, he’s going to be responsible for giving me the first great orgasm I’ve ever had in our bed, and you’re going to watch. Do you understand?”

    Chris and Jacob were both hard at that point, making the difference in their size even more apparent. Taryn couldn’t fit her fingers all the way around Jacob’s cock and she had no trouble doing so with Chris’s.

    “Yes,” Chris said. A touch of lust had entered his voice. It made Taryn smile.

    “Before we do that, your wife is gonna suck my dick while you sit over there like a good cuck,” Jacob said as he pointed to the chair Chris had been seated in earlier.

    Taryn smiled again. She loved seeing Jacob boss her husband around.

    “Get to work, girl,” Jacob said. “Show me how badly you missed my cock.”

    Taryn’s head moved to her bull’s lap and she wrapped her lips around the massive cock that waited for her. Everything else disappeared. It was just her and the BBC that she desperately wanted inside her. She sucked him with abandon, moving as deep down on the shaft as she could go and gagging repeatedly. Before long, her bull’s dick was slick with her spit and her jaw was sore.

    “What’s it like watching your wife suck another man’s dick, cuck?” Jacob asked as Taryn’s head bobbed up and down in his lap.

    “I…I don’t know,” Chris said.

    “I see your little dick is still hard. Don’t you think that’s a pretty good answer?” Jacob shot back.

    “I…I guess so.”

    Jacob laughed and grabbed a handful of Taryn’s hair. Soon, she was no longer sucking his cock. Instead, he was fucking her mouth. He used her hair to pull her head up and down, making her gag over and over. Taryn offered no resistance. She loved it when Jacob used her.

    “How does it feel to see me use your wife’s mouth like it’s a cunt?” Jacob asked as he continued to fuck Taryn’s face.

    Chris said nothing.

    “I know it turns you on, cuck. I know what you are. I’ve met white boys like you before. You just need to embrace your place. You’re no longer the man your wife relies on for sexual pleasure. She’s found someone better. She’s found someone that can actually make her cum, that can give her what she needs. Now you need to change. You need to accept that you’re a cuck, that I’m the real man in your relationship. You need to accept that your wife is a BBC slut and that she’s mine now.”

    Taryn felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm. Hearing Jacob talk to her husband like that was an unexpectedly arousing experience, especially as her mouth was being stretched by the big black cock she’d come to love so desperately.

    “Don’t worry cuck, you’ll come around. You’ll learn to love this,” Jacob said as he pulled Taryn’s mouth off his cock and turned her head until she was looking at her husband.

    “Tell him the truth,” Jacob said.

    “I’m his now, baby,” Taryn said. “I need him. I need what he gives me. I can’t live without it. That’s why he can do whatever he wants with me.”

    Jacob pulled up Taryn’s short skirt and pushed his fingers into her panties from behind. He found her pussy and rubbed it vigorously. Two fingers pushed inside her while a third worked her clit. In just a few moments, Taryn had her first orgasm of the night.

    “Oh my God. Fuck. Fuck! I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    Jacob laughed. “You hear that cuck? I haven’t even gotten my dick inside her pussy yet and already she’s cumming for me.”

    After the pleasure of her orgasm had dissipated, Taryn looked at her husband. She saw what seemed like the beginnings of a smile. She hoped some part of him found the evening’s proceedings arousing.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Jacob said as he stood up.

    Taryn took his hand and led him to the bedroom she and Chris shared.

    “Eat your wife’s pussy, cuck,” Jacob demanded as Taryn climbed into bed and spread her legs.

    To her surprise, Chris didn’t hesitate. He crawled between her legs and licked her wet pussy.

    “This is a cuck’s place,” Jacob informed him as Chris did his job. “You prepare the pussy. I fuck the pussy. You clean it up when I’m done.”

    Chris’s oral technique had always been flawless and when combined with Jacob’s dominating talk, Taryn found her arousal building once more. She couldn’t help but moan.

    “You hear that, cuck? That’s because you’re doing a good job. You’re doing the prep work so I can get in there and do the real man’s work. You get her ready, I finish the job. I fuck that pussy. I stretch it out. I fill it up. I make her cum like a woman deserves to cum.”

    “Jacob, please, fuck me. I need you inside me,” Taryn said. “Please, just fuck me. Give me your big black cock. Give it to me.”

    Jacob smiled at the desperation in Taryn’s voice.

    “You heard the woman, cuck,” he said while pulling off his shirt and pushing his pants to the floor. “Your wife needs a real man to fuck her, and we both know that’s not what you are. Get on your knees on the floor. That’s where a cuck watches from.”

    Chris got on his knees without question, but Taryn barely noticed. She was far too excited about the big black cock approaching her pussy. Jacob was between her legs.

    “Please,” she said. Her voice was laced with desperation. “Fuck me, Jacob. Give me that big black cock.”

    “You love my dick, don’t you?” he asked, though the answer was obvious.

    “Yes!” Taryn said. “I fucking love it. I love it so much. I need it so badly.”

    “Your wife is a black cock slut, cuck. She’s my black cock slut,” Jacob said before turning back to Taryn and plunging his dark dick into her waiting wet pussy.

    “Yessss!” Taryn cried out.

    She was wet enough that there was little resistance, even for Jacob’s big cock. Instead, Taryn’s pussy was ready to be pounded and that’s exactly what he gave her.

    The bedroom soon filled with the sounds of hard fucking and loud, lusty moans from the petite white girl getting stuffed with big black dick.

    Taryn didn’t look at Chris. As Jacob’s BBC carried her to another orgasm, all she could think about was the man inside her. The thrusts were long as Jacob pulled everything but the head out of her pussy before slamming it back inside. They were hard, too. Taryn knew she’d be sore the next morning, but she didn’t care. She just wanted Jacob to fuck her. She just wanted to be his slut.

    “I’m cumming!” Taryn cried out again. In just a few minutes, her bull’s BBC had given her yet another body-shaking orgasm.

    “Taste yourself,” Jacob said as he pulled out.

    Taryn moved to her hands and knees in front of him and sucked Jacob’s big black cock into her mouth. She moved as deep down the shaft as she could, swallowing all that dark meat and tasting her pussy juices just like he demanded.

    Jacob pulled out and moved behind Taryn. She was staring right at Chris. She saw that his cock was still rock hard. There was no question he was enjoying himself, even if he couldn’t admit it.

    “Tell your cuck what you want,” Jacob said from behind Taryn.

    “I want your big black cock in my tight, white, married pussy,” Taryn said as she stared into her husband’s eyes.

    Chris barely moved. He didn’t look away. He held Taryn’s gaze as she confessed her desire for more cock from her bull.

    “Stretch me out,” Taryn said. “Use my cunt. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make me scream, then cum inside me so my husband can clean it up.”

    Chris’s hand moved towards his cock. Taryn smiled. He was aroused. He wanted to masturbate. She felt like she’d accomplished something.

    “Don’t you dare,” Taryn said. “No masturbating until you’re given permission.”

    “You heard her, cuck,” Jacob said as he rubbed the head of his cock over Taryn’s pussy lips. “You don’t get to cum until I’ve pumped a load in your wife’s tight little pussy. Once you’re done cleaning up you can spill your nasty little load.”

    With that, Jacob plunged into Taryn once more. He leaned forward, grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled back hard, and began an assault on her cunt.

    Taryn’s neck jerked back and she felt an immediate and intense rush of arousal. She absolutely loved feeling owned by Jacob. She loved when he got rough, when he used her pussy for his pleasure.

    Chris couldn’t take his eyes off of her. A thick droplet of precum formed at the tip of his cock. His eyes blinked faster. He was unquestionably aroused.

    Taryn couldn’t really think about her husband, though. Not with Jacob’s cock savaging her pussy from behind. Each thrust brought with it a mixture of pleasure and pain. He was huge, he was fucking her even harder than when they’d been in missionary, and he was pulling back on her hair with every thrust.

    “You want me to cum inside her, cuck?” Jacob asked.

    “Yes,” Chris said.

    “I’m not convinced, cuck. Do a better job.”

    Chris looked at Taryn. There seemed to be a hint of agony in his eyes, like he still wasn’t comfortable with giving voice to his status as a cuckold. Still, he did it.

    “Please, cum in my wife’s pussy. Fill her.”

    Jacob laughed and fucked Taryn harder. “You want to eat my cum, don’t you cuck?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Chris said. “Fuck it. Yes. I want to eat your cum out of my wife’s pussy.”

    “Damn right you do. Every cuckold does. Well get ready, because I’m about to unload inside her.”

    Jacob let go of Taryn’s hair, grasped her hips with both hands, and buried his big black dick inside her. His cock throbbed as he unleashed his load, filling her pussy with thick spurts of his salty seed.

    When he pulled out, Taryn rolled onto her back. Her legs were trembling and her pussy felt sore, but she was eager to experience the next part.

    “Clean me, baby,” she said to Chris.

    He stood up and climbed into the bed, taking his place between her legs. His eyes sparkled with desire and he couldn’t help but smile. He really was into it.

    “I love that you’re doing this,” Taryn said. “That you’re being such a good cuckold for me.” She felt like he deserved a little positive reinforcement after an evening of humiliation. “Now feed on his load.”

    Chris did his job. He stared up at Taryn as his tongue probed her pussy for the black bull’s cum. She stared at him and ran her fingers through his hair while enjoying his eagerness. Every time he swallowed, it thrilled her. She’d just cum, but her husband’s act of cuckold submission brought her intense pleasure.

    “That’s a good cuck,” Jacob said as he laid next to Taryn. “You’re going to be doing that a lot more often from now on, so you better get used to it.”

    Jacob pulled Taryn’s attention away from her husband with a soft kiss that soon turned into something deeper. She welcomed the black man’s tongue into her mouth and sensually caressed his chest as they connected in a deep, beautiful way.

    “You were good, girl. Damn good. That pussy of yours is perfect. I don’t think I’m ever gonna get tired of it,” Jacob said.

    “I hope not,” Taryn answered. “If you do, you can always take my ass.”

    They both laughed as Chris continued to clean her pussy of the large load Jacob had deposited inside her.

    When he was finished, Chris propped himself up on his elbows and looked at Taryn and Jacob. His face was slippery with a mixture of her juices and a bite of the black bull’s cum.

    “Would you like to cum?” Taryn asked.

    Chris nodded.

    “I’m sure you would. This really turned you on, didn’t it?” she asked.

    “It did,” he said.

    “I told you he’d be a good cuck,” Jacob said. “White boys like him always are. You just have to remind them of their place. It never takes long for them to embrace it.”

    Taryn smiled and kissed Jacob again. “I never doubted you,” she said.

    She turned to Chris and smiled at the expectant look in his eyes. He was like a puppy waiting for a treat.

    “Jacob said I didn’t have to do this right away, but I’ve decided I want to,” Taryn began. “As long as he’s in our house, you don’t get to orgasm. If you behave yourself and act like the good cuckold we both know you can be, you’ll be permitted to orgasm when Jacob leaves in the morning. This rule will always be the case when he comes to visit. Do you understand?”

    Chris looked like he wasn’t thrilled about the rule, but he said, “Yes, I understand.”

    Taryn smiled and reached out to caress his face softly. “Good. Since Jacob will be spending the night with me, that means you’ll have to wait until tomorrow to cum. Okay?”

    “Okay,” he said.

    “Thank you, baby. You’re such a good cuckold.” Taryn sat up and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “It’s time to go now, and if you hear us fucking in the middle of the night you’re to stay in the guest room. I’ll invite you in if you’re permitted to watch. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Chris said as he nodded.

    “Good night, baby,” Taryn said before cuddling up with Jacob. She kissed him as Chris slinked out of the room and shut the door behind him.

    “You’re going to fuck me again before we go to sleep, right?” Taryn asked.

    “Of course I am,” Jacob said.

    She smiled. Her pussy was going to get what it needed.
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    “Don’t look back here,” Jacob said. “Keep your eyes on the damn road, cuckold.”

    Taryn would have smiled if her mouth wasn’t full of Jacob’s big black cock. She loved his willingness to dominate Chris and she found her husband’s eager submission to be thoroughly arousing.

    “I fucking love that,” Taryn said as she let Jacob’s cock fall from her lips and stroked him.

    “What do you love?” Jacob asked with a big smile on his face.

    “I love when you put my cuckold in his place,” she said.

    “You hear that, cuckold? Your wife likes it when I tell you your place. She likes it when I boss you around.” Jacob’s hand moved to the back of Taryn’s head and urged her to swallow his cock once more. She did so eagerly. “I think she likes that you take it, too. She likes that you’re a little bitch, just like a good cuck should be. She likes that you’re driving my car while your wife is busy sucking my dick.”

    Chris didn’t say anything. The only sound in the car was Taryn’s mouth moving up and down on Jacob’s big cock. She gagged a little as he hit the back of her throat, but that didn’t stop her from trying to swallow him. All she wanted was to give him pleasure.

    “Take us to the car wash,” Jacob said. “Make sure you get the deluxe package. I want this beauty sparkling by the time we’re done.”

    Taryn was busy bobbing up and down in Jacob’s lap, so she couldn’t see if Chris was doing as he was told. Jacob didn’t say anything though, so she assumed he was. She loved that her bull was making her husband run errands.

    “Keep sucking that dick, girl. See if you can get it down your throat. Let me hear you gag on it. Show your husband what an eager cocksucker you are for a man with a real cock,” Jacob said.

    Taryn choked herself with Jacob’s cock. She took it into her throat and felt her air supply close off. She gagged but fought it off. Jacob’s impossibly strong hand gripped the back of her head and held her in place.

    “She’s choking on my cock, cuck, and she’s not fighting it. My dick is filling her throat and she’s just taking it. Just like a good bitch should.”

    It made Taryn wet to hear Jacob talk like that. She wanted to be good for him. She wanted to be the source of his pleasure.

    “Get the deluxe and make sure you give them your credit card,” Jacob said.

    Taryn gasped for air as Jacob pulled her mouth from his cock. She could feel the saliva leaking from her mouth. It made the head of Jacob’s cock look slick and shiny. It made her want it more.

    “Get your panties off,” he said.

    Taryn reached under her skirt and pulled her panties off.

    “Sit on my dick.”

    She straddled Jacob in the back seat of his SUV and grasped his cock. It was inside her almost immediately. She was soaked, so sitting down and taking the full length was easy.

    She made no effort to hide her pleasure, letting out a loud out despite the fact that Chris had the window down and was paying for the car wash. Taryn didn’t care. She couldn’t help it. She didn’t want to. She had her bull’s big black cock inside her and that was all that mattered at that moment.

    “Fuck!” she said.

    “Ride me, bitch,” Jacob demanded. “Show me how much you love my cock. Show me how badly you wanna make me cum. Show your husband, too.”

    Taryn did her best to truly ride Jacob’s dick. She bounced up and down on it in the back seat. Most of the shaft slipped out of her before she sank back down again. She was going hard enough to make the car rock as Chris put it in neutral and they began to work their way through the car wash.

    “Who owns this pussy?” Jacob asked.

    “You do,” Taryn answered.

    “You my little white bitch?” he asked while pulling off her shirt and deftly unhooking her bra.

    Taryn’s response was breathy as she neared an orgasm, “Yes, I’m your little white bitch.”

    Jacob reached up and grabbed her breasts. He twisted her nipples, causing a yelp of pain and asking, “Who owns these white titties?”

    “You do,” she answered.

    “You hear that, cuck?” Jacob called out. “You hear what your wife is saying?”

    “Yes,” Chris said.

    His voice was filled with a mixture of anxiety and lust that Taryn had grown accustomed to. It made her wetter. It turned her on to know that Chris was in the midst of an experience that blended suffering and pleasure.

    “Tell me, cuck, who owns your wife’s pussy?” Jacob asked as Taryn continued to mindlessly ride his dick in the back seat.

    “You do,” Chris said.

    “You wanna jerk off, don’t you cuck? You wanna look in the rear view mirror and watch your wife ride my dick while you stroke your little cuck cock, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Chris admitted.

    “Too damn bad. Your job is to my car through the car wash. My job is to fuck your wife. She’s about to cum, too. Get ready, cuck. You get to learn the most important lesson again: You can’t fuck your wife worth a damn. She needs a real man to give her pussy the kind of pleasure it craves.”

    Jacob was right. Taryn was on the verge of an orgasm. She wasn’t going to hold back. She bounced hard. She felt the pleasure building in her loins. She felt it slowly spreading. Then, it exploded outwards and filled the rest of her body.

    “Fuck!” she cried out again. “I’m cumming, Jacob! I’m cumming!”

    Taryn collapsed into Jacob and he wrapped his arms around her. She felt warm and protected in them. She still felt the thrill of having his massive cock in her pussy.

    “How’d that feel?” Jacob asked as he lifted Taryn’s head and looked into her eyes.

    She smiled. “It was perfect. It’s always perfect. You make me cum so hard, Jacob. You make me feel so good.”

    Jacob smiled and pulled her close for a kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth and Taryn welcomed it. She sucked on it, just like she knew Jacob loved.

    “How can I make you feel good?” she asked.

    “Turn around for me. Ride me with that tight white pussy of yours,” he said.

    Taryn switched to reverse cowgirl and took Jacob’s cock in her soaked pussy. She started to bounce as he reached up and played with her perky tits.

    “Look at her, cuck. Look at your wife riding my dick. Look at me playing with her tits. Look at her giving herself to me. Why is she doing that, cuck?” Jacob asked.

    “Because I’m not a real man,” Chris answered.

    Taryn moaned. She could see Chris’s face in the rear view mirror. She could see the mixture of pain, shame, and arousal on it. She could see him sinking deeper into being a cuckold.

    “That’s right, baby,” she said. “You’re not and Jacob is. That’s why he fucks me. That’s why I’m black owned. That’s why you’re not going to feel my pussy anymore. You have no right to it.”

    Chris’s voice was barely above a whisper as he said, “I know.”

    Jacob laughed and grabbed Taryn’s tits harder. He made her cry out in pain. It thrilled her. She was already nearing another orgasm. She loved nothing more than feeling like his plaything.

    As they pulled out of the car wash, Taryn made no effort to stop bouncing on Jacob’s cock. She didn’t care if anyone saw. She just wanted to be his slut. She wanted to make him cum inside her.

    “Where do want me to cum?” Jacob asked.

    “Inside me,” Taryn said.

    Jacob’s hands moved to her stomach. He caressed the skin and kissed her neck as she bounced on his cock.

    “Do you want my load deep in your womb?” he asked.

    Taryn moaned. “Yes.”

    She was on the pill, but Taryn couldn’t help but think of Jacob getting her pregnant. His hands on her stomach and his mention of her womb did it. She couldn’t get the imagery out of her head. 

    “Breed me,” she said.

    She’d heard the word in videos and read about it. She knew it couldn’t happen, but she wanted to say it. She wanted to experience the thrill of letting the words fill the car.

    “Yeah? You want me to breed your white pussy?” Jacob asked. He seemed to be enjoying it too.

    Taryn moaned as she bounced on her bull’s cock. She moaned as he filled and stretched her pussy. She moaned as she thought of him getting her pregnant.

    “Yes! Fuck yes! Breed my little white pussy! Fill me with your seed!”

    Taryn came as the words left her lips. Her thighs trembled as Jacob’s hands stayed on her stomach. She couldn’t contain her pleasure.

    Jacob groaned and held Taryn on his cock. He was cumming inside her. He was doing as she requested and filling her with his seed. A small part of Taryn actually wished he could get her pregnant. She knew it was insane, but she couldn’t help it.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” Jacob said. “Cuck, pull the car over and clean your wife’s cunt.”

    Chris pulled the car into a parking lot and hopped out of the front seat. Jacob maneuvered Taryn so her legs were spread and facing out the door. Soon enough, her husband was between them eating a creampie.

    Taryn’s head rested in Jacob’s lap. She looked up at him and smiled as Chris cleaned her pussy. She wondered if Jacob was thinking about getting her pregnant, if any part of him took her seriously.

    He played with her breasts and then let his fingers dance over her chest and to her stomach. He held his hand there and stared into her eyes.

    “You’re mine. All mine,” he said softly.

    Taryn felt a beautiful sense of warmth spread through her.

    
      

    

    “You were such a good cuckold today,” Taryn said as she pulled Chris’s shirt over his head and reached down to unbutton his pants and push them to the ground.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    Taryn kissed her husband as her fingers encircled his cock. She stroked him slowly as he grew stiff in her hand.

    “Did you like watching him fuck me?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” Chris replied as he closed his eyes.

    Taryn gently pushed on his chest and said, “Get in the bed, baby.”

    Chris moved to his back and stared at Taryn as she straddled his upper thighs and resumed stroking his cock. She noticed his eyes drift between her legs.

    “You know I’m his, right?” she asked, “and that you don’t get to have me anymore?”

    Chris nodded.

    “You know that it’s your job to be a cuckold now. That you need to do everything a good cuckold is supposed to do, right?”

    Chris nodded again. Taryn smiled at the sense of control she felt.

    “Do you like eating his cum, baby? Do you like knowing that Jacob’s load is inside you right now? That you ate it out of my pussy and swallowed it like a good cuckold is supposed to?” she asked.

    Chris nodded.

    “I want to hear you say it.”

    He looked at her and said, “I like eating Jacob’s cum.”

    Taryn laughed as she stroked her husband faster. It was an intense rush to hear him say it. She believed him, too. He probably didn’t like the taste, but she believed that he found some kind of pleasure in the act of consuming another man’s seed from her pussy.

    “What if Jacob wanted more from you?” Taryn asked.

    “Like what?”

    Taryn smiled. She had something very specific in mind. Something she’d seen in cuckold videos. It was something she’d begun to fantasize about, too.

    “What if he wanted you to suck cock?” she asked.

    Chris’s face contorted, making it seem like she’s just suggested he eat a pile of dog shit. Taryn suspected he was doing a bit of acting.

    “Aren’t you cute,” she said. “But if Jacob tells you to get on your knees and suck his dick, I think we both know you’re going to do it, aren’t you? I think we both know you want to be Jacob’s bitch just as much as I do.”

    There was a glint in Chris’s eye. Taryn knew she was right. She knew her husband wanted to join her on his knees. She knew he’d suck cock.

    She bent over and kissed him. She wanted to give him a reward. She wanted to make him feel good after humiliating him.

    She sat back up and stroked him faster. She was going to make him cum. He deserved an orgasm after a week of denial.

    “Are you going to do it?” Chris asked with a wild look in his eyes.

    Taryn was confused. “Do what?”

    He reached up and ran his fingers over her stomach. Taryn knew what he was talking about. She wanted to hear him say it though, so she said nothing. For a few moments, the only sound was her fingers moving up and down his cock.

    Then, Chris filled the air. “Are you going to let Jacob get you pregnant?” he asked.

    Taryn smiled and slowed the pace of her stroking. She leaned closer to her husband. “Is that what you want?” she asked.

    Chris shook his head.

    “Are you sure? It would make sense, wouldn’t it? There’s one man in our marriage and it’s not you. Shouldn’t Jacob be the one that gets me pregnant? Shouldn’t there be a little black baby growing inside me?”

    Chris shook his head, but his arousal was obvious. Taryn couldn’t believe the idea turned him on. She wanted to push him over the edge.

    “Wouldn’t you like to see my belly swell up with his baby? Wouldn’t you like to see my tits get swollen and milky? Wouldn’t you like to see another man’s baby in my belly? Wouldn’t that make you the ultimate cuckold, to not even be man enough to get your wife pregnant?”

    Chris looked pained, but Taryn surmised it was because he didn’t want to cum as he thought about someone else getting her pregnant.

    Taryn rubbed her stomach and said, “Imagine my belly getting round with his baby. Imagine seeing Jacob’s powerful hands on it. Imagine him laying claim to my womb and putting his seed inside me to grow.”

    “Please,” Chris said.

    “He’s taken your place,” Taryn said. “It’s only right that he be the one to get me pregnant.”

    Chris couldn’t hold back anymore. He groaned, pushed his hips skyward, and came on his stomach as Taryn stroked him.

    Taryn enjoyed watching his cum leak out and make a mess, but it only received half her attention. She was preoccupied with how happy she felt at the idea of Jacob getting her pregnant. She was intensely aroused, too, and it wasn’t because Chris was such an irresistible man.

    Maybe she really did want Jacob to get her pregnant.

  
    Making Her BBC Fantasies a Reality - Part 9
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    “Are you sure about this?” Chris asked.

    Taryn smiled as she stood in front of the mirror in her bridal lingerie. She was thrilled that it still fit like a glove. She knew Jacob would love it.

    “I’ve never been so sure about anything in my life,” she said.

    Taryn looked at her husband in the mirror. Their eyes met and she smiled at how nervous he seemed. She couldn’t blame him. They were about to take a very big step.

    “Come here,” Taryn said.

    Chris moved behind her. She reached back and pulled his arms around her waist. His body felt warm against hers. His cock was, as she suspected, already almost fully erect. He had his misgivings about the decision she’d made, but he was unquestionably aroused.

    “The decision has been made. Jacob is going to get me pregnant. With any luck, it will happen tonight. But even if it doesn’t, it’s going to happen soon enough,” Taryn explained as Chris’s cock grew to a fully erect state.

    She took his hands and moved them to her stomach. He caressed the white lace and let out a barely audible moan.

    “Soon enough there’s going to be a black baby growing inside me,” she said, “and there’s nothing you can do to stop it. This is how it has to be. You’re a cuckold. It’s your place to accept this. It’s your place to embrace that another man is going to father our baby.”

    Chris’s hands didn’t move. His erection didn’t fade. He accepted his place without having to say anything.

    Taryn spun around and took her husband’s head in her hands. She leaned forward and offered him a slow, sensual kiss.

    “I love you, Chris,” she said. “I do. I love you madly, and I always will. You can’t satisfy me, though. You never have and you never will. Jacob satisfies me in ways I never imagined possible, and I want to have his baby. I want it with every fiber of my being.”

    “I know,” Chris said.

    Taryn rested her forehead against his and smiled.

    “Get on your knees for me,” she whispered.

    Chris fell to his knees.

    Taryn ran her fingers over the white lace and between her legs. She pointed at her crotch and said, “Whose pussy is this?”

    Chris looked up at his wife and said, “Jacob’s.”

    “Does your cum belong inside me?” Taryn asked.

    “No,” Chris replied as he shook his head.

    “Why not?”

    “Because I’m a cuckold. Because I can’t satisfy you. Because I don’t deserve to get you pregnant if I can’t make you cum,” Chris answered.

    That was almost exactly what Jacob had told Taryn. He’d instructed her to make sure her cuckold husband understood the rules.

    Taryn looked around and said, “Until I get pregnant, whose bedroom is this?”

    “It’s yours and Jacob’s,” Chris said.

    Jacob would be living with them until Taryn was pregnant with his baby. He would fuck her as often as he desired until she was pregnant and Chris would live in the guest bedroom until another man had impregnated his wife.

    “That’s right,” Taryn said as she reached down and pulled aside her white lace panties. “Now eat my pussy and get me wet for him like a good cuckold.”

    Chris did his duty and licked Taryn’s pussy as she ran her fingers through his hair and smiled.

    “That’s good,” she said. “This is what a good cuckold does. He prepares his wife’s pussy for another man’s cock.”

    Jacob had shown Taryn how to confidently take control of Chris and remind him of his place. She’d taken to it with ease and found great pleasure in ensuring that her husband was happy on his knees, or between her legs after Jacob had cum inside her.

    He wouldn’t be granted the pleasure of creampie cleanup until she was pregnant, though. Until then, every drop of Jacob’s cum that could stay inside her would.

    “Good boy,” Taryn said as she stepped backwards.

    Chris looked up at her from his knees. His lips were wet with her juices and his saliva. His eyes were wild with desire. His dick was hard in his pants.

    “Prepare the bed,” she said.

    Chris hopped to his feet and scampered towards the bed. He pulled back the sheets and fluffed the pillows, making sure it looked perfect for his wife’s first breeding session with her black bull.

    “Wait for Jacob at the door,” Taryn instructed.

    Chris left the bedroom and she climbed into the bed and closed her eyes. Taryn imagined Jacob’s strong hands moving over her petite body. She imagined his fingers grasping at her breasts and playing with her nipples. She imagined his body enveloping hers and his lips pressed tightly against hers. She imagined his incredible cock sliding into her soaking wet pussy and filling her over and over.

    Taryn’s hand made its way between her legs and she pressed her fingers against the white lace of her panties. She felt the heat emanating from her cunt and the wet spot from the continued juice dripping out of her.

    Jacob’s voice interrupted her revelry. “You really ready for this, cuck?” 

    She opened her eyes and felt the same desire she’d experienced the first night she was with Jacob. It was as if the rest of the world had dropped away and all that remained was Taryn and her black bull.

    “Yes, sir,” Chris replied.

    “I’m gonna get her pregnant. I never fail,” Jacob said.

    “Please, Jacob, please,” Taryn said. “Please fuck me. Please.”

    Taryn felt an unfamiliar kind of desperation. It was her typical desire for Jacob, only magnified to an insane degree. It wasn’t just his cock she wanted anymore. She wanted his baby. She wanted him to make her a mother. She wanted his alpha seed to take hold inside her. She wanted her cuckold husband to watch as another man bred her.

    “You hear that, cuck?” Jacob asked. “Your wife wants a baby in her. She’s desperate for it.”

    “I know,” Chris said.

    “Then you know she doesn’t want your baby, right?”

    Taryn looked at her husband. She saw the pain and the arousal on his face. She saw the battle raging inside him.

    “I do,” Chris admitted.

    Jacob walked to the bed and Taryn spread her legs instinctively. Every cell in her body wanted Jacob inside her. She was beyond desperate for him. Taryn pawed at his crotch. She unzipped his pants and reached inside to pull out his big black cock.

    “Do you want me to breed your wife, cuckold?” Jacob asked as his strong hand moved down Taryn’s lingerie-clad body. He played with her breasts. He rubbed her taut stomach. He pressed his fingers against her cunt.

    “Yes, sir,” Chris replied. “I want you to…I want you to breed my wife.”

    “Breed me, Jacob,” Taryn said as she stroked his cock. “Give me your baby.”

    Jacob’s fingers moved back to her stomach and he rubbed it gently. “You really want a black baby growing inside here?” he asked.

    “Desperately,” Taryn answered.

    Jacob pulled his shirt off and unbuttoned his pants. They fell to the ground as he stepped closer to Taryn. She leaned forward and took his black cock into her mouth. She sucked him voraciously, like a starved woman enjoying her first meal in a week.

    Jacob’s hand moved to the back of her head as he groaned. He began to push his cock deeper into Taryn’s mouth and she worked not to gag on the thickness.

    “She’s mine until I breed her, cuckold,” Jacob said as he fucked Taryn’s face.

    “Yes, sir. I know,” Chris said.

    Jacob laughed. “Then you probably know she’ll be mine after I breed her too. She won’t be able to resist me once my baby is growing inside her. She’ll want me every day. She’ll need me. Expecting mamas can’t help it. They wanna fuck the daddy. I can promise you she won’t want to fuck your little white dick. She’ll probably never want your dick inside her again.”

    Taryn knew it was probably true. She had no way of knowing for sure, but it didn’t sound crazy to her. With hormones raging throughout her body she would almost certainly want the baby’s father to fuck her, especially since Jacob was the kind of alpha male an expecting mother likes to be with. She loved Chris, but he was a beta male through and through.

    “You know it’s true, don’t you?” Jacob asked Taryn as he pulled his big black cock from her mouth.

    She looked up at him and nodded.

    “You know it’s true too, don’t you cuck?” Jacob asked Chris.

    “I do, sir,” Chris said. His voice sounded pained. It turned Taryn on.

    “You wanna get fucked now?” Jacob asked.

    “More than anything,” Taryn said.

    Jacob pulled off her panties and moved between her legs. His body dwarfed Taryn’s petite frame. She felt small, safe, and completely under his control when he was on top of her like that. He could do anything he pleased with her and she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. Not that she would have. She was his to use as he desired. She was his fuck toy. She was his slut. She was his to breed. Her pussy had never been wetter.

    “Breed me,” Taryn whispered.

    Jacob kissed her and rubbed his cock over her pussy lips. It found the right spot and slid inside her. Taryn moaned into his mouth and sucked on Jacob’s tongue as he filled her.

    They didn’t make love. It wasn’t a slow and sensual breeding as Jacob worked his way to an orgasm that he would plant deep inside her womb.

    Jacob fucked her, just as he always had. He pounded Taryn’s pussy as she spread her legs and let her screams of pleasure fill the bedroom.

    “Fuck me, Jacob! Pound my little married pussy! Pound my cunt!” she screamed.

    “You want my black seed up inside you, slut? You want me to knock up your slutty pussy?” Jacob asked.

    Taryn couldn’t hold back. She had an orgasm as Jacob’s filthy words filled her brain. She came on his cock as she imagined him spraying her womb with his thick seed and getting her pregnant.

    Jacob stopped thrusting as Taryn’s orgasm spread from her loins. He looked over at Chris and laughed. “Look at your slut wife, cuckold. Look at her cumming all over my big black dick. It didn’t even take me a minute to make her cum harder than you ever have. Doesn’t that make you feel like a pathetic excuse for a man?”

    “Yes, sir,” Chris admitted.

    “More,” Taryn said from beneath Jacob. “I need more dick. I need you to keep fucking me.”

    “Your wife is a black cock slut, cuck. There’s no denying it. She’s a nasty little slut for my dick and she’s going to be carrying my baby soon enough,” Jacob said to Chris.

    Taryn started moving beneath Jacob. She moved her pussy back and forth, fucking herself on his cock. She was still desperate. She couldn’t settle for just one orgasm. She needed more.

    “You want my baby?” Jacob asked again.

    “I want your baby more than I’ve ever wanted anything,” Taryn answered.

    He pulled out and flipped onto his back. “Get on top and work my nut out of me, slut,” Jacob said.

    Taryn scrambled to straddle Jacob and she quickly dropped her pussy on his cock. Her moans filled the bedroom. Pleasure spread from her loins. Jacob laid on his back and let her do all the work, just like a good slut.

    “Why don’t you eat her ass, cuck. I want you to participate in your wife’s breeding,” Jacob said.

    Taryn smiled as she saw Chris scramble to climb into the bed behind her. She felt his tongue on her asshole moments later. Her cuckold husband moved with her, keeping his tongue between her cheeks as she bounced like a dirty little slut on the big black cock that had brought her the satisfaction she’d always craved.

    “Is he being a good cuckold?” Jacob asked.

    “He’s eating my ass like a good little bitch,” Taryn answered between moans. “Just like you told him to. He always listens.”

    Taryn rode her black bull harder. She felt Jacob’s cock throbbing in her pussy. She felt Chris’s tongue lapping at her asshole and pushing a little past her anal ring every now and then. He was really getting into it.

    “It’s coming,” Jacob said. “I’m gonna breed that married white pussy.”

    Taryn threw her head back and moaned. All it took was the mere mention of getting her pregnant to send a wave of arousal rushing through her body.

    “You want my baby, don’t you slut?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Taryn said. “Please, breed my white pussy. Give me your black baby.”

    Jacob held his hand against her stomach. He looked up into Taryn’s eyes. She smiled down at him. He groaned.

    “Here it comes,” he said.

    His eyes closed and his face contorted in pleasure. He grunted and groaned. He was flooding her womb with his seed. He was cumming inside her. He was giving her the first unprotected load she’d taken from him. Taryn desperately hoped he was getting her pregnant.

    Jacob pulled her down for a kiss and then held Taryn’s body against his as his cock continued to pulse inside her. Chris’s tongue never left her asshole.

    “First time’s the charm,” Jacob said.

    “I hope so,” Taryn whispered.

    “I know you do. We’re gonna fuck a whole bunch in the next few weeks just to make sure, though. I’m gonna knock up that white pussy. If you’re lucky, I’ll give you twins. You can have two little black babies to raise.”

    Taryn ground her cunt on Jacob’s softening cock. Her legs twitched.

    “Go ahead, slut. Have another orgasm. Cum again while you think about your belly swelling up with my baby growing inside you.”

    Taryn did just that. She couldn’t help it. She couldn’t stop it. She came on Jacob’s big black cock. She cried out as her legs twitched delightfully.

    She collapsed on top of Jacob again. “I can’t wait to have your baby,” she whispered.

    Jacob put his long, strong arms around her and Taryn disappeared into them. She never wanted to leave his grasp. She wanted to spend the rest of the night curled up with him, taking loads inside her whenever he could get hard. She wanted to ensure she was pregnant. She wanted it so badly. She wanted to spend the next nine months nurturing Jacob’s baby with her body and enjoying his cock as he satiated her wild, hormone-fueled desires.

    She couldn’t wait to make Chris the ultimate cuckold.

    The End

  
    Making His Fantasy Come True, Whether He Likes it or Not

    “Take your clothes off,” Ivy demanded.

    “With pleasure,” Ian replied. He stripped while eyeing the lengths of rope in his wife’s hand. He wasn’t sure what she had planned, but he was on board for trying something kinky.

    Ivy pointed to the sturdy wooden chair resting at the foot of the bed and said, “Sit.”

    She looked intensely sexy in a bra, panties, and stocking set and Ian couldn’t help but do as she desired. The promise of some sort of kink-fueled orgasm was too good to pass up.

    “Put your hands behind your back,” she said in a voice laced with just a hint of seduction.

    That was enough to get Ian to do as she desired. He put his hands behind his back and Ivy smiled as she moved behind him.

    “This is going to be more fun if you’re tied up,” she said while looping the rope around his wrists and securely tying it to the chair. She tied his ankles to the chair’s legs with remarkable swiftness, leaving him completely bound.

    Ian marveled at his wife’s skill with rope, but any questions of where she’d learned to tie someone to a chair washed away the moment she straddled him. Ivy moved her panty-clad pussy over his crotch and quickly brought his cock to life. They kissed as Ian’s dick reached a throbbing state. He couldn’t help but wish that he was free to touch his wife or to pull aside her panties and guide his cock into her pussy, but he suspected that was the point of the bondage.

    “I’m going to help you tonight,” Ivy said.

    “How?” he asked.

    “I’m going to make your fantasy come true,” she replied.

    Ian offered a confused look. “What fantasy?”

    “The one where you watch me fuck another guy,” Ivy said.

    “What? Ivy, no. I don’t want that. I told you it was just a fantasy. I don’t want you to fuck someone else. Not for real. I don’t want someone else to fuck my wife,” Ian explained.

    Ivy kissed his neck and ground her hips into his crotch and Ian struggled against the ropes. She’d tired him securely enough that escape wasn’t an option unless he was willing to try and destroy the chair.

    “It’s okay to be nervous about it,” Ivy said. “But I promise, I don’t think less of you for being into this. In fact, I think it’s hot. I think it’s really, really hot that you want to watch me fuck someone else. That’s why I’m doing this. It’s not just your fantasy anymore. It’s mine too.”

    “Ivy, please. Stop screwing around and untie me. I don’t want this. I’m telling you please don’t do this. I don’t want it,” Ian said as he continued to struggle against the skillfully tied rope bondage.

    Ivy smiled and reached back to unhook her bra, freeing her spectacular big breasts. Ian couldn’t help but stare, and when Ivy stood to offer her nipple he took it into his mouth. Arousal battled with a sense of panic inside him as he hoped that his wife was just teasing, that it was all a ploy to get him wildly aroused and satisfy some sort of bondage kink that she’d developed.

    “You’ve shared your fantasy too many times,” Ivy said. “You’ve had too many orgasms as I’ve talked to you about fucking other men. I don’t believe you when you say you don’t want it. I know you want it, sweetie. I know you want to see me fuck someone else right here in our bed. You can deny it, but I know you want it.”

    Ian had first shared his fantasy on a night when they’d put back two bottles of champagne in celebration of a promotion he’d earned. They were both feeling the effects of the expensive bubbly when Ivy changed into a lingerie set to reward him with some very good sex and asked if he had any fantasies. Ian was just far enough outside his right mind to share that he frequently fantasized about watching his wife have sex with someone else. Ivy was just far enough outside her right mind to play along with the fantasy and he’d experienced a rather splendid orgasm that night.

    “Ivy…please,” Ian said. “Whatever you have planned. I don’t want it. I don’t.”

    “Your cock says otherwise, sweetheart,” she replied before kissing him again.

    Ian couldn’t contain his desire. His wife was half naked, in his lap, and kissing him with vigor. Of course he was turned on.

    Ivy stood up and smiled. “I’ll be right back,” she said.

    “Ivy, don’t,” Ian called out after her. “Don’t! Ivy!”

    Ian listened to his wife walk down the hallway and wondered where she could possibly be going. Did she have some sort of toy she was going to bring in? Was it some kind of fun game where she was going to fuck a big dildo while he was tied to a chair? Was she going to play some kind of video and jerk him off while talking like it was her fucking someone else?

    Then he heard the front door open. He heard Ivy’s voice. He heard a distinctly male voice, though he couldn’t make out what they were saying. His wife was topless, though. Her bra was on the floor at Ian’s feet. She was topless and talking to another man.

    The front door closed and for a few seconds Ian heard nothing. Then the sound of footsteps approached. A second set of feet joined Ivy’s. Someone was with her. There was no question about it.

    They stopped short of the bedroom door and Ian what he was absolutely certain was kissing. His wife was kissing someone. She was kissing someone just outside the bedroom door.

    “You’re a good kisser,” she said.

    “You inspire me,” the mystery man replied.

    Ivy laughed and the sound of a belt being removed drifted into the bedroom. Ian struggled against the ropes but his wife’s unexpected bondage skill stifled him once again.

    “God,” Ivy said. “It’s even bigger than it looked in the picture.”

    The guy laughed.

    “I need to wrap my lips around this beautiful cock,” Ivy said.

    A deep moan drifted into the bedroom. “Fuck, Ivy, that’s incredible,” the guy said.

    “Ivy, damn it,” Ian said. “What the fuck are you doing? Stop it. Stop it, now.”

    The guy laughed and the sound of a blowjob drifted into the bedroom along with his laughter. “Your wife is a little busy right now, man,” the guy said.

    “Fuck you!” Ian called out. “Leave. Get out of my house. I don’t want this. I don’t.”

    “Is your cock still hard, sweetie?” Ivy asked from the hallway.

    Ian looked down, though he didn’t need to. He knew his dick was stiff. He wanted his erection to go away, but it seemed uninterested in doing so. Instead, it seemed keen on remaining a throbbing totem to the interest in cuckolding he kept trying to deny.

    “Can I take your lack of a response as a yes, sweetie?” Ivy asked.

    The sounds of a blowjob once again drifted into the bedroom. Ian once again thrashed against the bondage. He considered trying to fall backwards in the chair to break it, but he’d felt he’d be just as likely to break his hands as he would the chair.

    “Fuck, if you’re half as good in bed as you are at sucking cock this is going to be the best orgasm of my life,” the guy said.

    “I’m better,” Ivy replied. “My husband doesn’t seem to appreciate just how good I am and just how lucky he is to have me. Maybe he’ll appreciate me more after he watches me work an orgasm out of this beautiful cock of yours.”

    Ian looked towards the door and his wife appeared with a tall, handsome, naked man behind her. He was at least ten years younger than Ivy and he possessed the biggest cock Ian had ever seen, including those he’d witnessed in porn videos.

    “Ivy, what the fuck? Where did you find this fucking guy and why are you doing this?” Ian asked.

    “Holy shit, you weren’t kidding,” the young stranger said. “He’s definitely not getting out of that chair.” He laughed.

    “Ian, this is Alex. I met him on Tinder. I told him that I was looking for someone with a big, clean cock to fuck me in front of my husband. He was more than happy to offer up his services. Isn’t that nice of him?” Ivy said.

    “No, that’s not fucking nice,” Ian said. “This is fucked up. Now send him away and untie me. I don’t want this. I don’t want to be a cuckold. I just wanted to fantasize about it. That’s it.”

    “Your cock is still hard, sweetie, so I don’t believe you. Now I’m going to fuck Alex and you’re going to watch and I see no reason you can’t try and enjoy yourself. I’m not doing this to punish you, I promise. I’m doing this to show you that the real thing is so much better than a fantasy. Trust me, you’re going to love watching my pussy stretch out around this beautiful cock,” Ivy explained.

    “Ivy, no. Please, just don’t. I swear, I’ll do anything. I’ll take you on vacation. I’ll buy you a new car. I’ll…I don’t know, I’ll take you to Neiman Marcus. We can max out my credit cards. Just don’t fuck him. Don’t cuckold me,” Ian begged.

    Ivy smiled and said, “It’s too late, sweetie.”

    She turned to Alex, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and said, “Why don’t you get in the bed? I want to take this beautiful cock of yours for a ride.”

    “With pleasure,” Alex replied. He pulled back the bed sheets and laid his naked ass on Ian’s side.

    Ivy sauntered over with a smile on her face. She slowly lowered her panties as Ian watched her beautiful pussy come into view. Ivy ran her fingers over her lips and pushed two inside. Ian was close enough to hear how wet she was.

    “Your wife is wet for another man,” she said. “Just like in your fantasies.” Ivy pulled her fingers out and showed Ian the slick juices that coated them. “That’s for him. I’m wet for him. I’m wet because I want to feel that monster cock of his inside me. I want him to stretch me out while you watch. I want him to stretch my tight little married pussy so good that I can’t even feel your cock when he’s done with me.”

    Ian wished he could cover his ears. Ivy was repeating the same things she’d said to make him cum in the past. She was offering the same dirty talk she’d offered before, the same dirty talk that had led to countless orgasms on his part. It was working, too. He felt the arousal spread from between his legs. He felt it envelop his brain and leave him desperate to see her pussy stretched around the legitimately huge cock on the young man in their bed.

    “Please,” Ian said, but he could hear that the fight wasn’t in his voice. He could hear that his protest was perfunctory at best. Ivy seemed to hear it too.

    “Just enjoy this,” Ivy said.

    She turned and crawled into the bed as Ian stared at her ass and the beauty of her enflamed pussy lips. He saw his wife’s head drop into the young man’s lap. He heard Alex moan. Ivy was sucking cock again. This time she was doing it in their bed. She was sucking someone else’s cock in their bed and Ian couldn’t keep the arousal at bay. He tried closing his eyes but it didn’t matter. He could hear it. He could hear the sucking and Alex’s moans. It was almost as potent as watching it.

    “I need you inside me,” Ivy said.

    Ian opened his eyes and watched his wife straddle the young man. She rubbed his unprotected cock over her pussy lips – she’d mentioned she was specifically looking for a clean cock – and then sank down on it.

    “Fuck…oh…fuck,” Ivy said before unleashing a long, low moan as her pussy swallowed the cock.

    Ian’s cock throbbed as he stared. He felt the overwhelming sensations of cuckold angst and desire meld into one. His heart pounded. His legs tingled. His cock ached with desire. His balls were tight against his body and they yearned to release the seed stored inside them.

    “You like my cock?” Alex asked.

    Ivy slowly lifted her pussy off of it and Ian held his breath as he watched his wife’s labia cling to the other man’s shaft. He’d never seen anything like it and the sounds of pleasure coming from his wife made it seem like she’d never felt anything like it.

    “I looooove your cock,” she said. “I fucking love it.”

    Her pussy dropped down on it and Ivy kissed Alex. He grabbed her ass and she began to ride him slowly. In and out his cock went. In and out. In and out. She moaned into his mouth. He grabbed her ass and squeezed the soft flesh. Through it all Ian watched while tied to a chair in his bedroom. He watched his wife cuckold him. He wanted to keep protesting, but the time for that was over.

    He loved hearing his wife talk about fucking other people. He loved the fantasy. The reality was far more difficult. The reality had someone else’s hands on her. It had Ivy kissing someone else. It had her fucking someone bareback. It had her moaning like she was getting fucked by God himself. It had Ian tied to a chair and almost completely uninvolved as Ivy wasn’t even looking at him.

    Ivy sat up on Alex’s cock and looked over her shoulder. “Are you enjoying the show?” she asked.

    “No,” Ian answered.

    “Are you sure, sweetie?” she asked with a smile. “It seems like your cock is enjoying the show. It seems like it’s leaking all kinds of precum, in fact. It seems like it’s really, really enjoying the show. It seems like your cock wants me to ride Alex’s cock until I have a huge orgasm and get him to pump a massive load of cum inside me.”

    “Please don’t,” Ian said. “Please, Ivy, don’t. Just stop this. Please just stop it now.”

    “You’re not very convincing,” Ivy said.

    She turned back to Alex, pressed her hands into his chest, and began to move her pussy back and forth on his cock. Ian knew how good that felt. He knew how sexy Ivy looked when she ground her pussy into his crotch. He knew how absolutely perfect she looked when she was putting on a show and getting lost in her desire at the same time.

    “You’re so fucking sexy,” Alex said.

    “Thank you,” Ivy replied. “I hope that means you’ll come back and fuck me again after we’re done here.”

    “I’ll fuck you anytime you want my cock,” Alex replied.

    Ivy leaned forward and began to ride him again. Her pussy bounced up and down and Ian had a perfect view. He saw his wife working the other man with the perfect, slippery, warm folds of her flesh. He saw her bouncing hard and fast. He saw Alex’s cock throbbing. He saw the young man’s balls tighten up.

    “Alex…fuck…I’m close,” Ivy said. “You feel so fucking good. I’m going to cum so fucking hard on your cock. I’m going to cum so hard!”

    Ivy was lost in it now. She was on her way to an orgasm and there was nothing Ian could do. He was tied to a chair. There was no way out. Even if he screamed he couldn’t stop the other man from making his wife cum. He couldn’t stop Alex from cumming inside her. He couldn’t stop any of it.

    “Alex…oh my God…I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Ivy screamed.

    She rode him harder and he grabbed her ass and grunted. He pumped his cock up into her at a wild pace and Ivy moaned right through her climax. Then Alex stopped. He buried his cock inside her. He unleashed the kind of wild groans that almost always accompany a young man’s orgasm. Ian watched Alex’s balls jump as he injected his seed into Ivy’s pussy. He watched another man cum in his wife and he looked down to see a stream of precum dripping from his cock. He was hugely aroused and utterly humiliated that he’d remained rock hard and eager throughout watching his wife fuck someone else.

    “Thank you,” Ivy said.

    “My pleasure,” Alex replied.

    “Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to give my husband something I know he wants,” Ivy said.

    “Can I watch?” Alex asked.

    “Of course,” she replied.

    Ivy dismounted from Alex’s cock, backed out of the bed, and spun around. She put her hands on Ian’s shoulders and lowered her pussy until it hovered just above the plump head of his erect cock.

    “Please…don’t,” Ian said.

    Ivy smiled as if those were the magic words she’d been waiting to hear. She dropped her slippery, steamy, cum-filled pussy on his cock and kissed him.

    Every ounce of fight drained from Ian. He opened his mouth and welcomed his wife’s tongue as he groaned at the sheer pleasure of her slippery pussy swallowing his cock.

    “Do you want me to ride you?” she asked.

    Ian couldn’t quite muster the strength to speak as an internal battle raged. He was turned on. Immensely turned on, in fact. He wanted his wife to ride his cock. He wanted to cum inside her. He wanted to complete his cuckolding by being the second man to cum inside her. He knew that would mean more cuckolding, though. He knew it would mean going through the angst all over again. He knew it would mean permanently leaving the world of fantasy he’d gotten so comfortable in.

    Ivy leaned down and kissed his neck. She ran her fingers through his hair. She nibbled his ear lobe. She whispered, “You’re a cuckold now. It’s over. Isn’t it time that you enjoyed it? Isn’t it time that you let go and enjoyed the fact that another man came in your wife’s tight little pussy? Isn’t it time to enjoy that he was so fucking big that I can barely feel you inside me?”

    Ian groaned. Not only had his wife cuckolded him, but she’d done it with someone wielding a massive cock, just like he’d always fantasized about. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was time to let go and enjoy it. Maybe it was time for him to appreciate that he was married to an amazing woman who saw to it that his fantasy became reality.

    “Yes,” he said. “It’s time.”

    “That’s what I thought,” Ivy said. “Now relax and enjoy it. Let me milk your cock with my messy pussy. Let your wife’s cum-filled cunt make you cum.”

    Ivy pulled Ian’s head to her chest and began to ride his cock. He kissed the tops of her breasts and let himself go. He let his wife milk his cock with her messy pussy. He let the pleasure of finally being a cuckold wash over him. He let the joy of living out his fantasy come a reality.

    “Ivy…fuck…it feels so good,” he said.

    “That’s good, sweetie,” she said. “That’s so good. Enjoy it. Enjoy my messy pussy. Enjoy fucking me with another man’s cum inside me. Enjoy it like a good cuckold.”

    Ivy rode him faster. The sound of sloppy sex filled the bedroom. Ian couldn’t help but think of Alex’s cock filling his wife. He knew his cock wasn’t stretching her anywhere near as much as the other man’s had. He knew he wasn’t anywhere near as big.

    “I’m close,” Ian said.

    “I’m not,” Ivy replied. “I can’t even feel your cock. I’m too wet. He stretched me out too much. I can’t feel your cuckold cock inside me. I can’t feel it at all.”

    “Fuck…Ivy…I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Ian cried out.

    Ivy leaned back and rode Ian as he unloaded in her pussy. He saw the smile on her face. He saw how much she was enjoying her orgasm. He saw how much pleasure she took from making his fantasy come true.

    “Was that good?” she asked afterwards.

    “It was so much better than good,” Ian answered.

    Ivy leaned forward and kissed him softly. “Good. Now I’m going to go to the bathroom to get cleaned up a little. Then, I’m going to come back and Alex is going to fuck me again while you watch.”

    “What? But…well, can’t you just untie me? You can fuck him if you want. I swear. I won’t complain,” Ian said.

    “I believe you, and I know you don’t want to watch again. I don’t care. I want you to watch. I want you to watch as a little bit of a punishment for all those times you forgot to make me cum after I jerked you off while talking about your little fantasy. I’m tired of not getting what I want and I think you need to suffer a little to make up for your selfishness,” Ivy explained as she lifted her pussy from Ian’s cock.

    “I’m sorry,” Ian said. She wasn’t wrong. He’d never thought much of it, but he had been selfish. It was embarrassing to admit, but it was true.

    “I know and I don’t care,” Ivy said. “You’ll take your punishment like a good boy or this is the last time you enjoy a cuckold orgasm. I’ll keep fucking Alex, of course, but you won’t watch again and I won’t ever talk to you again about your fantasy while I make you feel good. Do you understand?”

    Ian nodded. It wasn’t like he had a choice.

    “Good boy,” she said.

    Ivy walked towards the bathroom as Ian looked at Alex. The young man had a throbbing erection ready to go.

    “Your wife is incredible,” Alex said. “Sucks for you, I guess, but she’s incredible.”

    “Yes, she is,” Ian said as he came to terms with the fact that he was about to go through a decidedly unpleasant experience. Watching his wife have sex with Alex while he was horny as hell was one thing. Watching it happen while every ounce of desire had emptied out of his body was something else entirely. He didn’t have a choice, though. Her bondage skill was quite impressive, after all.

  
    Making You Useful

    “You can whine all you want, sweetie. I know you want to fuck me. I know I said you’d get to fuck me. I even appreciate that you’re disappointed that your dick isn’t coming anywhere near my pussy,” she says while affixing the dildo to your face.

    “What I don’t understand is why you thought I would actually let your cock inside me. I’ve been clear about that. Your dick is worthless. It has no place in my pussy. You can’t make me cum with it so I have no interest in fucking you. It’s really that simple. You should feel lucky that you’re going to see my pussy in close up, that I’m giving you the pleasure of watching me ride a toy attached to your face.”

    You can’t say anything with the gag in your mouth, but you know she’s right. You don’t get to complain. Your dick doesn’t satisfy her and you happily submitted to being her cuckold.

    She slides the toy into her perfect pussy and you look up to see the long black dildo disappear inside her. You long for the chance to be inside her, to feel her pussy around your cock. You long for it and yet you know it won’t happen. You won’t get what you truly crave. Instead, you’ll be denied and you’ll have to find your pleasure in that.

    “At least you can still be useful in some way,” your wife says. “At least my small-dicked husband can still provide some pleasure.”

    You feel her juices dripping onto your face as she rides the toy. You feel a deep, unmet desire for her pussy. Your wife is getting fucked mere inches from you and you don’t get to experience any pleasure. You’re simply a vehicle for her to get off. She rides the toy. She rests her hands on your chest. She moans. She groans. She gets closer to her orgasm and you remain miles away from yours.

    “Do you want me to cum on your face?” she asks.

    You groan around the gag in your mouth. You want her to cum. You want your wife to have an orgasm. You want her to associate her pleasure with you, even if it’s not coming from your cock. It doesn’t matter. You just want your lovely wife to have an orgasm while she’s near you.

    She rides the toy slowly, teasing you. “I’m not going to let you cum,” she says. “I hope you know that. This is all the reward you get. You get to watch my pussy take this toy, but that’s it.”

    You know. Of course she’s not going to let you cum. That’s not your place. Instead, you’re going to watch her cum. You’re going to be denied. You’re going to be her cuckold.

  
    Marked by Her Bull

    It was a beautiful Sunday evening. You'd spent most of the day on a hike with your wife. You enjoyed nature and the view of the waterfall that marked the conclusion of the hike. You thoroughly enjoyed that your wife was inspired to pull you into the woods, lean up against a tree, and push you to your knees to worship her sweaty pussy for a little before you hiked back to the parking lot.

    You enjoyed the way she teased your caged cock on the drive back home. You enjoyed that halfway there she called her bull and told him she wanted to see him that night. You enjoyed that she let you shower with her once you got home, that she let you wash her lithe, fit body and worship her pussy from your knees once more. You enjoyed that she let you dress her in a lingerie set that she'd recently bought for her bull.

    You weren't permitted to get dressed. Instead, your wife brought out the chair. The sturdy wooden chair that has cuffs for your hands and legs installed on it. The chair that she puts at the foot of the bed so you can watch while bound, which removes any temptation to play with your locked up cock or those aching balls of yours.

    She put you in the chair and locked you into the cuffs. You tested them - as always - and found that they were just as sturdy as usual. Your wife then spun around and sat in your lap. She rubbed her panty-clad ass over your cock, offering up a lap dance while moaning. She made your dick ache in its cage and you instinctively pulled against the cuffs because you desperately wanted to touch her, to cup her breasts in their delicate lace bra, to run your fingers between her legs to play with her pussy.

    You were denied all of that, of course. Instead, your cock ached in its cage while your wife turned up the heat on your arousal before getting up, spinning around, and giving you a deep kiss as she caressed your balls.

    "I'll be back in a little bit," she said softly.

    With that, your wife sauntered out of the room in her lingerie, stockings, and heels. When she returned, her bull would be with her and you'd be cuffed to the chair and made to watch as another man fucked your wife.

    First, though, you listened. You listened as the doorbell rang. You listened as your wife welcomed him to your home. You heard the faint sounds of kissing. You heard her moan. You expected they'd come to the bedroom right away, but they didn't. For a few minutes you didn't hear much of anything. Then his moans floated down the hallway and into the bedroom. His moans and only his moans. You knew what that meant.

    Your wife was sucking her bull's cock. He was probably sitting on your couch with your beautiful wife on her knees in front of him. He was probably looking down at her and running his fingers through her hair while she sucked his cock in a slow, worshipful manner, which is how she tended to offer him oral pleasure. Your wife was sucking another man's cock and you were chastised and bound to a chair in your bedroom.

    Eventually, the moaning stopped. Not long after, the distinct sound of her heels on hardwood announced your wife and her bull's imminent arrival in the bedroom.

    He was naked and hard as they stepped inside. His cock was still slick with her saliva and on his face was a look of lust. He was a man on the verge of fucking a beautiful woman so of course he was brimming with desire.

    "Hey, cuck," he said.

    He'd seen you in the chair before. Numerous times, in fact. It always brought a smile to his face and this time was no different. You hated that smile. That smile that made it perfectly clear that he thought of himself as superior to you. Of course, you were the one cuffed to a chair and he was the one about to fuck your wife, so it was hard to argue with his assumption.

    "Don't be rude," your wife said in response to your refusal to greet her bull.

    You looked at him and said, "Hey."

    "Aww, don't pout," your wife replied. "In fact, you need to be polite or I'll put a blindfold on you and a ball gag in your mouth."

    You took a deep breath, looked at your wife's bull, and said, "It's good to see you again. And, as always, I wanted to thank you for giving my wife the kind of pleasure that I'm incapable of offering her."

    He stepped behind your wife, took one of her breasts in his hand and pushed his fingers into her panties, eliciting a moan as she leaned into him. "It's my pleasure, cuck," he replied with that same smile.

    Your wife crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back, giving you a view of her body in profile. She turned her head, smiled at you, and said, "I want you to enjoy watching him fuck me. I want you to enjoy every second of it. I want you to focus on my pleasure, and on his. That's why I locked you up. Now you don't have to think about your pleasure at all. You can sit there and be a good cuckold and focus absolutely all your attention on me and the man I've chosen to satisfy me."

    He crawled on top of her. He kissed his way up her body. Their lips met and she ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. She found his cock and their tongues mingled while she rubbed it over the head of her pussy. You watched it disappear inside her before he laid his body on top of hers. He grabbed her hands and slowly pushed them above her head. She smiled and kissed him, but he turned his lips away and smiled.

    "Tell me what you want," he said.

    "I want you to fuck me," she replied.

    He pulled out and slammed his cock back into her.

    "I want you to fuck me hard," your wife said.

    He pulled out and pounded her twice more.

    "Please," she pleaded.

    He pulled out and slowly filled her again.

    "Please, fuck me," your wife begged. "Fuck my pussy. Fuck my tight little married pussy. Fuck it like you own it."

    He smiled, kept her hands pinned to the bed with one hand and grabbed one of her breasts with the other. He squeezed hard and she winced before a lusty smile spread across her face. Their eyes met and a moment later he gave your wife the pounding she clearly craved.

    You'd seen it before, of course, but it never failed to impress you. As embarrassing as it was, it was so clear he fucked your wife in a vastly different manner than you ever had. He generated more power. He was far more comfortable taking control of the sex and subtly dominating her while giving her exactly what she needed. It probably helped that he was taller, a little better looking, and far stronger than you. Oh, and of course his big cock helped.

    "Stretch my pussy!" she cried out. "Stretch my tight little cunt!"

    She loves his thickness. She loves his length. She loves how he makes her feel like she's being stretched out every time he fucks her. She loves the fullness and depth he brings. She loves how his cock makes her feel. She loves that it makes her feel better than your cock does.

    As always, your wife's first orgasm arrived quickly. You felt intense arousal and a touch of anxiety as you watched her cum with his cock inside her. Your cock ached and leaked in its cage and your pulse raced. You wished you were free so you could at least play with your chastised dick, but that wasn't your choice to make.

    He pulled out and your wife pushed him into his back on your side of the bed. He rested his head against your pillow and you saw his stiff dick pointing skywards. Then your wife crawled between his legs and you saw her perfect ass and her slick, freshly-fucked pussy. You saw her head drop into his lap. You saw her take him in her mouth. You saw her suck her pussy juices off of his incredibly thick shaft.

    She crawled forward, straddled him, and took his cock inside her. She rode him slow at first, but as her moans got louder she moved faster. You watched from your chair. You watched her pussy lips cling to his cock. You watched him stretch her out. You saw how wet her pussy made his shaft. You watched all of it while your cock throbbed in its chastity cage and your body desperately wished it wasn't cuffed to the chair so you could crawl closer, so you could lick her ass while she rode him, so you could appreciate the sounds of her wet pussy being stretched.

    She had her second orgasm in just a few minutes on top. She threw her head back, grabbed her tits, and screamed in pleasure as her pussy pulsed around his fat dick.

    When she was finished, your wife lifted her pussy from his cock, got out of the bed, and walked towards you. She stopped a few feet in front of your chair, bent over, and rested her hands on your thighs.

    "Did you enjoy watching me cum on his cock?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    She ran her fingers up your thigh and grasped your caged dick as her bull got out of the bed and approached. "So you like watching a superior man satisfy me. Is that right?"

    You nodded. It wasn't pure enjoyment on your part. There was a hint of pain with it, the kind of pain that so many cuckolds deal with. That pain aided in your pleasure to a certain degree, though, a fact that your wife was well aware of.

    Her bull stepped behind your wife, put a hand on her lower back, and slipped his cock inside her. She moaned and then looked at you and smiled.

    "He's inside me," she said. "He's so deep inside me. Do you want him to fuck me from behind?"

    "Yes," you answered.

    "You want him to use my pussy for his pleasure?" she asked. "You want him to fuck your wife until his big cock is ready to explode?"

    "Yes, please," you said. You looked at him as your wife teased your balls and your locked cock. "Please, fuck my wife. Fuck her from behind. Fuck her while I stare into her eyes."

    "With pleasure, cuck," he said.

    He fucked your wife while you stared into her eyes. You watched her mouth open wide so she could moan. You saw her smile. You saw her bite her lower lip in that hugely seductive manner as he fucked her harder. You saw your wife take pleasure in getting pounded doggystyle by a strong, well-hung man who was using her pussy with great vigor in pursuit of his orgasm.

    "Do you want him to cum inside me?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," you replied.

    "Do you want me to let you clean his mess out of me, cuck?" she asked.

    "Yes, I do," you replied as your dick throbbed painfully in the chastity cage.

    He fucked her harder. You glanced at his face to see that it looked like he was getting close. Really close.

    "Too bad," your wife said. "Because he wants to mark you, cuck."

    "What?" you asked.

    Her bull grunted and pulled out. Your wife stood up and stepped to the side. He stepped closer and your wife wrapped her fingers around his thick, slippery cock and stroked him slowly.

    "What are you doing?" you asked.

    "My bull wants to mark you, cuck," she said. "He wants to cover you in his cum. He wants to show you that you're less of a man than he is. He wants to make a mess of my husband while I watch, and the idea turns me on."

    She teased the head of his cock and you imagined it erupting all over you. You were equal parts aroused and agitated by the idea, and you weren't particularly thrilled that your wife seemed to find it arousing, though it shouldn't have surprised you. After all, she'd taken to handcuffing you to a chair while you watched another man fuck her, so she was clearly the sort of hotwife that was aroused by her husband's humiliation.

    "Are you ready to mark my cute little cuck?" your wife asked. "Are you ready to shower his body in your cum? Are you ready to cover that pathetic little dick of his with your hot load?"

    "Fuck yes," her bull said with lust in his eyes.

    Your wife aimed his dick at yours. You stared in horror as the head turned a shade of purple and swelled up. You watched his balls tighten and leap in their sack. You heard him moan loudly.

    His cock erupted. A huge volley of cum leapt from the tip and landed across your caged cock and balls. The liquid felt hot as it touched your flesh and the sense of humiliation was instantaneous as your wife laughed in delight while her bull moaned in pleasure.

    She stroked him through the rest of his orgasm, luring more and more cum out of him. More shots landed on your cock and in your pubic hair. They hit your stomach and chest. A small part of one even landed on your chin, making your head snap back hard enough that you slammed it against the chair.

    When her bull was finished, your wife ran her finger over the tip of his dick to gather the last few drops of cum and then leaned in and rubbed it over your lips.

    "You look pathetic," she said with a smile. "I like it. You look exactly as you should. I think I'll have him mark you more often, cuck. After all, he's the superior man that satisfies your wife while you let me lock you up so you can watch like a little bitch."

    She dropped to her knees, took her bull's cock in her mouth, and sucked him for half a minute as he smiled. Then, your wife stood, took his hand, and led him out of the bedroom.

    "What about me?" you called out.

    "He's going to fuck me again," she said. "We'll be back in a little bit. Until then, try and stay comfortable, cuck."

    There was literally nothing you could do. You'd be covered in his cum and cuffed to that chair for as long as your wife desired it.

    You were humiliated, but you were turned on. There was no denying that, and some part of you hoped that he'd mark you again before the night was over.

    Even when it hurts, it's good to be a cuck.

  
    Married But Available - Part 1

    
      Eliza attends a wedding without her husband, who's away on business. Unlike most married women at the wedding, though, her husband has encouraged her to have fun of the naughty variety. In his words, she can be 'married but available' if she wants. The question is, does Eliza want to have that kind of fun?
    

    As Bruno Mars's voice filled the ballroom, Eliza approached the bar and caught the attention of the young bartender in tuxedo pants, suspenders, and a white button up shirt.

    "What can I get for you?" he asked.

    "The couple's cocktail."

    He nodded and walked away as Eliza turned towards the dance floor. She caught sight of the bride - her friend Margaret - and groom dancing to what seemed to be an excellent selection by the DJ, as the newly married couple was surrounded by an impressive number of guests, all of whom were smiling as they danced.

    "Here you are," the bartender said.

    Eliza turned to see a bright blue liquid in a glass. Margaret and her groom Dave had chosen a cocktail of their own design to be the official drink of their wedding and like most guests Eliza had happily ordered one as her first drink of the night. The color caught her off guard, though, given that it reminded her of Gatorade more than it did a cocktail.

    "Wow. That's quite a color."

    "Blue spirulina gives it that color," he replied. "It's perfectly natural, believe it or not."

    Eliza raised her glass and took a sip, albeit in a slightly fearful manner as her taste buds feared the worst. Thankfully, the drink was delicious. Pineapple seemed to be the lead flavor, though several fruits competed in the background, turning the sip she'd taken into a rather pleasant experience.

    "That's really good," she said.

    The bartender nodded.

    "Should I get one?" someone asked.

    Eliza turned to see one of the groomsmen standing next to her in his tuxedo. His short, wavy hair was perfectly styled and he flashed a smile so charming she couldn't help but return one of her own.

    "You can have a sip of mine if you'd like," she said.

    "Yeah?"

    Eliza handed him the glass and he took a small sip.

    "Wow. Okay, to be honest, I was expecting it to be horrifying. That's good, though."

    He handed the glass back and Eliza took another sip. "I know, right? Apparently the color is naturally derived, too, which surprised me."

    The groomsmen ordered the cocktail and turned back to Eliza. "I don't think we've been introduced. I'm Matt."

    They shook hands and she noted that he flashed yet another charming smile. "It's nice to meet you, Matt. How do you know Dave?"

    "College roommates. How do you know Margaret?"

    "We both got the same job after college. We were production assistants on a local news show."

    Eliza noticed Matt glance at her breasts - her dress put them on display in what she hoped was a tasteful manner - and she felt her pulse quicken for a few moments. His gaze shifted to her ring finger where he no doubt spotted the diamond engagement her now husband had given to her nearly seven years ago.

    "Do you like my dress?" she asked.

    Matt's eyebrows shot up and she tried not to smile at her successful attempt to surprise him. "You look better than any woman here, the bride included. In fact, you look so good that I couldn't help but wonder if you have beef with Margaret."

    "Really?"

    "Yeah. I suppose you'd look incredible in anything you wore, but that is a killer dress and sometimes a bride gets upset when her friends maybe kinda sorta upstage her on her big day."

    Eliza sipped the blue drink and looked out at the dance floor. "You're not entirely wrong. A few years ago I would have been a bridesmaid. We had a little bit of a falling out, though. We were both up for the same promotion. She was - in my opinion, at least - underhanded in her pursuit of that job. It all worked out as I got a producer position at a different station..."

    "But you're still a little bit pissed that your friend fucked you over?"

    She raised her glass. "That's a fine way of putting it, Matt, because that's exactly how I feel. I know I'm kind of a bitch for trying to outshine her a little bit with this dress, but I guess I'm way pettier than I thought I was."

    He laughed. "I can't say whether you're a bitch or not, but you're hot as hell, Eliza. So mission accomplished."

    Eliza felt a bit flushed and it took a few moments to register that it was Matt's rather obvious flirting - and perhaps the surprising strength of the drink - that had tilted her body towards arousal.

    "Do you want to dance?" he asked.

    Eliza glanced at her ring and thought of her husband. An unavoidable work trip had kept him from the wedding and he'd been quite clear that he wanted her to have fun. He had, in fact, gone a step further than that and shared with Eliza that he would find it enormously exciting if she hooked up with someone. In his words, he was okay with her being 'married but available' at the wedding. He'd left for his trip soon after and Eliza had spent a great deal of time thinking about his largely unexplained declaration.

    In the moment, though, all she was thinking about was how nice it would be to dance with the handsome man standing next to her, so Eliza downed her drink, set the empty glass on the bar top, and sauntered towards the dance floor.

    They danced in a flirtatious-yet-chaste manner, largely due to the fact that Eliza had very little interest in there being endless whispers about her marriage. She felt like a seductress, though, shooting flirty looks at Matt and getting close to him before pulling away the moment his hands touched the soft satin of her dress as it clung to her hips. She made sure to bend over a little and really flash her cleavage, to turn around and move in a manner that made the dress grip her ass in a way she knew would thrill him.

    After a handful of songs, Eliza found her thoughts drifting to being much closer to him, harkening back to the days when she and her friends would go out to night clubs in hope of finding a decent man to go home with. She felt alive, like her blood was pumping through her veins with renewed vigor. She felt very much like she wanted to kiss Matt, too, like she wanted to feel his hands on her body, like she wanted to feel his cock get hard and press against her stomach as a sign that she was still vibrant and beautiful despite the fact that she'd given herself over to married life.

    "I could use another one of those blue cocktails," she said after half a dozen songs, mostly because Eliza worried she might go too far with Matt if they stayed on the dance floor.

    He smiled and put his hand on her lower back as they walked towards the bar. His fingers were there for only a few moments, but Eliza felt an electric shock of pleasure move between her legs, deepening the wetness already gathered there.

    They ordered two more cocktails and the bartender delivered them with a smile. Eliza and Matt clinked their glasses together and she took a small sip before setting her drink on the bar and taking a deep breath.

    "Have you ever been with a married woman?" she asked as quietly as she could while still being heard.

    Matt couldn't quite hide his surprise, though he recovered quickly. "No."

    "But you were flirting with me, right?"

    He nodded.

    "And we're at a wedding, and most single guys at a wedding are hoping to get laid, at least as far as I know."

    "True."

    "So were you hoping to take me to bed tonight?"

    Eliza thought he might look away, but he held her gaze.

    "Yes."

    She couldn't hide her smile. "Did you think you had a chance?"

    "Not when I was walking over, but as soon as we started talking, yes, I thought I had a chance."

    "And why is that?"

    He looked into the blue liquid in his glass and smiled. "Because of the way you smiled at me when I flirted. Because you seemed to like it when I checked you out and when I told you that you looked hotter than the bride. Most married women would have cut it off right there even if they were flattered. You didn't, and you're here alone, so I figured there was a chance, and while I wouldn't normally sleep with a married woman, this feels different."

    He moved a little closer and Eliza caught a whiff of the same scent she'd detected while they danced. Aftershave or cologne, she guessed. Whatever it was, she found it intoxicating.

    "Before I left, my husband told me that he wouldn't mind it if I had some fun while I was here."

    "No shit. Really?" Matt asked.

    Eliza looked at his lips and wondered what they would feel like pressed against hers. He glanced at his hand and wondered what it would feel like against her ass. She wondered if he'd imagined those same things.

    "He didn't really go into detail. He just told me that I could be 'married but available' at the wedding and then left for his business trip. I'm pretty sure he's into the idea of me sleeping with someone else, though. In fact, I'm pretty sure that my husband would absolutely love it if I texted him to let him know that a handsome groomsman is going to take me up to his room to spend the rest of the night ravaging my body."

    Matt nearly choked on his drink before swallowing. Eliza still wasn't sure if he'd truly thought he had a chance with her, but he was definitely surprised by how forward she was being.

    "So we know what your husband would think about a handsome groomsman taking you to his room, but what would you think?" Matt asked.

    "I think I'd like to kiss you."

    He leaned closer and Eliza shook her head. "Not here, silly. Not in front of my friends."

    "Shit, sorry. I...I want you so badly."

    Her heart fluttered and her pussy tingled. "You can't have me yet, but I do want to kiss you, so I'm going to go to the bathroom. There's a little conference room across from the restrooms. Wait a few minutes and then meet me there."

    Eliza finished her drink and headed for the bathroom. She locked herself in a stall and pulled her phone from her purse with the intention of texting her husband. Her fingers hovered, ready to type out a message, but instead she slipped her phone back into her purse, emptied her bladder, and then exited the stall.

    Eliza's heart pounded as she looked at herself in the mirror and washed her hands. She looked good in the dress. Really fucking good. No wonder Matt had guessed that she was trying to outshine the bride. Her nipples were hard and poking through the bra and the dress, a fact that she chalked up to her intense arousal. She wondered if they'd been hard while she was dancing with Matt and smiled at the idea that he'd seen the rather obvious signs of her arousal.

    With a deep breath, Eliza left the bathroom, checked to make sure no one was in the hallway, and hurried into the conference room. The blinds were drawn and Matt sat against the table, though only for a moment. As soon as she shut the door he walked towards her. Eliza was in his arms a second later. His lips found hers. His hands moved to her lower back. Their tongues met. She moaned into his mouth and he did the same as his hands moved to her ass and gripped her soft flesh through the impossibly thin material of her dress.

    "Fuck," she said after the kiss. "That was incredible."

    "Yeah, wow, that was really hot."

    Eliza felt his cock pressing into her stomach. She was tempted to tease him a little. She was even tempted to get on her knees and suck him a little, but that was a form of madness driven by her arousal. Instead, she stepped back, glanced down to admire the size of the bulge, and then turned and walked towards the door.

    "I'll be yours tonight," she said. "You can take me to your room. You can ravage me as you desire. We can make each other cum all night long. You'll have to wait a little longer, though, as I can't be seen leaving the reception early. We won't be dancing again, either. I might even dance with other people just to make sure none of my friends know that I'm going to step out on my husband tonight. Will that work for you?"

    "Of course," he replied. "Any amount of waiting would be worth it, Eliza. You're stunningly beautiful and that was the hottest kiss I've ever experienced."

    She smiled. "I don't disagree, and you should know that I'm already quite wet for you, and if this was any other situation I'd let you have me right here and now. It's a wedding filled with my friends, though, so you'll have to wait. Oh, and please do wait in here until that lovely erection of yours has gone down a bit. I'll be seeing you."

    Eliza blew him a kiss and walked out with a bright smile on her face and a tingling between her legs that nearly drove her back into the conference room to surrender herself to him for a quick fuck on the table.

    Instead, she returned to the reception and spent the rest of the night dancing with her friends. She did indulge in a few dances with other guys, though none were as flirty as how she'd danced with Matt. It was fun to tease him, though, as she caught him looking her way countless times. Of course, two could play at that game and Matt brought another woman on the dance floor a few times, and since those women were single they could get a lot closer. Eliza seethed with unexpected jealousy each time she glanced his way and saw him dancing with someone else, but she was confident that he would take her to his room when the night was over, that she'd lured him into a state of such desire with the kiss that he would happily turn down another woman in favor of fucking Eliza, and that perhaps the allure of fucking a married woman would overwhelm any other offer he might get.

    The reception petered out around midnight. Eliza said her goodbyes and made her way into the hallway. She lived close enough to have gone home - or to have taken Matt to her home - but it struck her as far too weird to fuck someone else in the bed she shared with her husband.

    Instead, Eliza and Matt stepped into the elevator on the far side of the hotel - and away from the lobby - and rode it to his floor as he rested his hand on her ass and caressed it through her dress.

    "Did you have fun dancing with those other women?" she asked.

    "I did. I'm pretty sure I could have fucked any of them, too, as they seemed quite enamored with the handsome groomsman in the tuxedo."

    Eliza smiled. "And yet I'm in the elevator with you."

    "You've charmed me, Eliza, as I couldn't stop thinking about you even when I was dancing with those other women. I was really just trying to make you a little jealous, I suppose."

    "It worked," she said. "It worked exceptionally well, in fact."

    He kissed her neck. "Is that right?"

    "Yes, that's right, and if I'm being completely honest, there's a very good chance that I'm going to work even harder to make you feel good tonight. That's just how jealousy works sometimes."

    "Well then, I guess I made the right decision in dancing with those beautiful women."

    "Did it feel good to touch them?"

    He squeezed her ass. "It did, though not as good as it feels to touch you, Eliza."

    He turned towards her and gently pressed his crotch against her hip. She felt the stiffness of his cock and their lips met for a kiss as the elevator slowed. His tongue was in her mouth as the doors opened and Eliza hoped that no one was in the hallway.

    "Take me to your room," she said softly.

    They rushed out of the elevator and down the hallway. He fumbled with the keycard and waved it over the lock. The door opened and he ushered her inside before taking off his jacket and tossing it on the floor. They kissed while slowly making their way towards the bed. Eliza spun around and he unzipped her dress and pushed it from her shoulders. It fell to the floor and she stepped out of it, turned around, and backed away from Matt as his eyes wandered over her nearly naked body.

    "Holy shit, you're so hot," he said.

    Eliza smiled and reached back to unhook her strapless bra. She covered her breasts with one hand and dropped the bra with the other. She turned around and lowered her panties, leaving her in only a pair of heels. Matt approached and his hands found her waist. She pressed her ass into his crotch as he cupped her breasts and kissed her neck.

    "I don't know if I've ever been this turned on," Matt said.

    Eliza turned her head and lured his tongue into her mouth. His hand left her breast and moved between her legs. She moaned as his fingers entered her with ease, probing her wetness slowly and with remarkable skill, leaving her even more confident that it was going to be a deeply satisfying night.

    "I don't know if I've ever been this wet," she replied.

    "No?"

    She spun around in his grasp and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a muscular chest that her fingers soon danced over. Her lips followed and Eliza found herself sinking to her knees without thinking about. She loosened Matt's belt while looking up at him and smiled at the intense desire in his eyes.

    "It's been so long since I've been with someone other than my husband," she said. "I forgot how exciting it can be to fuck someone new."

    Eliza freed his thick cock and took him into her mouth. She stroked the shaft and cupped his balls, rolling them between her soft fingers while he moaned. Matt ran his fingers through her hair and rested a hand on the back of her head. He applied gentle pressure, something that would have bothered her if her husband had done it. Eliza was surprised at how much she enjoyed it, though, at how it made her moan, at how it made her want to take more of him in her mouth. She was equally surprised at how the entirety of her loins tingled with desire, at how giving Matt a blowjob somehow made her want him even more.

    "Please tell me you brought condoms," she said.

    "I did."

    Eliza smiled, stood, and crawled into the bed. She looked over her shoulder and shook her ass at him. "Do you want me, Matt?"

    "More than you can imagine."

    He stripped out of his pants and grabbed a condom as Eliza rolled onto her back and spread her legs. She masturbated and played with her tits while watching him dress his erection. Her pussy really was wetter than she could ever remember it being.

    Matt crawled on top of her, smiled, and showed her breasts the kind of attention they adored. Eliza arched her back, ran her fingers through his hair, and moaned. She felt the head of his cock move over her pussy lips and reached down to try and guide him inside her.

    He moved his hips forward and filled her slowly. Eliza found herself awash in a pleasure so pure she'd forgotten it was possible to feel that good.

    "Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good in me."

    Matt kissed her neck and bottomed out inside her. He straightened his arms to lift his chest off of her and Eliza ran her fingers over his triceps and shoulders before taking his head in her hands. She guided his lips to hers and they kissed deeply as Matt began to fuck her with long, slow thrusts.

    "Fuck me," she whispered. "Matt, fuck me."

    "You feel incredible, Eliza. Jesus, this is so fucking hot."

    She ran a hand down his back and grabbed his ass, urging him to fuck her deeper. She moaned as every thrust brought her a little closer to an orgasm that had started building when they'd kissed in the conference room. Their lips met. Their tongues entwined. Their bodies seemed to fit together in an utterly perfect manner, as if they'd always been destined to fuck at some point in their lives.

    "Oh, fuck, Matt, I'm close," she said. "Cum with me. Cum with me!"

    He fucked her harder. It felt better. So much better. An orgasm washed over her. An orgasm provided by a man other than her husband. A breathtaking, body-shaking, toe-curling orgasm that had her mumbling incoherently as the pleasure wiped her mind of any thoughts other than the overwhelming satisfaction coursing through her from head to toe.

    "Holy shit," Matt said as his body relaxed after the many pleasures of his climax, all of which happened while his cock was inside her, a fact that put a smile on Eliza's face. She wrapped her legs around him, too, ensuring that he wouldn't pull out until she was ready for him to do so.

    "That was really good, wasn't it?" she asked.

    "It was fucking incredible."

    She laughed. "Well, given how good that was, I think it's our responsibility to fuck as many times as we can tonight, to completely exhaust each other."

    "Agreed," Matt replied. "Maybe we'll get through that whole box of condoms."

    "We can only hope."

    She opened her legs and he pulled out and rolled onto his back. Eliza nestled her body next to his and smiled at the cum-filled condom still tightly wrapped around his dick. She liked that she'd made him cum, that she'd made his body convulse with pleasure, that she'd produced all the grunts and groans of erotic delight that he'd unleashed and she couldn't wait to do it again, and again, and again.

    Once he'd gone soft, Matt excused himself to dispose of the condom and Eliza pulled her phone from her purse.

    "I just got fucked," she texted her husband. "It was spectacular. I'll be getting fucked a bunch more times tonight and again tomorrow morning, if I had to guess. I'm putting my phone on silent and I don't plan on checking it until tomorrow so I can have my fun. I hope you meant what you said, though, because another man's cock is going to spend a lot of time inside me tonight."

    Eliza put her phone on silent, slipped it into her purse, and shoved her purse into the nightstand drawer. She'd get in touch with her husband tomorrow. She did hope he'd meant what he said, though, because her marriage was going to fall apart if he didn't. That was for tomorrow, though. Tonight was about Matt, about his beautiful cock, about her desire for him, about meeting that desire until her pussy was sore. Tonight was about pleasure and with any luck her husband would be out of his mind with desire by the time he saw her again.

    Tomorrow, Part 2 will be posted and will be all about the aftermath of Eliza embracing her husband's desire for her to be 'married but available.' Will he find it as hot as she hopes he will, or will it sow the seeds of marital destruction?

  
    Married But Available - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      Eliza's husband encouraged her to have fun at a friend's wedding and she did so by spending the night with another man. Now she's at home again. Her husband comes home from his work trip a day early. She greets him in the same dress she wore to the wedding and a night of pleasure begins with lots of dirty talk, teasing, kissing, foreplay, and eventually the reclamation sex her husband craves.
    

    ---

    Eliza didn't check her phone until the next morning, when she was greeted with dozens of missives from Jay, her husband of seven years. His communication ran the gamut from enthralled to annoyed to horny to insecure. He never verged into angry, though Eliza wondered if he'd felt anger and had simply beaten it back, given that he'd basically given her permission to fuck someone.

    That someone was Matt, one of the groomsmen who'd charmed her at the reception and had spent a good portion of the night satisfying her with his cock. Eliza had done her part to satisfy him, of course, as they worked their way through four condoms, each of which he filled with his cum as a result of fucking her. She managed to get a picture of all four used condoms in the trash, sending it to her husband as proof that she'd actually done as he'd suggested. She wasn't sure about the wisdom of the picture, but she wanted Jay to be absolutely certain that she was telling the truth, that she'd done as he desired, that she'd been 'married but available' and had succeeded in seducing a man.

    "I see you're feeling all sorts of things," she messaged after reading through all of his texts. "I, however, am feeling quite horny, which is amazing given how many orgasms I had last night. Matt isn't up yet, so I think I'll suck him awake and then ride his cock until we both cum. I think we'll shower together after that and then order breakfast to the room. If I'm still feeling horny after that, I'll fuck him again. Don't worry, I'll get pictures of the condoms. I know you liked that pic last night. Oh, when is your flight home?"

    "I moved it up. I'll be home tonight," Jay replied.

    "I look forward to seeing you. My phone is going back in my purse, now. I'm going to spend my morning being very available to Matt. I'll send you that picture when we're done having our fun."

    True to her word, Eliza turned her phone back on silent and slipped it into her purse. She then moved under the covers, took Matt's cock in her mouth, and sucked him until he was rock hard and wide awake. They fucked with her on top. They showered together. They ordered breakfast to the room. They ate it on the balcony. They relaxed. They chatted. She sucked his dick on the balcony. He fucked her again, taking his time for the second round of the morning and giving her multiple orgasms before filling yet another condom with his load.

    They parted ways after that, though Eliza took his number just in case they were ever in the same city again. Matt went to meet his friends for lunch and Eliza went home. She texted her husband a picture of the used condoms from that morning. She considered dropping her dress off at the cleaners but changed her mind in favor of wearing it when Jay got home. She thought he might enjoy seeing her in it, especially since she'd put it back on the night before so that Matt could fuck her in it. That was his request, of course, and one she was more than happy to grant given that he'd made her cum so hard the previous two times he'd had her.

    That night, Eliza was on the couch with a cocktail in her hand when Jay stepped through the door. A second cocktail waited on a coaster on the coffee table. The drinks weren't bright blue like the night before, but they were built from a foundation of fruit juice and rum to give them the flavor of the drinks she'd enjoyed while flirting with Matt.

    "Welcome home," she said.

    Jay stopped at the edge of the living room and released his grip on his suitcase. He stared at Eliza, who uncrossed her legs in a slow, dramatic fashion and then crossed them once more before smoothing out her dress, taking a sip of her drink, and gesturing to the glass on the table.

    "Join me."

    Her husband hesitated, but soon enough Jay was sitting next to her with a drink in his hand. He leaned over to kiss Eliza but she turned her head, denying him the opportunity to delve straight into physical play.

    "So hasty," she said with a smile. "Matt had to wait for hours before I let him have me."

    Jay was clearly frustrated, but he leaned back and sipped the cocktail.

    "Were you surprised?" she asked.

    He glanced at her breasts and she smiled, though Jay couldn't have known that she was smiling because she was thinking of how flattering she'd found Matt's gaze the night before.

    "That you actually...that you..."

    "Were you surprised that I let another man fuck me?"

    "Yes. I didn't...I just put the idea out there without really thinking about it and...and then you did it. I mean, yes, I was surprised. I was shocked, actually. And you...you cut me off. You sent a text and then disappeared. I didn't really sleep last night."

    She lifted a hand and gently caressed his face. "I slept like a baby. Having so many orgasms that you lose count will do that to a woman, though. I'm pretty sure Matt slept like a baby, too, though I bet a woman has never drained him as successfully as I did. I mean, can you remember the last time you fucked a woman four times in a night, Jay?"

    He shook his head.

    Eliza rested a hand on his knee. "My memory might be off, but I don't think you've ever fucked me four times in a night. Did it make you jealous that I let another man have me so many times?"

    "Yes. Wildly so."

    Eliza sipped her drink and Jay did the same. She held his gaze while swallowing the sweet, slightly boozy liquid and was quite delighted that she'd already started to feel the effects of it. It was her second drink, though - the first was smaller - so of course she was a bit buzzed.

    "I've never been picked up at a wedding," she said. "It was quite thrilling to have this gorgeous man come over and start flirting with me. It was thrilling to see him glance at my tits. It was thrilling to hear him tell me how beautiful I was. It was even more thrilling when he confessed that he wanted to fuck me."

    "I want to fuck you," Jay said.

    Her fingers moved up his thigh. "I know you do. My pussy is quite sore, though."

    He looked disappointed.

    "I've been fucked six times in less than 24 hours, and Matt's cock is quite impressive."

    Her fingers moved towards his crotch.

    "Is he...is he bigger?" Jay asked.

    She leaned in and kissed his neck. "He is, my love. Longer and thicker." Eliza delivered the last sentence while caressing her husband's cock through his slacks. He was hard and he moaned softly as she touched him. "Do you like that he was bigger, Jay?"

    "Yes."

    "How interesting."

    Eliza smiled at the unexpected pleasure of exploring what was quite obviously something more than a whimsical suggestion on her husband's part. Instead, it seemed that Jay had given voice - in an admittedly quick and perhaps even flippant manner - to a genuine fantasy. Eliza wasn't sure her husband had ever shared a true fantasy with her and she quite liked the idea of getting to explore it with him, to delve into the depths of it over time.

    "Did you feel jealous?" Eliza asked.

    "Yes. Immensely so. That's why I couldn't sleep. I wondered if I'd made a huge mistake, if I'd sent you into the arms of a man that would take you from me."

    "But you were turned on, too?"

    "Yes. Immensely so," he said with a laugh. "I know it sounds weird. I guess it is weird, and it was all pretty unexpected, if I'm being honest."

    She stroked him a little through his slacks. "How long have you fantasized about me fucking someone else?"

    "Years."

    Eliza couldn't hide her surprise, though after a few moments thought she concluded that it made perfect sense that Jay wouldn't have shared this desire with her.

    "Tell me, Jay, did you enjoy the picture of the used condoms?" she asked before brushing her lips against his neck and moaning.

    "More than you can imagine. I...I masturbated to it."

    "Mmm...I like that," Eliza whispered. "More than I would have thought, actually. I like thinking about you sitting in your hotel bed and stroking yourself as you stare at the four condoms another man used to fuck me. Four condoms filled with his cum. Four condoms that were deep in my pussy as I pleasured him while he pleasured me."

    "Eliza, fuck...please, I want you."

    "I know you do, Jay. Your cock is hard and already leaking precum. I know you want me. I like that you want me. You just can't have me yet."

    He turned and stared at her lips. He leaned closer to kiss her and Eliza smiled and backed away.

    "I had his cock in my mouth today," she said. "More than once, actually."

    Jay's gaze remained fixed on her lips and Eliza noted a hunger in his eyes.

    "I woke him up with a blowjob like I said I would, but I ended up blowing him in the shower, too. That was after stroking his cock as we kissed. I didn't think he'd get hard, but when he did I got on my knees and took him in my mouth." She smiled and leaned closer. Her lips found Jay's neck and she kissed him softly. "I didn't mention this in my text, but he came in my mouth in the shower, Jay. These lips you want to kiss, they made another man's cock cum."

    She leaned back and Jay turned his head and stared at her lips once more. "Did you swallow?"

    "Of course I did. You know I've never had a problem with that. I didn't even hesitate to swallow his cum. I looked up at him as he climaxed and kept staring as shot after shot of cum filled my mouth. When he was finished, I swallowed, opened my mouth for a moment to show him I'd done so, and then stood up. He surprised me by kissing me and doing so deeply. It made me like him even more, actually."

    "I want to kiss you," Jay said.

    "You want to kiss the lips that pleasured another man's cock today? That pleasured his cock multiple times?"

    "Yes."

    "Do you want me to use tongue? Do you want my tongue in your mouth, Jay?"

    "Yes, please?"

    "Even though my tongue pleasured another man's cock this morning? Even though my tongue was soaked in another man's cum before I swallowed for him?"

    Eliza was delighted when Jay put a hand on the back of her head and leaned in for a kiss, asserting his desire to show his affection. She'd enjoyed teasing him, but she liked the moment where he seized control, where his tongue invaded her mouth as his hand slipped into her dress and cupped one of her breasts, eliciting a moan into his mouth as his fingers found her nipple and rolled it gently.

    "Fuck, Eliza, I want you so badly."

    "That was a hell of a kiss, Jay."

    His hand moved to her knee and he pushed her thighs as far apart as her dress would allow. His fingers moved over her soft skin until they were pressed against her panties. Her wetness must have been obvious to him as his eyes went wide for a moment.

    "Do you want me too?"

    She bit her lower lip for a moment. "I think so."

    "You think so?"

    "Maybe I’m so wet because I want Matt again,” she teased. “He did fuck me to more orgasms than you've ever given me in a night and he fucked me to even more this morning. Maybe my pussy is wet because it still remembers him. Maybe it's wet because I want his big cock inside me instead of yours."

    Jay kissed her neck and pulled her panties aside. His fingers moved slowly over her labia - she really was sore and she felt it - and then moved inside her. The invasion felt good, though, thanks to the incredible wetness present in the folds of her pussy.

    Eliza turned her head and found her husband's lips. Her tongue made the first move and they engaged in an erotic dance, building on the intense desire traveling between them.

    When they came up for air, Eliza finished her cocktail and set the glass on the table. Jay did the same and the expectant look in his eyes made her quite certain he thought he was on the verge of getting laid.

    "Let's go to the bedroom."

    They walked hand-in-hand through the house and into their bedroom. Eliza gestured to her dress and Jay unzipped it and pushed it from her shoulders. She made no move to fully strip out of it and Jay took the hint and did it for her, falling to his knees behind her to get it all the way to the floor. Eliza stepped out of the dress and away from her husband, crawling into the bed and shaking her ass at him as she'd done for Matt the night before.

    "He saw me like this," she said. "His cock was hard just like yours. My pussy was wet. Wet for him. Wet for his big cock."

    Jay stripped and stroked himself as Eliza rolled onto her back. Her husband crawled into the bed and between her legs. He moved forward like he intended on slipping inside her, but Eliza put a hand on his head to stop him.

    "What's wrong?" he asked.

    "I told you that my pussy is sore," she said.

    Jay looked disappointed, which put a smile on her face.

    "You can help with that, though."

    He couldn't, really, but her pussy wasn't sore enough that she had to refrain from getting fucked. Eliza just wanted to have fun with her husband. She liked the sense of control she had, mostly because his desire was so potent that he'd seemingly do damn near anything to have her.

    "What can I do?"

    "You can soothe it," she said. "You can use your tongue to soothe the pussy that another man fucked so long and so hard and so many times. If you use your tongue on the pussy that Matt had his way with over and over and over again, I'll let you fuck me, Jay."

    He smiled. He dropped to his stomach between her legs. "Wow," he said. "You smell like sex."

    "I got fucked after we showered together. I didn't shower again. I thought you might like to smell the sex on me."

    Jay inhaled deeply and his eyes lit up with desire. "Fuck," was all he said before extending his tongue and pushing it inside her.

    "Be gentle," Eliza instructed. "Tend to my pussy. Not my clit. Just my pussy. Lick it. Suck on it. Taste it. Taste him. Taste the sex. Fuck..."

    She was caught off guard by the sudden burst of arousal coursing through her body. It was undeniable, though, that Eliza was turned on by the sight of her husband happily licking her pussy after Matt had fucked it so many times.

    "I'm thinking of him," she said. "I can't help it, Jay. You're licking the pussy that he fucked and I'm thinking of him. You're smelling the sex we had and I'm thinking of him."

    "What about him?"

    "How it felt when he slid into me the first time. How big he was. How gorgeous his body was. How much I enjoyed caressing his arms and back and grabbing his ass as he bottomed out inside me. How good it felt to tell him to fuck me. How hard he made me cum. How much I enjoyed fucking someone other than my husband."

    Jay moaned and looked up at her. "I need to fuck you, Eliza. Please. Please let me have you."

    The power was intoxicating. She could deny him. He'd be frustrated, but she could tell him no and jerk him off and he'd have a damn good orgasm. Eliza wasn't going to deny him, though. She was going to give Jay what he wanted. He deserved it, after all, as his offer had led to her having some of the best sex of her life as a 'married but available' woman.

    "You can have me."

    He crawled forward, kissing his way up her stomach and over her breasts. His lips found hers and their tongues entwined as Jay's cock entered Eliza's wet pussy.

    "How does it feel?" he asked.

    Eliza took a risk that she thought he'd appreciate. "Nowhere near as good as his cock felt."

    Jay looked as though he might orgasm. He didn't thrust, either, making Eliza quite confident in her guess that he was turned on by the fact that someone else had fucked her exceptionally well.

    "Fuck me, Jay. It's okay if it's quick. You can have me more than once tonight."

    Jay began to thrust and he quickly reached an impressive pace, signaling that he couldn't hold back, that he needed to expel the arousal that had built up in him since Eliza had texted that she'd fucked someone else.

    "That's it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me hard and cum in me."

    Jay groaned as Eliza ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    "Yes, Jay! It feels good...but he felt better. He fucked me better than you, baby. He fucked me so much better than you!"

    Jay's body clenched on top of hers for a few moments before his grunts and groans filled the bedroom. Eliza wrapped her arms and legs around her husband and held him close as a surprising sense of love washed over her. Jay had given her the gift of Matt - in his way - and she'd given him the gift of what seemed like a world class orgasm. It was a version of what happy couples did for each other and in that moment Eliza hoped that Jay would extend his invitation again at some point, for sex with Matt had opened her up to a whole new world of possibility.

    After a long orgasm, Jay pulled out and rolled onto his back with a giddy smile on his face.

    "That was amazing," he said. "Just amazing. You're amazing. That was...I don't think I've ever cum like that."

    She kissed him on the cheek. "You have no idea how happy it makes me to satisfy you like that, Jay, especially after the gift you gave me in encouraging me to be 'married but available.'"

    "You can be that all the time," he said.

    "Really?"

    Jay nodded. "Absolutely. This was insanely hot. I'd be crazy not to encourage you to keep having fun with guys like Matt. So, you know, as far as I'm concerned, you are 'married but available' from now on, assuming you're on board with that."

    She rolled over and cuddled next to him. "You have no idea just how on board with that I am."

    They'd find out soon enough of Jay was okay with his wife being truly available to other men, as Eliza had every intention of exploring her newfound freedom with great frequency.

    "I love you, Jay," she said.

    "I love you too, Eliza. Oh, and I intend on fucking you again tonight, just so you know."

    "I'm already looking forward to it."

    She kissed him slowly and deeply, running her fingers over his body and stroking his softening cock a little as he moaned.

    "I wonder if I can make you cum just as quickly the second time," she whispered. "Or if you can last long enough to get me off."

    "I think I can."

    "If you can't, you'll have to go down on me to get me off and it will probably be quite messy."

    He studied her face and smiled. "That seems fair."

    Eliza couldn't help but return his smile as it felt like a whole new world of sexual pleasure had just opened in front of her. Eliza resolved to be an eager explorer, going on adventures with her husband and other men and expanding their boundaries in pursuit of excitement and satisfaction unlike any she'd ever experienced.

    As it turned out, being 'married but available' was exactly what Eliza was always meant to be.

  
    Matching Panties

    "You don't have to look so nervous," your wife says with a smile as you step into the Victoria's Secret. "We're not doing anything wrong. It's just a little different, is all."

    She takes your hand and gives you a kiss on the cheek. Her lips feel warm and soft against your skin, but they do little to quell your nerves.

    "Come," she says, leading you into the store and towards the panty section.

    "Can I help you with anything?" an elegant, beautiful young employee asks.

    Your pulse races as you wonder if your wife is going to expose you.

    She smiles, squeezes your hand, and says, "No, thank you."

    The young employee returns your wife's smile, glances at you, and then walks away. You breathe a sigh of relief and your wife lets your hand go and picks up a pair of black lace bikini cut panties. She holds them against her body and looks down before turning her gaze to you.

    "What do you think of these?" she asks.

    "They're really sexy," you reply.

    "Do you think he'll like them?"

    You nod. She's referring to her bull, and based on what you know if him, you're quite certain a pair of black lace panties will be right up his alley.

    "I think so too," your wife says as she hands you the panties.

    You take them and run your fingers over the delicate material.

    "What are you waiting for?" she asks.

    You know what she's referring to. You're far too embarrassed to actually do it, though.

    "Hold them up," she says. "I want to see how they'll look on you."

    Up until now you've been able to tell yourself that your wife won't make you go through with it. She won't actually make you wear a pair of matching panties with her. She won't make you dress that way just because her bull requested it. You never really believed that was true, but you certainly clung tightly to the chance that it might become your reality.

    "Don't disappoint me," she adds.

    You hold the panties against your waist, just as your wife did. For every second they remain there, you worry that someone will see, that you'll be exposed as a man shopping for panties.

    Your wife steps back to look you up and down and then comes closer, leans in, and kisses you on the cheek. "Your little cock is going to look so good in these panties. I think we should get a few pairs to try on, though, as I think you might look even more adorable in pink or red."

    Despite your reluctance to wear panties of any kind - let alone a matching pair with your wife - you feel your cock stir to life. Blood courses to it and in just a few moments you're sporting half an erection as your wife walks away and plucks red, pink, and black panties from the shelf. She grabs two pairs of each - along with matching bras for her - and beckons for you to follow her to the fitting rooms.

    Your pulse races as you walk down the hallway and step into one of the rooms. Your wife shuts the door, sets the panties on the bench, and helps you out of your pants while offering soft, unquestionably seductive kisses against your neck.

    "I know you're nervous," she whispers. "And that's okay, because we both know this is exciting for you, too. We both know that you crave this sort of thing, that some part of you gets off on the idea of submitting to him, of embracing your place as a cuckold, of showing me and my bull that you recognize that you're an inferior man in the bedroom."

    Your dick is hard. It's embarrassing, but it's hard as a rock. It springs free as your wife lowers your underwear. You kick off your shoes and step out of your clothes as she takes you in her hand and strokes you slowly and silently. Her lips linger achingly close to yours, but she doesn't kiss you.

    "Tell me you want this," she says softly.

    She's right. She's wrong, too. You want it and you don't want it. Or, perhaps more accurately, you want it but you hate that you want it.

    "I want this," you reply.

    Your wife smiles and to your complete and utter surprise, she drops to her knees and takes you in her mouth. She swallows your small cock with ease and you very nearly unleash a moan that every single person in the store would have heard.

    For a few minutes, you enjoy a world class blowjob from your wife. She swallows your cock over and over while running her hands up and down the backs of your legs. She gets you fairly close to cumming before pulling back, planting a soft kiss on the tip of your cock, and standing up.

    She rewards you again, this time with a deep kiss. You taste your cock on her tongue. You taste the sweetness of your precum and your dick continues to throb with unexpected desire.

    "Undress me," she instructs.

    You strip your wife naked - as you've done so many times for her bull - and neatly fold her clothes and set them on the bench. She then turns and unbuttons your shirt, leaving you nude in the fitting room.

    She smiles sweetly and grabs the pink panties from the bench. You take them from your wife and watch as she puts her pair on along with a matching bra. She turns to look at herself in the mirror and smiles, no doubt because she recognizes that she looks exceptionally good.

    "Time to put your panties on," she says softly. "I want to get a picture for him. I want to show him that we're being good for him. I especially want to show him that you're being a good cuck for him."

    You're not being forced. There's a part of you that finds all of this exciting. That's not the only thing you feel, though. After all, it's intensely emasculating to put on a pair of panties and pose for a picture with your wife. It's even more emasculating for that picture to be sent to another man - to the man that's largely taken your place in the bedroom - for his approval.

    And yet, everything that both emasculates and humiliates you also arouses you. It's the duality of being a cuckold, and so you experience both of those feelings as you pull the panties up your legs. They fit snugly - especially given your erection - and you know you look thoroughly ridiculous.

    "You look so cute," your wife says. "He's right, you know. Your little dick was absolutely made for panties."

    Your dick throbs. Your balls tighten. She turns you on with just a few words and her boundless enthusiasm for doing as her bull desires.

    Your wife grabs her phone, puts her arm around you, and lines up a mirror selfie. She does you the kindness of ensuring that neither your face nor hers is in the picture and then taps her screen, forever immortalizing the image of you in a pair of pink panties.

    "Let's try on the other pairs, too," she says. "We can take pictures in all of them and he can pick which ones he likes the best on us."

    She's so excited about it, but that's the effect her bull has on her. She's still lost in the phase of the relationship where all she can think about is how good he makes her feel. It never takes more than a few moments for her to get wet when she thinks about him, and she thinks about him an awful lot.

    Despite the emasculation - or perhaps because of it - you try on all three pairs of panties and pose for a picture. Each time, your wife puts her arm around you, like she's the one that leads the relationship. It's even more emasculating, in no small part because it's true.

    She sends her bull all three pictures, sets her phone on the bench, and caresses your cock in the delicate red lace panties you're not wearing. She steps closer and her hands move over your waist and to your ass. She grabs two handfuls of your flesh through the lace and you can't help but experience a sense of pleasure as the soft material clings to your backside.

    She kisses you deeply and you moan into her mouth. You feel a desire to be inside her, to fuck her. You're immediately struck by the absurdity of that notion. Why would your wife want her panty-wearing husband to fuck her when she'll have her bull's big cock stretching out her pussy before the day is over?

    "I'm so wet," she whispers. "Would you like to taste my pussy?"

    You nod.

    Your wife sits on the bench, spreads her legs, and pulls her panties aside. You drop to your knees in the fitting room, crawl closer, and lean in. You plunge your tongue inside her and she reaches out and runs her fingers through her hair. She leans forward a little, smiles, and then sits back.

    "You really do look good in panties," she says. "Oh, and I didn't even notice how good your ass looks in the mirror. All covered in red lace. Your balls hugged so tight by those naughty underwear. Mmm, I can't believe how much this turns me on."

    Wearing panties doesn't turn you on. Her arousal does, though. The emasculation does. The humiliation does. Being put in your place as a cuckold does.

    Her phone dings. She picks it up and smiles. She taps out a message.

    "He says he likes the pink panties best. He says they look great on me and that a cuck's little dick looks best dressed up in a feminine color," she says. "He also said we should buy all three pairs, though. A cuck should have a nice panty collection, after all."

    It feels like you should say something, like you should put up a fight of some kind, even if you know it's pointless. You don't, though. You've already been emasculated, and your wife is well aware of your arousal. Instead of fighting, you surrender to it. You put your tongue back into her pussy. You go as deep as you can. You lick your way to her clit. You suck on her throbbing sex organ and she bites her lip and grabs a handful of your hair.

    "You're so good with your tongue," she says. "I wish I could let you make me cum. He wants my first orgasm of the day, though."

    You're disappointed, but it's his decision.

    "Don't worry, though. You'll get to use your tongue tonight. And those soft lips of yours," she says.

    You sit back on your knees and look up at your wife.

    "He wants you to suck his dick," she continues. "To fluff him like a good cuck should. Like a panty boy should."

    It's humiliating to even think about. It's about as emasculating as something could be. You should feel horrified. You should be aghast. You should be arguing vociferously against the idea of being made to suck cock.

    You're not, though. Instead, you're grappling with an unexpectedly intense wave of arousal washing over you. There's angst and a touch of disgust in there, too, but it pales in comparison to the desire you feel.

    Your wife extends her foot to tease your cock with her toes. She reaches between her legs and slips two fingers into her pussy while rubbing her clit. She bites her lower lip, lets out a soft moan, and asks, "Will you suck dick for me and my bull, cuck?"

    You nod. It's hugely embarrassing to do so, but you nod. Your wife moans louder and rubs her clit faster as you do. Her arousal fuels your own. You made her happy. You turned her on. That's all that really matters, even if you have to surrender your manhood to do so.

    "He knew you would," she says. "He told me you would after the last time he fucked me. He told me you'd be a good cocksucker for us. He told me that every cuck eventually ends up being a good cocksucker."

    You doubt that - there are certainly some cucks that wouldn't suck dick - but he was right about you.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy, leans closer, and pulls you in for another deep kiss. She caresses your face as her tongue dances with yours and you feel her affection and desire. You feel her love for you. You feel how much she appreciates your willingness to suck dick.

    "Let's buy these panties and go home," she says.

    You change back into your clothes. You head to the register. The girl ringing you up takes note of the matching panties in different sizes and gives you a knowing look and a sly smile. Your emasculation deepens, but by this point it's a source of almost pure arousal.

    You pay for the panties you and your wife will wear for her bull tonight. You take the bag. Your wife takes your hand and you walk out of the store sharing a sense of anticipation of the pleasures that will unfold in your bedroom tonight.

    ---

    "How do you feel?" your wife asks.

    "Nervous," you reply. "Really nervous."

    You and your wife are in the master bathroom. The door is shut. Her bull is waiting in your bed. You're naked except for the pair of pretty pink lace panties you and your wife just changed into. She's wearing the matching bra and of course she looks spectacular.

    "There's no need to be nervous," she says while taking your hand. "You're just being a good cuck. You're being the kind of cuck you were always meant to be. You're being the kind of cuck my bull and I both want you to be and I love you for that."

    "I love you too," you reply

    She steps closer. The delicate lace of her bra presses into your chest. You smell her perfume. She kisses you softly and some of your nerves wash away under a wave of arousal.

    "Don't be nervous. Don't be embarrassed. Just be a good cuck. Be a good cocksucker for my bull and me. Show us both that you understand and embrace your role," she says.

    You know your nervousness isn't likely to fade and you're okay with that. Nerves are a part of being a cuckold and they have been since the first time she fucked her bull. You're going to be good. You're going to do what your wife and her bull want.

    She takes your hand, smiles, and opens the bathroom door. She leads you into the bedroom and towards the bed where the two of you sleep, where her bull is waiting with a half hard cock and a smile on his face.

    Your wife stops a few feet short of the bed and puts her arm around you. Her bull's eyes wander over your bodies and his smile slowly grows as he does so.

    "What do you think?" she asks. "Do we look good?"

    "You do," he says with a nod. "You both look very good, in fact."

    Your wife reaches over and cups your cock and balls in the pink lace of your panties. "Yeah? You think my cuck looks good in his pretty new panties?"

    You feel an intense kind of humiliation as his eyes wander over your body. The differences between the two of you have never felt starker than they do in that moment. His cock wouldn't even fit in a pair of panties like the ones you're wearing. He's just too big. His cock is also going to end up in your mouth before the night is over and you're quite certain he's not the sort of man who'd ever suck someone's dick.

    "I think your cuck's cock was meant for panties," he says. "I think he likes them, too. He might not be willing to admit it, but I think the cuck likes that the panties make it impossible to do anything other than accept his place."

    He's right about that. It's impossible to lay claim to any sort of husbandly rights when you're dressed in pink panties that match the ones your wife is wearing.

    "What about my cuck's mouth?" your wife asks playfully. "Is that meant for something?"

    He smiles and takes his cock in his hand. He strokes it slowly as you stare at it. It gets bigger. The head gets plumper. The veins seem to stand out more.

    "Your cuck's mouth is meant for giving pleasure," he answers. "It's meant for serving. It's especially meant for serving the cock that satisfies his wife."

    She kisses your neck and strokes your dick through your panties. You get hard, though you'd really prefer if you didn't. You don't want it to seem like you're actually eager to suck dick.

    "Is he right?" she asks softly before her lips brush against your neck. "Is your mouth meant for serving the cock that satisfies me? Is your mouth meant to suck that dick of his to get it nice and hard for my pussy?"

    There's a part of you that wants to leave, that wants to deny that there's any shred of truth to the idea she just whispered into your ear. There's also a part of you that loves the idea of your mouth being meant to serve the cock that satisfies your wife. It's the same part of you that actually gets turned on at the idea of being emasculated and made to wear panties by her bull.

    "Yes, my mouth is meant to serve...to serve his cock...to serve your pussy after he fucks you...to serve both of you," you answer as your dick throbs in your panties.

    "Mmm, I love you," your wife whispers. "You make me so wet, cuck. So fucking wet. Now go suck that dick of his. Fluff him for me. Be a good cuck."

    You approach the foot of the bed slowly. He releases his cock, spreads his arms, and rests them on the pillows on either side of him while a smile spreads across his face.

    You crawl into the bed and he spreads his legs a little wider. You move between them. Your wife rushes to the other side of the bed and crawls in and cuddles up next to her bull. They share a quick kiss - that you watch every second of - before both turn their attention to you.

    You're on your hands and knees between his legs. You're staring down at his cock. You've never been so close to it. It looks so big. Intimidatingly large, in fact.

    "Suck it for me, cuck," your wife says as she runs her hands over his muscular chest. "Suck the cock that satisfies me. Suck that cock that makes up for your sexual shortcomings. Suck it and show us both that you know your place."

    She knows how to turn you on, how to trigger the part of you that loves being a cuckold. You take his cock in your hand as your own throbs in your panties. You've never been so emasculated and humiliated and there's a chance you've never been so turned on.

    You stroke his cock and your wife moans. You look up to see genuine excitement and lust in her eyes. She wants you to do this. She wants you to pleasure him, to fluff him, to show them both that you know your place.

    You lean down. You open your mouth. You wrap your lips around his cock. You have another man's dick in your mouth. You close your eyes and let the reality wash over you. You're sucking cock. You're a cocksucker. You're a panty wearing cocksucker.

    "That's it," your wife says softly. "Suck his dick for me. Be a good cocksucker for me, for him, for both of us. Suck that dick, cuck."

    You suck his dick. You do what you've seen your wife do. You use your mouth and hand. You stroke him. You suck him. You lick him. You kiss the head. You lose yourself in it. You cover him in your saliva. You push down as deep as you can and gag.

    He gets hard in your mouth. You serve your purpose. You serve his cock. You're a cocksucker. A cuckold cocksucker.

    You hear your wife moan. You look up to see him fingering her pussy while she watches you suck dick. You hear how wet she is. Your cocksucking is serving her, too. It's turning her on, so when he's ready he'll slide into her with ease.

    "It's so fucking hot watching you suck dick for me, cuck," she says.

    It's hot for you too. That's humiliating, but it's hot for you. Your cock is so fucking hard in your panties. It's hard and you have a dick in your mouth. It's humiliating, but it's so fucking hot.

    "You're going to be doing this lots more in the future," she says. "You're a cocksucker now and it's so fucking hot for me to watch. You're going to be doing it a lot more, so I hope you're ready."

    You are. She's right. You're a cocksucker. A cuckold cocksucker. A pantied cuckold cocksucker. And there's nothing wrong with that.

  
    May the Best Man Win

    Shawn knew that most girls would have celebrated their 22nd birthday with a gaggle of female friends. They’d have gone bar and club hopping, danced with a bunch of guys, and possibly hooked up before the end of the night. Ella was not like most girls.

    She didn’t really have female friends. Instead, she had Shawn and Jared. The three of them had been inseparable since they’d met their first year of college. Despite their recent graduation, they were still close and spent most weekends together.

    When they first met, Shawn had a crush on Ella. She was super cute and always dressed in sweaters, which he loved. They flirted a little, but nothing ever came of it, and before he knew it Jared came along and they formed a tight trio that seemed to always ensure that Ella wouldn’t hook up with either of them.

    That didn’t stop Shawn from lusting after her, though. He hid his attraction to Ella, but he couldn’t make it go away. Sometimes he fantasized about her. She would creep into his head as he was masturbating and before he knew it the two of them were having fictional sex as he pulled on his cock and spewed his seed.

    When he thought it was safe, Shawn would stare. He’d soak in Ella’s beauty in the feminine, soft, fuzzy sweaters she loved to wear. He would stare at her slender, smooth legs and dream of being between them. He would wonder what it was like to kiss her soft lips. As it turned out, he wasn’t being as sly as he thought.

    “I think it’s time to talk about it,” Ella said as they all fell onto her couch towards the end of the evening. Her birthday celebration was almost over and they were all a little drunk.

    “Talk about what?” Jared asked.

    “Guys, I’m not stupid, okay,” she continued. “I see things. I’m observant.”

    “Ella, what are you talking about?” Shawn asked.

    Ella was seated between her two best friends and she grabbed each of them by the knee and said, “I’m talking about the fact that you both clearly want to fuck me.”

    Denials were quickly issued by both Shawn and Jared. They weren’t particularly believable.

    Ella laughed as she stood up and turned around. She’d worn a skintight, one sleeve top and a short skirt for their evening out and she looked breathtaking. Her hair was styled in a far sexier manner than usual and her legs looked better than usual thanks to the three inches heels she’d worn.

    “Guys, seriously, you’re terrible liars. That’s okay, though. This kind of thing was bound to happen,” Ella explained as she swayed and slurred every fourth word.

    Jared looked over at Shawn and shrugged his shoulders, as if to say that he clearly understood that Ella was being crazy.

    Shawn knew she was right. He’d fantasized about fucking her countless times. He suspected Jared had done the same. He’d seen his friend staring. Somehow they’d managed to keep things from turning competitive and unpleasant, but Shawn had no illusions about the fact that both he and his friend wanted to be with Ella.

    She leaned forward and pointed at them both. “I see the way you look at me. Both of you. I’m not blind. You seem to think I am, but I’m not.”

    Jared leaned forward and tried to calm her down. “Ella, you’re wrong. You’re a beautiful girl so Shawn and I have probably stared from time to time, but we’re not trying to fuck you. I promise, we’re really not.”

    Ella ignored him. “It’s okay that you both want me. It really is. The truth is, I’ve thought about it. In fact, I’ve thought about it enough that I’ve come up with a plan.”

    Shawn tried not to look too excited, but he was open to any plan that involved him getting to sleep with Ella.

    “A plan?” he asked.

    Ella looked at him and then back to Shawn and smiled. “Look at you two. Look at how excited you are. You’re both such terrible liars. Of course you want to fuck me, and now that you think there’s a chance it might happen you’re almost literally falling out of your seats.”

    Shawn felt a little embarrassed as he sat back again.

    “Well, I have some good news,” Ella continued. “You’re both going to fuck me.”

    Shawn looked over at Jared and then back to Ella.

    “I’m sorry?” Jared said.

    “That’s right. You’re both going to fuck me tonight. We’re going to have a little competition.”

    Shawn tried to calm the excitement he was feeling. Even if it was coming about in a decidedly strange way, he couldn’t help but get turned on. He’d dreamed of being with Ella for so long that he felt willing to go along with almost anything to make it happen.

    “Competition, Ella? Are you crazy?” Jared asked.

    “No, Jared. I’m horny and it’s my birthday so I’m going to get fucked. If you guys aren’t willing I could always call someone else.”

    Shawn looked over at his friend and then back to Ella before asking, “What kind of competition did you have in mind?”

    Ella smiled like she knew that was where they’d end up all along. “It’s simple, really. You both get to fuck me. Whoever’s better gets to take me all the way to orgasm and finish inside me.”

    Shawn had to fight against groaning. All he could think about was how wondrous it would feel to cum inside Ella. He thought about how wet and warm her pussy would feel and how intensely arousing it would be to be naked with her.

    “Umm, I don’t…I don’t know,” Shawn said. “Doesn’t this seem insane? I mean, isn’t this how friendships like ours come to an end?”

    There was honesty behind his question. He knew their trio was unlikely in the first place and the fact that it had lasted for four years was impressive enough. He wanted it to last longer, though. He also wanted to fuck Ella.

    “Let’s do it,” Jared said.

    “What?” Shawn practically yelled as he looked over at his friend.

    “Fuck it, man. Let’s do it. She clearly wants this. It’s her birthday. What’s the harm? Plus, c’mon, we both know we’ve thought about it. She’s beautiful. She’s sexy as hell. I mean, look at her. How could you not want to fuck her?”

    Shawn looked at Ella. She had a big smile on her face. She was getting her way, so of course she did.

    “You’re going to go first, Shawn,” she said while straddling him on the couch.

    Before he could say anything, Ella’s lips were on his and her tongue was in his mouth. Desire flooded his body and his hands moved to her ass. He pulled up her skirt and ran his fingers over the soft flesh he found. She moaned into his mouth.

    Shawn was all in. The lust that had been building for years was finally unleashed. It was as if Jared wasn’t even in the room. He didn’t care about anything other than being inside the friend that he’d lusted after for so long.

    “I need you to fuck me, Shawn,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Ella rolled onto her back, occupying the space Jared had evacuated when he moved away from the couch. She lifted up her skirt, pulled down her panties, and said, “Put your cock inside me, Shawn.”

    Shawn stood up and stripped out of his clothes as quickly as possible. He was still a little drunk and he stumbled a few times, but eventually his stiff cock was exposed and heading towards Ella’s pussy like a heat-seeking missile.

    She smiled, opened her legs, and welcomed him between them.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Shawn?” Ella asked as she reached between their legs and stroked his cock.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Have you wanted to fuck me for a long time?”

    “Yes,” he said before moaning as she rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    Ella seemed to take great delight in knowing that his lust was long-gestating.

    “Do you think you’re going to win the competition?” she asked.

    Shawn hadn’t thought about Jared since Ella had straddled him. He’d forgotten that he wasn’t going to get to cum inside her unless he won the competition. He didn’t really care. He just wanted to feel her pussy.

    “I don’t know,” he answered.

    “Let’s find out,” Ella replied as she took Shawn inside her.

    Her pussy was magnificent in every way. It was better than he’d imagined. It was tight and wet and felt intensely hot around his cock. He pushed inside her. He fucked Ella as she wrapped her legs around him and kissed his neck.

    “Fuck me, Shawn,” she said in a voice that was far lustier than he’d ever imagined in the many masturbation sessions that featured Ella as their centerpiece.

    Shawn did exactly as the beautiful girl beneath him desired. He fucked her. He fucked her hard and fast. He kissed her feverishly and basked in the bliss of finally being inside someone he’d lusted after for so long.

    “Okay, that’s good,” Ella said as she gently pushed on his chest. “It’s Jared’s turn now.”

    Shawn was crushed. He just wanted to cum inside her. He wanted to finish. He’d accepted the rules, though. They were having a competition and he had to play fair.

    “That was lovely. Thank you,” she said to Shawn as he pulled out and put his pants back on.

    He couldn’t help but feel like Ella didn’t seem totally thrilled with the sex they’d just had. Calling it “lovely” wasn’t quite what he was hoping for.

    Ella smiled as she looked over at Jared. “It’s your turn,” she said.

    Jared stood and stripped as Ella’s eyes roamed over his body. He pulled his shirt off and revealed a chest and abs that were the result of his daily trips to the gym. He unzipped his pants and pulled them down, revealing a cock that was considerably larger than Shawn’s.

    Shawn looked at Ella. He saw the delight in her eyes. He was certain she licked her lips as she stared at the dick between his friend’s legs.

    “Come give me that cock,” she said.

    Shawn left his place on the couch and watched as Jared moved to the space he’d just occupied between Ella’s legs. He watched them kiss deeply and erotically. He watched the beautiful girl he’d just been fucking reach down and grasp Jared’s cock.

    Ella moaned as she guided the big dick inside her. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and wrapped her arms tightly around Jared as he filled her.

    “Fuck me, Jared. Please, fuck me,” she said.

    Jared gave Ella what she wanted, just as Shawn had done. His big cock slid in and out of her pussy. Shawn watched from an angle that gave him a decent view of the sex happening in front of him.

    Shawn found it difficult to contain his jealousy. He’d just experienced Ella’s pussy. He knew how perfect it was and he already wanted more. Jared was inside her now, though, and there was no question he had a bigger dick that reached places Shawn couldn’t go.

    “He’s the winner,” Ella said a minute after Jared had entered her. “I’m sorry, Shawn, but he’s better. He gets to fuck me. He gets to make me cum. He gets to finish inside me.”

    Ella kissed Jared and wrapped her legs around him. She moaned for him as he fucked her harder.

    Shawn wasn’t sure what to do. Was he supposed to leave? Did they want him to stay to continue the birthday celebration afterwards? Did he want to leave?

    Despite his disappointment, Shawn’s cock hadn’t gone soft. It was still rock hard. It was still dripping precum. He didn’t want to leave. He wanted to stay and watch. It wasn’t nearly as fun as fucking Ella, but there was something arousing about it.

    “Your cock feels so good,” Ella said to Jared as she ran her fingers over his muscular back. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

    “Better than him?” Jared asked.

    Shawn leaned forward a little. He felt his heart pounding in his chest. Ella looked over at him and smiled.

    “Much better,” she said. 

    The smile returned to her face. She stared at Shawn. He couldn’t tell if she was taunting him or trying to thrill him.

    “You can play with yourself, Shawn,” she said. “Go ahead, take your cock out and stroke it while you watch.”

    Shawn watched as Jared continued to pump his big cock in and out of Ella’s pussy. He listened to them both moaning. He felt a kind of arousal he didn’t really understand. He’d been given permission, so he pulled out his cock.

    With his pants and underwear around his ankles, Shawn masturbated as he watched his friends have sex. His eyes moved over their bodies. He watched the cock slide in and out of Ella’s pussy. He watched her face contort in pleasure.

    Ella moaned louder. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms and legs around Jared. She held him tightly. Shawn watched her thighs tremble.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” she yelled out.

    Shawn felt his cock throb. He didn’t understand his desire and he didn’t care. He didn’t need to. He was turned on watching Ella and Jared fuck. That was all that mattered.

    Jared pulled out and Ella kissed him. “You’re incredible,” she said.

    Shawn wondered why they were stopping. Jared hadn’t cum yet. Ella had promised the winner would be able to finish inside her.

    He watched as she crawled to the end of the couch and shook her ass at Jared. She looked back and smiled at him. “Take me from behind,” she said. “Cum inside me.”

    Ella’s gaze turned towards Shawn as Jared slid into her from behind. “Are you enjoying the show, Shawn?” she asked.

    He nodded and stroked his cock.

    “Is it because you know your friend is better than you? Is it because you like watching his big cock slide into my pussy?” she asked.

    Shawn stared at her, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t know if he liked it because of the reasons she mentioned. He didn’t understand his desire at all.

    “Come here,” Ella said as she pointed to the floor in front of her.

    Shawn stood up and stepped out of his pants. He walked over and fell to his knees where Ella was pointing. She smiled and stared into his eyes.

    “You never stood a chance,” she said.

    Shawn couldn’t help but groan. It turned him on. He didn’t really even like that it did. He couldn’t help his desire, though.

    Ella smiled. “He’s not just a little better than you, Shawn. He’s much better. I don’t know a woman in the world that would choose you over him.”

    Shawn stroked his cock faster. He knew Ella was being cruel, but it turned him on. His dick throbbed as he masturbated.

    “Come here,” Ella said as she beckoned him closer with a finger.

    Shawn crawled towards her. Ella’s fingers found their way to the back of his head. She pulled him close for a soft kiss. She moaned into his mouth as Jared pumped her pussy from behind.

    “You’ve fantasized about fucking me for years, haven’t you?” she whispered.

    Shawn nodded slowly and said, “Yes.”

    Ella smiled. It was the kind of smile that made men fall in love.

    “Jared had the same fantasy,” she said. “For years he dreamed of fucking me. He masturbated to the idea of filling me with his big cock. He spilled countless loads thinking about it.”

    Shawn had done the same. He understood his friend’s desire. He felt a little sad that he wasn’t the one fucking her, that Jared had claimed victory in that particular contest.

    “What Jared didn’t know is that I was having the same fantasy,” Ella said.

    Shawn gave her a confused look.

    “I’d heard about him from a few friends. I’d heard how good he was. I’d heard how big he was,” she explained. “I wanted him, Shawn. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to make me cum.”

    Shawn stroked his cock faster. He let the desire surge through him. He let the lust overwhelm him.

    “I didn’t want you. I never fantasized about you.”

    Her cruelty was so casual, and yet it thrilled him. Ella moaned as Jared smacked her ass and fucked her harder. Shawn looked up and saw his friend smiling at him. He saw the look of confidence and joy on Jared’s face.

    “Then I let him fuck me,” Ella said.

    Shawn gave her a confused look. Was she saying that this wasn’t the first time she and Jared had fucked?

    “It was a month ago. It was right on this couch. I made the first move. I needed him. I needed to feel his cock inside me, Shawn. I let him fuck me. I spread my legs for him. I let him take me. I let him cum inside me after he’d given me the best orgasm of my life.”

    Ella smiled as Shawn stroked his cock furiously. They’d been fucking for a month. The news felt enormous and yet he didn’t stop masturbating for a second.

    “I knew you were going to lose, Shawn. I knew you didn’t stand a chance,” she said. “I am going to let you cum, though. You just can’t cum inside me. Only Jared gets to do that. Only the guy with a nice big cock gets to let his load loose in my pussy.”

    Jared groaned.

    “He’s getting close, Shawn. I know that groan. I can feel his cock throbbing in my pussy. I know what it feels like when he’s about to cum inside me. He’s done it so many times already. We can’t get enough of each other. We fuck all the time. You just don’t know it.”

    It was Shawn’s turn to groan.

    “Cum on the floor when he cums inside me, Shawn. Do it. Stroke your dick and spill your load all over the floor. That’s what you deserve. He gets my pussy and you get to make a mess on my floor that you’ll have to clean up afterwards.”

    Jared spanked Ella’s ass and fucked her harder and faster. He grunted and groaned. Then he pushed his cock inside her and held it there.

    “He’s cumming inside me, Shawn. He’s filling me pussy. He’s doing what you wanted to do. Accept your place and cum on the floor. Make a mess,” Ella said as she caressed his face.

    Shawn was too turned on to stop. He stroked his cock and ejaculated all over the floor, narrowly missing the couch in the process. He bent over and groaned in pleasure as his seed spilled onto the hardwood while Ella giggled quietly.

    “Now clean it up,” she said.

    Shawn looked up and saw Ella and Jared cuddled up on the couch. They looked like a happy couple. He grabbed a couple of tissues from the box on the coffee table and wiped his cum off the floor. He headed to the kitchen to toss the cum-soaked tissues in the trash.

    “Thank you for a wonderful birthday, boys,” Ella said as she snuggled up next to Jared while Shawn stood to the side of the couch as his cock softened.

    “Our pleasure,” Jared said.

    Shawn wasn’t sure what to do, so he got dressed and prepared to leave.

    “We should do this again,” Ella said as Shawn pulled up his pants.

    “Absolutely,” Jared agreed.

    Shawn looked at them both and judged that they were serious. They wanted to have this strange threesome again.

    “Yeah,” he said. “That would be fun.” He couldn’t believe the words came from his lips.

    “Tomorrow?” Ella suggested.

    “That would be great,” Shawn replied. He could already feel the same strange, incomprehensible sense of arousal building. “I’ll see you then.”

  
    Missing Her Bull

    Hey You,

    I know I’m not supposed to be thinking of you, but I can’t help it. I’m on vacation with my husband and I should be focusing on him, but I can’t help it. You keep popping into my head. You show up in my dreams. My daydreams, too.

    I think we both knew this was going to happen. I think my husband knew too. Of course, he doesn’t seem to mind. He’s a cuckold, after all.

    If I’m being totally honest, I knew this would happen. I made it happen. I packed the little lingerie set you bought for me. Do you remember it? I’m sure you do, but just in case the image of me in it has slipped your mind, I had my hubby take a few pictures.

    
      
    

    You remember it now, don’t you? I remember modeling it for you in the store. I remember the way you looked when I came out of the changing room in it. You didn’t have to say anything. I knew right then and there that it was the right one. I didn’t even bother trying on the other stuff. I just wanted to get back to your place so you could fuck me in it.

    The sex was so good. Do you remember that? You wouldn’t even let me go down on you, and you know how much I love sucking your cock. You had no interest, though. You just wanted to fuck me. I put on that lingerie, you picked me up, dropped me in your bed, and climbed on top of me.

    I can still feel the way you kissed me that day. It was incredible. It was so passionate, so lusty, so full of desire.

    You fucked me so hard in the lingerie. You pulled the panties aside and your cock slid in with ease. I was soaked, of course. I was soaked the moment I saw your reaction in the lingerie shop. I stayed that way on the drive home and by the time you drove your cock inside me I was way beyond ready to have you.

    Want another picture? I had my hubby take a few. Once I posed for the first one I got so turned on at the idea of you seeing them that I had to take a few more.

    
      
    

    You know what I’m thinking about right there? Your big cock. That’s why I pushed my hand in my panties right after hubby took the pic. I was wet, baby. I was so wet. I was wet thinking about you. I was supposed to be thinking about my husband and the wonderful vacation we’re having and I couldn’t stop thinking about you.

    Are you thinking about me? Are you thinking about my soft lips around your cock? Are you thinking about the way I give you head? Are you thinking about the way I stroke you and tell you to cum in my mouth? Are you thinking about the way I beg for it sometimes?

    That’s what I thought about as I played with my pussy. My cuckold hubby was sitting there watching as I masturbated while I thought about being on my knees for you. You know how it turns me on to suck your dick. You know it would turn me on to do it in the pretty lingerie you bought for me. Will you let me do that when I get back? Will you let me model this pretty lingerie for you and get on my knees to suck your dick? Will you let me suck a big load out of you?

    
      
    

    You know what I miss most, though? I’ll bet you know. Of course you know.

    It’s having your big cock inside me. Of course it is. You know what happens when you fuck me. You know how good it makes me feel. You’ve seen the look on my face when you slide your cock into me. You’ve heard the way I moan. You’ve definitely seen how hard I cum when you fuck me.

    Hubby fucked me last night. It’s vacation, after all. It wasn’t bad. It’s never actually been genuinely bad with him. It’s just…it wasn’t anywhere near as good as it is with you. It’s not his fault. Not really. He can’t help that he’s not as big as you and that he just can’t fuck me as well as you can. He can’t help that he doesn’t really know how to dominate a woman in just the right way, you know?

    After he came he had this look on his face. It was a mixture of absolute joy at having an orgasm – especially since I let him cum inside me – and this little bit of sadness at knowing that he didn’t make me cum. It felt good, but it didn’t get me off.

    That might be part of why I can’t stop thinking about you. Ever since you and I hooked up hubby’s cock doesn’t make me cum anymore. Yours does. I need yours. I have to have it. Hubby’s tongue is wonderful – he finished me with his tongue last night, actually – but it doesn’t compare with the way your long, thick, perfect cock feels inside me.

    
      
    

    These flowers were in the room. I just grabbed them. I thought they looked pretty good, though I’ll bet you’re looking at my body instead. I don’t blame you. If you sent me a picture of your naked body I wouldn’t look at anything other than your beautiful cock, I suppose.

    This is when I told hubby that I was thinking about you. He probably suspected – I did masturbate in front of him – but he didn’t know for sure until I told him right after he snapped this picture.

    “I’m sorry, sweetie, but I can’t stop thinking about him,” I said. “I can’t stop thinking about the way he makes me feel. I can’t stop thinking about the way he fucks me, about how he fills me, about how he makes me cum so hard.”

    Hubby smiled at me. “It’s okay,” he said. “You should be thinking about him. You’re enthralled with him. You’re having the best orgasms of your life. It would be insane if you weren’t thinking about him.”

    “So you like that I’m thinking about him?” I asked as I spread my legs a little. “You like that I wish I could have him?”

    Hubby looked between my legs and then into my eyes. “I do,” he answered. “I like it a lot.”

    
      
    

    I spun around and he came closer to take another picture for you. He said my ass looked amazing in the panties.

    “He bought this lingerie for me, you know,” I said.

    Hubby reached out and ran his fingers over my ass and lower back. His touch felt good, but it made me think of you. It made me think of the way you put your hands on my waist and pull me close sometimes. It made me think of the way you kiss my neck and send chills of pleasure down my spine.

    “I know,” hubby answered. “I like that too.”

    “You like that another man bought lingerie for your wife?” I asked him.

    He nodded and kissed my neck. “I like it a lot.”

    “You like that he fucked me in this lingerie? That his cum leaked into these panties the night he fucked me?” I asked.

    Hubby nodded as I reached out and grabbed his hard cock through his pants. I massaged him a little and listened to him moan.

    
      
    

    This pic is my favorite. Hubby took it a few minutes after the last one. His cock was hard. He was full of cuckold lust.

    “I’m going to send these pics to him,” I said. “I’m going to tell him that I’ve been thinking about him since we got here. I’m going to tell him that I can’t stop thinking about him.”

    Hubby nodded as he put the camera aside.

    “Is it weird that I wish he was here too?” hubby asked.

    I smiled as I let myself imagine how fun it would be if you were here. Maybe we’d have gotten two rooms. Maybe I’d spend my nights with you and hubby would wake up alone. Maybe we’d have gotten rooms with an adjoining door so I could play with both of you.

    I do wish you were here, though. I wish I was wearing this lingerie for you. I wish you could fuck me in it and then I could curl up in your arms and fall asleep on the comfy hotel bed. I wish I could fall asleep with your cum leaking out of me and a sense of total sexual satisfaction coursing through my body.

    I can have that when I get home, though. I miss you, baby. I miss you so much. I’ll see you soon.

  
    My Bull Says - Part 1

    Click here to read the other entries in the series.

    
      
    

    “What is it?” Joel asked his wife.

    “What do you mean?” Jessica said.

    He smiled and took her hand in his. “Jessica, I know you well enough to know when you have something on your mind and you definitely have something on your mind today. You’re a little bit distracted. There’s clearly something going on that’s making it hard for you to be fully present. So why don’t you just talk to me about it.”

    Jessica scrunched up her face in the way she always did when Joel read her with ease. She took a deep breath, looked into his eyes, and said, “Would you say that our marriage is in a better place since Grant came into our lives?”

    “I would,” Joel said as he wondered what sort of point his wife could be working her way towards that would require that sort of introduction.

    “Would you say that our sex life is better?” she asked.

    “I would,” Joel answered. It felt like an odd thing to admit since he and Jessica had considerably less sex since she’d begun cuckolding him, but it was true. Their sex life was in a far better place since Grant and Jessica began seeing each other.

    “So would you say that Grant has been a positive addition to our lives and that his…well, guidance has made us both happier?” Jessica asked.

    “Jessica, honey, you know I believe that bringing Grant into our lives has been a good thing. It hasn’t been perfect and I’ve had some difficulties dealing with the realities of being a cuckold, but it’s been a good thing,” Joel said as he felt his patience wearing thin at his wife’s inability to get to the point. “You know that’s true, so would you mind just saying what you want to say?”

    “Sorry,” Jessica said. “I don’t know why this makes me nervous. It’s just that Grant said he believes he can make us both happier if we’re willing to let him have more…well, more control.”

    “Control?” Joel asked.

    “Yeah,” Jessica said. “You know he’s naturally dominant. I mean, of course you know. You’ve seen him with me. You know that’s what I love about being with him.”

    “Sure. I guess I’m just not sure what him having more control would mean,” Joel said.

    Jessica looked away for a moment, like she was gathering the courage to say what came next. “He wants to make you a better cuckold.”

    At first Joel was a little taken aback at the notion. Why would Grant think he wasn’t good enough as a cuckold? What did it even mean to be a good cuckold?

    “Don’t you want that?” Jessica asked. “Don’t you want to be a better cuckold?”

    “I guess so,” Joel said. “I’m not sure I really know what that means, to be honest.”

    Jessica looked at him and smiled. “That’s what Grant wants to teach you. He says you’re clearly a good husband but that you could be doing a lot more to be a good cuckold. He says with his guidance you’ll learn what it’s like to be a truly devoted cuckold that puts his wife’s pleasure above everything else. He says you’ll learn to embrace a cuckold’s place in his marriage and that you’ll find far greater pleasure than you ever expected in doing so.”

    Joel opened his mouth to protest the notion that he needed to learn to be a better cuckold, but his desire to do so washed away as his wife’s words sank in. His resistance was replaced with just a hint of desire, particularly at the notion of embracing a cuckold’s place. He wasn’t entirely sure what that could possibly be, but there was something about it that triggered the part of him that thoroughly enjoyed watching his wife have sex with her bull.

    “What…what would that involve?” Joel asked.

    Jessica smiled and a seductive look crossed her face as she leaned closer and rubbed his inner thigh. The insecurity she seemed to be feeling earlier disappeared completely as she kissed his neck and whispered, “You just have to do as you’re told.”

    Joel felt a powerful shiver of pleasure rush through his body as Jessica managed to arouse him with a few kisses, a gentle caress, and a single sentence.

    “You can do that, can’t you?” she asked softly.

    “I can,” Joel answered as he found himself completely caught up in his desire.

    Jessica rubbed his half-hard cock through his jeans and gently sucked on Joel’s neck as he closed his eyes and moaned at the sudden and intense sense of pleasure coursing through his body. Then, just as quickly as she’d leaned in, Jessica released him from her grasp and sat back. 

    “Grant would like you to start tonight,” Jessica said. “Can you do that?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Good. Then come with me.”

    Jessica took his hand and led Joel through the bedroom and into the roomy master bathroom they’d recently remodeled.

    “Get naked,” she said.

    Joel happily stripped as he watched his wife get naked. He let his eyes wander to her full, perky breasts and over the gentle curves of her hips before his gaze focused between her legs.

    Jessica reached out and lifted his chin to direct his eyes to meet hers. “You know I’m not yours tonight, right?” she asked.

    Joel nodded as his cock came back to life. He was a cuckold, after all. It had been his idea for his wife to sleep with another man. He loved the notion that her body wasn’t his to enjoy that night, that it belonged to the man she’d taken as her bull.

    “Grant says that a cuckold should prepare his wife to be fucked by a superior man,” Jessica said as she stepped back. “He says you should be the one to shave my pussy like he enjoys. He says you should be the one to dress me in the lingerie I’m going to wear for him. He says you should use your tongue to get me wet before he arrives to make sure I’m ready to take his cock.”

    Joel had enjoyed watching his wife prepare herself for Grant’s arrival a few times over the past few months, but mostly he just relaxed on the couch while she got ready. He’d usually think about the fun that would unfold when Grant arrived to fuck his wife, but he’d never actually participated in the process.

    “Grant says that helping his wife get ready for a superior man helps a cuckold understand and embrace his place. He says it helps for everything that comes after,” Jessica said.

    “Everything that comes after? What does that mean?” Joel asked.

    “Grant hasn’t told me, honey. He just told me that this was the first step, that if you wanted to be a good cuckold that you’d participate in helping me get ready for him. He said a good cuckold is always eager to help his wife prepare for her bull’s arrival. He said a good cuckold is eager to help his wife look good for the man that offers her sexual satisfaction,” Jessica explained.

    Joel looked down at his stiff cock. He felt the same kind of nervous desire he’d experienced the first few times Jessica cuckolded him. His heart was pounding because he knew he was taking a step into the unknown, just like he’d done when Grant first arrived at their home to fuck Jessica. He wasn’t sure what would come of giving his wife’s bull more control, and that was a big part of what made it so thrilling.

    “How can I help?” Joel asked.

    Jessica flashed a gleeful smile and said, “Grant likes my pussy smooth except for a small strip of hair above my clit. I’ve already showered, but I usually wait to shave until a few hours before he arrives so it’s perfectly smooth when he gets here. So the first thing you can do is shave me so my pussy looks flawless for my bull.”

    “Where’s your razor?” Joel asked.

    Jessica pointed to the drawer next to her and Joel felt a little rush of pleasure at the simple act of refusing to open it for him. He walked over, pulled out her razor and the can of shaving cream next to it and dropped to his knees on the bath mat.

    “I know it seems like such a small thing,” Jessica said as Joel filled his hand with shaving cream and spread it over the pubic hair he would be shaving away. “But Grant always has this hungry look on his face when he sees my pussy for the first time. I think he likes that I shave it exactly how he likes it. I like that look he makes. I like that he’s hungry for me when he sees my pussy. I like that his cock gets so hard for me, that he wants to fuck me as long and hard as I need him to.”

    Joel carefully moved the razor over his wife’s skin, removing the short hairs that had grown in since her last visit with Grant.

    “It’s been three months and I still get so excited for him,” Jessica said. “I dream about that look he has when he sees my pussy. I dream about how it feels when he first slides into me. I dream about the way he takes control of my body and uses me for his pleasure while making me cum harder than any man ever has.”

    Joel reached up to wash the hair and shaving cream from the razor before returning to the task at hand.

    “You dream of it too, don’t you?” Jessica asked.

    Joel looked up and nodded as the razor hovered an inch from her skin.

    Jessica smiled and added, “I know you do. I know you dream of it when you jerk off. You dream of him fucking me as you stroke yourself. You dream of him fucking me when you cum. I like that, you know. I like that you fantasize about me. Most men that have been married for ten years fantasize about anything but their wives. Not you, though.”

    Joel carefully ran the razor over her skin, removing her pubic hair while being careful to avoid her labia. He thought of the last time he’d masturbated. Jessica had stayed late at work a few days ago and he’d taken the opportunity to indulge in a bit of fantasy play. He had a few pictures of Jessica and Grant on his phone and he pulled them up and stroked his cock as he played out the thrill of watching his wife and her bull have sex. His orgasm had arrived quickly.

    “There. I think that’s all of it,” Joel said as he reached up for a wash cloth, ran some water over it, and wiped away the excess shaving cream. “What do you think?”

    Jessica bent over and studied his work before smiling and saying, “You did a wonderful job, honey. Grant is going to love it.” She bent over and kissed him softly. “How did it feel to prepare your wife’s pussy for a superior man?”

    Joel closed his eyes for a moment and savored the intense feelings his wife managed to conjure with just a few words. He couldn’t quite explain how he felt, but he liked the excitement and anxiety battling inside him.

    “It felt good,” he said. “It feels good.”

    “What felt good?” Jessica asked.

    Joel looked up at her with confusion before the smile on his wife’s face made it clear what she wanted him to say.

    “It felt good to prepare my wife’s pussy for a superior man,” he said as that same excitement and anxiety rushed through his body. Jessica had been clear that Grant was better than him in bed, but she’d never made him say it before. It was a decidedly different experience to admit it out loud.

    “Come,” Jessica said as she offered her hand. “Let’s pick out my lingerie.”

    Joel followed his wife into the walk-in closet and admired the vast array of skimpy, sexy, lacy items that had grown considerably since Grant had entered their lives.

    “Do you know why I wear lingerie for him?” Jessica asked as she reached up and caressed the soft fabric of a recently-purchased babydoll.

    “Because it makes you feel sexy?” Joel guessed.

    “That’s part of it, yes,” Jessica said. “I do feel sexy and confident in the right piece of lingerie. It’s more than that, though. I wear lingerie because it makes Grant desire me. It makes him want to devour me. It’s the same reason I shave my pussy to his specifications. I want him to step into our home and feel like he absolutely must fuck me, like he must take my body and do as he pleases with it. I want to inspire that kind of lust in him, honey.”

    Jessica pulled one of the babydolls off the hanger and slipped it over her head. “How do I look?” she asked.

    Joel admired the way the soft material brushed against her nipples and floated above her skin. It was such a simple thing, but it made her look fantastic. “You’re incredible,” he answered.

    “There’s another reason I like wearing lingerie for him,” Jessica said with a smile as she stepped closer.

    The babydoll pressed gently against Joel’s chest as Jessica reached out and wrapped her fingers around his still-erect cock.

    “I like wearing it for him because I don’t wear it for you all that often,” she whispered.

    “Because he’s the superior man?” Joel asked as his cock throbbed in his wife’s hand.

    “That’s right,” Jessica answered as she leaned a little closer and kissed his neck. “He deserves my best effort. He deserves to be seduced. He deserves to see me looking my best.”

    Jessica released his cock, stepped back, and gestured to her collection of lingerie as she said, “Grant’s the only man to fuck me in most of this lingerie. You’ve watched, but you haven’t had the pleasure of fucking me while I’m dressed up in all these beautiful pieces.” She smiled at Joel and asked, “Does that turn you on?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Grant said it would. He said a cuckold loves knowing that his wife wants to look good for another man. He said a cuckold loves being denied the things a superior man gets to enjoy.” She approached Joel once more and stroked his cock. “He said you love knowing that he gets to fuck me in lingerie I bought just for him. He said that an inferior cuck finds pleasure in knowing that his wife wants to look beautiful for a superior man.”

    Joel’s pulse raced as his cock throbbed in his wife’s hand. It seemed that Grant had been coaching Jessica on how to talk to her cuckold husband. Joel was a little embarrassed that it was working so well, but he couldn’t control his desires. It turned him on to hear Jessica talk like that.

    “So, what do you want me to wear for him?” Jessica asked as she released his cock and stepped back to let Joel peruse her lingerie.

    It took a few minutes, but Joel settled on a sheer, light pink babydoll that he hadn’t seen on his wife before. He couldn’t get over how good the one she’d modeled for him made her breasts look and he figured Grant would find them equally appealing. Jessica found the matching panties and changed as Joel watched.

    “What do you think?” she asked. “Will this make Grant want to fuck me? Will this make my bull want to fuck your wife?”

    Joel nodded as he admired how beautiful Jessica looked in the soft, sexy lingerie.

    “Come with me,” Jessica said as she brushed past him and headed towards the bed.

    Joel followed and watched his wife sit at the edge of the bed and spread her legs.

    “Part of a preparing me for Grant’s arrival is assuring my pussy is wet for him. You know he’s quite large and sometimes, even if I’m excited, it can take a little bit to work his cock inside me. Grant wants you to make that easier by having you get me wet before he arrives. So, why don’t you get on your knees,” she said.

    Joel fell to his knees in front of his wife and reached up to pull aside her panties and put his tongue to work.

    She laughed and reached out to grab his hand. “Hold on. Just a second. Grant says you should ask permission first. He says a cuckold should have to ask for the pleasure of preparing his wife’s pussy for a superior man to fuck.”

    Joel hesitated for a moment as a wave of humiliation passed through him. He wasn’t deterred, though, as it seemed to translate to a powerful kind of arousal.

    “Please, Jessica, may I prepare your pussy for Grant to fuck?” he asked.

    “Why would I want you to do that?” she asked.

    Joel knew what she wanted to hear, what he presumed Grant had coached her to get him to say. “Because Grant is a superior lover. Because he fucks you better than I do. Because you’re dressed in beautiful lingerie for him. Because your pussy looks beautiful for him. Because I’m a cuckold and it’s my job to prepare my wife to be fucked by a superior man.”

    Jessica smiled and said, “Yes, you may prepare my pussy for Grant’s cock. Remember, though, you’re not trying to make me cum. You’re trying to get me wet. Grant is the one that makes me cum.”

    Joel nodded as he pushed his tongue into his wife’s pussy and did his best to ensure she was soaking wet. He licked from the base all the way to the top, carefully avoiding her clit so as not to risk giving his wife an orgasm before her bull arrived. 

    Jessica was already wet with desire when he began his task, but by the time Joel was finished his wife absolutely soaked for her bull.

    “How did that feel?” she asked as Joel moved away from her pussy. “How did it feel to prepare me for my bull’s cock?”

    “It was wonderful,” he answered.

    “I like that your cock is still hard,” Jessica said as she glanced between his legs. “It means that you crave this, doesn’t it? It means that you like being pushed to be even more of a cuckold, doesn’t it?”

    Joel nodded. There was no denying the overwhelming sense of arousal coursing through his body.

    “He’ll be here soon,” Jessica said. “Why don’t we go to the living room? You know how Grant likes to fool around a little first.”

    Joel stood and headed towards the bathroom to retrieve his clothes.

    “That’s not necessary,” Jessica said. “Grant says a cuckold should be naked when his wife’s bull arrives. He says that being unable to hide your undersized cock makes it harder to deny your place in our marriage.”

    Again Joel felt his heart pounding and his head swimming with lust generated by a touch of humiliation. As much as he wanted to get dressed, he wasn’t going to argue. Grant had seen him naked numerous times before as he almost always stripped to masturbate while he watched his wife and her bull fuck. Now he’d just reach that point faster.

    “Of course,” Joel said as he turned back to his wife.

    “Come,” Jessica said as she offered her hand. “Let’s go wait for my bull to arrive. Perhaps you can continue preparing my pussy until he gets here.”

    “I’d like that,” Joel said.

    Jessica smiled and said, “I know you would. You’re a cuckold, after all.”

  
    My Bull Says - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “What do you think?” Jessica said as she spun around to show Grant her lingerie.

    Her bull smiled and his eyes roamed over Jessica’s body before he stepped closer and reached out to grasp her waist and pull her close.

    “You look perfect,” he said.

    Jessica looked up at the taller man and smiled. “Joel picked it out. He was a very good cuckold tonight. He did a wonderful job of getting me ready for you.”

    Grant’s strong hands moved to her ass and he grasped her flesh possessively as Jessica closed her eyes and moaned.

    “I’m glad that you’re on board with this, Joel,” Grant said as he looked over at Joel. “Tell me, does it turn you on to see my hands on your wife’s ass?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Did it turn you on to see the look of joy on her face when I pulled into your driveway?” Grant asked.

    Joel nodded again and marveled at Grant’s apparent omniscience. Jessica had indeed looked genuinely joyful when her bull pulled into the driveway. She was always excited when he came over, but tonight seemed a little different, perhaps because Joel had agreed to her bull’s proposed changes.

    “How long have you been hard, Joel?” Grant asked.

    “On and off for a few hours,” Joel answered as he looked down at his cock, which was throbbing with renewed desire now that his wife’s bull was in their home.

    Grant spun Jessica around and kissed her neck as she looked down at Joel. The bull’s hands moved under her sheer babydoll and up her torso until he’d grasped her perky breasts. Jessica closed her eyes and leaned into the man enjoying her body as Joel enjoyed the show from the couch.

    It was when Grant kissed Jessica that Joel could no longer resist the allure of masturbation. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked himself as he watched his wife welcome another man’s tongue into her mouth.

    “No, no,” Grant said as the kiss came to an end. “There will be no masturbation for you, Joel.”

    “What?” Joel said as he looked up at the man whose hands were still roaming confidently over Jessica’s body. “Why not?”

    Grant smiled, slipped a hand into Jessica’s panties, and said, “Because I said so. Because I’m the one in control here. Because you told your wife that you wanted to be a better cuckold, and a good cuckold doesn’t get lost in playing with his little cock while his wife is with her bull. A good cuckold admires his wife’s pleasure and only pursues his own when he’s been given permission.”

    Jessica moaned as Grant played with her pussy, seemingly unaware of the small power struggle playing out in her living room.

    “Now take your hands off your cock, get on your knees, and crawl over here. I want you to taste your wife’s pussy,” Grant said.

    Joel hesitated for a moment before releasing his cock and sliding off the couch and onto his knees. He felt a deep sense of humiliation as he crawled towards his wife, but the allure of getting to taste her pussy while Grant’s hands moved over her body was too much to resist. He was willing to embrace the humiliation in exchange for the thrill.

    Joel stopped in front of his wife and Grant reached down to pull her panties aside. “Do you want your cuckold to taste your pussy, Jessica?” he asked.

    She looked down at Joel and said, “I want him to get me wet for you. I want him to do his job and prepare my pussy for a superior man to fuck.”

    “You hear that, Joel? Your wife says I’m a superior man. How does that make you feel?” Grant asked.

    Joel stared at his wife’s beautiful, wet pussy as he contemplated Grant’s question. The answer was obvious. “It turns me on. It’s embarrassing, but it turns me on.”

    Grant grasped Jessica’s breasts and she closed her eyes and moaned as the bull expertly rolled her nipples in his fingers. “There’s no need to be embarrassed, Joel. That’s the last thing you should feel. Instead, you should be proud. You should be proud that you’ve come around to embracing your place. You should be proud to accept your status as the inferior man in your marriage. You should let that admission arouse you, not embarrass you. Now taste your wife’s pussy. Put your tongue inside her. Taste her desire for me.”

    Once Grant had given his permission, Joel pressed his tongue inside Jessica’s perfect wet pussy. He tasted her juices. He tasted her desire. He made her moan and he couldn’t help but unleash a few joyful noises of his own.

    “Is she wet, Joel? Is your wife wet for me?” Grant asked.

    Joel nodded without pulling his tongue from his wife’s pussy.

    “Then your job is done. Back away from her pussy and remain on your knees. And remember, no masturbating. Tonight is about her pleasure and mine. Your job is to watch and do as you’re told. You don’t get to play with your cock,” Grant instructed.

    “I understand,” Joel said as he backed away.

    Grant spun Jessica around again and they shared a deep, sensual kiss as she rubbed the bulge in the front of his pants.

    “Do you want my cock?” he asked.

    Jessica nodded.

    “Are you going to be a good girl? Are you going to show me how much you want it? Are you going to worship your bull’s cock?” he asked.

    Jessica nodded again.

    Joel watched his wife sink to her knees and look up at Grant as she carefully unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled them down along with his underwear. Jessica moaned as she wrapped her delicate fingers around her bull’s cock and stroked him as a gleeful smile crossed her face.

    “I love your cock,” she said.

    Grant ran his fingers through her soft brown hair and said, “Show me.”

    Jessica looked up at Grant as she pressed her lips against the head of his cock and offered a soft, sensual kiss. She ran her tongue along the underside and elicited a smile and a low moan from her bull.

    Joel saw a wild, lusty look come over his wife’s face, betraying her overwhelming desire at the thought of getting to pleasure her bull’s cock. He felt a deep sense of jealousy that she would feel such intense desire for another man.

    “Take me in your mouth,” Grant said.

    Jessica looked up at her bull and wrapped her soft, sensual lips around the thick head of his cock. She took him in her mouth and her cheeks sucked inward as she offered the kind of pleasure she knew Grant enjoyed.

    Joel’s hand moved instinctively towards his cock. This was the kind of thing he’d grown to love watching since his wife had first cuckolded him with her dominant bull. He managed to stop himself before stroking his cock, though it was not without considerable effort and more than a little frustration.

    “Take me in your throat,” Grant said.

    Jessica closed her eyes, opened her mouth a little wider, and showed off the deepthroat skills she’d learned since Grant had entered their lives.

    Grant’s hand moved to the back of her head and applied just a little bit of pressure, pushing his cock deeper into Jessica’s throat. He closed his eyes and groaned as his head tilted back towards the ceiling.

    “That’s a good girl,” he said. “You’re getting so good at this. You’re getting so good at worshiping my cock.”

    After holding his cock in her throat for a short spell Grant released his grasp on the back of Jessica’s head. She pulled back and gasped for air as a long string of saliva ran from her lips to his cock.

    “Crawl to her, cuckold,” Grant demanded. “Kiss your wife.”

    Jessica turned to Joel and offered her hand. The sweet, sensual look on her face melted his resistance to kissing her so soon after she’d had another man’s cock in her mouth. He crawled over and Jessica pulled his lips to hers for a long, deep, sloppy kiss where all that saliva ended up in Joel’s mouth.

    “Would you like to watch me fuck your wife, Joel?” Grant asked.

    “Yes, I would,” he answered as Jessica reached down and grabbed his ass.

    “Take her to the bedroom,” Grant said. “Pull the covers back and help your wife into the bed.”

    Joel stood and offered Jessica his hand. She took it and they walked hand-in-hand towards the bedroom as Joel’s cock throbbed in front of him.

    They stepped into the bedroom and he pulled the comforter and soft sheets aside. He offered his hand and Jessica took it before climbing into bed – on Joel’s side – and spreading her legs.

    “On your knees, Joel,” Grant said.

    Joel fell to his knees and watched his wife unwrap a condom and roll it down her bull’s big cock. Grant moved into their marital bed and Jessica spread her legs a little wider, reached between them, grasped Grant’s cock and pulled it into her pussy.

    Her eyes closed and her lips parted to let out a sensual moan as the bull’s big cock slid deep into her pussy in one swift thrust.

    “I’m inside your wife, cuckold,” Grant said. “I’m inside the pussy that you lovingly prepared for me, the pussy that I fuck far better than you ever have.”

    Jessica looked over at Joel and smiled as she said, “Thank you for being a good cuckold, sweetie. Thank you for preparing my pussy for the superior man.”

    Jessica turned to Grant, wrapped her legs around him, and said, “Fuck me. Fuck me while my husband watches. Show him how a superior man pleasures his wife.”

    Grant slowly pulled out before plunging his cock back into Jessica’s pussy, causing her to cry out in pleasure. He held himself inside her, refusing to give Jessica the fucking she clearly craved.

    “Please, Grant, fuck me. Please, my pussy needs your cock,” Jessica said in a voice laced with desperate desire. “Please, please, please!”

    Grant turned to Joel and said, “Do you want me to fuck your wife, Joel? Do you want me to give her what she clearly needs?”

    “Yes, please. Fuck my wife,” Joel answered. “Please, give her what she needs. Give her your cock.”

    Grant smiled, turned back to Jessica, and asked, “What do you think of a man that begs someone else to fuck his wife?”

    “I think he’s finally become what he was always meant to be,” Jessica said. “He’s a cuckold, through and through. Now show him how a real man fucks a woman.”

    Grant grabbed Jessica’s wrists and pinned her arms above her head as a smile crossed her face. They kissed as her bull finally gave her the fucking she craved with his cock pounding in and out of her pussy.

    Joel couldn’t take his eyes off of Jessica’s face. He found intense pleasure in witnessing the moment where she truly gave herself over to Grant. It almost always happened exactly as it was happening in front of him. Jessica would close her eyes and her mouth would open as a series of moans and groans rushed from her throat. Her body would writhe beneath the man fucking her, with each thrust bringing her closer to the moment of bliss when her first orgasm of the night would rip through her body.

    It was hard, fast, beautiful sex. It seemed in part designed to show Jessica that Grant was indeed better than Joel, that he was capable of providing her with a kind of dominant fucking that Joel simply couldn’t offer.

    It wasn’t just that they were having sex. It was that Grant had taken possession of Jessica’s body, in part because she offered it up and in part because that was the kind of sex Grant had. As Joel watched his wife’s face and body react to the pounding she was receiving he knew that she really did need someone else to give her what she truly craved in bed.

    Grant kept her hands pinned above her head right through Jessica’s first orgasm. As she got closer to her climax she seemed to fight against his grasp, as if she wanted to wrap her arms around him and pull him close. It looked to Joel like it was a bit of a game, like Grant was seizing control from the woman writhing beneath him, and in doing so was offering her a deeper level of pleasure as she offered her submission in addition to her pussy.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Jessica screamed after five solid minutes of deep, hard thrusting. “Oh my God, I’m cumming! I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

    Joel witnessed his wife completely lose control of her body as a climax ripped through her. He saw her face contort into a dozen different looks of pleasure and heard moans coming from her that he’d never produced. He saw her legs wrap around Grant’s body and then kick wide open as the climax finally reached its crescendo. He saw her go limp in that beautiful way that happens after a great orgasm.

    Grant pulled out and rested on his knees as Jessica smiled at him. “You’re a fucking god,” she said. “A god among men.”

    Jessica turned to Joel and smiled as she said, “I can’t live without his cock, honey. I need you to be a good cuckold. I need you to listen to what Grant tells you. I need you to do as you’re told. Do you understand?”

    Joel nodded.

    Grant stroked his latex-clad cock and looked at Joel as he asked, “What was it like to watch without playing with your little cock?”

    “It was better,” Joel answered. “It was. I didn’t think it would be, but it was. It was better to focus all my effort on witnessing Jessica’s pleasure. It was better to see her intense pleasure. It’s never been like that before. I’ve never seen just how much she enjoys having you fuck her. It was unbelievable.”

    “A cuckold shouldn’t be permitted to pull on his little cock whenever he wants,” Grant said. “It’s pleasurable, sure, but it makes you worse at your duties as your wife’s cuckold husband. It makes you prone to selfish behavior. It makes you prone to forgetting about her needs and concentrating on your own, and you should never forget about your wife’s needs. Her needs are what’s most important, Joel. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Joel said.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me again?” Jessica asked.

    Joel nodded.

    Jessica sat up and stroked her bull’s cock with one hand while caressing his big balls with the other. “Will you fuck me again, Grant? Will you fuck me while my cuckold watches and keeps his hands away from his little cock? Will you show him why his wife craves you every minute of every day?”

    “Get on your hands and knees,” Grant said. “Face your husband.”

    Jessica smiled, gave her bull a quick kiss, and moved to her hands and knees as instructed. Grant moved behind her and a moment later Jessica closed her eyes and let out a low, lusty moan. Her bull was inside her.

    Jessica opened her eyes and smiled at Joel. “Come closer,” she said.

    Joel crawled to the edge of the bed and looked up at his wife. She reached out and pulled his lips to hers to offer a deep, sensual kiss.

    “Thank you for being a good cuckold,” she whispered. “Thank you for recognizing that Grant is a superior man and that you need to learn to be the best cuckold possible to make me happy. Thank you for putting my needs above yours.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Joel said.

    Grant smacked Jessica’s ass and began to fuck her in earnest, making her breasts bounce with every thrust and causing a series of loud, lusty moans to escape her lips.

    “I hope so, Joel,” Grant said. “Because we’re just getting started. Your journey into being a perfect cuckold for your wife has a long way to go.”

    Again Joel had to resist the urge to stroke his cock. Watching his wife take her bull’s cock from behind was as beautiful as it had ever been, but now it was more arousing because of the simple fact that he wasn’t permitted to masturbate. All he could do was watch and focus on her pleasure, and that made the experience so much hotter.
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    Jessica pulled her hair into a ponytail and turned from side to side to make sure there were no stray hairs that had escaped. She spun around to look at her ass in the skintight jeans she’d put on and then adjusted her sweater to make sure it fell off her shoulder at just the right angle.

    “Can’t Grant just come here like he always does?” Joel asked from his seat on the edge of the bed.

    Jessica smiled at Joel before turning back to the bathroom counter and picking up a tube of light pink lipstick. She leaned closer to the mirror and applied a gentle layer, just as Grant liked, and stood up to see if she’d achieved the look she was going for.

    “I just don’t understand,” Joel said. “Wasn’t part of the deal that I got to watch? I mean, that’s the part that turns me on the most and you’re taking that away from me tonight.”

    Jessica capped her lipstick and placed it on the counter before turning to her husband and leaving the bathroom with a warm smile on her face.

    “Sweetheart, my bull says that you don’t deserve to watch every time he fucks me. He says I’m going to spend at least once night a week in his bed from now on. He says a cuckold doesn’t always get what he wants,” Jessica said as she reached out and caressed Joel’s face.

    “But why?” Joel asked in a tone he immediately regretted. He knew there wasn’t a woman on Earth that wanted to hear her husband whine about anything.

    “Grant says that you need to come to terms with the idea that cuckolding isn’t about your pleasure. Your pleasure is merely a byproduct of your wife having great sex with another man. Your pleasure comes from my pleasure, but sometimes you don’t get to participate in my pleasure. Sometimes you’ll have to stay home while I spend the night with Grant. You have to get used to that,” Jessica explained as she pulled Joel’s head against her chest.

    He savored the soft material of her sweater and the smell of her delicate perfume as it filled his nose. He felt a deep sense of desire. In that moment he wanted desperately to have sex with his wife, to gently strip away the outfit she’d put on for Grant and take her into their bed to make love to her.

    Joel knew there was no point in even asking about it, though. Jessica wasn’t going to turn down her night with Grant to have sex with him. That wasn’t how their marriage worked anymore. He was a cuckold. That had been made overwhelmingly clear in the past few weeks.

    “I need you to do something else for me tonight,” Jessica said.

    Joel ran his hands up the backs of her thighs and slipped them under her sweater to caress her lower back as he looked up at Jessica and said, “What do you need?”

    “I need you to keep your hands off your cock. I know you’re probably going to be thinking about what I’m doing with Grant, but even if you feel aroused I need you to refrain from jerking off. Can you do that for me?” Jessica asked.

    “So I don’t get to experience any pleasure tonight?” he asked.

    Jessica offered a sweet smile and said, “That’s correct. I’m so glad you understand.”

    Joel didn’t understand the point of the new rules and the tone of his question made it obvious that he didn’t. Jessica had blown right past that, though, making it perfectly clear that she expected he would do as he was told.

    “Jessica, this doesn’t feel fair,” Joel said as he let his hands fall to his sides. He knew he was pouting. He could feel it. He’d been expecting to spend his night watching his wife and her bull fool around and Jessica had informed him that he wouldn’t be enjoying that pleasure earlier that night as he’d fallen to his knees to prepare her pussy for Grant.

    “Joel, sweetheart, this isn’t fair,” Jessica agreed. “I’m just not sure why you think this needs to be fair. Is it fair that I’m capable of giving you all the pleasure you crave but you’re not capable of doing the same for me? Is it fair that I married a man that can’t fuck me all that well? No, it’s not. Life isn’t fair, but I think you can manage to spend one night not getting exactly what you want. Don’t you?”

    Joel suddenly felt an overwhelming sense of embarrassment at how selfish he was being. Of course Jessica was right. She’d be back the next morning and she’d almost certainly attend to his sexual needs then. At the very least she’d let him masturbate to the sight of her beautiful naked body.

    “I’m sorry,” Joel said. “I am. I just got so excited about the idea of watching you and Grant fuck that I lost my mind a little when it wasn’t going to happen. I apologize.”

    “That’s okay, sweetheart. Please try not to let it happen in the future, though. I need you to do your best to be a better cuckold for me, okay? I need you to try and embrace the lessons that Grant is teaching you. Remember, I want what he wants. I want you to be the best cuckold husband possible, and a big part of that is recognizing that your pleasure comes second. Okay?” Jessica said.

    Joel nodded and Jessica leaned down to give him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    “I’ll be back tomorrow morning,” she said.

    Joel watched his wife collect her phone and purse and head out. She turned to wave before leaving the bedroom and he said, “Have fun.”

    “I will. Be a good cuckold for me, okay?”

    “I will,” Joel replied.

    
      

    

    “Are you being a good cuckold for me?” Jessica texted two hours after leaving for Grant’s house.

    “I am,” Joel replied.

    “Grant’s already fucked me once,” she texted. “He took me from behind in his living room. It was incredible, Joel. He fucked me so good. I came so hard I actually squirted a little on his couch. Made a bit of a mess.”

    Joel reached between his legs and stroked his cock through his pants as he read his wife’s text. His arousal was so overpowering that it took just an instant to forget that she’d forbidden him from masturbating while she was gone.

    “He finished in my mouth,” she added. “I swallowed. I felt like such a slut, but in the best way possible. It was so fucking hot.”

    Joel moved to unzip his pants before he remembered her instructions. “Fuck!” he cried out to try and dissipate some of the deep frustration he felt.

    “You’re driving me crazy,” he replied.

    “I know. I’m a bad wife, aren’t I?” Jessica texted.

    Joel looked down at the wet spot in his pants. His cock was leaking precum. He felt a sense of intense desire coursing through him from head to toe.

    “You’re not. You’re an absolute goddess,” Joel replied. “You’re definitely driving me crazy, but I like it. I do.”

    “Yeah? Does that mean you’d enjoy seeing a quick video that Grant filmed of him fucking me from behind? Or would that drive you too crazy?” Jessica asked.

    “I want to see it,” Joel texted back. He knew it would drive him crazy, but he was lost in his arousal and there was no chance he was turning down an opportunity to watch his wife and her bull fuck.

    A minute later the video arrived. Joel tapped the screen and turned his phone horizontal as a clip of Grant’s big cock sliding in and out of Jessica’s pussy from behind played. The camera was focused on her ass. Joel knew his wife wouldn’t have allowed Grant to film her face.

    “Fuck me, baby. Fuck my pussy!” Jessica said before a torrent of lusty moans escaped her lips.

    Grant rested his hand on her lower back and fucked her harder as the sound of their flesh slapping together grew louder.

    “Whose pussy is this?” Grant said.

    “Yours!” Jessica replied.

    “What about your husband?” Grant asked.

    “It’s not his pussy anymore. He gave it away. He gave it to you. It’s your pussy,” Jessica said.

    Joel shoved his hand down the side of the couch to prevent himself from masturbating. He’d never heard dirty talk like that between Jessica and Grant and he found it intensely arousing.

    The clip ended and Joel put his phone on the couch, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. His cock was so hard it ached and despite his attempts to clear away some of the arousal he couldn’t manage it.

    “You’re still being a good cuckold for me, right?” Jessica texted. “You’re not going to play with your cock, are you? You’re going to wait until I get home, right?”

    Joel read the text and smiled. He groaned in frustration and picked up his phone. “I will. I promise.”

    “Grant wants to fuck me again. I’ll text you after we’re done,” Jessica replied.

    Joel tossed his phone on the couch, got up, and headed to the bedroom. He changed into a t-shirt and workout shorts, grabbed his keys, and headed out the door. He needed to do something to get his mind off of what his wife was doing across town. Exhausting himself with a long run seemed like the perfect option.

    
      

    

    Jessica’s hair was down when she came home the next morning, but otherwise she looked almost exactly the same as when she’d left.

    “Welcome home,” Joel said as she closed the front door and smiled at him.

    “Did you miss me?” Jessica asked.

    Joel nodded as his wife stepped into his arms for a tight hug that morphed into a soft, sensual kiss.

    “Were you a good cuckold?” she whispered.

    “I was,” Joel answered, though his erection was also a good answer to her question. “Did you have a good night with your bull?”

    Jessica kissed him again as she rubbed her body against his, generating a pleasing kind of friction between Joel’s legs.

    “It was incredible,” Jessica said as she took Joel’s head in her hands and gently press her forehead against his. “I can see why Grant insisted that he and I start spending time alone.”

    “Really? Why?” Joel asked with an unmasked sense of anxiety in his voice.

    “Because I could concentrate all my effort on Grant and I. The night was about our pleasure. It was about connecting with him in a way I really can’t do while you’re watching. It’s been better since you’ve been forbidden from masturbating while you watch, but it’s an entirely different experience to be alone with Grant, to be able to dedicate myself to him instead of splitting my energy between two men,” Jessica said.

    “But it seems like you barely pay attention to me when I’m watching,” Joel protested.

    “I know it seems that way, but it’s not true. When you’re there I’m conscious of it. I’m conscious of putting on a bit of a show for your pleasure. I like doing that, too. Don’t get me wrong. It was just nice to be able to focus all of my energy on Grant for a night,” she explained.

    “Was it better?” Joel asked as a growing sense of anxiety tempered his arousal.

    “Sweetheart, you don’t have to worry. Remember, Grant only said that you have to get used to me being alone with him once a week. It’s not like you’re never going to watch again. You’re just not allowed to watch every time. And no, it wasn’t better. It’s always wonderful when Grant fucks me. I always cum so hard, so much harder than when you fuck me. It was just a different experience. That’s all,” Jessica said.

    Joel let out a deep breath he hadn’t even noticed he was holding as he saw the kindness in his wife’s eyes. The sense of panic washed away as she took his hand and led him towards the bedroom.

    “Would you like to cum?” she asked as they stepped through the doorway.

    “Yes,” Joel said.

    Jessica put her purse and phone on the nightstand and stripped as she gestured for Joel to do the same thing. She smiled at the way his cock bounced free from his underwear, grabbed her phone, and got on her hands and knees in the bed.

    Joel stood and admired how beautiful his wife’s ass looked and how inviting her pussy lips were as they parted just a little.

    “Since you were a good cuckold last night, I think you deserve a reward,” she said. “If you’d like, you can fuck me from behind. Fuck me as hard as you’d like. Cum inside me.”

    Joel hadn’t fucked his wife from behind since she’d been with Grant. She hadn’t said anything specific about it, but it seemed to Joel that she was no longer interested in that position with him. He wasn’t entirely sure why, though Joel assumed it was because Grant was better in some way.

    Because of that, he wasn’t going to turn down the pleasures of being inside her from behind. It had always been relatively uncommon in their sex life. It was the sort of thing Jessica seemed to dole out as a reward or on special occasions and Joel always loved it. Not only did he find the sight of her smooth, sexy ass thrilling, it felt different. Her pussy felt tighter from behind and she’d always encouraged him to fuck her hard when he took her that way.

    As he moved into the bed behind her, Jessica picked up her phone. Joel felt a little insulted as he assumed she was going to browse Instagram or text with a friend as he fucked her, but it turns out she had something else in mind.

    Just as Joel slipped into her pussy Jessica turned back and laid her phone on her lower back. She’d pulled up a video. “I think you might like it,” she said. “You can watch it while you fuck me.”

    Joel pulled out of his wife’s warm, wet pussy and slid back into her as she closed her eyes and moaned.

    “Fuck me, Joel,” she said. “Give me your cock. Fuck your wife.”

    Joel fucked her as he stared at the phone. It didn’t look like the same video he’d watched the night before and he couldn’t help but wonder what else Grant had filmed.

    “Harder, Joel,” Jessica said as he continued to pound her pussy. “Fuck me harder.”

    Joel fucked his wife harder and the pleasure of sliding into her tight, wet pussy increased along with the temptation to press play. Jessica had offered the video. She’d offered to let him watch a form of porn as he fucked her. She’d given him permission, so Joel pressed play as he continued to fill her pussy.

    Immediately the sight of Grant’s cock fucking her from behind filled the screen. The sounds of sex and Jessica’s loud, lusty moans joined the visual treat.

    “Does he fuck you from behind?” Grant asked.

    “Sometimes,” Jessica said.

    Joel fucked his wife harder as he watched Grant’s cock slide in and out of her pussy.

    “Who’s better?” Grant asked as he smacked her ass.

    Jessica cried out and said, “You are. There’s no competition. You’re better. You’re so much better. Your cock feels so much better!”

    Joel groaned and came in his wife’s pussy. He squeezed her ass and held his cock as deep inside her as he could as his cock pulsed and intense pleasure spread through his loins.

    “Are you going to cum?” Grant asked in the video.

    “Yes!” Jessica screamed.

    “Do you cum when he fucks you from behind?” Grant asked.

    “No, never!” she replied before unleashing a long, lusty moan as Grant somehow found the strength to fuck her even harder.

    The video ended and Joel pulled out of his wife’s pussy. She grabbed her phone and rolled onto her back with a smile on her face.

    “Was that a good orgasm, honey?” Jessica asked.

    “It was incredible,” he said. “Thank you.”

    “Wasn’t it worth being a good cuckold? Didn’t I reward you? Didn’t it end up being better for both of us that I spent the night alone with Grant? Wasn’t my bull right?” she asked.

    Joel climbed into bed with his wife and kissed her softly as he said, “Yes. Your bull was right.”

    “Yes, he was,” Jessica said. “Now, I’d like to shower. It was a long, sweaty night. Would you like to shower with me?”

    Joel smiled. “I’d love to. And thank you, again. That was incredible. It really was.”

    Jessica pulled him close for a soft kiss and said, “You’re welcome. Thank you for being a good cuckold.”

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Jessica sat up, propelled herself out of the bed and said, “Come on. Let’s get cleaned up.”

    After an orgasm like that, Joel was prepared to follow his wife wherever she wanted to take him.
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    Joel woke up with a smile on his face and the memory of cumming in his wife fresh in his mind. He rolled over, cuddled up next to Jessica, and kissed her neck.

    She stirred, gently pressed her ass a little deeper into the spoon position, and said, “Good morning.”

    “Good morning to you,” Joel replied as he kissed her neck again.

    He put his arm around Jessica and pulled her a little closer as she turned to offer a sweet smile.

    “Someone’s feeling a little more affectionate than usual this morning,” she said.

    “Last night was incredible,” Joel replied as he gently ground his now-erect cock against her panty-clad ass.

    “I’m glad you enjoyed it, because it won’t be happening again,” Jessica said.

    “What?” Joel asked as a genuine sense of confusion swarmed his brain.

    “You won’t be having unprotected sex with me anymore,” Jessica clarified. “Last night was a little treat for you, but from now on Grant is the only man that’s allowed to cum inside me.”

    “But…but I’m your husband. I mean, I get that our marriage is different from most, but why can’t I also cum inside you? You know sex is worse with condoms. I’ve heard you say it,” Joel argued.

    Jessica rolled over, smiled in an impossibly sweet way, and said, “Joel, honey, this is what I want. Grant fucks me better than you. You know that’s true. It’s been true since the first time he and I were together. He deserves the pleasure of unprotected sex, and so do I. Sex absolutely is better without a condom, and if fucking Grant can be even better than it already is, I can’t say no to that.”

    Joel let out a frustrated groan. “That still doesn’t explain why I have to wear a condom. I have no problem with Grant cumming inside you. Of course I don’t. It’s really hot. But why can’t I also have unprotected sex with you? Why do I have to be denied that extra pleasure?”

    Jessica smiled, reached up to gently caress Joel’s face, and said, “Because Grant says he should be the only man that cums inside me. He says you should have to wear a condom on the rare occasions you’re allowed to fuck me. He says a cuck doesn’t deserve to cum in his wife’s pussy.”

    “But…” Joel protested, but he couldn’t really come up with a good argument. All he could think to say was that he didn’t want to be denied the pleasure that Grant got to enjoy. He wanted to cum inside her. He wanted to have unprotected sex. He didn’t want to have to use a condom. It was purely selfish.

    “It’s okay, honey,” Jessica said. “I know you’re frustrated. You’re allowed to be frustrated. Sometimes, being a cuckold is frustrating. You asked for this, though. You wanted it. You wanted me to find a bull. You wanted me to fuck someone better than you. Those were your exact words. Well, I did that. I found someone better than you. I found someone that gives me everything you can’t. I know it’s frustrating, but you don’t get to control every aspect of this. It’s not up to you.”

    “It’s up to Grant?” Joel asked.

    “In this case, yes. Grant is teaching you how to be a good cuckold. He’s teaching me how to be a good hotwife. Part of being a good cuckold is changing the way you think about sex. You have to stop thinking about it in terms of your pleasure. It’s not about your pleasure. It’s about my pleasure. Your pleasure should come from my pleasure,” she said.

    “But…it seemed like you enjoyed the sex we had last night,” Joel said.

    “Joel, sweetheart, you know I didn’t enjoy it anywhere near as much as when Grant fucks me. You know that I enjoyed the fact that you had a great orgasm. I enjoyed the fact that you loved my pussy so much. I enjoyed giving you a little treat before cutting you off. I didn’t really enjoy the sex, though. I could barely feel you inside me. I know that’s hard to hear, but Grant is much, much better than you. I love having sex with him. That’s not really the case with you,” Jessica said.

    Joel wanted to scream and storm out of the room. To do so would have revealed the throbbing erection hiding under the sheets, though.

    He tried to back away when Jessica moved closer, but her hand moved between his legs and grasped his erection before he could.

    Jessica slipped her fingers under the waistband of his underwear, grasped his cock, and stroked him slowly as she said, “Joel, sweetheart, Grant knows you better than you think he does. He knows a cuckold’s mind. He’s done this before. He knows what turns you on. He knows that you’ll ultimately find some measure of joy in being denied the chance to have unprotected sex with your wife. He knows that you’ll find true pleasure in knowing that your bare cock has felt the warmth and wetness of my pussy for the last time in a long, long time.”

    Joel hated that Grant was right. He desperately wanted his wife’s bull to be wrong, but his full, throbbing erection was the result of hearing Jessica talk about how she didn’t particularly enjoy fucking him. He’d thought about his wife preferring another man’s cock and it had left him hard as a rock. He was a cuckold, through and through.

    “Will you do something for me, Joel?” Jessica asked.

    He nodded.

    “Will you look into my eyes and admit that you don’t deserve to have unprotected sex with me? Will you admit that a cuckold doesn’t deserve to feel the pleasure of his wife’s pussy, that my bull deserves that pleasure?” Jessica asked.

    She stroked him a little faster as Joel felt his resistance to her request melt away.

    “We both know it’s true,” she continued. “I just want to hear you say it. I want to hear you say that the man that fucks your wife to the best orgasms she’s ever had deserves to have unprotected sex with me. I want to hear you say that Grant deserves to cum in my pussy and that you don’t.”

    When Joel hesitated Jessica pulled her hand from his underwear, depriving him of the deep sense of pleasure her talented fingers had provided.

    She reached under the covers and pulled her panties off before holding them in front of Joel. There was a sizable wet spot in them.

    “Touch me,” Jessica said. “Feel my desire. Put your fingers inside me.”

    Joel held his wife’s gaze as he slowly reached under the covers, moved his fingers down her torso and between her legs, and penetrated her. Jessica’s eyelids fluttered and she moaned as Joel slowly, gently worked her pussy.

    “It’s not just Grant that wants this,” she said. “I want it. I want his cum inside me. I want him to be the only man that cums inside me. I want you to have to wrap your cock in latex when I grant you the pleasure of fucking me.”

    Jessica pushed Joel’s underwear down, grabbed his cock, and stroked him as he continued to finger her slippery cunt.

    “Now say it,” she demanded.

    Joel felt like he was giving away a small part of his manhood, but he couldn’t fight the inevitable. He knew he’d be denied the chance to cum inside her even if he refused to say it. He knew the decision had already been made. Most of all, he knew it’s what he really wanted.

    “I don’t deserve to have unprotected sex with you,” he said. “I don’t deserve the pleasure of cumming inside you.”

    Jessica closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and then unleashed a beautiful moan as she stroked him faster.

    Joel couldn’t help but get caught up in her pleasure. He couldn’t help but give himself over to the pleasure coursing through him, either.

    “Grant fucks you better than I do and he always has. He’s better at making my wife cum, so he deserves to cum inside you. He deserves to be the only man that cums inside you. I don’t deserve that pleasure. I don’t deserve to cum in my wife,” Joel said.

    Jessica climaxed as the last few words left his lips. She squeezed his cock and stroked him faster, bringing about a messy orgasm for Joel as he spurted his cum over her hand and onto the bed sheets. The deep, beautiful sense of pleasure from a cuckold-fueled climax took over his body for a few wondrous moments as he forgot about everything but the joy of cumming.

    “Thank you,” Jessica said afterwards.

    “It was my pleasure,” Joel said. It felt like an odd thing to admit, but there was truth to it. He’d experienced genuine pleasure as he’d admitted to his inferiorities and the orgasm had been spectacular.

    She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and got out of bed before turning and saying, “Grant’s coming over tonight so please make sure to wash the sheets.”

    Joel nodded and watched his wife’s naked ass as she headed towards the bathroom. There was a small part of him that worried he was making a terrible mistake in allowing Grant so much control, but he couldn’t help it. His arousal always won out. His desire to be a cuckold was just too strong.

    
      

    

    Joel watched his wife sink to her knees in front of her bull. He watched Jessica kiss her way down Grant’s bare, muscular chest and stomach. He watched her kiss the bulge in Grant’s underwear.

    “May I worship your cock?” she asked.

    “You may,” Grant replied as he looked down at the lingerie-clad beauty.

    Jessica smiled, slowly pulled down Grant’s underwear, and freed his big cock. She kissed the head and stroked the shaft, offering him the kind of loving, tender touch that drove Joel crazy with jealousy.

    “Come here, Joel,” Grant said as he pointed to the floor next to Jessica. “Watch your wife worship my cock.”

    Joel rose out of the chair he usually watched from, walked across the bedroom, and fell to his knees next to Jessica.

    “Your wife is an especially eager cocksucker tonight, Joel,” Grant said. “Why do you think that is?”

    Joel had noted the difference too. Jessica was always passionate when she went down on Grant, but she seemed voracious tonight.

    “It’s because you’re going to cum inside her,” Joel answered.

    “I’d like you to look up at me when you say that, Joel,” Grant replied.

    Joel reluctantly looked up at his wife’s bull, paused for a few moments as he gathered the courage to do what had to be done, and said, “She’s especially eager because you’re going to cum inside her tonight. She can’t wait to have unprotected sex with you.”

    “And why do you think that is, Joel?” Grant asked.

    Joel fought off the overwhelming sense of humiliation that washed over his body and said, “Because no one has ever fucked my wife like you do and it’s going to be even better if you don’t have to use a condom.”

    Jessica continued her oral assault on Grant’s cock as Joel humiliated himself. If anything, his words seemed to spur her to offer an even more vigorous form of oral pleasure, indicating that she believed every word her husband said.

    “Kiss your husband,” Grant said. “Then take your place in the bed.”

    Jessica pulled her mouth off of Grant’s cock, turned to Joel, and smiled as she reached out, wrapped her fingers around the back of his neck, and pulled him close.

    Joel didn’t fight it. He didn’t want to. He kissed his wife. He welcomed her tongue into his mouth. It didn’t bother him that she’d just been sucking Grant’s cock. Instead, he found it thrilling.

    Jessica pulled away and caressed Joel’s face as she offered a sweet, loving smile. “Grant’s going to enjoy what you’re no longer permitted to enjoy. He’s going to assert his right as my bull and the man that fucks me far better than you, my husband, has ever fucked me.”

    Joel’s cock throbbed painfully as Jessica stood up, lifted herself into the bed, and spread her legs. She offered her body just as Grant had instructed her to do.

    Grant looked at Joel, flashed a confident smile, and said, “Watch from there.”

    Joel watched as Grant moved between his wife’s legs and slipped the head of his bare cock into her pussy. They kissed as he held it there, refusing to fully penetrate Jessica even when she reached down and tried to urge him deeper inside her with her delicate fingers.

    “What do you want?” Grant asked.

    “I want you to fuck me. I want to feel your bare cock inside me. I want to feel the pleasure of having unprotected sex with my bull,” she answered while stroking the part of his shaft that remained outside her body. “I want you to cum inside me while my husband watches.”

    Grant slid the rest of his cock into Jessica’s pussy and she unleashed an immediate, loud, sensual groan of pleasure.

    “Oh, fuck, that feels so good,” she said.

    Joel stared between his wife’s legs and watched as Grant’s cock slid in and out of Jessica’s pussy. It looked better without a condom and he knew it felt better. He knew it felt better for both of them. He’d been inside his wife both with and without a condom over the years and there was no question that unprotected sex was more pleasurable.

    For a moment Joel felt jealous as he silently acknowledged the fact that it might be a very, very long time before he got to have unprotected sex with his wife. His banishment might last months, perhaps even years. He had no idea how long Jessica and Grant were going to be together, but there was a chance he wouldn’t feel his wife’s pussy wrapped around his cock for a long, long time.

    “Oh shit, Grant, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Jessica announced after just a few minutes of beautiful missionary sex.

    Grant held his cock inside her as Jessica experienced the bliss of yet another orgasm thanks to her bull. Joel watched her legs twitch and her toes curl as she climaxed with someone else’s cock inside her. He felt jealous, but his dick throbbed with desire.

    “More,” Jessica said. “Please, more. Fuck me. Cum inside me.”

    They stayed in missionary as Grant resumed fucking her. Joel’s gaze returned between his wife’s legs and he watched her body open for the other man over and over. He watched her receive Grant’s big cock. He watched her receive a bareback fucking and he felt a deeper kind of cuckold-fueled arousal than he ever had. 

    There was something different about her having unprotected sex. It was beautiful and humiliating at the same time. Knowing that he wouldn’t be given the same pleasure – that he’d enjoyed his wife’s bare pussy for the last time in a long time – made those feelings so much more potent.

    When Grant began to fuck her harder and faster Joel knew the bull’s orgasm was close. He knew that another man was about to cum in his wife, a fact that offered a far greater sense of arousal than he’d been expecting.

    “Harder,” Jessica said. “Fuck me harder. Oh my God, Grant, fuck me harder!”

    Joel watched Grant and Jessica pursue their orgasms together. He listened to their grunts and groans of pleasure and he heard the sounds of his wife’s soaking wet pussy taking her bull’s hard, deep thrusts.

    “I’m cumming!” Jessica cried out for the second time in ten minutes.

    A few moments later Grant buried his cock inside her and Joel watched the other man’s balls jump and pulse as he unloaded. He witnessed his wife receiving another man’s cum for the first time.

    In the aftermath of her orgasm, Jessica wrapped her arms and legs around her bull and held him tight. They kissed as their bodies remained joined together at the loins.

    “That really was better,” Jessica said.

    Grant laughed and added, “It always is.”

    Grant pulled out and rolled onto his back as Jessica sat up on her elbows and looked down at Joel.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asked.

    Joel nodded as he took in the sight of his wife in her blissful post-orgasmic state. When Grant’s cum began to trickle out of her pussy he couldn’t help but stare between her legs once more.

    “It’s beautiful,” Joel said.

    “It’s not the last time he’s going to cum inside me tonight,” Jessica said as she rolled onto her side and cuddled with her bull. “You won’t be cumming until Grant is finished enjoying my pussy. Do you understand?”

    Joel nodded.

    “I’d like to spend a little time alone with your wife,” Grant added. “Leave us. Jessica will call you back in before I fuck her again.”

    Joel thought about arguing, but he knew better. He’d ceded control in his bedroom. He’d given it to Grant. There was no point in fighting it, at least on that front. He stood and walked out.

    “Close the door, honey,” Jessica said.

    Joel came back, grabbed the door handle, and spent a few moments watching his wife and her bull kiss before closing the door and heading down the hallway with his boner bouncing in front of him.
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    “It’s okay if you’re excited about this,” Jessica said as she took Joel’s hand in hers and squeezed it softly. “Most men are excited to go on a lingerie shopping trip with their wives.”

    “Most men get to fuck their wives in the lingerie they buy,” Joel replied.

    She turned and smiled at him as they approached the store. “That’s true, but you’re not most men, are you? Most men can give their wives the sexual pleasure they seek. Most men aren’t turned on by the idea of watching someone else fuck their wives. Most men aren’t eager, willing cuckolds.”

    Joel was, in fact, excited. He still felt a little weird admitting that he was excited, but there was little point in denying it. He felt arousal coursing through him, particularly since they were about to spend an impressive amount of money on lingerie.

    Jessica had been very clear that she wouldn’t be shopping at Victoria’s Secret. She’d said numerous times that Grant deserved the absolute best, which is why they were about to step into Agent Provocateur, home to lingerie sets could push their total bill over $1,000.

    Jessica stopped outside the store, turned to Joel, and asked, “Do you understand what you’re supposed to do in there?”

    “I do,” he said.

    “And you’re not going to chicken out? You’re going to do as Grant instructed?”

    “I will,” Joel said.

    Jessica offered a soft, lingering kiss and took his hand once more to lead them into the store as Joel remembered her bull’s words, as relayed by his wife: “My bull says a cuckold should take his wife lingerie shopping to buy something sexy for him to fuck me in. He says you should tell the sales girl that you’re a cuckold. Will you do that?”

    It wasn’t the lingerie shopping that produced the anxiety Joel was feeling. It wasn’t the notion of spending a huge amount of money to make his wife look hot so someone else could fuck her that produced anxiety either. It was the idea of having to tell the sales girl that he was a cuckold. It was having to admit to someone else that he wasn’t going to be fucking his wife in the lingerie they were buying that filled him with anxiety.

    That anxiety only got worse when a tall, breathtakingly beautiful blonde girl in a pair of tight jeans and a white blouse approached them and said, “Welcome to Agent Provocateur. I’m Noelle and it’s a pleasure to have you in our store. Is there anything I can help you find?”

    Joel wasn’t sure why, but Noelle’s exceptional beauty made the idea of confessing his status as a cuckold even more embarrassing. He’d agreed to do it, though. He’d promised his wife he would do as her bull desired, even if it was embarrassing.

    “Yes,” Joel said before pausing and letting an awkward silence fill the air for a few moments. “We would like to find something for my wife to wear…” Joel paused again as his heart pounded in his chest and his knees buckled just a little.

    Noelle held his gaze and smiled, though Joel could see that his inability to complete a thought was probably making her more uncomfortable than if he’d just blurted out why they were in the store.

    He took a deep breath, squeezed his wife’s hand, and said, “Sorry. We would like to find something exceedingly sexy for my wife to wear for her boyfriend.”

    They’d agreed that calling Grant her bull would likely have been confusing since most people weren’t aware of the particulars of the cuckold lifestyle. It was much easier to call him her boyfriend.

    For just a moment Noelle looked stunned, though that look quickly melted away as her gaze turned to Jessica. “A boyfriend, huh? Lucky girl.”

    “Yes I am,” Jessica said.

    Noelle turned back to Joel, smiled, and asked, “Would you mind terribly if I asked your name?” 

    “Oh, sorry, I’m Joel and this is Jessica,” Joel replied.

    Noelle offered them both a surprisingly firm handshake and said, “Well, Joel, did you have something in mind? What sort of lingerie do you think your wife’s boyfriend would enjoy seeing her in?”

    “Well, we were looking on the website,” Joel said, “and we really liked the naughty lingerie section.”

    He couldn’t quite look in Noelle’s eyes as he recalled the collection of breathtaking lingerie they’d browsed online earlier that day. Each piece looked sexier than the last and Joel hadn’t been able to control his desire as he imagined Jessica offering herself to Grant in each and every little lacy outfit.

    “Excellent,” Noelle said. “Do you have a color preference?”

    “Jessica looks really good in black,” he answered. “I liked the dark red on the website, too.”

    “And how about you, Jessica? Do you have any preferences?” Noelle asked.

    “It’s all up to Joel,” Jessica replied with a smile. “He might seem a little nervous, but he’s actually quite thrilled about this whole thing. You wouldn’t believe how…well, excited he got while we were browsing your website.”

    Noelle smiled and said, “Let’s find you something to try on, then.”

    She turned and Joel took his wife’s hand and they followed as Noelle pulled a dark red lace bodysuit with a small satin strip around the waist from the shelf.

    “This is one of our best sellers,” she said as Joel glanced at the price tag and nearly gasped aloud at the $590 cost. “It offers a combination of elegance and sexiness that most of our customers absolutely love. What do you think, Joel? Will your wife’s boyfriend enjoy seeing this on her?”

    Joel nodded, mostly because he couldn’t quite speak. He was overwhelmed with arousal, in large part because Noelle seemed to have embraced his reality in a way he found thrilling. She wasn’t being cruel or overtly trying to humiliate him, and yet she’d managed to deliver the kind of kinky thrill that made him crave being his wife’s cuckold.

    “Would you like to try this on, Jessica?” Noelle asked.

    “I’d love to,” she answered.

    “Follow me,” Noelle said as she led them towards the back of the store, through a set of gauzy white curtains, and into the fitting area. She unlocked the door to one of the private fitting rooms and gestured for Jessica to step inside while handing her the bodysuit.

    “You can sit there if you’d like,” Noelle said as she pointed to a comfortable-looking couch resting against the wall.

    Joel sat and, much to his surprise, was joined by Noelle. “How long has your wife been seeing this other man?” she asked.

    “Uh, a little more than three months,” Joel said as he looked over at the exquisitely beautiful girl sitting next to him.

    “Is this the first time you’ve bought her something to wear for him?” she asked.

    “It is,” Joel answered as he looked down at his hands. He couldn’t quite overcome his sense of discomfort at exposing his innermost secrets to someone he’d just met.

    “There’s no need to be embarrassed, Joel,” Noelle reassured him as she reached out and touched his arm. “I think it’s nice. You have no idea how many couples come in here thinking that a piece of lingerie is going to reinvigorate their sex lives. It doesn’t work that way. Lingerie’s not magical. Inviting another man into the bedroom? That is actually kind of magical, or at least it can be, and if your wife’s been with him for three months it seems safe to assume that she’s getting exactly what she needs.”

    Joel looked at Noelle and saw a smile on her face and a glint in her eye. There was no question she was enjoying herself. She probably didn’t need to be sitting with him. She probably could have gone back to work and they could have found her if they needed more help.

    “Am I right, Joel? Is your wife’s boyfriend giving her what she needs?” Noelle asked.

    “He certainly is,” Jessica replied as she stepped out of the fitting room.

    She ran her hands over the tight-fitting bodysuit and twisted to give Joel the full experience.

    “What do you think, Joel? Will your wife’s boyfriend enjoy her in that bodysuit?” Noelle asked.

    “Yes, he will,” Joel answered as he let his eyes wander over Jessica’s body. She looked absolutely perfect. The lingerie fit like a glove and managed to enhance both her ass and her breasts. The simple strip of satin that acted as a sort of high-waisted belt was a perfect little touch, too.

    “Do you really think so?” Jessica asked. “Do you think it will make Grant want me?”

    Joel glanced at Noelle and saw a smile on her face. There was no question Jessica was trying to push him to reveal more in front of a relative stranger.

    “Yes, I do,” Joel answered.

    Jessica closed her eyes, smiled, and moved her hands over her lingerie-clad body.

    “Are you thinking about your boyfriend’s hands on you?” Noelle asked.

    “I am,” Jessica replied.

    “Good lingerie inspires intense desire in a man,” Noelle said. “It makes him want to touch you. It makes him want to possess your body. It makes him want you in that deep, intense, overwhelming kind of way.”

    Jessica opened her eyes, smiled at Noelle, and then turned her attention to Joel as she said, “You want Grant to feel that way about me, don’t you, honey? You want him to feel like he absolutely has to have me. You want him to feel like he has to fuck your wife, don’t you?”

    Joel couldn’t control his desire. As much as he wanted to avoid getting an erection in the store, he couldn’t. His cock was hard. He was absolutely overwhelmed with lust.

    “Yes, that’s what I want,” Joel said as he stared up at his wife in the flawless lingerie she’d changed into.

    “Why don’t you give your husband a little preview of what your boyfriend is going to enjoy, Jessica,” Noelle suggested. “You can sit in his lap and let him touch you. No one else is going to come back here. It’s just the three of us.”

    Jessica seemed to relish the idea of putting on a little show in front of Noelle as she approached Joel, spun around, placed her hands on his knees, and slowly sat down like she was a stripper about to begin a sensual lap dance.

    She gently ground her ass into his crotch and leaned back as Joel ran his fingers over his wife’s lace-clad stomach. His erection throbbed painfully as Jessica leaned into his grasp and softly kissed his neck.

    “He’s going to have me tonight,” Jessica whispered. “His hands are going to be all over my body. He’s going to possess me, to take me, to make me his while you watch.”

    “What a lucky woman you are,” Noelle said.

    Jessica looked over at her and smiled. “I know. I get to have the best of both worlds.”

    “You certainly do,” Noelle replied. “You’re lucky too, aren’t you Joel?”

    He nodded as his wife stood up and revealed the bulge Joel sported in his pants. Noelle’s eyes drifted to it and she smiled.

    “He’s a very lucky man and he knows it,” Jessica added.

    Joel felt lucky. He still hadn’t fully wrapped his head around the notion of giving his wife’s bull as much control as Grant had demanded – and largely taken – but there was no question each step they took provided more arousal than the last.

    “If you don’t mind me asking, is your husband still permitted to make love to you?” Noelle asked.

    “He is,” Jessica replied. “Though his access to my body has diminished since I met Grant. It doesn’t make sense to let Joel inside me whenever he wants anymore. Not when I have someone…well, more skilled to see to my needs.”

    Joel couldn’t believe they’d segued into talking about his sexual prowess. Noelle seemed to find a certain kind of pleasure in it, though.

    “He’s not allowed to cum inside me anymore, though,” Jessica added. “My boyfriend is the only man that gets to enjoy that pleasure.”

    Joel groaned. He didn’t want to. He wanted to keep quiet. He couldn’t help it, though. The groan just came out.

    “He seems to like that,” Noelle said. “Do you like that, Joel? Do you like that another man gets to cum in your wife and you don’t?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Don’t be rude, honey. Answer her question,” Jessica admonished him.

    “Yes, I like it,” Joel said.

    “He uses his tongue a lot more than he uses his cock these days,” Jessica said. “He’s quite good with it, too, and he’s gotten better in the past few months.”

    Jessica and Noelle shared a look as Joel found himself wishing that the conversation would both go on forever and end immediately.

    “Would you like to use his tongue, Noelle?” Jessica asked. “I’m sure you have no trouble finding a man to offer you pleasure, but it seems like you’re turned on and I’m quite certain that Joel could make you cum if you’d like an orgasm.”

    Much to Joel’s surprise, Noelle stood up, unbuttoned her jeans, and pushed them down. She sat on the couch, spread her legs, and gestured for Joel to drop to the floor between them.

    “Go ahead,” Jessica said. “Show her how talented you are. Show Noelle how much you love to worship a beautiful woman’s pussy.”

    Joel couldn’t believe his wife was actually willing to let him go down on someone else, nor could he believe that Noelle wanted him to worship her pussy.

    He did as he was told, though. He got on his knees between the beautiful blonde’s legs, pressed his lips against her pussy and put his tongue to work.

    Noelle unleashed a quiet moan, reached out to run her hands through Joel’s hair, and let her fingers come to rest on the back of his head. She applied gentle pressure to keep him in place and began to slowly, subtly move her hips in time with the motion of his tongue.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Jessica asked.

    “He is,” Noelle answered. “You were right. He’s quite good with his tongue.”

    “He needs to be,” Jessica replied. “He doesn’t fuck me anywhere near as well as my boyfriend. If he wasn’t good with his mouth I might not let him near my pussy anymore.”

    Joel groaned into Noelle’s perfect wet pussy and she pulled him a little closer as her low, quiet moans grew more frequent.

    “You’re going to make her cum, Joel,” Jessica said. “Use that talented tongue. Get her off. Make her feel good. Make her cum like a good boy.”

    Joel massaged Noelle’s clit with his tongue and slipped two fingers into her pussy. He rubbed her g-spot and before long he had her thighs trembling as she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled tight while an orgasm ripped through her.

    “Fuck,” Noelle said softly. “That was incredible. Thank you, Jessica, for lending me his tongue.”

    “My pleasure,” Jessica said. “Thank you for helping Joel pick out the perfect piece of lingerie.”

    Noelle smiled as she ran her fingers through Joel’s hair in a soft, soothing manner. “It was my pleasure. Come back any time. Everything we sell looks incredible. Joel could even come by himself if he wants. I’d be happy to help him find something beautiful for you to wear for your boyfriend.”

    It wasn’t lost on Joel that he wasn’t really a part of the conversation. He’d been used like a sex toy – neither woman had showed any desire to satisfy his cock – and now they were making plans as if his opinion or desires didn’t particularly matter. Joel couldn’t help but find pleasure in it.

    “I’ll certainly send him back. It’s important to look good for the man that can actually make you cum with his cock, after all,” Jessica said.

    Noelle laughed and added, “It certainly is.”

    Joel wasn’t that man. Not for Jessica, at least. Grant was the man she wanted to look good for. 

    Grant was her bull. Joel was her cuckold, and as he was learning, that meant accepting certain realities. Thankfully, each new lesson unlocked a deeper level of pleasure.
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    “Are you going to tell me where we’re going?” Joel asked as he buckled up.

    Jessica flashed a smile and said, “No. It’s going to be a surprise.”

    “Is it the kind of surprise I’m going to like?” he asked as Jessica backed out of the driveway.

    “That’s a good question,” she replied without following up.

    Prior to his cuckolding, Joel wouldn’t have thought anything of the look on his wife’s face and her seeming lack of willingness to share even a shred of information. Since his cuckolding, however, Jessica had become a bit of a wild card. The lingerie shopping trip was a perfect example. Not only had he bought her something to wear for another man, he’d admitted his status as a cuckold to a total stranger and ended that trip by performing oral sex on that stranger.

    “Could you help me with something?” Jessica asked a few minutes into their drive.

    “Of course,” Joel replied.

    She glanced at him to flash a quick smile and took a hand off the steering wheel to reach down and work her skirt up around her waist.

    “I can’t stop thinking about last night,” she said. “I just keep thinking about you on your knees watching him pound me from behind. I keep thinking about how good it felt to let him take total control and fuck me like that.”

    Grant seemed to be in a particularly dominant mood the night before. Even before taking Jessica from behind he’d fucked her throat in a vigorous manner, making her gag as he talked about how important it was for a good hotwife to develop the ability to deepthroat her bull’s cock. Joel had watched all of it from his knees, as was expected of him.

    “I want you to make me cum,” she said. “I want you to use your fingers to make me cum while I think about Grant.”

    Joel leaned over, reached between his wife’s legs, and pulled aside her panties. He rubbed his fingers over her labia and slipped inside her with ease, picking up plenty of lubrication to work her clit.

    “You’re soaked,” he said with no small amount of surprise in his voice.

    “I know,” she replied. “I can’t help it. I love it when Grant fucks me like that. I love it when it feels like he owns me, like he’s made me his.”

    Joel couldn’t help but get a little turned on at the notion, mostly because of the implication that Jessica was no longer his. Grant had asserted his dominance and showed Jessica that her husband simply didn’t measure up and Joel had embraced that notion over and over, submitting to each and every one of Grant’s demands in the name of becoming a better cuckold.

    “I like that too,” Joel said. “I like watching you give yourself over to him. I like watching you surrender to his desires.”

    Jessica moaned and squeezed the steering wheel a little tighter, like she was reminding herself not to let go.

    “Yeah? You like that your wife prefers another man’s cock? You like that your wife enjoys submitting to her bull’s desires and giving him her body?” Jessica asked.

    “I do,” Joel said as his cock reached a throbbing state in his pants. He rubbed Jessica’s clit a little faster and slipped two fingers into her pussy, filling the car with the sounds of slippery pleasure.

    Jessica pulled up to a stop sign, put the car in park, and turned to Joel. She leaned closer and they shared a deep kiss as his finger danced over her clit. Not long after, Jessica had the orgasm she craved, moaning into her husband’s mouth as she climaxed.

    “Thank you,” Jessica said as Joel pulled his fingers away and she adjusted her skirt once more. “That’s exactly what I needed.”

    Unsurprisingly, Jessica made no effort to relieve Joel of the obvious arousal he felt. The tent in his pants stayed that way for a few minutes and when his erection had faded there was a small wet spot from the precum that had flowed from the tip.

    “Here we are,” Jessica said as she pulled into a nondescript parking lot in front of a nondescript building.

    “What is this place?” Joel asked.

    “You’ll find out soon enough,” she replied.

    Joel studied the building on the walk towards the front door, but he couldn’t find a single clue as to what he was walking into. Once inside Jessica led him to the end of a long hallway lined with doors and down a flight of stairs. She walked to the last door on the right, knocked softly, and smiled at Joel as footsteps approached.

    A tall redhead in a knee high black leather boots, a tight leather skirt, and a black corset opened the door, smiled, and said, “Jessica?”

    “Yes,” Jessica replied.

    “And this must be your cuckold,” the redhead said.

    Joel felt an immediate rush of humiliation at the notion that this complete stranger already knew of his status as a cuckold.

    The redhead stepped aside and said, “Come in, come in.”

    Jessica stepped inside and Joel followed as the redhead let the door close and led them down a hallway and into what was unquestionably a kink space. She was a dominatrix. She had to be. The walls were lined with implements of pain and pleasure, there were several bondage devices that looked utterly terrifying, and no fewer than four sets of chains hung from the ceiling at various points around the room.

    “Joel,” Jessica said, “This is Mistress Valentine. I made an appointment so she can help us pick out the perfect chastity device for your cock.”

    “What?” Joel said. “Chastity? Why?”

    Joel saw Mistress Valentine smile as Jessica stepped closer, reached between his legs, and rubbed his soft cock through his pants as she said, “Because, my bull says a cuckold’s worthless cock should be locked in chastity at all times. He says you should give up control of your orgasms. Will you do that for me, cuckold?”

    Joel cursed his cock for getting hard. He couldn’t help it, though. He’d gotten so turned on in the car and even though Jessica was urging him to lock up his cock, her delivery was so sexy that he couldn’t fight off the arousal.

    “Chastity is quite common in cuckold marriages,” Mistress Valentine said. “It’s a remarkably effective way of helping the cuckold focus on what’s important.”

    Jessica stepped back and smiled as she asked, “Do you know what’s important in our marriage, Joel?”

    “You,” he answered. “Your needs. Your desires. Your pleasure.”

    “You’ve got a good one here,” Mistress Valentine commented.

    “I know,” Jessica replied as she offered a joyful smile.

    Joel wasn’t just saying what his wife wanted to hear. He’d largely felt that way even before Grant had begun training him to be a better cuckold. He’d seen that the way to his fantasies becoming a reality was to make sure his wife was as happy as possible.

    “The primary purpose of chastity is to help focus your mind,” Mistress Valentine explained. “Because you aren’t able to achieve an erection when you’re locked up, your mind drifts away from thinking about your pleasure and drifts towards thinking about your wife’s pleasure, and since she will be your keyholder, making sure she’s happy is the best way to ensure that you’re released from your cage and allowed to cum at regular intervals.”

    “Grant was very clear that every cuckold should be locked in chastity. He says it’s an absolute necessity, particularly if a hotwife and her bull plan on being together for a long period of time,” Jessica said.

    Joel’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. He knew Jessica thoroughly enjoyed fucking Grant, but he never imagined them having the hotwife and bull version of a long term relationship.

    “Does that surprise you, Joel?” Mistress Valentine asked. “Did you think your wife and her bull would have a short term relationship?”

    “I guess I didn’t really think about it,” Joel said.

    “It’s always possible something could go wrong, Joel, but I’m not planning on this being temporary,” Jessica explained. “And, even if Grant and I stop seeing each other I’m quite certain I’ll find another bull quickly. You can’t expect me to go back to the sex life we had before Grant, can you?”

    Joel really hadn’t thought about it, and upon doing so it seemed insane to expect his wife to give up the sex she’d been having. Of course she wouldn’t. Cuckolding him with Grant had taken Jessica to sexual heights she’d never reached before and of course she wouldn’t want to come down from that.

    “Why don’t you take your clothes off, Joel?” Mistress Valentine suggested.

    Joel glanced at his wife and Jessica nodded. He stripped, though not without considerable embarrassment. He’d just met the beautiful redheaded woman standing in front of him and he wasn’t exactly fond of getting naked with strangers.

    “Is his size part of why you cuckolded him?” Mistress Valentine asked as she stared at Joel’s half-hard cock.

    “Yes,” Jessica asked. “Though it wasn’t until after I’d fucked Grant for the first time that I realized just how underwhelming Joel is, size wise.”

    “One of the wonderful benefits of chastity is that the cuckold comes to see his cock in the same way you see it: As something close to a useless appendage that deserves to be locked away,” Mistress Valentine explained, eliciting a smile and a quiet giggle from Jessica.

    “You know, I’ve never really thought of it that way, but compared to what Grant provides, Joel’s cock is somewhat useless. If I didn’t have a bull I would certainly use and enjoy it, but I do have a bull so I don’t really have any need for it,” Jessica replied.

    “Does your cuckold still get to enjoy your pussy?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “From time to time, yes,” Jessica answered.

    Mistress Valentine turned to Joel, smiled, and said, “You’re a very lucky man to have such a generous wife. Many cuckolds are cut off the moment a bull’s cock slides into their wives. It seems that Jessica is quite fond of you. I hope you’re appreciative of that, Joel, as your cock certainly doesn’t deserve the pleasure of her pussy.”

    Joel looked down at his now-erect cock. He wasn’t among the unlucky few to suffer from a micro penis, but he wasn’t anywhere near as large as Grant, so it was hard to argue with the two women in the room. If Grant was both bigger and better, why would Joel have any right to fuck his wife?

    “When was the last time your cuckold climaxed?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “Last night,” Jessica replied.

    “Does that mean you’re excited about the idea of your cock being locked away in chastity, Joel?” Mistress Valentine asked. “Is your erection because you enjoy the notion of your cock being useless to your wife and deserving to be in the confines of a cage?”

    It was embarrassing, but Joel nodded. He couldn’t deny his excitement.

    “Follow me,” Mistress Valentine said as she turned and walked towards a table in the corner of the room.

    On the table were a dozen chastity devices of varying styles and sizes.

    “This is why we’re here,” Jessica said. “Mistress Valentine is going to help us find the perfect chastity device for your cock.”

    “Wearing the right device is of the utmost importance,” Mistress Valentine explained. “If it’s too small you’ll experience pain and potentially do long term damage, which we want to avoid. It it’s too big your cock will be given too much room to grow. Plus, we need to find something that won’t create too much of a bulge in your pants as you’ll be wearing this 24/7.”

    Joel looked at Jessica and she laughed. “Yes, honey. You’re going into chastity 24/7. This device is a symbol of your cuckolding. It’s like a wedding ring. You should have it on at all times to show me and Grant that you know your place, that you accept your place, that you embrace what it means to be my cuckold.”

    Mistress Valentine picked up a small plastic chastity device and said, “This is the Holy Trainer. It’s my favorite of the non-metal devices, but it’s not ideal for long term use. However, if you’re willing to invest in multiple devices, the Holy Trainer comes in a variety of colors that can be useful for humiliation play.”

    Mistress Valentine picked up a pink version of the Holy Trainer, held it in the palm of her hand, and said, “For instance, locking your cuckold’s cock in this cute little pink chastity device when your bull comes over highlights their differences even more significantly. When Joel looks down and sees his small, soft little cock locked up in pink he’ll feel more like the man he actually is.”

    “Oh I love that,” Jessica said. “Can you imagine that, Joel? Your cock locked up in this adorable little pink device while Grant fucks me with his long, thick, beautiful cock? I’m honestly getting a little bit turned on just thinking about it.”

    “Then I think we should have Joel try it on,” Mistress Valentine said. “We’ll have to take care of his erection first, though. Give me a moment.”

    For the shortest span of time Joel was quite convinced he was going to enjoy an orgasm. He wasn’t sure how it would happen, but his erection had persisted since shortly after they’d walked into the dungeon and he couldn’t think of another way to make it disappear.

    Mistress Valentine had other ideas, though. She returned with a large mixing bowl filled with ice water and handed it to Joel. “Dip your genitals in the water,” she instructed. “Your erection will disappear before you know it.”

    Joel lifted the bowl and submerged his cock into the icy water. He gritted his way through the pain and after a few moments his erection began to soften.

    “For long term wear I always recommend a metal chastity cage,” Mistress Valentine said as she turned and picked up another device. “This is called the Jail Bird. It’s exceptionally secure and the open design makes it easy to keep him clean without having to remove the device. He could theoretically go months or even years without being released.”

    “Wow,” Jessica said as she took the device from Mistress Valentine’s hand. “I don’t think I’d leave him locked up for that long, but I like that I’d have the option.”

    Joel’s cock ached in the ice water, but it was working. He was almost entirely soft despite the arousing nature of the conversation his wife and Mistress Valentine were having.

    “Some submissives are capable of achieving orgasms in their cages,” Mistress Valentine said. “It usually requires a lengthy stay in chastity, but a long session with a vibrator can be enough to bring about an orgasm despite the cock remaining soft.”

    “Wow,” Jessica said. “Can you imagine that, Joel? I guess I could keep you locked up for months if you could cum without being released.”

    Joel couldn’t think of a good response. He wasn’t crazy about the idea of going months without an erection or a proper orgasm.

    “I think he’s soft enough now,” Mistress Valentine said. “Which device would you like him to try on first?”

    “The pink one,” Jessica replied. “It’s just so cute. I can’t resist.”

    Mistress Valentine placed the Jail Bird on the table, picked up the pink Holy Trainer, and reached for a small bottle. She popped the top, squirted just a little bit of what appeared to be lubricant into the part of the device that would contain Joel’s cock, and explained, “A little oil can be helpful, especially the first time. The fit should be snug, but that can make it challenging to get your cuckold’s cock inside.”

    Mistress Valentine handed Joel a small pink ring and said, “Place your penis and testicles through the ring.”

    Joel did as instructed and Jessica smiled. Mistress Valentine handed him the pink sheath and said, “Place your penis inside the sheath and your wife will lock you up.”

    It took a little doing, but eventually Joel managed to shove his soft cock into the sheath. Mistress Valentine handed Jessica the key and she slipped it into the lock, turned it, and officially imprisoned Joel’s cock.

    “It’s adorable,” Jessica said.

    Joel looked down and found little room to argue. His cock was locked in a small pink chastity device. He wasn’t crazy about his genitals being referred to as adorable, but it was awfully hard to argue with Jessica’s assertion.

    “If you shave his pubic hair you’ll find it looks even more adorable,” Mistress Valentine said. “Plus, that will prevent the pain of hairs getting caught in the device.”

    “Oh my gosh,” Jessica said. “We could shave together. Wouldn’t that be fun, Joel?”

    Joel wasn’t sure shaving his pubes to lock his cock in a chastity device would be fun, but he found his wife’s enthusiasm hard to argue with.

    “How does it feel, Joel?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “It’s comfortable,” he said.

    “Jessica, why don’t you arouse your husband so he can discover what it feels like to try and get hard while locked in chastity?” Mistress Valentine said.

    Jessica flashed a lusty smile and stepped closer. She pressed her body against Joel’s and leaned down to kiss his neck. “I love that you’re willing to lock up your cock,” she whispered. “I love that you’re always so willing to do as Grant says. I love that you recognize that he knows better than you when it comes to pleasing me. I love that you understand that your useless cuckold cock should be locked in a cage.”

    Joel felt the first hint of pain between his legs as his wife’s softly whispered words and sensual kisses on his neck brought about the desire Mistress Valentine wanted him to experience.

    The pain was far more significant when Jessica kissed him. It was the kind of slow, sensual kiss that always drove him crazy. He loved the way her tongue slipped into his mouth, only to retreat as quickly as it had entered. He loved the way she released the softest moan imaginable. He loved how Jessica seemed to understand exactly how to arouse him.

    Joel had to end the kiss, though. The pain was too much. Before long it was agonizing, so he stepped out of his wife’s grasp and instinctively reached between his legs to try and take the device off.

    “How does that feel?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “It hurts,” Joel replied.

    “You’ll adjust to it,” she explained. “It takes some time, but you’ll come to enjoy the ache you feel when your cock tries to get hard in its cage. It will serve as a reminder of your place and you’ll actually find pleasure in that. Most of all, it will make you a better husband and a far better cuckold.”

    “I know,” Joel said.

    “How do you feel, Jessica?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “Turned on,” she answered. “Excited. Powerful, too.”

    “Would you like your cuckold to see to your arousal?” Mistress Valentine asked.

    “Right here?” Jessica said.

    “Of course. This is a private space. If you’d like your cuckold to make you orgasm you simply have to order him to his knees. Remember, you’re in control. You have the key. You get to decide when he cums and if he refuses to meet your needs you can simply deny him release until he learns to behave as you desire,” Mistress Valentine explained.

    Jessica turned to her husband, smiled, and said, “On your knees.”

    Joel fell to his knees in front of his wife and watched as she leaned against the table, lifted her skirt, and pulled aside her panties. “Make me cum.”

    Joel crawled forward and pressed his lips against his wife’s pussy to do as she’d instructed. He loved that she was excited enough to want to cum again so soon after the orgasm he’d given her in the car.

    “The chastity device gives you control, Jessica,” Mistress Valentine explained. “Don’t be afraid to use it. The longer your cuckold goes without release the more willing he’ll be to do as you desire. Don’t be afraid to push his limits. Don’t be afraid to use him for your pleasure. Don’t be afraid to make him earn every orgasm he gets.”

    Jessica reached down and held Joel’s head in her hands. He looked up and saw the delight in his wife’s eyes. He saw the sense of power she clearly felt. He saw how his willingness to submit made her feel.

    Jessica closed her eyes, held Joel’s head a little tighter, and cried out in pleasure as she climaxed on his tongue. Juices dripped from her pussy and he greedily lapped them up as Jessica’s body trembled with joy.

    “We’ll take both chastity devices,” she said soon after.

    Mistress Valentine smiled. “Very good.”

    “You may get dressed, Joel,” Jessica added.

    Joel stood and put his clothes on as Jessica pulled out a credit card and paid Mistress Valentine for the two chastity devices they’d be going home with.

    “If you have any questions or you’d like to book another session, don’t hesitate to get in touch,” Mistress Valentine said after Jessica had signed for the purchase.

    “I will, thank you,” Jessica replied. “And thank you for your help.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Mistress Valentine said.

    “Come, Joel,” Jessica said as she offered her hand.

    Joel knew he’d just agreed to a significant life change and he suspected it would be even more significant than he imagined. His body hummed with desire, though. His cock still ached and there was something hugely exciting about knowing that he was no longer in control of his erections, let alone his orgasms.

    “Thank you, Mistress Valentine,” Joel said as they reached the door.

    “Of course, Joel. Remember, your wife’s pleasure is what matters most. Follow that rule and chastity won’t be nearly as difficult as you might think,” Mistress Valentine said.

    “I will, thank you.”

    They stepped through the door and it shut gently behind them as Jessica squeezed Joel’s hand and led him towards the stairs.

    “Thank you, Jessica,” he said.

    “For what?” she replied.

    “For setting up this appointment. For helping me be a better cuckold. For letting me make you cum twice in an hour. For everything,” he said.

    Jessica stopped, turned, and pulled Joel close for a deep kiss. The ache returned immediately, but this time there was pleasure to be found in his pain.

    “You’re welcome,” she said. “If you’re good for the rest of the day I might let you make me cum again before bed. Would you like that?”

    “I would,” Joel said.

    Jessica took his hand once more and led him up the stairs, down the hall, and out of the building. Though the chastity device that imprisoned his cock was small, Joel felt like an enormous change had occurred, one that he almost certainly couldn’t fully comprehend. He was excited, though. Hugely excited.
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    “Does that feel good?” Jessica asked as she ran her hands down Joel’s back and grabbed his ass to pull him a little deeper inside her.

    “It’s incredible,” Joel replied. He hadn’t been released from his chastity cage in two weeks and he hadn’t been inside his wife in nearly a month. Incredible wasn’t nearly descriptive enough. His wife’s pussy felt perfect. It felt like the most wondrous thing in the world.

    “You can fuck me harder,” Jessica said. “You can enjoy my pussy as you desire.”

    “What about you?” Joel asked.

    Jessica smiled and kissed him. Her tongue darted into his mouth as Joel fucked his wife a little harder and faster. “You don’t have to worry about me,” she said. “Grant takes care of me. He gives me what I need.”

    The purity of being inside her had already been a little bit tainted by having to wear a condom, but it was the implication that Joel stood no chance of actually pleasuring his wife that made fucking her into a cuckold experience.

    “I can’t give you what you need?” Joel asked. He knew the answer. He’d known the answer for months. He wanted to hear her say it, though. He wanted that rush of humiliation that always turned him on.

    “No, you can’t,” Jessica replied. “You’ve never been able to give me what I need, Joel.”

    Joel grunted and filled the condom with cum. He was hit with a rush of intense satisfaction and a touch of regret. He wished he’d had the power to hold out, to enjoy the simple pleasure of thrusting in and out of his wife’s pussy, but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t resist the overwhelming arousal of cuckolding. He couldn’t hold back. He had to ask the question.

    “Was that nice?” Jessica asked as she ran her fingers through his hair and down his back.

    “It was,” Joel said.

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back as Jessica curled up next to him.

    “I’m glad you enjoyed that,” she said. “Because it’s the last time you’re going to fuck me.”

    Joel sat up and looked at his wife. “What?” he asked.

    “My bull says he’s the only one that should fuck me. He says your worthless dick doesn’t deserve my pussy. He says a cuckold should be pussy free,” Jessica explained.

    “That’s not fair,” Joel said.

    “Is it fair that I married a man with a small cock that cums too quickly? Is it fair that you never managed to figure out how to last longer? Is it fair that your dick can’t get any bigger? Is it fair that I need someone with a big cock and a nice body to have the sex I truly crave?” Jessica asked.

    Joel knew they were rhetorical questions. He knew Jessica was right, though. He knew that he didn’t offer her much in the way of sexual satisfaction – at least when it came to actual penetration – and that Grant did. He didn’t want it to be true, mostly because he didn’t want to be denied access to her pussy.

    “So I’m never going to have sex with you again?” he asked.

    “You won’t be having sex with me while Grant and I are together unless he and I decide that you deserve to for some reason, which I don’t see happening. You won’t be enjoying blowjobs, either and you won’t be permitted to masturbate. My hand is the only way you’ll be allowed to cum,” Jessica explained.

    Joel looked at the cock cage resting on the nightstand. He knew that once his cock went back in the cage there was no way to defy Grant and Jessica’s rules. He knew he was going back in the cage, too.

    “You really don’t think you’ll want to have sex with me?” Joel asked. “I know I don’t make you cum when we have sex, but isn’t there something you like about it?”

    “I like that you like it,” Jessica said. “But Grant makes the rules. He’s my bull. I like that he’s in charge. I like that he takes control. I like that he’s the sort of man that’s comfortable taking control, especially when compared to you. That’s why he gets to make the rules. Making him happy is more important than making you happy.”

    It was the truth behind her words that hit Joel the hardest. She was so enamored with her bull that she put his needs above those of her husband. It was painful, but it was also the realization of his cuckold fantasies. Reality had gone a little further than he’d expected, but it was still exceptionally arousing.

    “Why don’t you go down on me?” Jessica suggested. “I’d like to cum.”

    Joel crawled between his wife’s legs and put his mouth to work as he tried to wrap his brain around the idea that he wouldn’t be fucking Jessica anymore. They’d had far less sex since Granted entered her life, but Joel hadn’t been cut off completely. The idea that he wouldn’t be inside her for months, perhaps longer, was difficult to comprehend. 

    The idea that another man had made the decision to cut him off was hard to accept, too, but Joel wasn’t in a position to argue. He’d welcomed his cuckolding. He’d found every bit of it arousing, too, and he suspected he would find it thrilling to be cut off, even if it also proved to be painful.

    “That’s it,” Jessica said. “Use your tongue like a good cuckold. Make me feel good. Make me feel so good while I think about Grant’s cock.”

    Joel watched his wife play with her breasts as he worked her clit. He listened to her beautiful moans and wondered what exactly she was thinking about. Was she on top in her fantasy? Was Grant taking her from behind? Were they fucking in missionary?

    “Fuck me, Grant,” Jessica said. “Give me your cock. Pound my married pussy!”

    Joel loved that his wife was lost in her fantasy. He loved that she was clearly having a wonderful time as she thought about her bull fucking her. He loved it so much that his cock had already come back to life in the used condom.

    Jessica reached down, grabbed his head, and said, “Fuck!” as a climaxed washed over her. She pushed Joel away from her pussy and rolled onto her side with a joyful look on her face.

    “Even when Grant’s not here he makes me cum harder than you do,” Jessica said as she curled up in their bed. “That’s why he’s my bull and you’re my cuckold. That’s why he’s allowed to fuck me and you’re not.”

    “Of course,” Joel said as he slipped out of bed and pulled off the condom. He walked to the bathroom, dropped it in the trash, and thought about how Grant would be the only man to fuck and cum inside Jessica. He felt jealous and horny and insane with a strange kind of desire.

    “You need to be soft so I can put you back in your cage,” Jessica called out from the bed. “It needs to happen quickly, too.”

    Joel turned on the cold water and splashed it onto his cock until it went soft. He worked to think about anything but his wife and her bull and eventually he returned to the bedroom to be locked in chastity once more.

    
      

    

    “How does it feel to know that you’ve fucked your wife for the last time in a long, long time?” Grant asked as he put his arm around Jessica and pulled her closer.

    Joel contemplated the question as he stared across the living room at his wife and her bull. They’d taken the loveseat and they looked very much like a couple. Jessica kept making eyes at Grant and they’d share a soft, quick kiss every now and then. She’d put on a soft white sweater and a pair of tight jeans for his visit, like he was her boyfriend and she was welcoming him over for a relaxed evening. All of it filled Joel with equal parts jealousy and desire.

    “It feels painful,” Joel admitted. “It feels difficult. It feels a little unfair, too.”

    “Yes, Jessica mentioned you thought it was unfair,” Grant said. “Life isn’t fair though, is it? Perhaps you should think in more positive terms. Perhaps you should be grateful that Jessica is willing to offer you any orgasms. Some wives in her position simply choose to completely deny their cuckold husbands. Some choose to keep them in chastity permanently or offer only ruined orgasms, keeping the men they married in a state of perpetual, maddening desire. At least Jessica is willing to offer you handjobs, assuming you behave in a way that warrants getting your dick stroked.”

    “Yes, I suppose that’s true,” Joel said. He hadn’t considered that Jessica could have easily chosen not to give him any orgasms. He didn’t think his wife would go to that length, but she’d surprised him several times on their journey into cuckolding.

    “You understand that you don’t deserve to fuck your wife, right Joel?” Grant asked.

    They both looked at him as Joel tried to offer an honest response. “I guess,” was the best he could come up with.

    “If a man can’t make his wife cum when he fucks her, does he deserve to fuck her, Joel?” Grant asked.

    “No,” Joel replied. When put that way, the answer seemed obvious.

    “No, he doesn’t,” Grant said. “That’s why Jessica is mine now. That’s why your dick isn’t going to feel the pleasure of her pussy again. That’s why you’re going to cum by her hand from now on.”

    Jessica unzipped Grant’s pants as she smiled at Joel. She reached inside and pulled out his flaccid cock. “Show me your cock, Joel,” she said.

    Joel stood up and unzipped his pants. He pulled them down, revealing his locked up cock.

    “You’re small enough to fit in that little cage when you’re flaccid, Joel. Grant’s not. Grant couldn’t come close to fitting in that cage. I would never cage this beautiful cock. It deserves to be free. It deserves to fuck. It deserves to be used to satisfy your wife, unlike your cock,” Jessica explained.

    She turned to Grant and they kissed as Jessica stroked him. Joel watched the other man’s cock get stiff in his wife’s hand and felt a lovely mixture of jealousy and desire course through him.

    “May I suck your cock,” Jessica said.

    Grant nodded and her head fell into his lap. Joel watched his wife wrap her lips around her bull’s cock and give him the kind of worshipful blowjob she reserved for the man in her life that could fuck her to orgasms.

    “Does it make you jealous to watch your wife suck my cock, Joel?” Grant asked.

    “Yes,” Joel answered as he stood there with his pants around his ankles and his flaccid, caged cock exposed.

    “I like knowing that she won’t be sucking your cock anymore. I like knowing that her mouth is mine. I like knowing that I’m the only man she wants to orally pleasure,” Grant said.

    Grant wasn’t gloating. He was simply stating the truth. Jessica was willfully worshiping his cock and she was doing it because he made her feel better than Joel ever had. She was doing it because in her mind, he deserved it. She was doing it because it turned her on to have his long, thick, superior cock in her mouth. Joel knew all of that was true. He knew that’s why Grant was getting a blowjob and why he was standing there with his cock in a cage.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife tonight, Joel?” Grant asked.

    He nodded and said, “I do.”

    “Would you like to watch?” Grant asked.

    “Yes, please,” Joel said. It felt utterly humiliating to utter those two words, but Grant had clearly taken control and Jessica wasn’t about to intervene on her husband’s behalf. If Joel wanted to watch, he’d have to do as her bull desired.

    “Get naked, Joel. Then come closer and get on your knees in front of me,” Grant instructed.

    Joel stripped as the sound of his wife’s cocksucking filled the room. He walked towards Grant and fell to his knees in front of the man that had taken control of his wife’s body.

    “Jessica, your husband would like to watch me fuck you. Would you like to get fucked?” Grant asked.

    “Mmmm hmmm,” Jessica said with his cock still buried in her mouth.

    “I’d like you to ride me right here on the couch. In reverse cowgirl,” Grant instructed.

    Jessica lifted her mouth from his cock, stripped as quickly as possible, left her clothes in a heap on the floor, and yanked Grant’s pants off. She moved on top of him, guided his cock into her pussy and she sank down on it as Joel watched.

    “How does it look, Joel?” Grant asked.

    He admired the sight of the big cock stretching his wife’s pussy and said, “It’s beautiful.”

    “Kiss your wife’s stomach, Joel,” Grant instructed.

    Joel looked up at Jessica and she smiled. “Do what he says, honey.”

    Joel crawled between Grant’s legs. He felt the warmth emanated from the other man’s skin and the leg hair tickled his arms. Joel caught a faint whiff of Grant’s balls as he leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on Jessica’s stomach right above her belly button.

    “Kiss her a little lower, cuckold,” Grant said.

    Joel kissed his wife’s stomach just below her belly button. He heard her moan and looked up to see Grant had taken her breasts in his hands and was roughly playing with them.

    “Lower,” Grant demanded.

    Joel dropped a little lower and kissed the spot where her pubic hair began. The smell of Grant’s balls was stronger and it wasn’t lost on Joel that he was inches away from another man’s cock.

    “Kiss her clit, Joel,” Grant demanded.

    Joel moved back and dropped a little lower. He stared at his wife’s pussy. It was stretched so beautifully around Grant’s big cock. Her pussy lips were splayed open and the wetness she’d developed during the blowjob was obvious. She was turned on and clearly thrilled to have someone else inside her.

    “Do it, honey,” Jessica said. “Just ignore his cock and kiss my clit. Just place a soft, gentle kiss on it so Grant will fuck me. Kiss my clit so Grant will give me what I need.”

    Joel leaned forward and kissed his wife’s clit. He made sure to keep his tongue tucked into his mouth so he wouldn’t accidentally lick her bull’s cock. He wanted no part of that.

    “That’s good, Joel. Now sit back and watch your wife make me cum in her pussy,” Grant said.

    Joel sat back and Jessica went to work. She rode Grant’s cock with great fervor and she looked rather athletic doing it. She leaned back, rested her hands on the couch, and bounced up and down, working the man inside her with her warmth and wetness and doing so for the reward of feeling his cock explode inside her.

    “Your wife’s pussy is perfect,” Grant said. “It’s fucking perfect and it’s all mine now.”

    “You don’t get pussy anymore,” Jessica added as she bounced on her bull. “You don’t deserve pussy. You don’t fuck me well enough to deserve me. You deserve the cage.”

    Joel felt the blissful agony of being a cuckold. He felt the jealousy and the humiliation and the desire all wrapped into one. It was a potent cocktail and it led to a rather pleasing ache between his legs.

    Eventually, Grant’s balls tightened up, his shaft pulsed, and he unleashed his load inside Jessica. She smiled at her bull’s loud, lusty groans and he played with her beautiful, perky breasts while the pleasure of an orgasm ripped through his body.

    “God damn your pussy is perfect,” Grant said.

    Joel was certain that Grant was playing up his pleasure at least a little bit, but he enjoyed it.

    “Can you spend the night?” Jessica asked.

    “Of course I can,” Grant replied. “There’s plenty more pleasure to be had.”

    Jessica had a giddy look on her face and Joel felt some of her happiness spread to him.

    “Joel, get us a couple of towels to clean up,” Grant ordered.

    Joel hopped to his feet and headed towards the bathroom. It was humiliating to do so without hesitation, but Joel was far past fighting the humiliation that came with being a cuckold. He was ready and willing to embrace it. It was his place to do so, after all.
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    Joel looked up from his book to see his wife step out of the bedroom without a stitch of clothing on. She smiled at him and slowly sauntered down the hallway as his eyes wandered over her body. Hanging between her breasts was the shiny key to Joel’s chastity device.

    “Good afternoon, my love,” Jessica said as she approached with a smile on her face.

    “Good afternoon,” Joel replied as he pulled his gaze from the key and stared into his wife’s eyes.

    Jessica gently pulled the book from his hands and tossed it onto the couch. She leaned down to give Joel a soft kiss and straddled him. He ran his fingers over her thighs and grasped her ass as Jessica took Joel’s head in her hands.

    “It’s been two weeks since you experienced an orgasm,” Jessica said.

    Joel nodded.

    “It’s been two weeks since you’ve had an erection,” she continued.

    Joel nodded again.

    “You’ve been so good the past two weeks. You haven’t complained once. You haven’t tried to guilt trip me into releasing you. You haven’t whined. You haven’t begged. You’ve been such a good cuckold,” Jessica said.

    She leaned forward and gently rubbed her breasts over Joel’s face. He kissed her impossibly soft flesh and felt his cock surge to life in the prison Jessica had kept him in for the past 14 days.

    “Take my nipple in your mouth,” she whispered. “I know you love to suck on them. Take it as a reward for being such a good cuckold.”

    Joel did as his wife suggested. He sucked on her nipple and kissed her beautiful breast. She moaned and ran her fingers through his hair as a deeply pleasurable sense of arousal spread through his body.

    “Feel my pussy,” Jessica whispered.

    Joel moved his hand between her legs and slipped two fingers inside his wife’s surprisingly wet pussy.

    “Mmmm, can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    “You’re soaked,” Joel said before wrapping his lips around her nipple once more.

    Jessica moaned and pulled Joel closer, smothering him with the soft flesh of her perfect breasts. “I’m thinking of him,” she said. “I’m thinking of the way Grant fucked me last night. I’m thinking of how he fucked me right here on our couch. I’m thinking of how hard I came with his big cock buried so deep inside me. I’m thinking of how good he made me feel while you watched with your dick straining in its cage.”

    Joel had watched Grant fuck his wife in a variety of positions the night before. He’d watched Jessica ride her bull’s cock. He’d watched her take it from behind. He’d watched them explore a few positions that required the kind of fitness and strength that Joel didn’t quite possess.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes,” Joel replied. “I loved it. I loved watching.”

    Jessica gently pulled Joel’s fingers from her pussy and lifted them to her mouth. Her soft lips wrapped around them and he groaned as his wife offered a rather splendid form of oral pleasure. It had been quite some time since he’d felt her lips around his cock, which only served to enhance the pleasure of what was effectively a finger blowjob.

    “I want to make you cum,” Jessica said. “You deserve to cum. Would you like that? Would you like an orgasm?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Good,” she said with a smile. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

    Jessica stood up and offered her hand. She helped Joel off the couch and led him towards the bedroom as he stared at her ass, which looked perfect in every way.

    “Take your clothes off for me,” Jessica said as she stepped into the bedroom with Joel just a few feet behind.

    As he stripped Joel watched his wife walk towards the bed and bend over. She looked back at him and shook her ass.

    “Did you like watching Grant take me from behind? Did you like the way I begged him to spank my ass as he fucked my pussy? Did you like the way he fucked your wife so hard?” she asked.

    Joel nodded as he felt the beautiful ache of his cock trying to get hard in its cage. He felt the pain and the desire. He wished he’d been the one to fuck his wife that way.

    “Come closer,” Jessica said as Joel finished stripping.

    He approached his wife and she climbed into the bed. Jessica remained on her hands and knees, offering Joel a beautiful view of the pussy he hadn’t fucked in nearly a month.

    “Press your cock against my pussy,” she demanded. “Feel the heat. Feel the wetness with that locked up little dick of yours.”

    Joel pressed his locked cock against his wife’s pussy and grabbed her hips. He pulled back and she giggled in pure delight.

    “Can you feel it, Joel?” she asked. “Can you feel my pussy against your dick? Can you feel how wet I am?”

    “Yes,” Joel said. “I can feel it.”

    It wasn’t much, but Joel could feel the wetness of his wife’s perfect pussy. He could feel how slippery she was. He could feel exactly what he suspected she wanted him to feel. He could feel what Grant got to fuck and what he was no longer allowed to fuck.

    “Fuck me, Joel,” Jessica said. “Go ahead, try and fuck me.”

    Joel did as his wife demanded. He tried his best to fuck her. He pulled back and pushed forward. He dug his fingers into her hips and pulled back with each thrust. It was more humiliating than he expected. He wasn’t inside her. He was fucking air and he was doing so because his dick was locked up in a little cage that she held the key to. He was merely mimicking what her bull had done the night before.

    It was Jessica’s laughter that made Joel stop. It was a little too painful to continue as his wife found such joy in the fact that he couldn’t penetrate her.

    Joel stepped back and Jessica spun around and sat on the edge of the bed. “Come here,” she said. He stepped closer and she took his balls in her hand and stroked them. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have laughed.”

    “It’s okay,” Joel said.

    Jessica lifted the chain holding his chastity key over her head and slipped it into the lock. She looked up at Joel and slowly turned it. He watched the lock pop open and Jessica deftly removed each piece of the cage, placing them on the nightstand with the key before taking his genitals in her hand and stroking him slowly.

    “Does that feel good?” Jessica asked.

    “It feels perfect,” Joel answered as his cock reached a fully erect state in just a few strokes.

    “Did it turn you on to watch Grant cum inside me?” Jessica asked. “Did it thrill you to know that my bull was pumping his thick, creamy load into your wife’s pussy?”

    Joel nodded vigorously as his balls tightened and the head of his cock came alive with pleasure.

    “You like being a cuckold, don’t you?” she asked.

    He nodded again.

    “Would you like to have more orgasms? Would that make you happy?” Jessica asked as she reached down to play with his balls while she stroked him.

    “Yes,” Joel answered. “That would make me very happy.”

    “That’s good. Grant says you can cum more often. He says that a cuckold doesn’t need to be denied orgasms as long as he’s willing to clean up his mess,” Jessica said.

    Joel was so lost in his pleasure that the meaning behind Jessica’s declaration didn’t register at first.

    “Wait, what?” he asked as he wrapped his brain around the information his wife had shared.

    “My bull says a cuckold should always clean up his messes. He says you should eat your cum every time I let you have an orgasm, so I hope you’re hungry,” Jessica said with a gleeful smile.

    “Jessica, please,” Joel said. He didn’t want to eat his cum every time he had an orgasm. He might have been willing to do it once, but committing to doing it each and every time felt like too much.

    “Joel, darling, my cuckold doesn’t deserve the same pleasures as my bull. Grant has proven himself to be a superior man. I don’t think you’d argue with that. He provides me with so many things that you’ve failed to provide me. The great orgasms are just the tip of the iceberg, to be honest.”

    She stroked Joel slowly and twisted her hand at the tip, offering a little burst of pleasure each time. He fingers continued to work his balls, bringing Joel ever closer to an orgasm.

    “If you were like Grant then you could do whatever you wanted with your cum. You could cum in my pussy. You could cum in my mouth. You could cum on my breasts or my stomach. You might even get to cum on my face from time to time. You’re not like Grant, though. You’re a cuckold, which means you don’t get to choose what happens with your cum. That choice is made for you. Grant has made that choice. Your cum goes in your stomach.”

    Jessica leaned forward and kissed Joel’s chest as she stroked him a little faster. She looked up and smiled. “Of course, you don’t have to cum. I could just put you back in your cage until you’re ready to clean up your mess. It’s your choice.”

    The idea of going back in the cage without a release was worse than eating his cum, so Joel caved. “Okay,” he said. “I’ll do it. I will. I’ll eat my cum.”

    Jessica stood up and offered a slow, deep, sensual kiss as Joel’s cock pressed into her stomach. She moaned into his mouth. She moaned like she was getting fucked, which he knew was a treat for him. He knew it wasn’t because of the kiss. He knew it was because she was thinking of Grant or that she was delighted at the idea that Joel had agreed to eat his cum, but it didn’t matter. It turned him on. He liked that his wife was moaning.

    Jessica stepped to the side and pulled a condom from the nightstand drawer. She tore it open and gently rolled it down Joel’s cock.

    “This will make it so much easier to feed you,” she said before climbing into their bed, sitting against the headboard, and spreading her legs. “Come. Sit with me. Lean against me and I’ll make you cum.”

    Joel moved between his wife’s legs and leaned back. Her breasts pressed into his skin and she eagerly wrapped her arms around him while kissing his neck. Dual sensations of relaxation and pleasure moved through his body as Jessica welcomed him into her embrace. Her fingers moved down his chest and over his stomach to grasp his cock.

    “Does it feel good to get a handjob after so much time in your cage?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” Joel said as he leaned back into Jessica’s embrace.

    “Does it feel good to know that I’m in total control of your orgasms? Do you like knowing that you don’t have to think about it anymore, that you just have to be a good cuckold and you’ll be permitted to cum?” she asked.

    It was an odd feeling to have lost control over his climaxes, but there was a certain kind of freedom in it. Joel’s focus had been pulled from the constant quest for sexual pleasure and redirected to other things, including his wife’s pleasure.

    “Yes. I like being a good cuckold for you. I like being a good husband,” he said.

    “You’re a wonderful husband, Joel. You put my pleasure above yours. You put my needs first. You’re a wonderful man and you’re about to be rewarded for that,” Jessica whispered.

    She kissed his neck and stroked him faster as the sound of the condom moving up and down his cock filled the room.

    “Now think of Grant cumming inside me. Think of his cock pulsing as he emptied his balls into my pussy. Think of another man’s thick, creamy seed filling your wife’s needy cunt,” she said.

    After two weeks in his cage and so much teasing once she’d let him out of it, that was enough to make Joel cum. He grunted, the head of his cock swelled up, and his cum launched into the condom.

    Jessica teased the head to enhance his orgasmic pleasure before sealing her fingers around the shaft to make sure his cum didn’t leak out. Once Joel was finished she deftly removed the condom and held it in front of him.

    “A cuckold always cleans up his messes,” she said. “That’s how Grant wants it to be, which means you’re going to eat your load or you’re not going to cum again for a very, very long time.”

    As much as Joel wished she was being playful or making an idle threat, he knew it wasn’t the case. He knew his wife would absolutely cut him off if he didn’t follow through on his promise.

    “Please let me eat my cum,” he said.

    Jessica kissed his neck and whispered, “Good boy. Now open wide.”

    Joel tilted his head back and opened his mouth. He watched the cum-filled condom approach. Jessica gently tilted it until the open end was against his lips. She lifted the condom and the cum slowly moved towards Joel’s mouth.

    “Here it comes,” she whispered. “I hope you’re hungry.”

    Joel tried to think about the warmth of his wife’s skin against his body and the joy of the orgasm she’d just given him. He thought about all the pleasure, not the unpleasant taste that filled his mouth as the cum left the condom and hit his tongue.

    Jessica worked every drop she could out of the condom and said, “Now savor it for me. Be a good cuckold and savor the taste of your delicious cum.”

    Joel held his mouth shut as Jessica put the condom on the nightstand and kissed his neck. Her hands moved over his chest and stomach and she let out quiet, sensual moans of encouragement.

    “Now swallow for me,” she whispered. “Eat your cum like a good cuckold. Eat the first of many loads.”

    Joel closed his eyes and swallowed. He felt the cum slide down his throat. He imagined it resting in his stomach. He felt humiliated, but it was his place to do as his wife and her bull desired, especially if he wanted more orgasms.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” Joel said once he’d swallowed his load.

    “Thank you for being a good cuckold,” Jessica replied as she wrapped her arms around Joel and pulled him closer.
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    “Fuck me, Grant. Fuck me!” Jessica screamed.

    Grant was close to cumming. Joel could see it. He’d watched them fuck enough times to recognize the signs. His wife’s bull was fucking her with great vigor. His groans were a little louder and closer together. His balls had tightened up a bit. He was on the verge of unleashing his load inside Jessica’s perfect pussy.

    “Cum inside me!” she cried out. “Please, cum inside me! Fill me! Fill my pussy!”

    Grant had cum in Jessica countless times since they started having unprotected sex but Joel still found it hugely arousing. It triggered his inner cuckold like nothing else. He loved hearing his wife beg for someone else’s cum. Even more than that, he loved knowing that Jessica found it genuinely pleasurable to have Grant cum inside her. He knew it turned her on. He knew that sometimes she masturbated to the idea of it. She was so enthralled with her bull that her body had developed a deep desire to bring him pleasure and there was no greater pleasure for a man than cumming in the warm, wet, willing pussy of a beautiful woman.

    Eventually Grant buried his cock inside her and unleashed his load. He closed his eyes and a look of intense pleasure came over his face as his body expelled his seed into the waiting, eager pussy of the woman he’d thoroughly charmed with his sexual skills.

    “That was incredible,” Jessica said of the sex that had given her two orgasms before Grant unleashed his seed.

    “It was my pleasure,” Grant replied.

    They shared a soft, surprisingly long kiss as his cock remained inside her. Joel watched it all from his knees, as had become typical. He was locked in chastity and forbidden from touching his imprisoned cock because he didn’t deserve any hint of physical pleasure until Jessica or Grant gave him permission.

    When her bull pulled out Jessica turned to show Joel her freshly-fucked, stretched out, cum-filled pussy. He stared at her slick, swollen lips and the trickle of thick, creamy cum slowly dripping out of her. It was the purest symbol of his cuckolding and to gaze upon it was thrilling in a way he couldn’t describe.

    “Come closer,” Jessica said.

    Joel crawled to the edge of the bed and looked up at his wife and her bull before his gaze returned to her pussy.

    “There are two men in this room,” Jessica said. “However, one is clearly superior to the other. Do you know which man is superior?”

    “Grant is the superior man,” Joel asked. The answer was obvious. The answer had been obvious from the first time Grant fucked his wife. It was humiliating to admit, especially with Grant in the room, but Joel knew there was a purpose to his wife’s question. He knew she was almost certainly driving towards something and that it was his place to go along with it.

    “That’s right,” Jessica said as Grant pulled her a little closer and rested his arm across her chest. “Grant is the superior man in my life. That’s why he has exclusive access to my pussy. That’s why he gets to cum inside me and you’re locked in that little cage. That’s why he gets blowjobs and you barely get handjobs. That’s why he gets to spend the night in our bed when he’s here. That’s why I go to his house and spend the night sleeping in his arms while you’re alone in our bed. That’s why you’re a cuckold and he’s a bull.”

    Joel’s body hummed with arousal. That was partially due to being locked in his cage for nearly two weeks, but it was mostly because he’d sunk so deep into his status as a cuckold that he found every word his wife uttered hugely pleasurable. It was unquestionably humiliating too, but he was past the point where the humiliation hurt. Now it was a source of pleasure for him.

    “Are you ready to take the next step in your cuckolding?” Grant asked as he casually played with Jessica’s breasts.

    “I am,” Joel said, though he had no idea what he was agreeing to.

    “Look at my pussy,” Jessica instructed. “What do you see?”

    “I see Grant’s cum leaking out of you,” Joel answered.

    “How does it make you feel to see my cum leaking out of your wife?” Grant asked.

    “It turns me on,” Joel replied. “It makes me happy. It feels like a symbol of the changes our marriage has undergone. I know that you give my wife the kind of pleasure she has always deserved and that I’ve always failed to give her. I know that you make her feel good in ways I’m not capable of making her feel good. Your cum inside her feels like the ultimate symbol of all of that. When Jessica welcomes your seed into her body it feels like the perfect representation of what our marriage has become.”

    Joel’s answer seemed to satisfy both his wife and her bull as wide, joyful smiles spread across their faces.

    “I’m glad you feel that way,” Grant said.

    “I am too, because it means you should understand what I need you to do for me,” Jessica added. “I need you to clean Grant’s cum from my pussy. I need you to lick it all up. I need you to be a good cuckold and show me that you understand your place.”

    Joel felt what he assumed was a perfectly natural kind of resistance to the idea of consuming another man’s cum. It felt like a significant step further than eating his own. It made him hesitate. It made him ask, “But…why?”

    Grant put his arm around Jessica and kissed her neck, eliciting a smile before she looked at Joel and said, “My bull says a cuckold should always clean a superior man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. He says it’s a cuckold’s place to consume the seed of the man his wife has chosen to give her body to. Will you be a good cuckold and clean his load out of me?”

    Joel looked at the thick cum that slowly dripped from his wife’s pussy. He imagined moving between her legs to clean it. He imagined submitting to further cuckold humiliation.

    “This is your place, Joel,” Grant said as he took Jessica’s perky breast in his hand. He gently pulled on her nipple and elicited a moan as Joel watched his wife close her eyes and bite her lip. “It’s your place to clean my cum from your wife’s pussy. Show her that you understand your new role in your marriage. Show her that you’re committed to being a good cuckold. Clean her pussy. Clean my cum from her pussy. Lick up every drop. Swallow it. Take my cum inside you just like she took it inside her. Show Jessica that you know and embrace your place.”

    Jessica opened her eyes and smiled at Joel before another wave of desire seemed to wash over her while Grant continued to play with her breasts.

    “Do it,” she said. “This is what’s right. This is what cuckolding is. You’re no longer the man you were. You’re no longer the kind of husband that gets to fuck his wife when he desires. You’re no longer the kind of husband that gets to cum inside his wife. You’re a cuckold now. You don’t get to fuck me. You don’t get to cum inside me. You don’t get to enjoy my body. You sacrificed all of that when you asked me to cuckold you. Now you need to embrace your place. You need to take the next step. You need to start eating Grant’s cum from my pussy whenever he fills me. You need to consume his loads to show me that you understand your place.”

    “Crawl between your wife’s legs, Joel,” Grant said in a commanding voice. “Crawl between Jessica’s legs and clean my cum out of her. Consume my seed. Show your wife that you accept your place as her cuckold.”

    Joel moved closer to his wife’s cum-filled pussy. He admired the beauty of her labia and the thickness of Grant’s cum as it pooled at the entrance to her body.

    Jessica reached out and caressed Joel’s face. He looked up at her and she smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “This is what I want. It’s what I need. You probably don’t know it yet, but it’s what you need too. There’s nothing to fear. You already eat your own cum. Eating Grant’s cum is just a small step forward. Someday you’ll recognize that it’s an honor to be granted permission to clean him from me. You’ll understand that many cuckolds are denied that pleasure and that they’d be jealous of you because Grant and I have given you permission to clean a superior man’s seed from my pussy. Now clean me. Clean him out of me.”

    Joel took a deep breath and pushed his tongue into the cum pooling between his wife’s pussy lips. Immediately he noticed the subtle difference in taste when compared to his own cum. Grant’s load was thicker, too. Joel scooped some onto his tongue and swallowed it.

    Jessica moaned and ran her fingers through his hair. Her touch was reassuring and when Joel looked up he saw a smile on his wife’s face.

    “You’re making me so happy,” she said. “This is your place, Joel, and it makes me so happy to see that you understand that. It makes me so happy to see that you know it’s your place to clean the cum of the man I’ve chosen to satisfy my sexual needs, the man that has replaced you in our bed.”

    Emboldened by his wife’s approval, Joel pressed his lips against her pussy and pushed his tongue deep inside. He scooped up more of Grant’s cum and swallowed. His cock throbbed in its cage as he embraced being what his wife and her bull had turned him into. He embraced being a cuckold. He wasn’t yet to the place where he genuinely appreciated being given the chance to eat Grant’s cum, but he Jessica was almost certainly right. He probably would end up in that place.

    “It’s beautiful,” Jessica said.

    Grant smiled and they shared a soft kiss. “I told you it would be. There’s nothing better than when a cuckold accepts his place and there’s no better place for a cuckold to be than between his wife’s legs after a real man has satisfied her sexual needs and left his seed deep in her pussy.”

    Joel looked up with his tongue buried in Jessica’s pussy and saw the way his wife was looking at her bull. He saw a sense of desire and even a little bit of admiration. He saw that Grant really had filled a need in Jessica’s life, a need that her husband clearly wasn’t meeting.

    “I need you,” Jessica said. “I need you to fuck me again.”

    They kissed, this time with far greater passion. Jessica clearly sucked on Grant’s tongue and his hands worked her breasts with the intent to arouse. Joel kept his tongue working the entire time, cleaning out more of Grant’s cum and swallowing everything. He felt like he was playing a part in his wife’s arousal and it thrilled him.

    “See, cuckold?” Grant said. “When you embrace your place you make your wife happy. You make her life joyful, you inspire desire, and you lead to more of the sexual pleasure that she deserves. Isn’t that a good thing?”

    “Yes,” Joel answered. “It’s a very good thing.”

    Grant rolled back and his hard cock sprang into view. Jessica wrapped her fingers around it and looked down at Joel. “Are you finished? Did you clean me?”

    “I did,” Joel said.

    “Good. Then wait on your knees as Grant fucks me again. When we’re finished I want to sit on your face and feed you another load. I want to look down into your eyes as you drink him from my pussy. Do you want that?” she asked.

    “Very much so,” Joel said.

    He sank to his knees by the side of the bed and watched Jessica straddle her bull and sink her pussy onto his cock. Her moans filled the room and Grant grabbed her ass before he began fucking his cock up into her. Joel watched his wife’s pussy stretch around the big cock. He watched another man satisfy her and smiled. He’d played a part in their mutual desire. Soon he’d be eating another load. Perhaps if he fed on Grant’s cum like a good cuckold his wife would want to fuck again. Perhaps he’d get to watch them have sex a third time. What a treat that would be.
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    “What do you think?” Jessica asked as she stepped out of the closet in a dark blue lace bodysuit. The plunging neckline revealed her splendid cleavage and the semi-sheer material revealed her nipples and just a hint of her pussy.

    “You look perfect,” Joel said as he stood up. He felt a beautiful surge of desire along with more than a little jealousy. His wife was dressed up for another man. She had no intention of giving Joel access to her body, and even if she was willing, his cock was in a cage.

    Jessica smiled and approached Joel. “You can touch me if you’d like,” she said.

    Joel reached out and ran his fingers over the beautiful lace as he admired his wife’s body. Jessica took his hand in hers and placed it on her breast. “Go ahead,” she whispered.

    He touched her like he was the one that would be fucking her, like they were indulging in foreplay before they tore each other’s clothes off and made a mess of their bed with a lengthy round of vigorous sex.

    Jessica leaned closer and kissed him. Her mouth opened and her tongue darted into his as Joel let his fingers wander inside the lingerie to play with the soft flesh of his wife’s breasts. She moaned for him and he did the same as his cock surged to life in the cage and the now-familiar pain of being restricted spread from his loins.

    “I need you to be good for me tonight,” Jessica said.

    “I will be,” Joel replied.

    “Good. I’d like you to take your clothes off. Grant wants you naked when he gets here,” she added before stepping away and putting her hands on her hips.

    Joel stripped as requested, bringing a smile to his wife’s face.

    Jessica took Joel’s hand and offered a soft kiss on the cheek before whispering, “Tonight’s going to be special.”

    She led him out of the bedroom as Joel wondered what she could possibly mean by that. Was she going to give him an orgasm? Was Grant not, in fact, on his way over? Was Jessica going to fuck Joel tonight instead?

    The doorbell rang not long after they reached the living room, eliminating the possibility of it being a night for the two of them.

    “Wait on your knees,” Jessica said.

    She stood and watched as Joel sank to his knees before walking towards the door. Joel watched his wife open it and present her body to the man standing on the other side. Grant took a few moments to admire the woman he was going to spend the night fucking and then stepped inside and took Jessica into his arms.

    They shared the kind of passionate kiss that always filled Joel with a sense of jealousy. It was the kissing that always made it so obvious that Grant was far better in bed than Joel. He could see his wife expressing her overwhelming desire through the kiss and he felt every bit of his inadequacy as Jessica experienced an increasing sense of arousal in Grant’s arms.

    “Did you miss me?” he asked.

    “You have no idea,” Jessica said.

    Grant flashed a confident smile, took her hand, and led her into the living room. They both looked at Joel and he imagined he cut a rather pathetic figure. He was naked, on his knees, and locked in a chastity cage. There was even a little bit of precum dripping from the tip of his cock.

    They kissed again, this time just a few feet from Joel. He watched his wife’s mouth open to welcome her bull’s tongue. He watched a bulge grow in Grant’s pants. He watched Jessica reach down to stroke her bull’s cock. He listened to Jessica moan.

    “On your knees,” Grant said.

    Jessica fell to her knees next to Joel and grant looked down at both of them.

    “Joel, I’d like you to remove my pants for your wife,” he said.

    Joel looked at Jessica and then up at Grant as he tried to come up with a reason why he shouldn’t have to remove another man’s pants in his house. He couldn’t find a reason, though, and there was no point in trying to plead his case. He’d end up removing Grant’s pants anyway so he decided not to waste any time.

    Joel reached up and loosened Grant’s belt before unbuttoning his slacks and pulling on the zipper. He saw his wife’s bull flash the same confident smile that always seemed to arrive when he felt like he’d claimed a victory over Joel.

    “Thank you, honey,” Jessica said. “Now remove his underwear for me.”

    Grant slipped off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, leaving him in a pair of boxer briefs that did a remarkably good job of showing off just how long and thick his cock was.

    Joel reached up and slipped his fingers into the waistband of Grant’s underwear. He pulled them down and Jessica unleashed a quiet, sensual moan as her bull’s cock came into view.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked.

    Joel couldn’t quite bring himself to comment on the beauty of another man’s cock, so he put his hands at his sides and waited silently for his wife to take Grant into her mouth.

    “Suck my cock, Joel,” Grant said.

    It was as if his order floated right past Joel’s ears without being processed. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea that Grant wanted him to suck cock.

    “Did you hear what he said, honey?” Jessica asked.

    “I…I did,” Joel replied. “I just…I don’t want to do that.”

    Jessica moved a little closer to Joel and rubbed his back. Her touch was soft and soothing and when she leaned in and kissed his neck Joel closed his eyes and let the arousal wash over him.

    “Joel, my bull says a cuckold should be a willing, eager fluffer. He says a cuckold should always suck the superior cock that owns his wife’s pussy. Will you do that for me? Will you suck the cock that satisfies me?” Jessica whispered.

    Joel cursed himself for feeling turned on. He knew it was Jessica’s delivery of the request and her skilled, soft touch that drove his desire, but it didn’t matter. He was turned on as he stared at Grant’s cock and pictured giving him head.

    “It’s a cuckold’s place to fluff, Joel,” Grant explained. “I know it’s difficult, but it’s part of your journey. By sucking my cock you demonstrate your acceptance of what you are. You show your wife and me that you understand that you’re a cuckold. You show us that you understand and accept that you’re a different kind of man. You’re a submissive cuckold that’s willing and eager to do whatever it takes to make his wife and her bull happy.”

    “He’s right,” Jessica said. “It would make me happy to see you suck his cock. It would make me so happy to know that you understand your place in our relationship, which now includes another man. You want to make me happy, don’t you Joel? You want to be a good husband and cuckold, don’t you Joel?”

    He nodded while staring at Grant’s cock. It felt inevitable that his lips would end up wrapped around it, but Joel couldn’t quite embrace the idea.

    “You’ve eaten my cum, Joel,” Grant said. “You’ve eaten my cum from your wife’s pussy and you’ve done so without hesitation. You’ve shown that you know your place in countless other ways. You’ve shown that you understand that you’re an inferior man. You’ve shown that you understand why your wife continually chooses me to satisfy her needs. Now you just have to show us again. Show us that you know you’re an inferior man. Show us that you know why Jessica chooses to give me her body. Suck my cock, cuckold.”

    Joel crawled forward until Grant’s cock rested just a few inches from his mouth.

    “Take him in your mouth,” Jessica said. “Fluff my bull. Be a good cuckold.”

    Joel parted his lips, leaned forward, and took Grant’s cock in his mouth. He heard Jessica moan like she was genuinely turned on at the sight of him giving a blowjob. He opened his mouth a little wider to take more of the cock. He ran his tongue over the underside. He felt the cock head swell up with excitement.

    “Wow,” Jessica said. “That’s so much sexier than I thought it would be.”

    Emboldened by his wife’s praise, Joel gave himself over to sucking cock. His mouth moved up and down the shaft. He sucked hard and used his tongue as best he could. He produced more moans from Grant.

    “This is good, cuckold,” Grant said. “Embrace your place as a fluffer for your wife. Embrace your place as a cocksucker that puts his mouth to use for his wife’s pleasure.”

    Jessica reached between Joel’s legs and played with his locked cock and balls. Her fingers were warm and her skin soft and he couldn’t help but moan around the big dick in his mouth as pleasure coursed through his body.

    “I love that you’re being such a good cocksucker for me,” she said. “I can’t explain how sexy it is to see your lips wrapped around his dick.” She stroked his cage, offering a painful kind of pleasure that Joel wanted more of. “Now suck on his balls. Grant loves to have his balls worshiped and I want you to do it for me. I want to see my bull’s balls in my cuckold’s mouth.”

    Joel pulled his mouth from Grant’s cock and dropped lower as Jessica’s hand moved to his ass. She caressed it slowly and softly as he looked up at the man standing in front of him and sucked on the big set of balls hanging between his legs.

    “I’m going to make you the perfect cuckold husband, Joel,” Grant said. “I’m going to make you the husband Jessica deserves.”

    Joel wasn’t sure what that meant, but he couldn’t argue with Grant’s methods. His wife was happier than she’d ever been and it seemed that with every step down the path of cuckolding Jessica found more joy. It seemed that having a bull and a cuckold husband was the right choice for her and Joel couldn’t argue with that.

    “Kiss your wife, cuckold,” Grant ordered.

    Joel turned to Jessica and saw a wild, wondrous smile on her face. Her lips approached his and she tilted her head so they could share a deep kiss. Jessica’s tongue was aggressive in his mouth and she moaned as Joel wondered if she could taste Grant’s cock and balls.

    “Suck my cock together,” Grant demanded.

    Joel moved to one side of Grant’s cock and Jessica moved to the other. They kissed and licked the thick, throbbing head together. Their tongues met as they worked to worship the man that had changed their sex lives.

    “Take him in your mouth,” Jessica said. “Be my cuckold cocksucker. Show me how much you love sucking Grant’s big, beautiful dick.”

    Joel was so caught up in it that he couldn’t resist. His wife’s words lured him to wrap his lips around Grant’s dick and suck with passion.

    “Look up at him, cocksucker,” she said. “Show him how much you appreciate his cock. Make eye contact. Show him that you’re the cuckold fluffer we both need you to be.”

    Joel looked up at Grant and the bull offered an intense gaze as a smile slowly crossed his face. Jessica dropped down and took his balls into her mouth and Joel imagined what it would be like to have a couple on their knees worshiping him. He imagined the sense of power and satisfaction that would result from it. He saw it all in Grant’s eyes.

    “Switch,” Grant demanded.

    Joel moved to the bull’s balls and Jessica took his cock in her mouth. The sounds of sucking, moaning, and groaning filled their living room as Joel felt himself sinking ever deeper into his status as a cuckold. His cock throbbed in the little cage he’d been locked in, offering proof of the exceptional arousal he felt.

    “That’s good,” Grant said. “Come to the bedroom. I’m going to fuck your wife.”

    Grant took Jessica’s hand and helped her up before they turned and walked towards the bedroom. Joel followed and watched Grant grab his wife’s ass and give it a good squeeze. She squealed in delight and said, “I’m so wet for you. I need you inside me so badly.”

    Grant pulled off his shirt and got on his back on Joel’s side of the bed. He pulled Jessica into his lap and then turned to Joel and said, “Suck my cock while your wife and I fool around. You can put me inside her when the time is right.”

    Jessica leaned forward and kissed Grant as his cock pointed skywards. Joel crawled between the other man’s legs and offered his mouth. He sucked cock. He embraced his place as a cuckold. He ensured that his wife would never look at him the same way.

    Joel’s jaw was tired by the time Grant pulled aside the lace of Jessica’s bodysuit and said, “Put my cock in your wife, cuckold.”

    He placed the head of Grant’s cock at the entrance to Jessica’s slick, enflamed pussy and watched her sink down on it.

    “I’ll never get tired of your cock,” Jessica said before leaning down. “Suck his balls, cuckold,” she added before kissing Grant.

    Joel took the bull’s balls in his mouth as his wife rode Grant. The sounds of sex filled the room as Jessica’s ass brushed against the top of Joel’s head over and over. He could scarcely fathom the idea that he was sucking on another man’s testicles while his wife cuckolded him, and yet it was absolutely his reality in that moment.

    “Is he sucking your balls like a good cuckold?” Jessica asked between moans.

    “Yes he is,” Grant said. “He’s a good cuckold just like I said he would be. He’s going to get even better, too. I promise, there’s nothing your cuck won’t do for you.”

    There was a time when Joel could have doubted the veracity of that statement. It was hard to argue with the idea when his lips were wrapped around another man’s balls, though. Was there something he wouldn’t do? Was there some length he wouldn’t go to in the name of making Jessica happy? Was there some part of cuckolding that he wouldn’t find arousing?

    Joel suspected his wife and her bull were going to use his mouth all night long and Joel was ready to perform. He was a cuckold, after all, and Grant had proven time and again that he knew what was best for Joel.
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    “What do you think?” Jessica asked as she stepped out of the dressing room in a short, flirty, floral sundress and spun around.

    Joel’s cock stirred to life in his cage, signaling that his body found the dress exceptionally sexy. “You look amazing,” he said.

    “Is it more cute or sexy?” she asked.

    “It’s both, honestly,” Joel said. “You look irresistible in it.”

    Jessica smiled and stepped closer. She leaned down and Joel enjoyed an eyeful of her cleavage before Jessica offered a soft kiss. “Do you think Grant will like it?”

    Since they were shopping specifically for something Jessica could wear for Grant, that was the question that really mattered. As disappointing as it was to know that his wife wasn’t particularly interested in buying something to wear for him, Joel understood. Jessica wanted to look good for her bull.

    “He’d be a madman not to like it,” Joel answered. “It’s short, it’s sexy, and the colors look great on you.”

    Jessica stood up, smiled, and spun around. She flipped up the back of the dress on her way to the dressing room and Joel smiled at the sight of his wife’s bare ass. Again his cock surged in the chastity cage. He’d been locked for almost two weeks so it didn’t take much to generate excitement between his legs.

    When Jessica emerged from the dressing room again she hadn’t changed. “I’m going to wear it home,” she said before handing Joel the tag. “Let’s go pay.”

    It was a small thing, but knowing that he was buying his wife a dress to wear for another man always thrilled Joel. The girl behind the counter didn’t know that he was making it a little easier for Jessica to cuckold him by purchasing something sexy for her to wear, but Joel knew and it triggered that part of him that had come to crave humiliation.

    Jessica held his hand as they made their way through the parking garage and she smiled when Joel walked to the passenger side to open the door for her.

    “You’re such a gentleman,” she said.

    “I try to be,” he replied.

    In lieu of getting in the car Jessica shut the door, leaned against it, and pulled Joel close. She kissed him with surprising vigor and for a moment the rest of the world disappeared as Joel welcomed his wife’s tongue into his mouth.

    “Play with my pussy,” she whispered between kisses.

    Joel reached under Jessica’s new sundress and slipped his fingers between the folds of her wet pussy. He played just as his wife requested and she moaned into his mouth. Her hands moved eagerly through his hair and down his back and if Joel hadn’t been locked in chastity he would have been certain he was going to get lucky right there in the parking lot. Perhaps Jessica was feeling particularly generous and had plans to unlock him for a bit of public play. More likely, she was just teasing him.

    “I’m so turned on,” Jessica said as Joel worked her clit with one finger and her pussy with two others.

    “I know,” he replied. “I can feel it.”

    Jessica closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as she leaned against the car. She seemed to be suppressing the loud, lusty sounds of pleasure that usually escaped her lips when she was particularly turned on.

    “Let’s get in the backseat,” she said a moment later.

    Jessica pushed away from the car, yanked the backseat open, and gestured for Joel to get in. He looked around to make sure no one was nearby and then did as his wife desired.

    “Take your pants off,” she said.

    It seemed like an insane request, but Joel was too worked up to do anything but comply. He swiftly took his pants off and left them on the floor. His cock surged in the chastity device and he felt the beautiful ache of desire spread through him.

    Jessica climbed into the backseat, straddled him, and shut the door forcefully. They kissed again as she ground her hips over his crotch. If he was hard he almost certainly would have been inside his wife already.

    “How long have you been locked up?” Jessica asked.

    “Two weeks,” Joel replied. He tried not to betray his sense of hopefulness, but he couldn’t help it. He wanted Jessica to set him free. He wanted to orgasm. The idea of doing so in a parking lot seemed even hotter.

    Jessica smiled and caressed his face. “You know, it makes me happy that you’re willing to suffer through chastity for me. It makes me happy that you’re always willing to put my needs first.”

    She kissed him again. This time it was slow and passionate and Joel was absolutely convinced that she was about to reward him with a release from chastity followed by sex in the backseat of their car. It was all he could think about as Jessica’s tongue worked in and out of his mouth. He imagined how good it would feel to slide into the warm, wet confines of her pussy. He imagined playing with her ass and grasping her breasts through the sundress. He imagined flood his wife’s body with the massive build-up of cum that two weeks in chastity created.

    “I hope Grant’s feeling generous the next time I see him,” Jessica said. “Otherwise it might be a long time before you get out of your cage.”

    “What do you mean?” Joel asked.

    “Honey, my bull says he should hold the keys to your chastity cage. He says you should have to beg him for release and that he should decide when you get to orgasm,” Jessica informed him.

    “What?” Joel replied. “Grant has the key? When did this happen?”

    Jessica smiled and took Joel’s head in her hands as she continued to grind in his lap. “Two weeks ago. After your last orgasm,” she said. “Grant asked me if I’d be willing to give him control of your orgasms. He didn’t have to convince me, to be honest. I happily gave him the key. I like the idea of you having to do as he desires to earn your release.”

    Joel wanted to scream. He knew the decision had been made and there was nothing he could do about it, but he still wanted to scream. It felt overwhelmingly humiliating to know that his orgasms were now controlled by another man. Somehow it was so much worse than having Jessica dole them out sparingly.

    “Please,” was all Joel could say.

    “I know it’s hard, sweetie,” Jessica said. “I do. I know it’s difficult to surrender control of something so precious to another man, but it’s done. Grant is in control of your orgasms now. I suggest you do as you’re told. That’s the best way to ensure that he lets you out every once in a while. You can do that, can’t you? You like doing as you’re told, don’t you?”

    Joel nodded. It felt humiliating to admit, but there was no denying that he liked doing as he was told. He liked the pleasurable sensations that resulted from his submission.

    “Will you make me cum?” Jessica asked.

    “I will,” Joel replied.

    She smiled, climbed off his lap, and sat against the door with her legs spread. Her pussy lips looked slippery and enflamed and Joel couldn’t help but offer his tongue. He liked doing as he was told, after all.

    “How does it feel to know that you have no control over your cock?” Grant asked.

    “It’s humiliating,” Joel replied.

    Jessica smiled at her husband as she gently massaged the growing bulge between her bull’s legs. Joel watched from his knees and without a stitch of clothing on his body. His chastity sentence had reached three weeks and his cock ached at the sight of his wife offering another man even a mild form of pleasure.

    “A good submissive cuckold happily surrenders control,” Grant said. “He understands that his truest, deepest pleasure is found in serving the needs of others. Are you a good submissive cuckold, Joel?”

    “I am,” Joel replied.

    Grant smiled and gestured to Jessica. She unzipped his pants and moved her fingers away.

    “Would you like to earn your release, Joel?” Grant asked.

    “I would,” he replied.

    Grant smiled. “Are you a cocksucker, Joel?”

    The word made Joel wince and his instinct was to remain silent. It wasn’t a question he wanted to answer, even if everyone in the room knew that there was only one way to answer it honestly.

    “Go ahead, sweetie. Answer him,” Jessica said.

    “Yes,” Joel answered in a meek voice.

    “Why do you say that, Joel? Why do you say you’re a cocksucker?” Grant asked.

    “Because I suck your cock,” Joel replied. He felt like he was bathing in humiliation. What he’d said was entirely true – he routinely sucked Grant’s cock both before and after the bull had sex with Jessica – but it still created an overpowering sense of humiliation.

    “Yes, you do,” Grant said. “Why do you suck my cock, Joel?”

    “Because it’s my place as a cuckold,” Joel said, as if the answer was right on the tip of his tongue. He didn’t even have to think about. The words just spilled out.

    Jessica seemed positively giddy at his responses. Grant noticed and reached over to lift the bottom of her sundress and play with her pussy.

    “Do you think your wife sees you the same way she used to, Joel? Do you imagine she still thinks of you as the same kind of man?” Grant asked.

    Jessica moaned as her bull’s fingers worked her pussy and Joel couldn’t help but admire the pleasure on his wife’s face.

    “No, I don’t,” Joel answered.

    “No, she doesn’t,” Grant reiterated. “Of course she doesn’t. No woman thinks of her husband the same way once she sees him suck cock. She can’t. It’s not possible. Once she sees that you’re a submissive, cocksucking cuckold you become someone different in her mind. That’s okay, though. The truth is, she sees you for who you really are. She sees that you were always a submissive, cocksucking cuckold.”

    In the same moment Joel wished he could both disappear and masturbate to an orgasm. He was humiliated and hugely aroused. He was completely at the mercy of his wife’s bull, which is where Jessica and Grant likely wanted him to be.

    “I want you to experience an orgasm tonight,” Grant said. “Every cuckold deserves to cum once in a while, especially one as well-behaved as you, so I want to give you what you crave.”

    “Thank you,” Joel said. Even uttering those two simple words was humiliating. He was thanking another man – the man who was fucking his wife – for the mere opportunity to be released from chastity. It was absurd in so many ways, and yet it was Joel’s reality.

    “Jessica, please retrieve the key to your husband’s chastity cage from my pocket,” Grant instructed as he pulled his fingers from between Jessica’s legs.

    “With pleasure,” she said before reaching into his pocket and fishing out the little key that would grant Joel his freedom.

    “Joel, I want you to beg for the chance to suck my cock,” Grant said. “Beg for the opportunity to give me a blowjob and do it while your wife watches.”

    Joel knew he could pass. He could get up and walk away. He wouldn’t come out of his cage – likely for quite some time – but he could do it. He could simply say no. He didn’t want to, though. There was no part of him that wanted to walk away. He was too caught up in the humiliating pleasure of it all.

    “Please, Grant, let me suck your cock,” Joel said. “Please let me make you feel good so you can fuck Jessica. Please let me use my mouth to get you hard so you can fuck my wife in the way she deserves.”

    Grant turned to Jessica and smiled. “He’s a very good cuckold,” she said.

    “He’s been very well-trained by a smart, strong, sexy man,” Jessica replied.

    Grant looked back at Joel and said, “You may remove my pants.”

    Joel reached up and removed Grant’s pants, freeing his mostly-erect cock.

    “Jessica, unlock your husband’s cock and take him in your hand. Offer him pleasure,” Grant instructed.

    Joel watched his wife slide off the couch and slip the key into his lock. She freed him with ease and placed the pieces of his chastity device on the coffee table behind her.

    “Take him in your hand,” Grant said. “Pleasure him.”

    Jessica wrapped her fingers around Joel’s cock and he groaned. A sense of pleasure spread through his loins and increased as he grew erect.

    “Suck my cock, Joel,” Grant said.

    Joel leaned forward and took Grant’s cock in his mouth. He used his cocksucking experience to bring his wife’s bull to a throbbing erection. He licked and sucked and stroked and Jessica’s hand moved up and down his shaft the entire time.

    “He’s so hard,” Jessica said.

    “Your husband is a submissive cocksucker, Jessica,” Grant replied. “And submissive cocksuckers find it immensely pleasurable to have a man in their mouths.”

    Joel groaned, in part because Jessica’s hand felt fantastically pleasurable and in part because every time Grant called him a ‘cocksucker’ it provided a humiliating sort of thrill.

    “Make him cum,” Grant instructed. “Make your cocksucking husband cum.”

    Jessica stroked him faster and Joel lifted his head and unleashed a wild moan.

    Grant roughly grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Joel back to his cock. “Don’t stop sucking. Not for a second. You’re a cocksucker and you don’t get to stop until I give you permission.”

    “He looks so good with your dick in his mouth,” Jessica said. “He really is a cocksucker.”

    Joel’s jaw ached as he felt an intense kind of pleasure build between his legs. He was on the verge of an incredible orgasm. It was moments away. It wasn’t lost on him that he was about to cum with another man’s cock in his mouth. Of course he was. Of course that had been Grant’s plan.

    Joel moaned around the big dick stretching his lips and climaxed as Jessica delivered the perfect handjob. She giggled in delight as cum rocketed from the tip of his cock and he kept his lips wrapped tight around Grant’s shaft.

    “That’s it,” Grant said. “Just keep me in your mouth. Keep me in your mouth while you spill your rancid little cuckold load all over the floor.”

    Joel felt a sense of warmth and relaxation spread through his body as the pleasure of the orgasm dissipated. He would have smiled if his lips weren’t being stretched by Grant’s cock.

    “Now keep sucking,” Grant instructed.

    Joel hesitated. In the aftermath of his climax the last thing he wanted to do was give a blowjob. Absent the sense of arousal, it was just humiliating.

    “Keep sucking or you won’t cum again for a long, long time,” Grant said.

    “Don’t disappoint me,” Jessica added. “Show me that you’re a true cuckold.”

    “It doesn’t matter if you want to, Joel,” Grant said. “What matters is that you do as you’re told. That’s how you earn more orgasms.”

    Joel moved his mouth up and down Grant’s cock. It was decidedly unpleasant to have the thick, slippery shaft in his mouth, but he did as he was told. He wanted to prove to his wife and her bull that he was a good cuckold. He wanted to earn more orgasms.

    “As soon as he’s soft enough, lock him back up,” Grant said. “Then I’ll take you to the bedroom and fuck you while he watches.”

    Joel knew he wouldn’t enjoy watching nearly as much now that he’d cum. He suspected that was part of the plan too. A cuckold didn’t always get what he wanted, after all. Sometimes, a cuckold had to suffer through something unpleasant to get what he craved. Joel hoped that his arousal returned by the time he was called upon to clean Grant’s cum out of Jessica. If it didn’t, his night would be exceptionally unpleasant.

  
    My Bull Says - Part 12

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Thank you for making the bed, sweetheart,” Jessica said as she stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her body.

    “It’s my pleasure,” Joel said.

    Jessica smiled and moved closer as she asked, “Did you think about what’s going to happen in our bed tonight while you were making it?”

    Joel nodded as she reached out and unzipped his pants. Her fingers slipped inside to play with his locked cock.

    “Did you think about my bull sliding his big, beautiful cock into my pussy in our bed? Did you think about your wife cumming on another man’s cock in our bed? Did you think about another man cumming inside me in our bed?” she asked.

    Joel groaned as his cock tried in vain to come alive in the cage. “Yes,” he answered. “You know I can’t help it.”

    “Especially when you’ve been in chastity for a week,” Jessica added. “That makes it especially hard for you to think about anything other than Grant’s cock satisfying me, doesn’t it?”

    Joel nodded.

    “You know what I thought about in the shower?” Jessica asked as she unbuttoned Joel’s pants and gently pushed them down.

    “What?” he asked.

    Jessica slipped her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down too, leaving his lower half dressed only in his cock cage. She reached up and slowly ran her finger over his lower lip and smiled. “I thought about you on your knees in front of Grant. I thought about these pretty lips of yours wrapped around his cock. I thought about my cuckold husband giving my bull a blowjob. I thought about you being a good fluffer for me.”

    There was a time when the idea would have horrified Joel, but that time had long since passed. Now, much to his embarrassment, he found it immensely arousing. His cock surged in the chastity cage. His balls tightened. He felt that indescribably beautiful kind of arousal in his loins that made him drip precum.

    “Are you going to be a cocksucker tonight?” Jessica asked.

    “If Grant wants me to,” Joel answered.

    Jessica applied just a touch of pressure to his lower lip and Joel opened his mouth. She slipped two fingers inside and smiled as Joel closed his lips around them and sucked.

    “That’s because you’ve learned your place, isn’t it?” she asked. “You’ve finally embraced what it means to be a cuckold, haven’t you?”

    Joel nodded.

    Jessica pushed her fingers to the back of his throat and he suppressed his gag reflex, eliciting a smile from his wife. “You understand that a cuckold doesn’t argue. He doesn’t disagree. He does what he’s told. He accepts that he’s inferior to his wife’s bull. You accept that, don’t you Joel? You accept that Grant is the superior man, don’t you?”

    Joel nodded once again.

    Jessica smiled and slipped a third finger into his mouth. She picked up the pace and soon it felt like she was fucking his face.

    “That’s why you’re going to suck Grant’s cock tonight. That’s why you’re going to watch him fuck me in our bed. That’s why you’re going to suck his cock clean when he’s done. That’s why you’re going to eat his cum out of me, isn’t it?” she asked.

    Joel nodded as Jessica fucked his mouth with her fingers. He gagged a few times but he didn’t once think of turning away. He couldn’t help but stare into his wife’s beautiful eyes and enjoy the way she used his mouth.

    “I have a little treat for you,” Jessica said. “Do you want a treat?”

    Joel nodded as he imagined his wife ordering him to his knees to taste her pussy. The chance to go down on her would have been a wondrous treat.

    Jessica didn’t offer a chance to taste her pussy, though. Instead, she turned and walked towards the dresser. She pulled open the top drawer and Joel felt a rush of excitement. The top drawer is where she kept her underwear. Perhaps she was going to model something new for him.

    Jessica pulled a pink lace thong from the drawer and turned towards Joel. She walked to him with a smile on her face and held the panties out. “Take them,” she said.

    Joel took the panties and ran his fingers over the soft, sexy material.

    “Now put them on,” she said.

    Joel moved to fall to his knees to help his wife into the panties she’d picked out, but she stopped him.

    “No, honey, the panties are for you. When I said put them on I meant put them on yourself. Pull them up your legs. Pull them nice and snug against your cute little locked up cock,” Jessica instructed.

    Joel stood and looked at the panties. “Jessica…what…why would I do that?”

    “My bull says a cuckold should always wear panties when a superior man is with his wife. He says it helps the cuckold remember his place. He says wearing panties makes it impossible for a cuckold to claim he’s a man deserving of the pleasure of being inside his wife’s pussy. He says a cuckold should wear panties when his wife is fucking her bull so the cuckold never forgets exactly why his wife has to fuck another man to experience the satisfaction she craves. So, sweetie, will you be a cuckold panty boy for me?” Jessica said.

    Joel stared at the panties but he didn’t move to put them on. Jessica stepped closer and reached out to gently caress his balls.

    “Joel, honey, you know all of that is true. You know you don’t deserve the pleasure of being inside me. You know that I need a man like Grant to give me the sexual satisfaction I crave. You know I deserve someone so much better than you. I think it’s best for all of us if you accept that wearing panties while I’m with Grant is the right thing to do. Accept your place. Show both of us that you know you’re not a real man, that you’re a chastised, pantied cuckold that sucks cock and eats cum. Show us that you truly know who you are,” she said.

    “But…it just…I mean, panties are for women,” Joel said.

    Jessica stepped closer, leaned over, and kissed Joel’s neck. “Panties are also for cuckolds like you,” she whispered. “When a real man is in the house you need to be in panties to show that you’re not a real man. Now put them on and I’ll let you get me wet for Grant.”

    As much as he hated to admit it, Joel was turned on by his wife’s insistence that he wasn’t a real man. He was aroused by the humiliation, a fact that in turn served to deepen that very humiliation. He knew there was little point in putting up a fight. It wasn’t as if he could take back all the things he’d done that had led his wife to her current view of him. He couldn’t unsuck Grant’s cock. He couldn’t take back all the creampies he’d cleaned.

    Joel stepped into the panties and pulled them up his legs as Jessica stepped back to watch. A smile spread across her face and it seemed to bring her genuine pleasure to see his cock encased in pink lace.

    “The color is absolutely perfect on your adorable little locked up dick,” Jessica said.

    She looked at Joel, loosened the towel, and let it fall to the floor, revealing her beautiful naked body.

    “On your knees, sweetie,” Jessica said.

    Joel fell to his knees and looked up at his wife.

    “You look even cuter on your knees. Grant’s right. A cuckold’s place is on his knees,” Jessica added.

    She stepped closer, grabbed a handful of Joel’s hair, and pulled him to her pussy. He put his tongue to work as Jessica moaned. He tried his best to get her soaking wet for the sex she would soon be having with her bull.

    “That’s a good boy,” she said. “That’s a good cuckold panty boy. Get my pussy ready for another man. Get me nice and wet so Grant’s cock can slide into me with ease after you’ve blown him like the cocksucker we both know you are.”

    Jessica pushed Joel’s head away after a few minutes of pussy worship. He would have stayed there all night if she’d let him, but of course that wasn’t what she was interested in. Her bull was coming over, after all.

    “Leave me,” she said. “I need to get ready for Grant. Greet him at the door in your panties when he arrives.”

    “Of course,” Joel said.

    It was humiliating, but he’d surrendered to the humiliation and now it was his job to do as he was told. Joel left the bedroom as his wife sat at her makeup table and he busied himself straightening up the living room to make sure it looked inviting for Grant’s arrival. An hour passed before the doorbell rang.

    Joel opened the front door and Grant’s eyes immediately moved between his legs. He smiled for a moment and then stepped into the house.

    “Where do you belong, cuckold?” Grant asked.

    Joel shut the door and sank to his knees. His wife’s bull smiled down at him, making Joel feel impossibly small.

    “How does it feel to be in panties?” Grant asked.

    “It feels right,” Joel answered.

    “I’m sure it does,” Grant replied. “Follow me to the bedroom, but make sure you crawl.”

    Grant strode towards the bedroom and Joel followed on his hands and knees as humiliation coursed through his body. It was joined by arousal, though. It was always joined by arousal. That’s why he was locked up. That’s why he was in panties. That’s why he was actually looking forward to sucking Grant’s cock. The humiliation thrilled him in entirely unexpected ways each time he experienced it.

    Jessica was waiting in bed in a bra, panties, and stockings when Joel crawled into the bedroom. Grant stood beside the bed as his fingers gently moved over her body, eliciting quiet, satisfied moans.

    “He looks good in the panties,” Grant said.

    “You were right,” Jessica agreed. “He belongs in panties. It feels so right for him to be in a pair of pretty pink underwear while a real man fucks his wife.” She turned to Joel and smiled. “Don’t you agree, Joel?”

    Joel nodded, though he couldn’t quite stare into his wife’s eyes as he did so. It was just a little too humiliating.

    “I’d like to see the panty boy suck your cock,” Jessica said as she reached out and unzipped Grant’s slacks. “Would that be okay?”

    Grant turned to Joel with a smile on his face. “You hear that, cuckold? Your wife wants to see your lips wrapped around my dick. I guess she doesn’t see you as much of a man anymore, does she?”

    “No,” Joel said as he watched Jessica pulled her bull’s cock from his pants.

    “Crawl over here,” Grant demanded.

    Joel crawled in front of his wife’s bull.

    “Beg for it,” Grant said.

    For just a moment Joel considered resisting or walking away. He was so fully immersed in humiliation he wasn’t sure he could take any more.

    “Do it, honey,” Jessica said. “Beg for the chance to suck a real man’s cock.”

    It was the sensual delivery that did it for Joel. His wife had clearly learned what turned him on. She knew how to get him to do whatever she wanted. In this case it was using a lusty tone to tell him to beg for the chance to suck cock, something he never would have contemplated before Grant had entered their life.

    “Please, let me suck your cock,” Joel said as he looked up at Grant. “Please let me get you hard so you can fuck my wife. Please let me be a cuckold cocksucker. Please let me show you both that I recognize that I’m no longer a real man, that I’m just a chastised cuckold panty boy. Please, let me suck your cock.”

    “You may suck my cock,” Grant said.

    Joel wrapped his lips around the big, half-hard cock and sucked for all he was worth. He sucked like a man possessed because he’d embraced being what he was. He sucked cock because that was his place now. He sucked cock while locked in a chastity cage and wearing panties because his wife and her bull had determined that’s what was best for him. He sucked cock because it was his place in the trio his marriage had evolved into.

    “Swallow him,” Jessica said as she applied gentle pressure to the back of Joel’s head. “Swallow my bull’s cock. Swallow a real man’s cock and show him that you understand your place. Show him that you want to be a good cocksucker for him. Show him that you want to be a good cuckold.”

    Joel did his best to swallow Grant’s cock. He choked and gagged a little, but eventually his nose was pressed into Grant’s pubic hair. He couldn’t breathe, but that didn’t seem to bother anyone. In fact, that seemed to be the point. He was supposed to suffer.

    When Jessica released her grip on his head Joel pulled back and spit up. Grant’s cock was rock hard and slick with his saliva and it seemed that the bull was ready to fuck.

    “That’s good, cocksucker,” Grant said. “Now stay there and watch me fuck your wife in your bed.”

    The joyful look that came over Jessica’s face said so much. Grant really was the man she needed inside her. He really did fuck her better than Joel ever had. He really did provide her with a kind of pleasure she’d never experienced before.

    Jessica spread her legs and let out a long, deeply-satisfied moan as Grant slid into her pussy. They kissed as he filled her and let her get used to his cock for a few moments.

    “Fuck me,” Jessica said. “Show him how a real man is supposed to fuck his wife. Show him how good you fuck me. Show him why he’s a little panty boy bitch and you’re inside his wife’s pussy.”

    Grant did just as Jessica desired and Joel watched it all from his knees. He watched his wife scream in pleasure with someone else’s cock inside her. He watched the two of them connect on a shockingly deep level. He witnessed their passion for each other. All the while his locked cock dripped precum into his panties. He was every bit the cuckold his wife and her bull insisted he was.

    Joel’s mind didn’t linger on that, though. Instead, he thought of the creampie he’d get to eat soon enough. He thought of how he’s get to taste his wife’s pussy, to put his tongue inside her, to give her some small measure of pleasure. That was all he could think about as each thrust brought Grant closer to his climax.

    It was embarrassing, but Joel had fully surrendered to being his wife’s cuckold. Whatever she and Grant had in store for him, Joel was almost certainly going to embrace it. After all, he was never the man he thought he was. It seemed clear now that he was always just a cuckold in waiting.
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    “Hey,” Joel said as Jessica emerged from the bathroom in a pair of pink pajama pants and a loose t-shirt. “Can I ask you something?”

    Jessica smiled as she pulled the covers back and got into bed. “Of course you can.”

    “I feel like I’m seeing less of you,” Joel said. “Like, literally less of you. Tonight, for instance, you walked into the bathroom and I’m pretty sure I heard you lock the door before you changed into your pajamas. Plus, the pajamas are a lot looser than they used to be. Are you…I don’t know, are you hiding from me?”

    “In a way, I suppose I am,” Jessica replied as she pulled the covers up and looked towards Joel.

    “Why? Have I done something?” he asked.

    Jessica moved a little closer and reached out. Her fingers entwined with Joel’s and she said, “Do you miss seeing more of me?”

    “I do,” Joel replied. “If I did something, you can tell me and I’ll fix it. I will.”

    Jessica laughed and squeezed Joel’s hand. “You didn’t do anything. Not really,” she said. “You’re a cuckold, is all. This is just the natural evolution of things.”

    “I don’t understand,” Joel said.

    Jessica leaned closer and kissed Joel’s cheek before moving to his neck. Her lips were soft and she kissed him in a decidedly seductive manner before whispering, “My bull says a cuckold should ask permission to see his wife’s body, to taste her flesh, to pleasure her pussy. He says my body is his now and you have to ask him permission to enjoy it.”

    Joel felt the arousal that Jessica no doubt intended to generate with her kisses and her softly whispered words. He felt desire between his legs. He felt his cock strain against the confines of his chastity cage.

    “But you’re my wife,” he finally said.

    “And you’re my cuckold,” Jessica replied immediately. “You’ve gone on this journey willingly. You’ve admitted that you’re nowhere near as capable as Grant is. You’ve submitted to his desires just like I have. You’ve surrendered control along the way. You understood everything you were doing. You sucked his cock. You wear panties when I’m with him. You’re no longer permitted inside me. This is just the next step.”

    As Jessica recounted each act of submission, Joel felt overwhelmed by the totality of the changes that Grant had wrought upon their marriage. Taken separately, few of the acts of submission felt life-changing. Taken as a whole, it was clear that it wasn’t all that unreasonable for Grant to ask Joel to take this next step. After all, asking permission to see his wife naked wasn’t a far cry from thanking Grant for fucking Jessica or using his mouth to pleasure Grant before watching Jessica have sex with him.

    “So, Grant wants me to ask for his permission to see your body or go down on you?” Joel asked.

    “You’ll have to ask for it or he’ll offer it. For instance, if he’s here and you’re permitted to stay in the room as I undress for him, you can consider that permission. If he invites you to taste my pussy before or after he’s been inside me, you can consider that permission. If he’s not here, you’ll have to ask him if you want to go down on me or see any of the more pleasing parts of my body,” Jessica explained.

    Joel felt a deep sense of frustration, but he couldn’t escape the notion that there was nothing he could do about it. His cock was locked in a cage. He’d long ago surrendered to being a cuckold. He’d done things most men wouldn’t consider and he’d done them regularly and enthusiastically. He’s sucked cock so many times he could no longer count them all. He’d swallowed cum routinely. He’d watched another man make his wife cum over and over and over. He’d embraced his place as a cuckold and he’d done so because it often provided him with the most significant sexual pleasure of his life. It certainly came at a cost, though.

    “So, if I wanted to go down on you right now I would have to call or text Grant and ask him?” Joel said.

    “You would,” Jessica answered.

    “What about you?” Joel asked. “Do you get a choice in the matter, or will you just do whatever Grant wants?”

    A smile slowly crossed Jessica’s face as she considered Joel’s question. It wasn’t a joyful or playful smile, though. It was driven by desire. She seemed quite pleased by the feelings Joel’s question triggered.

    “You’re not the only one that enjoys submission,” Jessica said. “You know that. You’ve always known that. Offering my submission to Grant is one of the reasons I find being with him so pleasurable. I can feel it right now. I can feel it between my legs. I can feel it in my head. I can feel it in my chest. I love that feeling. I get so caught up in it and I can’t help but want more of it. So yes, if Grant gave you permission to go down on me I’d happily take my pants off and welcome you between my legs. I’d do it because he wanted me to.”

    Joel grabbed his phone from the nightstand and pulled up Grant’s contact info. He opened a text and typed out a quick message: “Jessica has informed me of the new arrangement. I’m writing for permission to go down on her tonight. It would please me very much to be able to give her an orgasm. May I do so?”

    Joel felt humiliated as he typed out the message and again as he hit send. He couldn’t quite escape the degrading reality of asking another man for permission to go down on his wife.

    Grant replied quickly: “You may go down on her, cuckold, but only if you’re wearing a blindfold. You don’t deserve to see her perfect pussy tonight. That would be for your pleasure, after all. You haven’t earned that sort of pleasure.”

    Joel showed Jessica the text and a giddy smile broke across her face before she leaned over, opened her nightstand, and pulled out a black satin sleeping mask. “Here you go,” she said. “Put it on and you can get to work.”

    Joel took the mask from his wife, pulled it over his head, and plunged into darkness. He heard Jessica pull the covers back and remove her pajama pants. He waited for instruction and she moaned. Joel heard the distinct sound of masturbation.

    “I’m wet,” she said. “Just thinking about doing whatever Grant wants turns me on. I swear, there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for him.”

    For just a moment Joel felt an overwhelming sense of jealousy. It wasn’t that he wanted his wife to be willing to do anything for him. It was that Grant was the kind of man that could inspire that sort of desire in Jessica. Joel had never been that kind of man and it was clear he never would. He simply wasn’t capable of it, thus the deep-rooted jealousy towards the man that had captured his wife’s attention.

    “Do you want to make me cum?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes,” Joel replied.

    A few moments of silence followed. Then Joel felt Jessica’s slippery finger against his lower lip. He opened his mouth and she pushed two fingers into his tongue. Joel instinctively sucked them clean, tasting his wife’s sweet juices in the process.

    “Do I taste good?” Jessica asked.

    Joel nodded and his wife unleashed a quiet moan.

    “Go down on me,” she said as her fingers departed his mouth. “Eat my pussy. Make me cum.”

    Joel carefully moved between his wife’s legs and ran his fingers up her thighs. Denied the sight of her naked lower half he did what he could to drink in her beauty. He kissed her legs and enjoyed the warmth of her smooth skin against his lips. He listened to her soft moans and enjoyed how they got a little lustier as he moved closer to her pussy.

    “That’s it,” Jessica said as Joel’s tongue found her pussy. “Make me feel good. Make me cum with that talented tongue of yours.”

    Joel embraced the pleasure offered to him. It wasn’t exactly what he wanted and asking permission had been humiliating, but there was no reason he had to focus on that. Instead, he chose to focus on the fact that he was between his wife’s legs and worshiping her pussy. He was responsible for the moans of pleasure that filled his bedroom. He would soon be responsible for her orgasm. On another night she might not have welcomed him between her legs. Tonight, because of Grant’s new rule, Joel was permitted to give his wife pleasure.

    “I wonder when Grant will let you see my pussy again,” Jessica said as Joel continued to worship her. “I wonder when you’ll be able to gaze upon the beautiful pussy that you crave. Maybe he’ll make you wear a blindfold when you clean his cum out of me from now on. Maybe he’ll make you work harder than you can imagine for the chance to see my pussy. Fuck…that turns me on.”

    Joel felt his wife reach down and grab two handfuls of his hair. She pulled hard enough for it to hurt a little and he moaned. She was getting off on the idea of her bull taking an even deeper level of control of their marriage and Joel couldn’t help but get caught up in her lust.

    When Jessica pulled Joel closer to her pussy he knew her climax was imminent. When her moans grew louder and she rubbed her pussy lips all over his face it was moments away. When her screams of pleasure filled the bedroom as she lifted her hips off the bed, he knew she was cumming.

    “Thank you,” Jessica said afterwards. “That was lovely. I’m so glad you were willing to ask Grant for permission to pleasure me.”

    Joel moved out from between her legs and crawled towards his side of the bed. He listened as Jessica put her pajama pants back on and waited in the blackness created by the blindfold.

    “You can take it off now,” Jessica said.

    Joel pulled the sleeping mask off and looked over to see his wife tucked under the covers once more. She leaned closer, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Goodnight, cuckold.”

    “Goodnight,” Joel said. He put the sleeping mask in his nightstand – he suspected he’d be using it with great frequency – and turned off the light. Not long after the ache between his legs subsided and sleep took him.

    “Grant’s coming over and he’s spending the night,” Jessica said as she popped her head into the living room. “You should make sure the guest room is ready for you. I’ll be in the bathroom getting ready for him.”

    “Okay, thanks,” Joel said.

    He watched his wife turn and walk away. She was in a hoodie and a pair of sweatpants and while they weren’t particularly tight the sway of her hips was still appealing, probably because he’d been locked in chastity and denied the chance to see any part of his wife’s body for the past four days since he’d gone down on her while blindfolded.

    Joel stood and headed for the guest room. He checked to make sure the bathroom had towels and the bed sheets were fresh. Everything was in order from the last time Grant had spent the night in the master bedroom, leaving Joel with little to do before his wife’s bull arrived to spend the night.

    Unwilling to twiddle his thumbs until Grant’s arrival, Joel sent a text: “May I help Jessica prepare for your arrival? I would like to do anything I can to ensure that you both have the best night possible.”

    Grant texted back a few minutes later: “You may, cuckold. You may not gaze upon her naked breasts or her pussy, though. Those are mine to enjoy, not yours. Inform your wife that she must have a bra and panties on before you’re permitted to help her.”

    As Joel read the text he felt the telltale stirring of desire between his legs. Once again his humiliation had created a sense of lust, which in turn deepened his humiliation. He’d just asked another man for permission to see his wife in her bra and panties. He’d completely surrendered control over a significant portion of his life to Grant, the man that had taken Joel’s place in so many ways.

    That didn’t stop Joel from gently knocking on the bedroom door. “Jessica?” he asked.

    “Yes?” she called out.

    “Grant said I could help you get ready for him, but that you’d have to have a bra and panties on because I’m not permitted to see your naked body,” Joel said.

    “Give me a minute,” Jessica called out.

    Joel waited at the bedroom door. He heard his wife’s footsteps and the dresser drawer being pulled open. Not long after she said, “You can come in now.”

    Joel opened the door and saw Jessica in a dark blue bra and panty set made from delicate lace. She looked exquisite and the underwear left most of her body exposed, offering more of her than Joel had seen since Grant’s new rule went into effect.

    “You look perfect,” he said.

    Jessica smiled and spun around, showing off her ass in the thong. “Thank you,” she said. “I hope Grant feels the same way. He’s the one I want to impress, after all.”

    Joel’s cock tried in vain to come to life, his desire driven by his wife’s casually humiliating comment. “How can I help?” he asked.

    “Change the bed sheets,” she said. “Grant shouldn’t have to sleep on the same sheets you slept on. Check back in when you’re finished.”

    Jessica stepped into the bathroom and picked up a makeup brush as Joel moved towards the bed. He pulled the comforter off and folded it while staring into the bathroom. Jessica leaned forward on her toes and Joel admitted how utterly perfect her ass looked.

    “Your job is to change the sheets, Joel. Not to stare at my ass,” Jessica admonished him. “Do your job.”

    Joel did his job. He changed the sheets as he thought about Grant spending the night on his side of the bed. He thought of the last time and the fact that he’d woken up twice in the middle of the night to the sounds of sex coming from the room next door. He thought about how he’d woken up in the morning to the sounds of sex, too. He thought about Grant’s virility and Jessica’s seemingly boundless desire for her bull. When he was finished, the bed was perfectly made and ready for his wife and her bull to do as they pleased in it.

    “The sheets have been changed,” Joel said as he approached the bathroom where his wife continued to work on her makeup.

    “You know what I was thinking about?” Jessica asked without looking his way.

    “No, what’s that?” Joel replied.

    “I was thinking that my husband is a cocksucker,” Jessica said. “I was thinking that my husband is going to suck cock tonight. I was thinking that my husband is going to suck cock because he wants, above everything else, to please me.”

    “That’s true,” Joel said as he felt a renewed wave of humiliation move through his body.

    “I was thinking you should practice,” Jessica said. “So, I’d like you to retrieve that dildo with the suction cup on the bottom. I’d like you to attach it to the bathroom wall and I’d like you to suck cock while I finish my makeup.”

    “Of course,” Joel replied.

    He stepped into the closet to find the dildo and returned to the bathroom. He fell to his knees on the far side of the room, affixed the toy to the wall, and looked towards his wife.

    “Are you waiting for permission to start?” Jessica asked as she glanced at him. “I told you what to do, Joel. You don’t need permission and I’m not going to be monitoring you. I’m going to finish my makeup and you’re going to suck cock like a good cuckold.”

    Joel turned to the dildo – which was designed to look like a real cock – and wrapped his lips around it. A deep sense of humiliation moved through his body. He was fellating a toy on his knees while his wife did her makeup for another man. Of course he was humiliated.

    Jessica said nothing as Joel filled the bathroom with the sounds of a blowjob. He did his best to act like it was Grant standing in front of him. He took as much of the toy into his throat as he could manage. He gagged several times, eventually taking some measure of control over his gag reflex. Before long he found a rhythm where he could deepthroat the toy and nearly press his nose against the bathroom wall. He felt a sense of pride, which in turn triggered a sense of humiliation. What sort of man was proud of his ability to deepthroat, after all?

    “Look at you,” Jessica said as Joel deepthroated the toy. “You’re such a dedicated cocksucker. I can’t believe how much you’ve improved since your first blowjob. I’m proud of you, Joel.”

    Joel hadn’t been instructed to stop, so he continued to suck on the toy while he considered the notion that his wife was proud of him for giving good head.

    “You deserve a reward,” Jessica said. “Come over here.”

    Joel released the toy from his mouth and crawled towards his wife.

    “I just texted Grant and told him that you were working so hard to be ready to suck his cock tonight. I asked him if I could give you a little reward for being a good cuckold. He said I could. Isn’t that exciting?” Jessica asked.

    “It is,” Joel replied.

    “I’ve decided that I’m going to permit you to kiss my asshole,” Jessica said. “I’m even going to let you use your tongue. Go ahead.”

    Joel crawled behind his wife and pulled aside her thong. She bent over and her ass cheeks parted, exposing her asshole. Joel couldn’t help his sense of excitement. It was humiliating, but he liked the idea of being able to kiss her asshole.

    Joel leaned forward and pressed his face between Jessica’s ass cheeks. He pursed his lips and kissed her asshole. She moaned and he extended his tongue. He acted like he and Jessica’s asshole were French kissing. He embraced the reward his wife had offered and felt the sense of pleasure and humiliation envelope his body.

    “That feels good, honey. You’re a good kisser. It’s so generous of Grant to let you kiss any part of my body, isn’t it? After all, he doesn’t have to let you enjoy any part of me. He could keep me all to himself. I certainly wouldn’t complain. He’s far better than you at making me feel good, after all. You should thank him when he gets here,” she said.

    One humiliation piled on top of the next, but Joel refused to relent. He couldn’t stop himself. He couldn’t help but kiss Jessica’s asshole as instructed. He couldn’t help but find some perverted pleasure in the idea of thanking Grant for the chance to make out with his wife’s anus. He couldn’t help but want to continually surrender to what his wife and her bull wanted of him, despite the increasing humiliating nature of their desires.

    Jessica’s phone dinged and she said, “He’s almost here. It’s time to change into your panties, Joel. You can choose the pair this week. Just make sure they’re the only thing you have on.”

    Joel stood and walked towards his dresser. He pulled open the drawer that contained his growing collection of panties and picked out a blue pair that came close to matching the color of Jessica’s underwear. Joel stripped, put on his panties, and put his clothes in the guest room.

    He took his place at the front door and prepared to greet his wife’s bull. Grant pulled into the driveway a few moments later. Joel waited until he was at the door and opened it without Grant having to ring the doorbell.

    “Welcome,” he said.

    “Thank you, cuckold,” Grant replied as he stepped into the house.

    “Jessica will be out shortly,” Joel said.

    Grant smiled. “I think I’ll go to her, actually. I’m feeling particularly eager tonight. Follow me.”

    Grant strode towards the bedroom and Joel followed.

    “There’s no need to get dressed,” Grant said as he stepped into the bedroom.

    Jessica turned and smiled at her bull. Her face lit up and she scampered towards him and leapt into Grant’s arms. They kissed as she wrapped her legs around him. Her passion was obvious and overwhelming and Joel felt a rush of the sort of angst that always played a part in his cuckolding.

    Grant walked towards the bed and put Jessica onto her back. She spread her legs instinctively and he turned towards Joel and said, “Put the blindfold on, cuckold. Tonight you’re going to listen.”

    Joel retrieved his blindfold from the nightstand and placed it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness once more. He listened as his wife and her bull kissed. Jessica moaned and Joel was certain he heard the sound of her wet pussy being penetrated. He assumed Grant’s fingers had found their way into her body.

    “I want to watch him suck your cock,” Jessica said. “I want to watch my cocksucking husband pleasure my bull.”

    Joel’s pulse raced as his wife expressed her desire to see him offer oral pleasure.

    “You heard her, cuckold,” Grant said. “Get on your knees and open your mouth.”

    Joel fell to his knees and opened his mouth. He listened as Grant stripped. He heard a belt being undone and pants falling to the floor. He heard his wife moan and wondered if Grant had just pulled his cock out.

    “Is this what you want?” Grant asked.

    “Yes, make him suck your cock,” Jessica said. “Show him a cuckold’s place. Show him that he’s a fucking cocksucker for the real man in my life.”

    Joel’s cock ached in its cage. He felt precum drip into his panties. His wife was turned on at the idea of him being a cocksucker and that turned him on.

    Grant’s cock pushed between Joel’s parted lips and onto his tongue. Joel closed his mouth and got to work. He sucked cock like he was supposed to.

    “Oh, fuck,” Jessica said. “That’s so hot.”

    “Play with your pussy,” Grant instructed. “Masturbate as your cuckold sucks my cock. Pleasure yourself as he does his job.”

    Joel listened to his wife masturbate. Her pussy was soaked. Grant’s cock moved deeper into his mouth. In and out it went, a little deeper each time. He gagged but Grant didn’t stop. Instead, he sped up. Joel gagged over and over. Jessica moaned louder.

    Joel’s jaw ached by the time Grant pulled out. He kept his mouth open, but the cock didn’t return. Instead, the sound of Grant’s hand moving up and down his shaft filled Joel’s ears.

    “Are you going to fuck me?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes I am,” Grant replied.

    “I’m so wet for you,” she said. “I’m soaked. I need you so badly. I need you inside me, Grant. I need you to fuck me all night.”

    “I will,” he replied. “And we’ll make your cuckold husband clean us up each time.”

    Jessica unleashed a laugh filled with pure delight. A moment later she moaned. Grant was inside her. Joel remained on his knees in the blackness created by the sleeping mask. He was being cuckolded and he couldn’t enjoy the visual splendor of it.

    Joel had no concept of time as Grant and Jessica fucked. It could have been a minute before her orgasm or ten minutes. They changed positions a few times and Joel was certain that they tried missionary, doggystyle, and girl on top before Grant came inside her. Jessica was louder when her bull climaxed than when she’d cum, suggesting she found great pleasure in making her man cum.

    “Crawl towards the bed, cuckold,” Grant instructed after his orgasm. “My cock is filthy with my cum and your wife’s juices. Clean it.”

    Joel crawled towards the bed and reached up. He lifted himself up and found Grant’s cock. His lips were soon around it. He sucked the cum and juices from it and he did so eagerly. He did so like the cocksucker his wife had labeled him as. He even licked and sucked Grant’s balls clean.

    “You’ve trained him so well,” Jessica said.

    “We’ve both trained him,” Grant replied. “And really, we’ve just showed him the way to become what he was always destined to be. No man goes to the lengths your husband has traveled unwillingly. He wants all of this. He wants it and he loves it.”

    The desire coursing through Joel’s body made any argument against Grant’s assertion impossible.

    “Clean your wife, cuckold,” Grant demanded.

    Joel crawled over his wife’s bull and between her legs. He felt his way to her pussy and pushed his tongue inside her. He ate every bit of Grant’s cum from inside her. He fed because it turned him on to do so. He embraced the joy of humiliation.

    “Will you fuck me again?” Jessica asked.

    “We have all night,” Grant answered. “I’ll fuck you as many times as you want.”

    Jessica kissed her bull. “I hope you don’t mind being blind all night, Joel, because my bull is going to fuck me all night.”

    Joel had embraced his place. He was ready to be whatever his wife and her bull needed him to be.
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    “Joel, could you come in here?” Jessica called out from the bathroom.

    Joel hopped to his feet and rushed towards his wife’s voice. She offered a bright smile when he appeared in the doorway and he took a moment to let his eyes wander over her body, which was clad in a semi-sheer bra and panty set.

    “You always respond so quickly,” she said. “Do you know you didn’t do that before I cuckolded you? You used to ask me what I wanted from the couch. You wouldn’t even bother to get up. I prefer this way so much more, don’t you?”

    Joel nodded. He hadn’t thought about it, but Jessica was right. He remembered the days of feeling just a little bit frustrated when she’d call for him while he was watching TV. Those days were behind him, though. Since Grant had come into their lives Joel always responded with haste when Jessica needed something.

    “Tonight’s going to be a little different,” Jessica said. “My bull says he wants to share me with his friends. He says my pussy is too perfect to keep all to myself, and he says you should be happy to watch and fulfill your duties as a cuckold without complaint. Will you do that for me, Joel? Will you be a good cuckold tonight?”

    “He’s going to share you?” Joel asked. “Is that what you want?”

    Jessica turned to him and smiled. “Joel, sweetie, I want what Grant wants. You know that. I trust him. He’s not going to put me in a dangerous situation and he’s not going to have me do something I’d hate. He’s going to make sure I have a great night, just like he’s always done. Unlike you, Grant has never disappointed me. In fact, every step of the way he’s shown me a kind of pleasure I never thought possible. Now he wants to share me with his friends.”

    Joel couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea of Grant wanting to watch other people fuck Jessica. “I don’t get it. Is Grant a cuckold?”

    Jessica laughed. “No, sweetie, he’s not a cuckold and you know it. Grant’s a bull, through and through. He’s a dominant alpha male. He didn’t say so, but I think he likes the idea of me being willing to fuck someone else if he tells me to. The sense of control turns him on. We both know that. We’ve experienced that enough. It just so happens that I’m turned on by giving him that control. I like submitting to his desires and doing whatever he wants. That’s why I let him have my ass when he wants it. That’s why I happily go down on him when he wants it. That’s why I dress the way he wants and style my hair the way he wants. I like doing things for him, honey. I like letting him dominate me. I like letting him take control.”

    Jessica stepped closer and unbuttoned Joel’s pants. She pushed them down and reached into his underwear to grasp his locked cock. Their eyes met as her fingers danced over the little bits of flesh that the cock cage left exposed. “I think you like letting him take control, too,” she whispered. “I think your cock lives in this little cage because you’re a submissive. I think you like the feeling of another man being in control of your sex life just as much as you like seeing me have the best orgasms of my life with Grant’s cock buried deep inside me.”

    “I do,” Joel admitted. It was humiliating, of course, but to deny it would have been foolish. He’d agreed to everything that had happened to him since Grant had come into their lives. He’d been a willing participant in his cuckolding.

    “Grant has invited two friends to his house tonight,” Jessica said. “You and I will be joining them. There will be drinks, maybe a little dancing, and, of course, I will be shared. Grant didn’t tell me what form that would take, but he did say that you would be involved. You’re not going to disappoint me, are you?”

    “I won’t,” Joel said. “I promise.” The last thing he wanted to do was disappoint Jessica.

    She smiled, leaned closer, and kissed him. It was the sort of soft, tender kiss that Joel craved, now more than ever. It was intimate and connected and beautiful in every way.

    “Grant said you could worship my ass while I got ready. Would that make you happy?” Jessica asked. Joel nodded and she kissed him again before pulling her hand from his underwear and stepping in front of the bathroom mirror once more. “You may worship.”

    Joel fell to his knees, pulled his wife’s panties down, and gently spread her ass cheeks. He placed his face between them and worshiped her asshole fervently, a task he would remain dedicated to until she told him to stop.

    “Jessica, I’d like you to meet my friends Ben and Matt,” Grant said as he put his arm around Jessica and pulled her close.

    She leaned into her bull and offered a flirty wave to the guys sitting on opposite ends of the couch. To Joel they looked like copies of Grant. They were both tall, good-looking, and well-dressed. He suspected they were successful, too. They emanated the same sort of alpha male energy that Grant had, too, and from the moment he and Jessica had walked in Joel could tell his wife was attracted to both of them.

    “And this is Jessica’s cuckold husband, Joel,” Grant said as he gestured to Joel, who was standing off to the side and had a little difficulty making eye contact with the two men he was certain would end up fucking his wife before the night was over.

    Ben and Matt both nodded at Joel before turning their attention back to Jessica, who looked radiant in a red dress with black stockings and red high heels. Joel had helped her into the bra, panties, and garter belt she wore underneath the dress and he knew Grant’s friends would be particularly enamored with her once she stripped for them.

    “Strip, cuckold,” Grant demanded.

    Joel stripped as the other four people in the room watched. He heard a quiet chuckle when his chastised cock was revealed, but otherwise there was no commentary.

    “There’s a bottle of champagne in the refrigerator,” Grant said. “Open it and pour four glasses.”

    Joel left his clothes in a pile and departed for the kitchen. He heard his wife and her new friends talking as he retrieved the champagne bottle from the refrigerator and popped it open. Four glasses were soon filled with bubbly and Joel grabbed two and returned to the living room.

    Jessica was seated between Ben and Matt as Joel stepped into the room. They looked like quite the cozy trio as both men had moved closer to Joel’s wife. He handed Jessica a glass of champagne and offered the other to Grant before returning to the kitchen to grab the final two glasses. He gave those to Ben and Matt and moved to the corner to await further instructions.

    “A toast to making new friends,” Grant said.

    Jessica clinked her glass with both Ben and Matt and they all sipped the expensive bubbly. Both Ben and Matt put a hand on Jessica’s legs, gently caressing her as they drank. She swallowed and let out a soft moan.

    Joel still wasn’t sure he understood why Grant would want to share Jessica, but he couldn’t deny the thrill of seeing his wife with two men. There was something about their obvious hunger for her and Jessica’s equally obvious enjoyment of their desire that Joel found intoxicating. His pleasure registered as pain between his legs as his cock attempted to get hard in its cage.

    “You can see it, can’t you cuckold?” Grant asked.

    Joel looked at his wife’s bull, but he wasn’t entirely sure what Grant was asking, so he offered no response.

    “You can see her desire for them, can’t you?” he clarified.

    “I can,” Joel said. Jessica’s desire was quite obvious. It was clear that she was genuinely excited to be shared with Ben and Matt. The root of her excitement wasn’t clear – it could have been to please Grant or it could have been to experience two new men or some combination of both factors – but the root of it didn’t matter. What mattered to Joel was that his wife was genuinely excited to be shared with two new people.

    “You want to help her enjoy her evening, don’t you cuckold?” Grant asked.

    “I do,” Joel said as he watched Ben’s fingers move up Jessica’s thigh. “I’ll do anything.”

    “I know you will,” Grant said. “A good cuckold is always willing to do anything for his wife’s pleasure, and you’re nothing if not a good cuckold.”

    Joel felt a sense of pride, which in turn generated a touch of humiliation. It was an odd experience to receive such a compliment from his wife’s bull.

    By the time he looked back at Jessica she’d finished her glass of champagne and put it on the coffee table. “Can I get you another glass?” Joel asked.

    “No, darling,” Jessica said. “But you can move this coffee table for me.”

    Joel rushed forward and pulled the coffee table back. Jessica extended her hand and he took it and helped his wife to her feet. She spun around to face Grant’s friends and Joel moved back to the corner of the room to wait until he was needed once again.

    Grant pulled out his phone, tapped the screen a few times, and a song came over the built-in speakers. It had a slow, sensual beat and Jessica’s hips moved to it as her hands moved over her body in an alluring manner. She ran her fingers through her hair, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and closed her eyes as the sway in her hips deepened. She grasped her breasts through the thin material of her dress and moaned. She spun around and slowly bent over. Ben and Matt stared as her stocking tops, thighs, and ass were slowly revealed. Joel couldn’t see his wife’s ass, but he knew it looked good in the lace thong he’d dressed her in.

    Jessica stood and spun around. “My husband picked out my lingerie. He dressed me in it, too. That’s how badly he wants me to have a good time tonight. He made sure to pick something sexy for you. Isn’t he a good cuckold?”

    Ben and Matt nodded as they glanced at Joel, who reflexively covered his crotch. Jessica turned to look at him and said, “Joel, darling, would you come here and unzip my dress. I think these gentlemen would like to see the body they’re going to enjoy tonight.”

    Joel rushed to his wife and reached up to unzip her dress. She danced for Ben and Matt and slowly took it off. She teased them expertly and Joel felt the ache between his legs as he too got caught up in how astoundingly sexy she looked.

    “Thank you, darling,” Jessica said before sauntering towards the couch, spinning around, and sitting between Ben and Matt once more. Their hands found their way to her body, this time exploring with unfettered desire. Ben played with her breasts in the lace bra and Matt played with her pussy, rubbing it skillfully through her panties.

    “Cuckold,” Grant said.

    Joel turned to see that his wife’s bull had removed his pants.

    Grant pointed to the floor in front of him. “Get on your knees.”

    Joel looked back at Jessica. She and Ben were kissing. His tongue was in her mouth. Joel wanted to watch, to indulge his desire to be a cuckold. It wasn’t his choice, though. He wasn’t in control and he knew Grant and Jessica would both be furious if he disobeyed. He fell to his knees in front of his wife’s bull. The sound of foreplay continued behind him as Joel looked up at Grant.

    “Suck my cock,” Grant said.

    Joel reached up and removed Grant’s underwear. He wrapped his fingers around the bull’s cock and leaned forward to take it in his mouth. He gave head as ordered while his wife moaned. Joel wanted to turn and look back at her. He wanted to see what had turned her on, but he couldn’t. He had a job to do. He was a cuckold. His pleasure was under someone else’s control, and if Grant didn’t want him to watch then he wasn’t going to watch.

    “Go slowly, cuckold,” Grant said. “Nurse my cock. Worship it. You’re not sucking me so I can fuck your wife. You’re sucking to provide me pleasure while I watch someone else fuck your wife. There’s no need to rush.”

    Joel thought of how Jessica would sometimes worship Grant’s cock when her purpose was to make him feel good for as long as possible. He tried to emulate the way she would work the head with her mouth and play with his shaft and balls with her hands. It was an entirely different experience than fluffing, which was almost always how his mouth was deployed.

    The sound of a long, low moan from behind him caught Joel’s attention. He couldn’t tell which of the guys had unleashed it, but someone was enjoying himself.

    “Fuck, that’s incredible,” Ben said. The sounds of a blowjob followed. Jessica had another man’s cock in her mouth and Joel couldn’t watch. All he could do was suck Grant’s cock. He’d been relegated to little more than a hole to be used for pleasure.

    Jessica moaned, and not in the way she often moaned with a cock in her mouth. She moaned in genuine pleasure. Someone was stimulating her pussy. The foreplay had deepened on the other side of the living room.

    “You wish you were watching, don’t you?” Grant asked.

    Joel looked up at him and nodded.

    “Of course you do. You’re a good cuckold, and every good cuckold wants to see his wife with other men. She’s on her hands and knees on the couch. She has Ben’s cock in her mouth and she’s sucking him voraciously, just like I trained her. She’s giving him the kind of head you’ve never received, cuckold. She’s giving him the kind of head a woman gives when she wants to make a man feel good, which she’s never really wanted with you. You’ve never inspired that sort of lust in your wife,” Grant explained.

    Joel ran his tongue over the head of Grant’s cock and played with his balls. He worshiped the bull’s cock because it was his place and because every word from Grant’s lips deepened both his humiliation and his arousal.

    “Matt’s going to fuck her from behind,” Grant continued. “He’s got her pussy nice and wet. He’s getting naked now. He’s going to slide into your wife’s tight cunt and fuck her like she deserves while she sucks cock. They’re both going to enjoy her body and you’re going to keep busy sucking my dick like a good cuckold.”

    Jealousy and frustration raged through Joel’s body. He was jealous of the two men that got to enjoy his wife. He was jealous that Grant got to watch. He was frustrated that he was stuck on his knees with a cock in his mouth and denied the pleasure of watching his wife cuckold him with two other men.

    Jessica moaned around the cock in her mouth. The sounds of sex soon reverberated around the living room. Matt was inside her from behind. Ben was in her mouth. Jessica was pleasuring two men at the same time, and based on the way she was moaning it was better than she’d hoped it would be.

    “Your wife’s desires go so much deeper than you’ve ever realized, Joel,” Grant said as he watched the show unfolding in front of him. “Her willingness to explore goes far beyond what your imagination can conjure. All she needed was someone to unleash her on the world. Thankfully she met me, a man capable of exposing her to untold pleasures, including the joy of being shared, of being taken by two men at the same time. Now she’s surrendering to it. She’s letting go. She’s opening her body to the submissive pleasures of serving the needs of the men enjoying her.”

    Joel knew that Grant was talking to Jessica just as much as he was talking to him. He knew that Grant was subtly dominating her from across the room, that he was encouraging her to surrender to the desires she felt as a cock filled her from both ends. This was just the latest step in Jessica’s journey of sexual exploration.

    “Suck on my balls, cuckold,” Grant said.

    Joel dropped his head lower and took Grant’s balls into his mouth. He licked and sucked. He swirled his tongue over the wrinkled flesh. He did as he was told as his wife’s moans filled the room.

    “How’s her pussy?” Ben asked.

    “It’s perfect,” Matt said. “Just like Grant said it would be.”

    Jessica moaned louder. It seemed that she liked the idea of her pussy making Matt feel good. She liked having two cocks inside her at once. Grant had been right. She enjoyed being shared.

    “Fuck,” Jessica said. “Fuck me harder. Please, fuck me harder. Make me cum. Make me fucking cum.”

    “Do you hear that, cuckold?” Grant asked as he let his cock rest against Joel’s face. “Do you hear her desperation? Your wife is embracing her desire. She’s letting go. She’s surrendering to the intense, animalistic pleasure of being fucked by two men, and she’s just getting started. There’s so much more to explore. Her satisfaction will only deepen from here.”

    The sounds of sex got louder. Matt was fucking her harder. He was giving Jessica what she needed.

    Her orgasm soon followed. Her screams filled the living room and blended with the sounds of sex. Joel nursed Grant’s balls throughout because he’d been ordered to do so. Jealousy raged inside him. He wanted to see the look of pleasure on his wife’s face as someone fucked her from behind while she held Ben’s cock in her hand or took him in her mouth.

    “That’s good, cuckold. Now I want you to lie on your back on the floor,” Grant instructed.

    Joel spun around and saw Jessica sitting on the couch with a blissful look on her face. Matt was naked and Ben was nearly naked with only his shirt still on. Both guys were hard and both were impressively large.

    “Jessica, sit on your cuckold’s face,” Grant said. “Let him taste you after another man has pleasured you.”

    Jessica smiled and stood. She sauntered towards Joel, stood over his head for a few moments, and sat on his face. Her labia spread over his lips and Joel pushed his tongue inside his wife. He soaked up her sweet juices and she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair as a smile broke across her face.

    “Does my pussy taste good, cuckold?” she asked.

    Joel nodded as he pushed his tongue as deep inside his wife’s slick pussy as he could.

    “Matt, why don’t you enjoy her mouth,” Grant said.

    A moment later Matt’s cock appeared in Joel’s field of view. He stood astride Joel’s head and Jessica wrapped her fingers around his long, thick dick and smiled at him. She leaned forward and took him in her mouth, giving Joel a perfect view of her soft lips sliding up and down his shaft as she worked his balls with her talented fingers. Joel felt a genuine sense of joy at getting to witness his wife offering another man oral pleasure.

    “Do you want to cum again, Jessica?” Grant asked.

    “Yes,” Jessica said as she took a momentary break from fellating Matt.

    “Get on your hands and knees with your pussy just above your cuckold’s face,” Grant instructed.

    Jessica did as she was told and Joel remained on his back as Ben got up off the couch and moved behind her.

    “Fuck her,” Grant instructed.

    Ben’s cock slid into Jessica’s pussy and Joel marveled at the beauty of it. He watched the other man’s long, thick shaft fill his wife with slow, deep thrusts. He listened to her moan and his lips were inches away from all of it as it unfolded.

    “Lick her clit, cuckold,” Grant said.

    Joel extended his tongue and licked his wife’s clit as Ben fucked her. Her moans got louder. A moment later they were cut off. Matt had inserted his cock into her mouth. Joel’s wife was being spit roasted and he was participating in her pleasure. In the span of just a few minutes his evening had gotten considerably more arousing. Grant had gone from denying him the pleasure of watching to allowing Joel to be in the center of it all.

    “Fuck her harder,” Grant said.

    Ben was more than happy to oblige. He fucked Jessica hard enough that her juices began to drip out and onto Joel’s face. He felt the other man’s balls drag along his chin over and over as he licked Jessica’s clit. He was immersed in pleasure and humiliation and he never wanted it to stop.

    Jessica moaned louder. “You’re making your wife feel good, cuckold. You’re going to put her over the top. Your tongue is going to help her have her second orgasm of the night,” Grant said.

    Joel massaged Jessica’s clit with his tongue. He acted like a good cuckold because that’s all he wanted to be.

    Jessica’s moans deepened. Matt pulled out of her mouth with a pop and she screamed. “I’m cumming!” Her body trembled as she dropped to her elbows. Joel slowed his tongue to carry his wife through the rest of her orgasm.

    “Would you like to cum in the cuckold’s mouth?” Grant asked.

    “Damn right I would,” Ben said.

    “Open wide, cuckold,” Grant instructed.

    Jessica crawled forward and Joel opened his mouth. Ben’s stiff cock slid between his lips a moment later. Ben leaned forward and fucked Joel’s mouth like he’d fucked Jessica’s pussy.

    She spun around and ran her fingers through Joel’s hair. “That’s good, cuckold. Take his cock. Make him feel good. Let him use your mouth like it’s a tight little fuck hole. Let him use it for his pleasure. Be his cum dumpster.”

    Joel groaned and his cock ached. It was surprisingly intense to hear his wife utter those words. He wanted it, too. He wanted to be a cum dumpster for Ben. He wanted to make the man that had just fucked his wife feel good.

    Ben’s cock swelled up and he buried it in Joel’s throat. Cum shot from the tip. Joel didn’t taste it, though. The cum slid right down his throat and into his stomach. He felt like little more than a place for Ben to deposit his load and it was so much more thrilling than he’d expected.

    “Fuck,” Ben said as he pulled out and injected the last few volleys of cum into Joel’s mouth. “That was incredible.”

    Jessica moved to her knees and kissed him. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” she said. “Though I hope that’s not the only orgasm you plan on having tonight.”

    Ben laughed and grabbed her ass. “I can go as many times as you want.”

    Joel swallowed the cum in his mouth and smiled. His cock ached painfully in its cage, but he didn’t care. He loved that ache. He wanted more of it.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Grant said. “Ben can recover while Matt and Jessica have a little fun. Maybe we’ll give the cuckold a creampie to clean up.”

    Jessica helped Joel to his feet and gave him a soft kiss. She took his hand and led him towards Grant’s bedroom as everyone else followed. “Are you going to be a good cuckold?” she asked.

    “Always,” Joel replied.

    All he wanted was to be good for her and Grant. All he wanted was to make his wife happy and he hoped he’d get to prove that for the rest of the evening.
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    “Tonight is a special night,” Jessica said before a bright smile broke across her face.

    “It is?” Joel asked.

    Jessica took his hand and led him towards the bedroom. “It is, and I’m so excited for you. Tonight is going to open your eyes to a whole new world of possibilities, Joel. You’re going to learn so much, and after it’s over I think you’re going to understand the new version of our relationship so much better than you thought possible.”

    They stepped into the bedroom and Joel saw a pair of light blue panties and what looked like a sex toy of some kind on the bed.

    Jessica led him to the edge of the bed and picked up the panties. “These are for you,” she said. “Put them on for me, sweetheart.”

    Joel stripped and took the panties from his wife. He stepped into them and for a moment he considered the absurdity of the situation. It wasn’t even that he was putting on panties. It was more that he was doing so without hesitation, like it was perfectly normal for a man to put on a pair of delicate, feminine lace panties while his wife watched.

    “They look adorable on you,” Jessica said with a sweet smile. She stepped closer and reached out to play with Joel’s locked cock and balls through the panties. It was humiliating, of course, but he couldn’t help but feel genuine pleasure at her gentle touch.

    Jessica moved behind him and said, “Now bend over for me.”

    Joel hesitated as he looked at the toy on the bed. It dawned on him that it was a butt plug. The tapered shape was the giveaway. It was designed to remain inside him once inserted, though Joel couldn’t help but panic a little as he thought of being penetrated.

    “Bend over, Joel,” Jessica said.

    Joel bent over and put his hands on the edge of the bed. He stared at the toy and wondered what it was going to feel like inside him.

    Jessica stepped away, opened the nightstand drawer, and pulled out a bottle of lube. Joel watched her open it and squirt a generous coating onto her fingers.

    “Did you notice that these panties have a cute opening for your ass?” she asked.

    A moment later, her fingers moved between his ass cheeks and spread the lube over his asshole. An involuntary moan escaped Joel’s lips. He reached up to cover his mouth as a sense of embarrassment washed over him. He didn’t want to be turned on at having his asshole played with.

    “It’s okay if it feels good,” Jessica said. “There are lots of nerve endings around your asshole. It usually feels good when Grant takes my ass. Pass me the plug.”

    Joel grabbed the plug and passed it back to his wife. She applied a generous coating of lube and he felt it press between his ass cheeks. Joel tightened up as the tip of the plug touched his asshole. His body clearly wasn’t interested in a foreign invader.

    Jessica rubbed his lower back and said, “Joel, sweetheart, you have to let the toy inside you. I know it feels strange and it’s going to feel a little uncomfortable when it’s first inside you, but you’ll get used to it, I promise.”

    Joel closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He did his best to concentrate on the feeling of Jessica’s hand moving over his lower back. Her touch was gentle and reassuring and she managed to slip the tip of the toy inside him a moment later. Joel tensed up again, but the plug was in him. There was no stopping it. Joel groaned as it filled him. It hurt, though the pain wasn’t overwhelming.

    “There you go,” Jessica said as the thick part of the toy popped past his asshole and came to rest inside him. “How does it feel?”

    “A little uncomfortable,” Joel said. “But it’s not painful.”

    Jessica ran her fingers over Joel’s ass and said, “You’ll thank me later.”

    Joel felt a creeping sense of panic. An obvious question popped to mind, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to ask it. After all, the answer could prove frightening. It had to be done, though. “Why will I thank you later?”

    “Stand up,” Jessica said. “Face me.”

    Joel stood and turned around to face his wife.

    “On your knees,” she instructed.

    He fell to his knees and Jessica smiled. She reached out and lovingly caressed his face. She traced her fingers over his mouth and rested her thumb on his bottom lip. Joel instinctively opened his mouth and Jessica slipped her thumb onto his tongue. He held her gaze and sucked on it. She smiled and a moment later offered a sensual moan.

    “You’re going to do something special tonight,” she said. “Something very special, in fact. Something that’s actually going to make me a little jealous of you.”

    With her finger still in his mouth all Joel could do was watch and listen.

    “My bull says a cuckold should be willing to offer his ass for a superior man’s pleasure. He says a cuckold should submit to the humiliation of being fucked,” Jessica said. “Will you submit?”

    Joel had imagined many scenarios as Jessica had inserted the plug, but submitting to anal sex with Grant hadn’t been one of them. He panicked at the thought of being fucked by a man. He pulled back and Jessica’s finger slipped from his mouth. He shook his head, signaling his unwillingness to submit.

    Jessica dropped to her knees in front of Joel. She reached up and took his head in her hands. She leaned closer and her lips found his. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I know it’s scary, but it’s really just another small step in your path to being the perfect cuckold for me.”

    “But I’m not gay, Jessica,” he said. “I’m not even bi.”

    Jessica smiled. “It has nothing to do with your sexuality. It has to do with your submission, just like sucking Grant’s cock is all about your submission. I don’t care about your sexuality and neither does he. What we both care about is your willingness to submit. That’s what turns me on. That’s what makes him happy.”

    “But…it’s just so…so humiliating,” Joel said.

    “Yes, it is,” Jessica replied. “It’s the last thing in the world most straight men would want. It’s absolutely the last thing in the world a married man would want. What kind of man wears a chastity cage and panties and gets on his hands and knees so another man can fuck him in the ass?”

    To hear it described in those terms made it so much more humiliating. Joel tried to look away from his wife, but she held his head tight enough that he couldn’t. He had to stare into her eyes. He had to meet her gaze and feel the humiliation.

    “You’re that kind of man, Joel. We both know you are. You’re the kind of man that sucks cock because his wife and her bull want it. You’re the kind of man that cleans another man’s cum from my pussy. You’re the kind of man that gives rimjobs if you’re ordered to. You’re the kind of man that watches two other men fuck me and gets turned on. You’re a cuckold. All of this fuels your desire. It drives you absolutely wild. We both know it and it’s time to fully embrace that. It’s time to let Grant fuck you,” Jessica said.

    She kissed him again. It was soft and tender and her tongue’s movements were graceful as she lured Joel into a place of intense desire.

    “Why are you going to be jealous?” Joel asked.

    “Because my bull isn’t going to fuck me tonight. He’s going to fuck you. I’m going to be deprived of his cock and you’re going to enjoy it. He’s going to show you how pleasurable it can be to submit to a real man. He’s going to put you in your place as a cuckold and make you feel good with his cock and I won’t get to enjoy that until the next time he comes over. I’m missing out so you can get fucked, Joel, and I’m going to be intensely jealous,” Jessica said.

    She reached down and pushed a hand into Joel’s panties. She played with his locked cock and his balls. He moaned at her expert teasing.

    “Will you submit, Joel? Will you submit to Grant’s cock? Will you let him have your ass?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes,” Joel said.

    Jessica rewarded him with a long, tender kiss. Joel savored every second her lips were pressed against his and as she continued to play with his caged cock he couldn’t help but moan for his wife.

    “He’ll be here soon,” Jessica said. “I’d like you to remain here on your knees while I get ready for him.”

    “Of course,” Joel said.

    Jessica stood and walked towards the bathroom. Joel shifted on his knees so he could watch his wife prepare for her bull’s arrival. As she did her hair and makeup Joel tried not to think about the fact that he was going to have a man’s cock in his ass, but he couldn’t help it. It was going to happen. He’d agreed and Grant would soon be inside him. Jessica was right, though. It was really just another small step in a line of many he’d taken on his journey to being a cuckold. It felt like a bigger step, but it wasn’t.

    After nearly an hour waiting on his knees, Jessica emerged from the bathroom. She changed into a lingerie set and left the bedroom as Joel remained on his knees. Not long after, the doorbell rang, announcing Grant’s arrival.

    Joel’s heart pounded hard as he heard Grant and Jessica’s footsteps in the hallway. He stared up at his wife’s bull as Grant entered the bedroom and smiled at the sight of Joel waiting on his knees in a pair of panties.

    “Is he ready?” Grant asked.

    “Ready and willing,” Jessica replied.

    Grant approached with a confident smile plastered across his face. “Is she right? Are you ready to submit to my cock?”

    Joel looked up at him and nodded.

    “Very good, then,” Grant said as he unbuttoned his shirt. Jessica helped him out of it and gently folded it over a chair in the corner of the room. “Take my pants off, cuckold.”

    Joel crawled forward and worked to remove the other man’s pants. Every movement brought him closer to losing his anal virginity and submitting to what felt like the ultimate humiliation. Before long, Grant was naked and his flaccid cock hung just a few inches from Joel’s face.

    Grant turned to Jessica and said, “On your knees behind me. Worship my ass while your husband sucks my cock.”

    Jessica moved behind Grant and fell to her knees immediately. Joel saw her hands reach up, presumably to spread Grant’s ass cheeks so she could rim him as ordered. A moment later the distinct sound of licking filled the air.

    “What are you waiting for, cuckold?” Grant asked. “Suck my cock. Get me hard so I can fuck your ass.”

    Any sense of resistance Joel had left melted away as Grant stared down at him. The notion that Jessica had so readily offered her mouth made it even harder for Joel to try and stop what was already inevitable. He was going to get fucked, so he sucked cock. He wrapped his lips around Grant’s flaccid shaft and he sucked like he’d been taught until he had a long, stiff, slick dick in his mouth.

    “Deepthroat me,” Grant said. He put a hand on the back of Joel’s head and pushed his dick deeper. Joel took as much as he could before gagging as the cock hit the back of his throat.

    Grant laughed and pulled out. His cock was covered in thick mucus from the back of Joel’s throat. Grant slapped Joel’s face with his dick and spread the slimy substance all over him, laughing as he did it.

    “Get in the bed,” Grant ordered. “On your hands and knees. I want your ass hanging over the edge.”

    Joel stood and climbed into the bed. He made sure his ass was hanging over the edge as instructed. Humiliation enveloped him as he acted like a complete whore. He hadn’t even hesitated. He’d simply presented his ass for fucking.

    “Kiss your husband,” Grant said.

    Joel heard Jessica’s footsteps and a moment later she appeared on the other side of the bed. She crawled towards him with a smile on her face. The lips that had just been pressed against Grant’s asshole approached Joel’s mouth. She kissed him. Her mouth opened and her tongue danced with his. Jessica moaned and pulled Joel into the place of bliss she clearly inhabited.

    Grant worked the butt plug out of Joel’s asshole and he felt it gape open for a few moments. He felt oddly empty, though his brain quickly shifted to a sense of anxiety. The butt plug being removed meant it was soon going to be replaced with Grant’s cock.

    “Offer him your pussy,” Grant said. “Let him worship you while I fuck him.”

    Jessica spun around and laid on her back. She spread her legs and pulled aside her panties, revealing her slick pussy. She inched closer and slipped two fingers into the pink flesh between her labia as Joel watched.

    Grant slapped the head of his cock against Joel’s ass. He rubbed it between his cheeks and Joel felt his hole tighten up at the mere suggestion that a man would soon be inside him.

    “Beg for it, cuckold,” Grant demanded.

    Joel looked at Jessica, who had a lusty look on her face as she fingered her pussy. “Do it,” she said. “Beg for his cock. Show him that you’re a good cuckold and beg for his big cock. Beg him to fuck your ass. Beg him to humiliate you by pounding your ass and dumping his load inside you. Beg him to show you what it’s like to get fucked by a real man.”

    Joel didn’t want to be aroused. Not in that moment. He didn’t want to feel the ache in his chastity cage. He didn’t want to feel desire coursing through his body. He didn’t want the idea of submitting to anal sex to arouse him, and yet it did. So he begged.

    “Please, Grant, fuck my ass. Give me your cock. Show me what it’s like to be fucked by a real man. Dump your load in my ass. Please, fuck me, use me, take me,” Joel said.

    Jessica moaned like it was the hottest form of dirty talk she’d ever heard. Grant pressed the head of his cock against Joel’s asshole and applied pressure. Pain radiated from his asshole as the massive object penetrated him.

    “Eat my pussy,” Jessica said. “Eat my pussy as he fucks you. Don’t worry, the pain will subside. Just give it time. Just surrender to it. Think about being used for his pleasure. Think about submitting to a real man, about embracing your place as a cuckold.”

    Joel lowered his lips to Jessica’s pussy and devoured it. He worshiped his wife while he took cock from behind. He did his best to ignore the pain as Grant’s cock provided a sense of fullness he’d never imagined was possible.

    Grant bottomed out in Joel’s ass and remained there for a few moments. Joel couldn’t help but groan as he experienced something entirely new. His ass was completely stuffed with a man’s cock. It was humiliating and unexpectedly exhilarating.

    “Fuck my husband,” Jessica said.

    “Is that what you want?” Grant asked. “Do you want me to fuck your husband’s ass? Do you want me to show him a cuckold’s place?”

    “Yes,” Jessica said. “Show him what he really is. Show him his place. Fuck his ass.”

    Grant grabbed Joel’s hips and pulled out almost entirely before thrusting back inside. Joel cried out in pain and Jessica grabbed his hair and held him between her legs. He returned to licking her pussy and tried his best to concentrate on her pleasure as Grant fucked him.

    The thrusts into his ass sped up. Each was long and deep and Grant’s balls bounced against Joel every time he bottomed out.

    “He’s feeling it,” Jessica said. “I can see it. He’s starting to feel the pleasure of being taken by a real man. He’s feeling the joy of submitting to someone worthy of it. He’s feeling the joy of giving his body over to you for your pleasure.”

    Joel felt it too. It wasn’t exactly pleasure, but it felt as though he’d reached a state of something just short of bliss. Instead of pain he felt a mild ache and that same sense of fullness. His toes tingled in a surprisingly nice way. He felt a little floaty, kind of like he was high, but he hadn’t consumed a drug. He was simply being fucked by his wife’s bull.

    “Let go, Joel,” Jessica said. “Surrender completely to him. Give him your body. Do as I do. Submit to him. Embrace the pleasure of being used for Grant’s satisfaction. Find joy in being his cum dump.”

    Joel moaned as his wife’s words danced through his head. His cock ached painfully in its cage. Grant fucked him harder and faster and he recognized the bull’s moans. Soon enough he’d have a load in his ass.

    “Make me cum, Joel,” Jessica said. “Use that cucky tongue and make me cum as he fucks your ass.”

    Joel surrendered completely. He gave his body to his wife and her bull. He used his tongue and fingers to pleasure Jessica. His asshole was used for Grant’s pleasure. He was nothing more than a vehicle for their satisfaction and he happily embodied that.

    Grant’s thrusts reached a savagely hard and fast pace. He grunted and groaned and a few moments later he buried his cock in Joel’s ass. Cries of pleasure filled the room.

    “Fuck, he’s cumming inside you!” Jessica declared. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

    She climaxed a moment later as Joel felt a sense of happiness envelope him. He’d served his purpose. He’d made his wife and her bull cum. He had a superior man’s seed in his ass. He had his wife’s juices all over his face.

    Grant pulled out and Joel kissed Jessica’s thighs as she ran her fingers through his hair in a soft, reassuring manner.

    “You’re a good cuckold,” she said. “You’re such a good cuckold.”

    “You’re going to be a good cuckold a little later, too,” Grant said. “I’m fucking you again before I leave. It’s going to take longer the second time, too.”

    It was humiliating, but Joel was excited at the prospect of serving Grant once more. It was his place, after all.
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    “Wow,” Joel said as he stood in the bedroom doorway and stared at his lingerie-clad wife. “You look beautiful.”

    Beautiful was an understatement. Jessica looked flawless in a sheer black bra, a matching pair of panties, a garter belt, and black lace top stockings. Her hair looked impossibly soft and wavy and when she rolled onto her side and smiled at Joel he felt his knees buckle for just a moment. Without saying a word she’d managed to capture every bit of his attention.

    “Is Grant coming over?” Joel asked. It was the only thing that made any sense. Jessica rarely wore anything other than sweatpants and loose t-shirts or sweatshirts when she was around Joel these days. Grant was the one she made an effort for, as they’d both been perfectly clear that a cuckold didn’t deserve that sort of pleasure.

    “No,” Jessica said. “This is for you.” She ran her fingers down her torso and over the soft, smooth skin of her thigh as a seductive smile spread across her face.

    Joel followed his wife’s fingers down her body and replied, “I don’t understand. You’ve been…you and Grant have been so clear about my role these days. Is this some sort of tease?”

    “Grant has decided that you deserve a special treat,” Jessica said. “A very special treat, in fact. Come closer.”

    Joel took a tentative step into the bedroom. He didn’t believe his wife. He didn’t believe that Grant thought he deserved a special treat. It didn’t seem possible, not after the changes that Grant had made in their marriage.

    “It’s okay,” Jessica said as she gestured for Joel to approach the bed. “You don’t have to be nervous. You’re going to fuck me tonight.”

    Joel couldn’t contain the sense of excitement that spread through his body at the idea of fucking his wife. He still didn’t believe her – he couldn’t believe her – but that didn’t stop him from wanting to believe her. It had been so long since he’d been welcomed inside her and his cock was more than happy to believe what Jessica had said. It tried to grow in the chastity cage that had become its constant prison over the past few months. It was defeated, of course, but the excitement refused to wane.

    “Jessica, I don’t understand,” Joel said. “This doesn’t make any sense.”

    Jessica rolled onto her back and grasped her breasts. She played with them in the sheer bra and arched her back. A wild, lusty moan escaped her lips before she asked, “Don’t you want to fuck me, Joel?”

    “Yes,” Joel said. It had been two weeks since his last orgasm, and that had been the result of an impossibly quick handjob from his wife. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d enjoyed a genuinely fulfilling orgasm.

    “Then take your clothes off and get into bed,” Jessica said. “I promise, I’ll explain everything. Then, I’ll unlock your cute little cuckold cock, I’ll get you nice and hard, and I’ll take you in my warm, wet pussy and ride you until you cum inside me.”

    Joel couldn’t resist. He stripped down to his chastity cage and got into bed with his wife. Jessica straddled him and leaned down. They shared a surprisingly deep kiss. Joel surrendered to his desire and let his hands roam over his wife’s body. He soaked in the pleasure of being able to touch her again. He savored the way her skin felt against his fingers and the delicate scent of her perfume.

    Jessica sat up and gently moved her hips over Joel’s caged cock. He groaned at the mixture of pain and pleasure emanating from between his legs as his flaccid dick desperately tried to grow stiff within the unbreakable confines of its prison.

    “Grant said you deserved a treat before tomorrow,” Jessica said.

    “Tomorrow? What’s happening tomorrow?” Joel asked.

    Jessica smiled. “You’re moving out. Of our bedroom, that is. As of tomorrow, it’s no longer our bedroom.”

    Joel felt a sense of panic blend with the arousal emanating from between his legs. “I don’t understand.”

    “My bull says a cuckold should be willing to give up his place in the marital bed. He says he should be the one to sleep in our bed, that you should happily move into the guest room,” Jessica said. “Grant says that since you’re incapable of satisfying your wife you have no right to spend the night in her bed.”

    Joel fought the urge to try and wriggle out from underneath his wife. He couldn’t quite let go of his desire to be inside her, despite the overwhelming nature of the pronouncement she’d just made. “So is Grant moving in with us?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Jessica said. “Not full time, but what used to be our bedroom will now be his and mine. It will no longer be yours. You will no longer have a right to enter it. You will spend tomorrow moving all of your stuff into the guest room, at which point the master bedroom will be mine and Grant’s.”

    “Jessica…this feels, I don’t know, this feels like a lot,” Joel said.

    Jessica leaned down and kissed Joel’s forehead. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, inhaling the delicate scent of her perfume once again.

    “I know it’s scary,” Jessica said. “But if you think about it, this makes sense. Grant has changed our marriage. You can’t argue with that.”

    “No, I can’t,” Joel replied.

    Jessica kissed his neck and let out a soft, sensual moan that Joel found impossibly arousing. The fact that his wife was on top of him in the sexiest lingerie set he’d ever seen made it damn near impossible to keep his arousal at bay, so she didn’t have to do much to get him going.

    “We’re still married,” Jessica said, “but in some ways, Grant has taken your place. He’s the one that satisfies me sexually, and in a manner you couldn’t. He’s far better than you’ve ever been. He’s shown me that, in many ways, I wasn’t married to a man. I was married to a cuckold, and a cuckold – one like you, at least – is a lesser version of a man.”

    Jessica reached down and pulled her panties aside. She smiled at Joel and moved her pussy over his locked cock. He couldn’t feel much, but there was no question she was wet. Dual desires battled inside him. He wanted to demand that she end her relationship with Grant and that they try and restore their marriage to what it was. He wanted to tell her that Grant’s new plan was deeply unfair, that as her husband he deserved better. He also wanted Jessica to tell him more about how he was a lesser version of a man. He wanted to know about how Grant was better than him, about how another man had given his wife the pleasure she’d always craved. He wanted Jessica to take his cock out of the chastity cage, take him inside her, and continue to humiliate him as she rode his cock.

    “Jessica…please,” was all Joel could manage to say.

    “Just think of the things you’ve done since Grant cuckolded you,” Jessica said, completely ignoring Joel’s weak protest. “He’s locked your cock in chastity and taken control of your orgasms. He’s taken control of your sexuality, too. You suck his cock, Joel. You’re a cocksucker. Do you really think a man – the kind of man a woman would be proud to call her husband – would regularly suck another man’s cock? Do you think a real man would suck cock and then watch his wife get fucked by that cock?”

    Joel shook his head. He hadn’t resisted sucking Grant’s cock, but he knew what it meant when he did it. He knew it made him less of a man in his wife’s mind. He’d done it anyway. He’d done it because Jessica wanted him to. Mostly, though, he’d done it because he found it intensely arousing. Some part of him didn’t want to do it, but Joel couldn’t resist the deep, twisted pleasure that came from giving head to the man that was going to fuck his wife.

    “You wear panties,” Jessica continued. “You put on pretty, feminine panties when Grant comes over. Your tiny little caged cock rests in those panties while you suck his cock and watch him fuck me. You wear those panties while you clean Grant’s cum from my pussy. You wear those panties while he spends the night in our bed and fucks me whenever he feels like it. You have a drawer dedicated to your panties, Joel. A real man wouldn’t have that, would he?”

    Joel shook his head again. His panty collection had steadily increased as the weeks had turned into months. Jessica and Grant usually made him go to the store to buy them in person to ensure it was as humiliating as possible. He wore them without protest. Joel put them on whenever Grant was going to be in the house because he’d accepted that it was his place to wear panties when a real man was in the house.

    “You’re going to spend quite a bit of time in panties from now on,” Jessica said as she moved her hips faster. “Grant’s going to be here more often, after all. That means you’re going to suck cock a lot more often, too. You’re going to eat more cum. You’re probably going to get fucked more often.”

    Jessica was describing a reality that most men would have found genuinely horrifying. Some part of Joel felt that way, and yet every word out of her mouth expanded the sense of desire coursing through his body. He wanted more. He wanted her to deepen his humiliation.

    “Tell me,” Jessica asked as she sat up and put her hands on Joel’s chest. “Do you think I want to spend my nights sleeping next to a man that happily offers up his ass to another man? Do you think I want to sleep with a fucking slut that bends over, spreads his cheeks, and begs for another man to fuck him? Do you think I really want to share my bed with you, Joel? Do you think, after all this time, that I still consider you a real man?”

    Joel groaned as he felt a kind of arousal he’d never experienced before. It seemed like a real possibility that he’d cum before Jessica bothered to release him from chastity. “No, I know you don’t consider me a real man,” he answered.

    Jessica smiled and leaned over to open the nightstand drawer. She removed Joel’s chastity key, quickly slipped it into the lock, and freed him. Jessica put the cage and the key on the nightstand before straddling him once more.

    “Do you still love me, Joel?” Jessica asked.

    “More than anything,” he replied. It felt so strange to say given the situation he found himself in, but Joel felt the purest, deepest sort of love for his wife.

    Jessica leaned down and said, “I love you too. You’re not the man I thought I married and you’re not the man I need – not entirely, at least – but I do need you in my life, Joel. I need your friendship. I need your support. I need what you give me as a husband. I need what you give me as a cuckold.”

    Jessica kissed Joel. Her tongue was eager and active and Joel’s acted in kind. His cock reached a fully erect state and Jessica reached down and took him inside her as they kissed.

    “It turns me on when you fall to your knees in front of Grant,” Jessica said. “That’s why I encourage you to do it. That’s why I want you to submit to him. That’s why I want you to give him control. When you wrap your lips around his big, beautiful cock it turns me on. When you show him that you know you’re an inferior man, it makes me wet. I need what give you me as a cuckold, Joel. I crave it.”

    Jessica rode him slowly. Her pussy was perfect in every way. She was hot, wet, and tight. He couldn’t remember sex ever feeling better.

    “Grant has made you the man you were always meant to be,” Jessica said as she sat up and put her hands on Joel’s chest. Her pussy moved over his cock with remarkable speed and he felt his orgasm approaching. “He’s turned you into the inferior cuckold you were destined to become. He’s shown you that it’s your place to suck cock, clean up his cum, wear panties, get fucked, and so much more.”

    It seemed possible that Jessica was putting on a show, but she seemed genuinely aroused. It seemed like putting Joel in his place was helping her achieve the sort of pleasure that Grant always seemed to show her.

    “Now he’s going to take your place in our marital bed,” Jessica said. “I’m going to fall asleep in his arms. He’s going to fuck me whenever he wants. He’s going to satisfy your wife like you’ve never been able to satisfy her and he’s going to do so as the man of our house. And you’re going to keep being a good cuckold, aren’t you?”

    Jessica looked down at Joel and he nodded.

    “Say it,” she demanded. “Say that you’re going to be a good cuckold.”

    “I’ll be a good cuckold,” Joel said. “I promise. I will.”

    Jessica put a hand around his throat and applied gentle pressure as she rode his cock. “You understand that you’re not a real man, right? You understand that Grant is superior to you and that’s why he’s moving into our bedroom and becoming the man of our house, right?”

    “Yes,” Joel said as he nodded vigorously.

    Jessica released his throat and leaned down to kiss him again. Joel welcomed her tongue into his mouth once more.

    “Jessica…I’m close,” Joel said. He wanted the sex to last forever. It couldn’t, though. It felt too good and it had been too long since he’d last climaxed.

    “This is the last time, Joel,” Jessica replied. “The last time you’ll have the pleasure of cumming inside me. The last time you’ll fuck me in our bed. It might be the last time you’ll ever fuck me. A cuckold like you doesn’t deserve to fuck his wife, does he? You’re not man enough for it. That pleasure belongs to Grant now. He’s the one that fucks me. He’s the one that satisfies me. He’s the one that sleeps in my bed. Not you. You’ve lost the privileges most husbands enjoy because you’re not good enough, Joel.”

    Joel came in his wife’s pussy as she offered up a thrilling dose of verbal humiliation. Every word rang true and the pleasure of her words, combined with the utter joy of being inside her proved too much to resist. He closed his eyes and unleashed a torrent of wondrous moans as he filled her pussy with cum for the first time in many, many months.

    “Oh my God,” Joel said as he came down from his climax. “Jessica, thank you. That was incredible.”

    “I hope so,” Jessica replied. “Because I really think it’s the last time you’ll ever get to do that. Even if Grant and I break up, I don’t see welcoming you back into my pussy or our bedroom.”

    Her words hurt, but Joel couldn’t very well argue with them. Every single thing she’d said over the course of the evening was true. He was a cocksucker. He did clean Grant’s cum from her pussy. He did let Grant fuck him. None of it was the stuff a real man would do, at least not by traditional definitions.

    “Make sure to set your alarm and get up early,” Jessica said. “It’s going to take you a while to move out of the bedroom and I want it all done before Grant comes over tomorrow night. Okay?”

    “Of course,” Joel said.

    Jessica smiled. “Good. Now let’s get cleaned up so we can cuddle a little bit. There’s no reason you can’t enjoy your last night in our bed.”

    “Thank you,” Joel replied.

    Jessica lifted her pussy from his softening cock, crawled out of the bed, and headed towards the bathroom. He tried not to think too hard about the significant change coming to his life. It wasn’t like he had much of a choice. Giving his spot in the marital bed to Grant had been put in motion many, many months ago, and every decision Joel had made since then had only increased the inevitability of him ending up in the guest room.

    Jessica was right. Joel was a cuckold. He wasn’t the sort of man she needed. Grant was. Joel could be the cuckold his wife needed, though, and if that meant moving out of their bedroom then that’s what he was going to do.
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    “Good morning,” Joel said as Jessica stepped into the kitchen in a white satin robe. “You look beautiful.”

    She smiled. “Thank you. Having great sex first thing in the morning has a way of making me feel beautiful. I love that Grant can’t seem to resist me, that his cock has to be inside me the moment he wakes up.”

    Jessica approached the kitchen table and pulled out a chair. She sat and spread her legs, revealing a pair of white lace panties. Joel stared between his wife’s thighs and she pointed at the floor in front of her feet.

    “Where does a cuckold belong, Joel?” she asked. He fell to his knees in front of his wife and Jessica slid forward until she was seated on the edge of the chair. She reached down, pulled her panties aside, and said, “Clean my pussy.”

    Joel leaned forward, pushed his tongue between his wife’s pussy lips, and cleaned Grant’s cum out of her. Jessica placed a hand on the back of his head and unleashed a deeply-satisfied moan. Joel’s cock came alive in its chastity cage and he groaned at the mild sense of pain that he’d come to associate with his status as a cuckold.

    “That’s good, Joel,” Jessica said. “Lick up his cum. Lick his load out of me like a good cuckold.”

    Joel devoured Grant’s cum as he thought of the sounds of pleasure that had awoken him that morning. It had been more than two months since Grant had taken Joel’s place in the master bedroom and a great many mornings began with those same sounds of pleasure. Grant really was insatiable and Jessica seemed to feel the same way.

    Joel looked up at his wife to see her eyes closed and a smile on her face. It looked as though she’d achieved a state of bliss as he happily cleaned Grant’s cum from her pussy. Joel felt the same sort of pleasure. He’d long since given up trying to resist his status as a cuckold. He found pleasure in every little bit of it, even the most humiliating elements. He couldn’t help it, and Jessica seemed to find a great deal of pleasure in putting Joel in his place.

    “Thank you, darling,” Jessica said as she gently pushed Joel’s head from between her legs. He was a little disappointed he didn’t get a chance to make her cum, but it wasn’t his place to complain about such things. “It always makes me so happy when you’re a good cuckold. You know that, right? You know it thrills me to see you devour a real man’s cum from my pussy, don’t you?”

    Joel nodded as his cock throbbed in its cage. He’d gone three weeks without a release and it took almost nothing to bring him to a state of arousal.

    “You like cleaning Grant’s messes, don’t you?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes,” Joel admitted. The truth was, he loved it. Each and every time Jessica welcomed him between her legs to clean Grant’s load, Joel ascended to a place of bliss that he hadn’t known before she cuckolded him. It remained the most potent form of arousal he’d ever experienced and his attraction to it showed no signs of abating.

    Jessica smiled and leaned closer. She reached out and caressed his face. Joel closed his eyes and surrendered to the tenderness of her touch. It was such a small thing, but it felt like an act of love that he couldn’t resist.

    “I know you love cleaning his cum and I love having you between my legs, but you’re going to have to take a break for a little while,” Jessica said.

    Joel opened his eyes and asked, “Why?”

    “Because, my bull says he should be the one to get me pregnant. He says your seed isn’t worthy of getting any woman pregnant. He says a superior man’s seed should be the one to take hold in my womb,” Jessica explained.

    Joel couldn’t muster the ability to speak. All he could do was stare at his wife. Jessica wore a joyful smile and her eyes were bright. This wasn’t merely a decree of Grant’s. It was too serious for that. This was something Jessica and Grant had agreed on. Joel could see it on her face. She wanted to have her bull’s baby.

    “You…you want to have his baby?” Joel asked. He knew it was true, but he needed to hear Jessica say it.

    She nodded. “I do. In fact, I need to have his baby. I need to feel his seed growing inside me. I feel that need in a way I’ve never felt with you, Joel. I never understood why. I understand it now, though. My body didn’t want your baby. I didn’t want an inferior man’s seed growing inside me. I love you and I believe you’ll be a wonderful father, but I know now that my body has been telling me that it didn’t want to have your baby. It wants to have Grant’s baby, though. It needs to have his baby.”

    Joel tried to look away, but Jessica gently guided his gaze back to her eyes. She smiled and caressed his face once more. Her touch was impossibly soft and gentle. It was reassuring. It was loving. The tenderness of it didn’t match her words, which amounted to the most humiliating thing a man could hear his wife say. Joel felt the humiliation, too. Of course, there was a heavy undercurrent of arousal mixed in. There was always arousal mixed in where Grant was concerned.

    “I understand,” Joel finally said. “I understand why you’d want to have his baby.”

    Jessica smiled. “That makes me happy, Joel, because I need you to be a part of this baby’s life. I need you to be a good father. I need you to be a good husband to me.”

    “I will be,” Joel said. He’d spoken three small words, and yet he felt a deep sense of humiliation. He was agreeing to the ultimate form of cuckolding – letting someone else get his wife pregnant – and there was no denying how completely and utterly humiliating it was to do so.

    “I threw away my birth control pills last night,” Jessica said. “It will probably take a while for Grant’s seed to take hold, but before long another man will have gotten your wife pregnant. A better man. A superior man. His seed will grow inside me. He’ll give us a family. When he does, you’ll thank him for it. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, of course,” Joel said.

    “You’re a wonderful cuckold, Joel,” Jessica replied. “You’ve made sure I have everything I need. I can’t thank you enough for that.”

    Joel smiled. Despite the sense of humiliation ravaging his body, Jessica’s warm words made him happy. “I love you,” he said.

    Jessica leaned closer and kissed his cheek. Her lips lingered against his skin for a few moments and he couldn’t help but smile. “I love you too,” she replied. “I’m going to go back to bed now. I suspect Grant will want me again. He’s quite excited at the idea of getting me pregnant, as you might imagine.”

    “Of course,” Joel said.

    “Please make us a fresh pot of coffee and bring two cups to the bedroom once we’re finished,” Jessica instructed as she stood.

    “I will,” Joel replied. He remained on his knees as his wife walked out of the room. After taking a few minutes to get his mind to a calm state, Joel stood and made a fresh pot of coffee. Despite the monumental nature of Jessica’s news, he was going to continue to be a good cuckold. It was his place, after all.

    “What do you want?” Grant asked.

    Joel was on his knees in the master bedroom. He wore only a pair of pale pink lace panties and his chastity cage. Jessica was in the bed Joel used to share with her. She wore nothing at all. Grant stood in front of Joel with his arms crossed. He wore a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

    “I want you to give Jessica a baby,” Joel replied.

    A confident smile crossed Grant’s face. “Why do you want me to get your wife pregnant, Joel?” he asked.

    “Because Jessica deserves to have a superior man’s seed growing inside her. She deserves the absolute best, and I can’t give her that. You can, though. You can give her what she deserves,” Joel said.

    Jessica moaned and Joel glanced towards the bed. She had a hand between her legs and was playing with her pussy as she watched Joel humiliate himself. “Make him suck your cock,” she said. “Make him get you hard so you can get me pregnant.”

    It was the lust in her voice that filled Joel with equal parts humiliation and desire. He’d fallen so far in his wife’s eyes that she wanted another man to make him suck cock. In that moment, Joel was nothing more than a fluffer for the man Jessica wanted inside her. He was a small part of the foreplay.

    “You heard your wife,” Grant said as he unbuttoned his jeans and tugged the zipper down. “Suck my cock like a good cuckold. Get me hard so I can breed your wife.”

    A shiver of pleasure rushed down Joel’s spine. Something about Grant’s very particular choice of words triggered his inner cuckold in an overwhelming fashion. He crawled forward and pulled Grant’s jeans and underwear down. He wrapped his lips around the long, thick, flaccid cock he found there.

    “That’s my little cocksucker,” Jessica said from the bed. “That’s my naughty little cocksucking cuckold. Get him nice and hard for me. Help him work up a nice big load that he can put in my womb. Help the superior man get me pregnant, Joel. Help him give me what I never wanted from you. Help him give me a baby.”

    Joel’s humiliation was all-encompassing. He’d sucked Grant’s cock countless times before, but doing so as a precursor to the other man breeding his wife made it far more embarrassing. Joel bathed in the shame that enveloped him. He welcomed it. Precum dripped from the tip of his locked up cock.

    Grant put a hand on the back of Joel’s head and fucked his mouth. Gagging ensued, but Joel fought through it. It was, after all, his duty as a cuckold to do as Grant and Jessica desired. He was a cocksucker. He was a hole meant to get Grant hard.

    “I need you inside me, Grant,” Jessica said as Joel choked on the other man’s cock. “I need you to fuck me. I need you to fill me with your cum. I need you to give me a baby. Please, Grant, fuck me. Please.”

    Grant pulled out and laid his cock across Joel’s face. “Should I give your wife what she needs, cuckold? Should I get her pregnant?”

    “Yes, please,” Joel said as he rested beneath the other man’s cock.

    Grant grabbed his erection by the base and slapped Joel’s face with the thick, slippery cock. Jessica moaned as if the sight of it thrilled her. Joel sank deeper into his humiliation.

    “Please, Grant, my pussy needs you. My body needs you. I need your cum inside me. I need you to give me a baby,” Jessica said.

    Joel could hear his wife playing with her wet pussy. She sounded completely soaked. He couldn’t help but like that she was turned on by the idea of Grant getting her pregnant and by Joel’s willingness to suck cock to make that happen.

    Grant stepped back, took off his shirt, and kicked off his pants. He turned and crawled into the bed, taking his place between Jessica’s legs.

    “Beg for it, cuckold,” Grant said as he rubbed the head of his cock over Jessica’s swollen pussy lips.

    “Please, get my wife pregnant,” Joel said. “Give her what she needs. Give her a baby. Plant your seed inside her and let it grow. Take my place and give her a baby.”

    Grant slid into Jessica’s pussy and she closed her eyes and groaned. Her fingers raced down his back and she grabbed his ass and held him close as if she wanted him to stay inside her forever.

    “Fuck me,” Jessica said. “Please, fuck me. Give me a baby, Grant. Get me pregnant while my cuckold watches.”

    Joel did his part and watched as Grant fucked his wife. He watched the pleasure on Jessica’s face. He watched Grant’s cock move in and out of her body. He watched their bodies entwine as if they’d always been meant for each other.

    The sex was different than usual. It was more intense. Joel surmised the difference was in the intent. Jessica wanted to get pregnant. She wanted to have Grant’s baby. The sex had a purpose beyond having a great orgasm. She’d have that too, of course, but the idea of having her bull’s baby is what truly thrilled her.

    The viewing experience was far more intense for Joel, too. Every thrust brought Grant closer to filling Jessica’s unprotected pussy with his seed. It brought him closer to possibly getting her pregnant. It brought Joel closer to the ultimate cuckold experience.

    Jessica came first, but Grant was close behind. Joel could hear it in the bull’s grunts. He could see it in the speed and power of his thrusts. Grant was about to cum. He was about to try and impregnate Jessica.

    The moment it happened Joel felt an intense sensation between his legs. For a moment he wondered if he was going to cum while watching another man try and impregnate his wife. Instead, it was just an overwhelming concentration of arousal that made his cock throb painfully in the small chastity cage that held it prisoner.

    A look of pure joy crossed Jessica’s face as Grant came inside her. There was no guarantee his orgasm would get her pregnant, but that didn’t seem to matter in the moment. She was as happy as Joel had ever seen her and it was clearly because she wanted to be carrying Grant’s baby. She wanted her bull to get her pregnant.

    “Thank you,” Jessica said as Grant’s orgasm dissipated.

    “It was my pleasure,” Grant replied with a smile.

    Jessica turned to Joel and said, “I know you love cleaning his cum out of my pussy, but you won’t be able to do that again until he gets me pregnant.”

    “I know,” Joel replied.

    “We’ve decided that you won’t be able to cum again until he gets me pregnant, either,” Jessica added. “With any luck, Grant’s baby will be growing inside me soon and you won’t have to wait that long.”

    There was a part of Joel that liked the idea of waiting for another man to get his wife pregnant before he was allowed to have an orgasm. He really was a cuckold.

    Joel couldn’t help but stare at Jessica’s baby bump as she rode Grant’s cock. She was 18 weeks pregnant and she looked absolutely perfect. Her breasts had already gotten larger and she always seemed to glow in that way pregnant women so often did.

    Jessica turned to Joel and smiled. “You like watching even more now that I’m showing, don’t you?” she asked.

    He nodded. “I do.”

    “You’re a good cuckold,” Jessica said as Grant reached up to play with her breasts. “I’m going to let you lick his load out of my pregnant pussy. Does that turn you on, Joel?”

    “Yes,” Joel said.

    Jessica had already enjoyed an orgasm in missionary. Now she was doing her part to give Grant the pleasure he craved. She worked him vigorously as Joel watched from his knees by the side of the bed he no longer slept in.

    “Beg him to cum inside me so you can clean it up, cuckold,” Jessica said.

    “Please, cum in my wife’s pussy,” Joel said. “Cum in her pregnant pussy so I can clean it up. Cum inside her so I can eat your load like a good cuckold.”

    Grant looked at Joel and smiled. “You’ve eaten more of my cum than any man or woman ever has, Joel,” he said. “I can tell that it nourishes you. It helps you accept your place. It helps you be a better cuckold husband for your wife.”

    “Yes, it does,” Joel said as his cock throbbed in its cage. His eyes moved from Jessica’s beautiful pregnant belly to her swollen breasts. The rhythmic movements of her hips were utterly mesmerizing and her obvious desire to have Grant cum inside her filled Joel with a mixture of jealousy and cuckold pleasure.

    “I hope you’re hungry, cuckold,” Grant said. “Because I’m close.”

    Joel watched his wife milk another man’s load into her pussy. Grant squeezed her swollen breasts hard as he came inside her and Jessica smiled in that same blissful way she always did when giving her bull an orgasm.

    “Get on your back, cuckold,” Jessica ordered.

    Joel moved to his back on the floor of the bedroom he no longer slept in. Jessica dismounted her bull and straddled his face. Joel watched her pregnant stomach descent towards him. He stared at it as Jessica sat on his face. She relaxed her pussy and Grant’s cum flowed into his mouth.

    “Drink his load out of me,” she said. “Drink every drop. Be a good cuckold and consume his cum. Let it nourish you.”

    Joel did as he’d been trained to do. He accepted his place as his wife’s cuckold. He accepted that he was most useful to her when he served her desires without question.

    Joel cleaned every drop from Jessica’s pussy, and when he was finished she reached into her nightstand drawer and pulled out the key to his chastity cage. She slid down his body, unlocked his cock, and stroked him slowly until he was rock hard.

    “Would you like to cum?” Jessica asked.

    “Yes, please,” Joel said.

    She moved forward until the head of his cock rubbed against her pregnant belly.

    “Cum on my stomach,” she said. “Cum on my beautiful, pregnant stomach. Cum on the evidence that I’ve made you the ultimate cuckold. Cum all over my swollen, beautiful stomach that holds another man’s baby. Cum on it and then clean up your load like a cuckold should.”

    Joel unleashed his load and watched it spray up onto his wife’s pregnant belly. He thought of his cuckolding, of the fact that Grant had gotten her pregnant. Humiliation and pleasure enveloped his body as he unleashed a massive, pent-up load of cum.

    “Now clean up your mess,” Jessica said as she stood and sat on the edge of the bed.

    Joel crawled between her legs and licked his cum from his wife’s pregnant belly. He licked up every delicious drop as Jessica ran her fingers through his hairy.

    “You’re a good cuckold,” Jessica said. “You’ll always be a good cuckold for me, won’t you?”

    Joel looked up at her and nodded. He knew now that he was always destined to be a cuckold and he wasn’t going to fight his place in their marriage. He was going to be a good cuckold for her no matter what.

    The End.

  
    My Bull Says...

    What happens when a dominant bull decides to show a cuckold his place? The "My Bull Says…" series of stories answers that question in the most erotic way possible, and hopefully provides you with more than a few thrilling orgasms along the way :)

    Joel is the cuckold at the center of this story. His wife, Jessica, has been cuckolding him with Grant for a few months and the story picks up right as changes the bull intends on making come into effect.

    Ultimately, "My Bull Says…" is a tale of a descent into the deepest, most arousing depths of cuckolding. In each chapter (there will be 20+ chapters eventually) Grant introduces a new expectation for Joel, helping him embrace his place as a cuckold and widening the gap between the two men in Jessica’s eyes.

    This page will be updated as new chapters are added, so come back often to enjoy the journey that Joel, his wife, and her bull are about to embark on.

    If you’re already a Patreon supporter (at the Cuckold Stories level) you can enjoy every chapter of this story. If not, become a supporter today to go on this erotic journey and enjoy hundreds more cuckold stories.

    In lieu of traditional chapter summaries I’m going to post the change that Joel will have to embrace in each part via a quote delivered by his wife. If you don’t want anything spoiled, avoid reading the quotes and skip right to reading the stories.

    Part 1 – “My bull says a cuckold should prepare his wife to be taken by a superior man. Will you do that?”

    Part 2 – “My bull says a cuckold shouldn’t be allowed to play with himself while his wife is with another man..”

    Part 3 – “My bull says you don’t deserve to watch every time I'm with him. He says I’m going to spend at least one night a week in his bed from now on. He says a cuckold doesn’t always get what he wants.”

    Part 4 - "My bull says he should be the only man that gets to have me without protection. He says you should have to wear a condom from now on."

    Part 5 - "My bull says a cuckold should take his wife lingerie shopping to buy something sexy for him to enjoy me in. He says you should tell the sales girl that you’re a cuckold. Will you do that?"

    Part 6 - "My bull says a cuckold should be locked in chastity at all times. He says you should give up control of your pleasure. Will you do that for me, cuckold?"

  
    My Cuckold - A Night On His Couch

    
      Let's have a little fun, shall we? I'm going to write this series in first person as if you're my cuckold. And, to make it a little more exciting, every new chapter is going to be based on a real encounter from my life. I'll embellish a little bit here and there to make it a good story, but there will be truth in all these experiences. Enjoy :)
    

    
      
    

    We're in his living room. He and I are sitting on his couch and you're on a chair on the other side of the coffee table. We've just come back from the bar where he and I spent a few hours drinking and flirting. We all rode back together in an Uber. You in the front seat and him and me in the back. You felt like the third wheel, but that was the whole point. We both know you enjoy that, don't we?

    I'm wearing a pretty green and white dress. It's low cut and fairly short, which exposes my lovely legs and gives him easy access should he decide he wants to let his fingers wander towards my pussy, and should I decide that's where I want his fingers to travel.

    We're kissing. We were kissing in the back of the Uber, too, but now it's gotten hot and heavy. You're sitting across from us and watching. You can see his hand on my leg. You can see his fingers moving in small circles over my thigh. You can see my lips part. You can see his tongue slip into my mouth. You can feel the desire building between us.

    You know me so well. You know what it looks like when I'm turned on. You know what it sounds like when I feel that desperate desire that means I need to get fucked. You know it's happening right now. You know that I'm going to cuckold you tonight. That's why your dick is hard. That's why it's leaking precum into your pants. That's why you want to masturbate. You know better than to pull your cock out, though. You know that you'd cum far too quickly if you did that, and that I really don't like it when you cum before I do.

    He kisses my neck as his fingers move towards my pussy. I look at you and spread my legs for him. I see the lust in your eyes. I see how badly you want me to cuckold you. I can't help but smile. Fucking him is going to make me feel everything I want to feel, but it's so much more exciting when you're here to watch. I love knowing that I'm going to make you feel good when I cum all over his cock. I know that every moment that unfolds in his house is going to turn you on just as it turns me on, and I love that.

    I close my eyes and moan as he rubs my pussy through the delicate panties I selected for him tonight. His lips find mine and his tongue slips into my mouth once more. He's an exceptionally good kisser and I can feel him luring me deeper into a state of intense lust every time our lips meet.

    I reach for his cock and moan into his mouth as I find it. He's hard and quite large. I wonder if you can see the bulge in his pants from your chair. I hope you can. I hope you can see the size of the cock that's almost certainly going to fuck your wife tonight. I hope you feel that mixture of pleasure and jealousy that comes from understanding that someone far bigger than you will be inside your wife before the night is over.

    He moans as I stroke his cock and he manages to pull my panties aside. His fingers find their way into my pussy - which is soaking wet - and he kisses my neck. I look at you and smile. Another man is fingering my pussy - your wife's pussy - and you're sitting there with a bulge in your pants because you're so turned on. I'm stroking his cock and your dick is stiff as steel. You're a cuckold and you're as happy as can be.

    We arouse each other as you watch. We kiss. He fingers me. I stroke his cock. We work each other into a state of wild, frothy desire. He pulls his fingers from my pussy and I look at you before taking his hand in mine and sucking his fingers clean. I hold your gaze as I do it, offering you a preview of what we both know is soon to come. He seems to enjoy my mouth, as any man would, because he understands that I'm making it perfectly clear that I'll be sucking his cock before the night is over.

    "Come here," I say to you.

    You don't hesitate to get up and come to me. I pull the dress up around my waist and slide my hips forward until my pussy is resting at the edge of the couch cushion.

    "Eat my pussy," I say. "Get me nice and wet for him."

    He knows you're a cuckold. He knows you like to watch. He knows you like to participate a little. He likes that he's fucking another man's wife tonight. He likes that you're going to get me nice and wet for his cock. He doesn't think anything of the fact that you happily get on your knees and put your tongue inside me.

    I unzip his pants and pull out his cock as you're eating my pussy. I wrap my fingers around his gloriously thick shaft and kiss him. I gather the precum from the tip and use it to lube his beautiful dick. I stroke him a little faster and swirl my tongue in his mouth. He moans for me and I put my other hand on the back of your head and pull you a little deeper between my legs. I love these moments. I love it when my cuckold is between my legs and my lover's cock is in my hand. I love pleasuring both of my men.

    I urge him to slide down a little and he does. I drop my head into his lap and take his cock in my mouth while you remain between my legs. You eat my pussy as I suck another man's cock. His head is soft and plump in my mouth. I run my tongue over it and he moans. He puts a hand on the back of my neck, though he doesn't apply pressure. He does it simply to assert his place, to show you that he's the one I'm pleasuring in that moment, though we both know that you enjoy watching me suck another man's cock even more than you'd enjoy me sucking your cock.

    My pussy is soaked from your talented tongue. His cock is stiff and slick with my spit. I'm eager to have him inside me. I need it. I crave it.

    "Are your condoms in the same place?" I ask him. He nods and I look down at you. "Baby, go get us a condom. They're in the nightstand drawer."

    You stand up and I smile at the erection in your pants. You rush upstairs and towards his bedroom. While you do, I help him out of his pants and get on my hands and knees on the couch. I take him in my mouth again. I want you to see me sucking his cock when you come down the stairs. I want you to see your wife's head bobbing up and down in another man's lap. I want you to see my passion for him. He fingers my pussy as I blow him and I can't help but moan, especially when he rubs my clit.

    You return with a box of condoms in your hand. You pull one out and hand it to me as I look up at you. I tear it open, pull out the condom, and kiss him as I roll it down his beautiful cock. I make sure it's secure and then I straddle him. We kiss as I take the head of his cock in my pussy. I slowly sink down on him and smile as his thickness fills me.

    With my pussy seated on his cock, I look over my shoulder and see you standing there with an awed look on your face. "Baby, will you take my dress off?" I ask.

    You rush towards me, reach down, and lift the dress over my head.

    "And my bra?" I ask.

    You smile and happily unhook my bra, freeing my breasts. His hands move to them as I unbutton his shirt. He rolls my nipples in his fingers and I feel electric shocks of pleasure between my legs. I move my hips back and forth over his cock, milking him with my pussy before taking his shirt off and exposing his broad, muscular chest. I run my fingers over his pecs and lean down to kiss him. Our tongues swirl and I think of you enjoying the view of another man's cock in your wife's pussy.

    I look over my shoulder and see that you've moved back to the chair. You're stroking your cock through your pants and your gaze is fixed on the sight of his cock filling me. I ride him slowly as I watch you and it seems that you enjoy the moment when he enters me more than any other. I can understand why, of course. You're a cuckold. You can't help but enjoy the sight of another man entering your wife's pussy.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" I ask.

    "Yes," you say. "I love watching you ride him."

    I turn back to him. We kiss as I begin to ride his cock in earnest. I bounce on it while he grasps my ass and helps me along. Every once in a while I take a break to grind back and forth on it, sending waves of pleasure through my body thanks to the unrelenting stimulation my clit enjoys.

    "You feel so good inside me," I say to him. "Your cock is so deep in my pussy."

    He smiles. He likes the implication that his cock is deeper inside me than yours reaches. It's true, too. You have a lovely cock, but his is bigger. He's a little bit thicker, but he's a few inches longer and I do love how deep he reaches inside me. There's something exciting about being with a man that goes to depths my husband can't reach. It's exciting for you, too. I know it is. You know it is. You like that he's so deep in your wife's pussy. It's part of why your cock is so hard.

    I ride him hard and fast as I feel my orgasm approaching. It's incredible. It's like my entire body has come alive with pleasure. It emanates outwards from my pussy, filling me with that wonderful tingling sensation. I throw my head back. He grasps my breasts and plays with them just as he knows I love. I grind my clit into his pelvis and I feel an explosion of pleasure. I cum on his cock. I hear you groan. I join you with a series of loud, lusty moans.

    I smile at him as he pulls gently on my nipples. I lean down and kiss him. His hands move to my ass and he squeezes it possessively as our tongues mingle. I know you're in the room, but in the moments after my orgasm, he's the only man I can think about, for he's the one that made me cum.

    "Thank you," I say softly. "You always make me cum so hard." I lift my pussy from his cock and sit next to him. I look at you and spread my legs. "Would you like to taste me?"

    You hop out of your chair. You come to me. You drop to your knees in front of me. You look up at me and I reach down and run my fingers through your hair.

    "You love being between my legs after another man has fucked me, don't you?" I ask.

    You look up at me and nod. I know it feels a little embarrassing to say it, so I don't press you for a verbal reply. Instead, I apply gentle pressure to the back of your head and pull you to my pussy. You close your eyes and put your tongue inside me. You taste me. I imagine you can taste the condom on your tongue. I imagine you can taste my juices.

    "It's kind of you to invite us both over," I say to my lover. "To let him watch as you fuck me."

    He smiles. "I like that he watches. I love it, in fact. Fucking another man's wife is exceptionally hot, but it's even hotter if that man is there to watch."

    I lean over and kiss him. I stroke his cock in the condom. I moan into his mouth and he moans into mine. His cock feels so big in my hand and your head feels so good between my legs as you tongue fuck my pussy and pursue your pleasure in the process.

    He has a look on his face as I pull back from the kiss. A look I've seen before. He's ready to take charge, to claim what he wants. He was more than happy to let me decide how we fucked the first time, but now he's going to make the decision. "How do you want me?" I ask. There's something thrilling about uttering those words, about surrendering control to him.

    "From behind," he says. "On the floor."

    You look up and I know why. It's because we never have doggystyle sex. It's not that I wouldn't if you really wanted to. It's just that neither of us really wants to. It's different with some of the other men I've been with, though. They like to fuck me from behind and in some cases I really like being taken from behind. Tonight is one of those nights. There's something about him, about this particular lover, that makes me enjoy being taken from behind.

    You move back and I get on my hands and knees on the rug on his living room floor. He stands up and drops to his knees behind me. He slips two fingers into my pussy and you move to the chair so you can watch. I look up at you as he's fingering me. I moan, in part because it feels good and in part because I know what's coming next and I can't wait.

    He slides into my pussy from behind. My lips part and I let out a moan. He grabs my hips and buries every inch of his cock inside me. He holds it there as I meet your gaze. I'm waiting for him to fuck me and I know you are too. I know you like this part. I know you like seeing another man take me from behind. I know you like it because you don't fuck me this way. I know you like watching someone else fuck me in this way.

    He digs his fingers into my hips and he fucks me. He fucks me hard, too. My tits bounce with every thrust. I push against the floor to maintain my balance as he delivers powerful thrusts. I feel this sensation of surrendering to him, of giving him my body for his pleasure, much in the same way he offered his cock for my pleasure while I was on top. I enjoy that sensation. In fact, I love it. I know you can see how much I love it. You can see it on my face. You can see that look of joy that I feel as he fucks me.

    It doesn't take him long to find his pleasure. He pounds me hard enough that I'll be sore tomorrow morning, but I love every second of it. One part stands out above all the others, though. The moment when he cums is my favorite because it's your favorite. I see it in your eyes and on your face when he buries his cock inside me and fills his living room with grunts and groans. You love that another man is cumming while his cock is inside your wife's pussy. You love that he's doing it while I'm on my hands and knees after being taken from behind.

    He pulls out and I crawl towards you. I move between your legs, unzip your pants, and take you in my mouth. He leaves the room to clean up while I suck your cock. I watch as you experience an overwhelming kind of pleasure with your wife's lips wrapped so tightly around your dick. I know you're going to cum quickly, and I like that.

    "Did you enjoy watching him fuck me from behind?" I ask.

    You nod and moan as I stroke your dick.

    "I love it when he fucks me like that," I say. "I love it even more when you're watching him fuck me like that. I love seeing the look on your face when another man takes me from behind. And I love how deep his big cock reaches inside me."

    I take you in my mouth again. You moan. You tense up. You cum. You flood my mouth with your cum. I swallow for you. I swallow all of it. Then I lie on my back, spread my legs, and say, "Make me cum."

    You crawl between my thighs and do as I desire. I close my eyes and enjoy the way your tongue works wonders on my pussy. Soon I'll cum, and maybe, a little later, I'll see if my lover wants to fuck me again before we go home. With any luck, he'll be in the mood.

  
    My Cuckold - Sloppy Seconds

    There's an armchair in our living room. It's the kind that's almost big enough for two people. It's soft, too, and you sink into it a little when you sit. I love that chair, which is why it's stayed with us through multiple moves despite it looking a little worn out.

    I'm in that chair when you come home from work. That's not an entirely unusual sight, but today is a little different.

    You know that I invited my boyfriend over while you were at work. We've been together for nearly three months now and we've hit that place where the sex is so good that we can't stop thinking about each other. He wants me all the time. I almost always feel the same way. Life prevents us from getting together as much as we'd like, but we make the time when our schedules line up.

    I smile as you come in through the garage door. I hear you drop the keys and your bag on the kitchen counter. I know that in a few moments you'll step into the living room and see me sitting on my favorite chair.

    I'm wearing a pair of boyshort panties - which you love - and a cropped sweater, which you also love. My legs are crossed and my hair is pulled back into a ponytail. You pause in the doorway to stare at me. You know I've fucked another man in our house. You're not sure where, or what position we used, or whether or not I sucked his cock, or where he came, but you know that I cuckolded you today and you're excited.

    In fact, excited might be underselling how you feel. After all, nothing - and I mean nothing - turns you on more than being cuckolded, and there's something intoxicating about the moment right before I share the details. In that moment, anything is possible. Your sense of anticipation is at its highest point, and I'm certain you can feel that delightful tingling sensation that you get in your loins when you're on the cusp of hearing about your cuckolding.

    You come closer and I slowly uncross my legs, revealing the boyshort panties that I put on after my boyfriend fucked me. I see that look of delight in your eyes, for we both know that you love when I wear boyshorts, which means you know that I've put them on for your pleasure.

    I look at the ground at my feet and you drop to your knees. I see in your eyes that you recognize that I want to be in control tonight, that I want to let my dominant side out to have a little fun with you. I can see the excitement that comes with that realization.

    "He left less than thirty minutes ago," I say.

    I'm sure a dozen questions pop into your head, but you know better than to ask any of them when I'm in a dominant mood. You know only to speak when I've prompted you to do so.

    "He was here for nearly two hours," I continue before lifting my foot and holding it in front of your mouth. "Kiss my toes."

    You lean forward and plant a kiss on each of my five toes. I bend them downwards and you kiss the top of my foot, working your way to my ankle. You get a little greedy and try to kiss your way up my leg. I let you get halfway up my shin before dropping my foot to the ground. You sit back on your knees with a hint of disappointment on your face.

    "I thought about wearing lingerie for him, but I decided that wearing a favorite of yours was far more exciting," I explain. "So I wore this little cropped sweater and these boyshort panties that you love so much."

    I run my fingers over my stomach and under the sweater. I send them on a journey to my breasts, which are absent the support of a bra. I don't need to tell you that, though. You can see me playing with them. You know I'm not wearing a bra. You know I offered my boyfriend easy access.

    "The cropped sweater turned out to be an inspired choice," I say. "His hands were on my waist the moment I let him in the house. It felt so much better than if he were touching me through lingerie. He liked that my tits were easily accessible, too. I might have liked it even more, though. You know how much I love feeling his strong hands on my breasts, especially when he's kissing me with such passion."

    You've sprouted an erection, or at least a bulge in your pants. You like hearing about what I did while you were at work. I'm also quite certain you like that I did it while you were at work. I have the luxury of working from home, which means I can play when I feel like it.

    "He wanted me - and I wanted him - but I wanted to sit in that desire for a little, so I took him to the kitchen and made us cocktails. He couldn't keep his hands off me as I did. It was exquisite. He ran his hands all over my body. He squeezed my ass. He kissed my neck. He played with my tits. He pressed his stiff cock into me. He knew it would all drive me wild, and I think he liked that it was doing the same for him," I explain.

    I stand up and offer you a hand. You climb to your feet and I direct you to sit in the chair. You do so as I stand in front of you. Your eyes wander over my body and between my legs. You stare at my panties. I know you're looking for a wet spot. My panties are pink and the room is fairly dark, though, so you can't quite spot one.

    "We brought our drinks out here," I say. "He sat right where you are."

    I spin around, back up, and sit in your lap. "I sat in his lap."

    I take your hand and put it on my stomach. "He put his hand right here on my stomach."

    I move my ass over your crotch, bringing your already stiff cock to an exceedingly excited state. "I couldn't help but tease him a little as we sipped our drinks. He let his hand wander up my sweater and his fingers found my breasts and my stiff nipples."

    Your hand wanders up my sweater and finds my breasts. You take one in your hand and squeeze it confidently. I moan as you find my nipple and gently pull on it before rolling my stiff flesh between your fingers.

    "We talked a little while doing our best to drive each other mad with desire," I say. "What we talked about isn't all that important, though, because the conversation wasn't the point. Turning my boyfriend on - and getting all wet in the process - was the point."

    I lean closer and we kiss. I know you want to feel my tongue in your mouth - you love that - but I deny you that pleasure at first. I part my lips, but my tongue doesn't follow. You grasp my breast a little tighter in your hand. Your cock presses into my ass. I feel your desire and I think of how I felt his desire, too, and of the sex that led to. I offer my tongue. I push it into your mouth. You moan and suck on it as you're so keen to do whenever I give you the opportunity.

    I stand up, turn around, and smile as I rub my pussy through my panties. "After we finished our drinks, I got up. I played with my pussy as my boyfriend watched. I told him how wet he made me, how badly I wanted him inside me. I actually came close to cumming while thinking about fucking him. Then I got on my knees for him."

    I drop to my knees in front of you. I reach up and stroke your cock through your slacks. I know you want me to take you out, to take you in my mouth, to give you a blowjob like I gave him a blowjob, but I'm not going to.

    "My boyfriend sat right where you are as I took his pants off," I say while gently teasing your dick. "I freed his big cock. I took him in my hand. I kissed the big, bulbous head. I inhaled his scent. I ran my tongue over the head and smiled when he moaned for me. Then I took him in my mouth. I gave my boyfriend a blowjob. He was sitting right where you are as I sucked his cock."

    You close your eyes and moan. It's loud and your cock bulges in your slacks.

    "Does that turn you on, baby?" I ask.

    "More than anything," you answer.

    I smile sweetly and ask, "Yeah? You like that your wife gave another man a blowjob right here in our living room? You like that I had his big, thick, throbbing cock in my mouth?"

    "Fuck...yes...I fucking love that," you say.

    This is why I like to play the dominant role sometimes. I like to see you aroused like this. I like to draw it out, to drive you crazy with lust, to see you almost literally writhing because you're so turned on and you can't get any relief from that overwhelming desire until I decide to give it to you.

    "He loved it too," I say. "He was almost as turned on as you are. I was turned on too, and once I had him in my mouth I couldn't really contain my desire. You know that I get turned on when I suck his cock. You know that I can't help but think about having him inside me, about how good it's going to feel when his cock finally slides into my wet pussy."

    You moan again, for now you're thinking about my boyfriend fucking me, and you really like thinking about him fucking me. I take your pants off and see the delight in your eyes. Your underwear follow and I wrap my fingers around your stiff cock and stroke you slowly. I lean forward and I kiss the head. My tongue slips out and I offer you a hint of the same pleasure I offered him.

    "Are you thinking about me sucking his cock?" I ask.

    You nod. Of course that's what you're thinking about.

    "Would you like to know what I did after I blew my boyfriend?" I ask.

    "Yes, please," you say.

    I release your cock and stand up. I slip my fingers into the waistband of my panties and slowly lower them. Your gaze is unwavering as you stare between my legs. It's still kind of dark, but you can see the wetness in my panties. You stop breathing for a moment, because you know what you're looking at. You know that I trust my boyfriend enough to let him cum inside me. You know that his cum has been leaking into my panties for the past half hour.

    I pull my panties all the way down and step out of them. I approach the chair and straddle you. "I straddled him after I sucked his cock," she says. "He was so hard for me, and I was soaking wet for him."

    I kiss you as I reach down and take hold of your cock. I rub the head over my slippery, cum-soaked pussy lips and you moan into my mouth.

    "Do you want to fuck my messy pussy?" I ask.

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    I smile and slowly lower my messy cunt onto your cock. I watch as your face contorts from the immense pleasure of being inside me so soon after my boyfriend pumped his hot load into me.

    "Does my pussy feel better when it's full of his cum?" I ask softly as I take every inch of you.

    You don't answer. It seems that you can't. It seems that you're so overwhelmed with the pleasure of being inside me that you've lost the ability to speak. I love that. I rock my hips back and forth in your lap, grinding my clit into your pelvis and bathing you in his cum. I can hear how wet and messy it is. I know your cock is utterly engulfed in the heat of my pussy and the slickness of his load.

    "He didn't cum inside me when I rode him on this chair," I say. "He came inside me the second time we fucked."

    Your eyes go wide and you moan. You know that my boyfriend is virile and that we often fuck twice if we have the time. We had the time today.

    "He made me cum as I rode his cock right here on this chair. I had an orgasm with another man's dick buried deep inside me, baby," I explain. "I rode him long and hard. I took my time. I teased us both. I basked in the pleasure of having my boyfriend's beautiful cock in my tight pussy. Then I filled our house with my screams of pleasure as I came."

    I can see that you're right on the edge. I could push you over and make you cum without much effort. For a moment, I consider denying you that pleasure. That would be the dominant thing, wouldn't it? I don't want that, though. I want to make you cum. I want to give you that pleasure.

    "After I'd cum," I say as I begin to bounce up and down on your cock, "I got on my knees again. I took my boyfriend's wet cock in my mouth. I sucked and stroked and played with his balls. I looked into his eyes and I made sure he knew that I wanted him to cum in my mouth, that I was going to swallow for him."

    "Oh, fuck," you say.

    "Do you like that I let him cum in my mouth?" I ask.

    You nod as I see that look of bliss on your face again. You're about to cum.

    "Do you like that your wife swallowed her boyfriend's cum after he fucked me to an incredible orgasm right here in this chair?" I ask.

    You answer by cumming inside me. You mix your cum with his. I slowly move back and forth on your cock, milking a deeply pleasurable orgasm out of you in the process. Your eyes are closed and I can't help but smile as I watch the intense pleasure dance across your face.

    "I love you," you say. You almost always say that after I've given you a cuckold-fueled orgasm, and it always makes me happy.

    "I love you too," I reply before kissing you softly. I do love you, and I love cuckolding you, and I can't wait to do it again.

  My Husband Doesn't Mind if You Cum Inside Me
You want that, don’t you baby? You want him to cum inside me. You want him to fuck me bareback and spew his seed into my pussy. You want to see his semen spill out after he pulls out.I want it too. Guys always assume that they’re the ones that want unprotected sex more, but they forget that women love fucking bareback just as much as they do. They forget that we can tell the difference when a guy is wearing a condom. They forget that we want unprotected sex too. We’re just a little smarter about not taking unnecessary risks.
This is different though. He’s been tested. We’re both clean. I’m on the pill. There’s no reason for him not to cum inside me. There’s no reason not to have unprotected sex and there’s every reason to let him cum in me. There’s every reason to let another man cum in your wife.
Go ahead, say it. Say you want it. Say you want him to cum inside me, cuckold. Say you want another man’s bare, unprotected cock sliding into your wife’s pussy. Say you want to watch. Say you want to see him fill me with cum. You know I want it. You know he wants it. Don’t you want it too?

    My Sweet Cuckold - Audio

    Your wife has just gotten home from a lunch with her friends and she's feeling rather affectionate towards you, her cuckold husband. You see, her friends can't help but complain about their husbands. They're lazy. They're not interested in oral sex. They're not very helpful around the house. You're none of those things, though. You're happy let your wife fuck other people to get the satisfaction she needs. You love going down on her. You're happy to do more work around the house.

    She has a little surprise for you. She stopped by her boyfriend's place on the way home from lunch. She gave him head. She let him fuck her. Now she has a creamy surprise inside her that her sweet cuckold gets to clean up.

  
    My Wife Has a Boyfriend

    Come on an erotic, 10-part first-person cuckolding journey as My Wife Has a Boyfriend explores the pleasures of a husband watching his hotwife fall in love with another man.

    Naomi already knows about her husband’s cuckold fantasy, but it isn’t until a coworker asks her on a date that she discovers how to make his fantasy work for her. She doesn’t just want to sleep with other people. She wants a connection with someone. She wants to feel something for him. She wants a boyfriend.

    Over the course of this 10 part hotwife story, Naomi’s husband tells us the tale of his wife’s relationship with Derek, a handsome, successful lawyer she meets at a bar one night. They enjoy a whirlwind romance and eventually she falls in love with him as her now-cuckolded husband takes us on the journey with him.

    My Wife Has a Boyfriend is an intensely erotic story of one woman falling in love with another man while her husband watches it all happen and discovers that nothing satisfies him quite like being a cuckold to a wife with a boyfriend she’s head over heels for.

    Become a Patreon supporter today (at the Cuckold Stories level) to read all 10 parts of the story (you’ll find links to each part below). If you’re already a supporter, start with part one and enjoy the journey!

    
      Warning: If you don’t want any of the twists and turns this story takes to be spoiled, don’t read anything below. Just become a supporter and start reading right now!
    

    Note: The summaries below are written from in first person in keeping with the style of the story.

    Part 1 – Naomi tells me that someone at work asked her on a date, immediately triggering the part of me that constantly fantasizes about being cuckolded. She turned him down, but in being asked out she realizes that she can cuckold me. She’s resisted it since I first mentioned it, but she’d never thought about having a boyfriend before. If I’m willing to let her date other men, she’s willing to cuckold me. Can you guess what I said?

    Part 2 – A few weeks pass before Naomi informs me that she has a date. His name is Derek and she met him at a bar. They talked, they flirted, and he asked her out before the night was over.

    I help Naomi get ready for her first date and then stay at home while she’s out with him. I spend the night thinking about it, pacing around the house, and trying not to lose my mind. Then she gets home and shares all the details, including a few naughty little nuggets.

    Part 3 – Naomi teases me relentlessly before going on another date with Derek. She wants me worked up while she’s gone and extra worked up when she gets home, which I absolutely love.

    Naomi returns from her date a little after midnight and shares the details. It turns out she's officially become a hotwife.

    Part 4 – This is where things take a turn as Naomi and I have a long conversation about the future of her relationship with Derek. She tells me that if she keeps dating him she’s going to develop feelings for him. It’s inevitable. She tells me that she can’t be the kind of hotwife that dates guys for a month or two or sleeps with a bunch of guys a few times and moves on. It doesn’t thrill her.

    She wants to know if I’m okay with her developing feelings for Derek. She wants to know if I’m okay with her falling in love with him. Am I?

    Part 5 – Naomi’s relationship with Derek gets more intense, starting with her spending the night at his place for the first time. She also informs me that they’ll no longer be using protection.

    Naomi comes home the next day and I get to see the aftermath of a satisfying romp with Derek. The dirty talk is absolutely fantastic as she teases me and gets me all worked up before we give ourselves over to our mutual passion.

    Part 6 – Naomi informs me that I'll be using condoms from now on and that Derek won't have to. Moments after informing me of my new status Derek calls and they indulge in dirty talk while I listen. At the end of the call – after much enjoyment on everyone’s part – I hear my wife tell her boyfriend that she loves him. It isn’t the first time she’s said it, but it’s the first time I’ve heard it. It's intense.

    Part 7 – I suggest that Derek spends the night at our house, in our bed, with my wife. I suggest it because it turns me on immensely. Naomi and I can't help but fool around.

    Naomi and I decide that I’m going to act like her roommate while Derek is over. I’m there, but I’m not her cuckold husband that gets to be involved with everything. They’re a couple spending a romantic evening together and I get to enjoy the thrill of being her husband while being treated like her roommate, which is actually a lot more arousing than you might think, as you’ll read.

    Part 8 – Naomi denies me for the first time since her relationship with Derek began. She tells me that she wants to save herself for him, that I’ll get to enjoy her after they’ve been together.

    Derek’s birthday is coming up and Naomi informs me of her plans to go all out to celebrate him. She’s going to take him to a baseball game and then they’re going to spend the night having a wild, wonderful time in a hotel room and she’s going to wear the new lingerie she bought just for him.

    Part 9 – It becomes clear to me that Naomi wants Derek to get her pregnant, as you’ll read in the story. She doesn’t seem willing to bring up the idea, though, so I take the initiative and make it clear that I'm on board.

    It’s an intensely arousing moment that feels so right. I know it might be hard for some of you to understand, but both Naomi and I knew it was the right choice for her and Derek to have a baby.

    Part 10 – Naomi gets pregnant and I'm quite certain I witnessed the moment. Later, once she’s pregnant and showing, she and I connect in the deepest way imaginable. Our lives are on a different path than either of us would have expected a year ago, but it’s so much more satisfying than we ever thought possible.

  
    My Wife Has a Boyfriend - Part 1

    I’ve always been a little different, at least where sex is concerned. I remember reading erotic stories of domination and submission soon after I started masturbating (God bless the internet for making it so much easier to explore my sexuality).

    The very first porn video I can remember loving featured two women having strapon sex. There was a femdom tone to the whole thing and I remember being absolutely taken with it. It felt like a revelation, honestly.

    I won’t bore you with the whole tale. The point is, my journey eventually took me to cuckolding. It happened after I married Naomi. I don’t know if I started fantasizing about being a cuckold because it seemed like there was a chance of it actually becoming a reality (I was married, after all) or if it’s always been lurking there as my ultimate fantasy, but it quickly became the only thing I masturbated to.

    The first time I told Naomi about my fantasy, she was…unenthusiastic, to put it mildly. To be honest, she was pretty upset. She seemed to have two concurrent reactions. One was that she thought I was trying to get us to have an open marriage so that I could fuck whoever I wanted. The other was that she thought I just wanted her to be some kind of wanton slut, fucking anyone and everyone so I could get off on it.

    We ended up having a lot of conversations about it, which I gather is pretty common with this sort of thing. When you’re introducing a totally foreign idea to someone, it’s going to take a while for them to understand it.

    Then we had a conversation that laid the groundwork for the version of cuckolding we enjoy. It happened three months (or thereabouts) after I first introduced the idea.

    It was late on a Friday night. Naomi and I were in bed. I believe we were both reading on our iPads (iPads were really big at the time).

    “Can we talk?” Naomi said as she let her iPad drop to her lap.

    I tensed up immediately. In my experience, that kind of introduction to a conversation rarely results in anything good.

    “Of course,” I said, trying my best not to seem apprehensive.

    Naomi looked over at me, paused for a moment, took a deep breath, and said, “Someone at work asked me on a date.”

    Because I was prepared for the worst, I was caught off guard by the news. It took a few moments for it to register that my wife was almost certainly using this as a way to talk about my desire to be cuckolded.

    “Really?” I said. It was all I could think of to say. I didn’t want to seem overeager.

    Naomi’s lips curled into a little smile. It almost seemed like she was trying to repress it. “Yes, and it got me thinking about…well, about your fantasy. You know I’ve struggled with the idea of making that a reality. I haven’t been able to wrap my head around making that happen.”

    That was true. Naomi couldn’t get away from the idea that I wanted her to be a slut, something she found offensive. No matter how many times I assured her that wasn’t what I was looking for, she just couldn’t comprehend that I wasn’t looking to turn my wife into a slut.

    “Well,” she continued, “weirdly enough, being asked out on a date cleared things up for me.”

    “How?” I asked. By this point I was having a hard time containing my excitement.

    Naomi rubbed her fingers over the darkened screen of her iPad as he looked down. She seemed a little nervous, which I found impossibly cute.

    Then she looked up at me and said, “I wanted to say yes.”

    “Did you?” I replied instantly. I knew I was too excited, but I couldn’t help it.

    Naomi shook her head. “No, of course not.”

    For a moment, my hopes were dashed. I remember feeling like the conversation was a confirmation of my desires to be a cuckold, though. The excitement I felt at the notion that she’d accepted a date with someone else was palpable.

    “I did spend the rest of the day thinking about it, though,” Naomi said as she brushed aside a few strands of hair that had fallen in front of her eyes. “And thinking about it helped me discover that I want to cuckold you, though perhaps not in the way you’ve imagined.”

    “How do you want to cuckold me?” I asked. I knew I was failing to hide my overwhelming excitement.

    “I want a boyfriend,” she said. “I want to date someone. I want it to be more than just sex. I need it to be that, to be honest. That’s been the thing that’s been holding me back. I just wasn’t aware of it until now. I hate the idea of finding some big cock guy to pound me while you watch. Nothing about that turns me on. The idea of dating someone and experiencing all that early relationship stuff, it turns out, is really hot to me.”

    Looking back, I distinctly remember that I wasn’t hard but I felt an almost overwhelming sense of arousal as I listened to her. I think it’s because she was telling me that she was ready to make my fantasy a reality. I knew that dating someone would absolutely lead to having sex with someone. I mean, that was the whole point, right?

    There was something about the look in her eyes that made me try and turn the conversation into something lusty. To me, it looked like she was suggesting we fool around.

    That’s why I moved closer and pulled back the sheets. She was wearing a pair of exceptionally sexy white lace boyshort panties. I found the sight of them thrilling as I moved my fingers over her inner thighs.

    “I think it would be incredible if you dated someone,” I said.

    A quiet, lusty moan escaped Naomi’s lips as I ran my fingers over her lace-clad pussy. “Yeah?” she said softly.

    “I can’t really explain it, but yes. In fact, I’m pretty sure I’d find it hotter than if you were just finding some random guy to fuck. Just hearing you talk about it, even a little, has me insanely excited.”

    By that point my cock was hard. Being a little closer to Naomi and touching her was enough to give me an erection as thoughts of her dating someone else filled my head.

    “You’d really be okay with me having a relationship with someone?” she asked as her fingers moved between my legs. It felt heavenly when she touched my cock.

    “Absolutely,” I said. “As long as you don’t leave me, of course.”

    I moved my hand into Naomi’s panties as I said it. She smiled and then her face quickly took on a look of pleasure as my index finger found her clit.

    “I can’t see why I’d ever leave a man willing to let me date someone else. If I can have the best of both worlds, I’m taking it,” she said.

    In hindsight, that was the moment I knew things were going to work out. It was a strong indicator that Naomi really had thought about all of this. She’d considered the potential fun of being married to me and dating someone else and she clearly enjoyed the possible thrills that would come from such an arrangement.

    “You might not be able to watch if I’m dating someone,” she said. “He might not be comfortable with it. He might just think I’m an unsatisfied wife cheating on my husband.”

    I hadn’t considered that, but in the moment it honestly didn’t seem problematic. I’d shared with Naomi that the idea of watching her with someone else was a turn on for me, but it never struck me as a necessity.

    “That’s okay,” I said. “The thought of you being with someone else is more than enough to turn me on.”

    Naomi had worked my cock out of the front of my boxer shorts and was stroking me at that point. I couldn’t help but moan. Her fingers felt fantastically good as they moved up and down my erection.

    “Oh yeah? Are you thinking about me being with someone else right now?” she asked. The sense of lust in her voice was incredible. She was totally into it. It probably helped that I was still playing with her pussy.

    “Yes,” I admitted. I was absolutely thinking about it. I couldn’t get images of her doing all manner of dirty things with another man out of my head. “Are you thinking about it?”

    I pushed two fingers into her wet pussy as I asked the question. The dampness between her legs was all the answer I needed. There was no question she was thinking about it. Still, it was nice to hear her admit it.

    “Yes,” Naomi admitted before closing her eyes, rolling her head back, and unleashing a surprisingly loud and long moan.

    I’ll admit that hearing that one word was enough to bring me right to the edge of orgasm. It felt momentous. It was obvious she’d been thinking about it, but hearing it felt like taking a much larger step. I wanted to probe a little more, to see if I could get her to open up a little more.

    “Are you thinking about the guy that asked you out?” I asked.

    Naomi opened her eyes and looked at me. She had this endearing, nervous look on her face. She briefly, lightly bit her lower lip. It was so fucking sexy. She was admitting it without saying a word.

    It was exceptionally hot to hear her say, “Yes, I’m thinking about him. I can’t help it.”

    I was still playing with her pussy. She’d started to moan a little louder and her breathing was definitely getting heavier. She was close to cumming.

    I was too. I loved that she was thinking about someone else as we sat in our bed. She was picturing another man and was likely thinking about doing something dirty with him. I wasn’t sure if I should ask for more, though. We’d had enough conversations about cuckolding and sex in the past three months for me to know that she didn’t always think about it the same way I did. I didn’t want to ruin the moment by asking if she was thinking about his cock because I knew she probably wasn’t.

    Thankfully, Naomi stepped in. She stroked my cock a little faster as she said, “I’m thinking about kissing him. I’m thinking that I wished I had said yes today and that he and I were on a date right now, that our date was coming to a close, that we were in his car right outside the house, that I was kissing another man while you were waiting inside.”

    Now it was my turn to close my eyes and roll my head towards the ceiling. I couldn’t believe how hot it was to hear Naomi express her desires. It seemed that she’d taken my fantasy and made it into something that worked for her. The whole thing turned me on immensely.

    “God, Naomi, that’s so hot,” was all I could manage to say. My cock was harder than it had ever been.

    With surprising swiftness, Naomi released my cock, pulled off her panties, and straddled me. She sank her wet, hot pussy onto my erection and rode me.

    She kissed me fiercely. Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth. I did my best not to cum immediately as I felt her slick pussy swallow my cock.

    Neither of us said anything. I assumed Naomi was indulging in a bit of fantasy play just like I was. I didn’t know who’d asked her out, but I imagined a handsome man. I imagined her riding him instead of me. I imagined her in his bed, straddling him, taking him into her pussy as they kissed and he played with her breasts.

    It was less than a minute before we both came. There was no way it was going to last longer. We were far too turned on.

    Afterwards, I couldn’t help myself. I had to know. I knew it was potentially a stupid question to ask, but my curiosity was too strong.

    “Were you thinking about him?” I asked.

    Naomi was on her back at that point. She stared up at the ceiling and smiled as she said, “Yes I was.”

    I still remember how happy that moment made me. The whole night had been a strong confirmation that I was actually going to end up being cuckolded, but that felt like the strongest. She’d just cum and she was gleefully admitting that she’d been thinking of another man. There wasn’t a hint of shame. She’d embraced the idea fully.

    As you’ve probably already guessed, Naomi did cuckold me. She has a boyfriend, in fact, and it’s been an insanely thrilling experience. Next time I’ll tell you about how that relationship got started.

  
    My Wife Has a Boyfriend - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    She didn’t end up dating the guy from work. She decided (rightfully, I think) that having and outside-the-marriage relationship with someone she worked with was fraught with risk.

    Instead, Naomi decided (after that night in bed) that she was open to dating someone and it seemed that making that decision ended up sending a signal to the single men of the world that she was available despite the ring on her finger.

    It took about two weeks before she agreed to a date with someone.

    “I have a date!” Naomi said when she got home that night.

    I was genuinely excited. We’d been fooling around the past few weeks with my eventual cuckolding as the subject of our shared fantasy and I was primed for this to become a reality.

    “Really?” I said.

    Naomi jumped into my arms and kissed me. The strangeness of the moment wasn’t lost on me. My wife and I were celebrating the fact that she was going to go on a date with someone else.

    “Yes, really. He’s really hot, too!” It felt like she was vibrating with excitement. I couldn’t help but get swept up in it.

    “Where did you meet him?” I asked.

    “At the bar, after work. I saw him the moment I walked in. I know this is weird for a married woman to say, but I felt an immediate, overwhelming attraction to him. I knew I wanted him to be the one to take me on my first date as a hotwife.”

    When I told Naomi about the term hotwife she’d fallen in love with it immediately. I took that as another surefire sign that I was going to be cuckolded before long. Clearly, I was right about that.

    “His name is Derek,” Naomi continued. “He’s a lawyer.” She looked away for a second, like she was a little embarrassed about something. “He’s gorgeous, honey. He really is.”

    She was worried that I was going to be insulted or hurt. She didn’t need to be, though.

    “He sounds perfect,” I said. “Does he know about our situation?”

    “He does,” she answered. “I was wearing my ring, so he definitely knew I was married when he started flirting with me. I let him know about our little agreement after he asked me out. He seemed intrigued by it, honestly, and a little relieved.”

    I remember feeling an incredible urge to fool around with Naomi. My cock was half hard at the very idea of her actually going on a date with someone else. While we were talking I was playing out the various possible scenarios in my head. I was thinking about a first date kiss, about a little fooling around, and about things maybe getting hot and heavy.

    “So, when’s the date?” I asked.

    “Tomorrow night,” Naomi said with a naughty smile. “I can’t wait.”

    She took my hand and led me to the bedroom. She seemed to be feeling the same sense of desire I was.

    Naomi pulled me close for a kiss in the bedroom. We fell into the bed together and continued a thrilling make out session. Her tongue felt especially eager as it moved into my mouth.

    “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said.

    Her eyes lit up. “I know. It’s incredible, isn’t it?”

    I laughed. “It really is. Do you think you’ll kiss him on your date?”

    Naomi smiled as her hand moved between my legs and unzipped my pants. “I might do a lot more than kiss him,” she said as her fingers grasped my cock and stroked me slowly.

    I couldn’t help but groan. I don’t know if it was her intention, but I thought about her fingers wrapped around her date’s cock. I thought about my wife giving someone else a handjob. It was so hot.

    “Would you be okay if I did more than kiss him?” Naomi asked before her lips gently kissed my neck.

    “Yessss,” I said. I swear her hand had never felt so good on my dick.

    “So you wouldn’t mind if I stroked his dick just like I’m stroking your dick?” she asked.

    “No, I wouldn’t mind at all.” It was difficult to say anything. I could barely think about anything other than how good it felt to be in her hand.

    Naomi let go of my cock and said, “Take off my skirt.”

    I quickly pulled down her skirt and panties and tossed them aside. She took my hand and placed my fingers against her pussy. I could feel the heat and it only took a gentle probing to slip inside her and be enveloped in the exceptional wetness that had built up.

    She looked at me and smiled. “Would you be okay with his fingers pushing inside me?”

    I finger fucked her and said, “Nothing would make me happier.”

    Naomi closed her eyes and groaned. I slipped a third finger inside her and swiftly penetrated her wet pussy.

    “You really want someone else inside your wife’s pussy?” she asked.

    I don’t know if she did it on purpose, but it was the perfect way to phrase the question. It cut right to the core of my desires. I absolutely wanted someone else in my wife’s pussy. I’d fantasized about it for years.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I want someone else to enjoy your pussy. I want someone else to make you feel good. I want someone else to make you cum so hard it makes your toes tingle,” I replied.

    “Put your cock inside me,” Naomi said.

    I wasn’t about to turn down that kind of invitation. I quickly pulled off my pants and moved between her legs. I sunk my cock inside her and we had fast, furious sex that resulted in rather lovely orgasms for both of us. It felt like a wonderful bit of foreplay before the date that I hoped would usher in a new reality for our marriage.

    
      

    

    “Could you help me with this?” Naomi asked after stepping into the little black dress she’d picked out for her date. She needed to be zipped up.

    I hopped off the bed and stepped behind her to delicately finish her outfit. She likely had no idea how thrilling it was for me to play even a small part in helping her get ready for her date with Derek.

    I’d spent the last hour watching. I couldn’t help it. Naomi didn’t seem to mind, either. I tried not to be lascivious about it and I had my phone with me so I would occasionally read something or browse Instagram so she didn’t feel uncomfortable.

    Still, it was intensely arousing to watch her carefully do her hair and makeup to ensure she looked great for Derek. The very idea that she was working hard to look good for another man was enthralling to me.

    My favorite moment was when she picked out her underwear. When she went with an unbelievably sexy, matching sheer black bra and panty set I knew she was hoping for something naughty to happen on her date. There was no question. That’s not just a cliché.

    “Do you think he’ll like it?” Naomi asked with a smile as she modeled her underwear for me.

    “I love you,” was all I could think to say.

    There was a noticeable bounce in her step as she moved to the closet and picked out the little black dress and black high heels that would finish the outfit. That’s when she asked me to zip her up.

    “He’ll be here in a few minutes,” Naomi said after I zipped her up and let my fingers drift over her body in the black dress. “Are you sure you want me to go through with this?”

    I kissed her softly and said, “I’m absolutely certain. Are you?”

    Her smile was irresistible. “Yes, I want this. I might want this even more than you.”

    Again it felt like she’d found the perfect thing to say to her prospective cuckold husband. I remember that comment sticking with me while she was gone. Did she mean that I was somehow inadequate as a lover? Did she mean that she just needed something new, or was it as simple as she was really looking forward to her date? I know that might sound like a bad thing, but I absolutely loved that my mind was preoccupied thinking about all of that.

    Naomi had arranged for Derek to pick her up at our house. She wanted me to see her getting in another man’s car. It was a lovely little gift.

    As he pulled up, she gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and said, “I don’t know how long I’ll be out. Try and wait up for me, okay?”

    “Absolutely,” I said. There was no chance I was going to sleep before she got home.

    I watched from the front window as Naomi walked down the steps and towards Derek’s car. He got out and greeted her with a kiss on the cheek before opening the passenger door. She thanked him, got in, and then looked up at me through the windshield. She blew me a quick kiss and then they were off.

    As I mentioned, I spent a fair amount of time that night chewing over the small thing she’d said about how much she was looking forward to her date. It was my first taste of genuine cuckold anxiety. I knew it was coming. I’d read enough about cuckolding online.

    I worried that Derek was going to be better than me in every facet and that she’d just want to leave me for him instead of having fun as a hotwife. I worried that she was excited about being a hotwife because she’d been secretly disappointed with our sex life since we’d gotten married (she’d never indicated any particular displeasure).

    I even worried that things were going terribly. That wasn’t cuckold anxiety as much as it was my fear that she wouldn’t want to move forward with being a hotwife if she ended up hating her first experience.

    I did plenty of fantasizing too. I imagined them kissing. I imagined them doing a whole lot more than kissing. I honestly didn’t think she’d have sex on the first date, so it was more that I thought about her going down on him or him fingering her. It was exceptionally arousing, though.

    Five hours after leaving for her date, Derek’s car pulled into our driveway. He hopped out of the driver’s seat and opened the passenger door for her. Naomi stepped out of the car and they shared a long, slow, exceptionally sensual kiss.

    I watched from the window and got hard as a rock. I couldn’t help it. I didn’t touch myself. I just got stiff watching my wife kiss another man in a remarkably erotic way. It felt like a surefire sign that the date had gone exceptionally well.

    After the kiss, Naomi gently caressed his face and said something that I obviously couldn’t make out. They shared another quick kiss and then she walked up the steps and to the front door.

    “Derek is amazing,” was the first thing Naomi said as she closed the front door behind her.

    She looked giddy. She was truly joyful. I felt a wild mixture of things in reaction to her seemingly having been on the best date ever. I was jealous, anxious, horny, happy, and all kinds of other things. It was incredible.

    For a moment Naomi stood in the doorway and smiled. It was like she was reliving the date.

    “That was the best first date I’ve ever been on,” she said while sauntering towards me.

    “Really?” I said. I couldn’t help but think back to our first date, which was admittedly a pretty simple dinner.

    “Yes,” Naomi said. She’d closed the gap between us. She looked down and saw my erect cock. She moved closer. Her lips were inches from mine. “Do you want to kiss me?”

    I nodded. “Very much so.”

    Naomi hesitated, more to tease me than anything else. “I had him in my mouth,” she whispered as her fingers slowly unzipped my pants and freed my hard cock. “Do you still want to kiss me?”

    I didn’t answer. I just kissed her. Of course I wanted to kiss her. The fact that she’d given Derek a blowjob only made me want to kiss her more. She’d gone further than I expected, indicating it really was a good date.

    She didn’t taste any different. I wasn’t expecting her to, honestly. Derek had kissed her in the driveway. I assume he wouldn’t have done that if she’d just gone down on her (though who knows).

    Naomi stroked my cock as we kissed. She moaned into my mouth and I moaned into hers. It was a genuinely perfect moment. I’d just been given the news that my wife had blown another man and she was stroking my throbbing cock.

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

    It was surprising but entirely welcome news. I happily followed her to the bedroom and watched as Naomi slowly, sensually stripped from her little black dress. She kept her underwear and high heels on, a touch that I loved.

    “Did he make you cum?” I asked. I couldn’t help it. I had to know.

    Naomi nodded.

    “Was it good?”

    She nodded again. “It was better than good. It was incredible, but it wasn’t enough. I need more.”

    As I watched, Naomi sat on the edge of the bed and moved backwards. She opened her legs and pushed a hand into her panties. Her fingers moved in a slow circle. Watching through the sheer material of her underwear made it even more erotic.

    I stripped as quickly as possible and climbed into bed. Naomi continued to masturbate as I kissed her neck and the soft flesh of her breasts that wasn’t covered by her bra.

    There was one question I hadn’t gotten an answer to yet and I needed to know. She’d taken him in her mouth. I needed to know if that ended as it often does.

    “Did you make him cum?” I asked before kissing her.

    Our tongues danced as she grabbed my cock, pulled aside her panties, and took me inside her. I fucked my wife as we continued to kiss.

    Only when our lips parted did she answer me. “Yes, I made him cum,” she said.

    I fucked her harder. I had more questions. I didn’t know if she’d want to answer them or if she might feel like my probing would ruin the moment.

    Naomi’s hands moved over my back and into my hair. She pulled me close. She moaned softly into my ear as I fucked her.

    “Don’t you want to know how I made him cum?” she asked.

    She clearly wasn’t worried about my probing ruining the moment.

    “How did you make him cum?” I asked. I desperately wanted to know.

    Naomi kissed my neck and her hands moved down my back and squeezed my ass as I fucked her.

    “He came in my mouth,” she said. “I swallowed for him.”

    Images of my wife sucking someone else’s cock filled my head. I imagined her in her lingerie and heels with another man’s dick in her mouth. I imagined her sucking him as he grunted, groaned, and flooded her mouth with his seed. I imagined her swallowing his cum.

    Naomi moaned beneath me. She squeezed my ass harder. She was going to cum. I was going to cum too.

    “Cum inside me,” she whispered into my ear. “Fuck, cum inside me.”

    I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t want to. I wanted to cum as I thought of Naomi sucking someone else off.

    We climaxed at nearly the same time. I came first and moments later she wrapped her legs around me, closed her eyes, arched her back, and had an orgasm. I loved that I wasn’t the only man to make her cum that night.
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    “Where is he taking you?” I asked as I watch Naomi zip up the rather short skirt she’d picked out for her second date with Derek.

    “We’re going to a club, believe it or not. It’s supposed to be a pretty low key place, but we’re definitely going to be dancing.” Naomi adjusted the skimpy halter top that matched perfectly with her skirt and smiled at me in the mirror. “I’m really looking forward to it, to be honest. It’s been forever since we went dancing.”

    She was right. We used to go dancing quite often. Naomi always loved it and I always loved how much she got into it. I definitely loved how she would be all hot and bothered by the time we were done. We had great sex every single time we went dancing, without fail.

    I wondered if Naomi was thinking about that as she surveyed herself in the mirror. Was she excited because she knew there was a very good chance she was going to have sex with Derek before the night was over? That’s certainly what I was excited about.

    “You know what’s going to happen tonight, right?” Naomi said as she turned from the mirror and approached me.

    Well, that answered that question. She was definitely thinking about it.

    “What’s that?” I said. I was being a little playful. Mostly, I wanted to hear her say it.

    Naomi smiled as she stopped in front of me. I could smell her perfume. It was a new scent. Her makeup looked flawless. She was perfect in every way in that moment.

    “Derek and I are going to spend the night dancing just like you and I used to,” Naomi said as she turned around and ground her ass into my crotch, mimicking what she used to do when we’d go out.

    She turned around and leaned closer. I could feel her breath on my neck as she said, “His hands are going to be all over my body. I’m going to grind into him. We’re going to kiss on the dance floor.”

    She placed a single soft kiss on my neck and reached between my legs to massage my rock hard cock. I’m pretty sure I would have done anything for her in that moment.

    “I’m going to get wet for him. My pussy is going to be dripping with desire for Derek.”

    Naomi’s voice was laced with lust. I didn’t know if she was putting on a show for me or if she was already feeling the kind of arousal she was describing and I didn’t really care. She seemed seriously worked up and it was having the same effect on me.

    “Then what’s going to happen?” I asked.

    “Then I’m going to let him fuck me,” Naomi said as she stepped back. “We’re going to go back to Derek’s place and he’s going to fuck your wife.”

    I briefly pictured my wife enjoying someone else’s cock. It was beautiful and it made my cock throb.

    Naomi was smiling when I opened my eyes and looked at her. She seemed very pleased with herself, and she should have been. She worked me over exceptionally well.

    “Now, before I go, I want to check in just one more time. Are you okay with all of that happening? Are you okay with me having sex with Derek tonight?” she asked.

    She was genuinely checking in. This wasn’t lusty Naomi. She wanted to make sure I wasn’t going to be pissed off when she got home. She wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to cause any undue harm to our marriage by pursuing what she desired.

    The truth was, we both desired it. I wanted her to have sex with Derek, partly for her pleasure and partly for mine.

    “Honestly, there’s nothing in the world I want more than for you to have great sex with Derek tonight,” I answered. “You don’t have to worry about me at all, I promise.”

    “Good,” Naomi said as she picked up the little clutch purse that held her ID, a bit of cash, and the condoms I’d bought earlier. She wanted to be prepared.

    She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and said, “No masturbating, okay. I want you eager to play when I get home.”

    “Of course,” I said.

    As much as I might have wanted to spend the night masturbating as I fantasized about my wife fucking another guy, I was willing to wait. I wanted to be insanely horny when she got home. I wanted to be ready to indulge in my favorite part of this naughty play, which was hearing about the fun she’d had. All I had to do was wait.

    
      

    

    I didn’t masturbate while Naomi was out, but it was more difficult than I’d expected to hold off. No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop picturing her with another guy. I couldn’t stop seeing her having sex with someone else. I couldn’t stop imagining my wife having a great orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her.

    It was all the cuckold stuff. It was every fantasy I’d ever had rolling into one. I even fantasized about stuff I knew wasn’t going to happen, like Derek cumming inside her. She wasn’t going to do that her first time with him, but it still felt good to let my mind run wild with that idea for a little bit.

    Ultimately, I thoroughly enjoyed my evening. It wasn’t all pleasant, of course – there were times where it felt torturous to have to sit on the couch and think about what my wife might be doing with another man – but I basically spent five hours in a state of heightened arousal. I’d literally never done that before and it was actually pretty thrilling, all things considered.

    Naomi arrived home a little after midnight. She greeted me with a giddy smile and then jumped into my arms for a long kiss. There was intense passion behind the way her tongue moved into my mouth and the way she moaned as my hands grasped her ass while her legs wrapped around me.

    “I take it you had a good night?” I asked after Naomi finally pulled her lips away from mine.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it, honey. It was incredible.”

    Not surprisingly, my cock was hard. I’d been turned on for hours and it was clear that the worst possible outcome had been avoided. I’d feared that Naomi might have a terrible time, that Derek might have been awful in bed or way too aggressive. It was obvious that hadn’t been the case.

    “Come on,” Naomi said as she walked towards the bedroom.

    I was thankful that she was willing to take the lead. After the kiss and her reveal that she’d had an incredible evening with Derek, I wasn’t entirely sure what to do. Did I want to hear the details? Did I want to have sex with Naomi? Did I want to lick her naked body from head to toe?

    “Sit, baby,” she said after guiding me to the edge of the bed.

    I sat and stared at my beautiful wife. Something felt different, though I couldn’t honestly assess if that was real or not. Was having good sex with Derek enough to actually change the way Naomi was behaving? Was she still feeling a little high after a great sexual encounter with someone new? Was I just lost in a fog of cuckold-fueled lust and angst?

    “We danced just like I said we would, baby,” Naomi said as she began to move her hips. Her hands moved up her torso from her waist. She ran them through her hair and raised them into the air. Her eyes closed and she moaned. It was exceptionally sexy.

    “We just didn’t dance as long as I thought we would,” she said as her eyes opened and she looked at me. “I couldn’t wait, baby. I was too turned on. I wanted him so much more than I thought I would. I needed him.”

    I wasn’t touching myself but my cock was absolutely throbbing as Naomi told her story. The details were part of the fun, but it was the way she was telling it that aroused me. She was absolutely brimming with lust. Every word was laced with desire. It was like she still wanted Derek, like she wished she could go back and fuck him again.

    “Baby, I blew him in the car. I haven’t done that since college. I couldn’t resist, though. I needed him so badly that I pulled out his cock and blew him as he drove us back to his place.”

    “That’s so hot,” I said. I felt kind of stupid saying it, but it really was hot. I was just being honest. Naomi had gotten so overwhelmed with lust that she’d given her date a blowjob in the car. It was amazing.

    Instead of continuing her story, Naomi handed me the little clutch purse she’d brought with her. “Look inside,” she said.

    I opened the clutch as Naomi unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. I couldn’t help but stare at her. She smiled and pointed at the clutch.

    I tore my gaze away from my wife’s breathtaking body and looked at the contents of the clutch. At first I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to see. It took a few seconds to realize that all the condoms were gone. She’d taken four out of the box I’d bought. “Just in case,” she said. At the time, the idea of using that many condoms seemed insane.

    I looked up at her and saw a big smile on Naomi’s face. “We used them all,” she said.

    My eyes moved between her legs as Naomi pushed a hand into her panties. She moaned and played with her pussy as I sat there with the clutch in my hands. She’d used all four condoms.

    “Does that mean he fucked you four times?” I asked. I know it might seem like a silly question in hindsight, but I was dying to know. It seemed possible that two of the condoms could have ripped or something like that. In that moment, in the height of my first true cuckold experience, I wanted to know all the details.

    “Yes, baby, he fucked me four times.” Naomi’s eyes opened and she looked at me as her fingers continued to move in her panties. “He filled four condoms with cum, and he made me cum more times than I can count.”

    “What…what was the sex like?” I asked.

    Naomi pulled off her skimpy halter top and unhooked the strapless bra she’d worn. She pushed down her panties and said, “Get naked.”

    I stood and stripped as quickly as possible. I knew my orgasm was coming soon.

    Naomi was lying on her side in bed by the time I got naked. She beckoned me to join her. I climbed into bed and soon had her warm, naked flesh pressed against mine. My wife’s fingers wrapped around my erect cock and she kissed me while offering a slow handjob.

    “The sex was great, baby,” she said. She giggled a little and added, “It was great enough that we did it four times.”

    I didn’t say anything. All I could think to do was moan. In that moment I felt like my entire body was awash in arousal. I swear I could feel it from head to toe. As a result, I was having a little trouble thinking clearly, not that I minded.

    “The first time was frantic, in the best way possible. I’d spent the whole ride home sucking his cock and we were both out of our minds with desire. He didn’t bother taking his pants off. I just put a condom on his cock, pulled aside my panties, and got on my back on his couch. All I cared about was having his cock inside me.”

    “Did it feel good?” I asked.

    Naomi smiled and stroked me a little faster. My precum was providing more than enough lube and the sound of her wet fingers moving up and down my cock was intoxicating.

    “It felt indescribably good. It was perfect, baby. I think it was the anticipation, to be honest. It was spending the week thinking about him. It was knowing exactly how big and beautiful his cock was from our first date. It was being so desperate for him while we danced. When he moved between my legs, I honestly felt like I’d never wanted anything more than I wanted his cock inside me.”

    As you might imagine, hearing that from my wife while she was stroking my cock was powerfully arousing. I wasn’t really aware of it in the moment, but she was flawlessly making my cuckold fantasy a reality. She was describing her desperate desire for another man while giving me a handjob.

    “We both came quickly the first time and I feel like we had a mutual understanding that it wouldn’t be the last time we fucked, which it wasn’t.”

    I pulled Naomi close for a kiss. Her lips felt impossibly soft against mine and I loved how she moaned into my mouth while her fingers moved up and down my stiff cock.

    “How long was it before you fucked again?”

    “Not long, baby. The first one was so quick that I wanted him inside me again almost immediately. He needed a little time to recover, but I was between his legs with his beautiful cock in my mouth before long,” Naomi said.

    “It lasted a lot longer the second time. I think it was better, to be honest. Now I was getting to know his body, getting to explore what he seemed to enjoy and how he could make me cum the hardest. I know I’m not really a doggystyle person, but it felt so good when he fucked me from behind.”

    I found that particularly thrilling. I know it’s not exactly surprising, but the fact that she enjoyed doing something with Derek that she and I didn’t really do together proved to be really arousing.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Naomi said.

    She’d heard my moan and she must have felt the way my cock throbbed in her hand. It felt like I got harder when she said it.

    “I do,” I admitted.

    Naomi smiled. It felt like a loving, tender sort of look.

    “What?” I said. She wasn’t saying anything.

    “I just think we’re going to have so much fun with this.”

    I couldn’t have agreed more. It was the first time and already I felt like I was floating on a cloud made of pure bliss.

    “I’m close,” I said.

    “I know,” Naomi whispered. “And I want you to cum hard for me. I want you to cum as you think about him fucking me. I want you to cum as you think about him cumming four times while fucking your wife.”

    That was it for me. “Fucking your wife,” is what put me over the top. I pulled Naomi close for a kiss and came hard, just as she wanted. I made a thorough mess on my stomach. It was solid proof of how overwhelmingly pleasurable the evening had been for me.

    “I already made another date with him,” Naomi whispered between kisses on my neck. “I hope that’s okay.”

    “Of course it is,” I said.

    Of course it was. It absolutely was. I couldn’t think of anything better, in fact.
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    At first, Naomi’s relationship with Derek felt almost entirely sexual (at least to me). Their dates largely consisted of going to dinner or for a drink and then going back to his place for quite a bit of sex.

    Naomi was clearly enjoying herself, and it felt to me like a perfect version of the kind of sexual relationship I’d always fantasized about. She would have sex with Derek and then come home and she and I would enjoy some kind of play together. Sometimes we’d have sex, sometimes she’d give me a handjob, sometimes we’d masturbate together.

    It was fairly common for us to incorporate her sexual relationship with Derek into our sex play, even on days when she hadn’t been with him. If we had sex, it would involve plenty of dirty talk about her fucking Derek. It was the same if we masturbated together.

    I would have been delighted if things stayed that way forever, but in hindsight it’s not at all surprising that they couldn’t. I mean, the whole thing started with someone asking Naomi on a date, not asking her to fuck. It was the same with Derek. He wasn’t a stunt cock. They weren’t just meeting up for sex. They were going on dates, even if those dates with often fairly short.

    All of that is a way of saying that I really shouldn’t have been surprised at a conversation that Naomi and I had roughly a month after her first date with Derek. I was a little surprised by it, but I shouldn’t have been.

    It was a Saturday afternoon. Naomi was scheduled to go on a date with Derek that night. It was a beautiful day, so she and I were on a walk through our neighborhood. We were going to have a little picnic at a nearby park.

    As we strolled, Naomi took my hand in hers and said, “Honey, there’s something we need to talk about.”

    I could tell right away that she had something weighty on her mind. “What is it?” I asked.

    “It’s about me and Derek.”

    We kept walking as we talked. I squeezed her hand gently and said, “Is everything okay between the two of you?” I honestly wasn’t sure what she was getting at. Did she want to stop seeing him? Had something happened on their last date that she didn’t tell me about?

    “It’s great…which is what I wanted to talk about,” Naomi said as she squeezed my hand.

    I was genuinely confused at that point. If everything was great, what was there to talk about?

    “Okay. Well, I’m not really sure what’s going on, but you can talk to me about anything,” I said as I looked over at her. I saw what seemed an awful lot like genuine worry on her face. Again, I was utterly confused.

    “Well, the thing is, and this hasn’t really happened yet, but I know that if I keep seeing Derek that I’m going to develop…feelings for him, I guess is the best way to say it.”

    We reached a grassy, shaded spot in the park as Naomi spilled what had been worrying her. I’ll admit, it worried me a little too as she said it.

    “So, you’re saying that you feel like you might fall in love with Derek if you keep seeing him?” Honestly, I was thinking that I was going overboard when I said that. I thought I was going right for the worst possible scenario.

    “Well, yeah, I guess that’s what I’m saying,” Naomi said as we sat on the blanket and I pulled out the food and drinks we’d brought.

    “I mean, he’s my boyfriend, right? That’s what happens when you have a boyfriend that you like and that you date for a long time.”

    It was hard to argue with the underlying truth of what she was saying. Falling in love was a natural outcome of dating someone, at least in most cases. This felt a little different, of course.

    “So…why are you bringing this up?” I asked.

    Naomi smiled and took my hand in hers. She kissed me softly. Her lips felt impossibly soft and sexy against mine. 

    “I want to be totally up front with you,” she said. “I want you to know what might happen if Derek and I continue to date. We’ll absolutely continue to have great sex and you and I will continue to have lots of naughty fun, but there’s a very good chance that I’ll develop feelings for Derek, feelings that could complicate things in a way you might not enjoy.”

    I thought about the naughty fun we’d had together. I thought about how overwhelmingly powerful the orgasms I’d enjoyed since she started dating Derek had been. I thought about how sex with her was so much hotter since Derek first fucked her. I thought about how many days of my life had become infused with this kind of irresistible sense of arousal.

    “Would you want to see someone else if you stopped seeing Derek?” I asked. I was fairly certain I knew what the answer would be, but I wanted to see if there was any way around what seemed like the inevitable conclusion of our conversation.

    “I probably would, but I don’t think the outcome would be any different, and if I’m being honest, I don’t want to date a bunch of guys for a month or two. I just wouldn’t be able to get past how slutty that would make me feel.”

    That’s what I figured she would say. Naomi wasn’t the kind of woman that was going to become a wanton cuckoldress that enjoyed sex with lots of different guys. In truth, I’m not sure that’s what I wanted her to be. For me, the longer she was with Derek, the hotter it had gotten. The sex had gotten better each time she was with him and that made my experience as her cuckold so much more arousing.

    “So, do you want to keep seeing Derek?”

    Naomi smiled and then looked down at the grapes she was nibbling on. “I do,” she said.

    I felt my heart pounding. There was no question I was experiencing a form of arousal, though it felt different from the kind that had fueled my recent orgasms.

    “Do you want to develop feelings for Derek?” I asked. My heart pounded harder. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew that I wanted her to answer affirmatively. I also knew that was a little bit crazy.

    Naomi looked up at me. There was this beautiful sense of vulnerability on her face. “I do,” she answered.

    I felt a little lightheaded, but in the best way possible. There was another question on the tip of my tongue, a question I really wanted to ask. I couldn’t believe I wanted to ask it, but it was there. It had to come out.

    “Do you want to fall in love with Derek?” I asked.

    Naomi popped a grape into her mouth and nodded at me. She swallowed the grape and leaned closer. Her hand moved up my leg. I felt my cock stir to life.

    “I do,” she said.

    We were in the middle of the park, but Naomi still grasped my cock through my pants. She wasn’t being overly lewd about it, but anyone that looked over would have known something naughty was going on.

    “Is this smart?” I asked. I was utterly caught up in my lust, but there was still a part of me that was trying to be rational.

    “I don’t know,” Naomi said. She leaned closer and kissed me. It was a beautiful, sensual, romantic kiss. It was everything I wanted in a kiss from my wife.

    We weren’t going to fuck in the park, so eventually we separated and went back to enjoying the snacks we’d brought. We had a picnic just as we’d planned; only now there was something entirely different on my mind.

    “I can’t cuckold you any other way,” Naomi said after we both tried to talk about something else. Clearly, we weren’t destined to distract ourselves from the topic at hand. “I’ve learned that much. The sex is good, but it’s everything else about it, it’s having a relationship with a new person, that is what really drives me wild with desire.”

    She was letting me know that she would be okay with going back to our cuckold-free life, but that if I wanted her to sleep with other people, we were always going to reach the point we were at right now.

    “Does Derek know you feel this way?” I asked. It was the first time I’d really bothered to think about the other man in this equation.

    “He was the one that brought it up.” Naomi smiled. It seemed as though she couldn’t control it.

    “Really?” I said. I felt surprised, though I really shouldn’t have been. Naomi was beautiful, charming, smart, and great in bed. She was everything a man would want in a woman. Of course Derek was developing feelings for her.

    “Yes. It was on our last date. Remember how I said it was at a really romantic restaurant? Well, that was on purpose. He picked it because he wanted to share that despite knowing I was married and that I didn’t have any plans on leaving you, that he was developing feelings for me.”

    I suddenly felt an intense sense of vulnerability. I couldn’t help but worry in a very real way that my desire to be cuckolded could end up in my marriage being over.

    “Do you still feel like you have no plans of leaving me?” I asked.

    Naomi giggled and reached out to grab my hand. “You’re adorable,” she said. “No, honey, I have no plans on leaving you. I really don’t. I have everything I want. Why would I walk away from that?”

    “Do you think Derek understands that?”

    “Well, he says he understands that. If you were in his place, would you understand it?” she asked.

    I tried to think about it, but I honestly couldn’t really imagine myself being in Derek’s place. “I really don’t know. I mean, as long as you don’t have any plans to leave me, there’s really nothing to worry about.”

    Naomi kissed me again. It was less romantic this time. It was lusty and needy. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she openly, eagerly grasped my cock.

    “This picnic has been lovely, honey, but I really need you to fuck me. Do you think we could go home?” she asked.

    I wasn’t about to say no to that.

    
      

    

    We rushed to the bedroom as soon as we got home. We stripped on the way and Naomi eagerly spread her legs in bed. I moved between them and we shared deep, passionate kisses as I gently played with her breasts and she reached between my legs to stroke my cock.

    “Do you want me to keep dating Derek?” Naomi asked as she rubbed the head of my stiff dick around her wet pussy.

    “Yes!” I answered. There was no question that the incredible sense of arousal I was feeling impacted my answer, but I wasn’t lying. In truth, the idea of Naomi developing feelings for Derek appealed to me the moment she mentioned it. I was nervous about it and there was no question it seemed at least a little dangerous, but it was a massive turn-on.

    Naomi guided me into her pussy. She felt wetter than usual. I tried to thrust, but she still had her fingers around the base of my cock.

    She kissed me again. She let more of me inside her. “You’re really okay with sharing every part of me with another man, with me seriously dating Derek?”

    “Yes,” I said. I kissed Naomi feverishly. I tried to fuck her. She maintained her grip on my cock.

    Her free hand moved to my cheek. She caressed it and then held it there. She looked into my eyes.

    “Do you want me to fall in love with him?” she asked.

    It was the first time she’d asked that. It was the first time I’d been called upon to directly confront that. I’d asked her if she wanted to fall in love with Derek, but Naomi hadn’t turned it around on me.

    In truth, I didn’t think about it much in the moment. My answer was purely instinctual. “Yes!” I said. I was emphatic about it because when she asked me the question I felt a kind of arousal I’d genuinely never experienced before. It was a head to toe kind of thing. It was so overpowering I likely would have fallen to my knees if I was standing. To me, that was my body answering for my brain. That was me inherently knowing it’s what I wanted. It was my purest reaction, the truth minus all the other considerations.

    Naomi released my cock and I began to fuck her immediately. I was too turned on to make love to her. She didn’t seem to mind, either.

    As I fucked my wife, I couldn’t stop thinking about her question and my answer. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that I absolutely wanted her to fall in love with Derek. I had no way of knowing if it would happen or what it might be like when it happened, but I wanted it.

    I wanted to be a different kind of cuckold than I’d always imagined. That’s what surprised me the most. I wanted my wife to fall in love with another man. I wanted her to date him. I wanted her to develop deep, beautiful feelings for him. I wanted to experience all of it as her husband. I didn’t want to lose her, I just wanted to be there for the intense, thrilling part of a new relationship. I didn’t really understand any of it outside of the fact that I was hugely turned on.

    All of that was on my mind as I climaxed inside Naomi mere moments after her orgasm. It turns out we were both quite aroused on at the prospect of her developing feelings for Derek.
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    After our “talk,” Naomi fully embraced being Derek’s girlfriend. It wasn’t like she immediately declared her love for him – she’d been perfectly clear that she was developing feelings for him and had a suspicion they would become more significant – but she did start to act more like she was pursuing a genuine long-term relationship with him.

    Despite knowing that we were potentially playing with fire, I couldn’t help but find it all rather exciting. In truth, it enhanced what had already been exciting. As you know, I rather enjoy watching Naomi get ready for a date with Derek. Well, that got so much hotter when I knew her date was about more than getting fucked. Watching her carefully select a dress or style her hair was so much more arousing.

    Every little relationship milestone between her and Derek felt exceptionally arousing. I know it might sound crazy, but I couldn’t help but get enormously aroused every step of the way.

    We reached one of those milestones on a Friday night. I was watching Naomi get ready for a date with Derek. She’d gone with a more casual look than usual, though she was still gorgeous in a short, colorful sundress and a pair of flats. Her hair was wavy and she wore almost no makeup. She still looked breathtaking, of course.

    “What’s with all the stuff?” I asked as I watched Naomi pack a larger bag than usual.

    “I’m spending the night at Derek’s,” she said.

    She hadn’t yet done that. She’d come home awfully late a few times, but this was the first time she’d be coming home the next morning. Not surprisingly, I found the idea enormously exciting.

    “Really?” I said, though my voice was more lusty than questioning.

    Naomi turned and smiled at me. “You like that, don’t you?”

    It had been almost two months since she’d started dating Derek and we’d both long since come to terms with the idea that I absolutely loved her being with another guy.

    “I love it,” I said.

    I did love it. There was a part of me that was a little sad, too. It wasn’t often that Naomi and I spent the night in separate beds. Still, if it had to happen, this was unquestionably the best way for it to happen.

    Naomi packed a change of clothes along and said, “He’s taking me out to brunch in the morning. I’ll come home after that, okay?”

    “Of course,” I said.

    “Oh, and there’s one more thing,” Naomi said as she moved closer.

    I could see a hint of concern in her eyes. Whatever she was about to say, she wasn’t sure how I was going to react. There was a time when it would have worried me. I didn’t feel worried, though. Mostly, I felt intrigued.

    Naomi took my hands in hers and said, “Derek and I are going to start having unprotected sex.”

    As you might imagine, I was hit with an immediate and incredible sense of lust as she shared her very naughty little detail.

    “He got tested last week and he’s clean, of course. I’m the only woman he’s sleeping with, and since I’m on the pill we both decided it was time,” Naomi continued.

    Naomi reached down and played with my cock, which had grown half hard without being touched. We hadn’t really talked about Derek cumming inside her, but obviously I loved the idea. It was so sexy.

    As her fingers stroked me through my pants, Naomi leaned in and whispered, “You like that another man is going to cum inside me tonight, don’t you?”

    I swear, I almost came. It was the way she delivered the naughty line and the exceptional lust in her voice that thrilled me beyond words.

    “I do,” I whispered in response. “I can’t even tell you how much I like it.”

    “Don’t worry,” Naomi said softly. “You don’t have to tell me, baby. I know what my husband likes. I know what you need.”

    It had been obvious for quite some time that Naomi was on board with my fantasy, but that was the first time she’d talked like that about it, like she was considering my needs along with hers as her relationship with Derek evolved. It made me think that part of her desire to have Derek cum inside her was because she knew I’d find it exceptionally arousing.

    “You’re welcome to masturbate tonight, but it might be even more exciting for you if you wait until tomorrow. I think we could have some very naughty fun together,” Naomi said as she released my cock and gathered her things.

    “That sounds wonderful,” I said, though I honestly wasn’t sure if I could resist masturbating. I knew I’d have trouble thinking about anything other than Naomi and Derek having unprotected sex, likely more than once.

    Naomi then gave me a long kiss and departed for her boyfriend’s house.

    
      

    

    I won’t lie, it was a long night. I somehow managed to hold off on masturbating, though I did play with my cock a little bit here and there. It just felt too good. I’d close my eyes and imagine Derek fucking my wife without a barrier between them. I’d imagine him filling her with cum as Naomi wrapped her legs around him and urged him to release his seed inside her.

    I didn’t cum, though. I wanted to save that for when Naomi got home. I wanted whatever fun she had in mind to be as arousing as possible.

    It was a little after 11 a.m. when I received a message from Naomi. It was a picture of her and Derek at brunch. They were sitting next to each other with their food in front of them and they were sharing a kiss while she took a selfie.

    There was so much about it that triggered my particular brand of cuckold lust. They looked very much like a real couple on a date, which they were. The kiss was flirty and fun. They’d chosen to sit next to each other instead of across from each other, which people often do when they’re first falling for each other. They just wanted to be close.

    I wondered if Naomi had taken the picture specifically so she could send it to me, or if she’d snapped it because she wanted a memento of a really nice date with Derek and it just happened to carry the extra benefit of being useful for teasing and arousing me. I also couldn’t help but wonder if she had Derek’s cum inside her as they sat at brunch. There was absolutely nothing to indicate that, of course, but I still thought about it.

    All of if left me rather aroused, which must have been her overall purpose in sending the picture. She wanted to tease her husband (in a good way) while she was on a date with her boyfriend. It honestly felt perfect.

    It also fueled by my fantasies and desires for the next three hours, as Naomi didn’t get home until a little after 2 p.m. She came through the door with a gorgeous smile on her face and a beautiful bounce in her step.

    As had happened so often since she started dating Derek, Naomi jumped into my arms and kissed me after getting home. I loved that she seemed so overjoyed to see me. It always helped to reassure that we weren’t destroying our marriage and that we might have been strengthening it.

    “How was your night?” Naomi asked.

    “Torturous,” I answered, “but in the best way possible. How was yours?”

    “Incredible in every way,” she answered before kissing me again. “My morning was incredible too. Everything was incredible.”

    I hadn’t seen her in such a good mood in a long time. It was wonderful.

    “Come,” she said while walking towards the bedroom. “I take it that you managed not to masturbate?”

    “That’s right,” I said as we walked into the bedroom.

    Naomi hopped into the bed and spread her legs. She pulled up here dress and revealed a pair of blue cotton panties with an obvious wet spot.

    “Is that?” I asked.

    “It is,” she said.

    Derek’s cum was leaking out of her. For a few moments I couldn’t do anything but stare at it. It was genuinely mesmerizing.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Naomi said.

    I looked up at her and saw the broad, beautiful smile on my wife’s face. I saw that she really did think it was beautiful that her boyfriend had cum inside her.

    “The sex was even better, honey,” Naomi continued. “I came even harder knowing that he was going to cum inside me. I can’t really explain it, but it felt so much better. It was the same way for him.”

    I snapped out of my lust-fueled state and moved on top of my wife. I was still dressed, but only because I wanted to prolong the pleasure a bit. I wanted to hear a little about the fun she’d had, because I knew once I plunged into her pussy I wasn’t going to last long.

    “So I guess he came inside you more than once,” I said before leaning down and kissing Naomi’s neck.

    Her hand moved to the back of my head and ran through my hair as she moaned. Her legs wrapped gently around me.

    “Three times last night and twice today,” Naomi said, “and each time it was incredible.”

    I was always amazed and aroused at the volume of sex Naomi had with Derek. She and I had never really gone more than twice in a day, and they routinely fucked three or four times in a single evening.

    This was unquestionably hotter. They hadn’t just had sex five times. Derek had cum inside my wife five times. He’d released five loads of his semen inside her body. Contemplating it as I kissed her neck and rubbed my crotch into hers was an arousing experience on par with few I’d ever had before.

    “He wants me to start spending the night more often, honey,” Naomi said before pulling my lips to hers for a long tongue kiss.

    She wasn’t asking permission. She was telling me that she was going to be spending more time with Derek because she knew I’d find it arousing.

    “How often?” I asked between kisses.

    Naomi’s hands grasped my ass and she gave it a good squeeze. She closed her legs tighter around me and we dry humped like teenagers. In the moment it felt impossibly sexy.

    “At least once a week,” Naomi answered me.

    At first I felt an uncomfortable sense of jealousy. Once a week seemed like a lot, and she was clearly leaving the door open for it to be more than once a week. At the same time, it was exceptionally hot.

    “Is that going to be okay?” Naomi asked as she unzipped my pants and reached inside them to pull out my cock. “Are you going to be okay with me spending a lot more time with my boyfriend?”

    Despite the fact that she’d been dating Derek for two months, it never ceased to arouse me when she called him her boyfriend. Every time it was thrilling. I always took that as a strong confirmation of just how much of a cuckold I was.

    I groaned as she stroked my cock. It felt impossibly good. “Yes, that’s okay. It’s wonderful, in fact,” I answered.

    Naomi released my cock for a moment to pull aside her panties. We kissed as she wrapped her fingers around my erection once more. She rubbed the head around the entrance to her body.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked before kissing me again. She wanted me to have to wait to answer. She wanted to tease me a little more, both with her tongue dancing in my mouth and the way she was rubbing me over her perfect, wet, cum-filled pussy.

    “Yes, desperately,” I answered when Naomi released my lips from hers.

    “Even though you know I’m filled with another man’s cum?” she asked.

    Naomi knew that would only make me want to fuck her more. She was playing with me, and she was doing it perfectly.

    “Especially because you’re filled with another man’s cum,” I answered. It was the absolute truth. I was exceedingly turned on because she had Derek’s cum inside her. I wanted to feel it. I wanted sloppy seconds.

    “You don’t mind using his cum as lube?” Naomi asked.

    It felt like such a naughty thing to say. It was spectacularly vivid, that’s for sure. I couldn’t help but imagine her pussy being completely filled with Derek’s cum as my cock slid inside her. I imagined her cunt welcoming me and my dick swimming in another man’s seed as I fucked her.

    “I want to,” I answered. There was no point in being anything other than completely honest. I wanted to use another man’s cum as lube while I fucked my wife.

    Naomi smiled, guided my cock inside her wet pussy, and kissed me. Despite my insane sense of lust, I took my time. I let my cock bottom out in my wife’s cum-filled cunt. I enjoyed the obvious sensation of someone else’s semen inside her. There was no question it was different. I could absolutely feel it, and the idea that it was Derek’s load only made it that much hotter.

    It was far wetter than usual, which was no surprise. There was less friction, too, but that didn’t stop it from being intensely pleasurable. I was so worked up that I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I came.

    “Fuck, Naomi, your pussy feels so good,” I said between low, lusty moans.

    “You mean my cum-filled pussy?” she asked as her hands grasped my ass and pulled me closer. “Add your cum to his, honey. Add your cum to Derek’s,” she encouraged me.

    At that point I couldn’t hold back. At Naomi’s urging I came inside her. The notion that I was the second man to cum inside her that day was more than enough to make it a genuinely mind-bending orgasm.

    When it was over my mind was awash in pure cuckold joy. It was almost perfect. There was just one little thing that bothered me.

    “You didn’t cum, did you?” I asked.

    Naomi smiled as she ran her fingers through my hair. “I’ve already had four orgasms today, honey. I don’t need another.” She kissed me softly.

    I believed her, but it didn’t stop me from feeling a little insecure. Derek had made her cum four times. I hadn’t made her cum once. It deepened my sense of being a cuckold, but it did worry me a little.

    Despite that worry, I was overjoyed with the experience. Naomi’s first unprotected sex with Derek had been a resounding success and I’d enjoyed a great orgasm as a result. All told, I couldn’t wait for where our journey was going to take us next.
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    Sometimes, I’m not as observant as I’d like to be. I’ll give you an example. This happened about three months into Naomi’s relationship with Derek. She’d given me a list of things to get at the drug store. It was all the basics. Toilet paper, Advil, Band-Aids, etc.

    She’d also put condoms on the list. I bought those condoms without thinking about it. In fact, I found it kind of thrilling to buy them.

    It wasn’t until I was driving home that I realized Naomi no longer had any need for condoms. She’d been having unprotected sex with Derek for a month and I didn’t wear condoms. I was genuinely befuddled.

    When I got home, the condoms were the first thing I pulled out of the bag. I gave Naomi a questioning look and asked, “What are these for? Are you going off the pill?”

    That was literally the only reason I could come up with. Nothing else made any sense. Of course, Naomi had a perfectly good reason.

    She patted the couch cushion next to her, inviting me to sit down. She had a sweet, almost sympathetic look on her face.

    “I was going to tell you about this tonight,” Naomi said as I sat down next to her. “But there’s no sense in making you wait.” She took my hand, looked into my eyes, and said, “The condoms are for you, honey.”

    “Wait, what?” I asked. I was genuinely surprised, though in hindsight it made some sense. Why else would she have had me buy condoms?

    “I know this might feel like a lot to take in, but I want Derek to be the only man that gets to cum inside me,” Naomi explained.

    It felt like she’d dropped a bit of a bomb, honestly, but it wasn’t all bad. I mean, it felt like the kind of thing a wife might say to her cuckold husband. She was dating Derek, after all. They were far more than fuck buddies, so despite being surprising, it didn’t strike me as being entirely unreasonable.

    “Was this your idea?” I asked.

    “Sort of,” Naomi said. She smiled and looked away from me. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about Derek, about some lovely moment they’d had or some conversation I hadn’t been a part of. I felt genuinely jealous.

    When she turned back to me, Naomi said, “Derek brought it up, but not in a demanding way. He just said that he felt a little weird knowing that you were also cumming inside me.”

    “Oh. Well, I guess I can see that,” I said. For me it obviously wasn’t weird. I’d been gleefully cumming inside Naomi whenever she would let me for the last month. Honestly, the fact that Derek’s cum was inside her with such frequency made it a whole lot hotter for me. I could see why Derek, who definitely wasn’t a cuckold, would have the opposite experience though.

    “So you’ll be okay wearing condoms from now on?” Naomi asked.

    I know it might sound a little crazy, but I felt like intense kind of love for my wife in that moment. Mostly it was because she seemed completely on board with what had been my fantasy and she seemed to be going deeper with it without even knowing it. After all, I’d read about cuckolds being denied the ability to cum inside their wives.

    “Honestly, it seems kind of hot,” I said.

    Now it was Naomi’s turn to look surprised. “Really?” It seemed like she was surprised by my seeming arousal at what was absolutely a form of denial.

    “Yeah,” I answered. “It’s kind of hard to explain, I guess, but there’s a part of me that finds it kind of arousing to know that someone else is getting to enjoy something with you that I’m not getting to enjoy.”

    I saw this flash of lust on Naomi’s face. I don’t know if it was because she felt the same way, if she was thinking about having sex with Derek, or if she really liked that I seemed to be aroused by what she wanted to do with her boyfriend, but she was full of desire regardless.

    “So, it doesn’t bother you that as long as I’m with Derek your cock isn’t going to feel my pussy without a layer of latex between us,” Naomi said.

    She didn’t just say it flatly, though. There was absolutely lust in her voice. She was playing with me. She was trying to turn me on.

    “No, it doesn’t,” I answered. I could feel the desire between my legs. I was in that place where I wasn’t sporting a throbbing erection but I was absolutely turned on in a crazy kind of way.

    Naomi moved closer and gave me an impossibly soft kiss. Her lips gently brushed against mine for just a second. It was perfect.

    “You don’t mind that you’re going to have to cum in a condom and that Derek is going to cum inside me?” she whispered.

    Naomi’s hand moved between my legs and grasped my half hard cock as I said, “I think I like it.”

    She spread her legs, grabbed my hand, and guided it to her pussy. I pressed my fingers against her panties. I could feel the intense heat emanating from her.

    Naomi looked at me as she continued to play with my cock and said, “I think I like it too.”

    I pulled aside her panties and pushed two fingers inside her. She was soaking wet. There was no doubt she liked it. She was probably thinking about Derek, too, but she was exceptionally turned on.

    I wanted to have sex. I wanted to put on a condom and fuck my wife with protection for the first time in years. I was certain we were going to. Naomi seemed so immensely aroused that I was certain she wouldn’t be able to resist.

    Then her phone rang. Her gaze turned to the coffee table. Derek’s name was on the screen. Her boyfriend was calling.

    Naomi smiled at me and reached for her phone. “Hey you,” she said in an exceptionally sensual voice.

    Derek was out of town for a week. They’d been talking almost every day and texting constantly. I figured this was their scheduled time for the day. I silently cursed my bad luck, though I couldn’t help but smile a little. My wife’s scheduled phone call with her boyfriend had gotten in the way of my sex life. There was a part of it that seemed utterly absurd, too.

    “Actually, I already talked to him,” Naomi said.

    I looked at her. I didn’t know that Derek had been aware of the conversation Naomi was going to have with me, though it wasn’t the least bit surprising. Of course he knew. They’d talked about it.

    Naomi smiled as our eyes locked. “Yes, he’s okay with it.”

    Derek said something that made Naomi smile. Part of me wished he was on speaker phone so I could be part of the entire conversation.

    “Yes, you’re the only one that gets to cum inside me now.”

    Again Naomi smiled, only this time I was certain I detected a little bit of lust behind her smile. I decided to see if she was willing to let me have a little fun. I reached up under her dress, pulled off her panties, and got on my knees between her legs.

    Naomi reached down and guided me to her pussy, as I was hoping she would. I loved that I could see the wetness of her arousal and I felt a remarkably strong desire to taste her and to hear that beautiful moan of pleasure.

    “Take your cock out for me, baby,” Naomi said.

    She wasn’t talking to me, though. It was the first time I’d ever heard her refer to Derek in that kind of way. I wasn’t usually present for their conversations and I found it thrilling to hear her refer to him as “baby.”

    “Stroke it for me. Stroke it for me and think of my pussy. Think of the pussy you love so much,” Naomi said to her boyfriend.

    I licked her pussy eagerly as Naomi talked to her boyfriend. I imagined his big cock sliding into her pussy. I imagined him cumming inside her. I thought about how I was now forbidden from doing so and I honestly couldn’t help but feel an exceptionally powerful kind of arousal.

    “Are you hard for me, baby?” Naomi said to Derek.

    She moaned at his answer. She was moaning for him. She was trying to make him feel good by expressing her desire for him.

    “I wish you were here. I wish I could feel you inside me. You have no idea how badly I miss you,” Naomi whispered in a low, lusty voice.

    For me, this was an entirely different experience. Naomi and I had fooled around while she talked about loving sex with Derek, of course, but actually hearing her express her desires to him felt like something else entirely. Honestly, it was so much more exciting.

    While I felt like masturbating, I resisted. I concentrated on licking my wife’s pussy. I licked her pussy while she was thinking about another man inside her.

    “Yeah? You want to see my lips around your cock? Of course I would, baby. A good girlfriend is happy to suck her man’s cock, after all,” Naomi said.

    I can’t tell you how hot it was to listen to Naomi talk like that. I mean, it was the most incredible thing in the world. Everything about it was intense. She was talking about going down on him. She was talking about how she wanted to be a good girlfriend for him (that was probably the hottest part for me).

    “Can you feel my lips on your cock, baby? Can you feel me doing that thing with my tongue that you love? Can you feel me sucking on your big dick while I look up at you?”

    I loved that Naomi apparently did something special when she went down on Derek. I wondered if it was something she’d done for me before or if it was something she’d come up with just for him. I kind of liked the idea that it was the latter.

    “I’m so wet for you, Derek,” Naomi said as she looked down at me. “Fuck me, Derek. Put your perfect cock inside me and fuck me. Fill me. Make me cum.”

    I continued my tongue’s rhythmic massage of my wife’s clit. It wasn’t lost on me that she was moaning for another man and thinking about that man fucking her while I was busy between her legs. I was going to make her cum, but she was imagining Derek’s cock buried inside her.

    “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Naomi cried out. She was close. “Cum inside me, baby! Cum inside me!”

    Derek groaned loud enough that I could hear it. He was cumming. Seconds later, Naomi climaxed too. She grabbed my head and held it between her legs as her thighs trembled.

    Afterwards, Naomi gently pushed me away. I rested on my knees and looked up at her. She had this beautiful look on her face, like she was in a place of perfect pleasure.

    “That was incredible, baby,” Naomi said. She was looking at me, but she was talking to Derek. I found it exceptionally hot.

    “I know. It’s just a few days. I can’t wait to see you again.” Again she was looking right at me. I felt a fairly strong urge to look away, like I was experiencing an intimate moment meant for just two people, but I couldn’t. I don’t think she wanted me to, either.

    “I love you,” Naomi said.

    It was the first time I’d heard her say it to him. My immediate reaction was intense. It was a strange mixture of desire, jealousy, and anxiety.

    Naomi put her phone on the coffee table and looked at me. Neither of us said anything. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction. I had no idea what she saw on my face. It could have been so many different emotions.

    Naomi opened the box of condoms and pulled one out. She still hadn’t said anything, but I took the hint and stripped. Once I was naked, she pulled me closer and tore open the condom wrapper. She gently rolled it down my cock and looked up at me before lying on the couch and spreading her legs.

    I moved on top of her and Naomi reached down and guided me into her pussy. “I love you too,” she said.

    In the moment, it felt like the perfect thing to say. She was calming my nerves while reminding me that she’d just told Derek she loved him.

    Naomi’s pussy was wet enough that I honestly couldn’t feel much as I slowly fucked her. There was no question the sensations were less pleasurable with a condom on, but the lack of skin to skin contact was tempered by the cuckold thoughts raging in my head.

    I thought about how Derek wasn’t going to be using condoms. I found genuine pleasure in that, which made my cock throb and brought me closer to a climax. It was a little humiliating to think about, but that seemed to add to my lust.

    I kept thrusting into Naomi as I looked into her eyes and asked, “You’re really in love with him?”

    I know it seems like nitpicking, but I wanted confirmation. I wanted to hear her say that she was in love with him, not just that she loved him. It seems like a small difference, but she could have been saying “I love you,” because he said it to her first and she didn’t want him to feel bad.

    “Yes, honey. I’m in love with Derek,” Naomi said as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me closer. Her hands found the back of my head and pulled my lips to hers for a slow kiss.

    It was all too much. I came in the condom. Even thinking about the fact that I was cumming in a condom instead of inside my wife was arousing. It was like a perfect storm of pleasure, though there was a healthy dose of anxiety mixed in too.

    In the immediate aftermath of my orgasm, I couldn’t help but consider how absurd the whole evening was. My wife had informed me I wouldn’t be allowed to cum inside her anymore. Then I’d gone down on her while she had phone sex with her boyfriend. Then I listened as she told another man she loved him. Then I fucked her and came the moment she confirmed she was, in fact, in love with that other man.

    It wasn’t lost on me that most men would have found the whole thing horrifying. I didn’t, though. There was absolutely a sense of anxiety, jealousy, and plenty of worry in the days that would come. Of course there was. There was plenty of arousal, too. There was lots of good sex, too. It was incredible.
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    After sharing that she’d fallen in love with Derek, Naomi was wonderfully sensitive towards my potential feelings on the matter. She checked in almost daily to make sure I was still okay with everything and I got the impression that she would break it off with him if I felt as though things had gone too far.

    The truth was, I couldn’t help but feel an almost constant sense of desire. I knew that there was a certain kind of danger at the core of my desire. After all, the thing that thrilled me was that my wife had fallen in love with another man. She still slept in our bed most nights and she and I still shared physical intimacy, so it wasn’t like she was leaving me for him. There was just something about the notion that she’d developed deep emotional feelings for him that I really liked.

    It was a few weeks after she’d told me of her love for Derek that I began a line of inquiry that led to a rather delightful evening for me.

    It began with a simple question. “Have you ever considered inviting Derek to spend the night here?” I asked as Naomi and I laid in bed one evening.

    “At our house?” Naomi said as she rolled over and draped her arm across my chest. “I’ve considered it, yes. I haven’t asked, though. He hasn’t brought it up either. I kind of figured it was something we were both leaving unsaid.”

    “Would you like him to spend the night here?” I asked her as I ran my fingers up the soft skin of her arm.

    “Would you?” Naomi shot back with a sense of genuine surprise in her voice.

    I rolled onto my side and took a moment to marvel at how beautiful my wife was before gathering my thoughts.

    “I’ve thought about it quite a bit, to be honest, and yes, I’d love it if you asked Derek to spend the night with you in our bed. I don’t know that I could fully explain it, but the idea of being in the guest bedroom while your boyfriend is in here with you is really hot to me.”

    Naomi smiled and caressed my cheek. Her touch felt exquisite.

    “Derek doesn’t seem to have any problem with the fact that I’m married, but he’s not really into participating in turning you on, if you know what I mean. I don’t think he’d be okay with you watching us have sex, for instance.”

    That didn’t come as a surprise to me, but it wasn’t what I wanted. To me, the thrill was in simply knowing that Naomi was sleeping in our bed with another man.

    “I know,” I said. “I’m totally okay with that. In fact, there’s a chance I’d find it even more thrilling if I didn’t get to watch. I feel like there would be something so irresistibly sexy in knowing that you’re making love to another man in the next room and I just have to lie in the guest bed and listen.”

    Naomi smiled. I wasn’t sure if she fully understood what I found so arousing about her having a boyfriend, but I loved that she never seemed to judge my desires. If anything, she happily went along with them.

    “So, would you be okay with mostly staying out of our way if I invited Derek to spend the night? I see us cuddling up on the couch and watching a movie together, maybe with some food and wine. Kind of like a date night at home before we adjourn to the bedroom. I don’t know if he’d stay for breakfast in the morning, but he might.”

    “So, would you want me to just stay in the guest bedroom as soon as he came over?” I asked.

    “No, you wouldn’t need to be invisible. Think of it like you’re my roommate instead of my husband. If we were roommates and my boyfriend was coming over, you might shake his hand real quick and then you’d probably just go about your business while he and I spent the night together, right? It’s not like you’d sit down and have dinner with us when you know we’re trying to have a little romantic time together, right?”

    It struck me as the perfect way to explain it. I also found it kind of thrilling. I didn’t want to actually become her roommate, but the idea of being relegated to that status for a night while Derek became the man that enjoyed all of her romantic affection was actually pretty hot.

    “I can definitely do that,” I said.

    Naomi kissed me softly and smiled. “It would be perfectly normal for a roommate to take a few trips to the kitchen for a snack, and maybe you’d happen to see us snuggled up on the couch or indulging in a bit of kissing. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?”

    The whole idea was exciting to me. I loved the idea of catching a glimpse of Naomi making out with her boyfriend as I strolled by the living room. Even seeing her snuggled with him on our couch seemed impossibly hot.

    I kissed her and let my lips linger against hers for a spell. It felt so good. “That would be more fun than you can possibly know,” I whispered.

    Naomi’s hand disappeared under the covers and between my legs. She found my hard cock and rubbed it through my underwear.

    “I think I have some idea of how much this excites you,” she said.

    I kissed her again and Naomi freed my cock to stroke me. Her grip was soft and her fingers felt utterly perfect as she offered me pleasure.

    “Get a condom,” she said.

    I reached into the nightstand and grabbed a condom while Naomi pulled off her panties and tossed aside the sheets.

    “Here, give it to me,” she said.

    I handed Naomi the condom and she carefully tore it open as I crawled closer. She grabbed my cock and gave the head a quick kiss before looking up at me.

    “We’ve got to wrap him up. After all, only one man gets to cum inside me,” she said while covering my stiff cock in the condom. “And you’re not that man, are you?”

    I can’t tell you how erotic I found that little bit of teasing. I felt this incredible sense of desire spread through my loins. It was damn near overpowering.

    “You’re the best wife ever,” I said. It was silly, but it was absolutely true.

    Naomi giggled and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and said, “Fuck me.”

    I did just that. I fucked my wife as I imagined Derek sleeping in our bed while I was in the guest room. I imagined them having date night at our house. I imagined acting like her roommate. I imagined her and Derek making love in our bed.

    I managed to hold off long enough for Naomi to cum. Moments later I spilled my load into the condom and collapsed on top of my wife.

    “You’re incredible,” I said.

    “So are you,” she replied as her hands moved over my back. “I’ll talk to Derek about coming over this weekend. Maybe it won’t be long before another man spends the night in our bed.”

    The idea was impossibly exciting to me. From the tone of her voice, it sounded like Naomi had come around to it too.

    
      

    

    I know it might sound a little weird, but I liked that Naomi dressed casually for her evening with Derek. She still looked sexy as hell, of course, but she was in a pair of jeans (not the skintight kind) and a loose, off the shoulder sweater that looked both impossibly soft and rather fetching on her.

    To me, it signaled that she felt really comfortable with him. She didn’t need to look like a drop dead gorgeous goddess. She did choose a brand new, exceptionally sexy black lace bra and panty set though. That wasn’t the slightest bit surprising, of course.

    When Derek arrived he and Naomi shared a tight embrace and a long, romantic kiss in our foyer. I loved the way she lifted up onto her toes for the kiss and the way her hands moved to the back of his head as their bodies seemed to meld together while their tongues met.

    “I missed you so much,” Naomi said as she ran her hands over Derek’s arms. It had been just a handful of days since she’d seen him, which only made her comment more arousing.

    “I missed you too,” Derek replied with a smile. He clearly liked knowing that Naomi had such strong feelings for him.

    I was introduced to Derek shortly thereafter, though it wasn’t anything more than a handshake and a quick nod. After that, I was expected to act like Naomi’s roommate, which is exactly what I did. I excused myself after shaking his hand and spent the rest of my night doing my best to be inconspicuous while trying to catch as many glimpses of the happy couple as I could.

    Naomi opened a bottle of wine and set an array of snacks out on the coffee table as they snuggled up on the couch and started a movie.

    I managed to watch from down the hall as Naomi pressed her body against his on the couch. It was romantic, and genuinely so. Every little thing she did was a sign of affection for the other man in her life.

    It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I couldn’t stop myself from getting hard as I watched it. I found it legitimately enthralling to see her act like his girlfriend. I thought about slipping into the office or the guest bedroom to masturbate, but that only seemed like it would ruin the fun.

    Mostly, I stayed in the office. I didn’t really do any work. I puttered around online, but I couldn’t tell you anything I looked at. Instead, I was listening.

    I couldn’t really make out anything they were saying. It was just laughter – I think they were watching some kind of romantic comedy – and little snippets of conversation that weren’t loud enough for me to make out any of the words.

    I took more trips to the bathroom than were necessary because that allowed me to get a view down the hallway and into the living room.

    The first time I saw Derek’s arm around Naomi. She was curled up on the couch and they were both staring at the TV. They looked impossibly comfortable together and it seemed like they fit really well. I actually got super jealous when I witnessed that.

    The second time I slipped out they were kissing. It wasn’t a friendly kind of peck on the cheek kiss, either. It was a full on make out session. Which made perfect sense. Of course that’s what they were doing. That was the whole point of him coming over.

    I made a point of walking to the kitchen for that one. I did it quietly – I didn’t want to interrupt, after all – but I got a close up view of my wife passionately kissing another man and it was incredible. If she’d have walked into the kitchen at that moment she would have seen a throbbing erection between my legs.

    I gently opened the refrigerator to pull out a beer and it was moments after I shut it that I heard Naomi say, “I love you, Derek.

    “I love you too, Naomi,” he replied.

    That was an incredible moment. I’ve never felt so much in one short span of time. I’ll admit to feeling nearly overwhelmed with jealousy and that kind of anxiety that I know is so common amongst cuckolds.

    Of course, it was tempered by a significant sense of arousal. It was intense to hear Naomi say it to a man sitting in our living room, to a man she was going to take to our bed that night. I really think that’s what made it so different than when I’d heard her say it on the phone. She wasn’t just saying it, she was acting on it. She’d invited Derek to our home. She was enjoying a casual evening with him. She was making out with him. She was going to sleep with him in our bed.

    It’s hard to describe just how intense the feelings were, but it bordered on overwhelming. For a few moments I couldn’t move. I just stood in the kitchen trying not to topple over. Eventually, I took my beer and walked back to the office.

    It was a little while later that the beer had run through me and prompted a trip to the bathroom. I looked down the hallway and happened to catch a glimpse of Naomi’s head moving up and down in Derek’s lap. It was astonishing. My wife was blowing another man in our living room.

    All I could see was the look of pleasure on his face and the back of her head moving up and down. It struck me as hotter than if I’d been able to see her lips around his cock. I think it’s because it made me focus on the fact that Naomi was eagerly giving him pleasure. Derek was sitting on our couch with my wife’s lips around his cock. She wasn’t thinking about me. She was thinking about him and how badly she wanted to make him feel good.

    I couldn’t just stand there and watch. I knew that wasn’t allowed. I had to pull myself away from it, though. My cock was hard as I stepped into the bathroom and stood over the toilet. I couldn’t stop thinking about Naomi’s head moving up and down and the look of pure, overwhelming joy on Derek’s face.

    Anticipating that Naomi and Derek would soon move to our bedroom, I went to the guest bedroom and left the door open a crack. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to hear them making love, but I wanted to give myself every chance.

    It wasn’t long after that I heard their footsteps. “I want you to make love me,” Naomi said as she walked past the guest bedroom door. I was absolutely certain she timed it purposefully. She wanted me to hear her. I saw it as a kindness, as her giving me a delightfully arousing gift.

    While I certainly would have preferred to watch, I found it thrilling to have to put my imagination to use. At first, I didn’t hear much of anything. Then, I heard the low rumble of Derek’s moans. I assumed Naomi was going down on him again.

    Then her moans, which were a little louder than usual. She was putting on a show for me. I imagined Derek between her legs, licking and fingering Naomi’s pussy to get her all hot and bothered.

    Soon I heard the unmistakable, rhythmic moans of sex. I heard Naomi cry out, “Yes!” numerous times. I heard her absolute, overwhelming desire to have Derek inside her, to have him making love to her in our bed.

    I actually didn’t masturbate much, mostly because I knew that the moment I gave my cock a good stroking I’d cum. I’d never been so turned on in my life. It was a combination of a dozen different things, all of which had concentrated between my legs to drive me absolutely wild.

    As Naomi’s moans grew louder, I knew she was close to cumming. I knew she was letting me know. Then I heard her say, “Cum inside me!” That’s when I grabbed hold of my cock and stroked. I closed my eyes and imagined Derek’s cock pushing in and out of my wife’s pussy. I imagined her arms and legs wrapped tightly around him. I imagined them both lost in their lust.

    When I heard Derek groan and Naomi moan joyfully, I came. I came right along with them. In the immediate aftermath, I couldn’t help but smile at the notion that my wife had just cum on her boyfriend’s cock, he’d just cum inside her, and I’d just cum into a towel in the guest bedroom. I’d truly never felt more like a cuckold.

    It wasn’t my alarm or sunlight streaming through the windows that woke me up in the morning. It was the sound of Naomi making love to her boyfriend once more. It was just as beautiful as the night before.

    Once again lust flooded my body. The simple notion that another man was having sex with my wife in our bed was arousing enough. It wasn’t just another man though. It was her boyfriend. It was someone she was in love with. That made it so much hotter. In fact, I came long before she and Derek finished that morning. I couldn’t hold back. I was far too aroused.

    It was less than an hour later that Naomi popped her head into the guest bedroom and said, “Derek and I are going out for breakfast. I’ll be back in a little while.”

    “See you then,” I said.

    I honestly couldn’t wait for her to get home. It didn’t take long for me to find my desire once more. It thrilled me that they’d woken up, made love, showered together, and headed out for breakfast. It was like they were a real couple. I loved it.
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    I was amazed that Naomi’s desire never seemed to fade. Even after she’d been with Derek she was almost always willing to be with me, too, and she seemed to have no trouble cumming when we were together.

    It’s because of her willingness that I remember the first time she denied me. There wasn’t anything cruel about it; don’t get me wrong. It was actually kind of sweet, and it probably won’t surprise you to know that I ended up finding it kind of arousing.

    It began with a foot massage. We were watching TV and Naomi was wearing a pair of navy blue pajama shorts with lace trim. I don’t think they were designed to be overtly sexy, but I still found them impossibly arousing.

    I started by rubbing her calves. Her skin was smooth and soft and it felt good just to touch her. We were both still watching TV, but Naomi would moan appreciatively every few minutes as I touched her.

    That led to the foot massage. I really like making her feel good and it takes almost no effort to rub her feet, so I figured I would go for it. Not surprisingly, Naomi thoroughly enjoyed it.

    “That feels incredible, honey,” she said at one point.

    That kind of stuff always makes me smile. It’s such a small thing, but I like knowing that I’m responsible for making her feel good in any way.

    The foot rub then extended to moving my hands up her legs. I’d get closer and closer to her crotch and I could see the look of pleasure on her face. I know Naomi well enough to be able to spot arousal when it happens for her, and it was definitely happening as I rubbed her.

    She wasn’t wearing any panties beneath her pajama shorts, so I was able to slip my fingers inside them and tease her pussy a few times. It was enough to confirm that she was quite wet and to help arouse her even more.

    Not surprisingly, all of this made my cock hard. It was foreplay, basically, and it got us both worked up. I figured I would go for it, so I moved in for a kiss. Naomi returned it eagerly and soon we were full-on fooling around.

    I lifted the tank top she was wearing and sucked on her nipples as she moaned and ran her fingers through my hair. She played with my cock through my shorts. I slipped a hand into her shorts and fingered her pussy.

    Then I moved to get up. “Where are you going?” Naomi asked.

    “To get a condom,” I answered.

    It still felt a little weird to have to put on a condom to fuck my wife, but I still found it arousing that Derek was the only man allowed to cum inside her.

    What surprised me was that Naomi stopped me. “No, not tonight,” she said.

    “No condom?” I asked. I knew that probably wasn’t what she meant, but I was hopeful.

    “No, honey,” Naomi said softly. “No sex tonight.”

    I sat on the couch and turned to my wife. She looked impossibly beautiful and my cock still throbbed.

    “Why?” I asked.

    Naomi sat up and rubbed my thigh. She gave me a sweet, sympathetic look and said, “I know this might sound a little crazy, but I’m seeing Derek tomorrow and I want to save myself for him. I want to be all worked up for him, for his body, for his cock.”

    We kissed as Naomi unzipped my shorts and pulled out my dick. Her tongue explored my mouth while her fingers wrapped around my shaft and stroked me.

    Her voice was breathless as she asked, “Is that okay? Would you be okay with a handjob?”

    I nodded and kissed her again. I’m honestly not sure if I would have preferred a lusty, cuckold-fueled handjob or the chance to fuck her. Both seemed like deeply satisfying outcomes in their own way.

    “Wait here,” Naomi said.

    I sat and watched her walk to the bedroom. She returned soon after, having stripped out of her clothes. She was holding a condom in her hand as she sauntered down the hallway with an irresistible, exaggerated sway in her hips.

    I knew she wasn’t going to fuck me, so I wasn’t sure what the condom was for. I was curious to find out, though.

    Naomi placed the condom on the armrest and straddled me. We kissed and then she offered her breasts. I sucked her nipples and listened to my wife moan as she caressed my hair.

    “You don’t mind waiting until after Derek has had me, do you?” Naomi asked.

    There was something about her phrasing that I loved. She was implying that she’d be giving herself to Derek instead of me.

    I looked up at her and smiled. “Is it crazy that I like it?”

    Naomi kissed my forehead and said, “It’s not crazy at all. It just means that you and I perfect for each other.”

    “Do you wish he was here right now?” I asked. “Do you wish you were straddling him? Do you wish you could sink down onto his cock and make love to him on our couch?”

    We didn’t indulge in a great deal of talk like that, but I couldn’t resist. My desire was fueled by her denial in favor of Derek and I wanted more. I wanted to deepen that desire. I wanted to play.

    “Yes,” Naomi whispered as she pulled my head against her chest. I kissed her breasts and groaned. I soaked in the reality that she was on top of me while wishing she was on top of her boyfriend.

    “I wish he was here too,” I said. “I wish he was inside you. I wish I was in the office listening to you moan as he filled you.”

    Naomi kissed me aggressively. It felt like I was igniting her desire with my dirty talk, like I was filling her head with the perfect fantasy and that she wanted Derek inside her as much as I did.

    After the kiss she grabbed the condom and handed it to me. “Put this on,” she said. “It’ll be easier to clean up. Plus, it feels right, doesn’t it? Derek cums inside me and you cum in condoms, right?”

    I tore open the condom wrapped and put it on. I liked the imagery she’d planted in my head. Derek was the one that got to cum inside her. Her boyfriend, whom she was in love with, got to spill his seed in my wife’s pussy and I got to cum in a condom when she gave me permission to enjoy her, which she’d just denied me. I’ll admit, I was thoroughly aroused by the whole thing.

    Naomi climbed off of me and sat on the couch. She wrapped her fingers around my latex-wrapped cock and stroked me.

    “Are you still okay with our arrangement?” she asked. “Are you still okay with Derek cumming in your wife’s pussy?”

    She was probably asking a genuine question, but she delivered it in the lustiest way possible. I could feel her hot breath on my neck as she whispered into my ear. Her choice of words made it impossible to think about anything other than Derek’s cock ejaculating inside my wife.

    “I love it,” I said. “I know it’s crazy, but it turns me on so much.”

    It felt a little crazy to admit it. I had long since accepted that I was thoroughly aroused by Naomi having a boyfriend, but embracing the kinkier elements of it still had an aspect of danger to it. I couldn’t help but feel aroused, though.

    “Mmm, it is wild, isn’t it?” Naomi said before kissing my neck. The softness of her lips sent a shiver down my spine. “My body accepts and absorbs his cum and yours ends up in a condom.”

    “Which ends up in the trash,” I added, finishing her thought. It was a little extreme, but it’s where my mind went. He cums inside her and my cum gets thrown out.

    “I crave him, baby,” Naomi said as she stroked me faster. “My body craves him. My pussy gets wet just thinking about him. I ache for him, for his cock, for his cum inside me.”

    She was putting on a show and she was doing it for me. She was trying to make my orgasm exceptional and she was doing a great job of it. Maybe she felt bad about denying me. Maybe she was just doing what came naturally. I didn’t care. It felt so good.

    “Fuck, Naomi, that feels so good,” I said.

    She moved to her knees and kept stroking me while offering her breast. I kissed the soft, perky flesh and sucked on her nipples.

    “Cum for me, baby. Cum in the condom. Fill it,” she urged me. Her fingers were tight around the head of my cock and she was stroking me with speed and skill.

    I moaned with her nipple in my mouth. I flicked my tongue back and forth over it. Then I came. I came so hard, too. It felt so fucking good. All the naughty cuckold-fueled foreplay made my climax so much better.

    “Thank you,” I said. “That was incredible.”

    “My pleasure,” Naomi said with a smile as she released my cock and sat back on the couch.

    Her legs spread open slightly and I looked between them and saw how wet she was.

    “Do you want to cum?” I asked, essentially offering to go down on her.

    A delightfully naughty smile crossed her face. “No, I want to wait.”

    She wanted to wait. For Derek. For her boyfriend to fuck her. If I hadn’t just cum I might have tried to masturbate again.

    
      

    

    “So, Derek’s birthday is in two weeks and I wanted to do something special for him,” Naomi told me one night over dinner.

    “That makes sense,” I said. It made perfect sense, in fact. They were dating. They were in love. Of course she’d want to do something special for his birthday.

    “Well, I bring it up because what I want to do would involve spending a little bit of money and I wanted to make sure you’d be okay with that.”

    It will come as no surprise that I found the idea of my wife spending money on a special treat for her boyfriend’s birthday was actually kind of arousing. I think she could tell, too, at least if the smile that crossed her face was any indicator.

    “What did you have in mind?” I asked.

    “The Dodgers are playing in the afternoon on his birthday so I was thinking I’d start things off with really good seats to the game. Then I’d surprise him with a night at the Intercontinental Hotel downtown. I figured I’d buy a new lingerie set and spend the night doing anything he wanted.”

    She wasn’t kidding about spending money, though calling it “a little bit” seemed a touch inaccurate. Still, I had no objections to the idea. Ours wasn’t a typical cuckold marriage. Naomi was in a genuine relationship with Derek and that requires a deeper level of commitment.

    “Derek’s a lucky man to have a girlfriend as generous as you,” I said.

    I couldn’t help but smile and Naomi laughed. “So you’re okay with it?”

    “Of course.”

    I wasn’t lying. I was absolutely okay with it. I was jealous, too. I mean, how could I not be? She was going all out for her boyfriend’s birthday in a way she hadn’t gone all out for me in quite some time.

    It made perfect sense, of course. When you first fall in love with someone you tend to feel completely over the moon about them. You’re willing to do anything in the name of their happiness. That’s just how it works. Plus, it often feels more rewarding to do something big and romantic.

    Still, the jealousy was there. She was putting a lot of thought and effort into making Derek feel special. Plus, she was going to do “anything he wanted” that night. What did that mean?

    Let’s fast forward a couple of weeks. It was the day before Derek’s birthday. Naomi had planned everything. She’d bought the Dodgers tickets, she had the hotel room rented, and she’d gone shopping for the lingerie she was going to wear for her boyfriend.

    “So, do you want to see the lingerie I’m going to wear for Derek tomorrow?” she asked as we headed towards the bedroom.

    “I’d love to,” I answered.

    “Good. Why don’t you wait in bed while I change?”

    I watched Naomi disappear into the bathroom with a pile of lacy-looking underwear in her hand. A few minutes later she opened the door and stepped into the bedroom. She looked ravishing in a low cut, semi-sheer navy blue bodysuit with matching stockings.

    “Come here,” Naomi said as she stood in the middle of the room.

    I slid off the bed and walked closer.

    “I figure that soon after we get to the hotel room I’ll slip into the bathroom and change into this naughty little number. I might take some time to do my hair and makeup in a more seductive way, too. Then I’ll step out of the bathroom and inform Derek that I’m his present and that he can do anything he wants with me for as long as he wants. We don’t even have to sleep if that’s what he wants. He can enjoy me all night long.”

    My cock was hard. Naomi looked perfect, her perfume filled the air, and there was obvious lust in her eyes as she thought about what she was going to do with her boyfriend.

    “Then I’m going to undress him,” she said as her fingers slowly undid the buttons of my shirt. “I’m going to show him that all I care about is making him feel good and making sure he has the best birthday possible.”

    Naomi tossed my shirt aside and lifted my t-shirt over my head. She unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down before falling to her knees.

    “Every man loves a blowjob on his birthday, so I’m going to get on my knees, pull down his underwear, and offer him my mouth. Do you think he’s going to like that honey? Do you think Derek is going to want me to suck his cock on his birthday?”

    I nodded. I felt completely caught in Naomi’s seductive web. I remember thinking that Derek was the luckiest guy in the world.

    My dick was hard and I certainly hoped that Naomi would give me a blowjob, but she didn’t. Of course she didn’t. That didn’t surprise me, nor did it disappoint me. If anything it only aroused me more.

    She stood up and kissed me softly before saying, “After I worship his cock I’m going to lead Derek to the bed and ask him how he wants me. How do you think he’ll want me, baby? Do you think he’ll want to fuck me doggystyle? Do you think he’ll want me to get on top and please him with my pussy?”

    I honestly had no idea. I’m sure Naomi had a sense for Derek’s favorite position, but she hadn’t shared it with me.

    “I think he’ll want you in every position,” I said.

    “I certainly hope he does,” she answered.

    Naomi led me to the bed, though she didn’t offer me her body. Instead, she snuggled up next to me and grasped my cock. Her fingers moved up and down my erect shaft, skillful as ever.

    “Are you jealous, baby?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” I said, though it was quickly followed by a loud moan because her hand felt so good as she stroked me.

    “Are you going to be jealous tomorrow night? Is it going to drive you crazy knowing that Derek gets to have me as many times as he wants me and you only get to have your hand?”

    “Yes,” I answered. Of course, that jealousy was going to be tempered by intense arousal.

    “Do you know what else I’m going to offer Derek tomorrow?” Naomi asked as she leaned closer.

    “What?” I asked. I honestly couldn’t think of what else she could give her boyfriend.

    “I’m going to offer him my ass,” she answered.

    I was shocked. We’d never had anal sex. I was under the impression that Naomi had no interest, though I hadn’t really pushed for it. I felt intensely jealous at the idea of her offering it to Derek, though. As far as I knew he would be the first man to have anal sex with her.

    “Anal sex? Really?” I said.

    “I know. It’s not like me, and the truth is, I’m not sure Derek’s going to be interested. I’m going to offer it, though. It’s his birthday, after all, and I know he’ll be gentle.”

    I closed my eyes and pictured Naomi and Derek having anal sex. I imagined it in doggystyle. I imagined her moaning as he took her anal virginity. I imagined her sense of pleasure at giving her boyfriend such a lovely gift.

    “You’re an incredible girlfriend, Naomi,” I said.

    “Yes, I am,” she replied. “I can be an incredible wife, too.”

    “You’re always an incredible wife.”

    Naomi smiled and moved between my legs. “I want you to cum in my mouth,” she said.

    Her lips encircled the head of my cock and she swallowed my length with ease. It was perfect in every way. The pleasure was overwhelming and it wasn’t long before I came hard.

    Naomi swallowed and smiled. “That was yummy,” she said.

    I smiled. I was giddy. It was a fantastic orgasm provided by a wonderful wife. I knew the next day was going to be full of cuckold pleasure as my wife treated her boyfriend to a truly wonderful birthday. I was a lucky man.
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    There have been a lot of memorable moments on our cuckolding journey. Some are big. Some are really small. There’s one particular small moment that really stands out for me.

    It was a Sunday morning. Naomi had gotten home late the night before. She’d been at a party with Derek. She was supposed to be meeting a lot of his friends. It was kind of a big deal, actually, because she was letting Derek introduce her as his girlfriend. She was fully playing the part. That’s not really related to the moment, though.

    I’d gotten up earlier than Naomi, which I’d been expecting. As I said, she was out really late. It’s what happened shortly after she got up that stands out.

    Again, it was a small moment (though it did lead to something bigger). I heard Naomi get up, so I made my way down the hallway and into the bedroom. I managed to get a perfect view into the bathroom, which is when I saw my wife holding her birth control pills.

    That, of course, wasn’t unusual. She took her pill every morning. What was unusual was the way she was holding them. She wasn’t working the pill out of its little place. She was just holding the packet and staring at it.

    I definitely made a bit of a leap, but to me it seemed like Naomi didn’t want to take her pill. It seemed like she was considering just putting the packet back in the medicine cabinet and skipping the day, or going off them entirely.

    I’m not sure how long she stood there and stared at the pills, but it felt like an impossibly long time. It was certainly longer than usual. Eventually, she pushed a pill out of its little holding area and swallowed it.

    I remember feeling a little shaken by it. You can probably guess what I was thinking, right? I mean, how could I not think that Naomi was considering going off the pill so she could have a baby with Derek?

    So, this is a little embarrassing, but I ended up walking back down the hallway and into the living room. I had to. I had an erection. I had an erection because I was thinking about my wife getting pregnant with someone else’s baby and I was embarrassed.

    Naomi always washes her face after she gets up, so I had a little time to recover before she emerged from the bedroom.

    “Good afternoon,” I said with a smile.

    “Oh my gosh, I can’t believe I slept so late,” she said while climbing onto the couch and snuggling up next to me. 

    I put my arms around her and smiled. Her body felt so good next to mine.

    “I take it you had a good night?”

    Naomi turned her head and looked at me. Her smile was all the answer I needed. “It was incredible, honey. Derek’s friends are so nice.” She kind of trailed off, so I added the next part.

    “And the sex was pretty good too?”

    Naomi laughed and kissed my cheek. “The sex is always good, though it did feel especially hot last night.”

    For a few moments there was silence as we snuggled on the couch. Not surprisingly, I was picturing Naomi having sex with Derek. In my head, it was beautiful. There was something a little extra, too, because I’d convinced myself that Naomi was thinking about Derek getting her pregnant. 

    “I missed you last night,” I said.

    I loved the slow, sweet smile that crept across Naomi’s face. She likes that part of cuckolding a lot. She loves that I’m at home pining for her, that I can’t help but think about what she’s doing with another man while wishing I could be there. Usually we enjoy each other in some way when she gets home, but it was just too late for that.

    “I hope it’s okay that I got home so late,” Naomi said. She seemed genuinely apologetic, like she was worried she’d let me down by not getting home before I fell asleep.

    “Of course it is,” I offered as I kissed her forehead. “It really is. The whole point of this is for you to completely cut loose and enjoy yourself, you know? It’s about your pleasure, and mine is found through that. Plus, there was something kind of arousing about imagining you having fun and doing those wonderfully pleasurable things you do with Derek, you know?”

    Something seemed to awaken in Naomi as her hand found its way to my leg and moved up my thigh.

    “It was like I was possessed last night,” she whispered. “I couldn’t get enough of him. That’s why I was late. I just couldn’t leave him. I kept wanting him one more time.”

    Just like that, my mind was flooded with arousal. The combination of Naomi’s fingers on my thigh, her obvious desire for Derek, and the implication that she’d spent her night fucking her boyfriend relentlessly was enough to leave me with a throbbing erection.

    Naomi’s fingers found my cock through my pants and gave it a good squeeze. She stroked me slowly and sensually and whispered, “Is it okay that I stayed late so I could fuck Derek as many times as I wanted?”

    It’s in moments like that one that I fall deeper in love with my wife. I mean, how could I not? She knows exactly what I want and she shows no fear about giving it to me. I loved the idea that she stayed out later than normal because she couldn’t deny herself one more round with her boyfriend.

    “It’s so much better than okay,” I answered.

    Naomi kissed me. It was a vigorous, fully present kiss. Her tongue was active in my mouth, which I have a genuine fondness for. She unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. There was an eager, insistent energy to the way she went after my erection, like she was trying to make up for coming home late by giving me a great orgasm.

    “Did he make you cum hard?” I asked.

    “So hard, baby. So fucking hard. And so many times, too. I lost count. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was and how soon I wanted more of him after each orgasm.”

    She stroked me faster. I closed my eyes and moaned as Naomi’s lips moved from mine to my cheek and neck. She sucked on my flesh a little and ran her tongue over it.

    “I’m too sore to give you my pussy, baby. Do you want my mouth?” she asked.

    It was a sexy question on multiple levels. First, I loved the idea that she’d fucked Derek so many times that she couldn’t take me inside her the next morning. Plus, it was insanely hot to hear her offer her mouth. There was something about it I couldn’t resist.

    “Yes,” I answered, obviously. I’m not going to turn that down.

    Naomi’s head dropped into my lap and I felt her mouth envelope my cock. It was a hit of pure pleasure that was greater than any drug I could have taken. The warmth and wetness coupled with the movements of her tongue and the way she actually sucked on my cock was astonishing.

    You won’t be surprised to know that I came really quickly. I flooded Naomi’s mouth, she swallowed, and then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before heading to the kitchen to pour herself a cup of coffee. I couldn’t move. I just wanted to savor the pleasure of having received a beautiful blowjob from my wife.

    
      

    

    A week later, Naomi emerged from the bedroom with a mildly panicked look on her face.

    “Honey, have you seen my birth control pills?” she asked.

    “I have,” I answered.

    “Why aren’t they in the bathroom?”

    “Because I threw them away,” I said.

    “What?” Naomi said.

    Unsurprisingly, she had a confused look on her face. She didn’t seem angry, though. In that moment, I was almost certain I detected a brief flash of happiness, too.

    “Why did you throw out my birth control pills?”

    “Because you don’t need them anymore,” I said.

    Naomi hadn’t yet moved from her place in the hallway. I hadn’t gotten up from my spot on the couch, either.

    “What are you saying?” she asked.

    I could see her face. I could see that she knew what I was saying.

    “I’m saying it’s okay,” I replied.

    Her eyes were locked on mine as Naomi slowly moved down the hallway. There was still a touch of hesitation, likely because I wasn’t being entirely clear.

    “Are you sure?” she asked after sitting next to me.

    I smiled and leaned closer. I kissed my wife softly. It was a reassuring kiss. It was meant to communicate my love and support. It was meant to say more than I could possibly convey with words.

    “I’m absolutely certain,” I said.

    Naomi pulled me into a tight hug. She held me for a few seconds before saying, “You don’t think this is crazy?”

    There was a part of me that knew it was crazy. There was also a part of me that felt like it was exactly what was supposed to happen. I couldn’t help but feel like there was a reason Naomi and I had never decided to have a baby. Maybe we were just waiting for Derek to come into our lives.

    “It’s not crazy,” I said. “It’s exactly what we’re supposed to be doing. You should have his baby.”

    I’d thought about it constantly over the past week. I’d seen Naomi struggle with the idea of taking her birth control pills. I’d seen the way she was when talking to Derek. I already knew that she was in love with him, but it seemed to me that she was giving off signs that she wanted to have his baby. She wanted her boyfriend to get her pregnant.

    I’ll be honest, my first reaction to the notion was pure arousal. I know that might seem insane, but the idea of my wife having someone else’s baby was overwhelmingly arousing at times. It was more than that, though. So much more.

    “Doesn’t it seem right to you? Doesn’t it seem like this is what we’re supposed to be doing? I mean, you and I have never really talked about having a baby, and yet I can tell you’ve been thinking about it with Derek. It’s something your brain and your body want with him. Unless I’m totally insane,” I said.

    I watched an anguished look cross Naomi’s face. For a moment, I wondered if I’d gotten everything wrong.

    “You’re right,” she whispered. “I do want it.”

    Naomi took my hands in hers. Her skin felt so soft and warm.

    I’ll never forget the next moment. She looked into my eyes and said, “I want to have Derek’s baby.”

    I’d struggle to explain my reaction to her declaration to the vast majority of people in the world. Most men would be devastated by that. They’d feel like their whole world was crumbling around them. They’d feel like their marriage was coming to an end and that they’d been betrayed in the most hurtful way imaginable.

    I didn’t react that way. Instead, I felt an overwhelming kind of desire. I felt lust surge through my body. My cock came alive and arousal emanated outwards from my pelvis, filling my body.

    “Have you talked about it with Derek?” I asked.

    Naomi nodded. “I have.”

    “What does he think?”

    “He wants to be the father of our baby,” Naomi said.

    Again, lust surged through me. My cock was so hard it was legitimately uncomfortable. My wife wanted to have another man’s baby. That man wanted to get her pregnant.

    Naomi straddled me and immediately began to grind her lap into my erection. She knew I was turned on. Of course she did. How could she miss it?

    She kissed me, and this time it was meant to convey her lust. It was an aggressive, eager kiss with lots of tongue. Her hands moved through my hair as her hips moved over my lap.

    “I want you,” I said. “I need you.”

    Naomi smiled at me. She gently tugged on my hair, forcing my neck to tilt backwards.

    “I know you do, but I was thinking it would be best if you didn’t have me until we know I’m pregnant. How would you feel about that?”

    I was confronted by yet another beautiful cuckold moment. My wife wanted to deny me sex in favor of her boyfriend until his baby was growing inside her. It was such a head trip.

    Naomi smiled as she watched my reaction. Even if I’d attempted to argue with her, she would have seen right through me.

    “It’s good to be married to a cuckold,” she said.

    Her smile was soft, sweet, and loving. In that moment, I felt about as happy as I ever have. When Naomi kissed me I felt her love for me fill my body. My cock throbbed with desire, and yet I didn’t want to fuck her because it was no longer my place to do so. We’d decided that Derek would get her pregnant and that was that.

    “I love you,” I whispered.

    “I love you too,” Naomi said as she climbed off of my lap, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my cock. “You deserve an orgasm.”

    I was leaking plenty of precum and her fingers worked their way over the head of my cock and wrapped around the shaft to stroke my swiftly.

    “I can’t wait to tell Derek that you’re okay with this,” she said. “That you want him to get me pregnant. I can’t wait to tell him that my husband is such a good cuckold that he’s going to let someone else impregnate me.”

    Her excitement was obvious, even though I knew she was offering up this bit of dirty talk with the express purpose of getting me off.

    “Aren’t you going to love seeing my belly expand as Derek’s seed grows inside me?”

    The imagery was intoxicating.

    Naomi moved closer and kissed my neck before whispering, “Aren’t you going to love seeing my breasts swell up with milk to feed his baby?”

    Despite her describing a perfectly natural phenomenon, it felt spectacularly filthy given the context.

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “I wish Derek was here right now,” Naomi said. “I wish I could take him back to our bedroom and let him fuck me all night long. I wish I had his seed inside me right now. I wish his baby was already growing in my belly.”

    “Oh fuck,” I said as I closed my eyes and felt an enormously pleasurable orgasm wash over me. It felt like the culmination of my cuckolding, of everything we’d done since I confessed my fantasies. It was just the beginning, though. It was really happening. Naomi was really going to have Derek’s baby.

    She kissed my cheek and grabbed a few tissues from the box on the coffee table to clean up. “If it’s okay, I want to call Derek and let him know.”

    “Of course,” I said.

    Naomi smiled and scampered back to the bedroom with a delightful bounce in her step. It was surreal to watch her go, knowing that she was walking away from me because she was so eager to tell her boyfriend that they could have a baby together.

    Of course, that was just the beginning. There was so much more to come.

  
    My Wife Has a Boyfriend - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    It’s hard to say when Derek got Naomi pregnant. I like to think that I witnessed it, though. I wasn’t present every time they had sex, but I was there for roughly half their encounters before Naomi revealed the positive pregnancy test.

    I was surprised when she let me watch the first one. I figured she’d want it to be a romantic evening with Derek, but Naomi said she thought it was important that I be there.

    She bought a beautiful sheer white baby doll for the occasion and paired it with a sheer white thong. I watched her get dressed for him and it wasn’t more than a few minutes before I had a painfully throbbing erection.

    “What do you think?” Naomi asked as she slipped the baby doll over her head and pulled it into place.

    “It’s perfect,” I said.

    She looked in the mirror and ran her hands over the soft material. “You don’t think it’s too much?”

    “It’s not,” I said. “It really is perfect. There’s something about it that feels like it really fits the occasion, to be honest.”

    Naomi smiled and turned away from the mirror. She closed the distance between us with a few steps and kissed me.

    “Are you sure about this?” she asked softly.

    “I am,” I answered.

    We didn’t jump into this lightly. We talked about it a ton, to be honest. I’m not going to detail those conversations because they’re boring, but we talked about it. We knew it was a big deal. We were both on board, though.

    Naomi smiled again and reached between my legs. She found my erection through my pants and gently stroked it.

    “You’re okay with not getting to enjoy me until I’m pregnant?” she asked.

    That was one of her rules. Even though I’d been using condoms, she wasn’t willing to take the risk that one of my swimmers might sneak through.

    “Yes,” I said.

    Naomi stepped away and moved into the bed. She spread her legs and pulled aside the sheer white thong, exposing her perfect pussy.

    “Would you like to lick me a little before he gets here? I’d love it if you got me nice and wet for him,” she said.

    You’ll understand why I couldn’t turn down that offer. Of course I crawled between her legs and licked her pussy. Of course I thought about the fact that I wasn’t going to be fucking her until another man’s baby was growing inside her. Of course it turned me on.

    “Thank you,” Naomi said afterwards. It felt like she was giving thanks for more than a bit of cunnilingus. It felt like she was giving thanks for my willingness to go along with her desire to have her boyfriend inseminate her.

    “My pleasure,” I said.

    When Derek arrived I took a seat in the corner of the bedroom. I was there to witness their pleasure, not to participate. I was allowed to masturbate, but I had to keep quiet and I wasn’t permitted to cum in the room. Naomi didn’t want anything to distract from the connection she and her boyfriend were making.

    The sex that first night was beautiful. It was slow, sensual, and shot through with love. They absolutely were not fucking. They were making love. My wife was making love with another man and doing it in our bed. Even better, they were doing it with the intention of getting her pregnant.

    I didn’t pull out my cock. All I did was rub it through my pants. It felt too dirty to masturbate as I watched. It felt like it would taint the experience, and I didn’t want that.

    I simply wanted to be witness to my wife’s love for another man, because that’s what it was. The sex they were having was a manifestation of her love for Derek. It was the ultimate consequence of her having a boyfriend. It had gone from fun, thrilling lust to full on love and now she wanted him to get her pregnant.

    She’d been off of birth control long enough to be fully unprotected. There wasn’t a condom in sight. Derek’s bare cock was moving in and out of her pussy as they kissed. Naomi’s panties were on the floor but the sheer baby doll was still on. They kissed as he slid in and out of her. They moaned together. They touched each other sensually. They fully and completely embraced their shared love.

    When Derek began to thrust faster I knew his orgasm was imminent. They both started moaning a little louder and more insistently. Naomi spread her legs a little wider.

    Finally, Derek unleashed that ultimate groan of pleasure and came inside her. She wrapped her legs around him as he ejaculated.

    The moments after they finished might have been the most beautiful. Derek stayed inside her as they shared soft kisses and touched each other in the way that only lovers do.

    “I love you,” Naomi said in a soft voice as she stared into her boyfriend’s eyes.

    He kissed her. Their lips lingered together as he gently thrust inside her. “I love you too.”

    Had I been masturbating, that was the moment I would have cum. It was perfect, at least for a cuckold like me.

    Another man was in my wife. He had just unleashed his cum into her unprotected pussy with the hope of inseminating her. They’d just declared their love for each other and it was entirely genuine.

    After that, I quietly slipped out of the bedroom. I felt like an interloper and since I wasn’t going to masturbate in their presence it felt as though I’d served my purpose.

    I didn’t want to scurry into the guest room or the office to masturbate. Something about it felt kind of gross. Instead I chose to bask in the sense of cuckold bliss I was feeling. I’ve honestly never been in such a state of joyful arousal and I didn’t want it to end.

    It was about an hour later when I heard the moaning again. Neither Naomi nor Derek had emerged from the bedroom in that time. I imagined they’d also been basking in the utter joy of their situation. At some point they transitioned to fooling around again and their overwhelming lust took over.

    The second round lasted longer than the first. The moans drifted down the hallway to my spot on the couch. I muted the TV and listened to my wife and her boyfriend make love with the intention of getting pregnant. My cock throbbed but I refused to masturbate. As frustrating as it was, I loved it.

    When the moaning relented I knew Naomi had a second load of Derek’s seed inside her. I imagined them kissing and declared their love for each other. I was sitting there alone but I was aroused in a way that astounded me. It was truly incredible.

    A little while later Naomi emerged from the bedroom. She shut the door behind her and slowly walked towards me. She was still in the white baby doll and the matching panties.

    I looked at my wife and smiled. I couldn’t help but think about Derek’s cum inside her on a quest to get her pregnant. I wanted it to have already happened.

    Naomi sat on the couch next to me. She leaned over and kissed me. I got hard as her lips lingered against mine.

    “Thank you for letting me watch,” I said. 

    “You’re welcome,” Naomi whispered as she unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock.

    Her fingers wrapped around it and she stroked me slowly. She kissed me again, this time far more vigorously. Her tongue moved into my mouth and I moaned as my orgasm approached. I couldn’t hold it off. I’d spent hours in a state of wild, heightened desire.

    It made a splendid mess when I came. It spilled on my pants and shot onto my shirt, but I didn’t care one whit. I was far too thrilled at having had one of the finest orgasms of my life.

    “Derek’s going to stay the night,” Naomi said after she released my cock from her grasp.

    “Sleep well,” I replied.

    She kissed my cheek and left. I watched her stroll down the hallway and disappear into the bedroom as my cock softened. I got a quick orgasm. Derek got to spend the night with her and cum inside her multiple times. 

    I ended up cumming again before going to bed. Naomi was moaning as she and her boyfriend made love again. She was moaning for him to get her pregnant. Of course I had to masturbate. I had an orgasm just as she did. I imagined Derek cumming inside her and impregnating her. It was a beautiful climax.

    
      

    

    “It’s beautiful,” I said.

    Naomi smiled. “I know.”

    I was on my knees in front of her. She was in a pair of white panties and a matching bra. It was her stomach that had gotten my attention, though.

    “It’s so beautiful,” I said as I reached up and gently ran my fingers over it.

    She’d just started to show. We’d known she was pregnant for a few months, but this felt different.

    I leaned forward and kissed her belly. It felt firm. Naomi ran her fingers through my hair. I looked up and saw her smiling.

    There was nothing sexual about what we were doing, but I was still hard. That had become a fairly common occurrence since Naomi showed me the positive pregnancy test. It was so much more erotic than I thought it would be. I was turned on all the time at the very idea that someone else had gotten her pregnant.

    “I love that his baby’s inside you,” I said. It was far from the first time I’d expressed that sentiment, but I couldn’t help it.

    “I do too,” Naomi replied.

    “May I?” I asked as I slipped my fingers into the waistband of her panties.

    Naomi nodded and I pulled her underwear to the floor. She leaned against the foot of the bed, spread her legs, and welcomed my lips to her pussy.

    “Mmmmm,” she moaned as I went down on her. She gently grasped my head in her hands and held me in place as I worked her over.

    Naomi had promised that we could have sex again after Derek got her pregnant, and she was true to her word. We had sex after she showed me the positive pregnancy test, in fact.

    Something about her being pregnant with Derek’s baby changed things for me, though. It’s not that I didn’t want to have sex with my wife. I did. She’s beautiful and sex is one of life’s greatest pleasures. I don’t know if I can really explain it other than to say that it no longer felt right.

    What felt right was Derek being the one to meet Naomi’s needs for sex, which had increased markedly in her second trimester.

    I’d naturally found my way to going down on Naomi a great deal more often. Again, it felt right. It felt like it was my role. I wasn’t really thinking about it so much as I was going on instinct, and my instincts led me to a place where my role was to provide Naomi with pleasure and support while putting my pleasure second.

    We never had an explicit conversation about it. We just sort of settled into those roles. Every once in a while Naomi and I would have sex, but it had only happened a few times since Derek had gotten her pregnant.

    Most of the time I would go down on her and she would thank me when I was finished. We would kiss and cuddle a little and if she was feeling generous she would give me a handjob. There wasn’t any talk of me not having any right to her pussy or having to behave like a cuckold. It was just that it felt like the right thing for both of us.

    For me, those sensations deepened when Naomi began to show. Her belly was a constant reminder that someone else’s baby was growing inside her. It was a reminder that my wife had fallen in love with another man and elected to have a baby with him.

    At no point did it feel like Naomi was going to leave me for Derek. She was in love with him, of course, but she was in love with me too, and I’d never been more in love with her. I know it sounds crazy, but it strengthened our marriage when we embarked on this journey and it’s only gotten stronger at each stop along the way.

    I love my wife more than I ever have and I know she feels the same way about me. I’m not sure what the future is going to hold after the baby is born, but I’m sure it’s going to be beautiful.

    In the meantime, Derek and Naomi are going on a babymoon vacation. They’re going to take a long weekend together at a beautiful beachside resort. They’re going to embrace their feelings for each other, make love countless times, and deepen their relationship. While they’re gone, I’m going to feel more like a cuckold than I ever have, I’m sure.

    I haven’t talked to Naomi about it, but I could see Derek spending more nights at the house as the delivery date nears. Perhaps she’ll want the father in her bed every night. Perhaps she won’t. I’m confident that I’ll be happy to go along with whatever Naomi wants.

    I’m confident that whatever the future holds, I’m going to be happier than I’ve ever been and our marriage is going to be better than I ever imagined possible.

    The End

  Naughty Cuckold Gets a Spanking
Masturbation is strictly forbidden when his wife is on a date, but Jack doesn’t always find the strength to resist the temptation. He knows he’ll be punished for it and the punishment will be severe and unpleasant, but his desire occasionally overwhelms all of that and he furiously masturbates his small cock until the pleasure of orgasm washes over him as his cum spills into his open hand.Tonight he was weak. He masturbated and he’ll have to pay for it. When Ginger comes home he’ll tell her. Being honest will lessen the punishment a little.
The look on his face gave it away before he has a chance to say anything. Instead of being excited and eager to greet her Jack looked timid and a little scared. He knew what was coming.
“Jack, is there something you need to tell me?” Ginger asked in a stern voice.
He looked down, his face crimson with shame and answered, “Yes. I masturbated while you were on your date. I’m sorry.”
“Then you know I have to punish you, don’t you?”
“Yes dear,” he said, standing and walking to the bedroom as Ginger followed silently.
Jack stood at the side of the bed as Ginger opened the closet and retrieved his black leather belt. She had picked it out for him when he got promoted. It was an expensive, elegant belt and every time he wore it to work he was reminded that his wife regularly spanked him because he couldn’t control his masturbatory desires. 
“Please take your punishment position, Jack,” she said, pointing to the bed.
Jack had already stripped and at her command he bent over the bed, presenting his ass for the vicious beating it was about to receive. His heart rate had already increased in anticipation of the ordeal that was soon to be visited on his bare ass. 
“Had you been a good cuckold and waited for me to get home I would have told you all about the breathtaking fucking Michael gave me tonight. I would have told you how I sucked his cock to get him hard for my pussy and how he took me in any position he wanted. I would have told you how he came inside me and I would have let you clean it out of me. That’s how a good cuckold is rewarded. You couldn’t be a good cuckold though. You just had to jerk off and prove once again how unworthy you are.”
The anger rose in her voice as the last sentence left Ginger’s lips. With her husband bent over the bed and awaiting his punishment she delivered it, rearing back with the belt and bringing it down on his ass with stunning strength.
The sound of the leather belt moving swiftly through the air was quickly followed by it striking Jack’s bare bottom, causing him to cry out in pain. He buried his head in the comforter, resisting the urge to reach back and sooth his skin, for he knew it was forbidden.
“You’re supposed to wait until I get home so I can share my blissful experience with you and tell you what a wonderful husband you are for letting me sleep with Michael. You’re supposed to get between my legs and worship my pussy, cleaning up the mess that my lover left inside me. You only get to do those things if you don’t stroke your little cuckold dick. It’s a test, Jack, and you failed it miserably.”
The second stroke from the belt was harder than the first and the pain was intense. For a moment Jack thought he would pass out as the agony radiated from his ass down his legs and up his back. 
“I’m sorry, Ginger,” he said.
He reply was immediate and angry, “I don’t believe you.”
Again the sound of his ass being struck by the leather belt filled the room and his cry of pain immediately followed. She delivered three more quick strokes, the last of which left Jack with tears in his eyes.
Ginger was breathing heavily from the exertion of punishing her husband as she moved to his side and gently caressed his abused ass.
Her voice was tender as she said, “If you can’t control yourself we’ll have to undertake more drastic measures. Do you want to be locked in chastity all the time? Do you want me to have complete control over your orgasms?”
“No,” Jack said meekly, “I don’t want that.”
“I don’t either. All I ask is that you refrain from masturbating on my date nights. I know being cuckolded turns you on and that you desperately want to pull on your cock and make it cum. I need you to wait until I get home though. That was our deal. That’s how we reconnect.”
She was genuinely disappointed in him and through the haze of pain he felt terrible.
“I’m sorry,” he said, and this time it was genuinely heartfelt.
It was the apology she was waiting to hear, but there was still more punishment to come, so Ginger reared back and delivered four more powerful strokes with the belt. It unleashed a true torrent of tears from her husband and as he wept she sat next to him, soothing his sore bottom with one hand as the other caressed his lower back.
“I love you Ginger. I’m sorry,” he sobbed.
“I know.” 

    Naughty for New Years

    The New Years Eve party is crowded, but you only have eyes for your wife. She looks incredible in that tight, sexy, sparkly dress she picked out. You can see the absolute joy on her face. She’s having fun. She’s celebrating.

    Most importantly, she’s dancing with someone else. She knows about your fantasy and she wants to live it up in 2020. She wants to make some changes to what’s become a stale marriage. She wants to try something new.

    That’s why she started dancing with him when he approached her. That’s why she just let him spin her around. That’s why she’s happy to have his hands on her waist as he pulls her ass back and into his crotch. That’s why she’s smiling as his hands move up her body.

    She smiles at you. You smile back. You feel an intense, undeniable kind of arousal. Your cock is growing as you stand just off the dance floor and look at your wife.

    
      
    

    It’s getting close to midnight. You like that she’s still dancing with him. They’re dancing face to face now. Her arms are around his neck. His hands can’t stop moving over her body and that beautiful dress you bought her. Every time he squeezes her ass she smiles.

    The countdown begins. You stare at your wife. She looks over at you and smiles as she yells out the numbers. She turns to him as midnight approaches. Everyone screams “Happy New Year” and your wife offers herself to the man she’s been dancing with.

    You watch them share a New Years kiss. It’s not a short kiss, either. It’s a long, lingering kiss. It’s beautiful. It’s passionate. You can tell that there’s tongue involved.

    Your wife says something to him. He nods. She takes his hand and they walk towards you.

    “Follow us,” she says.

    You’re not sure what’s happening, but you’re eager to go along for the ride. You follow your wife out of the club and onto the busy street. You scamper across the road with her and into the hotel lobby.

    You booked the room six months ago. The plan was the two of you would ring in the New Year at the club and then enjoy a night of exceptional sex in the hotel room. That’s still going to happen, but it’s going to be a little different than you expected.

    
      
    

    Your wife kisses him in the elevator. It’s the same passionate kiss. “Are you going to fuck me?” she asks him.

    He glances over at you.

    “Don’t worry about him,” your wife says. “He just wants to watch. He’ll be a good boy. I promise.”

    He looks back at your wife. They kiss again. You can’t help but get turned on at the way their tongues battle.

    “Yes, I’m going to fuck you,” he says. “I’ll fuck you all night long if that’s what you want.”

    The elevator doors open. Your wife practically runs down the hallway. She’s desperate for this man. She’s desperate for someone new. She’s desperate to liven up your sex life by taking someone else’s cock inside her.

    She rushes into the room. “Take your clothes off,” she says to you. “Sit on the couch. You can jerk off while you watch. No talking, though. Just be a good boy and watch.”

    You nod and strip. You sit on the couch.

    
      
    

    It’s beautiful, isn’t it? She wants him desperately. She needs him. She craves him. She’s tired of you. She’s desperate for him.

    Watch your wife unbutton his shirt. Watch her unbuckle his belt and hurriedly unzip his pants. Watch her push them down. Watch her yank his boxer shorts to the ground.

    He’s bigger, isn’t he? He’s much bigger, in fact. Much, much bigger.

    Listen to the way she moans because she’s felt how big he is. Your wife is thinking about having him inside her. She’s thinking about how good it’s going to feel when he puts her in the bed and fucks her.

    
      
    

    She’s excited to take him in her mouth. She’s never excited to take you in her mouth.

    She wraps her lips around him. He moans as she looks up at him. Your wife is giving a beautiful eye contact blowjob to another man. She’s satisfying his cock with her mouth and she doesn’t want to look away. She wants him to see her desire for him. She wants him to witness how badly she wants to make him feel good.

    Isn't it exciting to watch your wife celebrate the New Year by blowing another man in a hotel room you paid for.

    
      
    

    Your wife stands up and falls back into the bed. She spreads her legs and he crawls between them. She smiles at his eagerness to eat her pussy. She moans as his tongue pleasures her.

    Is he better than you at eating pussy? Is he going to make your wife wish you were more skilled with your tongue?

    Witness the sparkle of lust in her eyes. Witness the way he makes her feel good.

    “He’s so good with his tongue, baby,” your wife says.

    Let that sink in. You think you’re great with your tongue. Maybe he really is better.

    
      
    

    Watch him kiss his way up your wife’s body. Watch her writhe beneath him and run her fingers through his hair as he sucks on her nipples.

    Watch her pull his lips to hers for a kiss. Pay close attention to her face. Look at the pleasure she’s experiencing. See how she closes her eyes and wraps her arms around him. Look at how her mouth opens and listen to the wild, wonderful moans she emits as someone else fucks her.

    
      
    

    Another man is making her cum. Look at the way she wraps her legs around him. Look at the way she clings to him as an uncommon kind of pleasure moves through her body.

    “That was incredible,” she says afterwards. She looks over at you and smiles. “That was the best orgasm I’ve had in years.”

    “My pleasure,” he says. His cock is still buried inside her.

    
      
    

    Look at the way she’s riding his cock. She doesn’t ride your cock that way. She never has. That’s because he makes her feel better than you do. He gives her far greater sexual satisfaction than you ever have.

    You love that, don’t you? You love that another man is fucking your wife better than you ever have. You love that he’s going to make her cum again. You love that his bare cock is inside her and that she’s almost certainly going to let him fill her with his load.

    She wants him to cum. She wants him to cum inside her.

    He grunts louder. “I’m gonna cum,” he says.

    Your wife doubles down. She rides him harder and faster. She wants his load inside her. She wants him to explode in her pussy and fill her with his seed. She wants to do it while you’re watching.

    Imagine his cum spraying into her womb. Imagine another man filling her with his thick, salty seed.

    “Oh fuck!” he cries out.

    He grabs your wife’s ass and thrusts up into her pussy. He holds his cock there. You see his balls pulsing.

    Wasn't that fun? Happy New Year, cuckold. Your life is about to change in so many wonderful ways.

  
    Naughty Nurse Teases Him at a Halloween Party

    
      Sarah likes to tease a man...and sometimes to deny him entirely. She also likes to dress in revealing costumes for Halloween, which makes it the perfect night to lure a man into a wealth of teasing pleasure, like she did at a Halloween party two years ago. The story of that night goes as follows...
    

    Sarah's been called a cock tease. The phrase has been tossed at her like it's a bad thing, as if she should be ashamed for arousing a man and refusing to provide him with the stimulation that puts him over the top and leads to a fountain of hot cum spurting from his throbbing cock.

    When she was younger, Sarah was often conflicted about her desire to tease men's cocks without going all the way to completion. It always left her tingling between her legs to do so, but so many of the men she teased found it frustrating and often weren't shy about expressing their frustration and disappointment.

    Now, though, Sarah is no longer conflicted. Sarah knows what she wants, what she likes, what she craves, what gets her off. The only difference is that she's gotten better at spotting the sort of man that fits her desires. The sort that likes it when he's with a tease, that finds it thrilling to be brought to the edge of climax and then denied.

    Every so often Sarah stumbles upon a man that finds the tease and denial play even more arousing than she does. Even rarer is a man that gets off on tease and denial play and seems worthy of being her boyfriend.

    This story is about one such man. The events depicted unfolded on October 31st, 2023 at a party held by one of Sarah's closest friends.

    As you might expect from a woman that likes to tease, Sarah's always been into revealing Halloween costumes. Some might even call them slutty, though she's never been fucked on Halloween so she wouldn't categorize her style of costume in that manner.

    On this particular Halloween, Sarah selected a nurse costume of the revealing variety. Her rather large breasts were prominently on display, as were her thighs, owing to the shortness of the bottom half of the skimpy dress that made up most of her costume. Sarah paired it with a set of red fishnets and shiny red heels and of course her lips were done in a lovely shade of red lipstick.

    She drew scornful looks from some of the women at the party, though many of her friends opted for equally alluring costumes. A few women offered lustful looks - those of the bisexual and lesbian persuasion - and almost all the men directed lustful stares at Sarah's breasts.

    In Sarah's experience, men that stared at her breasts for more than a few moments were not the type that would enjoy a tease. Those that glanced, though, went on a mental list for further exploration. Sarah would work her way down that list. She would approach the man that glanced. She would flirt a little. She would touch his arm. She would ask him to do something for her - get a drink, fetch something else for her - and she would pay attention to his body language.

    The ones that seemed a little shy and that were slightly lacking in confidence were almost always the ones that were up for being teased. On this particular Halloween, though, Sarah found herself drawn to a man that approached her without hesitation or embarrassment.

    He wore doctor's scrubs and had a stethoscope around his neck. His arms were well-muscled and quite visible thanks to the short sleeves of his top and she saw dark, thick hair peeking out from under the scrub cap that completed his outfit. He glanced at her breasts and she noted a touch of embarrassment on his face after he'd done so, as if he felt bad for staring.

    "They're quite spectacular, aren't they?" she asked, calling him out on staring.

    "They are," he admitted with a chuckle. "Sorry for staring."

    She briefly brushed her fingers against his arm. "No need to apologize, and you barely glanced."

    Sarah bit her lower lip and inched closer to him. He leaned back for a moment and then corrected his posture. She let her fingers rest against his arm for a few seconds and then ran them towards his hand. Their fingers entwined for a few seconds and Sarah watched him hold his breath.

    She lifted the stethoscope over his head, placed it in her ears, and held it against his chest. The sound of his pounding heart filled her ears and she smiled.

    "Your heart is racing," she said softly.

    "I know."

    "Is that because of me?"

    "Yes."

    She released her grip on the chest piece and the thumping of his heart faded. Sarah boldly ran her fingers over the bulge in his scrubs and leaned in to kiss his neck. He moaned and his cock grew harder as she gripped him and offered a few slow strokes.

    "You're very handsome," she whispered. "And you seem to be in excellent shape."

    He moaned softly.

    "I'd like to do a more thorough examination, though. Would you be willing to accompany me to a more private exam room?"

    "I'd be willing to do just about anything for you."

    Sarah took his hand and they wound their way through the party and up the stairs. She stepped into the first open bedroom and locked the door behind them. He moved to kiss her but she placed a hand on his chest and pushed back.

    "You're dressed like a doctor, but I'm in charge," she said.

    His hands fell to his sides and he smiled. "Of course."

    "First, what's your name?"

    "Peter."

    "Well, Peter, I'm Sarah. It's a pleasure to meet you."

    "You too."

    She reached out and tugged on the knotted white string that held up his scrubs. The knot came apart and she pushed his pants down, revealing navy blue boxer briefs with a wondrous bulge in them.

    Sarah bit her lower lip as she caressed the bulge. "When was the last time you got your cock sucked, Peter?"

    "It's been...shit, I think it's been more than a year."

    Sarah's lips found his neck for a series of soft kisses as her hand moved into his underwear. She stroked his rigid shaft and asked, "Would you enjoy it if I sucked your cock, Peter? Would you enjoy the feel of my lips and tongue working this glorious, stiff dick of yours until you unloaded in my hungry mouth?"

    He moaned. "Fuck...yes...I'd fucking love that."

    Sarah fell to her knees and slowly leaned in, entirely bypassing his stiff cock to kiss his thigh on one side before moving to the other.

    "Fuck, Sarah...please..."

    "Do you want me to suck your cock?"

    "Yes...please..."

    She parted her red lips and moved towards the head of his cock. She got close enough that he could probably feel the warmth of her breath against the plump head. Then she stood up, denying him that which he sought.

    "You didn't really think I'd just get on my knees for you, did you?" she asked. "I could have any man I want at this party. Even the married ones."

    Peter looked confused and a little frustrated and it was the frustration that made Sarah's pussy wet. He said nothing, though, which she took as an encouraging sign. His reward was to feel her fingers around his cock, to feel her stroking him as her lips found his neck once more. This time, though, she sucked hard on his flesh, doing so in the manner of a horny teen interested in leaving a hickey.

    When Sarah pulled away she saw that she'd left the intended mark, that he'd wake up with a slight bruise the next morning, that he'd look in the mirror and see the mark as a memory of the naughty nurse he'd met at the party the night before.

    "You wouldn't happen to have a condom, would you?" she asked.

    Peter shook his head, though Sarah saw the excitement in his eyes, no doubt spurred on by the idea that she was interested in fucking him.

    "Well, we are in a bedroom. Check the drawers. You never know."

    Sarah yanked open the nightstand drawer while Peter moved to the other side of the bed. She found nothing and moved to the dresser against the wall. She was absolutely invading someone's privacy, but she had no interest in anything other than finding a condom to have some fun with.

    "Jackpot!" Peter said.

    Sarah spun around to see him holding a box of condoms. She spotted a dildo in the drawer and smiled.

    "Take out the toy, too," she instructed.

    Peter pulled the rather lengthy sex toy from the drawer and set it on the nightstand along with the condoms. Sarah hurried towards the bed and crawled on her hands and knees towards the man with the thick, throbbing cock. Peter stared, of course, but any man would have stared at a beautiful nurse with big tits crawling towards him.

    Sarah reached out like she wanted his cock but quickly redirected her hand to pluck the toy from the nightstand. She turned it on to test its power and was impressed at the speed of the vibrations. Sarah then held the toy against the tip of Peter's cock and listened to him moan. Precum poured from the head and she coated the toy in it before turning off the vibrations.

    "You make quite a lot of precum," she noted.

    "I'm really turned on."

    Sarah sat back on her knees and held up the dildo. She smiled and looked at Peter. "I want you to suck this toy clean."

    He stared at the dildo, which was slick with his precum. "Really?"

    She nodded. "Crawl into this bed and suck this toy clean. Suck this beautiful rubber cock clean. Suck it clean knowing that it has absolutely fucked someone's pussy, though I couldn't tell you who."

    Peter crawled into the bed and sat back on his knees. He reached out and ran his fingers over Sarah's thighs, inching slowly towards her pussy and studying her face, no doubt to garner her reaction at his touch.

    "That feels good," she said, "but you're not permitted to touch my pussy unless I say so, and I'm not going to give you that permission until I see this cock in your mouth."

    He smiled, though Sarah could see he was uncomfortable with the notion of calling the toy a cock.

    "Do it," she whispered. "Suck it and I'll make you feel good, Peter. Suck this cock and I'll make you feel so good."

    Sarah was venturing into a form of play she'd never tried before and her pussy tingled delightfully. Her nipples were rock hard, too, and even the slightest movement offered stimulation as the soft material of her costume brushed against them.

    Peter leaned forward and opened his mouth. He boldly held her gaze while his lips engulfed the dildo. Sarah moaned and took his cock in her hand while he sucked the toy clean.

    "Does that cock taste good?" she whispered.

    "Mmm hmm," he moaned around it.

    "Fuck...Peter...this is so much hotter than I thought it would be."

    He kept on sucking, no doubt spurred on by her lusty moans and sensual stroking of his stiff cock. Sarah leaned in with the toy still in his mouth and nibbled on his ear lobe before swirling her tongue around it.

    "You'd make an excellent cocksucker, Peter," she whispered.

    He moaned.

    "I'd love to see your soft lips wrapped around a real dick, sucking for me, getting it hard for me, getting it all wet with your spit so it could slide into my tight pussy with ease."

    His cock throbbed in her hand.

    Awash in lust, Sarah leaned back and pointed towards the box of condoms on the nightstand. "Get one. Put it on the dildo. Right now."

    Peter tore open a condom and rolled it down the toy as Sarah held it in her hand. Once the rubber cock was dressed up for play, she moved to her back in the bed, spread her legs, and pointed between them.

    "Kiss my thighs," she said. "Kiss my thighs and watch me fuck myself."

    Peter laid between her legs and kissed Sarah's thighs as she rubbed the toy over her swollen pussy lips. She pushed the tip between her labia and penetrated herself slowly. She was wet enough that she could hear the gentle sounds of penetration as the dildo moved deeper inside her.

    Sarah pulled it free and turned the tip towards Peter. "Will you be a cocksucker for me?"

    He nodded. His lips parted. He took the toy into his mouth. He closed his eyes. He sucked on it. Sarah played with her tits and moaned as she watched a man suck dick - a rubber dick, but still - for her pleasure.

    "Fuck, Peter, you naughty fucking cocksucker," she said. "Swallow as much of it as you can."

    Sarah pushed on the toy and Peter took more into his mouth until he started gagging. She pulled free and he looked up at her and smiled before wiping saliva from his lips and chin.

    She plunged the toy back into her pussy and he resumed kissing her thighs. She fucked herself and rubbed her clit. She felt her legs begin to tremble as a massive wave of arousal washed over her.

    "I'm cumming!"

    Sarah's toes tingled as the orgasm ripped through her. She held the toy as deep in her pussy as it could go and rubbed her clit with gentle pressure until she'd fully climaxed.

    "Suck it clean," she said softly while pulling the toy free.

    Sarah rested her heels on Peter's ass while he sucked the dildo clean of her juices and a little bit of the thick, creamy white messiness that had leaked out of her. 

    "Are you still hard?"

    He nodded with the toy in his mouth.

    "Rub my feet," she instructed.

    Peter moved towards the foot of the bed, sat back on his knees, and offered a foot massage that put a smile on Sarah's face.

    "Would you like to fuck my feet, Peter?" she asked after a few minutes of blissful rubbing.

    "Yes," he answered without hesitation.

    Sarah pushed her feet together and he slid his cock between them. She watched the head appear over and over. She watched the looks of pleasure on his face and was quite certain Peter could cum from having sex with her feet, a notion that made her smile.

    "Stop," she said.

    He looked disappointed, but Peter pulled back. Sarah rolled towards the nightstand and grabbed another condom. She tore it open and crawled to the foot of the bed to roll the rubber down his cock. She kissed him and stroked his throbbing dick in the condom, eliciting a series of moans into her mouth as their tongues mingled.

    "Do you want my pussy?" she asked.

    "Yes, please."

    Sarah was tempted. He had a gorgeous cock and it would feel exceptionally good to have him inside her. She liked the idea of denying him, too.

    A knock on the door lured Sarah from her erotic reverie and she turned her head. "Come in," she said as Peter tensed up.

    The door opened and a couple dressed as Jane and Tarzan stood in the hallway with dumbfounded looks on their faces, as if they weren't expecting someone to be in the room.

    Tarzan reached to close the door but Sarah held up her hand. "Come in," she said. "We'd like to watch, if you don't mind."

    Jane took her man's hand and led him into the room despite his obvious misgivings. She closed and locked the door and they started kissing immediately. Tarzan's seeming reluctance disappeared in what must have been a tidal wave of arousal as he quickly sprouted quite the bulge in his loin cloth. He picked up his lady and set her in the bed.

    "Let's give them some space," Sarah said as she and Peter moved to stand at the foot of the bed. She took his cock in her hand and stroked him as Jane removed her panties and freed Tarzan's cock from his loin cloth. He was inside her not long after.

    "He's getting what you crave," Sarah whispered. "Her tight, wet cunt is his to fuck. His to pound. His to satisfy. His, I presume, to fill with his cum once he's given her the orgasm she craves."

    Peter moaned, and so did Jane.

    "Are you jealous?"

    "Yes," Peter answered.

    Sarah cupped his balls and kissed his neck. She sucked once more on the same spot where she'd left a hickey, this time seeking to deepen the color of the mark. Sarah took his balls in her hand and pulled down in a manner she hoped would make him just a little bit nervous.

    "Fuck, baby, you fuck me so good!" Jane cried out.

    "I'll bet he's better than you," Sarah whispered. "I'll bet he fucks better than you do, Peter. I'll bet he satisfies that tight little cunt of hers better than you ever could."

    Sarah was acting on pure instinct in that moment. She'd never watched another couple fuck in person and she'd never teased a man while doing so. She was having a damn good time, though, and she liked challenging Peter's skill and, in a way, his manhood. He responded with a moan and she was certain his dick throbbed in her hand.

    "Cum inside me!" Jane cried out.

    Tarzan grunted as he fucked her harder. She wrapped her legs around him. Sarah slowed her strokes of Peter's latex-wrapped cock and watched in utter fascination as Tarzan came inside of Jane, who timed her orgasm flawlessly and climaxed right alongside her man.

    "He gets to cum in a tight, wet cunt," Sarah whispered between kisses against Peter's neck. "You'll be lucky if I let you cum at all."

    Tarzan kissed Jane and pulled out. Her pussy gaped open and a small trickle of cum leaked out of her right away.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Sarah asked.

    Peter nodded.

    "Can he go down on you?" Sarah inquired of the freshly-fucked young woman in the bed.

    She looked at Tarzan, who offered a hazy smile, nodded, and then rolled onto his back and closed his eyes.

    "Yes, he can go down on me."

    "Eat her messy cunt, Peter," Sarah instructed. "Eat it and I'll jerk you off and give you an orgasm."

    Peter looked at her and then back at the messy pussy of the beautiful young woman in the bed. He took a hesitant step forward, sucked in a deep breath of air, and then crawled into the bed, settled onto his stomach, and plunged his tongue inside her.

    Sarah sat at the foot of the bed and played with her pussy while running her free hand over the backs of Peter's thighs. She squeezed his ass cheeks and parted them slightly to get her fingers between them. She played with his asshole and listened to him moan. She explored his body like he was her toy, which was pretty close to the truth of it.

    "Fuck," Jane said, "He's eating the cum. Fucking hell that's so hot."

    "I agree," Sarah replied with a moan. "Don't swallow it all, though. I want a kiss."

    Peter devoured the pussy in front of him for a few minutes longer and then sat up, spun around, and sat next to Sarah at the foot of the bed. They kissed - and shared the taste of cum - as she jerked him off with a tight grip, working his cock expertly and bringing him to a thunderous orgasm while their tongues were fully entwined.

    The climax seemed to overwhelm him and Peter rested his head in the crook of her neck as Sarah stroked him slowly through the end of his climax, filling the tip of the condom with an impressively-sized load.

    "Go down on me," she said.

    Peter slid off the bed and onto his knees. He moved between her thighs and tended to her pussy with his tongue, giving Sarah a quick orgasm. She kept him between her legs until he'd given her a second climax and she marveled at how his post-orgasmic cock stayed mostly erect, an impressive feat that made her think he'd be an exceptional sexual partner.

    "Thank you," Peter said as he leaned back and smiled up at her. "For everything. This was so fucking hot."

    "Agreed," Jane added from the bed.

    Sarah looked over her shoulder to see the couple fooling around, with Jane's hand around Tarzan's fully erect cock.

    "They're going to play again," she said to Peter. "Maybe we should stick around and play with them."

    "I'd like that," he answered.

    It looked like the fun was just getting started.

  
    Naughty on Vacation - A Captioned Story

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      

    

  
    Naughty Wife in the Lingerie Store

    “Wow, this place is huge,” Timothy said as he marveled at the sheer size of the Victoria’s Secret he and his wife had just stepped into.

    “It’s the biggest Victoria’s Secret in the world,” Brianna said as she took her husband’s hand in hers. “That means there’s all kinds of naughty lingerie for me to try on.”

    Brianna smiled and pulled Timothy closer for a soft kiss.

    “Isn’t that exciting?” she asked.

    Timothy was beyond excited. There were few things in the world he enjoyed more than watching his wife try on lingerie. She had an astoundingly sexy, fit body and she was the kind of woman that loved dressing up in skimpy, sexy things to show off.

    “You know I love seeing your body in lingerie,” Timothy replied. He pulled Brianna close for another kiss and then whispered, “You know how badly I want to fuck you when I see you all dressed up in something skimpy and sexy.”

    Brianna smiled and let out a delightful little laugh as she grasped Timothy’s ass and gave it a good squeeze.

    “I do know that,” Brianna said. “So let’s see if we can find something that will make you absolutely wild with desire for me.”

    Timothy was already wild with desire for his wife, but she knew that. This was all an elaborate, lusty form of foreplay. She’d spend the day teasing him with sexy, lacy things and then they’d go home and pay off all that flirty fun with a round of vigorous sex and two exceptionally pleasurable orgasms.

    Timothy followed his wife as she made a beeline for a part of the store Victoria’s Secret had reserved for what they called the “provocative” lingerie. It was filled with the kind of lacy, strappy lingerie that had become so popular in the past few years.

    Brianna pulled a sexy, semi-sheer light blue bra and panty set off one of the racks and held the pieces up against her body.

    “That will look incredible on you.”

    Timothy turned around to see who had taken the words out of his mouth.

    “Sorry,” the tall blonde guy standing there said as he looked past Timothy to Brianna. “I couldn’t help myself. You really will look incredible in that.”

    Timothy spun around to see if his wife was as weirded out by the stranger as he was. Brianna didn’t seem to be put off by it, though. In fact, she wore a strange kind of smile that made it seem like she was flattered.

    “You really think so?” Brianna asked. “It seems like the kind of piece that might only look good on a model.”

    Timothy stared in disbelief. It seemed like his wife was flirting with the guy.

    “As far as I can tell you have the body of a model,” the stranger said.

    Timothy’s eyes went wide. The other guy was openly flirting with Brianna in front of him. The fact that she giggled at his comment and actually twirled her fingers in her long blonde hair only made it worse. She was flirting back!

    “What do you think, honey?” Brianna asked as she finally turned her gaze back to Timothy. “Would I look good in this?”

    “You’d look amazing,” Timothy said. “Of course you’d look amazing.”

    Brianna’s eyes drifted to the tall blonde stranger. She smiled at him. “Should I try it on?” she asked.

    “You should,” the stranger replied before Timothy could say anything. “I’m Brad, by the way,” he added while extending his hand.

    Brianna shook it and said, “I’m Brianna. This is my husband, Timothy.”

    Brad offered Timothy his hand and nearly crushed his fingers, which seemed to be purposeful.

    “Do you work here?” Timothy asked.

    “No,” Brad replied. “I’m pretty sure they only hire women here.”

    Timothy looked up into the taller man’s eyes and for a moment it seemed like they were having a standoff. Then Brad smiled, stepped back, and said, “I just thought your wife would look amazing in that lingerie she picked out and I decided to say something.”

    He hadn’t offered an apology and Brianna didn’t seem the slightest bit offended, so Timothy decided he was going to let it go.

    Then, Brad asked, “So, are you going to try it on?”

    Timothy was ready to yell at the guy but Brianna beat him to the punch. “I am,” she said with a flirty smile on her face.

    “I’d love to see how it looks on you,” Brad replied.

    “I’d love to show it to you,” Brianna replied.

    She walked towards the dressing room with the lingerie in her hand and Brad followed behind. Timothy stood between the racks of skimpy underwear and stared with his mouth agape. What was happening? Did his wife know Brad? Were they playing some sort of crazy game? Was it all part of a plan, or what she really flirting with a stranger and agreeing to model lingerie for him?

    Eventually, Timothy followed behind them. He watched Brianna disappear down the hallway and into one of the dressing rooms and took a few moments to study Brad. He was at least six inches taller than Timothy and there was no question he was fitter and at least a little better looking. He seemed bigger, too. Just bigger in every way.

    Timothy couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. Every woman that walked past them into the dressing area took a moment to glance at Brad and none of them gave Timothy a look. Even the sales girls, most of whom were quite beautiful, stared at Brad.

    Then Brianna emerged from the dressing room. She looked astoundingly hot in the bra and panty set. Timothy didn’t feel the arousal he’d been hoping for, though. Instead, he felt jealous because Brianna looked at Brad when she stepped out of the dressing room. She looked right at the total stranger she’d been flirting with. She wanted to know what he thought and she didn’t seem to care what her husband thought.

    “I was wrong,” Brad said. “You look so much better than incredible, Brianna. You look perfect. You look better than any Victoria’s Secret model. You should be in the catalog.”

    Timothy thought he was laying it on a little thick, but it clearly worked for Brianna. She was beaming and she broke into a runway-style saunter with her hands on her hips as she approached them.

    He knew he should have been watching his wife, but Timothy couldn’t help but watch Brad. He saw the other man’s eyes devouring his wife. He saw the obvious lust there and he just couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe Brianna was allowing it to happen. He couldn’t believe his wife wouldn’t tell this guy to fuck off so they could continue their day of flirty fun.

    “Would you mind if I picked out something for you to try on?” Brad asked Brianna as she reached the end of the dressing room hallway.

    Brianna flashed a giddy smile once more and said, “Not at all.”

    Brad reached out and gently touched the exposed flesh just above Brianna’s right hip. Timothy watched his wife close her eyes for just a moment and smile as the other man touched her.

    “I’ll be right back,” Brad said.

    The moment he was out of earshot Timothy turned to his wife and said, “What are you doing? Why are you flirting with this guy?”

    Brianna smiled and closed the short distance between them. She pressed her lingerie-clad body against his and gave Timothy a kiss on the cheek.

    “It’s just a bit of harmless fun, honey. Plus, it’s kind of cute how jealous you’re getting,” she said.

    “Are you sure it’s harmless?” he asked. “You seem like you’re really into it.”

    Brianna kissed his cheek and her lips brushed delicately against his flesh as she moved to Timothy’s neck and kissed him once more. Her tongue danced over his skin for a few moments before she whispered, “I might be enjoying it just a little bit.”

    Timothy couldn’t help but succumb to her erotic charms. His cock was stiff in his pants and he reached out to touch her lingerie-clad body. His desire to fuck Brianna overwhelmed everything else happening in his head.

    “Think of it as if I was an actual lingerie model,” Brianna said as she stepped back. “Those women are married too and I’ll bet lots of guys masturbate to them, so it’s not the craziest thing in the world to model whatever little piece of lingerie Brad brings back.”

    Timothy knew it wasn’t the soundest argument his wife had ever offered, but he couldn’t bring himself to vociferously disagree. He was still almost fully erect, after all, and it she hadn’t really done anything wrong.

    Brad returned before Timothy could say anything. He held up an exceptionally sexy-looking piece of black lace lingerie and said, “This is the Strappy Teddy, and as you can see you’re going to look absolutely amazing in it.”

    Timothy noticed right away that the back of the teddy was made entirely of black straps, including what was essentially a g-string that would leave the entirety of his wife’s ass exposed.

    Brianna smiled as she took it out of the other man’s hands and said, “I can’t wait to try it on for you.”

    She spun around and walked back towards the dressing room and Timothy was absolutely certain the exaggerated sway in her hips was on purpose. Brianna seemed to be enjoying the attention from Brad.

    “Your wife is very beautiful, Timothy,” Brad said. “Do you make her feel beautiful?”

    “I think so,” Timothy replied. He wasn’t entirely sure what the question meant.

    Brad smiled and said, “If you think so then chances are good you don’t.”

    “How do I make her feel beautiful?” Timothy asked.

    “A woman wants to feel overwhelming desire from her man. She wants to feel like he can’t go another minute without having her. She wants to feel like his lust for her is so overpowering that he can’t think about anything other than being with her. He can’t work. He can’t eat. He can’t concentrate. He needs to be with her so badly that he’ll forgo everything else in life for the chance to make love to her,” Brad explained.

    Timothy was about to respond when Brianna emerged from the dressing room. She wore a confident smile as she put her hands on her hips and struck a pose like she was modeling for the catalog. Brad was right. She looked amazing.

    “Brianna, you look even better than I thought you would,” Brad said. “It looks like your body was made for that teddy. You’re indescribably sexy in it.”

    Timothy was quite certain his wife blushed a little as she began to walk towards them. The sway was there in her hips and she beamed with confidence.

    She stopped a few feet away and Brad said, “Why don’t you spin around for us.”

    Brianna flashed her giddy smile again and spun around. Timothy’s eyes went to her ass – which was entirely exposed except for the quarter inch thick strip of black fabric running down her crack – and he was certain Brad was staring at the same thing.

    Brad moved a step closer as he said, “I don’t know how your husband is still standing here. If I was him I wouldn’t be able to contain my desire for you. I’d have to have you.”

    Brianna looked over her shoulder, but it wasn’t Timothy she gazed at. It was Brad.

    “Does that mean this sexy little teddy turns you on, Brad?” she asked.

    Brad answered by closing the distance between him and Brianna with one long step and grasping her waist. He pulled her close and his hands moved over the soft lace of the teddy before moving to her naked ass and grasping it.

    “Yes, that’s what it means,” he whispered before leaning down and kissing her neck.

    Timothy felt like his feet were made of concrete. For some reason, he couldn’t make himself move as another man groped and kissed his wife. He wondered why Brianna didn’t seem interested in stopping it either.

    “You know, I could use some help getting out of this,” Brianna said as she pushed her ass back into Brad.

    “I’d be happy to help you with that,” Brad said as his hands moved back to Brianna’s waist before drifting up her body to her breasts.

    Brianna turned her head and looked at Timothy before saying, “Honey, why don’t you pick out something you want to see me model. In fact, pick out a handful of things. Feel free to take your time.”

    Brianna took Brad’s hand and led him down the hallway and into the dressing room she’d emerged from. Timothy stood there and did nothing.

    He heard his wife giggle. It was quickly followed by the faint sound of kissing. Timothy knew what was happening in the dressing room. Of course he did. He knew what was happening and he stood there completely paralyzed.

    When he heard his wife’s quiet moan emerge from the dressing room Timothy was finally spurred to action. He spun around and headed back into the store to do exactly as Brianna had requested. He was going to pick out lingerie while she almost certainly had sex with another man in the dressing room.

    Timothy browsed the section of the store reserved for the sexiest lingerie. Brianna had already tried on two pieces from that section and it seemed to provide a massive boost to her confidence, though Brad’s interest likely played a part in that as well.

    After ten minutes Timothy headed back to the dressing rooms with a handful of items. He saw two girls emerge with smiles on their faces.

    “They’re totally fucking,” one of the girls said as they walked by.

    “I know,” the other replied. “It sounds like really good sex, though. I kind of wish I was the one getting railed.”

    Timothy stopped for a moment as he felt a little lightheaded. He was almost certain that Brianna was going to fuck Brad when he walked away, but it felt different to have it acknowledged. His wife was having sex with another man. Brad’s cock was inside Brianna’s pussy. It was happening in the dressing room.

    She wasn’t cheating on him. Timothy could have stopped her. He simply declined to do so. He let her take the other man to the dressing room knowing full well that they were going to have sex. He still wasn’t sure why he’d done it.

    When Timothy reached the dressing rooms the sounds of sex were obvious. He couldn’t believe they hadn’t been thrown out. There was no question someone was getting fucked in Brianna’s dressing room. There was no question she had Brad’s cock inside her.

    Timothy didn’t move. He stood at the end of the hallway and he listened. He held lingerie in his hands for his wife to try on and did nothing as she fucked someone else.

    Worst of all, he had an erection. His cock was hard. It was hard enough that he had to hold the lingerie in front of him to hide the fact that he was so stiff.

    The moans stopped a few minutes later. Brianna had moaned in the way she does before she cums. Brad had given her an orgasm in a Victoria’s Secret dressing room. Timothy assumed the other man had cum as well. He assumed they’d had sex, they’d had orgasms, and they would soon step out of the dressing room.

    It took a few more minutes before they stepped out, but eventually Brianna and Brad emerged fully dressed and walking arm-in-arm. She held the two pieces of lingerie she’d modeled in her hand as they approached Timothy.

    Before saying anything to her husband, Brianna turned to Brad and said, “That was incredible.” She stood up on her tiptoes and kissed him. What seemed like it was going to be a simple, friendly peck on the lips turned into something far more passionate that included a surprising amount of tongue as Timothy watched from just a few feet away.

    “Text or call anytime you’re in the mood for a little more of what we just did,” Brad said as he reached down and gave Brianna’s ass a good squeeze.

    “I will,” Brianna replied before they shared another kiss. “You can count on it.”

    Brad walked away and for a few moments Brianna watched him go before turning to Timothy.

    “I don’t need to try anything else on,” she said. “I found the lingerie I’m looking for.” She gestured to the pieces he held and added, “You can just leave all that here.”

    Timothy dropped the lingerie on the counter and followed his wife to the register. He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t quite find the words.

    “Don’t worry,” Brianna said as she turned to look at him. “I’m still going to fuck you when we get home. You’ll just have to deal with someone else’s cum being inside me.”

    Again Timothy felt lightheaded. Again he felt arousal coursing through him. He watched his wife smile. His desire was almost certainly obvious.

    “We both know you would have stopped me if you were actually upset, so let’s just have fun with this, okay?” she said.

    Timothy nodded and the girl at the register called them over. Brianna paid for the lingerie that she’d likely been fucked in and the girl wrapped it in tissue paper, slipped it into a bag, and handed it over.

    “Have a good day,” she said.

    Brianna offered her hand and Timothy took it. The day had gone differently than he’d expected, but ultimately they were heading home to have sex and Timothy was well aware that despite the strangeness of it, he badly wanted to fuck his wife after Brad had filled her.

    “I can’t wait to fuck you,” he said as they stepped out of the store. “I really can’t. This was all so hot and I’ve been turned on for an hour. I can’t wait to fuck you.”

    Brianna smiled and pulled him close for the kind of kiss she’d enjoyed with Brad. The faint taste of another man lingered on her lips. It made Timothy want more.

    “Let’s hurry home, then, because I can’t wait to feel you explode inside me,” Brianna said.

    She hailed a cab and they hopped in. Timothy adjusted his pants to hide his obvious erection and spent the ride home dreaming about how good his wife’s pussy was going to feel when he sank inside her. He couldn’t wait.
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    Luke expected people to be a little more excited when he announced his intention to propose to Emily, the girl he’d been dating for the last eleven months.

    Instead, most people tried to find different ways to tell him that a 24 year old shouldn’t be getting married no matter how much he loved his girlfriend.

    He was particularly surprised that the women at work seemed to echo the same sentiment. Luke understood it from the guys, especially since everyone he worked closely with was around his age. He figured his female coworkers would be thrilled for him, but they weren’t. More than a few cited statistics about how getting married at such a young age more than doubles your chance of getting divorced. 

    Luke didn’t give any of it a second thought. He had a good job at a financial advisory firm and he was in line for the kinds of promotions that would have him making all the money he could ever want before he was 40. He was madly in love with Emily and he couldn’t see a single reason why waiting to get married would benefit them.

    
      

    

    It was a windy, impossibly cold Friday in February when Luke first met Emily. He and his coworkers had rushed out of work and descended on a bar in the Chicago neighborhood where they worked. They bundled up and fought their way through the bone-chilling wind before gathering around a high top table and ordering up a pitcher of beer and shots of Malört, a horrifyingly bad-tasting liquor. Throwing down a shot of it at the end of the week had become a tradition for everyone at the financial firm.

    It was just after he’d drank his shot that Luke spotted Emily sitting at the bar. She stood out because she was the only girl wearing a pink cardigan and a pair of black-rimmed glasses that looked nerdy instead of stylish.

    “Somebody catch your eye?” Luke’s friend Kyle asked.

    “Yeah, the girl at the bar in the glasses,” he answered.

    Kyle scanned the bar and gave Luke a look of disbelief. “Her? She’s cute, man, but you’d be lucky to get a peck on the cheek from that girl. I mean, she’s got that cardigan buttoned all the way to the top, man. To each his own, I guess, but if you’re interested in any kind of action tonight you need to direct your attentions elsewhere.”

    The truth was, Luke wasn’t the kind of guy to go after the girl that was clearly looking to hook up. The few times he’d done that he’d been soundly rejected. It was embarrassing enough to force him to realize he didn’t quite have the game for that sort of thing. 

    He wasn’t tall or exceptionally good looking and he wasn’t in great shape. Smart and funny is what he had going for him and the girls that appreciated that weren’t the ones that wanted to go home with him mere minutes after meeting, and Luke was fine with that.

    When she saw Luke looking at her, Emily flashed a smile he found impossibly charming. Buoyed by the strength of the truly terrible Malört coursing through his system, Luke poured himself a glass of beer from the pitcher and sat on the bar stool next to the cute, nerdy brunette and introduced himself.

    “Hey, I’m Luke,” he said.

    “Emily,” the cute girl responded.

    Luke smiled. The fact that she didn’t blow him off felt like a victory. “So, do you work around here?”

    “Yeah,” she said, smiling as she pushed her glasses up her nose. “I work at Wellspring Associates. It’s an architecture firm.”

    “You’re an architect?” Luke asked with a genuine sense of wonder in his voice.

    “No,” Emily responded quickly. She ran her fingers over the long glass stem of the martini glass in front of her while looking down into the red liquid. “Not yet, at least. I trained for it and I think I’m pretty good at it, but I still have a lot to learn. It’s an entry level job, really. I do basic office stuff.”

    “I get that,” Luke said. “It’s basically the same thing for me. I work at Brandt and Barnes. Financial advising. I’d love to be able to dig into people’s portfolios and give actual advice, but at this point I’m stuck doing the grunt work.”

    “Maybe you could practice with me,” Emily said. She looked away the second she said it and picked up her drink to take a long sip.

    Luke was certain she was flirting with her comment, but then it seemed like she was embarrassed to have said anything.

    “I’d like that,” he said. It seemed like a silly thing to say since there was almost no chance she had any money to invest and he really wasn’t yet qualified to give actual financial advice, but he said it anyway.

    Emily smiled as she was sipping her drink and some of it spilled onto the bar top and splashed onto her cardigan.

    “Oh my God,” she said while looking for a napkin.

    “Here,” Luke offered as he grabbed a pile of white cocktail napkins from behind the bar.

    As he watched Emily frantically try and clean up the mess she’d made, Luke couldn’t help but smile. She was just as awkward as he was. She was perfect.

    They stayed at the bar until it closed and shared a slow, tender kiss outside as the cold wind threatened to give them frostbite.

    If Emily had paid closer attention before hopping into her Uber she would have noticed Luke’s erection. There was just a hint of tongue from her end that drove him crazy. It was the best first kiss he’d ever had, though there weren’t many to compare it to.

    He hoped Emily felt the same way.

    
      

    

    Eleven months after sharing her first kiss with Luke, Emily was daydreaming at her desk. It happened more often now that she was in love with someone for the first time in her life and constantly thinking about their future.

    She imagined moving out of the small one bedroom apartment they shared and into a townhouse, though she knew they’d both need to advance quite a bit further in their careers for that to be affordable.

    She hoped he was planning on proposing and wondered if he’d be willing to get married in her hometown if her parents were willing to pay for the wedding.

    Emily thought about what they were going to do for their one year anniversary. Would he have a big trip planned? Should they plan something together? She thought about maybe taking him back to the bar where they met before going on a relationship journey through Chicago with stops at all the places that had meaning for them.

    She wondered how she would handle planning a wedding while trying to put in the long hours required to impress her bosses.

    Emily desperately wanted to move up the ranks at work. She’d picked up a little more responsibility over the past year, including working as the personal assistant to one of the partners on a big project, but she was still mostly doing clerical work while taking every opportunity to learn. That meant 60 to 70 hour weeks and it was stressing her out.

    Thankfully, she’d found a handful of good friends at work that made those long hours a little more bearable.

    “Hey, Emily,” Jameer, one of her coworkers, said as he popped his head around over her cubicle wall. “You’re staying late with me tonight, right?

    “Yup,” she said, while pushing up her glasses. “More research for the pitch this Friday.”

    “I’m gonna order food. You want something? I know you love a good salad,” Jameer said.

    Emily smiled. She almost always ordered salad when they got food delivered to the office. Jameer was paying attention. “You know me well,” she said. “Yeah, order a salad. Let’s keep it simple. Mixed greens with grilled chicken and Italian dressing.”

    “Will do,” Jameer said before his head disappeared.

    Emily wondered if Luke would be jealous of her friendship with Jameer. In her more honest moments she wondered if maybe he had reason to be jealous.

    It’s not that Emily wanted to cheat on Luke or even thought about it. It’s just that she was attracted to Jameer in a way she wasn’t with any of her other coworkers. It wasn’t a crush or anything. Jameer was the best looking guy in the office and he always oozed an irresistible kind of confidence that Emily found irresistible. So did lots of other girls though, and she knew Jameer slept with lots of those girls.

    Emily told herself that Luke had nothing to worry about. She’d seen some of the girls that Jameer dated. They were almost always tall, gorgeous blondes that tended to wear exceptionally tight clothes that showed off their big, perky breasts. She was decidedly not that type of girl, so it felt safe to enjoy the occasional bit of flirting with Jameer. She told herself it was okay to enjoy it since it was a way to make the long hours at work a little more bearable. Maybe it was a crush.

    “Food’s here,” Jameer announced, interrupting Emily’s introspection.

    It was just the two of them in the nicely appointed break room that offered a rather impressive city view out the window.

    “I’ll be honest with you, I kind of love eating in here,” Jameer said. “You really can’t beat the view.”

    “I can’t argue with that,” Emily said as she looked out the floor to ceiling windows. “It’s a heck of a lot cheaper than going to a restaurant with a view like this, too.”

    Jameer laughed. “They don’t pay us enough, do they?”

    “They certainly don’t,” Emily said. “I mean, who do I have to blow to get a promotion?”

    She instantly regretted her choice of words. They’d been to half a dozen seminars on hostile workplace behavior in the past year and she just broke one of the rules. Thankfully, Jameer was laughing when Emily looked over at him.

    “I shouldn’t have said that, I’m sorry,” she said.

    Once he finished laughing Jameer waved away her concern. “You don’t have to worry about that shit with me. Plus, you’d have to blow someone way higher up the food chain than me to get that promotion.” He laughed again.

    It was late and Emily was feeling a little punchy, so she went along with it. “I bet it would have to be Mr. Peterson. Can you imagine what his wrinkled old dick would look like?”

    “He probably can’t even find his dick anymore,” Jameer added before chuckling.

    For reasons she didn’t understand, the talk of fictional blowjobs made Emily’s mind wander as she stared out the window. She’d only gone down on three guys in her life. Sometimes she felt like that wasn’t enough. Sometimes she wondered if she was any good at it. Luke seemed to enjoy it, but he didn’t seem to like it as much as other guys talked about liking it. Was that her fault? Was it because she didn’t have enough practice? Was she just not any good at giving head?

    “You alright?” Jameer asked, breaking Emily out of her spell.

    “Yeah, sorry.”

    “It was like you just disappeared there for a second. That was crazy,” he said. “Where’d you go?”

    “Oh, I can’t. It’s not the kind of thing you’re supposed to talk about at work. You know,” Emily said.

    “I’ll be honest. That makes me want to hear it even more. What if we pretended that we weren’t at work and I swore that I wouldn’t report you for whatever crazy shit is happening in your brain?” Jameer said.

    “How do you know it’s crazy shit?” Emily asked.

    “Girl, I see you. You’re always drifting off. There must be crazy shit happening up there for you to daydream that much. Either that or you hate this job, and I know that’s not true.”

    Emily was surprised Jameer paid such close attention to her. He was right, though. She did have a tendency to drift when a particularly engaging thought drifted into her head.

    “Okay,” Emily said as she put down her food and turned to Jameer. “I’ll tell you, but it’s definitely not workplace appropriate.”

    Emily told herself that Jameer was the most sexually experienced guy she knew and that if anyone could answer her question, at least in a larger sense, it was him.

    “I’m wondering if I have enough, well, sexual experience,” she said. Jameer’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “I told you it wasn’t workplace appropriate.”

    “Enough experience for what?” Jameer asked.

    “Well, I’ve only gone down on three guys and I honestly have no idea if I’m any good at it. I only did it once with the first two guys and it doesn’t happen all that often with Luke, either.”

    “Your man doesn’t enjoy that?” Jameer said.

    “I don’t know. I mean, I think I know. I think he likes it. I don’t really know though.” Emily pushed her glasses up her nose. Her hands were a little sweaty. She felt more nervous than she expected. “How do you know if you’re good at something like that?”

    “Well, if we’re both okay with saying stuff that’s not workplace appropriate, I would say that you’d have a pretty good idea because your man would let you know, whether that’s Luke or the other guys you’ve been with,” Jameer said as he leaned forward.

    “Like, they’d tell me?” Emily asked.

    He smiled. “No, like they’d be moaning like crazy while you were doing it. Like they’d want you to be doing it all the time because it feels so damn good.”

    “Oh.” Emily slumped in her chair. She felt a little defeated.

    “Is he good at going down on you?” Jameer asked.

    “Yeah, I think so,” she responded.

    “You think so? What the fuck does that mean?” Jameer said. “Does he make your head spin? Do your toes and fingers tingle after he’s done?”

    Emily thought back to the last time Luke had gone down on her. She definitely didn’t remember her toes and fingers tingling. She remembered having an orgasm and really liking it, though.

    “He makes me orgasm,” Emily said.

    “Look, I know it’s not my place to say, but don’t you want better than that? I mean, you want to marry this dude, right? Shouldn’t he be blowing your mind on a regular basis?” Jameer asked with genuine concern.

    Suddenly Emily felt a wave of emotion rush over her. She held back the tears that were right on the brink of flowing from her eyes.

    “Whoa, hey, I’m sorry,” Jameer said as he reached out and gently rubbed her shoulder.

    “It’s not your fault. I don’t really know what this is. I mean, I love Luke. I really do want to marry him.” She stopped and took a deep breath before looking at Jameer. “It’s just, I’ve never been the girl that guys seem to try hard for. I’m not sure I’d say anyone has ever blown my mind, sexually speaking. I just don’t seem to inspire that in guys.”

    Jameer took Emily’s hand in his and said, “Look, it’s just my opinion, but I don’t think that’s anything other than you thinking you’re not worthy of that kind of effort. You’re beautiful, smart, and way more interesting than most girls. You just have to believe you’re worthy of it. You have to demand that your man blows your mind.”

    It was the last thing she wanted to be thinking in that moment, but Emily loved that Jameer was holding her hand. She knew he was just being nice, but it felt so good. So did the things he said about her. Despite herself, she felt a little bit aroused.

    She leaned towards Jameer just a little and said, “Thank you,” while moving her fingers over his. For a fleeting moment she entertained the idea of trying to kiss him. Then she let his hand go and leaned back. “Really, thank you. That was very kind of you.”

    “It was my pleasure, and it was all true. You have all the makings of a goddess, Emily. You just have to believe it.”

    A goddess, she thought. Could she ever think of herself as a goddess? Could she go home and demand that Luke make her cum so hard that it made her fingers and toes tingle? Was Luke even capable of that sort of thing?

    “I wonder if Luke’s even capable of making my fingers and toes tingle?” Emily asked before realizing she was talking out loud.

    “Every man is capable of it. Trust me,” Jameer said without missing a beat. “Make that man give you a mind-blowing orgasm, Emily.”

    He flashed his smile at her and Emily just about melted in her seat. She’d been trying to deny it, but there was no question she was aroused. She knew if she ran to the bathroom she’d find wetness between her legs. She refused to let the true depth of her arousal rise to the surface, but she knew it was there.

    “I will,” she finally said. “I swear, I will make him give me the orgasm I deserve.” Emily believed it, too.
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    After her meal with Jameer, Emily didn’t get much work done. She couldn’t stop thinking about what he’d said. She couldn’t stop thinking about having a mind-blowing orgasm. She wasn’t even sure what that meant. Did women really experience tingling in their fingers and toes when they came really hard or was that just meant to signify a different kind of orgasm from the ones she’d had in her life?

    She wanted to work, but more thoughts kept popping into her head and crowding out any ability to concentrate on her job. She’d always told herself that the kind of really passionate, intense sex she saw in movies or when she occasionally indulged in porn was just fake, that people didn’t really experience sex in that intense kind of way. What if it wasn’t? What if she just didn’t experience that? What if she was missing out?

    She wondered if Luke really was capable of providing that kind of orgasm. Could he go down on her and blow her mind like Jameer had suggested? If he could, he hadn’t done it so far. Jameer hadn’t really provided any tips on how to make that happen. Was Luke just supposed to understand how to do it?

    The same thoughts dominated her mind as Emily rode home. Was it okay for her to demand something better from Luke? Was she even capable of experiencing something better? Maybe some women weren’t wired to have mind-blowing orgasms like Jameer suggested. Maybe Emily was one of those women.

    By the time she got home, Emily felt exhausted. She’d spent so much time with these exhausting thoughts running through her head that she had no energy to try and have the kind of orgasm Jameer thought she deserved and was totally capable of having.

    Instead of dragging him to the bedroom and making him go down on her, Emily curled up on the couch with Luke, kissed his cheek, and watched an episode of House Hunters instead.

    
      

    

    Luke knew something was up with Emily. He couldn’t quite place his finger on it, but something had changed a few days ago. She just hadn’t let him in on what had changed. He couldn’t help but be a little worried.

    That’s why he’d planned a dinner date at home for the two of them. He’d gotten off work early and made Truffled Mac and Cheese, which happened to be Emily’s favorite food and a meal they’d enjoyed on their third date together.

    He had a bottle of Emily’s favorite red wine ready to be enjoyed. There were candles carefully lit around their small apartment and a single red rose in a bud vase on the table where the two of them often dined.

    The smile on Emily’s face when she came home made all the effort worth it, but Luke wanted more from the evening. He wanted to know what was bugging his girlfriend.

    “Oh my God! Luke, this is so sweet,” Emily said as she looked over the table before embracing him. They shared a soft kiss and she smiled gleefully once more.

    “Sit, please,” he said while pulling out her chair. “Let me pour you a glass of wine.”

    Luke pulled out the cork and quickly poured them both a glass before taking his seat. He raised his glass and said, “A toast to the woman I love.”

    They clinked their glasses and Emily smiled again before taking a sip.

    “This is so good,” Emily said after taking a bite of the mac and cheese. “I’m really impressed.”

    It was Luke’s turn to smile. “Thank you.”

    He hadn’t really come up with a good plan for investigating what had Emily out of sorts, so he just brought it up.

    “So, it seems like something is maybe a little bit off with you. It feels like things have been a little different in a way I can’t quite figure out. Am I crazy?” he asked.

    A pained look came over Emily’s face. She grabbed her glass of wine and took a long sip as Luke watched. Something definitely seemed wrong. 

    Emily looked away and pushed her glasses up her nose. “I just don’t know,” she said.

    “You don’t know what?” Luke asked. Now he was confused in addition to feeling worried.

    Emily took another long sip of wine, emptying her glass in the process. She was a slim girl and she didn’t drink much. She must have been feeling the effects of the alcohol already.

    She put her arms on the table and looked Luke in the eye. She held his gaze long enough that it got a little uncomfortable. Then, finally, she spoke.

    “Why don’t we have mind-blowing orgasms?” Emily asked.

    Luke felt like the question was simultaneously worse and better than he was expecting. He thought maybe she was going to confess having cheated on him, so it wasn’t nearly as bad as that. On the other hand, she seemed to be expressing a sense of dissatisfaction with their sex life.

    “Oh, well, I kind of feel like I do,” he answered honestly. “At least I think I do. How do you know if an orgasm is mind-blowing?”

    “I think you just know,” Emily said as she leaned back in her chair. “I mean, wouldn’t you know? Haven’t you had some orgasms that are better than others?”

    Luke took a moment to think about it. “Yeah, I guess so. You remember that time we had sex in that hotel room in New York City? The one we stayed at for the conference I was at? We did it against the window. That was a really good orgasm. That might have been mind-blowing. How about you?”

    “I don’t think I’ve ever had a mind-blowing orgasm. I didn’t even cum when we had sex against the window.”

    Luke was surprised. He was certain Emily had cum. “You didn’t?” Now it was his turn to take a long drink.

    “Am I doing something wrong?” he asked.

    Emily looked genuinely distraught as she took another bite of her mac and cheese. “I honestly don’t know. I think that’s what has me kind of freaked out. I don’t know what a great orgasm feels like. Maybe it’s because I’m not capable of having one. Maybe it’s because you’re doing something wrong. Maybe it’s because we’re not sexually compatible. Maybe I’ve already had the best orgasm I’m capable of having. Maybe I haven’t. Who the hell knows?”

    Luke reached out and took Emily’s hand in his. She was spinning out and he tried to calm her down. “We can figure this out. We’re smart people. I’m sure we can figure this out.” He took a deep breath. “It seems like you’ve put some thought into this? Do you have any ideas?”

    A naughty smile broke across Emily’s face in a way Luke had never seen before. “I have done a little research,” she said. “Apparently, giving me an erotic massage and then going down on me is a good way to prime me for a mind-blowing orgasm.”

    “Let’s do it then,” Luke said as he hopped to his feet.

    “What about dinner?” Emily asked as she pointed to their half-eaten food.

    “We can reheat it later. C’mon, let’s do this.”

    
      

    

    Emily took Luke’s hand as he led her to the bed, where he slowly undressed her. He kissed her neck while unzipping her skirt and pushing it to the floor. She moaned quietly as goose bumps rose on her skin.

    Emily couldn’t help but moan again as Luke played with her perky breasts and kissed her neck once more. She tried to banish all thoughts from her head and concentrate on the sensations of pleasure her boyfriend seemed determined to give her.

    “Lie down,” he whispered.

    Emily laid on her stomach and Luke ran his hands down her back and to the top of her butt. He squeezed her ass cheeks lightly and again she moaned.

    “That feels good,” she said.

    “When I squeeze your ass like that?” Luke asked.

    “Yeah, I like that.”

    Luke doubled down, once again rubbing over her back and down to her ass before giving it a good squeeze. His hands felt stronger than she expected and each time he squeezed her bottom it felt like her pussy came alive.

    Luke moved to the other side of the bed and started working her legs. His fingers ran up her calves and the backs of her thighs before he skillfully massaged her ass. He was clearly getting the hang of it.

    “That feels so good, Luke,” Emily said.

    As the leg massage continued, Luke moved closer to Emily’s inner thighs each time up her legs. She could feel the arousal building. The rubdown was really working.

    Soon Emily was moaning each time his hands moved up her inner thighs. Luke picked up on her not-so-subtle hints and concentrated more of his efforts there.

    “You’re incredible,” she said.

    Just as her lust reached a fever pitch, Luke said, “Flip over.”

    Emily flipped over and he went right back to it. This time the rub was concentrated entirely on her thighs. His hands moved skillfully over her skin, relaxing her muscles and then delicately brushing over her pussy lips. She felt a little shiver of pleasure rush through her body each time he touched her between the legs.

    Luke bent over and kissed the spot just above her pussy as his fingers moved up her thighs. Emily moaned and lifted her hips off the bed. It felt so good.

    He did it again, this time moving his lips closer to her clit. Even his breath felt good against her enflamed pussy. He’d teased her to the point that she desperately wanted him to lick her.

    Again he massaged her thighs, running his fingers from just above her knee all the way to her pussy. This time, he didn’t go back to the start. Instead, he gently pushed two fingers into Emily’s exceptionally wet pussy.

    “Oh God, that feels so good,” she said.

    His tongue touched down on her clit moments later, and with the burst of pleasure that followed, a fog of pleasure filled Emily’s head.

    Then, for one fleeting moment, Emily pictured Jameer between her legs. The vision came as a total surprise, to the point that she cried out loud enough to surprise Luke.

    “Is everything okay?” he asked.

    “It’s perfect. Please, don’t stop. Please, it feels so good,” Emily said. She sounded like she was begging, and with good reason. She wasn’t sure she’d ever been so turned on.

    Luke returned to licking her clit and fingering her pussy and Emily laid her head back down on the bed and let the pleasure wash over her once again.

    He was doing a better job than she imagined possible. She felt certain that the mind-blowing orgasm she’d been seeking when she got home was just around the corner.

    And then Jameer popped into her head again. She saw him between her legs, licking and fingering her pussy. She saw the dark skin of his hands moving over her body and playing with her milky white breasts.

    Emily tried to fight it off. She felt terribly guilty for imagining another man between her legs as her boyfriend went down on her, especially since he was doing such a good job. She couldn’t, though. Each time she let her lust take over, Jameer appeared between her legs once more.

    Emily knew she wasn’t going to win the battle. Either she was going to let the fantasy version of Jameer into her head or she wasn’t going to cum, and that wasn’t an option. She wanted her mind-blowing orgasm. She wanted it badly. So she let him in.

    As Luke worked over her pussy, Emily closed her eyes and imagined Jameer between her legs. She imagined him getting her pussy exceptionally wet with his fingers and tongue, and then kissing his way up her body. She imagined him kissing and sucking on her nipples and then slipping his tongue into her mouth.

    As Luke worked his fingers into Emily’s pussy, she imagined Jameer doing the same, only with his cock. She’d given herself to the fantasy by then. She knew it was bad to be fantasizing about someone else fucking her while her boyfriend was going down on her, but Emily couldn’t stop it. She needed the mind-blowing orgasm that had long eluded her.

    Emily imagined Jameer kissing her as his cock filled her pussy. She imagined her legs spread wide as he plunged into her.

    It was the combination of that lurid fantasy playing out in her head and Luke’s eager work between her legs that finally delivered the mind-blowing orgasm Emily had obsessed over.

    She screamed so loud she thought the neighbors might call the cops. She grasped the bed sheets in her fingers and lifted her hips towards the ceiling as Luke’s mouth followed. He kept his tongue on her clit and licked furiously right through her climax.

    Emily pushed him away only when it felt too sensitive for him to keep licking her clit. Her heart was pounding and she felt lightheaded. Even better, her fingers and toes were tingling, just as Jameer had talked about. She had a huge, giddy smile on her face. It was pure bliss.

    “So, did it work?” Luke asked, though Emily was certain he knew the answer.

    “Absolutely,” she said.

    He moved next to her and they shared a kiss. He looked genuinely happy, which made Emily feel impossibly guilty. Luke clearly felt like he was solely responsible for her intense pleasure, but she knew that wasn’t entirely the case.

    He had been the one to get her right to the edge, though. His massage had been exceptionally skillful and, in hindsight, his eagerness to please was more arousing than she’d given it credit for.

    The guilt lingered, but it wasn’t nearly strong enough to wash away Emily’s bliss. She still felt high as a kite on the pure joy of having the best orgasm of her life.

    Luke kissed her again, this time with more vigor. The desire evident in the eager movement of his tongue in her mouth reminded Emily that he hadn’t gotten off. He’d merely serviced her needs.

    Instead of waiting for him to say anything about it, Emily hastily unzipped Luke’s pants and pulled out his cock. She straddled him in the bed and sat her still-wet pussy down on his turgid shaft. He moaned as her warmth and wetness engulfed him.

    Emily rode her boyfriend with determined vigor. She was going to make him cum inside her. She was going to reward him for doing such a good job in getting her all hot and bothered. She was going to try and work out a little of the guilt she felt by giving him a great orgasm.

    Luke must have been exceptionally worked up, because it wasn’t long after Emily took him inside her that he climaxed. From what she could tell, he had a mind-blowing orgasm. For a moment she wondered if he was fantasizing about someone else too.

    
      

    

    After their encounter, Emily took a quick shower and went to sleep. It seemed like the wine and her orgasm combined to knock her out.

    Luke cleared the dishes off the table and put the remaining mac and cheese in the fridge as he considered the fun they’d just had.

    Emily had been right. It was possible to have a great orgasm, or at least something better than what he’d experienced most of his life. Tonight was definitely better than the time they had sex against the window in New York. He already wanted more of it.

    There was something about it that felt a little off, though. He couldn’t quite figure it out. He’d enjoyed all of it, but while he was going down on Emily it felt like she was elsewhere. It was the exact time when she should have been most present, and yet she seemed to disappear for just a little before cumming.

    Luke didn’t want to be paranoid, but he wondered if something was going on. They’d been dating for almost a year and she’d never so much as mentioned any hint of disappointment with their sex life. Then, out of the blue, she brings it up one night and she seems intensely frustrated by it.

    He didn’t want to get too caught up in it – the whole evening had been fun and the sex had been particularly good – but he wondered if it was worth saying something. Would Emily get frustrated if he asked her what had changed? Should he just forget about it and embrace the fact that they’d had really good sex and that maybe there was more to come?

    He wasn’t sure what to do. Neither seemed like a surefire choice. If something had inspired Emily’s sexual curiosity and the ensuing mind-blowing orgasm, he wanted to know about it. If asking her about it was going to cause a rift, he wanted to avoid that.

    Absent a clear choice, Luke resolved to keep an open mind. If this was a onetime thing – which he hoped wasn’t the case – he’d let it go. If this seemed like the new normal, maybe he’d ask her about it.

    Either way, he’d enjoyed giving his first erotic massage and making his girlfriend cum harder than she’d ever cum before and he was already thinking of the next time he’d get a chance to pleasure her like that.
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    Emily knew she was being weird. She knew she was trying her best to avoid Jameer at work and she couldn’t really explain why to him.

    The problem was that after her waking sex dream about him, Emily kept thinking about it. She’d had half a dozen more incredible orgasms since then and Jameer had starred in each of them. It felt unfair to him, to her, and to Luke, and yet she couldn’t stop it.

    She wasn’t sure she wanted to, either. For the first time in her life she was having genuinely great orgasms and she wasn’t willing to let it go. Every time Jameer popped into her head she climaxed harder.

    She loved Luke so much though, and he’d been working so hard on their sex life. He’d started reading about foreplay and the various ways he could arouse her before they had sex. He’d practiced techniques that he read about and some of them were amazing.

    Still, Emily couldn’t banish Jameer from her thoughts. The best she could do was try not to spend too much time with him at work. She spent so much time thinking about him while she was fooling around with Luke that she didn’t want to risk doing something foolish, like try and kiss Jameer.

    She told herself that she’d enjoy her fantasies for a little while longer and then she’d figure out a way to make it all work while banishing Jameer from her thoughts. She just wanted to have fun and since Luke was cumming hard too, it didn’t seem all that harmful.

    On most days since she’d started fantasizing about Jameer, Emily had managed to largely avoid having to spend any time alone with him. Then Friday arrived. Luke was out of town on a business trip and wouldn’t be back until Sunday.

    That’s how Emily ended up at the bar with her work friends. That’s why she had enough drinks to get buzzed without being sloppy. That’s why she wasn’t aware that Jameer had worked his way over to her at the bar before it was too late to get away.

    “Hey, if something about what I said last week upset you, I’m really sorry,” he said, jumping right into it.

    Emily’s slightly buzzed brain decided to play dumb. “What are you talking about?”

    Jameer made a face that indicated just how dumb it was for Emily to pretend like there was nothing going on.

    “Right,” she said while turning her gaze to the martini glass in front of her. “The thing is, it worked.”

    “What worked?” Jameer asked. He seemed genuinely confused. Perhaps he didn’t remember all the details of their conversation.

    “Demanding a mind-blowing orgasm. It worked,” Emily said.

    A big smile broke across Jameer’s face. “That’s what I figured you meant. I just wanted to hear you say it.”

    Emily lightly punched him in the arm as she laughed nervously. She pushed her glasses up her nose and took another long sip of her drink. She was teetering on the verge of being drunk, but talking to Jameer made her nervous. She couldn’t quite keep all the fantasies she’d been having about him from jumping into her head.

    “See, I told you. I knew you had it in you. There’s a goddess in that little body of yours,” Jameer said as he motioned to the bartender. “Two shots of Jameson, please.”

    Emily knew it probably wasn’t smart to do a shot of anything, but she was free to enjoy the night as she desired, so she went for it.

    She and Jameer clinked their shot glasses together and threw back the 80 proof liquor.

    “So, how did your man do it?” Jameer asked.

    Emily smiled and looked away. She was drunk enough to want to tell him, but still conservative enough to feel a little embarrassed about it.

    “C’mon, don’t be embarrassed. Just spill it. You don’t have to be graphic or nothing, just give me the basic details,” Jameer encouraged her.

    “The first time it was an erotic massage followed by his tongue and fingers,” Emily explained, though she left out the part about Jameer’s presence in her waking fantasy being the thing that put her over the top.

    “Since then it’s been a mixture of things. Luke is trying hard. He’s been doing research and trying new techniques to see what works best.” Emily felt the heat of desire building between her legs as she thought back to the different ways Luke had made her cum over the past week.

    “Damn, you’ve got a special man on your hands,” Jameer said.

    Emily gave him a confused look. “What do you mean?”

    “Girl, you really don’t have much experience with sex, do you?” Jameer took a sip of his beer before putting his elbows on the bar. “I have obviously not been with any guys, sexually speaking, but I know plenty of dudes and I don’t know any that would go to such lengths to make a woman cum. Most guys give up if their dick doesn’t get the job done.”

    Emily stared at her drink and smiled.

    “Sorry,” Jameer added. “I didn’t mean to imply that your man’s dick doesn’t get the job done. I don’t know anything about Luke’s dick. I also shouldn’t be talking about another man’s dick so much.”

    As Emily laughed, she noticed the room spinning just a little. The shot had put her over the top and she was officially drunk.

    The drunkenness is probably why she said, “Maybe his dick doesn’t get the job done. I mean, it hasn’t been his dick that’s been making me cum this past week.”

    The sane, sober part of her tried to push through the drunken haze and tell her to shut up. It was loud enough for Emily to feel a little embarrassed that she was sharing these thoughts with Jameer.

    She took another sip of her drink and added, “God, I really shouldn’t have said that.”

    “Is it…is it small?” Jameer asked. He was clearly a bit drunk too, as he was swaying from side to side on the bar stool.

    Emily pictured Luke’s cock in her head. She didn’t have much to compare it too, though. It was certainly smaller than the cocks she’d seen in porn, but that was probably true for almost every guy. It was about the same size as the other guy’s she’d been with.

    “I don’t know,” she answered. “I wouldn’t say it’s big, but I don’t know if it’s small.”

    Emily had reached the giddy stage of drunkenness. She couldn’t stop smiling and everything seemed a little funnier than it was. Despite not being entirely comfortable talking about sex, she was really enjoying it. She was turned on, too. Even thinking about the orgasms she’d been having was enough to get her going these days.

    Jameer pulled out his phone and dropped it on the bar. He entered in his unlock code and tapped the photos button. Emily watched him scroll and then tap an image.

    He picked up the phone and held it in front of her face. “Is he that big?” Jameer asked.

    Emily was looking at a picture of a cock. A black cock. It was a cock selfie with the picture taker holding his erection in his hand. It looked huge.

    “Holy shit. No. He’s not that big. Is that even real? Can a cock be that big? Is that, like, a toy or something?” she asked.

    “Nope,” Jameer said as he laughed. “That’s the real deal.”

    Emily looked over and saw a broad, proud smile on Jameer’s face and realized that it was his cock in the picture.

    She was aware of how she was supposed to feel. She was supposed to be offended that Jameer would effectively pull out his cock in a bar and show it to her. She was supposed to throw a drink in his face and storm off.

    She had no desire to do that, though. Emily wasn’t entirely sure what she felt. She was definitely turned on, but that might have been leftover from before. She felt a little guilty that she was drunk at a bar and being shown a picture of someone else’s cock while Luke was away.

    More than anything though, Emily felt like she wanted Jameer’s cock. She’d been fantasizing about him for a week. The idea of him between her legs had been the difference between orgasms like she used to have them and the bigger, better, far more satisfying orgasms she’d had recently.

    The more she thought about it, the more Emily wanted to invite Jameer back to her place. She wasn’t sure she could even take a cock that big inside her, but she couldn’t stop thinking about how badly she wanted to try. She wanted to know if it made a difference. She’d never had anything approaching that size inside her and she wanted to know if it would actually make sex better.

    The analytical part of her argued that it was merely an experiment, that she was actually making the best decision for her future because it was unwise to marry Luke without knowing if there were objectively better sexual situations available to her.

    The drunken part of Emily argued that it was the right decision because she’d been fantasizing about Jameer for a week and she should just take him home and let him fuck her brains out.

    There was a part of her that knew it was a mistake, that Luke would be heartbroken if he found out, and that it might make work uncomfortable in more ways than one. That part of her didn’t win the argument though.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Emily said as she looked at Jameer. She felt unusually confident.

    He sat up straight and stared at her. “Wait, what?”

    She turned to face him and launched into a sales pitch of sorts. “Look, the reason I’ve been avoiding you is because I’ve been fantasizing about you all week. I can’t stop it. I want to, but every time Luke goes to work trying to make me cum, you pop into my head. I know it’s crazy and it feels really embarrassing to be saying it, but there it is.”

    Emily watched Jameer’s face and her heart pounded as she waited for his response. She figured he was going to reject her – she wasn’t anywhere near as beautiful as the girls he usually dated – but she couldn’t help but hope he’d say yes.

    Jameer slipped off the bar stool and said, “Let’s go.”

    Emily followed him out of the bar and ordered a ride on her phone. In less than a minute they were riding back to the apartment she shared with Luke.

    She thanked the driver as they stumbled onto the sidewalk and up the steps to her building. As they ascended the stairs to their second floor unit, Jameer’s hands found Emily’s waist and moved over her ass. She squealed as he squeezed her.

    He pressed his body against hers as Emily struggled to unlock the door. She loved that he was committed to it, though. There wasn’t going to be any awkward small talk once they got inside.

    Once the door closed behind them Jameer pulled Emily to him and pressed his thick lips against hers. She opened her mouth and his tongue pushed in as his hands moved under her shirt to caress the soft skin of her stomach.

    Emily moaned into his mouth and reached between his legs to find his cock. She wanted to feel it to see if it lived up to the pictures.

    What she discovered was impressively long and thick. As Emily stroked it, Jameer pulled back and looked into her eyes and asked, “Are you sure about this?” 

    Emily liked that he was checking in like that. To answer, she undid his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pushed them to the floor. She looked down and wrapped her fingers around his exposed, nearly erect cock.

    Jameer kissed her again as Emily continued to stroke his dick. She could feel an intense sense of need building between her legs. The more she touched his cock the more desperate she was to have it inside her.

    “I need you to fuck me, Jameer. I know it’s crazy, but I need it. I need to know what it feels like,” Emily said as she worked her fingers over the head of his cock.

    Jameer pulled Emily’s shirt over her head and deftly unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. He kissed her as his fingers played with her milky white breasts. She moaned when he gently pulled on her nipples and rolled them between his fingers.

    Emily sucked on his tongue as it invaded her mouth. She’d never done that before, but she liked how it felt, especially when he responded by grasping her breasts a little harder. He was awfully good with his hands and she couldn’t help but wonder if he was as good with his cock.

    “Where’s the bedroom,” Jameer said.

    Emily took his hand and led him through the apartment. She briefly glanced at the pictures of her and Luke that hung on the walls. There was a twinge of guilt, but it was drowned out by the volume of her desire.

    Emily quickly stripped when they reached the bedroom. She didn’t want to wait any longer. She wanted Jameer’s cock inside her.

    She pulled a condom out of the nightstand and passed it to him while she pulled back the comforter and moved to her back on the soft white sheets.

    Emily watched Jameer roll the condom down his big black dick and she felt a genuine tingling sensation between her legs. It was like her pussy was letting her know just how eager it was to feel that thing inside it.

    Once he was fully wrapped, Jameer moved on top of Emily and kissed her. She ran her hands over his back and pulled him closer. The weight of his surprisingly fit body felt so good on top of her and she moaned as the head of his cock rubbed gently against her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me, Jameer,” Emily pleaded.

    She knew more foreplay would be fun, but she just wanted to feel his cock inside her. She’d been fantasizing about it for a week and she was drunk enough to not care about anything but getting exactly what she desired.

    Jameer reached down and guided the head of his cock to Emily’s pussy. He gently pushed it inside her and watched as the experience of being filled by the biggest cock of her life played out on Emily’s face.

    “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s so big. Fuck, it’s so fucking big.”

    Being penetrated by Jameer’s monstrous black cock was an entirely foreign experience for Emily. At first it was a mixture of pleasure, pain, and a sense of elation at being full in a way she’d never been full before.

    She was thankful that Jameer took his time. He seemed more than happy to slowly, gently push himself into her pussy and wait while she adjusted to his size.

    Emily felt a wonderful sense of pleasure when Jameer’s cock finally bottomed out inside her. The sensation was astounding in ways she had honestly never imagined possible. It was an entirely different experience than when Luke fucked her. Sometimes she had a little trouble feeling him inside her. That would never be the case with Jameer. She could feel every inch of him.

    “Fuck me,” Emily whispered as she wrapped her legs and arms around him. She wanted to keep his body as close to hers as possible.

    Slowly, Jameer pulled his cock out of Emily’s pussy and pushed inside her once more. She closed her eyes, held tight to his body, and groaned in a way she’d never groaned before. For a moment she was surprised the noise was coming from her mouth.

    “Harder,” Emily said as any sense of pain subsided and was replaced by pure pleasure. “Fuck me harder.”

    Jameer picked up the pace. He gave Emily exactly what she was looking for, and with it came sensations of overwhelming pleasure she’d never experienced before.

    With just a few thrusts, everything Emily suspected was confirmed to be true. Sex with a big cock was unquestionably better. It wasn’t just a better version of fucking Luke, it was better because it was different. The sensations were different. She could feel every inch of Jameer’s cock as it fucked her. She could feel him deep inside her, unlike with Luke.

    It was that beautiful, overwhelming mixture of pleasurable sensations that brought Emily to a loud, mind-blowing orgasm that far surpassed any she’d had in the last week.

    It was like an explosion went off in her loins. She screamed and dug her nails into Jameer’s back as her legs wrapped around him. “I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    Jameer buried his cock inside her and held it there while Emily quivered in the aftermath of the most incredible orgasm of her life.

    “That was…unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, Jameer. Fuck. I don’t even know what to say.”

    Jameer pulled out and sat back on his knees. His cock was still hard and Emily loved that it was covered in her juices.

    She knew he hadn’t cum and desperately wanted to make sure he did, so Emily said, “How do you want me?”

    “On your hands and knees, right here at the edge of the bed,” Jameer answered.

    Emily swiftly moved into position. She felt that same tingling sensation. She liked being ordered into position by Jameer. She liked that he was going to take her from behind. Luke normally asked if doggystyle was okay, even if she was offering up anything he wanted. It felt better that Jameer hadn’t asked, that he’d simply told her what he wanted.

    This time, Jameer didn’t need to be gentle. Emily was still wet from her orgasm and her pussy was already used to his size. He slid into her with ease and took a firm grip on her hips before starting in on a long, hard pounding.

    Emily gripped the sheets tightly as she got fucked from behind by the biggest cock she was likely to ever experience.

    This was doggystyle sex like she’d never had before. She was being taken by Jameer and she loved every second of it.

    “Fuck me harder, Jameer,” she said, giving him permission to pound her pussy as hard and fast as he wanted.

    Jameer found a well of excess energy and increased the pace of the pussy pounding. The room filled with the sound of his body slamming into hers and Emily’s loud, relentless moans.

    To her amazement, Emily felt another orgasm building between her legs. She’d never cum in doggystyle before, but she’d never had anyone with a cock anywhere near as big as Jameer’s inside her.

    “Harder, harder, harder,” she begged. It felt even better than missionary. Her mind emptied of everything except for the sensation of Jameer’s big cock drilling her pussy from behind.

    “Fuck, Jameer, I’m gonna cum again,” Emily announced.

    Jameer groaned as he fucked her harder. She hoped he was close. She wasn’t sure she could take more of his dick after another orgasm.

    “Cum on my cock, Emily. Cum for me,” Jameer said breathlessly.

    Emily let loose as he continued to pound her cunt from behind. “I’m cumming!” she yelled as another orgasm ripped through her body.

    Jameer buried his cock inside her and groaned as his hands squeezed Emily’s ass hard. She knew he was flooding the condom with his cum. It thrilled her that she’d made another man cum.

    They uncoupled and collapsed onto the bed. Emily rolled onto her side and rested her head on Jameer’s chest as he ran his fingers down her back.

    Despite the intense pleasure of her orgasms, Emily faced a conundrum. Her experiment had yielded a definitive answer: Sex with a big cock was better. That meant she had a problem though. Luke didn’t have a big cock, which meant she’d be giving up truly great sex for the rest of her life if she married him.

    She didn’t want to break up with Luke though. He was smart, passionate, and genuinely dedicated to her pleasure. He’d worked exceptionally hard over the past week to make her cum.

    Emily pondered potential solutions as she laid next to Jameer. She wasn’t sure what to do, but she already knew she couldn’t just give up his big black cock. She didn’t have the willpower to resist.
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    When Emily woke up a little after 8 a.m. the next morning, she immediately noticed the soreness between her legs. It brought a smile to her face, as it was an explicit reminder of the sex she’d had the night before.

    She rolled over and saw Jameer sleeping next to her. Again she smiled. He was the man that had showed her what great sex felt like. She thought she knew before, but she was wrong. His cock and the way he used it made all the difference.

    Emily lifted the sheets and peered under them to see that Jameer hadn’t put his underwear back on before falling asleep. His cock was right there. It was soft, but still enormous-looking.

    Despite the soreness between her legs, Emily wanted more. She couldn’t help it. She reached under the sheets and softly stroked Jameer’s cock. He grew bigger and harder as her fingers moved up and down his shaft. A quiet moan escaped his lips, though it didn’t look like he’d woken up.

    Emily felt inspired to try something naughty. She wanted to see what Jameer’s dick felt like in her mouth. She knew it would probably be a struggle, but she felt a strong desire to give him a blowjob. She felt like she wanted to make him feel good because he’d made her feel so good the night before.

    With that in mind, Emily moved under the sheets and between Jameer’s legs. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his big black cock and took the head into her mouth, and just like that she was giving a sleeping man a blowjob.

    His cock felt predictably huge in her mouth. Emily knew right away it would take quite a bit of practice to get good at giving him head, but she was going to try her best.

    She knew that a good blowjob didn’t require taking the cock into her throat. Jameer would feel immense pleasure if she worked the head of his dick with her lips and tongue, so that’s what Emily did.

    She sucked and licked and even stroked him, and eventually Jameer woke up.

    “Damn girl,” he said in a sleepy voice. “This is the best kind of alarm clock.”

    Emily felt a little self-conscious when Jameer pulled the sheets aside, but she kept sucking his cock. Arousal spread through her loins as she offered him her mouth and she had no desire to stop.

    The more she sucked, the wetter Jameer’s dick got. Soon he was covered in her saliva and she was working him with her mouth and fingers at the same time.

    “Fuck, you’re better at this than you think, Emily,” Jameer said, referencing the conversation they’d had last week. “Much better.”

    His compliment made Emily feel surprisingly good. She liked hearing that she was doing a good job. It felt better than when Luke complimented her oral technique. She wasn’t sure why, but she suspected it was because Jameer seemed to have access to just about any woman he wanted, and yet here he was in her bed, telling her she was giving a really good blowjob.

    “Why don’t you ride it?” Jameer said.

    Emily let his cock slip from her mouth and looked up at him. Her pussy was wet. The entirety of her pelvis felt like it was alive with desire.

    “I’d love to,” she said.

    Again Emily felt self-conscious as she climbed out of bed and grabbed a condom from the night stand. She knew Jameer was looking at her body, which she’d never been particularly fond of.

    Jameer stroked his cock and stared at her as she pulled the condom from the box and tore it open. “You look so fucking good,” he said. “I can’t wait to see you take my dick for a ride.”

    Emily wasn’t used to that sort of lascivious talk from a man. Luke was far more restrained, even when they were having sex. She liked it, though. She enjoyed the sense that he desired her more than anything else in the world at that moment.

    Rolling the condom down his cock felt exceptionally intimate in a way Emily wasn’t expecting. She took her time with it, stroking him slowly and ensuring the latex fully encased his magnificent dick.

    Jameer had a confident smile on his face as Emily sat astride his erect, condom-wrapped cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy and briefly winced as her battered labia experienced their first touch after last night’s pounding.

    She was determined to get fucked again by his big black cock, so mild pain wasn’t nearly enough to deter her. Instead, Emily sat down on it and let the full length fill her pussy.

    She needed a few moments to get used to the size once more, but it was the same blissful experience it had been the night before. Having him inside her was absolute perfection. Again it seemed like she could feel every inch of him stretching her out. Every little movement brought with it sensations she’d never experienced with Luke.

    Emily still felt guilty for cheating on her boyfriend, but this kind of pleasure was too much to resist. She just couldn’t say no. Jameer was in her bed, he was willing, and she was going to enjoy his cock.

    “Ride me,” Jameer said.

    Emily leaned down and rested her hands on his chest to provide all the leverage she needed for a wild ride on his big cock.

    “That’s it, girl. Ride that dick,” he encouraged her as Emily worked him with her pussy. 

    She took his cock for a ride. She bounced hard and fast on it. She closed her eyes and concentrated all her mental energy on the space between her legs. It was like a sexual meditation where the only thing in the world that mattered was the sensation of a big black cock fucking her tight white pussy.

    “Fuck, you’re tight,” Jameer said as he reached up and played with Emily’s perky little breasts.

    “You feel so fucking good inside me,” Emily said without the typical self-conscious feelings that came with expressing her sexuality. “Your dick is perfect.”

    “You can have my dick whenever you want,” he said while pulling on her nipples.

    Emily closed her eyes and moaned in pure delight. She’d never had her nipples played with like that. She loved it. It felt like they were directly connected to her pussy. It made his cock feel even better inside her.

    Jameer reached up and pulled Emily’s face to his. He kissed her while his hands found her ass and grasped it tight. He fucked his cock up into her pussy, pounding her harder and faster. She moaned into his mouth as her orgasm approached.

    “I’m gonna cum!” she announced.

    “Cum on my dick,” Jameer encouraged her. “Do it, girl. Cum on my dick.”

    “I’m cumming on your dick!” Emily screamed as she had yet another incredible orgasm courtesy of her coworker.

    She stayed on top of his cock as her body twitched from the overwhelming pleasure of cumming so hard. They shared soft kisses and he caressed her milky white skin and gently played with her breasts.

    Emily’s head came to rest on his chest as she said, “I’ve never had sex like this before. I don’t even know how to describe how good it is.”

    “I wasn’t kidding, you know,” Jameer said. “My dick is yours whenever you want it. You’re incredible.”

    Emily felt genuinely surprised to hear him call her incredible. She knew he’d been with girls that were objectively hotter than her and she figured that an extra level of wildness in bed came with that kind of hotness. Perhaps she was wrong.

    “Really?” she asked, immediately feeling embarrassed that she’d let the words leave her lips.

    “Yeah. Of course. Why?” Jameer said.

    Emily sat up with his cock still buried in her pussy and said, “Well, it’s just, I’ve seen some of the girls you date, or hook up with, or whatever. They’re way hotter than I am. I guess I just figured that they must be way hotter in bed, too.”

    Jameer smiled and laughed, though he clearly wasn’t laughing at her. He seemed to find her insecurity genuinely amusing.

    “First off, you’re hot. If you want to say you’re hot in a different way than some of the women I’ve been with, fine, but there’s no question you’re hot. I mean, look at this tight little body of yours,” he said while caressing Emily’s hips, slender waist, and breasts.

    His touch felt so good on her skin. She was struck by a desire to ride his cock once more, but she held off.

    “Second, most of those so-called hot girls are unbelievably boring in bed. I mean, the kind of boring where they’re laying there like dead fish and just waiting for me to finish. Sometimes it feels like they’re just with me because they want to say they fucked a black guy, not because they’re having any fun.”

    For the first time, Emily noticed a slight crack in Jameer’s normally confident exterior. She felt like she was seeing him in an entirely new light.

    “That’s definitely not the case with you. I guess I could be wrong, but it seems like you are really into having sex with me.”

    Emily’s response was to move her hips over Jameer’s cock. He was still inside her, and despite the preponderance of orgasms she’d had in the past 12 hours, she wanted another one.

    “I can’t argue with that,” she said with a smile. “You don’t mind if I enjoy your cock a little more, do you?” Emily couldn’t believe how bold she was being. She felt like a different woman.

    “Not at all,” Jameer said.

    This time, he changed things up a little. Instead of staying on his back, Jameer sat up and shifted Emily’s legs so she was essentially sitting in his lap with his cock buried inside her. It was a deeply intimate position and they shared long, slow, tender tongue kisses while grinding together in a way that built up an intense heat between her legs.

    “You feel so good inside me,” she whispered between kisses.

    “Your pussy is perfect,” Jameer said back to her.

    Emily pulled his head to her chest and moaned as he sucked on her nipples while his cock filled and pleasured her pussy. She ran her fingers over his muscular back and enjoyed the intense, overwhelming sensations that rushed through her body.

    “Are you close?” Jameer asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “I can’t believe I’m going to cum again. I can’t believe you’re going to make me cum again.”

    “I’m ready. Cum on my cock,” he said.

    Emily rode him harder. He squeezed her ass and sucked on her nipple. The tingling pleasure spread outwards from her pussy and just as she climaxed, Jameer cried out, announcing his orgasm alongside hers.

    Fully satisfied, they disentangled and laid next to each other in bed. Emily’s heart pounded from the exertion and she took deep, heavy breaths as her fingers found Jameer’s hand and held it.

    “Are you busy today?” she asked.

    “No, you?” he replied.

    Emily turned and looked at him. She smiled and said, “I was planning on getting fucked all day long. How does that sound to you?” She was surprised at her boldness.

    “I’d be down for that,” Jameer said.

    
      

    

    It was a little after 2 p.m. when Luke called Emily. He was sitting in the hotel bed in a t-shirt and boxer shorts and he was hoping he’d catch his girlfriend at home. He’d read about the many pleasures of phone sex and was going to try his best to convince her to give it a shot.

    “Hey, Luke,” Emily said. It sounded like he’d interrupted her in the middle of a workout, though he didn’t think his girlfriend did much in the way of physical fitness.

    “Hey, are you okay? You sound like you’re in the middle of a job,” he said.

    “Oh, no, I’m fine. Sorry, I was just doing some cleaning up around the apartment.”

    Luke remembered the apartment being fairly clean when he left. “I hope you didn’t have a party without me,” he joked.

    “No, no, of course. No, I wouldn’t do that,” Emily said in a voice that made it clear she didn’t get the joke.

    “Are you sure you’re okay, you sound a little distracted,” he said.

    “Yeah, of course. I’m okay, I promise.”

    There were a few awkward moments of silence as Luke tried to decide if it was worth pushing it. He didn’t want to get distracted from his actual goal, though.

    “So, I know it’s kind of early in the day for this kind of thing, but I was hoping that I could convince you to, uh, well, to try having phone sex, if that’s not too weird,” he said.

    “Oh. Wow. Yes, absolutely. That would be amazing,” Emily agreed.

    Luke was certain he’d have to work a little harder to convince her. He’d done research and was ready to quote some of the articles he’d read about how a couple could really benefit from having phone sex while they were apart.

    Emily’s voice had shifted to a lower, lustier tone as she said, “I’ve missed getting to have fun with you. I’ve missed getting to feel that talented tongue of yours licking my pussy.”

    Luke’s cock came alive. He’d never heard his girlfriend talk dirty like that. She followed it with a shockingly sexy moan. It was the kind he’d only really heard when they were having sex.

    “Are you thinking about me right now?” Luke asked as he pulled down his boxer shorts and stroked his cock. “Are you thinking about my cock inside you?”

    “Of course I am. I’m thinking about your cock fucking my tight little pussy,” Emily said as she moaned again.

    The sultry sounds were music to Luke’s ears. It felt like he was going to cum a lot faster than he expected. Emily was way more into this than he figured she would be.

    “I’m thinking about your tight little pussy,” Luke said, using her words to thrilling effect. “I’m thinking about being inside you, about fucking you so hard.”

    “Fuck me, Luke. Fuck my tight little pussy,” Emily cried out.

    There was something about her voice that Luke found intensely sexy. There was a certain kind of up and down rhythm to it. Somehow she was making it sound like she was actually getting fucked and it aroused him immensely.

    “God, Emily. Your pussy feels so good. Your tight little pussy feels so good around my cock. You’re gonna make me cum,” he said.

    He was going to cum. Emily’s moans filled his ears as he masturbated. He couldn’t hold back. It was so fucking hot.

    “Yes, Luke. Cum for me,” Emily said. “Cum in my tight little pussy.”

    He couldn’t believe how willing she was to talk dirty. She’d never talked like that before. It was wonderfully filthy.

    “Yes, Emily. I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Luke cried out as he grabbed a towel and unleashed his load into the soft white cloth.

    “Oh baby, that was incredible,” Emily said. “You made my tight little pussy feel so good.”

    Luke’s heart pounded as he listened to more dirty words from his girlfriend. He could still hear that rhythm in her voice, and now that the sound of his masturbation wasn’t filling the room, he was certain he could hear something else too.

    “Did you cum?” he asked.

    “No, not yet,” Emily said. “I need you to keep fucking me, Luke. I need you to keep pounding my tight little pussy.”

    Luke listened carefully. He heard Emily’s heavy breathing, but it was the other sound that intrigued him most. It sounded like sex, like Emily was fucking herself with something. She didn’t own a dildo, though.

    He didn’t want to interrupt her by asking about it. Plus, he liked the idea of Emily using something on herself. He didn’t know what it could have been, but when he imagined her sitting in bed with her legs spread and a hairbrush handle or something from the kitchen penetrating her pussy it thrilled him. If he hadn’t just cum, he would have been hard.

    “Yes, Luke!” Emily cried out. “Yes, you’re making me cum. I’m cumming!”

    It was a genuine orgasm. It sounded louder and hotter than anything he’d experienced in person with Emily. Luke felt a little jealous that he wasn’t there to see it.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “Yeah, it was,” Luke agreed, though something felt a little off. He couldn’t tell if he was jealous because his girlfriend had cum so hard without him there, or if something else was bothering him.

    “I’m sorry Luke, I actually have to go. I scheduled a late lunch. Can we talk later tonight?” Emily said.

    “Yeah, of course,” he said. “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Emily said before hanging up.

    Luke couldn’t quite shake the feeling that something was a little bit off, and yet he felt an odd twinge of arousal too. He felt like he’d be masturbating again a little later and doing it while thinking of the lusty sounds of his girlfriend’s moans.

    
      

    

    “I wish I hadn’t enjoyed that so much,” Emily said as she hung up the phone.

    Jameer pulled out of her and pulled off the cum-filled condom that encased his cock. He walked across the room and tossed it in the trash. Emily watched his cock sway from side to side as he walked back to her and sat on the couch.

    She felt guilty, but the orgasm she’d just had was astoundingly hot. Talking to Luke while Jameer fucked her was unquestionably wrong, but it felt so fucking good.

    While he didn’t know what was going on, Emily got the sense that Luke enjoyed himself too. He certainly came a lot quicker than usual.

    “I’m not going to judge you,” Jameer finally said as he pulled Emily closer to him.

    She snuggled up next to the naked black man on her couch and enjoyed the warmth of his body against hers.

    “When does he come back?” Jameer asked.

    “Tomorrow night,” Emily answered.

    She knew the smart thing was to send Jameer home now. She’d had her fun and she needed to stop fooling around with him. That’s what the analytical part of her brain wanted her to do.

    She wasn’t listening to that part of her brain these days, though. She was listening to the part that wanted more of Jameer’s big black cock.

    “Do you want to stay the night again?” she said. “We could order takeout.”

    “Takeout and sex? That sounds like a perfect Saturday night to me.”

    He’d read her mind.

    “Perfect,” Emily said as she grabbed the remote and turned on the TV.

    She had an important decision to make, but it could wait until tomorrow. Until then she was going to enjoy fucking Jameer.
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    Luke couldn’t calm his nerves as he rode in the back of the Lyft. Ever since the phone sex with Emily something had been bothering him, and on the long plane ride home it was all he thought about.

    It was while he was staring out the window that the reality of his worry set in: He thought Emily was sleeping with someone else. He didn’t have any proof and it could have just been his insecurity cropping up, but it felt realistic.

    The way she moaned while they had phone sex was different than he’d ever heard he moan, and Luke knew it wasn’t because he’d unlocked some wilder version of his girlfriend with a week’s worth of intense oral sex and foreplay.

    He figured she had to be moaning like that because someone else was fucking her while they were on the phone. Once the thought entered his mind, Luke fixated on it. It was all he could think about for the rest of the flight and it was in his head as he climbed into the Lyft.

    The crazy thing was, Luke didn’t find himself trembling with rage. Perhaps it was because he hadn’t confirmed that his suspicions were true, or perhaps it was something else he couldn’t begin to understand.

    When the Lyft pulled up in front of their apartment, Luke considered not getting out. He considered ordering another ride and just running away from the potentially devastating conversation that would happen once he got inside.

    He overcame his fear and walked slowly up the stairs, through the front door, and up another set of stairs. He pushed his key in the lock, opened the front door of their apartment slowly, and saw Emily sitting at the table with a somber look on her face.

    She smiled as Luke walked in and shut the door behind him. When he approached Emily stood up and took him into a tight hug, though it wasn’t the same kind of joyful embrace that she usually took him into when they were seeing each other after a long time apart.

    “What’s wrong?” Luke said. He decided to take the pull-the-band-aid-off approach.

    Emily’s shoulders slumped and she sat at the kitchen table. She ran her fingers over the white porcelain coffee cup sitting in front of her and pushed her glasses up her nose before looking up at Luke.

    “I slept with someone else,” she said.

    Luke felt his knees wobble as the news hit him. Despite it being a confirmation of his suspicions, it still hurt. He reached out and grasped the edge of the table to maintain his balance and sat in the chair across from Emily.

    “Were you with him when we had phone sex?” Luke asked. It was the only thing he could think about. He’d suspected something was different when they talked and he needed to know.

    “Yes,” Emily said as she looked down at the table.

    “Who is it?” Luke asked.

    “Jameer, from work,” Emily replied without hesitation.

    Despite his desire to be furious with her, Luke couldn’t help but be impressed that Emily was being so straightforward with him.

    “I’m sorry,” she said, though Luke didn’t detect as much remorse in her voice as he thought he might.

    “So it was really him that made you cum so hard while we had phone sex. You weren’t thinking about me at all, were you?” Luke asked.

    “No, I wasn’t,” Emily admitted.

    A hint of anger crept into Luke’s voice as he said, “And you’ve fucked him more than once, I take it?”

    “Yes, I have,” she said while looking up at Luke.

    He expected to see sadness in her eyes. Instead, he saw defiance. It confused him. Why wasn’t she more remorseful about this? Why wasn’t she pleading for forgiveness?

 

    “How many times?”

    “I’ve lost count,” Emily replied.

    Luke was certain he saw the slightest smile from his girlfriend as she informed him she’d fucked Jameer so many times she’d stopped counting.

    He knew that was the moment he was supposed to get furious. She was setting him up for it. It was like she was purposefully taunting him and daring him to get angry at her. He couldn’t muster it though.

    Instead, Luke felt defeated. It seemed clear that Emily had found someone that could provide her with something that he couldn’t.

    Luke knew his next question was insane. He knew it would make him miserable. He knew it might torture him for years to come. He couldn’t help himself though.

    “Is he better than me?” he asked.

    Emily looked up and again it looked like her mouth curled into the tiniest smile. “Yes,” she answered.

    “How?” Luke asked, though his voice wasn’t angry or confrontational. He was curious.

    Emily studied his face for a moment before answering. “He’s bigger and more experienced. He knows when to make love to me, when to fuck me, and when to take what he wants from me.”

    Her answer was concise and cutting. Luke had met Jameer once, and now the exceptionally handsome young black man had fucked his girlfriend.

    An image of Jameer and Emily having sex popped into Luke’s head. The lusty words she’d uttered during their phone sex session played in his head. He imagined Emily saying them as Jameer fucked her. He imagined exactly what had happened.

    He couldn’t sit at the kitchen table and stare at his girlfriend anymore. He wanted to leave, to run until the city was behind him. He couldn’t do that, though. He had to stay. He had to confront this. He couldn’t stay at the table, though. He had to move.

    Luke shot up and walked out of the room. “I just can’t,” he said.

    
      

    

    Emily watched Luke stand up and leave, though she didn’t quite believe the anger he was trying to exude. In fact, she was a little confused that he didn’t seem more enraged.

    She was also quite certain Luke had a little bit of an erection when he walked past her. Not fully erect, but there was definitely something happening between his legs.

    Emily knew Luke well enough to recognize that there was a flash of lust in his eyes when she detailed how Jameer was better than him.

    She knew it was dangerous and potentially cruel to answer him honestly, but Emily had resolved to be as clear and concise as possible with Luke and to answer every question he asked. She figured this was the beginning of the end of their relationship and while she felt terrible about how it had all unfolded, she didn’t feel the kind of regret she thought she should.

    After Jameer had left that morning, Emily told herself that she knew a long term relationship with him wouldn’t work, but that she also knew she couldn’t spend the rest of her life having underwhelming sex now that she knew how good it could be.

    To her, that meant she likely needed to break up with Luke. She didn’t see another solution. Then she saw the arousal in his eyes and what seemed like an erection growing in his pants as he walked by.

    Emily decided to follow her instincts and see where they took her. She stood up and walked the same path through the apartment Luke had taken. She found him sitting at the end of their bed.

    Emily’s heart pounded as she approached Luke. She felt like it was an enormous risk to try and see if he was genuinely aroused. If she was wrong, it could ruin whatever relationship was left between them. If she was right, perhaps the devastation she feared wouldn’t have to unfold.

    Luke looked up as Emily stopped in front of him. She ran her fingers through his hair and smiled.

    “He fucked me right here. In our bed,” she said.

    Luke looked away but Emily took his head in her hands and gently guided his gaze back to her.

    “Emily, please,” Luke said.

    There was anguish in his eyes, but Emily saw the arousal too. She’d been with Luke for almost a year. She knew when he was turned on. She knew what desire looked like from him.

    “I woke him up with a blowjob, right here, in our bed,” she continued. “It was Saturday morning. I crawled under the sheets and took his big cock into my mouth until he was hard as a rock. Then I put a condom on him and sat down on his dick.”

    Emily felt a wild surge of lust as she recounted the details of her early morning encounter with Jameer. She was stunned at how much it aroused her to look into Luke’s eyes and tell him what she’d done with another man.

    “I fucked him in our bed. I rode his big cock until I had a huge orgasm,” Emily said as she stared into Luke’s eyes.

    She loved that he didn’t look away. He didn’t push her hands away from his head and storm out of the room. Instead, he stared up at her and let the arousal spread through his body. Emily saw it. She saw the fight go out of him. She saw the disappointment and heartbreak depart as desire took over.

    She saw his erection, too. It was undeniable. He was hard as a rock. Emily could see the tent in his pants. She liked it. Loved it, even. Her boyfriend was stiff as he thought about her being with another man.

    Emily leaned down and kissed Luke. He parted his lips and she gently probed his mouth with her tongue. He kissed her back. He moaned into her mouth.

    She let her hands fall from his face and move between his legs. He didn’t fight it as she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Her fingers wrapped around the erect flesh and Emily deftly stroked him.

    Emily wondered if Luke could feel her arousal like she could feel his. Could he tell that she was overwhelmingly excited?

    As lust flooded her body, Emily felt a deep desire to take Luke’s cock inside her. She knew it wouldn’t compare to what Jameer had to offer, but she wanted it anyway. She wanted him to fill her. She wanted him to flood her pussy with his cum.

    She didn’t care to consider the reasons behind her desire. All she knew was that she wanted him. Emily released Luke’s cock and stepped back to strip. He watched her intently as she disrobed, exposing her slender, naked body to him.

    Luke made no effort to resist her desires as Emily straddled him while he sat at the edge of the bed. She reached between their legs and guided his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    He groaned as Emily sat down on his erection, taking the entirety of it inside her. She moved her hips back and forth, grinding on her boyfriend’s stiff dick.

    He’d welcomed her in his lap, but Emily wasn’t sure he was fully into fucking her. For a moment she wondered if she’d made a mistake, if this was going too far.

    Then something seemed to change. It was like Luke’s arousal had been pressing up against an emotional dam and it finally broke through. He squeezed her ass tightly and wrapped his lips around her nipple to suck on it. He moved Emily on his cock. He fucked her as she sat in his lap.

    “Fuck me, Luke,” Emily said as she pulled him against her chest and reveled in the lusty way he sucked on her nipples.

    Luke groaned and squeezed her ass harder. He moved her back and forth over his cock at a rapid pace. Emily knew he was going to cum soon. She wondered if he was thinking about Jameer, and if the idea of another man fucking her is what was driving his lust.

    “Emily…fuck, oh fuck,” Luke said. He was completely lost in his lust.

    “Cum inside me, Luke,” Emily said. “Cum inside me.”

    Luke groaned and climaxed as Emily pulled him close. She ran her fingers through his hair and down his back as he kissed her breasts.

    “That was so good,” Emily said.

    Luke lifted his head and looked at her. He smiled before Emily pulled his lips to hers for a long, slow kiss. She was heartened by Luke’s desire to feel their tongues mingling even after he’d had an orgasm.

    When Emily lifted her pussy off of his shrinking cock, his cum spilled out. She watched it leak onto the floor before picking up her panties and using them to soak up the mess.

    “I’m not entirely sure what you’re feeling, but we can talk more about this whenever you want,” Emily said before turning to the dresser and pulling out a fresh pair of panties. She turned back to Luke and continued, “Or you can kick me out, I suppose. I know it’s not okay to have slept with Jameer. I really do.”

    Luke looked up at her without a hint of anger in his eyes. “Don’t leave,” he said. “You’re right that we need to talk, but I need time to figure out what this all means. I never expected to feel any kind of, well, desire, but it happened.” He leaned forward and ran his fingers through his hair. “How would you feel about getting dinner and just relaxing with a movie?”

    “That would be great,” Emily said before kissing Luke again.

    Instead of feeling dread and sadness, Emily felt hopeful. She felt like there was a chance she’d get to stay with Luke, whom she loved, and perhaps enjoy the kind of sex she’d discovered she needed.
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    “You told him?” Jameer said.

    Emily was a little surprised at the total lack of concern in his voice.

    “I had to tell him,” she said.

    They were in Jameer’s apartment, which was small but surprisingly well-kept.

    “How did that go?”

    Emily smiled. She couldn’t help it. Her cheating had led to a surprisingly amorous couple of days between her and Luke. He couldn’t get enough of her.

    “A lot better than I would have thought,” she said.

    Jameer looked confused. “So, if it went well, then why are you here?”

    Emily stood up and unbuttoned the semi-sheer white blouse she’d worn to work that day. She tried to do a little bit of a striptease, though she was sure it didn’t look nearly as sexy as she imagined it might in her head.

    “Wait, wait, hold on. Look, Emily, sex with you is great, but it was different when I thought it was just a weekend fling while your man was away. I don’t really want to do some kind of long term cheating thing,” Jameer said.

    Emily unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor before trying her best to saunter across the room. She was wearing a camisole and a new white lace thong she’d bought just a day ago. She felt sexy, though she still wasn’t sure she was really pulling it off.

    “Seriously, Emily, this isn’t going to work for me,” Jameer said again.

    “You didn’t let me finish,” Emily said as she straddled Jameer on his couch. She was pleased to feel his semi-hard cock against her ass as she gently ground her hips into him.

    She could see Jameer’s resistance crumbling. It made her feel sexy in a way she’d never really felt in her life. She liked the sense of power that came with it.

    Before explaining herself, Emily leaned down and pressed her lips against Jameer’s. It delighted her when his mouth opened and he accepted the lusty advances of her tongue. His strong hands moved over her ass and up her back as he moaned. His cock got stiffer. She knew he wanted her and it brought Emily great pleasure.

    “You know what I’ve been doing since he got back and I told him?” Emily asked.

    She moved her hips over Jameer’s crotch, offering pleasure that made him moan. Emily loved that she could turn him on so easily. It felt like so much had changed for her in just a few days time.

    Between groans Jameer said, “What have you been doing?”

    “I’ve been telling him every little dirty detail of what you and I did together and watching it make him cum like he’s never cum before. Now he’s having mind-blowing orgasms. He’s gotten even better at going down on me, too,” Emily explained as she climbed off of Jameer to pull down her panties and free his cock.

    “He knows I’m here,” Emily said as she dropped to her knees between Jameer’s legs. She grabbed his cock and licked up the shaft before briefly taking the head into her mouth. “He wants me to come back with a dirty story about how you fucked me until I came so hard I couldn’t walk.”

    She took Jameer’s cock in her mouth again and this time she tried to swallow as much as possible. He was too thick for her to fit much more than the head in her mouth, but she still tried.

    “Does that work for you?” Emily asked after letting his dick slip from between her lips.

    Jameer looked down at her. Emily smiled at the lust in his eyes. She knew the answer even before he gave it.

    “There are condoms in the drawer there,” Jameer said as he pointed at the coffee table.

    Emily reached back and pulled out a condom. She tore it open the wrapper with her teeth and rolled it down his cock, an act that still thrilled her in a way she didn’t quite understand. She pulled off her glasses and placed them on the coffee table before straddling Jameer’s cock and guiding it inside her.

    “Your man really likes this?” Jameer asked. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to fuck Emily, but he didn’t seem convinced.

    Emily couldn’t speak. She was completely lost in the pleasure of having Jameer inside her again. She’d fucked Luke so many times over the past couple of days she’d forgotten how good it felt to have a genuinely big cock stretching her pussy.

    “Fuck,” she said. “Your cock feels so good.”

    She rode Jameer harder. She lifted her pussy off of his shaft until just the tip was inside her and then dropped back down on him again. The sound of her flesh meeting his filled the room along with her moans, which were getting increasingly loud as Emily quickly neared her first orgasm.

    “Damn girl, you missed this dick, didn’t you?” Jameer asked.

    “Fuck yes I did!” Emily cried out.

    Her moans turned to a long scream as she climaxed on his big black cock. She kept riding as the orgasm exploded in her loins and spread through her body, leaving her tingling with pure sexual joy before she finally sat down on him and held still.

    “I can’t believe I forgot how good it feels to have you inside me,” Emily said.

    Jameer laughed and then pulled her close for a kiss. “You never answered my question,” he said after his lips left hers.

    Emily stood up and Jameer’s cock slipped from her pussy. She moved to her back on his couch and spread her legs.

    “I’m going to send Luke a text when I’m on my way home, and when I get there he’s going to have an erection. He’s going to be all over me. He’s going to cum harder than he ever has, and it probably won’t take more than a few minutes. Then he’s going to get hard again and I’m going to tell him all about how good you fucked me and all the positions you took me in and how hard I came, and then he’s going to have another huge orgasm.”

    Emily played with her pussy as she told Jameer a version of what could happen after she left. It turned her on to think about it. She couldn’t believe the stroke of good fortune that had come her way in the past few days. She got to fuck Jameer’s big cock and then go home to a boyfriend that was equally ravenous for her precisely because she’d fucked someone else. She wasn’t sure it was going to last, but Emily was determined to enjoy it.

    “Oh, so your man’s a cuckold,” Jameer said.

    “A cuckold?” Emily asked. She hadn’t heard the term before.

    “Yeah, a dude that gets off on his lady fucking other men,” he said while moving between Emily’s legs and guiding his cock inside her. He slowly pushed his big black cock deep into her exceptionally wet pussy. “There are lots of guys just like him.”

    Emily groaned as Jameer’s cock filled her. “How do you know about this?” she asked.

    Jameer continued to slowly fuck Emily as he said, “I get a lot of couples asking me play with them. The husband wants to watch his wife fuck a black guy with a big cock.”

    Emily was fascinated with what Jameer was saying, but she couldn’t keep her mind clear. His cock felt so good inside her she couldn’t help but give herself over to it.

    “I can understand the impulse,” Emily said with a smile as she wrapped her legs around him. “Your cock is incredible.”

    Jameer smiled and kissed Emily as he picked up the pace. Soon he was pounding her pussy and she was screaming to the ceiling as his big black cock filled her over and over.

    
      

    

    Emily reveled in the soreness between her legs as she rode home. After just a few days without Jameer’s cock she’d forgotten just how good it felt. She wasn’t going to forget now. As much as she loved Luke, he simply didn’t compare.

    She wondered if Luke was familiar with the term ‘cuckold.’ Was it something he fantasized about and hadn’t told her, or was discovering his lust at her cheating purely accidental?

    Just as she’d told Jameer, Luke’s cock was stiff when she walked into their apartment. He’d stripped to his underwear and was waiting in bed for her.

    His eyes lit up with delight when she walked in. Emily hadn’t made much effort to fix her hair. The Lyft driver probably assumed she’d just gotten fucked – which she had – but she wanted Luke to see it. She wanted the evidence of her continued infidelity to be obvious.

    Luke moved to get out of bed, but Emily said, “No, stay right there,” as she stripped to her bra and panties and straddled him.

    Luke reached down to free his cock. He was clearly hoping to fuck her. Emily gently grabbed his wrist and stopped him. She pinned his hand above his head and leaned down to kiss her cuckold boyfriend.

    “I know you want to fuck me,” she whispered, “but I’m too sore. I’m sorry baby, but Jameer wore me out with his big black cock.”

    Though she’d shared plenty of dirty details over the past few days, Emily hadn’t talked like that with Luke. She knew it was a little risky, but she wanted to see just how much he was into it.

    Luke groaned in response and she kissed him again as her fingers moved through his hair. When she pushed her tongue into his mouth, Luke sucked on it, which Emily found delightful.

    “Do you like that, Luke? Do you like that my pussy is too sore for you to fuck? Do you like that I let Jameer fuck me so hard and so long that you can’t put your cock inside me?” Emily asked.

    Again Luke groaned. He looked into her eyes. It seemed like he wanted to say something but was hesitant.

    Emily pushed a hand into Luke’s underwear and grasped his cock. She couldn’t help but notice how much smaller he was than Jameer. No wonder it felt so different.

    “Tell me you like it. Tell me you like that his big black cock made your girlfriend’s pussy sore,” Emily said in a soft, sultry voice as she stroked Luke’s stiff cock.

    “Fuck, I like it Emily. I love it. I do, I love it,” Luke admitted.

    Jameer had explained what he knew about cuckolding over the course of the half day they’d spent together and Emily was eager to explore some of it with Luke. She actually liked it. She wanted him to be into it. It seemed like it was the perfect way for her to get what she wanted.

    Emily released Luke’s cock and pulled her hand out of his underwear. She deftly slid up his body until she was sitting on his chest.

    “You can’t fuck me,” she said while leaning back just a little. “But my sore pussy could really use some attention from your tongue.”

    Emily pulled her panties aside and revealed her pink, puffy, wet pussy to Luke. He was transfixed as he gazed between her legs.

    “Would you do that for me, Luke? Would you soothe my sore pussy with your talented tongue?” Emily asked.

    Luke looked up at her. She saw that same sense of hesitation in his eyes.

    Emily ran her fingers through his hair and smiled. “I need this,” she said before straddling his head and lowering her pussy to his mouth.

    As she suspected he would, Luke licked her pussy. His tongue was gentle and soft as he probed her with it and delicately let it move back and forth over her clit.

    “That’s so good,” Emily said as she leaned back and grasped Luke’s hard cock.

    Feeling inspired by the way Luke eagerly licked her pussy, Emily quickly spun around until she was in a 69 position with him. She lowered her hips and once again he was licking her lustily.

    Emily pulled down his underwear and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Luke groaned into her pussy as she stroked him. He was producing an exceptional amount of precum, which she loved.

    “Can you taste him?” Emily asked with a naughty smile on her face that Luke couldn’t see. She wanted to know, though. The very idea of him being able to taste Jameer on her or inside her was wildly arousing to her.

    Luke pushed his tongue inside her. Emily felt him probing her pussy.

    “Yes,” Luke finally answered. “I can taste him inside you.”

    Emily felt his cock throb in her hands. She heard the lusty desperation in his voice. He was into it now.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Emily asked as she stroked his cock faster. “You like that you can taste his big black cock inside me, don’t you?”

    Emily felt powerful as she lay on top of him. She loved it. She loved that she had such control over him, that by stroking his cock and sitting on his face she could drive him to such lusty heights.

    Luke groaned and writhed beneath her. He licked her pussy feverishly as Emily continued to jerk him off.

    “Fuck, Emily,” he said.

    She knew the answer. She knew he liked it.

    “He made me cum so hard, Luke. He made me cum so much harder than you ever have,” Emily said before taking Luke’s cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head and sucked vigorously.

    “Oh my God!” Luke cried out.

    Moments later his cum flooded Emily’s mouth. She was surprised by the first spurt, but she managed to keep her lips sealed around his cock and swallow everything he offered.

    Emily wasn’t normally a fan of swallowing cum, but she didn’t mind this time. She liked that Luke had been so aroused by her dirty words, that he’d cum because he was thinking about someone else fucking her.

    Emily didn’t feel the need to make him finish her off. She knew they’d spend the rest of the day fooling around and she’d get to experience another climax if she craved it.

    Instead, she wanted to cuddle with her boyfriend. She laid her head against his chest and smiled as he caressed her hair. She could hear his heart pounding in that beautiful way that happens after a great orgasm.

    “You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked.

    “I did,” Luke said without hesitation.

    Emily smiled. Luke really was a cuckold. Jameer was right.

    “Jameer said you can watch if you want,” Emily added as she gave Luke’s soft cock a squeeze.

    For a few moments, he stopped breathing. Emily wondered if he was panicking or giving the idea consideration.

    “That wouldn’t be weird for you?” he finally asked.

    Emily lifted her head and smiled at him. She leaned forward and kissed her boyfriend.

    “I want you to see it,” she said. “I want you to see why I love his cock so much.”

    For a moment, Luke looked at her like she was a total stranger. He wasn’t wrong. Fucking Jameer had changed things for her, though she was still the same nerdy girl at heart. Now she was just a nerdy girl that had finally experienced the kind of orgasms every girl deserved.

    “Yes, I’d like that,” Luke admitted as he pulled Emily close for a kiss.

    Jameer was right again. He knew Luke would want to watch. Emily couldn’t wait to make it happen.

  
    Nerdy Girl Goes Black - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “One more time, just to make sure. Are you absolutely certain you want to do this?” Emily asked as she stepped into a black lace bodysuit she’d bought just for the occasion.

    Luke was amazed at his girlfriend. In such a short span of time she’d undergone a remarkable transformation. The confidence she’d developed after fucking Jameer was at the source of all of it and he loved it.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” Luke said. He didn’t feel the slightest bit of hesitation. To him, there wasn’t much of a difference between watching Emily have sex with Jameer and the two of them doing it while he wasn’t around. Plus, he really wanted to see just how different it was.

    Emily looked at her lingerie-clad body in the mirror and smiled. She ran her hands over the lace and between her legs. Luke could see the arousal in her eyes. He thought she might masturbate right there.

    “It’s different with him,” Emily said as she turned to her boyfriend. “You might be surprised at just how different it is.”

    “How is it different?” Luke asked as Emily straddled him on the couch. His cock was already stiff, but he felt arousal surge through him as she gently ground her hips over his lap.

    “It’s me that’s different,” she said before leaning down to lightly kiss his lips. “I’m going to be different than you’ve ever seen me. I’m going to get lost in the pleasure of having his big black cock inside me.”

    He was getting used to Emily talking like that, but Luke still couldn’t believe it was his formerly shy, buttoned up girlfriend openly discussing her love of Jameer’s cock.

    It looked like she was already getting lost in the lust of fucking her coworker. Emily’s hips moved faster over his crotch and her eyes closed as she moaned. Luke reached up and played with her perky little breasts in the black lace lingerie.

    “I’m going to cum so much harder on his cock than I’ve ever cum on yours,” she added.

    Luke knew it was unusual to be so aroused at the idea of his girlfriend cumming hard on someone else’s dick, but he didn’t care. He loved Emily and he loved that she was fucking Jameer. Nothing else mattered.

    “I’m ready,” Luke said as he pulled her lips to his for a long kiss. He grasped her ass cheeks and squeezed hard as her tongue darted in and out of his mouth.

    “Good, because he’ll be here soon,” Emily said. “And once he comes through that door, he’s not leaving until I’ve gotten my fill of his big black cock.”

    Luke’s cock throbbed at the dominant edge in her voice. She was telling him how it was going to be. There was no leeway.

    “So if you get uncomfortable, you’ll have to leave, because I’m not sending Jameer home until he’s made me cum as many times as I want. Do you understand?”

    “Absolutely,” Luke said. He couldn’t help but smile. He was thoroughly delighted at how eager his girlfriend was to cum on another man’s big black cock.

    The buzzer sounded and Emily climbed off of Luke to let Jameer in.

    
      

    

    As Emily walked towards the front door she felt the heat and wetness of desire between her legs. She was more excited about cuckolding Luke than she expected. She wasn’t the slightest bit nervous about it, either. He seemed thrilled to have the chance to watch her cum on Jameer’s big black cock and that was all that mattered.

    A few moments after buzzing Jameer in, there was a knock on the door. Emily opened it up and stood there in her skimpy black lace bodysuit.

    “Damn, now that’s what I like!” Jameer said as he took a moment to ogle her with the door wide open.

    Emily stepped back as he stepped into the apartment. The door closed behind Jameer before he took her into his arms and they kissed. An involuntary moan escaped her lips as Jameer’s hands deftly played with her perky breasts.

    “Is your man ready for this?” Jameer asked as his hands moved to her ass.

    “He is,” Emily said as she reached between Jameer’s legs and grasped his cock through his jeans.

    “Are you ready for this?” he asked.

    Emily smiled and said, “I need your cock inside me and I need him to watch. I want him to see what it looks like when I have the kind of sex I need.”

    Emily wanted Luke to have fun. She wanted him to experience his cuckolding firsthand and have a great orgasm.

    More than that though, she wanted him to watch because she was planning for the future. She still wanted to marry Luke, but she needed him to accept that she wasn’t going to be a faithful wife. She was going to cuckold him. She was going to have other men to meet her sexual needs, or at least her need for big cock sex. This was her chance to see if Luke could handle that.

    Emily kissed Jameer and then took him by the hand and led him past Luke and into the bedroom.

    “Come, Luke. It’s time for you to witness your cuckolding,” she said. Her voice was soft but commanding.

    
      

    

    Luke stood up and followed his girlfriend and Jameer into the bedroom. He sat in the wooden chair they’d set near the foot of the bed.

    Emily smiled at him. It seemed that she found his willingness to do as he was told without argument quite pleasing.

    Luke watched as Emily kissed Jameer eagerly. Jealousy surged through him. He fought off a brief urge to stand up and pull the two of them apart. He’d prepared himself to feel jealous. He knew it was impossible to avoid and that it was going to be a part of his sex life going forward.

    Emily turned to him and smiled as Jameer’s hand moved between her legs. “Are you ready for me to cuckold you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Luke said.

    “Good. Then take your cock out,” Emily said to Luke as she unzipped Jameer’s pants. “You may masturbate, but you’re not allowed to cum until I say so.”

    Luke couldn’t help but stare at Jameer’s big black cock as he pulled down his pants and freed his considerably smaller erection. It was the first time he’d seen it, and it was even bigger than he’d pictured.

    “You can see why I prefer his cock, can’t you?” Emily said.

    Luke’s cock had never been harder, and yet he felt an uncomfortable sensation as he watched his girlfriend fall to her knees in front of another man after declaring her preference for the big black cock that was no inches from her mouth.

    Emily stroked Jameer’s massive dick as she continued to look over at Luke. “Do you want to watch me suck his cock?” she asked.

    Luke nodded. He couldn’t bring himself to say anything, but he desperately wanted to watch Emily take the massive black dick in her mouth.

    Emily smiled and turned her gaze towards Jameer. She looked up at him as her tongue licked from the base of his shaft to the head. She took the drop of precum at the tip into her mouth and then wrapped her lips around his massive black cock.

    Jameer moaned as Luke watched his girlfriend blow another man. He had to take his hand off his cock. He would have cum otherwise.

    Ever since Emily had suggested he watch, Luke had imagined this moment over and over, but seeing it in person was so much more arousing than he’d expected. His mind felt utterly overwhelmed with a crazy mixture of emotions.

    Emily worshiped the big black cock from her knees for far longer than Luke expected. Much to his surprise, she seemed to genuinely love having the massive dick in her mouth. She even sucked on his black balls while stroking the thick head with her skilled fingers.

    Luke couldn’t stave off a sense of jealousy as he witnessed her lust for Jameer’s cock. He couldn’t help but think that she’d never sucked his cock like that. That was quickly followed by a wave of humiliation. It seemed clear that she was sucking him like that because of the pleasure Jameer’s cock offered her when they fucked.

    “I think your man likes watching you suck my cock,” Jameer said as Emily released his big black balls from her mouth.

    “His cock looks awfully hard, doesn’t it?” Emily said as she stood up and walked towards Luke.

    He was surprised when she aggressively kissed him. Her tongue pushed past his lips and into his mouth. He tasted Jameer on her. It was unmistakable. Luke wasn’t sure if it was the black man’s cock or balls that he was tasting. Perhaps it was both.

    “I’m going to cuckold you now,” Emily said as she grasped the arms of the chair. “Do you want that? Do you want Jameer to fuck me?”

    “Yes,” Luke said as he nodded vigorously.

    Emily leaned forward and kissed him. “Say it.”

    “I want him to fuck you,” Luke said.

    Emily smiled, and then her eyes rolled back in her head as she groaned in a way Luke had never heard before. Jameer was fucking her. He was pushing his cock into her pussy from behind and Luke was watching in the most erotic, up close and personal way.

    “It feels so fucking good,” Emily said as she closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. “It feels so fucking good!”

    Her hands moved to Luke’s bare thighs. With each thrust, Emily braced herself against him. His girlfriend was getting fucked and he was sitting there watching it all. He was a cuckold now. There was no denying it.

    Emily fingers moved closer to his cock as Jameer pounded her from behind. She moaned. She groaned. She screamed. She let both the men in the room know exactly how good it felt to get fucked by Jameer’s big black cock.

    Eventually, her fingers found Luke’s stiff dick. She stroked him slowly and with a soft grip. Any harder and he would have cum. Instead, Luke remained in a state of intense pleasure, right on the edge of orgasm.

    Emily looked down at his cock and then into Luke’s eyes. “He’s so much bigger than you,” she said. “His cock feels so much better inside me than yours ever has.”

    Luke felt the most intense surge of pleasure he’d ever experienced. He tensed up. It was the beginning of an orgasm, but Emily swiftly let go of his cock before he actually climaxed. 

    “You love this, don’t you?” she asked. “You love being a cuckold.”

    “Yes,” Luke admitted, though he couldn’t bring himself to look her in the eye.

    Emily lifted his chin with her fingers and smiled at him. She pulled his lips to hers and they kissed as Jameer fucked her from behind.

    “I love you,” she said before standing up and letting Jameer’s cock fall from her pussy.

    Luke watched from his chair as they moved to the bed. Jameer got on his back and Emily straddled him. She reached down and guided the big black cock into her pussy, and for the first time Luke noticed they weren’t using a condom.

    He saw his petite girlfriend’s tight pussy stretch out around Jameer’s massive black cock. He heard Emily moan as she sank down onto the other man. He saw Jameer’s large black hands grasp her milky white ass. He watched them fuck.

    Luke was mesmerized. It was an entirely different experience. He couldn’t keep his eyes off the beautiful sight of Emily’s cunt lips stretching out around the big black dick inside her. That’s when he truly saw the difference. Jameer was genuinely huge.

    Soon after she climbed on his cock, Emily had her first orgasm. First Luke noticed how she seemed to be trembling as she rode Jameer. Then she tilted her head towards the ceiling and swiftly moved her hips back and forth over the other man. Then, finally, she let out a long, slow moan that got louder as her orgasm approached.

    As she came, Emily collapsed on top of Jameer. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her neck and cheek gently. Afterwards, she simply laid on top of him with his big black cock buried inside her. Again, Luke felt intensely jealous. Someone else had just made his girlfriend cum and it seemed like she’d forgotten he was even in the room as it was happening. Of course, that also made his dick throb.

    When they disentangled, Emily gave Luke a quick glance before moving to her back. Jameer took his place between her legs and soon enough he was inside her again.

    Emily wrapped her legs around him and Luke witnessed another round of intense fucking between his girlfriend and her black lover. Again he saw how hard Jameer fucked her and how much she seemed to love having his big black cock buried deep inside her.

    Luke slowly stroked his dick as he watched them fuck. He admired the power behind Jameer’s thrusts and the way their bodies seemed to meld together as they had sex.

    “Cum inside me,” Emily moaned as she wrapped her arms around Jameer and pulled him close.

    Luke knew it was coming. He knew they were having bareback sex because she wanted Jameer to cum inside her. He knew she was on birth control and that she must have trusted the man fucking her to be clean. He knew he wanted to see it happen, too.

    The sex took on a slow, almost romantic tone as Jameer’s orgasm approached. Emily kissed him and ran her fingers over his back. She held him close. Seeing the color contrast of their skin was intensely sexy as Luke barely touched his cock. He was afraid he’d cum otherwise.

    “Cum inside me, baby,” Emily said once more.

    Soon thereafter, Jameer groaned and pushed the full length of his cock into her pussy. He held it there as Luke watched another man cum in his girlfriend. He couldn’t believe how intensely pleasurable it was to witness it. He couldn’t believe how badly he wanted to cum.

    When Jameer pulled out, a trickle of thick white cum followed. Luke watched them kiss and caress each other in a surprisingly tender manner before Jameer slipped out of the bed and walked by him and into the bathroom.

    
      

    

    As Jameer walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower, Emily looked at her boyfriend. His noticeably smaller cock was rock hard and slick with precum. She was struck by a naughty idea.

    “Come here,” she said to Luke.

    Emily kept her legs spread wide open, giving him no choice but to lie down between them. She kissed him softly and pulled his body on top of hers.

    Instead of telling him to do it, Emily reached between their legs and guided Luke’s cock into her cum-filled pussy.

    “Fuck me,” she said.

    Emily knew he wouldn’t say no. She knew he’d thrust into her cum-filled pussy, which is exactly what he did.

    He pumped her hard and fast, just as Emily knew he would. He’d spent too long being on the edge of orgasm. He couldn’t hold back, or try and make love to her.

    Emily smiled as she pulled Luke close to her and whispered, “Jameer stretched me so much that I can’t even feel your little dick.”

    Luke let loose a loud groan and came inside her. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him close, just as she’d done with Jameer.

    “That was unbelievable,” Luke finally said. “Thank you.”

    Emily smiled. If he was thanking her after his orgasm that meant he had truly enjoyed himself and the likelihood of any bad feelings was minimal.

    She kissed Luke softly and he pulled out of her. Emily felt the cum of two men running out of her. The notion made her smile.

    “I hope you’re eager for more, because Jameer never fucks me just once,” she said.

    “I can’t wait,” Luke said with a smile.

    “Good.” Emily kissed him again and then walked to the bathroom. “I’m going to hop in the shower with Jameer. I expect we’ll be ready for another round by the time we’re done.”

    The giddy look on Luke’s face was exactly what Emily wanted to see. He was definitely a cuckold.

    The End

  
    New Breasts, New Wife - Part 1

    
      When Adam's wife upgrades the size of her breasts, it unleashes the side of her that enjoys the attention of other men. To his surprise, her sudden interest in other men thrills him and they start down the road to the many pleasures of cuckolding.
    

    ---

    Shelby had intended on upgrading from a small B to a C cup. She didn't want to look ridiculous, after all.

    She informed the plastic surgeon of her desires and he suggested that she take home two sets of breast forms and try wearing them for a few days each to get a feel for what it would be like to have both C cup and D cup breasts.

    A week later, Shelby had changed her mind. She wanted the D cups.

    "Why?" Adam - her husband - asked when Shelby shared her decision.

    "I like the attention," she said. "I liked the way people looked at me when I wore the D cups. I liked the way people treated me, to be honest. A few women were kind of shitty and dismissive, but otherwise I liked it." She nuzzled Adam's neck and kissed him softly. "Plus, I saw the way you looked at me when I had the bigger ones on, Adam. I saw how you stared. I saw how it made you want me a little more than the C cups. I like that getting a bigger pair of tits will make you want me more."

    Adam was embarrassed that he'd been so obvious about liking the D cups, but then Shelby's hand was between his legs and stroking him, so he saw no reason not to admit that he was happy that she wanted to go bigger.

    His admission led to them fucking on the couch, with Adam pinning her legs back and pounding his cock into her pussy as Shelby rubbed her clit. She had a screaming orgasm as he grunted and groaned while emptying his balls inside her and then she wrapped her legs around him, held him close, and promised that he'd enjoy fucking her even more when she had a nice big pair of tits courtesy of her plastic surgeon.

    As it turned out, the recovery time was longer than Adam expected. Sexual activity was severely restricted for several weeks - the bouncing was painful - and Shelby's new breasts were swollen for nearly two months. Eventually, though, she was given clearance to resume normal activity of all kinds.

    On that particular night, Shelby wore a pink baby doll as she welcomed Adam to their bedroom. Her new breasts were remarkably perky and the delicate lace looked utterly perfect as he stepped into the room and stared at his wife, who sat at the edge of the bed with a naughty smile on her face.

    Adam moved closer and Shelby stood. They kissed as she unbuttoned his shirt and helped him out of his pants. He spun her around and kissed her neck while taking her perky new tits in his hands and playing with the surprisingly soft and heavy flesh.

    "Fuck they feel so good," he said.

    She moaned and turned her head. "Do you want me, baby? Do you want me to ride you while you play with my new tits?"

    "Fuck yes."

    Adam crawled into the bed and Shelby straddled him. She took his cock into her remarkably wet pussy and began to rock her hips back and forth. He ran his hands over the soft material of her lingerie and grasped her breasts once more, squeezing them gently - he worried about being too rough - and rolling her nipples through the lace.

    "Do you like my tits?" she asked.

    "I fucking love them."

    Shelby smiled. "You're not the only one that loves them."

    "What?"

    She rocked her hips back and forth, bathing his cock in her heat and wetness. "No one else has touched them, but lots of people have looked at them. Stared at them, even. Especially at the gym."

    "Since when do you go to the gym?"

    Shelby sat up and grasped her breasts. "Since I got these. I want a hot body to match my hot tits. I've only been a handful of times, but each time I get looks from guys. Hot guys. I get hit on, too."

    "Why are you telling me this?"

    She rested her hands on his chest and began to ride him. "Because it turns me on, Adam. I like that my big tits get attention. I like that hot guys hit on me. I like that they look at my tits and get turned on. I like that it gets me all hot and bothered, that it makes me want to come home and sit on your dick and take it for a ride until you cum in my pussy."

    Caught up in a tantalizing web of arousal, Adam asked, "Do you flirt back?"

    "I do."

    She rode him faster.

    "Did you go to the gym today?"

    Shelby nodded. "While you were at work. I was there for an hour and a half."

    "Did you flirt with someone?"

    "Several guys, actually. My tits look incredible in a tight top and they draw guys in. They can't help themselves. They're like moths to a flame. They just come over. They offer to spot me. They offer to help with technique. Sometimes they just stare from afar, too. Honestly, Adam, my pussy gets wet when these guys flirt with me. I'm so happy you let me get a new pair of tits. I'm so happy you paid for them. You're the most amazing husband in the world."

    "Shelby...I'm close!"

    Adam came inside his wife soon after. To his relief, she came too, as he worried he might have finished too quickly. He took her tits in his hands as he climaxed and she rested her hands over his and moaned while grinding her clit into his pelvis. They came together and then Shelby collapsed on top of him and showered his neck and cheeks in kisses.

    They uncoupled and she cuddled next to him, running her fingers through his sparse chest hair and occasionally kissing his neck.

    "Do guys really flirt with you?" he asked after a few minutes of post-coital silence.

    "They do. It's different than before the implants. Guys flirted with me a little, especially when I dressed nicely, but this is something else. It's like the big tits just make them think of sex and only sex. It feels very primal in a way that I quite like."

    Adam was struck by a wave of insecurity as he pictured his wife in tight athletic clothes being ogled and flirted with by every fit and handsome guy at the gym.

    "Should I start working out?" he asked.

    She ran her hand down his chest and over his stomach, which had gotten noticeably soft in the past five years. "It couldn't hurt," she said. "But I love you the way you are, Adam. I really do. You don't need to change. I'm yours and I always will be, even if your belly keeps growing little by little over the years."

    Shelby wasn't helping with his sudden sense of insecurity, but he suspected that she wasn't trying to. How could she not want her husband to be in better shape after spending so much time at the gym around hot, fit guys that were more than happy to make their desire for her clear?

    "Do you wear your rings to the gym?" he asked.

    "I do. The guys don't seem to care." She kissed his neck. "I imagine some of them see it as a challenge, to be honest, like it would be even more exciting to get the beautiful, big breasted married woman to cheat."

    "Have you thought about it?" he blurted out.

    "Cheating?"

    Adam nodded.

    "No, of course not."

    He expected her to be more convincing. She hadn't been, and Adam was certain that Shelby had, in fact, at least considered the idea of fucking someone from the gym.

    "Should I be worried?" he asked.

    "About what?"

    "That my wife is going to fuck some hot guy from the gym?"

    She laughed softly. "I like the attention, Adam. I really do. I'm not going to cheat on you, though. You're an incredible husband and I love our life together. I wouldn't jeopardize that just to have hot sex."

    Adam turned to his side, kissed his wife, and slowly lifted her lingerie over her breasts. His lips then found their way to her nipple and he sucked gently while his fingers moved over her inner thighs, working slowly towards her pussy. He briefly brushed a finger against her clit to see if she was eager to cum again and Shelby offered a low moan, encouraging him to go further.

    Adam slipped two fingers inside her, gathered her juices and his cum for lube, and worked his wife's clit in slow circles as he alternated between one breast and the other, sucking and licking voraciously and enjoying how big and perky they were.

    He glanced to see that Shelby had her eyes closed and Adam couldn't help but wonder if his wife was thinking about one of the guys from the gym. The notion produced a gentle, oddly pleasing tingling sensation between his legs and he inched his hips closer and rubbed his cock against her leg, generating enough friction to slowly bring him to an erect state.

    "Adam, fuck me," she said. "Fuck me again."

    He moved between her legs and slipped inside her. He held himself up with one arm and played with her tits with his other hand, fucking her messy pussy and fondling her glorious big breasts while she moaned beneath him.

    "That feels so good," Shelby said. "Fuck...Adam...I can't remember the last time you fucked me twice in one day. This feels so fucking good!"

    Her pussy was a cum-filled mess and Adam's mind wandered to a dangerous place where he imagined that another man had emptied himself inside her, that it was a guy from the gym that had fucked her and stretched her out before dumping his load in her pussy and leaving her wet and messy.

    "Shelby, fuck...I'm close."

    "Cum in me again!"

    She reached down to rub her clit furiously as Adam came inside her for a second time. Shelby managed to climax mere moments after he did and she pulled him close while her body trembled.

    "Fuck...I love my new tits," she said with a smile.

    Adam laughed. "Me too."

    ---

    Three days later, Adam joined his wife at the gym for the first time. They walked in together and he headed for men's locker room to drop off his bag. As he stepped out, he spotted Shelby on the stair climber. She wasn't alone, though. There was a guy standing next to her and chatting her up. He was younger and in a tank top and shorts. His arms glistened with the sweat of a good workout and he appeared to be in remarkably good shape.

    Adam noted that the younger man wasn't shy about glancing at Shelby's breasts. He also noted that his wife reached out and touched the younger man's forearm a few times, openly encouraging his flirtatiousness. She got bolder, too, running her fingers over his bicep at one point while clearly paying him a compliment on his physique. Though he felt jealousy, Adam was also greeted with an unexpected surge of desire that made him want to drag his wife to the car for a quickie.

    Though he'd come to the gym with Shelby, Adam didn't spend a great deal of time with her. Instead, he worked out and watched from afar. He'd drift by and chat her up a little, but to anyone else there he probably looked like yet another one of her suitors, a man far less fit than the others that were flirting with her.

    Ninety minutes after their arrival, they walked out together. As they did, Shelby handed him a sheet of paper. Adam opened it to find a phone number, which struck him as a charmingly old school approach in the era of smart phones.

    "Which guy gave you his number?" he asked.

    "The one that was flirting with me while I was on the stair climber. His name is Eric. He's 29. Single. Works as a fireman."

    Shelby extended her hand and Adam placed the slip of paper in her palm without thinking about it. "Wait, are you going to keep the number?"

    "Yes."

    Adam popped the trunk and they tossed in their bags. Shelby shut it and she was on him a moment later. Her body pressed against his and her tongue slipped into his mouth. He grabbed her ass through the skintight leggings and she moaned.

    "We need to get home fast so you can fuck me," she said.

    They got in the car. He sped home. They undressed as soon as they got inside. They kissed while slowly making their way to the bedroom. To his surprise, Shelby fell to her knees and sucked his cock for a few minutes, playing with his balls and looking up at him.

    Adam couldn't help but imagine his wife on her knees for Eric. He pictured her running her fingers over what he imagined were Eric's rock hard abs and big pecs. He pictured her moaning while sucking the younger, fitter man's cock and getting him all hot and bothered for her. He pictured her fondling her big tits while she did so. He pictured Eric fondling them, too, and then bent over and reached down so he could get a handful of her newly enlarged breasts.

    Shelby stood and they kissed as she guided his fingers inside her. "I'm so wet."

    Adam's lips brushed against her neck. "Because you're thinking about Eric?"

    She moaned and he fingered her deeper.

    "Because you have his number? Because you know that you could text him and in no time at all you'd have a hot young guy with big arms and hard abs that would be willing to fuck this wet pussy of yours?"

    "Yes," she replied softly.

    Adam spun Shelby around, put a hand on her shoulder, and bent her over. He rubbed his cock over her pussy lips and slipped inside her from behind. She put a hand on the bed and reached back to rub her clit. He grabbed her hips and fucked her with long, deep, hard thrusts.

    "Harder," she said. "Adam, baby, fuck me harder. Pound my pussy!"

    He fucked his wife as she desired, pounding her aggressively and filling their bedroom with the sounds of his hips slamming into her perfect ass. To his surprise, Shelby came in almost no time. She came hard, too, so much so that she fell forward until her chest rested against the bed as his cock slipped free from her pussy.

    "Holy shit," she muttered. "Holy shit that was hot. My legs are still shaking."

    They were. Her pussy still gaped a bit and it looked remarkably wet. Adam's cock was slick with her juices, too, and he admired the shiny, rock hard shaft.

    Shelby crawled into the bed and gestured for him to join her. As soon as Adam was on his back, she mounted him. He moaned as his cock filled her. She placed his hands on her big tits and smiled.

    "You don't have to be gentle with them," she said. "I'm sure Eric wouldn't be."

    She began to ride him as Adam pictured another man's hands on his wife's tits. His cock felt like it got harder inside her and her pussy suddenly felt as pleasurable as it ever had.

    "Is that what you want, Shelby? Another man's hands on your new tits?"

    She smiled, leaned back, and closed her eyes. "They're so beautiful that it seems like it would be a shame not to share them, doesn't it?"

    Adam moaned as his wife arched her back even further. He squeezed her tits harder and stared at the union of their bodies, at the sight of his cock moving in and out of her astoundingly wet pussy.

    "It would be a shame," he said. "You should...you should share them."

    Shelby looked down at him and leaned forward. Her lips hovered over his as she milked his cock slowly. "Yeah? You wouldn't mind if another man's hands were all over your wife's new tits? If another man's lips were on them? If another man's cock slid between them? If another man's cum was sprayed all over these glorious implants of mine?"

    Adam hadn't considered the notion of cumming on her tits and now all he could think about was another man doing it. The notion lured him towards a climax that he knew he couldn't stop.

    "I wouldn't mind," he said. "Fuck...I don't know why, but that sounds so fucking hot to me, Shelby."

    She sat up and his hands remained on her tits. She rode him hard. "Adam...I'm thinking about it right now. I'm thinking about Eric's strong hands on my new tits. I'm thinking about...fuck, I'm thinking about his cock deep in my pussy and his hands on my tits!"

    Adam came inside his wife and began grunting and groaning in a manner he'd never done before. In the moment it felt like the most potent orgasm he'd ever experienced and he lost himself in it, closing his eyes and smiling as wave after wave of pleasure washed over him.

    Shelby came with him and collapsed on top of Adam. He held her tight and listened to her heavy breathing, which served as proof that her orgasm has been just as pleasurable as his.

    After a few minute Shelby sat up, rested her hands on his chest, and asked, "So, should I text Eric? I think he'd be happy to meet me for a drink tonight. I could see if there's real chemistry, maybe make out with him a little while letting him feel up my tits. Does that sound good?"

    Adam hadn't been certain if Shelby was merely fantasizing or if she actually wanted to feel another man's hands on her tits. She'd cleared that up, though, and he found himself awash in unexpected excitement.

    "Yeah. Text him."

    With those three words, Adam set in motion a series of monumental changes in his marriage. It wouldn't be an entirely smooth ride, but the highs they'd experience together would be well worth the brief lows that would come as a result of introducing other men to their sex life.

  
    New Captions (Finally!)

    First, let me apologize for the long delay in adding new captions. I'm so sorry about that.

    I just added 13 new captions (each with a short story). Check back often, too, because I'll be adding a new caption daily. Here's the link:

    
      https://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/category/captions/
    

    You'll notice that some feature a video player. Just click play and you'll see the caption. They're more like animated captions than video captions (those are coming soon, though).

  
    New Captions to Explore

    There are 14 new captions (each with a short story/write up) to explore on the private blog. I think you'll enjoy them :) Here's the link:

    
      https://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/category/captions/
    

    Have fun!

  
    New Cuckold Captions

    Hey,

    My apologies for the delays in adding new cuckold captions. I posted a bunch today and you'll now find a new caption and a short little write-up/story to go with each on the private blog. Below you'll find links to the recent posts. Be sure to check back often for new captions:

    September 17
September 18
September 19
September 20
September 21
September 22
September 23
September 24 

  
    New Posts on the Private Blog

    Hey Everyone,

    First, sorry for the lack of posts so far this month. There's lots more coming to make up for it. There's also nine new posts on the Private Blog. Follow the links below to enjoy them:

    A Treat for Your Cuckold - A little piece of advice on the joy of rewarding your cuckold for being a good boy.
Giving Her Perfect Body to Another Man - She looks absolutely perfect and you want her. You crave her. You're desperate for her. You don't get to have her, though. He does.
Trophy Wife Gone Wrong - You couldn't resist the allure of having a trophy wife. It turns out you can't satisfy her, though. Now you're going to have to be okay with being her cuckold.
Taking Pictures for the Cuckold - Your wife's bull wants to take pictures to send you. He wants to tease you. Once she gets on board she can't help but want to send you increasingly naughty pictures.
You Must Earn Your Prize, Cuck - You listened to them have sex. Now she invites you into the room to claim your prize. She knows you want what's inside her, but you'll have to earn it.
A Birthday Surprise - You came home to surprise your wife for her birthday. You found her in bed with another man. You couldn't bring yourself to interrupt them, though.
He Shouldn't Always Get to Watch - Your cuckold likes to watch. That doesn't mean he should always get to watch, though. Read about some of the benefits of not letting him watch.
Are You Sure You Want to Share Her? - You've always fantasized about sharing your wife. Now the night has arrived and you're not so sure about it.
Morning Sex with Her Boyfriend - You got up early to make coffee. You bring it to them. Your wife rewards you by letting you watch them have sex.

  
    New Private Blog

    My Private Blog is now hosted on my website and there are 507 posts (and growing) to be enjoyed right now. You shouldn't have any issues accessing it (you'll find the URL below), but if you do, please let me know.

    I'll be adding the same 2-10 posts a day (most days, at least), but I'll also be adding videos I've found online (stuff on xHamster, Pornhub, etc) and more captions. It should actually be worth the money, as opposed to deeply frustrating like it's been so far.

    Here's the new info:

    
      https://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/
    

    If that link doesn't work, try this one:

    http://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/ (that's without the https)

    If neither link works, please send me a message.

  
    New Private Blog Content!

    Hey Everyone,

    As the title suggests, content on the cuckold blog is back. My apologies for going so long without updates. From here on out you'll get at least 1 update a day and most will have 2 updates. I'll also be doing longer-form content over there, as you'll see in some of the updates below. Here's the content that I put up today.

    His Wife. His Keyholder. His Cuckoldress - Part 1 - This is the first part of what I plan on being a lengthy journey into chastity and cuckolding. There will be weekly updates. It begins with Austin being put in chastity on his birthday.

    Inside the Mind of a Married BBC Slut - Part 1 - This is the first part in what I plan on being another lengthy ongoing series that will focus on interracial cuckold fun. Each post will be inspired by an actual forum post so I'll be drawing on the real life experiences of hotwives and cuckolds that love interracial play.

    Each week will also include a Dirty Talk post that focuses purely on the lusty interaction between a cuckold and his hotwife (and sometimes her bull) and a series that deals with a hotwife ensuring her cuckold remains obedient. Those posts will go up tomorrow and Saturday.

    The posts listed below are part of what I've come to think of as The Daily Tease. They're short (less than 1,000 words, usually) and they focus on a simple, sexy idea. Hopefully they provide you with a thrill. The goal is to have a post like the ones below each day of the week:

    Your Domme's Happiness is All that Matters
How Naughty Was Your Wife? 
You'd Do Anything to Make Her Happy 
Her Bull's in Charge, Cuckold
The Second Man to Enjoy Her This Morning
Catching Her Cheating and Getting Off on It
Thank Your Best Friend for Fucking Your Wife
All That Matters is What Your Wife Wants


  
    New Private Blog Posts This Week

    There are naughty new posts to enjoy on the Private Blog this week. You'll find links to them below:

    Giving Her the Gift of Another Man - A week ago, your wife asked if she could sleep with other people. You just told her yes. Now she's going to reward you.
You're Sleeping Downstairs Tonight - Usually you watch in the bedroom. Not tonight, though. Tonight she wants to be alone with him.
Aren't You Going to Stop Him? - You're outside the club. Your girlfriend is nearly naked with another man behind her. He's going to fuck her if you don't stop him. Are you going to do anything about it?
Eat Ass for Your Release - You're locked up. You need to earn your release. You're going to eat her ass if you want it.
Was He Better? - Yes, she cuckolded you. Was he better? All you have to do is ask the question and she'll tell you.
Having Fun at the Gym - She used to go to the gym in loose clothes. Now she goes in skintight spandex. Is she dressing for someone else?
She Treats You to a Surprise Sloppy Seconds - You come home to your lusty girlfriend in her underwear. She urges you to have her. She's wetter than usual, though. Much wetter.

    The Cuckold Diary of Zach & Lia - September 30 - The diary begins with the first time Lia sleeps with another man. We hear from both husband and wife as they recount their experience.
The Cuckold Diary of Zach & Lia - October 1 - The diary continues with more fun the next day as Zach & Lia continue to enjoy their post-cuckolding bliss.

  
    New Short Stories on the Blog

    Hey Everyone,

    I just published five new stories on the cuckold blog - along with five new captions and mini stories - and you'll find the links to them below. Enjoy!

    A Good Wife Takes Care of Her Husband - She was naughty while you were at work. Now she's going to take care of your needs.
Let Your Imagination Run Wild - Imagine the possibilities. Let your cuckold fantasy flow as you look at this beautiful girl.
She's All Yours - Her bull comes out of the bedroom and sends you in to your wife. He enjoyed her, but now she's all yours.
Your Roommate's Girlfriend Has a Treat for You - Your roommate is gone. His girlfriend is in the living room and she's waiting for you with a treat.
She's His as Long as His Baby is Inside Her - She looks perfect with a pregnant belly. You want her. You crave her. You need her. She won't let you have her, though. Not as long as he wants her.

  
    New Year, New Man - Part 1

    Charlee was the sort of woman that turned heads. She was stunningly beautiful, yes, but it was more than that. She seemed to exude a certain kind of magnetism that made everyone at least glance at her as she walked by. It was that magnetism that had drawn Andy to her a little more than a month ago, that had compelled him to ask her on a date despite her seeming out his league.

    "You've outkicked your coverage," one friend noted after meeting Charlee. He wasn't wrong, but she seemed to like Andy - they'd already been on half a dozen dates and had sex twice - and as far as he could tell the relationship was going really well.

    Charlee had scored an invite to a swanky New Year's Eve party and had invited Andy along. She'd bought a new dress that hugged her figure in all the right places and she looked dazzling from head to toe. Andy had bought a new suit for the occasion - perhaps an overspend, but he didn't care - and Charlee had complimented him on how good he'd looked when he picked her up at her apartment. She'd given him a fairly lengthy kiss, too, which he took as genuine proof that she liked how he looked.

    The party was a glamorous affair held at the penthouse apartment - though this particular apartment was bigger than most homes - of a fabulously wealthy person, at least that's what Andy assumed. He had no idea who was hosting the party or why Charlee had been invited.

    "Isn't this place incredible?" Charlee asked as they walked in. She had a bright smile on her face and her eyes seemed full of wonder. "Can you imagine being rich enough to own a place like this?"

    Andy laughed. "I really can't."

    She took his hand. "You do pretty well, you know. It might take a few decades, but you're smart enough that you could work your way into a position to earn this kind of money."

    That struck Andy as impossible. He had a good job in finance, but the apartment they were standing in likely cost tens of millions of dollars. He had no interest in bursting Charlee's bubble, though. If she wanted to believe that he could earn that kind of money in a few decades he was more than happy to let her believe it.

    "Let's get drinks," she said.

    They walked hand-in-hand through the party and Andy noticed the many looks directed Charlee's way. That was the case anywhere they went, though. She was beautiful, confident, and more than happy to stand out in the crowd, which were qualities that always drew stares. Some were scornful - mostly from women - but most were appreciative.

    A bartender came over right way - that usually happened for Charlee - and she ordered two glasses of champagne. It was complimentary, of course.

    "Who owns this place?" Andy asked.

    "I have no idea," she replied while they both stared out at the sea of people that filled the rather massive living area of the apartment.

    "And you got an invite from a friend?"

    Charlee nodded. "She's the personal assistant to someone that got invited. He had four tickets and couldn't go so he gave them to her. She and her boyfriend are here and she gave me the other two tickets."

    "And you invited me?" Andy asked.

    She smiled, kissed him on the cheek, and let her lips linger for a few moments before saying, "I like you, Andy. You were the only person I thought of inviting and you're the only person I want to be kissing as midnight."

    He turned his head and Charlee kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm and when she offered just a hint of tongue Andy felt his loins tingle. He'd only fucked her twice, but both times had been indescribably hot and that simple kiss was enough to trigger his blissful memories of the sex they'd had.

    "I hope I can do more than kiss you tonight," he replied.

    Charlee smiled. "You certainly can." She leaned in, softly kissed his neck, and whispered, "My pussy wants to be kissed, too, and you get the privilege of being the first man to fuck me in 2025."

    Andy was aroused, of course, but referring to him as the first man to fuck her in 2025 brought with an unexpected wave of jealousy as it implied he wouldn’t be the last man to fuck her in 2025. He wondered if Charlee intended on fucking other men in the new year, if perhaps she already knew that their relationship would not stand the test of time.

    "I can't wait," Andy said, pushing aside any thoughts of jealousy and choosing instead to concentrate on New Year's Eve.

    The bartender delivered two glasses of champagne and Andy handed one to Charlee. They toasted to a great evening, sipped the obviously expensive bubbly, and then she pulled him in for a lingering, rather erotic kiss that left him half hard and desperate to drag her to a private bedroom so they could fuck.

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

    "More than you can imagine."

    Charlee smiled. "Oh, I can imagine quite a lot. Perhaps you're wishing we could sneak away for a quickie. Perhaps you're wishing we weren't at this party at all. Perhaps you're wishing that we could celebrate the New Year with your beautiful dick buried deep in my pussy as I scream in pleasure while the ball drops."

    "You're incredible." It was the only response that came to mind.

    "I know."

    "Charlee!" someone called out.

    Her head whipped towards the voice and a beautiful blonde woman waved.

    "That's my friend," she said.

    The blonde rushed towards them and took Charlee into an embrace. Andy was introduced to her - Alicia was her name - and they exchanged pleasantries before Alicia took Charlee's hand and took her away while promising she'd return her in no time at all.

    Andy knew better than to try and follow. He didn't want to come off as the clingy boyfriend, after all, as a woman as desirable as Charlee had no time for a clingy boyfriend. Instead, he remained at the bar and sipped his champagne while scanning the room to see if there was a single other person he knew.

    Once he'd failed in that, Andy moved on to searching for someone that seemed approachable. Perhaps someone else that worked in finance, though most of his coworkers were overly competitive dicks that he had little interest in hanging out with.

    "Hey there, stranger."

    The voice was familiar. Andy turned his head to see his ex-girlfriend Rachel standing next to him. She wore a beautiful rose gold dress and her long, wavy, impossibly lustrous red hair was pulled to one side. She looked like the same approachably beautiful girl he’d dated for six months and he felt a pang of regret at having fucked up the relationship.

    "Rachel, hey, how's it going?"

    "It's good."

    The bartender came over and Rachel ordered a martini. She checked if Andy wanted anything but he was only halfway through his champagne. He was surprised she'd even bothered talking to him, as their relationship hadn't ended on the friendliest of terms. Andy had gotten drunk one night and cheated on her - oral only - but she'd been quite right to be furious at him and all the shouting that she'd done was deserved, though at the time Andy was more than happy to do some shouting right back at her.

    Rachel said nothing after ordering her drink and Andy found the silence deeply uncomfortable. So much so that he had to fill it.

    "I'm sorry, again, for how our relationship ended. You deserved a lot better."

    "Yes, I did," she replied. "Though it could have been worse. You could have not told me. You could have continued cheating on me for months before telling me. In hindsight, the fact that you fucked up and immediately confessed it makes you a better guy than many I've dated."

    Her words felt unexpected kind and Andy smiled. "Well, I still feel bad."

    "You should."

    Andy was ready to extricate himself from the conversation when Rachel let out a laugh.

    "Sorry. That was bitchy. You shouldn't feel bad. We obviously weren't right for each other. We had a good time, but it's not like we were soulmates and things got fucked up because you let someone suck your dick."

    Her drink arrived and Andy raised his glass, "A toast to not holding on to anger?"

    Rachel raised her glass and they both took a long sip.

    "So, the girl you came with...are you dating her?"

    Andy nodded. "For a month now. How about you? Did you come with a date?"

    Rachel shook her head. "Believe it or not, I'm working. Sort of. This party is filled with power players. Apparently they conduct business. My boss made me come just in case he needs me for something, though I can't say I'm disappointed. I had nowhere else to be and this party is way better than sitting alone in my apartment or going to some party filled with my coupled up friends who are all going to kiss at midnight while I stand alone in the corner."

    "Did you get a new job?"

    She nodded. "The guy I work for is in real estate. All kinds of huge deals. The sort that involve pay offs to grease the wheels. The sort that sometimes involve threats. I'm not close to any of that stuff, though, and the pay is twice what I was making before. Plus, I get to go to parties like this, so it's really pretty good."

    "Well, congrats, then."

    "How, if I may ask, did you land the girl you're with?"

    Andy saw no sense of jealousy on Rachel's face, though he wouldn't have been surprised if it appeared. Rachel was beautiful, but Charlee was in another league.

    "Pure luck, I guess. I saw her and I asked her out. I was kind of surprised when she said yes, but I think she likes me. She invited me to the party."

    Rachel studied his face for a few seconds and then smiled. "You really like her, don't you?"

    He nodded.

    "Have you fucked her yet?"

    Andy nearly choked on his champagne. Instead, he broke into a minor coughing fit as a bit of the bubbly liquid spilled out of the sides of his mouth. Rachel was not the kind of girl that asked questions like that, thus his surprise.

    "Sorry," she said. "That was probably inappropriate. I couldn't help myself, though. This is my second drink of the night, after all."

    "Yes, we've had sex."

    "And you're still together?"

    "Yes."

    She sipped her martini and smiled in a manner that Andy found oddly off putting. "I'm surprised."

    "What? Why?"

    "Well, you're not especially good in bed, Andy. You have a nice dick but you don't use it all that well. You're...I don't know, passable, I guess, and you're a good guy so I think most of the girls you've dated are willing to overlook the fact that you're not that good in bed, but that girl you're dating doesn’t have to compromise. She could have any man - or woman, I suppose - she wanted, so why the fuck would she want a guy that can't offer much in bed?"

    Andy was stunned. It was like Rachel had slapped him across the face and then poured her drink over his head. She hadn't uttered a word of complaint about his sexual prowess when they'd dated, which was the only reason he didn't entirely buy into her sudden criticisms.

    "Rachel, what the fuck?" he asked.

    She moved closer until the soft fabric of her dress brushed against his arm. He looked down and noted that her breast was inches away from touching him and for some reason he found it exciting.

    "You're average in bed, Andy," she said. "Maybe a little bit below average. You're nowhere near above average and I'll bet that you've never even sniffed being great in bed. Not once in your life. I'll bet you've never been anywhere near the best a woman you've been with has ever had. That certainly wasn't the case with me."

    She was being awful, and yet Andy couldn't walk away.

    "Who's the best you've ever had?"

    Rachel seemed surprised by the question, so much so that she leaned back. Then her lips curled into a smile and she leaned close enough that he could feel her breath on his neck as she said, "The guy I dated before you. His name was Spencer. He had the most beautiful cock I've ever seen. He used it better than any man has ever used his cock in me. He fucked me with strength and confidence. He fucked me like he was in charge, like he was fully confident he was going to see to both of our sexual needs, and he always did, Andy."

    For reasons beyond his understanding, Andy felt a little bit turned on. He reasoned that it was because Charlee had gotten him all worked up with her kissing and dirty talk and now Rachel was so close to him that he couldn't help but get a bit excited despite what she was saying.

    "I fucked Spencer the day you confessed your little oral misadventure," she continued. "I texted him right after I kicked you out of my apartment."

    Despite the venom in her voice, Andy's arousal hadn't abated.

    "I sucked his dick before I fucked him, though. I loved sucking his dick. I loved being on my knees for him in a way I never - not once - enjoyed being on my knees for you, Andy. I know most guys complain that their girlfriends don't give them enough blowjobs, but it's really because most guys are like you. Women don't like sucking average cocks attached to average men. They like sucking gorgeous cocks attached to gorgeous men that will fuck them to orgasms that leave their bodies tingling from head to toe."

    Andy was astounded at his sudden desire to kiss Rachel. He turned towards her and she smiled. He expected to see hate in her eyes, but there was something else there. Something that seemed a lot closer to lust than hate.

    "Why are you telling me all this?" he asked.

    She held his gaze and replied, "I don't really know. It's just...it's just pouring out of me."

    "Why am I turned on?" he asked.

    Rachel studied his face for several long seconds and Andy refused to look away. "Are you?" she finally asked.

    He nodded.

    "So am I."

    "Well, that seems pretty fucked up, doesn't it? I mean, if I can't fuck you the way you want to be fucked, why would you be turned on? Hell, given that reality, why would I be turned on?"

    Rachel dipped her finger into her martini, let it soak for a few seconds, and then popped it into her mouth. He stared at her lips as she sucked her finger clean in a remarkably suggestive manner.

    "It's confusing, isn't it?" she asked. "I can't speak for you, but I think I'm feeling rather invigorated by unloading some of the anger I've had towards you since ended our relationship by getting your cock sucked by that whore."

    Andy tried to process his feelings. He knew that walking away was the smart move, that he wasn't with Rachel any more, that every moment he spent with her jeopardized his relationship with Charlee.

    "That's not all it is, though," Rachel said. "Because, if I'm being perfectly honest, I feel something akin to desire for you right now, Andy. I don't want to fuck you - like I said, Spencer puts you to shame and so have half a dozen other guys I've been with - but I would like to push you to your knees and rub my cunt all over your face."

    To his surprise, Andy felt his cock surge to life in that undeniably thrilling way that happens when you're caught off guard by a sudden wave of arousal.

    "I think you might like that too," she continued. "I think you might like to make up for some of your shortcomings by eating my wet cunt at this party. Am I right, Andy?"

    He nodded without even thinking about it.

    "Finish your drink," Rachel said.

    As if he was no longer thinking for himself, Andy threw back the rest of his drink and set the glass on the bar. Rachel did the same with her martini and beckoned him to follow her through the crowd.

    Andy did a quick search for Charlee or Alicia but saw neither. For a moment he wondered where his girlfriend was, and then he a caught a glimpse of Rachel's ass in her dress and he couldn't think of anything other than tasting her pussy.

    The party guests thinned out considerably as they explored the massive apartment. They walked past a library with a handful of older male guests chatting - Andy guessed that they were the power players Rachel had referred to - and stepped into a bathroom that seemed to be almost entirely made of marble.

    Rachel shut the door, locked it, and leaned against it. She pulled up the bottom of her dress, pulled her panties aside, and roughly grabbed a handful of Andy's hair. Rachel pushed him to his knees with impressive force and pulled his lips to her pussy.

    "Eat my cunt," she demanded.

    Andy looked up at her and went to work. It felt like a certain kind of madness had come over him - he was cheating on Charlee, after all - and yet licking Rachel's pussy on his knees in someone else's bathroom also qualified as among the hottest things he'd ever done.

    "That's it, Andy. Eat my wet cunt and try to make up for all the mediocre sex we had. You were always better at this than fucking."

    Rachel was rough. Her grip on his hair was tight and painful and she wasn't shy about rubbing his face against her pussy, using him as more of a surface to grind against than a man eager to use his tongue to get her off.

    "Do you eat your girlfriend's pussy a lot, Andy? Maybe that's why she's still with you. Maybe that's why she didn't dump you right after the first time you underwhelmed her with your cock."

    Andy was about to unzip his pants and stroke himself when someone tried the door handle. Finding it locked, they knocked and said, "If you wouldn't mind hurrying up, I have a bit of a bathroom emergency."

    Rachel pushed Andy back, let her dress fall, and helped him to his feet. She opened the door and an older man in a suit rushed past them without looking their way. He fumbled with his pants and they rushed out of the bathroom as Andy wiped the pussy juice from his lips and chin.

    Rachel took his hand and led him down a darkened hallway. They stopped after putting decent distance between them and the bathroom and she pushed him against the wall. Her lips found his and her tongue slipped into his mouth. She explored his oral cavity deeply, doing so in a manner so invasive that it bordered on being unpleasant, though Andy remained aroused.

    "We should...we should go back to the party," he said. "This is insane."

    "Not a chance," she replied without hesitation. "You haven't made me cum yet and you owe me at least one great orgasm."

    Rachel grabbed his cock through his pants and stroked it. Andy was suddenly awash in arousal.

    "I know you want this. I know you're turned on. Now keep your mouth shut and follow me."

    They walked further down the darkened hallway. Rachel tried the door handles they walked by, but all were locked. They reached a t-intersection in the hallway and she turned left. A few steps later she stopped cold.

    "Do you hear that?"

    Andy listened carefully. A few moments later the distinct sound of a moan reached his ears.

    Rachel grabbed his hand and they followed the sound to a door at the end of the hallway. They listened to the sounds of sex. Someone was getting fucked behind the closed door.

    To Andy's horror, Rachel turned the door knob. It wasn't locked. The door opened a few inches. The sounds of sex got louder. In fact, Andy was certain he heard two women moaning. Perhaps it was a lesbian couple ringing in the new year with a naughty session in someone else's bed.

    Rachel pushed the door open further and Andy looked inside. There were two women in the bed, but they weren't fucking each other. They were participating in a foursome. Each was on her hands and knees and they were facing each other. Each had a man behind them. Each was getting fucked by that man, though the angle Andy watched from made it so that he couldn't see much of anything other than the naked backside of one of the men.

    "Oh, fuck!" one of the girls cried out. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me with that fat dick of yours. Fuck me hard! Fuck my tight little pussy so hard!"

    Andy's legs suddenly felt weak. His chest tightened. He recognized that voice. It was Charlee. She was one of the girls getting fucked.

    "It's her, isn't it?" Rachel whispered.

    He nodded.

    Rachel kissed his neck and stroked him through his slacks. Andy listened to the sounds of sex and pictured Charlee getting fucked. He assumed that she was cheating on him because he was average in bed, because he couldn't come anywhere near satisfying her, just like he hadn't been able to satisfy Rachel.

    "You're hard," she whispered.

    Before Andy could reply, Rachel's lips found his. The kiss wasn't aggressive, though. It was much closer to romantic. Her tongue moved slowly into his mouth, enticing his into an erotic dance. She unzipped his pants, too, and her fingers slipped inside to stroke him, deepening the arousal he felt.

    "Get on your fucking knees," Rachel whispered. "You're going to make me cum while you listen to your girlfriend get fucked. This is what you deserve."

    With a little help from Rachel, Andy dropped to his knees. She leaned against the wall and he crawled closer while she pulled up her dress and moved her panties aside. She grabbed his hair, pulled him between her legs, and started grinding her pussy against his face.

    "Fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum!" Alicia called out from the bedroom.

    The sounds of sex got a little louder. The men started grunting and groaning.

    "Cum in me!" Charlee exclaimed.

    Andy moaned into Rachel's pussy. It came out of him without warning. He moaned because he felt pleasure even though he shouldn't have. Someone else was fucking his girlfriend and was about to cum inside her. He should have been overwhelmed with anger and jealousy. Instead, he was dining on pussy and hard as a rock.

    The sounds of orgasms emanated from the bedroom. They rolled out slowly, as if they'd planned on cumming one at a time. Andy couldn't pick out which of the female orgasms was Charlee, but it seemed that she was climaxing while getting fucked from behind by a man that was going to empty his cum into her unprotected pussy.

    Rachel came too. She came hard and her pussy dripped quite a bit of juice, most of which ended up on Andy's face. He was the only one not to cum, though that was mostly because spilling his load in his pants would make it hard to enjoy the rest of the party.

    "Thank you, ladies," someone from inside the bedroom said. "That was exceptional."

    Rachel pushed Andy from between her legs and fixed her dress. He stood, wiped the wetness from his face and moved to leave, but she grabbed a handful of his hair and prevented him from doing so.

    To his horror, Rachel took Andy's hand and led him into the bedroom. Everyone turned and looked at them, though no one said a word.

    The men looked to be in their forties or early fifties. Charlee and Alicia were both still on their hands and knees in the bed with their lovely gowns bunched up around their waists.

    The men got dressed swiftly and walked out of the room without even acknowledging Andy and Rachel. They closed the door behind them, though.

    "Who are you?" Charlee asked as she looked at the redhead leading Andy into the room.

    "Andy's ex," Rachel replied. "He just ate my pussy while listening to you get fucked."

    Charlee turned to Alicia - who was still on her hands and knees on the bed - and they shared a long, intensely lusty kiss. Andy watched in utter fascination as Rachel kissed his neck and stroked his dick.

    "They were both barebacked, Andy," Rachel said. "Both their pussies are brimming with cum. I think you should volunteer to clean them both."

    Charlee and Alicia looked at Andy and smiled.

    "What do you say, girls? Would you be willing to let this inadequate little bitch of a man clean your messy, freshly-fucked cunts?" Rachel asked.

    Andy couldn't believe how turned on he was. It was fucked up, but the arousal was real and damn near overwhelming.

    Instead of answering, both Charlee and Alicia moved to their backs in the bed. They spread their legs, revealing their pussies and proving that they had indeed been fucked bareback and were brimming with cum.

    "Get naked and get to work, Andy," Rachel instructed. "Clean those messy cunts. Start with the blonde and then you can clean your girlfriend's pussy. Don't be surprised if I spank your ass a little while you're working. It's the least you deserve for cheating on me and for being so fucking underwhelming in bed."

    Andy stripped and crawled between Alicia's legs. The smell of sex was overwhelming and he could see the cum inside her. His heart pounded. His dick throbbed. He was about to do something insane - and likely get spanked while doing it - and yet Andy wasn't sure he'd ever been so excited.

    Maybe 2025 was going to be a year to remember. At the very least it was going to start in a truly unique and spectacular fashion.
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    "Is he doing a good job?" Charlee asked.

    Alicia smiled down at Andy, whose tongue was deep in her pussy and bathed in the cum of the man that had just fucked her. "He's doing a very good job. Better than I would have thought, honestly."

    Charlee leaned over and kissed Alicia's neck. She grasped one of her breasts through the thin material of her dress, too, and gave it a hard squeeze. Their lips met and the girls shared a deep kiss while Andy's tongue continued to probe for the cum of a stranger.

    "Did he eat cum when you dated him?" Charlee asked of Rachel, Andy's ex-girlfriend and the one who'd dragged him down a dark hallway until they stumbled upon the foursome unfolding in the bedroom they were now in.

    "He did not," Rachel replied. "He ate pussy, of course, but never cum. If I'd have known he was so eager to be coerced into eating it I probably would have made him eat every single he load he spilled."

    Andy was turned on - and a little bit drunk - so the insanity of what he was doing hadn't fully registered. Instead, he was awash in a haze of intense pleasure driven by Rachel's demanding nature and the pure, kinky delight of being between a woman's legs and licking a mess out of her cunt.

    "All done?" Charlee asked when Andy's head popped up from between Alicia's legs.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Then get between my legs, baby. Eat my messy pussy."

    Andy shifted between his girlfriend's legs and pushed his tongue inside her.

    "So who were those guys?" Rachel asked from behind Andy.

    "My boss is working on a deal with them," Alicia answered. "I was asked to help sweeten the deal. Charlee agreed to help out too."

    "And you fucked them because you were asked?"

    Alicia laughed softly and leaned over to kiss Charlee's neck. Andy moaned into his girlfriend's pussy while consuming the load of a second stranger, an act he wouldn't ever have thought he'd even consider indulging in, and yet he was doing so with vigor.

    "No, we were compensated," Alicia answered. "Generously, in fact. It's not the first time I've done this sort of thing. It’s not Charlee’s first time either."

    Charlee grabbed a handful of Andy's hair and pulled hard. He winced from the pain, though his dick throbbed. He felt Rachel's fingers caress his bare ass. A moment later she delivered four swats to his backside, each bringing more pain than the last. He moaned into his girlfriend's wet pussy and saw her smile with delight.

    "Men are simple creatures," Charlee said. "Especially older men. You offer them young, tight, wet pussy and they'll happily give you just about anything for it. They fucked our mouths and our pretty little cunts and now they're in another room putting the finishing touches on the deal. Everyone goes home happy."

    "With the possible exception of that little bitch between your legs," Alicia noted. "Unless he really is happy eating the cum of another man out of your pussy."

    Rachel ran her fingers up the backs of Andy's thighs and then grasped his stiff cock and stroked it a few times. "He's hard as a rock. I think he might be enjoying himself. I think you might have found yourself a very special man, Charlee."

    "Does it make you sad that he's not yours anymore?" Charlee asked.

    Rachel smacked Andy's ass. "A little, or maybe more than a little. I don't know. The sex wasn't particularly good. In fact, the orgasm he gave me tonight is the best he's ever given me, and that happened while I watched the two of you getting fucked like dirty little whores."

    Charlee moaned and so did Alicia. The sexual energy in the room was still remarkably high as it ping ponged between the three women while Andy remained silent, using only his tongue to help keep everyone's erotic desires at a fever pitch.

    "We are dirty little whores, aren't we?" Charlee asked.

    Alicia laughed and then leaned in and kissed her friend. Andy watched as Rachel stroked his cock, teased his balls, and rubbed his taint. He moaned into his girlfriend's pussy while lapping up every bit of cum he could find. It was all so filthy and humiliating, and yet he wasn't sure he'd ever been so turned on.

    When the taste of cum had faded, Andy sat back on his knees. Both women in the bed looked at him and laughed.

    "Your face is a mess," Charlee said. "It's beautiful, though."

    Rachel stepped behind Andy and he felt the soft material of her dress against his back. She turned his head and smiled before licking the mixture of cum and pussy juice off his face. Her tongue then pushed deep into his mouth as her fingers encircled his stiff cock and stroked him slowly.

    "He's a good kisser," Rachel said as she looked at Charlee. "He's decidedly mediocre when using his cock, but his tongue is capable of wonders."

    "Agreed," Charlee replied.

    Andy's dick ached despite - or perhaps because of - the continued denigration of his sexual prowess. He'd always thought of himself as above average in bed, but it seemed that he was dead wrong about that.

    "Does he deserve an orgasm?" Rachel asked.

    "Only if he's willing to eat his load."

    "I am."

    Charlee moved to her hands and knees and crawled towards Andy. She smiled and kissed him softly. Her tongue darted in his mouth for a few moments and then she kissed her way to his neck, gently sucked on his soft flesh, and then whispered, "I'm going to suck your dick. I want you to cum in my mouth."

    Her head dropped into his lap and her lips engulfed his cock. Rachel dug her fingernails into his chest and dragged them towards his stomach, leaving red marks behind. One hand moved its way back up his chest and her fingers pressed against his neck. She applied pressure while kissing his cheek and then bit down on his earlobe while subtly choking him.

    "Cum in her mouth," Rachel whispered. "Cum in her whore mouth and then enjoy being fed your own load."

    Though he would have liked to enjoy the blowjob a little longer, Andy was too turned on for that. He came in Charlee's mouth almost immediately after Rachel's instruction and he came hard. He closed his eyes and saw stars while his body went limp from the overwhelming nature of the pleasure.

    Before he knew it, Charlee's lips were against his. His tongue moved into his mouth. His cum followed. The load felt huge as it quickly filled his mouth. He welcomed it and swallowed so he wouldn't spill.

    "Thank you," he said. "Fuck...that was...thank you. All three of you."

    "I think we can all agree that it was our pleasure," Charlee replied. "We should really get back out to the party, though. It's nearing midnight and I want to celebrate the New Year with a drink and a kiss."

    Charlee and Alicia left the room walking hand-in-hand - they needed to get cleaned up - and Rachel stayed behind as Andy got dressed.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    He nodded. "Way more than I thought I would. I mean, now that I've cum I guess I'm feeling a little embarrassed about the whole thing, but I enjoyed myself while it was all happening."

    "There's no need to be embarrassed. If there's anything that should be embarrassing to you it should be your inability to satisfy a woman with your cock."

    "That's embarrassing too."

    Rachel smiled as she picked up his shirt. She stepped behind Andy and helped him into it before spinning him around and deftly buttoning him up. "I've never acted like I acted tonight," she shared. "I caught myself off guard, if I'm being honest. I've never been that aggressive. I've never told a guy what I actually thought about his skill - or lack thereof - in bed. It was so fucking hot, Andy, especially when you got turned on by it. It was so fucking hot to push you to your knees and fuck your face with my pussy. It was so fucking hot to make you eat the cum filled cunts of those whores."

    "That's my girlfriend you're taking about," he replied with a smile.

    Rachel returned his smile and caught Andy off guard when she kissed him with great passion. "Your girlfriend's a whore," she said softly. "There's nothing wrong with that, of course, but she's definitely a whore."

    "What about me?"

    She caressed his face. "Well, tonight you were a slut. A cum slut, to be specific. A whore gets paid, after all, and the blowjob you got doesn't count as payment."

    Andy wanted to kiss her again. He hesitated for a moment and then leaned in. To his delight, Rachel welcomed the kiss. She welcomed his hands on her ass, too. She was the one that made it a tongue kiss, which he took as an affirmation of her desire and her enjoyment of the kiss.

    "I'd like to be the one that you kiss at midnight, Andy," Rachel said.

    "Are you saying you want to be my girlfriend again?"

    She nodded. "Yes. I know Charlee's sexier than I am, but she's also a whore. Maybe you want to be dating a whore, but I don't think so. I think you want to date me."

    "But I thought I wasn't good in bed?"

    She smiled. "You're not. You're mediocre at best. But I don't see any reason I have to limit myself to your cock. I think you just proved that you're rather open-minded when it comes to sex. You weren't the slightest bit mad when you saw your whore girlfriend getting fucked bareback by some old guy. You didn't hesitate to eat her pussy and clean his cum out of her. You didn't hesitate to eat Alicia's pussy either. You were an eager cum slut, Andy."

    Rachel ran her fingers through his hair and kissed him softly and deeply. Andy held her tight and she moaned into his mouth while grinding her hips against him.

    "Can I go down on you again?" he asked.

    "No," she replied. "Not yet."

    "I'll kiss you at midnight. It would be an honor, in fact."

    "Smart choice, though I doubt Charlee will be heartbroken."

    "No, probably not."

    Andy finished getting dressed and Rachel gave him a once over to make sure everything was in its place. He did the same for her and they left the bedroom and strolled through the dark hallway and back towards the party.

    "Oh, I should mention one thing," she said as they neared the living area of the penthouse apartment.

    "What's that?"

    "I'm fucking my boss."

    Andy was surprised. Rachel wasn't the kind of woman to cross professional boundaries like that, or at least she'd never struck him as that kind of woman. She'd also never struck him as the kind of woman that would spank his ass while he cleaned someone else's pussy, though, so he clearly didn't know her as well as he thought he did.

    "We're not dating," she said. "It's just sex. Really, really good sex. And no, he's not taking advantage of me. I'm not giving him blowjobs under his desk while he's on calls or anything. We fuck because we both cum really hard. He's probably not as good as Spencer was, but he's good. Much better than you ever were. I don't plan on stopping now that we're dating again, just to be clear."

    "I guess I can't expect you to stop," Andy replied. "And I don't really feel any desire to make you stop, which is pretty weird."

    "It's not weird. Not for this version of you, at least. This naughty, slutty version of you that likes to eat pussy after another man has fucked it and pumped a load of cum deep into it."

    "Does your boss cum inside you?"

    Rachel smiled as they stopped just a handful of steps from joining the rest of the guests at the party. "He does. He also cums in my mouth and on my body. In truth, I let him cum wherever he wants. There's something intensely arousing about a wealthy, powerful man using my body for his pleasure and cumming where he likes. Even thinking about it makes my pussy wet."

    "You're so fucking hot."

    She laughed and kissed him softly. "Yes, I am."

    "Is your boss going to fuck you tonight?"

    "I don't know. We're not exclusive, obviously, so he might find someone else to satisfy his desires. If he wants me, though, I'm his. You'll have to deal with that."

    It felt like Andy's entire life had changed in the span of one night. He was dating a different girl. He was being told he'd have to be okay with her fucking another man and prioritizing that other man's sexual needs. Craziest of all, he was turned on at the idea.

    They returned to the party and Rachel grabbed two glasses of champagne from a passing waiter's tray. She handed one to Andy and they clinked their glasses and smiled at each other before taking a long sip of what must have been the most expensive champagne he'd ever consumed.

    "You're a lot different than when we dated," he said over the din of the party and accompanying music.

    Rachel smiled and began to dance so Andy danced with her. She spun around and pressed her ass into his crotch before turning her head and saying, "It's amazing how much can change in such a short span of time, isn't it?"

    She might not have been referring to the changes Andy had just experienced - he'd eaten cum for the first time and he'd been bossed around by a woman for the first time - but it was the naughty smile that made him think she might have been.

    Rachel spun away from Andy and moved her hips in the most alluring manner he'd ever seen. She really did seem like a different person, like she was infinitely more comfortable in her skin, in much the same way Charlee was.

    As she moved closer, Rachel downed the rest of her champagne and handed the empty glass to a waiter. She then pressed her body against Andy's and pushed her tongue into his mouth.

    "It was my boss that changed me," she said. "His approach to life is entirely different from mine, or what mine was. He doesn't give a shit about doing what's right. He doesn't even think about that. He does what he wants, Andy. He does what's best for him, for his family, for his company. He also makes what he wants perfectly clear. He's not the slightest bit ashamed about it. When he propositioned me he made it perfectly clear I was under no pressure to fuck him and that my employment would continue even if I said no and that I'd continue to rise in the company. He also said that he was certain we'd have great sex together and that it would be a shame not to indulge in our desires."

    "And he was right?" Andy asked.

    Rachel took his glass of champagne and downed what he hadn't finished. The kiss that followed was the most passionate of the night and tasted strongly of expensive alcohol.

    "Yes, he was right and he unlocked the version of me that wants to be more like him. The version that doesn't give a damn what other people think. The version that wants what she wants and isn't going to be the slightest bit ashamed about it."

    "And you want me?" Andy asked.

    "I want the version of you that will get on his fucking knees and eat my pussy if I push down on his head. I want the version of you that will lick another man's cum out of my pussy if I tell him to. I want the version of you that's in touch with this kinky part of yourself, that stays in touch with that part of yourself, that feels no shame whatsoever for being so fucking kinky. Can you be that version of yourself, Andy?"

    "Fuck yes."

    The party erupted into a countdown. Rachel took Andy's hand and they turned towards the massive projection screen showing the ball drop. He put his arm around her as they counted down with everyone else in attendance.

    As midnight struck, Rachel turned to him and they kissed as deeply as they ever had. Her body felt perfect pressed against his. Her lips were warm and soft and her tongue was eager in his mouth, acting as an ambassador for her desire and making her intentions quite clear.

    She held his head in her hands as the kiss broke and her smile was radiant. Andy felt like it was just the two of them in the penthouse, like he'd never been so connected with someone.

    Then Rachel glanced over his shoulder. She kept smiling as she stepped back from Andy. "That's my boss."

    He turned to see a broad-shouldered man in an expensive-looking suit approaching. His hair had a touch of grey running through it, but he looked fairly youthful for someone who was likely two decades older than Rachel.

    She stepped past Andy and into the older man's arms. They shared a kiss of the sort that lovers share. The same sort of kiss Andy had shared with Rachel. He watched as jealousy coursed through him, especially when Rachel's boss grabbed her ass and gently squeezed it.

    "I want you," he said.

    "I'm yours," she replied. "You know I'm always yours."

    Andy had agreed to Rachel's terms, but that didn't stop him from feeling an intense level of jealousy.

    "Can he watch?" she asked.

    Rachel's boss turned his attention to Andy and sized him up. His face betrayed none of what he felt, though, and he flashed a charming smile after a few seconds and asked Rachel, "Is this your boyfriend?"

    "Yes. We used to date, actually, and we're dating again, though with a different set of rules."

    "And those rules include him watching you fuck someone else?"

    Rachel nodded and kissed her boss's neck. "He doesn't have to watch, but I'd like it if he did. I'd like it if he saw what it looks like when I have great sex, because he never could manage to fuck me the way I need to be fucked."

    Andy was surprised at how open they were being about their affections for each other, but it seemed possible that the people at this particular party weren't the sort that cared one whit for professional decorum.

    "What if I wanted him to do more than watch?" Rachel's boss asked.

    They were talking about Andy like he wasn't there, which proved thrilling.

    "I have a feeling he'd be willing to do anything you want, especially if I told him to obey you," Rachel said.

    Andy's cock and balls tingled and the arousal spread through his body. It was different from the arousal caused by a kiss, though. It was deeper. More meaningful, in a way. More potent, certainly.

    "And would you tell him that?" her boss asked.

    "I'd do anything to make you happy," she replied.

    He took his hand in hers and said, "Let's go, then. I got a room at the hotel next door. The penthouse suite. There will be plenty of space to have fun."

    Rachel and her boss walked away and Andy followed. His heart pounded as he considered what he might be asked to do that night. Her boss hadn't really indicated what he would demand of Andy, though it seemed like damn near anything was on the table.

    Though the party was crowded, very few guests were leaving, which meant it was just the three of them in the elevator.

    "I'm Alec, by the way," Rachel's boss said as the elevator doors closed.

    "Andy."

    Alec put his arm around Rachel, pulled her close, and then smiled at Andy and said, "Get on your knees, Andy."

    Andy looked at Rachel, who rested a hand on her boss's chest, smiled, and said, "Obey him."

    Though part of him was terrified, Andy fell to his knees as the elevator lurched to life.

    "Now kiss my shoes," Alec said.

    Andy fell forward, crawled towards Alec, and kissed the tips of his shoes. It was humiliating, of course, but that had to have been the point. As he humiliated himself, Andy listened to Rachel and her boss kiss. He listened to her moan and looked up momentarily to see that Alec was groping her tits and doing so aggressively. The kissing, the groping, or the excitement of all of it resulted in a bulge in Alec's pants.

    "Did I say you could stop kissing my shoes?" he asked.

    "No, sorry," Andy replied.

    He bent down to shower the older man's shoes in kisses, but he was interrupted.

    "Now you have to kiss my bulge," Alec said. "You disobeyed me so you have to pay for that. Kiss my bulge while you look up at me. Do it right now."

    Andy had no interest in kissing another man's bulge. He had no interest in upsetting Rachel, either. The elevator was fast moving towards the bottom floor and Andy was quite certain none of them would be leaving it until he'd kissed Alec's bulge, so he did it.

    He sat up on his knees, crawled forward, and kissed another man's bulge. It felt far more humiliating than licking cum from a freshly-fucked pussy.

    "I wasn't sure he'd do it," Alec said as he put a hand on the back of Andy's head and held him in place. "Keep kissing the bulge until the elevator doors open."

    Andy did as instructed. He kissed the bulge all over. He did so while looking up at Alec, which proved to be the most humiliating element.

    "I wasn't sure either," Rachel confessed. "It turns out he's more eager to please me than I suspected."

    The elevator doors opened and Andy stood up. He was mortified to see half a dozen people waiting, all of whom were looking at him.

    Alec took Rachel's hand and they walked out of the elevator and through the lobby. Andy followed and was quite liberated to find that he didn't really care that those strangers had seen him on his knees. There was no point in the embarrassment, after all.

    Alec stopped on the sidewalk and kissed Rachel. Andy watched from a few feet away as another man's tongue moved into her mouth while her body melted into his.

    "Let's go have some fun, shall we?" he said.

    Rachel smiled at him and looked Andy's way. "Are you ready to have some fun?"

    "I am," he answered. "I'm ready to obey, too."

    That brightened her smile and Alec took her hand once more and they set off down the sidewalk with Andy close behind.

    He was ready to have fun. He was ready to obey. He was ready to explore the side of him he'd discovered that night and he was eager to see just how wild things might get.
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    Charlee looked stunning - as usual - as she stood at Andy's doorstep. She had on a tight, sleeveless, cropped turtleneck and he was fairly certain she wore no bra beneath it. Her stomach looked taut and he spotted a new belly button ring that looked rather alluring. Her jeans seemed like the sort that cost well over $100 and Andy imagined her ass would look utterly flawless were he lucky enough to glimpse it.

    "Charlee, hey," he said.

    Andy scanned her face for signs of anger. Only three days had passed since New Year's Eve, when he'd abandoned her in favor of his ex-girlfriend Rachel. They hadn't spoken since then, though Andy figured that Charlee had no problem with that given that she'd fucked another guy in front of him at the party.

    "Can I come in?" she asked.

    Andy stepped aside and he couldn't help but glance at Charlee's ass as she stepped into his apartment. It was, as he expected, utterly perfect in the jeans.

    "So you're with her now?"

    Andy shouldn't have been caught off guard by the question, but he was, which is why he found himself saying 'um' a handful of times as Charlee spun around and stared.

    "You were with her on New Year's Eve, right? A friend of mine saw you leaving with her boss."

    "Yes, I was with her on New Year's Eve."

    "And did you fuck her?"

    "No, I didn't," he admitted.

    Charlee stared like she didn't quite believe him.

    "Her boss fucked her while I watched." Andy saw no reason to lie. He'd eaten another man's cum from Charlee's pussy. He'd watched her get fucked. She had no illusions about him being a vanilla guy.

    His confession put a smile on her face. "Is that right?"

    Andy nodded.

    "So in the span of just a few hours, you watched someone fuck your girlfriend and your ex-girlfriend. Did you clean a load from her pussy like you did from mine?"

    "I did."

    "Naughty boy."

    Again Andy studied Charlee's face for some sign of what was going on in her head. He couldn't detect anything, though. She might have been pissed. She might have been amused. He couldn't begin to read her emotions.

    "I should have gotten in touch," he said. "Texted or called or something."

    "Probably, but I can't say I blame you. New Year's Eve was wild. I mean, I helped close a big deal by offering my cunt. I was, basically, a whore for a night. That's not something a good girlfriend does, but maybe you're not the kind of man that's interested in being with a good girlfriend. Maybe you're the sort of man that's interested in being with a kinky, naughty, controlling, wild girlfriend that occasionally offers up her cunt to a man she's only just met."

    Andy stared at his feet. "I think I might be."

    Charlee approached and lifted his chin. She smiled and he noticed how soft her lips looked and how she'd seemingly applied the gentlest layer of gloss to make them seem all the more kissable.

    "But now you're with her," Charlee said. "Is that right? She took you from me on New Year's Eve and now you're hers?"

    He nodded. "That's about the shape of it."

    Charlee caressed his face and leaned in, though she stopped short of kissing him. Instead, she paused with her lips just a few inches from his, remained there for a few seconds, and then stepped away and headed for Andy's living room.

    He followed and watched her sit and cross her legs. He noted that her nipples were now hard, though that could have been because he kept his heat fairly low, mostly to save money.

    "Can I get you something to drink?" he asked. "Coffee? Cold brew? Water? Orange juice?"

    "You're sweet, but I'm okay. I'd like you to sit with me. Next to me."

    She patted the couch cushion and Andy sat as she desired. Charlee put a hand on his knee and he wondered if Rachel would object to him having another woman in his apartment. He wasn't sure she would. They hadn't really formalized their relationship. They'd gone to dinner the day before and she'd taken him back to her place and sat on his face until she'd climaxed twice, but she hadn't explicitly labeled herself as his girlfriend. Plus, they hadn't really had a discussion about exclusivity, other than to say that Rachel would be available to her boss whenever he wanted her.

    "Were you going to break up with me?" Charlee asked.

    "Yes."

    She made a pouty face, though it seemed playful more than anything, like she wasn't especially upset about his admission. "I liked it when you cleaned my cunt, you know. I liked seeing you between my legs. I liked - loved, really - that you were licking someone else's cum out of me. It was just so...so fucking dirty, you know?"

    Andy nodded as he wondered if Charlee noticed the bulge growing between his legs.

    "But I guess Rachel liked that too," she continued. "I guess she was the one that thought of having you clean my cunt. She was the one that pushed open the door so she could watch me and Alicia get fucked. She was the one that took control of you, that made you do as she desired. I assume she was the one that invited you to leave with her boss."

    "She was, yes. Though, to be fair, her boss was the one that was in control that night. He really seems to enjoy being in control."

    Charlee's hand moved up his thigh and she leaned in close enough that he could feel her breath on his neck as she asked, "Yeah? How did he take control, Andy?"

    "Well, for one, he made me kiss the bulge in his pants as we rode the elevator down. He made me do it while people watched, actually."

    "How naughty," Charlee whispered.

    "He made me undress them both once we got to his hotel room. He made me...he made me service both of them, too. Before they fucked, I mean. And during, too, actually."

    Her hand moved to his crotch and she kissed his neck. "Did you suck cock, Andy?"

    He thought of Alec's cock in his mouth. He thought of the older man's hand on the back of his head. He thought of Rachel moaning and kissing her boss as the cock entered his mouth and pushed towards his throat.

    "Yes, I sucked cock."

    "You dirty boy. I had no idea you were so...flexible."

    "I didn't either."

    Charlee straddled him and for a moment Andy felt like the luckiest man in the world. After all, two beautiful, confident women were interested in him and both seemed keen on helping him explore his newfound sexual interests.

    That sensation was short-lived, though, as Andy was almost immediately struck by a sense of guilt. He and Rachel hadn't talked much about exclusivity, but he was fairly certain she wouldn't be happy if he fucked Charlee.

    "Wait," he said as she kissed his neck.

    Charlee didn't stop, though. She kept kissing his neck and then her lips found their way to his. Her tongue slipped into his mouth as her hips moved back and forth over his crotch, grinding slowly until he was sporting a throbbing erection.

    "Charlee. wait, please, stop," he pleaded.

    She sat back with a smile on her face. "What's wrong?"

    "I don't know if I should do this."

    "Do what?"

    "Whatever it is we're doing right now."

    She responded by taking her shirt off. Andy stared at her perfect breasts as he found his resolve melting. "Please..." was all he could manage to say.

    "Andy, are you dating Rachel?"

    "I don't know."

    "Because you never broke up with me. You just kissed another girl on New Year's Eve and went home with her and her boss. You sucked cock. You ate pussy. You cleaned more cum. You didn't break up with me, though. You just fooled around with someone else, just like I did."

    Andy's cock was hard as a rock. He wanted Charlee. Of course he wanted Charlee.

    "Did you...you fooled around with someone else other than the guy who fucked you, you mean?"

    Charlee bit her lip and nodded.

    "Who did you fool around with?"

    "No one special. Alicia introduced me to him after midnight. We had a drink, we did some making out, and then we went back to his place and fucked for a few hours. He wore my pussy out. I wore his cock out. He fucked me again the next morning. I didn't get paid for that one, but I figured that since my boyfriend had left with another woman that I wasn't under any obligation to remain chaste."

    "No, you weren't."

    Charlee took Andy's hands and placed them on her breasts. "It would have been more fun if you were there. If you were watching him fuck me. If you were willing to suck his fat dick because I told you to. That would have been a hell of a lot more fun, Andy."

    "So what are you saying?"

    "I'm saying I want you. I want you to be mine. I want to have the kind of fun with you that I can't really have with another guy, at least not a guy that's someone I actually want to be with."

    She kissed his neck.

    "There are plenty of losers that hit me up on Instagram and beg to lick my toes or whatever, but what woman would want a guy like that? You, though, are different. You're cute. You're funny. You're successful enough. You're the kind of guy that a woman wants to be with, but you're also the kind of guy that's clearly willing to lick someone else's hot load out of my cunt. I can have a lot of fun with a guy like that."

    Andy returned to thinking he was the luckiest man in the world, though he still wasn't entirely sure he wanted to be the kind of guy Charlee was describing. He'd had fun on New Year's Eve, but that was also the only time in his life he'd been that kinky.

    "You know what I enjoyed, Andy?"

    "What's that?"

    "When I sucked your dick and fed you your load."

    Andy groaned as Charlee reached down and stroked him through his jeans. "You enjoyed that too, didn't you?"

    "I did."

    "Do you want me to feed you again, Andy?"

    He wanted it. A blowjob from Charlee was like a gift from the gods, so of course he wanted it. He couldn't think clearly enough to assess how angry Rachel would be. Maybe she wouldn't be angry at all. Maybe she'd be furious.

    "Yes, I want it."

    Charlee climbed off his lap and took his pants off with remarkable ease. His cock was in her mouth a moment later. She wasted no time in working him over, either, sucking with great vigor and using her hands to pleasure his shaft and balls.

    "Fuck, Charlee, I'm close," he said after just a few minutes of oral pleasure.

    She sucked and stroked him harder. She lured him right to the edge of pleasure and pushed him over. He exploded in her mouth and she moaned while sealing her lips tightly around the shaft.

    When he'd finished cumming, Charlee stood and straddled him. She grasped her breasts and spit some of the cum onto them. She leaned forward and Andy went to work cleaning his load from her perfect, perky flesh. He licked and sucked and she ran her fingers through his hair and moaned softly.

    When he'd finished, Charlee kissed him. Cum poured from her mouth and into his. She fed him, just like she said she would. She fed him cum and her tongue and moaned wildly while grinding her hips. Kinky pleasure swirled through Andy's body and he grabbed her ass and gave it a good, hard squeeze.

    "I need you to eat my pussy," she said.

    "Will you sit on my face?"

    Charlee smiled. "Of course I will."

    She stood and led Andy to his bedroom. She pushed him onto his back, stripped, and climbed onto his face. He put his tongue to work as Charlee played with her breasts, moaning softly and sensually. Her hips began to rock back and forth and her juices spread over his face as she used him like a sex toy. He was happy to be that kind of toy for her, to provide her with pleasure given that she'd been so generous to him.

    Charlee came hard and inched her hips back until her pussy rested on his chest. She smiled and ran her fingers through the wetness that coated his face. She popped those fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean with a smile.

    "I think I'll have another orgasm. You wouldn't mind helping me with that, would you?"

    "Not at all."

    Soon enough she was back on his face, taking him for a long, slow ride that would end with another body-shaking orgasm.

    ---

    Rachel sat with her legs crossed and her hands resting in her lap. Her hair was long and wavy and looked more lustrous than usual. Her makeup was simple, though the little bit of glitter in her eye shadow made it a thrill every time she blinked.

    "So, you got your dick sucked by that whore you were dating."

    Usually, when someone used the word 'whore' they did so with a hint of venom in their voice. Rachel's voice contained none of that venom. Instead, she seemed to be using the word as more of a simple descriptor, as if there was no argument that Charlee was a whore. She wasn't entirely wrong given that Andy's girlfriend had fucked someone for money on New Year's Eve.

    "Yes, I did. I'm sorry."

    Rachel considered his apology for a moment and then smiled. "Actually, you don't need to apologize. We didn't make any agreements. We didn't formally become a couple again. We did so in a fairly loose manner, but there was nothing concrete. If I'm being honest, there's a part of me that likes that Charlee wants you."

    Andy tried to conceal the dual sensations of surprise and delight that coursed through him in that moment.

    "The question is, do you want her more than you want me?" Rachel asked.

    Andy shook his head.

    She uncrossed her legs and spread them, revealing the soft, milky white flesh of her inner thighs. She pushed her skirt between her legs to hide her panties, but Andy stared nonetheless from his seat across the living room.

    "Alec enjoyed playing with you," Rachel said. "He enjoyed your subservience, as he put it."

    It was hard to argue with Alec's choice of words, though Andy didn't love the idea that Rachel would see him as a subservient man.

    "Did you enjoy it?" he asked his ex-girlfriend.

    Rachel ran a hand up her inner thigh, doing so slowly and pushing under her skirt. She pressed her finger against her panties - they looked to be made of satin - and moaned softly. "I did. I enjoyed it all throughout New Year's Eve. I enjoyed it when you let me push you to your knees. I enjoyed it when you followed my instructions to clean the cunts of those two whores. I enjoyed it when you obeyed Alec because I told you to obey him. It made my pussy wet when you got on your knees and kissed his bulge. It made me even wetter when you sucked his dick while he played with my tits and kissed me."

    She was masturbating. Slowly and subtly, but she was masturbating. She was rubbing her pussy through her satin panties as Andy sat and watched.

    It seemed like Rachel might cum, but she pulled her hand from between her legs before reaching her climax. She adjusted her skirt, rested her hands on her knees, and smiled.

    "Can I make you cum?" he asked.

    Rachel shook her head. "Do you think you could be with someone that you're rarely allowed to fuck, Andy?"

    "I think so, yes."

    "And why do you think so?"

    "Because the orgasms I've had over the past few days have been incredible. Better than...I mean, better than the orgasms I've had when fucking someone. They're...I don't know, kink fueled, I guess, and that just makes them seem better."

    Rachel crossed her legs once more. "So if I told you that there's no chance you'll fuck me for at least a month, you'd still want to be in a relationship with me?"

    He nodded.

    "And if I told you that there's no chance I'm sucking your dick for at least a month?"

    "Yes, I'd still want a relationship."

    "And what about Charlee?"

    "I'll tell her that we're exclusive," he said. "That I'm yours."

    That made her smile and her hand moved between her legs again, remaining there for a few moments as she rubbed herself with her eyes closed.

    "Don't do that. Not yet. I think I'd like to try and make Charlee mine as well."

    Andy leaned back and his eyes bulged for a moment. Rachel met his gaze and smiled. Again he felt like he'd just been exposed to an entirely new side of his ex-girlfriend.

    "Maybe I'll fail, but maybe I won't. Maybe I'll get to have all kinds of fun no matter how it unfolds."

    "Make her yours?" he asked. "What does that mean?"

    "That means that Charlee agrees to become a pretty little plaything for me, that she lets me control her, that she lets me whore her out as I see fit."

    Rachel spread her legs, pulled up her skirt, and pushed a hand into her panties. She masturbated openly and aggressively and Andy could hear how wet she was.

    "Please, can I make you cum?" he asked.

    She smiled and laughed softly. "I'll bet Alec would enjoy having you and Charlee on your knees for him. I'll bet he'd enjoy taking turns fucking your mouths before bending me over, pounding me pussy, and emptying his balls into my needy cunt. I'll bet you'd both enjoy being ordered to clean me together, being ordered to lick my slick fuck hole and share in Alec's load."

    She was getting massively worked up and Andy wondered if he was about to embark on a far wilder sexual journey than he was prepared for. Some part of him knew he wouldn't be able to refuse, though, that the allure of doing so was just too good to resist.

    "Get over here," Rachel said.

    Andy rushed towards her and fell to his knees in front of the couch.

    "She sucked your dick right here, didn't she?"

    He nodded.

    "She fed you your cum right here?"

    He nodded again.

    Rachel inched her hips forward and Andy noticed the wet spot in her satin panties. "I'm going to feed you cum, too. Alec had me before I came over. He was rough. I like it when he's rough. I came so hard on his cock. I begged him to cum inside me. I told him I was going to visit you, that I'd feed you his fucking load from my cunt. Now you're going to devour him while I film you."

    Rachel pulled out her phone and Andy leaned in. She started filming and he pulled her panties aside and shoved his tongue inside her.

    "Look up at me," she said. "Look into the camera as you devour another man's cum. Show me that you're every bit the subservient man that Alec said you were."

    Andy did as she wanted. He ate the cum out of her pussy and maintained eye contact with the camera the entire time. He did it because that's what she wanted, because doing what she wanted turned him on immensely.

    "It won't be long before Charlee is doing the same thing, before she's eating my sloppy cunt, before she's doing so and begging me to keep using her, to keep controlling her, to keep treating her like a dirty whore."

    Andy wasn't sure why he found that notion so arousing, but he did.

    "Get your tongue deeper, Andy."

    He obeyed. He pushed his tongue as deep as he could. He scooped more cum out of her, swallowing every drop he could find and doing so as arousal rocketed through his body.

    When he was finished, Rachel put her phone aside, took Andy's head in her hands, and leaned down to kiss him. Her tongue explored his mouth slowly and deeply and when she pulled away his cock was hard as a rock.

    "You're my boyfriend now," she said. "We're officially a couple again. It's just going to be a lot different than it was before. You're free to keep having fun with Charlee, though, and soon enough I'll be having fun with her too."

    "Can I fuck you?" he asked.

    Rachel laughed. "No. Of course not. You don't use your cock very well and it's not big enough to make up for your shortcomings, so no, you can't fuck me, Andy. I'll jerk you off, though, and you'll clean up your load."

    "I will."

    "Stand up."

    Andy stood and Rachel lowered his pants and freed his cock. She then stuffed three fingers into her pussy and they emerged coated in a mixture of her juices and the remnants of Alec's cum. 

    "A superior man's cum makes perfect lube for a handjob, don't you think?" she asked.

    Before Andy could answer, Rachel's hand was around his cock. Her fingers moved up and down his shaft. Thunderous pleasure coursed through his body, leaving him in a trembling state of overwhelming desire.

    She stopped after half a minute and took her and bra off. She presented her tits and resumed stroking. Soon enough Andy was blowing his load all over her pale breasts and chest.

    "Clean it up," Rachel said.

    He fell to his knees and licked his cum from her breasts, worshiping them in the process. She ran her clean hand through his hair and moaned softly while doing so. He licked and sucked and fondled and did everything he could to make her feel good.

    Eventually Rachel pushed down on his head, guiding Andy between her legs for yet another orgasm, one that he gleefully provided.

    He wasn't sure where Rachel would take their relationship, but Andy was absolutely certain he wanted to join her for that journey.
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    ---

    Andy could have let himself surrender to the pleasure of the moment, but instead he made a point of studying Rachel as she and her boss fucked.

    He studied her face. He considered the many looks of pleasure she offered as Alec's cock moved in and out of her. Andy studied the way Rachel grasped at Alec's arms, at his back. He studied the way she dug her fingernails into his ass as he fucked her with particular strength, as if Rachel wanted to show Alec that she too could cause a little bit of pain if she desired it.

    Andy made note of the way Rachel would smile every time Alec slowed his thrusts, like the joy she felt at being his fuck toy was given a moment to escape. She wasn't really a fuck toy, of course, since she took as much pleasure from the vigorous brand of sex they had as Alec did. That much had been obvious from the first time Andy had witnessed their sexual stylings on New Year's Eve.

    It wasn't possible to study the entire time, though, as Alec continued with his penchant for involving Andy in the sexual encounter he had with his employee.

    "Get over here and put your tongue in her cunt," he demanded after pulling out of Rachel at one point. Alec hadn't cum yet, so there was nothing to clean, but Andy knew that wasn't the point. Alec was exercising his power. He was making Rachel's boyfriend lick her pussy after he'd fucked it quite thoroughly.

    Andy did as he was told, of course. He took pleasure in that. He plunged his tongue into her pussy. He tasted her wetness. He tasted Alec's precum. He tasted the sex. It was all quite glorious.

    Alec remained on his knees next to Rachel and played with her tits as Andy ate her pussy. He looked up to watch the older man grope Rachel's perky breasts and do so with varying degrees of pressure. Sometimes it seemed like he wanted to make her feel a bit of pain and other times it seemed as though he wanted to turn her on. All of it seemed to arouse Rachel, though.

    "Make him suck your dick clean," she said. "Make him be a little cocksucking whore for you."

    Alec smiled. "You heard her. Suck my dick clean before I put it back inside her."

    Andy crawled towards the cock that had spent the past twenty minutes fucking his girlfriend. He took it in his mouth. He sucked. A strong hand pushed on the back of his head and the cock slipped into his throat. Andy gagged - of course he gagged - and it was hugely unpleasant, as always.

    "It makes me so fucking wet when you use him," Rachel said.

    Andy could hear her wetness. She was clearly masturbating as his mouth got fucked by her boss.

    "Do you let him fuck you?" Alec asked.

    "I haven't let him inside me yet since we started dating again," she replied. "He told me he'd be happy to date me even if I didn't allow him to fuck me and I want to see if he was being honest about that. So far, so good."

    Alec pulled out of Andy's mouth, dick slapped him, and then had Rachel move to her hands and knees.

    "Actually, why don't you get beneath her," he said to Andy. "That's right where you belong, don't you think?"

    Andy nodded, rolled onto his back, and slid beneath Rachel. He looked up at her pussy and saw the thick head of Alec's cock rubbing over her plump, slippery lips.

    The cock slid inside her and Andy stared in awe. It was a view unlike any he'd ever seen and it was stunningly beautiful. He was inches away from his girlfriend getting fucked by the man she'd labeled as far superior - in bed, at least - to Andy.

    "Lick her clit," Alec instructed.

    Andy lifted his head and licked his girlfriend's clit as Alec's cock penetrated her over and over. He felt the other man's ball brush against his forehead with every thrust. It was such a humiliating position to be in, and yet Andy was brimming with desire. He moaned when Rachel grabbed his dick and gave it a few strokes and his balls tightened with delight as she cupped them.

    "Fuck, Alec, that feels so good. Will you cum deep inside me so I can sit on his face and feed him?" she asked.

    He laughed. "I wouldn't have it any other way."

    Alec fucked her harder and faster and it wasn't long before his dick was buried deep inside her. His balls rested on Andy's forehead as he pumped his seed into Rachel's well-fucked pussy. Some of the cum even leaked out onto Andy's face before Alec had pulled out, as if his load was so big there just wasn't enough room inside her to contain it all.

    As soon as Alec pulled out, Rachel sat up and dropped her pussy and ass onto Andy's face. He opened his mouth and sent his tongue out to probe the insides of his girlfriend's pussy. Her asshole rested right on his forehead - with Alec's cock resting in his hair - as Andy listened to the two of them kiss and share lusty pillow talk while he was busy consuming another man's load.

    "I have to head out," Alec said. "You should stay the night, though. Order room service. Enjoy yourselves."

    Andy's face was still smothered by his girlfriend's pussy and ass as Alec backed out of the bed. Andy kept licking. He kept cleaning.

    Eventually, Rachel began to ride his face a little. She rubbed her clit over his chin, lips, and nose. She rubbed her taint all over his face. She rubbed her asshole over his face, too. It was a blissful thing to spend time beneath her, to be used for her pleasure, and the fact that her moans got louder and louder was as good an indicator as any that she was well on the way to a beautiful orgasm atop him.

    That climax came soon after Andy heard the hotel room door open. Alec had left. He'd had his fun with Rachel and departed, leaving Andy to have a different kind of fun. The kind where his girlfriend rode his face like he was the fuck toy. The kind where she came on his face in an almost literal sense as she left him smeared with Alec's cum and her pussy juices.

    Andy could feel the mess on his face as Rachel climbed off of him and laid her body next to his. She rolled onto her side, rested her hand on his chest, and smiled before leaning in to softly kiss him on the cheek.

    "It's not even ten o'clock," she said. "There's so much more time to have fun. First, though, we should shower. You're a mess."

    Andy followed Rachel to the bathroom and they enjoyed a slow, intimate shower. He washed her body. She washed his. She paid special attention to his cock, too, stroking him slowly with her soapy hand and ensuring that he stayed hard and in a place of intense desire.

    "When was the last time you saw Charlee?" Rachel asked.

    "A week ago," he replied.

    She smiled and cupped his balls. "And what did you do with her?"

    Andy felt a touch of nervousness. Rachel had given him permission to keep seeing Charlee, but he was still worried that she might get angry with him for his physical encounters with his ex-girlfriend, or sort of ex-girlfriend given that they still saw each other from time to time.

    "Answer me, Andy."

    "We went to the movies. We fooled around a little in the theater. I fingered her to an orgasm. She gave me a blowjob in the car on the drive home. I went down on her at her place. We fucked at her place."

    Rachel squeezed his balls, though not in a way Andy found unpleasant. She sucked on his neck, too, hard enough for it to hurt just a little. He wondered if he'd have a hickey.

    "And was it good? Does Charlee's cunt make you feel good, Andy?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "She's a beautiful woman, isn't she?"

    He nodded as Rachel gripped his cock and stroked him slowly. Her grip was tight enough that there was just a bit of pain in her stroking, though Andy couldn't deny that he found pleasure in the level of control she's happily seized.

    "I think you should invite her over tonight," she said. "Tell her that we're in the penthouse suite, that we're having champagne, that we'd like her to come and spend a little time with us."

    "Do you really think she'll come?"

    Rachel smiled and ran her fingers over his lips. "Yes, I think your whore of an ex-girlfriend will find it impossible to resist the allure of spending a little time in the penthouse suite of this gorgeous hotel. She sells her pussy for cash, after all, and getting to spend the night in one of the city's nicest hotel rooms is pretty close to getting cash, isn't it?"

    Andy leaned in to kiss his girlfriend but she shoved three fingers into his mouth instead. He sucked on them just like he'd sucked on Alec's cock and Rachel moaned.

    "You don't get paid, but you're something of a whore too, aren't you? You let Alec fuck your mouth. You let me fuck your face with my messy pussy. You swallow cum. You do as you're told. You act like you're being paid to service cock and pussy. The only difference, I suppose, is that you're doing it all for free because you're just a dirty little slut. She's a whore and you're a slut."

    Andy nodded.

    "Soon enough, you'll both be mine."

    She pulled her fingers free and pushed him to his knees. The hot water ran over his back as Rachel grabbed two fistfuls of his hair and pulled Andy's mouth to her pussy. She ground her cunt against his face until she had another orgasm and then they stepped out and dried off to prepare for the next part of what had already been a thrilling evening.

    ---

    Andy wore a soft white robe and carried a glass of champagne as he opened the door. Charlee stood on the other side in a sparkly, low cut dress and a pair of four inch heels.

    "You look stunning," he said.

    "Why thank you."

    Charlee stepped into the room, took the champagne from him, downed what remained of it in one go, and then leaned in and kissed Andy with such fervor that his cock had formed a tent in his robe by the time she stepped back.

    "Thank you for inviting me," she said.

    "It was Rachel that invited you, actually. She insisted on it."

    "How generous of her."

    Andy shut the door and Charlee surprised him with another kiss. This time he pulled her close, grabbing her ass until her pelvis was pressed tightly against his, generating blissful friction for his cock.

    "Would it be out of bounds for me to suck your dick a little right here?" she asked.

    Andy would have loved that, but Rachel was in control and she hadn't given him permission to enjoy anything more than a kiss with Charlee.

    "It would, I'm sorry."

    Charlee's hand moved inside the robe and she teased the head of his cock with her fingers. "Is that because your other girlfriend has forbidden you from getting your cock sucked?"

    Andy nodded.

    She gripped his cock, gave it a single stroke, and then handed Andy the champagne glass and walked into the suite. He followed and saw the two women in his life staring at each other. Rachel wore a robe just like Andy's and she looked rather regal sitting in the elegant armchair by the room's television. Her legs were crossed and most of her right thigh was exposed. It looked lean and a little bit muscular and she struck Andy as both powerful and seductive in that pose.

    "It's good to see you again, Charlee."

    "You too."

    The women stared at each other in silence as Andy stood at the edge of the room. He couldn't quite figure out what was going on between them. He knew they weren't at odds over him, though. As much as he hated to admit it, Andy wasn't the kind of man that two beautiful women would go to battle over. He was desirable, but not that desirable. There was something else that had put the women in competition, something that would have Charlee agree to come to the penthouse, something beyond the fact that she craved luxury. There were other ways to enjoy luxury, after all.

    "That's a lovely dress," Rachel said.

    "Why thank you."

    "I think, though, that it might look better on the floor."

    Charlee looked over her shoulder at Andy. "Would you mind helping me with the zipper?"

    He rushed over and gently tugged at the zipper. As he did so, Charlee pushed her ass back until she'd made contact with Andy's erection. She moved her backside in slow circles, stimulating his cock while he pushed the straps of the dress from her shoulders.

    "Tell me, Charlee, have you whored yourself out again since New Year's?"

    "I have," Charlee replied without a hint of embarrassment. "I helped seal another deal a few weeks back. I entertained two men in their hotel room. I got paid more for one night of work that I've made in some years. They weren't the best looking men I've ever been with, but I certainly had fun."

    Rachel uncrossed her legs and slowly pulled her robe open, exposing her creamy thighs and her pussy. She sipped her champagne and then traced her fingers from her knees, over her inner thighs, and to her labia, which were still swollen with desire.

    "What did you have to do to score a night in this room?" Charlee asked as her dress fell to the floor.

    "I gave my pussy to my boss," Rachel replied.

    "So perhaps we're not all that different, you and I."

    Rachel smiled. "Perhaps not." She stood and untied her robe. It fell open, exposing her taut stomach and her breasts. "Would you like more champagne, Charlee?"

    "I would."

    Rachel approached until she was just a few feet from Charlee. "I think the champagne might taste even sweeter if you were on your knees, Charlee. I think I can offer a little extra flavor."

    Charlee slowly dropped to her knees and Rachel stepped closer.

    "Open your mouth," she said.

    Charlee opened her mouth as Rachel stepped closer.

    "Put your tongue in my cunt. Don't move it, though."

    Charlee leaned in and put her tongue inside Rachel's pussy as Andy watched from just a few feet away. Rachel then rested the champagne glass between her breasts and gently tilted it until some of the bubbly liquid spilled out, ran down her stomach and between her legs.

    Charlee caught as much as she could in her mouth. She swallowed quickly and once more pushed her tongue inside Rachel.

    "Such a pretty little whore," Rachel said with a smile. She reached down to run her fingers through Charlee's hair and then poured more champagne between her breasts. It ran down her stomach and to her pussy. Charlee lapped it up, this time getting in a few licks at Rachel's clit. "Such a good little whore."

    Andy watched with his mouth agape as the scene unfolded in front of him. The mood was intensely erotic and he was both captivated and utterly uncertain as to what might happen next.

    "You didn't get all the champagne," Rachel said. "Some spilled on my legs. You need to lick it up."

    Charlee did just that. She licked up every drop of champagne she could find from Rachel's legs and got a little off her feet, too.

    "Andy, take off your robe and get on your knees behind her," Rachel instructed.

    Andy did as his girlfriend desired.

    Rachel turned and walked back to the armchair. She then beckoned Charlee to approach. She did so by crawling as Andy watched.

    "Andy, crawl to her."

    Andy crawled at his girlfriend's instruction. Charlee looked over her shoulder and smiled.

    "Eat her ass, Andy."

    He pressed his face between Charlee's lovely ass cheeks and ate her ass as instructed. His tongue flicked back and forth over the tight little hole. He heard a moan - it sounded like Charlee - and he doubled his efforts. He began to probe her ass a little, too, stiffening his tongue to push it just a little bit inside her.

    "Kiss him, Charlee," Rachel instructed.

    Charlee spun around and smiled at Andy. She stared at his lips for a few moments and then kissed him. She did so vigorously, too. Her tongue probed his mouth just as he'd probed her ass.

    "Play with his dick."

    Charlee grasped Andy's cock and stroked him as they kissed.

    "Finger her cunt."

    He slipped his fingers into her pussy and pumped them in and out. She moaned into his mouth as they worked each other over at Rachel's instruction while kissing deeply.

    "Enough."

    They backed away from each other and Rachel stood. Her robe fell to the floor as she stepped between them and turned so her ass was facing Andy and her pussy was facing Charlee.

    "You're both going to worship me," she said.

    Andy wasn't surprised by his desire, but he was surprised that Charlee offered no resistance to Rachel's instructions. Perhaps, though, his girlfriend had been right all along. Perhaps she'd seen the real version of Charlee, the one that would happily eat pussy if instructed to do so because it turned her on to follow instructions.

    "Get to work," Rachel said.

    They both leaned in. They both put their tongues to work. Andy ate ass while Charlee ate pussy and Rachel sipped her champagne as she enjoyed the eager ministrations of their lips and tongues.

    "I could get used to this," Rachel said softly. "Two whores on their knees for me. Two whores serving me. Two filthy whores doing whatever I demand and desire."

    They continued that service until Rachel had climaxed. Andy buried his face between her ass cheeks and committed himself to tongue fucking her anus right through her orgasm. He lost himself in that act of service and his dick throbbed the entire time, which served as proof that he thoroughly enjoyed the privilege of eating the ass of such a beautiful woman.

    "Kiss," Rachel instructed as she stepped aside.

    Andy kissed Charlee. Again their tongues entwined. This time, though, she was tasting Rachel's ass instead of her own. That seemed to arouse Charlee even more, though, as she moaned loudly into his mouth while her hands moved all over his body, steering clear of his cock because she hadn't yet been given an instruction to stroke him.

    "Turn to me."

    They both turned to Rachel, who was seated once more. She set her champagne glass aside and beckoned them both to come closer. They crawled to her and settled on their knees at her feet.

    Rachel invaded both their mouths with her fingers. She penetrated them, moving in and out as they sucked, both doing so without instruction.

    "I'd like to watch you fuck each other," she said. "I'd like you to do so at my specific instructions. Do you understand?"

    Andy nodded and he was certain Charlee did the same.

    "Andy, on your back. Charlee, sit on his cock."

    Andy rolled onto his back on the hotel room carpet and Charlee mounted him. His cock was inside the tight, wet confines of her pussy not long after and she looked towards Rachel.

    "Choke him while you ride him," Rachel instructed.

    Charlee's hand moved to Andy's throat. She began to ride him while tightening her grip. She focused on his face as she choked him, studying him to determine - he assumed - if she was choking him too hard.

    Andy had never been choked, either in an erotic or threatening manner. He found it oddly appealing, perhaps because he was doing as Rachel desired or perhaps because he was just a great deal kinkier than he'd ever imagined possible.

    "Now make him gag on your fingers."

    Charlee's fingers pushed into Andy's mouth. She kept pushing until he gagged. His eyes watered. His throat burned a little.

    "Fuck his mouth."

    Charlee did just that. Her fingers moved in and out of Andy's mouth. She fucked his face at Rachel's instruction. She seemed to take pleasure in it, too, as she had a gleeful look on her face.

    "Now pull off and slap his dick."

    Andy felt the cool air of the room on his cock a moment before Charlee delivered a genuinely painful slap. He winced and sat up from the shock of the pain and again saw a delighted smile on his tormentor's face.

    "Get on your hands and knees, Charlee. Facing me."

    Andy watched his ex-girlfriend get on her hands and knees in front of Rachel. He admired her lithe body, her tits, and her exquisite ass.

    "Fuck her doggystyle, Andy."

    He moved behind Charlee, slipped his cock inside her, and began fucking her from behind.

    "Pull her hair."

    Andy grabbed a fistful of Charlee's soft, shiny hair and pulled back hard. Her back arched and she moaned, though he couldn't tell if it was pain or pleasure.

    "This is how a whore gets fucked," Rachel said.

    Charlee moaned.

    "In this position, you're barely a woman. You're just a hole for him to bury his cock inside of. A warm, wet hole to give him pleasure. That's a whore. That's what you are."

    Rachel stuffed three fingers into Charlee's mouth and a gagging sound reached Andy's ears. He pulled harder on the hair entwined in his fingers and fucked the slippery cunt that engulfed his dick.

    "Fuck her ass," Rachel instructed. "Spit on her asshole and put your dick inside it."

    Andy spread Charlee's ass cheeks, spit on her asshole, and then pulled out of her pussy and rubbed the head of his cock over it. He'd never had anal sex. He'd asked a few girlfriends over the years, but none had been willing.

    Charlee groaned as Andy took her ass. He filled her slowly. He felt a deep level of excitement at getting to have his way with a woman in that manner.

    "It's a good thing he's not very big, isn't it, whore?" Rachel asked.

    "Yes," Charlee said through what sounded like gritted teeth.

    "Even Andy's underwhelming cock hurts when it's in your ass, doesn't it?"

    Charlee nodded and Andy groaned. Rachel looked up at him and smiled. She knew he liked it when she degraded his cock.

    "But a good whore takes it up the ass when she's ordered to. You know that, don't you Charlee?"

    Again she nodded, this time with Rachel's fingers invading her mouth once more.

    "Do you know that, Andy?"

    Rachel was looking right at him and her face was intense.

    "Do you that a good whore - or slut - takes it up the ass when ordered to?"

    He nodded.

    "Fuck her a little harder, Andy."

    He followed orders. He fucked Charlee's ass harder and she moaned around the fingers in her mouth. Andy looked down and found it utterly enthralling to see his dick disappearing into a woman's asshole. He'd imagined having anal sex on a few occasions in the past, but this was better than he thought it would be.

    "Pull out, Andy."

    He pulled out. His dick glistened, though it looked clean.

    "Go wash that filthy dick," Rachel said. "Right now."

    Andy stood and rushed to the bathroom. He soaped up his hands and washed his cock. He dried it off with a towel and returned to see Rachel in bed with her arms wrapped around Charlee, who was sitting between her legs.

    "I like telling you what to do, Charlee," Rachel said. "I like the way you do as you're told. It turns me on."

    "I like doing as I'm told, especially when you tell me."

    Rachel looked at Andy and asked, "Do you feel the same way, Andy?"

    He nodded.

    "Then come eat her pussy."

    Andy crawled into the bed and between the legs of both women. He laid on his stomach and licked Charlee's pussy.

    "Alec is trying to close a big deal," Rachel said. "A few people are coming to town a week from now. We're having a little party for them. We're going to use that party to help close the deal. We're going to show them a very good time."

    Rachel kissed Charlee's neck and played with her tits, though she was fairly rough about it. Charlee seemed to enjoy it, though.

    "You're both going to attend that party," Rachel continued. "You're going to be part of the entertainment. You're going to do as you're told and you're going to help show these gentlemen a good time. You're going to do what it takes to close the deal."

    Rachel pulled on Charlee's nipples and she winced. Andy sucked on her clit in the hope that the pleasure he provided could offset the pain she felt.

    "Fair warning," Rachel said, "you're both going to get fucked. You're both going to suck cock. You're both going to take cum. You're both going to be whores and neither of you will be paid for it."

    Andy found himself aroused at the notion - though he didn't entirely understand why - and Charlee moaned as if she too was turned on.

    "Andy, fuck her," Rachel said. "Fuck her and cum inside her and then clean up your mess."

    Andy crawled forward and slipped his cock into Charlee's pussy. The arrangement of their bodies meant that he saw Rachel when he looked up.

    "She's a whore, Andy," Rachel said. "Use her pussy and cum inside her like she's a whore. You're a whore, too, so you'll have to clean your load out of her when you're done using her."

    Rachel kissed him as she played with Charlee's tits. Andy was so awash in arousal and pleasure that he came with his girlfriend's tongue in his mouth. He came in another woman's pussy, though, and Charlee moaned the entire time.

    "Clean her, whore."

    Andy pulled out and quickly put his tongue inside Charlee. He cleaned her exquisite pussy.

    "Rub your clit as he eats his load out of you."

    Charlee masturbated as Andy cleaned. She moaned into Rachel's mouth, who'd kissed her as soon as she began playing with herself.

    "Are you going to be a good whore for me, Charlee?" Rachel asked.

    "Yes, I will."

    Rachel slapped Charlee's tits. "Yeah? You'll be a good little whore? You'll offer your body so I can help my boss close his deal? You'll offer your body so I can profit?"

    Charlee moaned and rubbed her clit faster. "Yes!"

    She came just a few seconds later. Her mouth opened and her thighs trembled. Soon enough she was moaning as Rachel pulled on her nipples and slapped her tits, adding a bit of kinky pain to the obviously intense pleasure she was currently awash in.

    "That's good, Andy. You can stop."

    Andy pulled his tongue from Charlee's pussy and looked up at both beautiful women.

    "I'd like it if you spent the night, Charlee. I'd like to have each of you sleeping beside me. Will you do that?" Rachel asked.

    "I'd love to."

    "Good. I think we should order more champagne. I want to have more fun with the two of you."

    It had not been the night Andy expected, but he'd had a great deal of fun and he couldn't wait to see what else would unfold.

  
    No orgasms for you, honey

    “Do you think you should be allowed to cum whenever you want?” your wife asked one night. You were in bed and she was playing with your cock, which was growing erect from her gentle touch. Her question caught you off guard so completely that you were speechless. She continued, filling the empty air, “I only ask because I think it might be better if you didn’t. I think it might be better if I decided when you got to cum.”

    In a typical marriage that would be a strange thing for a wife to say to her husband, but your marriage was far from typical. Your wife had taken a lover a year ago and you had become her willing, enthusiastic cuckold. It was your idea that she sleep with another man, in fact, and your marriage had been measurably better since.

    “I know it’s asking a lot of you, but I think it would be the best thing for our marriage. I’ve been doing some reading, and from what I’ve read cuckolds make better husbands when their orgasms are being controlled by their wives.”

    You resisted. Of course you resisted. The idea of giving control of your orgasms to someone else, even your wife, seemed insane. You’d been masturbating whenever you felt like it since puberty and you wanted that to continue. Any good marriage is built on compromise though, and eventually you came to one. You’d try a one month experiment where your wife had total control over your orgasms.

    The chastity device was a surprise. “Honey, let’s be honest, if your cock wasn’t locked in this handy little device you’d cheat. You don’t have the self control. You’d sneak off to the bathroom and masturbate in the middle of the night. I love you, but you’d break the rules within the first week. This little key around my neck will ensure that you can’t cum unless I want you to.”

    The first night was painful. You woke up with a throbbing ache between your legs. You momentarily panicked until you reached down and found the plastic device around your cock. A bit of deep breathing and the pain of an evening erection in a cock cage subsided.

    The next morning you woke up to the smell of bacon and walked into the kitchen to find your wife in a short lace camisole and boyshort panties. She never wore that sort of stuff around the house. Lingerie had been largely reserved for her boyfriend for the past year, and yet there she was looking absolutely perfect in the middle of the kitchen as she made breakfast. The throbbing ache returned to your crotch as you stared at her.

    That morning was the first time you begged her to release you. You pleaded. Less than 24 hours into lockup and you desperately wanted to be let out so you could cum. “No, honey. Orgasms have to be earned and I’m the one that decides when you’re deserving of a release. And begging is a very good way to ensure I’m not going to let you out. You need to be a good boy,” she said while pressing her lingerie-clad body against yours. She was going to enjoy teasing you.

    She was different after locking you up. She became more affectionate. She’d kiss you and slip her tongue into your mouth gleefully because she knew it would make your cock stir to life. Her kisses were always incredible and they always caused pain, something she seemed to delight in. She almost always dressed in something sexy to tease you. Miniskirts you hadn’t seen in years suddenly reappeared and she wasn’t shy about going without underwear in the house so she could bend over and flash her pussy.

    It was seven full days before she released you from your chastity device. Your cock was regularly dripping precum at that point. You ended up having to wear a condom over the device just to catch it all or you’d make a mess in your pants. Just a bit of stroking from her soft fingers was all it took to make your dick try and stiffen in its cage.

    “Does that feel good, cuckold?” your wife asked between kisses against your neck. “Does it feel good to finally be released from your cage? Does it feel good to get hard again?”

    It felt amazing. It felt better than ever before. Your cock felt alive. Every touch made it jump. You were genuinely desperate for pleasure. In that moment you would have done anything to cum. When she released your cock your eyes shot open and you looked at her with genuine desperation.

    “I know you want to cum, baby, but I want you to wait. I want you to wait another week. I want you to be a good cuckold and wait another week for me. Can you do that?”

    You had no choice. You could have reached for your cock and tried to stroke out a quick orgasm, but you had no desire to make your wife genuinely angry, which she would have been. Instead, you stayed on the bed while your cock softened and she placed you in the chastity device once again. You were locked. You were desperate. You were going to suffer for another week.

    It wasn’t all bad, of course. She was more affectionate than she’d been in years. You made out with your wife constantly that week. She let you play with her breasts and suck her nipples multiple times a day. She had you going down on her at least once a day and usually several times. 

    You were eager to do all of it. Everything felt incredible. You felt genuine pleasure licking her pussy and listening to her moan. The simple act of sucking her nipples was nearly orgasmic for you. Everything was. You came to appreciate being in chastity. It heightened your response to stimulus like nothing ever had.

    When your release date arrived you surprised your wife by asking to stay locked up. You knew an orgasm would feel incredible, but in just seven short days you’d grown to love your heightened sexual senses. The relentless teasing and denial had left you constantly on the edge and you’d come to enjoy it. You wanted to stay locked up. You relished the enhanced connection you felt with your wife. You craved it.

    You’ve since grown to love being a chastised cuckold. You’re given ruined orgasms at irregular intervals to ensure you don’t have a wet dream in the chastity device, but other than that your sexuality is confined to the relentless teasing your wife engages in. She cums at least once a day on your tongue, oftentimes more often, and you’re both much happier for it. Being a locked cuckold has changed your life for the better.

  
    No Pussy for You Tonight, Cuck

    “Don’t you dare lick my pussy, cucky boy,” your mistress declares as you lick her asshole. “You don’t deserve to taste my pussy. You only deserve my asshole.”

    She’s dressed in that corset and stockings because her boyfriend is going to fuck her tonight. You paid for the beautiful hotel room so she could have a wondrous night of pleasure. If she decides to reward you with a taste of her pussy, consider yourself lucky.

    “That’s it, cucky boy. Get your tongue in my asshole. Taste me. Taste my nasty asshole like a good boy.”

    Your little cock throbs as she berates you. Nothing is more arousing than a round of vigorous verbal play from your mistress.

    “He’ll be here in 20 minutes and you’re going to worship my ass every until he walks through that door, cucky boy. You’re going to lick and suck on my perfect little asshole.”

    You know she’s right. You know you’re going to do as you’re told all night long. If she wants you to lick her asshole while she’s getting fucked, you’ll do it. If she wants you to expand your sexuality and suck her bull’s cock, you’ll do it.

    “Would you like to see him take my ass, cucky boy? Would you like to see a real man fuck my asshole with his big cock? Would you like to clean his cum out of my asshole after he’s done fucking me?”

    You know the answer is yes to all her questions. You’ve never fucked her ass and you never will. You don’t deserve it. He does, though. He deserves it because he’s capable of making her cum when he fucks her. He deserve it because she wants to give it to him.

    “That’s it, you little ass eating slut. You’re a naughty slut for me, aren’t you? You’re a nasty, naughty little ass eating cucky boy, aren’t you?”

    You know not to answer. You know the questions are rhetorical. You know your job is to keep eating her perfect ass.

    “I’ve decided I want you to suck his cock tonight, cuckold,” she says.

    You whimper as your tongue pushes into her asshole.

    “I don’t care what you want. You know that doesn’t matter. You know that what I want is all that matters. I want you to answer the door when he gets here and I want you to offer to suck his cock while he’s standing in the hallway. I want anyone walking by to hear you offer your mouth to a superior male. Do you understand, slut?”

    You understand. You know you’re going to do exactly what she wants. You’re her submissive cucky boy and you’ll suck cock if that’s what she craves.

  
    No Sex on Vacation for You, Cuck

    You had big plans. You booked a luxurious beach vacation for you and your breathtakingly beautiful wife. You bought her new bikinis and lingerie. You figured that since her bull wasn't going with you that you'd have a decent shot at getting laid a few times. You were wrong.

    You like being cucked. Of course you do. You wouldn't have suggested the idea of her sleeping with someone else if you didn't.

    You also like fucking your wife, though. You like how tight and wet her pussy feels when you slide into her. You like how she kisses your neck and moans as you fuck her. You like being able to bury your dick inside her and unload, filling her with your cum. You don't get to do that very often at home, though, because her bull fucks her better than you do and she sees no particular need to let you have her pussy with any frequency.

    Hence the vacation and the sexy bikinis and the lingerie. Her desires have foiled your plan, though, and on the first day. It must have been the hot guys sitting poolside. It's a resort mostly populated by young people, after all, many of whom are eager to get laid and all of whom would give just about anything to take your wife to bed.

    You can't turn her down, though. "Of course I'll help," you say.

    "You're such a good cuck," she replies. "And don't worry. I'll make sure you're taken care of, baby. You probably won't get to fuck me, but I'll let you lick another man's cum off my titties. I'll give you a handjob with a used condom. I'll let you worship my asshole while I ride a fat cock. I'll let you do all the things that make your little cuck dick so hard."

    You don't love that you're getting hard poolside. Sometimes you wish you were a man that didn't get turned on by the idea of being cucked, of being subjected to certain kinds of humiliations. You are, though. In fact, you can't help but think that if given a choice, you'd put aside fucking her in favor of eating her ass while she rides someone's longer, thicker cock to a better orgasm than you could give her.

    "Now, which of these guys do you think would fuck me the best?" she asks.

    You turn and survey the other men at the pool. At least three of them are checking out your wife.

    "And, more importantly, which of them is confident enough to let you watch while they fuck me, since my cucky deserves to witness the orgasms a superior man gives his wife."

    She's a perfect woman, isn't she? She is, and this will be an even better vacation because she's going to spend the week cucking you instead of letting your unworthy cock in her pussy.

  
    No, You Can't Have Her

    You wanted your wife to experience the kind of pleasure you couldn’t offer her. It was all you wanted. You made it happen. Together, you found someone that could show her what it’s like to be with a real man, with someone that can take her to places of pure bliss like you’ve never been able to thanks to the lack of size between your legs.

    The first time you watched them together it was a genuinely breathtaking experience. You saw her ascend to a place of intense, overwhelming pleasure as he filled her. You saw her legs wrapped around him and her lips pressed against his as her hands roamed over his body. You witnessed him give your wife the kind of orgasm you’ve never provided.

    Now he sees her regularly. She buys expensive, beautiful lingerie to wear for him. She invites him to your home to make love in your marital bed while you watch. Her juices stain the side of the bed you sleep in. He fills her with his seed and you are sometimes given the pleasure of cleaning it out of her.

    She’s made it clear that her body is his to enjoy now. Her breasts are his to kiss and caress. The wondrous, wet, warm space between her legs is his to fill because he’s the one that actually brings her pleasure. You disappoint her and he takes her to new orgasmic heights every time they’re together. You’re a cuckold. Embrace it. Watch her pleasure and recognize that you can’t give her that.

  
    Not the Blowjob He Was Promised

    "Have a good weekend, Cam!"

    Cameron raised his hand and waved at whoever had wished him a good weekend as he rushed into the elevator. He was too distracted to devote even a moment to identifying his friendly coworker. He had to get home and it didn't matter who he ignored in the process.

    There was a reason behind Cameron's single-mindedness. A very good reason. He'd been promised a blowjob. His first blowjob in nearly a year. Any man who'd gone that long without feeling his wife's mouth on his cock would have understood a bit of rudeness in a rush to get home.

    The promise had been delivered that morning as Cameron opened the front door to head for his car. Leah had stopped him, kissed him softly, and said, "I'm going to give you a blowjob tonight."

    "What?" he'd asked.

    Leah grasped his caged cock and squeezed it through his pants as she smiled. "You're getting a blowjob tonight."

    Cameron stared for a few seconds, studying his wife's face for the moment when she'd tell him she was kidding. "Really?"

    Leah smiled and kissed him again. This time really went for it, parting her lips and letting her tongue dance with his as she rubbed his cock. It throbbed in the chastity device he'd worn at almost all times for the past year. It throbbed with desire as he'd gone nearly two weeks without release and had reached a state of desperation that only his wife could relieve.

    "Yes, really, you're getting a blowjob tonight," she said. "But you need to go to work first."

    The promise of a blowjob had occupied Cameron's mind all day. He'd watched his beautiful wife give several blowjobs over the past year, but it had been other men that had enjoyed the pleasures of her mouth. Three of those men had been regular bulls of Leah's over the course of the year and two had been brief flings as she'd taken full advantage of her freedom to fuck whoever she pleased. Leah had given several blowjobs without Cameron's presence, too, as she seemed to take great pleasure in offering other men something that she'd denied her husband.

    "I'm home!" he called out mere moments after stepping through the front door.

    "In here!"

    Cameron followed his wife's voice to the bedroom and stopped in the doorway when he saw his wife in bed in a delicate lace bodysuit. The plunging neckline drew his gaze to her breasts, which looked remarkable behind the tight, soft black lace. The bodysuit made her legs look impossibly long and Cameron thought of the last time she'd worn it.

    Her out of town bull - Brad - had come to visit. Leah had greeted him at the door in the bodysuit and a pair of heels. She'd pulled him close for a kiss and Cameron had stepped out onto the front porch to grab Brad's suitcase and bring it in the house. He'd shut the door and walked past his wife, pulling the suitcase to their bedroom where Brad would be staying with Leah for the long weekend. Not long after they both in the bed with Brad's cock deep in Leah's pussy while Cameron watched from his knees.

    "I remember when you wore that lingerie for Brad," he said. "I remember how good you looked wearing it while you rode his cock."

    She smiled. "I did that right here in our bed, though I suppose that the bed belonged to Brad and me that weekend, didn't it? Like a good cuck you gave up your place in our bed to the superior man I'd invited to spend the weekend with us."

    Cameron nodded and his dick throbbed. He remembered serving his wife and her bull breakfast in bed on both Saturday and Sunday morning. He remembered cleaning Leah's pussy of her bull's cum as they ate their breakfast. He remembered spending the whole weekend playing the part of a butler and enjoying every second of it.

    "Take your clothes off," Leah said.

    Cameron stripped as she sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. It wasn't until then that he noticed the key to his chastity cage hanging from a chain around her neck. It nestled perfectly between her breasts and Cameron couldn't help but stare at the shiny object that would grant him the freedom he craved.

    Leah noticed his staring and gently grasped the key. She rubbed her thumb over smooth metal and smiled as Cameron lowered his underwear and exposed his caged, throbbing, desperate cock.

    "I can't believe it's been so long since I sucked your cock," she said with a smile.

    Cameron used to get regular blowjobs. Not like when they were first together, but more than most married men. The frequency of oral pleasure was almost entirely due to the fact that Leah actually liked giving head. She'd simply transferred her fondness for it to the other men in her life since she'd caged and cuckolded him, an act of kinky pleasure that had been at Cameron's request.

    "Come," Leah said once he was naked.

    Cameron approached the bed and she reached out and caressed his balls while running her thumb over the slender steel bars of the cage that confined his cock.

    "Do you regret asking me to cage you?" she asked.

    "No. Not at all. The last year has been the most sexually satisfying of my life," he replied.

    She looked up and smiled. "Mine too. I'm grateful you asked to be caged, to be honest. As it turns out, I didn't know what I was missing. I didn't know that sex could be so much more interesting and varied. I didn't know how much fun it would be to fuck a variety of men and to be able to choose them based solely on their sexual prowess. As it turns out, when you're not worried about a man's other qualities you can find a bevy of truly gifted practitioners of the sexual arts."

    Cameron expected that Leah would lift the key over her head and slide it into the little lock on his cage. She didn't, though. The key remained between her soft, perky breasts.

    "Do you miss my mouth?" she asked.

    "Yes, very much so," he replied. Being caged and cuckolded wasn't perfect. Cameron hadn't received a blowjob in a year and he had far less penetrative sex with his wife than he used to. Still, it remained true that the past year had been the most sexually satisfying of his life, and it wasn't particularly close. The reality of being a chastised cuckold was far superior to the many fantasies Cameron had entertained over the years.

    Leah stood and grasped his caged cock as her lips brushed against Cameron's neck before offering a handful of soft kisses. "You enjoy watching me suck other men's cocks though, don't you?"

    "Yes, very much so."

    She moaned. "You enjoy seeing my soft, plump, sexy lips moving up and down another man's long, thick shaft."

    "Yes."

    "You enjoy hearing those men - those sexually superior men - moaning as I pleasure them. You enjoy seeing how good I make them feel. You enjoy seeing how eager I am to pleasure them, to satisfy them, to make them cum in my mouth so I can swallow their thick, creamy loads of cum like a good girl."

    Cameron's balls tightened and tingled as his cock throbbed in the cage, causing a hint of pain that he'd actually come to enjoy over the previous twelve months of confinement.

    Leah's lips hovered close to his as she asked, "Do you enjoy kissing me after I've sucked another man's cock, Cam?"

    "Yes, I do," he answered.

    "You like it when you can taste another man's cum on my tongue, don't you?"

    He nodded. Cum play had never been a part of Cameron's cuckold fantasies, but when Leah introduced the idea he'd found it surprisingly sexy. His dick throbbed painfully in its cage the first time she kissed him after sucking off another guy and Cameron quickly found himself hoping she'd kiss him every single time she blew someone else.

    "Feel my pussy."

    Cameron pressed his fingers against the bodysuit and felt her wetness - and a considerable amount of heat - through the thin lace. He wasn't sure what had inspired Leah's arousal, but Cameron loved that she was turned on.

    "I've been looking forward to this all day," she said.

    The thought thrilled him and there was no indication that Leah was lying for his benefit. It seemed that she really was looking forward to giving him a blowjob, which made Cameron feel like the luckiest man in the world.

    "First, though, I want you to worship my pussy a little."

    He sank to his knees without hesitation. Cameron pressed his lips against her pussy and licked Leah through the lace of her bodysuit. She smiled, moaned, and grabbed a handful of his hair as he looked up at his wife and admired the beauty of the pleasure dancing across her face. He loved to watch as she experienced the joy of sexual satisfaction.

    As he worshiped, Leah reached down and pulled aside the bodysuit. Cameron's tongue pushed between her labia and he greedily slurped her juices, bathing his tongue in their sweetness while his beautiful wife filled their bedroom with moans.

    "You love my cunt, don't you?" she asked.

    Cameron nodded with his tongue deep inside her.

    "You love watching other men fuck my cunt, don't you?"

    His cock throbbed in the cage. His balls tightened. He nodded once more.

    Leah pulled his head from between her legs, bent over, and slipped her tongue into his mouth to share in the taste of her cunt. He moaned and she stood up, helped Cameron to his feet, and directed him to get into the bed.

    Leah took his caged cock and his balls - with their closely-trimmed pubic hair - into her hand. She ran her fingers over the wrinkled skin of his testicles and gathered the precum that had leaked from his soft, metal-encased dick. That precum soon ended up in Leah's mouth before she crawled into the bed, straddled his upper thighs, and kissed Cameron.

    As they kissed, Cameron felt the key to his cage rest against his chest, the cool metal chilling his skin for a second before it warmed up. He yearned for that key to slide into the lock that kept his cock imprisoned. He yearned for his freedom. He yearned to feel his wife's mouth around his growing cock.

    Leah kissed her way down his body, letting her lips linger against his skin and using her tongue to tease him in a few spots. He heard the key clink against his cage and his cock surged at the mere thought of freedom.

    Cameron was certain Leah would unlock him at that point, but instead she kept on kissing her way down his body, going all the way to his knees before returning once more. She looked up at him with her face nearly eye level with his cock and then took one of his balls in her mouth and sucked it slowly and gently.

    It felt spectacular, and when she switched and engulfed his other testicle in her mouth, Cameron closed his eyes and moaned at the way she moved her tongue over his flesh, at the way she sucked so gently, at the pleasurable vibrations that worked their way through him when she moaned while sucking his balls.

    "Fuck...Leah..."

    "Did you miss my mouth, Cam?"

    He looked down and nodded. "I did. I didn't realize how much. I feel retroactively jealous of every guy you gave head to this year. Fuck, it's been long enough that I almost completely forgot how fucking talented you are...how amazing your mouth is...the stunning things you can do with it."

    Leah smiled and then took his caged cock in her mouth. For the first time in a year, Cameron felt the unique pleasure of his wife's mouth on his cock. He felt her tongue swirling around. He felt his soft shaft get wet with her saliva. He even felt a touch of pleasure as she sucked like she desperately wanted him to get hard.

    "Oh my god," he said. Then came the ache. The pain of his dick trying to get hard in chastity. It was more pronounced than usual, but of course it was. He was getting a blowjob while in chastity. He was beyond desperate to get stiff. He was out of his mind with an absolute, overwhelming need to get hard and he couldn't do it.

    "Leah...please..."

    She looked up, sucked harder on his caged cock, and then asked, "Please what?"

    "Please unlock me. Please let me out."

    She flashed a naughty smile and said, "Let you out? Who said anything about you being let out?"

    Cameron studied his wife for some indication she was fucking with him. Surely she wouldn't be so cruel as to leave him caged for a blowjob. She was still smiling, but it wasn't the kind of smile that indicated a joke. It was the kind of smile that indicated that she fully intended on following through with leaving him caged.

    "No, please," he said.

    Leah took him in her mouth again. She sucked harder. She swirled her tongue faster. It felt better. It felt great. It just wasn't a blowjob. He wasn't going to get off. He wasn't going to cum. Not like that. How could he?

    The entirety of his caged cock disappeared into her mouth and Cameron marveled at the sight of it, which produced more arousal, which made his dick ache more.

    Then Leah looked up and crawled forward. She kissed him while grinding her lace-clad pussy over his cock. Her tongue probed deep into his mouth and she moaned like she was thoroughly aroused. Cameron couldn't help but note that feeling of the chastity key against his chest, one more small bit of teasing to really drive home the fact that Leah was in control.

    Then the doorbell rang. Leah smiled and rolled towards her side of the bed. She reached into her nightstand and pulled out two pairs of handcuffs. Before Cameron knew it he was cuffed to the posts of their bed, his arms pulled as far to either side as they could go.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "Having fun," she replied before leaving the bedroom in her lingerie.

    The front door opened and Cameron heard the sound of muffled voices. A few minutes passed during which he heard what he thought was kissing, some moaning, and more muffled voices. Then footsteps approached the bedroom.

    Leah walked in still wearing her bodysuit. A man followed. Cameron recognized him. His name was Bart. He'd fucked Leah a handful of times and had always been thoroughly aroused by the notion that she was cuckolding her husband, that he was fucking a married woman. He'd been particularly delighted by the sight of Cameron's cock in a cage, laughing rather loudly on more than a few occasions.

    "Look who I found," Leah said, though she almost certainly had invited Bart over to play a part in the naughty game unfolding in their bedroom.

    "Good to see you again, Cameron," Bart said with a smile.

    He was, quite notably, naked and fully erect. His cock glistened, too, a sign that Leah had given him a blowjob. Cameron was jealous. Wildly jealous.

    "Yes, I sucked his cock," Leah said with a knowing smile. "Would you like to see me suck it again, Cam, or would it be too painful to watch your beautiful wife suck a sexually superior man's dick while you're in that cage and cuffed to the bed?"

    Cameron struggled against the cuffs as he fought against his suddenly intense desire to watch Leah give a blowjob.

    "Yes, I want to watch," he answered.

    Leah immediately sank to her knees in front of Bart and took him in her mouth. Cameron's cock throbbed in his cage and again he reflexively fought against the handcuffs that now bound him to the bed.

    "Fuck, Cameron, she's incredible," Bart said as he put a hand on the back of Leah's head. "But you know that, don't you? You remember how good your wife's mouth feels. You remember what an incredible cocksucker she is. It's just been a long time, hasn't it? It's been ages since you got to feel this mouth of hers, since you got your dick sucked like a real man gets his dick sucked."

    Cameron thrashed hard enough to cause a sharp pain in his wrist and then he took a deep breath and tried his best not to lose his mind as he watched his wife worship another man's cock. Leah masturbated while giving head, rubbing her pussy with great vigor as she looked up at Bart and gladly let him gently push on the back of her head to urge more of his dick into her mouth.

    "I need to get fucked," she said. "Will you take me from behind while I suck my cuck's little locked up dick?"

    Bart laughed. "I can't think of anything I'd enjoy more."

    Leah stood, kissed him, and then crawled into the bed and between Cameron's legs. She ran her fingers up his thighs, kissed each of them softly, and then took his caged cock in her mouth while playing with his balls.

    Bart moved behind her and slid his cock into her pussy. He grabbed her hips and started fucking her with long, slow strokes. Leah moaned around Cameron's cock and the vibrations proved blissful.

    "Fuck...fuck...Leah, please just unlock me," he said. "Please. Please. I deserve to be unlocked."

    "No, you don't," she replied. "You deserve to get your dick sucked, sure, but you don't deserve to be unlocked while it happens. You don't deserve to be uncuffed. You deserve to watch a sexually superior man satisfy my pussy while I suck on your small, soft, locked up little dick. That's what you deserve, Cameron. That's what you're going to deserve for the rest of our marriage. This is what you are now. A locked up cuck."

    Bart fucked her harder. He was thoroughly enjoying himself and he seemed to take pleasure in staring right at Cameron and taunting him without saying a word.

    "This is what a cuckold deserves," he said. "To be cuffed to his fucking bed while his wife gets pounded from behind."

    Leah looked over her shoulder as she played with Cameron's balls and said, "Give me that big cock. Fuck me as hard as you want. Fuck my tight little pussy and cum in me."

    Cameron was full of angst, frustration, and lust. He wanted to cum. He wanted to be set free from his cage. He wanted a blowjob. He wanted to fuck his wife. He wanted to masturbate. He wanted all of it.

    Leah took his balls in her mouth and stroked his caged cock. She sucked and swirled her tongue over his flesh. She moaned and looked up at him with the purest lust in her eyes. She was getting off on getting fucked, but it was more that. She was getting off on getting fucked while Cameron was caged like a good cuck.

    "I'm close, Bart," she said. "Cum in me. Please, cum in me."

    Cameron's cock disappeared into his wife's mouth again. She moved up and down. She gave him a blowjob. She sucked on the cage and his flaccid cock inside it. She sucked vigorously, too, and it felt so fucking good. He'd never cum like that, but it felt good.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Bart cried out.

    Cameron watched the other man's face as he came in Leah's pussy. He watched the pleasure. He watched the deep sense of satisfaction. He saw the smile. Cameron saw everything he wanted to experience. Everything he craved. Everything he was certain he deserved but had been denied.

    Leah came with the caged cock in her mouth. She practically screamed in pleasure. She kept sucking and moving her tongue, though, offering Cameron more of that same low level pleasure that was both wondrous and torturous.

    "Fucking hell...there's nothing quite like fucking you when he's in the room, Leah," Bart said as he leaned over and kissed her back and shoulders.

    She sucked a little harder on Cameron's cock and then pulled off, turned her head, and kissed the man that had just cum inside her. "I'm going to cover his cock in your load," she said with a smile.

    "I'd love to see that," Bart replied.

    Cameron was helpless to do anything as Leah crawled forward and took his chastised dick inside her. He felt the warmth and heat of the pussy he so thoroughly enjoyed and he felt the wetness of another man's load encircling his shaft.

    Leah gently rocked her hips back and forth, bathing Cameron in the bliss of her slick, messy, cum-filled cunt.

    "There will be no more real blowjobs for you, Cam," she said with a smile. "You don't deserve a real blowjob. Not when I have so many sexually superior men to play with. You deserve to be teased. To be driven mad with desire. To feel your little dick aching in the cage. But some part of you loves this. I know it. I know what kind of man you are."

    She was right. Cameron knew she was right. Some part of him did love it. Some part of him would be fantasizing about it for weeks, if not longer.

    "I thought about letting you cum," she said. "About unlocking you and giving you a nice, slow handjob with Bart's cum as lube. I changed my mind, though. I'm not letting you out. I'm too turned on by the idea of keeping you caged for a little longer. Maybe just a few more weeks."

    "No, please," Cameron said.

    Leah smiled, lifted her hips, and crawled forward until she was astride his face. Then she sat down, grabbed a handful of his hair, and said. "Make me cum and feast on Bart's load while you do."

    Absent any other option, Cameron went to work. He heard Bart chuckle from the foot of the bed. He licked up another man's cum and massaged his wife's clit with his tongue. He did as she'd instructed and his cock throbbed because there was a part of him that loved the denial, the dominance, the cum feeding, the humiliation.

    If Leah held to her word, that part of him would thoroughly enjoy the next few weeks while he remained cage. The rest of him would find it impossibly difficult, but sometimes that was the life of a cuckold.

  
    Not the Trophy Wife You Thought You Were Marrying

    You couldn’t resist the blonde hair, the big breasts, and the blowjobs those pillowy lips offered. You couldn’t resist her willingness to please you. You couldn’t resist the allure of having a trophy wife. You’d worked hard. You’d made a lot of money. You’d earned the sort of pleasures that come with being successful.

    Of course, you lacked some of the things your new wife wanted. You gave her a good life. You bought her beautiful things. You bought her a luxury car. You bought her a beautiful house. You just couldn’t quite satisfy her in bed.

    For a while she was fine with that. It was worth it to have everything she’d ever wanted, materially speaking. Eventually, the appeal of that waned. Eventually she needed to have her sexual needs met.

    She wanted to be faithful to you, though, so you started with a cock sleeve. She bought you something that would give you more length and thickness. It seemed like it was going to satisfy her, but there was still something missing. There was still something you couldn’t give her.

    She kept telling you she needed to be fucked harder. She told you she needed to feel like she was being dominated in bed. You kept trying, but you couldn’t deliver. You couldn’t give her what she needed.

    She might be a trophy wife, but she’s not dumb. She told you she wanted to be with you. She told you she loved you. She also told you she needed to have her needs met or she wouldn’t be able to stay your wife. She told you that you wouldn’t be cut off. She would still see to your needs. She would still make you happy because you work so hard to make her happy. She would also have another man in her life.

    “Is there any other way?” you ask as she puts the finishing touches on her makeup.

    “I’m sorry, honey, there isn’t. We’ve tried everything. You know we have. It’s either this or a divorce,” she says.

    There’s a part of you that appreciates that she’s not content to be taken care financially. She wants more than that out of her life and she deserves that.

    “What about a bigger toy?” you say. “Or a strapon. I could wear a strapon.”

    She puts her lipstick away, checks her hair and makeup in the mirror, and turns to you.

    “I love that you’re so eager to make me happy. I really do,” she says. “But I think we both know that you don’t have what it takes to satisfy me sexually. I know it sounds harsh, but you can’t fuck me like I need to be fucked. I thought you could. I thought you’d get better, that I could teach you to give me what I need. I was wrong, though, and I’m sorry about that. I’m sorry that it’s come to this, but it has.”

    Your shoulders slump and you look at the ground. You’re defeated. You can’t stop this. You know you can’t.

    Your beautiful wife lifts your chin and smiles as she holds your gaze. “I’m still your wife. I will always be your wife. You’ll always have my heart, and most of the time you’ll get to enjoy the many pleasures of being married to a woman like me. Tonight, though, another man is going to enjoy those pleasures. I’m going to give him my body and he’s going to give me the pleasure I crave. He’s going to give me what I’ve craved since we got married. I need you to accept that. I’m merely fixing the one part of our marriage that isn’t working.”

    “By fucking someone else,” you say.

    She steps closer and you glance at her spectacular big breasts as the scent of her perfume fills your nose. “That’s right,” she says in a soft, seductive voice. “Someone else’s cock is going to be inside me tonight. In fact, someone else’s cock is going to spend quite a bit of time inside me tonight. I’m going to get fucked like I’ve craved for years and I’m not going to stop until I’m completely satisfied.”

    There’s a part of you that wants to run, but you can’t quite bring yourself to turn away from your wife. She unzips your pants and reaches inside. Her fingers find your flaccid cock and she plays with it until you’re hard.

    “You can have me after he does, if you want. You can slide into my wet pussy when I get home. You can feel what it’s like to be inside your wife after someone else has had her. Perhaps you’ll enjoy it more than you thought. Perhaps you’ll discover something new about yourself,” she says.

    You’re stiff and thoroughly aroused despite the horror of what she’s saying. Why would you want to do that? Why would you want to fuck your wife after she’s effectively cheated on you?

    “Would you like that?” she whispers.

    You shake your head.

    “You seem awfully hard,” she says. “We’ll see how you feel when I get home. Maybe I’ll be able to convince you to slide your stiff cock into my pussy. After all, you’re the only man I’m going to let cum inside me. Maybe you’d like to reclaim me after he’s had me. Maybe you’d like to fill me with your load after I’ve had all the orgasms I can handle with someone else buried deep inside me.”

    You open your mouth to say something but your wife rests a finger against your lips.

    “Don’t say anything,” she says. “We’ll talk when I get home. Can you do me a favor, though? Can you keep your hands off your cock until I get home? I want to be the one to take care of you, okay?”

    You nod. What else are you going to do? It’s clear you have no real control here.

    “I’ll see you later tonight,” she says.

    She picks up her purse and leaves. She’s going to fuck another man. Your trophy wife is going to give her body, the body you love so much, to someone else. At least she’s willing to let you reclaim it when she’s done.

  
    Not Tonight, My Sweet Cuck

    Though you crave the pleasure of watching your wife and her bull, you understand that sometimes she wants to be alone with him.

    Yes, she could go to his place to be alone with him. That's not as much fun for either of them, though. Especially him.

    You know it feels good to him to fuck your wife in your bed. You know that's part of the pleasure of being a bull.

    You know what's just a little bit better? When your wife agrees to kick you out of your bedroom so the two of them can be alone.

    You can understand why he'd like that, right? He's responsible for a man being kicked out of his own bedroom. His prowess in bed, his ability to satisfy your wife, that's what makes her willing to kick you out in favor of him. Of course he wants that.

    You don't mind though, do you? You like it, in fact. It turns you on to be kicked out in favor of him. It turns you on to have to wait outside the bedroom door to listen as he fucks her or makes love to her. It makes your dick so hard it hurts.

    That's the fun of being a cuckold, though. There are so many different ways for it to be exciting and arousing, so it never gets boring as long as you're open-minded about the whole venture.

    So don't argue when she kicks you out of the bedroom. Instead, enjoy it. Soak up the pleasure. If she lets you masturbate while you listen, go ahead and do so. If she's generous enough to invite you back into the bedroom when they're done, enjoy that. If she lets you clean her bull's cock and her pussy, celebrate that and thank her for being so generous.

    You can also be the one to suggest that she spend time alone in your bedroom with her bull. It doesn't always have to be her idea. You can show her that you're unselfish, that you're willing to sacrifice, that you're eager to be a good cuck.

    You are, aren't you? Yes, of course you are.

  
    Notes from a Domme - Be My Toilet Paper

    
      As the title suggests, this one deals with a bit of piss play, so reader beware.
    

    Your eyes were focused between my legs as I emptied my bladder. The smell of my piss drifted to your nose. You felt a hunger to serve.

    “Clean my pussy,” I said as I finished pissing.

    You crawled forward and used your talented tongue to clean the little drops of piss that clung to my pussy lips. You acted as my toilet paper, just like a good submissive boy should.

    “Does my piss taste good?” I asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” you replied, just like a good subby boy should.

    “Keep cleaning,” I demanded. “Make sure there isn’t a drop of my piss on my pussy. Lick it all up. Push your tongue inside, too. You must be better than toilet paper. A good submissive bitch makes sure his mistress doesn’t get any piss in her panties after she’s done on the toilet.”

    You licked feverishly as the wetness of arousal soon melded with my piss. You were being such a good boy, after all. I couldn’t help but get turned on as you eagerly cleaned my cunt.

    “If you’re going to be any good as toilet paper you’ll have to practice cleaning my ass,” I said. “Act like I just relieved my bowels. Use your tongue to clean my asshole. Lap at that pretty little hole like a good boy and leave it spit-shined.”

    You licked my ass without hesitation. You buried your face between my cheeks and acted as if you were cleaning up a wonderfully nasty mess back there.

    “What a good little bitch you are,” I said. “Does my asshole taste good?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you replied.

    “Deeper,” I said. “Push your tongue deeper inside me. Get it up in my ass. Taste a little of what you’ll be cleaning from my ass on a regular basis when you graduate to full toilet paper status.”

    You did as you were told. You pushed your tongue deeper inside me. You licked my rectum. You moved your tongue deeper inside me. You tasted my asshole like a good submissive should.

    “Eat my shithole,” I demanded. “Taste my rectum like a dirty little whore.”

    After you’d finished cleaning my asshole I stood up, pressed my hand on the back of your head, and gently pushed you towards the toilet.

    “Be a good little bitch and drink my piss out of the toilet,” I said. “Lap it up like a dog.”

    Soon enough the sound of your tongue lapping up my piss filled the air.

    “Good boy,” I said as I released your neck and ran my fingers down your back. “Drink my piss. Lick it up and swallow it.”

    I smacked your ass and you cried out in pain before returning to your piss drinking duties. My fingers moved between your ass crack and gently pressed against your tight little asshole.

    Soon enough I was inside you, fingering your ass while you drank my piss from the toilet.

    “You’re a disgusting little piss-drinking pig,” I said.

    You moaned into the toilet.

    “You’re lower than an animal,” I said. “Drinking my piss while I finger fuck your ass. You’re hard, too. You’re a disgusting, filthy little freak.”

    “Thank you, mistress,” you said.

    “You’re welcome, pig,” I said.

  
    Notes From a Domme - Collared and Fucked

    When I put the pink collar around your neck, you knew your Saturday night was going to be a little different than you’d expected.

    “On your knees,” I said.

    You fell to your knees like a good boy. You looked up at me with those big, pretty eyes. You waited silently for your order.

    I pulled my panties aside and showed you my pussy. I showed you the object of your affection. “Worship me,” I said.

    I pulled you close and you licked my perfect pussy. You tasted your mistress. You used your tongue to make my clit feel good. You made me moan like a good boy is supposed to.

    I didn’t let you make me cum, though. I wanted to cum a different way. I wanted to cum while dominating your tight ass.

    “Get my strapon,” I commanded.

    You hopped to your feet and retrieved my long, thick black strapon cock. You didn’t have to ask. You knew to put it on me. You knew to pull the harness up my legs and pull the straps tight. You knew to dress your mistress so she could use your little asshole like a pussy.

    “Suck my cock,” I ordered.

    You fell to your knees once more and wrapped your cocksucking lips around my dick. You gave good head, just like I’d trained you. You sucked and slobbered. You gagged like a bitch. You spit up and lubed my cock so it would slide into your ass nice and easy.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” I asked after pulling my cock from between your whore lips.

    “Yes, please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass,” you begged.

    “You’re such a slut,” I said as I slapped your face with my slippery black cock.

    “Yes, Mistress. I’m your slut, Mistress,” you said.

    “Stand up and bend over. You’re going to take my cock from behind, just like a good little bitch should,” I said.

    You stood up, bent over, and pulled your ass cheeks apart, just like I’d trained you. You waited as I slipped two fingers into your ass. You moaned, just like a bitch in heat. You wanted my cock in your ass. You’d been trained so well to be my bitch.

    “Please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass,” you begged as I teased you with the head of my cock.

    You moaned as I opened you up with the thick head of my big black cock. You groaned as I pushed deep inside you.

    I laughed as I listened to the slutty sounds coming from your mouth. I slid my cock deep inside you. I took your ass. I owned you.

    Then I fucked you like a bitch. I pounded in and out of your ass. I made it my pussy. I took ownership of it. I made your legs quiver as I pounded you hard and deep. I made you beg for more. I made you act like a slut as I showed you how a good boy gets fucked by his Mistress.

    Then I pulled out and made you suck my cock clean.

    “Get on your knees. Suck my cock, slut,” I demanded.

    You did so without hesitation, just like you’d been trained. You tasted your ass on my cock. You sucked like a slut and then you begged for more.

    Your night of submissive pleasure was just beginning.

  
    Notes from a Domme - I'll Force You if I Have To

    
      It would be thrilling to have a domme, wouldn't it? Someone you adore, and worship, and are willing to sacrifice anything for. Well, if you don't have a domme, perhaps this series of short stories written as naughty first person notes from your domme will be thrilling.
    

    ---

    I don’t care if you don’t want to suck his cock. I don’t know why you think you have a choice. You’ll do it because I want you to do it. You’ll do it because you’re a cuckold. You’ll do it because you’re my submissive little toy. You’ll wrap your lips around his dick and get him hard because that’s what I want, and what I want is all that matters.

    Take him in your fucking mouth. Be a good little bisexual slut for me. Wrap your lips around his dick like a good boy and give him a blowjob. Give him head. Suck him. Suck his cock, you nasty little whore. Be the little bitch that I know you are.

    See, that’s not so bad, is it? It’s not so bad to have another man’s cock in your mouth, is it? It’s not so bad to be a cocksucker, is it?

    Do you feel humiliated? Does having his dick get hard in your mouth humiliate you? Does it make you feel like less of a man? I wouldn’t think it was possible for you to feel like less of a man, to be honest.

    Would it help you to know that my pussy gets wet when I see you suck cock? It does, cucky. It turns me on to know that you’re willing to suck dick for me. It makes me wet to know that you’ll do something you genuinely don’t want to do in the name of making me happy.

    There you go. Now you’re putting a little more work into it. Now you’re being enthusiastic. Now you’re putting that pretty little mouth of yours to work being the cocksucker I need you to be. Now you’re truly being a good boy.

    I need just one more thing, cucky. I need you to let him fuck you. I need you to be a good little faggot for me. I need you to relax your asshole and let him invade your rectum. I need you to take another man’s cock deep in your asshole.

    It hurts, doesn’t it? I know it does, cucky. I know it’s painful. I know it’s agonizing. I know you haven’t been fucked before. I don’t care. I don’t care about any of it. I only care that you’re taking cock in the ass. I only care that you’re doing what I tell you to do. I only care that you’re being the good boy I know you can be.

    How does it feel to get fucked from behind like a bitch? How does it feel to have a man’s cock buried in your ass? How does it feel to be a faggot for me? How does it feel to be a dirty little slut for your domme?

    He’s pounding you hard now, isn’t he? He’s pounding that slutty little ass of yours. He’s pounding you just like the bitch that you are. Tell me, do you like it? Do you like being a faggot for your domme?

    Open up, slut. Open up and receive his load. Open up for his yummy spunk. Open up for his cum. There you go. Take it all. Complete your task.

    Yes, I forced you. No, I don’t care. You’re a toy to me. You’re a plaything. You are to be used for my pleasure. I don’t care if you enjoyed it or not. I don’t care if your ass hurts. I don’t care if you don’t like the taste of his cum. I don’t care about any of it.

  
    Notes From a Domme - Remember, I'm in Control

    It’s important to remember that I’m in control. I own your cock. It’s my possession to do with as I please.

    That means you don’t touch it unless it’s locked in its cage. When it’s free, you’re not permitted to masturbate.

    I decide if you receive pleasure. If I want, I’ll wrap my fingers around your cock and give you a handjob. I’ll give you the pleasure you crave, though I may not permit you to orgasm. I get to decide. I’m the one in control. I own your cock. It is my possession.

    If I touch your cock, consider it a gift. Even a few strokes is more pleasure than you deserve. If I touch your balls, consider it a gift. It’s more pleasure than you deserve.

    If I want to make you cum, I will. I will stroke your cock until you explode in orgasm. I will let your seed spill onto your stomach. I will play with your balls as they empty out.

    I don’t have to do that, though. I could edge you for an hour and then put you back in your chastity cage. I could tease you for two or three hours if I wanted.

    I’m in control. If you even touch your cock while you’re hard I’ll punish you so harshly you won’t be able to walk right for a week.

    If I want to tease you for a few hours and then ruin your orgasm, I will. If I want to drive you absolutely crazy with lust and then empty your balls in the most unsatisfying way possible, I will.

    If I want to make you scream in agony as you have a ruined orgasm, I will. It makes me wet to do so.

    If I want to associate your pleasure with anal stimulation, I will. If I want to finger your asshole and make you beg for release, I will. The idea of rewiring your brain thrills me. I love that I can turn you into an anal slut if I want. I love that I can make you beg for my fingers in your ass because you know that’s the only way you get to cum.

    If I decide that you only get to cum with my cock in your ass, you’ll accept it. You’ll beg me to fuck you and play with your cock. You’ll beg me to let you cum with my long, thick dick buried in your tight asshole.

    If I want to turn you into my anal bitch, I will. I’ll do it for my pleasure. I’ll do it because I want to, because I’m in charge. I’ll do it because I can and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it.

    If I want to make you eat my ass while I stroke your cock, I will. I don’t give a damn if you don’t want to lick my ass. If I want to make you clean my sweaty asshole after a workout, I will. Because my hand is around your throbbing cock, you’ll submit. You’ll do what I say because you’re a good boy.

    If I decide that a ruined orgasm is the only kind of orgasm you deserve, you’ll have to live with that. That’s your place. That’s just how it goes.

    You’ll be a good boy for me because you’re a submissive. I’ll do what I want with your cock because I’m dominant.

  
    Notes from Her Bull - Part 1

    I just left your house, cuck.

    I fucked your wife in your bed. I had Ella screaming my name. I had her filling your house with those screams.

    My cum is still in her pussy. If you could get away from work you could probably rush home and clean up whatever hasn't leaked out of her by the time you get there.

    I wonder, cuck, what it's like to work so hard to support your beautiful wife and family while knowing that she's more than happy to spread her legs for another man just about any time I want her?

    What's it like to be at your desk and knowing that I could be balls deep in your wife's pussy while you're pouring over those spreadsheets? What's it like to know that you put in so much effort to support your wife and she puts in so much effort to satisfy me?

    Though I guess that sometimes I forget that you're a cuck, that you fucking love that I was just balls deep in your wife while you're working hard to earn the paycheck that supports her. You love that my cum is inside her right now and that all you really want is to leave work so you can rush home to push your tongue deep inside her and lick up every fucking drop of it.

    I know you can't get away from work today, though. That's why I wanted to see her today. That's why I made sure to cum inside her.

    Don't worry, though. There will always be another chance to clean my load from her pussy. You'll get to do the thing you love more than almost anything, cuck. Until then, enjoy the rest of your work day.

    
      
    

    Yesterday was fun, wasn't it cuck?

    Well, it was fun for me. I guess I don't know how much you enjoyed doing chores around my house while Ella sucked my cock.

    I think you enjoyed yourself, though. I think you can't help but enjoy that kind of humiliation. You're a cuck, after all.

    You certainly didn't put up a fight when I texted Ella and told her what I wanted. At least, she said you didn't put up a fight. In fact, she said you were excited at the idea of dressing her in lingerie, driving her over to my place, and then getting to work while she got on her knees for me.

    I liked the lingerie set you picked out. It seems that you've paid attention, cuck, and learned what turns me on. The sheer bra and panties were a nice touch and those stockings looked fucking great on her legs.

    Did you notice that it turned her on when I ordered you around? Did you hear how she moaned when I told you to get to work instead of standing there and watching as she got on her knees for me? She likes being with a man that's comfortable taking control, cuck. She likes being with a man that will order her husband around. She likes being with me.

    I liked watching you walk by with a bag of trash in your hand while my dick was in your wife’s mouth. I liked how desperately you wanted to watch, how you wished more than anything that I’d let you stand there at the edge of the living room so you could fixate on the sight of my dick moving in and out of your wife’s wet, warm mouth.

    You weren’t allowed that pleasure, though. In my house, you’re only allowed the pleasures that I give you permission to experience.

    I thoroughly enjoyed the tacos you made, cuck. I enjoyed that you made them while I was busy fucking your wife in my bed. I imagine it was difficult to concentrate on cooking while her screams of pleasure reverberated throughout the house.

    It was generous of me to let you clean her pussy while she and I ate dinner, wasn’t it? I let you get on your knees under my table. I let you spread her legs. I let you put your tongue inside her freshly fucked and filled pussy and I let you lap up my salty load just like any good bull would.

    Next time, though, I expect you to offer your thanks when I’m that generous, cuck. To be honest, I was annoyed that you didn’t offer thanks once you were finished cleaning her pussy and I very nearly considered giving you a quick spanking in front of your wife. I think we both know she wouldn’t have stopped me, and I strongly suspect she would have found it arousing to watch me put you in your place.

    What do you think, cuck? Would your wife’s pussy have gushed with desire if she watched her bull spank her cuck husband?

    
      
    

    There's something irresistible about fucking a married woman in the bed she shares with her husband. It's even hotter when her husband is in the house and knows full well that I'm satisfying his wife in their marital bed.

    You know what makes it even better, though? When that married woman calls her cuck husband into the bedroom after I've fucked her and cum inside her.

    You know what makes that even better? When that married woman spreads her legs and tells her cuck husband to clean a real man's cum out of her pussy.

    Fuck. That's intoxicating, cuck. That's the reason I play with married couples.

    Ella wasn't like that at the start. She wanted to fulfill your fantasy and she wanted to try being with someone vastly different from her husband, but six months ago she wasn't the sort of woman who would invite me to fuck her in your marital bed, who would beg me to cum inside her, and who would look right into your eyes and tell you that it was your duty as her cuck husband to clean a real man's cum from her pussy.

    Of course, you and I both know that she was giving you a gift, cuck, and she knew it. Over the past six months she's come to understand the kind of man she's married to. She knows how much it turns you on to hear her offer those instructions. She knows how hard it makes your little dick to hear that she thinks of me as a real man, implying that she no longer thinks of you in that manner.

    Your willingness to embrace your status and clean her pussy made our night better. You gave your beautiful wife another orgasm with your tongue. I'll admit that it turned me on, too, that I was filled with this sense of power as I watched you devour my load from her pussy. That's one of the reasons I fucked Ella again before I left.

    Did she make you clean her pussy again? Did she make it clear that you're not a real man, that you're a fucking cuck and that it's your place to clean a real man's cum from her cunt after she's been satisfied?

    
      
    

    In some ways, Ella was a bit of a prude when I first hooked up with her. She was really only interested in missionary and girl on top. She didn't have much experience with blowjobs so she wasn't all that eager to perform orally and she wasn't all that good, at least compared to other married women I've been with.

    As it turned out, though, she just needed to be with a man that could show her real pleasure. A man that could unlock her sexuality, that could open her mind to the joys of letting go, of surrendering to that part of her that wants to travel to great new heights of arousal and satisfaction.

    In other words, she needed to be with someone other than her cuck husband. She needed to be with me.

    Now she's eager to explore and experiment. She's eager to let me lead her down new sexual paths. She trusts that I'm not going to push her too far past her comfort zone, and that I always have her pleasure in mind even if it feels like I'm being selfish from time to time.

    Did she tell you about how I explored her ass last night? How I was the first man to explore her ass? How I made it feel so much better than she thought possible?

    I didn't use my cock. She's nowhere near ready for that (though I will be the first man to have anal sex with your wife). I used my fingers instead, and I took my time.

    I made sure to get her all worked up on our date. I fingered her under the table at the restaurant. We kissed plenty, too. I kept on fingering her on the drive home, taking her right to the edge of her orgasm before pulling back and doing it over, and over, and over.

    I pulled into the garage, put your beautiful wife on the hood of my car, and fingered her a little more. She thought I would fuck her right then and there - she begged for it, actually - but I denied her, instead working her clit and pussy with my fingers before denying her the pleasure of an orgasm and taking her inside.

    We went to my bedroom and I stripped her naked as she pawed at my cock. I kept my clothes on, though. I picked her up and set her in my bed. I ran my hands over her beautiful naked body. I played with her tits. I made her suck on my fingers. I plunged them into her pussy, covered them in her juices, and made her suck them clean, pushing them deep into her throat while she desperately pawed at the bulge in my pants.

    I stood at the side of the bed and plunged my fingers back into Ella's wet pussy. I covered them in her slick juices and then pulled out and rubbed her perineum. I saw her eyes go wide as I slowly worked my way towards her asshole.

    I stopped before I got there, though. I plunged back into her pussy and rubbed her clit with my thumb. She moaned. She writhed in the bed. Again she begged me to fuck her. She was desperate, but I could see she enjoyed the teasing. She enjoyed getting to live in that highly aroused state.

    I pulled out once more. I rubbed her perineum with my slick fingers. I worked my way towards her asshole. This time, though, I didn't stop. I didn't penetrate her, but I ran my slippery fingers over her tight little asshole. I did so while rubbing her clit and playing with her perky, soft, perfect tits.

    I offered a wealth of stimulation and I watched as Ella worked through her initial discomfort at my obvious desire to penetrate her asshole. Neither of us said a word, but it was equally obvious that she was reticent to let me have her ass.

    She didn't stop me, though, and I made sure not to push too hard, not to force her beyond her comfort zone before she was ready for it.

    "Has anyone had your ass before?" I asked when I saw her thighs tremble from the pleasure of the relentless clit rubbing.

    Ella shook her head.

    "I'm going to be the first," I said. "I'm going to be the first man you give your ass to."

    I didn't ask, cuck. I didn't beg. I told your wife what would happen. I made my expectations clear.

    She very nearly came in response to my declaration. She very nearly had an orgasm at the idea of giving me her ass. Do you think she'd feel so turned on at the idea of you fucking her ass, cuck? Do you think she'd writhe with pleasure in your bed as you rubbed her asshole and clit and played with her tits? Or do you think she'd sit up, slap you across the face for even thinking you had a chance at her ass?

    It's not that she's against anal sex. It's that she's against anal sex with a man like you. It's different with me. She's willing to give me her ass. She's willing because she wants to make me feel good and she's confident that I'll make her feel good, too.

    I took her ass last night. In a manner of speaking, at least.

    As I rubbed her tight little asshole with my finger, I applied gentle pressure. I saw that look - one of mild panic - on her face, so I rubbed her clit a little faster. I told her to open up for me, to let me have her as I desired. I told her that I would make her feel good, that I would do the same thing I'd done since the first time I fucked her.

    I applied more pressure to her asshole. My finger slipped inside her. Her eyes went wide again, but only for a moment. Then she moaned, cuck. She moaned as I fingered her ass. Your wife moaned as I became the first man to penetrate her tight little asshole.

    Soon she did more than moan. Soon she was writhing in my bed. Soon she was giving me an over the pants handjob while I fingered her ass and rubbed her clit.

    "It feels good to give me your ass, doesn't it?" I asked.

    Ella bit her lower lip and nodded. I could see that it was a little uncomfortable for her to offer that admission - like most women, she's spent her life feeling as though anal sex is gross and a little degrading - but she confirmed that it felt good to have my finger up her ass.

    I slipped a second finger into her pussy and coated it with her juices. I rubbed that finger around her asshole. I slipped it inside her. I stretched your wife a little wider, cuck. I fucked her ass with two fingers, going as slow as possible to ensure she felt only the purest pleasure.

    "Tell me that you're going to let me fuck your ass someday," I said softly.

    I wanted to hear her say it. I wanted your wife to surrender to me in that manner.

    Ella looked up at me. She moaned as I rubbed her clit a little faster and with just a bit more pressure. "I'll let you fuck my ass," she said. "I want you to be the first one to have it, to have my ass, to have anal sex with me."

    "Cum for me," I said.

    I made her cum as I fingered her ass. I made her cum hard, too. I kept my fingers inside her after she'd climaxed and I leaned down to kiss her.

    She thanked me for the orgasm, cuck. She thanked me for making her cum so hard.

    Then, after I'd washed up, your wife stripped me naked, pushed me into my bed, and gave me a long, slow, fantastically pleasurable blowjob. I came in her mouth and she showed me my load before swallowing.

    Next time I'll be sure to get a picture of my cum on her tongue before she swallows. You'd love to see that sort of thing, wouldn't you cuck?

  
    Notes from Her Bull - Part 2

    Do you remember last Tuesday? Do you remember my visit, cuck?

    I was there when you got home from work. Ella and I were on the couch. We were fooling around a little. Some kissing. Some touching. My dick was already hard, but I hadn't yet given your beautiful wife permission to take it out. She kept asking, though. She can't really help herself when she gets horny.

    I remember how excited you were to see me. In the way a cuck gets excited to see his wife's bull because he knows he's about to live out his fantasy. And it is your fantasy to watch your wife get fucked by a better man, right cuck? To see her cum on a much bigger cock than the one you've got between your legs? To hear her beg me to fuck her harder, to hear her beg me to cum inside her married pussy? You love all of that, don't you cuck?

    Yeah, of course you do. That's why you're so eager to do whatever it takes to make your cuckolding happen. That's why you're so eager to do as you're told, even if you get just a little bit uncomfortable when I order you around.

    That's why you stripped when I told you to. That's why you presented your naked body and that little dick of yours. That's why you got on your knees when I ordered you to. That's why you took off your wife's panties, spread her legs, and put your fingers in her pussy to do a wet check for me.

    I knew she was wet. You knew she was wet. She knew she was wet. Of course she was wet. She gets wet just thinking about me, cuck. She gets wet thinking about how good it's going to feel when I take her pussy, when I fill her, when I stretch her out, when I bottom out inside her.

    It felt good to make you check, though. To make you look up at me and tell me that your wife was wet and ready for my big cock. It feels good to exert my power when I'm in the house, in no small part because it turns you wife on when I do it.

    Want to know something, cuck? Ella actually told me that it turns her on when I order you around. She told me after you'd left the living room. After I ordered you to start preparing dinner for us. She told me she doesn't know why but it makes her so wet when I take control and order her cuck husband around.

    Did you enjoy making us dinner while I fucked your wife? Did you enjoy listening to her wild moans while she bounced on my dick on your couch? Did you enjoy that I'd deprived you of the pleasure of watching the thing you enjoy most in the world?

    I think you did. I think you like that I've taken more control. I think you like how unpredictable it can be.

    I can be generous too, though. I was generous when I let you clean my load out of her pussy, wasn't I? I was generous when I let you give her an orgasm after you'd licked my thick cum out of her, wasn't I?

    You know what I enjoyed most? When Ella made you thank me for the privilege of cleaning my cum out of her. That was hot, cuck. She's coming around. She's getting into it. She likes the bull/cuck interplay. She likes it a lot and I think she's going to lean into it even more in the future.

    I think we both know you like it too and I think we both know that you love that your wife is so into it. After all, your dick was hard as a rock as you looked up at me and thanked me for letting you clean my superior cum out of your wife's pussy.

    I'll be seeing you soon, cuck. Your wife texted today. She said she needs me, that she's desperate for me, that she loves your tongue but that nothing comes close to satisfying her the way my cock does.

    So don't worry, soon enough you'll be a cuckold once more.

    ---

    There are experiences I'll never have as a bull.

    For instance, I'll never know what it's like to be on my knees at the foot of the bed with a perfect view of another man's unprotected cock moving in and out of my wife's pussy.

    I'll never know what it's like to look into my wife's eyes as another man takes her from behind. I'll never know what it's like to hear my wife tell me that the man fucking her is better than I am, that he stretches her pussy like she needs, that he satisfies her like I've never been able to satisfy her.

    I'll never know what it's like to eat my wife's pussy with the express purpose of getting her wet so another man can fuck her. I'll never know what it's like to get turned on at that notion, either.

    I'll never know what it's like to watch my wife sit on another man's cock. I'll never know what it's like to hear her moan as another man's cock fills her and stretches her. I'll never know what it's like to watch and to understand that I'm a sexually inferior man that simply cannot give my wife what her bull gives her.

    I'll never know what it's like to crawl between my wife's legs and see another man's cum leaking out of her. I'll never know what it's like to put my tongue in her pussy and scoop up that cum. I'll never know what it's like to lick another man's cum from my wife's pussy while she's busy kissing that other man and telling him how much she loves his cock and how good it makes her feel.

    I'll never know what it's like to place another man's cock in my wife's pussy. To wrap my fingers around the base of his thick shaft and direct the head between her labia. I'll never know what it's like to maintain my grip on that cock until my wife has fully impaled her cunt on it. I'll never know what it's like to hear another man call me a 'good cuck' for doing as I was told.

    You know what all of that is like though, don't you cuck? I'll bet you're especially familiar with the last one. Does it still come to mind, cuck? Do you still think about me instructing you to put my cock in your wife's pussy? Are you still thinking about the way she moaned when I gave the instruction? Does it make you tingle when you think about it, cuck? Does it make your little dick hard when you think that you actually wrapped your fingers around another man's cock and guided him into your wife's wet, needy pussy?

    I hope you're still thinking about it. I also hope you understand that it won't be the last time you touch my cock. I know that might be scary, cuck, but it feels good to make you do things you don't necessarily want to do. It feels good to make you submit. So good that I can't really resist. So get ready for more, cuck.

    ---

    Last night was humiliating, wasn't it, cuck? Unexpected too, I would imagine.

    It wasn't entirely my idea. Ella suggested it. Well, she suggested that we find some way to punish you. I came up with the specifics.

    I'm not sure you realize how upset she was that you masturbated without her. She likes making you cum. Every once in a while she likes letting you fuck her so you can cum. She was quite clear that she doesn't like it when you cum without her, though.

    You just couldn't help yourself, though. It had been four days since you'd cum and you were pent up. You told her you wanted an orgasm and she turned you down because she was busy. She told you to wait another day, that she'd make sure you had a good orgasm.

    You couldn't wait. You masturbated without her. You came without her. You confessed like a good cuck, but you didn't understand that degree to which you'd disappointed her.

    Ella called me that night. She told me she was surprised at the anger she felt. She told me she wanted to punish you. She asked me to help her with that. I told her I'd take care of it.

    You weren't expecting it, were you? You thought my visit to your home would be like any other. You thought I'd order you around a little bit and I'd fuck your wife to multiple orgasms before cumming inside her.

    I did all of that, of course, but there was that little extra bonus, wasn't there?

    You can still feel it, can't you? The pain. The humiliation. I know you can, cuck. I know you can feel it. I think the fact that the whole thing was so unexpected certainly made it much more humiliating.

    You'd been so good that night. You'd worshiped her pussy to get her nice and wet. You'd helped undress me. You'd watched your wife suck my cock like a good girl. You'd listened to her moan and watched her mouth move up and down my shaft as she played with my balls. You'd even been offered the pleasure of a few cock-flavored kisses with your wife and she was quite generous in offering her tongue during those kisses.

    We went to the bedroom. You took your usual place on your knees at the foot of the bed. Ella crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs, giving you a beautiful view of her pussy.

    You thought I'd climb into the bed and take her, or that perhaps I'd instruct you to guide my cock inside her. I didn't, though. I had something else in mind.

    I ordered you to stand and place your hands on the bed. You hesitated. You knew something was up. Ella told you to follow my instructions, to act like a good cuck and do as you were told.

    You stood. You placed your hands on the bed. I stepped behind you. I told you that Ella was far more disappointed than you could have possibly imagined by your inability to refrain from masturbating. I told you that she'd requested that I help her punish you.

    That's when you looked over your shoulder. I can still remember the look in your eyes, cuck. There was fear, though I suspect it wasn't because you feared pain. Instead, I think you feared the humiliation you were about to experience. I think you felt regret, too, for having masturbated. I hadn't even punished you and you were already awash in that beautiful sense of regret.

    "Look at me," Ella said.

    You turned your head. You looked at your wife. You saw her smile.

    Then you felt the pain. The pain of my hand coming down on your ass. The pain of being spanked by your wife's bull. The pain of the humiliation that accompanied the spanking.

    You lasted two swats before you stood up. Two swats before it was too much. You couldn't stand any more.

    "Take your punishment or get out," Ella said.

    She was serious. You could see it on her face. I could see it. There was no question she was deadly serious. You had a choice to make. You could give up witnessing your cuckolding and the pleasure of cleaning my cum from her pussy or you could take the spanking I'd decided to give you.

    You put your hands on the bed once more. You gave in. You surrendered. Ella smiled. She reached between her legs. She slipped two fingers into her wet pussy.

    "Spank him," she said. "Spank my cuckold husband. Punish him for being a bad boy and cumming without me."

    I grabbed a handful of your hair and pulled tight to keep you in place. I spanked you as your wife watched and masturbated. I delivered another eight swats against your ass cheeks, reddening them quite nicely. I put you in your place. I humiliated you. I made you suffer. I punished you quite suitably for your transgression.

    I released your hair and ordered you back to your knees. You grabbed your ass, rubbed it, and sank down to your position at the foot of the bed.

    "Don't ever cum without me," Ella said. "Do you understand?"

    You nodded. You told her you understood. Her message had gotten through.

    You looked a little shell-shocked as I crawled into the bed with your wife. We both looked down at you as she stroked my cock and I fingered her pussy.

    You were humiliated. Embarrassed. Stunned, even. What man wouldn't have been? After all, you'd just been spanked by your wife's bull. Spanked hard, too.

    You learned your lesson though, didn't you? You don't want to be punished again, do you? Of course you don't. What man would want to suffer that sort of humiliation a second time?

    You enjoyed the rest of the night. We made sure of that. You got to watch your wife cum over and over on my cock. You got to watch me cum inside her twice. You got to clean two loads out of her.

    And then she let you fuck her, cuck. She let you slide your little dick inside her wet, stretched out, well-used pussy. She let you fuck her and you unloaded after just a dozen strokes. You came so hard, cuck. The look on your face was pure pleasure.

    You cleaned your mess from Ella's pussy and then left to prepare us a snack like a good cuck.

    All told, it was a great night for me. To be honest, I wouldn't mind if you decided to misbehave again. There was something invigorating about punishing you, cuck, and I wouldn't be against doing it again.

    That's up to you, though. I suspect you won't misbehave like that again, though. I suspect you'll be a good cuck from here on out.

  
    Notes from Her Bull - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "I want to suck your dick."

    Have you ever gotten a text like that, cuck? Not just from your wife, but from any woman you've ever been with?

    I'll bet you haven't. I'll bet you've never dated or fucked or been with a woman that texted or called to say that she wanted to suck your dick. I'll bet you've never been the kind of man to inspire that sort of desire in a woman.

    I can tell you that there's nothing like it. There really isn't. You know what makes it better to get that text, though? When it comes from a married woman. When you know that the married woman is sitting next to her husband when she pulls out her phone and texts you that she wants to suck your dick. That's fucking hot.

    Did she tell you she was texting me? Did your beautiful wife let you know that she had a desperate desire to have another man's cock in her mouth?

    I wonder if you were fooling around a little. If you were kissing her and playing with her perfect tits. If she felt your little dick get hard and decided that she wasn't in the mood for it. If she decided she preferred to enjoy a real man's cock.

    Did she tell you she was going to suck dick when she left the house? Did she tell you that she was going to drive to my house, walk into my living room, get naked, and then drop to her knees to suck my big cock until I came down her throat?

    That's what she did, cuck. She texted to say she wanted to suck my dick and I invited her over. I didn't even get up off the couch when she came in. I just told her to strip and dance a little bit for me. I told her to sit in my lap and grind her bare ass on my crotch until I was stiff. I played with those perfect tits of hers, too, squeezing them hard and listening to those beautiful moans she lets out when she's really excited.

    Then your beautiful wife got on her knees, took my pants off, and got to work. We both know - I suppose I know better than you - that she's got a talented mouth, that she could suck me off quick if she wanted. She could have been in and out in five minutes.

    I wanted it to last, though, so I told your beautiful wife to take her time. I told her to suck my cock nice and slow. I told her to make sure to pay attention to my balls, too.

    I put on a basketball game and I watched - partially, at least - while your wife worked my dick like a good girl. She put on a fucking show, man. I could see that she was trying her best to get my attention, to make me look down at her instead of the TV. She wanted me all to herself.

    She got it eventually. I mean, a man can only resist a cocksucker as skilled as your wife for so long.

    You know how she looks when she has my attention, when she's making me feel good the way I like to feel good. You know how happy she gets. How her eyes light up. You know she gets downright giddy when she's on the verge of giving me an orgasm. Your wife is fucking amazing, cuck, and so she got my attention last night.

    She kept it for a while, too. I sat there and I watched her suck my dick and balls. I watched her use her hands and lips and tongue to make me feel good. I let her masturbate a little, too, but I wouldn't let her cum. She begged for it, but I wouldn't let her. I told her that she was going to go home and let her cuck husband make her cum. Not until she finished me off, though. Not until she swallowed my fucking load.

    She got there. She made me cum in her pretty mouth. She looked up at me as I blew my load on her tongue. She smiled with my dick in her mouth. She smiled because it makes her so happy to make a real man cum, cuck. She smiled because she got to pleasure my big dick and swallow my thick load.

    I sent her home after she finished. I sent her home to you. I told her to kiss you as soon as she walked through the door. I told her to make sure you got a little taste of my cum, too.

    I told her to sit on your face and ride your tongue to as many orgasms as she wanted. Did she ride your face, cuck? Did your beautiful wife get on top and ride your tongue while she thought of me?

    I hope you enjoyed yourself, cuck.

    ---

    Ella was different before she met me. Sexually speaking, at least.

    We both know that she enjoyed sex before she met me. She even enjoyed sex with you. She probably enjoyed you eating her pussy more than she enjoyed you fucking her, but she enjoyed the sex.

    Things have changed since I came into her life, though. Since she found a bull. Since she found a man capable of unlocking that next level of pleasure.

    Since she found a man that can truly fuck her.

    You see, cuck, your wife loves to be fucked. And I'm not talking about the simple act of a cock sliding in and out of her. No, I'm talking about fucking. I'm talking about the kind of sex that feels like her body has been possessed by the man fucking her, like her body has become an instrument of pleasure for both me and her. I'm talking about her feeling subsumed by sex in the best way possible.

    Do you think your wife took joy - genuine joy - in making you cum before she met me? Or do you think it was simply a lovely byproduct of her pursuing her own pleasure?

    I think it was the latter, cuck. Now, though, it's different. With me, that is. She takes joy in making me cum. She takes joy in her body being the source of my pleasure. More than that, she finds pleasure in it. Knowing that her tight, married cunt is going to make my big cock cum actually heightens Ella's orgasms. It makes them better. It makes her toes curl. It makes her fingers tingle. It makes the sex infinitely more satisfying. Isn't that fucking incredible, cuck?

    You know why? It's because I fuck her the way she needs to be fucked. I fuck her hard. I fuck her deep. I make her feel like she's mine, like she belongs to me, like her pussy and her tits and her mouth belong to me when she's with me. I consume her. I make her feel exactly like she wants and needs to feel and that heightens her orgasms in the most incredible way.

    I make her feel things you've never been able to make her feel, cuck, which is why she can't get enough of me. Why she craves me. Why she needs me so desperately. Why she wants me all the time.

    All of that makes you happy though, doesn't it? You love that your wife is finally getting the sex she craves. You love that you get to taste her pussy after I've been with her. You love that she's grown to understand that you're a cuckold, that you crave different things than most men, and that she's willing to give you those things.

    I was thinking I'd come over tonight, cuck. That I'd make you cook dinner while your wife sucked my dick. That we'd all eat together. That I'd take her to your bedroom while you did the dishes. That I'd fuck your wife and fill her pussy with my cum while you made us dessert. That I'd let you eat my cum out of her pussy while she and I enjoyed the dessert you prepared.

    That sounds like fun, doesn't it, cuck? You eating my cum for dessert?

    You'll thank me afterwards, right? You'll show your gratitude, right? You'll be a good cuck, right?

    ---

    Ella knows that you're a good cuck. She appreciates that you're a good cuck. In fact, just a few minutes ago she was telling me that you're a good cuck.

    That's right. Your wife was just here. She came over to get her fix, cuck. She came over to enjoy my cock while you're at work. I think she finds it especially hot to get fucked while her hubby is working hard to pay the bills, to support her, to support the lifestyle she's come to enjoy.

    She showed up in her workout clothes. Skintight leggings. A sports bra. Her hair in a ponytail. She's going to the gym afterwards. Plus, she knows I love how those workout clothes look. I mean, fuck, a body like hers was meant to be on display in clothes like that. She looks so fucking hot, cuck.

    I wouldn't let her in at first. I made her flash her tits on my front porch. She loved it, though. She likes it when I get demanding, when I make her push her boundaries a little.

    The truth is, I was horny as hell today. I was eager to feel her tight, wet pussy around my dick. I was eager to give your wife the kind of hard, aggressive pounding she likes.

    First, though, I made her suck my dick. I had her got on her knees in my living room. I had her look up at me with those beautiful eyes of hers. I had her beg for my cock.

    It's so fucking hot listening to another man's wife beg for the pleasure of sucking my dick. I thought about you, cuck. I thought about you on your knees next to your wife. I thought about you listening as she begged for my dick, about the humiliation and pleasure you'd feel. I think someday soon I'll put you on your knees next to her. Maybe I'll make you strip first, though. Maybe I'll make you beg with her to convince me to give her a chance to suck on my dick.

    Today, though, she was all alone. Dressed in her tight, sexy workout clothes and begging to take my shorts down and slurp my fat fucking dick. I told her to masturbate while she begged. To put a hand down those leggings and play with her slick little cunt. She was fucking wet, cuck. She was wet from the mere thought of getting fucked by my fat dick.

    I let her suck me. I let her stretch her lips around my big cock and swallow as much as she could. I let her keep masturbating, too. I let her keep playing with that married cunt while she gave me head.

    When I was good and hard I had your wife get on her hands and knees on the couch. I got up behind her, pulled those leggings down, and slid into her from behind.

    Then I waited. I held my dick inside her and waited until she looked back at me with desperation in her eyes. Then I made her beg again. I made your wife beg to get fucked, cuckold.

    I gave her what she wanted. I gave her a hard fucking from behind. That ponytail was nice because it made it so easy to grab her hair and use it for leverage.

    She came so fucking hard. She came twice, cuck. Can you believe your wife is the kind of woman that cums from getting railed from behind by a big-dicked bull that's pulling hard on her hair? Can you believe she's become that kind of woman? Can you believe she had that in her all along, that she had those submissive tendencies that soak her pussy when she's being taken by a superior man?

    She begged one more time before it was over. She begged me to cum inside her. She begged me to flood her married cunt with my load.

    I gave her what she wanted. I flooded that pussy cuck. Then I thought of you again.

    She's on her way to your office. She's going to text when she gets there. You're going to go down to the parking lot and climb into the backseat of her car. You're going to clean her pussy. You're going to eat my cum for lunch and that's all you're going to eat.

    When you're done, you're going to text me and thank me for letting you eat my load for lunch. You're going to be a good cuck and thank your wife, too. You're going to be grateful, just like you should be.

    I look forward to your text, cuck.

    ---

    You had plans, didn't you? You had the whole night planned out, didn't you?

    You and Ella got dressed up. Then you went to that cocktail lounge for a drink. Then you went to dinner at that restaurant with the three month wait for reservations. Then you were going to go home and Ella was going to change into the lingerie you'd bought her. Then you were going to worship her beautiful body for a good long while and then finally you were going to make love to her.

    Those are lovely plans. It's a shame you didn't get very far into executing them. You had, what, an appetizer at the restaurant? Did you even eat the whole thing before your plans went awry?

    How did you feel when Ella let you know about my text? When she told you that I wanted her?

    Were you excited, frustrated, or both?

    You certainly seemed excited when you showed up at my house, so I'm guessing you weren't that frustrated. It was probably a little annoying to have your entire night's plans thrown into disarray, though.

    That was the fun of it. I knew you had plans. Ella told me. I texted her anyway. I wanted to see what would happen. I wanted to see if you were both desperate enough to throw away date night in favor of coming to my house.

    You were. Clearly you were. She looked good in her dress, by the way. A very nice choice. She looked good sucking dick in it, too. God damn does your wife love sucking my dick, cuck. I swear she could cum from giving head alone if I told her to.

    Tell me, how did it feel to have to wash my underwear while your wife gave me a blowjob? Was that embarrassing, cuck? Was it embarrassing to be standing in another man's laundry room and washing his fucking underwear while your wife was on her knees in my living room with my fat dick in her mouth?

    It made the blowjob better for me. Much better. It made it hotter for Ella, too. You know that she gets off on me ordering you around. She gets off on me asserting my control, though that's easy to do when dealing with a cuck like you. A cuck that wants to submit. A cuck that likes that there's a hierarchy in our relationship, a hierarchy that you're at the bottom of.

    At least I let you watch your wife ride my dick. That was generous of me, wasn't it cuck? I let you watch her bounce on my fat cock in my bed.

    Though, I did make you earn that right, didn't I? I made you grab my cock and put it inside her. I made you touch my fat dick and slide it into those wet, plump folds of your wife's needy cunt.

    I think Ella was surprised by how much she liked that. I think she's started to get off on your acts of submission, cuck. I think I'm going to make those acts happen a whole lot more often from now on. I mean, if Ella likes it then it's good for both of us, isn't it?

    Did you enjoy all the dirty talk? Did you enjoy hearing your wife tell me how good my cock felt inside her, how much better it felt than your cock? Did you enjoy all that wild and wondrous moaning and screaming as my cock filled and stretched her pussy, as I smacked her ass, as I played with her tits while she rode my wildly?

    I fucking loved all of it. Every second of it.

    Did you enjoy begging me to cum inside your wife? Did you enjoy that I made you do that? Did you enjoy how frustrated your wife got when you hesitated?

    She likes when I cum inside her, cuck. In fact, I'd say that she loves it. It turns her on. It makes her orgasms better when I cum in her cunt. She likes having a real man cum inside her. She was annoyed when you wouldn't beg. She was annoyed that you didn't do it immediately. She understands your place - as a sub cuck - even better than you do.

    You did beg, though. You begged me to cum in her pussy. You begged me to cum in your wife so that you could clean it out of her. So that you could eat my fucking cum. How humiliating is that?

    The begging made me cum harder, though. There's nothing quite like hearing a pathetic cuck beg for his wife's insemination, after all.

    I blew my load deep inside her. She screamed as she came. Do you remember the look on her face? Do you remember the pleasure? I'll bet you do.

    I remember you begging to eat it out of her. You begged her to sit on your face so you could put your tongue in her cunt and lick up every drop. You begged your wife to feed you a superior man's load.

    How humiliating. How wondrously humiliating. You, eating my cum out of your wife in my bedroom. Your date night turning into a voyeuristic cuckold adventure with a cum-cleaning finish.

    Even better, you didn't get to cum. I forbade it. I told your wife that you'd have to lick up two more of my loads before you were allowed to cum.

    You got one of those loads when I fucked her a second time last night.

    You're still waiting on the next load, though. I think I'll make you humiliate yourself in some way before I fuck it into her. If you had any ideas for how you can earn the right to clean my load out of her, feel free to share them, cuck.

    You don't have to, though. I'll come up with something, I promise. Something naughty. Something humiliating. Something that will make it truly feel like you've earned the right to your orgasm after cleaning my load.

    Until then, enjoy the frustration, cuck.

  
    Notes from Her Bull - Part 4
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     Your wife was so needy when she came over last night, cuck. She was all over me the second she stepped into the house.

    She looked good, by the way. Did you help her pick out that dress? Did you help her pick out the boots? Because she looked fucking hot. I mean, I'm down to fuck your wife no matter what she looks like when she shows up at my house, but yesterday was something special.

    Tell me, cuck, was the lack of panties your idea? It was a nice surprise to get my fingers under her dress to find nothing between me and your wife's cunt. It was a wet cunt last night, by the way. Wet when she walked through the door. Wet because I'll bet she was thinking about my dick.

    How does that make you feel, cuck? Does your little dick get hard at the idea of your wife getting wet as she drove to my place? Does your little dick get all excited that she dressed up for me, that she made herself look spectacularly slutty because she wanted me to pound the hell out of her pussy once she got here?

    I didn't pound her right away, cuck. She was so desperate that I couldn't help but take advantage. First, I fingered that slick cunt of hers while playing with her tits. I played hard, too, though your wife likes it when I get a little rough with her tits. She once told me that she likes it when I send her home with red marks on her tits. She likes it when you see them and you know immediately that I've had my way with them.

    She was sopping wet by the time I was done with that, cuck. Fucking soaked like you wouldn't believe. That's when I made her go down on me.

    I told that beautiful wife of yours to get on her knees. She did so like a good girl and then she pawed at my cock. She kissed it through my jeans. She tried to suck it through them, too.

    I backed away. I made her crawl towards me. Your beautiful, classy wife was on her hands and knees and crawling through my living room so she could get at my cock. She was so fucking desperate for it that she was willing to do that for me, cuck. By the way, she looks good when she's desperate for a real man's dick.

    That's why I love fucking your wife, cuck. You're so inadequate that she's always desperate when she gets to my house. That's doubly true now that she's had me so many times. Every time you get a little sample of her pussy it just reminds her that you're not nearly the man that I am, that you can't come anywhere near fucking her like I do.

    I sat on the couch and made her crawl between my legs. Would you believe that she smiled the whole time, cuck? She shook her ass, too. She was into it. She was into doing whatever it took to thrill me, and there's nothing quite like a beautiful, half naked married woman crawling towards me to turn me on.

    I made her suck my dick slow. She likes to swallow it. To slobber on it. To stroke me fiercely. She likes to drive me crazy with desire so I'll fuck her as soon as possible, but yesterday I made her suck it slow. I wanted her to worship it, to draw it out, to show me that she was willing to do damn near anything so I'd give her the fucking she needed.

    You know what's amazing? To watch another man's wife suck your balls while she's looking up at you with 'fuck me' eyes, cuck. That's amazing. You've never had that experience, have you? Your cock has never made a woman cum so hard that she'd gladly get on her hands and knees, suck your balls, and stare into your eyes while trying her best to silently beg you to pound her. No, of course that's never happened to you.

    I was generous last night, cuck. I let her ride me. I let her ride me to as many orgasms as she could handle. You would have enjoyed watching. You would have gotten off on the look on her face, on the desperate-sounding moans she unleashed. You would have gotten off on the orgasms she had.

    I think I would have put you on your knees behind her. Between my legs, perhaps. Nice and close. That way you could see her cunt stretching around my cock. You could see her juices dripping down onto my balls as she had her third and fourth orgasms on my dick. You could have seen my balls pulsing as I pumped my load inside her, too.

    If you were there I would have made you clean my cum out of her without hesitation, cuck. I would have made her slap you across the face if you'd hesitated for even a second. A cuck doesn't hesitate. A cuck cleans a superior man's cum out of his wife's pussy and he does so gratefully because he's so fucking thankful that his wife finally has a real man to satisfy her.

    I'll bet you cleaned her when she got home, though. I told her to sit on your face, to feed you what was left of my load. I told her to ride your face, too, to spread my cum and her juices all over it, to make it feel like I'd nutted on your fucking cuck face.

    I'll bet you enjoyed that, didn't you?

    Would you enjoy it if I gave you a facial after fucking your wife, cuck? Would you enjoy watching her cum all over my dick before I pull out and jerk off over your face? I'll bet you'd enjoy that, just like I'll bet you'd enjoy beating that little meat of yours while my cum was dripping off your face.

    Who knows, cuck? Maybe I'll be feeling generous one day. Maybe I'll call you in from doing chores while I fuck your wife and treat you to a facial. Maybe, though, I'll make you beg for it before I do it. That's what a cuck deserves, right? To beg for the pleasure of receiving a superior man's load on his face?

    ---

    I don't usually just show up at the house of the married woman I'm fucking. That's risky, after all. Who knows who might be over?

    I showed up yesterday, though. I showed up while you were having dinner. The surprised look on your face when you answered the door was priceless, cuck.

    You invited me in, though. You told your wife I was there. She came running to me. She leapt into my arms. She kissed me with such fierceness that I could taste the dinner you'd made.

    I remember the look on your face when she invited me to eat with you. When she told me to sit at your place at the table, when she told me that I could finish your plate of food.

    Do you remember what it felt like to give up your place at the dinner table? Do you remember what it felt like when I told you to get me a beer? Your face was red. I'm pretty sure you were humiliated, cuck.

    Your wife was generous though, wasn't she? She asked if you'd be able to watch as I did whatever I pleased with her. She knew it wasn't her call to make, that I was the one that would decide if you got to watch - in your own home - but she was kind enough to ask on your behalf.

    I told her I'd think about it. I remember her smile when I said that. She liked that I was so comfortable taking control in your house, that I was more than willing to put my needs far ahead of yours. As you know, she always gets turned on when I put you in your place. She can't help but enjoy when her husband is made to feel like a little less of a man.

    I was generous though, wasn't I cuck? I let you watch your wife suck my dick. I let you get on your knees next to her as I sat on your couch while she blew me. I was even generous enough to tell her to kiss you.

    Did you enjoy it when she leaned over and kissed you after my cock had been in her mouth, cuck? Did you enjoy the taste of my dick on her lips? Did you enjoy the taste of it on her tongue? Did you enjoy how deeply she pushed her tongue into your mouth after it had been all over my fat cock?

    How about when she kissed you after sucking my balls? Did you enjoy the taste of them, cuck? Did you enjoy the taste of my big balls after watching your wife suck them like a good little slut?

    I certainly enjoyed watching you kiss her, and I'm damn sure that your wife enjoyed sharing the taste of me - of my cock and balls - with her cuck husband. And you were hard, weren't you? I saw that little bulge in your pants. I saw that your dick was stiff from watching your wife pleasure me.

    I was at least a little bit generous once I took your wife to your bedroom, wasn't I? I wouldn't let you watch - a cuck doesn't always deserve to watch - but I let you listen. I let you sit outside the door as I fucked your wife in your bed. I even let you play with your little dick - as long as you promised not to cum - while you listened to me pounding her pussy to multiple orgasms.

    Did you like it when she begged me to cum inside her, cuck? Did that turn you on?

    You know, she wasn't doing that for your benefit. She loves it when I cum inside her. She loves that it feels like I'm claiming her pussy, like I'm making it mine by marking it with my seed. She loved that I'd banished you from your own bedroom and seeded her pussy while you were sitting against the door and stroking your pathetic little dick.

    You remember how she screamed in pleasure when I came inside her, right? You remember how she had an orgasm right along with me, right? She came harder because I was painting her insides with my cum, cuck. Much harder. That's because she's become a true hotwife, a cuckoldress, even. She gets off on everything you've always wanted her to get off on.

    I made her that way, cuck. I transformed her into the wife you wanted her to be.

    I hope that you're grateful for that. I hope that you're willing to start showing your gratitude in more significant ways, because if you don't I might have to move on to fucking someone else's beautiful wife.

    ---

    Your last email was so cute, cuck.

    The begging. The pleading. The promises that you'll do just about anything to show your gratitude.

    You really like being a cuck, don't you? That's good, because Ella really enjoys being a hotwife. I think we both know that's true.

    If she didn't, she wouldn't orgasm when you clean my cum from her pussy. She wouldn't beg me to cum inside her. She wouldn't have a huge orgasm when I blow my load in her pussy. She wouldn't crawl on her hands and knees for the pleasure of sucking my dick. She wouldn't come to my house whenever I text her and tell her that I'm in the mood to get my dick sucked and cum down her throat.

    She's a good hotwife. She's getting better as a cuckoldress. I made her that way.

    You're going to become a good cuckold. An even better cuckold, really, because you're already quite good.

    I have a task for you, cuck. You're going to buy a chastity device. It's going to be pink. That's the color a cuck deserves. You're going to order the rush delivery and you're going to message me as soon as it arrives.

    I'll come to your house that night. When I get there, you'll be locked in your cage. You'll get naked to show it to me. Then you'll get on your knees and offer me the key. You'll give me control over your pathetic cock and your orgasms. That's when I'll begin turning you into the best cuck you can be.

    Oh, and in case you're wondering, being a good cuck means being willing to endure a wealth of humiliation for my pleasure. I don't think you'll mind that though, will you, cuck?

    You like eating my cum out of your wife. You like that she prefers to fuck me instead of you. You like that I make you do chores at my house while I'm fucking her. You like that I'll sometimes text you and tell you to come over because my truck needs to be washed.

    You even like that I'm going to have control over your cock. You like the humiliation. You crave it. You get off on it. You're a fucking cuck, after all.

    You know else is true? I get off on humiliating you. It turns me on and it's going to make me want to fuck your wife even more.

    When you're a good cuck, your wife gets fucked more, which means you get more of what you want, even if you'll have to endure humiliation to get it.

    You're not going to enjoy everything I have in store for you, cuck, but in the end I think you'll find that starting down this road by giving me control of that worthless cock of yours is the best decision for you and your beautiful wife.

    Now hurry up and order that chastity device. It's time to get that little dick locked up in a cute pink cage so we can start having real fun.
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     You know what surprised me, cuck?

    How much your wife got off on seeing you locked up in that little pink cage. How much it turned her on to see you quite literally hand me the key to your manhood. I told you she likes being a hotwife, but I think I underestimated just how much she enjoys it.

    I'll be honest, cuck, I enjoyed it more than I thought I would, too. I mean, I knew it would feel good to watch you humiliate yourself like that. I knew it would make your wife want me even more, too. I just didn't know how much fun it would be to see a man wearing a little pink cock cage get on his knees and offer me the key to that cage.

    Do you remember what you said, cuck?

    "I don't deserve control over my orgasms. I'm not man enough. You deserve control over my orgasms."

    You know else I remember? How much your cock strained in that little cage when you uttered those words. You got off on it, didn't you? You got off on humiliating yourself like that. Or, perhaps you got off on finally admitting the truth, on finally embracing the most honest version of yourself.

    I took that key from you and I tucked it away, cuck. That key is important to me. That key represents control. Control over your manhood. Control over you.

    After I took that key, cuck, I put my fingers inside your wife. I slipped my hand into her panties and I pushed two fingers inside her. You know what I found. You could hear it. We could all it hear it.

    She was soaked, cuck. Your wife watched you give your manhood to another man and she was fucking soaked.

    Do you remember what she said when I asked why she was so wet?

    "It's just nice to have a real man in the house."

    You know what that means, don't you cuck? She knows you're not a real man. She knows that you're a fucking cuck. Not that you're into being cuckolded. No. That you're a cuck. That you've transformed from man to cuck. A lesser form of a man. The kind of man that gets off on watching someone else satisfy his wife. The kind of man that sits on his knees by his marital bed and watches his wife welcome a superior man's cock into her slick, wet, needy pussy. The kind of man that will have the best orgasm of his life as he watches another man cum inside his wife.

    I'll bet there are times when it's hard to grapple with what you've become. Maybe while you're at work. You're busy typing away at your boring ass spreadsheet and you're hit with the realization that your cock is locked in a little cage, that another man owns the key to that cage, that your wife would much rather fuck that other man, that your life has forever changed all because you had this fantasy that you just had to turn into reality.

    Of course, whatever angst and agony you feel is worth it, isn't it? Even when you're not allowed to orgasm, the pleasure you feel when I fuck your wife is unlike anything you've ever felt. It's like getting high in the most incredible manner. It's like ascending to an entirely different plane of existence.

    I remember the look on your face as you watched Ella suck my cock on your couch. Your eyes were glued to her lips as they moved up and down my shaft. You moaned a few times, doing so right along with your wife as I fingered her pussy and told her what a good girl she was for worshiping my cock without hesitation. She got wetter when I called her a good girl, by the way.

    Did you enjoy it when I let you kiss your wife? Did you enjoy the taste of my cock on her lips?

    You know what I enjoyed? That you thanked me for letting you kiss her. That you understood that I was the one in control, that I was the one that decided if you got to kiss your wife. That I was the one that handed out any pleasure you might experience.

    Remember that going forward, cuck, because that's going to continue to be true. I'm the one in control. I'm the one that decides when and how you experience any pleasure, from witnessing your cuckolding to kissing your wife after she's sucked my dick to cleaning my cum out of her pussy to being released from your little pink prison to have an orgasm.

    I wouldn't count on having many of those going forward, by the way.

    I was awfully generous last night, wasn't I? I let you watch. I let you clean your wife's pussy after I'd cum inside her. I let you make us drinks after I'd fucked her. I even let you watch a second time.

    You should be thankful that I let you sleep in your own bed last night, cuck, because I thought about spending the night. I thought about extending my ownership of your wife's pussy for a night, about fucking her throughout the night while you listened from the guest bedroom, about feeding you as much cum as I could produce.

    That will happen soon enough, though. In fact, you're going to have a wealth of first time experiences going forward, cuck.

    Want to know what's going to happen the next time you see me?

    You're going to suck my cock for the first time, cuck. You're going to surrender a little more of your manhood to me by giving me a blowjob while your wife watches. You're going to suck dick in front of her and when you're done, you're going to thank me for the privilege. Your wife is going to hear you thank another man for the privilege of sucking his cock.

    And, just in case you've forgotten as you experience a touch of panic, I control the key to your chastity device and if you refuse to suck my cock you're never getting out of it. Never, cuck. Never.

    See you soon.

    ---

    You know what I was thinking after you left last night?

    I wondered if you and Ella talked about it. If either of you brought it up. If you talked about the fact that you sucked cock last night. If you talked about the fact that you obviously enjoyed it. If you talked about the fact that you got off on being made to suck a superior man's cock.

    I'll bet you talked about it. I'll bet you wanted to know what your wife really thought. I'll bet you wanted to know if she saw you differently after you'd given a superior man a blowjob because you'd been ordered to.

    Though you didn't have to ask Ella to know the answer, did you? Of course she looks at you differently. What woman wouldn't see her husband differently after he'd sucked a superior man's cock?

    If the first time you took me in your mouth didn't change how she saw you, the second time did. How could it not? She listened to her husband beg for the privilege of sucking a superior man's cock. She listened as you looked up at me from your knees and begged to suck on my dick, to get me hard for your wife, to show me that you understand your place as an inferior cuck.

    The truth is, while I'm sure she sees you differently, you haven't changed all that much in her eyes. The real difference happened when you asked her to cuckold you for the first time. That's when the massive shift happened. That's when she realized you weren't like most men. That's when she realized she wasn't married to the man she thought she was married to.

    Ella made the right choice though, didn't she? She chose to cuck you. She chose to let you be the man you are. In making that choice, she also chose to let me be the man I am. She didn't know me yet, of course, but by choosing to cuck you she welcomed me into your life, she let me become the bull I was meant to be.

    I'd say we both have a lot to thank Ella for. I get to have as much great sex as I can handle and I get my cock sucked an awful lot, too. You get to have no sex at all. You get to suck cock. You get to eat pussy. You get to do chores for the man that fucks your wife to the orgasms she craves. You get to be a little bitch of a man while I get to be a virile, dominant alpha male that's slowly showing your wife exactly what kind of man you are and will always be.

    I wonder, cuck, did my cock taste better when it was coated in her pussy juices? Did you like blowing me after your wife had taken a wild ride, after she'd filled my bedroom with screams of pleasure because she was cumming so fucking hard on my dick?

    Did my cock taste sweet like her pussy does? Was it better to blow me after she'd cum on my dick?

    I thought of it like you showing your gratitude. You took me in your mouth and sucked me like a little cuck bitch because you wanted to thank me for satisfying your wife in ways you're truly incapable of satisfying her.

    I'll bet I know what your absolute favorite part of the night was.

    It was right after your wife had cum. My cock was in your mouth and she was cuddled up next to me in my bed. She rested her hand on my chest, kissed me on the cheek, and then watched you for a little while. We both watched you.

    Then she said, "He looks so good with your cock in his mouth. Like it's just...like it's just right. Like it was meant to be. Like he was always going to be a cuck. Like he was destined to be a cocksucker for a superior man."

    That felt good, didn't it? Any nerves you had disappeared, didn't they?

    Did she say that in the car while you drove back to your house? Did she affirm that opinion? Did she tell you that she really did like seeing you suck cock?

    I can tell you that I enjoyed it more than I thought I would. It's a powerful thing to humiliate a man in front of his wife. To quite literally take some of your manhood from you while she watches. To feel her dig her fingernails into my chest and kiss my neck before moaning and whispering that she wants me inside her pussy again. That all happened while you were sucking my dick, cuck. Your wife watched your manhood disappear and I suddenly seemed like even more of a man to her. That's the fun of this. That's the thrill. She wants me even more after I humiliate you.

    That's why it's going to keep happening. That's why nothing can stop this now. I own your cock. I own your manhood. I'm well on my way to owning whatever part of your wife is available to own.

    How far can I push you, I wonder? How much of your manhood will you surrender in the name of chasing the thrill of being a cuck?

    I'm not sure, but I intend on finding out.

    ---

    I would have given anything to see the look on your face when your wife gave you the panties.

    How long did it take you to realize that you were supposed to wear them? Did you stare dumbly at those pretty pink panties I'd bought you? Did five seconds pass before you realized what I wanted? Did ten seconds pass before you realized that your wife was handing you a pair of panties that her bull bought with the express intent of humiliating you?

    I gave her very careful instructions. She was to hand you the panties. She was to say they were from me. Then she was to wait in silence until you did something.

    When she texted to tell me that you didn't even argue, that you took your time, but that you put them on I can't tell you how excited I was. I like that you accept your place now, cuck. I like that you understand what you are. I like that you get that your chastised cock belongs in panties when a real man is coming to the house.

    I like that you're in your panties right now. That your locked little cock and pathetic balls are encased in soft, feminine, delicate lace.

    I'll be leaving soon. I'll be coming to your house. I'll be spending the night in your bed. I'll be fucking your wife whenever I want. Your job will be to tend to our needs.

    Your job begins before I arrive. I want you on your knees and worshiping your wife's pussy when I walk through the door. I want to see your pantied ass as soon as I walk into the living room. I want to hear her moaning. I want her wet and horny as hell by the time I come in. I want her to watch her pantied, chastised cuck of a husband eat her pussy while she thinks about getting fucked by a real man.

    Make sure you're ready to suck dick tonight, too. That's a cuck's job, after all, which means you'll be doing it every single time I see you, cuck. You're a cocksucker now. A pantied, chastised cocksucker. You're my cocksucker. I fucking own you.

    See you soon.

    ---

    You were such a good cuck last night and this morning.

    You were on your knees eating pussy like I instructed when I arrived. Your wife was wet and worked up, too. She looked at me with genuine desperation in her eyes when I stripped as you ate her out. She looked so ravenous when I started stroking my dick.

    Then she uttered those magic words. "Make him suck your cock."

    Your wife wanted to watch me degrade you. She wanted me to make you suck my dick. She wanted to watch you give away a little more of your manhood.

    I'd have been crazy to disappoint her, so I ordered you to crawl to me, to look up at me, to beg for the pleasure of sucking my cock.

    You know what I saw? I saw pleasure in your eyes, cuck. I saw how much you enjoyed being made to beg. I saw how much you wanted to suck my cock. I saw how good the humiliation makes you feel. I saw that you get off on it.

    That's what makes this whole thing so perfect, isn't it? I get off on humiliating you. Your wife gets off on seeing you get humiliated (and then getting fucked by a real man, of course). You get off on being humiliated. It's a perfect little trio we've built, isn't it?

    So I made you suck my dick. Your wife played with her pussy. Your cock throbbed in its little pink cage, making a mess in your panties as you leaked precum into them.

    I liked making you suck my balls. There's something so potent about seeing a humiliated cuck on his knees in front of me. About seeing him suck my big balls, the balls that are going to unload a whole mess of cum into the cuck's wife. 

    I'll be honest, I almost came right there. I was stroking my dick and watching you suck on my balls like a pathetic little bitch and I almost got off on it.

    That's why I took your wife right to the bedroom. That's why I fucked her from behind, why I took her pussy doggystyle and used it hard. I was in the mood to dominate last night, to be in control, to use the both of you.

    You loved when she came as I fucked her from behind. I could see it in your eyes and on your face, cuck. I could see how excited you got. I could see you trying to play with that little dick of yours, too.

    You got your reward, though. You got to eat your wife's pussy and clean my cum out of her. You got to give her an orgasm with your tongue, too.

    Before I let you do that, though, I made you thank me. That was fucking hot. You on your knees, looking up at the bed and thanking me for satisfying your wife, for doing the things that you're not able to do. I like that you threw in a little extra gratitude, too, when you thanked me for cumming inside her so you could have the pleasure of licking my load out of her pussy. You were genuinely grateful for that too, weren't you?

    I'll bet you enjoyed waking up to the sounds of sex coming from your bedroom this morning, didn't you? When was the last time you fucked your wife in the morning? When was the last time she was horny enough for your dick to crawl under the covers, suck you until you were nice and hard, and then climb on top of you and ride you until you'd filled her pussy with cum?

    I'll bet it's been years since that happened. Maybe longer. She just doesn't want your dick like that. That's why you're a cuck. That's why this little trio of ours is flourishing.

    There's so much more fun we can have, cuck, and I intend to fully explore it. I hope you're ready.
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     Your wife surprised me last night, cuck. I think she surprised you too.

    I know she's really gotten into you being humiliated. I know it really turns her on. You know it too.

    Still, last night was surprising.

    It was fucking hot though, wasn't it? Or maybe it wasn’t hot for you. I don't know. I wasn't really paying attention. Your needs don't matter all that much to me. You're just a fucking cuck, after all.

    I remember the look on your face, though. It was mostly in your eyes given that your lips were stretched around my dick.

    Those eyes of yours went wide when she said, "Make him suck you off. Cum in his mouth. Make my fucking cuck give you a full blowjob like a good little bitch."

    I mean, damn. Your wife said that, cuck. I'm sure those words are still bouncing around your head. She wanted you to be more than a fluffer or a cock cleaner. She wanted you to go all the way. She wanted you to be a full on cocksucker for me.

    Who was I to argue? I made you suck me off. I made you suck a load out of me. I made you take your fucking time, too. I made you suck me nice and slow while I fooled around with your wife.

    What was it like watching us kiss while your lips were wrapped around my dick? What was it like watching me play with those utterly perfect tits of hers while you were blowing me like a little bitch? What was it like watching me finger her slick cunt while her eyes were fixed on your cocksucking lips wrapped so tightly around my dick?

    I liked how your eyes went wide when I came in your mouth. How it was almost too much for you to have a real man's cum exploding onto your tongue.

    You took it, though. You took it like a good cuck. You took it all.

    Then I made you hold it in your mouth. I made you hold my load on your tongue. I made you show it to us. I made you hold it and taste it until I gave you permission to swallow.

    I enjoyed humiliating you like that. I enjoyed how turned on your wife got. I enjoyed how ravenous she was when I got hard again. I enjoyed how desperate she was to take a deep, rough fucking from me. I enjoyed how she wanted you nice and close while you watched.

    I have a task for you, cuck.

    You need practice sucking dick. You're good, but you could be better. So you're going to buy a toy. One that's roughly as big as my dick. You're going to practice sucking it for at least fifteen minutes every single day and you're going to let your wife know each and every time you take up that practice. I want her to know that you're working hard to be a better cocksucker for her bull.

    Oh, and make sure you take a brief video of your cocksucking practice and send it to me. I want proof that you're doing as you're told.

    I'll give you a few days to get the toy, but I expect to get a video soon or I'm going to beat your ass with a belt, cuck.

    ---

    I'll bet you didn't expect your wife to be willing to help you film those videos I demanded. I love that she's been so happy to participate in your humiliation, though.

    I understand that it was her idea to make you wear panties over your cage and have you strip before you started practice? She's becoming quite the cuckoldress, isn't she?

    You're already getting better, you know. You can take the toy deeper and you can go longer without your jaw getting sore. It will still take some time, but you're going to be an excellent cocksucker.

    You still feel nothing but humiliation when you think about being a good cocksucker, don't you? I can't blame you for that, cuckold. I can, however, promise you that it will change.

    You see, the daily practice and your wife's delight in your cocksucking will get you to a place where you're actually proud to be good at giving head.

    Isn't that incredible? A straight man that takes pride in his ability to suck dick? A straight man that gleefully sucks dick while dressed in panties and a cock cage? Now that's fucking humiliating.

    That's also your place, cuck. That's exactly what you should be. That's exactly the kind of man you are. You probably don't think of yourself that way, but you will. You'll be a proud cocksucker. A proud cuckold. A proud cum slut.

    Oh, and at some point you'll be a proud anal slut, too, but that's for a little bit further down the line.

    ---

    You felt it last night, didn't you? You felt excitement at the prospect of sucking my cock.

    I could see it on your face, cuckold. I could see that you were excited to show me and your wife that you've gotten better at sucking dick. I could see that you're already well on your way to becoming the cocksucking bitch we both know you were born to be.

    You tried to hide your excitement, but I don't blame you for that. You're straight, after all. You're not attracted to men. You're not attracted to dick. You just can't resist the urge to serve your wife and the superior man that's taken your place as her primary sexual partner.

    You know what else? I think you were a little bit disappointed that I didn't let you finish me with your mouth. I think you wanted to fully prove that you're a good cocksucker, but that's not really your right. After all, I'd much rather fuck your wife and cum in her pussy than I would in your mouth.

    Don't worry, though. I have a solution, cuck. The next time I come over, I'm going to bring a friend. I'm going to let you suck his dick while your wife and I watch. We're going to fool around while you give head to a total stranger. We're going to watch you suck and slobber on his dick and work to make him cum in your mouth. We're going to watch while you suck cock and claim the reward that all cocksuckers crave, that hot fucking load on your tongue.

    If we get really hot and bothered I'll have your wife suck my cock so the two of you can give blowjobs together.

    If it goes well, I might make it a regular thing. Would you enjoy that, cuck? Would you enjoy it if I occasionally brought over a friend for you to suck off? Maybe you'd enjoy sucking someone else's dick while I took your wife to your bedroom and pounded her pussy until she was screaming. Maybe you'd enjoy having a dick in your mouth while you listened to me flood your wife's pussy with my load.

    The idea has me excited, cuck, so I think there's a good chance I'm going to make that happen at some point.

    ---

    Damn, cuck, your wife got all kinds of worked up as she watched you blow my friend.

    That lingerie you picked out was sexy, by the way. All that lace and those stockings with the garter belts. That was damn good stuff. It made her a whole lot more fun to touch and tease as we watched you give a blowjob like a good little cuck bitch.

    You had on those pink panties and your dick was locked in that little pink cage. You were so nervous, cuck. But you knew that you had to be a good cocksucker, that it was your duty to get on your knees in front of my friend and fucking beg to pleasure his dick.

    You did your job, cuck. You sucked that dick. You showed that your practice has paid off. You sucked and slobbered all over it and my friend rewarded you with a mouthful of his thick cum.

    That felt good, didn't it? Sucking him off and feeling his dick throb in your mouth as he blew his load? That felt fucking good, didn't it?

    You were a good cuck so I rewarded you.

    I let you eat your wife's pussy to get it nice and wet for me. I let you peel off her panties and remove her high heels in the bedroom. I let you get on the bed and had her get on top in a cuckold 69. I let you suck my dick a little before I pushed it deep into her pussy. I let you clean me multiple times as I pulled out and stuffed your mouth. I let you clean her, too, as she sat on your face after I'd given her a good pounding.

    I let you help your wife cum by licking her clit as I fucked her. I let her play with you locked up cock and your cute little balls through your panties as she took my dick from behind. I let you watch me pump my load so fucking deep into her slick, warm, wet pussy. I let you beg for the chance to clean it out of me. I let you put your tongue inside her as she sat on your face. I let you drink my load from her cunt.

    It was good of you to thank me when the night was over, cuck. I gave you a great many gifts last night and a cuckold should always thank his wife's bull when he's grateful.

    I have another task for you, cuck.

    I want to take your wife away for the weekend. I want to stay at a luxurious hotel. I want you to pay for it.

    So book us a room. Make sure you impress me with your generosity. Make sure you pack her suitcase, too. She shouldn't have to lift a finger to prepare for a weekend with me.

    Oh, and one more thing. You need to buy yourself a set of butt plugs. It's time to begin your anal training. You'll start while your wife and I are on our little vacation.

    Talk soon, cuck.

    ---

    First of all, you did a great job booking this hotel, cuck. It's gorgeous. The room is spacious and I like that you made sure we got a balcony with a view.

    And yes, I already fucked your wife on that balcony. I took a video if it, too. I think you'll like it. She's got a good grip of the railing and she's moaning loud enough for anyone nearby to hear as I pound her from behind. There's a great part where she looks back at the camera and tells me how good it feels to have my big dick inside her.

    It was also a wise choice to book a room with such a big bathtub. We soaked together and got all kinds of worked up doing so. She just couldn't keep her hands off my cock. It wasn't long before I was sitting on the edge of the tub while she sucked my cock. She gave my balls a nice tongue bath, too. We didn't even bother drying off before rushing to the bed so I could fuck her and pump my load deep inside her. It's too bad you weren't there to clean up, but a cuckold doesn't always get everything he wants, does he?

    I haven't received a video of you plugging your ass, cuck. If I don't get one by the end of the day I'll have to punish you when we get back and I think you understand that I'll be harsh in that punishment.

    Remember, you're a cuck. You no longer fully control your body or your sexuality. Your wife and I control that. We get to have whatever fun we want with you. So you better start training that ass.

    You don't have to, I suppose, but if you don't it's going to be really painful when you finally get fucked.

    The only question, really, is who's doing the fucking the first time. Should I get your wife a strapon so she can take your ass while I watch? Should I be the one to fuck you while she watches the last shred of your manhood disappear? Should I bring in a friend that will pound your tight little cuck hole while your wife and I watch and fool around?

    You could voice an opinion if you'd like, but it won't really matter. We're going to do whatever the fuck we want. That's just how it goes, cuck. We get to do as we desire and you get to enjoy the pleasure of doing as you're told.

    ---

    Your wife is a passionate woman, cuck.

    I fucked her countless times this weekend. I fucked her all over that hotel room. I even fucked her in the sauna. I made her cum so many times I lost count.

    I guess that's why she wanted to suck my dick on the drive home. I guess she wanted to show her gratitude by pleasuring me. There was no chance I was turning that down, so when she reached over about halfway through the drive I was more than happy to give her full access to my cock.

    When was the last time you got road head, cuck?

    I'll bet it's been years, though I'd also bet there's a chance it's never happened.

    It's fucking bliss, cuck. To have a beautiful woman's head bobbing up and down in your lap while her wet, warm, tight mouth works your cock. I'm not sure there's a better feeling in the world. I'm really not.

    Your wife made it last, too. She took her fucking time. It really did feel like she was showing her gratitude for all the orgasms just as much as she was trying to make me cum.

    I got a few knowing looks from people in cars passing by. They saw her head bobbing up and down. They saw your wife pleasuring a real man. They saw her eagerly sucking and stroking my dick, or at least they knew that's what she was doing.

    You know, when the three of us are in the car you're usually the driver, cuck, but maybe I'll make you sit in the back next time. Maybe I'll make you watch your pretty wife's head bob up and down in my lap. Maybe I'll make you listen to those wet, sloppy, beautiful sounds of sucking as she pleasures me because that's what feels fucking good to her. You'd love that shit, wouldn't you, cuck?

    I came in her mouth. I gave her one last load after a weekend of filling her pussy with my cum. The orgasm felt like it lasted forever, too. It was fucking incredible. She sat up, swallowed, wiped her lips clean, and told me that she loved sucking my dick.

    She's still a much better cocksucker than you, cuck, but you're improving. All that practice is paying off, just like plugging your ass is going to pay off when it comes time for you to fully surrender your manhood and get fucked.

    That's happening soon, by the way, so you better keep plugging yourself.

    Kiss your wife for me, cuck, and when you do, think of my dick in her mouth as I drove us home from the hotel you paid for. Think of her sucking me like a good girl, think of her working to make me cum in her mouth to show her gratitude.

    Then ask her to film you while you plug your ass and practice your cocksucking. Maybe if you're lucky she'll let you crawl between her legs and eat her pussy when you're done.
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    Sometimes I can't help but wonder what it's like to be a cuck.

    For instance, what was it like to ride in the backseat of my car while your wife sucked my dick in the front seat? What was it like to watch her head bobbing up and down in my lap as I drove us to the restaurant? What was it like to hear her say how much she loved sucking my cock?

    I know it turned you on. You're a cuck, so of course it turned you on.

    She made it noisier for you, you know. She cares about you. She wanted you to get turned on. She wanted you to hear her sloppy wet sucking and get hard while you sat in the back seat like a good boy.

    You know what else I wonder? What was it like to sit in the car while I took your wife to dinner? What was it like to wait like you're little more than the pet we leave in the car because you're not allowed in the restaurant?

    Did you think about us kissing at our table? Did you think about me fingering your wife's cunt under the table? Did you think about her kissing my neck and whispering about how much she loved sucking my dick while I drove? Did you think about her telling me that it turns her on when I put my hand on the back of her head and take charge during the blowjob?

    She's changed, hasn't she? She's become a sexually liberated woman. She's discovered a part of herself that had laid dormant for her entire life. She likes servicing my cock. She likes pleasuring me, even if she's not going to have an orgasm in the moment. She got all kinds of wet sucking my dick and got even wetter talking to me about how much she liked it.

    You know what else she liked? That I made you wait in the car while we had dinner. She kept talking about it. It turns her on when I take charge of you, cuck. It turns her on that I'm strong enough to make her husband submit to whatever I desire. It makes her pussy all kinds of wet, which benefits me as she can really take a hard pounding when she's nice and wet.

    Did you enjoy watching as she blew me on the drive home? She spent fifteen minutes sucking my cock. Worshiping my cock, really. She was so good, cuck. She was so eager. She was so happy to make me feel good while you watched from the back seat.

    Wasn't it nice of me to let you come into my house? I could have made you wait in the car while I fucked your wife, but I didn't. I let you come inside. I let you do chores for me while I fucked her.

    Wasn't it nice of me to leave the bedroom door open so you could hear me fucking her? Didn't it make your dick hard to hear her moans while you were busy folding my laundry and cleaning the dishes I'd left after breakfast?

    Her pussy was wetter because I wouldn't let you watch. It was wetter because I made you do chores while I fucked her. She fucking loves that stuff, cuck, which is why I'll be doing a lot more of it in the future.

    How does it feel to know that your wife gets off on your humiliation? I'll bet it turns you on. I'll bet it drives you absolutely wild in the best way possible. I'll bet it makes you crave even more humiliation.

    Don't worry. I've got plenty more planned for you. I was thinking I'd get you a uniform for when you do chores around my house while I fuck your wife. How would you feel about dressing up as a maid? A frilly satin outfit and maybe a pair of heels. Wouldn't that be humiliating? Wouldn't that make you feel like the beta cuck bitch that you are?

    Can you imagine having to get on your knees and suck my dick while dressed in that outfit? Can you imagine having to beg for the chance to fluff my cock while dressed like a little sissy maid bitch? How fucking humiliating. I'll bet it would make your wife's pussy wet.

    There's so much more fun to have, cuck, and you can be sure I'm going to have it.

    ---

    I've never gotten a foot massage from a plugged, chastised, pantied cuck before. Not until last night, at least.

    I have to say, I enjoyed it. There was something so nice about sitting on your couch with my arm around your wife while you were on your knees in front of us giving me a massage. You're pretty damn good at it, too. I guess a cuck needs to be good at foot rubs, though. If not, his wife might kick him to the curb long before she starts cucking him and finds out that life married to a beta bitch can be amazing.

    If I had to guess, I'd say that you didn't really enjoy it when I told you to suck on my toes. The look on your face made it seem like you didn't enjoy it, at least.

    You did it, though. You even made eye contact when I instructed you to.

    Your wife liked it, cuck. She moaned while she watched. She moaned because I was in charge, because I was humiliating her husband. Did you see how she started stroking me through my pants while you were sucking my toes? Did you see how she was kissing me? Did you hear how she begged for the chance to suck my dick?

    She was a little disappointed when I told her that I wanted you to fluff me first. You can't blame her, though. She likes my cock. She likes pleasuring my cock. She likes it when I use her mouth for my pleasure. Hell, she likes it when I use any part of her body for my pleasure.

    I like watching you humiliate yourself, though. I like watching you massage my feet, suck on my toes, and then kiss your way up my legs. I like seeing how difficult it is for you to do that. I like seeing that you're struggling but you're doing it anyway because you want to be a good cuck.

    Of course, you didn't hate all of it, did you? I saw your caged cock leaking into your panties. I saw how drippy you were. I saw that you got drippier as you sucked my fat dick. I saw that you fully embraced being a beta bitch and surrendered to the pleasure of humiliating.

    Then I let your wife ride my cock and made you suck my toes while she did. How did that feel, cuck? How did it feel to be on your hands and knees with your face down and your ass up while you sucked my fucking toes and listened to your wife fill your living room with wild moans as she bounced on my cock?

    You know what I thought about for a brief moment while all that unfolded?

    I thought about you getting fucked, cuckold. I thought about someone being behind you, sliding your panties aside, pulling out your plug, and filling your ass with his fat dick. I mean, that would complete the humiliation, wouldn't it? Getting pounded by a man while you sucked my toes as your wife rode my cock? What could more humiliating for a bitch like you?

    I hope the plug training is going well. I hope your ass is ready to get fucked, because it's happening soon.

    ---

    What does it feel like to get your caged cock sucked on?

    Is it pleasurable? Is it the ultimate tease? Is it kind of like a blowjob, only the pleasure isn't anywhere near the same? Is it agonizing because you desperately want your cock to get hard and it just can't?

    Is a chastity blowjob better when you're on your back in a cuckold 69? I'll bet it is.

    You were quite grateful that I let you watch like that. What cuckold wouldn't be, though?

    I mean, is there any better position to admire the beauty of your wife's pussy as it stretches around a superior cock? Is there, cuck? You can really see how much better I am than you when you're in that position, can't you? You can see every little detail that makes my superiority so clear.

    This time, though, I had her suck on your little dicklet in its cage. I had her suck and moan. Did the moaning feel good? Did that make your cage vibrate? Did you like that?

    She said you were dripping precum, but of course you were. I'd given you a gift and you were excited. I'd let you watch from the perfect cuck position.

    I'll bet I know what part you liked best.

    I'll bet you enjoyed it when she sat on your face after I'd cum inside her. I'll bet you loved it, in fact. My cum pouring out of her pussy and into your mouth. The sounds of your wife kissing me. My cock resting on your forehead. It must have been so wondrously humiliating that your part in our little threesome amounted to little more than being a piece of furniture that doubled as a method of clean up for your wife's well-fucked cunt.

    Your face was such a mess when she climbed off of you. Cum and pussy juice and precum everywhere. I'm sorry we laughed at you, but it was hard not to. It's not often that a man looks like you did.

    You were so dutiful, though. You happily got on your knees and cleaned my cock while your wife told me how grateful she was that I always fucked her so good. You sucked my balls for a while, too, and then you happily ran off to the kitchen like a good cuck to make us a snack before round two.

    I know you were a little disappointed that I kicked you out of the bedroom before fucking your wife a second time, but a cuck doesn't always get what he wants. In fact, a cuck almost never gets what he wants. That's the fun of it though, isn't it? You only get what I'm willing to give you, which means you need to be a good cuck to impress me, which means you need to embrace my desire to humiliate you.

    Speaking of which, it's time that you started fucking your ass with a dildo, cuck. You'll do it in front of your wife, in fact. You'll let her watch as you prep your ass for the penetration that's coming. In fact, you'll tell her how badly you want to get fucked by a real man or by her strapon. I don't care if you don't mean it. I want you to confess your desire to get your ass pounded like a good beta bitch.

    If you don't do as I ask I won't allow you to watch me fuck your wife. In fact, I won't even allow you to listen. Even hearing your wife's pleasure is a reward for a cuck and if you can't do as you're told, you don't deserve any rewards. So be a good cuck.

    ---

    Last night was fun, wasn't it?

    You were dressed in a new pair of panties. Your cock was locked and your ass was plugged, as has become the norm when you're in cuck mode.

    Your wife looked incredible in the black lingerie and those leather boots you picked out for her. She was brimming with confidence when she walked into the room dressed like that.

    Did you notice that she didn't even look at you, cuck? Did you notice that it was like you weren't even in the room, that she only had eyes for me?

    That happens sometimes, usually when a woman is massively aroused. She can't help but focus all her energy on the man that's going to help her with that arousal. She could maybe ride your tongue to an orgasm, but that's nothing like riding my cock and so there was no reason for her to even consider doing anything with your dick.

    I don't think she was expecting to have to put on a cocksucking show, but I was in a certain kind of mood last night. I wanted to see if your wife would be willing to suffer through a bit of discomfort for the pleasure of making me feel good. I sort of wanted to see if she'd be willing to act like my personal pornstar.

    I told her to give me a lap dance. I let you watch from your knees. I even let you kiss her boots while she ground her ass into my crotch. I loved playing with her perky tits while she did that. They felt so good in my hands. I loved getting just a little bit rough with them, too. I loved that she was willing to let me do so.

    Then I made your wife strip off my pants and underwear. I made her kiss her way up my thighs. I made her suck my big balls while she stroked my cock and looked up at me with those 'fuck me' eyes.

    I wanted my cock worshiped. I wanted it deepthroated. I wanted her to gag on it, cuck. I wanted your wife to choke on my cock and experience some of the discomfort that happens when you truly commit yourself to worshiping the man that makes you feel so good when he fucks you.

    I was delighted that she was more than happy to do it. She suffered through it for me. She throated my cock. She gagged on it. Her eyes watered. Her nose ran. Saliva dripped from her mouth.

    You know what might have been even more fun, though?

    When I told her to gather that saliva and spread it over your face. When I told her to make a mess of her cuck. When I told her to spit on your face and rub it in. When I added in a healthy dose of humiliation for you because that's what a fucking cuck deserves.

    I'll admit that I was surprised that she was so into it. She really loved spitting on your face. She smiled every time she did it. She offered you quite a few kisses, too. She seemed to enjoy that. She liked making it wet and sloppy and messy and humiliating.

    I liked it too. I liked that I was in control of both of you, that you were both so eager to do exactly as you were told, though you really just had to sit there and take it. You did it like a good boy, though. Like a very good boy.

    I made her suck me until I came in her mouth. I made her hold it in her mouth. Then I told her to spit it on your face. I told her to make a mess of her cuck.

    Do you remember what it was like to wait with your eyes closed? To know that your wife was about to spit a hot load of cum all over your face? Was it humiliating to wait like a bitch? To wait on your knees without offering any resistance to what I wanted?

    Did the fact that I let you play with your caged cock make it better, cuck? Did you enjoy that? Did you enjoy getting to indulge in that little bit of masturbatory pleasure? I'll bet you did.

    Then she spit all over you. She spit my load on your face. She made a fucking mess of it. She rubbed it in. She shoved her cum-covered fingers into your mouth. She made you choke on them. She made you spit up and then she rubbed that into your face. She was getting off on it, which was the part I liked best.

    I made you keep that mess on your face all night long. I made you keep it while you watched me fuck your wife. I made you keep it while you cleaned her pussy and cleaned my cock. I made you keep it after I'd left. I made you keep the dried mess on your face until this morning when you were allowed to shower and clean it off.

    You did as you were told. You were a good cuck. A good bitch. That's why I let you eat your wife's pussy this morning. That's why I'm considering letting you out of your cage soon. I might even let you have a few strokes inside your wife's pussy. Wouldn't that be nice, cuck? Wouldn't it be nice to feel that wetness again? I wonder if you could cum in just a few strokes?

    We'll find out soon enough.

  
    Notes from Her Bull - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Tell me, cuck, do you like it when I have your wife wear nothing but your chastity key? Do you like it when she walks around the house naked with the key to your locked up cock nestled between her breasts? Does it drive you absolutely mad to know that she could provide you with the freedom you crave and that she's unwilling to do so until I give her permission?

    You know what I love about being a bull? It's the power, cuckold. It's the power that's given to me by a hotwife - and sometimes her cuck husband - simply because I can provide her with a kind of sexual pleasure she's never experienced before.

    That's what it is. You know it's true. I fuck her like no man ever has. I fuck her so much better than you that she no longer looks at you as a real man. In her eyes you've become a cuck. You've become something less than a man. You've become a chastised, pantied, submissive little bitch that deserves only to watch as another man satisfies his wife.

    Let's not pretend you don't like that, though. You fucking love that, don't you? You've always wanted to be a cuck. Sure, you were fairly certain you didn't want to be put in chastity, that you didn't want to be made to wear panties, that you didn't want to be made to clean up my cum or suck my cock or take toys up your asshole. You like all of it though, don't you? You like feeling that humiliation. You like being degraded by the man that fucks your wife far better than you.

    I like the power of being able to change the way your wife looks at you. I like being able to make you a lesser man in her eyes. I like being able to slowly turn you into a cuck.

    I also like that I've made you both happier. You know it's true.

    You know that you loved the fact that your wife was parading around naked with your chastity key between her breasts. You know that you loved that she let you give her a massage, that she let you suck on her toes, that she let you worship her breasts, that she let you eat her pussy multiple times, that she didn't let you out of your cage through all of it.

    The time is coming though, cuck. You'll get out of your cage soon. You'll even get to slide that worthless dick of yours into your wife's pussy for a few strokes. If you can cum in just a few strokes, you'll get to have an orgasm inside of her. Wouldn't that be amazing? Wouldn't it be generous of me to let you cum inside your wife's pussy? Isn't it just the most incredible thing in the world that another man now makes those decisions for you?

    Don't you just love being a cuck?

    ---

    I've decided I'm going to make you earn the right to fuck your wife. You need to go above and beyond what you've already done. You need to prove to me that I should let you out of your cage.

    Outside of the usual parameters of being a good cuck husband to your wife, I have an extra task for you. A task that you must complete before I'll instruct your wife to release you from chastity.

    You need to give a blowjob. To completion. You need to swallow the cum. You need to thank the man you've blown for the privilege of sucking his cock.

    You can suck anyone you want. Your wife needs to witness it or you need to have him get a quick video of you sucking his dick. You also need a quick video of his cum in your mouth to prove that you sucked him off and took his load.

    You don't have to do this, of course, but if you don't I'm not going to let you out of chastity outside of your supervised cleanings and I certainly won't be letting you slide that worthless dick of yours inside your wife.

    If you do it, though, and get proof, I'll let you pump away at your wife's cunt for a handful of seconds. It's up to you, cuck. Are you willing to do what it takes to fuck your wife?

    ---

    I'll be honest. I didn't think you were going to do it. I didn't think you'd be willing to surrender your dignity like that. I didn't think you'd be willing to degrade yourself like that.

    I'm so glad that I was wrong, cuck.

    I was intrigued at your choice to have your wife watch. I'm not surprised she agreed - she likes that her hubby is turning into such a cuck - but I'm surprised you asked. I guess you're capable of sinking to greater depths than I imagined. I like that about you, cuck.

    You have no shame, I suppose. You didn't hesitate to ask your wife to witness you being a cocksucker for me.

    Perhaps, though, you were trying to make it easier on yourself. After all, you found a bisexual man, didn't you? You asked your wife to wear lingerie. You asked if she'd be willing to let him play with her tits while you sucked him off. You tried your best to get it as close to a cuckold situation as you could.

    She told me about your plans before it happened. She asked if I was okay with another man groping her. Isn't it lovely that she asked for permission, cuck? Isn't your wife such a good girl?

    I told her it was okay. I told her she was not to kiss him or touch his cock in any way - that was your job - but that I was fine with her putting on lingerie and letting someone else play with her tits if it meant helping you be a better cuckold.

    I did ask her for the videos. I know I said it could be either or, but once I knew you'd invited your wife along I wanted to see it on video. I wanted to see that you were being a good little cocksucker.

    You're getting better at sucking dick, you know. How does that make you feel? Does it excite you to know that you're developing the kind of skills that most straight men want nothing to do with? Does it thrill you to know that you're well on your way to becoming a viable source of pleasure for gay and bisexual men?

    Now that I have control of your cock and your sexual satisfaction, I might be tempted to send you out to suck dick for me on a regular basis, cuck. I think we both know you wouldn't put up much of a fight. I think we both know that you surrendered your dignity and control over your sexuality the moment you put the chastity device on.

    Are you excited to fuck your wife again, cuck? Are you excited to pump away at her pussy for a handful of seconds? Are you excited for those moments of bliss?

    Make sure you savor them, cuck, because it might be a long time before I let you penetrate your wife again.

    ---

    Good evening, cuck.

    Tomorrow morning, your wife is going to unlock your cage. She's going to free your cock. Soon after you're going to shower with her. You're going to clean her body from head to toe. If she decides you're worthy of it, she'll let you eat her pussy while in the shower.

    She will wash your cock. She will take her time. You will get hard in her hands. You will feel a deep urge to jerk off and cum. You will ignore that urge. You are not to touch your cock tomorrow. Not under any circumstance. You will sit to pee so you don't have to touch your dick. Do you understand?

    If you touch your cock, your wife has been instructed to spank you with such vigor that it brings you to tears. You will obey or you will suffer, cuck. Make sure you understand that.

    Your wife will spend the day dressed in a manner you find appealing. She will trot out a handful of outfits, in fact. You will remain naked throughout the day. She will do everything she can to turn you on, to keep you hard all day long. You will do your best to consume every drop of precum you produce.

    Your wife will kiss you, touch you, stroke you. She will let you kiss her body all over. In addition to the outfits of hers that you love, she will model lingerie for you. She will tease you in it. She will give you a lap dance or two. She will ensure that you spend your day awash in the most intense arousal of your life.

    You will make certain to keep your hands off your cock throughout the day. No matter how turned on you get, you will not masturbate or you will be punished.

    I will arrive at 9 p.m. sharp. You will be a good cuck from the moment I arrive. You will serve me and your wife. You will do as you're told without question.

    Eventually, you'll be permitted to fuck your wife. I will likely make you beg for the pleasure. You will be grateful and you will show your gratitude. If you don't, you will be punished.

    It's going to be a good day, cuck. A very good day.

    ---

    What did you think of the crotchless panties?

    I know you were expecting to spend your day naked, but your wife suggested crotchless panties. Isn't she amazing? Hasn't she become such a delightfully naughty hotwife?

    I agreed with her suggestion and she rushed out to buy you a pair. Did they feel good, cuck? Did you like having that lace against your skin? Did it make you feel a little more like a bitch to be walking around your house all day in crotchless panties?

    What was it like to be turned on all day long? That must have been difficult, if not close to impossible.

    I was impressed that you only needed to be spanked twice. I figured you'd be getting spanked once an hour, if not more. I figured there was a chance you'd break, jerk off, cum, and have to experience a genuinely severe punishment, plus a few more months locked up in the chastity cage.

    I could see the desperate desire in your eyes the moment I got there. I could see how tight your little balls were against your body. I could see that your wife had done a very good job of teasing you all day long.

    You sucked my cock with such vigor last night. You blew me like a man possessed. Even your wife was impressed.

    I liked watching your head bob up and down in my lap. I liked how powerful it made me feel. I liked that I'd taken complete control of your body and your mind, that I'd reduced you to little more than a walking erection that would suffer almost any indignity for the chance to be inside his wife's tight pussy.

    You enjoyed watching me fuck her, didn't you? You enjoyed watching me fuck her in your bed. It was hard not to masturbate while you watched though, wasn't it? It was hard to keep your hands behind your back while I fucked your wife in the bed you share.

    I'll bet you thought I'd let you fuck her after I came inside her. I'll bet you thought I'd let you have a few pumps of sloppy seconds pleasure with your wife.

    I pulled out. I made you suck my dick clean. I made you swallow as much of my cock as you could. I make you choke on it. I made you suck and lick my balls. I made you lick my asshole.

    Your wife enjoyed that I was using you, cuck. I enjoyed it, too.

    The truth is, I was going to let you have sloppy seconds sex right away. I was going to pull out, make you quickly suck my dick clean, and then let you slip inside her for a handful of strokes.

    Then I changed my mind. It happened as you were sucking my balls. I decided I was going to push you further than you'd ever gone before. I decided I was going to completely rob you of your manhood. Or at least I was going to try.

    It turns out you didn't put up a fight.

    You asked if you could fuck your wife after you'd cleaned me. I don't blame you for that.

    I denied you. I told you to keep sucking my dick and balls until I was hard again. I told you to be a good little cuck fluffer.

    It took a while. I'm not as young as I used to be. I need some time to recover.

    You sucked my dick and worshiped my balls as I recovered. Your wife kissed me. I played with her tits. We talked about what a pathetic cuck cocksucker you've become.

    Then it happened, cuck.

    I took what's left of your manhood.

    I told you to get on your hands and knees between your wife's legs. I told you to scoop some of my cum out of her pussy. I told you to rub it over your asshole. I told you to push it inside your ass.

    You hesitated. Then I told you that you'd be going back in your cage unless you did as you were told. You were too horny to resist. You pulled the cum out of her pussy and stuffed it in your ass.

    Then I got behind you. Your wife smiled at the panic on your face. I smiled at the panic on your face when you looked back and pleaded with me not to fuck you.

    I laughed. Do you remember that, cuck? Do you remember how I laughed at you?

    Maybe not. You probably just remember the pain of being taken anally. The pain of having a man's cock shoved in your asshole. Or maybe it's the humiliation you remember. The humiliation of being fucked by a man while your wife watched. The humiliation of my cock invading your ass until every inch of me was deep inside you.

    Maybe you remember the pain and humiliation - happening simultaneously - of actually getting fucked. Of my fat cock moving in and out of your ass. Of being made to look into your wife's eyes as another man fucked you.

    I was generous, though. I let you inside your wife. I let you enjoy sloppy seconds.

    Of course, you were only allowed inside her as long as I was inside you. Yes, you got to fuck your wife, but you were getting fucked at the same time. I was in your ass while you were in her pussy. I was robbing you of your manhood while you fucked her sloppy, wet, cum-filled cunt.

    I was certain you wouldn't cum. What sort of man could cum in his wife while getting fucked in the ass?

    You're that sort of man, though.

    You came hard. Then I came in you. Right after you'd climaxed. I finished taking your manhood by flooding your ass with my load. Now you're truly a cuck.

    You were grateful afterwards. It was hard for you and I'm not sure you meant it, but you expressed your gratitude and I appreciate that.

    It's going to be a long time before you're allowed in your wife again, cuckold. A long, long time. And when the opportunity arises again, you'll have to go even further to earn it.

    In the meantime you'll continue to be a good cuck. You'll continue to embrace the humiliation and degradation I want to dole out. You'll continue to serve me and your wife.

    Don't worry. You're going to love it.

    The End.

  
    Nothing Like a Vacation with Her Bull

    Most of you are probably familiar with the notion of hotel sex. There’s just something different about it. It tends to be a little freer and wilder. Perhaps it’s because the stresses of life recede into the background when you’re on vacation. Perhaps it’s because it feels like a waste to be in a hotel and not have sex. There’s something about hotel sex, though, and it’s always fun.

    If hotel sex with your husband is good, then hotel sex with a bull is great. It’s different when your cuckold isn’t there. There’s a level of freedom in it, especially if you actually like your bull. For however long you’re at the hotel, you get to act like a couple. You get to be together in a way you’re almost never together at home. You get to experience your relationship in a whole new way, which is the most significant appeal of a vacation with your bull.

    There’s something about being in a hotel that tends to lower sexual inhibitions, and that goes double if it’s a vacation hotel (as opposed to a boring business traveler hotel). You’re relaxed. You’re probably having drinks every night (or all day). You’re almost certainly overcome with desire for the person you’re with. You spend your day holding hands, kissing, touching, and fooling around if you can find a quiet spot to get a little bit frisky. By the time you get back to the hotel, you just want to fuck. You want to be naked with each other. You want to indulge in your mutual desire for body-shaking orgasms and you will spend as long as it takes to get there.

    Hotels are great for morning sex, too. There’s no responsibility. You don’t have to get up for work or family. Instead, you wake up in the arms of a strong, sexy man and there’s a good chance you can feel that his cock is already eager to play. You can simply guide him into your pussy right there in the spoon position or you can surprise him with a morning blowjob and then take him for a ride. You can do anything you want because you’re on vacation with your bull.

    Your cuckold doesn’t have to be left out, either. That’s the fun part. You can call him and let him listen (just mute him if you do that). You can send pictures and videos to tease him. If you want to be bold, FaceTime with him and have your bull direct the camera as you go down on him or take him for a ride.

    Don’t spend too much time thinking about your cuckold, though. Half the fun is being able to relax with your bull without worrying about the other man in your life. In fact, you could choose to completely ignore your cuckold for however long you’re on vacation. That will provide him with an entirely different kind of pleasure as he thinks about all the things you might be doing with the man you’ve chosen as your primary sexual partner.

    Now I kinda feel like planning a vacation with another man :)

  
    Now She's Full Embraced Being a Hotwife

    It wasn’t the first guy she fucked that convinced your wife to fully embrace the joys of being a hotwife. The sex was good with the first guy, but it wasn’t the kind of mind-blowing pussy pounding that she was looking for.

    It was the third guy she slept with that showed her just how joyful being a hotwife can be. He was the one that took control. He was the one that showed her just how much fun it can be step outside your marriage to fuck someone else. He was the one that showed her the joys of giving up her pussy to someone that knows how to use it.

    He pinned her down in the hotel bed. “Spread your legs,” he said as his fingers wrapped around her wrists and pressed them into the bed.

    Your wife spread her legs. “Wider,” he said. “Give me your pussy. Show me it’s mine to enjoy for the night.”

    She spread her legs wider and he moved between them. He rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips. She moaned.

    “Please, fuck me,” she said.

    “Tell me whose pussy this is,” he said.

    “It’s yours,” she answered.

    He smiled and plunged his cock into her in one long thrust. Your wife cried out and closed her eyes. He held his cock inside her for a few moments before fucking her hard and fast.

    His thrusts were relentless as he maintained his tight grip on her wrists. He made her into his fucktoy in that moment. Her body was open to him and the only thing for your wife to do was surrender her pussy to him.

    He fucked her harder than she’d ever been fucked. He fucked her harder than you’d ever managed and he did so without slowing down.

    You watched in awe. You saw your wife writhing beneath him. You heard her loud, sensual moans of the purest joy. You heard her screaming in pleasure for him.

    “Fuck me!” she screamed at one point as she seemed to cross over to a place of wild, unhinged sexual bliss.

    Once he knew he’d captured your wife’s lust her lover released her wrists and sank down onto her. His thrusts into her pussy continued apace as their bodies melded together. You’d never seen anything so beautiful and your wife’s loud moans made it clear she’d never felt anything so pleasurable.

    “Don’t stop fucking me,” she said. “Never stop fucking me.”

    He fucked her harder. He fucked her faster. He pounded her perfect pussy. He made her cum.

    “Keep fucking me,” your wife said after her orgasm. “Don’t stop. I need your cock.”

    He’d turned her into a hotwife. He’d shown her what it was like to surrender herself to a man and embrace the pleasure he could provide her. He fucked her like she’d been fantasizing about getting fucked.

  
    Now You Know Your Place Like a Loving Cuckold Should

    Can you hear her moan, cuckold? Can you hear your wife vocalizing the pleasure she feels as you lick her pussy? Doesn’t it turn you on to know that you’re making her feel good?

    There was a time when all you thought about was fucking your wife. You just wanted to put your little dick inside her and cum. You just wanted to get off and you didn’t care much about her pleasure. You were selfish.

    Times have changed, though. Now you know your place. Now you take great pleasure in making your wife cum while limiting your orgasms. Now you like being denied. You like how your desire builds until you’re damn near crazy with lust.

    You like taking your place between her legs and worshiping her pussy. You like that your marriage has changed. It feels better knowing that you’ve been put in your place.

    It started with recognizing that you weren’t able to satisfy her with your cock. It just wasn’t good enough for her. You just weren’t big enough. You just didn’t fuck her well enough. It took a while to forget about your pleasure for a moment and think about hers. It took a while to see that the disappointed look on her face after sex was because you’re just not good enough.

    Now you know. You know that your dick doesn’t satisfy your wife. You know that you’re a cuckold. You know that your place is not to fuck her. You know that her hand or yours is the only way you’re going to orgasm. You don’t deserve to fuck her, cuckold.

    The shift has made you both happier. It took a while and some vigorous training, but now you experience genuine pleasure and joy when you go down on your wife. Your cock throbs, but you know better than to stroke it. You listen to her moans of sexual satisfaction and you feel good in a way you never did when you were sticking your sad cock inside her and cumming in just a few minutes.

    Now you crave the chance to lick her pussy. You crave the chance to taste her and to hear those moans of pleasure as you lick her clit. You crave the chance to give your wife an orgasm while ignoring your need for climax.

    You’ve given her control of your orgasms and you’re a better husband because of it. You don’t question her decisions. You know she’ll give you an orgasm when you deserve one. You know she’ll have fun denying you and teasing you. You know she’ll make sure it’s a good orgasm when you finally have one.

    There’s no question your favorite thing is going down on your wife before another man fucks her. You love getting her wet so he can slip his cock into her pussy and fuck her to multiple mind-blowing orgasms while you watch. You know that she’ll let you go down on her afterwards, too.

    Giving pleasure is a cuckold’s greatest joy. You exist to serve your wife’s needs. Hopefully you’ll come to understand the truth of that. You’ll understand that the greatest pleasure in your life is making your beautiful wife moan as you lick her clit. Hopefully you’ll fully embrace being her cuckold.

  
    Obeying the Dominant Girl at the Gloryhole

    Ben’s hands shook a little as he opened the door to the porn store. He’d never been in one before and he’d never been anywhere in search of a blowjob from a stranger. He’d read about the gloryholes at the store, though, and he hadn’t stopped thinking about it since. 

    Day and night he fantasized about the pleasure of putting his cock through a hole and having the soft, sensual mouth of an eager girl suck him off. He’d watched gloryhole videos and found them endlessly arousing for reasons he didn’t really understand. He’d never fantasized about this sort of thing before, and yet he couldn’t push the notion from his head once it had taken root.

    “Hey there,” said the cute, tattooed girl sitting behind the counter. “I’m Staci. Welcome to my little world of fantasy and fun. Anything I can help you with?”

    Ben nervously looked away. He wasn’t sure if he was supposed to simply make his way back to the booths that had the gloryholes or if the girl was the gatekeeper to those pleasures. He wasn’t sure about anything and his heart was pounding so hard he worried for his health.

    “Um, well, I was hoping to take advantage of your…um, your booths,” he said.

    Staci flashed a knowing smile and asked, “You here to get your dick sucked?”

    The casual-yet-filthy nature of her question surprised Ben to the point that he choked on the saliva he’d tried to swallow and launched into a coughing fit.

    “Whoa, whoa,” the tattooed girl said as she came out from behind the register. “You okay?” She slapped Ben on the back with surprising strength and he stood up.

    “Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry about that. I’m not really sure what happened.”

    “It’s okay, you know,” Staci said. “The dick sucking thing, I mean. Lots of guys come here to get their dicks sucked. They’ve got to pay to keep those videos running in the booths and that’s a pretty big part of our revenue, if I’m being honest. There’s no reason to feel any shame about it if that’s what you’re here for.”

    Ben still couldn’t bring himself to admit that he’d come to the porn store with the specific purpose of getting a blowjob. Now it felt like a terrible idea.

    “You know, I’m not sure why I’m here,” he said. “I should go.”

    He moved towards the door as Staci said, “You don’t strike me as the kind of guy that would come to a place like this to get his dick sucked.”

    There was something in her voice that made Ben pause and look over his shoulder. “Really?” he asked. “What do you mean?”

    “Well, if I’m being honest, you seem like the kind of guy that would come here to suck dick,” she said.

    Ben would have choked on his saliva if he’d had any in his throat. Instead, he stared at Staci.

    She stepped closer and said, “I don’t mean any offense, but you seem like a cocksucker to me.”

    Ben moved back and bumped into a rack of dildos, spilling half of them on the floor. “Shit, sorry,” he said while dropping to his knees to clean up the mess he’d made.

    “See,” Staci said. “You look like a natural on your knees.”

    “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he asked with a dildo in each hand.

    “I’m not the one holding two cocks,” she shot back. “I work in a porn store, man. You can just admit that you’re a cocksucker. It’s not like I’m going to judge you. You can be whatever you want. The business model of this place is built on guys doing what actually turns them on and I’m saying that you seem like the kind of guy that’s turned on by having a stiff cock in his mouth.”

    “I’m not,” Ben protested. “I’m straight.”

    “I didn’t say you were gay,” she shot back. “I said you seemed like a cocksucker. I said you seemed like the kind of guy that comes in here to suck dick because it thrills him to do something really fucking naughty and nasty. I’ve seen lots of guys like that. They’re almost always straight and married and they almost always get off on getting on their fucking knees and sucking strange dick until it cums in their hungry whore mouths.”

    Ben sat back on his knees and dropped the dildos. He hadn’t come to the store to suck cock. He’d come to get his dick sucked. He had. That was the whole plan.

    “Why’d you come here?” Staci asked.

    “To get a blowjob,” he said.

    “Are you sure?” Staci asked. “I mean, really? You understand that girls don’t suck dick at gloryholes, right? You’re not stupid enough to think that some pretty chick was going to suck you off because she finds it so fucking hot to give head, right? You know it’s just dudes that give head at gloryholes, right?”

    It made perfect sense the moment she said it. The girls in porn videos were being paid.

    “Really?” he asked.

    “What’s your name?” Staci shot back.

    “Ben,” he answered.

    “Ben, I’ve been working in this place for two years and not once have I seen a girl go into those booths. Not one single time. I’m sure it happens, but if you came here looking to get your dick sucked by a girl, you came here looking for a damn unicorn and you ain’t going to find it,” Staci bluntly informed him.

    Staci stepped closer, making Ben crane his neck to look up at her.

    “There are a few guys back there right now, though, so if you want to get on your knees and suck dick you can do it. There’s nothing stopping you. Nothing at all.”

    Ben wondered why he hadn’t run from the store. He wondered why he was still on his knees. He wondered why he was still letting Staci talk to him like that.

    She took another step closer and reached out to grab a handful of his hair. Her grip was surprisingly tight and she seemed to find a small measure of joy in his discomfort.

    “What if I dragged you back there and put you on your knees in one of the booths?” she asked. “What if I put you right in front of one of the gloryholes and told you to suck dick while I watched?”

    Ben’s heart pounded and he felt an odd and distressing sense of arousal between his legs. It couldn’t be at the idea of sucking cock. It couldn’t. He wasn’t that kind of guy. That wasn’t why he was into gloryhole porn. It wasn’t why he’d fantasized about it so much since discovering gloryholes were a thing.

    Staci maintained her grip on his hair as she turned around and started walking towards the back of the store. Ben resisted and she pulled hard enough to make him groan in pain. “Crawl,” she demanded.

    Ben crawled behind her and felt a sense of complete and utter dismay at the stiffness between his legs. Why was he hard? Why was he excited? Why did he seem to like that Staci was dragging him through her store and towards the gloryhole booth?

    “Faster, damn it,” Staci said. “I don’t have all fucking day.”

    Ben picked up the pace as they reached the back of the store. She opened the dark, grimy-looking door and led him down a hallway with a decidedly sticky floor. He heard the sounds of porn videos playing in a handful of the booths and imagined guys watching and jerking off. The whole thing felt so tawdry, and yet he refused to get up and walk out. He went along with it. He let Staci lead him.

    She opened the door to one of the booths, released her grip on his hair, and said, “Crawl inside. Get on your fucking knees at the gloryhole.”

    Ben looked up at her. He saw the wild look in her eyes and the way the edges of her lips curled into a small, sexy smile. He knew she was giving him a chance to leave. She’d let go of his hair. If he stood up and walked out she wasn’t going to stop him. Of course she wasn’t.

    He didn’t walk out, though. Ben surrendered to the inexplicable but very real feelings of arousal that permeated every fiber of his being and crawled into the booth. He waited on his knees at the gloryhole and Staci stepped into the booth after him with a big smile on her face.

    “I fucking knew it,” she said. “You’re just a fucking cocksucker like the rest of them. You tried to tell yourself you weren’t, but of course you are. You told yourself you’d come here and some slutty girl would suck a load out of you, but you knew you were fucking delusional. You knew that was just some bullshit you were cooking up so you wouldn’t have to admit that you’re just a fucking faggot that wants to wrap your lips around a dick and suck until you’re rewarded with a mouthful of cum.”

    Ben wilted under the barrage of harsh words. He didn’t want any of it to be true. He wasn’t the slightest bit attracted to men. He liked women. He didn’t want to suck dick, and yet he was on his knees in front of a gloryhole and a kind of arousal he’d never experienced before had wormed its way through his entire body.

    Staci approached the video screen, pressed a few buttons, and brought up a POV video of a pretty brunette giving a blowjob.

    “Have you ever watched a video like that and imagined being the girl? Have you ever imagined wrapping your pretty lips around a dick and feeling it throb in your fucking mouth?” Staci asked.

    Ben looked up at the video and let the idea of being the girl envelop him.

    “You’re doing it now, aren’t you?” Staci grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Ben’s attention to her. “Answer me.”

    He nodded.

    “Take your fucking clothes off,” she demanded. Ben hesitated and Staci leaned down, sneered, and said, “We both know you’re hard as a fucking rock right now. We both know you want to suck cock for me. We both know you want to make a stranger cum in that faggot mouth of yours. Now take your fucking clothes off or get out of my store.”

    She stood up and Ben followed. He stripped as Staci watched with a satisfied smile on her face. She gave his bare ass a hard smack and said, “Get on your knees and wait at the gloryhole like a good faggot.”

    Ben’s heart pounded so hard he felt a little lightheaded as his knees came to rest against the cool, sticky floor.

    “Look through the hole,” Staci said.

    Ben directed his gaze to the gloryhole and saw a chubby older man sitting on the other side. He had his pants around his ankles and his cock in his hand. Ben looked back at Staci and nodded.

    “Tell him you want to suck his cock,” Staci demanded.

    Ben turned back to the gloryhole and took a deep breath. The guy sitting on the other side had turned his attention towards the opening in the wall and he looked ready to offer his cock.

    “You and I will be the only people that will ever know that you’re secretly a disgusting little cocksucker,” Staci said. “Your dirty little secret will be safe with me. Live your fantasy. Follow that stiff dick of yours. You know what it wants you to do. You know what you want to do.”

    “Please, sir,” Ben said. “I’d like to suck your cock.”

    The stranger stood up and approached the gloryhole. He pushed his stiff cock through it and Ben stared at the plump, purple head that now rested just a few inches from his mouth.

    “Do it,” Staci said. “Suck his dick. Suck it for me. Degrade yourself by sucking cock like a fucking whore. Be a little gloryhole faggot for me.”

    Her words were designed to humiliate, and yet Ben couldn’t help but get turned on. He leaned closer. He parted his lips. He wrapped them around the stranger’s cock.

    “That’s it. Take him in your mouth. Use your fucking tongue, and no fucking teeth. No cocksucker worth his salt uses his teeth. Press those lips around his dick like a good little bitch. Suck on it. Lick it. Work it like a good little gloryhole whore,” Staci demanded.

    The man on the other side of the gloryhole groaned as Ben did what the bossy, tattooed blonde girl demanded of him. He sucked cock. He sucked a stranger’s cock for the first time in his life and he experienced a wealth of emotions as he listened to the groans of the man he was blowing.

    Staci stepped closer and squatted next to Ben. “I love watching a first time faggot,” she hissed. “It makes my pussy wet to see you surrender to your hidden desire. You disgusting little pig. You call yourself straight and yet you’re on your knees in a filthy fucking gloryhole sucking cock. You’re going to swallow that fucking load for me, aren’t you?”

    Ben reached up to play with the stranger’s balls as he sucked his cock. He licked the head and the shaft. He moved up and down the stiff flesh. He was lost in it. Staci’s humiliating verbal barbs filled his head and sent the oddly pleasurable sensations of humiliation from his brain to his loins.

    “Fuck, here it comes,” the stranger said.

    “Catch every drop like a good faggot,” Staci said. “Take it in your mouth. Don’t you fucking swallow until I give you permission.”

    The stranger grunted and the cock in Ben’s mouth swelled up. The first shot of cum felt huge and hit the back of his throat and tongue, covering it in hot, wet, salty fluid. A dozen more shots followed and soon Ben felt like his mouth was overflowing with cum.

    The stranger pulled away, offered a quick, “Thanks, faggot,” and pulled up his pants. A moment later he was gone.

    “Show me his cum,” Staci said.

    Ben turned and opened his mouth, showing off the thick load that rested on his tongue.

    Staci smiled, leaned closer, and surprised him with a passionate kiss. Her tongue moved into his mouth and they snowballed the semen the stranger had offered, making a foamy mess as she reached down to grab Ben’s throbbing cock and stroke him.

    “Swallow,” Staci said when she pulled back.

    Ben swallowed what remained in his mouth and Staci did the same.

    Staci reached up, wrapped her fingers around his throat, and applied gentle pressure. “Tell me what you are,” she demanded.

    “I’m a cocksucker,” he said.

    His balls tightened and his dick swelled up in her hand.

    “Are you a disgusting little pig?” she asked.

    Ben was too caught up in the most intense pleasure of his life to disagree. “Yes.”

    “Say it,” Staci demanded as she tightened her grip on his throat.

    “I’m a disgusting little pig,” Ben said.

    Staci smiled. “Yes you are. You’re a disgusting little cocksucking pig. You’re a fucking faggot. You’re a nasty, cum-loving little bitch and we both know you’re coming back. We both know that you’re coming back as often as you can. We both know that you’re going to be my little cocksucker from now on.”

    “Fuck…” Ben said as the pleasure built between his legs.

    “Go ahead. Cum. Cum for me. Cum like a good little bitch. Cum while you think about that cock exploding in your mouth. Cum while you think about how good it felt to suck a man off. Cum for me, faggot,” Staci said.

    Ben groaned and did as Staci demanded. He came as she ran her fingers over the underside of his cock. He filled the little video booth with his wild, lusty moans.

    When he was finished Staci lifted her hand and showed that she’d caught most of his cum. She smeared it all over Ben’s face, making a sticky, salty, slippery mess and laughing in the process.

    She spit on his face to make it a little more disgusting and then stood, unbuttoned her jeans, and pulled them down, freeing her pussy in the process.

    “Eat me out, pig,” she demanded. “Make me cum and I’ll let you come back again to suck more cock for me.”

    Ben crawled closer and ate Staci’s pussy. His cum spread over her pussy lips and thighs and as he put his tongue to work. She moaned, grabbed his hair and held him there until an orgasm ripped through her body.

    “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Staci said as she pulled up her pants, zipped up, and left the gloryhole booth.

    Ben sat back on his knees and took a deep breath. He reached for his clothes and pulled on his shirt. There was no way he was ever coming back to the porn store. There was no way he was going to suck cock again. There was no way he was going to blow another random stranger and swallow his load. There was no way he was going to subject himself to that level of humiliation.

    There was no way.

  
    Of Course It's Not Yours

    Don’t act like you’re surprised. Of course it’s not yours. Of course my bull got me pregnant. Do you really think I’d let your weak seed take hold inside me? Do you really think I’d want to have your baby?

    Honey, you’re a wonderful husband in so many ways, but I needed a real man to get me pregnant. You understand that, right? You understand why I’d want our baby to share his DNA and not yours?

    I know, honey. I know it hurts. It probably should, at least a little bit. I chose him for one of the most important decisions a woman can make. I chose him to reproduce with. I didn’t choose you. I think the reasons why are obvious. He’s just more of a man than you are.

    It’s okay though. You’re going to make a wonderful father and he was a wonderful sperm donor.

    I can see you’re getting a little excited. I know it hurts, but it turns you on a little bit too, doesn’t it? There’s a reason I’m with him, honey. You’re a cuckold. I love you, but you’re not quite man enough to give me everything I need. That’s what he’s for.

    You provide. You nurture my emotions. You make sure we have a good home. You lick my pussy exceptionally well, too. You don’t fuck me very well though. You never have. That’s why I have him. When I need to get fucked, I use him. When I needed to get pregnant, he was the right choice.

    Do you want to masturbate for me? Do you want to stroke your little cock? Yeah? Okay, why don’t you get on your knees. Why don’t you take your cock out and kiss my belly. Kiss my pregnant stomach, honey. Think about someone else’s seed growing inside me. I know it turns you on. Don’t be embarrassed. It’s okay. Jerk off to it. Stroke to the reality that someone else got me pregnant, that I chose him to get me pregnant. That I wanted his baby and not yours.

    That’s it honey. Kiss my belly. Lick my pregnant pussy. I’m getting turned on too. Lick me, cuckold. Lick my pregnant pussy while you stroke your little cock. This is what you do, cuckold. You eat pussy. You make me cum with your tongue and he makes me cum with his cock. Good boy. Lick my pregnant cunt. That’s it. That’s it!

    Make me cum. Make me cum! Stroke your dick and make me cum. You haven’t fucked me since he got me pregnant, but at least you still get to taste me. You like that, don’t you? You like that you’re denied my pussy while I’m pregnant. Only he gets to fuck me, and he keeps cumming inside me. You’ve enjoyed that, haven’t you? You’ve enjoyed cleaning his seed out of me now that I’m pregnant.

    Oh fuck! I’m cumming. Cum with me, honey. Make your little cock cum on the floor. Spill your cum on the floor. That’s where it belongs. His belongs inside me, inside your wife, while yours belongs on the floor.

    Good boy.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 1

    You're in your car outside the Starbucks where you agreed to meet her. You have five minutes until the meeting. She's probably already inside. You could go in early. She wouldn't be annoyed with that. At least, you don't think she would be annoyed.

    The truth is, you don't know. At all. You responded to a personal ad on Reddit. You were one of literally hundreds of guys that responded. She said she picked you because she liked that while you're interested in submission, you don't have any experience. She likes the idea of working with a blank slate, of being able to shape you into the perfect sub.

    You masturbated to that message. You masturbated to the idea of being shaped into a perfect submissive for a dominant woman. You couldn't quite wrap your head around why you got so excited at the idea, but there was no question it tapped into a vein of desire you'd only just begun to explore.

    You agreed to meet her. She gave you the location of the Starbucks you're now parked outside of. It was a two hour drive from your apartment. You made the drive without hesitation, but now you're incredibly nervous. You're considering just driving home.

    Do you really want to submit to someone? Do you really want to be molded into her perfect submissive? Is that really something you're interested in, or are you just feeling lonely and directionless after your girlfriend - the girl you thought you'd marry - broke your heart six months ago when she cheated on you?

    You pull out your phone. You read her message again. You read the part where she talks about turning you into an ideal submissive, into the kind of man that will do literally anything she desires and will do so without hesitation. You read the part about how the training will be difficult, how you'll be required to do things you don't want to do, how you'll likely experience various forms of humiliation and pain for her.

    Your loins come alive. Your balls tingle in that remarkably satisfying way. Your cock comes to life. The arousal spreads through the rest of your body. It feels like a different kind of arousal, too. It's all-encompassing. It's like your entire body is aroused. It's not just your cock. It's unlike anything you've ever experienced.

    That's why you get out of the car and propel yourself towards the Starbucks. You slip your phone into your pocket. You step inside and scan the room.

    There's a pretty redhead in a white turtleneck sweater sitting in a booth in the further corner of the room. She's waving to you. She's smiling, too. She's wearing jeans and a pair of knee high leather boots along with her sweater. She doesn't seem like the dominant type. She looks so sweet. How could she be the dominant type?

    You walk towards her. She gets out of the booth. You offer your hand but she surprises you by pulling you into a hug. Her sweater is soft. Her breasts press into your chest. The scent of her perfume fills your nose and you feel as though you've fallen under the spell of her femininity.

    "It's so nice to meet you," she says.

    She steps back and smiles. You nod and for a moment it feels as though your tongue has no intention of functioning in a manner that will let you form a word. Then you smile and say, "It's really nice to meet you too, Sarah. Sorry for the silence, there. I'm really nervous, as it turns out, and you're really, really beautiful."

    She seems genuinely charmed by your compliment and steps closer to give you a kiss on the cheek. Her body presses gently against yours and she whispers, "You're awfully good looking, too, and just my type."

    Sarah gestures for you to sit across from her and slides into the booth while you do the same. There's a drink in front of you. You remember that she asked what you wanted and that she'd have it waiting when you got there. You take a sip of the Americano - with sugar and a little cream - and smile.

    "Thank you for the drink," you say.

    "My pleasure," Sarah replies with a smile before brushing the long strands of her red hair behind her ear. "Thank you for coming. Believe it or not, most guys don't show up for something like this. They talk a big game but when the time comes to act, but most chicken out, at least in my experience."

    You smile and look down for a moment. "I almost chickened out, actually. I was just so nervous. I was sitting in the car and wondering if this was the right thing, if I was being crazy, if I should just go home."

    "What made you come in?"

    You take a deep breath, hold her gaze, and say, "I read one of your messages. The one about wanting someone with no experience, about wanting to train someone to be the perfect submissive for you." You lean in and lower your voice as you continue, "I got...I got really turned on reading it. Turned on in a way...I don't know..."

    "In a way you've never been turned on before?"

    You nod.

    "The same thing happens to me," she says. "It happens when I think about having a submissive at my beck and call, but it's most potent when I'm actually dominating a man."

    You feel a deep connection to her even though you've just met her. You feel like you could stare into her eyes all day. You feel like you'd be willing to do just about anything for her.

    "I've never done this before," you say.

    Sarah laughs. "I know. That's why you're here."

    You feel a little embarrassed. Of course she knows you've never done anything like this before. You mentioned that in your first message to her.

    She reaches across the table and takes your hand. "It's okay to be nervous. I'm nervous too, if I'm being honest. I have some experience dominating men, but less than you might think. It's actually pretty difficult to find someone that wants to submit in a real way. Most guys are just looking to cum. I get that. I mean, they get off on feeling submissive and then when they cum they're done with it. That's not satisfying for me, though. I want more than that. I want to feel a deeper sense of submission from a man. I want to be all-encompassing. At least, eventually I want that. I know I can't have that from the start. I know that this takes time. I know that training a man to be a good submissive for me is going to be a long process."

    You feel the excitement again. It's her mention of training a man that does it. You think of yourself being trained by her to be a good submissive. You have no idea what that training would entail, and yet you find it exciting.

    "Are you okay?" Sarah asks.

    You realize you were staring off into the distance. "Yes. Sorry. I just...well, to be honest, I felt that same sense of excitement and arousal when you talked about training a man to be a good submissive. I lost myself a little in thinking about being that man, about being trained to...to submit to you."

    "I like that. I like that the idea of it turns you on. I know enough to understand that using a man's arousal is one of the keys to successfully training him. In other words, if you're not turned on by all of this then I have almost no chance of shaping you into the submissive I want you to be."

    She reaches across the table and takes your hand once more.

    "You do need to pay attention, though. I can't have you drifting off every time you get turned on. Do you understand?"

    You nod as the excitement builds between your legs. Her fingers feel warm and soft. You can still smell her perfume. She looks so beautiful sitting across the table.

    "How often do you masturbate?"

    "Almost every day," you answer.

    "That will have to stop. In fact, you'll be required to give me control of your orgasms. A submissive that's allowed to masturbate freely is much, much harder to train."

    She's still holding your hand. It feels so good. Her hair is long and shiny and wavy. Her turtleneck looks perfect. Genuinely perfect. You want to give this beautiful woman everything she desires. The thought of doing so is just so exciting.

    "Okay. I'll give you control. I will."

    She smiles and releases your hand. She looks to her right and you notice her purse resting next to her. She reaches inside and pulls out a small, black velvet bag. "Go to the bathroom and put this on."

    Sarah slides the bag across the table and you loosen the string that holds it shut and look inside.

    "It's a chastity device," she says and you wonder if she saw the confusion on your face. "Have you seen one before?"

    You shake your head.

    "Think of it as a prison for your cock. Once it's on, you can't get hard and you need the key to release your cock from that prison. I will hold the key."

    "And you'll have control over my orgasms."

    You look up as she nods. Her face has changed. Her eyes have changed. It takes a moment, but you recognize that she's turned on, that the idea of your cock being imprisoned in the chastity cage has turned her on.

    "I'll be right back," you say.

    You get out of the booth and move to head for the bathroom. You stop when she takes your hand. You turn and look down at her. She looks impossibly beautiful. "Thank you," she says. "For being willing to try this. For having the courage to do this with me."

    "Well, I'm pretty sure it's going to be my pleasure."

    You see something in her eyes and on her face that makes you think she doesn't necessarily agree with that. She doesn't say anything, though, and quickly offers a smile and lets your hand go.

    You consider that look as you head for the bathroom and lock yourself in a stall. You remove the pieces of the chastity device and lower your pants and underwear. You peruse the small booklet in the bag that offers instructions on how to apply the device and then set about putting it on.

    As you're doing so, it dawns on you that submission is not going to be entirely pleasurable. You're not sure why that feels like a revelation, but it does. It all clicks into place, though, as the chastity device encircles your cock. Of course it's not going to be entirely pleasurable. You're locking your cock in a device that's going to prevent erections. You're probably going to experience pain when your dick tries to get hard. That's not going to be pleasurable. Perhaps that's what that look on her face was about. Perhaps she has a better understanding that your training - should you fully embark on that process with her - will be filled with experiences that strike you as something less than pleasurable.

    The device fits well. It's tight but not too tight. There's a bit of room for your cock to grow, though not much. You worry that it might cause a permanent bulge in your pants, but when you get dressed once more it's not at all obvious that you're wearing a cage around your cock.

    You leave the bathroom wearing the device. You can feel the metal against your skin. You can feel the weight of it. You can feel that you've just given control of your cock to someone you just met, to someone you don't know. That's when you feel a touch of panic. Did you just make a huge mistake? What if she has terrible intentions? What if she's going to extort you for the key? What if she's a secret sadist that intends on making you suffer in some incredible way now that she has your cock locked in a cage?

    She smiles the moment she sees you. She slides out of the booth and approaches as she quietly asks, "Is it on?"

    You hold up the empty bag and she glances at your crotch before stepping closer and kissing you. Her hand moves to the back of your neck as her lips part. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you completely lose yourself in the most erotic kiss you've ever experienced.

    Then, just a few seconds later, you feel the pain. The pain of your cock trying to get hard because you're kissing the pretty redheaded girl that smells so good, that tastes so good, that's gently grinding her crotch against yours.

    You groan. It hurts. It's not overwhelming pain. It's not going to make you fall to your knees, but it hurts.

    She steps back and there's a smile of the purest delight on her face.

    "It hurts," you say.

    She's turned on. Perhaps because it hurts. Perhaps because she has the key. Perhaps because she's finally found a man that's willing to submit to her. Whatever the reason, she's turned on.

    "It's supposed to hurt a little," she replies softly before turning back to the booth, grabbing your drink, and handing it to you. She then retrieves her drink and her purse and takes your hand to lead out of the Starbucks and into the parking lot.

    Outside she kisses you again. She offers her tongue again. You know it's going to hurt, but you welcome the kiss. You welcome the feel of her lips against yours, of her breasts pressing into your chest, or her pelvis gyrating slowly against your crotch as she works to turn you on.

    You wonder if she's getting off on the pain or if she simply likes that she can make you feel that pain with nothing more than a kiss. Once again you consider that you know nothing about Sarah other than her desire to dominate a man. Before, that led to a sense of panic. Now you feel excitement alongside a touch of nervousness. Mostly, though, you feel intense desire as the kiss continues, and of course there's the ache between your legs.

    "You're a good kisser," you say as she steps back.

    Sarah laughs softly and you feel as though you've never been so attracted to someone.

    "So are you," she replies.

    She reaches up and her fingers disappear under the top of her sweater. They reappear a moment later holding a chain. There's a key at the end of that chain. A silver key. It comes to rest against the soft white fabric of her sweater. It takes a moment to realize that she's wearing the key to your chastity device, to your cock, to your freedom. There's something intensely arousing about the sight of the key, about her possession of it, about her wearing it as a piece of jewelry.

    "So...what now?" you ask.

    She bites her lower lip in a remarkably suggestive manner and you're overcome with desire. You very nearly kiss her, but stop yourself, mostly because that doesn't seem like something a submissive would do.

    "First, you give me your phone number."

    She hands you her phone with a contact already set up. You add your number and hand the phone back to her. She sends a quick text. You look at your phone. It says, "Kiss me."

    You look at her and she smiles. You step closer. You kiss her. She moans into your mouth. Again your feel the ache. It's painful, but you already feel like it's a little bit beautiful, too, like it's this wonderful way of offering your submission, which you're suddenly quite into.

    "I'm going to call you tonight," she says. "We're going to FaceTime, actually. I'm going to let you watch me masturbate."

    "Really?"

    She smiles and nods. "I'm not going to show you my pussy yet, but you'll get to look at me, at my face, as I cum. I might wear lingerie for you. I haven't decided yet. You'll get to hear me moan, though, and you might even get to hear me talk dirty. You'll absolutely get to hear and see me have an orgasm, though, and your cock will be locked in that little cage the whole time."

    You're turned on. You feel the ache without kissing her.

    "We'll meet again in a few days."

    She steps closer. Her lips hover an inch from yours. Her perfume fills your nose. You want her. You crave her despite having just met her.

    "And luckily you won't have to drive two hours to see me again."

    "I won't?"

    She shakes her head. "We live in the same town, actually. I just wanted to see if you'd be willing to drive two hours to meet me."

    "I kind of already feel like I'd drive almost any distance to meet you," you reply.

    She kisses you again. It feels like a reward, but then the ache comes. The ache you've already grown to enjoy a little. This kiss is deeper. She moans, too. It turns you on more. Your cock tries in vain to get hard. The ache becomes genuine pain. You don't pull away, though. For some reason you want more. For some reason you feel like you could stand there and kiss her all day.

    "I think I'll have to call you as soon as I get home," she says. "I'm really turned on."

    "That would make me very happy."

    She takes your hand and leads you through the parking lot and towards. She stops next to a white Honda Accord and pulls out her keys. As she unlocks it, you reach out and open the door for her. Sarah smiles and bends over to place her purse and drink in the car.

    You ready yourself to shut the door and wave goodbye, but she stands and pulls you close for another kiss. When it ends, she keeps you close as she unbuttons and unzips her jeans. She takes your hand and guides your fingers into her panties.

    "Feel my pussy," she instructs.

    Your fingers find their way between her pussy lips. You enter her. She smiles and then moans as you try and offer her clit just a hint of stimulation. She bites her lower lip again and you desperately want to kiss her.

    "Taste me," Sarah says.

    You pull your fingers free and suck them clean. You do so in a public parking lot. You're fairly certain a couple is staring but you don't give a damn. Sarah is all you care about.

    "Tell me," she whispers, "would you eat my pussy right here in this parking lot if I told you to?"

    You think about it for a moment - and only a moment - and nod emphatically. You assume she's not going to have you do that, but you desperately want to.

    Sarah studies your face for a few seconds and then zips up and buttons her jeans. She smiles and moves to get into the car. She stops, turns towards you, and pulls you in for a kiss. Another long, deep kiss. Another kiss that makes your cock ache in the cage. Another kiss that makes you fall deeper under her spell.

    She gets into the car and you say, "You're amazing, Sarah. Amazing."

    "So are you," she replies. "I'll call you when I get home."

    You shut the door and back away as she starts the car and backs out of the space. You wave goodbye and she does the same. She pulls away and then she's gone.

    You can still feel her lips against yours. You can still taste her. You can still smell her perfume.

    You feel wetness in your pants. Your cock is leaking precum. All the kissing. All the arousal. All of it has you dripping wet. You smile and head to your car. You can't believe you're actually locked in a chastity device and that a girl you just met has the key.

    You're excited, though. You think about her the whole drive home. You can't wait to talk to her again. You can't wait to watch her masturbate. You hope that she decides to wear lingerie for you, though you'll be happy just to watch her face as she experiences the kind of pleasure that you're quite obviously going to be denied.

    The closer you get to home, the more your excitement grows. Your cock aches for the entirety of the final half hour of your drive.

    You pull into your parking space. You rush to your apartment. You go to your bedroom. You're not sure if you should strip, so you remain clothed.

    You wait for her call. You wait for the phone to ring. You can't wait to hear from her again.

    The phone rings. You answer. You see her pretty face. You see that beautiful red hair.

    You're ready - eager, even - to do whatever she wants. You just met her, but you're ready to submit. You can't wait to do as you're told.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

     "So, how was the drive home?" Sarah asks over the FaceTime call she initiated just a few moments ago.

    Her lips curl into a smile. Her eyes light up. You take note of the silver chain around her neck. The one that holds the key to the chastity device that now encases your cock. You can't quite see the key, though you suspect it rests between her breasts.

    "It was good. I thought about you the whole time," you answer. "I did a lot of leaking into my underwear, too."

    She smiles. She likes that. "That always seems to happen when a man gets locked in chastity. His cock gets so leaky. Yours is going to get leakier, you know. The longer you stay locked up, the more precum you'll produce. It will get to a point where I can send you a simple text or a picture and you'll start leaking."

    She seems excited by the idea. Thrilled, even. Her arm moves. She's got the phone close enough to her face that you can't really tell what she's doing with her hand, but then a look of pleasure comes over her. Now you're certain that she's masturbating.

    "I'm so wet," she says softly before biting her lip. She's the sexiest girl you've ever seen. There's no question about it. She's utterly flawless and now your dick is throbbing in the cage once more.

    "I want you to play with your cock and balls," she instructs. "It won't feel anywhere near as good as when you're stiff, but I still want you to play."

    You do as you're told. You play with your caged cock. You play with your balls. It feels good. It does. She's right, though. It's nowhere near as good as when you're free to masturbate on your own. You know that's the point. She wants you to experience that lack of pleasure. She wants you to understand that she's taken that from you, that she's now in control of it.

    "Taste your precum for me," Sarah says.

    You gather as much as you can on the tip of your finger and hold it up. You stare at your glistening skin. You're suddenly a little nervous.

    "Don't worry," she says. "Precum is sweet."

    You take your finger in your mouth. She's right. Precum is sweet. You suck your finger clean and watch as her face contorts in pleasure. You wonder if you made her happy simply by doing exactly as you were told.

    "It's cum that tastes bad," Sarah says with a smile. "I'm almost certain you won't enjoy it when I make you eat your cum."

    She closes her eyes and moans. You feel a rush of pleasure and you wonder if she's feeling the same thing. It's strange to get turned on at the idea of being made to eat your cum, but that's precisely what's happened. It's not the cum eating, though. It's that Sarah is so confident that she'll command you to do so and that you'll do it. She's going to make you. You wonder what other acts of submission she'll make you surrender to. Your loins tingle and your cock tries to grow in the cage. You look down and see the flesh poking through the openings in the metal. You feel the ache.

    "What are you thinking?" she asks.

    You look back at your phone. You see that her arm is still moving. You're fairly certain you can hear the wetness of her masturbation and it thrills you. You don't say anything, though, as you're a little embarrassed to admit where your mind just went.

    "You don't have the option of staying silent," Sarah says. "When I ask you a question, you answer it, even if the answer is embarrassing. Do you understand?"

    You nod. There's something so sexy about the commanding nature of her voice in that moment. "I was thinking that it turned me on to hear you say that you were going to make me eat my cum. Then I was wondering about the other things you're going to make me do. Then I got turned on."

    She pulls her phone back a little to reveal that she's wearing lingerie. You can only see it from her belly button up, but it looks like a bodysuit. It's made from black lace and features a plunging neckline. Her breasts - which were hidden behind a sweater - look full and soft and milky white and you feel as though you could spend hours just staring at them.

    "And what are you thinking now?"

    "That your breasts are perfect. That your lingerie is perfect. That you might just be perfect."

    She laughs softly and her fingers appear in front of her face. They glisten with her juices. She takes them in her mouth, moans softly, and sucks them clean before they return between her legs.

    "Taste your precum," she says. "Gather it with two fingers and push them deep into your mouth."

    You gather your precum as she masturbates. There's quite a lot of it on your cage so you get as much as you can and then slip two fingers into your mouth. You close your lips around them and suck.

    "In and out," she says. "Push them in and out for me."

    You push your fingers in and out of your mouth. It's not lost on you that she's ordered you to fuck your mouth and that you're doing it without hesitation. It's also not lost on you that your dick aches in the cage because it's a turn on to fuck your mouth at her command.

    "For what it's worth, I'm going to make you do all sorts of things over the course of our relationship," she says. "Things you probably can't even imagine doing. Things that you won't want to do. You'll do them, though. You'll do them for me because you're desperate to be a good submissive. You'll do them because you'll know that your domme always rewards her submissive when he's good for her."

    You push your fingers deeper. You want to be good for her right now. You want to fully commit to doing as she desires and so you push your fingers deep into your mouth until you gag.

    "Mmm, see, you're already doing something you probably never imagined. You're sucking on those fingers so good. You're taking them so deep. You're gagging on them. You're giving me control over your mouth and your cock."

    Her phrasing is thrilling. You gave her control over your mouth. You wonder what else she would do with that control. A thought comes to mind and it makes your stomach churn for a moment. You wonder if she'd do that, if she'd make you use your mouth in a way you definitely wouldn't want to use it.

    "What are you thinking?" she asks.

    You feel deeply uncomfortable at the idea of sharing your thoughts. You don't even want to suggest the notion for fear that she might not have thought of it, that you might plant a suggestion that she would carry out.

    "Remember that I control your cock," she says softly. "That I can punish you if I desire. That you could spend weeks - or even months - in that cage if you don't please me."

    You want to please her. You love that she phrased it that way. It turns you on to hear her say it like that.

    "I was thinking about you having control over my mouth. I thought about how the notion turned me on...but then I thought about what that might mean, about what you might make me do with my mouth."

    She smiles and moans softly. "Such as?"

    The thought runs through your head again. You imagine Sarah ordering you to use your mouth on a man. To suck cock for her. You can't imagine she'd want you to do that, but the thought is in your head. It scares you. You're not bisexual. You don't want to suck cock.

    "Such as making me...making me use my mouth...on a man."

    She offers no reaction for a few seconds. Then her lips slowly curl into a smile. "Are you still playing with your cock?"

    You shake your head and go right back to doing so. You play with your cock and balls.

    "Show me," she says.

    You point your phone towards your crotch. You show Sarah that you're playing with your caged cock. You show her the precum glistening on the metal. You show her your balls and your small, caged dick.

    "If I decide that I want you to suck cock for me, you will," she says.

    Your cock surges in the cage. Not at the idea of blowing a guy for her, but at the complete confidence with which she delivered the sentence. She's absolutely certain that you'll submit, that she's good enough to make you submit, that you'll surrender yourself to her in that way.

    "That won't happen anytime soon, though," she adds. "So you don't need to worry. I'm not a monster. I'm not one of those women that wants to ruin a submissive man. I want to have fun. I want to explore my desires and yours. I want to push you to expand your boundaries while ensuring that you're comfortable with that expansion. And, if I want it and if I feel as though you're ready to be a cocksucker for me, I'll arrange for it to happen."

    Arousal courses through you. There's a touch of angst alongside it, though. Some part of you already knows that if Sarah wants you to suck cock for her then you'll likely end up sucking cock for her, and on some level that's utterly terrifying.

    "For now, though, I want you to think about using your mouth on me," she says, pulling your mind from fretting about bisexual play. "My body deserves to be worshiped, after all, and any submissive of mine must become adept at pleasuring me."

    All thoughts of sucking cock have fled your mind. In their place are thoughts of worshiping the beautiful redhead on your phone screen. Of kissing her all over. Over kissing and licking and sucking on her breasts. Of kissing and licking and worshiping her pussy.

    "Of course, you'll have to earn the right to worship me. It's a pleasure to make me cum, after all, and a submissive isn't just granted pleasure. A submissive earns the right to experience the pleasure of giving his domme an orgasm."

    "Of course," you reply. "I'll earn that right. I will."

    She smiles. "Yes, you will. I hope you're good at giving massages. If not, you'll need to get good at it and you'll need to do so quickly. I hope you're not squeamish about feet, either, because before you're allowed to worship any other part of my body you're going to spend some time worshiping my pretty feet."

    You want to worship every square inch of her. You want to kiss and lick her all over. You want to rub her. You want to give her a massage every day of the week. You want to bring nothing but joy and relaxation to her life.

    "I want to worship you," you say. "Your feet. Your body. Your breasts. Your pussy. All of you."

    She smiles and moans. She closes her eyes and rolls her head back. It seems that your words have turned her on. It seems that she likes the idea of a submissive that's eager to worship her body.

    "Even if you're not allowed to cum?" she asks.

    Your cock surges in the cage. You want to be set free, to cum. Some part of you likes the notion of being denied, though, otherwise you wouldn't be trying to get hard in the moment.

    "Yes, even if I'm not allowed to cum."

    "Because you understand that your orgasms are a privilege, not a right. That a sub's orgasms don't really serve his domme in any way, that they're simply a kindness she offers him when he's been good for her."

    You squeeze your balls and rub your cock vigorously through the bars of your cage. It feels so good, and yet you know there's no chance you'll cum by playing that way.

    "Yes, I understand," you say. "You control my orgasms and when you give me one it's a gift that I'll appreciate, that I'll be deeply grateful for."

    She says nothing. Her eyes are closed. She's moaning. You're certain she's about to cum. You can hear the wetness of her pussy. She's masturbating vigorously now. She manages to keep the camera focused on her, though, and you get to enjoy the view of her incredible milky white breasts and her beautiful face as she cums.

    "Oh...fuck!" she says.

    Her face contorts in pleasure. Her body coils inwards and then slowly springs outwards as she climaxes. A smile creeps across her face and her arm falls to the bed, offering you a different, lower side angle. You can only see one breast from this point of view but it looks utterly perfect encased in delicate black lingerie and you desperately wish you were there to touch it, kiss it, worship it.

    "That was lovely," Sarah says as she turns towards the camera and smiles.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," you reply.

    "You're welcome. Thank you for being willing to submit."

    Her gratitude seems genuine and you feel a desire to be the best submissive possible for her. "It hasn't been long, obviously, but this has been incredible so far."

    You watch her chest rise and fall a few times before she says, "Good. That makes me happy." She lifts the phone and now you're looking down at her. "I have a task for you. I want you to buy a vibrator. Something small but powerful. But, I want you to buy it in person. I want you to explain that your domme has you locked in a chastity device and that she wants you to have a vibrator to masturbate with."

    You feel a deep sense of apprehension. Fear, even. You think of actually admitting to someone that you're locked in a chastity device and that you'll be masturbating with a vibrator. You're absolutely certain you can't do it.

    "I don't...that sounds..."

    "I know," she says. "It's scary. But I want you to do it. At worst someone will laugh at you. It's okay if that happens. It won't be nearly as painful as you might think, and doing this for me will be a great way to ease yourself into the idea of submission beyond the confines of our private spaces."

    You don't think you can do it. It's too much, too fast.

    "Plus, there will be a reward in it for you. Remember, a good domme always rewards her submissive when he behaves as she desires."

    "What's the reward?"

    She smiles. "You don't get to know that. That's not how this works. You do as you're told and I dole out the rewards as I see fit. I can tell you that the reward will happen in my bedroom."

    You feel a sudden and significant shift in your body. Your desire grows. You want to be in her bedroom. You want to touch her, to kiss her, to worship her. You don't know if you'll be permitted to do any of that, but you want it desperately.

    "Okay. I'll do it."

    "That makes me very happy. I'll text you the address of the sex shop I want you to go to. You can go whenever you like, but I won't answer any texts or calls from you until you've accomplished this task. Oh, and you'll have to prove that you've completed the task by getting a video of the store clerk affirming that you've confessed your situation as I instructed."

    Your heart is pounding. You're aroused and full of angst. You can see how much she enjoys doling out this task, that she's getting off on the control you gave her. It makes you want to do it despite the humiliation you're certain you'll experience.

    "I'll do it tomorrow," you say.

    "I'll text you the address."

    She sends a text. You receive it. You feel more angst.

    "For this time, at least, don't feel bad if you fail to do it tomorrow. I know I'm asking a lot. I know it might take some work to get yourself to a place where you can do this. Don't beat yourself up if you fail. Just make sure that you try again."

    "I will. And thank you for...well, for dominating me."

    "Oh, it's my pleasure. In fact, I'm going to masturbate again when we get off the phone and I'm going to think about you completing your task while I do."

    "Can I watch?"

    She shakes her head. "No. You earned the right to watch once when you put on that cage, but you haven't earned the right to watch a second time. You'll just have to imagine it. Feel free to play with your caged cock as much as you like, by the way. No cumming, though, even after you buy the vibrator. Goodbye."

    She hangs up before you can say anything. You set your phone down and imagine her masturbating to the idea of you confessing to a stranger that you've been locked in a chastity device and have been sent to buy a vibrator so you can masturbate.

    You like the idea of her masturbating, but the thought of actually going through with the task is still kind of horrifying. You resolve to do it, though, to expand your boundaries for her, to embrace how good it might feel to offer your submission in that way.

    You can only hope it won't be anywhere near as humiliating as you're imagining.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Sarah texted you the address of the sex toy shop almost immediately after ending the FaceTime call.

    For two days you did nothing with that address. Sarah was out of touch, as she said she'd be until you sent her proof that you'd bought the vibrator and confessed to the person working at the shop that your dick was locked in chastity.

    By the third day you felt a sense of desperation building. You woke up with your cock aching in its cage and dripping precum into your underwear. You thought of Sarah, of how beautiful she'd looked in the Starbucks, of how she'd kissed you so many times in the parking lot, of how she'd let you feel her pussy, of how she'd masturbated for you on FaceTime and how you'd watched her orgasm.

    That desperation drove you to your car with the address in your maps app. Now you're driving. You're nervous. You've never been in a sex shop. You've never done anything remotely like what Sarah wants you to do. You can barely comprehend the idea of walking up to a stranger, telling them that your cock is locked in a chastity device, and asking for help buying a vibrator that your domme instructed you to buy.

    The sex shop is in a nicer part of town than you imagined. The building looks classy, too. You smile at the notion that Sarah hasn't sent you somewhere seedy. She's sent you somewhere quite nice, in fact, as the shop looks as though it's meant to appeal to well-to-do women and couples that are looking to spice things up without feeling embarrassed about it.

    You drive by the shop three times before pulling into the parking lot. It's a nice place, but you're still nervous as hell. If anything, you're more nervous because it's not some run down seedy shithole.

    You park your car and take a deep breath. You close your eyes and think of Sarah. You think of her easy, almost gentle dominance. You think of her delight in controlling you. You think of how thrilling it's been in the short time you've known her. You can't help but crave more of that.

    You get out of your car and head into the shop. It smells nice inside. It's pretty, too. Someone clearly put in effort to make it friendly, especially to women. You walk down one of the aisles and take a deep breath. You look around and see that you're standing amongst the sex toys.

    The variety of vibrators is far more extensive than you ever imagined and the prices boggle the mind. How could a simple sex toy cost more than $100? Some of them do, though, and you pick up a few and read about the many various features offered. You stare at a toy meant to both penetrate a woman and stimulate her clit at the same time. You find yourself fantasizing about Sarah using the toy while you watch and your cock stirs in the ache. You feel an ache and you suddenly wish that you could buy the toy for Sarah, take it to her house, and witness her pleasure as she fucked herself with it.

    You look up to see a pretty brunette in a pair of jeans and a sleeveless blouse standing at the end of the aisle. She smiles and approaches and your heart begins pounding.

    "Is this your first time here?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Are you looking for anything special?"

    Your mouth has gone dry. Your heart is pounding so hard it makes it difficult to hear her. You think of Sarah. You focus on doing this for her.

    "Um...well...so, I recently entered into a new relationship."

    "Congratulations," the pretty brunette says.

    You smile. "Yeah, well, it's...I suppose you could say it's a different kind of relationship. She's...she's into being in charge." You swallow hard and look away. "She's a domme. My domme."

    "Lucky you."

    You look at her and see a smile on her face. There's no hint of judgment, though it dawns on you that a woman that works at a sex shop is probably about as open-minded a woman as you're going to find.

    "Yeah. Actually, I am lucky to have met her. So, anyway, she set me a task. To come here and buy a vibrator."

    "Well, you're in the right place. As far as I know, we have the widest selection of vibrators available at any store in the state. Plus, I'm something of an expert so I can offer any help you might need."

    You take a deep breath. She's so friendly that this feels easier than it could have been, though you're still nervous and more than a little embarrassed at having to confess that your cock is locked in chastity.

    You realize you're still holding the vibrator you picked up so you set it back on the shelf, look at her, and take another deep breath. "One of the first things she did...my domme did, that is, was to make me put on a...a chastity device."

    She smiles and glances at your crotch. "Is it still on?"

    You nod.

    "Does it fit well?"

    It feels a little scary to be answering her questions, and yet there's something oddly comforting about it. "It does. It gets tight when I...well, when I get aroused. It was tight when I woke up this morning."

    "But there's something nice about that tightness, isn't there? It's a reminder that she's in control, that you've surrendered control of the thing that makes you a man, that you've surrendered it to her."

    She talks like a woman with experience in domination and chastity play and you're certain she's using a tone meant to arouse you. She succeeds in doing so, in part because she's remarkably beautiful and talking like that and in part because you think of Sarah, of kissing her, of feeling her pussy, of watching and listening as she had an orgasm just a few days.

    "Yes, that's exactly right," you say.

    "Are you turned on right now?"

    You nod. "A little. Sorry."

    She reaches out and caresses your arm. "There's no reason to be sorry. I like that I could turn you on with just a few words about your submission to your domme."

    Your heart is pounding, but not because you're nervous. It's because you're turned on by this confident, beautiful woman who seems to understand and accept that you're a submissive.

    "Now, what are you looking for in a vibrator?" she asks.

    "Sarah...my domme, she wants me to buy a vibrator so I can masturbate with it," you admit.

    She smiles. "I like the way your domme thinks. There's something exquisite about making a chastised man cum while locked in his cage. Not all men are capable of achieving an orgasm in that way, though I suspect you'll be among those that can climax while locked."

    You want to ask why she thinks that, but you're not entirely sure you want to know the answer.

    "Given your situation, I would recommend a vibrator with a fair amount of power. While your cock is very much like a clit when it's locked up, it's not nearly as sensitive to vibrations, so you'll want more than a woman would want," she explains.

    Your dick aches a little at her comparing it to a clit. She seems to recognize your discomfort as she smiles before grabbing your hand and giving it a gentle squeeze.

    "This is a rather lovely toy," she says before plucking what looks like a miniature version of a personal massager from the shelf. "Do you have any sense of if your domme will be having you penetrate yourself?"

    You hadn't considered it and the idea makes your asshole twitch. "I don't know. She hasn't mentioned it."

    "Well, I wouldn't be surprised if she does have you do so at some point, so you might want to consider this toy, as well," she says while plucking a slender, phallic, dark purple vibrator from the shelf. "It packs a remarkable punch for something so thin and if she wants you to penetrate your ass with it I think you'll actually find it quite pleasant as it should slip inside you with ease."

    You're standing in the aisle of a sex shop and thinking about fucking yourself with a dildo as a beautiful woman stands in front of you. You wonder if Sarah will actually make you fuck yourself at some point. You wonder if you'd do it if she ordered it. You don't have to wonder for long, though, because you're fairly certain you would, especially if the toy was small like the one she's holding in her hand.

    "I'll take the purple one," you say.

    "Good choice. Is that all you need?"

    "Yes," you answer. "Oh, actually, I'm supposed to film a quick video as proof that I did as instructed, which was to tell you about my chastity and request a vibrator that I could use to masturbate."

    She smiles. "We should do that, then."

    You take out your phone and start filming. She steps next to you and puts her hand on the small of your back.

    "Hey Sarah. I'm at the store you sent me to. This is...actually, I don't know your name."

    "Marie," she says with a smile. "And Sarah, your submissive did everything you asked. He confessed about his chastised cock, he requested a vibrator for when you permit him to masturbate, and he was very polite about all of it."

    She holds up the purple toy and adds, "I suggested he might want to buy a toy that he could penetrate himself with should you order him to do so in the future. It's quite powerful, too, so no matter how you have him use it he's going to have a spectacularly good time."

    You stop recording and she kisses you on the cheek.

    "That was fun," she says. "Mostly I sell toys to women and guys looking to buy a gift for their wives. It's nice to sell a vibrator to a man, especially one that's exploring his kink."

    "Thank you for your help, Marie," you reply.

    She smiles brightly. "Oh, it was my pleasure. Why don't you send that video to Sarah and then I can ring you up."

    You send the video to Sarah and follow Marie to the register. You see a few women browsing the aisles but none of them look your way. They seem totally comfortable, though, which you imagine was the intent of the store.

    "This is a really nice place," you say. "I don't know that I've ever seen anything like it."

    Marie scans the barcode on the toy and smiles. "I know. I wanted to do something unique. Everyone I talked to said it would fail, but it turns out we're far more successful than I ever imagined possible. I don't know why, but people always underestimate the desire of women to pursue their sexual pleasure. I just created a safe, welcoming space where that exploration could begin."

    "Well, you did an amazing job," you reply.

    You pay for the vibrator - and it's not cheap - and she puts it in a bag and passes it to you.

    "Thank you, Marie," you say.

    "You're welcome. I hope I'll see you again."

    You smile. "Yeah, I hope so too."

    You leave the store feeling remarkably good. Your act of submission turned out to be far more pleasant - and actually a little bit exciting - than you thought it would be. Sarah wasn't punishing you. She was challenging you to grow and to find greater comfort in embracing your truth as a submissive.

    Your phone rings as you get in your car. It's her.

    "Hey," you say.

    "I saw the video. I'm impressed. You were a very good boy for me. You made me very happy."

    Her words make you feel far better than you imagined they would. Your balls tingle. A sense of joy envelops you. "It felt good to do it. To submit to you in that way."

    "I'm going to text you my address. I'd like you at my apartment at 8 p.m. sharp. Don't be late or I won't let you in."

    "Of course. I understand. I'll be there on time."

    "I'll see you then."

    She hangs up. You set your phone down. A text comes in with her address. You smile. You're not sure what's going to happen at her apartment tonight, but you can't wait to find out.

    ---

    Sarah's apartment building is nicer than you expected. It's modern and seems to come with a wealth of amenities, including a pool and a rooftop deck. You take the elevator to her floor and wait until your phone tells you it's 8 p.m. before knocking.

    You hear footsteps approaching. Sarah answers the door and looks resplendent in a pair of black wet look leggings, heels, and a white sweater. Your key hangs around her neck and the sight of it makes your cock stir. Her long red hair is down and wavy and you feel as though you could stand there and stare at her for hours.

    "Wow," you say. "You're so beautiful."

    She smiles, steps aside, and gestures for you to enter her apartment. You're carrying the small bag you got from the toy shop. In it is the vibrator Sarah had you buy, though you're not sure if you're going to be permitted to use it tonight.

    "It made me very happy that you managed to buy the toy," she says. "I wasn't sure you'd do it. The last guy I tried this with flamed out at that assignment."

    "I wasn't sure I'd do it, either. I'm glad I did, though. It was...I don't know, kind of freeing to just embrace it, to admit it to someone else, to get a little more comfortable with the idea of submission."

    Sarah steps closer and you smell her perfume. She kisses you softly on the lips. You're almost certain you can taste a hint of red wine, like she had a glass with her dinner. The kiss makes your cock ache as it tries to grow. You like the ache.

    "I'd like you to strip for me," she says. "Will you do that?"

    You feel a little self-conscious, but you set the bag down and begin to remove your clothes. Sarah smiles and disappears into her kitchen. She returns a moment later with a glass of the red wine that you tasted on her lips. You continue to strip, removing every article of clothing until you're standing in front of her wearing only a chastity device.

    "Now I'd like you to get on your knees."

    You fall to your knees and she steps closer.

    "Now kiss both of my feet."

    You bent over and kiss her feet in the open-toed heels. You kiss each foot multiple times. You feel deeply submissive. You're naked and bent over in front of this beautiful woman wearing the key to your cock cage around her neck and you're kissing her feet dutifully. You feel submissive, but you like it.

    "Do you like my leggings?" she asks.

    You look up and nod. "I love them."

    She turns and you stare at her ass, which looks truly stunning in the wet look leggings. "I'd like you to kiss my ass."

    You lean in and kiss her ass cheeks. The material is warm against your lips. It smells faintly of perfume. She puts a hand on the back of your head and you find pleasure in that small measure of control.

    "I'd like a foot massage," she says and walks towards her couch.

    You're not sure what to do, so you crawl behind her. She doesn't say anything, but she smiles as she watches you approach.

    "As much as I'd like to let you on my couch, I don't really want your naked ass ruining the fabric, so you'll have to remain on your knees while you rub my feet."

    "Of course," you say as you crawl in front of her and rest on your knees.

    "You may remove my heels and rub my feet."

    You carefully remove her heels and set them aside. You take one of her feet in your hand. You give her a massage. She smiles and lets out a soft moan that makes it clear she enjoys your touch. Then she looks at her phone and sips her wine.

    Her phone captures her attention for quite some time. You're not sure what she's doing but you find it oddly arousing that she's chosen to completely ignore you as you serve her. She's sipping her wine, perhaps browsing social media, and enjoying a foot rub from her chastised submissive.

    "Well, how about that," she says. "An ex of mine got in touch."

    You're not sure if you're meant to say anything so you continue rubbing her feet as instructed.

    "He likes the pics I've been posting on Instagram. Says I look good."

    "You do," you say.

    "You've seen my Instagram?"

    You nod.

    "How far back have you gone?"

    "Pretty far."

    She smiles. "So you've seen that I've put in some effort to look better."

    You nod. She's always been pretty, but it's clear that in the past few years Sarah has worked hard to change her look. And, based on what you could tell, she's worked hard to change her whole life, including a professional upgrade and a change in location.

    "You know, it shouldn't necessarily feel so good that my ex is perhaps feeling a bit of regret at having dumped me before I got hot, but it does feel good. A bit of revenge, I guess, though him dumping me and immediately hooking up with someone else might have been part of why I decided to make some changes in my life."

    "Is that when you discovered your dominant desires?" you ask.

    "That's when I started being honest about them. This guy - the one that broke up with me - always fucked me good, but there was always something missing."

    You're surprised to feel something akin to arousal when she mentions how her ex fucked her.

    "Now I know what was missing. I know that I need to find the perfect submissive."

    You feel a desperate desire to be that submissive for her.

    "Have you thought about fucking me?" she asks.

    You shake your head. "You're beautiful, so it's not that. It's just...it doesn't seem like it's a possibility, so I just haven't entertained the idea."

    She finishes her glass of wine and sets it on the coffee table. "It's not a possibility right now, but it might be in the future. There are plenty of subs that fuck their dommes. After all, dominant women like sex too and it can be an act of submission to fuck a woman exactly as she desires. That being said, some dommes fuck other men and make their subs watch, so there are all sorts of possibilities."

    You feel a twinge of desire at the thought of being made to watch as she fucks someone else, a twinge that you do your best to hide.

    "We might not ever make it to that point, though. You still have so much to prove as a submissive. Not tonight, though. Tonight is about rewarding you for being good for me."

    She stands and offers a hand. You take it and stand. She cups your caged cock in her hand and kisses your neck. Your flaccid flesh stirs and her lips move over your neck as she moans. You try and get hard as her fingers caress your balls. You feel the ache. The beautiful ache.

    "I'm wet," she confesses. "I haven't masturbated since that FaceTime call. I got very wet when you sent me that video. I got wet at the idea of your submission, at your willingness to do as I instructed even though it scared you. I got wet at you giving me that sort of control."

    She moves to the other side of your neck and continues kissing you. Her lips are soft and perfect. Her moans are gentle. She teases your cock and balls and you feel more of that beautiful ache.

    "I want to cum," she says. "And I want you to help. Will you do that?"

    "I'll do anything," you reply.

    Her lips find yours. Her hand moves to the back of your head. Her tongue slips into your mouth. It's a long, slow, passionate kiss. In the moment it feels like the most incredible kiss you've ever experienced. You feel desire and a deep sense of gratitude that this beautiful domme has allowed you to experience the pleasure of kissing her.

    "Follow me," she says.

    You stare at her ass - which is stunning in the leggings - as she leads you to her bedroom. She kisses you again, just as deeply as the first time, and presses her body tightly against yours. The sweater is soft against your chest and her leggings are smooth against your thighs.

    "Remove my leggings," she says.

    You drop to your knees and slowly pulling her leggings down. She's wearing a black lace thong that reveals some of her pubic hair and the upper part of her pussy lips. You resist the urge to lean in and kiss her between the legs while helping Sarah step out of her leggings.

    She takes off her sweater and reveals a matching black bra. She's standing in front of you in her underwear and she looks perfect. This moment feels like more than enough reward for the act of buying a vibrator at her instruction.

    She crawls into her bed and lies face down. "Rub my legs," she instructs.

    You stand and move to the edge of the bed. You massage her legs, moving from her ankle all the way to the tops of her thighs over and over. She moans. You can see her pussy through the thong. You're certain you can see a wet spot. She wasn't lying about being turned on.

    "Rub my thighs and ass," she instructs.

    You run your fingers over the backs of her thighs and up to her ass. You grab a handful of each of her cheeks and squeeze gently. She moans. You repeat the process over and over and notice that she tenses the muscles of her ass every now and then while offering up a gentle chorus of moans that make it seem like she's legitimately working her way towards an orgasm.

    "This feels so good," she says. "You're making me feel so good."

    You want nothing more than to make her feel good in this moment. It's all you care about. You want to help her cum. You want to keep her moaning. You want to be the submissive of her dreams.

    She flips over. She looks perfect on her back. You want to crawl on top of her. To kiss her all over. To fuck her. You weren't considering that before, but now that she's in her underwear in her bed you're absolutely thinking about it.

    "Crawl on top of me," she says as if she just read your mind.

    You crawl on top of her. She smiles. She pulls your lips to hers for a kiss. Your body settles on top of hers. She moves her hips as your caged cock presses against her pussy. You feel the warmth of it. You feel a bit of wetness soaking through her panties. Her tongue slips into your mouth. You're dry humping her. It feels so fucking good. Your cock aches so hard.

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you answer while catching a glint of the chastity key that now rests between her breasts.

    "You should know that it really turns me on to know that you can't have me - or any other form of pleasure - unless I choose to give it to you, and I suppose you should know that denying you turns me on, too."

    "It turns me on that you have control over my cock," you say.

    She kisses you again. The way her tongue moves makes you think she was aroused by your admission.

    "Go get your vibrator," she says.

    You back out of the bed and rush back to her living room. You grab the vibrator from the bag and tear open the plastic packaging to set it free. You put the batteries in and she extends her hand. You offer her the toy and stand by the side of the bed as she turns it on and holds it between her legs.

    "Oh, fuck," she says before closing her eyes, arching her back, and grasping one of her breasts. "This feels so good."

    You watch her masturbate while your cock aches with desire for her. You watch her masturbate without being able to do anything to help because you haven't been instructed to do so.

    She pulls the toy away, looks at you, and says, "Take my panties off."

    You run your fingers up her legs and slip them under the waistband of her panties. You pull them off and stare at her pussy. You've seen naked women before, but for some reason the sight of her plump labia and the wetness between them is astoundingly arousing.

    "Come lie next to me," she instructs.

    You crawl into bed and lie next to her. She moans and you look down to see that she's holding the vibrator - your vibrator - against her pussy once more. Now, though, you can actually hear her wetness.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You kiss her. Your tongues entwine. She moans into your mouth. Your dick tries to get hard in the cage and the pain spreads through your loins. She pulls a breast free of her bra and says, "Worship my tits."

    You kiss your way down her neck and chest and take her nipple in your mouth. You worship as instructed. You lick and suck and she runs her fingers through your hair.

    Then she cums. She has a beautiful orgasm while you're worshiping her tits. She cums with the toy you bought and something about that feels spectacularly good.

    "Thank you," she says softly.

    "It was my pleasure," you reply with a smile.

    You look down and watch as she plunges the toy into her pussy. You can't quite see it moving in and out of her, but you feel a bit jealous of it.

    She pulls it free and you can see the purple dildo is now soaked with her juices. She brings the toy towards your mouth. You part your lips without even thinking about it.

    "Taste me," she says as the toy enters your mouth.

    You suck on it. You taste her. You wrap your lips around it. You taste her juices. You taste her sweetness. You taste her perfect, glorious, wondrous pussy. You wish you could have used your tongue to make her cum, but this is wondrous.

    "Lie back," she says.

    You lie back and she pulls the vibrator from your mouth, turns it on, and holds it against your locked cock. The pleasure is instant. It's not like when you masturbate, but it's unquestionably pleasurable. The vibrations engulf the whole of your cock. You feel them in your balls.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks.

    You nod. "Yes. It's incredible."

    She kisses your neck. She moans. She takes your earlobe in her mouth and sucks on it. She moans again. Her tongue dances around your ear and it feels utterly fantastic.

    "Do you think you could cum this way?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "Mmm, I hope so," she replies softly. "I'd love to be able to keep you in your cage for months at a time, and if you can cum while locked up there's no reason to let you out. I could keep your cock soft and small and chastised for as long as I desire, and the longer you stay caged the hotter it's going to be for me."

    You're closer to an orgasm. All it took was her expressing her desire to keep you caged for as long as possible.

    She pulls the toy away. She turns it off. She kisses you and you happily kiss her back.

    "That was fun," she says. "But you haven't earned an orgasm yet."

    "Of course," you reply. "How can I earn one?"

    "I'm sure I'll think of something. For now, though, you need to get dressed and go home, and you'll have to leave your toy with me. I don't yet trust you not to use it without my permission."

    You're sad to leave, but you want to obey her, so you get out of her bed. She puts her panties on and follows you out of her bedroom. You dress at her front door and she watches while in her underwear.

    "Thank you," you say. "For inviting me over. For letting me help you cum. For letting me massage you. For letting me submit."

    She smiles. "Why don't you get on your knees and kiss my feet one more time before you leave."

    You drop to your knees. You bend over. You kiss her feet. It's exquisitely pleasurable to do so, even more so when she's nearly naked. You look up when you're finished and she runs her fingers through your hair.

    "Thank you," you say.

    She bends over and kisses you softly. "You're welcome. I'll be in touch soon. Have a good night."

    You get up, walk out, and smile for the entire elevator ride to the bottom floor. You smile for most of the drive home, too. You smile because you're very, very happy to have found Sarah, to have impressed her enough that you get to keep submitting to her.

    You’re still desperate to cum, though, so you can’t wait for her to come up with something else for you to do for a chance to have an orgasm.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    The more you submit, the more you want to submit. Your pleasure grows each time, and it's not the kind of pleasure that's rooted strictly between your legs. It's the kind of pleasure that envelops your whole body, that makes you feel good in ways you didn't know you could feel good. It's the kind of pleasure that makes it obvious that you were always meant to submit. You just needed to meet the right woman.

    Sarah is that woman. She's beautiful and kind. She's dominant but not at all cruel. She's your girlfriend and your domme and the longer you've been with her, the more desperately you wish to offer her everything in the hope of making her happy.

    To that end, you started cooking classes weeks ago. You didn't know much about how to cook and you still don't, but you want to be better for Sarah. You want to be able to serve her in that way. You want to prove yourself worthy of her long term attention and affection. If you're being honest, you want to prove yourself worthy of being Sarah's submissive husband, not just her boyfriend.

    You're in her kitchen. In class you've recently learned how to make fresh pasta along with a simple-but-delicious cream sauce. You've practiced several times and now you're going to make it for Sarah.

    You've already prepared cocktails. You've served them to Sarah and Melanie, your ex-girlfriend that has recently offered herself as a submissive to Sarah. They're talking in the living room as you cook in the kitchen. You hear them laugh. You've heard a few kisses, too, and you find yourself aroused and jealous at the idea that Sarah has expanded her sexuality to include dominating and playing with a girl you used to date. There's a benefit to it, of course, as you've already been permitted to fuck Melanie twice. In both instances you were allowed to cum inside her. You would prefer to fuck Sarah, of course, but that is a pleasure you have not yet been offered.

    You've made the pasta. You've cut it into long, thin strips and it's currently hanging on a rack and waiting to be dropped into boiling water. You're chopping shallots and garlic for the sauce. Soon you'll sauté them in a pan. The water is heating up. You've already made a salad. The table has been set. You're excited and a little nervous. You want to be a good cook, to be able to serve Sarah in that way.

    You sauté the aromatics. You add herbs. You add the stock and the cream. You put the pasta in the boiling water. It will only take a few minutes to finish. You hear Sarah laugh. You're not sure if a kiss follows. There's too much noise in the kitchen now. You feel jealous. Your cock is throbbing in its cage, though, as you find immense pleasure in serving Sarah, which is precisely what you're doing by cooking for her.

    The pasta is finished cooking. You fish it out of the water and drop it all into the sauce. You add a few more splashes of the pasta water to help bind the sauce and you stir vigorously. Soon the pasta is coated in the delicious, thick sauce. You smile at your accomplishment. You carefully plate three servings and shave fresh parmesan over the top.

    You carry the plates to the table you carefully set. Sarah and Melanie get up. You pull out their chairs and guide them in as the women sit. You feel a sense of pride as they inhale the aromatic food and compliment you on how good it looks and smells.

    Wine pairs well with the pasta, so you pour everyone a glass. There's a toast. You all dig in. More compliments are offered, this time about the exquisite taste of the food you've prepared. You feel genuine joy at having been able to serve Sarah in that way, at putting that bright smile on her face.

    "Did he ever cook for you, Melanie?" Sarah asks.

    "He'd grill stuff from time to time. Burgers. Chicken. That sort of thing. Nothing like this, though. This feels like next level cooking."

    Sarah smiles at you. "It makes me very happy that you're learning to cook for me, that you want so badly to make me happy, to make my life a little better in whatever ways you can."

    "I do want that. It feels good to serve you in that way."

    She reaches over and squeezes your hand. It's a small thing, but her touch brings you joy.

    "I've invited Zack over tonight," she says.

    "Really?"

    Sarah nods. "I'd like to have sex, and while I could certainly unlock your cock and allow you inside me, I feel as though that might impact your submission. At some point I'm sure I'll allow you inside me, but I'm not ready yet and I don't think you are either."

    You know better than to argue with her, though you're tempted to do so. You feel as though having sex with her wouldn't impact your submission in any way, but it's also entirely possible that you're fooling yourself, that your desire to make love to her is so overwhelming that you can't possibly think in a rational manner with regards to that subject.

    Sarah sets her fork down and grasps your hand and Melanie's. "You'll both watch," she says. "You'll be on your knees in my bedroom. You'll watch as Zack and I fuck. You'll watch him satisfy me and you'll do whatever I instruct. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," you say simultaneously.

    Sarah looks pleased. Delighted, in fact. "I have to say, I don't think I've ever been happier," she says. "The two of you are a big part of that. I'm so pleased that you've been able to serve me together, that you're both so eager to do as I desire."

    You look at Melanie and smile. You note that she looks beautiful in a soft, low cut sweater that shows off her cleavage. Her hair is pulled to one side and she wears a choker with a metal heart that rests against her throat. You wonder if the choker was her choice or if it was a gift from Sarah. A physical sign of submission, perhaps, similar to the chastity cage that you wear.

    "That choker is lovely," you say.

    Melanie reaches up and runs her finger over the metal heart. Her smile is joyful and she glances at Sarah. "It was a gift. It feels so good to wear it. To wear it all the time, actually."

    Sarah leans towards your ex-girlfriend and runs her fingers through Melanie's hair. She pulls her closer and the two women share a kiss. It's still odd to witness an act of affection between them, mostly because you were certain Sarah was straight, that her sudden interest in Melanie is out of character for her.

    "Are you okay?" Sarah asks as she looks at you.

    "Jealous, I suppose. Sorry. I know I shouldn't be."

    She smiles. "It's okay to be jealous. It would probably be strange if you weren't. I can see how it would be difficult to watch me kiss your ex-girlfriend. To be honest, my affection and desire for her was unexpected. I've never had an interest in women, and yet I find myself drawn to Melanie, and in particular to dominating her."

    Your cock aches in its cage. There are feelings both pleasant and unpleasant working their way through your system, but arousal is one of them and it has resulted in the beautiful pain of chastity making itself known.

    "I think I might be even more surprised than she is," Melanie adds. "I've never been attracted to women, and yet I feel an overwhelming desire to be with Sarah, and to submit to her, of course. It's...it's hard to explain, but I suppose you understand it better than anyone, don't you?"

    You smile and nod. "I certainly do. Sarah unlocked that same thing in me, so despite my jealousy, I understand what you're experiencing and I'm thrilled that you get to submit to Sarah, who is a domme unlike any other."

    The conversation shifts to non-kink subjects. You talk of TV shows you're watching. You talk a bit about work. You and Melanie share stories from your relationship, eliciting laughs as you recall both good and bad moments. You feel some of the pain you felt when your relationship ended, but now you're in a better place, as you're far happier with Sarah than you ever were with Melanie, despite your love for her.

    "Melanie, it seems only fair that you do the clean up," Sarah says after dinner.

    "Of course," she replies.

    Sarah stands and takes your hand. She leads you to the bedroom as Melanie begins clearing the dishes away.

    "Strip me," she says.

    You remove her lovely dress. You caress her milky white skin as often as you can, though you take care not to indulge too much for it's not your place to be selfish when carrying out her instructions.

    "I'd like to wear lingerie for Zack. He always enjoyed stockings, so let's start there," she says. "Black stockings, please."

    You open the top drawer of her dresser and pull out a pair of black stockings. You turn to find Sarah sitting at the foot of her bed. You approach and drop to your knees. You carefully put on her stockings as she watches you with a smile on her face.

    "Do you feel jealous of Zack?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    "Because he gets to fuck me and you don't?"

    "Yes."

    You run your hand over her stocking-clad leg to ensure the fit is perfect. You relish the chance to caress the nylon and you see her eyes flutter for a moment, presumably at the pleasure of being touched in that manner.

    "I can't help but want to make love to you," you say, though you can't quite meet her gaze as you say it, such is the sense of vulnerability that engulfs you.

    Sarah lifts your chin holds your gaze as she asks, "Do you love me?"

    "Yes. I love you desperately. I do."

    She smiles and leans down. Your lips meet for a tender kiss. "I love you too," she whispers. "Desperately, in fact. I find pleasure in controlling your cock, though, in controlling your orgasms, in deciding precisely when and how you experience the pleasure of an orgasm or even an erection. I was being honest, too, when I said that being permitted inside me might have an effect on your submission. We'll find out some day, but now is not the time for that. Now is the time for you to watch as another man enjoys what you crave."

    "Of course," you say as a sense of exuberance courses through you. Sarah just told you that she loves you. This is now the best night of your life, no matter what else happens. Your domme loves you and perhaps in the same manner that you love her.

    You put on the second stocking. You caress her leg to ensure the fit is perfect. You then retrieve a strappy, elegant, unquestionably sexy bra, panty, and garter belt set from her lingerie drawer. You put it on her. You dress her for another man and experience an unexpected thrill at doing so.

    Sarah rewards you with a kiss. This time you're standing. Her lingerie-clad body is pressed against yours. It feels like a kiss you'd share before making love to a woman, but in this case you won't even be permitted to leave your chastity cage, let alone to enter her body. That pleasure will go to Zack.

    "I'm going to ask more of you tonight than I've asked before," she says. "I'm going to push you because it turns me on to do so. I want you to obey."

    "I will." The use of the word obey proves to be enthralling and though it might not have been purposeful, the sensation coursing through you ensures that you will, in fact, obey her tonight.

    "There's a satin robe in my closet. Fetch it."

    You hurry to the closet and return with the robe. You help Sarah into it and she ties it around her waist, hiding the lingerie that rests beneath it. Her stocking tops show, though, and they look exquisite.

    "Heels," she says. "I need a pair of heels. Four inch. Black. Strappy."

    You rush to the closet. You return with the heels she desires. You fall to your knees. You help her into them. You have dressed your domme to be enjoyed by another man.

    Melanie walks into the bedroom.

    "Have you finished cleaning up?" Sarah asks.

    "I have," she replies.

    Melanie stares at your domme. You see lust in her eyes. You feel that same lust and seeing it in Melanie's eyes somehow deepens yours and your cock begins to throb in its cage once more. You feel precum escape the tip and make a small, sticky mess in your underwear.

    "Come here," Sarah says.

    Melanie steps towards her. You watch from your knees as your domme pulls your ex-girlfriend into her arms for a long, deep kiss. Your arousal reaches a fever pitch. The ache between your legs has transformed into pain.

    Sarah loosens the robe as they kiss. It falls open. She takes Melanie's hand and places it on her breast. Their tongues entwine as they both moan. Melanie plays with Sarah's exquisite bosom, fondling her flesh through delicate black lace. You're jealous and turned on. You wish you were permitted to join them, to kiss in a triumvirate, but you are not.

    "Is your pussy wet, Melanie?"

    "Soaked," she answers.

    Sarah looks at you. "Confirm that for me. Strip her naked. Put your fingers inside her."

    You stand and remove Melanie's clothes. They fall to the floor and you run your hand down her stomach and between her legs. Your fingers slide into her with ease, confirming her wetness.

    "She's soaked," you say with your fingers still inside her.

    Sarah stares at both of you for a handful of seconds and then smiles brightly. "It makes me very happy to have you both here, to have you both serving me." She steps closer and caresses both of your faces. "Your submission and service mean so much to me."

    Sarah turns her attention to you and says, "Remove your clothes and get on your knees."

    You strip and fall to your knees.

    "Lick her asshole."

    You move behind Melanie. You spread her cheeks. You lick her asshole and listen as she and Sarah kiss.

    "Are you excited to watch me get fucked?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes, I am," Melanie answers.

    "And will you do as you're told while Zack is here? Will you do whatever I ask, even if I request something you might find humiliating?"

    "Yes, I will. I'll do anything for you."

    You can't help but feel a little nervous. It seems almost certain that humiliation will be part of your experience tonight. Perhaps it will be quite mild, though.

    The doorbell rings. Sarah steps back as you continue to eat Melanie's ass.

    "I'd like you both on your knees at the foot of the bed," she says.

    You move into place and Melanie drops to her knees next to you as Sarah walks out of the room. You turn to your ex-girlfriend and admire her perky breasts and flat stomach. She looks at you and smiles. You want to kiss her, though you refrain from doing so.

    "I'm glad I get to submit with you," you say.

    She smiles and leans in. She kisses you. Sarah might be annoyed if she were to walk in, but you can't help but receive the kiss. Melanie's tongue moves into your mouth. You cup one of her breasts in your hand and squeeze it gently. She moans softly into your mouth.

    "You're a good kisser," you say.

    "So are you."

    Your cock strains in the cage as Sarah and Zack walk into the room. He looks at the two submissives on their knees and smiles. He was clearly briefed on the situation and already has a bulge in his pants.

    "I hope you don't mind having an audience," Sarah says.

    "Oh, no, not at all," Zack replies. "In fact, I loved getting a blowjob with an audience. I imagine that fucking you with two people watching will be even more exciting."

    Lust washes over Sarah's face before she kisses her friend and occasional lover. She unbuttons his shirt while their tongues dance and he can't help but run his hands all over her, caressing the satin of her robe and playing with her tits in the delicate lace of her bra.

    You and Melanie watch intently. You see Sarah move her hands over Zack's chest and through his hair as they kiss. You see her stand on her toes as she presses her crotch against his. You see her then strip him out of his pants as he kicks off his shoes. You see his cock pop free and watch as Sarah wraps her fingers around it and strokes him while once again luring his tongue into her mouth for a deep and passionate kiss. You're jealous, of course, but you know that Sarah finds pleasure in having you watch, so doing so is an act of service, and any act of service is worthy of celebration.

    "Melanie, suck his cock."

    Melanie crawls towards Zack. She takes his cock in her mouth. She pleasures him as Sarah runs her fingers through your ex-girlfriend's soft hair.

    "Fuck..." is all Zack can say as he gets his dick sucked by a beautiful girl while he's caressed by the astoundingly sexy redhead he'll soon be inside of.

    "Fuck her mouth," Sarah says. "Slowly."

    Zack takes Melanie's head in both hands and begins to thrust in and out of her mouth. Her hands fall to her sides as she takes what he has to offer. It doesn't prove easy for her, though, as you hear quite a bit of gagging. Her throat bulges a few times and her stomach lurches like she's on the verge of vomiting. She maintains control, though, and manages not to lose her dinner.

    "Come here," Sarah says to you. "Next to her. Now."

    You crawl towards Melanie. You rest on your knees next to her.

    "Kiss him, Melanie."

    Zack pulls out and she turns to you. Her eyes are watering. Her lips and chin are covered in saliva. She smiles and leans in. She kisses you. Her hand finds your caged cock and she teases it. You cup one of her breasts and play with the flesh. She moans for you and you do the same for her as you share the sloppiest kiss imaginable.

    "This doesn't make you jealous?" Zack asks.

    "No," Sarah replies. "They both serve me. They're eager to serve me. I like that they desire each other, that there's passion between them. I like that I control it, that I instruct them when to indulge in their desire for it and that I have the power to deny them the ability to achieve the heights of pleasure. I get off on the fact that they obey me, that they will refrain from cumming - together or alone - if I instruct them to do so."

    "I want you to fuck his face," Sarah says. "Slowly. Very slowly."

    You tense up. Melanie backs away. Sarah steps closer and runs her fingers through your ex-girlfriend's hair. Melanie leans against Sarah's thigh as Zack turns towards you.

    You expect him to deny Sarah her request. He's straight, after all. Why would he want a blowjob from a man?

    He doesn't, though. He steps closer. Before you know it, his cock is in your mouth and your head is in his hands. You don't think to resist. Perhaps you should, but you don't. Instead, you take the face fucking. It's slow. It's deep. You gag. Your eyes water. Your throat hurts.

    You feel the humiliation. The abject humiliation of being turned into a cock sheath for a man's pleasure. You know that's not what it's really about, though. This is about Sarah's pleasure. She's getting off on the fact that you've offered your mouth without complaint or hesitation. You're a straight man with a dick in his mouth and you've done it because it's what Sarah wants. It's what she craves. It's proof that you'll do anything to make her happy.

    You hear Sarah moaning. Out of the corner of your eye you see that Melanie is now eating her pussy. The two of you are working in tandem to arouse your superiors - in that moment, at least - and leave them ready for blissful penetrative sex that you'll be permitted to witness.

    Sarah steps away. "Come. I want you inside me, Zack."

    Zack pulls out of your mouth and follows Sarah towards the bed. Her robe floats to the floor as you and Melanie crawl to the foot of the bed.

    Sarah is on her back. Her legs are spread. Zack peels off her panties and tosses them aside. He crawls forward and they kiss as he lowers his body on top of hers.

    To your surprise, Sarah guides him inside her without a condom. He begins to thrust.

    "Slowly," she instructs.

    Zack is not caged, nor is he her submissive. He will do as she says, though. That's the kind of man she likes, apparently.

    Melanie takes your hand in hers as you watch. You glance at her and see an enraptured look on her face as her gaze fixates on the union of Sarah's pussy and Zack's cock.

    "Harder," Sarah urges him.

    Zack fucks her harder. The sounds of sex get louder. Melanie squeezes your hand tighter. Your dick throbs in its cage as you watch another man enjoy the pleasure that you crave so desperately, that you're denied relentlessly.

    They take their time. Neither is in any rush to cum. They kiss. Sarah's hands move over his body. She grabs his ass to pull him deep into her. He plays with her breasts. They indulge in their desire for each other as you indulge in the pleasure of watching someone else enjoy what you've been denied.

    "Cum inside me," Sarah urges him breathlessly.

    They cum together soon after. Melanie is closer to you and she leans over and kisses your neck as Zack cums inside your domme. You turn your head and see her smiling. She kisses you. Your tongues mingle. You feel a strong desire to play with Melanie's pussy, but you keep your hand at your side and enjoy the feel of her tongue in your mouth instead.

    As your kiss ends, Zack pulls out. You both stare at his slick, stiff cock and the gaping, messy pussy of your domme. Sarah looks down at you both for a moment before turning to Zack and kissing him as he lays beside her.

    "That was exquisite," she says.

    He smiles. "Agreed. You're incredible, Sarah."

    "Melanie, crawl between my legs. Put your tongue inside me. Clean some of his cum out of me," Sarah instructs.

    You feel intense jealousy as Melanie crawls into the bed and plunges her tongue into your domme. Sarah sits up a enough to look at you as she puts a hand on the back of Melanie's head.

    "Don't worry," she says. "You'll get your chance to clean me. For now, though, I want you to clean Zack's cock. Suck the juices off of him. Suck the cum off of him."

    You stand and crawl into the bed. You take him in your mouth without hesitation. You don't really even think about it. You just do it. You suck cock for Sarah. You clean the cock. You clean his balls, too. It's humiliating, but you barely even think about that. You do it because this is your place.

    "Kiss him, Melanie," Sarah instructs.

    You sit back on your knees. Melanie does the same. She kisses you. Her tongue tastes of cum. It's glorious. She plays with your caged cock while you kiss. You moan into her mouth. You finger her pussy and play with her tits.

    "They look good together," Zack says.

    "They do," Sarah agrees. "I think I'll keep them both. Why limit myself to one submissive when I can have two?"

    You're not sure if Melanie is on board with that set up, but you certainly are. You know you'll feel jealousy with great frequency, but that's something you can deal with.

    "My pussy is still filled with cum," Sarah says. "Clean me. While he does, you can suck on Zack's balls, Melanie."

    You move between Sarah's legs. You plunge your tongue inside her. You clean her pussy. You devour the cum. It's not the first time you've tasted Zack's essence so it's not an unpleasant experience.

    After you clean her pussy, Sarah orders you and Melanie out of her bedroom. She instructs you to fool around on her couch. You're free to make Melanie cum, but you are forbidden from doing so, though the chastity cage would make it very hard to get off even if you wanted to break the rules.

    You sit on the couch and Melanie climbs on top of you. Her wet pussy envelops your caged cock and she begins to rock back and forth as you kiss. Her tongue explores your mouth and the ache between your legs deepens significantly.

    Then, Melanie stops. "Is everything okay?"

    She nods. You take a moment to consider the notion that your ex-girlfriend is sitting naked in your lap with your chastised cock inside her. What an astonishing turn of events your life has taken since you met Sarah in that Starbucks.

    "I just want to make sure you're okay with all of this," Melanie says.

    "What do you mean?"

    "Well...I keep worrying that I...I don't know, that I moved in on what you were doing with Sarah, that I just butted my head into this thing you had going with her and that I'm taking some of her attention from you. I just feel kind of bad about it."

    You smile and chuckle. "You don't have to feel bad. You really don't. I love submitting to Sarah. I really do. I love making her happy. I love doing whatever it takes to make her happy and it's clear that she likes dominating you, that she's having a great time exploring the part of her that can't help but feel attracted to a submissive woman."

    You lean forward and kiss Melanie's chest as she runs her fingers through your hair.

    "There's also the fact that I like you, Melanie. I mean, we were...I was in love with you, and now here we are spending a lot more time together, spending a lot of time naked together, and pleasuring each other as we both strive to serve Sarah and find satisfaction in making her life better."

    You see a touch of pain on her face. "I'm sorry I fucked up our relationship," she says.

    "You didn't. A relationship almost always dies because both people played a part in its demise. Plus, if you hadn't ended it, I wouldn't have found Sarah. I wouldn't have found what feels like my purpose."

    Melanie kisses you softly. "That's nice of you to say, and I'm so happy that you found Sarah, that you found your purpose."

    "What about you? Is this...I mean, is this just a fun fling for you?" you ask. "Which would be fine, by the way."

    "I'm not sure what it is," she says. "I just know that it feels good. Really, really good. I haven't been doing it anywhere near as long as you, though, so maybe I will discover that it's my purpose, that I need to be with someone that takes control, that dominates me. It wouldn't be the worst thing in the world to end up in a long term throuple with you and Sarah."

    The thought puts a smile on your face. It seems unlikely, but you're not upset about the idea.

    "Right now, though, I'd really like to have an orgasm, so I'm going to ride your locked up cock while we kiss."

    Melanie is true to her word as she takes your cock for a ride, cums hard on it, and then gets on her knees and sucks on it. You're pretty sure she won't be able to make you cum, but it feels awfully good to be teased in that very particular way.

    You hear a moan from the bedroom. Sarah's moan. You wonder if she and Zack are going to fuck again. You smile at the thought.

    As strange as it is to have Melanie back in your life, you like it. It might be even more fun this way. It might be everything you've ever wanted. Only time will tell.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "What satisfies you, sexually speaking?"

    Melanie is on her knees in front of Sarah as the question is posed. She looks up at your domme and replies, "I'm not sure what you mean."

    "Do you prefer oral sex? Do you prefer to get fucked?" Sarah asks.

    You're on your knees alongside Melanie. Each of you is rubbing one of Sarah's feet. You feel like a servant to a queen. Your cock is locked in chastity, as it's been for the past three weeks. It takes very little to engulf you in arousal these days and the act of rubbing Sarah's foot and leg while she sits naked on her couch has you dripping with desire. The fact that Melanie is naked next to you also helps.

    "Oh, well, I prefer to get fucked," Melanie answers. "I mean, I like oral sex a great deal, but I tend to cum harder when I'm being fucked."

    The answer seems to please Sarah, at least based on the smile that creeps across her face. "And how do you prefer to be fucked? Slow and sensual? Hard? Rough?"

    You look at Melanie, take note of the fact that her nipples are hard, and admire how beautiful she looks in profile. Your cock throbs as you think of the last time Sarah let you fuck your fellow submissive, of how good her pussy felt around your cock, of how she rode you to an orgasm and then sat on your face and fed you your cum.

    "Well, I don't want to disappoint, but I like all kinds of sex and the pleasure of it really depends on the guy and my relationship with him. If it's someone I've just met, I don't really want him to make love to me. If it's someone I'm in love with, chances are good I'm going to have an exceptional orgasm if he's making love to me, though sometimes in a long term relationship it's exciting for the sex to be varied."

    Sarah lifts her foot and Melanie takes a toe into her mouth without being instructed. You run your fingers up your domme's calf, stopping just short of the back of her knee. She lifts her foot to your mouth and you do the same as Melanie. The both of you suck on the toes of the woman you've offered your submission to and she traces a finger over her breasts, down her milky white stomach, and between her legs. You watch as she masturbates. You feel her toe wiggle in your mouth and you suck like you know she desires. You watch her pussy lips swell with desire and admire how the flesh between her labia now glistens from the arousal coursing through her.

    Sarah stops short of an orgasm, seemingly content to tease herself while she's served by her submissives. You feel gentle disappointment at not being permitted to watch her cum, but you're not in control of her orgasms. You're not in control of anything when you're with Sarah.

    "Was the sex between the two of you good?" Sarah asks as she pulls her toe from Melanie's mouth.

    "It was," she answers while glancing your way. "Not great, admittedly, but it was good."

    You feel a gentle sense of embarrassment. You were deeply in love with Melanie at one point. You were convinced you were going to spend the rest of your life with her. It hurts to hear that the sex wasn't great, but she'd cheated on you, so of course the sex wasn't great.

    "What would have made the sex better?" Sarah asks.

    Melanie glances at you.

    "Don't look at him. Look at me and answer my question."

    Your cock throbs in its cage. You like it when Sarah fully inhabits her dominant side.

    "He was often too timid. He'd ask if it felt okay as he slid inside me. He'd study my face like he was trying to discern if he was doing a good job. He'd sometimes ask if he could fuck me harder. It would have been better if he'd just done it. Sometimes a girl just wants a man to take charge in bed."

    She's right, of course. You were timid. You've always been timid. Now you understand that you've always been submissive, that you don't have it in you to take charge in bed. You wonder if you could take charge if a woman instructed you to do so, if you were freed from your anxieties by a simple act of dominance.

    "Is there anything else?" Sarah asks.

    Again Melanie glances at you. This time, though, Sarah leans forward and grabs a handful of her hair to direct her attention.

    "You don't need to fear hurting his feelings, Melanie. You need to fear disappointing me. You're a submissive. I'm your domme. The point of this is that you do as you're told. Do you understand?"

    "Yes. I'm sorry."

    Sarah is almost never aggressive in her domination. She's still growing as a domme, though. She's still relatively new to it, as you often forget because she seems so comfortable in her position of power.

    "The sex would also have been better if he had a bigger cock," Melanie says. "I know size doesn't matter to all women, but I find sex more pleasurable when the man is bigger, when I feel him deeper inside me, when I have a sense of fullness as he's in me."

    You know that you have no control over the size of your cock, but you still feel a bit embarrassed as you listen to Melanie enumerate the reasons that she cheated on you.

    "How fascinating," Sarah says. "I don't like a small cock, obviously - no woman does - but size isn't all that important to me. Do you ever wonder if you two would have stayed together if he'd simply been blessed with a bigger cock and a bit more courage in the bedroom?"

    "Yes," Melanie admits. "I loved him. I loved being his girlfriend. Sometimes I thought about being his wife and I was fairly certain I would have been happy. But I...well, I cheated on him because there was one area where I wasn't happy."

    Sarah looks at you and smiles in a kind manner. "Is this hard to hear?"

    You nod.

    She sits up and caresses your face. "Do you think that Melanie's the only ex-girlfriend that you failed to satisfy, sexually speaking?"

    You consider the question, recalling memories of past sexual experiences. Unless they all faked their orgasms - unlikely - you know you made them cum. Most of them, at least. You made Melanie cum, though, it just seems that the orgasms weren't satisfying enough.

    "I honestly don't know," you answer. "But it seems entirely possible that I'm not as good in bed as I thought I was."

    Sarah slips two fingers into your mouth and smiles as you suck on them without prompting. "It's possible. It's also possible that you were poorly matched with Melanie, though perhaps if you'd been more of a take charge lover that she would have been able to look past the average size of your cock."

    Sarah's tongue replaces her fingers in your mouth. You close your eyes and sink into the deeply satisfying nature of the kiss. Her lips are soft and warm and her hands feel reassuring as they rest on either side of your face.

    "Thank you," you say as she leans back.

    "You're welcome."

    She looks at Melanie, smiles sweetly, and leans forward once more. You watch the two women share a soft, beautiful kiss. Arousal and a touch of jealousy swirl through your body. As Sarah sits back, Melanie seems blissfully happy.

    Sarah looks at you as you resume rubbing her foot. "Do you think you'd enjoy watching Melanie get fucked?" she asks.

    Your mouth opens to answer the question, but you remain silent as you consider your answer. "I'm sorry, but I really don't know the answer to that."

    "That's okay," your domme replies. "I'd like to know the answer, though, so I think we'll conduct an experiment of sorts. I'll invite a man over. I'll make sure he's the sort that likes to take charge in bed. I'll make sure he has a long, thick cock to stretch Melanie's pussy with. I'll make sure he's okay with being watched by a chastised submissive. Then we'll find out if you like watching your ex-girlfriend get fucked by a man that possesses far greater sexual talents than your own."

    There's no sense in arguing. It's happening whether you want it to or not. Sarah's in charge and that's how it should be. She obviously isn't going to bother asking for Melanie's blessing, either, because she doesn't need it. She's your domme. You both do as you're told because submission brings you greater pleasure than anything else.

    ---

    Melanie and her soon-to-be lover are out to dinner, per Sarah's instructions. She wants them to get to know each other a little, to flirt a little, to make out a little, to build their desire for each other before they fuck. Melanie's been forbidden from cumming for the past two weeks and she's desperate for an orgasm, which damn near ensures she'll have chemistry with the man whose big cock will service her pussy this evening.

    You were given a bevy of chores to accomplish for your domme, but you've completed them. Her apartment is clean. The bedroom is ready to receive Melanie and her date. A box of condoms waits in the nightstand drawer. Cocktail ingredients have been purchased so you can prepare drinks should they desire them.

    "Come," Sarah says as she emerges from the bedroom in a lovely knee length dress and heels. She's gone for a warm, inviting look as she clearly has no intention of outshining Melanie, who left for her date in a tight, stunningly sexy red dress.

    You follow your domme to the living room and fall to your knees in front of the couch.

    "I've grown so used to you being naked in my apartment," she says while scanning your body. "I'm not sure I'll ever want you to be clothed. You seem so much more vulnerable and submissive in the nude, especially with your cock locked in that cute little cage."

    You're wearing a smaller cage than usual. It was a gift - if you could call it that - from Sarah. She explained that she wanted your cock to look even less impressive than usual when compared to the man that would be fucking Melanie that night.

    "Remove my heel," Sarah says as she lifts her left foot.

    You do so and set the delicate, expensive-looking footwear on the floor a few feet away.

    "I'd like to watch you hump my foot."

    You look down at her beautiful foot. Her toes are painted red and the glossy finish makes them rather alluring. Her desire is humiliating, though. You feel the sensation working its way through your body as you imagine dragging your caged cock back and forth over her foot. Even the thought of it makes you feel like you're a lesser man, but you suspect that's the point.

    You guide her foot between your legs. You ensure that your caged cock has made contact with her. You begin to thrust your hips back and forth. You hump her foot like an unruly pet would.

    "Look at me," Sarah instructs.

    You drag your gaze to meet hers. It's deeply embarrassing. She smiles. Her eyes light up. She likes making you do this. She likes that you're willing to do this.

    "That's it," she says softly. "Tonight, another man is going to enjoy the warm, wet confines of Melanie's cunt. He's going to be allowed to fuck her as many times as he likes. She's going to suck his dick, too. They're both going to experience immense pleasure...and this is all you'll be allowed. This is as good as it gets for your cock tonight, unless of course you can somehow have an orgasm watching a bigger, better cock stretch Melanie's submissive pussy."

    There's a pleasant tingling sensation between your legs. It's not the sort of thing that would lead to an orgasm, but it's something akin to sexual pleasure and it's mere existence is a surprise.

    "Does it feel good?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes."

    "You're going to swallow his cum tonight," she informs you. "You'll drink it from his condom. You'll do so while we all watch."

    Your dick throbs in the cage. It's been so long since you had an orgasm that damn near anything turns you on, and the idea of being made to drink his cum pushes you deeper into that submissive headspace that you enjoy so much.

    Sarah's phone dings. She reads the message and smiles at you.

    "They'll be here soon. Lick your precum off my foot, put my heel back on, and then go make cocktails for all of us."

    You do as you're told. Melanie and her date - Derek - arrive as you're making cocktails. He's not surprised at the appearance of a naked, chastised man, which is a relief. You serve cocktails. You drink yours on your knees while everyone else is allowed on the furniture. You have a perfectly normal conversation like a group of friends would, only you're naked, chastised, and drinking your cocktail from your knees while knowing that you'll be watching Melanie and Derek fuck before too long. It's a strange experience, but you've had a great many strange - in a wonderful way - experiences since you first offered your submission to Sarah.

    Eventually, your domme turns the conversation to the subject of sex. She asks Derek if he's still up for being watched - he confirms that he is - and then Melanie is ordered to stand so you can undress her. You do so as she faces Derek. He watches with both fascination and arousal on his face. Though you'd like to kiss and caress Melanie's soft skin as you strip her, you refrain from doing so. That's not your role.

    Once she's naked, Melanie is ordered to her knees. She shows her affection for Derek, kissing and caressing the bulge in his slacks. Eventually she frees his cock and takes him in her mouth.

    "He's impressively large, isn't he?" Sarah asks you.

    "Yes, he is."

    His cock stretches Melanie's lips as she blows him. It looks a bit uncomfortable for her, actually, but you know she won't stop until Sarah gives permission for the blowjob to cease.

    "Is she a good cocksucker?" Sarah asks.

    "She is," Derek replies. "Some girls won't even try because I'm so thick. She's giving it her all, though, and it feels fucking great."

    You experience jealousy as you watch the blowjob. You wish Melanie was giving you head. You wish your cock was in the warm, wet confines of her mouth. You know how good it feels as you enjoyed plenty of blowjobs from her over the years. You know it's not your place to get your dick sucked by your ex-girlfriend, but that doesn't stop you from thinking about it.

    "Does he want a taste?" Derek asks as he nods your way.

    Sarah takes a moment to consider the question. "Not tonight. Perhaps next time, though."

    You feel a sense of relief, though it seems certain that you'll have a dick in your mouth before long.

    "Would you like to get fucked, Melanie?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes, please," she says while her fingers stroke the slick cock that will soon be inside her. "I need it. I've been thinking about it all night and I'm so fucking horny."

    Sarah smiles. "We you ever this horny for your ex-boyfriend's cock?"

    Melanie looks at you and shakes her head. "I'm sorry, but I wasn't. I liked having sex with you. I did. I never got this turned on, though. Never."

    Your cock throbs at the humiliation. You say nothing in response, though. It's not your place. Your job in this moment is simply to receive the humiliation.

    "Why don't we all go to the bedroom?" Sarah suggests.

    You all stand. Melanie and Derek lead the way. Sarah follows. You bring up the rear.

    Melanie crawls into the bed and grabs a condom as Derek strips off the rest of his clothes. You watch as she dresses his cock to slide into her. She lies back. She spreads her legs. He crawls into the bed and moves between her supple thighs.

    "Fuck her," Sarah says as she takes a seat in the chair you pulled into the bedroom a few hours ago.

    You drop to your knees next to Sarah. She rests her hand on your head like you're her pet. You feel both humiliated and soothed by the act.

    Derek's cock slides into Melanie's pussy as he sucks on her nipple. She moans and spreads her legs a little wider. You watch from your place at the foot of the bed and see her cunt stretch to accommodate his size. You see her labia cling to his shaft as he pulls out, almost as if her body is protesting the notion that he wouldn't remain inside her.

    "Fuck me," Melanie says. "Oh my god, fuck me, Derek. Fuck me hard!"

    Sarah runs her fingers through your hair and down your back as you watch your ex-girlfriend get fucked by another man. Your dick aches in its little cage. Precum drips onto the floor.

    You're surprised at how beautiful the sex is, at how good it feels to watch, at how much pleasure you take in the fact that Melanie is getting exactly what she needs.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," you say to Sarah.

    She smiles. "You're welcome."

    Melanie cums. There's no question it's a better orgasm than any you gave her. There's no question Derek fucks her better than you do, that he was made for pleasuring her pussy.

    "Ride me," he says after rolling onto his back after her climax.

    Melanie gets on top. He takes her breasts in his hands. She moans in a manner that makes you wonder if he's a bit rough with them. She doesn't seem to mind it, though. He grabs her ass as she rides him. He smacks it a few times.

    She cums again. He smiles and so do you. Melanie is having great sex and it's thrilling to watch.

    Sarah leans over and kisses you on the cheek. "He's really far superior to you, isn't he?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She takes your earlobe between her lips and sucks on it. She kisses your neck. She moans as Melanie continues to ride Derek's cock even after her orgasm.

    "Worship my pussy," she says.

    You crawl between her legs. You push the dress up around her waist. You listen to the sounds of sex happening behind you as you tend to your domme's wet pussy.

    Sarah puts a hand on the back of your head. Melanie cums again. Sarah cums soon after. You are the only person in the room that won't cum tonight.

    You hear movement in the bed. Sarah smiles at you and gestures for you to turn around.

    You do so and see Melanie on her hands and knees facing you. You see her mouth open as he slides into her from behind. No sound emerges, though. Her eyes close. She is soon filled with his dick.

    He grabs her hips and fucks her hard. Astoundingly hard. You know it can't feel all that good. She takes it, though, and she actually seems to like it. There's discomfort on her face, but pleasure too.

    "Kiss her," Sarah says.

    You move towards the bed. You stand and lean forward. Your lips find Melanie's. Her tongue is in your mouth a moment later. With each thrust into her pussy her lips mash into your mouth. It's not a great kiss, but you feel as though you're participating in the sex and there's something oddly satisfying about it.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Derek cries out.

    The kiss with Melanie turns deeply passionate as he buries his dick inside her and cums. Her hand moves to the back of your head. Her other hand finds yours on the bed and your fingers entwine as her tongue moves slowly and sensually while she emits a steady stream of soft moans.

    Oddly enough, you've never felt more connected to a woman than you do in that moment where another man is in her pussy and cumming hard.

    Melanie is all smiles as the kiss ends. You realize that you're smiling too. You feel different, as though you changed during that kiss. You don't know how that's possible and perhaps the feeling will fade, but it remains with you in that moment.

    He pulls out and falls back into the bed.

    "Take off his condom, Melanie," Sarah instructs.

    Melanie spins around and removes the condom from his cock. When she returns she's holding it in her hand and you see a massive load resting in it.

    "Feed it to him."

    You tilt your head back and open your mouth. Melanie pours the cum onto your tongue. The taste is awful, of course, but it's not your first time.

    "Kiss him," Sarah says. "Share the cum. Indulge in your desire for intimacy with him."

    Melanie's smile is bright and perfect and you know that she feels as happy as you do in that moment. Her lips meet yours. You open your mouth. You share a messy cum kiss. It's deeply intimate, though. It's perfect, in fact. Joy surges through you alongside the arousal that makes your cock ache painfully. The agony is worth it, though, for the kiss is a moment of perfection.

    "That was beautiful," Sarah says. "All of that was beautiful."

    You turn and look back at your domme. "Thank you," you say. Melanie echoes your sentiment.

    "You're welcome, my loves." It's the first time she's referred to you in that way. It feels good, though.

    "How long until you're ready to fuck again, Derek?" Sarah asks.

    "Twenty minutes," he says. "The second time lasts longer, though."

    Sarah smiles. "You'll fuck us both, then."

    She stands from her chair, removes her dress, and crawls into bed wearing her bra, panties, and heels. She cuddles up next to Derek and they share a kiss as you and Melanie watch.

    Sarah looks at you both, smiles, and says, "The two of you may adjourn to the living room for a while. I'll call you back when Derek is ready to fuck again. Until then, I'd like you to indulge in foreplay with each other. Kissing. Caressing. Anything intimate and beautiful."

    Melanie seems giddy. You feel it too.

    She takes your hand and leads you out of the bedroom. You cuddle up on the couch. She holds your head in her hands and kisses you softly.

    "Do you feel it too?" she asks.

    You nod. She kisses you. You pull her a little closer. You can't stand for there to be any space between your bodies.

    "I wonder if...if all of this was what our relationship needed?" Melanie says. "I wonder if this is how we could be blissfully happy together?"

    Blissfully happy in submission to Sarah.

    That wouldn't be so bad, would it?

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 12

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      What would it be like for your relationship with your girlfriend to be controlled by the domme you both submit to? You and Melanie find out in this blissful continuation of the series that sees you cuckold by your girlfriend while in chastity, all for your domme's pleasure. Later, you serve Sarah one on one and she treats you to a chance to worship her.
    

    ---

    Melanie is naked in your bed. You're naked too, but you're on your knees on the floor at the foot of your bed, which affords you a perfect view of another man's cock sliding in and out of your girlfriend's pussy.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," Melanie says as she runs her hands down his back and grabs his ass. "You're so deep inside me."

    They kiss as he fucks her harder. You stare at the sight of his cock sliding in and out of her. You marvel at how her pussy leaves him soaked with her juices each time he pulls out. You grapple with intense feelings of jealousy. He's had sex with Melanie numerous times in the past few months and not once have you been permitted inside her, outside of when she rides your caged cock, of course, an act ordered by Sarah - your lovely domme - that's meant as an agonizing tease.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Melanie almost always announces her orgasms when you're watching her with another man, though it's not necessary. You know when she's cumming. She's quite loud about it. Her toes tend to curl, too, and if she's on her back then she almost always grips the ass of the man inside her, digging her fingers into his flesh while her body trembles from the pleasure his cock has provided.

    He pulls out and rolls onto his back. He likely expects that Melanie will ride him. She sits up and looks at you, her loving, loyal, submissive cuckold boyfriend who has been ordered into chastity by the domme you both serve.

    "Are you drippy?" she asks.

    Melanie's referring to your cock's habit of leaking precum when you get turned on. "Yes," you answer.

    "Come here," she says. "Fuck me."

    Melanie turns to the man that just fucked her. He smiles at her. He's been with her before while you watched. He's seen her tease you in a variety of ways. He knows that Sarah wants Melanie to remind you of your status as a cuckold as often as possible. He knows that you love being a cuckold, that while you want to have sex with your girlfriend, you find immense pleasure in your status as a man that is not yet permitted to slide his cock into the pussy of the woman he loves.

    You crawl on top of her. You kiss her. You fuck her in the way a man in a small chastity cage can fuck a woman, which is to say that you rub small nub around her pussy, bathing it in her warmth and wetness and leaving your precum behind. It feels humiliating to rub against her like that with another man in the bed, but you suspect that's the point of it, and you've come to enjoy elements of humiliation as part of your submission and cuckolding.

    "Smack his ass," Melanie says.

    He shifts his body and rests his hand on your ass. He lifts it. He brings it down on your flesh. It hurts. It turns you on, though. You rub your caged dick around her pussy with greater vigor. He smacks your ass again. It hurts. You feel a frenzied energy come over you as pain and pleasure mix, crafting a wondrous cocktail that lifts you to a higher plane of sexual existence.

    "Are you getting close?" Melanie asks. "Are you going to cum in your cage?"

    "I might."

    It's been a long time since you were allowed an orgasm and the buildup of erotic desire has your balls roiling while your caged cock is bathed in the warmth and wetness of Melanie's freshly-fucked pussy.

    She kisses you deeply. He keeps smacking your ass. It hurts. It feels good. Your mind and body are awash in all manner of sensations and as you continue to rub and thrust against Melanie's pussy, you feel the orgasm start to build. You feel it in your loins, in your balls. You feel that pleasure spread through the rest of your body. You feel it with such intensity that a kind of blissful joy washes over you. You've never cum in your cage and for some reason you desperately want it.

    "That's enough," Melanie says.

    She pushes on your stomach and you pull back. You feel a deep sense of frustration that leads to a groan on your part, but you refrain from saying anything rude.

    "Sarah controls your orgasms," Melanie says softly. "I'm sorry, baby, but you only get to cum when our domme gives you permission. I asked, but she said not in this way."

    It doesn't feel fair, but you know that it doesn't have to feel fair. You serve Sarah, after all. You have pledged yourself to her. You do as she desires because you're a submissive, because being submissive satisfies you in ways no simple orgasm could.

    "Suck his cock," Melanie instructs. "Then I get to ride him and cum again and you get to watch. Don't worry, though, you get to clean me afterwards, just like a good cuck."

    You've had the pleasure of dating two versions of Melanie. It was her breaking up with you that led you to Sarah. It was Sarah that led you back to Melanie, at first via planned humiliation where you revealed your chastised cock to your ex-girlfriend and now as dual submissives to your domme, who has guided you into a kink-focused relationship that brings you both unparalleled measures of happiness. Melanie has found greater joy in cuckolding you than you'd expected, though her joy is in large part derived from the intense pleasure you find in being a cuck, which serves as proof that she really does love you.

    You suck cock as instructed. Melanie kisses him as you pleasure his impressively long and thick shaft. You play with his balls. You degrade yourself by kissing and licking his dick like it is an object of worship. The degradation feels good, though, as does any version of you embracing your place as a submissive and a cuckold.

    Melanie straddles him and takes his cock into her pussy. She rides him while you drop to the floor at the foot of the bed. Your favorite view is when she leans forward to kiss him and you see her pussy lips open so beautifully around his thickness as she continues to ride him.

    They cum together. His balls have a habit of bouncing gently in their sack when he climaxes and you can't help but stare. There's something about the visual proof of him cumming in your girlfriend's pussy that proves intensely arousing and you can feel every cell in your body focusing on that particular pleasure, which is derived in part from the fact that while Melanie has had quite a bit of sex since you became a couple again, not one of those instances has involved your cock entering her or cumming inside her.

    "Suck his cock clean," Melanie instructs as she climbs off of him.

    You take him in your mouth again. You suck him clean, this time tasting his salty cum and her sweet pussy juices. You suck his balls clean, too, just to prove that you're willing to go above and beyond to be a good cuck.

    "I wasn’t entirely honest before, as Sarah has actually given me permission to give you an orgasm," Melanie says once you’ve finished cleaning the cock that was just inside your girlfriend. "Would you like to cum in the manner of her choosing?"

    "More than anything."

    She directs you to your back and retrieves a powerful personal massager from her nightstand drawer. Melanie gets on top of you in a 69 and lowers her creamy pussy to your mouth. You push your tongue inside her and moan as she turns on the massager and holds it against your locked cock. The pleasure is instantaneous and intense, sending shockwaves of erotic delight through your loins as the bars of your tight steel cage vibrate wildly.

    "Clean me, cuckold," she says over the sound of massager. "Clean my pussy and cum for me."

    Another man's cum pours into your mouth and coats your tongue and cheeks. The massager vibrates your cock at an incredible speed. Your toes curl in the same manner Melanie's often do. You climax. Your small, soft cock spasms inside the cage as cum squirts out. Your tongue keeps moving inside Melanie's pussy, of course, as it's your duty to clean her and you're not one to shirk your cuck duties.

    She turns off the massager and sits up, lowering more of her weight onto your face. Your nose presses against her taint and her asshole rests against your forehead. She moves her hips a little, smearing her pussy juices and his cum over your cheeks and chin, almost certainly because it delights her to make a mess of you.

    Melanie climbs off of you and gathers your cum, which spurted on your legs, your balls, and her bed. She feeds it to you by hand, pushing her messy fingers into your mouth over and over again while you gleefully suck them clean.

    "Did you enjoy your orgasm?" she asks.

    "Like you wouldn't believe."

    "Make sure to thank Sarah the next time you see her," she says. "She's the one that suggested I make you cum in your cage, in part because she wanted to see if it would be easy for you to climax while chastised. I bet you won't be coming out very often from now on."

    "I really want to have sex with you," you say.

    Melanie smiles and kisses you. "I want that too, but that's not in my control, which is, as it turns out, really hot to me."

    That's often the conundrum of the submissive. Your domme gets off on denying you the things you crave and you get off on whatever makes your domme happy, so denial is often a big part of a sub's life.

    Still, you can't help but consider if there's something you could offer Sarah that would convince her to let you fuck Melanie at least once, if not more often. You resolve to think on it and try and come up with a means of getting what you want while still offering your submission to your domme.

    ---

    You're caged, as always. You're on your knees with your hands resting on your thighs. Your eyes are closed. You remain silent as Sarah walks in slow circles around you. You caught a glimpse of her in a pink and yellow bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set before she ordered you to close your eyes and she looks resplendent as always.

    She runs her fingers from shoulder to shoulder, all five of them making contact with your skin in a gentle manner that both relaxes and arouses you. Then she grabs a tight fistful of your hair and pulls back until you'd be you staring up at the ceiling if your eyes were open.

    Just as quickly she releases her grasp on your hair and your head returns to its previous position. You feel the warmth of Sarah's body as she steps in front of you. You feel her soft flesh against your face and it takes a few moments to realize that it's her ass that's touching you. She rubs it back and forth, treating you to a kind of closeness that feels remarkably good.

    "Kiss it," she says.

    You purse your lips and kiss her backside as many times as you can as Sarah rocks her hips from side to side. You use your tongue a little, too, as if you were trying to seduce her ass into going a step further than kissing.

    Sarah steps away. The room goes silent except for your breathing. You yearn to open your eyes, but you were instructed to keep them closed and you do so for fear of this particular session of submission coming to an end.

    You feel a finger at your lips and you part them without hesitation. Sarah penetrates your mouth, adding a second finger soon after the first touches your tongue. In and out she moves, demonstrating that your mouth belongs to her, that she can use it as she desires and that you will offer no resistance because you're a good submissive.

    "So, you'd like to have sex with your girlfriend," she says.

    You nod with her fingers still moving in and out of your mouth.

    "An understandable request, especially since Melanie would like to have sex with you. She enjoys cuckolding you, of course, and the men she fucks are likely more skilled than you in bed, though we both know that you're no slouch, that your chastity and cuckolding is more about my pleasure than anything else. You see, I like denying you. I've liked it since we first met. It turns me on to have control over your erections and orgasms. Even when you're not here it's easy for me to get turned on merely thinking about you in your cage, your cock dripping precum as you watch someone else fuck your girlfriend to multiple orgasms."

    Sarah pulls her fingers free and wipes them on your face, leaving trails of warm saliva that quickly dry.

    You hear what you're certain is Sarah fingering her pussy. The sound is unmistakable. You suspect that she's proving her wetness, that dominating you arouses her, that denying you arouses her.

    "I appreciate that you didn't simply come and ask for permission to fuck your girlfriend. I'm especially appreciative of the fact that you chose not to beg, as you know I don't care for begging unless I've demanded it."

    Her fingers touch your lips once more, but this time they taste different. They taste of her juices, of course. You suck greedily, bathing your taste buds in her sweetness.

    "Some of your offers were quite compelling," she continues. "I have to admit I was especially drawn to the idea of you engaging in domestic service. You already cook for me quite often, but I like the idea of a naked, chastised man cleaning my apartment twice a week. I like the idea of you doing my grocery shopping. I like the idea of you doing my laundry. I like the idea of you cooking for me even more often. I like the idea of you doing all of it simply to earn the pleasure of having sex with your girlfriend, which is something most men don't have to work so hard for. I like, most of all, that you were clearly turned on when you described your offers. I like that you've become such an eager submissive that you find pleasure in laboring for me just so I'll give you permission to fuck the woman you love."

    Her fingers depart your mouth and you say, "I do love her and I do want to have sex with her. I love you too, though. It's not the same, I know, because you're my domme and it's not a traditional romantic relationship, but I do love you and I want to serve you, which means that I might never get to have sex with my girlfriend."

    Sarah's fingers rest under your chin and she tilts your head back. You feel her lips approach yours a moment before she initiates a kiss. Joy spreads through your body, quickly followed by arousal as her tongue slides into your mouth, eliciting a moan as your cock grows in its cage.

    "I'm not so cruel," she whispers. "I wouldn't deny you the pleasure of sex with your girlfriend forever. I will, however, make you earn each and every orgasm you have inside her."

    "Thank you," you reply.

    "I accept your offer of greater domestic service," she says. "We'll work out the details, but you will become my chore boy. You will clean my apartment. You will do my laundry. You will prepare more of my meals. You will do my shopping. You will do many of those things while your girlfriend serves my pussy and while I tend to hers. You will do some of those things while your girlfriend gets fucked by another man in my bed, while I watch and masturbate to her pleasures, while I sometimes share a cock with her. You will work while being denied the pleasure of watching those encounters, though you will listen and you will, I'm sure, feel intense jealousy as we pursue blissful orgasms while you toil for me."

    "Thank you," you say. "Thank you so much. It will bring me genuine happiness to be able to serve you in that way."

    "Open your eyes."

    You open your eyes and see Sarah sitting on her couch with her legs spread. She is even more beautiful than you imagined in her lingerie. Her panties are pulled aside and her pussy is puffy and wet with desire.

    "Your submission turns me on," she says in a matter-of-fact manner. "More than you know, I think."

    She beckons you closer and you crawl to her.

    "You're going to fuck Melanie tonight, but you must adhere to my rules."

    "Of course."

    She smiles. "I've bought you a cock sleeve. It significantly increases the size of your cock. You will wear it and fuck Melanie to two orgasms in whatever position she desires. Once she's cum twice, you will remove the cock sleeve and fuck her again. Her pussy will still feel blissful to you, but it's quite likely your cock won't feel like much of anything after she's been stretched out."

    The idea strikes you as spectacularly kinky and you can't help but smile.

    "Melanie will be thrilled to have you inside her, but it's quite unlikely that your cock will make her cum, which will make her yearn for the other men in her life, for the orgasms they provide, for the sex she has with them while you watch from your knees. That is what I want for her, what I will always want for her, and that is what you will continue to work to provide for her. Do you understand?"

    "I'll always be a good cuckold for her," you reply.

    "She deserves a good cuckold. She deserves to be fucked by multiple men, to be fucked exceptionally well by those men, to have a varied and blissful sex life with a loving, loyal, supportive cuckold there to do whatever is required to ensure her happiness."

    "You're the most incredible domme," you say. "You really are, Sarah, and I love you for that."

    She leans forward and caresses your face. "And I love you for being a beautiful submissive. Now, I'd like you to worship my pussy for a while. I'll stop you when I'm satisfied. Then you can go home to your girlfriend and fuck her."

    Sarah pulls your mouth to her pussy and you set about worshiping her, using your tongue and fingers to provide pleasure. You will do so until you're dismissed, and then you'll go home and fuck your girlfriend for the first time since you got back together.

    It's yet another great day as Sarah's submissive.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 13

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      You and your girlfriend have both offered your submission to Sarah, your domme, and she continues to play out her dominant desires in controlling both of you in a variety of ways. Today, though, she merely plants a suggestion in your girlfriend's head. One that involves her giving her tightest hole to another man while you offer your support as a good cuckold. Will your girlfriend give up her hole?
    

    ---

    Sarah sits on her couch in a white satin robe. Her legs are spread and Melanie is between them tending to your domme's pussy with her tongue. Sarah rests a hand on Melanie's head and moans. Her eyes are closed and her lips are curled into a satisfied smile, and with good reason. After all, she's being served by her two submissives. Melanie is worshiping her slick pussy and you've just finished cleaning her bathroom and will soon be moving on to her bedroom.

    "Is the bathroom perfect?" Sarah asks as you head for the closet containing her vacuum and cleaning supplies.

    "It is," you reply.

    She looks towards you as Melanie continues to lick her pussy. "Are you certain?"

    You smile and nod while understanding that Sarah will deny you the pleasure you seek if she's unhappy with any element of the job you've done in her bathroom. That's precisely why you took your time, though, and why you went over every surface carefully to ensure that it was perfect by the time you left.

    "Very good," she says. "You may worship your girlfriend's asshole while she eats my pussy."

    You set the bathroom cleaning supplies down and move behind Melanie. Your cock strains in its cage as you drop to your knees and stare at her utterly perfect ass. Her cheeks are already spread thanks to her position on her hands and knees and you need only to lean forward, press your face where it belongs, and use your tongue to worship her tight hole.

    You do so, of course, and you find joy in it. Your tongue is meant to give pleasure, after all. It is, in fact, a privilege to be granted permission to utilize your tongue for its intended purpose.

    "Does that feel good, Melanie?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes, it does. I never liked rimjobs before, but I it when he gives them to me."

    Sarah runs her fingers through your girlfriend's hair. "And have you had anal sex with any of your lovers?"

    "No."

    Sarah opens her robe to expose her milky white breasts and takes one in her hand. She closes her eyes for a moment while squeezing the soft flesh and then looks down at Melanie once more.

    "I'll be the first to admit that anal sex is not for everyone, that some people are just so tight back there that it's pure agony to give a man that pleasure. I think you should try it, though, with the lover of yours that most wants it. Have any of them expressed a desire to have your ass?"

    "Yes," Melanie admits.

    You've not heard any of her four regular lovers express a desire for anal sex, but you're not always witness to Melanie's sexual adventures with other men. In fact, you're invited to watch far less than half the time.

    "Does it scare you?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes, it does. I'm afraid it will hurt."

    "That's fair. It doesn't have to, though. If your cuckold gives you a long rimjob beforehand, and then sucks your lover's cock to coat in his saliva, and then you use plenty of lubrication, well, anal sex should be relatively painless. It's really only worth it, though, if you want to give a gift to the man that's taking your ass. If it's the right man, though, he will appreciate that gift in ways you can't imagine and you might feel a great deal of pleasure - of a sort - at satisfying him in ways very few women are willing to."

    Melanie returns to worshiping Sarah's pussy and it strikes you that she's more passionate about it, that her tongue works at a feverish pace and that she buries her face a little deeper, spreading the juices of desire over her lips and cheeks in an effort to show her dedication to your domme.

    Sarah looks at you and asks, "Would you be willing to eat ass and suck cock to facilitate your girlfriend's desire to give her ass to a lover?"

    "I would," you reply. "I'd do anything to make Melanie happy."

    "Rub her clit," Sarah instructs. "And keep eating her ass, of course."

    Your thumb finds Melanie's clit as you rim her. Moans from your domme and your girlfriend mingle with the sounds of tongues licking wet holes and bringing the recipients of the various forms of worship towards orgasmic delights.

    "May I cum?" Melanie asks your domme.

    "You may."

    Her climax arrives soon after. You feel her asshole tighten and twitch as she climaxes and you see a smile on Sarah's face. She cums soon after, her smile contorting into a look of pure, perfect pleasure of the sort where it's clear she's no longer fully in control of her facial expressions as the joy of her climax is simply too much.

    You sit back on your knees and stare at Melanie's slippery asshole and pussy as she kisses your domme's soft thighs.

    "I'm not ordering you to have anal sex," Sarah says as she runs her fingers through your girlfriend's soft hair. "I have no interest in making you suffer through something like that if you're not keen on it. However, if you've been thinking about it, I'd like you to try it and I'd like your cuckold to help if you do try it."

    Sarah then looks at you. "I am, however, ordering you to help if Melanie desires to have anal sex with one of her lovers. You will worship her ass to help her relax in preparation for anal. You will suck her lover's cock until he's hard and wet and eager to have her ass. You will clean up in whatever way she desires afterwards."

    "Of course," you reply.

    "You may go clean my bedroom."

    You stand. "Thank you."

    Sarah gestures for Melanie to join her on the couch and they share a deep kiss and cuddle close. You retrieve the vacuum and cleaning supplies for the bedroom and set about yet another domestic chore. It's work, but it's more fulfilling than any job you've ever had. You're a submissive, though, and working to make your domme's life better is one of life's true pleasures.

    ---

    Melanie is naked in her bed. She's lying on her side and engaged in deep, long, slow kisses with her lover, Emmett. You've positioned your body so that you can spread her ass cheeks and rim her while she makes out with him. Your tongue moves slowly over her asshole, spreading saliva and what you hope is a healthy dose of relaxation in the name of getting her to a point where she can take Emmett's cock anally without much difficulty.

    "Your cock is so hard," she says softly. You hear her hand moving up and down his shaft, which sounds as if it's slick with precum.

    "I love the way you kiss," he replies. "And the way your hand feels. Fuck...you're so good at that."

    You can't see them - your face is immersed in her ass - but you hear them kiss. You hear him begin to work her pussy with his fingers. It's quite distinct, in fact, and you're thrilled at the notion that another man is pleasuring your girlfriend's pussy mere inches from where you're positioned. Your cock is caged, of course, as Sarah rarely allows you out of chastity, but you've grown to love the intense arousal that your imprisonment generates.

    "Do you love that I'm going to let you have my ass?" Melanie asks.

    Emmett moans loudly. The sound of him fingering her pussy gets louder. Melanie strokes his cock a little faster. You immerse yourself in the auditory pleasures of being of service to your girlfriend.

    "Are you sure you're really up for it?" he asks.

    "Yes. I want to do this. I've used toys a few times this week with my cuckold's help and I actually enjoyed it. I came pretty hard. I was thinking about you...which is why I want to do this with you. I want to have anal sex with you. I have to admit, too, that I really like the idea of doing it while he watches."

    "Me too," Emmett admits.

    They're talking about you and doing so like you're not there, which is strangely arousing. Sometimes, though, you are something of a prop. That can be the role of a submissive, though, and above all else you cherish being a good sub in whatever way is necessary for you to serve.

    "I want him to suck your dick," she says. "To pleasure you like a good cuckold should. I want him to show us both that he's eager to serve."

    She's parroting Sarah's words, but that's what she was ordered to do and Melanie is, after all, a good submissive for your shared domme.

    "I'd like that," Emmett admits.

    Melanie straddles him, depriving you of her ass. You look up and see her sitting across his stomach. His pubic hair tickles the smooth skin of her ass. His stiff cock rests against her soft flesh.

    "Suck his cock," she says. "Do so slowly and until I tell you to put a condom on him."

    You move between his legs. You kiss Melanie's ass a handful of times. You take Emmett's cock in your mouth and begin a slow blowjob as they kiss. Every once in a while she pushes her ass back and rubs it over his cock and your face.

    "Is he a good cocksucker?" she asks.

    "He really is. Fuck...it feels amazing."

    You don't want to be known as a good cocksucker, and yet you are because Sarah wants you to be, because she's had you give blowjobs to many men, almost always as a means of fluffing before Sarah or Melanie gets fucked. Making you suck dick is a way of making you prove your submission as well as a means of reminding you of your place. Sarah likes doing that. She likes pushing you to go further than you otherwise might. She likes testing you and you've come to adore passing those tests and proving to her that you're willing to do literally anything to make her happy. Your favorite kind of cocksucking is when you're permitted to do so with Melanie as you both pleasure a man that will fuck Sarah, but usually it's just you sucking dick before it fucks one of the two important women in your life.

    "Put a condom on his beautiful cock," Melanie instructs.

    You rush to the nightstand, grab a condom, and tear it open. You return to the bed and gently roll it down Emmett's cock, dressing him to have anal sex with your girlfriend.

    "Is he ready?"

    "He is," you reply.

    Melanie crawls off of her lover and rolls onto her back. You move to your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. You watch as Emmett takes his place between Melanie's supple thighs. You see him place a pillow beneath her ass and lower back, lifting her hips enough to give him easier access to her ass.

    She takes his cock in her hand and guides the head between her ass cheeks as you watch from your knees. You see her line it up and tell him to slide into her. You hear her wince just a little as he penetrates her ass. He stops right as the head pops into her and she lets out the breath she'd clearly been holding in.

    "Wow," she says.

    "Is it okay?"

    They kiss and while you can't see their faces, you can tell that the exchange of affection is deep and real.

    "It's better than okay," she says softly. "It felt good with the toy I used, but your cock...it's really good. Does it feel...does it feel good to be in my ass?"

    He slides fully into her and moans. "Better than you can imagine."

    "Fuck me," she says. "Fuck my ass."

    He fucks her slowly and you watch every movement of his cock in and out of her tight asshole. You've witnessed a great deal of sex as men have fucked Melanie and Sarah while you were on your knees, but this feels a little different. It's supposed to, though. It's Melanie giving a genuine gift to Emmett. It's her giving one of her lovers something that she will never give you. It triggers your submissive side. It triggers your inner cuckold. All of it in the best way possible, though, as you're awash in the thrill of being a sub while you witness another man's cock enjoying your girlfriend's asshole.

    "Harder," Melanie says. "Fuck my ass harder, Emmett."

    He fucks her harder and you marvel at the notion that she's actually enjoying anal sex. You know she is, though. She doesn't moan like that when she's not having fun. Her legs don't wrap around a man unless she's getting off on the sex they're having together.

    Emmett slows his thrusts and they kiss. You wonder if he's gotten close to cumming and he wants to stave off his orgasm for a bit.

    "Come here, cuckold," Melanie says.

    You love it when she calls you that, when she makes you feel like a little bit of an object as she's having sex with another man. She holds out her hand and you move to the side of the bed.

    Melanie turns her head and smiles at you. "I want you to rub my clit while he fucks my ass."

    Emmett begins to fuck her ass again. You lay your chest on the bed and reach between her legs. Your fingers find her clit and you rub it in slow circles as Emmett lowers his body on top of hers. Their lips meet and their tongues dance as she runs her hands down his back, grabs his ass hard, and moans.

    "Fuck my ass hard," she says.

    Those are words you know a woman will never say to you. Those are words reserved for a man that's not a cuckold, whose cock is not locked in chastity, who has not pledged himself to the service of a beautiful, controlling, dominant woman.

    Emmett fucks her ass hard while you rub her clit. Melanie pays no attention to you, which is surprisingly thrilling. You like that she's so focused on the man inside her, that he has captured every bit of her attention because he's the one inside her.

    "I'm close," he says.

    They kiss. You rub her clit faster. You watch. You immerse yourself in her pleasure while your dick throbs in its cage.

    They cum together. He buries his dick inside her and unleashes grunts and groans unlike almost any you've ever heard. It's quite clear his orgasm is intensely pleasurable, perhaps more so than most he's had inside of Melanie.

    She cums fervently, at one point gripping your arm as she kicks her thighs open and lets the pleasure work its way through her body, bringing what looks like a sense of deep relaxation with it.

    "Fuck, your ass grips my cock so tight as you cum," he says.

    She smiles. She pulls him close. They kiss. "Stay inside me," she says softly.

    They make out in the aftermath of their climaxes. You pull your hand from between her legs and remain on your knees at the side of the bed, watching happily as your girlfriend indulges in post-orgasmic intimacy with the man who just had an orgasm while inside her.

    Eventually, Emmett pulls out and Melanie instructs you to remove his condom and throw it away. You do so and return from the bathroom to find her in his arms, both of them with blissful looks on their faces.

    "Can I get you anything?" you ask.

    She disentangles herself from Emmett and crawls out of bed. A moment later her naked body is pressed against yours. Her lips find yours and the kiss is long, slow, and deep.

    "I love you, you know," she says softly.

    You feel pure joy. "I love you too."

    She studies your face for a few seconds. "Good. That's really good. How would you feel about picking up take out for dinner while Emmett and I have sex? Vaginal, this time."

    "I'd be happy to do that."

    She kisses you again. "Good. After dinner, Sarah would like you to go to her apartment. She's having a date over, apparently, and she wants to cuckold you tonight. She said you should be prepared to suck cock again."

    You smile. You suddenly feel like a very lucky man as you get to be cucked twice in one day.

    "Do you know what you want for dinner?" you ask.

    "Greek. I'll text you our orders."

    Melanie kisses you one more time and you get dressed and leave the bedroom with a smile on your face. As it turns out, your night is just getting started and there’s so much more fun to be had.

  
    Offering Your Submission - Part 14

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    You open the trunk and haul two suitcases - Sarah's and Melanie's - out and onto the driveway. You extend the handles and wheel both towards the rental house you've booked for a long weekend.

    You step inside and take in the beauty of the expansive entryway and living room. A set of French doors leads to the deck and backyard - which includes a pool - and you see Sarah and Melanie toasting with glasses of champagne in their hands. The diamond ring on Melanie's finger sparkles in the sun as the takes a sip. Sarah does the same and then leans in and kisses your fiancée slowly and softly, their bodies moving closer together as their tongues mingle.

    You proposed a week ago, with Sarah's blessing, of course. You and Melanie both still serve your domme on a near daily basis and that service has become the bedrock of your lives. You want to be married, though, and to build a life together as you continue to serve Sarah. You're not entirely sure what the future will look like, but you've both agreed that you want it to include your domme in some fashion.

    You take Sarah's suitcase to the house's master suite. You unpack for her, putting her clothes and lingerie where they belong, a skill you've picked up over the two years you've served her. You unpack her toiletries, setting them up in the master bathroom as she desires. Once you're finished, you unpack Melanie's suitcase in the bedroom you'll share with her, though you'd be surprised if you're permitted to spend a single night in the same bed as her. Sarah enjoys sleeping with your fiancée, after all, and there's at least a chance that one of Melanie's lovers will show up to spend the night with her.

    Your suitcase is the last to be unpacked and then you head to the kitchen and empty the grocery bags and cooler that you brought. When you've finished, you look outside to see Sarah in one of the deck chairs. She's parted her thighs and Melanie has taken her place between them. She's using her tongue to pleasure your domme and the look on Sarah's face is one of bliss, as it should be. She's in her element as the domme of a dutiful submissive couple. She has two people eager to serve her every need, to ensure that her life is as easy and pleasurable as possible. Luckily for you and Melanie, there's genuine pleasure to be found in serving Sarah. Pleasure so great, in fact, that you've both agreed that it would be difficult to return to a life where you weren't offering your service to a domme.

    You watch from inside the house as Sarah climaxes. She leans forward and shares a tender kiss with Melanie, who smiles as if making your domme cum provides her with a happiness unlike any other.

    Your fiancée stands and removes her sundress, leaving her naked on the deck. She steps closer to Sarah, who slips two fingers into Melanie’s pussy and rubs her clit. Melanie's mouth opens and you imagine she's moaning, though you can't hear her from your place inside the house.

    Sarah pulls her fingers from Melanie's slick pussy and sucks them clean. She says something and your fiancée heads towards the French doors. She opens them and smiles.

    "Get naked and come out here."

    You strip and join Melanie in front of your domme, who smiles, looks at you, and says, "Get on your knees."

    You fall to your knees and Sarah stands. She directs Melanie to turn until she's facing you. She pushes her closer and suddenly you can smell your fiancée’s pussy and see the wetness that formed when she pleasured your mistress.

    "Lean back," Sarah says softly as she steps behind Melanie.

    Your fiancée leans into your domme and Sarah looks down at you.

    "Place your mouth against her pussy and open up," she instructs.

    You do as you're told and Sarah upends her glass of champagne between Melanie's breasts. The bubbly liquid rushes down her body and a fair bit of it runs into your mouth. Melanie turns her head and shares a deep kiss with Sarah as your tongue moves back and forth over your fiancée’s clit.

    "How does it feel to have that ring on your finger, Melanie?" Sarah asks. "To be engaged to a man you've loved for so many years?"

    "It's everything I ever wanted," she replies before moaning as Sarah takes a nipple between her fingers and gently pinches it. "I love him. I want to be his wife. I want to have a family with him."

    "And who do you belong to, Melanie?"

    "You, Sarah. I belong to you. I'm yours to command. I'm yours to do as you please with. Serving you is my purpose."

    Sarah looks down at you and smiles. "And you? Who do you belong to?"

    "You," you answer. "I belong to you. I've belonged to you from the moment we met in the Starbucks. Serving you makes me happy."

    Sarah kisses your fiancée and does so deeply. She plays with her tits. She picks up Melanie's glass of champagne and pours it down her body, feeding you more of the bubbly liquid. Your cock throbs in the chastity device that Sarah almost always keeps you locked in. You hope that you'll be released over the course of the weekend, but you know there's no guarantee.

    "Make her cum," Sarah instructs.

    You put all your energy into licking Melanie's clit. You finger her. You look up and watch as she kisses Sarah. You bring about an orgasm in less than a minute and watch as your fiancée trembles so beautifully from the pleasure offered by your mouth.

    "Ride his caged cock," Sarah says as Melanie comes down from her orgasm. "Have another orgasm while you do."

    You get on your back. Melanie mounts you. She takes your locked up dick into her pussy. She rides you slowly, bathing you in the intense heat of her loins. Sarah watches for a short while and then stands above you, offering a spectacular view of her pussy from below.

    Sarah squats over your face. Her pussy lips part. You stare up at her asshole. She drops her hips a little lower. Your tongue pushes into her pussy. Her asshole rubs against your nose. You hear kissing. She's making out with Melanie. You're being ridden by two women as they kiss each other. Your dick throbs even more in the cage and the ache feels nearly overwhelming.

    Sarah stands and steps towards Melanie. Soon the sounds of pussy eating reach your ears. You can see Melanie's tongue as it laps at Sarah's clit and cunt. You hear both of them moaning and you run your hands up Sarah's legs in the hopes of making her feel even better than she already does.

    Melanie cums, though her moans are smothered by Sarah's pussy. Your cock is bathed in an excess of wetness as your fiancée’s pussy drips onto your locked up, flaccid shaft while her body trembles from the power of her climax. Your domme's orgasm quickly follows and you remain on your back, looking upwards, and smiling blissfully as you've served your purpose.

    "You may shower together," Sarah says after they've both recovered from their climaxes. "Give him a blowjob in the shower. Make sure you tell him how much you're looking forward to sucking a far superior cock later tonight."

    Melanie takes your hand and leads you inside. You rush to the bathroom you'll be sharing and she turns on the water. You kiss as she cups your cock.

    "Did she invite someone?" you ask.

    "She let me invite someone, actually. She said I could pick my favorite lover."

    "Who did you invite?"

    Melanie smiles. "Emmett, of course. He fucks me better than anyone else and he gets to cum inside me, which makes it even better. Plus, I know that you've grown fond of licking the cum of sexually superior men out of my pussy."

    Your cock throbs. "I love you, Melanie."

    "I love you too."

    You shower with her. She gives you a chastity blowjob, which is pure teasing. She tells you that she can't wait to suck Emmett's cock, that she's going to make him cum in her mouth at least once over the course of the weekend. She tells you that she can't wait to fuck him, to have him cum inside her, and to feed you his load. She tells you that you should plan on eating quite a bit of cum over the course of the weekend.

    You dry Melanie's body after the shower and leave her to do her hair and makeup. You remain naked and return to Sarah to see if she needs anything from you. You find Emmett sitting with her in the living room. They're kissing, in fact, and she's caressing his cock through his jeans. He's already hard - the bulge is impressive - and you stand silently with your hands clasped behind your back and watch.

    "Hey there, cuckold," Emmett says with a smile.

    "It's good to see you, Emmett."

    "Congrats on the engagement."

    You nod. "Thank you."

    Sarah leans over and kisses Emmett's neck as she unzips his pants. His cock is soon in her hand and you note that her fingers barely wrap around its thickness.

    "Come over here and get on your knees," Sarah instructs.

    You rush to the couch and fall to your knees.

    "Suck his dick."

    You take Emmett in your mouth as Sarah puts a hand on the back of your head. This used to be something you found difficult, but you've sucked countless cocks over multiple years of service to Sarah and it's no longer a source of stress for you. Instead, it's become something you take pride in. Your purpose - at times, at least - is to suck cock so one of the two women in your life can get fucked, and you take great pleasure in fulfilling your purpose in a way that pleases those women.

    "Fuck, you've trained him so well, Sarah," Emmett says.

    "I can still remember the first time I made him suck dick," she replies. "More than anything I remember how exciting it was for me. How wet I got watching him submit to me in that way. I still wasn't entirely sure of myself as a domme at that point and the sense of power I felt was incredible. It was the moment I knew I'd always be a domme, that a relationship with an equal partner simply wouldn't work for me."

    Sarah pushes on the back of your head until Emmett's cock is in your throat. A year ago you would have gagged, but now you have almost full control over that particular reflex. You've even mastered the part of your brain that panics at your breath being cut off.

    She relents and you pull back, take a deep breath, and resume sucking his cock until Sarah straddles him, lifts her dress around her waist, and pulls her thong aside.

    "Place him inside me," she instructs.

    You guide Emmett's cock into her pussy and watch her sit down on it. You listen to the wetness of her pussy lips parting to welcome him. You listen to her soft, low moan as she leans forward to kiss Emmett while slowly riding him.

    "Suck his balls."

    You suck Emmett's balls, running your tongue over the hairy, wrinkled flesh as Sarah's ass presses against your head every time she bounces on his cock. For just a moment you consider how much you've changed since you met Sarah at that Starbucks two years ago. You feel a deep sense of gratitude towards her, for your submission to Sarah has improved your life in almost every way.

    You suck balls until Sarah cums. She climbs off of Emmett's cock and instructs you to take him into your mouth. You do so, cleaning her pussy juices off of him.

    "Go find Melanie," Sarah says to the man you just fellated. "See if you can tempt her away from finishing her hair and makeup. If not, wait in her bed until she's ready for you and then let her enjoy your cock. Try and make her cum at least twice before you spill your seed in her cunt."

    Emmett stands and walks away. You watch him go and then turn your attention to Sarah, who invites you to sit next to her on the couch. You do so and a moment later she kisses you. Her tongue explores your mouth. She places your hand on her breast and moans as you fondle her perfect, perky flesh.

    Moans float from the bedroom. Melanie's getting fucked. It sounds like missionary based on the volume of her exultations of pleasure.

    Sarah caresses your caged cock and cups your balls. "You make me happy, you know," she says. "You and Melanie. Before I met you I knew something was missing from my life. I knew that I was different where relationships were concerned. I lucked out when I found you, though, as you've been more than I ever could have hoped for as a submissive, including bringing Melanie into my life."

    "I love you, Sarah," you say.

    She smiles sweetly. "I love you too, even if I express my love differently than most women."

    "I wouldn't have it any other way."

    She caresses your face and kisses you softly as the sounds of sex grow louder. "I'll share this with Melanie later, but I'd like all of us to live together. To buy a home together, in fact. Something large with a fair amount of land. I'd like more space and privacy as I'm contemplating other ways to explore my dominant desires."

    "That would make me very happy," you say.

    You lean over and kiss her neck. Your hand rests on her thigh. She turns her head and her lips find yours. Her tongue enters your mouth. Then she's straddling you. Her panties move aside. Your caged cock enters her wet pussy. She holds her hips still, bathing you in the remarkable heat of her loins.

    "No one can predict the future, but I intend on having you and Melanie in my life until all three of us are old and gray. The shape of your submission will change as time goes by - especially if you start a family - but you will remain mine. You will serve me. You will offer me your submission however I desire it and you will do so for as long as I desire it."

    "Nothing would make me happier than to spend the rest of my life serving you, Sarah."

    She rocks her hips back and forth and pushes the straps of her dress from her shoulders. Her milky white breasts look utterly perfect. She leans forward and you take one in your mouth.

    Melanie cums in the bedroom. Your cock throbs in its cage. Sarah moans as she rocks back and forth on you, grinding her clit into your pelvis and generating what you hope is a wealth of pleasure for herself.

    She stands and feeds you her pussy. You run your hands up the back of her legs while lashing her clit with your tongue. She moans and her legs begin to tremble. She climaxes and you listen to Melanie do so once more.

    Sarah sits next to you and smiles. She guides your mouth to her breast and runs her fingers through your hair. You listen as Emmett cums inside your fiancée. You feel a sense of warmth and happiness spread through you. Sarah is your domme. You belong to her. She will take care of you. She will give you what you need as long as you serve her. This is the life you want. This is the life you need. This is pure happiness.

    "Go clean your fiancée’s pussy," Sarah says softly. "Then you can make dinner for all of us."

    You stand. You go to the bedroom. You find Melanie cuddled with Emmett, both of them wearing smiles. She spreads her legs.

    "Clean me, cuckold," she says.

    You lie between her thighs. You clean her pussy. You do so slowly and lovingly. You bathe your taste buds in his cum and delight in doing so. You are a cuckold. You are a submissive. You are engaged to a woman you love and serving another that you love.

    You are living your best life and you're absolutely certain it's only going to get better from here on out.

    The End.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 1

    I'll bet you think you know your wife better than anyone (or your girlfriend or partner or however you refer to her). I'll bet you think you know every little thing about her. I'll bet you think you don't keep any secrets - meaningful ones, at least - from each other. I'll bet you're wrong, though.

    Or maybe I'm just projecting. I thought I knew everything about my wife. Every little thing. I was especially confident that I knew what turned her on, that I understood the keys to her sexual satisfaction.

    It was embarrassing to discover that I was wrong about that last part, that I didn't actually possess anywhere near the knowledge I thought I did. I will say, though, that my lack of knowledge wasn't entirely my fault. Lily (given name Lilith, which she'd abandoned in favor of Lily when she was in high school as an act of rebellion that proved rather silly since everyone agreed she was more of a Lily than a Lilith anyway) hadn't been especially forthcoming about a set of desires she'd largely kept hidden for the first four years of our marriage, right up until the day that everything changed.

    Before we get to that day, let me give you a bit of background. I'm Adam, your narrator for this tale. I was born and raised in Colorado and still reside their - Boulder, if you must know - with Lily, who I met at a friend's party. She looked radiantly beautiful with a sweaty beer bottle in her hand - it was summer - and her hair pulled into a tight ponytail. She wore a slightly cropped t-shirt with what looked like a band logo on it - I'd never heard of the band - and a pair of jeans and she managed to make the casual ensemble look utterly irresistible.

    I summoned every ounce of charm I had as I flirted with Lily that night and after a few hours managed to score a date. That date went exceptionally well and led to a bunch more, which led to us living together, which led to me proposing, which led to us getting married, which led to us buying a house in Boulder, which led to us having a blissful four years of marriage before everything changed.

    Now, let's get to the big moment. The instant our marriage - and my life - changed.

    It was actually quite a small thing. It was something I could have missed entirely.

    We were at a restaurant. We were seated outdoors in their patio area in front of the sidewalk. I'd gotten up to go to the bathroom and when I came back I saw Lily talking with a guy who was on the sidewalk.

    Neither of them seemed to notice me as I came closer. There was nothing unusual about the conversation. It struck me that they knew each other based on Lily's body language. At the very least she wasn't the slightest bit threatened or weirded out by him.

    As I got closer I heard him say, "I loved serving you, mistress. I wish I could serve you again."

    Lily then replied with, "I don't do that anymore."

    She then turned and saw me approaching. I was utterly confused by what I'd heard, but the brief look of panic on Lily's face made me think it was meaningful in some manner.

    Lily waved her hand and the guy walked away before I got a chance to introduce myself. I sat across from my wife and she looked down at her plate for a few seconds, then stared out at the street, then took a big gulp of water. Her hand shook a little as she set the glass down and she reached up and used the sleeve of her shirt to wipe her lips clean, which was unusual for her.

    I watched all of this unfold over the course of a few seconds while trying to parse the very end of the conversation I'd heard. I looked past Lily and saw the guy she'd been talking with glance over his shoulder as if he couldn't resist one last look, even if that look was of the back of her head.

    "Who was that?" I asked.

    She looked uncomfortable. "Someone I used to know."

    It was almost certainly an honest answer, but it was evasive as hell. Now, in addition to being curious about the guy, I was curious as to why she was being evasive.

    "Mistress?" I asked.

    She looked at me and held my gaze as the seconds ticked by without either of us saying a word. "He was a client," she finally said.

    The picture got a little clearer, though not entirely so. "A client?"

    She looked away again and her hands disappeared under the table. Her arms moved and it seemed that she was rubbing her legs while gently rocking back and forth. I wasn't sure I'd ever seen Lily act in such a nervous, fidgety manner.

    "Adam...I...before we met...and for a little while when we dated...I had a side job."

    "Okay," I said while trying my best not to make any assumptions. "What kind of side job?"

    She sighed and her shoulders sank as if she was admitting defeat in an argument we weren't actually having. Lily rested her hands on the table, glanced around, and leaned forward to say, "I was a dominatrix."

    Now, you might have guessed that's what she was going to say. It was not what I was expecting her to say, though. I'm not an idiot, but I just wasn't familiar enough with the world of fetish to understand that the guy saying he missed serving Lily meant that she'd been his dominatrix. I really hadn't.

    That's why I didn't say anything in response to her confession. I was confused more than anything. I was also sort of baffled that she'd done that job while we were dating and I hadn't known anything about it. That was the first taste of feeling like I definitely didn't know nearly as much about my wife as I thought I did.

    "So...well...what does that mean, exactly?" I asked.

    She took a deep breath and studied my face, perhaps trying to discern if I was asking for real or if I was trying to punish her via making her explain what a dominatrix was.

    Again her shoulders sank a little. "It means men paid me to dominate them."

    It was at this point that I was surprised - and I really do mean surprised - to feel just a hint of inexplicable excitement. It was the oddest thing and it was so considerable that I sat back like a strong wind had blown through the patio and pushed my body back. I felt my eyes go wide as I grappled with the unexpected excitement and then I felt my lips curl into a slight smile.

    Now, I'm not saying sexual excitement. I didn't get hard. I didn't feel that weird tingling in my balls. It was just general excitement, like my senses had come alive in a way they hadn't been just a second prior. It was weird, but it was kind of fun, too.

    "I have a million questions," I said.

    Lily studied my face again and then she smiled. Not a big smile. Not a bright smile. But the kind of smile that says 'I'm pretty sure we're not going to have a huge fight about this and that makes me happy.'

    "This probably isn't the place to have that conversation, though," I added. "How about we get the check?"

    She nodded and I signaled for the check and then reached across the table, took her hand, and gave it a gentle squeeze. She offered another smile - this one a little brighter and more hopeful - and then I pulled out my credit card to give to the waiter.

    I paid the bill and we headed for the car, holding hands the entire way. I moved to let her hand go so I could get into the car and Lily pulled me close for what ended up being a long and rather lovely kiss. No tongue. No lustiness. Just a long kiss.

    On another day I might have inquired as to why she'd offered that particular kiss, but I kept quiet. Instead, I smiled, opened the door for her, and gently shut it as she got in. I then got behind the wheel, turned on the car, and looked at my wife.

    "How does someone end up getting a job as a dominatrix?" I asked.

    I put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb. I heard Lily take a deep breath - my eyes were on the road - and she said, "I got the job through a sorority sister of mine. It was my junior year and my parents had informed me that they'd no longer be able to cover my college expenses because my dad had lost his job. I sent an email to the entire sorority asking about job opportunities. I got a whole bunch of responses, none of which paid especially well."

    I did a bit of quick math in my head and figured that Lily had likely spent half a decade working as a dominatrix if she'd still been doing it when we started dating. Some equally quick reasoning resulted in the assumption that she might have liked the job. Either that or it paid incredibly well because half a decade at any job is a long time.

    "A few days later I was at the sorority house and this girl - June - pulled me aside. We were good friends, actually, and she said she had a good job opportunity for me as long as I swore not to talk about it with anyone else, even if I decided I didn't want to do it."

    I'd never met June and I couldn't help but wonder what had happened to their friendship, though that wasn't a particularly useful thought in the moment.

    "She told me she worked as a dominatrix and that she had a few clients that wanted to be dominated by two women at the same time and that they paid incredibly well. She told me there wouldn't be any sex and that I wouldn't have to touch a dick or anything like that."

    "So you did it?" I asked.

    "I asked her how much it paid," Lily replied. "She told me $1000 for two hours worth of work. She told me it could pay better than that if it went well, too."

    "Wow. That's a lot of money."

    "That was a shitload of money for me back then," she corrected me. "I mean, a shitload."

    I don't know why, but I felt that sense of excitement again. Looking back, I'm pretty sure it's because I was learning something new about my wife. Perhaps I should have been frustrated by that - that she'd kept a secret - but I wasn't. It was like being on a first date again and I was utterly fascinated.

    "So you did it?" I asked.

    "I did," she said.

    Her voice was flat and quiet. I tried my best to discern her feelings on the subject based on her tone, but Lily revealed nothing, which was fairly impressive. The fact that she was willing to talk about it likely meant she wasn't ashamed of the job she'd worked and likely meant she didn't view it as traumatizing, but I didn't want to push her beyond what she was comfortable with.

    "What did the guy want? I mean, what does a dominatrix actually do when she's getting paid?"

    "He was into humiliation. The first guy, that is. He wanted to be humiliated by two women. Or, as June put it, he wanted to be humiliated by two beautiful young woman dressed in tight leather," Lily explained.

    That was the first moment I pictured my wife dressed in the typical dominatrix gear. Leather boots. Leather gloves. Leather pants. The whole thing. I'm not sure exactly how she was dressed for that first session, but I'll admit that the image I conjured in my head was fairly hot. I also noted that I wasn't sure I'd ever seen Lily dressed in leather of any kind. I don't think she'd even owned leather boots in the time I'd known her.

    "Did you dress in leather?" I asked. The moment the question left my lips I heard the sense of intrigue in my voice. I hadn't been conscious of it, but it was obvious upon asking that I was a little bit excited at the idea of Lily dressed in leather. If she heard the sense of intrigue, though, she made no mention of it.

    "I did. We both did. June let me borrow some of her stuff - half her closet was full of different outfits - and we met the guy at a building downtown that rented out rooms to women that did the sort of thing June did," Lily explained. "We were both in the room in our outfits when he came in. June had given me a riding crop and she had a flogger in her hand."

    At that point it still felt like Lily was talking about an entirely different person as I couldn't quite wrap my head around the idea that my wife had dressed up in leather and held a riding crop to humiliate a guy that got off on that sort of thing.

    "June had briefed me ahead of time about the guy. How he liked verbal humiliation. How he liked to be told that he couldn't possibly satisfy a woman. How he was especially fond of being told that his dick was too small."

    "Was it?" I asked.

    "Not really," she said. "He was average. It didn't really matter, though. He was just really, really turned on by hearing that his dick wasn't good enough."

    I heard something in her voice as she said that last part. Something distinct. I was fairly certain it was either a sense of appreciation for the guy's desires or just a hint of arousal. I didn't ask - it didn't seem like the right time to probe that sort of thing - but there was definitely something in her voice as she talked about the thing that turned this guy on.

    "And so, did you give him what he wanted?" I asked.

    "We did, and it turned out that I was good at it. June said that I was a natural. The guy loved it, too. He actually...well..."

    She trailed off like she was suddenly worried she'd be revealing too much, which only served to make me more curious. "He what?"

    "It was the first time I'd seen a man cum without having his cock touched. I didn't even know that was possible."

    "He came during the session?" I asked.

    "He did. Most guys..."

    Again she trailed off and this time I decided not to push, because I was pretty sure she was going to say, 'Most guys cum during their sessions,' and that she might have been less than eager to confess that she'd made a whole lot of guys cum. It was probably the right choice as I distinctly remember feeling a little unmoored by the mere thought of it.

    "Anyway, he gave us both an extra $500, which means I earned $1500 for two hours worth of work, and it wasn't particularly difficult work."

    I was impressed, honestly. I mean, of course she started working as a dominatrix. Who wouldn't when the pay was that good?

    "So then you kept doing it?"

    "Yes," Lily answered.

    I pulled into our driveway at that point. The car idled as the garage door opened and I pulled in, turned off the car, and reached over to take her hand in mine. When she looked at me I saw worry in her eyes. She seemed more vulnerable than usual, like she was suddenly very worried about her future, about our future.

    "I love you, Lily," I said. "And I find myself utterly fascinated by your previous career and I'd really like to hear more about it. But, if that's too much to ask or if you just hate talking about this time in your life then we can just set it aside."

    Her eyes welled up, though no tears formed. Instead, she smiled, leaned over, and kissed me softly. I parted my lips - hoping that the kiss might get a bit more intimate - and Lily did the same. For a few seconds our tongues indulged in a gentle dance before I pulled back, caressed her face, and smiled.

    "Let's open a bottle of wine," she said.

    "Okay," I replied.

    We went inside, I grabbed a bottle of wine and poured two glasses. Lily took one and led me to the living room where we sat on our plush, insanely comfortable couch to continue the conversation.

    "I worked exclusively with June for the first few months. I was making enough money to cover my tuition and that was really all I needed. Plus, I didn't have anywhere near enough confidence to do a session on my own."

    "When did you get that confidence?" I asked. "Assuming you did."

    "June gave me a client, basically. He wanted a brunette. She had wigs that she'd wear when a guy had a specific hair color in mind, but this guy insisted on a real brunette. June suggested that I take him on as my first solo client. She introduced us, explained that he would be the first client I'd taken on as a solo domme, and then we had coffee together as a sort of...I don't know, feeling out process."

    "Kind of like a really safe first date," I said.

    Lily smiled and nodded. "Sort of, yeah. The goal was the same. First, try and discern if he's a psycho or not, and then try and discern if he's someone I could actually work with."

    I remember thinking that the lives of men and women were sometimes very different. Never in my life had I tried to assess whether a woman was a psycho - the kind that could physically harm me, at least - and yet I imagine most women run through that assessment with every single man they go on a date with, perhaps every man that flirts with them.

    "And he turned out to be someone you could work with?" I asked.

    "Yes. He was actually my longest-lasting client. He was one of the few I kept working with while you and I were dating."

    I felt jealous in that moment. That was absurd, of course, but I felt jealous at the idea that Lily's attentions were divided while our relationship was blossoming. That's a pretty selfish thing to feel - she was paying the bills, after all - but I still felt it. I pushed it down, though, doing my very best to make sure she didn't see those feelings play out on my face as we talked.

    "So it was a good relationship...or business arrangement I guess?" I asked.

    She nodded and looked down into her wine glass. I surmised that a memory was playing out in her head - or perhaps just a certain feeling associated with this guy - but it passed after a few seconds and she looked up at me again.

    "It was a very good business arrangement. I lucked out with him, I think."

    That sparked my curiosity. "Lucked out how?"

    Lily shifted her legs and ran a hand down her thigh and back up again, though it struck me as a self-soothing gesture. "He was a submissive. A real submissive, I mean. I didn't know that at first. I honestly didn't know what that even meant at first. I understand it now, though."

    "So what does that mean? That he was a real submissive."

    She looked at me and smiled in a manner that made me think she appreciated the fact that I didn't understand what she was talking about. "It was actual submission and service that turned him on. He didn't have a specific desire. His desire was to serve me, to submit to my desires, to do what pleased me."

    I sort of got what she was saying, but I think Lily could see that I didn't entirely understand it.

    "Most guys that go to a dominatrix do so with a specific fantasy. Like the first session I did. That guy got off on being humiliated and in particular on being humiliated about the size of his cock. Some guys want to be spanked and called names. Some guys want their cocks and balls abused. Some guys want to be smothered. Some guys get off on having a little metal rod shoved in their dicks."

    I felt my balls tingle - in a bad way - at the mere suggestion of the last one. I mean, fuck, that sounded awful.

    "This guy - let's call him Alex - got off on the idea of making me happy. Of satisfying me. Of serving my needs. And I say that I got lucky with him because having him be my first client meant that I got to explore being dominant in the ways that I was comfortable with."

    I nodded. It made sense to me. It was a bit of a struggle to fully wrap my head around it, but from a certain perspective it made perfect sense.

    "He still liked the domme look - the leather, the latex, the fishnets, all that - but he really was into genuine submission. He liked the idea of me being relatively new to domination, too. He liked being my guinea pig, in a way. He liked helping me discover..."

    She trailed off and I thought about not pushing it, but I had to. "Discover what?"

    Lily looked at me and almost immediately looked away. She stared into her wine glass and swirled the red liquid before looking up at me once more and saying, "He liked helping me discover my dominant side."

    Now, it will likely come as no surprise to you that Lily has a dominant side. However, it was quite a surprise to me - at the time - to hear her express that she had a dominant side. I couldn't think of a time where I'd met that dominant side, where she'd demonstrated it even in a small way. I really couldn't. So then I sort of panicked and wondered if I was an idiot that hadn't noticed it or if Lily has simply chosen to repress that side of herself because I wasn't into being with a dominant woman.

    "I was nervous the first time I saw him solo. I got a room at the same place where June rented. I wore latex boots, these tight little leather shorts, and a tight sleeveless leather top. It was a turtleneck, really, as it went all the way up. I borrowed it all from June," she continued.

    "So, how did it go? Did you get over the nerves for that first session?" I asked. I was genuinely curious, too. Actually, I was enraptured. The whole thing was so fascinating to me.

    "It was a little strange at first. He came into the room and got on his knees. He looked up at me and asked how he could serve. And after he asked I had no answer for him. I panicked. My brain emptied out."

    "That sounds awful."

    Lily laughed. "It was. I felt like a failure. I tried my best not to let my panic show, took a deep breath, and thought about what I wanted in that moment. I decided that a foot massage would be lovely. I mean, what woman doesn't love a foot massage. But the session was an hour long, so I needed to take my time. Which was why I ordered him to kiss my boots."

    I tried to imagine my wife ordering a man to kiss her boots. It was a struggle, honestly, and Lily seemed to see that on my face.

    "What?" she asked.

    I smiled. "Sorry. I'm literally trying to imagine you ordering someone to kiss your boots and for whatever reason I can't quite get there."

    She leaned over, kissed my cheek, and then set her glass on the coffee table. She got up, moved away from the couch so I could see her from head to toe, extended one of her feet and put her hands on her hips.

    Lily smiled - a decidedly seductive smile, though - and pointed at her foot as she said, "Get on your knees and kiss my boots." Her voice was a little deeper and there was a firmness to it that took me by surprise. The command was compelling and I could instantly see where the kind of man she'd described - a submissive man - would find it enthralling to do as she'd instructed.

    "Okay, I can see it," I replied.

    There was another smile from Lily, but this one was of pure delight. I couldn't discern the source of that delight, but it was there. She sat back down - this time a little closer to me - and grabbed her glass once more. She took a sip - and so did I - and then gave me another kiss on the cheek.

    "So, I ordered him to kiss my boots and he did it," she said. "But it was his excitement at doing it that I took note of. It was obvious from the way he moved and the way he looked up at me after he'd done it that it really, genuinely excited him to kiss my boots. I...I enjoyed that excitement. I enjoyed having the power to make him feel that excited, that turned on. Something really clicked for me in that moment. So then I ordered him to lick my boots."

    Her face lit up a little as she said it. She was reliving a good memory. One that seemingly excited her. I liked that. I liked watching that. It was the last thing I expected we'd be talking about that day, but I really wasn't at all bothered by this hidden part of her past.

    "Did he lick them?"

    "He did," she said. "He enjoyed that even more than the kissing, I think. Or he certainly seemed more excited. Perhaps, though, he sensed that I was actually a little more excited to see him lick my boots. Which I kind of was. I actually was interested to see if he'd do it, if he'd go a little further simply because I'd told him to."

    I could see where that sort of thing would be hot to a dominatrix.

    "After the boot licking - which went on for a while with some dirty talk from me - I sat in a rather ornate chair in the corner of the room. I sat there in total silence for a little bit and then demanded that he crawl to me."

    Her face lit up again. She was thoroughly enjoying the memory and I was getting caught up in her enjoyment. "Did he crawl?"

    She nodded and sipped her wine. "He did. He looked at me while he crawled over and I saw desire on his face and in his eyes."

    I wondered if it was desire I was seeing on Lily's face and in her eyes in that moment.

    "As he got closer, I lifted one of my legs and showed him the bottom of my boot."

    I suspected I knew what was coming next.

    "I told him to lick it," she said.

    "Did he?"

    Lily nodded and her pupils got a little bigger. She ran her fingers over the rim of the wine glass. She uncrossed and then crossed her legs. "He did. I told him to hold my gaze as he did. He stared into my eyes and licked the bottom of my boot. It was the first time I heard him moan. I remember glancing between his legs and seeing that he was hard."

    I marveled at the idea of a man getting hard as he licked the bottom of a woman's boot. I didn't judge him, though. Not even a little. In fact, I distinctly remember wondering what it would be like to be the sort of man that could get so turned on at something like that. Would that be a good thing? Would it be a curse?

    "I don't know why," Lily continued, "but when I saw the bulge in his pants I asked him if it would turn him on to be able to fuck my boots. If I held my legs together and let him slide his dick between them, would it turn him on."

    I marveled again, this time at my wife's imagination in that moment with her client. It seemed clear that she really was good at that job, as only a woman that was good at being a dominatrix would ask that sort of thing.

    "He admitted that it would turn him on to be able to do that," she said. "Which actually felt like a valuable lesson. He was a submissive - a true sub - but of course there were still things that had nothing to do with me that would turn him on. It would prove to be a valuable lesson down the line as I grew more confident with making demands of him and offering certain things as a reward."

    "Like fucking your boots?"

    She nodded. "Yes, like fucking my boots. To most men it wouldn't be a reward to get on your knees in front of a woman and slide your cock between her shiny latex boots that are lubed with your precum. To most men that would feel pathetic, but to him it was a turn on. Though the fact that it was, in fact, pathetic was part of the turn on."

    She looked away for a few moments and smiled. "Are you thinking about him fucking your boots?" I asked. I was just a little bit buzzed at that point and my tongue had clearly gotten a bit looser.

    "Yes," she admitted, though Lily added no further comment and I shied away from asking a follow up. After another sip of wine she continued, "I didn't let him fuck my boots that day, though. Instead, after having him lick the bottom of both of them - and damn near lick them clean, honestly - I had him take my boots off. I made him use his teeth to pull down the zipper before he could take the boots off. I made sure he didn't touch my skin while he did so, either. Then I made him beg for the chance to give me a foot rub, for the chance to give me the pleasure that a foot rub would bring."

    It wasn't until that point that I noticed her nipples were hard. It could have been that it was chilly in the living room, but I was certain it was because she was turned on. I remember really liking that she was turned on.

    "Did he give a good foot rub?" I asked.

    "It was exceptional."

    For some reason I felt jealous again. Exceptionally jealous, in fact. Like any jealous and slightly insecure man would have, I asked, "A better foot rub than I give?"

    "I don't know," she replied. "It's been a while since you've given me a foot rub."

    "Really?"

    Lily nodded and I instantly finished off the rest of my wine, set my glass on the table, and pulled her feet into my lap. I yanked her shoes off, tossed them on the floor, and started in on a foot rub.

    Lily closed her eyes and moaned softly. "That feels really good, Adam."

    I watched her face and smiled. She did feel good. I was making her feel good. "Is it a better foot rub than he gave you?" I asked as jealousy once more reared its ugly head.

    Lily looked at me while tilting her wine glass back and swallowing the last of it. She reached over and set the glass on the coffee table before saying, "Honestly, Alex gave the best foot rubs I've ever had, but I think he just had a lot more practice than you've had."

    It was strange to want to be better than a man that had paid Lily to dominate him. I wasn't really thinking straight in the moment, though. I really, really wanted to be better than him. So I tried harder. I applied a little more strength as I ran my thumb up the sole of her foot from the heel to her toes. I also rubbed each of her toes, doing so slowly to ensure maximum satisfaction. I was competing with a man who wasn't there, who Lily no longer knew, but I was competing hard.

    "That feels really good, Adam," she said. I experienced an unexpected sense of elation. "You got better so quickly. I like that. That makes me very happy."

    I could not believe how good it felt to hear her say that.

    "You still need more practice if you're going to be as good as Alex was, though. He gave me dozens - maybe hundreds - of foot massages over the years. He became an expert at it."

    Jealousy again coursed through me. I kept rubbing, though. I pushed her pant legs up to her knees and rubbed her calves. I'd rub her foot for a little and then run my fingers up her calves, eliciting an appreciative moan and a smile almost every time.

    Eventually my hands moved past her knees and rubbed her thighs over her jeans. Doing so elicited more moans and to me they sounded distinctly sexual. It seemed that Lily was getting turned on and was eager to let me know about it. I got turned on too, a fact she discovered when her foot made its way between my legs and her toes brushed against the bulge that had formed in my pants.

    After I'd rubbed both her thighs and returned to her feet, Lily unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down a little. I looked up and saw her smiling at me.

    "Take them off," she said.

    I did so without hesitation. I'd moved a little past being buzzed and a little short of being drunk and I felt spectacularly good. I tossed her pants aside and stared at the wet spot in the simple-but-sexy pair of blue cotton panties she had on.

    I got on my knees to crawl forward but Lily pressed her foot into my chest and pushed with enough force to send me back into a seated position. I resumed rubbing her and she smiled and let a hand drift between her legs. That hand made its way to her crotch and Lily rubbed three fingers over the wet spot.

    She closed her eyes and her lips parted. A soft moan escaped and she arched her back in a manner that made her breasts look exquisite in her top. I felt a hunger rise in me, and yet I remained seated and continued to rub her feet and legs as Lily masturbated.

    I couldn't remember the last time I'd simply watched her masturbate. Sometimes we pursued that sort of pleasure together - lying next to each other and kissing and touching as we masturbated - but I wasn't sure I'd ever watched and I certainly hadn't done so in years. It was a remarkably beautiful sight, though, and it was more than enough to keep me in a state of intense desire.

    "I rewarded him that day," she said. "I didn't let him fuck my boots, but I did give him a reward."

    I was curious. Immensely curious. "What was the reward?"

    "I let him play with himself through his pants while he sucked on my toes," Lily answered. "I let him cum in his pants, in fact, and he did it while sucking on my toes as I moaned."

    I looked down at her toes and then at the bulge in my pants.

    "He obviously enjoyed his reward, but I don't think that's the sort of reward you want," she said. "I think you want my pussy."

    "I do," I said.

    She pulled her feet from my lap and removed her panties. She set her feet in my lap once more and I immediately resumed rubbing one of them. Lily slowly spread her legs and my eyes remained glued between her thighs the entire time. Eventually I saw her pussy. Her wet, perfect pussy. I saw it glistening. I saw it open with desire. I saw her clit was exposed.

    I put more effort into the massage. I wanted to turn her on. I worked her feet, her calves, and her thighs. I went all the way up until my fingers were right next to her labia and then back down again.

    "I love that you're working so hard to make me feel good," she said.

    Hearing that felt good. I don't know why. I wasn't thinking straight. It just felt so good to hear that.

    "I think you deserve my pussy," Lily said. "I think you should get naked and fuck me. I think you've earned that."

    I got naked. I got naked quicker than I've ever gotten naked. I got on top of her on the couch. I slipped inside her. I fucked her. It felt so good. Beyond good. It felt fucking perfect. Fucking amazing.

    What I didn't realize - and I don't know how I didn't realize it - was that Lily had slipped into her domme persona. She'd absolutely dominated me that day on the couch. She'd controlled me. She'd gotten me to give her a rub. A long rub, too. I mean, it went on for a while. She'd gotten me to work hard to make her feel good and she'd used the story of her client to do so.

    Then she'd rewarded me with her pussy. She'd rewarded both of us, actually, because she came just as hard as I did. At least I think she did. It was a good orgasm at the very least. Mine was great. Like, great.

    It wasn't until the days later that it would dawn on me that I'd been dominated. Another conversation would follow.

    As you might imagine, quite a bit more domination would also follow, as would a significant change to our marriage.

    None of this is a bad thing, though. It's all very, very good, in fact. I'm looking forward to sharing the story with you. It was a real turn on recalling the events of that day, actually, so I think I'll go and see if Lily is in the mood to be worshiped. With any luck, I'll get to spend the next few hours making my wife feel very, very good.

    I'll be back soon to share more with you.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

     "The guy at the restaurant...what was he into?"

    That was me asking the question. It was four days after I learned of my wife's past as a professional dominatrix. We honestly hadn't talked much about it - it was a busy week - but the thought popped into my head as we strolled through the park, each of us with a coffee we'd picked up at our favorite local spot.

    "He had a thing for getting fucked," she answered.

    "Sorry, what?"

    Lily smiled and laughed softly. "Yeah. He liked being penetrated. He liked the humiliation of being put in bondage and fucked, of being made to feel like he had no choice in the matter, like I was going to take his ass and do as I pleased with it whether he wanted me to or not."

    I'll admit that I was a little bit dumbfounded.

    "That wasn't all I did with him, of course. I used to make him work for it. I'd make him do other humiliating things before I'd put him in some form of bondage and violate him."

    There was a quality to her voice that I found intriguing. She seemed delighted with herself as she recalled her domination of this anal-loving submissive. Honestly, I think she felt a sense of professional pride, like she was remembering how good she was at the job of dominating submissive men.

    "What sort of humiliating things?" I asked.

    "Oh, all kinds of stuff. Bark like a dog. Get on all fours and crawl around while barking. Lick my boots. Suck on the heel of my boots. Verbally degrade himself. Once I made him drink his piss."

    That one astounded me. I guess all of it kind of astounded me, in no small part because the woman that made a man do all those things to himself did not seem like the woman I'd married.

    "And he did it? He drank his piss."

    Lily sipped her coffee, smiled, and nodded. "He loved it, too. I mean, he hated the taste - who wouldn't? - but he loved that I'd ordered him to do it and that he was having to drink his piss to earn the right to be fucked by his domme."

    Again her face lit up with what I'm certain was a sense of pride.

    "How did you come up with that stuff? With the humiliating stuff you made him do, I mean."

    "It was just experience, really. I'd been domming for a few years by the time he came in so I'd learned about the kinds of things guys were willing to do when they had a humiliation kink. I didn't always get it right. There were times when guys flat-out refused to drink their piss because they found it so disgusting."

    She paused, sipped her drink, and then looked up at me and smiled before adding, "I suppose, though, that I also have a brain that's capable of thinking up all kinds of wild stuff like that. I mean, it's probably not crazy to think that most women really wouldn't have enjoyed that job and that I actually did enjoy it. I never found it weird or stressful or annoying. There were a few bad clients here and there, but mostly I had a good time exploring the world of submissive kink with men that were willing to pay me very well for the privilege of playing out their fantasies."

    As we walked through the park I felt a strange kind of jealousy towards the men that Lily had dominated. Not because I was desperate to play out a kinky fantasy, but because they clearly got to know a part of my wife that I didn't know. I mean, I never would have guessed she'd worked that job or that she'd actually enjoyed it, that she'd been great at it.

    "So how did you fuck the guy?" I asked. Despite the jealousy - which was fairly mild - I remained intensely curious about Lily's previous profession.

    "I had a collection of dildos. Sometimes I'd use something like a cucumber if it felt a little more humiliating. There were a few times that I put on these elbow-length gloves and fisted him. His favorite thing was to be fucked by a strapon, though."

    I'd heard of strapons (who hasn't?) but I'd never imagined Lily using one. The thought was oddly intriguing, though I had no desire to be penetrated in that way.

    "So he liked you to wear a strapon and fuck him?"

    She nodded, took my hand, and led me towards a bench that offered a particularly beautiful view. A couple walked by and Lily leaned over to kiss my cheek softly before answering once the couple had moved past us.

    "He loved it, actually. He liked the role reversal. He liked the loss of control. He liked the humiliation of being a man that was bent over and fucked by a woman. He liked feeling my fingers dig into his hips as I pounded him. He liked when I'd grab a handful of his hair and smack his ass and call him names as my strapon moved in and out of him."

    Lily was admiring the view as she talked about fucking this guy and I was staring at her and I'm almost certain I saw her get aroused. I'm not necessarily talking about an intense kind of sexual arousal, but I'd have bet anything that her heart was beating a little faster, that her senses were aroused, that she probably a little bit turned on, which was the most fascinating thing in the world to me.

    "Did you like fucking him?" I asked.

    She looked at me and I was certain that I saw arousal in her eyes. Arousal at re-living a memory that it was entirely possible she hadn't accessed for years. I wasn't entirely sure what to do with my certainty of her arousal, but there was a part of me that wanted to nurture it, if for no other reason than Lily's arousal often meant an orgasm for me.

    She hesitated for a few seconds before smiling, nodding, and looking away once more. "I did, actually. I know that might sound weird - maybe it is weird - but it was enjoyable. There was something...primal about it. It was actually the first time I truly understood why so many men love to take a woman from behind. I obviously can't fully understand what a man is thinking, but there's definitely something distinct about someone being bent over in front of you, especially when that someone is eager to be fucked."

    You don't expect to have a conversation with your wife about the merits of doggystyle sex. You definitely don't expect to have that conversation where she's talking about being the one doing the fucking, about reversing roles with a man and finding pleasure in doing so.

    We were having the conversation, though, and I couldn't help but imagine my wife standing behind a man - a man in bondage of some kind - and grabbing a handful of his hair and spanking his ass while fucking him vigorously in doggystyle.

    "What kind of names did you call him?" I asked.

    "Nothing unusual," Lily replied with a smile. "Slut. Bitch. Whore. The kinds of words men use to degrade women, really. He liked being degraded in that way, especially when he was getting fucked."

    I don't know why I was so curious, but I just kept asking questions. "You said you'd put him in bondage. What kind of bondage?"

    "Sometimes I'd bind him to the spanking bench. Sometimes I'd used the St. Andrews Cross, which is just this really big X-shaped device that had cuffs for wrists and ankles. Sometimes I'd just cuff his hands behind his back and make him get on his knees on a chair or couch if the room had one. Sometimes I'd leave him totally free and tell him that he wasn't allowed to touch himself while I fucked him and then I'd beat his ass if he broke the rule and touched himself."

    It struck me that having that particular conversation with Lily was a lot like talking to an entirely different woman from the one I'd been married to. It was just so far from the kind of woman I thought she was, though I suspect that's what made it so fascinating to me.

    "None of this bothers you to hear?" she asked as a sense of vulnerability came over her. I could see it in her eyes, in her lips, in the slight change in her posture. She was worried.

    "Honestly, it's fascinating," I answered. "It's like there's this version of you that I've never met before, you know? This version of you that I now get to know. It's kind of like when we were first dating. So in that way it's really sort of amazing."

    Lily sipped her coffee, smiled, and scooted closer on the bench. I put my arm around her and she rested her head against my neck and shoulder and we sat like that for a little while without saying a word to each other.

    Then she shifted and kissed my neck. A soft moan accompanied the kiss. Her lips lingered against my skin and parted just a little so I felt a hint of warmth. It was not a casual kiss. It was seductive. There was no question it was seductive. It worked, too, as my pulse instantly quickened and I felt a delightful tingling between my legs that led to my cock growing just a bit.

    The moment her lips left my neck I turned and looked at Lily. Our eyes met and I leaned down for a kiss. She rested a hand on my thigh and her fingers inched towards my crotch in a public-friendly way. However, the way our tongues entwined was the sort of thing that usually happened in private and it was more than enough to render my cock completely stiff.

    "Wow," was all I said when the kiss ended.

    "I know," she replied before resting her head against my shoulder once more.

    She was turned on. There was no question about that. She wouldn't have kissed me like that if she wasn't turned on. The thing I wondered, though, was the source of that arousal. Was she turned on by thinking about fucking one of her former clients? Had she imagined it and gotten all hot and bothered? Was she thinking about fucking the guy I'd seen at the restaurant while we were kissing?

    "Did it turn you on to fuck him?" I asked after a short spell of silence between us.

    Lily remained still for a few seconds. Then she leaned away, looked at me, and admitted, "Yes, it did. Not always, but sometimes it did. I'm not even sure I could explain why, but when everything fell into place there were times when it was arousing to fuck him."

    For some reason I felt aroused at her admission. I really couldn't tell you why. Perhaps it's because I was already turned on and something about the look on her face or the admission itself provided a little more fuel to the fire of my desire.

    I kissed her again, though. I really went for it, too. I was a deep, passionate kiss. I let my hand roam a little. I stopped just short of grasping her breasts in public, but she moaned into my mouth as my hand roamed her body and her tongue got a little more active.

    Lily looked giddy when I finally leaned back. She took my hand in hers and squeezed it hard. I was pretty giddy, too. There's something about making out with your wife in public that feels really good.

    "You know, you once fucked me right after I'd seen him," she said.

    "What? Really?" I asked with a smile.

    Lily nodded. "We'd been dating for a few months. It was a Wednesday night. I'd put him on the St. Andrew's Cross and fucked him in a standing doggystyle with this fairly sizable strapon. I'd told him he wasn't allowed to cum for two weeks prior to our session and he'd obeyed like a good boy."

    She got more excited as she talked and I couldn't help but get a little caught up in it. There was something especially intriguing about the phrase 'good boy' and the way Lily seemed to relish saying it when referring to her former client.

    "I fucked him to an orgasm," she said, eliciting a surprised look from me. "I had my body pressed against his as I fucked him with the fat strapon. He could feel my breasts against his back and the heat of my breath on his neck. I was telling him what a good slut he was for me, that he was taking my dick like the anal whore I'd trained him to be."

    Never in my life had I imagined I'd find any kind of pleasure in hearing my wife talk like she was talking in that moment, but I swear that my cock continued to throb in a way I found a little bit baffling, though that bafflement did not stop the arousal from washing over me.

    "He told me he was going to cum. I couldn't believe it, honestly, but it was so thrilling to be able to do that for him, to make him feel so good that he would cum without touching his cock. So I let him cum. I told him to cum like a good slut, like a good little anal whore."

    There was no question Lily was getting turned on. More turned on, I suppose. Her nipples were now hard. Her chest was a little bit flushed. Her eyes were a little wider open. It was sexy, though.

    "After cleaning up - which I made him do - I changed into a dress and called you. I told you I wanted to come over."

    "And you were on me the moment you walked into my apartment," I said as the memory of that night flooded back.

    Lily nodded. "I was."

    I couldn't help but smile. "So you fucked this guy, made him cum, and were turned on enough by the experience to come right to my apartment so I could fuck you?"

    She nodded again and for a moment I saw that same look of worry on her face. I answered that worry by kissing her. A deep, passionate kiss. A kiss that made it perfectly clear that I wasn't the slightest bit upset about her confession.

    "The sex was amazing that night," I said. "You were on top, if I remember correctly."

    "I was," she whispered as our lips remained close.

    "You were incredible. You were so wet. You were so...passionate. A little wild, in fact."

    She kissed me again. Our tongues entwined. She moaned. Then she grabbed my cock and stroked me for a few seconds, to my surprise and delight.

    "Can we go home?" she asked.

    We had to wait a few minutes for my cock to soften, but once I could walk without drawing attention we headed home. We rushed, too, stopping short of running through the park to get to the car. We did a little more kissing once we were in the car, but mostly I drove with great haste to get us home as quickly as possible.

    We rushed to the bedroom and stripped each other naked. We kissed. We touched. She stroked my cock. I fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit. We fell into bed together. Our bodies entwined as our tongues did the same.

    Eventually Lily got on top and took me inside her. She smiled, sat up, and put her hands on my chest. She rocked her hips back and forth, slowly teasing me with her pussy while moaning at the way her clit rubbed into my pelvis.

    "That night...when you came over, did you think about fucking him while we were having sex?" I asked.

    Lily nodded. "A little. It was all a jumble. I thought more about how good it felt to have him in that position, to be honest. To have him in bondage. To have him so vulnerable. To have him so eager to be taken, to be fucked."

    She dug her fingernails into my chest, closed her eyes, and rocked her hips a little faster.

    "Are you thinking about fucking him right now?" I asked.

    "Yes," she said without opening her eyes.

    That was the first moment where I wondered - if only for a split second - if Lily had found more pleasure in being a domme than she was willing to admit to. Yes, she'd done it as a job, but it seemed entirely possible that she'd found her job far more fulfilling than most women that get into that line of work. The thought was only with me for a moment, though, as I was inside my wife and hugely aroused so there wasn't really any time for intellectualizing.

    "Does it feel good to think about it?" I asked. "To think about fucking him? To think about him being a good slut for you?"

    Lily smiled and leaned down. Her pussy began to bounce up and down on my cock as our lips met and our tongues entwined once more. She moaned and then kissed my cheek, my chin, and my neck, adding another moan before gently sucking on my flesh.

    "Yes, it feels good," she whispered. "It feels good to relive those memories, to think about pounding his ass, to think about calling him an anal whore while his moans filled the room, to think about my body pressed against his, to think about making him cum while I fucked him like a slut."

    I felt the jealousy again. This time, though, it was more significant. I was jealous that this man I didn't know - that I'd seen only once - occupied a particular place in my wife's mind. I was jealous that her memory of him was arousing her in that moment.

    I'm pretty sure the jealousy is what spurred the thing that happened next. It certainly didn't happen consciously. It wasn't something I wanted to happen.

    You see, something popped into my head. An image, I suppose. An image of me in the guy's place. Of me bound in my wife's dungeon space. Of me on the St. Andrew's Cross. Of me with her strapon in my ass. Of me with her breasts pressed against my back. Of me being called a slut and an anal whore. Of me being fucked and arousing my wife by taking her strapon like he took her strapon.

    I was caught up in a really intense level of arousal in that moment and that arousal led to that image popping into my head. It also led to me saying something, to me effectively verbalizing what was in my head.

    "Would it turn you on to fuck me like that? Would it turn you on to have me in bondage, to have your strapon inside me, to fuck me so good that you made me cum?" I asked. Honestly, the jealousy was part of it. Maybe even a big part of it. The imagery was another part of it, though, imagery that was dancing in my head as those words left my lips.

    I regretted it the moment I said it. I really did. I was absolutely certain I had completely ruined the mood by mixing past and present, by acting weirdly jealous.

    Then, Lily answered.

    "Yes," she said softly. "Fuck...yes!"

    Then I came inside her. I grunted and groaned and she sat up, looked at me for a moment, and ground her hips with such vigor that she was soon cumming. Her orgasm joined mine and we both climaxed while the question I'd asked lingered in both our minds (well, my mind at least, though it was mostly lingering because I was still embarrassed at having asked it).

    After her orgasm, Lily leaned down, kissed me softly, and rested her head in the crook of my neck. I ran my hands down her back, gave her ass a quick squeeze, and then wrapped my arms around her.

    "I enjoyed that very much," she said softly.

    "Me too," I replied.

    For a short spell I was deeply self-conscious about what I'd said. Embarrassed, too. I was worried about what Lily would think of me. I was worried we'd have to get into a long and awkward conversation where I'd be unable to explain why I said what I said and why I found myself oddly aroused at all the things she'd talked about with regards to her client.

    I mean, I honestly didn't understand my fascination with it and the sense of desire that overtook me as we had sex. It was all too new for me to even remotely comprehend it.

    Thankfully, we didn't talk about it. Lily didn't mention it. Not a word of it. She just acted like we'd had good sex and that was all there was to it.

    It was nice. Really nice. She didn't mention it in the days afterwards, either. Instead, she let me be the one to bring up her time as a domme again. I got there eventually. It took a little while, but I came around to it and brought it up again. I couldn't help myself.

    As it turned out, I was exploring desires I didn't know I had and doing so through conversations about her former clients.

    As it also turned out, I was unlocking something in Lily, something she would soon find it impossible to ignore.

    I'll tell you all about it soon enough.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     I ran my thumbs up the sole of Lily's foot and watched as she closed her eyes and smiled. I gave each of her toes a bit of attention, rubbing them slowly and carefully while dividing my attention between her foot and her face. I found it quite pleasurable to make her feel so good, and she was quite generous with the smiles and the occasional moan of approval.

    "So, I know that you fucked some of your clients - with toys and strapons and whatnot - but did any of them ever have sex with you?" I asked. In truth, the question had been on my mind since Lily first revealed her past as a professional domme. I hadn't asked because it seemed potentially insulting, but nearly a month after the reveal I was just too curious.

    "No," she answered. "That was one of the great appeals of the job, actually. I get why women get into escorting - the high end version of it, I should say - but I could make just as much money doing what I did - and sometimes more - so there was little reason to consider having sex with any of the guys."

    I wasn't sure what I expected her answer to be or what I expected I'd feel upon her answering. Oddly, I think I ended up feeling just a small hint of disappointment, if only because I was kind of keen on hearing about more of her adventures. It had gotten to a place where I was completely and utterly fascinated with this other life my wife had led, this life I'd known nothing about before spotting a former client talking to her outside a restaurant.

    "Some guys would ask about fucking me before booking an appointment. June warned me early on to never book a session with a guy like that because they're not looking to be dominated. She always said that most of the ones that ask about fucking when booking are actually looking to play out a fantasy where they get to dominate the dominatrix."

    That made perfect sense as a fantasy and I could absolutely see why a domme would want to avoid a guy like that.

    "There were a few guys that would get confused, too."

    "Confused?" I asked.

    Lily nodded as I switched to her other foot and pushed my thumbs into her heel before running them up to her toes. She closed her eyes, moaned, and then said, "They'd think they were in love with me, mostly because I was the first woman that had ever made their fantasies come true and hadn't judged them for having those fantasies. A few of those guys wanted to have sex and offered to pay for it, I think just because they liked the idea of having sex with the woman that had become something more than a domme to them."

    "But you didn't?"

    She shook her head. "God no. Having sex with a guy like that would be a pretty good way to get myself a long term stalker, which is not something I was interested in. In every case I explained that they weren't in love, that they were just awash in good feeling hormones because they were finally having the equivalent of great sex. A few struggled to really comprehend that, but it never became a problem."

    I ran my fingers up Lily's calf and past her knee. I moved back down and listened as she unleashed an even deeper moan. I smiled at how much pleasure I took in something as simple as giving my wife a massage. Not the kind of pleasure where my dick gets hard, mind you, but the kind where I just feel...happy because I'm making her smile and moan in that way women moan when a massage feels really fucking good.

    "There was a guy that wanted to watch another man fuck me, though," she said.

    My eyebrows shot up and Lily smiled before wiggling her toes in a decidedly playful manner.

    "He'd been a client for six months before he mentioned this particular desire," she continued.

    "What was he into before that?"

    "He liked having his cock size humiliated. He liked being told I'd never allow him to fuck me, that he wasn't even slightly worthy of being with a woman like me. He liked being told he was barely worthy of kissing my feet, that he couldn't pay me enough money to let his little dick inside me."

    By that point I'd heard enough stories from Lily to understand that lots of guys were into humiliation and that a certain percentage of them were eager to pay a beautiful woman to deliver that humiliation. It seemed that humiliation of their cocks was among the most popular forms of that particular fetish.

    What continued to thrill and intrigue me, though, was the look on Lily's face when she told me these stories. I could see her eyes light up. I could see her actually lick her lips a little from time to time. I could see her pupils dilate a bit. She almost always seemed to experience some form of arousal as she relived memories from her days as a domme and it was always thrilling to witness that arousal.

    "Why did he want to watch someone else fuck you?" I asked.

    She looked at me and smiled. "You know, I really like that you know so little about all of this. I wonder if it's part of why I fell so hard for you when we met. You seemed so, I don't know, innocent. You still do in some ways."

    I couldn't help but feel a little bit giddy at the idea that Lily had fallen hard for me. I'll admit that I hadn't been entirely aware of that when we were first dating, perhaps because she worked to hide just how hard she'd fallen or perhaps because I'm something of a dumbass that wasn't particularly observant about women.

    "He wanted to watch because he had a cuckold fetish," she said. "He was married - yes, lots of married men were clients - and he loved the idea of his wife having great sex with another man and doing so while she made him watch. He was enamored with the idea of her telling him that the other guy's cock felt better than his, that the other guy was better than him, that he didn't compare, etc."

    "But his wife wouldn't do that for him?"

    "He'd never shared his fantasy with her, so she never had the chance to turn him down. I don't blame him, though. I imagine most women wouldn't love the notion of their husband getting off on that kind of humiliation."

    It was hard to argue with that point.

    "I did it," Lily said.

    Again my eyebrows shot up, but this time I was so surprised that I stopped rubbing her and instead just stared with one of her feet in my hand.

    She smiled. "Why did you stop rubbing me?"

    There was a quality to her voice that I found quite alluring. It was like she wasn't asking a question as much as she was making a gentle demand phrased as a question. She was, as I've come to learn, very subtly dominating me and I couldn't help but respond to it by immediately resuming the rub and returning a smile to her face.

    "June introduced me to a guy she trusted and that she'd worked with a handful of times on various client fantasies. He and I had coffee to make sure we got along and that there was at least a little bit of chemistry and then we agreed to make my client's fantasy come true as long as he was willing to pay extra."

    "Was he?" I asked.

    She nodded. "Of course he was, and I say that without judgment. One of the things I learned as a domme is that few things make a man happier than making his sexual fantasies come true."

    I immediately tried to conjure my specific sexual fantasies, but the truth was, I didn't really have any outside of being with a beautiful woman that desired me and sometimes seeing that woman in lingerie. Lily had absolutely made those fantasies come true on countless occasions, so I guess she'd given me exactly what I wanted.

    "I also told him that it was my boyfriend that would be fucking me," she continued. "I knew it would be less exciting if he knew it was just a random guy that worked in the sex business. This was before I met you, by the way."

    I'll admit that I was wondering about that, as Lily had admitted that she'd continued to do domme work when we were first dating. You know what's weird, though? There was a small part of me that actually felt kind of, I don't know, excited - not so much sexually, but just sort of generally excited - at the idea of her having fucked some other guy while we were first together.

    "I had my client book a hotel room," she said.

    I ran my fingers up both of her legs, applying pressure to her calves and then her thighs, offering the pleasure of a massage. I gave her inner thighs a bit of attention too, leaning forward while her feet pressed into my chest. I did so to try and arouse her a little, if I'm being honest, and the gentle moan and the slight smile on her face made it seem like I'd succeeded in that quest.

    "I picked out lingerie and a pretty dress," she continued.

    Then she stopped and looked away, almost like she'd revealed something she shouldn't have. I couldn't imagine what that was, though, since the details seemed fairly innocuous.

    "What is it?" I asked.

    Lily looked at me and smiled sweetly. "I just remembered that the dress I wore that night...I also wore it on one of our early dates. In fact, you fucked me in that dress. Do you remember when we went to dinner at that Italian place and I got a text from a friend while we were there inviting me to a party at her place. We went to that party and..."

    "And I fucked you in her bathroom," I interrupted. "You were sitting on the counter, if I remember correctly."

    Lily nodded and her toes moved between my legs and teased my cock a little as she bit her lip playfully. "You were quite good that night. I remember cumming quite hard, and I remember being sore the next morning. In a good way, mind you."

    "There was something very exciting about fucking you in a bathroom with dozens of people in the apartment," I replied.

    "All of whom knew we were fucking, by the way."

    It was the third time in that conversation that my eyebrows went wide.

    Lily laughed. "Yeah. My friend told me the next day. I was quite loud, as it turned out. And so were you. Pretty much everyone knew you were fucking me and that you were fucking me really well. I think that's why they didn't say anything. They were just happy that I'd found someone that I had really good chemistry with."

    I was tempted to abandon the story to try and fuck Lily right there, but instead I smiled, lifted her foot, and kissed her toes a few times before resuming the massage, once again eliciting an appreciative smile and a gentle moan.

    "So you'd worn that dress for this, I don't know, date night of yours?" I asked.

    Lily nodded. "I did. I fooled around with the guy in that dress. I was in his lap on the couch in the hotel room. A suite, by the way. I can remember his hands on my body as I sat in his lap and kissed him. I can remember feeling him get hard for me, and when he did I distinctly remember seeing what looked like genuine, deep desire in his eyes. I was working, but it was also a turn on. I also remember feeling like I really, really enjoyed my job that night."

    I was turned on. Which was weird. It was her arousal that got me, though. And she was definitely aroused. She was reliving that night and she was aroused. I swear it was like she could actually feel the guy's hands on her, like she could feel his cock getting hard for her as she sat there on our couch.

    "The client had a particular fantasy. He wanted to watch, but he wanted it feel like he was being forced to watch."

    "Really?"

    Lily nodded and again I ran my hands up her thighs, giving the inner area a bit of attention and smiling as she closed her eyes and moaned, presumably because I was enhancing her arousal.

    "I cuffed him to a chair. Hands behind his back. I stripped him naked first, though. He was naked and cuffed while I fooled around on the couch with my date. I looked over my shoulder a few times and each time he was hard. No touching. No physical stimulation at all and he was hard as a rock. It was illuminating, to be honest."

    "How so?"

    She smiled. "He was so aroused by his fantasy that he got hard as a rock without being touched or kissed. That's really powerful. I felt really powerful, actually, and I liked it."

    It was at this point that Lily moved one of her feet to my crotch and began to stimulate me. She did so without saying a word and I continued to rub her legs and her other foot while it happened. She had me hard in almost no time and again she didn't say a word, though I could see that it made her happy that I was turned on.

    "So he sat there cuffed to the chair while me and this other guy fooled around. He slowly undressed me while we kissed. He pushed the straps of the dress from my shoulders. He kissed my chest. He kissed the upper parts of my breasts that my bra left exposed. He played with my tits through the exquisite lace bra I'd worn for the occasion. He played with my ass. He fingered me a little, too, doing so while giving my client a lovely view of my pussy as he pulled my panties aside and entered me."

    "Were you wet?" I asked with utter fascination and a raging erection in my pants that Lily was working with her toes.

    "I was soaked, actually," she said before a smile slowly spread across her face. "You know, you've fucked me in the bra and panty set I wore that night. I'd forgotten that too, but I wore it for a different date. For one where I knew we'd be taking our time a little, where I knew I could strip out of a dress and let you see me in the lingerie. We were at my place. We'd gone to a concert that night. I honestly don't remember the band. We'd had a few drinks and were both a little tipsy. We made out on my couch and then I took you to my bedroom and did a little striptease for you."

    "I remember that night. It was incredible. You were incredible. I remember the striptease, actually. I remember thinking you were the most amazing woman in the world and that I couldn't believe I'd convinced you to date me."

    That brought a bright smile to her face. "I remember feeling something very similar."

    "I also remember that you gave me a blowjob in that lingerie set," I said.

    Lily rubbed my cock with a little more force, luring a moan out of me. "I remember that too. You said my ass looked amazing as I was between your legs...with your cock in my mouth."

    I loved that she was so turned on. I wanted to fuck her, but I wanted the storytelling to continue, too, so I refrained, instead basking in the pleasure of an over-the-pants footjob and of rubbing her bare legs.

    "I gave him...the guy that night, my date, I gave him a blowjob in that lingerie set."

    Why would something like that turn me on? I don't know, but it did. It really did, in fact. So much so that I felt this incredible surge between my legs. Lily must have noticed, though she didn't say anything. Instead, she kept on rubbing my dick with her toes and I kept on rubbing her legs.

    "In his case, I was on my knees in front of him," she continued. "I'd suck his cock and then look over my shoulder and tell my client that his little dick wasn't worthy of a blowjob, that no woman would ever find pleasure in sucking his cock, that no woman would ever actually want to get on her knees for him. I told him that my date was the opposite. That he was the kind of man that women happily got on their knees for. Then I pulled my panties down to show him how wet my pussy was before I went back to sucking dick."

    So...yeah...my underwear was soaked with precum at that point. Maybe I was so turned on because Lily was offering up so much dirty talk. I don't really know. It was all just so fucking hot, though, and I was just so turned on.

    "After the blowjob we switched places. He got on his knees and ate my pussy while I looked right into my client's eyes. I had a hand on the back of my date's head while I smiled, moaned, and told my client that he wasn't even worthy of using his tongue on my cunt, let alone his cock. I told him he'd never fuck me, not when there were real men available for the task."

    That's when Lily took her shorts off and I saw the wet spot in her pink cotton panties. It was considerable and I loved the proof that she was just as aroused as I'd surmised.

    She didn't masturbate. She didn't demand I eat her pussy. She tossed her shorts on the ground and continued teasing my cock while I massaged her foot and legs.

    "That's when he tried to get free from the cuffs. He couldn't, of course, but he was so desperate to masturbate that he instinctively tried to get free. It was cute watching him struggle and kind of cute watching him hurt himself a little. And again I felt powerful in a way I really liked."

    "Did...did your date end up fucking you?"

    She smiled and bit her lip in the most suggestive manner. It was so fucking hot. "Of course he did," she said softly. "In fact, he fucked me for quite a while, and he did so with great skill. If I remember correctly I had three orgasms while he fucked me. Three loud, incredible orgasms. He was quite skilled, as it turns out, though I suppose a man that sells sexual services for a living would have to be quite skilled, wouldn't he?"

    I suddenly wanted very much to make my wife cum. So I went for it. I tried to crawl forward, to pull her panties off, to go down on her, to fuck her.

    "No," was all she said. "Not yet. Not until I'm ready."

    It was sexy to hear her say that. Far sexier than I would have imagined. I sat back. I resumed rubbing her feet after she put them in my lap.

    "I put a condom on his cock and had him sit on the couch. I rode him cowgirl style for the first orgasm. I didn't look back at my client once. I just rode my date's big cock and came all over it. Then, after a short break, I spun around for a little reverse cowgirl. I gave my client a perfect view. I told him he was a pathetic cuckold for being hard while I got fucked by a superior man. I told him it was pathetic that his dick was leaking precum while he watched someone else satisfy me."

    "Did he like that?" I asked.

    She nodded. "He loved it. He was a cuckold. It was his greatest fantasy. He was out of his mind with desire. He would have given anything to masturbate in that moment. He probably would have doubled my fee. He begged to be released. I told him no, though. I told him that a cuckold shouldn't masturbate while he's watching his woman get fucked. He should have to sit there and watch while keeping his hands off his little dick. He should have to witness her pleasure - and realize his inferiority - before he's allowed to jerk off and spill his rancid seed."

    It was clear to me that Lily was tremendous at her job. Like, a world class domme. She seemed to have a keen understanding of the fantasies her clients shared with her - or she researched those fantasies to learn more - and she seemed exceptionally good at bringing those fantasies to life in the most satisfying way possible.

    Then she pulled her panties off. Her hand moved between her legs. She masturbated slowly, rubbing three fingers over the entire area. She was soaking wet and I couldn't help but wonder if she was masturbating in that fashion to make sure I knew exactly how wet she was.

    "Lily, I want you," I said.

    "I know you do," she replied. "But you can't have me yet. You can take your pants off, though."

    I stripped out of my pants as quickly as possible and sat back on the couch. She found my cock with her toes and rubbed it through my underwear. It felt better than the over-the-jeans footjob had felt.

    "We fucked in the bed, too. Missionary style. I moved my client's chair so he had a perfect view of my pussy getting pounded."

    Lily spread her legs a little wider and scooted her hips forward. Soon enough she was mostly on her back, like she was that night (though she was in a bed that night). I immediately pictured what her client had seen. I don't know why. It just happened. I pictured a guy fucking Lily. I pictured a cock moving in and out of her. It was fucking crazy, though the craziest part was that it actually turned me on. Maybe because I was already really turned on. Who knows? I was aroused, though.

    "He fucked me so hard and I came so hard. I kept up the dirty talk throughout. I told him how good his cock felt inside me. I told him how deep he was inside me. I told him he fucked me so much better than the pathetic cuck sitting in the chair would have fucked me. I looked at my client a few times, too, and each time he seemed both aroused and agonized by his inability to jerk off."

    Lily pulled her feet back and moved to her hands and knees. She crawled towards me and ran her fingers up my thighs before resting her hands on either side of my legs. She smiled and I leaned forward to kiss her.

    "No," she said. "Sit back."

    I sat back. I wanted to kiss her. To touch her. To feel her touch me.

    "Then I got fucked from behind," she said. "I got on my hands and knees facing my client. He was just a few feet away from me in his chair. I moaned as my date took me from behind. I moaned as he fucked me hard. I moaned and I told my client that he'd never fuck me, that he'd never fuck a woman like me, that he wasn't worthy of it, that he was just a fucking cuck whose little dick couldn't hope to satisfy any woman. I told him that he was a disappointment to his wife, that there was no way he fucked her the way she deserved to be fucked, that she likely fantasized about other men while he was inside her just so she could have a tepid orgasm during sex."

    "Did he enjoy that?" I asked.

    She nodded. "He did. I think more than anything he enjoyed watching me get fucked and hearing me moan as I took my date's long, thick cock in my tight, wet pussy."

    Then Lily closed her eyes and moaned. Her body rocked back and forth like she was getting fucked. It was stunning. It was so hot. I was lost in it. I was absolutely thinking of my wife getting fucked by another man right then and there and I was turned on. She was turned on too. She had to have been.

    "Are you thinking about him?" I asked. "About your date that night. Are you thinking about him fucking you?"

    Her eyes remained closed as she ran a hand up my leg and into my underwear. She found my cock and stroked it a little before saying, "Yes, I'm thinking about him."

    My dick got harder. Her touch felt better. "Does it...does it turn you on to think about him? To think about him...about having him inside you?"

    Why was I so turned on? Why was it so exciting to ask those questions?

    She nodded and opened her eyes. "Is that okay?"

    I nodded in reply. "I want you so badly, Lily."

    She pulled my underwear off and tossed them aside. She straddled me and lifted her shirt over her head. She took me into her pussy and unhooked her bra. She leaned forward and my lips encircled her areola as my tongue danced over her nipple.

    "Fuck, Adam, you feel so good inside me," she said.

    "As good as he felt?" I asked.

    She threw her head back and moaned. She leaned down and kissed me. She rode me hard. She didn't answer the question and I couldn't help but wonder if that was because his dick had actually felt better. I was surprised not to feel insecure about that, though. Instead, I was turned on.

    So, I pushed it a little. "It's okay if he felt better inside you. I know you love me. I know you love having sex with me. It's okay if he felt better, though, and it's okay if you're still thinking about him."

    Looking back on it, it seems like I was a little out of my mind in that moment. I mean, what kind of man tells his wife that it's okay to think about someone else? That's fucking insane. I wasn't in my right mind, but I was also having a damn good time so I didn't give it a moment's thought.

    "His cock felt amazing inside me," she said. "And yes, I'm thinking about him right now. I'm thinking about you too and I love having your dick inside me right now, but I'm thinking about him, Adam. I am."

    I was so turned on. So turned on that I was going to cum.

    "Lily, I'm close," I said.

    "Me too."

    She rode me harder. She kissed me. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it. She moaned into my mouth. My orgasm rapidly approached. I tried my best to hold off until Lily started moaning in pleasure.

    When that happened - when she came - I unleashed inside her. I came so fucking hard. All the teasing and rubbing and arousal ensured that my orgasm was fucking incredible. Fantastic. Breathtaking. Literally breathtaking.

    She kissed me softly and slowly as we came down from our climaxes. She said nothing. She just showered me in kisses. On my lips. On my cheeks. On my neck. It was incredible.

    "I love you," I said.

    She leaned back and smiled and I reached up to gently cup one of her breasts. "I love you too," she replied. "More than you can possibly imagine."

    That was the first time it struck me that the reveal of Lily's past life as a domme had brought us closer as a couple. Things felt good. Great, in fact. I still wasn't at all in touch with my deep-seated desires, but they were bubbling to the surface and it was absolutely making our marriage better.

    It got a lot better after that, too, and I have so much more to share with you.

    Until next time.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "I had lunch with June today."

    For context, this was a little over two months after I'd discovered Lily's past as a professional dominatrix, and, in case you've forgotten, June was the woman that introduced her to that particular job and who'd she'd done duo sessions with for a few months.

    My reaction, which was to stare with what felt like genuine surprise on my face - I couldn't see it, but I could actually feel my eyebrows shoot up and my mouth hang open for a few moments - put a smile on Lily's face.

    "Wait, what? Or how?"

    We were at home. In bed, actually. It was nearing 11 p.m. and Lily was dressed in a simple-but-fetching camisole made from a satin-like material. It was thin enough that I could see her nipples and it featured a lace trim that made her cleavage look even more fetching.

    "I messaged her," Lily said. "On Instagram. I couldn't help it. We hadn't been in touch in a long time - I sort of purposefully put that part of my life behind me - but since we've been talking about all my...well, the kind of work I used to do I decided to get in touch with June. The more I thought about her the fonder my memories felt, so I reached out just to let her know I was thinking about her."

    "And she messaged back?" I asked.

    Lily nodded. "She still lives nearby. She invited me to have lunch with her. To catch up."

    She said nothing for a few seconds and then scooted a little closer to me. I felt her bare skin against mine - she was wearing a pair of tap shorts that matched her camisole - and her hand found my knee before her fingers moved over my inner thigh, keeping their distance from my crotch but offering a touch of arousal nonetheless.

    "Was it good? Lunch, I mean?"

    She smiled. "It was great, actually. The moment I saw her I felt bad for drifting away from her. The truth is, we were really good friends and she knows things about me that very few people do. For a long while she knew things about me that even you didn't know." She paused, smiled, and then kissed me on the cheek. "Sorry for keeping all of this from you for so long."

    "You don't have to be sorry. You closed that chapter in your life. I understand why you wouldn't want to bring it up, especially when you decided I was the one for you."

    Her smile was bright and beautiful and she kissed me on the cheek again. Then her lips moved to my neck and she offered a handful of deeply erotic kisses that sent waves of pleasure straight to my loins, stirring my cock until my boxers were suddenly quite tight.

    "I love you, Adam," she whispered.

    "I love you too, Lily."

    Our lips met for a brief kiss before she rested her head against my shoulder and said, "June still works as a domme from time to time."

    "Really?" 

    "Yeah. She doesn't take new clients, but she kept a handful of the most generous of her old clients. She said she makes something in the neighborhood of $10,000 a month seeing just a handful of clients."

    I let out an appreciative whistle. "That's a hell of a side hustle."

    She kissed my neck again and this time her hand moved between my legs. She caressed my cock through my boxers and then slipped her hand under the waistband. Her fingers encircled my stiffness and she stroked me slowly as her tongue danced over my skin. I couldn't help but close my eyes and moan. It felt fucking great. In fact, it felt so good that I was completely unaware that Lily was buttering me up.

    "She asked me to do a session with her," she said softly.

    My eyes shot open, though my body remained still and the arousal continued to course through me. For a few seconds I said nothing at all as I considered the idea of my wife joining her old friend to dominate a man.

    "A client of hers has a special request," Lily continued. "He has a similar fantasy to the cuckold client of mine I mentioned. He wants June to play the part of his girlfriend who fucks another man in front of him. He wants a little more, though. He wants another woman to play the part of a domme that fucks him with a strapon and humiliates him while he watches his girlfriend - that would be June, in this instance - get fucked by a superior man."

    It was an elaborate and involved fantasy and there was a part of me that appreciated this man's dedication to getting exactly what he wanted. He'd be paying three people, after all, and I'm certain he'd be paying an exorbitant amount of money in the pursuit of an orgasm.

    "June has a guy that she trusts that will fuck her, but she hasn't yet found a fellow domme to join her," Lily said. "Her client made the request four months ago and she still hasn't found the right domme...at least until I got in touch with her."

    I was not horrified at the idea of Lily joining her friend for a session. I'm sure that doesn't surprise you. I was still in a bit of shock, though, mostly because it all felt so unexpected. It's one thing to talk about Lily's past as a domme. It's another thing entirely for her past to zoom right into the present and for her to become a domme all over again.

    "Are you thinking about doing it?" I finally managed to ask.

    Lily pulled her hand from my underwear, kissed my cheek softly, and said, "I don't know. I wanted to talk to you first."

    She was hedging. She was absolutely thinking about doing it. She wouldn't have told me about it if she wasn't considering it. She didn't want to come right out and say that she wanted to work as a domme again, though, and I don't blame her. It's risky. What if I was infuriated by the idea? What if I was hurt by her desire? What if our marriage was damaged by it?

    As it turned out, Lily had nothing to worry about, at least with regards to those questions, especially when I turned to see eagerness in her eyes. Her nipples were hard, too.

    Without saying a word, I ran my fingers up her thigh. I pressed them against her crotch, against her pussy. I felt the warmth. She closed her eyes and I slipped my fingers into her tap shorts. I ran them through her closely-trimmed pubic hair and over her labia. I entered her, which proved remarkably easy thanks to the wealth of wetness gathered between the folds of her pussy.

    "I was thinking..." she began before moaning as I gently rubbed her clit. "I was thinking that if...if I did it...that we could use the money for a little vacation. There's a three day weekend coming up. We could go to a really nice hotel. We could spend the weekend relaxing...enjoying the pool...hanging out in bathrobes."

    I fingered her deeply and used the wetness to rub her clit a little faster. She arched her back and moaned. Her breasts look spectacular in the camisole and I pushed one of the straps from her shoulder, exposing her flawless, perky flesh. I leaned down and took her nipple in my mouth. Lily rested a hand on the top of my head and moaned again as I worked to make her feel good.

    "What would you wear?" I asked as I lifted my head.

    She looked at me and her eyes sparkled with desire. "At the hotel?"

    I shook my head and laughed. "No. For the session. With June and the guy. Does he...does he have something particularly he wants you to wear?"

    She smiled. "The domme uniform, really. Thigh high boots. Tight latex or leather shorts. Some sort of cropped top. A leather or latex bra. Something like that. Maybe a cropped and sleeveless latex turtleneck type thing. Hair in a high ponytail. Dark eye shadow. Dark lipstick. Black latex gloves. He likes the feel of a gloved hand coming down on his ass."

    I plunged two fingers into her pussy and leaned down to suck on her nipple once more. She moaned and ran a hand down my back before gently dragging her fingernails up it.

    "And a strapon, of course," she said. "A black strapon to match the rest of my outfit. Big, too. June's fucked him a bunch of times so he'd able to take something fairly sizable with ease."

    I lifted my head and kissed her. Our tongues mingled and she moaned into my mouth. Her hand found my cock and she stroked me through my boxers and in that moment I was struck by a desire.

    "Could I see it?" I asked. "The outfit, I mean. Could I see it? During our weekend getaway, maybe? I don't know why, I just...I just want to see what the domme version of my wife looks like."

    Lily studied my face with a tentative look on her face - like she was trying to figure out if there was any risk in agreeing to my request - and then she smiled and nodded. "Yeah, of course."

    In that moment I could not discern the exact source of the sudden burst of arousal I felt, but it was significant. "I want you," I said.

    She responded by pulling her tap shorts off and tossing them aside. I did the same with my boxers and the t-shirt I had on, though Lily kept her camisole on, which I quite liked. Her breasts looked spectacular in the soft satin, after all.

    Lily got on her knees and yanked the sheets back. She straddled me and grabbed my cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy lips, bathing me in her wetness while leaning down to kiss me.

    "You're really okay with me doing a session with June?" she asked.

    I nodded.

    She released my cock and sat back across my upper thighs. "Are you sure, Adam? Because I don't want you to end up mad at me. I don't want to fuck up our marriage."

    Her concern was genuine and I swear I fell a little deeper in love with her in that instant. I took her hand, lifted it to my lips, and softly kissed the back of it. "Yes, I'm sure. It's probably really weird of me to be sure that I want you to do a dual domme session with your old friend, but I'm sure I want this, just like I'm sure you want it. That's true, right? You want to do this?"

    Lily looked away for a moment and then her eyes found their way back to mine before she nodded.

    I leaned forward, grabbed her ass with one hand, and pulled her closer. She guided my cock inside her and sat down on me. Pleasure engulfed my loins and I took her breasts in my hands and gently played with them, smiling at the feel of them in the soft satin.

    "It's about more than the money, isn't it?" I asked. "It's exciting for you to work as a domme, isn't it?"

    She lifted her hips and then slowly sank down on my cock. She repeated the process a handful of times before nodding and saying, "Yes, it is."

    "It's more exciting than your corporate gig, isn't it?"

    She nodded again and rode me a little faster. "I like the sense of control. I like being in charge, especially when the client is wealthy and relatively powerful. I like that I get to explore sexual fantasies that never would have occurred to me. I like how much it turns the clients on, how much it satisfies them to submit, to surrender their power to me for a little while."

    She put her hands on mine and urged me to squeeze her breasts harder. She rode me faster and closed her eyes. Her lips parted and an instant later Lily had an orgasm. A long, loud orgasm. She dropped her pussy onto my cock and ground her hips back and forth, no doubt generating extra friction and pleasure and elongating her orgasm in the process.

    After Lily's hips came to rest and took one of my hands, lifted it to her lips, and kissed each of my fingers before opening her eyes and meeting my gaze. I was hard as a rock inside her and eager to cum, and yet I felt no desire to demand anything of her. Instead, I felt a desire to do exactly as my wife desired in that moment.

    She took my other hand and kissed each of my fingers before taking one in her mouth and slowly sucking on it. She rocked her hips slowly while fellating my finger and I moaned at how astoundingly good it felt.

    "I want to cum again," she whispered.

    "I want to make you cum again," I replied.

    Lily smiled, leaned down, and kissed me. She rode me faster, her pussy moving up and down my stiff, slick shaft. The sound of her ass dropping onto my thighs filled our bedroom and I felt my balls tighten as an orgasm approached.

    Then, seconds before I was going to cum, Lily lifted her pussy from my cock and I felt the cool air of the bedroom engulf my shaft. She crawled forward, pushed down on my head until I was lying flat on my back, and sat on my face without saying a word.

    "Make me cum," she said.

    I did as my wife desired. I used my tongue to pleasure her pussy. I used my hands to grasp her ass and play with her tits. I made her cum as she sat on my face. It was thrilling. It was something beyond thrilling, in fact. My dick continued to throb despite the lack of direct stimulation.

    She came hard. It couldn't have been more than a minute of sitting on my face before she got off, too, a fact that I took pride in. When she was finished Lily pulled her hips back and sat across my chest. She looked so beautiful sitting on me like that and when she reached back and stroked my cock I smiled and moaned.

    "I never let a client fuck me," she said with a smile, "but there were a handful that earned enough trust to worship my pussy, to make me cum with their tongues."

    Lily's eyes lit up as she said it and there was something irresistible about her arousal.

    "Did you ever sit on their faces?" I asked.

    She nodded. "I did." Then she stood up and towered over me. She put her hands on her hips and looked down at me. "They'd usually be on the floor. On their backs. I'd stand above them like this, looking down at them, seeing the desire in their eyes. They'd always have a hard time not staring at my pussy. At the pussy they were so eager to taste and to give pleasure to."

    I stared at her pussy. Of course I did. How could I not?

    "They'd beg. They all liked to beg. Sometimes they wanted to be commanded to beg, but they all enjoyed begging for the pleasure of eating my pussy, of tasting me, of making me cum. I always felt so powerful standing astride a man that wanted nothing more than for me to sit on his face, to smother him with my wet cunt."

    "Do you feel powerful right now?" I asked.

    Lily nodded, which delighted me to no end.

    "Will you...will you sit on my face like you did with them...with the clients you allowed to worship your pussy? Will you smother me with your pussy? Will you let me make you cum again, Lily?"

    I saw her thighs tremble for just a moment. I felt mine do the same. I felt my cock throb, too, and my balls tingle. I was so fucking turned on.

    "I'm not sure you deserve to taste my pussy again," she said.

    I wasn't really thinking in that moment. I was just caught up in everything. Looking back I know that I was caught up in being dominated a little bit. Really caught up in it...and really turned on by it. Lily was turned on too.

    "Please," I said. "Please, let me taste you. Sit on my face. Please. Let me make you cum again, Lily."

    She reached down, slipped two fingers into her pussy, and then sucked them clean.

    "Mmm, I taste good."

    "Please," I said.

    She stepped back until she was standing over my cock and looked down at it. "And what about this stiff dick of yours? Does it crave my pussy?"

    I nodded vigorously.

    "But your tongue - your face - craves my pussy too."

    "Yes," I admitted.

    She stepped forward again. She stood astride my head. I stared up at her pussy and her perky tits in the satin camisole. "Please, sit on my face."

    "I will...but if I do, I'm not sitting on your cock. If I sit on your face, the only pleasure you get to experience tonight is the pleasure of making me cum."

    I was being dominated. Some part of me understood it, but I was in such a state of desire that I honestly wasn't conscious of it in the moment. That only made it hotter, though. And it was really fucking hot.

    "Please, sit on my face," I said.

    Lily gave me what I wanted. She sat on my face. She rode my mouth. She even smothered me a little with her pussy, covering my mouth and nose at one point. It was so much hotter than I imagined possible. I was tapping into all sorts of kinky desires I didn't know I had. It was really kind of stunning.

    I made her cum. It was quick, too.

    My face was covered in her juices when it was over. She slid back and climbed off of me. She grabbed her tap shorts and put them back on. Then she kissed me softly, rolled onto her side, and told me to cuddle with her.

    I spooned my wife and my stiff cock pressed up against her satin-clad ass. She moaned softly and began to move her ass against my cock. She did so slowly and without saying a word. It felt so fucking good.

    Amazingly, she kept that up for almost half an hour. Teasing me relentlessly. Keeping my dick hard as a rock. She didn't stop me when did a little thrusting, either, I'm sure because she knew I was only getting more turned on.

    "Use your fingers to make me cum," she said after that half hour of teasing.

    I moved my fingers into her tap shorts and I played with her pussy while she continued to grind her ass against my cock. I made her cum and I did so fairly quickly.

    Afterwards she rolled towards me, kissed me softly, and said, "I want you to sleep without underwear on. I want you to cuddle up with me to fall asleep and I want you to swear that you won't masturbate tonight."

    "I won't, I swear," I said.

    She kissed me again, this time deeply and with a hint of aggression. It was incredibly hot.

    Then Lily rolled over and I spooned her again. This time her hips didn't rock. Instead, she fell asleep and she did so far faster than I did. She'd cum three times, though, and I hadn't cum once.

    It took fifteen minutes for my erection to deflate and another thirty for sleep to come. In that time I was able to fully recognize that I'd been dominated that night, probably in more ways than one. After all, Lily had gotten my permission to join her friend June for what sounded like a wild domination session and she'd convinced me to give her three orgasms without claiming one of my own.

    I fell asleep with a smile on my face as I acknowledged that I liked being dominated and that I wanted it to happen again. I wasn't sure if it would or if I was comfortable actually expressing that desire to Lily, but there was no question I harbored that desire and I was more than willing to privately admit to it.

    It was a great night and it was followed by a great deal of fun during our weekend hotel stay after her session with June. I'll tell you about that hotel stay - and the session - next time.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Wow. I mean...wow."

    Lily took Adam's hand and squeezed it. "Yeah. That about sums it up."

    It was the biggest hotel room either of them had ever been in, but it wasn't just the size that generated their reactions. The room - a suite, in fact - was luxurious to a degree neither of them had ever experienced. The balcony offered a beautiful view - being on the eighth floor helped with that - and on the coffee table sat an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne chilling in it and a plate of chocolate-dipped strawberries along with a note welcoming them to the hotel.

    "As it turns out, there's a reason people with money like staying at the Four Seasons," Lily noted.

    "There really is," Adam replied.

    He tried to walk towards the balcony but Lily squeezed his hand tight and pulled him closer. She pressed her body against his and their lips met for what turned out to be a deep and passionate kiss. His hands moved down her back and he grabbed her ass through the tight, surprisingly soft-feeling jeans she'd put on that morning. The delicately seductive scent of her perfume - he was relatively certain he'd never smelled it before - filled Adam's nose and his cock reached an erect state in a remarkably short span of time.

    "Wow," he said again, this time while staring into his wife's eyes.

    Lily smiled. "Thank you."

    "For what?"

    She kissed his neck and gently massaged his cock through his jeans. "For letting me do that session with June. For being so open-minded. For making it utterly silly that I ever feared what you'd think about my past work as a domme. For being the most amazing man in the world."

    A week had passed since Lily's session with June. She'd come home that night looking bright and beautiful and happy and there'd been an irresistible bounce in her step - a surefire sign of happiness - in the days that followed. Adam still hadn't heard any of the details of the session, though, as Lily had insisted that he wait until their weekend at the hotel.

    "Why don't we have some of that champagne?" she suggested.

    "Absolutely." Adam popped the cork and filled the two glasses sitting next to the ice bucket. "How about we enjoy the champagne on that balcony?"

    Lily smiled and walked right past Adam. She pulled open the double doors leading to the spacious balcony and sat in one of the plush chairs. He followed, set their glasses down on the small, circular table resting between the two chairs and quickly returned to the room to retrieve the strawberries before sinking into the other plush chair.

    "A toast to the finer things in life," Lily said.

    Adam picked up his glass, gently clinked it against hers, and sipped the exquisite champagne. The bubbles danced on his tongue and the taste lingered long after he'd swallowed.

    "So...now that it's been a week, are you still happy you joined June for a session? Was it good to be a domme again?"

    Lily looked at him and her lips curled into a slight smile before she sipped her champagne, swallowed, and nodded. "It was very, very good."

    "I figured."

    "Oh yeah?"

    "You were...kind of giddy in the days after the session. Giddy in the way people often are after a really good sexual experience, like your body was flooded with all kinds of lovely hormones. I figured that was a surefire sign that you'd thoroughly enjoyed yourself."

    Lily slipped her feet out of the elegant two inch heels she'd worn, smiled, and said, "I'd like a foot rub."

    Adam set his champagne down, leaned forward, and lifted both of his wife's feet into his lap. He went to work without hesitation, putting a smile on Lily's face as she closed her eyes, leaned back, and purred softly.

    "It didn't bother you that I seemed so giddy after the session?"

    Adam shook his head despite knowing her eyes were closed. "No, not at all. It was...honestly, it was exciting. Plus...well, you were quite amorous."

    Lily laughed softly and looked at him. Her eyes were bright and beautiful and it seemed as though she couldn't help but smile. "I was, wasn't I?" She sipped her champagne and added, "I had quite a few orgasms this week. I got greedy, I suppose, but I just couldn't help myself."

    Adam had lost count of how many times he'd made his wife cum over the course of the week. It was at least a dozen orgasms, though. She'd been generous enough to give him a handful of orgasms, too. Their sex life had never really waned, but the past week had been the most active since the early days of their marriage.

    Lily plucked a strawberry from the plate, held it between her soft lips for a moment, and then bit down as she held Adam's gaze. She closed her eyes, moaned, and chewed slowly. He lost himself in admiring the seductive manner in which she was consuming the treat the hotel had left for them. He considered sliding out of his chair and crawling between her legs to request permission to eat her pussy, but Adam stayed in the chair as he was certain he'd get more than a few chances to go down on his wife over the course of the weekend.

    "His name was Dale," Lily said. "The client, that is. He'd booked a hotel room a lot like this one. June and I showed up together. Dale had this big smile on his face when he answered the door, and with good reason, I suppose, as he was about to live out his fantasy."

    Adam switched feet, eliciting an appreciative moan from his wife as she took another bite of her chocolate covered strawberry.

    "June took the payment and slipped the envelope into her bag before she and I went to the bathroom to change into our outfits," Lily said. "It takes a little while to put on tight leather and latex – for me, at least, as June changed into a pretty sundress like a girlfriend would wear – so we were in there for a while. It was actually really nice to be back in that rhythm of getting ready to work and chatting with June. I'd forgotten how much I like her and how good a friend she was in when we worked together. I'd forgotten how sexy she was, too."

    That prompted Adam's eyebrows to lift as both curiosity and a gentle form of surprise gripped him. Lily offered a smile and finished off the strawberry.

    "We used to do a little bit of girl on girl," she said. "Nothing heavy. Just touching and a little bit of kissing. It almost always turns a man on to see that sort of thing and we were in the business of turning men on so we would indulge from time to time."

    Adam marveled at his wife's sexual fluidity - which was new to him but obviously not to her - and felt his cock stirring at the idea of her kissing a woman. As he rubbed her feet, Lily pulled out her phone and tapped the screen a handful of times before turning it towards Adam.

    It was a video. Lily and June were in a bathroom. They were in their underwear. Most importantly, though, they were kissing. It was a deep kiss, too. It was over in just a few seconds, but it was intensely arousing.

    "That's incredibly hot," he said.

    Lily laughed softly. "I thought you might enjoy that. June was more than happy to record it, too. She said it was the least she could do for you given that you'd been happy to let me do a session with her."

    "Did you do that for the client, too?"

    Lily shook her head. "Not for this client. He would have enjoyed it, I'm sure, but doing so would have made it feel a little too much like we were catering to him, like he was in control. It's a difficult balance - the client is always in control, at least to a certain degree - but a session like the one we did works better if it feels as though we're both pursuing our pleasure without really giving a damn about what the client craves."

    "Even though you're actually giving him exactly what he craves."

    Lily nodded. "That's right."

    She pulled her feet from Adam's lap, finished her glass of champagne, and said, "You asked to see me in the outfit I wore during the session, to see the domme version of me. Do you still want that?"

    "More than anything," he replied. An instant later Adam felt a touch of regret at the notion that he sounded a little too excited. He didn't want Lily to think of him as one of her clients, after all.

    She seemed delighted by his enthusiasm, though. She stood, bent over, and kissed him deeply while stroking his cock through his jeans. "I'm going to change. Finish your glass of champagne. When you're done, come back into the hotel room. I'd like you naked and waiting on your knees at the foot of the bed when I come out of the bathroom."

    It was such a simple request and yet Adam felt his pulse quicken and his loins tingle at the idea of doing as his wife desired. She gave him another kiss and then walked into the room, grabbed her bag, and headed for the bathroom.  

    Adam drank his champagne as he considered how the night might unfold. Would Lily model her outfit and then strip so they could fuck? Would she dominate him in some way? Would she tell him about the session? Anything seemed possible, which brought with it a wealth of excitement.

    After downing the last of his champagne, Adam brought the glasses and strawberries into the room, stripped, and fell to his knees by the foot of the bed. He faced the bathroom and waited patiently. Nearly ten minutes passed before the bathroom door opened and a booted leg emerged, but the waiting had left Adam even more excited than he'd expected.

    The shiny latex boot ran all the way to the middle of Lily's thigh and it featured what looked like a three inch heel. For a few seconds it was all Adam saw of his wife and it was exquisite.

    Then she stepped out. She had on a pair of black latex shorts that fit like a second skin. Her top was sleeveless, high-necked, and cropped, revealing her taught stomach and belly button. Lily wore a pair of black latex gloves and her hair was pulled back into a high and tight ponytail.

    Her makeup was done like Adam had never seen it before. Her eyes were dark. Her lipstick was dark. Her cheekbones stood out more than usual.

    She looked like an entirely different person. Even her posture was different. It was incredible. It's like she'd transformed into someone else, someone other than his beautiful wife.

    "You look incredible, Lily," he said. "You're so...so beautiful...so sexy."

    She smiled and strode towards him, stopping just a few feet away. With every step the latex boots made a distinct sound that Adam found oddly alluring. The material was remarkably shiny, too, reflecting the light in myriad ways as she approached.

    "Dale was right where you are when June and I came out of the bathroom," she said. "Naked. On his knees. Looking up at us with such eagerness in his eyes." Lily looked down at Adam and smiled before adding, "We made him kiss our feet."

    Adam looked down at his wife's boots and back up at her again. Lily put her hands on her hips but she didn't say a word. He wasn't sure what she wanted him to do, but Adam was quite clear about what he desired in that moment, so he fell forward and kissed her boots.

    "That's very good," Lily said softly. "You look so good doing that, Adam. It looks so right, so beautiful, so sexy."

    The act of kissing her boots felt thrilling, but it was the verbal follow up that made it utterly enthralling. Pleasure surged through Adam's body and he was particularly fond of the tingling sensation he felt between his legs, a sensation he'd really only experienced since Lily revealed her past as a domme.

    "Stroke your cock for me," she said. "Masturbate while you kiss my boots. All of my boots. All the way to the top, but no kissing my bare skin."

    Adam grabbed his cock and stroked slowly as he kissed his way to the tops of her boots, going back and forth and taking his time. As he neared her thigh, Lily reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, moaning softly as she did so. She extended one of her feet and Adam felt the cool latex of her boot against his balls. He looked up at his wife to see a smile on her face and he experienced a potent surge of what he imagined was the same sort of bliss that Dale had felt as he stroked himself while two beautiful women watched.

    "We made Dale stroke for us. We made him get nice and hard," Lily said as she continued to tease his balls with her boot. "Then we humiliated him. We told him he wasn't anywhere near big enough to satisfy a woman, that his cock was just too small to give a woman the kind of pleasure she craved. We went back and forth, showering him in humiliation while he masturbated, stroking his inadequate dick and moaning as two beautiful women told him just how unworthy he was."

    "It turned him on to hear that?"

    Lily nodded. "It turned him on to hear that his cock wasn't worthy of pussy. It turned him on to hear that he was barely worthy of kissing our asses while he stroked his little dick."

    Adam's cock throbbed as he watched his wife light up while remembering her session. She was clearly turned on, though he wasn't entirely sure if it was the memory of the session or the fact that she seemed poised to dominate him in the hotel room that had her so worked up.

    "Then there was a knock at the door. June's friend had arrived right on time. She smiled and told Dale that a real man was at the door. She told him to answer it, to welcome the superior man into the hotel room and to thank him for coming to satisfy his girlfriend."

    "Did he do it?"

    "He didn't want to. He was nervous. Excited, but nervous about exposing himself. June told him that he wasn't in charge, that he was so worthless as a lover that his only chance at pleasure that night was if he did exactly as he was told," she explained with a smile. "That got him to his feet. It made his dick a little harder, too. He answered the door. He welcomed Peter - that's June's friend - and he thanked him for coming to satisfy her."

    Lily offered her hand and helped Adam to his feet. The latex felt warm and smooth against his skin and he couldn't help but moan when her hand found its way around his stiff cock and stroked him slowly.

    "Peter took June in his arms. They shared a deep kiss. It was remarkably hot and definitely not the first time they've kissed. I found out later that they hook up from time to time, that he's exceptionally good in bed and June can't help but call him when she's feeling especially horny, which is what made him perfect for this session. She knew he'd fuck her good, that she wouldn't have to fake her orgasms, that he'd help put on the perfect show for Dale."

    Adam felt a touch of insecurity grip him as he saw what he thought was a bit of lust - and perhaps even jealousy - in his wife's eyes, like she was thinking about how good Peter had fucked June and might have been wishing that she could experience that kind of pleasure.

    "Did he...did he fuck her good?" he asked.

    Lily smiled, stroked him a little faster, and leaned in to kiss Adam's neck. "He did," she whispered. "He fucked June just how she likes to be fucked. He was in control. He fucked her hard and deep. He pounded her pussy. He gave her multiple body-shaking orgasms. He even made her squirt a little. He did it all while Dale and I watched, though of course we did more than just watch. Dale's not just a simple voyeuristic cuck. He's a man that craves more humiliation than that. I'm getting ahead of myself, though."

    Adam was suddenly awash in both insecurity and desire. He wasn't sure if Lily was actually jealous of June and would have enjoyed getting fucked by Peter or if he was just projecting because of the sudden insecurity he felt. It was an unpleasant sensation, though Lily's handjob and the gentle kisses against his neck went a long way towards ameliorating the most unpleasant parts of it.

    "There was foreplay before they fucked. Beautiful, sensual, erotic foreplay. Kissing. Touching. Undressing. Moaning. The deep fingering of an exceedingly wet pussy."

    "Did you just watch?"

    Lily moved behind Adam and ran her hands over his naked body. "No. I teased Dale. I touched him. I smacked his ass." She smacked Adam's ass hard enough to make him yelp. "I asked him if he could see how much June enjoyed being with a real man. I asked him if he could see how turned on she was, how eager she was to be fucked by someone with a real cock and not the worthless little dicklet Dale had between his legs."

    Lily's gloved fingers found Adam's cock and she stroked him while kissing the back of his neck and his shoulders. "Your dick is awfully hard," she whispered. "Are you turned on, Adam?"

    "Yes."

    "I like that. I like that your dick is hard. I like that it turns you on to see me dressed like this. I like that it turns you on to hear about my session. I like that it turns you on to hear about the sessions I had in my past. I like that it turns out that my husband is a great deal kinkier than I ever gave him credit for."

    She bit down on his shoulder and Adam winced from the pain. Lily stroked him faster, though, and a moan escaped his lips.

    Then she was in front of him again. She stared into his eyes and smiled. She pursed her lips and leaned in to give him a soft kiss. Her lips found his neck and the kiss turned into a far more erotic affair.

    "June gave a blowjob as part of the foreplay," she whispered. "She got naked and got on her knees for the gorgeous man she'd invited to fuck her. She took his big cock in her mouth and she gave him the most wondrous kind of pleasure. He filled the whole room with his moans."

    Again Adam thought he detected a hint of jealousy in his wife's voice. He told himself it wasn't true, though. He told himself that Lily couldn't have wanted to be the one on her knees, the one giving a blowjob to a man with a big cock. He might have been wrong, though. After all, she'd once cuckolded a client of hers. She'd once had a friend fuck her. She'd probably given him a blowjob. Maybe she did want to be June.

    "Did you watch?" Adam asked.

    Lily smiled. "Did I watch my friend suck cock?"

    He nodded.

    "Yes, I did. For a little bit, at least."

    Adam studied her eyes. He tried to discern if she wanted to be the one on her knees. "Did you enjoy it? Did you enjoy watching?"

    Lily ran her fingers down his chest and over his stomach and grasped his cock. "Yes, I did. June gives a very good blowjob and..."

    "And what?"

    She smiled. "And Peter has a beautiful cock."

    Adam's dick surged in her hand. "Did you...did you..."

    "Did I what?"

    "Did you think about being in June's place? Did you think about being the one sucking cock? Did you think about being the one that was...that was going to get fucked?"

    Lily smiled again, this time in a decidedly devilish manner. She leaned in and kissed Adam's neck in the softest, most erotic manner he'd ever experienced. She moaned so beautifully and whispered, "Yes. I thought about having Peter's big cock in my mouth. I thought about having his big cock in my pussy."

    Adam was stunned at the pleasure he felt. She hadn't changed the tightness of her grip or the speed of her strokes and yet her touch felt so much better. His cock throbbed. His balls tingled. His loins were alive with arousal unlike almost any other he'd ever experienced.

    "Does that turn you on?" Lily whispered. "Do you like that I thought about getting fucked? Do you like that I thought about being the one that Peter was going to pound? Do you like that I briefly thought about how good it would feel to cum with that big cock deep in my pussy?"

    Adam came. He came so hard his legs trembled and he nearly fell down. He came so hard he literally couldn't see for a few seconds. The pleasure he felt as the cum exited his body was pure and perfect. It filled his body from head to toe. It elevated him to a height of satisfaction he'd never reached before.

    When it was over, Adam saw a smile on Lily's face. A bright, sweet, beautiful, perfect smile.

    "I think our weekend might end up being a lot more fun than I expected," she said. "And I was already expecting it to be a great deal of fun."

    "I think you're right," he replied before laughing softly.

    Lily looked down and his eyes followed. His cum was on her shorts, her stomach, her legs, and her boots. "Would you mind getting a damp wash cloth and cleaning me up?"

    "Not at all."

    Adam rushed to the bathroom with his still stiff cock bouncing in front of him. He held a wash cloth under the water, squeezed it out, and rushed back to his wife to clean his cum from her outfit and body. He did so carefully and lovingly and she ran her hands through his hair a few times in a manner that offered a great sense of peace.

    "I was thinking I'd keep the outfit on," she said. "You wouldn't mind, would you? You'll recover fairly quickly, I imagine, and then we can have a little more fun. There's still so much to tell you about."

    Adam couldn't believe his good fortune. He absolutely wanted her to keep the outfit on. "I'd love it if you kept it on."

    "I thought you might." She smiled and added, "You know, I brought the strapon. I thought you might like to see how I look in it. I thought you might like to see what Dale saw when I put him on his knees and made him suck my cock while June gave a blowjob."

    Despite his recent orgasm, Adam was suddenly awash in a thrilling sense of lust.

    "Until you recover, though, I was thinking we'd have more champagne and strawberries. I was thinking it would be fun for you to stay naked, though. When you're finished there, why don't you fill our glasses once more and bring the champagne and strawberries back out on the balcony."

    Adam finished cleaning his cum from Lily, tossed the wash cloth onto the bathroom floor, and hurriedly refilled their glasses and brought them to the balcony along with the strawberries.

    He sat naked while she sat in her domme outfit. She told him stories of past sessions - from years ago - and the more she talked the more turned on he got. It wasn't long before he was eager to continue their kink play, to delve deeper into his ever-unfurling submissive desires. Adam would wait until Lily was ready, though. That was the thing a good submissive would do, after all, and he was fairly certain that being a good submissive was exactly what he wanted to be.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Does it feel good to touch me when I'm dressed like this?" Lily asked.

    They were in the hotel bed. Adam was naked and she was still dressed in the exquisitely sexy domme outfit. She'd invited him to touch her as he saw fit and Adam couldn't help but run his hands over her thigh high boots, over the tight shorts, over the bare skin of her arms, over the tight leather top she wore. He couldn't quite explain the thrill of touching her when she was dressed as a domme, but there was no question it excited him.

    "I like how the latex and leather feels when I touch it," he admitted. "I like how cool the latex is and how warm the leather is. I like how it...how it looks on you. I like how it...I don't know, how it makes you look like a domme."

    She smiled. "There's something almost...magical about it, isn't there. I put it on and I'm transformed. I look different. It feels different to touch me. I even smell different."

    Adam leaned in and inhaled the scent of her leather top before kissing the exposed skin just under her jawline. "You smell incredible."

    "When I was at the session...when I was playing with Dale and June and her lovely friend Peter...did you think about me? Did you imagine your wife dressed like this with a strapon cock protruding from my pelvis? Did you imagine me taking another man from behind while I humiliated him?"

    Adam nodded and was delighted to find his cock throbbing in large part because he could hear the arousal in his wife's voice.

    "I thought about you...about you enjoying it," he said softly as Lily's gloved hand encircled his cock and stroked him slowly. "That was...that was the thing I found most...exciting. The idea of you actually enjoying yourself, of you getting off on it, or at least getting turned on by it."

    "So it doesn't bother you that it turned me on? That I actually found some pleasure in it?"

    He shook his head. "Not at all. Not even a little. I...I like that you like it, Lily. There's something so exciting about it, so thrilling, so arousing."

    She kissed him and her tongue explored his mouth in a remarkably thorough manner that lured Adam deeper into a sense of revelry. She stroked him slowly as he took the initiative and gleefully sucked on her tongue, eliciting a moan from his wife.

    "You said that you...that you made Dale suck your strapon while June was giving a blowjob. Did that turn you on?"

    Lily pulled back, released his cock from her hand, and smiled before rolling away from Adam and walking towards the bathroom. She looked over her shoulder at the door and blew him a kiss before disappearing without having answered his question. Adam knew she wasn't mad, though. He wasn't entirely sure what she was doing, but he had his suspicions, which is why he crawled out of the bed and got on his knees on the floor.

    A few minutes later Lily emerged from the bathroom wearing a strapon. The same strapon she'd fucked Dale with. It was sizable - though not huge - and black. It was affixed to her pelvis by a subtle, tight-fitting harness that he could barely see against the black leather of her shorts.

    Lily smiled when she saw Adam on his knees. She paused for a moment outside the bathroom and then slowly strode towards him, carefully putting one foot in front of the other while her hips swayed back and forth. Adam couldn't help but stare at her strapon. Years ago he'd watched a few videos of lesbian strapon sex, but otherwise he'd never seen one and he'd certainly never seen one in person.

    Lily stopped a few feet from Adam and he looked up to see a smile on her face. She then wrapped her fingers around the strapon and stroked it slowly, drawing his gaze to her phallus once more.

    Lily stepped closer until the dark rubber cock was just a few inches from Adam's face. He saw that the tip was flared and slightly thicker than the shaft, very much like most real cocks.

    "This is what Dale saw," Lily said softly. "He could hear June sucking cock behind me, but I was all he could see. A domme dressed in leather and latex and stroking her cock in front of him while his girlfriend - or June playing the part of his girlfriend - sucked a superior man's cock just a few feet behind me."

    Adam couldn't help but conjure the scene, except in his mind it wasn't June on her knees giving a blowjob. It was Lily. He closed his eyes and shook his head for a moment to try and wash away the image. He couldn't shake it, though. Lily's comment about how she'd thought of being in June's place and how she'd considered what it would be like to suck Peter's cock and get fucked by him...it had stuck in Adam's head and he found his body awash in arousal as he played out that particular scenario.

    "I told Dale that he wasn't worthy of getting his cock sucked, not like Peter was. I told Dale that he was the kind of man that belonged on his knees with a cock in his mouth. I told him that his little dick didn't deserve to get sucked, especially when there was a real man in the room, a man like Peter, a man that could satisfy June with his long, fat dick."

    There was lust in Lily's eyes and in her voice. Intense lust. Lust that Adam found himself caught up in.

    "What else did you tell him?"

    Her lips curled into a decidedly naughty smile. "I told him that he was going to suck my cock. That he was going to show me that he understood his place, that he understood that he wasn't worthy of a blowjob, that he was nothing more than a cocksucker, that he was going to humiliate himself by swallowing as much of my dick as he could handle."

    Adam's pulse raced and his cock throbbed as he watched his wife's hand move up and down the cock she'd pushed into another man's mouth, the cock that she'd used to humiliate another man.

    "Did he...did he suck your cock?" he asked.

    "Yes, he did. He was a good cocksucker for me. He wrapped his lips around my dick. He looked up at me as he took it as deep in his mouth as he could. He didn't fight me when I put a hand on the back of his head and pushed my cock into his throat. He even gagged a little for me, showing me that he understood his place, that he understood that he was deeply inferior when compared to Peter, that he wasn't worthy of getting his cock sucked, that he was the kind of man that needed to suck dick to show that he understood his place."

    Adam licked his lips and looked up at his wife.

    "Standing here...standing in front of you...stroking my cock...I'm turned on, Adam. I'm wet. My pussy is tingling. I feel...I feel powerful in a way that I love, in a way that I forgot how much I loved."

    "I'm turned on too," he admitted.

    "You're not Dale, Adam. You're worthy of many pleasures...you're worthy of blowjobs and sex...you're worthy of cumming inside me, of cumming in my mouth from time to time...but right now, right now I can't help but want...but want to see your lips wrapped around my cock. I can't help but want to make you my cocksucker right now. I can't help but want to have my hands on the back of your head as my cock moves in and out of your mouth, as you suck my dick, as you submit to me."

    Adam's cock had never been so hard. "I...I want to suck your dick...fuck...Lily, I want to feel your cock in my mouth, I want to feel your hands on the back of my head...I want to submit to you."

    She released her strapon cock and put a hand on the back of his head. "Suck my cock, Adam."

    He crawled a little closer, parted his lips, and wrapped them around the dildo. He looked up at her and sucked on the rubber shaft. Despite knowing she wouldn't feel any direct stimulation, Adam gave a blowjob in the manner he'd received. He sucked. He moved his tongue around the cock. He pulled back and pushed forward again. He did so while holding eye contact with Lily and watching as she sank deeper into her arousal in a manner that almost made it seem like he was physically stimulating her with his mouth.

    "That's it, baby. Suck my cock. Suck my long, thick cock. Take it nice and deep for me. Show me what a good cocksucker you can be. Show me how eager you are to submit to my dick."

    Adam was astounded at how pleasurable it felt to suck Lily's cock, almost entirely because she was clearly lost in a deep kind of arousal. Her breathing had gotten heavier and when she wasn't talking to him she was emitting a steady stream of moans.

    "Take it deeper," she instructed as a second hand found the back of his head. "Take my cock deeper, Adam. Be a good cocksucker for me. Take it deeper and gag on it."

    Adam took it deeper. He gagged almost immediately. The feeling was surprisingly unpleasant, and yet Lily moaned when it happened. He pulled back a little but she wouldn't let him fully remove her cock from his mouth. He knew what she wanted, so he went back down on the cock. He tried to swallow it a second time. He gagged and she moaned again.

    It wasn't until the third time that Lily released his head. Adam pulled back until her cock was free from his mouth and he reached up to wipe the saliva from his lips and chin as he sucked in air to fill his lungs, which were clearly feeling a bit deprived of oxygen.

    "Are you okay?" Lily asked.

    Adam looked up to see concern on her face. He smiled, nodded, and took her cock in his mouth once more. He didn't want to pull Lily from the pleasure she was feeling, the pleasure of dominating him. He wanted to make it clear he was into it, that he didn't mind if it was a little unpleasant for him, that there might have been something a little bit exciting about it being unpleasant. He showed his eagerness by sucking her cock, by trying to swallow it.

    Lily moaned and put her hands on his head again. The sense of pleasure returned to her face.

    "Fuck, Adam, you look so good with my cock in your mouth. You look so good on your knees. It's so much..."

    She hesitated. She wasn't sure she wanted to say it. Adam looked up at her and tried his best to swallow her cock. He failed, of course, and he gagged, but he went right back at it, trying his best to show his wife that she could say whatever was on her mind.

    "Fuck...it's so much hotter doing this with you...dominating you...it makes me so wet...it turns me on so much...it's so much hotter than it ever was with my clients...fuck..."

    Lily began to thrust in and out of his mouth. Adam leaned in a little each time she moved her hips forward, but Lily was doing most of the work. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she took a tight grip, deepening her control.

    Adam ran his hands up the backs of her boots and thighs and grabbed her ass. He felt her squeezing her glutes with every thrust into his mouth. Lily sped up the pace, fucking his face over and over, causing him to gag every few thrusts. Adam's eyes watered as he looked up at his wife and kept his grip on her ass.

    Then, to his utter astonishment, Lily had an orgasm. An orgasm she'd clearly been building towards. An orgasm that had come without any direct clitoral stimulation. An orgasm that seemed to overwhelm her, at least if the look of intense pleasure on Lily's face was any indicator.

    At first she was silent as she came. Then there was a long, low moan as she pushed deep into Adam's throat one more time. He gagged hard and instinctively tried to pull away. Lily kept her grip on his hair for a few moments longer before releasing. The cock fell from his mouth and Adam gasped for air as his wife stumbled backwards and sat on the edge of the bed.

    "Oh fuck..."

    She was still cumming. Her body was bent forward with a look of pure joy on her face as she kept on cumming from the act of dominating Adam's mouth with her strapon cock.

    Then Lily sat up straight, smiled with her eyes closed, and fell back onto the bed. She spread her arms out and Adam stared at the strapon cock that was covered in a thick layer of his saliva. There was something utterly transfixing about it. A cock protruding from his wife's pelvis. A cock where it shouldn't have been. A cock that acted as a symbol of her dominant side, which she'd just unleashed in a manner that had led to a body-shaking orgasm.

    "Come here...kiss me," Lily said softly.

    Adam stood and crawled into the bed. He caressed his wife's face and she smiled before pulling his lips to hers. They shared a long, slow, deep kiss. Her tongue explored his mouth and his explored hers. She caressed his cock and Adam couldn't help but do the same thing as he wrapped his fingers around her slippery strapon and stroked it at the same tempo that her hand moved up and down his shaft.

    "Thank you," Lily whispered as she stared deeply into his eyes. "That was an incredible orgasm."

    "Honestly, it was my pleasure," Adam replied with a smile. "In fact, it was far more pleasurable than I thought it would be. Even the gagging."

    She kissed him again, this time with an even greater sense of fervor. Adam lost himself in the thrilling sensation of his wife's tongue probing his mouth while her gloved hand gripped his shaft and stroked him slowly.

    "Just imagine how it's going to feel when I fuck you some day," she whispered.

    He moaned and his cock throbbed in her hand. Lily slowed her strokes and smiled at his response in a manner that made Adam wonder if her comment was merely a way of testing the waters and seeing if he'd be willing to offer his ass some day.

    "Today, though, I want your cock inside me."

    Lily offered a quick kiss and then hurried out of the bed and stripped as Adam watched. She was beautiful as a domme, but an animalistic, purely physical desire overcame him as her naked body was revealed. Her breasts looked perky and perfect, her belly was taut, and her pussy was soaked in a manner that made Adam's cock throb with a sudden and overwhelming need to be inside her.

    "You look so beautiful," he said.

    Lily smiled and crawled into the bed. She straddled Adam and he took her breasts in his hands, squeezing them hard as she moaned before reaching down to guide his cock inside her.

    Adam closed his eyes, arched his back, and moaned loudly as he filled his wife. Her pussy was wet and hotter than it had ever been and every little movement brought with it pulses of pleasure for his stiffness.

    Lily grabbed his hands and pinned them above Adam's head as she leaned down to kiss his neck. "No touching unless I give you permission," she whispered between kisses. "You're mine tonight. My toy. Mine to do with as I please."

    He groaned in response to the surge of pleasure that moved through his body.

    Lily released his hands and Adam kept them above his head where she'd left them. She smiled and kissed him. She ran her fingers through his hair while gently riding his cock, teasing him so beautifully with her slick cunt.

    She sat up and almost instantly pushed three fingers into his mouth. Lily smiled when Adam closed his lips around them and sucked just like he'd sucked on the strapon.

    "You like being my toy, don't you?"

    He nodded.

    "You like that I used your mouth, that I made you suck my cock, that I came because you were such a good cocksucker for me."

    Adam nodded again, but this time he moaned as the pleasure emanating from between his legs - from the union of their bodies - deepened in concert with a marked increase in his arousal.

    Lily rode him faster and pushed her fingers deeper into Adam's mouth, prompting him to gag just a bit. She smiled, pulled her fingers free, and gently placed them against his neck with her thumb on one side and four fingers on the other.

    Then Lily applied gentle pressure. She squeezed his neck as she rode him faster. Adam felt a touch of panic - in the same way anyone's brain would panic as someone gently choked them - but he kept his hands above his head. He told himself to do as Lily desired, that he trusted her not to take it too far, that he trusted her to pursue her pleasure while keeping him safe.

    The pressure increased. The sense of panic increased. Lily dropped her pussy onto Adam's cock and began to grind back and forth, rubbing her clit against his pelvis and generating a series of low, loud moans in the process.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    She squeezed his throat hard and then let go. Her fingernails dug into his chest as she arched her back, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and unleashed a low, primal scream while her body trembled. Adam felt wetness around his pelvis and balls and looked down to see Lily's pussy leaking quite profusely, a surefire sign of a unique kind of satisfaction.

    Lily collapsed on top of him and Adam wrapped his arms around her. His chest rose and fell with deep breaths and her lips offered soft kisses against his neck while his cock continued to throb inside her now soaked pussy.

    Without saying a word, Lily lifted her hips and gently kissed her way down Adam's chest and stomach. She looked up at him, smiled, and took his cock in her mouth. She swallowed him without much effort and gagged a little. Her throat tightened around his cock and he moaned.

    Her fingers encircled the base and moved up and down in time with her lips, engulfing Adam's loins in some of the most intensely pleasurable sensations he'd ever experienced.

    Then, out of nowhere, Adam imagined Lily giving another man a blowjob. He'd never met Peter, but it was the image of him that Adam had conjured earlier. Lily was between his legs in the bed. She had her fingers wrapped around his big cock and her lips were moving up and down the shaft. She was sucking another man's dick and Adam was watching. He was watching while he got fucked by a strapon. He was watching like Dale had watched.

    He came in his wife's mouth. He came while he saw stars and filled the hotel room with the loudest grunts and groans he'd ever emitted. He came while Lily kept her lips sealed around the head of his cock and took it all.

    She swallowed without issue, doing so almost immediately after he'd finished cumming and smiling afterwards. Then she crawled forward, settled next to him, and laid her arm across his chest.

    Adam turned his head and their lips met for a kiss. A long, slow, tender kiss that tasted a little bit of his cum, though in the moment that fact thrilled him.

    "I thought about you blowing Peter," he said. "It just popped into my head and I came. I thought about you giving head to another man and I had an incredible orgasm."

    Lily smiled. "I like that you thought that. I like that you're so kinky." She studied his face for a few seconds and added, "For what it's worth, I couldn't help but think of Peter while you were inside me. Not when I came, but before that, when I was riding you. I thought of how June had ridden Peter's cock. I thought about how it looked. I thought about being in her place, about having him inside me."

    Adam smiled and kissed her deeply. He caressed her face and gently played with one of her breasts while their tongues danced.

    "I love you, Lily."

    "I love you too," she replied softly.

    Her fingers moved in slow circles over his chest as Adam stared up at the ceiling and smiled.

    "I was thinking I'd like to do more sessions," she said after a few minutes of silence.

    "With June?" he asked.

    "With June...and alone. I still have the contact info for some of my old clients."

    Adam's pulse quickened. He liked the idea of Lily being a domme again, but he couldn't deny that the thought made him nervous, too.

    "Would you be okay with that?" she asked.

    "Yeah," he answered.

    "I'll treat us to more weekends like this one. I could treat us to all sorts of fun depending on how often I work."

    Adam couldn't deny the excitement he felt at a life filled with kinky weekends at high end hotels. He couldn't deny his curiosity at what other treats Lily might come up with.

    "I'd like that," he said.

    Lily snuggled a little closer and kissed his neck softly. "Thank you, Adam. For everything, but more than anything for being a wonderful man. For being the perfect man for me."

    "Believe me, it's my pleasure," he said.

    So far, at least, that was the truth, and with any luck it would remain so.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Lily returned home almost exactly five hours after she'd left for her duo domme session with June. She was dressed in the same tight jeans, turtleneck sweater, and knee high black leather boots that she'd left in, and to the casual observer it would have appeared as though she'd done nothing more than enjoy an evening out to dinner with her friend.

    Adam knew a great deal more than that had happened, though. He knew his wife had played the part of a domme for most of the night, that she'd yet again indulged in a client's cuckold fantasy, that she'd done so with June and Peter, the man June called in to fuck her when a client nursed a cuckold fantasy.

    What Adam didn't know was any of the details of the night. Had June and Lily gone to a hotel? Had they played in a dungeon space? Had they played at someone's house? Had they repeated the same basic session from last time - Dale (the cuckold) getting fucked by a strapon and humiliated while watching June as she got fucked by Peter's big cock - or had they mixed it up in some way to explore another area of Dale's fantasies?

    Adam had thought of those questions - and many others - for most of the five hours his wife was gone. He busied himself with various cleaning tasks around the house - mostly because he couldn't concentrate on TV or a movie - and he'd gotten quite a bit done all his head was filled with imagery of his wife indulging in all manner of kinky pleasures.

    "Hey, baby," Lily said with a smile - a bright, genuine smile - as she stepped into the house.

    Adam's pulse quickened as he approached his beautiful wife. "How was your night?"

    He took her into his arms and they shared a slow, deep kiss. "It was incredible," she whispered before kissing him again, doing so while pressing her hips forward and gently moving them in a slow circle, generating just enough friction to make Adam's cock tingle with desire. "I have so much to tell you. If you want to hear the details, that is."

    "I do."

    He ran his fingers up the back of her sweater and marveled at how soft it felt. He pulled her closer and the feel of her breasts against his chest brought with it a thrill. Lily smiled, tilted her head, and leaned in to kiss him once more. This time, though, she was a little more aggressive. Her tongue explored his mouth vigorously and her hand found his cock and stroked him through his jeans.

    "My suitcase is still in the trunk. Would you fetch it for me and bring it to the bedroom?"

    Adam nodded and headed for the door. Lily gave him a smack on the ass and he looked over his shoulder to see her flash a naughty smile before pulling the turtleneck over her head, tossing it aside, and heading for the bedroom.

    Adam grabbed the car keys, hurried to the trunk, and hoisted Lily's suitcase - which he assumed was full of domme goodies - and rushed back into the house. By the time he got to the bedroom Lily was sitting on the edge of the bed wearing only her boots. Her legs were crossed and she was leaning back with a slight smile on her face.

    "Wow, you look amazing," he said.

    "Take my suitcase to the closet."

    Adam felt his cock tingle as he obeyed his wife's simple instruction by wheeling her suitcase into the closet. When he stepped into the bedroom Lily uncrossed and then crossed her legs once more, offering a brief view of her closely-trimmed pubic hair before hiding her pussy once more.

    "Get naked," she instructed.

    Adam stripped as his wife's eyes wandered over his body. Her lips curled into a smile at the sight of his cock and he couldn't help but match that smile as he wondered about the pleasures that might unfold in their bedroom that night.

    "On your knees."

    Adam sank to his knees and looked up at his wife. She pointed the tip of her boot towards him and he crawled closer until the smell of the leather - which was intoxicating in that moment - filled his nose.

    "Kiss it," she instructed.

    Adam leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on the tip of his wife's boot. He wondered if Dale had done the same thing that night. If so, Adam wondered if Lily saw him as similar to Dale, to the kind of man that craved submissive pleasure to such a degree that he was willing to pay to live out his fantasy.

    "I don't know why," Lily began, "but I never imagined it would be so...thrilling to see you like this. To see you on your knees, to see you so eager to...to obey."

    "But it is thrilling?" Adam asked.

    Lily nodded. "More than you can imagine."

    Adam remained surprised at his eagerness to play the part of a submissive. It wasn't something he'd ever thought about before discovering his wife's past as a dominatrix, but that revelation seemingly triggered something in him and he now found himself increasingly aroused by both thoughts and acts of submission.

    Lily lured Adam from his reverie by uncrossing her legs and parting her thighs enough for him to gaze upon her pussy. Her wetness was obvious from first glance. Her labia were plump with desire. Her thighs were even a little damp as if her juices had spread some on the drive home.

    "Look up at me."

    Adam pulled his gaze from his wife's pussy to her face. As he did, she reached down and he heard the distinct sounds of masturbation. It was wet and remarkably loud. He yearned to watch, to stare between her legs as she penetrated herself, and yet Adam knew that Lily wanted him to hold her gaze. She wanted him to resist the allure of witnessing her masturbatory pleasure, which is why she smiled when he fought off the urge to stare at her pussy.

    It wasn't long before Lily rewarded Adam's fortitude by slipping two of her fingers into his mouth. He moaned at the taste of his wife's pussy and his erotic delight put a smile on her face as she pushed her fingers deeper.

    "Tonight was different," she said softly. "It was...it was so exciting."

    It was the look on her face - a mixture of lust and deep satisfaction - that piqued Adam's curiosity. He wanted to hear what made her night so satisfying. He wanted to declare his desire for that, but her fingers were still in his mouth so all he could do was dutifully suck on them until Lily decided he was free to speak.

    "We were in a hotel room again. This time neither of us dressed as a domme, though. June had on another sundress - Dale really likes a sundress - and I wore a cute little skirt and the sweater I left in. I had on a pair of four inch heels to go with the outfit, mostly because they make my legs and ass look incredible, and Dale's an ass man."

    Adam was surprised at how thrilling he found it that his wife had dressed to Dale's specifications that night. It made perfect sense, of course, given that he was the one paying a princely sum for an evening of pleasure.

    "We both offered Dale a little bit of pleasure. A few kisses. Some touching. I let him grab my ass and squeeze it hard while his tongue was in my mouth. It played out like we were going to have a threesome with him, which was the idea. He wanted to experience that rush of pleasure that comes from thinking you're going to fuck two beautiful women in one night...but then of course we turned the tables on him."

    Adam was caught off guard by the idea that Lily had kissed another man that night. Of course that was likely to happen, though. She wasn't the sort of domme that stuck to no touching or kissing policies. She'd spoken of letting past clients worship her pussy or ass once she knew them well, so of course she would kiss a man from time to time.

    "Are you okay?" she asked while pulling her fingers from his mouth and wiping them on his chest.

    "Yes. I am. I had a moment there...the kissing caught me off guard, but yes, I'm okay."

    She seemed concerned. "Are you sure?"

    "It's...it's exciting. It is. It caught me off guard, but it didn't turn me off or make me angry or anything. I don't know why, but it's exciting that you kissed him, that he touched you."

    Lily studied his face and then leaned down and kissed Adam. She did so deeply and he couldn't help but think of another man's tongue in her mouth, of Dale's tongue in her mouth while he groped her ass.

    "Was he...was he a good kisser?" Adam asked. He couldn't help himself. The question repeated itself over and over in his head. He had to verbalize it.

    She studied his face again, this time for a few seconds before answering, "Yes, he was. He was a very good kisser, in fact."

    Adam was surprised to feel a shudder of desire work its way through his body.

    "How does that make you feel?"

    "Turned on," he admitted.

    Lily smiled. "His dick was as hard as yours is after all the kissing. It stayed in his pants, of course, though I did give it a few strokes just to lure him deeper into the fantasy."

    Adam was rewarded with a few strokes of his cock as leaned reached down and grasped his erection. She kissed him while doing so and again he thought of her tongue in another man's mouth.

    "Once we had Dale out of his mind with arousal...we cuffed him to the bed posts," she said with a smile. "We stripped him first, but then we cuffed him to the bed posts. He looked so vulnerable sitting up against the headboard with his arms spread wide."

    Adam marveled at his wife, at her re-embracing of what was clearly a source of great pleasure for her. He marveled at the fact that he'd been married to this woman all along and yet it felt like he'd only just met her.

    "June and I kissed a little bit as Dale watched. I forgot how different it is to kiss a woman. How soft her lips were. How nice it felt to have her hands on my body. How nice it felt to have her tongue gently probing my mouth."

    "Holy shit," Adam said softly. "That sounds incredibly hot."

    Lily laughed. "It was. Dale couldn't touch his dick but he didn't go even a little bit soft while he watched June and I kiss. I'll admit that I got a little bit wetter, too, and I was more than happy to feel her fingers inside me when she lifted my skirt and probed my pussy as her tongue probed my mouth."

    Suddenly Adam was jealous of Dale, the wealthy submissive who'd arranged an evening of pure pleasure for himself. He got to watch two beautiful women kiss and fool around. He got to kiss both of those beautiful women, too. He got all of that while Adam was at home busying himself with chores to pass the time.

    "Peter showed up exactly an hour after we'd arrived at the hotel room. June went to answer the door and I crawled into bed with Dale. I ran my fingers over his body as I told him that he was going to witness a woman experiencing the kind of pleasure a man like him couldn't provide. I came so close to touching his bare cock, to stroking it, to pleasuring it, but I never gave him what he craved. I told him he didn't deserve that. I told him that he deserved to be teased and nothing more."

    Lily stood and looked down at Adam. He stared up at her while resisting the urge to first stare at her pussy and then lean in so he could pleasure it with his tongue.

    "I straddled his chest right before Peter and June walked into the bedroom. I blocked Dale's view as they kissed. He could hear them moaning. He could hear June's wet pussy being fingered. He could hear Peter's big cock being stroked. He couldn't see any of it, though. He could only see me. He could only see my sweater and my skirt. He could only see the look of delight in my eyes as I kept him from seeing what he craved more than anything."

    Lily turned around and for a moment Adam thought she might instruct him to kiss her ass. Instead, though, she crawled into the bed and then beckoned him to join her. Adam did so without hesitation and soon enough Lily was straddling his chest just like she'd straddled Dale's. The only difference was that Adam was staring up at her naked body and he could feel her wet pussy pressed into his chest.

    "You look so beautiful," he said.

    She smiled and dragged her hips forward and then pushed them back, leaving a streak of her wetness on his skin.

    "Dale thought so, too. He said it so many times. Then he begged me to sit on his cock. He knew I'd deny him, of course, but he begged for it. He begged to be inside me, to feel the pleasure of my pussy."

    Adam groaned at the thought of another man inside his wife. In that moment - in that bubble of pleasure she'd created for him - it was thrilling to imagine it, and Lily seemed to smile in response to his groan.

    Then she slid her pussy back and took him inside her. He arched his back, closed his eyes, and moaned at the sudden and intense pleasure. Adam hadn't realized how turned on he was until he'd felt that pleasure. The sensations were heightened and incredible. Every little movement brought with it the kind of pleasure that made his body shudder. He was filled with a desire to grab Lily's hips and fuck his cock up into her, but Adam resisted the urge.

    "After quite a bit of foreplay between June and Peter, she asked me to come to them, to join them at the foot of the bed."

    Adam saw his wife smile as she slowly moved her hips back and forth. He thought he knew where the story was going, how the evening was going to play out, but he was suddenly convinced his assumptions were all wrong.

    "I crawled to the foot of the bed and June kissed me. I shook my ass at Dale while her tongue slipped into my mouth. I felt Peter's hand on the back of my head. I felt it move down my back. I felt him flip my skirt up before grabbing one of my ass cheeks and squeezing it hard. I moaned into June's mouth as he touched me, as I felt his strength and confidence."

    Adam's cock surged in his wife's pussy.

    "Then June told me to kiss Peter."

    All of Adam's senses felt heightened in that moment as he concentrated on every word his wife uttered. Kissing Dale was one thing - he was a relatively harmless sub - but kissing Peter felt different. He was the example of an ideal man. He was tall and strong and handsome and blessed with a big cock that he apparently used with expertise.

    "Did you?" Adam asked.

    Lily smiled and nodded. "I did. He moved closer to the foot of the bed and I kissed him. I kissed him deeply. I took his tongue into my mouth and sucked on it while June slipped her hand into my panties and fingered me. Peter moved a hand under my sweater and played with my tits and I lost myself in it, Adam. I forgot we were doing a session and I just lost myself in how good it felt."

    Adam was so turned on that even subtle movements of his wife's hips drove him wild. He felt a gentle kind of concern way in the back of his head - angst, really - but it was so small and quiet as to barely register.

    "As Peter and I kissed, June asked Dale what it was like to see two women so desperate for the real man in the room. She asked him what it was like to be a pathetic fucking cuck, to be cuffed to the bed and denied any sort of physical pleasure while two women practically threw themselves at Peter."

    "What did Dale say?"

    "He said it was humiliating. He also said it was a turn on and June told him he was pathetic."

    "Is it...is it pathetic?"

    Lily leaned down and kissed Adam with surprising fierceness. She rode his cock a little, too, drawing him ever closer to his orgasm without letting him actually climax.

    "Pursuing what turns you on is never pathetic," she said in a gentle, loving tone.

    She'd seemingly detected the insecurity Adam had felt, insecurity driven by the fact that he'd been picturing himself in Dale's position instead of Peter's.

    "Dale craves humiliation. It turns him on like nothing else. That's why he happily pays for these elaborate nights of fantasy pleasure. There's nothing wrong with pursuing that pleasure, especially when it's so delightful for the other people in the room."

    "You enjoyed kissing Peter?" Adam asked.

    Lily smiled and nodded. "He's a very good kisser. A better kisser than Dale."

    Her lips found Adam's for a long, beautiful, deep kiss and he wondered if she was trying to tell him that Peter wasn't a better kisser than him. Adam has considered asking the question but had thought better of it.

    "I did more than just kiss Peter, though."

    In an instant Adam's heart rate felt like it doubled. The pounding in his chest was incredible as he wondered what Lily had done. "What...what did you do?"

    "June...she took charge. She...she dominated me. Or, I should say, she made it clear what she wanted me to do and I happily went along with it."

    Adam wanted to hear more. He needed to hear more. His cock was throbbing inside his wife's wet pussy and he desperately needed to hear more.

    "She told me to get on my knees in front of Peter. She told me to beg for his cock."

    "Did you?"

    Lily nodded. "I got on my knees. I looked up at him. I pawed at his cock through his pants. I begged him for the chance to have him in my mouth, and while I did June humiliated Dale. She told him that he'd never get to experience that, that a woman would never get on her knees and express her desperation to have his cock in her mouth. She told him that a man like Peter got to experience that pleasure, but that Dale was just a pathetic cuck who'd never hear those words directed at him."

    Adam ran his hands up Lily's side and caressed her breasts. She smiled and leaned a little closer so he could take them in his hands and gently play with her soft, perky flesh.

    "Peter looked down at me, smiled, and slipped his thumb into my mouth. I sucked on it while he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and lowered his zipper. I kept sucking on his thumb as I pulled down his pants and underwear. His cock popped free and his scent filled my nose. This incredible, musky, manly scent that actually made my pussy wet."

    Adam yearned to thrust up into his wife, to lift her hips so he could fuck her from the bottom. He yearned to pursue his orgasm while she shared the utterly unexpected details of being on her knees with another man's cock inches from her mouth.

    "He told me to suck his cock," she said softly while arousal danced across her face. "Adam, another man told me to suck his cock. He told me to suck his cock and I...I did. I took him in my mouth. I gave him a blowjob."

    "Oh...fuck..." Adam replied.

    Lily studied his face. She watched for his reaction. He assumed she was looking for a sign that he was upset, that she'd betrayed him in some way by going off script during the session. Adam was certain she would see none of that, though, that his wife would only see desire on his face because that was all he felt.

    "Will you...will you kiss me?" he asked.

    Lily leaned down and kissed his neck. She kissed one cheek and then moved to the other side. She kissed his chin. She did everything but kiss his lips.

    "Why do you want to kiss me?" she asked.

    The answer came to mind immediately, but Adam was embarrassed to say it.

    "Why do you want to kiss me?" Lily reiterated.

    "Because...I don't know why, but the idea of kissing you...of kissing you after knowing that...that you had someone else's cock in your mouth...it turns me on."

    That put a bright smile on her face, a look that turned to something far more erotic before Lily leaned down and kissed him. Before Adam thought of her kissing Dale or Peter. Now, though, he thought of his wife sucking another man's cock. He thought of her giving Peter oral pleasure. He thought of her tongue moving around another man's cock. It made the kiss so much hotter. It made his dick throb so hard in her pussy. It made him want to cum so badly.

    "June joined me," she said softly. "She got on her knees next to me and we sucked Peter's dick together. We kissed it, licked it. We sucked his balls. We sucked the head. We kissed each other over the head. We moaned together. We worshiped his cock while Dale watched from the bed. We showed him that a man like Peter gets to experience pleasures he'll never experience. I mean, a man like Dale would have cum the instant two women started working his cock over. A man like Peter can hold out, though. He can let us worship his cock for as long as we desire. Dale couldn't do that. Dale's not man enough to do that."

    Adam was certain he would have cum quickly, too, and he found a surprising level of pleasure in that realization and in thinking of being the man handcuffed to the bed, the kind of man that didn't deserve to have two women worship his cock.

    "Then things got naughty," she said. "June put a condom on Peter's cock and told me to strip. She stripped, too."

    Adam saw his wife smile and wondered what part of the memory brought her such delight.

    "June told me to get on my back in the bed right next to Dale, but with my head by his feet. Then she crawled on top of me in a 69. Peter got behind her. He slapped her pussy with his dick, which was now wrapped in the condom. I watched from beneath her, Adam. I watched from just a few inches away as his dick moved over her pussy lips. I've never done that before, but it was incredible."

    Adam was stunned and thrilled. Then Lily began to ride him slowly and his whole body erupted in pleasure.

    "Peter told me to open up and slid his cock into my mouth. I sucked on it while June played with my pussy. She told Dale everything that was happening. She told him that he was a pathetic cuck that would never be able to convince two women to get into a 69 for him so he could do as he pleased with them. She told him that Peter was that kind of man. I moaned around the cock in my mouth. I didn't even mind that latex was all I could taste."

    Then she kissed him again and Adam wondered what it would have been like to kiss her right after she'd sucked the condom-wrapped cock. Would he have tasted latex? Would he have enjoyed that? Would it have been too humiliating to kiss his wife right after she'd had another man's cock in her mouth? He was pretty sure he would have enjoyed it, so much so that the mere thought of it enhanced his pleasure.

    "I'm close, Lily," he said.

    "Me too," she replied.

    Lily rode him faster and kissed him again. Her tongue explored his mouth as she ran her fingers through his hair over and over.

    "Peter fucked June from behind while I watched, while she played with my pussy, while I licked her clit, while I licked his shaft, while I licked his balls a little each time he bottomed out inside her."

    The imagery was intensely pleasurable to Adam, so much so that his mind seemed to empty out of all thoughts other than those of his wife in a wild threesome with a bound cuckold watching from just a few feet away.

    "He pulled out a few times and fucked my mouth," she added. "He'd fuck my mouth while June sucked on my clit. It was...Adam...it was so hot that I forgot it was a session. I forgot about anything other than having a threesome with my friend and her man."

    "Lily, I'm gonna cum!" Adam announced.

    "Cum inside me!"

    She rode him hard and the moment Adam started cumming Lily dropped her pussy onto his cock and rapidly worked her hips back and forth. A second later she was cumming, too, and she sat up, threw her head back, and screamed in pleasure as the orgasm ripped through her body.

    Adam's climaxed seemed to go on forever and afterwards he couldn't help but smile as that post-orgasmic glow worked its way through him.

    A gentle sense of angst followed, owing almost entirely to the fact that Lily had, in fact, had a threesome that night. She'd stepped quite a bit outside the bounds of their marriage, and though Adam wasn't worried about her sticking to her vows - he wouldn't have agreed to her working as a domme again if he was worried about that - he couldn't help but worry a bit that Peter was, in fact, the kind of man they described him as, the kind of man that Adam wasn't.

    "Are you okay?" Lily asked softly.

    Adam nodded. "It's a lot to process, honestly, but I'm not sure I've ever been as turned on as I was while you were telling that story, so I'm definitely okay."

    "I know I let things get a little out of hand tonight. I wouldn't ever do that with a client...but it felt different because it was June and Peter. I shouldn't have..."

    "Lily, it's okay. You didn't go too far. You didn't get out of hand. You pursued your pleasure. You pursued what turns you on. I assume you had an orgasm during the session?"

    She nodded. "Two, in fact. And Peter didn't fuck me. I sucked his cock plenty, but June was the only one he fucked."

    Adam was relieved at that and a tension he didn't know he'd been feeling released the moment she said it.

    "And for what it's worth, I love having sex with you, Adam. I wouldn't love having sex with Dale, but I do love having sex with you."

    It was exactly what he needed to hear in that moment. They'd just had sex, of course, but Adam was still feeling a touch insecure and Lily expertly washed that insecurity away.

    "Thank you for saying that," he whispered. "And for everything tonight. It was incredible. It really was."

    "Dale wants to book another session with June, me, and Peter," she said. "Will you be okay with me doing that?"

    Adam nodded and she smiled brightly and kissed him, affirming that she was already looking forward to that next session.

    "I'll make sure to treat us to something really nice after that session. Maybe a week's vacation somewhere beautiful. We'll certainly be able to afford it."

    "I'd like that."

    The truth was, Adam was already looking forward to it and part of him was hoping that the next session with June, Peter, and Lily would go a little further, that his wife might actually let Peter fuck her. He wasn't going to say that - it was too risky to express that desire - but he'd certainly hold out hope for that thrilling outcome.
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     Adam's leg bounced underneath the table as he kept glancing towards the door. He ran his hands over the smooth table top and stared at the condensation on his glass of beer. His leg bounced a little faster and again he looked towards the door.

    "Honey."

    He looked towards Lily and she reached across the table and took his hand.

    "You don't need to be nervous. You're meeting a friend of mine. That's it."

    In a way, she was right. Adam was about to meet June - Lily's frequent partner in professional domination - and in doing so he'd be meeting a friend of hers. He was also meeting someone that knew his wife exceptionally well, that knew things about her that Adam probably didn't know, that also knew that Adam had developed something of a proclivity for submission to his wife. That would make June the only person besides Lily that knew that about him.

    "I know," he said. "Well, I know I shouldn't be nervous, but I can't help it. I don't...I just can't help it."

    Lily looked stunning in a high-necked blue dress and Adam couldn't stop thinking about the pair of high-heeled leather boots she'd worn with it. He'd known those boots were in her closet, but he couldn't remember the last time she'd worn them out. He wondered if she was doing so because they were meeting June or if Lily was simply getting more comfortable with wearing domme-style clothes outside of her sessions.

    She rubbed his hand, leaned in a little closer, and said, "She's going to love you, Adam. I promise. She is. You have nothing to worry about."

    The door opened and a tall, lean blonde in a tight black dress and black leather boots – boots that looked exactly like Lily's - walked in. She scanned the tables and then her gaze found Adam. He felt an instant sense of embarrassment and looked back at Lily.

    "She's here, isn't she?"

    He nodded.

    Lily inched towards the edge of the booth, leaned over, and waved as soon as she saw her friend. June's face lit up and she approached with a gentle sway in her hips that struck Adam as impossibly alluring.

    Lily and June embraced and shared quick kisses on the cheek before they both looked at him. He slid out of the booth and felt his heart pounding for reasons he didn't entirely understand.

    "June, this is Adam," Lily said.

    June smiled, stepped closer, and stepped into Adam's arms for a hug that felt just a little too intimate. Lily didn't seem to mind, though, and the moment the alluring scent of June's perfume hit Adam's nostrils he found himself calming down.

    "It's so nice to meet you," June said with a smile.

    "You too. I've obviously heard a lot about you."

    June glanced at Lily and then offered Adam an unreadable smile. "I've heard a lot about you too."

    "Let's sit," Lily said.

    Adam sat across from his wife and her friend and the two women turned to each other and exchanged what struck him as a knowing smile. He failed to read anything into it beyond that, but he wondered what was going through their minds.

    "So," June began as she turned her attention to Adam, "I understand that you're largely responsible for Lily and me connecting again and I wanted to thank you for that, Adam. Not just because she's far and away the best domme I've ever worked with, but because I get to have one of my best friends back in my life again."

    "Oh, well, you're welcome, though I can honestly say that it's been my pleasure."

    June flashed another knowing smile and Adam felt a moment of deep self-consciousness, like he'd revealed far too much. He quickly reminded himself that Lily spoke openly with June, that she likely knew everything about their recent explorations of domme/sub play at home, that Lily had moved beyond being a professional dominatrix, at least in some small ways.

    "That's what I've heard," June said. "And I have to say, that makes me very, very happy, mostly because I've always thought that Lily would be happiest with a guy with...well, let's say submissive tendencies."

    "Oh really?" he asked.

    June nodded. "I understand why she didn't want to pursue that sort of thing in her private life, though. Sometimes the guys we work with can come off as a little bit pathetic...or a whole lot pathetic, I suppose, and it can really turn a girl off to the idea of actually dating or being married to a sub. Still, I'm glad she actually ended up with someone that had that in him...and that you were brave enough to explore those desires when you felt them, Adam."

    Adam hadn't expected that particular kind of praise from June and he found himself smiling as he pondered the notion that his willingness to be submissive - at least a little bit - had increased his wife's general sense of happiness.

    June turned to Lily and said, "There was one guy you dated. What was his name, Trevor, I think?"

    Lily nodded.

    "He was a submissive," June continued. "He was open about it, too, which is really rare for a guy in his early twenties. Trevor knew what he wanted, though, and he thought he found the perfect woman in your wife. Especially when she agreed to fuck him with her strapon."

    Adam saw what he thought was a touch of discomfort on his wife's face, perhaps because June was sharing a story that Lily would have preferred remain private.

    Then, Lily smiled before saying, "He did like to get fucked. Missionary was his favorite position. He liked to look up into my eyes and tell me how good it felt to have me inside him, how much he enjoyed surrendering his ass to me."

    "As it turned out, though, Trevor enjoyed surrendering his ass a little too much and he couldn't quite remain faithful," June said.

    "Did you like...did you like fucking him like that?" Adam asked.

    Both June and Lily looked at him and smiled. Neither said anything for a few seconds and he was embarrassed with what struck him as the obvious sense of insecurity in his voice as he'd asked the question.

    "I did," Lily said. "I found it thrilling, actually. I've always enjoyed strapon play, to be honest, but it's never particularly intimate with a client. It's almost always from behind and it almost always features humiliating dirty talk and spanking. It was different with Trevor. It was...it was really sensual."

    Adam was jealous of Trevor. Jealous that another man had provided Lily with an experience she'd clearly enjoyed. Jealous that she was sitting in the restaurant and thinking about that man and about that experience and doing so with a smile on her face.

    "Has she fucked you yet, Adam?" June asked.

    Lily's eyes went wide and for a split second she wore a look of panic.

    "No," he admitted. "She modeled the strapon for me once, but she hasn't fucked me."

    He looked at Lily. She seemed nervous, though the panic had washed away.

    "And would you be willing to let your wife fuck you, Adam?" June asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Lily smiled. It was just for a moment, but she smiled. Adam was sure of it. He took it as a sign that she wanted to fuck him but hadn't felt comfortable bringing it up. Perhaps she'd shared that with June, who'd decided to push through any discomfort on her friend's behalf.

    "I have to admit, I'd enjoy watching that," June said.

    "June!"

    "I'm not saying I have to. I'm not even asking to. I'm just saying that I'd enjoy watching it. Honestly, there's something really hot about seeing a guy lose his cherry, especially when it's a dominant woman taking his cherry."

    Adam was surprised at the level of arousal he felt. He hadn't really noticed it at first, but his balls were definitely tingling in a rather pleasant manner and he found himself thinking about the act of penetration, about receiving his wife's cock, about surrendering to her in that way.

    "For what it's worth," Lily said as she looked at him, "I don't want June to watch. Not the first time, at least."

    "Is there a time when you'd like for June to watch?" he asked.

    Lily looked away, like she was embarrassed that she'd said anything. She found Adam's gaze once more and admitted, "I think I'd enjoy that, yes. I think I'd...well, if I'm being completely honest, I think I'd enjoy fucking you while you went down on her. I think I'd enjoy many of the elements of that particular kind of threesome."

    Adam wasn't sure if Lily was proposing a threesome or if her friend had pushed her into admitting something she wasn't yet ready to admit. It felt as though their meeting had gone to a far kinkier place than Lily had planned.

    Before Adam could respond, June leaned over and kissed Lily's neck. It was a soft, slow kiss and Lily closed her eyes, parted her lips, and let out a soft moan.

    "I don't know if we should do this here," Lily said softly as she looked at her friend.

    "We definitely shouldn't," June replied.

    Her hand moved under the table. Adam's heart pounded as he watched his wife's face. Lily stared into June's eyes for a few seconds and then she moaned softly, closed her eyes, and leaned back.

    "Her pussy is wet, Adam," June said.

    She must have been fingering Lily. June must have had her fingers inside Lily's pussy, a notion that left Adam speechless.

    "Your wife's pussy is wet. Soaking wet, in fact. Her desire needs to be tended to, Adam. You need to get on your knees under the table. You need to eat her pussy. You need to make her cum right now."

    Adam looked at Lily and waited for some confirmation that she wanted him to do as June desired. Her eyes remained closed, though, and the pleasure on her face made it obvious that her pussy was still being fingered.

    "I know it's a little scary to do it in public, Adam, but I know you want it. I know the thought of it turns you on. Do as you're told. Slide under the table. Get between your wife's beautiful legs. Eat her pussy until she cums."

    Adam did it. He let loose. He submitted. He slid under the table. He moved between Lily's legs. He pulled her hips forward until he could access her pussy with his mouth. He went to work. He plunged his tongue inside her and felt the incredible wetness and heat. He found her clit and licked slowly and rhythmically and he did so with June's guiding hand on the back of his head.

    That hand disappeared right before Adam heard a voice. The waitress's voice. She asked June for her drink order. Adam ate pussy under the table while the waitress took a drink order and he found it intensely thrilling to do so.

    "Cum on his tongue, Lily," June said after the waitress left. "Cum on your submissive's tongue."

    A hand found the back of his head. Adam was certain it was Lily's. Her thighs closed tightly around his head. Pleasure surged through his body at the act of dominance. Her legs trembled hard and she grabbed a handful of his hair.

    Then, her thighs gently parted. She'd cum. She'd been silent about it - they were in public, after all - but she'd cum and she'd done so with Adam licking her pussy as he'd been ordered to do.

    "You can come out now," June said when Lily had fully parted her thighs and released her grip on Adam's hair.

    He looked left to make sure no one was approaching the table and quickly moved back to his seat. He grabbed his napkin to wipe the juices from his mouth and looked across the table to see both women smiling at him.

    "I didn't think you'd do it," June said. "I would have been more than happy to make her cum on my fingers, but it was utterly delightful to watch you slide under the table, Adam. Lily really did manage to find a gem of a husband."

    "I really did," Lily confirmed.

    June smiled. "I'm tempted to make you eat my pussy. Watching that all unfold was enough to get me awfully wet."

    Adam knew better than to say anything, but he did look at Lily, who smiled at him.

    "I don't think I'm ready to share his mouth just yet," she said.

    Adam was mostly relieved, though he did feel a touch of disappointment.

    The waitress returned with June's drink - and gave Adam a quick and knowing look as she did so - and then took their food orders. She gave one more look before walking away and both women sitting across from him laughed.

    "She definitely knows you were under the table," June said.

    "And she definitely knows you were eating my pussy," Lily added. "I think she's a little jealous, though."

    Adam doubted that, but he liked the idea that he'd made the waitress just a little bit jealous with his willingness to eat pussy in public.

    "So, what's the most memorable session you two did together?" he asked.

    June and Lily looked at each other like they were trying to open up their memories to each other. Then, June turned towards Adam, smiled, and said, "There was a session we did back in college where we spit roasted a guy. He was probably in his late thirties. A finance guy so he had lots of money. Lots of responsibility at work and he just wanted to give all that up for a session."

    "I remember that guy. He was good-looking. Really well-built, too."

    "It was always more fun to fuck the alpha male types. They start out holding onto that alpha energy, like they're just playing at being submissives. Then you get your cock in their asses and you start fucking them and it just disappears. You can turn them into little bitches in the matter of a handful of thrusts."

    "That was always your specialty," Lily noted, eliciting a smile from her friend.

    "There's nothing like using a strapon that's just a little too big for a guy, grabbing a handful of his hair, and fucking him hard while calling him a filthy whore that will make that alpha energy dissolve."

    "Then you slide a cock into his mouth and you start fucking him in rhythm and he'd just submissive putty in your hands," Lily added.

    "Do guys cum from something like that, or is it just the pleasure of submission they're seeking?" Adam asked.

    "Sometimes they cum, sometimes they just want the high of submission. That guy came, if I remember correctly," June answered. "And your beautiful wife made him get on his hands and knees and lick his load off the floor."

    Lily laughed. "I did. That was really fucking hot, actually. That night I masturbated to that. I came pretty hard as I thought about him on his hands and knees licking up his load while his spit was still drying on my strapon."

    Lily looked self-conscious the moment she'd finished her sentence, like she'd revealed too much. Adam marveled at learning a little something about his wife's dominant side and took note of her ability to find even greater pleasure in it than he'd imagined.

    Adam looked at June and asked, "Did you ever get off on stuff you did in sessions?"

    She nodded. "Of course. Dominating men really turns me on. The professional stuff doesn't always do it for me - it really depends on the guy and what he wants and my mood on that day - but sometimes I absolutely get turned on during a session and sometimes I masturbate to it afterwards. Of course, there are times when I cum during a session, though that's only reserved for clients that I've been with for a long time. It's a special reward to make me cum so it's only for those that have given a great deal of time and their hard-earned money to me."

    "How did they make you cum?"

    June smiled. "Sometimes it was as simple as allowing a sub to crawl between my legs to eat my pussy...just like you did with your lovely wife under the table, Adam."

    His cock twitched with pleasure and Lily smiled as she reached across the table and took his hand.

    "I like sitting on a man's face, too. Sometimes I'd sit on a sub's face with my asshole and make him worship it while I masturbated. It's not quite the same as making me cum, but most subs find great pleasure in being permitted to lick a dom's tight, dirty little asshole while she plays with her cunt."

    Adam was convinced that June was trying to turn him on and the fact that she held his gaze while talking made him even more certain of that fact. He wasn't bothered by it, though. Instead, he was thrilled that June was both trying and succeeding.

    "Sometimes I'd strap a face dildo onto a sub and make him fuck my pussy with it. It's a delightful way to let him get close without actually experiencing my cunt since all that's sliding into me is a rubber dick. Sometimes I'd let a sub use his fingers. If a sub was caged I'd sometimes let him wear a strapon to fuck me while telling him that his real cock wasn't anywhere near as impressive as the dildo he was pumping my tight little pussy with."

    Adam looked at his wife and asked, "Did you ever do any of that?"

    Lily nodded. "June taught me well...though some of it I came to on my own. She's right that it's the ultimate reward for a sub to be permitted to make his domme cum and there's something thrilling - and smart, from a business perspective - about letting your most loyal clients get you off from time to time."

    "What was your favorite way to do that?"

    June leaned over and kissed Lily's neck, putting a smile on her face. "Your wife had a fondness for fucking her favorite subs with a strapless dildo that would rub against her clit as she pounded the sub's ass. She'd cum every time she used it and if I remember correctly she confessed that those were some of the finest orgasms of her life."

    Lily looked a bit embarrassed, like June had again shared something that she would have preferred be kept a secret.

    "Did you ever have that kind of orgasm while we...while you and I were dating? Did you ever fuck someone with a...what did she call it, a strapless dildo while we were first going out?"

    Lily squeezed his hand and nodded. She looked nervous, like she was worried that too much had been revealed, that he'd be furious about this particular secret she'd kept while they were dating.

    "Are you turned on, Adam?" June asked.

    Adam looked at his wife and nodded. "Yes, I am."

    Lily smiled and he saw the relief wash over her face. She let his hand go, turned towards June, and said, "Thank you."

    "You're welcome."

    June leaned closer and her lips parted like they were going to share a kiss, but Lily reached up and slipped two fingers into her friend's mouth. June's lips closed around them and Lily penetrated her as deeply as possible.

    "Lift the bottom of your dress," Lily instructed.

    June reached under the table and did as instructed while sucking on Lily's fingers. Adam watched from across the table with his mouth agape and his cock having stirred fully to life.

    "I forgot how well you know me, June," Lily said. "How much you learned about me - how much we learned about each other - all those years ago. Sometimes you know me better than I know myself."

    She pulled her fingers from June's mouth and moved her hand under the table. Adam watched June's face and saw the moment where Lily penetrated her. He saw June's eyes go wide before she bit her lip. Then her eyelids fluttered and she moaned softly.

    "I know you too," Lily said softly as she leaned in. "I know that you get off on causing chaos. I know that sometimes you behave badly because you want to be punished."

    June nodded.

    "Do you want me to punish you?" Lily asked.

    "Yes," June answered.

    Adam couldn't believe what he was watching. It made him think that Lily and June must have had far more sexual interactions than Lily had indicated.

    "Go to the bathroom. Lock the door. Strip naked. Wait for me to knock."

    June slipped out of the booth and rushed towards the bathroom as Adam stared at his wife, who watched her friend go before turning her gaze to him.

    "Are you okay?" Lily asked. "Are you mad at me?"

    He shook his head. "Not at all."

    "Are you sure? Because it would be okay if you were. I know that you already know I wasn't entirely honest with you when we were first dating, but it would be understandable if June's reveal upset you."

    "I was just jealous," he said. "Not that the version of me from back then would have wanted to get fucked by his girlfriend, but the current version of me felt jealous of those guys back then. The ones that got to submit...that got to...that you fucked. The ones whose faces you rode. The ones who got to make you - the domme version of you - cum. I was jealous of those guys."

    "Really?" Lily asked with hope in her eyes.

    Adam nodded.

    "I love you, Adam."

    "I love you too, Lily."

    She got out of the booth, offered her hand, and said, "Come with me."

    Adam took his wife's hand and they walked towards the bathroom. She knocked three times on the door. A moment later Adam heard the lock being turned and the door opened. He and Lily stepped inside to see June standing there without a stitch of clothing on her body. She had a tattoo on her right thigh, but otherwise her body looked damn near flawless.

    "Put your hands on the counter and stick your ass out," Lily said.

    June did as instructed.

    "Adam, give me your belt," Lily instructed.

    It took Adam a moment to process the instruction and it wasn't until he saw June look at him and smile that he understood what was about to happen. He took off his belt, folded it in half, and handed it to his wife.

    "Thank you."

    Lily approached June and rested the folded end of the leather belt against her ass. Then she pulled it back and delivered a swift blow that brought an instant look of intense pain to June's face.

    Nine more blows followed. June counted each of them aloud, though by the end her eyes were watery with tears of pain.

    Lily handed Adam his belt and approached her friend. "Stand up straight. Hands behind your head."

    June did as instructed and Lily ran her fingers down her friend's chest and between her legs. She slipped inside June with ease and Adam could hear the wetness from a few yards away.

    "You always were something of a pain slut," Lily said with a smile.

    "Only for you," June replied.

    Lily leaned in and kissed her friend's neck before pulling her fingers free and turning towards Adam. "Come here."

    He did as instructed and Lily offered the reward of sucking her fingers clean.

    "Her pussy is wet, Adam. She wants to cum. She deserves to cum. I'd like you to get on your knees and eat her out. Give her an orgasm."

    Lily's fingers departed his mouth and Adam stepped in front of June and dropped to his knees. He ran his hands up the backs of her thighs, grabbed her ass, and pulled her closer as he leaned in. His lips found her pussy, his tongue found her clit, and he went to work.

    "Oh, fuck," June said.

    Lily stepped behind her friend and took June's perfect, perky breasts in her hands. "I forgot how much fun it can be to dominate you, June. I forgot what a good sub you can be for me. It's been so long, but it feels so good."

    Adam looked up to see his wife pinch June's nipples and pull hard on them. The beautiful naked woman moaned and her legs trembled. Adam applied more pressure with his tongue and listened as she moaned.

    "Can I cum?" she asked.

    "Yes, you can cum," Lily answered.

    Adam gave his second orgasm of the night. He grabbed June's ass hard and licked her forcefully while Lily played with her tits and nibbled her earlobe. June shook so hard Adam thought she might collapse, but she managed to keep her balance and enjoy her climax.

    "Thank you," June said.

    She turned her head and she and Lily shared a brief kiss that filled Adam with desire.

    "My pleasure," Lily replied.

    "Mine too," Adam echoed from his knees.

    Both women looked down at him and June ran her fingers through his hair.

    "Of course it's your pleasure," she said. "You're a sub, maybe even more than your wife realized. I think she gets it now, though, and I think you might be in for a very good time in the coming months, Adam."

    Though the notion of that would have been terrifying just a handful of months ago, Adam was now hopeful that June spoke the truth, that his life was about to get a lot more interesting.

  
    Once a Domme, Always a Domme - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Adam's cock was slick with lube and hard as a rock. His wife's fingers were wrapped around it and she stroked him at an impossibly slow pace designed to offer pleasure without climax, or so it seemed to him.

    "When June asked if you'd be willing to let me fuck you, did you mean what you said?" Lily asked.

    She was naked and her body was pressed against his as Adam laid on his back in their bed. Her breasts felt impossibly soft against his side and chest and he could feel the stiffness of her nipples, indicating that her excitement might have rivaled his own in that moment.

    "Yes, I did."

    During that conversation in the bar, Adam had affirmed his willingness - his desire, really - to be strapon fucked by his wife. That was a week ago, though, and Lily hadn't mentioned it since. She hadn't done a session with June in that time, either. In fact, the week had been entirely free of any sort of domme/sub play.

    "You'd be willing to let me fuck you?" she asked.

    Adam moaned as Lily squeezed the head of his cock. There wasn't a hint of pain thanks to the lubrication. In fact, being squeezed in that way was pure pleasure for him.

    "Yes, I would," he answered. "It seemed like...based on what June said, it seems like you enjoy strapon sex even more than I thought, that maybe it's something you really get off on."

    Adam had pondered that notion the entire week as his mind hadn't been free of domme/sub thoughts. Instead, he'd been in a state of near-constant arousal as he considered the notion that his wife would find it deeply pleasurable to fuck him with a strapon, to reverse the typical roles in their marriage. Something about that reversal - about her occupying the role of the penetrator, which was typically the male role - thrilled him in ways he couldn't quite articulate.

    "Actually," he continued, "I can't get the idea out of my head. I just keep thinking about it. About being...being penetrated by you. About surrendering to you. About surrendering my ass to you, my body to you."

    Lily kissed his neck and continued to slowly stroke his cock. Occasionally she'd release his shaft and stroke his balls, which were also covered in lube. Her touch felt intensely pleasurable no matter where it landed and Adam found himself in a state of overwhelming bliss that he felt no desire to escape from.

    "I think it would be different with you," Lily said. "I don't think I'd want to take you from behind. I think I'd want you on your back. There's something more vulnerable about that. Plus, I like the notion that I'd be making love to you with my cock."

    Adam closed his eyes as a shudder of pleasure moved through his body. In some ways it was such a small thing, but in others Lily was describing a massive shift in their relationship, at least temporarily, though Adam knew that it wouldn't be a temporary thing, that once she made love to him with her cock that their relationship would likely undergo a massive change. That was part of the appeal for him, though, as strange as it seemed.

    "It would be different afterwards, wouldn't it?"

    Lily smiled and kissed him softly. "It's already different, don't you think?"

    He nodded. Of course she was right. Of course things were different. The sexual part of their relationship had changed dramatically and Adam knew that things were slowly changing in other areas, too. It wasn't anything significant yet, but he could feel his desire to submit seeping into other parts of their lives. He wanted Lily to choose which restaurants they went to. He was more inclined to do the dishes or other household chores on any given day. He found genuine pleasure in offering her a foot massage at night without any thought of getting something in return. All of that was small, but Adam also knew that it could all become so much more significant as time went by.

    "June said that Peter asked about me."

    Adam was stunned to feel a surge of pleasure between his legs. Lily must have noticed, too, because she stopped stroking him and squeezed the base of his cock. She didn't say anything, though. Instead, she kissed his cheek and neck and moaned softly as Adam thought about how his wife had given Peter - June's friend and partner in the cuckold sessions she'd done with a client - a blowjob.

    "What...what did he ask?" Adam finally said.

    Lily slowly stroked his slick cock, though her grip was noticeably looser around the tip. "He asked if I was married. She told him I was and then he asked if I was available."

    "You can't blame him for that, can you?"

    She smiled. "Oh yeah? Why is that?"

    The look on her face made it obvious that she knew the answer, though it seemed equally obvious that she wanted Adam to say it. "Because it's unlikely that a totally unavailable married woman would have sucked his cock."

    Lily kissed his neck and moaned, though it was different this time. It was the kind of moan a woman makes when she's getting fucked, when she's experiencing great pleasure. It was the kind of moan that made Adam think of Lily getting fucked by the cock she'd sucked during that session with June.

    "Fuck, Lily, it sounds so sexy when you moan like that," he said.

    "Yeah?" she whispered. "Why is that, baby? Is there something about that moan that feels special?"

    "It sounds like...it sounds like you're getting fucked and that sounds so hot."

    She moaned again. The same kind of moan. The kind of moan that made it sound like she was getting fucked. Adam's cock had been remarkably stiff before, but now it seemed stiffer. He looked down to see that the head was quite plump and had turned a shade of purple, seemingly because more blood had rushed to his crotch as a result of his overwhelming desire.

    "That's what Peter wants," Lily said. "Actually, June said he wants it even more now that he knows I'm married."

    They'd gone from talking about strapon sex to Lily getting fucked by another guy and Adam felt like his entire body was encased in arousal.

    "Is that what you want?" he asked. "Do you want to...to cuckold me with Peter?"

    Lily gripped the base of his shaft tightly and slowly pulled her hand upwards. She reached the head and squeezed it before teasing the underside with her index finger. Adam's body trembled and he turned his head to find his wife's lips and kiss her. She offered her tongue and moaned as he did the same.

    "How would you feel about that?" she asked.

    Adam felt a little nervous about answering honestly, but he saw only arousal on his wife's face and he decided to throw caution to the wind. "It would turn me on. To be cuckolded, I mean. It would...I guess I'm not entirely sure, but I think I'd even be turned on by the kind of session you did with June's client."

    Lily smiled. "The kind where you get fucked by a big strapon cock while you watch another man take your wife's pussy?"

    He closed his eyes his balls tightened. Even a little bit of pleasure for his cock would have made Adam cum in that moment as Lily's acceptance of his desire brought about both pleasure and a sense of warmth and love.

    "Yes, that kind of session. Though it would also turn me on if you met up with Peter and had sex with him whether I'm watching or not."

    "I think that version of it might be tougher for you than you're imagining," she replied. "It's hard to sit at home while your wife is out with another man. It can be agonizing, in fact."

    "I'd be willing to try," he replied.

    Lily smiled and straddled him. She rested her hands on his chest, hovered her pussy over his stiff cock for a moment, and then sank down onto him, swallowing Adam's stiffness and bathing it in the perfect wetness of her cunt.

    "Should I tell June to give Peter my number?" Lily asked as she rocked her hips back and forth. "Should I tell her that I'm thinking about cuckolding you?"

    Adam nodded and reached up to play with his wife's breasts. She stopped him, though, grabbing his wrists and pinning them above his head.

    "No touching," she said. "Just lie there and enjoy my pussy. You get to touch if I give you permission. You get to cum if I give you permission. Otherwise you just lie there like a good boy. Do you understand?"

    He nodded as arousal coursed through him.

    "You know, June would love to fuck you," she said. "She'd love to take you from behind and pound your ass while you watched as Peter had his way with me."

    Just a few months ago the idea would have seemed utterly insane, and yet Adam now found it thrilling. He wasn't sure he was ready for the extreme version of cuckolding quite yet, but he felt the desire, in no small part because he'd gotten off while Lily had detailed doing that very thing with June's client. The whole thing had seemed so kinky that he couldn't help but cum when Lily had shared the details.

    "I think if we go down this road, if we continue our explorations of domme/sub play as a husband and wife, it might very well end up with you taking June's cock in your ass while Peter - or someone else - fucks me. I think once we start it might be impossible to stop, Adam. It might be inevitable that you get fucked while you're watching me get fucked, that you become that kind of cuckold."

    Adam could tell that Lily was turned on by the idea, perhaps more so than she wanted to admit to him, as if she was still a little nervous about revealing just how much of a domme she really was.

    "Fuck...Lily...I want you to cuckold me," he said. "With Peter...or anyone else you're into. I want it. I want you to cuckold me. I'm so fucking turned on by it. I want you...I think I'd love it if you cuckolded me and then came home and fucked me with your strapon. Oh...fuck..."

    "Cum inside me," she said. "Cum inside me, Adam."

    Lily rode him hard and fast to make that happen and he blew his load inside her while thinking about getting fucked mere hours after she'd cuckolded him. The notion aroused Adam in ways he couldn't begin to comprehend and he felt his entire body tingling as he came inside Lily. He was so caught up in his orgasm that he barely noticed that she was also cumming, though once he noticed Adam was gripped by an even deeper sense of happiness.

    With a smile on her face Lily leaned down and kissed him. Her lips were soft and her tongue moved slowly into his mouth to dance with his while Adam ran his hands down her back and grabbed her ass.

    "Thank you, Adam, for being so open-minded," she said softly.

    "Honestly, thank you, Lily, for the same thing. I feel so safe admitting to my desires and to exploring new feelings and needs that come up. I'm pretty sure that's a really rare thing and that's all because of you."

    "Yeah? I make you feel safe?"

    "Completely and utterly," he said. "And I hope I do the same for you."

    "You do," she replied. "You do, Adam. I feel like I'm still evolving, to be honest, because I've never been a domme with someone I love. It's always been with clients and those are two very different things."

    "Of course."

    She sat back and ran her fingers through her hair and Adam was struck by her beauty and the thrill of the fact that he was still inside her.

    "The cuckolding, for instance. That's easy to do with a client. It feels different with you. It's more meaningful. The idea of it turns me on - in a major way, to be honest - but it feels a bit risky, which is why I'm still not entirely sure about it. I do think I'd like to meet up with Peter, maybe go for a drink, if you don't mind."

    "Not at all, and if it becomes something more than just a drink, that's okay too."

    She leaned down, kissed him softly, and said, "I'll set it up for some time this week and we'll see how it goes."

    Despite having just climaxed, Adam found himself feeling a touch of arousal at the idea of his wife meeting another man for drinks and perhaps something more. He wasn't sure what would come of it, but it felt like the most submissive thing in the world to encourage Lily to seek sexual pleasure with another man - one that seemed like a prototypical alpha male, which Adam was not - and that kind of submission turned him on.

    ---

    "Things are going well and he asked me back to his place. Would you be okay with that?"

    Adam had received that text two hours after his wife had left for her drink with Peter. His pulse raced as he read it. Lily had been right that it was difficult to sit at home while she was out with another man. Excitement and nervousness created such a potent mix inside him that Adam found himself unable to do much more than watch TV and waste time on his phone.

    "I love that," he texted back. "I want you to enjoy yourself with a man like Peter."

    "He really is quite a man. We've already kissed and done a little bit of touching. He really knows how to turn a woman on."

    "Will you be staying the night?"

    "No. I'll come home to you. It might be a while, though. Please stay up for me."

    "I will."

    Another two hours passed before Lily texted to let Adam know she was on her way home. He'd spent the entire time wondering what she was doing. Was she kissing him? Was he playing with her tits? Was she naked? Was she giving him a blowjob? Was she having sex with him? Was she just talking more deeply than you can do in a bar?

    There were no answers, of course. Not until Lily came home. Not until she walked in the door. That happened soon enough, though. A car pulled into the driveway. Lily got out of the backseat. She strode towards the door in her skirt, boots, and tight long sleeve top.

    Adam opened the door before she could reach for the handle. Lily smiled and stepped inside.

    "Someone's eager to see his wife."

    Adam pulled her into an embrace. The scent of her perfume filled his nose, but there was something else, too. A manly scent. Peter's cologne, perhaps? Or just his essence on her?

    The scent was enough to fill Adam with arousal. It was a primal thing, like another man had left his mark on Lily. He was stunned at the desire he felt in that moment. It wasn't just the desire to be a cuckold, though. It was a desire to drag his wife to their bedroom and fuck her, to reclaim her as his own, though Adam wasn't sure he'd have the chance to do that. He wasn't in control, after all.

    "I can smell him on you," he said.

    "And how does that make you feel?"

    "Good. Horny. It makes me want to fuck you."

    Lily smiled gleefully and took his hand. She led Adam to the bedroom and instructed him to strip, though she kept her clothes on. Once he was naked she grasped his cock and stroked it until he was impossibly stiff.

    "I was quite intimate with another man tonight," she said. "His hands were all over my body. His lips touched many parts of me. He helped me reach incredible heights of arousal...and pleasure."

    Adam felt wetness on his cock and looked down to see precum dripping from the tip as Lily stroked him.

    "Did you...did you cuckold me?"

    She smiled but offered no response. "I had such fun. I forgot how thrilling a good first date can be. It's so nice when you feel real chemistry with a man, when his touch excites you, when you just want him to lean in and kiss you, when your heart flutters when he does it, when your pussy gets wet at the idea of doing so much more than kissing him."

    Adam was already close to an orgasm and Lily seemed to sense it as she released his cock from her grasp and took off her top and skirt. She took his hand and pressed it against her panties. He felt her warmth and wetness and wondered if Peter had fucked her, if she'd actually cuckolded him.

    "Did you...did you have sex with him?"

    Lily smiled and stepped closer. "Well, another man's cock was inside me tonight...but not in my pussy."

    Adam stared at her lips. Lily moved closer and tilted her head.

    "I sucked his cock," she whispered.

    Their lips met. Her parts and so did Adam's. Her tongue moved into his mouth. He moaned and slipped his fingers into her panties so he could play with her pussy. Lily offered a moan as well and stroked Adam's stiffness as he thought of her mouth offering pleasure to another man's cock.

    "He came in my mouth," she said. "I swallowed for him."

    Lily kissed him again. Adam couldn't help but think of another man's cum in her mouth, of her tongue being coated with it. He couldn't help but groan at the intense pleasure he felt.

    "I was so wet as I sucked his cock," she continued. "I thought about you, Adam. I thought about your willingness to let me have a drink with Peter. I thought about your willingness to let me pursue an entirely different kind of pleasure with an entirely different kind of man."

    "Did it feel good to...to suck his cock?"

    "It did. He's such a strong, confident, sexy man. Plus, his cock really is gorgeous. There was just something so hot about having him in my mouth, about pleasuring him, about making him cum in my mouth. I thought about you watching while I did it. I thought about you being there on your knees next to me, about you seeing your wife give another man pleasure like that. I thought about you submitting to that, Adam, and it made my pussy so fucking wet."

    Adam dropped to his knees and pulled her panties down. He looked up at Lily and she put a hand on the back of his head.

    "I like the way you think," she said right as his tongue found her clit. "I like that you want to make me cum, Adam. Though Peter beat you to that. He used his fingers - and I like your mouth a little better than fingers - but he worked me over so good after I'd sucked him off. He fingered me and played with my clit. He found my g-spot and worked it. He had me trembling for him. Trembling with pleasure. He made me cum so hard."

    Adam wanted to compete with Peter. He wanted to make his wife cum harder than the other man had. He wanted to make her legs tremble and her toes curl.

    "I want you inside me, Adam," she said. "I want you to fuck me."

    Lily stepped back and fell into the bed. She looked so beautiful in the boots and her bra and Adam got to his feet and crawled on top of her. She guided him into her pussy a moment later and their lips met for a deep kiss. He thought again of her mouth being filled with another man's cum. He fucked her hard as those visions danced through his head. He pounded his wife and she moaned into his mouth as the telltale signs of an impending orgasm built between his legs.

    "I'm going to cuckold you, Adam," she said. "It's going to happen. Tonight was too good. Peter's too smart, sexy, and charismatic. He's too much of an alpha male. I have to have him. I have to cuckold you. I have to make you submit to your cuckolding."

    "I will. I'll submit. I will!"

    "Now cum inside me!"

    Adam thought of his cuckolding as he came inside his wife. He thought of her fucking Peter, of her fucking an alpha male, of her having all kinds of wild and wonderful sex. He thought of June joining them, of her fucking Adam with a strapon while June enjoyed Peter's cock. He thought of so many wonderfully kinky things while cumming inside his wife and the sense of bliss that engulfed him was unlike anything he'd ever experienced, which was why the smile on his face was so incredible.

    "Did you cum?" he asked.

    She laughed. "I did. I came hard, actually. You must have had a hell of an orgasm if you didn't notice mine."

    "I did. I really did."

    Lily caressed his face. "So you're really up for being cuckolded when I desire it?"

    He nodded. "Yes. I am. I'm up for being cuckolded. In fact, I'm eager to offer my submission in that way...and just about any other way you want it."

  
    Once He's Locked, He Needs to be Teased

    My experiences with chastity play have been positive across the board. The kind of arousal it creates for both my husband and I is incredible. I can’t recommend it highly enough.

    How you want to indulge in chastity play is your choice, of course, but to me, teasing is mandatory. It’s kind of the whole point, in fact.

    I’m telling you, a little bit of teasing of his locked cock will drive him absolutely wild with desire and result in a focused, eager-to-please husband that will do anything to make you happy. Plus, making you happy will make him happy. Your pleasure will become his pleasure as long as he’s locked up. What could be more fun than that?

    Just think about how much fun it would be to rub your pussy all over his locked cock. If he’d been locked for even a few days he’ll be twitching, trembling, and moaning beneath you. He’ll be willing and eager to do anything you ask.

    I like to start with that pussy teasing fun as a warm up. Then I sit on his face and have him lick me to a fantastically powerful orgasm with his eager tongue. When I’ve cum, play time is over. His cock stays locked, he stays frustrated but eager to please.

    How about a chastity blowjob? Most devices have a bit of open space to ensure air flow, which makes it really easy to tease him with this kind of play.

    He can feel your tongue and the heat and wetness of your mouth as you suck on his little cage. He can probably remember what it was like the last time you gave him a blowjob while he wasn’t locked up. He just can’t experience that full pleasure.

    You can play with his balls too. A little touching or licking goes a long way towards making him moan, writhe, and beg for some sort of release. Again, when you’re finished teasing him have your locked cuckold worship your pussy. Always have him worship your pussy.

    Masturbating while your locked cuckold watches is great fun, too, especially if you get your pussy nice and close to his cock. As you play, show him exactly what he’s missing. Show him your beautiful breasts and her tight pussy. Pleasure yourself inches from his cock. If you use a vibrator, you can give him a thrill by holding it against his cock and your clit at the same time. He gets a little pleasure from the vibration while you’re cumming. What a wonderful way to tease him.

    Seriously, tease your locked up cuckold.  You will be enthralled at the results. As long as you let him out every once in a while he’ll be a very good boy for you.

  
    One Time with Him Will Change Everything

    “You know, this isn’t something you can come back from,” he said. “When I fuck your wife, it’s going to change things. It might happen the moment she feels my cock inside her. It’s going to be different from that point forward. Once she discovers what she’s been missing, she won’t want to go back.”

    You appreciated that your wife’s prospective bull was trying to warn you about the unintended side effects of asking him to satisfy her. What he didn’t realize was that everything he said only turned you on more.

    “I know,” you said. He looked skeptical. “I really do. This isn’t something we’re doing on a whim. I know it sounds crazy, but I want things to change. Things need to change and I don’t mind if they do.”

    “I get it,” he said. “The thing is, every cuckold husband says the same thing and they believe it right up until they see it happen.”

    “Then they see their wife’s face when I fill her. They see something they’ve never seen before. It’s in that moment that so many of these guys realize that things have changed. It happens in an instant. That’s when they panic.” He took a sip of his coffee. “Is that going to happen with you? Are you going to see your wife take my cock for the first time and panic?”

    You know you’re not going to panic. You’ve jerked off to the idea so many times you’ve lost count. It’s the number one thing you fantasize about. It’s what you want. It’s what you crave. You want to see that look.

    “It’s what I want,” you said. “I want everything to change. I want her to feel your big cock and know that she doesn’t want mine inside her anymore. I want you to show her that there’s so much more for her to experience.”

    He smiled. He’d never heard that before from a cuckold husband.

    Now he’s in your house. He’s between your wife’s legs. She’s guiding his big cock into her pussy.

    Do you see the look? It’s different, isn’t it? When she first feels his big cock inside her she can’t help but make that face. It’s relief. It’s pleasure. It’s pure joy.

    She wants more, of course. She wants his big cock to stay inside her for as long as possible. She wants to savor the pleasure of having a nice big dick pounding her pussy.

    It sounds different too, doesn’t it? The way she moans is different. It’s louder and more passionate. You know what that is? That’s true pleasure. He’s fucking your wife like she’s never been fucked before. He’s fucking her better than you ever have.

    Look at the way she pulls him into her. Look at the way her hand moves over his neck. Look at the way she closes her eyes and opens her mouth to let out a lusty moan. That’s a woman finally getting the cock she needs.

    You see it, right? He wasn’t kidding. Things are different now. She doesn’t need your cock anymore. If his is available, she’s going to want it. If it’s not, she’d probably rather use a toy than have your cock inside her.

    This is what you want though, isn’t it? Doesn’t it turn you on to know that she has no use for your cock? Doesn’t it make you hard to know that she’d prefer to fuck a toy than let you inside her?

    Don’t worry, there’s still a place for you. A cuckold’s tongue is always appreciated, especially after he’s pounded her until she’s sore. You can clean her up and soothe her at the same time, just like a good cuckold should.

  Only a Real Man Gets to Cum Inside Your Wife
You’re in bed with your wife. Things are getting hot and heavy. You desperately want to fuck her, to feel her perfect pussy around your cock. She likes fucking you too. Many cuckolds still have sex with their wives and you’re one of them. You go to slip your cock into her juicy cunt, but she stops you.“Wait,” she says and you pull back with a confused look on your face.
You watch as she reaches over to the nightstand, opens the drawer, and pulls out a box of condoms. You’re utterly confused. She pulls one out, tears it open, and hands the condom to you.
“What’s this for?” you ask.
“Your cock,” she says as if you’re insane for even asking.
“But, why would I use a condom? You’re on birth control,” you say.
“I know that honey, but things have changed. Derek and I decided that he should be the only one that cums inside me from now on. He’s okay with you still fucking me – for now at least – but we both feel like only he should get to have bareback sex with me. I hope you understand,” she says sweetly.
“No, I don’t understand,” you say.
The smile leaves her face. A decidedly harsher look comes over her. She takes a firm enough grip on your cock that it hurts a little.
“You’re lucky I still let you fuck me with this thing, but I’ve had enough of you cumming inside me. I only want real men to cum inside me from now on, and I think we both know you’re not a real man. Derek is the only real man in this relationship, which is why he’s the only one that gets to fill me with his cum. If you don’t want to fuck me anymore, that’s fine. It’s not like I’d be missing out on much if I didn’t get to experience your little dick in my pussy. It’s your choice.”
Most men would have wilted under such humiliation. You’re not like most men. Your cock is harder. She can feel it. She knows you like it when she lets you know you’re not a real man. You know it’s true. You know a real man wouldn’t beg his wife to fuck someone else. You know a real man wouldn’t clean that other man’s creampies out of her. You put on the condom and fuck your wife. You spill your seed into the rubber and drop it in the trash afterwards, which is right where your cum belongs.

    Open Wide, Sweetheart

    Today, you are a cum dumpster. Today, you receive. Today, your wife humiliates you by spitting her lover’s cum in your mouth.

    First she gives you the pleasure of watching her go down on him. She wraps her soft, sexy lips around his big cock and blows him. She offers him the sort of pleasure that you’re rarely granted. Your cock does nothing for her, so why would she gives you that kind of pleasure?

    Then you watch as she straddles him and guides his big cock into her wet pussy. She rides her bull. She bounces on him. Her pussy stretches out around the thickness of his cock. He makes her moan gloriously. He makes her feel so good. Most importantly, he makes her cum in ways you’ve never been able to.

    Your beautiful wife is equally dedicated to his pleasure, of course, and she knows he loves it when your wife humiliates you in front of him. What better way to be humiliated than to receive his load straight from your wife’s mouth.

    After she cums, your wife takes his cock in her hand and strokes him. She turns to you and says, “Are you ready to be a little cum dumpster, cuckold? Are you ready for me to spit my bull’s cum into your eager, willing mouth?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Beg me for it you nasty little cum whore,” she says.

    You don’t hesitate. “Please let me drink his cum. Please spit it in my mouth. Please humiliate me.”

    You watch as she strokes and sucks him. You listen to him moan. You see the head of his cock throb. You know he’s about to cum. His spunk shoots into her mouth and you wife holds it there. She’s saving it for you, cuckold.

    Moments later, her face is over yours. She’s about to feed you a yummy load, you lucky cuck. “Open up, slut,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. You open your mouth like a good boy. When you do, she lets her bull’s thick cum slide from her mouth. It’s like she turned on a cum spigot. It drips into your mouth as you see the lust in her eyes. She loves humiliating you, cuckold. It makes her so wet.

    “Swallow his load, whore,” she says.

    Again you do as you’re told. You swallow her lover’s cum. You feel it slide down your throat. You love it, don’t you?

  
    Open Your Mouth and Let Her Feed You

    When your wife has her bull’s cock buried in her pussy, it seems like he’s the only man in the world she’s thinking about. You watch as she surrenders her body to him. You listen as she moans his name. You see the way she clings to him while he fucks her and brings her closer to a breathtaking orgasm with every thrust.

    Worry not, though. You remain on your wife’s mind as she’s fucking her bull. He’s her primary focus, of course, but she knows you’re watching. She knows you’re excited. She knows that seeing her experience true sexual bliss is almost as thrilling for you as it is for her. She also knows that you’re thinking about that beautiful moment when she’s going to crawl over your face and let you consume the thick, creamy load of cum her bull is about to unleash inside her.

    She didn’t understand your desire to clean his seed from her pussy at first. She just couldn’t comprehend why you’d find it pleasurable to lick someone else’s cum from inside her. Then she welcomed you between her legs to clean her for the first time. She let you plunge your tongue into her freshly fucked and filled pussy and she witnessed the intense pleasure you experienced at being given such a gift. In that moment, she understood. She saw your lust. She saw that you were fulfilling a deep-seated need by licking another man’s cum from her pussy and she found the understanding she needed.

    Now, feeding you his cum has become an integral part of being with her bull, for your wife loves you deeply. She yearns to make you happy, and she knows it pleases you to be fed the thick cum of a sexually superior man. She knows you how much you love pushing your tongue into her freshly fucked and filled pussy and finding his salty load waiting inside. She knows how much it turns you on to lick it out of her, to savor the taste for a few moments, and to swallow his cum like a good cuckold.

    Your joy, your lust, your happiness at getting to feast on his superior cum brings your wife a deep sense of satisfaction. It often turns her on, too. Sometimes she gets so worked up she rides your face to a second orgasm, smothering you with her slippery, cummy pussy lips and leaving a thin residue of his seed all over your skin.

    Sometimes, when she’s feeling particularly generous, she’ll slide down your body and take your cock inside her. She’ll ride you for the handful of seconds it takes to cum inside her. She’ll tell you that your cock doesn’t compare to his, that he feels so much better inside her than you ever have. You’ll cum from the sheer pleasure of that degradation and then she’ll feed you your load too, for a cuckold always cleans up, whether the mess belongs to him or another man.

    Doesn’t that sound like a perfect evening?

  
    Oral Pleasure and Cum Sharing for Her Lucky Cuckold

    Click here to read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

     You can always tell when your wife's just been fucked, though that's because she doesn't put much effort hiding the fact that she’s been with someone else without telling you. She wants her cuckold husband to know that another man has had his way with her, after all.

    Today she walks into the house in the same lovely, semi-casual red dress she left in. Her hair is nearly the same, too. The dress looks just a little rumpled, though, and her hair is a little messier, with several fly aways that weren't there before. Plus, her chest is flushed red and there's a hint of sweat along her brow.

    The surest sign that she's been fucked, though, is the smile on her face and the legitimate bounce in her step. She's walking differently than when she left. She's full of joy. It's incredible and you know what it means. She finally got what she needed. She finally got fucked by one of her bulls.

    "Welcome back," you say.

    She was supposed to be going to Target to pick up toilet paper, paper towels, Ziplocs, etc. She did so - she has two Target bags in her hands - but you're certain she did something else, too.

    "Was it a successful trip?" you ask.

    Your wife sets the bags and her purse down, smiles, and steps into your arms. She leans in and kisses your cheek softly. You inhale and the distinct scent of cologne fills your nose. You recognize that cologne. It belongs to Evan, your wife's favorite bull. She likes all her bulls, but he's the one she's almost always willing to drop everything for. He's the one that makes her toes curl, that makes her lightheaded, that makes her scream wildly. He fucks her better than any man has ever fucked her, as she's told you countless times.

    "It was very, very successful," she whispers.

    Her lips brush against your neck and she moans softly. She kisses your cheek once more and then her lips find yours. Her mouth opens. The tip of her tongue brushes against yours and you run your hands down her back and grab her ass. She offers her tongue in full and you taste him. It's subtle, but you taste him. You moan loudly into your wife's mouth and your cock quickly reaches a throbbing state.

    "I can taste him," you say.

    Her lips hover achingly close to yours. "I asked him to cum in my mouth. I told him I was going to go straight home to my husband, to kiss him. I told him I wanted you to be able to taste his cum on my tongue."

    You kiss your beautiful wife. You kiss her deeply. She welcomes your tongue. You taste him again. You taste his cum. You're pretty sure you taste just a little bit of his cock, too. It's the most incredible thing.

    "You're so hard for me," she whispers.

    "I know. I can't help it."

    She smiles. "You're such a cuckold."

    You laugh softly. "Yes, I am, and I'm married to the most incredible hotwife."

    She grinds her body against yours while kissing your neck. Her hand moves down your chest and between your legs. She strokes your cock through your pants and you unleash a long, low, beautiful moan because it feels so fucking good.

    "Did you go to his place?" you ask.

    "No," she replies. "He met me at the Target. We fucked in the parking lot."

    You moan as you think of your wife having torrid sex in another man's car. You think of her bouncing on his cock in the backseat. You think of the car rocking, of his cock filling her pussy over and over, of them kissing as he plays with her tits or grabs her ass. You think of how utterly desperate for him she must have been to fuck in a car like she's a horny teenager.

    "I want you," you say.

    Your wife steps back, smiles, and pushes her dress off her shoulders. It falls to the floor and you stare at her in the red lace bra and panty set she clearly wore for her bull.

    "Holy shit," you say.

    She smiles, takes your hand, and leads you to the living room. You stop just short of the couch and she kisses you. She shares his taste. Your hands roam over her nearly-naked body. You caress her back. You grab her ass and squeeze hard. She moans into your mouth and you into hers.

    As you kiss, your wife takes your pants off. You kick your shoes off and just like that you're naked from the waist down.

    "Shirt off," she instructs.

    You yank off your shirt and before you know it your wife has pushed you onto the couch. She approaches and leans forward, putting her hands on your thighs. Your wife falls to her knees while running her fingers up your legs. She takes your cock in one hand and kisses your thighs softly, moving from one side to the other while stroking you with a light, deft touch.

    "I texted him as I was getting dressed," she says. "I told him I was desperate, that I needed him, that I craved him. I told him I wasn't sure I could go much longer without having him inside me."

    Your dick throbs as your wife shares her overwhelming desire for another man.

    "He must have liked that," you observe.

    She looks up at you and grabs your hips, pulling them forward until your ass rests at the edge of the couch cushion. Your wife kisses the tip of your stiff dick, smiles, and says, "He did. What man wouldn't enjoy a beautiful woman expressing her desperation for him, for his cock?"

    Your wife takes you in her mouth, closes her eyes, and sucks hard on the head of your cock. Your body trembles and then she puts her tongue to work, sending waves of pleasure down your legs and up your spine.

    "I told him I didn't have enough time to go to his place, that I needed him to meet me in the Target parking lot once I was finished shopping. I told him I wanted to ride his big, beautiful cock in the backseat of his truck. I told him I wanted to feel his strong hands on my body as my pussy milked his dick."

    "Oh, fuck..."

    She kisses her way from the head of your cock to the base and back again. She takes you in her hand and strokes you using her saliva as lube. She tightens her grip as her fingers reach the head and you shudder with pleasure each and every time she does it.

    "I texted him when I was in line to pay. He was parked next to my car when I walked out. I tossed the bags in the trunk and then I crawled into his backseat. He followed. I got on his lap. I kissed him with such desire, baby. I needed him so badly. I honestly can't remember the last time I felt such a desperate need to get fucked."

    Your cock disappears into your wife's mouth and you watch while thinking of her in the back of Evan's truck. You think of them kissing as she grinds in his laps. You think of his hands lifting the bottom of her pretty red dress and grabbing her ass. You think of her moaning into his mouth and fervently telling him how badly she needs to get fucked.

    "He got so hard for me," she says while stroking your cock. Her lips find your inner thighs and she kisses them softly. The warmth of her breath tickles your skin between kisses. "Another man was so hard for your wife, baby. So hard for my pussy."

    You arch your back a little and she takes your balls in her mouth. She sucks on them gently. Her tongue swirls around and she works the head of your dick with her fingers, teasing and tempting you skillfully.

    "I pulled my panties aside," she continues, "and he unzipped his pants. I freed his cock and I took him inside me. I threw my head back and I moaned so loudly, baby. It felt so fucking good to have him inside me. Two weeks is just too long without Evan. He fucks me so good that I just can't wait that long, I just can't deny myself that long. I almost came the moment he filled me, baby. It felt so good that my body shook in the most beautiful way and I swear I almost came without even riding him."

    You believe her. You've seen her body shake like that when Evan fills her. It's only with him, too. It's like her body knows it's going to get fucked good and it's trembling in anticipation of the pleasure it's about to experience.

    "Did you ride him?" you ask.

    She nods and flicks her tongue back and forth over the head of your cock. You grip the arm rest and close your eyes as she offers a little extra pleasure by playing with your balls, which are still slick with her spit.

    Then your wife stands and for a moment you think she's going to ride you. She doesn't, though. Instead, she climbs onto the couch, resting her feet on either side of your thighs. She takes your head in her hands and pulls your mouth to her pussy.

    "Taste me," she says.

    You put your tongue inside her. You taste her pussy. You taste where his cock went. You think of him moving in and out of her as your tongue dives deep inside her. You think of her moaning and bouncing on his cock. You can't help but throb with desire as you get to lick her where another man's cock - a sexually superior man's cock - traveled.

    "I want to give you a treat," she says. "Something delicious. Something incredible. Something I've thought about doing for a long time."

    You can't answer because your mouth is full of pussy. You wouldn't turn down such an offer, though, so whatever she wants to give you is something you're going to accept with glee.

    She rides your face a little and it's clear she's getting turned on. You hope she'll let you make her cum. You'd love that. She doesn't, though. She leaves your face wet with her juices and then gets back on her knees in front of you.

    "I rode him hard until I was screaming his name," she said.

    She takes you into her mouth and moans. She swallows most of your cock, holds you there for a few moments, and then pulls off and strokes you.

    Your wife closes her eyes, tilts her head back, and says, "Evan...baby...your cock feels so good inside me. Your cock feels so good in my married pussy. Your cock is so fucking deep in me. I'm gonna cum, baby. I'm gonna cum so hard on your big cock!"

    You very nearly cum while listening to your wife put on a show for you. You think of her riding Evan as she says all those dirty things and it turns you on in unimaginable ways.

    She looks at you and smiles. "After I came, I took Evan in my mouth. I took his long, thick, big cock - which was so wet with my juices - in my mouth and I sucked hard. I sucked and stroked and I told him I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I told him I wanted to swallow his load."

    She leans forward and sucks on the head of your cock for a short spell, luring you ever closer to an orgasm.

    "I want you to cum in my mouth, baby," she says while looking up at you. "I want you to cum in my mouth just like Evan did."

    She plays with your balls and kisses the underside of your shaft.

    "But I'm not going to swallow your cum. You are."

    "I am?"

    She nods. "You're going to cum in my mouth and then I'm going to feed it to you. We're going to share a long, beautiful cum kiss and you're going to swallow every drop of your load because a good cuckold always cleans up his messes. Do you understand, baby?"

    You nod. You're immensely aroused and the idea of being fed your cum has deepened that arousal. You love that your wife is so kinky, that she's sucking your cock after fucking her bull, that she's going to feed you your load.

    "Some day I'm going to feed you one of my bull's loads like this," she adds. "We're going to share it in front of him. We're going to show him how much we appreciate that he fucks me so good."

    "I'd love that," you say.

    She smiles. "You're such a good cuckold. Now cum in my mouth."

    She takes you in her mouth. She sucks with such intense skill that it takes no more than a handful of seconds for your body to seize up in pleasure. Your loins contract and release and you cum in her mouth. Your eyes are closed and your lips are parted as you moan loudly and relentlessly from the incredible pleasure.

    When you've finished cumming, you look down and watch your wife pull her lips from your cock and seal them shut. She gets up and crawls into your lap. She takes your head in her hands. Her lips meet yours. Her tongue slips into your mouth. A torrent of cum follows.

    She moans softly and runs her fingers through your hair while feeding you the hot cum she just sucked from your cock. You think of her riding and sucking Evan's cock. You think of her swallowing his cum. You like that she didn't want to swallow yours, that she wanted to feed you your load. You like that you get treated differently because you're a cuckold.

    "Hold it in your mouth for me," she whispers. "Pretend that it's Evan's cum. Pretend that I just fed you my bull's load. Pretend that your mouth is flooded with a superior man's cum."

    Even though you just came, her words have a remarkable way of arousing the rest of your body.

    She runs her fingers over your lips and smiles. She leans down. She kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth and she shares in the taste of your cum, moaning while she does.

    "Now swallow," she says.

    You swallow every drop of your cum. The aftertaste remains in your mouth, but you're surprised that it's actually somewhat pleasant. It's the smile on her face that you find most pleasant, though, because you've made your wife happy.

    She stands, she grabs a tight fistful of your hair, she smiles down at you and then and pulls your mouth to her pussy.

    "Eat my pussy, cuckold," she demands. "Make me cum."

    You devour her pussy. You lick wildly and wondrously until you feel her thighs begin to tremble. You run your hands up the backs of her thighs and squeeze her ass. She closes her eyes, moans, and has a long, loud orgasm.

    Juices drip from her pussy and into your mouth. You taste her. You think you taste a little of him, too. Perhaps a bit of precum and sweat.

    When she's done, your wife sits in your lap. She takes your head in her hand, smiles, and kisses you softly.

    "Will you really feed me Evan's cum some day?" you ask.

    "I will," she says. "I thought about it while you were eating my pussy, in fact, and it made me cum so fucking hard. So yes, I'm definitely going to suck off Evan while you watch and then feed you his load. I'm going to do it soon, too. It's just such a turn on that I don't think I can resist."

    "You're amazing," you reply. "I'm so lucky."

    "Yes, you are," she says with a smile. "You're a very lucky cuckold. But I'm a very lucky hotwife, too."

    She kisses you. It's long and slow and deep. It's romantic. It's loving. It's perfect. She's perfect. Everything is perfect.

    She's right, too. You're a very lucky cuckold and that's not something you'll soon forget.

  
    Out of the Cage

    Normally, you're locked in your chastity cage. Tonight, though, your cuckoldress is going to set you free, but not before she teases you a little.

    After the teasing she unlocks you and offers you the sort of sensual dirty talk that a caged cuckold craves while she undresses and lets you admire her beautiful, perfect body.

    Enjoy this gentle, seductive teasing audio clip with a mixture of femdom, cuckolding, and chastity play all in one.

  
    Outercourse for the Cuckold

    You don’t deserve pussy. Your cock isn’t big enough. You don’t provide your wife with the kind of pleasure she deserves. For that reason, you don’t deserve pussy. Pussy is reserved for real men, not small-dicked cuckolds.

    However, you deserve pleasure when you’ve earned it. When you’ve been a good boy for your domme, you deserve a release of some kind. That’s where outercourse comes in. You don’t fuck her pussy. You don’t deserve that. You can fuck her legs though.

    If she’s kind, she’ll offer you the pleasure of fucking her soft, stocking-clad legs with your unworthy cock. She’ll let you caress her as you thrust your worthless dicklet between her legs. She’ll let you experience that pure bliss.

    If she’s feeling a bit naughty and like taking control, she’ll put on a pair of skintight latex pants and tease you by rubbing herself all over your body and your stiff cock. She’ll take charge. She’ll prevent you from thrusting. She’ll prevent you from experiencing the pleasure you crave. You don’t deserve it, after all. You only deserve what she says you deserve.

    You can feel the pleasure though, can’t you? You can feel how nice it would be to feel her latex-clad legs moving over your cock, especially after you’ve leaked a little precum and made things slippery.

    If you’ve disappointed her, she might decide to put you in bondage and torture you. She might decide to rub her pantyhose-clad legs all over your cock and not give you any satisfaction. She might just tease. She might leave and let you stand there with your hands and legs bound, unable to do anything. She might come back a little later for more outercourse and denial where she drives you crazy and then makes sure you can’t climax.

    That would be cruel of her, but what you want doesn’t matter. It’s about what she wants. It’s about what turns her on, and if she wants to spend a day teasing her bound submissive, that’s what she’s doing to do.

    If you’re lucky, she’ll put on your favorite pair of stockings and let you fuck her legs. She’ll let you get nice and close to her pussy without letting you actually touch it. She’ll remind you that only real men get to fuck her and that you’re not worthy of her pussy. She’ll remind you of your place as you thrust between her thighs and feel the soft, stretchy material of her tights against your throbbing cock.

    If you’re very lucky and you’ve been a very well-behaved cuckold for your wife, she’ll let you have an orgasm. She’ll let the outercourse session reach its natural conclusion as you spill your seed. Wouldn’t that make you happy? You don’t get to fuck her pussy because you don’t deserve it, but at least she’s giving you some sort of pleasure.

    Remember that if you’re allowed to cum that you must also clean up your load, especially if you make a mess on her stockings. A good boy always cleans up. Be a good boy.

  
    Owned By His Boss - Part 1

    "Yo, I'd absolutely fuck Mary the milf."

    "Hell yeah! Who wouldn't wanna tap that sweet pussy?"

    "I heard she uses the company like her personal escort service, that she calls in the guy she likes best and offers him a chance to fuck her milf pussy in exchange for a raise."

    Todd took a bite of his sandwich from a table far in the corner of the sizable break room - there were lots of employees at the warehouse, after all - and listened to a version of the same conversation he'd heard dozens of times since he took the job a month ago. The guys he worked with seemed obsessed with their boss - the one they called Mary the milf - or at least they were obsessed with talking about fucking her.

    It struck Todd as hugely inappropriate to talk about their boss - or their boss's boss, really - that way. After all, they'd all be fired if she heard even a word of what they were saying.

    She was hot, though. She didn't seem to mind flaunting that, either. She always wore skirts, those skirts were always exceptionally tight, and she seemed to favor blouses that fit rather tightly across her chest, putting her considerable breasts on display. Todd wasn't willing to openly talk of his desire to fuck his boss and he didn't really fantasize about it, but he understood why a man - even a man half her age - would desire Mary.

    "Hey, man," Ed, the only friend Todd had made at work, said as he sat down. "Some things never change, huh?" he added while gesturing to the guys that were still going on about how they wanted to fuck Mary the milf.

    "I guess not," Todd replied. "Why do you think she's the only one they talk about like that? It's not like she's the only woman in management, or the only good-looking woman,"

    "No idea," Ed answered. "Sometimes stuff like that starts with a nugget of truth. Maybe somewhere along the way she actually fucked one of the hourly guys and the story got passed down and now she's the subject of everyone's lust because there's just a hint of truth to it. I mean, you have to admit that it would be kind of hot to fuck the boss, especially when the boss is as beautiful as she is."

    Todd considered it for a moment before saying, "I guess so."

    Ed laughed. "Really, man? You guess so? You wouldn't enjoy fucking Mary if she hopped on her desk, spread her legs, and told you to have a go at her pussy?"

    "Damn, dude," Todd said, igniting more laughter from his coworker. "I have no idea how I'd react in that situation."

    Todd wasn't going to say, but he suspected he'd have difficulty in that particular situation. He'd lost his virginity his junior year of college and it hadn't been particularly good - the girl hadn't returned his calls after the first time. He'd slept with two girls in the half a decade that had passed since losing his virginity and neither seemed particularly enamored with the experience. Because of that, Todd wasn't entirely sure he'd do anything other than run out of Mary's office if she hopped on her desk, spread her legs, and asked him to fuck her.

    It wasn't worth much thought, though. Todd had met Mary only once, and that was before he'd been officially hired at the warehouse. He wasn't sure how long he was going to last, either, as getting paid $15/hour for what felt like backbreaking work didn't seem like a good long term plan. Todd's liberal arts degree hadn't yet proved to be very useful, but he spent most of his free time looking for a better job and he was certain he'd find one before too long.

    After an all-too-brief lunch break, Todd headed back to the warehouse floor and resumed the dispiriting work of moving large boxes from one location to another. He passed the time by brainstorming business ideas that he could start as a side hustle and thinking of ways his degree could actually prove useful. He'd done that same thing for the past month, though, and it had yet to produce any meaningful results, which always proved disheartening.

    "At least it's Friday, right?" Ed said as their shift came to a close. "Two days of freedom before you're back to the grind."

    Todd nodded, grabbed his bag from his locker, and gently closed it. "You got any plans?"

    "I'm getting laid this weekend," Ed answered without hesitation. "How about you?"

    "Well, I didn't have any plans for getting laid, but I wouldn't object," Todd replied.

    Ed laughed. "Why don't you come out with me tomorrow night? I'll wingman for you. I promise, nothing takes your mind off how boring your job is like getting laid."

    Todd wanted to make an excuse - any excuse - to avoid the displeasure that came with rejection, which would absolutely happen if he went out with his friend.

    "Todd!" the shift supervisor called out. "Boss wants to see you in her office before you leave."

    "Whoa! Is Todd getting the call up from Mary the milf? Is he about to get lucky?" someone called out from the other end of the locker room.

    "You worried?" Ed asked with a far more serious look on his face. "They fire people every week, you know."

    Todd was a little worried. "Yeah, I know. I've met my quotas, though. I surpassed them on a few occasions, in fact." He gathered his things and headed for the door.

    "Hey, man, you didn't answer me about tomorrow. You coming out with me?" Ed asked.

    "Yes," Todd replied. "Why not? If I don't have a job I can drown my sorrows. If I do, I can celebrate." He didn't wait for an answer, for making the boss wait was a bad idea no matter what your job was. Todd headed up the stairs towards the offices, found his way to the one that said 'Mary Clarkson' on the door and knocked gently.

    "Come in," she said.

    Todd opened the door to see Mr. Clarkson sitting behind her desk in a tight white satin blouse that she'd unbuttoned all the way down to her cleavage. He stared at the soft, smooth, milky white flesh of her breasts for a few moments before looking away. He was fairly certain his face got red, too, as he felt like a world class moron for looking at his boss's breasts before he'd even stepped into her office.

    "You wanted to see me, Ms. Clarkson?" Todd asked.

    She smiled and gestured to one of the two chairs on the other side of her desk. "Yes, please, shut the door and have a seat."

    Todd did as instructed and tried to calm the sense of nervousness that had overtaken him. He was confident in his job performance, but he couldn't help but worry that he was about to be fired from a job that he desperately needed. After he'd taken a seat, Ms. Clarkson smiled once more, but she said nothing. Her silence went on long enough that Todd couldn't help but feel a little bit uncomfortable. He knew it wasn't his place to start the conversation, though.

    "Tell me, Todd," she began, "do your coworkers talk about me?"

    "Uh...well...I don't know if it's my place to say anything about that, Ms. Clarkson," he answered.

    "You can call me Mary," she said.

    Todd waited for her to say something more, but again Mary seemed more than happy to let the silence linger. "Uh, well, Mary, as I said, I'm not really comfortable saying anything about what my coworkers say. It's just, well, it would be hard to work with them if they felt like I was going to report every little thing they said to the boss."

    Mary smiled, stood, and came around the desk to sit next to Todd. She leaned towards him and her blouse opened a little, once again exposing the wondrously milky white flesh of her breasts. "I know they call me Mary the milf," she said. "I know they talk about wanting to fuck me. I know they talk about rumors that I sometimes fuck an employee."

    Todd leaned back instinctively - as if it was dangerous to be so close to her - and tried his best to say something, though few intelligible words actually came out. "Uh...I...uhh, well, I, I don't...I'm not sure..."

    Mary reached out and put her hand on Todd's knee, silencing him completely as he looked down at her delicate fingers and noticed the perfectly applied coating of red polish on her nails. "There's no need to be nervous, Todd. I know what people say about me. I know they see the tight skirts and the tight blouses. I know they stare at my breasts...just like you did. I know they fantasize about me. I know they start rumors about me and my sexual appetites."

    Todd wasn't sure what to say, though he was entirely certain that he was in the midst of an inappropriate interaction with his boss.

    "Let me ask you, Todd," Mary said as she lifted her hand from his leg. "Do you believe the rumors? Do you believe I'd actually fuck an employee?"

    Todd shook his head.

    "No?" she asked with a smile. "Why is that, Todd? Do I strike you as too professional to stoop to fucking someone that works for me?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    Mary stood, stepped in front of Todd, and sat against her desk. She rested her hands on the smooth wood and leaned forward just enough to show off her cleavage. Despite knowing he shouldn't look, Todd couldn't keep his eyes from wandering to her breasts for just a moment.

    "Would you like a better look?" Mary asked before reaching up and undoing a button on her blouse. The white satin opened, exposing a delicate white lace bra that showed off just a hint of the pale skin it covered. Todd stared - she'd practically invited him to do so - and he felt desire spread through his body. "I have lovely breasts, don't I, Todd?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "I'll bet you'd enjoy it if my breasts were bouncing in your face while I rode your cock in that chair, wouldn't you, Todd?" she asked.

    "Wha...what?" he asked.

    Mary smiled and loosened yet another button on her blouse. It opened further and her saw the taut, smooth skin of her stomach. "The rumors aren't entirely incorrect, Todd," she said softly. "I have fucked a few of my employees. I can't help myself. There are so many strapping young men in the warehouse, and I have needs, and I see no reason that I can't meet those needs by one of the young men that works for me."

    She untucked her blouse and unbuttoned it entirely. Todd stared at her breasts - which looked spectacular in the white lace bra - and he couldn't help but think of them bouncing in his face, as it seemed like Mary was on the verge of seducing him.

    "Can you blame me, Todd? A woman deserves to have her needs met just like a man does, doesn't she?" she asked.

    "Yes," Todd said.

    Mary lifted one of her feet and said, "Take my shoe off."

    Todd reached down and slipped the shiny black pump off her foot. She gestured to the floor and he set the shoe down as her toes crept towards his crotch. Todd held his breath in anticipation of a burst of pleasure, but Mary's foot stopped just short of his cock, which was now semi-hard and tingling with excitement.

    "Do you remember Albert?" Mary asked. "He worked here until a week ago."

    Todd nodded. "I do."

    "Albert had a big, beautiful cock," Mary said. "A cock that I enjoyed dozens of times over the past few months. A cock that he was always happy to offer me when I was in need of the kind of relief only he could provide. I'd call him up here, I'd sit on my desk, I'd spread my legs, and I'd tell him to fuck me until I came all over his big cock. Then, if he'd done a good job, I'd let him cum. Sometimes I'd let him cum inside me, sometimes I'd let him cum on my tits, and sometimes, when he'd been exceptionally good, I'd get on my knees and I'd let him cum in my mouth."

    "He...he was very lucky," Todd replied.

    "Yes, he was," Mary said with a smile. "I was lucky too, of course. I got to take advantage of Albert's exceptional size and skill, and his willingness to do as he was told by his boss. He gave me exactly what I needed, and when he was ready for a new job, I gave him the reference that would ensure he got the position he wanted. So tell me, Todd, are you ready to give me exactly what I need?"

    Todd nodded vigorously. "Yes, I am. I'll...I'll give you what you need, I will. I'll fu...I'll fuck you just like Albert did."

    Mary burst into laughter and a wave of humiliation washed over Todd, as she was clearly laughing at the notion that he could fuck her like Albert did. "You're adorable," she said after she'd recovered from her insulting sense of glee. "But you don't really think you can fuck me like Albert did, do you?"

    "I...I don't know why I wouldn't be able to," Todd replied.

    Mary moved her foot between his legs and pressed her toes against Todd's half-hard cock as a serious look came over her face. "Well, for starters, there's this pathetic little dick of yours. You don't even come close to measuring up to Albert, or just about any other man I've ever had, Todd. You're small enough that I'd barely be able to feel you in my pussy."

    The pleasure her foot offered quickly resulted in an erection between Todd's legs, but he panicked and tried to stand up and leave. Mary was having none of that, though, as she pressed her foot down hard enough for Todd to wince at the exceptional pain.

    "You leave when I give you permission to leave, Todd," she said. "And not a moment sooner."

    "Sorry," he replied.

    Mary smiled and lifted her foot from his flattened, aching cock and began to offer a gentle, arousing massage with her toes. "I like an employee that follows orders, Todd. Albert followed orders. So did most of the young men before him. They've all been so good at doing what they're told, and they've all been rewarded for that. Only a few had trouble doing as they were told, and they were suitably punished."

    "Punished? How?" Todd asked.

    Mary leaned forward and Todd glanced at her spectacular breasts for a moment as she said, "Disobey me and you'll find out how they were punished, Todd. I promise, though, you don't want that. You want to be rewarded for good behavior, for that's a far more pleasurable outcome. I assure you."

    Pleasure and anxiety coursed through Todd in equal measure as he tried to assess his situation and devise a way out of it. Nothing presented itself, though. It seemed that Todd could choose reward or punishment. "If I can't...if I can't fuck you like Albert did, what can I do for you?" he asked.

    Mary smiled as her foot massaged his cock a little harder, applying a pleasurable kind of pressure that made Todd moan. "I like variety, Todd," she explained. "Sometimes, I want a stiff young cock in my pussy. Sometimes I want to be fucked with the kind of youthful energy that only a man in his early twenties can provide. Albert offered me that. You can't offer me that. Your dick is too small for that, and I think we both know you don't possess the confidence to fuck a woman like me to the kind of orgasm I deserve. You can still give me pleasure, though."

    "How?" Todd asked.

    "By doing as you're told," Mary answered as she pulled her foot from between his legs and lifted her toes until they rested in front of Todd's face. "Take my big toe in your mouth, Todd. Suck on it. Swirl your tongue around it."

    Todd stared at her toe - it too was painted a lovely shade of red - but he didn't take it in his mouth. Never in his life had he sucked on a woman's toes and it seemed like an immensely strange thing to do.

    "I expect you to do as you're told without delay, Todd," Mary said with a stern look on her face. "If you can't manage to do that, you'll make it quite clear that you're the sort of employee that deserves to be punished, not rewarded. I won't necessarily mind punishing you - I do find some pleasure in ruining a man, after all - but I'd much rather reward you. You'll need to do as I desire, though. Which means you need to take my toe in your mouth and suck on it right now."

    Todd had never met a woman like Mary or been in a situation like the one he found himself in. He believed she'd punish him, though. He believed she'd enjoy it, too, so he did as she desired. He leaned forward and he took her toe in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it. He sucked on it.

    "Look at me, Todd," she insisted. "Look at me as you do what I desire."

    Todd looked into her eyes and saw delight. Her lips curled into a smile as she pushed her toe deeper into his mouth, applying pressure until Todd was leaning all the way back in the chair.

    "Open wider," she said. "Let's see if you can fit all my toes in your mouth."

    Todd opened as wide as he could and barely managed to fit all five of her pretty toes in his mouth. Mary laughed and began to move them in and out. Todd drooled and gagged once or twice and he felt his body's desire to escape, but he remained in the chair. He let Mary do as she pleased with him, for he'd decided he wanted to keep his job.

    Eventually, when she'd had her fill, Mary pulled her toes from his mouth and rubbed them on his face, spreading Todd's saliva over his skin while she laughed. "Take your cock out," she commanded.

    Todd hesitated and an angry look crossed her face. It was enough to spur him into action, for Todd didn't want to find out what she might do when she was angry. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock as Mary looked between his legs. She burst into laughter before lowering her toes to his crotch and teasing his cock.

    "You're not even half Albert's size," she said. "How pathetic. I can't believe you actually thought I'd want this little dick inside me."

    Todd tensed up, but only because he felt an intense kind of pleasure and he was worried about cumming. "Mary...I'm...I might cum," he announced.

    His boss smiled, moved her toes so they were working the underside of his cock head, and worked him a little faster, deepening Todd's pleasure. "Are you going to keep doing as you're told? Are you going to be a good employee for me, Todd?"

    "Yes," he answered. "I...I will be, Mary. I will be."

    "Let's see if that's true," she replied with a devilish look on her face.

    A moment later she took off her other shoe and offered Todd a full-on footjob with both feet stroking his cock. His loins tingled with intense pleasure as he directed his gaze to her breasts and watched them jiggle wondrously in her lace bra.

    "Cum for me, Todd," she instructed. "Cum all over my pretty feet."

    Todd had no choice in the matter. His orgasm was inevitable, and when it arrived his cum spilled out onto Mary's beautiful feet, leaving them well-coated with his glistening seed.

    "Did you enjoy that, Todd?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered breathlessly.

    "Let's see if you're truly willing to be a good employee," she said. Todd watched as Mary lifted one of her feet until it rested just a few inches from his lips. "Clean up the mess you made."

    Todd stared at the streaks of cum on her foot as he felt an immediate sense of revulsion at the idea of cleaning her. He fought the urge to get up and leave, for Mary's threats remained at the forefront of his mind.

    "Do as you're told, Todd," she said. "Remember, I'm in control and I will happily punish you if you prove to be a disobedient employee. I've done it before when a boy like you wouldn't behave. He thought he could go to management and complain about sexual harassment. He thought they'd listen to him, that they'd fire me. What he didn't understand is that he was a worthless hourly employee, that he meant nothing to the company. I mean something to my bosses, though. I make them money. I make this warehouse run flawlessly, Todd. I have value to them. You're nothing to them. They'll fight to keep me and they'll fight to destroy you if you decide that you can't do as you're told. Now clean your fucking cum from my feet."

    Todd did as he was told. It was disgusting, but he did it. He licked his cum from her toes. He felt the thick, viscous liquid coat his mouth. He nearly gagged on the taste a handful of times, but he didn't stop. He licked up every drop of his cum. He licked it up like his boss wanted and then she offered her other foot and he cleaned that too.

    He felt disgusting and humiliated when he was done, but Todd finished the task. Mary offered a smile and then buttoned her shirt up, tucked it in, and slipped her feet into her heels and stepped behind her desk once more.

    "You can leave," she said. "I'll let you know when I require your services again."

    Todd stood and headed for the door. "How often...how often do you think you'll require my services?" he asked.

    "As often as I desire," Mary answered without pulling her gaze from her computer. "And you will come to me when I demand it and do as you're told, no matter how degrading, disgusting, or humiliating you find it. You're not in control, Todd. You've never really been in control, not here, not in my warehouse. Now, though, you're going to find out what it's like to live for someone else's pleasure, what it's like to be owned. Now leave my office."

    Todd left her office as instructed, shut the door, and leaned against it. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and tried his best to swallow the sense of angst that threatened to overwhelm him.

    One thing was certain. Todd needed to find a new job and to do so as quickly as possible. He wasn't sure what Mary had in store for him, but he knew it was only going to get worse, and he wasn't sure he could handle that. He needed to get out, and to get out quickly.
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    "So, what happened?" Ed asked the moment Todd walked into the bar just a few hours after his encounter with Mary, his boss.

    "With what?" Todd replied.

    Ed smacked him on the shoulder. "With what, man? Really? What happened with Mary the milf? Do you still have a job? Did she wanna take your dick for a ride? Are we celebrating or drowning your sorrows tonight?"

    Todd was hoping he'd somehow be able to avoid talking about what Mary had wanted with him, but that was a silly notion, so he'd come up with what he thought was a fairly reasonable explanation. "Honestly, it's kind of neither. I still have a job, so that's awesome, but it's not like I got promoted or anything. She just wanted to tell me that I was doing a good job, that management had noticed, and that if I kept it up I'd be rewarded."

    "Rewarded? What does that mean?" Ed asked.

    "She wasn't specific," Todd said as the bartender came over. "Two beers, please. Domestic." He turned back to his friend and added, "I'm not management material, so I think she just probably just meant a small raise. I mean, it's not like warehouse work ever gets glamorous or ever actually pays all that well."

    Ed clapped him on the back. "You're right about that, man." The bartender delivered two frothy beers and Ed picked his up, raised the glass, and said, "It's absolutely worth celebrating you still having a job, though."

    Todd was drinking to try and drown out the growing sense of panic he felt at being 'owned,' as Mary had put it. She'd been quite clear that he'd do what she wanted or he'd get fired, and Todd knew that she was right about the company going out of their way to defend management over the hourly employees. Even if he managed to convince the company that Mary had fired him for unjust reasons, the publicity over such a thing would ensure that no one would ever hire him again. He was stuck in a no-win situation.

    There was the voice in the back of Todd's head, though. The voice that told him that he'd gotten to have an orgasm and that Mary had, in her own way, provided him with that orgasm. The voice told him that he'd probably get to have more orgasms, too, and that his boss was an exceptionally hot, obviously open-minded woman that was going to use him as a plaything and that it didn't necessarily have to be a bad thing.

    Todd wasn't ready to listen to that voice, though. He was, however, ready to down several beers and let Ed play wingman for him. So that's what he did. He drank, he flirted, he danced with a few girls, and one of them invited Todd back to her place.

    Todd accepted the invitation and they did a little fooling around in the Uber. The girl - Cindy was her name - kissed like few women Todd had ever experienced. She did truly wondrous things with her tongue, and that particular talent proved to be useful for more than kissing when she went down on him on her couch. The blowjob was the perfect antidote to the stress Todd felt, as the intense pleasure completely wiped his mind of any thoughts of his boss and her threats.

    Then Cindy wanted Todd to fuck her. She took him to her bedroom, tossed him a condom, and got naked. He stripped and put the condom on as quickly as he could. He crawled between her legs, slipped his cock into her pussy, and in that moment he heard Mary's voice in his head. He heard her laughing at the notion of Todd being able to satisfy her with his cock. He heard her calling it small. He heard her assaulting his confidence and he couldn't help but wonder if Cindy was thinking the same thing.

    "What's the matter?" she asked.

    Todd realized he was inside her but he wasn't moving as he let his boss's cruel comments dominate his thoughts. "Sorry," he said. "I got distracted."

    "You're in my pussy and you got distracted? By what?" Cindy asked.

    Todd was just drunk enough - and feeling insecure enough - to be honest. "By something a...well, by something another woman said. About my...my cock."

    Cindy looked a little frustrated, but she asked, "What did she say?"

    "She said I wasn't big enough to satisfy her. She actually laughed at the idea of me being able to satisfy her. She said that she'd barely be able to feel me if I was inside her," Todd explained.

    Surprise took the place of the frustration Cindy had showed just a few moments earlier. "Damn, that's a straight up bitch you were dealing with there. I mean, what did you do to her to piss her off?"

    It was the strangest conversation Todd had ever had while inside a woman, and yet he couldn't help but continue on. "Nothing. She's my boss, actually. Things got really weird with her at work and she's into some weird stuff and it seems like I'm all caught up in her bullshit now."

    Cindy didn't say a word and Todd felt like an idiot. There was no reason to involve the cute girl he was inside of in the stressful shit unfolding in his life. The whole point of going home with her was to relieve some of that stress.

    Then she kissed him. She pulled his lips to hers and did that incredible thing with her tongue again. "I'd really like it if you would fuck me," she said. "Your dick isn't the biggest I've ever had, but it's not like it's tiny, or anything. So if you wouldn't mind, how about you put it to work."

    It was not exactly a ringing endorsement of his cock, but Todd was more than happy to put aside his stresses and fuck the lovely young woman he'd gone home with. They kissed as he did his best to deliver what he hoped was a good fucking. Cindy moaned into his mouth and offered her tongue in a manner that lured Todd into a state of bliss as his mind emptied of any thoughts of Mary.

    At least until Cindy wrapped her legs around him and rested her feet on his ass. Then Mary popped into Todd's head once more. He thought of cumming on her feet. He thought of how she'd made him clean his mess. It didn't dampen his arousal, though. Instead, it did the opposite. He was hit with a stunning surge of lust and he couldn't help but cum. He buried his cock in Cindy and filled her bedroom with grunts and groans and just a hint of regret, for she hadn't cum.

    "Shit, I'm sorry," he said soon after climaxing. "That was too fast."

    "Yes, it was," Cindy replied without a hint of remorse. "I'm pretty sure that wasn't even a minute, and even if you had a nice big dick, a minute wouldn't be long enough."

    "I'm sorry," he said.

    "Maybe your boss knew what she was talking about," Cindy shot back. "Maybe she knew you were a fucking minute man."

    Todd pulled out and sat back on his knees. "I said I was sorry."

    Cindy stared at him for a few seconds before asking, "You said your boss was into some weird shit. What did you mean by that?"

    "Oh, you don't need to hear that stuff," he said. There was no way Todd wanted to tell her about what he'd done with Mary.

    Cindy didn't seem interested in taking no for answer. She sat up, grabbed his balls, and pulled down just hard enough to let Todd know she expected him to do as she desired. "I want to hear it, Todd. So tell me. What kind of weird shit did your boss make you do?"

    Todd hesitated and Cindy tugged on his balls hard enough that he panicked at the idea she might do actual harm. "She made me suck on her toes while she told me that I was going to do as she instructed. She made me suck on all of them as she told me that my dick was too small to have a chance of satisfying her. Then she made me promise I would do as I was told, that I would do whatever she wanted me to."

    Cindy released his balls from her grasp and said, "There's something you're not telling me."

    Todd didn't want to confess to having eaten his cum off of Mary's feet, and he wasn't going to. Then Cindy reached for his balls again. Before she could grab them Todd confessed. "She made me cum on her feet, and then she made me clean them. She made me clean my cum off her feet. That's it. She made me clean my cum off her feet and then told me that she owned me from now on, that she'd fire me if I didn't do whatever she wanted."

    Cindy wrapped her fingers around the base of Todd's cock and pulled the condom off. She smiled and slowly laid back in her bed with the condom dangling in her hand. "And you just did what she told you?" she asked.

    "What choice did I have?" Todd replied.

    "I'm pretty sure most men would have walked out, Todd, even if meant losing their job. I'm also pretty sure that most men wouldn't have been rock hard while sucking on their boss's toes and being told their dicks were too small to fuck anyone to an orgasm," Cindy said.

    Todd didn't have a reply to that particular argument, mostly because she was almost certainly right. For some reason, Todd had been willing to accept - and on a certain level, to embrace - the abuse from Mary.

    Cindy's face lit up like she'd just had a bright idea and she got on her knees in front of Todd, held up the condom he'd just filled with his cum, and dipped her fingers in it while she stared into his eyes. "What if I wanted you to suck your cum from my fingers, Todd?" she asked before pulling them from the condom. "Would you do that for me?"

    He shook his head.

    Cindy didn't seem to believe him as she reached up and rubbed her cum-covered fingers over his lips. Todd leaned back, but he could only go so far and she was clearly determined, so his lips ended up soaked in semen. "Lick your lips clean, Todd," she demanded. "Do it. Lick your fucking lips clean. Do it right now. Clean your cum from your lips. You owe me that. I sucked your dick and I let you fuck me and you came before I was even close to an orgasm. The least you can do is make up for being so fucking pathetic by licking your lips clean."

    Todd did it. He licked his lips clean. Cindy's face lit up as he did and she dipped her fingers in the condom once more. She pulled them out, held them in front of his mouth, and said, "Open up. Right now."

    Todd opened his mouth. He wasn't sure why. He knew what was going to happen. He knew it was going to be disgusting, and he did it anyway. Cindy shoved her fingers in his mouth and Todd sucked them clean. She pushed them as deep as they could go and the look on her face made it seem like she was having the time of her life.

    "You know, I'm not sure your boss is into weird shit, Todd," Cindy said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth and laid back in her bed. "I think maybe she just recognized that one of her employees is a fucked up submissive, that she could manipulate you into doing whatever the fuck she wants."

    "I...I don't...I'm not sure..."

    "And you know what, Todd? It's kind of fun to play with a guy that's willing to do whatever the fuck a woman wants. I've played with a few before. I once had a month long relationship with a foot freak. He'd do anything for the chance to give me a foot rub. And I mean anything. So I played with him until I got bored. It didn't take that long to get to that point, but that boy did all kinds of wild stuff for me. I'd call him over to eat my ass after a long, sweaty workout. I'd make him suck my dildos after I fucked my pussy with them. I even pissed in his mouth once. He never complained, because every time he did something nasty for me I let him have fun with my feet, and he fucking loved my feet," Cindy explained.

    Todd wasn't sure what to say, so he didn't say a word as he sat on his knees on Cindy's bed and watched as she reached between her legs and played with her pussy.

    "But you're not a freak like that," Cindy said. "You don't have a thing you're obsessed with, like the foot guy. You're just willing to do as you're told if it seems to excite a woman."

    "I don't know if that's true," Todd argued, though he could hear the lack of conviction in his voice.

    Cindy grabbed the cum-filled end of the condom with one hand and the open end with the other and gently tipped it over her breast. Todd watched his cum slowly move down the latex tube until some of it had dripped out onto her nipple. Cindy then moved the condom over her other breast and did the same thing, gently coating it with Todd's cum.

    "Come and suck your cum off my tits, Todd," Cindy instructed.

    Todd stared at her breasts as the cum slowly coated her areola. He moved a little closer and Cindy set the used condom on the nightstand and smiled at him.

    "That's it," she said. "Keep coming, Todd. Just a little bit closer now. That's it. Now kiss my stomach."

    Todd dropped his head down and kissed her smooth, lovely stomach. Cindy arched her back just a little and moaned, luring him closer to her breasts as he kissed his way up her body.

    "I'll bet this feels good," she said. "I'll bet you don't even know why, but it feels fucking good to think about cleaning your cum off my perfect, perky tits."

    Todd kissed one of her breasts, putting his lips remarkably close to her cum-soaked nipple. He felt driven to clean it. There was something about Cindy that made him want to do as she desired. So he did. He parted his lips and he took her stiff nipple in his mouth. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it and she responded with a beautiful moan and ran her fingers through his hair. Todd looked up to see her eyes were closed and her lips were parted as the sound of pleasure escaped her lungs.

    "That's it," she said. "Suck your cum off my tit, baby. Suck it off my nipple. Fuck, clean up your cum."

    Todd got into it. He licked and sucked and he felt the same arousal he'd experienced the day before as he sucked on Mary's toes. Maybe Cindy was right. Maybe he was just a freak.

    He moved to her other breast and sucked it clean. He reached up to play with her tits as he licked his cum from her nipple. She moaned for him and he felt a deep desire to make her cum. He wanted to satisfy her, to give this girl the kind of orgasm she'd given him.

    "Can I go down on you?" he asked.

    Cindy opened her eyes, looked at him, and smiled as she pushed on the top of his head. Todd slid between her legs, dropped to his stomach, and went to work on her pussy. He licked and sucked gently on her clit. He reached up to play with her tits and watched as she closed her eyes once more and moaned. He felt her legs tremble a little as he pleasured her clit and he knew he was on the verge of giving her an orgasm.

    Right before she came, Cindy wrapped her legs around Todd's head, trapping him between her thighs. She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled hard enough that he felt searing pain. Then she had a loud orgasm. She screamed in a way he'd never heard a woman scream before and her thighs closed around his head so tightly he thought she might cut off his air supply.

    She relented, though, and looked down at him with a beautiful, hazy smile on her face. "You're a freak, Todd," she said. "Just fucking embrace it. You just saw how much fun you can have when you just fucking embrace it. So do it. Let your boss do whatever the fuck she wants with you. It's pretty obvious you like it."

    "I...I still don't know about that," he said. "I mean, I liked what we just did here, but I don't know, it feels different. My boss threatened me."

    "And I threatened to crush your balls," Cindy shot back. "It doesn't matter much to me either way, though, so I'm not going to try to convince you."

    Todd kissed her thighs softly and asked, "Can I get you anything? A drink or something?"

    Cindy laughed. "Honestly, this was fun, but it's time for you to go."

    "Oh, uh, okay," Todd said as he backed out of the bed. He'd never had a girl kick him out after sex and he wasn't quite prepared for it. He tried his best to recover from the surprise, though, and got dressed as quickly as he could.

    Cindy walked him to the door, gave him a kiss, and turned him down when Todd asked for her number. Just like that he was outside her apartment and in need of a ride home. He ordered an Uber and waited on the curb as he engaged in something of an existential internal debate about whether or not Cindy was right. Was he a freak? Should he just surrender to whatever the fuck Mary wanted to do with him? Was there any chance he'd enjoy that, or was he better off just applying for every open job he could find and getting the hell away from his boss?

    Todd didn't come up with a definitive answer, which made him wonder if he really was a freak like Cindy said. He fell asleep pondering that notion and woke up with the same thought on his mind. Then he got dressed, went to work, and rolled the dice on whether or not he was going to end his day indulging the decidedly dirty fantasies of a cruel-seeming woman.
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    "So, how was last night?" Ed asked as he and Todd unwrapped their sandwiches.

    Todd took the sizable BLT in his hands and studied the strips of thick cut bacon protruding from under the crusty bread as he thought of the sex he'd had the night before. He'd gotten laid and he'd had an orgasm, so on that front it went well. She doled out a bit of unexpected humiliation, though, and once again he did nothing to stop it, which was a little disconcerting. Plus, she'd basically kicked him out of her apartment instead of letting him spend the night.

    Todd wasn't going to share any of that with his friend, though, especially with so many of their coworkers sitting nearby. "It went well," he said before taking a big bite of his sandwich.

    Ed stared at him as Todd chewed, as if he was expecting more. When nothing more came, he asked, "Is that all I get? It went well? Does that mean you got laid, man?"

    Todd nodded, swallowed, and smiled. "I did. And I suppose I should thank you, since you're the one that insisted we go out. So, thank you for that. How did your night go?"

    Ed shrugged his shoulders. "Not as well as I'd hoped. I thought I had it sewn up with this blonde chick who seemed good to go, but she turned me down when the end of the night came around. Kind of felt like she was just using me to get free drinks. Fair enough, I suppose, since I was hoping to use her to have sex."

    Todd chuckled, though he felt bad for his friend.

    "Thanks for lunch, though," Ed added.

    "Hey, it's the least I could do," Todd replied with a smile. "You got me laid and I got you a sandwich. That seems like a fair trade, doesn't it?"

    Ed laughed and shook his head. "Not even close, my friend. Not even close."

    "Todd!" a booming voice called out.

    Todd turned to see their manager standing at the edge of the break room.

    "The boss wants to see you!" he shouted. "Right now!"

    Todd set his sandwich down, carefully wrapped it up, and placed it in the bag before taking a deep breath, pushing his chair back, and heading for the exit. He could feel the eyes of every person in the room on him. He knew they were all thinking he was about to get fired, but Todd knew that it was quite likely Mary had other plans.

    By the time he reached his boss's office, Todd had resolved to refuse whatever she demanded of him. He had no interest in whatever fucked up plan she'd concocted. He was even prepared to quit if Mary insisted on abusing him.

    The door was open so Todd poked his head in and saw Mary sitting behind her desk in a tight, navy blue silk blouse. The soft, delicate material clung to her breasts in the most magnificent manner and he could see her nipples poking through.

    She looked up, offered a sweet smile, and said, "Todd, please, come in, and shut the door behind you."

    Todd stepped into his boss's office, shut the door, and leaned against it. He felt a touch of fear and his resolve to stand up for himself slowly melted away for reasons he didn't entirely understand.

    "Why are you standing all the way over there?" Mary asked as she stood up and came out from behind her desk.

    Her blouse was tucked into a tight leather skirt and she had on a pair of high-heeled, knee high leather boots. There was a gentle sway to her hips as she approached and Todd couldn't help but stare as he felt his cock stir to life.

    Mary stopped at the edge of her desk, extended her hand, and said, "Come here, Todd. Come to me."

    She was calling him like he was little more than a pet, and yet Todd pushed away from the wall and slowly walked towards his boss. Her hand remained extended as he approached and Todd reached out to take it. She smiled and placed his fingers on her hip. He touched the warm, soft leather of her skirt and inhaled the delicate, seductive scent of her perfume, quickly sinking into a state of revelry as he did so.

    "You looked so nervous standing at the door," Mary said softly. "Were you nervous, Todd?" He nodded and she reached up to caress his face in a remarkably tender manner. "There's no need to be nervous, Todd. As long as you do as you're told, I have no reason to punish you."

    For a moment a look of delight crossed Mary's face, as if she relished the opportunity to punish him.

    "You're going to do as you're told, aren't you Todd?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    She gently ran her fingers through his hair and caressed his face once more before softly saying, "I want to hear you say it, Todd."

    "I'm going to do as I'm told," he replied. An unexpected, surprising sense of pleasure spread from between his legs the moment the words left Todd's lips.

    "Good boy," she said. "Now step back and get on your knees for me."

    Todd took two steps back and slowly fell to his knees in front of his leather-clad boss. He let his eyes wander over her body, admiring the way the leather skirt enhanced her curves and the silk of her blouse clung to her breasts.

    "Do you like my outfit?" Mary asked.

    "You look...you look perfect," he answered.

    "Boys like you always love a woman in leather," she said. "It never fails."

    Todd couldn't argue with that. He didn't have much experience with women in leather, but there was no question that the sight of Mary in her leather boots and skirt was enough to make him weak in the knees.

    "I have a task for you," she said before turning and reaching towards her desk to open a drawer. She bent over a little while doing so and Todd was treated to an exquisite view of her ass as the leather skirt tightened across it. He could have spent hours staring at her backside and not gotten tired of it.

    Todd was so preoccupied with Mary's ass that it took him a few moments to notice the red lace thong in dangling from her finger when she turned back towards him.

    "Isn't this a sexy pair of panties?" she asked.

    "Yes," Todd admitted as he hoped that Mary would give him a chance to put those panties on her.

    "I'd like you to wear them for the rest of the day," she said.

    Todd stared at his boss as his mind refused to process what she'd just said. "I'm sorry?" he asked.

    "You're going to spend the rest of the day in these pretty panties," Mary replied with a smile. "Your pathetic little dick is going to be encased in this delicate, perfumed red lace. Your balls are going to spend hours being hugged by a pair of women's underwear. The thong is going to dance against your asshole as you work in the warehouse. It's going to be an unyielding reminder of my power over you."

    "I...I'd rather not," Todd answered, though he could hear how feeble he sounded.

    Mary stepped closer with the panties still dangling from her finger, smiled, and said, "I don't really care what you want, Todd. You're going to stand up, strip, and put these panties on. Then you're going to go back to work with your worthless dick and balls encased in a beautiful pair of women's underwear. And, at the end of the day you're going to return to my office and I'm going to use you for my pleasure."

    "Use...use me? How?" he asked.

    Mary slapped him across the face. It wasn't nearly as hard or painful as it could have been, but it caught Todd by surprise and he nearly fell over. "You ask too many questions, Todd. Remember, I own you. I make the rules. You obey. Now put these panties on or I will deliver a painful, humiliating punishment. I will spank you so hard that everyone in the office hears. Hell, I might make you scream so loud that your friends in the warehouse hear."

    Todd knew it was an option to get up, walk out, and quit his job. It was possible that Mary could make him pay in some manner if he did that, but it was absolutely an option. For some reason, he couldn't bring himself to take that option, so Todd stood, stripped, and put the panties on.

    "What a good boy," Mary said as she reached out and cupped his panty-clad cock and balls in her delicate fingers.

    He moaned the instant she touched him and his cock quickly strained against the tight lace in an effort to get hard.

    She leaned in and her lips barely brushed against his neck before she whispered, "Does it feel good when I touch your worthless little dick, Todd?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    Mary caressed his cock through the panties and Todd felt a beautiful ache between his legs as he tried to get hard in the tight, confined space of the thong. "You know that most men would have walked out when instructed to put on a pair of panties, right?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "You're not much of a man though, are you Todd?" she asked.

    He didn't answer. He didn't want to admit such a thing, even if there was a part of him that suspected it was true.

    Mary tightened her grip on his cock and balls and pulled down hard enough that Todd winced, from both the sudden pain and the fear that she could cause a great deal more pain were she so inclined. "Answer me," she said.

    "I'm...I'm not much of a man," Todd replied. "I'm not. I know I'm not. The woman...the woman I was with last night...she wasn't particularly impressed with me."

    Mary released his genitals, stepped back, and leaned against her desk. "You fucked someone last night, Todd?"

    He nodded.

    "And did you disappoint her?" she asked.

    "I think maybe a little," he said. "She had an orgasm, but I don't know if it was as good as it could have been, or as good as she would have wanted it to be. I came pretty quickly, too."

    Mary laughed softly. "Of course you did. I'm sure that happens with some frequency, doesn't it?"

    Todd nodded. He wasn't usually a minute man, but he didn't have particularly impressive stamina in bed.

    "That's the last time you're going to have sex without my permission. Do you understand?" Mary said.

    Todd's brain found the notion of Mary controlling his sex life absurd, but his cock felt differently, as it responded by trying once again to get hard in the panties she'd made him wear. "Yes, I understand," he answered, surrendering to the part of him that found the notion arousing.

    "I will allow you to go down on any woman you'd like," she added. "But I won't have your pathetic cock going anywhere near someone's pussy unless I give you explicit permission. Now, get dressed and get to work."

    Todd dressed as Mary watched and then he headed for the door.

    "Wait," she said as he reached for the handle. "I want you to thank me for buying you such a pretty pair of panties. I want you to thank me for making your little cock and balls look so lovely in red lace."

    Todd turned and saw the smile on his boss's face. She seemed utterly delighted with herself. "Thank you for buying me such a pretty pair of panties, and thank you for making my little cock and balls look so lovely in red lace."

    "I'll see you at the end of the day, Todd," Mary replied before turning away from him.

    Todd took one last look at her ass in the leather skirt and left Mary's office. He returned to the break room, quickly finished his sandwich, and then hit the warehouse floor to finish his shift.

    Mary was right about the thong rubbing against his asshole as he worked, and she was right about it serving as a constant reminder that she'd put him in panties. The same was true of the tightness of the lace against his cock and balls. It made it impossible to forget that his boss had ordered him to dress in women's underwear, called him a good boy for doing so, and slapped him across the face when he'd asked her one too many questions.

    Todd wasn't hard in his panties as he worked, but he was turned on, to his slight embarrassment. He spent most of the day in a state of low level arousal that had his loins tingling and his cock dripping precum. He wasn't sure if it was the panties or the reminder of his willingness to do as Mary ordered, but there was no question Todd was turned on in a way he found more pleasant than expected.

    As ordered, Todd returned to Mary's office at the conclusion of the work day. He stepped inside, closed the door, and stood with his hands behind his back as she approached. Her nipples were hard and she wore an excited smile on her face.

    "Take off your shoes," she instructed.

    Todd quickly removed his socks and shoes and kicked them aside. He was tempted to take off his pants, too, but he feared receiving yet another slap across the face for doing something outside of Mary's instructions.

    Much to his delight, she reached out and unbuttoned his pants. She tugged on his zipper while staring into his eyes and his jeans fell to the floor. Mary ran her fingers over his panty-clad cock and her smile brightened as she found the wetness of his precum.

    She held up her slippery, shiny fingertip and asked, "Did it excite you to wear panties for me, Todd?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Mary smiled and pushed her finger into his mouth. Todd wrapped his lips around it and sucked. His cock tingled with erotic delight and he felt it try and grow in the tight panties. More precum escaped the tip, adding to the impressive collection that had already dripped from his cock throughout his shift.

    Mary pulled her finger from his mouth, wiped the saliva on his cheeks, and stepped behind Todd. She caressed his ass and then slipped her finger under the thong, pulled back until it felt extremely tight against his cock, and released it. The lace snapped against his ass and he yelped from the sudden pain, eliciting a delighted laugh from the woman who'd seized control of him with such ease.

    "Bend over my desk," she instructed.

    Todd approached his boss's desk, put his hands on the smooth, shiny wood, and bent over. He looked back to see Mary unzip her skirt and push it over her hips and down her legs, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pussy looked exquisite with just a small strip of hair above it and her labia were a little puffy, indicating an elevated level of arousal.

    Mary closed the distance between them, grabbed Todd's hips, and pressed her pelvis against his ass. Her fingers dug into his flesh and she began to thrust against him like they were fucking, only she didn't have a cock to slide inside him. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back hard, making Todd arch his back. She moaned as the sound of her body slamming into his filled the office with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh.

    For just a moment, Todd couldn't help but wish that his boss was actually fucking him. The image in his head wasn't particularly clear - it wasn't as if he saw her as a trans woman that could pound him with a dick - but he was briefly and undeniably aroused by the notion of being fucked while bent over her desk. It was that brief arousal that made him moan like he was, in fact, taking a pounding from behind.

    Mary stopped thrusting and leaned forward until her body was pressed against his. The softness of her breasts felt wondrous against his body and Todd closed his eyes and enjoyed the heaviness of her breath, no doubt the result of her aggressive thrusting.

    "I knew you were the kind of man I was looking for," she said softly. "Owning you is going to be so much fun."

    Mary released his hips from her grasp and sat in her chair. She spread her legs and Todd stared at her enflamed pussy lips as he remained bent over her desk. He wanted to fall to his knees between her thighs. He wanted to worship her pussy, to lick her clit and suck on her labia and bury his tongue inside her, but he refrained from doing so because he hadn't been given permission.

    With a smile on her face, Mary reached down, ran her fingers over her plump, slippery pussy lips, and asked, "Is this what you want, Todd? Do you want my pussy? Do you want my tight, slippery cunt?"

    "Yes," he admitted. "I want to go down on you, Mary. I want to lick your pussy. I want...I want to worship it."

    Mary pointed at the floor at her feet and said, "On your knees. Right now."

    Todd hurried towards her and dropped to his knees. She slipped three fingers into her exceedingly wet pussy and pushed them deep. Todd leaned closer and listened to the beautiful sounds of her masturbation as Mary began to pump her fingers in and out, fucking herself at an increasingly torrid pace.

    "Beg for it," she said.

    "Please, Mary, let me worship your pussy," Todd begged as she reached down with her other hand and rubbed her clit while the vigorous finger fucking continued. "Let me taste you. Let me lick your clit. Let me suck on your pussy lips. Let me give you pleasure. Let me make you cum. Let me give you the orgasm you deserve."

    "Closer," Mary instructed. "Lean in closer."

    Todd dropped a little lower and leaned in closer until he was inches away from her pussy. He felt little droplets of desire hit his face as she masturbated furiously, yet Mary still denied him the chance to taste her.

    "Open your mouth," she said.

    Todd parted his lips with the expectation that Mary would offer her fingers. He was prepared to suck them clean, to taste her juices, to be good for her so she'd let him eat her pussy. She didn't pull her fingers from her pussy, though. Instead, she fucked herself faster and harder while rubbing her clit furiously.

    "Fuck...Todd...I'm close," Mary said. "I'm gonna cum...fuck...I'm gonna cum on your face! Keep your mouth open, and don't you dare fucking move away."

    Todd wasn't sure what she meant or how she'd cum on his face, but his pulse raced as he watched and listened to her wild masturbation.

    Then Mary pulled her fingers from her pussy, moaned loudly, and rubbed her clit with incredible speed. A moment later she screamed in pleasure and a torrent of hot orgasmic juice poured from her pussy, hitting Todd in the face and mouth as she climaxed. He closed his eyes and his head snapped back. His first instinct was to move away, but he remembered her instructions and remained in place while his boss came on his face, just as she said she was going to do.

    When the torrent of liquid ceased flowing from her pussy, Todd opened his eyes and saw a look of pure delight on Mary's face. Then she laughed, loudly expressing her delight at having made an absolute mess of him.

    "Well, that was fun," she said. "Thank me for cumming on your face."

    "Thank you for cumming on my face," he replied with a smile.

    Mary returned his smile, leaned forward, and ran her finger over his lips, though she refused to slide it into his mouth as Todd desired. "You're welcome. You can go now."

    Todd was a little disappointed that she was finished with him, in no small part because he was thoroughly aroused. He tried not to show his disappointment, though, as he quickly got to his feet and put his pants on.

    "Can I use your bathroom to clean up?" he asked.

    "No, you may not," Mary replied.

    "But...I'm soaked," he said.

    Mary smiled. "Yes, you are, and I want you to wear my juices proudly. I want you to wear them to the parking lot. I want you to wear them home. I want you to behave as if you're honored that I came on your face, that my juices have soaked your hair and your skin and even your shirt. I want you to embrace that idea that I just gave you a precious reward by cumming all over you, Todd."

    The idea - when delivered by his boss - proved to be more exciting than Todd expected, so he resolved to do as she desired. He put his pants and shoes back on and headed for the door.

    "Thank you, again, for cumming on my face," he said as he prepared to leave.

    "You're welcome, slut," Mary replied. "I want you to wear those panties to bed tonight, by the way. And I want you to refrain from masturbating. You can wear regular underwear to work tomorrow, though."

    "Okay," Todd agreed.

    Todd left her office, took a deep breath, and hoped that most of the other employees had gone home. He wasn't sure how he'd explain being completely soaked in Mary's juices, but he didn't consider sneaking into the bathroom to get cleaned up. He wanted to do as he'd been told. He wanted to savor that she'd cum on him, that she'd made a mess of him, that she'd used him as little more than a slut for her pleasure.

    He wasn't sure how their relationship would develop - and he feared that letting Mary use him like she'd just done would only encourage her to push things further - but for some reason he couldn't resist the idea of going back for more, of letting her indulge in her obviously kinky desires to treat him like little more than a toy to be used and abused.
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    "You can go right in," Mary's assistant said as Todd approached.

    "Thanks," he said while trying his best not to show that he was nervous about why he'd been called to the boss's office. The girl behind the desk smiled, though Todd wasn't sure if that was because she knew he was walking into some sort of nightmare or if she simply smiled at everyone because it was her job to do so.

    "Ms. Clarkson...er...Mary?" Todd asked as he stepped into an empty office.

    "In here," she said.

    Todd walked towards the sound of her voice and looked into Mary's private bathroom, which was remarkably spacious and well-appointed. To his surprise, she was sitting on the toilet with her skirt bunched up around her waist and her panties around her ankles. "Uh...oh, sorry, I shouldn't...I probably shouldn't be..."

    "I'm out of toilet paper," Mary said.

    Todd stared for a few seconds, mostly from the sense of confusion he felt. "Should I get you some?" he finally managed to ask.

    "No," Mary replied.

    Again Todd felt deeply confused and again he stared at his boss.

    "You can come in here and get on your knees, Todd," she said sharply. "Right now."

    Todd approached the bathroom warily, like he expected her to spring some sort of trap on him. He approached the toilet and dropped to his knees as she'd instructed.

    "I could have asked my assistant for toilet paper," Mary explained. "I could have gotten a roll myself. I could have had you come all the way up here to bring me a roll. But, I thought I'd solve my little problem in a manner that would bring me far more pleasure. I thought I'd use your tongue as toilet paper, Todd. I thought I'd let you clean every little drop of piss from my pussy. How would you feel about being used as toilet paper?"

    Todd had barely parted his lips to offer a response when Mary cut him off.

    "That's not a question I need answered," she said. "As we've discussed, you're opinion doesn't really matter to me, Todd. I own you, and because I own you, I get to do as I please with you."

    Mary stood, turned towards Todd, and grabbed a tight handful of his hair. As she pulled him towards her pussy he saw the droplets of urine on her labia. He almost certainly could have resisted doing as she desired, but he didn't. He let Mary control him. He let her pull his head between her legs.

    "Lick up the piss," she instructed. "Right now. Clean my pussy. Clean up every drop of my nectar."

    Todd did so without hesitation and he felt a surprising stirring between his legs. It couldn't have been because of the piss he was licking off her pussy lips. It tasted horrible and he nearly gagged from it, and yet there was still that sense of pleasure centered on his loins.

    "Am I clean?" Mary demanded. "I don't want any piss in my panties, Todd. I will beat your ass if you haven't cleaned every drop."

    Todd leaned back to examine her pussy and looked up to say, "I don't see anything, Mary. I think I got it all."

    She smiled, released her grip on his hair, and said, "You may pull up my panties, Todd."

    He carefully pulled her panties up her long, smooth, toned legs until they were snug against her pussy. Todd looked up to see a beautiful smile on her face and without thinking he said, "Thank you for letting me clean you like that."

    "You're welcome, Todd," she replied before gently patting him on the head like he was little more than a dog. "See, I knew you'd come around to being owned. I knew I picked the right guy when I invited you to my office. I knew you'd be a good little toy for me, Todd." Mary walked out of the bathroom and said, "Crawl, Todd."

    He followed his boss out of the bathroom, doing so on his hands and knees, once again feeling very much like a dog. Mary sat at her desk, crossed her legs, and dangled one of her lovely feet in a high heel that seemed far too sexy for work.

    "Do you know how long it's been since I got properly fucked, Todd?" she asked.

    He shook his head while briefly entertaining the idea that she might actually ask him to fuck her.

    "Far too long," Mary continued. "I'm not the sort of woman that needs to be fucked on a daily or even weekly basis - not when I have a toy like you to play with - but I do require good sex from time to time and I've gone far too long at this point."

    Todd still couldn't help but hope that Mary was about to ask him to fuck her, no matter how far-fetched it seemed. He didn't dare say it, though, for he feared angering her with what was likely a foolish notion.

    "I'm going out after work and I'd like you to join me," she said. "We'll go to a bar, we'll have a drink or two, and then I'll get what I want."

    Given what she'd said during their first meeting, it seemed impossible that Mary was actually inviting Todd out for drinks and sex, and yet it seemed like that was the case. She'd just made him lick the remnants of piss from her pussy and now she was inviting him to fuck her. Todd felt giddy - Mary was exceedingly sexy and fucking her would be thrilling - but he did his best not to show it.

    "Should I meet you at the bar?" he asked.

    Mary shook her head. "No. After your shift you can come up here and wait until I'm finished working. Then we can go to the bar."

    "Okay. That sounds good," Todd said as he remained confused but hopeful that he stood a chance at having a very good night.

    "Before you go, I'd like you to take my shoe off," Mary instructed.

    Todd reached up and gently pulled the heel off her rather beautiful foot. He set it on the floor, stared at her toes for a moment, and looked up at Mary.

    "Now I'd like you to take my big toe into your mouth and suck on it," she said. "Don't hesitate, Todd. Don't think about it. You need to get out of the habit of thinking about my instructions. You need to get yourself to a place where you do as you're told without hesitation. I own you, Todd, and I expect my property to do as I desire without thinking."

    Todd leaned forward, took her big toe in his mouth, and sucked on it.

    "Eye contact, Todd," she said. "Look up at me while you suck my flesh."

    Todd looked up at his boss as he sucked vigorously on her toe.

    "Slower," she instructed. "You don't have to be so vigorous with it. You're not trying to remove my toe from my foot, after all. You're trying to make me feel good. You're on your knees in front of me, in front of your superior, your owner, and you're doing everything you can to make me feel good because that's what I desire. Suck me slowly and sensually, Todd. Put some effort into it."

    Todd slowed his sucking and swirled his tongue around her toe as he maintained eye contact with his beautiful boss. She held his gaze and he found himself sinking into it. He couldn't help but feel like he truly wanted to pleasure her and he did everything in his power to suck her toe skillfully and sensually as she desired.

    Her voice was soft and seductive as she smiled and said, "That's a good boy, Todd. That's a very good boy. I like that you're learning so quickly. I like that you want to please your owner, that you want to be good for me. I expect you to do the same tonight. Do you understand?"

    Todd nodded with her toe still in his mouth and Mary offered her another sweet smile.

    "We're going to have fun tonight, Todd. So much fun. I promise," Mary said before gently pulling her toe from his mouth. "You may leave. If you need time for your erection to dissipate, you may wait by the door. I have calls to make, though, so I don't want to hear a peep out of you and I don't want you staring at me. Stare at the wall while you wait for your worthless little erection to disappear."

    She was right that he was hard - though Todd had barely noticed his erection while sucking on her toe - so he stood, walked towards the door, and stared at the wall as instructed. As he waited, Todd wondered what his evening might hold. Given that she'd called his erection worthless, it seemed unlikely he'd be fucking his boss that night. Why else would she have invited him to a bar, though? Only time would tell.

    
      
    

    "Are they tight?" Mary asked as she confidently navigated the streets at a remarkably high speed.

    She was referring to the lace panties she'd made Todd change into before they left her office at the end of the day, an act that made him rather certain he wouldn't be getting laid that night.

    "Yes, a little," he replied while trying to adjust the panties to give his balls a bit of breathing room.

    Mary responded with a laugh. "You better get them adjusted. We're almost there, and I suspect you don't want everyone seeing you trying to adjust your pretty panties as we walk into the bar."

    Todd knew it was a fruitless exercise. The panties were far too small - which had almost certainly been purposeful on Mary's part - and he quickly resigned himself to the fact that he'd just have to deal with that.

    Mary pulled into the bar's parking lot, found a space near the entrance, and confidently exited the car. She came around to Todd's side and opened the door as he was fumbling with the seat belt. It felt exceedingly emasculating when she offered him a hand - like he was the woman on their little date - but he took it and let her help him out of the car.

    Mary then grabbed his ass hard and pressed her body against his, catching Todd off guard. He thought for sure she was going to kiss him - perhaps as a way of further fucking with him - but instead she smiled, rubbed his cock through his pants and panties, and then took his hand and led him into the bar.

    They found two stools at the bar and Mary waved the good looking young bartender over. He approached with the kind of smile someone reserves for someone they know and like and said, "It's good to see you, Mary. What can I get you?"

    "It's nice to see you too, Alex," Mary replied with a decidedly flirtatious smile. "Scotch, neat, for both of us. The expensive stuff."

    Alex held her gaze for a few moments - there was unquestionable electricity between them - before saying, "You got it. I'll be right back."

    He grabbed two glasses, retrieved a bottle of Scotch from the high shelf, and set the glasses in front of Mary and Todd. Soon enough they each had two fingers of brown liquor waiting to be imbibed.

    Mary picked up her glass and gestured for Todd to do the same. He wasn't sure why he was in the bar with her or why she'd made him wear panties, but he remembered what she'd said about doing as he was told without hesitation, so he picked up the glass.

    "To trying new things," Mary said before taking a sip.

    "To trying new things," Todd repeated before mirroring his boss and taking a sip of the exceedingly strong-tasting, smoky Scotch.

    Alex put his elbows on the bar, leaned over, and asked, "New things, huh? What sort of new things are we looking to try tonight?"

    Todd watched a smile slowly cross Mary's face as she held the bartender's gaze for a moment and then reached out to run her fingers up his surprisingly muscular forearm. Todd lifted his glass to his lips and took of sip of the strong-but-delicious Scotch.

    "Todd here is looking to suck his first cock tonight," Mary said.

    Todd nearly choked on the Scotch, spitting some of it all over the bar in front of him as Mary's revelation caught him by surprise.

    Alex smiled, wiped up the mess Todd had made, and asked, "It doesn't seem like Todd is aware of his desire to suck cock tonight."

    "It doesn't really matter," Mary replied. "Todd does as he's told, and if I tell him that he's looking to suck his first cock tonight, that's what he's going to do. Todd's also interested in watching me get fucked by the cock that he's so generously going to suck tonight. You see, he's becoming a very good boy for me and he's starting to learn that he needs to do as he's told, even if he finds the idea abhorrent. So he's going to suck cock and then he's going to watch that cock enjoy the pussy that he craves."

    "Is there any chance you'd be willing to let me offer my cock?" Alex asked. "I think you know that I can handle fucking you, and I know that I wouldn't have any problem letting your new toy give me head to get me hard for you."

    Mary's fingers moved a little further up Alex's arm as she said, "I was hoping you'd say that, Alex. You certainly gave me what I needed the last time I let you have me."

    Based on the look on the young bartender's face, Todd thought it was a distinct possibility that Alex would leap across the bar and kiss Mary right then and there.

    "You also know that I live right across the street and that I'm free to take a break whenever I need to," Alex said.

    "I do," Mary replied. "Let's let Todd finish his drink. He might need a little liquid courage to do what's required of him."

    "Let me know when you're ready," Alex said with a wink.

    He walked away and Todd watched him go before turning to Mary and offering a pleading look. He didn't want to give voice to his unwillingness to suck cock for her, but he had no interest in doing so.

    "Drink up," she said before lifting her glass.

    Todd drank nearly half the Scotch before realizing that he should take his time finishing the drink so he didn't have to go across the street to perform humiliating oral sex on Alex.

    Mary smiled and put a hand on his arm. "I know it's scary, Todd. I know you're not gay. I know you're not even bisexual. That's precisely why I want you to suck cock for me. It turns me on to see you do something I know you hate. It turns me on to make you do it, even if you're just doing it to save your job." She leaned closer and said, "Though I think we both know you enjoy submitting to me, that you secretly want to be owned, that you find it freeing."

    Todd wasn't willing to acknowledge the potential truth in what she'd said. He didn't even want to grapple with it. Instead, he took a small sip of his drink and looked down the bar at Alex, the man he was supposed to fellate that night.

    "I will let you watch him fuck me," Mary said. "You just have to be a cocksucker for me, Todd. You have to temporarily let your inner slut out to play, to suck on Alex's big, beautiful cock until it's rock hard and coated with your saliva. Then you can watch a real man with a real man's cock pound my pussy and give me the kind of orgasm I crave."

    Todd was a little embarrassed to find that the notion of watching Mary have sex with another man appealed to him. Not appealing enough to make sucking cock feel worth it, but appealing nonetheless.

    "Finish your drink," Mary instructed. "Now."

    Todd picked up the glass and threw back the rest of the drink without hesitation.

    "Such a good boy," Mary said as she waved to Alex. "Now let's go." She put some cash on the bar, took Todd's hand, and led him outside. Alex followed a few moments later and Mary almost immediately stepped into his arms for a remarkably passionate kiss. "Are you ready to get your cock sucked by my new toy?"

    "Damn right I am," Alex said. Either Mary's pussy was so exquisite it was worth getting blown by a man or Alex was a confident bisexual that didn't give a damn about what sort of mouth was on his cock. Either way, he was quite clearly eager to get the fun started.

    They walked across the street and into Alex's building. Not long after they were standing in his living room. That's when Mary turned to Todd and said, "Strip."

    He tensed up at the idea of Alex seeing him in panties, but only for a moment. After all, he'd soon be on his knees in front of the young bartender with a mouthful of cock, so wearing panties was a small thing. Todd stripped as instructed and Alex chuckled at the sight of him in lacy women's underwear.

    "Leave your panties on, of course," Mary said. "And get on your knees."

    Todd's heart pounded as he dropped to his knees. Mary deftly unbuttoned Alex's jeans and lowered the zipper. His pants fell to the floor and she slowly stroked the flaccid cock that waited behind his boxer shorts.

    "Are you going to suck cock for me, Todd?" she asked. "Are you going to suck cock for your owner?"

    It was yet another opportunity for Todd to walk away. He'd lose his job, but he wouldn't end up with a cock in his mouth. He chose the cock in his mouth. "Yes," he answered.

    "Good boy," Mary said as she lowered Alex's boxers. "Now take him in your mouth. Suck dick to make me happy, Todd. Show me that you're willing to do whatever it takes to satisfy me. Show me that what I want is all that matters to you."

    Todd's heart was beating so hard he was a little worried as he crawled closer, leaned in, and took the soft head of Alex's cock in his mouth.

    "That's it," Mary said while lifting Alex's t-shirt over his head and running her fingers over his muscular chest. "Be a cocksucker for me. Be a filthy little panty-clad cocksucker for me. Get that dick nice and hard so it can fuck my pussy, the pussy that you will never, ever be allowed to penetrate because you were meant to be a toy for me to use and abuse for my pleasure."

    "God damn," Alex said. "You're hot when you're bossy."

    She grabbed his nipple and pulled hard, eliciting a wince of pain. His cock jumped in Todd's mouth, though, and got a little bit harder.

    "Yes I am," Mary replied. "And I do like being bossy. I'm more than happy to be bossy with you, too, Alex. I'll tell you exactly how to fuck me, how to use that beautiful cock of yours to satisfy me before you pump your load inside me."

    "Fucking hell," Alex said as his cock grew in Todd's mouth. "You're fucking incredible, Mary."

    She smiled, smacked his ass hard, and looked down at Todd. "I want to hear you choke on his dick, cocksucker. I want to see you suffer with him in your mouth. Do it. Right now. Right fucking now."

    Todd tried his best to swallow the erect cock in his mouth. He gagged almost immediately and very nearly vomited. He pulled back as his eyes watered and saliva dripped from his lower lip. He coughed a few times, but the moment he could he took Alex's cock back in his mouth. He was completely lost in his desire to serve Mary's needs, to be the cocksucker she wanted him to be, and he didn't care how uncomfortable it was.

    "Look at that," she said. "He's got you nice and hard. It turns out he's not half bad as a cocksucker, and with enough training he'll be good enough to suck off a dozen guys at a gloryhole."

    Todd's eyes went wide with panic at the suggestion that he'd suck cock at a gloryhole and Mary laughed.

    "Don't worry," she said. "You're a long way from me turning you into a gloryhole cum dumpster. There's so much more fun to be had before I take you that low, Todd. Now choke on his cock again and then you can come to the bedroom and watch him fuck me."

    Todd dutifully tried to throat Alex's cock and once again he choked. He coughed, his eyes watered, and he spit up all over again. This time his throat hurt a little, too.

    "Good boy," she said. "You may crawl after us. You will remain silent as he fucks me unless I instruct you to help in some way. And you'll clean his fucking load out of me when we're done or I will beat your ass until it's bruised."

    Todd didn't hesitate to crawl after Mary and Alex. He was lost in the strange pleasure of doing exactly as she wanted and he was eager to see her get fucked, even if it meant enduring the humiliation of licking another man's cum out of her.

    He wasn't going to let himself fall low enough to suck cock at a gloryhole, though. There was no chance of that. Todd was stronger than that. He'd find a way to resist being degraded to that degree. He was certain of it.

  
    Passing the Test

    
      Melissa is wary of making her husband's cuckold fantasy come true, which is why she made him wear a chastity cage for a month to prove he wanted it. Now that month has come to an end, but that's not the only test he needs to pass to prove that he truly wants her to cuckold him. She has another and he won't have long to decide if he's willing to try and pass it.
    

    ---

    Melissa sat across Angelo's thighs and smiled as her fingers moved up and down his rigid cock.

    "You're so hard," she said.

    "I don't think I've ever been this hard."

    Her smile brightened. "I guess a month in a chastity cage leads to one hell of an erection."

    Angelo glanced at the pieces of the cage that rested on the nightstand. He'd spent a month imprisoned in the device, so much so that he'd come to think of it as a part of him. He'd dealt with waking up in pain, with a kiss from his wife resulting in an ache between his legs, with sexual arousal being tied inextricably to discomfort. That was over now, though. He'd passed her test. He'd spent a month in chastity without any hope of release. More importantly, he'd gone a month without besieging her with complaints or begging for his release.

    "I made a profile on Tinder," she said.

    Angelo felt a blissful surge of arousal and he had to work to keep his hands at his sides, for Melissa had been clear that she would direct the action that night, that his role was to lie there and enjoy himself.

    "Does that excite you?" she asked. "That I'm one step closer to cuckolding you?"

    He nodded. "Yes. Fuck, yes, I would love it if you cuckolded me. If you actually fucked someone else."

    Angelo's month in chastity had been the result of his request that Melissa cuckold him. He'd made his request after she'd asked if he had any fantasies. He shared that he often fantasized about her having sex with other men while he watched. They'd talked about it for quite some time over the span of a few weeks and then Melissa had come home from work with a newly-purchased chastity cage in her purse. She'd explained that she was willing to consider cuckolding him but that he'd have to pass a test to prove that he really wanted it, that it wasn't just some silly fantasy that he wanted to jerk off to.

    "And would you really want to watch?" she asked.

    Angelo nodded. "More than anything."

    "I've done some reading about your fantasy, and it seems that a pretty high percentage of men that want to be cuckolded have a lot of difficulty watching. It turns out that they really did just want to fantasize about it, that once they're on their knees and watching their wives or girlfriends get fucked by another man they kind of freak out. More often than not it seems that these men struggle with the idea of not being in control, that it seems to come as a real shock to them that it's not just a fantasy, that their wife might want something different more than just being a pornstar for her husband."

    Angelo shook his head. "I want you to have great sex. That's what turns me on the most. I just want to watch as you have great sex and a great orgasm - or two - with another man's cock inside you."

    Melissa smiled, moaned, and slowly rolled her head towards the ceiling. She reached between her legs, slipped a hand into the delicate black lace panties she'd paired with a matching bra, and played with her pussy as Angelo watched while firmly grasping the sheets to keep his hands from roaming over her body.

    "I want you, Melissa," he said.

    "Do you want me, or do you want me to have someone else?"

    "Both."

    Melissa leaned forward like she was going to kiss him, but instead she grabbed her phone from the nightstand. She sat up and arched her back in a manner that seemed designed to stoke Angelo's arousal.

    She spent quite some time on her phone and her fingers danced wildly over the screen, making Angelo think she was messaging with someone. Then, finally, she set her phone on the bed, smiled, and said, "I went on a date last week."

    Time seemed to slow as Angelo processed what felt like a bombshell. A dozen questions popped into his head. Who was the date with? What was the date? How did she dress for it? What does the guy look like? Did they do anything physical? Was there a kiss? Did they hold hands? Did they fool around? Did they have sex? Had she already cuckolded him?

    "What...who...fuck...you went on a date?" Angelo asked.

    Melissa smiled and nodded. "I met him on Tinder. We chatted for a few days. We talked on the phone. There was real chemistry so when he asked if he could take me to dinner, I said yes."

    "You went to dinner with him?"

    Angelo's brain seemed a few seconds behind, like he couldn't quite process that his wife had already embarked on a version of his cuckold fantasy without telling him.

    Melissa grabbed her phone, tapped the screen a few times, and then showed it to Angelo. It was a picture of his wife with another guy. They were sitting next to each other at a restaurant. She had on a green satin dress that he recognized as one of his absolute favorites. In fact, as far as he could remember, every time Melissa had worn that dress, she and Angelo had fucked after their night out.

    "That dress..." he said softly.

    "He liked it too. He especially liked how good it felt to touch me in that dress, just like you do."

    "What...what part of you did he touch?" Angelo asked.

    Melissa grasped his cock at the base and slowly moved her fingers towards the tip as she held his gaze. Angelo groaned in pleasure as she reached the head and stimulated the many nerve endings that had never been so alive and eager for pleasure.

    "My lower back," she said. "My waist."

    Melissa smiled and leaned forward. The tip of Angelo's cock pressed against her stomach as she kissed his neck softly.

    "My ass," she whispered.

    "What?"

    She moaned and her lips brushed against his neck in the most erotic manner he'd ever experienced. "He touched my ass when we were kissing, though I suppose it would be more accurate to say that he grabbed it, that he grabbed two handfuls of my ass and squeezed it in a manner that made me moan."

    "You kissed him?"

    "I did. It was a great kiss, too."

    Angelo's hands moved to his wife's legs and his fingers headed for her ass. She stopped him, though, grabbing his wrists and swiftly pinning them to the bed.

    There was a harsh edge to Melissa's voice as she instructed, "No touching unless I give you permission."

    "Sorry."

    She released his wrists and sat up. She leaned back and ran a hand over her chest, lightly teasing her breasts in their black lace bra and moaning as she did so. Her hips moved back and forth like she was riding a cock and Angelo immediately thought of her sitting on her date's cock, of Melissa pleasuring another man as she pursued her orgasm.

    "Did you do more than kiss him?" he asked.

    Melissa leaned forward until her face hovered over his and shook her head. "I've been thinking about it, though. We arranged a second date for this weekend. I'm honestly not sure if I'd fuck him - assuming I go on the date - but it's a distinct possibility."

    "You should go on the date," Angelo said.

    She laughed. "I'd like to go on the date. He's charming and handsome and an excellent kisser. Plus, judging by what I felt pressing into me as we kissed, he's got a nice cock."

    Angelo groaned and his hips lifted from the bed without any thought. His cock found no stimulation, though, and his hips dropped as he fought off his near-overwhelming desire to fuck his wife.

    "And if I went on the date, would you want me to fuck him, Angelo?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "What if he fucks me better than you do?"

    "That's what I want."

    She sat up and studied his face. "Are you sure, Angelo? That seems like a dangerous game, doesn't it?"

    He rolled his head from side to side. He'd considered the dangers of his fantasy and they were partly why he'd never confessed it before. Melissa had asked, though, and Angelo figured there was little harm in telling her.

    "It is dangerous. I know that. I'm basically asking my wife to...to have a relationship with someone else. To have great sex with someone else. To find someone that makes her feel things that I can't. I guess I'm also asking you to try and remember that a big part of those good feelings would be the newness of it and that I'm offering you a chance to feel that newness over and over again while having a loving, supportive, reliable cuckold husband at home."

    Melissa grabbed his wrists and pinned them above his head. She leaned forward until her face was just a few inches above his and then kissed him softly.

    "I believe that's what you think you want," she said softly, the warmth of her breath gently tickling his skin. "The question, though, is whether you could actually handle it, because I think we both know it won't be a pure, perfect fantasy, will it? You'll be out of your mind being at home, alone, while I'm in another man's bed, while his cock is deep in my pussy, while I'm clawing at his back and moaning his name and begging for him to fuck me harder so I can cum all over his gorgeous dick."

    "Fuck...Melissa...I want you so badly. Please, let me fuck you."

    Angelo didn't want to beg and he hoped he didn't sound pathetic, but he couldn't help himself. He was too turned on to think straight.

    "If I let you fuck me, you need to do something for me, Angelo."

    "Anything. I'll do anything."

    She smiled. "You haven't heard what I want to do yet."

    "I'll do anything."

    Melissa sat up, pulled her panties aside, and inched her hips forward until she'd pressed Angelo's erection against his stomach and was running her pussy over the underside of it. She moved slowly, teasing his shaft with her heat and wetness and spending just a few moments bathing his cock head in bliss before she moved her hips back.

    "Melissa...please..."

    "I want to cuckold you, Angelo. I do. I wasn't sure until I went on that date, until another man took me in his arms and kissed me. Until that man's hands moved down my back and grabbed my ass through that exquisite dress that you love so much. I moaned into his mouth as he did that. My pussy got wet for him. I knew in that moment that I wanted to cuckold you, that I wanted to fuck him, that I wanted to spend the night in his bed so he could have me as many times as he wanted me."

    Angelo's body writhed beneath his wife as he yearned so desperately to be inside her. He'd never experienced a level of arousal that felt like madness, but then again he'd never been denied the pleasure of an orgasm for a month.

    "I don't want to fuck up our marriage, though, so you need to do something more to prove to me that you're truly desperate to be cuckolded," she said.

    "Anything. I'll do anything."

    Melissa guided his cock into her pussy and sat down on him. She rested her hands on Angelo's chest and he clenched his fists and fought off the urge to grab her hips and thrust his dick up inside her over and over again.

    "I'm going to ride you. I'm going to make you cum inside me. My guess is that it's going to be exceptionally quick and then every bit of desire is going to have drained out of you after you have the most powerful orgasm of your life," she said.

    "Yes, I want that. I fucking want that."

    She lifted her hips and slowly sank down on his cock once more, eliciting a long moan as Angelo experienced a pleasure unlike any other. Some part of him appreciated the thrill that came with a month of denial, but that part was lost under the intense need to cum.

    "Once all that desire has been drained out of you, that's when I want you to do something for me, Angelo."

    "Anything."

    She leaned forward and kissed his neck. As she did, her fingers danced over his lips and then, all of a sudden, two of them were in his mouth. Melissa sat up and studied his face. Angelo wasn't entirely sure what she wanted, so he closed his lips around her fingers and started to suck. To his surprise, it felt oddly arousing to do so.

    She sat fully on his cock and began to rock her hips back and forth, bathing him in pleasure and eliciting all manner of moans from Angelo.

    "After I fuck you, Angelo, after I drain your balls into my pussy, I'm going to sit on your face. I'm going to feed you your cum. I'm going to make you clean your mess out of my pussy. I'm going to do so because it's the last thing any man would want to do after he's cum inside his wife. If you can clean your mess without complaint or making me feel bad for feeding it to you, then I'll go on my date this weekend and there's a good chance that your cuckolding will happen at some point in the near future."

    She was right that Angelo didn't want to eat his cum out of her. Even in his heightened state of arousal it sounded disgusting, so much so that it dampened some of the desire coursing through his body.

    Melissa pulled her fingers from his mouth and asked, "Will you let me feed you after you've cum inside me, Angelo? Will you prove your desire for your cuckolding by submitting to an act that most men would find horrifying?"

    "Yes," he answered. "You're right that I don't want that. It's disgusting to even think about and I'm pretty sure it's going to be awful, but I want you to cuckold me, Melissa. I want it so badly, and not just because I haven't cum in a month."

    "It's going to be a huge load, Angelo. Are you prepared for that?"

    "Yes."

    She seemed genuinely delighted by his willingness to do as she desired, and Angelo was rewarded with a slow, sensual, hugely pleasurable cock ride as her pussy raised up and dropped down over and over again, bathing him in the most intense sexual sensations of his life.

    "Does my pussy feel good, Angelo?" she said softly.

    "Better than good. Fuck, so much better than good."

    She rode him a little faster, doing so at a pace seemingly designed to keep him right at the edge of an orgasm without pushing him over. It seemed that she'd changed her mind about it being quick, too, as she bounced on his cock for quite some time.

    "I'm thinking about him," she said. "About how good it's going to feel to ride his big cock when I let him have me. About how good it's going to feel to kiss him, to feel his hands on my ass, to feel his lips on my neck and chest and tits, to feel his cock throbbing inside me, to hear him moaning about how good my pussy feels, to hear him moaning about how close he is to cumming. I can't wait to make him cum, Angelo, and I can't wait to cum all over his fat cock."

    Angelo grunted and his body tensed up. Pleasure flowed through him, originating in his loins and rocketing outwards until his whole body trembled. His hips pushed upwards over and over, the spasms of his muscles beyond his control. He emptied his long-denied balls into his wife and the climax went on longer than any he could remember.

    Exhaustion washed over Angelo the moment he finished cumming. He closed his eyes and smiled and for a moment all was perfect in his world.

    Melissa's voice interrupted Angelo's post-orgasm revelry. "It's time to drink from my pussy and prove your desire."

    He opened his eyes and she lifted her hips. His cock fell from her pussy. She dragged her hips forward, giving Angelo very little time to think. He turned his face instinctually but Melissa grabbed his head and straightened it.

    "You have one chance to say no, but if you do, this all ends and we never talk about your fantasy again."

    The word formed on his lips, but Angelo choked it down. A moment later his wife's pussy was over his face. He opened his mouth. She sat down. Cum poured onto his tongue.

    It was just as awful as Angelo imagined it would be. The taste was terrible. The texture was worse. He nearly vomited.

    Ultimately, it was Melissa's pleasure that pulled him from the brink of pushing her off his face, as it seemed to Angelo that she was getting off on it. She moaned loudly. She moved her lips subtly to grind her clit into his lips and tongue. She wasn't just testing him. She was having fun with him. She was taking great delight in feeding him his load, and that was more than enough to help Angelo push through and ensure that he still stood a chance at becoming the cuckold he desperately wanted to be.

    "You passed the test," Melissa said after she'd climaxed on his face, leaving a thin sheen of cum and pussy juice in her wake. "I'll go on my date this weekend. I'm not sure if I'll actually fuck him, but unless the date is awful I'm going to do a lot more than kiss him."

    Angelo smiled. Even in his post-orgasmic state he was thrilled at the idea of being a cuckold. The chastity had been worth it. The cum eating had been worth it. Anything else Melissa dreamed up might have been worth it, too.

    "Oh, put the cage back on," she said. "I thoroughly enjoyed having you locked up this past month so that's becoming a regular thing in our life, especially if I'm going to cuckold you. I want control over your orgasms and the cage gives me that."

    He didn't want his cock to be caged, but it was worth it to be a cuckold. Of course it was. So the cage went on. The taste of cum remained on his tongue, and now that he'd eaten his load out of her pussy, any other tests she might dream up seemed like they would pale in comparison.

    "Can I give you a foot massage and maybe go down on you again?" he asked.

    Melissa looked up from her phone - he presumed she was texting her date - and smiled. "That would be lovely. Maybe I should feed you your cum more often if you're going to be offering up massages and oral sex afterwards."

    He laughed. "Maybe you should."

    She turned back to her phone as Angelo moved to the foot of the bed and gave the massage he'd offered up.

    He'd passed the test. There was a very good chance he was going to be a cuckold. It was a very good day.
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    When your wife first brought up the idea of you sucking cock, you didn’t want to seem too excited. You didn’t want her to know that you’d been fantasizing about it for years. You had though. You’d dreamed of being on your knees and wrapping your lips around a big dick as she watched. You’d dreamed of sucking cock for her, of getting a man hard and watching as he slipped that thick erection into your wife’s pussy.

    Your erection gave you away when she first mentioned it. You’d long since entered into the cuckold lifestyle, and she wanted more. She wanted to take the next step, which was to have you fluff her bull.

    “I want you to be a fluffer for me,” she whispered as her lips brushed delicately against your neck. “I want you to suck his cock,” she continued. “I want you to be a cocksucker.”

    It was the last part that really got you. That’s when your cock jumped. Without saying a word you had revealed your desires.

    “Oooh,” she cooed. “Does my baby like that? Do you like the idea of being a cocksucker for your wife?”

    She gently wrapped her fingers around your erection and stroked you slowly. “Do you want to suck cock for me, honey?” she whispered into your ear.

    She wanted to hear you say it, to admit your desires. Your wife wanted to hear her cuckold husband admit that he wanted to be a cocksucker.

    “Yes, I want to suck cock for you,” you finally admitted. 

    She stroked you faster. “Good boy,” your wife said before nibbling your ear lobe.

    Soon afterwards you came. Your cum shot into the air and landed on your stomach as your wife continued to whisper sweet nothings about you sucking dick into your ear.

    Now you’re about to go down on another man for your wife. You’re about to have a thick, throbbing cock in your mouth. You’re about to taste his precum on your tongue. You’re about to suck dick, cuckold.

    He knows what you’ll be doing tonight. He’s looking forward to seeing you on your knees with his cock in your mouth. He likes it when a cuckold submits to him.

    You watch him and your wife fool around on the couch. The way she kisses him always turns you on. She plays with his cock through his pants and he fondles her perky tits. You’re hard too, though you’ve been forbidden from masturbating until your wife gives you permission. She doesn’t want you spilling your load before you’ve had a chance to suck cock.

    When she finally pulls herself away from him, your wife looks over at you and says, “Are you ready to suck cock, cuckold?”

    The moment has arrived, cuck. “Yes,” you say.

    “Good,” your wife says as she stands and walks towards the bedroom. Her bull follows closely behind her and you behind him. Your heart pounds in your chest with each step. You’ve long fantasized about sucking cock in front of your wife, but the idea of actually doing it is nerve wracking.

    The time for hesitation has passed, though. You’ve committed to this, cuckold. You’ve committed to sucking the cock that’s going to fuck your wife. You’re taking the next step in your cuckolding. You’re about to have your first bisexual encounter.

    Your wife and her bull are kissing as you enter the bedroom. Her hand is wrapped around his erect cock and she’s stroking him gently and rubbing her thumb under the head. He moans into her mouth as she offers him the kind of intense pleasure every man craves.

    You’re about to do the same. She breaks their kiss and turns to you. “Come here, honey,” she says. You take a hesitant step towards your wife and she smiles. “It’s okay, baby. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. I want you to do this. You want to do this. You know you do.”

    She’s right. You know she’s right. You’re still scared though. You’re about to have a man’s cock in your mouth. You’re going to taste his precum. You’re going to feel the spongy crown of his dick on your tongue. You’re going to give a blowjob.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as you move in front of her. “On your knees,” she orders in a sweet, gentle tone.

    You fall to your knees and look up at your wife. You see lust in her eyes. She’s eager to have her husband be a cocksucker. She’s eager to see you sucking her bull’s cock. She turns him towards you and suddenly there’s a thick, throbbing dick just a few inches from your face.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” your wife orders. She entwines her fingers in your hair and pulls you forward. You open wide and the head of his cock disappears into your mouth. Your lips close around it. You have a cock in your mouth, cuckold.

    You run your tongue under the thick head and your wife’s bull moans. “That’s a good boy,” your wife says from above you. “Suck his cock like a good little cuckold should.” Her words of encouragement make your dick throb. It turns you on to suck cock. It turns you on to be a cocksucking cuckold.

    You push as far down on his cock as you can go before pulling your head back. He briefly pops out of your mouth before you engulf his erection again. You move your tongue back and forth over the underside of his cock as you blow him, as you work over another man’s erection to get it good and hard for your wife.

    Her fingers tighten in your hair and she pulls your mouth off his cock. “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” your wife asks you.

    “Good. It feels good,” you say, but she doesn’t seem satisfied. “It feels good to be a cocksucker,” you say.

    That’s what she wanted to hear. “Get back to work,” she says with a satisfied smile on her face.

    You follow her orders, opening your mouth and once again taking his cock onto your tongue. It’s a little easier now. You can fit more of him in your mouth now that he’s lubed with your spit. You move up and down the shaft faster, sucking cock like a true slut.

    “Does it feel good?” your wife asks her bull.

    “Your husband’s a natural born cocksucker,” he answers.

    You’re a natural, cuckold. You’re a bisexual cuckold cocksucker, and you love it. You’ll be doing this much more often from now on. You’ll be on your knees eating cock as often as your wife wants it. You’ll fluff him every time he comes over to pound your wife’s pussy. Maybe you’ll even suck him off from time to time. You’re a cuckold and now you’re a cocksucker.
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    She wasn’t supposed to be home for hours. You thought you had the house to yourself for the evening, which is why you grabbed your lube and parked yourself in front of the office computer with your pants around your ankles. You were going to indulge your cuckold fantasies for an evening of slow self pleasure.

    You pulled up your favorite cuckold porn tube videos and your favorite cuckold Tumblr blog, pulled out your cock, and stroked as fantasies of your wife fucking other men danced in your head. 

    Your wife was supposed to be on a girl’s night out, so you were thrilled to find a story about a wife cuckolding her husband on one of those nights. As you read the dirty text you imagined your wife blowing another man in his car. You imagined her straddling him, pulling up her skirt, pulling aside her panties, and sinking down onto his cock.

    You switched to a video of a hotwife riding her bull’s big cock in a hotel bed while her husband sat in a chair nearby and jerked off. You had your headphones on, so you didn’t hear your wife come into the room. You had the volume turned up, so you didn’t notice her presence in the room until she put her hands on your shoulders.

    You screamed and nearly fell out of your chair. You acted instinctively and tried to pull your pants up, to hide your erection. There was no hiding it, of course, but you weren’t thinking. You thought she’d be furious at catching you jerking off to cuckold porn.

    She wasn’t though. Instead, she was smiling at you. “Is this what you jerk off to?” she asked while watching the video. “Is this your fantasy?”

    You considered your options. You could deny that you were watching cuckold porn, but that would be silly. It was obvious you were watching it. You could walk away and refuse to talk about it, but she wouldn’t let it go. Your only choice was to admit it.

    “Yes,” was all you said.

    Your wife smiled again and sat down to watch the dick riding action happening in the video. “He’s got a big cock, doesn’t he? Quite a bit larger than the husband.”

    She didn’t seem thrown off by the fact that you chose to watch a cuckold video as soon as she left the house. The revelation that her husband was turned on by the idea of her fucking another man didn’t seem to upset your wife in the slightest, in fact.

    “Come here,” she said, beckoning you closer with a finger. You stepped forward and she pulled down your pants, freeing your cock. She looked up at you, her beautiful eyes meeting yours. She took hold of your cock and gently stroked it. “Do you jerk off thinking about me fucking another man, honey?” she asked.

    Her grip was soft as she slowly moved her fingers up and down your dick. You were already aroused from your masturbation session and it felt so good. Despite your misgivings, you answered her honestly. “Yes.”

    “Do you fantasize about me riding a bigger cock than yours? About me cumming on that big cock?” she asked as her grip tightened.

    “Yes,” you said, this time a little louder.

    “Do you wish it was me in that video? Do you wish it was my pussy stretched out around that big dick?” she asked, her voice laced with lust.

    “God yes,” you answered as you closed your eyes. You were close to cumming. It felt so good to have her skilled hand stroking you.

    Suddenly, she stopped and stood up. “Come,” she said. You followed her out of the office and into the bedroom. “Strip,” she ordered in a surprisingly stern voice. You quickly pulled off your clothes and watched as your wife did the same.

    “In the bed.” She straddled you, her pussy just inches from your hard cock. In that moment, there was nothing you wanted more than to be inside her.

    “I’ve had a bigger cock before, you know,” she said, capturing your interest. “His name was Roger. We dated just after college. I never measured it, but he was definitely bigger than you.” Your cock jumped at her words.

    “Do you like that, honey? Do you like that I’ve fucked a bigger cock than yours?” she asked as you eagerly shook your head yes.

    “Do you want to know how it felt?”

    “Yes,” you practically shouted.

    She smiled. “I thought you might.” As she shared the details, your wife rubbed her slick pussy over your cock, teasing the head and shaft but not letting you inside. “It was his thickness that felt so good. He was much thicker than you - you’re a little bit thin, to be honest - and I’d never felt so full.”

    “Oh God,” you said, expressing your absolute lust at hearing your wife’s tale of big cock sex.

    “I loved being on top with him. My first orgasm would always rush over me in just a few minutes.” She paused before saying, “I never cum that quickly with you, do I?” No, she didn’t. Sometimes you had to finish her with your fingers or tongue, in fact.

    “No, you don’t,” you answered, admitting your inadequacy compared to her ex-boyfriend.

    “I never had that problem with him. In fact, he always fucked me to multiple orgasms. I could cum two or three times on his big cock without much effort.” She closed her eyes and moaned. “God, I really miss his cock,” your wife declared as she sunk her cunt down onto your throbbing dick.

    The blissful feeling of her warm, soaking wet pussy wrapped around your cock combined with the cuckold delight of hearing her joyful memory of sex with another man nearly made you cum. You held back, hoping not to disappoint your wife by releasing your seed before she could orgasm.

    “Does that feel good, honey? Does my pussy feel good?” she asked.

    “Yes,” you answered between heavy breaths.

    “Do you wish I was fucking him? Do you wish my ex-boyfriend’s big cock was inside me instead of yours? Do you wish you were watching another man fuck your wife’s wet pussy?” she asked while bouncing on your cock.

    You answered by cumming inside her. You wanted to hold back, but you couldn’t. The idea of watching your wife ride a big cock was too hot. You couldn’t help but picture her bouncing on a much bigger, more satisfying dick than yours and you lost your load.

    You expected to see a look of disappointment on her face at your quick orgasm. Instead, you saw a smile. “Maybe I’ll get in touch with my ex-boyfriend. I really do miss his big cock,” she said while raising her hips and letting your cock and cum slide out of her pussy. “Maybe I’ll make you a cuckold.” 

    You should be so lucky.
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    “Are you nervous?” Pete asked.

    Miranda was slowly pacing back and forth in front of the luxurious hotel bed, so it wasn’t really a question that needed to be asked. Of course she was nervous.

    “What if he thinks I’m hideous?” she asked. “You’re my husband. You have to be into me. He doesn’t, though. What if he has no interest in a pregnant woman?”

    “He follows you on Instagram. He thinks you look incredible. He says you’re glowing in all your pictures. He says that ever since I mentioned this to him he’s been thinking about you constantly. You don’t have to be worried that Eric’s going to think you’re hideous. I promise you,” Pete reassured his wife.

    Miranda turned and smiled at her husband. “Are you sure?”

    “I am, but we don’t have to do this. I can call him and tell him not to come. You and I can spend the night in this lovely bed,” Pete said.

    The look on his wife’s face confirmed her desire. She might have been nervous, but she was also eager to have sex with Eric. It was the same reason it hadn’t taken much convincing to get her to go along with the idea. In fact, Pete was quite certain that any resistance Miranda had offered was because she didn’t want to seem too eager.

    “It’s okay if you want to do this,” Pete added. “I want you to do this. I want you to experience what I know you’ve been craving.”

    “Is that all it is?” Miranda asked.

    It might as well have been a rhetorical question. She knew it was more than that. They’d spent more than a few nights indulging in dirty talk as they stimulated each other. Now they were simply following that play to its logical conclusion. Miranda was going to fuck Eric just like they’d fantasized about.

    “No,” Pete said. “That’s not the only reason. I want it for me too.”

    Miranda unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down as Pete watched from the bed. She pulled off the long sleeve top that made her breasts look so spectacular and stood there in a simple but splendidly sexy white lace bra and panty set.

    “He said he’d prefer me to be naked, right?” Miranda asked.

    Pete nodded from the bed.

    “Will you take my bra and panties off? Will you get me ready for your friend?” she asked.

    Pete slid out of the bed and walked towards his wife. He caressed her pregnant belly and they shared a kiss as he reached back and unhooked her bra, freeing her wondrous breasts. Pete played with them as Miranda moaned into his mouth and his cock reached a painfully erect state in no time.

    “I really do want this,” Pete whispered.

    “I know,” Miranda replied.

    He moved behind his wife and lowered her panties before pressing his body against hers and playing with her breasts once more. Miranda leaned into him, turned her head, and kissed Pete.

    “I feel so desperate for him,” she said.

    “I know,” Pete said. “I know you’ve been frustrated for weeks. I know…well, that you need something more and I want you to have it.”

    Miranda spun around and reached up to hold Pete’s head in her hands. Her eyes were filled with the kind of love that always made Pete weak in the knees.

    “I love you, Pete,” she said. “I love you for doing this for me. I need you to know it’s not going to change the way I feel about you. We’re just solving a strange and very specific problem.”

    “I know,” Pete said.

    Miranda took his hand and pulled it between her legs. Pete’s fingers slipped into her pussy and he felt the extreme wetness that had developed inside her. She was wet for Eric. She was eager to fuck his best friend.

    Pete was eager too. His erection raged. Desire coursed through him in ways he was unfamiliar with. He was ready for whatever their night held.

    A knock on the door brought a smile to Miranda’s face. “He’s here,” she said. “Will you let him in?”

    Pete pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy and walked towards the door as Miranda climbed into the bed. He glanced at her astounding, pregnant beauty, took a deep breath, and took the last few steps to open the door to an entirely new and unfamiliar experience.

    “Hey man,” Pete said.

    Eric looked a little nervous, and understandably so. He was being asked to do something most men are never asked.

    “Hey,” Eric replied.

    Pete stepped aside, smiled, and said, “Come in. There’s no reason to be nervous, either. I know you probably are – we all are – but this is going to be easy. Truly, it should be an amazing night. I’ll be quiet. You just have to pretend I’m not here.”

    Eric laughed and stepped into the room. Pete could see a little bit of a bulge in his friend’s pants. Despite his nerves, it seemed that Eric was excited for the naked, pregnant prize that awaited him in the bed.

    “She’s all yours,” Pete said.

    Eric walked past him and stood at the foot of the bed. “Wow,” he said. “You look so much more beautiful than I imagined, Miranda.”

    Pete stood by the door and watched his friend gaze towards the bed. A moment later Miranda appeared. She reached up to unbutton Eric’s shirt and expose his surprisingly well-muscled chest and arms.

    “I hope you don’t mind,” Miranda said. “I’ll be honest, I’m quite eager.”

    “I am too,” Eric replied.

    Miranda tossed aside his shirt and her hand moved down his chest to grasp the bulge in Eric’s jeans. They both smiled as she massaged his cock and then Eric leaned forward and kissed her. For a moment it was a soft, tentative kiss, like they were letting their lips and tongues take the first step into largely unknown territory.

    Their kissing shifted from tentative to passionate before Eric stripped out of his pants and Miranda fell into the bed. Eric joined her and Pete stepped into the room to watch his naked, pregnant wife and his best friend indulge in foreplay.

    Miranda stroked Eric’s impressively thick cock and he moved his hands over her pregnant belly, which triggered and unexpected kind of jealousy in Pete. Another man was caressing the bulge he’d created in his wife and it triggered an intoxicating mixture of pleasure and anxiety, especially when Miranda offered an appreciative moan.

    “You’re so beautiful,” Eric said. “You look absolutely perfect.”

    “Thank you,” Miranda replied with a smile. “You look even better naked than I remember if I’m being honest.”

    Miranda stroked his cock a little faster and Pete felt another wave of intense jealousy as he studied the look on his wife’s face. There was no question his friend was bigger than him and Pete wondered if a size upgrade was a part of Miranda’s desire.

    Eric’s hand moved between Miranda’s legs and he played with her pussy while kissing and gently sucking on her breasts.

    She looked at Pete and smiled before a wild, lusty moan escaped her lips. Their eyes met and Pete felt a deep connection despite the fact that she was naked in a hotel bed with his best friend.

    Pete mouthed ‘I love you,’ and Miranda smiled and mouthed it back before pulling Eric’s lips to hers for another deeply sensual kiss.

    “Will you fuck me?” Miranda asked.

    “Of course,” Eric replied before a giddy smile crossed his face.

    “Stand at the edge of the bed,” Miranda said. “Put my feet on your shoulders.”

    Eric got out of the bed and Miranda moved into position. He ran his hands down her legs and lifted them to gently rest her feet on his shoulders before guiding the head of his cock to her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me, Eric,” she said.

    For a moment Pete felt like he might collapse from the intense sense of pleasure and anxiety rushing through him. They’d reached the moment of truth. His best friend was about to fuck his wife. He was about to slide his cock into Miranda’s pussy and cross a boundary they’d never even considered approaching before.

    Eric smiled, placed his bare cock inside her – he’d been tested and there was no reason he couldn’t cum inside her – and buried every inch of it in the warmth and wetness that awaited him.

    “Oh my God,” Miranda said.

    “You feel so good,” Eric replied.

    “Fuck me, Eric. Fuck me hard. Don’t be shy. You’re not going to disturb the baby, I promise. I need to be fucked hard. I need to be taken. I need this,” Miranda pleaded. That was Eric’s purpose. He was there to provide her with whatever Pete couldn’t provide. He was there to fuck her in the way her husband couldn’t, a fact that proved to be a source of pain and intense desire for Pete.

    Eric delivered the hard fucking Miranda was looking for. The sounds of loud, lusty sex soon filled the hotel room as Pete watched another man make his wife moan in that beautiful way that signals the purest, most wondrous kind of sexual pleasure.

    “Fuck me, Eric! Fuck me!” she screamed.

    Eric held Miranda’s legs and pummeled her pussy as Pete marveled at the fact that he was watching another man have sex with his pregnant wife. It was all because of him, too. He’d initiated it. He’d made it happen because he wanted to see Miranda experience the satisfaction she clearly desired and that he couldn’t provide.

    There was something different about the way Eric fucked her. He did so with authority and power. His bigger cock probably helped, too, but there was a sense of confidence and authority in each thrust that Pete didn’t quite have.

    “I’m cumming!” Miranda cried out after a few minutes of vigorous sex.

    Her legs trembled and she reached up to grasp her breasts and squeezed them as the pleasure very clearly rushed through her body. Pete watched his wife’s toes curl and saw a genuinely giddy smile cross her face.

    “You have no idea how badly I needed that,” she said to Eric.

    Pete wondered if it was intended for him or if Miranda was simply giving voice to her feelings. It hurt a little, though, as it felt like all the confirmation he needed that he wasn’t delivering the pleasure Miranda had come to crave in the late stages of her pregnancy.

    Miranda turned to look at him and said, “Pete, honey, take your clothes off.”

    Pete stripped as Eric pulled out of his wife’s pussy. Miranda flipped onto her hands and knees, looked back at him, and said, “Take me from behind.”

    The conversation they’d had about doggystyle popped into Pete’s head. She’d been nice about it, but she’d also been clear that having sex from behind with Pete wasn’t particularly pleasurable for her. Now she was offering it to Eric and he wondered if it was for Eric’s pleasure or if she actually wanted him to take her from behind.

    “Pete, come here,” Miranda said.

    Pete moved into the bed until he was face to face with his wife.

    “Thank you for this,” she said.

    “Was it a good orgasm?” Pete asked.

    “It was perfect,” Miranda replied as Eric moved behind her. She moaned and Pete was quite certain the other man had just slid his cock into Miranda’s pussy. “He gave me what I’ve been missing.”

    “What I can’t give you?” Pete asked. He knew it was a self-destructive question. He knew it would only increase his anxiety, and yet he couldn’t help it. He couldn’t contain the lust that drove him to ask the question.

    Miranda responded with a smile and pulled Pete’s lips to hers. They kissed as Eric began to fuck her from behind. She moaned into his mouth and their tongues danced.

    “Yes,” Miranda whispered. “He gave me what you can’t give me. He’s giving me what you can’t give me.”

    She spoke softly enough that Pete knew she wanted him to be the only one to hear it. Then she moaned. She moaned because Eric was fucking her harder and faster. She moaned because he was pounding her from behind.

    “Does that feel good?” Pete asked.

    “It’s incredible,” Miranda said. “He’s getting so deep and he’s so thick.” For a brief moment there was an apologetic look on her face, like she felt as though she’d gone too far and had insulted Pete.

    He kissed her. Miranda opened her mouth and her lips pressed hard into his with every thrust as Eric moved her body with the power of his hips.

    “It’s okay that you love this,” Pete said.

    Miranda’s voice was laced with uncontrollable lust as she said, “It feels so fucking good. I just can’t believe how good it feels.”

    Pete listened to his wife’s moans and the sound of Eric’s body meeting hers over and over. He imagined the sight of his friend’s cock disappearing into Miranda’s pussy. He imagined how much fun it would be to fuck her from behind and actually make her feel good, which is something he wasn’t capable of.

    Miranda reached between her legs and moaned. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum again. Harder, Eric. Harder!”

    Pete watched the pleasure wash over his wife’s face. He saw the contortions of her facial muscles as she climaxed yet again with another man’s cock inside her. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d made her cum during doggystyle. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever done so.

    Eric pulled out and Miranda gave Pete a quick kiss before rolling onto her side. Without prompting Eric climbed into the bed, cuddled up behind her, and slid his cock into her pussy.

    Just like that they were coupled once more and the closeness of their bodies seemed to lure Miranda into Eric’s orbit. Her attention turned to the man inside her as they shared a beautiful kiss while Eric’s hand moved over her stomach and her to her breasts. 

    Jealousy coursed through Pete as his wife gave herself over to another man. He wished he was the one inside her. He wished he was the man pursuing his orgasm in Miranda’s perfect, soaking wet pregnant pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” Miranda said between kisses.

    Eric smiled and fucked her a little faster. Pete moved so he could actually see his friend’s cock sliding in and out of Miranda’s pussy and it proved to be an enthralling sight. When Eric’s hand moved to her beautiful pregnant belly Pete briefly thought he might cum without needing to touch his cock.

    “Cum in my pussy,” Miranda said. “Fill me.”

    They shared a beautiful, deep kiss as Eric rested his hand on the center of Miranda’s pregnant belly. He buried his cock inside her and groaned into her mouth as he unloaded. Pete felt lightheaded as he watched another man caress his wife’s swollen stomach and cum in her pussy. He knew if he reached down to stroke his cock he’d cum in an instant, which is why he resisted. He wanted to savor the moment despite the anxiety that came along with the pleasure he felt.

    “You’re still incredible,” Miranda said as they finally broke their tender, erotic kiss. “Even after all these years.”

    “That was the best orgasm I’ve had in a long time,” Eric said.

    They looked like a couple. They looked like the ones that were about to have a baby together and Pete felt like an interloper.

    Miranda turned to him and smiled. “Thank you, sweetheart. Thank you for arranging this. Thank you for letting your friend satisfy me.”

    “You’re welcome,” Pete said as his heart pounded.

    Eric was still inside her. His hand was still on Miranda’s stomach. Neither made any effort to disentangle their bodies.

    Miranda turned to Eric and they shared a deeply sensual kiss. She reached up to caress his face as their lips and tongues moved. Then she whispered, “Would you give us a few minutes?”

    “Of course,” Eric said with a smile.

    He pulled out and his thick cum slowly dripped from her pussy as Miranda held her legs open for a moment, offering Pete a view of someone else’s seed leaking from her.

    Eric walked towards the bathroom with his big, still-erect cock bouncing in front of him and Miranda beckoned Pete closer.

    She took his cock in her hand and stroked him as they kissed. Pleasure exploded between Pete’s legs as his wife’s tongue did wondrous things in his mouth.

    “This was incredible,” Miranda whispered. “Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome,” he said. “You know that making you happy is the only thing I really care about.”

    Miranda smiled and offered a soft kiss. “I do know that,” she said. “I also know the plan was for Eric to leave so you and I could spend the night together, but I was hoping you’d be okay with me spending the night with him. I know it’s a lot to ask, but I don’t want this to end. I want to enjoy being with him a little longer. I…well, I feel like I need it.”

    Miranda stroked him a little faster and he was certain she felt the surge in his erection as the words spilled from her mouth. There was no hiding the fact that her request aroused him, as embarrassing as that was.

    “Would you be willing to let me spend the night with him?” she asked.

    “I’d do anything for you,” Pete replied.

    Miranda smiled gleefully, kissed him, and released his cock, denying Pete the pleasure he’d hoped she might grant him.

    “Thank you, sweetheart,” Miranda said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

    That was it. Pete was being kicked out of the hotel room by his wife so she could spend the night with his best friend. In the blink of an eye his night had turned into something completely unexpected and he wasn’t willing to fight it. Instead, he embraced the odd, wondrous sense of pleasure that coursed through him and got dressed.

    “Have fun tonight,” he said.

    “I will,” Miranda replied.

    Pete left knowing that he was doing the right thing for his wife. He was putting her pleasure above his own. He wasn’t so sure he was doing the right thing for him, but that didn’t matter in the moment. Making his pregnant wife happy was all that mattered, even if it was a little painful for him.

    The End.
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    Isabelle’s legs were still shaking as she pulled into the driveway. Drew had kissed her with such fervor as she was about to leave his house that she couldn’t resist having him again. They’d fucked on the floor in the foyer and the orgasm that resulted had been the most potent she’d experienced all night.

    As the garage door slowly lifted Isabelle closed her eyes and smiled as she thought of the intense, almost overwhelming joy she’d experienced with Drew. It was sex unlike any she’d ever had and it had provided her with a kind of pleasure she didn’t think was possible to achieve.

    Isabelle pulled into the garage, turned the car off, and paused for another moment. She couldn’t quite help herself. Each time she closed her eyes she could feel Drew inside her again. She could feel his wild, insistent thrusts. She could feel his desire for her, a desire that drove him to fuck her three times, and to cum inside her three times. After she’d let him do it once Isabelle couldn’t see the point in making him put on a condom. Plus, it felt so good she couldn’t deny herself the pleasure after she’d gotten a taste of it.

    As she stepped out of the car and walked towards the door, Isabelle thought of Nathan. He was responsible for the great sex she’d just had with Drew. It was his willingness to share his fantasy and his encouragement of her desire to see things through with Drew that led to the pleasure she’d just experienced. Isabelle was grateful for that and she was going to give Nathan what he wanted.

    He was waiting when she stepped into the house. He had a smile on his face but he looked just a little anxious. Isabelle had been gone long enough that it should have been obvious that she’d had a great time, but perhaps Nathan’s anxiety wasn’t related to worries over whether she’d gotten fucked like she’d wanted to.

    “How…how was it?” Nathan asked as Isabelle dropped her purse on the couch and smiled at him.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “Thank me? For what?” Nathan asked. He looked genuinely confused, which she found adorable.

    “For sharing your fantasy with me,” Isabelle said. “For having the courage to do that. I know it wasn’t easy, but you opened up and you shared, and because of that I just had the best sex of my life.”

    Nathan looked simultaneously excited and anxious. Isabelle couldn’t help but wonder what was going through his head as he stared at her. Was he worried that the sex had been too good? Had he masturbated and was now feeling guilty for having done so? Was he nervous about asking more about her night and wanting Isabelle to take the lead?

    “Would you like to hear about?” Isabelle asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    “I think it might be more fun if I told you about it in the bedroom,” she said.

    Isabelle turned and walked towards their bedroom. She heard Nathan following and soon enough he was right behind her. She added a little extra sway to her hips and she suspected his eyes were on her ass. It looked rather good in the leather skirt, after all, and she liked the idea of her husband staring.

    Isabelle walked right to the edge of the bed and spun around. She smiled at Nathan and reached up to unbutton his shirt. She took her time, slowly working each button through the little hole and running her fingers over his chest as she did.

    “I’ve never had a night quite like tonight,” she said. “I’ve never gone to a man’s house for sex, actually. I’ve gone on dates that ended at a man’s house, but I’ve never gone on a date where the only thing I wanted to do was have sex. It was surreal, though as you know, I was wet before I left and that didn’t stop once I got there.”

    “Oh yeah?” Nathan asked. His voice quivered as the words left his lips. He was excited and perhaps a little nervous.

    “Absolutely,” Isabelle continued as she worked another button through its hole. “I only got wetter on the way over. I couldn’t stop thinking about his cock. I just kept picturing it. I kept feeling it in my hands. I kept feeling it in my mouth. Going down on him in his car…Nathan…it changed something in me. It revealed a need I didn’t know I had.”

    Isabelle worked Nathan’s shirt off and tossed it on the floor. She lifted the undershirt he wore over his head and it fell to the floor.

    Her fingers moved to his belt and she slowly undid it while continuing. “He poured me a glass of wine right after I got there. We went to his kitchen. I was going to be a little flirty and try to draw it out, but I couldn’t, Nathan. I just couldn’t. I had to have him. So I told him about you. I told him I was married.”

    “Really?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle pulled his belt from the loops and tossed it onto his shirt. She unzipped his pants and reached inside to find her husband’s stiff cock. She stroked it inside his pants and he closed his eyes and unleashed a moan that he’d probably been saving up for hours.

    “I couldn’t fuck him without him knowing, so I told him it was my husband’s fantasy for me to be at Drew’s house. I told him it was my husband’s fantasy for another man to fuck me and to make me cum harder than I’d ever cum before,” Isabelle said.

    “What…what did he say?” Nathan asked between heavy breaths.

    “He asked if I was telling the truth,” Isabelle replied. “I hopped on his kitchen table and I spread my legs. He walked over and put his fingers into my panties. They found my pussy. He penetrated me. He felt how wet I was for him. He felt how badly I needed him to fuck me. I told him I needed him to fuck me. I told him to fuck my tight, married pussy.”

    Isabelle unbuttoned his pants and they fell to the floor. She pushed his underwear down and freed his stiff cock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked him slowly. She let her fingers dance over the tip of his dick, eliciting lusty moans as her husband’s body trembled with what she imagined was an incredible buildup of desire.

    “Don’t you want to know how it felt, Nathan?” Isabelle asked.

    He nodded.

    “He fucked me right there on his kitchen table,” she said. “He took my panties off and he pushed his big cock into my tight, wet, married pussy. I wrapped my legs around him and I begged him to fuck me. I begged him to fuck your wife, Nathan. I begged him to fuck your wife’s needy, wet pussy. I begged him to give me his big cock, to fill me, to fuck me, to pound me, to make me cum like my husband has never been able to make me cum.”

    Isabelle grasped the base of Nathan’s cock as he groaned like he was already cumming. He hadn’t expelled his semen, though. She’d simply managed to thrill him in a way that utterly delighted her.

    “Get in the bed,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan climbed into their bed and she pulled the tight little leather skirt she’d worn for Drew up around her waist before straddling him. Her panties rubbed against the tip of his stiff dick and Nathan’s body twitched as he moaned.

    Isabelle leaned down and kissed her husband’s neck. She moaned like she had Drew’s cock inside her and sucked on Nathan’s earlobe.

    “He fucked your wife so good,” she whispered. “He fucked me with his big, beautiful cock and he made me cum so fucking hard, Nathan.”

    “God…Isabelle…” Nathan said, though it sounded like he could barely gather his thoughts. He was doing little more than mumbling and it was delightful.

    “My orgasm, Nathan, it was incredible. I came so fucking hard. I came so fucking hard with his big cock buried inside me. He was so deep in my pussy, in your wife’s wet pussy. He was so deep and he felt so good that I couldn’t help but cum all over his cock. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and I screamed, Nathan. I screamed as he gave me the best orgasm I’ve had in years, maybe ever,” Isabelle explained between soft, sensual kisses on her husband’s neck, chest, and cheeks.

    They kissed as Isabelle moved her hips back and forth. She teased the tip of Nathan’s cock with her panties and she hoped he could feel the wetness of Drew’s cum as it leaked into the thin fabric that covered her pussy.

    “He fucked me three times,” Isabelle said after the kiss. “He fucked your wife three times. He stretched out my pussy with his big cock three times. He made me cum three times and each orgasm was better than the last.”

    The look on Nathan’s face was one of desperation. Isabelle knew he was desperate to cum. She suspected he was more turned on than he’d ever been.

    “Did you…did you make him cum?” Nathan asked.

    “I did,” Isabelle said. “Three times. I made another man cum three times tonight.”

    She kissed him and slipped her tongue into his mouth. Nathan moaned and his hands found her ass. He squeezed the flesh and she returned his moan.

    “Your wife made another man cum three times,” Isabelle whispered. “He fucked your wife’s tight, wet, married pussy with his big cock and he came three times.”

    They kissed again. This time Isabelle sucked on her husband’s tongue. She moaned while doing it and he grabbed her ass harder. He loved it when she sucked his tongue.

    “Your tongue isn’t the only thing I’ve sucked on tonight,” she whispered.

    Nathan’s eyes went wide and pushed his hips upwards, rubbing his cock over her panty-clad pussy.

    “I told you I’d fantasized about blowing him again,” she said. “I did. After the first time he fucked me we took a little break and had some wine. I went down on him in his living room. I dropped my head into his lap and I gave a blowjob like I’ve never given before. I sucked his cock, Nathan. I sucked another man’s cock until he was out of his mind with desire and then I let him fuck me again. I started on my back on his couch. He fucked me so hard I bet the neighbors heard me screaming. Then he took me from behind. Fuck, I didn’t know doggystyle could feel that good.”

    Nathan’s desperation reached a new level as Isabelle regaled him with her tale. His eyes were wide with desire and his breathing was heavy. She could feel the precum from the tip of his cock rubbing over her thighs. She knew Nathan wouldn’t take long to cum once she let him inside her.

    Isabelle reached down and pulled her panties aside. She grabbed Nathan’s cock and pressed the head against her pussy lips. She sank down on him, taking the full length of her husband’s erection into her pussy.

    “Oh my God,” Nathan said.

    “Does that feel good?” Isabelle asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    “Does it feel good to be in the pussy that another man fucked, Nathan? Does it feel good to be in your wife’s pussy after Drew stretched me out so good with his big cock?” she asked.

    “Yes. Oh my God, yes,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle began to ride him, but she took her time. She made it agonizingly slow and watched her husband’s face contort as the pleasure of being inside the pussy another man had fucked enveloped him.

    “Nathan…baby…his cock is so much better than yours,” Isabelle said. “He felt so much better inside me than you do. He’s so much bigger. He fucked me so much better than you do.”

    Isabelle rode her husband a little faster and Nathan seemed to lose his ability to speak. He mumbled and moaned and closed his eyes as he surrendered to the experience.

    “I wish I was still with him,” she said. “I wish I’d stayed the night. I wish I was riding Drew’s big cock right now. I wish your little dick wasn’t inside me. I wish Drew was the one fucking me right now.”

    Isabelle knew she was flirting with disaster, but she wanted to give Nathan the best orgasm possible. She wanted to push his fantasy as far as he could take it. The look on his face made her feel quite certain Nathan was overwhelmed with pleasure at her words.

    “He fucked me so much better than you that I let him cum inside me,” Isabelle said. “Three times, Nathan. I love his big cock so much that I let him cum inside me three times tonight. I love his big cock so much that I’m going to let him fuck me and cum inside me whenever he wants.”

    “Fuck…Isabelle!” Nathan cried out.

    A moment later his orgasm arrived. He grabbed her ass and pushed his hips upwards. His back arched, his eyes closed, and his face contorted in wild, wondrous pleasure.

    Isabelle smiled. She’d given her husband the orgasm he craved. It brought her a greater sense of joy than she’d expected.

    Nathan’s head rolled from side to side and his body quivered beneath her for a minute before he finally opened his eyes and smiled.

    “Isabelle, that was incredible,” he said.

    “Yeah? I didn’t go too far?” she asked.

    “Not at all. Thank you,” Nathan replied. “Really. I can’t believe how hot that was.”

    Isabelle lifted her pussy from his cock, pulled her panties over it, and laid on Nathan’s chest.

    “I’d like to see him again,” she said.

    “I’d like that too,” he replied.

    Nathan ran his fingers through her hair and Isabelle smiled. She was happy. Her husband was happy. Drew was happy too.

    Everyone got what they wanted, and Isabelle was quite certain they were just getting started.

    The End.
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    “Are you nervous?” Christian asked as he and Ruby waited in line for the chair lift.

    “A little, I guess,” she replied. “Adam used to be a ski instructor, though, so I’m in good hands.”

    They ventured to Vermont for Christmas every two years, but this was the first year they were going to take advantage of the numerous ski mountains a short drive from the well-to-do town.

    “It’s not as hard as it looks,” Christian said. “Especially if you stay away from the more difficult runs.”

    Christian and Ruby reached the front of the line and stepped in front of the oncoming chair. They hopped on and just like that they were off towards the top of the mountain with their feet dangling and an icy breeze biting at the small patches of skin that weren’t covered by layers of warm fabric.

    “I’m sure Adam will keep me safe,” Ruby said.

    Christian glanced at his wife and saw a smile on her face. Had he not known about her extracurricular activities with Adam he would have taken that comment at face value. He did know, though, and that ensured that her comment carried extra meaning. Meaning that he found far more arousing than any man should have.

    “I should have taken you skiing years ago,” Christian said.

    “Why?” Ruby asked.

    “It turns out that you look really cute in ski gear,” he replied.

    Ruby laughed and leaned into him. She reached over and her hand drifted between his legs and for a moment Christian felt like he was a teenager again. He’d been on the receiving end of a handjob on the lift once and while he suspected his wife wasn’t going to take his cock out and jerk him off, her amorousness over the past handful of days made it seem like it was at least a possibility.

    “You really think I look cute?” Ruby asked.

    Christian turned to her and smiled. “Cute and sexy, in fact. I like that you went with the tight ski pants. They make your ass look incredible, if you don’t mind me saying.”

    Ruby rubbed Christian’s cock through the thick ski pants he’d chosen and he felt it come to life. “I don’t mind at all, especially since that means you were staring at my ass. I like that my husband still enjoys staring at my ass.”

    Christian suspected that Ruby liked that Adam would be staring at her ass, too. He couldn’t help but wonder just how much teaching would be going on and how much time they’d spend flirting or, if they could find a little privacy, fooling around.

    “I do like staring at your ass,” Christian said.

    “You know, you probably won’t be the only one to stare at my ass,” Ruby said.

    Christian felt the almost instantaneous erection that formed between his legs. He wondered if his wife felt it too. More than that, he wondered if she’d mentioned other men staring at her ass on purpose. Was it possible she knew that he’d been watching? No, it couldn’t be possible. He’d been careful and Ruby had shown no sign that she new Christian had done a little bit of spying over the course of their Christmas.

    “I guess you’re right,” Christian said. “Especially when an ass looks as good as yours does in those pants.”

    Ruby smiled and rubbed him vigorously. He wasn’t quite getting a handjob, but it was awfully close. “That doesn’t bother you?” she asked.

    Again Christian wondered if his wife had somehow discovered that he’d developed an interest in her enjoying another man. That man happened to be her brother-in-law, but Christian couldn’t deny that he found the whole thing far more arousing than he thought possible.

    “I guess it doesn’t,” he answered.

    “You’re awfully hard,” Ruby said.

    “Well, my wife is playing with my cock on a ski lift,” Christian replied. “That’s not the sort of thing that happens every day.”

    “I guess it isn’t,” Ruby said.

    She seemed content to leave it at that, but Christian couldn’t help but wonder what his wife was thinking. He wished he could be inside her head for just a little to suss out what was going through her mind.

    Ruby pulled her hand from between his legs as they neared the end of their journey. She gave Christian a quick kiss on the cheek and he turned so their lips met. Ruby’s tongue was in his mouth in the blink of an eye and it was far more active than Christian had expected. There was no question his wife was in a giving mood since they’d arrived in Vermont and Christian couldn’t help but enjoy it, even if it seemed to have been inspired by her affair.

    “That was fun,” he said.

    “Yes it was,” Ruby replied before gently wiping a bit of saliva from her lower lip. “Just the kind of fun I like.”

    The smile she offered and the twinkle in her eye reminded Christian of how Ruby had been when they first met. Back then she had a seemingly boundless desire for sex and it felt like her dalliance with Adam had reignited some of that, which was in part why Christian still couldn’t bring himself to say anything. He wanted to enjoy his wife’s newfound lust and he wanted to ride the wave of unexpected lust it inspired in him, too.

    “Be safe today,” Christian said as the lift flattened out and prepared to drop them off. “Don’t try to do too much. That’s how people get hurt.”

    “I won’t, I promise,” Ruby said.

    At the direction of the attendant they disembarked the lift as Marie and Adam approached with smiles on their faces.

    “Hey you two!” Marie called out.

    Christian and Ruby waved as they all met and exchanged hugs.

    “So, brother, are you ready for a race?” Marie asked.

    “You know I am,” Christian replied. “As long as you’re ready to lose.”

    Adam laughed. “Look who’s feeling confident. How about you, Marie, are you feeling confident?”

    “I certainly am,” Marie said. “In fact, I think we should make a bet. Whoever loses buys dinner tonight and it has to be a nice dinner. Drinks included.”

    Christian looked at his wife and smiled. “What do you think? Is that worth the risk?”

    “I believe in you,” Ruby said. “Make the bet.”

    Christian turned to his sister and smiled. “Alright, you’ve got a bet.”

    They shook on it and Marie said, “I’ll meet you at the start of the run, then. I don’t want to hear any whining when I beat you, though. Take your defeat like a man.”

    Marie walked off and Christian turned to Adam. “You’re sure you’re okay giving lessons today? I’m sure we could find someone else to teach Ruby the basics so you can do some real skiing.”

    “Not at all,” Adam said. “I like teaching. Honestly, I do. It takes me back to my youth. It’ll be fun. Plus, we’re here for a few more days so there should be plenty of time to ski.”

    Again Christian wondered how much teaching would actually happen. Strange as it seemed, part of him hoped they were going to sneak off and find a way to fuck instead of doing any ski instruction. The only thing that frustrated him was that it didn’t seem possible to watch.

    “Well, thank you,” Christian said. “I really appreciate it.”

    “I do too,” Ruby replied. “It’s nice to have a good teacher.” She leaned into Adam and Christian felt his cock stir to life once more, which meant it was time to leave before he sprouted a full-on erection.

    “Alright, I’ve got a race to attend,” Christian said. “You two have fun if I don’t see you again. Otherwise, we’ll meet at the bottom of the mountain later today.”

    Christian turned and walked towards the top of the run where Marie was almost certainly raring to go. He looked back just once and saw that Adam had already begun his instruction. He was standing behind Ruby and showing her just how much she needed to bend her knees. That necessitated touching her, which Christian couldn’t help but find arousing. He looked away just as his cock surged to life once more. He couldn’t very well race his sister with a noticeable bulge in his pants.

    “Are you ready to get your ass kicked?” Marie called out as Christian approached.

    “Not at all,” Christian replied. “It’s a good thing I have no intention of losing. You know, I was thinking that surf and turf sounded exceptionally good for dinner. Maybe I’ll get a glass of barrel-aged Scotch along with it. What do you think?”

    “Agreed. I hope your wallet can handle dropping $500 on dinner,” Marie shot back playfully.

    They lined up next to each other, drove their poles into the packed snow, and after a brief countdown, took off down the mountain.

    They’d both skied the mountain numerous times before and raced on almost all of those occasions, so they knew the most efficient route to take. That made for a competitive, neck and neck race. At one point Christian lost his balance and nearly toppled over, putting him a few ski lengths behind Marie. When she looked back to taunt him she nearly lost her balance, allowing him to catch up.

    Ultimately, Marie pulled ahead at the end, crossing the unofficial finish line just a few ski lengths ahead of Christian. She pulled her helmet off and did a little dance on her skis to gloat and he tossed his helmet into the snow as a brief-but-genuine sense of annoyance surfaced.

    “Well done,” Christian said after letting out his frustration. “It was a good race.”

    “It was,” Marie replied. “And now we know that I’m the far superior skier, so that’s also a nice benefit.”

    Christian laughed and picked up his helmet before they headed towards the lift. Soon enough they were on their way up the mountain once again.

    “This is the part I like the most, you know,” Marie said. “The days after Christmas. Celebrating with mom and dad is never great, but I really do like hanging out afterwards, skiing, going into town, all that.”

    “Does that mean you’ll come two years from now? It won’t be as much fun without you,” Christian replied as he watched the skiers below.

    “I’m sure we will,” Marie said. “I almost always have a few moments where I feel like I never want to come back. Who knows, maybe I’ll be pregnant in two years and I’ll suddenly be the favorite.”

    “Are you and Christian working on that? Because, honestly, that would be good for all of us. I feel like they need just one grandkid and they’ll be so much happier,” Christian replied.

    “You know, I wasn’t sure about it, to be honest. Now, though, I think we might be,” Marie said.

    Christian studied his sister’s face and saw just a hint of stress there. “What changed?”

    Marie looked away for a moment before turning back to him. “This wasn’t a great year for us. There was a lot more fighting than usual. I might have suggested that Adam take a job at a private firm so we could make more money. That probably wasn’t fair of me. I don’t think he’d enjoy a job like that. One of the offers was four times what he makes now, though. I guess I got a little greedy. Things have felt different since we got here, though. Maybe it’s just a vacation thing, but usually coming to see mom and dad frustrates Adam, so I don’t think that’s what it is.”

    “Different?” Christian asked.

    “Yeah, different, though in the way that a brother probably doesn’t want to hear all that much about, if you know what I mean,” Marie replied.

    Christian laughed. It seemed that fucking Ruby had inspired a great deal of lust in Adam as well. Marie probably would have been heartbroken if she knew what her husband was up to, but Christian wasn’t going to be the one to tell her, especially since it seemed like everyone might have been benefiting from it, at least to a certain degree.

    “Is that Ruby?” Marie asked as she pointed at the gentle, snowy slope to the right of the lift.

    Christian looked over and saw a woman in tight ski pants and a white jacket making her way down the gentle hill. She looked quite unsure on her skis, which made him quite certain it was Ruby.

    “I think it is,” he said.

    “She’s pretty hard to miss in those pants,” Marie said.

    She looked towards her sister and asked, “Do they upset you?”

    “Upset me? No. I wish I had the confidence to wear them. I mean, did you see her ass in them? It looks amazing,” Marie said.

    Christian laughed. He couldn’t argue with her. Ruby’s ass looked incredible.

    “I’m surprised it doesn’t bother you, though. She looks a little like one of those ski bunnies that hits the slopes looking to get laid,” Marie said.

    “She’s a little older than most of those girls,” Christian replied. “I doubt the twenty year old ski instructors are eyeing my wife.”

    Marie laughed. “I suppose you’re right.”

    The lift dropped them off at the top of the mountain once more and Marie’s face lit up as she spotted a friend. “Will you be okay without me?” she asked. “I haven’t seen Sarah in years. I wanna go catch up.”

    “Sure,” Christian said. “I’ll find you a little later.”

    Marie walked towards her friend, leaving Christian on his own. He considered upping the challenge and taking one of the more difficult runs down the mountain, but he couldn’t quite shake his desire to watch Ruby and Adam, so Christian set off towards the bunny slope.

    He found a spot a fair distance away so he could watch them. For the most part Adam was offering instruction like anyone else would. Every once in a while he would touch Ruby in a far more intimate way than a typical instructor. A few times his hand found its way to her ass for a quick caress and once Christian saw Adam full on squeeze Ruby’s bottom. Each time he looked around to make sure no one nearby was watching, though he didn’t seem to spot Christian spying from afar.

    Ruby couldn’t seem to keep her hands off of Adam, but she too was doing a good job of making it seem professional. It appeared as though she was reaching out to grab him for balance, but Christian suspected it was more than that. He was certain he saw her brush her hand over Adam’s crotch at one point. Christian was a little too far away to judge it, but he guessed that if he was closer the whole thing would seem rather intimate.

    Right as Christian was ready to walk away and take one of those challenging runs down the mountain he saw Adam take Ruby’s hand. They began a slow descent down the bunny slope, but instead of heading directly towards the bottom they veered left. Eventually they skied into the trees, disappearing from view.

    Christian knew it was potentially unwise to try and follow, but it wasn’t his rational mind guiding his decision making in that moment. It was an incredible sense of lust that he had no control over. That lust demanded Christian get a closer look, so he took skied towards the trees.

    Christian moved off the slope and into the trees a good distance north of where Adam and Ruby had disappeared, giving him plenty of space to make it less likely he’d get caught. The pine trees were particularly thick, which obscured his view somewhat, but when Christian saw two people engaged in what appeared to be a particularly passionate kiss he knew he’d found his wife and brother-in-law. Their skis were off and in the snow beside them, meaning they likely meant to stay for a little while.

    Christian hid behind a tree and watched the two lovers indulge in their desire for each other. He was close enough to see Adam’s hands move to Ruby’s ass to grab it. He couldn’t hear anything, but it felt too risky to get any closer.

    Ruby stepped back from Adam at one point and Christian figured the make out session was over, that they’d slipped away because they couldn’t bear being so close without being able to kiss each other and they’d satiated their desires. It turned out he was wrong, though. Instead, Ruby turned around, pulled her ski pants down to her knees, and bent over. She rested her hands on the thick trunk of a pine tree and looked back at Adam.

    Christian suspected his wife had told Adam to fuck her, because a moment later his cock was out. Adam moved behind Ruby, slipped inside her, and just like that they were having sex. For the second time in a handful of days Christian was watching his wife and her brother-in-law fuck and once again he sported a painful erection. His only regret was that he wasn’t closer. He wished he could hear the sounds of sex they were no doubt making. He wished he could study the look on his wife’s face as she got fucked from behind in the woods. It felt so wild and dirty and insanely lusty and Christian had to work not to pull out his cock and masturbate as they fucked.

    The sex was over after just a few minutes. Christian figured that the naughtiness of the situation likely heightened the pleasure, bringing them both to quick orgasms. The look on Ruby’s face was confirmation that she’d climaxed and he figured that Adam wouldn’t have pulled out unless he’d cum, which meant for the second time that week, someone else had cum in Ruby’s pussy.

    Christian watched Ruby pull up her pants and turn around to kiss Adam. He moved behind the tree to try and hide as they moved towards the bunny slope once more. After giving them a solid ten minutes to make their way to the bottom of the slope – and to give his erection time to deflate – Christian made his way out of the woods and towards the bottom of the mountain.

    “Christian!” Ruby called out as he reached the lift area.

    He spun around to see his wife approaching with a smile on her face. “Hey,” Christian said. “How are the lessons going?”

    “Spectacularly well,” Ruby said. “Adam’s an even better teacher than I thought.”

    Ruby threw her body into Christian’s arms and they kissed. Her tongue was forceful and he parted his lips to welcome it into his mouth. His erection came back with a vengeance.

    “What do you say we ride the chair lift together?” Ruby asked with a naughty smile on her face.

    She took Christian’s hand and led him towards the lift without waiting for an answer. They hopped on and Ruby leaned over and kissed him again the moment they were on their way up the mountain.

    Christian’s cock ached with desire. The knowledge that his wife had someone else’s cum inside her made kissing her so much hotter. The erection he sported felt like it would never fade. He wanted to pursue his arousal instead of trying to tamp it down. He reached over and pressed his fingers between Ruby’s legs. He rubbed her pussy through her skintight ski pants and she moaned into his mouth.

    “Does that feel good?” Christian whispered.

    “Yes,” Ruby replied.

    Christian’s heart pounded as he moved his fingers northwards. Ruby moaned as he pushed them under the tight waistband of her pants and into her panties. He rubbed her soaking wet pussy and she pushed her tongue deep into his mouth. Christian knew his fingers were bathed in another man’s cum and it turned him on. When Ruby reached over and played with his cock through his ski pants Christian thought he might cum instantly. The pleasure was so intense it seemed unreal.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asked.

    “What?” Christian replied. It was the only word his brain could produce.

    “Did you enjoy watching Adam fuck me?” Ruby asked.

    Christian responded with a moan as the pleasure of being stroked through his ski pants intensified.

    “That was you, wasn’t it? Just like it was you on Christmas?” Ruby asked. “Just like it was you outside the woodshed?”

    Christian nodded and Ruby kissed him again. He’d never felt such passion emanating from his wife and the sensations of lust pulsing from between his legs bordered on overwhelming as the realization that she knew about his voyeuristic activities set in.

    “Yes, it was me,” Christian said.

    Ruby stroked him faster and Christian knew an orgasm was inevitable if she continued. There was no need for her to pull out his cock. He was so turned on he was going to unload in his pants.

    “He came inside me,” she said as Christian played with her clit.

    “I know,” Christian replied.

    “It turns you on, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Christian nodded and Ruby kissed him again. It was a desperate, wild, feverish kiss and when she sucked hard on his tongue all Christian could do was moan.

    “Ruby…fuck…” he said as his orgasm became inevitable. There was no stopping it. “Ruby…oh, fuck…Ruby…I’m cumming.”

    Christian climaxed in his pants on the ski lift. His body trembled from head to toe as the most pleasurable orgasm he’d ever experienced exploded from between his legs. He closed his eyes and leaned back as Ruby continued to gently play with his cock, ensuring every drop of semen spilled into his pants, making a hot, sticky mess.

    “Finish me,” Ruby said. “Before we reach the top. Please, finish me.”

    Christian turned his attention to his wife and they kissed as his fingers danced over her clit once more. In short order he felt her thighs trembling fiercely. She grabbed his wrist and held it tight, urging him to keep his hand between her legs as she climaxed. Christian felt more of Adam’s cum ooze from her pussy as she enjoyed an orgasm while moaning into his mouth.

    “Thank you,” Ruby whispered.

    “Thank you too,” Christian said as he pulled his hand from her pants.

    He studied the slippery coating on his finger and looked for somewhere to rub it off. Ruby smiled, took Christian’s hand in hers and wrapped her lips around his finger. She sucked Adam’s cum off of it and said, “It isn’t the first time I’ve tasted his cum.”

    Another shudder of pleasure ripped through Christian’s body. He knew she’d swallowed for Adam, but it was astoundingly hot to hear her admit it.

    “I know,” he said.

    “You don’t mind?” she asked.

    “Clearly I don’t, which is weird. I don’t care, though. I’m having too much fun to care.”

    Ruby smiled. “I feel like the fun is just getting started.”

    Christian returned her smile. He hoped his wife was right. He wanted more of what he’d just experienced. Pleasure like that was a rare treat and he was going to do whatever it took to enjoy more of it.
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    “Callie, I don’t want you going to this party,” Rick said.

    Callie smiled at her boyfriend and reached out to take his hand in hers. “You know that you don’t get to tell me what to do, right?” she asked in a soft, sweet voice. “You’re my boyfriend, but that doesn’t entitle you to any sort of control over me.”

    “I know, I know,” Rick said. “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to control you. It’s just…I don’t know, I just don’t like the idea of you going to a frat party.”

    Under different circumstances, Callie might have been annoyed, but it was so obvious that a deep-seated sense of insecurity was driving Rick’s desire to keep her from going to the party and she couldn’t help but find it a little bit adorable.

    “What are you afraid of, sweetie?” Callie asked as she stepped closer and pressed her body against his.

    Rick’s hand moved over the taut, smooth flesh of her stomach and under her cropped t-shirt. Callie kissed his neck and he moaned in the way he always did when she turned him on.

    “Are you afraid some frat guy is going to flirt with me?” Callie whispered.

    “Yes,” Rick said.

    “I hate to break it to you, but guys flirt with me all the time,” Callie said. “We’re in college. Guys flirt with every girl they can. That’s just how it goes.”

    She kissed his neck again and gently nibbled his earlobe in the way Rick loved. Callie had discovered that on their second date and his enjoyment of it hadn’t faded in the four months they’d been dating.

    “Frat guys are different,” Rick said.

    Callie reached between his legs and grasped his cock through his jeans. Rick moaned as she stroked him and she found great pleasure in the joyful look on his face.

    “What makes them different?” Callie asked as she stroked him faster.

    Rick closed his eyes and moaned louder. Callie considered getting on her knees and giving him a blowjob to end the conversation, but she wanted to know if Rick was worried about anything more than her flirting with frat guys.

    “They’re…I don’t know Callie, they’re just different,” Rick said.

    Callie released his cock, stepped back, and asked, “Are you worried I’m going to cheat on you? Be honest with me. Are you worried that I’m going to go to the frat party, have a few beers, meet some hot guy with ripped arms and cheat on you?”

    Rick’s shoulders sank and he sat on the edge of his bed. “It’s not that,” he said. “I mean, that’s sort of it, I guess.”

    Callie felt bad. She hadn’t meant to trigger a genuine sense of distress in her boyfriend. She straddled him and offered a soft kiss with just a hint of tongue before asking, “What are you worried about? Really. You can tell me.”

    “I’m worried that you’ll realize that you can do a lot better than me,” Rick said. “That you’ll meet some good looking dude with abs and realize that you’re actually way out of my league and you’ll come back from the party, dump me, and move on with your life.”

    Callie couldn’t help but smile. She’d never seen Rick – or any guy she’d dated, really – be so vulnerable. It was kind of adorable, and while he wouldn’t understand it, his willingness to be so vulnerable was one of the reasons she liked dating him and why she had very little interest in dating a frat guy, most of whom were wired to drink and fuck with everything else coming in a distant second.

    “We’ve been together for four months,” Callie said. “If I was going to break up with you because there are hotter guys that I could date, I would have done it already.”

    “Are there hotter guys you could date?” Rick asked.

    The look on his face made it obvious that Callie was treading on dangerous ground, but she didn’t want to lie to Rick’s face. “Yes, there are. I got asked out last week by a frat guy. One of the guys that’s going to be at the party, in fact. He’s undeniably hot. I said no, though. An hour later I invited you to my room and you fucked me. Twice, if I remember correctly.”

    “I remember,” Rick said as a smile slowly crossed his face. “That was a good night.”

    Callie left out the part about her mind wandering a bit while she and Rick were fucking. She’d pictured the frat guy on top of her. She’d allowed herself a few moments to fantasize and it had enhanced her pleasure just a little. Rick certainly didn’t need to know that, though. All that mattered was that she’d turned down the frat guy.

    “How often do you get asked out?” Rick asked.

    “Well, if you count stuff like guys asking me to parties or that bullshit sort of thing where they ask if I want to hang out, it’s probably a couple times a day,” Callie said.

    Rick’s eyes went wide. “Really?”

    Callie smiled and moved her hips over his crotch, eliciting a moan from her boyfriend as she helped his cock return to its erect state. “Yes, really,” she said. “I don’t know if you know this, but you’re dating a very desirable girl, Rick. Some guys think of me as hot. They want to date me. If we’re being honest, what they really want is to fuck me.”

    Rick fell back into the bed and pulled Callie on top of him. He pulled her t-shirt off and Callie happily removed her bra before kissing her boyfriend. Rick’s skillful hands moved to her perky breasts and she moaned into his mouth as an electric surge of desire moved through her body.

    “Does that make you jealous?” Callie asked. Something had gotten into him and she found his sudden, seemingly overwhelming desire thrilling.

    “I guess,” Rick said. He didn’t sound certain, though.

    Callie sat up and cupped her breasts in her hands as Rick watched. She moved her hips like his cock was already buried in her slick pussy and he moaned from the simple pleasure of friction.

    “Do you like that other guys want to fuck me?” Callie asked. If it wasn’t jealousy, perhaps there was something else going on.

    “What?” Rick asked. “No, of course not. What sort of guy would like that? That’s crazy.”

    Callie heard the denial, but Rick’s face told a different story. Plus, he was protesting a little bit too much. Callie rolled off of him, took off her shorts, and said, “Get naked.”

    The moment his cock was free Callie straddled her boyfriend once more and took him in her hand. “You’re awfully hard,” she said.

    “My naked girlfriend is on top of me,” Rick answered. “Of course I’m hard.”

    Callie smiled and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips. “It’s not because you like the idea that other guys ask me out?” she asked.

    “No,” he said before moaning.

    “Are you sure you’re not turned on because you like the idea that other guys want to fuck your girlfriend?” Callie asked.

    “Callie, please,” Rick said. “I don’t like that. I really don’t. I don’t know why you keep bringing it up.”

    Callie took his cock inside her and Rick closed his eyes and moaned. She leaned down and kissed his neck while riding her boyfriend at an achingly slow pace. “It’s okay if it turns you on,” she whispered. Callie didn’t see any harm in it. In fact, she kind of liked the idea of Rick being a little bit kinky.

    “It doesn’t,” Rick insisted.

    “What if I flirted with someone at the frat party tonight?” Callie asked. “Would that turn you on?”

    “No,” Rick replied.

    “What if I danced with someone?” she continued. “What if I wore a short little skirt and a crop top and I danced with the frat guy that asked me out? What if his hands were all over my body as we danced? What if his hands were all over your girlfriend’s body?”

    Rick didn’t offer a denial. Instead, he moaned as his hands moved down Callie’s back. He grabbed her ass and lifted his hips to meet hers.

    “What if he kissed me?” Callie asked. She was certain that Rick was turned on by the thought of someone else touching her and she couldn’t help but get caught up in it. She wanted to push it further, to help him experience a great orgasm. “What if he kissed me as we danced?”

    Rick moaned louder.

    “What if I kissed him back?” she asked before her lips found Rick’s. His mouth opened and their tongues mingled in an intensely erotic dance. “What if I kissed him just like that? What if I let his tongue in my mouth? What if I kissed him like that as he grabbed my ass while we danced?”

    Rick answered by cumming inside her. He squeezed her ass hard, closed his eyes, and unleashed a deeply-satisfied moan unlike any Callie had ever heard. She sat up and watched the contortions of his face as the pleasure washed over it.

    “Sorry I came so quickly,” Rick said when he opened his eyes.

    “You don’t have to be sorry,” Callie replied. She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit with Rick’s cock still deep inside her. She moaned and said, “I like it when you cum hard like that. I like feeling like I’ve given you a great orgasm.” She moaned again and closed her eyes. “Did I give you a great orgasm, Rick?”

    He ran his hands up her torso and his fingers found her breasts before he said, “Yes, you did.”

    Callie tilted her head towards the ceiling and moaned louder. The idea that Rick had enjoyed her talking about kissing another guy was unexpectedly thrilling.

    “Oh my God, Rick, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Callie cried out a few moments later. Her pussy clamped down around his still stiff cock and his cum leaked out of her as her body trembled from the exceptional pleasure coursing through her.

    Callie collapsed on top of her boyfriend and he wrapped his arms around her and softly kissed her neck. “That was really good,” she said.

    Rick held her tighter, though he said nothing. Callie wanted to know what he was thinking, but she suspected it wasn’t the right time to ask. She decided that if Rick wanted to say something, he would.

    They remained like that for a few minutes before Callie lifted her pussy from Rick’s softening cock and grabbed his underwear to clean up the mess he’d left inside her. After locating her clothes, Callie got dressed and slipped her shoes on so she could head out.

    “Are you going to that party?” Rick asked.

    “I am,” Callie replied. “Are you going to be okay with that?”

    It looked like Rick had a whole host of things to say on the matter, but instead he offered just one word, “Yes.”

    Callie leaned down and they shared a long, lingering kiss as she caressed his face. “I’ll see you tomorrow, then.”

    “Yeah, see you tomorrow,” Rick replied.

    Callie left his room with a smile on her face and a bounce in her step as she debated the wisdom of having a little more fun than she planned at the frat party. It seemed like Rick might find that a lot more exciting than he was willing to admit, and Callie liked the idea of tapping into the same sort of desire that had just fueled his orgasm.

    Maybe having a little bit of fun at the party was the best thing Callie could do for her boyfriend.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 53928062 - From the Archives

    Let's go back in time again and do a little exploring of the massive archive of cuckold content available to my Patreon supporters, shall we?

    First we're going back to January, 2019 for a few short stories that I think you might enjoy:

    Cuckolded at a College Party - This second person story has you stumbling upon your girlfriend as she's indulging in her desire for another man at a college party.
A Date with Her Ex-Boyfriend - Your wife is says she's just going to dinner with her ex-boyfriend. She looks too good, though, and you don't believe her. Something else must be going on. You grab your keys and follow her to find out. It turns out you were right. She's doing a whole lot more than reminiscing.
Teasing Your Locked Cock and Feeding You Cum - Your wife is back from a date with her bull and she's going to drive you, her chastised cuckold husband, crazy with desire before she sits on your face and feeds you his load.

    If you're a supporter at the Femdom level, I think you'll enjoy this naughty story:

    Couple Seeks Submissive Cuckold - This is a 9-part story of domination and submission that happens to be written in the second person, meaning it should be an even more thrilling adventure for you.

    You answer a personal ad from a couple seeking a submissive couple. You meet at a coffee shop, they give you a once over, and you end up naked, in their car, and on your way to their home to begin a life of service that pushes you far beyond the boundaries of your sexuality as you're molded into the perfect submissive for a kinky couple.

    I hope you enjoy these stories, and don't forget to explore the rest of the archive for a wealth of intensely arousing content.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 55559773 - From the Archives

    There's a massive collection of content here on my Patreon, but it can be difficult to navigate the archives and find the good stuff. So, once or twice a month I'll be highlighting some of the stories from years back in case you're searching for something new.

     	Cuckolded by His College Girlfriend - This 4-part story was among the first I published for my supporters. It features Evan, his beautiful girlfriend Amy, and their first adventure in cuckolding. Amy's having two relationships at once, with Evan and with her professor. Eventually, those relationships meld and she cuckolds Evan with an older, more experienced, far more talented man. Over the four parts of the story, Evan goes through so much of what cuckolds fantasize about. You'll find the links below:
Part 1
Part 2
Part 3
Part 4 
 	Naughty Wife in the Lingerie Store - Published in January 2020, this popular story features a husband and wife on a shopping trip to Victoria's Secret. Once there, they meet a charming, brashly confident guy that seduces Briana and fucks her in one of the fitting rooms, putting her husband in his place and offering him a dose of deep humiliation.
 	A Domme Feeds Her Cuckold - Indulge in this second person story where your domme continues you of the joys of letting her feed you a load of another man's cum.


    
      

    

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 69438665 - How Locktober Led to a Life in Chastity

    
      This story was published in October 2019. I'm posting this summary page to make it easier to find in the future. If you haven't read the story and you enjoy chastity content, I recommend giving it a try (you'll have to be a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level)
    

    What was just a masturbation fantasy turns into a far hotter version of reality for the narrator of “How Locktober Led to a Life in Chastity,” a 10-part cuckold chastity story told in first person.

    It begins with a simple mistake as our narrator forgets to close his browser after a lengthy masturbation session. His wife Lucy discovers his obsession with chastity play and it turns out she’s open to a little experimentation and suggests that he buy a Holy Trainer so they can give it a try. Maybe putting his cock in a cute little chastity device will be fun, she figures.

    Through the first five chapters the narrator explains the journey the couple takes into chastity play and how Lucy quickly discovers that he’s a far better husband when he’s locked up and a little desperate. It isn’t until they attend a Halloween party in the sixth chapter that the notion of cuckolding creeps into their lives. Soon after things heat up and the couple explores an entirely new dimension of pleasure centered around Lucy having sex with another man while the narrator remains locked in his chastity cage.

    This multi-part story will thrill any man that craves the pleasures of being in a chastity device for Locktober, especially if you love the idea of your wife exploring the joy of cuckolding while she takes control of your cock. When you become a Patreon supporter you get access to all my cuckold chastity stories along with hundreds more dealing with the many thrills of being married to a woman that enjoys having sex with other men. Plus, there are lots of blogposts and captions dealing with the joys of being locked in a cage while your wife plays with other men.

    
      Below you’ll find a summary of all ten parts of this cuckold chastity story. The summaries are written in first person, just like the story. If you want to avoid spoilers, don’t read the summaries. Instead, just click the links and start reading (as long as you're a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level)!
    

    Part 1 – Like I’ve done many times before, I masturbate while my wife is out with her friends. Unlike most times, I leave my browser window open by accident, leave the room, and never come back. Lucy discovers what I’ve been masturbating to and, long story short, suggests that I buy a Holy Trainer so we can see if chastity play might spice up our marriage. After the toy arrives she has me put it on and we indulge in a little bit of deeply-satisfying oral play as my cock strains to get stiff in the cage.

    Part 2 – My first stint in chastity lasts three days and involves a great deal of oral sex for my wife. She rewards my willingness to go down on her constantly and my lack of complaints with a little bit of teasing, a healthy dose of stroking, and some very good sex when she finally let me out of the cage.

    Part 3 – It’s during my second stint in chastity that Lucy realizes just how different I am when locked up. In short, I’m a better husband. I’m more attentive. I’m far more eager to please her. I’m happy to do whatever she wants, whenever she wants it. In part it’s because I crave release, but in part it’s because I crave the sensation that my wife is in control. After ten days she gives me an orgasm and makes it perfectly clear she’s going to be very disappointed if I stop being the same attentive husband after I’ve climax.

    A few days after that orgasm – after I’d proven that I would still be a good, attentive husband after a climax, Lucy tells me she’s been doing some reading on Locktober and that she’d like to take me on a journey over the course of the month. It shouldn’t surprise you to know that I went along with my wife’s desire to control my cock.

    Part 4 – Locktober begins with a note from my wife where she outlines what she expects from me. She lets me choose if I want to be in chastity. By locking my cock I accept her terms. Of course, I locked my cock immediately.

    That night, Lucy returns from work and we enjoy the thrills of her being in control and my cock being in chastity. We fool around and I get to make her cum. Later that night she decides on a new rule that emphasizes her ownership over my cock.

    Part 5 – Eight days into Locktober we take a trip to the pumpkin patch. Lucy dresses in the sexiest yoga pants I’ve ever seen and spends the entire time teasing me like crazy. I haven’t been unlocked since the first of the month and she gets so turned on she has me go down on her in the parking lot before we drive home.

    Lucy spends the next two weeks teasing me mercilessly. She’s not going to let me out until the end of the month – at the earliest – and she’s having fun driving me wild in the meantime, including buying a dildo to use in place of my cock. What a wonderful form of teasing that was.

    Part 6 – Lucy lets me use the dildo on her for the first time. She makes a naughty, sensual, teasing production out of it and I get to experience the joy of watching this big toy slide in and out of her pussy while she moans like crazy. Then I get to give her an orgasm while my dick is locked up in its little cage.

    It’s Lucy’s Halloween costume that signals a genuine change in her. Instead of doing something humorous like usual, she chooses something insanely sexy. She dresses up as Catwoman and has me dress as Robin (and not Batman). Everyone at the party stares at her. Then I see her flirting with a guy dressed as Superman. It triggers something in me. I should be jealous but it’s so hot. I couldn’t help it. We go home and I use the toy on Lucy.

    Part 7 – The morning after the Halloween party I wake Lucy up with my tongue. I couldn’t help but ask about the night before, though I hinted at my interest in her flirting. I wasn’t sure if she’d be okay with how much it turned me on. I wasn’t sure how she felt about it. As it turns out, she’s into it and she rides my face to an orgasm while thinking about Superman.

    Then we get to November 1st. The day I was due to come out of my cage. Lucy spends the entire day teasing me with naughty texts and pictures of her in the sexiest outfits and lingerie I’d ever seen. I get home from work and rush to the bedroom to find her in lingerie. She teases me a little and then informs me that she and Superman have been texting and that he’s asked her on a date and that she said yes and that the date was that night. She gives me two choices: I get to come out of my cage and have an orgasm or she goes on a date with Superman. Can you guess which one I chose?

    Part 8 – Lucy comes home from her date but she won’t tell me how it went. Instead, she drags me to the bedroom and tells me she needs me to fuck her. She tells me to use the toy. She has me make her cum with the toy and then we go to sleep.

    The next morning Lucy tells me about her date. She has a more important question, though. She wants to fuck Superman (whose name is Ben), but she doesn’t want it to ruin our marriage. She wants to make absolutely certain that I’m okay with it. I tell her I am and she tells me I’ll have to stay locked up a little longer. I agree to her condition.

    Part 9 – Lucy cuckolds me for the first time. She makes quite the production out of it, as you might imagine. She teases me before she leaves, both with what she’s wearing for him – some very sexy lingerie – and what she’s going to do with him. She spends the night with him and the next morning she teases me again when she gets home. Not surprisingly, she refuses to let me out.

    Part 10 – After just over 10 weeks in my chastity device Lucy finally sets me free. It happens on the night where I witness my cuckolding for the first time. I see her and Ben have sex. I watch my wife cum on another man’s cock. I see just how much she enjoys being with him and how good he makes her feel.

    She lets me out soon after as Ben excuses himself. Lucy takes me inside her for the first time in two and a half months. While we’re having sex she informs me that my future is going to involve a great deal more chastity. I’m a better husband when I’m locked up and she finds far more pleasure in having sex with Ben than she ever has with me. I cum inside her. Soon after she locks me back up. My fate is sealed. My life is now spent in chastity.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 80322164 - Will You Be a Good Boy¿

    I need my cuckold to be a good boy. Will you be a good boy for me? Will you go down on me whenever my pussy needs it? Will you worship me after I’ve had a long, hard day at work. Will you use your fingers and tongue to give me an orgasm? Will you be okay with me walking away after I’ve cum? Will you be okay not tending to the erection in your pants?

    Will you be a good boy and help me get ready for my dates? I need you to shave my pussy clean when I’m going to meet a bull. It needs to look perfect for him. I want him to pull down my panties and see that I’ve worked to look good for him.

    I need my good boy to pick out lingerie for me or even go shopping for something new. I need you to understand that I won’t be wearing it for you. Only my bulls get the pleasure of enjoying me in lingerie. If you’re a very good boy I’ll let you clean me afterwards and then you can caress my stocking-clad legs while you’re eating his seed out of my pussy.

    Will you be a good boy and prep my holes before my bull comes over? Will you eat my pussy and ass before my bull arrives. I like to get nice and turned on and I like to make sure I’m ready for anything.

    Will you be a good boy and suck cock for me when I ask? Would you be willing to get on your knees and take another man’s dick in your mouth if it made me happy? Good boys don’t care about their sexuality and they don’t let their ego get in the way of pleasing their cuckoldress. Good boys just suck dick when they’re told.

    Will you be a good boy and eat my pussy while my bull’s cock is inside me? I need my cuckold to service my needs at all times. I need you to be willing to use your tongue on my throbbing clit while he’s fucking me.

    Will you be a good boy and suck his cock clean if I tell you to? If I pull my pussy of his cock and tell you to blow him, will you do it? Will you take his thick, throbbing, wet dick into your mouth and suck like a good boy?

    Will you be a good boy and watch him fuck me? Get on your back for me. Use your tongue to pleasure my clit as he fucks me. Let his balls brush over your head and nose. Take in his manly scent.

    Will you be a good boy and accept that I’m not going to play with your cock while he fucks me? When I’m getting fucked, it’s about my pleasure. You may enjoy pleasure later, but not when his cock is inside me. Good boys worship my clit when I get fucked. Good boys do what they’re told.

    Will you be a good boy and clean his cum off of me? Every cuckold should be a dedicated cum cleaner and I expect no less of you. If you’re a good boy, you’ll lick up his seed no matter where he shoots it. If he pulls out and unleashes on my stomach, then you’ll lick it up. If he cums on my tits, you’ll lick it off of them. If he sprays on my dirty feet, you’ll eat it without complaint.

    Will you be a good boy and lick a thick, yummy creampie out of my pussy? I’ll bet I don’t even have to ask this one. I’ll bet you’d do this without needing to be told. I’ll bet you’re an eager cum cleaner.

    Will you be a good boy for me? I bet you will.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 83995947 - A Very Good First Date

    Look at how wet he made me, honey. I’m dripping! It was such a good date. I’m so glad you convinced me to go out with him. I know I said I thought it would be weird, but it totally wasn’t. It was a lot of fun.

    He’s really cute. You picked a good one! He’s nice too. He’s tall and surprisingly muscular. Not like you.

    There was something about how big and strong he was that really did it for me. I was just drawn to him in a way I haven’t been to a man in…well maybe forever.

    You can look closer. Can you see all that wetness? No, we didn’t have sex! I swear! That’s just from kissing and a little bit of touching. Can you believe that?

    Like I said, there was something about how strong he was. When he took me in his arms to kiss me I felt like I could have melted into him. He was such a good kisser, too. His lips were soft. He didn’t try to choke me with his tongue.

    Why don’t you lick me, honey? I’m so turned on. I really need to cum. Would you mind helping me with that?

    That’s so good. Just like that. You don’t mind if I keep talking about him, do you? It really turns me on.

    I felt like I was in college again. My heart was pounding as he ran his hands over me as we kissed. I kept hoping he would play with my tits. I can’t remember the last time I wanted a guy to play with my tits!

    He did, too. He took his time, but it was all so good. I could have kissed him all night, so I didn’t mind. I did love feeling his strong hands on my tits though. First he played with them over the tight little tank top I wore. Then he slipped a hand under the top and ran his fingers over my stomach and into my bra.

    Just like that I had this gorgeous, strong man playing with my tits while we kissed. I moaned into his mouth when he found my nipples. I would have let him fuck me right there if he’d wanted to. I wouldn’t have had the will power to say no.

    At least I get to come home to an eager hubby that will lick my pussy until I cum. You’re such a good man. You arranged this date for me and now you’re eating my pussy and making sure I have a great orgasm while I fantasize about the man you set me up with.

    Is that okay? Is it okay that I’m fantasizing about him? I can’t stop thinking about it. I want him to fuck me so bad. You can feel how wet I am, can’t you?

    I felt his cock. Did I mention that? I rubbed it through his jeans. It was really big. Fuck it felt so good. He’s definitely bigger than you. Much bigger, in fact. I’m sure it will feel better when he fucks me, too.

    You like that, huh? That’s so hot. I love that you want to hear about his big cock. I especially love that you want him to fuck me with it.

    Just thinking about that cock inside me makes me want to cum. Keep licking me, baby. Keep licking my pussy and give me an orgasm. Next time I’m sure he’ll fuck me like I need to be fucked. I’m sure he’ll give me that big cock like I need. Until then, I can cum on your tongue while I fantasize about it.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 86991705 - A Good Cuckold Lives to Serve

    It’s a beautiful Saturday morning. Your wife has awoken as the smell of the coffee you brewed has reached the bedroom. She emerges in a white satin robe and fuzzy slippers and you look towards her. You try your best to anticipate her needs at all times, but when you can’t you want to be available to do anything she might require.

    “Good morning, my love,” you say.

    She smiles and comes closer. You stand and your wife takes you into an embrace. The satin feels soft against your arms.

    “Good morning,” she says before giving you a soft kiss.

    “Did you sleep well?” you ask.

    “I slept like an angel,” she answers. “In no small part because of the work you did with that talented mouth of yours.”

    She’s referring to the body worship session you engaged in before she went to sleep the night before. You spent an hour kissing and licking her erogenous zones, producing four powerful orgasms before she drifted off to sleep.

    You didn’t orgasm, of course. Your reward was being given the chance to make your wife feel good, to give her pleasure for an hour straight. Your reward was being able to taste her pussy, to suck on her nipples, and to worship her asshole, among other parts of her body.

    Your wife smiles and walks into the kitchen to pour herself a cup of coffee. You can’t help but follow her. Her ass looks wondrous as the white satin brushes back and forth against it.

    Her eyes meet yours as she takes a sip of her coffee. She smiles. “It’s delicious,” she says.

    That simple compliment is enough to make you feel good. It’s those little joys that you crave more than anything else in life. You live to serve her needs. She’s trained you so well that you genuinely find your life’s greatest pleasure in making her happy.

    “Brad is coming over tonight,” she says.

    You can’t stop your face from breaking into a giddy smile. You cherish the nights when your wife’s lover comes over. You love being able to serve them both and traveling to the depths of cuckoldry as they indulge in their desire to enjoy each other while humiliating you.

    “I thought that would make you happy. You love being my little submissive cucky boy, don’t you?” your wife asks in that sweet voice she uses sometimes.

    “I love it more than anything,” you say, stating the obvious truth that you’re both well aware of.

    “That’s good, because we have a little shopping to do. I want to buy something new for Brad and I want you to help me pick it out. Do you want to do that, my cucky boy? Do you want to watch me model lingerie and choose the one that my boyfriend will fuck me in?” your wife asks.

    “You know I do,” you answer.

    Your cock is hard at the mere thought of it and your wife clearly finds that amusing. She smiles, steps forward, and reaches into your pajama pants. Her fingers wrap around your erection and she strokes you slowly while staring into your eyes.

    “This cock isn’t worthy of my pussy,” she whispers, “and it never will be.”

    You close your eyes and let her words wash over you. Your wife has gotten so good at lusty little verbal humiliations. She always knows how to push your buttons in the right way.

    “Brad is the real man in this relationship, isn’t he?” she asks.

    You open your eyes and look at your beautiful wife. “Yes, he is,” you admit.

    She releases your cock and pulls you close for a coffee-flavored kiss. She offers her tongue and you dutifully suck on it, just as she enjoys.

    “Let’s get ready,” she says. “We have some shopping to do.”

    
      
    

    Your wife takes your hand as you step into the lingerie store. Her skin is soft and warm against yours. The smile on her face thrills you. You know she’s thinking about Brad and the things he’s going to do to her tonight.

    “So, what are you looking for?” you ask.

    “I want something sexy and seductive. Something that’s going to drive him wild the moment he sees it. Something that’s going to make him want to throw me into the bed and bury his cock in my pussy.”

    You’ve been a cuckold for years, but it still arouses you when your wife talks about getting fucked by another man like that. It thrills you to be walking through the store with her and knowing that she’s looking at everything and wondering what her lover would think about it, not what her husband would think. It truly doesn’t matter what you think.

    To a casual observer, it would look like you and your wife were shopping for something naughty for her to wear for you. She holds up numerous items against her body and asks what you think. She leans close and gives you a quick kiss on the lips because she’s so excited.

    She’s not excited for you, though. She’s excited for Brad. She wants to feel his hands against her legs. She wants to feel his lips against hers. She wants to feel his cock between her pussy lips.

    She does like to tease you, though. That’s why you’re there. She doesn’t need you to pick out the lingerie, but it’s a lot more fun when you’re there because she knows that you’re thinking about her getting fucked by someone else.

    Your wife likes this particular store because they have no qualms about letting two people go into the changing room. It’s high-end enough that they likely have fewer issues with people getting off on the quick thrill of fucking in a public place.

    That’s why you walk behind her with an armful of sexy outfits as she leads you to one of the roomy changing areas in the back.

    You watch as she puts on a red lace bodysuit and looks at herself in the mirror. It’s devastatingly sexy. You know Brad would absolutely want to tear it off of her the moment he saw it.

    “Come here,” your wife says as she stands in front of the mirror and looks at her body.

    You step closer and she reaches behind to take your hands and pull them around her waist. She’s inviting you to hold her. She gently grinds her ass into your crotch and whispers, “Do you want to see him fuck me in this?”

    “Yes,” you say as you look in the mirror. Her body looks perfect in the red lace and you can imagine her pulling aside the fabric covering her pussy and sitting on Brad’s big cock.

    Your wife spins around in your arms and kisses you. Your cock feels impossibly hard. It’s been over a week since your last orgasm and almost anything turns you on at this point.

    “Are you going to be a good boy for me tonight?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Do you want to see me in something else?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “What should I try on next?”

    You pick out a sheer baby doll with black lace across the breasts. It looks impossibly delicate as your wife pulls it over her head. It’s sexy, too, thanks in part to the elegant design that elevates it from being cutesy.

    “You can touch me,” she says.

    You reach out and run your hands over the soft tulle and your wife closes her eyes as a quiet moan escapes her lips.

    “I can’t help but think about having his hands on me,” your wife says as she reaches back and plays with your turgid erection through your pants. “I need him so badly.”

    It’s thrilling to know that she’s thinking of another man as you touch her. She has long since been freed from having to restrict herself to just one man. Now she’s able to choose a sexual partner that’s far superior to her husband. Thankfully, her making that choice thrills you both.

    She pulls you closer and once more her ass is pressed tightly against your pelvis. She moves slowly and gently and it feels spectacularly good. There’s a part of you that wishes you could bend her over, pull aside her thong, and fuck her from behind.

    Your wife turns around and you hope that she’s going to kiss you again. You want to feel her lips against yours.

    She smiles and moves closer. Her lips part, but she’s not going to kiss you. She’s just teasing. Instead, she pushes you to your knees and lifts the baby doll.

    “Worship me,” she says.

    You pull aside her thong and do as your wife commanded. You worship her pussy. You taste her wetness. You taste her flesh. You do the thing that makes you so happy.

    “Good boy,” she whispers. She doesn’t want to be too loud. You’re not supposed to be eating her pussy in a dressing room, after all.

    “I think this is the one. I think this pretty little baby doll will drive Brad crazy. I think he’ll feel the same desire you feel, except I’m going to let him fuck me.”

    Your wife pulls your head from between her legs. She’s not going to let you make her cum. She just wants you to get her worked up. She wants to be wild with desire by the time Brad arrives. She wants to be utterly desperate for his dick.

    “That was lovely,” she says while smiling down at you.

    “Thank you for letting me worship you,” you whisper.

    She pulls the baby doll over her head and hands it to you before getting dressed. It’s time to check out. Brad will be at your house before you know it. That’s when the fun truly begins.

    
      
    

    You’re naked when you answer the door and welcome Brad to your home. Your wife prefers it that way. It used to be that it was a great way of showing him that you’re no threat to him. Now it’s just another wonderful way to humiliate you.

    Brad never fails to chuckle to himself when he sees you naked. Your cock is always small and shriveled when you answer the door. Your testicles are always small and tight against your body, and the fact that your wife makes you shave off all your pubic hair makes you feel even less manly than you already are.

    “Welcome,” you say as Brad walks past you.

    You close the door and follow him to the bedroom, where your wife is waiting. Sometimes they’ll enjoy a glass of wine together or watch something on TV while fooling around a little bit, but this isn’t one of those times. It’s been a week since they’ve seen each other and your wife is desperate.

    She’s in your bed in the baby doll you bought earlier. She spent hours on her hair and makeup and she looks devastatingly sexy. Brad stops in the doorway and stares for a few moments.

    You see her face. You see her smile. You know he’s having the reaction she wanted. You know he’s likely wearing a hungry look on his face, like he can’t wait to climb into bed with her and pound her married pussy.

    Your wife isn’t the kind of woman that waits to be taken, though. That’s why she slides out of the bed and strides across the bedroom until she’s standing in front of her lover.

    “I’ve missed you so much,” she says.

    “I missed you too,” he replies while reaching out to touch her.

    You think back to the lingerie store and remember how badly your wife wanted Brad to touch her in the baby doll. Your cock begins to grow. This is the part you like the best.

    “I missed your touch,” your wife says as she steps closer.

    Brad’s hand moves from her waist to the small of her back. Her pulls her body against his and your wife lifts onto her toes so they can share a tender kiss.

    “I need you,” she says.

    You haven’t heard your wife direct those words your way in years. She didn’t use them all that often even before she started cuckolding you. That’s why you find it so thrilling that she uses them with Brad. She says it almost every time they see each other, and you know she means it, too.

    You know she’s desperate for him. You know he pleasures her in ways you can’t. You see it when she texts him or on the rare occasions when they have phone sex. She’s completely enamored with him because he takes her to sexual heights that you’ve never helped her reach. There’s no question that he’s better in bed. It’s a fact that you’ve long since accepted.

    Brad grabs your wife’s ass and gives it a good squeeze. She squeals in delight. You know she loves it when he takes charge and manhandles her body.

    “Cuck, get on your knees behind her. I want you eating her pretty little asshole,” Brad says.

    You do as you’re told. They’ve long since established that Brad can tell you what to do when he’s in your bedroom. His commands might as well be her commands.

    That’s why you fall to your knees behind your wife, pull down the sexy g-string she’s wearing, and part her ass cheeks.

    You hear them kissing as you eat her ass. You used to abhor doing so. It felt so filthy to you. You worried about what you were licking and what was entering your body. You don’t worry about that anymore. Now you find it pleasurable. It’s a cuckold’s place to do as he’s told and you find it thrilling to obey. In fact, you now find it extra thrilling to be ordered to lick the dirtiest place on your wife’s body.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Brad asks.

    “You know he is. My cucky boy is a talented ass eater,” your wife answers.

    They kiss again. She moans into her lover’s mouth. You hope it’s because you’re doing such a good job rimming her.

    “Would you like him to eat your ass?” your wife asks her lover.

    He laughs. “I would.”

    You hear your wife unbuckle her lover’s belt and unzip his pants. You hear them fall to the floor. His underwear follow and Brad steps out of them, exposing the lower half of his body.

    “You heard him, cucky boy,” your wife says. “He wants your tongue in his asshole. What are you waiting for?”

    You don’t hesitate. You never do anymore. You crawl behind Brad, spread his ass cheeks, and eat his asshole like a good cuckold. You find satisfaction in the way he moans as you’re rimming him.

    It’s hard not to feel the humiliation. After all, you’re licking another man’s hairy asshole. You’re running your tongue back and forth over his anus. You’re doing something that most men would find genuinely abhorrent, and you didn’t even argue about it.

    You’re doing it because it pleases your wife. You know she’s getting a little bit wetter because you’re a good ass eating submissive.

    They’re still kissing as you rim Brad’s asshole. Your wife is moaning. You can hear his fingers working in and out of her pussy. Another man is playing with your wife’s cunt and you’re licking his asshole. That’s a cuckold’s life.

    Your wife falls to her knees in front of Brad. “Come here, cucky boy,” she says.

    You pull your tongue from his asshole and move until you’re in front of him with your wife. You watch as she strokes his big cock.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asks.

    You nod

    She reaches between your legs and takes your cock in her other hand. “It’s so much more beautiful than yours, isn’t it?”

    You nod again.

    “Do you like that his big cock turns me on, cucky boy?”

    “I do,” you admit.

    Her fingers slowly move up and down the shaft and over the head. Your wife leans forward and kisses his cock. You see what looks like genuine love on her face as she tastes his flesh.

    “Will you suck his cock for me?” she asks.

    “Yes, I will,” you say.

    She pulls your head closer. His thick, throbbing dick is inches from your lips.

    “Beg for it,” your wife whispers into your ear.

    “Please, let me suck his big cock,” you say. “Let me pleasure him for you. Let me show you that I’m a good cucky boy.”

    “Do it,” she says.

    You wrap your lips around Brad’s big cock. You look up at him like you’ve been trained to do. You show him that you recognize your inferiority. You show him that you’re a cocksucker and that he’s the man that fucks your wife.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she applies gentle pressure to the back of your head. She wants you to swallow more of it.

    You take as much of him into your throat as you can. You suck cock like a cuckold should. You gag, but they like that.

    Brad’s hand replaces your wife’s. He pushes his dick deeper into your throat. He dominates your mouth. He makes you embrace your submission. He makes you accept your place.

    When he finally releases your head and pulls his cock from your mouth you gasp for air, just like a cocksucker in a porn video.

    “I love watching you use him,” your wife says. “But I need you to fuck me. I can’t believe how wet I am for you.”

    She stands up and kisses Brad as you wait on your knees. You reach up and stroke his cock. You can’t help but want to make him feel good.

    You release his shaft when he moves to pick up your wife. He walks to the bed and climbs into it before putting her on her back.

    From your knees, you have a perfect view between their legs. You see your wife grasp his long, thick dick in her fingers and guide it inside her. You see him slowly fill her. You see how her pussy lips open around him.

    This is the part of the evening where it can feel like your wife and her lover don’t even know you’re in the room. Once he’s inside her, they tend to focus exclusively on each other. It’s like you don’t even exist.

    You’ve learned to find pleasure in that, too. It’s never more obvious just how inadequate you are sexually than when he’s busy pounding her pussy and she doesn’t give a damn about you. She could have you come closer. She could have you watch. She could have you kiss her. She could even have you eat his ass while he’s fucking her.

    Your wife doesn’t want any of those things because she just wants to concentrate on how good it feels to have Brad’s big cock buried in her pussy. She wants to concentrate on the pleasure of getting fucked by the man that brings her such immense satisfaction.

    Your wife has her first orgasm on her back. She wraps her legs around Brad, pulls him deep into her body, and trembles as a climax rushes through her.

    It’s not long before he’s on his back and she’s on top. You have an entirely different view, now. You see her pussy lips stretch around him as she rides. You see how her cunt clings to his cock in a way it never did to yours. You’re simply not big enough to provide that pleasure.

    You feel jealous in the best way possible. Your dick is so hard it hurts. Your wife is relentlessly taking someone else’s cock inside her. She’s pursuing her pleasure eagerly and without considering what you need. She knows that what you truly need is for her to be happy.

    She cums again on top of him. He always gets her off at least twice before pumping his load into her pussy.

    Much to your delight, they switch to doggystyle. Your wife turns around until she’s facing you. She beckons you closer as Brad slides into her from behind.

    “You love watching him fuck me, don’t you cucky boy?” she asks as you come closer.

    Brad fucks her with such force that her tits bounce with every thrust. Her lips move closer to yours as he pounds her.

    “I do,” you admit.

    “Does it remind you of your place?” she asks. “Does it help you remember that you have no business being in my pussy when a man like Brad can do a much better job than you?”

    “Yes,” you say. Excitement and anxiety move through you in equal parts. You’re horny and humiliated at the same time.

    “Are you hungry for his cum?” your wife asks as a smile breaks across her face.

    “I am,” you admit.

    You’re always hungry for his cum. It’s become your favorite thing about being a cuckold. It feels so intimate when you clean his load out of her.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You only have to wait a few minutes for your dessert. Soon enough, Brad is groaning loudly as he empties his balls inside your wife’s wet, waiting pussy.

    “Clean his cock,” she says.

    You move to the other side of the bed and fall to your knees in front of Brad. You voraciously suck his cock clean. You lick his cum and her juices off of him. You deepthroat him with ease, managing not to gag for a few moments.

    “You’re such a fucking cum slut,” he says.

    He’s right. Your excitement has reached a fever pitch.

    “Come here, cucky boy,” your wife says after you’ve cleaned up her bull. “Come and get his load. Lick it out of me like the cum slut you are.”

    You climb into bed, take your place between your wife’s legs, and lick her lover’s thick load out of her. Your cock throbs as you do it. You swallow mouthful after mouthful of his seed and let it rest in your stomach. You take another man’s cum inside you and it makes you so happy.

    “You’re my good cucky boy,” she says while holding your head between her legs.

    She’s right, and nothing makes you happier.
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    “Are you excited?” your wife asks as she emerges from the bathroom dressed in a black satin robe and black stockings.

    You’re sitting at the edge of the bed as she saunters towards you. She’s taking her time. Every step features an exaggerated sway in her hips and she’s careful to highlight her legs. She knows how much you love stockings.

    You answer her question with a nod. You’re about to fuck your wife. Of course you’re excited, even more so because it’s such a rare treat since she started cuckolding you.

    “I’m excited too,” she says.

    Your wife gently unties the strip of black satin that holds her robe closed and it falls open. Her breasts look spectacular in an elegant black lace bra. Your eyes drift down her body and see her taut stomach and her sexy belly button before you admire the garter belt and panties she wore just for you.

    The scent of her perfume reaches your nostrils a few moments before she steps between your legs and gently pushes them open. You close your eyes for a moment and breathe deeply through your nose. You want to savor every moment of this evening.

    You reach out and run your hand up your wife’s stocking-clad leg, starting with her knee and moving up her thigh. You look up at her and see a seductive smile on her face as your fingers continue to move. Now they’re touching the soft black satin as they run over her hip and follow the curves of her slim waist.

    She leans down and kisses you softly as your hand grasps her ass through the satin of her robe. Her tongue gently probes against your lips before you open your mouth. You indulge in a lusty duel, your tongues competing for supremacy as you arouse each other.

    She breaks the kiss and holds her forehead against yours. She finds your other hand and brings it between her legs. She presses it against her panties. You feel an intense, surprising warmth emanating from her pussy.

    “Can you feel it?” she asks. “Can you feel my desire?”

    “I can,” you answer.

    You slide your fingers into her panties and press them against her pussy lips. They part for you. Your wife welcomes you into her body. You gasp at her wetness. She’s excited for you in a way she hasn’t been in a long time.

    Your cuckolding was a smooth, thrilling experience for both of you. Unlike many wives, yours found the right bull for her right out of the gate. He charmed her on their first date and he fucked her skillfully on their second. He’s been the one she craves ever since. He’s been the one she gets excited for, the one she gets wet for.

    He’s not in your home tonight, though. It’s just you and your beautiful, lingerie-clad wife. He’s not going to fuck her tonight. That pleasure goes to you.

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    “More than anything,” you say.

    She smiles and pulls your hand from her panties. She lifts your fingers to her mouth and wraps her lips around them. She sucks her juices off of them, fellating your fingers while her eyes are locked on yours.

    Her voice is soft and sensual as she asks, “Does my mouth feel good?”

    You nod. You’re enraptured with your wife. You feel a sense of appreciation for her bull. He’s the one that unlocked this version of her. He made her into a far more sexual person than you ever had. He showed her how powerful her sexuality could be.

    “Savor it, baby,” she whispers. “Remember every little detail.”

    You nod. You’re planning on it. You don’t want to forget any of it.

    Your wife smiles and steps back. She pulls off the satin robe and lets it fall to the floor. Her body looks breathtaking in the lingerie set. You love the way the straps of the garter belt seem to frame her lace-covered pussy.

    She turns around and does a little dance for you. You stare at her ass as she moves like a seductive stripper. She backs up and sits in your lap. Your hands move over her stomach. You play with her breasts as she leans back.

    She pulls her lips to yours and kisses you. This time it’s aggressive. This time her tongue invades your mouth as she moans.

    “You understand why we’re doing this, right?” she asks as her ass moves over your crotch.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She stands up and slowly spins around. Her fingers move up your thighs as she bends over. You can’t help but stare at her breasts.

    “You understand that this is how it has to be, right?” she asks before kissing your neck.

    “I do,” you say.

    You share another tender tongue kiss before she pulls back and smiles at you.

    “I knew you would. You’re the perfect cuckold, you know that?”

    You feel pride and shame at the same time. It’s an odd mix, but one that you’ve become accustomed to since your wife and her bull began seeing each other on a regular basis.

    “Stand up for me,” your wife says.

    As you stand, she sinks to her knees in front of you. She smiles and undoes your pants, pulling them to the ground and freeing your cock.

    “How do I look?” she asks.

    You look down at your beautiful wife. Her hair is just how you like it. Her legs look wondrous in the stockings. Her fingers are wrapped around your cock as she strokes you. She looks perfect. Completely and utterly perfect.

    “You’re perfect,” you say.

    She smiles and takes you into her mouth. She swallows your cock with ease, though that’s never been a problem for her. You’re not quite big enough to make it much of an effort to blow you.

    As she pulls her mouth off your cock, you wonder if the smile she flashes you is because she’s having fun or because she finds it so easy to give you head compared to her bull. He’s much longer and thicker than you, after all, and he likes it when she tries to swallow everything he has to offer.

    “Does it make you sad?” she asks while stroking you slowly.

    “What?” you ask.

    She reaches up with her free hand and squeezes your balls. You feel a sharp pain. She doesn’t like that you seem to be playing dumb.

    “Does it make you sad that this might be the last time you ever feel my mouth around your cock? Or your erect cock, I suppose.”

    Your eyes quickly dart to the chastity device that waits on the night stand. It’s been there for two weeks, taunting you. You’ve felt like a convicted criminal that was given a short taste of freedom before being sent to prison.

    “A little,” you say. There’s no point in lying to her. Of course you’re a little sad. You have no idea how long you’re going to be confined to the chastity device. Maybe she and her bull will break up. Maybe she’ll change her mind and let you out from time to time for a pity fuck.

    “You understand it though, right?” she asks. “You understand why you need to be locked up in that cute little cage, right?”

    You nod at your wife. You understand. You’ve understood for months. If you were completely honest, you’d tell her that you understood the first time she and her bull fucked. You knew then that you couldn’t come close to giving her what he offers.

    Perhaps sensing a bit of sadness on your part, your wife swallows your cock once more. She works you with her tongue. She sucks hard on your cock. An intense wave of pleasure washes over your and clears your head of any thought other than a desire to cum.

    When she moves to your balls, you’re taken aback. It’s been years since your wife used her mouth on your testicles. She offers her bull that pleasure all the time, but you thought you’d experienced the last of it. It feels heavenly. Her tongue is exceptionally talented. You can’t help but feel jealous of the man she’s been showering with affection.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    You’re desperate with desire. It’s been more than a month since your wife let you inside her. Your sexual interludes have happened with steadily decreasing frequency, and now they’re about to end entirely.

    She stands up and kisses your neck. Her tongue is active against your skin as she strokes your cock. You’re overwhelmed with pleasure.

    “Get on your back,” she whispers.

    You do as you’re told, something you’ve also gotten used to since your wife cuckolded you. She straddles you. Her pussy hovers close to your cock. You can feel the heat emanating from between her legs.

    “Are you ready to feel my pussy for the last time?” she asks.

    You feel anguish, quickly followed by desire. You’re confused and aroused. You want to fuck your wife, but you don’t want it to be the last time.

    It seems as though she can see the conflict on your face. “This isn’t just about you having so little to offer compared to him, you know.”

    Her words don’t exactly soothe your pain. It feels like she went out of her way to note that you don’t have much to offer, that you’re quite a bit smaller and far less skilled than her bull.

    “Haven’t you noticed?” she asks.

    “Noticed what?” you say. You can’t help but look down between your legs. Your wife’s pussy hovers an inch from your cock. She’s so close to taking you inside her.

    “That you’re a better husband when you don’t cum,” she says. “You’re more attentive. You’re more willing to do chores and you don’t need to be reminded to do them. You’re more effective at work. It’s especially true when you’re in chastity. It’s like freeing your mind from having to think about orgasms turns you into the best version of yourself.”

    You hadn’t really noticed, but it makes sense. You know what she’s talking about. You’re more helpful and eager to please when you’re locked up or you haven’t climaxed in a long time. In other words, you’re a better husband.

    She takes the head of your cock inside her. You gasp in pleasure. Her pussy feels perfect. You focus all your energy on savoring it. She’s warm and wet. She’s slippery and eager for you.

    “I want the perfect husband and the perfect lover, and I can have that now,” she whispers while sinking down onto you. All you can do is groan.

    “Once you’re permanently locked, you’re going to be such a good boy for me, aren’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say, though you’re having a hard time thinking about anything other than how good her pussy feels.

    “You’re going to embrace being a pussy free cuckold, aren’t you?” she asks while leaning forward and riding you.

    “Yes, I am,” you answer.

    It’s hard to process the thought while you’re in her pussy. Nothing has ever felt as good as her cunt does in this moment. It’s perfect in every way, and she’s telling you that she’s going to take it away forever.

    “Enjoy it, baby. This is the last time you ever feel my pussy around your hard cock. Even if he and I break up, I’ll find someone to replace him. Your cock is never going to be inside me again,” your wife says.

    You don’t want to cum. You want this to last forever. You want to stay inside her for hours. She said you could fuck her as long as you could last.

    You can’t stop it, though. You’re too turned on. Her pussy feels too good. It seems as though the more she talks about you being denied her pussy forever, the more turned on you get.

    “No, please,” you say. You’re talking to yourself more than anything. You don’t want to cum.

    “Do you want me to stop?” your wife asks. “Are you going to cum so quickly? It’s only been a few minutes. Don’t you want to last a little longer before I put you in your cage forever?”

    You cum inside her. You see the smile on her face. You know this was her plan. She knew she could make you cum quickly. She knew you’d never be able to last.

    “Can we go again?” you ask.

    “No,” she says. “You knew the deal. You get to fuck me once more before I make you a permanently pussy free cuckold. You fucked me. It’s not my fault you couldn’t last more than a few minutes.”

    She climbs off of you and straddles your face.

    “Clean up your mess,” she says.

    Your cum flows out of her pussy and into your mouth. You do as you’re told, as you’ve done for months. You clean your mess, just like you’ve cleaned her bull’s mess countless times. Making you a cum eating cuckold was one of the first things she did.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    When she’s done feeding you your load, your cock has gone soft. Your wife picks up the pieces of the chastity device and swiftly places your cock inside it. She looks up at you and smiles.

    “Any last words?” she asks.

    This is making her happy. That makes you happy. You shake your head.

    Your wife smiles and snaps the lock into place. She pulls the chain with the key over her head. It comes to rest between her breasts.

    She straddles your face once more. “Now make me cum like a cuckold should.”

    She sits down and rides your tongue. You do as you’re told and make your wife cum. Your new life has begun. You’ve fucked your wife for the last time. Despite your hope, you know she’s going to follow through on her promises. You’ve gotten your last blowjob. You’ve felt her pussy around your cock for the last time. Now you’re going to live the life of a permanently chastised cuckold. You’ll only be released for supervised cleaning sessions and ruined orgasms.

    Remember, you wanted this. You’re the one that suggested she find a bull.
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    You hear a scream as you reach for the front door. Urgency takes over as you yank the handle open and step inside your house.

    You’re moments away from calling out your wife’s name when it becomes obvious that you mistook the sound for a panicked scream.

    Your sense of panic turns into desire as you hear your wife’s loud, lusty moans drift down the hallway. She’s getting fucked. She’s cuckolding you, as she so often does.

    She didn’t tell you he’d be coming over. She doesn’t have to. That’s not your deal. She just has to tell you about it when it’s over.

    Now that you’re here, you’re allowed to watch. You wonder who’s in the bedroom with her. Which of her lovers has she invited over to have his way with her body?

    You ascend the stairs and sit at the top. You have a perfect view of the bedroom and you can see your beautiful wife on her hands and knees. She’s having doggystyle sex, and it’s a little bit rough. He has a handful of her hair and he’s pulling hard. Her back is arched and her neck is tilted back as he pounds her.

    “You like that dick?” he hisses as he looks down at your wife while vigorously slamming his erection into her pussy.

    Her voice is ragged as she says, “I love it. I fucking love it.”

    You imagine him smiling as the married woman in front of him admits that she loves his cock. You know it’s Paul inside her. He’s the one that loves aggressive sex. He’s the one that makes your wife feel submissive when he comes over and uses her body for his pleasure. Sometimes, he’s exactly what she needs. It turns out that today is one of those times.

    His hand comes down on her ass and the sound of the slap reverberates. Your wife’s scream follows, though you now know it’s one of pleasure. You know she likes it when Paul simply takes what he wants. You know she loves how he sends her to a place of overwhelming, intense pleasure by fucking her like no man ever has, you included.

    “Whose pussy is this?” he asks.

    “Yours,” she answers. “It’s yours.”

    You know that’s not technically true. Your wife is happy to share her pussy with quite a few men now that you’ve set her free. Still, it’s hot to hear her say it, especially since you know it’s genuinely true in the moment. She’s given her pussy to Paul while he’s in your home. You know that if he wants to spend the next hour fucking her she’ll likely let him even if it means she’ll be sore afterwards.

    Paul pulls out and says, “Suck that dick. Taste your pussy.”

    Your wife spins around with remarkable speed and swallows her lover’s cock. Paul maintains his grip on her hair and watches as his erection disappears down your wife’s throat. She doesn’t even gag. She’s mastered that reflex in her quest to be a good slut for the men she chooses to bring into your bed.

    “That’s a good girl,” Paul says as he begins to fuck her face. He’s not quite as rough as when he was fucking your wife’s pussy, but he’s unquestionably using her mouth like a pussy. You can’t help but enjoy the show.

    “How does that dick taste?” he asks after pulling out of her mouth. You can see a string of spit running from the tip of his dick to her lips. You can see a naughty glint of pleasure in her eyes, too.

    “It’s delicious,” your wife says.

    “On your back,” Paul demands as he releases her hair.

    Your wife spins around again. This time she moves to her back and spreads her legs. She doesn’t take her eyes off of her lover. You can see her lust to have him inside her once more. She’s desperate.

    “You want this dick, don’t you?” he asks while stroking himself.

    “More than you know,” your wife answers as she plays with her pussy.

    “Then beg for it,” he says.

    She smiles. She likes it when he’s in control. “Please, fuck me. Fuck my tight little married pussy. Give me what I need. Give me what my husband can’t. Give me your big beautiful cock. Pound me until I can’t take it anymore.”

    Your wife’s desperation for another man’s dick is intoxicating. Your cock throbs as you unzip and stroke it while sitting on the stairs. You want Paul to fuck her almost as much as she does. You want to see his dick disappear inside her. You want her to experience the satisfaction she clearly craves.

    Paul moves between her legs and pushes his cock inside your wife. She throws her head back and moans. She’s getting what she wants.

    Once more, another man is pounding your wife’s pussy. He’s giving her exactly what she asked for. More importantly, he’s giving her what she needs and you’re watching.

    You could pound her like that, but you probably couldn’t last as long as Paul. Plus, you’re not really capable of being dominant like that. You could fake it, but you much prefer a submissive position in bed. You like it when she gets on top and rides you. You want to make love to her when you’re in the missionary position.

    Paul doesn’t want that. He wants to dominate your wife with his cock. He wants to pound her cunt until it’s red and enflamed. He wants to make her cum harder and longer than you ever have. He wants to make sure that she’s sore when he leaves so she’ll spend the rest of the day thinking about how good it felt to have him inside her.

    That’s why you’re watching him pound her so relentlessly. That’s why she’s screaming so loudly as he drills her pussy with his big cock. That’s why the sound of flesh meeting flesh fills the bedroom and drifts out into the hallway to tickle your ears with cuckold delight.

    “Yes. Yes. Yes!” your wife says as Paul does as he pleases with her body.

    She keeps her legs spread wide open, giving him all the room he needs to do as he desires. He roughly plays with her tits and pulls on her nipples, eliciting delighted moans of joy from the woman beneath him. You have a good enough view to see her pussy lips open up and you can’t get over how beautiful it is to see someone else’s bigger, better cock fill her cunt.

    When she cums, it’s loud and lusty. She screams in pleasure as an orgasm rips through her body while Paul continues his relentless assault on your wife’s pussy. It’s an otherworldly experience he’s giving her and the way she clings to his body makes it seem like she never wants it to end.

    “You’re incredible,” your wife says after the orgasm finally ends.

    Paul’s cock is still buried inside her as they share a kiss. He fucks her slowly. You know the feeling. Her pussy feels perfect and he hasn’t cum yet so of course he doesn’t want to stop enjoying her warmth and wetness.

    “I want to make you cum,” she says. “How do you want me?”

    It always arouses you to hear your wife offer herself to another man. She’s willing to let him do almost anything he desires in the name of his orgasm. She just wants to make him feel good, and that’s thrilling in every way.

    “Why don’t you get on top?” Paul says. “Milk me with that tight little cunt of yours.”

    He pulls out and gets on his back. Your wife climbs on top and takes him inside her. She glances up. Her eyes meet yours for a moment. She smiles. She finally knows you’re watching.

    She looks back at the man inside her and says, “I love your cock, Paul. I fucking love it.” She starts to ride him. Her breasts and bottom bounce as she moves up and down on his dick. “You can have me whenever you want me.”

    He groans and reaches up to play with her tits. He squeezes them roughly. He’s the kind of man that likes to possess the woman he’s fucking. He likes to let her know that when he’s in the bedroom, he owns her. He’s exactly what your wife needs sometimes, including right now.

    You love that she has him. You love that your beautiful wife gets to enjoy the rough, aggressive, dominating sex she craves from time to time. You love that he pounds her pussy hard and fast and makes her cum in an entirely different way than you’ve ever made her cum.

    “You give me what he can’t,” your wife says as she looks at the man inside her.

    You hear Paul groan. You know he likes hearing that. Most men fucking married women probably do. He likes knowing that her husband doesn’t give her what she craves, what she needs in the bedroom.

    You know that’s true. That’s why she cuckolds you. She’s using Paul to have the kind of sex she doesn’t have in your marriage. She’s using him to give her the kind of pleasure she doesn’t get to experience when you’re inside her.

    Your wife leans down and kisses Paul. You see her ass bouncing up and down. She’s milking him with her pussy. You know how good that feels. You’ve felt her cunt around your cock. You’ve experienced that kind of naughty ride where she works you with her pussy like she’s working him.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” she says.

    You can hear her voice quiver as she says it. She wants it badly. She wants Paul’s cum inside her. She wants him unloading inside her to be the finishing touch on a thrilling fuck.

    Paul grabs her ass and squeezes it hard. He gives her a good spanking. Your wife smiles and cries out. She’s having fun with his big cock inside her. She likes that he’s using her while you watch. She likes that you’re seeing another man give her exactly what she needs.

    Paul grunts as he holds your wife’s hips and pumps his cock up into her. He’s getting close. You know the feeling. He can feel an orgasm building in his loins. He can feel her wetness around him. He can feel the pleasure of her married pussy as he’s fucking her. He’s eager to unload inside her.

    Finally, he thrusts up into your wife and a smile spreads across her face. She knows another man is cumming inside her. She knows he’s giving her exactly what she craves.

    “Yes, cum inside me!” your wife says.

    Another man has just had an orgasm in your wife as you watched from the stairs. He made her cum and then he unloaded inside her. He filled her with his thick, creamy seed. It’s probably leaking out around his cock.

    “You’re incredible,” your wife says.

    Paul’s fingers grasp her ass cheeks as they kiss. “You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had,” he says.

    “Why don’t you hop in the shower,” she suggests. “Hubby is home and I want to have a little fun with him.”

    Paul turns and looks out the bedroom door. He sees you and smiles. He says nothing, though. That’s your wife’s job. Instead, they disentangle and he heads to the bathroom. The shower turns on and your wife beckons you to join her in the bed.

    You hop to your feet and walk into your bedroom. You quickly strip and join your wife on the soft sheets that are now wet with sweat from the exertion of the sex you just witnessed.

    Your wife kisses you. As her tongue moves into your mouth, you think about how she just kissed Paul. You think about how you’re tasting his tongue. You think about how she sucked his cock not that long ago. All of it arouses you.

    “I’m glad you got home in time to watch,” she whispers.

    “Me too,” you say.

    Her fingers move down your stomach and find your cock. They wrap around the turgid flesh and she strokes you slowly.

    “Yeah? Did you enjoy the show?”

    Her voice is soft and sensual. It’s nothing like when she was fucking Paul.

    “I loved every second of it,” you say.

    She smiles. “I can tell.”

    Her eyes drift down your body until she’s staring at your dick. You’re exceptionally hard. You can feel it. She can too. You both like that. You like that you’re so aroused by her indulging in her desire for an entirely different kind of sex with an entirely different man.

    “Do you like that his cum is inside me?” your wife whispers as she plays with your balls.

    You nod and say, “Yes.”

    “Do you like that I came so hard with his big cock inside me? Did you like watching another man give your wife an orgasm?”

    “Fuck yes,” you say.

    It’s become your favorite thing. It feels like a perfect, pure encapsulation of the cuckold experience. After all, the idea is for your wife to enjoy incredible sex with another man. When that other man makes her cum, it’s everything you want.

    “I want you to cum,” your wife says. “Cum while you think about Paul’s seed leaking out of me. Cum while you think about me screaming with his big dick buried inside me. Cum for me.”

    You’re in no position to resist. Your wife’s hand feels perfect on your cock. She’s stroking you skillfully and with just the right grip. She’s determined to make you cum, and so an orgasm flows from you.

    You grunt and cum explodes from the tip of your cock. You thrust your hips upwards as you climax and your wife smiles in pure delight. She’s made two men cum in the span of ten minutes.

    “How did that feel?” she asks.

    “It was incredible,” you say, though after your orgasm there’s a part of you that can’t help but feel a little jealous that Paul got to cum inside her and you were only allowed to enjoy her hand. That’s the life of a cuckold, though.

    She kisses you softly and says, “I think Paul and I are going to go again when he gets out of the shower, so why don’t you head downstairs and give us a little time alone.”

    Now that you’ve cum, you don’t really want to watch again. You’d prefer that Paul left, in fact. That’s not your choice, though. You’re the cuckold. You don’t get to make those decisions.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 87616039 - Training Her Cuckold to Suck Dick

    Kim reached over and grabbed her vibrator off the nightstand. She pulled down her panties and exposed her pussy.

    “Come here,” she said to Charles while pointing between her legs.

    He climbed into bed, taking his place near the thing he craved most in the world.

    “You want to taste me, don’t you?” Kim asked as she parted her pussy lips with her fingers.

    Charles nodded vigorously. There was nothing in the world he wanted more.

    “But you’re not going to taste me without permission, are you?” she said.

    “No, of course not,” he replied.

    Kim turned on her vibrator and held it against her clit. Immediately a moan of pleasure escaped her lips as the toy did its job.

    Charles watched intently as his wife masturbated. He liked the sensation that she forgot he was even there as the joy of playing with her favorite toy spread through her body.

    Kim arched her back as a steady stream of erotic moans rushed from her throat. Charles watched her beautiful, all-natural D cups bounce gently as his wife writhed in bed.

    He looked between her legs once more and saw the glistening juices of her pussy. The vibrator was doing its job. It was bringing Kim closer to the orgasm she craved.

    It delighted Charles when his wife gently pushed the head of the long, slender, white vibrator into her pussy. She slowly fucked herself with it. It wasn’t quite as thrilling as when her boyfriend was between her legs, but he enjoyed watching it nonetheless.

    Kim’s moans changed with the toy inside her. They were lustier and full of passion. She was mimicking the noises she made when her boyfriend fucked her. Charles knew she was doing it for him. She wanted him to think about being cuckolded. She wanted him to imagine being that close while another man fucked her.

    Kim pulled out the toy and turned it off. She looked at Charles and said, “Do you want to taste me?”

    “Desperately,” he answered.

    Kim presented the toy. “You can taste me on this pretty little dildo,” she said.

    She wanted him to take the phallic vibrator in his mouth. She wanted him to suck her juices off of it. Charles had never done anything like that before, but the idea sounded exceptionally hot.

    He opened his mouth and Kim gently pushed the toy onto his tongue. He wrapped his lips around it and sucked it clean. It tasted just like his wife’s pussy. He felt that familiar tingle of pleasure between his legs.

    “That’s it, taste me,” Kim encouraged him.

    She gently pushed more of the dildo into his mouth. Charles sucked it clean like he knew his wife wanted him to. He didn’t hesitate. It felt good.

    “That’s so good, baby. It’s so hot watching you suck my dildo clean. Do you want more?” Kim asked.

    “Yes, please,” Charles said when she pulled the dildo from his mouth.

    He watched as Kim plunged it back into her pussy. The entire length disappeared inside her over and over. She fucked her hole hard and fast. Charles could hear her exceptional wetness. It seemed that watching him suck on her dildo had left Kim exceptionally aroused.

    “You can see how wet I am, can’t you?” Kim asked.

    Charles nodded. “It’s amazing,” he said.

    Kim pulled the toy from her pussy and presented it to her husband. “I like watching you suck it,” she said.

    It was such a blunt way of putting it, but Charles loved it. He wrapped his lips around the toy and sucked it clean. This time, Kim pushed it in and out of his mouth. It wasn’t lost on him that she was essentially fucking his mouth with her dildo just as she’d fucked her pussy. That fact only served to arouse him more.

    “Do you like sucking it clean, baby?” Kim asked.

    Charles nodded with his lips wrapped tightly around the toy. He did. There was no sense in denying it. He loved it. He loved how kinky it felt. He loved that she was so aroused by it.

    Kim pulled the dildo from between his lips and plunged it into her pussy once more. She rubbed her clit with her free hand and Charles watched from close up as his wife approached her orgasm.

    She moaned and gently lifted her hips off the bed. She fucked her wet pussy and rubbed her clit in tiny circles. All of it brought Kim to a beautiful, body-shaking orgasm.

    “Suck it clean, baby,” she said after pulling the toy from her wet pussy.

    Charles did as he was told. He enthusiastically wrapped his lips around the slippery toy and sucked her pussy juice off of it. It wasn’t a large toy, but he took the full length of it in his mouth. Kim didn’t have to fuck his face with it. He gladly, gleefully sucked it all. He wanted to please her and in doing so he brought himself great joy.

    “You’re so naughty,” she said. “Look at you sucking that cock.”

    Charles groaned. She hadn’t used that word yet, and while the toy didn’t look much like a real cock, it was definitely phallic in shape and it was all the way in his mouth.

    “It’s okay to like that,” Kim said. “There’s nothing wrong with being a little turned on by the idea.” She caressed his head as he continued to suck on the toy. “It’s okay to be naughty.”

    Her soothing touch and soft words felt good. It made Charles feel like he could embrace what turned him on, and sucking her toy while she called it a cock definitely turned him on.

    “Why don’t you play with your cock,” Kim said as she pulled the dildo from his mouth and briefly plunged it back into her pussy.

    “Stroke your cock while suck my dildo clean.” She held the toy at Charles’ lips and once again he took it in his mouth.

    He followed his wife’s directions and sucked on the dildo while masturbating. Soon enough he had a surprisingly potent orgasm.

    “You’re a good cocksucker,” Kim said.

    It was a small, simple phrase, and yet Charles found it intensely pleasing even after his orgasm.

    
      
    

    At his wife’s instruction, Charles had purchased a realistic 7 inch dildo online. That dildo now sat in bed next to her.

    Charles was between her legs, as he’d so often been since she first cuckolded him. Tasting her pussy had become his greatest thrill, even when she hadn’t been freshly fucked.

    It was better when her boyfriend had been inside her recently, which is why he was particularly excited on this evening.

    Kim wore a pair of soft white satin panties and Charles could see the wet stain that her boyfriend’s cum made as it leaked out of her.

    “Do you want to taste me?” Kim asked.

    “Yes, please,” Charles said.

    He loved tasting her pussy after her boyfriend had cum inside her. He loved tasting the mixture of their juices. He loved how it made him feel to lick another man’s semen out of her.

    “Take my panties off,” Kim said softly.

    Charles slowly pulled down the white satin panties, exposing his wife’s perfect pussy. It always thrilled him to see the evidence that someone else had fucked her. Her labia were pink and puffy from the hard pounding. Her pussy gaped open just a little from the thickness of his cock. There was wetness everywhere. Best of all, her boyfriend’s cum was still leaking out of her.

    Kim picked up the lifelike dildo, just as Charles had suspected she would. She rubbed it along the entrance to her pussy and looked down at him.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asked again.

    “Yes, please,” Charles answered once more.

    Kim gently pushed the dildo into her pussy and moaned as it filled her. Charles watched her pussy lips expand around it. He saw some of her boyfriend’s cum gush out around the sides of the sex toy.

    When Kim pulled the dildo from her pussy, it was coated in a mixture of her juices and her boyfriend’s cum. She turned it around and held it in front of Charles’ lips.

    “Do you want to taste us?” she asked, referring to the mixture of bodily fluids that were the result of a night of passionate sex between her and her boyfriend.

    Instead of answering, Charles opened up and wrapped his lips around the tip of the sex toy. His loins were alive with desire as Kim pushed the dildo into his mouth. Charles used his tongue to lick the juices off of it. The taste of cum was distinct, but it only served to arouse him further.

    “Good boy,” Kim said. “Suck that cock for me.”

    Charles closed his eyes and took as much of the cock-shaped dildo into his mouth as he could. He gagged a little when it hit the back of his throat and Kim pulled it out.

    She had a beautiful smile on her face when Charles opened his eyes once more.

    “Do you want more, cuckold?” she said.

    “Yes, please,” Charles answered. In that moment, there was nothing in the world he wanted more than to taste those delicious juices once again.

    Kim pushed the toy into her pussy and fucked herself with it. Charles watched as she pumped it into her gaping hole over and over. She moaned like it was her boyfriend between her legs. She lifted her hips off the bed each time the dildo plunged into her. It was like he was a foot away from another man fucking her.

    The toy emerged from deep inside her covered in a thick layer of slimy white cream. Kim didn’t ask this time. She pushed it into her husband’s mouth and he took as much as he could.

    Again the taste of cum filled his mouth. Again he felt the heady rush of pleasure as he cleaned another man’s semen off of a cock-shaped dildo. Again his wife moaned as she watched.

    “Good boy,” Kim said. “Suck his cock for me.”

    Charles noticed the slight change in wording. She noticed that Kim referred to it as “his cock.” He wasn’t deterred though. He was turned on. He was so turned on he would have cum with just a few strokes of his stiff cock.

    Once more Kim pulled the dildo from his mouth and plunged it into her pussy. Once more it emerged covered in her boyfriend’s cum.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Kim said, this time with a delightful harshness in her voice. She was ordering him to suck cock and he did it.

    “Good boy. Now stroke your cock. Masturbate for me as you suck his dick,” she said.

    Charles wrapped his hand around his stiff cock and stroked. He felt an intense, overwhelming sense of arousal as Kim fucked his face with the dildo.

    “Cum for me, cocksucker,” Kim said.

    Charles couldn’t resist. He couldn’t help but cum as the naughty words hit his ears. He groaned around the cock in his mouth as he climaxed.

    “You’re a good cocksucker,” Kim said as she pulled the dildo from his mouth.

    “Thank you,” Charles said.

    
      
    

    Kim’s boyfriend Devin was on his back in their bed. Her mouth was around his big cock as Charles watched from his knees.

    Kim’s eyes were closed as she swallowed most of the big dick. She’d never had a big cock before she met Devin, and she’d quickly acclimated to offering him the kind of intense oral pleasure every man craved.

    Charles was on the floor by the side of the bed. He watched intently as he’d done so many times in recent months. At first, his wife had been reticent to have him present while she fucked her boyfriend. Much to his delight, Kim had opened up to the idea of letting her cuckold husband watch, and now he regularly got to witness the beauty of another man bringing her to breathtaking orgasms.

    “Do you want to taste me?” Kim asked when Devin’s cock finally slipped out of her mouth.

    “Yes, please,” Charles answered.

    Kim smiled as she straddled her boyfriend’s big cock and let him slip into her pussy. Charles had a lovely view of his wife’s cunt stretching out around another man’s bare erection. It was beautiful and it led to a throbbing pain between his legs. He wanted to masturbate, but he knew that it was his place to wait until Kim had given him permission. Instead, he watched intently as she bounced on her boyfriend’s dick.

    “He feels so good,” Kim said. “His big cock feels so good inside me.”

    Devin reached up and played with Kim’s beautiful big tits. Charles felt jealous as he watched. He wanted to touch her, to play with her tits, to caress her soft skin. He was forbidden from doing so until he’d been given permission though, and that wasn’t going to happen until she was done receiving the pleasure she craved.

    “Do you want to taste me, cuckold?” Kim said as she bounced on Devin’s cock.

    “Yes, please,” Charles answered. There was genuine desperation in his voice. He hadn’t cum in a week and Kim had made sure to tease him before Devin arrived. He’d never been so aroused.

    She lifted her pussy off of Devin’s big cock. It glistened with her juices, but Charles couldn’t help but stare between his wife’s legs. He wanted to lick her pussy. It was his favorite thing in the world.

    Kim had other ideas, though. She wrapped her fingers around the base of Devin’s cock and looked into her husband’s eyes.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she said.

    Charles looked at Devin’s cock. He thought of the many times he’d sucked his wife’s toys clean. He thought of the dirty talk. He thought of the times he’d cum with one of her dildos in his mouth. He understood.

    “Yes, please,” Charles said as he moved towards Devin’s hard, glistening cock.

    “Suck his cock,” Kim said.

    As Charles approached the cock, Kim’s hand moved to the back of his neck and applied gentle pressure. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around Devin’s big dick. He did it without hesitation. Kim’s training had paid off.

    “Good boy. Be a cocksucker for me,” Kim said.

    Charles could hear the lust in her voice. He could hear how much it aroused his wife to see him suck cock. That only made him want to do it more.

    “Taste me on his cock, cuckold,” Kim urged him as Charles gave a blowjob for the first time.

    The head of Devin’s cock was delightfully soft and spongy against his tongue and the shaft was just as stiff as it looked. The familiar taste of his wife’s juices mixed with something unfamiliar, which he assumed was the taste of a cock.

    Charles only stopped sucking when Kim pulled his mouth off of Devin’s cock.

    “Don’t worry, you’ll get to suck his cock again,” she said before gently pushing him away and once more impaling pussy on her boyfriend’s rock hard shaft.

    Charles moved back to the floor and watched once more as his wife and her boyfriend fucked in their bed. He could still taste the other man’s cock on his tongue and it brought him no shortage of pleasure.

    He wanted more. He couldn’t believe it, but he wanted to suck Devin’s cock again. He wanted to feel his wife pushing him down on the big dick. He wanted to hear her voice encouraging him to be a cocksucker for her. He wanted to cross that boundary and embrace being as naughty as she wanted him to be.

    He watched Kim cum on Devin’s cock. He watched her tits bounce and her thighs tremble as she enjoyed a huge orgasm with someone else’s dick buried inside her. He watched Devin fuck her missionary style and pound her pussy until he was on the brink of orgasm.

    “Do you want to taste us?” Kim asked.

    “Yes, please,” Charles said.

    “Cum inside me,” she said to Devin.

    Soon after, Charles watched another man cum in his wife. He watched the cock twitch and pulse as it emptied a massive load into Kim’s pussy. Then Devin pulled out. His dick was a sloppy, slippery messy. It was covered in dollops of thick cum and Kim’s juices.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Kim said.

    Charles climbed into the bed. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around Devin’s cock. He took as much of the long, thick shaft as he could. He gagged when it hit the back of his throat and then went back for more. He was being a cocksucker and he loved it.

    “That’s it, baby. Be a good cocksucker for me. Be a good little cock eating cuckold. Clean up his cum. Clean up my juices. Taste it all. Fill your mouth with that big dick,” Kim said as she played with her pussy.

    Charles loved that she was masturbating while he sucked cock. He loved that his depraved cuckold nature aroused his wife so deeply.

    He continued to suck cock as Kim climaxed once more. Her moans filled the room while Devin’s big dick filled Charles’ mouth. Somehow, the well-hung man stayed hard despite having just climaxed.

    Kim’s fingers wrapped around Charles’ cock. “Cum for me, cocksucker,” she said while jerking him off.

    Charles moaned around the dick in his mouth. He wasn’t going to last more than a few seconds.

    “Cum like a good cuckold. Cum with a big dick in your mouth,” Kim whispered before kissing his neck. “Cum for me, my little cocksucking cuckold.”

    That was enough to put Charles over the top. He spewed his seed over Kim’s fingers and on the bed as Devin’s cock filled his mouth. This time he was cumming with a real dick in his mouth and he loved every second of it.

    “You’re a good cocksucker,” Kim said as she released his cock.

    Charles kept sucking the dick in his mouth. He wasn’t going to stop until his wife told him to. He really was a good cocksucker.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 87769830 - Verbal Humiliation for You as They Fuck

    “This is what it looks like when a real man fucks your wife, cuckold,” he says as you watch him pound her pussy from behind.

    Her eyes are closed and she’s moaning and making faces you’ve only seen when he’s inside her. The sight of your wife getting fucked from behind in the hotel room you paid for is intoxicating and the torrent of verbal humiliation has become a regular part of your cuckold lifestyle.

    “His cock feels so much better than yours, baby. He’s so much bigger. He reaches so much deeper inside me than your pathetic cuck dick can. Fuck that feels good!” your wife screams.

    His hands grasp her hips hard as he thrusts into her. The hotel room is filled with the sound of their flesh slapping together, of his grunts, and of her moans of overwhelming pleasure. You’re on your knees, where you belong, and you’re stroking your little dick that you know can’t offer your wife the satisfaction she deserves.

    You long ago accepted your status as a beta male and you know you’re incapable of fucking your wife to the kinds of orgasms she desires. Your cock is too small, but it’s more than that. She wants to be taken, to be owned, and you can’t do it. That’s why there’s an alpha male cock buried in her pussy and why you’re stroking your inadequate dick as you watch.

    He grabs her hair and pulls hard on it. Your wife’s head snaps back and she lets out a cry of pleasure. He knows what she wants. He knows how to give it to her.

    “Tell me you love my cock, slut,” he demands.

    She answers immediately, saying “I love your cock. Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” she begs.

    “Hear that cuckold. She loves my cock. I’ll bet she loves it even more because she’s used to your pathetic little dick trying to pleasure her. Aren’t you happy that she has a real man to fuck her now?” he asks, expecting you to answer.

    You meet his gaze as his words sink in. You like being humiliated, cuckold. You like being reminded that you’re inferior in the bedroom, that your cock is useless to your wife. You shouldn’t ever fuck her because you can’t make her feel good and if you can’t make her cum, what’s the point of putting your dick inside her?

    You answer his question by saying, “Yes, I’m happy that my wife has a real man to fuck her now,” and your cock gets harder in your hand.

    You can feel an orgasm coming on and you slow your stroking to prevent the release of your cum. You want to last for as long as they do.

    “Are you about to cum, cucky? You never could last very long,” your wife offers with disgust in her voice.

    She’s right; you never could last longer than a few minutes inside her. Her pussy is so tight and warm and she’s so beautiful that you end up spilling your seed long before she climaxes. It wasn’t long before she would make you go down on her before you were allowed to enter her. You’d make her cum with your tongue and then she’d lie there quietly while you thrust your pathetic dick inside her for a few minutes before cumming.

    It always felt good to cum, but you knew you how inadequate the sex was. You knew she deserved better. It pained you to see that disinterested look on her face as you thrust into her. She always thought you’d get better at sex over time, that you’d be able to last longer, but she was wrong. That’s why she has a bull now and why you’re not allowed to fuck her anymore. She deserves and receives a good fucking from a real man that knows how to make a woman cum.

    “Get on top and ride me, slut,” he says to your wife.

    It turns her on when he talks to her like that. It turns her on to feel dominated and used by this alpha male with a big cock and a take charge attitude. It turns her on that he can last long enough to fuck her through multiple orgasms before spilling his seed in her pussy.

    He lies down and she climbs on top, making sure she’s facing you so you can look into her eyes and see her tits bounce as she rides him. They want you to witness the looks of pleasure on her face as she takes a ride on a real man’s cock.

    She says to her bull, “My husband can’t last long enough for us to fuck in multiple positions. His pathetic cock cums too quickly to satisfy me. I’m so happy I have a real man that knows I need to get fucked for more than two minutes.”

    “Two minutes? That’s pathetic,” her bull says as he reaches up and roughly plays with your wife’s tits.

    She closes her eyes and moans as he pulls on her nipples and rolls them between his fingers. He knows exactly how to stimulate her, how to make her feel things few other men in her life have been able to make her feel. He knows how to turn her on in ways you’ve never been able to do.

    “I’m gonna cum,” she moans. “I’m gonna cum on his cock, cuckold. I’m gonna cum on a real man’s cock!” she screams.

    As the orgasm rips through her body she stops riding him. He holds her hips tight, enjoying the sight of a woman cumming hard on his big cock. Months ago you came to terms with the notion that he makes her cum so much harder than you’ve ever been able to do, but it’s still humiliating to see it. They make you watch almost every time to remind you of your place in her life and each time it’s a painful lesson.

    You have no business fucking your wife. She loves you deeply and your tongue does an excellent job making her cum, but she spent years being unsatisfied with the sex you had and she’s unwilling to do it anymore. Other men fuck her now and you’re there to watch, be humiliated, and clean up the mess. That’s your place, cuckold.

    They switch to missionary as you watch and the sex takes on a more passionate tenor. They share tender tongue kisses, both their eyes closed, as he slowly thrusts into her wet and deeply satisfied pussy. They’re making love right in front of you and it’s deeply humiliating. It’s painful to watch your wife give herself over to him like this, to show that she likes being made love to as much as she likes getting fucked by him.

    Instead of verbally humiliating you they simply let you watch this tender interaction. He is truly doing what a husband is supposed to do and it won’t be long before he cums inside her, filling your wife’s pussy with his seed as you’re supposed to do.

    As your face burns with shame at being such an unworthy lover he thrusts deeply inside her and stops. He breaks their kiss and grunts as his cum floods her womb. Once the last cumshot has been planted inside her he pulls out and your wife beckons you between her legs.

    “Clean me, cuckold,” she orders as her fingers entwine in your hair and she pulls you to her pussy.

    This is your final humiliation of the evening. You’re going to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy and you’re going to do it for as long as it takes to get every drop of his seed from her. You’ve grown to love doing it, just like you’ve grown to love and crave the humiliation they visit upon you. You’re a humiliated cuckold husband that knows his place. When you’re done eating her pussy thank your wife and her bull for humiliating you.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 87769880 - Your Wife’s First Threesome with Another Couple

    Your wife told me you might like to hear about the naughty fun she had last night. She said she’d give me the privilege, in fact. My husband and I saw her profile on Swing Lifestyle and we were both taken with her beauty and the way she talked about your marital arrangement. What a lucky girl she is to have a willing cuckold husband like you!

    I sent her a quick introductory message to let her know my husband and I were interested in meeting and having some fun with your lovely wife. That same day the three of us had coffee together and made a date for Friday evening. It’s rare to find a woman playing alone on any of the swinging sites so of course we jumped at the chance.

    I know that what happened last night is what you’re really interested in, you naughty boy. Your wife told us all about how much you love being cuckolded. I poured her a generous glass of wine and she shared how you two got into cuckolding, how much you love hearing about the great sex she has with other men, and how much you love to watch.

    I especially enjoyed hearing how you’ve come to terms with the fact that your cock doesn’t quite measure up and that you’re not quite good enough in bed to provide your wife with the satisfaction she craves. It was so sexy to hear her talk openly about your sexual inadequacies and how you love her so much that you’re willing to let her find what she needs with other men, and in this case with another couple.

    I made the first move, kissing your lovely wife softly on her luscious lips and slipping my tongue into her mouth. I could tell she was a little surprised at my forwardness but it wasn’t more than a few moments before she relaxed and opened her mouth, welcoming my tongue and sucking on it gently. My husband kissed her neck and caressed her breasts through the soft fabric of her dress as we made out and she moaned her pleasure into my mouth.

    I broke the kiss, saw deep and overpowering lust in her eyes, and told your wife to kiss my husband. She turned and her lips quickly found his to share an impassioned kiss as I unzipped her dress and slipped it off her shoulders. I freed her breasts from the sexy black bra that encased them and my fingers found her nipples for a bit of naughty teasing that made her moan.

    My husband’s fingers made their way between her legs and into her panties, where he found her beautiful pussy. He rubbed her clit gently and once again she couldn’t help but moan. It turns out your wife is easy to turn on when she’s with someone that knows what he’s doing.

    While your lovely wife watched, my husband stood up and quickly removed the rest of his clothes, freeing his erect cock and placing it in front of her eager mouth.

    “Suck his cock,” I whispered into her ear. “Suck my husband’s cock.”

    She looked up at him as her fingers gently wrapped around the base and she licked the throbbing cock head, spreading her saliva over it. With their eyes still locked she opened wide and took his plump, throbbing head into her mouth to suck him like a good slut should.

    That was the first time she remarked how much bigger he is than you. She seemed quite taken with his size, though I suppose she’s prone to be especially aroused by large cocks since she was stuck with your small penis for so many years before expanding her horizons.

    Her cocksucking was voracious. I’ve rarely seen a woman devour a dick with such passion and desire. Again, it must be because she’s been denied the big cock she craves for so long. I’m glad we were able to help her make up for your shortcomings.

    I’m not the kind of woman that just likes to watch her husband fuck another woman. I did some of that, of course, but I like to get in on the action too. After giving your wife a few minutes on her own eating his dick I moved in.

    “Suck his balls,” I told her as I grabbed his dick and sucked my husband. I loved tasting her saliva on him and I know he loved having her mouth around his testicles as I worked the head of his dick. That’s a form of sexual bliss you’ll never know, isn’t it?

    It was such a turn on that your wife took my husband’s balls in her mouth without even thinking about it. All I had to do was tell her and she eagerly got down there and rolled his nuts on her tongue. It felt like we were in a porn movie. Have you watched a porn like that? Maybe when you’re done reading this you should look up a threesome with two girls sucking dick and balls together and imagine your wife as the one with nuts in her mouth.

    Your wife had mentioned her interest in bisexual play and based on the way she kissed me it seemed like she wasn’t lying. I wanted to see though, so I had her get between my legs and lick my cunt while I continued using my eager mouth on my husband’s cock. Suffice it to say, your wife is excellent at pleasuring pussy. She mentioned you were quite the pussy eating fiend, so maybe she just tried to think of what you would do in her place.

    My husband loved watching her eat me out and I had my first orgasm of the night with her tongue lapping at my clitoris. As my climax subsided we moved to the bedroom and I had your wife lie back with her legs spread so I could crawl between them and make her cum.

    While I was busy licking her clit my husband watched and slowly stroked his dick. He told your beautiful wife how hot she looked getting eaten out by a girl and all she could do was moan and run her hands through my hair, encouraging me to lick faster and make her cum. It wasn’t long before the telltale shudder of orgasm ripped through her body and her loud moans filled the bedroom. Your wife had her first bisexual orgasm last night and I have a feeling she’s going to want many more in the future.

    I took a quick bathroom break and came back to find my husband engaged in full on foreplay fun with your wife. They were kissing sensually as his hands explored her beautiful breasts and she slowly stroked his big cock. I crawled into bed next to her and played with her pussy, finding it soaked with her desire. She was ready to get fucked by his big cock.

    “Do you want my husband to fuck you?” I asked and she eagerly answered in the affirmative.

    He moved between her legs and placed the head of his cock against her labia, rubbing it slowly over them to tease her before sliding inside. The look of pure satisfaction on her face as she felt his big cock push into her pussy was an incredible thing to see. She’s been so used to your small penis that every time a real man with a large cock fucks her she feels a renewed sense of sexual vigor and pleasure. In a way, your little cuckold dick is a great gift to your wife.

    I watched from right next to them as my husband fucked her. He started slowly so she could get used to his size before picking up the pace and really pounding into her. I couldn’t help but masturbate. Your wife’s moans of pleasure were intoxicating and she’s so beautiful that seeing her take his cock was hugely erotic for me.

    I wanted in on the fun though, so I had your wife get on her knees and take dick doggystyle while she ate my pussy. At first she had some trouble licking me because she was getting pounded so hard, but she managed to find a good rhythm and provide my clit pleasure while being on the receiving end of his cock. She had an orgasm as he filled her from behind and as the climax washed over her she looked into my eyes, silently thanking me for bringing her into our bedroom.

    My husband is no stranger to threesomes with two women, so we were able to do the deliciously fun position where I rode his cock and your wife rode his face while the two of us kissed. You’re probably thinking that’s the kind of thing you only see in porn videos, but we pulled it off and it was incredible. We shared the most beautiful kisses as his tongue licked her pussy and asshole and his big cock filled me up.

    He finished inside me for the first round and I was amazed when your wife wanted to clean up the creampie. She said she wanted to know what it was like for her husband when he licks another man’s sperm out of her pussy. So she cleaned me, and it was incredible. It was the first time I’ve ever experienced that kind of pleasure and it felt so good. It was such a naughty delight knowing that she was licking my husband’s cum from my pussy and I couldn’t help but think about you, her loving cuckold husband, doing the same thing time and time again.

    That was really just the start of things. We spent several hours playing with your wife and enjoying each other in myriad ways, but that’s enough for now. I hope you enjoyed hearing about what a wonderfully sexy, sensual, naughty woman you married.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 87923510 - A Date with Her Ex-Boyfriend

    “Honey, you’re being paranoid,” your wife says.

    She’s naked and standing in front of the bathroom mirror as she painstakingly does her hair and makeup.

    “You’re having dinner with your ex-boyfriend and you’re spending more time on your hair and makeup than you do when we go out. I don’t think I’m being paranoid,” you say.

    Your wife puts down the curling iron and walks over to you. She wraps her arms around your waist and pulls you close. You run your hands over her back. Her soft skin feels so good.

    She looks up at you and says, “I’m not going to lie. I’m trying to look good. Obviously. It’s not because I want to fuck him, though. I want him to feel like he made a mistake breaking up with me. I want him to be jealous that I’m with someone else now. I don’t want to fuck him though. Okay?”

    “Okay. Sorry for being paranoid,” you say.

    You were being paranoid. You saw her putting in so much effort for him and figured something was going on. She managed to calm your nerves and you’re happy to spend the night watching TV, right up until she walks out of the bedroom in a tight, low cut dress, high heels, and stockings.

    You don’t say anything, but now you’re convinced something is going on. It has to be more than a simple date to catch up and reminisce about old times.

    You give her a kiss goodbye and a few minutes head start before grabbing your keys and heading to the restaurant she’s supposed to meet him at. You park across the street, figuring that she’d spot your car in the lot and know you were spying.

    Figuring it would be insane to go into the restaurant and spy on your wife, you wait in the car, telling yourself that if anything is going to happen it will be somewhere a little less public.

    An hour later, you’re regretting leaving the house so soon. There’s only so much entertainment to be found on your phone and you’re bored enough to risk taking a quick trip into the restaurant to see if you can spot your wife and her ex.

    That’s when you see her come out. Her ex is better looking than you expected – you’ve only seen him in old pictures – and you’re instantly jealous. They’re laughing as they walk across the parking lot and you hope the fact that you’re parked under a tree and out of the light is enough to hide your presence.

    It seems like you’re watching two friends conclude an enjoyable dinner as they reach your wife’s car. They’re still talking. They laugh every once in a while. Neither seems nervous or like they’re planning a move.

    Then he reaches for her hand. She lets him take it. He rubs his fingers over hers. The conversation stops and they look at each other. Something is definitely happening, but it’s not clear if it’s going to go any further.

    He leans forward and your wife welcomes his kiss. Their lips meet as his hands move to her hips and hers move to the back of his head. It’s more than just a kiss. There’s real passion there. You can tell there’s tongue.

    You know you should be angry. You can’t say for sure that your wife left the house knowing this would happen, but she’s certainly not fighting it. She’s making out with her ex-boyfriend and it seems like she’s enjoying it quite a bit.

    You’re not angry though, at least not entirely. There’s another feeling that’s stronger than any anger could be. You’re aroused. You’re watching your wife kiss another man and you’re getting hard. You’re watching him squeeze her ass and you can’t stop your dick from getting stiff.

    You know you should get out of the car, slam the door, and storm across the street. You should scream at your wife and punch her ex-boyfriend. You should do those things, but you can’t. More than any of that, you want to masturbate. You want to pull out your cock and stroke as you watch your wife openly, eagerly fool around with someone else across the street.

    She parked in the corner of the lot, giving them considerable privacy. That’s why her ex doesn’t have any compunction about playing with your wife’s tits through her dress. She seems to like it too, as she breaks the kiss to moan.

    She surprises you by reaching between his legs and playing with his cock through his pants. Your wife is stroking another man’s dick in a public parking lot. No one else is around, thankfully, but she’s being insanely bold.

    It turns you on, too. You don’t want it to, but you feel an almost overpowering sense of lust surging through you. The idea that your wife clearly wants this man has stirred up an intense array of emotions. You’re already leaking precum. You start to play with your cock through your pants, just like your wife is doing for him.

    They’re kissing again. It’s somehow more vigorous. You’ve never seen anything like it. He pushes up the hem of your wife’s dress. You can see the tops of her stockings and her panties. Your wife’s ex boldly pulls them aside and pushes two fingers inside her.

    She moans but quickly pushes his hand away. You figure it’s over. You’re relieved and disappointed at the same time. You were wrong though. It’s not over. She just wants to move it to the car.

    Your wife hastily opens the back door and climbs inside. She pulls her ex-boyfriend in after her. You’re more disappointed than you were when you thought it was over. Now you can’t see anything. You consider getting out of the car and finding a spot in the parking lot to watch from, but quickly dismiss the idea. They’d almost certainly see you watching.

    Just as your frustration is about to reach an untenable level, your phone rings. It’s your wife. Confusion reigns in your head.

    You answer and offer a tentative, “Hello?”

    She doesn’t say anything, but you hear something. There are grunts and what sounds like a belt buckle being undone. Did she accidentally call you?

    “Here, let me just move my leg,” your wife says. There’s a pause. “There we go. Perfect.”

    You hear the sounds of kissing. It dawns on you that you’re about to listen to your wife and her ex-boyfriend fuck in the back seat of her car. Your first instinct is to hang up the phone, but you quickly brush that idea away.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says. “Please, fuck me.” She sounds desperate.

    You look at her car as you listen, but there isn’t much to see. Occasionally you can detect a bit of movement, but it’s nothing compared to the show they put on earlier.

    “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” your wife says. He’s inside her now. You know it.

    The sound of sex is unmistakable. They both moan, groan, and grunt. You can hear their bodies meeting as he thrusts his cock into her over and over.

    “You missed my cock, didn’t you?” he asks. You’re certain he’s wearing a confident smile as he does it.

    “Yes. Fuck yes!” your wife cries out.

    The sounds of sex get louder. He’s fucking her harder and faster. Her moans are coming quicker and they’re more exuberant. You’re furiously rubbing your cock through your pants. You don’t want to cum, but you can’t resist the urge to play with yourself.

    “Does your husband fuck you like this?” he asks.

    You stop stroking. For a second it feels like the world has stopped spinning. You’re almost certain you know what she’s going to say, but you need to hear it.

    “No,” your wife says, confirming your fears. “He never has,” she continues. “No one has ever fucked me like you do.” You can’t tell if she’s serious or just trying to make him feel good. It certainly sounds believable.

    Again you know you’re supposed to be angry and humiliated. Instead, all you can feel is arousal. You keep your hand off your cock. You’ll cum if you play with it, even through your pants.

    Your wife is getting close to cumming. You know those noises. You know how her moans get faster and the tone lower.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Another man just made your wife cum. You could have done something about it, but you chose to sit in your car and listen.

    For a while, all you hear is heavy breathing. Then, your wife says, “That was incredible. I haven’t cum like that in years.” Your cock aches with desire.

    You hear movement and look across the street to the parking lot. You see your wife’s back. They’re changing positions. She’s on top of him in the middle of the back seat. You have a view. It’s not a great view, but you can see her riding him.

    “Your pussy is so tight,” he says as you watch your wife’s body move up and down.

    “I haven’t had a cock as big as yours inside me in a very long time,” your wife says.

    “You can have my cock anytime you want it,” he says.

    Your wife moans and throws her head back. “Good,” she says. “Because I don’t think I could go back to fucking just my husband’s cock. I just can’t. I’d forgotten how good a big dick feels.”

    That hurts a little, but you’re still overwhelmingly aroused. You still want to masturbate. You still want to cum while your wife tells her ex-boyfriend that he’s got a better cock than you do. What the hell is happening?

    “I’m getting close,” he says.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife urges him.

    “Fuck,” he groans.

    You watch your wife lean forward. It looks like she’s offering him her breasts. You know she loves having her nipples sucked while she’s getting fucked. You hear her moan. He must be doing it. He must be sucking her nipples while he’s fucking her pussy. That’s something you do. It turns you on to know she’s letting another man do it.

    “I’m gonna cum!” he cries out.

    “Give it to me,” she urges him in a lusty voice.

    He groans loudly and your wife stops riding him. Another man is cumming inside her. You’re watching from across the street as someone else fills her pussy with his seed.

    “You’re incredible,” he says.

    Your wife leans forward and you hear them kissing. It sounds so passionate.

    “I should get home,” she says. “We’re going to do this again, though, and in a bed. I’ll make sure we have plenty of time to play, too. I want your cock for as long as I can have it.”

    He pulls his pants back up and your wife fixes her dress before they step out of the car. They exchange a quick kiss before she gets in the front seat. She doesn’t start the car though. Instead, she sits and watches him leave.

    After he’s driven off, your wife looks across the street. She looks right at you.

    “Did you enjoy the show, honey?” she asks.

    She knew you were watching. She called you on purpose. Somehow she knew you wouldn’t stop her. She knew you’d watch and listen. You’re speechless, but she’s willing to wait.

    “You deserve to orgasm, too. Why don’t you come over here? My pussy is already lubed and ready for another round. You don’t mind sloppy seconds, do you?” she asks playfully.

    Lust takes over as you open the door and run across the street. You’re still hard. Your mind is awash in wild desire. You just want to be inside her.

    Your wife steps out of the car and quickly moves to the back. She leaves the door open. When you arrive a few seconds later she’s on her back with her legs spread. Her panties are pulled aside and you can see her ex-boyfriend’s cum leaking out of her.

    “Fuck me,” is all she says.

    You quickly look around the parking lot before unzipping your pants, pulling out your cock, and climbing on top of your wife to fuck her cum-filled pussy.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 88009352 - Cuckolded at a College Party

    She’s the first girl you’ve ever had sex with. She’s funny, smart, and beautiful and from the day you met in your calculus class you’ve known she’s out of your league.

    That didn’t stop her from going out with you though. It didn’t stop her from eagerly making out with you in the back row of the movie theater you went to on your second date. It didn’t stop her from giving you a handjob in your dorm room.

    You were her first, too. It was awkward, just like it always is when two people try something they’ve never done before. It was good though; at least for you. Your orgasm came fairly quickly, but you got better each time.

    She’s still going out with you and you’re still having sex, so you figure it can’t be all that bad. You’re not sure if she’s climaxing when you fuck though. She definitely does when you go down on her. It took a little while to figure that out, but eventually she got you to a place where you can reliably get her off with your tongue.

    Guys hit on her. She’s beautiful, so of course they do. Sometimes a guy is hitting on her as you arrive for a dinner date or at the movies. Sometimes guys hit on her when you’re standing right there. That never feels good.

    It makes you jealous when they hit on her, but not in a way that makes you angry. There’s something else there. Mostly it’s just confusing. All kinds of emotions rush through you when it happens.

    You try not to think about it, but you’ve noticed that the sex seems to be a little hotter after you’ve witnessed someone else flirting with her. You’re pretty sure she always cums during that kind of sex. You cum harder, too.

    That’s why you’re okay watching her flirt with another guy right now. You’re at a sorority house for a party and there are dozens of people crammed into the main room. You and your girlfriend did a few shots before separating to talk to your friends and you’re feeling a little buzzed. You know she is too.

    Someone is talking to you, but you’re not paying attention. You’re watching your girlfriend flirt with a guy that flares up your insecurities. He has to be an athlete. He’s big and strong-looking and he seems to have the kind of confidence that comes from being a star on the field. He’s certainly not shy about openly flirting with a girl he knows is dating another guy.

    As you watch, it’s hard to shake the feeling that something about this is different. This isn’t like when you show up to a date and some guy is flirting with your girlfriend. She knows you’re in the room. She probably knows you’re watching and she’s not doing a damn thing to stop it.

    When the guy leans closer your heart skips a beat. For a moment it looks like he’s going to kiss your girlfriend. He doesn’t, though. He just wants to be closer. He runs his finger up and down her arm and leans in even closer to whisper something in her ear.

    Then he walks away. Your eyes follow him across the room and up the stairs. You’ve seen a few couples disappear upstairs and figured they were leaving to enjoy the kind of intimacy that a few drinks and plenty of flirting can inspire.

    You look back to your girlfriend. She’s staring at you. You’re too far away to say anything. She wouldn’t be able to hear you over the noise of the party. You see a familiar look of lust in her eyes. Then there’s the briefest flash of regret as she moves across the room and up the stairs.

    For a moment you allow yourself to believe that she wants you to follow her so the two of you can have sex in one of the bedrooms upstairs. You know it’s not true though. You know what she’s going up there to do, and it doesn’t involve you.

    You sulk as you watch her ascend the stairs. She’s going up there to fuck someone else. She’s going to cheat on you and she’s doing so with your knowledge. Then it dawns on you that she’s actually doing it with your permission. You could have stopped her. You could have talked to her. You could have dumped her and walked out of the party if she insisted on fucking another guy.

    You didn’t, though. You acquiesced. You offered no resistance. You watched her go upstairs knowing that she would soon have another guy’s cock inside her. You’re still not doing anything about it.

    Then something clicks. You realize that what you’re feeling through the mild, alcohol-induced haze in your head is arousal. That’s when you decide to go upstairs.

    Your legs feel weak as you climb the steps your girlfriend and her soon-to-be lover climbed before you. You hold the railing for stability as your mind rushes through the scenarios that might be playing out in the bedroom they chose.

    You walk down the hallway, which mostly features closed doors. There are moans coming from a few of the bedrooms, but none that sound familiar.

    You make a left turn at the end of the hallway and there’s a door that’s been left open. You can feel your heart pounding as you step closer. Your eyes adjust to the darkness and you see a girl on her knees. It takes a moment to realize that it’s your girlfriend and, more importantly, that she’s giving a blowjob.

    You can see his hand in her hair and you can see his cock, but his face and most of his body is hidden by the door. You have a perfect view of your girlfriend though. You can see very clearly that she has another man’s cock in her mouth and that she’s offering him a rather passionate blowjob.

    “Fuck that feels good,” the guys says.

    Your girlfriend doesn’t stop. If anything, she goes deeper on his cock. It seems like she wants to show him how passionate she is for his cock. He moans in response.

    You stand perfectly still in the hallway. Even if someone came up the stairs they wouldn’t see you, but you don’t want to disturb what’s happening in the bedroom. You’re not sure why, but you want to watch.

    You know that most guys would be furious if they were to witness such a display. If they were to watch their beautiful girlfriend sucking another guy’s cock they’d get violent, or scream, or storm out of the house and swear never to see the bitch again. Clearly, you’re not most guys.

    You have an erection. You don’t want to acknowledge it, but you can’t deny it. You’re watching your girl suck blow someone else and your cock is hard.

    “I wanna fuck you,” the guy says.

    Part of you hopes she says no and that she’ll just suck him off and be done with it. The other part of you hopes they’ll have sex in a position that lets you watch from the hallway.

    Your girlfriend’s mouth pulls off his cock. She looks up at him and uses her spit as lube while she strokes him and plays with his balls. Her eyes are alive with lust. She’s definitely not going to suck him off. That’s the look of a girl that needs to get fucked.

    She lets go of his cock and stands up before pulling up her skirt and yanking down the skimpy panties she wore. She tosses them aside and straddles him. Your girlfriend reaches between his legs and guides the other guy’s cock into her pussy.

    Just like that, another man is inside her, and without any form of protection. You hear them kiss as she sinks onto his cock and slowly rocks her hips.

    He pulls her top off and unhooks her bra, freeing your girlfriend’s perky tits. You see his hands move to them but the door blocks you from seeing how he plays with her breasts. You hear her moan.

    She starts to ride him. Your cock throbs as you watch your girlfriend slowly bounce on another man’s cock. She’s not shy about moaning. She clearly can’t help it. She’s got a big cock inside her and it feels good. He groans too. You know how good her pussy feels and now he does too.

    “Oh my God,” your girlfriend says. “You feel so fucking good.”

    Jealousy creeps in. She’s never said that to you before. She moans during sex. She urges you to fuck her. She’s never said that you feel good. Do you not feel good inside her?

    You can’t help but think about the size difference. You’re not small; you’ve measured and at 5.5 inches you’re perfectly average. You know he’s bigger though. You saw it. He’s much bigger and it seems like she’s really enjoying his size.

    “Oh fuck,” she cries out. “I’m cumming!”

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. Your girlfriend is cumming on someone else’s cock and your response is overpowering desire. You nearly pull it out and masturbate in the hallway. The possibility of getting caught stops you from doing so.

    After the pleasure of her climax passes your girlfriend leans back, turns her head, and looks right at you.

    “Are you having fun out there?” she asks.

    Your first instinct is to run. Maybe you could run far enough to get away from the embarrassment you feel. Even when that instinct passes you can’t think of anything to say. Thankfully, your girlfriend helps you.

    “Get in here,” she says in a demanding tone that you find irresistible.

    You push open the door, step into the small bedroom, and close it behind you. You look at your girlfriend and the guy whose cock is still buried inside her. He’s got a smug, satisfied look on his face. He probably should. He just fucked your girlfriend to an orgasm while you willingly watched.

    You stand there as your girlfriend stands and lets his cock slip out of her pussy. It’s slick with her juices and still fully erect and ready to fuck. He’s not done yet, of course.

    She walks over to you and offers a gentle kiss on the lips. Your body shudders with lust. She holds your gaze as her fingers work your belt and pants, pulling them down and exposing your hard cock.

    Your girlfriend leans closer and whispers, “I know this turns you on. I want you to masturbate while you watch him fuck me.”

    She leaves you and moves to the bed, getting on her back and urging her new lover to fuck her missionary style.

    He turns his attention to her and you watch as another man guides his cock into your girlfriend’s wet, waiting pussy. His full length slips into her with ease and in no time he’s found a hard, fast rhythm that fills the room with the sounds of sex.

    Your girlfriend wraps her legs around him and her hands move over his ass and back. Their moans mingle and fill your head. You wrap your fingers around your cock and masturbate like your girlfriend told you to.

    Your orgasm will arrive quickly, so you grab a handful of tissues from the nightstand. You see your girlfriend’s face as you do. Her eyes are closed and she’s in a state of pure ecstasy. She loves that big cock inside her.

    Soon the man fucking her groans. “I’m gonna cum,” he announces.

    “Cum inside me,” your girlfriend says as she runs her fingers through his hair and over his back.

    You’ve heard those words from her before. In the moment they’re even hotter when directed at another man. It’s as if she told you to cum, because you can’t hold back any longer. You ejaculate and catch your load in the tissues as he cums in your girlfriend.

    Pleasure surges through you as you consider that someone else is cumming inside your girlfriend as you’re cumming into a pile of tissues in your hand.

    He pulls out of your girlfriend and moves to quickly get dressed. You watch his cum slowly leak out of her pussy as you hold your still-hard cock in your hand. You know you should pull up your pants, but all you can do is stand there. He thanks your girlfriend, gives her a quick kiss, and leaves without saying anything to you.

    The look of satisfaction on your girlfriend’s face makes you happy. The post-orgasmic bliss feels good too.

    “We should do that again,” you say.

    Your girlfriend smiles. “Absolutely,” she agrees.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 88166835 - Your Friend Fucks Your Wife

    It began with a conversation over beers. You confessed to your friend that it seemed like your wife wasn’t satisfied with your sex life.

    “I’m not surprised, dude,” he said.

    “What?” you said. “What does that mean?”

    He swallowed the last of his beer, dropped the glass on the table, and gave you a surprisingly serious look before saying, “You’re not the kind of guy that can truly satisfy a woman. You can love her and support her, but you’re never going to be able to fuck her like she wants. She won’t divorce you because you’re too good to her, but she won’t be happy with your sex life and she’ll almost certainly cheat on you at some point.”

    Anger was the first emotion you experienced, but it quickly faded because some part of you knew he was right. He watched the emotions cross your face and smiled.

    “See, you know I’m right,” he said smugly. Then he dropped the line that would change your life. “I could fuck your wife the way she needs to be fucked.”

    It surprised you to the point that you spit your beer back into the glass to avoid spewing it out your nose.

    “Are you kidding?” you asked incredulously.

    “No, man. I think we both know she needs someone that’s more of a man than you’ll ever be,” he answered before heading to the bar for another round.

    Later that night, after another round of uninspired lovemaking, you watched as your wife stared at the ceiling with a look of mild disappointment in her eyes. A wave of panic came over you. Was he right? Would she end up cheating on you? The idea of her fucking someone behind your back was so painful. What if it could be done differently?

    “Do you want to fuck Kyle?” you said, referring to your rather confident friend.

    Your wife’s eyes went wide as the impact of your suggestion registered. She was speechless for a few seconds and couldn’t manage much of a response when she finally spoke. “What? Wait, what? I mean, why would you even...”

    “He says he could fuck you the way you need to be fucked and that I’ll never be able to give you what you need,” you continued.

    A pained look came across your wife’s face. You interpreted it as an affirmation of Kyle’s belief that she needed something you couldn’t offer her. You could have stormed out of the room or started a fight, but you decided to try something different.

    You pulled back the covers, revealing your wife’s lithe body and perky tits. You kissed from her neck to her breasts and took her nipple into your mouth to run your tongue over the sensitive flesh. You moved a hand between her legs and gently ran it over her pussy, which was still wet from your lovemaking.

    She moaned at the way you played with her pussy and you decided to take a leap.

    “Are you thinking about him? Are you thinking about his cock inside you?” you asked as your index finger gently moved back and forth over her clit.

    She moaned in response. She wasn’t stopping you. You went a step further.

    "Do you think he’d be able to make you cum harder than I do? Do you think he’d fuck you better than I can?” you said as she moved closer to orgasm.

    Again she moaned. Again you went further.

    “He’s inside you,” you whispered between kisses on her neck. “Kyle’s fucking you with his big cock. He’s fucking you better than I ever have.”

    You couldn’t believe what you were saying even as you were saying it. You couldn’t believe you were trying to make your wife cum as she imagined your friend fucking her. It was happening though.

    It wasn’t long before you gave her that orgasm. With your fingers and a few dirty words you brought her to a hotter climax than you’d ever given her with your cock.

    Afterwards, you said nothing. You weren’t sure what to say. It felt like something momentous had just happened but you didn’t really want to address it. Eventually your wife rolled onto her side, kissed your cheek softly, and said, “Thank you.”

    Was she thanking you for the orgasm? Was she thanking you for introducing the idea of Kyle fucking her? Was she thanking you for opening your mind to the notion that someone else could fuck her better? More importantly, why was your cock hard thinking about all of it?

    For a week, nothing happened. She didn’t bring it up and you couldn’t find the will to suggest that your wife fuck your friend, so you didn’t mention it either.

    You came home from work on Friday expecting to order a pizza, pick a movie on Netflix, and enjoy a night in with your beautiful wife. If things went well, maybe you’d fool around and have sex.

    Much to your surprise, Kyle was sitting on your couch with a beer in his hand and your wife next to him when you got home from work.

    You tried to sound nonchalant as you asked, “Hey man, what are you doing here?”

    Your wife turned to you and smiled. “He dropped by looking for you.”

    You found it hard to believe. Kyle knew when you got off work. He could have texted you to confirm even if he didn’t know.

    You couldn’t help but think back to a week ago. You thought of how you played with your wife’s pussy and told her to imagine Kyle fucking her. You thought about how he offered to do that very thing, and how he’d seemed to be a little bit aroused when talking about it.

    You thought the top your wife was wearing was a little lower cut than usual, that her cleavage looked particularly good, and that her nipples were clearly hard.

    All of these thoughts passed through your mind over the span of a few seconds before you excused yourself to grab a beer. Just as you were leaving the living room you saw Kyle reach out and take your wife’s hand in his. His eyes met yours.

    You couldn’t think straight as you opened the refrigerator. Was your wife in the living room holding hands with Kyle? Had they been doing something before you got home? Did she think you were getting home late tonight, which would have given her time to fool around with him?

    Finally, you grabbed a beer and returned to the living room. Kyle and your wife were still sitting on the couch together and they were still close, though they weren’t holding hands. She was leaning towards him though, and her shirt was definitely lower cut than usual. Her breasts were practically on display.

    “So, what were you guys talking about?” you said as you sat down across from them and took a sip of your beer. You tried your best to seem relaxed, but you weren’t sure you were pulling it off.

    “Oh, just life stuff, you know,” Kyle said.

    The evasiveness of his answer frustrated you to the point of anger. Your suspicion that they were doing something behind your back only grew stronger.

    Your wife sipped her wine and looked at you. There was something in her gaze you couldn’t quite place. She looked playful and a little bit lusty.

    You couldn’t take it anymore. You dropped any pretense of trying to be cool and calm. Something was going on and you needed to know what.

    “Honey,” you said to your wife. “Would you care to tell me what’s going on here?”

    Your wife gently placed her glass on the table and smiled. Again you saw that playful look in her eyes. “Why don’t I show you?” she said.

    You watched in utter astonishment as your wife unzipped Kyle’s pants and pulled out his cock, which was already semi-erect and unquestionably bigger than yours.

    She took him into her mouth with surprising swiftness and sucked his cock like she was a pornstar and you were the guy behind the camera.

    At first, surprise was really all you felt. You couldn’t believe your wife had your friend’s cock in her mouth, and that she was giving him an exceptionally hot blowjob.

    You thought back to a week ago. You thought about telling her to imagine fucking him. Then you wondered if that’s what she’d been doing?

    You looked at Kyle. The grin on his face felt like an answer to the question you were about to ask. “This isn’t the first time she’s done this, is it?” you asked.

    “All week, bro,” Kyle said. “She gives good head, too.”

    That’s when you felt the anger and jealousy bubble up. You wanted to hit him, but something kept you rooted to your seat. Something drew your eyes back to your wife’s mouth.

    The way she sucked his cock was beautiful. It was genuinely beautiful. The way she effortlessly moved up and down on his long, thick erection was arousing, too. Her lips looked so perfect as they opened around his thickness. You could see that she was using her tongue a little, too.

    “It’s not just blowjobs, man,” Kyle said. “Your wife’s definitely been sucking my cock, but that’s only because I’ve been fucking her like she needs, like you definitely haven’t been fucking her.”

    You looked back at your wife. “Is that true? Have you been fucking him?”

    Your wife took Kyle’s cock into her throat before pulling off of it, wiping the saliva away, and looking at you. “Didn’t you tell me to? Isn’t this what you wanted?”

    “No!” you said. “Of course not!”

    Your wife stood and stripped as you watched. She tossed her panties to you. You looked down at them and felt the wet spot.

    “Isn’t your cock hard right now?” your wife said as she straddled Kyle.

    Your cock was hard. You couldn’t deny that. You were aroused. You didn’t want to be, but you were. Watching her suck Kyle’s cock had turned you on, and she was about to fuck him. She was about to take your friend’s cock into her wet pussy, which she’d apparently been doing all week.

    “You can stop me if you want,” she said before slowly sinking down onto his dick.

    Kyle’s hands grasped your wife’s ass and squeezed her tight flesh as she dropped onto his cock. She threw her head back and moaned as he filled her. You did nothing.

    You watched. Your cock got harder. “Aren’t you going to stop me, baby?” your wife asked as she began to ride Kyle’s cock. “If this isn’t what you want, aren’t you going to stop me from fucking your friend?”

    She rode him harder as you watched. You stared at her ass and the sight of his cock disappearing inside her. You couldn’t stop her. Part of you wanted to, and another part of you wanted to masturbate.

    “He feels so good inside me, baby. He was right, he can fuck me like you’ve never been able to. He can give me what I need. He’s giving it to me right now.”

    Then the moaning started. It was the sound of pure pleasure coming from your wife’s lips. It was her experiencing sexual joy like she’d long craved and had clearly not gotten from you in a long time.

    “Why don’t you take out your cock, baby?” your wife said. “Go ahead. I know you want to. Just take it out and stroke for me. Stroke while you watch me ride your friend’s big dick.”

    For a moment you resisted. Then it seemed so pointless. She was already fucking him. You weren’t going to stop it. You figured you might as well enjoy it.

    You unzipped your pants and pulled out your cock. You started stroking immediately. You watched your wife bounce on your friend’s cock. You listened to her loud, lusty moans. You saw his cock disappear into her pussy. You saw her lips stretch out around him.

    “Your friend’s going to make me cum, baby. He’s going to make me cum like he’s been doing all week,” your wife announced.

    You thought about them fucking behind your back, about your wife essentially doing what you told her to do. She took the little fantasy you created and made it reality. She fucked your friend. She got what she needed from him.

    “Yes!” she cried out. “I’m cumming. He’s making me cum!”

    You were thankful you couldn’t see Kyle’s face. You knew smug look of satisfaction would have infuriated you.

    Your wife kept riding him. She kept bouncing on his cock even as the orgasm was making her scream in pleasure.

    Then Kyle groaned. For the first time it dawned on you that he wasn’t wearing a condom. Was he going to cum inside her?

    He groaned louder. She showed no signs of slowing down. She wasn’t going to climb off his cock and let him cum on his stomach. Your wife was going to let another man cum inside her.

    She turned her head to you and smiled. She saw the look of consternation mixed with wild lust in your eyes. “It isn’t the first time he’s cum inside me, baby. He’s been doing it all week. You’ve even tasted him,” she said.

    That’s when you came. You couldn’t control it. You couldn’t stop it. She’d hit a button that you had no control over. You came hard thinking about her confession. You spilled your seed as you thought about licking his cum out of her.

    Kyle climaxed moments later. He grabbed your wife’s ass hard, pulled her down onto his dick, and sprayed his cum into her pussy while yours pooled around the base of your cock.

    As you watched them kiss in the aftermath of their sexual encounter, you knew it wasn’t the last time this was going to happen. You knew he’d fuck her again and you’d gladly watch.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 88641436 - Worshiping Her Pussy After Date Night

    Mark is like a puppy on nights when his wife is with her boyfriend. When her scheduled arrival time nears every sound makes his ears perk up as he hopes she’s finally come home. Tonight Sarah texted to let him know she was going to be a little late. Travis convinced her to stay for another round, another vigorous fuck session that will make her orgasm one (or two, or three) more times before she goes home to her husband and his puppy dog eyes and sometimes literal wagging tongue.

    It was close to 1:00 a.m when he finally heard the garage door opener go off. The headlights of her car pulled into the driveway and his heart leapt. Suddenly it was pumping in his chest. It was not the first time he’d been cuckolded but it was still overwhelmingly exciting for him. When she’s out he can’t help but worry that this will be the time she decides she no longer needs him and that she’ll come back and announce she’s moving out. He knows that would never happen, that she loves him and the life they’ve built together, but a cuckold can’t help but worry no matter how solid his marriage is. After all, his wife spent the evening in another man’s bed and that man happens to fuck her much better than her husband can.

    Mark always tries his best not to seem overly excited when Sarah returns from seeing her boyfriend, but he almost always fails. These are the moments he loves, the ones he lives for. This is when his cuckolding fantasy truly comes to life. He loves thinking of his wife getting fucked while she’s gone, but when he can finally see her, touch her, smell her, kiss her, lick her, and caress her again is when he finds his cuckold bliss.

    Like a good hotwife Sarah loves that he gets so excited. She knows that the night she comes home to find him asleep or gazing absentmindedly at the television is the night their marriage is in trouble. As long as he’s eager she knows the man she loves is still hers. That’s why she takes great care to make her post-fuck sessions with her cuckold husband as erotic, arousing, and satisfying as possible for him. She’s a cuckoldress that loves the man she married more deeply than he comprehends.

    The good part of Mark’s evening was just getting started as he heard the car door shut and the garage door go down. When she left five hours earlier his blonde wife looked flawless in her pretty sundress and cowgirl boots. When she came through the door she was very nearly the same, though now her hair was tousled in that wondrously sexy I-just-got-fucked kind of way. A cuckold prefers his wife to come home looking like she’s had an adventurous evening. It’s a surefire sign that she got the pounding she was looking for.

    When Sarah first cuckolded Mark he would be all over her the instant she came through the door, sometimes overwhelming her with his lust. He still has that same excitement in his eyes but he’s learned that she needs to decompress just a little before she can fully inhabit the role of a cuckoldress giving her husband the kinky pleasures he craves.

    As she shut the door behind her Mark walked to meet her with a smile on his face and his arms open to take her in a warm embrace.

    “How was your evening with Travis?” he asked while wrapping his arms around her. His question was laced with trademark cuckold excitement. He knew the answer and it thrilled him to his core that her evening was filled with incredible sex and mind blowing orgasms.

    As they break the embrace Sarah let her hand brush gently against her husband’s crotch while her answer slipped sensually from between her lips.

    “It was….extraordinary. I didn’t realize how much I had missed being with him.” The slightest shudder passed through her body as she spoke the last words, so subtle most people would have missed it. Mark noticed though and instinctively knew she was reliving her evening in that moment. Perhaps she was thinking about Travis’s cock filling her for the first time in a month and how astoundingly good it felt.

    She looked right into Mark’s eyes. “He’s quite the lover, you know. I actually lost count of how many times he made me cum tonight.”

    She bit her lip in the way that sexy women do, making her husband desperate to kiss her. Ever attuned to her man’s desires Sarah slipped a soft hand around the back of his neck and pulled him to her, their lips meeting for a soft, slow, electric kiss that left Mark with a throbbing erection.

    “I missed you so much,” he said, all of his pent up cuckold energy spilling out in one short sentence.

    Her hand traced its way from the back of his neck to his chest and down to his stomach, still surprisingly firm and trim for a man in his early 40s.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said, beckoning him with an exaggerated swing of her hips as she walked down the hallway.

    As he arrived at the doorway Sarah had just reached the bed and was spinning around to face him. The hem of her dress flipped up to reveal the white lace panties she had worn for her boyfriend and Mark felt a rush of desire run up his spine and into his already overwhelmed brain.

    He moved to the edge of the bed and fell to his knees in front of his beautiful wife. Intimately familiar with his desires, her hand moved to his head and guided him between her thighs.

    “Kiss me,” she whispered, inviting her husband to delicately plant his lips on her soft, creamy skin and taste her.

    His lips find her left thigh, planting a soft kiss and letting the very tip of his tongue touch her skin while leaving just a tiny trace of saliva behind. He could taste the saltiness of her and Travis’s sweat, a byproduct of fucking countless times over a five hour period. The same taste could be found on her right thigh, and with each kiss he placed his wife moaned quietly, expressing her approval of his gentle touch and his obvious lust and love for her.

    “Why don’t you take off my panties,” Sarah said as she lifted her dress.

    This was one of Mark’s favorite parts of a cuckolding night. He loved to see his wife’s swollen, satisfied pussy after she’d been with Travis and his remarkably thick cock. There was no creampie to clean up since they were still using condoms, but Mark still loved to lick her smooth mound.

    “Lick my pussy, cuckold.”

    Sarah was rarely a harsh cuckoldress, but every once in a while she would unleash a dominant command and it was always perfectly timed. Mark could feel his cock throb as the words sunk in.

    The first few times he’d licked his wife after she’d been with her boyfriend Mark was hesitant. He was nervous about fully embracing his fantasy, about what his wife would think of him, and about what it would taste like. Those days had long since passed though. Now he dove in when given permission to taste Sarah in her post-coital state.

    He pressed his face between her legs, his tongue diving between her plump labia. A potent mixture of her juices, the taste of the latex condoms they used, and their combined sweat hit his taste buds and sent his head spinning. Once again his deepest cuckold fantasy was fulfilled.

    As he busied himself licking her Mark felt Sarah’s fingers take a firm grasp of his hair and pull him tight against her, nearly smothering him with her pussy.

    “Eat my cunt, cucky,” she ordered with a tone of intoxicating aggression in her voice. She was clearly feeling a little more dominant than usual tonight.

    “Eat the cunt that another man fucked to multiple orgasms tonight. Make me cum again while I think about how good it felt to have Travis’s cock plunging into me, to have his strong body on top of mine, to have his tongue in my mouth as he fucked me.”

    Between his legs Mark’s cock throbbed but he knew he was not allowed to cum until Sarah gave him permission, so he didn’t dare touch it for fear of an instant orgasm. Instead, having licked the juices of her coupling with Travis out of her pussy he focused on her clit and bringing forth the climax she desired.

    It wasn’t long before her legs were wrapped around his back, both her hands were in his hair, and her body was shuddering as the result of a deeply satisfying orgasm.

    As she released his hair and parted her legs Mark pushed back from her pussy and turned his head up to his wife to see a look of pure bliss on her face.

    She looked down at him, smiled warmly, and said “I love you my dear, sweet cuckold husband. Come lie next to me and I’ll make you cum.”

    It wouldn’t take long tonight, not with how worked up Mark was feeling as he climbed into bed and laid down next to his beautiful hotwife. It never took that long though since Sarah knew exactly how to bring her husband to an incredible climax with soft strokes and a steady stream of dirty talk whispered into his ear.

    She wrapped her fingers gently around his cock and began to stroke slowly, using the veritable river of precum flowing from him as lubrication. She moved her body tightly against him, pressing her breasts into his arm and chest and nestling her head next to his. She nibbled his ear erotically and let loose with a soft, sensual moan to prime him for the words of cuckold pleasure she was about to whisper.

    “Travis fucks me better than you ever have. His cock is bigger, he’s stronger, and he makes me cum harder than I’ve ever cum with you. If I had to choose one man to fuck for the rest of my life it would be him, without question. I love you cucky, but he’s much better in bed than you are.”

    And that was all it took. Mark cried out and his cock exploded, spraying cum onto his stomach as Sarah continued to slowly stroke him, milking every last drop of semen from his balls and leaving him as satisfied as a man has ever been.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 88786606 - Cum Tastes Better Off Her Tits

    Chad usually waited in the living room when Simone was with her bull. They would leave the bedroom door open so he could hear the sounds of his wife fucking another man while his cock throbbed. He would be allowed to cum eventually, but he was forbidden from doing so without his wife’s permission on these nights.

    Their cuckolding ritual had evolved over the years and it now included Chad consuming the bull’s cum in some manner. Simone liked to dream up naughty ways for him to do so. Sometimes she let the bull cum inside her and had him eat a creampie. Sometimes she’d make him drink it from a shot glass or mix it with a cocktail where the saltiness of the semen overwhelmed the other flavors. He wondered how she would have him eat the bull’s cum tonight as he listened to her climax once again.

    The telltale sound of her bull’s orgasmic moans drifted down the hall and Chad knew he’d soon be eating cum. Years ago such a thing would have disgusted him but he’d been trained to yearn for semen and he couldn’t help but be excited at the thought of it. He liked the salty taste on his tongue. He liked how thick it almost always was and how it left his tongue and throat coated after he swallowed. The taste often stayed in his mouth for hours, reminding him of his inferiority, of the fact that he readily consumed other men’s cum because his wife had trained him to do so.

    Simone, freshly fucked and looking positively radiant, emerged from the bedroom and sauntered down the hallway in the nude. Her breasts bounced gently with each step and her hips swayed in that way that makes a woman irresistible. She carried a used condom filled with her bull’s sperm in her left hand.

    “Honey, I have a yummy surprise for you. Are you ready to eat your cummy dessert?” she asked with a seductive lilt in her voice.

    His cock jumped and his mouth instantly watered. He couldn’t help it. Try as he might, Chad was a hopeless cuckold cum eater and he would do exactly as his wife requested of him.

    “Yes dear,” Chad answered.

    Simone sat next to her husband on the couch, carefully holding the condom as she leaned in to kiss him. Her tongue darted into his mouth and she moaned, pulling him tight against her lips.

    “Did you like listening to him fuck me?” she asked in a sultry tone.

    Chad’s response was quiet, “I love listening to you fuck, Simone. I love hearing how hard he makes you cum. I only wish I could watch, too.”

    “I know baby, but we prefer to be alone when we’re fucking. I let you listen because I know how much you like it, but I like it to be just me and him when he’s inside me, fucking me to blissful orgasms like few men ever have. You included.”

    She stroked Chad’s hair and the tenderness of her touch soothed his cuckold angst. As much as he loved listening to his wife fuck other men, he couldn’t help but feel jealous and inadequate.

    Simone captured her husband’s gaze and asked, “Do you want to eat my bull’s cum, honey?”

    Chad could barely contain his eagerness as he answered, “Yes.”

    “Are you sure? It doesn’t sound like you really want it.”

    He always had to beg for it, to convince her that he was the cuckold cum eater that she had carefully trained over the years.

    “Please, Simone, let me eat his cum. You know I love it. You know I’m desperate for it. You know I’ve been thinking about it all night. Please let me swallow his cum. Please feed it to me,” he begged, just as she desired.

    It turned her on immensely to hear him beg to eat another man’s cum, to hear him beg to eat her bull’s cum. She trained him to be a cum eater because she loved it and she knew Chad loved it too.

    “I want you to lick it off my tits,” Simone said as she gently upended the condom and let the thick, still warm semen drip gently onto her breasts.

    She made sure to generously coat them both, spreading out her bull’s cum as much as she could. She wanted Chad to have to lick every inch of her soft breast flesh to clean up the salty dessert she’d so carefully prepared for him.

    “Clean me, baby,” she gently ordered, and without hesitation Chad leaned in and began to lick and suck another man’s cum off his wife’s breasts.

    He took his time, both to savor the taste of the semen and because that’s what Simone wanted. It turned her on to see him cleaning up cum, even if it was his own, and he desperately wanted to make his wife happy.

    Chad licked her left nipple first, taking the cum that coated it onto his tongue and savoring the first taste of salty seed. Instantly his mouth came alive with the unique flavors of semen and he took a moment to enjoy them as it slipped down his throat, the first of many servings of cum he would enjoy.

    As she watched her husband lick another man’s cum from her breasts Simone breathed heavily. Her left hand slipped between her legs and she gently rubbed her clit and built towards an orgasm that would far surpass what her bull had just provided her.

    “That’s a good boy. Clean up every drop of his cum. Lick his seed off my tits. Do your duty as a loving cuckold,” Simone said as she caressed his head.

    “Does it taste good?” she asked.

    Chad pulled his greedy mouth from her breasts for a moment and looked up at his wife with pure lust in his eyes and said, “It’s incredible. Thank you for feeding me your bull’s cum.”

    The ritual aroused her. Knowing that her husband willingly accepted his role as her cuckold and consumed her bull’s cum had always turned Simone on. She loved that Chad was such a loyal, loving cuck and that he would do anything for her. He’d eaten hundreds of loads of cum at this point, more than she’d swallowed over her lifetime.

    “I’m going to cum,” Simone moaned as her fingers continued to play with her throbbing clit.

    Chad doubled down on his efforts, sucking and licking feverishly at her tits and reveling in the salty taste of cum that now inhabited his mouth. His throat was coated with the viscous fluid that had sprayed from her bull’s cock and it would stay that way for hours into the night.

    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Simone screamed as her body shuddered.

    As she came down from her orgasm she looked at her husband and once more gently caressed his hair while he finished cleaning the last remnants of cum from her breasts.

    “Would you like to orgasm, honey?” she asked, knowing the answer would be resoundingly in the affirmative.

    “Yes please,” he said.

    “You may cum on my breasts if you agree to clean up your mess. Otherwise you can go cum in the toilet,” her tone was resolute and commanding in case he had forgotten who was in charge of his orgasms.

    “I’d like to cum on your breasts,” he answered, his hand wrapped around his cock.

    “Whenever you’re ready,” Simone said as she grasped her D cups in both hands and offered them to him.

    In just a few moments his orgasm arrived and cum sprayed onto her tits. It had been a week since his last climax and he’d been listening to her fool around and fuck for most of the night, resulting in an impressive volume of semen.

    “What a mess you made, baby! Time to clean up,” Simone said with obvious delight in her voice.

    Eating his own cum, especially moments after an orgasm wasn’t nearly as exciting for Chad, but he didn’t hesitate to lower his head to her soft breasts and clean them eagerly.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 88786689 - Domme Wife & Her Black Bull Humiliate Him

    “He looks better shaved, don’t you think?” June asked her bull.

    “He looks like a bitch with his smooth little dick in that chastity device,” Erik replied.

    June laughed. “Well, that’s what he is, right? He’s a bitch for his wife and her bull.” She crawled towards her husband, who was standing naked at the foot of their bed. “Isn’t that right, George? You’re just a little bitch for Erik and I, aren’t you?”

    George nodded at his wife and the naked, muscular black man in their bed.

    “Who’s the man of the house, George?” Erik asked.

    “You are,” George said.

    June laughed again as she reached out and grabbed her husband’s locked, shaved genitals. “A real man wouldn’t let his wife shave and lock up his cock and balls, would he?” she asked.

    “No, he wouldn’t,” George agreed.

    She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled George between her legs. He felt the heat of her pussy against his locked cock and the perky flesh of her breasts felt splendid against his chest.

    “You’ve never been much of a man, have you George?” she asked.

    “No, I haven’t,” he said.

    “A real man wouldn’t let me sleep in his bed,” Erik said. “He definitely wouldn’t let me cum in her pussy.”

    June caressed her cuckold husband’s balls and looked up at him. “Say it,” she demanded.

    “I’m not a real man.”

    She smiled, gave his locked cock a good slap and moved back into the bed to curl up with her bull. June’s fingers wrapped around the big black dick between Erik’s legs and she stroked him slowly while staring at her cuckold.

    “What do you say to him, cuck?” she asked.

    “Thank you for fucking my wife,” George replied.

    “Is that all you have to say?” Erik asked with a smile on his face.

    George felt the ache of arousal between his legs. His wife and her bull had already put him in a place of submissive bliss and the evening was just getting started.

    “Thank you for showing my wife that she didn’t have to suffer through a lifetime of taking my pathetic little white dick. Thank you for showing her how a real man fucks a woman,” George added as he watched June kiss her bull’s neck and chest.

    “Stand over there, cuck,” June said as she pointed to the floor beside the bed.

    She wanted George to come closer and he did exactly as he was told. He wasn’t one to shy away from watching June and her bull play together. Plus, he hoped they would involve him.

    June kissed her way down Erik’s body. She licked his dark flesh as her fingers pleasured his big cock. The black bull had a big smile on his face the entire time.

    “There is nothing quite like a white wife that’s spent her whole marriage deprived of a real man’s cock,” Erik said as he looked up at George. “She spent a decade taking that worthless dick of yours and now she gets to enjoy mine. She’s always ravenous for me. Can you blame her?”

    “No, I can’t,” George replied.

    “This is your fault, George,” June said before she licked Erik’s cock. “If you weren’t so fucking worthless in bed I wouldn’t have to fuck him. If your dick wasn’t so small I wouldn’t have to invite another man into our bed to pound me and cum inside me. If your little dickie didn’t cum so fast I wouldn’t have to give myself to Erik.”

    “I know,” George said. “I’m sorry.”

    “You should be. You’re pathetic as a lover. You’re pathetic as a man. You’re only useful as a cuck.”

    June took Erik’s cock in her mouth as George stared and watched. The ache in his balls had only gotten worse. He’d gone two weeks without a climax and every humiliating word turned him on.

    “She suck your dick like that, cuck?” Erik asked as he watched June swallow his big black cock.

    “No,” George answered flatly.

    June had never given him head like that. She’d rarely taken his cock in their mouth before his cuckolding and it hadn’t been with any kind of passion. It had been out of a sense of obligation. June had ideas about what it meant to be a good wife when they got married. Those ideas quickly faded when she realized that George wasn’t able to live up to what she wanted in a husband.

    “Get your lips around his dick, cuck,” June said as she pulled her mouth from Erik’s long, thick black shaft.

    George climbed into the bed and took the big black dick in his mouth. He’d done it countless times before. He found it deeply embarrassing and a little disgusting at first. Now he was used to it. Now he was a cocksucker.

    “Look at him go,” Erik said as he laughed.

    June moved to kiss her black bull. They moaned together as George sucked cock like a bitch.

    “Is he as good as me?” she asked.

    “No, baby. He’ll never be as good as you. He doesn’t have the passion you have. He doesn’t get to enjoy the fruits of his labor like you do. He doesn’t get to cum on my dick like you do.”

    They kissed again as George sucked cock. Erik reached down and grabbed his head. He pushed his dick into George’s throat and made the cuck gag.

    “You’re a nasty fucking cocksucker, George,” June said. “You look like a fucking faggot with that dick in your mouth.”

    June laughed. She’d come so far since Erik entered their lives. At first she hadn’t been willing to humiliate her husband. Erik had shown her the pleasure in it. He’d shown her that it would arouse George and make him a better cuckold. He showed her that she could let out the frustration she felt at having married a man that was so incapable of giving her what she needed as a woman.

    “He ain’t no man,” Erik said. “He’s just a bitch.”

    “He’s our bitch,” June agreed. She reached down and pushed George’s head down on her bull’s black cock. She laughed gleefully as her husband gagged on the dick as it pushed into his throat. She found pleasure in his discomfort.

    “Suck my balls, bitch,” Erik demanded.

    George moved to the bull’s big black balls. He sucked them voraciously. He covered them in his saliva and listened as his wife and her black lover laughed at him. He acted like a dirty whore because he was lost in the pleasure of his humiliation. He did it because he wanted Erik to fuck his wife like she desired.

    “Move back,” June demanded.

    George moved to the end of the bed and waited on his knees as June straddled her bull in reverse cowgirl and took his cock into her wet cunt.

    She looked into her husband’s eyes as the big black dick filled her. She bit her lower lip and moaned. A look of pure pleasure came over her face.

    “He’s so much better than you ever were. You’re nothing compared to him. You’re just a worthless little cuck. He’s a real man. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man. He makes me cum. You disappoint me.”

    She berated him while riding Erik’s cock. She held his gaze the entire time. She peppered him with verbal humiliation and he refused to look away. He soaked up his wife’s bile and it turned him on even more.

    “Come here,” she said.

    George crawled closer to his wife. She reached out and grabbed his balls. She pulled his lips to hers but wouldn’t let him kiss her as she bounced on Erik’s big black cock.

    “Do you crave me, cuck?” she asked.

    George nodded. Despite the humiliation, he desperately wanted to fuck his wife. He missed her pussy more than anything. He missed how it felt around his cock. He missed thrusting in and out of her. He missed kissing her as he came inside her.

    “Do you deserve me, cuck?” she asked.

    George shook his head. “No,” he said.

    June closed her eyes and moaned as she rode Erik faster. She seemed to be nearing her first climax of the night. “Why not?”

    George looked at his wife. Arousal rushed through him. She wanted him to humiliate himself. “Because I’m a worthless cuckold. Because when I fuck you it’s for my pleasure only. It does nothing for you. You can barely feel my cock when I’m inside you. Compared to Erik I might as well have a clit instead of a cock.”

    June tightened her grip on his testicles as she climaxed. She closed her eyes and screamed in delight.

    “That’s how a man makes a woman cum,” she said. “Now suck his cock clean.”

    June climbed off of the black shaft that had just made her cum and George took it into his mouth. He sucked it clean like a good bitch. He sucked it clean like he’d been trained to do over the eight months his wife had been with her black bull.

    “Get that dick nice and clean, bitch,” Erik said.

    June laughed as she watched her husband’s mouth clean her bull’s cock. She watched him try and swallow it with his eager mouth. She watched him act like a slut.

    Erik pulled George’s mouth off his cock and effortlessly flipped June onto her back. He plunged his big black cock inside her and she instinctively wrapped her arms and legs around him.

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. “Fuck me. Pound me. Pound my tight little pussy.”

    Erik did just that as George watched. His big black dick moved in and out of the slick, tight white pussy and stretched it. He bottomed out with every thrust and elicited loud, beautiful moans of pleasure.

    “Eat my ass, cuck,” Erik ordered.

    George moved into place. He spread Erik’s ass cheeks and did as he was told. It wasn’t the first time he’d eaten the bull’s ass. He’d gotten used to it, just like he’d gotten used to sucking cock. He’d gotten used to being treated like a toy by his wife and her bull when they played. He’d gotten used to them doing absolutely anything they felt would be humiliating for him.

    “Is he eating your ass?” June asked between moans.

    “Damn right he is.”

    “What a fucking bitch,” she said.

    George heard his wife’s delight. He heard the harshness, too. She was never crueler than when her black bull was over. It was as if the part of her that cared for him disappeared and was replaced entirely by the part of her that resented him for being almost entirely unable to provide her with sexual satisfaction.

    June enjoyed her second orgasm not long after. Her legs kicked out and she screamed as George continued his oral assault on Erik’s anus.

    “I can’t remember the last time your worthless little dick made me cum once, cuck,” June said as she moved to her hands and knees and grabbed George’s chastised genitals.

    “He just made me cum a second time. He fucked me like a man should and he made me cum. You can’t do that, George, you worthless fucking cuckold.”

    Erik moved behind June and slid into her pussy from behind.

    “You’ve never been where his cock goes, cuck. You’re too small. You never could fuck me from behind. Your pathetic dickie would fall out of me. You’d get frustrated. Do you remember those sad little noises you’d make? Do you remember how frustrated I’d get? I wanted to be fucked by a man and you were like a dickless little boy who couldn’t keep it in his wife.”

    George remembered. He remembered how annoyed June would get. He remembered how she got to a point where she couldn’t contain her frustration. He remembered the night she yelled at him for being unable to fuck her like she needed to be fucked. He remembered how he grabbed his cock, jerked off, and came as she was berating him.

    “Now you’re in your proper place, aren’t you cuck? You’re little dicklet is locked up tight and it doesn’t come out to play unless I give you permission. That’s how it should be, right?”

    “Yes,” George admitted.

    June smiled as Erik fucked her from behind.

    “Get on the fucking floor, cuck. On your back. Stare at the ceiling. You don’t even deserve to watch him fuck me. You get to listen. That’s it. Go. Get out of my face.”

    George climbed off the bed and laid on the floor in front of it. He stared at the ceiling. He listened to his wife get fucked. He listened to her moans. He listened to the sound of Erik’s cock slamming into her soaking wet pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she said after a few minutes of vigorous pounding. “Give me your load, baby. Fill my cunt.”

    It was Erik’s privilege to cum inside her. It was often George’s task to clean it up.

    “Here it comes. Take my nut,” Erik said.

    He groaned and joyful noises came from June’s lips. She loved it when Erik came inside her. She said it made her feel good to know her black bull emptied his sperm into her pussy. She said she could feel his cock throbbing as it pumped shot after shot of seed inside her.

    June crawled to the edge of the bed and looked down at her husband. “You look pathetic,” she said.

    George suspected she was right. He was naked and his cock was locked in a small chastity device. He’d shaved off all his pubic hair at his wife’s request. He certainly felt pathetic.

    June slid off the edge of the bed and stood over George. He expected her to sit on his face and feed him Erik’s load, as had happened so many times already.

    Instead, June lowered herself over his locked cock. “This is what I think of your worthless dick,” she said as Erik’s cum began to drip out onto it. “You’ll never fuck me again, cuck. You don’t deserve my pussy. You deserve to be covered in another man’s cum. You deserve to be locked in your little prison forever. You deserve to stay soft forever.”

    Erik’s cum dripped over the device. It seeped in through the openings. It dripped onto George’s balls. He felt the heat of another man’s seed coat his loins.

    “There’s finally a real man in our marriage,” June said as she sat down on George’s locked cock and took him into her freshly-fucked pussy. More of Erik’s cum seeped out of her. “It’s just not you. It’s never been you. I married a cuck. I just didn’t know it for the first ten years. Now I do. It’s only going to get harder from here, George.”

    June leaned forward until her lips hovered over his. “There’s so much more I can do,” she whispered. “There’s so much more humiliation I can offer. I hope you’re ready.”

    George wanted to kiss his wife. He wanted to thank her for humiliating his cock with her bull’s cum. He wanted to tell her he was ready for more humiliation.

    Instead, all he said was, “I love you.”

    “I love you too, cuck,” she replied.
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    “I’m not cruel,” your wife says. “You’ll be rewarded for being a good boy.”

    She’s sitting naked on your couch. Her legs are crossed, hiding her pussy from your hungry eyes. Her hands rest on her knee and her arms frame her perky breasts perfectly. She looks irresistible.

    “It’s not like I’m asking you to do something insane. It’s not what you’re used to, of course. It’s not something you want to do, but that’s the point, honey. It’s something I want you to do. It’s something that’s going to make my pussy wet. That’s why I want you to do it.”

    Her bright red lipstick is impossibly sexy. You can’t look away from her lips when she’s talking to you. It’s almost hypnotic.

    Her bull is sitting next to her. He’s naked too. Her fingers are wrapped around his cock as she gives him a slow, sensual handjob. He’s hard, of course. You know how talented her fingers are. You know how easily she makes you cum when she jerks you off.

    “So, are you going to be a good boy for me?” she asks.

    You’re on your knees in front of the couch. You’re naked too, though your cock is locked in a chastity cage. As she often says, you have no business getting hard when her bull is over. He’s the only man in the house when he’s there.

    “I don’t want to,” you say.

    She leans forward and smiles. You stare at her breasts and then her red lips. You don’t want to disappoint her, but you really don’t want to do what she’s asking.

    “Let me make this simple for you,” she says. “Suck his cock or I’m not letting you out of your cage for a month.”

    She leans back and strokes her bull. You look at his cock. You move a little closer, but you can’t quite commit.

    “A month is a lot longer than it seems when you’re locked in a tight little cage. It’s a lot longer when you can’t sleep through the night because your caged cock keeps trying to get hard. It’s a lot longer when you have to wear a condom over your cage every day because you’re constantly leaking precum. Is that what you want?” she asks.

    You shake your head. “No.”

    “It doesn’t have to be that way. All you have to do is wrap those pretty little lips of yours around his big dick. Give my bull a blowjob. Fluff his cock for me. Show me that you’re willing to be a good boy, that you recognize his superior status in our household. Show me that you understand that when he’s here, he’s the man of the house.”

    You move between his legs. He spreads them a little wider for you so you can get closer. His balls look huge. His cock is thick and the veins bulge as your wife strokes him. There’s already a drop of precum at the tip.

    “Good boys get rewarded, honey. If you’re a good boy and you suck his cock I’ll let you taste my pussy before he fucks me. How long has it been since you earned the right to taste my pussy?” she asks.

    “A week,” you say. It’s been too long. You need to taste her pussy.

    “This is how you’ll earn that privilege. Fluff his cock and you can move right over here and taste my pussy,” she says while spreading her legs and revealing the object of your desire. It’s been a few days since you’ve even seen it. Your cock throbs in its cage as she teases you with the mouth watering sight of her pussy.

    You look at her bull’s cock once more. It doesn’t seem that bad. It’s not like your wife is going to think less of you if you give him a quick blowjob.

    “Fluff him, cuckold,” she says in a demanding tone.

    You move closer. His cock looks more intimidating from just a few inches away. It’s too late now though. Your wife holds her hand around the base of her bull’s big dick and you wrap your lips around the head.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You run your tongue along over the head of his big cock. You taste his precum, which is far more pleasant than you expected.

    You try and do as your wife does when she sucks her bull’s cock. You try and take as much of him into your mouth as possible.

    “That’s it, honey. See how much you can take. Be a good fluffer for me,” your wife encourages you.

    She pushes on the back of your head and you take more before gagging. She lets you go and his cock escapes your lips as you suck in air desperately.

    “Get back to it, honey. Being a fluffer isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about getting my bull nice and hard for me,” she says.

    You get back to work as your wife demands. You take his cock back into your mouth and work on the head. You stroke him and use your spit as lube. You lick all around the cock head and soon you’ve got him moaning.

    It’s a little humiliating that you’re getting into it. It helps that you can hear your wife playing with her pussy. It’s turning her on to see you fluff her bull. She loves that you submitted to her desires.

    “Good boy,” she says while pulling your mouth off her bull’s cock. “Come and get your reward.”

    You quickly move between your wife’s legs and eat her pussy. She tastes perfect in every way. She’s wet from watching you suck cock and as you push your tongue inside her your head swims with lust. Your cock aches in its cage. You desperately want to get hard, but tasting her perfect pussy is reward enough.

    After you’ve had your taste your wife pushes you away. “It’s time to watch,” she says.

    Your eyes remain fixed on her pussy as your wife straddles her bull and sinks down onto him. He’s rock hard and she’s soaking wet and that’s thanks to you. You’re their little fluffer and you did such a good job. Now you get to enjoy the reward of watching another man fuck your wife.

    You move between his legs once more and rest on your knees. You have a perfect view of your wife’s wet pussy riding her bull’s big cock. You’re close enough to hear it all, too. It’s the wet sound of sex that turns you on the most.

    Your wife sinks onto his cock and stays there. She leans forward and kisses her bull. The sounds of their kissing drift into the air and make your cock tingle with desire.

    “Worship my ass, cuckold,” your wife says.

    You tear your eyes away from the sight of her bull’s big cock in her pussy and stare at her perfect tight asshole.

    You don’t need to be told twice to worship it. You lean in and lick her ass eagerly. She moans into her bull’s mouth as you give a wet, passionate rimjob. The taste is perfect.

    She begins to grind on her bull’s cock. She moves back and forth and your head moves with her so you can stay attached to her asshole like a good cuckold is supposed to.

    She’s moaning louder and you’re helping her feel good. His big cock and your tongue are going to bring your wife to an incredible orgasm.

    “I’m cumming!” she yells.

    Her asshole relaxes just a little as she’s cumming and you take the opportunity to push your tongue inside. She moans louder. You’re making her feel so good!

    “Fuuuuck!” she says before gently pushing your head away from her asshole. His cock is still inside her, but your wife needs a moment to sit still and relax.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” she says.

    You’ve already sucked his cock so you see no reason to hesitate in taking his balls into your mouth.

    You maneuver a little lower and move closer to his balls. You run your tongue over them. You taste sweat and feel the roughness of his pubic hair. It turns you on more than you expected.

    You take his left ball into your mouth and run your tongue over it. The quiet moan he lets out makes you feel good. You move to his right ball and do the same thing.

    “Is he sucking your balls like a good boy?” your wife asks her bull.

    “He is,” her bull answers.

    “Should I give him a reward? Should I let him taste my pussy again?” she asks.

    “I think he’s earned it,” her bull says.

    Your wife climbs off the man that just fucked her and spreads her legs. “Come get your reward, honey,” she says.

    You let his sweaty balls fall from your mouth and move between your wife’s legs. You push your tongue into her pussy. You know she doesn’t want her clit licked right after an orgasm. She just wants to let you taste the sex she just had.

    It’s better the second time. You can taste a mixture of her pussy, his cock, his precum, and her juices. You can feel your caged cock start to drip.

    “Good boy,” she says while pushing your head away. She’s ready for another round with her bull.

    Your wife keeps her legs spread and he takes your place between them. His cock slides into her soaking wet cunt and slowly fills your wife.

    “Fuck me,” she says while wrapping her legs around him. “Fuck me hard while he watches.”

    When she was on top the sex was slow and sensual as you ate her ass. It’s not that way this time. Now your wife wants something different. She wants to be pounded.

    Her bull obliges. He’s strong and fit and he can go as long as she wants. You watch in awe as he pulls out until it’s just the tip of his cock inside her and then plunges back inside again. Her pussy lips cling to his shaft as the sound of their flesh meeting over and over fills the room and leaves you tingling. You’re so worked up you’re starting to get lightheaded.

    Her bull’s hard thrusting comes to a stop. He moves to his knees in front of the couch and keeps his cock inside her.

    “Come here, honey,” your wife says.

    You move to the couch and she directs you to rest your head on her stomach. You feel the heat of her skin against your head as you lie down on your wife. You’re just a few inches away from her pussy. You can see her bull’s hard abs and the little drops of sweat that have formed.

    “Fuck me,” she urges him.

    You’re so close now. Suddenly you can hear every naughty little detail as he thrusts his cock inside your wife. You can see his dick disappear inside her and watch as it emerges slick and shiny with her juices.

    “Open up,” your wife says as she gently taps your head.

    You do as you’re told without thinking and her bull pulls out and pushes his wet cock into your mouth. You instinctively close your lips around it and suck. Suddenly he’s fucking your mouth instead of her pussy.

    He pulls out after a few deep thrusts and pushes back inside her.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. It turns her on that you’re so willing to do what she says.

    He fucks her hard and fast again. She moans loudly and runs her hands through your hair. She pulls tightly on it and you feel the delightful pain.

    He pulls his cock out of her and you don’t have to be told to open your mouth. You do so eagerly. You want to make your wife happy so you suck his dick clean of her juices and then watch him put it back inside her.

    This time he fucks your wife to her second orgasm. It doesn’t take long. She’s so turned on from watching you suck cock that soon she’s quivering and moaning unintelligibly while she climaxes.

    He keeps pounding her right up until her orgasm is over. Then he pulls out and pushes his cock into your mouth once more.

    “Swallow,” your wife says.

    For a moment you’re not sure what she’s talking about. Then you feel him cum in your mouth. Shot after shot of hot jizz lands on your tongue and paints the insides of your cheeks. You gag slightly because it’s so strong, but you’re determined to do as your wife desires.

    You swallow his cum. You swallow it all as he groans loudly. He’s having an orgasm in your mouth and you’re taking it because that’s what your wife wants.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she says while her hands gently caress your hair and upper back. “Swallow all of his cum for me. Don’t miss a drop.”

    You wouldn’t dream of it.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 89195027 - A Perfect Ending to a Cuckold Experience

    You’re on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. You’re there because that’s where you watch from.

    Your wife is in the bed with her bull. She’s in a crotchless black lace bodysuit that looks utterly perfect on her beautiful body.

    You have a perfect view of her lips wrapped around his big cock as she gives a vigorous, passionate blowjob. You can see his strong hands playing with her tits as she bobs up and down on his rod.

    “I’ll bet you miss her mouth, huh cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “I do,” you say.

    It’s always humiliating when he taunts you like that. Your wife encourages it. She likes it when her bull puts you in your place. She told him that you no longer get to enjoy her mouth. Her reasoning was simple: If your cock can’t make her cum then there’s no reason you should be permitted to enjoy the pleasure of a blowjob.

    “I get wet when I suck his cock,” she told you. “That doesn’t happen when I go down on you. It doesn’t bring me any pleasure, so I’m not doing it anymore.”

    It was that simple. Just like that you were denied the pleasure of your wife’s mouth, which is exquisite.

    She knew what she was doing though. When you watch her give him head it’s so much more agonizing. It deepens your cuckolding. Something as simple as a blowjob reminds you that can’t give your wife what her bull can.

    “She’s so fucking good,” her bull says as your wife continues to eagerly swallow his cock.

    You can’t help but stare. You’d stroke your cock, but she has forbidden you from doing so. You’re only allowed to masturbate and orgasm when she gives you permission, which she hasn’t done tonight.

    Instead, you have to watch as your wife completely dedicates herself to sucking another man’s dick in your bed. He’s on his back where you sleep. His ass is exactly where yours is going to be later tonight when you fall asleep. He’s getting his dick sucked in your bed.

    When your beautiful wife finally relents and lets his cock fall from her mouth, she turns to him. She doesn’t look at you. She doesn’t say anything to you. She looks at her bull and says, “I need you inside me,” while stroking his long, thick, wet shaft.

    He smiles and says, “You hear that, cuckold? When was the last time she said that to you?”

    You don’t have an answer. You can’t remember. She certainly hasn’t said it since he entered her life, but it’s been years since you inspired that kind of lust in your wife. You’re not certain you can remember a time when she ever expressed a genuine need to have your cock inside her.

    She does with him, though. She does it all the time. When they have phone sex she tells him how badly she needs his cock inside her. You almost always hear her say it when they’re in your bed getting ready to fuck. She almost certainly says it when they spend time alone. It’s how she feels. She needs him inside her. She doesn’t want it, she needs it.

    Your wife moves to her back – on your side of the bed, of course – and spreads her legs. You catch a brief glimpse of her in the sheer bodysuit and it’s perfect. It’s exactly what you’d want her to wear if you were going to move between her legs and fuck her. She knows that. That’s why she’s wearing it for him. She takes every chance she can to make you jealous.

    “Are you ready to watch me fuck your wife, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “Yes. Please fuck my wife,” you say. You know it’s what he wants to hear. You know it makes your wife wet to hear you say it, too. You don’t want to disappoint her.

    He turns from you and moves between your wife’s legs. His cock moves slowly over her pussy lips before he pushes the head inside.

    Your wife pushes her hips upwards. She wants more of him inside her. She wants him to fuck her. He doesn’t plunge into her cunt yet, though. He’s teasing her. He’s driving her crazy. You hear her whimper. She wants it. She needs it.

    “Please, fuck me,” she begs. “Give me your cock. It’s been too long. I need you. I need to feel a real man inside me.”

    That last part was for you and it hits hard. She certainly knows how to add to everything you’re feeling as another man is about to pump his dick deep into her pussy.

    Finally her bull relents and slowly thrusts inside her. You watch in awe as her pussy lips open around his thickness. She arches her back as the pleasure seems to rush up her spine. She groans.

    “Does that feel good?” he asks.

    “It’s so fucking good,” your wife says. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me hard.”

    Now that he’s inside her, your wife’s bull is done with teasing. It’s time for him to fuck her. It’s time for him to show you what it looks like when she has the kind of sex she craves.

    Thanks to your position on the floor at the foot of the bed, the union between their two bodies is all you can see. You’re treated to the sight of his cock disappearing into your wife’s body over and over. You see his bare flesh enter her wet, needy pussy and then pull out again.

    You hear the sound of their bodies meeting. You hear the very slight squeaking noises coming from the bed. You hear her moans, which get louder the longer he fucks her.

    All you can do is stare at your wife’s pussy as she takes another man’s bare cock inside her. You can’t see her pretty face. You can’t see her lithe stomach or perky breasts. You can’t see her beautiful hair. All you can see is the proof that you’re not man enough to please her in the bedroom. All you can see is that she’s chosen to have another man fuck her while you’re on the floor waiting for whatever pleasure comes after he ejaculates inside her.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    He keeps pounding her pussy. He pounds her harder, in fact. That’s how your wife likes it. She wants the continued stimulation as an orgasm rushes through her. Only when she’s finished does he stop.

    The sex isn’t over though. They’re just going to change positions. He gets on his back on your side of the bed and she straddles him. She guides his cock into her soaking wet pussy and sinks down onto him.

    Again you’re watching the union of their bodies. Now you can appreciate her beautiful ass, the soft skin of her back, and the way her hair bounces as she rides him.

    You love how she bounces on his dick and tosses her head back to moan towards the ceiling. You see him reach up and assume that he’s playing with her nipples. Your wife loves it when her bull plays with her nipples.

    You can see his testicles start to tighten up. You know that means his orgasm is drawing near. Your favorite moment of the night is almost here.

    You love when he cums inside her. You love that you’re not allowed to do that anymore. You love that he’s the only man that gets the pleasure of releasing his seed in your wife’s perfect pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she says.

    Your wife knows when her bull is about to cum. She knows that he loves to hear her ask for it. Every man does. She doesn’t ask you for it anymore. For you, the pleasure comes from knowing that she begs another man to fill her with his cum.

    “Give me your cum. Give me your load,” your wife says as she bounces harder on him.

    He groans and she sinks down onto his cock and moves her hips back and forth. He’s cumming in her pussy and she’s milking every last drop out of his balls.

    “That’s it. Cum inside me. Fill my pussy with your cum,” she encourages him.

    When he’s done, your wife leans down and you hear them kissing as you stare at her cock-filled pussy.

    “On the bed, cuckold,” your wife demands.

    You climb into bed and lie down next to them. You see a naughty look wash over her face and wonder what she’s going to do.

    You’re surprised when she climbs off his cock and quickly straddles you and sits down on your much smaller, rock hard dick.

    For a few moments you think your wife is going to fuck you. You think she’s going to ride your dick and let you add your load to her pussy. You’re wrong.

    She quickly climbs off your cock and lets her pussy hover just a few inches above the head. You look down and see that your erection is completely covered in his thick white cum and more of it is dripping from her pussy.

    Your wife lies next to you and wraps her fingers around your cock.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    She strokes your cum-covered cock. She’s using her bull’s semen as lubrication for a cuckold handjob. You hear him laugh from your side of the bed.

    “You’re going to cum like a cuckold should,” she says. “Using a real man’s load as lubrication.”

    If you were less turned on you might object. You might climb off the bed and storm off. You might yell at her for trying to humiliate you like that.

    You don’t do that, though. Instead, you beg her.

    “Please, make cum,” you say.

    She strokes you faster. The sound of her cum-soaked hands moving up and down your shaft is so much louder than you’d expect. Every stroke is a reminder that she’s using his semen as lubrication.

    “I’ll only make you cum if you promise to eat your load, cuckold. Tell me you’ll eat your load,” she says.

    You’re so close that you can’t say no. You know it’s going to be disgusting. You know you’ll be eating some of his load too because you know she’s going to feed it to you. None of that matters. All you want to do is cum.

    “I’ll eat my load. Please, make me cum,” you beg.

    “Good boy,” your wife says before leaning closer and kissing your neck. She moans like she’s getting fucked and strokes your dick skillfully. That’s all it takes to make you cum.

    You groan as your cum flies into the air. Your wife giggles as she watches it land on your stomach and spill over her fingers.

    “I hope you’re hungry,” she says. “It looks like you had a lot saved up.”

    You’re not hungry, especially not for your cum. You know you have to eat it though. It’s the price you pay for an incredible orgasm.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 89436814 - The Cuckold Gets Fucked

    Her fingers are gentle as they rub oil over your asshole. She’s not cruel. She wants to make sure you’re lubed up for when her bull fucks you.

    This is the last stage of your submission to your wife. This is how she’s going to take what remains of your manhood.

    As she lubes your ass with one hand, your wife oils up your balls and locked cock with the other. She plays with them. She caresses them.

    “I own these,” she says softly. “And I own this,” she declares while pushing a finger into your asshole.

    You whimper. It’s not painful – she’s been fucking your ass with a strapon for months – it’s just that it’s a stark reminder of what’s about to happen. She’s fingering your ass because a man is on his way over to fuck you.

    He’s going to walk into the bedroom and she’s going to stroke him until he’s rock hard. She’s going to roll a condom down his cock, lube him up, and then he’s going to mount your ass and fuck you. He’s going to savage your asshole. A man is going to fuck you, cuckold.

    “Please don’t make me do this,” you say. You’re voice quivers as you speak. You feel like you’re going to cry.

    “Don’t whine,” your wife says. “You agreed to this.”

    She doesn’t mean the anal sex. She means that you agreed to submit to her. You made the agreement when you begged her to cuckold you. She said she’d fuck another man if you would offer her your submission in any way she demanded.

    You were so hot to become her cuckold that you didn’t question it. You agreed. You submitted.

    She brought you along slowly. First it was a chastity device. Then she had you shave all your pubic hair off. Then she used a vibrator in your ass. Then it was her strapon. Then she put you in panties. Then she had you fluffing her bull. Then you sucked him off a few times.

    Now he’s going to fuck you. You’re going to take the final step.

    “I didn’t agree to this,” you say defiantly.

    Your wife’s hand comes down on your ass with surprising force. You cry out and fall to your side. The pain is excruciating. She spanks you again. This time it’s harder. It hurts so much more.

    “Please, stop,” you beg her.

    “On your knees, cuckold. I wasn’t finished lubing your ass. You need to be nice and wet when he gets here. No man wants to fight to fit his cock in a virgin asshole, and you don’t want that kind of pain.”

    You can still feel the pain of her spanking and now you’re feeling the humiliation of having been spanked by your wife for insolence. You knew she’d spank you. You knew it would hurt. You couldn’t give up your manhood without putting up a little bit of a fight, though.

    She penetrates your ass again, this time with two fingers. They’re heavily lubed and they slip inside you with ease. She pours more oil in after them. You can feel it inside you. It’s cool and slippery.

    Your wife pushes a third finger inside you. “How does that feel, cuckold?”

    Your first instinct is to lie. You don’t want to admit that it feels good, but it does. So does her strapon. You’ve grown to love being fucked. You just don’t want a man to fuck you.

    “It feels good,” you admit. She knows it’s true so there’s no point in lying.

    “It will feel even better when it’s his cock, I promise,” she says. “You’re going to love getting fucked by a strong man. After tonight, you’re going to understand why I love having his cock inside me.”

    You’re afraid she might be right. You might love this. You might come to crave it. You might end up with a cock in your ass a lot more often.

    The doorbell rings. Your asshole tenses up as your wife tries to pull her fingers out of you to let her bull in.

    “Don’t tense up like that when he’s fucking you, cuckold. It won’t feel good, I promise,” she says before pulling off her latex glove and leaving the bedroom.

    You have a few moments alone as she greets him. You briefly consider an escape, but you’re on the second floor and there’s nowhere to go. This is inevitable. There is no escaping it. You just have to get through it. You resolve to take it. You’re not going to enjoy it, but you’re going to get fucked. You know that now. You’re going to have a man’s cock inside you. That’s all there is to it.

    You hear your wife and her bull enter the room. You hear his belt being unbuckled and his pants dropping to the floor. You hear them kissing as she strokes him.

    Your wife tears open the condom wrapper and rolls it down his cock. She pops open the bottle of oil and applies it to his thick shaft.

    He climbs into the bed behind you. You feel his hand move over your ass. His touch is surprisingly gentle and soothing.

    Your wife appears in front of you. She crawls into the bed. Soon her lips are inches from yours.

    “He’s going to fuck you now,” she says. Her lips press against yours. Her tongue slips into your mouth as you feel his cock press against your asshole.

    He pushes the head inside you. It’s painful, but you’ve been fucked by a strapon roughly his size so it doesn’t feel like your ass is being torn open.

    You moan into your wife’s mouth. You can’t help it. It’s a little bit of pain mixed with the pleasure of deep humiliation. You have another man’s cock inside you. It’s a head trip.

    Your wife pulls back. You see the smile on her face. She caresses you.

    “It’s okay, honey. You can do it. You can take his cock. Just relax and let him fuck you. Relax and let him take what’s left of your manhood.”

    Her voice is so soothing, and so are her words. That’s what he’s doing. He’s taking your manhood because that’s what your wife wants. She wants you to be her submissive cuckold husband. She wants you to support her. She wants her needs to be your needs. She wants you to make every effort to be a good boy for her. She wants you to get fucked up the ass.

    You feel his pubic hair against your ass. His cock is buried inside you. Every inch of her bull’s dick is in your ass.

    Your wife looks at you. “I need you to say it,” she whispers.

    You shake your head. You won’t do it. You won’t humiliate yourself like that.

    She caresses your face. She kisses you again. Her tongue is intoxicating. “Say it, cuckold.”

    His cock is already in your ass. You know that’s not going to change. You know he’s not going to pull out if you don’t say it. He’s just going to stay there. You give in.

    “Fuck me,” you say.

    “Good boys say please,” your wife reminds you.

    “Please, fuck me,” you say.

    He pulls out until just the head of his cock is inside you. He buries his big dick in your ass in one swift thrust. It hurts. You take it like a good cuckold.

    He fucks you. He pumps your ass hard. He holds your hips and thrusts in and out of you. You start to feel a pleasing sort of warmth build in your ass. Every thrust makes it a little bit better.

    “You like it, don’t you?” your wife says as she continues to run her fingers through your hair, over your upper back, and over your face.

    You look at her, but you refuse to say anything. You’re not going to admit that you like having a man’s cock in your ass.

    “Fuck him harder,” she says.

    Her bull picks up the pace. He pounds your ass harder. It feels better. You hate that it feels better.

    You close your eyes. You moan. You concentrate on the sensation of another man’s cock fucking your ass. You don’t want to like it, but you can’t help it.

    “You like it, don’t you?” your wife asks again. She can see that you like it. You can’t hide your pleasure.

    “Yes,” you admit. “I like it.”

    “See, I told you. I knew you’d like it,” she says before kissing you again.

    You close your eyes and enjoy her tongue in your mouth, her lips against yours, and his big cock in your ass. You enjoy the sensation of him taking you. He’s got a tight grip on your hips. You can feel his fingers digging into your skin. You can feel his cock plundering the depths of your ass. You can feel him doing as he pleases with your body.

    His moans get a little louder. He fucks you faster and harder.

    “You’re going to make him cum, cuckold,” your wife says excitedly. “Doesn’t that feel good? Don’t you like knowing that your tight little ass is going to make my bull’s big cock cum?”

    “Yes,” you admit. You find it oddly pleasing. You like the idea of making him cum. Part of you wishes that he wasn’t wearing a condom so that you could feel his cum splashing in your asshole just like your wife gets to feel his cum spraying in her pussy.

    He pulls hard on your hips and buries his cock balls deep inside you. He cries out. You know he’s cumming.

    “He’s cumming in your ass, baby,” your wife says.

    You wish he was. You wish there wasn’t a latex barrier between you. You wish he was dumping his load in your asshole.

    He pulls out and quickly pulls off the condom. He hands it to your wife.

    “On your back, cuckold,” she says.

    You move to your back. Your ass feels sore, as it should. You just took quite a pounding from a big cock.

    “Open up,” she demands.

    You open your mouth and watch as your wife upends the condom and pours his cum onto your tongue. You let it collect there. You know you’re not allowed to swallow until she gives you permission.

    “Savor the taste of his cum, cuckold. You earned it.”

    You hold his cum in your mouth. You do as you were told and savor it. You move it around. You appreciate the thickness of his load and the way it feels so slippery.

    “Swallow.”

    You swallow like a good cuckold. You feel his cum moving down your throat. You like that it’s in your stomach now. You like that you earned it by letting him fuck you.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Since you enjoyed that so much, I think we’ll find you a bull of your own, someone that will give your ass the cock it clearly craves. What do you think about that?”

    You know that you don’t really have a choice.
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    I look at you. I gesture to the floor. You hold my gaze as you sink to your knees. I smile.

    I can feel the pleasure your submission gives me. I can feel it between my legs. I can feel that beautiful, familiar sense of arousal that I crave. It pleases me. It thrills me.

    I step closer. You tilt your head to look up at me. Your eyes are brimming with desire, with your desire, with the desire to submit.

    In this moment, as I stand just a few feet in front of you, you’re willing to do anything for me. You don’t know what’s coming. You don’t know what I want or what sort of pleasure I’m going to permit you to experience. What turns me on is that you’re up for anything.

    I take a step closer. Your eyes open wider. You practically twitch with anticipation. Your mouth opens to let a heavy breath escape. I’m sure your heart is beating a little faster.

    I reach out and gently caress your face. You close your eyes and tilt your head into my hand. You crave my touch. It feels like a gift to you. To feel my soft skin against your face fills you with submissive bliss.

    I gently press my thumb against your lower lip and you suck on it. You look up at me as you suck my finger. It’s a small, simple act, and yet it’s so beautiful. I feel the wetness building between my legs.

    I remove my thumb from your mouth and offer two fingers. You suck on them like a good boy. A look of lust comes over my face. I push my fingers deep into your mouth. You gag just a little. It makes me wet. Your eyes are still locked on mine. Your hands are behind your back.

    Your brain is awash in submissive lust. You’re sucking my fingers like a good slut sucks on a cock. You run your tongue over them. You lick and suck like a good boy.

    I pull my fingers from your mouth. I wipe them on your cheek. You feel the wetness of your saliva on your skin. You smile.

    “Do you want to worship my pussy?” I ask.

    You look up at me and nod. I can see the desire in your eyes. I can see how strong it is. I can see that in that moment, there’s nothing in the world you want more than to worship my psusy.

    “Do you deserve to worship my pussy?” I ask.

    You shake your head. “No,” you say. “I’m not worthy of your pussy, but I want to worship it nonetheless. I want to taste you. I want to feel your wetness on my tongue. I want to make you feel good. It would be a great privilege to be able to worship you.”

    I smile. I like that you understand your place. You know that my pussy is a gift, that you’ll never truly be deserving of it. You know that it’s a privilege to taste me, to lick me, to make me moan. You know that even gazing upon my naked pussy is a privilege.

    Today, it is a privilege you have earned. I unzip my skirt and let it fall to the floor. I pull down my lace panties.

    “Look at my pussy,” I say.

    You do as you’re told and look at my pussy. You can see my wetness. You can see my arousal. It makes you happy. Your submission has left me wet. Your submission has filled me with desire. Your submission makes me crave your tongue.

    I step closer. My naked, wet, puffy pussy lips are inches from your mouth now. You’re so close to getting what you want.

    I firmly grip your hair. I tilt your head back. Your eyes meet mine.

    I pull you to my pussy. “Worship me,” I say. There’s a touch of aggression in my voice.

    You lick me fervently. You lick me like a good submissive is supposed to lick his domme. You lick me like a good boy. You lick me like you’ve just been granted permission to enjoy one of your life’s greatest pleasures.

    “That’s it,” I say as I gently grind my pussy over your mouth. “Worship my pussy.”

    You lick like my pussy could be taken away from you at any moment. You push your tongue inside to taste my wetness and then lick my clit. You know what I like. You know how to make me feel good.

    I step back. You lean forward. You want to keep licking my pussy. I pull hard on your hair. You moan in agony.

    “That’s enough,” I say.

    I turn around and bend over the bed.

    “Worship my ass,” I command you.

    You move behind me. You spread my ass cheeks.

    I feel your talented tongue move over my asshole. I love that you’re so eager to eat my ass. I love that you didn’t hesitate to do as you were told. I love that you’re now worshiping my ass even though you’d prefer to worship my pussy.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” I say. “Taste my ass.”

    You do as you’re told. I feel your tongue stiffen as you press against my asshole. I feel you slip inside me. I feel you pleasuring my asshole. I feel you eating me out.

    “Good boy,” I say as I reach back and pull you between my ass cheeks. I smother you with them. I make it a little uncomfortable, but you keep licking. You keep tasting my ass. You keep worshiping me.

    I push your head away. I stand up and turn around. I look at your throbbing cock, which you’ve been smart enough not to touch. I see how it’s dripping precum onto the floor.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” I ask.

    You nod. Of course you nod. You always wants to fuck me.

    “Do you deserve to fuck me?” I ask.

    “No,” you say.

    “Am I going to let you fuck me?” I ask.

    You shake your head and say, “No.”

    “Why is that?” I ask.

    “Because I’m an inadequate lover,” you answer. “Because I almost always fail to make you cum. Because I cum so quickly that you don’t have the time to enjoy yourself. Because you have a lover with a much larger cock that fucks you better than I ever have.”

    I smile. “That’s right.”

    Your recognition of your place in our marriage turns me on. It makes me wetter. It makes me crave an orgasm. It makes me crave release. It makes me want to reward you.

    Thankfully, I’ve already made plans for that. I counted on your submission and you delivered.

    The doorbell rings. My bull is right on time. I leave the room for a few moments and return with a tall, strong, handsome man. You stay on your knees like a good boy.

    I kiss my bull as you watch. He plays with my wet pussy. You can hear the juiciness of it as he moves his fingers inside me. I unbutton his shirt and run my hands over his muscular chest. I undo his belt and pull down his pants.

    I turn to you. I rub my bull’s big cock through his briefs. I smile.

    “Suck his cock,” I say.

    You crawl forward. You pull down my bull’s underwear. You submit to my desire and wrap your lips around his cock. It isn’t the first time you’ve done this. You’re becoming an excellent cocksucker.

    I kiss my bull once more. My hand rests on the back of your head and I push you deeper down on his cock. I want you to swallow him. I want you to take as much of his long, thick fuck meat into your mouth as you can. I want you to submit to his superior dick.

    You submit like a good boy. You know what I crave. You know that your cocksucking turns me on and that’s all that matters. You don’t care about being a straight man with a cock in your mouth. You care about making me wet. You care about serving my needs. You care about turning me on.

    I pull your head off my bull’s cock. I grasp it. I lift it out of the way. “Suck his balls,” I say.

    You take his big testicles into your mouth. You suck another man’s balls because I told you to. You suck and lick lustily. You moan as you’re doing it. You act like a whore because you know it’s what I want.

    I push your head away from his balls. I look down at you. I smile. Your face is wet with saliva from sucking my bull’s cock and balls. Your face is wet from being a slut for me.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me?” I ask.

    You nod.

    “Do you want to see what it looks like when someone with a big cock fucks your wife’s wet pussy?” I ask.

    “Yes, please,” you say. Your voice quivers. I know it’s what you want. I know it’s what you crave. I know you want it more than anything.

    I get on my back in our bed. I spread my legs. You have a perfect view of my pussy. My bull gets into bed with me. He takes his place between my legs.

    He’s where you’re supposed to be. He’s where a husband typically is. He’s where you’re never allowed to be.

    I reach between his legs and grab his cock. I rub it around my pussy. You watch intently. You can’t look away.

    I place him inside me. “Fuck me,” I say.

    You watch his cock disappear into my wet pussy. You see my lips spread out around him. You see me accept another man’s cock into my body. You hear me moan. It’s loud and lusty. It’s a moan of pure pleasure. It’s perfect.

    His big cock feels so good inside me. He’s so much thicker than you. I can feel every inch of him. I can feel my pussy being stretched in a blissful way. I can feel my arousal build with each thrust. I can feel an orgasm approaching.

    I cum on his cock as you watch. I cum hard. I wrap my legs around him and scream joyfully. You watch me cum with another man’s big dick buried inside me.

    My bull pulls out and moves to his back. I climb on his cock. Once again you watch my pussy lips stretch around him. You watch eagerly. You watch happily. You don’t touch your cock despite your desire to masturbate and orgasm.

    I ride his cock. I lean forward so you have a perfect view. You look at my ass. You look at my pussy lips stretched around his erection. You listen to the wet sounds of sex emanating from the union of our bodies.

    He groans. He’s approaching his orgasm. “Cum inside me,” I tell him.

    It’s not long before he’s emptying his balls into my pussy. You watch his cock pulse as he cums. You watch him fill me with his seed.

    I stay on his cock and turn to you. “On your back,” I say.

    You get on your back in bed. You look up at me. I smile. I climb off my bull’s cock and onto your face.

    “You may masturbate,” I say as his cum flows into your mouth.

    I feed you my bull’s thick load. I feed you all the cum he shot inside me. I feed you another man’s semen and you lick it up eagerly.

    You stroke your cock. You masturbate as you eat his cum.

    “Cum for me,” I demand.

    I want you to cum while you’re eating his load. I want you to have another man’s cum in your mouth as you orgasm. I want you to associate your sexual pleasure with his cum. I want you to eat his seed while you jerk off.

    You groan. You swallow more of his cum. You masturbate. You orgasm. You shoot your cum onto your stomach while you’re eating my bull’s load like a good boy.

    When you’re done, I climb off your face and smile at you. You’re a cum-covered mess. It’s on your face. It’s on your stomach.

    You wear a look of bliss. You’re happy. You got to submit for my pleasure. You cleaned another man’s cum from my pussy. You stroked yourself while doing it. You got to have a beautiful orgasm. You’re a good submissive.

    I play with my bull’s cock. I look up at him. I smile. I turn to you.

    “Get him hard for me,” I say. “I want to go again.”

    You do as you’re told.
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    The company Christmas party. That’s the first time it happened. You and your wife were having a delightful conversation with your boss when he asked you to grab another bottle of champagne for the three of you to enjoy.

    By the time you returned, they were gone. You noticed some of your coworkers giving you sideways glances. Some clearly felt sympathy for you. You knew your boss had a fondness for seducing the wives of his employees.

    You never imagined your wife would allow herself to be seduced by him, though. You didn’t believe it as you were standing alone at the party with a bottle of champagne in your hand. You thought it had to be something else. Perhaps your wife had simply excused herself to the bathroom and your boss had moved on to another couple.

    You waited for a few minutes, but then it started to feel awkward. People were looking at you. You knew they were assuming your wife had gone off with your boss. You had to find out if their suspicions were true.

    With the bottle of champagne still in your hand, you made your way to the elevators and pushed the up button. You stepped inside and hit the button for your boss’s floor. Your heart pounded as the elevator doors closed. You tried to calm yourself, but it wasn’t working.

    When the doors opened, you slowly stepped out. You turned and took a few steps towards the executive suites. For a moment, you considered going back down to the party and forgetting any of this had happened. You would just wait for your wife and assume that nothing had happened.

    You knew you’d always wonder, though. You couldn’t do that to yourself. You had to know if she’d become the latest subject of your boss’s unrelenting lust. Normally it was impossible to get near his office without his secretary stopping you, but she was at the party so you could move freely down the hall.

    You stopped when you heard the moaning. You knew that moan. You couldn’t be entirely sure without seeing her, but that was your wife’s moan. Your heart pounded hard as you considered going back to the elevators. You needed to know for sure, though.

    His door was halfway open, and as you moved closer there was no question someone was having sex inside the boss’s office. It was almost certainly your wife. Your boss’s cock was almost certainly inside her.

    You stepped gingerly down the hallway and came to a stop just outside the door. You listened. You heard loud, impossibly lusty moans of pleasure. Either the woman inside was faking it exceptionally well or she was having incredible sex.

    You needed to see. You needed to confirm it was your wife. You crept closer, pressed your head against the wall, and inched closer to the door frame. The woman’s brown hair was the first thing you saw. It was spread over your boss’s desk and moving, seemingly with each thrust.

    Your heart had never beaten so fast and so hard. All you had to do was slide a little more to the left and you’d see the woman taking your boss’s cock.

    You took a deep breath and slid along the wall just a little more. That’s when you saw your wife. She was bent over your boss’s desk. Her eyes were closed. She was getting fucked.

    It was the look on her face that stuck with you. It’s still burned into your brain to this day. It was a look of pure, overwhelming pleasure. It was the look of a woman that was genuinely enjoying being fucked from behind by a man she barely knew.

    His hand moved into your wife’s hair and he pulled her head back. Her eyes opened and she looked right at you. You froze. You stared at her and she stared back at you.

    Then she smiled. It was a devilish smile like you’d never seen before. It was like she was challenging you to come into your boss’s office and stop him from taking her pussy. It was like she was challenging you to be the kind of man he was.

    “I’m gonna cum,” your boss announced.

    Your wife looked at you and that devilish smile crossed her face once more. “Cum inside me,” she said while holding your gaze.

    Your boss groaned and a look of deep satisfaction crossed your wife’s face. He was cumming inside her and she looked thrilled.

    You turned away and left. You walked down the hallway and to the elevators. You looked down. You were fully erect. You’d been trying to ignore it. It felt too humiliating to contemplate. Why had watching another man fuck and inseminate your wife turned you on?

    Rather than answer that question, you headed to the stairwell. You sat down, popped open the champagne, and took a long drink. A few minutes later you heard your wife and your boss approaching. She was laughing as they walked by the stairwell and headed to the elevators.

    You returned to the party as soon as your erection had deflated. You had a little bit of a champagne buzz going.

    You found your wife with your boss. They were talking to another couple. They were standing close enough to look like a couple and his fingers drifted over your wife’s arm every so often. It was like he’d taken possession of her.

    “Hey,” you said as you approached. “I finally managed to find that champagne.”

    “We lost track of you, honey,” your wife said. Someone had already refilled her glass.

    “Yeah, it turns out it’s more difficult to find champagne at this party than you might think.” You knew you were talking a little louder than you should have. You were annoyed, a little but turned on, and bordering on drunk.

    “No harm,” your boss said. His hand moved to your wife’s lower back as he said, “I think I managed to keep your wife entertained.” You knew what he meant. No one else did. “She’s quite the charmer.”

    “Absolutely,” you agreed with a forced smile.

    For the briefest moment your wife flashed you that devilish smile. You wondered if his cum was dripping into her panties or if she’d taken a moment to wipe it up. You felt your loins stirring to life once more and quickly banished the thought from your head.

    “Would you excuse us?” your wife said to your boss as she took your hand in hers and led you through the throng of party guests.

    You slipped down a hallway together and she pushed you through a bathroom door and quickly locked it behind you. You put up no resistance as she led you to the mirrors and stepped behind you.

    She unzipped your pants and pulled your cock through the fly. You rested your hands on the marble counter top as your wife began to stroke you.

    “Please…honey, please, don’t,” you said.

    “Look at yourself,” she demanded.

    You looked in the mirror. You saw your hard cock in her hand. You saw her long, wavy hair swaying as she skillfully jerked you off.

    “Please, don’t do this,” you said. You didn’t want to orgasm after watching another man fuck her. You didn’t want her to know that it had aroused you. You didn’t put up a fight, though.

    You tilted your head down and closed your eyes. You were surprised when your wife grabbed a handful of your hair and pulled back hard.

    “Open your eyes,” she demanded in a harsh voice. Her grip on your cock tightened. “Look at yourself.”

    She wanted you to watch. She wanted you to see yourself cumming mere minutes after another man had fucked her and filled her pussy with his seed.

    Your orgasm approached. You watched the pleasure wash over your face.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Cum in the sink.”

    You thought of his cum inside her. Your wife had let someone else cum inside her and she wanted you to cum in the sink. You did nothing to stop it. You could have, but you chose not to. You came in the sink as she stroked your cock.

    “Clean up your mess,” she said as the last of your seed dribbled from your cock and into the white porcelain of the sink. She let go of your cock and walked out, leaving you to do exactly as she’d instructed.

    She’d never been so domineering. She’d never been so harsh. You weren’t sure you’d ever been so turned on.

    ---

    The first Friday of the New Year. That was the second time it happened.

    You were just about to leave for dinner with your wife when your boss popped into your office.

    “Hey, I’m really sorry about this, but I need you to stay late,” he said before dropping a folder onto your desk. “This is really important.”

    You opened the folder and rifled through the papers. It wasn’t a quick fix. You were going to have to stay late.

    You texted your wife and told her to cancel the dinner reservation.

    She texted you back: “No need. I’m going with a friend.”

    Just then you looked up and saw your boss leaving. He waved at you. It was the grin on his face that let you know exactly what he’d be doing that night. He was the man taking your wife to dinner, and you knew it wasn’t going to be limited to a flirty chat over expensive steak and wine.

    You wanted to chase after him and tell him to stay the fuck away from your wife. You knew you’d lose your job, though. Yelling at the boss wouldn’t work. You weren’t sure you actually had the courage to do it anyway.

    Instead, you did your work. You made your way through the project your boss had assigned you. You were close to finishing it when your phone rang.

    It was your wife. She wanted to FaceTime. You felt hopeful as you answered. Perhaps she was going to tell you that she’d had a great dinner with a girlfriend and she was waiting at home for you to come and make love to her.

    It wasn’t. You saw your bedroom when you answered. Then you saw your beautiful wife on her knees with someone else’s cock in her mouth. Your boss’s cock.

    He was holding the phone. He was filming her giving him a blowjob. She was still in the elegant dress she’d worn for him. Her high heels were still on. They’d clearly just gotten home from dinner. She’d gotten on her knees almost immediately.

    Your wife looked up at the phone as your boss groaned. “Hey honey,” she said as he fell from between her lips. “Do you like how I look with his dick in my mouth?”

    For a moment, you said nothing. Your wife was waiting for an answer though. She looked into the phone. She looked right at you.

    “Yes, I do,” you said.

    “Is your dick hard right now?” she asked.

    An anguished groan escaped your lips. A pained look crossed your face. “Yes, it is,” you answered.

    “That’s what I thought,” your wife said before wrapping her lips around your boss’s cock once more.

    She deepthroated him. She gagged a little, but that didn’t deter her. Your wife was determined to put on a show for you and your boss. She wanted you to see her dedication to his dick.

    “Please,” you said. “Please, don’t do this.” You tried to sound convincing, but your heart wasn’t in it. You’d already admitted to your erection. You’d already told her you were turned on. You were at the office. You couldn’t get home in time to stop it from happening and you probably didn’t have the courage to do it even if you wanted to.

    When your wife let him fall from between her lips once more, you hoped it was over. You hoped she would forget about her obvious lust for your boss and kick him out of your house. You were wrong.

    Instead, she turned around and he unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, exposing her naked body. She hadn’t worn a stitch of underwear. She turned around and your boss reached out to play with her breasts. She moaned as his fingers moved over her soft flesh and played with her nipples.

    “I need you to fuck me,” she said to your boss.

    She stripped off the rest of his clothes and he moved onto his back in your bed. He held the phone throughout to give you a view.

    You watched as your wife straddled him and sank her pussy onto his cock. He filled her with ease.

    “I’m so wet for him,” she said to you. “I need him.”

    Your boss reached up and played with her tits as your wife began to ride him. He kept the camera focused between her legs so you could see his cock filling her. You had a perfect view. You could see every little detail.

    You could hear it all, too. You could hear your wife’s pleasure at having your boss’s cock inside her. You could hear the wetness of her pussy. You could hear her body sinking down onto his cock over and over.

    You knew the right thing to do was end the call, go home, and kick him out of your house. You knew there would be consequences, but that only a crazy person would sit and watch as his wife cuckolded him. You knew that giving in to this kind of behavior guaranteed your boss would never respect you.

    And yet, you did none of those things. Instead, you sat and watched. You watched your wife ride another man’s cock in your bed.

    No, the only thing you did was consider if it would be insane to masturbate in the office. You decided against it. There were still people at work. You’d get fired if someone found you stroking your dick at your desk.

    All you did was watch. You held the phone in your hand and you watched your wife have an orgasm with your boss’s cock inside her. You watched them switch to doggystyle and you saw him fuck her to another orgasm.

    She flipped onto her back and he stood on the floor at the edge of your bed and pounded her pussy. He moved the camera up and down her body, giving you a view of her pretty face as it contorted in pleasure, her breasts as they bounced with every thrust, and her pussy stretching out around his cock.

    Then he came inside her. Just as he’d done the night of the Christmas party, he emptied his balls into your wife’s pussy. He filled her with his seed.

    He held his cock inside her and pointed the camera at your wife’s pretty face. She looked as happy as you’d ever seen her.

    “When you come home tonight, please use the guest bedroom. Your boss will be spending the night with me in our bed,” your wife said.

    “She’s mine now,” your boss said.

    Your wife smiled. “He’s right. I’m his now.”
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    You’re on your back in bed. You’re naked. Your hands are bound above you. You can move your arms a little, but they’ve been securely tied to the bed frame. You agreed to this.

    Your beautiful, slender, dominant girlfriend stands next to the bed. She’s naked. Her hair is pulled back. Her big natural breasts look spectacular. She’s the one that tied you up. She’s the one that’s going to humiliate you.

    She looks between your legs. She smiles. “Look at that pathetic little thing,” she says.

    Your cock is completely flaccid. She’s right. It’s pathetic.

    “You know that though, don’t you? You know that your little dicklet is pathetic, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod. Her nipples are hard. You can’t see between her legs, but you’re relatively certain the beginnings of wetness would be found there. Your girlfriend likes humiliating you. She craves delivering it, just like you crave receiving it.

    She steps closer. You catch a faint whiff of her perfume. You gaze at her breasts. You love the teardrop shape of her natural D cups. You wish you could worship them right now.

    Your girlfriend sees the desire in your eyes. She leans over. Her left breast is so close to your mouth. You lift your head off the bed but she quickly presses it back down.

    “Only real men get to play with breasts whenever they want. Little dick boys like you only get to play when you’re given permission. Did I give you permission?” she asks.

    “No,” you say.

    “No, of course not. You haven’t earned it. You have to earn that privilege. When you’re completely incapable of satisfying a woman sexually, you need to earn every little bit of pleasure.”

    Your dick is half hard now. You haven’t been touched. Not physically, at least. You’ve been toyed with mentally. She’s bathed the arousal center of your brain in humiliating dirty talk. She’s triggered you in the way you love more than anything.

    “Are you getting hard?” she asks in a soft, sensual voice. “Is your little dick getting hard for me?”

    You nod and look down at your cock. It’s still growing. You can’t stop it. You don’t have control over it.

    “How many men do you think would get hard if their girlfriend told them they were pathetic? How many men do you think get excited at the idea that they can’t satisfy their girlfriend? How many men get hard when they’re told how utterly worthless they are in bed?” she asks.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    Your girlfriend’s lips come so close to yours. You desperately hope she’s going to kiss you. Her fingers move over the bare skin of your chest and down to your stomach. Your cock is rock hard now. The mere notion that she might play with your dick is enough to get you stiff.

    Your girlfriend’s lips brush against yours. She doesn’t kiss you. She’s teasing you. Her lips brush against your cheeks and down to your neck. She bites your earlobe just hard enough to cause a mild rush of pain.

    “I’m too good for you,” she whispers. “You don’t deserve me. You never have. You’re not man enough for me.”

    She stands up and pushes two fingers into her pussy. She masturbates as you watch. You wish you could help. You wish you could suck on her nipples as she played with her pussy. You wish you could eat her cunt.

    Your girlfriend pulls her fingers from her pussy and rubs them over your lips. You savor her touch. You savor the idea that her pussy is now on your lips.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. She puts her fingers on your tongue.

    “Taste me,” she says.

    You suck on her fingers. It feels splendidly sexy to submit to her like that.

    “You’re such a good little toy,” she says. “Your dick is worthless, but at least you’re fun to play with.”

    Your girlfriend laughs. She pulls her fingers from your mouth and puts them back into her pussy.

    “Do you remember the look on my face the first time I saw your dick?” she asks.

    You do. You’ll never forget the look of utter disappointment. You can’t forget that look. You’ve seen it before, but never so significantly. No one has ever been more disappointed in your little dick than she was.

    “Do you remember what I said?” she asks.

    You nod and tell her exactly what she said. “There’s no way I’m letting that little thing inside me.”

    Your girlfriend smiles. “Do you remember what happened?”

    You nod again. “I moaned and got harder.”

    “You identified yourself as a submissive little bitch,” she says. “You made it perfectly clear that you love being humiliated. You told me what you were without saying a word.”

    Your dick is hard as a rock. It hasn’t been touched but it’s stiff as steel and it feels so good. The humiliation courses through your body and concentrates between your legs. It thrills you.

    Your girlfriend gets in the bed. She gets on her hands and knees above you. Her big natural breasts look astoundingly sexy. She’s so close, and yet her body is inaccessible to you. Your hands are securely bound above your head. You can’t sit up. You can’t do anything, which is the point. She likes teasing you like this.

    Your girlfriend lays on top of you. You feel her breasts press into your chest first. It’s incredible. Her pussy is just above your cock. You can feel the heat. Her lips are once again inches from yours.

    “You crave my pussy, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She moves back. You feel her pussy lips press against your cock. You feel her open just a little. An unfamiliar sound passes your lips. It sounds like a whine combined with a moan. It’s the sound of desperation.

    Your girlfriend grinds on you a little. She presses her lips against your ear and whispers, “You don’t deserve pussy. Not just mine. You don’t deserve any pussy. If someone ever lets you inside her it will be a pity fuck and nothing more.”

    You think of the girls you’ve fucked before. You think of their disappointed faces as you came after just a few minutes of thrusting. You think of offering to go down on them to get them off. You think of how most eagerly accepted because your cock hadn’t come close to making them cum.

    Your girlfriend moves to her hands and knees once more. The warmth of her body departs yours. You’re robbed of the splendid feeling of her breasts against your chest. Her pussy is no longer teasing your stiff little dick.

    You hear the front door open. The second part of this naughty little ritual is about to begin. Your girlfriend smiles. “He’s here,” she says.

    A minute later there’s a naked man in the bedroom. He’s tall, handsome, and in remarkably good shape. Your girlfriend climbs off of you and kisses him. Her fingers wrap around his cock. She strokes him like she refused to stroke you. She kisses him like she refused to kiss you. She lets him play with her tits like she refused to let you do.

    He was much bigger than you while flaccid, and there’s no comparison when he’s hard. His cock is monstrous compared to yours. There’s no verbal humiliation needed. You just have to look at him to understand that he offers your girlfriend so much more than you do.

    She turns around and bends over the bed. Her breasts rest against your chest. She looks at you and smiles.

    “Don’t you wish you had a real man’s dick?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Don’t you wish you were the one about to fuck my tight little pussy from behind?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    “Don’t you wish your dick wasn’t so fucking small and worthless?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously. Of course you wish for all of those things. Of course you do.

    He slides into her pussy from behind and your girlfriend closes her eyes and moans. She always has this reaction. She loves to get fucked and she loves taking a big cock. She loves it even more when she’s doing it while you’re watching. Humiliating you while someone else fucks her is what truly thrills your girlfriend.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck my pussy while he watches. Show him what it’s like when I have a real man inside me. Show him what a worthless fucking cuck he is. Pound me!”

    He pounds your girlfriend. He grasps her hips and fills her from behind with his impressively long and thick cock. He fucks her. He makes her moan. He makes her scream in utter joy.

    “How does it feel, cuck?” she asks. “How does it feel to watch me scream with another man’s dick inside me? How does it feel to watch him stretch me out?”

    “I love it,” you say. Your dick is stiff. Of course you love it. There’s no point in denying it. This is what you are. This is what she’s helped you accept. You’re a cuckold. Your small dick should be teased. It shouldn’t be allowed inside her. It should be tormented relentlessly.

    He stops fucking her and your girlfriend adjusts her body. Now her breasts are just over your face. They’re so close that you could definitely lift your head and suck on her nipples. You could kiss her soft flesh. You could show her how much you crave her.

    “Don’t you dare,” she says, reading your mind. “You can look, but you’re not allowed to touch. You’re not man enough to touch until you’ve been given permission,” she says.

    He’s inside her again. He fucks her again. Her breasts swing back and forth over your face. They’re spectacularly sexy. It takes everything you have to resist licking, kissing, and sucking on them. It feels impossibly difficult, but somehow you resist.

    “You could have had this, cuck,” she says. “If your dick was just a few inches bigger you could have fucked me that first night. You could have filled my pussy. You could have made me cum. You could have had access to my cunt whenever you wanted it. You could have been like him. You could be the one bending me over this bed and pounding me right now.”

    You know the truth of what she’s saying. That’s why it’s so agonizing. You can’t help but get aroused when she humiliates you, but you’d love to fuck her too. You’d love to feel her perfect, warm, wet pussy around your dick. You’d love to cum inside her like he’s almost certainly going to do.

    “You don’t get any of it though. Your pathetic excuse for a dick doesn’t deserve me. It doesn’t deserve my pussy. It doesn’t deserve my mouth. It doesn’t deserve anything,” your girlfriend says before laughing as the other man continues his assault on her cunt.

    Your girlfriend reaches back and he pulls out of her. She moves down your body until her breasts are over your little dick. He slides back into her. She looks at you and smiles.

    “Do they feel good, cuck?” she asks as her breasts move around your cock while someone else fucks her.

    “It’s so good,” you say.

    Her flesh is warm and soft. It’s not quite like a titjob because she’s not clamping her tits down around your dick, but it still feels incredible, especially when her flesh brushes against the tip of your throbbing little erection.

    He fucks her harder from behind. She grasps the sheets and her breasts continue to bounce around. You struggle a little against the rope. You wish you were free to touch her. You wish you were free to play, to kiss her, to experience her sexual pleasure in anything but this bound state.

    “Pound me while the cuck watches,” your girlfriend says. “Show him what he’s missing. Show him how good it feels to be buried deep inside me.”

    You can see his cock moving in and out of her pussy. You can see how beautiful it looks from the side. You can see how it emerges slick with her juices before driving back into her. You love the view.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he says.

    He pulls out and your girlfriend drops to her knees in front of him. She holds her breasts together. “Cum on my tits,” she says.

    He strokes his cock and unleashes a deeply satisfied groan before coating her big natural tits with his load. Shot after shot launches from the tip of his dick, making a splendid mess that puts a big smile on her face.

    He steps back when he’s done and your girlfriend stands up. She climbs into the bed. She’s on her hands and knees on top of you. She crawls forward a little. Her cummy breasts are right over your face.

    “Now you have permission,” she says.

    Your eyes dart from one breast to the other. There’s cum everywhere, including on both of her still-erect nipples.

    “This is the only time today you’re going to have permission,” she says. “Who knows when I might let you suck on my breasts again?”

    Your cock is still hard as a rock. It might be harder. You can’t contain your desire. You know your girlfriend wants you to do it. She wants you to lick the cum off her breasts. It turns her on when you eat someone else’s cum.

    You lift your head off the bed and wrap your lips around her right nipple. You flick your tongue over the erect flesh. You lick up his cum.

    Your girlfriend’s moan is immediate and loud. It’s a moan of pure, deep pleasure. It sounds deeper than when she was getting fucked. You know you’re making her feel good, and that makes you feel good.

    You move to her other nipple. You take it in your mouth. You lick the cum off of it. You swallow it.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Be a cum slut for me. Worship my tits. Clean them up. Show me that you know this is your place. Show me what a dirty little boy you are.”

    You do it. You do what she says. You begin to suck and lick the cum from her breasts. You lick it up feverishly. It’s so filthy, but it feels so good.

    Your girlfriend reaches between her legs. She plays with her pussy as you clean her tits. You pull against the rope a little. You want to hold her breasts in your hand as you suck on them. You want to grab her ass as you clean the cum off her tits. You want to be the one fingering her. You can’t have any of it, though. You can only have what she’s willing to give you.

    Your girlfriend cums just as you’re finishing up your job. You’ve just swallowed a big load of someone else’s cum. It’s in your stomach. You can feel the juices dripping out of her pussy and onto your cock and balls.

    “Thank you,” she whispers after her orgasm. “Thank you for being a good little cuckold cum slut.”

    “You’re welcome,” you say.

    Your girlfriend gets out of the bed and takes the other man by the hand. She leads him out of the room.

    “What about me?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend stops and turns around. The guy moves behind her. His big hands move to her waist and caress her stomach. He plays with her big natural tits. He’s free to do as he pleases because his cock isn’t worthless.

    Your girlfriend smiles and says, “I don’t know. I guess you could try and suck yourself off. Can you bend your body like that? Otherwise you’ll just have to wait until we’re done. I wanna get fucked a few more times, though, so it might be a while. I’ll come and untie you when we’re done.”

    They leave the bedroom. You hear him smack her ass. She giggles. You tug on the ropes again. There will be no freedom for you until your girlfriend comes back. You settle in and hope that at least you’ll be able to hear them fucking.
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    Eli marveled at the sheer number of cars parked along the street. Clearly, word had gotten out about the party. He found a spot far down the block, parked his beaten up old Camry, and hurried to the house. He’d gotten held up at work and Claire had already been at the party for an hour. She’d been sending annoyed texts for the first half hour, but they’d stopped.

    As he approached his friend’s house, Eli wondered if Claire hadn’t bothered to stick around. She wasn’t crazy about parties, especially the kind that seemed to have spiraled out of control like this one.

    “Eli! You made it!”

    Eli turned and saw his friend Dave coming towards him. They quickly embraced before Eli turned and marveled at the sheer volume of people.

    “Dude, I thought you said this was going to be a small party, a last sendoff before freshman year begins,” Eli said.

    “That was the plan, man,” Dave said. He had a giddy look about him and he couldn’t seem to stop swaying. Clearly he’d already indulged in the drinks he’d set out for the party. “But word got out. What’re you gonna do? Have fun, man!”

    Dave tried to move on, but Eli grabbed him and asked, “Have you seen Claire?”

    “Your girlfriend? Yeah, I saw her, but that was like 45 minutes ago. She was pissed, man. She seemed to think you were blowing her off. Mentioned something about you being a jerk ever since she picked her school…or something like that. I don’t know, man. I wasn’t listening that closely.”

    Dave trailed off as his eyes drifted around the party. A smile came over his face. “I mean, look at how many hot chicks are here.” For a few moments Eli’s friend smiled and looked around the party. Then he lit up again and said, “I did see some dude hitting on Claire, though. I couldn’t tell who it was.”

    “What?” Eli asked. He turned his friend and tried to capture his wandering attention for a moment more. “Someone was hitting on Claire?”

    “Yeah, man.” A pained look flashed across Dave’s face. “He wasn’t being a dick or anything, to be honest. She didn’t seem to mind it.”

    Eli let Dave go and moved through the main floor of the absurdly large house as he searched for Claire.

    He wondered if he’d really been a jerk to Claire. They’d had a few fights, but that was only because Eli had been caught off guard when Claire picked a school that was so far from his. Originally they were going to be a short drive apart. Now it was going to be exceptionally difficult to see each other more than a few times a semester.

    Eli saw no sign of his girlfriend as he moved through the densely packed rooms. People were laughing, drinking, and even dancing, though no music was playing. If he wasn’t so worried about finding Claire, Eli would have thought it was a great party.

    “Have you seen Claire?” Eli asked as he spotted someone he knew emerging from the kitchen.

    “I think I saw her go to the basement,” the guy said as he wriggled free of Eli’s grasp and made his way back to his circle of friends.

    Dave’s parents had largely given the basement over to their kids. There was a big TV, an impressively wired surround sound system, and a wealth of comfortable places to relax during a movie or for a videogaming session. Eli wondered if Claire had fled downstairs to get away from the din of the party.

    He was only a few steps down the basement stairs when that notion was washed away. The lights were dimmed and there was soft music playing.

    In an instant Eli went from hoping he’d find Claire in the basement to dreading the idea. He’d been to enough parties in high school to know what was going on down there. He didn’t have to descend the stairs to understand it was the designated spot for people that were interested in fooling around.

    Eli considered not going down to the basement, but Claire wasn’t responding to his texts and Dave didn’t allow anyone upstairs. There was a chance she was in the backyard – he’d seen a small group of people out there – but he was already halfway to the basement. He decided to swallow his nerves and get it over with.

    The lighting was dim enough for Eli to tell that the basement was packed with people. He hadn’t expected anything less. It was a party populated entirely with 18 and 19 year olds. Of course everyone there wanted to fool around with someone.

    Eli couldn’t see if Claire was amongst the people making out in the basement. He needed to get closer, much to his disappointment.

    As he delicately stepped through the maze of furniture – it looked like Dave had brought extra chairs and even an extra couch to the basement – Eli got a few annoyed looks, but most of the couples were far too engaged in stoking their raging hormones through kissing and gentle groping.

    It wasn’t until he neared the far end of the room that Eli spotted a girl that could be Claire. She had the same shoulder length auburn hair, the same slender body, and the same predilection for wearing t-shirts that were just a little too tight.

    Eli couldn’t quite tell if it was her because the girl he was staring at was busy making out with someone. It was quite the lusty kissing session, in fact.

    For a few moments, Eli simply stood and stared. It was dark enough that even if they’d both looked over at him they likely wouldn’t have been able to see his face. It didn’t look as though they were going to stop anytime soon, though.

    Eli watched as the guy’s hand moved from the girl’s waist to her breasts. He gently moved his fingers over them, showing a deft touch that was often uncommon in men his age.

    It was the girl’s moan that ended Eli’s quest to find his girlfriend. He still couldn’t see her face clearly, but there was no mistaking the moan. It was absolutely Claire sitting on a cozy loveseat with someone else’s tongue in her mouth and someone else’s hand playing with her tits.

    For some reason, Eli didn’t move. He didn’t rush over and pull Claire away from the guy. He didn’t try and break the guy’s hand. He didn’t call Claire a slut and storm out of the house.

    Instead, Eli sat on the floor and leaned against the wall. He pulled his knees against his chest in an effort to make himself as small as possible and then he watched.

    He watched as the kissing between Claire and her mystery man deepened. She clearly liked his boldness and was responding to his deft manipulation of her breasts through her t-shirt. Eli knew she had a habit of going braless – her perky breasts didn’t really require a bra and Claire liked that people stared – and surmised it was likely he wasn’t working his way through two layers of material.

    Eli stared at his girlfriend’s hand as it moved between the other guy’s legs. He watched her gently search for the hard cock she must have known was there. He watched his girlfriend stroke someone else’s erection through his pants.

    That’s when Eli noticed he had an erection of his own. It was so confusing he paid it no mind other than to admit that he was clearly aroused by what he was watching. Now he would have had some trouble leaving, as walking through a party with a rock hard cock wasn’t exactly a good way to endear yourself to your friends.

    The young man ceased playing with Claire’s tits and let his hand drift to her waist. Eli was certain he was about to watch someone else try and play with his girlfriend’s pussy, but he was wrong. Instead, the guy making out with Claire slipped his hand under her t-shirt. It moved towards her breasts and once again Eli listened as his girlfriend moaned into someone else’s mouth.

    Eli still watched. He watched as someone else played with his girlfriend’s naked, perky, perfect breasts under her shirt. He knew how much fun it was so caress her tits, to gently pull on her nipples and to listen to the way it made her moan. Now, for some reason, Eli was painfully erect as he watched someone else do the very same thing.

    Finally, for the first time since he’d spotted Claire, she took a moment to catch her breath. Her lips parted from the guy she’d taken to the basement and she stared into his eyes. Eli didn’t recognize him, so it wasn’t someone they went to school with.

    Whoever he was, he hadn’t stopped playing with Claire’s tits. Instead, he smiled and moved his hand from one to the other. His eyes were locked on hers as he played with her nipple and enjoyed the way he could seemingly get Claire to moan at will.

    Claire’s hand moved over the outline of the guy’s erect cock. She’d picked up the pace, seemingly in response to the pleasure that coursed through her body from the nipple play.

    “You’re so beautiful, Claire,” the guy said in a voice just loud enough for Eli to hear.

    Claire smiled and kissed him again. It was a kiss so lusty it was almost pornographic. It was a kiss meant to say a thousand different things, all of them rooted in desire.

    “Do you want to go upstairs? There’s a bedroom we could use,” the guy said.

    “Are you sure?” Claire asked.

    Eli noted that she didn’t say no. In fact, it seemed like she was asking for confirmation that the bedroom could be used.

    “Yeah. Dave’s my cousin. He won’t mind if we use the guest bedroom, I promise.”

    Claire smiled and stroked the guy’s cock a little faster. “Do you have a condom?”

    Eli couldn’t believe it. His girlfriend clearly wanted to fuck this guy. He couldn’t believe how painfully erect his cock felt, either. It was astonishing. He wasn’t sure he could have stopped it, but he could have said something. He could have called Claire out. He didn’t, though. He was transfixed.

    “I don’t,” the guy said, “But I know where Dave keeps his. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if I borrow a few.”

    “A few?” Claire said with a smile on her face.

    “Like I said, you’re beautiful Claire. If you’re up for going more than one time I’m not going to miss out on that.”

    Claire released his cock and stood up. “I’m up for whatever you can give me,” she said while offering her hand.

    The guy stood up and they shared a quick kiss before Claire led the way out of the basement. Eli’s heart pounded, mostly because he didn’t want them to know he’d been watching.

    Thankfully, Claire was too caught up in her utter enchantment with the guy to do anything other than make a beeline out of the basement.

    Eli waited a few minutes for his erection to fade and then followed after them. He managed to sneak upstairs without anyone noticing and then he stood at the top of the stairs and listened. He had no idea which room Claire and her new man had gone into and he didn’t want to get caught snooping around.

    Finally, the unmistakable sound of a man groaning came from the left side of the hallway. Eli stepped slowly and carefully towards the door. His erection returned as he imagined seeing his girlfriend having sex with someone else.

    They’d left the door open a sliver, offering Eli just enough space to see Claire’s head bobbing up and down. The guy was in the bed and it was quite clear that he was getting a blowjob.

    Just a week ago Claire had offered Eli that same pleasure. She’d done it quite voraciously, too. She’d made him cum and happily swallowed it before spreading her legs and inviting him between them to make her cum. They’d followed that up with two rounds of fantastic sex, and now here she was sucking someone else’s cock.

    Eli quieted the emotions battling in his head and concentrated on the experience. He knew his relationship was likely over. Claire wouldn’t be on the verge of getting fucked by another man if she wanted to continue dating him. Eli would deal with the anger and pain later. For now he couldn’t help but let his cock lead him, and his cock was quite erect as he witnessed her offer this stranger oral sex.

    They soon switched positions and the guy had Claire moaning in no time. She looked so beautiful without a stitch of clothing on and Eli couldn’t help but think about how breathtaking he found her body and how arousing it was to do exactly as the other man was doing. He loved licking her pussy, fingering her, and making her moan.

    After finishing his foreplay, the other man tore open one of the condoms he’d borrowed from his cousin and moved on top of Claire. She reached between her legs, guided him inside her, and just like that Eli’s girlfriend was fucking someone else.

    Feeling equal parts curious and bold, Eli reached out and gently pushed the door open by just a few more inches. He wanted to see more. He needed to see more, in fact.

    It was while watching the other guy thrust into Claire’s pussy that Eli realized how overwhelmingly aroused he was. It wasn’t just that he was erect. It was that his entire crotch felt like it was alive with pleasure. There was a tingling sensation and a genuine sort of ache, as if his cock wanted to burst out of the skin that contained it.

    Despite the obvious danger of it, Eli unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He stroked himself slowly. He’d never experienced pleasure on that level before. He had to put a hand over his mouth to stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t stop stroking, though. It felt too good to cease.

    After a few minutes in missionary, they switched positions and Claire got on top. She guided the guy’s cock into her pussy and began to grind back and forth on him. Eli knew that style. He knew his girlfriend was close to orgasm and she was using the naked man beneath her to get off.

    Eli stroked his cock faster as he watched his girlfriend work herself up to an orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her. When she threw her head back and moaned as her grinding came to a halt, Eli couldn’t hold back.

    He forced his mouth shut to stifle any moans of pleasure and came. He sprayed his cum on the hallway carpet. He made an absolute mess as Claire’s continued orgasmic moaning filled his ears. Some of his cum sprayed on the wall. He was enthralled and embarrassed at the same time.

    Claire leaned forward and kissed the man inside her. “That was incredible,” she said.

    “We’re just getting started,” he replied.

    “Lucky me.”

    As they switched positions once more, Eli placed his cock back in his pants and zipped up. As his lust faded in his post-orgasmic state, it was replaced by the emotions he’d been holding back. A potent mixture of sadness, anger, and a touch of embarrassment filled him.

    In the bedroom, Claire was on her back once more as the guy was working his cock into her pussy. Their moans filled the air and drifted out into the hallway, but they were no longer arousing to Eli. They only contributed to the unpleasant feelings.

    Eli knew his relationship was over, so he decided to make sure that Claire knew too. He pushed opened the bedroom door, but they still didn’t notice him. They were clearly too caught up in fucking.

    “Enjoying yourselves?” Eli asked.

    “What the fuck?” the guy said as he pulled out of Claire and turned around. He didn’t make an effort to cover up his cock.

    “Oh my God, Eli. What are you doing here?” Claire said. She looked panicked.

    “I guess I’m breaking up with you,” Eli answered.

    He smiled. It felt good to say it. He knew Claire had essentially broken up with him when she made her choice of school. She just hadn’t had the courage to actually do it. She knew he was coming to this party. She probably knew he’d find her. Again, she lacked the courage to simply break up with him. Instead, she fucked someone else, and in the process Eli found something that aroused him in a spectacular way. It was something to keep in mind for future relationships.

    For now, he was done with his current relationship. He was going to go to college a free man, which seemed like a really good idea.

    “Who the fuck is this?” the naked stranger with a raging erection asked.

    “My boyfriend,” Claire said.

    “Ex-boyfriend,” Eli corrected her.

    Then he walked out. He headed down the stairs with a smile on his face.

    “Eli, wait!” Claire called out.

    It didn’t matter. There was no point in going back. She didn’t want to be with him and he didn’t want to be with her. Eli was going to savor the arousing experience of the evening and move on to someone new.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 90564803 - The Cock Sheath

    “Honey, did you order something from Amazon?” Kevin called out after thanking the delivery driver.

    “Oh! Yes!” Leah said as she hopped off the couch and snatched the package from his hands.

    Kevin laughed at his petite wife’s eagerness to get her hands on the box. He wasn’t sure he could have kept it from her if he wanted to.

    “What’s in the box?

    “Nothing,” Leah said. “Well, not nothing, obviously. But it’s a surprise, so no snooping, okay?”

    Kevin’s curiosity was piqued. He absolutely wanted to know what was in the box, but Leah seemed serious about wanting it to be a surprise.

    “In fact, there’s no reason we can’t enjoy this surprise right now. It’s the weekend, right? What else do we have to do?” Leah said with a smile before heading down the hallway to the bedroom.

    “Should I follow?” Kevin called out.

    “Not until I say so!” Leah yelled.

    Kevin was certain there was something naughty in that box. He figured it had to be a piece of lingerie or a sex toy, and Leah wasn’t really into sex toys, so it must have been something silky and sexy that had caught her eye online.

    He loved lingerie. Leah’s tight little frame always looked amazing in anything she dressed up in, though he had a particular fondness for the softer, more feminine type of lingerie. He hoped she’d bought a new baby doll or maybe a tight lace chemise that would make her look utterly irresistible.

    Kevin didn’t have to wait long to find out what Leah had bought from Amazon. She called him to the bedroom less than ten minutes after scampering down the hallway with her new prize in hand.

    In that time Leah had changed into a pair of black stockings, strappy black high heels, and a sheer black baby doll. She hadn’t bothered with panties and Kevin couldn’t help but stare at her pussy, which looked perfect.

    “Wow, honey, you look gorgeous,” Kevin said as he stepped closer.

    “Then you should really take your clothes off,” Leah said.

    Kevin did as his wife suggested and stripped as his eyes moved over her body. He loved how good her perky tits looked under the sheer material of the baby doll. Leah knew it was his favorite style of lingerie. It made him feel loved that she would think to buy something new and naughty to lure him into their bed.

    Kevin climbed into bed with his wife and moved his hands over her stocking-clad legs and the baby doll as they kissed. She moaned into his mouth and his cock was hard in no time. They’d been married for more than a decade, but he still found his wife impossibly arousing and it never took long for her to bring his cock to life.

    “You’re so beautiful,” Kevin whispered.

    Leah smiled and kissed him as she reached between his legs and stroked his stiff cock. Her touch was heavenly, as always, and it felt like his lust for her pussy spread outwards from his loins as she played with his erection.

    Generally, Kevin took the lead in the bedroom. Leah had always seemed to prefer it that way and tonight was no different. After playing with her pussy and ensuring she was exceptionally wet, Kevin moved between his wife’s legs and rubbed the head of his cock along her entrance. He was desperate to feel her warmth and wetness around him and she seemed equally lost in lust.

    “Wait,” Leah said.

    Kevin was caught off guard. He wasn’t sure what he’d done wrong. All the signs pointed to Leah wanting to have sex.

    “You don’t recognize this lingerie, do you?” she asked.

    “What?” Kevin replied. He was so confused her question barely registered. “Should I?”

    “I wore it on the trip we took for our sixth anniversary. Twice, in fact. You loved it both times. Just like you love it tonight. I remember you fucking me with particular vigor when I wore it for you,” Leah explained.

    “So you bought the same lingerie again?” Kevin asked. He still felt so confused.

    Leah laughed. “No, silly. The lingerie isn’t what I bought. The lingerie is what I wore to get you all hot and bothered, which clearly worked.” She reached between Kevin’s legs and stroked his cock, which was still stiff and had begun to drip precum.

    “So what did you buy?” he asked.

    Leah rolled to her side and reached into the box, which was sitting on the nightstand. She pulled out something that looked distinctly like a dildo, only it had a ring at the base.

    “What’s that?” Kevin asked.

    “It’s a cock sheath,” Leah said in a way that made it seem like Kevin was supposed to know exactly what it was she had in her hand.

    “What’s a cock sheath?” he said.

    Leah ran her fingers over the sex toy. It looked remarkably like a real cock, with a flared head and realistic bumps and veins on the shaft. “It’s for you,” she said.

    “For me? What would I do with that? I know I said I was willing to be kinky if you needed it, but I don’t really want to put something that big in my ass,” Kevin said as he sat back on his knees. He couldn’t imagine what else Leah would want him to do with the toy.

    “This has nothing to do with your ass, Kevin. You wear it. See?” Leah said as she turned the toy around and showed Kevin that the shaft was hollow. “You put your cock in there and you fuck me with it.”

    Kevin finally understood, though happiness wasn’t his first reaction. He had trouble seeing it as anything other than his wife saying she wanted something bigger inside her. After all, the cock sheath was quite a bit thicker and longer than he was.

    With trepidation, Kevin asked the question. “Are you saying my cock isn’t good enough for you?”

    “Of course not, honey,” Leah said as she sat up and pulled Kevin’s lips to hers for a quick kiss. Her fingers found his cock and she stroked him slowly. “Your cock has satisfied me for ten years. I just want to try something new. I want to spice things up a little.”

    Kevin groaned. Her fingers felt impossibly good on his cock. Leah had never lacked in sexual talents and over the course of their marriage she’d grown intimately familiar with how to make him feel good.

    With lust flooding his body, Kevin took the cock sheath from his wife. It really was bigger than him and it looked so much like a real cock that he couldn’t help but feel a bit insecure. Still, he loved Leah more than anything and he didn’t want to disappoint her.

    “Okay,” he said.

    Leah’s voice was giddy as she asked, “You’ll wear it?”

    Kevin smiled. His wife’s joy was contagious, even if it felt a little humiliating to wear something like this. It was impossible to escape the fact that his wife’s idea of spicing things up was to give him a bigger cock.

    “Yes, I’ll wear it.”

    The cock sheath proved surprisingly easy to slip on. He slipped his balls through the ring and his hard cock into the toy. The fit was snug but rather comfortable.

    He couldn’t be sure, but Kevin estimated the cock sheath to be about eight inches long and at least two inches thick. There was no question it was considerably bigger than he was.

    He knew it was fake, but it felt surprisingly good to look down and see a genuinely big cock between his legs. He felt like he finally understood the concept of “big dick confidence.” If he was carrying something that big between his legs all the time he absolutely would have felt better about himself.

    It was Leah’s reaction that caught him by surprise, though. She wasn’t just fascinated with it or a little excited at the prospect of having something bigger inside her. She looked positively thrilled that he now had a big cock to fuck her with.

    First a big smile broke across her face as she reached down and stroked the toy now attached to her husband’s much smaller cock. Then she looked up at Kevin and said, “It looks good, doesn’t it? I mean, really good, right?”

    Kevin smiled back at her. He felt a twinge of pain. His wife had never been that excited at the sight of his cock, and yet here she was acting like a teenager at the sight of this extended version of what God had given him between his legs.

    “Here, lay there, against the pillows,” Leah said as she directed Kevin to get comfortable. “I want to suck your cock.”

    Kevin couldn’t believe his wife. She was no stranger to giving blowjobs, but she never talked like that and she never seemed particularly excited to have him in her mouth, and yet here she was getting genuinely worked up at the idea of sucking on a fake cock. Kevin wondered if guys with big dicks experienced that kind of thing all the time.

    Despite a growing sense of inadequacy, Kevin found the sight of his wife giving head to the cock sheath utterly enrapturing. He could even feel a bit of pleasure as the pressure of her mouth squeezed the sheath around his still-erect dick inside it.

    After the initial wave of fascination passed, Kevin noted that this particular blowjob looked quite different from any other his wife had given him. It was the toy’s thickness. It was stretching her lips far wider than his ever had and she was working harder to suck on it. Her eyes had started watering a little, presumably because the toy was tickling the back of her throat.

    It was also clear that she wasn’t sucking on the toy for his pleasure. How could she be? Leah was caught up in giving a blowjob to the cock sheath because she must have found some sort of satisfaction in it. She must have been enjoying it thoroughly, and he couldn’t argue with her pleasure. He wanted his wife to feel good.

    “Fuck, I’m so wet,” Leah said between deep breaths as she finally let the toy slip from her mouth. It was coated in her saliva. “I need you inside me, Kevin. I need you to fuck me.”

    There was a small part of him that wanted to say that it wouldn’t be him fucking her, that it would be the cock extender she’d bought him, but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t ruin Leah’s excitement, even if he was growing more insecure about the size of his penis with each passing minute.

    Leah surprised him once more by climbing into his lap and rubbing the head of the cock sheath around her pussy. Usually she let him take the lead. She didn’t seem to have any inkling of doing that now, though.

    Leah let loose a loud moan as his extended cock filled her. He looked up and saw a kind of pleasure on her face that he wasn’t sure he’d seen before. Was it possible that the sheath was making that big a difference?

    “Oh my God,” Leah said as she sank down on the toy. All eight inches of it soon filled her. “It’s incredible.”

    For a moment, Kevin considered detaching from the sexual encounter and simply letting his wife do what she needed to do with the cock sheath. He considered playing along a little for her benefit, but mostly putting it out of his mind until she climaxed and they could move on with their lives.

    It took only a few moments to realize that inclination was purely ego driven, though. He wanted to do it simply to protect his feelings, to avoid having to deal with the fact that the much longer, thicker cock sheath was clearly providing his wife with a kind of pleasure that his cock couldn’t.

    Kevin couldn’t do that. He couldn’t protect his ego at the cost of his wife having the orgasm she clearly wanted and that she certainly deserved. Instead, he decided to play along, to follow Leah’s lead and ensure that she enjoyed her new toy to the fullest.

    “Does my big cock feel good in your tight little pussy?” Kevin said as he grabbed his wife’s hips and thrust up into her.

    “Oh, fuck!” Leah cried out as her eyes opened and she smiled at her husband. “Yes, baby, you feel so good in my tight little pussy.”

    Kevin pulled her lips to his and they shared a kiss as he continued to thrust up into her.

    “Am I stretching out that tight little pussy of yours? Am I giving you what you need?” he asked.

    Leah moaned loudly. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me! Give me your big cock!”

    Kevin did just that. He grabbed his wife’s ass and thrust up into her. He felt a bit of pleasure as the sheath grasped his cock, but it was decidedly muted. Of course it was. Being inside the sheath was nothing compared to being inside his wife’s perfect wet pussy.

    After a few minutes of hard fucking, Leah pulled Kevin’s hands away from her ass and pinned them above his head. They kissed as she gently rocked back and forth on his cock. It was her turn to take control.

    “I love your big cock,” she said softly before her tongue slipped into his mouth.

    As he came down from the wave of aggression and desire that had propelled him to pound his wife with the cock sheath, Kevin couldn’t help but feel that same sense of inadequacy, especially as Leah told him how good his big cock felt.

    Kevin didn’t have a big cock. He knew that. He’d always known that. Any man with less than five inches of erect penis between his legs knows he’s not big. Leah had never said anything about it, so he figured she was at least okay with it. Now it seemed like that might not be the case. Now his wife was on top of him with at least eight inches of thick cock inside her and she seemed to be having an exceptionally good time.

    Leah pressed her hands into Kevin’s chest and leaned back. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and ground her pussy on his cock.

    “I fucking love your big cock,” she said. “I need your big cock.” Her voice trembled as she seemed to get lost in the arousal that had enveloped her.

    Kevin knew his wife was going to cum. He knew she was going to have an orgasm with the extended version of his cock inside her. Part of him wanted to stop fucking her before she came. The other part knew he could never be that cruel. He had to let Leah cum.

    It didn’t take long. She started to ride him faster, to bounce up and down on the big dick. Kevin looked down and he couldn’t deny that it was hot to see such a large cock filling her pussy. He just wished it was his real cock.

    “Oh...fuck…fuck…I’m cumming!” Leah finally said. Or yelled, really. She was exceptionally loud. Louder than she’d ever been. Her body seemed to shake from head to toe as she climaxed. Moments later, she collapsed on top of Kevin with the cock sheath still buried inside her.

    He put his arms around her and gently caressed her through the soft material of the baby doll. He felt an odd mixture of deep satisfaction and overwhelming insecurity.

    “That was incredible,” Leah finally whispered as she lifted her head off his chest.

    Kevin couldn’t help but smile. Her satisfaction made him genuinely happy.

    “So I guess size does matter, huh?” he said.

    Leah looked up and smiled. She didn’t say anything, though. She was too kind for that. In a way, not saying anything was an answer, though. It was confirmation of what Kevin already knew was true. Leah’s orgasm was proof that for her, size did matter.

    “I can’t wait to fuck you again with my new cock,” Kevin said. He wanted to make his wife happy, even if it meant a little bit of pain for him.

    “Why don’t you fuck me without it?” she said. “Why don’t you do it right now, in fact?”

    Leah let the cock sheath slip out of her pussy and she deftly removed it from Kevin’s erection. She laid on her back, spread her legs, and wordlessly invited him to slide into her.

    Kevin couldn’t resist. Despite his insecurities, he was still turned on. His lingerie-clad wife had been on top of him, fucking him, and cumming on him. He hadn’t experienced the pleasure of it, but he’d enjoyed every second of it.

    Now he wanted the real thing. He moved between her legs and guided his cock into her exceptionally wet pussy. She felt looser than usual, though that wasn’t surprising. Moments before she’d had a considerably bigger cock inside her.

    “Fuck me, Kevin,” Leah said as she wrapped her legs around him.

    Kevin noted that she wasn’t nearly as vociferous as when he’d been wearing the sheath. He tried not to think about it. Instead, he let his cock be bathed in the flawless wetness of his wife’s pussy. He fucked her hard and it wasn’t long before he came inside her.

    The orgasm was better than he’d expected. Much better, in fact. He wasn’t entirely sure why. Perhaps because the cock sheath sex had acted as an extended form of foreplay.

    Leah definitely hadn’t cum. She’d moaned for her husband and her legs had stayed wrapped tightly around him, but he was certain she wasn’t enjoying herself nearly as much as when she had a big cock inside her.

    Ultimately, it was hard to deny that both he and Leah had experienced fantastic orgasms that night. That was the goal of sex, right? That’s what he told himself, at least, especially since he knew the cock sheath was going to become a regular part of their sex life. He couldn’t deny Leah that kind of pleasure. He had to give his wife what she needed.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 90625918 - Eat Her Ass. Lick His Balls. Clean Her Pussy.

    She rides him passionately, her pussy lips tight around his exceptionally thick cock as they fuck in the soft and comfy chair you so often sit in to read. You’re on your knees on the carpet, your pathetic cuckold cock locked tight in a chastity device so you won’t be tempted to masturbate. Your gaze is fixed on the extramarital sex happening in front of you. Her exultations of sexual bliss fill your ears, a reminder that you’ve never made her moan like that, even when you expertly lick her pussy.

    “Lick my ass, cuck,” your wife commands and you crawl forward without hesitation.

    You part her ass cheeks and bury your head between them, extending your tongue and finding her sweaty asshole. She continues to ride her bull as you lick. The up and down motion of her body runs her anus over your tongue. The saltiness of her sweat is all you can taste and your cock can’t help but try and get hard in your cage. Rimming your wife while she rides another man’s much bigger dick is pure cuckold pleasure.

    Her motion shifts and now she’s grinding on him, moving back and forth instead of up and down. You know what this means. She wants your tongue in her asshole.

    “Put your tongue in my asshole, cuck,” she demands from above you.

    You roll your tongue, press against her asshole, and slip inside her rectum. You don’t get far, but it’s more than enough to please you both. The taste changes, though she made sure to clean herself out before tonight’s sexual adventure, so it isn’t overwhelming. You know you’re inside her asshole though and the humiliation of it turns you on.

    Your wife reaches back, roughly takes hold of your hair, and pushes you hard between her ass cheeks to push you further into her rectum.

    “That’s a good cucky. Eat my dirty asshole,” there’s a delicious hint of dominant venom in her voice that makes you quiver as you sink deeper into your role as her submissive.

    She pushes you away as roughly as she pulled you in and begins to ride her bull once again. She’s not done humiliating you though.

    “Lick his balls, cuckold,” she orders.

    It shocked you the first time she ordered you to lick her bull’s balls, but that was months ago. Now you look forward to it. What could be more humiliating than have to lick and suck on another man’s testicles while his cock fills and pleasures your wife?

    You move deeper between his legs and extend your tongue, licking his balls gently at first. Your wife is doing most of the work in riding him so he’s free to sit and enjoy the pleasure of her tight pussy wrapped around his erection and your tongue working his nut sack.

    You lap up the sweat that’s built up from pounding your wife and the same salty taste hits your tongue. Once you’ve licked the balls all over you take one into your mouth, just like you’ve been trained, and run your tongue over it while gently sucking. You think back to the ball sucking sessions your wife guided you through where she would be right next to you as you practiced pleasuring her bull while she watched and whispered tender humiliations into your ear.

    It’s hard to ignore the pain between your legs as your locked cock tries to grow and break free from its plastic confines. It’s not to be though. The key hangs around her neck and she wouldn’t dream of letting you out while she’s fucking her bull. Tonight is about her pleasure and your humiliation.

    You switch to the other testicle, taking it on your tongue and wrapping your lips around it just like you did with the first. He moans again, a sign that you’re giving him genuine pleasure. How does it feel to be pleasuring a man, cuckold?

    The cock riding slows and you pull away as you know what’s coming next. Your wife moves to the bed, her pussy swollen and wet with pleasure. She gets on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed and her bull stands behind her, easily guiding his big cock inside her and fucking her doggystyle.

    Her voice is clear as she commands you once more, “Eat his ass, cuckold.”

    This is the final element of humiliation she introduced. She makes you lick his asshole while he’s fucking her. She does it because he likes it and because it’s unquestionably humiliating to eat another man’s ass while he’s pounding your wife. Before you became her cuckold you couldn’t imagine people doing such things. Now it’s a regular part of your sex life.

    While he continues thrusting into her cunt you part his ass cheeks with your fingers and dive in. Your eager tongue finds his asshole immediately and you begin to lick. You soak up the sweat that’s built up from fucking your beautiful wife, though since he was kind enough to shower before offering his services as a bull the taste is otherwise inert.

    He announces his impending orgasm and your wife urges him to spill his seed in her womb, “Cum inside me. Cum inside me!”

    She’s practically begging him and the sound is humiliating music to your ears. To hear your wife beg another man to fill her with his seed is intensely arousing and the pain between your legs nearly makes you double over. You maintain your ass eating vigil though, as you’ll soon be rewarded with a creampie to clean up.

    He thrusts deeply and stops. His balls and ass cheeks tighten as you continue rimming him while he’s injecting cum into your wife’s pussy.

    When he’s done you move from his ass and he pulls out. He came as deep inside her as he could, so the cum hasn’t yet begun to leak out.

    “Clean me, cuckold,” your wife commands.

    You lean forward and slide your tongue into her freshly-fucked pussy and the taste of fresh cum hits your tongue. You dive deeper into her cunt, desperate to fish out her bull’s semen and swallow it. You’re a greedy cum slut in this moment and your wife knows it. She’s trained you so well and you relish any opportunity to behave like this and make her happy. What a good cuckold you are.
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    The sound of the front door slamming wakes you up. You blink the sleep out of your eyes and look over at the dim blue light emanating from the alarm clock. It’s just past 3 a.m. Your girlfriend must have had one hell of a night.

    You can tell she’s drunk before she even gets to the bedroom. She has trouble staying quiet when she’s had too much to drink. She giggles and stumbles while making her way towards you.

    “Hooonnneey,” she says in a singsong voice when she’s halfway down the hallway. “Waaaake uuuuuupppp.” She giggles again. “I have something for you.”

    She appears in the doorway and braces herself with a hand on either side of the frame. The hallway light is on so all you can see is a dark silhouette.

    “Are you awake?” she says in a slurred voice that confirms you suspicion that she’s had her fair share of drinks.

    “I am now,” you say.

    “Good, because I have something for you. It’s something I know you’re going to love,” she says while stepping into the room and kicking off her high heels.

    One flies over the bed and lands softly on the carpet. The other bangs into the wooden frame and falls to the floor.

    “Oops,” she says before bending over and giggling uncontrollably.

    You can smell the alcohol as she gets closer. Some men might be put off by their drunken girlfriend stumbling in at 3 a.m. They might be annoyed at being woken up. You’re not, though. You’re not like most men. You want what she’s brought home for you.

    You can see that her hair is a wonderful mess. Her dress isn’t on quite right. You assume she put it back on hastily and that the excess of alcohol in her system made it more difficult than it should have been.

    When she reaches the edge of the bed, your girlfriend leans over and kisses you. It’s a sloppy kiss. Her tongue is urgent as it pushes into your mouth. Other men might be annoyed. You’re turned on. You know what’s behind the kiss. You know she’s brimming with lust because of the treat she’s brought home for you.

    “Do you want what I have for you?” she says.

    The smell of liquor on her breath is almost overpowering. It’s a trigger for you though, and in a good way. It almost always means that she’s been a naughty girl, which is exactly what you want her to be.

    “I do,” you say.

    She smiles and stands up to pull her dress off. She unhooks her bra and frees her perky breasts.

    You roll onto your back and pull aside the covers as your girlfriend straddles you. “I can see your little man is already excited,” she says, referring to the erection making a tent in your boxers.

    “It’s a really big one,” she says, referring to the treat she brought you while she straddles your stomach.

    You can feel the wetness in her panties against your stomach as she sits down on you.

    “Can you feel it?”

    You nod. It’s impossible not to feel it.

    “He made such a mess, baby,” she says. “And you’re going to clean it up.”

    Still sitting across your stomach, she pushes two fingers into her panties and quickly pulls them out.

    “Do you want a taste?” she asks.

    You open your mouth. This is what you crave. The taste is what you want more than anything.

    She pushes her fingers in your mouth and you close your lips around them. You run your tongue over her cum-covered digits and suck them clean. You swirl the semen around in your mouth and swallow it.

    “You’re such a slut,” she says before giggling uncontrollably. She loves that her boyfriend is so eager to another man’s cum out of her pussy.

    Her fingers disappear into her panties again and come back coated with more. She feeds it to you. You eat it all up. You want more.

    “Please, feed me more,” you say.

    She leans down and kisses you. Her tongue explores your mouth. She wants a taste of the cum too.

    “Mmmm, it’s so yummy. I can see why you like it so much,” she says.

    She moves closer. Now she’s straddling your chest. Now her cum-filled pussy is inches from your mouth. You want it so badly.

    “Look at you!” she says gleefully. “You just want me to feed you all of his cum, don’t you?”

    You nod. Of course that’s what you want. That’s what she’s trained you to want. That’s what all these late night feedings have been about. She wants you to be an eager cum eater for her.

    You look at her panties. They’re semi-sheer and you can see the thick globs of white cum that leaked out of her pussy on the ride home. To you, they’re all creamy little drops of heaven that you want to eat.

    Again she pushes her fingers into her panties and again they emerge covered in his cum. She feeds it to you. The smile on her face is one of pure lust mixed with the joy of wielding this power over you.

    She scoops the rest of the cum that’s gathered in her panties onto her fingers and feeds it to you. You’ve already eaten so much, but you know there’s more inside her.

    “You want the rest, don’t you?” she says.

    You nod vigorously. You’re like a puppy dog looking for another treat. You just want her to feed you. You want her to sit on your face and let his cum drip out of her cunt and onto your tongue. You want to be fed his load.

    Finally, she grants you the pleasure you’ve been dreaming of all night. She straddles your face, pulls aside her panties, and sits down on your mouth.

    Cum flows from her pussy into your mouth. Your girlfriend is feeding you another man’s load. She’s squeezing it out of her cunt and onto your eager tongue.

    “Eat it, baby. Eat his cum,” she urges you.

    You look up and see pure bliss on her face. You know that she loves feeding you his cum. It makes her happy to see how eagerly you eat it. She gets off on fucking other guys, but this might be her favorite part. Your eagerness to swallow what she brings home always makes her happiest.

    “Use your tongue. Get the rest out of me.”

    You push your tongue inside her. You taste her hot flesh and his cum. You lick it all out of her. You get every little bit you can because it makes you happy to be a naughty cum eater for her.

    “Fuck, that’s it. Lick up his seed, baby. Lick up the mess he made in your girlfriend.”

    The dirty talk turns her on. You can tell she’s going to cum on your face. You can see the way her chest heaves as she gets closer. You can tell she’s getting hotter as you feed on her lover’s cum.

    “Yes, that’s it. Yes. Yes!” she says.

    She leans forward. More of his cum flows out of her pussy. She grabs your head and holds it tight. She’s cumming. She’s cumming as you eat someone else’s seed out of her cunt. You’re giving her the last, best orgasm of the night.

    She loves her cum slut.
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    Everett knew he was in trouble the moment his wife walked through the door. Normally she looked joyful after coming home from a business trip, especially one that took her away for an entire week. That wasn’t the case this time.

    Despite knowing his wife was upset about something, Everett put on a smile and said, “Welcome home, honey,” as she stepped into the house.

    Leah said nothing as she left her suitcases by the door and took off her coat to hang it in the closet.

    “Here, let me get your suitcases,” Everett said as he grabbed both handles and prepared to wheel them into the bedroom.

    Leah’s silence continued as she began to unbutton her blouse while walking down the hallway. Everett followed while pulling the suitcases behind him. A sense of dread built with every step he took.

    “How was your trip?” he asked cheerfully, knowing full well that she likely wouldn’t offer much of an answer.

    “Fine,” Leah replied.

    They entered the bedroom and Leah took off her blouse, revealing the lace-trimmed straps of her bra. She unzipped her skirt and fell to the floor, revealing a pair of panties that matched her lovely bra. Everett felt his cock try and stir to life, only to be foiled by the chastity cage he’d been locked in since his wife left.

    When Leah turned around she had a smile on her face, but Everett recognized the smile. It was the kind she wore when she was angry and trying not to be overwhelmed by it.

    “How was your week?” she asked.

    “It was good,” Everett said as he searched her face for some sign of what was about to come.

    “Yeah? Did you do anything interesting while I was gone?” Leah asked as she let her blouse fall to the floor and stepped closer.

    “Not really, no. Mostly I worked, made sure the house was clean, and watched a little TV,” Everett said.

    “Did anything interesting happen while I was gone?” Leah asked as she took another step closer.

    Everett saw the flash of fury in her eyes as the words left her lips and it clicked. He knew why his wife was angry.

    “Interesting? I wouldn’t say that, no,” he answered.

    Leah reached out and unbuttoned Everett’s pants. She tugged on his zipper and his pants fell to the floor soon after. She yanked his underwear down and grasped his caged cock as her eyes found his once more.

    “Everett, honey, I don’t like being lied to and I don’t like it when you’re purposefully obtuse with me. Maybe it’s my fault, though, so let me rephrase the question. You had very clear instructions while I was gone. Did you fail to follow those instructions at any point over the last five days?” Leah asked in a flat, controlled tone.

    As much as he wanted to try and deny it, Everett knew the cost of lying to his wife and he was almost certain she knew which rule he’d broken.

    “I did,” he answered.

    “Which of my instructions did you fail to follow, Everett?” Leah asked as she grabbed his balls and pulled down just enough to make him feel a touch of pain.

    “I didn’t give Preston a blowjob when he wanted one,” Everett admitted.

    Leah released Everett’s balls and moved behind him. “Why is that?” she asked.

    Everett wished he had a good answer to her question. “Because I didn’t want to,” he said.

    The sound of Leah’s hand striking his exposed ass cheek filled the room a split second before Everett felt the exceptional pain of his wife’s swift and skillful smack. She spanked his other ass cheek a moment later and he had to work not to double over in agony.

    “I’m disappointed, Everett,” Leah said. “I’m disappointed that even after all this time you can still be so fucking selfish. I’m disappointed that your training hasn’t worked well enough to make it so you know how to behave when I’m not here.”

    She smacked him twice more and Everett had to hold back tears as the pain rushed down his legs and up his back.

    “I’m sorry,” he said.

    “I know you’re sorry,” Leah replied, “but that’s not good enough. You can’t disobey my rules, apologize, and hope it all goes away. That’s not how this works, Everett. Remember, you agreed to this. You happily became my submissive cuckold. You happily accepted becoming the submissive half of a female led marriage. You accepted that my rules are the only rules that matter in our household, and yet you couldn’t be the cocksucker I told you to be while I was gone. You couldn’t take care of Preston’s needs when I wasn’t here to see to them. You had to be selfish. You had to tell him no.”

    Two more painful smacks landed on his ass cheeks and Everett finally lost the will to stand. He fell to his knees and cried out. His ass felt like it was on fire.

    “Let me ask you something, Everett. Do you believe that I’m under the impression that you enjoy sucking cock?” Leah asked as she reached down and grabbed a handful of Everett’s hair.

    “No, I don’t,” he said. “I know you know I don’t like it.”

    “That’s right, Everett. That’s because no straight man likes sucking cock. If he liked sucking cock he probably wouldn’t be straight. He’d be bisexual or gay. You’re not either of those, though. You’re a straight man. You love pussy. You don’t love cock. I understand that. I’ve always understood that.”

    Leah pulled back on his hair and Everett stood once more.

    “That’s why I make you suck cock, Everett. It’s because you don’t want to. Doing so is an act of submission. It’s what a submissive cuckold is supposed to do if his wife demands it. It’s what you’re supposed to do when I demand it. You were supposed to get on your knees and suck Preston’s cock whenever he wanted this week because it’s what I wanted. You were supposed to offer him your mouth like a common whore and let him do as he pleased with it. You should have been thankful I didn’t tell him he could fuck you or he might have spent the week destroying your asshole and making it impossible for you to walk.”

    Leah smacked his ass twice more and Everett cried out in pain as the sound of her palm meeting his soft, vulnerable flesh filled the bedroom.

    “Please, Leah, stop,” Everett said. “I’m sorry. I really am. I won’t do it again.”

    “I don’t believe you, Everett, but I will train this defiance out of you,” Leah replied. “Now get on your knees and wait.”

    Everett fell to his knees and reached back to caress his reddened ass cheeks as Leah walked out of the room.

    “Come in,” Leah said from down the hallway. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

    Everett felt a sense of dread building again. He knew Leah wasn’t finished with her punishment. He knew she almost certainly had something else in store for him.

    When she walked into the room holding Preston’s hand, Everett wondered for a moment if his punishment had in fact ended. Was Leah going to fuck her bull while he watched from his knees? Was she going to satisfy the need that had no doubt built after a week without Preston’s cock inside her?

    “Fuck his face,” Leah said, dashing Everett’s hopes in an instant.

    Preston stripped, stroked his cock to get it half hard, and then stepped in front of Everett and grabbed his head.

    “Open up, cuck,” he said.

    Everett looked at his wife for a moment, saw the angry look on her face, and then opened up. Preston pushed his cock into Everett’s mouth and the face fucking began almost immediately.

    “You could have avoided this,” Leah said. “All you had to do was suck Preston’s cock. It’s not hard. You’ve done it countless times before. You’ve sucked more cock in the past year than most women suck in a decade, and yet you decided that because I was gone you didn’t have to be my cuckold for a week.”

    Preston’s cock quickly reached a fully erect state, making it more difficult for Everett to take it without gagging and spitting up. He knew that was the point, though. He wasn’t supposed to enjoy what was happening. He was merely supposed to submit to it. He was supposed to receive it as punishment.

    “All I wanted was a blowjob,” Preston said. “I just wanted you to do what your wife said you’d do. I wanted a mouth to empty my cum into and you couldn’t provide it. You couldn’t just be the little cocksucking cuckold bitch we both know you are.”

    Everett’s throat and jaw hurt after just a few minutes of pounding. His chin was coated in spit and his eyes were watering. His nose had started running, too.

    When Preston pulled out Everett hoped the punishment was over. Instead, his wife’s bull rubbed his long, thick, slippery cock all over Everett’s face. He slapped his cheeks with it too.

    “Stick out your tongue,” Preston demanded.

    Everett stuck out his tongue and Preston slapped his tongue against it as his wife laughed.

    “Fuck his face again,” Leah said. “Harder this time. I want to hear him choking on it. I want him to suffer like a good submissive slut should be willing to suffer.”

    Everett opened his mouth and Preston pushed his cock inside. It slid down his throat and the bull held it there, cutting off Everett’s air supply and making him panic for a brief moment.

    He gasped for air when Preston pulled out, but he was only given a moment’s respite before the cock entered his mouth once more and began fucking his face like Leah wanted.

    “Isn’t this worse?” she said. “Wouldn’t you prefer to be on your knees between Preston’s legs, sucking his cock at your own pace? Wouldn’t you prefer to be pleasuring him with your mouth like you usually do? Wouldn’t you prefer to suck his dick without gagging and choking and spitting up like some kind of first time porn whore that’s learning her place in the world?”

    It was worse. Every second of the face fucking was unpleasant and that was rarely the case when he gave Preston a blowjob under better circumstances. Everett never really liked it, but it was tolerable. His throat didn’t hurt. He didn’t gag over and over. He usually gave head for a few minutes and then watched Preston fuck his wife.

    Preston lodged his cock in Everett’s throat and held it there. Each second that passed felt like a minute. He couldn’t take a breath. All he could do was gag on the cock that couldn’t be dislodged.

    Preston pulled out just as Everett was certain he was going to pass out. He fell forward onto his hands and gasped for air as saliva trailed from his mouth to the bedroom floor.

    “Worship his balls,” Leah said. “Suck on Preston’s big balls.”

    Everett got on his knees once more and moved closer as Preston lifted his cock and began to stroke. He took one big testicle into his mouth and moved his tongue over the wrinkled flesh, offering pleasure as he made the other man moan. He moved to the other testicle, bathing it with his tongue and eliciting more lovely moans.

    “Cum down his throat,” Leah said. “Use him like a fucking cum dumpster.”

    Preston grabbed Everett’s hair with one hand and pushed his cock down Everett’s throat with the other. More face fucking ensued and the same unpleasant sensations rushed through Everett. He gagged. He choked. He spit up. He drooled all over himself.

    Preston was close now, so he used Everett’s mouth harder and faster. He was using it like a pussy, without a care in the world for the effect his deep, hard thrusts were having.

    Then he buried his dick balls deep in Everett’s mouth and it began to pulse. The head was in Everett’s throat so he didn’t taste a thing as Preston climaxed. Spurt after spurt of hot cum launched down his throat and into his stomach. He was a cum dumpster, just like his wife wanted him to be.

    Preston pulled out and rubbed the little bit of cum that was still dribbling from his cock over Everett’s face before stepping back and smiling down at the man he’d just unloaded his cum into.

    “Preston’s staying the night,” Leah said. “I don’t want to see your face until morning. Grab anything you need for the night and get out of here. We’ll discuss what the rest of your punishment is going to be after Preston leaves tomorrow.”

    Everett stood up and grabbed a change of underwear from the dresser along with a fresh t-shirt before turning to leave.

    “Sleep in the bedroom on the other side of the house. You don’t even deserve to hear us fucking,” Leah said.

    Everett left the bedroom feeling suitably humiliated. His throat was sore. His jaw ached. Cock was the only thing he could taste and there was a little bit of drying cum on his face.

    Worst of all, he wasn’t going to enjoy any of the benefits of seeing his wife after a five days apart. He wasn’t going to get to worship her pussy. He wasn’t going to get to watch as she and Preston fucked. He wasn’t going to get to clean her up afterwards. He was going to be denied all of it, and depending on how mad she was he was probably going to be denied an orgasm for quite a bit longer than five days.

    He had learned his lesson, though. Next time, he’d suck Preston’s cock as much as the bull wanted.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 90880854 - A Vacation Quickie

    You are in a state of total relaxation. You’re sitting poolside at the little Caribbean resort you chose for a well-deserved vacation. You’re so relaxed that you’re right on the verge of falling asleep as you soak up the sun.

    You’re at the smallest of the three pools at the resort. It’s early in the day, so it’s just you and your wife.

    Occasionally, a young, exceptionally fit black man in an all-white outfit of shorts, a polo shirt, and sneakers comes by and offers anything you might need, from fresh towels to bottled water to a drink.

    He stops by as you’re entering your blissful state of relaxation. You don’t move, preferring instead to sink deeper into your nap.

    “Can I get you anything?” he says.

    Your wife, whose body looks exceptionally good for someone in her late 30s and who chose a rather skimpy white bikini for the morning’s sun session, says, “I could use a little help, if you don’t mind.”

    “Of course, ma’am,” he replies.

    “My husband is asleep and I don’t want to wake him, but I really need another coating of sunscreen on my back. Would you mind helping me with that?” she asks.

    You open your eyes and glance towards her. You try your best not to move. You have sunglasses on so neither your wife nor the young man assisting her can tell that you’re watching to see what he’s going to do.

    “Absolutely,” he says.

    Your wife hands him the bottle and turns so her back is facing him. He squirts some of the lotion into his strong hands and gently rubs it into her back.

    She looks at you. You flash the slightest smile. You want her to know you’re watching and that you’re okay with anything she might want to do.

    “There you go, ma’am,” the pool attendant says.

    “Thank you so much,” your wife says. “You know, would you mind terribly doing the back of my legs. I always have such a hard time making sure I get complete coverage.”

    “Of course, ma’am,” he says while taking the sunscreen from her again.

    Your wife lies down on her stomach and turns back to him to say, “You can call me Emma.”

    “Of course, Emma,” the strong, exceptionally handsome black man says before squirting more of the sunscreen into his hands.

    He rubs the lotion into the backs of her calves. He’s taking his time. It’s more like he’s giving a massage. Your wife moans quietly.

    You continue to watch while pretending you’re asleep.

    The pool attendant squirts a little more lotion into his hands and rubs them together before moving to the backs of your wife’s thighs. He rubs them slowly.

    Your wife instinctively spreads her legs a little. To you, it seems clear that she’s urging him to go higher.

    “I’m sorry, I didn’t ask your name,” she says.

    “It’s Samuel,” the handsome young man says.

    “Do you have experience as a masseur, Samuel? Your hands are exceptionally talented.”

    He smiles and says, “Not professional experience, but I’ve found that being able to give a good massage can be very helpful...” he trails off.

    Your wife reaches back and pulls the soft white material of her bikini between her ass cheeks, exposing her soft, milky white flesh.

    “Well, Samuel, if you wouldn’t mind using your skilled hands to make sure I have coverage back here, I would be grateful,” your wife says as she moves her fingers over her ass.

    You see Samuel smile. You imagine he can’t help it. A beautiful woman is asking him to rub her ass. Of course he’s happy.

    He applies more sunscreen to his hands and rubs your wife’s ass. She moans again, and this time there’s no question he can hear it.

    You watch as he skillfully moves his fingers over her ass. He starts where her thighs meet her butt and then moves all the way up to her lower back.

    After a minute, your wife flips over and smiles at Samuel. “This is a clothing optional resort, isn’t it?” she asks.

    “Yes it is, ma’am,” he answers.

    “I said to call me Emma,” your wife says playfully. She sits up, reaches behind her back, and unties her bikini. She pulls it over her head and frees her breasts, which are milky white, large, and still perky.

    She smiles and looks at Samuel. He says nothing, but he does take a moment to admire her breasts.

    “Would you mind helping me with these, Samuel?” your wife asks.

    Samuel looks over at you. He seems a little nervous.

    “Oh, don’t worry about him,” she assures him. “He wouldn’t wake up if a meteor struck the resort.”

    Samuel sits on the edge of the lounge chair. He squirts a little sunscreen into his hands and rubs them together. He looks at your wife, hesitates for a moment, then reaches out and works the sunscreen into her breasts.

    She closes her eyes and moans. She’s not hiding her desire now. “God, that feels so good, Samuel. This is what my vacation has been missing.”

    You can see that your wife has Samuel in her web. He’s doing far more than spreading sunscreen over her breasts. He’s massaging them. He’s playing with them. He’s paying attention to her nipples. He’s trying to arouse her. In other words, he’s giving her exactly what she wants.

    “Samuel, are you allowed to take a break from your job here at the pool?” your wife asks.

    “Yes, ma’am. I’m due for a break, in fact,” he answers. There’s confidence in his voice.

    Your wife sits up and her hand moves between Samuel’s legs. She strokes his cock. You can see the bulge. It’s quite large.

    “How would you feel about taking your break in my room?” she asks.

    “I would enjoy that very much,” he says.

    “Let’s do that, then,” your wife says. “I’m staying in room 112. Meet me there in five minutes.”

    She gathers her bag and her bikini top and walks towards your room. Her breasts bounce with every step. You stay still on the lounge chair.

    When enough time has passed, you hurry towards your room. It’s on the ground floor and you know there’s a spot outside you can watch from without being seen.

    In a few minutes you’re in that spot. Your wife has kindly left the curtains open for you. You have a perfect view inside the room.

    You see your beautiful wife on her knees in front of Samuel. You see her sucking his cock. You see his big black dick disappearing between her lips and sliding remarkably far down her throat.

    You see his strong hand on the back of her head. You see him close his eyes, tilt his head back, and enjoy the exceptional pleasure your wife is providing him.

    His cock falls from her mouth and your wife strokes him. Her hand moves swiftly up and down the slick, thick shaft as she looks up at him and smiles. She says something, but you’re too far away to hear it. You imagine she’s telling him how gorgeous his cock is and how badly she wants it inside her.

    He smiles at your wife and moves to the edge of the bed. He sits and she immediately takes his balls into her mouth. She sucks on them lustily. She licks them eagerly while her hand continues to move up and down his shaft.

    Your beautiful wife stands up and gets on her hands and knees in the bed. She looks out the sliding glass door. She knows you’re watching. She knows you’re her eager cuckold. She knows you want her to be doing this.

    You see the look of pure pleasure on her face as Samuel slides into her from behind. She closes her eyes and her big tits begin to swing as he fucks her. Her mouth opens. You wish you could hear her lusty moans. You know how good it sounds when someone else is fucking her.

    She puts her head on the bed. Her ass jiggles with every thrust into her. Samuel is fucking her hard. He knows what your wife wants. He knows what a white woman coming to the islands needs. He knows that she wants his big black dick deep in her pussy and she wants to be fucked like her husband never fucks her.

    You see your wife cum. You love when she has an orgasm in doggystyle. You’ve never given her one of those. Only other men provide her with that pleasure. That fact makes your cock hard.

    Samuel pulls out. He gets on his back, likely at your wife’s direction. You watch her straddle his bare cock and take it into her pussy. You watch her bounce on his big dick. You watch her fuck herself on another man’s cock while you’re standing in the bushes.

    His dark hands move over her milky white ass, only this time it’s far different than at the pool. This time he’s inside her. This time he’s working towards an orgasm. This time he’s getting ready to cum in your wife’s pussy.

    You see her throw her head back. You see him reach up and play with her milky white tits. You imagine how good his hands look on them as your wife is having her second orgasm with his big black cock inside her.

    She moves to her back. He slides inside her. She wraps her arms and legs around him and pulls him close. They kiss. He’s fucking her hard and fast. He’s pounding your wife’s pussy while you watch.

    It’s not long before you see him cum inside her. Your wife looks out the sliding glass door. She’s searching for you again. She knows you’re watching. She wants you to know that he’s cumming in her pussy. He stops thrusting. You see his mouth open. You see him moan in pure joy.

    They kiss and cuddle for a few minutes. You hope they’re making plans for him to sneak into your room again. You hope your wife is going to spend the rest of your vacation getting fucked by this young man.

    Soon, he dresses and leaves. You run across the short span of grass and hop over the wall to the patio of your ground floor hotel room. You open the sliding glass door and look at your beautiful wife.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asks.

    You quickly strip off your bathing suit and tee shirt. You toss them aside and climb between her legs.

    You push your cock into her juicy, cum-filled pussy. His cum surrounds your erection. It feels warm and slippery.

    “Fuck me, baby,” your wife says. “Fuck my stretched out pussy.”

    You groan and pump your cock into her cunt. She feels much looser than last night when you fucked her. Samuel’s big black cock has stretched her out.

    “How does his cum feel? How does it feel to have his slick, sticky, mess cum around your cock as you fuck your wife’s slutty pussy?” she asks.

    “It’s so fucking hot,” you say. “Fuck, I love your slutty, cum-filled pussy.”

    You pound her harder.

    “Add your cum, cuckold. Add your cum to my sloppy, slutty cunt. Add your mess to his and then clean it all out of me,” she says.

    You groan and pump your seed into your wife’s pussy. You add your cum to the mess Samuel left inside her. You bury your cock in there and feel your balls twitching as spurt after spurt leaves your body.

    “I hope you don’t mind, but I made plans to see him again. You know I can’t resist a big black cock,” your wife says as she kisses your neck and runs her fingers over your back.

    “You know I don’t mind, especially if you let me fuck you afterwards.”

    “My pussy is always yours to enjoy, baby,” she says, “especially when it’s filled with someone else’s cum.”

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91001318 - Bi Cuckold Sucks Cock for His Wife

    When your wife first brought up the idea of you sucking cock, you didn’t want to seem too excited. You didn’t want her to know that you’d been fantasizing about it for years. You had though. You’d dreamed of being on your knees and wrapping your lips around a big dick as she watched. You’d dreamed of sucking cock for her, of getting a man hard and watching as he slipped that thick erection into your wife’s pussy.

    Your erection gave you away when she first mentioned it. You’d long since entered into the cuckold lifestyle, and she wanted more. She wanted to take the next step, which was to have you fluff her bull.

    “I want you to be a fluffer for me,” she whispered as her lips brushed delicately against your neck. “I want you to suck his cock,” she continued. “I want you to be a cocksucker.”

    It was the last part that really got you. That’s when your cock jumped. Without saying a word you had revealed your desires.

    “Oooh,” she cooed. “Does my baby like that? Do you like the idea of being a cocksucker for your wife?”

    She gently wrapped her fingers around your erection and stroked you slowly. “Do you want to suck cock for me, honey?” she whispered into your ear.

    She wanted to hear you say it, to admit your desires. Your wife wanted to hear her cuckold husband admit that he wanted to be a cocksucker.

    “Yes, I want to suck cock for you,” you finally admitted.

    She stroked you faster. “Good boy,” your wife said before nibbling your ear lobe.

    Soon afterwards you came. Your cum shot into the air and landed on your stomach as your wife continued to whisper sweet nothings about you sucking dick into your ear.

    Now you’re about to go down on another man for your wife. You’re about to have a thick, throbbing cock in your mouth. You’re about to taste his precum on your tongue. You’re about to suck dick, cuckold.

    He knows what you’ll be doing tonight. He’s looking forward to seeing you on your knees with his cock in your mouth. He likes it when a cuckold submits to him.

    You watch him and your wife fool around on the couch. The way she kisses him always turns you on. She plays with his cock through his pants and he fondles her perky tits. You’re hard too, though you’ve been forbidden from masturbating until your wife gives you permission. She doesn’t want you spilling your load before you’ve had a chance to suck cock.

    When she finally pulls herself away from him, your wife looks over at you and says, “Are you ready to suck cock, cuckold?”

    The moment has arrived, cuck. “Yes,” you say.

    “Good,” your wife says as she stands and walks towards the bedroom. Her bull follows closely behind her and you behind him. Your heart pounds in your chest with each step. You’ve long fantasized about sucking cock in front of your wife, but the idea of actually doing it is nerve wracking.

    The time for hesitation has passed, though. You’ve committed to this, cuckold. You’ve committed to sucking the cock that’s going to fuck your wife. You’re taking the next step in your cuckolding. You’re about to have your first bisexual encounter.

    Your wife and her bull are kissing as you enter the bedroom. Her hand is wrapped around his erect cock and she’s stroking him gently and rubbing her thumb under the head. He moans into her mouth as she offers him the kind of intense pleasure every man craves.

    You’re about to do the same. She breaks their kiss and turns to you. “Come here, honey,” she says. You take a hesitant step towards your wife and she smiles. “It’s okay, baby. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. I want you to do this. You want to do this. You know you do.”

    She’s right. You know she’s right. You’re still scared though. You’re about to have a man’s cock in your mouth. You’re going to taste his precum. You’re going to feel the spongy crown of his dick on your tongue. You’re going to give a blowjob.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as you move in front of her. “On your knees,” she orders in a sweet, gentle tone.

    You fall to your knees and look up at your wife. You see lust in her eyes. She’s eager to have her husband be a cocksucker. She’s eager to see you sucking her bull’s cock. She turns him towards you and suddenly there’s a thick, throbbing dick just a few inches from your face.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” your wife orders. She entwines her fingers in your hair and pulls you forward. You open wide and the head of his cock disappears into your mouth. Your lips close around it. You have a cock in your mouth, cuckold.

    You run your tongue under the thick head and your wife’s bull moans. “That’s a good boy,” your wife says from above you. “Suck his cock like a good little cuckold should.” Her words of encouragement make your dick throb. It turns you on to suck cock. It turns you on to be a cocksucking cuckold.

    You push as far down on his cock as you can go before pulling your head back. He briefly pops out of your mouth before you engulf his erection again. You move your tongue back and forth over the underside of his cock as you blow him, as you work over another man’s erection to get it good and hard for your wife.

    Her fingers tighten in your hair and she pulls your mouth off his cock. “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” your wife asks you.

    “Good. It feels good,” you say, but she doesn’t seem satisfied. “It feels good to be a cocksucker,” you say.

    That’s what she wanted to hear. “Get back to work,” she says with a satisfied smile on her face.

    You follow her orders, opening your mouth and once again taking his cock onto your tongue. It’s a little easier now. You can fit more of him in your mouth now that he’s lubed with your spit. You move up and down the shaft faster, sucking cock like a true slut.

    “Does it feel good?” your wife asks her bull.

    “Your husband’s a natural born cocksucker,” he answers.

    You’re a natural, cuckold. You’re a bisexual cuckold cocksucker, and you love it. You’ll be doing this much more often from now on. You’ll be on your knees eating cock as often as your wife wants it. You’ll fluff him every time he comes over to pound your wife’s pussy. Maybe you’ll even suck him off from time to time. You’re a cuckold and now you’re a cocksucker.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91001389 - She Wants You to Clean His Creampie

    You can hear the shower running as your wife’s bull closes the bathroom door and gives you two the time alone you so desperately crave. In your marital bed is the woman you love. She’s just been fucked and fucked well. You were witness to the three orgasms he gave her, each one eliciting loud cries of pleasure. You were also witness to him cumming in her pussy, leaving a creampie for you to clean up.

    For years you’ve fantasized about this. You’ve masturbated to countless cuckold creampie cleanup videos, you’ve browsed Tumblrs filled with images of cum-filled cunts and dreamed of being the lucky cuck husband that gets to place his head between those supple thighs and lick every drop of semen out of the satisfied hotwife. It’s never been a reality before though. Your wife has been cuckolding you for quite some time, but until now she’d never found a man she was willing to go bareback with.

    Now that she’s recovered from her last orgasm she’s ready to have you between her legs doing your cuckold clean up duty. She knows it’s your fantasy. She also knows you’re nervous about actually doing it. Sometimes the fantasy doesn’t live up to reality. She wants it to be even better than you’ve fantasized because she loves you.

    “It’s going to be perfect honey. You’re going to eat his cum from my pussy and it’s going to be perfect,” she says, reassuring you that this thing you’ve dreamed of for so many years is going to be everything you hoped it would be.

    She’s had her legs closed up until now, hiding her pussy and the creampie inside it from your view. She knows what she’s doing. She wants your curiosity about what it looks like to draw you nearer, to bring you to the edge of being a creampie eater.

    “Kiss my toes cucky,” she sweetly suggests. She knows you love kissing and licking her feet and you don’t hesitate to act on it.

    You gently kiss her beautiful toes and then move to the tops of her feet and ankles. As you do she gently spreads her legs, inviting you up higher between them. You keep your focus on what’s in front of you, denying yourself the pleasure of looking at her creampied cunt for a few moments longer as you make your way up her calves.

    Once you’ve kissed past her knees you can’t help but look at the prize you crave. Her landing strip of pubic hair is the first thing that catches your eye and you quickly scan down and see her wet, pink, and remarkably swollen pussy lips. It’s a beautiful mess between your wife’s legs and you’re overcome with the desire to clean her out in a way you’ve never been before, even at the height of your masturbatory fantasies.

    She senses your sudden lust and parts her thighs fully, welcoming you to go down on her without saying a word. When you see a thick glob of semen drip slowly from her you’re head momentarily spins, the cuckold lust becoming so strong it threatens to render you unconscious.

    “Clean me up, baby,” she says, a look of overwhelming lust in her eyes.

    What you don’t know is that your fantasies have deeply affected your wife. You’ve played out so many creampie eating scenarios over the years that it’s become her fantasy too and now that you’re about to make it a reality she can feel an incredible sense of arousal building in her loins. She desperately wants you to eat her bull’s cum from inside her.

    You’ve tasted your cum before so you have some idea what to expect, but when the bull’s seed hits your taste buds for the first time it’s still shocking. His cum is sweeter than yours and a lot thicker. Even after mixing with your wife’s juices it’s far more viscous than your own. Immediately it coats your mouth, leaving a thick film over your tongue and cheeks and you know the taste and that sensation is going to be with you long after you’ve swallowed all of his semen.

    Cleaning the creampie is so much better than you expected. As your wife’s fingers find your hair and pull you tight against her cunt you can feel your cock throbbing and spreading precum all over the soft cotton sheet she had you put on the bed before her bull arrived. You’re more turned on than you’ve ever been and you’re just getting started.

    Your first licks of her cum-filled cunt cleaned up everything that had slipped out of her, but there’s so much more inside and you need to dig deep to find it. Your throat is coated with his semen because you’ve already swallowed so much, just like a good cuckold. You want more though. You need more. You need to clean every drop of the bull’s seed from your wife’s pussy.

    She looks down and finds you completely lost in the pleasure of your creampie clean up fantasy come to life. It makes her orgasm and her moans fill the room as she pulls you tighter, briefly stealing your breath as your nose and mouth press into the folds of her flesh.

    She lets go when she’s done cumming and gently slides away from you, depriving you of the cum that’s still inside her. A look of alarm crosses your face, but don’t worry cuckold, she’s not denying you.

    “Get on your back,” she says and you know instantly she’s going to ride your face and feed you his cum.

    Her swollen, messy cunt straddles your face and she lowers herself onto your mouth, spreading her lips and working her kegels to force the rest of his seed out of her. You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can and are rewarded with another thick glob of semen that you greedily swallow. In no time you’ve become a cum slut.

    When she’s satisfied you’ve eaten all of her bull’s cum your wife slides down your torso and onto your cock, taking you inside her in one swift movement. She rides you hard, leaning down to share cum-flavored kisses with you as her slick, sloppy, messy cunt milks you. It’s mere moments before you’re cumming inside her. Maybe she’s going to have you clean a second creampie tonight.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91061379 - Her Sexy Red Dress

    It was the red dress that made all the difference. For years you tried to get her interested in fucking another guy and for years she refused.

    Despite her obvious beauty, your wife just didn’t believe another man would be interested enough to fuck her.

    That’s where the red dress comes in. You can still remember the day you bought it. You can remember the look on her face when she came out of the dressing room in it. You knew right then that something had changed.

    The fit was perfect. It was tight across her breasts and down to her waist before loosening up over her hips and flowing down past her knees.

    It was the slit up her left thigh that really sold the dress, though. With each step it exposed her soft skin. It allowed for easy access, too. You couldn’t help but imagine another man running his fingers between her legs as your wife gently spread her thighs and allowed him to access her pussy.

    “This is the one,” your wife said as she posed for you.

    When she turned around you admired the way the soft fabric brushed against her ass. You knew she’d have to wear a thong or go without panties for the dress to work and you loved it.

    “What do you think?” she asked.

    You smiled. “I agree. That’s the one. We have to buy it for you.”

    “You think so?” she said as a wave of insecurity washed over her. For a moment it looked like she was going to crawl back into her shell and refuse to set herself free with a smoking hot dress.

    You stood up and walked towards her. You ran your hands over the soft material of the dress and watched as your wife closed her eyes and enjoyed your touch.

    “You look perfect in this dress, honey. You deserve it,” you said.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    Just a few minutes later you walked out the store with the dress in a bag and a smile on your face. Every woman deserves a dress she looks stunningly beautiful in and now your wife had one.

    The greatest surprise came on the drive home. Out of nowhere, your wife said, “I’m ready.”

    “Ready for what?” you asked, though you hoped she was talking about making your fantasy come true.

    She reached over and caressed your thigh. You knew right then. Your cock came to life even before she confirmed your suspicions.

    “I’m ready to cuckold you,” she said.

    You tried to hide your excitement as you said, “Really? I mean, obviously that would be amazing, but you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

    Your wife’s fingers moved between your legs and she played with your now-hard cock. “I know, baby,” she said while stroking you through your jeans. “I want to.”

    You briefly took your eyes off the road to look at your wife. You saw genuine lust in her eyes. It seemed like she was telling the truth.

    “I think about it, you know,” she said.

    “About being with someone else?” you asked.

    “Yes, baby. I think about fucking someone else. It turns me on. It scares me, too, but I can’t deny that I like the idea of being able to take a new man to bed, to experience someone new and all the thrills that come with that.”

    You looked over again and saw your wife unbutton her pants and push a hand into the black lace thong she was wearing.

    She moaned as her finger moved over her clit. “What woman wouldn’t enjoy being able to find a nice big cock to fuck her without any need to worry about her husband being jealous or angry?”

    You tried your best to concentrate on the road as your wife masturbated in the passenger’s seat next to you. It blew your mind that she was playing with her pussy while thinking about fucking someone else. She’d made your fantasy into hers and now she was going to make it a reality.

    “You’re not going to be jealous, are you baby?” your wife asked as she masturbated. “You’re going to be a good husband and let me find a nice big cock to satisfy me, right?”

    You couldn’t believe what you were hearing. It was like an entirely different woman had gotten in the car with you after the shopping trip.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good husband,” you answered her.

    “You’ll be a good cuckold, won’t you?” she said as her moans grew louder.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good cuckold,” you said.

    “Oh God, I’m cumming!” she called out.

    You couldn’t help but smile. Your wife had just cum in the car while fantasizing about fucking someone else. In the span of an afternoon what had been pure fantasy for you quickly shifted to a shared desire with your wife, and one that she seemed determined to make into your new reality.

    ---

    “How do I look?” your wife asks as she emerges from the bedroom.

    She’s in the sexy red dress she bought last week. Her dark hair looks soft and wavy and bounces just a little with each step. She’s paired her dress with a pair of strappy, barely there black high heels that highlight her remarkably sexy feet. As you admire her, your wife makes a point of opening the dress at the slit and showing you that she’s not wearing any panties.

    You smile as your cock comes to life. She’s taking this seriously and you love it. Your wife is determined to fuck someone else tonight and she’s making sure that when she walks into the bar every man is going to look at her.

    “You’re going to have your pick of guys,” you say.

    “I hope so,” she says with a smile before picking up the little clutch purse that holds her lipstick and a handful of condoms that you provided.

    “Are you ready to be a cuckold?” she asks while stroking a sexy pose in her dress.

    “Absolutely,” you answer. When you stand, the bulging erection in your pants is proof of the truth behind your answer. You’ve waited years for this. You desperately want her to cuckold you.

    “Let’s go then. Your wife needs a new man,” she says before heading to the garage and sliding into the car.

    You’ve picked a classy bar a few towns over to avoid running into anyone you know. On the drive over, all you can think about is how this night might end.

    “Are we both agreed on the rules for tonight?” your wife asks.

    “That you’re welcome to go home with anyone you want and that I can watch in the bar but I’m forbidden from making my presence known?” you answer.

    Your wife reaches over and caresses your thigh. “That’s right. I know you want to watch him fuck me, and that will happen in the future, but for the first time I need it to be just my new man and me.”

    You love that she’s so confident this is going to work out. You love that she’s already calling him her “new man.” Your cock is hard and all your wife is doing is gently caressing your thigh. You’re cuckold fantasy is so close to becoming reality.

    When you arrive at the bar, she goes in first. You can’t help but stare at her ass in the red dress. It looks so perfect, and you know another man is going to have his hands on it soon.

    You give her a five minute head start and then head into the bar. Your wife is sitting next to a remarkably good-looking man and they’re engaged in an animated conversation. You grab a stool a few seats down from them and order a drink.

    It’s thrilling to listen as your wife flirts with another man. She does it effortlessly, like she never lost her touch despite being married to you for years.

    Eventually, the man she’s talking to turns up the heat a little.

    “You’re the most beautiful woman in here,” he says.

    “That was my intention,” your wife says as she smiles at him.

    You turn your head in time to see him reach out and caress your wife’s bare knee that the slit in her dress has exposed.

    “This is the sexiest dress I’ve ever seen on a woman,” he says while leaning forward.

    “Thank you,” your wife says.

    His hand continues to gently rub her thigh as she leans towards him. They share a soft, tender kiss as you watch. You’re certain his tongue is in her mouth. She wants it. She welcomes it.

    Your wife uncrosses her legs and spreads them slightly. He takes it as a sign of encouragement and moves his hand from her knee to her thigh. His fingers slowly and skillfully move over her soft skin and towards her pussy.

    It’s dark in the bar, but you know other people are watching. They’re the only couple enjoying a vigorous kiss so of course they‘re attracting attention.

    The bartender clears his throat and your wife and her new friend break their kiss. He says nothing but with a nod of his head the bartender wordlessly suggests that they move to one of the booths for a little more privacy.

    Your wife smiles and takes her new friend’s hand in hers as she slides off the stool. She happens to flash her bare pussy at you when she does. She’s wet enough that you can see the dampness. She didn’t make a mistake. She’s letting you know that she’s turned on, that this is probably the guy she’s going home with.

    For a few minutes you pretend to browse your phone, but mostly you’re figuring out how to get a better view of what’s happening in the booth.

    Eventually you order another drink and take it to a table that will afford you a better angle to watch your wife and her new friend fool around.

    His hands are all over her when you sit down. You can see under the table they’re sitting at and her legs are spread wide open. They’re kissing with an intense kind of passion that you haven’t experienced with her in years.

    As your eyes adjust to the darker light it becomes clear that he’s fingering your wife. Another man’s fingers are in her pussy as she’s kissing him. You’re watching someone else penetrate your wife. It’s as close as you’re going to get to witnessing your cuckolding tonight and it’s perfect.

    You watch your wife’s hand move under the table and between her new friend’s legs. You watch as she strokes his cock through his slacks. You see the look of pleasure on his face. Your wife is making another man feel good. She’s playing with his cock and you’re watching.

    By now it’s clear she’s going to cuckold you. It’s only a matter of time. She’s playing with someone else’s cock in public and there’s no question she’s going to fuck him.

    Instead of making each other cum in the bar, they take a break. You feel a little disappointed, but you understand why she wouldn’t want to give a full-on handjob in public.

    You see them talking and assume they’re planning what’s going to happen next. It’s not a long conversation. When it’s over, the guy slips out of the booth and walks towards the bathroom.

    Your wife beckons you over when he disappears behind the men’s room door.

    She pulls you close for a long, slow tongue kiss when you reach the table. “I’m going home with him, obviously,” she says. “I think I’m going to spend the night at his place, so don’t wait up for me.”

    “This is incredible,” you say. It’s the only thing that comes to mind and it’s absolutely true.

    “I’m going to cuckold you, baby. Once I do, there’s no going back. He’s got a big cock and I can’t tell you how wet I am for him. Once I have him, I’m going to want more. This is your last chance to stop it, because once we leave things are going to be different.”

    You know she’s right. You’ve read about it before. You know that having another man can change everything, especially if that man fucks her better than you. Still, this is what you want. It’s what you crave. It’s what you’ve always craved.

    “Go. Enjoy him. Spend the night and fuck him in the morning,” you say with a smile.

    “I intend to,” your wife says before she pulls you close for another long kiss. “Now back to your table.”

    Her new friend comes out of the bathroom moments later and your wife slips out of the bar and meets him by the door. They share another long, slow kiss and then leave. She gives you one last look before the door shuts and then you’re alone.

    You sit and finish your drink as all manner of dirty thoughts run through your mind. Is she sucking his cock in the car? Is he playing with her pussy to keep her wet and aroused? What positions are they going to use? How many times is he going to fuck her?

    You’re going to be a cuckold soon, and it’s all thanks to that sexy red dress. All it took was a little bit of confidence and your wife couldn’t wait to take another man’s big cock inside her. Now your life is going to change. Now you’re going to be a cuckold and she’s going to get her pleasure from another man. Lucky you.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91193998 - His Physical Gets a Little Kinky

    “Bradley?” the nurse asked as she stepped into the waiting room.

    “That’s me,” Bradley said as he raised his hand.

    The nurse offered a sweet smile, opened the door, and gestured for him to step through. “If I could have you slip out of your shoes and step on the scale,” she said.

    Bradley kicked off his shoes, stepped on the scale, and found that he weighed just under 170 pounds, which was right where he wanted to be.

    “Okay, you’ll be in exam room three,” the nurse informed him as they walked down the hallway. She opened the door, gestured for him to step inside, and walked in behind him. “You’re here for a physical?” she asked.

    “That’s correct,” Bradley said.

    “Any particular concerns or questions that I can note for the doctor?” the nurse asked as she looked at Bradley’s chart.

    “No, just getting a checkup,” he answered. “Making sure everything is in tip top shape.”

    The nurse looked up, smiled, and said, “Alright. Dr. Walker is just finishing up with a patient and should be with you in a few moments.”

    “I’m sorry, Dr. Walker?” Bradley asked. “I thought I was seeing Dr. Stanton? At least that’s who I’ve always seen in the past.”

    “He’s out sick this week. Dr. Walker is excellent though. You’ll love her. Our patients have been raving about her, to be honest,” the nurse said.

    “Oh, okay. Great,” Bradley said.

    The nurse placed his chart on the counter and said, “Alright. She’ll be with you soon.”

    Bradley silently chided himself for sounding like he was panicked about having a different doctor. What did he care? It’s not like he was friends with Dr. Stanton. He came in for a physical once a year and occasionally showed up to get a prescription for a bad cold.

    Dr. Walker breezed into the room a few minutes later, just as the nurse had promised. Bradley noticed the rather pleasant floral scent of her perfume before he looked up to see a surprisingly attractive woman with her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail.

    “Bradley, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Dr. Walker,” she said.

    Bradley waved awkwardly and said, “It’s nice to meet you too.”

    “So, just a physical today?” she asked.

    “Uh, yes,” Bradley said as he suddenly felt a little nervous about having someone so pretty examine his genitals.

    “Alright, well if you don’t mind removing everything but your t-shirt and underwear we can get started,” she said.

    Bradley stood and stripped as Dr. Walker put the ends of her stethoscope into her ears and approached.

    “And if you could just have a seat and lift your shirt for me,” she said.

    Bradley sat and lifted his shirt and once again caught a whiff of Dr. Walker’s perfume as she stepped closer. Her skin looked utterly flawless and her hair was a little bit shiny in a way he found surprisingly appealing.

    “Is everything okay?” she asked.

    “Yeah, why?”

    “Your heart’s beating a little fast. Nothing worrisome, but your resting pulse rate would ideally be lower,” Dr. Walker said.

    “Oh, uh, no, I’m in pretty good shape. I just get a little anxious coming to the doctor is all,” he said. That wasn’t the truth but he hoped she would buy it.

    The truth was, Bradley was a little bit aroused and the closer Dr. Walker got the harder his heart beat. There was something about her beauty combined with her obvious intelligence – she’d made it through medical school, after all – that he found irresistible. There was something about her general air of authority that he quite liked as well.

    She stood up, studied his face for a few moments, and smiled. “Alright,” before pulling the stethoscope from her ears and hanging it around her neck.

    Dr. Walker pulled a pen light from her coat pocket and said, “Look up for me,” before shining it in Bradley’s eyes. “Now look to the left. Okay, now look to the right.”

    He noted that even her breath smelled good, which seemed like a minor miracle.

    “Your eyes look good,” she said with a smile. “Let’s check your ears. Turn to the right.”

    Bradley turned and she reached up to hold his face while taking a look in his ear. There was something about her touch that he found oddly soothing and the sense of arousal returned, much to his chagrin. Even worse, Bradley felt a little stirring between his legs that he tried his best not to think about.

    “Turn to the left,” Dr. Walker said as she stepped back.

    Bradley turned as instructed and again she approached and touched his face. Again he felt a surge of desire. He cursed himself for being unable to be even a little professional around someone so pretty.

    “Alright, let’s test your reflexes,” she said while pulling a reflex hammer out of her coat pocket.

    Dr. Walker pulled a stool over, sat, and nearly slipped off the edge of it as it kept rolling. She reached out and instinctively grabbed Bradley’s leg as he grabbed her wrist to prevent the pretty brunette M.D. from taking a spill.

    “Oh, wow,” she said. “Thank you.”

    Her hand remained on his knee, though Bradley assumed it was still out of instinct. She’d nearly injured herself and her brain had likely not caught up to the rest of her body.

    A moment later Dr. Walker lifted her hand from his knee and said, “Sorry about that,” before adjusting the stool, sitting comfortably on it, and tapping Bradley’s knee with her reflex hammer.

    He barely paid attention to the always delightful reaction as his leg kicked up without his input. Instead, Bradley was busy panicking about the near-erection that had sprouted between his legs. The doctor’s touch hadn’t been the slightest bit erotic, and yet he was most of the way to being fully hard.

    “Alright, reflexes are good,” Dr. Walker said as she rolled the stool towards the counter and pulled open a drawer to grab a pair of latex gloves. “If you wouldn’t mind standing and dropping your drawers. We’ll get this part done nice and quick.”

    “Uh,” Bradley said as his mind raced to come up with a reason to not have his testicles examined. “Could we…is there something else we could do instead?”

    “It’s okay,” Dr. Walker said with a calm, professional look on her face. “I’ve seen everything, I promise. I did multiple rotations in an E.R. during medical school. There’s literally nothing you could show me that would be the slightest bit surprising.”

    Bradley stood up and looked down at the small tent in the front of his underwear. He slipped his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down to his ankles before standing. He thought his sense of embarrassment might deflate his semi-erection, but that blessed fate didn’t come to pass. Instead, it had gotten just a little bit harder.

    Dr. Walker wheeled the stool closer and Bradley was quite certain he detected a small, sly smile on her face.

    “Does this cause you any trouble?” Dr. Walker asked as she examined Bradley’s testicles.

    He looked down to see what she was referring to, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. “What do you mean?” he asked.

    “Your penis,” she said. “Does it cause you any trouble?”

    “No,” Bradley answered, though he was thoroughly confused by the question.

    “Really? Women don’t find it disappointing?” Dr. Walker asked as she continued to work his testicles with her gloved fingers.

    “What?” Bradley said with an increasing sense of confusion and just a hint of embarrassment.

    “Well, it’s quite small,” Dr. Walker said. “Much smaller than most I’ve seen. Much smaller than most of the flaccid penises I’ve seen, in fact, and you appear to be fully erect.”

    Bradley wasn’t large. He was well aware of that fact, as he suspected all men with undersized penises were.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    Dr. Walker looked up, smiled, and wrapped her fingers around Bradley’s cock. “It’s quite simple, Bradley,” she said. “I’m asking if your small penis has given you any trouble. Have women broken up with you because of it? Have you been laughed at when you exposed yourself before a sexual encounter?”

    Bradley looked around the room, though he wasn’t sure why. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around what was unfolding. Dr. Walker had clearly crossed a professional boundary and was no longer giving him a physical. The appointment had become something else entirely.

    She was also offering a slow handjob as her gloved fingers moved up and down the now fully-erect shaft of Bradley’s cock.

    “I’d like an answer, Bradley. I think it’s important for your mental health that I know if you’ve suffered any humiliations as a result of your unusually small penis,” she said.

    Bradley nodded.

    “You have?” she asked.

    “I have,” he said.

    “You can’t have been surprised that your small penis disappointed someone, right?” Dr. Walker said as if it was an absolute truth. “Surely you’re not one of those guys that has convinced himself that size doesn’t matter.”

    Bradley had been one of those guys. It seemed like the only choice at the time. If he believed that size mattered it would have been awfully difficult to ever ask a girl out. Of course, Dr. Walker was right, as he’d disappointed more than a few girls. Most had been polite enough to have sex with him anyway, but he’d only had a few long term relationships and his 30thbirthday was fast approaching. It was hard to believe the diminutive nature of his penis wasn’t part of that.

    “No, I’m not one of those guys,” Bradley said. “Not anymore.”

    Dr. Walker hadn’t stopped stroking his cock and Bradley couldn’t keep the fog of arousal at bay. The combination of her beauty, the obvious skill she possessed, and the matter of fact way in which she humiliated his cock was immensely sexy.

    “A penis like yours will always be disappointing,” Dr. Walker explained. “Every woman you show it to will be disappointed. That doesn’t mean you’re cursed to being alone, of course. Lots of women don’t mind being with a poorly-endowed man and you seem like a nice guy, so I suspect you’ll find someone to accept that you likely cannot offer her pleasure via sex.”

    Bradley had no response. All he could do was hope that he didn’t end up cumming on the doctor’s blouse as she continued to stroke him.

    “Have you seen that disappointed look on a woman’s face when you penetrate her, Bradley?” Dr. Walker asked.

    He nodded.

    “You know that’s largely because you’re so small, right?” she said.

    “I do,” he replied.

    Dr. Walker smiled and reached up to tease his balls with her other hand and Bradley marveled at the strange, arousing turn his yearly physical had taken.

    “Are you good with your mouth, Bradley?” she asked. “Do you use your tongue to make the women you date happy?”

    “I do,” he said.

    Dr. Walker smiled. “That’s good. That’s really the only way a man as poorly endowed as you can hope to make a woman happy. If you’re not proficient at oral sex you will end up alone, I can assure you.”

    She released his cock and stood up and for a moment Bradley felt genuinely disappointed.

    “Have you had a prostate exam yet, Bradley?” she asked.

    “I’m a little too young for that, aren’t I?” he replied.

    Dr. Walker smiled, squirted a healthy amount of lube onto her gloved fingers, and said, “It’s never too early to start. Why don’t you turn around and bend over for me. Just put your hands on the edge of the exam table.”

    Bradley turned around, bent over, and placed his hands on the crinkly paper that covered the exam table.

    Dr. Walker approached from behind him, pressed one of her lubed fingers against his asshole and gently worked it inside him. Much to his surprise, her other hand found its way to his still-erect cock and resumed stroking him.

    “Men are so afraid of the prostate exam,” she said. “But this doesn’t feel so bad, does it?”

    Bradley bit his lip to prevent a moan from escaping and Dr. Walker stroked him a little faster.

    “You’re a very well-behaved patient, Bradley. I quite like that,” she commented.

    “You’re a very good doctor,” he said before unleashing a series of heavy, deep breaths.

    “Do you think you can take a second finger, Bradley? It would provide a more thorough prostate exam,” she said.

    “Yes, I can,” he replied.

    Dr. Walker slipped a second finger into his ass and pushed it deep inside him. “It’s good for someone like you to be flexible, Bradley. Men with small penises need to be willing to be open to new things or risk forever being alone. After all, if you can’t provide a woman with satisfying orgasms there’s very little chance she’s going to want to marry you. You want to get married, don’t you Bradley?”

    “Yes, I do,” he said.

    Dr. Walker fingered his ass and stroked his cock faster.

    “Of course you do,” she said. “And of course you already know that your undersized penis is going to be a problem. You can make up for that, Bradley. Don’t be embarrassed about your penis. Embrace it. Embrace that it means you need to find different ways to pleasure your eventual wife. Embrace that compared to many men, you’re inferior, and that you need to find ways of being superior.”

    “Yes, Dr. Walker,” he said as his orgasm approached. He likely would have agreed to anything in that moment.

    “I’d like you to reach down and catch your cum in your hand, Bradley. I can’t have you making a mess all over my exam room,” she said.

    “Of course,” he replied.

    Bradley held his hand in front of his cock and closed his eyes as Dr. Walker expertly worked his asshole and his cock with her gifted hands.

    “Cum for me, Bradley,” she said. “Spill your seed into your hand. Cum for your doctor.”

    Bradley felt his asshole tighten before his loins exploded in pleasure. Cum shot from the tip of his cock as Dr. Walker pushed her fingers deep inside him and held them there. He felt the warm, viscous fluid pool in the palm of his hand and he nearly fell over as the pleasure made his knees wobble.

    When he was finished, Dr. Walker pulled her fingers from his asshole, released his cock, and pulled off her gloves to toss them into the trash can.

    “What should I do with this?” Bradley said as he held up his cum-filled hand.

    “You should consume it,” Dr. Walker said.

    He stared at her and then down at the puddle of thick white liquid. “What?”

    “Eat your cum, Bradley. There’s nothing unhealthy about it. Do it. Pour it into your mouth and swallow,” she said.

    “But I don’t want to,” he protested.

    “Didn’t I say that you needed to be flexible? Didn’t I say that a man with a small penis needs to be open to new things if he hopes to find someone willing to be with him long term?” Dr. Walker said.

    Bradley looked at the cum in his hand as his shoulders slumped. “Yes, you did.”

    “Then eat your cum,” Dr. Walker insisted.

    Bradley brought his hand to his mouth, tipped it back, and reluctantly let the cum slide onto his tongue. He licked up the rest and swallowed. For a moment Bradley thought he might vomit.

    “That was very good,” Dr. Walker said with a smile before she picked up his chart. “I’d like to have you come back in a month for a follow-up. How does that sound?”

    She’d mentioned nothing about any health problems, so Bradley assumed his next appointment would be of the same variety as the first. “That sounds great,” he said. The orgasm had been too good. He couldn’t turn down a chance at another.

    “Very good. I’ll step out and you can get dressed. Make sure to see the receptionist to find a time for your follow-up,” Dr. Walker said with a cheerful smile.

    “Thank you, Dr. Walker.”

    “It was my pleasure,” she replied before walking out.

    Bradley couldn’t believe what had just transpired, and yet he already wanted more. He was definitely making that follow-up appointment.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91433303 - Teasing Your Locked Cock and Feeding You Cum

    “How was your evening, my dear?” your wife asks as she saunters into the bedroom.

    You take note of her tousled hair, the obvious runs in her stockings, and the slightly rumpled look of the little black dress that still clings to her body.

    “It was everything you wanted it to be,” you say.

    You’re naked in bed and your cock is locked in a tight chastity cage. You’re cuffed to the bedposts, leaving your arms spread wide.

    “Does that mean you were thinking of me while I was gone?” your beautiful wife asks as she slowly moves towards you.

    She knows that’s what you were doing. That’s what you always do when she’s out with her bull. You can’t help but imagine his big cock filling her and the orgasms he gives her.

    You’re not usually cuffed to the bed, but you’ve been locked in your chastity cage for two weeks and you’re feeling particularly horny, so your wife wanted extra security for the evening.

    “Yes, I was thinking of you. I’m always thinking of you. I can’t think about anything else when you’re gone; when you’re with him,” you say.

    Your wife smiles as she looks at the mess your leaking cock has made on the bed. “You’ve been leaking quite a bit, I see,” she says.

    A wave of desperate arousal washes over you. “Please, I need to cum so badly,” you beg. You’re shameless about it. You’ve been fantasizing about your wife fucking her bull for hours. Without your phone or the TV to distract you, it’s all you’ve been able to think about. You’ve been in a state of heightened arousal for hours. You need a release.

    “Awww, poor cucky,” your wife says as she lifts the hem of her dress and straddles you. You can feel the warmth emanating from her panty-clad pussy as she sits on your locked cock.

    She leans forward until her lips are inches from yours. You think you’re going to get the kiss you crave so badly, but it’s still just a tease.

    “You know, if your cock wasn’t so small you wouldn’t be locked up. In fact, you’d have been the one fucking me tonight. My pussy would be full of your cum,” your wife says.

    She gives you a soft, slow kiss on the lips and then moves to your neck. With each kiss her lips part and her tongue gently caresses your skin. It sends shivers of pleasure down your spine. Your painfully locked cock leaks more precum.

    “I know,” you say desperately, acknowledging your lack of size. “I’m sorry.”

    Your wife sits up again. You stare at breasts in the tight black dress. You feel more heat emanating from between her legs. “You don’t have to apologize,” she says. “It’s not your fault you were cursed with a small dick.”

    She climbs off of the bed and you watch as your wife reaches back and unzips her little black dress. She shimmies out of it in an intoxicating manner. It’s been so long since she let you orgasm that almost anything would arouse you, but few things are sexier than watching your beautiful wife strip from the outfit she wore for another man.

    She stands in front of you in a bra and panty set, a garter belt, and black stockings. “Do you like what you see, cuckold?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously.

    “He liked it too. He liked it when I did a little striptease for him. He liked it when I gave him a lap dance and made his cock throb for me. He liked it when I got on my knees and took his big cock into my mouth,” your wife teases as she climbs into bed again.

    She moves between your legs and wraps her lips around your locked cock. You immediately feel the perfect warmth and wetness of her mouth and tongue as she moves up and down on your soft, caged dick.

    It’s the most painful blowjob you’ve ever received. The mental anguish of being so close to pleasure and yet being completely denied is nearly overwhelming. There’s also the physical pain of your cock trying desperately to get hard. You groan in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

    “If you had a bigger cock you’d deserve a blowjob without this little cage on. But you don’t deserve that, do you?” she asks as her fingers trace over the chastity device.

    “No, I don’t,” you admit with obvious pain in your voice.

    Again she takes your locked cock into her mouth. Again you groan in a strange form of blissful agony. It hurts, but it hurts so good. If it’s as close as you’re going to get to a blowjob from your wife, you’ll take it.

    “You know what you do deserve?” your wife asks as she climbs off the bed again.

    This time she reaches into the nightstand and pulls out the key to the handcuffs that have kept you bound for most of the evening.

    You let your hands fall to your sides after she frees them. You know better than to do anything but await her command. She’s in control. You both agreed on that a long time ago.

    “You deserve to eat my bull’s cum,” she says while directing you to your back. “You deserve to lie under my pussy and have me feed you his load.”

    You watch as your wife straddles your face. You get a close up view of the wet spot in her panties. It’s his cum and the juices of her arousal soaking through the satin. You’re moments from eating another man’s cum.

    It excites you. It’s not the first time she’s fed you his load. You’ve done it dozens of times. It’s become part of your ritual. She’s made it clear that it’s your place to eat the cum of the man that fucks her like she deserves.

    “Beg me for it, cuckold,” your wife demands as she looks down at you.

    “Please feed me his cum,” you beg. Your words are laced with lusty desperation. You want it. You used to fight this, but you’ve come to find it hugely arousing. You’ve come to love it. You want to eat his cum out of her. “Please, I want his cum. Please.”

    “Good boy,” your wife says. It pleases her immensely when you humiliate yourself like that.

    She rewards you by pulling aside her black satin panties and sitting on your face. Immediately your mouth is filled with the cum you crave. It’s still surprisingly thick and the taste is splendidly salty.

    “Eat his cum, cuckold,” she says in a soft, sensual voice.

    Your cock aches as you swallow her bull’s cum. It slides down your throat with ease. You’ve gotten used to it now. You used to gag on the thickness of it and the overwhelming taste. Now you swallow like a pro. You’ve become quite the cum eater.

    More cum flows from your wife’s pussy. It seems that he released quite a large load inside her. She holds still on your face, working her muscles and feeding you. That’s what this is. She’s feeding you his cum. You’re not licking her. She’s not riding your face. She’s simply transferring her bull’s cum from her pussy to your mouth, and eventually your stomach.

    She wants to cum though, and you’re going to provide her with that orgasm. Once most of his seed has slipped from her pussy your wife grabs your hair and begins to ride your tongue.

    “Eat me, cuckold,” she demands.

    You lick her clit as her slick, sloppy pussy moves back and forth over your mouth. You look up and see her perky breasts in the sexy black bra and her head tilted towards the ceiling as she enjoys the work of your eager tongue.

    “I’m cumming,” she announces in just a few minutes. “I’m cumming!”

    Her legs tighten around your head and tremble as she orgasms on your tongue. She grips your hair tighter and leans forward. More of her bull’s cum leaks out of your wife’s pussy as she climaxes.

    Your wife takes a few minutes to recover before pulling her pussy off of your face. You can feel her wetness, like she gave you a facial.

    She moves down your body before letting her naked pussy come to rest on your locked cock. She takes you inside her. It’s even better than her mouth. Soon your caged dick is soaked in your wife’s juices and the remnants of her bull’s cum.

    Her hips move back and forth. She’s fucking you, in a way. It feels incredible. It’s painful too, as your cock is desperate to get hard. The arousal is overwhelming. It feels like you’re on the edge of orgasm. You might actually cum inside your wife.

    That’s when she pulls off of you. She climbs out of bed and smiles.

    “You don’t get to cum inside me. Not ever,” she says. “In fact, you don’t get to cum at all tonight.”

    As you watch your wife walk into the bathroom it feels like you might cry. You’re desperate in a way words can’t describe. You just want to cum. You hear the shower come on.

    A few moments later she appears in the bathroom doorway. She’s naked. She looks perfect.

    “Do you want to shower with me?” she asks.

    You hop out of bed. Of course you want to shower with her. You know she’s going to tease you more. You know she’s going to drive you crazy. You know she’s not going to let you out of your cage. You know she’s going to deny you the orgasm you want.

    You don’t care. You can’t resist her.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91555141 - Watching the Neighbor Fuck Your Wife in the Pool

    The sound of voices in the backyard wakes you from your Sunday morning slumber. You look at the alarm clock. It’s close to noon. It was a long week at work and you were up late the night before. Your wife clearly decided to let you sleep in.

    You sit up in bed and look out the window to the backyard. You can’t see who’s back there, so you stand up and move closer.

    Your wife is standing in the pool with her arms resting on the concrete ledge. She’s wearing the skimpy black bikini you love so much. Clearly she got out early to work on her tan.

    Your neighbor David is sitting at the edge of the pool with his legs in the water. He’s wearing a swimsuit and a white tee shirt. He’s usually in his backyard on Sunday mornings. Your wife must have invited him over to dip his feet in the pool. It’s been unseasonably warm for the past week.

    Normally you’d go downstairs, pour a cup of coffee, and join them poolside. There’s something about the way they’re talking that keeps you planted firmly by the window.

    You can’t hear what they’re saying, but there’s something in their body language that makes it seem like they might be talking about more than the weather and how work is going.

    David shifts his weight and his hand comes down on top of your wife’s. For a moment, he holds it there. Neither of them does anything to interrupt the seemingly incidental contact. It’s easy to tell that there’s a bit of heat between them, even from your view on the second floor.

    Your wife turns and looks towards the bedroom window. You step aside so she can’t see you. She stares up at the window for a few moments and then turns back to David.

    Her fingers move over his and then shift to his leg. She looks up at him. Your wife slides over until she’s between his legs. Your heart pounds as you watch. You know what’s coming next.

    David slides closer to the edge of the pool. Your wife unties his bathing suit and pulls it down. She looks up at him and strokes his cock. It grows in her hand.

    When he’s half hard she takes off her sunglasses and sets them down on the concrete. She moves forward and wraps her lips around David’s cock.

    This is the first time you’ve seen your neighbor’s dick and it’s quite large. Considerably larger than yours, in fact. You feel simultaneously jealous and aroused.

    He’s hard now. You know your wife is an excellent cocksucker. You’ve experienced her mouth many times. You know exactly how David feels. He’s probably moaning. You’d be moaning if your wife was giving you a poolside blowjob.

    She’s not, though. She’s blowing your neighbor and it’s making your cock hard. You push your pajama pants down and wrap your fingers around your dick. You watch your wife’s head bob up and down in your neighbor’s lap. You watch her suck cock and feel the lust surging through your loins.

    Your wife pulls her mouth off David’s big cock and smiles at him. She strokes his long, slick shaft with her skilled fingers. He smiles at her and reaches down to run his fingers through her hair. She closes her eyes. His touch thrills her.

    David pulls off his shirt and reveals his muscular chest. Your wife can’t hide her desire. You can see the lust on her face. She wants him.

    He slips into the pool and moves behind your wife. She rests her arms on the smooth concrete edge once more. His hands move over her breasts as he kisses her neck. He unties her bikini and exposes her perky tits as his fingers gently play with her nipples.

    Your wife closes her eyes and her mouth opens. She’s moaning. You know she’s moaning. You stroke your cock. It feels so good to stroke as another man plays with her tits.

    One of David’s hands disappears into the water. You can’t see what he’s doing, but the look on your wife’s face tells you everything.

    He’s guiding his cock inside her. He’s fucking her.

    A look of pure delight washes over your wife’s face as David’s cock slides into her. Both his hands move into the water. He’s fucking her in your pool. Another man’s bare cock is in your wife’s pussy in the pool you paid to put in last summer.

    You stroke your cock as you watch him fuck her. You can’t help but masturbate. It’s so beautiful. It’s so naughty. It’s so sexy.

    They fuck in the pool for a few minutes before separating. Your wife climbs out of the water. Her lithe, completely naked body looks breathtaking.

    She hurriedly moves to one of the lounge chairs you bought just a few months ago. She spreads her legs and David quickly takes his place between them. He’s naked too. His swimsuit is floating in the pool along with her bikini bottoms.

    They kiss as your wife reaches between her legs and guides David’s long, thick cock into her pussy. You see her groan in delight as he fills her.

    They’re not fucking slowly anymore. The pool was just a warm up. Now he’s pounding her pussy. He fucks her with hard, fast, deep thrusts.

    You can actually hear them moaning now. They’re loud enough that it’s penetrating the thick glass of the window. You wonder if any of the other neighbors can hear. You wonder if they know it’s another man fucking your beautiful wife.

    You stare down at the lurid sex show happening poolside and stroke your cock. You watch your wife’s hands move over David’s muscular back. You see how she runs her fingers through his hair when they kiss.

    You watch her perky tits bounce with every thrust into her pussy. You see how completely lost in pleasure she is.

    You see him make her cum. You watch another man give your wife an orgasm. Your cock throbs as all the telltale signs come over your wife. She closes her eyes. She arches her back a little. She wraps her legs tightly around David. She grabs his ass and pulls him into her. Her mouth opens. She moans loud enough for the sound to reach the bedroom.

    For a few minutes they share tender kisses as David slowly thrusts into her. He’s not fucking her. He’s just staying hard until she’s ready to go again. He hasn’t cum yet, of course, and you know he wants to get off too.

    They switch positions. David gets on his back on the lounge chair. His naked ass is on your furniture.

    Your wife straddles him. She grabs his cock and guides it into her pussy. You know how wet she gets when she’s excited, so it doesn’t surprise you to see him completely disappear inside her in an instant.

    Your wife leans down and kisses him. You love how passionate the kiss is. You can’t help it. You know you should be jealous and angry and running down there to stop this, but you’re turned on. Your cock is hard as a rock. You want them to fuck all day long.

    You know what it’s like when your wife gets on top and rides your cock. You know how good it feels. You know that David is experiencing that joy right now. He’s in your wife’s wet pussy and she’s milking him.

    She leans back, rests her hands on his thighs, and grinds on his cock. He reaches up and plays with her tits. She moans for him as her hair sways gently.

    Just then, she turns and looks at the bedroom window. You don’t move in time. She sees you standing there. She sees you watching.

    She doesn’t stop. In fact, she smiles. She rides David harder. She puts on a show for you. She knows you’re watching and it turns her on. She wants you to watch her make another man cum.

    She leans forward and starts to bounce on David’s cock. You recognize the look on his face. You know it means he’s close. You know he’s about to cum in your wife.

    His mouth opens. He cries out in pleasure. Your wife keeps bouncing on him. He grabs her ass and squeezes it hard.

    He’s cumming in your wife. Your neighbor is filling your wife’s pussy with his cum and he’s doing it in your backyard.

    Your wife is letting someone else cum inside her and she knows you’re watching. She’s probably enjoying it more because you’re watching.

    Just as he’s finishing, you let your load loose. You cum hard. You can’t deny your desire any longer. You need to cum. You need to experience the same joy your wife and neighbor just experienced.

    It’s an incredible orgasm. As cum flows from your cock, your wife leans down and kisses the neighbor. It’s a lusty kiss. There’s lots of tongue. It’s beautiful. It’s the perfect ending to a very naughty morning.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91619053 - She Chose Him to Get Her Pregnant

    Your wife is on her back in your bed. She’s naked and her lithe body looks breathtaking, as always.

    You’re lying next to her. She’s looking at you. Her eyes are full of lust. Moans of pleasure pour from her mouth.

    Her bull is inside her. His long, thick cock is plundering the depths of her pussy, as it does several times a week.

    They’ve been together for six months. He’s the first man that’s ever made her cum with his cock. She’s never had an orgasm with your dick inside her and none of her previous partners could do so either.

    He can though. That’s why she’s been with him for so long. She doesn’t want to let him go. She can’t go back to having tepid sex with you. She can’t go back to having you fuck her and then go down on her to make her cum. It’s better with her bull. Much better. It’s better when a big cock pounds her pussy and makes her cum.

    You almost always watch. The truth is, this is better for you too. You love fucking your wife, but you find it even more arousing to watch someone else fuck her. It’s thrilling in ways you never expected it to be. To be able to lie next to her and stroke your cock as her bull fills her pussy and makes her cum is your lustiest fantasy come to life.

    You haven’t been inside her in four months. You find pleasure in that. The longer you go without fucking your wife, the more it thrills you. It’s not even a question anymore. You don’t even ask to have sex with her. You know that it’s not your place. You know that you find it more arousing to be barred from her pussy.

    You know that your wife’s lust for her bull deepens each time they fuck. You know that each time he makes her cum, she wants more of him. They used to meet just twice a week. Now it’s three to four times a week. Now she spends the occasional night alone with him at his place.

    “I love his cock, baby,” she says while he pounds her. “I love his cock so much.”

    “I know,” you say as you masturbate. “I know you do. You deserve it. You deserve his cock. You deserve the pleasure he gives you.”

    Her bull continues to fuck your wife. His stamina is incredible. It always has been. He can go as long as she needs before cumming in the condom wrapped around his cock.

    Your wife can’t go on birth control. She always has a bad reaction to it, so he has to use a condom.

    “What if I want more than just the pleasure he gives me?” your wife asks.

    You’re not sure what she means.

    She sees the confusion on your face and smiles. She groans as he continues to fuck her. “What if I want more of him?”

    “You can have whatever you want,” you say. You can’t imagine what he could give her that you wouldn’t be on board with.

    Your wife gently pushes against her bull’s muscular chest. He pulls out. She reaches between his legs and slowly pulls off the condom.

    She looks at you. Soon his cock is bare. She hands you the condom. “What if I want this?” she asks.

    You look between her legs. She rubs the head of her bull’s thick cock around her pussy. An inch of his bare erection slips inside her. She moans.

    “What if I want his seed inside me?” she asks. “What if I want it to take hold in my womb?”

    Your heart pounds hard in your chest. You stop stroking because you’ll cum. You’re not sure you’ve ever felt so aroused.

    Your wife is telling you she wants her bull to get her pregnant. She wants him to knock her up. She wants him to fill her womb with his seed. She wants it to take hold. She wants him to impregnate her.

    She releases his cock and he slides into her. The full length of his thick cock fills her. It’s the first time they’ve had bareback sex. You see the look of pleasure on your wife’s face. You know it feels better for her. You know it feels so much better for him.

    “Can I let him cum inside me, baby?” your wife asks. “Can I let him get me pregnant?”

    You’re not even masturbating and you feel like you might cum. It feels like the sexiest thing you’ve ever heard.

    You know it’s dangerous. You know it’s a little crazy. You know it’s a big decision. You also know that he would just be a sperm donor. You know your wife has already talked to him. She doesn’t make impulsive decisions.

    “Yes,” you say.

    That’s all she needs to hear. She turns to her bull and wraps her arms around him. She pulls his lips to hers. He begins to thrust into her.

    “Cum inside me,” she whispers.

    You no longer have her attention. She’s making love to her bull and you’re simply there to watch and masturbate.

    He fucks her slowly as they kiss. Her hands move over his strong back. Her tongue moves into his mouth. She moans for him.

    “Get me pregnant,” she whispers. “Give me your baby.”

    You groan. You can’t help it. You never imagined your wife uttering those words, but they’re unexpectedly arousing. You want this as much as she does.

    It’s not long before he cums inside her. He fills your wife with his potent seed. You cum into a pile of tissues at the same time. It’s too arousing not to. You can’t wait. You can’t wait for a handjob from your wife. Plus, they seem more connected than usual. You might not get the attention you’re accustomed to.

    She turns to you and smiles. “Thank you, baby.”

    You smile and lie back to stare at the ceiling. You worried that after your orgasm you might regret your decision. You don’t, though.

    It feels right. He’s the only man that’s ever actually satisfied your wife sexually. It seems right that he be chosen as her sperm donor. It seems right that your cum be relegated to a pile of tissues.

    “He’s going to stay the night,” your wife says. “We’re going to see how many times we can try tonight.”

    Your wife doesn’t want to wait. She wants to be pregnant with her bull’s baby. She wants you to become the ultimate cuckold.

    “Of course,” you say.

    You slip out of the bed and head to the guest room. You might not sleep well, though. You’ll be able to hear them through the wall and it seems like there’s going to be quite a lot of sex happening in the master bedroom.

    ---

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” your wife asks.

    You’re on your knees in front of her. Her hands run gently through your hair as she looks down at you.

    She’s referring to her belly. She’s three months pregnant and she’s just started showing. It’s the first time there’s been visual proof that another man’s baby is growing inside her.

    “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” you say.

    You gently run your fingers over the smooth skin of her baby bump. You haven’t touched yourself, but your cock is rock hard. You’re staring at the proof that another man got your wife pregnant. You’re inches from it. You’re looking at absolute proof that his baby is growing inside her and that your seed wasn’t allowed in her pussy.

    “Kiss it for me,” your wife says as she gently pulls you closer.

    You kiss her baby bump. You kiss it softly. You kiss it all over. Powerfully erotic feelings overwhelm your brain and make your dick throb with desire.

    She gently presses on the top of your head. She wants you to go lower. She wants you to kiss something else.

    You sink down. You lick between her legs. Your tongue makes love to your wife’s pregnant pussy.

    “That’s it, baby. Lick my pussy. Make me feel good. Make me cum,” your wife urges you.

    She’s entered into a particularly lusty phase of her pregnancy. She has you go down on her at least once a day, sometimes two or three times, even when her bull comes over.

    She’s been clear that it turns her on to have you worship her pussy now that she’s pregnant. She likes that you’re so eager to be her cuckold, that you still don’t ask to fuck her. She likes that when you worship her pussy it feels like you’re accepting your place.

    She cums quickly as you worship her pussy. That’s been the case since she started having you worship her multiple times a day. All it takes is a little tongue action against her clit and soon enough she’s shaking with orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “It was my pleasure,” you reply from your knees.

    Your wife looks down at you. She caresses your face. She loves you deeply, now more so than ever. You’ve proven that you’re a worthy cuckold husband by embracing her pregnancy with another man. You’ve continued to support her with complete and total devotion and she cherishes you for it.

    She offers her hand. You take it and stand up. She leads you to the bed and has you lie down.

    She slides in next to you. She presses her small but noticeable baby bump into your torso. You imagine what it’s going to be like three or four months from now when her stomach has grown considerably. You know you’re going to be horny all the time.

    She kisses your chest and neck as her fingers wrap around your cock. “You’re such a good cuckold,” she whispers while stroking you. “I love how openly you’ve embraced that I chose another man to get me pregnant.”

    You groan. She’s right. You have openly embraced it. You never fought it. You didn’t argue when she spent almost every night with him when they were trying to get pregnant. You didn’t argue when they went on a short vacation together to celebrate her pregnancy. You don’t argue when she sends you to the guest bedroom because she wants to spend the night with the man responsible for the baby growing inside her.

    All of it turns you on. Accepting your place as her cuckold turns you on. It thrills you. It makes your cock hard. It provides you with the best orgasms you’ve ever had.

    “People are going to start to notice now. They’re going to see my baby bump and assume that you’re the father. They’re going to ask you about it and you’re going to know that another man got me pregnant,” she whispers while her fingers move up and down your shaft.

    She knows exactly what to say to turn you on. She knows what you’re thinking. She knows that it’s going to be a source of arousal for you.

    You’re going to spend the night six months being reminded on a daily basis that someone else got your wife pregnant. She chose another man for a hugely important task. Your seed wasn’t worthy of her pussy. His was. Now his seed is growing inside her while yours is still forbidden from entering her.

    “Once I’m showing a little more he wants to take me on a babymoon. You don’t mind, do you?” your wife asks.

    She strokes you faster while you think about her bull taking her somewhere warm and sunny. You think about her walking around in a bikini with his arm around her. You think about him proudly showing off the baby bump that he made. You think about him knowing that you’re her husband and he’s the one that got her pregnant. You think about how happy that makes your wife.

    You groan. She strokes you faster.

    “You like that idea, don’t you? You like that everyone will know that he’s the father, that they’ll all think he’s my husband,” she whispers before kissing your neck.

    You don’t answer. Instead, you cum. You cum hard. She giggles with delight as your seed spills onto your stomach and over her fingers.

    “That was lovely,” your wife says.

    It still brings her great joy to make you cum. She likes that she can make you so happy, and that each time you cum like that it deepens your acceptance of your cuckolding.

    You love your wife. You love that another man’s baby is growing inside her. You love that she’s proud of it. You love that she cherishes you as her cuckold husband. Life is perfect.
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    “Hey,” your wife says as she pokes her head into the living room. “Are you up for a little game?”

    You’re not sure what she’s talking about, but you’re certain you’re going to like it.

    “Absolutely,” you say.

    She smiles and says, “Follow me,” before turning and heading down the hallway towards your bedroom.

    You were hoping that’s where you’d end up. You get up and follow as she suggested, and when you step into the room you see an armless chair from the dining room sitting in front of the bed.

    Your wife is standing in front of the chair and she gestures for you to sit. You don’t see any other clues in the room that might indicate what sort of game she has in mind, but you’re still hopeful it’s going to end with a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm for you.

    You sit in the chair and your wife bends over and places her hands on your knees. You take a moment to stare at her cleavage, which looks as beautiful as ever.

    She kisses you softly and you to caress her hips and pull her closer. She grabs your arms and gently pushes them away.

    “No, no,” she says.

    The kiss is over and she walks behind you and pulls open the top drawer of the dresser. She pulls something out of the drawer that sounds distinctly metal. It’s not until you feel cool steel against your wrist that you realize your wife is cuffing your hands behind the chair. She cuffs your right wrist, loops the other cuff through the two of the rods that make up the back of the chair and then cuffs your left wrist.

    It’s a little uncomfortable to have your arms pulled behind you like that, but that all fades away as your wife straddles you.

    “That’s better,” she says before kissing you once again. This time, the kiss goes on for a great deal longer. It’s an active, eager kiss. It’s the kind of kiss that kicks off foreplay, only your hands are bound behind your back and you can’t touch your wife. You’re completely at her mercy.

    She takes off her tank top and stands up to rub her naked, perky breasts over your face. She lets you suck on one of her nipples and you flick your tongue over it. She moans quietly.

    “That feels so good, baby,” she whispers as her hair brushes against your forehead while you pleasure her.

    She sits in your lap again and begins to grind on you. It feels like she’s a stripper working a client with a lap dance.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she says as a naughty smile crosses her face.

    “You’re incredible,” you say.

    Your wife has always had a sexually adventurous side, but this kind of play hasn’t been common in your marriage in years. Your sex life has gotten a little stale, in fact, which is why you’re so hard. The kind of heat emanating from your wife hasn’t been present in your bedroom in a long time.

    “You really think so?” your wife asks as she leans forward.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She kisses your neck and gently nibbles on your ear lobe. You feel lust surge through you.

    “Do you think I’m beautiful?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously.

    “Do you think I’m sexy?” she asks as she slides down your thighs and unzips your pants. Her fingers push inside and wrap around your hard cock. The pleasure is intense and immediate.

    You moan and say, “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met. That’s why I married you.”

    She pulls out your cock and teases you with her fingers. She runs them up and down the shaft and pays special attention to the head of your cock.

    “You don’t act like you think I’m beautiful or sexy,” she says. “You don’t try and seduce me. You don’t buy me flowers. You don’t buy me lingerie anymore. You don’t do much more than try and slip your cock in me a few times a week for a hard fucking and an orgasm that arrives a little too quickly.”

    “I…I’m sorry,” you say.

    Everything she said is true. You still think she’s beautiful and insanely sexy, but you’ve stopped trying to show her you believe it. You’ve let your sex life become routine.

    “I can do better,” you say.

    Your wife moves in closer and kisses you softly. It’s a beautiful, sensual, connected kiss. It’s a loving kiss.

    “It’s not your fault. At least not entirely. We both let it happen. We can fix it, though. We just need to try a little harder.” Your cock is stiff in her hand as she strokes you. You can’t help but hope that something far more pleasurable is about to happen.

    Your wife lets your cock go and stands up. “That’s why you’re handcuffed to that chair.” She pulls down the sporty little workout shorts she’s wearing and reveals her exposed pussy. She’s naked in front of you. She looks perfect.

    “You look incredible,” you say. You feel great desire for your wife. You want her to sit on your cock and ride you. You want to fill her pussy.

    “Thank you,” she says before moving behind you once more. She reaches into the top drawer of the dresser and this time she emerges with a long, silver silk sash. She turns around and pulls the sash over your eyes and ties it behind your head.

    Just like that, you’re blindfolded. A bit of light comes in from the bottom of the blindfold, but you can’t see anything.

    Your wife works your pants and underwear off, leaving you half naked on the chair. Instead of straddling you, she gets on her knees in front of you. She takes your cock in her hand and kisses the head.

    “Don’t you miss the kind of passion we used to have?” she asks as her fingers move up and down your shaft.

    “Of course I do,” you say.

    “I miss it too, and I’m willing to do anything to get it back,” your wife says, and you detect a hint of something troubling in her voice, like she has something planned beyond cuffing and blindfolding you.

    Then she takes your cock into her mouth. The instant you feel the warmth and wetness surround the head of your erection you forget about everything. You simply bask in the pleasure of being blown by your wife, which is something hasn’t happened all that often in recent months.

    “Are you willing to do anything to find that passion again?” your wife asks.

    “Yes, of course,” you say, though you’re not entirely sure what you’re agreeing to.

    Again she takes you into her mouth and again pleasure floods your body.

    “That feels incredible,” you say.

    “I know,” she answers. She strokes you and you hear the wetness of your spit between her fingers and your cock.

    She stands up and you’re certain she’s going to sit on your cock. You’re certain that this little bit of blindfolded kink is your wife’s plan to bring back the passion that has receded from your sex life.

    She doesn’t, though. You hear her moaning. You hear wetness. You’re quite certain she’s fingering her pussy.

    Moments later, her fingers brush against your lips. They’re wet. “Open up,” your wife says.

    You open your mouth and she pushes two fingers onto your tongue. You instinctively close your lips and suck her fingers clean. You’re not sure if it’s what she wanted, but it feels surprisingly good to do it.

    “Do you like it when your wife is a little bit naughty?” she asks you. “Do you like it when I handcuff you, blindfold you, suck your cock, and make you taste my pussy?”

    “Yes. Absolutely. Fuck yes,” you say.

    The blindfold heightens everything. You listen for any clue as to what’s happening in your bedroom and what your wife has planned. You listen to see if she’s moving, playing with her pussy, or preparing another surprise. It heightens your arousal, too. You’re starting to wonder how long your wife planned this little adventure and if she did any research on how to bring the passion back to a marriage where the sex has gotten a little stale.

    “Do you remember my toy?” your wife asks. “The one you used to love watching me play with?”

    An image of the toy pops into your head. It was a vibrator shaped like a real cock. It had a flared, mushroom head and veins down the shaft. It wasn’t quite pornstar-sized, but it was pretty big and you always did love watching her play with it. You used to masturbate as she filled her pussy with the toy. She’d play with her clit and have the vibrator on to enhance her pleasure as it moved in and out of her.

    “I do,” you answer.

    Your wife moans. You hear the sound of a wet pussy being played with. Is she fucking herself with the toy?

    “Do you wish you could see me right now?” she asks. It sounds like she’s in the bed. “Do you wish you could see my toy sliding in and out of my tight little pussy?”

    You groan involuntarily. That’s exactly what you wish you could see. Even if your hands were still cuffed behind you it would be an absolute delight to watch your wife’s cunt open around the toy.

    “Yes,” you answer. “Please, take the blindfold off. Let me watch.”

    Your wife moans. You can hear the toy sliding in and out of her pussy. You can hear the incredible wetness. You can picture it in your mind, but it’s nothing like watching.

    Then it stops. Your wife runs her fingers over your thigh and strokes your cock as she leans close enough for you to feel her breath on your neck.

    “I’ll be right back,” she whispers.

    You sit and wait. You feel a kind of madness envelope you. It’s the result of your overwhelming desire and your inability to move or see anything. Wherever your wife went, you can’t hear her. You have no idea what she’s planning and she’s been so unpredictable today that anything could happen.

    You hear her giggling from down the hallway. She says something, but you can’t quite make it out.

    “Honey? Did you say something?” you call out.

    No answer comes back. You hear the bedroom door open. You hear movement of some kind, but you can’t quite make out what it is.

    Then you hear the unmistakable sound of kissing, only you’re not being kissed. Two people are kissing in your bedroom. You tilt your head back to try and see out the bottom of your blindfold but it’s useless.

    You hear a distinctly male moan. There’s another man in your bedroom and he’s kissing someone. You hear a female moan. You’re not sure if it’s your wife. You desperately hope it’s not.

    “Your cock is so hard,” the woman’s voice says.

    It’s your wife. There’s no question it’s your wife. It’s your wife and she just commented on the erect state of someone else’s cock.

    The man moans. You hear what sounds an awful lot like your wife’s hand moving up and down someone else’s cock.

    “I can’t wait to have you inside me again,” she says.

    Again! Your wife has fucked this man before? She’s been cheating on you?

    “What the fuck is going on here!” you yell. You struggle in the chair. You thrash your arms as you genuinely try to break free.

    Your wife straddles you and grabs your balls. She squeezes them hard enough that you cry out in pain. Soon, your entire pelvis is awash in agony.

    “That’s enough,” she says in a stern voice that borders on angry. “This is happening. This has already happened. Several times, in fact. Now it’s going to happen with you in the room. Now you’re going to witness it. Now you’re going to discover how I’ve decided to bring passion back to our marriage.”

    “What the fuck are you talking about?” you ask.

    “Jealousy, baby. I want you to feel insanely, overwhelmingly jealous. I want you to sit in this chair while another man fucks me and I want you to listen to how good it makes me feel. I want you to listen to how hard he makes me cum and I want you to be overcome with jealousy.”

    “You’re insane,” you say.

    “I’m not insane,” she shoots back. “I know how men work.” She releases your testicles and takes your cock in her fingers. She strokes you and leans closer. You feel her breath on your cheek as she whispers, “I know this is going to work, and if it doesn’t, I don’t give a fuck. I’m not living in a passionless marriage. So you’re going to suffer through this and either our marriage will be stronger for it or it will come to an end.”

    You’re astounded at your wife’s fiery response. She seems a little insane, but your cock is hard in her hand. You want to believe it’s because she’s stroking you and she already had you turned on before she left the room, but you’re not sure. Perhaps you’re a little turned on at the idea that you might not know your wife at all.

    She lets your cock go and stands up. Moments later you hear her kissing the other man again. You hear her stroking his dick. You hear her moaning for him. There’s a part of you that’s thankful for the blindfold. The other part of you feels like it’s cruel. In your mind, his cock is much bigger than yours and he’s much better looking than you. If you could see him, maybe you’d discover those things weren’t true.

    The sound of cocksucking reaches your ears. Your wife is blowing the other man. She’s probably on her knees in front of him. She gags a little and then the cocksucking resumes. He groans. Your wife is offering him pleasure. She’s offering him what he desires, what she just gave you.

    “I love your cock,” she says as you hear her hand moving up and down his slick shaft. “I fucking love it.”

    You feel the jealousy. You can’t help it. Your wife is expressing her love for someone else’s dick, a dick that has presumably been inside her before.

    “I need your cock,” she says. “I need it inside me. I need you to fuck me while my husband sits there and listens.”

    “My pleasure,” the man says.

    His voice sounds familiar, but you can’t place it.

    You hear them move into the bed. You wonder what position they’re using. It drives you crazy to think about it. Someone else is about to fuck your wife and there’s nothing you can do.

    “Please, don’t,” you say. “I’m jealous. I am. I swear. I feel it. I feel the jealousy.”

    You want it to stop. You’re not lying. You feel jealous.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says.

    A loud moan follows. He’s inside her. You didn’t hear her open a condom. There’s a good chance someone else’s bare cock is inside your wife’s pussy. He’s fucking her.

    You thrash in the chair again. You only do it for a few moments. It’s better than letting the frustration turn to tears of agony.

    “He’s fucking me,” your wife says. “He’s giving me his big cock. He’s giving me what I need. He’s pounding my tight little pussy. He’s giving your wife what she craves, honey. Another man is giving me what I need.”

    You hear the bed move with each thrust. You hear her little moans as he fucks her pussy. You hear the low, lusty sounds of pleasure coming from the other man.

    For some reason, your cock is still hard. You wish it would go soft. You wish your erection would disappear. It won’t, though. You’re not sure why arousal is still coursing through you.

    The sounds of sex have stopped. “Get on your back,” your wife says. You hear her lover moving in your bed. His ass is on your bed. His balls are likely resting against your comforter.

    You feel your wife’s hands on your thighs once more. She’s standing in front of you. She reaches behind your head and unties the blindfold. The light hurts as it hits your eyes. You squint for a few moments.

    You see your beautiful naked wife in front of you. Her hair is already messy from getting fucked on her back. You look between her legs and see her pink, enflamed pussy lips.

    “I see you’re still hard,” she says before reaching down and stroking you. “Does this turn you on? Do you like having a naughty wife?”

    “No. Fuck no,” you say. “Stop this right now. Please. I’ll be better, I promise. You don’t have to do this.”

    “I’m not stopping,” she says. “And I don’t think you want me to stop. I think you want me to get in our bed, impale my pussy on his cock, and ride him until I have a loud orgasm. I think you want to see another man make me cum.”

    “No, I don’t,” you insist. “No fucking way.”

    “Your cock tells me otherwise,” she says. “Now be a good boy and watch quietly. I don’t want to have to hurt you again.”

    Your wife turns around, climbs into the bed, and does exactly as she said she would. She impales her pussy on the big cock waiting for her. She blocks your view of his face. You still have no idea who’s fucking your wife.

    She leans forward while riding him. You see her pussy lips grasp onto his cock. You see that he’s bigger than you. Quite a bit bigger. The jealousy returns. It’s agonizing, but your dick is still hard.

    Your wife is getting louder. She’s riding him hard and fast. He reaches around to grab her ass and gives it a good smack. She cries out gleefully. She likes it. He smacks her ass again.

    “Make me cum,” she says. “Make me cum with your big cock.”

    Is she taunting you? Is she trying to drive you crazy? It seems like it’s working. You’re furiously jealous and yet your dick hasn’t softened even a little.

    Your wife has the orgasm she said she would. She tosses her head back and cums on the cock that’s buried deep inside her. She’s louder than she is with you. She seems to be enjoying it more. It seems that the other man is fucking her better than you do. You feel insanely jealous.

    Your wife leans forward and kisses him. He caresses her back and neck. She moans quietly and says, “That was incredible, as usual.”

    He’s fucked her enough that she can say something like that. You’re jealous and angry. You’re bound in your bedroom and your wife still has someone else’s cock inside her.

    “Do you want to cum inside me?” she asks.

    “Of course,” he answers.

    “No!” you call out. “Stop it. You’ve made your point. That’s enough of this.”

    Your wife climbs off of the man inside her and gets on her hands and knees facing you. She’s not putting a stop to it. She’s offering him her pussy.

    “Mark?”

    Your coworker moves behind your wife and slides his cock into her pussy. The man that got promoted over you grabs her hips and pulls back. The man that undermined you at work and took the job you deserved buries his big cock in your wife’s pussy.

    “Hey buddy,” he says as a cocky smile crosses his face.

    You look at your wife. She’s smiling too. She picked him on purpose. Of course she did. She wants to make you jealous. She wants to make sure that you never take her for granted.

    “Cum inside me, Mark,” your wife says. “Flood my pussy while my husband watches.”

    You thrash in the chair once more. There’s no point. You’re not getting free until your wife unlocks the handcuffs.

    “With pleasure,” Mark says.

    He takes a tighter grip on her hips and pounds her faster. The room fills with the sounds of hard sex and your wife’s moans. You see her tits bounce with every thrust. She closes her eyes and takes it. She likes it. She likes giving him her pussy while you’re watching.

    After a few minutes, Mark grunts and buries his cock inside your wife. His eyes close and a look of pure joy crosses his face as he cums inside her. You know it’s sweeter because it’s your wife. You know he takes greater pleasure in filling her with cum while you watch.

    “That was incredible, as always,” your wife says as he pulls out.

    She spins around and they kiss. She gives you a perfect view of someone else’s cum spilling out of her pussy.

    After a few minutes of cuddling and kissing, Mark gets dressed and your wife walks him to the front door. You sit in the chair, still cuffed and unable to move. Your cock is still hard. Your body is humming with feeling. You’re not sure if you’re angry or horny.

    Your wife returns. She pulls a key from the dresser drawer and unlocks the handcuffs. She moves into the bed and looks at you.

    “What are you going to do?” she asks.

    You stand up and look at your wife’s lean, naked body. You smile. “I’m going to fuck my wife,” you say.

    “Come and get it,” she says while spreading her legs.

    You climb into bed and bury your cock in your wife’s messy pussy. You grab her breast and knead the flesh with just a little too much force. You like the pained look on her face. You kiss her and fuck her harder.

    “Fuck me,” she says. You can hear the lustful joy in her voice. You’re giving her what she wants.

    It feels so good. Her pussy is wet, sloppy, and perfect. Her body writhes beneath you. Her moans are unlike any you’ve heard in years, with the exception of when Mark fucked her. The passion is there. The passion is intoxicating. You want more of it. You want to get to know the crazy side of your wife.

    Her insane plan worked. You’re more in love with your wife than you’ve ever been.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 91987312 - A Surprisingly Willing Wife - Part 1

    Before you asked your wife to cuckold you, you considered all the potential outcomes. You considered that she might get furious, that she might be weirded out, that she might not understand it at all, that she might be cautious but interested, and that she might actually be on board.

    The last one seemed the most far-fetched. Despite that, you forged ahead. You had to at least ask about it. You’d been fantasizing about being cuckolded for so long that you couldn’t hold it in anymore. You figured that even if she said no that the idea might take hold in some way and she might at least play with your fantasy a little.

    Much to your surprise, she wanted to a lot more than that.

    “So you think it would be incredibly hot if I fucked someone else?” she asked after you explained your fantasy. She had a big smile on her face.

    You stared at her for a split second before nodding and saying, “Yes.”

    “Then I want to fuck Matt,” she replied immediately.

    You stared for more than a split second. Matt’s your best friend. Matt was the best man at your wedding. Matt’s at your house all the time.

    “Wait, what?” you said. It was the best you could come up with. You were still trying to process your wife’s request and the way she had your best friend’s name on the tip of her tongue.

    “Did you think you’d get to pick the guy?” your wife said. You noticed just a hint of annoyance in her voice.

    “No…it’s not that…it’s just, I mean, Matt’s my best friend,” you said. You felt a little shaken.

    “I know that. He’s also the guy I want to fuck,” your wife said. She moved a little closer and caressed your knee. “He’s the one I want to cuckold you with.”

    You looked down at her hand. You were a little surprised she was being so overt and aggressive with her desire. You couldn’t help but get hard.

    You looked up at your wife. You saw genuine lust in her eyes. You saw her desire for your best friend.

    “Why Matt?” you asked.

    “Because he’s tall, handsome, muscular, and he’s got a big cock,” your wife answered.

    You knew Matt had a big cock. You’d been friends long enough to have a few locker room experiences together. You weren’t sure how your wife knew.

    “How do you know Matt has a big cock?” you asked.

    She smiled. “Girls talk, honey, and I’ve talked to a few of the girls Matt’s dated. We live in a small town. Word gets around, and the word is that not only does he have a big cock, but he uses it exceptionally well.”

    “What about my cock?” you asked.

    “Your cock is lovely, honey. It really is. But it’s not exactly big, is it? It’s perfectly normal. If you’re giving me permission to fuck someone else, I want something better than normal. I want Matt’s cock,” she explained.

    Now you were fully hard. Your wife was talking about her desire for your best friend’s big cock. She was talking about your perfectly average cock and how she wanted something better.

    Ultimately, lust won out over common sense. Once the seed was planted, you knew you weren’t going to be able to stop thinking about Matt fucking your wife. You knew you were going to fantasize about it, then start talking to her about it, and then you’d end up doing it anyway.

    You decided not to wait until that inevitable point. You decided to go for it.

    “So, how do we do this?” you asked.

    “I’m glad you asked,” your wife said. “Matt’s over here a lot, and while you might not notice it, I see him stealing little glances at me from time to time. I think he wants me as much as I want him.”

    “He stares at you?” you said.

    “He does, honey. So do a lot of men. You lucked out when you married me,” your wife said with a smile. “What I’m thinking is that the next time he’s over I’ll put on something a little more suggestive than usual. Something low cut, maybe a dress so I can show off my legs too.”

    “You do have great legs,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and lifted her legs into your lap. You pushed up her pants and ran your fingers over her calves, offering her a light massage.

    “I think I’ll have to make the first move. As much as Matt might stare, he’s not going to try and fuck his best friend’s wife. If he thinks I’m interested, he’ll at least think about it. Then I can tell him that you’re interested too. My guess is that he’ll go for it, especially when you come in and tell Matt that you want him to fuck me.”

    Her foot moved between your legs and played with your hard cock. You groaned as your wife expertly manipulated your erection.

    “That is what you want, right? You want your best friend to fuck me? You want Matt to cuckold you?” she asked.

    You nodded. You were too far gone to deny it. You’d already imagined Matt’s cock inside her. You’d already imagined her cumming on his big dick.

    “He’s coming over this Saturday, right?”

    You nodded again. Her foot felt so good between your legs that you could barely speak.

    “Here’s what we’ll do. When he’s scheduled to arrive I want you to be at the store. I’ll let him in and work my magic. I’ll get him all hot and bothered, and then right before you get home I’ll let him know that you want him to fuck me.”

    “That sounds like a good plan,” you said.

    “Here’s what will really make it work,” your wife said excitedly. “When you’re out you’re going to buy a box of Magnum condoms for Matt to use. Then, when you come home, you can pull the box out and make it perfectly clear that you want him to fuck me. That’s what a cuckold would do, right? He’d buy condoms for someone else to use with his wife, right?”

    “He would,” you said. You were a little astounded at your wife’s ability to devise such a naughty plan. Then something occurred to you. “This isn’t the first time you’ve thought about fucking Matt, is it?”

    A big smile broke across your wife’s face as she said, “That may or may not be true. It would be very unladylike to admit such a thing.”

    She pulled her foot from your lap and moved closer. She kissed your neck softly and whispered, “Though I’m soaking wet right now, so I’ll let you draw your own conclusions.”

    The gentle tickle of her breath on your neck gave you delightful goose bumps.

    “Maybe you could help me with my sudden desire,” she whispered before lying on the couch and unbuttoning her pants. She pulled them off, revealing the wet spot in her panties.

    Your wife slipped a hand under the waistband and played with her pussy. You could hear the wetness from a few feet away. She moaned.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she admitted. “I’m thinking about Matt. I’m thinking about him fucking me. Do you like that?”

    You took off your pants and revealed your hard cock. You stroked and said, “Yes. I love that.”

    “Is that what a cuckold wants? Does he want his wife to fantasize about another man’s cock?” she asked.

    “That’s what I want,” you said. “That’s what I’ve wanted for years.”

    Your wife took off her panties. She revealed her surprisingly wet pussy and her puffy pink lips. She masturbated as you watched and stroked your cock.

    “I wish you’d told me earlier,” she said. “Because I’ve been fantasizing about your best friend’s big cock for years. One of the girls he dated even showed me a picture of it. It’s beautiful, baby. It’s beautiful and I’ve been thinking about having that big cock inside me for years.”

    You weren’t sure if your wife was being honest, but you loved it anyway. You loved how naughty she sounded. You loved how turned on she was. You loved that she was going all in on your cuckold fantasy.

    “Will you eat my pussy, baby?” your wife asked. “You’re so good at that. You’re so good at making me cum with your tongue.”

    You released your cock from your tight grip and moved between your wife’s legs. You pushed your tongue into her wet pussy. You licked her eagerly and listened to her moan.

    “That’s so good,” she said. “Eat my pussy. Eat the pussy that your best friend is going to fuck this weekend. Eat the pussy that Matt is going to fill with his big cock on Saturday.”

    The lust in her voice was real. She wasn’t just playing along for you. You were eating her pussy and she was thinking about your best friend fucking her. She was imagining another man’s big cock inside her as you were licking her clit. You’d confessed your cuckold fantasy and she was helping you live it.

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. She held your head between her legs. You licked her clit furiously. You worked to make her cum. You worked to make your beautiful wife feel good while she dreamed about your best friend’s cock in her pussy.

    “I’m cumming!” she screamed. She released your head and you looked up. You saw the joy on her face. You saw the orgasm wash over her. You suspected it wasn’t the first time she’d cum while fantasizing about Matt’s cock. It was the first you were aware of though.

    “That was incredible,” your wife said.

    She sat up and kissed you softly. She straddled you. She rubbed her wet pussy along the head of your stiff cock. She teased you with it.

    You tried to put yourself inside her, to fuck your wife, but she stopped you. “Don’t,” she said softly. “I’ll decide.”

    She kissed you again. She let the tip of your cock penetrate her pussy. She was exceptionally wet. The heat of her pussy felt remarkable around your cock.

    “What if I end up loving his cock?” she asked. “What if I find fucking him so much better than fucking you?”

    She sank down onto your dick. Her pussy swallowed you whole and squeezed you tight.

    “What if he fucks me better than you do?” she asked. Her voice was filled with lust as she began to ride you.

    “What if I prefer fucking your best friend over fucking you? What if I only want his cock inside me from now on?” your wife said.

    Every word turned you on. Every word brought you closer to orgasm. Every word thrilled you. You wondered if she was asking the questions for real or if she was just trying to turn you on, or if she was doing both. There was no way of knowing. You just wanted to enjoy the sex.

    “I hope you do,” you said. You went for it. You went all in. “I hope you love his cock.” She bounced on your dick. “I hope you love fucking him. I hope you want him all the time.” She moaned as she rode you. “I hope you go through the entire box of Magnums on Saturday night.”

    Your wife smiled as she rode your cock. She milked you with her pussy. “I hope we do too,” she said.

    You came inside her. You grabbed her ass and held her on your cock as you released your semen. She ran her fingers over your back and kissed your neck.

    You couldn’t wait for Saturday night.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 92061848 - An Unexpected Wedding Night Surprise

    “Wow,” Drew said as his bride stepped out of the bathroom in a breathtaking white lingerie set. The sheer bodice teased the taut pleasures of her stomach and the lace that clung to her pussy made his cock twitch with desire. The little white lace choker around her neck was the perfect final touch.

    Willow smiled and approached the bed with slow, deliberate steps as Drew’s eyes roamed over her body. She leaned over and he stared at her cleavage as the wavy tendrils of her long, dark hair swayed gently.

    “How long has it been?” she asked.

    “Two weeks,” Drew replied.

    The period of abstinence had been Willow’s idea. She said it would make their wedding night so much hotter and the sense of need coursing through Drew’s body made him think she was right.

    “It makes me so happy that you went two weeks without an orgasm,” Willow said as she crawled into the bed and moved between his legs. “In fact, you have no idea how happy it makes me.”

    Drew had some idea. They’d each gone two weeks without an orgasm, but Willow had thoroughly enjoyed teasing him on a near-daily basis. She’d taken to spending her days in as little clothing as possible and there had been a great deal of making out and groping, all of it seemingly designed to drive them both mad with desire.

    “I like making my wife happy,” Drew said.

    Willow unleashed a giddy smile. “And I love being married to a man that wants to make me happy.”

    She leaned down and kissed his thigh just above the knee. Her tongue danced over his flesh and Drew felt his cock come to life. Two weeks was the longest he’d gone without an orgasm since his very first climax, so it didn’t take much to drive him crazy with need.

    “Are you going to be a good husband, Drew?” Willow asked as she reached up and slowly pulled off his underwear.

    “I am,” he said.

    She tossed his boxers aside and leaned down to kiss his thigh once again, this time coming a great deal closer to his stiff cock.

    “Are you going to dedicate yourself to my happiness?” she asked between kisses.

    “You know I will,” he said.

    Willow wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock and softly kissed the head. Just a flick of her tongue over the sensitive flesh was enough to send a wild pulse of pleasure through Drew’s body.

    She tossed her hair back, looked up, and smiled before taking the head of Drew’s cock into her mouth and sucking hard. He gripped the bed sheets and closed his eyes as bliss enveloped his body. He savored every little movement of his bride’s tongue and the way she moved her hand up and down his shaft in time with her mouth.

    “It feels better after two weeks, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “It does,” Drew said as he admired the wild look of lust in Willow’s eyes.

    She released his cock and sat up on her knees, pulled aside the white lace of her lingerie, and rubbed her pussy.

    “It’s been two weeks for me, you know,” she said.

    “I do,” Drew replied as he watched his wife masturbate.

    Willow closed her eyes and her head slowly rolled towards the ceiling as she moaned. Drew wasn’t sure if she wanted him to join in or watch as she pursued her pleasure, so he decided he’d enjoy the show. He didn’t want to run the risk of cumming before he got to enjoy the wedding night sex he’d been looking forward to for the past two weeks.

    “My pussy is so wet,” Willow said as she slipped two fingers between the folds of her labia.

    Drew heard the wetness as his wife fingered herself. The sounds of her desire were intoxicating and he had to fight to keep his hands on the bed and away from his cock.

    “Do you know why I’m so wet, Drew?” she asked.

    “Because it’s been two weeks since we had sex?” he replied.

    Willow opened her eyes, looked down at him with a naughty smile on her face, and shook her head. “That’s not it,” she said. “Try again.”

    Drew’s mind was blank. He couldn’t imagine another reason his beautiful bride would be soaking wet. What else was there?

    “No guesses?” she asked.

    “No, sorry,” Drew said.

    “Will you lie flat on your back for me?” she asked.

    Drew was still confused, but he wasn’t about to refuse such a simple request, especially when he figured that Willow was preparing to lower her wet pussy onto his cock. He tossed aside the pillows he’d been leaning against and laid back until he was staring up at the ceiling.

    Willow straddled him, but she didn’t drop her pussy onto his cock. Instead, she continued her journey up his chest until Drew was staring up at his beautiful, lingerie-clad wife. Her wavy hair swayed as she looked down at him with a smile on her face.

    “I’m wet because I’ve decided you’re not cumming tonight,” Willow said as she continued to masturbate just a few inches from Drew’s face.

    “What?” he asked of a genuine sense of confusion.

    “I’ll be the only one that cums tonight,” she said. “You’re going to give me as many orgasms as I want and you’re not going to enjoy a single climax.”

    Drew was certain his wife was messing with him, but he didn’t find it particularly amusing. “Willow, what are you talking about?”

    “I know this is going to be hard for you,” she said. “But I’m in charge of your orgasms from now on. I’ll decide when you get to cum. I’ll decide when you get to have sex. I’ll decide when you get to experience the pleasure you crave and when you should be denied.”

    Drew wanted to believe she was messing with him, that she’d cooked up some sort of elaborate wedding night prank and she was going to sink her pussy onto his cock in a few moments and let him explode inside her. It was increasingly difficult to buy that explanation, though. The look on her face made it seem like she was entirely serious.

    “Willow, seriously, what are you talking about?” Drew asked.

    “Our marriage, sweetheart,” Willow replied.

    She pulled her fingers from her slippery pussy and gently rubbed them over Drew’s lips. They felt warm and wet and her touch was enough to calm his mind and send a renewed wave of desire through his body.

    “I know it’s not what you expected, but I think you’ll come to understand that our marriage is going to work best if I’m in charge,” she explained.

    Drew opened his mouth to argue and Willow promptly pushed her fingers onto his tongue, making it impossible to say anything. The subtle taste of her pussy proved quite pleasant and for a moment Drew was content to keep quiet as Willow did as she desired with his mouth.

    “I’ll be making most of the decisions from here on out,” Willow continued. “I’ll ask for your opinion when I want to hear it, but that won’t happen often.”

    Willow pulled her fingers from his mouth and slid them back into her pussy, which was still quite wet.

    “Willow, I’m sorry, but I don’t understand,” Drew said. “I…have I done something to upset you? Did I say something wrong at the ceremony or at the party? Did I accidentally insult you? Why are you doing this?”

    “Drew, sweetheart, you’re wonderful. You’re the most amazing man I’ve ever met and you were wonderful at the party. You were so good to my friends and family. Your toast was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard. There’s a reason I chose you. You’re the perfect man for me. That’s why I know you’re not going to fight me on this. I know that you’re going to accept being in a female led marriage. You’re going to accept that I’m better as the decision maker, that I should even be making decisions for you, such as when you’re allowed to cum,” Willow explained as she pulled her fingers from her pussy and placed them into Drew’s mouth once more.

    He didn’t fight her. He could have turned his head or closed his mouth. He could have picked up his rather skinny wife and lifted her off of him so they could have a real conversation. He didn’t, though. Instead, he let Willow push her slippery fingers into his mouth. He let her move them in and out, kind of like she was fucking his face. He did so while his cock remained fully erect.

    “It won’t be so bad,” Willow said. “I promise. I’ll be a good wife. I’ll make sure you’re satisfied. I’ll make sure you’re happy. I’ll make sure we’re both happy. I think, if you’re being honest with yourself, that you like the idea of being in a female led marriage. You like the idea of your wife being in charge of everything, of having the burden of decision making taken away from you.”

    Drew couldn’t answer as Willow continued to slide her fingers in and out of his mouth. He felt an odd sense of comfort, though. He wasn’t sure she was right about him being happier, but he liked the idea of being freed from some of the more annoying day-to-day decisions that life often presented.

    Willow pulled her fingers from Drew’s mouth, leaned back, and placed her hands on his thighs. He stared at her pussy – it looked absolutely perfect – and hoped that she’d play with his cock despite her promise of denying him an orgasm on their wedding night.

    “I will be implementing some changes, though,” Willow said.

    Drew felt a little nervous as he asked, “Like what?”

    “You’ve hung out with your friend Dave for the last time,” she informed him. “He’s a misogynist, an asshole, and a bad influence. You will refuse all future contact with him. I won’t have my husband spending time with someone that thinks so little of women.”

    Drew was so stunned by her declaration that he said nothing. He’d clearly misinterpreted what Willow meant when she said she’d be making the decisions in their relationship.

    “That doesn’t seem fair,” Drew finally said.

    “Fair is not my concern, Drew,” Willow replied as she sat up and slid her pussy tantalizingly close to his cock. She leaned down, kissed his neck, sand added, “A female led marriage isn’t about fairness. It’s about both of us recognizing that I know what’s best and embracing that. It’s about you doing as you’re told and doing so without argument or hesitation. It will take some time for you to get to that place, but I’ll help you with accepting your new reality.”

    “How?” Drew asked, though he was a little fearful of the answer.

    “You’ll be punished,” Willow said.

    “Punished? What does that mean?”

    “When you fail to live up to my expectations you’ll be punished. I’ll have to figure out what kind of punishment motivates you, but you can expect to experience a greater number of days between your orgasms if you can’t do as you’re told. I will also use corporal punishment if necessary. I’d prefer not to take you over my knees and redden your ass, but I’ll do it if you can’t behave,” Willow explained.

    Drew wanted nothing more than for his wife to tell him that it was all a joke. He wanted her to slide back, sink onto his cock, and laugh about the terrified look on his face before fucking him. There was no indication she was joking, though. Willow seemed deadly serious.

    “I know it seems scary right now,” she said, “And it’s going to be hard at first. You’ll fight me because it’s not what you’re used to. Most men would be horrified at the idea of giving up control. You’re trained by society to believe that you should be in charge, and maybe some men should, but that won’t be the case with us. You won’t be in charge. You shouldn’t be in charge. I should be. I will be, and if you get out of line I will punish you harshly to ensure that you learn your lesson. Do you understand?”

    Drew felt himself nodding, seemingly before he’d decided to do so. The joyful smile that spread across his wife’s face was unexpectedly thrilling, like he was already reaping the reward of being good for her.

    Willow slid back a little further and dropped her pussy onto his cock, catching Drew off guard and enveloping his loins in the kind of pleasure he’d been fantasizing about for two weeks.

    “We’re still going to have sex,” she said while slowly lifting her pussy off his cock. “It will be less frequent than you’ll want, but it won’t be up to you. I decide when we have sex. I decide when or if you get to cum during sex. Technically, we’re having sex right now but you’re not allowed to cum. You’re not allowed to do anything other than lie there and let me do as I please.”

    Willow sank down on his cock again and Drew gripped the sheets. He wanted to grab his wife’s ass and fuck his cock up into her. He wanted to claim her pussy on their wedding night. He wanted to cum inside her. He did none of that, though.

    When Willow lifted her pussy from his cock Drew let out a frustrated groan. His bride laid next to him and kissed his neck as she ran her fingers down his chest and stomach. She grasped his balls and squeezed them hard enough for a hint of pain to develop.

    “There will be no complaints or you will be punished,” she said softly. “I will not be married to a disobedient man.”

    “I’m sorry,” Drew said.

    Willow released his testicles and caressed them. “It’s okay. I know you’re new to this. You’ll still be punished when you’re disobedient, but the punishments won’t be terribly harsh in the beginning. If a few months go by and you can’t get your act together, then I’ll truly make you suffer.”

    Drew still couldn’t quite wrap his head around what his wife was saying. Everything she described was foreign to his concept of marriage. There was no compromise. There was simply him doing what she wanted.

    “I’m not going to take a chance with your orgasms, though. You’ll be going into a chastity device tonight and you’ll come out only when I allow it,” she said.

    “What?” Drew said. “What does that mean?”

    “It’s a small, safe device for your cock to stay in. It prevents you from getting hard unless I unlock you and give you permission to get hard. There’s no better way for a wife to control her husband’s orgasms, which is why you’re going in one tonight,” Willow explained.

    “How often will I get to cum?” Drew asked as a sense of panic overtook him.

    “As often as I desire it. If you’re good for me, you’ll get to cum more often. If you’re very good for me you’ll get to fuck me more often. If you’re not, it could be months between climaxes.”

    Drew moved to sit up and Willow placed a firm hand on his chest and pushed him onto his back once more. She straddled him with surprising swiftness and squeezed her thighs around his torso in a mildly painful kind of way.

    “You’ll be required to make me cum on most days,” she said. “You’ll work to make it good, too. You’ll become an expert with your mouth and fingers and we might get a strapon for you to fuck me with if you’ve misbehaved and you’re not allowed out of your cage. Or, I could find another man to fuck me.”

    “What? No,” Drew protested. “Why would you do that? You don’t have to do that. I can take care of your needs.”

    Willow laughed. “I certainly hope you can, because whether I take a lover or not won’t be up to you. It will be my decision to make and if you can’t satisfy me then I’ll find someone that can and you’ll have to watch.”

    “Willow, no. Don’t. Don’t do that,” Drew said as a true sense of panic washed over him.

    “If you’re good for me, I won’t have to,” she said. “If you’re not, I’ll fuck someone else and you’ll stay in your cage until you learn to behave as I desire. Do you understand?”

    Drew nodded.

    “Good. Now I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to make me cum while you think about everything I’ve said. I want you to embrace this, Drew. I want you to be a good husband for me and I promise I will be a better wife than you ever thought possible. It will be difficult at first – perhaps painfully so – but in time you’ll come to understand that accepting my leadership is the only way for you to be truly happy,” Willow said.

    She smiled and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. It felt like she was asking Drew to commit to so much more than making her cum, like his willingness to lick her pussy and get her off would also signal his willingness to accept being in a female led marriage.

    Drew wasn’t sure about anything in that moment, but he put his tongue to work. Willow seemed so confident and she was so reassuring about making him happy that he wanted to go along with it. He wanted to surrender control and let his beautiful, smart, driven wife take over. He believed her when she said the journey would be difficult, but he couldn’t resist her. He couldn’t say no. He wasn’t fully on board yet, but he was willing to go along on the journey.

    “That’s it,” Willow said. “Use your tongue to make me feel good. Show me how dedicated you are to my pleasure. Show me that you want to make me cum. Show me that you can be a good husband. Show me that you’re okay with this being the only kind of sex you get to have on our wedding night.”

    Drew moved his hands to her ass and gave it a good squeeze, eliciting a moan from his wife as she began to move her hips over his mouth. She was getting into it, which he loved.

    “Make me cum and then I’ll put you in your cage and we can begin your training as the perfect husband. We can begin our female led marriage in earnest,” Willow said.

    She was making it clear that she expected willingness on Drew’s part. If he made her cum, he was signaling his desire to do as she demanded. As scary as it seemed, Drew was caught up in it. He was ready. He kept working his wife’s clit and eventually she had a loud, lusty orgasm. Juices dripped out of her pussy and onto his face as her thighs trembled with pleasure and her moans filled the room.

    “Thank you,” Willow said as she climbed off of his face. She leaned down to give him a soft kiss and said, “Stay right here and don’t you dare play with your cock. I’ll get the chastity device and we’ll get you locked up so you can be good for me.”

    For a split second Drew contemplated stealing a little bit of pleasure. He knew he couldn’t cum in the short time it would take Willow to retrieve the device, but it would feel so good just to play with his cock a little. The threat of genuine corporal punishment was enough to make him refrain, though.

    Willow returned with a small, cock-shaped steel cage in her hand and smiled. “Once you’re locked up our marriage truly begins.”

    She crawled between his legs and placed the pieces of the chastity device on his stomach. She picked up a thin metal ring, held it up so Drew could see it, and said, “Do you accept that our marriage will be female led?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow slipped the ring over his cock and worked his testicles through it. She picked up the steel sheath that would hold his cock and said, “Do you accept that you will be punished for disobedience?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow placed the tip of his cock in the sheath and with a little bit of effort managed to fit every bit of his mostly-flaccid shaft inside. She picked up the lock and said, “Do you accept that I’m in control in our marriage, that I make all the decisions, and that it’s your duty to abide by my decisions?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow clicked the lock into place and crawled on top of him. They shared a long, deep kiss that brought with it a considerable rush of pain as his cock tried to get hard in its steel prison.

    “You’ve made me a very happy woman,” she said. “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Drew replied.

    Willow rested her head on his chest and he put his arms around his wife and gently ran his fingers over the soft, semi-sheer material of her bridal lingerie. He had no idea what his future held, but there was something undeniably exciting about that.
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    It’s Saturday night. You’re at the drugstore. You’re walking towards the condoms. You’re going to buy a big box of Magnums for your wife and Matt to use. You’re likely less than an hour from officially becoming a cuckold.

    Your wife was dressed in an exceptionally tight, low cut sweater and a pleated black miniskirt when you left. She wasn’t being subtle. It seemed like the right choice and you couldn’t help but get a little excited when she gave you a soft kiss before you walked out the door.

    A few minutes ago she sent you a text. She said that the plan was going well, that she was certain Matt was interested, that her cleavage and her little skirt had done the job.

    You’ve picked out everything else on her list. You’re looking at the box of Magnums. It feels like buying them is a big deal, like you’re taking the final step. Once you go home with those condoms, there’s no backing out. You could certainly walk away, but you know your wife isn’t going to. She’s been excited all week.

    You read her text again. Matt wants her. She wants him. She’s excited. You grab the box of condoms. You take your stuff up to the front register. The 20 something girl gives you a look of disbelief when you put the condoms on the counter. It’s a little humiliating. She’s right though. Those condoms would be way too big for you. They’re going to be perfect for Matt, though.

    Your heart pounds hard in your chest as you drive home. You know this is what you want, but you’re still a little nervous. Mostly you’re not sure what Matt is going to think of you. Is this going to mess up your friendship? Is he going to think you’re a freak? Is your wife wrong and Matt is going to walk out the moment you hand him the condoms?

    You pull into the driveway. This is it. You’re about to commit to this. Once you walk through the front door, you’ve committed. You’re either going to be a cuckold or your best friend is going to think you and your wife are total freaks.

    You grab the bag of stuff from the drugstore and step out of the car. You walk up the front steps. You look through the front window for a moment. You see Matt and your wife sitting on the couch. They’re exceptionally close. Her hand is on his knee. It looks genuinely intimate.

    That’s when you decide that this is absolutely what you want. Your wife hasn’t been the only one that’s been excited all week. You’ve been thinking about it constantly, though you’ve refrained from masturbating.

    You walk through the front door. Matt and your wife look up. Your best friend pulls away from your wife. You can see he feels a little uncomfortable, which makes sense.

    You follow the plan. You reach into the bag from the drugstore and pull out the box of Magnum condoms. You hand them to Matt.

    He takes them and looks up at you. “Are you sure about this?” he asks.

    “I am,” you say.

    Your wife has already made it perfect clear that she wants Matt to fuck her. That was her part while you were at the store. You’re the last domino. Now it’s up to Matt.

    He looks at your wife and then up at you again. “I’ll be honest, man. I’ve wanted to fuck your wife for years. She’s gorgeous. She’s sexy as hell. I know she’s great in bed. So if you’re really into this, I absolutely want to do this.”

    “We already kissed, baby,” your wife says as she looks up at you. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist. Honestly, it’s amazing I didn’t have his big cock in my mouth when you came home.”

    Your cock grows as your wife confesses her naughtiness. You’re not fully erect, but it’s enough to make a small bulge in your pants.

    “See, he’s into this,” your wife says. “In fact, I’ll bet he’s into this in ways you and I can’t even understand. We can put on a very naughty show for him, though.”

    Your wife kisses Matt again. You step back and sink into the armchair across from the couch. You watch your fantasy come to life.

    Matt’s hand caresses your wife’s soft, milky white thigh as they kiss. She moans and spreads her legs for him. His fingers move towards her pussy. He’s not wasting any time. She wore the skirt for a reason. She wanted him to have easy access as soon as they started fooling around. Now he’s taking advantage.

    Your wife reaches between Matt’s legs and strokes his cock. You can see the bulge. Kissing her is more than enough to get him hard.

    They stop kissing for a moment and your wife looks over at you. “Take your cock out, baby,” she says. “This is for you too. You should be masturbating. Just don’t cum too quickly.”

    You haven’t taken your cock out yet because you’re a little embarrassed. You know Matt is a lot bigger than you. You know your wife thinks your cock is normal and that he’s definitely not normal.

    You can’t very well refuse her, though. You unzip your pants and pull out your cock. As you do, she unzips Matt’s pants and pulls out his cock. She wraps her fingers around it. She strokes him as you stroke yourself.

    Your wife looks at you once more. “Do you see what I mean?” she says.

    You nod. He’s not just big. He’s huge. He’s twice your length and more than twice your thickness. He absolutely needs Magnum condoms.

    Your wife kisses Matt once more. She strokes his cock as she does. He moans into her mouth. She’s making him feel good. Your wife is making your best friend feel good while you watch. It’s a wild head trip that has your dick rock hard. Precum drips from the tip.

    “I have to suck your cock,” your wife says.

    She gets on her knees in front of Matt. She flips up her skirt so you can stare at her ass. You can’t see her mouth around his cock. All you can see is her head bobbing up and down. It’s surprisingly erotic.

    Matt’s hands move into her hair. He groans as your wife blows him in your living room. You watch her head bob up and down.

    Matt looks at you. He pushes your wife’s mouth deeper onto his cock. You see the lust overwhelm him. You see a hint of aggression there. You see that he’s relaxing into this, that he’s going to give you the show you want.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife?” he asks.

    “Yes,” you say as your stroke your cock.

    The sounds of a wet blowjob fill the room. The fact that your best friend is receiving that blowjob from your wife makes your cock throb in your hand.

    Matt pulls your wife’s mouth off his cock and asks her, “Do you want me to fuck you?”

    “Fuck yes,” she says. She turns around and smiles at you. You see saliva running down her chin. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me for years, Matt.”

    He smiles and guides her mouth back onto his cock. Now you see his confidence in full bloom. You see him taking control. You see the man that your wife wanted to fuck, the man her friends told her about.

    Matt fucks your wife’s throat. He pushes his cock down it. You hear her gag. You see him smile. She doesn’t pull away, though. She doesn’t seem to mind it.

    She reaches back and plays with her pussy. She likes it. It’s turning her on to have his cock pushed down her throat.

    She gasps for air when he pulls her mouth off his cock once more. Matt stands up and lifts your wife to her feet. “Let’s go to the bedroom. That’s where a proper fucking takes place, after all.”

    Your wife takes his hand and they walk towards the bedroom. “Bring the condoms, baby,” your wife says.

    You can see the gleeful bounce in her step. She’s excited to get fucked by your best friend’s big cock. She’s excited to have him buried inside her.

    Your wife is busy stripping when you reach the bedroom. Her body looks breathtaking, as always. Matt can’t help but step forward and touch her. He fingers her pussy. He gropes her perky breasts.

    She moans with every touch. She’s desperate for him. She needs him inside her. She needs your best friend’s big cock in her pussy.

    “Give me the condoms,” your wife says.

    You hand her the box. She tears it open eagerly and pulls out a condom. She rips it open with her teeth and falls to her knees. You watch as she slowly, tenderly rolls the Magnum condom down your best friend’s big cock.

    She strokes his freshly-wrapped cock slowly. Her other hand plays with his big balls. Your wife looks up at him and says, “I need you inside me, Matt. I need you to fuck me. I need you to give me what I’ve been missing.”

    She looks at you. She looks at your cock, which is still hard as a rock. Matt looks at your cock. He smiles. He knows he’s bigger. He doesn’t need to say anything. Everyone in the room knows he’s bigger.

    “How do you want me?” your wife asks.

    You feel weak in the knees. She’s offering him her body. She wants him to do as he pleases. She wants to be fucked. She doesn’t want to make love to him. She doesn’t want to fuck him. She wants to be fucked. She wants to be taken. She wants this strong, confident, well-hung man to take her and do as he pleases with her.

    “I want you on your hands and knees in your bed, facing your husband,” Matt says.

    Your wife stands up and gets into position. She looks up at you. She smiles. Matt moves into the bed behind her. Your wife’s mouth opens and she moans as the massive cock slides into her pussy.

    Your best friend’s cock is inside your wife. He slowly fills her. He grabs her hips and thrusts in and out. He takes it easy at first. He knows she needs to get used to his size. He knows that you’re the only man that’s fucked her in the last 10 years. He knows she needs to stretch out a little.

    “Fuck me, Matt,” your wife says. “Give me that big cock.”

    She’s telling him to do what he wants. She’s telling him that she’s ready, that he doesn’t need to be gentle.

    He gets the message. He starts to fuck her harder. His grip on her hips tightens. The sound of hard doggystyle sex fills the room. You listen as their flesh slams together over and over. You listen as your wife’s moans get louder.

    You watch her hair sway with every thrust. You watch the way her tits swing. You watch the way her lips part to release the loudest, lustiest moans you’ve ever heard.

    Then you watch her cum. You watch another man make your wife cum as he fucks her from behind. You can’t stroke your cock because you’ll cum too.

    “Fuuuck!” your wife says as the orgasm rips through her.

    Matt holds his cock balls deep inside her. You see a look of complete satisfaction on his face. He didn’t cum though. That look is because he made your wife cum and he knows that he made her cum harder than you have in a long time, maybe ever.

    Matt leans forward and grabs a handful of your wife’s hair. He pulls back. Her head snaps back. “Tell your husband how good that felt,” he says in a low voice.

    Your wife looks at you. Her face is red with exertion and pleasure. Her breathing is heavy.

    “I haven’t cum like that in years,” she says. “You haven’t made me cum like that in years.”

    Your knees feel weak. Your wife’s words are well-directed. She might not be an experienced cuckoldress yet, but she knows how to turn you on.

    Matt pulls out and flips your wife onto her back. He slides back into her in an instant. He’s fucking her once more. He’s fucking her hard and fast. He’s pounding her.

    You have a remarkable view. You can see his cock sliding in and out of her. You can see how big he is. You can see how much bigger he is than you.

    You can see that your wife is completely lost in getting fucked by his big cock. All it took was a few thrusts for her to be enthralled once more. She loves taking his big dick. She loves the way he pounds her. She loves the way he makes her feel.

    She’s moaning now. She’s moaning loudly and lustily. She’s moaning sensually. She’s moaning because it feels so good to get fucked by his big cock. She’s moaning because she’s going to cum again.

    “Are you going to cum on my big cock?” Matt asks.

    He’s growing more confident with every passing minute. He’s in his element. He’s fucking your wife. He’s bringing her pleasure. He’s doing it while you watch.

    “Yes!” your wife says as she arches her back.

    Matt looks up at you. “You hear that?” He smiles. “When was the last time you made your wife cum twice in one day?”

    You can’t think of the answer. It’s definitely been years and you’re fairly certain you’ve never made her cum twice with your cock. It was almost always with your tongue and fingers.

    “Fuck me harder, Matt!” your wife says. “Pound my pussy!”

    She’s completely lost in her lust. She’s awash in desire. She’s getting fucked and it’s all she cares about. She’s about to cum and it’s all she can think about.

    “Fuuuuck!” she says as she cums again. Her body writhes under Matt. He keeps pounding her. He makes sure she has a massively pleasurable orgasm. He makes sure she’s never going to forget his cock.

    Matt pulls out and lies in your bed. Your wife reaches out and caresses his chest. She smiles at him. He’s given her two thunderous orgasms in a short span of time. She’s enamored with him.

    She reaches over and pulls the condom off his cock. It looks huge in its fully expanded, used state. Your wife walks towards you with the condom in her hand.

    She kisses you. Her tongue tastes good in your mouth.

    She looks down at your cock. Your eyes follow hers. She puts Matt’s used condom on your erection. It doesn’t come close to fitting, but you suspect that’s the point.

    “It looks so cute,” your wife says.

    She strokes you. She moves the latex condom over your cock. You know Matt’s precum is acting as the lube. You know your wife is going to make you cum into the condom your best friend used to fuck her. You know it’s only going to take a few seconds.

    You could stop her. You could walk away. You don’t, though. This isn’t what you planned, but this is what you want. It’s humiliating in the perfect way. It’s what you crave. You’re surprised your wife is doing it, but you’re not angry. You’re horny.

    You groan as she strokes you faster. She kisses you lightly. “Cum for me,” she whispers.

    You do as your wife desires. For a few seconds there’s an intense build up of pleasure between your legs and then your cock explodes into the condom. She keeps stroking you. Every time her fingers touch the head of your cock it makes you shudder with delight. It’s unbelievably pleasurable. It’s perfect in every way.

    When you’re done cumming, your wife pulls off the condom and hands it to you. She kisses you softly once more.

    “Would you mind giving Matt and me some time alone?” she asks softly.

    You nod. You’ve already cum. It wouldn’t be nearly as fun to watch. You’re not really in a position to say no, either. You take the cum-filled condom and leave the room. You leave your bedroom so your best friend can fuck your wife.

    You suspect this isn’t the last time he’s going to fuck her. There’s no way this is going to be a onetime thing. You know that your marriage just changed.
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    Her fingers feel soft and warm as they wrap around your erection. You’ve spent the last hour watching her get ready for her date and you’re already thinking about the incredible sex she’s going to have with another man. She knows this as she gently strokes you and whispers into your ear.

    “Do you want me to fuck him?”

    This is your ritual. Before she leaves to sleep with another man she makes you tell her that it’s what you want.

    “Yes, I want you to fuck him. Please fuck him. Please,” you say, practically begging your wife to take another man’s cock inside her tonight.

    “Do you want me to suck his cock?” she asks, continuing to gently stroke your throbbing cock.

    “Yes, I want you to suck his cock.”

    “Do you want me to swallow his cum?”

    Tonight’s date is with a guy that cums at least twice when she gets together with him. She likes to remind you of that fact before she sees him.

    “Yes, I want you to swallow his cum.”

    You’re close to cumming so she releases your cock and kisses you gently.

    “Thank you honey,” she says with a sweet smile on her face and a loving look in her eyes.

    You watch as she walks down the hallway, her ass breathtaking in the tight red dress you chose and her legs long and lean in matching high heels. She had you choose the outfit and you picked your absolute favorite so her date would be especially aroused and fuck her with the kind of vigor your wife craves.

    ---

    You receive a text: “We’re almost back. Look out the window.”

    His car turns into the driveway and when they pull up in front of the garage the automatic light goes on. You’re too high up to see their faces but after he puts the car in park it’s easy to tell they’re kissing.

    His hands slip into her dress and he plays with her perky tits. She reaches for his crotch, which you have a good view of, and massages his cock. Without breaking the kiss she manages to unzip his pants and pull out his erection.

    Her head moves to his lap and she takes him into her mouth, swallowing him almost instantly. You’re not often given the privilege of her mouth on your cock, but you remember how good it feels and you’re jealous. Your arousal is stronger though and you rub the front of your pants, not wanting to pull out your cock for fear that you’ll cum.

    She bobs up and down on his dick eagerly, her hand following her mouth and doubling down on his pleasure. He rests a hand on the back of her head, applying just a hint of pressure to push her deeper down. She can very nearly deepthroat him, no doubt thanks to a great deal of practice.

    You can tell he’s getting close to cumming when his hips begin to thrust up to push his cock into her mouth. His fingers grasp her hair as he’s climaxing and she stops moving up and down as she works to take his cum without spilling a drop. She gives the head of his cock a lick and a kiss and then hops out of the car, waving goodbye as he pulls out of the driveway a happier man than when he pulled in.

    You open the front door just as she’s about to turn the knob and she smiles at you. Her arms are around your neck and her tongue is in your mouth in an instant. She’s giddy at having just blown her date and now she’s sharing the sticky, salty taste of his cum with you. Your erection pushes into her stomach and you feel what can only be described as cuckold bliss. The taste of his cum is arousing in a way you can’t describe.

    “Do you like the way I taste?” she asks after breaking the kiss.

    The wicked smile on her face tells you she already knows your answer, “I love it.”

    “Would you like another taste?”

    There’s no need to answer this time. You kiss again and this time you’re the aggressor. Your tongues dance eagerly and once again you can taste the remnants of his cum, of the orgasm your wife just sucked out of him.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom. I want to make you cum,” she says, leading you down the hallway with the sway of her stunning ass in the red dress.

    You follow without hesitation, eager to feel her hand on your cock as she brings you to orgasm. Your wife always takes care of you after she’s been on a date. She finds her satisfaction with them and she treats you to a loving, sensual handjob.

    You strip quickly as you watch the red dress fall from her body. Her lack of underwear makes your cock jump. Her perky breasts and tight ass still drive you crazy, especially since you know another man was enjoying them not long ago.

    She beckons you to the bed and presses her naked body against yours as her fingers trace down your chest and find your cock between your legs, teasing your skin with a soft touch over the journey.

    “You’re so hard. Is that because I just sucked cock while you watched?” she asks in the flirty tone you love so much.

    “Yes,” you say as the breath rushes out of you from the intense pleasure of feeling her hand wrapped around your cock.

    “Are you excited because you know I got fucked tonight, that I came on another man’s cock? Are you excited because you know I came multiple times?” she asks while tightening her grip and increasing her pace.

    You’re breathing heavily now and you can feel your orgasm building. Your mind is awash with thoughts of her getting fucked, her legs wrapped around her lover as he thrusts into her. She moans beneath him, urges him to fuck her harder, and tells him she’s cumming. She loves having sex with him while you’re at home. She loves cuckolding you.

    “That wasn’t the first time I sucked his cock tonight. I was on my knees on his living room floor almost as soon as he closed the door behind us. I couldn’t want to have him in my mouth. I couldn’t wait to feel his hands in my hair, pushing me deeper on his cock until I had swallowed it all. I love sucking his cock, baby.”

    You love that she loves sucking his cock. You love that your wife is another man’s cocksucker, that she eagerly blows him every time she sees him and that you’re relegated to handjobs. You love it so much that you can’t resist cumming. Your seed spills over her fingers and squirts onto your stomach. She grabs a few tissues from the nightstand and lovingly cleans you up, kissing you on the cheek before walking to the bathroom to shower.
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    “I feel bad,” Marie said as she ran her fingers over Jason’s stomach. His abs never failed to thrill her. Her husband had never been in good enough shape to have even a hint of abs to show off.

    “Why do you feel bad?” Jason asked as he rubbed the soft, smooth skin of Marie’s back while she cuddled up next to him.

    “He’s my husband. Doesn’t he deserve to have sex with me if he wants to?” Marie asked as she closed her eyes. She’d just fucked Jason and already she could feel her desire building for another round. His touch was soft and skillful and being so close to his muscular body was a powerful aphrodisiac.

    “Does he?” Jason said. “I mean, I get why your husband would think he should get to have sex with you, but would you really use the word deserve? When was the last time you had an orgasm during sex with him?”

    Marie honestly couldn’t remember. Peter’s small cock was a big part of why she’d started sleeping with Jason. It was Peter’s suggestion that she find someone to fuck, in fact. He was well aware that his cock didn’t measure up and that he rarely, if ever, brought her to orgasm during sex. Typically he’d have to use his tongue afterwards.

    “I see your point,” Marie said as she reached between Jason’s legs and played with his cock. She couldn’t resist. It just felt good to have him in her hand.

    “He still wants to have sex, though,” she continued. “He can’t wait to get inside me after you and I have been together. I just don’t like it that much. It feels like he’s just using my pussy to get off and I’m honestly not getting anything out of it.”

    A quiet moan escaped Jason’s lips as Marie played with his cock. “Is there something you could do with him that you would enjoy?” he asked.

    “His tongue is exceptionally talented,” Marie said.

    She stroked Jason’s cock and marveled at how thick he’d grown in her hand. His cum was still leaking out of her but she felt a desperate, growing desire to have him inside her once more.

    “You know, sometimes a cuckold needs a little help to embrace his reality,” Jason said.

    “And what is Peter’s reality?” Marie asked playfully.

    Jason moved on top of Marie. He rubbed his hard cock around her eager, wet pussy and pushed the head inside. She closed her eyes, arched her back slightly, and groaned. She needed him inside her.

    “His wife doesn’t want his cock anymore. It’s of no use to her. It doesn’t provide her with any pleasure. It doesn’t give her what she needs, and because of that, it doesn’t belong inside her,” Jason said as he plunged the full length of his cock into Marie’s pussy.

    “You’re right,” she said. “You’re so fucking right.”

    Marie welcomed Jason into her body. She opened herself up and urged him to fuck her. She needed him deep inside her. She needed him to satisfy her desires, desires that had gone unanswered for far too long.

    “We can teach him, Marie,” Jason said as he fucked the beautiful woman in his bed. “We can show him his place. We can help him accept it.”

    Marie pulled Jason closer. She kissed him. The idea of teaching Peter to accept that he didn’t deserve to fuck her was immensely thrilling. The idea of his small cock being banned from her pussy was enough to bring Marie to a quick orgasm.

    “Do you want more?” Jason asked after she’d recovered.

    “I want as much as you can give me, Jason,” Marie said.

    ---

    “I know you’re nervous, Peter,” Marie said as she watched her husband pace back and forth. “You don’t need to be. You’re just going to watch. You should be excited about this.”

    Peter stopped and looked at his wife. She enjoyed the lusty look on his face. Clearly, the delicate lace lingerie set she’d chosen for her lover was having its intended effect on her husband.

    “I don’t know why I’m nervous, honestly. I know I shouldn’t be. I should be excited. I can’t help it, though,” Peter said.

    Marie stood and closed the distance between them with slow, delicate steps. She made sure to exaggerate the sway in her hips. She wanted Peter to fall under her lusty spell.

    “This is good for you, Peter. It’s good for a cuckold to watch his wife and the new man she’s brought into her life have sex. It’s good for a cuckold to see what it’s like when someone else makes his wife cum. You understand that, don’t you?” Marie said softly.

    She reached down and unzipped her husband’s pants. Her fingers deftly moved inside and extracted his cock, which was already hard. Marie stroked Peter as he moaned.

    “I understand,” he said.

    Marie leaned forward and teased Peter’s neck with a delicate flick of her tongue before she asked, “Is that why you’re nervous, Peter? Are you nervous to see how Jason fucks me? Are you nervous to see how good he makes me feel? Are you nervous to see how hard he makes me cum?”

    Peter hesitated for a few moments and said, “I don’t know.”

    Marie smiled, though her husband couldn’t see it. “Jason fucks me exceptionally well, Peter. It’s not just the size of his cock, either. He uses it better than any man I’ve ever been with. He uses it better than my ex-boyfriends, and he definitely uses it better than you’ve ever used yours.”

    Peter groaned as Marie slowly stroked his cock. He reached out and tried to pull down her panties.

    Marie stepped back and slapped his hand away. “Absolutely not,” she said. She couldn’t help but let her annoyance slip through. “I am not yours tonight. I’m Jason’s tonight.”

    “But you’re my wife,” Peter said.

    The defiance in Peter’s voice only enhanced Marie’s annoyance with her husband.

    “And why should that matter, Peter?”

    She saw the briefest flash of anger on his face. “Because it does. Because we’re supposed to have sex. Because we’re supposed to take care of each other’s needs.” Peter’s cock throbbed as he explained himself.

    Marie found his selfishness immensely irritating. He was horny and he wanted to cum, and in the moment it was the only thing he could think about. He didn’t particularly care what she wanted, not when his lust was this high.

    Marie managed to quiet her annoyance with her husband. She stepped forward and tightly gripped his cock. He cringed in pain.

    “This cock has never taken care of my needs,” she explained. Her voice was soft and controlled. “That’s why I need Jason to fuck me, and that’s why I need you to watch. That’s why you’re going to sit and watch as another man fucks me in our bed. Tonight, you’re going to discover that your cock has almost always failed to meet my needs.”

    Marie’s grip had tightened as she addressed her husband. He looked like he was in agony by the time she released his cock. He stepped away and looked at her and there was a hint of fear in his eyes. Marie didn’t mind that one bit.

    ---

    “Why are your clothes still on, Peter?” Marie asked as she rubbed her fingers over Jason’s recently exposed abs.

    Her lover had arrived at the appointed time and she’d greeted him in her lingerie. They shared a sensual kiss as Peter watched from the edge of the living room, afraid to approach any closer.

    After a handshake and a brief introduction Marie had led them all to the bedroom. There was no point in waiting to start the evening’s festivities. She wanted to get fucked and Peter needed to see just how disappointing his cock was compared to the new man in her life.

    “Jason’s naked. Why don’t you join him? Why don’t you show us your cock?” Marie said.

    She could see how self-conscious Peter felt as he stripped in front of his wife and her lover. He took his time and he briefly tried to cover his cock with his hands before relenting to the inevitable.

    “Now Peter,” Marie said as she let go of her lover and walked over to her husband. “I want you to tell me honestly. Do you think your cock is as big as Jason’s?”

    Marie took her husband’s hard cock in her hand and stroked it as they both looked over at Jason.

    Peter’s voice was meek as he answered, “No, it’s not.”

    Marie played with his balls and smiled as her husband moaned.

    “And do you think your cock can make me feel as good as Jason’s cock does?”

    Peter looked at the floor. Again his voice was quiet as he said, “No, it can’t.”

    “You know, why don’t we find out for sure?” Marie said as she released Peter’s testicles from her grip and returned to Jason.

    She fell to her knees and took her lover’s big cock into her mouth. She blew him lustily. It wasn’t necessary – Jason was ready to fuck her – but she wanted Peter to see. She wanted her husband to see the lusty way she approached pleasuring her lover’s cock. She wanted Peter to witness how she sucked another man’s dick.

    Marie stroked Jason’s big dick as she turned to her husband and asked, “Do you want to see him fuck me, Peter? Do you want to watch me cum on another man’s cock?”

    Peter nodded. His dick was rock hard and his balls had tightened.

    “I want to hear you say it, Peter. I want you to tell me that you want to watch me fuck another man’s bigger, better cock.”

    Marie could see the anguish in her husband’s eyes. She was amazed that it turned her on. She liked it. She liked making him admit to what he wanted, even if it caused him pain.

    “I want to see you fuck another man’s bigger, better cock,” Peter admitted.

    Marie smiled and stood up. She kissed Jason and pulled down her panties before pushing her lover onto his back in their bed.

    Marie swiftly straddled the man the craved and guided the head of his cock to her wet pussy. She took him inside her body and sank down. Every inch of him disappeared inside her.

    “Are you watching, Peter?” Marie said as she turned around. Her husband’s gaze was directed exactly where she wanted it to be. He was staring at her pussy and the big cock buried inside her. “Why don’t you get on your knees? You’ll have a much better view from down there.”

    Peter did as he was told, this time without hesitation. His eyes never left the sight of his wife’s pussy.

    Marie turned her attention back to Jason and began to ride him. She fucked herself on his big cock and got exactly what she needed. For a brief time she forgot her husband was even in the room. She was content to let him watch from his knees while she enjoyed the intense pleasure of having a long, thick cock inside her.

    Her first orgasm arrived swiftly, and Marie made sure to amp up her performance a little. She was louder and lustier than usual to ensure that her husband didn’t miss out on how much she was enjoying the big dick buried in her cunt.

    After her climax, Marie quickly switched to reverse cowgirl. She looked at Peter as she sat down on her lover’s big cock.

    “You don’t make me cum like that, do you Peter?” she asked while grinding on Jason’s thickness.

    Peter pulled his eyes from her pussy and looked up at his wife. He shook his head and said, “No, I don’t.”

    “Your cock rarely makes me cum at all. Isn’t that right?” she said. There was a touch of venom in her voice. Marie wanted to hammer home the point.

    “No, it doesn’t,” Peter admitted.

    Marie smiled as she began to ride Jason’s cock. She bounced hard and the room filled with the sound of wet sex. Peter stared into his wife’s eyes as she held his gaze while working someone else’s big dick with her pussy.

    Much to her surprise, Marie had another orgasm as she rode Jason’s cock in reverse cowgirl. The position almost never got her off, but today it proved thrilling. She wondered if staring into her husband’s eyes and watching him finally start to accept just how inadequate he was as a lover had anything to do with her increased sense of arousal.

    After her second orgasm, Marie climbed off of Jason’s cock and stepped towards her husband. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him tight against her pussy, essentially forcing him to taste her.

    Peter didn’t hesitate to lick his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her as she moved his head between her legs.

    After a few moments Marie pushed her husband’s head away and smiled at the slickness of her juices all over his face.

    She returned to the bed, this time lying on her back and welcoming Jason between her legs to fuck her. Her lover’s big cock slipped inside her once more and Marie groaned as she wrapped her legs around him.

    Missionary was the position she and Peter usually had sex in, which is why Marie wanted it to be the last position Jason fucked her in. It’s why she wanted it to last a long time, too. She wanted Peter to watch as his wife and another man had sex in their marital bed. She wanted him to see that it was better with the other man, to make a direct comparison between himself and Jason and understand that there really was no comparison.

    Finally, a few minutes after Marie’s third orgasm, Jason unloaded inside her. Marie felt a warm sense of satisfaction as her lover ejaculated in her pussy while her husband watched. Plus, she had one more little game to play with Peter.

    After pulling out, Jason excused himself and stepped into the master bathroom. He shut the door behind him and Marie looked down at her husband.

    As another man’s cum leaked out of her, she invited Peter between her legs. She invited him to do as he usually did after she’d been with Jason.

    Peter stood up and tentatively crawled into bed. He stopped with his throbbing cock just a few inches from his wife’s cum-filled pussy.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” Marie asked as she reached down and caressed her husband’s cock.

    Peter nodded.

    Marie stroked his cock faster. She built his arousal. She could see the desperate lust in his eyes.

    “Do you think I want you to fuck me?” she asked.

    Peter shook his head.

    Marie smiled. At least part of her lesson had gotten through. She ran her fingers over the head of Peter’s cock, gathered the leaking precum, and stroked him. The slippery sound of a handjob soon filled the room.

    “Do you deserve to fuck me?” she asked.

    An agonized look crossed Peter’s face. “No, I don’t,” he said.

    Marie let go of his cock. “No, you don’t,” she confirmed. “But you do deserve to orgasm, so why don’t you jerk yourself off onto my stomach.”

    Peter quickly took hold of his throbbing cock and masturbated furiously. It was less than 30 seconds before he spilled his seed on Marie’s taut stomach.

    She smiled. She knew there was more work to be done, but she liked that Peter seemed to have a much better understanding of his place.
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    “You need to be with a nice guy,” Sydney’s friends had said. “A nice guy won’t cheat on you. He won’t forget your anniversary. He’ll get you flowers. He’ll take you on nice vacations. He’ll treat you right.”

    She’d heard it all and on numerous occasions. Her friends weren’t wrong and they said those things because Sydney had a habit of dating assholes that would disappoint her in myriad ways, leaving her with a broken, hardened heart.

    What Sydney’s friends didn’t tell her was that the sex would be so bad. They didn’t tell her that it’s a lot harder to find a nice guy with a great body and a big dick. They didn’t tell her that the nice guy wouldn’t know how to take charge in the bedroom if his life depended on it.

    All of that was running through Sydney’s mind as she sat on the couch and stared at Ryan, the nice guy. She’d been with him for six months. They’d gotten comfortable. They were planning on moving in together soon, and here they were sitting in front of the TV on Saturday night and watching some horrible, terrible, boring movie on Netflix.

    “Hey, why don’t we go to a club?” Sydney asked. “You know, have some drinks, do some dancing, get a little wild.”

    She left out the part about flirting with hot guys and trying to take one home since that was out of the picture since she’d started dating the nice guy.

    Ryan gave Sydney the same look he’d offered so many times. It was a look she’d grown tired of. It felt patronizing, like he was telling her that it was cute that she still wanted to go clubbing but that she needed to grow up because she was in a real relationship now.

    “Do you want a glass of wine?” Ryan asked. “Or I could mix a cocktail if you’d like. You know I’m pretty good at that. We could have our own little version of a night at the club. Just, you know, without the dancing and the loud music.”

    He smiled and ran his fingers up the soft skin of her calves. His touch felt genuinely good and Sydney suddenly felt bad for being bored. Ryan really was a nice guy. Her friends were right. He wasn’t going to break her heart. He wasn’t going to cheat on her. If she told him to take off her shorts and go down on her he would have gladly done so, which is something many of her ex-boyfriends would have refused to do.

    Still, Sydney knew that when they inevitably moved to the bedroom that she was going to be disappointed with the outcome. Ryan’s tongue was wonderful and he always emotionally connected with her when they made love, but it always left something to be desired.

    Sydney needed to be fucked from time to time. She needed to feel like the man fucking her was in total control and that he was going to ensure they both had the most deeply satisfying orgasms imaginable. Ryan was never going to be that man, which is why Sydney felt such a strong sense of dissatisfaction.

    “I will take that cocktail,” Sydney said. “Make it strong.”

    Ryan hopped off the couch and Sydney smiled. Again she felt guilty. She’d dated guys that wouldn’t have gotten off the couch for anything, let alone to do something for her. Why couldn’t she just be happy with what Ryan offered?

    A few minutes later he returned with an expertly made cocktail. Sydney took a sip and smiled. He’d made it strong, just like she wanted.

    It didn’t take long for Sydney to feel a beautiful buzz and with that came the kind of amorousness she so enjoyed.

    Fueled by the effects of the cocktail, Sydney felt a deep, almost desperate desire to convince Ryan to fuck her like she needed to be fucked. She was utterly convinced that he was capable of it, that she just had to find the right way to unlock it.

    She started by snuggling up next to him. She rubbed his leg a little and when she saw movement in his pants Sydney moved to kissing his neck. That always did it for Ryan. He couldn’t resist it. Even if he was doing something important, the moment Sydney’s lips found his neck he turned all his attention to her.

    Soon the movie had been forgotten and they were engaged in a heavy make out session on the couch. Sydney straddled Ryan and ground her hips into his. She felt the telltale bulge of an erection between his legs. She felt his desire for her.

    “I need you to fuck me, Ryan,” she said.

    “That’s what I was planning on doing,” he replied with a smile.

    Sydney did her best to fight off a strong wave of frustration before saying, “No, Ryan. That’s not what I mean. I don’t want to have sex like we usually do. I don’t want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me.”

    The look of confusion on his face only frustrated Sydney more.

    “What’s the difference?” he asked.

    Sydney found herself momentarily befuddled by the question. She wasn’t sure she could adequately explain the difference, because the difference was found in how getting fucked made her feel. Making love to Ryan was beautiful and she usually had an orgasm, but her climaxes with him were nothing like the orgasms her ex-boyfriends gave her.

    “It’s harder and faster and more aggressive. It’s you taking control. It’s you fucking me,” she explained.

    “Is that the kind of sex you like?” he asked.

    “Yes, Ryan, it is,” Sydney answered as she continued to move her hips over his crotch. Her desire hadn’t waned.

    “We’ve been together for six months. Why haven’t you said anything?”

    He looked hurt and Sydney realized his question was perfectly valid. Why hadn’t she said anything? Why had she been insisting that Ryan be able to read her mind and guess the exact kind of sex she wanted to be having?

    “I…I don’t know,” Sydney said.

    Ryan smiled and stood up with Sydney in his arms. He put her on the couch and yanked off her shorts and panties. Moments later he was naked and his hard cock looked ready to fill her.

    Sydney felt a sense of overwhelming excitement. She felt kind of silly for not saying something sooner, but it seemed like she was going to get what she wanted. It seemed like the nice guy was going to fuck her like she needed to be fucked.

    Ryan moved between her legs, slipped his cock inside her, and pumped her pussy. It was different than usual. It was harder and a little faster. It still wasn’t what she needed, though. If anything, it was worse than when he made love to her.

    Sydney wrapped her legs around Ryan and moaned for him. She couldn’t tell him he wasn’t good enough. She couldn’t tell him that his idea of fucking her felt like a pale comparison to when she’d been fucked in the past. She just couldn’t.

    Instead, she pretended to like it. She faked it. She faked it until he came inside her.

    “Was that what you wanted?” he asked.

    “You were wonderful,” she said.

    “It didn’t seem like you came,” Ryan said.

    Sydney could see the insecurity on his face. She could see how badly he wanted to be a good boyfriend for her. It crushed her to know that he wasn’t able to measure up.

    “I didn’t. I’m sure it was the alcohol. That was an awfully strong drink you made me, after all,” Sydney said before pulling him close for a kiss. She wrapped her legs around him again. She couldn’t bear to look in his eyes and see that mixture of sadness and eagerness.

    “I love you, Ryan,” Sydney said. The thing that really broke her heart was that it was absolutely true. Outside of the sex, Ryan was a wonderful boyfriend.

    “I love you too,” he answered.

    ---

    Sydney looked at the clock. It was 3 a.m. She couldn’t sleep. Making a second drink was probably foolish as she could still feel the alcohol.

    She turned to her side and looked at her boyfriend. He slept so peacefully. He was blissfully unaware of the turmoil going on in her head.

    Perhaps it was the alcohol messing with her head, but Sydney felt a desperate kind of desire. She felt an overwhelming need to get fucked. Masturbating wasn’t going to get the job done and Ryan wasn’t up to the task of making her cum like she needed. It felt like she had six months of pent up desire coursing through her and she needed a release.

    Sydney slipped out of bed and grabbed her phone off the nightstand. She quietly closed the bedroom door behind her and tiptoed down the hallway.

    Sydney paced back and forth in the living room as she stared at Trent’s entry in her phone’s address book. She tapped the text button. Her fingers hovered over the keypad as her mind raced. Was she really considering texting her ex-boyfriend to arrange a quickie?

    The longer she stood there staring at her phone, the more desperate Sydney felt. She remembered what it was like when Trent fucked her. She remembered how he could take her to a place of pure, perfect sexual bliss in no time. She remembered how easily he would take charge. She remembered how hard he would make her cum when they fucked.

    Finally, she gave in to her desires and texted him. She typed out, “I need you to fuck me,” and stared at the words for a few moments before sending the text.

    Guilt washed over her. She was trying to cheat on her boyfriend. She loved him and yet she was going to cheat on him. If it wasn’t Trent she would text someone else. She couldn’t wait any longer. She couldn’t deny herself what she needed.

    “Where?” Trent texted back. “Can’t do it at my place.”

    Sydney felt weak in the knees. She was moments away from committing to cheating on Ryan and she was going to do it while he slept. Some part of her knew it was stupid, but she was too horny to stop herself.

    “Come to my place,” she texted.

    “I’ll be there in 10 minutes,” Trent replied.

    Sydney’s heart pounded as she continued to pace back and forth in the living room. She was torn between the logical part of her brain that knew it was insane to cheat on Ryan while he slept and the part of her brain that absolutely needed the kind of orgasm that she knew Trent could provide.

    As the minutes passed, Sydney thought less about Ryan and more about the man coming over to fuck her. She thought of how much she missed his cock and the way he fucked her. She thought about how she always wanted to make him feel so good, about how that drive always made her willing to do whatever Trent craved.

    When Trent texted, “I’m here,” Sydney stripped. She wanted to answer the door in the nude. She wanted to get right down to business.

    She watched through the peephole and opened the door as Trent lifted his hand to knock.

    “Well, well,” Trent said as he looked up and down her naked body. “You look as hot as ever.”

    Sydney stepped back and welcomed her ex-boyfriend to her apartment. Trent moved behind her and ran his hands over her smooth, taut stomach and up to her breasts. He took them in his hands and played with her nipples, causing Sydney to moan quietly.

    “What’s got you so worked up you couldn’t wait until tomorrow to get fucked?” he asked while pulling on her nipples.

    “It’s been six month since I had the kind of orgasm I need,” she answered while turning around and undoing Trent’s belt. “I love my boyfriend, but he just can’t fuck me like you can.”

    She pulled his pants down and sank to her knees. Her fingers wrapped around Trent’s beautiful cock and she stroked him slowly.

    “Does your boyfriend know what you’re doing right now?” Trent asked.

    Sydney smiled and took his cock in her mouth. She moved down the shaft, sucking vigorously. She instantly remembered how much she loved making Trent feel good. She even loved going down on him, which isn’t something she could say for Ryan.

    “My boyfriend is sleeping in the bedroom and he has no idea what I’m doing,” Sydney said. “Are you okay with that?”

    “You know I don’t give a fuck about your boyfriend,” Trent answered. “Now get your mouth back on my dick.”

    Sydney did exactly that. She could feel the wetness and desire building between her legs as Trent’s cock disappeared into her mouth once more.

    “Fuck, I missed your mouth,” he said.

    Sydney reached up and played with his balls as she blew him. She knew what he liked and loved his moans of pleasure.

    When Trent grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed his cock into her throat, Sydney reveled in the pleasure of surrendering control.

    Trent maintained his grip on her hair as he pulled his long, thick cock from Sydney’s mouth. She looked up at him with a trail of spit running from her lips to the tip of his erection.

    He walked towards the couch and Sydney crawled just behind him. Trent tugged on her hair and she climbed onto the soft cushions.

    “Tell me what you want,” Trent asked.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Sydney answered.

    Trent rubbed the head of his cock over Sydney’s swollen pussy lips and she moaned.

    “I’m not sure I believe you,” he said.

    “Please, Trent, fuck me. Please, I miss your cock so much. I miss the way you fucked me. I miss the way you made me feel. I need it. I need you. I need you inside me.”

    Sydney knew she was begging. She didn’t care though. It was all true. She did need him to fuck her. She needed it desperately.

    Trent pushed inside her from behind. Sydney bit her lower lip to prevent a scream of pleasure from escaping. She couldn’t help but think that Ryan had never fucked her like this. He’d never taken her like this. Even if he’d tried to do what Trent was doing he would have failed. He simply couldn’t match up.

    “Yes, Trent. Fuck yes. Oh my God. You feel so good. You fuck me so good. I missed this so much,” Sydney said as she took a pounding from behind.

    Trent brought his hand down on her ass. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room. Sydney cried out. She couldn’t help it. She could feel her orgasm building. Any thoughts not related to the pleasure of taking dick from behind were emptying out of her head.

    Sydney saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked to her left and saw Ryan standing at the edge of the living room. He’d heard the commotion. He’d come out to see what was going on. Now he was staring at his girlfriend and another man having wild, aggressive doggystyle sex.

    “What the fuck?” he yelled.

    Trent stopped thrusting, though he didn’t pull his cock from Sydney’s pussy.

    “Don’t stop,” she said. “Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

    Trent laughed and resumed pounding her pussy from behind. The sounds of sex soon filled the room again, including Sydney’s loud moans.

    Ryan came closer. “Sydney, what are you doing? Why are you doing this?” He didn’t sound angry. He sounded confused. He sounded like he was on the verge of tears.

    “Shut the fuck up, Ryan” Sydney said. “Shut the fuck up and watch him. Learn from him. This is how I need to be fucked, Ryan. This is what I need from my boyfriend. This is the kind of sex I crave.”

    Just then Trent grabbed Sydney’s hair and pulled back as he pounded her harder. He spanked her ass and her cries of pleasure reverberated around the walls of the apartment.

    “Yes!” Sydney yelled. “Show him how to fuck me! Show him how a man is supposed to fuck a woman.”

    Sydney knew she was being cruel. She knew she was likely destroying her relationship with Ryan. She just didn’t care. She was getting what she needed. She was getting what she’d been missing for six months.

    “Tell me you love my cock,” Trent said.

    “Sydney, please!” Ryan pleaded.

    “I love your cock, Trent. I fucking love it. I love every inch of it. I love the way it pounds me. I love the way it makes me feel,” Sydney said. She’d long since stopped caring about anything other than her orgasm.

    “Sydney!” Ryan screamed.

    Sydney looked up at her boyfriend as Trent continued to fuck her from behind. She saw the pain on his face. She saw the agony she was putting him through. She was surprised to find that she didn’t care. Not in that moment.

    “You deserve this, Ryan,” she said.

    Trent fucked her harder. Each thrust brought a hint of pain along with an overwhelming sense of pleasure. It seemed that her ex-boyfriend was motivated by showing Sydney’s current boyfriend just how inadequate he was.

    “This is what happens to a boy that can’t fuck his girlfriend. This is what happens when you refuse to act like a fucking man and give me the pounding I crave. You have to watch a real man fuck me. You have to watch a real man make me cum. Watch and learn, Ryan,” Sydney said. Her voice was dripping with cruelty and anger. The rage that had built up over six months of inadequate sex was coming out in the span of just a few minutes.

    Ryan was trembling as he watched his girlfriend give herself to another man. Sydney’s words seemed to have brought him to the edge of despair. When he turned to leave, she stopped him.

    “Don’t you fucking leave!” she yelled. “You stay and watch him fuck me. You stay and watch him give me what I need. You stay and you watch a real man fuck your girlfriend.”

    Ryan stopped. It looked like he was fighting with himself. Part of Sydney wanted him to leave and part of her wanted to punish him for being such an inadequate lover for so long.

    When he turned around, Sydney smiled. The cruel part of her had won. “That’s right,” she said. “Watch him fuck me. Watch him stretch my tight little pussy with his big cock. Learn from him, Ryan. Learn so you can be less pathetic.”

    Sydney wasn’t sure, but she thought she detected a hint of desire in Ryan’s eyes. Was she tapping into a side of him he didn’t know existed?

    Trent leaned over and grabbed Sydney’s tits as he fucked her from behind. She turned her head and they shared a wet tongue kiss. She screamed into his mouth as he pulled hard on her nipples.

    “He does what he wants, Ryan,” Sydney said as Trent returned to fucking her from behind. “He’s a real man. He does what he wants with my body. He fucks me like I need to be fucked. He makes me feel like a woman. He makes me feel like his slut.”

    Sydney felt like she was setting herself free. She was letting go of the desire for a calmer, easier relationship. She was embracing the need to get fucked like a slut.

    “Come here,” Sydney said to her boyfriend.

    Ryan came closer, though his hesitance was obvious with each step.

    Sydney reached out and unzipped his pants. Her fingers snuck inside Ryan’s fly and pulled out his cock, which was almost fully erect. She looked up at her boyfriend and stroked his cock.

    “You’re so fucking weak that I had to text an ex-boyfriend in the middle of the night,” she said. Ryan’s cock throbbed in her hand. “I had to invite him over to fuck me while you slept. I had to get his dick inside me because I was so sick of fucking you.”

    Ryan moaned. Sydney couldn’t tell if he was getting off on the dirty talk or he just liked the handjob and she didn’t care. Her orgasm was fast approaching.

    “He’s gonna make me cum, Ryan. Pay attention. Watch and see what it looks like when a real man makes your girlfriend cum!”

    Trent kept up his powerful pace and Sydney kept stroking Ryan’s cock. Then a supernova went off in her loins. She screamed loud enough for her neighbors to hear and stroked Ryan even faster. The orgasm exploded from her pelvis and spread to the rest of her body. Six months of unreleased sexual tension found its way out of her.

    Ryan’s cock spurted seconds later. He made a mess all over the back of Sydney’s couch as she slowed her stroking and smiled at his orgasm.

    Trent kept up his thrusting for another thirty seconds before pumping his load in Sydney’s pussy. She smiled as his cock throbbed while he unloaded.

    When he pulled out, Sydney looked up at Ryan and said, “Did you learn anything?”

    He looked traumatized by the experience, but there was a glimmer of pleasure in his eyes.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Trent dressed quickly and let himself out, leaving Sydney and Ryan to deal with the aftermath.

    “You might not be the right woman for me,” Ryan said as he sat on the couch.

    Sydney felt Trent’s cum leaking out of her pussy as she looked over at the “good guy” she’d been dating for the past six months.

    “I think you’re right,” she said. “I think I need something different.”

    Ryan took a deep breath, put his cock back in his pants, zipped up, and said, “Okay. I’m gonna head home then.”

    He looked a little dazed, but he seemed to be taking their breakup better than Sydney expected, especially given what she’d just done to him.

    “Okay. Bye,” she offered softly as he grabbed his things and let himself out.

    “Nice guys just aren’t for me,” Sydney said to herself. “Lesson learned.”

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 92623840 - His Crush is a Cruel Girl

    Ryder lifted the red cup to his lips, took a long, slow sip and used the opportunity to surreptitiously stare at Riley, the vivacious redheaded goddess he’d spent years crushing on. Her presence at the party was a thrilling surprise, though it meant that Ryder wasn’t doing much in the way of socializing. Instead, he largely did his best to find different ways to stare at the girl he’d never found the courage to approach.

    “Dude, just say something,” Dave, Ryder’s friend, said as he sidled up next to him.

    The sudden interjection caught Ryder off guard and he spilled a healthy amount of beer down his shirt as he tilted his cup just a little too far forward.

    Dave laughed uproariously and added, “I’m pretty sure Riley’s not into dudes that can’t put down a drink without making mess.”

    Ryder looked down to see a long wet streak on the front of his shirt. Some of it had even leaked onto his jeans. He’d made quite a mess.

    “Look at that,” Dave said. “She’s finally looking your way.”

    Ryder looked up to see Riley looking at him with a smile on her face. It wasn’t quite how he imagined it. She wasn’t offering a flirty smile, after all. She was laughing at the fact that he’d spilled half a beer down his shirt and pants.

    “Damn it,” Ryder said. “Where’s the bathroom?”

    Dave pointed across the room and said, “Down the hallway. Last door on the left. The laundry room is across the hall from the bathroom if you want to give your shirt a quick dry. Though you’ll still look like you pissed your pants, so, you know, there’s that.”

    “Thanks for the words of confidence,” Ryder said.

    Dave laughed and slapped him on the back before Ryder made his way through the crowd and down the hallway. He gently pushed the bathroom door open – he didn’t want to surprise anyone that might have forgotten to lock it – and stepped inside.

    Ryder looked at himself in the mirror and saw just how ridiculous he looked. He had a thick wet streak down the middle of his shirt and the front of his pants. He looked like he’d drooled all over himself. He unbuttoned his shirt and took it off in the hopes of using the dryer Dave mentioned.

    Ryder turned on the faucet to try and wash away the beer smell before he dried his shirt. A knock on the door caught him off guard and Ryder smacked his hand on the faucet and sprayed water all over his shirt and pants. “Sorry, occupied,” he said.

    “Ryder?” a soft, feminine voice said from the other side of the door.

    “Um, yeah. Can I help you?” he asked.

    “You could open the door.”

    Ryder knew there were other bathrooms in the house and he couldn’t imagine why someone needed to get into the one he was using so badly, but it didn’t seem like she was going to go away and he still had pants and a t-shirt on so Ryder turned the faucet off and opened the door.

    “Hey,” Riley said.

    Ryder couldn’t quite find the right words to greet the girl he’s spent years pining for.

    “Is it okay if I come in?” Riley asked, though she didn’t give him a chance to answer. Instead, she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.

    Riley stepped towards him and Ryder realized it was the closest he’d ever stood to the girl of his dreams.

    “You made quite the mess there,” she said with a smile. “I’m sorry if it seemed like I was laughing. I kind of couldn’t help it, you know?”

    “Sure,” Ryder said. “That’s okay.”

    “So, are you in here trying to get cleaned up, or are you doing something else?” Riley asked.

    “Something else?” Ryder asked.

    Riley flashed her bright smile and said, “I know you like me, Ryder. I’ve seen the way you look at me. I saw the way you were looking at me tonight. I thought maybe you used the mess you made as an excuse to come to the bathroom and…well, you know.”

    She glanced at his crotch and it dawned on Ryder that she was implying he might have come to the bathroom to jerk off to thoughts of her.

    “Oh…no, that’s not…no, that’s not what I was doing,” he said.

    Riley stepped closer and Ryder instinctively backed away as he felt a distinctly predatory vibe emanating from the girl he’d spent so much time dreaming about.

    “Ryder and Riley,” she said. “That has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?”

    “I…I guess,” he replied.

    “You do have a crush on me, don’t you Ryder?” Riley asked as she took another step towards him.

    Ryder backed up against the wall. The bathroom was too small for him to go anywhere else. “I…I don’t know…I mean…I’m not sure I’d say it was a crush.”

    “You know, you’re cuter than I ever gave you credit for,” Riley said as she reached out.

    Her fingers stopped just short of Ryder’s arm as he looked down. Part of him hoped he’d get to feel her skin against his. Part of him hoped she’d step aside so he could run out of the room and be done with it. Riley hadn’t been quite so assertive in the fantasies he’d conjured about her.

    Riley took a half step closer and ran her fingers up Ryder’s arm. A shiver of pleasure rushed through his body and his knees nearly buckled.

    She leaned closer and said, “Do you have a crush on me, Ryder?”

    He held her gaze for a few moments before nodding and looking away.

    Riley reached up, took Ryder’s chin in her fingers, and pulled his eyes back to hers. She took another half step closer and leaned in. Ryder’s pulse raced as he was certain Riley was going to kiss him.

    “I just broke up with my boyfriend,” she said.

    Riley tilted her head and leaned closer. Her lips parted and Ryder closed his eyes as he waited for her to kiss him.

    Her lips brushed against his cheek as Riley stepped closer and gently pressed her body against his. She gently bit his earlobe and Ryder winced.

    “Do you want to be my boyfriend, Ryder?” Riley asked.

    Goose bumps raced down Ryder’s arms as he felt Riley’s breath against his neck. “Yes,” he said.

    Riley stepped back and leaned against the marble counter. She crossed her arms and smiled. “Of course you do,” she said. “Every guy at this part wants to be my boyfriend. Four guys have already asked me out. I turned them all down. Do you know why?”

    Ryder shook his head. “No, I don’t.”

    Riley stepped closer again and smiled. “I turned them down because I’ve been waiting for you to ask me out, Ryder. I turned them down because I want you as much as you want me.”

    Ryder studied her face for a few moments and asked, “Really?”

    Riley smiled and nodded as she leaned in and tilted her head once more. This time she wasn’t teasing, though. This time she kissed him. This time her impossibly soft lips pressed against his. This time her lips parted and she offered just a little hint of her tongue.

    It was a moment of pure, wondrous bliss for Ryder. The rest of the world disappeared as he was swallowed into a vortex of joy and more than a little arousal.

    “That was incredible,” he said as Riley stepped back.

    She glanced between his legs at the bulge in his pants, looked up at Ryder, and said, “You know what would turn me on?”

    “What?” Ryder asked.

    “If you got on your knees,” she replied. “It turns me on to see a man on his knees.”

    Ryder stared at the beautiful redhead as the low beat of the party’s music seeped under the bathroom door. She held his gaze and he tried his best to ascertain if she was serious or trying to put together some sort of prank.

    With the arousal generated by her kiss still coursing through his body, Ryder ultimately chose to sink to his knees. If Riley was being honest and she was turned on by a man on his knees then that was the only place Ryder wanted to be.

    He looked up and saw Riley smiling at him. She reached down and slowly pulled up the bottom of her dress, revealing her creamy, smooth thighs and coming tantalizingly close to showing him the space between her legs.

    “Unzip your pants, Ryder,” she said.

    Ryder looked up at her and again studied her face. Riley looked a little bit aroused, like she was genuinely eager for him to unzip his pants. It felt risky to do it – it seemed to him that there were so many ways something like that could go wrong – but Ryder did it anyway.

    Riley rewarded him by lifting the bottom of her dress a little more, revealing a pair of white lace panties in the process. Suddenly it all seemed worth it. He was staring at her panties. He was looking between the legs of the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen and he was one thin layer of fabric away from looking at her pussy.

    “I like sex,” she said.

    “What?” Ryder asked.

    Riley smiled. “Sometimes guys think that girls don’t like sex. They think we use it as some kind of weapon, or a way to get free dinners or flowers or whatever. I like sex, though. I like to get fucked. I like the way a big cock feels inside me. I like it when a man moves between my legs and slides into my pussy. I like it when he fucks me well enough to give me the kind of orgasm that makes me tingle from head to toe.”

    Ryder was speechless and painfully erect. In all his fantasies about Riley he’d never really imagined her as the kind of girl that would talk about sex that way.

    “Are you the kind of man that could fuck me that way, Ryder?” Riley asked.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    “Take your cock out,” Riley demanded.

    For a few moments Ryder’s brain seemed to short circuit. He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t even hear the music anymore. It was just the sound of his heart pounding wildly.

    “Do it,” she said.

    Ryder reached into his fly. His fingers found his cock. He hesitated for a moment and then pulled it out.

    Riley laughed. She dropped her dress and Ryder’s view of her panties disappeared. He looked up to see her staring down at his cock. She was still laughing.

    “Stop,” he said. “Please.”

    The laughter stop and a scowl replaced the bright smile that Riley had worn. She bent over and her blue eyes were alive with what seemed to be genuine anger. Then it all washed away. She smiled at him. The kindness returned to her eyes. Riley reached up to caress his face and Ryder felt his cock throb as the softness of her touch turned to arousal as the sensation moved through his body.

    “Tell me, Ryder. If I went back out to the party and told everyone that you trapped me in the bathroom and took out your cock, do you think they’d believe me?” Riley asked.

    “What?” he said.

    “If I told them that you locked the door and made me watch as you masturbated like some kind of deviant, would they believe me?” she asked.

    Ryder moved to put his cock back into his pants and Riley slapped him across the face with such force that he fell over. He caught himself on the edge of the bathtub and reached up to try and soothe the exceptional pain that radiated from the source of the slap.

    “Did I say you could put your cock away?” Riley asked.

    Ryder said nothing as he stared at the bathroom floor.

    “Answer me or I will slap you again,” she said.

    “No, you didn’t,” Ryder replied.

    “No, I didn’t. Now quit acting like a baby and answer my fucking question,” she demanded.

    Ryder sat up on his knees once more and put his hands at his sides. “Yes, I think they’d believe you,” he said. Of course they’d believe her. If the choice was between the beautiful, popular girl and the guy who was decidedly less popular when they’d all gone to school together, of course they would believe her.

    “Hold your hand up,” Riley ordered.

    Ryder held his hand up and Riley leaned over and spit in it.

    “Wrap your fingers around your cock,” she said.

    Ryder looked at the spit in his hand and then up at the beautiful redhead. Even in this decidedly cruel state she was still impossibly good-looking.

    He waited too long to do as she was told, though. Riley delivered another slap, this one with a little less force.

    “You’re not getting it,” she said. “The moment you walked into this party and directed your disgusting, pervy stare at me I decided I was going to teach you a lesson. That’s happening either way. I can leave this room and tell a story about your pervy desire to make me watch you masturbate, or you can do as you’re told and what happens in this room doesn’t have to leave this room. It’s your choice, but you better make it quickly because I’m getting tired of your inability to do as you’re told.”

    Riley was not, in any way, shape, or form, the girl Ryder thought she was. She was the not the fantasy he’d created in his head. She was, however, in control, and Ryder believed that she would use that sense of control to do whatever the hell she desired. He gave in and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    Riley smiled and said, “Look at your cock. Do you see how your fingers wrap all the way around it with ease? Do you see how the head barely pokes out when you’ve got your fingers around it?”

    Ryder nodded.

    “That means you have a small cock. It means you have a sad, pathetic, small little dick that couldn’t fuck me – or any other woman, for that matter – to a satisfying orgasm. It’s thin and it’s short and it’s sad. If you surprised me by having a big cock there was a chance I would have let you fuck me right here on the bathroom counter, but that thing is pathetic and it’s not coming anywhere near me,” she explained. “Oh, and just in case your delusional little mind hasn’t gotten the message yet, I was not waiting for you to ask me out. I would never, ever date you, Ryder. I said no to all those other guys because I can do better than them, just like I can do better than you.”

    Ryder felt some of the life draining from his cock as Riley offered her torrent of insults.

    “I am going to get what I need, though,” she said. “Now jerk off for me.”

    “What?” Ryder said. He regretted it, but it was like he didn’t have control. He was so surprised by her command that the words just spilled out.

    Riley raised her hand like she was going to slap him again and Ryder flinched. He closed his eyes and turned his head. Her laughter filled the bathroom.

    “Jerk off for me. Right now,” she said. “Stroke your small dick. Stroke it with my spit as lube.”

    Ryder stroked his cock as commanded and Riley laughed at him.

    “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” she demanded.

    Ryder did as he was told and Riley bent over. He thought she was going to spit in his mouth, but instead she wrapped her lips around his tongue and sucked on it. She took as much of it as she could into her mouth and sucked hard enough for it to hurt a little, like she was trying to pull his tongue from his mouth.

    “You’re a fucking loser,” Riley said after releasing his tongue from her grasp.”You’re on your knees jerking off your little dick like a fucking loser.”

    Ryder felt an unsurprising surge of pleasure between his legs. The situation was strange, but he was still masturbating and there was no denying it felt good.

    “Do you dream of my pussy, loser?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded.

    “Do you dream of fucking it? Do you dream of sticking your sad little dick in my pussy and fucking it until you cum?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded and stroked a little faster. He’d had those dreams. He’d had countless dreams of that variety.

    “Do you want to see my pussy?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Riley spit in his mouth with such force that it caught Ryder off guard. His head snapped back and he banged it against the wall, setting off another round of laughter.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Ryder swallowed her spit and she laughed once more.

    Riley stood, spun around, and bent over the bathroom counter. She lifted the bottom of her dress and he stared at her beautiful, milky white ass with the thong running down the crack. He felt a surge of pleasure between his legs as his cock swelled.

    “I’ll bet you’re the kind of loser that likes to kiss a girl’s ass, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Ryder nodded. He’d never really thought about it before, but the idea sounded quite pleasing.

    “Do it,” she said. “Kiss my ass. Be a good little loser boy and kiss my ass as you stroke that pathetic cock of yours.”

    Ryder crawled closer and pressed his lips against the warm, soft, pale skin of Riley’s ass.

    She surprised him by reaching back, grabbing a tight handful of his hair, and pulling his nose between her ass cheeks. She smothered him with her flesh and laughed once more.

    “Fucking loser,” she said after releasing her grasp.

    Ryder sat back and looked at her ass and then up at Riley. She looked down at him over her shoulder with pure disdain in her eyes.

    “Get on your back,” she demanded. “On the floor. Now.”

    Riley spun around as Ryder moved to his back on the cold tile of the bathroom floor. She unzipped her dress, stepped out of it, and carefully hung it from one of the hooks on the back of the door.

    “Don’t bother with the fantasy, loser,” Riley said. “I’m not going to sit on your cock. I wasn’t kidding. That dick of yours isn’t remotely worthy of being inside me. I’d barely feel it if I sat on you. I’d be doing it strictly for your benefit, and I think we both know you’re not worthy of that kind of pleasure from me.”

    Ryder was a little embarrassed that she’d seemingly read his mind. The first thing he’d thought when she unzipped her dress was that he was about to get lucky.

    “No,” Riley said as she stood over his body and stepped forward until her pussy rested three feet above his face. “I have other plans.”

    She pulled aside her panties and Ryder stared up at the most beautiful pussy he’d ever seen. Her lips were bright pink and they looked wondrously puffy. Short red hair surrounded her loins and all Ryder could think about was how joyful it would be if she did sit on his cock.

    “You’re pathetic,” Riley said as she lowered her pussy until it was hovering just above his face. “You can be useful, though. Now open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

    Ryder opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue as he dreamed of tasting Riley’s pussy. Surely she was going to let him lick her clit and make her cum.

    “I’m going to sit on your mouth now,” she said. “If your tongue moves without permission I will slap you silly. Do you understand?”

    Ryder nodded and a moment later Riley sat on his face. Her pussy lips spread open around his mouth and his tongue disappeared inside her. Just like that he was tasting the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. Her warmth and wetness enveloped his tongue and he stroked his impossibly hard cock faster.

    “Keep your mouth open,” Riley said with a smile. “I’m going to show you what I think of you.”

    Ryder felt a hot, salty liquid flow from Riley’s pussy into his mouth. It took a few moments to realize she was pissing. He reacted before he could think. He thrashed beneath her, but Riley refused to relent. She grabbed two handfuls of hair and pressed down as the flow continued. Piss poured out of Ryder’s mouth and down his cheeks. He felt it pooling beneath his head and soaking his hair.

    Riley wore a wild look on her face as she emptied her bladder on Ryder. When the flow stopped she began to move her pussy over his lips and tongue. He thought she was using him like toilet paper, but a quiet moan escaped her lips.

    “You’re disgusting,” Riley said as she closed her eyes and continued to ride his face. “You’re a disgusting little pig. You’re a disgusting little piss pig. You filthy, piss-soaked piece of shit.”

    Ryder saw that he was nothing more than a toy for Riley. Her eyes were closed and the dirty talk was unquestionably for her pleasure as she let out a series of lusty moans between each round of verbal degradation.

    “You’re fucking filthy,” she said as her thighs began to tremble. She tightened her grip on his hair and moved her pussy swiftly over his face. “You’re a filthy little pig that’s going to make me cum.”

    Riley leaned forward, lifted her pussy from his lips, and climaxed as she turned Ryder’s head and pressed it into the floor, smearing his cheeks in her warm piss in the process.

    When she was finished Riley stood up, wiped the bottom of her shoes on his shirt, adjusted her panties, and put her dress on.

    “You’re welcome to finish jerking off if you’d like, but I won’t be sticking around for that,” she said before turning to check herself in the mirror. “I might want to do this again sometime. I’ll let you know.”

    She walked out and Ryder stared at the ceiling. He released his cock and reached up to wipe some of the piss and pussy juices off his face. He hesitated for a moment and then wrapped his fingers around his cock once more.

    Ryder closed his eyes and masturbated furiously. Not long after his body shook with pleasure and his cum spurted into the air. It felt humiliating to cum after the ordeal Riley had put him through, but all Ryder could think about was how badly he wanted to do it again. He wasn’t sure why, but he wanted more of the cruelty she’d just doled out.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 92682999 - Your Wife's First DP

    Your wife knows her slinky, sexy black satin robe with lace trim drives you crazy. That’s why she’s wearing it. She knows you love to touch her while she’s in it, how much you crave running your fingers over the soft material and listening to her moan quietly.

    You’re not allowed that pleasure tonight, though. Her bull is coming over and the rule is the same as it’s always been. You’re not permitted to indulge in your desires for your wife’s flesh before her bull comes over. If you’re a good cuckold you’re allowed to indulge after he’s left.

    She insists that you watch her get ready for Mark, though. She wants you to see how much care she puts into looking good for him. She doesn’t take nearly as long on her hair and makeup when she’s preparing to spend time with you, does she?

    “How do I look?” your wife asks after putting the finishing touches on her makeup.

    “You’re perfect,” you say.

    She smiles and stands. With short, slow strides she closes the distance between the two of you. Your eyes drift to her breasts. You watch as the soft black satin moves gently over her erect nipples. You know she’s excited for another man.

    You hold your hands behind your back as your wife approaches. You know you’d be too tempted to reach out and play with her breasts if you didn’t restrain yourself.

    Your wife enjoys your obedience. She enjoys that you’re such a well-trained cuckold and that you’ve learned to restrain your desires in favor of making her happy.

    She sees fit to reward you for your good behavior. She presses her body against yours and kisses you. The black satin is electric against your skin. Her nipples press into the naked flesh of your chest as her tongue pushes into your mouth.

    You moan for your wife. She moans in response. An erection grows between your legs. She’s achieved her desired goal and moves towards the closet to get dressed.

    “Are you sure you want to do this?” you ask.

    It’s the first time you’ve given voice to your trepidation about tonight’s plans. Normally you’re not one to argue with her desires, but tonight feels different. A double penetration feels so much more extreme.

    When your wife turns, you expect to see a look of anger on her face. It’s mildly surprising to see a smile instead. She walks back towards you. You keep your hands behind your back. As your wife approaches, she unties her satin robe and lets it fall open. She pushes two fingers into her pussy and they emerge slick with her desire.

    “I’ve been wet all day,” she says while lifting her fingers. “I’ve been wet all day because I’ve been thinking about two men sharing me. I’ve been thinking about their desire for me, about their lust for my body. I’ve been thinking about pushing my limits and expanding my sexuality. I’ve been thinking about being double penetrated by Mark and Ryan and it’s left me wetter than I’ve been in years.”

    Your wife gently presses her fingers into your mouth and you quickly suck them clean. You look into her eyes and see her lust. She’s being genuine. She’s wet because she’s being double penetrated tonight. She’s wet because she’s doing something she’s never done before. She’s wet because her cuckold husband is going to watch as two men fuck her.

    ---

    Your wife looks lovely in a low cut spaghetti strap dress and a pair of strappy, shiny high heels. Her legs are crossed as she sits between Mark and Ryan on your couch.

    You’re seated across from them. You’ve already served everyone drinks and while there was a bit of awkward conversation, things have loosened up considerably.

    Mark makes the first move. He caresses your wife’s knee and moves his fingers up the outside of her thigh. She instinctively opens her legs to allow him access to what he craves.

    Your wife’s lack of underwear makes it easy for Mark’s fingers to find their way to her pussy. She closes her eyes and quietly moans as he penetrates her.

    “It feels like you’re excited,” he says.

    “You have no idea,” your wife replies.

    Ryan gently directs your wife’s attention to him and they share a long, slow kiss as Mark fingers her. You watch from across the living room with an erection throbbing in your pants.

    While your wife is busy kissing a man she just met, Mark slips the strap of her dress off her shoulder and moves to suck her erect nipple. His fingers continue to move inside of her as he pleasures her flesh in two ways.

    Ryan and Mark deftly switch places. Your wife kisses her bull as the new man in your living room fingers her pussy and sucks her other nipple. She’s nearly naked on your couch and has two men eagerly offering her the kind of pleasure she craves.

    She’s getting exactly what she wants. She’s the center of attention. She’s the subject of lust for two handsome, strong men that could easily have any woman they wanted. Their desire for her is so significant that they’re willing to share her. It’s her lusty fantasy coming to life and you have the privilege of watching it all unfold.

    As the two men continue their erotic assault on her sexual organs your wife’s fingers move between their legs. She strokes their erect cocks through their pants and you feel a little jealous. You wish her fingers were wrapped around your dick.

    You can’t help but be a little impressed with your wife’s skill as she manages to unzip both men and pull their big dicks from their pants. Soon she’s giving two handjobs just a handful of feet away from you.

    A steady stream of sensual moans strikes your ears as your wife and her two lovers make their pleasure known. Those joyful noises mix with the sounds of kissing, sucking, and fingering as it becomes clear that this journey to a double penetration is off to a rollicking start.

    Your wife makes the next move. She stands and lets her dress fall to the floor. She strips the pants and underwear off of her two men and has them scoot closer on the couch. She falls to her knees in front of Ryan first.

    His cock disappears into her mouth. He moans loudly as you watch your wife’s head bob up and down. She reaches over and strokes Mark’s dick as her bull smiles. This was his suggestion and he’s clearly thrilled at seeing it become a reality.

    You’re far more turned on that you expected. You were nervous about this. You thought your wife was going too far. You were wrong, though. Now you can’t wait to watch them double penetrate her. You know she’s going to love it. You know it’s going to send her to a place of wild arousal that she’s never explored before. You know she can’t wait to go there.

    She moves to Mark’s dick. Once again you watch her head bobbing up and down in another man’s lap. You hear the sounds of sloppy cocksucking. You stare at your wife’s perfect ass and her wet pussy.

    “Go ahead, man,” Mark says to Ryan.

    Ryan smiles and stands. He pulls off his shirt, revealing a sculpted chest that puts your body to shame. He gets on his knees behind your wife. She moans around the cock in her mouth.

    Ryan’s fucking your wife. You watch from behind. You see him pushing in and out of her. You see his ass moving rhythmically. You hear your wife’s continued moans. You know she loves having that big cock in her pussy and another in her mouth.

    This isn’t the first time she’s been spit roasted. Mark introduced her to that pleasure as well. He and a friend took turns using your wife’s mouth and pussy. That likely planted the seed for the double penetration that’s about to happen.

    Your wife cums with Ryan’s cock in her cunt and Mark’s erection in her mouth. Her moans are loud and lusty. Your dick throbs as you listen to her orgasmic delight.

    Ryan pulls out and stands up. Mark gently pulls your wife’s mouth from his cock and stands. He leads her to the bedroom and you follow.

    “Eat her ass,” Mark says as your wife gets on her hands and knees in your marital bed.

    You climb into the bed without hesitation. You eat her ass as instructed.

    “That’s it, honey,” your wife says. “Get me ready for them.”

    It thrills you to prepare your wife for another man’s cock. It always has. You love licking her asshole while knowing that both men are likely to have anal sex with her. You love knowing that you’ve never been permitted to fuck her ass and she’s happy to let them both have their way with her asshole.

    “That’s good, cuckold,” Mark says. “Sit there,” he demands while pointing to the pillows piled up at against the headboard. He wants you to have a great view of the action about to unfold in your bedroom.

    You take your seat as Ryan pushes his cock between your wife’s lips. She takes him down her throat with ease as he begins to fuck her face.

    Mark moves behind her, presses the head of his dick against her asshole, and fills her. She groans around Ryan’s cock. It’s not the first time her bull has taken her ass, but it always hurts a little when he penetrates her.

    Your wife has confessed to finding a little bit of pain thrilling. She likes that she’s doing it for Mark, the man that has brought her such life-changing sexual pleasure. She likes his desire for her asshole. She likes acquiescing to that desire.

    Soon the two men find a rhythm as they spit roast your wife. Mark fills her asshole while Ryan fills her mouth. They thrust in and out as she moans. The longer they fuck her, the louder she moans. You can see that she’s getting to that place of pure bliss she craves. Her eyes roll back in her head as they use her.

    You’ve never seen your wife like this. You’ve never witnessed her experience this level of pleasure. It’s astonishing.

    Soon, your wife cums again. She cums with a big cock in her ass and another in her mouth. She cums because they’ve completely overwhelmed her mind and body. They’ve put her into a place of such sexual joy that she can’t help but have a massive orgasm.

    Mark and Ryan pull out and give your wife a few moments to recover. She looks at you and smiles. It’s almost like she’s drunk.

    “Eat my ass, cuckold,” your wife demands in a low, soft voice.

    You crawl across the bed and move between her ass cheeks. You know that Mark’s cock was just inside her. You know he was just working over her ass and that only makes the idea of licking it even more arousing.

    Your wife moans as you spread her ass cheeks and give a rimjob. Your tongue flicks back and forth over her freshly-fucked asshole. You push it inside. You taste her. You taste Mark’s cock.

    “Damn, that is one dedicated cuckold,” Ryan says as you vigorously rim your wife.

    “He certainly is,” your wife adds. You can hear the joy in her voice. You can hear how happy you’re making her by eagerly rimming her asshole after another man has been inside her.

    When your wife pushes you away, you know the action is about to begin. You take your place against the headboard as Mark gets on his back and your wife climbs on his cock. Her pussy sinks down onto him and they share a long, tender kiss as Ryan moves behind her.

    The kiss ends as the second cock slides into your wife’s asshole. Ryan slowly makes his way inside her, causing your beautiful wife to moan. It’s a sound of pure pleasure that escapes her lips.

    “Oh my God,” she says. “It’s so fucking good.”

    Mark and Ryan begin to thrust in and out of her. They quickly find their way to a steady rhythm. Your wife has two cocks moving in and out of her body at the same time. She’s being double penetrated. She looks like a pornstar in the best way possible.

    “Yes,” she says. “Yes, yes, yes.”

    She’s quickly returned to that place of sexual bliss. She’s in a state of pure joy with two cocks inside her at the same time. She’s experiencing something incredible with two other men and you’re watching, just like a cuckold should.

    “Thank you,” your wife says to Mark as she kisses him.

    She’s grateful to her bull for arranging the double penetration. You feel lucky to have married this woman. It seems that her sexual appetites know no bounds and it delights you.

    “Harder,” your wife says to her bull. “Fuck me harder.”

    Mark and Ryan simultaneously pick up the pace. They fuck your wife harder and faster. They push their cocks deeper inside her. They stretch her like she’s never been stretched before.

    Your wife’s eyes close and her mouth opens. She moans with every thrust inside her. You’ve never seen her experience pleasure like this before. Your cock throbs with excitement. You’re an audience member to your wife’s depraved delight.

    She cums again. It’s a long, slow orgasm. Her body twitches as the two men inside her keep thrusting. They’re not going to stop unless she says so, and you know she’s not going to say so. She wants to stay in this place of sexual bliss for as long as possible.

    They fuck her through her orgasm and give her one more. They switch places. They double penetrate her relentlessly and your wife doesn’t want them to stop. It must come to an end, though. They must cum.

    “Cum inside me,” she says when Mark and Ryan announce their impending climaxes.

    You watch as two men ejaculate into your wife’s body. You watch them fill her asshole and cunt with semen. You see the looks of joy on their faces. You see the satisfaction on hers.

    “Clean me,” she whispers after they pull out.

    You do so dutifully.

    “Clean it all, honey. They’re going to fuck me again,” your wife says.

    It’s going to be a long night.
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    “Which room is ours?” Penelope asked as the elevator opened.

    “There’s only one room on the floor,” Gerald said.

    “Really?”

    Gerald smiled and swept his bride off her feet and into his arms. “Only the best for the woman I love,” he said before giving her a kiss.

    Penelope looked gleeful as she put her arms around her new husband’s neck as they walked down the short hallway to the only room on the top floor of the hotel.

    “The key is in my pocket,” Gerald said.

    Penelope reached down and slipped her fingers into Gerald’s pocket. He smiled as she fished around, managing to push her fingers towards his cock in the process.

    “I’m not sure that’s it,” he said.

    Penelope smiled and said, “Oh, my mistake.”

    She produced the room key moments later and waved it over the sensor on the door. Gerald stepped into the room with his wife in his arms and stopped as they both took in the sheer size and grandeur of the suite.

    They entered into a living area with two couches, a fireplace, and a large flat screen TV. Off to one side was a small kitchen and to the other was a massive bedroom with a king size bed and the most comfortable-looking sheets they’d ever seen. A large, private balcony stretched across the entirety of the room. There was even a small second floor that featured a sitting area with another TV and a small refrigerator.

    “Gerald, this is incredible,” Penelope said before pulling her husband close for a kiss.

    “You deserve it,” he said before putting her down.

    They explored the room together, sharing kisses and laughs as they ran into each room and tested out the furniture.

    “I can’t believe how comfortable the bed is!” Penelope said as she jumped into it. Her long, elegant white wedding dress billowed up around her before settling onto the comforter.

    “How about a glass of champagne?” Gerald asked.

    The hotel had left a bottle and two glasses for them with a note that wished them a wonderful wedding night and a happy life together.

    “That would be lovely,” Penelope replied as she rolled over and stared at the view over the balcony. The city lights looked particularly beautiful from their elevated point of view.

    Penelope looked over as Gerald popped the champagne cork and it shot across the room and into a corner. She slid off the bed and put her arms around her husband from behind as he poured them both a glass of champagne.

    Gerald grabbed the glasses and spun around, handing one to Penelope. He kissed his radiant bride and basked in the sense of overwhelming joy he felt at having married such a beautiful, smart, talented woman.

    “You’ve made me a very lucky man, Penelope,” he said.

    “A toast to us,” she offered.

    Their glasses clinked lightly and they looked into each other’s eyes while happily downing the expensive, exquisitely delicious champagne.

    “It’s not too cold out and the view from up here is incredible. Let’s check out the deck,” Gerald suggested.

    He grabbed the bottle of champagne and Penelope followed. There was a bit of a breeze, but they’d lucked into an unseasonably cool summer night for their wedding.

    Penelope sat across Gerald’s lap and they shared a long, slow kiss out on the deck. She caressed his face as their foreheads pressed together and again Gerald felt awash in a kind of bliss he didn’t even know was possible.

    “I love you, Penelope,” he whispered.

    “I love you too, Gerald, and now I get to love you for the rest of my life,” she whispered back before kissing him once more.

    Between the champagne, Penelope’s overwhelming beauty, and the sensual kissing, Gerald couldn’t help but get erect. The fact that she was sitting in his lap and not-so-subtly grinding her ass into him made the stiffness in his pants inevitable.

    “Is that for me?” Penelope asked at one point. She seemed overtaken with lust too.

    Gerald smiled at his wife, but his chance to answer was interrupted by a knock at the door.

    “Who could that be?” Penelope asked.

    “I’ll go find out,” Gerald said as he helped his wife to her feet and led her inside.

    He looked down at his erection and resolved to hide it behind the door so as to avoid any unnecessary embarrassment.

    When he reached the door, Gerald took a moment to look through the peephole. He saw one of his groomsmen, Colton, standing there.

    “Hey man, come on in,” Gerald said as he opened the door.

    Colton looked a little nervous as he stepped into the suite and looked around. He turned to face Gerald and whispered, “Hey, man. So, look, are you sure about this?”

    Gerald smiled. “Yes. I’m absolutely certain. This is the right thing to do. This is what Penelope deserves. It’s probably what she’d even say she wants if she was being totally honest.”

    “Wait, she doesn’t know about this?” Colton asked.

    “Gerald, honey, who was at the door?” Penelope asked as she rounded the corner. “Oh, Colton. What are you doing here?”

    Gerald smiled. He knew he was right. Penelope’s reaction confirmed it. She seemed like a shy schoolgirl whose crush had just asked her where to find the library.

    “Hey, Penelope,” Colton said.

    Penelope lifted her hand to wave and dropped it just as quickly, like she was embarrassed.

    “Why don’t we have a seat?” Gerald suggested.

    “Honey, I don’t mean to be rude to our guest, but would you mind telling me what’s going on?” Penelope asked as they moved to the exquisitely comfortable couches.

    “Of course,” Gerald said as he turned to his wife. His heart pounded as he readied his answer. He knew he was taking a risk. He was certain he was right, but he also knew he could be making a colossal mistake that would get his marriage off to a decidedly rock start.

    Gerald took a deep breath and said, “Colton is your wedding present.”

    Colton shifted on the couch across from them. Penelope looked at her husband and at the groomsman. For a few moments, an uncomfortable silence filled the room.

    “I’m sorry?” Penelope finally said.

    Gerald smiled and repeated, “Colton is your wedding present.”

    Penelope looked over at Colton once more and then back at Gerald. “I heard you, Gerald. I just don’t understand what you’re saying. I need you to be a whole lot clearer with me.”

    Gerald had planned for Penelope to be resistant at first. He knew his bride wouldn’t eagerly jump at the chance to enjoy another man on their wedding night. She cared for his feelings far too much to do that.

    “I meant it when I said you deserve the best, Penelope, and I didn’t just mean the best hotel room for our wedding night. You deserve the best of everything. You deserve to live the best life possible. You deserve to enjoy Colton on our wedding night,” he explained.

    Penelope looked surprised, though Gerald was pleased to see that she didn’t seem outraged at the idea.

    “Wait, you mean that you invited Colton to our hotel room to…to have sex with me?” she asked.

    “I invited Colton here to ensure that you had the wedding night sex that you deserve,” Gerald said. He studied his wife’s face and found no anger. “We both know I’m not the most gifted lover, and I think if we were both honest we’d admit that you don’t always experience the kind of satisfaction you’d like when we have sex.”

    A pained look crossed Penelope’s face as she looked away from Gerald. He knew he was right and that it likely wasn’t something she wanted to confront on their wedding night.

    “You know that doesn’t matter, Gerald,” she said. “You’re a wonderfully generous lover. You always tend to me when I need it. I wouldn’t have married you if you didn’t.”

    “Penelope, I want to be with you for the rest of my life and I know that you’re not going to be satisfied with what I have to offer for that time span. I’d be surprised if you were satisfied for more than a year or two. Colton is the solution to that, at least for tonight. My gift isn’t just him. My gift is a willingness to ensure that you’re always satisfied for as long as we’re together. My gift is to offer that satisfaction without a hint of jealousy.”

    Gerald watched his wife’s internal battle play out on her face. For a moment it seemed like she wanted to be anywhere but in the hotel suite, and in the next she was glancing over at Colton with a hungry look in her eyes.

    “How can you be sure?” she asked.

    “Sure about what?”

    Penelope looked at him and rubbed her fingers over his hands. “How can you be sure you won’t be jealous? Isn’t that the one thing every man gets jealous about? Aren’t men genetically programmed to be jealous when their wives have sex with someone else?”

    Gerald tried his best to stifle the victorious smile that wanted to dance across his face. He knew he’d won. He knew he was right. Penelope wanted to be with Colton. She wanted to take him up on his offer or she would have kicked Colton out of their room by that point.

    “You’re right,” Gerald said. “Most men are like that. I’m not like most men, though. My love for you supersedes any jealousy I might feel. It drives me to do absolutely anything it takes to make you happy, and to keep you happy forever.”

    Penelope took Gerald’s face in her hands and leaned forward. They shared a soft, lingering kiss before she pulled back a few inches and asked, “Are you absolutely certain?”

    Gerald nodded and whispered, “Go to him. Enjoy him.”

    There was a sparkle in her eye as Penelope smiled and stood up. She closed the distance between her and Colton quickly and asked, “Are you okay with this? I know my husband can be quite persuasive.”

    “I am,” Colton answered. “I’ve been a bit jealous of Gerald since you two started dating. You’re astoundingly beautiful, Penelope. It would thrill me to do this.”

    Penelope turned back to her husband and asked, “How did you know?”

    Gerald smiled, but he wasn’t going to answer right away. “Know what, my love?”

    “How did you know I’d want your friend to fuck me on our wedding night?” she asked.

    Gerald felt a strong stirring of lust between his legs. “You’re not as careful as you think. I’ve seen the way you steal little glances at him. I’ve seen the way you smile when he looks at you.”

    Penelope sat across Colton’s lap and put her arms around his neck as Gerald shared his insights.

    “Plus, sometimes you talk in your sleep and sometimes you have rather naughty dreams.”

    Colton, now seeming quite comfortable with the proceedings, worked the hem of Penelope’s wedding dress up her legs and caressed the soft skin just above her knees.

    “Do you dream about me?” he asked.

    “It’s happened from time to time,” she replied.

    Colton’s fingers continued their journey up Penelope’s legs as she closed her eyes and moaned quietly.

    “And what happens in those dreams?” Colton asked.

    Penelope moved closer to the man caressing her thighs. Their lips were practically touching as she said, “I’ve heard tales of your skill, Colton. You’re good enough that some of your ex-girlfriends like to talk about you and they say such wonderful things.”

    “And am I doing those things to you in your dreams?” he asked.

    Penelope closed her eyes and let out a low, lusty moan. Gerald was certain his wife was being fingered in her wedding dress.

    “You are,” she said before turning and looking across the coffee table at her husband. “You’re making me feel so good, Colton.”

    Gerald wasn’t sure if she was talking about her dreams or about the fingering she was enjoying.

    “I think of you, you know,” Colton said.

    “When you’re dreaming?” Penelope asked.

    “Actually, I’m almost always awake and rather erect,” he said while continuing to work his fingers into Penelope’s pussy.

    “Are you saying you fantasize about me, Colton?” she asked in a breathy voice.

    “Yes, Penelope,” he answered before pressing his lips against hers.

    Penelope moaned as they shared a passionate kiss. Gerald’s cock was already hard and it throbbed as he watched his wife give herself over to the other man’s lust. He watched their tongues dance in a lusty fashion.

    “Take me to the bed, Colton,” Penelope said.

    Gerald watched another man carry his wife to the bed. He watched Colton reach up under Penelope’s dress and pull off the white lace panties she’d worn. He thought about how it was supposed to be him doing those things and wondered if his erection would be anywhere near as stiff if Colton wasn’t taking his place.

    “I need you inside me,” Penelope said.

    It seemed that there wouldn’t be time for foreplay. She was too turned on to wait. She was a beautiful, impossibly sexy bride eager to have a man inside her.

    Colton kicked off his shoes and stripped out of his pants before climbing on top of Penelope. She unbuttoned his shirt as they kissed.

    Gerald quietly moved into a chair in the bedroom so he could enjoy the show he’d orchestrated. He found his wife’s obvious passion for the other man arousing in the best way possible, though he left his erect cock in his pants. He wanted to leave the sexual activity to the two of them.

    “Wait, we don’t have any condoms,” Penelope said.

    “It’s okay, my love,” Gerald said. “Colton agreed to be tested for this and he’s clean. Feel free to enjoy him bare.”

    Penelope spread her legs and welcomed Colton between them. She reached down through the layers of her dress and helped guide his cock inside her.

    Her eyes closed and her head fell to the bed as the other man slipped into her pussy. Gerald felt an unexpected kind of arousal in his loins. He knew he’d enjoy watching Colton give Penelope the kind of sex she deserved, but he didn’t expect it to leave him so hard.

    “Oh, Colton,” Penelope said. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

    Gerald watched his friend and groomsman do exactly that. He watched his wife kiss the man inside her. He heard Penelope moan with each thrust. He witnessed someone give her something that he’d never been able to provide. He witnessed Penelope having great sex.

    Penelope wasn’t much of a talker during sex and it was no different on their wedding night. She made noises that Gerald hadn’t heard before, though. Her moans were louder and lustier. It sounded like she had no control over them, like the intense pleasure she was feeling forced them out of her.

    Gerald looked down and saw a precum stain on the front of his pants. He’d been leaking as he watched his wife and groomsman fuck. The pleasure was intense in a way he’d never experienced.

    Penelope was moaning louder now. Gerald knew she was approaching her orgasm. It seemed that Colton was as well. He felt his heart beating harder. It felt like he could hear it.

    “Oh my God!” Penelope cried out as her orgasm hit. She wrapped her arms around Colton and pulled him tight against her dress. “I’m cumming!”

    Colton’s thrust sped up and moments later he grunted and held his cock inside Penelope. They climaxed together and both seemed to find deep pleasure in it. Gerald had certainly never seen his wife cum like that before.

    Afterwards, Penelope ran her hands over Colton’s naked, muscular back and through his hair as they kissed. It was the kind of affection a woman offers to the man that makes her cum on her wedding night, only it wasn’t her husband that was receiving it.

    “Thank you,” Penelope said.

    “Trust me, the pleasure was all mine,” Colton responded before they kissed again.

    Gerald expected it to be a quick kiss before they disentangled, but it wasn’t. It was a deep, passionate kiss. It was the kiss of two lovers that didn’t want their time together to end.

    When their lips eventually parted, Penelope looked over at Gerald and smiled. “And thank you, my love. That was the most wonderful wedding gift.”

    “Trust me, the pleasure was all mine,” Gerald said. “Plus, Colton has a room at the hotel. There’s no reason you can’t enjoy him again before we leave. This isn’t a onetime gift, after all. This gift is meant to ensure a lifetime of pleasure for you, my love.”

    Penelope turned back to Colton and smiled. It was the kind of radiant, joyful look that Gerald loved being responsible for. They shared another passionate kiss.

    “What if I want him again tonight?” Penelope asked as he held her lover’s gaze.

    “My bride deserves the best,” Gerald answered.

    “Good,” Penelope said as she gently pushed against Colton’s chest, signaling him to slip out of her pussy. “Would you mind helping me out of my dress, Gerald? I think Colton might enjoy fucking me in my bridal lingerie.”

    “Of course,” Gerald said as he stood and helped undo the hooks that held the corseted part of the dress in place.

    Penelope looked beautiful in the white lace lingerie she’d chosen. Gerald couldn’t help but stare as she turned around and pulled him close.

    “Can you do one more thing for me?” she asked.

    “Anything.”

    “Are you sure?” she said while running her fingers over the obvious erection making a tent in his pants.

    Gerald wondered if she was about to ask for something he wouldn’t want to give, but he still said, “Yes. I’ll do anything for you.”

    Penelope stepped closer to Gerald. Her body felt exquisite pressed against his, even with all his clothes on.

    “I want to make love on my wedding night,” Penelope began, “and I want Colton to be the one that makes love to me. But, for it to be perfect we need to be alone. So I want you to take Colton’s keycard and wait in his room until we’re done with our wedding night sex.”

    Gerald tried to hide the mixture of disappointment and dismay he was feeling. He wondered if this was Penelope’s way of punishing him for arranging all of this without her permission. He wondered if he’d actually made a mistake inviting another man to have sex with her on their wedding night.

    He’d committed to it, though, and he was going to see it through. He was going to have faith that Penelope loved him as much as he loved her.

    “I don’t know how long we’ll be,” she said. “I’m feeling a little more ravenous than usual, after all. Make sure you bring your phone with you. I’ll call when you can come back. Okay, honey?”

    Gerald glanced at his naked friend resting in the bed he was supposed to spend the night in. He saw that Colton’s cock was already hard again. He knew that it was too late to take back his wedding gift.

    “I love you,” Gerald said.

    “I love you more than you can know,” Penelope replied as she pulled him close for a kiss. “Truly, this is the best wedding gift you could have gotten me. You have no idea how happy you’ve made me. I love you, Gerald. I’m lucky to be your wife.”

    “I’m the lucky one,” he said before stepping back and watching his wife climb into bed with his groomsman.

    By the time Gerald found Colton’s room key they were already kissing. Penelope didn’t even look up as he walked out of the bedroom.

    Gerald knew she loved him. He did his best to concentrate on that as he walked out the door and down the hall to the elevator. He heard his wife moaning. Colton was inside her again. He wondered how long he’d have to wait in the other man’s room. Would he get to spend any of his wedding night with his wife?
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    “You may enter,” Amelia called out.

    Simon opened the bedroom door and stepped inside. He kept his gaze fixed on the floor in front of him as he approached the foot of the bed.

    “Thank you for letting me enter, mistress,” he said. “How may I serve you?”

    “You may look up at me,” Amelia replied.

    Simon looked up and saw his wife and mistress in a black satin robe that she’d tied tightly around her waist. The covers were pulled back and Alexander, the man that had fucked Amelia to an exceptionally loud orgasm just over an hour ago was naked next to her.

    Though he’d earned a place in her bed thanks to his exceptionally large cock and his sexual prowess, Alexander was also submissive to Amelia. It just so happened that his use was to provide her with the pleasure that Simon could not due to his rather unimpressive size and his noted lack of skill in bed.

    “Did you have time to think about your behavior?” Amelia asked.

    “Yes, mistress. Thank you for dismissing me from the room and giving me time to think about my behavior. I’m terribly sorry for the way I acted. I promise, I won’t ever act that way again,” Simon replied.

    He’d acted poorly when Amelia informed Simon that one of her submissive lovers would be coming over. He’d previously been told that he would be granted the pleasure of sleeping in his wife’s bed and upon hearing that Amelia had changed her mind Simon had suffered a bout of poor behavior. Instead of being released from his cage and permitted the joy of being with his wife, Simon had been completely denied. As a result, he’d pouted, he’d argued that he deserved certain things because he was married to her, and he’d even raised his voice at one point.

    Amelia had promptly kicked him out of the bedroom and instructed him to wait by the door until she called him in again. He’d waited outside as her lover arrived. He’d listened to them fool around. He’d listened to them have sex. He’d listened to them both cum. He’d been denied the chance to prepare his wife’s pussy for another man’s cock. He’d been denied the chance to offer his submission and prepare Alexander’s cock for Amelia’s pussy. He’d been denied the chance to watch and so far he’d been denied the chance to clean his wife. He cherished each of those things and because of his outburst he hadn’t enjoyed a single one of them.

    “I believe that you mean that,” Amelia said. “But I’m afraid you’ve had one too many outbursts for me to believe you’ll actually follow through with it. I’ve told you many times that you shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep. That’s why you’ll have to be punished.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Simon said.

    “Remove your underwear,” Amelia ordered.

    Simon pulled his underwear down, removing the last article of clothing he had on.

    “Crawl into the bed and prepare Alexander’s cock with your mouth,” she ordered.

    Alexander spread his legs and Simon crawled into the bed. He took the other man’s long, flaccid cock into his mouth and sucked like he’d been trained to do over dozens of sessions. He used all the skills Amelia had drilled into his head and soon enough Alexander was moaning.

    “Does that feel good?” Amelia asked. “Is Simon a good cocksucker?”

    “He certainly is,” Alexander replied. “You trained him well.”

    Simon heard the sound of kissing and looked up to see his wife indulging in her desire for Alexander. The sight aroused him, but he couldn’t help but feel a little confused. Sucking cock wasn’t a punishment for him. He found offering his submissive mouth thrilling.

    “Yes, I did,” Amelia said. “I think the gloryhole trips served him particularly well. There’s nothing like blowing a dozen men over the course of a few hours to show a submissive slut how to please a variety of cocks.”

    Simon felt his cock throb in its chastity device as he thought of the gloryhole sessions. He’d gone a half dozen times in the early days of his oral training. Each time he’d sucked off at least half a dozen guys, sometimes well over a dozen. Amelia had been relentless in her effort to break him down and rebuild him as a useful toy for her pleasure and nothing was more effective than sucking one stiff cock after another without getting a single look at the men he was making climax in his mouth.

    “Are you ready to do your part, Alexander? Are you ready to help punish my cuckold?” Amelia asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Alexander replied.

    “That’s good, cocksucker,” Amelia said.

    Simon let Alexander’s cock slip from his mouth and looked up at his wife. She smiled and untied her robe, letting it fall open to expose her wondrously perky breasts.

    “Come to me,” she said.

    Simon couldn’t contain his smile as he crawled into the space between Alexander and his wife.

    “On your side,” Amelia said. “Facing me.”

    Simon rolled onto his side and Amelia pulled him to her chest. He felt the warm, impossibly soft flesh of her breast against his face and closed his eyes as a sense of calm surrounded him.

    “Take my nipple into your mouth,” she said. “Pleasure me, but be gentle.”

    Simon parted his lips and took his wife’s nipple into her mouth. He flicked his tongue over it and sucked gently. She ran her fingers through his hair and moaned and Simon sank deeper into that sense of calm.

    “You’ll find a bottle of lubrication in the nightstand,” Amelia said.

    Simon felt the bed move as Alexander rolled over and opened the nightstand drawer. A moment later the drawer shut and Simon heard the sound of the bottle being opened.

    “Lube yourself up,” Amelia instructed. “Be generous.”

    Simon continued to lick and suck her nipples, moving from one to the other. It was rare that he was given a chance to be so close to his wife’s body and he wasn’t going to waste the opportunity.

    Amelia pulled away and lifted Simon’s chin so he looked into her eyes. She smiled and caressed his face as the sound of Alexander stroking his now-lubed cock filled the bedroom.

    “Alexander is going to punish you now,” Amelia said. “It’s going to hurt and you’re not going to like it, but you are going to suffer through it without complaint. Do you understand?”

    Simon shook his head. “No, I don’t.”

    Amelia smiled. “He’s going to take your anal virginity,” she said. “He’s going to slide his cock into your virgin ass and fuck you until he’s released his load inside you. He’s going to do so because he’s a good submissive and he does as he’s told.”

    Simon tried to control the sense of panic that rose up in him. He felt his ass clench shut and he trembled as Amelia continued to caress his face.

    She kissed his forehead and whispered, “It’s okay. You can do this. You can suffer through this for me. You can be the submissive I trained you to be. Just try and relax. It’s going to hurt a great deal more than it has to if you don’t.”

    Simon took a deep breath and tried to relax, but he couldn’t. When Alexander pushed his fingers between Simon’s cheeks to lube his hole, he tightened up even more.

    “There’s no way I’ll be able to get inside him,” Alexander said. “I don’t want to tear him up.”

    Amelia kissed Simon’s forehead and the space between his eyes. She kissed the tip of his nose and then her lips met his. They lingered there for a few moments before she gently tilted her head and her mouth opened. Her tongue moved delicately along Simon’s lips and he couldn’t help but moan. A genuine kiss from Amelia was rare and it felt spectacularly good.

    “You need to take your punishment,” she whispered. “You need to take his cock for me. You need to be a good submissive. You need to suffer for your bad behavior. Your apology isn’t enough. You need to suffer.”

    She offered another soft kiss, this time with just a little more tongue. The sensual, romantic nature of it ran in direct contrast to her whispered words and Simon couldn’t help but get caught up in what he suspected was the exact kind of submissive bliss his wife was trying to create.

    Alexander’s fingers moved between his cheeks once more and this time Simon managed to relax enough for two of them to slip into his hole. He groaned into his wife’s mouth and she let her tongue dance with his.

    “Take him,” Amelia said. “Be gentle at first.”

    Simon felt the other man’s bare, lubed-up cock push between his ass cheeks. He felt the plump, soft head press against his asshole. Amelia kissed him and he lost himself in the sensual connection with his wife. He sucked gently on her tongue when she offered it and it helped blunt the pain of a big cock entering his asshole for the first time.

    As the head popped past his anal ring and the thickness of Alexander’s shaft began to slowly fill him Simon groaned. He pulled back from the kiss. The pain was too much.

    “It hurts,” he said. “It hurts so much.”

    “I know,” Amelia said. “I know it hurts. That’s why I’m having you do this. Alexander is fucking you because it hurts. He’s fucking you because you need to suffer for your transgressions. He’s fucking you to teach you how to be a good submissive. He’s fucking you because taking another man’s cock and cum in your ass will be painful and humiliating. It’s the perfect punishment for a cuckold that doesn’t know his place.”

    Simon felt Alexander’s pubic hair against his asshole. The other man had bottomed out inside him. He had a cock fully buried in his ass. A wave of emotional pain joined the physical discomfort. Amelia kissed him again, but this time it didn’t feel nearly as soothing. This time it made him feel worse. He was kissing his wife but he was doing it while someone else fucked him. He was doing it with a cock in his ass and his cock in a cage. He was doing it as her submissive cuckold, not as her husband.

    “Fuck him,” Amelia said. “Make it hard. Make it hurt.”

    Alexander pulled out and slammed his cock back into Simon, eliciting a scream of pain. He did it again, and again, and again. Each time he pulled out a little faster. He was building up a rhythm and finding the right speed and giving Simon just enough time to get used to his size.

    “Does it hurt?” Amelia asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Simon replied.

    “Are you going to take it like a good submissive?” she asked. “Are you going to take your punishment?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    Amelia kissed him, though this time it was with great fervor. It was the kind of passionate kiss she usually reserved for the men that fucked her. Her tongue was active and her hand moved between his legs to play with his locked up cock and balls. Her touch felt spectacular, even while caged.

    “I want you to beg for it,” she said. “I want to hear you beg Alexander to fuck your ass and dump his load inside you.”

    “Please, fuck my ass,” Simon said. “Fuck my ass and cum inside me. Dump your load inside me. Give me your seed.”

    “Harder,” Amelia demanded. “Fuck him harder. Make him suffer. Destroy his ass.”

    Alexander found another gear and fucked Simon harder. He screamed in agony as the cock pistoned in and out of his asshole. Every thrust brought considerable pain and each seemed to be a little harder than the last.

    Amelia pulled Simon’s head to her chest and held him close. He felt the warmth of her breasts against his face. It felt good to be so close to his wife’s body, but nothing could soothe the explosive pain caused by Alexander’s invading cock.

    Eventually Simon sank into a place of numbness. He surrendered to the punishment his wife had deemed necessary and suffered through it. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but at some point Alexander began to groan louder and fucked him harder. The pain increased, but a sense of hope joined it. His punishment would soon be over.

    When Alexander’s moans reached a particularly loud place he buried his cock in Simon’s ass and filled him with cum.

    “There you go,” Amelia said. “It’s over now. He’s cumming in your ass. He’s taken your virginity. A man has fucked you and bred you. Your punishment is over.”

    Simon knew it wasn’t entirely over. The pain was over, but the humiliation would remain. He’d been fucked by a man, and as his wife had said, he’d been bred. He’d taken Alexander’s load in his ass. It was likely a small change for her, but Simon knew his wife would see him a little bit differently now.

    “I’m sorry for my behavior,” Simon said. “I won’t do it again. I promise.”

    Amelia stared into his eyes and caressed his face. She wiped away the few tears that had escaped during his apology and smiled. “I believe you,” she said. “Would you like to worship my breasts while Alexander goes soft in your ass?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Simon replied.

    “You may do so,” she said.

    Simon took a moment to admire his wife’s beautiful breasts and then leaned closer to worship them as she’d offered.

    The punishment had been harsh but effective as Simon wouldn’t soon forget the painful anal fucking he’d received. He knew it could be doled out again, too, and he had no interest in being on the receiving end of Alexander’s cock ever again. Simon resolved to behave better, to tamp down the desperate energy that had led him to misbehave, and to be the submissive his wife had trained him to be.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 92976539 - His Bride-To-Be Was a Very Naughty Girl

    
      Mere minutes before he's due to be married, a bridesmaid barges in and shows Drew that his bride-to-be isn't the girl he thought she was.
    

    ---

    Drew studied his vows like he was cramming for a midterm. He’d have the note cards as they stood at the altar, but he wanted to be able to look into Penny’s eyes when he was saying them. He wanted to see his bride’s reaction to the words he’d crafted.

    The note cards scattered when Drew jumped at the sound of a knock on the door. “Come in!” he called out while scrambling to pick them up.

    “Hey Drew,” came a pretty voice from the doorway. “Oh, let me help you.”

    “Thanks,” Drew said as he and the maid of honor quickly collected the note cards that contained his thoughts on marrying the woman of his dreams.

    “Wow, you look beautiful,” Drew added after re-ordering the cards and looking up at Bridget.

    Theirs was a more casual wedding, so Penny had chosen knee length dresses for her bridesmaids. She’d made sure the girls looked good in them, too, and Bridget was no exception.

    “So, what’s up?” Drew asked.

    “I just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing. You mentioned last week that you were feeling a little nervous about the whole thing and I know your best man got a little too drunk last night so he’s busy trying not to barf.”

    Drew smiled. He’d always liked Bridget. “That’s really nice of you,” he said. “I’m still a little nervous, but nothing out of the ordinary. I’m not great in front of crowds, and this is a little like public speaking.”

    “Can I see?” Bridget asked as she pointed to Drew’s note cards. “I was an English major, after all.”

    Drew felt a little self conscious, but he handed the cards over anyway. He figured if anyone would have a good idea of what Penny would think of them, it would be her best friend.

    He sat silently as Bridget read through the first half of them. Drew wasn’t sure, but it looked like she was on the verge of tears when she looked up. “This is all really beautiful, Drew. Penny’s going to love it.”

    “Thanks,” he said as Bridget passed them back.

    Bridget looked down at her hands and rubbed them together. She seemed nervous. Eventually, she looked up and offered a nervous smile.

    “There was another reason I stopped by,” she said.

    “Okay,” Drew said as her nervousness seemed to infect him. “What’s up?”

    “I want to apologize,” Bridget began.

    “For what?”

    “Well, the truth is, it’s probably fair to say that I wasn’t always your biggest fan. Penny probably never said anything, but I wasn’t exactly super supportive of the two of you dating,” Bridget explained.

    “Why?” Drew asked. He knew he should have waited for her to finish and actually deliver the apology, but he felt a little frustrated. He always thought Bridget had liked him.

    “Well, at first it was because you were so different from the guys Penny had dated before. I thought you were just a rebound guy, so I didn’t really pay you much mind. I figured she’d just move on.”

    “Oh,” Drew said. He was aware that Penny had largely dated a different type of guy before him. He’d met a few of those guys. There were almost all of the meathead variety.

    “Then you started getting serious and I still kind of figured she was still just bouncing back from when she was with Paul. Plus, she…well, never mind. I just wanted to say I’m sorry for not getting on board with your relationship sooner. I hope I didn’t seem like too much of a bitch.”

    “You really didn’t,” Drew said. “I never really noticed you being mean to me, though I guess I don’t know what you were saying to Penny behind my back.”

    Bridget laughed. “Well, it was a long time ago, but I’ll admit that in the very beginning I said some pretty harsh stuff about you to her.”

    Drew knew it was probably unwise to pick at that particular scab, but he couldn’t help it. “Like what?” he asked.

    Bridget hesitated before saying, “Well, I remember telling her I didn’t see how you could possibly give Penny what she needed,” It seemed like she cut herself off before going too far. She looked away from Drew, like she was embarrassed about what was on her mind.

    “What she needed?” Drew asked as he leaned forward.

    “Oh, it’s not worth talking about now. Today’s your wedding. It’s supposed to be a day of celebration, not a day to hear the shitty things some girl that didn’t know you said about you a year and a half ago.”

    Bridget had inadvertently tapped into Drew’s deepest insecurity. Her tossed-off comment brought up his own worries about being unable to give Penny what she needed. He’d met her ex-boyfriends. He’s seen the way they looked at her. He’d seen how Penny acted after running into a few of the guys she used to sleep with.

    “Were you talking about sex?” Drew asked. “Did you think I wouldn’t be able to give Penny the kind of sexual satisfaction she needed?”

    “Penny’s my best friend, Drew. She’s been my best friend since high school. I know her. I might know her better than she knows herself. I know that there’s one thing all her other boyfriends have had in common.”

    Bridget didn’t seem nervous anymore. She didn’t seem particularly apologetic, either.

    “What’s that?” Drew asked.

    Bridget laughed. “They were all strong, dominant alpha males. They were all the kind of men that knew exactly what a woman needed just by looking at her. They were all the kind of men that could fuck Penny to multiple mind-bending orgasms in one session.”

    Drew squirmed in his seat. He wasn’t lacking in confidence, but he knew he wasn’t that kind of man. He’d never had that kind of intuition when it came to a woman’s needs. He’d never been one to take charge, sexually speaking.

    “You’re not that kind of man, are you Drew?” Bridget asked.

    “No,” Drew said.

    He made Penny cum. He always made her cum. It didn’t always happen during sex, though. Sometimes he went down on her afterwards. Sometimes he used his fingers as they kissed. She always seemed to enjoy her orgasms, though.

    “That’s what I was worried about, Drew. I was worried that my friend was going to marry a man that wouldn’t be able to keep her happy. I was worried that she was going to marry you and be unhappy, or find herself getting divorced just a few years after tying the knot. I didn’t want that for her,” Bridget explained.

    Drew remembered that she’d showed up seeking to apologize. He wondered if that meant Bridget discovered she was wrong about Penny’s needs.

    “Are you still worried?” he asked.

    “No. Now I’m worried about you,” Bridget said.

    “Me?” Drew said as he sat back in the chair. “I don’t understand.”

    Bridget leaned forward and smiled. Any sense of nervousness had washed away. She looked downright gleeful. “You will soon enough,” she said.

    Bridget stood and moved to the elegant white couch against the far wall. She patted the cushion next to her. “Join me, Drew. I have something to show you.”

    Drew did as she desired. He couldn’t discern Bridget’s intentions, but it seemed as though she was going to share something he needed to see.

    “How much did your lovely bride-to-be tell you about her bachelorette party?” Bridget asked as she pulled her phone from the small handbag that matched her dress.

    “Not much,” he said. “She said it was a pretty typical bachelorette party. Dancing, drinking, and a stripper, which I guess isn’t actually that typical these days.”

    Bridget pulled up a video on her phone and played it. Drew watched as an insanely fit, good looking guy danced for Penny. He watched his bride-to-be laugh, clap her hands, and scream gleefully as the guy gyrated in front of her and pulled off his tear away pants to reveal a sizable bulge in a skimpy thong.

    Drew felt a touch of jealousy, but nothing out of the ordinary. The party didn’t seem all that crazy, either. He wasn’t sure why Bridget was showing him the video.

    “Penny never dated a male stripper,” Bridget said as she stopped the video, “but she did date guys like that. She always had a type, at least until you came along. She liked her men handsome, fit, and capable of extraordinary things in the bedroom.”

    Bridget leaned close enough that Drew could smell her perfume. “She liked a man that could fuck her exceptionally well, Drew. You’re not that kind of man, are you?”

    “Bridget, please. I’m getting married today,” Drew said, though his voice lacked conviction.

    “I know, Drew. That’s why I’m here.”

    Drew felt a touch of unexpected anger as he looked at her. “Really? With that video? There are a million bachelorette parties every year that produce videos like that. Who cares? Just because Penny used to date guys like that doesn’t mean she wants to date those guys anymore. I don’t care that she got a lap dance. Lots of guys and girls get lap dances before they get married.”

    “Drew, you’re so sweet, I almost hate to do this,” Bridget said. “The lap dance is not the reason I’m here. You’re right. No one cares about a lap dance. It’s not the slightest bit meaningful.”

    “So why are you here, Bridget?” Drew asked. His patience had worn thin.

    Bridget brought up another video on her phone. She tapped the screen and turned up the sound. The screen was black but there was no question Drew heard moans.

    “What is this?” he asked.

    “Wait for it,” Bridget said.

    Anxiety filled Drew. He recognized the moans. He just didn’t want to admit it.

    The camera approached the source of the moans. A sliver of light shined through a doorway as Bridget, who must have been filming, approached the couple that was clearly having sex.

    “Get ready,” Bridget whispered as she rested her hand on Drew’s knee.

    The camera poked around a corner and Drew saw his bride-to-be on her hands and knees. She was wearing the same dress she had on during the lap dance video. The stripper was there too, only now he was behind Penny, fucking her hard and fast.

    “Fuck me,” Penny said. “Fuck me harder. Pound me.”

    “Do you hear your bride, Drew? Do you hear her begging him to fuck her?” Bridget whispered as she held the camera in front of Drew.

    “Why are you showing me this?” Drew asked, though he couldn’t take his eyes off the screen.

    Bridget didn’t answer. She simply held her phone in front of Drew and let him watch the video of Penny getting fucked.

    The stripper pulled out of Penny’s pussy and she immediately spun around and took him into her mouth. Drew watched his bride-to-be give the kind of blowjob she’d never given him.

    “Look at her go,” Bridget said. Her fingers moved a few inches towards Drew’s thigh. “Your fiancée is quite the cocksucker, isn’t she?”

    Drew couldn’t believe it. Penny was being so voracious with the stripper’s big cock.

    “She’s not satisfied yet, Drew. She needs more of that big dick,” Bridget said as Penny flipped onto her back and spread her legs.

    “Fuck me,” Penny said.

    The stripper smiled, slipped his cock into Penny’s wet, waiting pussy and resumed pounding her. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deep into her body. She groaned for him in a way she hadn’t ever groaned for Drew.

    “This is the kind of man Penny used to date. This is what they all had in common. They all fucked her like this. They all fucked her until her whole body was trembling with pleasure. You don’t fuck her like that, Drew. I know you don’t. I know I’m right about you.”

    Even if he wanted to argue with her, Drew knew it would be stupid. She was right. He didn’t fuck Penny like that. He preferred to make love to her. He liked sex to be slow and sensual. He liked to connect with her. He thought she liked it too.

    “Make me cum!” Penny screamed in the video.

    The guy found another gear and pounded her harder and faster. Bridget’s hand moved closer to Drew’s crotch. For some reason he didn’t stop her.

    Finally, Penny screamed as an orgasm ripped through her. If Drew hadn’t been so horrified he might have been amazed that any man could make a girl cum that hard. He certainly hadn’t made her cum like that before.

    The guy slowed down as Penny’s climax spread through her. “You can keep fucking me,” she said. “I want you to cum.”

    “You sure?” he said.

    “Yes,” Penny assured him. “Cum inside me.”

    “How about that?” Bridget asked. “Listen to your bride-to-be asking a stranger to cum inside her. Isn’t she naughty?”

    “Bridget, please,” Drew said.

    Bridget rubbed his thigh and said, “It’s okay, Drew. It’s almost over.”

    The fucking resumed. The stripper pounded Penny’s pussy. Her moans resumed. She seemed to be totally into it once more.

    Eventually, the guy cried out and came inside her. Drew saw a big smile cross Penny’s face. She felt genuine joy at making the stranger cum. He couldn’t believe it.

    The video ended and Bridget put her phone down. She was practically curled up next to Drew. He realized that her hand was just a few inches from his cock.

    “You know what I realized the night of the bachelorette party?” Bridget asked.

    “What?”

    “I realized that Penny is going to get what she needs. She’s going to be fine. If she needs to get fucked, she’s going to find someone to fuck her. If she needs a gentle tongue to make her cum, she’ll let you between her legs.”

    Bridget moved her fingers closer to his cock. Normally, he would have stopped her, but he’d just watched a video of his fiancée cheating on him.

    “But what about you, Drew? Are you going to be happy with that?” she asked. “Are you the kind of man that’s going to let your wife cheat on you because she’s not satisfied with what you’re giving her?”

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Bridget leaned closer. “I don’t believe you, Drew. I think you do know. I think you are that kind of man. I think you would have run out of here and called off the wedding if you weren’t.”

    Bridget’s fingers found Drew’s cock. She played with it through his pants.

    “I knew you’d be hard, Drew,” she said while stroking him. “You’re the kind of man that gets hard watching his fiancée get fucked by a stripper. You’re the kind of man that has no plans on canceling the wedding.”

    Drew couldn’t think clearly. He could barely think at all. He knew he was supposed to be angry. He knew he was supposed to be canceling the wedding. He knew he wasn’t supposed to have an erection.

    “Do you remember the night of the bachelorette party, Drew? Do you remember what happened when Penny got home?” she whispered.

    Drew did remember. He nodded.

    “What happened, Drew?” Bridget asked.

    Her fingers continued to massage his cock through his pants. He was painfully erect.

    “I went down on Penny,” he admitted.

    “That’s right. You ate your fiancée’s pussy after she’d fucked someone else. You didn’t know she had someone else’s cum inside her though, did you?”

    “No,” Drew said.

    “Could you taste his cum, Drew?” Bridget whispered softly.

    “I don’t know,” he said. Penny had tasted different that night. It hadn’t been obvious what was different, though. It wasn’t like she had a river of thick cum dripping out of her. She got home a few hours after the party ended.

    “You tasted another man’s cum and you didn’t even know it. Your fiancée fed you another man’s cum and you didn’t know it.” Bridget unzipped his pants and her fingers found their way to his cock.

    “Penny told me the next day. She told me you tasted the stripper’s cum.” Bridget stroked Drew in his pants. “She told me it turned her on. She told me she came so hard because you were unwittingly licking someone else’s cum out of her.”

    Drew groaned. He felt pained and aroused. He felt angry and ready to cum.

    “Is that the kind of woman you want to marry, Drew? Do you want to marry a girl that’s going to feed you the cum of strange men?” Bridget asked.

    Drew felt his brain had betrayed him. It was screaming “Yes!” That couldn’t be what he really wanted, though.

    “Yes,” he answered. “Yes, that’s the kind of woman I want to marry.”

    Bridget released his cock and zipped his pants back up. She kissed his cheek and said, “You’re a very lucky man, Drew.”

    Bridget stood up, slipped her phone into her handbag, and headed for the door. She turned just before leaving and said, “Penny is a very lucky girl, too. I think you’re both going to be very happy.”

    Drew checked the clock. He only had thirty minutes before he had to be at the altar. If he was going to call off the wedding, he had to do it immediately.

    A few moments later, Drew’s best man popped his head in the room and said, “Hey man, everything okay in here? You ready for this?”

    Drew looked up at him and smiled. “I can’t wait to be a married man,” he said.
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    “Fuck.”

    Melanie sat on the toilet and stared at the two blue lines.

    “Fuck.”

    She kept looking from the lines to the sheet of paper in her hand, as if the pregnancy test was somehow lying to her or she’d made a mistake in interpreting it. They’d made it idiot proof, though.

    “Fuck.”

    She didn’t want to take the next step. She didn’t want to start dealing with the repercussions.

    “Fuck.”

    One time. That’s all it was. She let Caleb fuck her bareback just once. It felt so good. She couldn’t resist.

    Melanie stood up and pulled up her panties. She wrapped the pregnancy test in toilet paper and carefully placed it under the rest of the garbage in the bathroom trash can. She stood in the mirror and considered her options.

    An abortion was out. Even if she wanted one it would have been too difficult to hide from her husband.

    Telling Jason that she’d let her boyfriend fuck her bareback, cum inside her, and get her pregnant seemed insane too. The one thing they’d agreed on was that she would always use protection.

    Melanie cursed herself for giving in to her lust. The idea of having Caleb’s bare cock inside her was irresistible. It felt so good. She was just going to let him slide in and out a few times before making him put on a condom, but she couldn’t resist.

    Then she was going to make him pull out before he came, but she didn’t. In the midst of her lust she got caught up in the possibility of him getting her pregnant. In the moment it felt like the hottest thing in the world, so she wrapped her legs around Caleb and told him to cum inside her. They’d shared a beautiful kiss as they climaxed together and it felt deeply satisfying to have her boyfriend’s cum in her pussy.

    Now, staring in the mirror, Melanie felt stupid. She’d made a mistake that was going to last a lifetime, all in the name of an incredible orgasm.

    Fucking Jason seemed like the only sane option. She’d read about other hotwives making the same mistake. For some it was a simple condom or birth control failure. It happens. Most of the time those wives decided to try and cover it up by having their husbands cum inside them.

    Jason was due home in an hour, so Melanie went to work. She put aside her anxiety and did her hair and makeup exactly as she knew her husband would love. Soon her blonde locks were long and wavy and her skin looked smooth and flawless.

    Melanie stepped into their walk-in closet and picked out a navy blue lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline that clung to her big natural breasts and exposed a great deal of flesh. She paired it with navy blue stockings and a pair of strappy high heels that Jason loved.

    She decided to wait for him in the bedroom. It was always his first stop as he couldn’t wait to get out of his work clothes and into something more comfortable after getting home.

    Melanie felt her pulse racing as she heard the garage door open. She knew she was being deceitful, but she saw it as the only way to preserve her marriage. She couldn’t take the idea of breaking Jason’s heart by confessing that she’d broken the one clear rule they’d agreed upon. She just couldn’t do it.

    Instead, Melanie played the part of the seductress. She was lying on her side with a lusty look on her face when Jason stepped through the bedroom doorway.

    “Whoa. You look incredible. Is Caleb on his way over?” he asked.

    “No,” Melanie said as she swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up. “I got all dressed up for you.”

    Jason’s eyes devoured her body as Melanie slowly approached him. She let her hips sway back and forth and made sure to push her breasts forward. She wanted her husband to be unable to think about anything other than fucking her.

    “Really?” Jason said. “What did I do to deserve this?”

    For a moment, Melanie regretted having cuckolded him so effectively. Jason had been conditioned to believe that she wasn’t all that interested in what his cock had to offer because Caleb was so much better. It happened to be true, but it was working against her interests in the moment.

    Melanie reached her husband and ran her fingers down his tie. She looked up at him and said, “You’re a wonderful husband, Jason, and sometimes a wonderful husband deserves a treat from his wife.”

    “Are you my treat?” he said.

    Melanie’s fingers found their way to the back of his neck and played with his hair. She pulled her husband’s lips to hers and said, “Yes,” before kissing him.

    Justin moaned as Melanie’s tongue moved into his mouth. She knew what he liked. She knew he craved just a touch of dominance from her when they fooled around. He liked that she took the lead in foreplay.

    Melanie’s fingers moved between his legs and found that her husband’s disappointingly small cock had already gotten hard. She felt a surprising lack of interest in having him inside her. Cuckolding him had trained her to crave Caleb’s cock too. It wasn’t nearly as satisfying to have Jason’s much shorter, thinner dick inside her.

    She pushed forward, though. Her need to have Jason believe he was the father of her baby was far greater than her need for Caleb’s cock.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” Melanie asked.

    “Holy shit, yes,” Jason said. “You look so hot, Melanie. Of course I want to fuck you.”

    She smiled and undressed him. She ran her fingers over his thin body and wished it was Caleb’s muscular frame she was touching.

    Before she could stop him, Jason dropped to his knees and made his way between her legs. He licked her pussy, demonstrating the talent she’d helped refine since Caleb came into their lives.

    “Mmmm, that’s so good, baby,” Melanie said.

    She knew Jason loved eating her pussy. He loved preparing her for another man to fuck, but that’s not what she wanted tonight. She needed him to fuck her. She needed him to flood her womb with his cum, just like Caleb had done the night she got pregnant.

    Melanie pulled Jason to his feet. He seemed reluctant to leave her pussy, but eventually he rose up and kissed her. Melanie backed into the bed and pulled her husband on top of her.

    She slipped the straps of her bodysuit off her shoulders and guided his mouth to her nipples. Jason licked and sucked on them.

    “Oh, fuck,” Melanie said before moaning loudly. Her nipples were insanely sensitive. It must have been the pregnancy. His tongue felt astoundingly good, like there was a direct connection between her nipples and her pussy and he was flicking it over and over.

    Melanie closed her eyes and reached between her legs. She found her husband’s cock. She imagined it was Caleb’s. She imagined how good it would feel to have him sliding inside her. She imagined how he stretched her out and gave her that sense of fullness she craved. She almost whispered his name as Jason continued to suck on her nipples.

    “Do you want to be on top?” Jason asked.

    “No, baby. I want you on top. I want your cock inside me,” Melanie said as she stroked him.

    Jason smiled and groaned as Melanie took him inside her. Her fingers moved to his back and she wrapped her legs around him.

    “Fuck me, Jason,” she said.

    Melanie closed her eyes as her husband pushed in and out of her pussy. She couldn’t feel much. His cock simply wasn’t big enough. It was short and thin and it couldn’t compare to Caleb.

    She didn’t want to be cruel, though. That’s not the kind of hotwife she was. It wasn’t the kind of play they enjoyed. Denial was a part of their cuckolding, but she wasn’t openly hostile towards Jason’s cock. She was just disinterested in a way he found thrilling.

    Melanie put on a show. She feigned interest. She moaned for her husband. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and pulled him close. She kissed him.

    When she closed her eyes, Caleb popped into her head. She imagined the last time she was on her back for him. She imagined him slowly filling her with his cock. She imagined how good his muscular arms and chest felt as they fucked. She imagined telling him to cum inside her despite the risk of pregnancy. She felt herself get wetter. Despite the outcome, reliving it proved to be intensely arousing.

    “What’s going on?” Jason said.

    He’d stopped fucking her. Melanie’s eyes shot open. She saw a concerned look on her husband’s face.

    “What do you mean?”

    Melanie grabbed Jason’s ass and tried to pull him deeper inside her. His cock was as deep as it could go.

    “Melanie, what’s going on?” he asked again.

    Melanie felt a deep sense of discomfort. She’d been cuckolding Jason long enough that he clearly didn’t buy her sudden lust for him. She’d blown it. She’d done it wrong. She should have taken a different tact.

    “Jason, I really don’t know what you mean. All that’s going on is that I want my husband to fuck me,” Melanie said.

    She tried to pull his lips to hers for a kiss, but Jason resisted. He pulled out and sat back on his knees. His cock was stiff and slick with wetness from her pussy.

    “Melanie, you’re lying to me,” he said.

    The look on his face was as serious as she’d ever seen. He was right, too. She was lying to him. Melanie was trapped. She had to come clean.

    She sat up and looked into her husband’s eyes. She saw fear and a touch of pain. She was ready for something far worse.

    “I’m sorry,” Melanie said softly. “I’m so sorry.”

    Jason reached out and took her hands in his. “Sorry for what?”

    Melanie felt strange confessing her mistake while she was dressed in lingerie and Jason was naked and still stiff. She had to do it, though.

    “I’m pregnant,” she said.

    For a few seconds, Jason just stared at her. He offered no hint of what he was feeling.

    “It can’t be mine, can it,” he said.

    Melanie shook her head. He was right. Jason hadn’t been inside her in more than a month. Caleb had taken his place. Melanie had given the superior cock full access to her pussy.

    “What happened?” Jason asked.

    “I let him cum inside me, just once,” Melanie answered.

    Jason still didn’t offer any notion of what he was feeling. His face was blank.

    “You’re pregnant with Caleb’s baby,” he said. It wasn’t a question. He was flatly stating a fact.

    “Yes,” Melanie said softly.

    Jason’s hand moved towards her stomach and his eyes followed. She wasn’t close to showing yet, but he seemed drawn to the area that would soon be growing with another man’s baby.

    He pressed his hand against the soft lace of her bodysuit and looked into Melanie’s eyes before asking, “Why does this turn me on?”

    Melanie studied his face and found no anger. She saw the arousal he was talking about, though. His eyes were alive with it. He seemed confused, too.

    “I don’t know,” Melanie said as she reached out and grasped her husband’s cock. He was still hard.

    Jason groaned as Melanie stroked him. He kept his hand against her stomach.

    “When we had sex, just a few minutes ago,” Jason began, “you didn’t really enjoy having me inside you, did you?”

    Melanie shook her head as she gently played with the head of his cock. The precum that had gathered at the tip made it easy to rub her fingers along the underside.

    “You prefer his cock now, don’t you?” he asked.

    Melanie nodded. “I do.”

    Jason closed his eyes and unleashed a low, guttural moan. Melanie stroked his cock with one hand and used the other to play with his balls.

    “Do you want to have his baby?” Jason asked.

    It was the first time Melanie had considered the question in that context. Jason wasn’t asking if she wanted to have a baby. He was asking if she wanted to Caleb’s baby. The answer came to mind immediately.

    “Yes,” she said.

    Melanie released her husband’s cock and stripped out of her lingerie. She spread her legs and looked at Jason. She still wasn’t quite sure what he was feeling and she wanted him to make the decision.

    Jason tentatively moved forward. He leaned closer. Melanie was certain he was going to lick her pussy. Instead, he kissed her stomach. She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair.

    It felt like a beautiful moment of acceptance. It felt like he was embracing the place he’d arrived at in their relationship. Someone else had replaced him as Melanie’s primary sexual partner and that man had gotten her pregnant. It was an accident, but it was a natural consequence of no longer having sex with his wife.

    Melanie moaned as he gently kissed and caressed her stomach. In some ways, it felt so much better than if he had gone down on her. They didn’t have to exchange any words for Jason to tell her that he accepted that another man had gotten her pregnant and that she was choosing to have that man’s baby.

    Melanie felt unexpectedly aroused. Jason wasn’t playing with her pussy in any way and yet she felt like she could cum without much work. She wondered if letting Caleb fuck her without protection was more than a foolish mistake driven by overpowering lust. Perhaps it was a subconscious decision. Perhaps it was her body demanding that the better man inseminate her.

    “Make me cum,” Melanie said.

    Jason moved between her legs without hesitation. His fingers stayed on her stomach. He caressed her soft skin as his tongue licked her clit and brought Melanie the pleasure she craved.

    “That’s so good. That’s so good, honey. Make me cum!”

    Jason did as he was told. He made her cum with ease. Less than a minute after his tongue found her clit he brought his wife to a body-shaking climax.

    Melanie pulled him on top of her. She kissed her husband softly and slowly. She tasted her pussy on his lips and tongue. She tasted the juices of her climax.

    “Lie on your back,” she whispered.

    Jason smiled and moved to his back. Melanie straddled him and moved her pussy over his still-hard cock. She took him between her lips and inside her. She sat still on top of him and bathed his cock in the slickness of her post-orgasmic cunt.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “It’s incredible,” Jason said.

    Melanie ran her fingers over her stomach and up to her breasts. She gently pulled on her nipples. Jason eye’s followed her fingers. The look on his face made it clear that her teasing was effective. He was thinking about the baby inside her.

    “I’m going to get bigger,” Melanie said. “I’m going to swell up as his seed grows inside me.”

    Jason groaned as Melanie gently lifted off his cock and sank back down again. She was soaking wet and her pussy made a sloppy sound as it dropped back down onto his pelvis.

    Melanie began to grind back and forth on her husband as she reached up and played with her breasts again.

    “My breasts are going to swell up for his baby. They’re going to fill with milk to feed his baby,” she said. “They’re going to get so big because his seed has taken hold inside me.” She looked into her husband’s eyes. “I’m going to grow because another man impregnated me.”

    Melanie knew she was taking a risk. She knew playing with him like that could backfire after he’d had his orgasm. She saw his lust, though. It looked similar to how she felt. She was betting they were both equally aroused by the idea of Caleb getting her pregnant.

    Jason reached up and ran his fingers over Melanie’s stomach. She saw the spark of lust in his eyes. She knew he was dreaming about what it would look like when she began to show.

    “I’ll be showing soon,” she said. “People will know I’m pregnant. They’ll think you’re the father. They’ll congratulate you.”

    Jason let his fingers roam over her breasts. He played with her nipples. He groaned and enjoyed the slickness of her cunt on his cock.

    “You’ll know, though,” Melanie continued. “You’ll know that another man got your wife pregnant. You’ll know that I picked his seed instead of yours.”

    Jason groaned. Melanie knew he was close. She rode him harder.

    “Picture it. Picture my belly swollen with his baby. Picture my breasts growing large and round with milk. Picture another man’s seed making my body change.”

    Jason seemed to be doing just that. He closed his eyes and caressed Melanie’s stomach. He held his hands against it and groaned. He arched his back.

    Jason grunted and came inside her. Melanie sat still on his cock as he ejaculated in her pussy. He was free to do so. There was no risk of getting her pregnant. Someone else had already done that.

    Melanie leaned forward and kissed him. “I think we’ll have to do that again. It was even more fun than denying you,” she said.

    Jason kissed her back. It thrilled Melanie. She took it to mean he was on board. Even after cumming she wanted more. She couldn’t wait to give it to him.
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    “Albert, darling, would you clear away our dishes please,” Sabrina called out from the dining room.

    Albert dropped the sponge, wiped his hands clean, and rushed to the dining room to clear away the dirty dishes his wife and her two friends had accumulated during their meal.

    “Amazing,” Tatum commented as she watched Albert wordlessly pile up the dishes and carry them away.

    “It really is,” Willa added. “I’ve never seen a man so eager to make his wife happy.”

    Albert smiled as he gently placed the pile of dishes on the counter and returned to the dining room.

    “Can I open another bottle of wine for you?” he asked while picking up the bottle they’d emptied.

    “That would be lovely, Albert,” Sabrina said as she reached out to gently caress his arm.

    “What’s your secret?” Tatum asked.

    “Discipline,” Sabrina answered as Albert walked into the kitchen and dropped the empty wine bottle into the trash. “You can’t just tell a man how you expect him to be, after all. I think we all know that doesn’t work.”

    All three women laughed.

    “He needs to be trained,” Sabrina continued. “It’s like training a pet. It requires discipline on my part as I need to be willing to have a firm hand and make sure he follows the rules. It also requires physical discipline. I still take Albert over my knee once a week for a maintenance spanking, and if he misbehaves he gets another to correct his behavior.”

    Albert retrieved another bottle of red from the wine cooler and smiled as Tatum said, “Really?” There was a mild sense of surprise in her voice, but curiosity seemed to be her foremost reaction.

    “Absolutely,” Sabrina replied. “I know it’s not for everyone, but before we got married I was very clear with Albert that I would have certain expectations of my husband. I was clear about the role I expected him to fill and I was exceptionally clear about the consequences that would befall him if he failed to meet my expectations.”

    Albert twisted the corkscrew into the bottle’s top as he thought of the many punishments he’d received in the early days of their marriage. He’d struggled to conform to his wife’s desires of him, choosing instead to masturbate as he saw fit, to put off doing his chores in favor of watching sports, and in general to put his needs above those of his wife. He learned, though. It took many painful spankings, but he’d learned his lessons.

    “So you spanked him enough to turn him into the most dutiful, loyal husband I’ve ever seen?” Willa asked.

    “It wasn’t just the spankings,” Sabrina said. “Orgasm control is a big part of it. He wore a chastity device for years before he learned that I’m the only member of this marriage that gets to decide when he cums.”

    “How delightful,” Tatum said.

    Albert returned to the dining room with the bottle of wine in his hand and poured each of the women a glass.

    “Albert,” Willa asked, “Do you enjoy your wife being in control of your orgasms?”

    “Very much so,” he answered. “It helps me focus on what’s important.”

    “And what’s that?” Willa asked.

    “Sabrina’s needs. Nothing else matters. Making my wife happy is all that I really care about. It’s all that I want to do,” Albert answered as he filled his wife’s wine glass last. She’d been very clear that her guest’s needs came first.

    Tatum sipped her wine and looked at Sabrina as she asked, “What about your sex life? Does Albert make love to you?”

    “He does,” Sabrina replied. “Though his cock hasn’t entered me in five years. He uses a strapon or a penis extender when we have sex. It allows him to focus exclusively on my pleasure without getting distracted by his quest for an orgasm.”

    “And what’s that like for you, Albert?” Tatum asked.

    “Nothing makes me happier than making my wife climax,” Albert said.

    “He’s become quite adept with his mouth and fingers, too,” Sabrina added. “It took some time for him to learn, but I find great pleasure in spreading my legs and inviting him between them.”

    “How often is Albert allowed to cum?” Willa asked.

    “Once or twice a month,” Sabrina answered as she reached out and caressed Albert’s crotch. He felt a little self-conscious as she groped him in front of her friends, but Albert knew that the slightest hint of rejecting his wife’s touch would earn him a spanking. “He used to complain, but he’s learned that I know what’s best. He’s learned that he’s a much better husband when he cums infrequently.”

    That particular lesson had actually been easy to learn. From very early on Albert had learned he was far more dedicated to his wife’s needs when he was pent up. It was frustrating, but the hornier he was the more he wanted to make Sabrina feel good.

    “Does he struggle to serve you after he’s cum?” Tatum asked as she eyed Albert’s crotch and the way Sabrina was massaging it.

    “How do we solve that problem, Albert?” Sabrina asked. “How do we make sure you remember your place after you’ve climaxed?”

    “I must clean up my messes,” he answered.

    Tatum’s eyes went wide as she processed what Albert had shared. “He eats his cum?” she asked.

    Sabrina smiled and pulled her hand away from Albert’s crotch, revealing the bulge she’d produced with her steady, skillful stroking. “He does,” she said. “He’s eaten every one of his loads since we got married. I was very clear about that being a requirement of making him my husband.”

    “Is it odd that I find that exciting?” Willa asked.

    “Not at all. In fact, it’s been almost two weeks since his last orgasm. Would you like to see Albert consume his seed tonight?” Sabrina said.

    Willa looked at Tatum and both beautiful women smiled. “I think we’d both enjoy that very much,” Tatum replied.

    Sabrina stood up, gave her husband a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, “Meet us in the living room, my love.”

    All three women left the dining room and Albert swiftly cleaned the rest of the dishes before rushing to the living room. His wife and her two friends were seated on the couch with their legs crossed and smiles on their faces.

    “Remove your clothes,” Sabrina said.

    Albert unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it over the back of the loveseat before slipping out of his shoes and yanking off his socks.

    “Did I mention that Albert is not permitted to wear men’s underwear?” Sabrina asked as he unbuttoned his pants.

    Her friends smiled gleefully as Albert felt a delightful wave of humiliation wash over him. He knew Sabrina found it genuinely pleasurable to humiliate him from time to time and doing it in front of her friends seemed to have inspired a deeper level of arousal.

    “Most of the time I keep him in simple, comfortable panties, but I had him dress up in something pretty tonight,” she added.

    Albert pushed his pants down to reveal the blue lace panties Sabrina had picked out for him. Tatum and Willa covered their mouths and giggled.

    “I’ve never seen a man in panties,” Tatum said. “It makes his cock look so cute.”

    “It really does,” Willa added.

    The humiliation built up to the point that Albert couldn’t quite look at either of his wife’s friends. Instead he stared at Sabrina and soaked in the look of pleasure on her face.

    “On your knees, darling,” she said.

    Albert fell to his knees and Sabrina smiled at his eagerness to obey.

    “Would you like to cum on my feet, Albert?” she asked.

    He glanced at his wife’s friends and saw the giddy smiles on their faces. They were enraptured by his wife’s sense of control and his willingness to go along with any humiliation she offered up.

    “Yes, I’d like that very much,” he said.

    “Then beg for it,” Sabrina said.

    “Please let me masturbate and cum on your feet. Please let me make your beautiful feet all messy with my cum so I can clean them. Please let me lick my cum off your perfect toes.”

    All three women laughed as Albert lost himself in desire. Two weeks without an orgasm was enough to drive him right to the edge of madness once his arousal had been triggered, and that’s exactly what Sabrina had spent the past fifteen minutes doing. She wanted him insane with lusty need. She wanted him willing to do anything.

    “Suck on my toes,” Sabrina demanded. “Show my friends show good you are with your mouth.”

    Albert reached up and delicately slipped his wife’s heel off her foot before taking her big toe into his mouth. He looked into her eyes and sucked, running his tongue over the underside of her flesh.

    “Mmmm,” Tatum said. “That’s so much sexier than I thought it would be. How does it feel?”

    “It’s incredible,” Sabrina said. “Honestly, it’s like foreplay. I love having him start with my feet before I welcome him between my legs.”

    “He looks like he might be quite the cocksucker, if you don’t mind me saying,” Willa added.

    Sabrina looked at her friend, smiled, and said, “He is.”

    “What?” both her friends said in unison.

    “There’s nothing like making a straight man suck dick to teach him his place,” Sabrina explained as Albert continued his oral assault on her toes. “It shows him that he exists to serve the needs of others. A domme I met online suggested I make him suck cock and the difference afterwards was incredible. It’s such a humiliating experience for a straight man to make another man cum in his mouth that he immediately embraced existing in that deeply submissive place.”

    “How often do you make him suck cock?” Willa asked.

    “Once or twice a year,” Sabrina asked. “Usually when we’re on vacation. It thrills me to watch, to be honest. I cum so hard when I see the other man erupt in Albert’s mouth.”

    “I envy you, Sabrina,” Tatum said. “You seem so comfortable with all of this. I don’t know if I could ever find the strength to train Mark like this.”

    “Not all men can be trained,” Sabrina said. “Some are just too insecure to accept that being submissive to their wives is the way to true happiness. Others just aren’t meant for it.”

    “You’re lucky, I guess,” Willa added.

    Sabrina smiled at her husband. “Yes I am. Why don’t you take your cock out, Albert? Go ahead and masturbate. Feel free to cum on my feet whenever you’re ready.”

    Albert reached down, pulled his panties aside – he always had to masturbate with his panties on – and stroked his cock. There was more than enough precum to provide lube and the sounds of masturbation soon filled the room.

    “Look at him go,” Willa said. “He can’t get enough of your toes. Jesus, this is so hot.”

    Albert appreciated the notion that his wife had clearly picked the right friends to humiliate him in front of. They both seemed enamored with the action unfolding in front of them and he could certainly imagine some women finding the whole endeavor disgusting, or pathetic in a manner that would have been downright embarrassing without even a hint of the kinky pleasure that came with erotic humiliation.

    Albert sat up, pulled off Sabrina’s other heel, and groaned as his orgasm approached. His wife held her feet together, he aimed his cock at them, and unloaded. Two week’s worth of cum poured from the tip of his dick and onto his wife’s feet with a few drops hitting the hardwood floor.

    “Wow,” Tatum said.

    “Yes, after two weeks – with daily teasing – he builds up quite a load,” Sabrina explained. “Now he’s going to clean it all up. Aren’t you, darling?”

    “Yes, of course,” Albert said as he moved back, dropped his head to his wife’s beautiful feet, and began to lick up his cum.

    “That’s so sexy,” Willa said as she took a long sip of her wine. “It really is. I haven’t had a man worship any part of my body like that in a long, long time.”

    “You’re missing out,” Sabrina replied. “You really are.”

    Albert devoured his massive load, licking and sucking every bit of it off his wife’s feet until they were smooth and clean. He licked the rest off the floor, knowing full well that he’d be spanked if he didn’t clean up his mess.

    “Albert, darling, would you like to worship my pussy?” Sabrina asked.

    Albert’s eyes darted to his wife’s friends and he saw they both wore surprised but anticipatory looks on their faces. “Yes, very much so,” he said.

    Sabrina spread her legs, pulled up her skirt, and said, “You may do so.”

    Albert crawled between her legs, pulled his wife’s panties aside, and worshiped her pussy.

    “I don’t mind sharing his mouth, ladies,” Sabrina said to her friends. “He’ll happily worship your pussies too. I promise, your husbands will never know.”

    “I’m not sure I can resist,” Willa replied. “I’m not embarrassed to admit that I’m exceptionally wet. It might be quite nice to have Albert between my legs.”

    “You really don’t mind?” Tatum asked.

    Sabrina closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as Albert brought her closer to a climax. “Not at all,” she answered. “After all, Albert exists to serve. He sucks cock for me. I think he’d find it quite pleasurable to make my friends cum.”

    She grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back hard enough that Albert winced in pain as he looked up at her, and asked, “Isn’t that right, Albert? Wouldn’t you love to make my friends cum with that talented mouth of yours?”

    “Yes,” he replied. “That would make me very happy.”

    Albert returned to his task and Sabrina ran her fingers through his hair as she moaned.

    “He can go all night, girls,” she said. “You can cum as many times as you want.”

    Albert was going to do whatever his wife told him to. His pleasure didn’t matter. Hers did, and if she wanted him to service her friends all night long, that’s what he would do.

    Sabrina’s thighs began to tremble and she held Albert’s head between her legs with a tight grip. He looked up to see her eyes closed and a smile on her face before her mouth opened and a long, lusty moan escaped. He was making her cum and it filled him with joy.

    “Good boy,” Sabrina said as she gently pushed him away from her pussy. “Who’s next?”

    Willa raised her hand and lifted her skirt.

    “Get to work,” Sabrina said.

    “Thank you,” Albert replied as he moved between Willa’s legs. He placed his head between them, pulled aside her panties, and ate her pussy as his wife had commanded. He hoped his night was just beginning.
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    Shawn knew that most girls would have celebrated their 22ndbirthday with a gaggle of female friends. They’d have gone bar and club hopping, danced with a bunch of guys, and possibly hooked up before the end of the night. Ella was not like most girls.

    She didn’t really have female friends. Instead, she had Shawn and Jared. The three of them had been inseparable since they’d met their first year of college. Despite their recent graduation, they were still close and spent most weekends together.

    When they first met, Shawn had a crush on Ella. She was super cute and always dressed in sweaters, which he loved. They flirted a little, but nothing ever came of it, and before he knew it Jared came along and they formed a tight trio that seemed to always ensure that Ella wouldn’t hook up with either of them.

    That didn’t stop Shawn from lusting after her, though. He hid his attraction to Ella, but he couldn’t make it go away. Sometimes he fantasized about her. She would creep into his head as he was masturbating and before he knew it the two of them were having fictional sex as he pulled on his cock and spewed his seed.

    When he thought it was safe, Shawn would stare. He’d soak in Ella’s beauty in the feminine, soft, fuzzy sweaters she loved to wear. He would stare at her slender, smooth legs and dream of being between them. He would wonder what it was like to kiss her soft lips. As it turned out, he wasn’t being as sly as he thought.

    “I think it’s time to talk about it,” Ella said as they all fell onto her couch towards the end of the evening. Her birthday celebration was almost over and they were all a little drunk.

    “Talk about what?” Jared asked.

    “Guys, I’m not stupid, okay,” she continued. “I see things. I’m observant.”

    “Ella, what are you talking about?” Shawn asked.

    Ella was seated between her two best friends and she grabbed each of them by the knee and said, “I’m talking about the fact that you both clearly want to fuck me.”

    Denials were quickly issued by both Shawn and Jared. They weren’t particularly believable.

    Ella laughed as she stood up and turned around. She’d worn a skintight, one sleeve top and a short skirt for their evening out and she looked breathtaking. Her hair was styled in a far sexier manner than usual and her legs looked better than usual thanks to the three inches heels she’d worn.

    “Guys, seriously, you’re terrible liars. That’s okay, though. This kind of thing was bound to happen,” Ella explained as she swayed and slurred every fourth word.

    Jared looked over at Shawn and shrugged his shoulders, as if to say that he clearly understood that Ella was being crazy.

    Shawn knew she was right. He’d fantasized about fucking her countless times. He suspected Jared had done the same. He’d seen his friend staring. Somehow they’d managed to keep things from turning competitive and unpleasant, but Shawn had no illusions about the fact that both he and his friend wanted to be with Ella.

    She leaned forward and pointed at them both. “I see the way you look at me. Both of you. I’m not blind. You seem to think I am, but I’m not.”

    Jared leaned forward and tried to calm her down. “Ella, you’re wrong. You’re a beautiful girl so Shawn and I have probably stared from time to time, but we’re not trying to fuck you. I promise, we’re really not.”

    Ella ignored him. “It’s okay that you both want me. It really is. The truth is, I’ve thought about it. In fact, I’ve thought about it enough that I’ve come up with a plan.”

    Shawn tried not to look too excited, but he was open to any plan that involved him getting to sleep with Ella.

    “A plan?” he asked.

    Ella looked at him and then back to Shawn and smiled. “Look at you two. Look at how excited you are. You’re both such terrible liars. Of course you want to fuck me, and now that you think there’s a chance it might happen you’re almost literally falling out of your seats.”

    Shawn felt a little embarrassed as he sat back again.

    “Well, I have some good news,” Ella continued. “You’re both going to fuck me.”

    Shawn looked over at Jared and then back to Ella.

    “I’m sorry?” Jared said.

    “That’s right. You’re both going to fuck me tonight. We’re going to have a little competition.”

    Shawn tried to calm the excitement he was feeling. Even if it was coming about in a decidedly strange way, he couldn’t help but get turned on. He’d dreamed of being with Ella for so long that he felt willing to go along with almost anything to make it happen.

    “Competition, Ella? Are you crazy?” Jared asked.

    “No, Jared. I’m horny and it’s my birthday so I’m going to get fucked. If you guys aren’t willing I could always call someone else.”

    Shawn looked over at his friend and then back to Ella before asking, “What kind of competition did you have in mind?”

    Ella smiled like she knew that was where they’d end up all along. “It’s simple, really. You both get to fuck me. Whoever’s better gets to take me all the way to orgasm and finish inside me.”

    Shawn had to fight against groaning. All he could think about was how wondrous it would feel to cum inside Ella. He thought about how wet and warm her pussy would feel and how intensely arousing it would be to be naked with her.

    “Umm, I don’t…I don’t know,” Shawn said. “Doesn’t this seem insane? I mean, isn’t this how friendships like ours come to an end?”

    There was honesty behind his question. He knew their trio was unlikely in the first place and the fact that it had lasted for four years was impressive enough. He wanted it to last longer, though. He also wanted to fuck Ella.

    “Let’s do it,” Jared said.

    “What?” Shawn practically yelled as he looked over at his friend.

    “Fuck it, man. Let’s do it. She clearly wants this. It’s her birthday. What’s the harm? Plus, c’mon, we both know we’ve thought about it. She’s beautiful. She’s sexy as hell. I mean, look at her. How could you not want to fuck her?”

    Shawn looked at Ella. She had a big smile on her face. She was getting her way, so of course she did.

    “You’re going to go first, Shawn,” she said while straddling him on the couch.

    Before he could say anything, Ella’s lips were on his and her tongue was in his mouth. Desire flooded his body and his hands moved to her ass. He pulled up her skirt and ran his fingers over the soft flesh he found. She moaned into his mouth.

    Shawn was all in. The lust that had been building for years was finally unleashed. It was as if Jared wasn’t even in the room. He didn’t care about anything other than being inside the friend that he’d lusted after for so long.

    “I need you to fuck me, Shawn,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Ella rolled onto her back, occupying the space Jared had evacuated when he moved away from the couch. She lifted up her skirt, pulled down her panties, and said, “Put your cock inside me, Shawn.”

    Shawn stood up and stripped out of his clothes as quickly as possible. He was still a little drunk and he stumbled a few times, but eventually his stiff cock was exposed and heading towards Ella’s pussy like a heat-seeking missile.

    She smiled, opened her legs, and welcomed him between them.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Shawn?” Ella asked as she reached between their legs and stroked his cock.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Have you wanted to fuck me for a long time?”

    “Yes,” he said before moaning as she rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    Ella seemed to take great delight in knowing that his lust was long-gestating.

    “Do you think you’re going to win the competition?” she asked.

    Shawn hadn’t thought about Jared since Ella had straddled him. He’d forgotten that he wasn’t going to get to cum inside her unless he won the competition. He didn’t really care. He just wanted to feel her pussy.

    “I don’t know,” he answered.

    “Let’s find out,” Ella replied as she took Shawn inside her.

    Her pussy was magnificent in every way. It was better than he’d imagined. It was tight and wet and felt intensely hot around his cock. He pushed inside her. He fucked Ella as she wrapped her legs around him and kissed his neck.

    “Fuck me, Shawn,” she said in a voice that was far lustier than he’d ever imagined in the many masturbation sessions that featured Ella as their centerpiece.

    Shawn did exactly as the beautiful girl beneath him desired. He fucked her. He fucked her hard and fast. He kissed her feverishly and basked in the bliss of finally being inside someone he’d lusted after for so long.

    “Okay, that’s good,” Ella said as she gently pushed on his chest. “It’s Jared’s turn now.”

    Shawn was crushed. He just wanted to cum inside her. He wanted to finish. He’d accepted the rules, though. They were having a competition and he had to play fair.

    “That was lovely. Thank you,” she said to Shawn as he pulled out and put his pants back on.

    He couldn’t help but feel like Ella didn’t seem totally thrilled with the sex they’d just had. Calling it “lovely” wasn’t quite what he was hoping for.

    Ella smiled as she looked over at Jared. “It’s your turn,” she said.

    Jared stood and stripped as Ella’s eyes roamed over his body. He pulled his shirt off and revealed a chest and abs that were the result of his daily trips to the gym. He unzipped his pants and pulled them down, revealing a cock that was considerably larger than Shawn’s.

    Shawn looked at Ella. He saw the delight in her eyes. He was certain she licked her lips as she stared at the dick between his friend’s legs.

    “Come give me that cock,” she said.

    Shawn left his place on the couch and watched as Jared moved to the space he’d just occupied between Ella’s legs. He watched them kiss deeply and erotically. He watched the beautiful girl he’d just been fucking reach down and grasp Jared’s cock.

    Ella moaned as she guided the big dick inside her. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and wrapped her arms tightly around Jared as he filled her.

    “Fuck me, Jared. Please, fuck me,” she said.

    Jared gave Ella what she wanted, just as Shawn had done. His big cock slid in and out of her pussy. Shawn watched from an angle that gave him a decent view of the sex happening in front of him.

    Shawn found it difficult to contain his jealousy. He’d just experienced Ella’s pussy. He knew how perfect it was and he already wanted more. Jared was inside her now, though, and there was no question he had a bigger dick that reached places Shawn couldn’t go.

    “He’s the winner,” Ella said a minute after Jared had entered her. “I’m sorry, Shawn, but he’s better. He gets to fuck me. He gets to make me cum. He gets to finish inside me.”

    Ella kissed Jared and wrapped her legs around him. She moaned for him as he fucked her harder.

    Shawn wasn’t sure what to do. Was he supposed to leave? Did they want him to stay to continue the birthday celebration afterwards? Did he want to leave?

    Despite his disappointment, Shawn’s cock hadn’t gone soft. It was still rock hard. It was still dripping precum. He didn’t want to leave. He wanted to stay and watch. It wasn’t nearly as fun as fucking Ella, but there was something arousing about it.

    “Your cock feels so good,” Ella said to Jared as she ran her fingers over his muscular back. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

    “Better than him?” Jared asked.

    Shawn leaned forward a little. He felt his heart pounding in his chest. Ella looked over at him and smiled.

    “Much better,” she said.

    The smile returned to her face. She stared at Shawn. He couldn’t tell if she was taunting him or trying to thrill him.

    “You can play with yourself, Shawn,” she said. “Go ahead, take your cock out and stroke it while you watch.”

    Shawn watched as Jared continued to pump his big cock in and out of Ella’s pussy. He listened to them both moaning. He felt a kind of arousal he didn’t really understand. He’d been given permission, so he pulled out his cock.

    With his pants and underwear around his ankles, Shawn masturbated as he watched his friends have sex. His eyes moved over their bodies. He watched the cock slide in and out of Ella’s pussy. He watched her face contort in pleasure.

    Ella moaned louder. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms and legs around Jared. She held him tightly. Shawn watched her thighs tremble.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” she yelled out.

    Shawn felt his cock throb. He didn’t understand his desire and he didn’t care. He didn’t need to. He was turned on watching Ella and Jared fuck. That was all that mattered.

    Jared pulled out and Ella kissed him. “You’re incredible,” she said.

    Shawn wondered why they were stopping. Jared hadn’t cum yet. Ella had promised the winner would be able to finish inside her.

    He watched as she crawled to the end of the couch and shook her ass at Jared. She looked back and smiled at him. “Take me from behind,” she said. “Cum inside me.”

    Ella’s gaze turned towards Shawn as Jared slid into her from behind. “Are you enjoying the show, Shawn?” she asked.

    He nodded and stroked his cock.

    “Is it because you know your friend is better than you? Is it because you like watching his big cock slide into my pussy?” she asked.

    Shawn stared at her, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t know if he liked it because of the reasons she mentioned. He didn’t understand his desire at all.

    “Come here,” Ella said as she pointed to the floor in front of her.

    Shawn stood up and stepped out of his pants. He walked over and fell to his knees where Ella was pointing. She smiled and stared into his eyes.

    “You never stood a chance,” she said.

    Shawn couldn’t help but groan. It turned him on. He didn’t really even like that it did. He couldn’t help his desire, though.

    Ella smiled. “He’s not just a little better than you, Shawn. He’s much better. I don’t know a woman in the world that would choose you over him.”

    Shawn stroked his cock faster. He knew Ella was being cruel, but it turned him on. His dick throbbed as he masturbated.

    “Come here,” Ella said as she beckoned him closer with a finger.

    Shawn crawled towards her. Ella’s fingers found their way to the back of his head. She pulled him close for a soft kiss. She moaned into his mouth as Jared pumped her pussy from behind.

    “You’ve fantasized about fucking me for years, haven’t you?” she whispered.

    Shawn nodded slowly and said, “Yes.”

    Ella smiled. It was the kind of smile that made men fall in love.

    “Jared had the same fantasy,” she said. “For years he dreamed of fucking me. He masturbated to the idea of filling me with his big cock. He spilled countless loads thinking about it.”

    Shawn had done the same. He understood his friend’s desire. He felt a little sad that he wasn’t the one fucking her, that Jared had claimed victory in that particular contest.

    “What Jared didn’t know is that I was having the same fantasy,” Ella said.

    Shawn gave her a confused look.

    “I’d heard about him from a few friends. I’d heard how good he was. I’d heard how big he was,” she explained. “I wanted him, Shawn. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to make me cum.”

    Shawn stroked his cock faster. He let the desire surge through him. He let the lust overwhelm him.

    “I didn’t want you. I never fantasized about you.”

    Her cruelty was so casual, and yet it thrilled him. Ella moaned as Jared smacked her ass and fucked her harder. Shawn looked up and saw his friend smiling at him. He saw the look of confidence and joy on Jared’s face.

    “Then I let him fuck me,” Ella said.

    Shawn gave her a confused look. Was she saying that this wasn’t the first time she and Jared had fucked?

    “It was a month ago. It was right on this couch. I made the first move. I needed him. I needed to feel his cock inside me, Shawn. I let him fuck me. I spread my legs for him. I let him take me. I let him cum inside me after he’d given me the best orgasm of my life.”

    Ella smiled as Shawn stroked his cock furiously. They’d been fucking for a month. The news felt enormous and yet he didn’t stop masturbating for a second.

    “I knew you were going to lose, Shawn. I knew you didn’t stand a chance,” she said. “I am going to let you cum, though. You just can’t cum inside me. Only Jared gets to do that. Only the guy with a nice big cock gets to let his load loose in my pussy.”

    Jared groaned.

    “He’s getting close, Shawn. I know that groan. I can feel his cock throbbing in my pussy. I know what it feels like when he’s about to cum inside me. He’s done it so many times already. We can’t get enough of each other. We fuck all the time. You just don’t know it.”

    It was Shawn’s turn to groan.

    “Cum on the floor when he cums inside me, Shawn. Do it. Stroke your dick and spill your load all over the floor. That’s what you deserve. He gets my pussy and you get to make a mess on my floor that you’ll have to clean up afterwards.”

    Jared spanked Ella’s ass and fucked her harder and faster. He grunted and groaned. Then he pushed his cock inside her and held it there.

    “He’s cumming inside me, Shawn. He’s filling me pussy. He’s doing what you wanted to do. Accept your place and cum on the floor. Make a mess,” Ella said as she caressed his face.

    Shawn was too turned on to stop. He stroked his cock and ejaculated all over the floor, narrowly missing the couch in the process. He bent over and groaned in pleasure as his seed spilled onto the hardwood while Ella giggled quietly.

    “Now clean it up,” she said.

    Shawn looked up and saw Ella and Jared cuddled up on the couch. They looked like a happy couple. He grabbed a couple of tissues from the box on the coffee table and wiped his cum off the floor. He headed to the kitchen to toss the cum-soaked tissues in the trash.

    “Thank you for a wonderful birthday, boys,” Ella said as she snuggled up next to Jared while Shawn stood to the side of the couch as his cock softened.

    “Our pleasure,” Jared said.

    Shawn wasn’t sure what to do, so he got dressed and prepared to leave.

    “We should do this again,” Ella said as Shawn pulled up his pants.

    “Absolutely,” Jared agreed.

    Shawn looked at them both and judged that they were serious. They wanted to have this strange threesome again.

    “Yeah,” he said. “That would be fun.” He couldn’t believe the words came from his lips.

    “Tomorrow?” Ella suggested.

    “That would be great,” Shawn replied. He could already feel the same strange, incomprehensible sense of arousal building. “I’ll see you then.”
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    “Fuck, that feels incredible.”

    Lauren worked his cock deeper into her throat. She played with his balls. He felt his shaft throbbing as she blew him.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he announced.

    She kept his cock in her mouth. She bobbed up and down on the shaft. She worked the head with her tongue. She put every trick she’d ever learned to use in the name of making him cum. She wanted to be memorable.

    He groaned. His cum sprayed into her mouth. She sealed her lips tight around his cock to make sure none of his cum leaked out. Lauren swallowed when he’d finished.

    “Fuck, you’re amazing,” he said.

    “Thank you,” she replied before wiping a mixture of saliva and cum from the corners of her mouth. “Your cum tastes better than most.”

    He smiled and sat back. His eyes closed as he basked in the bliss of a great orgasm. Lauren couldn’t help but feel good.

    “This was fun,” she said while reaching for the door handle.

    “Wait, you don’t want me to do you?” he asked.

    “That’s lovely to offer, but no. I’m good.”

    Lauren stepped out of the car, made sure her dress was still in place, ran her fingers through her hair, and headed back to the bar.

    “You’re such a slut,” her friend Lindsay said as Lauren rejoined her.

    “Yes I am,” she said, “and I have a husband to get home to, so I’ll see you later.”

    “Tell Chris I said hi,” Lindsay added as she lifted her drink.

    “Of course.”

    Lauren smiled as she left the bar. Chris thought she was at Lindsay’s house. He thought she was enjoying a few glasses of wine and lots of “girl talk.” He had no idea she and Lindsay went out hunting for guys on those girl’s nights. He had no idea his wife was such a slut.

    On the ride home, Lauren let her mind wander to her favorite part of an evening out with Lindsay. It was always about going home to Chris. It was about the intense thrill she found in luring him to their bed after she’d been with another man. It was about the joy he seemed to feel when she’d come into the house and attack him.

    “Thank you,” Lauren said to the Lyft driver as she stepped out of the car and strode towards her front door. Her excitement was palpable. The dampness between her legs was exceptional.

    “Hey honey!” Lauren called out as she let herself in.

    “Hey,” Chris replied.

    Lauren was pleased to see him up and moving towards her before she even entered the living room. He was like a well-trained puppy. He might not have been conscious of it, but she’d made it so that he came to expect a sexual treat when she got home from her naughty nights with Lindsay.

    “You look so good,” he said as Lauren approached.

    She’d worn a pleated skirt, a tight long-sleeve top and a pair of black leather boots with three inch heels. It was suggestive instead of slutty, but Lauren couldn’t be as over-the-top as she wanted to be if she was supposed to be going to her friend’s house for a few glasses of wine.

    “You mentioned that,” she replied with a smile.

    Chris had been unable to keep his eyes off of her before Lauren left. She liked dressing in a way he found alluring. She found that it helped distract him from any thoughts that she might have been naughty while she was out.

    As Chris took her in his arms Lauren felt the same rush of excitement that had got her hooked on cheating on him in the first place. They were going to kiss. He was going to taste the lips that had been wrapped around another man’s cock. Her tongue – the same tongue that had been coated with another man’s cum - was going to invade his mouth. It was all going to turn him on and the fact that he had no idea turned her on in ways she could barely comprehend.

    “I missed you,” she said.

    Chris smiled and kissed her. Lauren aggressively pushed her tongue into his mouth. She couldn’t hold back. It felt so astonishingly kinky and naughty. It thrilled her that he was tasting another man’s cock and cum.

    “I missed you too,” Chris said as he pulled away.

    Lauren studied his face, just as she always did. She wanted to see if he noticed anything. It had been twenty minutes since she’d swallowed the other man’s load, so it was unlikely the taste was still in her mouth.

    She couldn’t contain her giddiness. She felt the arousal building between her legs. It was the same as always. She wanted more.

    They kissed again. This time Chris’s hands moved under her skirt and squeezed her ass. She moaned into her husband’s mouth. She loved that her lust was driven by him having no idea she’d just sucked someone else’s cock. She loved that his dick was so hard for her. She loved that someone else’s cum was in her stomach and her husband was none the wiser.

    “Take me to the bedroom,” Lauren said.

    Chris picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. He set her in their bed, pulled off her panties, and quickly stripped off his pants. They both wanted to fuck. There was no point in waiting.

    Lauren pulled up her skirt, spread her legs, and took him inside her. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me,” she said.

    “You’re so wet,” Chris said as he pushed his cock deep inside her.

    “I missed you,” Lauren said before kissing him.

    She was always wet when she got home from cheating on him. She always told him it was because she missed him. He never seemed to question it.

    The truth was, Lauren did miss him. Cheating on him was such a thrill because she knew she would be going home to him. She knew she’d be sharing the taste of another man’s cock with him. Sometimes she’d be taking him into the pussy that someone else had fucked.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Lauren cried out after just a handful of thrusts.

    “Damn, you’re so fast,” Chris said.

    “I know, but I can go again. Keep fucking me baby, don’t stop. Keep fucking my pussy.”

    She knew Chris didn’t need to be told. He knew she could cum multiple times. He kept fucking her. He pumped her pussy with his stiff dick.

    Soon after her second orgasm, Chris released his seed inside his wife’s pussy. She smiled and wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as his balls pumped shot after shot into her.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Two orgasms in less than five minutes. I got lucky when I married you.”

    Chris smiled. He kissed his wife and pulled out. They cuddled as he leaked from her pussy. He had no idea she’d blown someone else less than an hour earlier and she loved it.

    ---

    Chris pulled into the bar parking lot and confirmed the location on his phone. The little blue dot was inside the bar, which meant his wife was inside the bar.

    He found a space in a dark corner of the lot and waited. He thought about how beautiful Lauren looked before she’d left. He loved that she’d carefully selected an outfit that would be alluring without being overly slutty. He loved that she was working so hard to cheat on him without tipping her hand.

    He thought about her inside the bar. He thought back to the time he’d gotten there ahead of her and watched as she’d flirted with half a dozen guys before picking the one she’d fucked. He wondered if she was going to fuck someone tonight. He hoped she would.

    It wasn’t long before Lauren emerged from the bar with a man by her side. Chris watched them walk across the parking lot. He watched the other man lift his wife’s short, pleated skirt and play with her ass. His cock got hard.

    He loved getting to be a true voyeur. He loved that his wife had no idea he was watching. He’d discovered her cheating months ago and was shocked to discover that it turned him on in a way he’d never experienced before. He hadn’t said anything. Instead, he’d played along.

    Lauren’s new man led her to a white car and pushed her up against it. Chris watched them kiss. He rubbed his cock through his pants. He knew what Lauren’s kisses were like when she was excited. He knew how active her tongue was. He knew how good it felt.

    He watched the new man lift up her skirt and push his fingers into her panties. He saw Lauren welcome it. She didn’t stop kissing him. Her hand went to the back of his head. She pulled him closer. When they stopped kissing, she opened her mouth and Chris imagined the beautiful sound of her moan.

    Chris pulled out his cock when Lauren moved into the car. He watched his wife’s head disappear into the other man’s lap. He saw it bobbing up and down. He saw his wife sucking cock.

    “Fuck,” he said to himself. He still couldn’t believe how turned on he got at watching her behave so badly.

    This was far from the first blowjob he’d witnessed. He’d seen Lauren pull this same lusty trick. He’d seen her suck dick in the bar parking lot numerous times and it always left him rock hard and dripping precum.

    Chris hadn’t yet had the pleasure of watching his wife get fucked. He’d seen her go into someone else’s house to get laid. He’d imagined what it must have looked like. He’d imagined getting to watch.

    He’d tasted the aftermath, though. He’d gone down on her pink, puffy pussy after someone else had fucked her. He’d masturbated to the idea of it dozens of times.

    As he watched her suck cock in the bar parking lot, Chris was already dreaming of the kiss they’d share afterwards. He was fantasizing about that electric moment when her lips met his and her tongue slipped into his mouth.

    The guy must have been a quick cummer because it wasn’t long before Lauren stepped out of his car and headed back into the bar. Chris zipped up his pants and left the parking lot to head home. His cock throbbed the entire way as he thought about another man’s cum in his wife’s stomach. He thought about how she’d swallowed someone else’s load and how she thought she was doing it without her husband knowing.

    Chris knew Lauren would be heading home soon, so he sped to ensure he’d get there before her. He parked the car in the garage, rushed into the living room, and put on a baseball game. He needed his boner to go away before she got home.

    He saw a car pull up in front of the house. His pulse quickened. His wife was home. He did his best to contain his lust as he heard the key in the door.

    “Hey honey!” Lauren called out as she let herself in.

    Chris smiled and hopped to his feet. “Hey.”

    He didn’t want to seem too eager, but Chris couldn’t contain himself. It was like the arousal was bouncing around inside him, desperately searching for a way out.

    “You look so good,” he said as Lauren approached.

    He thought of the other man’s hands on his wife’s ass. He thought of her getting fingered as she made out in the parking lot. He thought of how her outfit must have lured the guy towards her in the bar.

    “You mentioned that,” she replied with a smile.

    Chris let his lust overcome him as he pulled Lauren into his arms. He imagined the other man’s cock sliding past her lips and into her mouth. He imagined her bobbing up and down in his lap. He imagined the other man groaning and cumming in her mouth. He imagined his wife gleefully swallowing someone else’s cum. He wanted to taste her lips. He wanted to taste her tongue. He wanted to taste the result of her infidelity.

    “I missed you,” she said.

    Chris smiled and kissed her. He welcomed Lauren’s tongue into his mouth. He felt his cock grow with intense excitement. He wanted to suck on her tongue and never let it leave, but he decided against it. He didn’t want to seem too obvious.

    Chris stepped back and said, “I missed you too.”

    He wanted to spend the night kissing his wife. He wanted to savor the taste of another man on her lips and tongue. He wanted to push his tongue into her mouth and bask in the wild thrill of knowing that someone else’s cock had been there less than an hour ago. He wanted to savor the fact that he was kissing a woman that had just swallowed someone else’s load.

    Though he’d struggled with his feelings when he discovered his wife was cheating on him, Chris wasn’t confused in the heat of the moment. He was filled with pure desire and it destroyed everything else. He didn’t care that it was weird or kinky or that most men would have found it gross. He just cared that it made his dick so hard it hurt.

    Chris kissed his wife again. He savored the taste. It wasn’t obvious she’d sucked someone else’s dick, but it was definitely a different taste than before she’d left. Chris loved that his wife tasted like another man’s cock and cum.

    He squeezed her ass as they kissed. He played with the same flesh someone else had groped and he thought about the other man’s cock in her mouth. He desperately wanted to fuck her.

    “Take me to the bedroom,” Lauren said.

    Chris smiled and picked her up. He felt the warmth of her flesh against his arms. He carried her to the bedroom and dropped her in the bed. Her pulled off her panties and tossed them aside. He admired her wet pussy.

    She was wet every time she came home from cheating on him. Even when she’d blown a guy she was soaked. It seemed that Lauren found fooling around with another man to be an exceedingly arousing treat.

    Lauren pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread her legs. Chris climbed between them and her fingers found his cock. She stroked him a few times and then guided the head of his cock between her plump, soaking wet pussy lips. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me,” she said.

    Chris pushed inside his wife’s pussy. He tried his best not to cum immediately. “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I missed you,” Lauren said before kissing him.

    Chris fucked his wife slowly as they kissed. He tasted the other man and filled her. He bathed his cock in the wetness generated by being a cheating wife. He let the wild desire that her bad behavior inspired flow through him. He let it bring him a kind of pleasure he’d never experienced prior to her dalliances.

    Lauren closed her eyes, arched her back, and cried out, “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She always came so fast after cheating on him. He loved it. He loved that his wife got so turned from sucking off another man that she came in record time.

    “Damn, you’re so fast,” Chris said.

    Lauren smiled at him. She had a blissful look on her face. Chris had gotten hooked on that look. He’d grown to love the fact that cheating on him turned her on so much. More than that, he loved that she always wanted to come back to his cock after she’d been with someone else.

    “I know, but I can go again. Keep fucking me baby, don’t stop. Keep fucking my pussy.”

    Chris resumed fucking his wife. He thought of the other man’s cum in her stomach. Something about it struck a nerve in the most arousing way possible. He pictured it sliding down her throat and landing in her stomach. He pictured her body absorbing someone else’s seed.

    Soon after Lauren’s second orgasm, Chris unleashed his cum. He experienced a climax that defied description. It was a kind of pleasure he hadn’t known until Lauren cheated on him the first time. It was a pleasure he’d experienced over and over since then. It was a pleasure he was unwilling to give up.

    They kissed as he climaxed inside his wife and thought of how much he loved that she had a secret slutty side she kept hidden from him. He hoped she never got sick of cheating on him.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Two orgasms in less than five minutes. I got lucky when I married you.”

    Chris felt like he was the lucky one.
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    Ben’s hands shook a little as he opened the door to the porn store. He’d never been in one before and he’d never been anywhere in search of a blowjob from a stranger. He’d read about the gloryholes at the store, though, and he hadn’t stopped thinking about it since.

    Day and night he fantasized about the pleasure of putting his cock through a hole and having the soft, sensual mouth of an eager girl suck him off. He’d watched gloryhole videos and found them endlessly arousing for reasons he didn’t really understand. He’d never fantasized about this sort of thing before, and yet he couldn’t push the notion from his head once it had taken root.

    “Hey there,” said the cute, tattooed girl sitting behind the counter. “I’m Staci. Welcome to my little world of fantasy and fun. Anything I can help you with?”

    Ben nervously looked away. He wasn’t sure if he was supposed to simply make his way back to the booths that had the gloryholes or if the girl was the gatekeeper to those pleasures. He wasn’t sure about anything and his heart was pounding so hard he worried for his health.

    “Um, well, I was hoping to take advantage of your…um, your booths,” he said.

    Staci flashed a knowing smile and asked, “You here to get your dick sucked?”

    The casual-yet-filthy nature of her question surprised Ben to the point that he choked on the saliva he’d tried to swallow and launched into a coughing fit.

    “Whoa, whoa,” the tattooed girl said as she came out from behind the register. “You okay?” She slapped Ben on the back with surprising strength and he stood up.

    “Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry about that. I’m not really sure what happened.”

    “It’s okay, you know,” Staci said. “The dick sucking thing, I mean. Lots of guys come here to get their dicks sucked. They’ve got to pay to keep those videos running in the booths and that’s a pretty big part of our revenue, if I’m being honest. There’s no reason to feel any shame about it if that’s what you’re here for.”

    Ben still couldn’t bring himself to admit that he’d come to the porn store with the specific purpose of getting a blowjob. Now it felt like a terrible idea.

    “You know, I’m not sure why I’m here,” he said. “I should go.”

    He moved towards the door as Staci said, “You don’t strike me as the kind of guy that would come to a place like this to get his dick sucked.”

    There was something in her voice that made Ben pause and look over his shoulder. “Really?” he asked. “What do you mean?”

    “Well, if I’m being honest, you seem like the kind of guy that would come here to suck dick,” she said.

    Ben would have choked on his saliva if he’d had any in his throat. Instead, he stared at Staci.

    She stepped closer and said, “I don’t mean any offense, but you seem like a cocksucker to me.”

    Ben moved back and bumped into a rack of dildos, spilling half of them on the floor. “Shit, sorry,” he said while dropping to his knees to clean up the mess he’d made.

    “See,” Staci said. “You look like a natural on your knees.”

    “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he asked with a dildo in each hand.

    “I’m not the one holding two cocks,” she shot back. “I work in a porn store, man. You can just admit that you’re a cocksucker. It’s not like I’m going to judge you. You can be whatever you want. The business model of this place is built on guys doing what actually turns them on and I’m saying that you seem like the kind of guy that’s turned on by having a stiff cock in his mouth.”

    “I’m not,” Ben protested. “I’m straight.”

    “I didn’t say you were gay,” she shot back. “I said you seemed like a cocksucker. I said you seemed like the kind of guy that comes in here to suck dick because it thrills him to do something really fucking naughty and nasty. I’ve seen lots of guys like that. They’re almost always straight and married and they almost always get off on getting on their fucking knees and sucking strange dick until it cums in their hungry whore mouths.”

    Ben sat back on his knees and dropped the dildos. He hadn’t come to the store to suck cock. He’d come to get his dick sucked. He had. That was the whole plan.

    “Why’d you come here?” Staci asked.

    “To get a blowjob,” he said.

    “Are you sure?” Staci asked. “I mean, really? You understand that girls don’t suck dick at gloryholes, right? You’re not stupid enough to think that some pretty chick was going to suck you off because she finds it so fucking hot to give head, right? You know it’s just dudes that give head at gloryholes, right?”

    It made perfect sense the moment she said it. The girls in porn videos were being paid.

    “Really?” he asked.

    “What’s your name?” Staci shot back.

    “Ben,” he answered.

    “Ben, I’ve been working in this place for two years and not once have I seen a girl go into those booths. Not one single time. I’m sure it happens, but if you came here looking to get your dick sucked by a girl, you came here looking for a damn unicorn and you ain’t going to find it,” Staci bluntly informed him.

    Staci stepped closer, making Ben crane his neck to look up at her.

    “There are a few guys back there right now, though, so if you want to get on your knees and suck dick you can do it. There’s nothing stopping you. Nothing at all.”

    Ben wondered why he hadn’t run from the store. He wondered why he was still on his knees. He wondered why he was still letting Staci talk to him like that.

    She took another step closer and reached out to grab a handful of his hair. Her grip was surprisingly tight and she seemed to find a small measure of joy in his discomfort.

    “What if I dragged you back there and put you on your knees in one of the booths?” she asked. “What if I put you right in front of one of the gloryholes and told you to suck dick while I watched?”

    Ben’s heart pounded and he felt an odd and distressing sense of arousal between his legs. It couldn’t be at the idea of sucking cock. It couldn’t. He wasn’t that kind of guy. That wasn’t why he was into gloryhole porn. It wasn’t why he’d fantasized about it so much since discovering gloryholes were a thing.

    Staci maintained her grip on his hair as she turned around and started walking towards the back of the store. Ben resisted and she pulled hard enough to make him groan in pain. “Crawl,” she demanded.

    Ben crawled behind her and felt a sense of complete and utter dismay at the stiffness between his legs. Why was he hard? Why was he excited? Why did he seem to like that Staci was dragging him through her store and towards the gloryhole booth?

    “Faster, damn it,” Staci said. “I don’t have all fucking day.”

    Ben picked up the pace as they reached the back of the store. She opened the dark, grimy-looking door and led him down a hallway with a decidedly sticky floor. He heard the sounds of porn videos playing in a handful of the booths and imagined guys watching and jerking off. The whole thing felt so tawdry, and yet he refused to get up and walk out. He went along with it. He let Staci lead him.

    She opened the door to one of the booths, released her grip on his hair, and said, “Crawl inside. Get on your fucking knees at the gloryhole.”

    Ben looked up at her. He saw the wild look in her eyes and the way the edges of her lips curled into a small, sexy smile. He knew she was giving him a chance to leave. She’d let go of his hair. If he stood up and walked out she wasn’t going to stop him. Of course she wasn’t.

    He didn’t walk out, though. Ben surrendered to the inexplicable but very real feelings of arousal that permeated every fiber of his being and crawled into the booth. He waited on his knees at the gloryhole and Staci stepped into the booth after him with a big smile on her face.

    “I fucking knew it,” she said. “You’re just a fucking cocksucker like the rest of them. You tried to tell yourself you weren’t, but of course you are. You told yourself you’d come here and some slutty girl would suck a load out of you, but you knew you were fucking delusional. You knew that was just some bullshit you were cooking up so you wouldn’t have to admit that you’re just a fucking faggot that wants to wrap your lips around a dick and suck until you’re rewarded with a mouthful of cum.”

    Ben wilted under the barrage of harsh words. He didn’t want any of it to be true. He wasn’t the slightest bit attracted to men. He liked women. He didn’t want to suck dick, and yet he was on his knees in front of a gloryhole and a kind of arousal he’d never experienced before had wormed its way through his entire body.

    Staci approached the video screen, pressed a few buttons, and brought up a POV video of a pretty brunette giving a blowjob.

    “Have you ever watched a video like that and imagined being the girl? Have you ever imagined wrapping your pretty lips around a dick and feeling it throb in your fucking mouth?” Staci asked.

    Ben looked up at the video and let the idea of being the girl envelop him.

    “You’re doing it now, aren’t you?” Staci grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Ben’s attention to her. “Answer me.”

    He nodded.

    “Take your fucking clothes off,” she demanded. Ben hesitated and Staci leaned down, sneered, and said, “We both know you’re hard as a fucking rock right now. We both know you want to suck cock for me. We both know you want to make a stranger cum in that faggot mouth of yours. Now take your fucking clothes off or get out of my store.”

    She stood up and Ben followed. He stripped as Staci watched with a satisfied smile on her face. She gave his bare ass a hard smack and said, “Get on your knees and wait at the gloryhole like a good faggot.”

    Ben’s heart pounded so hard he felt a little lightheaded as his knees came to rest against the cool, sticky floor.

    “Look through the hole,” Staci said.

    Ben directed his gaze to the gloryhole and saw a chubby older man sitting on the other side. He had his pants around his ankles and his cock in his hand. Ben looked back at Staci and nodded.

    “Tell him you want to suck his cock,” Staci demanded.

    Ben turned back to the gloryhole and took a deep breath. The guy sitting on the other side had turned his attention towards the opening in the wall and he looked ready to offer his cock.

    “You and I will be the only people that will ever know that you’re secretly a disgusting little cocksucker,” Staci said. “Your dirty little secret will be safe with me. Live your fantasy. Follow that stiff dick of yours. You know what it wants you to do. You know what you want to do.”

    “Please, sir,” Ben said. “I’d like to suck your cock.”

    The stranger stood up and approached the gloryhole. He pushed his stiff cock through it and Ben stared at the plump, purple head that now rested just a few inches from his mouth.

    “Do it,” Staci said. “Suck his dick. Suck it for me. Degrade yourself by sucking cock like a fucking whore. Be a little gloryhole faggot for me.”

    Her words were designed to humiliate, and yet Ben couldn’t help but get turned on. He leaned closer. He parted his lips. He wrapped them around the stranger’s cock.

    “That’s it. Take him in your mouth. Use your fucking tongue, and no fucking teeth. No cocksucker worth his salt uses his teeth. Press those lips around his dick like a good little bitch. Suck on it. Lick it. Work it like a good little gloryhole whore,” Staci demanded.

    The man on the other side of the gloryhole groaned as Ben did what the bossy, tattooed blonde girl demanded of him. He sucked cock. He sucked a stranger’s cock for the first time in his life and he experienced a wealth of emotions as he listened to the groans of the man he was blowing.

    Staci stepped closer and squatted next to Ben. “I love watching a first time faggot,” she hissed. “It makes my pussy wet to see you surrender to your hidden desire. You disgusting little pig. You call yourself straight and yet you’re on your knees in a filthy fucking gloryhole sucking cock. You’re going to swallow that fucking load for me, aren’t you?”

    Ben reached up to play with the stranger’s balls as he sucked his cock. He licked the head and the shaft. He moved up and down the stiff flesh. He was lost in it. Staci’s humiliating verbal barbs filled his head and sent the oddly pleasurable sensations of humiliation from his brain to his loins.

    “Fuck, here it comes,” the stranger said.

    “Catch every drop like a good faggot,” Staci said. “Take it in your mouth. Don’t you fucking swallow until I give you permission.”

    The stranger grunted and the cock in Ben’s mouth swelled up. The first shot of cum felt huge and hit the back of his throat and tongue, covering it in hot, wet, salty fluid. A dozen more shots followed and soon Ben felt like his mouth was overflowing with cum.

    The stranger pulled away, offered a quick, “Thanks, faggot,” and pulled up his pants. A moment later he was gone.

    “Show me his cum,” Staci said.

    Ben turned and opened his mouth, showing off the thick load that rested on his tongue.

    Staci smiled, leaned closer, and surprised him with a passionate kiss. Her tongue moved into his mouth and they snowballed the semen the stranger had offered, making a foamy mess as she reached down to grab Ben’s throbbing cock and stroke him.

    “Swallow,” Staci said when she pulled back.

    Ben swallowed what remained in his mouth and Staci did the same.

    Staci reached up, wrapped her fingers around his throat, and applied gentle pressure. “Tell me what you are,” she demanded.

    “I’m a cocksucker,” he said.

    His balls tightened and his dick swelled up in her hand.

    “Are you a disgusting little pig?” she asked.

    Ben was too caught up in the most intense pleasure of his life to disagree. “Yes.”

    “Say it,” Staci demanded as she tightened her grip on his throat.

    “I’m a disgusting little pig,” Ben said.

    Staci smiled. “Yes you are. You’re a disgusting little cocksucking pig. You’re a fucking faggot. You’re a nasty, cum-loving little bitch and we both know you’re coming back. We both know that you’re coming back as often as you can. We both know that you’re going to be my little cocksucker from now on.”

    “Fuck…” Ben said as the pleasure built between his legs.

    “Go ahead. Cum. Cum for me. Cum like a good little bitch. Cum while you think about that cock exploding in your mouth. Cum while you think about how good it felt to suck a man off. Cum for me, faggot,” Staci said.

    Ben groaned and did as Staci demanded. He came as she ran her fingers over the underside of his cock. He filled the little video booth with his wild, lusty moans.

    When he was finished Staci lifted her hand and showed that she’d caught most of his cum. She smeared it all over Ben’s face, making a sticky, salty, slippery mess and laughing in the process.

    She spit on his face to make it a little more disgusting and then stood, unbuttoned her jeans, and pulled them down, freeing her pussy in the process.

    “Eat me out, pig,” she demanded. “Make me cum and I’ll let you come back again to suck more cock for me.”

    Ben crawled closer and ate Staci’s pussy. His cum spread over her pussy lips and thighs and as he put his tongue to work. She moaned, grabbed his hair and held him there until an orgasm ripped through her body.

    “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Staci said as she pulled up her pants, zipped up, and left the gloryhole booth.

    Ben sat back on his knees and took a deep breath. He reached for his clothes and pulled on his shirt. There was no way he was ever coming back to the porn store. There was no way he was going to suck cock again. There was no way he was going to blow another random stranger and swallow his load. There was no way he was going to subject himself to that level of humiliation.

    There was no way.
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    Under normal circumstances, Dustin wouldn’t have agreed to go to a strip club. He was the new guy at work though, and he worried that turning down an invite to a bachelor party would have made it that much more difficult to ingratiate himself and start moving up the ladder.

    He didn’t tell Paige he’d be at the strip club. He didn’t even tell her it was a bachelor party. All she knew was that some of the guys from work had invited him out for a few drinks on Saturday night.

    Dustin felt bad as he pulled into the parking lot. He knew Paige wouldn’t want him at a strip club. She tended to be jealous and the idea of him watching a naked woman writhing on stage would absolutely have triggered her.

    She wasn’t going to find out, though. Guys didn’t take selfies at strip clubs. He’d go in, hang out a little, try his best to bond with his new workmates and then go home to his beautiful wife. He definitely wasn’t going to get a lap dance, though he’d probably have to chip in to get the groom-to-be a few dances.

    The strip club turned out to be far nicer than any Dustin had been in before. It wasn’t luxurious – it was still a place where women got naked for the pleasure of an audience of horny men – but it didn’t feel the slightest bit grimy.

    He was struck by the beauty of the two women that were on stage when he stepped in, too. It was a far cry from the trashier type of girl that he’d seen on his previous trips to a strip club.

    The bachelor party was already in action when he arrived and Dustin was soon seated amongst a group of his coworkers as they enjoyed the show a lean, leggy blonde girl was putting on for them. There was lots of cheering and plenty of bills shoved into her g-string.

    “How about a lap dance for the groom?” one of the guys called out.

    “Of course,” the stripper said as her eyes focused on the man that would be getting married a week later.

    She collected the money and then everyone watched as she put on a show for the groom. Dustin was surprised at how sexy he found it. The stripper was far more talented than most he’d witnessed. Clearly they were at a higher-end strip club than any he’d ever spent time at.

    It wasn’t until the groom reached up and ran his hands over the stripper’s stomach and waist that things got problematic. The girl stood up and a bouncer made his way over in no time at all.

    “No touching,” he said.

    “Sorry,” Dave, the groom, remarked. “I couldn’t resist.”

    Dustin could see how a man could lose himself in such pleasure. Dave’s erection was so obvious everyone could see it in his pants.

    “You get one warning,” the bouncer said before he walked away.

    Dave looked a little embarrassed but the stripper quickly made all of that disappear as she straddled him. She leaned closer and said, “The rules aren’t quite as strict when you get a private lap dance.”

    The look on her face made Dustin think she was underselling the truth. It seemed like she was offering to do something far naughtier than a lap dance, though it was hard to know for sure. Perhaps she was just trying to extract a little more money from him.

    Dave didn’t take her up on the offer, though. He enjoyed the rest of his lap dance and then the beautiful blonde moved along to another group of guys as a second girl got on stage to do her show.

    Dustin was surprised at how quickly the whole thing lost its sense of novelty and arousal for him. He saw all the guys staring up at the stage with money in their hands and boners in their pants and it seemed more than a little pathetic.

    Dustin asked if anyone wanted another round and headed to the bar. While he waited for the bartender to come over a voice took over the loudspeaker.

    “Gentlemen, the moment you’ve been waiting for has arrived. Your favorite performer is about to take the stage. She’s ready to blow your minds, so get your money out and make it rain for a seasonal change. Please welcome the beautiful Miss Summer to the stage!”

    Dustin turned towards the stage to see the only stripper to warrant a personal introduction from the club DJ. He saw a tall, lean brunette strut on stage in a strappy lingerie set and black platform heels. She whipped her hair around and grabbed the silver pole before skillfully spinning around it.

    The audience cheered as Summer executed a skillful move by leaping onto the pole, flipping her legs skyward, and slowly sliding down it. She gracefully slid to the stage, spun towards the audience, and spread her legs. The bachelor party cheered and Dustin found it impossible to take his eyes off the woman on stage.

    The bartender delivered a tray of drinks and Dustin offered his credit card. When he turned back to the stage, Summer was standing and bent at the waist. She flipped her hair back and Dustin got a good look at her face.

    In the blink of an eye his world shifted. His head spun and the only thing he could hear was his heart pounding in his chest. He recognized the woman on stage. He was married to her.

    Dustin’s legs felt leaden as he tried to move from the stool. His head spun as he worked through an array of uncomfortable feelings and unanswerable questions.

    Why was Paige, the woman he loved more than anything in the world, dancing at a strip club? How long had she been a stripper? How often did she dance for other men? Why hadn’t she told him about her stripping? Had she been a stripper before they got married?

    After the initial shock wore off, Dustin took note of the audience’s joy at his wife’s dancing. Guys were cheering. Some made their way to the stage to offer money as a sign of their approval and overwhelming lust. Paige shook her ass at the ones that seemed to be offering larger bills.

    Dustin was surprised to feel a touch of pride at the idea that his wife was so sexy that men couldn’t wait to throw money at her.

    More questions popped into his head. Was Paige dancing because he didn’t give her enough attention at home? He’d been working a lot recently. Was she feeling unloved? Did she have some sort of secret spending habit that she was supporting by working as a dancer? Why the fuck was she on stage?

    A loud cheer came from the audience as Paige removed her bra and showed every guy in the club her tits. Dustin expected to feel jealous and angry and was astonished to find that he felt a strange sense of arousal.

    Why was he experiencing that familiar tingle between his legs? Why did it seem like his cock was trying to get hard as he watched his wife dance topless for a bunch of strangers?

    After her dance ended, Paige slipped off the stage and strutted through the crowd of men seeking her attention. She found her way to the bachelor party Dustin was supposed to be a part of. A stack of bills appeared in front of her and she gathered them up and looked at the groom.

    Dustin was too far away to hear what his wife was saying, but he imagined it was something naughty. What else would a stripper say to a man she was about to grind on?

    Dustin remembered that Dave had gotten a boner as the blonde gave him a lap dance. Now it was his wife that would inspire that boner. Again Dustin felt an unexpected kind of arousal. Why was his dick getting hard at the idea of his wife arousing someone else?

    Paige straddled Dave and rubbed her tits in his face as she lowered her lap onto his. Dustin felt a shock of lust between his legs. Those were the breasts that he usually got to play with. Those were the nipples that usually brushed over his lips.

    Paige sat back and moved her hips back and forth. She ground her panty-clad pussy into Dave’s lap and Dustin was certain she must have felt the other man’s erection.

    He had one too. He was hard as a rock. He was watching his wife dance for another man and he couldn’t contain his desire.

    Paige stood up and took Dave’s head between her breasts for a moment before spinning around and sitting on his lap once more. She reached back and one hand moved behind his neck as she worked his cock with what Dustin knew was her perfect ass. If not for the clothes Dave was wearing it would have looked like they were fucking.

    Dustin was surprised the bachelor managed to keep his hands off of Paige. The bouncer’s threat of throwing him out was clearly working because it looked like all he wanted to do was grope the beautiful woman dancing for him.

    By the time it was over, Dustin felt like he’d been the one to get a lap dance. His pulse was still racing and his cock was still fairly hard in his pants.

    He thought that would be the end of it, but Dave had other plans. He reached out for Paige and she turned back to him. Dave said something and Paige looked to the other guys at the bachelor party. Money was collected and offered to her. She took it and then offered her hand to Dave.

    Dustin’s coworkers cheered as they watched Dave and the girl they knew as Summer walk towards the back room.

    As Dustin watched his wife walk hand-in-hand with another man he couldn’t stop thinking about what the blonde stripper had said. Was Paige about to offer a sexual favor in the strip club’s back room? Was she about to go far beyond what was supposed to happen in a public establishment?

    Dustin had to know what was going to happen in the back room. He grabbed the tray of drinks and dropped them off with the rest of the guys before saying he had to go to the bathroom.

    On his way to the men’s room he found the blonde stripper and pulled her aside. He opened his wallet, pulled out $200, and said, “I know this is going to sound strange, but I’d like to get in the back room. I’m not going to do anything weird and I don’t want a dance or whatever else from you. I just want to get back there.”

    Much to his surprise, the girl took the money, took his hand, and led him to the back room.

    “Don’t do anything stupid,” was all she said before disappearing.

    The back room turned out to be a lot bigger than Dustin expected. There was a fairly large main room and several smaller, curtained-off areas where the dancers presumably took their most generous clients.

    The main room was almost completely dark so Dustin slowly made his way through as he looked under the curtains to try and find his wife and the man she was entertaining.

    It wasn’t until he reached the far end of the room that Dustin saw shoes he recognized. He saw the high heels Paige had worn. They were right next to Dave’s shoes. She seemed to be straddling him.

    A quiet moan drifted from the private area where she’d taken Dustin’s coworker. It was hers.

    Dustin had to know what was happening. He moved closer. The curtain was partially open. Perhaps Paige felt like they had plenty of privacy all the way at the end of the room. All Dustin cared about was that it allowed him a chance to see what was happening.

    He found a spot in the darkness that let him look into the small space where Paige was entertaining her client. He saw his wife straddling Dave just like she’d done during the lap dance.

    It was different this time. Dave’s hands were on her ass. Paige still had her thong on but it seemed like touching was allowed in the back room. He wasn’t just holding her ass, either. He was playing with it. His fingers moved all over the soft flesh. He groped her. He pulled on her ass cheeks.

    Paige was grinding in his lap as Dave groped her ass. Her naked breasts were in his face. Her nipple was in his mouth. He was licking and sucking on it. She was moaning for him.

    “That feels so good, baby,” Paige said softly.

    Dave let her nipple fall from his mouth and looked up at Dustin’s wife. “Yeah, you like that?” he asked.

    “You make me feel so good,” she replied before offering her other breast.

    Dave took it into his mouth and resumed playing with her ass. Dustin’s cock throbbed in his pants as he watched his wife offer herself to a man that had paid for the privilege.

    Though he desperately wanted to, Dustin resisted the urge to free his cock and masturbate in the darkness. Instead, he focused his attention on watching the illicit show unfolding in front of him.

    Paige stood up and turned around, just like she’d done during the lap dance. She sat in Dave’s lap and gently moved her ass over his crotch. It was slower and considerably more sensual this time. There was no music playing. This time it appeared to be fueled by lust.

    Dave’s hands moved to Paige’s breasts. He squeezed them softly and played with her nipples. She turned her head and moaned for him.

    Dustin watched his coworker’s hands slowly move down Paige’s body. He rubbed her taut stomach and worked his way down her thighs. She groaned in delight as his fingers moved between her legs.

    When Dave’s fingers moved to her pussy, Paige didn’t stop him. He rubbed her through the thin panties she wore and she moaned louder.

    Emboldened by her lust, Dave pushed his fingers into her panties. “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I wasn’t lying,” Paige whispered. “You make me feel so good.”

    She moaned louder as Dave fingered her. Dustin’s cock throbbed in his pants. He couldn’t believe his eyes or his ears.

    “Do I make you feel good?” Paige asked.

    “Fuck yes,” Dave said breathlessly.

    Paige smiled and stood up. She fell to her knees in front of Dave and unzipped his pants. She freed his cock, leaned forward, and took it into her mouth.

    “Oh my god, Summer, you’re incredible,” Dave said as he closed his eyes and leaned back.

    Dustin nearly fell to his knees as he watched his wife give a blowjob. She swallowed Dave’s cock with ease and her breasts bounced as her mouth bobbed up and down in the other man’s lap.

    It was a slow, sensual blowjob. It wasn’t designed to make Dave cum as quickly as possible. It was designed to give him pleasure for as long as possible. It was designed to make his experience with Paige as memorable as possible.

    Dustin expected it would end with the blowjob. He thought his wife would suck Dave off and swallow his cum. He was wrong.

    After a few minutes of slow, sensual cocksucking Paige stood up and straddled Dave. She pulled aside her panties and took him inside her. She sank onto his cock and leaned forward so he could suck on her breasts.

    “Your cock feels so good inside me,” she said.

    Dave’s hands found her ass and groped her. He lifted her off his cock and dropped her back onto it. Paige rode him lustily as Dustin watched. He reached down and played with his cock through his pants. He was utterly entranced with his wife’s unexpectedly naughty behavior.

    “Oh fuck,” Dave said as a look of pure bliss came over his face.

    “You can cum inside me,” Paige said.

    She rode Dave harder as Dustin watched from his place in the darkness. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants and he could feel the steady stream of precum making a mess.

    Dave grunted and pulled Paige on top of him. He wrapped his arms tight around her and emptied his balls into her pussy.

    Dustin stood there as another man came inside his wife. The impact of everything he’d watched washed over him. Not only was his wife a stripper, but she was the kind of stripper that offered favors in the back room. She was the kind of stripper that fucked a client bareback. She was the kind of stripper that had another man’s cum leaking out of her.

    Paige softly kissed Dave and said, “That was wonderful.”

    “You’re incredible,” Dave replied as Paige stood up.

    Dustin watched some of the other man’s cum drip onto the floor before she pulled her panties over her pussy.

    “Thank you,” Dave said as he zipped up.

    Dustin slipped into one of the adjoining curtained-off rooms to avoid being seen by his coworker or his wife.

    He was still sitting there when a pair of heels appeared on the other side of the curtain. Dustin’s heart pounded. Did someone know he was in there?

    “Would you like a dance?” the girl on the other side of the curtain asked. It was Paige. Her voice was unmistakable.

    Dustin stayed silent. He hoped she’d just walk away.

    Instead, Paige pulled the curtain open and smiled at her husband. She stood with her legs spread and her hands on her hips.

    “Would you like a dance?” she asked again. This time Dustin saw the smile on her face.

    He nodded.

    Paige closed the curtain behind her and straddled him. She pressed her wet, cum-stained panties into his crotch. She leaned closer and her lips hovered just a few inches from his.

    “Did you like watching?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” Dustin admitted.

    “Naughty boy,” she said before kissing him.

    Dustin lost himself in her kiss. His hands left the seat and moved over her body. He played with her perky breasts and groped her ass. He made her moan into his mouth.

    Paige kissed his neck and nibbled on his ear lobe before whispering, “Do you want what he got?”

    Dustin nodded as she unzipped his pants and pulled out his turgid erection. Her fingers moved up and down the precum-soaked shaft.

    “Are you sure?” Paige asked.

    Dustin didn’t care that she was full of someone else’s cum and that it would soon soak his cock. He wanted to fuck his stripper wife.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    She pulled aside her panties and sank down onto his cock. He felt the other man’s cum around him. He felt it leaking out of her pussy and down his shaft.

    “Fuck,” was all he could say.

    Paige smiled and bounced on his cock. She milked him with her hot, wet pussy. He kissed her breasts and listened to her soft, sensual moans.

    “Cum inside me,” she said.

    Hearing it from her for the second time that night made it so much more arousing. After the arousal of watching her on stage and in the back room, Dustin couldn’t last.

    He grabbed Paige’s ass and came inside her. She leaned forward and smothered him with her breasts as he launched a second load of semen into her pussy.

    “Naughty boy,” she said again.

    Dustin smiled. “Naughty wife,” he replied.

    “You have no idea.”
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    Alex was a little distracted as Hazel cuddled up next to him in bed. He couldn’t stop picturing her flirting with another guy at the party they’d attended that night.

    There wasn’t anything particularly remarkable about the guy. He was tall and good looking, but so was Alex. He seemed charming and he looked good in his suit, but there was nothing about him that should have lured Hazel to his side.

    That seemed to have been the case, though. She wasn’t just talking to him, either. It was unquestionably flirting. There was lots of laughter, a little bit of touching, and more than a bit of flirty hair twirling on Hazel’s part. She’d been kind of obvious about her flirtations, in fact.

    Alex couldn’t decide if he should say anything. He feared coming off as the kind of jealous, insecure boyfriend that few women wanted to be with. Still, he felt a little insecure. Plus, other people at the party noticed and he suspected they must have thought something was wrong with their relationship for Hazel to openly flirt with another man.

    Ultimately, he decided to say something. “Hey, so, I’m sorry if this comes off as totally insecure and awful, but it seemed like you were flirting really heavily with that guy at the party tonight.”

    Hazel lifted her head from his chest and looked at him. “Who? Patrick?”

    “Well, I don’t know his name, but if Patrick is the guy you were flirting with all night, then yeah, him.”

    Hazel’s head fell softly to his chest once more. She rubbed his stomach and slipped a hand under his tee shirt.

    “Yeah, I guess I was flirting with him,” she said as her fingers moved over his bare skin.

    Alex was so certain that she’d deny it that he wasn’t sure how to respond. “Oh,” he said. “Well, don’t you think that’s a little weird?”

    Hazel’s hand moved up to his chest and brushed over his nipples. “Weird? What do you mean?”

    Her nonchalance about the whole thing had Alex decidedly off balance. “I mean I thought it was a little weird that you spent a pretty good portion of the party flirting with another guy instead of hanging out with your boyfriend. I mean, you’re not single and it seemed like you were acting like you are.”

    “Patrick did give me his number,” Hazel said as her fingers moved over Alex’s stomach and danced across the flesh just above his underwear.

    “Hazel, what the hell?” he said, though there wasn’t any anger in his voice. He was confused more than anything.

    She lifted her head off his chest once more. He caught a whiff of the perfume that still lingered where she’d dabbed it on the back of her neck.

    “I’m not going to call him, Alex. Jeez. I know I’m not single. I was just having a little fun. Patrick is a good-looking, successful guy and it was fun to feel desired,” she explained as her fingers gently pushed under the elastic waistband of his underwear and moved through the pubic hair above his cock.

    Alex tried his best not to feel aroused. Hazel’s touch was impossibly soft and skillful though. She hadn’t yet reached his cock but he was already half hard.

    “But I was right there. Why couldn’t you just talk to me? I desire you all the time.”

    Hazel kissed his cheek as her fingers left his underwear and moved back under his shirt to caress his stomach and chest.

    “I know,” she said in a soft, sexy voice. “You and I have been together for a year now. I know that you desire me. I know that you love me. It’s great when you fuck me. I just wanted to feel like someone else desired me, so I flirted with Patrick and when he flirted back I decided to keep going with it.”

    Hazel’s hand moved over his boxer shorts and between his legs. She stroked his half-hard cock through the thin cloth and soon enough he was fully erect.

    “You don’t sound mad, Alex. Are you sure it didn’t turn you on a little to see me flirting with someone else?” she asked.

    “What? No, of course not,” Alex said.

    Hazel kissed his neck again. She ran her tongue over his flesh and pushed her hand into his underwear. She found his hard cock and wrapped her fingers around it.

    Her voice was barely above a whisper as she asked, “Are you sure?”

    Alex closed his eyes and lost himself in the desire his girlfriend had skillfully built in his loins. The way she moved her body against his was intoxicating. The way her fingers stroked him was electric. Even the way he could feel her breath against his neck was enough to make him want to fuck her.

    He didn’t answer her question, though. He passed right by it and asked one of his own. “Why did you want to feel like Patrick desired you? Is my desire not enough?”

    Hazel’s fingers moved down his shaft and to his balls. She played with them in the way Alex loved so much. A moan escaped his lips before he could stop it.

    “What if it wasn’t?” Hazel asked.

    Alex struggled to find an immediate answer. His brain was awash in desire and it was getting harder to think clearly.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    “I love you, Alex,” she whispered.

    “I know. I love you too.”

    Her hand returned to his cock. She stroked him slowly. She kissed his neck.

    “You don’t have anything to worry about. I’m not going to leave you. You make me feel good, Alex. You make me cum when you fuck me. You make me cum when you go down on me. You make me feel happy and safe when you hug me. I love being with you. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

    Alex knew all of that was true. He knew his girlfriend loved him. He knew they had good sex.

    “If all of that’s true, then why did you want Patrick to desire you?” he asked.

    Hazel moaned. It was a lustful, beautiful sound. She played with the head of Alex’s cock and sucked on his neck. She drove him crazy.

    Her voice was dripping with lust as she said, “Because it felt so fucking good, Alex. It felt so good to see that look in his eyes. It felt so good to know that I could have taken him home and fucked his brains out if I wanted to.”

    Alex felt a brief sense of panic. Hazel hadn’t been entirely clear, but it seemed like she was saying that she’d thought about fucking the man she was flirting with. It seemed like she had even considered doing it.

    “Your cock is so hard, Alex,” Hazel whispered. “Is that because you like that another man desired me tonight? Did you like watching me flirt with him?”

    Alex’s head felt cloudy. He couldn’t possibly answer the question accurately. Instead, he moaned as Hazel played with the head of his cock.

    “It’s okay if you did,” she continued. “There’s nothing wrong with that. It’s not weird. Not even a little.”

    Hazel’s lips moved over his neck, planting soft kisses as they went. She unleashed soft, sensual moans with each kiss. Alex’s cock throbbed painfully in her hand.

    “Lots of guys are turned on by the idea of their girlfriends flirting with other men. Most of them don’t even understand it. They just know that it’s hot. Some guys are turned on by their girlfriends doing a whole lot more.”

    She moved her fingers over the head of his cock as the last words left her lips. Alex moaned. He couldn’t help it. It felt so good.

    “It’s okay if you’re one of those guys, Alex. It’s okay if you got excited watching me flirt with Patrick. It’s okay if your dick is so hard because I’m talking about it right now.”

    Hazel pulled her fingers out of his underwear. She grabbed Patrick’s hand and guided it into her panties.

    “Why are you so wet?” he asked.

    Hazel moaned as Patrick instinctively pushed his fingers inside her. She moaned in response but offered no answer to his question.

    Instead, Hazel pulled Patrick’s lips to hers and they shared a deep kiss as he fingered her. Her wetness was overwhelming.

    “Why don’t you take your underwear off,” Hazel suggested.

    Patrick pulled his hand from her panties and yanked down his briefs. Despite the strange circumstances that had left him rock hard, he couldn’t say no to his girlfriend when she wanted him to free his cock.

    Hazel’s fingers wrapped around his shaft once more. She pressed her body against his. She stroked him and Alex let the arousal wash over him.

    “He wanted to kiss me, you know,” she said.

    “What?”

    “Patrick. He wanted to kiss me,” Hazel replied as she played with his balls.

    Alex moaned. She knew exactly how to drive him crazy and all she had to do was use her fingers.

    “How do you know?”

    Hazel giggled. “Because he told me, silly.”

    “He told you he wanted to kiss you with me standing right there? Did he know we’re a couple?”

    Hazel grasped Alex’s cock and moved her fingers over the head. She collected the precum that had gathered and used it to lube him. The pleasure that resulted was heavenly.

    “He knew. I told him. He said he didn’t care. He said it didn’t matter, in fact, that it would only be a kiss, that one kiss wasn’t a big deal.”

    Hazel lifted her head off his chest and kissed Alex. She stroked his cock and the sound of a slippery handjob filled the bedroom.

    Her lips remained a few inches from his after the kiss. Alex stared into his girlfriend’s eyes. He saw her incredible lust. He wasn’t sure what was fueling it, though.

    “What if I had let him kiss me?” she asked. “What would you have done? What if he’d kissed me like I just kissed you?”

    “Right there in the middle of the party?”

    Hazel let go of his cock and played with his balls. She rubbed his taint and teased him skillfully.

    “Say he and I had stepped out of the party. Say you’d followed us into one of the dark bedrooms and seen me in his arms. Say you’d seen us kissing passionately. What would you have done?”

    Alex didn’t have an answer. He couldn’t find the right words. All he could think about was how good his dick felt as Hazel played with him.

    “Did you want to kiss him?” Alex asked.

    Hazel played with the head of his cock. She teased it skillfully. She made him moan. She leaned closer and kissed his neck. She moaned. She kissed his lips softly and then whispered, “Yes.”

    Alex groaned and felt an unexpected rush of desire between his legs. His cock throbbed in Hazel’s hand. He kissed her, eliciting a delighted moan from his girlfriend.

    “I wanted it,” she repeated. “I know it’s not what a good girlfriend wants, but I couldn’t help it. I wanted him to kiss me, Alex. I wanted to feel his lips against mine. I wanted to feel his desire for me.”

    Alex kissed her again. He’d given up being confused. He was going with it now. He was letting the lust wash over him. He was letting Hazel take him wherever she wanted to go.

    “Do you like that I wanted it, Alex? Do you like that I wanted him to kiss me?” Hazel asked.

    Alex let it happen. “Yes,” he said.

    Hazel smiled. She stroked his cock faster.

    “You like that another man wanted me, don’t you?” she asked.

    Alex nodded. Hazel let his cock go and grasped his balls. The way she played with them was exquisite.

    “He’s the one that made my pussy wet,” Hazel whispered as she leaned close enough that Alex could feel her breath on his skin. “It was thinking about his lust for me. It was thinking that he wanted to kiss me. It made me so wet. It made me so horny.”

    Her words drifted into his ears and swirled around his brain. They teased his arousal center and left him in a beautiful fog.

    As the words formed on the tip of his tongue they seemed insane, but Alex let them loose anyway. “You should have kissed him.”

    It was Hazel’s turn to moan. She sounded genuinely excited at the idea. She gripped his cock and slowly stroked him.

    “I’m not sure I could stop at a kiss,” she said.

    A groan escaped Alex’s lips before he could stop it. He thought of his girlfriend playing with someone else’s cock. He thought of her having sex with someone else. He knew that’s she was talking about.

    Hazel released Alex’s cock and slid her panties down her legs. She tossed them aside and straddled him. She deftly rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips without taking him inside her.

    Alex pulled off her shirt and played with her perky breasts. Hazel leaned down and they kissed. He couldn’t get the thought of her having sex with Patrick out of his head.

    “What would you have wanted to do?” Alex asked.

    Hazel smiled as she sat back and played with his cock. She let the tip penetrate her pussy before quickly lifting off of him and stroking the head.

    “I’m not sure I could have stopped myself if I’d kissed him. I don’t know that anything other than, well, everything could have satisfied me.”

    Alex felt desperate. Hazel kept rubbing his cock between her pussy lips, teasing him but not taking him inside her. All he wanted to do was fuck his girlfriend. He wanted to bask in the warmth and wetness of her cunt. He wanted to feel the intense pleasure he craved.

    “Would you have fucked him?” Alex asked.

    Hazel took his cock inside her and sat down on it. She leaned forward and slowly rode him.

    “Yes,” she whispered. “I would have fucked him. I would have taken Patrick’s cock inside me and fucked him until we’d both had mind-blowing orgasms.”

    Alex closed his eyes and enjoyed the intense pleasure of his girlfriend’s pussy. He’d never been more aroused.

    “Does that turn you on?” she asked. “Do you like the idea of me riding someone else’s cock?”

    He opened his eyes. He saw the intensity of Hazel’s desire.

    “Yes,” Alex answered.

    It was Hazel’s turn to close her eyes. She leaned back and ground her pussy back and forth over Alex’s cock. He reached up and played with her tits. Both their moans filled the room.

    Hazel had an orgasm before he did. She was still leaning back as it washed over her. Alex watched her body tremble and listened to her incredible screams of pleasure.

    Afterwards, she leaned forward and took his head in hers. They shared a long, slow kiss and she began to work him with her pussy once more.

    Alex’s arousal quickly reached a fever pitch. Hazel smiled as she watched it take over.

    “Do you want me to fuck him?” she asked. “Do you want me to text Patrick and make a date?”

    She was offering to make it real. She was saying she would take it out of the realm of fantasy and fuck the man she’d been flirting with all night. Alex was lost in it. He was so turned on he couldn’t think straight.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Say it, Alex. I need to hear you say it. Say you want me to fuck him,” Hazel said as she bounced on his cock.

    “I want you to fuck him,” Alex replied instantly. He was too far gone to do anything but exactly what his girlfriend wanted. “I want you to fuck his brains out. I want you to ride his cock all night long!”

    Hazel bounced hard and fast on his cock. She kissed Alex and sucked on his tongue when he slipped it into her mouth. She worked an incredible orgasm out of him.

    “Oh fuck!” he cried out as he came in her pussy. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”

    She kissed his face and neck as his cock twitched inside her. He felt a sense of bliss from head to toe.

    “How was that?” Hazel asked.

    “That was the best orgasm of my life,” he replied.

    She kissed him again and then, with his cock still inside her, reached for her phone.

    “What are you doing?” Alex asked.

    “Making a date with Patrick. You said you wanted me to fuck him, right?”

    Alex watched his girlfriend tap out a text. He wasn’t entirely sure she was serious, but it sure looked like she was.

    He wanted to tell her to stop, to put up some sort of fight. He hadn’t been lying about the orgasm, though. It was unquestionably the best of his life. If her fucking Patrick meant he got more orgasms like that, Alex was on board.
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    Tyler’s night had started with what he thought was a solid plan for getting laid for the first time in nearly four months. He put on his suit, ditched his glasses in favor of contacts, and headed to the bar full of confidence. He was on a business trip but he had tomorrow off and he was going to make the most of it by charming a woman back to his room for a night of pleasure.

    Knowing that he wasn’t the best-looking guy, Tyler was prepared to have to buy drinks to get girls to talk to him. He managed to get a few cute, seemingly willing girls to indulge in conversation over a drink he’d pay for, but by the end of the night he’d run up a $125 tab and had failed to convince anyone to come back to his room.

    His suit now hung in the closet and he was in bed with his phone in his hand and a newly-downloaded dating app on screen. He swiped his way through an astonishing collection of beautiful girls, sending quick messages to those that seemed remotely in his league, and thus represented a decent chance of being willing to hook up.

    A particularly pretty girl with dark hair, big brown eyes, and what appeared to be a tremendously perky pair of big breasts was the first to message him back. They flirted back and forth until she requested Tyler take a selfie. She wanted to see his face to make sure his profile picture wasn’t a lie. Tyler happily took the picture and sent it along.

    “You’re cute,” the girl replied.

    “You’re beautiful,” he said. She had a handful of pictures on her profile and she was unquestionably pretty.

    “Yeah? You think so?” she messaged.

    “Definitely,” he replied.

    “What’s your name?” she asked.

    “Tyler,” he wrote. “What’s yours?”

    “Keri,” she wrote back. “So, do you live in town?”

    “No. Here on business,” he said. “I’ll be gone on Tuesday.”

    “So you’re looking for a one night stand?” Keri messaged.

    Tyler typed out an affirmative response and hesitated with his thumb over the ‘send’ button. He wondered if it was really wise to be so open about his desires. Didn’t girls find it annoying when guys had trouble thinking about anything other than sex? Ultimately, he hit send. It was getting late and he didn’t really have time to mess around. Either she was interested or not.

    “Let’s see your cock,” Keri messaged back.

    Tyler stared at the message. It was the first time a girl had ever asked to see a picture of his dick. He wrote back, “Hard or soft?”

    “Hard,” she replied. “I want to see what you plan on fucking me with.”

    Tyler pulled his underwear down and wrapped his fingers around his cock. He stroked as he looked at the cute brunette’s pictures. He imagined her big, beautiful breasts bouncing in his face as she rode him right there in his hotel bed. He imagined how good it would feel to fuck someone after such a long dry spell. In no time at all he was hard. Tyler snapped a picture and sent it to Keri.

    “You know that’s not a big cock, right?” she messaged back. “It’s kind of pathetic, in fact.”

    For some reason, Tyler’s heart raced as he read the message. He felt a surprising, rather pleasurable sort of tingling between his legs. It was arousal. There was no question about it. The only question was why the insult to his size turned him on.

    “Sorry,” Tyler wrote.

    “You should be,” she replied. “You should apologize to all the girls you’ve fucked before, too, because there’s no question you’ve disappointed them with that sad dick of yours.”

    Tyler read the message over and over as he stroked his cock. He didn’t bother wondering why it turned him on. He chose instead to enjoy the fact that it thrilled him.

    “Give me the name of your hotel and your room number,” she demanded.

    Tyler gave the information she wanted without thinking about it.

    “I’ll be over soon,” she wrote. “Leave the door open. I want you naked and on your hands and knees in the bed when I get there. Make sure you’re facing away from the door or I’m walking out. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Tyler replied.

    “Keep your fucking hands off your little dick, too,” she messaged. “I’ll be in charge of whether or not you get to cum tonight.”

    “Okay,” Tyler wrote.

    “See you soon,” she replied.

    He put his phone down and looked at his cock. It was still hard and now there was a glistening drop of precum at the tip. He had no idea if Keri was going to show up or not. She knew where he was staying, though. She could be at the door in no time if she lived nearby.

    Tyler had no idea what she had planned. He assumed she wouldn’t be interested in fucking him. She’d made that perfectly clear. Anything else seemed possible, though. Was he interested in seeing what was possible? Did he want to prop the door open and put his naked body on display? Did he want to risk the embarrassment of a random passerby walking in? Did he want to play with Keri, assuming she showed up?

    Tyler’s cock was still hard. More precum had appeared at the tip. He was desperately horny. Four months of masturbation and fantasizing will do that to a guy. He pulled his shirt off. He took his underwear off. He tossed his clothes aside. He got on his hands and knees in the bed to see what it would feel like. He tried to imagine why Keri would possibly want him in that position. Maybe she wanted to 69. Maybe she was just kidding and she was going to get naked, get on her back beneath him, and invite Tyler to fuck her. Maybe his imagination wasn’t strong enough to conjure what she actually intended on doing.

    A mixture of curiosity and genuine desperation for an orgasm led Tyler to commit to seeing it through. He backed out of the bed, opened the door, and shut it gently enough that it didn’t lock. All Keri had to do was push it open and she’d be able to walk into his room.

    Tyler took a deep breath, spun around, and walked to the bed. He’d made the decision. He was going to go through with it. He was going to do whatever it was that Keri had in mind. His heart pounded relentlessly as he climbed into the bed and waited on his hands and knees.

    A minute later he heard footsteps approaching. Tyler’s pulse raced, but whoever it was walked right by, probably on the way to their room. Tyler took a deep breath and told himself to calm down. There was no benefit in freaking out every time it seemed like someone might be coming to his room.

    Tyler spent ten minutes on his hands and knees before someone turned the door handle and stepped into his room. He turned his head to look back and was met with a sharp rebuke. “Face forward, Tyler,” a soft, feminine voice said.

    “Sorry,” Tyler replied.

    “Damn, look at that,” a distinctly male voice said. “I guess you were right. You found a good little beta bitch we can play with.”

    A sense of panic rose up in Tyler’s chest. His arms felt weak and his head felt hot. He could hear his heart beating hard enough that it had to be unhealthy. He turned his head to look back again and was greeted with a painful, loud smack on the ass before he could catch a glimpse of Keri or the man she’d brought with her.

    “What did I say, Tyler?” she yelled.

    “Sorry,” he replied.

    She smacked his ass again and he cried out in pain.

    “You’re going to do as you’re told, Tyler,” Keri said. “I think we both know that. I think we both know that you’re a little beta bitch at heart. I think we know that you’re naked and on your fucking hands and knees for a total stranger because the idea turned you on so much that you couldn’t resist. I think we both know that you fucking loved when I pointed out that you have a small, worthless cock that has no place inside a woman.”

    Keri ran her fingers over Tyler’s ass and lower back and he let out a breath he didn’t even know he’d been holding in. Her gentle touch helped him relax and he apologized once more. “Sorry,” he said.

    Keri caressed his balls and offered his stiff cock a few blissful strokes. She collected the precum dripping from the tip and promptly rubbed it over his asshole. An inadvertent moan escaped Tyler’s lips at the unexpected stimulation and Keri laughed.

    “I told you,” she said. “I’ve got a sixth sense about these things. I know a little bitch when I meet one, even on a dating app.”

    “Look at him open up,” the guy said as Keri’s finger gently penetrated Tyler’s asshole. “It’s like he knows he was meant for this.”

    Keri laughed and pushed her finger all the way inside Tyler while he closed his eyes and groaned as a dozen different feelings competed for attention in his head. He’d never had his asshole touched by a girl, let alone penetrated. He’d never been naked and on his hands and knees in a hotel bed. He’d never invited a complete stranger – who brought another stranger with her – into his room. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t kicked Keri out of the room the moment she walked in with someone else. He couldn’t, though.

    Tyler wanted to keep going. He wanted to pursue the strange but undeniable sense of desire that had blossomed the moment Keri told him she wanted him naked and on his hands and knees.

    “Get your clothes off,” Keri said.

    Tyler’s mind raced to figure out what was going to unfold in his hotel room. Was Keri going to fuck the other guy while he watched? Was the anal fingering a sign of things to come? If so, did Tyler want to kick them out before things got completely out of control?

    Then Keri walked around the bed and appeared in front of him. She had a smile on her face and she wore a tight, low cut dress that made her breasts look irresistibly sexy. She leaned forward, giving him a spectacular view of her cleavage, and said, “It’s nice to meet you, Tyler.”

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” he said.

    Keri leaned closer and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “I’m so glad you were a good little bitch for me,” she whispered. “I figured you’d chicken out and leave the door locked. Imagine my delight when I found it open and saw you on your hands and knees, waiting to be my toy.”

    She stepped back and beckoned for the man standing behind Tyler to join her. Soon enough a tall, exceptionally fit, remarkably well-hung man joined her. He was naked as she’d requested and it seemed that he was already half hard in anticipation of what was about to unfold.

    “Tyler, I’d like you to meet Mark,” Keri said.

    “Nice to meet you, Mark,” Tyler said.

    “We’ll see,” Mark replied.

    Keri fell to her knees in front of the man she’d brought and took him into her mouth. She offered the kind of blowjob Tyler had hoped to receive that night. She sucked with the kind of wild abandon he’d only seen in porn videos, though he suspected that was the point. Keri was putting on a show as she orchestrated the evening to be exactly as she wanted it to be.

    “Isn’t his cock beautiful?” she asked while her fingers moved up and down the slick, stiff shaft.

    Tyler nodded, though he felt a little weird judging the beauty of another man’s cock.

    “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, Tyler. I’m sure you’ve noticed that he’s quite a bit more impressive than you, that he’s longer and thicker and that his body is far more arousing than yours is. That’s why he’ll be doing the fucking tonight and while you’ll remain on your hands and knees like a good little bitch. Do you understand that, Tyler?” Keri asked.

    Tyler nodded as an unfamiliar kind of arousal enveloped him. He still had no idea what Keri wanted from him, but it didn’t matter. He wanted to do whatever she desired.

    Keri stood, looked at Mark as she continued to stroke him, and said, “Fuck him.”

    “With pleasure,” Mark said.

    “What?” Tyler asked. He watched Mark move around the foot of the bed and behind him.

    Keri grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Tyler’s attention her way. She bent over and he stared at her cleavage before she directed his gaze to her eyes. “Mark’s going to fuck you like the little beta bitch that you are,” she said. “If your cock wasn’t so pathetic you’d probably be in my mouth right now. You’d probably be enjoying the kind of blowjob I just gave him. Then I’d climb in your lap and take you into my perfect, tight little pussy and ride you until you fucking exploded. If your dick wasn’t so small I’d have given you the orgasm of your life, Tyler. Instead, Mark’s going to use your beta ass for his pleasure and you’re going to take it like a good bitch.”

    “But…Keri…please,” Tyler said.

    Keri tightened her grip on his hair and slapped Tyler in the face. His ears rung for a few moments before she pulled hard on his hair, leaned closer, and spit on him. Her warm fluid dripped down his forehead and over his eyelid before dropping to the comforter.

    “Mark loves using beta bitches like you,” she said. “He loves putting you in your place. He really loves doing it while I watch. He loves showing guys like you how fucking pathetic you are by using your asses for his pleasure. Most of all, he loves showing guys like you what you really want. I love it too, Tyler. I love seeing him break a little beta bitch like you. I love seeing him pound a bitch like you until you’re begging him to fuck you harder and dump his load in your ass. I’m fucking wet just thinking about it.”

    Keri worked the bottom of her tight dress over her hips and plunged two fingers into her pussy. They emerged slick with her juices and she licked them clean as Tyler watched.

    From behind him Tyler heard Mark spit. He felt two fingers against his asshole. Mark was rough. He worked his fingers in hard and deep. He used them to stretch Tyler and the moment they departed they were replaced by the head of his thick cock.

    “Fuck…fuck…fuck,” Tyler said between hurried breaths. He wasn’t sure what he wanted. His cock was still hard and his body hummed with desire. He was deeply afraid, though. Anal sex was going to hurt. Of course it was going to hurt. But the look in Keri’s eyes was one of wild desire. She was turned on. She was wet. She wanted to see Mark fuck him and for some reason Tyler wanted to do as Keri desired.

    “Fuck him,” Keri said. “Stretch his ass. Take it. Fuck it. Destroy it.”

    Tyler gritted his teeth and tried not to scream as Mark penetrated his ass. The pain was intense, but the look on Keri’s face seemed to signal an unexpected level of pleasure as she watched him suffer. She released her grip on his hair and reached between her legs. Her finger moved furiously over her clit and she moaned like a woman in the middle of a truly great fuck.

    “Fuck him, Mark. Fuck his little beta ass. Fuck this bitch like he deserves,” Keri said.

    Mark placed a hand on Tyler’s lower back and pushed down hard. “Arch your back, bitch,” he demanded.

    Tyler did as he was told and Mark’s cock moved deeper inside him.

    “That’s a good bitch,” he said. Mark grabbed Tyler’s hips and began to fuck him. He spit on his cock several times to provide lube and eventually worked his way up to a vigorous rhythm.

    “How does it feel?” Keri asked.

    A dozen different answers leapt to Tyler’s mind. It felt like the most insane thing he’d ever done. His night had begun with a quest to get laid at the bar and now he was on his hands and knees on the receiving end of the exact kind of fucking he’d hoped to give that night. The girl he’d hoped to fuck was standing in front of him and masturbating furiously as she watched Tyler lose his anal virginity. It felt painful. It felt humiliating. Oddly, it felt hugely arousing in a way he’d never experienced.

    “It feels good,” Tyler answered.

    “I fucking knew it,” Keri said. “Every small-dicked bitch like you loves being put in his place. You fucking love being shown that you’re nothing more than a toy to be used for the pleasure of your superiors. Mark is your superior. I’m your superior. You’re just an inferior little sex toy.”

    Tyler was equal parts confused and delighted that he felt such overwhelming arousal while suffering through the pain and humiliation of being fucked by a man for the first time in his life. It certainly helped that Keri seemed so completely lost in her pleasure. Her finger danced over her clit with such speed that he was certain she’d cum quickly.

    “Flip him over,” Keri said. “I want to sit on his face while you cum in his ass.”

    Mark pulled out and flipped Tyler over like he was light as a feather. Suddenly he was on his back with his ass right at the edge of the bed. Mark slid inside him again and buried his cock balls deep. A moment later he’d resumed the rhythmic anal fucking, only now it felt far more pleasurable. Tyler didn’t understand why, but he couldn’t help but moan.

    Keri climbed into the bed, stood above his head, and sat on his face. Her pussy hovered a few inches above his mouth and Tyler extended his tongue in hopes of tasting her.

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Tyler nodded.

    “It’s because he’s hitting your prostate. He’s fucking your man pussy and hitting your man clit,” she said. “If he lasts long enough he might even make you cum like a true fucking faggot.”

    Keri sat on Tyler’s face and began to ride it with her pussy. She wasn’t interested in him eating her out. She just wanted to smother him with her slippery flesh and stimulate her clit at the same time.

    Tyler laid there as let them use his body. Mark fucked his ass and rubbed his prostate with the head of his cock. Keri rubbed her labia and clit all over Tyler’s face as she reached up to play with her beautiful breasts in the tight dress. Her moans rang out, joining Mark’s grunts as they both barreled towards their respective climaxes.

    “Cum inside him,” Keri said. “Cum in his little bitch ass. Flood his asshole with your fucking load. Breed this little faggot.”

    Mark fucked him harder and Tyler groaned into Keri’s pussy. He groaned at the idea of another man cumming inside him. He felt the intense sense of humiliation and the confusing arousal that came with it.

    “Fuck!” Mark screamed.

    Tyler felt the big cock swell up in his asshole. It stopped moving. It was cumming. Mark was cumming in his ass. A man was cumming in his ass.

    Keri reached down and grabbed a handful of Tyler’s hair. Her screams joined Mark’s as she climaxed. Her thighs trembled wildly on either side of Tyler’s head and juices gushed from her pussy and dripped down his face.

    “Fuck,” she said. “That was fucking incredible. God damn I love using a naughty little bitch like you. That was so much better than a hard fucking from any cock would have been.”

    She climbed off his face and Mark pulled out of his ass. Tyler felt sore and humiliated and completely used as he felt Keri’s juices dripping down his chin, cheeks and neck and Mark’s cum leaking from his ass.

    “If you wanna do this again before you leave, just let me know,” Keri said as she fixed her dress while Mark put his clothes back on. “I’m sure Mark would be happy to join us for another round.”

    “Absolutely,” Mark said as he pulled his shirt over his head and buttoned up his pants.

    “If you really wanna have fun, use the cum leaking out of your ass as lube when you jerk off,” Keri said. “It will help you think of the fucking you just took while you have your orgasm, and I think we both know that’s exactly what you want to think about.”

    Tyler watched them leave the room. He wasn’t going to do what Keri suggested while they were still there, but he was absolutely going to do it once she’d left. His head was still spinning with intense desire and he was going to see it through to the end and the beautiful orgasm that would follow.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 94040740 - The Girl in the Leather Pants

    “I’m Hazel,” the slender, sexy blonde in the skintight leather pants said as she sidled up next to Ben at the bar.

    “Uh…well, hi, Hazel, I’m Ben,” he said.

    She smiled and leaned close enough for their shoulders to touch. “I figured you might want to know the name of the girl you’ve been staring at all night.”

    “Uh…what…I…I’m…”

    “Did you think I wouldn’t notice?” Hazel asked. “You haven’t exactly been subtle. I was wondering which part of me you liked best.”

    Ben was befuddled, mostly because Hazel didn’t seem the slightest bit upset that he’d been ogling her, which he’d absolutely been doing. She didn’t seem particularly flattered, either, which wasn’t entirely surprising. Girls were rarely flattered when Ben showed an interest. He wasn’t the sort of guy that women tended to respond to all that well.

    “I’m sorry, what are you saying?” Ben asked, mostly as a way to give his brain a few moments to catch up.

    “Well, you’ve spent a lot of time staring at my ass,” Hazel said as she turned around, bent over, and showed off her utterly perfect ass in the skintight leather pants. She stood, smiled, and spun around once more before saying, “You’ve also spent a fair amount of time staring at my tits. I can’t say I blame you, of course. I have great tits and they look particularly good in this corset top. So, I was wondering, do you like my tits or my ass better?”

    Never in his life had Ben participated in a conversation like the one unfolding at the bar. He almost always struck out when he tried to meet a girl for a night of casual fun. Sometimes he ended up with a drink in his face, usually because he couldn’t help but stare when he saw a girl he found remarkably attractive.

    “Ben, I want you to answer my question,” Hazel said after a few moments of silence between them. “I think it’s the least you can do after spending most of your evening ogling me like I’m a prize heifer at the county fair. If you have the courage to stare, you should have the courage to answer a simple question. So, are you going to man up and answer me?”

    Though he couldn’t grasp why Hazel was even talking to him, Ben saw little downside in answering. The worst he figured he’d receive was a slap across the face or a drink poured on his head, so he answered. “Your ass,” he said.

    Hazel offered a surprisingly sweet smile. “That’s what I thought you’d say. I’ve found that most men can’t resist the sight of a nice ass in a pair of leather pants, especially tight leather pants.”

    “They look great,” Ben said.

    “I know they do,” Hazel replied. “That’s why I wore them.”

    Ben’s mind went blank. He was terrible at flirting – he always had been – and he wasn’t used to beautiful girls in sexy leather pants talking to him, let alone smiling at him. He had no idea what to say, so Ben went with the safest choice. “Can I buy you a drink?”

    “No,” Hazel replied. “I’ve already had two and I’m a little buzzed, and if I’m being honest, I don’t like being anything more than a little buzzed.”

    Ben couldn’t help but feel a little confused. Had Hazel really come over just to ask if he liked her ass or her tits better?

    “There is something you can do for me, though,” she continued.

    Ben perked up. “Of course. Anything,” he said, though he felt an instant sense of regret at sounding too eager.

    Hazel smiled and said, “You can kiss my ass.”

    “What?” Ben asked.

    “Let me be clearer,” Hazel explained. “You can get on your knees behind me and kiss my ass. You can press your lips against the leather pants you love so much and kiss my ass. You can show me just how much you love it by kissing it.”

    Ben looked around the crowded bar before saying, “Right here?”

    Hazel nodded. “Yes. Right here. In the bar. In front of all these people. I want you to show me – and anyone else that happens to look – how much you like my ass by getting on your knees and kissing it.”

    Ben studied Hazel’s face for some sign that she was fucking with him, but he found nothing. All he saw was her beautiful smile and the slightest hint of dimples.

    “I’m not going to wait all night, Ben. If you won’t kiss my ass, I’ll move on and you can order another drink, get a little bit drunker, and go home alone like I’m guessing you almost always do,” Hazel said. “Or, you can get on your knees and kiss my ass and then we’ll see what happens.”

    She was right that Ben almost always went home alone. Even when he did manage to convince a girl to spend the night with him, she wasn’t anywhere near as beautiful or interesting as Hazel. In fact, Ben had never experienced a girl asking him to kiss her ass at any point in his life and for some reason, he wanted to do it.

    “Okay, I’ll do it,” he said.

    “Good,” Hazel said. “No hesitating. Get on your knees and kiss my ass.”

    Ben pushed away from the bar and stepped behind Hazel. He looked down at her ass – which was legitimately perfect in the leather pants – and took a deep breath.

    Hazel looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, “Do it, Ben. Get on your knees and kiss my ass or I’m walking away and your night will be a lot more boring than it needs to be.”

    Ben felt deeply self-conscious, but he fell to his knees behind Hazel and stared at her perfect ass.

    “Now kiss it,” Hazel said. “Kiss my ass or I’m walking away.”

    Ben leaned forward, pressed his lips against the smooth leather pants, and kissed Hazel’s ass.

    “Did he do it?” someone asked.

    “He certainly did,” Hazel replied.

    “I’ll be damned,” the other voice said.

    Hazel looked down over her shoulder, smiled, and said, “Now kiss it again.”

    Ben kissed her ass again.

    “Again,” Hazel demanded.

    He pressed his lips against the leather once more and kissed her ass. Hazel reached back, put a surprisingly strong hand on the back of his head, and applied considerable pressure. She pressed his face into her ass and Ben offered no resistance. The leather and her wondrous ass cheeks molded to his face and he couldn’t help but feel just a little bit of pleasure at the decidedly kinky turn his evening had taken.

    Hazel released his head and said, “Stand up.” Ben stood and she spun around and glanced between his legs. She smiled, grabbed his half hard cock through his pants, and pulled him close. Her lips were achingly close to his as she asked, “Did you enjoy kissing my ass, Ben?”

    He nodded.

    “Would you like to kiss my pussy?” Hazel asked. Ben’s cock surged to life and she smiled. “Is that a yes?”

    He nodded again.

    “Get on your knees,” Hazel demanded as she released his cock.

    Ben fell to her knees again, this time doing so without hesitation. He saw a few people glance his way, but he was far past caring.

    Hazel reached down, grabbed a handful of his hair, and said, “Kiss my pussy.” She pulled his head between her legs and Ben kissed her crotch. The leather felt warm against his lips and the distinct smell of it filled his nose as his cock continued to throb thanks to the beautiful, kinky girl standing in front of him.

    “Is he doing it?” the same voice asked.

    “He is,” Hazel replied. “He’s quite obedient. Aren’t you, Ben?”

    Ben nodded and continued to kiss Hazel’s pussy through her leather pants. She seemed to find genuine pleasure in it, though he found it hard to believe he was actually pleasuring her clit. Perhaps she was turned on at his willingness to do it in public.

    “Stand up,” Hazel said as she released his hair.

    Ben stood and she grabbed his cock once more. She pulled him close, but this time they kissed. Her lips parted and her tongue invaded his mouth with a kind of aggression that caught Ben off guard. He moaned and put his tongue to work too, though Hazel made it perfectly clear that she was in charge.

    “I want to play with you,” Hazel said. “Do you want to play with me, Ben?”

    “Yes,” he said along with a vigorous nod.

    “I can’t have you playing in the bar,” the same voice said. Ben looked over Hazel’s shoulders to see that the lovely, tattooed bartender was the owner of the voice. “I do have an office, though. It’s a bit of a mess, but you’re welcome to take your new toy back there if you’d like, Hazel.”

    Hazel smiled. “I’d like that very much. What do you think, Ben? Do you want to be my toy in the back office?”

    Ben had no idea what he was agreeing to, but that didn’t stop him from nodding. He absolutely wanted to be Hazel’s toy.

    Hazel tightened her grip on his cock and pulled Ben through the crowded bar, past a curtain, down a hallway, and into the back office that bartender spoke of. There was a small couch, an exceptionally messy desk, and a flat screen TV mounted to the wall. The carpet looked impossibly dingy, though none of it was off putting enough to diminish the arousal that continued to course through Ben’s body.

    “On your knees,” Hazel demanded.

    Ben dropped to his knees and looked up at the captivating blonde as she unbuttoned her skintight leather pants and slowly worked them over her hips. She stepped out of her heels, tossed aside the pants, and put her hands on her hips as Ben wondered if she would remove her panties next.

    “Take them off with your teeth,” Hazel said as she pointed to her black lace underwear.

    Ben leaned closer, bit down on the waistband of her panties, and pulled them down. Her pubic hair brushed against his nose and forehead as he freed her pussy and dropped his head all the way to the dingy carpet, pulling her panties with him.

    Hazel stepped out of them, turned around, and said, “Kiss my ass.”

    Any sense of hesitation had long since disappeared as Ben leaned forward and kissed the smooth, warm, milky white flesh of her ass. He kissed it over and over, trying his best to cover every inch with his lips.

    Hazel reached back, spread her cheeks, and exposed her asshole. Ben knew what was coming next. What else would the girl that wanted him to kiss her ass want if not a rimjob?

    “Eat my ass,” Hazel said.

    Ben’s cock raged with desire as he pressed his face between her perfect ass cheeks and gave his first ever rimjob. He moaned at the sheer kinkiness of it and Hazel unleashed a deeply-satisfied sound.

    “I knew you’d be a filthy little ass eating bitch for me the moment I saw you staring,” Hazel said. “Some guys stare because they want to bend me over and fuck me like I’m a whore. Not you, though. You’re the kind of guy that stares because you yearn for a woman to take charge and put you in your place. You yearn to be shown that you’re nothing more than a nasty little slut that’s best used as a toy for a real woman’s pleasure.”

    All Ben could do was moan. He’d never thought of himself as that kind of guy, but the evidence suggested Hazel was right. He’d done everything she wanted. He’d hesitated a few times, but not for more than a few seconds. Now he was eagerly eating the asshole of a girl he’d just met. He wasn’t thinking about how clean she was. He wasn’t thinking about how sane she was. He was simply doing as Hazel wanted because it turned him on.

    “Get your tongue in there,” Hazel said. “Put it in my ass. Be a filthy little slut for me.”

    Ben pressed his tongue against her asshole and Hazel moaned. He did his best to penetrate her – the first time he’d had anal sex of any sort – and she moaned louder.

    “That’s good,” Hazel said. “I like it when a man does as he’s told. I like it when a man recognizes that he’s a little bitch that needs to be controlled by a strong woman.”

    Ben grabbed his cock through his pants and stroked. His desire had become borderline painful and he needed to relieve it.

    “Did I say you could masturbate?” Hazel asked. “No, of course I didn’t. Now get your fucking hand off your cock.”

    Ben reluctantly released his cock and continued his quest to please the kinky girl whose ass he was eating so vigorously.

    Hazel abruptly stood up and spun around. She tilted Ben’s head back until he was looking up at her, smiled, and said, “I have to piss.”

    Ben felt a little disappointed that Hazel would be leaving him to go to the bathroom, but he figured she’d be back soon. She must have wanted more than to have him eat her ass for a few minutes.

    “What are you waiting for?” Hazel asked. “I said I have to piss. Open your fucking mouth.”

    “What?” Ben said.

    Hazel slapped him across the face and Ben cried out, more from the shock than the pain.

    “I think we’ve already established that I’m in charge and that you’re nothing more than a little bitch that needs to be told what to do. So, you’re going to open your mouth and I’m going to piss down your throat. When I’m done, I’m going to let you eat my pussy until I cum all over your face. Do you understand?” Hazel said as she glowered at him.

    Ben nodded and opened his mouth. The anger left Hazel’s face as she stepped closer, planted her pussy over his mouth, and held his head in both hands.

    “You’re going to feel the urge to pull away,” she said. “The taste is going to be shockingly bad. Your body is going to tell you that it’s wrong to have my piss in your mouth. Fight that urge. Let me use you as my toilet.”

    A moment later Hazel’s pissed in his mouth. She was right. Ben’s body and brain wanted him to run from it. He wanted to spit her hot, acrid piss out. His mouth wanted to close. He wanted to escape from her grasp. The only part of Ben that wanted to be Hazel’s toilet was his cock. It remained fully erect. Arousal emanated from between his legs and filled the rest of his body. Thanks to his desire, he remained on his knees and received Hazel’s piss. He acted as her toilet.

    “Swallow,” Hazel said as the flow of urine stopped.

    Ben closed his mouth and swallowed. An intense form of humiliation enveloped his body as his throat burned from the urine that now coated it.

    “Open up,” Hazel demanded. “I’m not finished, toilet.”

    Ben opened up and Hazel pissed in his mouth once more. His cock continued to throb painfully. Arousal continued to course through his body.

    “Swallow,” Hazel said.

    Ben swallowed and she smiled and ran her fingers through his hair.

    “Good boy,” Hazel said. “Now you’re going to make me cum all over your face. Do you understand?”

    Ben nodded and Hazel grasped his head in both hands once more. She dropped her pussy onto his mouth and rubbed it all over his face. Ben put his tongue to work when he could, but it quickly became clear that he wasn’t offering Hazel oral pleasure so much as she was using his face as a source of friction for her clit. He was quite literally a fuck toy.

    Over the course of a handful of minutes Hazel rubbed her pussy over the entirety of Ben’s face, leaving him coated in a thin layer of her slick, hot juices. She seemed most fond of rubbing her clit over his lips, chin, and nose, though, and that’s what brought her to the brink of an orgasm.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum on your face,” Hazel said as she neared her climax. She pulled back and reached down to rub her clit. “Here it comes. Here it comes!”

    Her orgasmic scream was followed by a massive gush of hot liquid pouring from her pussy and coating Ben’s face. He nearly fell over from the unexpected surprise, but Hazel grabbed a handful of hair and kept him in place as she finished soaking him in her juices.

    “Damn, that was incredible,” Hazel said as she stepped back and smiled. “I made a fucking mess of you, didn’t I?”

    Ben nodded.

    Hazel bent down to grab her panties and leather pants and got dressed as Ben remained on his knees. “Stay here,” she said. “I’ll send Sarah, the bartender, back in a few minutes. She loves to play with a little bitch like you. Don’t fucking move. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Ben said. Despite the utter humiliation of what had just happened, he wanted more. He craved more, in fact.

    Hazel walked past him and left the office. Ben remained on his knees and waited for the bartender to come and use him. For some reason, he wanted more piss in his mouth. He wanted to eat more ass. He wanted another facial. Maybe he really was the naughty little bitch Hazel had said he was.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 94040800 - Your Wife is Cheating with a Much Younger Man

    You’re not supposed to be jealous of the 19 year old that lives next door, but when you see him mowing the lawn shirtless you can’t help it. He’s fitter than you ever were, but now that you’re closing in on 40 he’s in a whole different league.

    He waves as you walk out of the house and unlock your car. You wave back. You’re pretty sure he’s taunting you and every other homeowner in the neighborhood by going shirtless. He’s letting you know that he’s young and virile and that you’re already far past your prime.

    You slip into the front seat, hit the button that turns on your luxury car, and take a deep breath. You smile. You remember that you’re driving an expensive car with beautiful leather seats and you’re going to a cushy office job that pays you six figures. He’s sweating his ass off mowing the lawn and he’s probably not even getting paid for it. His parents probably make him do.

    You’re halfway to work before you remember that you forgot your laptop, which contains your presentation. You curse loudly and turn the car around. Twenty minutes later you’re back in your driveway. The 19 year old next door is no longer manning the lawnmower, though you’re fairly certain he didn’t finish the job. Some of the grass looks awfully high.

    You head into the house and down the hall to your home office. You glance at the posters on the wall, most of which are remnants of your college years. It’s like stepping back in time, which was the point of decorating it that way.

    You grab your laptop bag and sling it over your shoulder. You head out of the office and down to the bedroom. You’re going to say goodbye to your wife again and try and sneak a quick kiss. She was in the bathroom prepping for the day before you left so you figure she’s still there. She likes to take her time with her hair and makeup to make sure it’s perfect.

    “Fuck, Mrs. Sanderson, you’re incredible,” you hear as you approach the bedroom door.

    You stop in your tracks. Your wife is Mrs. Sanderson. You’re not sure who thinks she’s incredible, though.

    “Take it all,” the voice says. “Swallow it all.”

    You step closer. You slowly peak into the bedroom. It’s empty. You step closer. You look through the bedroom and into the master bathroom.

    You see the shirtless young man from next door. He’s still shirtless, only now his shorts are gone too. He’s naked in your bathroom. He’s leaning against the counter. He’s holding a phone in his hand. He’s filming.

    He’s filming your wife. She’s on her knees in front of him. She’s looking up at the camera. She’s sucking his cock.

    “Does that feel good?” your wife asks after his cock slips from her mouth. Her fingers surround his shaft and she strokes him. She’s still looking into the phone. “Do you like it when I suck your cock?”

    “You know I do. The girls at school are crap compared to you, Mrs. Sanderson,” he says. “I’ve never met a woman that sucks cock like you do.”

    Your wife swallows his dick again. She deepthroats him with ease. It’s a skill you’ve experienced a few times, but your wife seems to be enjoying it a whole lot more with him.

    “Do you want my pussy?” your wife asks after her deepthroat display.

    “You know I do,” the young man holding the phone says.

    You look closer at the phone. It’s not his. It’s your wife’s. She’s making a porn with him. She must be having him film it for her pleasure.

    Your wife stands up and bends over the bathroom counter.

    “Right here?” the young man says.

    “We’ll start here,” she says. “My husband will be at work all day though. We’ve got time to fuck all over the house.”

    The young man laughs and rubs his cock over your wife’s pussy lips. He slips inside her from behind. He films it all. She groans.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says. “Fuck me!”

    For some reason, you don’t stop them. You know you should. Your wife is cheating on you, after all. You don’t, though. Instead, you leave the house. You leave your wife to her sordid affair.

    You go to work. You spend your day thinking about her. You wonder how many times he’s doing to fuck her. You wonder if he’s going to cum inside her. He certainly didn’t use protection when you saw him slide into her. You wonder why your wife felt the need to take up with a 19 year old.

    Most remarkably, you spend most of your day in a state of semi-arousal. You can’t help it. You wish you could. You wish you were angry. You wish you were talking to a divorce lawyer. You’re not, though.

    In fact, you have a plan. Your wife takes a long shower before bed every night. While she’s in the shower, you’re going to explore her phone. You’re going to find the videos she made with your neighbor. You’re going to watch them. You’re going to masturbate to them.

    After you have your pleasure, you might tell your wife. You might not. You might simply continue masturbating to those videos. You’ll see how it feels. All you know is that you can’t help but feel aroused as you replay that visual of your wife bending over for a 19 year old and telling him to fuck her.

    Everything is normal when you go home. You know your wife spent at least part of her day fucking someone else, but she thinks you’re still blissfully unaware of her extramarital activity. You talk to her about her day. You tell her about work. You watch a little TV together after dinner.

    She gives you a kiss on the cheek and excuses herself to take a shower. You briefly wonder if part of tonight’s shower is about washing the scent of another man off of her. You kind of like the idea.

    You dig into your wife’s purse and find her phone. You enter her code. You peruse her videos. You find what you’re looking for buried in a folder labeled ‘Cat videos.’ You hate cats. She figured you wouldn’t look there.

    There’s plenty of pussy in the folder, but there are no cats. There are quite a few videos and most weren’t filmed today. Your wife’s been having an affair with the young man next door since he returned home from his freshman year of college.

    You pick a random video and tap the screen. You see the young man’s cock disappear into your wife’s mouth. You see her deepthroat him, just like she did this morning. You hear him moaning.

    “Damn, Mrs. Sanderson,” he says. “Your husband is one lucky man.”

    Your wife looks up at him. His cock falls from her mouth. She smiles. “My husband’s dick isn’t anywhere near as nice as yours, so he doesn’t get this kind of treatment all that often. I suck your cock a lot more often than I suck his.”

    The young man laughs as your wife swallows his dick once more. He likes that she doesn’t blow you that often. He likes that his cock turns her on more than yours does. Of course he likes that. He probably loves that he inspired your wife to cheat on you.

    You tap another video. They’re in your bed. Your wife is on top. She’s slowly, sensually grinding on his big dick. He reaches up with his free hand and plays with her big natural tits. She tosses her head back and moans.

    “I love your cock,” she says.

    You pull your dick out. You can’t help it. Everything else you’re supposed to be feeling washes away. All that matters is the desire you feel between your legs. You want to masturbate. You want to free that desire. You want to unleash it.

    You tap another video. Your wife is on her hands and knees on the couch you’re sitting on. The young man filming is fucking her from behind. He’s fucking her hard and fast, too. It’s the kind of sex you’re not really capable of anymore. It’s the kind of sex a fit young man likes to have. Your wife seems to love it.

    “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me!” she says. “Pound me. Pound my tight married pussy!”

    You stroke your cock as you watch. You’re dripping precum. You can actually feel a delightful tingling in your balls. You can’t remember the last time you were so aroused.

    “Well, well, well,” your wife says.

    You turn and see her standing next to the couch. She’s naked. She has a big smile on her face.

    “I guess you found my little stash,” she continues. “And I see that you seem to be enjoying yourself.”

    Her hair’s not wet. Only a few minutes have passed. She didn’t take a shower. She must have forgotten something. You thought you’d have at least thirty minutes. You’ve been caught.

    You frantically try to put your cock back in your pants. You’re fully erect though and it’s awkward. You try to stop the video from playing but you keep tapping in the wrong place. You’re panicking.

    Your wife laughs. She leans over and takes the phone from you. She stops the video.

    “Look at how hard you are,” she says. “Is that from watching our young neighbor fuck me?”

    She doesn’t give you a chance to answer. She straddles you. Her lips press tight against yours. She kisses you.

    For a moment you resist. Your head is spinning. You feel like you just got caught doing something you shouldn’t have been doing, but it’s the exact opposite. You were masturbating to a video of your wife cheating. She’s the one that got caught.

    It clearly turned you on, though. Your dick was rock hard. It still is. Now your wife is kissing you. She wants you to be turned on. She likes it. You decide to go with it. You drop all your resistance and let the lust flow through you.

    You grab your wife’s naked ass and squeeze it hard as she kisses you. You run your hands up her back and through her hair. You kiss her back. Your tongues dance.

    She has a wild look in her eyes as your lips finally part and she leans back.

    “What was your favorite part?” she asks.

    “Seeing you on top of him,” you answer immediately. The video plays in your hand. You see her sensual hip movements on top of your young neighbor. You see the way her pussy swallows his cock. You see his hands on her breasts.

    Your wife takes your hands and places them on her breasts. She smiles. She closes her eyes.

    “Just thinking of his cock makes me wet,” she says. “He fucked me four times today. He fucked me all over our house. He fucked me right here on this couch just a few hours ago. I’m still sore.”

    You squeeze her breasts harder. She moans and smiles at you.

    “You’re not mad?” she asks.

    “I am, a little. You cheated on me. Of course I’m mad,” you say.

    “Your dick is so hard, though. I can feel how badly you want to be inside me. I can feel how desperately you want to be the second man to cum inside me today,” she says.

    She sinks down. The head of your cock disappears into her pussy. It feels perfect. It feels better than it has in years. She’s right. You’re rock hard. You’re turned on. You’re not nearly as mad as you should be.

    “Do you want me to ride you?” she asks. “Do you want me to ride you just like I rode him? Do you want me to make you cum in my pussy just like I made him cum in my pussy?”

    You look up at your wife and nod. “Yes,” you say.

    She leans forward and kisses you again. The head of your cock is still inside her, but she hasn’t taken more. She’s teasing you.

    “Are you sure? Do you really want to fuck my cheating pussy?” she asks.

    You grab her ass and pull her down on your cock. You can’t wait any longer. You need it. You have to have it. Her cheating pussy is exactly what you want.

    “Mmmm, that feels so good,” she says.

    She leans back. She rides you. She grinds on you. You reach up and play with her tits. You think about the fact that he fucked her right there on your couch. He fucked her just like you’re fucking her. He came inside her, just like you’re going to do.

    A question occurs to you. You’re fairly certain you know the answer. You want to hear her say it, though. “Does his cock feel better?” you ask.

    “Yes,” she answers immediately.

    She rides you harder. She takes your hand and brings your fingers to her mouth. She takes two of them past her lips and onto her tongue. She sucks on them. You think of the blowjob you watched her give.

    “It feels much better,” she says, “and I’m not giving it up. He’s going to fuck me tomorrow while you’re at work, and the day after that. He’s going to fuck me every day until he goes back to college.”

    Her pussy is warm and soaking wet as she rides you. The sound of your flesh meeting is sloppy and sexy. Your orgasm is approaching.

    “Can I watch?” you ask.

    She pulls your fingers from her mouth. She smiles at you.

    “Of course you can watch,” she says. “I’m sure he’d love to have an audience. I’m sure he’d love to show you exactly why your wife started cheating on you. I’m sure he’d love to show you how hard I cum on his cock.”

    Your wife grabs her phone while riding you. She pulls up the video of her riding him. She hits play. She skips forward. She shows it to you.

    You watch her ride him while she’s riding you. You listen to her moan. You see the young man playing with her tits as he films her.

    “Oh fuck!” the video version of her says. “I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum!”

    She’s not saying that for you. She’s riding you. She’s working you. She’s milking your cock, but it doesn’t seem like she’s going to cum.

    “I’m cumming!” the video version of your wife says.

    She puts her hands on the young man’s chest and continues to ride him through her orgasm. She moans and mumbles and groans throughout it.

    “Cum inside me,” the video version of her says to the young man fucking her pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says to you. “Cum inside me while you watch him fill my cunt with his young, virile load.”

    She bounces on you. You play with her tits. You watch the video. You see your wife milking another man’s cock. You hear him groan. You hear him grunt. You see the video version of your wife smiling.

    You cum as he’s cumming inside her. You watch someone else fill her pussy with his hot load and you do the same.

    Your wife turns the video off. She puts the phone on the coffee table. She leans forward and kisses you.

    “I’m sorry for being such a slut,” she says. “I can’t help it though. He gives me what I need.”

    Her pussy feels so good on your cock and every little movement teases the sensitive head. You experience the orgasmic equivalent of aftershocks.

    “It’s okay,” you say.

    You’re not sure if it’s okay, but you can’t think of anything else to say in the moment. The sex was great, for you at least. You want more of it. You want to watch too, just like you asked. You’ll see what happens after that.
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    “It’s okay, honey. You don’t have to be nervous,” your wife says as she takes her hands in yours.

    She pulls you closer. Her naked breasts press against your chest. She kisses you softly to calm your nerves.

    “That’s very nice,” her bull says. “But you both belong on your knees.”

    Your wife smiles and turns to her bull. “Of course,” she says.

    She falls to her knees and you drop to your knees with her.

    Your wife turns to you. “Doesn’t he deserve pleasure, honey? Doesn’t he deserve the pleasure he craves? Doesn’t he deserve our devotion?”

    “Yes, he does,” you say.

    You know it’s what your wife wants you to say, but you’ve come to believe it, too. After all, he’s the man that has provided your wife with a level of sexual pleasure you’re simply not capable of delivering.

    It’s more than just the size of his cock, too. He’s dominant in bed. He knows how to give your wife what she wants. He doesn’t have to constantly ask if she’s enjoying what he’s doing. That’s what you do. You’re a submissive beta male. He’s a dominant alpha male. There’s a difference, and your wife can tell.

    You’ve always been able to make her cum, but it’s almost always been with your tongue and the orgasms have never been as intensely satisfying as the ones he gives her.

    That’s why you’re on your knees in front of him. That’s why your wife is asking you if he deserves your devotion.

    “He’s our bull, honey,” she says, “and we should worship him together.”

    It’s taken a while to get to this place. At first, he was just her bull. At first, she would go to his place and he would spend the evening dominating her sexually and showing her the kind of pleasure she’d always dreamed of.

    Then he’d come to your place. You’d watch as he dominated your wife. You’d watch as she submitted to another man and achieved the kinds of orgasms she deserved. You’d watch as he did things to her that you’d never done before.

    It was those sessions in your home that convinced you that he truly did give her something you couldn’t provide. Again, it was more than just his big cock. It was the way he used it. It was the way he possessed your wife. It was the way he helped her embrace her submissive side and experience the incredible sexual highs that came with doing so.

    “Come. Worship him with me,” your wife says.

    You smile and move closer as she takes the head of her bull’s cock into her mouth. He looks down at your wife and grins. He likes being in control. He likes seeing the two of you on your knees in front of him. He likes knowing what’s going to happen tonight.

    You slide in next to your wife and worship his balls. You worship the organ that produces the semen he pumps into your wife’s pussy. You help stimulate him.

    You’re not being forced and your wife didn’t have to coerce you to get on your knees and submit to him. You’re submissive. You prefer it this way. You crave this. You need it.

    As you suck and lick his big balls, you feel a sense of complete and total happiness that you’re not used to. It’s because of the submission. It fills your head and spreads through your body. It makes your cock hard. It makes you feel like you’ve finally found your place.

    You like knowing that your wife’s sexual needs are taken care of by another man. You like knowing that you no longer have to worry about it. You don’t have to be nervous that you’re not making her feel as good as she deserves to feel when you fuck her. That’s his job now, and he has no such lack of confidence. He knows that his dick gives your wife exactly what she craves. He knows he fucks her better than you do. He knows that she cums every time he pounds her. He knows that she finds deep, total satisfaction in submission.

    “Switch places,” her bull demands. “Worship my cock, cuckold.”

    Your wife reluctantly lets her bull’s big cock slip from her mouth. It’s slick with her spit as you release his balls and switch places with her.

    You look up at him. He stares into your eyes as you take his big cock into your mouth. The connection is instant and powerful. You feel the submission in every bone of your body. You feel it coursing through you. You feel weak in the most satisfying way possible.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it honey?” your wife says. “Worshiping my bull’s big cock makes you happy, doesn’t it?”

    You can’t say anything with his dick in your mouth, but you nod just a little. She’s right. You love how happy it makes your wife that you’re finally sharing her desire to submit to her bull. She loves that you’ve come around to just how magnificent a man he is, and just how satisfying it can be to show him the devotion he deserves.

    “Come here,” her bull says as he motions for your wife to stand up.

    You continue to blow him as you watch your wife kiss her bull. He puts his arm around her and their tongues mingle as her body melts into his.

    “Thank you,” your wife whispers.

    “For what?” he asks.

    “For fucking me. For making me cum. For showing me how good it feels when I have a dominant man in my life.”

    They kiss again. You can see the utter, absolute desire your wife holds for her bull. You can see how genuine her feelings are. It’s not love, but it’s close. It’s a love of his dominance, of his confidence, of the way he uses his cock, of how he makes her feel when they’re together.

    “Bend over,” her bull says as he points to the bed.

    Your wife moves to the edge of your marital bed and bends over. Her elbows rest on the soft comforter and her feet on the carpet. You suck her bull’s cock until he pulls out.

    “Eat her ass, cuckold,” he says.

    You crawl behind your wife, spread her ass cheeks, and do as you’re told. You’re preparing her for him. Her bull is going to take her ass with his big cock and you’re going to ensure she’s wet, loose, and ready to be fucked.

    You listen to her moans as you rim her asshole. You know she’s thinking about her bull’s cock being in her ass.

    He’s the first man that’s ever had anal sex with her and it’s become quite commonplace. You were surprised she was willing to let him have her ass, especially since she always rebuffed your many requests for anal sex.

    “It’s because I want to make him feel good, honey,” she explained. “I want that more than anything. I want to make my bull feel as good as he makes me feel, and if that means letting him have my ass, then that’s what I’m going to do.”

    You didn’t quite understand it when she first explained it, but you get it now. You understand why she wants to make him feel good. You understand that it’s about submission, that she finds pleasure not in the mechanical act of having his cock penetrate and fill her asshole, but in the act of offering her asshole and knowing that he finds pleasure in filling it.

    “That’s enough, cuckold,” he says. “Stand up and bend over just like your beautiful wife.”

    You do as you’re told. You stand up and bend over the bed. Your wife turns to you. She smiles. She’s happy that she’s about to be taken by her bull.

    “Tell him what you want,” her bull says.

    “I want him to fuck my ass,” your wife says. Her lips are inches from yours. Her eyes sparkle with desire. “I want him to do whatever he wants with my body. I want to make him happy.”

    Your wife’s desire for him is enormously arousing. It thrills you to no end. You love that she is so completely and utterly devoted to his pleasure.

    You watch a flash of pain cross your wife’s face as he pushes into her asshole. His cock is big and there’s no question it hurts, even when she’s stretched herself with a butt plug. She takes it, though. She takes it happily. She takes it because she wants to please him.

    “How does that feel?” her bull asks.

    “It’s good. It’s so good,” your wife says.

    You believe her, in a way. She doesn’t mean that she’s finding intense pleasure in anal penetration. She means that she’s finding intense pleasure in letting him have her ass, in pleasing him.

    “You know I love your ass,” he says. “I love that you give it to me.” He rubs his hands over her lower back as he slowly penetrates her.

    Your wife looks at you and smiles. “And I love giving you my ass. I love giving you anything you desire. I love doing it with my cuckold in the room.”

    He begins to fuck her ass faster. He’s pushing the full length of his cock into her rectum with each thrust. Another man is enjoying your wife’s ass. He’s enjoying what you’ve never gotten to enjoy.

    “Do you like that he’s fucking my ass, honey?” she asks.

    Her lips are so close to yours. You just want to kiss her. You want to touch her. You want to feel the lust coursing through her body.

    “Yes, I do,” you admit.

    “Do you like that I give him anything he wants?” she asks.

    You nod and say, “Yes. I love it.”

    “Our bull deserves pleasure, doesn’t he? He deserves pleasure because he makes me feel so good, because he makes me feel so much better than you do.”

    That last part hurts a little, but it’s true. It’s been true since she first spent a night with her bull. It’s been true every moment since then.

    The truth is, you like it. You’ve come around to the idea that another man gives your wife far greater pleasure than you. You accept that his cock is far superior to yours. You accept that he fucks her like she needs, like you can’t.

    You want him to feel good because that’s what makes your wife feel good. You want him to feel good because you’re a submissive just like she is. You want him to feel good because you want him to stay in your life.

    Your wife’s bull continues fucking her ass. He’s fucking her faster now. You can hear it. When you look back, you can see him pounding her. You can see it on her face. You can see that she’s reached a place of pleasure now that her asshole is stretched out enough.

    You feel his hand grab your ass. You feel his fingers move between your cheeks. You try to push up off the bed, but your wife grabs your arms.

    “It’s okay, baby,” she says. She pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Her tongue moves into your mouth as he presses a finger against your asshole. You try to pull away again. “Don’t panic, baby. It’s okay. Remember, he’s our bull.”

    His finger slips into your ass as the last words leave her lips. Her bull is penetrating both of you at the same time. He’s fucking your wife and fingering your ass.

    “Just take it, baby. Just relax and let him take what he wants. Let him have you. Give him what he needs. Do it for me. Do it for him. Do it for our bull,” she whispers before kissing you again.

    He pushes a second finger inside you while continuing to pound your wife’s asshole. By now it seems certain that he’s going to fuck your ass too. Your wife’s bull is going to have anal sex with you. You know it. It’s going to happen.

    He pulls out of her ass. He moves behind you. Your wife stays bent over the bed, but she puts her arm over your back. She caresses you. She kisses you. She looks into your eyes. She looks so sweet.

    “He’s going to fuck you now, baby. Our bull is going to fuck your ass just like he fucks me. He’s going to show you what it’s like to get fucked by a dominant man.”

    The head of his cock presses against your asshole. You close your eyes and groan in pain. It hurts. Of course it hurts. He’s big and he’s trying to fuck your ass.

    “That’s it,” your wife says sweetly. “Just let him take what he wants. Let it happen. Let him have you. Give yourself to him.”

    The head of his cock pops past your anal ring. He slides into your asshole. He penetrates you. You’re filled with cock.

    He pauses with his dick deep inside you. His hands squeeze your ass cheeks and then move to your lower back. He grasps your hips and fucks you.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” your wife says. You can see the giddy smile on her face. You can see how happy she is. You can see this is what she wants. You wouldn’t be surprised if this was her idea.

    Despite the pain, you can’t argue with her. There is something beautiful about it. You’ve never felt more submissive. You’ve never felt more like a cuckold. The man that’s been fucking your wife is now fucking you. The man that has been her bull is now your bull.

    Her bull has found his rhythm. He’s not fucking you as hard as he fucked her. He’s going a little slower, probably because you’ve never had a cock in your ass before. He’s being kind while he takes you.

    A moan escapes your lips. It makes your wife smile. You see her eyes light up. She knows you’re finding some sort of satisfaction in getting fucked by her bull. It thrills her.

    “That’s it, baby. Enjoy it. Enjoy his cock. Enjoy the way he fucks you. Enjoy submitting to him. Enjoy being taken by a dominant alpha male.”

    You do as you’re told. Your wife kisses you. Her tongue is eager and energetic in your mouth. She’s turned on.

    “Play with your pussy,” her bull says.

    Your wife does as she’s told. She always does when it’s him giving the order. She moans into your mouth. You moan into hers.

    “Fuck me,” you say.

    The words just spilled from your mouth. They were almost involuntary. You’d heard your wife say them so often to her bull. You figured you’d offer the same encouragement.

    Your wife moans as you say it. It turns her on to hear your submission, to know that you’re eagerly giving up your asshole to the man fucking you from behind.

    Her bull grunts. He fucks you faster. He fucks you harder. It hurts, but you know he’s going to cum and you can’t help but feel good.

    “He’s going to cum inside you, baby. Our bull is going to fill you with his cum. He’s going to give you a beautiful gift,” your wife says as she continues to play with her pussy.

    You close your eyes and concentrate on the cock sliding in and out of your ass. You concentrate on the fact that you’re giving him pleasure. You concentrate on the fact that you’re making your wife so happy.

    Her bull’s cry of pleasure fills the bedroom as his cum fills your ass. You can feel his cock throbbing. You know he’s cumming inside you. You know he’s taken your anal virginity and filled you with his seed. You know he’s given you a gift, as your wife called it.

    Your wife cums soon after. You watch her face contort in pleasure as she works her clit.

    “That was beautiful,” she says after. “So beautiful.”

    Yes, it was.
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    To everyone else in the office, Emma was the uptight girl that wore pants and a buttoned up cardigan to work every day. She was the girl that would report a violation to HR, not the girl that would come even remotely close to committing a violation. Her presence in the break room usually quieted conversations as her coworkers worried that they’d step over a line and end up getting reprimanded.

    Emma was the kind of girl that stayed in her office during the annual company Christmas party. She’d stay at her desk, diligently working through spreadsheets and put in a few extra hours. Every year a few people would poke their head in and ask if she was going to join the party, but for the most part people were happy to be able to enjoy themselves without worrying about the office snitch watching over them.

    This year would be different, though. This year, a very particular person at the company took an interest in Emma. His name was Brad. He’d been hired onto the sales team in early March. He’d quickly set himself apart, earning impressive commissions and helping the company surpass its revenue goals.

    Brad was an exceptionally handsome man, so when he knocked on Emma’s door and popped his head into her office she didn’t offer her typical uninterested attitude.

    “Hey there Emma,” Brad said as he slipped her office. He was carrying a drink in each hand. “I’ve been told you don’t usually participate in the company party and I took it upon myself to convince you to cut loose a little.” He flashed the charming smile that helped him close so many deals. “I guess it’s the salesman in me. I can’t resist a challenge.”

    Emma was disappointed in her inability to resist Brad’s charms. She actually felt her heart flutter a little when he smiled at her and she was flattered at the notion that he wanted her to join the party.

    “I appreciate that, Brad,” Emma began, “but parties aren’t really my thing. I just end up feeling awkward because I’m not all that good at conversation. Even when I try it seems that I either bore or annoy people.”

    “That can’t possibly be true,” Brad said. “I mean it. It can’t be true. You seem a little shy, but there’s something magnetic about you, Emma. There really is. I can’t keep my eyes off of you whenever you walk around the office. I really can’t.”

    Emma cursed herself for blushing. It made it impossible to hide the fact that she was flattered by Brad’s obvious, overt flirtation.

    “I get it, though. Parties can be awkward, especially if you’re not great at making conversation.” He flashed that smile again. “There’s a solution to that, though. A time-honored, almost perfect solution.”

    He’d captured Emma’s curiosity. She had to ask. “What’s the solution?”

    Brad offered one of the glasses in his hand. “Alcohol, of course.” He held eye contact with Emma and flashed his smile again.

    Emma reached out and took the glass. She brought it to her nose and inhaled. It smelled of cinnamon and a hard-to-define kind of sweetness.

    “What is it?” Emma asked.

    “Eggnog,” Brad replied, “but not just any kind of eggnog. This is my special recipe and I promise that if you take a sip you’ll agree that it’s the best eggnog you’ve ever tasted in your life.”

    Brad sat on the edge of Emma’s desk as she contemplated sipping the drink. She rarely drank anything other than wine, and that was almost always on a dinner date or cuddled up on the couch with her husband Jacob.

    Again Emma surprised herself by lifting the glass to her lips and taking a sip. “That’s delicious,” she said.

    A victorious smile crossed Brad’s face before he took a sip of his.

    “I’ve been perfecting the recipe for the past ten years,” he said. “Every year I tinker with it just a little. I’m a bit of a perfectionist, I guess.”

    Emma took another sip as she smiled. Being one herself, she always liked perfectionists.

    Feeling bold, Emma lifted her glass and said, “A toast to all the perfectionists out there.”

    Their glasses clinked lightly and they both took a sip. When Emma looked down she was surprised to see she’d already put back half the glass. She could already feel the beginnings of a buzz.

    “How much alcohol is in this?” she asked.

    Brad smiled and leaned closer. “That’s what makes this the best eggnog you’ve ever had. It’s crazy strong, but you can’t even taste the alcohol.”

    “No, I can’t,” Emma said as she smiled. She could already feel the sense of giddiness that always accompanied a boozy buzz for her. She took another sip.

    “You’re quite the salesman, Brad. You convinced me to do something I haven’t done in the five years I’ve been at this company. This is the very first drink I’ve had at the Christmas party.”

    Brad stood up and flashed that charming smile. Emma felt her heart melt a little. It was followed by a brief pang of guilt. Her husband was at home and here she was feeling attracted to one of her coworkers.

    “That’s just the first part of my pitch,” Brad said as he offered his hand. “I also think you’d enjoy it if you took my hand and let me lead you out to the party. Believe it or not, people are having fun out there.”

    Emma could hear the Christmas music playing and the faint sounds of conversation and laughter made their way through the thick glass of her office windows.

    “Besides, there’s no way to get a refill on your drink unless you go out there,” Brad added.

    Emma took Brad’s hand and stood up. She was a little unsteady on her feet and Brad deftly put his arm around her waist until Emma found her balance.

    “Are you good?” he asked.

    Emma looked into his piercing blue eyes and smiled. “I’m great,” she said.

    “Are you ready to take the plunge, Emma? Are you ready to join the company Christmas party?” he asked.

    Emma nodded and they made their way towards her office door. Brad opened it and the din of the party washed over her. A few people looked her way, but most of Emma’s coworkers continued dancing and drinking. She smiled. They really did look like they were having fun.

    “Do you want to dance?” Brad asked.

    There was an upbeat song playing and Emma could feel it in her hips. Yes, she wanted to dance. She answered Brad by moving amongst her coworkers and getting right into the flow of the music. She was dancing at the company party. She was having fun.

    “You go Emma!” one of her coworkers called out.

    Several others cheered as she closed her eyes and embraced the fun. She wondered why she hadn’t done it sooner. Brad moved behind Emma and they danced together. He must have put his drink down somewhere because both his hands grasped her hips at one point. He pulled her closer. Emma’s eyes went wide as she felt his crotch press against her ass. She looked around but no one else seemed to notice. It was too crowded in the space they’d cleared out for dancing for anyone to be studying Emma’s movements.

    What surprised Emma most of all was that she did nothing to stop it. She didn’t try and pull away. She didn’t try and pull Brad’s hands from her hips. Instead, she threw back the rest of the eggnog in the glass and continued to dance. She let the music move through her. She let Brad guide her hips. She let him grind his crotch into her ass.

    When Emma felt Brad’s erection pressing into her ass she still didn’t stop it. For a brief moment her husband passed through her mind. She imagined Jacob sitting on the couch with takeout in front of him and a movie on the TV. He knew she always stayed until the end of the party even if she didn’t participate.

    Just as quickly the thought of Jacob disappeared. It was replaced by a pure, beautiful kind of arousal. It was replaced by the absolute joy of finally cutting loose after so many years of denying any desire to yield to the small part of her wanted to get wild.

    When the song ended Brad released Emma’s hips and she spun around to offer him a smile. She resisted the urge to look between his legs to see the erection that had been pressing into her ass for the past few minutes.

    “How about another eggnog?” Brad suggested.

    Emma nodded as a slow song came on. The company Christmas party was open to significant others, so dozens of people paired off and danced together. Emma felt a mild pang of desire to be dancing like that. She wasn’t quite inebriated enough to think that dancing with Brad was a good idea, though. That would surely raise eyebrows among her coworkers.

    Brad led her to the food and drinks table and deftly poured them both another glass of his eggnog. They clinked their glasses once more and each took big gulps before turning to the dance floor and admiring the couples indulging in their romantic desires.

    Emma rested her hand on the table and Brad’s soon came to rest on top of it. “Would you dance with me, Emma?” he asked.

    “I can’t,” Emma replied. “I’m married. People would talk. It wouldn’t look good.”

    Despite the rejection, Brad flashed his smile. Emma felt herself melt a little. If he asked again she wasn’t sure she’d have the power to say no.

    “What if we were alone?” he asked. “Would you dance with me then?”

    Emma nodded without thinking about it. Her body seemed to be a little ahead of her brain. It must have been the eggnog.

    “Meet me in the break room,” Brad said as he drank the rest of his eggnog, put the cup on the table, and walked away.

    Emma’s heart pounded as she considered the insanity of what she was about to do. She threw back the rest of her eggnog and walked towards the break room. Brad was right, they’d be alone in there. The blinds were already shut so no one would see.

    As she walked over, Emma reasoned that Jacob wouldn’t be mad that she shared a little dance with a coworker. It’s not like it was cheating on him to dance, and if it was then she’d already done it once so there seemed to be little harm in doing it again.

    The break room was mostly dark as Emma stepped through the door. She closed it most of the way and said, “Brad?”

    “I’m here,” he said as he stepped into a sliver of light streaming in through the blinds.

    Emma tried to ignore the fact that she felt an incredible sense of arousal as she walked towards Brad. She tried to ignore the fact that she knew she shouldn’t be stepping into his arms and dancing with him.

    Brad pulled her body against his and they slow danced. He led the way and Emma gladly gave herself over to following. It felt remarkably good.

    As they danced, Brad’s hands moved over Emma’s lower back. He let his fingers brush over the top of her ass a few times, but he never got fresh. Emma kept hoping he would just grab her ass and kept chiding herself for even having desires that bordered so closely on infidelity.

    By the time the song ended, Emma felt an undeniable dampness between her legs. She was a little disappointed when Brad stepped back and moved towards the door. She figured he would let himself out and she would follow a few minutes later now that their moment had ended.

    Instead, Brad shut the door and locked it before turning back to Emma. He closed the distance between them in two longs steps, took her head in his hands and pulled her lips to his for a slow, sensual kiss.

    Emma gave herself over to it. She didn’t think about it. She just did what her body wanted. She welcomed Brad’s kiss. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She welcomed the feeling of his erection against her stomach.

    Emma felt dazed in the best way possible after the kiss. She felt a kind of need she couldn’t quite explain, so again she let her body dictate her actions.

    That meant reaching between Brad’s legs and unzipping his pants. It meant pulling out his cock and stroking it. It meant making it perfectly clear that she wanted to fuck her coworker.

    “Are you sure about this?” Brad asked.

    Emma replied by kissing him as she played with his cock. She moaned into his mouth. She sucked on his tongue when he offered it. She’d never been so sure about anything.

    Brad unbuttoned her cardigan and tossed it aside. Emma stepped out of her heels and Brad unbuttoned her pants and pulled them down.

    He picked Emma up and led her to the break room couch. He peeled off her panties and quickly undid his belt and stripped out of his pants.

    Emma spread her legs as she watched Brad get naked. She’d never been so overcome with desire. Her husband never entered her mind. All she could think about was having Brad inside her. She didn’t even think about using a condom. She just needed to get fucked.

    Brad moved between Emma’s legs and she grasped his cock. She stroked him. She rubbed the head of his surprisingly thick cock over her pussy lips and soaked it in her juices. She placed him inside her and wrapped her arms around Brad.

    “Fuck me,” Emma whispered.

    Brad pushed his cock into her wet pussy. Emma moaned as her legs wrapped around him. She wasn’t used to such a big dick.

    “Slow, slow,” Emma said as Brad tried to push deeper inside her. “You’re so big. You have to go slowly.”

    Brad kissed Emma and played with her breasts as he worked his big cock into her pussy. She returned the kiss with fervent desire and reveled in the intense, nearly overwhelming pleasure of having something so big inside her.

    “Oh my God, Brad, you’re so fucking big,” she said as he bottomed out inside her.

    “Are you going to be okay?” he asked. There was genuine concern in his voice. Emma found it touching.

    “I’m going to be so much better than okay,” Emma said. She’d completely given herself over to her wilder desires. She had another man’s cock inside her. She was cheating on her husband. If she was going to do it, she was going to do it right. She was going to have a great orgasm. “Now fuck me.”

    Brad did just that. His cock plunged in and out of her wet pussy. The sounds of wet sex and lusty moans filled the break room. The couch squeaked a little with every thrust. Emma couldn’t help but get a little bit louder as she approached her orgasm.

    “Brad, fuck, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” she said as an orgasm ripped through her body in such a strong fashion that it caught her off guard. Emma was genuinely breathless for a few moments as someone besides her husband made her cum for the first time since their first date.

    Brad waited until Emma’s orgasm relented and then moved to pull out. She quickly wrapped her legs around him and grabbed his ass. “No,” she said.

    “Are you sure? I’m not wearing a condom,” he replied.

    Emma kissed him and moved her hips. She fucked herself with his cock. “It’s okay,” she said. “You can cum inside me. I’m on the pill.”

    Brad smiled and resumed fucking Emma. He delivered deeper, harder thrusts as he pursued his orgasm. Emma lost herself in the surprising pleasure of being pounded so hard by such a big cock. It didn’t take long to get to a place where another orgasm felt imminent.

    It felt as though their bodies had melded together on the break room couch. It felt as though Brad had tapped into some part of her that Jacob had never reached. Two orgasms in just a few minutes was not something Emma was used to.

    When Brad unleashed a groan that signaled his impending orgasm, Emma felt a sense of genuine joy. She was happy that this handsome, charming man was going to cum inside her. Giddy, even.

    “Cum inside me,” she said between sensual moans. “Cum inside me, Brad.”

    Brad pounded her harder and Emma let a second orgasm wash over her. She wrapped her arms and legs tightly around Brad’s beautiful body and he pushed his big cock deep into her pussy and unleashed his seed. It was the final part of her act of wild infidelity. Knowing he was unloading inside her only made Emma’s orgasm better.

    Brad stayed inside her for a few minutes as they kissed. Emma relished the feeling of his thickness stretching out her pussy even as he slowly went soft.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “It really was,” Brad replied.

    Emma kissed him and he returned her fervent desire.

    “I’m glad you sold me on attending the party,” Emma said.

    Brad smiled before saying, “Not as glad as I am.”

    He pulled out and offered a handful of napkins to Emma to clean up the mess leaking out of her. A few minutes later they were dressed and ready to re-enter the party.

    Emma thought of her husband. She decided he didn’t need to know. It was a onetime thing. She wouldn’t fuck Brad again, at least until next year’s Christmas party.
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    These nights are challenging. These nights are wonderful, too.

    The challenge is in finding the strength to refrain from masturbating. You know what she’s doing. You saw your wife leave in a beautiful sheer camisole, black lace bra, and mini skirt with high heels to make her legs and ass look amazing.

    Nothing is hidden between the two of you. She’s fucking someone. Someone she knows. Someone she trusts. Someone you’ve never met. He’s inside her right now, in all likelihood.

    You know that. You know that because it turns you on. You know that because that’s what you wanted. That’s what your wife wants. It’s what you both want.

    On these nights you spend hours convincing yourself not to masturbate. You reach between your legs and play with your half hard cock. You find intense pleasure in it. You get hard. Then you stop and turn the TV on. You try your best to think about something else, about anything else.

    Your mind always returns to what she’s doing. She’s fucking someone else. He’s fucking her without a condom. His bare cock is sliding in and out of her pussy.

    She’s on her back with her legs wrapped around him. They’re kissing. He’s fucking her and playing with her tits.

    She’s on top. She’s riding his bare cock with her wet pussy. He’s playing with her tits. She’s got her hands on his chest as she rides him. She’s moaning. She’s cumming.

    She might even be on her hands and knees for him. He might be fucking her from behind. He might be spanking her ass and telling her how good her married pussy feels.

    He’s pumping his load inside her. She’s telling him to fill her. She’s telling him to cum in her married pussy. She wants it. She needs it. It’s what turns her on the most.

    It turns you on even more. You know she loves it, but for you it’s something else. It’s something deeper. It’s a calling. It’s your true sexual self. This is what you need to feel satisfied.

    The garage door opens. Her car pulls in. You get up off the couch. You wait at the top of the stairs.

    Your wife comes into the house. She looks up at you. She smiles.

    “Did you…?” you ask.

    “Of course I did,” she says while slowly ascending the stairs.

    She’s taking her time. She’s teasing you. She’s already had at least one orgasm tonight. Maybe two or three. Sometimes her lovers are quite good.

    “Have you been good?” she asks.

    “Of course,” you say.

    If you masturbate while she’s gone, you don’t get to play.

    Your wife reaches the top of the stairs. She unzips your pants and reaches inside. She doesn’t trust you to be honest about your masturbation. She’s checking. She wants to see if your dick is excited.

    “You’re already hard,” she says as her fingers pull your cock out of your pants.

    “I know,” you say.

    “Is that because you know what’s inside me?” she asks.

    You nod. Her pussy is full of another man’s cum. That’s what has you hard. That’s what has you excited. That and what you get to do next.

    Your wife kisses you as she strokes your cock. You take her tongue into your mouth. You wonder if you can taste another man on her lips. Can you taste his cock? Can you taste his tongue?

    “I sucked his cock,” she whispers. “It was a beautiful cock, too.”

    She knows you like it when she goes down on her lovers. You like that your wife is so eager to please other men.

    You kiss her again. You kiss her knowing that she blew someone else. You kiss her while you think about someone else’s cock pushing past her lips and onto her tongue. Someone else’s cock enjoyed the tongue that’s in your mouth right now.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    Her fingers move swiftly up and down your shaft. “Do you want to be the second man inside me tonight?” she asks.

    You groan. That’s exactly what you want. That’s what you love. You go second. Her lovers go first.

    “Fuck. Yes. That’s what I want. That’s what I’ve wanted all night,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. She unzips her skirt and it falls to the floor. She pulls off her sheer camisole. She walks down the hallway towards the bedroom. You take a moment to stare at her nearly naked body. Her ass looks wondrous.

    You follow her down the hallway and into the bedroom. Your wife hops in the bed and spreads her legs. Your eyes drift to her panties.

    You see the wet spot. He came inside her. Someone else fucked your wife and unloaded in her pussy. You feel weak in the knees. The arousal is overwhelming. You take a moment to imagine it happening. You see him thrusting in and out of her. You see him pumping his load into her hot pussy.

    “I practically begged him for it,” your wife says.

    She knows what you’re thinking. She can see you staring between her legs. She knows that you’re turned on by it.

    “Really?” you ask.

    “I wanted it so badly,” she says. “I needed it. I needed to feel his cock throbbing as he unloaded inside me. I needed to feel him unload his seed into my pussy.”

    Your wife closes her eyes. She lets her head fall to the bed. She spreads her legs a little wider.

    Her voice is low and lusty as she says, “Cum inside me, baby. Fuck, cum inside me. Give me your load!”

    She’s putting on a little show for you. She’s doing what she did for him. You imagine another man between her legs. You imagine him sliding in and out of your wife’s wet cunt. You imagine him fucking her. You imagine her saying those things.

    You strip. Your wife sits up again. She unhooks her bra and tosses it aside. You stare at her perky breasts. You stare at the breasts that someone else got to play with tonight.

    You climb into bed. Your cock is rock hard. There’s a drop of precum at the tip. You feel that beautiful kind of arousal that only happens when your wife has been with someone else.

    Your wife welcomes you on top of her body. She pulls your lips to hers. You kiss. She reaches down and strokes your cock. She still has her panties on. She rubs your dick against them. You can feel the wetness. You can feel his cum.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Even though I’m filled with his cum?” she asks.

    You moan. You’re so turned on.

    “Because you’re filled with his cum,” you say.

    “You don’t mind that I was a naughty wife?” she asks. “You don’t mind that I was a slut tonight? That I let another man fuck my tight married pussy and cum inside me?”

    She’s working you. She’s doing it on purpose. She knows that kind of dirty talk drives you crazy and she’s doing it on purpose. She wants you turned on. She wants you to be insane with desire by the time you plunge inside her. She likes that her husband is so wild for her.

    “Tell me you want to fuck my cum-filled pussy,” she says.

    You kiss your wife. She moans into your mouth.

    “I want to fuck your cum-filled pussy,” you say after the kiss.

    A joyful, naughty smile breaks across her face. She reaches between her legs and pulls aside her panties. She rubs the head of your cock over her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me, baby. Fuck my messy, cum-filled pussy,” she says.

    You plunge inside her. She’s soaked with cum and her own juices. There’s no resistance. There’s no need to go slow. Someone else already fucked her. He almost certainly had a big cock. He almost certainly gave her a long, hard fucking.

    “That’s it. Fuck me, baby,” she says. “Fuck my messy cunt. Fuck my cummy pussy.”

    You fuck your wife’s cum-filled pussy. You feel his seed surround your cock. It’s warm. It’s wet. It’s slippery. It’s the perfect lubricant. Another man’s cum is the best lubricant you’ve ever experienced.

    “Does it feel good?” your wife asks. “Does my messy cunt feel good?”

    She loves to talk dirty after she’s been with another guy. She absolutely loves to remind you that his seed is inside her.

    “It’s so good,” you say. “It’s so fucking good. I love it when you’re filled with someone else’s load. I love your pussy when it’s messy like this. I love it more than anything in the world.”

    She wraps her legs around you. She kisses you. Her hands move over your back. She moans into your mouth.

    You thrust in and out of her pussy. The sound is slippery and sloppy. You know it’s because his cum is leaking out of her as your cock thrusts into her. You know you’re pushing some of his load even deeper inside her. You know you’re making a mess between your legs. You’re going to have his cum in your pubic hair. It’s going to be on your balls.

    “Your cock is bathing in his cum,” your wife says. “It’s completely surrounded by another man’s hot fucking load.”

    You can hear the lust in her voice. She’s getting turned on talking about it. You love that she gets so hot and bothered. You love that she seems to find even more arousal in being reclaimed by her husband than she does in fucking the men that fill her pussy.

    “Fuck your slut wife,” she says. “Fuck her messy pussy. Pound me. Pound me hard!”

    You pound your wife’s pussy. You bathe your cock in another man’s cum. You relish the feeling of his load around your cock. You relish how different her cunt is. You can’t help but feel like it’s so much better to have sex with her after she’s fucked someone else.

    “Cum inside me. Add your cum to his! Cum inside me!” she screams.

    Your wife is on the precipice of another orgasm. You know it’s going to be better than the one she had with him. That’s how it works. She cums harder when she comes home full of someone else’s load.

    You fuck her faster. You feel your orgasm building. She grabs your back. She digs her fingernails into your skin. She bites into the flesh between your shoulder and neck. She screams and moans.

    You grunt. You groan. You cum inside your wife. You add your load to the one that’s already swimming in her womb.

    She cums with you. She screams loud enough that it hurts your ears a little. You don’t care, though. You love it. You love her passion. You love her wild desire.

    You stay inside her as you both come down from your orgasms. Your heart is pounding. She kisses your neck. She kisses your cheek. She caresses your back.

    “You’re incredible,” you say.

    “That was such a good orgasm,” she replies. “Thank you.”

    You’re the second man to cum in your wife tonight and she’s thanking you. You just had a great orgasm. You know that you’re the luckiest man in the world.

    “I love you,” you say.

    She smiles and laughs. She knows your marriage is different than most. She loves that, just like you do.

    “I love you too,” she says.

    You kiss again. You can’t wait until the next time your wife wants to fuck another guy.
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      Each year, you and your wife indulge a naughty Christmastime ritual with your lovely neighbors that involves both of you getting to play in the way that thrills you most. Enjoy :)
    

    ---

    “You’re wearing those?” you ask as you watch your wife step into a pair of red lace panties.

    “You know I am,” she says with a smile. “I always do.”

    She looks splendid in black fishnet stockings and red high heels, and her dress is a slinky, sexy, sparkly dream come true.

    You’re hosting a Christmas party – it’s become an annual tradition since you moved into your current home five years ago – and your wife always likes to look her best.

    She looks at herself in the mirror and smiles. She likes what she sees. When your wife spins around she steps into your arms and offers a quick kiss. She just put on a fresh coat of red lipstick and she doesn’t want to smear it.

    “You look perfect,” you say.

    “Yeah?” she asks. “Do you think he’ll like my dress?”

    “I’m sure he will,” you answer.

    The “he” she’s talking about is one of your neighbors. His name is Sam, and he’s fucked your wife at each of the five Christmas parties you’ve held. It’s become a tradition. That’s why she put on the red panties. She calls them her Christmas panties. She says they bring her good luck on one night a year.

    Your wife kisses you again. It’s more than a light kiss. She can’t seem to resist. You know she’s excited. She only fucks Sam once a year. It’s the only time she cuckolds you. Every other day of the year she’s faithful. Then you host your annual Christmas party and she lets Sam into her panties.

    “Are you excited?” you asked.

    She smiles and reaches up to wipe the lipstick off your lips. “You know I am,” she says.

    She knows you’re excited too. Your cock is hard. It’s pressing into her. You don’t have to say a word. Your cock has made your desire perfectly obvious.

    The party guests begin to arrive shortly after seven. Your wife gets a little bit giddy each time the doorbell rings and she’s a little disappointed each time you open it up and see that it’s not Sam. You know she’s a little worried he’s not going to come. He always does, but she can’t help herself.

    There are a dozen people socializing in your living room when the doorbell rings again. You answer it and Sam is standing there with his wife, Alicia.

    “Sam, Alicia, come in!” you say.

    Sam offers a firm handshake and heads inside. You offer Alicia a quick embrace and she gives you a kiss on the cheek.

    “May I take your coat?” you ask.

    “Of course,” Alicia says. “You’re always so polite.”

    You smile as you take her coat and walk down the hallway and into the guest bedroom. You gently lay her coat on the bed with the others.

    You turn towards the door and nearly jump out of your shoes in fright as you see Alicia standing there. She has a devilish smile on her face as she gently closes the door behind her.

    “Is your slut wife eager to enjoy my husband’s cock again?” she asks.

    “Yes, she is,” you answer.

    Alicia steps towards you as she asks, “And are you ready to be cuckolded by my husband?”

    You nod as Alicia reaches out and grabs your cock, which is half hard again.

    “Are you going to be a good cuckold tonight? Are you going to watch him pound your wife’s tight little pussy with his big cock? Are you going to watch him make her cum? Are you going to watch him pump his load into her grateful cunt?” she asks.

    “Yes, Alicia,” you say.

    “Are you going to eat my pussy like a good boy tonight? Are you going to eat my pussy while my husband fucks your wife? Are you going to show me what a good little bitch boy you can be?” Alicia asks as she lifts her dress.

    She’s wearing the same pair of red lace panties. They’re her Christmas panties too. She wears them to the party every year. You get to enjoy them in close up every year as you worship her pussy while her husband fucks your wife.

    “Yes. I’m going to eat your pussy for as long as you’ll let me,” you say.

    “Get on your knees,” Alicia demands.

    You drop to your knees in front of her.

    “Kiss it,” Alicia says as she pulls aside her panties and exposes her pussy.

    You lean forward and kiss it. You’re careful not to use your tongue. She would have told you to lick it if that’s what she wanted.

    “Good boy,” Alicia says as she backs away and covers her pussy once more. “You’ll get to enjoy much more later tonight. Now stay there until your little boner goes away.”

    You watch Alicia walk out of the room. The door closes gently behind her. You look down. Your erection is still throbbing. You try your best to think about anything other than the pleasures that await you this evening.

    The first year it wasn’t planned. Sam flirted with your wife all night long, mostly when he could find a little time alone with her. Alicia and Sam were the last couple remaining after everyone else had left. You’d all had a few drinks. Sam and your wife ended up under the mistletoe and he kissed her. She kissed him back. You watched from the couch and found it oddly arousing.

    It didn’t stop with the kiss, of course. When you did nothing to stop it your wife pursued her lust. She let Sam play with her tits. She massaged his cock through his pants. She let him lift her dress and play with her pussy. All of it happened while you sat next to Alicia on the couch.

    By the time your wife was on her knees with Sam’s cock in her mouth Alicia had lifted her dress, pulled aside her panties, and told you to eat her pussy.

    When Sam took your wife to your bedroom, Alicia told you to stand up so you could both follow. You watched another man fuck your wife. You watched him make her cum. You watched him cum inside her. You also spent quite a bit of time on your knees eating Alicia’s pussy.

    It became a Christmas tradition after that first year, and you know that tonight it’s all going to happen again. Your wife is going to cuckold you for the fifth time in five years. She’s going to have multiple orgasms with Sam’s big cock inside her. You’re going to give Alicia multiple orgasms with your tongue.

    When your dick finally softens you leave the guest bedroom and return to the party. You see Sam and your wife chatting with a handful of your friends. Alicia is off with another group. There are nearly two dozen people in your home and everyone seems to be having a great time.

    Your pour yourself a cup of eggnog and join the conversation, though it’s difficult to pay attention. You can’t really think about anything other than what’s going to happen later when the rest of your guests have gone home.

    Your wife excuses herself from the group and heads to the kitchen. “Honey, will you help me?” she asks.

    You admire your wife’s ass in the sparkly, tight dress as you follow behind her.

    “Did Alicia pay you a little visit?” your wife asks as she opens the oven and pulls out the rack to check on the ham.

    “She did. In the coat room,” you answer.

    Your wife, seemingly satisfied that the ham is cooked, pulls out the roasting pan and slides it onto the granite countertop.

    “Did you have fun with her?” your wife asks.

    You smile and nod. “I did.”

    “Are you looking forward to your Christmas tradition?” she asks.

    You know she’s talking about you eating Alicia’s pussy while Sam fucks your wife. You answer with a nod.

    Just then Sam walks into the room. He steps behind your wife and presses his body against hers as she prepares to cut the ham.

    “Would you like a little help with that job?” Sam asks as he obviously grinds his crotch into your wife’s ass.

    She lets a little moan slip and turns her head to look at Sam. He leans down and they share a kiss. Anyone could walk in, but she clearly doesn’t care. She wants him. She wants her yearly dose of what he offers.

    “I can handle it,” your wife says. “You should save your energy. You have a much more important job tonight.”

    Sam grabs a piece of freshly cut ham and pops it into his mouth. He gives your wife a quick pat on the ass and winks at you before heading out of the kitchen.

    “I can’t believe how wet I am,” your wife says as she turns to look at you.

    “There’s a small part of me that wishes the party was already over,” you say.

    You help prepare the other food and bring it out to the dining room table. You set up plates and the guests come through and take whatever they like. There are too many people for anything other than a buffet-style setup, but it works well. People sit, talk, and enjoy a feast along with all the drinks they can handle.

    Sam finds his way to your wife and they sit next to each other. You’re only half listening to the conversation happening next to you. Instead, you prefer to watch the other man find ways to touch your wife or lean close to whisper something undoubtedly filthy into her ear.

    Eventually, the party wraps up and you find yourself wondering if anyone else has noticed that Sam and Alicia are always the last couple to leave. You don’t really care, of course. All that really matters is what comes next.

    The moment your wife says goodbye to your last guest and closes the door she makes a beeline for Sam. They kiss as her hand moves between his legs and she massages his cock. She moans into his mouth.

    Your wife drops to her knees and unzips Sam’s pants. She takes his cock out and wraps her lips around it. She sucks his dick like she’s been starved for it, which is true. It’s been a year since she experienced him. It’s been a year since she had something that big in her mouth. It’s been a year since she had Sam in her pussy.

    “Look at her,” Alicia says as she sits next to you with a glass of eggnog in her hand. “Look at your slut wife devouring my husband’s cock. It certainly seems like she doesn’t get to enjoy a cock like that on a regular basis, does it?”

    Alicia’s seen your cock. She knows it doesn’t compare to her husband’s. She knows there’s a reason why your wife seems so ravenous.

    “I’ll bet she’d be willing to suck his cock every day if he’d let her,” Alicia says as she reaches out and caresses your legs. “What do you think? Would your wife be my husband’s willing cocksucker if he showed up at your door every day? Would she get on her knees and worship him until he filled her mouth with his hot, sticky load?”

    Alicia’s fingers move closer to your cock and you get hard in response. She’s not even touching you and you’re wildly aroused.

    “I don’t know,” you say, though you suspect your wife would be his willing cocksucker, at least for a little while, especially if Sam fucked her with any sort of regularity.

    “What’s it like to know your wife prefers someone else’s cock?” Alicia asked. “What’s it like to know that she’s so hungry for my husband’s dick that she’ll get on her knees and worship him like a whore in a porn video?”

    “I like it,” you answer as you watch your wife deepthroat Sam’s big cock.

    Alicia grasps your hard dick through your jeans. “I know,” she says. She leans closer and kisses your neck. “You’re a fucking cuckold. Of course you like it.”

    Sam pulls your wife to her feet and she looks over at you before he takes her hand and leads her to the bedroom. “He’s going to fuck me now, baby,” she says.

    You want to get up and follow, but it’s not your place to decide. That’s Alicia’s decision.

    “Eat my pussy, cuck,” she says.

    You drop to your knees and pull down Alicia’s red Christmas panties. You press your head between her legs and lick her pussy. She’s wet. It turns her on to watch your wife suck her husband’s cock. She likes that someone else has such incredible desire for Sam. She likes that you’re so willing to do whatever she says on the night of the annual Christmas party.

    You hear your wife moaning from down the hallway. “Do you hear that, cuck?” Alicia asks as she grabs your hair and closes her legs around your head. “My husband’s fucking your slut wife. He’s pounding her tight little cunt. He’s giving her what she’s been waiting a year to enjoy.”

    Your cock throbs painfully. You can hear it and you desperately want to see it. You want to witness your wife’s pleasure. You know Sam fucks her more than once. You know he sometimes spends upwards of an hour in her pussy before he cums, but you want to see it. You don’t want to wait.

    Alicia enjoys teasing you, though. She enjoys making you wait for what you crave so badly. “Your wife is a whore, cuck,” she says. Alicia seems to enjoy dirty talk, too. “She’s my husband’s whore. He could own her pussy all year long if he wanted. You’re lucky he only wants her once a year.”

    You can’t decide if you’re lucky or if you’d prefer to be a yearlong cuckold. The orgasm you have at the Christmas party is the best of your year. It’s an intense, overwhelming kind of pleasure. You get close to it when you and your wife masturbate while talking about the fun you had at the party, but it’s so much better when you’re actually watching Sam’s cock slide in and out of her pussy.

    You know Alicia is close to cumming when her thighs begin to tremble. She grabs a second handful of your hair, smothers you with her pussy, and has a loud, lusty orgasm.

    “Stay there,” she says after releasing her grip on your hair. “Lick up my juices.”

    You push your tongue into her pussy and lick up the juices that are flowing from her. You relish the taste of her pussy. It’s the only time of year you get to play with another woman and you want to make sure you genuinely appreciate it.

    “Would you like to see your slut wife getting fucked?” Alicia asks.

    “Yes. Very much so,” you say.

    Alicia smiles and stands up. She offers your hand and pulls you to your feet. You walk hand-in-hand down the hallway. You step into the bedroom. Your wife is on her back in your bed. She’s still wearing her red high heels, her black fishnet stockings, and her Christmas panties, which have been pulled aside to allow Sam’s long, thick cock inside her.

    “Hey honey,” your wife says as she turns to you and smiles.

    She immediately returns to unleashing her loud, joyful moans as Sam pounds her. He utilizes long, deep, hard strokes into her warm, wet, waiting cunt. The sound of flesh pounding flesh fills the room. The wetness of her pussy is mixed in.

    “Oh, fuck, Sam, I’m cumming!” your wife cries out just a few moments after you enter the room.

    She makes a beautiful orgasm face and wraps her arms and legs around him. As the pleasure works its way through her body your wife relaxes. Her legs fall to the bed. Her arms follow. Sam kisses her softly before pulling out.

    “Taste their lust,” Alicia says as Sam rolls over.

    Your wife rests her head on his chest and he plays with her tits as you climb between her legs. You push your tongue into her pussy. You lick up her juices, just like you did Alicia’s. You taste Sam’s cock inside her. You taste his precum mixed in with her juices. You wish your tongue was longer. You wish you could push deeper inside her.

    “How does it feel?” Sam asks.

    “It’s nice,” your wife says. “I like that he’s so eager to lick my pussy after you’ve been inside me. I like that he wants to taste me, and you.”

    Sam laughs. You hear Alicia chuckle from the loveseat situated against the bedroom wall.

    “But I like your cock better,” your wife says. “Will you fuck me again?”

    “Of course I will. My cock is yours for as long as you want it,” Sam says.

    You move out from between her legs. You look over at Alicia. She points to the floor between her legs. You know your place.

    Your wife climbs on top of Sam and impales her cunt on his cock. The room fills with her moans once more. She rides him hard and fast. One orgasm is nowhere near enough to satiate her lust. She gets to enjoy his cock once a year and she’s not going to stop at just one climax.

    “Good boy,” Alicia says as you drop to your knees between her legs. She pulls up her dress and pulls aside her panties once more. “Eat my pussy.”

    You do as you’re told while Alicia watches your wife bounce up and down on her husband’s cock.

    “Your slut wife looks beautiful with a bigger, better cock inside her, doesn’t she?” Alicia says. You can’t see, of course, but you know it’s true. You’ve seen it before. You know it looks so beautiful when Sam’s thick cock fills your wife’s cunt.

    “I like that my husband has a whore that’s eager for his cock,” Alicia says as she subtly moves her pussy back and forth over your mouth. “I like that your wife is so eager to be his whore for a night. I like that she makes him feel good with her pussy, that she begs him to flood her cunt with his seed. I like that she wants to feel him inside her for as long as possible.”

    You flick your tongue back and forth over Alicia’s clit as she talks about your wife and her husband. You feel her lust for the show she’s witnessing. You feel your own desire for your cuckolding, which is happening in your marital bed.

    Alicia has her second orgasm courtesy of your mouth. Again she holds your head tight between her legs right until the point of climax. Then she gently pushes you away and you watch as she closes her eyes and lets the pleasure wash over her body.

    “Take your pants off and sit next to me,” Alicia says as she puts her panties back in place.

    You quickly push your pants to your ankles and sit on the loveseat next to Alicia. Your eyes fixate on the show happening in your bed. Your wife has found a beautiful rhythm riding Sam’s cock. She lifts off of him until just the tip remains inside her and then sinks back down on him. Each time a loud, clapping sound fills the room. Each time, she moans blissfully.

    Sam reaches up and plays with your wife’s perky tits. He pulls on her nipples and squeezes her flesh as she unleashes a beautiful medley of sensual sounds that indicate the intense pleasure she’s feeling.

    Alicia wraps her fingers around your hard cock and leans closer. She strokes you slowly and you feel the warmth of her breath on your neck.

    “Do you make her moan like that, cuckold?” she asks.

    “No, I don’t,” you answer.

    “Does it make you jealous to see your wife being such a slut for someone else’s cock?”

    “Yes,” you answer. “But I like it. I don’t know why. I just like it.”

    Alicia laughs softly. “You like it because you’re a cuckold. You like it because it turns you on to see that you’re not man enough to fuck your wife like she actually wants to be fucked. You like it because you’re a good little bitch that gets off on knowing that your wife spends an entire year craving someone else’s big dick inside her.”

    You stare at your wife’s pussy as it stretches out around Sam’s cock. It looks so beautiful, and when her loud, lusty moans are added it makes it the most erotic thing you’ve ever experienced.

    Alicia strokes your cock faster. “He’s going to empty his balls into your wife, cuck. He’s going to fill her with his cum and he’s going to do it in your bed. Then his cum is going to leak out onto your sheets and you’re going to sleep on it.”

    That happened last year, too. You spent the night sleeping in a wet spot created by someone else’s cum and your wife’s juices. You couldn’t help but find it arousing.

    “You deserve a treat for being such a good cuckold,” Alicia says.

    You look over at her and take a moment to admire how exquisitely beautiful she is. You’re not sure what kind of treat she’s talking about, though. A handjob is treat enough.

    That’s when Alicia surprises you by dropping her head into your lap and taking your cock into her mouth. The pleasure is instant and overwhelming. She’s incredible. Your wife screams louder. Sam grabs her ass and gives it a good spank. You explode in Alicia’s mouth.

    You grunt and groan as shot after shot of cum spills into the other woman’s mouth. She keeps her lips sealed around your cock and teases the head with her tongue, making each contraction and release of sperm a little more pleasurable.

    When you’re finished, Alicia pulls her mouth from your dick and looks at you for a moment. Then she leans forward, presses her lips against yours, and pushes her tongue into your mouth. A torrent of cum follows. She’s feeding you your load.

    You groan in surprise at first, but she’s insistent. Your cum flows from her mouth to yours. Her tongue dances with yours. It starts to get a little bubbly and foamy. The taste is salty. The substance is slick. It’s an oddly pleasurable experience, in part because it’s overwhelming in the best way possible.

    “Swallow,” Alicia says as she breaks the kiss.

    You swallow your cum. She smiles.

    “Good boy. Maybe your wife will let you eat my husband’s cum out of her pussy a little later. Would you enjoy that?” she asks.

    “I think so,” you say.

    “Until then, why don’t you take your place on your knees and give me another orgasm.”

    You fall to your knees and press your head between Alicia’s legs. You eat her pussy again. You know it won’t be the last time you eat pussy tonight. The pleasure doesn’t stop until everyone is exhausted.

    You’re ready to go as long as necessary.
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    The girl you’ve been staring at all night long is coming towards you. She has a drink in her hand and a smile on her face. Her breasts bounce a little with each step as if they’re threatening to burst out of the low cut top she wore to your friend’s party.

    “Have you been enjoying the view?” she asks.

    “Uh…well, yes,” you say. You’re not exactly bursting with confidence, but she doesn’t seem the slightest bit perturbed at the idea that you’ve been ogling her breasts from across the room.

    She looks down at her breasts and then back up at you and says, “They’re spectacular, aren’t they?”

    You can’t help but smile as you nod. She’s right. Her breasts are spectacular. They’re big, soft, milky white, and they appear to be exceptionally perky.

    “You know what I’ve been staring at?” she asks.

    “I don’t,” you say before casually taking a sip of your drink.

    She leans closer and you glance at her breasts for just a moment before she says, “Your lips.”

    “My lips?” you ask.

    She leans a little closer and for a moment you’re certain she’s going to kiss you. “Yes, your lips. Your mouth, really. You have a very pretty mouth.”

    “A pretty mouth?” you ask.

    She smiles again and her lips approach yours. You’re a little confused by her compliment, but you’re not going to object to kissing this beautiful girl. Her lips press gently against yours. Her hand moves to the back of your head. Your hands move to her waist and you pull her closer. Her tongue gently brushed against your lips, but she doesn’t offer it in full.

    “Your lips are so soft,” she whispers while pressing her pelvis against yours. “They feel so good.”

    She kisses you again. It starts the same as the last, but this time her tongue slips into your mouth. She lets loose a soft moan and starts to grind up against you, quickly bringing your cock to a fully erect state.

    “Tell me,” she says softly. “Is your pretty mouth as skilled at eating pussy as it is at kissing?”

    “Yes,” you answer. You’ve had numerous girlfriends compliment your oral skills, so you’re quite confident you’ll be able to make her feel good if she’s interested in allowing you between her legs.

    “Does that mean you’d like to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good?” she asks.

    “Absolutely,” you reply. You can’t believe your good fortune. The beautiful girl you’ve been staring at all night is interested in getting naked with you, and you figure there’s a good chance she’s interested in more than having you go down on her.

    She smiles. “Good. Then let’s go to one of the bedrooms.”

    “Oh,” you say. “One of the bedrooms here? Isn’t that kind of rude?”

    She laughs. “You’re sweet, and you’re probably right that it’s a little bit rude to have you eat my pussy in someone else’s bed, but I want my pussy eaten right now. I don’t want to wait for an Uber and the long ride to my apartment. I want to feel that pretty mouth of yours go to work right now. So, we can be a little bit rude, or you can go without the pleasure of tasting my pussy.”

    “I’ll be rude,” you say. “That’s fine, I’ll be rude.”

    She smiles, takes your hand, and drags you upstairs. A few heads turn, but most people at the party don’t pay you any attention. She tries a door but it’s locked. She moves on to the next, turns the handle, and steps into a dark room. You flick on the lights and shut the door behind you as she turns around.

    “This is perfect,” she says. In a moment her body is pressed against yours and her tongue is in your mouth. She seems eager to devour your soft lips and you’re more than happy to let her try. She’s a remarkable kisser, after all. “Help me out of my dress,” she says before spinning around.

    You unzip her dress and push it off her shoulders. You note that she’s not wearing a bra. Her breasts really are that perky. Her dress hits the floor and she turns around. You stare at her splendid breasts. Her nipples are hard and it’s as if they’re calling to you. You step towards her but she steps back with a flirty smile on her face. She reaches the edge of the bed and sits. Her legs slowly part and you see that her panties are semi-sheer. You get a glimpse of her beautiful pussy.

    “You’ll need to be on your knees if you’re going to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good,” she says.

    You look up at her and fall to your knees. A satisfied look crosses her face and she beckons you to crawl closer. You do so and the beautiful girl reaches out and guides your head to her breasts. You feel their warm, soft flesh on either side of your face.

    “Use your pretty mouth to make my tits feel good,” she says.

    You kiss her breasts. You lick her nipples. You gently suck on them. She moans and runs her fingers through your hair very much like you’re her favorite pet even though you’ve only just met.

    “You look so good like that,” she says. “Down on your knees and giving pleasure.” Her fingers move over the side of your face and she leans back, depriving you of the nipple you were so lustily sucking on. She traces one of her fingers over your bottom lip and says, “Open up.”

    You open your mouth and she places a finger on your tongue. Your lips close around it and she smiles like you’ve made her the happiest girl in the world.

    “Can you suck it for me?” she asks. “Can your pretty mouth suck my finger?”

    You suck her finger and feel a glorious throbbing between your legs. You’re enthralled with this girl in a way you don’t entirely understand. You love it, though. She’s fun, sexy as hell, and clearly a little bit kinky and you’re into that.

    She pulls her finger from your mouth and pushes on the top of your head. “Let’s see you put that pretty mouth to work on my cunt,” she says.

    You pull aside her panties and take a moment to admire her pussy. You stare at her plump labia and the hint of pink, wet flesh between them. She puts a hand on the back of your head and pulls you to her cunt. She’s clearly tired of waiting. She wants to see what your tongue can do.

    “Mmmm,” she says as you eat her pussy. “You are good. You’re very good, in fact.”

    You make love to her pussy with your mouth. You taste her pink, slippery flesh. You gently suck on her labia. You pay close attention to her clit, offering it a gentle massage with your tongue and lips and doing everything you can to make her moan. Then you hear a knock on the door.

    “Come in,” she says.

    The door opens and you try to lift your head from between her legs to see who’s come in. She grabs two handfuls of your hair and keeps you down, though.

    “Take your clothes off,” she says to whoever just joined you. Her grip on your hair tightens. You start to panic just a little as you’re completely unsure of what’s about to happen. “Good. Now play with yourself.”

    You try and escape from between her legs once more but she’s having none of it. She pulls hard on your hair and you wince in pain and cease trying to fight.

    “You said you wanted to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good,” she says. “So stop fighting me and do it. Use your pretty mouth to make my cunt feel good.”

    Someone is watching you and they’re playing with themselves. You’re a little freaked out, but you keep doing as you’re told. You keep eating her pussy. Your cock is still hard. Her pussy still tastes delicious. It still feels incredible to be between her thighs and you’re still at least a little bit confident you’re going to get to fuck her. Perhaps she’s about to make a fantasy come true for you and make a threesome with another girl happen. Perhaps the person standing behind you is a beautiful girl playing with her pussy.

    “That’s good,” she says before pulling your head from between her legs. She leans over, smiles, and says, “Now we’re really going to see what that pretty mouth of yours can do.” Her tone has changed a little. There’s a hint of aggression to it. You can’t help but feel a little nervous. “Turn around,” she says.

    You spin around and see a tall, slender guy standing near the door. He’s naked, his cock is half hard, and he’s smiling at you as he masturbates.

    “Come feed his pretty mouth,” she says. “Feed him that cock of yours.”

    He approaches and you recoil. You try to stand but she grabs your hair with one hand and the other finds your nipple and pinches so hard you cry out in pain. You nearly tear up from the agony as she twists your nipple.

    She leans closer and says, “This is why I brought you up here. I could get any guy at the party to eat my pussy and I’m sure they’d all be as good as you were. I want to watch a straight boy suck cock. I want to see that pretty mouth of yours wrapped around a stiff dick. I want to see you give head until he cums down your fucking throat.”

    He steps closer and she pinches your nipple harder, causing you to scream. There’s loud music playing downstairs and it’s quite likely no one heard you.

    She releases your nipple and kisses your neck. She gentle nibbles on your ear lobe and her tongue does something truly wondrous in your ear. You feel a shiver of pleasure move down the left side of your body and your cock finds renewed pleasure in her skillful manipulations of your body.

    “I’m not going to make you do it,” she whispers. “That wouldn’t be hot for me. I want you to do it to make me happy. I want you to suck his cock because you know it turns me on. I want you to be a cocksucker for me because you know I’ll reward you when you’re done.”

    “You will?” you ask.

    “Of course I will,” she says. “I’m not cruel. If you give me what I want, I’ll give you something you want. I promise.”

    His cock is inches from your mouth now. He’s still stroking and he’s fully erect.

    “So do it. Show me what your pretty mouth looks like wrapped around a cock. Suck his dick for me. Be a cocksucker. Suck him off. Suck a thick load out of his cock. Empty his balls with that pretty, pretty mouth of yours and I’ll reward you,” she says.

    You’re not sure why, but you feel compelled to do it. You’re staring at a cock and thinking about sucking on it and you’re turned on.

    You lean closer and she moans. “That’s it,” she whispers before running her hands over your nipples and gently teasing them. “Be a cocksucker for me. Use your pretty mouth to please him.”

    You take him in your mouth. You suck on the head. He groans. She groans even louder. You hear the wetness of her fingers moving in and out of her pussy. You’ve made her happy by sucking cock.

    “Mmmm,” she says, “suck his dick. Suck his fucking dick. Use your pretty mouth to suck him off. Suck his dick until he covers your tongue with his load. Suck like a good little slut until he feeds you his spunk.”

    You’re sucking cock and she’s masturbating. It really does turn her on to see your pretty mouth giving pleasure to a dick. Her pleasure turns you on. Your cock is so hard it hurts. You suck him with greater verve because of it. You want to make him feel good. You want to make him feel great, in fact. You want to make him cum because it will make her feel good.

    He puts a hand on the back of your head and begins to thrust in and out of your mouth. He doesn’t go too deep, but his thrusts are insistent.

    “Let him fuck your pretty mouth,” she says. “Let him fuck it like a pussy. Let him use your pretty mouth for his pleasure. It means he’s getting close. He can’t help himself. He’s about to nut in your pretty mouth. He’s about to feed you his thick, creamy load.”

    He fucks your mouth faster. You try your best not to gag on his cock. For the most part he uses your lips and tongue for his pleasure.

    “Look up at him,” she whispers. “Beg him to cum in your mouth with your eyes. Show him that his pleasure is all you care about.”

    You look up at him. You see the pleasure on his face as he looks down at the cocksucker whose mouth he’s fucking.

    He grunts and stops thrusting. He pushes his cock deep into your pretty mouth. His cum splashes onto your tongue as you feel the head of his dick swell up.

    “He’s cumming,” she says with heavy lust in her voice. “Take his load in your pretty mouth. Let him feed you.”

    You take his load. You take it all. You take it and he pulls out when he’s finished.

    “Now swallow your reward,” she says.

    You swallow his cum. It tastes bitter, but there’s something pleasurable in it.

    “Now fuck me,” she says.

    You turn around and offer a look of utter disbelief. “Really?” you ask.

    She lies in the bed and spreads her legs. “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck me right now. My pussy is your reward. Put your cock inside me and fuck me.”

    You crawl between her legs. You slide into her pussy. You fuck her.

    “Kiss me,” she says. “Kiss me with that pretty mouth.”

    You kiss her. You suck on her tongue as she pushes it into your mouth. You fuck her harder. You’re going to cum fast and it’s going to feel so fucking good. It was well worth sucking dick for the chance to fuck her. Of course it was.
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    “Are you sure about this?” your wife asks.

    She looks exquisite in the black baby doll she just put on. The way it seems to gently caress her big natural breasts is irresistible.

    You nod and say, “Yes. I’m sure.”

    She chose a sheer black thong to go with her baby doll. It’s the kind of lingerie set that’s meant to make her intentions perfectly clear.

    “You can’t take it back once I go out there. The moment I open the bedroom door, the decision is made,” she says.

    You know she’s right. It’s why your heart is pounding so hard. It’s why you can feel an unfamiliar kind of arousal. It’s why it feels like your balls are literally tingling with desire. It’s why your cock feels like it’s alive with boundless lust.

    “I want this,” you say from your perch at the edge of the bed.

    Your wife holds out her hand. She wants you to go to her.

    You stand up and walk across the bedroom. She glances between your legs and no doubt sees the small tent that your excitement has created in your boxer shorts.

    Your hands move over the soft material of baby doll and grasp her waist. Your wife rubs your cock and you get stiff.

    “I guess you really do want this,” she says.

    “I do,” you reply.

    She kisses you softly. It’s a reassuring, loving kiss. It’s to let you know that she loves you deeply.

    “Okay,” she says.

    Your wife turns around, flicks the light switch on the wall, and plunges the bedroom into darkness. She opens the door and you hear the sounds of a late night talk show coming from down the hallway.

    She steps out of the bedroom and turns. She heads down the hallway and towards the living room. You step into the doorway and lean out to watch.

    You see your house guest sitting on the couch and laughing. He hasn’t seen your wife yet. She’s slowly making her way down the hallway. Your heart pounds harder. Your cock throbs. You have no idea how Vince, one of your closest friends from college, is going to react to your wife’s attempt to seduce him.

    Vince finally looks up when your wife steps out of the darkness of the hallway and into the living room.

    “Carrie,” is all he says.

    It’s obvious that your wife is there for him. She’s not stumbling down the hallway for a midnight snack or a glass of water. She’s dressed in seductive lingerie. She’s almost certainly wearing a seductive look on her face.

    “Vince,” your wife says.

    Vince sits up straighter. He lets his eyes wander over your wife’s body. You know right then and there that he’s going to fuck your wife. He’s not going to say no.

    “What about…” Vince begins.

    “He’s asleep,” your wife answers as she moves closer to your friend. “He’s a very heavy sleeper, too. It’s almost impossible to wake him up.”

    Vince says nothing as your wife steps in front of him. Her fingers move over the sheer lingerie. She teases her nipples and the soft flesh of her breasts. You’re almost certain you hear Vince groan.

    Your wife straddles your former roommate. His hands move under the baby doll and up her back. The connection is instantaneous.

    They kiss on your couch. Your wife grinds her hips into his lap. The passion is there. It’s obvious. It’s overwhelmingly sexy.

    Vince squeezes her ass and she moans into his mouth. His hands move under the baby doll and to her breasts. He plays with them. Your wife moans again. Your cock throbs in your boxer shorts.

    “You’re so fucking beautiful,” Vince says.

    “Does that mean you want me, Vince?” your wife asks.

    “I’ve wanted you since the moment I met you, Carrie,” he admits.

    They kiss again. You can see your wife’s jaw moving. You wonder if she’s sucking on his tongue. You love it when she sucks on your tongue.

    Your wife stands up and says, “Take your pants off.”

    Vince rushes to get his pants off. He’s all in. He doesn’t care about anything other than fucking your wife at this point.

    When his cock pops free, you can see your wife’s eyes go wide. He’s just as big as you told her he was. She didn’t quite believe you at first. Now she does. She looks down the hallway for a moment. She knows that you’re watching. She knows that you’re about to watch her go down on your friend.

    Your wife drops to her knees as Vince spreads his legs. She reaches up and takes his cock in her hand. You see the wonder on her face. She’s excited to have him inside her.

    Your beautiful wife leans forward and takes Vince in her mouth. You suppress a groan of pleasure as your hand moves up and down your shaft. You can’t believe what you’re seeing. You can’t believe that your fantasy is coming to life in your living room.

    “Fuck, Carrie, you’re incredible,” Vince says as his hands move through her hair.

    Your wife takes his cock deeper. He’s a little too big to completely swallow, but she’s putting on a show nevertheless. Vince doesn’t know you’re watching, but your wife does and she wants it to be sexy for you.

    “Oh my God. That feels so fucking good,” Vince says.

    He grabs a handful of her hair and uses it to guide her mouth. He’s testing to see if your wife is okay with a mild face fucking. She doesn’t offer any resistance. You know she likes it when a man takes charge.

    “Fuck yeah,” Vince says as he begins to fuck your wife’s mouth. He’s not aggressive. He’s not trying to make her choke on his cock. He seems to like being in control, though. He likes getting to be the one in charge. He likes that she seems willing to let him do as he pleases.

    Vince relaxes his grip when your wife pulls back. His cock slips from her mouth and she looks up at him. You see the lust on her face. She kisses her way down his shaft and takes his balls into her mouth. She licks and sucks them. She covers them in her saliva. Your wife is on her knees and sucking another man’s balls. Your dick has never been so hard.

    “You really know how to make a man feel good, Carrie,” Vince says.

    “Do you want my pussy, Vince?” she asks while stroking his dick with one hand and playing with his balls with the other.

    “More than anything in the world,” he says.

    Your wife lets go of his balls and pushes a hand into her panties. She looks into Vince’s eyes and moans.

    “I’m so wet for you,” she says.

    You have to stop stroking. You’re so close to cumming that you can’t keep pleasuring yourself. You don’t want to spill your load before the good stuff happens.

    Vince pulls off his shirt and your wife runs her fingers up his muscular chest. She moans.

    “I need you inside me,” she says.

    You watch as she stands up, straddles him, and grabs his cock. She guides it into her pussy. It turns you on that she’s not using a condom. It thrills you that your friend gets to feel your wife’s beautiful pussy without the hindrance of a layer of latex between them.

    “Fuck, Carrie. Your pussy is perfect,” Vince says as he leans back and enjoys the married cunt that’s sinking down onto his dick.

    “So is your cock,” she says.

    Vince smiles and reaches up to pull off the baby doll. Your wife tosses it aside. Now she’s naked. Her thong is on the floor. The lingerie is on the floor.

    She leans forward and Vince takes her nipple into his mouth. She moans and begins to ride him. Your wife is having sex with another man in your living room. Someone else is fucking her. Your cock throbs painfully. It feels like there’s a small chance you might cum without touching yourself.

    “Oh, Vince!” your wife screams. You’re a heavy sleeper, after all.

    She’s not just putting on a show. You know what it looks like when your wife is experiencing genuine pleasure, and that’s what she looks like right now.

    She closes her eyes and leans back as she rides Vince’s big cock. He reaches up and plays with her big natural breasts. He gently pulls on her nipples and she cries out in pleasure.

    “Fuck, Vince, I’m gonna cum! You’re gonna make me cum!” your wife screams.

    Your wife cums on someone else’s cock. She cums on your friend’s cock. She cums hard, too. Afterwards, Vince’s big dick stays buried inside her as your wife leans forward and kisses him.

    “You’re incredible,” she says softly. “I haven’t cum that hard in a long time.”

    You find her comment unexpectedly thrilling. You’re not sure why. In the moment, you don’t really care. There’s no time to investigate. All that matters is that your wife just had a great orgasm on someone else’s cock and you’re enormously aroused. Pleasure is the only thing that matters in this moment.

    “Take me from behind,” your wife says as she climbs off of Vince’s cock and gets on her knees.

    She’s facing you. She looks down the hallway. You look into her eyes. Vince moves behind her and slides his cock into her wet married pussy. He fucks her.

    You watch her big natural tits bounce with every thrust. She closes her eyes and moans. She’s putting on a bit of a show. She’s doing it for him and for you. She wants the man inside her to cum. She wants her husband to feel good.

    Vince fucks her hard and fast. He leans forward to play with her tits. He gets a little rough with them, but your wife doesn’t seem to mind. She likes being a source of pleasure for him. She likes that he’s so turned on that he can’t help but pound her and play with her flesh.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    “Are you sure? What about…”

    Your wife cuts him off. “He’ll never know. Just cum inside me, Vince. I need it. I need your cum inside me.”

    Vince groans and fucks her harder. You slowly stroke your cock and play with your balls. You’re witnessing the most arousing experience of your life.

    Vince thrusts into your wife and holds his cock deep inside her. He grabs her breasts and squeezes them. He cums in her married pussy.

    Your wife smiles at you. She can’t see you, but she knows you’re watching. She knows that watching someone else cum inside her thrills you.

    Vince pulls out and sits on the couch. Your wife spins around and kisses him. “Thank you,” she says. “You were amazing.”

    Vince has a giddy smile on his face. He’s just experienced incredible pleasure. Of course he does.

    “It was my pleasure. Trust me.”

    They share another kiss.

    “We’ll do this again,” your wife says as she collects here panties and lingerie from the floor.

    Vince watches as she heads down the hallway. You step back into the bedroom. Moments later your wife steps through and closes the door behind her.

    She drops her lingerie and puts her arms around your neck. She kisses you fiercely as you both move towards the bed.

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    “Desperately,” you answer.

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and smiles. “You’re so hard.”

    “I know,” you say.

    She gets in bed and spreads her legs. It’s too dark to see his cum leaking out of her, but you know it’s in there. You know another man’s seed is in your wife’s pussy. She gave herself to him. She practically begged him to cum inside her. It’s exactly what you wanted.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “But be quiet about it. He thinks you’re asleep.”

    You pull off your boxer shorts and get into bed. You move between your wife’s legs and sink your cock into her pussy.

    It feels loose and wet inside her. You know your cock is bathed in his cum. You know you’re using someone else’s semen as lubricant. That fact only deepens your arousal.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Immediately you replay when she said it to Vince. You see her tits bouncing as he fucks her. You see her turning back to look at him and telling him to cum in her pussy. You see his smile.

    You can’t hold off. Sloppy seconds sex is so much hotter than you thought it would be. You cum inside your wife. You close your eyes, groan quietly, and collapse on top of her.

    Your wife wraps her legs around you. Her hands move through your hair and down your back.

    “That was beautiful,” she said. “We’re definitely doing it again.”

    You certainly hope so.
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      It's just a few hours before your wedding and your bride invites you to her dressing room to make sure that you're truly prepared to enter into a female led marriage.
    

    ---

    You’ve been summoned to the bridal suite where your fiancée is getting ready. You approach and lift your hand to knock on the door but you hesitate. You’re not supposed to see her in her dress, after all. No, you have to knock. She requested your presence and your bride is not someone to disappoint.

    You knock on the door and wait with your hands behind your back. A moment later the door opens and you see your beautiful fiancée standing there in a sheer white lace gown with a white bra and panty set underneath. Her blonde hair has already been styled into delicate, beautiful curls and her makeup looks flawless.

    “Come in,” she says.

    You step inside and wonder where her maid of honor is. With two hours before the ceremony is set to begin, you expected your bride-to-be to have people hovering around her to make sure every detail is taken care of.

    “Where is everyone?” you ask.

    “I’m ready early,” she replied.

    Of course she is. Why would you have expected anything else? Your fiancée is the most put together woman you’ve ever met. She leaves nothing to chance. She plans everything in advance and she usually does it twice. She doesn’t like surprises, after all. She likes everything to be as she desires it, so of course her wedding day would be that way.

    You open your mouth and you almost ask your fiancée why she called you to her hotel room. Then you think better of it. You know that she’ll tell you why she called you there. She’s trained you well in the 18 months since your first date.

    “Come,” she says.

    She takes your hand and leads you through the living area of the suite and to the bedroom. The sheets are rumpled and the bed looks as though it was recently used. That strikes you as odd given that she checked in just a handful of hours ago, but you don’t give it much thought.

    “Are you absolutely certain you want to marry me?” she asks.

    “Of course,” you reply.

    “Despite the conditions I demanded?” she asks.

    You think back to the day you proposed a little more than nine months ago. Before she accepted your ring, she made it perfectly clear that she expected to have total control in your marriage. You would live your life serving her needs and she would, in turn, make sure your needs were met. However, she would have final say over everything in your life, including the frequency and means of your orgasms. She also made sure to note that she would have sex with other men whenever she pleased and you would remain faithful.

    Most men would have put the ring back in their pocket and walked away upon hearing such requests. You are not most men and your relationship was far from typical. She had already slept with other men. By that point she’d taken to making most of the important decisions. She was enumerating her expectations because she wanted to make sure you were aware that everything about your dating life would continue when you got married.

    “It’s because of the conditions you demanded that I want to spend the rest of my life in service to you. I want it more than I can possibly explain,” you say.

    “You have no idea how happy that makes me,” she says. “I have a small gift for you.”

    She opens the nightstand drawer and pulls out a blue box. She holds it in front of you and slowly pulls it open. You see a metal chastity device inside.

    “Remove your pants,” she says.

    You unclip your suspenders and drop your tuxedo pants to the floor. Your fiancée places the box on the bed and pulls your underwear down. She places you in the chastity device with remarkable speed. It’s the first time she’s locked up your cock, but it seems likely she’s had prior experience with a chastity device.

    “Is it too tight?” she asks.

    “No,” you reply. “It feels okay.”

    “Pull your pants up,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and reattach your suspenders. Your fiancée smiles and reaches out. She grasps your now-locked cock through your tuxedo pants. She steps closer. You share a soft kiss. Her lips part. Her tongue lures yours into a sensual dance. She moans. Then you feel it. You feel the pain between your legs. You feel the pain of your cock trying to get hard in its prison.

    You groan and your fiancée steps back. “I love that sound,” she says. “The sound of desperation, of pain, of a yearning to be free from the prison I’ve just placed you in.” You see the pleasure on her face. You see her lust for control. For the first time you feel a little nervous about marrying her. How far will her lust take her?

    “On your knees,” she says.

    You fall to your knees in front of her. She reaches out and her fingers move gently over the side of your face and under your chin.

    “The best man was here before you arrived,” she says.

    “Why?” you ask.

    Your bride-to-be smiles. “Why do you think?” You know that smile. It’s a naughty smile. You know why he was here.

    “Oh,” you say. You accepted that she would sleep with other men. You’ve always enjoyed that about her, in fact. You didn’t think she’d do it on your wedding day, though. You thought she’d let you enjoy her, and perhaps she still will.

    “Does that disappoint you?” she asks.

    “A little,” you answer. “I’m sorry. I know it shouldn’t. I know it’s your choice.”

    She sits on the edge of the bed and spreads her legs. She inches forward. “It is my choice,” she says. “And I wanted to fuck your best man. He’s quite good, you know. Better than you, but I’m sure you already knew that, didn’t you?”

    You nod. You’ve known him since college. You’re well aware of his reputation with women. He’s never met a girl he couldn’t satisfy.

    “Are you upset?” she asks.

    “No,” you answer. “I was a little surprised, but you know it turns me on when you sleep with other men.”

    “I do know that,” she says. “Do you wish I’d invited you to watch?”

    “I…I don’t know,” you say. You’ve never watched her with another man. You’ve thought about it, certainly. She’s helped conjure images of it in your mind with a wealth of dirty talk while giving you a slow, teasing handjob, but you’ve never actually watched before.

    Your bride-to-be moves a hand between her legs and rubs her pussy through her panties. She moans and you stare between her legs. “You wouldn’t want to watch his big cock slide in and out of my pussy?” she asks.

    You feel the ache between your legs again. “I…I don’t know,” you say. It feels too strange to admit it. It turns you on, but isn’t it weird to want to watch another man fuck her?

    She pushes her fingers into her panties and moans like she’s getting fucked. You wonder if that’s how she moaned while your best man was fucking her in the bed she’s sitting in.

    “He fucked me so good,” she says. “He fucked me so good on our wedding day. He came inside me on our wedding day.”

    “What?” you say. Why didn’t she use a condom?

    Your bride-to-be smiles at you. “That’s right,” she says. “His cum’s going to be dripping out of me as we say our vows.”

    You feel a touch of anger. You don’t understand why she’d do that. She’s always used condoms with other men. You’ve always been the only one allowed to cum inside her. Now, on your wedding day, she decides she’s going to let your best man cum inside her.

    She pulls her hand from her panties and stands up. “I can see your anger,” she says. “You have no right to be angry. You don’t get to be angry at me. I make the decisions. You don’t. You don’t even have a say. That’s the rule. You can offer your opinion if I ask for it, but your opinion doesn’t matter. I’m in control and I always will be. Do you understand?”

    Most men would get angrier. Most men would yell, and scream, and call off the wedding. You’re not most men. You look up at your fiancée as she explains how your relationship works and you feel intense arousal. You feel a deep desire to grant her wishes. You feel a need to submit.

    “Yes, I understand,” you say. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

    Her face softens. Whatever annoyance or anger she felt at you washes away. “It’s okay,” she says. “You still have a lot to learn. Don’t worry, though. I’ll teach you. I’ll teach you everything you need to know about being a good husband.”

    She steps closer and gently pulls you against her body. You feel the soft lace of her robe and the warmth of her skin. She runs her fingers through your hair and down the back of your neck. Her touch is soothing. You could stay like that forever. You could spend hours on your knees in her embrace.

    When she steps back you look up at her and you fall a little deeper in love. You’re absolutely certain you want to spend the rest of your life with this woman. You want to spend every moment of every day in service to her.

    “May I…” you say, but you can’t finish the thought. You worry that it might put her off.

    “You can say it,” she says. “Whatever it is, you can say it.”

    “May I worship you?” you ask. “May I…may I worship your pussy?”

    She tilts her head a little, as if she’s mildly confused by your question. “You know what’s inside me, right?” she asks.

    You nod. You can’t quite bring yourself to say it, but you know what you’re requesting permission to do.

    “And you want to worship me despite what’s inside me?” she asks.

    “I want to worship you because of what’s inside you,” you say. “I want to show my devotion.”

    Your bride-to-be smiles and sits on the edge of the bed. She opens her lace robe and gently spreads her legs. “You may worship,” she says.

    You crawl closer and reach up to pull off her panties. You’ve done this countless times over the course of your relationship, but you’ve never done so with another man’s cum inside her. It excites you, though. That’s the only explanation for the ache between your legs. You want to do this. You want to worship her messy pussy.

    She inches towards the edge of the bed and spreads her legs as her panties hit the floor. You lower your head and press your lips against her pussy. You push your tongue inside her. You taste his cum. She moans loudly. She moans like you’ve rarely heard her. Your heart soars. You’ve made your bride-to-be happy. You’ve thrilled her. Your willingness to worship her messy pussy has turned her on, just as you’d hoped it would.

    You devour her pussy. You devour his cum. You lick voraciously as her moans fill the hotel room. She puts a hand on the back of your head. You love it when she does that. You love it when she takes even a little control over you. Your cock throbs painfully in the small cage it now lives in.

    “That’s so good,” she says breathlessly. “Fuck, that’s so good. This isn’t the last time you’re doing this. Oh, fuck.”

    She’s lost in her pleasure. You’ve done exactly as you’d hoped. You’ve made your bride-to-be happy. You’ve shown your dedication. You’ve proven that you’re willing and able to be the submissive she needs you to be.

    “Oh…oh…I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she says.

    She leans forward as you worship her messy pussy. Everything goes silent for a moment and then pleasure explodes out of her. She gently pushes your head away and falls to her back in the bed. You kiss her thighs and she giggles in delight.

    “That was wonderful,” she says. “Perhaps your best man will be up for leaving another surprise inside me tonight. Perhaps your first act as my husband will be making me orgasm by licking another man’s cum out of me.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” you say. It’s true. It would.

    “You can go now,” she says. “It’s almost time for me to put on my dress.”

    You stand. “Thank you for letting me worship,” you say.

    “It was my pleasure,” she says. “I’ll see you soon.”

    You turn and leave with the taste of another man’s cum in your mouth and a painful ache between your legs. Most men would find that horrifying. You find it thrilling. You can’t wait to be her submissive husband.
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    Sadie’s heart skipped a beat every time someone walked into the bar. She held her breath as she waited to see if it was her date. When it wasn’t, she took a sip of her drink and wondered if she was utterly insane for agreeing to meet a stranger for sex.

    Caden wasn’t entirely a stranger. They’d talked online. They’d texted. They’d even talked on the phone a few times. It felt like they had chemistry and he’d certainly done a good job of getting her worked up at the idea of fucking someone other than her husband. She’d never met him, though. It was entirely possible he wouldn’t show up. It was possible he didn’t even exist, that everything about his profile had been fake and he’d been having fun catfishing her.

    Sadie took a long sip of her martini to try and calm her nerves. She told herself that the worst that could happen was that she ended the night feeling a little embarrassed at having been tricked. She’d leave, call a Lyft, and head home to her husband Colin. She’d fall into his arms and tell him that her attempt at becoming a hotwife was a total failure. He’d hug her, tell her it was okay, and probably try and go down on her as a way of making her feel good. She’d probably let him do it, too, as his tongue was magnificently talented and it was hard to turn down an orgasm.

    “Sadie?” a deep male voice said, pulling Sadie back to reality.

    She looked up and smiled. The man standing in front of her looked exactly like the guy in the pictures she’d seen on his profile.

    “Caden?” Sadie.

    “The one and only,” he said.

    She slid out of the booth she’d picked and offered him a hug. His hands moved to her lower back and pulled her close. His body felt strong and firm against hers. She practically melted into him. All the things they’d texted and talked about rushed into her head. She imagined him doing the many splendidly filthy things he’d promised.

    “It’s nice to finally meet you,” Sadie said as she stepped back from the hug.

    “You too,” Caden replied as he held onto her hand.

    Sadie slipped into the booth and Caden followed. She liked that he wanted to sit right next to her. Despite only having met, she already felt like she wanted to be close to him.

    “I was a little worried you weren’t going to show up,” Sadie said as she swirled her drink.

    “Are you crazy?” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to this since you first messaged me a month ago. I wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

    Caden’s hand moved under the table and found Sadie’s knee. His fingers danced over her soft skin. She bit her lower lip and suppressed a moan. His touch felt even better than she’d expected.

    A waitress came over and Caden ordered drinks for both of them. Sadie tossed back the last of her martini and smiled at the easy confidence that emanated from the handsome man sitting next to her.

    As the waitress walked away, Caden turned to Sadie and smiled. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said.

    Sadie leaned closer. “Thank you,” she said.

    “And your dress is exquisite. Did your husband help you pick it out?” Caden asked.

    Sadie smiled. “He did, in fact. He wanted to make sure I looked good for you.”

    Caden’s hand moved up her thigh. His fingers delicately rubbed Sadie’s soft skin. She closed her eyes and moaned. She couldn’t help it. She was already wet for this man she’d just met. She’d spent a month thinking about having sex with him and now that he was sitting next to her she wanted it more than anything.

    “You look so much better than good, Sadie. You’re breathtaking,” Caden said.

    He leaned closer. Sadie turned her head towards his. Caden’s lips met hers and they shared an electric kiss. It was insistent and erotic. Her lips parted. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She wanted to have him inside her.

    “You’re a good kisser,” Sadie said.

    “I think you’ll find that I’m good at many things,” Caden replied with a smile.

    “I can’t wait to find out,” she said.

    The waitress returned with their drinks. Caden picked up his glass and said, “A toast to trying new things.”

    They clinked their glasses and each took a long sip of the well-made drinks he’d ordered. Sadie didn’t want to look away from him. She wanted to get lost in his deep brown eyes. She wanted to give herself over to the man that had promised to show her that being a hotwife could be an exquisitely pleasurable experience.

    “Are you nervous?” Caden asked.

    “A little,” Sadie admitted. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Prior to my husband sharing his fantasy I’d never even thought about doing something like this. It didn’t even occur to me as a possibility.”

    “Is your husband excited?”

    Sadie smiled and laughed. “He’s something far beyond excited, to be honest. He could barely contain himself when I left. He was…well, he was hard. Rock hard.”

    Caden’s hand found its way to Sadie’s leg once more. His touch was soft and simple, and yet the feel of his fingers against her flesh was enough to inspire great lust between her legs.

    “Do you like that?” Caden asked. “Did you like that he was hard, that he was excited by what we’re going to do tonight?”

    “I did,” Sadie said softly. “It makes me feel like this is okay, like he’s not going to be mad at me when I get home.”

    Caden leaned closer. Sadie could smell his aftershave. She found it intoxicating.

    “Trust me, Sadie. Your husband is going to be happier than you’ve ever seen him when you get home. He’s going to be out of his mind with desire. He’s going to want to spend the whole night between your legs,” Caden said.

    Sadie leaned closer. She could feel his breath against her skin. She wanted him to kiss her again.

    “And why is that?” she asked.

    “Because I’m going to fuck you tonight. Because you’re going to go home to your husband having had another man’s cock inside you. Because he’s going to know that someone else made you cum tonight. Because he’s going to know that I fucked you better than he ever has,” Caden explained as his fingers moved between Sadie’s legs and pressed against the lace panties she’d picked out for him.

    Sadie moaned as Caden turned his head towards hers. Their lips were achingly close again. She kissed him. She had to.

    “I’m going to show you the kind of pleasure you’ve only imagined, Sadie. I promise,” Caden said.

    His fingers pulled aside her panties and Sadie spread her legs. She couldn’t believe she was urging him to finger her in a bar.

    “Do you want me inside you?” he asked.

    Sadie nodded. They kissed again as Caden pushed two fingers into her pussy. She moaned into his mouth. She knew she was soaking wet and the ease with which he penetrated her only confirmed it.

    Caden pulled his fingers from Sadie’s wet pussy and lifted them to her mouth. “Taste yourself,” he said.

    Sadie leaned forward, parted her lips, and took his fingers onto her tongue. She stared into his beautiful eyes as she sucked them clean. She tasted her sweet pussy. She sucked on his fingers like she was giving a blowjob and it made him smile.

    “It seems like you might be quite talented, too,” Caden said.

    Sadie felt a little bashful as she smiled and said, “Thank you.”

    “I’m looking forward to finding out, you know. I’ve been looking forward to it since we first connected, in fact. I think you’re going to look so beautiful on your knees,” he said.

    Sadie felt a surprisingly intense wave of lust move through her. She felt a strong desire to be on her knees for Caden. She wasn’t entirely sure why, either. It wasn’t something she did very often for her husband and it was never something that actually turned her on. It was different with the man sitting next to her, though. She felt compelled to offer herself to him.

    Feeling bold and a tiny bit tipsy, Sadie leaned closer and kissed Caden’s neck. “I can’t wait to suck your cock,” she whispered.

    For a moment, Sadie was lightheaded. Never in her life had she been so naughty with a man. The words she’d just uttered to Caden had never left her lips before.

    Caden took Sadie’s hand and gently pulled it under the table. He directed it between his legs and she felt his erection through his jeans.

    “Is that what you want?” he asked.

    Sadie stroked what felt like an exceptionally big cock. She couldn’t help but moan a little. They kissed again.

    “Yes, that’s what I want. I want it inside me,” she whispered.

    Sadie felt like her pussy was gushing. She’d always been rather buttoned up where sex was concerned. She and Colin had an active, enjoyable sex life, but it almost always occurred in the confines of their bedroom and they rarely did more than kiss in public. She’d certainly never been fingered in a bar by her husband and she definitely hadn’t played with his cock.

    There was something about venturing into the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle that had loosened her up. Caden’s easy confidence and dominance put her in a mood to play, too. She felt like he was going to guide her through the evening and show her all the pleasures he’d promised in their texts, emails, and phone calls.

    “I want you to take off your panties, Sadie,” Caden said. “Take them off and give them to me.”

    Sadie closed her legs and reached under her dress. She slipped her panties down her legs, freeing her wet pussy. She did it all without hesitation.

    “Thank you,” Caden said as she handed him her panties. He placed them in his pocket and turned to her. “Now play with your pussy. Masturbate for me.”

    Sadie’s fingers moved between her legs. She looked into Caden’s eyes as she masturbated. She didn’t even think of saying no. She was caught up in a kind of lust she’d never experienced before.

    “Now tell me what you want, Sadie,” Caden said.

    “I want you to fuck me,” she answered. “I want you to show me what it’s like to be a hotwife. I want to know what it’s like to cuckold my husband. I want to know what it’s like to cum with your big cock inside me.”

    Sadie felt an orgasm coming on. Even talking about what they would soon be doing was enough to arouse her immensely.

    “Taste yourself, Sadie. Push three fingers deep into your wet cunt and then suck them clean for me,” Caden demanded.

    Sadie pushed three fingers deep inside her. They disappeared to her second knuckle. She pulled them out and held his gaze while sucking them clean.

    Caden smiled. “You’re going to be a good girl for me tonight, aren’t you?”

    Sadie nodded with her fingers still in her mouth.

    “Take out your phone,” Caden said. “Text your husband. Tell him you’re going to suck cock in a bar bathroom.”

    Sadie reached into her purse and fumbled with her phone as Caden’s words registered. She was trembling, but in the best way possible. Her lust had risen to such an overwhelming level that she could barely function. She sent the text, though.

    “Let’s go,” Caden said.

    He stood up and offered his hand. Sadie took it and they walked confidently towards the dark hallway that held the two bathrooms the bar offered. Caden pulled them into the women’s bathroom and leaned against the door.

    He stared at Sadie but said nothing. She stepped closer and unzipped his pants. Her fingers reached inside and pulled out his cock. Sadie stroked it and considered what she was about to do.

    The only cock she’d touched in the past ten years belonged to her husband. Now she had her fingers wrapped around Caden’s cock. Now she was stroking it. She was about to take him into her mouth. She was about to embrace being a hotwife.

    Sadie didn’t have to think about whether she wanted it or not. The moment Caden showed up she wanted him. She smiled, squatted in front of him, and wrapped her lips around his big cock.

    “That’s a good girl,” Caden said. His fingers moved into her hair as he closed his eyes and moaned.

    Again Sadie felt overwhelming desire. She was aroused in a way she hadn’t been in years, maybe ever. Sucking Caden’s cock turned her on. That hadn’t happened in a long, long time, if ever. Sucking Colin’s cock had become a chore. This was something else entirely.

    Sadie reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She moaned around the cock in her mouth and looked up at Caden.

    “No, no,” he said. “No playing with your pussy. Not without permission.”

    Sadie pulled her fingers from her cunt and continued to pleasure the man in her mouth. She wanted to complain. She craved the release of orgasm. It felt like her entire body was in a state of wild, unhinged arousal.

    “I know,” Caden said as he reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. “But I don’t want you to cum right now. I want you to make me cum. You’ll get what you need, I promise.”

    Both of Caden’s hands found their way into Sadie’s hair and took a firm grip. He pushed his cock deeper into her mouth and she gagged. She refused to pull away, though. She was driven by a desire to give him what he wanted. She was going to make him cum.

    “That’s a good girl,” he said. “Take my cock. Make me cum.”

    Sadie played with his balls as Caden fucked her mouth. She rubbed and squeezed them. She gagged repeatedly and felt the head of his cock expand and throb in her mouth.

    Caden groaned and held his cock on her tongue. Sadie flicked it over the underside of his cock head. He groaned again and his cock exploded, shooting this ropes of cum on her tongue. Sadie looked up at him. His eyes were closed and a look of pure, perfect pleasure was on his face.

    Caden pulled his cock from her mouth and said, “Let me see it.”

    Sadie opened up and showed him the thick load of cum that rested on her tongue. She felt filthy in a way she never had in her life. She’d just sucked someone off in a bar bathroom and she’d done it without hesitation. She’d done it excitedly and her pussy was still gushing with desire.

    “Now swallow like a good girl,” Caden said.

    Sadie swallowed and opened her mouth once more to show Caden that his load was now in her stomach. She felt unexpectedly proud.

    “Text your husband. Tell him you just swallowed another man’s cum. Tell him I’m going to take you to my hotel room and spend the night fucking you and showing you what it’s like to have great sex,” Caden demanded.

    Sadie pulled her phone from her purse. She hurriedly sent the text. Caden offered his hand and she took it. Sadie stood up and looked into his eyes.

    His fingers moved between her legs and into her pussy. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned. It wasn’t going to take much for her to cum.

    “Are you ready to get fucked, Sadie?” he asked.

    “Yes. I’m desperate,” she said.

    “Are you thinking about your husband?” Caden asked.

    “No, not at all,” she said. It was true. Outside of the texts she’d sent him, Sadie hadn’t thought of Colin since Caden pulled her into the bathroom. All she could think about was cumming on the other man’s cock.

    Caden smiled. They kissed as he fingered her pussy. When he pulled his digits from her cunt, Caden had Sadie suck them clean once again.

    “Good girl,” he said as he pushed his fingers to the back of her throat. “Let’s go.”

    Caden took her hand and led her out of the bathroom. He offered a handful of cash to the waitress to cover their drinks and they left the bar.

    “It’s a short drive to my hotel,” he said. “I want you playing with your pussy the entire time, but don’t you dare cum. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Sadie said as Caden opened the passenger door of his Audi. She slipped inside, spread her legs, and began to play with her pussy.

    “Good girl,” Caden said before shutting the door and swiftly moving to the driver’s side.

    Soon enough they were on the road and headed towards his hotel. It wouldn’t be long before Sadie was officially a hotwife.
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    “Text your husband. Tell him another man is about to fuck his wife,” Caden instructed Sadie as the elevator doors closed.

    She reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She quickly tapped out the text and hit send. She put her phone on silent and slipped it back into her purse.

    Caden reached over and pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing her pussy. His fingers roamed over her labia and pushed inside her.

    “Is this for me?” he asked.

    Sadie closed her eyes and moaned. She liked the idea of him claiming her pussy, at least for one evening. “Yes,” she said.

    Caden pulled his fingers from her body and stepped in front of Sadie. He lifted them to her mouth and said, “Tell me what you want,” as he rubbed his fingers over her lips.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Sadie said before taking his fingers onto her tongue and sucking them clean.

    “Are you certain?” Caden asked.

    Sadie kissed him instead of offering a verbal response. She reached between his legs and stroked his cock, which had returned to an erect state after her blowjob in the bathroom.

    “Yes, I’m certain,” Sadie said as the elevator door opened.

    Caden took her hand and led her down the hallway to his room. One key card swipe later and they were inside. Sadie walked confidently towards the sliding glass door that led to the surprisingly large balcony with a gorgeous view.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said.

    Caden stepped behind Sadie, brushed aside her hair, and kissed her neck. It sent shivers of pleasure down her spine. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned.

    “It certainly is,” Caden whispered as he deftly unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, leaving Sadie naked.

    Caden’s hands moved over her perky breasts, her stomach, and between her legs. He caressed her thighs and teased her pussy. His lips moved softly over her neck and she couldn’t help but unleash a steady stream of quiet, sensual moans.

    Sadie heard Caden unzip his pants and moments later she felt the stiff flesh of his cock against her body. It moved between her legs and pressed against her pussy lips. Sadie pushed her ass towards him and arched her back. She offered her pussy to him.

    “Please, Caden,” she said.

    “Please what?” he replied while rubbing the thick head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Please, fuck me,” Sadie said. She couldn’t believe the desperation in her voice.

    “Are you sure, Sadie? Are you sure you’re ready to become a hotwife? Are you sure you’re ready to cuckold your husband?” Caden asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I’m ready. Please, fuck me. Make me a hotwife. Take me, Caden. Take my pussy,” Sadie said.

    Something about the idea of Caden taking her pussy and making it his filled Sadie with a kind of arousal she wasn’t familiar with. She couldn’t help but follow her desire.

    “Make me yours,” Sadie said.

    The head of Caden’s cock pushed between her pussy lips and slipped inside her. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned as she pressed her ass back. She wanted more of him in her pussy. She wanted all of him.

    Sadie heard the utter desperation in her voice as she said, “Fuck me, Caden. Fuck me. Take me. Own me. I’m yours.”

    Caden grabbed her hips and pushed forward. His cock bottomed out inside Sadie’s wet pussy. Unrecognizable noises spilled from her mouth. She ascended to a place of pleasure she’d never known before.

    It took less than a minute of deep thrusting to make Sadie cum. Her legs trembled so hard she nearly fell to the floor as Caden held his cock in her pussy while she filled the hotel room with screams of unbridled pleasure as an orgasm ripped through her.

    Caden’s strong hands moved up Sadie’s back and through her hair as he held his cock inside her. He leaned forward and kissed her neck before whispering, “Do you want more?”

    Sadie smiled and turned her head. They shared a slow, sensual tongue kiss as she moaned for him and began to fuck herself with his cock.

    “I want you to fuck me all night long,” she said. “I want to stay the night and have you fuck me again the morning, too.”

    “Are you sure? Didn’t you tell your husband you’d be coming home to him tonight?” Caden asked as a devilish smile crossed his face.

    “My husband has never made me cum like that,” Sadie said. “He’ll just have to wait until tomorrow to enjoy me.”

    Caden smiled and grabbed a handful of Sadie’s hair. He pulled back. She let him take control. She arched her back and tilted her head backwards. He tightened his grip on her hair and fucked her harder and faster. Soon the sound of his body slamming into hers filled the hotel room, mixing with her wild moans of joy.

    When Caden pulled out, Sadie felt a deep sense of disappointment. She looked at him with dismay in her eyes and was greeted with a confident smile.

    “Open the door,” Caden said.

    Sadie pulled open the sliding glass door as Caden pulled off the rest of his clothes and left them in a pile on the floor.

    He pointed to the balcony and said, “Grab the railing. Bend over.”

    Sadie did as she was told without hesitation. Following his directions felt thrilling. She didn’t even bother looking to see if anyone was watching from another balcony. She didn’t care. She was too turned on to do anything other than what he said.

    Caden stood just inside the hotel room and said, “Beg for it.”

    Sadie looked back at him and said, “Please fuck me. Please. Please give me your big cock. Please show me what it’s like to be a hotwife. Please make me cum again. Please, please come out onto the balcony and fuck my pussy. Pound me. Fill me. Cum inside me.”

    Sadie felt a wild, wonderful wave of lust wash over her as the last words left her lips. She couldn’t believe she’d just asked another man to cum inside her. She hadn’t been planning on it, and yet it felt intensely arousing to beg him to do so.

    Caden stepped out onto the deck, pushed his cock into Sadie’s soaking wet pussy, and fucked her. His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips and he pounded her hard. Sadie’s moan drifted into the night sky. She saw a few people looking up from the parking lot. It turned her on even more.

    “Fuck, Caden. Fuck, I’m going to cum!” Sadie cried out. “Make me cum! Please, make me cum!”

    Caden fucked her harder. He gave Sadie what she needed. He pounded her cunt and brought her to another loud, lusty orgasm.

    This time, Caden didn’t slow down as Sadie climaxed. He fucked her harder and faster. She knew he was pursuing his climax. He was going to cum inside her.

    “Cum inside me, Caden. Fill my pussy. Fill me!” she said.

    Caden grunted and held his cock deep in her pussy. His seed spilled inside her. The knowledge that he was cumming in her married cunt filled Sadie with an unexpected sense of warmth and happiness. A satisfied smile crossed her face as Caden pulled out. She felt some of his cum drip onto the balcony.

    Sadie turned around, took his face in her hands, and kissed the man that had just made her a hotwife.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “We’re just getting started,” Caden replied as he gave her ass a good smack and led her back into the room.

    Sadie admired Caden’s naked body as he pulled back the covers and climbed into the bed. He was in far better shape than Colin and watching the way his muscles rippled with even the simplest of movements was surprisingly alluring. It had been so long since Sadie had allowed herself to desire another man that she couldn’t keep it under control.

    She climbed into bed with Caden and snuggled up next to him. She needed to feel his skin against hers and to run her fingers over his taut body.

    “I want you to send a picture to your husband,” Caden said.

    Sadie smiled. “A picture of what?” she asked.

    “Of my cum dripping from your pussy. I want him to see that you gave yourself to me in every way. I want him to see that he’s a cuckold.”

    Sadie felt that same rush of lust. She had given herself to Caden. She’d let him cum inside her. She’d let him fill her pussy with his seed. Thinking about it made her want to fuck him again.

    Sadie grabbed her phone and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and tapped the button to make it a selfie. She saw her pussy on the screen. She saw Caden’s cum leaking out of her.

    “It’s beautiful,” Sadie said.

    “Do you think your husband will think the same thing?” Caden asked.

    Sadie snapped a picture of another man’s cum leaking from her pussy and smiled as she looked at it.

    “It doesn’t matter what he thinks,” she said. “He wanted this. Whether he likes it or not, he has to deal with the consequences of begging me to become a hotwife.”

    Sadie pulled up her text with Colin and sent the picture. “He came inside me,” was all she texted.

    She put her phone aside and cuddled up with Caden again. Sadie wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him. She kissed his chest and said, “You can cum inside me as many times as you want. I’m yours.”

    Saying it was enough to fill Sadie with a wild kind of desire. She needed Caden inside her. She needed him to fuck her. She needed to make him feel good. She needed him to cum.

    “I want to feel your mouth around my cock,” Caden said.

    Sadie looked up at him and smiled. She kissed her way down his chest and stomach. She kissed the head of his cock. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked.

    “That’s a good girl,” Caden said.

    Sadie tried her best to swallow him. She let his cock push into her throat. She gagged and took more of it. Every time he moaned she got a little wetter. Pleasing him felt so good.

    “Suck my cock, Sadie,” Caden said. “Suck my cock like a good hotwife. Suck my cock and get me nice and hard so you can take a ride on it. Get me hard so you can show me what a good cock riding slut you can be.”

    If Colin had called Sadie a slut she would have been annoyed. It felt different coming from Caden. It turned her on. To her surprise, she wanted to be a slut for him. She wanted to be the girl of his dreams. She couldn’t believe how badly she wanted to please him.

    “Ride me, Sadie. Get on top and show me how badly you want my cock,” Caden said.

    Sadie straddled the man that had given her two of the best orgasms of her life and took his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    “You’re so big,” she said. “You feel so good.”

    Caden felt bigger than when he’d fucked her doggystyle. Sadie loved how it felt like her cunt was stretching out around his erection. She never experienced that with Colin. It was better. It was just better.

    “Milk my cock, Sadie. Milk it with your married pussy. Make me cum inside you again,” Caden said.

    Sadie looked at him and smiled. She leaned down and they shared a kiss as she continued to bounce on his cock. She tried her best to milk him. She tightened the walls of her cunt around his cock and rode him swiftly. She wanted him to pump her full of cum again. She wanted to cum on his big cock again.

    Caden’s hands found Sadie’s breasts and squeezed them as she rode his dick. She cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain as he pulled on her nipples. Sadie rode him harder.

    “Are you gonna cum on my dick like a good girl?” Caden asked.

    “Yes. Yes!” Sadie cried out.

    Caden’s hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. He squeezed and spanked the soft flesh and Sadie’s cries of pleasure grew louder.

    “Do you want another load inside you? Do you want to take my load like a good hotwife?” Caden asked.

    Sadie rode him harder and faster as he continued to squeeze her ass. He spanked her again and Sadie moaned.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I want your load inside me. I want you to fill my married pussy again. I want to feel your seed dripping out of me. I want to send another picture to my cuckold husband,” Sadie answered.

    Caden pulled her ass cheeks open as she rode him. She felt the cool air on her asshole. His fingers drifted between her cheeks, coming perilously close to her anus.

    Sadie had never been into anal play, but she felt a rush of desire as Caden teased the area around her anus.

    When he brushed a finger over her asshole, Sadie let loose a moan she couldn’t control. Her loins tingled. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy clamped down on the big cock inside her.

    Caden grabbed the back of her neck and pulled Sadie’s head down. She felt his stubble against her cheek as he maintained a tight grip on her neck while aggressively fucking his cock up into her. It felt like he was using her pussy and it turned her on.

    Again his finger danced over her asshole. Again Sadie moaned. She couldn’t help it. It felt naughty. It felt like he was doing what he pleased with her and it turned her on.

    Caden’s finger pressed against Sadie’s asshole. As it slipped inside her she moaned loudly. He was taking what he wanted and it turned her on immensely. He moved the finger in and out of her asshole.

    “I’m cumming!” Sadie cried out. Giving him her asshole – even for a finger – had put her over the top. Yet another powerful orgasm ripped through her.

    Caden groaned and pushed his finger all the way in her asshole. Sadie took it. She let him do as he pleased.

    Caden stopped thrusting. Sadie felt his cock throbbing in her pussy. She knew he was cumming inside her. She knew a second load of his cum was swimming in her womb.

    He pulled his finger from her asshole and released her neck. Sadie sat up and kissed him. “You’re incredible,” she said.

    Caden kissed her again. His tongue explored her mouth as his cock remained stiff in her pussy.

    “I have so much more to show you,” he said. “I can make you a very happy hotwife.”

    Sadie smiled. “I’m yours,” she said. “I’m all yours.”

    There was no stopping it now. She meant it. She was his. She couldn’t walk away from orgasms like the ones he’d given her. She couldn’t go back to a regular sex life. She was a hotwife now and she had to have more.

    The end.
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    “Don’t kill the messenger. I just saw your wife and another guy walk through the lobby of the Four Seasons by Central Park. Definitely looked like they were there to do the kind of thing you don’t want your wife doing with another guy. Sorry, man.”

    Austin sat and stared at his phone for a solid 15 minutes after receiving the text. At first he couldn’t fathom that his friend was right. Ashley wouldn’t do that to him. She wouldn’t be cheating on him.

    Then he thought about how expensive the Four Seasons was. Was she spending their money? Was she fucking a rich guy?

    Then he wondered if there was some other reason she could be there. His friend hadn’t been specific about what made it seem like they were there to fuck. Was Ashley there for work? Was she helping a rich friend plan a proposal or a wedding? Did she even have a rich friend like that?

    Then Austin stood up, put on a coat, and ordered an Uber. He was going to the hotel. He needed to see if Ashley was really there.

    At first, Austin walked around the lobby and down a few hallways. If Ashley was there to fuck someone, she was probably already in the room, but he had to search anyway. He found nothing.

    He made his way to one of the elegant couches in the lobby and pulled out his phone. He tapped out a quick text to his wife: “Wanna have lunch today?”

    A response came back quickly: “Can’t get away from work. Sorry. How about dinner?”

    Austin knew it wasn’t evidence that she was cheating on him, but he couldn’t help but process it that way. “Dinner sounds good,” he texted back.

    Austin slipped his phone into his pocket and took a deep breath. He wondered if he was being utterly insane. Was it really likely his wife was up in one of the elegant, insanely expensive hotel rooms with someone else’s cock inside her? Wasn’t it more likely his friend hadn’t even seen her and had just seen a woman he thought looked like Ashley?

    Despite wanting to believe that, Austin couldn’t quite convince himself that there was no chance Ashley was cheating on him. He couldn’t leave. Not without waiting to see if she was really up in a hotel room for some kind of quickie. He resolved to stay and wait to see if Ashley came out of one of the elevators with a man by her side.

    Austin knew no one would bother him. As long as he didn’t look homeless, he knew the hotel staff wouldn’t dare accuse him of not belonging there. Rich people get pissed when you do stuff like that, and the Four Seasons is all about catering to rich people.

    Because of that, Austin sat unbothered and kept his eyes trained on the elevators. They opened hundreds of times over the course of two hours, loading and unloading a few thousand people in that span.

    Each time the elevator doors opened Austin’s pulse quickened a little. Each time a touch of dread crept into his body, only to quickly disappear when Ashley wasn’t one of the people that stepped out into the lobby.

    Then, two hours after he’d taken a seat on the couch, Ashley walked out of the elevator. She wore a tight, knee length white dress he’d never seen before and a pair of strappy white high heels. She walked next to a tall, handsome man in an expensive-looking suit. They were holding hands and Ashley’s body leaned towards him in a subtle but undeniably noticeable way.

    Austin’s heart pounded. The dread that filled his body morphed into anxiety with a touch of anger. His legs felt like they were made of concrete. He was glued to the couch, unable to hoist himself to his feet to confront his wife.

    Austin knew his wife had fucked the man she was walking with. It was in their body language and the smile on her face. It was in the way she held his hand and leaned against him. They both looked as if they’d just enjoyed the most pleasurable experience available to two people. They’d just had great orgasms together.

    Then, Ashley turned and looked right at him. A look of surprise washed over her face and was gone in a moment. She stopped walking and turned to the man by her side. She said something to him. They shared a long, slow kiss as Austin watched the other man’s hands move over his wife’s lower back before quickly grasping her ass. Austin felt like his wife was taunting him. She’d been caught and she was doubling down on her illicit behavior.

    The kiss ended and they parted ways. The man walked out of the hotel and Ashley waved goodbye before turning to Austin.

    With slow, deliberate steps she approached him. Despite his anger, Austin couldn’t help but take note of how astoundingly good his wife looked in the tight white dress the other man must have purchased for her. Ashley stopped a few steps from Austin and smiled.

    “What are you doing here?” Ashley asked without a hint of trepidation in her voice.

    “Someone saw you come in. They texted me. I wanted to see if it was true,” Austin answered.

    “If what was true?”

    Austin was astounded that Ashley wasn’t showing the slightest hint of remorse. If anything she seemed a little annoyed that he was there.

    “I wanted to see if it was really you he saw, if you were here cheating on me,” Austin said.

    “Is that what you think happened?” Ashley asked as she stepped closer. “Do you think I cheated on you?”

    Austin craned his neck to look up at his wife. He nodded and said, “I know that’s what happened.”

    Ashley leaned down and Austin eyes darted to her glorious cleavage. He silently scolded himself for not focusing on his wife’s infidelity.

    “I have a key to his room,” Ashley said, “and he’ll be gone for hours. Why don’t we go upstairs?”

    Austin was dumbfounded. Did Ashley really think she could offer to fuck him and that would solve everything?

    Ashley stepped closer and kissed him. Austin didn’t push her away. He didn’t fight it at all, in fact. He enjoyed the impossible softness of his wife’s flesh against his. He enjoyed the way she gently invaded his mouth with her tongue.

    “That’s how I kissed him,” she whispered afterwards. “Wouldn’t you like to know how I did…well, everything else with him?”

    Austin wished he wasn’t so turned on. He wished his wife’s kiss hadn’t left him in a state of unbridled desire. He wished he didn’t want to go up to the hotel room. He did, though. He nodded in response to her question.

    Ashley offered her hand and Austin stood up as he took it. She pulled him close and they walked towards the elevators. She pushed a button for the 11th floor and Ashley kissed him again as the doors closed and they began their swift ascent.

    Austin didn’t bother to fight it. He let himself get lost in his wife’s passion. His cock throbbed with desire and he gave himself over to it.

    “Let’s go,” Ashley said as the elevator doors opened. She took Austin’s hand and led him down the hallway and to a room in the corner where two hallways met.

    Ashley pulled a key card from her small handbag and let them into the room. Austin took a few moments to admire the space, which was bigger than the one bedroom apartment they shared.

    “Wow,” he said.

    “I know,” Ashley replied as she turned around. “Would you unzip me?”

    Austin reached up and tugged on the zipper of his wife’s tight white dress. He revealed the soft skin of her back and the strap of a white lace bra that he desperately wanted to see the rest of.

    Ashley turned around and smiled at him as she stepped back. “Would you like to see?” she asked. “Would you like to see what he got to enjoy?”

    Austin nodded. He was still caught up in her spell. His cock was still hard and it felt like his body was tingling with desire.

    Ashley pulled the dress off her shoulders and down her torso. She slipped it over her hips and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a matching white lace bra and panty set that looked far more elegant and expensive than anything Austin had seen her in. It must have been another gift from the man she’d fucked.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    “Perfect,” Austin said.

    “That’s how he likes me,” she replied. “Perfect. For him.”

    Austin felt a little lightheaded. “Why?” he asked.

    “What do you mean?” Ashley said as she stepped closer to her husband.

    Austin stepped back and held up his hand to halt her approach. “Why did you fuck him?”

    Ashley moved closer. She reached up and took his hand in hers. She pressed her body against his.

    “I didn’t fuck him,” she said. “He fucked me. Twice.”

    “Why?” Austin repeated.

    Ashley reached between his legs and unzipped Austin’s pants. Her fingers moved through the opening and freed his cock. She caressed him as their lips met. Despite his desire for an explanation, Austin couldn’t resist.

    “It feels good to be desired, doesn’t it?” Ashley asked after the kiss. Her lips remained impossibly close to his.

    “It does,” Austin said before moaning as Ashley continued to slowly stroke his dick.

    She smiled and said, “It feels even better to be desired by a man that could have any woman he wants.”

    They kissed again as Austin wondered just how wealthy his wife’s lover was. He was good looking, to be sure, but it must have been the money that elevated him to the status she’d conferred upon him.

    “It feels good when he gets hard for me. It feels good when he slides into my pussy and tells me how much he loves fucking me. It feels good when he cums for me,” she explained.

    Austin was getting the answers he’d asked for. The fact that they were coming in the midst of an intensely arousing foreplay session made it difficult to process the information, though.

    “Is he good?” Austin asked. It was the same question any man would ask after he’d been cheated on.

    “He’s incredible,” Ashley said before kissing his neck and moaning.

    For a moment, Austin allowed himself to wonder why he wasn’t angrier. Why was he letting his wife jerk him off? Why wasn’t he screaming at her? Why wasn’t he demanding an explanation? Why wasn’t he telling her to fuck off?

    He didn’t have an answer. He wasn’t sure he wanted one. He wasn’t sure he’d ever enjoyed anything as much as he was enjoying the handjob she was giving him.

    “Do you want me?” Ashley asked.

    Austin didn’t have to think about his answer. “Yes,” he said. “I want you.”

    Ashley stepped back. She wore a big, beautiful smile. She unhooked her bra and freed her big natural breasts. She pulled her panties down.

    “Are you sure?” she asked.

    Austin nodded as his eyes moved over his wife’s beautiful body. Her pussy lips looked pink and puffy.

    “He likes to fuck me hard,” Ashley said, anticipating Austin’s question. “Very hard.”

    Austin pulled off his shirt and unbuttoned his pants. He pushed them to the floor. Now they were both naked.

    “Do you still want me?” Ashley asked.

    “Yes,” Austin said as she moved towards her.

    Ashley backed into the bed and pulled herself towards the pillows. She spread her legs. Austin stood at the foot of the bed and stared between his wife’s thighs.

    “Take me,” she said.

    Austin crawled into the bed and on top of his wife. They shared a long, slow, beautiful kiss as she reached between his legs and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him and he moaned into her mouth.

    “Do you want me?” she asked again. Her voice was laced with the same lust that Austin felt.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Ashley placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy and he slipped inside. It was impossible not to notice that she felt different. It wasn’t just that she was a little wetter, either. Austin looked at his wife. She smiled. She knew something he didn’t know. He was certain of it.

    “He came inside me,” she said. “Twice. He always cums inside me.”

    Austin gave himself over to the lust coursing through him. It didn’t matter that there was pain and anger beneath it. He didn’t care in the moment. He was too turned on. He pushed it all down and concentrated on the blissful feelings happening between his legs.

    Ashley moaned for him as he fucked her sloppy pussy. He let himself enjoy being the second man inside her that day. He let himself enjoy the fact that someone else’s cum had been inside her before he arrived.

    “This isn’t your first time with him, is it?” Austin asked.

    “No, it’s not,” Ashley said before pulling his lips to hers. She moaned as they kissed. She wrapped her legs around him and tried to pull him deeper inside her.

    “How many times has he fucked you?” Austin asked as the kiss ended.

    Ashley smiled. “I’ve lost count,” she said.

    Austin’s cock had taken over his brain. Instead of being frustrated with his wife’s infidelity, he was aroused. He fucked her harder. He wasn’t sure if he was trying to reclaim her or if he was simply turned on by the fact that she was obviously so much naughtier than he’d ever given her credit for.

    “I’ve been his for six months,” Ashley continued. “He has me whenever he wants me.”

    Austin felt a surge of lust in his loins. He felt his cock throb and his balls tighten. The way Ashley phrased her confession drove him crazy. He couldn’t help but feel turned on at the idea of being someone else’s woman, of his wife giving herself to another man whenever he wanted her.

    “This isn’t the first time you’ve fucked me with his cum inside me,” she said.

    Austin saw the smile on her face. She liked the fact that he hadn’t known she was cheating on him. She liked that he’d fucked her with someone else’s cum buried deep in her pussy before. She loved the fact that he was still fucking her even after finding out that she’d been cheating on him.

    “I’m going to keep seeing him. I’m going to stay his,” Ashley informed him.

    Austin fucked her harder and faster. He kissed his wife. Everything she said turned him on. Every word that passed her lips brought him closer to an orgasm.

    Austin groaned and released his seed into his wife’s pussy. He added his load to the two the other man had given her. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t stop it. He didn’t want to.

    Ashley kissed his face and neck and ran her fingers over his back as Austin held his softening cock inside her.

    Austin expected his anger to rise up. He expected he’d be furious now that his lust had left his body with the cum he’d spilled into his wife.

    He pulled out and rolled off of her. He noticed how comfortable the bed felt and how soft the sheets were beneath his body.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes before Ashley sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed.

    “Where are you going?” Austin said.

    “I was going to get dressed. We really shouldn’t be here when he gets back,” she said.

    “No,” Austin said. “I want you again.”

    Ashley turned to him and smiled. “Really?”

    “You’re mine too,” he said, “and I want to fuck you again.”

    Ashley swung her legs back into the bed and crawled on top of Austin. Some of the cum leaked out of her pussy and onto his soft cock.

    “Yeah?” she asked. “You want to fuck my messy pussy again? You can’t change my mind, you know. You can fuck me as hard as you want, I’m still going to go to him when he wants me. I’m still going to be his.”

    Austin smiled. He didn’t understand why he felt the way he did, but in the moment he didn’t care. “I know.”

    They kissed. His cock grew once more. Soon he was inside his wife again. Soon he was coated in the other man’s cum as she bounced up and down on him. It was perfect.
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    “Don’t wait up for me.”

    Those were her instructions last night. She knew she’d be out late. She knew it would be late enough that she wouldn’t want to play with you when she got home.

    You didn’t wait up. You fell asleep. Hours later, your wife returned home. It was a little after 3 a.m. when she pulled back the sheets and slipped into the bed.

    She cuddled up next to you. She kissed your neck. She was naked. Her breasts felt wondrously soft and sexy pressed against your back.

    “Good night,” she whispered before rolling away.

    A kiss, her breasts, and a few whispered words were enough to make your cock hard, but you knew better than to try and initiate something, though. You knew your wife would give you what you craved in the morning. It took a little while to fall asleep, but eventually you drifted off.

    You woke up to the feeling of your wife’s hand between your legs. She had her fingers around your cock. You were already hard.

    “Good morning,” she whispered.

    “Good morning,” you said as a big smile crossed your face.

    Your wife stroked your stiff cock and kissed your neck. She moaned. You moaned in response.

    “How was your night?” she asked.

    You laughed. “Not nearly as entertaining as yours, I suspect,” you said.

    Your wife pressed her lips against yours and pushed her tongue into your mouth.

    “I bet you’re right,” she said. “After all, I got fucked three times by my bull’s glorious big cock. Did you fuck anyone last night?”

    “No, I didn’t,” you said.

    “Of course not,” she said before softly kissing your neck once again. Her lips felt impossibly soft against your skin. “A cuckold doesn’t fuck, does he?”

    “No, he doesn’t,” you answered.

    Your wife’s fingers moved to your balls. She caressed them. She rubbed them over your taint. She got close to your asshole before pulling away and teasing the head of your cock.

    “Did you think about me while I was gone?” your wife asked.

    “Yes,” you answered. “You were all I could think about.”

    She gathered the precum at the tip of your cock and rubbed it over the head. She worked her fingers over the sensitive underside of your dick and made you moan.

    “What did you think about?” she asked.

    You turned to your wife and kissed her as she continued to play with the stiff, throbbing head of your dick.

    “I thought about you going down on him,” you said. “I thought about you getting on your knees and offering him your mouth.”

    “Mmmm,” your wife said. “You know I love sucking his big cock. I love how thick he gets in my mouth and how he throbs for me. I love the way he moans and runs his fingers through my hair as I’m blowing him.”

    It was your turn to moan.

    “You love that I refuse to suck your cock, don’t you?” your wife asked.

    “I do,” you said. As strange as it always sounded, you did love that you were denied blowjobs while your wife had a bull to satisfy her needs.

    “You love that the superior cock in my life is the only one that deserves my mouth, don’t you?” she asked.

    You felt your dick throbbing in her hand. You felt your balls tighten as your load brewed inside them. You felt a sense of genuine bliss wash over you. This was your favorite part of being cuckolded. You craved the teasing. You craved her skillful manipulation of your hard dick.

    “Yes, I love it,” you answered. “I fucking love it.”

    Your wife kissed you. She stroked you as her tongue darted in and out of your mouth. She moaned for you. She moaned like she was getting fucked. She moaned so you would think of her with another man’s cock inside her.

    “He has such incredible stamina,” she said. “He fucked me three times. Three times his beautiful cock got hard for me. Three times he pounded my married pussy.”

    “How many times did you cum?” you asked.

    “I lost count,” your wife answered. “You know I can’t help but cum when he’s inside me. It happened so many times I didn’t bother counting. At one point I was just a puddle of pleasure and he kept pounding me. He kept making me cum. He’s incredible. He’s just incredible.”

    You imagined your wife on her back with her legs spread. You imagined a look of bliss on her face as her bull pounded her. You imagined her eyes closed and her body completely open to him as he did what he wanted with her and gave her numerous deeply pleasurable orgasms.

    “My pussy craves him, you know,” she said. “I get wet when I think about him. So fucking wet. Gushing wet.”

    “Are you thinking about him right now?” you asked.

    Your wife kissed your neck and chest before saying, “Of course.”

    “Are you wet?”

    She let your cock go and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and said, “Why don’t you see for yourself?”

    You rolled onto your side and played with her perky breasts. You teased her nipples and then let your fingers slowly roam down her taut stomach and between her legs. You rubbed over her labia and then between them. Your fingers disappeared inside her with ease.

    “Mmmm, can you feel how wet I am for him?” she asked.

    She was soaked.

    “Yes,” you said.

    Your cock throbbed without being touched. Your wife was soaking wet for another man. She was probably wet from teasing you too, but you knew her lust was driven by her desire for the man that had fucked her the night before.

    “If I told you to fuck me right now, would you do it?” your wife asked.

    “Of course,” you said with an unmistakable sense of anticipation in your voice.

    She pulled your fingers from her pussy and took them in her mouth. She sucked them clean. Her tongue was an instrument of pleasure and you couldn’t help but imagine how good a blowjob would feel. You couldn’t help but imagine her bull enjoying that pleasure.

    “You know I’m not going to let you fuck me, right?” she asked while pushing you onto your back and rolling onto her side. Once again her body was pressed against yours. Once again her fingers were wrapped around your cock.

    “I know,” you said.

    “You know that my pussy is reserved for him now, right?” she asked.

    “Yes, I know,” you said.

    She kissed you passionately. She kissed you like you imagined she kissed her bull when they were together. She kissed you like a woman that wanted to be fucked.

    “You like being denied my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    You groaned as she stroked your cock with a tight grip.

    “You love that you’re my husband and you’re not allowed to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I fucking love it,” you said. Your orgasm was approaching.

    “I love that you love it,” your wife said. “I love that you’re such a kinky cuckold. I love that you haven’t fucked me in three months and you’re still such a loyal, dedicated husband. I love that you’re willing to give up my pussy.”

    You’re willing to do anything to make your wife happy, especially when it means she’ll take your dick in her hand and give you a long, sensual, teasing handjob.

    “Did he cum inside you?” you asked.

    “Of course he did,” your wife said. “He came inside me three times. That’s three more times than you’ve cum inside me in the last three months. My pussy is his, sweetheart. It’s his to do with as he pleases, which means he gets to cum inside me when he wants to.”

    You closed your eyes and thought about him cumming in your wife’s pussy. You thought about his cock exploding inside her as he buried it deep in her cunt. You thought about his shaft and balls pulsing as he injected his hot semen into her.

    You thought about your wife climbing into bed with someone else’s cum in her pussy. You thought about her snuggling up next to you with his seed deep inside her. You thought about the fact that you’re not allowed to cum inside her when she has a bull.

    “Do you know why he gets to cum inside me?” your wife asked.

    You nodded. You knew exactly why. You wanted to hear her say it, though. Hearing it was your favorite part of the cuckold handjobs she’d give you.

    She kissed you. She kissed and sucked on your neck. She nibbled your ear lobe a little. Arousal spread from your loins and filled your body. Your fingers and toes tingled.

    “He gets to cum inside me because he’s better than you,” she whispered. “Much better than you, in fact. He fucks me like I need to be fucked, like any woman needs to be fucked. He makes me cum so much harder than you ever have. He makes me cum like a woman deserves to cum.”

    She tightened her grip on your stiff, slick cock. She stroked you faster.

    “He’s better than you,” she whispered one more time.

    “Fuck,” you said. “Oh fuck!”

    You came on your stomach. The semen spurted out of your cock and landed on your skin in thick ropes. Your wife giggled in pure delight. She’d made her cuckold husband cum. She’d reinforced your place in the marriage. She’d made sure you knew that her pussy was not yours to fuck. It was his to fuck.

    “I love you,” you said.

    “I love you too,” your wife replied as she released your cock from her grip and cuddled up next to you.

    You felt the warmth of her body against your skin. You felt the warmth of your cum on your stomach. You smiled joyfully. You were a happy cuckold.
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    Adam took a sip of his heavily spiked eggnog and smiled as “Santa Baby” started playing over the built-in speakers around their living room. A few moments later Andrea descended the stairs wearing a skimpy Mrs. Clause style dress with fuzzy white trim that rested delicately against the tops of her splendid breasts. She wore a pair of red high heels and had a shiny red satin bow in her hair that perfectly accented her long, shiny, wavy blonde locks.

    Andrea’s smile was sweet and seductive, but it wasn’t directed towards Adam. It was directed towards her bull, Robert. Andrea had invited him to spend Christmas Eve in their home and she’d done so with the intention of cuckolding Adam. It was a Christmas gift for all of them.

    When she reached the bottom of the stairs Andrea danced her way towards Robert, happily shaking her ass and bending over to flash a splendid view of her milky white breasts as they threatened to spill out the top of her naughty Christmas outfit.

    Adam watched his wife step in front of her bull, spin around, and bend over. The dress was short and Adam had no doubt that Andrea’s ass was on display. When Robert reached up and gave it a good smack, Andrea squealed in delight and smiled at Adam. After all, she had, in a way, dressed up for him just as much as she’d dressed up for Robert.

    As the last verse of the song played, Andrea sat in Robert’s lap and moved her ass over his crotch, no doubt giving him the erection that would soon be buried inside her. Robert brushed Andrea’s long blonde hair aside and kissed her neck, eliciting a delighted moan as Adam took another sip of the eggnog.

    Robert’s hands moved to Andrea’s breasts and he played with them through the soft red velvet of her dress. She moaned and turned her head so they could share a kiss. From his seat across the living room Adam could see their tongues dancing. He could see his wife’s passion for the man she’d been cuckolding him with for the past six months. He could see the sort of desire a woman feels for the man that has taken her to heights of sexual pleasure she didn’t know existed.

    Adam felt the same rush of cuckold angst that afflicted him every time his wife and Robert played. He felt the same sense of insecurity and nervousness. He used to struggle with it, but six months into his cuckolding he knew that it would pass. The angst was always the first reaction, but it was quickly followed by a tidal wave of desire that washed away any bad feelings. That tidal wave arrived when Robert lifted the bottom of Andrea’s dress and pushed his fingers into the red lace panties she’d worn for him.

    Adam put his eggnog down and reached between his legs. He rubbed his growing cock through his pants and watched as his wife surrendered to the ecstasy that her bull’s skilled fingers provided. With one hand he played with her breasts and with the other he worked her pussy, sending Andrea into a frenzied place. When they kissed again she very obviously sucked on his tongue, offering a prelude of what would happen when she sank to her knees in front of Robert.

    “Adam, come over here,” Robert said. “On your knees in front of your wife.”

    Adam stood and crossed the living room. He glanced at the beautifully decorated Christmas tree in the corner of the room and smiled at the care Andrea had put into making it look good. She’d put the same care into looking good for Robert, and she offered a bright smile as Adam sank to his knees in front of her.

    Robert pulled his fingers from her panties and said, “Remove her panties for me.”

    Adam reached up, slipped his fingers into the waistband of his wife’s underwear, and pulled them off. He ran his thumb over the wet spot in the soft fabric as he stared between Andrea’s legs and admired how enflamed her pussy lips looked.

    “May I taste her?” Adam asked. “May I prepare her pussy for your cock?”

    Andrea smiled. She always seemed to enjoy when Adam happily embraced his role as her cuckold.

    “What do you think?” Robert asked. “Should I let him taste your pussy before I fuck you?”

    “He’s been a very good boy this year,” Andrea replied. “I suppose he deserves a little treat on Christmas Eve.”

    Robert looked down at Adam and said, “Go ahead. Taste your wife’s pussy. Enjoy it. I think we both know you won’t be fucking her again for a long time, so savor putting your tongue inside her.”

    Adam leaned forward and pushed his tongue into Andrea’s pussy. He looked up to see her kissing Robert. She moaned while sucking on her bull’s tongue and Robert continued to play with her breasts.

    Adam felt some of the jealousy return. It was perfectly natural, of course. He was licking her pussy, but Robert was the one sharing the intimate moment with her. He was the one kissing her. He was the one she was thinking about. Adam was little more than a servant in that moment, using his tongue to get her nice and wet so her bull’s big cock could slide in with ease. Of course, his cock was painfully erect. Despite the jealousy, nothing turned Adam on more than when his wife fully surrendered to the overwhelming desire she felt for her bull.

    “Have you had a good year, Andrea?” Robert asked.

    Adam looked up and saw his wife smile at her bull.

    “I’ve had the best year imaginable,” she replied. “And it’s all because of you. The moment you came into my life it changed for the better. You showed me that I didn’t have to settle for less than I deserved. You showed me that my husband loved me so much that he was willing to support my pursuit of something far better than he could offer. You showed me what real sexual satisfaction feels like.”

    Adam gently sucked on his wife’s labia before pushing his tongue as deep inside her as he could manage. He tasted the incredible heat and the sweetness of her flesh. He coated her in his saliva to ensure her bull would have no trouble entering her when the time came. He made sure his wife’s Christmas Eve would be as satisfying as possible. He fulfilled his role as her cuckold.

    “May I suck your cock?” Andrea asked.

    Robert smiled and nodded. She’d just uttered the words that every man wants to hear. Adam couldn’t help but note that he’d never heard his wife utter those particular words towards him. There was a time when she went down on him, but she’d never asked if she could. She’d always done it out of some sort of obligation, not out of a desire to make him feel good.

    “Darling, thank you for preparing my pussy,” Andrea said as she looked down at Adam. “Would you mind moving out of the way so I can show the real man in my life how badly I want to make him feel good?”

    “Of course,” Adam replied as he moved aside. He remained on his knees, largely because he wanted to watch his wife wrap her soft, sensual lips around her bull’s cock.

    Andrea slid off of Robert’s lap and onto her knees in front of him. She reached up and removed his pants to free the big cock that had spent so much time inside her over the past six months.

    Andrea wrapped her fingers around her bull’s thick cock and leaned forward. She pressed her lips against the head and offered a soft, slow kiss with just a hint of tongue as Adam watched from a few feet away.

    “Thank you for giving me your cock this year,” Andrea said to her bull. “Thank you for showing me what it feels like to be with a real man. Thank you for sharing your many talents with me. Thank you for giving me the best orgasms of my life.”

    Andrea took Robert’s cock in her mouth and offered a sensual blowjob. He moaned at what Adam imagined was an intense, wondrous form of pleasure. He knew his wife had never offered him the sort of oral pleasure she regularly gave Robert, and he knew that her bull had taught her a great deal about performing oral sex so she could be better suited to giving him pleasure.

    “Are you grateful, Adam?” Robert asked as he reached out and ran his fingers through Andrea’s blonde hair.

    “Yes,” Adam replied. “Thank you for giving my wife what she’s always needed and what I’ve always failed to give her.”

    The very first time Adam watched Robert and Andrea have sex he knew he’d been failing his wife for years. It was clear from the moment Robert slid into her and it became clearer as they fucked. The orgasm she had with Robert was unlike any Adam had ever given her, and it wasn’t just the newness of it. She continued to have great orgasms with him. If anything, they seemed to be getting better.

    “Come here, darling,” Andrea said as she pulled her mouth from Robert’s cock.

    Adam crawled closer and his wife smiled.

    “You deserve thanks too,” she said. “This wouldn’t have been possible without you. It takes incredible courage to recognize your exceptional shortcomings as a man. It takes a great sense of humility to invite another man into our bed so I can have the satisfaction I crave. You saved our marriage by bringing in another man. That’s something most men wouldn’t have done.”

    Andrea kissed Adam with the kind of fervor usually reserved for her bull. He welcomed her tongue – and the flavor of her bull’s cock – into his mouth and immediately felt a borderline-desperate desire. He knew he’d be relegated to watching, but that didn’t stop him from wanting to have sex with his wife, from wanting what only Robert got to enjoy.

    “Thank you,” Adam said as the kiss came to a close. “For the kiss, I mean. And for being willing to embrace your desires. Our marriage could have ended if you’d been unwilling to welcome Robert into our lives and I don’t want to lose you. I do like being your cuckold. I love it, in fact. And I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Andrea replied. She gave him a quick kiss on the lips and turned to Robert’s cock once more. She took him in her mouth and easily swallowed half his length. Adam watched his wife’s throat bulge as the head of the cock entered it. She contained her gag reflex and made her bull moan, no doubt from what must have been an incredible kind of pleasure.

    “I think it’s time your wife gets what she needs on Christmas Eve, don’t you Adam?” Robert asked.

    “I do,” Adam replied. He felt the same sense of excitement that always accompanied the moment before Andrea and Robert had sex. Despite seeing it dozens upon dozens of times over the past six months, he still found it hugely thrilling to watch another man’s cock slide into his wife’s pussy. The fact that they were now having unprotected sex only made it hotter.

    “Use my cock for your pleasure, Andrea,” Robert said. “Ride it.”

    Andrea stood and straddled her bull. She lifted the back of her little red Christmas dress and turned to look at Adam. “Put him inside me,” she said with a smile.

    Adam crawled between Robert’s legs once more and wrapped his fingers around the base of the big cock that waited to be placed inside Andrea’s pussy. He directed the head to his wife’s swollen, slippery labia and she slowly sank down on it. As he’d been taught, Adam kept his fingers wrapped around the other man’s thick shaft until it was almost completely inside Andrea.

    “Fuck,” Andrea said in the wildly lusty voice that Adam had become accustomed to since she started seeing Robert. “You make me feel so good. Your cock makes me feel so good. Every fucking time it makes me feel so good.”

    “Use my cock,” Robert said. “Enjoy it. Use it to make yourself cum. Use it to take the pleasure you deserve.”

    Andrea kissed her bull as she slowly rode him. Adam wasn’t sure if his wife was putting on a show for him or simply enjoying her bull, but it looked absolutely perfect. When she rose up her pussy lips clung tightly to the thick cock inside her. When she sank down Adam could hear the wetness of his wife’s pussy as it accepted the other man’s thick shaft.

    “You feel so good,” Andrea said between moan. “Your cock feels so fucking good. I’ve never felt anything like it before.”

    Adam had heard his wife make those declarations before. Six months into her relationship with Robert and she still seemed completely and utterly enamored with the pleasure he offered her.

    Andrea rode her bull harder and faster the longer the sex went on. Adam imagined that she couldn’t hold back once she felt the pleasure of an orgasm building between her legs. The closer she got the more she needed to reach her climax.

    “I’m close,” Andrea said. “Can I cum?”

    It never ceased to thrill Adam that Robert had essentially trained Andrea to cum only when given permission. It was a small form of domination that she seemed to find immensely arousing. Robert rarely denied her, of course.

    “Yes, you may,” he said. “Cum on my cock. Cum on my cock while your cuckold husband watches.”

    Andrea leaned back and Robert reached up to play with her tits in the red velvet dress. She put her hands on his knees and ground her pussy into his crotch, moving it back and forth over his thick cock and rubbing her clit into his pelvis. Adam’s eyes wandered over her body as she pursued her orgasm with another man inside her. His cock throbbed in his pants but he hadn’t been given permission to touch himself so he refrained from doing so. He simply admired the pleasure playing out in front of him.

    Andrea’s orgasm arrived in the form of a loud, long, low moan as she threw her head back. Her hips came to rest as her arms and legs trembled as Robert’s hands moved to her lower back to ensure she didn’t topple off of his cock and onto the floor.

    With a hazy smile on her face Andrea leaned forward, kissed her bull, and said, “Thank you. Thank you for all the incredible orgasms. Thank you for making my life so much better.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Robert said. “Trust me on that.”

    Adam thought of all the times Robert had enjoyed orgasms of his own since he’d entered their lives. It was quite believable that it was entirely his pleasure to be Andrea’s bull.

    Andrea lifted her pussy from Robert’s cock and sat on the couch next to him. She wrapped her fingers around the base, looked at Adam, and said, “Would you like to thank Robert?”

    Adam felt his pulse begin to race as he crawled between Robert’s legs. He knew what his wife wanted. She’d demanded it only a few times and Adam had always complied. He was a cuckold, after all.

    “I do,” he said.

    “Go ahead,” Andrea said as she maintained her grip on the base of Robert’s cock. “Thank him by cleaning my juices off his cock. Thank him by showing him that you know your place in our lives.”

    Adam leaned forward, parted his lips, and took Robert’s cock into his mouth. The fact that his cock continued to ache as he gave a blowjob was a source of great embarrassment, but the arousal overwhelmed the humiliation.

    “I remember when you told me that every good cuckold should be a cocksucker,” Andrea said to her bull. “I just never thought Adam would do it.”

    “They all end up sucking cock as long as their wives want them to,” Robert said.

    Adam heard his wife and her bull kissing. Another surge of desire rushed through him.

    “I do like it,” she said. “I didn’t think I would, but I like seeing him suck cock. I like seeing him admit that he’s nowhere near the man you are. I like seeing him embrace his place.”

    “He can do so again when he cleans my cum out of you,” Robert said.

    Andrea moaned and they kissed again. Adam moaned too. He couldn’t help it. His wife laughed as she heard the sound of pleasure coming from her husband.

    “Is that what you want, darling? Do you want to clean Robert’s cum from my pussy?” Andrea asked.

    “I do,” Adam said.

    “I suppose we should do that, then,” Andrea said. “Since I’d very much like to feel Robert cum inside me. We’re going to spend a little time alone in the bedroom. I’ll invite you in when I’m ready to be cleaned up, okay?”

    “Of course,” Adam said.

    He watched his wife and her bull stand. Robert took Andrea’s hand and led her towards the bedroom. Adam watched from his knees as the bottom of Andrea’s little red Christmas dress swished back and forth over her ass. He wished he could watch, but he knew it wasn’t his place to demand it. Instead, he would wait until they were ready and clean her afterwards. He would be a good cuckold and he would cherish the gift of getting to clean her pussy. With any luck Robert would spend the night and Adam would get to repeat the process on Christmas Day.
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    “It’ll just be sex, right?”

    You asked that question countless times before your wife cuckolded you for the first time. You were worried that she’d leave you. You’d read disastrous stories of guys getting to live out their cuckold fantasy only for it to end in divorce. You didn’t want to be one of those guys.

    “Of course,” your wife said. “I love you, honey.”

    Her answer was almost always some version of that and you knew she meant it every time. She had no intention of developing feelings for someone. She was willing to try out your fantasy and have sex with someone else, but she was on board for it being purely sexual.

    You were nervous, but you figured there was very little actual risk of her falling for someone else. You and your wife were happy. It wasn’t the kind of marriage where she was obviously miserable and would look for any opportunity to get out. No, you had a good marriage. You were just going to spice it up a little.

    Then she cuckolded you for the first time. It happened at a hotel. You weren’t invited to watch. She wasn’t comfortable with that. She thought she’d have trouble really letting go and enjoying the sex.

    She left your house in a little black dress, stockings, high heels, and a very sexy lingerie set. She came home with the stockings in her purse and her panties nowhere in sight.

    “He wanted to keep them,” she said with a smile. “He said I could have them back the next time we saw each other.”

    “I guess that means it was good,” you said.

    The look she gave you answered your question. It was the kind of look someone gives when they take their first bite of the best dessert they’ve ever had. It was a look of pure pleasure. She was, for just a moment, flashing back to the sex she’d had with the other man and you could see on her face that it had been exceptionally good.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it,” your wife said.

    She approached you and offered her hand. You took it and she led you to the bedroom. She undressed and you joined her in getting naked. You climbed in the bed and your wife wrapped her fingers around your hard cock and stroked you as she shared the details.

    She gave you a lusty account of the fun she’d had that night. She told you that he fucked her twice and that she climaxed four separate times. She told you that the sex was incredible in every way.

    She managed to draw things out enough to share most of the details before you climaxed. You’d received your first cuckold handjob. You were just as happy as your wife was.

    You were all over her the next few days. You couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that she’d fucked someone else. It was on your mind at work. It was on your mind at home.

    Thankfully, your wife was happy to play. You had sex with her the next day. Foreplay was her telling you about him. It was her describing how his cock felt as it slipped inside her. It was her describing how hard he made her cum.

    You felt your first bit of cuckold angst when you fucked her. You were thoroughly aroused and you came hard, but you couldn’t stop thinking that she would rather have been with him. She hadn’t come right out and said it, but you knew he fucked her better than you did. You knew she enjoyed the sex with him more than she enjoyed the sex with you.

    She saw him again a week after her first date. They met at the hotel again. You stayed at home again.

    This time she stayed the night. It wasn’t planned, but then she sent a text saying she was going to spend the night with him so they could play for as long as they wanted. She didn’t give you a choice. She simply said it was going to happen.

    She came home the next morning in the same outfit she’d left in. She took you to the bedroom. She told you about how he’d fucked her before they checked out. She told you about how they’d gone through an entire box of condoms during their overnight stay. She told you about how he’d fucked her to countless orgasms.

    A question popped into your head as you approached your orgasm. You knew the answer. Your wife had been fairly clear without actually saying the words. You asked the question.

    “Does he fuck you better than I do?”

    “Yes, honey. He does,” your wife said.

    You groaned. You climaxed. Your wife cleaned up your cum and gave you a kiss.

    “I love you,” she said. “I do. I love you madly. He is better, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to leave you for him, okay? I don’t want you worrying about that. If anything, I love you more for being the one to suggest that I find someone else to fuck. It’s been an incredible experience. Truly.”

    “I love you too,” you said before your wife excused herself to take a shower.

    They started texting after that first overnight. You’d walk into the room and find your wife immersed in her phone, usually with a mildly lusty look on her face.

    It didn’t worry you, though. Why would it? It was fun, in fact. The second time you walked in your wife texting him she pulled off her shorts, spread her legs, and invited you between them.

    “Would you like to eat my pussy while I send him dirty texts?” she asked.

    You nodded and crawled between her legs. You pulled aside her surprisingly sexy black lace panties and used your tongue to pleasure her as she texted the man that had captivated her with his cock.

    “That’s good, baby. That’s so good,” she said.

    You made her cum while she sexted with another man. She was thinking of his cock while you were eating his pussy. She was wishing he was inside her and you were the one tending to her clit. It thrilled you. Of course it did.

    Their third date was at his house. Your wife packed a little bag with a toothbrush and a few things that would make staying the night easier. This time it was planned.

    She sent you a picture. It was his cock inside her. She was on her back with her legs spread. He was halfway inside her.

    The caption was: “He’s only halfway inside me and he’s already deeper than you ever get.”

    You came to that picture. You jerked off while thinking about your wife getting fucked by another man. You stroked as you thought about how good he was making her feel. You came as you thought about it.

    Your wife came home the next day. A little later this time. It was mid afternoon by the time she returned.

    She pushed you onto the couch and pulled off your shorts. She stripped in front of you. She didn’t say a word.

    She sat on your cock and took you inside her. You felt her wetness. “He fucked me right before I left,” she said. “I’m still wet from it.”

    You came inside her. Your wife smiled and kissed you. “I love that you cum so quickly when I’ve been with him,” she said.

    It wasn’t until before their sixth date – they saw each other once a week – that things really changed.

    “Can we talk?” your wife asked a few days prior to the date.

    “Of course,” you replied.

    You sat on the couch together. She reached out and caressed your leg. You saw a look of concern on her face. You knew she was going to bring up something she wasn’t sure you’d be okay with.

    “I’ve invited him to spend the night here,” she said.

    Outside of being mildly surprised, your immediate reaction was arousal. You couldn’t help it. You were thrilled at the notion of another man spending the night in your bed, fucking your wife. It felt like a cuckold dream come true.

    “I hope it’s okay that I’m totally into that,” you said.

    Your wife smiled. It was that giddy smile. You’d made her happy. She kissed you.

    “There’s something else,” she said.

    “Whatever it is, I’m sure it will be okay,” you replied.

    “We’re going to have unprotected sex,” your wife said. “He’s been tested. He’s totally clean. I am too, and since I’m on the pill I told him that he could cum inside me.”

    Again you were aroused. You couldn’t help it. It had been a few days since you’d cum and anything having to do with cuckolding was a surefire way to get you going.

    This time, you offered your answer by kissing your wife. Her mouth opened and her tongue slipped out. She welcomed your desire. She unzipped your pants. She stroked your cock.

    “That turns you on, doesn’t it?” she said.

    “Yes,” you replied as pleasure spread through your loins.

    “You like that he’s going to cum inside me, don’t you?” she said.

    She knew the answer. Your erection was confirmation.

    “Yes, I want him to cum inside you. I want him to cum in my wife,” you said.

    Your wife kissed your neck. “He’s going to, baby. He’s going to cum inside me over and over this weekend. He’s going to have me as many times as he wants me.”

    You came in her hand. Your cum spilled over her fingers as she kissed your neck and whispered about how another man was going to cum inside her. You felt pure cuckold bliss.

    Your wife sends you out shopping on the day of her date. You pick up groceries, alcohol, and toilet paper for the guest bathroom, which you’ll be using that very night as another man sleeps in your bed and enjoys the use of the master bathroom.

    His car is already in your driveway when you return. He’s already on your couch when you step into the house. Your wife is already in his lap. They don’t seem to notice you.

    It’s in that moment that you get your first inkling that your wife’s relationship with him is about more than sex. They’re not having sex. They’re not even fooling around. They’re connecting. He’s touching her. She’s touching him. They’re sharing soft, sensual kisses. They’re more than lovers.

    You don’t step into the room. You know you should, but you wait. “I missed you so much,” your wife says. Her words sting a little, but you feel arousal too. You can’t help it.

    “I missed you too,” he says as he pulls off her blouse and runs his fingers up the soft, exposed skin of her back.

    They kiss and it quickly becomes something more than sensual. He unhooks her bra and his hands move to her breasts. She moans into his mouth as she begins to grind in his lap.

    “I need you,” your wife says.

    Her expression of desire feels more than sexual. It feels deeper than that.

    “I want to see you more often,” he says. “I need to see you more often. Once a week isn’t enough for me.”

    You watch her hands move down his chest as she scoots back. You hear her unzip his pants.

    “It’s not enough for me either,” she says.

    They kiss as she strokes his cock. He moans into her mouth. She moans into his. She has one hand working his erection and the other moving through the hair on the back of his neck. It’s a sensual, sexy sight and you can’t look away.

    “I’m falling for you,” he says.

    Your wife flashes a bright smile. She kisses him, though this time it’s soft and sensual.

    “I’m falling for you too,” she says.

    You know she’s broken the promise she made to you. You know you should be mad. You know this isn’t the first time she’s realizing this. You know she probably knew it was going to happen after the first time she was with him.

    You’re not mad, though. A small part of you is hurt, but it’s overwhelmed by the part of you that’s turned on. You wish you weren’t. You wish you were just mad. That’s what you want to be. You’re not, though. You can’t be.

    “Stay the whole weekend,” your wife says.

    “What about your husband?” he replies.

    “He’ll be okay with it,” she says. “Trust me. I know him. He won’t fight me on it, especially if we let him watch once.”

    You know immediately that she’s right. She wouldn’t even have to let you watch. You’ll let him stay the weekend. Knowing that your wife is so enamored with another man that she wants him to spend the weekend with her is enough to thrill you. It’s enough to arouse you for months, let alone two days.

    Your wife moans and throws her head back. He’s inside her. You know he is.

    “You feel so good,” she says. “I can’t get enough of this. I can’t get enough of you.”

    Your wife rides him as he plays with her tits. They kiss. He squeezes her ass. You watch. You see it all. You see the proof that it’s more than sex.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum inside me.”

    They make love on your couch. Your wife and another man have sensual, unprotected sex on your couch while you watch from your hiding spot.

    Eventually, he cums inside her. He gives her what she wants. They both experience beautiful, deeply-connected orgasms.

    You make your way to the kitchen without being seen. You put away the groceries. You bring the toilet paper to the guest bathroom.

    It’s more than sex. Now it’s clear that it was always destined to be more than sex. Of course it was.

    You’re not going to do anything about it. You can’t. You don’t want to. You want your wife to pursue her desires. You want her to embrace whatever feelings she has for the other man in her life. It turns you on too much to say no.

    Your wife is standing at the guest bedroom door when you emerge from the bathroom. She’s naked. You can see a little bit of cum dripping from her pussy.

    “You saw us, didn’t you?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Your wife steps into the room. You walk towards her. She pulls you into an embrace.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “It’s my pleasure,” you answer. “Trust me.” She hugs you tighter. “And if there’s anything I can do for you this weekend, just let me know.”

    She gives you a soft kiss on the lips and smiles. “I love you,” she says.

    “I love you too.”

    Your wife lets you go and leaves the room. She leaves you to be with the other man. She leaves you to let her feelings for him continue to develop. Your cock is hard. You’re filled with joy. It makes you happy.
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    The sounds of sex are splendid, aren’t they? The way she moans with every thrust of his cock. The way the bed squeaks a little from the force of his movements in and out of your wife’s slippery pussy. The sound of their flesh meeting over and over as he fills her in the most wondrous way.

    Since you’re sitting on the living room couch and your wife is in the bedroom with her bull, the sound is all you have. You’ve watched them fuck before, though, so you know what it looks like when her body opens up for him. Now, as you’re listening, you can clearly picture what you’ve seen before.

    She took him to the bedroom wearing the lingerie you bought for her. You knew she’d wear it for him, of course. You wanted her to wear it for him. The red chemise fit so well and it made her breasts look utterly spectacular. The stockings and heels were a perfect finishing touch and the red cap wasn’t likely to stay on for long, but it looked awfully good as she took his hand and walked down the hallway with him.

    “Cum inside me!” she cries out loud enough for you to hear. Of course she does, though. She wants you to know that her bull is cumming inside her. She wants you to imagine every inch of his cock buried in her pussy. She wants you to imagine his shaft pulsing and his balls jumping in their sack as he leaves his seed inside her.

    The sounds of pleasure fade. The sex is over. Your wife just came on another man’s cock. Another man just filled her pussy with his thick load. Your dick is still quite hard, though. You’re the only one in the house that hasn’t had his satisfaction. Hopefully, though, you’ll have it soon.

    You hear your wife’s heels on the hardwood floor of your bedroom before she steps into the hallway. You watch her hips sway as she saunters towards you. Her breasts bounce beautifully with every step and the red chemise clings to her curves in the most enticing way imaginable.

    “Where do you belong, cucky?” your wife asks as she nears the couch.

    You drop to your knees and turn to face her.

    She smiles. “What a good boy.” She bends over and you stare at her splendid cleavage for a moment before she softly kisses you on the lips. “Did you enjoy listening to another man fuck your wife?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    She sits and crosses her legs. You lean forward and kiss her thighs in the soft white stockings. Your wife purrs softly and says, “He came inside me. My pussy is absolutely dripping with another man’s cum. That turns you on, doesn’t it cucky?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She runs her fingers over her thigh, up her stomach, and grasps her breasts through the thin material of her chemise. She closes her eyes, moans, and says, “I love when he cums inside me. It feels so, so good, cucky.” She opens her eyes, looks at you, and smiles, “You love it even more than I do, don’t you?”

    You nod. You’re quite certain she’s right about that.

    “Tell me what you want, cucky,” she says.

    “I want to clean your pussy,” you answer without hesitation.

    A lovely smile crosses your wife’s face. “You want to eat the yummy Christmas treat my bull left inside me?”

    “Yes,” you answer. “Please.”

    Your wife uncrosses her legs but holds them closed. “You like the way his cum tastes, don’t you?”

    “I do,” you answer.

    She spreads her legs at an achingly slow pace and says, “You’ve eaten quite a lot of his cum out of my pussy, haven’t you cucky?”

    You nod. You’ve cleaned her dozens of times since they started having unprotected sex.

    “You’ve become quite the little cum addict, haven’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, I have,” you reply, though you feel no shame, and with good reason. You love cleaning her bull’s cum from her pussy and she loves it too.

    Your wife smiles and spreads her legs. You see the wet spot in her pretty red panties. You crave what rests behind them and inside her body. You want to feel the saltiness and heat of his cum against your tongue. You want to feel this viscous fluid in your mouth. You want to clean it out of her and swallow it. You want to immerse yourself in the beautiful humiliation of licking another man’s load from her pussy.

    “Please, may I clean your pussy?” you ask.

    Your wife moves her hips forward until her pussy rests at the edge of the couch. “Kiss me,” she instructs.

    You lean forward and press your lips against her panties. You feel the heat of his cum soaking through the fabric. You kiss her pussy. You kiss it all over through her underwear.

    “Pull my panties aside,” she says.

    You pull her panties aside. Your heart pounds as you gaze upon her cum-filled pussy.

    “Clean me, cucky,” she says. “Clean my bull’s cum from my naughty little pussy.”

    You push your tongue inside her. You moan as your taste buds are immersed in his salty cum. Your wife smiles and moans. She puts a hand on the back of your head and gently moves her hips, rubbing her pussy over your face while your tongue dives deep inside to retrieve as much of his thick spunk as possible.

    “That’s a good cucky,” she says. “Eat his load. Eat my bull’s cum. Eat a real man’s cum from my tight little cunt.”

    She moans louder. She’s rubbing her clit over your upper lip and nose while you devour his load from inside her. She’s using your face to masturbate while you embrace the beautiful humiliation of licking another man’s seed from inside your wife.

    “Play with your cock, cucky,” your wife instructs. “Stroke yourself while you eat his load.”

    You wrap your fingers around your turgid shaft and masturbate slowly. If you stroke too quickly you’ll cum, so you take your time. You enjoy the beautiful sensations coursing through your body as you devour another man’s load from your wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. You are immersed in the bliss of cuckolding and you wouldn’t have it any other way.

    “Make me cum, cucky,” your wife says. “Clean my messy little pussy and make me cum!”

    You bury your tongue inside her and your wife rubs her clit all over your face. She makes a wet, sticky, salty mess of it and you swallow as much of her bull’s seed as you can. She cums and her legs tremble as pleasure courses through them.

    You cum into your hand while your tongue remains inside her pulsing pussy. You catch your load while your wife smiles and runs her fingers through your hair. She likes it when her cucky has an orgasm, after all.

    “That’s a good boy,” she says. “Enjoy your orgasm. Enjoy every second of it.”

    As the last drops of pleasure escape your cock, you sit back and say, “Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome,” your wife replies. “There’s just one thing left to do.”

    You lift your hand to your lips and pour your thick, creamy cum onto your tongue. You swallow as your wife smiles.

    “Good cucky,” she says before leaning forward and kissing your forehead. “He’s spending the night. He’ll fuck me again before we go to sleep. I’ll come visit you when we’re done and let you clean me again.”

    “Thank you,” you say.

    She smiles, stands, and walks back towards your bedroom to climb under the covers and cuddle up with her bull. You watch her go with a smile on your face, for you’re a deeply satisfied cuckold.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 95253370 - A Naughty Wife at the Neighbor's Christmas Party

    “Where were you? Why didn’t you respond to my texts?” you ask as your wife approaches with a smile. She’d disappeared from the neighbor’s Christmas party and you’d texted wondering her whereabouts.

    “I just stepped away for a moment,” she replies. “Why? Were you worried about me?”

    She steps closer and presses her body against yours. You wrap your arms around her and she looks up. You can smell a hint of alcohol on her breath – she’s enjoyed quite a few eggnogs over the course of the evening – and you can see that she’s feeling it in the most delightful way possible.

    “I guess I was a little worried,” you say. “It seemed like you were gone for a while.”

    Your wife’s hand moves to the back of your neck and she pulls her lips to yours. They part and her tongue brushes gently against your teeth before you open your mouth for a stunningly passionate kiss that is more than a little inappropriate at a Christmas party. Of course, you don’t care about that. All you care about is that your wife’s tongue is in your mouth and it feels good. It tastes a little strange, though.

    “You taste different,” you say after that particularly passionate kiss with your wife.

    “I’m sure I do,” she replies with a smile. “After all, another man just came in my mouth.”

    You stare in disbelief. You study her face to see if there’s any hint that she’s joking, that she didn’t just sneak off to give someone a blowjob at your neighbor’s Christmas party.

    “Are you serious?” you ask.

    “I am,” your wife replies. She kisses your cheek and whispers, “I just sucked someone else’s cock in the bathroom. He leaned against the counter while I got on my knees and blew him until he flooded my mouth with his cum.”

    She steps back and looks down to see the bulge in your pants. You know it’s there. You’ve known it was there since she confessed to letting another man cum in her mouth. She has, after all, just made your fantasy come true.

    “Did you really?” you ask as if you can’t quite conquer your sense of disbelief.

    She nods and says, “Do you want to kiss me again?”

    “I want to do so much more than kiss you,” you say.

    Your wife smiles, takes your hand, and leads you to the bathroom.

    “Is this…is this where it happened?” you ask.

    “It is,” she says before pointing to the bath mat. “I was on my knees right there. His cock was in my mouth. His balls were in my hand. I played with them while I sucked him off. I moaned while he stretched my lips. I moaned while his cock hit the back of my throat.”

    She unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. Her fingers move swiftly up and down the shaft.

    “Do you like that I sucked someone else’s cock in this bathroom? Do you like that just a few minutes ago someone else came in your wife’s mouth?” she asks.

    You’re so overwhelmed with lust that you can’t speak, but you nod. You let her know that you love that she just blew someone else.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock, baby?” she asks. “Do you want to be the second man to cum in my mouth in this little bathroom? Would that turn you on?”

    You shake your head – you’d much rather fuck her – and reach down to lift the bottom of your wife’s pretty red dress. You pick her up, turn around to set her on the bathroom counter, and step between her legs. You pull aside her panties and plunge your cock inside her. She wraps her legs around you and moans as you fuck her.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say as you plunge in and out of her soaking wet pussy.

    “Sucking his cock turned me on,” she says. “Sucking on his big, beautiful cock made me so wet, baby. I loved the way he throbbed in my mouth. I loved the way he moaned. I loved how it felt to have another man’s cock fill my mouth with cum. I loved swallowing for him.”

    You kiss your wife and she offers her tongue in an instant. You fuck her as you take it in your mouth and suck on it. The idea that it was covered in someone else’s cum mere minutes ago is thrilling in ways you’ve never experienced.

    “You love that I swallowed his cum, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    “You love that I was a naughty little cocksucker for another man, don’t you?” she asks. A moan quickly follows, indicating that your wife also loves that she was a naughty little cocksucker for another man.

    “Yes,” you say breathlessly. “Fuck, baby, I’m close.”

    “Cum inside me,” she says.

    She wraps her legs tighter around you. She kisses you and moans into your mouth. It sounds like she’s close. You hold off a little longer. You fuck her harder. You want to cum with her. You want to cum together.

    “I’m cumming,” she says softly.

    You bury your cock inside her and cum. Your legs shake and your wife wraps her arms around you to hold you steady. Your orgasm leaves you lightheaded as she kisses your cheeks and neck and moans while climaxing right along with you.

    You chuckle from the intense pleasure of it and share a lingering kiss with your wife. “Did you really do that?” you ask. “Did you really go down on someone in here?”

    “I did,” she replies. “And I really did enjoy it. And I’m certain he enjoyed it too.”

    “Who was it?” you ask.

    “I think it’s more fun if you don’t know,” she says. “And who knows? Maybe I’ll begin a torrid affair with him and treat you to lots more fun like this.”

    You can only hope.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 95253419 - Almost a Swinger, a Cuckold Instead

    “I’m nervous,” Grace said as she surveyed the dresses hanging in the closet. “Are you nervous?”

    “A little,” Cameron said as he pulled his nicest pair of jeans from a shelf. “No, that’s a lie. I’m really nervous. How could I not be? I’m glad we met them for coffee first. I’d be way more nervous if I thought there was a chance she’d see me and decide she had no interest in spending a second of time with me.”

    Grace turned to her husband and wrapped her arms around him. “You’re so cute,” she said, “but we both know Marie was into you from the moment we sat down. Didn’t she play footsie with you under the table?”

    Cameron smiled as he remembered the way Marie’s bare foot moved between his legs at their coffee meeting. She’d made her desires perfectly clear in that moment and now they were a few hours away from making their swinging fantasies a reality.

    “What do you think?” Grace asked as she held a little black dress against her body.

    “That’s the one that really hugs your hips, right?” Cameron asked. “I love that one. He’ll love that one.”

    Grace tuned to face the mirror at the back of the closet and tilted her head. “Do you really think so? Gosh, I’m so nervous, you know? I want to look good tonight. I want him to want me.”

    Cameron put on his jeans and moved behind his wife. He pulled her close and savored the warm, soft feel of her skin against his.

    “Adam is going to love you, baby. I saw the way he looked at you at the coffee meeting. He was totally eye fucking you. He’s going to give you exactly what you need tonight,” he said.

    The telltale ding of a text rang out from the bedroom and Grace hung the dress and wriggled from free Cameron’s grasp to check her phone.

    She made a face and said, “It’s Adam. Marie can’t come tonight. Her sister went into labor a month early and she flew to Florida to be with her.”

    Cameron was surprised at the level of disappointment he saw on his wife’s face. She seemed crushed at the idea of their swinging date not coming to fruition. A crazy notion struck him, and after letting the idea roll around his head for a few moments he went with it.

    “Ask Adam if he can come alone,” Cameron suggested.

    “What?” Grace said, though Cameron could see the flash of hope in his wife’s eyes.

    “I mean it,” he continued. “Ask Adam if he’s allowed to play without Marie there. That way he can come over and we can do a sort of modified evening where you get to have sex with him and maybe I get to watch.”

    “Are you sure?” Grace asked.

    “I am. Text him. Who knows if Marie is even okay with that sort of thing, but it’s worth asking.”

    Grace looked down at her phone and tapped out a quick text. Just a few moments later a reply arrived.

    “He’s allowed to play alone,” she said. “Are you sure about this?”

    “I am,” Cameron said, though it wasn’t entirely true. “Tell him to come alone.”

    Grace sent another text, tossed her phone onto the bed, and practically skipped back to the closet before jumping into Cameron’s arms and kissing him.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    Cameron kissed his wife again and smiled, though he couldn’t help but feel a little insecure. It wasn’t that someone else was going to fuck his wife, though. That was already supposed to happen. It was how overwhelmingly excited Grace seemed to have sex with another man.

    ---

    “So, have you played alone before?” Cameron asked.

    Adam had arrived on time and impeccably dressed. He’d hugged Grace and offered a lingering kiss on the cheek before they moved to the living room to enjoy the bottle of red wine that rested on the coffee table.

    Grace had directed Adam to the couch and sat next to him, though there was still a little space between them. Cameron was seated across from them.

    “I have,” Adam said as he looked over at Grace. “There have been a few instances where the husband has been problematic, but otherwise it’s been a wonderful experience every time. In fact, I’ve found that most of the time the husband finds it deeply pleasurable to watch his wife indulge her desires for another man.”

    Cameron sipped his wine and wondered if he was that kind of husband. Would you really enjoy watching as Grace had sex with Adam, or would he end up feeling annoyed that Marie wasn’t there and he was nothing more than the third wheel to a sexual experience happening in front of him?

    “What do you think, honey?” Grace asked as she looked at him. “Are you the kind of husband that would enjoy watching his wife indulge her desire for another man?”

    Cameron smiled as his wife lifted the glass to her lips and took a long sip. They’d specifically picked red wine because it always seemed to inspire lust in Grace.

    “Do you desire him?” Cameron asked.

    Grace moved closer to Adam and reached out to caress his leg. The other man smiled at her touch.

    “Yes,” Grace answered. “I’ve wanted him since we sat together at that coffee shop and talked about the joys of swinging.” Her fingers moved up his thigh and a quiet moan escaped Adam’s lips. “I’ve fantasized about having him. I’ve climaxed while fantasizing about him.”

    The last bit was news to Cameron, but there was a distinct response between his legs as he considered that Grace had already imagined having great sex with Adam.

    “What were those fantasies like?” Cameron asked. “What were you doing?”

    Grace moved closer to Adam and looked at her husband as she said, “They were beautiful fantasies. They were steeped in deep, sensual passion and intense, overwhelming lust. They were about the perfect connection between two people that were meant to make love to each other.”

    Cameron watched as Adam reached out and gently caressed Grace’s leg while she talked about her desire for him. He watched Grace uncross her legs and part them as the other man’s hand slowly made its way up her thigh.

    “I need him, honey,” Grace said. “I have to have him. I have to be with him.”

    Cameron was surprised at how aroused he was. He’d achieved an erection without a hint of physical stimulation and it felt like his loins had come alive in that beautiful way that sometimes happens in face of an entirely new, thrilling sexual experience.

    “I want you to have him,” Cameron said.

    Grace turned to Adam and they shared a deep, lingering kiss that felt both like the culmination of a long, sensual build-up and the start of something entirely new. Her wine glass wobbled a little in her hand as her body melted into his while they remained joined at the lips.

    “Will you have me?” Grace asked him. “Will you make love to me while my husband watches?”

    Adam smiled and took Grace’s wine glass from her and placed it on the coffee table. He answered her question by kissing her once more, and as their tongues danced he effortlessly pulled Grace into his lap.

    Cameron watched as Adam lifted the bottom of Grace’s little black dress over her ass. He saw her smooth, milky white bottom and admired the way the black thong made her ass look so much more attractive.

    As they kissed, Grace began to grind in Adam’s lap. It was like he was already inside her and she was working him with what Cameron was convinced must have been her soaking wet pussy.

    When Adam grasped her ass cheeks and gave them a good squeeze, Grace moaned into his mouth. When Adam’s fingers pulled aside her thong and danced over her pussy lips and rubbed her clit, she pulled her lips from his, threw her head back, and let loose a low, deeply satisfied groan.

    As Cameron watched another man’s fingers disappear inside his wife’s pussy he felt a tidal wave of pure, beautiful arousal break over him. He’d been holding it back, seemingly unwilling to admit that he found the notion of Grace having sex with someone else arousing.

    He couldn’t hold it back any longer, though. He was watching something beautiful happen in his living room and he wasn’t going to pass up the chance to fully enjoy himself.

    Grace slid off of Adam’s lap and got on her knees in front of him. She deftly removed his pants and Cameron watched as they dropped around the other man’s ankles. He stared at his wife’s ass and at the way her pussy lips parted just a little.

    Adam moaned and Cameron looked up to see his wife’s head slowly moving up and down in the other man’s lap. He couldn’t see her lips around Adam’s cock, but it was still immensely arousing, if not more so. He watched her head move up and down. He saw the pleasure on Adam’s face. He saw the results of the blowjob his wife was giving to another man and it thrilled him.

    Grace lifted her head from his lap and Cameron heard the sound of his wife’s fingers moving up and down the other man’s slick shaft.

    “Come up on the couch. I think your husband wants to watch,” Adam said as he patted the cushion next to him.

    Grace turned around and smiled at Cameron. “Is he right, honey? Do you want to watch me give him head?”

    Cameron nodded.

    Grace climbed into the couch next to Adam. Her knees rested on the soft cushion and her head moved into his lap once more. Her lips opened around his rather thick cock and once again she was giving a blowjob.

    It was an entirely different experience to watch Adam’s cock actually move in and out of Grace’s mouth. That alone was thrilling, but it was the passionate manner in which Grace gave head that Cameron found so intoxicating. She seemed genuinely devoted to pleasuring Adam and Cameron knew it was due to her desire for him. She wanted to make him feel good because she wanted him to fuck her.

    “Isn’t it incredible, Cameron?” Adam asked. “Isn’t it thrilling to watch your wife give herself over to her desire for me?”

    Cameron nodded and watched as Adam’s caressed Grace’s ass before running his fingers between her cheeks and slipping them into her pussy. She moaned around his cock and Cameron soon heard the sounds of the other man’s fingers moving in and out of his wife’s soaking wet cunt.

    When Grace came up for air, Adam pulled her lips to his and they shared another deep kiss, though this time it was a little sloppier.

    “Let’s go to your bedroom,” Adam said.

    Grace turned to Cameron and smiled. “Is that okay with you?” she asked.

    He nodded and stood up, revealing the erection that had tented his pants. Grace glanced at it before walking over to her husband. She kissed him softly and then turned around and said, “Will you unzip my dress?”

    Cameron reached up to do as his wife requested and she worked the dress over her hips and left it on the floor as she offered Adam her hand and led him away.

    Cameron picked up Grace’s dress and brought it with him to the bedroom. He arrived to see his wife undressing the man that would be inside her before long.

    “I haven’t felt this kind of arousal in a long time,” she said while unbuttoning Adam’s shirt.

    He reached out and played with her breasts through the thin lace bra she’d worn for him.

    “That’s good. That’s how it’s supposed to be,” he said. “That’s the reason you open up your sex life. You have new, exciting experiences that enhance your marriage and help you and your husband discover that insane lust you felt every day when you were first together.”

    Grace pulled the shirt off and tossed it onto the floor. They kissed as she worked his pants off once more, this time for good. Adam pulled off his socks and Grace stepped back and fell into the bed as she eyed the body of the man that would soon be inside her.

    “Condoms?” Adam asked.

    “In the nightstand,” Grace said.

    Cameron took a seat in the armchair that sat in the corner of the room. He pulled his pants off and slipped his cock out of the opening in his boxer shorts. Grace looked over and smiled as she watched him masturbate to the sight of her in bed with her legs spread. She was offering her body to another man and Cameron found it intensely arousing.

    Adam rolled a condom down his cock and approached the bed. He leaned over and kissed his way up Grace’s soft, supple thighs. He reached up and rubbed her clit with his thumb before his tongue took over, soon Grace had her hand in the other man’s hair as she moaned.

    Cameron stroked his cock as he watched another man give his wife pleasure. He watched the little, sensual movements of her body and the listened to the way she moaned when Adam slipped his fingers inside her as his tongue continued its assault on her clit.

    Eventually, Grace lifted Adam’s head and said, “I need to feel you inside me.”

    Adam smiled and kissed his way up her stomach, taking a few moments to lick and suck each of her nipples before their lips met once more. Grace reached between the other man’s legs and took him inside her.

    Their kisses deepened as Adam slowly worked his cock into Grace’s wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and her hands moved over his back and down to his ass. She grasped it as he bottomed out inside her.

    Cameron watched the other man make love to his wife. He watched Adam’s long, thick cock slide in and out of Grace’s pussy. He saw the way her lips clung tightly to it when he pulled out and the way she opened up for him as he thrust into her. He masturbated slowly, stroking in the same rhythm that Adam used.

    “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Grace cried out just a few minutes after Adam first entered her.

    She followed her declaration with a series of loud, lust-filled moans and wrapped her legs tightly around the man making love to her. At the moment of her climax her arms and legs fell to the bed and a look of the purest bliss crossed her face.

    “That was incredible,” Grace said as Adam slowed his thrusts and came to a stop with his cock still inside her. “That was truly incredible.”

    “You’ve discovered the joy of opening up your marriage,” Adam said. “And we’re just getting started.”

    Grace pulled his lips to hers for a long, beautiful kiss and then looked over at Cameron and smiled.

    “Can we try reverse cowgirl?” she asked Adam.

    “Of course,” Adam said as he pulled out and moved to his back.

    Grace situated herself over his cock and reached down to guide it inside her. Once the tip was in her still-wet pussy she looked at Cameron, smiled, and dropped onto it. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened to let out a moan as the other man filled her once more.

    Cameron stroked his cock faster. It felt like his wife was putting on a show for him and it was working. She looked absolutely perfect riding Adam’s dick like that.

    “Come here, honey,” Grace said between moans as Adam’s dick filled her pussy over and over.

    Cameron stood up and kicked his pants off before crossing the bedroom. Grace reached out and pulled him close enough for them to share a kiss while she rode Adam. She moaned as her tongue danced with his.

    Grace wrapped her fingers around Cameron’s cock and stroked him as she bounced harder and faster on the man beneath her.

    “He feels so good inside me, honey. He feels so fucking good,” she said.

    Her slippery, soft hand felt spectacularly good on his cock and Cameron knew he wouldn’t last long.

    “I’m going to cum,” he said.

    Grace stroked him faster.

    “Me too,” she said with a smile.

    She reached between her legs with her other hand and played with her clit as she jerked Cameron off. The sounds of cock stroking, hot sex, and lusty moans filled the room.

    Cameron reached up and held his wife’s head in his hands and kissed her as he felt an incredible orgasm build between his legs. He knees wobbled and his loins tingled before he tensed up and cum exploded from the tip of his cock.

    Grace worked his cock slowly and milked the load out of him as she continued to ride Adam. She climaxed moments later and Cameron rejoiced in the idea of having an orgasm with his wife as another man filled her.

    When Grace released his cock Cameron stepped back and surveyed the mess he’d made on the bed. His cum was all over the sheets and a little had reached his wife’s stomach. She wore a blissful smile on her face though, no doubt because she too had just enjoyed an incredible orgasm.

    “I want him to finish,” Grace said as she climbed off of Adam’s cock and spun around. “You can watch if you want, but I know you just came so I won’t mind if you want to leave.”

    Cameron watched his wife straddle the other man, take him inside her, and lean down to kiss him. Adam’s hands grasped her ass and he began to fuck up into her pussy. It was still rather beautiful, but his arousal had disappeared after his orgasm so he decided to leave.

    He walked out of the bedroom with a smile on his face and the knowledge that Adam was right, that they’d just opened up their marriage and discovered just how much fun it could be to try new things with new people.

    With any luck the next time would include Marie and feature a beautiful foursome where they all explored their desires.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 95350570 - Giving Her Permission to Go On a Date

    Your beautiful girlfriend walks into the living room in a pair of lace-trimmed black boyshort panties and a cropped sweater. You forget about perusing Netflix for something to watch and turn your attention to the beauty sauntering towards you.

    “You look incredible,” you say.

    Your girlfriend smiles and replies, “Oh yeah? You like this little outfit?”

    She spins around and bends over to shake her tight little ass at you before standing up and releasing her ponytail. She lifts onto her tip toes, arches her back, and runs her fingers through her long, soft hair.

    You know something is up. She isn’t normally this overt about trying to arouse you. There must be something on her mind.

    “Are you already excited for me?” she asks while looking between your legs.

    You nod, though she knows the answer because she’s seen your bulge. She’s impossibly beautiful and she’s clearly trying to seduce you. Of course you’re turned on.

    Your girlfriend smiles as she approaches the couch and straddles you. Your hands immediately move to her ass, but she reaches back and pulls them away.

    “No touching until I say so,” she says. “Okay?”

    You look up at her and nod. You’re not used to her being assertive when it comes to sex but you like it. It’s always nice to experience something a little bit different.

    Your hands fall to your sides as your girlfriend grinds in your lap. She’s giving you a lap dance. There’s no way around it. She’s doing exactly as a stripper would do when trying to arouse a client.

    She leans closer and whispers, “Does that feel good?”

    “Yes,” you reply. Your hands move to grasp her ass once more before you remember her rule and let them fall to your side. “I want to touch you so badly.”

    “I’ll bet you want to do more than touch me,” she says.

    She’s right. You want to fuck her. You want to bury your cock in her perfect pussy and fuck her until you cum inside her. The more she grinds in your lap, the more desperate you get to be granted that pleasure.

    “I do,” you say.

    Your girlfriend leans down and kisses you. Again you fight off the urge to touch her. You want to run your fingers through her hair. You want to grab her ass. You want to pull off her little sweater and play with her tits.

    She climbs off your lap and unbuttons your pants. You lift your hips as she pulls them off, leaving you in your underwear. She straddles you once more. The grinding resumes. Now it’s even better than a strip club lap dance. Now there’s even less fabric between you and the beautiful girl that’s clearly trying to drive you mad with lust before she takes you inside her.

    She kisses your neck. Her tongue darts over your skin, sending chills of pleasure through your body. She moans like she’s already getting fucked, which serves to deepen your desire for her.

    “Someone asked me out at work today,” she whispers.

    “What?” you ask, mostly because it seems like such an odd thing to bring up as she’s grinding in your lap.

    She leans back and reaches between your legs to play with your cock through your underwear. A big smile flashes across her face.

    “This really hot guy asked me out,” she says. “He said he finds me totally irresistible and he wants to take me out on a date.”

    The pleasure between your legs and the jealousy raging in your brain makes for an odd mix, leaving you more than a little confused.

    “Doesn’t he know you have a boyfriend?” you ask.

    She shakes her head.

    “Why not?” you ask.

    “He’s only been at the company for a few months. It never came up,” she says. “Plus, Luke and I don’t really hang out all that much, so we don’t really know each other all that well.”

    “Luke? His name is Luke?” you ask.

    “It’s a good name, isn’t it?” your girlfriend replies as she leans closer and begins grinding in your lap again.

    You want to be annoyed. You want to ask her why the hell she’s telling you about this while she’s grinding in your lap, but you can’t manage to do anything other than moan. You’re immensely aroused, she’s insanely beautiful, and she’s doing everything she can to drive you crazy with desire for her. It’s working, too.

    “What did you say?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend kisses you. Her tongue darts into your mouth. She moans like you’re inside her. Her moan seems to rush through your body, filling you with desire as it reaches your loins.

    “I said yes,” she whispers.

    Your hands reach up and grasp her arms to push her back so you can look into your girlfriend’s eyes. She responds with surprising strength as her fingers grasp your wrists and she pushes your hands to the couch once more.

    “No touching,” she says in a surprisingly forceful voice.

    “Sorry,” you reply. “Did you really say yes?”

    She leans back and pulls your cock from your underwear. She collects the precum from the tip and rubs it over the underside of the head. You close your eyes as your girlfriend expertly manipulates your cock. She certainly knows how to make you feel good.

    “I did,” she replies.

    “Why?” you ask before groaning again.

    “Because I want to have a little fun,” she replies. “Because we’ve been together for almost a year and I want to see what it’s like to go on a date with another guy. I want to see how different he is. I want to see if he’s romantic. I want to see if he’s funny. I want to see if he’s seductive.”

    You’re so close to cumming and she won’t stop stroking you. You could pull her hand away from your cock, but she was borderline angry the last time you touched her. She clearly wants to be in control, to play some sort of game with you, and you’re going to see it through.

    “Are you breaking up with me?” you ask.

    “Oh, sweetie, no,” she says before leaning forward and softly kissing your lips. “I love you. I do. I love you so much. I’m not breaking up with you. I’m just going on a date with another man.”

    She says it like it’s something that happens all the time, like you’re strange for being a little annoyed at the notion that she would go on a date with someone else while being your girlfriend.

    “How hot is he?” you ask.

    She leans back and moves her panty-clad pussy over your cock. She closes her eyes and pulls her sweater over her head, revealing her perky, braless breasts.

    “Every girl at work wants to date him,” she says as her fingers encircle her breasts. “That’s why I said yes. Every girl wants him and he asked me on a date. How could I say no?”

    Before you can say anything, your beautiful girlfriend leans forward and rubs her perky breasts over your face. You kiss and lick them like you know she enjoys. You elicit a lusty moan, which makes your cock throb.

    “When is your date?” you ask.

    “Tomorrow night,” she says.

    You try and look up at her, but you’re being smothered by her perfect breasts. Her skin feels so soft against your lips and you can’t help but open up and suck on her nipples when she offers them. You’re caught up in the web of lust she’s spun around you and there’s no escape. You don’t really want to escape. You want to sink into it. You want to be enveloped in the intense desire she’s created in you.

    “What if he wants to kiss you?” you ask. The notion of your girlfriend kissing another man seems ridiculous to you, but it’s a date. Maybe it’s not ridiculous.

    She kisses you softly in response to your question. She sucks on your tongue as you slip it into her mouth. She moans while rubbing her panty-clad pussy over the head of your erect cock.

    “What do you think I should do if he tries to kiss me?” she asks.

    “You should refuse,” you answer.

    She reaches down and pulls aside her panties. She rubs the head of your cock over her plump labia and you slip inside her. The heat and wetness of her pussy cause an involuntary groan of pleasure to escape your lips.

    “Fuck,” you say.

    “What if I didn’t refuse?” she asks. “What if I kissed him?”

    She sinks onto your cock and begins to ride you slowly. Your brain is a fog of lust that feels impossible to penetrate.

    “I…I don’t know,” you say.

    “You wouldn’t be mad?” she asks while slowly riding your cock.

    “I don’t know,” you say again.

    She rides you a little faster and pleasure explodes from between your legs.

    “Fuck, baby, your pussy feels amazing,” you say. “Fucking amazing.”

    She drops her pussy onto your cock and holds there. You look up. You want her to ride you. You want her to milk your dick with her pussy. You want her to make you cum.

    “Tell me it’s okay if I kiss him,” she says.

    “What?” you reply.

    “I’m not going to leave you,” she says. “I’m not going to dump you for him, even if he is a little hotter than you. So I want you to tell me that it’s okay if I kiss him. I want permission to kiss him if the date goes really well and I feel like giving him a kiss.”

    She slowly lifts her pussy off your cock and sinks back down again. She’s teasing you. She wants something and she’s trying to tease it out of you. You give in.

    “Yes, you can kiss him,” you say. “I don’t care if you kiss him.”

    Your girlfriend leans forward and kisses you as she resumes riding your cock. You hear the sounds of wetness that come from fucking her pussy when she’s soaked. It feels absolutely perfect. You want to reach back and grab her ass. You want to play with her tits. You want to caress her soft skin. You do none of that, though. She made the rules clear and you know she’s not afraid to cease fucking you if you break the rules.

    “What if we’re kissing and he wants to play with my tits?” your girlfriend asks as she rides you. “What if his hand moves under my shirt and moves up my stomach? What should I do?”

    “Why would he do that if it was just a quick first date kiss?” you ask.

    “It might be more than that,” she replies. “Do you remember our first date? We made out for twenty minutes and you definitely played with my tits a little.”

    She’s right. You did. She was irresistible and she basically invited you to play with her tits by placing your hand under her shirt.

    You can barely think straight as her pussy brings you closer to orgasm. You try to formulate an answer, but nothing comes.

    “I was thinking of wearing a cute little cropped sweater for him,” she says. “Guys love that exposed stomach look, don’t they? Doesn’t it make them think about touching a girl?”

    “Is that what you want him thinking?” you ask before another groan escapes your lips.

    She smiles and drops her pussy onto your cock. She leans back and plays with her tits as you watch.

    “That is what I want him thinking,” she says. “You know I love being desired. You know I love it when you can’t keep your hands off of me. You know I love dressing in outfits that drive you absolutely crazy. I’m going to do the same thing for him.”

    You can’t help but imagine your girlfriend making out with another guy. You see his hand move under her sweater. You see him playing with her tits. You hear her moaning into his mouth just like she moaned into yours on your first date.

    “Baby, please,” you say.

    She leans forward and presses her nipple against your mouth. You lick it. You suck on it. You make her moan and she begins to ride your cock again.

    “Tell me it’s okay,” she says. “Tell me it’s okay if I let him play with my tits a little bit.”

    She leans back and rides you slowly. You watch your cock slide in and out of her pussy.

    “It’s okay,” you say. “As long as you’re not going to dump me for this guy, it’s okay.”

    She smiles and rides you faster. She reaches down to play with her clit as her pussy milks your cock.

    “I was thinking of wearing that cute little pleated skirt you always love to see me in,” she says.

    You know the one she’s talking about. It’s black and it barely reaches mid thigh on her. It’s unquestionably sexy, seductive, and suggestive.

    “If you wear that he’s going to think…” you begin to say before she cuts you off.

    “That I want him to play with my pussy?” she says.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She closes here eyes, arches her back, and rides your cock hard and fast. It seems like she’s giving you an answer.

    “Would that be so bad?” she asks in a low, lusty voice.

    You groan. It seems to you that there’s only one answer.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She rides you faster.

    “Really? Would it really be so bad if your girlfriend let another guy play with her pussy and then came home to sit on your cock and make her cum?” she asks.

    “No,” you say, mostly because you hadn’t considered that possibility. “I guess it wouldn’t.”

    She stops bouncing on your cock and leans forward. Her lips hover an inch from yours.

    “Of course, it would be rude of me not to play with his cock a little if he plays with my pussy,” she says.

    You feel so close to an orgasm. All you want to do is cum.

    “You can play with his cock,” you say.

    She holds your head in her hands and rides your cock hard and fast while brushing her perky breasts over your face.

    “Thank you, baby,” she says. “You’re such a good boyfriend.”

    You groan. All you can think about is cumming inside her.

    “I promise I’ll make you feel good after my date, even if Luke ends up making me cum while he’s playing with my pussy.” She groans, seemingly at the thought of the other man making her cum. “Even if I end up making him cum I’ll still come home and get you off. I’ll give you a beautiful orgasm, I promise.”

    You’re too close now. Your girlfriend seems to be suggesting that she’s going to do a lot more than play with Luke’s cock, but you can’t stop yourself from cumming as the thought enters your head.

    “Fuck,” you say as you feel that intensely pleasurable build-up between your legs.

    “Even if I’ve had his cock in my pussy, I’ll still come home and take you inside me,” she says.

    You cum while thinking about your girlfriend fucking another guy. You cum inside her as she expertly times her climax to yours. You both cum. You’re thinking about the other man fucking her and you’re cumming.

    Pleasure envelopes your body as you unleash shot after shot of cum inside your girlfriend. She slows her bouncing and then comes to a stop. She kisses you softly.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “For what?” you ask.

    “For being okay with me going in a date with another guy,” she replies.

    “You’re welcome,” you say as that post-orgasmic bliss settles over your brain.

    You’re already thinking of that post date sex. If it’s anything like the sex you just had, it will be entirely worth her going out with another man and doing whatever she pleases with him.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 95350882 - The First Time in Six Weeks

    “Are you excited about tonight?” Scott asked his wife as she tucked in her blouse and zipped up her skirt.

    A smile crossed Tonya’s face before she turned to him and said, “I am. Really excited, in fact. What about you? Is my hubby excited?”

    Scott smiled at the term of affection and when Tonya stepped closer and leaned in for a soft, tender kiss he couldn’t help but get erect. He always loved how she looked in her work clothes and she was such a good kisser.

    “Very excited,” Scott replied. “You have no idea.”

    “I know I say this a lot,” Tonya began as she rubbed her husband’s cock through his pants, “but thank for being willing to stay home with Erica. It means so much to me that you were willing to put your career aside for a little while to care for our baby.”

    Scott was completely under her spell, which Tonya must have known. All it took was a little bit of touching to put him a place of complete and utter bliss and to melt away any frustrations he might have felt and replace them with the purest desire.

    “You’re welcome,” Scott said. “And let’s be honest, you have the better career. You make a lot more money and you definitely have a better chance at getting promoted, so this makes the most sense.”

    Tonya released his cock and stepped back as she adjusted Scott’s collar and ran her fingers through his hair.

    “I miss her so much,” she said. “Sometimes I feel terrible about going back to work so soon.”

    “It’s okay to feel a little guilty,” he said. “You’re like every other mom that has to go to work. You know what the guys are like at your job, though. You know they’d take any opportunity to make you look bad in front of your boss and try and get you fired or demoted.”

    Tonya smiled. Scott knew his wife liked that about her job. She liked that cutthroat environment. She liked the competition. She liked the idea of trying to take down her competitors at work and secure a promotion and a raise.

    “You’re right,” she said. “I know you’re right. And I’m not going to feel bad today. Instead, I’m going to be thinking about tonight.”

    She stepped closer again, this time kissing Scott’s neck as she grabbed his ass and pulled his crotch against hers.

    “It’s been six weeks, you know. Six weeks since we…well, since we satisfied our desires,” Tonya said. She kissed Scott deeply and their tongues entwined as his cock quickly returned to a fully erect state.

    “I know,” he whispered. “I’m desperate.”

    “Me too,” Tonya said. “The doctor gave us the all clear though. My pussy is ready for sex again, physically at least. My body has been ready for sex for at least a month now.”

    “You’re desperate, aren’t you?” Scott asked.

    “You know I am, though I bet you’re even more desperate than me,” she replied. “I can feel that stiffness in your pants. All it takes these days is a little touch and you get hard for me. Is that because you’re desperate, honey?”

    Scott nodded as Tonya unzipped his pants and slipped her fingers inside. She found his cock and stroked it slowly, offering him the intense pleasure of her warm flesh against his.

    “Fuck,” he said. “That feels so good, Tonya.”

    She kissed his neck, gently nibbled on his ear lobe, and whispered, “Just think of the fun you’re going to have tonight.”

    “I can’t stop thinking about it,” Scott said.

    “Neither can I,” Tonya said. “I’d let you feel how wet my pussy is, but I really have to get to work.”

    She pulled her hand from Scott’s pants, zipped him up, and gave him a kiss on the cheek before grabbing her purse and laptop bag and heading out.

    “You’ll take care of everything for tonight?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Scott said.

    Tonya blew him a kiss and left the bedroom as Scott waited for his erection to deflate. He had some shopping to do to ensure their evening was absolutely perfect.

    ---

    Scott smiled as he surveyed the living room. There was a bottle of champagne resting on ice and two glasses on the coffee table. He’d cleaned the room top to bottom and put on Tonya’s favorite romantic playlist in preparation for her arrival.

    The bedroom had been similarly cleaned and he’d put a fresh pair of sheets on the bed and turned down the comforter to ease the transition when she was ready to enjoy sex for the first time in six weeks.

    He’d dropped Erica with her grandmother, ensuring that he and Tonya would have the house to themselves for as long as they needed it, leaving them plenty of time to enjoy the pleasure they craved.

    It was a little after eight o’clock when Tonya’s car pulled into the driveway. She’d been out to dinner with a client and was almost certain to be interested in getting right down to the business of pleasure the moment she walked in.

    “Welcome home,” Scott said as she entered from the garage.

    Tonya looked around the living room and smiled at the work Scott had put into making their evening perfect. She took him into her arms and they shared a long, sensual hug that concluded with a deep kiss.

    “I bought you a little something that might make tonight more fun,” he said. “You’ll find it on the bed.”

    “Thank you,” Tonya said before kissing his cheek and heading to the bedroom.

    Scott smiled and straightened up the living room to kill time before Tonya emerged in the lingerie he’d bought for her.

    “It’s beautiful, honey,” she said a few minutes later.

    Scott turned and smiled. Tonya looked even better in the strappy bra, panty, garter belt and stockings set than he thought she would.

    “You’re breathtaking,” he said.

    Tonya smiled and seemed ready to approach Scott for another kiss and a little bit of foreplay when the doorbell rang.

    A look of elation crossed her face as she turned towards the door. It looked like Tonya had to actively work against jumping up and down and clapping her hands in excitement. Of course she was excited, though. It had been six weeks.

    She turned back to Scott and approached him. “He’s here,” she said as her hands moved over his body. “Would you get the door for me? Would you invite our baby’s father in to fuck your wife?”

    “I will,” Scott said as his cock almost instantly reached an erect state.

    His heart pounded as he approached the door. The man standing on the other side of his had been cuckolding him for nearly two years. He was also the man that Tonya chose to get her pregnant. Now he was going to fuck her for the first time in six weeks. Greg was going to give Tonya what she’d been missing since just before she’d given birth.

    “Welcome,” Scott said as he opened the door.

    They shook hands quickly and then Scott gestured for Greg to enter the house and head towards the living room. He was there with a purpose, after all.

    Scott heard his wife squeal with delight before the sounds of loud, lusty kissing filled the room. He followed Greg’s path and saw the other man and his wife locked in a tight embrace. He saw Tonya’s hands moving over her lover’s body. He saw Greg groping her beautiful ass. He heard them both moaning.

    “I’ve been wet for you all day,” Tonya said. “Hell, I’ve been wet for you all week. I can’t explain how much I’ve missed your cock, how desperate I am to have you inside me.”

    “I know you how feel,” Greg said. “It’s been so long since I’ve felt that perfect pussy of yours. I need to be inside you. I need to fuck you, Tonya.”

    Tonya took his hand and led him to the couch. She managed to infuse every step with a sultry kind of energy. It seemed to be emanating from her in the most erotic way imaginable.

    “Luckily, we have all night to enjoy each other,” Tonya said as she and her lover took their seats.

    They kissed again as Scott approached and popped the bottle of champagne. He poured two glasses, put the bottle back in the ice, and sat across from the happy couple.

    Tonya had given Greg several blowjobs as she recovered from giving birth and she’d enjoyed as much oral sex as she could handle, but getting her clit licked by her lover and her husband wasn’t anywhere near as satisfying as having Greg’s big cock inside her. Getting fucked was better, as she’d told Scott countless times during her six week sexual hiatus.

    “Do you like the lingerie Scott picked out for you?” Tonya asked as she picked up both champagne glasses and handed one to Greg.

    “It’s beautiful,” he said. “It really is. Totally irresistible.”

    Scott’s erection still throbbed in his pants. He loved it when Tonya offered him little thrills like that. He’d found shopping for the lingerie thrilling, too. He spent an hour searching for the perfect item for her to wear for her lover. He wanted his wife to look irresistible as she enjoyed the cock she craved for the first time in six weeks.

    They clinked their glasses and sipped their champagne before kissing again. This time Scott had a perfect view and he could truly appreciate the passion on display. He could see Tonya’s desperate desire for the man sitting next to her. He could see how badly Greg wanted to fuck the beautiful lingerie-clad woman he couldn’t stop touching. He could see it in the way their tongues moved and the way they caressed each other. He could see it in the way they seemed determined to completely devour each other. He could feel it in the stiffness of his erection, too. The more Tonya wanted the other man, the more arousing Scott found it.

    “Scott, sweetheart, come use your tongue on my pussy,” Tonya said as she spread her legs.

    Scott pulled the coffee table back and dropped to his knees between his wife’s legs. He pulled her panties aside and licked her soaking wet pussy. He knew his presence wasn’t needed. He knew she was wet enough that she could have taken a cock twice the size of what Greg had between his legs. That wasn’t the point, though. Tonya wanted to remind Scott of his role as her cuckold. He wanted him to do his part.

    While Scott licked his wife’s wet pussy she unzipped Greg’s pants and pulled out his cock. She stroked him as they kissed and it seemed that feeling the thickness of his erection made her moan.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she said.

    “I can’t tell you how much I’ve missed fucking you,” Greg said. “I desperately miss how wet and warm your pussy is when I slide inside you. I miss how you wrap your legs around me and pull me deeper. I miss hearing you moan as I fuck you. I miss knowing that I fuck you better than your husband ever has.”

    Tonya moaned as she reached down and held Scott’s head between her legs.

    “Yes you do,” she said. “That’s why I can’t wait any longer. I need you to fuck me, Greg. I need you to fuck my pussy. I need you to make me cum.”

    Tonya gently pushed Scott back from between her legs and stood up. She took Greg’s hand and they moved towards the bedroom.

    “Come, honey. You get to watch,” she said.

    Scott hopped to his feet and followed his wife and her lover as they entered the bedroom. Tonya and Greg were locked in a kiss before Scott was through the doorway and he watched his wife undress the other man as their tongues mingled.

    Greg picked her up and placed her in the bed she shared with her husband. He moved between her legs and Tonya reached down to guide the head of his throbbing cock inside her.

    “I can’t wait any longer. I need you inside me,” she said.

    Greg filled her slowly and Tonya moaned as every inch of him sank into her pussy.

    “That’s so good,” she said. “I missed this so much. I missed your beautiful cock so much.”

    They kissed as Greg bottomed out in her pussy and held his cock there for a few moments.

    “Fuck me,” Tonya said. “Please, Greg, fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Please, make me cum.”

    Scott stripped and sat in the chair he’d dragged into the bedroom. He stroked his cock and watched as another man filled his wife. He had a perfect view between Tonya’s legs so he could admire the way her pussy stretched out around the other man’s erection. He’d always loved seeing the actual penetration, especially when it was accompanied by his wife’s wild moans and the sounds of wetness emanating from between her legs.

    As he watched and masturbated, Scott couldn’t help but think about the sex a little differently. He kept thinking of Greg’s cock as the one that had impregnated Tonya. He thought of Greg’s balls as holding the seed that had created a life inside her. He thought of her pussy as having given birth to another man’s baby. All of it deepened his arousal and led him to a place of lightheaded bliss where all he could concentrate on was the beautiful act of penetration happening between his wife and another man.

    “I’m cumming,” Tonya said after five minutes of beautiful missionary fucking. “I’m cumming on your cock!”

    She wrapped her arms and legs around her lover and a series of low, sensual moans rushed from her mouth and filled the room as a long orgasm ripped through her.

    They kissed as Tonya kept her legs wrapped around him. It seemed that she didn’t want her lover pulling out. She wanted him to stay inside her for as long as possible.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes before Tonya said, “I want to ride you.”

    They switched positions and Tonya sank her wet pussy down on Greg’s big cock as Scott watched with a perfect view of her wet cunt opening around the other man’s thickness.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” Tonya said as she milked him with her pussy.

    Greg reached up and played with her tits as he said, “Yeah? Are you sure?”

    “Yes,” Tonya said. “I need it. I need you to cum inside me. I need to feel your cock explode inside me. I need to feel your cum inside me. I want it.”

    She rested her hands on his chest and rode him faster.

    “Are you on the pill?” he asked.

    “No,” Tonya said.

    Scott’s cock throbbed in his hand as he slowly stroked.

    Greg grabbed her ass and squeezed it tight as Tonya rode and the sound of her slick pussy taking his dick filled the bedroom.

    “I want you to get me pregnant again,” she said. “I want another baby, Greg. I want you to give me another baby.”

    Greg smiled as he began to fuck his cock up into Tonya’s pussy while she rode him.

    “Cum inside me,” Tonya said. “Give me your cum. Fill me. Get me pregnant.”

    Scott stroked his cock faster. He wanted to cum as Greg filled his wife.

    The other man groaned and pushed his cock up inside her. Tonya cried out in pleasure as her lover climaxed in her pussy. Scott unleashed his load into his underwear, catching his cum while another man released inside his wife.

    Tonya leaned down and kissed Greg. “Thank you,” she said softly.

    “My pleasure,” he replied.

    “Will you stay the night? I have to have you more than once,” she said. “I want you as many times as I can have you.”

    “Of course I will,” he said.

    Tonya looked back at her husband and said, “Sweetheart, would you bring our champagne into the bedroom?”

    “Of course,” Scott said as he stood and left the bedroom. He retrieved the champagne glasses and the bottle and brought it all to the bedroom where he found his wife and her lover locked in a deep, sensual kiss.

    “I was serious about wanting another baby,” Tonya whispered after the kiss. “I know it might take a while to get pregnant again, but I already miss it. I miss feeling your baby growing inside me. I miss knowing that your seed has taken hold in my body. I miss the way my breasts swelled up and my stomach grew.”

    “I know,” Greg replied. “We’ll make sure you get pregnant again. In fact, I’ll get you pregnant as many times as you want. I’m more than happy to help you and Scott have a big family.”

    “Thank you,” Tonya said.

    They kissed again as Scott set the bottle and glasses down on the nightstand.

    Tonya lifted her pussy from Greg’s cock and turned to her husband. She crawled to the edge of the bed and pulled Scott’s lips to hers for a soft kiss.

    “I’d like some time alone with the father of our baby,” she said before a smile broke across her face. “Is that okay?”

    “Of course,” Scott said.

    “Thank you, sweetheart,” Tonya said.

    Scott grabbed his clothes and left the master bedroom. He wasn’t sure when he’d be invited to join his wife and her lover again and it didn’t matter. What mattered was that she was happy, that she’d had the sex she’d been craving for six weeks, and that she was already working on expanding their family with the man she’d chosen to be the father of her baby.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 95577832 - A Nervous Wife Opens Up for a New Man

    Julia put her glass of Merlot on the table and slid into the booth as she took a deep breath. She tugged at the bottom of her dress to cover up the soft flesh of her thighs that she’d exposed and took a long sip of her wine as she tried her best not to let her growing sense of insecurity overwhelm her.

    The bar was filled with beautiful younger women in the kind of tight, revealing clothing that’s designed to draw the attention of the many handsome young men seeking a companion for the evening.

    Julia wondered why the man she was meeting had chosen that particular bar. Why would he want to go home with her when there were plenty of better looking, younger women he could easily have gone home with? Caleb was exceptionally good looking, and based on some of the pictures he’d sent her, the man that Julia was supposed to be having sex with that night was exceptionally fit and blessed between the legs, too.

    Julia couldn’t help but survey the other people in the bar as she waited for Caleb to arrive. She couldn’t help but compare herself to every woman in there. She couldn’t help but think that she couldn’t compare to women that were ten years younger than her and clearly spent a lot more time in the gym.

    She told herself that working a full time job along with being a mother and wife made it nearly impossible for her to have that kind of body, but she kept wondering why Caleb would want to spend the night with her when he could choose one of the other, younger, more attractive women in the bar.

    Then Caleb arrived. Julia recognized him immediately from the pictures he’d sent. He looked immaculately dressed in a pair of slacks, a white button up, and a jacket that fit so well it must have been tailored.

    Julia watched at least half a dozen of the women in the bar turn and stare at Caleb as he walked by. One even reached out to try and stop him. His eyes were locked on Julia the entire time. He didn’t stop for a moment to even acknowledge the other women in the bar.

    As if compelled by his magnetism, Julia slid out of the booth to greet Caleb as he neared. His hands found her waist and he leaned closer and softly kissed her lips. Julia let her body melt into his and happily opened her mouth as the kiss moved from soft and sensual to something far more passionate.

    “I’m sorry for being so forward,” Caleb said when their lips finally parted. “But I’ve been waiting to do that since I first messaged you a month ago.”

    “Really?” Julia asked as her insecurity got the best of her. She still couldn’t quite imagine why someone as attractive as Caleb would be interested in her.

    “Yes, Julia,” he said before flashing a charming smile. “If I’m being honest, I’ve wanted to do a lot more than kiss you for the past month, but we can’t really do much of that in a bar.”

    Julia looked down as a shy smile crossed her face. She ran her fingers over Caleb’s chest and enjoyed how hard it felt. It seemed that his pictures had been accurate and that he was in exceptionally good shape.

    “Let’s sit,” Caleb said.

    Julia slid back into the booth and Caleb sat across from her. He reached out and took her hands in his, moving his fingers over her palms as she smiled at him.

    “Are you okay?” he asked.

    “Yes, I am. I really am. I’m a lot better than okay, actually. I got a little up in my head before you arrived, is all,” Julia explained.

    “How so?” Caleb asked as his fingers continued to do a surprisingly sensual dance over her palms.

    Julia looked out at the bar and the beautiful young women that populated it as she said, “I kept looking at all these incredibly beautiful, sexy young women and I couldn’t help but wonder why you’d want to spend the night with me when you could almost certainly go home with any of them.”

    Caleb released Julia’s hands from his grasp and slid out of the booth. He moved to her side, put his arm around her, and pulled her close.

    “Julia, you’re far sexier than any of the women in here and you’re the only woman I want. I’ve wanted you for a month now. I’ve been fantasizing about you for a month,” Caleb explained.

    He leaned closer and they kissed again as Julia opened herself to Caleb. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it a little, making him moan in the process.

    As their tongues danced, Caleb took Julia’s hand and placed it between his legs. She found the long, thick bulge of his cock and let out a surprised, gleeful moan as she began to stroke him.

    “That’s because of you, Julia,” Caleb said. “No one else in this bar would make me hard like that.”

    “Really?” Julia asked as she couldn’t quite curb her insecurity despite the fact that her fingers were moving up and down the thick bulge of Caleb’s cock.

    “Yes,” he assured her as his fingers moved between her legs.

    They kissed again as Caleb skillfully pulled Julia’s panties aside and moved his fingers over her labia. She was wet enough that he slipped inside her with ease.

    “Is that for me?” Caleb asked as their lips hovered inches apart.

    “Yes,” she said. “I’m wet for you, Caleb. I’m nervous and a little insecure about this whole thing, but I’m wet for you. I want you to fuck me.”

    Caleb slid a second finger inside her and said, “You don’t have to be insecure, Julia. You’re irresistible and all I can think about is making you cum like you deserve to cum. Why don’t we go back to my place so I can show you what you’ve been missing?”

    “That sounds good,” Julia said as she pulled her fingers from between Caleb’s legs.

    He smiled and pulled his fingers from her pussy, but he didn’t move. Instead, he lifted his slippery fingers to her lips and said, “Open up for me.”

    Julia opened her mouth and Caleb slid his fingers into her mouth. “Suck them clean, Julia,” he whispered.

    Julia closed her eyes and did as Caleb instructed as she felt a deeply pleasurable tingling sensation between her legs. It was pure, unfiltered arousal and it came entirely from the sense of confidence and control emanating from the man she was about to go home with.

    “It’s going to be different with me than it is with your husband,” Caleb said as he continued to move his fingers in and out of her mouth. “I’m going to show you pleasures that no man has shown you. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be taken by someone that knows exactly what he wants and knows how to fuck a woman like she craves. I’m going to show you what it’s like to completely give yourself over to pleasure. Are you ready for that?”

    Julia nodded as she sucked on Caleb’s fingers. Part of her couldn’t believe she was doing any of it. She’d never sucked on her husband’s fingers. She’d never even considered it, and yet it turned her on to do it for Caleb and she knew that the moment they left there would be so much more to explore. It made her nervous, but Julia was ready to embrace the chance her husband had given her when he suggested she sleep with another man.

    Caleb pulled his fingers from her mouth, wiped them clean on a napkin, and took Julia’s hand. He led her out of the bar and to his car. He opened the passenger door and then pulled Julia close for a kiss before gesturing for her to get in.

    “When was the last time you gave head in a car?” Caleb asked as he got in and put on his seat belt.

    “I haven’t done that since high school,” she said. “So almost twenty years, I guess.”

    Caleb unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock before moving his hand to the back of Julia’s head and pulling her into his lap.

    She wrapped her lips around his cock without hesitation. Caleb reached over and pulled up the bottom of her dress to give her ass a good smack and slip his fingers into her pussy as the car idled in the bar parking lot.

    “Damn, Julia, you’re good,” he said before groaning loudly.

    Caleb pulled his fingers from her pussy, put the car in reverse, and pulled out of the parking lot as Julia’s head bobbed up and down in his lap.

    After just a few minutes of sucking cock Julia’s jaw felt sore. He was considerably thicker than her husband, but the soreness didn’t dampen her enthusiasm for the task at hand. She liked being a little bit slutty with someone she’d just met. She liked making him feel good. She liked his overwhelming sense of confidence.

    “See if you can take a little more, Julia,” Caleb said as he gently pushed on the back of her head.

    Julia gagged a little as Caleb’s cock hit the back of her throat. She spit up, making a little bit of a mess. He released the back of her head and she pulled off his dick to catch her breath while stroking him.

    “Again,” Caleb said.

    Julia opened wide and took the big, slippery dick into her mouth. It hit her throat again, but this time she managed to fight off her gag reflex and take a little more of it. It was remarkable to feel him move into her throat. Suddenly she couldn’t breathe because she had a big cock blocking her airway. There was something so splendidly naughty and nasty about it that Julia couldn’t help but reach back and play with her pussy.

    “That’s good,” Caleb said. “Play with your pussy. No cumming, though. You only get to cum when I say you can cum.”

    Julia pushed three fingers into her wet pussy and deepthroated Caleb’s cock again. She groaned and gagged on it but she kept at it.

    “We’re here,” Caleb said as the car slowed.

    Julia lifted her head from his lap and looked out the windshield at a beautiful two story house. Caleb hit the garage door opener and pulled the car in.

    “Are you ready for this?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Julia said.

    Caleb smiled and got out of the car. Julia quickly joined him as he opened the door and gestured for her to enter his home.

    “Take your dress off,” he said once they were inside.

    Julia yanked the dress over her head and Caleb took it from her and let it fall to the floor.

    “Your underwear, too,” he said.

    Julia reached back to unhook her bra and pulled down her panties, leaving them on the floor along with her dress.

    “Come,” Caleb said as he took her hand.

    They ascended a flight of stairs together and he led her down the hallway and into an impressively large and well-appointed master bedroom.

    “In the bed,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

    Caleb’s dominance was unexpected but Julia found it intensely arousing. She felt safe with him – a month of texting and talking on the phone had built a sense of trust – and nothing he had done so far made her worry in the slightest that Caleb was going to do anything more than give her the mind-bending orgasms he’d promised.

    Julia crawled into his bed and looked back as she watched Caleb strip. His body looked even better in person and for a moment her insecurities returned. He was just so gorgeous and he exuded such confidence that he wouldn’t have struggled to pick up any woman in that bar.

    The insecurity washed away as quickly as it had arrived. Caleb could have taken any woman home, but he hadn’t even looked at the other women. He’d only had eyes for her and now she was naked and on her hands and knees in his bed. He clearly wanted her.

    Caleb approached the bed and gave Julia’s ass a hard smack. She cried out as the sudden, surprising pain moved through her body.

    Caleb worked two fingers into her pussy with ease and quickly added a third as Julia closed her eyes and let her head fall to the bed. Her legs felt weak as he pleasured her cunt, like all the foreplay in the car had put her in a state of desperate need and she was right on the edge of having an explosive orgasm.

    “Tell me, Julia. When was the last time you had great sex?” Caleb asked.

    His fingers continued to work her pussy as Julia tried to remember the last time she and her husband had enjoyed truly great sex.

    “I’m not sure,” she answered. “It’s been a really, really long time. A decade. Maybe more.”

    Julia looked back at him and saw a self-satisfied smile on Caleb’s face.

    “That’s why I’m here. I need to have great sex again,” she said.

    “And your husband doesn’t mind that another man is going to provide that great sex?” he asked.

    Julia smiled and moaned as Caleb worked her clit with his thumb while three fingers pushed into her pussy.

    “It was his idea,” she said. “He told me it would turn him on if I fucked someone else.”

    Caleb moved into the bed and rubbed the head of his cock over Julia’s pussy lips. She thought of her husband at home. She thought of him fantasizing about what she was doing with Caleb. She thought of the way he’d practically begged her to have sex with another man.

    “Fuck me, Caleb,” Julia said. It felt out of character for those particular words to leave her lips, but being naked on her hands and knees in another man’s bed was deeply out of character, too.

    Caleb rested a hand on her lower back and pressed the head of his cock into Julia’s pussy. She groaned at the thickness and at the notion that another man was inside her for the first time since she’d gotten married fifteen years ago.

    “Does that feel good?” Caleb asked as his hands moved over her ass while he slowly filled Julia with every inch of his cock.

    All Julia could do was moan. She couldn’t find the words needed to express how good it felt. All she could do was try not to collapse onto the bed from the pure pleasure of having the other man’s big cock inside her.

    “That’s all of it,” Caleb said as he bottomed out inside her.

    Julia moved forward and felt Caleb’s cock slide out of her before pushing back on him. She couldn’t wait for him to fuck her. She needed to experience the thrill of his big cock moving in and out of her pussy. She needed to satiate some of the intense desire emanating from between her legs.

    Caleb smacked her ass and Julia fucked herself harder and faster on his cock. He smacked her other cheek and she picked up the pace. She felt the pleasure building between her legs. She felt the joy of having a big cock inside her. She felt the thrill of being with someone new as her husband waited at home.

    “Can I cum?” Julia asked as she reached between her legs and played with her clit. “Can I cum on your cock?”

    Caleb chuckled and said, “Yes.”

    Julia laid her head on the bed and continued to fuck herself with Caleb’s long, thick cock. She rubbed her clit furiously and after just a few seconds she experienced that kind of orgasm she hadn’t had in years. For a split second she saw white before it felt like an explosion of pleasure went off between her legs. She dropped her fingers to the bed and let the orgasm spread through her body with Caleb’s cock buried inside her. It was absolute perfection.

    Caleb pulled out and Julia moved to her knees, spun around, and closed the distance between them. They kissed as she rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips, eliciting a moan from the man that had just given her the best orgasm she’d experienced in at least a decade.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “I haven’t cum like that in so long.”

    Caleb smiled and moved to his back. Julia straddled him and was about to take his cock into her pussy when he said, “No. Take me in your mouth.”

    She moved back, dropped her head into his lap, and took Caleb’s big cock into her mouth. She swallowed him immediately, knowing he’d want to feel the back of her throat again. Julia gagged a little but soon she had the other man’s fat dick deep in her throat as she reveled in the notion that a big cock was restricting her ability to breathe.

    “Sit on my cock,” Caleb said. “Work it with your pussy.”

    Julia smiled as she straddled the handsome, muscular man and took his long, thick, bare cock inside her. She sank down on it with ease and placed her hands on his chest before slowly riding him.

    Caleb reached up and played with her tits as he said, “That’s good. Ride me. Show me how much you love having my cock inside you.”

    Julia rode Caleb harder and faster as the pleasure built between her legs. She could feel another climax building. She hadn’t cum twice with her husband in years and she was almost certainly going to cum twice in the span of just a few minutes with Caleb.

    “Fuck, Caleb, I’m going to cum,” Julia said as she closed her eyes.

    “Cum on my cock, but don’t stop riding,” he said. “Keep working me.”

    Julia couldn’t hold herself up as she experienced her second orgasm. She collapsed on top of Caleb as he wrapped his arms around her. She kept riding, though at a far slower pace. She just couldn’t manage to control her body enough as the climax ripped through her, leaving her legs weak and her fingers and toes tingling.

    Caleb took over as he grabbed her ass and fucked his cock up into Julia’s soaking wet pussy. The sound of their flesh meeting over and over mixed with the slippery, wet, messy sounds of beautiful sex as Caleb grunted and groaned like he was getting closer.

    “Finish me with your mouth,” he said a few minutes into his hard pounding of her pussy.

    Julia lifted her pussy off of him and swiftly wrapped her lips around Caleb’s cock. She hadn’t swallowed her husband’s cum in years, and yet when Caleb demanded she do so for him Julia didn’t hesitate. The idea aroused her, in fact.

    Caleb grabbed the back of her head and fucked her mouth a little before his cock began to pulse. A moment later a thick spurt of cum shot from the tip and landed on her tongue. Julia sealed her lips tightly around Caleb’s cock as he unleashed a massive, thick load of cum. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft while he did so.

    “Show it to me,” Caleb said.

    Julia lifted her mouth off his cock and leaned forward a little. She opened her mouth to show Caleb his cum, which felt slutty in a way that she loved.

    “Swallow,” he said.

    Julia closed her mouth, savored the surprisingly pleasant taste of Caleb’s cum for a moment longer, and then swallowed. She sat back on her knees and gently stroked his still-hard cock with a smile on her face as a sense of genuine happiness moved through her body.

    “That was incredible,” Julia said.

    “Oh, we’re not done,” Caleb replied. “I recover pretty quickly and I’m not letting you leave until I’ve had my fill. I’m going to send you back to your husband with a very sore pussy.”

    Julia smiled as she laid next to Caleb. He pulled her close and they kissed softly as she thought about going home to her husband after having been fucked countless times by another man. She thought of how she’d recount her evening of pleasure and give him a handjob, just as he’d requested. She knew her evening would exceed his expectations. It had certainly exceeded hers already and it was just getting started.

    “I’m going to want you again, you know,” Caleb said.

    “You mean after tonight?” Julia asked.

    “I do. I mean every weekend. I mean twice a week. I mean I’m going to want you as often as I can have you. I don’t cum that hard all that often, Julia and I’m going to want more,” Caleb said.

    Julia smiled as she reached between his legs and played with his cock. She loved the notion that she’d made this gorgeous, muscular man with a perfect dick have such a good orgasm that he wanted more of her.

    “You can have me as often as you want,” she said before kissing her way down his chest and taking him into her mouth once more.

    Caleb groaned as Julia sucked him until he was throbbing once more. She wondered what her husband would say about her seeing so much of Caleb. She wasn’t sure his answer was going to matter.
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    “Are you sure about this?” Jack asked.

    “Honey, what are you so worried about?” Willow said as she brushed a few stray hairs out of her eyes and looked at her husband with a smile on her face.

    Jack nervously adjusted his glasses – an absentminded habit that cropped up more when he was feeling anxious – and scanned the storefront of the sex shop they’d just pulled up to.

    “I honestly don’t know,” he said. “This just feels weird to me. Is it weird that it feels weird to me?”

    “Honestly?” Willow said as she took his hand in hers. “A little. I mean, I feel like most men would be excited that their wives wanted to go to a novelty shop and buy a sex toy, and yet you seem like you’re freaking out.”

    Jack adjusted his glasses again. His wife was right. He was freaking out, but he wasn’t sure why.

    “Jack, honey, look at me,” Willow said.

    Jack pulled his gaze from the storefront and looked at his wife. He stared into her pretty blue eyes and at her cute little nose. He admired her freckles and the way her soft red hair framed her face. He knew she was better looking than him, that he likely married a little bit above his number. Maybe that had something to do with his nervousness.

    “You have nothing to worry about,” Willow said. “We’re going to go inside. We’re going to look at some of the sex toys. We’re probably going to go home with one and then we’re going to play with it. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

    “It does,” Jack said. “It really does.”

    “Good,” Willow said before she leaned close and gave him a kiss that included a surprise visit from her tongue. It left Jack feeling a little bit aroused, which he suspected was the purpose.

    Jack watched his wife get out of the car and got a great look at her ass when a strong breeze blew her loose, lovely sundress up around her waist. She giggled while struggling to push the dress down and scampered towards the front door as Jack joined her.

    “Are you ready?” Willow said as she grabbed the door handle.

    Jack nodded and his wife pulled the door open and walked into the store. He followed close behind and was surprised that the inside was far less seedy than he expected. The store was brightly-lit with well-organized shelves, signs directing customers to the department of their choice, and a soundtrack of pleasing classic rock setting the mood for it all.

    “Let me know if I can help you with anything,” a voice said.

    Jack turned and saw an exceptionally good-looking guy standing behind the register with his phone in front of him.

    “Oh, thank you,” Willow said as she gently tugged at the hem of her dress.

    The guy smiled and Jack was quite certain his wife blushed a little. His insecurity flared up as there was no question the man behind the register was better looking and in far better shape than Jack.

    “Actually, could you direct us to the toys?” Willow asked.

    “Sure,” the guy said as he came out from behind the register. “I’m Oliver, by the way.”

    “It’s nice to meet you, Oliver. I’m Willow and this is my husband Jack,” Willow said.

    “Good to meet you both,” Oliver said as he led them towards their destination. “It’s nice to see a couple my age in the store, to be honest. Most of the time it’s older couples. People our age tend to go online to find what they’re looking for these days.”

    “We considered that,” Willow said. “I don’t know why, but I wanted to do it in person. I feel like we’d end up having to order half a dozen different toys to get the right one if we were ordering them online.”

    Oliver laughed. “I think you’re right. We get a surprising amount of people that come in trying to return a toy they ordered online, like we’re some kind of clearing house for when you fuck up your Amazon order and don’t want to go through the hassle of shipping it back.”

    “See, honey?” Willow said. “We made the right decision.”

    “So, these two aisles here encompass our toy selection. You can find almost anything you could possibly want, so it really comes down to what you’re looking for. There are vibrators of all kinds, dildos designed for penetration, anal toys for guys and girls…”

    “What makes an anal toy different for guys than for girls?” Willow asked.

    “Good question,” Oliver said. “The ones designed for guys are made to stimulate the prostate and help offer a different kind of pleasure.”

    “How interesting,” Willow said.

    Jack marveled at the confidence and ease with which his wife was talking about sex toys. He couldn’t quite get over his sense of shyness at the idea of buying an aid to improve their sex life, but she seemed fully on board and was even indulging in conversation with Oliver.

    “So, if you don’t mind me asking, who are we shopping for?” Oliver asked.

    “Oh, I don’t…” Jack began.

    “For me,” Willow said, cutting her husband off. “We didn’t really come with anything specific in mind, other than we were looking for something to add a little flavor in the bedroom.”

    “Okay,” Oliver said. “I don’t mean to pry and you can stop me if I’m getting too personal, but have you watched any videos that feature toys you really like, or even videos that inspire a certain kind of desire in you?”

    “A certain kind of desire?” Willow asked with a flirty kind of curiosity in her voice that flared up Jack’s insecurity.

    “Again, stop me if I’m crossing a line here, but just as a for instance we have a fair number of couples who come in here looking for a toy like this,” Oliver said as he pulled a package with a rather large black dildo inside from the shelf. “They’ve generally watched interracial videos online – Blacked.com is a very popular provider of that kind of content – and they come looking for a way to recreate that kind of lust without actually introducing another man into their marriage.”

    “Wow,” Willow said as she reached out and ran her fingers over the packaging. “There are women that can take something this size? That thing is huge.”

    “There are women that find great pleasure in taking something this size,” Oliver said. “And there are women with husbands that find even more pleasure in watching their wives take something this size.”

    Jack stared at the toy and felt a kind of insecurity he knew was ridiculous. No one had a cock that big. Almost no one, at least. That didn’t stop him from feeling a little bad about the decidedly average size of his cock, though.

    “We haven’t watched any videos,” Jack said.

    “Actually,” Willow interjected, “I’ve watched some.”

    For a few moments the most awkward silence Jack had ever experienced hung in the air. He looked at Oliver and at his wife, both of whom steadfastly refused to meet his gaze.

    “Oh, well, okay then,” Jack said. “What kind of videos?”

    Willow smiled at Jack and said, “I’m sorry. I really should have told you before.”

    “No, no, it’s okay,” he said. “Like you said in the car, most men would be thrilled that their wife wanted to come to a sex toy shop and buy something for them to play with. Most men would also be thrilled to know their wives had watched any kind of porn, let alone enjoyed it.”

    “He’s right,” Oliver said. “If you found something that turns you on there’s no reason you should be apologizing for it.”

    Jack was a little annoyed that the stranger they’d just met was trying to finish his thought, but Oliver happened to be right.

    “Well, I keep coming back to videos with girls enjoying, well, men of a certain size,” Willow said.

    Jack knew the sense of insecurity that filled him wasn’t misplaced. His wife had just confessed to watching big cock porn videos. She’d seemingly confessed to getting turned on by them and he figured there was a good chance she was masturbating to those videos too.

    “Is that what you’d like, then?” Oliver asked.

    “I would,” Willow said as she directed her gaze towards the floor and tugged at her dress. She seemed a little embarrassed to be asking for such a thing.

    “It’s okay,” Jack said as he took his wife’s hand. He felt a little embarrassed that she was basically asking Oliver to find her a bigger cock to fuck, but he loved her desperately and he wanted Willow to have what she needed. “You don’t have to feel bad about this, honey. You deserve to have what you want.”

    Willow looked up at him and smiled as a wave of emotion swept across her face. “Thank you,” she said.

    She turned to Oliver and said, “I’d like a big toy, and I don’t mean to sound racist or anything, but I don’t really like the black ones.”

    Oliver laughed and said, “It’s not racist. You’re free to like whatever you want.”

    He moved down the aisle and stopped in front of a selection of toys that seemed to be what Willow was looking for.

    “Do any of these seem appealing to you?” Oliver asked.

    Willow stepped in front of the selection of toys and bent over. Her dress rode up and her soft, smooth thighs were exposed. Jack stared and then looked up at Oliver and saw the other man doing the same thing.

    “It’s okay if you want one that’s more lifelike,” Oliver said.

    Willow turned back and looked at him. “Why do you say that?”

    Oliver smiled and said, “Because you keep staring at them. You wouldn’t be the first woman that’s come in here looking for something to satisfy her needs, Willow. It’s perfectly understandable that you’d want a more lifelike dildo to better simulate a big cock sliding in and out of you.”

    Jack’s eyes went wide as the tone in Oliver’s voice changed from professional to borderline pornographic. What he’d said seemed entirely over the line, too. He was basically talking dirty to Willow, which was beyond unacceptable.

    Jack was going to say something, but his wife’s reaction tempered his anger. Willow didn’t seem the slightest bit offended. In fact, it seemed like Oliver’s words had the opposite effect.

    She stood up and turned to Oliver before saying, “How do you know that’s what I want?”

    “I’ve worked here for a little more than a year now, Willow. I’ve seen a few thousand couples come in. I’ve seen hundreds of women like you searching for something that will give them what they need, what their husbands can’t give them.”

    Neither Oliver nor Willow looked at Jack. They acted like he wasn’t there, though they were very clearly talking about him.

    “In your experience, is a toy enough to satisfy those women?” Willow asked.

    “Not in my experience, no,” Oliver said.

    “How do you know that?” Willow asked.

    Oliver finally glanced at Jack. A confident smile crossed his face and he reached out, grasped Willow by the waist, and pulled her a little closer.

    “Because a toy can’t replace the feeling of a big cock fucking you. It can’t replace the feeling of a man between your legs. It can’t replace the feeling of offering yourself to someone who knows how to use his big cock to give you the kind of pleasure every woman craves,” Oliver said.

    Jack adjusted his glasses and clenched his fists as he tried to contain the fury building inside him. He wasn’t sure if he was more annoyed with his wife or with Oliver, but they were both subjects of his ire. Why was Willow letting Oliver touch her? Why was he hitting on Jack’s wife right in front of him?

    “How do you know that, Oliver?” Willow asked. “How do you know that a toy can’t satisfy a woman the same way a cock can?”

    “Because a lot of the women that come in here with their husbands come back. Only they come back alone. They come back seeking something other than a toy,” he said.

    “What are they seeking?” Willow asked as she reached up and rested her hand on Oliver’s chest.

    “They come here for me, Willow. They want me to fuck them. They want me to give them what their husbands can’t. They want me to show them what it feels like when someone with a big cock fills them,” Oliver said.

    “And what do you do?” Willow asked as her hand slowly moved down Oliver’s chest and over his stomach.

    “I fuck them,” he answered.

    Jack’s fury had quickly transformed to confusion centered on himself. Why wasn’t he doing anything? Why was he standing there watching his wife throw herself at another man? Why was he standing there as Oliver openly tried to seduce Willow?

    “Does your husband satisfy you, Willow?” Oliver asked as he slowly lifted the hem of her dress.

    “No, he doesn’t,” she answered.

    “Is that why you’re here?” Oliver asked as he exposed Willow’s panties. “Are you looking for the kind of satisfaction your husband can’t give you?”

    Willow nodded as Oliver pushed his fingers into her panties.

    “Would you like to pick one of these toys and take it home?” Oliver asked. “Would you like to pick out a nice big cock and fuck it as your husband watches?”

    Willow moaned as Oliver played with her pussy, all while Jack stood there watching and doing nothing to stop any of it.

    “No? That’s not what you want?” Oliver said as Willow let her fingers drift between the other man’s legs. “What is it you want, Willow?”

    Willow turned and looked at Jack, giving him a perfect view of Oliver’s fingers working in her panties. He saw that his wife was groping the other man’s rather large cock through his jeans, too. She was basically already cheating on him and he still wasn’t doing anything.

    Then Willow glanced at Jack’s crotch. He looked down and saw a bulge there. He’d been so consumed by his anger and confusion that he hadn’t noticed he’d gotten hard.

    Willow turned back to Oliver and said, “I want you to fuck me. And I want my husband to watch.”

    Oliver took Willow’s hand in his and led her towards the register. He walked past it, pushed open the door that said “Employees Only” and pulled her into a deep, sensual kiss as Jack followed close behind.

    Oliver worked Willow’s panties off and she managed to get his pants off with surprising ease. He picked her up, set her on the desk, and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy.

    “Tell me what you want,” Oliver said.

    “Fuck me,” Willow answered. “I want you to fuck me. Please. Please give me your cock. I need it. I need it so badly.”

    Jack stood by the door and watched as Oliver slid his cock into Willow’s pussy. He watched another man fuck his wife and he did nothing. He saw her legs wrap around the other man and he did nothing. He saw Oliver thrust into his wife’s pussy over and over and he did nothing.

    “Take your cock out,” Willow said as she turned to Jack. “Jerk off while he fucks me. Don’t be scared of it, baby. I can see how hard you are. I can see that you like this. Just have some fun with it.”

    Oliver fucked her harder and faster as Willow looked back at the man inside her. She pulled his shirt off and ran her fingers over his muscular arms and chest.

    “You’re so fucking hot and your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” Willow said between lusty moans.

    Oliver pulled Willow’s dress over her head and she swiftly unhooked her bra and tossed it at Jack. It fell at his feet.

    Jack had never fucked his wife like Oliver was fucking her. He’d never fucked her with such aggression and power. He’d never taken her on a desk. He’d never fucked her in such a desperate, wild, unhinged manner. He’d never made her moan like she was moaning with Oliver inside her. She’d never wrapped her legs around him like that. She’d never seemed so intent on having him inside her.

    Jack unzipped his pants and pushed them to his ankles. He spit in his hand and wrapped his fingers around his cock. He masturbated as he watched something far hotter than a porn unfold in front of him. He separated himself from the anxiety and humiliation he was feeling and simply enjoyed the sight of his wife having truly great sex.

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Willow said. “Make me cum, Oliver. Make me fucking cum!”

    Oliver found another gear and fucked her harder and faster. He pounded Willow’s pussy and the room filled with the sounds of his body slamming into hers.

    “Oh, fuck! I’m cumming!” Willow screamed.

    Oliver fucked her right through the orgasm and then buried his cock inside her. They kissed as she kept her legs wrapped tightly around him.

    “That was exactly what I needed,” she said. “I can’t believe how good that felt.”

    They kissed again and Oliver began to move his cock in and out of her.

    “Do you want more?” he asked.

    Willow nodded and pulled her legs back, opening as wide as possible to accommodate him. Oliver rested his hands on the desk and began to pump his cock in and out of her slippery pussy with great power.

    Willow turned to Jack and asked, “Are you going to cum, honey?”

    Jack nodded at his wife as he stood there and stroked his cock.

    “I want you to cum when he cums inside me, okay?” she said.

    Jack nodded again and Willow turned her attention to Oliver.

    “Cum inside me when you’re ready,” she said. “It’s the least I can do for you after the orgasm you gave me.”

    Oliver looked at her and smiled before indulging in a passionate kiss.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Willow asked. “I’ll bet you like cumming in another man’s wife. I’ll bet you like it even more while he’s watching.”

    Oliver smiled, looked over at Jack, and buried his cock in Willow’s pussy. His face contorted with pleasure.

    “Fuck yes. Give it to me. Cum inside me,” Willow said.

    Jack spurted on the floor. Pleasure rushed through his body and he felt a sensation of the purest bliss as he spilled his cum while someone else climaxed inside his wife.

    Oliver pulled out and some of his cum followed as Willow stayed on the desk with her legs spread.

    “Can I come back next week?” Willow asked.

    “Absolutely,” Oliver said as he pulled his pants up and put his cock away. “Bring your husband, too. You’re right, it’s more fun with him watching.”

    “I will,” Willow said as she looked at Jack. “Isn’t that right, honey? You’re coming back with me, right?”

    Jack looked at the cum he’d sprayed all over the floor and at his wife and her messy, leaking pussy.

    “Yes, I’m coming back,” he said.

    They wouldn’t be going home with a sex toy, but Willow had certainly found what she was looking for.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 96019435 - Going Off Birth Control

    Nate spit the foamy aftermath of his toothpaste into the sink, dropped his toothbrush into its slot, and quickly glanced at himself in the mirror before moving to the toilet. He reached down to free his cock from his boxers and hesitated when he spotted his wife’s birth control pills in the trash.

    He bent down and picked up the packet to confirm what he already knew. She’d only taken a few pills and for some reason had decided to throw them out. Alice kept her pills in the medicine cabinet, which was a long way from the trash, making it unlikely they’d fallen in accidentally. She had to have thrown them out.

    He was wary of having a difficult conversation right before bed, but Nate had to ask his wife why she’d seemingly decided to go off birth control without mentioning it.

    Alice looked up from her phone to flash a quick smile as Nate came out of the bathroom, but she didn’t seem to notice he was holding her pills in his hand. She didn’t notice when he sat on the edge of the bed, either.

    “Hey,” he said, pulling her attention from her phone.

    “What’s up?” Alice asked before her eyes focused on the packet of pills in his hand. “Oh,” she said.

    “What’s this about?” Nate asked as he held up the birth control. “Are these defective or something? Are you getting a new prescription? Are you trying a different kind of birth control?”

    “Well…no,” Alice replied. “I’m not doing any of that.”

    Nate let out a frustrated groan and his wife pulled aside the covers and crawled towards him. She wrapped her arms around him from behind and kissed Nate’s neck softly.

    “I’ve made a decision,” she whispered.

    “What kind of decision?” he asked.

    “Here, sit with me,” Alice said as she leaned against the headboard and spread her legs while pulling on Nate’s waist.

    Nate moved between Alice’s legs and leaned against her body. She ran her fingers down his arms and under his shirt before hugging him from behind as she kissed his neck. He felt warm and comfortable in her arms and some of the anxiety he’d been feeling washed away immediately.

    “Alice, why aren’t you taking your birth control anymore?” Nate asked, though the stress that had been present in his voice just a minute ago had disappeared.

    Alice pulled his shirt over his head and pulled Nate against her body. He felt the warmth of her skin and the softness of the satin nightie she had on as his wife’s hands moved slowly over his chest and stomach.

    “Because I’m ready to get pregnant,” she said.

    Nate sat up and turned to look at his wife but she deftly pulled him against her body once more. She caressed him slowly and warmly and kissed his neck, sending waves of reassuring pleasure through his body.

    “It’s time, Nate,” she said. “It’s time for us to start a family.”

    “But…but we don’t have sex anymore. How am I going to get you pregnant?” Nate asked.

    Alice kissed Nate’s cheek and whispered, “You’re so sweet.”

    “Alice…please,” Nate said.

    “Take your underwear off,” Alice said.

    Nate did as he was told and was soon rewarded with his wife’s fingers around his cock. She stroked him slowly and kissed his cheek and neck.

    “I know we don’t have sex anymore,” Alice said, “and that’s not going to change.”

    Nate groaned as pleasure spread through his loins.

    “Oliver is going to get me pregnant,” Alice said.

    She gathered the precum from the tip of his cock and stroked him a little faster as Nate fought a growing sense of anxiety.

    “But I’m your husband,” Nate said. “I should be the one to get you pregnant. If it’s going to be our family then it should be my baby.”

    “This is my decision to make and I’ve decided that Oliver is the better man and the better man deserves to get me pregnant,” Alice said as she played with Nate’s balls.

    She had one arm wrapped tightly around his chest while she skillfully pleasured his testicles and Nate couldn’t help but relinquish control and sink into his wife’s body.

    “Do you remember how you begged me to cuckold you, sweetheart?” Alice asked. “Do you remember how desperate you were to watch another man fuck me?”

    “I do,” Nate said.

    “Do you remember how I let you masturbate and you came just a few moments after Oliver sank his cock into my pussy?” she asked.

    “I do,” Nate said as he relived the embarrassment of that moment. He hadn’t intended to cum, but once he saw someone else’s cock in his wife he couldn’t help it. He spilled his seed on the bedroom floor and every bit of arousal rushed out of him with it.

    “Do you remember how you turned into a whiny little bitch after that? Do you remember how you begged me to stop fucking Oliver mere moments after you’d cum?” Alice asked as she squeezed Nate’s balls hard enough for it to hurt.

    “I do,” he said. It was not his finest moment and the memory was burned into his brain.

    “You’ve never been more pathetic,” Alice said as she tightly gripped Nate’s cock and stroked him. “Our marriage changed in that moment. I actually considered divorcing you. That moment made it perfectly clear that you didn’t give a shit about what I wanted. You were using me as a fuck toy, only you’d pimped me out to someone else to achieve the orgasm you craved and the moment you let your rancid seed lose you didn’t give a shit anymore. You were done so you expected me to be done.”

    Despite the anger behind her words Alice’s tone was calm and cool as she slowly stroked Nate’s cock and held him tight against her body.

    “If you’re wondering, that’s really the moment I decided you’d never get me pregnant. That’s the moment I decided you didn’t deserve to fuck me anymore, too. Why would I want you inside me when it was clear you didn’t give a shit about anything other than yourself? Plus, the moment Oliver’s cock slid into my pussy I knew he was far superior to you. I knew I’d been missing out on genuine pleasure for years because I’d been fucking this little dick of yours,” Alice continued.

    “Alice…please,” Nate said.

    “Sweetheart, your cock is throbbing in my hand. Your balls are tight against your body and ready to release your seed. You’re turned on, just as you’ve been throughout this process. Just like you were turned on when I told you there would be no sex between us anymore. Just like you were turned on when I made you clean Oliver’s cum out of me for the first time. Just like you were turned on when I made you suck his cock for the first time,” Alice said.

    Nate desperately wished he could deny what she was saying, but it was all true. He’d had a throbbing erection when he blew Oliver the first time. He had a throbbing erection when he cleaned a creampie for the first time.

    “I love you, Nate, but we both know that Oliver is a better choice. We both know his seed should be growing inside me. We both know our baby will be better off with his DNA instead of yours,” Alice said.

    Nate felt the pain of her words, but it translated to arousal. The same thing had happened throughout their cuckolding journey. Every bit of humiliation aroused him. Every new low turned him on.

    “Think of him as a sperm donor if you’d like,” Alice said. “His sperm is superior to yours so I’ve chosen to take it inside me. I’ve chosen to let it fertilize my egg. I’ve chosen to let it grow inside me and create a life.”

    Alice moved both hands between his legs. She stroked his cock with one and played with his balls using the other, sending Nate into fits of pleasure.

    “Or, you can think of it as me passing up on your inferior sperm. You can think of it as your wife deciding that you’re not good enough to get her pregnant. After all, if it wasn’t Oliver it would be another man. You’re simply not worthy of being a father, not to my baby at least,” Alice said.

    Nate experienced the now-familiar sensations of cuckold humiliation coursing through him. He’d come to love the mixture of pleasure and pain. He’d come to crave it.

    Alice slowly stroked his cock with two hands as she said, “Tell me you understand. Tell me you know this is the right choice.”

    “I know,” Nate said.

    “Why, Nate? Why is this the right choice?” Alice asked as she ran her fingers up and down the underside of his cock.

    “Because…because Oliver is a better man than I am. Because he’s more of a man than I am. Because it’s what you want,” Nate answered.

    Alice gently turned Nate’s head and pressed her lips against his for a long, slow, sensual kiss as she stroked his cock. Nate moaned into her mouth as the pleasure of a slippery handjob and a heavy dose of cuckold humiliation filled his body.

    “You’re my husband and you will be a wonderful dad to our baby,” she said. “You won’t be its father, though. You haven’t earned that right. You’re not enough of a man for that. You’re simply not good enough. If I’m not going to let you fuck me again I’m certainly not going to let you get me pregnant. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Nate said.

    Alice smiled and quickly kissed his lips before releasing her grasp on Nate’s head and pulling him against her body once more.

    “You’re a cuckold, sweetheart. You get off on watching me fuck Oliver. You get off on being told exactly how worthless your cock is. You get off on being told that you don’t have what it takes to pleasure me. You get off on knowing that Oliver gets to cum inside me and you get to clean up his loads,” Alice said.

    Nate closed his eyes and let her words sink in. They were all true, of course. Every word.

    “I don’t want to hear any complaints about my decision,” Alice said. “I get to decide whose baby I want to have and you don’t get to complain about it. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I do,” Nate answered.

    “Good,” Alice said as she released his cock. “Now, you can choose one of two rewards. Would you like to have an orgasm or would you like to worship my pussy and make me cum?”

    Nate didn’t have to think about it. “I’d like to make you cum,” he said.

    “You may do so,” Alice replied.

    Nate spun around and watched his wife lift the bottom of her nightie to expose her panty-clad pussy. She pulled aside the soft satin and Nate stared at her wet pussy for a moment before taking his place between her legs and worshiping her.

    Alice closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and moaned as she reached down and ran her fingers through Nate’s hair.

    “You’re not so selfish anymore, are you sweetheart?” she asked. “You always choose my pleasure over yours nowadays. I guess I’ve trained you well, haven’t I?”

    Nate nodded from between her legs as he continued to massage his wife’s clit with his tongue.

    “Now you’re a pussy worshiping, cocksucking, creampie cleaning cuckold,” she said. “You’ve come so far in a year’s time. Pretty soon you’re going to be raising someone else’s baby.”

    It was Nate’s turn to moan in pleasure as his stiff cock pressed into the sheets while he worshiped his wife’s pussy.

    “I appreciate your sacrifice, sweetheart. I really do. I know it’s a lot for a man to give up the right to impregnate his wife. I promise you’ll be rewarded. You’ll get to taste my pussy much more often once I’m pregnant. You’ll get to clean lots of Oliver’s sweet, salty loads out of me, too. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

    Nate nodded once more. He knew it was strange and something most men would find horrifying, but he liked the idea of cleaning loads from his wife’s pregnant pussy and getting to go down on her while rubbing her pregnant belly.

    “Make me cum, sweetheart,” Alice said as she grabbed his hair with both hands and held his head in place. “Be a good cuckold and make me cum. Sacrifice your orgasm in favor of giving me one.”

    Nate did as he was told. He gave his wife an orgasm. As she climaxed, he pushed his tongue inside her to lick up the juices he’d helped create.

    Afterwards, Alice reached down and caressed his face as she smiled. “Oliver and I are going to try for the first time tomorrow night. We’re going to make a weekend out of it, so you’ll be spending the next few nights in the guest bedroom.”

    “Okay,” Nate said.

    “Thank you for the orgasm, sweetheart,” she said.

    “Thank you for cuckolding me.”

    Alice laughed and said, “It’s my pleasure.”

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 96077981 - A Morning Confession

    The bedroom is full of sunlight as you enter on a lovely Sunday morning. You see your beautiful wife still under the covers with a sweet smile on her face.

    You crawl into bed with her and kiss her cheek and neck. She giggles as your playful kisses delight her. Your hand moves under the covers and you caress her bare breasts as your kisses turn softer and more sensual, eliciting a moan.

    “How did you sleep?” you ask.

    “Good,” she says. “How about you?”

    “Great,” you say. “I got up early to get some work done and I figured I’d let you sleep in.”

    You sit up and your wife leans closer. You kiss her head and take a moment to smell her hair, which still carries the floral scent of her shampoo. Your hand moves over her back and you pull her closer. She looks up and kisses you.

    “You’re a good husband,” she says. “You know that, right?”

    “I like to think I am,” you say. “It’s always nice to hear you say it, though.”

    She smiles and you kiss your wife as her hand moves between your legs. She unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. Her soft fingers wrap around your shaft and she strokes you slowly as your tongues dance in the most erotic way imaginable.

    “How long has it been since you had an orgasm?” she asks.

    “A week,” you say.

    “You must be desperate,” she replies.

    You smile and she strokes you a little faster. She kisses you again. Her tongue is active in your mouth. It seems like her desire is building.

    “Do you want me to tell you a naughty story?” she asks.

    “I’d love that,” you say.

    Your sits up and says, “Lay back.”

    You quickly arrange the pillows and lay against them as she cuddles up next to you. Her fingers encircle your cock once more and she places soft, sensual kisses on your chest as she teases the head of your throbbing erection.

    “He was tall,” she says. “He had blonde hair, a really fit, hot body, and a really nice cock.”

    She’s known about your cuckold fantasies for years and while she hasn’t fucked someone else, she’s willing to tell you stories about guys she fucked before you met. She seems to like it, in fact. She’s always wet by the time she’s done and sometimes she’ll masturbate while she’s telling you.

    “We met in a bar. I was there with a few friends and he came up to me when I went to order another round for everyone. I couldn’t resist him. I should have just gone back to my friends, but I sent the drinks over to them and stayed at the bar with this guy,” she says.

    “What were you wearing?” you ask. You love the little details.

    Her fingers tease your shaft before she gently caresses your balls.

    “I was in full-on glamour girl mode that night. I had on a pair of tight designer jeans, these sexy new black heels I’d bought earlier that week, and a really hot-looking semi-sheer blouse with a black lace bra underneath. I got a lot of looks that night. It felt really good,” she says.

    “That sounds hot,” you say.

    “I could wear it for you sometime,” she says. “I still have the top, actually.”

    “I’d love that,” you reply.

    She laughs, gives you a quick kiss, and then continues. “We did some pretty heavy flirting at the bar. He kept glancing at my bra, like he was trying to see if he could spot my nipples through the lace. I liked it, though. He was so good looking and even though I hadn’t seen him naked yet I could tell he was really well-built,” she says.

    Your wife knows that you like those little details.

    “He kept touching me as we were flirting. He’d reach out and let his hand graze my arm. A few times he rested his hand on my knee for a few moments. Each time it was thrilling. It’s such a simple thing, but I can’t tell you how turned on I got just having him touch me. I was so into him, it was like my body was telling me to forget about anything else I was supposed to do that night in favor of fucking this gorgeous guy,” she says.

    You close your eyes as her fingers return to your cock. She gathers the precum that’s been dripping from the tip and strokes you slowly. Each time her hand passes over the head of your cock you groan as a shockwave of pleasure moves through your loins.

    “Are you thinking about me at the bar with him?” she asks. “Are you thinking about flirting with someone else?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Is that why your dick is so hard? Is that why you’re dripping so much precum? Does this turn you on? Does it turn you on to imagine your wife flirting with a tall, handsome, muscular man?” she asks.

    “Fuck, yes, it does,” you answer.

    “I was the one that asked him to leave the bar,” she says. “I couldn’t wait any longer. We’d been flirting for an hour and I was desperate.”

    “What did he say?” you ask.

    Your wife laughs and says, “What do you think he said? You know how I can be when I’m horny. You can imagine how good I looked that night. Of course he said yes.”

    She strokes you a little faster as you imagine her gleefully leaving a bar with someone else.

    “We were going to go back to his place,” she says, “but we didn’t make it.”

    “What happened?” you ask.

    “First we made out in the parking lot. He had me pressed up against his car – which was a really nice BMW, by the way – and his hands were all over me as we kissed. He was such a good kisser, too. He had this amazing way of making me feel consumed by his desire,” she explains.

    You imagine your wife kissing someone else in a bar parking lot. You imagine her pressed up against a BMW with someone else’s tongue in her mouth. You imagine her intense lust for him. It makes your cock throb.

    “He was parked next to one of those massive SUVs and that part of the lot was pretty dark, so I decided I was going to give him a thrill. I squatted in front of him, pulled out his cock, and blew him right there. I sucked cock in public and it made me so much wetter than I thought possible,” your wife says.

    You groan and your hips lift involuntarily, like you’re trying to fuck her hand. Pleasure courses through you as you imagine your beautiful wife doing something so spectacularly naughty in public.

    “His hands moved into my hair and he groaned as I stroked and sucked his cock,” she says.

    “This is so hot,” you say.

    Your wife kisses your chest again. Her lips are warm and soft and she lets her tongue dart out and flicker back and forth over your nipple a few times, which is surprisingly sexy.

    “I told him I needed him to fuck me and that I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed it right then and there. He unlocked his car, got in the backseat, and told me to get on top, which I did. He was inside me just a few moments after I shut the door. My pussy was so wet that I took every inch of his dick without a problem. It felt so fucking good, too. Being filled like that was exactly what I needed in that moment,” she says.

    “You fucked in his car?” you say.

    Your wife giggles and strokes you a little faster. “We did,” she says. “It was incredible sex, too. There was something about how desperate and passionate and wild it all was that made it feel so much better. Plus, the backseat in that big BMW was awfully roomy.”

    You imagine your wife riding someone else’s cock in a car. You imagine her hips moving over his cock. You imagine his hands moving over her body and playing with her tits through that sexy sheer blouse.

    “Did you cum?” you ask.

    “I certainly did,” she says. “I came in less than a minute, in fact. It was incredible.”

    “Was it…better?” you ask.

    You’ve started asking your wife if her past orgasms are better than the ones you give her. Sometimes she plays along. Sometimes she gives you a little treat.

    “Yes,” she says. “Much better, in fact. It was one of the best orgasms of my life. Without question.”

    Your cock swells up in her hand and your wife relaxes her grip. It seems like she doesn’t want you to cum.

    “After my orgasm I got on my back and spread my legs for him. He slid into me once more and fucked me missionary style. I was going to tell him to pull out before he climaxed, but right as he was getting close to cumming I was hit with this totally overwhelming kind of desire. I wanted him to cum inside me. I wanted it more than anything. It was insane, but I told him to do it. I told him to cum inside me. I told him to fill my pussy,” she says.

    “Did he?” you ask.

    “Almost instantly. Once he heard me begging for his cum he couldn’t help but give it to me,” she explains.

    The very idea of your wife begging another man for his cum in her pussy is thrilling, but she’s not stroking you hard enough for you to cum. She’s teasing you. She’s keeping you right on the edge.

    “Do you like that?” she asks. “Do you like the idea of your wife telling another man to cum inside her?”

    “You know I do,” you say.

    You’ve shared that part of your fantasy before. You’ve shared that you love the idea of someone else cumming inside her. You’ve shared how much it turns you on.

    “He shot a huge load inside me,” she says. “I could feel his cock pulsing in my pussy and it just kept going. I’m glad I was on my back or it would have made a huge mess in the back of his car.”

    “Fuck,” you say softly. You wish she’d stroke you just a little faster. You’re so close to cumming. You want that orgasm. You need it.

    “Do you like my story?” she asks.

    “It’s incredible,” you say.

    “There’s one more little detail,” she says.

    “What’s that?” you ask.

    She tightens her grip and strokes you a little faster. “This all happened two months ago,” she says.

    “What?” you ask as your brain tries to work out what your wife just shared. Is she saying she fucked someone else? Is she saying she cuckolded you?

    “You’re a cuckold,” she says. “You just didn’t know it.”

    She releases your cock and looks up at you. She studies your face. She sees the confusion. She sees the arousal.

    “I couldn’t help it,” she says. “You kept talking about your fantasy. You kept talking about how hot it would be if I fucked someone else. We kept doing stuff like this where I’d tell all these naughty stories. I had a few drinks that night. The guy was really hot. I had this sense of freedom, this sense that I could do what I wanted, that I could fuck him if I felt like it, so I did.”

    She runs her fingers over your chest and stomach before playing with your balls as you sort out your feelings. In reality, she cheated on you, but you can’t find any anger. It’s not there. All you can think about is whether she’s going to cuckold you again or if it was a onetime thing. All you want is for her to do it again.

    “Did you do it again? Did you fuck him more than once?” you ask.

    “No,” she says.

    “Why?” you ask.

    “I felt guilty,” she says. “I know I sort of had permission, but I felt guilty about totally losing control and fucking someone else without asking you. I felt guilty about letting him cum inside me, too.”

    You stare at your wife. You’re not entirely sure how you feel. Your cock is still hard. Her hand still feels incredible as she plays with your balls. You still can’t quite muster the anger you know you’re supposed to be feeling.

    “I want to fuck him again,” she says.

    You groan.

    “I’ve been thinking about him constantly,” she continues. “I masturbate while I think about him and the sex we had. I think about how hard I came with him. I think about how good it felt to cut loose like that, how good it felt to actually do what you’ve fantasized about.”

    “I wish you’d told me,” you say.

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and comes closer. She kisses you softly and says, “I wish I had too. I’m sorry I didn’t. Can you forgive me?”

    There’s a part of you that wants to refuse, but you don’t really have a good reason to do so. Your wife has always been loving and kind. She’s always been keen to satisfy your sexual desires. She’s always been wonderful in almost every way and your marriage is exceptionally good.

    “I love you more than anything,” you say. “And I know it’s fucked up, but this really turns me on.”

    “I know it does,” she says.

    Your wife releases your cock and moves to her knees beside you. She takes your hand and places your fingers in her panties.

    “Feel me,” she says.

    You work your way into her pussy and you feel the exceptional wetness there.

    “I’m soaked,” she says.

    “Is that because of him?” you ask.

    She smiles and moans as you play with her clit. “It’s because I want to cuckold you,” she says. “For real. I want to fuck other men whenever I feel like it. I want you to watch. I want you to cum to the sight of someone else’s cock inside me. I want you to be my cuckold.”

    You rub her clit faster. Suddenly, all you want is to make your wife cum.

    “Will you be my cuckold?” she says.

    “You know I will. You know it’s what I’ve always wanted,” you reply.

    She pulls your hand from her panties, pulls them aside to expose her pussy, and says, “Lie down. I’m going to sit on your face.”

    You lie down. She straddles your head and sits on your face. Her wet pussy lips spread over your mouth. You push your tongue inside her and soak up her juices. She rides your mouth, rubbing her clit all over your face.

    “I have his number,” she says. “I’m going to set up another date. I’m going to fuck him again.”

    You can’t say anything with her pussy smothering you, but you offer an approving grunt.

    She throws her head back and her thighs clamp down on your head. You feel them start to tremble and then your wife screams as she has a loud, lovely orgasm.

    She slides down your chest and takes your cock into her wet pussy. Her eyes lock onto yours as she rides you. She milks you with her wet cunt.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum inside me just like he did.”

    You’re in no position to refuse her demand. You cum inside her. You experience the best orgasm of your life. You hope it will be the first of many more just like it.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 96513533 - It's Too Late Now

    Abigail slipped her foot into the bunched up fishnet stocking and slowly pulled it up her leg as Graham watched with an increasing sense of anxiety. She did the same with her other leg and stood to step into the strappy black high heels she’d set out in front of her.

    “Abigail, can we talk?” Graham asked as he stood in the bedroom doorway.

    “How do I look?” Abigail asked as she turned to her husband and modeled the lingerie she’d bought that afternoon.

    “You look stunning. You always look stunning when Andrew is coming over,” Graham said with an unintended hint of annoyance in his voice.

    Abigail turned back to the mirror and smiled as she pulled her long blonde hair to one side and studied the look.

    “Is it wrong of me to want to look good for my boyfriend?” Abigail asked. “Isn’t a woman supposed to want to look good for her boyfriend? Didn’t you like it when I’d put in this kind of effort back when we were dating?”

    “Yes,” Graham said. “I did. Of course I did. You looked amazing back then, just like you do now.”

    Abigail pulled her hair back and turned to her side, seemingly trying to judge if a ponytail was the right hair style for her evening encounter with her boyfriend.

    “And didn’t it make the sex better when I got all dolled up for you? Didn’t it make you want to fuck me even more when I’d come out all dressed up in something that I knew you’d love?” she asked.

    Graham thought back to the early days of their relationship. It was more than a decade ago but he could still remember some of the lingerie she’d worn for him and the intensely pleasurable sex they’d had back then.

    “Yes, it did. I’d be insane to try and claim otherwise. The sex was definitely better when you’d get dressed up for me,” he admitted.

    Abigail pulled her hair into a bun and turned both ways to study the look as Graham found his sense of frustration rising. It was like she knew what he wanted to talk about and was intent on ignoring him and hoping he’d go away.

    “Then why did you get a little bit pissy about me dressing in lingerie for Andrew?” she asked.

    Graham looked down and took a deep breath. He knew he’d sounded annoyed earlier. He’d regretted it the moment he’d let his frustration get the better of him. His wife was doing what she’d done for Andrew ever since she started sleeping with him.

    “Abigail, I know you’re getting ready to see Andrew, but I need to talk to you,” Graham said.

    She frowned playfully and grabbed her black satin dressing down from the hook on the bathroom door and put it on.

    “I’m pretty sure you want to have a serious conversation,” she said as he gave her a quizzical look, “and I’d feel stupid doing that in lingerie.”

    Abigail sat on the edge of the bed and patted the spot next to her, urging Graham to sit down. He stepped into the bedroom, sat next to his wife as she suggested, and clasped his hands as he tried to find the right way to verbalize his feelings.

    The simple approach won out. “I want you to stop seeing Andrew,” he said.

    Graham gave it a few seconds before he looked up at Abigail. The look on her face told him she wasn’t particularly amused.

    “Why?” she asked, though he didn’t hear the anger he’d expected in her voice.

    “Because…because I’m not enjoying it anymore,” he said. “Because I feel more anxiety than I do pleasure these days. Because you having sex with someone else was supposed to benefit both of us and I don’t really feel like that’s happening anymore.”

    Abigail subtly leaned away from Graham and he was quite certain he saw a flash of anger as she processed what he’d shared.

    “You asked for this,” she said. “You asked me to fuck someone else. Those were your words. You said it was your biggest fantasy. You said you thought about it all the time. You said you’d been masturbating to the idea of it for years. Now, four months after I made your fantasy come to life you suddenly want to stop because it’s not good for you anymore? Is that right?”

    Graham nodded, though he already wondered if he’d made a mistake in bringing it up.

    “Let me ask you something, Graham. Did you think about me at all before deciding that I had to stop seeing Andrew? Did you consider whether I’d want to stop seeing him?” Abigail asked.

    “I…well…I figured you wouldn’t have a problem with it.”

    Abigail stood up and paced back and forth before spinning towards Graham and saying, “So the answer is no. You didn’t think about it. Right? You just thought about yourself.”

    Graham looked at his wife but he didn’t have an answer for her.

    “You weren’t thinking about me when you told me about your fantasy, either. You were thinking about yourself then. You were thinking that you’d find it really hot if I fucked someone else. Do you remember that? Do you remember how you never even mentioned me or my pleasure? Do you remember that, Graham?” Abigail said in a raised, strained voice.

    Graham hadn’t thought of it that way, but he couldn’t argue with her. He’d assumed Abigail would enjoy having sex with someone else, but he’d never really thought about it.

    “But you love having sex with Andrew,” Graham said, though he knew it wasn’t exactly a fair response to what she’d said.

    “That’s not the point, Graham, and you know it,” Abigail shot back.

    “Then what’s the point?” he said in a far louder voice than he’d intended.

    “The point is that you’re selfish, Graham. Even when you were asking me to fuck someone else you were being selfish. Now, you’re being selfish by asking me to stop seeing Andrew because all of a sudden it bothers you that I’m having great sex with another man,” Abigail yelled.

    Graham’s voice was far calmer as he said, “It does bother me, though. I don’t know why. I don’t know what happened, but something changed. It’s not as fun as it used to be.”

    Abigail stood in front of Graham and crossed her arms. The angry look she wore eventually washed away and seemed to be replaced by something a lot closer to sympathy.

    “I know what happened,” Abigail said.

    “Really? Because I’d love to hear it,” Graham said as a sense of overpowering emotion filled his body.

    Abigail dropped her arms to her sides, took a few steps closer, and reached out to run her fingers through Graham’s hair before she rubbed the back of his neck.

    “My relationship with Andrew changed. I went from being his fuck buddy to being his girlfriend. We went from meeting a few times a week for sex to going on dates and spending the night together. You never stopped being a cuckold, but I went a little deeper into being a hotwife,” she said.

    Her touch felt deeply soothing and every word she said struck Graham as the absolute truth. He wasn’t sure why hadn’t considered that notion, but of course that was the truth.

    “So you’ll stop seeing him?” Graham asked.

    “No,” Abigail said as she stepped back again. “I will not stop seeing Andrew. I’m going to continue seeing him. I’m going to continue being his girlfriend. In fact, he invited me to go with him to a friend’s wedding next month and I’m going to say yes. I’m going to let him introduce me to his friends as his girlfriend.”

    Graham’s heart pounded in his chest. It felt like he was losing his wife.

    “But, Abigail, please,” he said, knowing full well how feeble it must have sounded.

    “You don’t get to control this, Graham. You set this in motion when you asked me to fuck someone else. You invited another man into our marriage, not me. You’re responsible for Andrew’s presence in our life. There were no rules. You told me to do whatever felt good. It feels good to be Andrew’s girlfriend, so that’s what I’m going to do,” Abigail said.

    “Abigail, I don’t want to lose you,” Graham said as he stared into his wife’s eyes. He felt so much emotion well up in him that it threatened to spill from his tear ducts. “I’m absolutely terrified I’m going to lose you.”

    Abigail’s face softened as she stepped closer. Graham looked up at his wife as she leaned down and kissed him softly.

    “Graham, honey, you’re not going to lose me,” she said. “I love you. I’ve always loved you. I knew you were the man I wanted to marry after our second date. The one thing you don’t have to worry about is losing me.”

    “But, you have a boyfriend,” Graham said. “And you really seem to like spending time with him. I mean, it seems like you’re falling in love with him.”

    “I am,” Abigail said. “It’s different, though. It’s the kind of love that happens when you connect with someone on a deeply physical level. It’s the kind of love that comes from your bodies demanding that you spend as much time together as possible. It’s also the kind of love that will burn out eventually.”

    Abigail stepped back and untied her dressing gown, letting it fall open to reveal the black lace bodysuit and fishnets she’d put on for Andrew. Her hands moved over the lingerie and down the soft flesh of her thighs.

    “Andrew solved the one glaring problem in our marriage and my body fell in love with him,” Abigail said.

    Graham knew it was a risk to ask, but he had to. “The one glaring problem?”

    “Our sex life, Graham. Or, more appropriately, my side of our sex life. Andrew’s introduction to our relationship ensured that I finally got to enjoy great sex,” Abigail explained.

    “Was it really that bad with me?” Graham asked.

    “I said I’d always loved you, Graham, but I didn’t say you were perfect. As it turns out, you’re not a great lover. You’re a little bit selfish – as we’ve discussed here – and, well, you’ve seen that there’s quite a difference between you and Andrew,” Abigail said.

    Despite the sense of anguish he’d felt just a few minutes earlier, Graham couldn’t keep out the arousal that seemed determined to break through. There was a reason he’d wanted his wife to cuckold him, after all.

    Abigail slipped the dressing down off her shoulders and it fell to the floor. She stepped between Graham’s legs and took his head in her hands before pulling it to her chest. He instinctively kissed the soft space between her breasts as she ran her fingers down his back.

    “You have become more generous with your tongue since I started seeing Andrew,” Abigail said. “Though I suppose that’s because you’re a cuckold and you like licking your wife’s pussy after another man has been inside her.”

    Graham moaned and kissed Abigail’s breasts through the thin material of her lingerie. She was right. He loved going down on her after Andrew had fucked her.

    “You love to taste my pussy after I cum on Andrew’s cock, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Graham answered.

    “And I love it too,” she said. “I love that you’re a cuckold, Graham. I do. I love that I get to enjoy Andrew’s big, beautiful cock and his hard, muscular body. I love that I get to enjoy his relentless stamina and his exceptional skill. I love that I get to enjoy the best orgasms of my life when his big, beautiful cock is fucking me. I love that you’re turned on by that fact.”

    Abigail stepped back and looked between Graham’s legs. She smiled at the obvious erection he was sporting. He felt a little embarrassed that he couldn’t help but get hard, but she was right. He was immensely aroused at the notion of her having great sex with Andrew.

    “Take your clothes off,” she demanded.

    Graham stood and stripped as his wife waited. He stared at her breathtaking body in the sexy lingerie she’d picked out.

    “You really do look incredible,” he said.

    “I know,” Abigail replied as Graham tossed his pants and underwear aside and pulled his t-shirt off. “I look incredible for Andrew. I dress up for him because he fucks me like no man ever has when I see him. I dress up for him because he fucks me so much better than you ever have.”

    Abigail reached out and wrapped her fingers around Graham’s stiff cock. She stroked him slowly and he couldn’t stifle the moan of pleasure that escaped his lips.

    “I do have feelings for Andrew. I don’t know if I’m in love with him or falling in love with him and I don’t care. It feels good. It feels great, even. It’s what I want and I’m going to keep seeing him and there will be no arguments about that. This is your life now, Graham. You’re a cuckold. You don’t get to control me. You don’t get to tell me what to do with my body. You lost any opinion on the matter when you asked me to give it to another man. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “I do,” Graham said.

    “I’m not going to leave you. I love you and I always will. I will probably love other men as our marriage continues. Andrew is just the first and he almost certainly won’t be the last. I’m a hotwife now. You set me free and I’m going to pursue my pleasure as I see fit. I’m going to make sure that you’re taken care of too. Don’t you worry. You’re going to have the orgasms you crave. You’re going to cum harder than you’ve ever cum before. You’re going to be the cuckold you always fantasized about being.”

    Abigail pulled Graham closer. His cock slid between her legs and rubbed against the soft material that covered her pussy. She kissed him and her tongue pushed deep into his mouth.

    “You’re my cuckold,” she whispered. “And I’m going to take care of you. I’ve had enough of you trying to make decisions for me, though. You’re going to listen to me from now on and I’m going to ensure that you are very well taken care of. Do you understand?”

    Graham nodded and she kissed him again.

    “Good, because I’ve also decided that Andrew and I will be having unprotected sex from now on. He just tested clean and I’m on birth control now so we’re free to fuck without using bothersome condoms anymore,” she said.

    The news hit Graham like a ton of bricks.

    “No, I didn’t consult you on this. I don’t need to do that anymore. It’s my body, Graham, and I’ll do with it as I please. I’ve decided that I’m going to let Andrew cum inside me,” Abigail informed him as she stroked his cock.

    Graham didn’t even pretend to be mad. There was no point. He wasn’t angry with her. He was immensely aroused.

    “Do you know what that means?” Abigail asked.

    He knew what it meant. He couldn’t bring himself to say it though.

    “It means you’re going to start cleaning creampies,” Abigail said. “You’re going to start licking Andrew’s cum out of me. You’re going to be a cum eating cuckold.”

    Graham’s cock throbbed in his wife’s hand. His balls tightened against his body. She released his cock just before he unleashed his load.

    “You’ll be cleaning your first creampie tonight,” she said. “And you won’t be cumming until after you’ve done your job. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Graham said.

    “Good. Now I’d like to finish getting ready for Andrew, so please go make sure the rest of the house is clean for our guest,” she said.

    “Okay,” Graham said as he picked up his clothes and got dressed with a giddy smile on his face. It was a little embarrassing to be so excited about eating another man’s creampie from his wife, but he couldn’t help it.

    “You’re a cuckold, Graham,” Abigail said. “Being anxious is part of it. You have to learn to deal with that, because you’re going to be a cuckold as long as we’re married and I have no intention of leaving you.”

    Graham smiled at his wife and she pulled him into a warm hug. “Thank you,” he said.

    “You can thank me later when you have a bellyful of Andrew’s cum and that giddy, post-orgasmic smile on your face,” she replied.

    The mere mention of it was enough to excite him. “I will,” he said.

    “Good. Now get out of here while I finish getting ready to enjoy my boyfriend’s big cock,” Abigail said.

    “I love you,” Graham said.

    Abigail flashed a smile and said, “I love you too, cuckold.”

    Graham left the bedroom feeling confident in his status as a cuckold. Abigail wasn’t going to leave him. Their marriage had unquestionably changed, but maybe it was for the better.
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    The air is crisp and cool and the grass beneath your feet is damp as you make your way to the bedroom window.

    It feels strange to be in your pajamas and be standing outside the bedroom and looking in, but that’s the only way you’ve been permitted to watch tonight. Your wife thought it would be fun to banish you from the house and make you watch from the window like a peeping Tom. She wanted you to embrace your voyeuristic side.

    Your wife is alone in the bedroom as you reach the window. She’s wearing a sheer black baby doll that seems to float just over her skin and is pulling on the second of her black stockings as you stare through the window.

    You observe every detail of how she primps for the man that’s coming to fuck her in your stead. You see how she stands in front of the mirror to make her sure every stray hair is pushed back into place. You see how she spins around to make sure her lingerie is in place. You see how she checks to make sure her makeup still looks perfect.

    She turns to the bed and studies it for a moment. She climbs into it and gets on her hands and knees. She looks behind her at the doorway, though no one comes through it. She moves to her back and pauses for a moment. She rolls onto her side and stares at the door.

    She’s practicing for his arrival. She wants to strike the perfect pose. She wants to be as alluring as possible for the man she’s invited to your home. She wants him to be overcome with arousal the moment he walks through the door and sees her.

    You lean closer as a sense of cuckold-fueled lust courses through your body. Your breath fogs up the window. Soon, you can’t see anything. You lean back, putting even more distance between you and your wife.

    You hear a car pull into your driveway. He gets out and shuts the door. Your wife hears it. A giddy smile crosses her face. You wonder when was the last time you made her smile like that.

    She moves to her hands and knees. She’s facing the window, though she doesn’t look at you. Her ass is facing the bedroom door. She’s offering herself to him. She’s making it perfectly clear that his body is hers tonight.

    You hear the front door close. He’s headed towards your bedroom. Soon another man will be in the room you share with your wife. Soon his hands will be on her body.

    He comes into the room and smiles. It’s the smile of a man that knows his evening is going to be filled with the kind of sexual pleasure most guys fantasize about. It’s going to be a reality for him, though. Your wife is going to make sure of it.

    That giddy smile crosses your wife’s face again as she looks back at him. Their eyes lock as he pulls off his jacket and tosses it over the back of the chair you often sit in on a lazy weekend morning.

    He says something and moves towards the bed. Your double paned window ensures that you can’t hear him. You’re not sure you’re going to be able to hear anything tonight. You might have to deal with a strictly visual feast.

    He runs his fingers over your wife’s ass. She closes her eyes and her lips part. She’s moaning. You’ve heard that moan countless times before. You’re deeply familiar with that moan. It’s playing in your head right now.

    She opens her eyes and looks out the window. She can’t see you, but she knows you’re watching. She knows you’re watching another man enjoy her body.

    He pulls aside her thong and plays with her pussy. She moans again. He slips his fingers inside her. He pulls them out. You can see that they’re glistening. Your wife is wet for another man.

    Normally you’d be in the bedroom. You’d be sitting in the same chair he tossed his jacket over. You’d have your dick out. You’d be masturbating as another man did as he pleased with your wife.

    Not tonight, though. Tonight you’re in the backyard. Tonight you’re staring into your bedroom window from the outside. Tonight you’re playing the part of the voyeur. Tonight there’s a genuine chance a neighbor sees you and discovers that you’re a pervert. Tonight you’re taking a little bit of a risk.

    Your wife said you could masturbate. “You can play with your cock out there,” she said. “I don’t care. You can cum all over the side of the house if you want. You just can’t do it inside tonight. Not until we’re done.”

    He says something and your wife spins around. Now her ass is facing you. Her panties are still pulled aside. You can see her pussy. You can even see how wet she is.

    He holds his fingers in front of her face. Your wife takes them in her mouth. She sucks her juices off of them.

    Your wife looks up at him. He smiles at her. She paws at his crotch. She wants what’s waiting inside his pants. She wants his cock. You know she does.

    He says something. Your wife unzips his pants. She pulls out his dick. She wraps her lips around it. She takes him into her mouth. She looks ravenous.

    He closes his eyes and unbuttons his shirt as your wife sucks his cock. There’s another man undressing in your bedroom and your wife is blowing him. Your beautiful, sexy wife has someone else’s dick in her mouth and you’re willingly watching from outside the bedroom window.

    Your wife strokes his cock and looks up at him. She says something. You imagine it. “I love your cock.” You’ve heard her say it before. You know she means it, too. She loves the way his cock makes her feel. She loves the way it gets so hard for her. She loves the way it always gives her the pleasure she seeks.

    You unzip your pants. You pull out your cock. For a moment you consider what it would be like to be in his position. You think about standing in front of your wife. You think about her wrapping her lips around your dick and giving you a blowjob.

    You don’t enjoy her mouth anywhere near as often as he does, but she still gives you head from time to time. She likes to tease you about how his cock is better, but she still does it. She doesn’t let you cum in her mouth, either, but it still feels amazing every time.

    She never tells you she loves your cock though. She loves you, but she doesn’t love what’s between your legs. She likes it just fine, but she’s been clear that your cock doesn’t merit the kind of lusty obsession that his inspires.

    You know if you were in his position your wife wouldn’t feel the same way. She wouldn’t lustily attack your cock. She wouldn’t tell you how much she loves it. She probably wouldn’t have been on her hands and knees when you walked in the bedroom. She probably wouldn’t have offered you her body like that.

    You watch her take his cock into her mouth again. You begin to masturbate. Your cock is in that blissfully hard, sensitive state that it always reaches when she cuckolds you. You’re never more aroused than when someone else is in your bedroom. Usually you get to be there too, but tonight is different than most.

    You wish you could hear the sound of your wife’s cocksucking. You wish you could hear his moans. You can’t, though. You can hear the breeze blowing through the trees. You can hear the occasional car drive by out front. You can hear the errant bark of a territorial neighborhood dog. You have to imagine the sounds of pleasure happening in the bedroom. You have to conjure past memories and play them in your head as you masturbate while staring at the show unfolding in front of you.

    Your wife unbuckles his belt and unbuttons his pants. She looks up at him and says something. He smiles and pulls down his pants. He’s naked in your bedroom.

    Your wife spins around and moves back. She’s offering her pussy to him. She wants him to take her from behind.

    She looks at the window. She knows you’re watching her. She knows you’re looking at her. She smiles. Then her eyes close and her mouth opens. She’s moaning. Your wife is moaning because someone else’s cock is inside her.

    He grabs her hips and fucks your wife doggystyle. He’s not gentle. There’s no need to be. She likes it hard when he takes her from behind. She likes how deep he goes when he fucks her that way. She likes how he reaches places that your cock has never been.

    Your eyes are fixed on your wife’s face as you masturbate at the bedroom window. Her eyes are still closed. She’s moaning. She looks like she’s in a place of absolutely perfect bliss. She’s being pounded by a man that provides her with a kind of satisfaction she’s never had with you. He’s taking her. He’s fucking her. He’s giving her everything she desires in that moment and she’s doing the same for him.

    He pulls out and your wife looks back at him. They exchange a few words and he gets into the bed. She straddles him, reaches between their legs, and quickly guides his cock into her slick cunt. Once again she’s filled with another man’s dick.

    She leans down and kisses him. You have a perfect view of her pussy as it bounces on his cock. He looks so big as her labia stretch out around his thickness and cling to it. It looks like your wife’s pussy never wants him to leave it. It looks like she wants him to stay inside her all night long.

    Your wife rides him harder. You know what she’s doing. She’s riding for her orgasm. His big dick has brought her right to the edge of climax and she needs to get off.

    She throws her head back. You see her body tremble. She’s cumming on his cock. Your wife is cumming on someone else’s cock and you’re masturbating outside the bedroom window.

    She climbs off of him. They cuddle up together. Your wife slowly strokes his long, thick, slippery cock. He hasn’t cum yet. There’s still more to come.

    They kiss as she plays with his dick and balls. In between kisses they talk. You’re not sure what they’re saying. You wonder if your wife is telling him how much she loves his cock and how good it makes her feel. You wonder if they’re talking about you. You wonder if she’s comparing his cock to yours and telling him how much bigger he is than you are.

    They kiss again. They caress each other. They look good in your bed. They look like a good couple, in fact. She looks comfortable in his arms. She looks happy snuggled up next to him.

    For a moment you feel an intense surge of jealousy. Another man is cuddled up with your wife in your bed. She has her hands on his cock. She’s kissing him. It’s all made worse because you’re not even allowed in the house tonight. You’ve been banished to the yard. You’ve been ordered to watch from outside the window.

    Of course, you could have declined. You could have gone to a restaurant or a bar to hang out while your wife fucked her lover. You didn’t even consider that, though. Why would you? There’s nothing better than watching someone else fuck her. There’s nothing better than seeing someone else’s big cock fill her pussy. There’s nothing better than seeing someone else give her the kind of orgasm she craves.

    He says something to your wife. She looks at the window and a gleeful, naughty smile crosses her face. She gets out of the bed and saunters across the room.

    Your wife puts her hand on the windowsill and bends over. She smiles at you. You’re standing a foot away from the window. You’re not sure if she can see you. She knows you’re watching, though.

    He gets out of the bed and moves behind your wife. He looks out the window. He leans forward and takes her breasts into his hand. He caresses them. He plays with her nipples. She closes her eyes. She moans. She’s close enough to the window that you can hear it.

    He reaches down and guides his cock into your wife. “Fuck me,” she says.

    He smiles as he does what your wife desires. He takes her from behind while you’re watching. You stroke your cock faster. You stroke as someone else fucks your wife in your bedroom. You stroke as you stand outside the house with two panes of glass separating you from the woman you love.

    You watch as her tits bounce with every thrust. You watch as her face contorts in pleasure. You watch as another man does whatever he pleases with your wife’s beautiful body.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum in my pussy.”

    Now it’s his turn to smile. He loves hearing that from your wife. Any man would. That’s not something you hear all that often anymore.

    He fucks her harder. She gets louder. Now she’s practically screaming in pleasure. “Please, fill me. Fill my pussy with your load. Give me your cum!”

    He grunts. He groans. He thrusts his cock inside her and a look of joy washes over his face. Another man is cumming in your wife.

    “Cum for me, cuckold,” she says through the glass. Her voice is muffled, but the words are clear. “Cum for me.”

    You cum for your wife. He’s still inside her. His cum is probably leaking out of her pussy and onto the bedroom floor. You’re still outside the house. Another man just fucked your wife in your bedroom and you watched from a window like a voyeuristic pervert. All of that makes your orgasm so much better. You groan loud enough for the neighbors to hear. You don’t care, though. It feels so good. You can’t resist that thrill. You can’t say no.

    He pulls out and your wife turns around. They kiss in front of the window. It’s the kind of kiss that lovers share. It’s tender and passionate. Her fingers snake around the back of his neck and she plays with his hair. He made her feel good and she’s showing her gratitude.

    Your wife turns and smiles at you. “He’s spending the night,” she says. “You can sleep in the guest room.”

    You put your softening cock back in your pants. You zip up. You head back into the house. You know you’re not welcome in the bedroom, so you don’t even bother. You go to the guest room and settle in. You hope that you’ll get to hear them fucking before morning comes. You’d love to have another orgasm.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 96778458 - Learning the Pleasures of Hotwifing - Part 1

    “Mark loves red lipstick. He absolutely loves it. He especially likes seeing a pair of pretty red lips around his cock.”

    The words played on a loop in Christina’s head as she put on a thick coat of vibrant red lipstick. It generated a pleasing sense of desire that seemed to vibrate down her spine and into her loins.

    Christina pursed her lips, smoothed out the lipstick, and stepped back to stare at herself in the bathroom mirror. She knew she looked good. She’d worked hard to look good, and when she put in the effort she could be the kind of woman that every man wanted to fuck.

    “Mark will give you what you need, Christina. He’s everything you need and he’s not going to get clingy or weird afterwards. He’s going to fuck you, make you cum, and come home to me.”

    Those words – which were uttered by Christina’s friend Tara, who also happens to be Mark’s wife – were designed to push Christina over the top and into accepting the notion that she needed to fuck someone new to reinvigorate her sex life and her marriage.

    Christina smiled as she remembered that conversation and how aroused she’d gotten as Tara had gone into greater detail about her husband’s renowned sexual skills. She felt that pleasing sense of desire build once more. She was quite certain that was already a bit of wetness between her legs.

    Her desire was quickly followed by a wave of insecurity. Christina looked in the mirror and saw a leggy girl in a little black dress and red lipstick staring back at her.

    “Am I really doing this?” she asked that girl.

    The “this” Christina referred to was fucking her friend’s husband, of course. It wasn’t the trashy, sneaking-around-for-an-affair kind of thing, either. Christina wasn’t in some seedy motel room tarting herself up for an illicit meeting. She was in her house, just a few steps from the bed where she and her husband slept. It was the same bed she’d be enjoying another man in if everything went according to plan.

    It had started as a fantasy. Her new friend Tara had shared that she and her husband enjoyed an open marriage. They were both free to fuck other people and they frequently took advantage. Christina imagined neither had difficulty finding new partners since they were gorgeous, fit people in their early 30s that clearly enjoyed everything having to do with the pursuit of sexual pleasure.

    The conversation where it turned to something more than a fantasy was burned into Christina’s brain. It was the conversation that led to what promised to be a significant shift in her marriage.

    “Hey,” Tara began as they sat at her kitchen table with two cups of freshly-brewed coffee in front of them. “Forgive me if I’m totally off base here, but are you in need of a little more from your sex life?”

    Christina was going to do the thing that most women do and feign complete and utter ignorance mixed with a bit of offense at the suggestion that she and her husband didn’t have a thriving, deeply satisfying sex life. She immediately thought better of it, though. Tara wasn’t a shitty friend. She was kind, compassionate, and caring, and if she was asking it was because she’d gotten a sense – accurately, as it turned out – that Christina wasn’t entirely satisfied.

    “Yes,” she said in an effort to keep things as simple as possible.

    “What does it feel like you’re missing?” Tara asked. Christina always loved her eagerness to solve problems and eschew the typical kind of bitchy gossip that most of Christina’s other friends engaged in.

    Christina took a few moments to try and gather her thoughts on the matter and said, “Excitement. Feeling desired. The kinds of orgasms that seem to linger with you for hours afterwards. The kind of intense lust for someone that makes you want to have them all day, every day.”

    Tara laughed as she reached across the table to offer a comforting caress of her friend’s hand.

    “How long has it been that way?” she asked.

    “I’m not sure, to be honest. I only really started thinking about it after I met you. Before that I think I just ignored it or assumed that in every marriage your sex life eventually slows down to a point where it feels just a little bit underwhelming,” Christina replied.

    “That’s usually the case, so you’re not wrong there. Mark and I have just taken a much more aggressive approach to ensuring that we both have the sexual satisfaction we need,” Tara said.

    Christina unexpectedly welled up with emotion as she considered what she wanted to say next. Her voice caught in her throat for a moment before she managed to express what she felt like was a significant issue.

    “I couldn’t do what you guys do,” she said. “I mean, I’m pretty sure I could have sex with other people, but I just couldn’t handle Andrew having sex with other people. I feel so terrible, like I’m the most selfish person in the world, but I know I wouldn’t be able to do it.”

    “You’re not alone in that. There are lots of women like you, and believe it or not there are lots of men that are more than happy to stay faithful while their wives explore having sex with other people. It’s way more common than you might think. Mark has been involved with his fair share of couples like that,” Tara explained.

    In an instant the emotional fog cleared from Christina’s head.

    “Is that true?” she asked.

    “Yes. There are different names for it – hotwife and cuckold play, hotwife and stag, stag and vixen – but ultimately it all boils down to the same thing. A wife that likes to play with other men and a husband that finds it insanely arousing that she fucks other people while he stays faithful.”

    “How do I know if Andrew is that kind of guy?” Christina asked.

    Tara laughed. “You have to ask him, though you can’t really do it outright. Don’t worry though, I’ll teach you how.”

    That was four months ago. Tara followed through and taught Christina exactly how to discover if Andrew would be okay with her having sex with other people (spoiler: he was). She’d happily offered up her husband as the first man to usher Christina into a new world of pleasure, too, and Christina had happily accepted.

    Now Mark was on his way to her house. He was going to introduce her to the many joys of having sex with other men while her husband remained faithful.

    “Yes, I’m doing this,” Christina said as she stared at herself in the mirror. She stepped closer and smiled. “I’m having sex with another man tonight. I’m becoming a hotwife.”

    Christina stepped out of the bathroom, stepped into the strappy black high heels she’d picked out for the evening, and confidently strode down the hallway towards the living room and her husband, who was dutifully waiting for her.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    Andrew’s eyes went wide for a moment before a smile broke across his face.

    “Mark likes red lipstick,” he said.

    Christina had shared Tara’s advice with him.

    “He especially likes seeing a pair of pretty red lips around his cock,” she said to her husband.

    Andrew’s smile shifted to a look of pure lust as he closed his eyes for a moment, like he needed just a little time to let what his wife had just said truly sink in.

    “Is Mark going to see that tonight?” he asked.

    Christina walked a few steps closer to her husband as his eyes moved to her hips, which her little black dress did a particularly good job of accentuating.

    “He is,” she answered. “You’re going to see it too. You’re going to be there watching when I wrap my pretty lips around Mark’s cock.”

    For a few seconds Andrew said nothing at all. Again he closed his eyes for a moment. He shifted on the couch. Christina hoped he was trying to hide his erection.

    “You’re going to do that, right? You’re going to watch Mark fuck me? You’re going to watch me become a hotwife?” she asked.

    Andrew nodded and said, “I am. I can’t wait.”

    Christina smiled. She wasn’t worried that Andrew would back out. He’d been clear that he was genuinely into the idea of watching her have sex with someone else.

    Christina moved towards the couch and stopped when she stood in front of her husband. She spun around and sat in his lap. His hands moved to her waist and over her stomach. She moaned and he took the hint and let his fingers drift towards her breasts.

    “Your touch feels so good, baby,” Christina whispered as she leaned back.

    Andrew kissed her neck and played with her breasts as she moved her ass in his lap. His erection had shifted free from wherever he’d tucked it and she felt it press into her.

    Christina lifted her ass off his lap and pulled her dress up around her waist. She took one of Andrew’s hands and placed it against her panties. He pulled the thin fabric aside and slipped two fingers into her with ease.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I’m excited,” she replied. “I’ve been wet all day.”

    Andrew fingered her pussy as she continued to grind into his lap. She was working his cock with her ass and she loved the way he moaned at groaned. She loved that it seemed like he was getting to a place of intense arousal.

    Christina looked at the clock on the wall and smiled. Mark would be there soon. She let Andrew finger her pussy a little more than gently pulled his hand away before standing up and fixing her dress.

    Andrew had a look of disappointment on his face when she turned around, like he expected she’d forget all about fucking Mark and take his cock in her pussy.

    Christina smiled and said, “I’m his tonight, honey, but thank you for making me even wetter for him.”

    Andrew groaned in that deeply satisfied kind of way, like Christina had said the exact right thing to turn him on. “My pleasure,” he replied.

    Christina walked away and took one last look at herself in the bathroom mirror to ensure she was happy with how she looked. She liked that her face and chest had turned a little red. Now she’d look even more aroused for her friend’s husband.

    A knock on the front door drew Christina out of the bathroom and into the foyer. She was pleased to see Mark had put in a bit of effort, too. His hair was flawlessly styled and he’d put on a casual suit that looked remarkably sexy on him.

    “Welcome,” Christina said.

    Mark stepped into the house, paused for a moment just a step from Christina, and then reached out and pulled her close with one hand on her lower back.

    “You look perfect, Christina,” he said before leaning in and offering a soft kiss.

    The greeting was unexpected, but Christina found it enthralling. She couldn’t help but offer herself as his lips touched hers. She happily opened her mouth and offered her tongue. She pressed her body against his and was delighted to feel his cock stirring in his slacks.

    “I like your lipstick,” Mark said after the kiss.

    “I wore it just for you,” she replied. “Tara said you have a fondness for red.”

    Mark smiled and his hand moved to the top of Christina’s ass before grasping it firmly. “My wife knows me very well,” he said.

    Christina felt ready to surrender herself to Mark. She was eager to be taken into the world of hotwifing and to embrace all the pleasures it promised.

    Mark took her hand in his and led Christina back to the living room where Andrew was waiting. The two men shook hands and there was surprisingly little awkwardness, at least from Christina’s perspective.

    Mark sat on the loveseat and Christina sat next to him, purposefully pressing her body against his. He put his arm around her and when Christina looked up at him they shared another kiss. She couldn’t help it. She’d been thinking about being with him for too long. She was far too turned on to even consider not indulging in her need for what he offered.

    Christina’s gaze remained locked on Mark’s face as their lips parted and he smiled. “What is it you need from me tonight?” he asked as his hand moved to her leg and his fingers danced over the soft flesh of her thighs.

    “I need to be taken. I need to be overwhelmed by your desire for me. I need to feel like having me is the only thing in the world you care about.” Christina reached out and caressed the bulge in his pants as she thought about having it inside her. “I need to be fucked.”

    “I can do all of that,” Mark said. “I’m sure you can already feel my desire for you.”

    Christina could certainly feel it. His cock felt exceptionally hard and she was impressed with how big he seemed.

    “I can,” she said while stroking him a little faster. “Can I take it out?”

    Mark answered by kissing her. She parted her lips and his tongue moved into her mouth as they indulged in another erotic round of lusty kissing. She unzipped his pants and reached inside. Her fingers found his stiff flesh and she gingerly pulled it from his pants and moved her hand up and down the long, thick shaft.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said after getting a look at it. She’d never felt compelled to use that word to describe a cock, but Mark’s was worthy of it.

    Christina thought of her lipstick and how Tara had said Mark loved to see pretty red lips around his cock. She’d thought of it so many times since Tara had mentioned it. She thought of how she genuinely enjoyed giving blowjobs, especially when she felt an overwhelming kind of arousal for a man.

    Those feelings propelled Christina to her knees. She moved in front of Mark and pulled his pants off, freeing his cock.

    She slowly stroked Mark’s shaft and looked up at him. There was something so arousing about being on her knees in front of her friend’s husband. It felt different than when she occasionally offered Andrew that kind of blowjob. It felt better, like it was a little bit naughty, which made it so much more exciting.

    “Your cock is beautiful, Mark. I’ve been thinking about it all day,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about having it inside me. I’ve been thinking about you. I’ve been thinking about all the things your wife has told me about you. I’ve been waiting to do this.”

    Christina leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She ran her tongue over the underside of his soft, plump cockhead and a lusty moan escaped his lips.

    She had her pretty red lips wrapped around his cock. She kept them sealed tight on the shaft as she moved up and down. She thought of her husband watching her head bob up and down in another man’s lap. She thought of the erection in Andrew’s pants and how hard it must have been as he finally witnessed her giving someone else pleasure.

    Christina took as much of Mark’s cock into her mouth as she could, coming just short of gagging on it. She held it there and only pulled off when she needed to fill her lungs with air.

    She stroked him while breathing in deeply and a huge smile broke across her face. “Fuck, that felt so good,” she said.

    The tingle of desire that had built between her legs was undeniable. She wasn’t entirely sure why, but it felt great to suck Mark’s cock. It felt great to have him throbbing as he pressed against the back of her throat. It felt great that he was longer, thick, and genuinely harder than her husband’s cock.

    Overcome with lust, Christina sucked on the head of Mark’s cock until he couldn’t help but groan. She played with his balls at the same time, fondling and kneading them with her skilled fingers.

    She kissed and licked her way down his shaft and then pressed Mark’s cock against his stomach so he could watch her take each of his testicles into her mouth to suck on them. Now her pretty red lips were around the other man’s big balls as she ran her tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh. Christina breathed in his undeniably manly scent and even briefly considered offering a rimjob before deciding that had the potential to be far too gross.

    “Will you fuck me, Mark?” she asked while stroking the head of his beautiful cock.

    “I will,” he said. “But first I want to see your husband worship your pussy.”

    Mark stood up and stepped out of his pants. He offered Christina his hand and she took it.

    “Come, Andrew,” Mark said. “It’s time for you to do your part.”

    Andrew hesitated for a moment before hopping off the couch. When Christina saw the tent in his pants she understood why he hadn’t been eager to jump to his feet. It seemed he was a little embarrassed to be so aroused at his wife’s lust for another man.

    “I want this, sweetheart,” Christina said. “Do you want this? Do you want Mark to fuck me?”

    Andrew nodded and said, “I do.”

    Christina smiled. “Good. Then come and worship my pussy like he wants you to do. You got me wet before he arrived and now you can get me wet while he watches how devoted you are to my pleasure.”

    Mark led Christina towards the bedroom and Andrew followed behind them. The real fun was about to begin.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 96954523 - Learning the Pleasures of Hotwifing - Part 2

    “You’re so beautiful,” Mark said as he reached up and gently brushed Christina’s hair away from her face. “I can’t wait to feel your body beneath mine. I can’t wait to slide my cock inside of you. I can’t wait to give you the pleasure you’ve been seeking.”

    Christina felt her thighs trembling ever so slightly as Mark’s hands moved over her body. In that moment she wanted nothing more than to spend the night with the tall, handsome man fucking her.

    “But we’ll both have to wait just a little longer for that beautiful moment when I enter you,” he said. “Now, turn around and face your husband.”

    Christina spun around and stared at Andrew. She felt Mark pull her hair to one side and kiss her in that spot where her neck and shoulders meet. She felt a shiver move down the right side of her body and she was absolutely certain she’d soaked her panties.

    Mark moved his hands up her back and pulled on the zipper, making it easy to strip her out of the dress while Andrew watched. His hands moved over her bare, taut stomach and up to her breasts. He played with them in the lace bra Christina had chosen for the man she was giving herself to.

    His hands moved inside the cups and he gently rolled her nipples in his fingers, sending electric shocks of pure sexual joy throughout her body. Christina closed her eyes and leaned against him. Mark was driving her absolutely mad. She didn’t want to wait any longer. She wanted him to fuck her.

    “Mark, please…” she said before he pulled on her nipples a little harder. She moaned as a mixture of pleasure and pain rushed through her body, offering an exceptional thrill.

    “What do you want, Christina?” Mark whispered.

    Her eyes opened and she looked at Andrew. “I want you to fuck me,” she said to the man playing with her tits. “I want you to fuck me while my husband watches.”

    The pleasure was obvious on Andrew’s face. He was enjoying the show.

    “Andrew,” Mark began, “would you remove your wife’s panties for me?”

    Andrew stepped closer and reached out to pull down Christina’s panties.

    “No, no,” Mark said. “It would be better if you did it from your knees, Andrew. You’ll be using your mouth to pleasure her, after all.”

    Andrew couldn’t contain his smile as he dropped to his knees in front of Christina. Mark kissed her neck and continued to play with her breasts, sending her into a place of bliss where she felt like she could barely stay on her feet.

    Andrew pulled down her panties and she stepped out of them before he pressed his lips against her pussy and put his tongue to work.

    “Oh, baby, that feels so good,” Christina said as she reached out and played with her husband’s hair as he pleasured her.

    “Is your husband good with his tongue?” Mark asked.

    “He’s amazing,” she said. “It feels so good. He’s making me feel so good.”

    Mark moved Christina’s hair and kissed the other side of her neck as he unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. His hands grasped her breasts and he squeezed just hard enough to make her wince in a way she found surprisingly arousing.

    Christina reached back and played with Mark’s cock. She stroked him and ran her fingers over the head. She needed him to fuck her. She needed him to be as wild with desire as she was.

    “I need you to fuck me, Mark. I need it. I need you inside me,” she said.

    Andrew’s tongue moved faster over her clit. Christina wondered if he was trying to make her cum in some sort of subconscious attempt to compete with the man that would soon slide his cock inside her.

    “Take me in your mouth again,” Mark said. “Suck my cock. Show me how badly you want it inside you.”

    Christina pushed Andrew away and spun around. She sank to her knees and wrapped her lips around Mark’s cock. She was driven by a wild, unbridled sense of desire and a flash of pleasure at the way he’d taken control. She liked that little taste of domination.

    The blowjob she gave in the bedroom was far sloppier than the one she’d given in the living room. All she wanted was to make Mark fuck her. She needed him inside her. She needed to get pounded by his big cock. She needed him to make her cum the way Tara had said she’d cum.

    “That’s good. That’s so fucking good,” Mark said. “Get my dick nice and wet for your pussy.”

    Christina sucked cock voraciously. She was a woman on a mission. She needed to get fucked. She was too far gone to be satisfied by anything less than a truly mind-bending sexual experience where Mark fucked her to a breathtaking orgasm.

    It wasn’t long before he pulled Christina to her feet, picked her up, and placed her in the bed. Mark quickly pulled off the rest of his clothes and moved on top of her. They kissed as he rubbed the spit-soaked head of his cock along the slippery entrance to her pussy. Christina moved her hips upwards and towards him. She needed Mark’s cock to fill her.

    Just as she reached a place of complete and utter desperation, Mark looked into Christina’s eyes and gently pushed his cock inside her.

    Months of build-up had led to that moment. From Tara first suggesting that her husband could satisfy Christina’s needs to convincing Andrew to allow her to be a hotwife to all the lusty foreplay, it had all led to the moment when Mark finally sank his cock into her desperately needy married pussy.

    “Oh, fuck, Mark, fuck me,” she said. “Please, fuck me. Fuck my pussy.”

    Christina needed to be fucked. She had a husband to make love to her. She needed Mark to fuck her and fuck her hard. She needed to lose herself in the joy of having a strong man on top of her. She needed to feel him surround her with his body and fill her with his cock. She needed to feel that beautiful, deep connection with him as he fucked her.

    Mark didn’t disappoint. He started slow to give her the necessary time to get used to his size, but before long he’d found a perfect rhythm. His thrusts were deep and hard but there wasn’t an ounce of pain. It was head to toe pleasure, from the joys of having something so thick so deep inside her to the way his pelvis would make her clit explode with pleasure every time their bodies met to the way his hands moved over her body and his lips moved over her neck.

    It was all absolutely perfect, which is why Christina had an orgasm so overwhelming it felt like an out of body experience. The room went silent around her as her mouth opened and she let out a long, low, lusty moan while every nerve ending in her body seemed to fire with pleasure at the same time.

    When Christina came back into her body she saw Mark smiling. He was still inside her, but he was perfectly still. His cock filled her but he wasn’t fucking her. He was giving her a chance to appreciate the joy of her climax.

    “That was perfect,” she said. “It was absolutely perfect.”

    Christina knew that was the moment she’d become a hotwife. It wasn’t when she’d agreed to have sex with Mark or when she’d gone down on him. It wasn’t when he’d entered her for the first time. It was the moment when she experienced the best orgasm of her life and it had been provided by someone other than her husband. It was the moment when she realized that she could have great, incredible, out-of-this-world sex with other men and have a happy husband at the same time.

    “I want another one,” Christina said. “Don’t pull out. Fuck me again. Make me cum again.”

    Mark smiled and resumed fucking Christina. She was wetter and the sounds of sex were louder. It felt just as good though, if not better. He moved in and out of her pussy with ease and she found it immensely pleasurable to be beneath him and to feel enveloped by his body.

    Christina felt her orgasm building once more. The deep, steady thrusts were more than enough to provide her with the pleasure she required to cum.

    There was something else, too. Unlike before her first orgasm, Christina now felt a deep desire to make Mark cum. She wanted to be the source of his satisfaction. She wanted her pussy to bring him to a climax. She wanted him to push his cock deep inside her and unleash his cum.

    Christina wrapped her arms and legs around Mark. She pulled him closer. They kissed as he continued his rhythmic thrusting.

    “Where do you want me to cum?” Mark asked.

    They hadn’t discussed it beforehand, but she was on the pill and he was routinely tested, so there was only one answer.

    “Cum inside me,” Christina said.

    Mark smiled and fucked her a little harder. It thrilled Christina. He wanted to cum inside her. The man that had given her such an incredible orgasm was going to have one while he was inside her. He was going to explode in her pussy and she was going to cum a second time before he did.

    “Harder, Mark,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Pound me. Pound my pussy.”

    Christina wanted it harder. She wanted to feel that vigorous kind of fucking from him. She wanted it to feel like he was using her pussy hard.

    Mark delivered and his groans got louder and more frequent. He was close to cumming, and so was she.

    “Cum inside me!” Christina said with an obvious kind of lusty desperation in her voice. “Cum inside me while my husband watches!”

    Saying it thrilled Christina. It thrilled her to the point that she had an orgasm just a few moments later. She squeezed her legs tight around Mark as the pleasure ripped through her body once more.

    “I’m cumming!” he said while pushing every inch of his cock inside her.

    He closed his eyes and groaned. Christina watched as the man inside her unleashed his seed in her pussy. It made her almost as happy as her orgasms had. There was something so utterly satisfying about it.

    They kissed for a few minutes before Mark pulled out and rolled onto his back. Christina looked up and saw Andrew watching from the same spot where he’d eaten her pussy. His cock was out and he was masturbating with a look of utter joy on his face.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” Christina asked.

    Andrew nodded as his hand moved up and down his shaft.

    “Did you enjoy seeing Mark cum inside me?” she asked.

    “Yes. God yes,” he answered.

    Christina propped herself up on her elbows and said, “Would you like to cum on my pussy?”

    Andrew stood up and moved towards the bed. He got on his knees between her legs as Christina ran her fingers over her labia and clit.

    “Go ahead, Andrew. Cum on my pussy. Make a mess with your load,” she said.

    Andrew looked at her pussy and stroked his cock. Christina could see the head throbbing every time his hand moved down the shaft. Her husband was immensely aroused.

    “Are you thinking about him fucking me, baby? Are you thinking about Mark’s cock moving in and out of my pussy while you masturbate? Are you thinking about how deep inside me he was while you were masturbating on the floor?”

    Christina knew her husband was aroused. She knew he loved the idea of her fucking someone else. The fact that he’d been gleefully jerking off as they fucked was enough proof. Now she could see that her verbal play was turning him on.

    “He got to cum inside me,” she said. “He got to spray his hot load in your wife’s pussy.”

    Andrew stroked faster.

    “You don’t get to do that, though. You only get to cum on my pussy. Your cum doesn’t get to be inside me tonight,” she said.

    Andrew groaned and closed his eyes as his cock exploded. Christina watched as rope after rope of thick cum landed on her labia, in her pubic hair, and on her inner thighs. Her husband made a wondrous mess and it brought her great joy.

    “Did that feel good?” she asked after Andrew had sprayed the last of his load and stopped stroking.

    He nodded and said, “It did. It really did.”

    “Would you mind getting a towel to clean up your cum?” Christina asked.

    Andrew headed towards the bathroom and returned a few moments later. Christina made no effort to take the towel from him and Andrew got the message. He climbed into the bed once more and cleaned up his cum.

    She found it thrilling that he was cleaning up his own mess and that Mark’s cum was still inside her. Something about it felt so delightfully kinky.

    “Thank you, Mark,” Christina said after her husband walked away with the towel. “That was so much better than I thought it would be. You were truly incredible tonight.”

    She leaned closer and kissed him. It was a long, lingering kiss filled with gratitude and just a hint of lust. Their tongues even danced a little.

    “It was my pleasure, truly,” he replied. “It’s always my pleasure to fuck a woman as beautiful as you.”

    Christina reached out and ran her fingers over his impressively hard stomach.

    “Can we do this again?” she asked.

    “Of course,” he replied. “This wasn’t a onetime thing. I can’t wait to show you how much fun we can have together.”

    “That would be amazing,” Christina said.

    She was a hotwife now. She couldn’t live with limiting herself to her husband’s cock. She needed more. There was no question about it. Thankfully, Andrew had enjoyed himself thoroughly and she knew he’d be on board for more fun too.

    “How about next Friday?” she asked.

    Mark smiled. “That would be wonderful, though it might be hard to wait that long to feel your perfect pussy again.”

    Christina laughed and kissed him once more.

    “Maybe we’ll get together for a quickie before then. It’s been years since I had sex in a car or outdoors. Who knows what kind of fun we could get up to,” she said.

    “The world is your oyster, Christina. Especially now that you’re a hotwife with a willing, eager husband,” Mark replied.

    Christina smiled. Her experience with Mark was so good that she now had every intention of exploring the world of hotwifing to the fullest. She was going to indulge in all the pleasures it offered and she was going to bring Andrew along with her.

    The End.
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    “That’s it, cuck. Eat that pussy. Get it nice and wet for me,” your wife’s bull says.

    Your wife is on the living room couch. She’s naked. Her legs are spread. Her fingers are in your hair. She’s moaning.

    “Show your wife that you know your place. Show her that you accept that I’m the real man in your marriage,” her bull says.

    This is what you do. This is your place. You accepted that notion months ago. It was clear the first time he fucked her that he was better. He made her cum so much harder than you ever have.

    It took a while, but you came around to the idea that he was sexually superior to you. You couldn’t really argue with the notion, in fact.

    “You know your place, don’t you cucky?” your wife says sweetly as she runs her fingers through your hair and over your face. “You know that you’re nothing compared to him, right? You know that he’s shown me what it’s like to fuck a real man, right?”

    You look at your wife and nod as you continue to worship her pussy. You won’t stray from your duty. You have to do your part.

    Your wife looks up at her bull. “Is that for me?” she asks.

    You know she’s talking about his cock. You know he’s standing behind you stroking it. You know he’s naked and your wife is admiring his muscular body. You know part of the reason she’s wet is because she’s thinking about having him inside her.

    Her bull doesn’t respond. You imagine he’s smiling at your wife as he thinks about plunging his cock into her wet married pussy and offering her the satisfaction that you’ve always failed to provide.

    “Does her pussy feel nice and wet, cuck?” her bull asks.

    You nod again but your tongue stays where it belongs. You continue licking. Your wife moans. You’re not sure if she’s thinking about the big cock that’s going to fuck her or your tongue.

    You hear a strange noise. It sounds like someone popping the top on a bottle. You look up at your wife as your tongue pushes into her pussy. You see her smile.

    You hear the sound of wet masturbation. Her bull is stroking his cock. He must be using some kind of lube.

    You feel cool liquid splash on your back and over your ass. “Oops. Sorry about that,” her bull says as he continues to masturbate.

    “Keep licking me like a good cucky,” your wife says.

    You do as you’re told, even as you feel the cool liquid drip slowly down your ass crack.

    “That’s it. Just like a good cucky,” she says as you press your tongue into her pussy and spread your saliva around.

    There’s movement behind you. You figure it’s almost time for you to step aside so your wife can get fucked by the man that’s opened her eyes to the true pleasures of sex.

    Then you feel her bull’s hand on your lower back. You instinctively pull away from your wife’s pussy and move to look behind you.

    “No, no, no,” your wife says as she grabs two fistfuls of your hair and pulls you back into your place between her legs. “This is your place. You belong right here between my legs. Don’t worry about what he’s doing.”

    Her voice is soothing, but you can’t help but worry about what’s happening behind you.

    You feel her bull spread your knees wider. You feel him get on his knees behind you. Panic rises in you.

    You try and pull away again, but your wife’s grip is impossibly strong. If you move your head even a little you feel shooting pain. If you moved it too far she’d likely pull your hair out before she let go.

    “This is the next step,” your wife says.

    You feel more of the cool liquid against your ass crack. It drips down your hole. You feel the same sense of panic rising again.

    You feel something soft rub up and down your ass crack. There’s no mistaking it. Your wife’s bull is rubbing his cock against you.

    Despite knowing it’s going to hurt, you try and pull away from your wife’s pussy. You don’t know what he’s planning, but it seems like he’s going to fuck you.

    You quickly learn just how strong your wife is. She holds tight onto your hair and keeps you between her legs despite your thrashing.

    “This is the next step in your cuckolding,” she says. “This is the only logical step. This is what has to happen.”

    She’s referring to you getting fucked. She’s saying it has to happen.

    “He’s going to take whatever’s left of your manhood,” your wife says. “He’s going to fuck you. He’s going to ruin you.”

    Her voice is soft and soothing. Her pussy smells so good. Her thighs are so warm on either side of your head. You feel your resistance begin to melt.

    “There’s no point in fighting it,” she says. “This was inevitable from the first time he fucked me. He showed me that you weren’t a real man. He showed me that you weren’t worthy of my pussy. He showed me that you weren’t worthy of acting like you’re a real man. This is what has to happen, cucky. You have to take it in the ass. You have to let him take what’s left of your manhood.”

    You give in and resume licking your wife’s pussy. You return to your duty as her cuckold. You’re going to let him take your manhood.

    Your wife looks at her bull. “Go ahead. Take his manhood. Ruin him,” she says.

    You feel pressure against your lubed up asshole. You feel pain as the head of his big cock moves inside you. You want to stay quiet, but you can’t. You unleash a groan of agony as you lick your wife’s pussy.

    It hurts. Of course it hurts. He’s quite large and your asshole has never been penetrated before. He’s taking his time, though. He’s going to ruin you as a man, but he’s not going to send you to the hospital with a destroyed anus.

    “That’s it, cucky,” she says. “Let him take your manhood. Let him fill you with his big cock. Let him show you what it’s like to get fucked by a real man.”

    He bottoms out in your asshole. You lick your wife’s pussy. She moans. You wonder if she’s turned on at the sight of another man fucking her husband.

    After giving your ass a little time to get used to his size, her bull begins to fuck you. His long, thick cock slides in and out of you at a slow, rhythmic pace. You feel his pubic hair against your ass with every thrust.

    You can’t help but continue to moan in pain as he fucks you. His cock is too big. He’s taking your anal virginity and you’re simply too tight.

    “It always hurts the first time,” your wife says. “It’s supposed to hurt, cucky. It’s a reminder that your place is beneath my bull. It’s beneath me. You’re less than him. He’s far more of a man than you are, which means you take it up the ass. It means that you suffer the pain of losing your anal virginity. It means that you get fucked like a bitch and he gets to cum in your ass.”

    The idea of him cumming inside you triggers a desire to run from it. You try and wriggle free, but your wife tightens her grip on your hair once more.

    “You didn’t think he was going to pull out, did you cucky?” she asks. “The lesson needs to be complete. You need to understand that you’re a cum dumpster if that’s what he or I wants you to be. You need to understand that it’s your place to take my bull’s cock and cum if that’s what he or I wants. You need to understand your place.”

    The fight leaves you. The pain has lessened just a little. He’s picks up the pace and fucks you a little faster. Your wife moans as you go back to licking her pussy. You accept your place.

    “That’s it, cuck,” her bull says. “Take my cock. Take it up the ass like the little bitch that you are. Take it up the ass like a faggot does.”

    You want to protest, but there doesn’t seem to be any point. You’re on your knees getting fucked in the ass by a man. You’re not screaming in agony. You’re not thrashing about as best you can to run away. You’re taking it. You’re doing as you’re told. You’re accepting your place.

    Your wife pulls your head up and away from her pussy. She looks down at you. “I want to hear you beg for it, cucky,” she says. “Beg for his load. Beg him to cum in your ass.”

    You hold your wife’s gaze, but you can’t quite form the words. You can’t let them spill from your lips. You can’t beg another man to cum in your ass.

    “This is your place,” your wife says. “Our marriage is never going back to the way it was. I’ll divorce you before I do that. There’s no point in fighting your place, cucky. Just accept it. Accept that you’re a cum dumpster. Beg him for his load. Beg him to fill your ass with his thick, potent seed.”

    You notice that you’re erect. You’re getting fucked and your dick is hard.

    “Please, cum inside me,” you say.

    “That’s a good little cucky,” your wife says. “More.”

    “Please, cum in my ass. Fill me with your seed. Make me your cum dumpster,” you say.

    Her bull fucks you harder and faster. You wince as pain emanates from your asshole. He’s not going to stop now. He’s going to cum inside you.

    “Please, fuck my ass and cum inside me,” you say. “Put me in my place. Fill my inferior ass with your superior cum.”

    Your wife pushes you between her legs once more. You resume licking her pussy. Her bull fucks you hard. The sound of his body slamming against yours fills the room.

    He buries his cock inside you. He grunts in a familiar way. Normally he’s cumming in your wife when he makes noises like that. This time he’s cumming in you. He’s filling your ass with his seed. He’s showing you your place. He’s making you the ultimate cuckold.

    Your wife cums on your tongue. She cums as her bull unloads in your ass. She cums as you’re shown your place as a cum dumpster.

    You do not experience the ultimate pleasure of an orgasm. They haven’t given you permission and it’s not your place to cum without permission.

    Your wife’s bull pulls out. You feel his cum leak from your asshole.

    “What do you say?” your wife asks.

    “Thank you for fucking me,” you reply.

    You’ve learned your place. You’re a cock slut and cum dumpster. You’re whatever your wife and her bull say you are. You’re a good cuckold.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 97398122 - Taken with Your Wife

    You’re on your hands and knees in the bed you share with your beautiful wife. The weight of your steel chastity cage ensures that you feel its presence at all times as your locked up dick swings a little with every subtle movement.

    The sensation of the cool air on your freshly-waxed ass is new and it feels rather lovely. Your wife is exquisitely beautiful in a dark blue bodysuit. Her hair is long and wavy, just like her bull likes it.

    “You look so good like that,” she says sweetly.

    You’re naked and you know that’s not what she’s referring to. She means seeing you on your hands and knees. She means seeing you offer yourself up like that.

    You smile and she leans closer. You share a soft kiss as you both wait on your hands and knees. You wait for him.

    “Are you ready for this?” she asks.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and looks up as her bull appears in front of you. He grabs a handful of your wife’s hair and says, “Open up.”

    She parts her lips for him and his cock disappears into her mouth as you watch. It’s not a blowjob so much as it’s a face fucking. He’s using her mouth much like he uses her pussy. He’s fucking it for his pleasure. He’s taking control. He’s dominating her like she craves. You know he’s making her wet as he does so. You know she loves it when he seizes control of her in your bedroom.

    Her bull pulls out and rubs his slippery dick over your wife’s face. “Kiss him,” he says.

    She turns to you and her lips are soon pressed against yours as her tongue pushes into your mouth. It’s a sloppy, wet, aggressive kiss with the flavor of his cock being shared between the two of you.

    When the kiss ends her bull is standing in front of you. He grabs a handful of your hair and says, “Open up.”

    You part your lips and he slides his cock into your mouth. It’s not a blowjob you’re giving. It’s a face fucking you’re receiving. He uses your mouth like a pussy, just like he used your wife’s mouth. He’s taking his pleasure from you. You’re not giving him anything. You’re merely a hole he’s filling. He’s dominating you. He’s taking control in the bedroom you share with your wife and it makes your locked up cock throb.

    “That’s it, baby. Let him fuck your face,” your wife says. “Let him fuck that pretty little mouth of yours.”

    That’s also why he’s fucking your face. It turns your wife on. She loves seeing her cuckold husband submit to her bull. She can’t keep her hands away from her pussy as he pumps your mouth with his dick and there’s no reason for her to refrain from masturbating. She’s free to pursue her pleasure as she desires, per her bull’s instructions. It’s you that’s not allowed to cum while he’s in the house.

    He pulls out and rubs his wet dick all over your face. “Kiss her,” he says.

    You turn and see a look of the purest, wildest lust on your wife’s face. She pulls your mouth to hers and her tongue dances with yours, this time with far greater aggression. You can feel her arousal. You can feel the lust that you helped generate by willingly offering your mouth to her bull.

    “I love that you’re a dirty little cocksucker for him,” your wife says. “I fucking love it.”

    Her bull walks to the other side of the bed. He rubs your wife’s ass and yours. He squeezes your ass cheeks. He gives you both a few swift smacks and you cry out in pain at the same time.

    “Are you ready for this?” she asks.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    Her bull climbs into the bed behind your wife and slides his cock into her pussy. She closes her eyes and screams in a mixture of pleasure and pain. He’s quite large and it still causes her a bit of agony when he pushes inside her for the first time.

    You watch her face as he fucks her. You see the pain wash away. You see a smile break out. You see the joy in her eyes. You see how much she loves being a slut for her bull in your bed. You see how much she loves being taken by him, how much she loves offering him her body.

    “He feels so fucking good,” your wife says as she turns to look at you. “He’s so fucking big and he feels so fucking good inside me. He feels so fucking good in my pussy.”

    Her bull grabs a handful of your wife’s hair and pulls back. You see her head snap back and you watch her mouth open to unleash a loud cry of what seems to be the purest kind of joy. She’s being taken. She’s being fucked by another man. She’s being used next to you as you wait on your hands and knees like a good cuckold.

    He releases her hair and you feel his hand come down on your ass. He squeezes your soft, vulnerable flesh before his fingers move between your cheeks. He runs them up and down your crack, teasing your asshole with every pass.

    You look over at your wife and see the smile on her face. She knows what her bull has planned. She knows what your evening is going to entail. She knows what’s going to happen to you.

    “Are you ready for this?” she asks again, this time between deep moans of pleasure as the other man in her life fucks her harder and faster.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    You look back and watch your wife’s bull spit into his hand before it returns to your ass. He rubs his wet fingers over your asshole and one of them enters you as he continues to pound your wife.

    You look ahead and groan as he opens you up. A second finger enters you. Your wife’s bull is in your ass. He’s prepping you for what’s coming next.

    Your wife looks back. She sees what he’s doing. She moans louder.

    “Fuck,” she says. “He’s going to fuck you, baby. He’s going to fuck you so hard. He’s going to open up that tight little hole of yours and show you what it means to be a slut for a real man’s cock.”

    You can hear the wild desire in your wife’s voice. You can hear how much the idea of her bull fucking you turns her on. That’s why you’re willing to go along with it. That’s why you’re willing to offer him your asshole.

    He slides a third finger into your asshole as the sounds of sex fill the bedroom. He’s pounding your wife’s pussy as he preps you for his cock. He’s fucking her like the slut he’s made her into. He’s going to make her cum.

    “I’m cumming!” your wife screams a few moments later. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! I’m fucking cumming!”

    Her bull removes his fingers from your ass and pulls out of your wife’s pussy. He moves behind you as you look over at her. Your pulse races as you feel him rub the head of his bare cock over your asshole.

    “Say it,” he demands.

    You look at your wife and silently plead with her to free you from having to do this.

    “Say it, honey,” your wife says.

    She leans closer and kisses you as you feel her bull’s cock continue to rub up and down your ass crack.

    “Tell him to fuck you,” your wife whispers. “Tell him you want to know what it’s like to get fucked by a superior man. Tell him that you want to be a slut for him just like I am.”

    You look into your wife’s eyes and say, “Please, fuck me.”

    You feel pressure against your asshole. You feel pain as he opens you up. You feel agony as your asshole expands for the plump head of his cock. Then you feel it pop inside you. You feel him take your anal virginity.

    “Is he inside you?” your wife says.

    You clench your jaw and nod as more of his cock slowly fills you. You hear him spit to add a little more lube.

    “Does it hurt?” your wife asks.

    You nod again.

    “It’s supposed to hurt,” she says. “The first time, at least. You’re making a sacrifice, sweetie. You’re giving him your ass to please him, and to please your wife. You’re suffering through getting fucked by a big cock because you want to make your wife and her bull happy. You’re doing this for me and him and it’s the most beautiful thing in the world.”

    You feel her bull’s pubic hair against your ass. You feel his balls against your taint. You’ve been fully penetrated by your wife’s bull. You have a man’s cock in your ass. You’re on your hands and knees in the bed you share with your wife and you’re getting fucked by the man that’s been meeting her sexual needs for the past six months.

    Your wife reaches back and plays with your locked cock as she says, “This is right, sweetie. I know it hurts, but this is your place. Your cock is locked up because it’s useless. You’re getting fucked because you’re not the man in our marriage anymore. You’re taking cock to show me that you know your place. You’re taking cock to show me how much you love me. You’re taking cock to show me how badly you want to make me happy.”

    She releases your caged cock and her hand moves between her legs once more. Your wife moans as she masturbates while her bull’s cock moves in and out of your asshole. The pain hasn’t subsided, but her words have turned you on. The fact that she’s masturbating as you get fucked is deeply thrilling too.

    Her bull begins to fuck you faster. You groan in pain with each thrust inside you, but there’s a bit of pleasure when he pulls out. You begin to get into the rhythm of it.

    You close your eyes and let the other sensations coursing through you come to the forefront. You feel joy at your wife’s obvious arousal. You listen to her moaning as she masturbates. You listen to the sound of her wet pussy as she plays.

    You feel your cock throbbing in its cage. You feel the precum dripping from the tip of your locked up little dick.

    You feel a deep sense of submission at being fucked. You’re being penetrated by another man. Your asshole is being stretched and filled over and over and it’s unquestionably humiliating, but in a way you’ve grown to enjoy.

    You feel a bit of pleasure every time he pulls out. You feel a bit of pleasure as his cock tickles something in your body when he fills you. You even find a bit of pleasure in the pain of being fucked. It’s a reminder of your submission, of what you’re willingly giving up in the name of making your wife happy.

    “He’s going to cum inside you,” your wife says. “He’s going to blow his load in your virgin ass.”

    She moans louder. The idea of him filling your ass with his cum clearly turns her on.

    You hear her bull groan as he fucks you harder and faster. He clearly enjoys humiliating you with his cock. He clearly enjoys fucking your ass while your wife masturbates. He enjoys being in control of his good submissive cuckold couple.

    “Beg me for it, cuckold,” he says.

    A pained look crosses your face.

    “Do it,” your wife says.

    You take a deep breath and close your eyes. You can’t look at her as you say it.

    “Please cum in my ass,” you say. “Please cum in my virgin ass. Give me your load.”

    You can hear the desperation in your voice. Some part of you wants it. You want to give your wife and her bull what they crave. You want to embrace your place.

    “What a good little slut,” your wife says.

    She and her bull moan. It sounds like they’re both going to cum.

    He pounds your ass harder. You feel his balls slapping against your taint with every thrust. You feel his pubic hair tickling your smooth ass.

    He buries his cock inside you and groans in a familiar way. He’s cumming inside you just like he’s climaxed inside your wife countless times.

    Your wife screams and her head falls to the mattress as she climaxes. You feel her bull’s cock pulsing in your ass as he fills you with his load.

    “What a good little slut,” your wife says again, this time with obvious joy in her voice.

    Her bull pulls out, steps away, and almost immediately returns with a butt plug for your ass.

    “So you can keep his seed inside you as long as possible,” your wife says.

    What a good little slut indeed.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 97467983 - Naughty Wife in the Lingerie Store

    “Wow, this place is huge,” Timothy said as he marveled at the sheer size of the Victoria’s Secret he and his wife had just stepped into.

    “It’s the biggest Victoria’s Secret in the world,” Brianna said as she took her husband’s hand in hers. “That means there’s all kinds of naughty lingerie for me to try on.”

    Brianna smiled and pulled Timothy closer for a soft kiss.

    “Isn’t that exciting?” she asked.

    Timothy was beyond excited. There were few things in the world he enjoyed more than watching his wife try on lingerie. She had an astoundingly sexy, fit body and she was the kind of woman that loved dressing up in skimpy, sexy things to show off.

    “You know I love seeing your body in lingerie,” Timothy replied. He pulled Brianna close for another kiss and then whispered, “You know how badly I want to fuck you when I see you all dressed up in something skimpy and sexy.”

    Brianna smiled and let out a delightful little laugh as she grasped Timothy’s ass and gave it a good squeeze.

    “I do know that,” Brianna said. “So let’s see if we can find something that will make you absolutely wild with desire for me.”

    Timothy was already wild with desire for his wife, but she knew that. This was all an elaborate, lusty form of foreplay. She’d spend the day teasing him with sexy, lacy things and then they’d go home and pay off all that flirty fun with a round of vigorous sex and two exceptionally pleasurable orgasms.

    Timothy followed his wife as she made a beeline for a part of the store Victoria’s Secret had reserved for what they called the “provocative” lingerie. It was filled with the kind of lacy, strappy lingerie that had become so popular in the past few years.

    Brianna pulled a sexy, semi-sheer light blue bra and panty set off one of the racks and held the pieces up against her body.

    “That will look incredible on you.”

    Timothy turned around to see who had taken the words out of his mouth.

    “Sorry,” the tall blonde guy standing there said as he looked past Timothy to Brianna. “I couldn’t help myself. You really will look incredible in that.”

    Timothy spun around to see if his wife was as weirded out by the stranger as he was. Brianna didn’t seem to be put off by it, though. In fact, she wore a strange kind of smile that made it seem like she was flattered.

    “You really think so?” Brianna asked. “It seems like the kind of piece that might only look good on a model.”

    Timothy stared in disbelief. It seemed like his wife was flirting with the guy.

    “As far as I can tell you have the body of a model,” the stranger said.

    Timothy’s eyes went wide. The other guy was openly flirting with Brianna in front of him. The fact that she giggled at his comment and actually twirled her fingers in her long blonde hair only made it worse. She was flirting back!

    “What do you think, honey?” Brianna asked as she finally turned her gaze back to Timothy. “Would I look good in this?”

    “You’d look amazing,” Timothy said. “Of course you’d look amazing.”

    Brianna’s eyes drifted to the tall blonde stranger. She smiled at him. “Should I try it on?” she asked.

    “You should,” the stranger replied before Timothy could say anything. “I’m Brad, by the way,” he added while extending his hand.

    Brianna shook it and said, “I’m Brianna. This is my husband, Timothy.”

    Brad offered Timothy his hand and nearly crushed his fingers, which seemed to be purposeful.

    “Do you work here?” Timothy asked.

    “No,” Brad replied. “I’m pretty sure they only hire women here.”

    Timothy looked up into the taller man’s eyes and for a moment it seemed like they were having a standoff. Then Brad smiled, stepped back, and said, “I just thought your wife would look amazing in that lingerie she picked out and I decided to say something.”

    He hadn’t offered an apology and Brianna didn’t seem the slightest bit offended, so Timothy decided he was going to let it go.

    Then, Brad asked, “So, are you going to try it on?”

    Timothy was ready to yell at the guy but Brianna beat him to the punch. “I am,” she said with a flirty smile on her face.

    “I’d love to see how it looks on you,” Brad replied.

    “I’d love to show it to you,” Brianna replied.

    She walked towards the dressing room with the lingerie in her hand and Brad followed behind. Timothy stood between the racks of skimpy underwear and stared with his mouth agape. What was happening? Did his wife know Brad? Were they playing some sort of crazy game? Was it all part of a plan, or what she really flirting with a stranger and agreeing to model lingerie for him?

    Eventually, Timothy followed behind them. He watched Brianna disappear down the hallway and into one of the dressing rooms and took a few moments to study Brad. He was at least six inches taller than Timothy and there was no question he was fitter and at least a little better looking. He seemed bigger, too. Just bigger in every way.

    Timothy couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. Every woman that walked past them into the dressing area took a moment to glance at Brad and none of them gave Timothy a look. Even the sales girls, most of whom were quite beautiful, stared at Brad.

    Then Brianna emerged from the dressing room. She looked astoundingly hot in the bra and panty set. Timothy didn’t feel the arousal he’d been hoping for, though. Instead, he felt jealous because Brianna looked at Brad when she stepped out of the dressing room. She looked right at the total stranger she’d been flirting with. She wanted to know what he thought and she didn’t seem to care what her husband thought.

    “I was wrong,” Brad said. “You look so much better than incredible, Brianna. You look perfect. You look better than any Victoria’s Secret model. You should be in the catalog.”

    Timothy thought he was laying it on a little thick, but it clearly worked for Brianna. She was beaming and she broke into a runway-style saunter with her hands on her hips as she approached them.

    He knew he should have been watching his wife, but Timothy couldn’t help but watch Brad. He saw the other man’s eyes devouring his wife. He saw the obvious lust there and he just couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe Brianna was allowing it to happen. He couldn’t believe his wife wouldn’t tell this guy to fuck off so they could continue their day of flirty fun.

    “Would you mind if I picked out something for you to try on?” Brad asked Brianna as she reached the end of the dressing room hallway.

    Brianna flashed a giddy smile once more and said, “Not at all.”

    Brad reached out and gently touched the exposed flesh just above Brianna’s right hip. Timothy watched his wife close her eyes for just a moment and smile as the other man touched her.

    “I’ll be right back,” Brad said.

    The moment he was out of earshot Timothy turned to his wife and said, “What are you doing? Why are you flirting with this guy?”

    Brianna smiled and closed the short distance between them. She pressed her lingerie-clad body against his and gave Timothy a kiss on the cheek.

    “It’s just a bit of harmless fun, honey. Plus, it’s kind of cute how jealous you’re getting,” she said.

    “Are you sure it’s harmless?” he asked. “You seem like you’re really into it.”

    Brianna kissed his cheek and her lips brushed delicately against his flesh as she moved to Timothy’s neck and kissed him once more. Her tongue danced over his skin for a few moments before she whispered, “I might be enjoying it just a little bit.”

    Timothy couldn’t help but succumb to her erotic charms. His cock was stiff in his pants and he reached out to touch her lingerie-clad body. His desire to fuck Brianna overwhelmed everything else happening in his head.

    “Think of it as if I was an actual lingerie model,” Brianna said as she stepped back. “Those women are married too and I’ll bet lots of guys masturbate to them, so it’s not the craziest thing in the world to model whatever little piece of lingerie Brad brings back.”

    Timothy knew it wasn’t the soundest argument his wife had ever offered, but he couldn’t bring himself to vociferously disagree. He was still almost fully erect, after all, and it she hadn’t really done anything wrong.

    Brad returned before Timothy could say anything. He held up an exceptionally sexy-looking piece of black lace lingerie and said, “This is the Strappy Teddy, and as you can see you’re going to look absolutely amazing in it.”

    Timothy noticed right away that the back of the teddy was made entirely of black straps, including what was essentially a g-string that would leave the entirety of his wife’s ass exposed.

    Brianna smiled as she took it out of the other man’s hands and said, “I can’t wait to try it on for you.”

    She spun around and walked back towards the dressing room and Timothy was absolutely certain the exaggerated sway in her hips was on purpose. Brianna seemed to be enjoying the attention from Brad.

    “Your wife is very beautiful, Timothy,” Brad said. “Do you make her feel beautiful?”

    “I think so,” Timothy replied. He wasn’t entirely sure what the question meant.

    Brad smiled and said, “If you think so then chances are good you don’t.”

    “How do I make her feel beautiful?” Timothy asked.

    “A woman wants to feel overwhelming desire from her man. She wants to feel like he can’t go another minute without having her. She wants to feel like his lust for her is so overpowering that he can’t think about anything other than being with her. He can’t work. He can’t eat. He can’t concentrate. He needs to be with her so badly that he’ll forgo everything else in life for the chance to make love to her,” Brad explained.

    Timothy was about to respond when Brianna emerged from the dressing room. She wore a confident smile as she put her hands on her hips and struck a pose like she was modeling for the catalog. Brad was right. She looked amazing.

    “Brianna, you look even better than I thought you would,” Brad said. “It looks like your body was made for that teddy. You’re indescribably sexy in it.”

    Timothy was quite certain his wife blushed a little as she began to walk towards them. The sway was there in her hips and she beamed with confidence.

    She stopped a few feet away and Brad said, “Why don’t you spin around for us.”

    Brianna flashed her giddy smile again and spun around. Timothy’s eyes went to her ass – which was entirely exposed except for the quarter inch thick strip of black fabric running down her crack – and he was certain Brad was staring at the same thing.

    Brad moved a step closer as he said, “I don’t know how your husband is still standing here. If I was him I wouldn’t be able to contain my desire for you. I’d have to have you.”

    Brianna looked over her shoulder, but it wasn’t Timothy she gazed at. It was Brad.

    “Does that mean this sexy little teddy turns you on, Brad?” she asked.

    Brad answered by closing the distance between him and Brianna with one long step and grasping her waist. He pulled her close and his hands moved over the soft lace of the teddy before moving to her naked ass and grasping it.

    “Yes, that’s what it means,” he whispered before leaning down and kissing her neck.

    Timothy felt like his feet were made of concrete. For some reason, he couldn’t make himself move as another man groped and kissed his wife. He wondered why Brianna didn’t seem interested in stopping it either.

    “You know, I could use some help getting out of this,” Brianna said as she pushed her ass back into Brad.

    “I’d be happy to help you with that,” Brad said as his hands moved back to Brianna’s waist before drifting up her body to her breasts.

    Brianna turned her head and looked at Timothy before saying, “Honey, why don’t you pick out something you want to see me model. In fact, pick out a handful of things. Feel free to take your time.”

    Brianna took Brad’s hand and led him down the hallway and into the dressing room she’d emerged from. Timothy stood there and did nothing.

    He heard his wife giggle. It was quickly followed by the faint sound of kissing. Timothy knew what was happening in the dressing room. Of course he did. He knew what was happening and he stood there completely paralyzed.

    When he heard his wife’s quiet moan emerge from the dressing room Timothy was finally spurred to action. He spun around and headed back into the store to do exactly as Brianna had requested. He was going to pick out lingerie while she almost certainly had sex with another man in the dressing room.

    Timothy browsed the section of the store reserved for the sexiest lingerie. Brianna had already tried on two pieces from that section and it seemed to provide a massive boost to her confidence, though Brad’s interest likely played a part in that as well.

    After ten minutes Timothy headed back to the dressing rooms with a handful of items. He saw two girls emerge with smiles on their faces.

    “They’re totally fucking,” one of the girls said as they walked by.

    “I know,” the other replied. “It sounds like really good sex, though. I kind of wish I was the one getting railed.”

    Timothy stopped for a moment as he felt a little lightheaded. He was almost certain that Brianna was going to fuck Brad when he walked away, but it felt different to have it acknowledged. His wife was having sex with another man. Brad’s cock was inside Brianna’s pussy. It was happening in the dressing room.

    She wasn’t cheating on him. Timothy could have stopped her. He simply declined to do so. He let her take the other man to the dressing room knowing full well that they were going to have sex. He still wasn’t sure why he’d done it.

    When Timothy reached the dressing rooms the sounds of sex were obvious. He couldn’t believe they hadn’t been thrown out. There was no question someone was getting fucked in Brianna’s dressing room. There was no question she had Brad’s cock inside her.

    Timothy didn’t move. He stood at the end of the hallway and he listened. He held lingerie in his hands for his wife to try on and did nothing as she fucked someone else.

    Worst of all, he had an erection. His cock was hard. It was hard enough that he had to hold the lingerie in front of him to hide the fact that he was so stiff.

    The moans stopped a few minutes later. Brianna had moaned in the way she does before she cums. Brad had given her an orgasm in a Victoria’s Secret dressing room. Timothy assumed the other man had cum as well. He assumed they’d had sex, they’d had orgasms, and they would soon step out of the dressing room.

    It took a few more minutes before they stepped out, but eventually Brianna and Brad emerged fully dressed and walking arm-in-arm. She held the two pieces of lingerie she’d modeled in her hand as they approached Timothy.

    Before saying anything to her husband, Brianna turned to Brad and said, “That was incredible.” She stood up on her tiptoes and kissed him. What seemed like it was going to be a simple, friendly peck on the lips turned into something far more passionate that included a surprising amount of tongue as Timothy watched from just a few feet away.

    “Text or call anytime you’re in the mood for a little more of what we just did,” Brad said as he reached down and gave Brianna’s ass a good squeeze.

    “I will,” Brianna replied before they shared another kiss. “You can count on it.”

    Brad walked away and for a few moments Brianna watched him go before turning to Timothy.

    “I don’t need to try anything else on,” she said. “I found the lingerie I’m looking for.” She gestured to the pieces he held and added, “You can just leave all that here.”

    Timothy dropped the lingerie on the counter and followed his wife to the register. He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t quite find the words.

    “Don’t worry,” Brianna said as she turned to look at him. “I’m still going to fuck you when we get home. You’ll just have to deal with someone else’s cum being inside me.”

    Again Timothy felt lightheaded. Again he felt arousal coursing through him. He watched his wife smile. His desire was almost certainly obvious.

    “We both know you would have stopped me if you were actually upset, so let’s just have fun with this, okay?” she said.

    Timothy nodded and the girl at the register called them over. Brianna paid for the lingerie that she’d likely been fucked in and the girl wrapped it in tissue paper, slipped it into a bag, and handed it over.

    “Have a good day,” she said.

    Brianna offered her hand and Timothy took it. The day had gone differently than he’d expected, but ultimately they were heading home to have sex and Timothy was well aware that despite the strangeness of it, he badly wanted to fuck his wife after Brad had filled her.

    “I can’t wait to fuck you,” he said as they stepped out of the store. “I really can’t. This was all so hot and I’ve been turned on for an hour. I can’t wait to fuck you.”

    Brianna smiled and pulled him close for the kind of kiss she’d enjoyed with Brad. The faint taste of another man lingered on her lips. It made Timothy want more.

    “Let’s hurry home, then, because I can’t wait to feel you explode inside me,” Brianna said.

    She hailed a cab and they hopped in. Timothy adjusted his pants to hide his obvious erection and spent the ride home dreaming about how good his wife’s pussy was going to feel when he sank inside her. He couldn’t wait.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 97538787 - She's Ready for the Risk

    They’re standing by the side of your bed. Your wife looks up at him as he lifts her shirt over her head and tosses it to the floor.

    She lifts his shirt and he pulls it the rest of the way over his head and it soon joins hers on the floor.

    “You’re beautiful,” he says.

    Your wife smiles and stands on her toes to kiss him. He bends over and their lips meet. She moans quietly. She’s been waiting weeks to see him again and now that it’s on the verge of happening she can’t contain her excitement.

    Your wife reaches back and unhooks her bra as they kiss. His hands find their way to her breasts almost immediately. She moans again, this time a little louder. His touch turns her on. Her desire for him means that everything about him turns her on.

    Their lips part and your wife unzips her skirt. It falls to the floor and she steps out of it. She reaches out to undo his pants and take them off. She looks down at the sizable bulge in the tight boxer briefs he’s wearing.

    Your wife looks over at you for the first time since they entered the bedroom. She reaches out and grasps the bulge as your eyes meet. She plays with his cock. Now it’s his turn to moan. Your wife is making him feel good as she plays with the big cock that’s going to fuck her.

    She turns back to him and he picks her up. She wraps her legs around the man that will be her lover for the evening and they kiss. His strong hands grasp her ass. Her breasts press into his chest. Their tongues do a dirty dance of desire.

    He lays your wife in your bed and pulls her panties off. He climbs on top of her and they kiss again. Her legs wrap around his body. Your heart pounds harder in your chest. Your wife is in your bed with another man. Their bodies are pressed together. Only a thin layer of fabric separates his cock from her pussy. She’s so close to cuckolding you.

    He rolls off of her and takes her nipple into his mouth as his fingers move between her legs. Your wife closes her eyes and moans as she arches her back just a little. Her pussy moves to meet his fingers. She wants him inside her. She needs some part of him inside her.

    He rubs her cunt and slips a finger inside her. You see his thumb working her clit as a second finger disappears into her wet pussy.

    She moans louder. He sucks on her other nipple. He’s working your wife over with exceptional skill. He’s showing her what it’s like to be handled by a man that knows exactly how to arouse a woman.

    You know your wife well enough to know that she’s getting lost in her desire for him. She’s reaching that place of pure, overwhelming lust where she gets desperate. It looks like he’s brought her fairly close to a climax, in fact.

    Your wife doesn’t want to cum yet, though. She wants him inside her when that happens. That’s why she takes over. She pushes him onto his back and rolls onto her side. They kiss as her fingers move down his muscular chest and taut stomach. She reaches into his underwear. You see the outline of her fingers through the fabric as she grasps the big cock that’s going to be inside her before long.

    It’s his turn to moan. Your wife is playing with his cock and it feels splendid. Of course he’s moaning.

    She’s learned a lot about pleasing men since she started cuckolding you. She knows how to handle a cock better than she ever did. She knows how to make a man moan with her hands. She knows how to pleasure him with her mouth in ways she didn’t before. The men she’s been with have taught her so much.

    Your wife moves down his body, planting soft, sensual kisses along the way. You find it intensely arousing to watch her shower his body with affection. It’s been years since she treated you that way. It’s been years since she felt the kind of animalistic lust for you that she feels for him.

    She looks over at you as she reaches his underwear. She smiles. You both know what’s about to happen. She’s about to reveal her bull’s big cock. Soon he’ll be in her mouth. Soon you’ll watch your beautiful wife blow another man.

    “Come here,” she says to you.

    You smile and get out of the chair you’ve placed in the corner of the room for viewing. You walk towards your wife. There’s no question she can see the bulge between your legs. You’re turned on too. Your wife is your favorite pornstar, after all.

    You join your wife in the bed. She massages her bull’s cock through his underwear. You can see the outline of the plump head and the long, thick shaft.

    “Do you want to watch me suck his cock?” she asks.

    “I do,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles and leans closer. You share a long, lingering kiss as her tongue darts in and out of your mouth. She moans. You moan too. You can’t help it. Kissing her feels so good, especially when you know she’s overcome with lust for another man.

    She licks her lips after the kiss and then slips her fingers into the waistband of her bull’s underwear. She pulls it down slowly, revealing his pubic hair first and then the base of his shaft. She smiles as his seemingly endless cock comes out to play, culminating with the plump, mushroom-shaped head popping free.

    Your wife looks over at you as she takes him into her hand and strokes his shaft. She holds your gaze as she presses her lips against her bull’s cock and kisses it. She lets a little moan escape before kissing it again.

    “I love his cock,” she says. “I love it so much.”

    Your cock throbs painfully. You love that she lusts after his dick. You love that she clearly wants him so badly.

    Your wife wraps her lips around the head of his cock and sucks on it. Her tongue slips out and licks the throbbing, sensitive underside. She closes her eyes and moans as she takes more of him in her mouth.

    You hear him moan too. Your wife is giving him a blowjob, so of course he’s moaning. It feels spectacularly good. You know it does. How could it not? She’s very skilled, after all.

    Your beautiful wife takes her mouth off his cock. She smiles at you. She kisses the head again. She licks it.

    She leans towards you. You move towards her. She kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. You can taste his cock.

    “You like kissing me after I’ve been sucking on his beautiful cock, don’t you?” she asks as your lips hover just a few inches apart.

    You answer by kissing her again. The truth is, you love it. It feels so naughty. It feels like a beautiful way of playing with your deep desire to be a cuckold.

    “Will you get me a condom?” your wife asks. “I need him inside me.” She strokes her bull’s big cock. “I need this beautiful cock in my pussy.”

    You pull open the nightstand and remove a condom from the box. You tear it open and hand it to your wife. She smiles and gently rolls it down her bull’s long, thick shaft.

    “Are you going to watch him fuck me?” your wife asks. “Are you going to watch my bull fill my tight little pussy with his big cock?”

    You nod and your wife moves to her back in the bed. You move to the floor and stare at her pussy as she spreads her legs for her bull. He moves between them and rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Do you want my cock inside you?” he asks as he continues to tease her pussy with it.

    “Yes, please,” your wife says.

    They kiss and she moans as he presses the tip of his cock inside her. He doesn’t fill her, though. You know she’s wet. You know she’s ready for him. You know she’s eager for him, in fact. It seems like he’s teasing her. He’s trying to drive her absolutely wild with lust.

    “Please,” your wife says as she grabs his ass. “Fuck me. Fill me. Give me your cock. Please, give it to me. Pound my pussy. Pound me.”

    They kiss again as he plays with her tits and rubs the thick head of his cock up and down her slippery slit. He won’t just fill her, though.

    “Should I fuck her, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “Yes. Please, fuck my wife,” you answer.

    “Please, fuck me,” she says.

    He plunges inside her and your wife cries out. You watch her pussy lips expand around the exceptional thickness of his erection. You see her arms wrap around him.

    “Does that feel good?” he asks.

    “Yes!” she says. “Fuck yes. Please, fuck me. Give me your cock. Fill me. Fuck me with that beautiful cock.”

    He pulls out and slides into her again. He’s still teasing her. He’s inside your wife, but he’s not giving her exactly what she wants. He’s not fucking her. He’s trying very hard to make her utterly mad with lust. He’s making her desperate for him and it seems to be working.

    He begins to fuck her. He finds a slow, steady rhythm and maintains it. You watch his cock slide in and out of her over and over. You feel that beautiful sense of cuckold lust spread through your body. Your cock throbs in your pants. Your balls tighten. Your loins tingle and you feel just a little bit lightheaded in the best way possible.

    Your wife moans with each thrust. You can tell she’s in that place she gets with him where all she’s thinking about is the sheer joy of having her bull on top of her and inside her. Each stroke gives her an intense kind of pleasure and she wants more of it. She needs more of it. She craves more of it.

    Then her bull pulls out. Your wife looks up at him and says, “Put it back inside me. Please. I was so close. Please, fuck me and make me cum.”

    You hear the desperation in her voice. You hear how badly she wants him to fuck her. You hear that she needs it. She was so close to cumming. She needs him to finish her off. She needs him to slide his long, thick cock inside her once more and make her cum.

    Her bull moves to his knees and turns to you. “Take the condom off my cock, cuckold. Take it off or I’m not fucking your wife tonight.”

    “Do it, honey,” she says. “Take the condom off. Let him fuck me bareback. I’m ready.”

    You look at your wife. You know you’ve talked about her having unprotected sex with her bull, but she was going to start taking birth control before she let him inside her without a condom.

    “You’re not on the pill,” you say.

    “I don’t care,” your wife says. “Take the condom off his cock. Please, honey, I need him inside me. I need him to fuck me. I need my bull’s cock.”

    Her hands move over her naked body and between her legs. Her bull grabs them. He doesn’t want her masturbating. He won’t let her claim her orgasm until you’ve done what he asked.

    “Will you pull out before you cum?” you ask her bull.

    “No, I won’t,” he says.

    “Honey, please!” your wife yells. “I need his cock inside me. We both know I want him to cum inside me. We need to take the risk. Just take the condom off and let him fuck me bareback. Let him fuck your wife’s pussy bareback. Let him cum inside me!”

    “What if you get pregnant?” you ask.

    She looks at you and smiles. “Would it be so bad if I had his seed growing inside me?”

    You feel an overwhelming sensation of lust rush through your body. You put your hand on the edge of the bed to catch your balance. For some reason, the idea strikes you as impossibly sexy. You’ve always thought it was crazy, but it seems like your wife being into it has given you permission to find it arousing.

    “Do it, honey. Take his condom off. Give my bull permission to cum inside me,” she says.

    You look at her bull’s cock. It’s still rock hard. You move closer. You crawl into the bed. You look at your wife and she smiles. You reach out and gently pull the condom off the other man’s cock.

    “Thank you, honey,” your wife says. “Now why don’t you return to your place on the floor?”

    You move back to the floor in time to see him slide his bare cock into her pussy. This time he fucks her immediately. He’s done teasing. He’s going to give your wife what she needs.

    You find it impossibly arousing to see his bare cock sliding in and out of her cunt. They’re having unprotected sex in your bed. He’s going to cum in your wife’s pussy. Another man’s cum is going to be inside her for the first time since you started dating her.

    “Make me cum!” your wife cries out. “Fuck me!”

    He pounds her harder. He gives your wife an orgasm. He gives her what she needs. You see her thighs tremble as the climax washes over her. Your bedroom fills with her moans.

    He stops thrusting and you hear them kissing. You see pulses of pleasure race down her inner thighs. Her hands move over his lower back. She grabs his ass.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Her bull says, “Are you sure?”

    He’s giving her a chance to say no. He knows she’s not on the pill. He knows there’s a genuine risk of her getting pregnant if he cums inside her.

    “Yes, I’m sure. I want you to cum inside me,” she says.

    You want it too. You know you shouldn’t. You know there’s a real risk. You don’t care, though. You want him to cum inside her. You want to embrace the risk.

    He begins to fuck her again. Her pussy is wetter after her orgasm. The sounds of sex are sloppier. He fucks her harder as she moans once more.

    “Give me your cum,” she says. “Fill my married pussy.”

    That seems to do it for him. He likes the idea of cumming in another man’s wife. He probably likes that you’re watching as he breeds your wife.

    He grunts and pushes the full length of his cock inside her. He launches his load into her womb. You see his balls pulse as he deposits his cum as deep in her pussy as he can manage.

    They kiss as he holds his cock in your wife’s pussy. The kisses are long, slow, and sensual. They’re the kinds of kisses a couple shares after they’ve both achieved the satisfaction they crave.

    “That was incredible,” she says.

    “I can’t wait to do it again,” he replies.

    Your wife laughs softly and runs her fingers through his hair and down his back.

    “Are you up for another round tonight?” she asks.

    “You know I am,” he answers.

    “Good. I want you to cum inside me again. I don’t know why, but it’s so much better without a condom. I’m not sure I can go back to that now that I’ve had you without one. I’m not sure I want to,” your wife says to the man who’s still buried inside her.

    “I was hoping you’d say that,” he replies.

    They kiss again. It seems like they don’t even know you’re in the room.

    Finally, he pulls out and your wife looks down at you. “Honey, would you mind getting us a towel and two glasses of water?”

    You stand up and say, “Of course.”

    You leave the bedroom. You hear a delighted giggle as you head towards the kitchen. You imagine your wife’s bull has rolled back on top of her or is showering her in neck kisses. Either way, he’s making her happy.

    You retrieve the glasses of water and stop by the bathroom to grab a towel to help your wife clean up. You know you’ll get to play with her when he’s gone, but for now you’ll continue to serve. At least you’ll get to watch him cum inside her again.

    Maybe, if you’re lucky, she’ll let you add your load to his after he leaves. Wouldn’t that be nice?

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 98311406 - The Big Game Bet

    “Why don’t we make this a little more interesting?” Cameron said to his brother. “I mean, the 49ers are obviously going to win since they’re the far superior team, but if you’re willing to cling to your delusion that the Chiefs are going to run away with this thing we might as well spice up the game a little.”

    Adam turned to his back to his brother, showing off the “Mahomes” printed across the top of the jersey he was wearing. “We both know my man Mahomes is going to beat your asses just like he did four years ago, but I’m happy to take advantage of your cockiness. What kind of bet did you have in mind?”

    “If the 49ers win, Elizabeth and I get to use your beach house for, let’s say, two weeks this summer,” Cameron replied.

    “Ooh, I like that,” Elizabeth said.

    Cameron imagined his beautiful blonde wife spending two weeks in a skimpy bikini and little else as they enjoyed the beach house his brother had dropped a fortune on a few years back. He knew they’d do their best to fuck on every surface in the house, too. Elizabeth had always been particularly lusty on vacation.

    “Two weeks, huh? You know I rent out that place for most of the summer. That would cost me an awful lot of money,” Adam said. “So, the question is, what do you have to offer when the 49ers fall flat on their faces and the Chiefs take this thing home?”

    The truth was, Cameron didn’t have anything to offer that came close to matching the value of two weeks at an expensive beach house. Adam made thousands a week renting it during the summer.

    “How about me?” Elizabeth said.

    “What?” Cameron replied as he gave his wife a quizzical look.

    “Yeah, what?” Adam chimed in.

    Elizabeth put her beer on the coffee table, stood up, and stepped in front of the TV. She looked splendid in a pair of tight yoga pants and a cropped 49ers jersey that left her taut stomach exposed.

    “If the Chiefs win, Adam gets to have me,” she said before spinning around, bending over, and showing off her ass.

    Cameron leaned forward and said, “Uh, honey, that seems kind of crazy.”

    Elizabeth spun around and ran her hands over her thighs, up her torso, and through her soft blonde hair as she smiled.

    “Does it? I think we both know that I’m the only thing you have that Adam really wants, and I really want to spend at least part of my summer at that beach house of his,” she said.

    Adam’s eyes were locked on Elizabeth as he too leaned forward to say, “Just so we’re clear, you’re saying that if I win that I get to, well, fuck you?”

    Elizabeth sauntered towards Adam until she was standing right in front of him. She bent over and put her hands on his knees, flashing her tantalizing cleavage in the process.

    “I’m saying that all three of us know that you want to fuck me, that you’ve wanted to fuck me for years. I’m saying that if you win this bet that not only will you get to fuck me tonight but you’ll get to take me to your beach house to spend two weeks fucking me while my husband stays home,” Elizabeth said.

    Adam turned to his brother with a shit-eating grin on his face and asked, “So, how confident are you that your 49ers are going to win?”

    “Yeah, honey, how confident are you?” Elizabeth added. “Because if the 49ers win you get to fuck me after the game and then you get to spend two weeks fucking me in your brother’s beach house.”

    She stood up and blew a kiss towards Adam before moving towards her husband and sitting in his lap.

    “Wouldn’t that be fun, baby? I’ll pack nothing but bikinis and lingerie and we can spend our time relaxing in the sun, swimming, and fucking like rabbits.”

    Cameron felt his cock come to life at the notion, but there was just one problem.

    “Or you could do all of that with Adam,” he said.

    Elizabeth looked at Cameron’s brother and smiled. “That’s right,” she said. “A bet’s not really a bet unless you stand to lose something meaningful, right?”

    “I’ll tell you what,” Adam said. “If you win the bet, you can have the house for a month. You can even rent it out for a few weeks and keep the money if you want.”

    “What do you think, baby?” Elizabeth asked. “Do you want to make the bet?”

    Cameron wouldn’t have considered betting his wife, but she was the one who suggested it. She wasn’t exactly shy, though, and she’d always been wild where sex was concerned. It was part of why he loved her.

    “Okay,” he said. “It’s a bet.”

    Elizabeth hopped off his lap and bounced up and down as she clapped her hands and squealed giddily. It seemed obvious that she figured she was going to emerge a winner no matter which team took home the championship.

    “Can I refresh your drinks, boys?” Elizabeth asked.

    Both guys nodded and she turned around and bent over to pick up their empty beers. She took quite a bit longer than necessary and both guys took the opportunity to stare at her genuinely perfect ass in the skintight black yoga pants she’d put on that morning.

    “I’ll be right back,” she said.

    Adam watched her go and then turned to his brother, smiled, and said, “I’m gonna fuck your wife, bro, and I’m damn sure gonna enjoy that pussy.”

    “Fuck you, man. There’s no chance the Chiefs are winning. Their receivers can’t catch for shit this year. There’s no chance,” Cameron said.

    Elizabeth returned with fresh drinks for everyone, set them on the table, and sat between the two brothers. She turned and smiled at her husband and then at his brother.

    “May the best team win,” Elizabeth said.

    Cameron couldn’t help but smile at his wife’s obvious joy. She was clearly having fun as the center of their bet.

    The next four hours were as tense as any Cameron had ever experienced. Neither team could get much going on offense and there were stupid mistakes made on both sides. Cameron felt his heart pounding as the Chiefs lined up for a field goal to tie the game and take it to overtime. All Butker had to do was miss and Cameron and Elizabeth would get to spend a month at a beach house.

    He didn’t miss, though. The game went to overtime. The tension went through the roof. The 49ers drove the field with ease in the first possession of overtime but fell short of a touchdown. Cameron’s heart sank at the made field goal. It wasn’t going to be good enough. Not with Patrick Mahomes about to take the field.

    Cameron sat on the edge of the couch at the start of the Chiefs’s possession. He watched them move down the field. He cheered when a Chiefs receive ran backwards on a boneheaded play. He stood and paced as the Chiefs neared the goal line.

    Then the game was over. The Chiefs had won. Cameron had lost the bet. Immediately he thought that his brother wouldn’t actually claim Elizabeth as his prize. What kind of man would do that?

    Then Cameron turned to see that Elizabeth had cuddled up next to Adam. Both of them were smiling as she looked at Cameron and moved her hand to his brother’s knee to caress it.

    “It looks like your brother won the bet,” Elizabeth said.

    Adam looked down at his sister-in-law’s hand as it moved over his knee and inched its way up his thigh. He smiled, though this time it was unquestionably the kind of cocky, shit-eating grin a guy flashes when he knows he’s defeated a rival. In this case, it was Adam knowing that he was going to get to fuck his brother’s wife.

    “I guess I did,” Adam said. “How about that?”

    Elizabeth looked over at Cameron and smiled as her fingers moved towards Adam’s crotch. It looked like she was absolutely going to follow through on paying off the first part of the bet.

    “A bet is a bet, right brother?” Adam said.

    Cameron’s eyes were focused on the TV as the Chiefs took the field and celebrated with confetti pouring down on them. A few 49ers players were shown crying and Cameron wondered if he was experiencing the same kind of agony as it became clear that his wife and his brother were about to fuck.

    “A bet’s a bet,” Elizabeth said.

    Cameron looked over and saw his wife massaging his brother’s cock through his jeans. He saw that shit-eating grin on Adam’s face. He saw that his brother was about to do something Cameron knew he’d always thought about.

    Adam’s hand moved to the back of Elizabeth’s neck and he pulled her lips to his. They shared a deep kiss as Cameron watched from the other side of the couch. Elizabeth unzipped Adam’s pants and reached inside to pull out his cock.

    Cameron knew his brother was bigger than him. Now he was certain that Elizabeth knew too. She’d stroked her husband’s cock enough to feel the difference.

    “How about you suck my cock while your husband watches?” Adam said.

    Elizabeth looked back at Cameron, smiled, and took Adam’s cock into her mouth.

    “Damn,” Adam said as he looked at Cameron. “I’m gonna enjoy this mouth at my beach house. Two weeks of getting my cock sucked by your beautiful wife. That’s going to be incredible.”

    Cameron felt a sense of fury rise in him as he watched. He cursed himself for making such a stupid bet, especially since it was obvious his wife was going to pay it off. She was going to go on a two week vacation with his brother. She was going to spend those two weeks in bikinis and little else. She was going to spend those two weeks sucking cock and getting fucked and he was going to sit at home thinking about it.

    “Can you deepthroat?” Adam asked as he moved his hand to the back of Elizabeth’s neck and pushed down.

    She swallowed his cock without fighting, though there was a bit of gagging. Cameron wasn’t quite big enough to make deepthroating him as difficult as it was with Adam.

    “Yup, she can deepthroat,” Adam said. “You’ve got a hell of a wife here, man. I’ll bet it annoys you that the 49ers lost and you have to sit there and watch your wife suck my dick. It does, doesn’t it?”

    Cameron didn’t have much of an answer. Of course it annoyed him. He was furious the 49ers had lost and the fact that his wife was blowing his brother as a result made it so much worse.

    “I guess it’s gonna be a lot worse when I fuck her, isn’t it?” Adam said.

    He looked into his brother’s eyes while working Elizabeth’s yoga pants down around her thighs. His fingers disappeared into her pussy and Cameron could both see and hear how wet she is.

    “Damn, your wife is soaked, little brother. Do you think that means she wants me to fuck her? Do you think she’s turned on at the idea of your brother’s big cock in her pussy?” he asked.

    “Fuck you,” Cameron said.

    Elizabeth lifted her head from Adam’s lap and looked at her husband. He could see the saliva and precum dripping from her lips.

    “Honey, don’t be rude to your brother. You were the one that chose to make the bet. He’s simply claiming what’s his as a result of winning the bet,” she said before getting off the couch and stripping out of her yoga pants and shirt.

    “Now, would you like to enjoy the first part of that reward for winning the bet?” Elizabeth asked as she looked at Adam. “Would you like to fuck me?”

    “Damn right I would,” Adam said as he worked his pants off and kicked them aside.

    Elizabeth smiled, straddled him, and took his cock into her pussy. She looked over at Cameron and said, “Your brother’s cock is inside me,” as she sunk down onto it.

    “Your wife’s pussy is perfect,” Adam said. “She’s so fucking tight, though I guess she’s used to your cock, isn’t she?”

    Elizabeth let a quiet laugh slip out before she began to ride Adam’s cock in earnest. Cameron couldn’t help but look over. He saw his brother fondling his wife’s tits. He saw them kissing. He heard her moaning as Adam’s cock filled her.

    “Your cock feels incredible,” she said.

    “Better than his?” Adam asked.

    Elizabeth looked over at her husband and smiled as she rode his brother’s cock. The sounds of her wet pussy being stretched and filled reverberated through their living room.

    “Yes,” she said.

    Adam grasped her ass and gave it a good squeeze as Elizabeth rode him harder and faster. They kissed again, this time with an even deeper sense of passion.

    Cameron knew his wife was wild. She’s always been wild. He loved that she was wild. It was more painful than he’d expected to watch her ride his brother’s cock, though. He knew it was a possibility when he made the bet, but it still created an unexpected sense of agony. Even worse was that he knew it would happen again once summer rolled around. He wouldn’t have to be there to watch, but he’d know that his wife was enjoying a summer vacation at an expensive beach house and that she was likely spending most of it with his brother’s cock inside her.

    “You’re gonna make me cum,” Adam said.

    Elizabeth smiled. “Funny, I was just going to say the same thing.”

    They kissed again and fucked just a little faster as Cameron watched. His brother was going to cum in his wife and he wasn’t going to do anything about it. It’s not like he really had a choice. Elizabeth had eagerly embraced fucking Adam. She’d offered herself up in the first place, and she was clearly enjoying it.

    Soon enough Elizabeth unleashed the kinds of moans that always accompanied her orgasms. They seemed a little louder and lustier with Adam inside her, which was fitting. He was taller, richer, a little better looking, and clearly better at sex.

    Adam came a few moments later. He grasped Elizabeth’s ass and grunted as his cock exploded inside her. Cameron watched, knowing full well that his brother was ejaculating in his wife’s pussy.

    Afterwards, Elizabeth remained in Adam’s lap. She had a giddy look on her face, which was unsurprising considering she’d just experienced a great orgasm.

    “I can’t wait until summer,” she said.

    “There’s no reason we have to wait that long,” Adam said.

    Elizabeth smiled. “That wasn’t the bet,” she said.

    “No, it wasn’t, but we both know he’s not going to stop us if we want to fuck every once in a while,” Adam replied.

    His hands moved over Elizabeth’s ass and up her back. He pulled her lips to his and they kissed while he gently played with her perky breasts as Cameron looked on.

    “We should fuck at least once more tonight,” Elizabeth said. “That would certainly count as part of the bet.”

    Adam smiled before kissing and licking Elizabeth’s breasts. She held his head against her chest and looked over at her husband.

    “I’m going to take your brother to our room, baby. He’s going to have me again. Maybe I’ll let him have me twice more. Maybe we’ll go all night. If it gets too late and we’re not out, would you mind sleeping in the guest room?” she asked.

    Cameron nodded at his wife. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to find the strength to leave the couch if his brother was still fucking her.

    Adam stood up with his cock still buried in Elizabeth’s pussy and carried her out of the living room and down the hallway to the bedroom. A few minutes later Cameron heard moans of pleasure. His brother was fucking his wife again. He was going to dump another load of cum inside her. Again Cameron cursed himself for making the bet. There was nothing to be done about it, though.

    A bet was a bet.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 98442225 - Valentine's Day Lingerie Shopping

    “I want to make Valentine’s Day special,” Vanessa said as she curled into her husband’s lap.

    Derek softly kissed his wife’s cheek and asked, “What did you have in mind?”

    “Lingerie, of course. Not just any lingerie, though. Agent Provocateur offers private fittings with a personal shopper. I made an appointment for us tomorrow. She can help me find something naughty to wear for Keith and you can pick out a pretty pair of panties for your little dicky. How does that sound?” Vanessa said.

    Derek’s cock stirred to life. He was certain Vanessa could feel it pressing into her ass. It robbed him of the ability to deny the idea excited him, so Derek said nothing at all.

    “I can feel your excitement. Your little dicky is getting so hard at the idea of wearing a pair of panties from Agent Provocateur. You know how naughty their lingerie is. You know how good I look in it. Just imagine how good your cute little dicky is going to look in it,” Vanessa said.

    Her excitement was infectious and she was right about Derek. He couldn’t bring himself to admit it, but he loved the idea of being put in a pair of sexy panties while his wife fucked her boyfriend on Valentine’s Day.

    “Does my cucky want to taste my pussy?” Vanessa asked in a soft, seductive whisper that made Derek’s cock impossibly stiff.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    She jumped off of him and slid over on the couch. Derek pulled off her shorts and panties and quickly took his place between her legs.

    “That’s it, cucky. Lick my pussy. Show me what a good hubby you are. Show me how much you love your wife’s pretty pussy,” Vanessa said as she pulled Derek tight against her mound.

    She was dripping with excitement. Clearly the idea of buying lingerie to wear for her boyfriend and a pair of panties for Derek turned her on immensely.

    “Think about Keith pounding this tight little pussy. Think about him fucking me on Valentine’s Day while you rub your little dicky in the pretty panties we’re going to buy you. Think about how your little dicky belongs in women’s underwear and his big cock belongs inside me,” she urged him.

    Derek did as he was told. His mind filled with images of Keith’s big cock pounding his wife’s pussy, as he’d done so often since they started dating. He thought of Vanessa’s legs wrapped around her boyfriend as she urged him to fuck her harder and faster. He thought of how they both liked to laugh at his little cock after they were done fucking.

    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Vanessa screamed as Derek brought her to a powerful orgasm with his rhythmic licking of her clit.

    In the aftermath of her orgasm, Derek stayed between his wife’s legs and gently kissed her thighs as she purred. “How did I end up with such a loyal, loving cucky like you?” she asked.

    “I guess you just got lucky,” Derek said.

    “I guess so,” Vanessa smiled before turning over. “Worship my ass, cucky,” she ordered before pulling out her phone and opening Instagram while Derek buried his face between her beautiful ass cheeks and did as he’d been ordered.

    ---

    When they arrived at the Agent Provocateur boutique, Vanessa and Derek were greeted by a tall, staggeringly beautiful, elegantly dressed blonde.

    “Vanessa?” she asked.

    “That’s me,” Vanessa said with a smile.

    “I’m Alessia. We spoke on the phone about your private fitting. It’s a pleasure to meet you both. Why don’t you follow me,” Alessia said before turning and leading Vanessa and Derek to a private space at the back of the store.

    “The lingerie here is breathtaking,” Vanessa said as she walked by the erotic offerings on display. “It’s absolutely perfect for a Valentine’s Day treat, wouldn’t you agree honey?”

    “Absolutely,” Derek said as he too admired the various bras, panties, baby dolls, one pieces, and more.

    “So, how can I help you today?” Alessia asked as she offered Vanessa and Derek glasses of champagne.

    “Thank you,” Vanessa said as she took the glass and enjoyed a slow sip. “I want to find something utterly breathtaking to wear for my boyfriend on Valentine’s Day and,” Vanessa turned to Derek before continuing, “my sweet, loving cuckold husband wants to help.”

    A surprisingly naughty smile crossed Alessia’s face and her posture relaxed almost immediately. It was like she transformed into a more seductive version of herself in an instant. “How very open-minded of you, Derek,” she said. “It would be my absolute pleasure to help you. Did you have anything in mind?”

    Vanessa put down her champagne glass and stood up. She looked around to confirm they were indeed alone in the private room and asked, “It’s just the three of us here, so would you mind if I just showed you what I’m working with and maybe you could tell me what would look best on me?”

    “Of course,” Alessia said.

    “Will you help me, dear?” Vanessa asked Derek.

    He stood and unzipped the lovely red dress Vanessa had worn for the occasion. It fell to the floor and she stepped out of it. Derek picked up the dress and carefully hung it over the edge of a chair to prevent wrinkles.

    “It must be nice to have a husband who’s so…eager to please,” Alessia said as she smiled at Vanessa.

    “You have no idea,” Vanessa replied. “So, what do you think would look good on me?”

    “Your body is lovely, if you don’t mind me saying,” Alessia said as she admired Vanessa’s lean frame. Her near-daily workouts continued to pay dividends.

    “Thank you,” Vanessa said with a flirty smile.

    “May I ask what kind of man we’re shopping for?” Alessia said as she continued to admire Vanessa’s nearly naked body.

    “Keith is everything you imagine an alpha male would be. He’s tall, strong, handsome, and exceptionally confident. He’s deeply skilled in bed and…well, he’s equipped with everything he needs to take me to heavenly places when we’re together. That’s why I want to blow his mind on Valentine’s Day. I want to remind him that I’m the kind of woman that’s hard to find, too,” Vanessa said.

    Alessia looked at Derek to judge his reaction to Vanessa’s long description of Keith’s many positive attributes.

    “And what do you want for your wife, Derek?” Alessia asked.

    Derek saw no point in holding back. His humiliation had begun when Vanessa made this appointment and there was no stopping it now. “I want my wife to have everything she desires, including the most enthralling, arousing lingerie set you have in stock. I want Keith to be overcome with lust when he sees her.”

    “You’re a very lucky woman,” Alessia said as she turned her attention back to Vanessa. “I have a few things in mind. I’ll be right back.”

    Alessia disappeared into the store as Vanessa turned to her husband. “That was lovely to hear, cucky. You really do want that for me, don’t you?”

    “Of course,” Derek said as he turned his lust-filled gaze to her.

    Vanessa straddled Derek in his chair and kissed him forcefully. Her tongue pushed into his mouth as she ground her crotch against his. Arousal surged through him. Vanessa stood up again as quickly as she’d sat on him.

    “Look at your cute little dicky. Look at how hard it is. Is that because we’re buying lingerie for my boyfriend? Does it excite you to spend hundreds of dollars to make me look beautiful for another man?” Vanessa asked.

    “More than you can possibly know,” Derek answered.

    Alessia entered the room with three lingerie sets draped over her arm. She quickly glanced at the small but noticeable erection in Derek’s pants before handing the first set to Vanessa.

    “This is the Davinah set,” she said. “It includes a bra, panties, and garter belt with suspenders. I promise it will look breathtaking on you. You can change in there,” Alessia added as she pointed to a curtained-off dressing area.

    Vanessa stepped into the little room and pulled the curtain closed as Alessia moved closer to Derek.

    “It’s very brave of you to let another man satisfy your wife,” Alessia said.

    “It’s what she deserves,” Derek said. “I can’t give her what she needs and I don’t want to lose her. This way we both get what we want.”

    “What do you get?” Alessia asked.

    “Nothing makes his little dicky harder than knowing that another man has satisfied his wife,” Vanessa answered as she stepped out of the dressing area. She walked towards Derek and said, “Isn’t that right? You might get more pleasure out of me fucking Keith than I do.”

    “I might, yes,” Derek admitted.

    “What do you think?” Alessia asked as she admired the lingerie on Vanessa’s body.

    “It looks remarkable,” Vanessa answered as she looked in the mirror.

    “He’ll love it,” Derek added.

    “I’d like to try the red one on,” Vanessa said as she turned to Alessia.

    “Of course,” the beautiful blonde said.

    Vanessa returned to the dressing room and Alessia once again turned her attention to Derek.

    “I’ve never met a man like you,” she said. “It actually turns you on that your wife has a boyfriend and that her boyfriend is superior to you in bed?”

    Derek felt intensely humiliated as Alessia questioned him. He knew his wife wasn’t going to stop it. In fact, she likely would encourage it. She knew that deep down he enjoyed being humiliated, that admitting to being her cuckold turned him on in ways he couldn’t explain.

    “I love it,” Derek said. “I know it sounds insane, but I love it so much. Nothing turns me on more than when I know my wife is in Keith’s bed enjoying his…well, his many talents.”

    Vanessa emerged from behind the curtain in a simple, exceptionally sexy red bra and panty set. “Wow, honey, that’s perfect. It’s very Valentine’s Day,” Derek declared.

    “I think so too,” Vanessa said as she approached her husband. “Do you think Keith will like it?” she asked.

    “I can’t see how he could resist you in it,” Derek said as his wife held his gaze.

    “Stand up for me, cucky,” Vanessa said.

    Derek looked at Alessia as he stood. He knew she was going to see his erection. He couldn’t help it. The thought of his wife and her boyfriend fucking always left him hard.

    “Do you see why I have a boyfriend?” Vanessa asked Alessia.

    The beautiful blonde looked at Derek’s crotch and smiled. “I do. He’s quite small, isn’t he?”

    “Why don’t you show her just how small you are, cucky?” Vanessa said.

    Derek turned red with embarrassment. He couldn’t imagine subjecting Alessia to that.

    “It’s okay,” she said. “It won’t be the first small penis I’ve seen.”

    Derek looked at his wife and silently pleaded to be released from this humiliation. She offered him no such reprieve.

    “Do it,” Vanessa demanded. “Show her your little dicky.”

    Derek looked down as he unbuttoned his pants and pushed them to the floor along with his underwear. He couldn’t bear to look at his wife or the beautiful blonde standing next to her.

    “Oh, it’s even smaller than I expected,” Alessia said. “I can see why you’d need a boyfriend to provide you with the kind of pleasures a woman of your beauty deserves.”

    “Exactly,” Vanessa said. “I have one more request, if you don’t mind.”

    “Of course not,” Alessia said as she continued to stare at Derek’s small cock.

    “My cucky wants a pair of pretty panties for himself. He wants something to wear on Valentine’s Day while Keith and I are fucking. Do you have something that might work for him?” Vanessa asked.

    Derek burned with humiliation. He couldn’t believe this was happening. His cock hadn’t stopped throbbing though.

    “Absolutely. Did you have anything in mind?” Alessia asked.

    “Something feminine and sheer would be ideal. I want him to be able to see his little dicky through the pretty panties he’s wearing,” Vanessa said.

    Alessia smiled and let her hand brush against Derek’s arm as she left the private room to find him the panties he would wear while his wife was out fucking her boyfriend.

    “I think red is the way to go,” Vanessa said as she admired her lingerie-clad body in the mirror. “I can’t wait for Keith to see me in this. I can’t wait for him to peel off these sexy panties and fuck me like I deserve.” She turned to Derek and ran her fingers over his erect cock. “I’m so wet for him, cucky. I need him so badly.”

    Derek closed his eyes and quietly moaned as his Vanessa teased him. If she just stroked the head of his cock he might cum.

    Alessia returned with a pair of sheer, peach-colored bikini cut panties and handed them to Derek. They featured a delicate floral lace design along the waistline. “I think these are perfect for you…and your little dicky,” she said with a delighted smile.

    Vanessa couldn’t contain her joy at Alessia gleefully humiliating her husband. “Go ahead, try them on honey.”

    Derek stepped out of his pants and pulled the sheer, feminine panties up his legs. The material felt considerably higher quality than the panties he’d worn before. Goose bumps rose on his skin as he pulled the women’s underwear into place. He closed his eyes and luxuriated in the incredible feel of the material against his cock, ass, and balls for a few moments.

    “They’re perfect,” Vanessa said. “Look at how cute his little dicky looks in them.”

    “They really are perfect,” Alessia agreed. “He’s a lucky man to have a wife that helps him pursue the things that bring him such pleasure. I don’t think a man has ever been as thrilled to be in panties as your husband is right now.”

    “You are lucky to have me, aren’t you cucky?” Vanessa asked.

    “Yes,” Derek admitted. “And thank you, Alessia, for finding me a perfect pair of panties.” He meant it, but thanking her was deeply humiliating. His cock throbbed as the words left his lips.

    “My pleasure,” Alessia said before turning to Vanessa. “Is there anything else I can help you with?”

    “I think we’ve found everything we’re looking for. Thank you so much for your help. We’ll change and be right out to pay,” Vanessa replied.

    After Alessia left the private room, Vanessa stepped closer to Derek and played with his little cock in the impossibly soft and sexy sheer panties.

    “Don’t they feel good?” she asked. “Doesn’t it feel like this is exactly where your little dicky belongs?”

    “Yes,” Derek said as he closed his eyes and enjoyed the way she skillfully teased him.

    “I want you in panties every day, cucky. No more male underwear for you. Your little dicky belongs in women’s underwear from now on,” she whispered.

    “Okay,” was all Derek could say. He was too aroused to think about anything, including resisting his wife’s desires.

    They changed quickly and brought their lingerie to the register. Alessia smiled as she rung them up and Derek eagerly pulled out his credit card.

    “I hope you enjoy your Valentine’s Day,” Alessia said as she handed Derek the receipt and a pen to sign. “I’m sure Keith is going to love what you picked out for him, and I know you’re going to love wearing those pretty new panties, Derek.”

    He signed the receipt and smiled at Alessia. “Thank you,” Derek said. He felt genuinely grateful for her help, and though he wouldn’t come out and say it, he was grateful that she’d willingly participated in humiliating him with Vanessa. He knew his next orgasm would be so much more powerful because of it.

    As they walked out of the store Vanessa said, “I want you to go to the bathroom and put your new panties on right now. Toss your boxers in the trash on the way out. Your little dicky belongs in panties from now on, cucky.”

    “Of course,” Derek said as his cock throbbed with excitement. He couldn’t wait to put the elegant, beautiful, expensive panties on again.
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    “Colin, darling, would you come to the bedroom,” Sandra called out.

    Colin hopped off the couch and made his way to the bedroom. There was something in his wife’s voice that made him think she had a fun surprise in store for him.

    Sandra was nowhere to be found when he stepped through the doorway. “Sandra?” Colin called out.

    A moment later his leggy blonde wife emerged from their roomy walk-in closet wearing a dark red leather corset, a red lace thong, black fishnet stockings, and shiny black high heels.

    “Holy shit,” Colin said.

    Sandra smiled seductively as she crossed the room. Colin couldn’t stop staring at this entirely different version of his wife that had emerged from the closet.

    “Do you like what you see?” Sandra asked.

    Colin nodded vigorously as his eyes continued to roam over his wife’s breathtaking body clad in the decidedly kinky lingerie.

    “I have a little Valentine’s Day present that I think you’re going to like,” Sandra said.

    “This isn’t the present?” Colin said as he gestured to the incredible outfit she was wearing.

    “No, my love,” Sandra whispered as she slowly moved behind her husband. She squeezed his ass and kissed his neck. “My dominance is your present. Tonight, you’re going to submit to me.”

    Colin’s heart pounded in his chest as the impact of Sandra’s whispered words registered in his brain. She’d long known of his submissive desires but had always been unwilling to commit to dominating him. It seemed that something had inspired a change of heart.

    “Really?” Colin asked. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around the reality of this gift.

    Sandra stepped in front of Colin and smiled. “Take your clothes off,” she said in a surprisingly dominant tone.

    Colin stripped without hesitation. He wasn’t going to disappoint his wife after she’d finally decided to dominate him.

    “Good boy,” she said as Colin tossed aside his clothes and stood fully nude and erect in front of his wife.

    Sandra reached out and wrapped her fingers around Colin’s erection as she held his gaze. “You’re quite hard, my love. Are you excited?” she asked.

    “Very much so,” Colin answered.

    She stroked him slowly and Colin moaned. “Are you excited that Jared is going to fuck me while you watch?”

    Ten minutes ago, nothing would have excited Colin more than watching his wife and her bull have sex on Valentine’s Day. Now that she’d added in the thrilling layer of dominating him, he could barely contain his desire.

    “Yes,” Colin answered as he closed his eyes and relished the pleasure of his wife’s talented fingers playing with his cock.

    “On your knees, my love,” she said.

    Colin fell to his knees and looked up at his wife. The view was even more intoxicating as he looked up at her in the corset.

    “You look so good on your knees,” Sandra said as she ran her fingers through Colin’s hair. “I should have done this years ago.”

    Colin’s eyes followed Sandra’s hand between her legs and watched as his wife pulled her panties aside. When she revealed her smooth, perfect pussy he felt a surge of lust. Without thinking Colin leaned forward to lick her.

    Instead of tasting his wife’s pussy, Colin felt a surge of pain as she grabbed his hair tightly and pulled hard on it. His head jerked back and she stunned him with a surprisingly firm and painful slap across the face.

    “How dare you attempt to worship me without permission?” Sandra said in a fierce, angry voice.

    It was then that Colin realized just how committed she was to seeing this through. His face still stung from the her slap and she still had a painfully tight grip on his hair.

    “I’m sorry,” Colin said. He meant it, too. She’d swiftly and skillfully communicated her disappointment in a way that had gotten through to him.

    “My pussy belongs to Jared tonight. It is not yours. You have no right to it,” Sandra said as she kept her vice-like grip on Colin’s hair. “Any contact with it is a privilege that I grant you. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes. I’m sorry,” he apologized again.

    Much to his disappointment, Sandra pulled the red lace panties over her pussy and it disappeared from view. Colin’s shoulders slumped in defeat.

    “Follow,” Sandra ordered as she turned and walked to the bed.

    Colin crawled behind her and looked up at his wife’s perfect ass as she bent over and placed her hands on the edge of the bed.

    She reached back and pulled aside her thong. “Worship my ass,” she demanded. “It’s all you’re worthy of.”

    Colin eagerly moved behind her and gently pulled her ass cheeks open. He stared at her asshole and marveled at how beautiful it looked. He’d never given her a rimjob. He always assumed she would find the idea abhorrent. Apparently Sandra had been studying domination because Colin found the idea of being ordered to worship her ass intensely sexy.

    “Worship my ass!” she ordered loudly. Colin had stared for too long.

    He pressed his tongue between her ass cheeks and ran it back and forth over her asshole. Colin was expecting a slightly unpleasant taste and was pleased to discover none. Perhaps Sandra’s recent shower had ensured a clean asshole for him to worship.

    “Good boy,” Sandra said as she reached back and pressed Colin’s head deeper between her ass cheeks.

    She was smothering him with her ass while he licked rimmed her and Colin loved every second of it. His cock throbbed as he licked his wife’s asshole.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” she demanded.

    Colin stuck his tongue out and pressed it against her wet, warm asshole. There was a little resistance, but soon enough she opened up and he was able to slide into her. It felt exceptionally hot and slippery as he pushed past her anus. Sandra’s loud, lusty moan and the strength of her grip on the back of his head only heightened Colin’s desire.

    He stayed between his wife’s ass cheeks for another five minutes before she pushed him away and turned around. “You’ll be doing that a lot more often,” Sandra said before slipping a hand into her panties and playing with her pussy. “You’ve made me all wet.”

    Colin hoped he’d get a chance to taste her, but Sandra walked away, leaving him disappointed and regretting his lack of patience when she’d first presented her smooth pussy.

    As Colin waited on his knees, Sandra stepped into the closet and emerged holding a small black velvet bag. She loosened the string and upended it on the bed, spilling clear plastic pieces on the comforter.

    “Do you know what this is?” Sandra asked.

    A quick look at the pieces on the bed made it perfectly clear what it was. “It’s a chastity device,” Colin said.

    “It is, and you’ll be wearing it tonight,” she informed him. “We’ll need that erection to go down first. Get yourself into a cold shower.”

    Colin hopped to his feet and scampered to the bathroom. He wasn’t looking forward to a cold shower, but he loved the way his wife was ordering him around.

    He stepped into the shockingly cool water and it wasn’t long before his cock had softened and shrunk to its most unimpressive size.

    With the water still running Sandra pulled Colin to the edge of the shower and slipped his cock into the chastity device. Once soft, it fit with ease. It was a little embarrassing that there was a fair amount of room in the small, clear plastic sheath, in fact.

    Sandra giggled quietly before saying, “You’re so small you don’t even fill this little chastity cage.”

    Colin didn’t need her to point it out, but he felt the intended humiliation. His cock grew in the plastic sheath as a result, and soon he was confronted with the oddly erotic discomfort of being unable to get hard.

    “Dry off, but don’t bother getting dressed. Jared will be here soon and I see no reason for you to have your clothes on when he arrives,” Sandra said.

    As he dried off, Colin considered what the evening might hold for him. Up to this point, Jared had acted largely as Sandra’s lover. He rarely involved himself with Colin, but now that might change. Perhaps he would step into a dominant role alongside this new, naughtier version of Sandra.

    “Colin!” Sandra called out just as he’d finished drying off.

    Colin left the bedroom and followed his wife’s voice. He felt deeply self-conscious in the nude and with a small chastity device holding his cock, but he didn’t dare defy her. The notion of submitting to his wife was far too arousing and he didn’t want to disappoint her. Colin knew he needed to please her if he had any chance of making dom/sub play a regular occurrence in their life.

    None of that stopped Colin from feeling a strong sense of humiliation as he walked into the living room and found his wife and her bull kissing passionately. He stood there as they made out, wondering if he should announce his presence or simply wait until they were finished.

    By the time Sandra turned to him, Colin could see the impressively long and thick outline of Jared’s erection in his pants.

    “Doesn’t he look cute?” Sandra asked as she ran her fingers over Jared’s bulge. “I can’t believe I waited so long to do this. That’s exactly where a cock like his belongs.”

    “Absolutely,” Jared said before pushing his fingers into Sandra’s red lace panties.

    Colin watched his wife close her eyes and moan as another man fingered her. He felt intensely jealous. He wanted to pleasure her. He wanted to taste her, to go down on her, to make her moan, and yet he had to watch another man do it instead.

    When Jared’s fingers emerged from her panties, they were slippery with Sandra’s juices. She looked into Colin’s eyes while sucking those wet fingers clean.

    “Are you jealous, my love? Do you wish it was your fingers I was sucking clean? Or do you wish you were sucking them? Do you wish you could taste my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Colin said as his lingerie-clad wife approached him.

    Sandra offered Colin a soft, brief kiss before whispering, “Don’t worry. You’ll get your chance, cuckold.” She turned to Jared and said, “Come.” Colin watched his wife’s bull follow her to the bedroom and wondered if he was supposed to go too. “You too, cuckold,” she called out.

    “On your knees,” Sandra ordered as Colin entered the bedroom.

    He fell to his knees without hesitation. All he wanted was to make his wife happy. The more she dominated him, the better it felt. He was sinking deeper into submission and he couldn’t control his craving for her domination.

    “We’re going to do things a little differently tonight,” Sandra said as she looked down at Colin. “Normally you watch as Jared fucks me. You sit there in the corner and stroke your little cock as another man makes your wife cum over and over, and that’s wonderful for you. Tonight you’re going to have to earn your orgasm. If you’re a good boy you’ll get to cum when Jared and I have finished. If not, you’ll stay in your cage until you’ve showed me that you deserve to be released. Do you understand?”

    Colin nodded vigorously and said, “Yes. Of course. I promise I won’t disappoint you.”

    “I’m sure you won’t,” Sandra said as she smiled.

    “Now come here,” she ordered while pointing to the floor at her feet.

    Colin crawled on his hands and knees until he was in position.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Take my panties off.”

    Colin slipped his fingers under the elastic waistband of her red thong and slowly pulled it down, revealing the pussy he craved more than anything in the world.

    “I want to be nice and wet when Jared fucks me,” Sandra said as she grabbed a handful of Colin’s hair. “So be a good boy and use your tongue to prepare me for another man’s cock.”

    She pulled hard on Colin’s hair and guided him between her legs. He did as he was instructed and licked his wife’s pussy with an eager tongue. Normally Colin would concentrate on her clit, but he knew his task was merely to get her wet, which is why he licked between her labia and made sure to spread his saliva.

    While he worked, Sandra and Jared resumed the lusty make out session they’d begun earlier. Colin listened to the intoxicating sounds of passionate kissing and groaned at the pain between his legs. His cock desperately wanted to get hard but the cage made it impossible.

    Colin would have stayed between her legs all night, but Sandra pulled him away. “Tell me, my love, why aren’t you the one fucking me on Valentine’s Day?” she asked.

    “Because I can’t satisfy you,” Colin answered.

    “Why can’t you satisfy me?” Sandra said.

    Colin looked down at his locked cock and back up at his wife. “Because my cock is too small. Because I don’t fuck you nearly as well as Jared does. Because he’s…well, because he’s just better.” It felt good to say it.

    “He is better than you,” Sandra said as she bent over. “Open your mouth.”

    Colin opened his mouth and Sandra shocked him by spitting on his tongue.

    “Swallow, cuck,” she demanded.

    He did as he was told. Something about her spitting in his mouth felt impossibly humiliating, in part because he’d done nothing to resist it. He simply opened his mouth and let her do as she pleased with him.

    “Unzip his pants,” Sandra ordered.

    Colin hesitated, but only for a split second. He was nervous about where Sandra might be taking him, but he didn’t want to disappoint her. He reached up and unzipped Jared’s pants before letting his hands fall to his sides.

    “Good boy,” Sandra said as she reached into Jared’s pants and pulled out his big cock. She sank to her knees and wrapped her lips around it while Colin watched from just a few feet away.

    He was mesmerized at his wife’s oral efforts. To watch Jared’s cock disappear into her mouth was astoundingly sexy, especially when she turned her gaze upwards and stared into her bull’s eyes while giving him head.

    When Sandra let the big cock slip from her mouth and turned to Colin, he thought for sure he was going to have to disappoint her and refuse to give a blowjob. She had other plans though.

    Sandra’s fingers snaked around the back of Colin’s neck and pulled his mouth to hers for a long, slow, sloppy kiss. She pushed her tongue deep into his mouth and made him taste her bull’s cock. He couldn’t believe how good it felt. He was her plaything in that moment and he didn’t put up an ounce of fight.

    “Good boy,” Sandra said before returning to Jared’s cock and taking him into her mouth once more.

    Colin watched the rhythmic cocksucking in front of him with a sense of awe and jealousy. His cock tried to get stiff in its little chastity device as his wife gave a wet, sensual blowjob to her bull, to the cock that would soon penetrate her.

    Eventually, Sandra couldn’t wait any longer to get fucked. She stood up and pushed Jared into the bed. “I need this big cock inside me,” she said.

    “Cuckold, here,” Sandra ordered as she pointed to the floor at the edge of the bed.

    Colin crawled into position and watched as his wife straddled her bull and lowered her insanely wet pussy onto his big cock.

    Sandra’s low, loud moans soon filled the bedroom as she let Jared’s long, thick bull dick fill her. She leaned forward and kissed the man inside her.

    “Eat my ass, cuck,” Sandra ordered before going back to kissing Jared.

    Colin looked at Jared’s cock deep in his wife’s pussy and at her tight asshole, which was exposed and ready to be rimmed. Just as he’d done earlier that day, he pressed his lips against her bottom and used his tongue to massage her anus.

    While his rimming continued, Sandra started to slowly ride Jared’s cock. Colin moved his mouth up and down as her pussy milked the bigger man’s dick and he tried his best to keep his tongue in constant contact with her asshole.

    Without prompting from Sandra, Colin began to work his tongue into her asshole. She moaned louder as he tasted her insides and it thrilled him.

    Soon Sandra was bouncing harder on Jared’s big cock. She was moaning louder and breathing heavier and Colin knew she was going to cum soon.

    “Eat my ass, cuck,” she said again, this time in a far lustier voice. “Eat my ass like a good boy.”

    Colin licked her asshole with abandon. He forgot about any sense of delicacy and ran his tongue all over her asshole and crack. He might have come in contact with Jared’s cock once or twice. At that point he didn’t care.

    “Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” Sandra cried out. She reached back and pulled Colin’s head tighter between her ass cheeks. She smothered him with her bottom while an orgasm ripped through her body and made her thighs tremble uncontrollably.

    Only when the orgasm had passed did Sandra release Colin’s head. He kissed her asshole gently one last time and sank back to his knees to await her next command.

    “On your back in the bed,” Sandra said as she looked at him.

    Colin jumped to his feet and got on his back as he’d been ordered to do. Moments later Sandra climbed on top of him in a 69, but she had no intention of pleasuring his cock or offering her cunt.

    Jared’s cock appeared inches above Colin’s head and slid into his wife’s pussy with ease. She was wet enough that he was giving her a thorough pounding in no time and Colin was immersed in the most intense cuckolding experience of his life.

    “Watch him fuck me, cuck,” Sandra said as she squeezed Colin’s balls. “Watch a big cock fuck your wife’s wet pussy. Watch how a real man pounds me.”

    Colin couldn’t imagine looking away from the hardcore display happening in front of his eyes. Sandra’s pussy looked perfect as it opened around Jared’s big cock with every thrust. His shaft was slick with her juices every time he pulled out. Little drops of moisture landed on his face as Sandra took a pounding.

    “Fuck me harder. Pound me. Pound my pussy!” Sandra declared. It seemed like she was on the verge of another orgasm.

    Colin watched Sandra’s thighs begin to tremble again. He listened to her moan and watched as Jared continued to pound the hell out of her slick cunt.

    “I’m cumming!” Sandra cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Jared didn’t stop fucking her as Sandra climaxed. He pounded her harder. He pounded her tight pussy through the orgasm because he was pursuing his own. Soon enough he grunted and buried his dick inside her and came.

    “That’s it, give me your cum. Fill my pussy,” Sandra said as she pushed back on Jared’s big cock and milked him with her cunt. “Give me all that hot cum. My cuck is hungry.”

    The last bit caught Colin’s attention. He panicked. He didn’t want to eat Jared’s cum. He’d never wanted that. Sandra must have sensed his discomfort before she quickly pressed her knees against his head and held him in place.

    Jared pulled out and in an instant Sandra’s pussy was on Colin’s mouth. “Eat it, cuckold. Eat his cum or you’re staying in this cock cage for a month,” Sandra ordered.

    Colin couldn’t fathom a month without an orgasm, so he opened his mouth and submitted to his wife’s desires. Jared’s cum poured out of her pussy and down his throat. He swallowed as quickly as possible to avoid having to taste too much of the cum, but it didn’t work. The salty flavor of Jared’s load soon overwhelmed Colin’s taste buds.

    “Good boy. Eat that nasty load. Swallow all of my bull’s cum. Swallow every yummy drop just like a cuckold should,” Sandra said as she laughed.

    It felt particularly cruel, but Colin couldn’t help but notice the exceptional ache between his legs. His cock was responding to her humiliation. It was straining against the chastity as cum flowed out of his wife’s pussy and down his throat.

    After Sandra finally climbed off of Colin’s face she quickly turned around and smiled at him. “You missed a little bit,” she said while scooping cum off his cheek and feeding it to him.

    Colin looked into his wife’s beautiful eyes as he sucked another man’s cum off her fingers. He felt a strange and satisfying sense of release. He didn’t fight being fed Jared’s cum. He accepted it. He submitted. He felt warm and happy in a way he’d never expected.

    “I like having a submissive cuckold,” Sandra said as she gently caressed Colin’s face. “Do you want to cum?”

    “Yes, please, let me cum,” Colin begged.

    Sandra swiftly unlocked the chastity device that imprisoned Colin’s cock and wrapped her fingers around him. She stroked him slowly and kissed his neck while moaning like she was getting fucked. It was more than enough to get him hard.

    “Are you going to be a good submissive cuckold from now on?” Sandra asked as she tightened her grip and stroked Colin faster.

    He groaned in pleasure and said, “Yes. I’ll do anything you want.”

    “Are you going to clean Jared’s cum out of me?” she asked.

    “Yes, I’ll clean his cum out of you,” Colin answered. He was so close to cumming.

    “Are you going to worship my ass whenever I tell you to?” she asked.

    “Yes, I swear,” Colin said. “Please, make me cum.”

    Sandra resumed kissing her husband’s neck right where he liked it. She worked the head of his cock with her fingers and let loose more of those naughty moans.

    Moments later Colin cried out and unleashed his orgasm. “Oh fuck!” he screamed. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

    “Clean up and put your cock back in its cage,” she whispered after letting go of Colin’s softening cock.

    He didn’t think twice about doing as his wife had ordered. He was her submissive cuckold, after all.
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    “I want you, Michelle,” Caleb said as he pulled the naked married woman in his bed closer to him.

    “You just had me, Caleb. What are you talking about?” Michelle asked as she enjoyed the tight, almost possessive way he held her.

    Caleb laughed. “That’s not what I mean,” he said.

    “Well then what do you mean?” she replied.

    “I want all of you, Michelle. I know it wasn’t our deal, that I said I was okay just being your bull, but I changed my mind. I want more than that. I want a relationship. I want to be your boyfriend,” he declared.

    Michelle sat up and looked into Caleb’s impossibly beautiful blue eyes. Those were the eyes that lured her to him in the first place.

    “What would that mean?” she asked.

    Caleb seemed heartened that she didn’t immediately deny his desire. “It would mean going out on dates, spending the night together, getting to know each other better. Maybe having unprotected sex,” he suggested.

    A hopeful, happy smile flashed across Michelle’s face and then faded.

    “I don’t think Adam would be as upset about it as you might be imagining,” Caleb assured her.

    “You don’t think my husband would be upset if I started dating another guy?” she shot back.

    Caleb gently caressed Michelle’s face and ran his fingers through her hair. He pulled her close for a slow, soft kiss.

    “I think you underestimate how much he enjoys being cuckolded. This is a perfectly logical next step for him. He can prove just how devoted he is to you by letting you take the next step in your relationship with me,” Caleb said.

    “But this is different,” Michelle protested. “I just can’t see him being okay with me falling in love with someone else.”

    “Falling in love?” Caleb asked.

    Michelle immediately wished she hadn’t used that word, but now she was committed. “I’m sorry. That’s presumptuous. I’m not saying I’m in love with you, I’m just saying that if we take that next step it seems like a logical conclusion. Women fall in love with their boyfriends or they break up with them, and I can’t see breaking up with you,” she said.

    “I certainly wouldn’t want that,” Caleb added as he kissed Michelle again. “I could see myself falling in love with you.”

    Michelle reached between Caleb’s legs and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock. She couldn’t help but love that the idea of being her boyfriend and of taking the next step in their relationship had him so turned on.

    “Then I guess you’re not my bull anymore. I guess you’re my boyfriend now,” Michelle said as she straddled Caleb.

    “I guess so,” he said while reaching for a condom and quickly unwrapping it. He rolled it down his shaft and guided his dick into Michelle’s wet pussy.

    As she sank down onto her boyfriend’s cock, Michelle hoped Caleb was right about her husband’s reaction. It would be hard to make this work if Adam wasn’t on board with stepping back and letting his wife date another man.

    ---

    “Happy Valentine’s Day, baby,” Michelle said as she pulled back the covers and kissed her sleeping husband’s cheek.

    Adam stirred awake and opened his eyes to see his beautiful wife in a sheer red bra and panty set.

    “Wow, you look incredible,” he said.

    “Well, it’s Valentine’s Day,” she said, “and I wanted to show you what I’m going to wear for Caleb tonight. What do you think?”

    Michelle stepped back to show off the beautiful bra and thong. She spun around as Adam sat up in bed and ogled her beautiful body.

    “He’s going to love it,” Adam said as his cock sprang to life.

    Michelle tossed the covers aside and pulled down Adam’s briefs, exposing his small, stiff cock. She straddled him and rubbed her panty-clad pussy over his erection.

    “I have something to tell you, cucky, and Valentine’s Day is the perfect day to do it,” Michelle said as she leaned forward and kissed her husband’s neck while he moaned.

    “What is it?” Adam asked.

    “Caleb wants more of me,” she said while leaning back and slowly grinding into her husband’s crotch. “He wants all of me.”

    Michelle watched a confused look spread across Adam’s face. She was going to have to be more explicit.

    “Caleb wants to be more than my bull. He wants to be my boyfriend,” Michelle said as she wrapped her fingers around Adams’s stiff cock and stroked him.

    “Is that what you want?” Adam asked.

    Michelle wanted to be honest with Adam. She owed it to him to be as truthful as possible.

    “Yes,” she said while playing with her breasts in the sheer bra. Her nipples were hard and she could feel the heat of desire between her legs. She was turned on at the idea of being Caleb’s girlfriend. “The truth is, I really want it. I want to be his girlfriend. I do.”

    “What would happen?” Adam asked. “I mean, what would it mean for you to have a boyfriend? What would be different?”

    He looked a little scared. Michelle took his hand in hers and lifted it to her lips to kiss him. “I’m not going to leave you, Adam. You don’t have to worry about that. You’re always going to be my husband. Nothing will ever change that. The simplest way to explain it is that you’re going to be more of a cuckold from this point on.”

    “More of a cuckold?” Adam asked.

    Michelle laid down next to Adam and ran her fingers over his chest and stiff cock. She kissed his neck and listened to the purrs of pleasure that escaped her husband’s lips.

    “Yes, honey. You’re going to sink deeper into cuckoldry. You’re going to commit yourself to my pleasure more than you already have. You’re going to accept that Caleb is going to meet some of my emotional needs along with all of my sexual needs. You’re going to embrace taking on an even more supportive role in my life,” Michelle explained.

    She watched a drop of precum form at the tip of Adam’s cock as she informed him of what his new role would look like.

    “Why do you want this?” Adam asked in a pained voice.

    “At first, I wasn’t sure if this was what I wanted, to be honest,” Michelle said as her fingers danced over Adam’s testicles. “It seemed like it go could wrong in so many ways that it wouldn’t be worth it.”

    She rubbed her fingers over Adam’s taint and teased his asshole a tiny bit before stroking his cock once more.

    “But then I started to think about how our marriage has already changed since Caleb and I got together,” Michelle said. “I used to let you fuck me after Caleb and I had been together. Do you remember that?”

    Adam groaned. “Yes, I remember.”

    “Do you remember why I stopped letting you fuck me?” Michelle asked as she squeezed Adam’s cock hard enough to make him wince.

    “Because I always disappointed you,” he answered. “I always came too quickly and you could never feel me inside you.”

    “That’s right. It was all about you and it didn’t make any sense. I got absolutely nothing out of letting you inside me after I’d been with Caleb. Do you remember how you used to feel after you’d fucked me?” Michelle asked.

    “Terrible,” Adam said. “It always felt so good to cum and then I’d feel terrible about it. I could see that it had done nothing for you, that I was being selfish. It always ruined the pleasure of it.”

    “That’s right,” Michelle said as she let go of his cock and ran her fingers through Adam’s sparse chest hair. “It wasn’t working for either of us, so we stopped. We made a change that worked better for our marriage. You got to stroke your little dick while I directed you and sometimes I would give you handjobs. Hasn’t that been fun?”

    “It has,” Adam said as he looked at his wife. “But this is different,” he argued.

    “Is it, though? Or is it just another step down a perfectly logical path? Shouldn’t a good cuckold be willing to take a back seat to the man that gives his wife what she needs? Shouldn’t you be willing to let Caleb take an increased role in my life?” Michelle asked as her fingers moved over Adam’s chest.

    “I…I don’t know,” Adam said.

    Michelle kissed his neck softly and listened to her husband purr again. “Do you remember how you used to watch every time Caleb and I fucked?”

    “Yes,” Adam said.

    “And do you remember that you gave that up when I wanted to spend more time alone with Caleb?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” he answered.

    “You were doing what a cuckold is supposed to do. You recognized that my needs should come before yours and you gave me what I needed. You let me enjoy Caleb the way I wanted to enjoy him. You recognized that I needed to spend the night with him in our bed, that I needed to shower with him in the morning, that I needed the freedom to enjoy him as I desired,” she recalled.

    “I did,” Adam admitted.

    “And that turned out to be pleasurable for you, didn’t it?” Michelle asked.

    “It did,” he said.

    “It was different than watching, of course, but you liked listening to us fuck from the guest room. You like knowing that I was showering with him, that I was free to enjoy my bull as I desired,” Michelle said.

    She watched Adam’s cock throb without any help from her. A steady stream of precum had started to drip from the tip.

    Michelle wrapped her fingers around Adam’s little erection and stroked him slowly. His precum was the perfect lubrication.

    “This is just the next step, honey. It’s no different than the rest, even if it feels scary,” she said while giving him a slow, sensual handjob.

    Adam closed his eyes and moaned. Michelle smiled at his willingness to be led down a path of lusty cuckold pleasure.

    “What will this mean, practically speaking?” Adam asked.

    “It means Caleb and I are going to spend a lot more time together and that you’re going to be less involved when we do. It means I’m going to spend the night at his place more often and that when he comes to our place you’re going to have to respect our desire for time alone as a couple,” Michelle said.

    She smiled as Adam groaned. She knew when her husband was turned on by something and he was clearly warming up to the idea of taking a back seat in their marriage.

    “It means Caleb and I are going to go on dates, real dates,” Michelle said. She wondered how Adam would respond.

    His eyes shot open and there was genuine worry. Michelle had been expecting this response.

    “Wait, real dates? In public?” Adam asked.

    Michelle waited for the initial wave of panic to pass before she kissed her husband and stroked his cock. She returned him to a state of arousal before answering his question.

    “Yes, honey, real dates in public. And yes, that means what you think it means. People are going to find out that I’m dating another man. They’re going to find out that I have a boyfriend. They’re going to find out that you’re a cuckold,” Michelle said.

    She could see Adam wrestling with that realization. “But…but that’s…” he said before trailing off.

    “I know it’s scary, but it’s time, Adam,” Michelle informed him. “You can’t provide me with what I need and Caleb can. I want you to be my cuckold husband forever, but I want Caleb and I to take the next step in our relationship, too, and that means being out in public together. I’m not going to flaunt it and we’re not going to go to parties with our friends or anything, but people are inevitably going to find out and you’re going to have to deal with that.”

    Michelle felt sympathy for her husband as she watched him deal with what was clearly upsetting news.

    “It’s not all bad, though,” she said. “You’re finally going to get to clean creampies out of me.”

    “Really?” Adam asked.

    Michelle smiled at his sudden ebullience. “I’ve already started on the pill and Caleb and I will no longer be using condoms. He’ll be cumming in your wife starting tonight and you’ll get to clean his creampies as often as possible.”

    Michelle knew that cleaning her messy, cum-filled pussy was Adam’s biggest cuckold fantasy and one of the few he hadn’t yet gotten to live out. She could feel his cock get harder in her hand.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like that I’m going to feed you my boyfriend’s cum, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he groaned. “Fuck, yes, I fucking love it.”

    Michelle felt like she’d finally pushed through the wall of resistance Adam had put up. The creampie cleanup had been enough to break it down. All he needed was the proper reward to motivate him.

    “Good, then it’s settled. Your wife has a boyfriend,” Michelle said.

    “Yes, she does,” Adam answered.

    He no doubt hoped Michelle would give him an orgasm, but she released his cock from her grip and slid out of the bed.

    “Sorry honey, but a cuckold has to earn his orgasms, and today that means you’ll need to clean a creampie from your wife’s pussy before you’re allowed to cum. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Adam said.

    ---

    Caleb climbed on top of Michelle as she spread her legs. Her red dress rode up to her waist and exposed her dampness of her sheer panties.

    Their first date had gone spectacularly well. They’d enjoyed a long, slow, romantic dinner at a beautiful restaurant. They’d shared intimate conversation, lots of sensual kisses, and opened up to each other like a new couple tends to do.

    They’d shared a bottle of champagne and couldn’t help but make out on the Uber ride home. The bubbly buzz provided by the alcohol left them both feeling utterly delighted as they made their way to the bedroom.

    Adam was nowhere to be found, as Michelle had instructed him. He would be called upon to clean his first creampie when they were finished, but not before then.

    Michelle wanted to be free to enjoy having unprotected sex with her boyfriend for the first time. As they kissed in the bed she usually shared with Adam, she couldn’t help but feel an overpowering desire to have Caleb inside her.

    Michelle didn’t bother stripping her boyfriend naked or going down on him. She pulled his cock out of his pants, pulled aside the panties she’d bought for Valentine’s Day, and guided his stiffness inside her.

    She groaned when Caleb’s big cock bottomed out inside her the first time. Her legs wrapped around him and with every slow, deep thrust Michelle moaned louder.

    The sex was slower and far more sensual than usual and something about it felt better. The lack of a condom was unquestionably a big part of that. The skin on skin contact was more thrilling than she’d expected.

    Knowing that Caleb was going to cum inside her for the first time was intensely arousing too. She’d been looking forward to that moment for months. The very idea of it turned her on. She loved that Adam was going to live out his fantasy too.

    All of that must have thrilled Caleb too, because he didn’t last long. Soon after Michelle experienced a body-shaking, screaming orgasm, Caleb released his cum inside her.

    They both laughed at how quickly they’d cum and shared an intensely pleasurable, long, sensual kiss before Caleb pulled out.

    “Honey!” Michelle called out.

    Moments later Adam appeared in the doorway.

    “You may clean me,” she said.

    Adam promptly moved between her legs and went to work licking up his first creampie.

    Michelle pulled Caleb’s lips to hers and kissed him while her husband ate another man’s cum from her freshly-fucked pussy. Everything about the moment thrilled her and she wanted it to last forever.

    “Happy Valentine’s Day,” Michelle whispered to Caleb.

    He smiled and kissed her again. “Happy Valentine’s Day,” he said in return.

    Michelle gazed longingly at her boyfriend as Adam continued to feast on the cum dripping out of her. “Will you spend the night?” she asked while running her fingers through Caleb’s dark hair.

    “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” he answered. “Once isn’t nearly enough to satisfy my desire for you, after all.”

    Michelle slipped her tongue into Caleb’s mouth and moaned as Adam feasted on the cum dripping out of her. Her perfect Valentine’s Day wasn’t nearly over. There was so much more fun to be had.
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    Callie came home with a smile on her face, a bounce in her step, and a small shopping bag in her hand.

    “Hey honey!” she said.

    Carson smiled at his wife. He knew she was excited because her bull was coming over that night. He found that equal parts arousing and humiliating. She never got that excited for him. There was a reason for that, though. He didn’t fuck his wife anywhere near as well as Darnell did.

    “What’s in the bag?” Carson asked. He suspected it was a skimpy new lingerie set. She loved to buy something new for Darnell. She loved to dress up for him, to look her absolute best, and to be a little bit slutty because that’s what he liked.

    Callie sat next to Carson and kissed him on the cheek as she placed the bag in his lap. “It’s for you,” she said.

    Carson smiled. “For me? Really?”

    “Absolutely!” she said. “Go ahead. See what’s inside.”

    Carson reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of light blue lace boyshort panties. He held them up and stared as a confused look crossed his face.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    “There’s more,” Callie replied.

    Carson reached into the bag and pulled out a small silver butt plug. Again confusion reigned in his brain, though a small sense of dread had taken hold as well.

    “There’s more,” Callie said as she took the butt plug from him.

    Carson reached in and pulled out a chastity device. He placed the bag on the ground in front of him and looked at his wife.

    “I don’t understand,” he said.

    “Oh, sweetie, I told you that Darnell wanted more control,” Callie said.

    Carson remembered the conversation, but he figured Darnell wanted more control over Callie, not him.

    Callie took Carson’s hand and leaned in to kiss him. Her lips were so soft and she smelled so good that all his dread washed away for a moment. When her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth he felt a powerful kind of arousal build between his legs.

    After the kiss Callie looked into his eyes, smiled, and said, “He was clear, sweetie. If you’re not chastised, plugged, and pantied when he comes over tonight then he won’t be fucking me. That’s why I need you to do this for me. I need you to do what Darnell wants.”

    Carson’s cock was hard from the kiss but his brain was telling him to refuse. He’d watched Darnell fuck his wife countless times. He’d even begun to fluff her black bull recently, but the new requirements felt like too much.

    “Is this really necessary?” Carson asked. “I mean, it feels like it’s too much.”

    “Is it, though?” Callie said as she rubbed his leg. “I watched you suck Darnell’s cock last week. Is it really that much worse to put on a pair of panties while he fucks me? I mean, does that seem like a huge leap?”

    Carson knew his wife was going to be angry if he refused. She’d grown dependent on Darnell for her sexual pleasure. He provided her with orgasms like she’d never had before and Carson knew Callie wasn’t willing to go back to the boring sex life they’d had before she met Darnell.

    Still, he couldn’t quite bring himself to fold. “I…I don’t know, Callie. It feels like I’d be giving up my manhood. It just feels like a step too far.”

    Callie reached up and caressed his face as she leaned closer. “Oh, sweetie, you gave up your manhood a long time ago.”

    The comment stung, but the humiliation made Carson’s cock leap back to life. For a moment he absolutely hated that he seemed wired to enjoy that kind of thing.

    “You gave up a little bit of it the first time you came while watching Darnell fuck me. You gave up a little more the first time you ate his cum out of my pussy. You gave up a little more when you watched him and his friend fuck me together. You gave up a little more when you sucked his cock the first time. I’m not sure there’s anything left. This seems like a perfectly logical step to me. In fact, this seems like you actually accepting what you are,” Callie explained.

    Carson was taken aback at his wife’s comments, though she hadn’t said anything untrue. He’d done everything she’d said and he’d enjoyed all of it. He was a cuckold, through and through, and his wife had very quickly become a slut for her bull’s big black cock.

    “Lock your cock. Plug your ass. Put your panties on. I don’t want to argue about this, but I’m going to be very, very unhappy if you don’t do as you’re told. Darnell is in charge, sweetie, at least when it comes to stuff like this. It’s time for you to accept that. It’s time for you to embrace who you are,” Callie said.

    She handed Carson the butt plug and he looked down at all three items as they rested in his lap. Callie stood up and headed towards the bedroom.

    “I’m going to change into something more appropriate,” she said. “I expect you to do the same and I expect you to answer the door in your panties, cage, and plug. Do you understand?”

    Carson nodded and Callie flashed her bright smile and left the room.

    There was no point in fighting it. Carson had been down that road before. He’d fought some of the changes Darnell and Callie had instituted and he’d lost each battle. Ultimately, he found it all too arousing to resist. He found the humiliation thrilling. He found watching another man satisfy his wife thrilling. He came harder watching Darnell fuck Callie than he ever had while buried inside his wife’s pussy. He was a cuckold. He was going to accept that fully. He was going to do as Darnell desired.

    ---

    “Well, well, well,” Darnell said as he stood on the front porch and smiled at Carson. “I’m glad you made the right choice, cuck. It was going to be tough to walk away from your wife’s perfect white pussy.”

    Carson felt deeply uncomfortable standing there in only a pair of panties. The door was wide open and it seemed entirely possible that a neighbor would see him. Darnell refused to come in, though.

    “How does it feel, cuck?” Darnell asked. “How does it feel to be dressed like a bitch?”

    “It’s humiliating,” Carson said.

    “Damn right it is,” Darnell replied. “It should be, too. You’re wearing panties and a cock cage. Your ass is plugged. You’re dressed like a bitch and your wife is about to get fucked by a real man. You should be humiliated. That’s what you fucking cucks love, though, isn’t it?”

    Carson nodded and Darnell laughed as he stepped into the house. “You can close the door,” he said.

    Carson closed the door and Callie appeared from around the corner. She was dressed in a lacy, low cut black bodysuit that made her big breasts look spectacularly good. She jumped into her bull’s arms with a gleeful squeal and they started kissing immediately.

    “I missed you baby,” Callie said in a voice that was thick with lust. “I missed you so much. I hate that I only get to see you once a week.”

    “I know you do, girl, but I like it when you’re desperate for my dick. I like it when your white pussy is nice and tight for me, too. I like to stretch you out that first fuck. You know that,” Darnell said before they kissed again.

    Callie moaned into her bull’s mouth as she wrapped her legs around him and Darnell massaged her ass with his big hands as his tongue pushed deep into her mouth.

    “Doesn’t Carson look so cute in his panties?” Callie asked.

    “He looks like a bitch,” Darnell replied.

    Callie laughed and looked at her husband. “Yes he does. But he is a bitch, isn’t it?”

    It was Darnell’s turn to laugh as he turned to Carson. “You hear that, man? Your wife thinks you’re a bitch. Is she right, cuck? Are you a bitch?”

    “He eats your cum. He sucks your dick. He hasn’t fucked me in months. He eats his own cum most of the time. He’s wearing panties and a chastity cage and his ass is plugged. He’s definitely a bitch,” Callie said before Carson could answer. “Now take me to the bedroom and stretch me out with that big black dick of yours.”

    “With pleasure,” Darnell said. “You coming, bitch?”

    Carson nodded and followed behind them. The humiliation made him eager to watch. He wanted more of it. He wanted to see his wife and her black bull fucking. He wanted to see his wife’s perfect, tight pussy stretch out around her bull’s dick. He craved it more than anything.

    Darnell put Callie down in the bedroom and she dropped to her knees immediately. “No dick for you tonight, bitch,” she said to Carson. “I want it all to myself.”

    Callie unzipped Darnell’s pants and pulled out his long, thick cock. She rubbed the head and shaft all over her face before licking her way from the base of the shaft to the tip. She wrapped her soft, plump, glossy lips around the head and Darnell moaned.

    “She sucks dick better than you, cuck. You need to practice if you want to be able to compete with your wife,” Darnell said.

    Callie sucked and stroked her bull’s big cock, getting it hard and slippery with her spit. The room filled with her moans and the sounds of sloppy head being given to the only man that would be getting laid that night.

    “Damn, girl, you must be desperate to get fucked,” Darnell said.

    His cock slipped out of her mouth with an audible pop and Callie stroked him as she smiled. “I told you I was. I get desperate after a week. My pussy craves your cock. It needs you. It needs to be stretched. It needs to be pounded. You know my husband can’t make me feel good like that. You know he can’t do anything other than eat me out. That’s nice, but it’s not good enough.”

    “That’s why you’re in panties, cuck,” Darnell said. “Your tongue is the only thing about you that’s worth a damn and even that’s not good enough.”

    Callie stood up and kissed Darnell as she stroked his cock. He reached down, pulled aside the black lace of her bodysuit and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She moaned into his mouth and stroked him faster.

    “Get in the bed,” Darnell said.

    Callie hopped in the bed and spread her legs as she watched her bull strip.

    “Eat your wife’s pussy, cuck. Get her nice and wet for me. Get it sloppy down there,” Darnell instructed.

    “Come here, sweetie. Come eat my pussy for Darnell. Show us both what you’re good at. Show us that you belong in the room. Show us that you’re not completely useless,” Callie said.

    Carson climbed between his wife’s legs, unhooked the little snap that held her bodysuit closed at the crotch and ate her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her, tasted her slick juices, and sucked on her labia. He spread his saliva around, ensuring she was soaked.

    Darnell smacked Carson’s ass hard, making him cry out in pain. “Look at that cuck bitch go!” the black bull said. “Look at him eating that pussy!”

    “He’s a good boy,” Callie said. “He’s always been a good boy.”

    Darnell grabbed a handful of Carson’s hair and roughly pulled him away from Callie’s pussy. He pushed him to the bedroom floor and said, “Stay there and watch me fuck your wife, cuck.”

    Callie squealed in delight as her bull’s big black cock approached her pussy. Carson watched from the floor as the head spread her cunt lips and slowly pushed inside her. Callie groaned like she always did. It was low and loud and an indicator of the intense pleasure she felt in that moment.

    “Oh fuck!” she cried out. “Fuck, fuck. Yes, yes, yes. Fill me. Fill my cunt. Fill my tight little married pussy. Stretch me out. Please, Darnell, give me that cock. Please, pound me. Pound my tight little pussy!”

    Darnell’s cock bottomed out inside her and a moment later he gave Callie exactly what she needed. He fucked her. He fucked her hard. He pulled everything but the head of his massive cock out of her pussy and plunged it back inside.

    It was always the same the first time. Callie needed to be pounded. She needed to be pounded hard after a week without her bull’s cock. She never wanted time to get used to his size. She just wanted him inside her. She wanted it hard and fast. She wanted the powerful fucking that Darnell was so good at giving her.

    “Fuuuuckk!” she cried out as her first orgasm of the night arrived.

    Carson watched her legs kick open and tremble as she had a loud, intense climax, just like always. He’d never come close to making her cum like that. He had no idea women could cum like that. It wasn’t until Darnell fucked his wife that he learned it was even possible.

    Darnell pulled out and stood in front of Carson. “Clean it, cuck.”

    Callie sat up with a hazy, joyful look on her face and said, “Suck his dick, sweetie. Suck my pussy off of it. Make him feel good until my pussy is ready for another round.”

    Carson felt the ache of arousal between his legs. His cock was trying to get hard in its cage and it was happening because he was about to suck cock. In that moment he knew Callie and Darnell were right. He belonged in panties. He belonged in chastity.

    “That’s a good cuck,” Darnell said as Carson sucked his big black dick.

    He wasn’t as good as Callie but that didn’t stop him from putting in a good effort. He sucked and licked and slobbered. He tasted her juices. He tasted Darnell’s precum. He looked up at the bull and he felt a potent mixture of humiliation and arousal as he sucked dick.

    “That’s so fucking hot, sweetie,” Callie said as she played with her pussy. “I never knew I’d enjoy my husband being a cocksucker, but that’s so fucking hot.”

    “You ready for more?” Darnell asked.

    Callie nodded.

    The black bull pulled his cock from Carson’s mouth and got into bed with Callie. He laid on his back and said, “Ride it.”

    Callie straddled him and looked back at Carson with a smile on her face. “Put his cock inside me, sweetie.”

    Carson crawled to the edge of the bed, grabbed Darnell’s big cock, and guided it into Callie’s wet pussy. She sank down on it and threw her head back to moan as her blonde hair bounced around.

    “Ride that dick,” Darnell said.

    Callie leaned forward and Carson watched her pussy bounce on the black man’s cock. He watched the way her lips clung tightly to it. He watched the way his wife opened up for her bull.

    He listened to the extreme wetness that had built up between her legs. He listened to the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over again.

    “Whose pussy is this?” Darnell asked.

    “It’s yours,” Callie said.

    “That’s right it is. I own that pussy. It’s mine,” he said.

    “Fuck, yes, it’s yours, Darnell. It’s your pussy. It’s not his,” Callie said between moans.

    “It was never his, was it? Your cuck has never been able to fuck you right. You were just waiting for the right man to come along and take your pussy, weren’t you?” Darnell asked as he grabbed Callie’s ass and squeezed it hard.

    “Yes, fuck, yes, I was,” she said.

    “Make me cum in that pussy,” Darnell said. “Make me fill that tight little white pussy with my load. Work a load out of my dick.”

    Callie did what she was told and Carson watched her pussy bounce on Darnell’s dick. He watched his wife work to make her bull cum while pursuing her second orgasm of the night at the same time.

    He watched Darnell’s balls tighten. He heard the bull moaning. He heard his wife moaning.

    “Here it comes,” Darnell said.

    “Cum inside me!” Callie cried out. “Fuck, cum inside me!”

    She came first, followed a few seconds later by Darnell. He grabbed her ass and pushed his cock up inside her as his balls twitched. Carson watched it all from just a few feet away.

    They kissed for a little while as Carson watched some of Darnell’s cum leak out of Callie’s pussy and down his shaft.

    When Callie sat up she turned and looked at Carson. “What do you want to do, sweetie?”

    “I want to clean you both,” Carson said.

    Darnell laughed. “The cuck knows his place,” he said.

    “Is he right, sweetie? Do you know your place?” Callie asked.

    Carson nodded.

    “Thank him,” Callie added. “Thank Darnell for putting you in panties. Thank him for putting you in a chastity cage. Thank him for plugging your ass.”

    Darnell sat up with his cock still buried in Callie’s pussy. He looked down at Carson with a smile on his face and waited.

    “Thank you, Darnell,” Carson said as humiliation coursed through him. “Thank you for putting me in panties. Thank you for putting me in chastity. Thank you for plugging my ass. Thank you for putting me in my place.”

    Darnell smiled and looked up at Callie. “He should be in the cage all the time.”

    Carson hoped his wife would say no.

    “I agree,” she said. “He’ll be such a good boy if he’s locked up all the time. Won’t you, sweetie?”

    Carson nodded.

    “Do you want your reward now? Do you want to clean us before we fuck again?” Callie asked.

    “I do,” Carson said.

    Callie lifted her pussy from Darnell’s cock and let some of his cum drip out onto the long, thick black shaft before laying next to him.

    “Get to work, cuck,” Darnell said. “Clean my dick first. Then you can have her pussy.”

    Carson crawled forward and got to work. It still felt humiliating to admit it, but he loved every part of being a cuckold. He loved that he was about to suck another man’s cock clean. He loved that he was about to eat another man’s load from his wife’s pussy. He loved that he was locked in a chastity cage with no sense of when he might be let out. He loved being a cuckold.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 99357116 - Her Ex is Back in Town

    “Baby, my ex is back in town. He asked me to meet for coffee. I...I think I want to go. Would that be okay with you?” your beautiful girlfriend asks as she turns from the window and smiles at you.

    She looks stunning in a skimpy blue bra and panty set and you can’t help but feel like she neglected to put any clothes on for a reason. You’ve heard about her ex-boyfriend. You’ve heard about the way he used to make her feel.

    “Isn’t he the one that used to...well, that used to...”

    You can’t quite get it out. You can’t ask your girlfriend if this is the ex-boyfriend that fucked her better than any man ever had.

    "Yes, that’s him,” she says.

    You thought she might tell you that was years ago or that she wasn’t thinking about that. She doesn’t, though. Instead, she bites her lower lip and lets her fingers drift between her cleavage and down her taut stomach. It might have been years ago, but it seems clear that she’s thinking about him.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you ask. You need to know. For some reason you’re getting excited at the idea of your girlfriend thinking about another man.

    She nods and pushes a hand into her panties.

    “Is that okay?” she asks. “Is it okay that I’m thinking about him?”

    “Is it turning you on?” you ask.

    She nods and begins to play with her pussy in those tight blue panties.

    “Is it smart for you to have coffee with him?” you ask. “Isn’t there a chance that...well, that you might be thinking about him this way when you’re sitting across from him?”

    She nods again.

    “Are you just going to think about him...or are you going to do something about those thoughts?” you ask.

    You’re sporting an erection now. You’re thinking about your girlfriend fooling around with her ex-boyfriend and you’re hard. There’s no denying your desire.

    She reaches out and caresses your cock through your pants while she plays with her pussy. “It looks like you’d be okay with me doing something with him,” she says. “So maybe that’s what I’ll do. Maybe I’ll just have a little fun just one time with my ex-boyfriend. Would that be okay?”

    Your girlfriend unzips your pants and reaches inside. Her fingers are warm and soft on your cock.

    “What if I took you to coffee?” you ask. “Maybe I could give you what he used to give you. Maybe I could make you feel like he did.”

    Your girlfriend tilts her head and makes a playfully sad face at you, suggesting that the idea of you giving her what her boyfriend used to is a little bit pitiful.

    “What if I don’t want you to go?” you ask.

    She pulls your cock out and strokes you a little faster. She looks down at your dick – which is painfully stiff – and back up at you.

    “Who should I believe?” she asks. “You, or your dick?”

    You wish you weren’t so hard. You wish you weren’t so hard at the idea of your girlfriend doing something naughty with her ex. You wish your dick was soft, that you were nauseated by the idea of her having sex with some other guy.

    “What if I promised to come home and tell you all about it?” your girlfriend asks in a soft, sweet voice as she steps closer.

    She kisses your neck and sucks gently on your skin like she knows you love. “What if I made you feel good like he makes me feel good? Would you let me go then?”

    You know you don’t really have a choice in the matter. You don’t control your girlfriend. You don’t get to decide whether she goes or not. You know she wants your blessing, though. She wants you to tell her that she can go fuck another guy and come home to you. She wants you to set her free for one afternoon.

    “Please…” you say, though you’re not entirely sure what you’re pleading for.

    “It will just be this once,” she whispers. “My pussy needs him. It’s aching for him. I can’t stop thinking about him since he texted me.”

    She releases your cock and pulls her panties down, revealing her smooth pussy. She takes your hand in hers and guides your fingers between her legs.

    “Feel me,” she whispers. “Feel how wet I am.”

    She presses your fingers against her pussy. She opens up and you slide into her. She’s wet. Soaked, even.

    “Is that for him?” you ask.

    She bites her lip and nods.

    “I can’t stop thinking about him,” she says as you gently work your fingers in and out of her. She closes her eyes and moans.

    “Can’t you just stay here? Can’t I just make you feel good while you think about him? Can’t I just play with your pussy while you think about him? Do you have to go and see him? Do you have to fuck him?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend looks into your eyes and pulls you closer. She kisses you as your fingers slide in and out of her pussy.

    “It’s not the same,” she whispers. “I need him. I need to feel him inside me. I need to feel him on top of me. I need him to fuck me.”

    You finger her faster and a little harder, hoping that somehow you can make her forget about her ex. She reaches up and grabs your arm as a loud moan escapes her lips. Perhaps your plan is going to work. Perhaps you can make her cum and she’ll skip her coffee and stay with you.

    “Fuck…” she says. She closes her eyes again. Her pussy feels wetter. It feels like she’s gushing around your fingers. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She grabs your arm and pulls your fingers from her pussy as she climaxes. You smile victoriously. It doesn’t matter that she was thinking of someone else. You got her off. You made her cum.

    Your girlfriend smiles as she recovers from her orgasm. “Thank you,” she says. “That was a wonderful little appetizer. Now I’m going to be nice and wet when he fucks me.”

    Your shoulders drop as disappointment rushes through you. You didn’t stop her. You only delayed the inevitable.

    Your girlfriend sees the disappointment in your eyes. She sees your slumped shoulders and the sadness you’re emanating.

    She drops to her knees in front of you. She wraps her lips around your cock and takes you in her mouth. She swallows every inch of your dick and her tongue slips out to lick your balls just a little.

    “Holy fuck,” you say as you lean against the wall.

    Your girlfriend offers you a world of pleasure in the span of fifteen seconds. She sucks your cock with greater passion than you’ve experienced in months. She deepthroats you over and over. She plays with your balls. She strokes you. She moans for you.

    Then it’s over. Your cock falls from her lips and she stands up. There’s a giddy smile on her face.

    “I promise I’ll finish that when I get home, only I’ll make it even better. All you have to do is agree to let me have coffee with my ex-boyfriend. Let me have coffee with him and I’ll come home and literally blow your mind,” she says.

    “Okay,” you say.

    Your girlfriend hops up and down as she claps her hands. She gives you a quick kiss on the cheek and slips past you to get ready.

    It was only a matter of time before you cracked. There was no stopping her. She’d decided before you walked in the room that she was going to meet her ex for coffee. She was just playing with you. There was no point in saying no. It was going to happen either way. At least now you get a great blowjob out of it.

    ---

    “Sorry I was gone so long,” your girlfriend says as she enters the apartment and tosses her keys on the counter.

    She pulls the cute blue sundress over her head and tosses it on the floor. Her bra and panties are gone and her pussy looks pink and wet. She wasn’t gone for five hours because they were on a long walk in the park. She was most definitely fucking him.

    She walks past you and towards the bedroom. “Come on,” she says. “Unless you’re not interested in a blowjob.”

    You hop off the couch and follow her to the bedroom. She spins around and sits on the edge of the bed with her legs closed.

    “Are you curious about what I’ve been doing for the past five hours?” she asks.

    You nod as you stare at her naked body. You imagine another man touching it. You imagine him doing as he desired with her.

    “What do you think I’ve been doing?” she asks as her legs slowly part.

    “I don’t know,” you say. You know. Of course you know. She’s been fucking someone else. She’s been driving you crazy by having sex with her ex for the past five hours. You can’t say it, though. It feels weird to admit it. It feels weird to admit that you know she’s been fucking someone else and you’re still in the bedroom with what is now an erection in your pants.

    She stands up and walks towards you. She reaches out and unzips your pants for the second time that day. Her fingers reach inside and pull out your cock.

    “Are you sure you haven’t been thinking about me all day? Are you sure you haven’t been imagining me doing all sorts of naughty things with my ex all day? Isn’t that why your cock is so hard? Isn’t that why your cock got hard before I even touched you?” she asks.

    You close your eyes as her fingers deliver an otherworldly kind of pleasure.

    You feel her lips against yours. Her tongue darts out and you open your mouth. The kiss turns deeply passionate as she invades your mouth and strokes your cock. The pleasure spreads. It fills your body.

    “Can you taste him?” she whispers.

    You groan.

    “He wanted to cum again and my pussy just couldn’t take another pounding so I sucked him off before I left,” she says. “I sucked my ex-boyfriend’s cock and swallowed his cum less than thirty minutes ago. Another man’s cock came in your girlfriend’s mouth and I came home and kissed you.”

    You groan turns into a whimper. You don’t want what she’s saying to turn you on, but you don’t seem to have a choice in the matter. It turns you on. There’s no stopping it.

    “Do you want me to kiss you again?” she asks while gathering the precum at the tip of your cock. She strokes you faster, using your leakage as lube.

    You nod.

    Your girlfriend kisses you again. She pushes her tongue deep into your mouth. It doesn’t really taste any different, but that doesn’t stop you from feeling an unfamiliar, overwhelming kind of arousal at the idea of her sucking someone else’s cock and coming right home to you.

    You moan into her mouth as she kisses you. She strokes your cock faster as the head rubs against her taut, naked stomach.

    Then, without warning, you cross into a place of the purest pleasure and you cum. Your cum sprays against her stomach and drips down her thighs and onto the floor. She slows her strokes but continues to gently work the head of your cock, drawing out your climax and providing you with intense pleasure.

    “Sorry,” she says. “I didn’t realize you’d cum so quickly. I guess my ex kind of spoiled me today.”

    Your heart pounds in your chest and you’re a little lightheaded as you hold onto your girlfriend for balance. You can’t find any words. All you can do is ride the waves of pleasure still rushing through your body.

    She releases your cock and grabs a handful of tissues to clean up the mess you made.

    “Good news,” your girlfriend says. “My ex is actually moving back to town. He said he’s willing to fuck me anytime I want, so I guess this wasn’t just a onetime thing.”

    She wipes your cum off her stomach and thighs and cleans the mess at the tip of your cock.

    “It seems like you’re okay with that though, right?” she asks.

    You can’t really argue with that.

  
    patreon - 11724364 - 99429781 - Leap Year Birthday Cuckolding

    Alex woke up and rolled onto his side expecting to see his beautiful wife Aria sleeping soundly. Instead, he saw a folded piece of paper on her pillow.

    He picked it up and the scent of her perfume hit his nostrils as Alex opened the delicate paper and read his wife’s missive:

    My Dearest Husband,

    
      

    

    Happy birthday! I hope you slept well. I’m sorry I couldn’t be there when you woke up, but I have a lovely little surprise for your birthday and I had to get started early.

    
      

    

    You know I love to make your true birthdays special. They only come around once every four years, after all. I think I’ve outdone myself this year.

    
      

    

    On the kitchen table you’ll find an envelope with a keycard and the address and room number to a hotel. Please meet me in the room at 2:00 p.m. sharp. Your birthday present awaits.

    
      

    

    Your Loving Wife,

    
      

    

    Aria

    Alex held the note under his nose and breathed in his wife’s scent. He smiled. He loved that she’d thought enough to spray the paper with a dash of perfume.

    Alex let his head fall to the pillow and smiled as he stared at the ceiling. He thought of the sexual adventures they’d gone on for his previous leap year birthdays. Last time Aria had given him the gift of anal sex, which had turned out to be spectacularly hot. She’d made a whole production of offering him her anal virginity and it had ended in a mind-bending orgasm for him as he unloaded in his wife’s ass. That also stood out as the only time he’d had anal sex with his wife, which made the memory so much hotter.

    This would be his third leap year birthday with Aria and he couldn’t wait to see what she’d cooked up. He hopped out of bed, pulled on a t-shirt, and headed downstairs. There was an envelope on the kitchen table, just like Aria had said. In it was a keycard and a room number at the Four Seasons. She’d spared no expense.

    Alex had a hearty late breakfast, took a long shower to make sure he was nice and clean for the afternoon’s fun, and put on something nice. He wanted to look good for whatever his wife had planned.

    He grabbed the enveloped, put the address in his phone, and followed the directions to the nicest hotel he’d ever been to.

    The valet took the car and Alex headed inside, taking a few moments to stare at the expansive, elegant lobby before following the signs to the elevators and taking one up to the 11th floor.

    As he walked down the hallway, Alex heard a loud, lusty moan drift his way. He smiled as he thought about his wife moaning in the same way. He figured he’d been inside her before long and she’d be screaming in pleasure as he fucked her.

    Alex referenced the note once more to make sure room 1121 was correct. He pulled the keycard from his pocket and hesitated as he heard the moan again. It was coming from the room his wife had booked. He smiled. Aria had clearly gotten started without him. She was just too horny to resist. She must have gotten all worked up putting his birthday surprise together.

    Alex slipped the keycard into the door, pulled on the handle, and stepped into the room. A trail of red rose petals led down the hallway and into the large, open area of the suite. Alex saw the flickering light of half a dozen candles Aria had placed around the room as he slowly followed the rose petal trail.

    “Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me,” Aria said as he approached.

    Alex stopped in his tracks. Was he in the wrong room? He looked at the keycard as if it could provide the answer.

    “Alex, honey, come in,” Aria called out. “Just a few more steps and you get to see your birthday surprise.”

    Alex tentatively stepped forward. He was suddenly very nervous about what he was going to see.

    “Happy birthday, honey,” Aria said as Alex stepped into the main room.

    His wife was dressed in a strappy black lingerie set with stockings and shiny black high heels with bright red bottoms. More importantly, there was another man’s cock inside her. She was having reverse cowgirl sex and she had a giddy smile on her face as she looked at her husband.

    “What do you think about your surprise?” Aria asked as she reached up and ran her fingers through her long dark hair.

    Alex stood stone still, unable to conjure a response.

    Aria leaned forward and began to bounce her pussy on the other man’s cock. She moaned and a smile crossed her face.

    “Isn’t this what you fantasize about, honey?” Aria asked. “Don’t you want to be a cuckold? Isn’t this the kind of thing you watch when you jerk off?”

    Alex nodded. Aria was right. He had no idea how she knew, but she was right.

    “That’s what I thought,” she said. “So why don’t you take your clothes off and get on your knees like a good cuckold should do when his wife is fucking another man’s bigger, better cock.”

    The fog of confusion that had enveloped Alex’s brain began to clear. He kicked off his shoes, pulled off his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, and stripped out of his pants. He yanked his underwear off and walked towards the bed.

    “On your knees,” Aria said.

    Alex fell to his knees at the foot of the bed. Aria offered her hand and he reached up to take it.

    “You have a very naughty fantasy life, Alex,” she said. “And I’ve had a great deal of fun exploring it and learning how to be a good cuckoldress for you.”

    “You have?” he asked.

    Aria smiled as she continued to ride the cock inside her. “You have no idea,” she said. “I didn’t understand it at first, but I learned. I learned about your desires. I learned about the things a cuckold likes. I learned how to make your fantasies a reality.”

    Aria sat up and leaned back, giving Alex a perfect view of the other man’s cock in her pussy. He was quite large and most definitely not wearing a condom.

    “I had to do a little experimenting, of course,” Aria said. “This isn’t the first time Christian’s fucked me. It’s not even the tenth time.”

    Alex instinctively reached between his legs and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    “No, no,” Aria said. “A good cuckold doesn’t masturbate until he’s been given permission. He doesn’t put his pleasure above the pleasure of his cuckoldress. Do you understand?”

    Alex released his stiff cock and nodded at his wife.

    “Good boy,” she said before lifting her pussy off of Christian’s big cock and moving to the edge of the bed.

    Aria spread her legs and Alex moved closer. He stared at her puffy wet pussy lips and the slippery pink flesh inside her. He looked up at his wife and saw the broad, beautiful smile on her face.

    Aria reached out and gently pulled him closer as she said, “Taste my pussy, Alex. Do what a good cuckold does. Lick my pussy after another man’s been inside me.”

    Alex pushed his tongue into his wife’s pussy. The taste was far different than usual.

    “Can you taste his cock?” Aria asked.

    Alex looked up at her and nodded as he probed his wife’s pussy with his tongue.

    “Do you like that you can taste his cock inside me? Do you like that you’re eating your wife’s pussy mere seconds after another man was inside her?” Aria asked.

    Alex nodded again.

    “Do you like your birthday present?” she asked.

    Alex nodded vigorously. “I love it,” he said before returning to her freshly-fucked cunt and dipping his tongue inside.

    Aria let him worship her for a few moments more before gently pushing his head back and moving to her hands and knees in the bed.

    Christian moved to his knees behind her, slipped his cock into her pussy, and began thrusting. The sounds of sex soon filled the hotel room once more.

    “How long have you fantasized about being a cuckold?” Aria asked.

    “Years,” Alex answered as he watched his wife’s breasts sway with every thrust of the other man’s cock in her pussy. “I used to fantasize about it every once in a while. Now it’s really the only thing I fantasize about.”

    “You don’t have to fantasize anymore,” Aria said. “You’re a cuckold now, honey, and unlike past leap year gifts, this one isn’t going to be a onetime thing.”

    “Really?” Alex asked.

    Aria smiled, closed her eyes, and moaned as Christian fucked her harder. The sounds of sex grew louder.

    “The freedom is too much to pass up,” Aria said. “Fucking other men has provided me with a kind of satisfaction I didn’t know I could experience anymore. I get to fuck anyone I want, whenever I want. I get to do as I please with my body and I don’t need your permission. I get to find a man with a bigger, better cock than yours and give my pussy to him as many times as he wants it.”

    Alex desperately wanted to masturbate. His wife had seemingly become the thing he fantasized about. She’d become a confident, sexy slut, eager to experience the joys of fucking other men.

    “The best part is, it’s going to get so much hotter now that you know. I’ve been dreaming about turning you into a good little cuckold bitch like the ones in the videos you watch and the stories you read. Now I get to do it,” Aria said before closing her eyes again and unleashing a deep, beautiful moan. “Are you going to be a good little cuckold bitch for me?”

    Alex nodded. It felt like his entire body was vibrating with pleasure. His cock ached with a desire for release.

    “I knew you’d be a good boy for me,” Aria said. “I knew you’d love it that I had found a bigger, better man to fuck me. I knew it would drive you wild to watch him fill my pussy with his big cock. I knew you’d be a good little cuckold bitch and watch him fuck me on your birthday.”

    Christian fucked Aria harder and she seemed to lose the ability to speak. All she could do was moan as Alex watched.

    “I’m gonna cum,” she said. “Fuck, make me cum, baby. Make me cum on that big cock.”

    Christian fucked her harder, seemingly extracting an orgasm out of Aria with his cock. She collapsed onto the bed and grasped the comforter in her hands as she screamed.

    Christian pulled out and Aria rolled onto her back. Alex watched the other man lean down and kiss his wife in a deep, intimate kind of way. It was equal parts painful and arousing to witness a moment like that between two people who had clearly been lovers for far longer than he would have imagined.

    “I want to compare,” Aria said to Christian.

    He rolled off of her and out of the bed. Alex looked at the other man’s body, which was unquestionably fitter than his own. Christian’s cock was far larger, too, with his impressive thickness being the most obvious difference.

    “Stand up, cuckold,” Aria said as she rolled over and sat at the edge of the bed.

    Alex stood up and Christian moved to stand next to him. Aria reached up and held both their cocks in her hands.

    “Tell me, cuckold. Which of you has the better cock?” she asked.

    “He does,” Alex answered.

    Aria stroked him a little. “It feels good to be honest, doesn’t it?”

    Alex nodded.

    “Whose cock do you think makes me cum harder, yours or his?” she asked.

    “His,” Alex answered.

    Aria stroked him a little faster and he moaned at the sheer pleasure of her skilled fingers moving up and down his shaft.

    “Good answer, my sweet cuckold husband,” she said. “If I could only choose one of your cocks to fuck me for the rest of my life, which would I choose?”

    Alex wanted to say his cock. He wanted to believe that his wife would choose to have sex with her husband if she could only have one man for the rest of her life, but he suspected she wasn’t in a place where that was true.

    “His,” he answered.

    Aria smiled and stopped stroking his cock. She released Alex and wrapped both hands around Christian’s big dick. “That’s right, cuckold. I’d choose his cock even if it meant never having my husband inside me again. That’s how much better he is. I’d choose never getting to fuck you again over having to give up his cock.”

    Aria sank to her knees in front of both men and took Christian’s cock into her mouth. She kept her lips sealed tight around his thick shaft as she swallowed as much of him as she could. Alex couldn’t help but groan as he watched his wife offer up such intense pleasure to another man.

    “I’ve let you fuck me in the past few months because I didn’t want to raise your suspicions,” Aria said as she stroked Christian’s saliva-soaked cock, “but that ends now. You’re banned from my pussy until I decide you’ve earned the chance to fuck me again.”

    Alex felt a wave of panic rise up in him, but it was quickly followed by a powerful sense of lust.

    “How do I earn that chance?” he asked.

    Aria smiled and said, “I’m glad you asked, honey. You earn that chance by being a good cuckold.”

    She took Christian’s cock into her mouth again and Alex dropped to his knees beside her.

    “You want to be a good cuckold for me, don’t you?” Aria asked as she gripped Christian’s big dick.

    “I do,” Alex said.

    Aria leaned closer and kissed him. She pushed the taste of her lover’s cock into Alex’s mouth with her tongue. She exchanged saliva with him.

    “A cuckold never forgets his place,” she whispered before going back to her lover’s dick and sucking on it. She offered Christian’s testicles attention too before turning back to Alex and kissing him once more, this time with the flavor of another man’s balls on her tongue.

    “He’s better than you,” she said. “He’s a superior man. He’s got a bigger cock, but it’s more than that. He fucks me better. He makes me cum harder than you ever have, even when we were first together and the sex was hot. It’s hotter with him. It’s what I need. It’s what I’m going to keep having for as long as I damn well please.”

    “Of course,” Alex answered.

    Aria smiled, kissed him once more, and said, “Get on the bed. On your back with your head right at the edge.”

    Alex hopped to his feet and got on his back in the bed. His head hung just a few inches off the end of the bed and Aria soon climbed on top of him in a 69 position, though he suspected she wouldn’t be playing with his cock.

    “Fuck me,” she said to Christian.

    The other man appeared behind Alex and slipped his long, thick, bare cock into Aria’s pussy. Alex marveled at the sight of his wife opening up for another man. The sounds of slippery, hard, wet sex soon filled his ears as little bits of juice dripped out onto his face every time Christian pounded his length into her.

    “Show him, Christian. Show my cuckold why you get to fuck me and he doesn’t. Show him why I’ve been taking your cock for the past two months. Show him why I can’t resist you,” Aria said.

    Christian fucked her hard and deep and Alex was so entranced by it all he didn’t want to blink. He didn’t want to miss even a split second of his cuckolding.

    “I want your cum inside me,” Aria said after a few minutes of hard pounding. “I want your cum deep inside my married pussy. Fill me. Fill me up.”

    Christian fucked her harder. The sounds of vigorous, wet pussy pounding filled Alex’s ears as his wife continued to beg for her lover’s cum deep inside her.

    Christian unleashed a loud groan as he held his cock halfway in Aria’s pussy. Alex watched the shaft pulse and the balls bounce a little. He was witnessing another man cum in her pussy. There was no question. He was watching someone else deliver a creampie into his wife’s cunt and he was doing so from just a few inches away.

    When Christian pulled out Alex stared at his wife’s gaping pussy for a few moments before Aria sat on his face.

    “Eat his cum, cuckold,” she said.

    Alex didn’t really have a choice. His wife’s pussy was on his mouth and the cum was leaking out. He opened up and pushed his tongue inside her. He received his first cuckold creampie. He gagged a little as the overpowering taste hit his tongue, but there was nothing to do but swallow.

    “Swallow his cum, cuckold. You’re going to be doing this a lot from now on, so get used to it. Remember, a good cuckold always eats the cum of superior men. I know you’ve watched videos like this. I know you’ve jerked off to this. I know you’ve made your cuckold cock cum to the sight of a cum slurping cuckold.”

    She was right. Alex had fantasized about eating a creampie countless times. As it turned out, reality was far more arousing than the fantasy had ever been.

    When she was mostly empty, Aria lifted her pussy from Alex’s face and spun around. She straddled him and smiled.

    “Happy birthday, cuckold,” she said.

    “Thank you,” he replied with a giddy smile on his face. He could still taste Christian’s cum in his mouth and his throat burned a little from the salty liquid. “Thank you so much.”

    “It’s only 3:00. We’re just getting started,” she said. “Christian has impressive stamina, so I expect you’ll eat quite a bit more cum before checkout. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you eat your own.”

    Alex hoped he was going to be lucky.
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    “Well hello there,” Landon said as his wife strode confidently into the house.

    “Hello to you,” Kaylee replied as she walked towards him.

    “How was your night with the girls?” he asked while smiling at the slight, alcohol-induced wobble in her step.

    Kaylee was usually flirty after her monthly night out with her friends, but the look on her face as she straddled Landon on the couch was a little beyond flirty.

    “It was very, very good,” she said before leaning down and offering a surprisingly sensual kiss.

    Kaylee’s flirtiness was usually tempered by a sense of exhaustion, so Landon was caught off guard by the kiss and the way she ground her crotch into his lap. He quickly matched his wife’s sense of desire, kissing her with equal vigor and letting his hands roam over her body as she moaned into his mouth.

    “Did you miss me?” Kaylee whispered when she pulled back.

    “I did,” Landon said as he grabbed her ass and squeezed it through the short, tight skirt Kaylee had worn for her night out.

    She closed her eyes, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and moaned as her hips began to move once again as Landon marveled at his wife’s unbridled desire.

    Kaylee leaned closer, kissed Landon again, and said, “You aren’t the first man to grab my ass tonight.”

    It took a moment for that little nugget of information to register, but when it did Landon was mildly confused and more than a little concerned. He released her ass and sat up to ask, “Wait, are you saying you got groped tonight? Like someone was inappropriate at the bar?”

    Kaylee smiled, took his hands in hers, and placed them on her ass before kissing him yet again, this time with tongue.

    “No,” she said softly as her lips hovered just above his. “He wasn’t inappropriate at all. We were dancing and I wasn’t all that shy about wanting to be close to him. He took the hints I was offering and gave my ass a good squeeze.”

    Now Landon was genuinely confused. “Wait, what?” he asked.

    Kaylee pulled off her skimpy halter top and reached back to unhook her strapless bra, freeing her large, perky breasts. She leaned closer and Landon kissed the soft flesh instinctively. He couldn’t resist. His wife had perfect tits and even after six years of marriage he still found them hugely arousing.

    “Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?” Kaylee asked as Landon kissed her breasts. “Haven’t you always told me you’d be okay with me having a little fun on girl’s night out?”

    “Yes,” Landon said. It was true. He’d confessed elements of his fantasy many times, though it had been a few years since he’d brought it up. “You’ve never shown any interest. That’s why I haven’t talked about it in so long. It seemed like it used to annoy you.”

    “What if I changed my mind?” Kaylee asked.

    “Then I’d be okay with that,” Landon answered.

    Kaylee leaned back and reached up to play with her breasts. She closed her eyes and moaned in an exaggerated, irresistible kind of way, like she already had a cock buried deep in her pussy and she was lost in the pleasure of great sex.

    “Does that mean you don’t mind that I danced with another man tonight? You don’t mind that he had his hands all over my body?” she asked.

    “That’s right,” Landon said. “I don’t mind.”

    “Does that mean you like it? Does it actually turn you on that I danced with him? Does it thrill you to know that he had his hands on me?” she asked. “Does it make your dick hard that he groped your wife’s ass tonight?”

    Landon nodded as Kaylee moved her hips over his crotch, effectively dry humping him while her big breasts bounced just inches from his mouth.

    “What if I told you that you weren’t the only man to kiss me tonight?” she asked.

    Before he could answer, Kaylee kissed him again. She pressed her lips hard against his and pushed her tongue into his mouth as her hand moved between his legs and stroked his cock. He couldn’t tell if she was turned on or if she was trying to blunt potentially bad news by turning him on. It wasn’t bad news, though.

    “If that was true it would be amazing,” Landon admitted.

    “So you wouldn’t mind if I’d kissed another man while he groped my ass in the middle of the bar?” Kaylee asked.

    “It’s not just that I wouldn’t mind, Kaylee. I’d like it. I know you can feel how hard I am. I know you can tell that I’d like it,” he said.

    “Would you mind if he played with my tits a little?” she asked.

    “Did he?” Landon replied.

    Kaylee smiled, stood up, spun around, and sat in his lap. She took his hands, placed them on her breasts, and said, “I was dressed, obviously, but he couldn’t keep his hands off of them. Just like you can’t. He spun me around on the dance floor, pulled my body against his, and let his hands move up my stomach and over my breasts. I moaned, baby. I couldn’t help it. I moaned and I pushed my ass against him as he played with my tits right there on the dance floor.”

    “Was he hard?” Landon asked as he sank deeper into his desire.

    “He was,” she said.

    Kaylee turned her head and they kissed as she moved her ass over his crotch and he played with her breasts. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth and a few times she sucked on his, creating a hurricane of pleasure between his legs.

    “Do you like that your wife made another man hard?” Kaylee asked. “Do you like that I let him play with my tits while I ground my ass into his crotch and made him hard as a rock for me?”

    Landon’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as Kaylee described making his fantasy come true.

    “Yes,” he said. “I love it.”

    She stood up, took a few steps back, and asked, “What if I did more than dance with another man tonight? What if I did more than share a few kisses and let him grope me through my clothes?”

    Landon sat up and considered her question as Kaylee offered her hand. He took it and stood up. She pulled him close and reached down to cup his hard cock through his jeans and stroke him.

    “What if I couldn’t resist going so much further than I thought I ever would?” she asked. “Would that bother you, or would that turn you on?”

    “I think it would turn me on,” Landon said as a surprising kind of desire emanated from between his legs. His cock felt alive in a way he’d never experienced before and even a little over-the-clothes play from his wife offered an otherworldly kind of pleasure.

    “You think?” she asked. “You’re not sure?”

    “It would,” he said. “It would turn me on. Are you saying that happened? Did you go further than you thought you would?”

    Kaylee smiled, took his hand, and led Landon to the bedroom. It wasn’t the slightest bit clear if she’d actually done more than dance with a guy or if she was teasing him and he wasn’t sure he cared. She was half naked, horny, and taking him to their bedroom. It seemed like an absolute certainty his night was going to end with an orgasm.

    “What if I got so turned on that I couldn’t resist doing something naughty?” Kaylee asked as she walked right past the bed and instead took Landon into the spacious master bathroom. She spun around and slowly took off his belt and unbuttoned his pants. “What if I took the guy I was dancing with to the bathroom because I just couldn’t help myself?”

    Kaylee pulled unzipped Landon’s pants and pulled them down before squatting in front of him and reaching into his underwear to free his cock.

    “What if I gave another man a blowjob tonight? What if I took him in my mouth and sucked him until he was mad with desire for me?” Kaylee asked. “Would that make you mad, or would it turn you on?”

    Before Landon could answer Kaylee wrapped her soft lips around his dick and ran her tongue over the underside of his throbbing head. She offered an explosion of pleasure and he immediately got lost in it, unleashing a deep groan as she swallowed most of his cock with ease.

    “So?” Kaylee asked as she stroked his cock and smiled at him. “How would you feel if I’d sucked someone else’s cock tonight?”

    “I’d be turned on,” Landon said. “I’d want to know what it was like. I’d want to know if he enjoyed it. I’d want to know if he came in your mouth.”

    Kaylee rubbed the head of his cock over her lips and smiled. “Are you sure?” she asked. “You wouldn’t be angry at me for being a naughty wife? You wouldn’t be annoyed with me for blowing another guy without telling you first? You wouldn’t be jealous?”

    “I’d probably be jealous,” he said. “But that’s not a bad thing.”

    Kaylee swallowed his cock once more and Landon groaned as he watched it slide down her throat until his wife’s nose was buried in his pubic hair.

    “And what if I was even naughtier?” she asked.

    “Were you?” he replied.

    Kaylee smiled and lifted Landon’s cock to kiss and lick his balls for a few moments before asking, “What if I needed more than to feel another man’s cock in my mouth? What if I needed to feel him in my pussy? What if I needed to fuck a stranger in a bar bathroom? Would you be angry with me?”

    Kaylee stood up, took hold of Landon’s cock, and pulled him towards the bathroom counter. They shared a long, deep kiss before she released him, turned around, bent over, and pulled her skirt up around her waist.

    “What if I bent over the bathroom sink and told him to take me from behind?” she said while shaking her ass. “Would it make you mad? Would you be mad if your wife got fucked doggystyle by a stranger? Would you mad if I gave another man my pussy tonight? Would you be mad if I let him fuck me until he filled a condom with his hot, thick load?”

    “Jesus Christ,” Landon said. “What’s gotten into you?”

    Kaylee laughed and said, “You didn’t answer the question, Landon. Would you be mad, or were you being honest about your fantasy?”

    Landon reached between his wife’s legs, pulled aside her thong, and ran his fingers over her pussy lips. She was soaking wet, but there was no way to tell if that’s because she was insanely horny or if it was a result of the sex she’d had with another man.

    “Would you be mad if I was wet because I’d fucked someone else? Would you be mad if my pussy was dripping wet because someone else had pounded me from behind and I’d had an incredible orgasm with his big cock buried inside me? Would you be mad if I fucked someone with a longer, thicker cock than yours and told him how good it felt?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon stepped closer and rubbed the head of his cock over his wife’s slippery, swollen pussy lips. She looked at him in the mirror and offered a seductive smile as he teased her.

    “Would you be mad if I told him it felt so good to have a nice big cock inside me? Would you be mad if I told him that he was bigger than my husband? Would you be mad if I told him he fucked my married pussy better than my husband has in years?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon slipped inside her and ran his hands up her back as Kaylee moaned.

    “Does that mean you wouldn’t be mad if you were the second man to fuck me tonight?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon met his wife’s gaze in the mirror, smiled, and fucked her hard. She closed her eyes and moaned as he watched her breasts bounce with every thrust.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my married pussy.”

    Each thrust brought with it a burst of pleasure as the warmth and wetness of Kaylee’s pussy surrounded Landon’s cock. He still wasn’t sure if she’d actually fucked someone and he wasn’t entirely sure whether he wanted her to have cuckolded him or not. All Landon knew was that he was immensely aroused and fucking his wife felt better than it had in a long time.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Pound my pussy. Pound my tight little married pussy.”

    Kaylee was still putting on a little bit of a show. She was acting like she was in the bar bathroom with a stranger. She was acting like she was telling him to fuck her like her husband couldn’t. She was acting like she’d cuckolded him and she wanted him to go down that road with her.

    Landon went. He fucked her harder. He fucked her while imagining his wife bent over in a bar bathroom. He imagined her taking a stranger’s cock from behind. He imagined her screaming and moaning and having an orgasm.

    All of it ensured that Landon wasn’t going to last long. He felt his orgasm approaching not long after sliding into her pussy. He was too turned on and she felt too perfect.

    Kaylee reached between her legs and rubbed her clit as Landon pounded her. He watched her experience that extra burst of pleasure that would soon bring her to a climax. He held out as long as possible.

    “I’m cumming!” he cried out after just a few minutes. “Fuck, Kaylee, I’m cumming!”

    Kaylee furiously rubbed her clit and joined him in climaxing a moment after Landon’s first spurt of cum launched into her pussy.

    “Ohhhh, fuck!” she said.

    Landon held his cock inside her as some of his cum began to leak out and drip onto the bathroom floor.

    “That was incredible,” he said.

    “Yes it was,” Kaylee replied as she stood up.

    Landon slipped out of her and she grabbed a handful of tissues to soak up the mess leaking from her pussy.

    “I have to know,” he said. “Did you actually fuck someone tonight? Did you cuckold me?”

    Kaylee smiled, leaned in to give him a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, “Would that make you mad?”

    It seemed like a rhetorical question, mostly because she didn’t stick around for the answer. Instead, Kaylee turned on the shower, stripped out of her skirt and thong, and stepped into the warm water.

    “Seriously, Kaylee, did you fuck someone tonight?” Landon asked.

    “You didn’t answer the question, Landon,” she replied.

    “No, it wouldn’t make me mad,” he said.

    She stepped closer to the shower door, gently pressed her breasts against the glass, and said, “You’re not a cuckold, Landon. You will be soon, though.”

    Landon smiled. Assuming it was true, that was the perfect answer. He’d gotten a taste and apparently he’d be getting the real thing soon enough.

  
    Paying the Rent

    
      It takes less than you might think for life to spiral out of your control. You lose your job. You struggle to find another. Money gets tight. Someone does something desperate to make sure the rent gets paid. Next thing you know, you come home one day and your entire life is upended. That's what happens to Eric, though it ends in a place you might not expect.
    

    ---

    After nearly two months of fruitless searching, Eric had come to dread the moment where he’d walk through the door of their tiny Lower East Side one bedroom apartment and inform his girlfriend that he'd once again failed to find a job, that he'd managed to make some money on TaskRabbit but that it wasn't nearly enough to make ends meet, that he'd head out the next day and begin the search all over again.

    He could have applied for jobs at the apartment, of course, but Eric preferred to set up in a coffee shop to send out resumes. Somehow it felt less embarrassing than doing so with his girlfriend working on the other side of the room. Plus, he hadn't told Maria, but he'd started applying in person for lower paying jobs - working at a grocery store, for instance - in the hope of finding something to try and make ends meet before the situation got desperate.

    On this particular day, Eric felt especially defeated so he headed home earlier than usual but he found himself unable to go inside, which is why he was standing outside the building and looking up at their fifth floor window. In some buildings it was nice to be on a high floor. In theirs, it meant walking up and down five flights of stairs multiple times a day, which was not a luxury.

    As he stood there, the landlord's son – who managed the building – came out with a big smile on his face.

    "Eric!" Tony said before clapping him on the shoulder. "How's it going?"

    "Not bad, Tony. Not bad. How are you?"

    Tony smiled like he was the son of a rich man who'd never have to worry about money. Then again, that's precisely what he was, so of course he was smiling that way.

    "I'm fantastic, Eric. I'm absolutely fantastic. You have a good day."

    He clapped Eric on the shoulder again and headed down the sidewalk with a genuine bounce in his step. Eric, feeling even more worn down than he had just a minute prior, headed upstairs. As always, he was breathing heavier than he would have liked as he approached the door to the apartment he shared with his longtime girlfriend Maria.

    He slipped his key in the lock, took a deep breath, and stepped inside.

    Eric expected to see Maria working at her desk in their cozy - small, really - living room, but the room was empty. Her laptop was open, a mug of tea rested on a coaster, and her chair pushed back like she'd gotten up in a hurry, which led him to conclude that she'd merely gone to the bathroom.

    Eric set his laptop bag down and found himself smiling as he thought of hugging Marie, of hearing her tell him that everything was going to be fine, that he'd find a job before long, that things would soon be looking up for them.

    "Are you back for more?" Maria's voice rang out as her footsteps approached. "Not that I'm complaining, but I think twice is more than enough."

    She stepped into the room and her face dropped.

    "Oh, shit," she said.

    Maria wore a white satin robe with lace trim that Eric had never seen before. Her nipples were quite visible through the material and Eric surmised she wasn't wearing a bra. It seemed quite possible she wasn't wearing anything at all under the robe, in fact. Her hair was messy, too, and given what she'd said, only one thought came to mind.

    "Are you cheating on me?" he asked.

    "No. Well, yes, but no."

    "How could the answer be yes and no?"

    Maria's shoulders sank and she walked past Eric and dropped onto the couch.

    "It's embarrassing," she said.

    Eric's brain didn't seem to be working, because he couldn't make his mouth do anything other than hang open.

    Maria looked up at him and then directed her gaze to the floor before saying, "I've been having sex with Tony...with the landlord's son...in exchange for not having to pay the rent."

    The apartment seemed to spin around Eric as he processed the news. "Did you just...that's why Tony was leaving?" he asked.

    Maria nodded without looking at him.

    "So he was just...he was just in here...having sex with you while I was out...is that...and he had sex with you twice?"

    "Yes," she said softly.

    Her words came back to him. "Not that you're complaining? Is that what you said? Does that mean...I mean, does that mean you enjoy having sex with him?"

    Maria said nothing and Eric found himself sinking to the floor. He leaned against the wall by the door and took his head in his hands as it felt like his whole world came apart.

    "Maria?" he asked, the desperation obvious in his voice. "Are you...are you enjoying it?"

    "Eric, please."

    He looked up. Her eyes looked wet, as if she'd just managed to hold back her tears. Eric felt no inclination to cry, mostly because he was baffled more than anything.

    "I don't understand. How does...I mean, how does something like this even happen?"

    She took a deep breath. "We ran into each other in a bar right after you'd lost your job. I was out with my friends. I'd had two drinks already. Tony asked me how I was and I just spilled everything. I told him I was so stressed about getting evicted. I told him I wasn't sure you'd be able to find a job with any kind of speed - I was right about that, by the way - and that we didn't really have much in the way of savings."

    "And then you offered to fuck him if he'd forgive the rent?" Eric asked at a much higher volume than he intended.

    Maria shot him an angry look and then turned away. "We had a drink together. We danced a little. He flirted. We ended up kissing. I felt horrible about it. I told him I shouldn't have kissed him. He took my hand. He looked at me. He told me it was an incredible kiss. He told me he couldn't believe how much it had turned him on and that he thought the same was true for me, but that he'd leave me alone. Then I kissed him again. We ended up back at his place. We fucked. Twice, actually. It was really good. I told him I couldn't do it again. That I felt terrible about it."

    Eric could hardly process what he was hearing, so much so that he offered no response.

    "Tony said he was sorry that I regretted it, that it was the best sex he'd ever had, and that he'd be willing to let us skip out on paying the rent if I was willing to continue having sex with him."

    "What the fuck?" Eric managed to say. "What a fucking asshole."

    "Yeah, well, you're not wrong about that."

    "But you kept fucking him?"

    Eric expected to see a look of regret or remorse on his girlfriend's face. Neither appeared, though. Instead, he saw anger.

    "Not at first, no. I had faith in you, Eric. I fucked up with Tony, but I had faith that you'd find a job. That you'd find a way to stand out among all the people looking for jobs. That you'd find some way to make at least a little bit of money - and no, not fifty bucks on TaskRabbit - but that faith was misplaced, wasn't it?"

    She stood and moved towards him. Eric remained on the floor and studied the sudden fury on his girlfriend's face.

    "After two weeks of total failure on your part I was worried, especially since it seemed like you were making less and less effort. There were days when you left here without showering, for fuck's sake. Who's going to hire someone that can't be bothered to shower in the morning?"

    "I...I was just going to the coffee shop on those days."

    "After three weeks I called Tony. I told him I wanted to accept his deal if it was still on the table. He invited me to his place that very day. I was there for two hours. He fucked me three times. He told me he wanted to see me once a week and that he wanted me for at least two hours each time."

    Eric was certain that Maria's nipples had gotten harder and it wasn't especially chilly in the apartment. He noted, too, a gentle stirring between his legs as Maria stood above him with her hands on her hips, her voice quivering with anger. He tried not to think about that feeling, though, as it said something about him he had no interest in confronting.

    Instead, Eric chose to fight anger with anger. "So you've been whoring yourself out to our landlord's son for more than a month now?"

    Fury flashed across her face, but Maria didn't take the bait. Instead, she laughed. She looked down at Eric and laughed at him.

    "You're pathetic," she said.

    "What?"

    "Yeah, Eric, you're fucking pathetic. Every day you go out there and fail. You fail at polishing your resume. You fail at impressing anyone enough to get an interview, let alone a job. You know what else you've been failing at recently?"

    He shook his head.

    "Satisfying me, Eric. You fail when you fuck me. Sometimes you even fail at getting hard!"

    "I'm stressed out!"

    "Aww, poor baby is all stressed out so he can't get hard for his girlfriend. You're a fucking man, Eric. Act like it! Your dick should be able to get hard for me. It's not like we're some married couple that's been together for thirty years." Maria untied her robe and it fell open as she gestured to her lean body. "This should be enough to get you hard, Eric. The idea of getting to climb on top of me and slip your cock into my tight cunt should be enough to get you hard no matter how stressed you are."

    Energy surged through Eric and he moved to push himself off the floor. Maria's swiftly placed a foot against his chest and applied enough force to push him back down, though.

    "Now you have the desire, Eric? Now you want to fuck your girlfriend? Now, after someone else satisfied me, you want me?"

    "Yes."

    "Pathetic. Why the fuck would I want you now? I just had a better man. I just had him twice. I just had four orgasms with his cock inside me. Why the fuck would I want you inside me?"

    Eric grasped her ankle to try and pull Maria's foot free from his chest, but she applied more pressure and he struggled to free himself from her control.

    She lifted her foot and Eric thought he was free. A moment later it was pressed against his face with enough force to cause more than a little discomfort.

    "You know what you should do? You should lick my fucking foot. You should sit on your ass and lick my fucking foot."

    Her toes covered one of his eyes, but Eric saw the look on Maria's face. He saw the intensity, the anger, and what looked like just a hint of lust. He was confused and annoyed, but a strange sense of curiosity emerged in him and his tongue parted his lips and moved over the sole of her foot.

    "That's it," she said coldly. "Lick it. Lick my filthy fucking foot."

    Maria moaned softly and pulled back just a little, relieving some of the pressure on his face. He had a chance to get up, to break free from the erotic chaos that had suddenly enveloped him, but Eric didn't take it. Instead, he doubled down. He licked her sole from heel to toe. He moaned a little. He found an odd kind of pleasure in it and was surprised at the sudden relief of the stress that had weighed him down him for months.

    "Suck on my fucking toes," she demanded.

    Eric took her toes in his mouth. He sucked while running his fingers up her calves. Maria moaned softly and took a breast in her hand, kneading the flesh and closing her eyes as her lips parted and more moans followed.

    Her toes departed his mouth and moved between his legs, where Maria found and massaged his erection. Eric ran his fingers up her calf and moaned.

    "The last two weeks, I've let him have me more than once a week," she said.

    Eric moaned as unexpected pleasure surged between his legs.

    "That's how good the sex is, Eric, and that's how miserable the sex with you has been. You're right that I whored myself out to him to pay the rent, but I feel like I'm getting the better end of the deal. I get free rent and all the orgasms I can handle from a handsome man that knows how to use his cock far better than you do."

    Eric shouldn't have been as turned on as he was. He knew that. It was insane to feel like he was actually close to cumming. Completely and utterly insane.

    He was turned on, though, and he wanted to cum, so he moved to get up. He wanted to fuck Maria. He wanted to show her that he wasn't anywhere near as useless as she'd accused him of being.

    Maria responded by grabbing a handful of his hair, shifting his body to the left, and pushing him onto his back. She sat on his chest and pinned his arms to the floor with her knees.

    "You're not fucking me, Eric," she said while taking a firmer grip of his hair. "Not a chance."

    Maria shifted her hips forward until her pussy was close enough to his face that he could smell it, smell her, smell the sex she'd had.

    "I'm going to sit on your face, Eric. I'm going to ride your mouth. More importantly, I'm going to feed you what remains of Tony's cum."

    "No!"

    She moved her hips forward and sat on his face. Her thighs clamped down around his head, making it impossible for Eric to move.

    "He's been cumming inside me for the last two weeks. He asked if he could and I saw no reason to turn him down. Honestly, it's crazy, but I wanted to make sure he'd keep fucking me. That's how good the sex is, Eric. I'm letting him cum in my pussy while you're out there on your pathetic failed quest to find a job."

    Eric kept his mouth closed, but he could feel something leaking out of his girlfriend. Cum. Cum that another man had put inside her.

    "Put your tongue inside me or pack your shit and move out," Maria demanded. "Do you understand me, Eric? Take your punishment for being a fucking failure and eat his load out of me or get out of my apartment right now!"

    Faced with an awful choice, Eric chose what he viewed as the lesser of two evils. He opened his mouth. He put his tongue inside her. He tasted another man's cum. He took it in his mouth. He swallowed it. He watched Maria's face light up. He listened to her moan. He saw her throw her head back and grab her breast. He felt her hips begin to move a little as she rubbed her clit over his lips and tongue.

    Eric ate cum as Maria rode his face to an orgasm. She stayed on top of him as her thighs trembled. She enjoyed herself at his expense and he found himself awash in both anger and arousal.

    Maria pulled her hips back and sat on his chest. "Did you enjoy that?"

    "No."

    She reached back to stroke his stiff dick and laughed. "You're even more pathetic than I thought, Eric. We're done as a couple. You can stay in the apartment until you find a job or a new place to live, but you'll serve me whenever and however I desire and I can promise that you'll be cleaning lots of cum from my pussy as I'm going to let Tony have me a whole lot more often from now on."

    Maria kept stroking him through his pants and Eric hated how good it felt. The arousal meant he couldn't think straight, either, which is why he said nothing. He didn't have much of a choice, though. None of his friends had even a spare couch to offer and he wasn't about to move back to his parent's house. His job search had just gotten a lot more desperate, but maybe a little desperation is what he needed to find something quickly.

    "Do you want me to make you cum, Eric?"

    "Yes, please," he said, inducing a wave of shame.

    Maria laughed. "You're so fucking pathetic. Get up. Get naked. Get in the bed."

    She got off of him and Eric stood and stripped. He walked to the bedroom and stood there contemplating the wisdom of doing as she desired. He'd just about gathered the strength to get dressed and leave when Maria kissed the back of his neck and took his cock in her hand. Just a few strokes and his will disappeared.

    "Get in the bed. On your back. I'll make you feel good. You deserve that after the humiliation you've suffered today."

    Eric crawled into the bed and Maria moved between his feet. She ran her fingers from his ankles to his knees and he figured she'd go all the way to his crotch, but instead her fingers moved back down and she grabbed his ankles and lifted his legs.

    "What are you doing?"

    "Don't fight me, Eric," she instructed. "I said I'll make you feel good, so don't fight me."

    Maria bent his legs back, folding him like human pretzel until his feet were above his head and he was staring up at his cock. She took his shaft in her hand and stroked.

    "Not like this," he said.

    "Shut the fuck up and take your facial," she said with a laugh.

    Eric saw the head of his cock swell up. It was no more than six inches from his face. His back ached a little from being bent in an unnatural way, but her hand felt amazing.

    He closed his eyes and an orgasm exploded from his cock soon after. Maria laughed as cum decorated his face and the pillow beneath his head. It was hot and sticky and disgusting, but the orgasm was remarkably potent, which made it all the more humiliating.

    When Eric opened his eyes he saw Maria holding her phone.

    "Smile," she said.

    Maria snapped a handful of pictures and then backed out of the bed while laughing. Eric unfolded his body and felt both outrage and a lovely sense of post-orgasmic relaxation.

    "Please delete those pictures," he begged.

    "I will, just as soon as you get a job and get the fuck out of my apartment. Until then, I'm keeping them, and if you're still here a month from now I'm putting them online."

    It probably wasn't her intention, but Maria had certainly provided Eric with all the motivation he needed to get a job and move on with his life. With any luck, it wouldn't take long.

  
    Play Orgasm Games with Your Cuck

    I think we can all agree that orgasms are incredible. That’s why it’s always a good goal to have more of them. One of the most exciting ways of doing that is after you’ve put your husband in chastity.

    The idea is simple: He has to make you cum a designated number of times before he can be released from his chastity device. You determine the number and then have fun.

    There are lots of reasons to have fun with this game. First, it completely changes the typical (or stereotypical, even) sexual approach in a marriage. Instead of your husband being in constant pursuit of his orgasms, he’ll be in constant pursuit of your orgasms. Obviously he’s looking for his own, but it doesn’t really matter. What’s important is that he’s always eager to make you cum.

    You can have all kinds of fun with it. It can be thrilling to ask him to make you cum when it’s a little bit inconvenient for him. Maybe he’s just about to leave for work and then you spread your legs and present your pussy. He could leave, or he could stay and get one orgasm closer to his release.

    Depending on his lust for dirtier play, you could offer up your pussy after a workout when it’s sweaty and a little bit smelly. There are lots of options to have fun with it.

    It can be fun to deny him the ability to go down on you, too. Maybe he’s practically begging for the chance to go down on you and instead you play with his locked cock and then masturbate white he watches. If he’s not the one that gets you off, then it doesn’t count towards his total. So sad for him!

    You can also increase the number as time goes by. If you set it at 5 the first time and he gets you off 5 times in two days, make it 10 the next time. You’ll find the right balance. You don’t want it to be such a big number that he doesn’t even bother trying.

    Plus, this kind of play can have the added benefit of genuinely changing the way he thinks about your sex life. He may very well become much more focused on your orgasms even when he’s not locked up, and that’s a very good thing for you.

    When you finally release him, I recommend you make sure he has a mind-blowing orgasm. That’s easiest if you take control and make sure he doesn’t cum too quickly. Take your time. Edge him. Tease him. Then let him have a magnificent orgasm that will leave him with a big smile on his face. That way, he’ll be even more excited for the next one.

  
    Playing on a Private Jet

    “This is incredible,” John said as he pulled the car right to the private jet. “No crazy security lines. No body scans. No getting groped by a TSA weirdo.”

    “Success comes with certain perks,” Samantha said.

    The success she was referring to was her recent promotion to vice president. Samantha was the only female VP at her company, which was probably why her boss had invited them to join him on his private jet for the quick flight from Los Angeles to Vegas for a charity event.

    “It certainly does,” John said as he parked the car.

    Two young men rushed to open both the doors and John handed off the keys. “You can join Mr. Bennett on the plane,” the valet said.

    John took a moment to admire his wife in the gorgeous dark red gown she’d bought for the occasion. It hugged her body in all the right places and offered up a view of her cleavage that he couldn’t help but stare at.

    “You have never looked more beautiful,” he said as Samantha took his hand.

    “Thank you,” she replied with a smile. “I’m a vice president now. I need to represent the company well. You don’t look so bad yourself, by the way.”

    John hadn’t worn a tuxedo in years and he’d been quite pleased with how good it looked. “Thank you,” he replied.

    As they walked towards the plane Samantha’s boss appeared at the top step. He too wore a tux and John was quite certain he looked better.

    “Aiden!” Samantha said as she waved at the man that had hired her half a decade ago.

    “Samantha, welcome!” Aiden said as he stepped aside to welcome them to his plane.

    John and Samantha ascended the stairs and stepped into the lap of luxury. Elegant dark wood and white leather covered most surfaces inside the plane and three glasses of champagne had already been poured.

    Aiden and Samantha shared a short, tight hug before John shook hands with his wife’s boss. “Thank you for inviting us,” he said.

    “Are you kidding? I had to have my rising superstar along for this event,” Aiden said. “Samantha is unquestionably the most personable of my vice presidents and I don’t think you’ll be surprised to learn that she’s far and away the best looking. She’s perfect for charming the deep-pocketed men and women at this charity event.”

    John knew better than most that his wife had a gift for putting people at ease. She was smart, beautiful, and exceptionally good at getting someone to open up almost immediately. Everyone seemed to trust her implicitly, which made business dealings much easier.

    “We’ll be taking off soon, so why won’t we take our seats and enjoy a little champagne?” Aiden suggested.

    Aiden took Samantha’s hand and led her to a seat at a table with two champagne glasses. John figured he would sit across from his wife so he was a little surprised when Aiden took what he thought was his place. He didn’t fight it, though. Instead, he sat across the aisle.

    Aiden lifted his glass and smiled at Samantha. “A toast to my newest vice president and the smartest, most talented, most beautiful woman I know.”

    John looked to his wife to see if her boss’s second comment on her beauty made her uncomfortable, but she had a big smile on her face. It didn’t seem like Aiden was hitting on her, but it felt a little inappropriate. John wasn’t about to say anything, though. Aiden was the man in charge and he could stall Samantha’s career just as easily as he could ensure she was promoted even higher in the company.

    “So, John, what’s it like being married to someone so successful?” Aiden asked.

    “It’s great,” John said. “I mean, if it wasn’t for Samantha’s success I wouldn’t be wearing a tuxedo and drinking expensive champagne on a private jet, after all.”

    Aiden sipped his champagne and smiled at Samantha. “That’s true. What is it you do again, John?” he asked.

    “He’s a writer,” Samantha replied.

    “That’s right,” Aiden said.

    John was relatively certain that Aiden knew he was a writer. They’d met several times and he’d shared the details of his profession on numerous occasions and Aiden didn’t seem like the kind of guy that forgot little details. If anything, the opposite was true. He seemed like the kind of guy that paid attention to every little detail.

    “Have you had any luck getting your novel published?” Aiden asked.

    “Not yet,” John said.

    Aiden sipped his champagne, smiled, and said, “That’s a shame. Samantha said it’s quite good. What do you think the problem is?”

    It was a question John had considered every day for the past two years. All that thinking hadn’t brought him any closer to an answer, though, and as Samantha ascended the ranks at her job he felt more and more like a failure. He managed to find plenty of freelance work that paid decently, but as a vice president Samantha’s earnings dwarfed his and it was getting harder to feel like he was pulling his weight in their marriage.

    “I wish I knew,” John said.

    “Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We’re cleared for takeoff and we’ll be in the air in just a few minutes. The flight time today is a little over an hour,” the captain said over the intercom.

    “Buckle up,” Aiden said.

    They all buckled their seat belts and John took a long sip of his champagne to make sure it didn’t spill if things got a little bumpy on their ascent to cruising altitude. The plane’s engines roared to life and he leaned back into the seat while staring at his wife. 

    Samantha looked over at him and smiled as John wondered if she found his decision to pursue a career as a writer frustrating. They didn’t need more money – she was very well-compensated – but he wasn’t particularly successful and sometimes it seemed like she wasn’t eager to introduce him to people at parties. Now that she’d stepped up in the corporate world he wondered if she’d find it even more frustrating that he couldn’t get his novel published.

    “Have you ever thought about a different career, John?” Aiden asked, tapping into John’s insecurities with one simple question. “I don’t intend any offense, but it must be frustrating to pour your heart into a novel only to discover that no one’s interested in it.”

    John looked to his wife in hopes of a rescue from Aiden’s line of questioning, but she offered nothing. Instead, he got the impression that Aiden was asking a question that she’d given some thought to.

    “I suppose I’ve considered it,” John answered. “Writing is the only thing I’ve ever done, though. I’m an English major. I’m really only qualified to write or teach.”

    “You could learn to do something else, John,” Aiden said in a condescending tone. He sipped his champagne with a smile. “Everyone can learn new skills, even those of us that don’t have many skills to begin with.”

    Now he was being openly insulting and still Samantha offered no response.

    “I could, but I’m a good writer,” John replied. “Lots of good writers struggle right up until the moment the struggle stops. I need to keep at it. I need to keep writing. Eventually I’ll break through.”

    Aiden looked at Samantha and leaned closer. He reached across the small table between them and took her hand in his. “Don’t you think your beautiful wife deserves better than being married to a failed writer who’s determined to keep trying?”

    Samantha made no effort to pull her hand from Aiden’s grasp. Instead, she offered him a smile and leaned a little closer, flashing even more of her cleavage.

    “I’m not sure I like your tone, Aiden, and I’m quite certain I don’t like you touching my wife like that,” John said.

    Aiden released Samantha’s hand from his grasp and leaned back as he turned his attention to John. “Are you not a failed writer, John? Have you experienced some great success that I don’t know about? Are you not a 35 year old man whose greatest accomplishment is getting a piece published by Vanity Fair?”

    “I’m a good writer, Aiden,” John replied.

    “You’re a failed writer, John,” Aiden shot back. “The quality of your writing doesn’t change that. You might be the most brilliant novelist in America. It doesn’t matter. No one reads you’re writing.”

    John looked towards Samantha but she was staring at Aiden with a smile on her face. John couldn’t be sure, but it seemed that her boss was giving voice to frustrations his wife was quite familiar with.

    “Do you feel like I’m a failure, Samantha?” John asked.

    Samantha turned to him and smiled. “It’s not a question, John. It’s a fact.”

    Aiden reached out and took Samantha’s hand into his. He pulled John’s wife from her seat and into his lap. One hand rested on her waist and the other pulled up the bottom of her beautiful dress until the soft, milky white flesh of her thighs was exposed.

    “What are you doing?” John asked.

    “He’s doing what a real man does when he sees a woman he wants,” Samantha replied.

    Aiden’s fingers moved up Samantha’s soft thighs and between her legs. John couldn’t quite see under her dress, but the look on her face made it clear that her pussy was being stimulated.

    Samantha took Aiden’s other hand in hers and lifted it to her mouth. She took two of his fingers between her lips and sucked while holding John’s gaze.

    “Stop,” John said. “Stop this right now.”

    Samantha closed her eyes and moaned as she continued to suck on Aiden’s fingers. It was as if John hadn’t said anything. It was as if he wasn’t there.

    Aiden pulled his fingers from her mouth and slipped the strap of Samantha’s dress off her shoulder. He exposed one of her perky breasts and took it in his hand.

    “You had so much potential when we got married,” Samantha said to her husband. “You were so smart and driven. You were so full of hope. You wasted it all, though. You wasted it on this hopeless dream of being a brilliant novelist. You wasted every bit of your potential, John.”

    She turned to Aiden and they shared a deeply passionate kiss. There was no question it wasn’t the first time they’d kissed. Samantha had clearly been cheating on him with her boss. John had no idea how long it had been going on, but it wasn’t the first time she’d kissed Aiden or had his fingers inside her.

    They stared at each other for a few moments after the kiss ended and then Aiden turned his attention to John. “Your wife isn’t the type of woman to settle for less, John. Samantha’s smart, talented, tenacious, and pathologically ambitious. It’s a testament to her love for you that she waited this long before finding another man.”

    Samantha stood and lifted her dress over her hips, revealing that she’d gone without panties for the charity dinner. Aiden swung his chair until it faced the aisle and unzipped his tuxedo pants to free his cock.

    Samantha smiled, stepped back, and sat in her boss’s lap. He placed the head of his cock against her pussy lips and slid inside her.

    “Aren’t you going to stop me?” Samantha asked as she sank down on another man’s cock just a few feet from where John sat. “Aren’t you going to do anything?”

    “Samantha…please,” John said. He remained in his seat, though. He made no effort to stop her.

    “That’s what I thought,” Samantha said.

    Aiden held her hips and helped Samantha ride his cock in reverse cowgirl as John watched. He saw his wife’s pussy open around the other man’s dick over and over. He saw the look of pleasure on her face. He saw the way her breasts bounced. He saw the other man’s hands on her hips. He saw his wife cheating on him and he did nothing about it.

    “You’re pathetic,” Samantha said. “Aiden said this was how you’d react. He said you were the kind of man that would do nothing if his wife was cheating. He said you’d sit there like a bitch and watch me take his cock.”

    John should have felt angry. Instead, he felt defeated. He felt humiliated. He felt paralyzed. Then Samantha slapped him. She reached across the aisle and slapped him hard enough to send a shockwave of pain through his body.

    “You don’t deserve to sit in that beautiful chair. Get on your knees,” she demanded. “Get on your knees and watch him fuck me. Watch my pussy take his cock. Watch your wife enjoy a real man.”

    John swung his seat towards the aisle and fell onto his knees. Samantha reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair to pull him close. Her pussy was just a few inches away. He could hear her wetness. He could smell the sex. He could see in exacting detail how she opened up for the other man.

    “You were right,” Samantha said. “He’s just as pathetic as you said. Even more so, really.”

    “That’s okay,” Aiden replied as he fucked his cock up into Samantha’s pussy. “You have me now. You don’t need him.”

    “What if I want to keep him around?” she asked.

    “You’re welcome to,” Aiden replied. “I’ve known plenty of powerful women that like to have a manservant around. Make him into your bitch. He’s clearly a spineless little weasel. I’m sure he’ll do whatever you tell him. Plus, you have all the money and you could easily destroy him in a divorce. I think your failed writer of a husband will stick around no matter how badly you treat him.”

    John felt powerless. The jet was small. Even if he wrestled free from his wife’s grasp there was nowhere to go. Even if he locked himself in the bathroom he’d still be able to hear them. Plus, he couldn’t stay in there forever. He’d have to come out and confront his wife and her new man.

    “I think I’ll do that, John. I think I’ll make you my bitch. I think you’ll be a good servant for me,” Samantha said.

    She laughed as Aiden’s cock continued to stretch her beautiful pussy while John watched from a few inches away.

    “Suck my clit while he fucks me,” she demanded.

    John didn’t get a chance to make a choice. Instead, Samantha pulled his face to her pussy and that was that. He felt Aiden’s cock sliding in and out of her. He felt her pussy lips opening. An overwhelming sense of humiliation coursed through his body.

    “Suck my fucking clit, John. Do it now or I’ll divorce your ass and leave you penniless. You’ll be working at a fast food joint before you know it,” Samantha demanded.

    John extended his tongue and licked his wife’s clit, completing his humiliation. It was impossible not to come into contact with Aiden’s cock, but there was no point in fretting about it. In less than an hour he’d fallen so far he could scarcely fathom the sudden change in his life.

    “That’s it, John. Show me you can be useful. Show me you’re not a complete failure. Show me that you’re worthy of being my bitch,” Samantha said as he licked her clit.

    John did as he was told, mostly out of instinct. He was so overwhelmed he couldn’t really think straight so he just did what came naturally. That meant doing as he was told, even if it was humiliating.

    Eventually it came to an end. Samantha had an orgasm and pushed John’s head away from her pussy. Aiden’s climax soon followed and John watched the other man’s cock pulse as he launched a load of cum into Samantha’s pussy.

    It wasn’t over, though. Samantha lifted her pussy from Aiden’s cock, pushed John’s head against the seat behind him and sat on his face. Cum leaked from her freshly-fucked cunt and John felt it coat his lips and chin.

    “Eat his cum, John,” she demanded. “Taste a real man’s cum. Do it. Do it or you’ll regret it.”

    John had never seen his wife look so determined. She seemed certain to follow through on her vague threat, and as humiliating as it was to eat Aiden’s cum, it wasn’t much worse than licking her clit while the other man’s cock was inside her.

    John parted his lips and stuck his tongue out. “That’s a good bitch,” Samantha said. “Now drink his load from my pussy.”

    John did as he was told. He consumed Aiden’s cum. The taste was terrible and he gagged a few times, but he got it down. He got through it.

    Samantha released her grip on his hair, patted the top of his head, and said, “Good boy,” before fixing her dress and taking her seat once again.

    “So, what do you want to do with him once we land?” Aiden asked.

    “I think he deserves to come with us. He can wait in the hotel room and be of use to us later tonight. Perhaps we’ll bring back a few guests and we can all have a naughty little party to seal a profitable deal,” Samantha said.

    “I like the way you think,” Aiden said as he picked up his champagne glass.

    John watched his wife and her boss share a toast as he sat on the floor. He felt completely powerless and overwhelmed with humiliation and self loathing. In the span of an hour his life had changed completely and it seemed that there was nothing he could do about it. The decision had been made for him. Samantha was no longer his. He was no longer the man he thought he was. It was possible he was no longer much of a man at all.

  
    Playing with Fire - Part 1

    Your wife's been cuckolding you for nearly two years now. She finds it thrilling to be with new men, so she doesn't really have many long term partners, which is why she almost always uses condoms.

    The first time you bought them for her it wasn't really part of your cuckolding. She'd simply forgotten to pick some up and you were already out, so she asked if you'd mind doing it. You thought nothing of it, right up until you were staring at the condoms. Then you got turned on. You couldn't stop thinking about your wife opening the box, pulling out a condom, and rolling it down a lover's cock. You couldn't get it out of your head, and you liked that. You loved it. When you got home, she noticed how turned on you were and let you worship her pussy a little before she left for her date. Now it's always your job to buy condoms for her and it's always arousing.

    You haven't bought Magnum condoms, though. She bought them once in that first year before you were the designated shopper, and she'd marveled at how good it felt to get fucked by someone with such a big cock. As it turns out, it's hard to find guys like that, so she's gone more than a year without that particular pleasure.

    Now, though, she's going to enjoy it once more, and as you get out of your car and head into the pharmacy, you know you're going to enjoy it too. There's something about the idea of buying Magnum condoms that thrills you. You can feel it in the way your heart is beating as you approaching the aisle. You can feel that tingle of excitement between your legs. You feel it increase as you spot the box of Magnums. You could buy the box with just three condoms in it, but you decide you're going to be optimistic, and instead you pick up a box of ten. Your wife won't use them all tonight, but she might see this guy more than once, and she'll need more condoms when she does.

    You pluck the box from the shelf and smile as you imagine your wife rolling one of the super sized condoms down another man's massive cock. You imagine the smile on her face and the wetness between her legs as she thinks about getting fucked by someone blessed with such impressive size.

    "Magnums. Impressive."

    You turn to see a cute brunette with a pierced nose standing next to you. You were so lost in your fantasy you didn't notice her approach. She smiles at you - it's a decidedly flirty smile - and then her eyes quickly glance at your crotch. You're taken aback by her boldness and you blurt out, "Oh, they're not for me."

    A confused look crosses her face. "Who are they for?"

    You realize you've made a mistake in coming awfully close to telling a stranger that your wife cuckolds you, and yet you suddenly quite excited. There's something about this girl that makes you want to spill your secrets. "For the guy...for the guy my wife is going on a date with tonight," you say. "I always buy the condoms when she has a date, and tonight the guy apparently is too big for regular condoms."

    Your heart is pounding so hard it feels like it might leap from your chest. The cute girl smiles and says, "So you're a cuck?"

    You nod.

    "How kinky. So do you like that your wife sends you out to buy condoms for her?" she asks.

    "I do," you admit.

    "And do you like that the guy she's going to fuck tonight has a massive cock?" she asks.

    "Yes," you say. "She's only been with someone that big once and she loved it."

    "Is it safe to assume that you're not nearly big enough to wear Magnum condoms?" the cute girl asks with a naughty smile.

    "No, I'm not," you admit.

    She turns and looks both ways down the aisle before stepping closer and reaching between your legs. She grasps your cock and strokes you a little while smiling and then she says, "You don't feel very big at all. Do you have a small cock?"

    "Yes," you say as your dick quickly approaches a fully erect state.

    "And would your wife mind that a stranger was playing with your small cock in public?" she asks.

    "I don't know," you reply, though she probably would.

    "Do you like that a stranger is playing with your pathetic little dick in public?" she asks softly.

    "Yes," you admit. You can't believe you like it. You can't believe you're letting it happen. And yet, you can't help yourself. It feels so good, probably because it's so damn risky.

    "You like it when I tell you that your dick is pathetic, don't you?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Does your wife tell you that?" she asks. "Does she tell you that your little dick is pathetic, that you couldn't possibly satisfy her, that you don't deserve to pleasure of her pussy because your worthless cock couldn't make her cum if your life depended on it?"

    "No, she doesn't," you answer.

    The cute girl releases your cock and makes a playfully sad face. "Why not?" she asks. "Doesn't she know that it turns you on to hear that your dick is fucking worthless?"

    You shake your head. "She doesn't know. I never told her. It's...I don't know why, but it feels too embarrassing to tell her."

    The cute girl steps closer and you feel her breast press into your arm. It's soft and perky and you're fairly certain she's not wearing a bra under her sweater. She leans in close enough that you can feel her breath against your neck as she whispers, "But it felt good to tell me, didn't it? It felt good to admit that you like having your worthless little dick humiliated, didn't it?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She kisses your neck and you feel a shiver of pleasure rush down your spine and nestle between your legs. Her warm, soft lips linger against your skin for a few seconds before she flicks her tongue back and forth over your neck for a few moments, leading you to close your eyes as a rather intense kind of pleasure works its way through your body.

    "When is your wife's date?" she asks softly.

    "He's picking her up at eight," you reply.

    "And how long do you think she'll be gone?" she asks.

    "A few hours, at least," you answer. "If it's really good, she won't be home before midnight."

    She steps back, glances at your crotch to see your little erection making a small bulge in your pants, and then pulls her phone from her back pocket. You can't see her screen, but her fingers are moving with furious speed. A few moments later she offers the phone to you and says, "Give me your address."

    Your hand trembles as you reach out and take the phone. You look at the screen and see that she's created a new contact. Your name is listed as 'Little Dick Cuck.' You look up and see a smile on her face.

    "Put your address in so I can come visit you tonight after your wife goes on her date," she says.

    You look down at her phone and tap the space to enter your address. Your fingers hover over the keypad for a few seconds as your pulse races. You know you shouldn't give her your address. You know it would be insane to do so. You can't help it, though. You type in your address. You give her what she wants. You hand the phone back to her.

    "Thank you, cuck," she says. "I'm Emily, by the way."

    She extends her hand and you shake it. You're so stunned by everything that's unfolded in the store that you don't offer your name.

    "It was nice to meet you," she says. "I'll see you tonight."

    Emily turns and walks away. You stare at her as she does, admiring her long legs and how short her skirt is. At the end of the aisle she stops, looks over her shoulder, and lifts the back of her skirt, giving you a brief but breathtaking view of her tight ass in a red lace thong. Then she blows you a kiss and heads out of the store without another word.

    It's not until the drive home that you start to panic about what you did in the heat of the moment. You gave your address to a total stranger. It's entirely possible that Emily will be at your house when you get back, telling your wife everything that unfolded in the pharmacy. It's possible she'll never show up. It's possible she'll show up with some burly meathead of a boyfriend and rob you blind while your wife is out getting fucked by someone else. It's possible you just made the biggest mistake of your life, and because you didn't get her number there's no way to try and take back your mistake, to convince her not to come over. There's nothing you can do but wait at home and hope that you haven't fucked up your life with one lust-fueled decision.

    You give your wife the condoms - she likes that you bought the box of ten, as she too shares your ambition that she might fuck this well-hung guy for a few weeks - and then she lets you worship her pussy a little. While you're on your knees with your tongue inside her, the cute girl from the pharmacy pops into your head a few times. You hear her insulting the size of your cock. You see her ass in that thong. You feel her hand between your legs, stroking your cock through your jeans and getting you hard as she whispers about how small it is. Each time you try and push her out of your head and each time she comes back with a vengeance.

    After a lovely pussy worship session that leaves her soaking wet, your wife puts on her dress and heels, grabs her purse, and you walk her to the front door. You share a lingering kiss, you tell her to have fun with her date, and she confirms that she has the condoms you bought in her purse. Then she walks out and you wave goodbye from the front door before she gets in the car.

    You close the door and take a deep breath. Your pulse begins to race, for Emily could arrive at any moment, and if she shows up, you have no idea what she plans on doing. Even if she just wants to have more of the same fun you had in the pharmacy, that feels like a foolish mistake, given that your wife certainly wouldn't approve.

    You're still leaning against the door and thinking through the evening's potential outcomes when you hear a knock on the door. Your chest tightens with anxiety as you turn and look through the peephole. Emily is standing there. She seems to be alone. You consider not answering the door, and while you're considering she reaches up and knocks again.

    "I know you're in there, cuck," she says. "I watched you say goodbye to your beautiful wife. I bet you're standing right on the other side of the door. You don't have to be nervous. I'm not going to hurt you. I'm just going to have fun with you."

    You’re nervous, but you feel some of that excitement from the pharmacy return to your body. You can't help but want to know what Emily has planned. You want more of what you felt earlier that day. You open the door.

    "Aren't you going to invite me in, cuck?" she asks.

    You step aside. "Please, Emily, come in."

    She steps into the house and the scent of a rather seductive perfume fills your nose. Emily looks radiantly beautiful in a short, pleated skirt, a lovely white off-the-shoulder sweater that exposes a red bra strap, and a pair of heels that make her legs look even longer than they did earlier that day.

    "Would your wife be upset if she knew I was here?" Emily asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    She smiles. She seems to like that you're doing something so dangerous for the sake of spending a little time with her. "But you gave me your address and invited me into your home anyway. Why is that, cuck?"

    "Because...because I couldn't help myself," you say. "What I felt in the pharmacy, what I felt when you said those things...I just, I wanted to feel that again."

    Emily smiles and steps closer. You smell her perfume again and you can't help but feel utterly entranced by her beauty and that smile. "You mean when I told you that you had a pathetic little dick?" she asks softly.

    You nod.

    "I want to see it, cuck," she says. "Get naked."

    You reach up and unbutton your shirt as Emily watches from a few steps away. You toss it onto the floor and pull your undershirt over your head. Your hands tremble as you reach down and unbutton your pants. You push them down and stand there in your underwear.

    "What are you waiting for?" she asks. "Show me your worthless little dick, cuck. Show me the reason your wife is so excited to fuck a man that needs Magnum condoms for his massive cock."

    Your hands tremble even harder as you slip your fingers into the waistband of your underwear and push them down. They fall to your ankles and you kick them aside, leaving you naked in your home in front of someone you met just a few hours ago.

    Emily smiles and reaches out as if she's going to touch your cock. She stops just short of doing so, though. The mere idea of being touched by the beautiful girl in front of you is enough to excite you, though, and your cock grows.

    "How long have you been a cuck?" she asks.

    "Two years," you answer.

    "And is your wife happier?" Emily asks.

    "Yes, much happier," you say. "I don't think she'd ever come out and say it, but our sex life just wasn't that good before she cuckolded me."

    Emily looks at your cock, which is half hard, and says, "I guarantee your sex life wasn't that good. No one with a cock as small as yours is capable of satisfying a woman. You might be able to make her cum, but you won't be able to satisfy her. It just isn't possible. This pathetic little dick of yours is only capable of disappointing a woman."

    "I know," you say as you reach a fully erect state without being touched.

    Emily looks up at you and smiles. "Would your wife think less of you if she knew how much you enjoyed hearing that your dick is fucking worthless?"

    "Yes, she would," you reply.

    Emily reaches out and her fingers encircle your testicles. She squeezes gently and pulls down. It feels good, though you know she could inflict pain at a moment's notice if she wanted to. "Your wife already thinks less of you, cuck," she says with a smile. "She may not say it. She may not even recognize it herself, but she thinks less of you. You get off on her fucking other guys. You get off on buying her condoms so she can fuck other guys. You probably get off on eating her pussy after she's fucked another guy."

    "She doesn't let me," you say.

    Emily smiles. "But you would, wouldn't you? You'd get off on that, wouldn't you? You'd get off on putting your tongue deep in your wife's slippery, stretched out, well-fucked cunt, wouldn't you? That would make your dick so hard it hurt, wouldn't it?"

    "Yes," you admit as Emily pulls a little harder on your testicles. "I'd love that. I would."

    "I know you would, cuck," Emily says. "Now take me to your bedroom."

    You know it's a mistake to do so, but you don't hesitate to do as Emily desires. You lead her to your bedroom and she gestures for you to wait by the door as she steps inside. You’re not sure what she has planned, but you’re excited. You know you’re doing something dangerous – something that could end your marriage – and yet you can’t stop yourself. Emily gave you a small taste of something you crave and now you want more. You only hope it doesn’t end up hurting you.
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    "When was the last time you fucked your wife in this bed, cuck?" Emily asks as she runs her fingers over the comforter.

    "Two weeks ago," you answer. "She had a date, but he canceled. She was so turned on from the way I'd gone down on her before her date that she let me fuck her."

    Emily smiles at the pictures on your wife’s dresser and asks, "You eat her pussy before she goes on her dates?"

    "Sometimes," you reply. "She doesn't always let me, but I love doing it when she has the time or she's in the mood."

    Emily opens the closet, turns on the light, and steps inside, disappearing from your view. "Your wife has good taste, cuck," she says. "Come here." You approach the closet and look inside to see Emily looking through your wife's lingerie. She pulls out a red lace bodysuit and holds it up against her body. "Does she ever wear something like this for you, cuck?"

    "On special occasions," you answer. "She actually wore that bodysuit on my birthday last year."

    "Aww, isn't that sweet," Emily replies as she sets the bodysuit down. "And what about for her dates, cuck? Does she wear lingerie for them? Did she dress up in something sexy for the man with the big cock that's going to drill her tight, married pussy tonight?"

    "Yes, she did," you say. "She wore a beautiful, delicate lace bra and panty set. Simple, but really sexy."

    Emily approaches and reaches up to run her fingers down your bare chest. They stop just above your pubic hair, but only for a few seconds as she smiles and takes your stiff cock in her hand. She strokes you slowly, but it feels so good. "Would you like to see my panties, cuck?"

    "Yes, please," you say.

    "Then get on your knees," she instructs.

    You fall to your knees in the closet and look up at the beautiful brunette with the nose piercing. She smiles and then reaches down to slowly lift her pleated skirt, revealing a pair of pink lace panties. They're semi-sheer and you can see a tuft of pubic hair and just a hint of her pussy lips through them. You're tempted to reach up and try and pull them down, but you resist.

    "What do you think, cuck? Do you like my panties? Do they make my pussy look good?" she asks.

    "Yes," you say. "They're gorgeous, Emily. They make your pussy look perfect."

    "Take my heels off, cuck," she instructs.

    You drop a little lower and carefully help Emily out of her high heels. Her feet feel soft and warm and her toenails are painted a shade of pink that almost perfectly matches her panties.

    You sit back on your knees and Emily steps closer and slides one of her feet between your legs. Her toes tease your balls for a few moments before she lifts her foot and runs it along the base of your stiff little cock.

    "You're so hard, cuck," she says softly. "Are you excited?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    "Because you've invited another woman into your bedroom?" she asks. "Because you have no idea what I intend on doing now that I'm in your bedroom? Because you can't wait to find out what I want to do with you?"

    "Yes, all of that," you reply.

    Emily rubs her toes over the head of your cock and then lifts her foot to your mouth. She grabs hold of one the closet shelves to maintain her balance and says, "Lick your precum off my toes, cuck."

    You lean forward and take her big toe in your mouth. You lick and suck until it's clean of your precum. You clean the rest of her toes, too, just for good measure. When you're done, Emily lifts her foot a little higher, presses it against your forehead, and pushes as she says, "On your back."

    You move to your back and look up at the beautiful girl as she straddles your body and slowly walks forward until you're staring straight up her panties. She looks down at you, smiles, and then reaches back to unzip her skirt. It falls down her legs and lands on your face before she steps out of it and gently moves it aside.

    Emily slowly squats over your face until her panty-clad pussy is so close to your mouth that you can feel the warmth emanating from that irresistible place between her legs.

    "Would you like to eat my pussy, cuck?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer. You shouldn't. You know you shouldn't. And yet, your brain refuses to be reasonable. You're so caught up in the moment that you're not even remotely thinking straight. You just want more of what she's already given you.

    Emily drops her knees on either side of your head. Her pussy is a little closer now and you can't help yourself. You lift your head from the ground and you press your lips against her panties. You extend your tongue and lick the lace for just a moment before Emily grabs a handful of your hair and pushes your head into the ground.

    "What a naughty cuck," she says. "You shouldn't be so selfish. You shouldn't try and take what I haven't decided to give you yet."

    "I'm sorry," you reply.

    Emily smiles and slides back until she's sitting across your chest. She maintains her grip on your hair and leans forward until her face is above yours. "Open your mouth," she demands. You do so and you watch as Emily gathers her spit. It appears at her lips and slowly works its way out of her mouth. It makes its way to your mouth and Emily offers a bright smile, as if she enjoys nothing more than spitting in your mouth. Her fingers quickly follow her spit and she shoves them deep onto your tongue, triggering your gag reflex. You try to roll your head away but she has such a tight grip on your hair that you can't do it. She grinds her pussy into your chest, seemingly finding pleasure in the friction, and perhaps in the way she's using you like something of a toy for her pleasure.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and says, "That was fun, wasn't it cuck?"

    You nod, though it wasn't particularly fun for you.

    Emily then grabs a second handful of your hair and slides her hips forwards until her panty-clad pussy is resting over your mouth. "Kiss it," she says.

    You kiss her panties over and over. A delicate, feminine smell emanates from them and you can feel some of the wetness of her pussy as it's clearly soaked through the lace.

    "Lick me," she says. "Lick my pussy."

    You lick her through the panties as she maintains her vice-like grip on your hair. You try and find her clit and when she moans you're fairly certain you've located it. You want her to pull aside her panties and let you taste her pussy. You want to immerse your tongue in her juices. You want to lick and suck on her clit.

    Emily doesn't grant you that pleasure, though. Instead, she releases her tight grip on your hair and stands up. "Get up, cuck," she says. You stand and turn to watch as Emily crawls into the bed you share with your wife. "Which side does your wife sleep on, cuck?"

    You point to the right side of the bed and Emily smiles and crawls that way. She rolls onto her back, spreads her legs, and slips a hand into her panties as you stand in the closet and watch her masturbate.

    "Does your wife ever fuck another man in your bed, cuck? Does she ever invite one of her dates back here so he can pound her tight, married cunt in the bed she shares with her small-dicked cuck husband?" she asks.

    "Sometimes," you answer. "But only if she trusts him. So it doesn't happen all that often."

    "And when she does that, cuck, are you allowed to watch? Does your wife give you the privilege of being on your knees in your bedroom while another man is between her legs?" Emily asks.

    "No," you answer.

    "Aww, poor cuck," she replies. She moans and runs a hand under her sweater. She closes her eyes, arches her back, and her fingers move even faster in her panties. "Does that disappoint you? Would you get off on watching another man fuck your wife while you pull on that pathetic excuse for a cock you have between your legs?"

    "Yes," you answer. You've always wanted to watch. You've asked your wife about it, but she's always refused. She doesn't like the idea. She says she'd feel self-conscious. She says she worries that her date would feel self-conscious too.

    "Suck on my toes, cuck," Emily demands.

    You rush towards the foot of the bed, drop to your knees, and take her toes in your mouth. You watch Emily masturbate and play with her tits under her sweater. You moan with her toes in your mouth and she moans as her fingers move rapidly in her panties. It seems that she's well on her way to an orgasm, and as much as you'd like your tongue to be the one that provides her with that pleasure, you're okay with watching.

    "Crawl between my legs, cuck," Emily says.

    You feel giddy as you crawl into the bed and settle between her legs. Emily smiles down at you, pulls her hand from her panties and carefully pulls them aside, exposing her pink, exceedingly wet pussy. Your mouth hangs open at the beautiful sight of it and Emily takes the opportunity to slip her fingers onto your tongue. You suck them clean, tasting her pussy in the process.

    "Do I taste good, cuck?" she asks.

    You nod as she continues to pump your mouth with her fingers.

    "Have you ever begged your wife for the pleasure of eating her pussy after she's been with another man, cuck?" Emily asks.

    You shake your head.

    "You should, cuck," Emily says. "She might give you what you want. She might let you get on your knees and taste her stretched out, slick cunt. She might let you put your tongue where another man's cock was tonight. She might let you experience what she tastes like after someone else has made her cum, after a bigger, better cock filled her tight hole and left her stretched and satisfied. Isn't that what you want, cuck? Don't you want to taste your wife's cunt after a better man has pounded her?"

    "Yes," you say as Emily pulls her fingers from your mouth. "I'm desperate for that. I really am."

    "Then you shouldn't be afraid to ask for what you want, cuck," she says. "You should have a little courage. You should let your wife know what you desire. I know you're not much of a man, but you could try acting like one and tell her that it's something you need. Tell her that you need to taste her pussy, that you need to put your tongue inside her. Don't tell her that you're a pathetic fucking cuck and that it turns you on when you think about licking her cunt after a nice big cock has stretched it out, though I think we both know that's true, isn't it? You're a pathetic, small-dicked cuck, aren't you?"

    You nod as Emily's fingers return to her pussy. You watch as she manages to slide them between her labia and deep into her pink flesh while working her clit at the same time.

    "Say it," she demands.

    All you want is to eat her pussy, but that's not your choice, so instead you do as Emily desires. "I'm a pathetic, small-dicked cuck," you say as your cock throbs. It feels like you're harder than you've ever been. It feels like just a few strokes would make you cum.

    "Say that you can't fuck your wife worth a damn," Emily says. "Tell me that your little dick couldn't satisfy your wife if your life depended on it."

    You watch as she pulls her panties back over her pussy. Her fingers disappear inside them once more and she continues masturbating. You see her juices soaking through the pink lace. "I can't fuck my wife worth a damn," you say. "My little dick couldn't satisfy her if my life depended on it."

    Emily cums. She cums loudly. She arches her back and the movement of her fingers slows in her panties. She fills your bedroom with the sounds of pleasure and you watch and listen from an achingly close perspective. Your cock is hard and your body is teeming with lust, but you keep your hands away from your cock.

    "Well, that was fun," Emily says as she sits up. "Did you enjoy yourself, cuck?"

    "I did," you admit.

    "Will you get my skirt and heels from the closet?" she asks.

    You dutifully retrieve her skirt and high heels from the closet and Emily gets out of the bed and dresses. She then lowers her panties and hands them to you. "Keep these," she says. "They're wet with my juices. You can do whatever you like with them."

    You know you shouldn't take them, but you reach out and do so anyway. You can't help yourself.

    Emily departs the bedroom and you follow. She stops at the front door and then turns and gives you a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. "I had fun tonight. I'm going to give you my number. The next time your wife goes on a date, I want you to text me so I can come over and we can play again."

    "Okay," you say. You retrieve your phone from your pants - which are lying in a heap by the door - and Emily gives you her number.

    "And I want you to tell your wife what you need, cuck," she says. You moan as she takes your cock in her hand and once again strokes you slowly. "I want you to tell her that you're desperate to taste her pussy after someone else has fucked her. I want you to beg for it. I want you to get on your knees and beg for the chance to taste her freshly-fucked, stretched out pussy. Will you do that for me, cuck?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "Good," she says. "When you do it, text me and tell me how she responded."

    "Okay," you reply. "I will."

    Emily gives you another kiss on the cheek, releases your cock, and walks out of your house. You look down at her panties, stare for a second, and then lift them to your nose and inhale deeply. Her scent is exquisite and you're tempted to masturbate, but you know you can't. You know you need to wait until your wife gets home.

    For now, you're going to find a safe hiding spot for the panties - you can't have your wife finding them - and then you're going to get dressed and check the bedroom to make sure there's no sign that another woman was there. Then you'll wait for your wife to come home and maybe, if you can find the courage, you'll do as Emily wants you to do and you'll ask for the pleasure of eating your wife's pussy after she's been with another man.
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    It's a little after midnight when your wife arrives home from her date. That means it went well. Perhaps exceptionally well.

    You think of the night you had. You think of letting Emily into your house, of letting another woman into your bedroom. You think of the way she teased you, of the way she gave you what your wife refuses to offer. You feel weak for surrendering to those desires, for letting Emily into your home, and yet you also know you'd do it again. You know she made you feel things you've always wanted to feel, things your wife refuses to make you feel.

    "Welcome home," you say as your wife steps into the house. Her hair is messy and her makeup isn't nearly as neat as it was when she left. She's clearly been fucked, and fucked well. "How was your date?"

    "It was exquisite," she replies.

    Your wife approaches with a smile on her face. She leans close and kisses you. Her lips are soft and warm and the kiss is tender. You part your lips in hopes of a little bit of tongue, but she doesn't offer it.

    "How was your night?" she asks. "Did you think about me while I was gone?"

    "Yes," you answer. That part is true. You did think about her, mostly because Emily kept bringing her up. "I thought about you constantly. I thought about you putting one of those Magnum condoms on his big cock. I thought about him fucking you, about you enjoying his size. I couldn't stop thinking about it."

    "Would you like to cum?" she asks with a smile.

    "Yes, desperately," you reply.

    Your wife kisses you again. This time she offers her tongue. She plays with your cock through your pants, too. She fills your body with desire and makes you throb so hard it hurts a little. "Follow me," she says.

    You follow your wife to the bedroom. Your heart pounds as you worry that you forgot to clean up every bit of evidence that another woman was in your bed just a few hours ago. You feel an overwhelming sense of guilt, of terror, of shame. Your wife doesn't seem to notice anything, though. The bedroom looks the same as when she left and the panties that Emily gave you have been tucked away in the back of a file cabinet in your office.

    "Take your clothes off," your wife says.

    You strip at her command. She strips right along with you, revealing the lean, lovely, beautiful body that another man enjoyed tonight. She lowers her panties and you see that her pussy lips are pink and puffy. They took quite a pounding. You think of Emily, of her task for you. The words almost leave your lips, you almost ask your wife if you can go down on her, if you can lick her pussy after she's been with another man, but you don't.

    She crawls into the bed. She shakes her ass a little for you. She looks over her shoulder and smiles at the sight of your stiff cock and the look of desire in your eyes. She rolls onto her side and beckons you to join her. You crawl into the bed. Your wife cuddles up next to you. She pressed her body against yours and runs her fingers down your chest before taking your cock in her hand.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks while stroking you slowly.

    "Yes," you answer.

    She kisses your neck. It feels good, but you want more. You want your wife to tell you that his cock was bigger and better than yours. You want her to tell you that your dick is worthless. You know she won't, and yet you can't help but crave it.

    "Was he bigger than I am?" you ask.

    "Yes," she answers.

    "Did it feel better?" you ask. "When he fucked you, did it feel better than when I fuck you?"

    You can see that she doesn't like the question. You both know it's true - why else would she fuck other people if they weren't better than you - but you can see she doesn't want to say it. You know that means she's a good wife, that she doesn't want to hurt her husband's feelings. You can't help but feel frustrated, though.

    She doesn't answer. She kisses your neck instead. She strokes your cock. Then she whispers, "Just think about him fucking me, baby. I know you love that. I know you love thinking about someone else fucking me. I know it turns you on to imagine another man inside me."

    You roll onto your side. Your lips find hers and you share a kiss. She seems a little surprised by your assertiveness, but she welcomes your tongue into her mouth as her fingers find your cock once more and stroke you.

    You kiss her neck. You kiss her chest. You kiss her soft, perfect breasts. You take one of her nipples into your mouth. You flick your tongue back and forth over it.

    "What's gotten into you?" she asks.

    "I...I just..."

    "I don't want to fuck you," she replies.

    You make a face, but it's because you feel such an intense level of pleasure at hearing those words from her lips. She doesn't understand, though. She thinks she's hurt your feelings.

    "I didn't mean it that way," she says. "I just meant that I'm sore, that I literally can't fuck you right now."

    "I know," you reply. You should just tell her that it turned you on to hear you say that, but you know it will upset her to learn just how much you crave humiliation. You know it might turn her off to the idea of cuckolding you.

    You're desperate, though. You've found the courage you lacked earlier - the courage to ask if you can go down on her - and you say, "If you're sore, I could go down on you. I could sooth you with my tongue."

    "Oh, no," she says.

    "Please," you reply. "Please, I want to. It...it would turn me on." There. You've said it. You've told your wife what you want. You've shared your desire.

    "No," she says. "I can't. It's just too weird. The idea of your tongue where he was, I don't know, it's just too weird for me. I'm sorry."

    You understand why she can't. You really do. So you hide your disappointment. You knew what she would say, but you were still hopeful. You're just so turned on after a night of being teased by Emily, of having her stoke your desire for an hour before leaving.

    You roll onto your back, giving up your quest to experience something closer to the pleasure you truly crave.

    "Let me make you feel good," your wife says as she takes your cock in her hand. "Just close your eyes and think about him fucking me."

    You do as you're told. You close your eyes. You think about him fucking her. You picture his big cock sliding in and out of your pussy. She plays with your cock and it feels good. It feels so good.

    Then Emily pops into your head. You hear her saying the words you crave. You replay them in your head. She tells you that your dick is worthless, that you couldn't possibly satisfy a woman with it. Then you hear your wife's voice from before. You hear her say she doesn't want to fuck you, but in your head it plays out a little harsher. It plays out like it would in your fantasy.

    That's what makes you cum. The thought of your wife harshly informing you that she has no interest in fucking you. Your orgasm is good. It's not fueled by what's happening in the moment, but it's exceptionally good.

    "That was great," you say. "Thank you."

    Your wife smiles. "You're welcome. It was my pleasure."

    You consider apologizing for asking to go down on her, but it seems better not to bring that up again. Instead, you give your wife a kiss and then she gets up to grab a wash cloth and clean the messy cum off your stomach.

    "I need a shower," she says afterwards.

    "Okay," you reply.

    She walks into the bathroom and shuts the door. You hear the shower start. You give it a few minutes to make sure she's actually in the shower and then you grab your phone. You bring up Emily's contact info. You open a new message. Your fingers hover over the keyboard as you consider whether or not to text her. You could choose not to. You could hope that she forgets about you, that she was just having fun for a night and she'll move on. She probably wouldn't bother you again, as she doesn't seem crazy.

    Still, you can't resist. Even after your orgasm you can feel that same desire for more of what Emily gave you, and what your wife has never given you. You know it's insane. You know it's dangerous. Despite that, you send the text.

    "I asked her if I could go down on her after he'd been inside her," you type out. "She said no."

    "Sorry to hear that, cuck," she replies.

    A few moments later she sends a picture of her pussy. It looks just as beautiful as it did in person.

    "How about this pussy, cuck? Would you want to put your tongue deep inside it after another, superior man had fucked me? Would you want to taste it after someone had stretched me out with his big cock?" she texts.

    "Yes," you reply without hesitation. Despite your recent orgasm, you can feel a deeper kind of arousal surge through your body.

    "Maybe I'll let you do that. Maybe I'll let you play with that worthless little dick of yours while you eat my freshly-fucked cunt," she texts. "Maybe I'll decide that you're worthy of that sort of pleasure. Maybe not, though."

    She's toying with you. She's clearly toying with you. She seems to enjoy it, too. "I'll do anything," you text back. It's insane. You shouldn't be saying that to someone you don't really know.

    "We'll see," she replies. "Sleep well, cuck. Oh, and tomorrow morning, I want you to do your best to eat your wife's pussy. In fact, I want you to do your best to do it as often as possible. It probably won't make a difference, but maybe if you eat her pussy more often she might let you down there to taste her after someone else has given her a good fucking."

    "I will," you text.

    She doesn't text you again. You scroll back up. You stare at the picture of her pussy. You read the message where she humiliated your worthless dick. You get so turned on you're fairly certain you could masturbate to orgasm before your wife gets out of the shower. You don't, though. You delete the messages and the picture. You put your phone away. You get ready for bed. You dream of Emily, of her pussy. They're good dreams, too. You wake up horny.

    You wake your wife up with a few well-placed kisses on the neck. She smiles and you slip a hand under the covers. You gently play with her breasts. Your fingers move between her legs. She moans when you touch her pussy. That's when you know she'll let you go down on her. You crawl under the covers and between her legs. You eat her pussy. You make her cum hard. She fills your bedroom with loud, wondrous moans.

    "Thank you," she says. "What a way to start the day."

    "It was my pleasure," you reply.

    She gives you a kiss and gets out of bed. It feels good to have gone down on her without any consideration for your cock. You text Emily about your success in eating your wife's pussy. She tells you that's exactly what a cuck with a tiny dick should be doing every single day. You get hard.

    You spend your morning mowing the lawn and tending to a few overgrown bushes in the backyard. Your wife rewards you with a well-prepared lunch and lets you know she's going out to meet a friend for a lunch of her own and that she's going to do a little shopping afterwards. She kisses you on the cheek and heads out of the house as you finish your lunch, clear away the dishes, and prepare to spend the rest of your afternoon on a few house projects that you've put off for too long.

    Then you get a text: "Is your wife home?"

    "No," you reply. "She went out for lunch."

    "I'm coming over," Emily texts. "I'll be there in a few minutes."

    Again that sense of insane danger envelops your body, but it competes with an equally potent sense of lust. You know she shouldn't be coming over. You know you should tell her not to. You can't help it, though. You don't say a thing. You want her to come over. You want more of what you got to experience yesterday.

    Emily arrives at your door within five minutes. She knocks hard and this time you open it immediately. She rushes into the house, shuts the door, and leans against it.

    "On your knees, cuck," she demands.

    You fall to your knees and the cute young brunette unzips her skirt and lets it fall to the floor. She slips a hand into her panties and masturbates while you watch.

    "Guess who just got fucked," she says. "Guess whose pussy is still soaking wet from the hard pounding she took. Guess who had a massive cock inside her."

    Lust surges through your body. You're tantalizingly close to the thing you've craved for so long.

    "Beg me for it, cuck," she demands. "Beg for the chance to taste my perfect, tight little pussy after I got fucked by someone that puts your pathetic little dicklet to shame."

    "Please, let me taste your pussy," you beg. "Please, Emily, let me eat your pussy. Let me put my tongue inside you."

    Emily lowers her panties and you stare at her pussy. It's wet and puffy and utterly perfect. It's so clearly been fucked, and fucked hard. "You're pathetic," she says. "Fucking pathetic. Begging me for the chance to taste me after someone else - someone far better than you, you worthless fucking cuck - fucked me like I deserve to be fucked."

    She's saying the words you've always wanted to hear and your dick is so hard it hurts. "Please, Emily," you beg. You know you sound pathetic. You know you are pathetic, and yet you've never been so turned on.

    She grabs a handful of your hair. She pulls you closer. She rubs her slippery pussy all over your face. "Eat me," she demands. "Eat my used pussy."

    You put your tongue inside her. You taste latex. You taste the condom the guy used. You taste the sex she had with someone else. You reach between your legs. You stroke your cock through your pants and it feels so fucking good.

    Emily pulls back hard on your hair and glowers at you. "Don't touch your worthless little cock unless I give you permission. You don't deserve to feel any fucking pleasure until I say so. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," you reply. "I'm sorry."

    She smiles and pulls you between her legs once more. She rubs her pussy over your face, covering you in her juices. She's vigorous about it. She smashes your nose against her pelvic bone a few times and it hurts, but it hurts so good. You bathe your taste buds in her pussy juices. You soak up the joy of getting to eat out a girl after she's fucked another man. You feel the joy of being humiliated."

    Emily cums while she's fucking your face with her pussy. She cums hard, too. She moans loudly and you lose yourself in it. More juices pour from her pussy and coat your face.

    "Thank you, cuck," she says before pulling her panties up. "That was fun. Now, you're not going to clean your face. You're going to wear my pussy juices for the rest of the day."

    "What about my wife?" you ask as panic sets in.

    "You should really try your best to go down on her soon after she gets home, cuck. Cover your face in her pussy juices. Make it sloppy. That way she won't know that you ate out another woman while she was gone. She won't know that you were a naughty hubby. She won't know that you're such a weak fucking cuck that you invited another woman into your house for the privilege of tasting her cunt after someone else had pounded it," Emily says. "Or, you could wash your face. If you do, though, you won't ever see me again."

    She puts her skirt back on and leaves. She doesn't even pretend to care about your cock or how hard it is. She just walks out.

    You know you should wash your face. You know you smell like pussy. You also know you're not going to wash it. You know you already want more of what Emily just gave you. You know you're playing with fire, but you can't help it. You're going to keep doing what she wants.
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    It's Friday night. You've taken your wife to a new restaurant that a friend recommended. The atmosphere is romantic and she looks exquisite in a little black dress that shows off her breasts in the most wondrous manner. Even better, she wore that dress for a date last weekend. She wore it for another man, for a man that then took her back to his place and fucked her twice.

    "You keep staring at my breasts," she says with a smile.

    You draw your eyes from her chest - she's right, you were staring - and reply, "Sorry about that. That dress is so sexy and your breasts look so good."

    "Are you thinking about the fact that I went out on a date in this dress?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And that we fooled around a little in his car, and that while we fooled around he played with my breasts in this dress, that he took advantage of how low cut it is to slip a hand into my dress and touch me in the most arousing way?" she asks.

    You nod, in part because you suddenly find it somewhat difficult to speak. Your wife is being more generous than usual when it comes to teasing you - in the best way possible, of course - about her date.

    She laughs softly. "I have to admit, I like that look on your face. The one that makes it seem like you're hanging on every word I'm saying, and that every word I'm saying is just about the most thrilling thing you've ever heard."

    "When you talk like that, I can't help but feel that thrill," you reply.

    "Sometimes, I forget just how much your fantasy turns you on," she says.

    After a few moments of silence you ask, "Does it ever bother you? How much it turns me on, I mean?"

    She looks down at the table for a handful of seconds and you take the opportunity to once again stare at her cleavage. Her breasts look truly exquisite and your mind immediately jumps to what your wife described. You see her kissing him. You see his hand move into her dress. You imagine her moaning as he takes her breast in his hand and fondles the flesh in pursuit of their mutual pleasure.

    "I wouldn't say it bothers me," she answers. "Sometimes, though, it does feel like you're a different man than the one I thought I knew so well. Sometimes it seems like you're so turned on that you're kind of lost in your head."

    You know what she's talking about. You do get lost in your head a little, though it's not because you're so turned on. It's because you can't help but fantasize about a different version of how things would play out. You fantasize about your wife letting you go down on her after she's been on a date. You fantasize about her explicitly telling you that you're incapable of satisfying her. You fantasize about her insulting your cock.

    "Sorry for the delay," a familiar voice says. "Can I get you anything to drink?"

    You look up and your chest tightens. Emily is standing next to your table. For a few moments you think the worst has come to pass, that she's here to ruin your marriage, to tell your wife what you've been doing with her, to blow up your life.

    She's not, though. She's holding a pen and pad in her hand. She's wearing a white button up shirt and black slacks. She's your waitress. As you process all of this, you stare up at her without saying a word.

    "Sir?" Emily asks. "Is everything okay?"

    "Wine," you say as you try to calm down and do your best to act normal. You take a deep breath, offer a friendly smile, and add, "We'll have a bottle of red wine. I'm no expert, though, so perhaps you could pick something for us? I believe we're both having steak, so maybe something that works well with beef?"

    "Excellent," Emily says. "I'll be back soon with a bottle. Would you like any water, as well?"

    "That would be lovely," your wife replies.

    Emily turns and walks away. You stare for just a few moments as you think of the fun you've had with her. It's almost as if you can taste her pussy on your tongue, for she's the one that made your fantasy come true. She fed you her pussy not long after someone else had fucked her. She degraded you while you ate her out. She offered you a kind of pleasure your wife simply isn't willing to offer. Of course, thinking about that while sitting across the table from your wife brings up a great deal of guilt.

    "Honey?" your wife asks. "Are you okay? You kind of froze up there. You looked like you'd seen a ghost."

    "Yeah, absolutely," you reply. "Honestly, I just had this weird wave of indigestion and I didn't want to burp right in front of the waitress." It's a flimsy excuse, but your wife seems to believe it. As far as she's concerned, you have no reason to lie, so why wouldn't she believe you?

    Emily returns with your drinks just a few minutes later. She pours you both a glass of red wine and waits for your approval as you take a sip. You offer that approval and she takes your appetizer orders - it's date night so you're going all out - and says she'll be back soon to take your entrée orders.

    You've calmed down. Emily doesn't seem to have any interest in upending your life. It seems that you've simply had a bit of bad luck in ending up at the restaurant where she happens to work.

    After Emily walks away you excuse yourself to the bathroom. Your heart is still pounding a little as you walk down the narrow, dark hallway. You push on the men's room door and as you step inside someone walks in right behind you.

    You turn and see Emily as she quickly shuts the door and locks it. "What are you doing?" you ask.

    She smiles, pushes away from the door and saunters towards you as you back up until you're standing against the cool, tiled wall on the other side of the remarkably elegant-looking bathroom. "Your wife is beautiful," she says. "I can see why she has no trouble finding men to fuck her, though I'm not entirely sure I understand why she's married to you, cuck. What could you possibly have done to convince a beautiful woman like that to let you put a ring on her finger? I think we both know it had nothing to do with your ability to fuck her, did it? You couldn't fuck that beautiful woman out there to a good orgasm if your life depended on it."

    "N...no, I couldn't," you say as your pulse races.

    Emily stops in front of you and grasps your cock. "Look at that. Your little dick is stiff. Why is that?"

    "Because...because that dress my wife is wearing, she wore it for a date last week. Someone else...another man, she wore it for him," you answer.

    "Pathetic," Emily says as she leans closer. "You're fucking pathetic. Your little dick is hard as a rock because your wife let someone else enjoy her cunt, because she wore that dress to impress him, to arouse him, to ensure he wanted to pound her cunt like she needed."

    "Yes," you say.

    Emily leans in and kisses your neck. You know you shouldn't let her do that. You know you should tell her to stop, but you're powerless. "My shift just started," she says softly. "You're my first table, in fact. Do you know what I was doing before my shift started? Right before, in fact."

    "No," you answer.

    "I got fucked," Emily says.

    You know you shouldn't want Emily to offer you a chance to eat her pussy. You know it's insane to want that with your wife sitting at your table. And yet, you want it. You're not thinking clearly. You're driven by desire. You're driven by a wild sense of lust. You want nothing more than to sink to your knees in front of Emily. You say nothing, though.

    "He's the one guy I fuck that's allowed to cum inside me," she continues.

    You feel your cock throb at the idea of getting to lick her messy pussy. You've always fantasized about being granted that privilege, but you know your wife would never allow it. You know she wouldn't even consider it.

    "He always makes me suck his cock before he'll fuck me," she says. "Though I love sucking his cock, just like I bet your wife loves sucking the cocks of the men that actually satisfy her. What woman wouldn't love giving head to a man that fucks her so well that she can't help but cum all over his dick?"

    Emily's lips are achingly close to yours. All you can think about is how they were wrapped around another man's cock not that long ago.

    "I'll bet you'd love to kiss me right now, wouldn't you cuckold?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "You don't deserve to kiss me," she says. "You don't deserve to kiss the lips that gave another man pleasure. You don't deserve to feel my tongue in your mouth. That's far too intimate a pleasure for a little bitch like you."

    "I know," you answer.

    "Do you want to lick my messy cunt?" she asks. "Do you want to put your tongue in my pussy and taste his fucking cum, you pathetic little cuck bitch?"

    "Yes," you answer. "Please, Emily, let me taste your pussy. Let me taste him. Please, I'm desperate."

    She releases your cock, steps back, and laughs. "I know you are. You're a desperate, pathetic little bitch. Your wife is out there waiting for you to come back and all you want is to get on your knees so you can eat my sloppy, cum-filled cunt."

    "Please," you say. You know you sound pathetic, but you can't help it. You're desperate. You really are.

    Emily unbuttons her pants, but she doesn't pull them down. Instead, she slips a hand into her panties. You think of her fingers penetrating her slippery, cum-filled pussy and you dream of being able to suck them clean, of getting a small taste of the humiliation you crave.

    Emily pulls her hand from her panties. She holds up her fingers. Two of them are slick with the juices - and cum - from her pussy. "Is this what you want?" she asks. "Do you want to suck my fingers clean, cuck?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    Emily steps closer. She holds her fingers in front of your lips. She smiles. You lean forward to try and take her fingers in your mouth, but she pulls them back. She laughs at your desperation.

    "You're such a fucking cum slut," she says. "Such a desperate, pathetic little cuck. You'd do anything to taste the mess from my pussy, wouldn't you?"

    You nod.

    "Do you realize how pathetic that is? You're begging for the chance to taste a stranger's cum. You're disgusting. You're nothing but a disgusting little pig of a man. You don't know anything about him. You just know that I let him pound my pussy and pump his load deep inside me. That's all you need to know though, isn't it? He came inside me, so you want to taste his seed. You want to suck it off my fingers like some worthless little cum whore," she says.

    "Yes," you say.

    Emily grabs a handful of your hair and pins your head against the wall. "Open up," she demands. You open your mouth and she unleashes a devilish smile and pushes her fingers into your tongue. "Suck them clean, you pathetic little pig."

    You suck her fingers clean. You taste his cum on your tongue. Your knees wobble from the pleasure as your loins tingle with intense desire. Emily starts to slowly fuck your mouth with her fingers. In and out they go. She pushes them a little deeper each time. You gag just a little. Your eyes water. She maintains a tight grip on your hair. You take what she's willing to give.

    Emily pulls her fingers from your mouth, buttons her pants back up, and says, "That's all you get, cuck. Though, who knows, if I'm feeling generous I might add a little of his cum to your meal. Would you enjoy that? Would you enjoy a little salty cum on your steak, or in your mashed potatoes?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "I want you to make sure you eat your wife's pussy good tonight, cuck," she instructs. "Make sure you make her cum hard while you think about what I gave you, about sucking my fingers clean like a worthless cum whore. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I understand," you answer.

    "And I expect a generous tip," she says.

    "Of course," you reply.

    Emily smiles, turns, and walks out of the bathroom. You step into a stall, unzip, and wait for your cock to soften a little before emptying your bladder and returning to your table.

    The rest of dinner goes off without a hitch. You order the mashed potatoes as a side with your steak. Emily offers a knowing look when she brings your plate to the table. They taste a little saltier than usual. You're not sure, but you think there's a chance she added a stranger's cum to them before serving them. The idea thrills you, leading to an erection sprouting under the table.

    You tip generously, just as you promised you'd do. You and your wife walk hand-in-hand to the valet stand and you offer your ticket. She kisses you on the cheek as the young man runs off to get your car. You put your arm around your beautiful wife and she kisses your neck. She lets out a soft moan and your cock comes to life once more.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You turn and stare into your wife's eyes. You kiss her. You're surprised when she offers her tongue, but you welcome it into your mouth.

    "He kissed me outside the restaurant last week," she says softly.

    "Was it a good kiss?" you ask.

    She nods.

    "Was it better than the kiss we just shared?" you ask. You can't help yourself. You know your wife almost never offers up even a hint of humiliation, but you feel so desperate for it after Emily primed you in the bathroom.

    "Yes," she says. She studies your eyes as you experience the intense pleasure that one simple word can make you feel. "He's a very good kisser, but it was more than that."

    "Really?" you ask.

    She nods. She seems hesitant, but then she says, "He's bigger than you. Taller, more muscular, more masculine. He took me in his arms when he kissed me. It felt good. It made me feel more like a woman. It made me feel the way I like feeling when I'm with a man. It turned me on."

    She's never really talked like this before, not about one of her dates. You're not sure what's changed, but you like it. "And when I kissed you tonight...you didn't feel the same way."

    She shakes her head. Again she seems hesitant and she even looks away for a moment.

    "Can you feel that I'm hard?" you ask.

    "Yes," she says as her gaze returns to yours.

    "The fact that he kissed you better, or that you were more turned on kissing him...I really like that. It really turns me on," you say.

    Your wife studies your face for a few moments and says, "I know."

    "You don't mind?" you ask.

    "No," she says.

    "I want to go down on you," you say.

    She smiles. "Right here?"

    You laugh softly. "Well, I'd enjoy that, but I'm not crazy."

    She reaches up to caress your face as the valet pulls up in your car. "I have a better idea," she says. "Let's get in the car."

    You open the door for your wife and she gets in. You tip the valet and get in the driver's seat. She has her phone out. You can see she's making a call.

    "Hey," your wife says. "Can I come over?"

    You put the car in drive as you ponder the idea that your wife has just called one of the guys she fucks.

    "Okay," she says. "I'll see you soon."

    She opens her maps app and types in an address. You turn in the direction the app instructs. She hasn't said anything, but you know what's happening. You know that you're driving your wife to go fuck another man. You've never done this before. You're not sure what changed her mind about letting you be a little more involved, but you don't care. You feel only the purest, most perfect kind of excitement.

    "Do you know what's happening?" she asks.

    "Am I driving you to someone's house so you can fuck him?" you reply.

    "Yes, you are," she says. "Is that okay?"

    "That's better than okay," you reply. "It's really exciting."

    "You can wait in his driveway or you can go somewhere else, or drive around and I'll text you to come pick me up," she says.

    "Okay," you reply.

    It's not long before you pull into the driveway of a lovely house. Your wife leans over, gives you a kiss on the cheek, and gets out. She heads towards the front door and a tall, good-looking man greets her. He pulls her into his arms and they share a long, lingering kiss before stepping into the house.

    Your heart is pounding and your cock is hard as a rock as you sit in the driveway. Your wife is about to get fucked. She's in that house and she's going to have another man's cock inside her before long. She'll probably go down on him, too. Your fantasy is playing out behind his front door. You've never been so close to it. You're not sure why, but it seems like your wife has changed, as if she's loosened up a little.

    A light comes in a room at the far end of the house. You see her silhouette through the curtains. You see his too. He takes her in his arms. They kiss. The curtains make it so you can't make out any of the details, but you're witnessing more than you've ever seen before and it's intensely erotic.

    You see him pick her up. He leans forward and their silhouettes disappear. He must have set her in the bed. He's that much closer to fucking your wife. If they weren't on the second floor you'd likely get out of the car and approach the window to see if you could spy. They are, though, which means all you can do is sit there and fantasize.

    That's what you do. You fantasize about your wife getting fucked in the house you're parked in front of. You fantasize about him going down on her and her giving him a blowjob. You fantasize about the positions they use. You picture her on top. You picture her on her back with her legs wrapped around him. You picture her having doggystyle sex. You see it all in your mind and your dick remains stiff throughout all the beautiful fantasizing.

    Thirty minutes after stepping into his house, your wife comes out. She shares another lingering kiss with him and they say goodbye. Your eyes are glued to your wife as she saunters towards the car and gets in. She closes the door and turns towards you. Neither of you says a word as your eyes wander over her body while you can't help but think about the fact that the beautiful woman sitting next to you just had sex with another man.

    She reaches over. Her fingers find your stiff cock. She smiles and strokes you through your slacks. "You're so hard," she says.

    "Yes, I am," you reply. "I've been hard the entire time you were in there."

    She seems both delighted and surprised by that fact. "The entire time? Really?"

    "Yes," you say. "I couldn't stop thinking about you fucking him. I just kept picturing it. It was such a turn on."

    Again you see a hesitant look on her face, like she's not entirely confident in the wisdom of what she's about to say. "If you could...right now, if you could do anything, what would you do?" she asks. "With me, I mean."

    "I'd go down on you," you answer. You know it's not the answer she wants to hear, but it's what you want. It's what your wife has never given you, but it's what you crave so desperately.

    "So...you'd rather go down on me than have sex with me?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer. "I know that's weird. But...yes, I'd rather lick your pussy than have sex with you."

    She leans towards you, but she doesn't offer a kiss. Instead, she climbs into the backseat. You turn and watch as she leans against the door, pulls her dress up around her waist, and spreads her legs. She's not wearing any panties, and there's just enough moonlight streaming through the windows that you can see her glistening pussy lips.

    "Wait...are you...are you saying that I can..." you stammer.

    "Yes," she says. "I...I know this is what you want."

    "But...but you said it makes you uncomfortable, that it's weird," you say.

    "I know I did," she replies. "And I know that made you feel bad. Let's just say I'm willing to try something new. So...if you want to do this, now's the time."

    You crawl into the backseat. You move between her legs. Her pussy looks even better in close up. You look up at your wife and ask, "Are you sure?"

    "Yes," she says. "You can...you can lick my pussy."

    You kiss her thigh. You kiss it over and over. You're literally inches from the thing you've craved for years and you can't believe how hard your heart is pounding and your stiff your dick feels.

    "Did he...was it good?" you ask. "The sex. Was it good?"

    She smiles. "It was great. It's always great with him. This was...it was better than usual, actually. He...he fucked me so good, baby. He made me cum so hard."

    She seems a little nervous - this doesn't come naturally to her - but she's trying, and you know that she's trying for you. She wants this to be exciting. She wants this to be what you crave.

    You stare at her pussy - her wet, freshly-fucked pussy - and then plunge your tongue inside her. You taste the condom, just like you did when Emily let you taste her pussy after getting fucked. It's better with your wife, though. Of course it is. She's the one that's cuckolding you. She's the one you love. It's so much better. You feel your desire grow. You feel your cock throb hard in your pants as you tongue her slippery cunt.

    You moan into her pussy. You can't help it. It's just so thrilling, so erotic, to finally be given a chance to taste her after someone else has been inside her. Your wife puts a hand on your head. She applies no pressure, but it feels good. You moan in response. You plunge your tongue deeper inside her.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks. "Is this what you wanted?"

    You look up. "Yes. It is. Thank you. Thank you for letting me do this."

    She smiles and you return to her pussy. You plunge your tongue inside her one more. You savor the tastes you discover. There's a hint of the condom. There's the sweetness of her juices. There's a bit of sweat. The distinct smell of sex fills your nose as you devour her pussy.

    "That feels good," she says.

    You're not sure if she really means that or if she's simply humoring you, but in the moment you don't really care. You love that she's encouraging you, that she's giving you a lovely gift like that.

    "Baby, will you...will you make me cum?" she asks.

    You turn your attention to her clit without hesitation. She unleashes a much louder moan. She wasn't just encouraging you. She's enjoying herself. Something has changed. You're not sure why, but your wife is not only open to you tasting her pussy after someone else has fucked her, but it's going to make her cum. What an incredible treat.

    You make your wife cum. You eat her freshly-fucked pussy in the backseat of your car - parked outside his house - and you make her cum. She grabs your head with both hands and holds it tight when she orgasms. She loses herself in it. You feel like you're getting a preview of what it's like when another man is inside her, when she's completely surrendered to her desire for pleasure and given him her body.

    "Was that good?" you ask as you look up at your wife.

    She smiles. "That was so much better than I thought it would be." She runs her fingers through your hair as her smile seems to brighten a little more. Then she asks, "Do you want to cum?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "You should fuck me," she says.

    "Really?" you ask.

    "Yes, really," your wife says. "You should fuck me right now."

    You sit back on your knees and unzip your pants. Your wife scoots her hips forward as you free your cock. She pulls you close and you find your way inside her. You're not sure why she's suddenly had a change of heart where certain elements of your fantasy are concerned, but you don't care. Her pussy feels better than it ever has as you slide into her. She wraps her legs around you. You fuck her hard and fast. You pursue your pleasure vigorously.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks.

    "Fuck...yes," you answer.

    You kiss. Her tongue is active and eager in your mouth. She kisses your neck and moans. You fuck her a little faster as you feel your orgasm approaching.

    "He felt..." she begins before hesitating. "His cock felt better inside me."

    You cum. You cum hard. You cum so hard that your toes curl and you get lightheaded. You can't believe your wife just uttered those words. You can't believe she just granted you that pleasure. She holds you tight as you orgasm inside her. She kisses your neck.

    "Thank you," you say.

    "You're welcome," she replies.

    You've just had one of the best nights of your life. You can only hope you'll get to enjoy another night just like it.
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    You told your wife you were going out to meet a friend for lunch. You lied, though. You were going out to meet someone and you were planning on eating, but it wasn't food you'd be dining on. It was Emily's freshly-fucked pussy you'd be eating.

    It began with Emily sending you a picture of said pussy. It was pink, puffy, and soaking wet. It was gaping open as if it had been freshly fucked, and she quickly sent a message to confirm that suspicion.

    "Someone else was just inside me, cuck," she texted. "He fucked me good with his big cock. He pounded me in the way only an alpha male can. He pounded me in the way a worthless little beta cuck like you never could. There is something you can do for me, though. You can worship my pussy. You can be a good cuck and eat my freshly-fucked cunt. You can sooth my soreness with your talented tongue. Would you like that, cuck?"

    You were in the living room with your wife when the text came in. She was immersed in a book, but you did your best to try and stay calm so as not to give away the fact that another woman had just sent you a picture of her pussy along with an invitation to worship it.

    "Yes, I'd like that," you replied to Emily. "But my wife is home."

    "You can come to me, cuck," she texted. "My apartment is ten minutes from your house. Tell your wife you're going out. If you're not at my door in fifteen minutes or less, I won't let you in."

    Emily texted her address a moment later and you got up, told your lovely wife you were going to meet a friend for lunch, gave her a kiss, and headed out. You drove to Emily's apartment building, rushed to her door, and now you're poised to knock on the door and live out your fantasy - the fantasy of tasting a pussy after another man has fucked it - once again.

    "The door's open!" Emily calls out after you knock.

    You turn the handle and step inside. A delicate, floral scent fills your nose as you step into a clean, sparsely furnished apartment. Emily is naked on the couch with a smile on her face. Her legs are crossed - hiding her pussy from your eager gaze - and you can see her rock hard nipples from across the room.

    "Come in," she says.

    You shut the door and approach the beautiful girl who's injected an unexpected level of excitement into your life over the past month. "You look...you look beautiful," you say.

    "Why thank you, cuck," Emily replies. "I always feel beautiful after I've been fucked by a real man. He left just after I texted you but I can still feel my toes tingling a little from the orgasm he gave me. Tell me, cuck, do you think you've ever given a woman an orgasm like that?"

    You shake your head. "No, I don't think so."

    Emily smiles. "I suppose your wife wouldn't be fucking other people with such regularity if you could make her cum like that, would she?"

    "No, she wouldn't," you admit.

    Emily spreads her legs a little and you stare between them. Her pussy looks even better in person. You can feel your mouth watering at the prospect of getting to crawl between her thighs so you can plunge your tongue into her cunt to taste her after another man offered her pleasure.

    "Tell me, cuck," she begins, "how did the rest of your night go after your date at the restaurant?"

    You smile. "It was perfect," you answer. "I took her to another man's house. She went inside and he fucked her. When she came back to the car she let me fuck her in the backseat. She...she told me that he felt better inside her. It was the first time she'd ever really indulged in that kind of talk."

    Emily meets your smile with one of her own. "And did that turn you on, cuck? Did you cum inside your wife when she told you that another man had fucked her better than you?"

    You nod. "Hearing those words felt so good. The orgasm was so good, too."

    Emily spreads her legs a little wider and reaches between them. She runs a finger over her plump, slick labia and slowly pushes it between her lips, plunging it into the heat and wetness that you desperately wish you could taste. When she pulls it out, her finger is coated with a shiny fluid.

    "Did your wife cum when you fucked her, cuck?" Emily asked. "Did you give her an orgasm as you pumped your worthless little dick into her freshly-fucked pussy?"

    "No," you say.

    Emily laughs softly. "No, of course she didn't. She did learn something about you, though. You gave her insight into just how pathetic you are. You let your lovely wife know that nothing makes you cum harder than knowing that you're not good enough, that you're inferior to the men that fuck her."

    You know she's right. You know that your wife gave you a gift when she uttered those words, but you also know that she learned something about just how deep your fantasy goes.

    Emily takes her slippery finger into her mouth and slowly sucks it clean. She closes her eyes and fellates her flesh. She moans as the finger moves in and out of her mouth and you can't help but imagine the beautiful naked girl giving a blowjob.

    "I sucked cock today," Emily says. "I was on my knees right where you are, in fact. He was sitting on my couch. I was between his legs. I took his beautiful dick in my mouth and I made him hard while I looked up into his eyes."

    She pushes two fingers into her pussy and gently moves them in and out, drawing your eyes between your legs and imbuing you with an urgent sense of lust as you wish she would order you to fall to your knees.

    "Do you think your wife sucked cock when you dropped her off at her lover's house after your date?" Emily asks. "Do you think she got on her knees and took her lover's superior cock into her mouth? Do you think she gave him a blowjob while thinking of her pathetic cuckold husband waiting in the car like a little bitch?"

    "Yes," you answer as your dick reaches a fully erect state.

    "Strip, cuck," Emily orders.

    You strip, leaving your clothes in a pile on the floor and revealing your underwhelming, stiff cock to the young woman who so easily controls you.

    "Stroke your sad little dick," she demands.

    You wrap your fingers around your cock and masturbate as Emily's fingers move in and out of her slick pussy. A smile slowly crosses her face as she stares at your stiff dick, seemingly enjoying your willingness to do as you're told.

    "Get on your knees," she says. You fall to your knees and Emily plunges her fingers deep into her pussy and holds them there. She smiles at you and asks, "Did your wife's cunt feel good after another man had satisfied her?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "Did you ask her if you could eat her out?" Emily asks. "Did you beg for the chance to put your tongue in her freshly-fucked pussy? Did you beg her to put your tongue where another man's big cock had been?"

    "No," you answer.

    "Did that make you sad, cuck?" Emily asks. "Would you preferred to eat her sloppy pussy before you put your cock inside her?"

    "Yes," you say.

    Emily pulls her fingers from her pussy and offers them to you. You crawl closer, lean forward, and wrap your lips around them. She pushes them deep into your mouth and you notice a distinctly salty taste. It takes a few moments, but you quickly realize that it's not just Emily's juices you can taste. It can't be.

    You panic at the idea that you've just taken another man's cum into your mouth. It's an instinctual reaction, the one every straight man would have. You move to pull away but Emily is faster. She sits up, grabs a handful of your hair, and makes sure that you can't pull back. She keeps her fingers deep in your mouth and leans closer. Her lips find your cheek and she offers a soft kiss before gently laughing.

    "Don't panic, cuck," she whispers. "Yes, that's another man's cum you're tasting. Yes, that means I let my lover cum inside me. Yes, that means his cum is still deep in my pussy. Yes, that means you're going to clean it out of me."

    You panic again. You try and pull away again. Emily tightens her grip and pulls on your hair. You feel a searing pain. Your dick is still hard, though. Your heart is pounding. You're not entirely sure what you feel in addition to the panic coursing through you.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and leans back. Emily spreads her legs wide open and says, "You're a fucking cuck. Your cock is worthless. You couldn't fuck a woman to an orgasm to save your life. You know that. I know that. Your wife certainly knows that. It's why she keeps cuckolding you. She won't give you everything you want because she doesn't want to see the real you, to recognize that you're a fucking freak that would love nothing more than to lick a real man's cum out of her pussy. I see you, though. I see what you are. I know you, you little bitch. I know that despite that panic you felt, that you're turned on at the idea of licking a thick load from my cunt. You know it too."

    You're nervous. Your heart is still pounding. You're not sure why, though. She might be right. It might be that you're excited, and that you're scared to fully embrace that excitement.

    Emily reaches between her legs. Two fingers disappear between her plump labia with ease. They emerge a moment later covered with slick cum. She holds them up and asks, "Do you want to suck his cum from my fingers, cuck?"

    This is the moment. You could argue that you didn't have a choice before, that you tried to pull away the moment you realized you had another man's cum in your mouth. If you suck her fingers clean now, though, you have to admit that you want it. You have to admit that it turns you on to suck another man's cum from Emily's fingers, and that she's right about you, that you'd love to lick a superior man's seed from your wife's pussy.

    "Yes, I want it," you admit. Of course you want it. Emily's right about you. She's been right about you from the start. You're nervous about it. You're scared about what it means about you, but you want it.

    "Then claim what you want, cuck," she says. "Suck his cum off my fingers. Be a good little cum slut. Show me that you're every bit the cuckold cum dumpster that I think you are."

    You lean forward. You pause with her fingers just a few inches from your mouth. You part your lips. You take her fingers on your tongue. You close your lips around them.

    Emily laughs. "I knew you'd do it. I knew you'd be a cum slut. I knew you'd be a fucking cum whore for me. I knew you'd devour his load like a disgusting little cum pig. Now swallow every inch. Clean my fingers. Then I'll let you between my legs to dine on my sloppy cunt."

    You swallow her fingers. You suck them clean. Her lover's cum dances on your taste buds. You feel it coat your throat. Suddenly you're completely enmeshed in your kinky desire. Suddenly all you want is to push your tongue into her cunt to dine on her thick seed.

    Emily pulls her fingers from your mouth, grabs a handful of your hair, and guides your head between her legs. "Put your tongue inside me," she orders. "Clean my cunt."

    You put your tongue inside her. You press your face against her pussy. You probe as deep as you can. It takes just a few moments for your taste buds to be awash in another man's cum. Your eyes go wide when the potency of it hits you.

    "Play with your dick," Emily instructs. "Stroke that worthless little nub of flesh between your legs. Pursue your pleasure while you eat a real man's cum from my pussy. Don't you dare fucking orgasm, though."

    You stroke your cock. The pleasure is heavenly. Every little touch lights up your loins with sensual joy.

    "I sat on his cock to start," Emily says as you probe her pussy for more of his cum. "He's at least twice as big as you are, you pathetic cuck. He stretched out the sloppy cunt that you're tongue fucking right now. I sat down on him and my whole body came alive with pleasure. I leaned forward and I fed him my tits as I rode him slowly. I moaned as he flicked his tongue back and forth over my stiff nipples. He moaned as my cunt made him feel the pleasure that every man craves."

    You probe for more cum and find it. You swallow as you look up at Emily and witness the pleasure on her face while she relives the sex she had just before you arrived.

    "I know how your wife feels when she fucks one of her dates," Emily said. "I know how much pleasure she experiences when she has a real man's cock inside her. Though I can imagine it's actually better for her because she knows what it's like to fuck a disappointing loser like you. She knows what it's like to have your little cuck dick inside her, and to have you cum before she's even gotten a chance to get turned on."

    You know it's true. You know you disappoint your wife when you fuck her. You know that her lovers make her cum far harder than you do. You know it and it turns you on.

    "Now your wife has a clearer picture of who her husband is," Emily continues. "Now she knows that you get off on the idea of someone better fucking her. Now she has a slightly better understanding of what it means to be a cuckold, of how badly you want to know that you're inferior. Now she's starting to see you for the man you really are. Do you want her to see more of you, cuck? Do you want your wife to know the real you? Do you want her to feed you a steady stream of humiliation?"

    "Yes," you admit as you look up at Emily. You swallow the cum in your mouth - her pussy is almost empty, but you're still working hard to clean it - and push your tongue back inside her.

    "It's inevitable now, cuck," she says. "You've opened the floodgates. There's no stopping it. She's going to see the real you. She's going to know what you really are. She's going to understand just how much of a freak her husband is. Maybe, someday, she'll even feed you another man's cum from her pussy."

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. Your balls are tight against your body. The tip of your cock is swollen in an extraordinary manner. You want to cum, but Emily hasn't given you permission, so you don't.

    "That's enough," she says.

    You could tongue fuck her pussy all day, but you sit back on your knees and look up at her.

    "Get dressed and get out," Emily instructs. "You've served your purpose. You've given me the pleasure of feeding you a superior man's cum. You don't even deserve to get me off. I'm going to take care of that after you leave, and while I do I'm going to imagine you between my legs swallowing a stranger's fucking load like a worthless, disgusting little cum dumpster."

    You stand and get dressed as Emily gently rubs her clit. You wish you could stay and watch - or help - but it's not your choice. She's in charge.

    "I want you to try and fuck your wife tonight," she says. "I want you to beg her to tell you that he was better. I want you to help her see the real you, cuck."

    "I will," you reply.

    You turn and leave. You drive home with the taste of another man's cum in your mouth. You stay out long enough that you could have had lunch with a friend, and then you go home. Your wife greets you with a smile, asks you how lunch went, and returns to her book, which still has her utterly immersed.

    You brush your teeth and tell your wife that you're going to make dinner for the both of you. You put together a romantic meal, complete with a bottle of red wine. You pull out all the stops to make it clear that you intend on seducing your wife that night. You enjoy the meal together. You finish the bottle of wine.

    You adjourn to the couch and your wife is responsive to your desire to fool around. She welcomes your tongue into her mouth and your hand up her shirt. As you play with her breasts she unzips your pants and pulls out your cock.

    "You're so hard," she notes.

    "I want you," you reply.

    That puts a smile on her face. She undresses and you do the same. She lies back on the couch and spreads her legs. You think of Emily getting fucked on her couch. You think of cleaning her lover's cum from her pussy as you move between your wife's legs.

    "Your pussy feels so good," you say as you slide into her.

    She smiles. She doesn't say that your cock feels good. She didn't say that she wants you, either. You like that, though. It makes you feel like a cuckold, like she prefers the superior men that fuck her.

    You slide in and out of your wife's pussy. Each thrust brings you a little closer to your orgasm as you think of what you did for Emily and imagine doing the same for your wife.

    As you get closer, your need to feel the thrill of being cuckolded grows. You want to hear your wife tell you that someone else fucks her better than you do. You want to hear her tell you that she prefers another man's cock. You're certain your orgasm won't be anywhere near as satisfying as you crave if you don't hear those words.

    Between moans you ask, "Do you wish someone else's cock was inside you? Do you wish you were fucking one of your dates right now?"

    She looks surprised. For a moment, at least. Then she smiles and reaches up to caress your face while you continue fucking her. She pulls your lips to hers for a deeply sensual kiss and softly says, "Yes, I wish someone else's cock was inside me right now."

    You moan and fuck her harder. She studies your face and smiles. It seems that she finds some measure of joy in making you feel good by uttering those magic words.

    "I wish I was getting fucked by that big cock I had a few weeks ago," she says as a look of pleasure comes over her face, making you wonder if she's actually picturing it. "I wish...I wish his big cock was reaching deep inside me and making me scream in pleasure."

    You're so close and you can't help but try and claim the most pleasurable orgasm imaginable. "Please, tell me my cock can't satisfy you."

    She wraps her legs around you, kisses your neck, and says, "Your cock can't satisfy me. You're not big enough. You can't satisfy me!"

    You bury your cock inside her and cum. You close your eyes, lift your head, and unleash a wild moan of pleasure as you experience a kind of sexual bliss that's only happened a few times in your life. A smile slowly crosses your face as that bliss spreads through your body while your legs tremble.

    "Thank you," you whisper softly.

    "You're welcome," your wife says.

    You look at her and smile. She seems happy, though you can't help but wonder if you've diminished yourself in her eyes. "Can I make you cum?" you ask. "With my fingers, perhaps? Or a vibrator?"

    She nods. "That would be nice. I think your fingers will get the job done."

    You pull out and lie next to her on the couch. You kiss her neck, chest, and breasts while rubbing her clit. You suck on her nipples. You work her slowly and sensually and eventually you give your wife an orgasm. As she cums, you can't help but think that she'd have cum harder with another man's cock inside her. That's a good thing, though, because it means she'll keep cuckolding you, and that's what you want more than anything.
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    "You look beautiful," you say as your wife emerges from the bedroom in a red dress and black heels.

    She offers a surprisingly seductive smile - almost as if you're the one she's going on a date with - and approaches to give you a soft kiss on the cheek. "Thank you," she says. "Did you get the condoms?"

    You turn and grab the box of condoms from the kitchen table. Your wife slips it into her purse and you say, "I hope you get to use more than one of those tonight."

    "We used three last time," she says. "With any luck we'll use more this time."

    The thought of your wife enjoying that much sex - and exceptionally good sex, at that - with another man is enough to make your cock stir to life.

    She reaches out and caresses the bulge in your jeans. "You like that the sex was so good with him that I let him have me three times, don't you?"

    You nod and she grips your cock and strokes your with a little more vigor. "Honestly, I love it. I just...I love that you have such good sex with other men, that you have...that it's better...better sex than you have with me."

    There was a time when that admission would have made your wife frown. That's changed, though. Emily pushed you to share your true feelings - some of them, at least - with your wife and she's embraced your needs, at least to a certain extent.

    "Do you think he'd enjoy hearing that?" she asks. "That he fucks me better than my husband does?"

    You nod. You don't know the man she's fucking tonight - you've never met him - but you're fairly certain he would love to hear that he fucks your wife better than the man she's married to. "I think that would turn him on," you say. "I don't know for sure, I guess, but I think he'd like to know that he was superior to your husband, at least in terms of how hard he makes you cum."

    Your wife steps closer and leans in. She kisses you softly and her tongue briefly dances with yours before she says, "Maybe I'll tell him, then. Maybe I'll tell him that I thought of him the last time I let my husband's cock inside me. Maybe I'll tell him that I wished he was the one fucking me, that my husband couldn't even make me cum with his cock, that he had to use his fingers to get me off because I'm used to having far better sex with men outside my marriage."

    She gives you another kiss, releases your cock, and steps away. She grabs the car keys and heads for the door. Your wife blows you a kiss before walking out, leaving you with a painful erection and a wealth of desire coursing through your body.

    You pull your phone out and send Emily a text, letting her know that your wife has left for her date, just as she requested.

    "I'm coming by, but I'm not coming inside tonight," she replies. "I want you outside and waiting for me when I arrive. I'll be there in ten minutes."

    It feels risky to leave the house, but you know it's not really any riskier than inviting Emily inside. You grab your wallet and keys, lock up the house, and head outside to wait at the curb for the young lady that has humiliated you - much to your delight - on a handful of occasions. In doing so, she's provided you with a particularly intense kind of pleasure, one that you can't help but want more of. That's why you're standing on the curb waiting for a girl you don't know all that well to arrive. That's why your heart is pounding with excitement. That's why you can't wait to see what's going to happen.

    A car pulls up to the curb and Emily gets out. She's in a short, pleated skirt and a cropped t-shirt. As she approaches, her breasts bounce in a manner that makes it fairly obvious she's not wearing a bra. She looks exquisite and you can't help but feel a touch of desire, though you know Emily would never let your cock come anywhere near her.

    "Did she make you buy condoms, cuck?" Emily asks as you do your best not to stare at her breasts.

    "Yes," you answer with a nod.

    "You must be excited that your wife is going to spend the night with another man's cock hammering her cunt," she says.

    "I am," you reply.

    Emily smiles and reaches up to playfully run her fingers over your chest. "And you must be extra excited that she's started to give you a little of what you crave. How did it feel when she told you that you're not nearly as good as the other men she fucks?"

    Your cock twitches at the memory of it. "It felt incredible," you say. "Thank you, Emily."

    She smiles sweetly. "For what, cuck?"

    "For encouraging me," you answer. "You're the reason my wife is willing to say anything like that to me. You're the reason I had the courage to ask for what I needed, to make it clear that I needed more."

    "Do you worry that your wife is going to think you're pathetic?" Emily asks with a slight edge to her voice. "That she's going to wonder why she's married to a man that gets off on being told he's not good enough? Do you worry that she's going to decide that she doesn't want to be married to a pathetic fucking cuck that can't satisfy her with his cock and that cums like a teenager when she tells him he's too worthless to satisfy her sexual desires?"

    You do worry about that, but in the moment you're struggling to think about anything other than the pleasure Emily's words have offered you. Your cock is half hard, which feels risky while you're standing on the sidewalk, but you can't help it. You love being told that you're a pathetic fucking cuck, especially by a beautiful woman, and you can't help but get turned on when you consider that you're incapable of satisfying your wife.

    "I'll bet you could cum right here on the sidewalk if I told you to take your cock out and masturbate," Emily says. "I'll bet I could whisper in your ear about how worthless your little dick is and how you couldn't satisfy your wife if your life depended on it, and I'll bet that would make you spill your load all over the sidewalk."

    You're not entirely sure she's wrong, but you don't say a word.

    "I'd make you lick up your cum if you did that," she says with a smile. "I'm make you get on your knees like the filthy fucking cuck that you are and I'd make you lick up every drop off the disgusting sidewalk, and I think we both know you'd do it, wouldn't you?"

    You stare at the sidewalk and nod while some part of you hopes that Emily will actually demand that you masturbate and cum right in front of her.

    She leans in close enough that you can feel her breath on your neck and says, "Pathetic...just the way I like you." She moves towards the car and opens the back door before saying, "While I would enjoy making you lick your cum off the sidewalk like some nasty little slut, we have somewhere to be. You're driving."

    You rush towards the driver's side and get behind the wheel.

    "Head down the street and take your first left," Emily instructs.

    You do as you're told, following Emily's continued directions until you pull up in front of an apartment building. She doesn't tell you why you're there and you know it's not your place to ask. Instead, you put the car in park and wait.

    "What do you think your wife is doing right now, cuck?" Emily asks from the backseat. "Do you think her pretty lips are wrapped around her date's big cock? Do you think she's in his bed with her legs spread so she can take his fat dick in her tight little cunt?"

    "They're probably having drinks and fooling around," you say. "I know she likes giving him head, though, so I'm sure it won't be long before she has him in her mouth."

    "Does your wife like sucking your cock, cuck?" Emily asks.

    "No," you say. "It's not her favorite thing."

    You hear laughter from the backseat. "No, I can't imagine it is. Women don't really like sucking worthless little dicks. We like giving head to real men, men that can fuck us like we need to be fucked, men that can actually make us cum the way we deserve to cum. You're not a man like that, are you cuck?"

    "No," you admit.

    A guy comes out of the apartment building and heads towards the car. He comes around to the driver's side and gets in the backseat. Without saying a word he slides towards Emily and they share a remarkably passionate kiss. You watch as his hand moves under her skirt so his fingers can slip into her pussy, which is quite clearly soaked with desire.

    "Drive us to the park, cuck," Emily instructs.

    The guy turns and looks at you. He smiles and fingers Emily's pussy skillfully, at least based on the way she moans. "What are you waiting for, cuck?" he says. "Drive the fucking car."

    Emily laughs as you put the car in drive and head towards the park. They spend the entire drive fooling around in the backseat and you listen to the kissing, moaning, fingering, and even a little bit of cock stroking after Emily frees him from his pants.

    You arrive at your destination and Emily directs you to an out-of-the-way spot to park the car. She and her date continue to fool around in the backseat as you turn to watch. You see her fingers moving up and down his thick shaft. You see him playing with her pussy - and you hear her wetness - and you witness the intense passion of their kissing. They're clearly into each other and you suspect you've fucked before. There's even a chance you've eaten his cum out of her pussy, that he was the one she fucked before calling you to her apartment to clean her.

    "The cuck's wife doesn't let him watch a real man fuck her," Emily says. "Isn't that a shame?"

    "It is," her date responds as he turns to look at you. "Assuming that's something you'd enjoy, cuck. Is it? Would you like to watch as a real man fucks your wife?"

    You nod at both of them. That's what you crave more than almost anything.

    "C'mon," Emily says as she opens the door, takes her date's hand, and leads him out of the car. "You stay there, cuck."

    You watch as Emily leads him in front of the car. They kiss as she strokes his cock. The headlights illuminate everything. You can see the veins running down his shaft and the plumpness of the head. You can even see the way the precum at the tip glistens in the light.

    Emily drops to her knees in front of him. She turns and looks at you as her fingers move up and down his thick shaft. She smiles, turns back to him, and takes his big cock in her mouth. You lean closer and watch as she gives a beautiful blowjob. You think of your wife and wonder if she's doing the same thing right now with her date. You imagine her on her knees for him, offering the pleasure of her mouth because she wants to make him feel good, and to arouse him so he'll fuck her.

    Emily's cocksucking leaves his shaft slippery with spit as she stands up. He lifts her skirt and slips his fingers into her pussy. You watch him enter her and look up to see her lips parted for what must be a beautiful moan.

    He directs Emily to the hood of the car and bends her over. She looks at you and smiles as he flips her skirt up and slides his cock into her. She closes her eyes and moans as he grabs her hips and fucks her. She lifts her shirt over her tits and you watch them bounce with every thrust. You see him spank her ass a few times and you see her cry out, though her face wears a look of the purest pleasure, making it perfectly clear she's enjoying herself.

    Your dick is hard as a rock as you watch Emily get fucked from behind. You wonder if your wife has ever been fucked over the hood of a car. You know she's been taken from behind in another man's bed. You're almost certain she's been spanked like he keeps spanking Emily while pounding her pussy.

    He pulls out. Emily stands up and beckons for you to get out of the car. You do as you're told. You join her in front of the car.

    "Look at the cute little bulge," she says. "Is your worthless cuckold cock hard?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "Is that because you watched a real man fuck me, cuck?" Emily asks.

    "Yes," you say. "It was...it was beautiful."

    "Take your pants off," she instructs.

    You're nervous about stripping in the park, but you do as you're told. Emily and her date laugh as they see your stiff little cock spring free from your underwear.

    "Stand next to him," she says.

    You move to next to him and Emily steps closer and takes his cock in her hand. Then she reaches out and her fingers encircle your shaft. She doesn't stroke you, but it feels intensely pleasurable.

    "Look at the difference," she says. "I can't fit my fingers around his beautiful cock, but I have no trouble getting all the way around yours, cuck. No wonder you can't fuck your wife the way she deserves to be fucked. No wonder she cuckolds you. No wonder she has a roster of guys that she offers her cunt to. You're lucky you were eager to let her fuck other men, because she absolutely would have started cheating on you. No woman in the world could possibly be satisfied by this pathetic excuse for a dick."

    If she were to stroke you even a little, there's a very good chance you'd cum. She doesn't, though. Instead, she releases your dick and strokes his.

    "Do you want to taste my pussy, cuck?" Emily asks.

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    She slips three fingers into her pussy, but instead of letting you lick them clean she rubs the juices all over his cock. "Go ahead," she says.

    You look at his thick, throbbing dick and then back at Emily. "What...I don't...I don't understand."

    "Sure you do," she replies. "My pussy juices are on his cock. You can taste me by licking my juices off his beautiful dick, and that's what I just told you to do, cuck. What are you waiting for?"

    "I...I can't...I can't do that," you say as Emily once again fingers her slippery pussy and rubs the juices over the head of his cock.

    "You're a fucking cuckold," Emily replies sharply. "You're a little bitch. A toy to be used for my amusement. If I want you to take his fucking cock in your mouth to suck my juices off of it, you need to do it. And let's not pretend that it doesn't excite you. I think we both know that you'll stroke that worthless little dick of yours and cum while you think about the humiliation of having sucked a real man's cock. I think we both know you're turned on just thinking about it, cuck. I think you should stop being such a fucking coward and get on your knees for me."

    You stare at his cock, but you don't fall to your knees. Not until Emily reaches out, grabs a handful of your hair, and pushes you down. He turns towards you and Emily grabs the base of his cock and rubs the tip over your lips, spreading precum on them.

    "You've already eaten his cum, cuck," she says. "You ate it out of me like a filthy fucking slut. You devoured it. You showed me exactly how pathetic you are. Now open your mouth and suck his dick. Suck my pussy juices off of it. Show me that you're a cock whore along with being a cum slut."

    The idea of giving a blowjob is terrifying, but it's equally arousing. You can feel your balls tingling with desire. You know your cock is hard as a rock. You want to suck his cock. You want to do it for Emily. You want to feel the humiliation of surrendering to that, of taking him in your mouth, of blowing a superior man in front of Emily.

    So you do it. You take him in your mouth. You suck his cock. Humiliation courses through your body. Your dick throbs. Your balls tingle. You've never felt this kind of arousal. It makes you moan and you realize that you're doing so with a dick in your mouth, which only serves to deepen your humiliation.

    "That's it, you fucking cock whore," Emily says as she grabs a handful of your hair and moves your head back and forth, directing you like you're little more than a cocksucking puppet to be used for her pleasure. "Suck his dick. Taste my pussy on it. Show me that you know what a pathetic little beta cuck bitch you are."

    You give Emily what she wants. You suck cock for her. You bathe in the humiliation of it. You embrace the pleasure that comes with it. You explore an entirely new kind of pleasure related to your cuckolding.

    "Cum in his mouth," Emily says. "Make him take your load straight from the source. Give this cuckold cum slut what he craves."

    She tightens her grip and directs your mouth to move faster on his cock. You feel the head swell up. You know you're about to receive another man's load on your tongue. You know another man is about to empty his balls into your mouth. Your body hums with arousal and humiliation. You're both turned on and terrified at what's about to happen.

    "Oh, fuck," he says. "Here it comes."

    He grunts and groans as his cock head swells up even further. He cums in your mouth. The taste is familiar, but far more potent directly from the source. You keep your lips sealed around the head and take everything he has to offer.

    After finishing in your mouth he pulls out and Emily rubs the head of his cock over your face, leaving a thin trail of cum and saliva on your skin. Emily leans in to give him a kiss and asks, "Did the cuck make you feel good? Is he a natural born cocksucker?"

    "He is," he answers. "That was a damn good orgasm."

    Emily pulls hard on your hair and you look up at her to see a devilish smile on her face. "Swallow his load and then thank him for cumming in your mouth."

    You swallow. His cum burns going down, but there's something intoxicating about the humiliation of it. "Thank...thank you for cumming in my mouth," you say.

    "You're welcome, cuck," he replies.

    They both laugh at you while your little dick throbs with desire. Emily releases your hair and hops on the hood of the car. She spreads her legs and you gaze at her perfect pussy.

    "Eat me, cuck," she says. "Make me cum."

    You crawl towards her and take your place between her legs. You eat her pussy and she leans back and moans.

    "I'll bet your wife is getting fucked right now, cuck," she says. "I'll bet her tight little cunt is getting pounded good and hard. I'll bet she's not even thinking about you. Why would she? Why would she give even a moment's thought to her worthless cuck of a husband while she's got a real man's dick buried inside her."

    You moan into Emily's pussy and she grabs your hair, pulls your head away from her slippery cunt, and sits up to look down at you.

    "Do you think your wife will let you fuck her tonight, cuck?" she asks.

    "Maybe," you answer.

    She smiles. "If she does, I want you to clean your load out of her when you're done. She won't want you to, of course, but you need to convince her to let you. You need to tell her that it would turn you on, that you'd love the pleasure of putting your tongue in her cum-filled pussy and licking up your mess. You need to show her that you're a fucking cum slut. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," you say.

    You're not sure your wife will let you do that, but you're going to try. You want to do as Emily desires, and you want your wife to know the depths of your kink. The only question is how to convince her to let you between her legs after you've cum. You'll find a way, though.
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    You're sitting on your knees between your wife's legs. You've just fucked her and cum inside her. You can see your seed just beginning to leak out of her.

    Emily's voice plays in your head. You hear her instructing you to clean your cum from your wife's pussy. You hear her encouraging you to share more of your fantasy - the parts you've never shared with your wife - with her by making it perfectly clear that you love the idea of cleaning cum out of her, even if it's your own.

    You look up at your wife, who has a sweet smile on her face. She likes that you just had an orgasm and she doesn't seem particularly disappointed by the fact that she didn't cum. She's never really disappointed when you fail to satisfy her with your cock. She has other men for that. Men that are superior to you when it comes to serving her sexual needs. She could have the cock of one of those men inside her within thirty minutes if she really wanted it. Your wife is beautiful, after all, and the men she dates love fucking her.

    "Can I...can I make you cum?" you ask.

    "You don't have to do that," she replies.

    You reach out and run your fingers up her thighs, gently caressing her soft, warm skin in the manner that always seems to turn her on. "I know, but I want to," you say. "I love making you cum."

    She smiles and says, "I know you do, but...well, there are other men in my life that are better at making me cum than you are. You know I enjoy letting you inside me from time to time, but I enjoy it because you enjoy it, not because you can satisfy me like the other men in my life."

    Despite having just cum, you feel a surge of arousal at your wife's nonchalant humiliation of your sexual abilities. You feel a touch of distress at the idea of disappointing Emily, though. She was very clear that she wanted you to clean your load out of your wife's pussy and you want to make her happy, too. After all, she's the reason that your wife has given you more of what you crave - as a cuckold, that is - in the past few weeks.

    "I...I want to go down on you," you say. "I want to make you cum, but it's not just that. It's more than that." You look at her pussy and see your cum slowly seeping out of her. "I want to clean...to clean your...to clean your pussy."

    She looks surprised, but you see no disgust on her face. "You want to lick your cum from my pussy?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit. "I want...the idea of it turns me on. It will turn me on later, too. Just thinking about it, thinking about having done it, will be exciting to me."

    "Is this similar to how you like licking my pussy after someone has fucked me?" she asks.

    She's let you do that a handful of times now and each time it's been pure bliss, so you nod and say, "Yes, it's a lot like that." You pause for a moment and consider sharing the deeper truth. It makes you nervous, but you have to. "Actually, the thing that turns me on most...is the idea of licking someone else's cum out of you."

    For a few moments - moments that pass at an agonizingly slow pace - your wife stares at you without saying a word. Then she says, "Really? You'd really enjoy licking another man's cum out of my pussy?"

    You feel the kind of arousal that's always been unique to your cuckold fantasies. It's the kind that makes your heart flutter and your balls tingle. It's the kind that seems to fill your whole body instead of merely remaining between your legs. Those words coming from your wife's lips - and coming without any sense of contempt - are all it takes to fill you with that beautiful kind of lust.

    "Yes," you answer. "That's something I've always fantasized about. I can't explain it. I can't really explain why any of this turns me on. I just know that it does. I just...it's just so incredibly hot to think about licking another man's cum out of your pussy, of cleaning up another man's mess."

    She smiles and says, "So it would make you happy if I had unprotected sex with one of my dates, let him cum inside me, and then brought my messy pussy home to you and welcomed you between my legs to lick up his cum. Is that right?"

    It feels so good to share a naughtier part of your fantasy with her, and yet you're still a little worried that she's going to think you're disgusting, or an irredeemable pervert. "Yes, that would make me happy."

    "And right now you'd like to clean my messy pussy," she says, "because it would satisfy that same part of you. The part of you that wants to do something that most men would find disgusting, or even something beyond disgusting."

    You nod. It feels like you're in a dangerous place, that your wife could just as easily welcome you between her legs or kick you out of the house.

    "You can clean me," she says. "Make sure you make me cum, though. I'll save getting fucked by one of my dates for tomorrow."

    Joy sweeps through your body as you drop to your stomach and say, "Thank you. Thank you so much. Thank you."

    Your wife smiles and you push your tongue inside her. You taste your cum. You bathe your tongue in it. You swallow. If you were a different man you'd be disgusted, but you're not. You've already eaten your cum several times at Emily's direction. You've eaten her friend's cum, too. You've taken his cum directly from the source, in fact. Your wife doesn't know that, though.

    "Mmm, I can see how happy this makes you," she says with a smile on her face. "I like that. I like that such a simple thing brings you such joy. I like that I'm learning more about you, too. I like that it makes it even easier to give you the kinds of orgasms that my dates give me."

    You push your tongue deeper inside her and your nose rubs against her clit, generating a lovely moan from your wife.

    "You know, I told my date about you," she says. "I told him that he fucked me better than you do. I told him while he was inside me, in fact. He loved hearing that. Much more than I thought he would. He loved feeling like he was the superior man, like I was in his bed because my husband simply couldn't satisfy me. He fucked me harder after I told him. Better, too. He rose to the occasion and proved that he really is better than my husband, that he fucks me far better than you ever have."

    Your dick is already hard again and it's almost entirely because you can see that your wife is getting into it. She's not just tolerating letting you clean her pussy and she's not just tolerating the fact that you're sharing more of your fantasy - the kinky parts, in particular - with her. She's into it because it turns her on, or at least that's what seems to be the case.

    "I love that you told him," you say. "It's such a fucking turn on. My dick is already hard again."

    She smiles. "I'm not letting you inside me again, so don't even think about it. I like that you're hard, though. I like that this turns you on just as much as you said it did. And I like that it feels better than I thought it would to have you clean my pussy."

    You moan into her pussy and rub your nose over her clit. You want her to feel good. You want her to cum hard. You want her to associate creampie cleanup with her pleasure as well as yours.

    Eventually, you finish cleaning her pussy and turn your tongue's efforts to her clit. You try to extend her pleasure, offering a slow, gentle massage of her sex organ while reaching up to play with her breasts with one hand and slipping two fingers inside her to rub her g-spot with the other.

    You succeed in making her cum hard enough that she closes her eyes and grabs two handfuls of your hair. You feel her thighs tremble as a sense of pride washes over you. It's not often that you give your wife such a powerful orgasm.

    "That was excellent," she says. "I think that's the hardest you've made me cum in a long, long time."

    You feel joy once more and your smile reflects it. "Thank you for letting me go down on you, and clean you, and make you cum. I don't think I can explain how much I appreciate it."

    "You're welcome," she says. "It was, in fact, my pleasure."

    You move back to your knees and look down at your dick, which is impressively hard. You smile, though you're more than happy to keep your hands off of it.

    "You really are excited," your wife says as she sits up, reaches out, and takes your cock in her hand. She has a lovely smile on her face as she adds, "You know, I'm not sure I understood just how much this fantasy of yours turns you on. I think I'm starting to understand it, though."

    "You don't mind that it turns me on as much as it does?" you ask.

    She takes a moment to consider her answer while rubbing her thumb over the head of your cock. "Sometimes I do, if I'm being honest. Sometimes it feels like you think of me as little more than a conduit to your sexual pleasure, like you're a little too focused on your fantasy and not focused enough on me and our marriage. I think I understand that a little better now, though. That's still an issue for me, but it's pretty clear that sometimes you get so turned on you can't really think about anything."

    "I'll be better about focusing more on you, though," you say. "I will."

    "That would make me happy," your wife replies. "Very happy." You lean forward to give her a kiss but she leans back. "You have cum breath, my love. You need to brush your teeth before you can kiss me."

    You chuckle and lean back as she continues to tease your stiff dick. "Sorry about that."

    She laughs too and then studies your cock for a few seconds before looking up and asking, "Are you really turned on by the idea of licking someone else's cum out of me?"

    "Yes," you admit. "I really am. I don't have to mention it again if it bothers you, though."

    "I don't think it does," she replies. "I guess I'm undecided. I'll let you know if it really does bother me, though. I don't have any problem with you licking your cum out of me, though. I don't think I'll let you do it every time, but you're always welcome to ask."

    "Thank you," you say. "Really, truly, thank you for being so understanding."

    She leans in, gives you a kiss on the cheek, and replies, "It was quite literally my pleasure."

    Your wife gets out of bed and heads for the bathroom. You watch her go - admiring her ass in particular - and you bask in the joy of everything that just unfolded in your bedroom.

    Then you think about how badly you want to tell Emily what unfolded, and to thank her for pushing you to share more of your fantasy with your wife. You hope she'll be proud of you, and you can't help but hope that she'll feed the side of you that craves that delicious humiliation.

    That's for tomorrow, though. Tonight is about basking in all the pleasure you just experienced.
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    Emily is standing at your front door. She's standing there because you texted her the moment your wife left to have lunch with her friends. You couldn't help but share the news that your wife had let you clean your cum out of her pussy and that she'd tentatively expressed that she might be interested in letting you clean someone else's cum out of her.

    You didn't invite Emily over. You never do. She just shows up because she likes toying with you. She likes making you nervous that your wife is going to walk in while she's there and see that you've been getting some of your cuckold needs met by another woman. You know you're playing a risky game, but you can't help it. Your desire for humiliation - the kind that only Emily offers - is so strong that you can't help but get in touch.

    "Do you want to come in?" you ask.

    Emily shakes her head and says, "I want you to come out, cuck."

    "I...I don't think that's a good idea," you reply.

    "I want you to come out and get on your knees in front of me, cuck," Emily says, ignoring your concern. "I want you to see you on your knees. I want to see you look up at me with those desperate eyes."

    "I...the neighbors could see, Emily," you say.

    "Your wife will see me standing here when she comes home if you don't get the fuck out here right now, cuck," she replies sharply. "Because I'm more than happy to hang out for a few hours while she's out to lunch. I'm more than happy to introduce myself, to tell her how I know you, to tell her all the disgusting things you've done for me. Do you think she'd enjoy that, cuck? Do you think she'd enjoy learning that her husband is a fucking cum pig that's eaten a hot load from my pussy, or taken a hot load directly from the source? Do you think your wife is ready to know just how much of a dirty little cum whore you are?"

    You shake your head.

    "Then get out here and get on your knees," she instructs.

    You surrender because you know Emily will happily tell your wife everything. You knew that was the danger of indulging in her dirty game from the start, and yet you couldn't resist.

    You step out of the house and fall to your knees in front of her. She rewards you with a smile and then reaches down, grabs a handful of your hair, and pulls hard enough for it to hurt.

    "I like playing with you, cuck," she says. "You're pathetic, but you know it. You embrace it. You fucking crave being made to feel like the pathetic cuck that you are. I like playing with a man like that. I like showing you what you are. I like making you own what kind of man you really are."

    She releases your hair and swiftly shoves three fingers in your mouth. She bends over and pushes them to the back of your throat. She doesn't quite trigger your gag reflex, though, instead choosing to keep your mouth stuffed with her spit-soaked digits while you remain on your knees and surrender to her.

    "Does this make you think of how you sucked cock for me, cuck?" she asks as her fingers move in and out of your mouth. "Does this make you think of how you got on your knees in front of a real man, took his fat dick in your mouth, and sucked like a fucking whore just because I told you to?"

    You nod as you think of the cock that filled your mouth and deluge of verbal humiliation Emily treated you to while your lips were stretched around his thick shaft.

    "Have you stroked that pathetic little dick of yours while thinking about being a cocksucker, cuck? Have you given yourself an orgasm while fantasizing about having his dick in your mouth again?" Emily asks.

    It's hugely embarrassing, but you nod. You've fantasized about it multiple times since it happened. All you have to do is close your eyes and you can feel his cock in your mouth again. You can feel it stretching your lips and moving over your tongue. You can feel it swelling up as he gets closer to orgasm. You can feel the cum spurting onto your tongue and overwhelming your taste buds. You can feel every bit of it.

    Emily pulls her fingers from your mouth, stands up, and says, "I thought so. Let's go inside." You try to stand up but she puts a hand on your head and says, "You can fucking crawl, cuck."

    You turn around and crawl into the house with Emily just behind you. She shuts the door, locks it, and leans against it as you turn around and look up at her. She looks exceptionally hot in a short skirt, a pair of knee high boots, and a tight long sleeve top that her hard nipples are poking through.

    "Take your dick out," she instructs.

    You unzip your pants and free your cock, which is very nearly erect from the humiliation you suffered outside your front door.

    "Jerk off," she says.

    She smiles as you play with your cock, seemingly because you're doing exactly as you've been instructed.

    "Tell me that you enjoyed being a cocksucker," she says.

    "I loved being a cocksucker for you," you admit. It's true. You loved it. You get hugely aroused just thinking about it.

    "Tell me that you're a fucking cum dumpster," she demands.

    "I'm a cum dumpster, Emily. I'm a filthy fucking cum dumpster," you say.

    She laughs at your willingness to humiliate yourself. Then she lifts her skirt, pulls her panties down to her knees, and shows you her glistening, nearly smooth pussy.

    "How did it feel to eat your load from your wife's pussy, cuck?" she asks while slowly rubbing her clit.

    "It felt so good," you reply. "It was such a turn on. While I was doing it, she told me how she'd told her date about me, about the fact that I'm a cuckold and that I love that other men fuck her better than I do. She told him that he was the superior man. Then she shared that with me. She shared it while I was eating my cum out of her pussy."

    "Mmm, she's starting to see you for the man you really are, cuck," Emily says as she rubs her clit faster. "You should be careful. I'm not sure you want your wife seeing the real you, cuck. She might not want to be with the real you. She might not want to be married to a cocksucking cum whore. She might not want to be married to a man that gets off on being a filthy fucking faggot, a man that gets off on being used as nothing more than a toy, that gets off on sucking dick and eating the fucking loads of strangers."

    You know she's right, and yet there's a part of you that wants to hear your wife utter those words. You want her to make you eat another man's load from her pussy and call you a cum whore. You want her to make you suck another man's dick and call you a cocksucker or a faggot. You know you shouldn't want those things and you shouldn't ever try to make them happen, and yet the idea of it is so fucking hot.

    Emily spins around, pushes her hips back, and says, "Eat my ass, cuck. Eat my fucking ass while I rub my clit."

    You crawl forward, press your face between her tight ass cheeks, and rim her hole. You do it without hesitation. You do it with great vigor. You lick her asshole like your life depends on it and you find great joy in masturbating while you do so.

    "That's it," she says. "Lick my asshole, you filthy fucking pig. You small-dicked cuck bitch. You nasty cocksucker. You fucking faggot cum dumpster!"

    Her ass cheeks tighten and her moans fill your house as she cums while degrading you. Her legs tremble and she reaches back, grabs your hair, and pushes you as hard against her ass as she can, smothering you for a few seconds while she experiences the final moments of bliss that come with such a glorious orgasm.

    She pushes you away, pulls her panties up, fixes her skirt, and opens the front door. "Thanks for the orgasm, cuck. Put your fucking dick away. No orgasm for you. Not until your wife gets home and only if she's willing to let that pathetic little thing inside her, and make damn sure you clean your mess out of her if she's generous enough to have disappointing sex with you."

    She's gone before you can say a word. She slams the door hard on her way out. You take a deep breath to recover from the whirlwind of humiliation and pleasure that just enveloped you.

    You tuck your dick back into your pants, zip up, and hope that your wife will be generous enough to let you inside her when she gets home.

    
      
    

    Your wife is naked in your bed and she looks flawless. Her hair is spread out on the pillow beneath her head, her nipples are hard, and her pussy lips glisten with desire. You've just given her a full body massage that included quite a bit of breast play and a little bit of clit rubbing towards the end and you're hoping she'll let you provide her with an orgasm.

    She sits up on her elbows, looks between your legs, and says, "You're quite hard, aren't you?"

    You nod. You've been hard for most of the massage, both because you love touching your wife and because it's been nearly a week since you've had an orgasm. She didn't let you inside her the day Emily came over for a visit and she hasn't let you inside her any day since then.

    Your wife laughs softly and says, "You're kind of small, aren't you?" You're so stunned - she rarely comments on the size of your cock - that you don't say a word. "At least compared to the other men that fuck me, that is."

    You want more. You want to hear how unimpressive she finds your cock. "Yes, I am," you say.

    She sits up, reaches out, and wraps her fingers around your stiff shaft. She strokes it a few times and says, "I can't even fit my fingers around most of the other men that fuck me, but I can do it with ease with your cock."

    You're not sure why she's suddenly keen on humiliating your cock size, but you love it and you're quite certain she understands that you love it.

    "I never really thought about it until I started fucking other people, but you really are too small to truly satisfy me," she says in a matter-of-fact manner that you find hugely arousing. "You like that though, don't you? You like that your dick is too small to satisfy me. You like that you cum too quickly to satisfy me. You like that you don't really know how to fuck me like I need to be fucked."

    "Yes, I do," you admit.

    "Just like you like the idea of eating someone else's cum out of me," she says. "An idea that most men would find disgusting makes your dick hard."

    "Yes, it does," you admit.

    "Are you close to cumming right now?" she asks while stroking you slowly.

    "Yes," you say.

    "Because you're thinking about crawling between my legs and licking another man's cum out of my pussy?" she asks. "Because that turns you on so much?"

    You nod. You can't quite read the expression on her face. You don't know if she's annoyed that you're turned on by such things or if she's fascinated and eager to give you the very particular kind of pleasure you desire.

    "Would you like to clean someone else's cum from somewhere else? Would you like to lick it off my breasts or my stomach, for instance?" she asks.

    "Yes, absolutely," you reply with an embarrassing level of eagerness.

    Your wife releases your cock, lies on her back, and beckons you closer. "Straddle me," she says.

    You crawl forward until you're sitting across her stomach. She takes your shaft in her hand and pulls you a little closer until you feel the soft, warm flesh of her breasts against your swollen, sensitive cock head.

    "Would you like to clean your cum off my breasts?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit while looking down at your beautiful wife.

    She resumes stroking your cock, this time playing with your balls at the same time. "But you'd prefer to lick someone else's load off my breasts, isn't that right?"

    You nod.

    "You'd enjoy it if he was the one sitting astride me, if he was the one I was stroking, if it was his cock and balls in my hands. You'd enjoy that, wouldn't you? You'd enjoy watching me jerk off another man's cock so I could have him cum all over my big breasts so my husband could clean up his mess, wouldn't you?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer. "Fuck...yes, I'd love that."

    You're still not entirely sure if your wife's aim is to give you pleasure or if she's probing for just how depraved you are as she gathers evidence for whether or not she wants to stay with you. All you really know is that it feels fucking great and that you'd absolutely love to watch another man cum on her tits before she invited you to clean them.

    "I think I'd like that too," your wife says.

    Your dick swells in her hand as she says the one thing you really want to hear.

    "I think I'd enjoy making one of my dates cum all over my breasts - particularly after he'd fucked me to the kind of orgasm I need - and then inviting you to clean them up," she says.

    "Really?" you ask.

    She nods. "I think I like that you want to clean the cum of other men out of me and off of me. I think I like that you're willing to share that desire with me. I think it makes me want to get a little bit naughtier with some of the men I go on dates with. I think I might actually let you clean someone else's cum from my breasts."

    She tightens her grip and strokes your cock faster.

    "For now, though, you're going to clean your own cum from them," she continues. "When you're done, you're going to get between my legs and spend quite a bit of time down there. You're going to make me cum as many times as I want."

    "I will," you say. "I'll do anything. I will. I'll make you cum as many times as you want."

    You're moments away from cumming. Your wife's hand feels so fucking good on your cock and you wonder if she's ever given one of her dates this kind of handjob. Has she already made lots of guys cum on her tits and just not told you about it? What a hot fucking thought.

    "Cum on my breasts," she says. "Cum on my breasts and then clean up your mess. Devour your cum."

    You cum on her tits. You shower them with more than a week's worth of build up. She smiles as she admires the volume of your cum and listens to the sounds of intense pleasure you can't help but release.

    She releases your cock and balls and you back up, drop your head to her breasts, and immediately start licking and sucking your load from her soft flesh.

    "Mmm, that feels nice," she says. "And I'm almost certain it's going to feel even better when you're licking up someone else's cum. I'm going to make that happen, honey. Fuck, I'm really going to make that happen."

    She sounds surprised to have made the decision and you hope she follows through with it. You hope she enjoys it when it happens, too, because you desperately want more of this from your wife. You want as much of it as you can get, even if it's dangerous like Emily described. You just can't help it.
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    "Are you sure about this?" you ask your wife as she adjusts her dress to highlight her breasts, making them look a little bigger and fuller in the process.

    "No," she replies. "If I'm being honest, I'm not sure about this."

    It's not the answer you expected and it's certainly not the answer you were hoping for.

    "You want this though, don't you?" she asks.

    You glance at her breasts - which will feature prominently in tonight's activities - and then meet your wife's gaze. "Yes, I want this," you answer. You've wanted it since she first cuckolded you. You're just not sure if it's a good idea. "But, I want you to want it too."

    "I do," she replies.

    "But I thought you said you weren't sure about it," you say.

    Your beautiful wife smiles, steps closer, and takes your hand. "I want this, in part because I know you want it so badly and in part because I am actually turned on at the idea of you watching someone else fuck me."

    "And what about...what about the other part?" you ask.

    "You mean the part where you clean his cum off my tits?" she replies.

    You nod. You're thrilled at the idea of finally getting to witness your cuckolding, but it's the part where you get to clean his cum off of her tits that turns you on more than anything. You can't wait to kiss and lick her breasts and to taste another man's hot cum on your tongue as you do.

    "I know you're going to enjoy that part," she says as her hand moves between your legs to caress your cock through your pants. "I know how excited you are about that, and it makes me happy that you've been willing to share that excitement. It really does."

    "But?"

    She smiles. "Like I've said before, I think I like that you want to clean another man's cum off my body - especially after that man has made me cum in a manner you're incapable of making me cum - but it's also true that I'm not sure if I'll actually like it. It's possible it will change the way I see you, the way I think about you as a man. It's a risk, honey, which is why I said I'm not sure about tonight. I can't be sure because I can't actually know how I'm going to react until you're busy licking another man's cum from my tits."

    Despite expressing considerable reservations about your fantasy - a fantasy that's on the verge of becoming a reality - you've gotten hard, in part from her gentle touch and in part because you can't stop thinking about licking another man's cum off of her tits, which look spectacular in her tight dress and the push-up bra she has on underneath it.

    "I'm willing to go through with it if you are," she says. "But we don't have to. I'm more than happy to go to the hotel without you. I'm more than happy to give my body to another man, to let him fuck me, to let him satisfy me, and I'd even be willing to let him cum on my tits, as I'm sure he'd love doing that even if you weren't going to clean up his mess."

    It seems like she's trying to get you so worked up that you can't refuse, like she's embraced the chaotic, risky nature of your fantasy and she wants to see if you're willing to go along with her. She doesn't have to push you too hard, though. The allure of watching her get fucked, of watching another man cum on her tits, and of cleaning up another man's mess is far too strong for you to resist, even if doing so would be risky.

    "I want to go through with it," you say.

    "With what?" she asks with a smile.

    "I want to watch you get fucked. I want to watch you stroke your lover's cock until he cums all over your tits. I want you to invite me to clean up his cum, to clean another man's load from your tits," you say.

    "And what if he wants to watch?" she asks. "What if he wants to watch as you clean his cum from my tits? Will you be okay with that? Would it turn you on a little to know that he loves the idea of watching my husband clean up his load?"

    You nod. It's a little embarrassing to admit, but your wife knows so much more about the depth of your fantasies than she used to and you see no harm in affirming that you'd enjoy him witnessing your humiliation. What she doesn't know is that you'd also enjoy sucking his cock clean after he fucked her, or fluffing his cock like a good cuckold before they even get around to having sex. Emily knows that about you, of course, but you're fairly certain that would be too much for your wife to handle at this point.

    "We have to leave if we're going to get there on time," she says. "So, tell me one more time that you want this."

    "I want this," you say without hesitation.

    Your wife smiles, leans forward, and gives you a soft, lingering kiss on the lips as she continues to stroke your cock through your pants. You moan softly from the intense pleasure coursing through you. Your hands move to her waist and you pull her a little closer before grasping her ass and squeezing it hard in the tight, short dress she put on to entice her lover.

    "Let's go then," she says.

    Your wife releases your cock, turns, and grabs her purse. She heads for the door and you follow with your keys in hand. You get in the car and drive her to the hotel you booked for the night. Normally she meets a lover at his house, but it's your first time watching and she wanted to do it on neutral ground.

    You give your keys to the valet, check in at the front desk, and take your wife's hand as you head for the elevator. You press the button and she gives you a soft kiss on the cheek as you wait for the doors to open.

    "This is your last chance," she says softly. "Once we step in that elevator, this is happening. You get one last chance to decide that you're not ready to take this step."

    You're almost certain she's acting with your best interest at heart, and yet there's a seductive quality to her voice that makes it seem like she doesn't want you to back out, like she wants you to push forward and do it even if you're certain it might be destructive.

    You're not backing out, though. You can't. This has been your fantasy - or one of your fantasies - for far too long, and though Emily has granted you the pleasure of watching her fuck another man, it's your wife's pleasure with another man's cock inside her that you crave. That's what you've fantasized about more than anything. That's what you need to watch.

    "I want this," you say as the elevator doors open. You take your wife's hand and lead her inside. You hit the button for your floor and the doors close.

    "Good," she replies. "Because I want this too."

    You ride the elevator to your floor, walk hand-in-hand down the hallway, and step into your room. Your wife turns on the lights and opens the curtains. She pauses for a moment to admire the beauty of the setting sun and then turns and surveys the room.

    "Where do you want to watch from?" she asks.

    "What do you think he'll be okay with?" you reply.

    She looks at you and offers a smile infused with naughty delight. "Ben's excited that you're going to watch, sweetie. He likes that I'm married. He likes knowing that he's sending me home to my husband, that my pussy is wet and loose from the fucking he gave me when I get back home to you. He loves it, in fact, and he absolutely loved the idea of fucking me in front of you, especially when I told him that he puts you to shame when it comes to satisfying me."

    Your cock stirs as you think of your wife telling another man that he's better than you in bed. "So I can watch from wherever I want?" you ask.

    She nods. "Why don't you start here on the couch? You can watch us fool around. You can watch your wife give another man a blowjob."

    An image of your beautiful wife with another man's cock in her mouth fills your head. Part of you can't believe you're actually going to witness such a pleasure tonight. "Are you really going to give him a blowjob?"

    She steps closer, rubs your crotch with her delicate, talented fingers, and says, "Of course. I enjoy giving blowjobs, sweetie. I just don't really enjoy giving them to you."

    It's such a small thing, and yet it's exactly the kind of thing you want to hear from your wife. It's the kind of thing you wish she said so much more often. "That's so hot," you say as your dick surges to life.

    She laughs softly. "I thought you'd enjoy that. And, I like that you enjoyed that. I wonder if you're actually going to enjoy it when you see me going down on another man, or will you get jealous?"

    "No, I won't," you reply. "At least, I don't think I will."

    "We'll find out soon enough," she says.

    You sit on the couch and your wife sits in your lap. She kisses you a little, talks to you about the fun she's going to have with her lover, and keeps you in a state of arousal, though you're not sure if she's doing that on purpose or if she's just having fun. It doesn't really matter, though. All that matters is that your arousal is at a fever pitch when someone knocks on the door.

    "He's here," she says. "Time to find out if you really want this, sweetie."

    She gets up, strides confidently towards the door, and opens it to welcome her lover into the hotel room. You watch from the couch as another man takes your wife into his arms and kisses her. It takes just a moment for it to become obvious that they've done this before. Their bodies seem to meld together as their lips meet, their mouths open, and their tongues dance erotically. His hands move down her back and grasp her ass through the dress as she moans for him.

    Your wife takes off his jacket and tosses it on the floor. She hurriedly unbuttons his shirt as he pulls up the bottom of her dress and grabs her naked ass in both hands while they kiss. Perhaps all that dirty talk and kissing with you was merely a way of getting herself aroused and ensuring she was mad with desire for Ben by the time he walked into the room.

    "I want you so badly," your wife says. "And I can feel that you want me."

    Her hand moves between his legs. You watch her fingers grasp what must be his cock through his slacks. You watch her stroke him as they stare into each other's eyes for a few moments before kissing once more, this time with even greater passion.

    She takes his pants off like a woman on a quest to satiate an uncontrollable desire, whipping his belt halfway across the room and nearly tearing his zipper off as she pulls it down. He kicks his shoes off and a moment later he's naked and your wife's hand is around his long, impressively thick cock as they kiss.

    She walks him towards the bed with her hand around his dick and then she releases him and spins to face you. "Ben, this is my husband. This is the man I've been going home to after you fuck me. This is the man that can't fuck me anywhere near as skillfully as you do."

    "It's a pleasure to meet you," Ben says as he unzips your wife's dress, pushes the straps from her shoulders, and works it down her body. He takes her breasts in his hands and squeezes them hard while kissing her neck. She closes her eyes and moans, but Ben looks right at you.

    He's eager to take your wife in front of you. He's eager to slide his cock inside her and make her cum like you're incapable of doing. He's eager for you to see just how much better it is with him than with you.

    Your wife works the dress over her hips and to the ground and her thong follows. The two lovers are naked just a few feet from you and your dick feels impossibly hard as it throbs with desire.

    "I want you in my mouth," your wife says. "I want to suck your cock while my husband watches."

    She spins around in his arms and falls to her knees in front of him. He smiles, runs his fingers through her beautiful hair, and moans the moment her lips surround the plump head of his cock.

    "Fuck, baby, that feels so fucking good," he says. Then he looks at you and smiles. Your wife is sucking his cock and it clearly delights him. "Does she suck your dick like this?"

    "No," you answer.

    He laughs. He's laughing at your expense, but you can't blame him. Your wife is gleefully giving him head, which she never really does for you. Of course he's laughing.

    She works him for a few blissful minutes and none of the jealousy she wondered about rears its ugly head. Instead, you feel pleasure. In fact, you feel deeper pleasure than expected because he finds such joy in the fact that your wife is on her knees for him. He gets off on your humiliation, and you can't help but get off on it too.

    Your wife lets his cock fall from between her lips, strokes his slippery shaft, and looks back at you. "Did you enjoy watching me give him a blowjob?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    "I left the condoms in my purse," she says. "Will you get me one, baby?"

    You stand up and they both look at the bulge in your pants.

    "Damn, somebody liked watching his wife give head," Ben says with a laugh.

    You see a lusty look cross your wife's face before she swallows her lover's cock once more. She plays with his balls, sucks on the head of his big dick, and moans for him as their eyes meet. He puts a hand on her head and it seems as though he applies a little pressure. Your wife doesn't balk at that, though. She takes him deeper, letting him guide her mouth while you retrieve a condom from her purse and bring it to her.

    He releases her head, she pulls back and gasps for air, and then plants a kiss on the head of his cock before smiling up at him. He just pushed her down on his dick and she likes it.

    "Thank you, sweetie," your wife says as she takes the condom and tears open the wrapper. She rolls it down Ben's cock, makes sure it's all the way to the base, and then stands up and strokes him a little as they kiss. Then she turns to you, smiles, and says, "You can get naked if you want. I don't want you cumming until you've cleaned my tits, but you can certainly play with yourself while Ben fucks me. That's what you want, isn't it? To play with your cock while another man fucks your wife?"

    It's almost as if she's pushing you to fully admit to and embrace your fantasy in front of her and her lover. She wants to see you commit to it, so you do. You stand up and strip while they both watch. You see them both eye your cock, which is nowhere near as big as his. You see him smile, but he doesn't laugh. Instead, he turns to your wife, kisses her, and then picks her up and crawls into the bed with her in his arms.

    They kiss as she guides his cock inside her. He fills her with a long, slow thrust while she moans into his mouth. You walk to the foot of the bed and sink to your knees. You watch another man's cock fill your wife's wet pussy over and over. You see how wet she is, how slick she leaves his shaft every time he pulls out. You see how her pussy opens up for him with every thrust, how her body seems so eager to receive him, to receive the pleasure he offers.

    It's better than you imagined. It's infinitely hotter than you thought possible to actually see someone else's big cock inside your wife. It's hotter to hear the way she moans for him. She's loud and wild and the noises seem genuine, like she truly can't control the way she feels when he's fucking her.

    You move to the side of the bed. You fall to your knees. You watch your wife's face. She's never looked more beautiful. You see the pleasure she feels with every thrust of his cock. You see the connection she has with him, the anticipation of the orgasm she can no doubt feel building between her legs. You see overwhelming evidence that your wife is having great sex with another man and it turns you on like nothing ever has.

    What you're witnessing is overwhelming evidence that he's better than you. You already knew that, of course. Your wife doesn't fuck men that aren't better than you. There'd be no point, and she never fucks a guy more than once if he's not considerably better than you.

    It's the knowledge that he's better than you - that another man is well and truly capable of fucking your wife far better than you - that makes this so satisfying. It's no longer something you have to imagine. It's now something you've seen in person, something you'll always be able to imagine anytime your wife is out with a lover. It's so much hotter than you thought possible.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" your wife cries out after a good, long fucking.

    Her orgasm is the most beautiful thing in the world. She moans louder than she does with you. Her face contorts in the most beautiful ways. Her legs tremble. It seems to go on for an impossibly long time, too, and every second of it is beautiful.

    When she's finished, the smile that crosses her face is so bright and beautiful that you're certain you'll never forget it. The fact that the smile is directed at him - the man that just fucked her to that beautiful orgasm - makes it even better.

    "Will you cum on my tits?" she asks, "so my husband can lick it up?"

    He smiles at her, pulls out, and looks at you. "Is that what you want? To lick my cum off your wife's perfect tits?"

    You feel the humiliation that he intends to inflict upon you, but that's precisely what you crave. Your dick throbs as the words roll off his lips. "Yes," you say. "I want to lick your cum off my wife's tits."

    He crawls forward and straddles her stomach. Your wife pulls the condom off, tosses it at your feet, and takes him in her hand. She strokes his big cock and smiles at him. She plays with his balls. She bites her lip and it looks like she's genuinely excited about giving him an orgasm.

    "You made me cum so hard," she says. "You made me cum so much harder than he does. Every time you fuck me you make me cum so much harder than my husband. You're so much better than he is."

    The head of his cock swells up as she says the words that turn him on. His balls jump in their sack and you watch as thick ropes of cum launch from the shiny tip of his dick and land on your wife's breasts. She strokes him and directs the flow, coating both of her tits quite nicely and leaving Ben trembling with pleasure.

    "Fuck!" he says. "That was so fucking good."

    He crawls off your wife and rolls onto his back next to her. His chest heaves as he stares up at the ceiling and your beautiful wife turns her attention to you.

    "It's your turn, sweetie. Come and clean my tits," she says. "Come and lick his cum off of them like you've been dreaming about. Come and lick another man's cum off your wife's tits." You stand up and she puts up a hand to stop you and says, "You know, wouldn't you enjoy cumming right as you finish cleaning my tits?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She glances at the used condom on the ground and says, "It would make quite a mess if you came all over yourself or me, so why don't you use the condom?"

    It's the exact kind of thing you crave. You're just not sure if you should show your wife how much it excites you. You stare at the condom - the used condom he wore while he fucked your wife - and you're overwhelmed with desire. You bend over and pick it up. You look at your wife and she holds out her hand.

    "Let me put it on you," she says.

    You hand her the condom and she reaches out and slides it onto your cock.

    "It doesn't quite fit," she says with a soft chuckle. "I guess that makes sense, though. He's quite a bit bigger than you, isn't he?"

    "Yes I am," he replies. "His cock looks kind of cute in my used condom."

    She squeezes your dick in the condom and gives it a few strokes. She doesn't say anything in response to her lover's comment, but you suspect she agrees. Compared to his cock, yours probably does look cute.

    "Come," your wife says as she scoots towards Ben and pats the bed next to her. "Lie next to me and clean my tits, sweetie. Clean his cum off of me. Lick it all up while you play with your cock."

    You crawl into the bed and lie next to her. You stare at her utterly perfect, cum-covered tits. You admire their overwhelming beauty. You're about to live out a potent fantasy and your dick is wrapped in a used condom. This is a perfect moment, and though you're aware it might alter the way your wife thinks about you, you can't stop yourself.

    You lean closer and run your tongue through his cum. The bitter saltiness lights up your taste buds. It's unpleasant, but there's something intoxicating about that.

    "Mmm, that's it," your wife says softly. "Lick up his cum, sweetie. Lick up Ben's cum."

    There's something so erotic about her gentle tone. It feels so open, so loving, so accepting. She might not think of you as the same kind of man when this is all over, but in the moment it seems like she just wants to ensure that you have a good time.

    You take her nipple in your mouth. You suck the cum off of it. You swirl your tongue around it and she moans. You swallow some of Ben's cum. You swallow the cum of the man that fucked your wife and you do it while he's lying just a few feet away and watching with a smile on his face.

    "Fucking hell," Ben says. "That's unlike anything I've ever seen."

    "It feels better than I thought it would," your wife replies. "A lot better, in fact. Fuck."

    She sounds turned on, like she's not just making your fantasy come true, like she's actually enjoying herself. You can't help but fall deeper into the clean up. You lick and suck on her right breast fervently, cleaning every drop of Ben's cum and giving her nipple a great deal of attention.

    You move on to her left breast and stroke your cock gently. You lick up Ben’s cum and swallow it as your wife runs her fingers through your hair and down your back.

    "Cum in his condom, sweetie," she says. "Cum in his used condom while you clean my tits. Fuck, oh, wow, cum in that condom while you lick up the cum of the man that fucks me so much better than you ever have."

    Your wife's words make a second man cum. Just like Ben, she puts you over the top and you have a body-shaking orgasm while licking up the last of his cum from her perfect tits. You close your eyes and she holds you close, pressing the side of your face against her tits and leaving a thin residue of saliva and traces of cum on your cheek. It only makes your orgasm hotter, though, as you fill the condom with cum.

    "How was that?" your wife asks.

    You're not sure how long your head rested against her breasts, but it feels like several minutes have passed when her question reaches your ears.

    You life your head, smile at your wife, and say, "That was perfect. It was everything I've ever dreamt of. Thank you."

    You've actually had far dirtier fantasies, but that's the best orgasm you've ever had. Without question. With any luck, you'll get to have many more like it. With any luck, you'll get to have another orgasm before the night is over, because you can see that your wife is turned on and she's almost certainly going to let Ben fuck her again.

    Maybe she'll let you clean her tits again. Wouldn't that be nice?

  
    Playing with Fire - Part 10
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    "What are you doing here?" Emily asks.

    'Here' is her apartment. You're on your knees in her apartment, in fact. You're naked, too.

    "You...you asked me to come over," you reply.

    She puts her hands on her hips but her face remains still and unreadable. She steps closer, extends her foot, and gently plays with your balls using the tip of her canvas sneaker.

    "I think we both know that's not what I was asking, cuck," she says. "Yes, I invited you over, but it's not as if I own you. It's not as if I can command you, and from what you've said, your wife has been rather generous in delving deeper into your cuckold fetish."

    "Yes, she has," you reply. She's been quite generous, in fact. Over the past two months she's let you watch almost every time she's been with one of her lovers and in most cases she's let you clean up his cum. Most of the time she pours it out of a condom and onto her body, but in recent weeks she's been a little bolder, including jerking you off into one of her lover's cum-filled used condoms and pouring a load of cum into your mouth while you masturbate.

    Emily smiles. "Then why are you here? If you're getting more of what you crave from your wife, why did you accept my invitation to come over? Why did you follow my command to strip naked the moment you stepped into my house? Your beautiful wife has happily played into your desire to be a filthy cum slut, so why do you still need me?"

    You close your eyes and your cock and balls tingle with pleasure as the phrase 'cum slut' bounces around your brain.

    "Is that why you're here?" Emily asks. "Does your wife still not quite understand what you need, cuck? Are you still unwilling to fully express your desires to her?"

    You open your eyes, look up at her, and nod. You feel terrible. You shouldn't have accepted Emily's invitation. You shouldn't have driven to her apartment. You shouldn't have gone inside. You shouldn't have stripped and dropped to your knees for her. Your wife has made your cum eating dreams come true and it hadn't seemed to make any real impact on the health of your marriage, either.

    Unfortunately, you couldn't resist the allure of that heavy dose of humiliation you knew Emily would give you. As generous as your wife had been, you still hadn't been able to confess all of your desires to her. You just couldn't. You knew she'd see you differently, that she might struggle mightily to accept that her husband was the kind of man that wanted to be called a cum slut, that wanted to do more than watch her fuck someone else, that would have found it thrilling for his wife to demand that he suck her lover's cock and then help guide it inside her before being allowed to watch them fuck.

    "You're a greedy little cuck, aren't you?" she asks.

    You feel guilty as you nod. She’s right, though. There’s no denying it. You’re greedy. Terribly greedy. You’re weak, too. You wouldn't have ended up at her apartment if you were strong. You would have resisted the allure of the humiliation she could offer you.

    "Do you remember when I made you suck cock for me?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "How often do you think about that, cuck?"

    "Most days." you answer. "I still masturbate sometimes and I can't keep it out of my head when I do. It just...the thought just appears. I can feel him in my mouth. I can taste him. I can taste his cum. I can feel the...I don't know...the thrill of it...the..."

    "The sheer humiliation of being a cuckold cocksucker?" she finishes your thought.

    You nod.

    Emily grabs a handful of your hair and steps closer as you crane your neck to look up at her. You watch as a look of lust slowly washes over her face. "I have to admit, I like that you can't resist me, cuck. I like that you're so weak, that all I have to do is text and you'll come running, strip, and get on your knees like some pathetic little toy that's desperate to be used. That's what you are, isn't it? A pathetic little cuck toy that's willing to let me do just about anything I desire as long as I give you the humiliation you crave?"

    You should shake your head, get up, get dressed, and leave. You know you should. You know that's the smart decision. That's not what you do, though.

    "Yes," you answer. "Please...Emily...I just...I know I shouldn't be here. I know I should be satisfied with what my wife gives me, I know that she's wonderful in every way and that I don't even deserve a woman like her, but I just can't help but crave what you give me."

    Emily smiles. "Pathetic," she says. Then she steps back, bends over, and gathers all the saliva in her mouth. She purses her lips and you quickly open your mouth. You receive her fluid and a moment later she shoves three fingers onto your tongue. "Suck," she demands.

    You suck her fingers as she fucks your mouth with them. In and out, in and out, in and out they go. Her saliva mixes with yours and some of it spills out as she pumps your face. You gag from time to time when she gets particularly deep and your eyes begin to water. All the while, Emily remains bent over with a wild, delighted look in her eyes.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and wipes them on your cheek before releasing her grasp on your hair, stepping back, and reaching under her pleated skirt to lower her panties. You stare hoping for a look at her pussy, but her skirt keeps it covered, denying you even a glimpse.

    "How long has it been since your wife cuckolded you?" she asks.

    "Five days," you reply. "She fucked one of her regulars last Saturday. We went to his place. They fucked twice, actually. He got so turned on watching me lick his cum off her ass that he wanted to fuck her again almost immediately."

    Emily smiles. "I can't say I'm surprised. I bet most of the men she cuckolds you with really like the idea of her pathetic husband licking up their cum. It makes them feel superior, I'm sure, and they are superior, aren't they? After all, they're fucking your wife and making her cum and they're definitely not watching like a little bitch and desperately licking up sticky loads of spunk like you."

    "No, they're not," you reply.

    "You're a disgusting little cum whore, aren't you?" she asks.

    Your dick starts to grow as you nod. The thing that turns you on the most, though, is thinking of your wife uttering those words before she pours a load of cum into your mouth. It's intoxicating enough to hear Emily say it, but there's something intensely pleasurable about imagining those same words coming from your wife.

    "What are you thinking right now?" Emily asks.

    "That I want to hear my wife say those words," you admit.

    She smiles, lifts her skirt, and rubs her pussy with three fingers. You can see that she's wet. Exceedingly wet, even. "It's more than that though, isn't it?" she asks. "Humiliating you turns me on. It makes me wet. It makes my pussy tingle with desire. It makes me wish there was a real man here right now so he could bend me over and fuck me while you watched, you pathetic little cuck."

    Your dick is hard. It's rock hard.

    "That's the real fantasy, isn't it?" she asks. "You want your wife to find it arousing to humiliate you. You want it to make her pussy wet to call you a cum slut, or a cock whore. You want her to get turned on as she watches you suck dick for her. You want her to get off on the idea of her lover using your mouth for his pleasure before he pounds her pussy, cums inside her, and demands that you act like the filthy cum whore you are and lick every drop of it out of her."

    "Yes, I want that," you say. "I do. I want that."

    "What would your lovely wife say if you confessed that?" Emily asks. "Would she refuse? Would she have a look of horror on her face? Would she think that she'd married a depraved freak?"

    "I don't know."

    Emily slips three fingers into her pussy, closes her eyes, and fucks herself as she reaches down with her other hand and rubs her clit. The sight of her masturbation is breathtakingly beautiful, to the point that you can't look away.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy and feeds them to you. She does so slowly and with a smile on her face. She's rewarding you with the taste of her cunt and you can't help but enjoy the sweetness of it on your tongue.

    "I think she might be more receptive than you think," she says with a smile. "After all, she's been feeding you the cum of her lovers for more than two months now. If she hated it, she would have stopped. She would have told you she found it all disgusting. She hasn't said that, though. She's kept on cuckolding you. She's kept on letting you feast on the loads of the superior men that fuck her. She's been more than happy to offer you a little bit of verbal humiliation, at least from what you've said."

    You nod. Your wife has indeed been willing to offer up light humiliation about her lovers being better than you and about preferring their cocks over yours.

    "She knows what you are," Emily continues as her fingers remain in your mouth. "She knows that you're a cuck. That you're a cum slut. That you're a fucking cum dumpster. That you're a pathetic little jizz slurping whore. She knows that you're not like most men, that you're a rare breed of man that would choose to watch her get fucked instead of fucking her yourself. She knows all of that and she's still with you. I don't think she'll freak out if you tell her that you want her to be harsher, verbally speaking. I don't think she'll lose her mind if you confess that you desperately want to be a pathetic, disgusting cocksucking cuck for her."

    You want that to be true. You're desperate for that to be true. You're skeptical, though. You're not certain your wife is that kind of woman, and even if she was willing to try, you're not certain she'd be able to remain married to you after she'd talked to you like Emily does or watched you give a blowjob.

    "You're going to tell her," Emily says as she pulls her fingers from your mouth. "You're going to tell her tonight, in fact."

    You shake your head. "I can't."

    She smiles. "You can, and you will. If you don't, I'll tell her. I'll tell her everything we've done together. I'll tell her how I met you while you were buying condoms. I'll tell her about all the times we've gotten together, about all the things you've done for me, about all the pleasure I've given you. I'll tell her absolutely everything. Remember, I don't give a fuck about you. You're just a toy, a plaything. I'll blow up your life if I have to."

    Your chest tightens as fear grips you. She'll tell your wife. You know she will. "Okay. I'll tell her. I will. I'll tell her what I want, what I really want."

    Emily lifts her skirt and says, "Would you like to eat my pussy?"

    You know you shouldn't. You know you should just go home. You nod.

    She smiles, grabs a handful of your hair, and pulls your mouth to her pussy. You taste her. You close your eyes. You moan. You eat her pussy. You make her cum. While you do, she showers you with the verbal humiliation you crave. She turns you on while calling you a cocksucker, a cum whore, and a small-dicked cuck, among other things.

    You get dressed and go home with the taste of her pussy on your tongue. You consider saying nothing to your wife and lying to Emily about having confessed. It feels dangerous, though. Emily's unpredictable, and while you don't believe that you mean nothing to her, you're also quite certain she'd have no problem doing damage to your marriage if she was in the mood to be destructive.

    Two hours pass before your wife returns home from work. You give her a kiss and she tells you that she has a date that night and that you're invited to watch. It's with a guy she's seen before, a guy whose cum you've eaten on multiple occasions, a guy who loves the fact that you're so eager to watch and eat his load after they've fucked.

    Your wife strokes your cock through your pants as she tells you about it. You get hard as a rock. Arousal floods your body as you imagine licking a thick load off your wife's breasts, or her tight ass, or her stomach.

    "I...what would you..." you say before trailing off.

    Your wife studies your face for a few moments and asks, "What's wrong?"

    "I'm selfish," you say. "You've given me so much of what I crave, with this fantasy of mine, I mean, with cuckolding me, and yet I find that I still want more."

    "More?" she asks. "What do you mean?"

    "I know it's not fair," you reply. "I know I should just concentrate on how amazing it is that you're willing to let me clean up your lover's cum, that you've done things like give me a handjob with a used condom or poured the cum into my mouth, that you let me watch, that you sometimes talk about how your lovers are better than I am while giving me a handjob. I'm so grateful for all that because it makes me cum so hard and it, well, it actually makes me feel seen, like you understand me in a way no one else ever has."

    She doesn't look annoyed or angry as she says, "But you want more?"

    You nod.

    "More of what? How could I give you more?"

    "It's...it's humiliating to lick another man's cum off your breasts," you begin, "but I like that. I love that. That's what turns me on. That's what I...that's what I crave. I couldn't begin to explain why. I really couldn't. It's just the way I am."

    She reaches up and caresses your face. "I know."

    It surprises you. It probably shouldn't, but it does. "You do?"

    She nods. "Of course I do. It's why you like hearing that my lovers are better than you, that I prefer a big cock to yours, that they fuck me better than you do, that just about anyone I've ever been with fucks me better than you do."

    Your cock is so hard it hurts.

    "But you want more?" she asks.

    You nod. "I'm sorry."

    She leans forward and kisses your cheek softly. "You don't have to be sorry. I thought letting you lick cum off of me might change the way I thought about you or that it might change our marriage, but it didn't. Not really, anyway. I still love you. I still want to be with you. I have no interest at all in actually dating another man or getting divorced and spending years searching for someone that would be a good fit for marriage. I've already found that man, even if he enjoys the humiliation of watching his wife fuck other people, even if he gets off on licking the cum of those other people off of me."

    She kisses you. It starts off soft and slow, but then she moans and her lips part. Her tongue slips into your mouth and dances with yours. Your hands move down her back and you grab her ass and pull her closer.

    "It's a shame you can't fuck me like any of my lovers," she says softly. "If you could, you could have me right now. I think we both know you'd just disappoint me though, don't we?"

    You nod.

    "Instead, you'd rather watch," she says. "You'd rather get on your knees and watch as another man takes me into his bed and satisfies me."

    "I'd rather watch and then clean his cum off of you," you reply. "I'd rather lick it off your perfect tits, or your tight ass, or your stomach...or your pussy."

    She reaches down and strokes you through your pants. "And what else?" she asks.

    The words are on the tip of your tongue, but you can't quite let them loose. Your wife steps behind you and kisses your neck. She presses her body against yours and you close your eyes as she runs her hands down your chest and between your legs.

    "What else do you crave?" she asks softly. "What else would thrill you to do instead of fucking your wife?"

    "I'd...instead of fucking you I'd rather...I'd rather suck the cock of the man that's going to fuck you," you admit.

    For a moment your wife is silent as you feel that tightness in your chest again. What if she's horrified? What if you've just proven to be too much of a freak for her? What if she's about to walk away, pack her things, and leave you?

    She does none of those things, though. Instead, she kisses your neck, moans softly, and says, "That would be humiliating, wouldn't it? To suck the cock of the man that's going to fuck your wife? To show him just how different the two of you are? He would certainly never drop to his knees and suck cock, but he's not like you, is he? He doesn't thrive on humiliation. Not like you."

    Maybe Emily was right. Maybe your wife understands you better than you think, or maybe she's nowhere near as put off by your desire for humiliation as you thought she'd be.

    "I...it would turn me on...it would drive me crazy - in a good way - if you...if you humiliated me...called me names...talked dirty to me while I was sucking his cock," you say.

    "Like cocksucker?" she asks. "Is that what you want? Do you want me to call you a cocksucker while you have another man's dick in your mouth? While you're on your knees giving him head before he fucks me?"

    "Yes," you admit while a shiver of pleasure moves through your body. There's still fear, though. You can't see your wife's face. She sounds like she's turned on, but she could just be winding you up before she tells you how pathetic you are and instructs you to get out of the house.

    "And what else?" she asks.

    "I want...I want you to verbally humiliate me when I clean up his cum. I want you to call me a...something like a cum slut while I do it. That would really turn me on. Even more than I'm already turned on," you say.

    She doesn't say a word. Her body is still pressed against yours. She's still gently teasing your cock through your pants. You can still feel her breath against your neck.

    With each second that passes in silence you feel your fear grow. You're absolutely certain your wife is going to reveal that she's not the slightest bit interested in humiliating you, that she finds you disgusting, that she'd rather divorce you than even consider doing any of the things you just talked about.

    "What if he wants to talk to you like that?" she asks.

    It's the last thing you expected her to ask. "Your...the guy you're fucking?"

    "Yes," your wife says softly. "What if he wants to call you name while you're sucking his cock, or while he's fucking me? What if it would turn him on to humiliate you while he's inside me?"

    "I'd love that," you say without thinking. It's true, but the excitement in your voice embarrasses you a little.

    Again she's quiet for a short spell and again you feel the fear and angst. Then she says, "You know, you are a cum slut."

    You smile and excitement replaces the fear and angst.

    "I mean, it's a perfectly appropriate phrase give how much cum you've eaten over the past few months. Plus, I see the look in your eyes when you do it. I'm not sure I've ever seen you so turned on. If you're not a cum slut, I don't know who is," she says.

    She steps back and you turn around. You're nervous about meeting her gaze, but you force yourself to do it. Your wife smiles, takes your hand, and says, "Come. I need to get ready for my date tonight, and we need to keep talking about the man you really are. Because you're not quite who I've always thought you are, are you?"

    You shake your head.

    "Don't worry," she says with a smile. "I think we can make this work. After all, you've made sure that I've gotten what I need, sexually speaking, haven't you?"

    "I like to think I have," you reply.

    She leans in and kisses you on the cheek. Her lips are soft and warm and she purrs just a little while doing it. "You have," she says softly. "You're damn near worthless in bed, so I've had to get what I need from other men, but you've been kind enough to ensure I can fuck anyone I want, anytime I want."

    It's just dirty talk, but it's so potent it makes you weak in the knees. It's what you crave, what you need, what only Emily had been willing to give you.

    "Come to the bedroom with me. Come and help me get ready for a man who's not worthless in bed, a man who can actually fuck me to the kind of orgasm I deserve, a man who will do that while my pathetic cuckold husband is watching from his knees," she says.

    You close your eyes for a moment and let the pleasure wash over you. Then you say, "I love you. I love you so much."

    She smiles. "I love you too." She takes your hand. She leads you to the bedroom. You're filled with hope and joy and love and arousal. It seems that Emily was right. It seems, too, that she might have cared for you a little more than she let on, for she seems to have pushed you right into the version of your marriage that you crave.

    Only time will tell, but perhaps your wife is ready and willing to humiliate you as you crave.

  
    Playing with Fire - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Your wife is standing at the bathroom mirror. She'd naked and she's bent over a little to get closer while she applies her eye makeup. The result is that her ass looks spectacular, which is why you're standing and staring.

    "I can feel you watching," she says without looking away from the mirror. "Did you pick out my lingerie?"

    "I did," you answer. "I went with the black lace bra and panties and a garter belt."

    She looks at you and smiles. "You can’t go wrong with a classic."

    "Should I wear a dress for him? Maybe a skirt and a tight top?" she asks. "Or should I greet him in my lingerie? Should I make it perfectly clear that I desperately crave what only he can give me?"

    "You should greet him in the lingerie," you answer.

    She smiles and turns back to the mirror. "In this case, I think a cuckold and a real man are aligned."

    Your cock stirs as she offers a touch of degradation. Compared to him, you're not a real man. Not when it comes to satisfying her sexual desires, at least.

    "I'll wear the lingerie for him, then," she says. "Come in here."

    You rush into the bathroom and look at your wife in the mirror. The eye makeup she's just finished is smoky and seductive and her breasts look exceptionally perky. You want to reach out and touch her ass, but you keep your hands to yourself.

    "Are you sure about everything you said?" your wife asks as she looks at you in the mirror. "Are you sure you want everything you said you want?"

    You nod. You want her to humiliate you. You crave it. You crave it from her more than anything. It's been thrilling to hear it from Emily, but it would be intoxicating to hear it from the woman you love, and to know that she'd be doing it as an act of love, that she wants to satisfy your sexual desires.

    "I know it's kind of crazy, but I do want everything I said I wanted," you say. "Though of course I don't want to ruin our marriage."

    She smiles, turns around, and leans against the bathroom counter. She urges you to come closer and rests a hand on your chest for a moment before her fingers slide down your stomach and encircle your half hard cock.

    "It won't ruin our marriage," she says with a smile. "Our marriage will change, though. But it changed when you asked me to cuckold you, so our marriage can survive change. And, while I can't be certain, I think there's a chance you might be happier if I give you what you want. I mean, what man wouldn't be happier if he got the sexual satisfaction he craved."

    You hope she's right.

    "And, like I said before, you've been very generous in ensuring that I'm sexually satisfied by making it so that I can fuck better men than you," she adds.

    Your dick grows in her hand and you see her lips curl into a slight smile.

    "Some part of you must have known that you were an inferior man, that you couldn't fuck a woman worth a damn, that you were destined to be cuckolded, that the only way I'd be truly satisfied in our marriage is if I got to ignore your worthless dick in favor of the far superior cocks of other men," she says.

    Your dick is hard as a rock now.

    "I think I might actually enjoy this new version of our sex life," she adds. "I like seeing your eyes light up. I like how hard your cock gets when I humiliate you. Maybe I wouldn't have been ready to do this earlier, but there's a part of me that wishes I'd known so I could have started earlier. We're here now, though. Me and my little cuckold cum slut of a husband."

    "I love you," you say.

    She smiles sweetly, leans in, and kisses you softly. "I love you too."

    Your wife grabs your ass and pulls you close enough that your cock slips between her thighs. You feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy as the top of your dick slides over her labia. You're not inside her, but you get just a little of that stimulation and it feels incredible.

    "You can feel it, can't you?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "You can feel the pussy that you won't be fucking tonight," she whispers. "The pussy that you might not fuck for a long, long time."

    You groan.

    "Don't worry, though, I'll let you inside me tonight. It will be your tongue, though, and you'll be inside me so you can clean a real man's load out of me. So you can lick up his thick, salty spunk like a little bitch, like a fucking cum slut," she says.

    You'd cum if you were inside her right now. You'd cum if you could feel the pleasure of her wet, warm, tight pussy. In a way, you're grateful she didn't let you inside her.

    "Get on your knees," she demands.

    You fall to your knees without hesitation. Your wife spins around and resumes doing her makeup. For a few minutes she says nothing at all and you remain silent and stare at her beautiful ass and the occasional glimpse of her pussy lips you get when she leans forward.

    "Kiss my ass," she says out of the blue. "Softly."

    Your pulse quickens as you lean forward and plant a series of soft kisses on your wife's ass. Her skin is smooth and warm and there's something so thrilling about being on your knees and offering even a touch of that sort of worship.

    "Now spread my cheeks," she instructs.

    You spread her ass cheeks and stare between them at her asshole.

    "Now kiss my asshole," she says. "Kiss it and lick it. Rim me."

    Your wife has never struck you as someone into ass play of any kind. Perhaps she's giving you a gift, though. You lean in and worship her asshole. You kiss it. You lick it. You rim it. You suck on it a little. You surrender to the intense pleasure you feel at eating your wife's ass and she rewards you with a moan.

    "Mmm, you know, I've heard that this can feel good, but I never believed it," she says. "I think I was wrong, though. It feels good to get my ass eaten by my cuck husband, especially when I'm doing my makeup so I look good for another man, for a real man, not a pathetic ass eating cuck."

    You groan and your dick throbs. She's getting into it. She's exploring how to give you what you crave and how to make it work for her.

    You rim her ass until she's finished with her makeup. She walks away, leaving you on your knees as you turn to watch her stride towards the bed. She examines the lingerie you laid out and then looks your way and smiles.

    "Come dress me for him, cuckold," she insists.

    You stand and hurry towards the bed. You help your wife into the delicate lace top stockings you selected. You put on the garter belt and attach it to the stockings. You pull the panties up her long legs and give her pussy a kiss once it's safely hidden behind the lace. You stand and help her into the bra and then she steps in front of the mirror, checks to make sure she looks good, and offers a smile.

    "You did a good job, cuckold," she says. "You must really want your wife to get fucked while you watch."

    "I do," you reply. "I want to watch him pleasure you."

    She smiles and slips a hand into her panties. She masturbates and moans while you watch.

    "It must be strange to watch a man satisfy your wife in a manner you're literally incapable of doing. To sit there on your knees and watch as he fucks me like you've never in your life been able to fuck me or any other woman. To stroke your worthless dick and realize that you're sexually inferior," she says.

    "It is," you answer. "But it's such a turn on, too."

    Your wife pulls her hand from her panties, approaches you, and stuffs her fingers in your mouth. You suck them clean as her gaze meets yours and you watch her lips curl into a smile.

    "I asked him if he'd let you suck his dick," she says. "If he'd be willing to put my husband on his knees and stuff your face with his fat cock."

    You moan.

    "He said he would," she adds. "He said he'd love to show me exactly what kind of man you are. He said he'd love to make you choke on his dick while we both humiliate you. Is that what you want, cuck?"

    For the first time you wonder if it's possible that you could go too far in expressing your desires, that you might actually alienate your wife if she understood the extent of your lust for humiliation. You're not going to hold back, though. You're going to bare it all.

    You nod as she probes your mouth with her fingers. You're rewarded with a smile and she says, "You're really quite kinky, aren't you?"

    You nod once more and she pulls her fingers from your mouth and kisses you. She does so deeply, too, probing you with her tongue and stroking your stiff cock until you're dripping precum.

    "I think I might be quite kinky too," she whispers. "My pussy is certainly wet at the thought of the fun we're going to have tonight."

    She steps around you, grabs your ass with both hands, and gives it a good smack.

    "You're going to remain naked," she instructs. "His clothes will be off soon after he gets here so there's no point in you getting dressed. Plus, I kind of like the idea of him seeing you naked and on your knees in the bedroom when he enters. I want him to see that there's no need to feel threatened by you, that he is, in fact, the superior man in just about every way."

    Almost every word she utters turns you on. You feel a deep need to submit to her, to worship her, to do every little thing she instructs. You want to tell her you love her over and over.

    "Now get on your knees," she says. "And remain there until I bring him to our bedroom."

    You fall to your knees and your wife heads for the closet. She emerges in the same outfit with the addition of a pair of high heels that make her legs and ass look utterly breathtaking. She blows you a kiss and walks out of the bedroom.

    You marvel at how things have changed. Not long ago you were a cuckold that couldn't quite live out his fantasy because your wife seemed utterly disinterested in exploring your desire for humiliation. Now, she's come around. She's turned you into a cum slut and she's happy to offer verbal humiliation. She's apparently going to make you suck another man's cock while degrading you as you do so. She's going to make all your dreams come true and it seems that she's eager to do so because she wants to make you happy.

    You ponder the delightful turn your sex life has taken for half an hour before he shows up. You hear the delight in his voice - even if you can't make out the words - as he sees your wife in her lingerie. You hear some moaning - from both of them - as they presumably fool around in the living room.

    Fifteen minutes pass between his arrival and footsteps coming towards the bedroom. Your wife enters first. Her chest is flushed red and her hair is a little bit messy, but otherwise she looks as radiantly beautiful as she did when she left the bedroom.

    He follows her. He's naked. His cock is hard. It looks wet, making you think your wife has already done some cocksucking. He's got a smile on his face and you're the first thing he looks at once he steps into the room.

    "Well hello there, cuckold," he says. "How nice to see you on your knees."

    "It's where a cuck belongs," your wife replies. "Isn't it, sweetheart?"

    "Yes," you answer. "It's where I belong."

    She kisses him. She takes his cock in her hand. The kiss is passionate. Fervent. Beautiful. Full of lust. It makes your dick throb to watch.

    "I want you to make my cuckold a cocksucker," she says to him. "Will you do that for me?"

    He looks down at you and smiles. "Is that you want to be? A cocksucker?"

    Your heart is pounding as you nod.

    He steps closer. His cock is inches from your mouth. You see a glistening drop of precum at the tip. A hint of his manly scent fills your nose. Your wife moves closer with him. She strokes his cock and then cups his balls while kissing his neck.

    "Suck my dick, cuckold," he says. "Show me what you are. Show your wife what you are."

    She's giving you a gift. A beautiful gift. She's making your humiliation fantasies come to life. She's a woman unlike any other.

    You take him in your mouth. Your lips wrap around his fat cock and you look up at your wife. You see the smile on her face and the delight in her eyes. She's not disgusted by you. She's not horrified. She's not looking down at a man she can't stay married to. No, she's excited. Maybe just for you or maybe she actually likes seeing you suck the dick of the man that's going to fuck her.

    "My husband is a cocksucker," she says before kissing his neck. "A filthy little cocksucker."

    He moans and puts a hand on the back of your head. He applies pressure and you let him push deeper into your mouth. You feel your gag reflex threatening to trigger. You choke on his cock. Your eyes water. You spit up.

    Your wife laughs. "Gag on it, cocksucker. Gag on his fat dick. Show him that you're eager to make a real man feel good. Show him that you know your place, that you know a cuckold's place. Show him how eager you are for him to fuck your wife while you watch."

    It's agonizing to choke on a cock, and yet your dick is hard as a rock as your wife showers you in verbal humiliation.

    "Suck his balls," she instructs.

    He pulls out and you lean forward. You take his balls in your mouth. You suck on them. You slobber on them. She strokes his dick while you do it.

    "Is he being a good cuck?" she asks.

    "Fuck yes," he replies. "It feels good, too. There's nothing quite like having a cuck husband suck my dick in front of his wife. Fucking hell does it turn me on to see him degrade himself like that right before I fuck you in your marital bed."

    "Yeah?" she asks in a voice laced with erotic pleasure. "You like turning my cuckold husband into a little cocksucking faggot before you fuck me?"

    Your dick swells up with pleasure and you have to work hard to resist the urge to stroke yourself. You moan around his balls and look up at your wife to see her smiling down at you.

    "I think he likes that," she says. "I think he's getting off on being a good little cocksucking fag for his wife. I think he's getting off on being told that's exactly what he is, too."

    She kisses him and does so deeply. She strokes his cock and his fingers find their way into her pussy. You can hear how wet she is. You can hear how badly she craves him.

    "Fuck me," she says. "Fuck me in the bed I share with my cuck."

    She crawls into the bed and takes off her panties. She tosses them on the ground and he looks down at you, smiles, and says, "You're going to clean my cock after I've cum inside your wife, cuck. And, when I’m ready, you're going to suck me until I get hard for round two, too. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," you say.

    He turns and crawls into the bed. He moves between your wife's legs and they kiss as she guides him into her pussy. They fuck with wild abandon. This isn't lovemaking. This isn't slow, sensual sex. This is two people who are intensely aroused and need to have furious, passionate, aggressive sex. This is another man pounding your wife's pussy in the bed you share with her.

    The sex seems hotter than any you've witnessed her having. It's louder and more vigorous. She's moaning like you've never heard before. She tells him how good his cock feels, how deep he is inside her, how good he fucks her, how much better he is than you.

    He makes her cum. He makes her cum hard. You watch her toes curl. You see her pussy pulsing around his cock as he buries it inside her. You see her hold him tight as she seems to lose herself in her orgasm.

    "I swear, no one has ever fucked me like that," she says once she's come down from her climax. "That was...that was the kind of orgasm every woman wants to have and so few women ever get to experience."

    They kiss and his cock slowly moves in and out of her. She begins to moan again, but then she pushes on his stomach and he pulls out.

    "Take me from behind," she says. "Take his wife from behind while I look into his eyes and tell him how fucking pathetic he is."

    She gets on her hands and knees. She looks so perfect in the lingerie. She stares down at you as he slides into her from behind. He grabs her hips and she smiles before moaning as he fucks her.

    "You're such a little bitch," she says. "Sitting there on your knees with a stiff little dick between your legs as a real man fucks your wife. This is what you want, though. You want to be the cuck. You want to be the cum slut. You want to be the faggot cocksucker. You know you're not meant for the role of satisfying me with your cock. You know that job is best left to a real man. To someone that can actually use his dick worth a damn."

    "Yes," you answer. "I'm not worthy of having that role in your life. My dick couldn't satisfy anyone."

    "No, it can't," your wife replies. "Which is why your dick won't be inside me very often anymore, if at all. I just don't see the point. A cuck like you doesn't deserve to fuck his wife. At best he deserves a handjob while she tells him how worthless his dick is."

    You nod. "Yes, that's what I deserve."

    He puts a hand on her shoulder and uses the leverage to fuck her harder. She looks back at him and says, "Cum in me. Cum in my cunt and we can watch the cuck lick up your load like the filthy cum whore he is."

    He smiles. He fucks her harder. His chest glistens from a fine sheen of sweat. Your wife's tits bounce in the delicate lace bra she's wearing. Her legs look amazing in the black stockings. She still has her heels on, too, a notion that you find thrilling.

    "Oh, fuck!" he cries out.

    "He's cumming inside me, cuck," she says. "He's making my pussy all sticky and creamy for you. He's preparing a cuck's favorite treat, isn't he? A nice creampie for you to clean up like the pathetic cum whore you are."

    Your dick is so hard and you've never felt such love for your wife. She's giving you exactly what you need, what you've craved for years and she's doing it with such skill and joy.

    He pulls out and she rolls onto her back. She beckons you closer and you stand to crawl between her legs.

    "What are you doing, cuck?" she asks. "You need to suck his dick clean before you can taste my pussy."

    "Get to it, fag," he says.

    You feel a shudder of pleasure as you crawl between his legs. You take his dick in your mouth. You suck it clean while he kisses your wife and plays with her tits. You're being a fag. A cocksucker. A pathetic cuck.

    You suck his dick and balls clean. You even lick a little bit of cum out of his pubic hair. Then you turn to your wife. You move between her legs. You settle on your stomach.

    "Clean me, cum slut," she says.

    You clean her pussy. You plunge your tongue inside her. You taste his load. You lick it up and swallow.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and smiles. "Such a pathetic excuse for a man. Cleaning someone else's fucking load out of my pussy and doing so with a stiff little dick between his legs. This is what you were always meant for, isn't it? You were always meant to a cocksucking, cum eating cuckold bitch, weren't you?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "This is what you'll always be, then," she replies. "My little servant. My cocksucking fag of a husband. My cum dumpster."

    "I love you," you say. You can't help it. You want her to know how much you appreciate what she's doing.

    "I love you too, cuck," she replies with a smile. "Now finish cleaning my cunt like a good cum whore and then you can get busy sucking his fat dick so he can fuck me again."

    You can't think of anything you'd rather do.

    The End.

  Please, Cum Inside Me
For most cuckolds, nothing is more arousing than hearing those three words when she says them to another man. “Cum inside me,” is a powerful phrase guaranteed to arouse any cuckold husband (or wannabe cuckolds). It’s most thrilling when it just happens, when she’s not thinking about her husband, but is instead completely lost in pleasure with the man fucking her. She’s just telling him what she wants. She wants him to cum inside her. She wants his seed in her womb. She wants him to fill her. She craves it.
It just so happens that her cuckold husband can benefit too. Hearing those words can be more than enough to make the cuck cum. This is doubly true if they’re said in a lusty, sensual fashion. She can’t help herself. She needs it desperately. She moans for him. She begs him to cum inside her. Her cuckold is watching (or listening) and he hears those words. He hears her beg him for his cum and he can’t help but get off. If he’s masturbating, the cuckold will absolutely lose his load in that moment.
It’s absolutely the kind of thing that will happen, too. If your wife has unprotected sex with a man that fucks her into a state of bliss, she will ask him to cum inside her. She will wrap her legs around him and pull him closer. She will kiss him eagerly. She will urge him to orgasm and to deliver his seed into her pussy. It’s a beautiful way of bonding with her lover. It’s pure and perfect and you know you want her to experience that with him.
Pleasure for Her, Chastity for You
What, you thought you’d get to spend your night masturbating while your wife is fucking her bull? No, cuckold, that’s not what the evening holds for you. Before she leaves, your breathtakingly beautiful wife is going to slip your cock into its little cage and lock it tight. She’s going to make sure you can’t get hard and then she’s going to place the chain holding the key around her neck. It will spend the night between her breasts as someone else fucks her.What will you do while she’s gone? Your cock will be locked up, but that will only make you hornier. You’ll spend the entire night throbbing in your cage. All you’ll want is to be set free. You’ll feel the metal against your cock and the ring against your balls. You’ll feel your imprisonment in every imaginable way.
It’s not all bad, though. Being locked makes you a better cuckold. It makes you a better husband. Instead of masturbating for hours while she’s gone, you can get something done around the house. Instead of selfishly demanding an orgasm when she gets home, you will tend to her needs first.
She’ll be giddy about seeing you because she knows you’re locked, loyal, and obedient. She’ll greet with a kiss (that might taste like his cock) and bask in the satisfaction of your complete, undivided attention. She might make you clean up a creampie or worship her pussy to taste the sex she just had. Then, if you’ve been a very good boy, she’ll set you free and give you the cuckold-fueled orgasm you crave.

    Pleasure for the Cuck After She’s Been with Her Bull

    You step into the hotel room - the room you rented at no small expense - and see the rumpled sheets gathered at the foot of the bed.

    "Is that you, cuck?" your wife calls out.

    "Yes," you say.

    "Don't hide by the door," she says. "It's just me. He left already."

    You take a handful of steps forward and see your beautiful wife in the king size bed. She's wearing a pair of black lace top stockings and strappy high heels, but the rest of her body is naked and utterly perfect looking. Her breasts have a few red marks on them - sometimes her bull likes to get a little rough - and her hair is an absolute mess, as it almost always is after he fucks her.

    It's the sight of her pussy that lures you in, though. It looks beautiful - it always looks beautiful after he's fucked her - and her lips are gaping open, indicating he gave her a particularly long and hard fucking. The mere sight of it - and the anticipation you felt while sitting in the parking lot and waiting - have left you half hard without even a hint of physical stimulation.

    "Take your clothes off, cuck," your wife says.

    You strip as she watches with a smile on her face. Your cock is nearly hard by the time you get naked and you reach down and wrap your fingers around it.

    "Is that stiff little dick of yours for me, cuck?" she asks.

    "Yes," you say.

    "Do you think I'm going to let you put that thing inside me, cuck?" your wife asks with a smile on her face. She spreads her legs a little wider and adds, "Do you think I'm going to let you crawl into this bed and put that disappointing little dick of yours inside me?"

    "I...I don't know," you answer.

    "I think you do know the answer," she says. "I think you know that your little dick isn't worthy of my pussy, cuck. I think you know that you're not even remotely worthy of my pussy. I think I wouldn't even be able to feel you if I let you fuck me right now."

    "Please," you say. All you want is to be inside her. You know she wouldn't really enjoy it, but you still want it. You can't help but want it.

    "Aww," she replies. "Does my little cuck feel deprived? Does he feel like he hasn't gotten enough of his wife's pussy lately?"

    You nod and stroke your cock a little faster.

    "I suppose you haven't, but I don't really care, cuck," she says. "You're not a real man. You don't deserve to fuck your wife. You don't deserve to experience the pleasure of my pussy. You don't deserve what my bull deserves. He's a real man. He fucked me all over this hotel room. He made me cum three times before he filled me with his load. I think we both know you'd fail to make me cum even once before you spurted like a little bitch. You're not a real man, and only real men get to fuck me."

    The frustration you feel is almost overwhelming, but then there's the pleasure of being told you're not a real man and that you don't deserve her pussy. There's the utter joy of being made to embrace that reality, of staring right at your wife's pussy and having to confront the idea that she doesn't think you deserve to be inside her.

    "Don't worry, cuck," your wife says. "You still get to cum. I'm not going to deny you that."

    "Thank you," you say as you continue to stare at the breathtakingly sexy sight of her naked body.

    "Why don't you get on your knees for me," she suggests.

    You fall to your knees and your wife crawls towards the foot of the bed and sits. She swings her legs around and suddenly you're mere inches from her pussy. A little of his cum drips out and lands on the carpet. It's absolute proof that another man fucked your wife in the hotel room you paid for and it's exceptionally arousing.

    "Stroke your cock," she instructs.

    You do so and your wife smiles.

    "I think a cuck like you should have to worship his wife's pussy after another man has fucked her," she informs you. "I think you should have to eat a real man's cum out of me."

    You stare at her pussy and at the droplets of cum that continue to fall out of her. The idea of putting your tongue in there is revolting, but that's not all you feel. There's something else swirling in your body, too. It's desire. It's lust. It's an animalistic need to surrender to what you really are, to show your wife that she's right, that you're not a real man.

    "So, if you want to have an orgasm, you'll have to do so while you're eating a real man's cum from my cunt," your wife says. "And you'll have to do so right there from your knees. And you'll have to beg me for the chance to prove that you're not a real man."

    You look up at your wife. You see her messy hair and the red marks on her breasts. You see the signs that she cuckolded you in this hotel room. You see the delight in her eyes, too. You see that she really likes the idea of making you eat her bull's load out of her.

    "Please, let me eat a real man's cum from your pussy," you beg.

    Your wife smiles. "Say it again, cuck."

    "Please, let me eat your bull's cum from your pussy. Let me clean a real man's cum out of you. Let me lick up his load while I jerk off. Let me be a cuck," you beg.

    She reaches out, puts a hand on the back of your head, and spreads her legs a little wider before pulling you between them. Your face is pressed against her pussy. You can feel the wetness on your lips. You extend your tongue. You push it inside her. You taste the saltiness of her bull's load. You taste another man's seed in your wife's pussy.

    "Clean his load, cuck," she demands. "Clean a real man's cum out of me while you pull on that pathetic little dick of yours. Clean his fucking load!"

    She's getting turned on, which turns you on. The more she berates you, the hotter you get. Your dick throbs in your hand as you masturbate furiously. It's humiliating to swallow another man's cum, and yet that humiliation thrills you. It fills your body with desire. It makes you want to devour every drop of his seed.

    "That's it, cuck," she says. "Eat my bull's load like a fucking cum whore. Eat it!"

    You're close. You're moments away from cumming. You can't hold back. You groan. You cum. You try and pull away, but your wife grabs a handful of your hair and keeps your face pressed against your pussy.

    "Don't stop until you're done, cuck," she says. "I don't give a damn if you've cum and you're not interested in eating a real man's load anymore. I don't give a damn what you want. It's your fucking job to eat his spunk out of me and you're going to do it no matter what. Now finish cleaning up a real man's mess like a good little cum whore."

    You bury your tongue inside her and finish cleaning. It's revolting. Of course it is. But you do it anyway. You don't care. You happily eat every drop. You act like the good cuck your wife wants you to be. With any luck, she'll once again grant you the pleasure of being a good cuck sometime soon.

  
    Pleasuring Her as She Has Phone Sex with Her Bull

    If you haven't, check out the other entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series by clicking that link.

     It's been almost an hour since your wife said she was going to take a shower. You're fairly certain you heard the shower turn off quite some time ago. You thought maybe she was just taking a long time putting herself together, but now you're curious.

    You lift yourself off the couch and head upstairs. For some reason you decide to tiptoe towards the bedroom door. Halfway down the hall you hear your wife's voice. You hear the rhythm of conversation. You tiptoe close enough to make out the words.

    "I miss you," she says. "It feels like it's been a month since I've seen you."

    It sounds like she's in the bed, though you don't want to get close enough to actually look in the bedroom as there's a gentle, voyeuristic thrill to listening while she's unaware of your presence.

    "I know it's only been a week," she says. "I guess it just feels longer because I miss you so badly."

    You feel a familiar stirring in your loins.

    "You know what I miss the most." You can hear the smile on her face. "I miss that big cock of yours, baby. I miss the way you use it. I miss the way it feels in my married pussy."

    There's a bulge in your pants.

    "No, his cock is nowhere near as good as yours," she continues. "His cock doesn't come close to making me feel the way yours does. You know that, baby." She laughs softly. "You like hearing me say it though, don't you? Yeah, you like hearing me tell you that you fuck me so much better than my husband does."

    You can't wait any longer. You step into the bedroom. Your wife smiles. You smile too, because she's naked in your bed. Her nipples are hard. Her chest is gently flushed with desire. Her legs are spread, too, and she's got a hand between them.

    She plunges two fingers into her pussy, holds them deep for a few seconds, and then pulls them free. Your wife holds up her fingers and you rush towards the bed. You know what she wants and it's the exact same thing you want.

    "He just walked into the room," she says. "He's got a boner. I think he was listening like a naughty boy."

    You strip and crawl into the bed to take her slippery fingers into your mouth.

    "I just had my fingers in my wet pussy and now my cuck is sucking them clean," she tells her bull. "You know he can't resist the taste of my pussy. You know he'll get a taste any way he can."

    You close your eyes and suck her fingers as deep into your mouth as you can. She wiggles them around a little and you nearly gag.

    "Yes, if you were here I'm sure he'd suck your cock clean," she says with a smile. "He can't help himself. He likes the taste of my pussy and I think he really, really likes tasting my pussy on your cock."

    You feel the thrilling sense of humiliation that's become commonplace in your life since your wife first cuckolded you more than a year ago. She's right, though. It always turns you on to suck his dick clean after he's been inside her. It's humiliating, but that's the point of it. He fucks your wife better than you do and then you suck his cock clean, thereby embracing your place as the inferior man, an act that always makes your dick throb with erotic delight.

    "Am I right, cucky?" your wife asks. "Do you like sucking my pussy juices off of my bull's big, beautiful cock?"

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and smiles while wiping the saliva on your cheek.

    "Yes, I do," you answer.

    "Did you hear that?" she asks him.

    Your wife smiles and then pulls the phone from her ear and taps the speaker button.

    "You're on speaker," she says to her bull.

    "I want to hear you say it again, cuck," he says as you stare at her phone. "Tell me that you like sucking my cock clean after it's been buried deep inside your wife's pussy."

    You look at your wife and feel your pulse racing. Your dick is throbbing, too. In the past few months her bull has begun to join in on your humiliation and it's made their encounters so much hotter for you.

    "I love sucking your cock clean after you've fucked her. I love that sometimes you take control and make me do it over and over again. I especially love when I get to rest my face on her ass as you fuck her from behind and pull out every once in a while to fuck my mouth for a few strokes. I love that it's so clear that you're the superior man when you're in our bedroom. I love that sucking your cock helps make that even clearer."

    Your confession makes your dick throb. It makes your wife moan, too, and she demonstrates her pleasure by fingering her pussy once more, this time pushing three digits deep into her cunt.

    You hear the sound of her bull's masturbation through the phone. You close your eyes for a moment and you can actually see his hand moving up and down his slick cock. You feel the delightful tingle of arousal between your legs as you imagine him telling you to suck his dick and clean your wife's slick, sweet juices off of it.

    "Clean them," she says.

    You look to see her fingers inches from your mouth. You lean closer and suck them clean. She smiles at you and takes one of her perfect, perky breasts in her hand and squeezes it gently.

    "Is he sucking your fingers clean?" her bull asks.

    "He is. He's being a good cuck."

    "Do you like it when I make him suck my cock clean?" he asks.

    Your wife moans. "I do. It makes my pussy wet every time. It makes me tingle in all the right places. I like it when you assert your manhood. It makes it even hotter when you give my cunt what it needs."

    "And what does your cunt need?"

    "It needs to be fucked by a real man's cock."

    You moan around her fingers. She pulls them free and they move to the back of your head. She sits up and pulls your lips to hers for a deep kiss. She takes your cock in her hand and gives you a few strokes while your tongues entwine. Arousal surges through your body and you want nothing more in that moment than to fuck your wife.

    "Can I fuck you?" you ask.

    She laughs softly. "Of course not. Why would I let you inside me?"

    You moan. You love it when she talks like that.

    "Why would I let this inadequate cock of yours in my pussy when I have a bull to fuck me like I need to be fucked?"

    "You wouldn't," you answer.

    She smiles. "That's right, cucky. I wouldn't. Your dick has no business being anywhere near my pussy. I might let you fuck me on your birthday, but to be honest, there's just as good a chance that I'm going to make you watch as my bull fucks me on your birthday. I'll bet you'd like that, though. Your birthday present would be watching, sucking his dick clean, and then licking his hot cum out of me."

    "I'd like that," you admit.

    "Do you hear that, baby? He wants to lick your load out of me for his birthday. Would you be willing to fuck me to celebrate cucky's b-day?"

    "Damn right I would," her bull says.

    Your wife smiles. "Get between my legs, cucky. Tend to my pussy. Take your time, though. Worship it. Nice and slow."

    You move between her legs. You settle onto your stomach. You shower her soft thighs in kisses. You kiss her labia and clit a few times, too. You take your time like she instructed.

    "Is the cuck between your legs?" her bull asks.

    "He is," your wife replies. "He's being a good boy. He knows his place. He knew I'd turn down his offer to fuck me. He likes hearing that he's inadequate, that he's not worthy of my cunt."

    "Am I worthy of your cunt?" her bull asks.

    Your wife runs her fingers through your hair. "More than anyone I've ever been with," she says. "You truly fuck me better than any man ever has."

    You grind your cock into the bed as she makes perfectly clear that her bull is far superior to you in bed.

    "Before me, was your cuck the best you'd ever had?"

    Your wife smiles at you. You've not asked her that particular question and you're curious as to the answer.

    "No," she says. "In fact, several of my previous boyfriends were superior to my cucky in bed. They fucked me better. They made me cum harder. Cucky isn't useless in bed, of course - I wouldn't have married him if he was - but he's only slightly above average. That's not why I married him, though. I married him because I knew he'd be an excellent husband and father, and he is. Plus, things have worked out quite nicely when it comes to having my sexual needs met."

    You love how things have turned out. You've never been more sexually satisfied and you're absolutely certain the same can be said for your wife.

    "I want to see your cock, baby," your wife says as she picks up her phone.

    She looks at the screen. They've almost certainly begun a FaceTime call. You see her smile. Then she moans as you lick her clit.

    "Mmm, it's so beautiful," she says. "So perfect. So long and thick and fucking perfect, and that head. That big, plump head. God damn does that feel good every time it slides into my pussy."

    "What about your mouth?" he asks.

    "I do like having it in my mouth. It's not always been that way for me with men I was with before you, but there's something about sucking your cock that makes my pussy wet."

    "Yeah?" her bull asks.

    You run your tongue over her clit at a slow, rhythmic pace. You slip two fingers inside her and explore the heat and wetness of your wife's pussy as you listen to her moan.

    "Sometimes I get wet just getting on my knees for you. It's never been that way with my cuck, even when we were first together. With you, though, I feel my pussy tingle when I get on my knees. I feel it get wet when I take you in my mouth and make you moan. Some men just aren't worthy of my mouth, I guess, and some men are absolutely deserving of the kind of pleasure my mouth can give."

    You're not worthy of it. Not anymore. Not since she met him. You used to get blowjobs. Now he gets blowjobs and you get handjobs, and sometimes she won't even give you that, preferring instead to make you masturbate.

    "I wish I was sucking your cock right now," your wife says. "I wish I was on my knees for you. I wish I had that big, plump head in my mouth. I wish I had my fingers wrapped around your shaft. I wish I was teasing and caressing your balls as I blew you."

    You wish that was happening too. You wish your wife was sitting on your face and letting you dine on her pussy while she pleasured her bull.

    "Fuck, baby, I'd fucking love that," her bull says. "I'd love feeling those perfect lips of yours wrapped around my dick. I love it when you look up at me while you're sucking my cock."

    "I like to see the pleasure on your face," she replies. "I like to see that I'm making you feel good. I like to see that I'm doing a better job of making you feel good than other women you've had."

    "You make me cum harder than any woman ever has."

    Your wife takes pride in that. You've heard her say it before. Her bull is the kind of man that women desire. He'd have no trouble going to a bar and taking someone home. He'd have no trouble hooking up on dating apps. Your wife likes that he's content to find all of his sexual pleasure with her and her alone. You're quite happy with that, too, because it means you typically get cuckolded multiple times a week.

    "When are you coming home?" she asks.

    "Two days," he replies.

    "Can we pick you up at the airport?"

    "We?"

    She looks at you and then back at her phone as you devour her pussy. She moans, grasps one of her breasts, and squeezes it hard. "Cucky can drive while I suck your dick in the backseat. I won't be able to wait until we get back to your place. I'll need you. I'll need to feel you inside me, even if it's just in my mouth. I won't be able to resist."

    You hear him stroking. He moans, too.

    "I like the idea of that. I think I'll make the cuck suck my dick a little, too. Make sure you find a good spot in the parking garage so no one will see him sucking dick in the backseat. Then he can drive us back to my place with the taste of my cock in his mouth while he listens to you sucking and fucking."

    She moans loudly. Her pussy seems wetter and you're pretty sure she's getting close to an orgasm.

    "Yeah? You're gonna fuck me on the drive home?"

    "Damn right I am."

    "Will I get to ride that perfect cock of yours?"

    "Yes. Wear a skirt and no panties. I want easy access to your cunt. I want to be able to pull you into my lap and impale you on my dick. No bra, either, and wear something that will make it obvious you're not wearing a bra. I want everyone at the airport to see that you came to greet your man in a way that makes it perfectly clear you're his to fuck whenever he desires, and I want your cuck standing close as you step into my arms for the kind of long, deep kiss you greet someone with when your pussy misses them terribly."

    He's taking control and you love it. You'll happily stand there and bathe in the humiliation of people wondering if you're a cuck or just a third wheel as your wife and her bull kiss. You'll happily suck his dick in the parking lot if it means your wife will get fucked the way she desires on the drive home.

    "Fuck, I'm getting close," he says.

    "I wish your cock was inside me," your wife replies. "Fuck...I wish you were deep in my pussy about to flood me with your load."

    You lick her clit furiously. You know she wants to cum with him.

    You see the look of pleasure on her face as she stares at her phone. She's watching him masturbate. She's watching his hand move up and down his cock and absolutely fantasizing about him being inside her. She's lost in the pleasure of it and you're lost in the pleasure of eating her pussy and watching as she climaxes while thinking about another man.

    They cum together. Your tongue provides her orgasm, but you know that it was thoughts of him that pushed her over the top.

    You see a smile creep across her lips after she's finished cumming. You're certain he's smiling too.

    "I can't wait to see you again," she says softly.

    "Me either," he replies. "Until then, know that I'm thinking about you constantly."

    "Me too."

    She taps her screen. The call ends. She sets her phone down and smiles at you.

    "Come and kiss me, cucky," she says.

    You crawl forward and kiss your wife. She takes your cock in her hand and rubs the head over her pussy lips. She guides the tip - and just the tip - inside her. You moan into her mouth. Sometimes she teases you like this, but you haven't fully penetrated her in more than six months.

    "Is it hard being pussy free?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    "And would you give just about anything to be able to fuck me right now?"

    "Yes."

    She kisses your neck while rubbing the head of your dick back and forth over her pussy lips. Then she moans softly and says, "It turns me on to deny you. I get wet thinking about the fact that I haven't let you fuck me in six months. I get wet thinking about the fact that I might not let you fuck me again for another six months, that my cucky might go a full year without being inside me."

    "It turns me on too," you answer. "And it drives me crazy."

    She kisses you with such depth and passion that you feel loved in that moment. She kisses you in a way that helps assuage any worries you've ever had about whether or not your cuckolding is damaging your relationship.

    "Crawl forward," she says.

    You crawl forward until you're sitting astride her stomach. She cups your balls with one hand and begins stroking your cock while occasionally rubbing the head of her over her breasts.

    "I want you to cum on my tits," she says. "Then I want you to lick up your mess like a good cuck."

    "I will," you reply before moaning.

    Your wife smiles and strokes you furiously and with a tight grip. Your orgasm soon arrives. You lean forward and grab the headboard to balance yourself as you cum on her tits. She fondles your balls and rubs your taint a little and you experience a climax that envelops your whole body and leaves you tingling in the best way possible when it's over.

    "Clean me, cucky," she says softly. "Then get back between my legs and eat my pussy until I've cum twice more."

    You can't think of anything you'd rather do.

  
    Pleasuring Her During Phone Sex

    “Yes, please,” you answer.

    “Get to work,” she says.

    You move to the other side of the bed, pull her panties down, and lay between her legs. You caress the backs of her thighs and kiss the soft, warm skin of her ass cheeks as she dials her bull.

    “Hey,” she says. “It’s so good to hear your voice.”

    You spread her cheeks and stare at her asshole for a few moments. This won’t be the first time you’ve been invited to worship her tight little hole, but it’s thrilling each time.

    “Yeah, he’s back there. He’s about to put that talented tongue of his to work,” she says.

    You press your face between her beautiful ass cheeks. You extend your tongue and run it back and forth over her asshole. She moans lustily as you work her anus.

    “Fuck, he’s eating my ass,” she says to her bull. “He’s being a good little cuckold.” She moans again and then giggles. “Well, I don’t know if he’s being that good. He’s going to have to earn the chance to taste my pussy, isn’t he? Like you always say, a cuckold has no right to his wife’s pussy. It’s a gift every time she gives him even a little taste of it.”

    It’s your turn to moan. You love that your wife is always willing to play this lusty little game. You love that she’s so eager to deny you her pussy. She knows how much it turns you on, especially when her bull is involved.

    “Who owns my pussy? You do,” she says. “You’re the one that my pussy gets wet for, after all. I can’t remember the last time I got wet for him. It certainly hasn’t happened since you fucked me the first time. Now that I know how good sex can be, my pussy stays dry when my cuckold tries to turn me on.”

    It feels good to hear her say that, especially since you know it’s largely true. She doesn’t get anywhere near as turned on for you as she used to. All she can think about is him and how good it feels when he fucks her, so of course she doesn’t get soaked for you like she does for him.

    “Mmm, of course I wish you were here,” your wife says as she reaches down to play with her pussy while you worship her ass. “Because then I could kiss you. I could feel your strong hands on my body. I could feed my desire to surrender to you. I could give myself to you.”

    You’ve seen that desire overtake your wife. You’ve seen how quickly she loses herself in her need to be with him and to satisfy him. She can’t seem to control herself when that happens. She can’t keep her hands off of him.

    “What would I do if you were here?” she asks. “You know I can’t help but get on my knees for you. You know I love looking up at you and seeing that smile on your face when you see how badly I want to suck your cock.”

    She moans and you resist the urge to do the same. You can’t help but picture your wife doing exactly as she describes. You’ve seen her do it before. You’ve seen her get on her knees and beg him for the opportunity to suck his cock.

    “You know I’m always happy to beg,” she says. Another moan escapes her lips. “Please, baby, let me suck your cock. Let me suck your big, beautiful cock while my cuckold watches. Let me show him what it’s like when his wife wraps her lips around a real man’s cock.”

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. You resist the urge to masturbate. As much as you want to pursue your pleasure, you hold off because you know your wife and her bull wouldn’t want you jerking off without permission.

    “You know I love sucking your cock,” she says. “You don’t even have to ask that. I don’t like sucking my husband’s cock, but I love having you in my mouth. I love the way you moan. I love the look on your face as I pleasure you. I love knowing that I’m making you feel good, and that of all the women you could be fucking, you keep coming back to me. I absolutely love that, baby.”

    It feels a little like your wife is talking to you, too. She’s saying the things you love to hear. She knows you’re listening. She has you eating her ass, which she knows you love to do. In a way, she’s being quite generous.

    “I wish I could sit on your cock right now,” your wife says. “I wish I take your thick cock in my tight little cunt and ride you until I had a screaming orgasm.”

    She moans, seemingly at something her bull says. She rubs her clit faster and you try to match her rhythm as your tongue works her asshole.

    “I wish you were fucking me right now. I wish your cock was deep inside me right now, baby,” she says.

    You can feel her ass cheeks trembling. She’s getting close.

    “Can I let him taste my pussy, baby?” she asks. “Can I give my good little cuckold what he craves?”

    She reaches back, pushes your head away from her ass, and deftly flips over. She spreads her legs and presents her pussy.

    “He says you can make me cum,” your wife says. “He says you deserve to taste my pussy since you haven’t fucked it in such a long time.”

    You push your tongue into her pussy. You taste her. You devour her. You claim her. She moans and your cock throbs. You love that your wife is willing to let another man decide whether you’re allowed to eat her pussy. You love that she’s willing to go along with her bull’s kinky desires. You love all of it so much.

    You make her cum. She fills your room with her moans of pleasure as her thighs tremble on either side of your head.

    “Thank you,” she says. You look up to see that she’s not talking to you. She’s talking to him. Even when it’s your tongue that gets her off, it’s really him that provided the orgasm. That’s life as a cuckold, though.

  
    Poll; Would You Clean a Creampie¿

    Creampie cleanup is among the most popular fantasies within cuckolding. But, there's a big difference between fantasizing about something and actually doing it. 

    You might find a wealth of pleasure in the idea of licking another man's thick, creamy load from your wife's pussy, especially if she's offering verbal encouragement. What if you were actually given the chance to do it, though? What if you were actually looking at your wife or girlfriend's cum-filled pussy? What if she actually told you to lick his cum out of her? Would you actually do it, or is it really the fantasy that turns you on?

  
    Poll; Would You Want a Neighbor Like This¿

    
      
    

    It’s rare, but there are women like this in the world. They enjoy bringing a hot guy home to fuck, but they crave a little bit of kink, too, and bringing their freshly-fucked pussy to their neighbor for some facesitting, smothering, or just a good worship session is plenty kinky. Maybe they throw in a little bit of dirty talk – or perhaps some straight up humiliation – and they get all the kinky pleasure they crave. The orgasm provided by riding the neighbor’s face might be even better than the orgasm provided by a big cock.

    So, the question is, if you had a neighbor like this, would you want her to bring her freshly-fucked pussy to you for servicing after she’d been with another man?

  
    Poolside Play for Your Hotwife and a Day of Service for Her Cuck – Part 1

    Two salt-rimmed glasses sit on the kitchen counter alongside a small pitcher and the ingredients for a killer margarita.

    You roll the limes on the counter - to make it easier to squeeze out the juice, of course - and stare out the kitchen window at the most beautiful backyard you've ever seen, including a gleaming, massive, inviting pool.

    A beautiful woman walks into view. She's wearing a sleek black bikini and her body looks lean, fit, and sexy, so much so that you've stopped rolling the limes so you can stare. You feel your cock stir as you admire the beautiful brunette standing poolside.

    You see her smile, but that smile isn't directed at you. A moment later a man steps into view. He's nearly a decade older than her, but he's good-looking, exceptionally fit, and he's successful enough to afford the beautiful house you're standing in.

    You watch as the beautiful brunette steps into the shirtless man's arms. She smiles up at him as his hands move down her back. He leans down and she tilts her head. Their lips meet and they share a deep kiss.

    They kiss like people do when they're enamored with each other, when merely looking at each other is enough to stir sexual desire. They kiss like people do when they know they're going to have great sex at some point that day, and you know that in their case there's a very good chance they'll have multiple rounds of great sex before the day is over.

    As they kiss, he slips a hand down the front of her bikini. You watch her mouth open so she can moan while he moves to kissing her neck. You can see the bulge between his legs, too, as kissing this beautiful woman has aroused his desires.

    He pulls his fingers from her bikini and holds the up. She stares at them and smiles. She takes them in her mouth. She looks into his eyes and sucks his fingers clean in the most erotic manner imaginable.

    Your dick is hard. It's hard because you're a cuckold and your wife is sucking on her bull's fingers out by his pool. It's hard because you've been sent inside to make margaritas for them while they enjoy a beautiful Sunday afternoon. It's hard because you're going to spend the entire day serving them drinks, making them food, and helping out in any way possible while your wife and her bull luxuriate in his exquisite house, backyard, and pool.

    It started with a conversation earlier this week.

    "Hey," your wife said, drawing your attention from the TV. She had her phone in her hands and a smile on her face. "Jeremy wants me to come over this Sunday. He wants lto spend the day relaxing by the pool and enjoying each other."

    She didn't have to be explicit for you to understand that your wife and her bull planned on indulging in their desire for each other - desire that is especially intense - all day Sunday.

    "You should go," you replied. "Of course you should go."

    She smiled. "He also wanted to know if my cuck wanted to come along."

    "Really?" you asked.

    Your wife nodded. "He said you could serve us drinks, make us lunch and even dinner if we stay long enough, do some chores around his house, and of course you can help out in whatever way we need when we're having our fun."

    It was an inherently humiliating request by her bull. He was essentially asking you to come and be their butler for the day, to serve their every need while he indulged in his desires for the pleasure your wife offered him.

    She extended her leg and moved her foot between your legs. She massaged your cock and smiled when she discovered that you'd gotten half hard at her recitation of her bull's request.

    "Can I tell him that you'd be happy to come and serve us like a good cuck?"

    That was enough to get you fully erect. Her bull knew the humiliating request would arouse you. He knew it would arouse your wife, too. He plays his part well. He gives you both what you need and you're grateful for that.

    "Yes, I'd be happy to come and serve you both."

    She texted her bull and then pulled her foot from your crotch and quickly removed her leggings. Her panties followed and she pointed to her pussy, wordlessly demanding that you worship her with your tongue. You did so, of course, as a good cuck always tends to his wife's desires.

    Afterwards, you asked for an orgasm. You found yourself doing a little bit of begging. She denied you, though, and informed you that you'd be denied until Sunday. She said she wanted you desperately horny while you were serving them.

    As you watch them kiss with a throbbing erection in your swimsuit, you can't help but appreciate that she denied you all week. Days like this are far more arousing if it's been quite some time since you've cum.

    Your wife jumps into the pool, leaving her bull standing there with an erection in his swimsuit and a smile on his face. She remains underwater until making it to the far side of the pool and then emerges, pushes her hair back, and turns around to smile at him.

    She says something and he jumps in after her. He swims across the pool. He surfaces in front of her. He presses his body against hers. They kiss and though you're far away you can see that she's wrapped her legs around him under the water.

    You want to watch - you want nothing more than to watch - but you've been tasked with making margaritas for them so you turn your attention to that.

    It's not the first time you've done so. You've served your wife and her bull a handful of times this summer and it's always thrilling. You find endless pleasure in being the kind of cuck that fully recognizes that his wife is sexually enamored with her bull and really can't help herself when she's around him, which means you don't get much of her attention. Serving them lets you be a part of it. Serving them lets you feel like a cuck. Serving them turns you on.

    You make the drinks - just for them, as you have work to do and you shouldn't be drinking - and carry them out to the backyard. You notice that they're in the same spot, only now it's quite obvious that they're having sex.

    You can see that his swimsuit is pulled down. Your wife has reached back and is gripping the concrete edge of the pool. His arms are underwater and seemingly holding her ass as he slowly thrusts in and out of her.

    Pool sex doesn't always result in an orgasm. The friction is really rather minimal, in fact. Your wife and her bull still like to fuck in the pool, though. They like to fuck all over his house and yard, in fact, but they seem to find something quite satisfying about having sex in his pool.

    You stand and watch with their drinks in your hand. Your cock is hard, but your cock is hard quite a bit when you serve them and you expect that will be the case today as well.

    Your wife looks at you and moans. She holds your gaze for a few moments, letting you see her pleasure. Then she says, "Put the drinks down, cuck, and get back to work. Jeremy left you a list of chores that need to be taken care of. I'll let you know when we need you."

    Your wife likes when you watch - and so does Jeremy - but today is different. Today's not about you watching. Today is - in many ways - about you being denied the pleasures usually afford to you as her cuckold. Today is about your wife and her bull experiencing as much pleasure as possible while you spend the vast majority of your time working.

    "You can start with my truck," Jeremy calls out as you head towards the house.

    You head inside and grab his car keys and your wallet. You head to the garage, get in his truck, and back out of the driveway. You've been tasked with getting his truck washed while he's having sex with your wife. The most difficult part of the task will be getting your erection to go down before you get to the car wash.

    At first it's a real struggle. All you can think about is the look on your wife's face. The look of pure pleasure as Jeremy fucked her in the pool. The look of a woman who was about as happy as could be, all because she was free to have sex with the gorgeous, wealthy, muscular older man she'd welcomed into your life as her bull just six months prior.

    You think of their bodies moving in the water and the gentle waves spreading outwards as he filled her over and over. You think of her soft moans and the way she gripped the edge of the pool and the way her legs were wrapped around him under the water as he had his way with her.

    You clear your mind as you near the car wash. You pull into the line and order the deluxe package that includes a wax buffing, a thorough cleaning of inside the cab, and an air freshener. You pay with your credit card - an extra bit of humiliation that your wife always insisted on - and then drive into the automatic sprayers that began the process.

    This isn’t a typical gas station car wash, though. It's the sort where the employees hand wash and dry the car and vacuum the inside. It's the only sort of car wash Jeremy will permit you to use, so after driving through the brief automated portion you get out and sit on one of the benches as the process continues.

    While sitting there you wonder what your wife and her bull are doing. You imagine them having gotten out of the pool. You imagine them toasting with the margaritas you made and smiling at what a good cuck you are. You imagine them drying off in the warm sun before they once again indulge in their desires.

    You see your wife kissing him. You see her pulling down his swimsuit to free his cock. You see her taking him in her mouth. You see her giving him a long, slow blowjob. You see her making him finish in her mouth.

    She tends to give him head more often when they're at his house. You're not sure why this is the case, but you suspect that it's because she feels a greater desire to do it when amidst the proof of his financial success.

    You generously tip the people that washed and dried Jeremy's truck and then get back in and drive to his house. You pull into the garage, check to make sure they didn't miss anything in the cleaning process, and head inside.

    Your wife is standing in the kitchen getting a glass of water from the refrigerator dispenser.

    "Let me get that for you," you say.

    "It's okay," she replies with a smile. "The margaritas were exceptional, by the way. You've gotten much better at making those."

    "Thank you."

    Your wife studies you for a few moments and says, "Come here." You step closer and she finishes filling her glass and sets it on the counter. "Did you enjoy watching him fuck me in the pool?"

    You nod.

    "He made me cum, you know. That's not easy to do in a pool, but he did it. I guess that's why he's my bull though."

    "It is."

    "I made him cum too," she says softly. "Not in the pool, though. Afterwards. He sat on one of those comfy lounge chairs by the pool and drank the margarita you made him while I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth."

    She hasn't touched your crotch, but your wife has succeeded in getting you hard.

    "I just finished, actually, and came in here to get some water. I got kind of sweaty sucking his big dick."

    "You look good when you're sweaty," you say.

    "Yeah?"

    You nod.

    "I can still taste his cum in my mouth," she says. "Would you like a taste, cuck?"

    "Yes, please."

    She pulls you close and kisses you. Her tongue pushes deep into your mouth and you taste him. You taste the saltiness of his cum. You taste the hint of bitterness. You taste the load that your wife just swallowed.

    "Thank you," you say as she pulls away.

    "You're welcome, cuck." She studies you and smiles. "You know, my ass got awfully sweaty when I was sucking his cock. Do you think you could do something about that?"

    She turns and leans against the counter. You get on your knees and pull her swimsuit down. You spread her cheeks and lean in. You lick her sweaty asshole and crack clean. She sips her water and moans while you do it. It's your place to serve your wife on a day like today. It's your place to serve her every need without question. It's your place to be a good cuck and your dick remains hard as a rock as you do so.

    When you're finished you pull her bikini bottoms back up and she grabs her glass of water and heads for the backyard.

    "Oh, Jeremy would like fish tacos for lunch. You'll find all the ingredients in the fridge and pantry. You can serve them to us outside."

    She blows you a kiss and leaves. You stand and look down at the tent in your pants. You smile at how good it feels to be a cuck on a day like today.

    You pull out the ingredients for the fish tacos. You make a spice rub, mix it with a bit of oil, and coat the fish with it while the pan preheats. You prep the slaw and pull out a handful of corn tortillas that you'll heat up right before serving your wife and her bull their lunch. You'll make a few tacos for yourself, though you know you won't be invited to eat with them. It's their day to enjoy each other, after all.

    You've always been a decent cook, but you've gotten better since your wife took up with her bull. At first you did so in part because you wanted to take a household duty off of your wife's plate. Lately you've continued to work on your skills because her bull really likes it when you cook for the both of them and you can't help but want to please him, too.

    Once everything is prepared you cook the fish and plate the tacos. You carry them outside and see your wife swimming laps while her bull sits poolside and finishes the last of the margarita you made.

    You set the plates on the poolside table and he looks your wife and smiles before getting up.

    "Fantastic job," he says while surveying the food. Then he offers his empty glass and adds, "I'll take another one of these, cuck."

    "Of course." You take the glass and head inside as your wife gets out of the pool. You look over your shoulder to see her kiss him. She's wet but he doesn't hesitate to pull her close while their tongues entwine.

    "You're so fucking irresistible," he says.

    "Then maybe you can fuck me after we eat," she replies playfully.

    He grabs her ass and kisses her again before they sit. You step inside and make him another margarita. You serve it while they're eating and they both compliment the tacos. You ask if you can get your wife or her bull anything more but they decline and you head inside and eat the tacos you prepared for yourself.

    You consult the list of chores and see that Jeremy wants his laundry done. You head upstairs to his bedroom and pause for a moment when you step inside. Your wife has been fucked a great many times in this bedroom. You've watched a handful of times, too, and it's always been so thrilling, especially since they started having unprotected sex.

    You think of the first time he came inside her. They were in his bed. They'd fucked for quite some time but they finished in missionary. Your wife implored him to cum inside her, to cum in her pussy, to flood her with his load while her cuck husband watched.

    You were on your knees at the foot of the bed. You saw his balls jumping in their sack as he came inside her. You saw it leaking out of her when he pulled out.

    That's when you first felt the desire to clean his cum out of her. You hadn't considered it before that day but it quickly became an obsession of yours. It took a while to admit to your wife that you wanted to clean her pussy, but she was more than happy to accommodate your desire and her bull found the notion utterly enthralling. You've regularly cleaned his mess out of her ever since and with any luck you'll be permitted to do so at some point today.

    After indulging in a host of naughty memories you set about gathering Jeremy's dirty laundry. Most of it is in the closet and you're surprised to spot a few of your wife's dresses hanging in there. You wonder when she brought them over. You wonder if she left them there because she's planning on spending more nights with him in the future and she likes having clothes there.

    You tidy up the closet while you're in there and tidy his bedroom a bit before bringing the hamper to the laundry room. You dutifully separate the darks and lights and get a load started to the exact specifications Jeremy laid out the first time you washed his clothes.

    Before heading downstairs you pop into Jeremy's bathroom and tidy it up, as well. You want to look into the backyard and see if they're having any fun, but you know that a good cuck is supposed to tend to his chores, so you do your best to do so.

    On your way downstairs you wife sends you a text. "Make yourself a margarita and come outside for a bit."

    You head to the kitchen. You look out the window but you don't see them. You don't hear anything, either, but you suspect they're having sex if she's invited you out back. You make a margarita as quickly as possible and head outside.

    You see them. He's in a lounge chair. She's on top. Her bikini bottoms are on the concrete pool deck. His cock is inside her. His hands are on her tits, though she still has her bikini top on, which you find ridiculously sexy.

    She looks your way and smiles before moaning. She rides him slowly as you find a seat close to them, a seat with a view of another man's cock filling your wife's pussy.

    "What were you doing?" she asks.

    "Jeremy's laundry," you answer.

    Your wife closes her eyes and moans. Then she looks at her bull and smiles while he fucks his cock up into her. "He was doing your laundry while you were busy fucking his wife."

    She finds it hot. You can hear it in her voice. She's always found it hot that Jeremy makes you do his chores and that you're willing to acquiesce to his desires. You find it hot too, in no small part because it turns her on so much. It's a beautiful trio that you've formed and it has resulted in deeply enhanced pleasure for all of you.

    "He's a good cuck," her bull says. "He knows his place."

    She moans, kisses him, and rides him harder. You don't know how long they've been fucking, but you can see a sheen of sweat on her back so you suspect they've been going at it for a while. You were upstairs for quite some time, after all.

    You get to watch a fair bit of sex, though, and it's as beautiful as always. There's nothing in the world quite like watching another man's cock move in and out of your wife's pussy. There's nothing quite like hearing her wild moans of pleasure as that happens. In this particular case, you find it a little extra thrilling to know that his neighbors might hear that he's fucking someone and that it's your wife getting fucked for perhaps several people to hear.

    "Cum in me," she says.

    You sip your drink. Your cock throbs in your swimsuit. You feel a bit of a buzz from the tequila as your wife implores another man to cum inside her.

    "Cum in my pussy, Jeremy!"

    Ever eager to please, your wife's bull cums inside her. She cums right along with him. They cum together as she collapses on him. You see his shaft pulsing and his balls jumping in their sack. You hope she's going to let you clean her pussy, though you still have many chores to do so you're not sure.

    After a bit of recovery time she looks at you and smiles.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," you say.

    "You're welcome, cuck," she replies. "Come here."

    You stand and approach.

    "Give me your drink."

    You hand your wife your drink and she lifts her pussy from his cock and holds the glass beneath it. His cum drips out and into your margarita. There's quite a lot of it, too.

    She takes her time emptying her pussy and then hands you the drink. "Finish it," she says. "Now."

    You stare into the drink and all of his cum sitting on top of the margarita. You swirl it around and throw it back. It's terrible, of course, but you swallow. You swallow his load and the margarita as they mix together. You swallow and you enjoy it as they both laugh.

    "You're such a cuck," she says before coming closer and kissing you on the cheek. "Don't worry, I'll let you lick his mess out of my pussy the next time he cums inside me as long as you remain a good cuck."

    "I will," you say.

    You absolutely will. You're a good cuck. You love being a good cuck. That's why you ask if they need anything. That's why you go inside and make them another round of drinks. That's why you deliver the drinks on a tray. That's why you head back inside to get back to work while they relax in the sun.

    She'll reward you, though. She always does.

  
    Poolside Play for Your Hotwife and a Day of Service for Her Cuck – Part 2

    You're sitting at the very end of your wife's lounge chair with her feet in your lap. You're massaging them like a good cuckold and you've been doing so for the last twenty minutes while she and her bull have alternated between kissing and talking about a variety of topics.

    "Hey, do you remember Hugh?" he asks.

    Your wife smiles. "I do. Why do you ask?"

    You've never met Hugh, but you remember that him, Jeremy, and your wife had a threesome a few months ago. It was Jeremy's suggestion and your wife was more than happy to go along with it. She'd never had a threesome and she figured that if she was ever going to have one that doing it with her bull made the most sense.

    "Well, I was thinking of inviting him over to spend the rest of the day with us. The cuck could make another round of drinks, we could all relax and swim in the pool, and of course we could have a little more fun."

    Your wife kisses her bull and caresses his cock. "The kind of fun where you share me with another man?"

    Her words are laced with arousal and your cock stirs at her obvious interest in being shared by her bull. For a moment you're utterly astounded that she's the same woman you'd married so many years ago. Becoming a hotwife has opened her up in ways you never imagined possible and it seems that she's going to indulge in yet another threesome.

    "If I remember correctly, you thoroughly enjoyed being shared last time," her bull replies.

    Your wife lowers his swimsuit and her fingers wrap around his cock, which is now hard. "Invite him over," she says softly. "My body is yours to share."

    You pop a full erection at her comment and it throbs as you watch your wife take her bull's cock into her mouth. You keep rubbing her feet, of course, since you're a good cuckold.

    "Clear these glasses away, cuck," her bull instructs. "Leave us alone. When Hugh gets here you can direct him to the backyard. Make sure you ask him if he'd like anything to eat. Oh, and when he arrives make sure to make more of those incredible margaritas."

    Jeremy dismisses you with a wave of his hand, the same hand that then moves the back of your wife's head. She moans and takes him deeper in her mouth as you get up, grab the empty glasses, and walk into the house with a full erection making a tent in your swimsuit.

    You rinse the glasses and put them in the dishwasher as you picture your wife's lips stretched around Jeremy's cock with his hand on the back of her head.

    The words she uttered play in your head over and over. "My body is yours to share."

    She was never that way before she met Jeremy. She was never so open, free, and wild, sexually speaking, at least. Now she is, though. He's set her free. Being a hotwife has set her free. She uttered those words because it turned her on to do so. She uttered them because she wants to have a threesome and because she very much likes the idea of being shared by her bull, of him being the one to make the decision. It's the same reason she likes it when he bosses you around while you're serving them at his house.

    The doorbell rings and you rush to answer it. You see another tall, handsome, wealthy-looking man standing there with a smile on his face.

    "Come in," you say.

    "Are you the cuck?" he asks.

    You nod. "I am. They're out back by the pool."

    Hugh claps you on the shoulder and heads for the backyard. You follow behind him and he stops in the kitchen.

    "Your wife's incredible, by the way," he says. "The last time was apparently her first threesome, but you never would have known it. She took both of us like a woman with plenty of experience in entertaining multiple men at the same time."

    You're not quite sure how to react to his comment, though your cock is very nearly erect, so you don't need to say anything for Hugh to know that you're at least a little bit turned on at the idea of her once again entertaining two men at the same time.

    "Can I make you a margarita?" you ask. "Or some food? I made tacos earlier and I could make some more for you."

    "I'll take a drink. No food, though. I'm good."

    You nod and he smiles and heads to the backyard. You follow. You know you should get right to the drinks, but you can't help it.

    You see your beautiful wife striding towards Hugh. Her bikini top is off. He takes his shirt off and they share a kiss with her tits pressed tightly into his chest. His hands move down her back and he grabs her ass. She leaps into his arms and wraps her legs around him. He walks towards the pool, kicks his sandals off, and jumps in with your wife in his arms. They disappear under the water and when they come up she has a bright smile on her face. They start kissing again almost immediately.

    You'd love to watch, but you know it's not your place. Instead, you need to serve. So you head back to the kitchen and make three margaritas. You take your time because you want them to be good. You place all three glasses on a tray and when you come out you see Hugh relaxing on the lounge chair next to Jeremy's.

    You also see that your wife has his cock in her mouth. His very large cock. Her hand moves up and down the shaft with her mouth and she's playing with his balls, too. 

    "Here you are," you say as you hand Hugh a drink.

    He takes it and says, "Thanks, cuck."

    Your wife looks up and smiles at him. It's a joyful smile. It's her way of telling him that she likes that he talks to you that way, that he knows how to treat you.

    You hand Jeremy his drink and set your wife's margarita on the table between their chairs.

    "Can I get you anything else?" you ask.

    "My keys are on the table back there," Hugh says. "I'd like you to wash my car."

    "Of course," you reply.

    You grab his keys, head inside, and then immediately head out to get his car washed. You spend most the time imagining what a threesome with Hugh and Jeremy would look like. Will they take turns fucking her? Will they fuck her mouth and pussy at the same time? Is there any chance she'd take both of them in her pussy, or even do a DP? Is that something your wife is even capable of doing?

    It takes a while - the car wash has gotten busy - but you return home with Hugh's car as clean as a whistle. You go inside, set his keys on the kitchen counter, and consult the list of chores that Jeremy laid out for you. Then you remember the load of laundry in the dryer and set off to fold it.

    You do so in the laundry room. You do so while your wife is by the pool with two men that are going to fuck her at some point today. You find it thrilling to be acting like their servant while they do as they please with her. You find it so thrilling that your cock gets hard while you're folding another man's laundry and thinking of your wife being shared by them.

    Jeremy wants his living room dusted, so you grab the proper tools for the job and head that way. There's a big bay window that has a view of the pool and you take the opportunity to look out it.

    You see your wife on her back on Hugh's lounge chair. You see him on top of her. You see him fucking her. You see a look of intense pleasure on her face. She's enjoying it. She likes how good his big cock feels inside her. She likes how deep he goes. She likes how hard he fucks her. At least, that's what it seems like to you.

    You'd love to watch and masturbate. You'd love to surrender to those desires that you can't help but feel. You don't, though. You know your place. You know that you must serve when your wife invites you to Jeremy's.

    So you dust his living room. You act like a good cuck and dust every surface in his living room. You clean his house while your wife is getting fucked by the pool. You clean his house while her pussy is being pounded by a cock that's at least twice as big as yours. You clean his house while you are likely the furthest thing from her mind.

    You're still dusting when your wife steps into the living room. She's naked. Her breasts are slightly reddened from what was likely a bit of rough handling. Her pussy lips look pink and puffy. She's perfect.

    "You look so cute with that duster in your hand," she says. "Maybe I should have Jeremy order you a maid's outfit you can wear the next time he invites us over."

    You desperately hope she won't do that.

    "You'd wear it, wouldn't you?" she asks. "You'd be a good little cuck and wear a frilly maid's outfit while you clean my bull's house, wouldn't you?"

    You nod. Of course you would. You probably wouldn't like it, but there's something so thrilling about doing as your wife and her bull desire, so of course you'd wear it.

    "Did you see Hugh fucking me?"

    "Yes."

    "Did you see me cum on his big cock?"

    You shake your head.

    Your wife smiles and comes closer. She reaches out and caresses your cock through your swimsuit while you stare at her naked body. She leans in, kisses your neck, and whispers, "I came so fucking hard." She nibbles on your earlobe and you moan. "I couldn't handle a cock that big all the time, but there was something so fucking good about getting pounded by him today."

    "Did he cum?" you ask.

    "He did. Not in my pussy, though. He came in my mouth."

    You stare at her lips.

    "You want to kiss me, don't you cuck?"

    You nod.

    "You want to kiss the mouth that another man filled with his cum."

    "Yes, please."

    She kisses you. It's soft and slow at first. She teases you with her tongue and then pulls it back. You moan as she rubs your cock through your swimsuit. Then she generously offers her tongue. She lets you suck on it. The faint taste of cum fills your mouth. It's glorious. She reaches into your swimsuit and strokes your bare cock a few times. You moan even louder.

    "We're going to swim a little. Then we're going to go up to Jeremy's bedroom and they're going to have their way with me."

    "What does that mean?" you ask.

    She smiles. "I'm not sure. I told Jeremy that I'm up for anything. The idea of them doing as they please...it turns me on. My pussy is tingling right now just thinking about it."

    All manner of wild imagery dances through your head. "Will I be able to watch?"

    "I don't know. It's not my decision. Not when we're at Jeremy's house. I'll try and convince him, though."

    She kisses you again. Deeply, this time. Slowly, too. It's a beautiful kiss. Your dick is so hard it hurts.

    "Now get back to work, cuck," she says with a smile.

    You watch your wife walk out of the room. You feel a desperate ache for her. There's nothing to be done about it, though, so you go back to cleaning.

    You do more chores as your wife, her bull, and his friend swim. You clear away their finished drinks. You watch them dry off and go inside. You see them head up to the bedroom. You're not invited to watch.

    You clean the bathroom on the lower floor. You clean it thoroughly as moans begin to drift down from the bedroom. You hear your wife. You hear the men. You don't hear the sounds of sex yet, but they're certainly having a good time.

    You're cooking steaks for dinner so you pull them from the fridge to season them. That's when you hear the unmistakable sounds of sex. The moans. The grunting. The bed frame creaking from the vigorous movements inherent to fucking.

    Your wife cums. She cums loudly. Soon after you get a text. "You can come and watch, cuck," she says.

    You finish seasoning the steaks and rush upstairs. Your wife is on her back when you step into the bedroom. Hugh is her pussy. Her head is turned and she's sucking on Jeremy's cock as he rests on his knees next to her.

    "On your knees, cuck," Jeremy instructs. "Right here by the side of the bed. Hugh wants to experience cumming in your wife's pussy while you're watching."

    You rush to the side of the bed and fall to your knees. Your wife reaches out and you grab her hand. She's still turned away from you and sucking Jeremy's cock, but you're grateful that she thought of you, that she's eager to be connected to you while two men enjoy her body.

    Hugh fucks her hard and fast. She moans around the cock in her mouth. He plays with her tits, handling them roughly and eliciting louder moans.

    "Do you want me to cum in your wife, cuck?" he asks while looking right at you.

    "Yes, please, cum in my wife's pussy. Cum in her pussy and make me clean it out of her."

    He laughs. "Fucking pathetic."

    The pleasure returns to his face. He pounds your wife harder. He buries his dick inside her. He grasps both of her breasts and squeezes them hard while grunting and groaning while a deeper level of pleasure dances over his face.

    He's cumming in your wife and he couldn't be happier about it. His orgasm lasts a long time, too, and your wife keeps on sucking Jeremy's cock the entire time.

    Finally, Hugh pulls out. He sits back on his knees, looks down at you, and says, "Come and suck it clean."

    You stand and move towards the bed. You lean over and take his cock in your mouth. You suck the head clean. You lick as much of the shaft as you can. You act like a cuckold should. You do as you're told. You do so without any concern about your sexuality, for your sexuality doesn't matter when you're serving.

    "He's a good cuck," Jeremy says. "He's been very well trained by his wife."

    Hugh puts a hand on the back of your head and pushes his cock as far into your mouth as he can. You can't manage much of it, but he seems delighted by your gagging and laughs out loud.

    "You can clean her, cuck," he says.

    Hugh moves away and you crawl between your wife's legs. You look up to see her still eagerly sucking on Jeremy's cock and then plunge your tongue into her pussy. Hugh's cum tastes different than Jeremy's. It's saltier and it's thicker, too. You clean it just the same. It's your duty. It's your pleasure, too. You get off on it. This is the thing you love most about being a cuckold, in fact, and your dick throbs so hard it actually aches a little.

    "Look at him go," Hugh says. "Holy shit."

    "Yeah, he loves cleaning her pussy. Absolutely adores it. She's turned him into quite the cum slut."

    You're not sure it was your wife's doing, though there's something about the idea that she trained you to enjoy being a cum slut that you quite enjoy.

    You're ravenous and you clean her quickly, probing her pussy relentlessly and luring every drop of cum onto your tongue so you can swallow. When you're finished you look up and Jeremy pulls out of her mouth.

    "Come and kiss me," she says.

    You crawl forward and kiss your wife while her fingers remain wrapped around Jeremy's cock. Your stiff dick is close enough to her pussy that you can feel the heat emanating from it, but you refrain from slipping inside her despite your incredible desire to do so.

    "Look at his cock," she whispers.

    You turn and look at the plump head of Jeremy's cock. She tightens her grip around the base and pulls him closer.

    "Will you suck him with me?" she asks. "Will you suck my bull's beautiful cock with me?"

    She licks and sucks the bottom half of his cock head. You watch for a few seconds with his dick literal inches from your mouth. Then you go to work. You lick and suck the top half of his cock. He groans.

    "Fucking hell," Hugh says. "That's really fucking hot."

    "He's a good cuck," your wife's bull replies. "And I swear, there's nothing quite like having a married man suck my dick mere moments before I fuck his wife."

    Your wife moans. You moan. Your dick is so hard and so close to her pussy. You want to be inside her. To fill her. To fuck her. You want it desperately. You can't have it, though. It's not yours to enjoy. Not tonight.

    "That's good," Jeremy says. "I want your pussy."

    Your wife kisses you and does so deeply.

    "Get out of the bed, cuck. Watch from your knees as he fucks me."

    You get out of the bed and your wife gets on her hands and knees. Jeremy moves behind her and Hugh gets in front of her. His cock is half hard and he feeds it into her mouth. She closes her eyes and sucks on it while Jeremy slides into her from behind.

    Your wife tends to two cocks at once as you watch from your knees. You see her breasts swaying gently with every thrust. You hear her moaning around the fat dick stretching her lips. You see the pleasure on the faces of the two men inside her. You see them experience a little extra erotic joy at the idea that they're spit roasting a married woman in front of her husband.

    They fuck her like that for quite some time, picking up the pace as they both get more turned on. Jeremy delivers a few rough swats on your wife's ass and Hugh leans down to play with her tits every now and then, all of which inspires beautiful moans from her.

    Then Jeremy pulls out. "Sit on Hugh's cock," he says.

    Hugh gets on his back and your wife sits on his big cock and takes him in her pussy. Jeremy moves behind her and spits in his hand. She looks back as he rubs his fingers over her asshole.

    Their eyes meet but he doesn't say a word. Instead, he spits in his hand again and rubs it over the head of his cock. He inches forward and presses his thick head against her asshole. She winces a little, but then a smile creeps across her face.

    "My body is yours to enjoy," she says. You can see that saying it turns her on.

    Hugh takes one of her nipples in his mouth and sucks on it, eliciting a moan from your wife as she turns her attention to him. He looks up and releases her nipple so they can kiss. Their tongues swirl while Jeremy works his way into her ass.

    "Does it feel good to have both of us inside you?" Hugh asks.

    She nods. "It does. It feels good to be so full, to be stretched like this. It feels so good to make you both feel good."

    They begin fucking her at the same time. Jeremy drives the pace. As he thrusts forward your wife's pussy lifts off of Hugh's cock, providing both men with pleasure. She kisses Hugh. He plays with her tits. He kisses her neck. She moans. Her eyes close and she arches her back a little.

    You're not sure what she's feeling, though you get the sense that she's a little bit overwhelmed by what you presume is her first double penetration. There's pleasure on her face, though. Perhaps it's the pleasure of making the two men feel good, though you suspect there's physical delight there as well.

    "Will you both cum in me?" she asks as they pick up the pace and fuck her faster.

    "Fuck yes," Jeremy says.

    Two men are going to cum inside her at the same time. Two men are going to flood her with their loads. You're going to watch it happen.

    "Harder," she says.

    They fuck her harder. She closes her eyes.

    "Fuck...it feels so good. Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder and cum inside me."

    They both fuck her hard and fast. They pound her holes. They double penetrate your wife while you watch from your knees like a good cuck.

    She cums. She cums hard. She throws her head back and unleashes a series of wild, wondrous noises while Hugh plays with her tits.

    The guys cum. They cum inside her. They cum in her ass and her pussy. They fill her holes and her smile gets even brighter. She likes having two men cum inside her. She likes satisfying them both.

    Jeremy pulls out first. She climbs off of Hugh's cock next. She rolls onto her back and runs her fingers through her hair. She looks exhausted but happy.

    Your wife turns and looks at you. "How do you feel?"

    "Turned on," you answer.

    She smiles. "Good. You have work to do. Both my holes need cleaning."

    "And then you need to make us dinner, cuck," Jeremy adds.

    You crawl into the bed. You take your place between your wife's legs. You stare at her freshly-fucked pussy.

    "Clean my pussy, cuck," she says. "Then clean my asshole. Then you can cook for us." She smiles and adds, “And don’t worry, sweetie, I’ll let you cum when we get home tonight. I’ll give you a quick handjob in the bathroom so you can blow your load in the toilet, which is where it belongs.”

    “I love you,” you say.

    She blows you a kiss and you get to work. This is your place. This is your duty. This is your pleasure.

    You love being a cuckold, don't you?

  
    Posts on the Blog Once More

    Hey,

    Now that I've completed the switch to a new host you can find more posts on the Private Blog. I did a bunch of them today along with captions too.

    Also, if you're a femdom supporter, make sure you check out the Femdom Patrons category on the blog. There's lots of hot content there just for you.

  
    Powerless to Stop his Cuckolding - Part 1

    “Charles, you didn’t tell me your wife was so beautiful,” Mr. Adams said as he sidled up next to Charles with a glass of champagne in his hand.

    Charles stared across the ballroom at his wife and smiled. Alice was exquisitely beautiful. More beautiful than any other woman at the charity fundraiser his law firm had organized. “Yes, sir, she is quite beautiful,” Charles replied as he glanced at his boss. “More beautiful than I probably deserve, if I’m being honest.”

    Mr. Adams kept his gaze focused on Alice, who was nodding along as an older woman engaged in an animated, largely one-sided conversation. 

    “What do you think drew her to you, Charles?” Mr. Adams asked. “After all, a woman of such great beauty could likely have any man she wanted. Why did she choose you?”

    “We met in college,” Charles answered as he admired the way Alice’s red satin dress hugged her hips. “I wouldn’t say it was love at first sight, but the chemistry was immediate. We’ve never really talked about why she chose me, to be honest. I never really thought about why I chose her. For me, I wanted to marry Alice after just a few months. I knew she was the one.”

    “Do you think you’ve given your wife the life she deserves, Charles?” Mr. Adams asked.

    Charles looked to see that his boss – and the youngest partner at the firm – had finally torn his gaze away from Alice. “I do, yes,” Charles answered. “I know I’m not quite as successful as you are, but I have a good job, I make a decent amount of money, Alice and I travel quite a bit, and she seems happy.”

    “I wonder about a man that says his wife seems happy,” Mr. Adams said. “Shouldn’t you know if she’s happy, Charles? Shouldn’t you be absolutely certain that you’re doing your absolute best to meet your wife’s needs?”

    Charles was taken aback by the aggressive nature of Mr. Adams’s comment. He looked across the ballroom and studied his wife for a few moments. He couldn’t remember the last time they’d had a bad fight and he couldn’t ever remember Alice voicing even a small sense of discontent with her life. She had a job she liked. They’d just moved into a beautiful home. They were thinking about having a family. Everything seemed to be going according to plan. And yet, for some reason Charles didn’t feel entirely confident in her happiness.

    “When I look at your wife, Charles, I see a woman in need of something she’s not getting,” Mr. Adams said.

    Charles looked at his wife and then at Mr. Adams, who was intently staring across the ballroom. “I don’t understand. What isn’t she getting?”

    Mr. Adams looked at Charles and flashed the confident smile that had likely helped him sign countless multimillion dollar clients for the firm. “I’m afraid that’s the sort of information a man has to discern for himself, though I suspect that if you don’t already know what your wife is missing, you never will. Excuse me.”

    Mr. Adams walked away as Charles looked across the ballroom. He stared at his wife as if he could figure out what his boss had seen. Nothing revealed itself, of course. Alice looked happy and beautiful, as she almost always did. She looked more elegant than usual thanks to the beautiful red satin dress and the time she’d taken with her hair and makeup, but otherwise she seemed to Charles like the girl he’d known since college.

    The string quartet returned to the stage as Charles studied his wife. They picked up their instruments and started in on a slow waltz, luring several of the partygoers to the dance floor and obscuring Charles’s view of his wife.

    Frustrated and dealing with an unexpected sense of insecurity set off by his boss, Charles set off across the ballroom to find Alice and share a dance with her. He felt a sudden and deep yearning to have her nearby, to feel the warmth of her body against his, to share a soft kiss as they moved to the beautifully played music of a centuries old piece.

    Alice was nowhere to be found by the time Charles made his way through the crowd of slow dancing couples. He saw the woman she’d been talking with, though, and approached her with a smile on his face.

    “Excuse me,” Charles said. “Would you happen to know where the lovely woman in the red dress went? The one you were talking with.”

    The older woman smiled cheerfully and said, “Oh, yes, a very handsome man escorted her onto the dance floor. She seemed quite enamored with him. I assumed it was her husband.”

    “I’m her husband,” Charles said.

    “Ah, well, my mistake,” the older woman said. “I’m sure I simply misjudged what I saw and your wife wasn’t enamored with the man that put his arm around her and led her to the dance floor.” She turned and walked away, though not before smiling in a manner that made it seem perfectly clear she didn’t think she’d misjudged anything.

    Charles spun around and studied the dance floor. There were dozens of couples, but it wasn’t long before he spotted Alice’s red dress in the crowd. Charles set out to see who’d asked his wife to dance. He made his way through the crowd as politely as he could and it wasn’t until he was just a few couples away that Charles realized it was Mr. Adams dancing with Alice.

    Powered by equal parts jealousy and insecurity, Charles approached his wife and his boss and said, “May I cut in?”

    Alice turned and replied, “Charles, darling, don’t be rude. Mr. Adams asked me to dance and since you weren’t anywhere to be found, I accepted. I’ll come find you when we’re done.”

    Mr. Adams glanced at Charles for a moment before spinning Alice away. Charles wasn’t about to demand that his wife stop dancing with his boss – Mr. Adams had a reputation for ruthlessness – so he walked away, not unlike a puppy slinking off with his tail between his legs when he’s been scolded.

    Charles drowned his sorrows in a strong drink and tried his best not to scream at the quartet to finish the damn song so his beautiful wife could cease dancing with his handsome, successful boss.

    Eventually, after what seemed like forever, Alice emerged from the crowd on the dance floor and approached Charles with a smile on her face.

    “Did you enjoy your dance?” he asked.

    “Don’t be jealous, Charles,” Alice replied. “It’s not a good look. Your boss asked me to dance. Did you expect me to turn him down? I’m not a fool. You don’t do that sort of thing if you want your husband to continue to get promoted. Besides, he was a perfect gentleman. Not for a moment did I feel like Mark was being inappropriate.”

    Charles was almost certain he detected just a hint of regret on his wife’s face. Was it possible she wanted Mr. Adams to be inappropriate? And she was now on a first name basis with him? Charles had never called him Mark. He’d seen people get yelled at for being so familiar with Mr. Adams.

    “I want to dance with you, but Mark wants to talk to me about a job at the charity. He said they’re looking for someone with my marketing and social media skills,” Alice said.

    “You have to do that now?” Charles asked. He couldn’t quite shake the notion that Mr. Adams didn’t have the purest of intentions. “It’s Saturday night. We’re at a party. Is this really the time to be talking about a new job?”

    “What did I say about being jealous, Charles?” Alice asked.

    “I’m not jealous,” he replied in a voice that was much louder than the situation merited.

    Alice pursed her lips and Charles saw anger flash in her eyes. It disappeared a moment later, but he knew he’d made a mistake.

    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m being jealous and stupid. I apologize.”

    “Mark and I are meeting in the hotel bar,” Alice said. “He said it shouldn’t take more than fifteen minutes and that if I’m interested he’ll introduce me to the head of the charity so I can set up a job interview for this week. He said you could come too, but I’d like you to stay here since it seems obvious that your jealousy has gotten the best of you tonight and I won’t have you cost me this opportunity.”

    Charles didn’t get a chance to apologize again as Alice turned and walked away. It would only have angered her further if he followed, so Charles downed the rest of his drink and watched her head towards the ballroom’s exit. Soon she’d be heading towards the elegant, darkly-lit bar across the other side of the massive, marble-floored lobby of the hotel.

    Charles was going to stay at the dance and try and socialize with his coworkers, but then he saw Mr. Adams meet Alice just before she departed the ballroom. He put his arm around her, pulled her closer than Charles thought appropriate, and walked into the lobby with her. Charles could almost hear his wife telling him not to be jealous, but he couldn’t help it. He put his drink down and headed towards the lobby. He popped his head out of the ballroom and saw Alice and Mr. Adams step into the bar.

    He crossed the lobby and peered into the bar to see where his wife and his boss had done. He spotted them sitting side-by-side in a booth in the far corner. They had drinks in front of them and it didn’t seem like they were talking about work. Alice laughed quite a bit and more than a few times she leaned towards Mr. Adams, displaying the kind of flirty desire a married woman wasn’t supposed to feel for anyone other than her husband.

    “Can I help you, sir?” the beautiful young hostess asked as she returned to the bar’s entrance.

    “Oh, uh, no…well,” Charles stammered as he tried to figure out a plan. Did he want to go into the bar and confront his wife? Did he want to stay out of sight and watch them? Was he out of his mind for feeling so jealous?

    “I’m afraid we don’t seat parties of one at the tables or booths, but there are plenty of seats at the bar if you’d like to get a drink,” the hostess said.

    Charles marveled that the bar was high end enough that they actually restricted who could sit at the tables, but rooms were at least $1,000 night at the hotel, so it made some sense. “I’ll sit at the bar,” Charles said as he eyed a seat that seemed to be almost entirely in shadow.

    “Very well,” the girl said.

    Charles quickly stepped past her and took the seat at the far end of the bar. Alice and Mr. Adams were facing away from him, which made it exceedingly unlikely they’d even look his way. He ordered a drink and fixed his gaze on his wife and his boss, studying every little movement and trying to guess as to the content of their conversation.

    For the first few minutes Charles felt foolish as his wife and his boss seemed to be talking business. They both had their phones out and though he couldn’t see clearly from a distance, it seemed like Alice was showing Mr. Adams some of her social media work.

    At some point their phones went away and the conversation seemed to get a little more intimate. Mr. Adams moved just a little closer. Alice leaned towards him. Mr. Adams touched her on the arm a few times. She brushed here hair back several times and sipped her drink in a manner that struck Charles as purposefully sexy.

    If someone else had walked into the bar they would have assumed Mr. Adams was a wealthy man attempting to seduce the beautiful brunette in the red satin dress. Charles felt the same way, and yet he stayed on the bar stool and nursed his drink. Alice had been genuinely angry with him earlier, so to confront her would have risked damaging his marriage, let alone the damage it could have done to his and Alice’s careers. The only choice was to stay on the bar stool and nurse his drink.

    Adhering to that choice became a great deal more difficult when Mr. Adams put his hand on Alice’s leg. It wasn’t incidental contact. He put his hand on her leg and he kept it there. He rubbed her thigh through the soft material of her dress. He was attempting to seduce her. There was no question about it.

    Alice didn’t move his hand away. She didn’t leave the booth. Instead, she smiled and her legs parted just a little. Her dress was too long for Mr. Adams to do anything untoward, making it seem like Alice’s reaction was instinctual, like her body wanted Mr. Adams to do more.

    Charles remained on the bar stool. He stared daggers towards his boss, but he took no action. The potential consequences seemed too high.

    Then Alice slid out of the booth and Mr. Adams followed. Charles didn’t have time to leave the bar without being seen, so he leaned further into the shadow and hoped they wouldn’t spot him sitting on the last stool at the bar.

    His hopes were dashed when Alice approached as Mr. Adams left the bar. She sat on the stool next to his, took his drink, and swallowed the rest of the dark liquid. “Did you know that the firm rented the penthouse suite for the evening?” she asked.

    “What?” Charles asked.

    Alice pulled a keycard from her handbag and placed it on the bar. “He said the view is breathtaking.”

    “Why did he give you a card?” Charles asked.

    Alice smiled. “Have you ever spent the night in a $12,000 hotel room?”

    “No, of course not,” Charles said.

    “I haven’t either,” Alice replied. “But I’d like to. Come.”

    She stood and held out her hand. Charles pulled $40 from his wallet and left it on the bar before taking his wife’s hand. She led him into the lobby and towards the elevators. She slipped the keycard into the slot for the penthouse and the door opened. Alice stepped inside and Charles followed.

    Alice leaned against the wall and pulled Charles close as the elevator doors shut and the car lurched to life and carried them towards the hotel’s top floor.

    “You’re so beautiful,” he said.

    “Thank you,” Alice replied. She smiled and tilted her head. Her lips approached his. Charles leaned closer. Just as they were about to kiss the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. Alice slid to the side and walked out into the hallway. Charles followed as she approached the door and slid the keycard into the slot.

    The suite was massive. There were two bedrooms, two balconies, a small kitchen, a living area, a dining area, and a screening room. It didn’t strike Charles as being worth $12,000, but it was unquestionably the nicest hotel room he’d ever been in.

    A bottle of champagne waited on the elegant coffee table in the living area. Charles noted that two glasses had already been poured, as if someone had come to the room and prepped it for their arrival.

    “It’s a lovely room, isn’t it?”

    Charles spun around to see Mr. Adams standing in the doorway of one of the bedrooms.

    “It’s exquisite,” Alice replied. “Just like you said it would be.”

  
    Powerless to Stop His Cuckolding - Part 2

    Mr. Adams smiled and approached Alice. He took her hand and led her away from Charles. He picked up both glasses of champagne and handed one to her. They smiled at each other and both sipped the bubbly liquid. Neither paid any attention to Charles.

    “What’s going on here?” Charles asked.

    Mr. Adams glanced at Charles and placed his glass of champagne on the coffee table. He moved behind Alice and reached up to brush her hair to one side. His fingers found her waist and he leaned down and kissed the soft, exposed skin of her neck.

    Alice closed her eyes and smiled as Mr. Adams placed a handful of kisses on her neck, all while Charles stood helplessly on the other side of the room.

    “What’s going on here?” he asked again.

    Mr. Adams looked at Charles as his hands slowly moved over Alice’s body. “What does it look like?”

    “It looks like…it looks like…I don’t know,” Charles said. He was so flustered he couldn’t manage an answer.

    Alice opened her eyes and looked at Charles. “It looks like your boss is seducing your wife,” she said.

    Mr. Adams kissed her neck again and Alice took a long sip of her champagne. She smiled at Charles and turned her head towards Mr. Adams. Their lips met and her mouth opened. They shared an astonishingly passionate kiss as Charles remained on the other side of the room. His inability to intervene befuddled him, but for some reason he couldn’t find the strength to try and stop his wife from kissing his boss.

    “Please, Alice…don’t,” Charles managed to say, though even he could hear how weak it sounded.

    “Don’t what?” Alice asked as Mr. Adams kissed her neck once more.

    “Don’t do this,” Charles replied. “Please, don’t do this.”

    For just a moment Charles thought his wife might recover from whatever temporary insanity had gripped her. A sympathetic look crossed her face, like she realized just how crazy it was to be kissing another man in front of her husband. It disappeared after just a moment, though. Mr. Adams gently cupped her breasts through the soft red satin of her dress and kissed her neck. She closed her eyes, moaned, and turned her head. They kissed again. It was deeper. The passion between them had grown.

    “I’m sorry, darling,” Alice said as she looked back at Charles. “But you’ll have to do better than weakly asking that I refrain from letting your boss have his way with me.”

    Mr. Adams reached up and gently slipped the straps of Alice’s dress off her shoulders. He looked at Charles and smiled before pulling down her dress and revealing her perky, milky white, bare breasts.

    “Your wife isn’t as happy as she deserves to be, Charles,” Mr. Adams said as he took Alice’s breasts in his hands and gently kneaded the flesh. “She confessed to me that you’re not everything she needs you to be. How does that make you feel, Charles?”

    Charles watched his boss play with Alice’s breasts and listened to her moan. She had a joyful smile on her face, like his hands were the key to all of life’s pleasures.

    “You should be embarrassed, Charles,” Mr. Adams said. He kissed Alice’s neck again and gently sucked on her earlobe. He rolled her nipples between his fingers, eliciting a long, low moan. “A woman as beautiful as your wife deserves to experience all of life’s greatest pleasures and you’ve failed miserably in that regard. You’ve failed in your duties as her husband.”

    “I make her feel good,” Charles said. “I make her cum. We have an active sex life.”

    Mr. Adams pushed Alice’s dress over her hips and it fell to the floor, revealing a triangle of dark pubic hair above the pink, swollen flesh of her pussy lips.

    “Not all orgasms are created equal, Charles,” Mr. Adams said as he moved a hand between Alice’s legs. “Your wife deserves great orgasms. She deserves to cum so hard she ends up seeing stars. She deserves the kind of orgasm she wants to tell her friends about.”

    From across the room it looked as if Alice had willingly surrendered her body to Mr. Adams. His hands moved over her pale flesh as if he owned it and she offered no resistance to his touch. When his finger slipped between her pussy lips she moaned. When he pulled on her nipple she moaned louder. When he kissed her neck she turned her head so their lips could meet and she could welcome his tongue into her mouth. She did it all without any apparent concern for Charles, who was still standing across the room as if his feet were stuck in concrete.

    “Is he right?” Charles asked. “Am I not everything you need me to be?”

    Alice looked at him and smiled. “No, you’re not,” she said.

    Mr. Adams spun her around and they kissed as he grabbed Alice’s ass with both hands. She moaned into his mouth and her hand moved between his legs. Charles couldn’t see what she was doing, but it seemed clear that she was stroking Mr. Adams through his pants. She was playing with another man’s cock. She was giving him pleasure. It was obvious that the night was going to end with Alice getting fucked, and yet Charles couldn’t find the courage to try and stop it.

    Mr. Adams picked Alice up and she wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as he carried her to the largest of the bedrooms. Charles watched Mr. Adams place his wife on the bed. Alice instinctively spread her legs as Mr. Adams kissed her neck and chest. His lips found one of her nipples and she moaned as he sucked on it.

    Charles thought about turning around and walking out of the penthouse suite. He thought about leaving his wife and finding a divorce attorney. He thought about tossing aside the life he’d built with Alice, but he couldn’t do it.

    Instead, Charles surrendered to the force that compelled him to follow his wife and his boss into the bedroom. He couldn’t begin to comprehend it, but he didn’t question it. He simply followed the directions that seemed to come from deep in his subconscious.

    Mr. Adams moved between Alice’s legs and slipped two fingers inside her as Charles stepped into the bedroom. He pressed his lips against her clit and she let out a wild moan.

    “Oh, fuck, Mark, that feels so good,” she said.

    Charles wanted to say something. He wanted to try to put an end to his wife’s impending infidelity. He wanted to stop it before the evening reached its seemingly inevitable conclusion with Mr. Adams fucking his wife. He couldn’t, though. He couldn’t form the words. He couldn’t utter the protest that wanted to escape his lips.

    “Are you going to watch?” Alice asked, dragging Charles out his head and into the present moment.

    “What?” he asked, mostly because he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea.

    “Are you going to watch him fuck me?” Alice asked as Mr. Adams continued to pleasure her with his tongue and fingers.

    She moaned as Charles stared silently. He wanted to say no. Why would he watch another man fuck his wife? Why would that be something he was remotely interested in? And yet, he couldn’t make his lips form the word. All he could do was stand there and watch as his naked wife writhed in the hotel bed while his boss went down on her.

    “Of course he’s going to watch,” Mr. Adams said as he came up for air. “He wants to know what you need. He can’t help but be curious. He wants to see what he’s not giving you. He wants to see what it’s like when someone fucks his wife like she craves.” Mr. Adams stood and took off his jacket. He tossed it at Charles and said, “Hang that up for me, will you?”

    Charles caught the jacket and stared at it as he contemplated dropping it on the floor and walking out of the room.

    “Aren’t you going to do as your boss instructs?” Alice asked. “You don’t want to endanger your job, do you? Be a good employee and hang up his jacket. Then you can come and take his shirt and pants.”

    Charles did as his wife said. He hung up the jacket in the closet and he returned to fetch the shirt and pants that now rested on the ground. He watched Alice sit up and scoot to the edge of the bed. She pulled down Mr. Adams’s underwear, exposing his stiff cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and looked up at him with a giddy smile on her face.

    “Hang up his clothes, Charles,” Alice said.

    Charles turned towards the closet and hung up his boss’s clothes. When he turned back his wife was on her knees in front of Mr. Adams. She had his cock in her mouth. She was looking up at him and giving a beautiful blowjob. She was offering him pleasure just like he’d offered her pleasure.

    Charles stood stone still by the closet. He watched another man’s cock move in and out of his wife’s mouth.

    “You have a beautiful cock,” she said.

    Mr. Adams reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. He offered his hand and said, “Come here.”

    Alice stood and pressed her naked body against his. Mr. Adams wrapped his arms around her and they kissed. He picked her up and placed her in the bed once more. She spread her legs and Mr. Adams crawled between them. Charles remained by the closet, unable to move and seemingly unwilling to try and stop his boss from fucking his wife.

    “I need you inside me,” Alice said as Mr. Adams kissed her neck and played with her breasts. “I need you to fuck me.”

    “Why?” Mr. Adams asked.

    Alice looked at Charles and said, “Because I’ve completely forgotten what it feels like to get fucked by a real man. Because my pussy aches for the pleasure my husband hasn’t been able to give me. Now fuck me.”

    Charles reached down and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips. Alice moaned as he pushed the tip inside her before pulling out again.

    “Don’t tease me,” she said. “Just fuck me. Fuck me while my husband watches.”

    Charles leaned against the wall as a unique kind of agony spread through his body. It seemed entirely possible that his marriage was about to end. At the very least it would never be the same.

    Mr. Adams filled Alice with his cock. A long, low, intense groan escaped her lips as she closed her eyes and wrapped her legs around him. “Oh my God,” Alice said. “Oh my fucking God.”

    Charles told himself to leave. It was clear he couldn’t stop what was happening. Mr. Adams was in far better shape than him, anyway, so even if he tried to pull the other man off his wife he would have ended up with a black eye. He told himself to leave, but he didn’t listen. He simply leaned against the wall and watched. He watched another man’s cock move in and out of his wife’s pussy. He watched Alice have unprotected sex with another man. He watched his wife greedily welcome Mr. Adams’s cock inside her. He watched her cling to his body like he was the first man she’d fucked in a decade. He watched and felt the deepest humiliation he’d ever experienced.

    “Fuck me, Mark,” Alice said. She sounded desperate, like she was worried Mr. Adams would pull out and deprive her of the orgasm she was clearly counting on. “Fuck me harder. Oh, fuck, fuck me harder.”

    Mr. Adams gave Alice what she needed and Charles couldn’t help but notice that it seemed quite different than when he made love to his wife. There was something animalistic about it. It struck him that Mr. Adams was indeed fucking her. He was pounding her. He was delivering a thoroughly satisfying fucking and Alice was gleefully on the receiving end of it.

    Charles made love to his wife, or at least that’s how he thought of it. It was tender and slow when they had sex. There was lots of kissing and touching and he’d always thought Alice was into it. Perhaps she was. Perhaps she simply needed what Mr. Adams was giving her too and Charles couldn’t offer it.

    “Look who’s enjoying the show,” Alice said.

    Charles followed her eye line to his crotch. He saw the erection his wife was looking at. It caught him by surprise. Somehow he hadn’t noticed. He was so caught up in what felt like misery that he hadn’t picked up on the obvious sign of desire protruding from his pelvis.

    “There’s no reason to deny yourself, Charles,” Alice said. “Take your cock out. Jerk off while your boss fucks me. It feels fitting, doesn’t it? The better man gets to cum in my pussy and you get to cum in your hand.”

    A heavy wave of humiliation hit Charles as he reached down and unzipped his pants. He pulled out his cock and wrapped his fingers around it. He looked towards the bed to see his wife and his boss kissing as they fucked. Alice’s attention had already been pulled back to the man inside her. That felt fitting, too. Why would she pay attention to Charles when someone else was about to make her cum?

    “Does that feel good?” Mr. Adams asked. “Is this what you needed?”

    Alice moaned. “This is what I’ve needed for years,” she said. “This is what’s been missing from my marriage.”

    Mr. Adams managed to find a little more strength to fuck Alice even harder and faster. The bed squeaked and her moans grew louder. Charles stroked his cock faster as he felt the arousal that had built between his legs spread through the rest of his body.

    “Mark…oh…fuck, Mark, I’m cumming. Holy shit, I’m cumming!” Alice cried out.

    A screaming orgasm followed and Mark fucked her faster. His groans got lower and louder. Alice spread her legs wide to give him complete access. Her toes curled as the orgasm continued to vibrate up and down her legs.

    “Cum inside me,” Alice said. “Cum inside me while my husband watches.”

    Mr. Adams groaned and buried his cock in Alice’s pussy. Charles watched another man cum in his wife and he unloaded. His semen sprayed all over the hotel carpet as he leaned against the wall and did everything he could to maintain his balance. The sheer force of the pleasure rushing through him made his knees buckle so he slowly sank to the floor, eventually ending up on his ass with his still-stiff cock in his hand and a small puddle of semen in front of him.

    Charles looked at the bed to see his wife and his boss kissing. Her hands moved over his back and through his hair as she showed her appreciation for the man that had just given her what seemed like the best orgasm Charles had ever witnessed.

    “Look at him,” Alice said.

    Mr. Adams turned and looked at Charles. “Pathetic,” he said. “What kind of man masturbates while someone else is fucking his wife?”

    Charles looked away as a powerful sense of post-orgasmic shame washed over him.

    “My husband, apparently,” Alice said. “I think I’ll be making some changes to our marriage. If he likes watching you fuck me so much, he should get to do it more often, don’t you think?”

    “I do,” Mr. Adams said. “That’s exactly the sort of thing a man like Charles should get to do.”

    Charles closed his eyes and sank into his shame. He’d had his chances to stop them. He certainly could have walked away. He chose not to, though. He’d earned whatever changes were coming to his marriage. Whatever Alice decided to do, he deserved it.

    The End.

  
    Powerless to Stop His Cuckolding – Part 1

    “Charles, you didn’t tell me your wife was so beautiful,” Mr. Adams said as he sidled up next to Charles with a glass of champagne in his hand.

    Charles stared across the ballroom at his wife and smiled. Alice was exquisitely beautiful. More beautiful than any other woman at the charity fundraiser his law firm had organized. “Yes, sir, she is quite beautiful,” Charles replied as he glanced at his boss. “More beautiful than I probably deserve, if I’m being honest.”

    Mr. Adams kept his gaze focused on Alice, who was nodding along as an older woman engaged in an animated, largely one-sided conversation.

    “What do you think drew her to you, Charles?” Mr. Adams asked. “After all, a woman of such great beauty could likely have any man she wanted. Why did she choose you?”

    “We met in college,” Charles answered as he admired the way Alice’s red satin dress hugged her hips. “I wouldn’t say it was love at first sight, but the chemistry was immediate. We’ve never really talked about why she chose me, to be honest. I never really thought about why I chose her. For me, I wanted to marry Alice after just a few months. I knew she was the one.”

    “Do you think you’ve given your wife the life she deserves, Charles?” Mr. Adams asked.

    Charles looked to see that his boss – and the youngest partner at the firm – had finally torn his gaze away from Alice. “I do, yes,” Charles answered. “I know I’m not quite as successful as you are, but I have a good job, I make a decent amount of money, Alice and I travel quite a bit, and she seems happy.”

    “I wonder about a man that says his wife seems happy,” Mr. Adams said. “Shouldn’t you know if she’s happy, Charles? Shouldn’t you be absolutely certain that you’re doing your absolute best to meet your wife’s needs?”

    Charles was taken aback by the aggressive nature of Mr. Adams’s comment. He looked across the ballroom and studied his wife for a few moments. He couldn’t remember the last time they’d had a bad fight and he couldn’t ever remember Alice voicing even a small sense of discontent with her life. She had a job she liked. They’d just moved into a beautiful home. They were thinking about having a family. Everything seemed to be going according to plan. And yet, for some reason Charles didn’t feel entirely confident in her happiness.

    “When I look at your wife, Charles, I see a woman in need of something she’s not getting,” Mr. Adams said.

    Charles looked at his wife and then at Mr. Adams, who was intently staring across the ballroom. “I don’t understand. What isn’t she getting?”

    Mr. Adams looked at Charles and flashed the confident smile that had likely helped him sign countless multimillion dollar clients for the firm. “I’m afraid that’s the sort of information a man has to discern for himself, though I suspect that if you don’t already know what your wife is missing, you never will. Excuse me.”

    Mr. Adams walked away as Charles looked across the ballroom. He stared at his wife as if he could figure out what his boss had seen. Nothing revealed itself, of course. Alice looked happy and beautiful, as she almost always did. She looked more elegant than usual thanks to the beautiful red satin dress and the time she’d taken with her hair and makeup, but otherwise she seemed to Charles like the girl he’d known since college.

    The string quartet returned to the stage as Charles studied his wife. They picked up their instruments and started in on a slow waltz, luring several of the partygoers to the dance floor and obscuring Charles’s view of his wife.

    Frustrated and dealing with an unexpected sense of insecurity set off by his boss, Charles set off across the ballroom to find Alice and share a dance with her. He felt a sudden and deep yearning to have her nearby, to feel the warmth of her body against his, to share a soft kiss as they moved to the beautifully played music of a centuries old piece.

    Alice was nowhere to be found by the time Charles made his way through the crowd of slow dancing couples. He saw the woman she’d been talking with, though, and approached her with a smile on his face.

    “Excuse me,” Charles said. “Would you happen to know where the lovely woman in the red dress went? The one you were talking with.”

    The older woman smiled cheerfully and said, “Oh, yes, a very handsome man escorted her onto the dance floor. She seemed quite enamored with him. I assumed it was her husband.”

    “I’m her husband,” Charles said.

    “Ah, well, my mistake,” the older woman said. “I’m sure I simply misjudged what I saw and your wife wasn’t enamored with the man that put his arm around her and led her to the dance floor.” She turned and walked away, though not before smiling in a manner that made it seem perfectly clear she didn’t think she’d misjudged anything.

    Charles spun around and studied the dance floor. There were dozens of couples, but it wasn’t long before he spotted Alice’s red dress in the crowd. Charles set out to see who’d asked his wife to dance. He made his way through the crowd as politely as he could and it wasn’t until he was just a few couples away that Charles realized it was Mr. Adams dancing with Alice.

    Powered by equal parts jealousy and insecurity, Charles approached his wife and his boss and said, “May I cut in?”

    Alice turned and replied, “Charles, darling, don’t be rude. Mr. Adams asked me to dance and since you weren’t anywhere to be found, I accepted. I’ll come find you when we’re done.”

    Mr. Adams glanced at Charles for a moment before spinning Alice away. Charles wasn’t about to demand that his wife stop dancing with his boss – Mr. Adams had a reputation for ruthlessness – so he walked away, not unlike a puppy slinking off with his tail between his legs when he’s been scolded.

    Charles drowned his sorrows in a strong drink and tried his best not to scream at the quartet to finish the damn song so his beautiful wife could cease dancing with his handsome, successful boss.

    Eventually, after what seemed like forever, Alice emerged from the crowd on the dance floor and approached Charles with a smile on her face.

    “Did you enjoy your dance?” he asked.

    “Don’t be jealous, Charles,” Alice replied. “It’s not a good look. Your boss asked me to dance. Did you expect me to turn him down? I’m not a fool. You don’t do that sort of thing if you want your husband to continue to get promoted. Besides, he was a perfect gentleman. Not for a moment did I feel like Mark was being inappropriate.”

    Charles was almost certain he detected just a hint of regret on his wife’s face. Was it possible she wanted Mr. Adams to be inappropriate? And she was now on a first name basis with him? Charles had never called him Mark. He’d seen people get yelled at for being so familiar with Mr. Adams.

    “I want to dance with you, but Mark wants to talk to me about a job at the charity. He said they’re looking for someone with my marketing and social media skills,” Alice said.

    “You have to do that now?” Charles asked. He couldn’t quite shake the notion that Mr. Adams didn’t have the purest of intentions. “It’s Saturday night. We’re at a party. Is this really the time to be talking about a new job?”

    “What did I say about being jealous, Charles?” Alice asked.

    “I’m not jealous,” he replied in a voice that was much louder than the situation merited.

    Alice pursed her lips and Charles saw anger flash in her eyes. It disappeared a moment later, but he knew he’d made a mistake.

    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m being jealous and stupid. I apologize.”

    “Mark and I are meeting in the hotel bar,” Alice said. “He said it shouldn’t take more than fifteen minutes and that if I’m interested he’ll introduce me to the head of the charity so I can set up a job interview for this week. He said you could come too, but I’d like you to stay here since it seems obvious that your jealousy has gotten the best of you tonight and I won’t have you cost me this opportunity.”

    Charles didn’t get a chance to apologize again as Alice turned and walked away. It would only have angered her further if he followed, so Charles downed the rest of his drink and watched her head towards the ballroom’s exit. Soon she’d be heading towards the elegant, darkly-lit bar across the other side of the massive, marble-floored lobby of the hotel.

    Charles was going to stay at the dance and try and socialize with his coworkers, but then he saw Mr. Adams meet Alice just before she departed the ballroom. He put his arm around her, pulled her closer than Charles thought appropriate, and walked into the lobby with her. Charles could almost hear his wife telling him not to be jealous, but he couldn’t help it. He put his drink down and headed towards the lobby. He popped his head out of the ballroom and saw Alice and Mr. Adams step into the bar.

    He crossed the lobby and peered into the bar to see where his wife and his boss had done. He spotted them sitting side-by-side in a booth in the far corner. They had drinks in front of them and it didn’t seem like they were talking about work. Alice laughed quite a bit and more than a few times she leaned towards Mr. Adams, displaying the kind of flirty desire a married woman wasn’t supposed to feel for anyone other than her husband.

    “Can I help you, sir?” the beautiful young hostess asked as she returned to the bar’s entrance.

    “Oh, uh, no…well,” Charles stammered as he tried to figure out a plan. Did he want to go into the bar and confront his wife? Did he want to stay out of sight and watch them? Was he out of his mind for feeling so jealous?

    “I’m afraid we don’t seat parties of one at the tables or booths, but there are plenty of seats at the bar if you’d like to get a drink,” the hostess said.

    Charles marveled that the bar was high end enough that they actually restricted who could sit at the tables, but rooms were at least $1,000 night at the hotel, so it made some sense. “I’ll sit at the bar,” Charles said as he eyed a seat that seemed to be almost entirely in shadow.

    “Very well,” the girl said.

    Charles quickly stepped past her and took the seat at the far end of the bar. Alice and Mr. Adams were facing away from him, which made it exceedingly unlikely they’d even look his way. He ordered a drink and fixed his gaze on his wife and his boss, studying every little movement and trying to guess as to the content of their conversation.

    For the first few minutes Charles felt foolish as his wife and his boss seemed to be talking business. They both had their phones out and though he couldn’t see clearly from a distance, it seemed like Alice was showing Mr. Adams some of her social media work.

    At some point their phones went away and the conversation seemed to get a little more intimate. Mr. Adams moved just a little closer. Alice leaned towards him. Mr. Adams touched her on the arm a few times. She brushed here hair back several times and sipped her drink in a manner that struck Charles as purposefully sexy.

    If someone else had walked into the bar they would have assumed Mr. Adams was a wealthy man attempting to seduce the beautiful brunette in the red satin dress. Charles felt the same way, and yet he stayed on the bar stool and nursed his drink. Alice had been genuinely angry with him earlier, so to confront her would have risked damaging his marriage, let alone the damage it could have done to his and Alice’s careers. The only choice was to stay on the bar stool and nurse his drink.

    Adhering to that choice became a great deal more difficult when Mr. Adams put his hand on Alice’s leg. It wasn’t incidental contact. He put his hand on her leg and he kept it there. He rubbed her thigh through the soft material of her dress. He was attempting to seduce her. There was no question about it.

    Alice didn’t move his hand away. She didn’t leave the booth. Instead, she smiled and her legs parted just a little. Her dress was too long for Mr. Adams to do anything untoward, making it seem like Alice’s reaction was instinctual, like her body wanted Mr. Adams to do more.

    Charles remained on the bar stool. He stared daggers towards his boss, but he took no action. The potential consequences seemed too high.

    Then Alice slid out of the booth and Mr. Adams followed. Charles didn’t have time to leave the bar without being seen, so he leaned further into the shadow and hoped they wouldn’t spot him sitting on the last stool at the bar.

    His hopes were dashed when Alice approached as Mr. Adams left the bar. She sat on the stool next to his, took his drink, and swallowed the rest of the dark liquid. “Did you know that the firm rented the penthouse suite for the evening?” she asked.

    “What?” Charles asked.

    Alice pulled a keycard from her handbag and placed it on the bar. “He said the view is breathtaking.”

    “Why did he give you a card?” Charles asked.

    Alice smiled. “Have you ever spent the night in a $12,000 hotel room?”

    “No, of course not,” Charles said.

    “I haven’t either,” Alice replied. “But I’d like to. Come.”

    She stood and held out her hand. Charles pulled $40 from his wallet and left it on the bar before taking his wife’s hand. She led him into the lobby and towards the elevators. She slipped the keycard into the slot for the penthouse and the door opened. Alice stepped inside and Charles followed.

    Alice leaned against the wall and pulled Charles close as the elevator doors shut and the car lurched to life and carried them towards the hotel’s top floor.

    “You’re so beautiful,” he said.

    “Thank you,” Alice replied. She smiled and tilted her head. Her lips approached his. Charles leaned closer. Just as they were about to kiss the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. Alice slid to the side and walked out into the hallway. Charles followed as she approached the door and slid the keycard into the slot.

    The suite was massive. There were two bedrooms, two balconies, a small kitchen, a living area, a dining area, and a screening room. It didn’t strike Charles as being worth $12,000, but it was unquestionably the nicest hotel room he’d ever been in.

    A bottle of champagne waited on the elegant coffee table in the living area. Charles noted that two glasses had already been poured, as if someone had come to the room and prepped it for their arrival.

    “It’s a lovely room, isn’t it?”

    Charles spun around to see Mr. Adams standing in the doorway of one of the bedrooms.

    “It’s exquisite,” Alice replied. “Just like you said it would be.”

    Click here to read the second part of the story.

  
    Powerless to Stop His Cuckolding – Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Mr. Adams smiled and approached Alice. He took her hand and led her away from Charles. He picked up both glasses of champagne and handed one to her. They smiled at each other and both sipped the bubbly liquid. Neither paid any attention to Charles.

    “What’s going on here?” Charles asked.

    Mr. Adams glanced at Charles and placed his glass of champagne on the coffee table. He moved behind Alice and reached up to brush her hair to one side. His fingers found her waist and he leaned down and kissed the soft, exposed skin of her neck.

    Alice closed her eyes and smiled as Mr. Adams placed a handful of kisses on her neck, all while Charles stood helplessly on the other side of the room.

    “What’s going on here?” he asked again.

    Mr. Adams looked at Charles as his hands slowly moved over Alice’s body. “What does it look like?”

    “It looks like…it looks like…I don’t know,” Charles said. He was so flustered he couldn’t manage an answer.

    Alice opened her eyes and looked at Charles. “It looks like your boss is seducing your wife,” she said.

    Mr. Adams kissed her neck again and Alice took a long sip of her champagne. She smiled at Charles and turned her head towards Mr. Adams. Their lips met and her mouth opened. They shared an astonishingly passionate kiss as Charles remained on the other side of the room. His inability to intervene befuddled him, but for some reason he couldn’t find the strength to try and stop his wife from kissing his boss.

    “Please, Alice…don’t,” Charles managed to say, though even he could hear how weak it sounded.

    “Don’t what?” Alice asked as Mr. Adams kissed her neck once more.

    “Don’t do this,” Charles replied. “Please, don’t do this.”

    For just a moment Charles thought his wife might recover from whatever temporary insanity had gripped her. A sympathetic look crossed her face, like she realized just how crazy it was to be kissing another man in front of her husband. It disappeared after just a moment, though. Mr. Adams gently cupped her breasts through the soft red satin of her dress and kissed her neck. She closed her eyes, moaned, and turned her head. They kissed again. It was deeper. The passion between them had grown.

    “I’m sorry, darling,” Alice said as she looked back at Charles. “But you’ll have to do better than weakly asking that I refrain from letting your boss have his way with me.”

    Mr. Adams reached up and gently slipped the straps of Alice’s dress off her shoulders. He looked at Charles and smiled before pulling down her dress and revealing her perky, milky white, bare breasts.

    “Your wife isn’t as happy as she deserves to be, Charles,” Mr. Adams said as he took Alice’s breasts in his hands and gently kneaded the flesh. “She confessed to me that you’re not everything she needs you to be. How does that make you feel, Charles?”

    Charles watched his boss play with Alice’s breasts and listened to her moan. She had a joyful smile on her face, like his hands were the key to all of life’s pleasures.

    “You should be embarrassed, Charles,” Mr. Adams said. He kissed Alice’s neck again and gently sucked on her earlobe. He rolled her nipples between his fingers, eliciting a long, low moan. “A woman as beautiful as your wife deserves to experience all of life’s greatest pleasures and you’ve failed miserably in that regard. You’ve failed in your duties as her husband.”

    “I make her feel good,” Charles said. “I make her cum. We have an active sex life.”

    Mr. Adams pushed Alice’s dress over her hips and it fell to the floor, revealing a triangle of dark pubic hair above the pink, swollen flesh of her pussy lips.

    “Not all orgasms are created equal, Charles,” Mr. Adams said as he moved a hand between Alice’s legs. “Your wife deserves great orgasms. She deserves to cum so hard she ends up seeing stars. She deserves the kind of orgasm she wants to tell her friends about.”

    From across the room it looked as if Alice had willingly surrendered her body to Mr. Adams. His hands moved over her pale flesh as if he owned it and she offered no resistance to his touch. When his finger slipped between her pussy lips she moaned. When he pulled on her nipple she moaned louder. When he kissed her neck she turned her head so their lips could meet and she could welcome his tongue into her mouth. She did it all without any apparent concern for Charles, who was still standing across the room as if his feet were stuck in concrete.

    “Is he right?” Charles asked. “Am I not everything you need me to be?”

    Alice looked at him and smiled. “No, you’re not,” she said.

    Mr. Adams spun her around and they kissed as he grabbed Alice’s ass with both hands. She moaned into his mouth and her hand moved between his legs. Charles couldn’t see what she was doing, but it seemed clear that she was stroking Mr. Adams through his pants. She was playing with another man’s cock. She was giving him pleasure. It was obvious that the night was going to end with Alice getting fucked, and yet Charles couldn’t find the courage to try and stop it.

    Mr. Adams picked Alice up and she wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as he carried her to the largest of the bedrooms. Charles watched Mr. Adams place his wife on the bed. Alice instinctively spread her legs as Mr. Adams kissed her neck and chest. His lips found one of her nipples and she moaned as he sucked on it.

    Charles thought about turning around and walking out of the penthouse suite. He thought about leaving his wife and finding a divorce attorney. He thought about tossing aside the life he’d built with Alice, but he couldn’t do it.

    Instead, Charles surrendered to the force that compelled him to follow his wife and his boss into the bedroom. He couldn’t begin to comprehend it, but he didn’t question it. He simply followed the directions that seemed to come from deep in his subconscious.

    Mr. Adams moved between Alice’s legs and slipped two fingers inside her as Charles stepped into the bedroom. He pressed his lips against her clit and she let out a wild moan.

    “Oh, fuck, Mark, that feels so good,” she said.

    Charles wanted to say something. He wanted to try to put an end to his wife’s impending infidelity. He wanted to stop it before the evening reached its seemingly inevitable conclusion with Mr. Adams fucking his wife. He couldn’t, though. He couldn’t form the words. He couldn’t utter the protest that wanted to escape his lips.

    “Are you going to watch?” Alice asked, dragging Charles out his head and into the present moment.

    “What?” he asked, mostly because he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea.

    “Are you going to watch him fuck me?” Alice asked as Mr. Adams continued to pleasure her with his tongue and fingers.

    She moaned as Charles stared silently. He wanted to say no. Why would he watch another man fuck his wife? Why would that be something he was remotely interested in? And yet, he couldn’t make his lips form the word. All he could do was stand there and watch as his naked wife writhed in the hotel bed while his boss went down on her.

    “Of course he’s going to watch,” Mr. Adams said as he came up for air. “He wants to know what you need. He can’t help but be curious. He wants to see what he’s not giving you. He wants to see what it’s like when someone fucks his wife like she craves.” Mr. Adams stood and took off his jacket. He tossed it at Charles and said, “Hang that up for me, will you?”

    Charles caught the jacket and stared at it as he contemplated dropping it on the floor and walking out of the room.

    “Aren’t you going to do as your boss instructs?” Alice asked. “You don’t want to endanger your job, do you? Be a good employee and hang up his jacket. Then you can come and take his shirt and pants.”

    Charles did as his wife said. He hung up the jacket in the closet and he returned to fetch the shirt and pants that now rested on the ground. He watched Alice sit up and scoot to the edge of the bed. She pulled down Mr. Adams’s underwear, exposing his stiff cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and looked up at him with a giddy smile on her face.

    “Hang up his clothes, Charles,” Alice said.

    Charles turned towards the closet and hung up his boss’s clothes. When he turned back his wife was on her knees in front of Mr. Adams. She had his cock in her mouth. She was looking up at him and giving a beautiful blowjob. She was offering him pleasure just like he’d offered her pleasure.

    Charles stood stone still by the closet. He watched another man’s cock move in and out of his wife’s mouth.

    “You have a beautiful cock,” she said.

    Mr. Adams reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. He offered his hand and said, “Come here.”

    Alice stood and pressed her naked body against his. Mr. Adams wrapped his arms around her and they kissed. He picked her up and placed her in the bed once more. She spread her legs and Mr. Adams crawled between them. Charles remained by the closet, unable to move and seemingly unwilling to try and stop his boss from fucking his wife.

    “I need you inside me,” Alice said as Mr. Adams kissed her neck and played with her breasts. “I need you to fuck me.”

    “Why?” Mr. Adams asked.

    Alice looked at Charles and said, “Because I’ve completely forgotten what it feels like to get fucked by a real man. Because my pussy aches for the pleasure my husband hasn’t been able to give me. Now fuck me.”

    Charles reached down and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips. Alice moaned as he pushed the tip inside her before pulling out again.

    “Don’t tease me,” she said. “Just fuck me. Fuck me while my husband watches.”

    Charles leaned against the wall as a unique kind of agony spread through his body. It seemed entirely possible that his marriage was about to end. At the very least it would never be the same.

    Mr. Adams filled Alice with his cock. A long, low, intense groan escaped her lips as she closed her eyes and wrapped her legs around him. “Oh my God,” Alice said. “Oh my fucking God.”

    Charles told himself to leave. It was clear he couldn’t stop what was happening. Mr. Adams was in far better shape than him, anyway, so even if he tried to pull the other man off his wife he would have ended up with a black eye. He told himself to leave, but he didn’t listen. He simply leaned against the wall and watched. He watched another man’s cock move in and out of his wife’s pussy. He watched Alice have unprotected sex with another man. He watched his wife greedily welcome Mr. Adams’s cock inside her. He watched her cling to his body like he was the first man she’d fucked in a decade. He watched and felt the deepest humiliation he’d ever experienced.

    “Fuck me, Mark,” Alice said. She sounded desperate, like she was worried Mr. Adams would pull out and deprive her of the orgasm she was clearly counting on. “Fuck me harder. Oh, fuck, fuck me harder.”

    Mr. Adams gave Alice what she needed and Charles couldn’t help but notice that it seemed quite different than when he made love to his wife. There was something animalistic about it. It struck him that Mr. Adams was indeed fucking her. He was pounding her. He was delivering a thoroughly satisfying fucking and Alice was gleefully on the receiving end of it.

    Charles made love to his wife, or at least that’s how he thought of it. It was tender and slow when they had sex. There was lots of kissing and touching and he’d always thought Alice was into it. Perhaps she was. Perhaps she simply needed what Mr. Adams was giving her too and Charles couldn’t offer it.

    “Look who’s enjoying the show,” Alice said.

    Charles followed her eye line to his crotch. He saw the erection his wife was looking at. It caught him by surprise. Somehow he hadn’t noticed. He was so caught up in what felt like misery that he hadn’t picked up on the obvious sign of desire protruding from his pelvis.

    “There’s no reason to deny yourself, Charles,” Alice said. “Take your cock out. Jerk off while your boss fucks me. It feels fitting, doesn’t it? The better man gets to cum in my pussy and you get to cum in your hand.”

    A heavy wave of humiliation hit Charles as he reached down and unzipped his pants. He pulled out his cock and wrapped his fingers around it. He looked towards the bed to see his wife and his boss kissing as they fucked. Alice’s attention had already been pulled back to the man inside her. That felt fitting, too. Why would she pay attention to Charles when someone else was about to make her cum?

    “Does that feel good?” Mr. Adams asked. “Is this what you needed?”

    Alice moaned. “This is what I’ve needed for years,” she said. “This is what’s been missing from my marriage.”

    Mr. Adams managed to find a little more strength to fuck Alice even harder and faster. The bed squeaked and her moans grew louder. Charles stroked his cock faster as he felt the arousal that had built between his legs spread through the rest of his body.

    “Mark…oh…fuck, Mark, I’m cumming. Holy shit, I’m cumming!” Alice cried out.

    A screaming orgasm followed and Mark fucked her faster. His groans got lower and louder. Alice spread her legs wide to give him complete access. Her toes curled as the orgasm continued to vibrate up and down her legs.

    “Cum inside me,” Alice said. “Cum inside me while my husband watches.”

    Mr. Adams groaned and buried his cock in Alice’s pussy. Charles watched another man cum in his wife and he unloaded. His semen sprayed all over the hotel carpet as he leaned against the wall and did everything he could to maintain his balance. The sheer force of the pleasure rushing through him made his knees buckle so he slowly sank to the floor, eventually ending up on his ass with his still-stiff cock in his hand and a small puddle of semen in front of him.

    Charles looked at the bed to see his wife and his boss kissing. Her hands moved over his back and through his hair as she showed her appreciation for the man that had just given her what seemed like the best orgasm Charles had ever witnessed.

    “Look at him,” Alice said.

    Mr. Adams turned and looked at Charles. “Pathetic,” he said. “What kind of man masturbates while someone else is fucking his wife?”

    Charles looked away as a powerful sense of post-orgasmic shame washed over him.

    “My husband, apparently,” Alice said. “I think I’ll be making some changes to our marriage. If he likes watching you fuck me so much, he should get to do it more often, don’t you think?”

    “I do,” Mr. Adams said. “That’s exactly the sort of thing a man like Charles should get to do.”

    Charles closed his eyes and sank into his shame. He’d had his chances to stop them. He certainly could have walked away. He chose not to, though. He’d earned whatever changes were coming to his marriage. Whatever Alice decided to do, he deserved it.

    The End.

  
    Pregnant and Denying Her Cuckold

    “It’s just until he gets me pregnant, honey. We just want to make sure he’s the father,” she said when you complained about being denied sex with your wife.

    Instead you watched. You watched as her black bull fucked her fertile pussy over and over. You listened as she begged him to get her pregnant. On some nights they fucked three or four times and you watched it all.

    Finally his seed took hold. You’d never seen your pretty white wife so excited. She beamed as she showed you the pregnancy test.

    You were just as excited, though for a decidedly different reason. It had been two months since you’d felt her perfect, warm, wet pussy around your cock and you desperately wanted to be inside her again.

    You tried to fuck her that day, but she said she needed to tell her bull about the positive test. She needed to tell him that he’d gotten her pregnant, that she had his black baby growing inside her.

    Again you watched them fuck. He came over shortly after she called him and they went straight to the bedroom. You couldn’t help but pull out your cock. You couldn’t help but masturbate as she cuckolded you again, this time with another man’s baby inside her.

    You asked for sloppy seconds sex. You didn’t mind fucking her with his cum inside her. She denied you again.

    “I’m sorry honey. I know I said you could fuck me once he got me pregnant. I’m sorry I have to break my promise. I didn’t realize how much I’d want him once he got me pregnant. I didn’t realize how horny I’d be for his big black cock once his baby was growing inside me.”

    You were crushed. She came over and took you in her arms. Your head rested against her breasts. You kissed them.

    “You know, they’ll be swollen with milk soon. My belly will grow too. Everyone will know I’m pregnant. You’ll be the only one that knows it’s not yours.” You looked up at your wife. Her eyes were full of warmth and love. “I think we both know how much that’s going to turn you on. Isn’t that right?”

    “Yes,” you admitted. She was right. It was going to turn you on. The black baby in your wife’s belly was going to be a source of endless arousal.

    She continued. “I think we both know you’ve been turned on at being denied my pussy too. Isn’t that right?”

    “Yes,” you admitted again.

    “I’m glad we agree on that,” she said with a smile. “I have an idea that I think you’re going to like very much. You won’t be fucking me while I’m pregnant, and maybe ever again, but I’m going to start letting you clean his creampies out of me. Wouldn’t you like that?” she asked as her fingers wrapped around your cock.

    “I…I don’t know,” you said.

    She stroked you slowly and gently kissed your neck. “I think you know,” she whispered. “I think you crave the humiliation of cleaning his cum out of my pregnant pussy. I think you’re going to love being my little cuckold cum eater. Aren’t you?”

    You groaned as she stroked your cock faster. You couldn’t deny it. “Yes, I’m going to love it,” you said just as she brought you to orgasm.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Now clean up your mess.”

  
    Preparing Her for Date Night is Wonderful Form of Foreplay

    Life can get awfully busy, so it’s not always possible to luxuriate in preparing for a night of pleasure with another man, but if you have the time, it’s well worth it.

    I like to think of it as an extended foreplay session, both for me and my husband. It arouses both of us – in different ways, I’m sure, but it’s still arousing – and it makes the payoff that much more satisfying when it happens. I’ve heard it said that the anticipation of something – a vacation, a great meal, etc – can be just as satisfying as the thing itself, and this is kind of like that. I spend hours in that state of anticipation and I get to savor it more because I’m playing this lovely little game of preparation with my husband, and in doing so we’re also connecting on this deep, beautiful level.

    I’ve never actually had him draw me a bath, but I do like showering with him when we have enough time on a day when I’m going to spend time with another man. I usually like it to be a sensual experience. He washes my hair and body. We touch and kiss. We arouse each other but we don’t push it too far because we both understand that the payoff is coming later.

    I’m not crazy about anyone else using a razor between my legs, so I rarely have him shave my pubic hair, but I can see where that would be a remarkably potent thing, especially if combined with a bit of dirty talk. He’s on his knees. You’re standing above him. You’re telling him that he’s trimming your pubic hair the way another man likes it. That alone would be enough to thrill most cuckolds. Don’t get him too aroused, though, because one slip of the razor – or scissors, or whatever he’s using – can have devastating consequences.

    On these days where we luxuriate in the prep process, I like to have him pick out my lingerie and dress me in it. He’s done it enough times that he’s good at it (believe me, a man can be very bad at dressing a woman in lingerie, which takes a lot of the fun out of it). It’s all quite sensual, too. There’s lots of touching – he’s usually naked while he does it – and little bits of dirty talk about the choice he’s made and how much it’s going to arouse the man I’ll be spending the night with. By that point he’s usually hard, or at the very least he’s in that aroused state where his cock drips precum, which I love.

    I guess some people wouldn’t really enjoy being aroused for hours on end before the payoff arrives, but there are days when I love it. To me, it feels like a way to connect with my husband and to spend hours in that connected place, which I see as a really good thing for our marriage. We don’t do it all the time, of course, but that only enhances the experience when we actually do it, which is why I recommend it for any couple looking to make their cuckolding even more satisfying.

  
    Private Blog Posts Just for My Femdom Supporters

    I'm always searching for ways to give my Patrons more value and I decided that those of you that support me at the Femdom tier (and the tiers above that) should get a little bit more. That's why there's now a category on my Private Blog that's exclusively for you.

    http://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/category/femdom-patrons/ 

    My intention is to add 1-2 posts a day and to use them to explore ideas that don't really work in for the Patreon page. That means quick posts that really don't work without accompanying images, links to Femdom videos I know you'll love, and short little stories or domination sessions.

    I really think you're going to love it and find that it adds even more value to your subscription. Also, don't worry, there will be plenty of femdom stories added to the tier as well. I'm not pulling back on creating that kind of content for you.

  
    Punished by Her Strapon

    “I own you,” she whispers. “Never forget that. I’m in charge. You do as you’re told.”

    You feel the cool rubber of her strapon brush against your ass. You feel it move between your cheeks. You know what’s about to happen. You know why, too.

    You haven’t been on your best behavior this week. You’ve been a little snippy with her. You’ve been a little lazy when it comes to doing your chores. You’ve disappointed her a few too many times and now she’s going to correct your behavior in the most effective way she knows.

    She slides out of the bed and says, “On your knees.”

    You do as you’re told. You know better than to argue when your wife wants you to submit.

    “Suck my cock, bitch,” she demands.

    You wrap your lips around her thick strapon and you suck it. You suck it because that’s your place. You suck it because you’re her submissive husband. You suck it because that’s what you’ve been trained to do.

    She sits and spreads her legs. “Again,” she demands.

    You crawl towards you. You look up and see that delicious dominant look on her face. Your cock can’t help but get hard. Even though you know the pegging you’re about to receive is going to be painful, you can’t wait. You want it. You need it. You crave it.

    “Good boy. Show me what a good cocksucker I’ve trained you to be. Show me how much you love my cock,” your wife says.

    You show her. You suck her cock. You worship it. You slobber on it. You get it wet. You submit.

    “In the bed, bitch,” she says.

    You’re grateful that she takes it slow at first. She could hurt you with her cock if she wanted. Instead, she’s going to stretch you out a bit before she pounds you.

    “This is your place,” she says while sliding into you. “You don’t fuck anymore. You get fucked. You’re a little-dicked cuckold bitch. You will never fuck me again. You gave up that right when you invited a superior man into our bedroom. Now you take cock.”

    “Flip over,” she says.

    You get on your hands and knees.

    “Fuck yourself with my cock,” your wife demands. “Show me that you know your place.”

    She guides the tip of her cock to your asshole and you push back. You take it inside you. You thrust back over and over. You fuck yourself with her cock, just like she wants.

    “Good bitch boy,” she says in a soft, soothing voice. “You’re such a good little slut for me.”

    She pushes you onto your stomach. She rests her hands on your lower back. She pounds you.

    “Take it, whore,” she says.

    Every thrust brings with it a touch of pain. Her cock is big and she’s fucking you hard. She’s not trying to be gentle. She’s not trying to be kind. She’s trying to punish you.

    “Don’t ever forget your place,” she says. “You’re a fucking cuckold. You do as you’re told. You do your chores. You worship me. If you can’t do those things, you’re not worth a damn.”

    The lesson sinks in. If you can’t support your wife as she desires, your wife may very well find someone who can. You gave up the normal rights a husband can expect when you asked her to cuckold you. When you embraced your inferiority and invited another man into your bedroom, your marriage changed.

    Her strapon reminds of you that. She stretches your ass. She savages you. She makes you suffer, and in doing so she helps you remember your place.

  
    Punished for Being a Bad Cuckold

    Everett knew he was in trouble the moment his wife walked through the door. Normally she looked joyful after coming home from a business trip, especially one that took her away for an entire week. That wasn’t the case this time.

    Despite knowing his wife was upset about something, Everett put on a smile and said, “Welcome home, honey,” as she stepped into the house.

    Leah said nothing as she left her suitcases by the door and took off her coat to hang it in the closet.

    “Here, let me get your suitcases,” Everett said as he grabbed both handles and prepared to wheel them into the bedroom.

    Leah’s silence continued as she began to unbutton her blouse while walking down the hallway. Everett followed while pulling the suitcases behind him. A sense of dread built with every step he took.

    “How was your trip?” he asked cheerfully, knowing full well that she likely wouldn’t offer much of an answer.

    “Fine,” Leah replied.

    They entered the bedroom and Leah took off her blouse, revealing the lace-trimmed straps of her bra. She unzipped her skirt and fell to the floor, revealing a pair of panties that matched her lovely bra. Everett felt his cock try and stir to life, only to be foiled by the chastity cage he’d been locked in since his wife left.

    When Leah turned around she had a smile on her face, but Everett recognized the smile. It was the kind she wore when she was angry and trying not to be overwhelmed by it.

    “How was your week?” she asked.

    “It was good,” Everett said as he searched her face for some sign of what was about to come.

    “Yeah? Did you do anything interesting while I was gone?” Leah asked as she let her blouse fall to the floor and stepped closer.

    “Not really, no. Mostly I worked, made sure the house was clean, and watched a little TV,” Everett said.

    “Did anything interesting happen while I was gone?” Leah asked as she took another step closer.

    Everett saw the flash of fury in her eyes as the words left her lips and it clicked. He knew why his wife was angry.

    “Interesting? I wouldn’t say that, no,” he answered.

    Leah reached out and unbuttoned Everett’s pants. She tugged on his zipper and his pants fell to the floor soon after. She yanked his underwear down and grasped his caged cock as her eyes found his once more.

    “Everett, honey, I don’t like being lied to and I don’t like it when you’re purposefully obtuse with me. Maybe it’s my fault, though, so let me rephrase the question. You had very clear instructions while I was gone. Did you fail to follow those instructions at any point over the last five days?” Leah asked in a flat, controlled tone.

    As much as he wanted to try and deny it, Everett knew the cost of lying to his wife and he was almost certain she knew which rule he’d broken.

    “I did,” he answered.

    “Which of my instructions did you fail to follow, Everett?” Leah asked as she grabbed his balls and pulled down just enough to make him feel a touch of pain.

    “I didn’t give Preston a blowjob when he wanted one,” Everett admitted.

    Leah released Everett’s balls and moved behind him. “Why is that?” she asked.

    Everett wished he had a good answer to her question. “Because I didn’t want to,” he said.

    The sound of Leah’s hand striking his exposed ass cheek filled the room a split second before Everett felt the exceptional pain of his wife’s swift and skillful smack. She spanked his other ass cheek a moment later and he had to work not to double over in agony.

    “I’m disappointed, Everett,” Leah said. “I’m disappointed that even after all this time you can still be so fucking selfish. I’m disappointed that your training hasn’t worked well enough to make it so you know how to behave when I’m not here.”

    She smacked him twice more and Everett had to hold back tears as the pain rushed down his legs and up his back.

    “I’m sorry,” he said.

    “I know you’re sorry,” Leah replied, “but that’s not good enough. You can’t disobey my rules, apologize, and hope it all goes away. That’s not how this works, Everett. Remember, you agreed to this. You happily became my submissive cuckold. You happily accepted becoming the submissive half of a female led marriage. You accepted that my rules are the only rules that matter in our household, and yet you couldn’t be the cocksucker I told you to be while I was gone. You couldn’t take care of Preston’s needs when I wasn’t here to see to them. You had to be selfish. You had to tell him no.”

    Two more painful smacks landed on his ass cheeks and Everett finally lost the will to stand. He fell to his knees and cried out. His ass felt like it was on fire.

    “Let me ask you something, Everett. Do you believe that I’m under the impression that you enjoy sucking cock?” Leah asked as she reached down and grabbed a handful of Everett’s hair.

    “No, I don’t,” he said. “I know you know I don’t like it.”

    “That’s right, Everett. That’s because no straight man likes sucking cock. If he liked sucking cock he probably wouldn’t be straight. He’d be bisexual or gay. You’re not either of those, though. You’re a straight man. You love pussy. You don’t love cock. I understand that. I’ve always understood that.”

    Leah pulled back on his hair and Everett stood once more.

    “That’s why I make you suck cock, Everett. It’s because you don’t want to. Doing so is an act of submission. It’s what a submissive cuckold is supposed to do if his wife demands it. It’s what you’re supposed to do when I demand it. You were supposed to get on your knees and suck Preston’s cock whenever he wanted this week because it’s what I wanted. You were supposed to offer him your mouth like a common whore and let him do as he pleased with it. You should have been thankful I didn’t tell him he could fuck you or he might have spent the week destroying your asshole and making it impossible for you to walk.”

    Leah smacked his ass twice more and Everett cried out in pain as the sound of her palm meeting his soft, vulnerable flesh filled the bedroom.

    “Please, Leah, stop,” Everett said. “I’m sorry. I really am. I won’t do it again.”

    “I don’t believe you, Everett, but I will train this defiance out of you,” Leah replied. “Now get on your knees and wait.”

    Everett fell to his knees and reached back to caress his reddened ass cheeks as Leah walked out of the room.

    “Come in,” Leah said from down the hallway. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

    Everett felt a sense of dread building again. He knew Leah wasn’t finished with her punishment. He knew she almost certainly had something else in store for him.

    When she walked into the room holding Preston’s hand, Everett wondered for a moment if his punishment had in fact ended. Was Leah going to fuck her bull while he watched from his knees? Was she going to satisfy the need that had no doubt built after a week without Preston’s cock inside her?

    “Fuck his face,” Leah said, dashing Everett’s hopes in an instant.

    Preston stripped, stroked his cock to get it half hard, and then stepped in front of Everett and grabbed his head.

    “Open up, cuck,” he said.

    Everett looked at his wife for a moment, saw the angry look on her face, and then opened up. Preston pushed his cock into Everett’s mouth and the face fucking began almost immediately.

    “You could have avoided this,” Leah said. “All you had to do was suck Preston’s cock. It’s not hard. You’ve done it countless times before. You’ve sucked more cock in the past year than most women suck in a decade, and yet you decided that because I was gone you didn’t have to be my cuckold for a week.”

    Preston’s cock quickly reached a fully erect state, making it more difficult for Everett to take it without gagging and spitting up. He knew that was the point, though. He wasn’t supposed to enjoy what was happening. He was merely supposed to submit to it. He was supposed to receive it as punishment.

    “All I wanted was a blowjob,” Preston said. “I just wanted you to do what your wife said you’d do. I wanted a mouth to empty my cum into and you couldn’t provide it. You couldn’t just be the little cocksucking cuckold bitch we both know you are.”

    Everett’s throat and jaw hurt after just a few minutes of pounding. His chin was coated in spit and his eyes were watering. His nose had started running, too.

    When Preston pulled out Everett hoped the punishment was over. Instead, his wife’s bull rubbed his long, thick, slippery cock all over Everett’s face. He slapped his cheeks with it too.

    “Stick out your tongue,” Preston demanded.

    Everett stuck out his tongue and Preston slapped his tongue against it as his wife laughed.

    “Fuck his face again,” Leah said. “Harder this time. I want to hear him choking on it. I want him to suffer like a good submissive slut should be willing to suffer.”

    Everett opened his mouth and Preston pushed his cock inside. It slid down his throat and the bull held it there, cutting off Everett’s air supply and making him panic for a brief moment.

    He gasped for air when Preston pulled out, but he was only given a moment’s respite before the cock entered his mouth once more and began fucking his face like Leah wanted.

    “Isn’t this worse?” she said. “Wouldn’t you prefer to be on your knees between Preston’s legs, sucking his cock at your own pace? Wouldn’t you prefer to be pleasuring him with your mouth like you usually do? Wouldn’t you prefer to suck his dick without gagging and choking and spitting up like some kind of first time porn whore that’s learning her place in the world?”

    It was worse. Every second of the face fucking was unpleasant and that was rarely the case when he gave Preston a blowjob under better circumstances. Everett never really liked it, but it was tolerable. His throat didn’t hurt. He didn’t gag over and over. He usually gave head for a few minutes and then watched Preston fuck his wife.

    Preston lodged his cock in Everett’s throat and held it there. Each second that passed felt like a minute. He couldn’t take a breath. All he could do was gag on the cock that couldn’t be dislodged.

    Preston pulled out just as Everett was certain he was going to pass out. He fell forward onto his hands and gasped for air as saliva trailed from his mouth to the bedroom floor.

    “Worship his balls,” Leah said. “Suck on Preston’s big balls.”

    Everett got on his knees once more and moved closer as Preston lifted his cock and began to stroke. He took one big testicle into his mouth and moved his tongue over the wrinkled flesh, offering pleasure as he made the other man moan. He moved to the other testicle, bathing it with his tongue and eliciting more lovely moans.

    “Cum down his throat,” Leah said. “Use him like a fucking cum dumpster.”

    Preston grabbed Everett’s hair with one hand and pushed his cock down Everett’s throat with the other. More face fucking ensued and the same unpleasant sensations rushed through Everett. He gagged. He choked. He spit up. He drooled all over himself.

    Preston was close now, so he used Everett’s mouth harder and faster. He was using it like a pussy, without a care in the world for the effect his deep, hard thrusts were having.

    Then he buried his dick balls deep in Everett’s mouth and it began to pulse. The head was in Everett’s throat so he didn’t taste a thing as Preston climaxed. Spurt after spurt of hot cum launched down his throat and into his stomach. He was a cum dumpster, just like his wife wanted him to be.

    Preston pulled out and rubbed the little bit of cum that was still dribbling from his cock over Everett’s face before stepping back and smiling down at the man he’d just unloaded his cum into.

    “Preston’s staying the night,” Leah said. “I don’t want to see your face until morning. Grab anything you need for the night and get out of here. We’ll discuss what the rest of your punishment is going to be after Preston leaves tomorrow.”

    Everett stood up and grabbed a change of underwear from the dresser along with a fresh t-shirt before turning to leave.

    “Sleep in the bedroom on the other side of the house. You don’t even deserve to hear us fucking,” Leah said.

    Everett left the bedroom feeling suitably humiliated. His throat was sore. His jaw ached. Cock was the only thing he could taste and there was a little bit of drying cum on his face.

    Worst of all, he wasn’t going to enjoy any of the benefits of seeing his wife after a five days apart. He wasn’t going to get to worship her pussy. He wasn’t going to get to watch as she and Preston fucked. He wasn’t going to get to clean her up afterwards. He was going to be denied all of it, and depending on how mad she was he was probably going to be denied an orgasm for quite a bit longer than five days.

    He had learned his lesson, though. Next time, he’d suck Preston’s cock as much as the bull wanted.

  
    Punished for Cumming Too Quickly

    You thought it was a long shot when you walked up to her at the bar. You thought you had no real chance of getting her to talk with you, let alone invite you back to her place.

    You talked to her anyway, thanks mostly to the fact that you'd had enough to drink to wipe away any inhibition. Something you said worked, because she let you buy her a drink. She let you flirt with her. She let you kiss her. She let you put your tongue in her mouth. She let you grab her ass through the lovely little skirt she had on.

    Then she invited you back to her place. She invited you to fuck her. She invited you to satisfy her desires, and to satisfy your own in doing so.

    There were no niceties once you go back to her apartment. She pulled you into her bedroom and you stripped each other naked between feverish kisses. Your hands found her perky, soft, breathtaking breasts the moment her bra was tossed aside and her fingers found your cock as soon as your boxers hit the floor.

    You tumbled into her bed, your bodies a beautiful, tangled mass as you explored each other's eager flesh. Your fingers found their way between her legs and into her pussy. She moaned and you did the same as you found the incredible heat and wetness that would soon engulf your cock.

    You moved between her legs and treated her to a lengthy tongue lashing, rhythmically massaging her clit while your fingers plumbed the depths of her pussy, offering her g-spot a bit of pleasure as she closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned with a hand on the back of your head.

    Much to your delight, she treated you to a blowjob, kissing her way down your chest and stomach and engulfing your cock in her warm, wet mouth. She stroked your shaft, played with your balls, and looked up at you while her tongue swirled around the plump, sensitive head of your dick. She saw the wild lust in your eyes and moaned, sending vibrations of pleasure down your shaft before she sucked hard. You closed your eyes, grabbed two handfuls of her bed sheets, and marveled at your good fortune at going home with such a beautiful, talented, passionate girl.

    She retrieved a condom from her nightstand, rolled it down your cock, and straddled you. You took her breasts in your hands and gently massaged the impossibly soft, perfect-feeling flesh as she took your cock into the depths of her pussy.

    She placed her hands on your chest and moved her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into your pelvis and clamping down on your cock.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said. "You feel so fucking good inside me."

    It felt so good to be inside her. Too good. Impossibly good. Your hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. You helped her ride you faster. She pressed down on your chest and began to bounce on your cock. The sound of her ass dropping onto your thighs filled the room along with her beautiful moans.

    "Fuck...your pussy..." you started to say before an unstoppable wave of pleasure washed over your body and you climaxed. You closed your eyes and rode out the bliss of your orgasm with a smile on your face.

    That smile faded when you opened your eyes and saw her annoyance.

    "Did you fucking cum?" she asked.

    "Yes," you answered.

    She dug her fingernails into your chest and let out a frustrated groan as you winced from the sudden pain.

    "Sorry," you added.

    "I knew I shouldn't have picked you," she said. "I fucking knew you'd disappoint me. I don't know why I thought you'd be better than all the guys like you. I saw that look in your eyes...I fucking knew you'd let me down."

    You suddenly felt very much like you didn't want to be in her bed anymore. She was still on top of you, though, and it seemed impossibly rude to lift her from your cock, get dressed, and leave.

    "I'm sorry," you said once more, as if that would somehow wash away all her frustration.

    "Honestly, I don't really give a shit if you're sorry," she replied. "I mean, what does that do for me? Does saying sorry put the cum back in your cock? Does it render you able to fuck me? I didn't even get close to cumming before you blew your load."

    "I could go down on you," you said. "To make you cum, I mean."

    She flashed an angry look. "And I could masturbate, too. I don't want that. I wanted to get fucked tonight. I thought you'd be able to fuck me the way I wanted. I was wrong about that. I should have known you'd disappoint me."

    "I'm..."

    She covered her mouth with your hand, cutting you off. "Quiet," she said before leaning over, opening her nightstand, and pulling out a pair of handcuffs. Before you could react, she'd cuffed one of your hands to the bed frame, lifted her pussy from your cock, and gotten up.

    "What are you doing?" you asked as you pulled against the cuffs.

    She didn't say a word. Instead, she strode across the bedroom and grabbed her phone from her purse. Though you felt a little panicked - you'd effectively been taken hostage - you couldn't help but admire how astoundingly beautiful her body looked.

    "Can you...can you uncuff me?" you asked.

    "No," she said with her attention focused on her phone.

    "What...can you please uncuff me?" you asked with urgency in your voice.

    She stared at her phone for a few moments and then smiled, set it on the dresser, and looked at you. She approached the foot of the bed, crossed her arms, and said, "I'm not uncuffing you until I get what I need."

    "What...what do you need?" you asked.

    "To get fucked," she replied.

    You looked down at your cock, which was now half hard in the cum-filled condom. "Okay, well, I can probably get hard again soon. I wouldn't cum as quickly the second time, I'm sure."

    She laughed. "You're kidding, right?" She crawled into the bed and between your legs, stopping just short of your cock and grasping your balls in her hand. She took a tight grip and pulled hard enough that you felt a bit of pressure. "You think I'd let you fuck me again after that miserable performance? Really? You think I'd let your dick anywhere near my pussy?"

    "I...I don't understand," you said.

    She twisted your balls a little and you tensed up, mostly in anticipation of her doing something deeply painful. "I texted someone reliable. He's on his way over. He's going to fuck me while you watch."

    "I don't...I don't want that," you said. "Please, just let me go. I'm sorry that I came too quickly. I am. I was selfish. I really am sorry. Just uncuff me and I'll go home and you'll never see me again."

    She released your balls, climbed off the bed, and walked to her nightstand. She pulled the drawer open and you breathed a sigh of relief. Then you looked over and saw her pull out a second pair of handcuffs. She straddled your chest and quickly cuffed your other hand to the bed, leaving you utterly helpless.

    "You need to be punished," she said. "You failed as a man tonight and you need to be punished for that."

    You opened your mouth to protest and she pushed three fingers onto your tongue as she lowered more of her weight onto your chest. She pushed her fingers into your throat and you gagged, eliciting a delighted laugh.

    "You'll take your punishment," she said. "You probably won't enjoy it, but you'll take it, and when it's done I'll uncuff you and you can go home."

    She pulled her fingers from your mouth and wiped them on your face, leaving a trail of thick saliva on your skin. She moved her hips back until she was seated astride your lap, leaned down, and kissed you softly. Her tongue slipped into your mouth and as desperately as you wanted to be set free, you couldn't help but offer your tongue in return, for it was an exquisitely sensual kiss.

    In the moment, you would have been happy for the kiss to go on all night. A knock on the door interrupted it, though, dragging you back to your reality. You were naked - except for the condom on your softening cock - and handcuffed to the bed and another man was about to enter the apartment and fuck the beautiful girl you'd just disappointed.

    "Hey there," she said.

    "Holy shit," the guy she'd invited over replied. "Look at you. God damn. You're even hotter than the last time I saw you."

    The door shut. You heard footsteps approaching.

    "Where's the loser?" he said.

    "I've got him handcuffed to the bed," she replied.

    They both stepped into the bedroom and the guy - who wasn't all that different looking from you - smiled as his eyes wandered over your body.

    "Holy shit. You weren't kidding. He's cuffed to the bed," he said with a laugh.

    "Get your clothes off," she said to him.

    He stripped without hesitation. Of course he did. He'd received a booty call and he was about to get laid without having done a shred of work.

    While he was getting naked, she approached the bed, grabbed your cock, and slowly pulled the condom off your flaccid shaft. It hurt just a little coming off and you winced, but she didn't seem to notice.

    She dangled the condom over your face. "That's a pretty big load," she said. "Have you ever tasted your cum?"

    "No," you answered.

    She lowered the used condom until it rested on your forehead. You tried to move, but all you could really do was roll your head from side to side. The guy she'd invited over approached the bed and you saw a sizable flaccid cock between his legs. You felt self-conscious, for it seemed that he was a great deal bigger than you and you really would have preferred not to be naked in front of him.

    "Are you staring at his cock?" she asked as he stopped by the side of the bed.

    "No," you answered before she dragged the condom over your eyelid, down your cheek, and across your lips.

    She reached out, took his cock in her hand, and stroked it slowly as she laid the condom on your chest. You suddenly became aware of every movement, as you really didn't want your cum spilling all over your chest.

    "It's okay if you look at it," she said. "He has a beautiful cock. It's part of the reason I called him. I knew his cock would feel good. Plus, let's be honest, I knew it would put yours to shame and I was kind of hoping you'd find that embarrassing."

    He was nearly erect by that point and there was no question he was bigger than you. Longer and thicker, in fact. And, despite not wanting to give her the satisfaction, you did feel a little embarrassed that his cock was far superior to yours.

    "How long did he last?" he asked.

    "A minute, ninety seconds at most," she answered. "A pathetic effort, really. I clearly made a mistake giving him a blowjob. I figured he could handle it. I was wrong, obviously."

    "Do I get a blowjob?" he asked.

    She looked at him, smiled, and stepped closer to offer a kiss. Her fingers moved up and down his thick shaft as their tongues mingled and she moaned when he reached between her legs to play with the wet pussy you'd left in desperate need of satisfaction.

    "I suppose you deserve to get your dick sucked," she said. "But, I've already given one blowjob tonight and I don't really feel like giving another. Why don't you use his mouth?"

    "What?" you asked as you pulled hard against the cuffs. The metal dug into your wrists, but that didn't slow you. It was no use, though. You were securely handcuffed and you weren't going anywhere until she unlocked you.

    "Seriously?" he asked.

    "Yeah. He's being punished for being fucking worthless in bed. I can't think of a better punishment than having to take a dick in his mouth," she said before looking your way. "And if you fight it - if you use your fucking teeth - I will punch you so hard in the balls that you'll be headed to the emergency room after this."

    She released his cock from her grasp and he approached the bed and straddled your chest. Your night had started so well. Everything had been so wonderful. You'd fucked a beautiful girl and had a fantastic orgasm. Then everything had gone to hell and you were moments away from having a cock in your mouth.

    "Open up," he said.

    You stared up at him, but your lips remained closed.

    "Do what he says," she demanded. A moment later you felt her grab your balls and squeeze them hard. "Open your mouth and take your punishment. You disappointed me and you're getting what you deserve. You might think I'm being cruel, but I promise, I could be so much worse."

    You struggled to imagine how it could be worse, and yet you felt certain she was capable of making it far, far worse for you.

    "Open up," he said once more. "I want a blowjob before I fuck her, and I think we both know that she really won't hesitate to make it much, much worse for you if you don't part those pretty lips and let me use that mouth of yours."

    She squeezed your balls tighter and pulled. Pain emanated from your crotch and you pulled against the handcuffs. You succeeded in hurting your wrists, but that's all you did.

    You stopped your thrashing as a sense of defeat washed over your body. He smiled. He could see your surrender coming. You opened your mouth and a moment later he pushed his cock between your lips.

    "Oh, fuck, that's good," he said. "Now close your lips around it and fucking suck. You know what to do. You just got a blowjob. Do what she did. Make my fucking dick feel good."

    She released your balls as the cock filled your mouth. You felt her straddle you and she wrapped her arms around his chest. Her head appeared over his shoulder and she looked down at you before leaning in to kiss his neck.

    "Is he accepting his punishment for being so fucking worthless in bed?" she asked. "Is he sucking your dick like a good boy? Is he giving you the blowjob you deserve?"

    "He's not bad," he replied. "Not bad at all, honestly."

    For some reason, you weren't horrified to hear that you were decent at sucking cock. For some reason you felt a little bit of excitement, though you told yourself it was because you could feel her wet pussy rubbing against your stomach as she kissed his neck and ran her hands over his chest.

    "Fuck his face a little," she said.

    He leaned forward and began to thrust his cock in and out of your mouth. She reached back and you felt her fingers on your soft cock. She played with your balls and stroked your shaft, luring you to a semi-erect state, much to your horror. You couldn't get hard with a dick in your mouth. You couldn't get hard while a guy you'd just met fucked your face like it was nothing more than a hole for his enjoyment.

    "I think he likes it," she said.

    He laughed. "Should I fuck his face a little harder? I could make sure he doesn't like it?"

    "Do it," she said.

    He fucked your face harder and faster. His cock stretched your lips and hit the back of your throat, making you gag. He was hard as a rock. Your mouth had gotten him hard as a rock.

    "Dick slap him," she instructed.

    He pulled out and slapped your face with his dick a handful of times. It was surprisingly painful and it left you covered in your saliva. You closed your eyes tight and hoped it would somehow come to an end, that she'd decide you'd been punished enough and could go home.

    "Put a condom on," she said. "I need to get fucked."

    He grabbed a condom from the nightstand, tore it open, and rolled it down his cock while sitting astride your chest. He dick slapped you again, this time leaving a thin layer of lube from the condom on your skin.

    "Get on your back," she said.

    He moved to his back next to you and she gave your dick a few quick strokes - leaving you almost fully erect - before straddling him. She took his throbbing cock into her pussy, sat down on it, and let out a long, low moan.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," she said before looking your way. "Better than your dick felt, by the way, and I know he's not going to nut like a minute man. He's going to fuck me like a real man. He's going to wait until I cum, unlike you, you little bitch."

    She reached over, shoved her fingers in your mouth, and pushed them deep enough to trigger your gag reflex, seemingly doing so purely to make you suffer a little before turning her attention to the man inside her and taking his dick for a ride.

    He had no problem lasting longer than you. She seemed to enjoy the sex more, too. She moaned louder. She rode him harder. She seemed to really connect with him, too, almost as if she forgot you were there for a few minutes while barreling towards her orgasm.

    You felt inferior as you watched him fuck her. He was a lot like you, and yet he was far better at satisfying this beautiful woman. You couldn't help but think that you'd never get a chance to fuck her again. Of course you wouldn't. Why would she fuck you when a better version of you was just a text away?

    She came hard riding him. She pressed her hands into his chest, slowed the rhythmic movement of her hips, and rolled her head back until she was staring at the ceiling as a long, low, beautiful moan filled the room. Her thighs trembled and she gently dug her fingernails into his chest, almost as if the pleasure was so overwhelming that she just couldn't help it.

    She wore a hazy smile as she looked down at him. "Fuck...that was exactly what I needed. God damn, you put him to shame. He should be utterly embarrassed."

    She looked at you and then glanced between your legs. You looked down to see that your dick was hard.

    "I guess he's not embarrassed," he said. "He's fucking hard as a rock."

    She laughed. "Maybe this one's a freak." She climbed off his cock and for a moment you thought she might just take a seat on yours and give you a ride. She didn't, though.

    Instead, she plucked the used condom from your chest, held it above your mouth, and said, "Open up."

    You did as you were told and she dipped the end of the condom onto your tongue. You tasted the latex and felt the warmth of your cum in the reservoir.

    "Suck on it, you freak," she said.

    You sucked on the tip of the condom. You swirled your tongue around it and felt the cum moving around. You watched a smile slowly break across her face as she seemed to delight in your willingness to do as you were told.

    She looked at him and said, "Fuck me from behind."

    She moved to her hands and knees on top of you. Her pussy was just above your cock, but you wouldn't be fucking her. She rested her hands on either side of your chest and watched you suck on the used condom as he moved behind her, slipped his cock into her pussy, and began to thrust.

    "I think you're enjoying this too much," she said. "This is supposed to be a punishment. You're supposed to be miserable, and yet your fucking dick is hard."

    She pulled the condom from your mouth as you watched her breasts bounce with every thrust of his cock into her slick pussy. You heard the sounds of his body slamming into hers. You heard her moans and his effortful grunts.

    "I want you to eat your cum," she said. "I want you to eat your load out of his condom while he fucks me."

    She upended the condom and shoved the open end into your mouth. You watched the cum slowly move towards your tongue. You could have spit it out. You could have prevented your cum from reaching your tongue, but you didn't. Instead, you stared into her eyes and your dick throbbed as the cum hit your taste buds.

    "That's it," she said. "Don't fucking swallow. Hold it in your mouth."

    Most of the cum had dripped out of the condom by the time she shoved it in your mouth and wrapped her fingers around your throat. She had a wild look in her eyes as she tightened her grip just enough to make you worry.

    "Fuck me harder," she said as she squeezed your throat. "Fuck me harder while this bitch sucks on his cum and the condom he used to fuck me. Fuck me harder and cum for me, baby."

    The taste of cum and latex coated your tongue as she continued to choke you while moaning louder and louder. You were completely vulnerable. You couldn't have escaped her grasp if you wanted to. Your life was in the hands of a woman you barely knew, and for some reason your dick was hard as a rock.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    His thrusts slowed and his grunts and groans got louder. She relaxed her grip on your throat as a smile crept across her face. She let him finish cumming and then crawled forward and lowered her pussy onto your face.

    "Keep your mouth closed," she said. "I'm going to fuck your face until I cum."

    He laughed and she did exactly as she'd described. She rode your face with her slick pussy. She rode it hard and fast, smothering you in the process and leaving you completely soaked in her juices. She used you like a toy, and yet your dick remained hard and throbbed quite beautifully when she actually climaxed.

    She climbed off your face when she'd finished and fished the used condom from your mouth. "Swallow," she said. You dutifully swallowed your cum before she turned to the man that had just fucked her, pulled the condom from his cock, and immediately transferred it to yours.

    "Oh, fuck," you said as she bathed your cock in another man's fresh load.

    She stroked your stiff dick in the used condom. Some of his cum leaked out, but some remained in the rubber that now encased your cock as you received a handjob.

    "Cum, you freak," she instructed. "Cum in his condom. Cum in his fucking condom and then I'm going to feed you what's left."

    You came in the condom. You came hard. Your body trembled in her bed as you closed your eyes and reveled in the intensity of the pleasure coursing through you.

    She pulled the condom from your cock, upended it over your mouth, and poured every drop of the creamy mixture you'd created onto your tongue.

    "Swallow," she instructed.

    You swallowed.

    "Good boy," she said. She looked at the nightstand and you figured she was going to unlock you, but instead she said, "I think I'll keep you for a little while longer. Be a good boy and keep quiet while I see my guest out."

    You kept quiet as he got dressed and walked out of the bedroom with her. You kept quiet because you couldn't help but want to see what would happen next.

  
    Punishing a Panty Thief - Part 1

    “Why are these in your underwear drawer?” Margaret yelled as she emerged from Logan’s bedroom with a pair of pink lace boyshort panties in her hand.

    Logan’s feet fell off the coffee table as he sat up straight and tried his best to think up an excuse that made even a shred of sense.

    Unable to come up with anything in a split second, he opted to go on the offensive. “What were you doing in my bedroom? You have no right to go through my stuff!”

    Logan knew it was stupid. Margaret was holding a pair of panties he’d stolen from her bedroom while she was at work. He was being insanely hypocritical and he knew it. He felt silly even saying it.

    “Are you fucking kidding me?” Margaret yelled. “These are my panties, Logan! My stolen panties! I’ll bet if I looked a little harder I’d find a few more of my missing pairs, wouldn’t I?”

    Logan knew she would, but she wasn’t about to admit it.

    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said.

    Margaret moved towards Logan with purpose. Her strides were long and the anger in her eyes was genuine.

    “This is a violation, Logan. It is so far from okay. It isn’t even in the same neighborhood as okay. You’re some kind of pervert. I’m living with some kind of pervert. I will not live with a pervert!”

    Logan panicked. It seemed like things had quickly spiraled. He stood up and tried to plead his case.

    “No, no, Margaret. I swear, I’m not a pervert,” he insisted.

    “Really, Logan? Really? How can you possibly argue that when I’m holding a pair of my panties that you’ve clearly stolen? What do you do with them? Do you jerk off into them? Did you throw the other pairs away because they were covered in your nasty cum?”

    Logan looked at the panties and back at Margaret. His mind was still racing, but he knew he wasn’t going to find an excuse. There was no way of excusing what he’d been caught doing.

    “I…I don’t jerk off into them,” he said quietly. The fight had left his voice.

    Margaret was still furious. “Then what the fuck do you do with my panties?”

    Logan sat on the couch and looked at the ground as he said, “I wear them.”

    “You what?” Margaret asked.

    Logan looked up at her. There was still anger in her eyes. Her face had turned a shade of red. It seemed clear that she felt violated by his theft and the pervy things she’d assumed he’d done.

    “I wear them,” he admitted once more.

    Logan expected there would be more screaming. It was probably a little less gross that he wore her panties, but not much. He knew she had every right to be pissed. He wasn’t sure he’d broken a law, but she could almost certainly get him in all sorts of trouble if she wanted to. She could probably call his boss and get him fired.

    “Show me,” Margaret said.

    Logan looked up in surprise. “What?”

    She dropped the panties into his hands and said, “If you wear my panties, show me. Get naked and put them on.”

    Logan stood up and started towards his bedroom before Margaret stopped him. “Do it right here, Logan. Get naked and put my panties on right here.”

    Logan hesitated.

    “Now!” Margaret yelled.

    His shoulders sagged as he slowly stripped. He felt embarrassed. Margaret was a remarkably beautiful woman and he’d always felt like he wasn’t even remotely in her league. She dated guys far better looking than him, a few of whom he’d seen shirtless in their shared apartment. He’d always assumed Margaret moved in with him because she didn’t have the slightest bit of interest in him.

    When he hesitated in taking off his underwear, Margaret said, “Really, Logan? This is where modesty takes over? You’ve been caught stealing my panties and you think your little dick is going to be the thing that changes how I feel about you?”

    Logan finally stripped naked, revealing the small penis that Margaret seemed to suspect he had. She stifled a laugh as he did so and Logan felt the humiliation she was no doubt intending to deliver.

    “Put them on, Logan. Show me how your little dick looks in my panties,” Margaret demanded.

    Logan stepped into the pink lace panties and pulled them up his legs. He couldn’t help but feel the same pleasure he always felt as the soft fabric moved over his skin and hugged his cock and balls.

    Margaret studied him before offering her verdict with a smile. “They’re cuter than I thought they’d be,” she said.

    Logan wasn’t sure what to say.

    “I mean, most guys wouldn’t look good in panties, but you’re not like most guys, are you? I mean, clearly you’re not. Most guys that steal panties do it so they can sniff them and jerk off or so they can cum in them. Not you, though. You do it so you can wear them, and I can see why. You look pretty good in panties, Logan.”

    Logan hesitantly replied, “Thank you.”

    “Does it turn you on?” she asked.

    Logan nodded. “I don’t know why,” he added.

    Margaret stood and said, “Put your clothes on. Leave the panties on. We’re going out.”

    “Where are we going?” Logan asked as he got dressed.

    “You don’t ask questions, Logan. You do what you’re told, do you understand?” she said.

    Logan nodded without thinking.

    “Let’s go,” Margaret said as she walked towards the door with her car keys in hand.

    Logan followed. A part of him knew he was making a mistake, but he couldn’t stop himself. He needed to know what Margaret had in mind.

    “There was a time when I would have moved out and moved on with my life,” Margaret said as they climbed into her car. “I’m smarter than I was then, though. Now I know that a guy like you can be useful to a woman like me.”

    Logan wasn’t sure what she meant, but he couldn’t help but be a little intrigued.

    The rest of the drive was silent and it wasn’t until they pulled into a shopping center parking lot that Logan realized what their ultimate destination was.

    “I will not continue to live with a panty thief,” Margaret said as she pulled into a space in front of Victoria’s Secret.

    She got out of the car and Logan followed. His heart pounded. He knew what was coming. He knew Margaret was taking him panty shopping.

    A perky young blonde woman met them moments after they entered the store.

    “Hi there. I’m Emily. Welcome to Victoria’s Secret. Can I help you find anything?” she asked in a voice that Logan found surprisingly seductive.

    Margaret smiled and gestured to him as she said, “My roommate here has a bit of a problem.”

    “Oh, what’s that?” Emily asked.

    “He likes to wear panties and he keeps stealing mine to feed his need.”

    Emily turned to Logan and said, “You shouldn’t do that,” in a voice he still found seductive. She turned back to Margaret and asked, “Are you here to help him pick out a few pairs of his own?”

    “We are.”

    “What kind of panties does your roommate seem to like?” Emily asked.

    Logan burned with humiliation as he looked around the store. He hoped no one else was close enough to hear the conversation. He didn’t want anyone else knowing why he was there. He wished Margaret hadn’t shared his habit with Emily.

    “Well, he’s wearing a pair of boyshorts right now. I’m not sure what else he’s stolen though,” Margaret said as she turned to him. “Logan, dear roomie, what kind of panties do you prefer to wear?”

    Logan’s face felt like it was on fire. He was certain it had turned a bright shade of red. He wished he’d never left the house, that he’d been the one to move out.

    “I…I…I don’t know,” he said.

    “Logan, honey, you don’t have to be embarrassed,” Emily said as she approached him. She put her arm around him and leaned closer to whisper, “Lots of guys come in here to buy panties for themselves. Most of them lie and say they’re for a girlfriend, but it’s always obvious which ones are shopping for their own supply. It’s so rare that I get to actually help a guy who wants to own a pair of pretty panties. Won’t you let me help you?”

    In that moment, Logan wished he could marry Emily. She seemed like the most wonderful woman in the world, though he knew it was only because she was offering him a bit of kindness in his time of deep humiliation.

    “I like any kind that offers a little more…coverage in front,” he said softly.

    “Of course you do,” Emily said as he fingers moved to Logan’s lower back. He felt a wild surge of arousal move through him. It seemed like she was getting a little bit friendly.

    “You don’t want your cute little cock and balls slipping out of your underwear, do you?” she said in a voice that seemed so sweet that he couldn’t find it in him to be annoyed at her obvious denigration of his genitals.

    She happened to be right, too. “That’s right,” he said.

    “What color is your favorite?” Margaret asked.

    “What color are you wearing right now?” Emily chimed in.

    “Pink,” Logan said.

    Emily turned to Margaret and asked, “How do they look on him?”

    “Better than you’d think.”

    Emily smiled. “I must see them. Would you let me see them on you, Logan? Would you let me see your cute little cock and balls in those pink panties you’re wearing?”

    Logan looked from Emily to Margaret. He was hoping his roommate would offer him a reprieve. He didn’t want to show another girl the panties he was wearing.

    “Of course he’ll let you see them,” Margaret said. “After all, someone that loves wearing panties so much that he resorts to stealing them must love showing them off.”

    “Come,” Emily said as she led them to the back of the store. She took them into the employee area and behind a curtain, offering Logan a measure of privacy.

    “Strip, Logan,” Margaret demanded. “Show her what she wants to see. Strip to just your panties, too. Let her see what a boy like you looks like in pretty, girly underwear.”

    Logan did as he was told. Every bit of it felt painful, though.

    “Oh my gosh. You’re totally right. He looks adorable in them,” Emily said as she stepped closer.

    For a moment, Logan was certain she was going to reach out and grasp his panty-clad cock and balls.

    “You can do whatever you want with him,” Margaret said. “I certainly plan to.”

    Emily smiled and stepped closer. Logan could smell her perfume. The soft material of her blouse gently brushed against his chest.

    Her fingers moved over the front of his panties. His cock responded by growing. “Does it feel good when I touch you, Logan?” she asked in a soft voice.

    “Yes,” he said.

    She grabbed his cock and balls and gave them a gentle squeeze before rubbing him. It wasn’t long before Logan was rock hard.

    “I’m so glad you came to see me,” she said before stepping back and releasing his cock. “It looks even cuter when it’s hard.”

    “I know,” Margaret said. “Now I know why he hasn’t had a girlfriend in the two years we’ve been living together. It’s gotta be hard to keep a girl around when you’re wielding that little thing between your legs.”

    Emily stifled a laugh as she looked down at Logan’s little dick in the pink panties.

    “Why don’t you wait here,” she said. “I’ll find a few pairs of panties that you can try on for us. You’re not leaving here until you have at least a few suitable pairs of brand new, feminine underwear. Okay?”

    “That would be lovely,” Margaret said.

    Emily turned to leave and Margaret once again looked down at Logan’s cock.

    “I was right about you,” she said.

    “What do you mean?”

    “You’re going to be very useful, Logan, especially since I got a nice video of you modeling your panties for Emily. So even if you’re not interested in doing what I tell you, I’m pretty sure you’ll do it anyway. You don’t want the world to see that you’re a panty boy, right?”

    Logan shook his head. He should have been angrier about the threat of blackmail, but he couldn’t help his excitement at the notion that Margaret had something more in store for him.

    “What will you make me do?” he asked.

    “You’re not going to know until I tell you, Logan. That’s half the fun of it. You’re just going to have to wait like a good little panty boy, aren’t you?”

    Logan was about to ask another question when Emily stepped through the curtain with six pairs of panties in her hands.

    “Perfect,” Margaret said.

    Logan tried on each pair. He listened as the girls commented on how cute they looked and repeatedly insulted the size of his cock and noted how it looked better in panties than it would in men’s underwear.

    “You were meant for panties, Logan,” Margaret said at one point.

    “It’s more like a clit,” Emily added after Logan tried on the third pair.

    By the time he was finished, Logan had a throbbing erection and four pairs of panties to take home.

    “I think that’s the only dick I’ve seen that I feel absolutely nothing towards,” Emily said. “I mean, nothing at all. It’s like it’s not even a dick. It’s just a little fleshy nub that has little to no purpose.”

    Margaret laughed and Logan wished his erection would go away so it didn’t seem like he was into the humiliation. He couldn’t help but stay hard though.

    “All right, panty boy,” Margaret said as she handed Logan the pair of pink boyshort panties he’d worn on his way in. “Get dressed and let’s get home.”

    Logan dressed quickly and they left the back room.

    As they stood at the register, Margaret said, “Logan, what do you say to Emily?”

    There was another girl at the register just a few feet away and a handful of customers that would absolutely hear what Margaret wanted him to say.

    Emily looked up at him and stopped ringing up their purchases. She was clearly going to wait.

    “Thank you for helping me find panties,” he said.

    “Logan, do you really think that’s good enough?” Margaret asked.

    He felt a deep sense of discomfort. Some of the customers were looking at him. Still, he did what was expected of him.

    “Thank you, Emily, for helping me find pretty panties to wear that make me feel more like the kind of man I was meant to be,” he said.

    Someone snickered from behind him, but Margaret reached out and gave his ass a good squeeze before saying, “Very good.”

    Emily finished ringing them up and Logan paid. “Thank you,” he said while taking the bag of panties from her.

    “Have fun with him,” Emily said to Margaret.

    “I will,” Margaret replied before they both laughed.

    Logan knew he was beginning a journey he would likely regret, but he couldn’t bring himself to stop it. He couldn’t say no. He couldn’t move out. He had to go along with it.

    “Thank you,” he said to Margaret.

    She smiled and said, “It’s going to be all my pleasure, Logan. Trust me.”

    Logan knew he might not like it, but he desperately wanted to know what she had planned. He was ready to explore, even if it meant more humiliation. He was ready for anything, or so he thought.

  
    Punishing a Panty Thief - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Oh shit,” Logan said as he jumped out of his chair and scrambled to pull his pants up as Margaret burst into his room.

    “Don’t bother,” she said. “You should really lock your door if you don’t want your roommate walking in on you jerking off.”

    “I did!” he said.

    Margaret smiled as she held up a bobby pin. “Oh yeah. I guess you did. You should really invest in a lock that’s a little harder to pick if you don’t want your roommate walking in on you jerking off.”

    Logan pulled up his pants and buttoned them as he glowered at the beautiful girl that had just burst into his room and interrupted a thoroughly pleasurable masturbation session.

    “So, whatcha watching?” she asked while casually approaching his computer.

    Logan moved to close the browser and Margaret leapt into action, grabbing his wrist and preventing him from hiding the PornHub video he’d pulled up.

    Margaret sat in his chair, hit play, and sat back as a beautiful woman bounced on a big cock while a panty-clad guy waited on his knees by the bed and watched.

    The woman in the video looked over at her pantied husband, smiled, and said, “Do you see why you’re in panties and his cock is buried inside me?”

    The husband nodded and Margaret pressed pause and turned to Logan with a big smile on her face.

    “This is the least surprising thing ever,” she said. “I mean, I would have guessed you were either into watching guys in panties get fucked or you were into watching guys in panties watch their wives get fucked.”

    What she didn’t know and what Logan wasn’t going to admit was that he quite enjoyed videos with guys in panties getting fucked by women wielding strapons of imposing sizes.

    “Why do you still have your pants on?” Margaret asked. “What the fuck, Logan? Do you not realize that you still have a punishment to receive? Did you think I was just going to let you steal my panties and get away with it? Really?”

    Logan knew that Margaret had genuine leverage. He didn’t have to do what she said, but she could make his life difficult by simply going online and telling the truth about what he’d one. She might have been able to get the police involved if she was feeling particularly vindictive. Given that, he decided it best to go along with her demands, especially since he’d actually kind of enjoyed the panty shopping trip, as humiliating as it was.

    “Sorry,” Logan said as he unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down, revealing that he’d been masturbating in one of the pairs of panties they’d bought together.

    “Be honest with me, Logan. Are you a virgin?” Margaret asked.

    “No,” he answered.

    “How long has it been since a girl made the mistake of letting you fuck her?” Margaret asked while seemingly holding back a laugh.

    “A little more than a year,” he replied.

    Her attempt to hold back the laugh failed and Logan felt the intended sense of humiliation. It was a little embarrassing, especially since he’d gone on several dates in the past year. He just hadn’t managed to get a second date with any of the girls.

    “Well, you’re getting another crack at it tonight,” Margaret said. “You have a date, which means you need to get your ass in the shower.”

    “A date? With who?” Logan asked.

    Margaret closed the browser, stood up, and said, “Does it matter, Logan? Are you really in a position to be picky?”

    “How is this a punishment?” he asked.

    Margaret unleashed a wicked smile and said, “You’ll find out. Now get your ass in the shower. You need to be presentable for your date.”

    
      

    

    “Sorry,” the remarkably beautiful brunette said as she gracefully slid into the booth across from him. Her messy hair and her slightly smeared lipstick were at odds with her otherwise put together presentation, from an expensive looking dress that fit perfectly to her recently-manicured fingernails.

    “I’m not usually late,” she said before pulling a makeup mirror out of her purse and hurriedly fixing her hair. “I’m not usually a mess, either. I’m so sorry.”

    “No problem,” Logan said as he wondered what kind of game Margaret was playing. The girl sitting across from him was far too beautiful for Logan to realistically have landed a date with and he couldn’t help but wonder why she’d agreed to it.

    After hastily fixing her hair and lipstick the beautiful brunette extended her hand and said, “I’m Larissa.”

    “Logan,” he said as they shook.

    “It’s lovely to meet you, Logan,” Larissa added before picking up the drink menu. Logan watched her eyes dance over the options and smiled when she looked up. “Are you thirsty, Logan?”

    “Sure,” he said.

    “Good,” Larissa said as she raised a hand to beckon their waitress.

    “Are you two ready to order drinks?” the harried-looking redhead asked as she grabbed a pen and pad from her back pocket.

    “Absolutely,” Larissa said. “I’ll have a whiskey sour and Logan here will have a strawberry daiquiri.”

    The waitress gave Logan a quick look and flashed a smile, though he couldn’t tell if it was because Larissa had ordered for him or because she’d ordered him a drink more suited to a tropical vacation than a Saturday night date at a nice restaurant.

    “So, how do you know Margaret?” Logan asked.

    “We were sorority sisters,” she said with a smile. “We had some truly wild times in college…though I guess we’ve had some wild times since college, too.”

    Logan leaned in and said, “Really?”

    “Oh yeah. Margaret can get crazy when she’s in the mood to cut loose. It doesn’t happen as often as it used to, but she’s a wild one. I guess I am too,” Larissa explained with a smile.

    Logan couldn’t help but wonder if Margaret had been kidding about the punishment thing. Maybe she’d actually set him up on a date with a girl that was interested in having a bit of wild fun. He found it hard to believe that Larissa would want to fuck him – she was beautiful enough to have her pick of men – but anything was possible.

    “I have a whiskey sour,” the waitress said as she placed Larissa’s drink in front of her. “And a strawberry daiquiri for the gentleman. Do you need more time to look at the menu or are you ready to order?”

    “We need a little more time,” Larissa said, once again speaking for Logan.

    “I’ll be back in a little bit, then,” the waitress said with a smile before heading to another table.

    Logan pulled the little umbrella from his drink and dropped it on the table. He lifted the glass with the intention of proposing a toast before Larissa lifted her hand and said, “Actually, your drink isn’t quite complete.”

    “What do you mean?” he asked.

    Larissa smiled and said, “You’re actually my second date of the night. The first one was something of a quickie. We met for a drink and then made our way to his car for a little bit of…well, fun, if you know what I mean. He’s not much of a conversationalist, but he’s a man with very particular skills and he’s always happy to take my call when I’m in the mood to take advantage of his talents.”

    “Oh,” Logan said.

    “Usually I throw away used condoms,” Larissa said as she reached into her purse, “But I made an exception for Margaret.”

    She pulled a tied-off used condom from her purse and held it up for Logan to see. “For Margaret?” he asked.

    Larissa deftly untied the condom and smiled as she upended it into Logan’s drink. “She told me that you needed to be punished for being a very naughty boy. This is the first part of your punishment. Drink up.”

    Logan looked at the surprisingly large puddle of cum that rested on the top of his drink. “I can’t do that.”

    “Sure you can,” Larissa said. “And you will or Margaret will make sure that you receive a real punishment for being a pervert.”

    They were roommates, but Logan didn’t know Margaret well enough to judge whether she’d try and make his life a living hell if he didn’t do what she wanted.

    “You should really stir the cum into your drink,” Larissa said. “I speak from experience when I say that it doesn’t taste all that good. At least you can hide the taste a little with the daiquiri.”

    Logan grasped the straw and reluctantly stirred the drink.

    “Go ahead. Drink up,” she said.

    Logan leaned forward, took the straw between his lips, and sucked up some of the cum-flavored daiquiri. He coughed as the flavor of the cum hit his tongue. The load was so big it overwhelmed the strawberry cocktail. Instead it tasted like a salty, fruity nightmare.

    “Swallow, Logan. Swallow it all,” Larissa said. “Swallow it all or I’ll tell Margaret that you weren’t a good boy. You don’t want that, do you?”

    Logan shook his head and swallowed. The saltiness burned as it slipped down his throat. The smile on Larissa’s face made it all so much more humiliating.

    “Have you ever swallowed cum before, Logan?” she asked.

    “No,” he said.

    “Well how about that? It looks like today is a big day for you,” Larissa said as she leaned back. “Take another sip. Go ahead. Suck up more of that cummy daiquiri.”

    Logan leaned forward, took the straw in his mouth, and sucked up a healthy amount of liquid. He leaned back to swallow and nearly coughed it up when Larissa’s foot pressed between his legs and began to massage his cock.

    “Good behavior gets rewarded, Logan,” she said. “Swallow his cum. Do it. Swallow his cum like a good panty boy should.”

    Logan swallowed and did his best not to moan audibly as Larissa worked his cock with surprising skill. He wondered just how much of a wild girl she was, and if Margaret had a similar wild streak.

    “Can I ask you something?” Larissa asked as Logan reached a fully erect state.

    He nodded.

    “Did you think there was a chance you were getting laid tonight?”

    “Maybe,” he said. “At least until you sat down.”

    “You know that’s not happening, right? Even if I was thinking of offering you a pity fuck, I’m certainly not doing it now. I can feel your cock, Logan. We both know it’s probably the kind of cock that actually belongs in panties, so I guess I can understand your naughty little obsession with stealing Margaret’s underwear,” Larissa said.

    Logan picked up the daiquiri and took a long sip as Larissa continued to work his cock with her foot. The drink was still disgusting, but now he was turned on and it seemed that she was more than happy to reward him for his kinky behavior.

    “You know, it got awfully sweaty in the car,” Larissa said with a smile. “I’m still a little sweaty in certain places, in fact.”

    “Oh yeah?” Logan asked. He wasn’t sure where Larissa was going, but he wasn’t afraid to try and follow.

    “I don’t like being sweaty, Logan. I don’t like it at all. I think I’d like you to help me with that,” she said.

    Logan was quite certain that Larissa was referring to her nether region. He was less certain which part of it she was talking about.

    She pulled her foot from between his legs, sat up, and said, “I’m going to go to the bathroom. Finish your drink while your cute little erection goes away and then join me. Can you do that? Will you swallow the rest of his cum like a good panty boy?”

    Logan nodded and took another sip of the cum-flavored daiquiri as Larissa slid out of the booth, blew him a kiss, and headed towards the bathroom.

    The cum had settled into the bottom of the drink, making the last few sips particularly terrible. He finished it, though. He wasn’t taking any risks. Margaret was clearly more of a wild card than he thought and Logan didn’t want to elicit a more wrathful response than was necessary.

    With his erection deflated, Logan slipped out of the booth and followed Larissa’s path to the bathrooms. He gently knocked on the ladies’ room door and heard her say, “Come in, panty boy.”

    Logan stepped inside and saw Larissa standing against the counter with her dress pulled up around her waist. Her panties were nowhere to be found and her pussy looked so good that his erection returned almost immediately.

    “Lock the door,” she said.

    Logan flipped the lock and approached when Larissa beckoned with a simple, seductive wave of her hand.

    “Strip to your panties,” she said.

    Logan glanced at her pussy and stripped. All he could think about was that Larissa was by far the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen partially naked. The chance to go down on her was too good to pass up, especially since his daiquiri-fueled brain was telling him that if he got her turned on enough there was a chance she’d let him fuck her.

    “Those are adorable,” Larissa said as she stared at his panty-clad cock and reached between her legs to slip a finger into her pussy. “Now get on your knees in front of me.”

    Logan dropped to his knees in front of the beautiful girl and stared at her pussy as she masturbated.

    “Are you hungry, panty boy?” she asked.

    Logan looked up at her and nodded.

    Larissa smiled and pulled her fingers from her pussy. He opened his mouth in anticipation of sucking them clean, but she had other plans. Instead of feeding Logan her fingers or her pussy, Larissa turned around, bent over, and reached back to spread her ass cheeks.

    “Clean my ass, panty boy,” she said in a commanding tone. “Clean my sweaty ass and don’t you go anywhere near my pussy.”

    Logan stared at her asshole and felt a sense of disappointment move through him. He wanted to eat her pussy. He wanted to make her cum. He wanted to taste the juices dripping out of her. He wasn’t so keen on licking her sweaty ass.

    “You didn’t think I was going to let you eat my pussy, did you?” Larissa asked. “Aww, that’s so cute. I just got fucked by someone with a real cock. I came hard on that cock. Why would I need you to eat my pussy after that? What I need is an eager tongue to clean my sweaty ass. I need you to do it right now or Margaret will deliver an entirely different and far less pleasant kind of punishment when you get home.”

    Logan leaned closer and breathed in the mildly unpleasant scent emanating from her ass. It seemed like she hadn’t been kidding. She’d worked up quite sweat getting fucked in her car and it didn’t smell great.

    “Do it, panty boy. Eat my ass. Clean it,” Larissa said.

    Logan glanced down at his panties and saw his hard cock. He was excited even if he didn’t find the idea of eating ass particularly arousing.

    He looked up, took a moment to study Larissa’s asshole, and then went for it. He reached up to hold her ass cheeks open, leaned in, and put his tongue to work.

    “That’s a good panty boy,” she said.

    The taste was unpleasant, but not overwhelmingly so. It was more that he’d never really had any desire to eat ass. He was doing something that seemed gross, and yet Larissa seemed to take a certain amount of delight in his willingness to do it.

    “Clean it,” she said. “Clean all of it. Not just my asshole. Lick up all that sweat between my cheeks.”

    Logan cleaned as instructed. He licked the space between her ass cheeks, going from top to bottom and offering the beautiful girl the pleasure she craved. He licked, she moaned and his cock throbbed as he got more into it.

    Caught up in a kind of lust he didn’t really recognize, Logan pressed his face deep between Larissa’s ass cheeks, released them, and worked his tongue over her asshole vigorously. He got into the ass eating in an entirely unexpected way, eliciting what sounded like joyful moans and the occasional bit of delighted laughter from the beautiful girl that had ordered Logan to his knees.

    “That’s enough,” Larissa said, pushing Logan’s head away right as his desire reached a fever pitch.

    She let her dress fall, covering her beautiful ass and spinning around. “Thank you for the lovely date, panty boy,” she said. “Make sure you pay the bill and leave a nice tip before you go home. I’ll be sure to let Margaret know you did as you were supposed to.”

    Larissa blew him a kiss and strode out of the bathroom as Logan watched her go while wishing she would stay and let him continue licking her ass.

    When the door opened again a few moments later, Logan was certain that Larissa had come back. He was certain she’d gotten so aroused that she had to have him finish her.

    Instead, it was a woman he’d never seen before. For a moment she stared at him blankly, like she couldn’t quite process the notion that she was looking at a panty-clad man waiting on his knees in the women’s bathroom. Then, she smiled and said, “Cute panties,” before turning around.

    It was her laughter in the hallway that spurred Logan to leap to his feet and get dressed. He didn’t want to get arrested for being a pervert. That’s exactly the kind of punishment he was trying to avoid.

    Once dressed Logan rushed out of the bathroom and nearly ran into the woman that had walked in on him.

    “All done?” she asked.

    “Yes, sorry,” he said before rushing past her.

    She laughed again and Logan burned with what felt like the appropriate amount of shame before dropping $40 on the table, thanking the waitress, and heading home with an erection still throbbing in the tight panties Margaret had dressed him in for what turned out to be a fairly humiliating evening.
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    “Logan, could you come out here?” Margaret called from the living room.

    Logan rushed out of his bedroom to answer his roommate’s call and found her standing next an older woman he’d never seen before.

    “Logan, this is Caroline,” Margaret said. “She’s going to be your babysitter for the evening.”

    “What?” Logan said as he looked at the older woman.

    Caroline was unquestionably pretty but there was a hardness to her face and in her demeanor that made Logan a little fearful of what his evening would hold. She wore a pair of tight-fitting jeans and a buttoned-up cardigan sweater that clung to her sizable breasts but offered not even a hint of flesh.

    “Did you think your punishment was over after your date with Larissa?” Margaret said. “Did you really think that would be all you’d have to suffer for being a pervert?”

    Logan shook his head. He’d certainly hoped his punishment was over, but he wasn’t naïve enough to think that Margaret would let him off the hook after one night.

    Logan looked at Caroline and wondered how much Margaret had told her. Did the older woman know he was wearing a pair of panties as he stood there in the living room? Did she know that Logan had been caught stealing his roommate’s panties and that he’d already subjected himself to various forms of punishment to satisfy Margaret’s need to make him suffer for his crime?

    “You were a very naughty boy,” Caroline said in a throaty voice. “I agree with Margaret that you need to be punished and I’m quite pleased that she asked me to spend the evening as your babysitter. After all, a pervert like you can’t be trusted to keep out of his roommate’s panty drawer, can he?”

    Logan shook his head. Margaret had clearly shared everything with the older woman.

    “Caroline lives right down the hall, Logan, so if tonight goes well she’ll come over to babysit anytime I have a date,” Margaret said.

    Logan wasn’t sure what to say. He wasn’t really interested in having a babysitter anytime he was going to be alone in the apartment, but he couldn’t really tell Margaret to fuck off. After all, she still held a certain amount of sway over him, given that she could very easily file a report that would label him the kind of pervert that ends up on lists on the internet.

    “Are you going to be good for Caroline?” Margaret asked.

    “Yes, I will,” Logan replied. He didn’t have a choice.

    Margaret turned to the older woman and said, “You can do whatever you’d like with him. Remember, he doesn’t get to say no, and if he does you can feel free to make him suffer for having the temerity to disobey you.”

    Logan saw a smile spread across Caroline’s face. It made him fearful of how she might make him suffer. He made a note to avoid Caroline’s wrath at all costs. She seemed far too excited at the idea of inflicting pain.

    “I’ll be back later tonight,” Margaret said.

    “Take your time,” Caroline replied. “I’m sure I can come up with all sorts of activities to keep Logan busy.”

    “Have a good night, Logan,” Margaret said as she picked up her purse and headed out.

    Logan watched his roommate leave and turned to Caroline, who had a wicked smile on her face.

    “Strip,” she said.

    “What?” Logan asked.

    Caroline took a step closer and her face hardened. “Strip. I want to see your panties.”

    Logan considered refusing, but only for a moment. There was something about Caroline that he found a little frightening and he suspected she would relish the opportunity to make him suffer in a truly painful manner if he disobeyed.

    He stripped as Caroline stared with her hands on her hips. She didn’t move and her gaze never left his body. She smiled when Logan revealed the navy blue lace panties he’d put on that morning.

    “I didn’t believe Margaret when she told me about you,” Caroline said as she stared at Logan’s panties. “Not at first, at least. I didn’t think it was possible a man would steal his roommate’s panties because he wanted to wear them. I didn’t think it was possible a man would enjoy wearing panties.”

    Caroline’s gaze returned to Logan’s face and she smiled. “I guess I was wrong, though. Men like you do exist.”

    She stepped closer and Logan felt his heart rate increase. Caroline was a wild card. She could subject him to all sorts of pain and humiliation or she could have him get dressed and they’d spend the night watching TV together. It seemed that anything was possible.

    “You’re quite small,” Caroline said. “Your cock, I mean. It’s quite small. Embarrassingly so, really. Have you actually fucked someone with this thing?” she asked while reaching out to squeeze his soft dick through the lace of his panties.

    “Yes,” Logan answered.

    “You haven’t made anyone cum with your cock, have you?” she asked.

    “I think I have,” he replied.

    Caroline laughed and squeezed his cock again as Logan felt it come to life. “I seriously doubt it,” she said. “Women don’t care for dicks this small. My ex-husband was an asshole, but at least he had a big dick that I enjoyed. I can’t imagine what our marriage would have been like if he was saddled with this disappointing excuse for a dick.”

    “What happened?” Logan asked as he tried to change the subject.

    “With my marriage?” Caroline asked as she moved behind Logan.

    “Yes,” he replied.

    “I married a man,” she said.

    Logan thought there would be more to her explanation, but Caroline left it at that.

    “Sorry, but I don’t understand,” he said.

    “You’re a man. How could you possibly understand?” Caroline asked. “Think of yourself, Logan. Imagine you were married to Margaret. Imagine she caught you stealing her panties. Imagine she caught her husband jerking off in them.”

    “Did your husband steal your panties?” Logan asked.

    Caroline swatted his ass hard enough for Logan to cry out in pain. “No,” she said. “My husband was a man, which means he was a disappointment. It means he couldn’t help but surrender to his cock. It means he let his need to spill his seed indiscriminately ruin our marriage.”

    “He cheated on you?” Logan asked.

    Caroline swatted his ass again. “He did,” she hissed.

    Logan empathized with Caroline’s ex as pain emanated from his ass. She seemed like a harsh woman and he wondered if it would be possible to have a satisfying sex life with someone like that. He didn’t dare vocalize those thoughts, though.

    “I’m sorry he cheated on you,” he said.

    “Thank you, Logan,” Caroline replied as she rubbed his ass. “Do you have any satin panties?”

    Logan smiled as he thought of the pink satin panties he’d recently purchased. “I do.”

    “Go change into them for me,” Caroline ordered.

    Logan headed for his bedroom, where he changed into the satin panties. He savored the way they felt in his hands and how pleasing it was to pull them. He loved how snug they fit and how they clung to his cock and balls, leaving a telltale bulge in the front.

    “Those are lovely,” Caroline said as Logan returned to the living room. She’d poured herself a glass of wine and was seated on the couch with her legs up on the coffee table. “They make your little cock look absolutely adorable.”

    Logan looked down at the bulge in his panties and found it impossible to deny that his cock looked rather small.

    “Masturbate for me,” Caroline said. “In the panties. Rub your cock like it’s a clit.”

    Logan stood in the middle of the living room and rubbed his cock through the panties as Caroline stared at him and sipped her wine. He felt like her toy and it was surprisingly thrilling.

    “Do you understand that you have a useless little cock, Logan?” Caroline asked.

    He nodded.

    “Do you understand that even when your little cock is hard it’s useless? That a dick that small can’t possibly please a woman?”

    He nodded again.

    “Are you flexible, Logan?” Caroline asked as he continued to play with his cock.

    “Kind of,” he replied.

    “I want you to try and suck your cock,” Caroline said with a naughty smile. “Right now. On the floor. Get down and see if you can suck your worthless little dick.”

    Logan dropped to the floor and pulled his panties aside, freeing his small but fully-erect cock.

    “Flip your legs up,” Caroline said. “Put them behind your head and try and suck that sad little dicklet.”

    Logan lifted his pelvis into the air and rolled his legs backwards. His feet reached the floor behind his head and his cock got surprisingly close to his mouth. He was several inches short, though, and no matter how far he bent or how much he craned his neck he couldn’t quite get there.

    “That’s a shame, Logan,” Caroline said. “I really wanted to see you suck your dick. You should have wanted it, too, because I don’t see many blowjobs in your future. Nothing will dry up a woman’s pussy like going down on a guy with a tiny dick. It’s easy when a guy is small, but there’s something about it that’s just kind of sad. It’s like blowing someone that’s not a real man, you know?”

    Logan’s legs were still bent behind his head as he looked over at Caroline and tried to nod. She hadn’t given him permission to unfold his body and he was committed to doing as his babysitter desired.

    Caroline swirled the red wine in her glass and smiled. “I think you should be punished for your failure. I think you should piss in your mouth.”

    “I’d rather not,” Logan said.

    “That’s precisely why I want you to do it,” Caroline replied as she stood up. “Now piss in your mouth or I’m going to spank your ass until it’s bruised. Don’t worry if you miss some of it. It’s a hardwood floor and piss cleans up easily.”

    Logan looked at his still-erect cock and tried to decide if he’d rather take the spanking or piss in his mouth. Ultimately, he decided that the humiliation and unpleasantness of pissing in his mouth was a better choice than the pain of a spanking.

    Logan opened his mouth and did his best to aim his cock correctly in the hopes of actually filling his mouth instead of making a mess.

    Caroline smiled and sipped her wine. “Do it, panty boy.”

    Logan unleashed his bladder and the piss hit his chin and dripped down his neck before he redirected the stream. It hit his tongue and the back of his throat, making him cough some of it up before getting the direction just right. Soon enough Logan’s mouth was full of steaming hot, pungent urine.

    “Swallow,” Caroline demanded as he cut off the flow. “Swallow your piss and finish your punishment.”

    Logan closed his mouth, girded himself against the horrible taste, and swallowed. He coughed violently as his legs remained above his head, his body bent like a pretzel.

    “That was lovely,” Caroline said with a smile. “Maybe I’ll let you drink my piss before the night is over. Would you like that, Logan?”

    He shook his head. He had no interest in consuming more piss.

    Caroline smiled and knelt next to Logan. “Would you like a reward?” she asked.

    Logan nodded vigorously.

    “Stay right there and play with that cute little dick of yours,” Caroline said.

    She stepped over Logan and walked down the hallway. He played with his cock as she turned into Margaret’s bedroom. Just a few moments later Caroline reappeared with a small dildo in her hand.

    “It looks so simple,” Caroline said as she put her glass on the coffee table. “But this little toy can provide such pleasure. I’m sure it’s given Margaret countless orgasms. Do you think it can give you an orgasm, Logan?”

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Caroline dropped to her knees in front of Logan and ran her hands up his thighs as he continued to slowly stroke his cock.

    “Would you like to find out?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    Caroline pulled Logan’s pink satin panties aside, spread his ass cheeks, and spit on his asshole. She lifted the long, thin vibrator into the air, twisted the base, and turned it on. The low, delightful sound of buzzing filled the air as Logan realized what she intended to do with the toy.

    Before he could object Caroline penetrated him with it. He yelped as she filled his asshole, but it didn’t take long for the pleasure of the vibrations to spread through his loins.

    “Oh, wow,” Logan said as he closed his eyes and stroked his cock a little faster.

    “It feels good to get fucked, doesn’t it?” Caroline asked.

    Logan nodded.

    “Yeah? Do you like it, Logan? Do you like getting fucked?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Logan said.

    “Do you want it harder? Do you want me to fuck you harder, panty boy?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Say it, Logan.”

    “I want you to fuck me harder,” Logan said.

    Caroline pumped the vibrating toy in and out of his asshole as Logan jerked off with his legs pinned behind his head. It was a little hard to breathe in that position, but the pleasure in his loins was astounding. He had no idea that his night with a babysitter could be so thrilling.

    “Are you going to cum, panty boy?” she asked.

    Logan nodded. “Yes. It feels so good.”

    “Have you ever taken a facial, Logan?” Caroline asked as she pumped his ass even faster and harder.

    “No,” he said.

    Caroline smiled as Logan realized that there was only one place for his cum to go. Of course it was going to land on his face.

    “It feels fitting, doesn’t it?” Caroline asked as she reached up to play with his balls while fucking him with the toy. “This is how a little panty boy bitch like you should cum, isn’t it? You should blow your load all over your face, shouldn’t you?”

    Logan stroked his cock faster. His orgasm was coming. There was no way to avoid it. He was going to cum on his face.

    Caroline leaned a little closer and squeezed his balls hard enough for it to hurt. That didn’t stop Logan from cumming, though.

    He grunted and his cock exploded. A huge dollop of cum landed on his forehead as pleasure coursed through him. A heavy dose of humiliation followed as more cum hit his face. Some landed in his mouth, some on his eye, and some on his cheeks as Caroline continued to pound his ass with the toy.

    “You look better with cum all over your face,” she said as the toy moved in and out of him. “You really are meant to be a cum-soaked panty boy.”

    Caroline squeezed his balls a little harder and Logan noted that she seemed to find genuine pleasure in his suffering.

    “Was that a good orgasm?” she asked. “Did you enjoy cumming all over your face?”

    Logan nodded.

    “Good,” Caroline said as she stood up, placed the vibrator on a tissue, and unbuttoned her pants.

    Logan watched as she lowered her pants and panties, exposing a rather lovely looking pussy.

    “Put your legs down,” she demanded.

    Logan lowered his legs until he was lying flat on his back. Caroline stepped over his head and lowered her pussy onto his face. Almost immediately she began to ride his mouth, smearing his cum over her pussy lips and his face and making a spectacular mess in the process.

    “Just stick your tongue out and stay still,” she said.

    Logan did as he was told and Caroline continued to move her pussy over his face in small circles. He felt his juices mixing with hers and coating him in a sticky combination of their bodily fluids.

    “Mmmm, I’m going to have to babysit more often,” Caroline said as her thighs began to tremble on either side of Logan’s head.

    He was being used. He’d been humiliated and made to cum and now he was being used as she made a mess of him while getting off. He felt gross, but there was something a little bit thrilling about it too.

    “That’s it,” Caroline said. “That’s it, make your babysitter cum. Make me cum. Make me cum, panty boy!”

    She climaxed a few moments later and a slippery liquid seeped out of her pussy, down Logan’s cheeks, and onto the floor beneath him, mixing with his piss and cum and creating a particularly nasty concoction.

    The moment her orgasm passed Caroline stood up, put her panties and pants back on, and said, “Get on your hands and knees in front of the couch. I want to use you as an ottoman.”

    Logan moved to his hands and knees and crawled until he rested in front of the couch. Caroline sat and rested her legs on his lower back, using him as furniture just as she’d promised.

    “You’re wearing that mess on your face until Margaret gets home. I want her to see what a nasty little pig you are,” Caroline said with a laugh as she turned the TV on. “Until then you can be my furniture.”

    Logan hoped Margaret’s date wouldn’t go too late.
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    “Logan, this is my friend Scarlett,” Margaret said as she gestured to the lovely redhead standing next to her.

    “Scarlett, it’s nice to meet you,” Logan replied.

    “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Logan,” Scarlett said in a sweet Southern accent.

    She looked spectacular in a pink and white polka dot sundress that offered just a hint of cleavage, which Logan took great pains to avoid staring at.

    “Logan, is it true that you have an affection for women’s underwear?” Scarlett asked.

    Logan glanced at his roommate and saw a smile on her face. She’d clearly informed her friend of his predilection for panties and there was little point in trying to lie. “Yes, I suppose you could say that.”

    “And would you say it’s true that you had a little bit of difficulty restraining yourself when offered the chance to pilfer your roommate’s panties?” Scarlett asked. There was something about her accent that made her questions far less humiliating than they could have been.

    “Yes, that’s true,” Logan replied.

    “Are you wearing a pair of panties right now, Logan?” Scarlett asked.

    He nodded.

    “Is that by choice, or has Margaret demanded that you wear them?”

    “It’s by choice,” Logan replied.

    Scarlett stepped closer and a wonderful floral scent filled Logan’s nose, making the redhead all the more irresistible.

    “Can I see your panties, Logan?” Scarlett asked as she reached out and gently ran her fingers down his arm.

    Goose bumps raced along his skin as a splendid sense of relaxation slowly spread through Logan’s body. “Of course,” he said.

    Logan unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down, revealing the light pink boyshort panties he’d put on that morning. They were semi-sheer and somehow they made his already diminutive penis look even smaller.

    “Are these Margaret’s panties or did you purchase these yourself?” Scarlett asked as she reached out and ran her fingers along the waistband of his underwear.

    “I bought them myself,” he replied.

    Scarlett’s fingers encircled Logan’s small, soft cock and testicles before she asked, “Do you still feel the urge to steal your roommate’s underwear, Logan?”

    “No,” he replied.

    Scarlett squeezed his genitals a little harder than Logan was comfortable with and offered a smile so sweet he thought he might melt. “I need you to be forthright with me, Logan. Do you still feel the urge to pluck a pair of Margaret’s used panties from her laundry basket?”

    “Sometimes,” Logan admitted.

    Margaret shook her head as a look of disgust crossed her face.

    “Do you resist that urge?” Scarlett asked as her grip on his genitals tightened.

    “I do,” he replied.

    The beautiful redhead released his genitals and smiled. “It’s a shame that you haven’t quite gotten over your nasty little habit, Logan. That’s okay, though. I don’t mind punishing you. In fact, I quite enjoy punishing a man that can’t help but misbehave.”

    Scarlett walked past him and towards Margaret’s bedroom.

    “Let’s go,” Margaret said.

    Logan followed his roommate and the Southern beauty as he wondered what Scarlett had in store for him. Would she humiliate him? Would she make him suffer pain?

    “Please remove everything but your pink panties,” Scarlett said as Logan stepped into his roommate’s bedroom.

    Half a dozen pairs of panties were laid out on Margaret’s expertly made bed and Logan couldn’t keep his eyes off of them as he followed Scarlett’s orders and stripped.

    “Go to her bed,” Scarlett demanded. “Bend over. Caress her panties. Smell them if you’d like.”

    Logan approached the bed and bent over. He rested his elbows against the impossibly soft comforter and reached out to touch the beautiful panties in front of him.

    “Those are the panties I wore last week,” Margaret explained. “Each spent a day nestled against my pussy. Each soaked up my juices. Each is filled with my scent.”

    Logan loved wearing his own panties, but there was something about a used pair that he found irresistible. He hadn’t stolen any more of Margaret’s panties, but he’d felt the urge to do so.

    “Are you familiar with aversion therapy, Logan?” Scarlett asked.

    Logan looked back to see the beautiful redhead holding a long black leather belt and he tensed up immediately. “No,” he said.

    Scarlett flashed a beautiful smile and Logan felt some of his anxiety wash away. There was something about her that made him feel like a belting wasn’t going to be as painful as he thought.

    “I’d like you to pick your favorite pair of panties, Logan. Take them in your hand. Run your fingers over them. Bring them to your nose. Breathe in Margaret’s scent,” Scarlett instructed.

    Logan eyed each of the six pairs of panties and picked up a yellow thong. He ran his fingers over the soft material, studied it for a few moments, and then brought it to his nose.

    The moment Margaret’s scent registered Logan heard the whoosh of the belt moving through the air. A second later he felt the impossibly painful sting of the leather biting into his ass. He pressed the panties against his nose and screamed.

    “Panty stealing is a gateway behavior, Logan,” Scarlett said. “If it’s not curbed immediately it can lead to far more troublesome issues. Now breathe deeply. Sniff your roommate’s panties.”

    Logan did as he was told and once again the belt came down on his ass. He cried out in pain, though there was a hint of pleasure. He couldn’t contain it. Sniffing Margaret’s panties felt good. Holding them in his hand felt good. Feeling them against his face felt good.

    “Being a panty thief will make it impossible for you to find a wife, Logan. It will make it impossible for you to keep a girlfriend. It will make it impossible for you to do many of the things that a typical man desires. Is that what you want?” Scarlett asked.

    “No,” he said.

    “Sniff her panties,” Scarlett demanded.

    Logan breathed in the scent of his roommate’s panties and the belt came down on his ass. He cried out in pain and his head fell to the bed. The pain began to radiate down his legs and up his back as any sense of pleasure washed away.

    “Would you like to belt your perverted roommate?” Scarlett asked.

    “I would,” Margaret replied.

    Logan looked back and saw Margaret take the belt from her friend’s hand. She reached back to gather her strength and swung through, delivering a loud and impossibly painful blow. Logan rubbed her panties over his nose to try and soothe the suffering, but it was no use. The searing pain weakened his knees and threatened to bring him to the ground. No amount of irresistible pussy scent could cure that.

    “Stand up,” Scarlett said.

    Logan left the panties on the bed and stood up to face the women that had just made him suffer.

    “You deserve a treat for suffering through that,” the beautiful redhead added as she reached up and slipped the straps of her pretty dress off her shoulders. She pulled it down and exposed a flawless pair of perky, milky white breasts that made Logan weak in the knees. Scarlett worked the dress over her hips and stood there in a pair of pink panties that looked much like the ones he wore.

    “What do you think?” Scarlett asked.

    “You’re perfect,” Logan replied.

    She stepped closer and smiled. “Keep your hands at your sides, Logan. No touching.” A few steps more and Scarlett’s breasts were pressed into Logan’s chest, bringing his cock to a full erection.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Logan?” she asked.

    He nodded as his cock pulsed with desire.

    “Do you think you have any chance at fucking me?” Scarlett asked.

    “No,” Logan said.

    “That’s right,” she replied. “I wouldn’t let you fuck me if you were the last man on Earth and the survival of the species depended on it. I will never let your cock anywhere near me. You will never, ever deserve to be inside me. You will never be worthy of me or any woman like me. That sad excuse for a dick should be imprisoned in panties forever. It should never be permitted to approach a pussy, let alone penetrate one. Do you understand, Logan?”

    “I do,” he replied.

    “How about you, Margaret?” Scarlett asked. “Does Logan stand a chance at fucking you?”

    Margaret laughed in response. “Oh my God no,” she said. “Why would I fuck this panty stealing pervert when I could find a real man with ease? Why would I let that worthless little dicklet of his anywhere near my body when I could get fucked by someone with an actual cock? Why would I ever let Logan fuck me?”

    Scarlett smiled and stepped back, depriving Logan of the pleasure of feeling her soft, milky white breasts against his chest.

    “Have you ever been fucked, Logan?” Scarlett asked.

    “What do you mean?” he asked.

    “Have you ever taken a cock in your ass?”

    Logan’s asshole tightened reflexively. “No,” he answered.

    It was the smile on Scarlett’s face that made it clear she was about to change that.

    “Good,” she said. “I like taking a man’s virginity. Now assume the position.”

    Logan moved towards the bed and bent over. He looked back to see Scarlett pull a strapon harness and a sizable dildo from her bag.

    “Pick a pair of panties, Logan,” she said. “Put them on your head. Wear the gusset right over your nose. I want you to smell Margaret’s pussy while I pound your ass.”

    Logan chose a blue cotton thong and put it over his head as instructed. The smell of Margaret’s pussy filled his nose and he smiled.

    Margaret walked to the other side of the bed and stripped as Logan watched. Her body was a breathtaking sight and when she climbed into the bed and spread her legs he thought he might get the chance to smell her actual pussy.

    As Margaret pulled aside her panties and began to play with her pussy, Scarlett stepped behind Logan, pulled his pink panties down, and spread his ass cheeks. She spit on his asshole and Logan felt the warmth of her fluid dripping down his crack.

    “I thought you were cute when I first moved in,” Margaret said as she ran her fingers over her pussy lips. “I thought there was a chance that we’d hook up. I thought maybe we’d get to know each other and you’ve prove to be interesting enough to fuck. I was wrong, though. It turns out that the more I got to know you the more of a pathetic loser you seemed to be. Now I know just how true that is. Now I know just how unworthy of my pussy you are.”

    Scarlett pressed the head of her cock against Logan’s asshole and pushed it inside as he clenched his teeth and cried out in pain.

    “Does it hurt, Logan?” she asked. “Does it hurt to lose your virginity?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Aww, poor baby,” Margaret added. “It’s kind of a turn on for me. You look good bent over like that. You look good with a beautiful girl taking your ass from behind.”

    Scarlett paused as she filled Logan’s ass completely. Every inch of her strapon was inside him and she leaned down, pressing her breasts into his back and reaching around to play with his cock.

    “I can’t get over how small your dick is, Logan,” Scarlett said. “Someday you’ll thank me for this. Someday, when you meet a woman that wants strapon fucking to be the only kind of sex you have as a couple, you’ll thank me. You’ll thank me for taking your virginity and showing you how good it can feel to get fucked like a bitch.”

    “Fuck him harder,” Margaret said. “Show him what happens to panty thieves.”

    Scarlett sunk here teeth into Logan’s back and bit down hard enough to make him scream before releasing his flesh, standing up, and grabbing his hips. She pulled her cock out and then thrust deep inside him with enough power to elicit a scream.

    “Harder,” Margaret said as her fingers danced over her clit.

    “Do you hear that, Logan? Your roommate wants me to punish you with my cock. She wants me to show you what it’s like to be bent over and taken like a bitch. She wants me to show you what it’s like to get fucked without a hint of concern for your pleasure,” Scarlett said in a soft Southern lilt.

    “Fuck me,” Logan replied. “Just fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make it hurt.”

    He embraced the pain. He embraced the punishment that Margaret clearly wanted him to experience. He embraced it in part because it seemed to bring her pleasure to witness him taking it up the ass.

    Scarlett found a hard, deep rhythm that produced a dull ache in Logan’s ass. Something about it felt good, though, as his cock remained stiff. He could even feel precum dripping from the tip.

    “You like this, don’t you?” Margaret asked. “I can see it in your eyes. You like taking it up the ass, don’t you?”

    Logan stared at his roommate. He wasn’t sure he liked it and he didn’t want to encourage whatever thoughts she had bouncing around her head.

    Margaret sat up, leaned forward, and grabbed a handful of Logan’s hair. “Open your mouth,” she said.

    Logan looked up at her and opened his mouth. Margaret promptly spit in it. His head snapped back as her spit landed on his tongue.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Logan swallowed her spit as Scarlett fucked him hard from behind. She smacked his ass twice, each time eliciting a moan of pain.

    Margaret laid back and watched as her fingers moved over her clit at a furious pace. Her moans got louder and lustier and eventually Logan enjoyed the pleasure of watching her climax.

    Scarlett pulled out a moment later and grabbed a handful of Logan’s hair. She spun him around, pushed him to his knees, and removed her strapon along with her panties.

    She stepped closer and Logan stared at her pussy and admired the little tuft of red hair above it. “You don’t even deserve to taste my pussy,” she said. “You barely deserve to look at it.”

    She masturbated as Logan wished he could taste her. He wished he could lick her. He wished he could fuck her, though he knew that was out of the question.

    “Play with your tiny dick, Logan,” Scarlett demanded. “Don’t cum until I give you permission, though.”

    Logan stroked his cock as he watched two fingers disappear inside Scarlett’s pussy. They emerged covered in her juices and she resumed her lusty masturbation as the slippery sounds filled the air.

    Margaret moved to the edge of the bed behind Logan and whispered, “Panty thieves don’t deserve pussy and I’m going to make sure you never get any as long as we live together. I’m going to make sure any girl you date knows what you are. I’m going to make sure any girl you even consider asking out knows that you’re a panty-wearing, panty-thieving bitch that doesn’t deserve the time of day. I’m going to let her know about your worthless little cock, too.”

    Logan stroked his cock faster as he felt his balls tighten. He watched Scarlett play with her pussy and listened to the beautiful redhead moan.

    “You’re going to be pussy free as long as you’re my roommate, Logan. You’re going to be a little panty-wearing bitch. Your punishment is never going to end,” Margaret continued. “I’m going to make sure of it.”

    Scarlett climaxed a moment later. Logan watched the juices drip from her pussy and wished he was allowed to lick them up. He wished desperately that he was allowed to taste her.

    “Pull your panties up,” Scarlett said. “Cum into them. Make a mess.”

    Logan swiftly pulled the pink panties up and resumed masturbating. He was close enough that he didn’t need to fully stroke to cum. It was going to happen.

    “Cum in your panties,” Margaret whispered from behind him. “Cum in your panties like a good little bitch.”

    Her sense of delight drove Logan right to the edge of orgasm.

    “Do it, Logan,” Scarlett said. “Cum in your panties and then lick up your load. Lick it out of your underwear. Be a good panty boy and eat up every drop of your spunk.”

    Logan groaned and his cock exploded. He spilled hot cum into the pink panties and felt it spreading. He felt it against his balls and the head of his small but stiff cock.

    “Now stand up, take your panties off, and lick them clean while we watch,” Scarlett said as she sat on the bed.

    Logan stood, turned around, and stared at the two beautiful girls. He lowered his panties, lifted them to his mouth, and ran his tongue through the salty cum. He swallowed his seed and tried not to gag at the unpleasant taste. It wasn’t the first time he’d tasted his cum and he was now convinced it wouldn’t be the last.

    Logan was okay with that, though. His asshole hurt and humiliation hummed through every cell of his body, but he’d just had an orgasm in the presence of two beautiful girls, so it wasn’t all bad.
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    Logan took a deep breath and knocked on the door as Margaret’s words repeated in his head: “Go to Larissa’s apartment and do exactly as she says. You’re hers for the night. If you fail to please her I’ll ruin your life, panty boy.”

    Larissa answered the door in a tight, shiny latex mini skirt and a sheer mesh top that revealed a semi-sheer black lace bra underneath. She looked like she was ready for a night at a particularly liberal club and if it weren’t for her exceptional, classy kind of beauty she might have been mistaken for a girl about to hit the street looking for Johns.

    “Logan, come in!” Larissa said.

    Logan stepped into the modern-looking apartment and Larissa flashed a surprisingly sweet smile.

    “Why don’t you take your clothes off for me,” she suggested. “Everything but your panties, of course.”

    Logan stripped as Larissa stood and watched with her hands on her hips. He neatly folded his clothes and left them in a pile by the door before turning back to the beautiful, scantily clad girl.

    “Come,” Larissa said as she took Logan’s hand and led him into her living room. There was a tall, shirtless man sitting on the couch and it was impossible not to notice his abs, which were the sort that belonged on the cover of a men’s fitness magazine.

    “Logan, do you remember the guy I told you about when we first met?” Larissa asked. “The one that fucked me right before we had our little date?”

    “I do,” Logan said.

    “Well, this is him,” Larissa said as she excitedly gestured towards the man sitting on her couch. “His name is Mark and as you know I’m quite fond of the way he makes me feel. After all, I wouldn’t let a guy fuck me in his car if he wasn’t exceptionally good with his cock.”

    Mark stood up and somehow his body looked even more impressive. It wasn’t just his perfect abs. His chest and arms were sculpted too. Logan couldn’t have felt like less of a man, especially since he was wearing a pair of semi-sheer yellow lace panties.

    “Nice panties,” Mark said with a smile.

    Larissa reached out and cupped Logan’s genitals. “Aren’t they adorable? I’m telling you, I’ve seen his little pecker fully erect and it absolutely belongs in a pair of panties. In fact, I’ve never met a man that belongs in panties more than Logan.”

    Logan felt Larissa’s breath on his neck as she leaned closer and whispered, “Isn’t that right, Logan? Doesn’t your little dick belong in panties? Isn’t that what you’ve learned since Margaret caught you stealing her pretty panties? Haven’t you learned that you’re destined to be a panty boy?”

    Logan nodded and Larissa kissed his neck. Her tongue moved over his skin and she stroked him through his panties, bringing Logan’s diminutive cock to a full erection.

    “Do you like to watch, Logan?” Larissa whispered. “Would you like to watch me suck Mark’s cock? Would you like to watch me give him a blowjob?”

    Logan nodded. He would have agreed to almost anything in that moment, but the idea of watching the beautiful, scantily clad woman standing next to him go down on a guy sounded fantastically pleasurable.

    Larissa released Logan’s cock and strode towards Mark. She kissed his neck and slowly worked her way down his body, taking time to kiss his chest and abs, offering a kind of affection Logan had never been deserving of.

    Eventually she sank to her knees and pulled down Mark’s shorts, revealing a long, thick, semi-hard cock.

    Larissa turned and smiled at Logan before placing a soft kiss on the head of Mark’s cock. “Come here,” she said. “Panty boys belong on their knees.”

    Logan’s steps were short and hesitant as he approached Larissa. He watched her shower the head of Mark’s cock with kisses as she stroked the shaft. He watched her reach up and play with the other man’s big balls. He listened to Mark’s moan of pleasure. Most of all, he wondered what Larissa had planned for him. What did she want Logan to do? What was his punishment – this evening was absolutely an extension of Margaret’s ongoing punishments for stealing her panties - going to involve?

    When Logan reached Larissa’s side he hesitated. She reached up, grabbed his cock and pulled down hard enough that he yelped while falling to his knees.

    “Panty boys do as they’re told,” she said with a smile. “You’re going to do as you’re told, aren’t you?”

    Logan nodded.

    Larissa turned to Mark and wrapped her lips around his cock. The other man groaned as he looked down at the beauty giving him a blowjob. Logan still wasn’t sure what his punishment would be but he tried his best to enjoy the show unfolding in front of him. After all, it wasn’t often that he got to witness what was effectively an in-person porn video. Larissa was the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen and she was giving an exceptionally hot blowjob just a few feet from where Logan rested on his knees.

    “Logan,” Larissa said as she stroked Mark’s slick cock. “I want you to play with his balls. Will you do that for me? Will you be a good panty boy and play with Mark’s big balls for me?”

    Logan kept his hands at his sides. There was something about the idea of touching another man’s genitals that he found deeply unappealing.

    Larissa grabbed his wrist and lifted his hand, bringing his fingers ever closer to Mark’s testicles. Logan could have fought it, but Margaret’s words played in his head. He believed her threat. He believed she would follow through on whatever plan she’d cooked up to ruin his life if he didn’t do as he was told.

    Larissa flipped Logan’s hand over and placed it under Mark’s testicles. “Now play with his balls,” she said. “Be a good panty for me. Do as you’re told and play with those big beautiful balls to help Mark build up a nice big load for me. I’m a thirsty girl, Logan, and I want to swallow a nice thick cumshot from Mark.”

    Logan imagined Mark cumming in Larissa’s mouth. He imagined seeing the other man’s cock pulsing as he unloaded on her tongue and something about it thrilled him. That was something he wanted to see. His desire was enough to help Logan overcome his fear and since Mark’s balls were already in his hand it didn’t seem like too much of a task to play with them a little.

    “That’s good,” Mark said as Logan played with his testicles. “That’s very good. It’s almost like you’ve done this before, Logan. It’s almost like you’re an expert with a pair of balls in your hand. Have you done this before?”

    “No,” Logan said.

    “Are you sure, Logan? You’re not lying? Because it seems like you’re a natural born ball fondling bitch. It seems like you might be a natural with those lips of yours wrapped around my dick, too,” Mark said.

    Logan’s heart pounded as a smile crossed Mark’s face. The other man seemed to be getting off on the verbal humiliation and Logan worried it might go a little deeper. He worried he might actually be called upon to suck cock.

    “Are you saying you’ve never thought about it?” Larissa asked as her hand moved up and down Mark’s spit-soaked shaft. “You don’t think about sucking dick when you pull on a pair of panties? You don’t think about getting on your knees like a good little whore and wrapping those lips of yours around a stiff cock? You don’t feel your little dicklet get stiff in your panties at the thought of blowing a real man?”

    Logan didn’t think about those things. He never had. He thought about girls. He thought about the joy of wearing a pair of dirty panties. He thought about his cock being so close to where Margaret’s pussy had rested. He thought about the kinky joy of stealing something so intimate. He didn’t think about cock.

    “Are you hard, Logan?” Larissa asked. “Is your little dick hard while you’re playing with another man’s balls?”

    Logan nodded. His erection was small but obvious. There was little point in denying his desire.

    Larissa looked up at Mark, smiled, and asked, “Do you think sucking your balls would be an appropriate punishment for a panty thief?”

    Mark laughed. “I do. I think Logan would look good with my balls in his mouth, too.”

    “I agree with Mark,” Larissa said as she turned to Logan. “You should take his big balls in your mouth and suck on them like a good panty boy. You should suck these big, beautiful balls and get them all slippery with your spit. You should do it or I’ll tell Margaret that you weren’t a good panty boy tonight.”

    Larissa lifted Mark’s cock out of the way and nodded at Logan. He stared at the other man’s big testicles and felt an utterly overwhelming sense of humiliation at the idea of sucking on them. For some reason it was so much worse than anything Margaret and her friends had done with him. The idea was repulsive, and yet there was a part of Logan that believed he should be punished. He’d been caught stealing his roommate’s panties, after all.

    “Press your nose against them first,” Mark said. “Smell my balls, panty boy. Take a deep breath.”

    Logan moved closer and took a deep breath. The smell of Mark’s manhood filled his nose. He felt the pubic hair tickle his nose first. Then he pressed it against the wrinkled flesh of a pair of balls. He felt Mark’s stiff cock rest against his head. He felt humiliation envelop him.

    “Suck his balls, panty boy,” Larissa demanded. “Suck those big, cum-filled balls.”

    Logan opened his mouth and took one of Mark’s testicles between his lips. He closed his eyes and ran his tongue over it. He sucked gently. He sucked another man’s balls. He had a part of another man’s genitalia in his mouth for the first time in his life.

    “What a pathetic little bitch,” Mark said.

    “I know. Isn’t it incredible?” Larissa added. “Margaret’s going to love this.”

    The sound of cocksucking once more filled the room. Logan was taking part in giving another man pleasure. He was working Mark’s balls while Larissa worked his cock. They were double teaming the other man and doing their best to make him cum. Logan felt pathetic, and with good reason. He was a straight man wearing a pair of panties and sucking on another man’s balls. It was pathetic.

    “Work both balls, Logan,” Mark said. “Haven’t you ever had your nuts sucked on? Would you really want the girl to work just one? Use that mouth of yours on both, damn it.”

    Logan sucked Mark’s other testicle into his mouth and went to work again. He licked and sucked and got lost in the overwhelming sense of humiliation.

    “Fuck, Larissa, that feels so fucking good,” Mark said. “I’m gonna cum. Where do you want it?”

    “On the panty boy’s face,” Larissa said.

    Mark laughed and Logan tried to pull away. The other man reached down and roughly grabbed a handful of his hair. “Stay right there, panty boy. You’re getting a facial. There’s no escaping it. Now suck my fucking balls.”

    “Your dick is still hard, Logan,” Larissa said as the sound of a slippery handjob filled Logan’s ears. “Stop pretending that you’re not into this. Just give in. You’re a panty boy pervert that’s into whatever the fuck I tell you you’re into. You love sucking balls. You’d love to suck this big cock. You’re going to love getting a facial, too, just like you loved getting fucked up the ass by a big strapon and eating my pussy in a bar bathroom. Stop fighting and surrender. Your Margaret’s panty boy bitch and she’s going to keep doing whatever the fuck she wants with you because that’s what you deserve. It’s what you crave, too.”

    Logan moaned. He didn’t want to, but Larissa’s words dragged him right where she wanted him. She focused him on the arousal emanating from between his legs. She focused him on the idea that if he wasn’t enjoying himself at least a little he would have walked out. If he was truly repulsed by the idea of sucking Mark’s balls or taking a facial he would have left and dealt with the consequences.

    “Here it comes,” Mark said.

    Larissa grabbed a handful of Logan’s hair and pulled back. He looked up at Mark and watched the other man stroke his big cock. He saw the head swell up. He saw a look of intense pleasure on Mark’s face.

    “Beg for it,” Mark demanded.

    “Beg him,” Larissa added. “Beg him for a facial. Beg for his hot, sticky load all over your face. Beg him like a nasty little bitch.”

    “Please, cum on my face,” Logan begged. “Please, cum all over my face. Cum on my face!”

    Mark grunted and his hand slowed. His cock swelled up and a huge shot of cum fired from the tip and hit Logan’s face. His head snapped back for a moment before Larissa pushed it back into place. Logan closed his eyes as more cum rained down. By the time it was over it felt like Mark had completely painted him with semen. It was hot and slippery and hugely humiliation to be on the receiving end of it.

    “Get on your back,” Larissa said. “Right now.”

    Logan moved to his back and Larissa stood and stripped.

    “What are you going to do?” Mark asked.

    “I’m going to have fun with our little cum whore,” she replied.

    Larissa stood astride Logan’s head and slowly squatted over him. She reached down and ran a finger through the cum before pushing it into his mouth.

    “You’re a cum whore, aren’t you Logan?” she asked.

    He nodded with her finger in his mouth. It was the first time he’d had another man’s cum in his mouth or on his face, but he was done fighting. If Larissa wanted him to be a cum whore that’s what he was.

    “I’d like you to eat my ass, Logan,” she said. “So I’m going to sit on your face. Okay?”

    Logan nodded and Larissa lowered her ass onto his face. She spread her cheeks and smothered him.

    “Eat my ass,” she demanded.

    Logan put his tongue to work as Larissa’s beautiful ass moved back and forth on his face, making an absolute mess of the cum Mark had left behind.

    “That’s a good little bitch,” Larissa said. “Lick my asshole. Use that tongue of yours. Be a good boy and make my asshole feel good.”

    Logan had thought taking a facial would be the most humiliating part of his evening. He was wrong, though. It was lying on his back while Larissa rode his cum-covered face with her ass that was the most humiliating. It was the way her ass cheeks rubbed the cum into his face. It was that her ass tasted just a little bit off putting. It was the obvious joy in her voice as she used him as little more than a sex toy. It was the fact that Mark was watching. It was the fact that Logan still had a throbbing erection.

    “Put your tongue in my ass,” Larissa demanded in a breathless voice. 

    She rubbed her clit furiously as Logan stiffened his tongue and pressed it against her asshole. He felt her open up and he slipped inside. He tasted her insides and something about it seemed to set Larissa off as she had a screaming orgasm not long after.

    As her thighs trembled Larissa sat most of her weight of Logan’s face. Her ass cheeks spread out over his head and smothered him. He could still draw breath, but it proved difficult. He was nothing more than furniture to her in that moment.

    Finally, Larissa lifted her ass and said, “Lick the cum off my ass you disgusting little pig. Lick it all up and swallow.”

    Logan went to work cleaning her beautiful ass. He licked up the cum that had transferred from his face and swallowed. The salty taste filled his mouth and nauseated Logan just a little, but he powered through.

    “Now, open your mouth,” Larissa said as she moved back until her pussy hovered over Logan’s lips. “There’s just one more thing you have to do for me.”

    Logan opened his mouth and Larissa smiled.

    “I’m going to piss in your mouth, Logan,” Larissa said. “And you’re going to swallow for me.”

    Logan didn’t have time to object. The piss flowed from Larissa’s pussy almost immediately. It flooded his mouth and Logan’s only option was to spit it up and make a huge mess – and likely enrage Larissa – or swallow.

    Ultimately, he swallowed. He drank her piss. He sank lower. He reached the most humiliating part of the night by consuming a bladder’s worth of urine.

    When she was finished Larissa stood up, smiled down at Logan, and said, “Leave. Don’t get dressed. Don’t clean up. Just leave.”

    Logan grabbed his clothes and left. There was no question he’d been punished and punished severely. He only hoped that Margaret was done loaning him out to her friends. He hoped the punishments were over. He wasn’t sure he could take much more.
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    “I wore each and every pair this week,” Margaret said as she gestured to the seven pairs of panties laid out on her bed.

    Logan was certain Margaret had yet another punishment planned but he couldn’t help feel a touch of desire as he stared at the gorgeous used underwear in front of him.

    “I thought I’d give you the chance to pick out a pair to keep,” Margaret continued.

    “I don’t understand,” Logan said. “What’s the catch?” He imagined Margaret informing him that he’d have to suffer through a caning once he put the panties on or that she had a used condom she wanted him to drink from before he’d be allowed to claim her used underwear as his own.

    “There’s no catch,” Margaret said. “The truth is, I feel kind of bad about how far over the top I went in punishing you and I want to make it up to you. I’m offering an apology, of sorts, and it begins with letting you pick a pair of my panties.”

    Logan surveyed the panties spread out on the bed again and felt an overwhelming kind of desire.

    Margaret stepped closer to the bed and picked up a pair of white lace bikini cut panties. “I wore these for my date on Saturday night,” she said.

    “Really?” Logan asked. He remembered Margaret coming home from that date with a smile on her face.

    “Really,” she said. “In fact, I got fucked in these panties. We had sex in his car. I straddled him in the backseat and pulled these pretty panties aside so I could sit on his cock. I came on his cock while wearing these panties.”

    She stepped closer and lifted the panties until they rested just under Logan’s nose. He couldn’t help but sniff her panties. He couldn’t resist the allure of taking her scent into his lungs.

    “He came inside me,” she whispered. “He came inside me and his cum leaked into these panties while he drove me home. It was leaking into these panties when I came inside and waved at you. It leaked into these panties until I took them off and tossed them into the hamper a few hours later. Can you smell that, Logan? Can you smell my pussy? Can you smell his cum? Can you smell the sex?”

    Logan closed his eyes and breathed deeply. He inhaled the scent emanating from her panties and smiled. His cock was stiff without having been touched. Margaret’s softly-spoken words and the idea that her pussy juices and someone else’s cum had leaked into her panties formed an intoxicating combination that he couldn’t resist.

    “Do you want these panties, Logan? Do you want to wear them? Do you want to wear my dirty, cum-stained panties?” Margaret whispered.

    Logan nodded. She was offering him a gift and it would have been insane to refuse it.

    Margaret stepped back with the panties still in her hand and said, “Strip for me.”

    Logan stripped as ordered. It was still a little humiliating to get naked in front of his roommate, but he was getting more comfortable with it.

    “Have you ever fucked someone in a car, Logan?” Margaret asked.

    “No,” he replied.

    She stepped closer and reached out to tease Logan’s little cock with her fingers. “It’s harder for guys with tiny cocks. I mean, if you were sitting in the backseat I bet your dick wouldn’t even reach a girl’s pussy. She certainly wouldn’t be able to ride you. She’d just have to grind back and forth on your little nub, wouldn’t she?”

    Logan groaned, mostly from the delicate but impossibly pleasurable feeling of Margaret’s fingers dancing over the tip of his cock.

    “Would you like to put my panties on now, Logan?” she asked.

    “Very much so,” he said.

    Margaret handed him the panties and Logan stepped into them. He closed his eyes and savored the feeling of the soft lace moving up his legs. He pulled them tight against his crotch and felt the crustiness of the dried cum against his balls.

    “Does that feel good?” Margaret asked. “Do you like wearing a pair of my filthy panties?”

    Logan nodded vigorously. He was largely past feeling embarrassed around Margaret. He liked wearing her dirty panties.

    “Like I said, I feel bad about how far I went in punishing you for stealing my panties. Giving you my filthy panties is just part of my apology, though. I think you deserve more, Logan. I think you deserve to feel pleasure instead of being punished. I think you deserve to feel pure, unadulterated pleasure. Would you like that?” Margaret asked.

    “Yes,” Logan said. Immediately the idea of fucking Margaret sprang to mind. He was certain she wouldn’t offer that particular kind of pleasure, but he couldn’t keep his brain from going there. He wanted it. To fuck her would have been a thrill so intense he couldn’t help but fantasize about it.

    “Would you like to taste my pussy, Logan?” Margaret asked.

    He nodded.

    Margaret leaned closer and offered Logan a soft, surprisingly sensual kiss. Her mouth opened and he unleashed a surprised moan as her tongue pushed past his lips. Margaret grasped Logan’s cock through the panties and massaged it, instantly immersing him in pleasure.

    “On your knees,” Margaret whispered.

    Logan fell to his knees without hesitation. He looked up and watched Margaret lift her skirt and pull aside her underwear.

    “You may taste my pussy,” she said.

    Logan leaned forward and pressed his lips against her pussy. He extended his tongue and pushed inside her. He immersed his taste buds in her juices and Margaret moaned.

    “That’s good,” she said. “That’s so good, Logan. Now lick my clit. Make me feel good.”

    Logan couldn’t believe he was on his knees in front of his roommate. He couldn’t believe he was licking her clit without also being showered in verbal barbs. He couldn’t believe he was simply offering her pleasure.

    “Mmmm, that feels so good, Logan. You’re making me feel so good.”

    Logan ran his fingers up the backs of Margaret’s thighs as he licked her clit. She moaned and he let his hands wander under her skirt. He gently squeezed her ass and she responded with yet another moan.

    After a few minutes of letting him work her pussy, Margaret stepped back and offered a hand. She helped Logan to his feet and they shared another, deeper kiss. It felt passionate and he couldn’t help but get caught up in it. Suddenly it seemed possible that Margaret was going to welcome Logan into her pussy. It seemed possible that she really was sorry about the way she’d treated him and was going to let him fuck her as part of the finest apology ever.

    As they kissed Margaret reached down and pulled Logan’s panties aside. She wrapped her fingers around his small, turgid cock and stroked him. He moaned into her mouth as his balls tightened and his loins came alive.

    “Does that feel good?” Margaret asked as her lips hovered a few inches from his.

    “It feels incredible,” he said. “It feels better than anything ever has.”

    “What do you think my pussy would feel like?” she asked.

    “I can’t even imagine,” Logan answered.

    “You got me all wet and horny with your tongue,” Margaret said. “You got me all worked up with that skilled mouth of yours and now I need to cum. Would you like to feel my pussy, Logan? Would you like to feel my pussy around your cock? Would you like to fuck me?”

    “Yes, holy shit, yes, Margaret, I’d love to fuck you. I want to fuck you,” he answered.

    Margaret kissed Logan again and again he lost himself in an intense sense of desire. It had been a long, long time since he’d had sex with anyone and now that his beautiful, sexy, seductive roommate was offering it he couldn’t resist.

    “Get in my bed, Logan,” Margaret said. “Keep your panties on.”

    Logan leapt into the bed like a virgin about to pop his cherry. He rolled onto his back and watched Margaret strip with a smile on her face.

    She straddled him and rubbed her pussy over his panty-clad cock while playing with her breasts. Logan stared. He was totally enraptured with the woman sitting astride him. He’d never been so turned on.

    Margaret reached down and pulled aside the white lace panties that encased Logan’s cock. She ran her fingers up and down his short, thin shaft and smiled.

    “I’m so wet, Logan,” she said. “My pussy is so wet. Are you thinking about being inside me, Logan? Are you thinking about fucking me?”

    “Yes,” Logan said. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears. His cock had never been so full of desire.

    Margaret released his cock and leaned down. Logan felt the warmth emanating from her pussy as it hovered so close to the tip of his dick. She smiled and kissed his neck as Logan resisted the urge to grab her ass and pull Margaret down onto his cock.

    “Do you want me, Logan? Do you want me to sit on your cock? Do you want me to milk an orgasm out of you with my hot, wet cunt?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” he answered. “More than anything.” Logan stopped short of begging. He suspected Margaret wouldn’t find that particularly appealing.

    Margaret sat up and the seductive look she’d worn washed away. It was replaced by a harsh stare. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around Logan’s cock, and squeezed hard enough for him to wince in pain. He reached down to try and push her hand away and Margaret squeezed harder.

    “Please, stop,” he said.

    “I can’t believe you thought I’d fuck you, Logan,” Margaret said. “I can’t believe you thought I’d let a fucking pervert like you into my pussy. I can’t believe you thought I felt so bad about punishing you that I was going to let you pathetic excuse for a dick inside me. I can’t believe you thought I’d let you inside me without a condom. Are you kidding me? Even if I lowered myself to fuck you I certainly wouldn’t let you cum inside me. The very idea of it is disgusting.”

    Margaret’s iron-fisted grip on his cock meant Logan wasn’t going anywhere. If he tried to escape out from under her she could have genuinely injured him. He had no choice but to let her berate him as she saw fit.

    “I’ve decided that I am done punishing you, though,” Margaret continued. “You won’t have to suffer through those particular humiliations anymore.”

    Her grip loosened and Logan breathed a sigh of relief as he let his head fall to the pillow.

    “I’ve decided that you’re going to be my bitch from now on,” she informed him.

    “Your bitch?” Logan asked.

    “Yes. You’re going to serve my every need. You’re going to do as you’re told and you’re going to do it without hesitation or the punishments will resume,” Margaret said. “You’re going to take over all household chores, including my laundry. You’ll clean my bedroom and bathroom. You’ll cook for me when I don’t feel like doing it myself. You’ll give me massages when I desire them. You’ll go grocery shopping for me. You’ll wash my car. You’ll run errands for me. You’ll be my personal bitch and you won’t dare complain about it. You’ll serve me because you realize it’s a privilege to serve me. And because I’m going to reward you.”

    “Reward me?” Logan asked.

    “That’s right, bitch boy. If you’re a good little servant you’ll be granted the pleasure of making me cum from time to time. I’ll let you between my legs to lick my pussy and give me an orgasm while your worthless little dick throbs in its panties. I might let you worship my ass if you’re a particularly good bitch and if you’re very, very good I’ll let you lick my pussy after a real man has cum inside me. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, you fucking freak?”

    As much as he hated to admit that Margaret knew him so well, she was right. Much to his chagrin, it all sounded thrilling. “Yes, I’d like that,” he said.

    “Of course you would,” Margaret replied. “And of course I’ll keep you supplied with panties, as every good bitch needs pretty panties to put on in the morning. You’d like that most of all, wouldn’t you Logan?”

    He nodded.

    “You will never, ever get to fuck me. You will never, ever get to feel my mouth around your cock. If you’re very, very good I’ll jerk you off every now and then, but mostly your orgasms will happen during supervised masturbation sessions. You will never cum on your own. If you do, the punishments will resume and they’ll be harsher. I have a few guys that would love to come over and fuck a small-dicked panty boy like you, so don’t push me. I’ll have you bent over and taking cock as a punishment before you know it,” Margaret explained.

    Logan had no doubt she’d follow through on that threat. He’d learned that his roommate was not the kind of girl to mess around when she was upset.

    “So, are you going to serve, Logan? Are you going to be my little bitch? Are you going to do exactly as you’re told?” Margaret asked.

    Logan knew he was agreeing to a significant life change. He was effectively giving Margaret control over a huge portion of his time. Serving her would qualify as the best relationship of his life, though, and it felt thrilling in a way he didn’t entirely understand. For that reason, Logan agreed. “Yes, I’ll be your little bitch,” he said.

    “Good,” Margaret said as she released his cock and dragged her slippery pussy up Logan’s chest. She straddled his head and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. “You can start by claiming a well-earned reward and making me cum. After all, you’ve been through quite a few humiliating punishments. You deserve at least a little pleasure.”

    Logan put his tongue to work and Margaret moaned. She was right. Bringing her that sort of pleasure felt like a reward. Watching his roommate play with her breasts as he licked her pussy was thrilling. Watching a smile cross her face and feeling her thighs tremble as her orgasm approached filled Logan with joy. Knowing that he was responsible for the thunderous orgasm she had was beyond thrilling.

    “Thank you,” Margaret said as she sat across his chest. “That was lovely.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Logan replied.

    “I’m sure it was,” she shot back with a smile. “It’s getting late, so why don’t you head to bed. I have a long list of things for you to do tomorrow, so make sure you get a good night’s sleep. And no masturbating. I swear, the punishments I’ll unleash if you masturbate without permission will be far harsher than those you’ve already experienced, Logan. I’ll line up a gangbang for you. In the blink of an eye you’ll be bent over a spanking bench as a group of guys pull a train on your ass and leave you stretched and exhausted like a fucking whore. Do you understand?”

    Logan believed every word of it. He had no doubt Margaret could and absolutely would put something like that together just to teach him his place.

    “I won’t masturbate, I promise,” he said.

    Margaret climbed off of him and pointed towards the door.

    “Your new life starts tomorrow, Logan. You’re going to be a good little bitch for me. I’m going to make sure of it.”

    Logan left Margaret’s bedroom with a mixture of joy and nervousness pulsing through his body. She was right. He was about to begin a new life. He was determined to make it work, though. His punishments had come to an end and now it was up to him to earn the pleasures Margaret had promised. Logan was determined to be good for her and to make his life as her bitch full of the kind of pleasure he’d come to crave.

    The End.

  
    Punishment and Submissive Pleasure with a Mistress

    It was Conrad’s overwhelming lust to submit that brought him to a stranger’s doorstep. For years he’d constrained himself to masturbating to pornographic fantasies, erotic stories, and personal ads from dommes seeking submissive men. Finally, he’d gathered the courage to throw caution to the wind and respond to one of those personal ads.

    It was the straightforward nature of the ad that had drawn Conrad to it:

    Lifestyle Domme Seeks Submissive Male – I find satisfaction in showing submissive men what it really means to offer themselves to a woman. I will push your limits and show you exactly how deep your submission goes.

    I don’t want your money. I don’t want you to grovel. I simply want you to submit. Bonus points if you’re willing to surrender and push past what you thought your limits were.

    Mistress Skye

    Conrad messaged Mistress Skye over a period of a few weeks, and when she invited him to come to her place for an in-person session, he eagerly accepted. He felt as though he’d gotten to know this seductive domme and he couldn’t deny an ever-increasing need to meet her in person and submit to her desires, whatever they might be.

    The woman Conrad knew as Mistress Skye answered her door and stepped back to welcome him to her home. She looked rather conservative in a knee length skirt and a cardigan sweater, though the sweater was buttoned up and tight enough across her breasts that Conrad found them rather fetching. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore a pair of black-rimmed glasses. Conrad couldn’t help but conjure a naughty librarian fantasy.

    “Welcome, Conrad,” she said as he stepped into her home.

    “Thank you for inviting me,” he said.

    “I’d like you to refer to me as Mistress Skye while we’re in my home, Conrad,” the elegant beauty said in a firm voice.

    “Yes, Mistress Skye. I apologize,” Conrad replied as his gaze turned downward. He slipped into an easy, deeply satisfying sense of submission with ease.

    Mistress Skye led him to her living room and directed Conrad to sit on one of the two soft-looking couches. She sat across from him.

    “So, Conrad, are you nervous?” Mistress Skye asked as she crossed her legs and subtly leaned forward.

    “A little,” he admitted. “As I said, I’ve never done this kind of thing before. I’ve only fantasized about it.”

    “And have you fantasized about what today might entail?”

    Conrad blushed a little. His first instinct was to lie, but he knew that was unwise. He had fantasized about it.

    “Yes, Mistress Skye, I have,” he admitted.

    “And what happens in those fantasies, Conrad?” Mistress Skye asked as she uncrossed and crossed her legs once more.

    Conrad couldn’t help but glance between her legs. Instinct lured his eyes between them. He was hoping to catch a glimpse of her panties. He looked away as quickly as he’d tried to stare.

    “I pleasure you, Mistress Skye,” he answered.

    “And how do you pleasure me, Conrad?”

    Conrad felt a touch of lust in his loins. His cock stirred to life as he conjured an image of Mistress Skye’s pussy and his tongue licking it feverishly to make her cum. “By worshiping your body, Mistress Skye,” he answered.

    “There are many ways for a man like you to pleasure a woman like me, Conrad. Do you understand that?” she asked.

    Conrad wasn’t sure he did. “I don’t know if I do, Mistress Skye.”

    A devilish smile crossed her face. “Then let me show you.”

    Mistress Skye stood and gestured for Conrad to do the same. She led him down the stairs to her basement. He was expecting to find a fully kitted out dungeon. Instead, it was a fairly standard-looking space with a few couches, a plush carpet, a TV hanging on the wall, and a wet bar against one wall.

    There were three wooden columns, equally spaced down the middle of the room. Conrad noticed scuff marks up and down the middle column.

    “Please take your clothes off,” Mistress Skye demanded as she stood in front of the middle column.

    Conrad had prepared for this. Mistress Skye had been very clear that he would need to be comfortable being naked in front of her and that he shouldn’t bother coming if he wasn’t. He was ready, and he stripped immediately.

    “Stand here,” Mistress Skye said as she pointed to the ground in front of the column.

    Conrad moved into place and watched as Mistress Skye opened the top drawer of a small dresser that sat against one of the walls. She pulled something shiny out, though he couldn’t see it.

    “Put your arms around the column and clasp your hands,” she ordered.

    Conrad hugged the column and was greeted by the feeling of cold steel against his wrists. Before he knew what was going on, he was handcuffed. He instinctively pulled against the cuffs. When it became clear he was now stuck in Mistress Skye’s basement until she released him, Conrad briefly panicked.

    He thrashed against the handcuffs. He pulled hard, banging them into the wooden column over and over until his wrists hurt. When he took a moment to breathe, he understood why the column was scuffed. He wasn’t the first man to end up cuffed in Mistress Skye’s basement.

    By the time he gathered his wits and looked around him, Conrad saw Mistress Skye holding a long black riding crop with a thick leather tip. His blood ran cold.

    “What are going to do with that?” he asked.

    “I’m going to show you one of the ways you can pleasure me,” she answered.

    Mistress Skye stepped behind him and the whooshing sound of the riding crop moving through the air filled Conrad’s ears before he cried out in pain. The leather bit into his flesh and sent waves of agony up and down his body.

    “Please, don’t,” Conrad begged. It was just one stroke but the pain was far too intense. He didn’t want more. He couldn’t take it.

    Mistress Skye said nothing. Instead, she struck his ass once more with her riding crop. She hit a different spot on his sensitive ass. More pain rippled through his body.

    “Do you understand, Conrad?” Mistress Skye asked.

    “What? I don’t…what do you mean?” he said. His voice quivered as he spoke. His ass throbbed.

    “Your pain, Conrad. It brings me pleasure. It turns me on to see you suffer. It turns me on to see the agony on your face as I beat you with my riding crop.”

    As the pain receded, Conrad once more felt a sense of panic. What had he gotten himself into? He’d never met this woman, and yet he’d agreed to go to her place to submit. He’d agreed to get naked. He’d agreed to let her cuff him. Now he was stuck in her basement and unable to escape.

    “Do you understand, Conrad?” Mistress Skye asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Skye,” he answered.

    He did understand. Conrad’s explorations of domination and submission had educated him to the notion that there were women and men that found pleasure in inflicting pain and suffering on a submissive. He didn’t think of himself as the kind of guy that wanted to be on the receiving end of that, but now he didn’t have a choice.

    The whoosh of the riding crop filled the air once more as Mistress Skye struck Conrad’s ass. He cried out and she beat him again, this time on the other ass cheek. He heard her moan. There was no question she was turned on.

    Instead of delivering another blow, Mistress Skye stepped in front of Conrad and leaned the riding crop against the column. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, revealing a pair of black lace boyshort panties he found irresistible sexy. She slowly unbuttoned the cardigan next, revealing a matching black lace bra.

    “Do you like what you see, Conrad?” Mistress Skye asked.

    “Yes, very much, Mistress Skye,” he answered.

    “Would you like a chance to worship me, Conrad?” she asked.

    He nodded vigorously. He would have done anything for that chance. “Yes, Mistress Skye.”

    “There’s a price to pay for such a privilege, Conrad. Do you understand that?”

    Conrad hoped he’d just paid the price, that suffering through the extreme pain of having his ass beaten with a riding crop was enough to earn him the chance to worship the woman standing in front of him.

    “Yes, I understand.”

    “Very good,” Mistress Skye said.

    As she moved closer, Conrad was certain she was going to unlock his cuffs and push him to his knees. Instead, she stepped next to him, grasped his testicles in a painfully tight grip and said, “I’ll be back in a little bit, Conrad. You wait here.”

    She squeezed his balls even tighter and he groaned in pain before she released them. Conrad listened to her walk up the stairs and shut the basement door behind her. Once more he felt a sense of panic. He had no idea when she would return. She said she’d be back, but there was no reason to believe it was going to happen anytime soon.

    Without a clock in the room, Conrad was unable to measure the passage of time. When the doorbell rang, he had no sense of how long it had been. Thankfully, the basement door opened a few minutes later and Conrad heard two people walk down the stairs.

    “Daniel, this is my toy for the day,” Mistress Skye said as she walked into the basement with a tall, well-built man.

    Conrad felt small as Daniel stepped closer and began to strip. The man had exceptionally muscular arms, an impressive six pack, and big pecs.

    “He’s beautiful, isn’t he?” Mistress Skye said as she ran her fingers over the now naked man’s chest.

    “Yes, Mistress Skye,” Conrad agreed.

    “Good. Then you won’t mind sucking his cock for me,” she said as her fingers encircled Daniel’s growing erection and stroked him.

    “What? No. I can’t do that,” Conrad replied.

    “Of course you can. You have a mouth, so you’re perfectly capable of being a cocksucker and fluffing Daniel for me.”

    “But I don’t want to,” Conrad said.

    “We haven’t known each other for long, Conrad, but you should know by now that I don’t care what you want. You’re going to suck Daniel’s cock because it’s what I want you to do. You’re going to stop complaining and do as you’re told.”

    “Please, don’t make me do this,” he pleaded.

    “Good behavior will be rewarded, Conrad, but you’ll have to suck Daniel’s cock to have any chance at claiming your reward.”

    Conrad looked from Mistress Skye to the man standing next to her. His eyes traced down Daniel’s muscular body and between his legs. His cock was almost fully erect now and it was exceptionally large. Quite a bit larger than the erection Conrad was sporting between his legs.

    A deep, surprisingly satisfying sense of submission came over Conrad as he sank to his knees and said, “Okay, Mistress Skye.”

    “Does that seem like what I want to hear, Conrad, or should you rephrase that?” Mistress Skye said in a stern voice.

    Conrad looked up at her. She was impossibly beautiful and from his angle on the ground she looked exceptionally dominant.

    “May I suck his cock for you, Mistress Skye?” Conrad asked.

    “Yes, you may,” she said.

    Mistress Skye released Daniel’s erection and the muscular man stepped forward. He placed his cock in Conrad’s mouth and the submissive did his best to give his first blowjob.

    To his surprise, the head of the cock felt soft against his tongue. The shaft was stiff and Conrad could even feel the veins as the dick moved deeper into his mouth.

    It wasn’t long before he gagged, and when Daniel didn’t pull his cock out Conrad panicked. His hands were still cuffed and he could only move so much, meaning the muscular man in front of him could literally choke him with his dick.

    Thankfully, after Conrad choked and spit up around the dick in his mouth Daniel pulled out. A few moments later his cock was against Conrad’s lips once more, eager to push into his mouth for more oral pleasure.

    Mistress Skye picked up her riding crop and moved behind Conrad. She gently struck his ass, causing only small waves of pain as he sucked cock.

    “Your service pleases me, Conrad. To see you submit to his superior cock thrills me. To see you embrace your natural place as a cocksucker for an alpha male makes me tingle with desire. You’re a very good boy,” she said in a sweet voice while peppering his bottom with the leather tip of the riding crop.

    “Now you’re going to watch him fuck me,” she said.

    Daniel pulled his cock from Conrad’s mouth and Mistress Skye pulled off her panties, leaving her wet pussy exposed.

    She moved to the floor next to Conrad, giving him a remarkably good view of her pussy as Mistress Skye’s legs parted.

    “Fuck me, Daniel,” she said.

    The muscular alpha male moved between her legs, slipped his cock inside her, and quickly found a rhythm that made the beautiful dominant woman moan.

    Conrad couldn’t keep his eyes off of the beautiful sex unfolding in front of him. His cock throbbed with desire and he periodically tried to pull against the cuffs. He badly wanted to masturbate.

    “You want to play with your cock, don’t you Conrad? You want to pull on your dick while you watch a superior man fuck me, don’t you? You’re quite the little cuckold,” Mistress Skye said as she took the hard, fast pounding. “Don’t worry, you’ll get your reward soon enough.”

    Conrad wondered what kind of reward she had planned for him. Would he get sloppy seconds? Would he be allowed to masturbate? Would she give him a handjob or perhaps even a blowjob? Some seemed more likely than others, though Conrad admitted that it was possible she had no intention of offering him pleasure.

    Before long it seemed clear that Mistress Skye was going to cum. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning louder. Her legs wrapped around Daniel and he fucked her harder.

    Just as she seemed to be approaching her orgasm, Mistress Skye reached out and grasped Conrad’s balls. She squeezed them tightly enough to make him cry out in pain. The closer she got to cumming, the harder she squeezed. Conrad experienced agony as she experienced the joyous bliss of orgasm.

    Only when Mistress Skye finished climaxing did she release his testicles. They throbbed in pain as he closed his eyes and breathed deeply. His cock was still stiff, though. His arousal could not be denied.

    When Conrad opened his eyes once more he saw Daniel pounding Mistress Skye. The beautiful domme had her eyes closed once more and she looked to be caught up in the pure bliss of having a big cock inside her.

    Moments later, Daniel grunted and held his cock inside Mistress Skye. He was cumming. Conrad was sure of it. It struck him as exceptionally beautiful.

    When Daniel pulled out, Mistress Skye turned and smiled at Conrad. “Are you ready for your reward?” she asked.

    Conrad nodded and watched as Mistress Skye retrieved the key to his handcuffs and unlocked them. He felt a genuine sense of joy at once again having his freedom. He rubbed his wrists and looked at the beautiful naked woman in front of him.

    “For a submissive cocksucking pain slut like you, it should be considered a great reward to be given permission to worship my cum-filled pussy. To clean the cum of a superior man from my cunt is exactly what you should crave right now,” Mistress Skye said as she turned to face Conrad and spread her legs.

    He looked between them and saw the cum leaking out of her. Her words wormed their way into his brain and took hold. He felt an unexpected urge to do as he was told.

    “Do you want your reward, Conrad? Do you want to be a good boy and clean Daniel’s superior cum from my cunt? Do you want to secure your place as my submissive?”

    Conrad looked at her. Was she offering him a chance to come back and do this all over again? Was she going to take him on as a regular submissive?

    “Yes, I want to clean Daniel’s superior cum from your cunt,” he answered.

    “You may do so, though you will refrain from masturbating,” she said.

    Conrad moved between her legs and licked the other man’s cum from her pussy. He devoured it. The taste was a little unpleasant, but he’d already sucked cock and didn’t feel any need to be shy about embracing the consumption of another man’s cum.

    When Mistress Skye moaned with delight it filled Conrad with joy. It made him feel like he was doing a good job, like he was pleasing her in ways he hadn’t imagined possible. He was finally getting to worship her pussy, too. He was finally getting to taste her, even if she tasted like thick, salty cum.

    “Eat it all, Conrad. Submit to my cunt. Submit to his cum. Submit to me,” she said.

    Conrad did as he was told. His hard cock rubbed against the carpet. He no doubt stained it with his precum. He feverishly devoured the thick, rather large load of cum dripping out of her. He wanted to stay between her legs as long as possible.

    “Very good,” Mistress Skye said when he was finished. She gently pushed Conrad away from her pussy, denying him further pleasure.

    “You may get dressed and go home, Conrad. I’ll get in touch when I want you to serve me once more,” she informed him.

    Conrad felt disappointed, but only because he wanted to stay in submission to Mistress Skye forever. A handful of hours didn’t feel like enough. He knew she would invite him back, though, and that pleased him.

    “Yes, Mistress Skye. Thank you for letting me serve you,” he said.

    “You’re welcome,” she said before caressing his face and giving him a soft kiss on the cheek. “I’ll see you soon.”

    With that she took Daniel’s hand and led him upstairs. Conrad got dressed and when he ascended the stairs the two lovers were nowhere to be found on the main floor. Instead, he heard the sounds of sex coming from the second floor. Mistress Skye was getting fucked again.

    Conrad let himself out and walked to his car with a smile on his face. It had been a truly spectacular day and he hoped to repeat it again as soon as possible.

  
    Put His Cock in Chastity

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    For a man to lose control over his cock and his orgasms can be deeply humiliating. Buy a chastity device, lock his cock inside it, and keep the key on a chain around your neck. He’ll be constantly reminded that you have control over his orgasms, that you’re in charge, and that he needs to be a good boy if he wants release.

    If you’d like to increase the humiliation, you can constantly remind him why he’s locked up in the first place. “Your cock is too small to pleasure me, so I’ve locked it up,” is a good place to start. “If your cock can’t please me, then why should you be able to please yourself?” is another good one.

    
      The Story
    

    When you arrive home from work there’s a navy blue box with a bow on top resting on the kitchen table. A note tucked into the bow says, “Bring your gift to the bedroom, my sweet cuckold.”

    You feel a rush of excitement as you wonder what kind of naughty treat could be in the box. You grab it and head upstairs and down the hallway to the bedroom. You’re greeted by the sight of your wife in a sheer black robe with a black lace teddy underneath. She looks impossibly sexy, as always. You can’t help but get more excited.

    “Did you bring your present?” she asks. You nod and hand her the box. “It’s your present, dear. You open it.”

    You untie the bow and lift the top off the box. Inside is a black velvet drawstring bag. You lift it out and sex the box down on the nightstand. You look up and see a naughty smile on your wife’s face. You’re dying to see what’s inside.

    You loosen the drawstring and reach into the bag to discover a handful of plastic parts. Your wife points to the bed and you upend the bag on the comforter. It takes a few moments for you to realize that you’ve revealed a prison for your cock.

    “It’s time, my dear,” your wife says. “In fact, it’s long past time.”

    “But why?” you ask.

    She gently caresses your cheek and leans in for a soft kiss on the lips. She’s close when she whispers “When was the last time you fucked me to an orgasm?”

    It seems like the answer should be on the tip of your tongue. You licked her to an orgasm just yesterday, but you can’t recall the last time your cock offered the same pleasure.

    “It was before I began cuckolding you,” she says. “It was before I discovered that other men possess certain qualities that you lack.”

    “Has it really been that long?” you ask in disbelief.

    “Yes, dear. I love you more than I ever have, but it’s time to recognize that your cock is no longer of any use to me,” she says in a soft, soothing voice.

    Your wife gently rubs her hand over the front of your pants. She can feel you getting stiff. “Have you noticed that you’re a better husband when you’ve gone a few days without an orgasm? You’re more attentive, helpful, and eager to service me with your tongue.”

    “Yes, I’ve noticed,” you say. She’s right. You are more attentive when you haven’t cum for a few days.

    “This chastity device is going to enhance that, my love. It’s going to shift your sexual energy to a place where it’s more useful to me. Isn’t that what you want? Hasn’t the experience of being cuckolded taught you that pleasuring me arouses you more than anything?” she asks while continuing to rub your cock.

    Of course she’s right. Watching someone else fuck her is far more arousing than doing it yourself. Going down on her and listening to her moan as she cums on your tongue always leaves you completely and utterly aroused.

    Her voice takes on a more serious tone as she continues. “Most importantly, wearing this chastity device tells me that you recognize that your cock is worthless to me now. It can’t offer me pleasure like my lovers do. It can only disappoint me. Since that’s the case, it needs to be locked up.”

    The direct humiliation hurts while filling you with lust. She’s rarely been so overt in criticizing your cock, but you know it’s true.

    She kisses your neck and runs her hand over your chest. Her touch relaxes you. “This is my decision,” she says, “and I won’t have any argument. Your cock will spend as much time in that little plastic prison as I want it to.”

    She knows you have a weakness for domination. She knows that when she demands something you can’t say no. The idea of even resisting her domination is impossible to comprehend.

    “Of course,” you say.

    “Good. Now get naked so I can lock up your worthless little cock,” she demands.

    You strip in front of your wife. She sits on the bed and slips the plastic ring around your balls. The process has begun. When she slides your cock into the plastic sheath and snaps the lock into place you feel a surprising surge of lust. Seeing your dick in chastity makes it feel like your marriage has undergone a massive shift, and in a way it has. Your wife now controls your orgasms.

    She puts the key to your chastity device on a chain and slips it over her head. The key comes to rest between her breasts. 

    “I hold the key to your sexual pleasure,” she says. “Remember that the next time you consider disappointing me.”

    It seems that taking control of your cock has imbued your wife with a newfound sense of dominant power.

    “Now, thank me for locking up your worthless cuckold cock,” she demands.

    “Thank you for locking up my worthless cuckold cock,” you say.

    “This will take some getting used to, my love, but it’s for the better, trust me. You no longer have to worry about disappointing me with your cock. Instead, you can please me with your tongue and a renewed dedication to serving my needs. Plus, we’re going to have so much fun. I’m going to tease you relentlessly. Your cock is going to ache for release day and night. I promise you’ll love it,” she says with a smile.

    To prove it, she lets her robe fall to the floor and pulls your naked body against hers for a long, slow kiss. Her lips are perfectly soft and her tongue darts in and out of your mouth expertly. Desire surges through your body, but your cock can’t get hard. Instead, it aches just like she said it would.

    Something about it is strangely pleasing though. You like that pain. You like that ache. You’re certain you want more of it. You’re quite convinced you’re going to be very happy in chastity, even if it means far fewer orgasms.

  
    Put in Your Place

    
      A few weeks ago…
    

    “I want you to fuck my wife while I watch,” you tell your friend.

    He smiles. “Are you a cuckold?”

    You nod.

    “A cuckold should be put in his place while he watches someone else fuck his wife,” he says. “I’ll fuck her, but I’ll put you in your place, too.”

    “Okay,” you reply. You have no idea what he intends to do to put you in your place, but you want to find out.

    
      
    

    Your friend is seated on your couch with a drink – that you prepared – in his hand. Your wife is seated next to him in a lovely low cut dress that makes her breasts look utterly spectacular.

    You’re seated across from them. Your left leg is bouncing nervously as your friend sips his drink and engages in casual conversation with your wife while his hand moves over the bare skin of her knee and her thigh.

    “So, do you want this as much as your husband does?” he asks, shifting the conversation to the reason you’re all sitting in the living room.

    Your wife looks at you, smiles, and turns to your friend. “I do,” she replies. “I didn’t at first, if I’m being honest. I was a little confused by his fantasy, but the more we talked about it, the more excited I got.”

    Your friend’s fingers move under the hem of your wife’s dress and caress the impossibly soft skin of her thigh. “And you want this with me?” he asks.

    She nods. “I like the idea of doing this with someone I know and trust. And…well, someone I’m attracted to.”

    Your friend looks at you and smiles. He takes a sip of his drink and his fingers move a little further up her thigh. You watch your wife spread her legs for him, signaling that she’s every bit as ready for this as she claims to be.

    “Do you like that your wife is attracted to me?” he asks.

    You nod.

    “Do you want me to fuck her?” he asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say as just a little of your desperate desire shows through.

    He looks at your wife and his fingers move further up her thigh, inching ever closer to her panties. “What do you think of your husband’s desire to watch another man fuck you?” he asks. “What do you think of a man that’s desperate to give his wife to someone else while he watches and strokes his cock?”

    Your wife looks at you as his fingers reach her panties. She spreads her legs a little wider and her mouth opens as a soft moan escapes. “I think his fantasy could be a very good thing for me,” she says. “Because I’m fairly certain you’re going to make me feel good.”

    He looks at you, smiles, and says, “I think his fantasy is pathetic. I think it’s a sign that he’s a weak man that understands that he can’t actually give his wife what she deserves.”

    Your wife moans and you look over to see that her eyes are closed and there’s a beautiful, lusty look on her face. His fingers are working between her legs and it seems that his comment has done very little to extinguish her desire. If anything, it seems like she might be even more turned on.

    “Do you think your fantasy is pathetic?” he asks you.

    “No,” you answer.

    He smiles, lifts your wife’s dress to her waist, and pulls her panties aside. You stare between her legs and watch as his fingers disappear between her plump, slippery pussy lips. Her thighs part further and you now have a perfect view of another man fingering your wife.

    “Get up,” he instructs.

    Watching him finger your wife is arousing enough that you can’t help but do as he says, for you don’t want to do anything that might risk your fantasy not coming true.

    “Strip,” he demands.

    Your wife moans louder and then he pulls his fingers from her pussy. She opens her eyes and he holds them in front of her face. Without prompting, she leans forward and sucks her juices from his fingers.

    “Take your fucking clothes off,” he says to you.

    You watch your wife suck another man’s fingers like she’s giving a blowjob and you strip. She reaches up to hold his hand, but only because she wants to take more of his fingers in her mouth. She swallows him over and over, indicating a kind of desire that catches you off guard.

    “She’s eager,” he says. “I wonder if your wife is actually desperate to be fucked by a real man.” Your underwear hit the floor and he stares between your legs at your now erect cock. “I can’t imagine you’ve been able to make her feel all that good with that pathetic thing between your legs.”

    You look down at your cock. You’ve never thought of it as pathetic, but your wife is sucking his fingers like a woman possessed and you can’t help but wonder if you’re nowhere near as capable of satisfying her as you think you are.

    Your friend pulls his fingers from your wife’s mouth, finishes his drink, and sets it on the coffee table. He leans over and kisses her while his hand moves between her legs once more. She opens her mouth and welcomes his tongue as two fingers slip into her slick pussy. She moans as he pleasures her while you watch with your cock now throbbing painfully.

    “Why are you so wet?” he asks with his lips hovering achingly close to hers.

    “Because I’m turned on,” she says.

    “Because you want me to fuck you?” he asks.

    She nods.

    “Because your husband can’t fuck you worth a damn?” he asks.

    She looks at him for a few moments and then moans as his fingers work a little deeper into her pussy. “Yes,” she says.

    Your cock throbs as she confirms that she wants him because you don’t satisfy her.

    He turns to you and her gaze follows. “Look at his stiff little cock,” he says. “Look at how hard he is. Look at how much he wants this. Look at how much his pathetic fantasy turns him on.”

    “I like that it turns him on,” your wife says. “I like that his little cock is so hard.”

    You groan, but not because your wife just confirmed that your cock is small. You groan because her confirmation turns you on.

    He kisses her again. He slips three fingers into her pussy and explores her insides as she moans into his mouth while welcoming his tongue into hers.

    He leans back, smiles, and stands. Your wife reaches for his crotch but he gently moves her hand away. His gaze turns towards you. “Get over here,” he instructs. “Get on your knees in front of me.”

    You look at him and then at your wife. You see desperation in her eyes. She moves a hand between her legs and plays with her pussy. You move towards your friend, propelled by a mixture of your desire and hers.

    He extends his fingers – which are still soaked with your wife’s juices – towards her. She leans forward and takes them in her mouth. She sucks like a woman possessed as you fall to your knees in front of your friend.

    “Take my pants off,” he says.

    You look towards your wife. Her eyes are closed as she fellates his fingers and masturbates. She seems completely lost in a kind of lust you haven’t seen her experience before. You look up at your friend and reach up, but you hesitate.

    “I told you I’d put you in your place,” he says. “I told you that’s what a cuckold deserves. You can accept it, or I can leave. It’s your choice.”

    You take your friend’s pants off, revealing a sizable bulge in his underwear. Your wife moans and you look over to see her staring at the bulge.

    “She wants my cock,” he says. “She wants to make your pathetic fantasy come true. She wants me to fuck her needy pussy and fill her with my cum. She wants to cum all over my cock. That’s what you want too, isn’t it cuckold?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “Then take my cock out and take it in your mouth,” he says.

    Your chest tightens and your hands fall to your sides as you stare at the bulge in his underwear. Now you know what he meant by putting you in your place. You’re so close to your fantasy becoming reality, but you’re not sure you can take that step.

    “Do it,” your wife says. “Take his cock in your mouth.”

    You can’t believe she just uttered those words. You see the desperation in her eyes, though. You see that she’s far more turned on by the idea of fucking him than you ever expected she’d be.

    You reach up and pull down his underwear. You free his long, thick cock. It bounces just a few inches from your face.

    “Suck my cock, cuckold,” he demands. “Show me – and your wife – that you’re just as pathetic as I think you are.”

    “Do it,” your wife says again. “Suck his cock.”

    You lean forward. You take him in your mouth. You suck on the head. You swirl your tongue around it.

    “Pathetic,” he says. “A fucking cocksucker. Just like I thought. This is how you put a cuckold in his place. You stuff your fucking cock down his throat. You make him do it in front of his wife. Now take me deeper, cuckold. Take me in your mouth until you choke on it.”

    He puts a hand on the back of your head, taking away any notion of you having a choice in the matter. You take his cock deeper in your mouth. You listen to your wife moan as you do it. You hear her masturbating.

    “What do you think about your husband now?” he asks.

    “I think he’s a cocksucker,” she says. “And I think it turns me on.”

    Her words thrill you. You try your best to suck his cock more vigorously. You choke on it. You gag on it. You spit up around his cock. You drool. You make an absolute mess of it. You are a cocksucker. You have a cock in your mouth, after all. What else could you be?

    “Get on your knees with him, then,” your friend says.

    Your wife joins you on your knees. She kisses your cheek as you suck his cock. He releases his grip on your head and you pull back. You turn to meet her lips and you share kisses over the tip of his cock. You lose yourself in the intense lust of your fantasy coming true in a far more vibrant version than you ever imagined possible.

    “You like being put in your place, don’t you?” he asks.

    You look up at him and nod. You do. Why bother lying about it?

    “Then suck my balls while your wife gives me head,” he instructs.

    You suck your friend’s balls. You can’t believe you’re doing it, but you do. You let him put you in your place. Your wife gives him head. She sucks his cock vigorously. You pleasure him together. Your relationship with him has changed forever – of course – but you don’t care. This feels good. It’s crazy, but it does.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” he asks your wife.

    “Desperately,” she answers.

    “Then get on the couch,” he says. “On your hands and knees.”

    Your wife moves into the position he dictated. He slips his dick between your lips and pushes it down your throat one more time. You choke and spit up and his eyes light up as if he’s getting off on putting you in your place.

    “You’re going to eat my ass while I fuck her, cuckold,” he says. “Because that’s your place.”

    He turns towards your wife and approaches. He rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips while you watch. He teases her slippery cunt and she moans while pushing back to take him inside her.

    “Put your fucking tongue in my ass,” he demands. “Right now, or I won’t give your wife what she needs.”

    You crawl over. You spread his ass cheeks. You close your eyes and place your head between them. You lick his asshole. The taste is acrid, but it’s not terrible. It’s embarrassing, but for some reason that doesn’t dampen your desire.

    He fucks your wife while you eat his ass. You listen to her moan as you run your tongue over his wrinkled, hairy asshole. A bit of sweat builds up as he fucks her and when it trickles down to his asshole, you lick it up because that’s what he wants, what he’s demanded of you.

    After just a few minutes your wife has a wild, screaming orgasm unlike any you’ve ever heard. Her joyful noises reverberate around your living room and he keeps on fucking her.

    “Did that feel good?” he asks.

    “Yes,” she replies.

    “And what do you want now?” he asks.

    “I want to feel you cum inside me,” your wife replies.

    “While your husband eats my ass like a little bitch?” he asks.

    “Yes. I want you to cum inside me while my husband eats your ass like a little bitch,” she says.

    He laughs and fucks her harder. She moans for him. She tells him to pound her pussy, to fuck her hard, to cum inside her.

    It doesn’t take much longer for him to do exactly that. He buries his cock inside her while you eat his ass. He pumps his seed into her pussy while your tongue dances over his sweaty asshole. He fills her with his load and you love it.

    He pushes your head back and steps aside. You stare at your wife’s pussy lips, which are plump and slick and gaping open a little.

    “Eat my load out of her,” your friend says.

    Your wife looks back at you and smiles. She doesn’t say a word, but she doesn’t make any effort to move, either. It seems that she wants you to eat your friend’s cum from her pussy.

    You lean forward, press your lips against her labia, and put your tongue inside her. She moans and you push your tongue deeper. You find his cum and you scoop it out.

    “This is where a cuckold belongs,” your friend says. “Eating a better man’s load out of his wife’s pussy.”

    “Yes it is,” your wife replies. “Is that beautiful dick of yours going to get hard again for me?”

    “I’m sure it can,” he says. “Maybe I’ll have your husband suck it for a little while. How about that?”

    Your wife moans again. “That sounds good. Then I’m going to ride you and show you that my pussy is well worth coming back for.”

    It looks like you’ll be sucking more dick tonight, and it certainly seems like your wife intends on fucking your friend a great deal more. You’ll be put in your place far more often, cuckold. Isn’t that a wonderful thing?

  
    Putting Her Bull's Load Where it Belongs

    Strangely enough, it's the kissing between your wife and her bull that ignites a far greater sense of insecurity than anything else.

    You know why, though. The kissing is the only thing she seems to truly lose herself in. She almost always pays you some attention when he's fucking her or when she's sucking his cock, but not when she's kissing him.

    Right now they're kissing in your bed. She's naked. He's naked. She's wet. He's hard. Soon they'll be fucking. Her hand is around his cock, which is still slick with your saliva. You fluffed him like a good cuck while they fooled around on the couch. You got him hard for your wife. Rock hard.

    Now you're on your knees by the side of the bed. Your hands are clasped behind your back. Your cock is locked in a small pink cage. It's a relatively new addition to the cuckold ritual you and your wife observe when her bull comes over. You like it, though. You like how your cock stays small and useless while his gets long and thick and hard before it enters your wife. You like how the cage makes it perfectly clear who the real man in the room is.

    They both look at you as they come up for air from their furious make out session. Your wife glances at your caged cock and smiles. You look down and see a long string of precum reaching to the hardwood floor of your bedroom.

    "Clean it up, cuck," she demands.

    You scoop up what you can and suck it off your fingers. Then you bend over and lick it off the floor while they chuckle. You hear her moan. When you look up you see that his lips are sealed around one of her nipples as he grasps her wondrous D cup breast in his strong hand.

    "Thank you for being such a good cocksucker, my love," she says as two of his fingers move into her pussy.

    "It was my pleasure."

    She laughs softly. "I know it was. I saw your worthless locked up cock dripping as you blew him."

    Again your beautiful wife glances at your cage. This time, though, your gaze remains on her, on the man sucking on her tits, on her hand around his cock, on his fingers moving in and out of her pussy. The sounds of foreplay are glorious and contribute to the overwhelming sense of arousal rushing through your body.

    "Does it feel good to be on your knees by our bed, my love?" she asks.

    You nod. "It does. Thank you for putting me here. Thank you for letting me watch."

    "You're welcome."

    He comes up for air and kisses your wife. She closes her eyes and opens her mouth. You watch their tongues entwine as she strokes his dick a little faster and with a slightly tighter grip.

    Soon they both look at you. The seconds tick by without anyone saying a word.

    Then, her bull asks, "Do you ever feel bad for him?"

    "I can see why you'd ask, but no. Never."

    He kisses her neck, though he looks at you with one eye. "Never? Not even when his cock is locked in that tiny pink cage and he's got my dick in his mouth?"

    He slips a third finger into your wife's pussy and she arches her back and moans as his thumb finds her clit.

    "Not even then," she says softly. "Most men would hate to be locked in a cage and made to suck the dick of the man that's going to fuck their wife, but my husband is not most men. My husband likes it. I didn't force him into that cage. I simply bought it, put it on the bed, and asked him to put it on. He locked up his dick because he knows it's worthless."

    You feel a wondrous tingling sensation between your legs. You look down to see that more precum has exited the tip of your tiny, flaccid, caged cock and created a small puddle on the floor.

    "Is that right?" her bull asks as he looks at you. "Is your dick worthless?"

    "Yes, it is," you admit. "It can't pleasure my wife. It's not big enough. It cums too quickly. It's never been good enough for her and she deserves to be fucked by someone like you. Someone with far more size and skill than I possess. She deserves to be worshiped by me, to be doted on, to be given all that she desires in this world, including a vastly superior man to fuck her when she craves it."

    "Do you crave it right now?" her bull asks. "Do you want my cock inside you?"

    "I do. I know you can feel how badly I want you. I know you can feel how wet I am for you. I don't get wet like that for him. I never have. That's for you, baby. That's all for you."

    He pulls his fingers from her pussy and feeds them into her mouth. She arches her back while sucking her juices off his flesh. He kisses her neck and she moans, a sound that he matches as her fingers find their way around his dick to stroke him a little, to express her need for him, her desire to have him inside her.

    He moves between her legs and she spreads her thighs, welcoming him between them. They kiss as she guides him into her pussy. She moans into his mouth. You watch her face from your place on the floor. You love this moment. You love the intensity of her pleasure as he enters her. You love how good it makes her feel to be filled by a vastly superior cock.

    Once inside her, his cock remains still. He grasps one of her breasts and kisses her neck. She looks to you and smiles.

    "How long has it been, my love, since I granted you the pleasure of my pussy?"

    "Almost six months," you answer.

    He pulls out and slowly fills her. She moans. You feel jealous and thoroughly aroused.

    "I think it might be a lot longer than that before I let you inside me again," she says. "In fact, I might never let your worthless little dick in my pussy again."

    More precum drips from your cock. She often threatens not to let you fuck her again, but the longer she's with her bull, the more likely it seems that she might go through with it. At the very least you suspect that you won't experience the joy of your wife's wet, perfect pussy again while she's with her bull.

    "Clean up your mess, my love. Our floors are lovely and I don't want your precum staining them," she instructs.

    Once more you collect your precum and lick it from your fingers. You do so while another man fucks your wife, while he does so at an ever increasing pace, while her moans get louder, while the sounds of sex get louder.

    You back up and bend over. You lick your precum from the floor, leaving it shiny and clean. You do so over and over to make sure you get it all. Your dick throbs in its little pink cage as you lick up your mess. Your wife moans louder.

    You sit back on your knees right as she has her first orgasm. You see her face contort with pleasure. You see her back arch a little. You hear her glorious, ecstatic cries of joy as she cums with another man's cock inside her.

    Soon after they switch positions. Your wife gets on top. She takes her bull inside her. She slowly settles on his cock. Then she turns her attention to you.

    "Suck on his toes while I ride him, my love."

    You stand. You move to the foot of the bed. You suck on her bull's toes while you watch her ride him. It's humiliating, but it's your place. You don't get to choose how your evening unfolds. That's up to your wife and her bull. You're a cuckold, which means your job is to do exactly as you're told. If you don't, you get kicked out of the room for the rest of the night, which would mean you don't get to enjoy any of the pleasures of being a cuck, like watching your wife have multiple orgasms on another man's superior cock.

    She cums while you're sucking his toes. Her second orgasm is louder than the first. Her ass cheeks tremble from the intensity of her climax.

    After cumming, she leans forward. You see her ass cheeks part. You stare at her perfect asshole.

    "Eat my ass, my love," she says before embarking on a long, slow, beautiful kiss with her bull.

    You crawl forward. You press your face between her ass cheeks. You eat her ass, as instructed. You flick your tongue back and forth over it. You kiss it, too, because you love to show affection for her anus as you would with any other part of her body.

    You feel her bull's hand on the back of your head. He applies pressure, smothering you with her beautiful ass cheeks. You hear him chuckle. You feel the heat of her pussy and his cock against your chin. You are little more than a tool for their pleasure in these moments, but that's your place as a cuckold.

    "That's enough, my love. You may return to your place on the floor."

    You back out of the bed. You get on your knees. You crawl to your place. Your wife climbs off her bull. They cuddle and kiss and fool around for a bit. You watch. They pay you no attention, though.

    Eventually they fuck once more. This time in doggystyle. She's facing you. He takes her from behind while she looks down at you.

    "Stand up, my love," she says.

    You stand and she beckons you to approach the bed. She reaches out and cups your balls and caged cock while he fucks her from behind. He gives her ass a good smack and she does the same for your cock. She laughs and then moans as he fucks her harder. She smacks your caged dick again, treating it like an object of derision because that's what it is, at least when she’s in a naughty mood. Your cock has caused your wife a great deal of frustration, after all. She suffered through nearly five years of inadequate sex before you suggested she find a lover. Now your caged dick is getting slapped around while a superior man fills her pussy with long, hard, deep thrusts.

    "Are you close?" she asks her bull.

    "I am."

    "I want you to cum on his worthless caged cock."

    You feel a touch of angst. You look up to see him smiling. He likes the idea. You don't. That doesn't matter, though. You don't get a choice.

    "Get on your back in the bed, my love," she says. "I want your ass right at the edge of the mattress."

    You do as you're told. Your ass nearly hangs over the edge of the bed. He pulls out and your wife crawls forward. She lifts your legs and spreads them. You feel deeply vulnerable. Her bull comes around the bed and steps closer. You feel a brief moment of panic at the idea that he might just slide into your ass. He certainly could in that position.

    He doesn't, though. Instead, he strokes himself while aiming his cock at your caged dicklet. Your wife leans in while holding your legs and kisses him. Their tongues entwine beautifully as a deep sense of humiliation washes over you.

    "Paint his worthless dick with your load," she says softly. "Show him who the real man is in our bedroom."

    His cock head swells up. A huge volley of cum launches from the tip. It lands on your caged cock, your balls, your stomach, and your thigh. A dozen more follow, leaving your flaccid dicklet covered in his seed. It's a spectacular mess and you remain still on your back with your legs up and spread to give him full access. Your wife smiles gleefully as her bull has done precisely what she requested.

    When he's finished cumming, he slaps his dick against your cage a few times and steps back with a satisfied smile on his face. Your wife lets your legs go - you keep holding them up - and slips out of bed. She gets on her knees in front of him and looks up while taking his cock in her mouth and sucking the remaining bits of cum off of it. As he goes soft, she manages to throat him several times, showing her appreciation for his talents, which are vast when it comes to satisfying her.

    While you remain on your back in the bed, your wife stands and strides into your closet as her bull steps into the bathroom. You've not been instructed to move, so you stay where she left you for a few minutes.

    She emerges from the closet wearing her strapon. Your asshole tightens at the sight of the lifelike cock gently bouncing with every step she takes towards the bed.

    "Don't worry, my love," she says. "This won't hurt. In fact, it will feel good, just like the last time I fucked you."

    The strapon is another new addition. You've been fucked a few times now. The first time hurt. The second time was better, though, as she used quite a bit of lube to make entry easy.

    Your wife approaches the bed while stroking her cock. You hold your legs up, keeping them spread and leaving you in that same intensely vulnerable state. The fact that she's now wearing a cock makes you feel slightly more feminine, though that makes sense since you're about to be penetrated like a woman.

    You expect your wife to retrieve the lube from the nightstand, but she has other plans.

    She rubs the head of her strapon dildo through her bull's cum. She collects it from your thighs and balls, then she gathers more with her fingers and spreads it over the cock that will soon be inside you.

    Every fiber of your being wants to argue against his cum being pushed into your ass via her strapon. You fight against those desires, choosing instead to accept that you're not in control, that you're a cuckold, that your wife and her bull choose how your sex life unfolds.

    "You don't have to be scared," she says, seemingly reading your discomfort. "You've taken his cum down your throat countless times. You've nourished yourself by sucking his loads out of my pussy, by licking them off my tits and ass and stomach, by taking a few cumshots directly from his cock and swallowing. You've learned to express your gratitude, too, because you've come to understand that a cuckold should consider himself lucky if he's permitted to consume the cum of a superior man."

    "I do consider myself lucky," you say.

    She rubs the head of her cock over your asshole. You feel the warmth of his cum against your tight anal ring. She applies pressure. You open up a little. It hurts, but less than it did the first time. She gathers more of his cum from your caged cock and uses her fingers to spread it over your asshole as she takes half a step back.

    "This is a natural evolution, my love," your wife says. "His cum has been absorbed by your stomach, but now it's time for your ass to absorb some of it. It's time for you to experience the joy of your fuck hole taking some of his load. It's time to experience the pleasure of having a real man's cum in your asshole. Most importantly, it's time for you to begin training to take a good fucking from my bull, to take a fucking and a seeding."

    She slides into your ass as you grapple with the notion that her bull will be fucking you at some point. You tense up and the penetration hurts more than it should. She holds up your legs and you grip the bed sheets, holding tight as you try and breathe through the pain.

    "Just relax, my love," she says softly as every inch of her cock rests inside you. "His cum is inside you now. His cum is in your ass. His warm, thick, salty, superior cum is in your tight little asshole. This is how it should be. This is your place."

    Your wife begins to fuck you as the bathroom door opens. You turn and see him walking towards the bed with a smile on his face. His cock is flaccid, but it's still quite large and it swings gently from side to side. His presence significantly deepens your humiliation, to the point that you turn away from him and focus on your wife.

    To your delight, she looks thrilled to be fucking you, to be pushing his cum inside you with her cock. You see the pleasure on her face. You're fairly certain it's sexual in nature, too, and you wonder if her harness is somehow rubbing against her clit.

    "Why don't you mount his face, baby," she says to her bull. "Fuck his mouth while I fuck his ass. Let's really put him in his place before you fuck me again."

    Her bull crawls into the bed. He straddles your chest as she fucks you. He inches forward until his dick is resting on your chin. He falls forward to his hands and knees, guides his cock into your mouth, and begins to fuck your face.

    You have two cocks inside you. One is pushing cum into your ass. The other is working towards an erection in your mouth so it can fuck your wife. Your cock is soft and caged and won't be getting hard again for quite some time, as your wife believes that a cuckold is on his best behavior when he's denied orgasms for a very long time.

    "Did she tell you that I'll be fucking you before long, cuckold?" her bull asks.

    You moan around his cock.

    He laughs. "I was surprised when she mentioned it, if I'm being honest. I like the idea of putting you in your place, though. Of fucking you while your wife watches. Of making you take my dick like a cuck bitch, of feeding a thick load into your ass while your beautiful wife watches and plays with her pussy."

    She fucks you harder. She moans. His cock slides deep into the back of your mouth and you gag. You spit up. It runs down your chin and cheeks. Your eyes water. It's all quite exhausting and humiliating, and yet you take it all because it's your place.

    Eventually your wife pulls out and smacks your ass a few times. Her bull pulls out of your mouth. You sit up and rest your feet on the floor. Your wife is smiling at you.

    "You have another man's cum in your ass, my love," she says. "Which is right where it should be. He's going to put his next load in my pussy, though, and you're going to lick it out of me and then thank him for the pleasure of cleaning me."

    "I will," you say.

    She kisses you softly and with a hint of tongue. "Get on your knees and make sure you lick up any precum that drips from your cock."

    You slide out of the bed and onto your knees. Your fingers collect the precum that formed at the tip of your cock. You collect what remains of his load, too, and watch as your wife removes her harness and dildo and leaves them on the floor.

    "You'll clean my cock in the bathroom after he fucks me, my love," she says while crawling into the bed. "For now, though, I want you to watch as a real man fucks your wife and empties his balls deep into her pussy."

    There's nothing you'd rather do.

  
    Putting Her Cuckold In His Place (and He Loves It)

    It was a fairly stressful day at work, but as you approach the house you feel that stress begin to melt away. After all, there's nothing quite like taking your wife in your arms for a hug and a kiss.

    Today your stress melts away for an entirely different reason, though. Today you see something that excites you as you step into the house. It's the first thing that catches your eye as soon as you open the door.

    It's a pair of panties resting on the stairs. They're red and they look to be boyshorts and they're made from the most delicate, beautiful lace. You close the door and approach the staircase that leads to the house's second floor. You lean forward and run your fingers over the panties. The lace feels impossibly soft and your cock stirs as you touch it.

    You look up the stairs, hold your breath, and listen. You hear nothing, though. You look down at the panties once more and loosen your tie. You unbutton your shirt. You unzip your pants. You strip as you know you're supposed to upon seeing a pair of your wife's beautiful panties on the stairs. You strip because there's something you absolutely must do, something she's made perfectly clear that you're expected to do when she leaves her panties on the stairs.

    You strip until you're fully naked and you neatly fold your clothes. You pick up the delicate red lace boyshort panties, run your fingers over them, and hold them under your nose. You close your eyes and inhale deeply. The delicate scent of your wife's perfume - the perfume of hers you love the most - fills your nose.

    It's the other scent that you find far more thrilling, though. It's the scent that confirms that you're holding a pair of your wife's used panties. It's the unmistakable scent of sex. You're holding - and inhaling the smell of - the panties your wife wore the last time she fucked her bull.

    You remember falling to your knees to strip them off of her. You remember how wet and puffy her pussy lips looked as you revealed them. You remember that his cum had leaked into the gusset of her panties, that it had left a thick mess. You remember your wife smiling and gently telling you to lick her bull's cum out of the panties currently in your hand. You remember how strong it tasted on your tongue. You remember how hard your cock throbbed as you followed her instructions.

    You didn't get to watch her fuck him that night. She went to his place, as she often does. She likes alone time with her bull, after all. Tonight is going to be different, thought. Tonight she left her panties on the staircase, which is how she tells you that her bull is coming over and that you're expected to be a good cuckold.

    The first step is to put on her panties. She's not just leaving them there as a lovely little tease, after all. She's made it perfectly clear that you - her cuckold - are meant to be in a lovely, delicate, feminine pair of panties - and only panties - when her bull is in your home. It's an act meant to remind you of your place, to remind you that he's the real man of the house when he's there.

    You step into her panties. You pull them up your legs. You pull them tight against your cock and balls. Your cock hardens a little, just as it always does when you put on her panties. You like that she's so eager to put you in your place. You like that her bull is going to see you in them. You like that your night is going to be filled with the kind of cuckold humiliation you've come to crave in a desperate manner.

    You pick up your neatly folded clothes and head upstairs with your cock starting to strain in the panties. You step into the bedroom and see that the light in the master bathroom is on.

    "Hey honey," you say.

    Your wife appears in the bathroom doorway. She's wearing the same panties you have on, only they look a great deal sexier on you. She's wearing a matching bra, too, and it looks exquisite on her.

    "I like your panties," she says with a smile.

    "They look even better on you," you reply.

    It looks as though she's just about done with her makeup - she looks astoundingly beautiful - and as she saunters towards you her beautiful hair sways from side to side. Her smile seems to get bigger as she approaches, takes the clothes from your hands, and set them on the floor.

    She reaches out and caresses your cock. "I certainly like the way your little dick looks in my panties. And I know Matt always enjoys seeing you dressed in my pretty little panties. You like it too, don't you, sweetie? You like feeling like a good little cuck, don't you?"

    Your cock stiffens at her touch. It strains against the tight red lace and she smiles at the sight of it and the sense of control she has over you.

    "Look who's excited to be a good little cuck tonight," she says softly. "You are going to be good for me, aren't you?"

    You nod.

    Your wife steps closer and kisses your neck. Your cock somehow gets harder. It aches as the tight lace keeps it from growing to its full - though still unimpressive - size. "You like being my little panty boy cuck, don't you?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "You like that Matt's the man of the house when he comes over," she continues. "You like not having to feel any of the pressure a man feels. You like that you can just be a good little cuck, that you get on your knees and await instructions, that you're under no pressure at all, that you just have to obey like a good boy."

    You nod and your wife steps back. She smiles at your cock, which is now as stiff as her panties will allow.

    "He'll be here soon," she says. "You can greet him at the door. Make sure you thank him for coming over. Make sure you make it perfectly clear that he's the man of the house tonight, that he's welcome to order you around as he sees fit. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," you reply.

    Your wife turns and walks towards the bathroom to finish getting ready for her bull.

    "Thank you," you say. "For inviting him over. For letting me watch. For the panties."

    "You're welcome, cuck," your wife replies without looking back at you.

    You leave the bedroom with your dick still throbbing in the tight confines of her panties. You feel the slight crustiness of the dried cum in the gusset and it serves as a further reminder of your place, a notion that thrills you. You're not sure when Matt will arrive, but you keep yourself busy by tidying up the house and reminding yourself that tonight it's your duty to do as you're told, and nothing more. You are simply to follow instructions and to otherwise remain still and silent as your wife and her bull enjoy each other.

    The doorbell rings and you rush to answer it. Matt smiles as he stares at you in your panties. "Please, come in," you reply. He steps into the house and you suddenly feel quite small compared to him. You are, quite literally smaller than your wife’s well-built bull, but your nakedness outside of the panties makes you feel so much smaller.

    "My wife is waiting for you in our bedroom," you say. "Is there anything I can do for you before you go to her? Can I get you a drink, perhaps? I am yours to command."

    It's humiliating to utter those words to another man, and yet that humiliation thrills you. It makes your balls tingle with desire. The smile on Matt's face is quite thrilling, too, as you see him basking in the sense of superiority you've just imbued him with.

    "If I wanted you to get on your knees and throat my cock, would you do it, cuck?" he asks.

    "Yes, I would," you answer. You've sucked his cock before. You've done it numerous times, in fact. After all, when he's in the house, your sexuality is of no consequence. Your need to do as you're told is all that matters.

    "How about you get on your knees and see if you can get me hard without taking my pants off and without using your hands," he suggests.

    You drop to your knees, crawl towards him, and lean in. You kiss his cock through his jeans. You kiss it repeatedly, and when it begins to grow, you use your lips to massage it. You try your best to suck him through his jeans, to lure him into an erect state like a good cuckold, to do as the man of the house instructed.

    "Very good, cuck," he says. "Perhaps I'll let you suck on the real thing before I fuck your wife."

    "Thank you," you reply.

    He turns and walks away. He walks towards the bedroom you share with your wife. You know she'll be waiting in your marital bed. She'll be wearing that delicate red lace bra and boyshort set and she'll be wearing it for him. You know her pussy is already wet and that her whole body will tingle with desire the moment he steps into the room. You know that if you followed right behind him she wouldn't bother looking your way because her desire for him will be so overpowering.

    Instead of going right for the bedroom, you wait for a while. You tidy the house. You check the fridge to make sure his favorite beer is there so you can fetch him one after he's fucked your wife. You survey the available snacks in case they're hungry after they've satiated their desire for each other.

    Then you return to the bedroom you share with your beautiful wife. You see her in bed with her bull. He's already naked but she's still in her lingerie. They're kissing and her fingers are wrapped around his long, impressively thick cock. He's playing with her tits as she gives him a slow handjob. You stand in the doorway and soak up the arousing sight of your wife’s eagerness to give herself to another man.

    He looks at you and smiles. Your wife turns her head and she too smiles as her gaze finds your stiff cock in the sexy used panties she had you put on the moment you walked in the house.

    "Come here, cuck," he instructs.

    You approach the bed and he slips his hand into your wife's panties. His fingers move slowly and elicit a moan as she closes her eyes.

    "You're so wet," he says.

    "I'm always wet when you come over," she replies. "I love when you fuck me in the bed I share with my husband. I love when you come over and put him in his place. I love when you show him what it looks like when a real man fucks his wife."

    Her bull smiles as he stares at you. He loves putting you in your place, too. "Suck my dick, cuck," he says. "Show your wife that you understand who the man of the house is tonight."

    There was a time when you hesitated to suck his dick. That time has long since passed, though. You understand your place. You understand that he's the man of the house on nights like these and you understand that you're just a cuck, and a cuck must do as he's told.

    You crawl into the bed and between Matt's legs. You take his dick into your mouth. You suck it like a good cuckold. You fellate the man that will fuck your wife to multiple orgasms tonight. You do so while wearing a pair of your wife's used panties, while your dick throbs inside them. You do so while he fingers her pussy and kisses her, while she moans for him and undoubtedly thinks of how good it's going to feel when his big cock slides into her.

    "Get on top," he says to your beautiful wife.

    She pulls her panties off and tosses them aside. You let his cock slip from your mouth and back up as your wife straddles him.

    "Put me inside her, cuck," he instructs.

    You wrap your fingers around the thick shaft that was just in your mouth and guide it into her pussy. Your wife slowly sits down on it, taking every inch into her perfect, slick, needy cunt. She moans while he fills her and you can't get enough of watching her pussy swallow the cock that dwarfs yours.

    "Suck my nuts, cuck," her bull instructs.

    Your wife moans as he says it. She moans because it turns her on when he orders you around. It turns her on when he degrades you, when he shows that he's in charge, when you offer your submission to the man she's given herself to, to the man that will fill her pussy with his cum multiple times before the night is over.

    You suck his balls as instructed. You lie on your stomach, crawl closer, and take his balls into your mouth. You swirl your tongue around them. His musky scent fills your nose and his taste dances on your tongue as your wife rides him. You try and suck loudly so she can hear it. You know it turns her on when you're a good cuck - and you do as you're told - and you love nothing more than turning your wife on.

    "Is he being a good cuck?" she asks. "Is my husband sucking your balls, Matt? Is he showing you that he understands that you're the man of the house?"

    Her voice is thick with lust as she talks to her bull, but the last question seems to turn her on more than the others. She rides him a little faster as she says it. It seems that she gets off on the differences between her husband and her bull and that she really likes it when he shows that he's in charge.

    "He knows his place," Matt says. "He knows that his wife chose a far superior man as her bull. He knows that he can't compete, that he needs to put those panties on and show us both that he's a good little cuck bitch."

    You close your eyes and lose yourself in the bliss of being a good cuck. You suck his balls as your wife's ass drops down onto your head over and over. You swirl your tongue around his sack as the sounds of sex fill your ears. It's obvious your wife's pussy is soaked and from her increasingly loud moans it's equally as clear that she's already well on her way to a thunderous orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, Matt, your cock feels so good inside me," she says. "I'm close, baby. I'm close."

    "Cum on my cock while your cuck sucks my balls," he replies. "Cum on a real man's cock."

    Your wife's moans get louder. She rides him harder and faster. She cums. She cums hard. She moans in that long, low manner that always accompanies her orgasm. You've heard it so many times, and yet it never gets old.

    She leans forward and you look up to see his slick shaft stretching her pussy lips. You hear them kiss. You hear your wife say, "It's so nice to have a man in the house."

    He lifts her off his cock and she cuddles up next to him. "Suck my dick, cuck," he says.

    Your wife looks down at you as you take him in your mouth. She smiles while watching you suck the cock that just made her cum. "You're such a good cuck," she says. "Such a good boy for me. I love that you understand your place. I love that you didn't fight putting on my panties. I love that you don't argue about sucking dick or balls or cleaning my pussy. I love that you know that you're just not capable of being the kind of man I need."

    She seems so happy, and she deserves that happiness. You're happy, too. It took a while for you to embrace what truly made you happy, but there's bliss to be found in being a good cuckold for your wife, in fully embracing the idea that you're not man enough for her.

    She looks at her bull, kisses him softly, and says, "How would you feel about spending more time at our house?"

    He smiles. "I'd like that. I'd like that a lot."

    "How would you feel about that, cuck?" your wife asks as she runs her fingers through her bull’s chest hair.

    His cock is still in your mouth as she asks the question. You're still dressed in a pair of panties. Your dick is still hard. It's a question worth considering, because your wife is asking you if you're okay with what might be a substantial change to your life. After all, he typically spends 2-3 nights every month at your house. It's really just a small sliver of your life. Any increase would dramatically change your existence.

    And yet, the answer comes without much need to consider it. "I'd love that," you reply. "You deserve to have a real man around."

    She smiles. "And you like being a cuck, don't you? You like the freedom of not having to make any decision. You like not having to feel any pressure about satisfying me. You like that a real man can do that when Matt's here. You like that your only job is to do exactly as you're told. You like that you don't have to lead, that you simply have to follow the instructions given by the man of the house."

    You nod. "Yes, I do." It's true. Every word of it is true. It's humiliating, of course, but you've long since made peace with the fact that you crave humiliation and you genuinely like not having to worry about a thing at home, about having to do only as you're instructed to do, about not having to be concerned with your wife's pleasure because a better man is going to take care of it.

    "How often do you want me to stay over?" he asks.

    "I was thinking at least two nights a week to start," your wife replies.

    Matt smiles. "To start?"

    She smiles and kisses him softly. "Well, like I said, it's really nice having a man around the house, a real man. So if it goes well, maybe we make it more than two nights a week. If it goes really well, maybe we see how it feels to have you around most of the time."

    They share a long, lingering, romantic kiss and you resume sucking his cock. You play with his balls. You pleasure him while your wife seals her bond with him. You know that your marriage - and life - is on the cusp of a major change and despite that being a little scary, you're thrilled.

    He looks at you and says, "I think we'll fuck in missionary next, cuck, and I think I'd like to feel your tongue in my ass while we do."

    "Of course," you reply. "It would be my pleasure to rim you while you fuck her."

    He smiles and so does your wife. "I think I'd like you to call me sir from now on," he adds.

    "Yes, sir," you reply. "Of course."

    Your wife rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. Her pussy is soaked, but of course it is. It turns her on when he puts you in your place, and he has definitely put you in your place tonight.

    He gets between her legs. She guides his cock into her pussy. You take your place. You spread his ass cheeks. You tongue his asshole. You prepare to move your head along with his thrusts. You prepare to do whatever it takes to make them happy.

    In the back of your mind, you prepare for your life to change dramatically, for a real man to eventually take your place in the house. There's no stopping it now, and you wouldn't want to if you could.

    You're a cuckold. This is your place, and your wife deserves everything she wants, even if what she wants is for another man to take your place.

  
    Putting the Cuckold in His Place

    It was a fairly stressful day at work, but as you approach the house you feel that stress begin to melt away. After all, there's nothing quite like taking your wife in your arms for a hug and a kiss.

    Today your stress melts away for an entirely different reason, though. Today you see something that excites you as you step into the house. It's the first thing that catches your eye as soon as you open the door.

    It's a pair of panties resting on the stairs. They're red and they look to be boyshorts and they're made from the most delicate, beautiful lace. You close the door and approach the staircase that leads to the house's second floor. You lean forward and run your fingers over the panties. The lace feels impossibly soft and your cock stirs as you touch it.

    You look up the stairs, hold your breath, and listen. You hear nothing, though. You look down at the panties once more and loosen your tie. You unbutton your shirt. You unzip your pants. You strip as you know you're supposed to upon seeing a pair of your wife's beautiful panties on the stairs. You strip because there's something you absolutely must do, something she's made perfectly clear that you're expected to do when she leaves her panties on the stairs.

    You strip until you're fully naked and you neatly fold your clothes. You pick up the delicate red lace boyshort panties, run your fingers over them, and hold them under your nose. You close your eyes and inhale deeply. The delicate scent of your wife's perfume - the perfume of hers you love the most - fills your nose.

    It's the other scent that you find far more thrilling, though. It's the scent that confirms that you're holding a pair of your wife's used panties. It's the unmistakable scent of sex. You're holding - and inhaling the smell of - the panties your wife wore the last time she fucked her bull.

    You remember falling to your knees to strip them off of her. You remember how wet and puffy her pussy lips looked as you revealed them. You remember that his cum had leaked into the gusset of her panties, that it had left a thick mess. You remember your wife smiling and gently telling you to lick her bull's cum out of the panties currently in your hand. You remember how strong it tasted on your tongue. You remember how hard your cock throbbed as you followed her instructions.

    You didn't get to watch her fuck him that night. She went to his place, as she often does. She likes alone time with her bull, after all. Tonight is going to be different, thought. Tonight she left her panties on the staircase, which is how she tells you that her bull is coming over and that you're expected to be a good cuckold.

    The first step is to put on her panties. She's not just leaving them there as a lovely little tease, after all. She's made it perfectly clear that you - her cuckold - are meant to be in a lovely, delicate, feminine pair of panties - and only panties - when her bull is in your home. It's an act meant to remind you of your place, to remind you that he's the real man of the house when he's there.

    You step into her panties. You pull them up your legs. You pull them tight against your cock and balls. Your cock hardens a little, just as it always does when you put on her panties. You like that she's so eager to put you in your place. You like that her bull is going to see you in them. You like that your night is going to be filled with the kind of cuckold humiliation you've come to crave in a desperate manner.

    You pick up your neatly folded clothes and head upstairs with your cock starting to strain in the panties. You step into the bedroom and see that the light in the master bathroom is on.

    "Hey honey," you say.

    Your wife appears in the bathroom doorway. She's wearing the same panties you have on, only they look a great deal sexier on you. She's wearing a matching bra, too, and it looks exquisite on her.

    "I like your panties," she says with a smile.

    "They look even better on you," you reply.

    It looks as though she's just about done with her makeup - she looks astoundingly beautiful - and as she saunters towards you her beautiful hair sways from side to side. Her smile seems to get bigger as she approaches, takes the clothes from your hands, and set them on the floor.

    She reaches out and caresses your cock. "I certainly like the way your little dick looks in my panties. And I know Matt always enjoys seeing you dressed in my pretty little panties. You like it too, don't you, sweetie? You like feeling like a good little cuck, don't you?"

    Your cock stiffens at her touch. It strains against the tight red lace and she smiles at the sight of it and the sense of control she has over you.

    "Look who's excited to be a good little cuck tonight," she says softly. "You are going to be good for me, aren't you?"

    You nod.

    Your wife steps closer and kisses your neck. Your cock somehow gets harder. It aches as the tight lace keeps it from growing to its full - though still unimpressive - size. "You like being my little panty boy cuck, don't you?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    "You like that Matt's the man of the house when he comes over," she continues. "You like not having to feel any of the pressure a man feels. You like that you can just be a good little cuck, that you get on your knees and await instructions, that you're under no pressure at all, that you just have to obey like a good boy."

    You nod and your wife steps back. She smiles at your cock, which is now as stiff as her panties will allow.

    "He'll be here soon," she says. "You can greet him at the door. Make sure you thank him for coming over. Make sure you make it perfectly clear that he's the man of the house tonight, that he's welcome to order you around as he sees fit. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," you reply.

    Your wife turns and walks towards the bathroom to finish getting ready for her bull.

    "Thank you," you say. "For inviting him over. For letting me watch. For the panties."

    "You're welcome, cuck," your wife replies without looking back at you.

    You leave the bedroom with your dick still throbbing in the tight confines of her panties. You feel the slight crustiness of the dried cum in the gusset and it serves as a further reminder of your place, a notion that thrills you. You're not sure when Matt will arrive, but you keep yourself busy by tidying up the house and reminding yourself that tonight it's your duty to do as you're told, and nothing more. You are simply to follow instructions and to otherwise remain still and silent as your wife and her bull enjoy each other.

    The doorbell rings and you rush to answer it. Matt smiles as he stares at you in your panties. "Please, come in," you reply. He steps into the house and you suddenly feel quite small compared to him. You are, quite literally smaller than your wife’s well-built bull, but your nakedness outside of the panties makes you feel so much smaller.

    "My wife is waiting for you in our bedroom," you say. "Is there anything I can do for you before you go to her? Can I get you a drink, perhaps? I am yours to command."

    It's humiliating to utter those words to another man, and yet that humiliation thrills you. It makes your balls tingle with desire. The smile on Matt's face is quite thrilling, too, as you see him basking in the sense of superiority you've just imbued him with.

    "If I wanted you to get on your knees and throat my cock, would you do it, cuck?" he asks.

    "Yes, I would," you answer. You've sucked his cock before. You've done it numerous times, in fact. After all, when he's in the house, your sexuality is of no consequence. Your need to do as you're told is all that matters.

    "How about you get on your knees and see if you can get me hard without taking my pants off and without using your hands," he suggests.

    You drop to your knees, crawl towards him, and lean in. You kiss his cock through his jeans. You kiss it repeatedly, and when it begins to grow, you use your lips to massage it. You try your best to suck him through his jeans, to lure him into an erect state like a good cuckold, to do as the man of the house instructed.

    "Very good, cuck," he says. "Perhaps I'll let you suck on the real thing before I fuck your wife."

    "Thank you," you reply.

    He turns and walks away. He walks towards the bedroom you share with your wife. You know she'll be waiting in your marital bed. She'll be wearing that delicate red lace bra and boyshort set and she'll be wearing it for him. You know her pussy is already wet and that her whole body will tingle with desire the moment he steps into the room. You know that if you followed right behind him she wouldn't bother looking your way because her desire for him will be so overpowering.

    Instead of going right for the bedroom, you wait for a while. You tidy the house. You check the fridge to make sure his favorite beer is there so you can fetch him one after he's fucked your wife. You survey the available snacks in case they're hungry after they've satiated their desire for each other.

    Then you return to the bedroom you share with your beautiful wife. You see her in bed with her bull. He's already naked but she's still in her lingerie. They're kissing and her fingers are wrapped around his long, impressively thick cock. He's playing with her tits as she gives him a slow handjob. You stand in the doorway and soak up the arousing sight of your wife’s eagerness to give herself to another man.

    He looks at you and smiles. Your wife turns her head and she too smiles as her gaze finds your stiff cock in the sexy used panties she had you put on the moment you walked in the house.

    "Come here, cuck," he instructs.

    You approach the bed and he slips his hand into your wife's panties. His fingers move slowly and elicit a moan as she closes her eyes.

    "You're so wet," he says.

    "I'm always wet when you come over," she replies. "I love when you fuck me in the bed I share with my husband. I love when you come over and put him in his place. I love when you show him what it looks like when a real man fucks his wife."

    Her bull smiles as he stares at you. He loves putting you in your place, too. "Suck my dick, cuck," he says. "Show your wife that you understand who the man of the house is tonight."

    There was a time when you hesitated to suck his dick. That time has long since passed, though. You understand your place. You understand that he's the man of the house on nights like these and you understand that you're just a cuck, and a cuck must do as he's told.

    You crawl into the bed and between Matt's legs. You take his dick into your mouth. You suck it like a good cuckold. You fellate the man that will fuck your wife to multiple orgasms tonight. You do so while wearing a pair of your wife's used panties, while your dick throbs inside them. You do so while he fingers her pussy and kisses her, while she moans for him and undoubtedly thinks of how good it's going to feel when his big cock slides into her.

    "Get on top," he says to your beautiful wife.

    She pulls her panties off and tosses them aside. You let his cock slip from your mouth and back up as your wife straddles him.

    "Put me inside her, cuck," he instructs.

    You wrap your fingers around the thick shaft that was just in your mouth and guide it into her pussy. Your wife slowly sits down on it, taking every inch into her perfect, slick, needy cunt. She moans while he fills her and you can't get enough of watching her pussy swallow the cock that dwarfs yours.

    "Suck my nuts, cuck," her bull instructs.

    Your wife moans as he says it. She moans because it turns her on when he orders you around. It turns her on when he degrades you, when he shows that he's in charge, when you offer your submission to the man she's given herself to, to the man that will fill her pussy with his cum multiple times before the night is over.

    You suck his balls as instructed. You lie on your stomach, crawl closer, and take his balls into your mouth. You swirl your tongue around them. His musky scent fills your nose and his taste dances on your tongue as your wife rides him. You try and suck loudly so she can hear it. You know it turns her on when you're a good cuck - and you do as you're told - and you love nothing more than turning your wife on.

    "Is he being a good cuck?" she asks. "Is my husband sucking your balls, Matt? Is he showing you that he understands that you're the man of the house?"

    Her voice is thick with lust as she talks to her bull, but the last question seems to turn her on more than the others. She rides him a little faster as she says it. It seems that she gets off on the differences between her husband and her bull and that she really likes it when he shows that he's in charge.

    "He knows his place," Matt says. "He knows that his wife chose a far superior man as her bull. He knows that he can't compete, that he needs to put those panties on and show us both that he's a good little cuck bitch."

    You close your eyes and lose yourself in the bliss of being a good cuck. You suck his balls as your wife's ass drops down onto your head over and over. You swirl your tongue around his sack as the sounds of sex fill your ears. It's obvious your wife's pussy is soaked and from her increasingly loud moans it's equally as clear that she's already well on her way to a thunderous orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, Matt, your cock feels so good inside me," she says. "I'm close, baby. I'm close."

    "Cum on my cock while your cuck sucks my balls," he replies. "Cum on a real man's cock."

    Your wife's moans get louder. She rides him harder and faster. She cums. She cums hard. She moans in that long, low manner that always accompanies her orgasm. You've heard it so many times, and yet it never gets old.

    She leans forward and you look up to see his slick shaft stretching her pussy lips. You hear them kiss. You hear your wife say, "It's so nice to have a man in the house."

    He lifts her off his cock and she cuddles up next to him. "Suck my dick, cuck," he says.

    Your wife looks down at you as you take him in your mouth. She smiles while watching you suck the cock that just made her cum. "You're such a good cuck," she says. "Such a good boy for me. I love that you understand your place. I love that you didn't fight putting on my panties. I love that you don't argue about sucking dick or balls or cleaning my pussy. I love that you know that you're just not capable of being the kind of man I need."

    She seems so happy, and she deserves that happiness. You're happy, too. It took a while for you to embrace what truly made you happy, but there's bliss to be found in being a good cuckold for your wife, in fully embracing the idea that you're not man enough for her.

    She looks at her bull, kisses him softly, and says, "How would you feel about spending more time at our house?"

    He smiles. "I'd like that. I'd like that a lot."

    "How would you feel about that, cuck?" your wife asks as she runs her fingers through her bull’s chest hair.

    His cock is still in your mouth as she asks the question. You're still dressed in a pair of panties. Your dick is still hard. It's a question worth considering, because your wife is asking you if you're okay with what might be a substantial change to your life. After all, he typically spends 2-3 nights every month at your house. It's really just a small sliver of your life. Any increase would dramatically change your existence.

    And yet, the answer comes without much need to consider it. "I'd love that," you reply. "You deserve to have a real man around."

    She smiles. "And you like being a cuck, don't you? You like the freedom of not having to make any decision. You like not having to feel any pressure about satisfying me. You like that a real man can do that when Matt's here. You like that your only job is to do exactly as you're told. You like that you don't have to lead, that you simply have to follow the instructions given by the man of the house."

    You nod. "Yes, I do." It's true. Every word of it is true. It's humiliating, of course, but you've long since made peace with the fact that you crave humiliation and you genuinely like not having to worry about a thing at home, about having to do only as you're instructed to do, about not having to be concerned with your wife's pleasure because a better man is going to take care of it.

    "How often do you want me to stay over?" he asks.

    "I was thinking at least two nights a week to start," your wife replies.

    Matt smiles. "To start?"

    She smiles and kisses him softly. "Well, like I said, it's really nice having a man around the house, a real man. So if it goes well, maybe we make it more than two nights a week. If it goes really well, maybe we see how it feels to have you around most of the time."

    They share a long, lingering, romantic kiss and you resume sucking his cock. You play with his balls. You pleasure him while your wife seals her bond with him. You know that your marriage - and life - is on the cusp of a major change and despite that being a little scary, you're thrilled.

    He looks at you and says, "I think we'll fuck in missionary next, cuck, and I think I'd like to feel your tongue in my ass while we do."

    "Of course," you reply. "It would be my pleasure to rim you while you fuck her."

    He smiles and so does your wife. "I think I'd like you to call me sir from now on," he adds.

    "Yes, sir," you reply. "Of course."

    Your wife rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. Her pussy is soaked, but of course it is. It turns her on when he puts you in your place, and he has definitely put you in your place tonight.

    He gets between her legs. She guides his cock into her pussy. You take your place. You spread his ass cheeks. You tongue his asshole. You prepare to move your head along with his thrusts. You prepare to do whatever it takes to make them happy.

    In the back of your mind, you prepare for your life to change dramatically, for a real man to eventually take your place in the house. There's no stopping it now, and you wouldn't want to if you could.

    You're a cuckold. This is your place, and your wife deserves everything she wants, even if what she wants is for another man to take your place.

  Q&A for August 2018
Question: How long have you been in to the cuckholding lifestyle? How did your husband first tell you about his fantasy? What was your initial reaction? Love your first book!Answer: It’s been more than a decade now. 
There wasn’t really a time when he first told me about his fantasy, to be honest. It sort of slowly became obvious that’s what he was into. There was a time when we’d read naughty stories to each other and he always liked the ones that involved wife sharing and threesomes more than any other. He’d always get excited when I talked to him about someone flirting with me at work. There was a time when someone straight up kissed me (without me knowing it was coming or being into it, to be honest) and instead of being jealous he was really turned on.
Eventually we got to the point where we actually talked about it, but everything happened so gradually that I don’t really remember a specific instance of him sitting down and sharing his fantasy with me.
Given the slow reveal, I wasn’t exactly shocked when he laid it out for me. Still, like most women I was a little confused. I don’t think guys realize just how difficult it is for a woman to understand what makes cuckolding arousing. Everything in society says that a man is supposed to be jealous (and even furious) if his wife has sex with someone else. A cuckold is the exact opposite. It turns him on. It makes him happy. It took a long time before I actually slept with someone else, but it wasn’t all that long before we incorporated cuckolding into our fantasy play together.
Question: Are any of your books available in printed hard copy for people not using Kindle?
Answer: Unfortunately not. I may look into that in the future, but for now I’m going to keep using Kindle. The books are so short that I don’t think they’d be worth it for a hard copy. If I were to write a few sequels to Anna Lee, for instance, I could see publishing a trilogy in a hard copy.
Question: We fell in love, I'm in him and he in me more than twenty years ago. We first had sex at 17. I immediately got pregnant and gave birth to twins. Nevertheless, we both finished College and started the joint work in the family business. My husband has a small penis. 3.9 inches in erection. He doesn't need more than a minute to cum. He has developed a great oral technique. Only orally he can bring me to orgasm. My vagina is not designed for small penises. During intercourse I feel almost nothing. Therefore, I liked his fast blowing loads. 
Three years ago he has become addicted to porn. He just masturbated, sex, and oral sex was a rare/ We've talked many times to he stop it but without result. I bought a chastity belt for him. CB is restrict his masturbation and returned his yearning for me. Great oral sex is come back but it is no longer enough for me. We talked about cuckolding and he agreed that I find Bull for sex. It was very difficult. Several of them have been too dominant and rude. I am dominant, but when I have sex with Bull I like to he has the initiative. Finally I found someone who is so cute with a big penis, he should have more than a minute to cum. Ha, ha, ha...Much more. I have sex with him, sometimes alone, sometimes with husband. 
My husband does not want only to watch but also to participate in sex. He Always has a chastity belt, but he loves to lick my vagina and preparing for Bull's penis and put in vagina. He likes to lick my clit during intercourse, that give me incredibly powerful orgasm. He clean up Bulls load but he doesn't want to sucking Bulls penis. Bull insists he but he won't do that. He says it's a homosexual act, and that he doesn't want to do it. On one occasion, the Bull is in rough way insisted that he sucking his penis. After that my husband didn't want anymore to look Bull. He told me that I could have sex with him when I want but without him. Bull didn't like it, and Bull and I broke up relationship. My question is that all bulls bisexual and why so much insistence that my husband sucking his penis? How is that important for Bull and common behavior?
Answer: It honestly sounds like your bull went way over the line. He shouldn’t be forcing your husband to do anything he doesn’t want to do, let alone to suck cock. That’s a line some men, even submissive cuckolds, aren’t willing to cross.
That being said, the guys that are genuinely good at being bulls get off on the control they have over a couple. It’s about the sex, of course, but what ends up being really thrilling is being able to make a submissive couple do what they order. Looking at it from that perspective, you can understand why getting a straight husband to suck cock would be so thrilling for a dominant bull.
It sounds like your husband sunk into a shame spiral after the bull made him suck his cock. It doesn’t matter if it was just a submissive act. To him, it felt like a homosexual act and it likely brought up all sorts of bad feelings.
In the future, establish boundaries before you have sex with a bull. If your husband doesn’t want to suck his cock, that’s fine. If he wants to lick your pussy while the bull is fucking you, that’s fine too. It’s awfully close to sucking cock, but that seems to be his boundary. Both you and the bull need to respect that.
Question: What is the best way for a single man to become a woman’s cuckold?
Answer: Unless you pay someone, you’re almost certainly not going to find a woman that just wants to cuckold you. What’s in it for her? Unfortunately for all you single guys, this isn’t really a female fantasy. There are no absolutes, of course (I’ve seen women on Fetlife looking for cuckolds), but for the most part you’re really going to struggle to find a woman to cuckold you if you’re single.
It almost always happens in a long term relationship. If you’re lucky, you have a strong relationship and you find someone that happens to want the same things as you (or close to it). Cuckold relationships really only work when both the man and woman are getting something from the cuckolding that they can’t get out of the core relationship. A big cock for the woman and the delight of being cuckolded for the man is the most common theme, but it’s hardly the only thing.
Ultimately, sharing your desires with your long term partner and trying to find a way for you to both enjoy them is the surest way to a genuine cuckold relationship.

    Questions on Cuckold Creampie (and Cum) Cleanup

    There's no question that cum and creampie cleanup is hugely popular for cuckolds and I certainly understand why. In many ways, there's no purer representation of cuckolding than another man cumming inside your wife and then cleaning that cum out of her.

    I'm curious if you have deeper thoughts on it though.

    Is it just that simple thing? You're the one that's supposed to be cumming in your wife and yet another man is doing it and then you take the masochistic aspect of it even further by consuming that cum while she offers verbal humiliation or enjoys your tongue.

    I'd love to hear any particular thoughts you have on the subject or any particular fantasies that you enjoy with regards to cum cleanup.

    I also have a very specific question. In most mainstream cuckold porn that features creampie cleanup (which typically isn't very good), the overwhelming majority of the scenes feature the guy being forced to clean the creampie or cum and making all sorts of icky, grossed out faces as he's doing it. I've never talked to a cuckold that finds that idea particularly arousing, but it's also possibly I haven't talked to enough cuckolds.

    So, I'm curious about what version of the creampie or cum cleanup fantasy you enjoy. Is it being forced? Is it more being gently, sensually coerced into doing something you want to do, but don't think you should want to do? Is it that cleaning a creampie is a wondrous privilege and you're begging to be given permission to do so? Is it somewhere in the middle?

    Any feedback would be appreciated. I'm working on a few cum cleanup related posts for my blog and the more information I have the better they'll be. Thanks!

  
    Quick Question About the Captions (Your Feedback Appreciated!)

    Hey,

    I'd like to know if you'd like me to post the captions (and the short stories/posts that go with them) here on the Patreon or on the blog. I don't want to clutter the Patreon with too much content and overwhelm people, but I feel like it might be easier for you to access them here.

    Thanks for your feedback :)

  
    Quick Tips for a Successful Femdom Marriage

    What if you wife wanted a female led marriage? What if she wanted to go all the way with it? What if she wanted complete control? Would you submit? I think you would. I think you’d find such pleasure in it. Let’s go through some of the ways you could be a good husband for her.

    In a female led marriage, her needs come before yours and you find pleasure in serving her. That means when she wants you to wash her hair you do it without question. This is such a beautiful, loving act. Massage her scalp as you rub the shampoo into her hair. Run your hands down her soapy back and massage any tension away. Your cock might be stiff while you do it, but you will not expect any reward for being a good husband.

    Help her with her makeup if she requires it. This is really just a fun way to make you submit, but it can be thrilling for both of you. Maybe you’re making her look pretty because she has a date with her bull.

    Locking your cock isn’t necessary for a FLM, but it does make it more fun. It makes it a whole lot easier to control you, too, so submit to it if she desires.

    You should look for any opportunity to worship your wife. If she likes having her feet kissed, make every effort to do so. When she’s putting the finishing touches on her makeup, kiss her pretty feet or give her a lovely foot massage.

    Your wife might want you to be her furniture for a short period of time. Perhaps you’ve been a naughty boy and you need to be punished. Perhaps she just wants to remind you of your place as her submissive. Perhaps she prefers to rest her feet on you instead of the ottoman. It doesn’t matter. Get on your knees and let her use you as a piece of furniture.

    She might want to feel like a queen with a submissive husband that helps her get dressed in the morning. Don’t hesitate to do that for her. If she wants you to pick her clothes from the closet, do it without hesitation. If she wants you to dress her from head to toe, do it without hesitation. You are her submissive. You don’t have a choice in the matter.

    Now that you’re her submissive husband, why would your wife bother doing the menial tasks of womanhood if she could make you do them? She wants her toenails to look pretty but she doesn’t particularly like painting them. Thankfully, you’re here for that. You can paint her toenails like a good boy.

    Plus, you get the added bonus of being teased. You know her feet are going to feel so good that close to your cock. You know she might let them drift over to play with your locked up dicklet or your blue balls. Wouldn’t that be fun?

    You can expect to take on a much larger share of the household chores. You’ll do the dishes every night and you’ll do them without complaint. If she wants you to do them in the nude so she can admire your little locked up cock, you won’t complain.

    Keeping the kitchen spotless will be your task from now on. Sometimes that will mean getting on your hands and knees and wiping the floor while your cock, balls, and asshole are exposed. That’s how she wants it and that’s how you’re going to do it.

    Wouldn’t you love to be locked and plugged while you’re doing the laundry? Wouldn’t you love to be a good submissive husband that does as your wife demands without complaint?

    Of course you would, so accept that she wants to put a little plug in your ass to tease your prostate while you’re working around the house. Accept that she gets to ready, watch TV, or hang out with friends while you’re working hard. After all, you’re a submissive husband that wants to keep your wife happy.

  
    Reassurances

    Your wife is sitting next to you on the couch, but it's like she's in another room.

    In a way, she is. She's texting her boyfriend, after all, and she's become quite enamored with him.

    You can see it in the way she smiles as she texts him. You can see the genuine joy on her face. She's texting a man she has feelings for. Genuine feelings. It might not be love, but you can't shake the notion that if she keeps on dating him that those feelings will evolve into love.

    You like that she has feelings for her boyfriend. You really do. It excites you. You can feel your loins tingling as you watch her text him. You can feel your desire building as you interpret that smile on her face as being reflective of her growing affection for the man she's been dating for three months.

    There's a part of you that strongly dislikes that she has feelings for him, though. Very strongly. There's a part of you that hates it. That feels nothing but angst when you think about the fact that she's dating someone, that she needed to go beyond simply having a fuck buddy.

    When that angst gets overwhelming, you need to connect with your wife. Today, in this moment, you try and do so by gently shifting her legs so her feet come to rest in your lap. You prop them up on a pillow and offer a rub as your wife continues to text with her boyfriend.

    Finally, she looks at you and offers a sweet, loving smile. "That feels amazing," she says softly.

    She holds your gaze for a few seconds and her phone buzzes. She doesn't look down at the message, though, instead focusing on you.

    "I love you," she says. "That's not going to change just because I have a boyfriend."

    Your wife knows you well. Exceptionally well. You didn't have to say a word and she could sense your angst.

    "I know," you reply. "I love you too. And I love that you have a boyfriend...and that...and that you seem to be developing real feelings for him."

    Her smile gets a little bigger. She doesn't say anything, but she looks increasingly giddy, like you've just given her permission to fully experience those budding feelings she has for her boyfriend.

    Your wife looks at her phone once more. She types out a message as you continue to rub her feet. You study her face and wonder what she's telling him. Are they discussing an upcoming date? Is she telling him how much she misses him? Is she letting him know that he makes her cum harder than you do?

    "Do you really love it?" she asks while setting her phone down. "That I have feelings for him, I mean? Do you really love that?"

    It's the first time she's openly admitted to feeling something more for him than an appreciation for his sexual skills. As the words leave her lips, you feel the angst building inside you. You feel the arousal competing with it. Your loins tingle. Your pulse quickens. You feel a slight tightness in your chest. It's both dangerous and thrilling, as the most arousing things in life almost always are.

    You nod and say, "I do. It scares me, but I do love it."

    Her phone buzzes, but your wife holds your gaze once more. "Why does it scare you?"

    You run your fingers up her calves, offering a slow, deep, gentle massage that makes your wife close her eyes and moan from the sheer pleasure of your touch.

    "Because...I mean, it's dangerous, I guess. Usually when a married woman develops feelings for another man she tends to end her marriage," you say, giving voice to the deep-seated angst that arises when you consider that your wife might very well fall in love with her boyfriend.

    She extends her foot and her toes find your cock through your jeans. She rubs your soft flesh slowly, smiles, and says, "But our marriage isn't like most, is it?"

    You shake your head.

    "Most men don't encourage their wives to date someone else. Most men don't do the work of finding a boyfriend for their wife. Most men don't spend countless hours looking through dating profiles and fielding messages from other men. Most men don't go shopping with their wives to buy them sexy dresses and beautiful lingerie to wear for their boyfriends. Most men don't enjoy watching their wives have sex with another man. Most men don't want their wives to come home from a date with someone else and sit on their faces while they recount every dirty detail of how the night went."

    "That's all very true," you reply with a smile. "I'm not like most men. I think we both know that. But, if I'm being honest, I'm more concerned that you...well, that you're more like most women."

    Your cock is half hard now and she continues to work it with her toes as you continue to massage her calves. Her leggings are dark so you can't see if a wet spot has formed between her legs, but you can't help but hope that she's a little wet.

    "Do you think I'm like most women?" she asks.

    "I think...I think you're like most women in that you like having sex with...well, that you like being fucked by an alpha male. I think you like having an alpha male for a boyfriend. I think you like feeling his strong, muscular body on top of yours. I think you like a man that takes charge in the bedroom. I think you like making a man like that cum."

    She bites her lower lip playfully and begins to work your cock with greater vigor, rubbing you with a little more pressure and greater speed. "You're right about that. I'm like most women in that way. I can't help it. I wasn't entirely sure I was that way, but then you suggested I sleep with other men and I learned exactly what I need in the bedroom."

    "And you learned that I can't give you that," you reply.

    She nods. "That's right. I did."

    "You're also like most women in that you like being with that kind of man, with the kind of man your boyfriend is. You like going on dates with him. You like when he puts his arm around you. You like that he's successful, that he can afford to take you to really nice restaurants, that he wants to take you on a nice weekend vacation soon," you continue as you're struck by a strong sense of insecurity.

    "I do like that," your wife replies. "It's nice to date a man like that, like my boyfriend. It's nice to feel his arm around me. It's nice to get in his luxury car. It's nice to occasionally spend the night at his gorgeous house. It's nice to know that he wants to take me on beautiful vacations. I suppose every woman wants to date a man like that."

    She doesn't seem to be doing anything to help with your insecurity, but perhaps she can't see it. Perhaps the incredible stiffness in your pants has made it so your wife can't tell that you're experiencing a wealth of angst to go along with your arousal.

    Then she pulls her foot from between your legs and shifts to her hands and knees. She crawls closer and her lips find yours for a soft kiss. Her hand moves between your legs and she strokes your cock through your pants.

    "Tell me, sweetheart, what did you do while I was on my date last night?" she asks.

    For a moment your mind is so clouded with lust and angst that you can't remember what you did. Then the fog clears and you answer, "I did the laundry. I cleaned the house. I made sure the coffee maker was ready to brew tomorrow morning's coffee. I made the bed so it would look beautiful if you decided to bring your boyfriend to our place instead of his. I put together a shopping list for the grocery store. I did a little online scouting for the next time we go out to buy you something beautiful to wear for your boyfriend."

    She smiles and kisses you again. This time, though, she offers her tongue and while doing so she unzips your pants and frees your stiff cock. A moment later her fingers are wrapped around your stiff flesh. She strokes you while your tongues mingle and you can't help but moan into your wife's mouth as pleasure courses through your body.

    "I live a better life than any of my friends, and that's because of you," she says softly before releasing your cock, sitting back, and pulling off her sweater. Her bra is off a moment later and your gaze fixates on her breasts. For a moment you imagine her boyfriend's hands and lips on them, offering your wife the pleasure you know she craves.

    She reaches out and takes your shirt off. Your pants follow. So do her leggings. She cuddles up next to you. The warmth and softness of her naked body is thrilling and your dick is stiff as steel as she takes it in her hand once more.

    "You dedicate yourself to meeting my needs in a way that few men would. You're utterly remarkable in the way. You take on almost all the work around the house. You cook. You clean. You do the laundry. You hand wash the lingerie I wear for my boyfriend. You take me shopping to buy beautiful things to wear for him. You're willing to have much less sex than most men in happy marriages. You do it all because what you want more than anything is to make me happy, and you're better than any man possibly could be at making me happy," she tells you.

    You reach up and caress her face. Your angst has melted away and been replaced by a sensation of overwhelming love. That love is always there, of course, but sometimes it recedes to the background as your anxiety grows.

    "I love you," you whisper.

    "I love you more than you can possibly know," your wife replies.

    You share a kiss. It's a long, slow, tender kiss with just a hint of tongue and it's exquisitely beautiful. Your cock is alive with desire and you feel your wife's stiff nipple press into your arm as she presses her body closer to yours.

    "If it would..." you begin to say as her lips hover close to yours, "if it would make you happy to fall...to fall in love with him, with your boyfriend, then that's what I want to happen."

    She releases your cock and straddles you. Her pussy swallows your shaft in an instant. She leans forward and you take her nipple into your mouth and swirl your tongue around it while she moans.

    "Is that just for me?" she asks. "Or is there a chance that it would make you happy, too?"

    Her pussy feels exquisite as she rides you. It's wet and warm and tight and she's taking her time, seemingly on purpose to maximize your pleasure.

    "Because I think that my cuckold husband might like it if his wife falls in love with another man," she says softly. You look up and see a smile on her face and lust in her eyes. "I know you'll get jealous, but I think you might find it immensely arousing, too. I think you might just cum the first time you hear me tell him that I love him."

    You're close to cumming just thinking about it. You never considered that you might find it arousing if she were to fall in love with another man, and yet it seems that she might be right.

    "That's just the kind of man you are. You love me so much that you want me to be as happy as a woman can be, and I can't imagine what would make a woman happier than being in love with two wonderful men."

    You run your hands up the smooth skin of her back and she leans down to kiss you. "Are you falling in love with him?" you ask. "Are you already...have you already started to feel it?"

    She rides you a little faster. Your tongues mingle in another deep kiss and then she says, "Yes, I'm falling in love with him."

    You can't help but cum inside her. The notion of her falling for another man is so potent that you can't hold back. You have a massively powerful orgasm. Your body trembles with pleasure. You cum inside your wife and it feels better than any orgasm you can remember.

    Much to your delight, she cums too. She grinds her clit into your crotch and she cums hard. She moans into your mouth as she does so and then kisses your cheek and neck before her grinding slows and she comes to rest in your lap.

    "I love you," you say. "I love you more than anything."

    "I love you too," she replies. "And I always will."

  
    Reassuring Her Cuckold

    Your wife is sitting next to you on the couch, but it's like she's in another room.

    In a way, she is. She's texting her boyfriend, after all, and she's become quite enamored with him.

    You can see it in the way she smiles as she texts him. You can see the genuine joy on her face. She's texting a man she has feelings for. Genuine feelings. It might not be love, but you can't shake the notion that if she keeps on dating him that those feelings will evolve into love.

    You like that she has feelings for her boyfriend. You really do. It excites you. You can feel your loins tingling as you watch her text him. You can feel your desire building as you interpret that smile on her face as being reflective of her growing affection for the man she's been dating for three months.

    There's a part of you that strongly dislikes that she has feelings for him, though. Very strongly. There's a part of you that hates it. That feels nothing but angst when you think about the fact that she's dating someone, that she needed to go beyond simply having a fuck buddy.

    When that angst gets overwhelming, you need to connect with your wife. Today, in this moment, you try and do so by gently shifting her legs so her feet come to rest in your lap. You prop them up on a pillow and offer a rub as your wife continues to text with her boyfriend.

    Finally, she looks at you and offers a sweet, loving smile. "That feels amazing," she says softly.

    She holds your gaze for a few seconds and her phone buzzes. She doesn't look down at the message, though, instead focusing on you.

    "I love you," she says. "That's not going to change just because I have a boyfriend."

    Your wife knows you well. Exceptionally well. You didn't have to say a word and she could sense your angst.

    "I know," you reply. "I love you too. And I love that you have a boyfriend...and that...and that you seem to be developing real feelings for him."

    Her smile gets a little bigger. She doesn't say anything, but she looks increasingly giddy, like you've just given her permission to fully experience those budding feelings she has for her boyfriend.

    Your wife looks at her phone once more. She types out a message as you continue to rub her feet. You study her face and wonder what she's telling him. Are they discussing an upcoming date? Is she telling him how much she misses him? Is she letting him know that he makes her cum harder than you do?

    "Do you really love it?" she asks while setting her phone down. "That I have feelings for him, I mean? Do you really love that?"

    It's the first time she's openly admitted to feeling something more for him than an appreciation for his sexual skills. As the words leave her lips, you feel the angst building inside you. You feel the arousal competing with it. Your loins tingle. Your pulse quickens. You feel a slight tightness in your chest. It's both dangerous and thrilling, as the most arousing things in life almost always are.

    You nod and say, "I do. It scares me, but I do love it."

    Her phone buzzes, but your wife holds your gaze once more. "Why does it scare you?"

    You run your fingers up her calves, offering a slow, deep, gentle massage that makes your wife close her eyes and moan from the sheer pleasure of your touch.

    "Because...I mean, it's dangerous, I guess. Usually when a married woman develops feelings for another man she tends to end her marriage," you say, giving voice to the deep-seated angst that arises when you consider that your wife might very well fall in love with her boyfriend.

    She extends her foot and her toes find your cock through your jeans. She rubs your soft flesh slowly, smiles, and says, "But our marriage isn't like most, is it?"

    You shake your head.

    "Most men don't encourage their wives to date someone else. Most men don't do the work of finding a boyfriend for their wife. Most men don't spend countless hours looking through dating profiles and fielding messages from other men. Most men don't go shopping with their wives to buy them sexy dresses and beautiful lingerie to wear for their boyfriends. Most men don't enjoy watching their wives have sex with another man. Most men don't want their wives to come home from a date with someone else and sit on their faces while they recount every dirty detail of how the night went."

    "That's all very true," you reply with a smile. "I'm not like most men. I think we both know that. But, if I'm being honest, I'm more concerned that you...well, that you're more like most women."

    Your cock is half hard now and she continues to work it with her toes as you continue to massage her calves. Her leggings are dark so you can't see if a wet spot has formed between her legs, but you can't help but hope that she's a little wet.

    "Do you think I'm like most women?" she asks.

    "I think...I think you're like most women in that you like having sex with...well, that you like being fucked by an alpha male. I think you like having an alpha male for a boyfriend. I think you like feeling his strong, muscular body on top of yours. I think you like a man that takes charge in the bedroom. I think you like making a man like that cum."

    She bites her lower lip playfully and begins to work your cock with greater vigor, rubbing you with a little more pressure and greater speed. "You're right about that. I'm like most women in that way. I can't help it. I wasn't entirely sure I was that way, but then you suggested I sleep with other men and I learned exactly what I need in the bedroom."

    "And you learned that I can't give you that," you reply.

    She nods. "That's right. I did."

    "You're also like most women in that you like being with that kind of man, with the kind of man your boyfriend is. You like going on dates with him. You like when he puts his arm around you. You like that he's successful, that he can afford to take you to really nice restaurants, that he wants to take you on a nice weekend vacation soon," you continue as you're struck by a strong sense of insecurity.

    "I do like that," your wife replies. "It's nice to date a man like that, like my boyfriend. It's nice to feel his arm around me. It's nice to get in his luxury car. It's nice to occasionally spend the night at his gorgeous house. It's nice to know that he wants to take me on beautiful vacations. I suppose every woman wants to date a man like that."

    She doesn't seem to be doing anything to help with your insecurity, but perhaps she can't see it. Perhaps the incredible stiffness in your pants has made it so your wife can't tell that you're experiencing a wealth of angst to go along with your arousal.

    Then she pulls her foot from between your legs and shifts to her hands and knees. She crawls closer and her lips find yours for a soft kiss. Her hand moves between your legs and she strokes your cock through your pants.

    "Tell me, sweetheart, what did you do while I was on my date last night?" she asks.

    For a moment your mind is so clouded with lust and angst that you can't remember what you did. Then the fog clears and you answer, "I did the laundry. I cleaned the house. I made sure the coffee maker was ready to brew tomorrow morning's coffee. I made the bed so it would look beautiful if you decided to bring your boyfriend to our place instead of his. I put together a shopping list for the grocery store. I did a little online scouting for the next time we go out to buy you something beautiful to wear for your boyfriend."

    She smiles and kisses you again. This time, though, she offers her tongue and while doing so she unzips your pants and frees your stiff cock. A moment later her fingers are wrapped around your stiff flesh. She strokes you while your tongues mingle and you can't help but moan into your wife's mouth as pleasure courses through your body.

    "I live a better life than any of my friends, and that's because of you," she says softly before releasing your cock, sitting back, and pulling off her sweater. Her bra is off a moment later and your gaze fixates on her breasts. For a moment you imagine her boyfriend's hands and lips on them, offering your wife the pleasure you know she craves.

    She reaches out and takes your shirt off. Your pants follow. So do her leggings. She cuddles up next to you. The warmth and softness of her naked body is thrilling and your dick is stiff as steel as she takes it in her hand once more.

    "You dedicate yourself to meeting my needs in a way that few men would. You're utterly remarkable in the way. You take on almost all the work around the house. You cook. You clean. You do the laundry. You hand wash the lingerie I wear for my boyfriend. You take me shopping to buy beautiful things to wear for him. You're willing to have much less sex than most men in happy marriages. You do it all because what you want more than anything is to make me happy, and you're better than any man possibly could be at making me happy," she tells you.

    You reach up and caress her face. Your angst has melted away and been replaced by a sensation of overwhelming love. That love is always there, of course, but sometimes it recedes to the background as your anxiety grows.

    "I love you," you whisper.

    "I love you more than you can possibly know," your wife replies.

    You share a kiss. It's a long, slow, tender kiss with just a hint of tongue and it's exquisitely beautiful. Your cock is alive with desire and you feel your wife's stiff nipple press into your arm as she presses her body closer to yours.

    "If it would..." you begin to say as her lips hover close to yours, "if it would make you happy to fall...to fall in love with him, with your boyfriend, then that's what I want to happen."

    She releases your cock and straddles you. Her pussy swallows your shaft in an instant. She leans forward and you take her nipple into your mouth and swirl your tongue around it while she moans.

    "Is that just for me?" she asks. "Or is there a chance that it would make you happy, too?"

    Her pussy feels exquisite as she rides you. It's wet and warm and tight and she's taking her time, seemingly on purpose to maximize your pleasure.

    "Because I think that my cuckold husband might like it if his wife falls in love with another man," she says softly. You look up and see a smile on her face and lust in her eyes. "I know you'll get jealous, but I think you might find it immensely arousing, too. I think you might just cum the first time you hear me tell him that I love him."

    You're close to cumming just thinking about it. You never considered that you might find it arousing if she were to fall in love with another man, and yet it seems that she might be right.

    "That's just the kind of man you are. You love me so much that you want me to be as happy as a woman can be, and I can't imagine what would make a woman happier than being in love with two wonderful men."

    You run your hands up the smooth skin of her back and she leans down to kiss you. "Are you falling in love with him?" you ask. "Are you already...have you already started to feel it?"

    She rides you a little faster. Your tongues mingle in another deep kiss and then she says, "Yes, I'm falling in love with him."

    You can't help but cum inside her. The notion of her falling for another man is so potent that you can't hold back. You have a massively powerful orgasm. Your body trembles with pleasure. You cum inside your wife and it feels better than any orgasm you can remember.

    Much to your delight, she cums too. She grinds her clit into your crotch and she cums hard. She moans into your mouth as she does so and then kisses your cheek and neck before her grinding slows and she comes to rest in your lap.

    "I love you," you say. "I love you more than anything."

    "I love you too," she replies. "And I always will."

  
    Recent Posts on the Blog

    In case you don't check the Private Blog regularly, here's a helpful list of the posts from the past few days:

    She Couldn't Resist Him - A short tale of a wife that can't help but fuck her husband's friend.
Are You Sure About This? - A your sure about your desire to see your wife cuckold you on vacation?
He's On His Way Over. Prepare Her - Her bull is on his way over. Your wife wants you between her legs.
A Little Comfort for the Cuckold - After he's been cuckolded for the first time it's important to offer him a little comfort, and perhaps a little teasing.

    Inside the Mind of a Married BBC Slut- Part 2 - Chloe talks about the first time she was cock drunk after a night of intense sex with Darren.

    An Obedient Cuckold Always Eats His Cum - Maya wants to ensure Paul remains an obedient cuckold so she makes him consume his load.

  
    Reclaiming Her on Vacation

    You woke up with a pounding headache and vague memories of a great deal of drinking from the night before. You checked your phone to see that it was nearly noon. You felt a pang of regret at having wasted even a small fraction of yet another beautiful day in paradise.

    "Melody, babe, are you up?" you asked.

    You rolled towards her side of the bed and saw rumpled sheets where your girlfriend was supposed to be.

    "Melody? Are you here?" you asked.

    You sat up and in the blink of an eye your headache got considerably worse. The search for your girlfriend could wait. You rushed to the bathroom, rummaged through her bag for an ibuprofen, and hastily swallowed it as the room spun, no doubt another effect of the potent hangover you were clearly nursing.

    Once the dizziness had passed you returned to the room, quickly established that your girlfriend was nowhere to be found, and opened the blackout curtains to shed a little light on the situation.

    A look around the room revealed a carefully folded note resting on the TV stand. You retrieved it, smiled at the elegance of Melody's handwriting, and read:

    Hey Honey,

    I tried to wake you up, but you were completely out, so I figured I'd let you sleep after last night. That was fun, wasn't it? I know I certainly enjoyed the fun we had after we got back to the room :)

    I figured I'd go to the pool instead of waiting around for you to wake up, though, so that's where you'll find me when you rouse yourself. Take your time, though. We have another ten days at this beautiful resort, after all, and I expect you to have the energy to give me more of what I got last night.

    I'll see you soon.

    Melody

    You smiled as memories of the night before suddenly came back to you. They weren't crystal clear, but you remembered fingering Melody on the moonlit beach as she wore a beautiful little sundress, making out with her in the elevator, and fucking her all over the hotel room, including out on the balcony.

    Stepping outside had been Melody's idea. You'd fucked her to a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm for the both of you, spent a few minutes cuddling in the bed, and then grabbed a few drinks from the minibar and headed out onto the balcony to enjoy the moonlight and the sound of the waves crashing against the beach.

    You turned towards the balcony to see two empty glasses resting on the small black table between the chair you'd gotten your cock sucked in the night before. Melody had been in rare form, as the moment she’d finished her drink she set it on the table, got up, and sat in your lap. You'd kissed until you were hard again and then she dropped to her knees, took your cock in her mouth, and gave a blowjob that left you eager to fuck her again.

    As that memory brought your cock to life, you pulled open the surprisingly heavy sliding glass door and stepped out onto the balcony to grab the empty glasses. You thought of how Melody had taken you for a brief, beautiful reverse cowgirl ride, of how she'd rested her hands on your thighs and bounced her intensely wet, hot pussy on your cock while you played with her perky tits. You thought of how she'd nearly made you cum inside her in that position before standing up, grasping the metal railing, and shaking her ass at you, practically daring you to fuck her from behind.

    You picked up the glasses and turned to head back into the room when a delighted laugh caught your attention. It was so familiar you thought it was your memory playing tricks on you as it replayed scenes from the night before.

    It wasn't your memory, though. It was a woman. A woman that looked an awful lot like Melody. She was on a balcony a handful of rooms away from yours. She was kissing a guy. His well-muscled arms were wrapped around her and her hand moved through his hair as their bodies seemed to meld together.

    It couldn't have been Melody, though. Your girlfriend wouldn't cheat on you. You'd satisfied her the night before and she'd made clear in her note that she was looking forward to more of the same. Why would she fuck someone else?

    You set the glasses on the table and stepped towards the edge of the balcony. You grasped the railing and leaned over to get just a little bit closer. You watched the guy run his hands down the blonde girl's back and grasp her ass through her sundress, which happened to look exactly like the dress Melody had worn the night before. You watched him lift the dress and expose her bikini bottom.

    You watched his strong hands grasp her tanned ass and squeeze it hard. You heard her moan - a moan you recognized - and saw her reach down to loosen the strings of his swimsuit and slowly push it down, freeing his cock and wrapping her delicate fingers around it as they kissed.

    The guy stepped back, turned away from the beautiful blonde girl in the sundress, and moved to step into his room. She stopped him, though. She grabbed his hand, pulled him closer, and smiled before sinking to her knees in front of him.

    A joyful look crossed his face as she took him in her mouth and offered a slow, sensual blowjob. You watched her suck cock through the bars of the railing. You watched her swallow almost every inch of what looked to be an impressively long, thick shaft and you did everything in your power to deny that it was your girlfriend - that it was the beautiful girl you loved so much - blowing another man on your vacation.

    The guy moaned - of course he moaned, given the blowjob he was receiving - and put a hand on the back of her head. She moaned too and he seemed to take that as a sign to seize control of the blowjob, to take her head in both hands and fuck her mouth.

    It couldn't have been Melody. She hated when you put a hand on her head while she was going down on you and she certainly wouldn't have let you fuck her face like that.

    You wanted to believe that was true, but you couldn't be sure. She looked too much like your girlfriend. She laughed like your girlfriend. She moaned like your girlfriend.

    You backed up and sat down in the same chair you'd sat in the night before while Melody rode your cock with her perfect, slick pussy. You sat and watched the blonde take a slow, steady face fucking. You watched her reach between her legs to play with her pussy. You heard her moan around the cock in her mouth, and if you could hear it then it was an awfully loud moan.

    He pulled out of her mouth, took her hand, and helped the beautiful blonde to her feet. She smiled, kissed him, and directed him to sit in the chair. She took off her pretty sundress and bikini, spun around, and sat in his lap. He took her perky tits in his hands as she turned her head for a kiss.

    Your view wasn't perfect - the balcony railing got in the way - but it was good enough to make it nearly impossible to deny that your girlfriend was about to fuck another guy. It was Melody that had just sucked someone else's cock and let him fuck her face. It was Melody's tits that another man was playing with. It was Melody's tongue in another man's mouth.

    It was Melody that grasped his cock, guided him into her pussy, and sat on him. It was Melody that leaned forward, put her hands on his thighs, and began to ride him just like she'd ridden you the night before. It was Melody that unleashed a wild series of loud, lusty moans that anyone in a room nearby could have heard.

    You sat there in a fog and watched your girlfriend ride someone else's cock. You listened to her beautiful moans - moans that had been for you the night before - and watched as he ran his hands over her body while she milked him with her slick, utterly perfect pussy. You watched Melody give another man something you thought was yours and yours alone.

    Melody stood and his slick cock slipped out of her pussy. She turned, dropped to her knees in front of him, and gave a quick, impressive deepthroat blowjob where she swallowed his thick shaft over and over, her head bobbing up and down in his lap in a manner he must have found rather pleasing, as that's certainly how you would have felt if you were in his position.

    Then your exquisitely beautiful blonde girlfriend stood, turned towards your room, and walked to the edge of the balcony. She grasped the railing, bent over, and looked over her shoulder at the man she clearly wanted to fuck her from behind. He stood, approached, and slipped his cock into her pussy as his hand moved up and down her tanned back.

    Melody turned towards you once more and her gaze found yours. She smiled. She knew you were watching. She knew you were sitting there witnessing the sex she was having with another man. She knew and it seemed to delight her. After all, the look on her face was one of pure, perfect lust.

    Something unexpected happened in that moment. What had been a great sense of distress became something else for you. The look on Melody's face wasn't one of a woman delighted in scoring a cruel victory. It was a look of a woman enjoying herself to the fullest, of a woman taking pleasure in the fact that her boyfriend was watching her act like - for lack of a better phrase - a wanton slut.

    In that moment you made the only decision that made any sense. You pulled your underwear off, wrapped your fingers around your cock, and masturbated while your girlfriend gave her pussy to another man. You masturbated in public while she got fucked in public. You surrendered to the feeling of lust that had been building beneath your distress from the first moment you saw Melody kissing another man.

    She gestured for you to stand up. She knew what you were doing. She saw that you were masturbating and she wanted to see it in full. She wanted to see your stiff cock. She wanted to see you standing there on the balcony and jerking off while someone else fucked her.

    You stood up. You stroked your now stiff cock. You masturbated for your girlfriend as someone else pounded her from behind with increasing vigor.

    She moaned. Loudly. She moaned for you - and no doubt for him - as a look of intense lust washed across her face. She liked that you were jerking off for her, that you were turned on by her sluttiness, by the fact that she'd seemingly picked someone up at the pool and happily gone back to his room for an anonymous quickie.

    He noticed you too, and your presence seemed to invigorate him. He grabbed a handful of Melody's long blonde hair and pulled, using his tight grip as leverage to fuck her harder. Her moans got louder and the look on her face made it seem as though she found being pounded in that way - used, really - provided immense pleasure.

    She said something, but you were too far away to hear. She was talking to him. She must have been. He responded by fucking her faster. You watched his face. You recognized the look. He was on the verge of an orgasm. He was going to cum. He was fucking your beautiful girlfriend and he was going to cum.

    She said it again. Then a look of pure joy washed over her face, a look that coincided with his thrusts slowing. He was cumming, and he was almost certainly doing so inside your girlfriend, as you hadn't seen either of them put a condom on his cock.

    You felt an intense surge of pleasure emanate from your loins. You released your cock and gripped the railing as you bent over and clenched tightly to try and prevent an orgasm. You didn't want to cum before your girlfriend returned to your room. That wouldn't have been nearly as much fun.

    Thankfully, you managed to hold off, and when you looked up your girlfriend was putting her sundress back on. She gave the guy a quick kiss, waved at you, and disappeared into his room.

    You rushed into your room - leaving your underwear on the balcony - and headed for the door. You looked through the peephole until you saw Melody and opened it to let her in before she got a chance to knock.

    She glanced at your stiff, precum-soaked cock and a naughty smile crossed her face. She lifted the bottom of her sundress and showed off her swollen, slippery pussy lips and the cum dripping down her thigh. The cum another man had fucked into her.

    You stared for a few moments and then stepped out into the hallway, grabbed Melody's hand, and pulled her into the room. You picked her up and she wrapped her legs around you as you walked towards the bed. Your lips met and your tongues mingled in a wildly passionate kiss as you crawled into the bed and set your beautiful girlfriend on her back.

    "I knew you'd enjoy watching," she said.

    That seemed impossible, and yet she'd been right. Even before you'd given yourself over to the pleasure of witnessing her wanton behavior you hadn't been so outraged that you'd left the balcony or screamed to get her to stop. You'd simply sat and watched as an array of feelings - some good and some bad - coursed through your body.

    "I also know you want me," Melody said. "I know you got turned on when you saw his cum dripping out of me. I know you want to slide your cock into my sloppy, cum-filled pussy. I know you want to fuck me, baby."

    You kissed her. She moaned and her tongue slipped into your mouth as she grabbed the head of your cock and rubbed it over her swollen, soaking wet pussy lips.

    "Tell me you want me," she said. "Tell me you want to fuck my messy pussy. Tell me you want to make me yours again."

    "I want you," you replied. "I want your messy pussy, Melody. I want to fuck your messy pussy. I want to fuck it hard and fast. I want to pound your sloppy cunt and cum inside you."

    She placed your cock inside her and you filled your girlfriend with one swift thrust. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned. She wrapped her legs tightly around you and you leaned down, kissed her neck, and fucked her exceedingly wet pussy.

    "Fuck, you're so wet," you said.

    "I'm filled with his cum," she replied. "I gave him my pussy and he took it. He took it and claimed it as his own. You saw it, baby. You saw how good he fucked me. You watched him take your girlfriend's pussy and pump his load deep inside me. Now take it back from him. Take it back and make it yours again."

    She was challenging you. Challenging you to fuck her as well as he had, to take her to the heights of pleasure he had, to reclaim her pussy as your own after she'd given it away to a stranger.

    You accepted the challenge and fucked your girlfriend with great vigor. You grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the bed above her head. You fucked her hard enough that the sounds of your bodies slamming together filled the hotel room. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth to let out a steady stream of wild moans, moans that you knew signaled her impending orgasm.

    "Does that feel good?" you asked. "Does my cock feel good in your sloppy, slutty little cunt?"

    "Oh, fuck!" she cried out. "Yes, it feels so fucking good. Fuck my slutty little cunt, baby. Fuck it and take it back from him!"

    You held her wrists above her head with one hand and pulled down the top of her sundress to play with her tits with the other. You played roughly, too, surrendering to the wild energy coursing through you and giving your girlfriend what she craved, at least based on the increasing volume of her moans and the incredible heat between her legs.

    "Cum inside me!" she screamed. "Please, cum inside me!"

    You gave your girlfriend what she craved, fucking her with fury until you buried your cock balls deep and climaxed inside her as you released her wrists from your grasp. Melody joined you in reaching a great height of pleasure and wrapped her arms and legs tightly around your trembling body as your cock unleashed shot after shot of thick cum into her pussy.

    "I'm yours," she said softly.

    You kissed her neck.

    "At least until he takes me again," she added.

    You couldn't help but hope that she'd follow through on that and let him have her again. The opportunity to reclaim her - to experience that pleasure, especially if you got to watch him take her before fucking her sloppy pussy - was too good to even think about resisting.

    It was going to be a very good vacation.

  
    Reclaiming Your Beautiful Wife

    Your wife doesn’t like you to watch. She gets self-conscious and it makes sex with her bull a lot less pleasurable than she wants it to be. So, you wait in another room while she’s with him. Sometimes you wait in the room next door so you can listen. Sometimes you go out and run a few errands. It all depends on how you’re feeling on that particular day.

    One thing is always the same, though: When they’re done and he leaves, you go to your wife. You go to the bedroom you share with her. You go to her and you enjoy the pleasures she’s always eager to grant you. From the very first time she was clear that she wanted to be with her husband after being with her bull. She wanted you to reclaim her as you desired, and in doing so she wanted to reaffirm the bond you shared as husband and wife.

    Today you listened from the living room. From that far away you could only hear the moans of pleasure and the occasional squeaking of the bed. You were quite certain you heard your wife have two orgasms to her bull’s one. Afterwards a considerable amount of time passed before he emerged from your bedroom, said his goodbyes, and left.

    Now you’re walking towards the bedroom. Your desire builds with each step as you know what awaits you. Your wife has just been fucked by another man. She’s just had him inside her. She’s had her arms around his body. She’s kissed him and likely had his cock in her mouth. His lips have been on her breasts. His tongue has moved back and forth over her nipples. His fingers have been inside her. He’s given her two beautiful orgasms and you’re about to step into the bedroom to enjoy the aftermath of all of it.

    As always, your cock is hard as you reach the doorway. She only sees her bull once or twice a month and you’re always pent up with desire when it happens. Nothing pleases you quite like your wife having great sex with another man.

    Your wife is in your bed. She looks beautiful, as is always the case after she’s had the kind of orgasm her bull provides. Her long, dark, wavy hair is splayed out around her on the bed. The sexy button-up slip she wore has been unbuttoned and lies open, exposing her soft natural breasts and her pussy. You picture him between her legs. You see his cock sliding in and out of her. You get harder.

    “Come to bed,” your wife says.

    You step into the room and unbutton your shirt. You remove your pants and socks. You pull down your underwear and your cock pops free as your wife smiles at you. She spreads her legs and opens her arms as you crawl into the bed.

    You share a soft, deep kiss as you lay on top of her. Her tongue enters your mouth just like it entered his. You imagine her lips around his cock. You imagine her tongue moving over the head. You imagine your wife using her mouth to pleasure him as her tongue dances with yours.

    Your cock rubs over her pussy lips but you refuse to plunge inside her. You know that the moment you fill her you won’t be able to resist fucking her. You know that once you start fucking her you won’t last long. The pleasure is overwhelming and you can’t help yourself.

    “Did you listen today?” she asks while caressing your face.

    You nod. “From the living room.”

    “Did you hear me cum?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Did that turn you on?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She kisses you as her fingers move between your legs. They encircle your cock and she strokes you while rubbing the head over her pussy lips. You feel the irresistible warmth and wetness and you want to be inside her. You want to reclaim her pussy. You want to take it as yours once more.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say. You can’t resist. As much as you’d like the teasing to go on forever, the idea of being inside her is too potent.

    “I’m full of his cum,” she says. “You’ll be fucking a very messy pussy.”

    She knows the idea arouses you. She knows you want to plunge into her messy pussy and feel his cum. She knows that when she feels slick and loose it turns you on more than anything.

    “Take me inside you,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and guides your cock to her pussy. You slip inside her with ease. You feel the incredible heat and wetness. Your cock is bathed in another man’s cum.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck my messy cunt.”

    You kiss your wife. You fuck her as she sucks on your tongue. She wraps her legs around you and moans into your mouth. She likes when her husband fucks her after her bull has been inside her. She likes that you’re fucking her while another man’s cum is deep in her pussy. She likes that you’re so turned on by the whole thing.

    “You feel so good,” you say between thrusts.

    “You love my messy cunt, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Fuck…yes,” you reply.

    You’re close now. You fuck her harder and faster. The sounds of sloppy sex fill the bedroom. Your wife kisses and sucks on your neck as she grabs your ass and pulls you deeper inside her. She wants your load. She wants you to add it to his. She wants you to cum inside her. She wants you to reclaim her.

    “Fuck…I’m close,” you say.

    “Cum in my messy cunt,” she says.

    You do as your wife desires. You cum in her messy cunt. You flood it and expel all your pent up desire. She smiles and runs her hands up and down your back as you enjoy the deeply pleasurable spasms of orgasmic delight.

    “I love you,” you say.

    “I love you too,” she replies.

    It’s always a pleasure to reclaim her, isn’t it?

  
    Recreate Your Wedding Night, Only with Your Lover Fucking You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.  

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Chances are good that you and your husband got into cuckolding long after you were married. Chances are also good that he’s had a fantasy about a cuckold wedding night at some point in his life. Why not make that fantasy a reality as a chance to humiliate him?

    If possible, rent a room at the hotel where you spent your wedding night. If it still fits, put on your wedding dress and the lingerie you wore. Re-enact the part where you and your husband entered the hotel room (perhaps he carried you across the threshold). From that point forward, change everything.

    Have your lover waiting in the room. Put your cuckold in his place immediately. Inform him that the first person to fuck your married pussy is going to be your lover because your husband’s cock is too small to satisfy you (or any reason you prefer).

    From there you can use your imagination. You could make your cuckold sleep on the floor while your lover sleeps in the bed with you. You could make him orally service both of you. You could fuck him with a strapon. The possibilities are endless and they’re all humiliating for your cuckold.

    The Story:

    Renewing your vows was your wife’s idea. She wanted to commemorate your twentieth wedding anniversary with something more than a vacation, so she put together a beautiful little ceremony that your closest friends and family members attended. You renewed your vows and stated your undying love for each other.

    You rented a tuxedo and she managed to fit into her wedding dress (after paying to have it thoroughly cleaned). She looked even more beautiful than on your wedding day, and you’d seen her put on the same insanely sexy white lingerie she wore on the day you got married. You were hoping you’d get to experience the same sex you had on your wedding night, which you’ve always remembered as especially thrilling.

    After the ceremony and an intimate party, you and your beautiful bride retired to the same hotel where you spent your wedding night. She’d booked the presidential suite – quite an upgrade from twenty years ago but well worth the expense – and you couldn’t keep your hands off of her on the elevator ride to the top floor.

    You indulged in eager kisses in the elevator and she was feeling frisky enough to play with your cock through the thin material of your tuxedo pants. You were eager to plunge inside her pussy for the first time in months. After all, it’s not often that a cuckold gets to fuck his wife.

    Though you’ve been married for twenty years, you’ve only been a cuckold for five. Over the past half decade, your marriage has evolved rapidly. Your wife has taken a more dominant position over you and welcomed other men into her pussy with far greater frequency than you. She’s been seeing her latest bull, Michael, for almost a year now and they’ve developed a deeply connected, intensely passionate relationship.

    Your wife stops at the door to the presidential suite and looks at you. It takes a moment to realize that she expects you to pick her up and carry her across the threshold. You smile and take her into your arms while she waves the hotel key in front of the sensor and opens the door for you.

    You step into the elegant, expansive hotel room and kiss your wife. She offers a lusty kiss in return as her tongue moves into your mouth and her hand moves to the back of your head. Your cock rages with desire. You want to be inside her more than anything in the world.

    Just as you’re about to place your wife in the bed, pull off her panties, and push your cock inside her, you see a man sitting on the couch across from the bed. It’s Michael. Your wife’s bull.

    You look at your wife and say, “Did you invite Michael?”

    “Of course I did,” she says. “You didn’t think you’d get to fuck me tonight, did you?”

    She knows what you thought. It’s what she wanted you to think. She wanted you to be filled with excitement at the idea of getting to feel her warm, wet pussy around your cock once more. She wanted you to get excited at the idea of cumming inside her.

    “I guess I did,” you admit.

    “That’s so sweet, honey, but when was the last time I let you inside me?”

    You search for the answer, but nothing jumps to mind. The truth is, it’s been long enough that you can’t remember the last time you were granted the pleasure of being inside her. That’s why you were so excited for tonight.

    “Why don’t you put me down?” your wife suggests.

    You put her down and watch as she walks towards Michael. He stands up and takes your beautiful bride into his arms. They share a deeply tender kiss. Michael picks up your wife and carries her towards the bed. 

    “Every bride deserves to be well-fucked on her wedding night,” your wife says, “and now I finally have a man capable of giving me what I deserve.”

    The implication that you’ve been disappointing your wife since the day you got married is painful, but unavoidable. You can’t help but feel humiliated, though there’s a part of you that’s happy Michael is available to give your beautiful wife exactly what she deserves.

    “Don’t you agree, honey?” your wife asks as Michael puts her in the king size bed that you thought you’d be spending the night in. “Don’t you think a bride deserves to be fucked by a real man on her wedding night?”

    “Yes, I agree,” you say.

    “And wouldn’t you agree that you’re not exactly the masculine ideal? Wouldn’t you agree that you’re not exactly a real man when it comes to pleasing your wife?” she asks.

    Your erection is still raging, but the source of your arousal has shifted. You know that your evening is going to be quite different from what you expected.

    Your wife looks over at you as she spreads her legs and pulls up the hem of her beautiful white wedding dress.

    “Of course, this isn’t just a better version of our wedding night where I get fucked by a real man instead of my husband. No, this is the cuckold version of our wedding night, which means you should already be on your knees in front of Michael.”

    You look at Michael. You see the bulge in his pants. You suspect he’s not quite hard yet, though he’s clearly on his way to a full erection.

    You know what your wife expects of you. You walk to the edge of the bed and fall to your knees. Michael turns to you and you reach up and unzip his pants.

    “If only you knew your husband was a little cuckold bitch all those years ago,” Michael says to your wife as he looks down at you. “You could have spent your wedding night with my cock inside you while he watched and played with his little dick like the bitch he is.”

    You wrap your lips around Michael’s cock. You’re a cocksucker. You have been for years now. He isn’t the first man you’ve fluffed for your wife and you’re quite certain he won’t be the last. This is your place. She’s drilled that into you over and over. If you can’t pleasure her with your cock, then you will absolutely get on your knees and use your mouth to pleasure a real man.

    “I was young,” your wife says. “I didn’t know I was marrying a man that wouldn’t be able to satisfy me. I didn’t have enough experience to know that there were bigger, better cocks out there attached to stronger, more confident, more dominant men.”

    Your wife crawls to the end of the bed and reaches out to caress your hair as you suck cock. Her touch feels kind and soothing.

    “Do you think you would have sucked cock for me on our wedding night 20 years ago, honey?” she asks. “Would you have gotten on your knees for that cute bellhop that brought our bags to the room? Would you have sucked his cock as I spread my legs and waited for him to fuck me while you watched?”

    You don’t answer the question. You know it’s not meant to be answered. You know your wife is asking because it turns her on to contemplate such things and to fill your head with such thoughts. You can’t help but wonder what your answer would be, though.

    When your wife turned to cuckolding you to find the pleasure she sought, you didn’t object. You took to being her submissive cuckold happily. You found pleasure in the denial and humiliation she visited upon you. You even found pleasure in falling to your knees and using your mouth to get her bull’s hard. You found pleasure in licking the cum of other men out of her pussy. You found pleasure in being a cuckold.

    “I think he would have,” your wife says to Michael. “I think he would have sucked cock on our wedding night. I think he would have happily spent the past twenty years cleaning the cum of other men from my pussy. I think he would have dedicated his life to my pleasure above everything else.”

    “He certainly has no problem sucking cock now,” Michael says as he grabs the back of your head and pushes his dick down your throat. You’ve learned to deepthroat, so you barely flinch as you restrain your gag reflex and let him use your mouth.

    “I still get so wet watching you suck cock, honey,” your wife says as she stands up and kisses Michael while you continue to work his dick with your talented, eager mouth.

    “Undress me,” she says. “Prepare your bride for another man.”

    You let Michael’s cock fall from your mouth and admire your handiwork. He’s hard as a rock and ready to fuck. You hop to your feet and gently pull down the zipper of the dress’s tight bodice. It falls to the floor and your wife steps out of it. She looks ravishing in a white bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings.

    She turns to Michael and said, “Twenty years ago I wore lingerie just like this for him.” She reaches out and strokes her bull’s big cock. “But it’s so much more exciting to wear it for a real man. I wasn’t anywhere near as wet for him as I am for you, Michael. I need you to show my cuckold husband the kind of sex a bride really wants on her wedding day.”

    Michael picks up your wife and she wraps her legs around him. When they kiss it looks like they’re devouring each other. You can see her overwhelming hunger for him. There’s genuine meaning behind her words. She wants him and you’re going to watch him fuck her.

    Michael tosses your wife into the bed, yanks off her panties, and strips. She props herself up on her elbows and watches as her bull exposes his lean, muscular body. Michael crawls into bed and pushes two fingers into your wife’s wet cunt as he kisses her. She moans into his mouth.

    “Michael, please, fuck me. Fuck the bride. Show my husband how his wife likes to be fucked.”

    Michael pulls out his fingers and pushes them into your wife’s mouth. She sucks them clean. It looks like she might orgasm before he even fills her.

    Finally, he moves between her legs, guides the head of his cock to her soaking wet cunt, and slides into her. Your wife closes her eyes, arches her back, and releases a moan that she only ever makes with other men. You don’t fill her like that. You don’t satisfy her like that.

    “Yesss,” she says. “Fuck yes, Michael. Please, pound my pussy.”

    Michael isn’t going to deny your wife what she clearly craves. He pounds her pussy just like she wants. He pounds her hard and fast, and as he does it feels like you’re no longer there. She has no dirty talk for you. She doesn’t even look over at you. She simply concentrates on the man inside her, and in some ways it’s the most humiliating element of the night. You could literally be in another room and it wouldn’t matter to her in this moment.

    That changes after your wife’s first orgasm, which happens quickly. Just a few minutes into taking Michael’s cock she cums. Her fingers grasp the sheets, her legs open wide, and she unleashes a guttural scream that is a surefire sign of absolute and total pleasure.

    “Come here, honey,” she says after the climax has passed.

    You crawl into the bed and your wife pulls you close for a kiss. Her lips are impossibly soft and her breathing is still heavy.

    “He’s a better lover than you in every way,” she whispers. “I do wish I’d had him on our wedding night, but I’m so happy I have him now and I’m so happy that you’re my cuckold husband.”

    You smile. It feels like a twisted kind of wedding vow given in a very personal space with another man’s cock buried inside her.

    “Now get on your back so you can watch a real man fuck me from behind,” she demands in a far harsher tone.

    You do as you’re told. Soon your wife is on top of you and Michael’s cock is inside her from behind. You have as close as view as you can get of her pussy stretching out around someone else. He’s longer and thicker than you are. He opens her up far more than you ever have and you know he makes her feel better than you ever have.

    They quickly find a steady rhythm and your wife’s moans grow a little bit louder with every thrust. You know he makes her cum when they fuck from behind and you’re hoping you’ll get to witness it in close up.

    Eventually, your wife cums. You see her thighs twitch as Michael continues to pound her. You hear her loud, lusty moans as the orgasm rips through her body and leaves her in a state of complete satisfaction. Once again, you have witnessed another man satisfy the woman you married twenty years ago.

    When Michael pulls out, your wife immediately sits on your face. Her pussy opens up around your nose and mouth. She rubs the wetness of sex over you. She smothers you with the hole that another man just pounded to orgasm.

    “Feed him,” your wife says when she lifts her pussy off your face.

    Michael’s cock presses against your lips. You open up and he pushes inside. Soon, he’s down your throat and once again you’re working to restrain your gag reflex so your wife’s bull can use your mouth for his pleasure.

    You feel your wife spin around until she’s sitting on your chest. Her pussy is just above your chin.

    “Fuck me,” she says.

    Michael pulls out of your mouth and slides into her cunt. They’re using you as a cuckold mattress. In that moment, you’re nothing more than furniture to them. Your beautiful bride is taking someone else’s cock and all she cares to do is sit on you while she opens up for him.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Michael fucks her harder. His balls brush against your forehead and over your nose with every thrust into your wife. It’s humiliating to be so close and not be able to meaningfully participate in the sex.

    Fucking your wife has Michael all worked up and soon enough he dumps his load into her pussy. She finds it thrilling to have someone else cum inside her on your anniversary.

    “It’s time to eat, honey,” your wife says as Michael pulls out.

    She moves her pussy over your mouth and his cum leaks onto your tongue. You take the creampie like a good cuckold.

    “Swallow his cum, honey. Show me that you know your place and eat my bull’s cum. Show me that you know what it means to be a good cuckold husband. Show me that you’re going to be my cuckold for the rest of your life.”

    As Michael’s thick semen flows onto your tongue, you consider the notion of spending the rest of your life cleaning other men’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You wonder if she’ll ever let you fuck her again. You wonder if she’ll find new and naughty ways to humiliate you.

    You certainly hope she will. You can’t wait for the next twenty years of your cuckold marriage to begin.

  
    Reluctantly Embracing Cucking and Sloppy Seconds Sex

    "Sit," was all your wife said as she pushed your naked body into the armchair that rests in the corner of your bedroom.

    You sat, of course, and she blew you a kiss and sauntered away, stepping into the bathroom and closing the door behind her. A short while later she emerged in a black lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline. She wore shiny black heels with it and struck a thrilling pose in the doorway as your eyes wandered over her breathtakingly sexy body.

    You knew you were about to get lucky and your loins stirred at the prospect of enjoying your wife in her lingerie. You moved to get up but she held up her hand and your ass dropped back onto the chair.

    Your wife took her time closing the distance between you, but eventually she was close enough to bend over, put her hands on your knees, and kiss you softly. Her tongue slipped into your mouth and slowly danced with yours as her hands moved up your thighs until she was stroking your stiffness.

    "I've been a bad wife," she whispered.

    You shook your head.

    "I have. It's been too long since I've sucked your cock, baby. I know you love blowjobs and I've neglected to give you that pleasure for far too long."

    She sank to her knees.

    "You don't have to," you said.

    She smiled brightly. "I know I don't. Just like you don't have to go down on me as often as you do. Just like you don't have to buy me flowers every week. Just like you don't have to be the most incredible father and husband in the world."

    Your wife leaned forward and kissed the head of your cock. She flicked her tongue back and forth over it and you shuddered from the pleasure.

    "I don't have to suck your cock, baby, but I want to. You deserve this. You deserve a long, slow blowjob from your wife. You deserve to have your cock worshiped. You deserve to see me swallow your cum. You deserve to be treated like a king."

    Your cock disappeared into her mouth and you gripped the arms of the chair and moaned as the sudden pleasure of a blowjob emanated from between your legs. It had been at least six months since you'd last spent any real time in your wife's mouth and you'd almost forgotten how good it felt. It all came back, though, as she closed her eyes, swallowed half your shaft, and sucked hard while pulling back.

    "Fucking hell, baby, that feels amazing," you said.

    Her mouth moved up and down and she swallowed more of your length each time, right up until her nose was buried in your pubic hair and her throat contracted around the head of your cock, the pulses bringing you a wealth of pleasure.

    Her eyes were watering when she pulled back and wiped the saliva from her lips. Your cock was coated in the wetness from her throat and she stroked your stiff shaft with a giddy smile on her face, seemingly undeterred by the unpleasant elements of giving a blowjob.

    "You remember how good it feels to be in my mouth, don't you?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    Your wife kissed the head of your cock. "I'm sorry it's been so long," she said.

    "You don't have to apologize."

    She kissed her way down your shaft, kissed each of your balls, and then worked her way back to the tip. "Yes, I do," she said. "You're a much better husband than most men - certainly better than the men most of my friends are married to - and you deserve to feel good. You deserve a blowjob every now and then. You deserve to see your wife on her knees showing how much she appreciates you."

    Your cock got harder. There was something undeniably thrilling about the idea that she was showing her appreciation via a blowjob.

    She took you in her mouth again. She wrapped her fingers around the base of your shaft and began to stroke while sucking, her hand moving in time with her lips and delivering an even deeper level of pleasure.

    "Fucking hell," you said breathlessly.

    A knock on the bedroom door pulled you from the blissful experience of the blowjob. The door opened a moment later and your friend Kevin - the one who was visiting from the East Coast and staying with you all week and who said he'd be out late that night - popped his head into the room.

    Your wife's fingers remained wrapped tightly around your cock as her head whipped around to look at him. Your first instinct was to cover your cock, but your wife's head and hand had that covered.

    "Dude!" you screamed.

    "Shit, sorry," he said.

    The only thing for him to do was back out, close the door, and set aside whatever question he'd popped his head into the room to ask. Instead, your friend stepped inside, shut the door behind him, and leaned against it.

    "Kevin, what the fuck are you doing?" you asked.

    He wasn't looking at you, though. He was looking at your wife, who still had her head turned and was clearly meeting his gaze.

    "Would you like to watch me suck his cock?" your wife asked.

    You were incredulous. "What?"

    "I would," Kevin answered.

    Your wife stroked your cock a few times and said, "You're much too far away. You should come closer. Get comfortable. Sit on the bed."

    "What?!" you asked again, though it was clear that neither of them was paying you any attention.

    Kevin walked towards you.

    "Dude, get the fuck out!" you said.

    He sat at the foot of the bed. He stared at your wife, his eyes roaming over her lingerie-clad body in a way that made you both uncomfortable and irritated.

    "Kevin, get the fuck out of our bedroom!" you yelled.

    Your wife finally turned back to you. She took the head of your cock into her mouth and moved her tongue over it with such skill that you momentarily lost yourself in a tidal wave of pleasure.

    "It's okay, baby," she said. "He just wants to watch. There's nothing wrong with that. He's just going to sit there and watch you get a blowjob. I mean, sure, he'll probably fantasize about getting his cock sucked, but you can't blame him for that, can you?"

    Once again you were incredulous, this time at your wife's sudden willingness to have an audience for a sex act. You wondered if they were playing some sort of strange, elaborate prank on you, mostly because that was the only thing that made even a lick of sense.

    She deepthroated your cock and again her throat milked the head. You gripped the arms of the chair and moaned. Your eyes closed reflexively as her mouth and throat took you to a place of such intense bliss that you couldn't speak or really even think straight.

    "Damn, dude, she's really fucking good at that," Kevin said, pulling you from your erotic revelry.

    "Fuck you. Get out," you replied.

    He smiled and rubbed himself through his jeans.

    "Dude, fucking stop that. Stop touching yourself."

    "Baby, it's okay," your wife reassured you. "You should be flattered. He thinks your wife is beautiful and sexy. He thinks it's hot to watch me suck cock. It turns him on to watch me suck your dick. There's nothing wrong with that."

    "There's definitely something wrong with that!"

    She took you in her mouth. She did something wondrous with her tongue all the way down, surrounding your head and shaft in a kind of pleasure you weren't sure you'd ever felt before.

    You moaned. You couldn't help it. Your friend - one of your best friends, in fact - was sitting just a handful of feet away and watching you get your dick sucked and you were enormously aroused to the point that your loins were tingling.

    Kevin unzipped his pants and freed his cock. You'd never seen him naked before - and certainly not hard - and it was instantly obvious he was larger than you. Insecurity mingled with the pleasure coursing through you.

    "Please put your cock away," you said.

    Your wife looked back. You couldn't see her whole face as she was turned towards him, but you were pretty sure you saw her smile. More insecurity followed. Her hand moved up and down your shaft, though, making it awfully hard to feel much of anything outside of an ever-increasing sense of arousal.

    "That's a very nice cock, Kevin," your wife noted.

    "Why thank you," he replied with a smile that struck you as far too lascivious.

    Your wife turned back to you, looked up, and held your gaze as she took your cock in her mouth. Then, as she was blowing you, she reached back and pulled the bodysuit aside, exposing her pussy and asshole to Kevin. His eyes were drawn to her newly-exposed naughty bits, of course, and he fixed that same lascivious stare on her.

    "Don't look at her like that," you said.

    Kevin smiled, kept staring, and then stood and stripped as your wife sucked your cock and fondled your balls.

    "Stop," you said to him. "Put your clothes back on and get the fuck out of our bedroom."

    Instead of adhering to your order, Kevin moved behind your wife and dropped to his knees. He ran his fingers over the smooth, milky white skin of her ass and then pushed them into her pussy, at least based on the sounds of wetness emanating from her backside and the way she moaned with her lips sealed around your cock.

    For reasons beyond your comprehension, you suddenly lacked the ability to speak, to voice your annoyance with what was unfolding in your bedroom. Instead, you stared at Kevin's hand. His fingers were hidden, but they were clearly moving in and out of her. He was penetrating your wife from behind and she was moaning around your cock as he did so. She offered not one hint of objection. Instead, it seemed as if she was turned on by Kevin's boldness.

    That proved to be true - seemingly, at least - when she began to push her hips back against his fingers, urging him to penetrate her deeper. Kevin did so while stroking his cock, the head of which would occasionally rub against her ass, leaving a small spot of precum behind.

    "Your dick is so hard, baby," she said to you.

    You looked down at your wife. Her lips hovered near the head of your cock. Her fingers were wrapped around the base. You noted that the head looked bigger and was a darker shade than usual, as if more blood had rushed to your loins, as if it had been ordered to do so by a more significant level of arousal than usual.

    Kevin moved directly behind your wife and pulled his fingers free from her pussy. He leaned forward and slipped them into her mouth. She sucked while stroking your cock. She moaned and closed her eyes as his fingers pushed deeper into her mouth.

    You were so focused on him filling your wife's mouth that you didn't notice he'd slipped his cock into her pussy. It wasn't until her eyes rolled back in her head and she cried out in pleasure that you looked up to see that he was quite obviously buried inside her.

    "Don't," you said weakly. "Don't fuck her."

    "No chance," Kevin replied.

    He began to fuck your wife with his fingers still in her mouth. She maintained her grip on your cock, though she'd stopped stroking you. Her eyes were closed and it seemed as though she couldn't help but moan in a wild, wondrous fashion, such was the pleasure of having your friend's cock inside her.

    "That feels so fucking good," she said as Kevin finally pulled his fingers from her mouth. "Fuck me, Kevin. Oh my God, fuck me!"

    Kevin grabbed her hips and fucked your wife hard. You watched her ass cheeks ripple with every thrust inside her. You listened to the sound of flesh on flesh collisions as his body crashed into her ass over and over again.

    "Your dick is still so fucking hard, baby," your wife said as she stroked you. "Your friend is fucking me and your dick is hard as a fucking rock. You like this, don't you?"

    You shook your head.

    "Yes, you do. You like this. You like that Kevin's big dick is stretching my pussy. You like that he's deeper inside me than you've ever been. You like that he's fucking me so good while you sit there and watch!"

    "No!"

    You were turned on. Massively so, in fact. You weren't going to admit it, but your dick was hard as a rock and your body hummed with arousal on a scale you'd never experienced before.

    Kevin grabbed a handful of your wife's red hair and pulled back. For a moment you were alarmed at the aggression, but then she moaned and the look on her face was one of pure pleasure. She liked it. She liked being treated like that. She liked being fucked the way he was fucking her. Somehow, your arousal deepened.

    "Oh, shit, I'm close!" your wife announced.

    She stroked your dick as your friend fucked her towards an orgasm. She largely kept her fingers away from the head, though, ensuring that you remained at the edge of an orgasm without spilling over into a thunderous climax.

    Your wife came first. She released her grip on your cock and grasped your thighs instead, digging her fingers into your flesh and seemingly doing so to maintain her balance as she shook from head to toe with pleasure.

    Soon after, Kevin buried his dick inside your beautiful wife and filled her with his cum. You held your breath, staring at the union of their bodies, though all you could really see was his pubic hair since every inch of him was inside her.

    "He's cumming inside me," your wife said softly before kissing your balls. "He's cumming inside me and you're hard as a rock."

    There was no denying the truth of it, so you said nothing.

    Kevin pulled out after he'd finished, smacked your wife's ass, and then gathered his clothes and walked out. You watched him go, though you felt oddly numb - almost shell-shocked - from what had just unfolded in your bedroom.

    Your wife stood and straddled you. She took your stiff cock inside her. She was as wet and loose as she'd ever been, but of course she was. Your friend had just fucked her with a bigger cock than yours and cum inside her. His cum was now coating your cock from the tip to the base.

    She rode you slowly, luring your tongue into her mouth for a passionate kiss as you grappled with the fact that it felt really good to be inside your wife's pussy after another man had fucked her and cum inside her.

    "It feels good, doesn't it?" she asked softly while nuzzling your neck.

    You nodded.

    "It's not the first time he's fucked me," she said. "He fucked me the first night he was here. He's fucked me every day since then. He's going to keep fucking me until he leaves."

    You came inside your wife. You came in a manner that left you lightheaded, such was the intensity of the pleasure you felt.

    There was an undeniable sense of betrayal as you came down from the heights of your orgasm, but your wife's lips found yours and you shared a long, slow, impossibly deep kiss that somehow brought you back from the brink of anger and despair.

    "I love you," she whispered. "I'm sorry I cheated on you. I'm sorry I'm going to keep doing it until he leaves."

    Several responses came to mind, but only one made it past your lips. "Can I fuck you after he does?"

    She smiled. "Of course you can."

    Crazy as it was, the thought of it was thrilling even after you'd cum and there was a small part of you that was already considering asking Kevin to stay a little longer so you could enjoy fucking her cum-filled pussy multiple times.

  
    Remind Your Cuckold of His Place with a Blowjob for Your Bull

    A blowjob for your bull is a great way to remind your cuckold that he doesn’t deserve such pleasures. It’s a great way to put on a show and stay in complete control. All your bull has to do is enjoy himself, which is surely something he can manage.

    You get to play with his cock and tease your cuckold at the same time. Before you get started, make sure you remind him why he doesn’t get to enjoy your mouth. Remind him that his cock is too small to warrant a blowjob, that because he doesn’t please you with his cock that you’re not going to please it. Remind him that as a cuckold, all he gets to do is watch.

    Then you suck your bull’s superior cock. You offer him the pleasure of your talented mouth. You lick, stroke, and slobber on it. You make him feel great, and you do it all while your cuckold watches.

    Normally, you might look up at your bull while blowing him. For this little exercise, look at your cuckold. Maintain eye contact with him while you’re sucking someone else’s cock. It will drive him crazy in the best way possible.

    Put him to work, too. Make him worship your pussy while you’re sucking cock. Even better, try and do it in a position where he can look up and watch another man’s big, thick, throbbing dick disappear into your mouth.

    While your cuckold is worshiping your pussy, take a little time to remind him of his place verbally. Tell him that eating pussy is all he’s good for sexually. Tell him that his miserable little cock will never enter you, that his tongue is the only way he can hope to make you feel good. Tell him that you still prefer your bull’s cock.

    Forbid him from masturbating while he’s doing it. He should have to watch without pleasuring himself. If he can’t stop, put him in a cock cage.

    After making oral love to your bull’s cock, have him cum in your mouth. Show your cuckold husband that another man gets to enjoy that pleasure, a pleasure he’s no doubt been denied for a long time.

    Don’t swallow, though. There’s one final humiliation to deliver. Spit that cum into your cuckold’s mouth. Make him swallow it. Share a cummy kiss with him if you want. Make sure he gets it all.

    Make it clear why he’s swallowing. Tell him that he’s nothing more than a receptacle for your lover’s cum, that as a cuckold it’s his job to consume the semen of superior men. Tell him he should get used to the taste, because he’s going to be eating a lot more of it from now on.

  
    Repeat After Me - An Exercise in Cuckold Humiliation

    You’ll do anything to make me happy, won’t you? You’re a submissive cuckold, right?

    Good, because I want to play a little game with you. I want you to say exactly as I command you to say. I want you to repeat my words when I tell you and I want you to do it out loud. Find a place where you’re free to talk. Don’t just repeat the words in your head. I want to take you on a humiliating journey.

    Now, you’re welcome to step off this journey any time you like. If you’re uncomfortable with anything I want you to say, then don’t say it. Simply move on to the next thing or stop reading.

    However, if you really want to make me happy you’ll stick with me to the end. I want to tap into the depraved part of your brain. I want you to envision going as deep as possible into the blissful world of cuckold submission. I want you to think about expanding your boundaries further than you ever imagined.

    Will you do that for me?

    I want you to have your cock out for this. I want it to be a blissful masturbation session. I want you so turned on that you can’t even think straight.

    If you need to pull up a porn video or a naughty picture gallery to flip through, that’s fine by me. I want your dick hard as you repeat after me. Why don’t we get started?

    Repeat after me: I’m a cuckold.

    Doesn’t it feel good to admit that? It doesn’t matter if you’re not technically a cuckold. We both know that’s what you are. You’re here, after all. You’re reading these words. You’re my sweet submissive.

    Repeat after me: I’m inadequate in bed.

    That’s the reality for almost every cuckold and I’ll bet it’s the reality for you. You might have a big cock (though you probably don’t). You might have plenty of stamina (though you probably don’t). Despite that, you’re still inadequate in bed. You still can’t pleasure a woman the way she wants to be pleasured.

    Repeat after me: I’m a cuckold.

    Say it again. Let it sink in. Accept your reality. Accept what comes with that reality.

    Repeat after me: I don’t deserve pussy.

    Being a cuckold goes hand-in-hand with that last phrase. After all, if you can’t give a woman the pleasure she deserves then you certainly don’t deserve pussy, right?

    Most men want pussy desperately. Pussy is made for pleasure. It’s made to give your cock the ultimate in satisfaction. It’s wet and warm and designed to make you cum, and as a cuckold you don’t deserve that pleasure. At best you deserve your hand. You get that, right?

    Repeat after me: I can’t please pussy so I don’t deserve pussy.

    That feels right, doesn’t it? You can’t make a woman cum when you fuck her, so you don’t deserve to fuck her. It’s really that simple.

    This next section is for those of you that are small. If you’re not or you simply don’t enjoy SPH, feel free to skip it.

    Repeat after me: I have a small penis.

    It’s freeing to admit that, isn’t it? You should be embarrassed about your small dick, but part of being a cuckold is accepting that embarrassment. It’s embracing that humiliation. 

    Repeat after me: My cock is worthless.

    When it comes to giving your wife or girlfriend true, deep, genuine pleasure, this is entirely true. Your cock is worthless. It might be small enough that she can’t even feel you inside her. It might be so small that the only “pleasure” you provide her is the small bit of friction against her clit when you slide in and out of her.

    Repeat after me: My cock is too small to pleasure a woman.

    It is. You’re too small. Look down at your little dick. Look at your fingers sliding up and down the shaft. You’re just not big enough.

    Repeat after me: My cock is too small to pleasure a woman.

    That’s it. Say it out loud. Admit it. Embrace it.

    Repeat after me: I deserve to be cuckolded.

    Yes, you do. You deserve to have your wife choose another man. You deserve to be denied her pussy.

    Repeat after me: My wife deserves a better man.

    Yes, she does. She deserves to have a real man inside her. She deserves to be with someone that can actually make her cum when he fucks her. She deserves to be with someone that can satisfy her.

    Repeat after me: My wife deserves a big cock.

    You can’t provide her with that, can you? All you can provide is your worthless little nub. You give her something so pitiful that she can’t even feel you inside her most of the time. You’d hear her ask, “Are you inside me yet?” more often if she was cruel.

    Repeat after me: I’m a small-dicked cucky boy.

    That feels good, doesn’t it? Embrace it, cuckold. Embrace what you are. That’s the key to true pleasure. Don’t fight it. Don’t deny it. Just embrace that you’re a small-dicked cucky boy that can’t hope to pleasure his wife.

    Repeat after me: I should never be allowed to fuck my wife.

    That’s the reality for many cuckolds. No more pussy for you. If you can’t make her cum with your little dicklet, why would she ever let you inside her?

    If she can find satisfaction with someone that offers her a bigger, better dick, why would she ever spread her legs for you? Why would she bother letting your disappointing little pecker inside her?

    Repeat after me: I want my wife to find a bull to fuck her.

    Doesn’t every good husband want the best for his wife? Doesn’t your wife deserve a bull with a big cock that can satisfy her?

    Repeat after me: I want to be a good cuckold for my wife.

    I hope that last one is true. I hope you want to be a good cuckold for her. I hope that you want to do anything and everything you can to make her happy.

    That can mean so many things, but it will almost certainly require you to make sacrifices. After all, putting someone else’s satisfaction above yours sometimes means that you’re not going to be satisfied. Can you handle that?

    Repeat after me: My wife deserves a better man than me.

    Yes, she does. It’s good that you recognize that. You’re an inferior cuckold. Your wife deserves a superior alpha male.

    Repeat after me: I want to help my wife find an alpha bull to fuck her.

    Good. That’s very good. Think about that for a second. Think about the happiness your wife is going to feel when she finally gets to have great sex. Think about what a difference that’s going to make in her life. Think about the joy she’s going to feel when she’s finally getting fucked by an alpha male.

    Repeat after me: My worthless little dick can’t satisfy my wife. She deserves something better.

    That’s true. She does, and you’re going to help her find something better. You’re going to help her find a bull with a nice big cock.

    Repeat after me: I want to watch another man fuck my wife.

    How do you want it to happen, cuckold? Do you want to pay for a hotel room? Do you want to invite him into your marital bed?

    Do you want to see your wife on her back with another man sliding in and out of her pussy? Do you want to see your wife climb on top of him and take his big dick into her slick cunt? Do you want to watch her take a pounding from behind?

    Repeat after me: I want to watch another man make my wife cum.

    It’s an intense experience, cuckold. You’re going to see him give your wife what you’ve always failed to give her. You’re going to see her cum harder with his cock inside her than she’s ever cum with your dicklet inside her.

    Repeat after me: I want to stroke my little dicklet while another man fucks my wife.

    You should be so lucky, cuckold. You only get to stroke your cock if your wife gives you permission. If she feels like you’ve earned the right to masturbate while she gets fucked, she’ll let you do so.

    You need to be prepared to be denied that pleasure, though. Many wives quickly learn that their husbands are far more obedient if they’re denied orgasm.

    Repeat after me: I want to taste my wife’s pussy after someone else has fucked her.

    Close your eyes and picture it, cuckold. Picture your wife’s perfect pussy. Look at how pink and puffy her lips are. Look at how wet she is. Someone else has just been inside her.

    You have to be gentle when you taste her. Her clit will likely be sensitive, so stay away from it. Instead, concentrate on pushing your tongue inside her. Lick up all those juices. Taste her insides. Taste the result of the superior sex she just had with her bull.

    Repeat after me: I want to clean another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy.

    Of course you do. Most cuckolds do. There’s no purer form of cuckolding. He’s the superior man, so he gets to cum inside her. That’s normally reserved for husbands, but you’ve proven to be worthless in bed so you don’t get to unleash your load in her pussy. That’s the job of an alpha male.

    It’s good that you know your place. It’s good that you want to lick his load out of her. It’s good that you want to be a cum eating cuckold.

    Repeat after me: I’m a cum eating cuckold.

    You will be. Picture your wife on her back. She’s just had great sex with another man. His cum is leaking out of her. She spreads her legs and looks at you. She invites you to crawl between them. She invites you to worship her.

    You lick up his cum. You listen to her moan. Your act of submission thrills her. Your desire to be a dirty little cum eating cuckold bitch turns her on.

    Repeat after me: Cum cleanup is a cuckold’s duty and I want to be a good cuckold.

    You’re going to make your wife very happy, cuckold. A loyal, loving, cum eating cucky boy makes a dominant wife very happy.

    Would you be willing to do more?

    Repeat after me: I want to fluff my wife’s bull.

    Yes, cuckold. Of course you do. That’s what you should want. You should want to submit to your wife and her bull. You should want to get on your knees in front of the superior man.

    Repeat after me: I want to be a cocksucker for my wife.

    I’m getting a little wet, cuckold. Your eagerness is beautiful. Say it again.

    Repeat after me: I want to be a cocksucker for my wife.

    It’s a beautiful form of submission and your wife is going to love it. She’s going to love seeing you sink to your knees in front of her bull. She’s going to love seeing you pull out his cock. She’s going to love seeing you wrap your lips around it. She’s going to love that you’re doing it for her pleasure.

    Repeat after me: I’m a cocksucking cuckold.

    Yes, you are (or you’re going to be). That’s your duty. You exist to serve. You’re incapable of pleasuring your wife, so you belong on your knees for her and her bull. You suck his cock because it’s what she wants. You eat her pussy because it’s what she wants.

    Repeat after me: I’m a cocksucking, cum-loving cuckold.

    Say it again.

    Repeat after me: I’m a cocksucking, cum-loving cuckold.

    Yes, you are. You’re also whatever your wife wants you to be. You suck cock. You worship pussy. You eat cum. You clean creampies. You worship her ass. You clean cum off her breasts. You do whatever the fuck she wants you to.

    Repeat after me: I’d bend over for my wife and her bull.

    Some bulls demand this. They want complete and total submission from the wives and cuckolds they play with. They want you to offer your ass. They want your wife to watch you get fucked. After all, it’s hard for her to see you as a real man when she’s watched her bull take your ass from behind.

    Repeat after me: I want my wife to watch as another man fucks me.

    Can you feel it? Can you feel his cock sliding in and out of your asshole? Can you hear your wife moaning as she plays with her pussy while you take it up the ass? Can you feel your manhood draining away with every thrust? Can you feel him making you into a little bitch?

    Repeat after me: I’m a cuckold faggot. I take it up the ass from my wife’s bull.

    What if she sent you to his place? What if she was away on work or on her period and she couldn’t get fucked? What if she had no interest in anal but her bull did?

    Would you go to him? Would you offer him your ass? Would you do whatever it took to make your wife and her bull happy? Of course you would.

    Repeat after me: My ass belongs to my wife and her bull.

    Yes, it does. It belongs to them and you’re going to let them do as they please. You’re going to bend over, spread your cheeks, and beg your wife’s bull to fuck you.

    If he wants to bring in a friend to fuck you while he’s fucking your wife, you’ll bend over and take it. You’ll get on your hands and knees and beg him to fuck you while your wife is getting pounded. You’ll be a good little bitch.

    Repeat after me: I want to wear panties like a good cuckold.

    What color would you choose, cuckold? How about a pretty pink pair? Wouldn’t it feel good to pull them up your legs and look at the little lump your cock forms in them?

    Repeat after me: I want to be a cocksucking cuckold in panties.

    Wouldn’t it feel appropriate to get on your knees in a pair of panties? Isn’t that how a cuckold should offer himself to his wife and her bull?

    Repeat after me: I want to be a cuckold panty boy for my wife.

    You’re such a good boy. You’re going to make your wife so happy. She’s going to be so giddy when you put on a pair of pretty panties and get on your knees in front of her bull.

    Repeat after me: I want to beg for the chance to suck cock for my wife and her bull.

    Do it, then. Beg for it.

    Repeat after me: Please, let me suck your cock.

    Do you see your wife’s smile? It turns her on when you humiliate yourself like that. It thrills her to know that you’re so eager to submit.

    Repeat after me: Please, let me worship your big cock and get it hard for my wife.

    Good boy.

    Repeat after me: Please, let me be a cuckold fluffer.

    You’re such a little bitch. What if he wanted to fuck you in your pretty panties? What if he wanted to pound your ass and creampie you while your wife watched.

    Repeat after me: Please, fuck my pantied ass. Fuck me like a little cuckold bitch.

    You’ve sunk so low, cuckold. You’re exactly what your wife needs. You’re what she desires. You’re a good little bitch for her.

    Take his cock up your ass. Take his load in your ass. Make him cum inside you. Maybe your wife will let you eat her pussy as her bull fucks you. Maybe she’ll let you serve them both.

    Repeat after me: Thank you for fucking my ass and cumming inside me.

    Always thank her bull after he’s filled you with cum. Always be a good boy.

    If you haven’t already cum, start from the top and then release your nasty load.

  Repeat After Me - Cuckold Humiliation
A little humiliation is good for a cuckold. It reminds you of your place. It helps you remember that there are certain things you can’t do for your wife, like fuck her properly. It helps keep your ego in check so you don’t act like a monstrous asshole when things don’t go your way.A little humiliation can also help you have a thrilling, deeply satisfying orgasm. There’s nothing wrong with being turned on by erotic humiliation. You’re one of many millions of men in the world that get rock hard when they’re being humiliated. Why not embrace that?
I’d like to try a form of humiliation that involves you repeating after me. I want you to give voice to your inadequacies. It’s important. It will cement them in your brain.
I understand that it’s possible not everything below applies to you. Feel free to skip the stuff that doesn’t. Also, feel free to say it and simply enjoy the fantasy.
While you’re repeating after me, I want you to masturbate. I want you to stroke your cock. I want you to associate arousal with humiliation. Feel free to take your time, too. If you want to say a few things and then hop over to a video or browse a picture gallery, that’s fine. I like it when you take your time.
Remember, you need to repeat everything. Say it out loud. Embrace the humiliation of being an inadequate male.
(A quick note: Feel free to change wife to girlfriend if that’s your situation. If you’re single, just say wife and live the fantasy.)
Repeat after me:
I’m a cuckold.
I’m incapable of pleasing my wife like a real man.
I’m a cuckold.
My wife deserves a real man’s cock.
My wife needs a real man’s cock.
My wife wants a real man’s cock.
My cuckold cock can’t satisfy my wife’s needs.
My cuckold cock can’t satisfy any woman’s needs.
My cuckold cock is worthless to my wife.
I want a real man to fuck my wife.
I want my wife to cum on a real man’s cock.
I want to see my wife fuck a big cock.
I want to see my wife cum on a big cock.
I want my wife to replace my cock with a real man’s cock.
I want my wife to forbid me from fucking her pussy.
I want my wife to admit that my cock is worthless to her.
I want my wife to tell me she needs a bigger, better cock.
I want to be a cuckold.
My cock is inadequate.
My cock can’t please a woman.
My cock is worthless to my wife.
I want to watch a real man fuck my wife.
I want to watch my wife cum on a real man’s cock.
I desperately want to be a cuckold.
I want to be put in my place.
I want a real man to take my place in the bedroom.
I’m a cuckold.
Did you have fun? Do you feel it? Does it make your cock hard to admit those things? Does it turn you on to admit that you’re a cuckold, that you want your wife to fuck someone else?
I hope you enjoyed this. I’ll have more in the future and we’ll absolutely go deeper into the beauty of being a sub cuckold that deserves and craves humiliation.

    Replaced by Your Brother

    You probably should have expected it.

    After all, you and your brother have always been overly competitive. Calling it a sibling rivalry is probably an understatement. It's so much more than that.

    Still, you can't quite wrap your head around the idea that you've lost your wife to your brother, that he's made you a cuckold, that he now gets to sleep in your bedroom, that he's relegated you to the guest room in your own house while he does as he pleases with your wife's lithe, beautiful body each and every night.

    It probably started last summer. Your parents brought you all on vacation to that lake house in Canada. You thought your brother and your wife seemed awfully chummy. As it turns out, they were probably fucking. They probably found every chance they could to have a go at each other, to explore their burgeoning desires, all while you were out hiking and canoeing.

    Now he's had his way with her dozens of times, if not more. He's cum inside her countless times. You've probably had sloppy seconds sex with her after he's been with her. You've probably even cleaned some of his cum out of her without knowing it. You're quite a fan of eating pussy, after all, and your wife almost never turns you down.

    What will happen now? Will you stay in your home while he cuckolds you? Will you fight to win her back? Will you accept your place as a cuck? Will you end up watching as your brother fucks your wife? Will you end up begging to clean his creampies out of her? Will you leave in shame, move across the country, and try and start over?

    What's a man supposed to do once he's been cuckolded by his brother?

  
    Requesting Another Man’s Permission to Enjoy Your Wife

    “Please, don’t make me do that,” you say. “Don’t make me beg another man for permission to fuck my wife.”

    She smiles and reaches between her legs. She pulls aside her panties and shows you what you crave. She shows you her perfect pink pussy. She spreads her lips a little and you see the flesh that you’re so eager to feel wrapped around your cock.

    “If you want this,” she says, “you need to get permission from the man that owns it.”

    “You don’t own your pussy?” you ask.

    “I don’t want to own my pussy,” she answers. “I want him to own it. After all, he fucks it like no man ever has. I swear, baby, the orgasm I have with him are head and shoulders above the orgasms I’ve had with any other man I’ve been with. So I gave him my pussy. I told him he owns it. I told him that he gets to decide who I fuck, which is why you have to ask for permission to fuck your wife.”

    The idea of asking her bull for permission to fuck her – to enjoy what should be your right as her husband – is humiliating, but it’s been an awfully long time since you’ve been inside her and you’re desperate. Plus, her pussy looks so fucking good.

    “Okay, fine,” you say. “Can you call him?”

    Your wife smiles and grabs her phone from the nightstand. She calls her bull and puts it on speakerphone, which is absolutely going to make it just a little more humiliating.

    “Hey, baby,” he says. “What’s up?”

    “Well, I’m in bed with my desperately horny husband and I told him that you own my pussy now and that you decide who gets to fuck it, so he wanted to ask you a question,” she says.

    “Go for it, cuckold,” he says.

    You take a deep breath and say, “Can I…would you be willing to give me permission to fuck my wife?”

    “I might be willing,” he says. “But here’s the thing. I don’t think your wife should have to experience your disappointing little dick without getting something for herself, and I think we both know you’re not capable of giving her anything she wants, sexually speaking.”

    “He’s right about that,” she says.

    “So,” her bull continues, “bring her over here. There’s some dishes in the sink and my kitchen could use a good cleaning. You can do the dishes and the cleaning while I fuck your wife and make her cum all over my cock. Then, after I’ve had my way with her, I’ll call you in and you can have sloppy seconds as long as you’ve done a good job cleaning. How does that sound, cuck?”

    It sounds humiliating, but you’re desperate. Still, you can’t bring yourself to do it.

    “Baby, now that I’m thinking about my bull fucking me, I need it. My pussy is already wet just thinking about him,” your wife says. “So you can’t turn him down. Plus, it’s a fair offer. You get to fuck me, you just don’t get to fuck a clean pussy. You’ll have to fuck it while it’s dripping with his cum. But don’t you think you’ll like that? Won’t you love being the second man in my pussy, especially when the first man is so much better than you?”

    “Yes,” you admit. It’s the cleaning of his kitchen that feels so humiliating. You’d be doing menial labor for the chance to have sloppy seconds sex with your wife. But, she’s right that you’d enjoy it. Of course she is. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

    “We’ll be right over,” your wife says before hanging up the phone.

    You both get dressed and head over to her bull’s place. He greets you at the door and pulls your wife close for a kiss.

    You stand there and watch until he looks at you and says, “The kitchen isn’t going to clean itself, cuckold. Get your ass in there. And remember, I’m not letting you in her pussy unless you do a damn good job.”

    Your wife chuckles and kisses her bull again as you walk past them and towards the kitchen. There’s a considerable pile of dishes in the sink and you take a deep breath, swallow the humiliation of doing chores for the man that now owns your wife’s pussy, and get to work.

    You hear your wife’s first moan when you’re halfway through the dishes. You turn the water off and listen. You’re not certain, but you think he’s going down on her, which he seems to enjoy doing as a way of driving her wild with lust before plunging his cock into her pussy.

    You dry some of the already clean dishes as you listen. Your wife’s moans change. Now she’s getting fucked. You know it. You know those moans. You know they mean that her bull’s cock is inside her, that he’s satisfying her in the way that only he can.

    You wish you could be there watching. You love to watch. You love to see his cock slide in and out of her slick pussy. You love to see the look on her face as she loses herself in the overwhelming pleasure of taking his cock. You can’t, though. Not today. Today you have to do his dishes and clean his kitchen because you want the chance to feel her pussy, the pussy that he owns now.

    You turn the water back on and finish the dishes as you listen to your wife’s moans and picture the sex they’re having. You imagine her on her back with her legs spread wide while he pounds her pussy. You imagine her on top with her hands on his muscular chest as she rides him. You imagine her on her hands and knees with a wild, wondrous look of pleasure on her face as he takes her from behind.

    Eventually, the moans stop just as you’re finishing up wiping down the kitchen. Your wife’s bull has likely finished fucking her. He’s satisfied her – you heard her orgasm – and claimed his satisfaction and left his cum inside her.

    You give the kitchen one more check as you hear someone approaching. You turn and see your wife’s bull in the kitchen doorway without a stitch of clothing on. His cock is still half hard and it’s still a bit shiny from the juices of your wife’s pussy.

    “It looks like you did a good job, cuckold,” he says as he steps into the kitchen and walks around. He runs his fingers over the countertop, pulls out a few of the pans you cleaned to make sure they’re actually clean, and then leans against the counter and smiles at you. “Well done. You cleaned my kitchen while I was fucking your wife and you did a damn good job. I think we’re going to have a great deal of fun together now that her pussy is mine.”

    You’re not so sure about that, but you’d really like to fuck your wife, so you ask, “May I fuck her now?” It’s humiliating to utter those words, but there’s nothing to be done about it.

    “Yes you may,” he says.

    You rush towards the bedroom and find your wife naked with her legs spread. She has a hazy smile on her face – he fucked her well, as he always does – and she says, “Did you do a good job cleaning his kitchen, baby?”

    “I did,” you answer as you take your clothes off.

    “And how did it feel to clean my bull’s kitchen while you listened to him fucking me?” she asks.

    You know that question shouldn’t turn you on, but it does. Your loins stir in the most wondrous way. “It was a little humiliating,” you answer.

    “Just like it’s a little humiliating that you have to ask another man for permission to fuck your wife,” she says.

    You crawl between her legs and she smiles and wraps her fingers around your cock. You kiss her perfect breasts and she moans for you. You kiss your way up her body and find her lips. Your tongues engage in a lusty dance as she guides your cock inside her. You plunge into your wife’s pussy and feel the heat and wetness of her bull’s cum.

    “Does it feel good?” she asks in a soft, sultry voice. “Do you like being the second man inside me? Do you like fucking me after my bull has stretched me out and filled me with his cum?”

    “Yes,” you answer as your cock moves in and out of her slippery cunt.

    “I love that he lasts so long,” she says. “I love that he can fuck me until my pussy is completely satisfied. I love that he’s so much better than you, baby, and I love that you were happy to do chores for him while he had his way with your wife.”

    You fuck her faster. You feel your orgasm coming on. You’d love to be able to last longer, but you don’t have it in you.

    “You’re close, aren’t you?” she asks.

    You nod.

    She pulls your lips to hers and kisses you. She grabs your ass and squeezes it as you fuck her vigorously. She smiles and says, “He’s better than you. That’s why you cleaned his kitchen while he fucked me. That’s why he owns my pussy. That’s why you’ll always have to ask him permission anytime you want to fuck me.”

    You cum inside her. Your body vibrates with pleasure. Your toes curl. Your legs wobble. You feel lightheaded in the best way possible. You have a spectacular orgasm.

    “Did you enjoy yourself, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    You look back and see him standing in the door. “I did,” you say.

    “What do you say to him, sweetie?” your wife asks.

    “Thank you for letting me fuck my wife,” you answer.

    “You’re welcome,” her bull says with a smile. “Now you better get between her legs and clean up all that cum if you want me to say ‘yes’ the next time you want to fuck her.”

    You pull out and look between your wife’s legs. It’s a mess, but of course it is. Two men have cum inside her. You lie on your stomach and you clean up that mess. Of course you do. You want to fuck her again and he owns her pussy now, which means he’s in control. Your only choice is to clean up.

  
    Revenge on a Cheater

    “Adam? Could you come in here?” Kaylee called out from the bedroom.

    Adam rolled his eyes and lifted himself off the couch. He dropped the remote and trudged down the hallway, assuming his wife had some sort of inane busywork in store for him.

    “What is it?” he asked in a testy voice before rounding the corner and stepping into the bedroom.

    His wife was a resplendent vision of sexiness in black stockings, a black garter belt, a black thong, and a beautiful black lace bra. Strappy high heels finished off the look.

    “Would you like to change your tone?” she said.

    “Right, yes, I’m sorry about that,” Adam said. “Holy shit, you look incredible.”

    Kaylee smiled as she leaned against the bed post. “Yes, I do. Do you think you’d be in the mood to have a little fun?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    “Then why don’t you take your clothes off and get in bed?”

    Adam stripped as quickly as he could manage and jumped into bed. His cock was already at half mast before his backside hit the mattress.

    “Look at how eager you are,” Kaylee said as she straddled her husband.

    She leaned over and kissed him as the warmth of her crotch enveloped his genitals. Adam’s hands roamed over the soft lace of her bodysuit and he grasped her ass as Kaylee moaned into his mouth.

    “You’re so hard. Is that for me?” she asked.

    He laughed. “Of course it is. Is there another beautiful woman in the bedroom?”

    Kaylee sat up and ground her panty-clad pussy over Adam’s cock. She teased him with her fingers and smiled as he writhed beneath her. His desperation to be inside her was obvious.

    When she leaned forward again, Adam was sure his wife was about to pull aside the lace of her bodysuit and take him inside her. Instead, she reached into the nightstand and pulled out two pairs of handcuffs.

    Before he could say anything, she’d cuffed one of his hands to the bedpost.

    “Oh, we’re getting a little kinky today, huh? How fun,” he said.

    Kaylee used the other pair of cuffs to secure his right hand, and just like that Adam was bound to their bed and free to be his wife’s plaything.

    “You look good like this,” Kaylee said as she sat back and admired her bound husband.

    She pulled aside the little strip of lace that covered her pussy and plunged two fingers into her pussy.

    “Can you hear how wet I am?” she asked.

    “Fuck yes,” Adam said. “Take me inside you. Ride me, baby.”

    Kaylee pulled her fingers from her wet cunt and sucked them clean as she looked at her husband. He saw a wild kind of desire in her eyes that he found utterly delightful.

    “Adam, honey, you’re not in control here. You’re handcuffed to the bed. You don’t decide what happens tonight.”

    There was a quality to her voice that Adam found disconcerting, but he wasn’t going to let that distract him from the thought of his wife’s wet, hot pussy swallowing his cock.

    “What are we going to do, then?” he asked.

    “We’re going to watch a little bit of porn,” Kaylee replied as she slid off the end of the bed and grabbed the remote.

    Adam was dumbfounded. His wife had never been into porn. Early in their relationship he’d tried his best to get her to watch with him, but she said it was disgusting. It hadn’t come up since.

    “Really?” he said.

    Kaylee turned and looked at him. “I think you’ll see that I’m full of surprises tonight.”

    Again her tone was disconcerting. It was even a little threatening.

    “There we go,” Kaylee said as she brought up the video on her computer. It played on the TV simultaneously.

    Kaylee’s head was blocking the action so Adam couldn’t see what was happening. He heard what sounded like a blowjob, though. He still couldn’t believe that Kaylee wanted to watch porn with him.

    She turned and walked towards the bed, blocking the TV the whole way. Adam was torn between staring at his beautiful wife in her lacy black lingerie and trying to look around her to see what kind of porn she’d picked.

    “Are you curious about what we’re going to watch together?” Kaylee asked as she climbed into the bed and crawled towards him.

    Adam lifted his head and nodded. He still couldn’t see and the cuffs made it impossible to sit up.

    “It’s of the homemade variety. A sex tape, I guess you could call it. Right now the pretty girl on the tape is giving a blowjob. Can you hear it?” she asked.

    Again her voice was menacing. Adam wondered why she was talking like that. Did she know she was robbing the moment of any eroticism it might have had?

    “Yes, I can hear it. It sounds incredible,” he said. The guy was moaning and the girl was really going at his dick. It was a wet, sloppy blowjob.

    “Would you like to see it, Adam? Would you like to see the pretty girl sucking cock?” Kaylee asked as her fingers wrapped around his erection.

    Adam nodded at his wife. He felt a twinge of fear, though he wasn’t sure why.

    It became obvious when Kaylee laid next to him. Adam recognized the video. He was the one getting his cock sucked. He’d been having an affair with the girl blowing him. Somehow Kaylee had discovered the video.

    “You should have been more careful about where you hid your sex tape, Adam. It wasn’t that hard to find on your computer,” Kaylee said as she squeezed his cock.

    “Ow. Please, Kaylee. Stop. That hurts,” he said.

    Kaylee kept her tight grip on his shaft and the pain spread through his loins.

    “Was I not good enough for you, Adam?” she asked.

    “No, it’s not that. It’s not. It was just a mistake. It was a onetime thing, I promise.”

    Kaylee turned her attention to the video. The blowjob was over and the girl spun around to offer her pussy. Adam slipped into her and fucked her doggystyle.

    “Look at that. Is that why you fucked her, Adam? Because she’d let you take her doggystyle?” Kaylee asked.

    “What? No. No. It only happened once,” he said.

    Kaylee smiled and said, “My favorite part is coming up.”

    With his cock still inside the girl, Adam moved the camera to the nightstand in the hotel room. He pointed it at the two of them so he could fuck her without having to worry about filming.

    “Look at her face, Adam,” Kaylee said.

    Adam watched the video. He looked at the girl’s face. Kaylee laughed as she began to stroke his cock once more.

    “Look at how bored she is, Adam. Look at how bored that beautiful girl is with getting fucked by this cock of yours,” Kaylee said.

    Adam watched the girl’s face. He hadn’t watched the sex tape since filming it. He hadn’t seen that she really did look bored.

    Kaylee laughed louder. “I know that feeling, Adam. That’s the feeling of a girl hoping you’ll just get it over with and cum. That’s the feeling of a girl that has already grown bored of your disappointing dick.”

    “What?” he said.

    “Disappointing, Adam. I said your dick is disappointing. I know exactly how that poor girl feels. I know she can barely feel you inside her from behind. That’s why I don’t let you fuck me doggystyle. It’s pointless. It’s just you masturbating with my pussy. Hell, I can barely feel you in missionary. At least I get some clit stimulation that way.”

    Kaylee stroked his cock throughout her diatribe. As a result, Adam was rock hard. He was aroused and distressed at the same time. He was bound to his bed with no means of escape and his wife was telling him she’d caught him cheating and that she empathized with the bored girl in the video.

    “You’ve certainly fucked me for the last time,” Kaylee said.

    “You’re leaving me?” Adam asked.

    “I filed for divorce today. I have no use for you, Adam. This little tape of yours sealed it. You’re a lousy lay but you were always a decent husband and that was enough for me. Now you’re not even that.”

    Kaylee released his cock and got out of bed.

    “Wait, you can’t leave me here. Uncuff me. Let me explain. You don’t have to leave me. We can work it out.”

    “Oh, I’m not leaving you. I haven’t punished you yet.”

    “Punished me? What are you talking about?” Adam asked as he felt a sense of panic building in him.

    “You’ll see,” Kaylee said as she walked out of the room.

    Adam immediately thrashed. He tried to destroy the bed but he only succeeded in injuring his wrists as the steel of the handcuffs dug into them. Despite that, he tried again. He had no idea what Kaylee had in mind, but he’d read stories of husbands being killed for less and he didn’t want to stick around to find out if she was planning on returning with a knife.

    There was no escaping though. He would have been happy to destroy the bed and run free, but he couldn’t. He had to lay there and wait to see what Kaylee had in mind. As it turned out, her plan for vengeance became clear the moment she returned.

    “Adam,” Kaylee said as she walked in, “this is Mark, and he’s going to show you what it looks like when a woman gets fucked by someone that can actually give her the satisfaction she craves.”

    Mark was a tall, strapping man in a tight t-shirt and relaxed fit jeans. He looked like he’d stepped straight out of an underwear ad with his bulging biceps and his fairly remarkable pecs that seemed to flex whenever he moved.

    “Unlike you, Mark has a big cock. Unlike you, Mark actually puts some effort into making his partner cum. Unlike you, he’s not a worthless piece of shit,” Kaylee said as she dropped to her knees in front of the other man in the room.

    Adam couldn’t look away. He wanted to see if Mark really was bigger than him.

    “I’m going to suck his cock, Adam. Do you remember the last time I sucked your cock?” Kaylee asked.

    She looked at Adam, clearly expecting an answer. “I don’t know,” he said.

    “It’s been a long time. Do you know why, Adam? It’s because your cock doesn’t make me feel good. Sometimes it makes me feel sad. Sometimes I feel like I married the wrong man as I lay beneath you and take your worthless dick inside me over and over until you spill your seed. Now, of course, I know I made the wrong choice. That’s why we’re getting divorced. That’s for another day, though. Right now I need you to watch me suck this beautiful big dick.”

    Kaylee unzipped Mark’s pants and slowly pulled them to the floor. The bulge in his briefs was far bigger than Adam expected, and a few moments later an exceptionally large cock popped free.

    Kaylee wrapped her lips around it and Mark’s hands moved into her hair. It looked like it wasn’t the first time she’d given him a blowjob.

    “Your wife has an incredible mouth, Adam. Too bad you’re such a worthless lay. You could spend the rest of your life enjoying blowjobs like this one. Now you’ll get nothing,” Mark said before laughing.

    Adam struggled against the handcuffs. Mark’s comments filled him with anger and he desperately wanted to be able to leap from the bed and attack the man filling his wife’s mouth.

    Mark laughed again as his cock moved in and out of Kaylee’s mouth. He was clearly enamored with the whole situation.

    “Those cuffs aren’t going to break, Adam. You’re going to watch all of this and then your wife is going to leave you, you pathetic fuck,” Mark said.

    Kaylee finally pulled her mouth from Mark’s cock and stroked him as she looked up. “I’m so fucking wet,” she said.

    She pushed his long, thick cock up towards his stomach and took his balls into her mouth one at a time. Adam wasn’t sure she’d ever sucked on his balls.

    “You like this, don’t you Adam?” Mark asked. “You like that your wife is sucking my balls while you’re cuffed in your bed. You like that I’m going to fuck her pussy right in front of you, don’t you?”

    “Fuck you,” Adam shot back.

    Kaylee stood up and turned towards the bed. She stripped as Adam watched. Despite his anger he couldn’t help but admire her breathtakingly beautiful body. She really was hot. He felt so stupid for cheating on her.

    Kaylee moved to the foot of the bed and climbed onto the mattress. She crawled between Adam’s legs and for a moment he thought the “punishment” she’d devised was going to take a decidedly thrilling turn and she was going to give him a blowjob too.

    Instead, Kaylee gave his cock a hard slap. “You’re a disappointment, Adam. You disappointed me and you disappointed that poor girl in your nasty little sex tape. You’re never going to please a woman. You’re always going to disappoint. Your next girlfriend or wife is going to be disappointed, and now you know it. Just remember that. Even it if seems like she’s having fun, she’s faking it. Women do that for men that just don’t have it. We don’t want you to feel bad, so we fake our pleasure. We prop up your sad little egos. I don’t have to do that with Mark, though.”

    Mark got on his knees behind Kaylee and ran his hands over her ass while Adam watched.

    “I’m going to fuck your wife, Adam. I’m going to show you what it looks like when she has a real man’s cock inside her.”

    Kaylee smiled and stroked Adam’s cock. “Are you ready? Are you ready to see what it looks like when someone actually makes me feel good with his cock?”

    Adam offered no response, but he couldn’t stop his cock from getting hard in his wife’s hand.

    Mark slipped into Kaylee’s pussy from behind and a deeply satisfied smile crossed her face. She bit her lower lip playfully and closed her eyes.

    “Yes, fuck me, Mark. Fuck me. Show my husband what it’s like when I have a real cock inside me,” Kaylee said as she squeezed Adam’s dick.

    Mark’s hands moved to Kaylee’s hips as he slowly filled her pussy over and over. Soon, her moans were all Adam could hear. He couldn’t take his eyes off his wife’s face. It pained him to admit that she was right. Mark seemed to be providing more pleasure than he ever had, or she was doing a great job of faking it.

    “Harder, Mark. Fuck me harder,” Kaylee said.

    Mark picked up the pace and the depth of his thrusts. His cock slammed in and out of her pussy.

    “Are you going to miss this pussy, Adam? Are you going to miss fucking your beautiful wife?” Mark asked as he continued to pummel the tight cunt in front of him. “Are you going to miss being married to a vivacious, sexy beauty?”

    Kaylee’s hand moved up and down his shaft, filling Adam with arousal. Mark’s words danced through his head and soon he was unable to think about anything other than the fact that he was going to miss her desperately.

    “Fuck,” Adam said.

    Kaylee laughed. “I think he is going to miss it,” she said. “It’s not his anymore, though. You gave up any right to my pussy when you cheated on me, Adam. What a pathetic cliché you are.”

    Kaylee slapped his cock and squeezed his balls. Adam cried out in pain. Then she wrapped her fingers around him and stroked his shaft once again. The pleasure returned.

    “Harder. Harder, Mark. Make me cum. Fucking make me cum,” Kaylee said.

    Adam watched Mark fuck harder and faster into Kaylee’s pussy. He watched another man give his wife an orgasm and he received a beautiful handjob throughout. The experience of physical pleasure and agonizing emotional pain was overwhelming.

    “Fuck! I’m cumming!” Kaylee screamed.

    Adam studied her face. He couldn’t look away. He’d never seen his wife orgasm like that. He felt deeply inadequate.

    “He’s so much better than you,” Kaylee said as Mark pulled out of her and she crawled forward until her lips were just above Adam’s. “I can’t believe I stayed with you for so long. I can’t believe I didn’t get rid of you and your worthless cock years ago.”

    Kaylee flipped over and laid on Adam’s chest and stomach. Mark moved between her legs and pushed his cock inside of her once more. In an instant they were having missionary sex and using Adam as the mattress.

    He couldn’t see anything as Kaylee’s hair spread out over his face. He heard kissing, moaning, and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh. Mark’s legs brushed against his every once in a while. Juices dripped out of Kaylee’s pussy and down onto Adam’s cock and testicles.

    “Cum inside me,” Kaylee said. “Give my pussy what it craves.”

    “With pleasure,” Mark said.

    It wasn’t long before Kaylee’s request was granted. Mark groaned and the thrusting stopped. Adam knew someone else was cumming in his soon-to-be ex-wife. It was agonizing.

    He heard the sound of more kissing and then Mark pulled out. Kaylee rolled over and for a moment Adam thought she was going to sit her cum-filled pussy on his hard cock. She didn’t, though. Kaylee had other ideas.

    “This is the last time you’ll see my pussy, Adam. Would you like to kiss it goodbye?” she asked while crawling forward until she was straddling his chest.

    Adam shook his head.

    “Are you sure? You don’t want to taste me one more time?”

    “No, Kaylee. What’s wrong with you? Why would I want to taste his cum?” Adam said.

    Kaylee laughed and grabbed a handful of Adam’s hair. She pushed his head down into the mattress and then squatted over his face.

    “I don’t give a fuck what you want,” she said.

    Kaylee dropped her pussy onto Adam’s mouth and cum began to pour out of her. Some of it moved between his lips and some dripped over his chin and cheeks. He tried to escape, but her grip on his hair was surprisingly tight and she’d used her thighs to clamp down. He wasn’t going anywhere.

    “I should have divorced you years ago,” Kaylee said, “but this feels like a fitting way to end our marriage.”

    She stood up and laughed at his cum-covered face before pushing three fingers into her pussy, scooping out any cum she could find, and rubbing it all over his face.

    “I’m going to leave you cuffed while I pack the stuff I want and then I’m out of here. I’ll have your little girlfriend come over and let you out,” Kaylee said.

    “Wait. No. You can’t leave me here like this. I have to go to the bathroom!” Adam insisted.

    “Then piss in the bed, Adam. I don’t give a fuck,” Kaylee replied.

    She got dressed quickly and left the room with Mark behind her. She was going to follow through on her threat. Their marriage was over.

  
    Rewards for a Good Cuckold - Part 1

    
      Over time, female domination and cuckolding have been infused into Reese and Marie's marriage. Now, when he's an especially good boy, Marie rewards her husband in a manner befitting a submissive. They might not be the rewards that most men would enjoy, but Reese is not like most men.
    

    Reese's pulse quickened just a little - his watch revealed a jump of eight beats per minute - as he listened to the sound of his wife's heels on the hallway's hardwood floor. He poured her smoothie into a to go container and headed towards the front door to pass off her breakfast.

    Marie looked stunning in a tight, knee length skirt, a white blouse, and a jacket. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and from his vantage point Reese didn't see a single stray. That was Marie, though. Always in total control. Always presenting perfection to the world, especially at work, where she'd achieved partner status at age 35, an unheard of feat that inspired both jealousy and awe amongst her coworkers.

    "Thank you, my love," she said as Reese handed his wife the smoothie.

    "My pleasure."

    She smiled and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. Reese closed his eyes and ran his fingers over her blouse, enjoying the soft feel of the material against his skin.

    "You've been a very good boy this week," she whispered. "You've exceeded my expectations, in fact. You've earned a reward."

    "Really?"

    Marie nodded. "I expect dinner to be ready at six. You'll be rewarded afterwards."

    With that, she was gone. Reese returned to the kitchen to make his breakfast, cleaned up afterwards, and headed for his home office to complete his day's work. While his wife was busy climbing the corporate ladder, Reese had built a surprisingly successful career self-publishing horror and science fiction novellas. Two decades ago such a career wouldn't have been possible, but the endless reach of the internet made it surprisingly easy to reach genre fans and simply step around the gatekeepers at publishing houses.

    Each day, Reese wrote for 4-6 hours, breaking for lunch when he got hungry. When he'd exhausted his creative reserves, he set about doing household chores, all of which were his responsibility.

    At first, Reese had volunteered to do more chores around the house as a way of relieving some of Marie's stress, as her job required 50-60 hours a week of her time. To his surprise, Reese had found something akin to genuine pleasure in taking on more work around the house to benefit his wife, which had led to him offering to prepare her meals, to relieve her stress through near-daily massages, and to give her orgasms without expecting anything in return.

    What had begun as Reese trying to make his wife's life easier had turned into a full-blown femdom marriage where Reese accepted the role of his wife's submissive partner, seeking in all ways to make Marie happy and finding a blissful kind of happiness of his own in doing so.

    Dinner was ready and on the table at six o'clock, just as Marie had instructed. Reese greeted her at the door with a kiss, took her things and set them in her office before opening a bottle of wine, pouring them each a glass, and sitting down at the dining room table with his beautiful wife.

    They talked of her work day, of her efforts to land a massive new client that would bring her great prestige at the firm, of his progress on his latest book, of his most recent sales figures, and more, catching up on a week's worth of career progress for both of them.

    Marie wasn't a big drinker - she refused to drink during the work week - and after she'd finished the first glass of wine Reese could see that she was a bit buzzed. He felt it, too, as he only ever drank with his wife.

    "Do you have any hopes for your reward, my love?" she asked. Marie had taken to dominance with ease - it was clearly part of her personality - though her demeanor almost always remained gentle and loving, even when she was punishing Reese.

    Reese had, in fact, spent a good portion of his day considering his reward. One of the joys of his submission was the wide range of pleasures available to him, many of which had been uncovered when he'd fully embraced the submissive side he hadn't known resided in him.

    "I do have hopes," he revealed, "but I also know that in some ways, it's not my place to hope. It's simply my place to enjoy whatever reward you decide to give me."

    Marie leaned closer and rested her hand atop his. He met his wife's gaze and she smiled before lifting her hand to his lips and placing two fingers into his mouth. Reese stared into her eyes while sucking her fingers, slowly swirling his tongue around them while she moaned.

    "You're going to fuck tonight, my love," she said softly.

    Reese's eyes went wide. Her fingers remained in his mouth and he sucked with even greater vigor, as the reward on offer was a rare treat indeed.

    "How long has it been?" Marie asked.

    "Two months."

    She wiped her fingers on a napkin. "That must be so hard for you, my love. I know how much you miss bathing your cock in my wet pussy."

    Though Reese adored having sex with his wife, he'd been the one to suggest that she take a lover. He could still picture the look on her face that had inspired the idea. He'd seen it while cumming inside her. For just a moment Marie flashed a look of overwhelming disappointment, as if having sex with Reese was an intense let down. That was two years ago. It took him six months to find the courage to suggest that she take a lover and Marie had immediately taken him up on it, though she'd tasked Reese with doing the work of finding the right man to tend to her needs.

    Reese had done so with gusto. It took a month to narrow down the list of candidates, but Marie's first lover was a success and she remained with him for six months, seeing him roughly once a week to tend to her sexual needs and relieve the increasing stresses of her job.

    After they broke up, Reese was once again tasked with finding a lover. This time, Marie wanted someone a little younger and ideally someone that was familiar with the world of cuckolding, for she'd grown quite fond of playing the role of the dominant hotwife while with her first lover. He hadn't been entirely comfortable with it, though, hence their break up.

    Reese had to change his search tactics, but he discovered Marco without anywhere near as much effort as he'd suspected he'd have to put in. Marie and her new lover hit it off immediately and the sex was even better than with her first. They typically met once or twice a week. They typically fucked multiple times per meeting, and Reese was often involved in some manner, though usually as a bystander that would watch, fetch them drinks, prepare the bedroom, and occasionally do chores around Marco's house if they were fucking there.

    "I do miss fucking you," Reese said as memories of his cuckolding flooded his mind.

    "I know you do, my love."

    He smiled. "I like watching, though. I like when I’m only allowed to listen Marco satisfy you, too. I like that he fucks you so much better than I do, that he can satisfy you in ways I just can't."

    "He is sexually superior," she replied. "And it's not even close." Reese watched his wife loosen the top two buttons of her blouse, flashing just a hint of cleavage. "I'd like another glass of wine."

    Reese filled both their glasses and watched Marie swirl the dark liquid before lifting it to her nose and inhaling deeply. He did the same, though he lacked her appreciation for the bouquet of a good wine.

    "Marco's on his way over," Marie informed her husband.

    Uncertainty gripped Reese as he thought of having sex with his wife while her lover watched. He'd have no problem getting it up for Marie, of course, but he was certain the experience of fucking her with an audience would be hugely uncomfortable for him.

    "He's going to watch," she said, confirming Reese's fears.

    "Oh."

    Marie pushed her chair back, pulled her skirt up around her waist, and spread her legs. "You may worship."

    Reese dropped to his knees and crawled between his wife's legs without hesitation. He removed her panties and held them in one hand while showering her thighs in kisses. Marie had long since trained him to take his time when worshiping her pussy, to shower her in erotic affection before his tongue even found her clit. She'd been clear that the instruction to worship was about more than making her cum. It was about showing his devotion, his love, his eagerness to make her feel good for as long as possible before his jaw and tongue grew sore.

    Reese lost track of time as he worshiped his wife's pussy. He liked that sensation, though. He liked getting lost in the pleasure of kissing her thighs, of sucking on her labia, of soaking up the juices of her cunt with his tongue, of massaging her clit as she rested a hand on the back of his head and showered him with gentle praise for his skill and dedication to her pleasure.

    It seemed that she was on the verge of an orgasm when the doorbell rang. Marie pushed his head from between her legs and Reese realized she'd had no intention of cumming, she was simply using his tongue to warm her up for her lover's arrival.

    "Answer the door, my love."

    Reese welcomed Marco to their home as Marie retired to the bedroom. She emerged fifteen minutes later and stepped into the living room, silencing the conversation unfolding between the two men that tended to her pleasure.

    "Stunning, as always," Marco said with a sense of reverence in his voice.

    Marie wore a strappy bra, panty, and garter belt set with fishnets and heels. Stunning felt like an insufficient word to describe her beauty.

    "Reese, my love, I'd like you to remove your clothes."

    Reese stripped as his wife strode towards Marco and straddled him. Their lips met and passionate foreplay unfolded with tongues entwined, hands roaming over bodies, and muffled moans floating into the air.

    Once he was naked, Reese fell to his knees without hesitation. He usually waited on his knees while his wife and her lover fucked and he'd come to find great pleasure in occupying a submissive position while Marie found her satisfaction in a sexually superior man.

    Though it seemed that Marie might free Marco's cock and fuck him right there on the couch, she climbed off of his lap and took a seat next to him. Her hand moved to the bulge in his pants and she tugged at the zipper, lowering it slowly and freeing his long, thick erection before running her fingers over the underside of the shaft and grasping the plump head.

    "You find it rewarding to pleasure the man that satisfies your wife, don't you, my love?" she asked.

    Reese nodded. It had taken some time for him to get used to the idea of crossing sexual boundaries and sucking Marco's cock, but he now found submissive reward in the practice.

    "Then I've decided you get to experience two rewards tonight," she said. "Come and suck his cock."

    Reese crawled closer and helped Marco out of his pants. Marie tugged his underwear down and Reese tossed them aside, leaving the other man half naked on his couch.

    "Worship it, my love. Don't just suck it. Worship it."

    Reese showered Marco's legs, balls, and shaft in kisses. He found it far less pleasant than when he was permitted to do so for his wife, but worshiping Marco was not about Reese's pleasure. It was about Marie's pleasure. It was about offering his submission to arouse her, to show her that he respected her authority in their home, that her desires were always prioritized over his.

    "He's become quite the cocksucker for me, hasn't he?" Marie asked softly.

    Marco moaned. "He has. He loves you, Marie. He's dedicated to your pleasure in a manner I've never seen before."

    She kissed her lover's neck. "He is. It makes my pussy wet. It makes me want to reward him even more."

    Their lips met and Reese watched another man's tongue move into his wife's mouth as he sucked cock. He played with Marco's balls - something the other man in Marie's life loved - and stroked his shaft, offering as much pleasure as possible.

    "Marco, will you cum in his mouth?" Marie asked. "Will you reward him with the thing that every true cocksucker craves? Will you flood his mouth with your thick, salty seed?"

    Marco nodded.

    "Ready yourself for your reward, my love, for his precious seed. I know you've tasted it many times before, but this will be your first time taking it directly from his cock and you'll need to work not to spit up. Once he starts cumming, seal your lips around the head and try and catch his load on your tongue. No swallowing until I give you permission."

    Reese sucked and stroked with intense vigor. A deep sense of submission swirled through his body. His cock dripped precum onto the floor. His stomach fluttered. He was on the verge of crossing yet another boundary in the name of his wife's pleasure and the excitement was palpable.

    "Oh, fuck," Marco said.

    His cock head swelled up. His grunted deeply as Marie kissed his neck. A huge spurt of cum filled Reese's mouth. It trickled towards his throat and he very nearly spit up as his body reacted poorly to taking a direct load. Reese fought off the urge to gag, though, and sealed his lips around the head of the cock to catch every drop.

    "Show me," Marie demanded when her lover had finished pumping his load into Reese's mouth.

    He tilted his head back a little and opened his mouth. Marie leaned forward and smiled at the sight of another man's cum on her husband's tongue.

    "How beautiful," she said with genuine delight. "How utterly exquisite. You may swallow your reward, Reese."

    He claimed his reward, taking the cum down his throat and into his stomach. A salty aftertaste remained, a reminder that he'd just given a blowjob to completion for the first time in his life.

    Reese remained on his knees for another fifteen minutes as his wife and her lover talked, kissed, and fooled around until Marco was once again sporting an impressive erection. Marie's pussy was exceptionally wet, too, a fact that was made obvious when Marco pulled her panties aside and slipped his fingers inside her.

    "It's time for your true reward," Marie said as she stood. "Follow us to the bedroom."

    Reese walked behind his wife and her lover, staring at Marie's utterly perfect ass and her long legs in the fishnets. His gaze remained on her backside until he heard Marco laugh as he walked into the bedroom.

    Reese looked up to see a blow up doll in the bed. It was fully inflated and its arms were pointed skywards. Its mouth was open wide as if ready to receive a cock and its legs spread enough to allow a man to crawl between them. Reese hadn't seen a blow up doll since his freshman year at college and its presence in their bedroom was such a surprise that he simply stood and stared at it while his mind went blank.

    "Reese, meet your lover," Marie said.

    "Holy shit," Marco added.

    "You'll fuck her as Marco fucks me. You'll slide your inadequate cock into her pussy and you'll hump away as Marco takes me in our bed. You'll cum inside her plastic pussy and you'll clean it out of her, then you'll clean Marco out of me. You'll do so because seeing you fuck that blow up doll will make it even hotter to have Marco's beautiful cock inside me. Do you understand, my love?"

    Reese looked at his wife and saw Marco standing behind her and kissing her neck. She'd reached back to stroke his cock and they both looked utterly giddy.

    Though the blow up doll could have been seen as an act of cruelty, Reese knew better. He'd come to find intense pleasure in humiliation, especially with regards to his ability to satisfy his wife and he couldn't think of anything more humiliating than vigorously fucking a blow up doll while someone else fucked his wife.

    "Thank you for this," he said.

    "You're welcome, my love."

    Marco's hands moved to her breasts and Marie turned her head and kissed her lover. Reese watched and stroked his cock before glancing at the lifeless blow up. The mere thought of fucking it while Marie took another man's dick sent a shiver of humiliation through his body. His cock immediately surged in his hand, though, proving his intense desire to experience the humiliations that leapt from his wife's increasingly wild imagination.

    "Fuck her, my love," Marie said. "Mount her. Slide into her. Enjoy your reward. Fuck that blow up doll."

    Reese walked to the foot of the bed and crawled on top of the blow up doll. The overwhelming smell of plastic filled his nose.

    "Kiss her first," Marie instructed. "Even a blow up doll deserves a little romance."

    Marco chuckled as Reese leaned down and kissed the doll. He felt the bed move. His tongue was in the doll's mouth as he saw his wife lie next to him.

    "Is she a good kisser?" Marie asked.

    She was being playful, but she was trying to humiliate him. Reese's cock responded with desire. He rubbed the head over the doll's pussy, though of course it wasn't a pussy. It was just plastic, just a hole for him to fuck.

    Marco crawled on top of Marie and they kissed. Her hands moved over his body. He kissed her neck and the tops of her breasts. She guided his cock inside her as Reese slid into the doll.

    "Fuck, you feel so good inside me," Marie said.

    "Do you think the doll feels the same way about your husband?"

    Marie looked at Reese, who was trying his best not to look like he was thoroughly enjoying the pleasure of having sex with the doll.

    "I can't imagine the doll is enjoying his cock," Marie said with a smile. "I certainly don't, which is why he's not inside me right now. I love him, but I'm not sure he deserves to fuck me. Not when I have someone far superior at my disposal."

    "I don't deserve you," Reese replied, embracing his humiliation. "This doll is what I deserve."

    Marie reached over and their fingers entwined. He fucked the doll while Marco fucked her. He embraced the intense humiliation of being made to fuck the doll and, even more than that, enjoying it.

    "Cum in her pussy, my love," Marie said. "Cum in that doll's pussy while a superior man fucks your wife."

    Reese held off a little longer. He kissed the doll, mostly because he wanted to fall deeper into his humiliation. He listened to Marco and his wife kissing. He felt intense jealousy, which further fueled his humiliation.

    Reese came inside the doll. He grunted and groaned and Marie squeezed his hand and then unleashed a scream of pleasure that made it obvious she too was having an orgasm. Reese felt delight at the idea that his humiliation had deepened his wife's pleasure, that he had served her in that way.

    He brought her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it as Marco continued to fuck her. She moaned, pulled her hand from Reese's, and grabbed her lover's ass. She wrapped her legs around him as Reese pulled out and slid back. He laid on his stomach between the doll's legs and licked his cum from the fake pussy, all while watching his wife and her lover have wild sex.

    Marie came a second time and Marco joined her soon after. Reese continued to clean the doll's pussy, licking up his messy, sticky, salty load while a sense of gratitude coursed through him. He'd been given a beautiful reward, after all. He'd had sex, just not the kind he thought he'd get to have. It was still good sex, though, and the orgasm was world class.

    Marco pulled out as Reese pushed the blow up doll off the bed. His wife's lover took its place.

    "Clean him first, my love," Marie said. "Then you can clean my pussy."

    Reese cleaned as instructed. He took his time with Marie's pussy and tried his best to arouse her for another round with her lover. He succeeded, too, and Marie dismissed him from the bedroom to prepare dessert - he'd made brownies earlier and was going to serve them with ice cream and chocolate sauce - and Reese listened to them fuck as he made his way to the kitchen with the taste of his cum still on his tongue and the joy of the evening's rewards still coursing through his body.

  
    Rewards for a Good Cuckold - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      Marie knows her husband exceptionally well, which is why the rewards he earns are a little different than most men. After an exceptionally good few weeks as her cuck, Marie treats Reese to a reward that lasts all day and well into the night and includes humiliation and a wealth of teasing, both of which he craves more than most men would.
    

    ---

    Reese wasn't sure his wife would be in their bed when he woke up on Friday morning. She'd gone to Marco's directly after work for what Reese thought would be a quickie. Instead, they'd had dinner together and Marie had texted to say she'd be staying a little longer. By the time midnight rolled around she still wasn't home so he went to bed thinking she'd decided to spend the night with her lover.

    She hadn't, though. Reese could hear her breathing as the morning sunlight spilled into the room. He rolled over to see his beautiful wife tucked under the covers. He inched closer and kissed her cheek. He moved to leave the bed and begin the morning's work, but Marie rolled towards him and draped her arm over his body.

    "I'm sorry I got home so late last night," she said.

    "You don't have to apologize. You're welcome to spend as much time with Marco as you want."

    A hazy smile spread across her face. "I should have texted, and I'm sorry I didn't. I got caught up in enjoying his many talents, as it turned out."

    Marie's hand moved between Reese's legs and she teased him until he was hard and eager for pleasure that almost certainly wouldn't arrive.

    "You deserve a reward," she whispered as her lips brushed against his neck. "And I think I've come up with something that you'll enjoy."

    She straddled him and for a moment Reese allowed himself to believe his wife was going to have sex with him. She rested her hands on his chest and dragged her hips back and forth over his crotch, igniting a torrent of desire. Marie sat back, took his hands, and placed them on her breasts, urging him to caress her through the soft satin of her camisole.

    "You're so hard," she said.

    "You're so beautiful...and it's been a while since you let me cum."

    Marie smiled. "And why is that?"

    "Because I'm a cuckold. Because I can't fuck you the way you need to be fucked. Because I don't deserve to cum anywhere near as often as you and Marco get to cum."

    "No, you don't."

    She leaned down and kissed his neck. Her tongue danced over his skin and for a moment she took his earlobe between her lips and sucked on it, moaning so beautifully that his dick throbbed with a desire that bordered on being painful.

    "You deserve a reward, though," she said. "And I've come up with a multi-part pleasure for you."

    Marie took her panties off and crawled forward until she was sitting astride his face.

    "Inhale," she instructed.

    Reese breathed deeply and the scent of his wife's pussy filled his nose. It wasn't just her pussy, though. It was cum. It was sex. It was an aged version of those scents, too, and it was far more potent than it would have been the night before.

    "You smell incredible," he said. "Like...well, it smells like my cuckolding, I suppose."

    Marie seemed delighted. "It's your cuckolding. It's passion. It's desire. It's my lust for another man. It's Marco's cum. It's Marco's lust for me. Many men would find the scent abhorrent, but to you it's a reward to be granted the thrill of inhaling the scent of my well-used pussy, just like it's going to be a reward for me to ride your face to multiple orgasms."

    She lowered her pussy to his face and began to ride in a more aggressive manner than Reese was used to. Marie had seemingly little interest in his tongue. Instead, she moved her pussy from his chin to his forehead, riding him like he was an inanimate object, a sex toy meant to generate friction against her clit.

    Everywhere her pussy wet, Marie left behind a thin sheen of her juices. She left behind the scent that emanated from the place that Marco had fucked and filled with multiple loads of cum the night before.

    Marie claimed multiple orgasms while riding his face and each time she came, thick juices leaked out of her, leaving his face soaked by the time she'd satisfied herself and dismounted to head for the shower.

    "Your first reward is that you get to wear my scent on your face all day long, my love," she said with a smile. "You may not shower or wash your face at any time. You will spend your day inhaling the smell of sex, of your cuckolding, as you put it."

    "Thank you," he said.

    Marie blew him a kiss. "I'm up early enough for a real breakfast today. I'd like a soft scramble served on sourdough with a side of fruit. And coffee, of course." She gestured towards the door. "Off you go. Oh, one more thing, actually."

    "What's that?"

    She stepped into the closet and emerged a few moments later with a pair of panties dangling from her fingers. "I wore these last night. I got fucked in them once. I put them on after each time he fucked me to soak up his cum. They're still damp, actually, and I'm sure the smell is borderline overpowering at this point."

    Reese stared at the black lace boyshort panties dangling from his wife's finger.

    "These panties are a gift, Reese. You get to wear them today. You get to feel them against your disappointing cock all day long. You get to feel the damp cum against your little dick. You get to wear a reminder of your status all day long. Isn't that generous of me?"

    He stood and walked towards his wife. "It is. Thank you, Marie."

    She handed him the panties and Reese took off his boxers, held the underwear under his nose to once more inhale the scent of his cuckolding, and then stepped into the panties and pulled them up his legs. They were snug, but he was surprised at how nice it felt to have the soft, damp lace against his cock and balls.

    Marie cupped his genitals and kissed his neck. "Your disappointing dick looks awfully good in lace, my love. Perhaps I'll reward you with the pleasure of wearing my used panties more often."

    His cock throbbed and the restrictive nature of her underwear led to an ache that Reese couldn't help but enjoy. "I'd like that," he said.

    "I know you would. I know you better than anyone, my love. Now get on your knees and kiss my feet to show your gratitude. Then you can make my breakfast."

    Reese dropped to his knees and kissed his wife's feet as instructed. He felt the panties stretch over his ass and he delighted in the notion that it would be practically impossible to forget that he was wearing his wife's used underwear, that he would spend his entire day being reminded that she'd fucked someone else the night before, that she preferred to fuck that man, that she'd taken multiple loads of that man's cum in her pussy.

    Marie stepped into the bathroom and Reese put on a t-shirt and headed for the kitchen. He prepared coffee and breakfast for both of them and timed it almost perfectly as the food was ready not long after his wife stepped into the kitchen in a fluffy white robe.

    "So, are you excited about the convention?" Marie asked as she dug into her eggs.

    She was referring to the sci-fi convention in a month's time. Reese had achieved enough success in the field that he'd been invited to join a panel of indie sci-fi authors and he'd spend a few hours signing books - he'd self-published a few paperback collections of his stories - at a booth. It was the first time he'd been invited to a convention and to say that he was excited was an understatement.

    "I really am," he answered. "More than excited, actually."

    "I'm really proud of you, you know."

    Marie had never scoffed at his career choice. In fact, she'd always been fully supportive, more so than the spouses of some of the authors he'd chatted with online. It still felt good to hear her give voice to her pride, though.

    "That means more to me than I can say," he replied.

    She took his hand and squeezed it gently. "I was thinking we could have a little fun that weekend."

    "What kind of fun?"

    "Well, you can so no because it's your weekend, but what if we got a suite and I invited Marco to join us? I could spend the weekend rewarding you handsomely for your success."

    Reese pictured himself sleeping on the couch in the hotel suite as his wife and her lover spent the night together in bed. He pictured being able to watch or being made to listen. He pictured himself helping Marie prepare to get fucked. He pictured himself fluffing and cleaning up. He imagined his wife coming up with all manner of ways to make a weekend of cuckolding feel truly special as a reward for Reese having achieved a level of success in his writing career that he'd never imagined possible.

    "I'd love that," he said. "Do you think Marco would come?"

    "Do I think he'd enjoy spending the weekend fucking me and cuckolding you in all kinds of inventive ways? Yes, my love, I think he would enjoy that immensely. I would, too. I've already come up with a few ideas for how to make it fun for you, but I'm sure I'll have even more by the time we get there. After all, you deserve to be celebrated in the very special way that might only appeal to you."

    "Can you share an idea?" he asked.

    She smiled and sipped her coffee. "Well, I think it would be fun if you wore a pair of cum-soaked panties during your panel, especially if you'd been denied an orgasm for a few weeks. Can you imagine how hard it would be to stay focused while your cute little cock and balls were soaked in Marco's cum?"

    Marie's foot moved between his legs and massaged his cock through the damp panties.

    "I do love that you made me wear your used panties today...it really is a reward and if there was a fresh load of cum in them, that would be really hot."

    "I know it would, my love. I know you better than you know yourself and I want to take care of you, to reward you for being good. That's just one idea, though. I want to make the weekend special for you."

    "I love you, Marie."

    She lifted her foot to his mouth and he kissed her toes, tasting just a hint of what had soaked into her panties. "I love you too, and I think you should make me cum one more time and then follow me to the bedroom so you can help dress me for work."

    Reese fell to his knees and she parted her legs. He tended to her clit with his tongue as Marie finished her breakfast, sipped her coffee, and eventually put a hand on the back of his head for a short while before having yet another orgasm.

    He wasn't often called upon to help dress her for work, but Reese always enjoyed it. He felt a little like a servant, but there was something intoxicating about that experience and he couldn't get enough of it, especially since she was often quite demanding and would reprimand him if he dressed her poorly.

    Right before she left, Marie pulled yet another item of clothing from the closet. It was a button up shirt, but Reese didn't recognize it.

    "This is Marco's," she said. "He wore it to work yesterday. I wore it, too. I put it on after he fucked me the first time. We cuddled together as I wore it. We had dinner as I wore it. We had drinks on his couch as I wore it. Then he fucked me in it. Twice, actually. Now you're going to wear it all day. You're going to smell him on it. You're going to smell me on it. You're going to know that I got fucked in the shirt and panties you're going to spend your entire day in. You're going to be immersed in your cuckolding, my love, all day long."

    "Thank you," Reese said as he took the shirt from her. She was right about the smell. It was a mixture of Marco, Marie, and sex and it was utterly intoxicating.

    She left for work soon after, accepting another coffee in a travel cup and giving him a quick kiss on the cheek. Reese set about his day's work, first doing the breakfast dishes and then a bit of tidying around the house before he sat down to write.

    He hadn't made much progress when Marie texted half an hour later.

    "I made an audio recording of Marco fucking me last night. It was my first time wearing the shirt and panties. I want you to listen to it and rub yourself. Keep your useless cock in those pretty panties, though. Get hard. Leak precum. No orgasms, though."

    "Thank you," he said, acknowledging that Marie had, in fact, offered him a series of rewards that day as she'd ensured he would spend hours immersed in the pleasure of his cuckolding.

    He played the file she'd sent and the sounds of a blowjob emanated from his phone.

    "Fuck," Marco said. "That feels so fucking good, Marie."

    His cock had to have been soaked with her saliva. The sounds of wetness were far too loud for anything else. She must have been using her hand to stroke him, too, and it made for a blissful listening experience. Reese leaned back and rubbed himself through the panties, using two fingers to do so. He looked down and it instantly struck him that he was masturbating in the same way his wife did, that he was rubbing his cock like it was a clit. It was a thoroughly humiliating realization, and yet that humiliation brought him pleasure, as it almost always did.

    "You look good in my shirt, you know."

    The sound of slow, wet cock stroking filled Reese's ears.

    "I'd like to keep it on while you fuck me. I'd like to take it home with me, too."

    "Yeah?"

    "I'm going to make Reese wear it tomorrow. A reward for him. He gets to wear a superior man's shirt. He gets to smell you. He gets to smell me. He gets to smell the sex we had. He gets to be reminded of his status all day long."

    "His status as the lesser man?"

    Marie moaned and Reese found himself doing the same thing. He liked being reminded that Marco was sexually superior to him. It had always turned him on and he was certain it always would.

    More blowjob sounds emanated from his phone and Reese was fairly certain he heard some ball sucking, too, as his wife put on a show for her lover. Reese wondered how much was for his benefit and how much was simply that Marie put in far more effort to serve Marco's cock than she ever had with her husband.

    "I need to get fucked," she said. "And fucked hard, Marco. Don't hold back. Pound my married pussy."

    "With pleasure."

    They shifted. Reese closed his eyes and imagined his wife being put into position to be fucked hard. The sound of kissing led him to picture Marie on her back as Marco slid into her. He pictured her wearing the shirt and panties he had on. It was just as humiliating as Marie seemed to imagine it would be and his dick was so hard that it actually hurt a little in the confines of the tight lace panties.

    "Fuck me. Fuck me hard!"

    The sounds of sex filled Reese's office. There was kissing and moaning and flesh meeting flesh. He closed his eyes and let the pleasure wash over him. Then, in an instant, Reese was on the verge of an orgasm. He pulled his hand from his crotch and leaned forward as his balls tightened and his cock swelled up. He very nearly came, too, risking a punishment of some kind from his wife.

    A bit of cum escaped his cock, but he'd held off on fully spilling his load, to his great relief. Reese listened to the rest of the audio, but he mostly played with his balls, keeping away from his dick because he clearly couldn't handle the pleasure that Marie had gifted him in the form of panties, a shirt, and a face that remained covered in her dried juices from the marathon ride she'd taken on his head earlier that day.

    "Thank you for the audio," he texted. "That was incredible."

    "Don't thank me yet," she replied. "You're going to listen to it once an hour and you're going to rub your disappointing dick while you do. I want you absolutely dripping with desire by the time I get home, Reese."

    He wouldn't be getting much writing done that day, but Reese was just fine with that, especially if it meant he'd spend hours immersed in a state of intense arousal.

    By the time Marie got home, Reese had listened to the audio ten times. He'd rubbed his cock and balls through the panties each time and they remained damp thanks to the steady flow of precum dripping from his dick.

    "Join me in the bedroom," she said with a smile upon stepping into the house.

    Reese followed and undressed his wife at her instruction. He folded her clothes neatly and took note of the wet spot in her black satin panties.

    "In the bed," she said.

    He crawled into the bed and rolled onto his back. Marie removed her panties and Reese spotted thick white cream in the gusset. She followed his gaze and smiled.

    "Yes, I got fucked," she said. "I listened to the audio I sent you a few times and got turned on enough that I had to have him again. I came home as soon as he unloaded inside me as I wanted to give you another reward."

    Marie moved to the side of the bed and gestured for Reese to lift his head. He did so and she placed the cum-filled gusset of her panties over his mouth while placing them on his head. He was effectively wearing two pair of panties at that point. One over his crotch and one over his face.

    Marie straddled him and pulled his cock from the boyshort panties he’d worn all day. She surprised Reese by taking him inside her, bathing him in her cum-filled pussy. His erection throbbed with pleasure as Marie immersed it in another man's cum.

    "Lick his load from my panties," she said. "Right now."

    He ran his tongue over the gusset, licking up Marco's cum and swallowing what ended up in his mouth. She rocked her hips back and forth, riding him in a slow, teasing manner while rubbing her clit against his pelvis.

    "This is not how most men choose to fuck their wives," she said softly. "Wearing my used panties on your face and licking a superior man's load out of them. This is exciting for you, though. This is the sort of thing you crave. This should really be the only way you're allowed inside me. You should be reminded of your status, of your inferiority, every single time I permit you in my pussy."

    Reese arched his back as the pleasure built in his loins.

    Marie rested her hands on his chest and dug her fingernails into his skin. She was gentle, but he felt just a hint of pain. Reese moaned, though, as it felt surprisingly good.

    "Cum inside me, Reese," Marie said as she rode him faster. "Cum inside me while you wear a superior man's shirt, while you wear my messy panties on your face, while you eat a superior man's fucking load!"

    Reese's body shuddered as he came inside his wife, as he experienced an orgasm so blissful he could scarcely wrap his mind around the intensity of the pleasure coursing through his body.

    As soon as he'd finished cumming, Marie lifted her hips, dragged them forward, and held her pussy over his face. Cum dripped out of her and onto him and the panties. He closed his eyes and received a facial, of sorts, doing so with a smile on his face and aftershocks of pleasure ripping through his body.

    Marie used her fingers to pull the panties aside and expose his mouth. She dropped her pussy onto it and Reese put his tongue to work, licking feverishly to give his wife the orgasm he presumed she wanted.

    After cumming, Marie sat next to him and ran her fingers through the cum all over his face.

    "Did you enjoy your rewards today?"

    "More than you can imagine."

    "Good. Remember, though, that you only get rewards when you're a good cuckold, when you prove that you know your place, when you put my needs ahead of yours."

    "I know. I'll be good. I will."

    "Then I'll keep rewarding you and as long as you're good for the next month we're going to have the time of our lives at the convention, I can promise you that."

    Reese had been deeply excited about the convention, but now he was certain it had a chance to be one of the best weekends of his life, and that was absolutely something to look forward to.

  
    Rewards for a Good Cuckold - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      A cuckold is a unique, beautiful creature who finds reward in activities that most men would abhor. He wants to be relegated to the couch while his wife and her lover sleep in the bed. He wants to clean them both. He wants to fetch them coffee. He wants to be denied. He finds all of it rewarding in ways most men simply can't understand. Reese is that kind of cuckold and he's given all kinds of rewards during a weekend visit to a sci-fi convention where he's joined by his wife and her lover.
    

    ---

    At first, the moans coming from the bedroom were soft and Reese pictured his wife on her back with Marco's cock slowly moving in and out of her pussy. He looked towards the French doors that separated the living area from the hotel suite's bedroom, but they were tightly closed, leaving him blind to what was unfolding between his wife and her lover.

    Reese yearned to masturbate, but Marie had been quite clear that she wanted him pent up for their weekend at the convention. She wanted him to be in a constant state of arousal, in fact, especially when he was on stage for the indie sci-fi authors panel he'd been invited to attend, hence Marie's multi-week campaign of orgasm denial that had left Reese immersed in the desired state of near-constant lust.

    Marie climaxed in the bedroom and the sounds of sex went silent for a little while as Reese imagined them kissing while Marco ground his hips into her pelvis, generating gentle friction that would quickly restore Marie's desire and have her damn near begging to get fucked again.

    The moans resumed. They were still fairly soft, though, and Reese pictured his wife on top in the expansive bed that she and Marco would share throughout the weekend. Reese would be relegated to the couch, as was his place as the cuckold. It wasn't nearly as comfortable, and yet he couldn't help but find it endlessly arousing to consider that he - Marie's husband - would have to sleep on the uncomfortable couch so his wife and her lover could fuck in the bed whenever they wanted.

    Marie had a second orgasm just a few minutes after the first. Reese hadn't cum in more than two weeks and his wife had experienced several dozen orgasms in that span, with Marco claiming a considerable number as well. Reese had cleaned up several times and fluffed Marco on a few occasions, so he'd been welcomed to participate in a manner that brought intense arousal and satisfaction.

    "Fuck me, Marco. Fuck me hard," Marie cried out from the bedroom.

    The sounds of vigorous sex drifted from the bedroom and a smile crept across Reese's face. He loved that Marie and Marco were so good at pleasuring each other. He loved that his wife came so hard and so often with her lover's cock inside her. He loved that Marie found such intense pleasure in being with another man that she'd completely surrendered to her lust for Marco and now fucked him whenever she was in the mood. He loved that he'd become the cuckold he'd always fantasized about being.

    Reese pictured his wife on her hands and knees in the hotel bed. He imagined being on his knees in front of her, looking up at her beautiful face as pleasure washed over it, as she smiled, as she begged Marco to fuck her harder, as she pleaded with him to cum inside her so she could feed his load to her cuck husband.

    "I'm cumming!" Marco cried out after a few minutes of loud sex.

    Reese listened to his wife and her lover cum together. He imagined Marco's balls leaping in their sack as he emptied yet another load into Marie's pussy. He imagined lying beneath his wife and being permitted to feed on her cum-filled cunt right after her bull pulled out, a pleasure he was offered only on rare occasions.

    The French doors opened and Reese turned to see his wife's silhouette in the doorway. Marie stepped through, shut the doors behind her, and sauntered towards the couch.

    "I hope you're hungry," she said. "I have another treat for you, cuckold."

    Reese sat up as Marie approached.

    "Get on your knees on the floor."

    He slid off the couch and onto his knees. She pointed at her feet and he crawled towards her. Reese felt the heat emanating from his wife's thighs as he leaned in and kissed her smooth, soft flesh.

    "This will be your third load of the day," she said.

    "I know. You're being so generous, Marie. I'm so grateful that you invited Marco for the weekend. I'm so grateful that you two are being so amorous with each other and that you're letting me participate like you have."

    She ran her fingers through his hair. "It's your big weekend, Reese. I just want to make it special for you. Most guys wouldn't find it special to lick a superior man's cum from their wife's pussy, but you're not most men, are you?"

    He shook his head. "No. I'm a cuckold. I want my wife to have great sex with a superior man. I want to watch. I want to listen. I want to clean you afterwards. I want to fluff him and clean him if you allow it. I want to be helpful, to be supportive, to show you that your pleasure is my first concern."

    Marie stepped closer and pulled his mouth to her pussy. Reese moaned and plunged his tongue inside. He tasted Marco's cum for the third time that day. He yearned to masturbate, to pursue his pleasure, but he pushed that desire aside and focused instead on the thrill of being able to clean a superior man's cum from his wife's well-fucked pussy.

    "Fuck," Marie said softly. "I love that you're so eager to eat his loads out of me, Reese. I love that you're such a good cuckold, that you've become such a cum slut since I started letting you clean me. I love that this is so satisfying to you, that it's rewarding to you to be able to lick Marco's thick, creamy loads out of my pussy and hold them in your stomach."

    Reese moaned into his wife's pussy and Marie began to grind her clit against his lips. She took his head in both hands and Reese felt as though he'd been transformed into a sex toy that she was using to pursue yet another orgasm.

    After a few minutes, Reese experienced the thrill of making his wife cum with his tongue as he fed on her lover's load. Marie gripped his hair tight enough for it to be a bit painful, held her breath for a few seconds, and then had a thigh-shaking orgasm that pushed more juice and cum out of her pussy, all of which Reese caught on his tongue like a good cuckold.

    Marie stepped back, bent over, and kissed him on the forehead. "Sleep well, cuckold, and remember that you need to fetch us coffee from the lobby first thing in the morning, okay?"

    "Yes, of course."

    Marie turned and walked away. She closed the French doors behind her and presumably crawled into bed to fall asleep in her lover's arms. Reese got on the couch, pulled the covers over himself, and breathed deeply to try and calm down enough that he could go to sleep.

    ---

    Reese was still a little sleepy as he stepped into the elevator the next morning. He noted the cute blonde woman in a pleated skirt, black tights, and a baggy-but-stylish sweater standing against the back wall and offered a nod, but otherwise he was focused on following his wife's instructions to get coffee for her and Marco.

    "Sorry, but are you Reese Sheffield?"

    Her voice was deeper than he expected from someone so petite and it caught him off guard to the point that it took a few seconds for Reese to process that she'd recognized him.

    "Uh, yes, I am. Sorry, do we know each other?"

    She laughed. "No. No. I recognize you from your website. I love your writing. I'm a fan. Like, a really big fan."

    Reese suddenly felt self-conscious about his outfit of a wrinkled t-shirt, ragged jeans, and flip flops.

    "Oh, wow," he said. "That's amazing. Are you here for the convention?"

    She nodded. "I am. I'm going to your panel, actually, and I was hoping I'd be able to get you to sign one of my books."

    "Yeah, of course."

    Reese had never signed a fan's book before and an uplifting level of delight washed over him as she reached into her bag and pulled out a paperback copy of a novella he’d only published digitally.

    “Wait, where did you get a paperback?”

    Her face reddened. “Oh, well, I printed it myself. I…I loved it so much that I wanted a real copy.” Her face somehow reddened even more. “Shit, I seem like a psycho, don’t I?”

    He laughed. “No, not at all. It’s really flattering, honestly. It seems safe to say that you’re my biggest fan.”

    "Would you mind signing it right now?" she asked quietly.

    "It would be an honor."

    She offered and pen and Reese opened the book and readied himself to sign. "Wait, what's your name?"

    "Zelda," she said.

    He looked up. "Like the video game?"

    She nodded. "My dad's a nerd and my mom thought it was actually a really pretty name, so it's mine."

    Reese wrote a brief note in the book about how she was the first fan to ever ask for him to sign a book and then added the signature that he'd practiced more times than he wanted to admit.

    "There you are," he said.

    She read the note, smiled like she was as happy as a person had ever been, and held it close to her chest. "I know maybe it's not polite to ask in the morning or whatever, but could I take a selfie?"

    "Yeah, of course."

    Reese didn't look his best, but he was high on the delight of meeting an actual fan and he wasn't going to turn her down, so he got a little closer when she pulled out her phone and smiled as she held it up and snapped a selfie.

    "That's amazing," Zelda said as she stared at the picture. "Honestly, this is one of the best days of my life. Thank you so much, Mr. Sheffield."

    "Oh, please, call me Reese."

    The elevator doors opened and Zelda kissed Reese on the cheek, letting her lips linger for longer than she probably should have.

    "Thank you, Reese. I'm so glad you seem so nice, and I hope it's okay to say that you're even better looking in person than you are in your pictures."

    She rushed out of the elevator before he could respond and hurried across the lobby like she was embarrassed.

    Reese had entered the elevator feeling sleepy, but as he stepped into the lobby he was floating on cloud nine. He got three coffees, slipped the cups into a holder, poured half and half into an empty cup, slipped a bunch of sugar packets into his pocket, and headed up to the room.

    Marie was naked on the couch when Reese entered the room.

    "Well, it looks like someone is feeling chipper this morning," she noted.

    "I met a fan. On the elevator. She actually made her own paperback copy of one of my novellas and wanted me to sign it and take a selfie. It's my first time having an interaction like that. It was pretty amazing."

    Reese set the coffees down, pulled the sugar packets from his pocket, and set about preparing his wife's morning cup just as she liked it. He was halfway through when he felt her arms wrap around his body from behind. She kissed the back of his neck and he closed his eyes and marveled at how good it felt.

    "I'm so proud of you, Reese. I really am. It's so difficult to have any success as a writer and you've actually managed to make a living at it. It's an incredible accomplishment."

    He turned around, pulled his wife close, and kissed her. To his surprise, Marie welcomed his tongue into her mouth and let the kiss evolve into something genuinely passionate. She stroked him through his jeans, too, quickly working his cock to a stiff state.

    "Was she pretty?" Marie whispered.

    "Who?"

    "Your fan, Reese. Was she pretty?"

    "Yes. Maybe ten years younger than me, but yes."

    Marie moaned and kissed his neck. "Would you believe it if I told you I was a little jealous?"

    "No."

    She laughed. "I am. Jealous and maybe a little possessive." Marie unzipped his pants and freed his cock. "Do you think she wanted to fuck you, Reese?"

    He didn't think that, but he said, "She kissed me on the cheek after taking a selfie."

    Marie squeezed his cock until it hurt and then relaxed her grip. "Did it feel good when this young blonde slut kissed you on the cheek?"

    "Yes," he admitted. "Though I don't think she meant anything by it and I'm pretty sure she's not a slut."

    "No, probably not. She's probably just a fan, and you deserve to meet your fans because you've worked hard and you're a genuinely talented writer. I won't have you fucking anyone though, Reese, and I'd really prefer it if you refrained from letting anyone kiss you on the cheek."

    Reese couldn't tell if Marie was actually jealous and possessive or if she was just having a little fun. He had no interest in fucking a fan, though, so he wasn't going to argue.

    "You're the only one I want, Marie," he said.

    "It's a shame that you'd be more likely to fuck one of your fans this weekend than you would your wife, since I brought along a man that's far better at satisfying me than you are." She stroked him slowly and kissed his neck. "That's why you're a cuckold, though. You're better at watching someone fuck me than you are at fucking me. You're better at sucking his dick and cleaning his cum out of me than you are at fucking me."

    Marie put a hand on his head and pushed Reese to his knees. He leaned in for the chance to lick her pussy, but stepped away and turned around.

    "It's not often I let you eat my ass, is it?" she asked.

    "No."

    "And for you, eating my ass is a reward, isn't it?"

    "Yes."

    She smiled. "Most men don't find it all that rewarding to lick their wife's dirtiest hole, but you fucking love it, don't you?"

    "I do. Please, Marie, let me lick your ass. Let me rim you while you enjoy your coffee."

    "That sounds like an incredible idea."

    She extended her arm and Reese quickly stood to pass Marie her coffee. He dropped to his knees once more and she pointed at her ass. He crawled towards her perfect cheeks, spread them, and pressed his face between them before running his tongue back and forth over her tight, perfect, wrinkled hole.

    "Mmm, it's fitting that a cuckold eats ass for breakfast, though I think I might add Marco's cock to your menu once we're done here. I woke up a little bit horny and now I'm feeling a rather massive need for a real man's dick in my pussy."

    Reese moaned between his wife's ass cheeks and licked with even greater vigor. He wanted to prove to her that he wasn't thinking about his fan in any kind of sexual manner. He wanted to show Marie that her pleasure was all that mattered, that he was a dedicated cuckold and that she never needed to worry about his faithfulness.

    "Fuck, Reese, that feels so fucking good."

    She sipped her coffee and reached between her legs. Reese heard his wife's fingers enter her exceedingly wet pussy and almost reached for his dick to masturbate. He held off, though, instead reaching up and running his hands over her back as he rimmed her vigorously.

    "Let's go," she said. "You have a dick to suck. Bring Marco's coffee."

    Reese stood and prepared Marco's coffee as he liked it while Marie kissed the back of his neck.

    "I love that you know how he likes his coffee. You're an even better cuckold than I give you credit for, Reese."

    "It's important to me to be a good cuckold for you and Marco. Your pleasure is what brings me pleasure."

    She smacked his ass and said, "Get naked before you come to the bedroom. We'll be waiting."

    Reese finished making Marco's coffee, took a deep sip of his own, and then stripped and headed for the bedroom. He found Marie casually stroking Marco's dick as they made out. He approached the nightstand on Marco's side of the bed and set the coffee down.

    "Get busy sucking, cuckold," Marie said. "I need to get fucked, but I want to see my husband fluff a superior man's beautiful cock before I take it for a ride."

    Reese crawled between Marco's legs. He took the stiff cock in his mouth. He sucked while looking up at his wife and her lover, both of whom were watching him.

    "You love this, don't you cuckold? This isn't punishment for you. This is a treat. A pure delight. A reward. I'm not making you suck dick. You're sucking dick because you love getting to participate in my pleasure."

    Reese nodded with the cock stretching his lips. He played with Marco's balls, rolling them between his fingers and delighting in the way his wife's lover moaned.

    "Would you like to eat my ass while I ride him, Reese? Would that feel rewarding?"

    He nodded again.

    Marie turned to Marco and they shared a long, passionate, deep kiss. Reese admired the intense beauty of his wife's tongue sliding into another man's mouth. He enjoyed her soft moans and the way Marco played with her tits in a manner that seemed to further arouse Marie, evidenced by the way her thighs parted in a seemingly involuntary manner.

    "I want you inside me," she said. "I fucking need you inside me, Marco."

    She straddled his stomach and Reese pulled his mouth from the other man's cock. He grabbed the base and guided it inside his wife as she shifted her hips back. He kissed Marie's soft ass cheeks and dropped lower to suck on Marco's balls for a bit.

    "Mmm, fuck, that feels good."

    "Is my husband sucking your balls?"

    "He is. Holy fuck...he is."

    "He's making the most of his reward weekend, isn't he? Eating ass. Swallowing cum. Sucking cock. We've made him into such a fucking cuckold I don't think he could ever go back to being anything approaching a typical man."

    "There's no chance," Marco agreed. 

    Reese agreed too, though he kept on sucking balls. He was too far down the cuckold rabbit hole to go back. Nothing could compare to the pleasure of watching his wife have sex with another man, especially when Reese was permitted to participate in some manner, as that only enhanced the already intense sense of satisfaction he felt.

    "Eat my ass, cuckold," Marie instructed. "You can clean his cock and suck his load out of me after we've had our way with each other, all while that worthless dick of yours goes unattended."

    Reese groaned and pressed his cock into the bed in a manner that generated a surprising rush of pleasure. Then he moved his lips to his wife's asshole as she went to work riding her lover, milking his cock, and grinding her clit into his pelvis to deliver the kind of pleasure that would make them both cum. Reese wouldn't cum, of course, but his orgasms were at his wife's discretion, so the best he could do was hope that his devotion as a cuckold would lead to an orgasm at some point later in the weekend.

    Even if he wasn't allowed to cum, though, Reese was going to enjoy every bit of cuckold pleasure his wife granted him over the course of what he knew would be a massively rewarding weekend.

  
    Rewards for a Good Cuckold - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Most men wouldn't find it rewarding to be humiliated by two beautiful women, but Reese isn't like most men. He loves that his wife takes a situation that might make other women jealous and flips it into a wild group experience that ups Reese's humiliation, thereby turning her cuck on even more.
    

    ---

    "Reese?"

    He was pacing nervously as his name was said. He stopped and turned to a woman in a t-shirt and jeans. Her blonde hair was pulled into a ponytail and she smiled the moment he looked her way.

    "Yes, that's me," he said.

    She extended her hand. "Hi, I'm Hannah. I'm moderating the panel."

    "Oh, wow, Hannah, it's nice to meet you."

    Reese noted how soft her skin felt as they shook hands. He noted that the handshake seemed to go on for a while and wondered if that was his doing or hers. Her smile didn't fade, though, and when the handshake finally ended she reached up and brushed an errant hair behind her ear.

    "I just wanted to say that I really love your books. I'm a writer, too, though not a fiction writer."

    "What kind of writing do you do?" he asked.

    "I have a Substack where I talk about sci-fi, horror, you know, general genre stuff. I cover books and movies and TV shows."

    Something clicked in Reese's head. "Oh, wait, do you write Hannah's...wait, I know it, Hannah's Holodeck!"

    Her face lit up and she smiled. "Yes, that's me."

    "You were one of the first people to publish a real review of one of my books. I owe at least some of my success to you, to be honest."

    Hannah blushed just a little. "Oh, no, not at all. Your success is all your own. You're a great writer. I always feel like you're...I don't know, like you understand your audience better than most authors, you know?"

    "Well, to be honest, I'm usually just writing something that I'd like to read, so it's probably more accurate to say that I'm more like my audience than most authors. Still, your review really did drive sales of my first book, which gave me the confidence to keep writing and keep building an audience, so I really am grateful."

    She reached out and for just a moment rested a hand on his forearm, making her the second person to have done so at the convention. It was not something Reese was used to and he found himself wondering if she should make a point of attending more conventions in the future.

    "Well, I appreciate you saying so," she said. "It's very kind of you and I can say that I'm truly happy that my review helped and maybe made you feel good."

    "It did. It really did."

    Hannah studied him for a few moments and then bit her lower lip - for a split second - and then said, "If you really are grateful then I wouldn't say no to getting a drink after the panel."

    Reese was so stunned at the boldness of her invitation that he couldn't quite form a sentence for a few moments. Then someone in a headset rushed over and pulled Hannah away before he could answer. She flashed a flirty smile and walked away, though, leaving Reese to wonder if women into sci-fi and horror books were a different breed, as the two he'd run into were both quite brash.

    Reese's phone dinged and he pulled it from his pocket to find a message from Marie letting him know that she and Marco were in their seats. She sent along a selfie of her kissing Marco on the cheek. Reese noted Marie's sleeveless tank top that he knew was made from a soft, satin-like material that he found thoroughly arousing.

    "How do the panties feel?" Marie texted.

    He smiled and thought of the cum-filled panties his wife had made him change into right before he left for the panel. Marco had fucked her while Reese watched from his knees and he'd pumped a rather large load of cum into her pussy. Reese hadn't been permitted to clean it, though. Instead, Marie had put her panties back on and let the cum leak out of her as she washed her face and worked on her hair and makeup. Then, right as he was about to leave, Marie gave the panties to Reese and told him to wear them for the panel. Now his cock and balls were bathed in the cum of the man that had taken over Reese's position as the one that satisfied Marie's sexual desires.

    "Wet. Sticky. Uncomfortable," he replied.

    "Just as it should be, right cuck?" she texted.

    "Yes."

    Marie sent a video. Reese looked around to make sure no one was close by and tapped the screen. Marie was standing at the bathroom counter and filming herself in the mirror. Marco was behind her. His hands were on her hips. He was thrusting. He was quite clearly inside her. She was smiling and moaning. They must have fucked again after Reese had left for the panel.

    "He fucks me so much better than you, cuck, so I let him have me again after you'd left. He didn't finish inside me, though. Instead, he pulled out and had me suck him off. I swallowed his cum. I was a little sad you weren't there for a kiss after I'd swallowed for him, but I really enjoyed being able to service him like that."

    Reese's cock throbbed in the wet, sticky, cum-filled panties his wife had gifted him and he watched the video a second time. She was teasing him and humiliating him a little, but it turned Reese on and Marie knew that. She was, in her way, showing her undying affection for her husband by treating him to a cuckold thrill right before he stepped on stage for the panel.

    "I love you, Marie. Thank you for the video and the panties."

    "You're welcome, cuck," she texted. "Have fun out there. I'm so proud of you."

    Reese slipped his phone into his pocket, took a deep breath, and readied himself to step on stage.

    ---

    The panel went better than Reese had expected. Having three other authors on stage meant there was no real pressure on him to perform and the audience was filled with superfans, which meant the mood in the room was warm, supportive, and in a few cases, downright gleeful as the authors talked about their upcoming books.

    Reese was surprised at how grounding it was to have on a pair of his wife's cum-soaked panties. Any time he found himself getting nervous or felt his ego growing a little too big, he was drawn back to reality by the feeling of another man's cum on his cock and balls.

    There was also the mild distraction of being able to see Marie and Marco in the third row. They held hands for most of the panel and whenever Reese looked their way he'd see them kissing or touching each other in the way that lovers do when they're eager to be somewhere private so they can disrobe and fuck. There was one instance where Reese was so caught up in watching his wife affectionately kiss her lover's neck that he paid no attention to Hannah asking him a question, leading to a gentle embarrassment where he had to ask her to repeat herself.

    Afterwards, Hannah found her way to Reese backstage and inquired about the drink she'd mentioned. He was about to politely decline when Marie and Marco walked up holding hands.

    Reese wasn't sure what to say - it felt strange to introduce Marie as his wife as she was clearly holding hands with another man - but it turned out that Marie had it covered.

    "Hannah, is it?" she asked.

    Hannah nodded. "Yes, I'm Hannah."

    Marie smiled. "I'm Reese's wife."

    Hannah glanced at Marie and Marco's clasped hands and her posture shifted, displaying a clear level of discomfort.

    "I get the feeling you have a little bit of a crush on my husband," she said.

    "Oh, that's...I'm sorry, I didn't know he was married, to be honest."

    "Oh, Hannah, he wears a ring, so I'm pretty sure you knew he was married," Marie corrected her.

    Hannah's face turned red and she looked down for a moment. "Yeah, sorry."

    "I'm sure you've also noticed that I'm here with Marco."

    Hannah nodded.

    "And I'm sure you saw me holding his hand, and there's a chance that you saw us kissing in the audience. I know Reese certainly noticed."

    Reese expected that Hannah would walk away or at least retreat inwards to save herself from the strange and potentially quite awkward - from her position, at least - conversation. She didn't, though. Instead, it seemed to Reese that she was intrigued with whatever was unfolding.

    "Am I right, Hannah, in that you were hoping to fuck my husband?" Marie asked.

    Hannah looked at Reese and a smile slowly crept across her face. "Yes, that's what I was hoping for."

    "And did you expect that the sex would be good, or were you merely hoping to fuck someone whose work you love?"

    "I was hoping the sex would be good, but I just really liked the idea that someone as talented as Reese would want to fuck me."

    Reese was utterly astounded at the direction the conversation had taken and perhaps equally surprised that Hannah hadn't yet run for the hills.

    "I can tell you, Hannah, that the sex would not have been good," Marie said. "My husband couldn't satisfy a woman to save his life, which is why I'm with Marco, who's a vastly superior lover. Reese, however, is an exceptional cuck. He's willing to do whatever it takes to make me happy. He's willing to suck cock for me. He's willing to clean my pussy after Marco's cum inside me. He's willing to eat ass. He's willing to suck toes. He's willing to deny himself the pleasure he craves to ensure that I have absolutely everything I crave."

    Hannah looked at Reese, at Marie, and at Marco, seemingly sizing each of them up and trying to guess at where the conversation was headed. Reese was doing the same thing but he hadn't yet been able to discern his wife’s intention.

    "I once made my husband fuck a blow up doll while Marco's cock stretched my tight pussy," Marie continued. "The thing is, Reese loved it. He craves that kind of humiliation. He finds it deeply rewarding. I'm sure he would have enjoyed having sex with you - you're quite beautiful, after all - but he finds much deeper pleasure in the humiliation I subject him to."

    "Is that right?" Hannah asked as she looked directly at Reese.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "I made him suck Marco's cock this morning while I played with my pussy," Marie said. "Then I made him get on his knees and watch as Marco fucked me to three orgasms before unloading inside me. I put my panties on and let all that hot cum drip into them. Then I gave them to Reese and told him to wear them for his panel."

    Hannah's eyebrows shot up. "Are you wearing your wife's panties, Reese?"

    He nodded.

    "Can I see them?"

    Reese looked to his wife, who nodded. He unbuttoned his jeans and lowered them enough to show the pink lace panties that encased his cock. Hannah smiled as she stared. Then she took a step closer and reached out. Her hand nearly touched his cock before she looked at Marie.

    "Can I touch it?"

    "You can."

    Hannah cupped Reese's pantied cock and squeezed.

    "Oh, wow, they're still wet. Is that cum?"

    Marie nodded. "Probably precum, too. I sent Reese a video of Marco fucking me from behind right before the panel started. I'll bet he got hard watching it while you were getting ready to welcome the audience. He's a cuck, after all, and he can't help but get excited when he sees his wife have sex with a superior man."

    "He's getting hard now," Hannah observed as she massaged Reese's cock.

    "He has a beautiful woman playing with his pathetic, pantied dick. Of course he's getting hard." Marie stepped towards Hannah and leaned in like she was going to kiss her. She stopped short of doing so, though. "Would you like to come to our room, Hannah? Would you like to help humiliate your favorite author? I promise, Marco will fuck you better than Reese could and my husband will actually find it massively rewarding to witness someone else satisfying the both of us instead of him."

    Hannah looked at Marco, who smiled.

    "I promise, Hannah, I will satisfy you like no man ever has."

    Hannah pulled her hand from Reese's bulge and held it up. He stared at her glistening fingers and leaned in. "May I clean them?" he asked.

    She nodded and smiled as he took her fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean while holding her gaze. It was humiliating, of course, but with that humiliation came great pleasure.

    "I'll join you," she said. "This will be fun."

    ---

    Reese made everyone drinks as Marco, Marie, and Hannah sat together in the suite's living area. He presented those drinks and was ordered to strip by his wife. It felt a little awkward to do so in front of Hannah, but Reese didn't hesitate.

    "You know, he's got a better body than most writers," Hannah said.

    "Have you fucked many writers?" Marie asked.

    Hannah sipped her drink. "I've had my fair share. I have a type, I guess."

    Marco put a hand on Hannah's knee.

    "I don't know that I've ever fucked someone as attractive as Marco, though," she said.

    "I find that surprising," he replied.

    Hannah leaned over and kissed him. His hand moved up her leg and pressed against her crotch, moving in slow circles and offering enough stimulation that she moaned into his mouth as their tongues entwined.

    "That could have been you, Reese," Marie said as she reached between Marco's legs to rub his cock. "You could have been the one getting hard for her. The one whose tongue she was sucking on. The one who was rubbing her pussy through her pants. You're not worthy of that, though. You're a cuck. You're worthy of watching while you wear cum-stained panties. You're worthy of sucking Marco's dick before he fucks her. You're worth of eating her pussy to get her nice and wet while she dreams of having Marco's fat cock inside her. You're just not worthy of actually fucking her because there's no way you could satisfy her, not like he can."

    The kiss ended and Hannah's face and chest were flushed red. "Holy shit," she said. "He's a hell of a kisser, Marie. I can see why you're with him."

    Marco turned and kissed Marie. Hannah reached over and rubbed his cock as she sipped her drink.

    "Do you really suck his dick?" she asked Reese.

    "I do. Regularly. Before and after he fucks her."

    Hannah seemed utterly enthralled with the notion. "I've heard about cuckolding. I never really thought about doing it, but I can definitely see the appeal. You get a good husband and you also get to have a hot guy that will fuck your brains out whenever you need it? I mean, what's not to like about that?"

    "Reese, why don't you help Hannah out of her clothes?" Marie suggested.

    Hannah finished her drink, stood, and quickly closed the distance between them. She stopped just short of Reese, looked back, and asked, "Can I kiss him?"

    Marie nodded. "You can do whatever you like with him...short of making him cum, of course. Only I get to do that."

    Hannah smiled and stepped into Reese's arms for a kiss. It was surprisingly slow and passionate and she stroked him through the panties as her tongue slipped into his mouth.

    "Marco’s a much better kisser than you," she whispered. "You're not bad, but he's much, much better. He tastes better. He smells better. He makes my pussy wetter."

    Hannah stepped back and smiled. Reese lifted her t-shirt over her head and unbuttoned her jeans. He dropped to his knees to take off her shoes, socks, pants, and panties. She unhooked her bra and tossed it aside as Reese ran his fingers up her thighs.

    "May I eat your pussy?" he asked.

    "You may."

    Reese leaned in. He ran his hands up the backs of her thighs and pressed his lips against her pussy. His tongue slipped inside her and he tasted a new woman for the first time in a very long time.

    "Damn, he eats pussy better than most authors," Hannah said before moaning. "Fuck...you've trained him well."

    Marie laughed. "I have, actually. He was always good, but a little training can make any man better."

    "I'll keep that in mind."

    Marco appeared behind Hannah and cupped her breasts as he kissed her neck. She turned her head and Reese watched from his knees as she kissed him. He wondered what made Marco better. Was it what he did with his tongue? Was it that he was just more manly? Was it that Hannah's body craved Marco in a way it wouldn't ever crave Reese?

    "You're so hard," Hannah said.

    "He is," Marie replied from the couch. "Why don't you and my husband suck his cock together?"

    Hannah looked down at Reese and pushed his head from between her legs. She then sank to her knees and kissed him, again doing so with depth and passion.

    "Will you suck his dick with me?" she asked.

    "I'd love to."

    They both turned to Marco, who was naked and whose cock stood at attention.

    "I want to watch you first," Hannah said.

    Reese crawled closer and took Marco's cock in his mouth. Hannah ran her hands up and down his back, smacked his ass a little, and kissed his neck, unleashing a beautiful moan as she did so.

    "I never would have imagined I'd be watching you suck dick, Reese," she whispered. "I did think there was a chance I'd get to suck your dick before the day was over, but I have to admit, this might be hotter."

    Reese swallowed as much of Marco's cock as he could manage and gagged a little. Hannah teased his dick through the panties and he pulled back and let the fat cock slip from between his lips.

    "My turn," she said.

    Reese watched in amazement as Hannah managed to swallow most of Marco's cock in one go.

    "Holy shit," Marco said.

    "Is she good?" Marie asked from the couch.

    "She is. I'd say she has a fair amount of experience." He moaned as Hannah began to move back and forth on his cock, swallowing him over and over while Reese watched.

    She pulled back and stroked his shaft with both hands. "I've never sucked a dick I could fit both hands around. This is fun."

    "It's going to feel even better inside you," Marie said. "I promise." Reese's wife appeared behind Marco. She kissed his neck and ran her hands over his muscular chest. "Let's see the two of you work together to pleasure him."

    Reese moved next to Hannah and they licked and kissed the long, stiff, slick shaft of Marco's cock, slowly working their way towards the head. They each sucked on half of it and he filled the hotel room with moans while Marie moaned and kissed his neck.

    "Suck his balls together," Marie instructed. "Be good little whores for me and suck his fucking balls together."

    Hannah moaned and Reese happily took a testicle in his mouth. He sucked with the cute blonde. He tasted a bit of sweat. He felt pubic hair on his tongue. He let the wondrous sensations wash over him and felt a deep sense of gratitude towards his wife, her lover, and Hannah, who'd made his day better by joining them for a kinky group experience.

    "Reese, come and eat Marco's ass," Marie said.

    Reese crawled behind his wife's lover, spread his cheeks, and began rimming him.

    "Holy shit," Hannah said. "He just does what you tell him, huh?"

    Marie dropped to her knees next to Hannah. "He does. That took some training, too, but as soon as he embraced that being cucked is what makes him happier than anything else, he was more than happy to do exactly as he was told, and I do like to push him, to humiliate him in new and deep ways, to reward him for being a good cuck by helping him explore his deepest desires."

    Reese heard kissing and imagined the thrill of looking down at the two women as they made out. That was Marco's pleasure to experience, though, and Reese's pleasure was found in the humiliation of eating a man's ass while his wife made out with a gorgeous woman.

    "Would you like to get fucked, Hannah?" Marie asked.

    "I would."

    "How would you feel about eating pussy while Marco pounds you?"

    "I'd be up for that."

    They walked away, leaving Reese on his knees. He stood, though, and hurried after them. His wife crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back. Hannah crawled between Marie's legs and almost immediately set about eating her pussy. Marco got in the bed behind Hannah and slid his cock into her pussy, slowly burying every inch as she moaned.

    The threesome had begun with Reese watching from his knees at the foot of the bed. He saw Marco's cock sliding in and out of Hannah's cunt. He saw her breasts swaying with every thrust. He saw her tongue lapping at Marie's clit. He heard the moans of all three of them filling the room. His cock throbbed in the tight pink panties, but he kept his hands behind his back and played his part as the cuck that watches as everyone else experiences the overwhelming pleasure of a deeply satisfying sexual experience.

    "Fuck...his cock is so fucking big," Hannah said.

    "I know. It feels good to get stretched, doesn't it?"

    "It really does."

    Marco fucked her harder and Reese took it upon himself to move into the bed and reach up to play with Hannah's clit. She moaned. Her legs began to tremble. Not long after an orgasm washed over her. She leaned forward and collapsed on top of Marie as Marco pulled out.

    "Suck my dick clean, cuck," he demanded.

    Reese put his mouth to work, sucking Hannah's sweet juices off the fat cock offered to him.

    "Holy shit," Hannah said. "That was...I don't know if I've ever cum that hard. Holy shit."

    "We're just getting started, Hannah. There are lots more orgasms to come, I promise. We'll take a break and then I think you should ride Marco's cock while I sit on the cuck's face. We can switch after Marco cums inside you."

    Hannah moaned and Reese wondered if it was at the prospect of feeding him cum or of Marco blowing his load inside her. Perhaps it was both.

    Soon they were positioned as Marie had described. Reese feasted on his wife's wet pussy and played with her tits as she rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing herself all over his face and leaving her wetness behind. Hannah was on top of Marco and riding him vigorously enough that he couldn't stop moaning.

    "You fuck like a tigress, Hannah," Marie said. "I'd be jealous if I didn't know how much Marco loved my pussy."

    The women were close enough to lean over and kiss, a sight that Reese happily soaked in.

    "Thank you for sharing his cock with me," Hannah said. "And thank you in advance for sharing your cuck's cum hungry mouth with me, as I have to admit that I'm really looking forward to feeding him Marco's load."

    Marie moaned. "It's more fun than you might think."

    Hannah came on Marco's cock right as he unloaded inside her. Marie came on Reese's face, too. Reese wasn't even allowed to touch his cock, making him the only person in the room not to cum that day.

    Marie climbed off of Reese's face and cuddled next to Marco. Hannah mounted the cuck's mouth and dropped her pussy onto it. Cum flowed onto Reese's tongue as he probed her. A look of joy came over Hannah's face and she gently rubbed her clit over Reese's upper lip.

    "Fuck...that's so hot," she said. "I can't believe he's willing to do this. I can't believe how much it turns me on to make him do this. Holy shit."

    Reese devoured her pussy and Marco's cum. He drank it while dressed in his wife's panties, while his cock throbbed. He drank it because that's what a good cuck does. He drank it because he found it hugely rewarding to do so.

    Hannah came on Reese's face, leaving him coated in juices and cum. She climbed off his head and cuddled next to him. She kissed him on the cheek and rested her hand on the bulge in his panties, gently massaging it and keeping him in a state of intense desire.

    "Will he get to cum today?" Hannah asked.

    "Probably not," Marie replied. "He's a better cuck when he's horny, and we're going to be here for another day so I want him wildly horny."

    "Poor cuck," Hannah said with a smile

    Reese was anything but a poor cuck, of course. He was the luckiest of cucks for his wife had seen fit to reward him with a sexual experience unlike any other and it seemed like the fun was just getting started.

  
    Ride a Dildo for Your Wife's Pleasure, Cucky

    Click here to read the previous parts of the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

     It's there when you come home from work. It's on the coffee table. It's standing tall and straight. It's not the sort of thing that most people keep on a coffee table.

    Your wife's not most people, though. Not since she granted your request to cuckold you. Not since she found her bull. Not since he showed her that there's a whole world of pleasure out there that she was missing out on.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?"

    You drop your travel coffee mug and yelp from the surprise of her sudden appearance behind you. You were too distracted by the dildo sitting on your coffee table to notice her approach.

    "Sorry," she says with a gentle laugh. Her lips find your neck and her hand moves over your lower back. She untucks your shirt and her fingers slip under it and caress your skin. "I didn't mean to scare you."

    You turn and see your beautiful wife in a soft white sweater and a black pleated skirt. Her dark hair looks exquisite and she's wearing the lipstick she had on the last time her bull came over. The lipstick she left on his cock while going down on him. The lipstick she smeared on your lips while kissing you deeply after blowing her bull.

    "It's okay," you say.

    You keep staring at her lips and your wife smiles. "You want to kiss me, don't you?"

    You nod.

    She leans closer but stops short of actually kissing you. "He was here," she whispers. "Right before you got home, actually. He got off work early today. He texted to ask if he could see me. I invited him over. I sat him right there on our couch. I gave him a blowjob. I took my time, too. It would be fair to say that I worshiped his cock before I made him cum in my mouth."

    She caresses your cock through your slacks and you get hard as a rock.

    "Do you still want to kiss me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    Her lips find yours. Her tongue slips into your mouth. You can taste him. You can taste another man's cock and cum. It makes the kiss so much hotter as your mind fills with images of your wife's head bobbing up and down in another man's lap.

    "Feel my pussy," she whispers.

    You lift her skirt and slip your fingers into her panties. You penetrate her pussy and your flesh is engulfed in the intense heat and wetness that only happens when she's been with her bull.

    "Did he fuck you?"

    "No. He would have, of course, but you know that sometimes I really enjoy sucking him off." She smiles and adds, "It helps that I have a good little cucky that's always happy to tend to my pussy so I don't always need my bull's cock to get me off."

    "I'll do anything to make you feel good."

    She smiles. "I know you will. So get naked for me."

    Your wife walks towards the couch and sits as you strip. She pulls her cute little skirt up her thighs and exposes a pair of black lace panties. She watches you get naked and rubs her pussy, letting out a gentle moan every now and then as you stare between her legs. You hope she's going to let you inside her, though you know it's unlikely since you don't fuck your wife all that often since her bull came into the picture.

    "Does the dildo look familiar?" she asks you approach the couch.

    You stop and stare at it. You shake your head.

    "Why don't you get a little closer? Get on your knees. Really study it."

    You drop to your knees. You crawl towards the coffee table. You study the dildo. It's remarkably lifelike, including a set of balls at the base. It's quite large. Like her bull's cock, actually. Then it dawns on you.

    "Wait...is this...is this his cock?"

    Your wife smiles and nods. "There's a company that will make a dildo out of any cock. All you have to do is make a mold of it and send it off to them. Two weeks later you get a dildo in the mail."

    You stare at the toy. You reach out and poke it like it actually stands a chance of coming to life. It's semi-flexible and its bounces back and forth a little after your touch.

    "Kiss it for me," she says.

    You turn and look at your wife. She has a hand up her sweater and she's rubbing her pussy through her panties. Her face is alive with pleasure and it feels as though she's planned this, that she invited her bull over, got turned on sucking his cock, and now intends on having you put on a show for her.

    "Kiss his cock," she says. "Kiss his cock for me. Kiss the head."

    You look at the dildo. It's shaped like his cock, but it's not actually his cock. It's not like you'd be crossing some line. You'd just be kissing a toy. You can do that. You lean forward. You purse your lips. You close your eyes. You kiss the dildo. You kiss the cock-shaped dildo.

    To your surprise, there's something about it that feels good. That's exciting. Your balls tingle. Your cock does, too. You reach down and stroke yourself a little and it feels remarkably good. Better than usual.

    "Give it a real kiss," your wife instructs. "That was too tentative. Kiss it like I would, baby. Kiss it like that cock brings you the most incredible pleasure you've ever experienced. Kiss it like you want to show your gratitude to the man that owns that cock. Kiss it like I kissed his cock when he came over this afternoon."

    You know what she's talking about. You've seen her kiss his cock like that. You've seen it countless times and it always turns you on. Now she wants to see you do it. In a way, it makes sense. You are, in fact, grateful for her bull. You're grateful that he pleasures your wife so thoroughly. You're grateful that his skill in bed makes her eager to cuckold you.

    So you kiss the dildo - the one shaped exactly like his cock - in the same way she does. Your lips part when you kiss it. You use your tongue. You make out with the head of his cock. You kiss it from all angles. You kiss it like you're grateful. You kiss it like you're on the verge of worshiping it, like your wife almost certainly did that afternoon in your living room.

    "Mmm, that's so hot, cucky," she says.

    You turn to see that her hand is in her panties. That's she furiously rubbing her clit. That she's playing with her tits. That she's clearly turned on.

    "Now I want you to suck his cock," she says. "Take it in your mouth. Suck the cock that makes your wife so fucking happy. Suck the cock that fucks me better than you ever have, cucky."

    You turn back to the cock. There are little patches of your saliva on the head. You lean closer. You're turned on. Massively so, in fact. It feels strange - and a little embarrassing - to even consider sucking the cock in front of you, and yet you want to.

    You take the head in your mouth. You suck on it. You suck on it like your wife wants you to. You give a blowjob. You give the lifelike dildo a blowjob. It feels strange, but it makes your balls tingle and your dick throb. You stroke yourself.

    "More, baby," she encourages you. "Take more of it. Suck more of that big, beautiful cock into your mouth. Worship it. Show it how grateful you are. Show the kind of gratitude a good cucky should show to the man that fucks his wife."

    She's acting like you're actually sucking her bull's cock and it's turning you on. It feels wrong, but it turns you on. Maybe it's exciting precisely because it's wrong, because a straight man shouldn't suck another man's cock.

    "Give me the toy," she says.

    You pull your mouth from the dildo and hand it to your wife. She smiles, takes it in her mouth for a few seconds, and then places the base of it between her legs.

    "Come here. Come and kiss it."

    Your pulse quickens as you crawl between your wife's legs. This feels different. It's no longer just a toy sitting on the table. It's a cock between her legs. You can't help but picture him sitting on the couch. He was probably there this afternoon. He was probably exactly where your wife is sitting right now.

    "Kiss the cock," she says softly.

    You look up at your wife, lean in, and kiss the cock the way she would. It's a passionate kiss. Your lips part. Your tongue licks it. She moans and rubs her pussy with one hand while holding the base of the dildo with the other.

    "Now suck it," she whispers. "Suck his cock."

    You hesitate, but only for a moment. You're too turned on to resist. You take the dildo in your mouth. You suck on it. You suck the cock. You suck his cock.

    "Fuck," your wife says. "That's so fucking hot, cucky. It's so fucking hot watching you suck his cock."

    You've never even touched his real cock. You've watched countless times, of course, but you've never come close to his cock. It seems, though, that your wife finds the idea arousing. If she didn't, she probably wouldn't be so turned on watching you give a pseudo blowjob, would she?

    "Deeper," she says.

    You hold her gaze while pushing deeper down on the cock. Your jaw aches a little, but you keep pushing. You gag a little, but you keep pushing. You don't care about the unpleasant feelings. You're too turned on. This feels too good. You stroke your cock and feel an intense, almost overwhelming kind of arousal.

    "That's good, cucky, that's so fucking good. You're such a good little cocksucker."

    You moan when she says it. You moan because you're so turned on, because your wife has never called you a cocksucker, because you love that she just called you a cocksucker.

    "You like that?" she asks.

    You nod with the dick still in your mouth.

    She smiles. "I thought you might. I like it too. It turns me on, baby. It makes me so wet to see you sucking his dick, to see you trying so hard to please him."

    It's her you're trying to please, and yet the imagery thrills you. For a moment you picture being on your knees in front of him. The notion terrifies you, and yet there's a rush of arousal that comes with it.

    "I want you to ride it," she says.

    You pull back. The cock slips from your lips. You stare at it. It's coated in thick layers of saliva gathered from the back of your throat.

    "I want you to take it in your ass. I want you to ride it like a good cucky. I want you to ride his long, thick, perfect dick."

    Your asshole twitches at the thought of it. You're still stroking your cock, though, and you're still immensely aroused.

    "Put it on the floor. Spit in your hand. Lube your ass with your spit. Then sit on his cock, cucky."

    You take the dildo. You place it on the floor behind you. You lift your hand to your mouth but your wife reaches out to stop you.

    She grabs your hand, leans forward, and spits in it. She provides you with the lube you need. She smiles and then kisses you as you reach back and rub her spit over your asshole.

    "Be a good slut," she whispers. "A good cucky slut. Ride his cock. Show me that you'll do anything to please me, anything to arouse me, anything to make me happy."

    You reach back to stabilize the base of the toy and rub the head over your asshole. You stare at your wife as you do so, holding her gaze and witnessing her arousal, which further deepens your desire to fuck yourself.

    You sit down on the cock. The head opens you up. It hurts, though not nearly as bad as you thought it might. It slides into you. Your lips part and you groan. You stroke your cock as you take it, keeping your desire at a fever pitch.

    "Is it in your ass, cucky?"

    You nod.

    She peels her panties off and tosses them aside. She slides three fingers into her pussy and pumps herself with them. You hear the wetness. You look between her legs and see that her labia are plump and slippery. You see your wife penetrating herself as she rubs her clit with her other hand. You hear her moans.

    "Fuck yourself, cucky. Ride his cock. Ride it with your tight little asshole. Be a good slut for me, for him. Show me that you're willing to do whatever it takes to please him."

    You want to make your wife happy so you ride the cock in your ass. You take it deep. You take it deeper than you thought possible. You take the toy until you feel the plastic balls against your ass. You groan. You groan at the thought of your asshole being filled completely by her bull's cock. It's a horrifying and thrilling idea.

    You ride him. You ride his cock. He's not there, but you're riding his cock. You're bouncing up and down on her bull's fat cock. It's lubed with your spit. Your asshole is lubed with her spit.

    Your wife masturbates furiously as you fuck yourself with her bull's cock. You lose yourself in her pleasure as your asshole gets stretched around a cock that's far superior to yours, around a cock that's spent a great deal more time inside your wife than you have in the last six months.

    "Cum with his cock in your ass, cucky," she instructs. "Cum with my bull's cock buried in your tight, slutty little asshole."

    It's impossible to resist her instruction. You're too turned on. You have a cock in your ass for the first time in your life and you're immensely aroused. So much so that your dick feels alive with pleasure, that you're absolutely certain your orgasm is going to be astonishing.

    She cums first. You cum immediately afterwards. You cum hard, too. Your body shakes. Your thighs tremble. Cum spurts into the air and lands on the floor over and over again. You close your eyes and sit down on the dick in your ass, though that's almost entirely because you might otherwise fall over.

    Your wife's lips meet yours before you open your eyes. Her tongue slips into your mouth as she takes your head in her hands. She moans softly and you do the same.

    "That was so hot," she says. "We definitely have to do that again."

    "I'd do anything to make you happy," you say.

    You see her smile. You see how bright her eyes are. You see how happy and satisfied she is. You suspect that she can see the same thing in your eyes and on your face.

    You're a very lucky cuckold, aren't you?

  
    Rimming Her on Command

    There’s something inherently naughty about eating ass, isn’t there? Most of the time it really is a little bit dirty, given what passes through the area. That’s part of the thrill though. For a moment, even if it’s somewhere in the back of your mind, you’re thinking about that when you stare at her asshole.

    He’s thinking about it too. That’s why he wants you to eat her ass. That’s why he wants you on your knees behind your beautiful wife, rimming her asshole while they kiss and he plays with her perky, perfect tits. That’s why he wants your tongue in her asshole while he plays with her pussy and gets her soaking wet. That’s why he wants her cuck husband eating her dirty little ass while she strokes his cock and tells him how desperate she is to feel it inside her.

    In this context, it’s a potent way for him to remind both of you of your place. You’re behind her. Your face is buried between her ass cheeks. She can feel you working her tight, dirty little asshole with your tongue, but she can’t see you. She can only see him. She can see the lust in his eyes. She can see the desire he feels for her. She can feel the way his cock throbs for her. She can feel the pleasure he generates by playing with her pussy, all while her cuck husband is busy stuffing his tongue up her ditty little ass.

    Falling to your knees and eating her ass while she and her bull enjoy a bit of lusty foreplay is such a small thing, and yet it can lead to such intense arousal for all three of you. When done right, so many elements of cuckolding are exactly that way. That’s what makes it such an exciting fetish. Don’t you agree?

  
    Room & Board - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Allison was pacing the backyard in search of a release from her writer’s block when she heard the doorbell ring.

    She headed inside, glanced out the front window, and smiled when she saw a delivery guy holding a massive bouquet of flowers in a vase.

    “Mrs. Williams?” the man said as Allison opened the door.

    “That’s me,” she replied.

    He handed her the flowers and said, “Have a nice day.”

    For a few moments Allison stood in the doorway and breathed in the beautiful scents coming off the flowers. She smiled brightly and headed inside to put the flowers on the kitchen counter and pull out the little card.

    Allison,

    I know I’ve been working long hours recently and I’ve been neglecting you. I’m sorry about that. I love you so much and I don’t know what I’d do without you. How about a weekend at the Ritz-Carlton to make it up to you?

    Justin

    While Allison had largely managed to avoid feeling guilty about having sex with Blake up to that point, she couldn’t avoid it anymore. The guilt washed over her as she read the note from her husband. She smelled the flowers again and noticed that he’d included peonies, which were her favorite.

    “Shit,” Allison said to herself. “I’m such a bitch.”

    “Hey,” Blake said.

    Allison turned around and faced the young man that she’d cheated on her husband with. He had a shy smile on his face.

    “Hey,” Allison said.

    Despite the nearly overwhelming sense of guilt she felt in that moment, Allison couldn’t help but feel desire for Blake. She couldn’t help but feel a deep-seated need to satisfy the sexual needs that fucking him in the pool had unleashed.

    “Who are the flowers from?” Blake asked as he stepped closer.

    “Justin,” Allison said. “He apologized for working so many hours lately and said he wanted to take me away for a weekend to make up for it.”

    Blake took a few steps closer as Allison felt her body cry out for him. She wanted to take his pants off. She wanted to jump on the counter and invite him between her legs. She wanted him to fuck her despite knowing she couldn’t cheat on Justin again.

    “Oh,” Blake said. “Do you think he knows?”

    Allison shook her head. “No. I don’t think he’d send flowers if he knew we’d been having sex. I think he’d send divorce papers.”

    Blake took another step closer, leaving him an arm’s length from Allison. She looked up and felt an overpowering desire to close the distance between them and kiss the young man. It took a great deal of energy to stop herself from giving in to her base desires and fucking Blake again.

    “We can’t,” Allison said. “We shouldn’t have had sex in the first place. I shouldn’t have walked into your room the second time. I shouldn’t have done what I did, Blake. I’m sorry. We can’t do it again.”

    Blake stepped closer and took Allison’s hand in his. She looked up at him and for a moment she felt like she’d go along with it if Blake decided he had to have her.

    “I know,” he said. “I know that’s the smart thing to do. I know it’s terrible for us to be having sex while your husband is working those long hours. I just…I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re on my mind all the time.”

    Blake’s hand moved to her waist and slipped under her t-shirt. He caressed her skin and gently moved his hand to her lower back. Blake applied gentle pressure and Allison let him pull her body against his. She felt the bulge between his legs. She saw Blake tilt his head down. She saw his lips approaching hers.

    They kissed. Allison opened her mouth and Blake’s tongue slipped inside. She moaned as his hands moved to her ass.

    “No, no,” Allison said as she stepped back. “No, I’m sorry, we can’t. We just can’t. We can’t.”

    Allison’s body wanted to fuck Blake again. She wanted to strip right there in the kitchen and offer him her pussy. She wanted to feel the hard, fast thrusts of a 21 year old cock inside her.

    Instead, she walked away. She rushed to her bedroom and shut the door, locking it to deter Blake from pressing.

    Allison spun around and ran her fingers through her hair as she battled a mixture of anxiety and overpowering lust. Her mind was foggy as she struggled to process her body’s continued need to betray her husband.

    Instead of making that mistake again, Allison took off her pants and got into bed. She pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers into her pussy, soaking up some of the wetness before rubbing her clit.

    Blake filled her head as Allison masturbated. She thought of how good it felt the first time his cock slipped inside her in the pool. She thought of how hard and fast he’d fucked her the second time when she’d bent over in his bedroom. She thought of how good his insistent, hard, deep thrusts felt. She thought of how much better the sex was with Blake. Her guilt washed away as her orgasm approached.

    Allison closed her eyes, arched her back, and said, “Fuck me, Blake,” in a soft voice as she imagined the young man between her legs. She imagined his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. She imagined wrapping her legs around him as her desperate moans filled the bedroom. She imagined him grunting and cumming inside her just like he’d done the day before. As those thoughts raced through her head Allison had a powerful orgasm that sent waves of pleasure throughout her body.

    “Fuck,” she said afterwards. “This is going to be a problem.”

    Blake wasn’t going anywhere. She couldn’t kick him out of the house just a few days after welcoming him in, especially since she couldn’t admit why she didn’t want him around anymore. She was going to have to find a way to deal with her desire, which clearly wasn’t going to dissipate anytime soon.

    
      

    

    Allison sat in bed in a strappy black lingerie set complete with stockings and a garter belt. She wore a black satin robe that she’d opened up just enough to show her cleavage and a little bit of the soft flesh of her breasts.

    “Allison, wow,” Justin said as he stepped into the bedroom and dropped his bag, seemingly by accident. “You look incredible.”

    Allison smiled as she ran a stocking-clad foot up her leg and said, “The flowers were beautiful,” she said. “And you don’t need to apologize for working late. I love that you’re so passionate about your work. It’s why you’re so successful.”

    “I know,” Justin said. “But that’s no excuse. I’ve been neglecting you. You deserve better, Allison. You work hard too and you’re really successful and yet you manage to make time for me.”

    Allison swung her legs over the edge of the bed and sauntered towards her husband. They shared a kiss as she ran her fingers over the back of his neck.

    “Take your pants off,” Allison said as she pushed the robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

    Justin stripped and Allison dropped to her knees in front of him and wrapped her lips around his throbbing cock.

    “Oh, fuck, Allison,” he said as she offered the kind of oral pleasure she knew her husband loved.

    Allison tried her best, but she couldn’t quite keep Blake out of her head as she sucked Justin’s cock. She wanted to banish the young man from her brain, but it wasn’t working. Instead, she pictured him standing in front of her. She pictured his cock in her mouth. She pictured his hands moving through her hair. She pictured that look of desperate lust that only young men get.

    “Would you like to fuck your wife?” Allison asked as she stroked Justin’s cock and looked up at him.

    “Absolutely,” Justin answered.

    She stood up and spun around to walk to the bed. Justin followed and Allison pushed the comforter aside, climbed into their bed, and spread her legs.

    Her husband was inside her moments later. They kissed as his cock slid in and out of her soaking wet pussy, but only Allison knew that her arousal was because she couldn’t stop thinking about Blake.

    She’d hoped that dressing up in lingerie she knew Justin would love and fucking him would give her some respite from her constant thoughts about Blake. She’d been wrong, though. Instead, having her husband’s cock inside her only served to reinforce Allison’s desire for the younger man.

    Blake’s cock was bigger and harder than Justin’s. His body was fitter. He fucked her with far greater passion. He made her cum harder. Justin was trying his best, but he simply couldn’t compare.

    Allison was going to cum, though. It was going to happen because she was thinking about Blake, but Justin wouldn’t know that.

    “Fuck me, baby,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Justin kissed her and Allison closed her eyes and imagined Blake’s tongue in her mouth. She imagined his cock slamming into her pussy. She imagined seducing him with the lingerie she’d worn for her husband.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Allison cried out a few moments later. “I’m cumming!”

    Her orgasm was loud and deeply pleasurable as Justin continued to fuck her. Allison smiled as she thought that she’d found a solution to her problem. If she could cum hard while fantasizing about Blake, perhaps having sex with Justin would prove to be as thrilling as having sex with the younger man.

    “Cum inside me,” Allison said as she wrapped her legs around her husband. “Fill my pussy. Give me your cum.”

    Those seemed to be the magic words as Justin grunted, buried his cock inside her, and unleashed his seed.

    He collapsed on top of her and softly kissed Allison’s neck as she ran her fingers over his back and grabbed his ass.

    “You made me cum so hard,” Allison said.

    Justin laughed and said, “That was great, Allison. Really great. I should get you flowers more often.”

    He pulled out and they shared a soft, lingering kiss before Allison reached over to grab a handful of tissues and soak up some of the cum that was leaking out of her.

    She knew it was far from perfect, but at least she’d had good sex with her husband and experienced a great orgasm. That climax had been fueled by thoughts of another man, but Allison saw it as progress. Maybe she’d be able to live in the same house with Blake and not continue to cheat on her husband.

    
      

    

    For a few days Allison mostly avoided Blake. If Justin was at work, she took to leaving the room soon after he entered, offering an apology and stepping away to avoid temptation.

    She took to masturbating a great deal more often than usual. Anytime her desire for Blake threatened to lead to a bad decision Allison would lock herself in the bedroom and have a quick orgasm that would dissipate her need and make it easier to get back to work.

    It was a little after lunch on Friday when Allison’s resolve melted. She and Blake had eaten together – it seemed far too rude for her to take her food and walk away from him – and soon after putting her plate in the dishwasher Allison rushed to the bedroom and stripped.

    She’d spent most of her lunch fantasizing about fucking Blake as they talked and she needed to masturbate. Her mistake was forgetting to lock the door.

    Moments after she’d climbed into bed and spread her legs Allison looked over to see the younger man standing in the doorway.

    “Blake, what are you doing?” Allison asked as she pulled the sheets over her body.

    Blake answered by approaching the bed as Allison stared at the undeniable bulge between his legs.

    “Blake, please,” Allison said, though there wasn’t much conviction behind her plea.

    He pulled the sheets back, exposing her body. Allison stared up at him and slowly moved her hand away from her pussy.

    Blake reached out and gently pushed two fingers inside her as he held her gaze. “Tell me to leave,” he said. “Tell me you don’t want me to fuck you. Tell me you don’t want to feel my cock inside you. Just say it and I’ll leave.”

    Allison tried to summon the words, but they wouldn’t come. Instead, she reached out and grasped Blake’s cock through his pants. She stroked him slowly and moaned as he played with her pussy.

    “Fuck me, Blake,” Allison said.

    Blake pulled his fingers from her pussy, pulled his shirt off, and stripped out of his pants in a flash. Allison spread her legs and he moved between them. They kissed as she reached down to guide his big, rock hard cock inside her.

    “Oh fuck,” Allison said. “Fuck me, Blake. Fuck me.”

    Allison wrapped her legs around the 21 year old as he gave her exactly what she needed. He fucked her hard and fast, pushing every inch of his splendidly erect cock deep into her pussy with every thrust.

    Allison gripped Blake’s muscular back tightly as she felt an orgasm approach with surprising speed. He’d been inside her for less than a minute and already he’d provided her with far greater pleasure than her husband had just a few nights earlier.

    “I’m cumming!” Allison cried out. She screamed as her fingers moved through Blake’s hair and her legs kicked open.

    The pure joy of the orgasm made Allison laugh joyfully as Blake slowed his thrusts and kissed her neck.

    “I’m a terrible wife,” she said.

    “Does that mean you want to stop?” Blake asked.

    “Not on your life,” Allison replied as she pushed Blake off of her and got on top.

    He was inside her a moment later and she went to work achieving a second orgasm.

    “I missed fucking you,” Blake said. “I thought about you constantly. You were on my mind – and in my fantasies – every minute of every day.”

    “I know,” Allison said as Blake reached up to play with her tits. “I was the same way. I’m the worst wife in the world, but I have to have you.”

    Blake grabbed her ass and Allison leaned down to kiss him as he fucked his cock up into her pussy. His hard, deep thrusts felt incredibly good and she knew she’d cum before long.

    “I’m not going to last much longer,” Blake said.

    “Cum inside me,” Allison said. “Whenever you’re ready. Cum in my pussy.”

    Blake took just long enough for Allison to cum a second time. Right as the orgasm ripped through her body Blake thrust his big cock inside her and groaned. He came inside her in the bed she shared with her husband. She deepened in infidelity by soiling her marital bed, but she didn’t care. If anything, that made it hotter.

    “Allison, you’re incredible,” Blake said.

    She smiled and leaned down to kiss him before letting her body rest on top of his. Blake moved his hands through her hair and down her back and she smiled. She knew she was being a terrible wife, but she couldn’t deny the deep sense of satisfaction coursing through her in that moment.

    “I’d like to say we’re not going to do this again, but I think we both know I’d be lying,” Allison said.

    Blake’s cock was still hard inside her. Allison suspected he could fuck her again right then and there without any time to recover.

    She began to move her hips and Blake moaned in response. “Can you go again?” she asked.

    “I can,” he replied.

    Allison smiled. She wasn’t even going to wait five minutes before fucking Blake again. She’d deal with the guilt later.
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    “So, how’s the script coming?” Allison asked as she backed out of the driveway.

    “Ugh,” Blake said as he shifted in the passenger seat. “I know writing is supposed to be hard. Almost every screenwriter I love talks about how hard it is, but damn, it’s really hard.”

    Allison tried her best not to smile at Blake’s all too predictable frustration. He was the latest in a line of millions of writers to discover that living out their dream was far more difficult than simply imagining it.

    “It’s good that you’re sticking with it,” she said. “You’d be surprised at how many people abandon their so-called dreams at the first sign of adversity.”

    Blake chuckled as Allison pulled up to a stop sign and looked over at him. She considered asking him to go back to the house and spend the morning fucking her, but it felt too selfish. They’d fucked the night before when Justin had stayed late at work and she didn’t want to pull Blake away from the work he’d come to Los Angeles to pursue.

    “What’s the issue you’re having? Are you struggling to come up with a good idea? Are you struggling to figure out plot points?” she asked while taking a left and heading towards the coffee shop Blake would spend his day at.

    “It’s a little of everything, I think. The idea just needs more work, honestly. It turns out that fleshing out an idea into something that can work as a 90 page script is pretty damn boring,” he said. “My mind wanders, you know? I should concentrate, but sometimes I can’t.”

    “Where does your mind wander?” Allison asked.

    “Well…nowadays it wanders…well, to you,” he said.

    Allison couldn’t contain her smile. She was still a little embarrassed that she’d entered into a full-on affair with a much younger man and that she’d let herself be so enraptured with the joys of having sex with Blake. All of it felt so wrong, though that was probably part of what made it so thrilling.

    “Oh really?” she said while glancing over at Blake. He had a smile on his face and his eyes were happily wandering over her body.

    Allison had worn a pair of workout pants and an exceptionally tight tank top and had done so for Blake. She knew it was shameless and she didn’t care. She wanted him to desire her. She wanted him to feel a deep need to fuck her, even if she had no intention of fucking him until he’d finished his work for the day.

    “Fuck…yes, I think about you all the time. All the time. And you look so hot today. I can’t stop thinking about you. I have no idea how I’m supposed to get anything done,” Blake confessed.

    Allison felt a kind of giddiness she hadn’t experienced in a long, long time. She knew it was one of the side effects of having sex with someone new. She knew it was a biological thing, that her body was flooded with all kinds of beautiful hormones. She knew it was a result of fucking someone behind her husband’s back, but she didn’t care. She loved the feeling.

    Allison stopped at a red light a few blocks from the coffee shop and reached into Blake’s lap. She found his semi-erect cock in his shorts and stroked it, eliciting an instant moan from the younger man.

    “I guess it’s unfair of me to get you all hot and bothered before sending you off to work, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “Well, no, I wouldn’t say that,” Blake answered.

    Allison smiled at his attempt to be a gentleman. She wasn’t particularly interested in that, though. Instead, she felt an overpowering desire to make Blake cum.

    “No, you know what, it’s not right of me. I need to take care of you. I need to make sure you have a clear mind before you sit down to write,” she said.

    There was genuine surprised in Blake’s voice as he asked, “Really?”

    Allison released her grasp on his cock, smiled, and pulled into the parking lot where she was originally going to drop him off. Instead, she made her way to a space along the side of the building that housed the coffee shop and half a dozen other businesses.

    Allison released her seatbelt, leaned over, and unzipped Blake’s shorts. She reached inside to free his cock and wrapped her lips around it before he could say anything.

    “Oh my God,” was all he could manage as Allison offered a wet, vigorous blowjob in the name of getting him off quickly.

    Blake moaned as Allison worked him with her mouth. She felt the veins along his shaft as her lips and tongue moved up and down it. She felt the way the head throbbed in her mouth. She felt the way his cock pulsed as he neared his orgasm. All of it turned her on.

    “Fuck, Allison, I’m going to cum,” Blake said.

    Allison appreciated the warning – a surprise cumshot in the mouth was never pleasant – and she doubled down on pleasuring the younger man in her car. She stroked him and sucked him vigorously and before long she was rewarded with a load of his cum on her tongue.

    Allison kept her lips sealed tight around his shaft and happily swallowed after the last drops of Blake’s cum had departed the tip of his cock.

    “Holy shit,” he said as she sat up and smiled. “That was incredible. Allison, holy shit, you’re incredible.”

    “It was my pleasure,” she said.

    “Can I make you cum?” he asked.

    “That’s very kind of you, Blake, but that was for you, and I did actually enjoy it. You go to work. I’ll see you later tonight. If Justin has to work late again you can fuck me again. How does that sound?” she asked.

    “That sounds great,” Blake said as he grabbed his laptop bag. “Thank you. That was incredible. Really.”

    He got out of the car, gave her a quick wave, and headed around the front of the building and into the coffee shop where he’d spend his day likely making very little progress on his script.

    Allison sat back, smiled, and pushed a hand into her leggings. Her pussy was soaked and she slipped two fingers inside to pick up a bit of lube before turning her attention to her clit.

    Allison closed her eyes and let a sense of deep pleasure envelope her body as she marveled at how she’d actually enjoyed giving Blake head. It had been a genuine pleasure to take him in her mouth, to feel him throb, and to make him cum. She felt a little bit slutty, but in the best way possible.

    Allison tried to remember the last time she’d given head in a car. It was almost certainly when she and Justin were dating, but she couldn’t quite recall. She wondered if she’d enjoyed it as much back then as she’d enjoyed it in the parking lot.

    As she thought once again about having Blake’s cock in her mouth Allison enjoyed a deeply pleasurable orgasm. She let out a load moan, clamped her thighs together, and gently rubbed her clit as the climax exploded out from her loins and spread to the rest of her body.

    “Fuck,” she whispered in the aftermath of the orgasm. So many thoughts worked their way through her head in those few fleeting moments, but it was her seemingly inexhaustible desire for her dalliances with Blake that dominated all of them. Allison had hopefully freed Blake of his desire by letting him cum, but she was almost certainly going to spend her day distracted by need. It wasn’t the worst outcome.

    
      

    

    “Have you noticed the way Blake looks at you?” Justin asked.

    Allison felt her body tense up and her heart rate explode for a few moments before she took a deep breath, folded the page of the book she was reading, and looked at her husband, who seemed like he was trying to be cool while bringing up something that he found distressing.

    “What do you mean?” Allison asked.

    “I don’t know. I feel like I catch him staring at you in that hungry way young men tend to look at women they’re attracted to,” he said.

    The panic returned for just a moment before Allison reasoned that her husband wouldn’t have brought her all the way to the beautiful, exceedingly expensive Ritz-Carlton in Santa Barbara if he was going to accuse her of doing something untoward with the young man staying with them. He wouldn’t have paid for the astoundingly expensive poolside bungalow they were lounging in if his plan was to start a fight.

    Hoping she was correct, she decided to go on the offensive and see if she could turn her husband’s thoughts about Blake into a source of arousal.

    Allison sat up, turned to her Justin and smiled as his eyes moved to the cleavage her skimpy black bikini showed off. “Is someone feeling a little jealous?” she asked while reaching out and caressing Justin’s leg.

    “What?” he asked while clearly trying to seem incredulous. “No, I’m not jealous. I just think it’s a little weird, is all. I mean, we let him stay in our home and he ogles you? Doesn’t that seem incredibly rude to you?”

    Allison knew her husband well enough to see that while he might have believed some of what he was saying, mostly he was faking it. Perhaps he’d also seen her offering Blake the occasional smile or lusty stare and he was afraid to bring it up. Perhaps he was just jealous of the younger, fitter man living in their house and he was looking for a way to blow off a little steam.

    Allison decided to double down on distracting him. The curtains of their little bungalow were closed and that afforded them enough privacy that she could have a little fun, so Allison let her fingers move their way between Justin’s legs.

    “It’s okay if you’re a little jealous,” she said. “That can be a good thing for a marriage. Maybe your jealousy inspires a little bit of desire. Maybe seeing Blake stare at me like that makes you want me. Maybe it makes you want to fuck your wife.”

    “Have you seen him staring?” Justin asked, though his tone had changed and the almost instant erection in his pants made it perfectly clear that he was on board to have a little fun.

    “It’s possible,” Allison said as she untied her husband’s swimsuit and worked it down enough to free his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked him slowly as she reached up with her other hand to untie her bikini top and expose her breasts. “What if I didn’t mind him staring at me? What if some small part of me liked it?”

    Allison took Justin’s moan as a sign of encouragement and left her lounge chair to straddle him. She leaned forward to offer her breasts and he gladly took one of her nipples into his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh.

    She let out a soft moan and said, “Mmmm, that’s it, baby. Make me feel good.”

    Allison wondered how far she could push it. Justin hadn’t come close to saying that he enjoyed the idea of her actually fucking Blake, but it seemed like he didn’t have a problem letting his mind venture into that territory.

    Justin reached down and pulled Allison’s bikini bottoms aside, exposing her pussy and slipping two fingers inside her.

    “You’re so wet,” he said with a mixture of surprise and delight in his voice.

    “Yes, I am,” she said.

    Justin looked up at her with just a touch of insecurity on his face and asked, “Is that…is that because…because you’re thinking…”

    “Shhh,” Allison said as she pressed her fingers against his lips, reached down to grab his cock, and guided it inside her. She sat down on Justin’s erection and replaced her fingers with her lips. Their tongues mingled as he moaned while she sank down on his cock.

    Allison rode him slowly, in part because she didn’t want to get caught having sex in what was definitely a public place and in part because she wanted to draw it out. She wanted to tease Justin a little, to see how far she could push things.

    “I’m wet and you’re inside me,” she whispered between soft kisses. “Isn’t that all that matters?”

    Justin groaned and reached up to grasp her tits and gently squeeze them as her pussy clamped down on his stiff cock.

    “Allison…I…” he said before she offered her breasts once more. Justin took her nipple into his mouth and sucked, sending a shock of pleasure through her body.

    She rode him a little faster and he sucked her nipple a little harder. He groaned softly and Allison felt a splendid kind of pleasure building between her legs. She was going to cum and it felt like it was going to be an exceptionally good orgasm.

    It was the impending orgasm and the overwhelming desire that accompanied it that led to Allison pushing her husband just a little bit further than she’d planned on.

    “I like that he wants me,” she said while riding him faster. “I like that Blake stares at me. I like that someone as young and good looking as he is wants someone like me.”

    Justin grabbed her ass and moaned as he propelled his cock up inside Allison. She looked down and their eyes met as she observed a wild kind of lust on her husband’s face.

    Allison felt her lips curl into a devilish smile before she said, “I like that he wants to fuck me.”

    Justin squeezed her ass tighter and Allison climaxed almost immediately as he fucked her hard and fast for just a few moments. Soon enough he joined her in orgasm, spilling his cum inside her as they both tried their best to keep quiet and ensure they didn’t get kicked out of the hotel.

    Allison collapsed on top of her husband and he held her tight as they both rode the beautiful post-orgasmic pleasures coursing through their bodies.

    Justin didn’t seem troubled by her dirty talk or what she’d expressed, but Allison wondered if she’d gone too far. Did he think she was just playing into what seemed to be his desires, or did he think that she seemed a little too interested in Blake’s desire in her?

    “That was really hot,” Justin said. “Unexpected and hot.”

    Allison smiled. Perhaps Justin was holding on to some concerns that he wasn’t willing to voice, but it seemed that she was in the clear and she’d gotten a great orgasm out of it.

    “Yes it was,” she said.

    Allison waited for her husband to say something about what she’d said. She figured he’d ask if she was being serious and try to probe a little further into what she’d revealed, but none of that happened.

    Instead, all he said was, “We should probably clean up before someone comes by.”

    He was right about that. Justin was still inside her and Allison was nearly naked. They’d almost certainly be kicked out of the hotel if they were caught like that and the poolside waiters had a habit of popping by every thirty minutes to see if they needed a drink.

    She lifted her pussy off his cock, grabbed a towel to catch the cum leaking out of her, and returned to her lounge chair with a smile on her face. She put her bikini top back on, turned to her husband, and said, “That was a lovely orgasm. Thank you.”

    “Yes it was,” he said with a gleeful look on his face. If he was worried about her and Blake, there was no sign of it.
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    Allison smiled as she heard the front door open. She ran her fingers over the erect flesh of her nipples and down her stomach, unleashing a soft moan as she neared her pussy.

    A few moments passed before she heard the sound of footsteps nearing the bedroom. Allison slipped two fingers into her wet pussy, closed her eyes, and arched her back as she felt a rush of anticipatory desire.

    The footsteps stopped in the doorway as Allison played with her pussy. She heard the distinct sound of someone stripping and smiled.

    “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said before adding a third finger to her pussy and pumping her slick hole fast enough to fill the room with the sounds of her wetness.

    Allison opened her eyes to see Blake coming towards her. He was naked and his cock was already hard.

    “I’ve been thinking about you too,” Blake said as he joined her in his bed.

    Allison spread her legs and welcomed Blake between them as they shared an intense kiss. Her fingers moved between their legs and found his thick, rock hard shaft. She thought of the last time she’d fucked Justin and how he just didn’t get that hard anymore. Her loins tingled with desire. She needed the younger man’s cock inside her.

    Allison stroked Blake’s shaft and asked, “Is that why you’re so hard?”

    “Yes it is,” he said before kissing her again.

    Their tongues engaged in an erotic dance as Allison placed the thick head of Blake’s cock at the entrance to her pussy. He slipped inside her with ease. She broke the kiss to unleash a loud, wondrous moan. Allison wrapped her arms tight around the fit young man as he buried every inch of his erection in her pussy and held it there for a few moments.

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

    Blake gave Allison what she needed, offering slow, deep thrusts. He’d gotten better since their first time in the pool. He used his cock with greater skill, offering her even more powerful orgasms than when they’d first begun their affair.

    “Harder,” Alison said. She was too worked up from her masturbation session. She needed to cum. She needed Blake to pound her with his thick young cock. She needed him to give her the kind of orgasm she craved.

    Blake delivered. His thrusts got harder and faster. His body slammed into hers over and over, and each time Allison got a little closer to an explosive orgasm. She’d woken up that morning with a deep craving for sex with her young lover and masturbating in bed hadn’t dissipated her desire. She truly had spent the day thinking about Blake’s cock and how good it made her feel.

    “Blake, I’m cumming!” Allison cried out as she arched her back. “I’m cumming!”

    For a split second she wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding the younger man tightly as he continued to fuck her. Then the explosion of pleasure arrived. She screamed and her hands moved to the back of Blake’s head to play with his hair as her legs kicked open and her toes curled. A deep sense of satisfaction rocketed through her body, bringing a giddy smile to her face that refused to go away.

    Blake kissed her neck as Allison giggled in pure delight. “You’re incredible,” she said. “You have no idea how incredible you are.”

    “I think you could say the same thing about yourself,” Blake replied. “Having sex with you is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. I don’t know how you do it, but it’s otherworldly. I swear, I could spend all day fucking you and I wouldn’t get tired of it.”

    Allison smiled and briefly entertained the idea of letting Blake have his way with her for as long as he desired.

    “Get on your back,” she said.

    Blake pulled out and rolled onto his back as Allison instructed. She straddled him, took his cock into her still-soaked pussy, and sank down onto it. Allison ran her fingers over his muscular chest and down his stomach as she moved back and forth over his erection, teasing him with the warmth and wetness that emanated from her loins.

    “Mmmm,” Allison said as a sense of pleasure once again enveloped her body. “I wouldn’t mind spending all day with your cock inside me.”

    Blake reached up and gently played with her breasts. He’d quickly learned how Allison liked to be touched and never failed to elicit a smile and a sensual moan as he sought to enhance her pleasure with his fingers.

    Allison felt a little guilty as she fantasized about getting to spend an entire day with Blake. She thought about falling asleep in his bed and waking up in the middle of the night with his erection pressing against her ass. She thought about letting him pump his load inside her before they’d cuddle up and fall asleep again. None of that was possible and none of it was particularly smart. She was a married woman, after all. There was something intensely sexy about it, though, which is why she let her mind wander.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” Allison said as she began to bounce on Blake’s cock. It still felt so good when Blake came inside her. Allison couldn’t resist. She knew it was because of the naughtiness of it. She knew that it thrilled her to have someone other than her husband releasing his seed inside her. She didn’t care, though. She needed it. She wanted it.

    Allison rode him faster as Blake played with her breasts. She watched the intense pleasure wash over his face and she felt good. She loved that someone as young and good looking as Blake wanted to fuck her, that he found such pleasure in fucking her, that he’d spend an entire day fucking her if he could.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” he cried out.

    Allison sat on his cock and moved her hips back and forth. She contracted her pussy, clamping down on Blake and giving him the most pleasurable orgasm possible. It felt spectacularly good to watch the pleasure wash over his face. She was responsible for that. It was her body that had gotten him off. It was her pussy that he craved and Allison couldn’t get enough of Blake’s desire.

    She leaned down and they shared a handful of soft kisses as Blake’s orgasm subsided and he entered a state of bliss.

    “You’re incredible,” he said.

    “So are you,” Allison replied. “I want to go again, though. Why don’t we take a swim and you can fuck me in a bikini?”

    Blake unleashed a smile that filled Allison with joy. He’d just cum and he still wanted her.

    “Can you wear the white one?” he asked, referring to the new bikini Allison had debuted the previous weekend.

    “Absolutely,” she said. “I’ll meet you out there.”

    Allison pulled off his cock, slid out of the bed, and headed towards her bedroom with Blake’s cum slowly dripping down her leg. It was messy, but there was something about it that turned her on. She’d just cum, but she was eager to have Blake again.

    
      

    

    “Are those new?” Justin asked as he buttoned up his shirt and eyed Allison’s leggings.

    “They are,” she replied with a smile. “Do you like them?”

    Allison spun around to model the leggings she’d bought online. They were skintight, as leggings tended to be, and they featured a semi-sheer cutout running down the side of each leg that Allison thought looked particularly good. The fact that Justin’s eyes went right to the cutout confirmed her conclusion.

    “They look incredible,” he said. “Like, I wish I didn’t have to go to work kind of incredible.”

    “Oh, is that right?” Allison asked as she pulled on a cropped sweater and approached her husband.

    She spun around, bent over, and shook her ass at him in a blatant attempt to tease.

    “Jesus,” he said.

    Justin stepped closer and reached out to run his fingers over the soft, skintight material. His touch was gentle and surprisingly erotic as Allison let out a quiet moan.

    She stood up and Justin’s hand moved to her exposed skin of her stomach as he pulled Allison close. He kissed her neck and she felt his cock grow and press against her ass.

    “Does this mean you really, really like my new leggings?” she asked softly.

    “That’s what it means,” he said.

    “What if I just rolled them down a little?” Allison asked as she reached back, slipped her fingers into the waistband of her new leggings, and pulled them down until half of her ass was exposed. “Do you think you could be a little late to work? It’s a Saturday, after all. Could you take a little time to fuck your wife before you leave?”

    Allison pushed the leggings down to her thighs and pressed her naked ass into Justin’s crotch as he groaned. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted him to take her to the bed, bend her over, and fuck her from behind. She wanted to feel that passion.

    “Allison, you’re killing me,” Justin said. “I can’t. This is the one day I can’t be late. Sarah’s coming in and you know she gets a little crazy when she feels like we’re not giving her the respect she thinks she’s due.”

    Allison stood up and spun around. She took Justin’s hand and placed it between her legs. His fingers slipped inside her.

    “Are you sure? I know Sarah’s a temperamental actress and you want her for your film, but can’t you be just a little late today? I’m in the mood. I want you to fuck me. I want you to bend me over the bed and fuck me until you cum. It doesn’t even have to be slow and tender. You can just pound me,” Allison said.

    Her affair with Blake had ignited a wild kind of desire that Allison had no interest in extinguishing. It made her want both her husband and her much younger lover all the time. It filled her with a kind of need that couldn’t be satiated and she had no compunction about driving Justin a little bit crazy with desire. If he chose to pass up on fucking her, it was his loss.

    Justin looked like he was in agony. Allison knew he couldn’t be late. He’d heard about Sarah’s temper tantrums. She sounded like the worst kind of actress and Allison knew Justin wanted her for the company’s next film, which meant constantly ego boosting. That didn’t stop her from trying to tempt him, though. She wanted him inside her.

    He pulled his fingers from her pussy and said, “I’m so sorry. I can’t. I really can’t. I love you. I love you so much and those leggings and that little sweater look so good together. I’m lucky to be with a woman like you. I really am. I’m sorry. I have to go. I can’t be late.”

    He was babbling, probably because his body was awash in arousal and his brain was screaming at him to leave or he might fuck up his next project. Allison knew he was making the right choice – convincing Sarah to star in the company’s next film could mean an extraordinary success if things went well – but that didn’t stop her from feeling a little disappointed.

    “I know,” Allison said with a smile, though she wondered if Justin could see the disappointment on her face. 

    She gave him a kiss on the cheek and pulled up her leggings as Justin rushed into the bathroom to brush his teeth. Allison left the bedroom feeling a little annoyed and poured a cup of coffee. Blake was already gone, which meant she’d be left to deal with her sexual frustration all on her own.

    “I’m sorry,” Justin said one more time as he stepped into the kitchen to pour a cup of coffee into his travel mug.

    “It’s okay. There’s always tomorrow morning,” Allison said.

    “Or tonight,” Justin replied.

    Allison sipped her coffee and tried not to sound annoyed as she said, “I think we both know you’ll get home too late for anything to happen tonight.”

    She watched Justin’s face as it seemed like he thought of a response and then swallowed it. Allison could have been a little kinder, but she was disappointed and she was going to punish her husband just a little bit.

    “Maybe tomorrow morning, then,” he said as his eyes drifted between her legs. He pointed and added, “Umm, I’m not sure what you’re planning on doing today, but you’ve got a wet spot going there so, you know, if you’re going out it might look like you peed your pants.”

    Allison looked down and smiled. She loved that she’d gotten turned on enough to make a wet spot between her legs.

    “I wish it was your cum leaking out of me,” she said.

    The surprised look on Justin’s face was entirely warranted. Allison almost never talked dirty like that. She’d changed a little since Blake’s cock filled her that first time in the pool, though.

    “What’s gotten into you?” Justin asked.

    Allison couldn’t tell if he was horrified at her filthiness or if it turned him on, but it didn’t matter either way.

    “I’m not sure. I like it, though,” she said.

    Justin studied her face like it might hold the answer to his question, but Allison wasn’t about to reveal that she’d been having an affair that had supercharged her sense of desire.

    Allison smiled, stepped closer, and pressed her body against Justin’s. She gave him a long, slow, kiss, once again bringing his cock to an erect state. She didn’t want to send him off to work wondering what the hell was going on with her. She wanted happier thoughts on his mind.

    “I’ll be ready whenever you get home tonight,” she whispered, changing her tune from earlier. “Make sure you’re ready for me.”

    Justin smiled and said, “I will be.”

    He turned and left with a bounce in his step. Allison couldn’t help but smile. She liked that he was going to spend his day thinking about the sex he’d get to have when he got home. She knew it wasn’t great that her desire was fueled by the fact that she was fucking someone else, but she wasn’t willing to give Blake up, not yet. It was a flimsy excuse, but she told herself that Justin was benefiting from her affair as he was cumming a lot more than he had before she started up with Blake.

    As Justin’s car backed out of the driveway Allison’s thoughts turned to satisfying her desire. She considered a quick masturbation session to relieve the crippling desire. She thought about actually using her new leggings for a workout and exhausting herself. She thought about going for a long swim with the same goal in mind. None of it seemed like it would get the job done, though.

    She knew it was foolish and perhaps a little desperate, but she decided to send a picture to Blake in the hope of enticing him to come home and fuck her.

    Allison grabbed her phone and struck a pose that highlighted her ass, the semi-sheer cutout, and a little of her exposed stomach as the cropped sweater rode up. She made sure to keep her face out of it, snapped the picture, and quickly sent it to Blake.

    “I hate to be a bother, but I’m feeling a little pent-up. Are you too busy to come back to the house and help me with that?” she texted.

    “On my way,” Blake replied.

    Allison felt genuine joy as she read his reply. Her pussy tingled with anticipation and she decided she would give Blake what Justin had refused.

    She left her coffee cup on the counter and headed for the bedroom with a smile on her face to wait for Blake’s arrival.

    “Allison?” Blake called out when he burst through the door ten minutes later.

    “I’m in here,” she yelled from the bedroom.

    The sound of Blake’s rushed footsteps thrilled her as Allison stood next to the bed with her ass facing the door.

    She bent over just a little as Blake walked into the room. “Holy shit,” he said.

    Allison slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and pulled them down for the second time that morning.

    “Justin refused to fuck me before he left for work,” she said. “He said he couldn’t be late. He just had to be there for a meeting with the actress he wants for his next movie. Will you give me what he couldn’t? Will you fuck me?”

    Blake stripped in what felt like a split second as he approached Allison. His cock was hard by the time he reached her. He dropped to his knees behind her, spread her cheeks, and licked her pussy from behind. Allison moaned as his tongue found her clit and his nose brushed against her labia.

    “I can’t say no to you,” Blake said as he stood up and teased her cunt with the head of his cock. “I ran out of the Starbucks when I saw your text, Allison. I can’t resist you.”

    “Fuck me, Blake,” she said.

    He plunged into her pussy as Allison reached between her legs to play with her clit.

    “Hard,” she said. “Fuck me hard.”

    She needed to be pounded. She wanted to feel Blake’s big cock sliding in and out of her pussy. She wanted to feel him taking her. She wanted to feel that sense of a man having his way with her body. She wanted to cum as Blake asserted his place as that man.

    He grabbed her waist with both hands and gave Allison what she needed. The sounds of sex filled the bedroom as his pelvis slammed into her ass repeatedly. Each thrust brought with it a delightful shock of pleasure as Allison’s finger danced over her clit. The teasing of Justin had left her in a place of intense desire and an orgasm wasn’t far behind.

    “Harder!” Allison screamed.

    Blake reached up to grab her shoulders, offering him more leverage and helping him to deliver the furious pounding Allison craved.

    Her climax arrived not long after. Her legs trembled so hard that Blake had to put his arms around Allison to hold her up as she lost the ability to stand while cumming on his cock.

    “Fuck,” she said. “Fuck, Blake. Oh my God. Oh my God.”

    Blake pulled out as the orgasm continued to reverberate through her body. The morning teasing turned out to be well worth it as she wasn’t sure she’d climaxed like that in a long time.

    Once she’d regained her strength Allison climbed into the bed, pulled off her leggings, and spread her legs.

    “Finish inside me,” she said.

    Blake joined her in the bed, slipped inside her once more, and resumed fucking Allison as the bliss of good sex enveloped her body.

    “You can take as long as you want,” she said. “My pussy can take it and Justin’s going to be at work all day. I’m yours for as long as you want me.”

    Blake kissed her as his thrusts slowed. She sucked on his tongue and moved her hands over his muscular back. She meant it. It was a Saturday. She had nothing else to do. Blake could fuck her all day if he wanted. They just had to finish by the time Justin got home, which meant they had a solid 12 hours to have fun.

    Allison intended on making good use of that time.
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    Allison opened the sliding glass door and stepped into the backyard holding three beers in her hands. Blake and Justin both offered appreciative looks, though Blake looked away as quickly as possible.

    “Here you go, boys,” Allison said as she handed them each a beer and laid out on the lounge chair between them. She lifted her beer and leaned left and right to toast with each of the men in her life before saying, “To a perfect day by the pool.”

    Blake stole a glance at Allison and she smiled. The rather skimpy red bikini she’d bought was having the desired effect. Justin couldn’t keep his eyes off of her either, and while she knew it was a little dangerous to try and tempt them both, she couldn’t help it. 

    Allison was in the throes of the most passionate time of her life. She thought about sex constantly and enjoyed countless mind-bending orgasms, most of which came courtesy of Blake as Justin had just started pre-production on a new film and often worked impossibly long hours.

    Allison sipped her beer and glanced over at Blake. She saw a delightful bulge in his swimsuit and briefly entertained the idea of trying to get him inside for a quickie while Justin relaxed poolside. As fun as the idea was, she wasn’t insane. It wasn’t remotely worth taking that kind of chance. She was being a horrible wife, but she didn’t want to flaunt it or break Justin’s heart.

    Blake, it seemed, couldn’t quite keep his eyes off of Allison, a notion that thrilled her. His bulge grew a little more and he put his beer on the ground and said, “I’m gonna jump in the pool.”

    Allison watched him get a running start before diving into the deep end. A part of her was positively giddy over the idea that Blake was so into her that he couldn’t sit next to Allison for long without getting an erection. Part of her felt bad about it. Another man was thinking about fucking her while sitting just a few feet from her husband.

    “Am I crazy,” Justin said in a low voice as he leaned closer, “Or does Blake look at you with a little too much interest?”

    Allison turned to her husband with a smile on her face. “Do you really think so?” she asked.

    “I see him staring at you all the time. Mostly he does it when you’re not looking, but he can’t keep his eyes off of you,” Justin continued.

    “Is someone a little jealous?” Allison asked.

    Justin didn’t seem offended by the question. It actually looked like he was considering his answer.

    “Jealous? I mean, I don’t know,” he said.

    Allison thought back to their trip to the Ritz-Carlton and the way she’d done a little teasing about Blake and driven Justin wild with desire. She wondered if there was some part of him that was a little bit turned on at the idea of someone else desiring his wife.

    “Is it something else?” she asked before flashing a playful smile. “It’s okay if it is.”

    Justin looked away for a moment and sipped his beer. Allison couldn’t quite read his face, but she wondered if he was debating how he wanted to answer.

    “Do you like it when Blake looks at me? Do you like it that a 21 year old seems to want your wife?” Allison asked softly as she listened to Blake swimming laps.

    “Want you? Do you think he wants you?” Justin asked, though Allison heard no distress in his voice and she was certain she saw a little flash of desire in his eyes.

    “You seem to think he does,” Allison replied. “Why else would he stare at me constantly?”

    “I don’t know,” Justin said.

    Allison leaned back and smiled. It seemed like her husband was on the precipice of admitting something, but he couldn’t quite get there.

    “I know he looks at me,” Allison said. She did know. She also knew that Blake fucked her when Justin wasn’t there. He knew those looks were because Blake was thinking about the pleasure of being in her pussy. He was thinking about the joy of fucking her, of making her cum, of cumming inside her.

    Allison looked at her husband and smiled. “I do. I know he looks at me.”

    “Should I say something about it?” Justin asked.

    Allison sipped her beer and glanced towards Blake. She watched the way his body moved through the water with ease and tried to imagine Justin having a conversation with him about staring at her.

    “No,” Allison said. “I like the way he looks at me.”

    She turned back to Justin and saw a look of surprise – with just a hint of delight – on his face.

    “Don’t tell me you wouldn’t find it delightful if some cute 21 year old – maybe one of those actresses you cast in your movies – couldn’t help but stare at you every day on set,” Allison said.

    Justin laughed and let his eyes wander over Allison’s body. She liked his gaze too, though it didn’t inspire quite the same lust as Blake’s did.

    “By the way, do you like my new bikini?” she asked.

    “I do,” Justin replied.

    “Blake likes it too,” Allison added. “Did you see the way he was getting hard?” She was pushing it and she knew it was risky, but she couldn’t resist. She wanted to probe and find out if Justin found it kind of thrilling that their young boarder couldn’t keep his eyes off of her.

    She couldn’t quite read his reaction, though. He seemed a little confused and perhaps a little excited. There wasn’t any anger.

    “I didn’t see that,” Justin said.

    Allison smiled and arched her back, subtly thrusting her hips skyward as she bit her lower lip. “I saw it,” she said in a low voice filled with lust.

    When she looked back at Justin, Allison was quite convinced that he was feeling some sort of arousal.

    Blake pulled himself out of the pool and Allison turned her head and stared. She arched her back again, putting on a show for her husband and hopefully triggering a touch of jealousy.

    As Blake grabbed his towel and began drying off, Allison stood and said, “I could use some water. Would anyone else care for something?”

    Both men shook their heads and Allison turned and sauntered inside. She made sure to put a little extra sway in her hips. She wanted their eyes locked on her ass. She wanted Justin to glance at Blake and see the young man staring at her. She wanted Blake to feel that same desire that seemed to course through his body all day long.

    She grabbed a glass from the cabinet and pressed it against the filtered water dispenser built into their fridge. Allison looked into the backyard as the glass filled and saw Blake say something to Justin, throw his towel over his shoulders, and head inside.

    She flashed a bright smile as he stepped into the kitchen and Allison decided to have just a little fun.

    With her glass filled she stepped in front of Blake. His body would have blocked Justin’s view of Allison, leaving her free to do as she desired.

    Feeling bold and more than a little horny, Allison reached out and grasped Blake’s cock through his wet swimsuit.

    “Did you enjoy my new bikini?” she asked.

    “Allison, please,” Blake said.

    She massaged his bulge and smiled as it came to life.

    “I think it makes my ass look particularly good,” she said. “That’s why I wore it today. I wanted to look good for you.”

    Blake responded to her flattery with a groan and his cock reached a fully erect state.

    “I really have to shower,” he said.

    “Of course,” Allison replied. She stepped out of the way and smiled at Justin.

    “You look great in the bikini, though,” he said.

    Allison turned to Blake and reached out to touch his arm. It was a simple, largely non-flirtatious touch. She wanted Justin to see. She wanted to fuel whatever he had going on in his head.

    “Feel free to think about me in the shower,” she said.

    “I will,” Blake said with a smile.

    He walked away and Allison looked out at her husband as she sipped her water. Feeling bold and more than a little naughty, she put the glass on the counter and slipped a hand into her bikini bottoms.

    Justin sat up and watched as she played with her pussy in their kitchen. Allison let thoughts of fucking Blake fill her head as she rubbed her clit. She wasn’t close enough to truly judge Justin’s reaction, but he seemed utterly entranced by the show he was putting on.

    Allison pulled her fingers from her bikini bottoms, sipped her water again, and stepped outside. She closed the sliding glass door and slowly approached her husband with a smile on her face.

    Much to her delight, there was a bulge in Justin’s swimsuit. Something about her little show had turned him on. He’d never tell her if it was the way she’d touched Blake, what he imagined they were saying to each other, or the way she masturbated for him, but it didn’t matter. She’d turned him on and now she was going to take advantage.

    “Hey there,” Allison said as she straddled Justin his lounge chair.

    “Hey,” Justin said.

    She reached back, unhooked her bikini top, and freed her breasts.

    “Allison. What about Blake?” Justin said.

    “Don’t worry, sweetheart. He’s in the shower,” Allison answered as she took Justin’s hands in hers and placed them on her breasts.

    Justin closed his eyes as he played with her tits and Allison moaned like he was already inside her. She ground her hips over his crotch, bringing his cock to a full erection.

    Allison saw that Justin was completely lost in his desire. She wasn’t entirely sure what fueled it, but she loved that it seemed so all-encompassing.

    She took his hands in hers once again, this time pinning them above Justin’s head as she leaned down to kiss him.

    “I wonder if he’s thinking about me in the shower,” she said. “I wonder if Blake can’t help but think about me being on top of him. I wonder if he’s fantasizing about being where you are right now.”

    For a moment Justin seemed conflicted, like there was something painful about imagining what Allison had suggested. The moment passed, though, and he seemed to give himself over to whatever desire fueled his erection.

    Justin pulled his hands free from her grasp, freed his cock from his swimsuit, and pulled aside Allison’s bikini bottoms.

    “Fuck me, Justin,” she said. “Give me your cock. Fuck me. Fuck your wife.”

    Justin rubbed the head of his dick over her wet, swollen pussy lips and slipped inside her with ease.

    “I’m so fucking wet,” Allison said. “My pussy is so wet and you feel so good inside me. Fuck me, baby. Fuck my pussy.”

    Justin grabbed her ass and fucked his cock up into her pussy. He was completely lost in his lust and she found it thrilling. There was no question that Justin found some kind of pleasure in thinking of her and Blake. It seemed undeniable.

    They kissed as Justin pumped his cock into her pussy. Allison sucked on his tongue and moaned for her husband, who was delivering the kind of sex she’d increasingly grown to need.

    “He’s thinking about me,” Allison said in a soft voice laced with pure lust. “He’s thinking about your wife and stroking his cock. Blake is thinking about fucking me just like you are. He’s thinking about burying his stiff young dick into my wet cunt and pounding me.”

    Justin made the face every woman wants to see. It was a look of intense pleasure. It was a surefire sign that she’d taken him to a place of sexual joy that he had no desire to leave.

    “Cum inside me,” she said.

    Justin pushed his cock up into her pussy and unleashed his seed. Allison let herself go, joining her husband in a mutual climax that left her body twitching.

    Justin put his arms around her. He held her close and kissed her neck. Neither of them said anything, though she couldn’t help but wonder what was going through his head.

    Eventually, Allison sat up with her husband’s mostly-stiff cock still inside her and rested her hands on his chest. She studied his face for any sort of post-orgasmic guilt or anger and found nothing. He still seemed to be enveloped by a sense of joy.

    “That was incredible,” Allison said. “Thank you for the orgasm.”

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

    It had been an incredible orgasm and Justin hadn’t been the only one to find it more pleasurable because of the teasing related to Blake. It wasn’t just thinking about the younger man that had fueled the wetness and desire between Allison’s legs. It was thinking about how much it seemed to arouse Justin. It was the way it seemed to inspire such relentless lust in him. It was the way he’d fucked her when fueled by that lust.

    Allison wondered if she’d be playing with fire by trying to push it further in the future or if she’d discovered a way to have the kinds of orgasms she craved with her husband.

    Justin reached over to pick up his phone and glanced at the time. “Shit, I have a video conference in half an hour. I should get in a quick shower before that.”

    Allison could have complained about Justin having to work on the weekend, but that was the reality of his life and to do so would have been terribly unfair.

    Instead, she lifted her pussy from his cock and pulled her bikini bottoms over it to catch most of his cum as it leaked out of her.

    “Say hi to everyone,” she said.

    Justin pulled up his swimsuit and smiled. “I will.”

    He headed inside as Allison put her bikini top back on and collected the beer bottles before following. She listened as he turned on the shower and tiptoed down the hallway to ensure he’d actually stepped inside before turning and heading towards Blake’s room.

    Allison made her way into the bedroom and peered into Blake’s bathroom. His eyes were closed and he was stroking his cock.

    Allison stepped into the bathroom and said, “Would you mind if I joined you?”

    Blake’s eyes shot open and he let go of his cock. “Allison. You scared me.”

    She stepped towards the shower door, unhooked her bikini top and let it fall to the floor, and pulled on the metal handle. Allison stepped inside and fell to her knees in front of Blake. She took his cock into her mouth. She didn’t give him a choice. He was going to be on the receiving end of a blowjob. That was all there was to it. She was going to suck him off and swallow his cum and she was going to do it while her husband showered on the other side of the house.

    “Oh, fuck,” Blake said as Allison reached up to stroke him while she sucked.

    He reached out and grabbed the shower door for balance as she went to work on his cock. He was remarkably hard and his balls were already tight against his body. He was close. He’d clearly been masturbating for a while before she’d joined him.

    “Allison, fuck, I’m cumming,” he said.

    Allison sealed her lips around the tip of his cock and caught his load on her tongue as Blake filled the bathroom with moans of pleasure.

    Allison swallowed his cum and felt suitably naughty about doing it, especially with her husband in the house. She knew it was more than a little stupid to have offered Blake her mouth like that, but she was completely caught up in her lust and she couldn’t help it.

    “Jesus, Allison, that was incredible,” he said.

    She smiled at having satisfied a second man in such a short span of time.

    “My pleasure,” she said. “I should go, though. We wouldn’t want to get in trouble.”

    Allison stood, gave Blake a quick kiss on the cheek, and stepped out of the shower. She hadn’t gotten terribly wet as his body had blocked most of the water, so she took a moment to dry her legs, put her bikini top back on, and headed out of Blake’s room with a smile on her face.

    It wasn’t lost on her that it was rather slutty to have taken loads of cum from two different men in such a short span of time, but that seemed to be partially responsible for her arousal, so Allison didn’t question it. She simply enjoyed it, and if she could inspire Justin to fuck her again before the day was over she was going to do it.
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    “Was Blake flirting with you earlier?” Justin asked.

    Allison looked up from the dishes and tried her best to act like she wasn’t sure what her husband was talking about. “When?”

    “When you two were out at the grill. You were cooking. He was out there in his swimsuit. It seemed like he was flirting with you,” Justin explained.

    Allison smiled and tried her best to discern what Justin was feeling. Blake was definitely flirting with her. Allison was flirting back, too. Of course she was. Blake’s relentless desire for her made Allison feel sexy and she couldn’t help herself. She hadn’t known Justin was watching, though. She would have tamped down the flirting if she’d seen him.

    Allison dried her hands and approached her husband with a smile on her face to pose a question of her own. “Are you annoyed that Blake was flirting with me, or are you just a little bit excited by it?”

    “What? What are you talking about? Why would I be excited?” Justin asked, though the look on his face betrayed his true feelings.

    Allison reached out and gently caressed the front of her husband’s pants, eliciting a quiet moan that Justin tried to choke off. “Because,” she said, “You like the idea that someone young and good looking is into your wife. Because it means that I’m desirable. It means that I haven’t let myself go like some of the other wives in our neighborhood. Because you’re like most men and you can’t help but get a little competitive when someone else wants your wife.”

    The truth was, Allison had no idea why Justin seemed to get excited at the idea of Blake flirting with her. She didn’t really care, though. What mattered was that her husband’s cock was now hard and she could have fun with him.

    Allison unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock as Justin gripped the edge of the counter and leaned back. He closed his eyes and a satisfied smile broke across his face as she teased his erect flesh with her fingers.

    “Why didn’t you come out back?” Allison asked. “He would have stopped flirting if you were there. Why didn’t you? Did you prefer to stay inside and watch?”

    Justin groaned. It seemed like he had no intention of answering, and Allison was fine with that. She could see he was turned on. More than that, Allison could see that she could do whatever she wanted with her husband in that moment.

    Allison chose to unbutton her shorts and push them down along with her panties. Much to her delight, Justin’s hand moved between her legs almost immediately. He found her wetness, as she was hoping he would. His fingers slipped inside her. She moaned and stroked his cock faster.

    “Will you fuck me?” Allison asked.

    Justin nodded and she hopped on the counter and spread her legs. He moved between them and they kissed as Allison reached down and placed his cock inside her.

    “Fuck me, Justin,” she said.

    Justin’s cock moved in and out of Allison’s slick pussy as she thought of him standing in the kitchen and watching her flirt with Blake. She remembered how badly she wanted Blake to touch her when they were out back. She wanted him to press his body against hers. She wanted to feel the bulge of his cock against her ass. She wanted to feel his hands move under her shirt and up her stomach. She wanted him to play with her breasts and work her shorts down so he could slide his cock into her from behind.

    “Harder,” Allison said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Justin delivered the hard fucking Allison needed as her mind filled with thoughts of the two men she was having sex with. She felt simultaneously guilty and overwhelmed with pleasure. Both Justin and Blake wanted her all the time and it seemed like her husband was just a little bit turned on by the younger man’s obvious desire, which made it all the more thrilling for Allison.

    Overcome by desire, Allison decided to push it just a little. It was like she didn’t have control over her mouth. The words just came out. “You like that Blake flirts with me, don’t you?” she asked.

    Justin fucked her harder and moaned louder, but he offered no answer.

    “You like that Blake wants to fuck me, don’t you?” Allison asked. The moment the words left her lips she felt a wild rush of pleasure. Her loins came alive and every thrust from Justin’s cock felt immeasurably more pleasurable.

    “Allison…fuck!” Justin said as he ran his fingers down her back and grabbed the part of her ass that wasn’t pressed against the smooth countertop.

    Allison wrapped her legs around her husband and they climaxed together. He held her tight as his cum filled her pussy and Allison kissed his neck and kicked her legs open while the joy of an orgasm spread from the union of their bodies.

    Justin’s cock remained inside her as he pulled back just a little and stared into her eyes. Allison worried she’d gone a little too far with her comments, but she couldn’t tell if Justin felt that way.

    “That was really hot,” he said.

    “Yes it was,” she replied.

    For a moment it looked like Justin had something else to say, but instead he leaned closer and they shared a long, deep kiss with his erection still inside her.

    “How would you feel about showering together?” he asked.

    “I’d love that,” Allison replied.

    Justin surprised her by grabbing Allison’s ass and picking her up. He carried her down the hallway and into the bathroom with his cock still inside her. She held on tight and kissed him on their little trip and Justin didn’t put her down until they were in the shower. Allison turned on the water and stepped into her husband’s grasp for another long kiss. She couldn’t say for sure, but it seemed like he’d thoroughly enjoyed her naughty comments.

    
      

    

    “Isn’t Justin going to be home soon?” Blake asked as Allison took his hand and dragged him towards her bedroom.

    “No. He’s working late tonight,” she answered. “Now hurry up. I need you inside me.”

    They stripped and Allison leapt into Blake’s arms for a kiss. His hands massaged her ass as she felt his cock grow into that beautifully stiff state that her body craved.

    “Fuck me, Blake,” Allison said. “Put me in the bed and fuck me.”

    Blake deftly placed Allison in the bed she shared with her husband, slipped his cock inside her, and offered up the vigorous pounding she needed. He fucked her with such passion and his youthful strength made every thrust deep into her pussy feel spectacularly pleasurable. It wasn’t just that she had great orgasms with Blake. It was that the sex itself felt so good. It was that each time his cock slid into her Allison experienced a moment of sexual bliss.

    When Allison’s phone rang Blake looked up and said, “It’s Justin.”

    She considered letting it go to voicemail, but instead Allison grabbed her phone and said, “Keep quiet,” before tapping the answer button. “Hey honey.”

    “Hey, Allison, what do you think about joining me at work for a takeout dinner?” Justin asked.

    Blake pulled out and silently slid back into Allison. She closed her eyes and bit her lip at the pleasure of having his thickness buried so deep inside her. She wanted to be annoyed with Blake, but there was something so naughty about him fucking her while she was on the phone that Allison couldn’t find any anger.

    “That sounds great,” she said. “When?”

    “Now, if you can manage it,” he said. “I’ve got a window of about an hour before we have another meeting. The director is doing a commercial today so he’s not available until late.”

    “I’ll see you soon,” Allison said. “Love you.”

    “Love you too,” Justin replied.

    Allison hung up and Blake said, “Do you have to go?”

    “I do,” she replied, “But not before you finish fucking me. You’ll have to make it a little quicker than usual, though.”

    “I can do that,” Blake said.

    They kissed as he resumed fucking her and Allison felt a massive wave of pleasure wash over her body. She knew it was because she was fucking Blake when she was supposed to be getting ready for her husband. She knew she should have told Blake to pull out so she could get dressed and go. She knew it was because she’d be going to Justin’s office with Blake’s cum inside her and in the moment she couldn’t resist the naughty allure of that.

    “Harder, Blake,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Give me your cock. Give it to me. Pound me. Pound my pussy!”

    Allison was lost in her lust and she wanted Blake to join her there. She wanted the sex to be wild and feverish. She wanted to feel like she was temporarily his possession, like the only thing in the world he cared about was cumming inside her married pussy.

    “Allison…I’m cumming!” Blake cried out as Allison’s orgasm crested. 

    She rode the wave of pleasure along with him and a big smile crossed her face. “That was incredible, as always.”

    Blake pulled out and Allison hopped off the bed and ran to the bathroom to let some of his cum leak out into the toilet. She didn’t want to be a dripping mess when she went to see Justin.

    After a bit of clean up Allison threw on a sundress and sandals, put her hair in a ponytail, and gave Blake a quick kiss goodbye before heading to Justin’s office.

    On the drive over Allison wondered if Justin would notice the creaminess of her pussy if they happened to have sex in his office. Would you know that she’d been with someone else? Would he be able to tell that Blake’s cock and cum had been inside her? Was it insane that the idea of having sex with Justin was more arousing because Blake had just cum inside her?

    Allison decided that yes, it was insane. Irresponsibly insane, in fact, which is why she wrote it off before pulling into the parking garage. As fun as it might have been, it was far too risky.

    The security guard waved her through and Allison made her way towards Justin’s office. She saw him sitting on the edge of his desk and talking with a remarkably beautiful young woman that Allison presumed was the actress they were considering for their newest film.

    Allison knew it was insane to feel jealous – and a little annoyed – with her husband as the young actress flirted with him, but that’s exactly what she felt. Allison couldn’t tell if the girl was doing what beautiful women sometimes do – using her beauty to get what she wanted – or if she had genuine interest in Justin, but it didn’t matter. Despite the fact that she had another man’s cum inside her, Allison was jealous.

    Allison waited until the young lady left Justin’s office and then popped her head in. “I’m not interrupting anything, am I?” she asked.

    Justin looked a little embarrassed, like he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “No, not at all. Sorry,” he said. “She just wanted reassurance that we were going to make the script changes she asked for.”

    Allison smiled. She was a little jealous, but she wasn’t mad at her husband. To be mad would have been the height of hypocrisy. Instead, Allison closed the distance between her and Justin and offered him a kiss. It was a soft, open-mouthed kiss and when he offered his tongue she gladly took it. When his cock got hard Allison responded by reaching down and massaging it through his pants.

    “Allison…we shouldn’t,” he said. “People can see.”

    Allison stepped back, smiled, and closed the blinds, giving them all the privacy they needed. She locked his door, turned towards Justin, and said, “How about now?”

    He nodded and smiled as Allison slid one of the thin straps of her sundress off her shoulder. She took two steps towards Justin and slid the other strap off her shoulder. “Would it be okay if I let my little dress fall to the floor?” she asked.

    Justin had a mesmerized look on his face as he nodded.

    Allison released the dress and it floated to the floor, exposing her breasts and the black lace panties she’d changed into before leaving. There was a small, quiet part of her brain that was telling her not to seduce her husband, but she’d come too far and she was too turned on to stop. She had to have him. Part of her desire was unquestionably fueled by jealousy – Allison wanted him to forget all about the young actress – and part of it was fueled by how delightfully naughty it felt to fuck Justin so soon after fucking Blake.

    Allison approached her husband – whose cock was standing at full attention and making a beautiful bulge in his pants – and slowly pulled down his zipper. “Would it turn you on to get your cock sucked in your office?” she asked.

    “Yes it would,” Justin answered with a smile.

    Allison sank to her knees and removed her husband’s pants. She looked up at him and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Desire coursed through her body as she wrapped her lips around the head and ran her tongue over it. Justin groaned and Allison felt an overwhelming desire to make her husband feel good.

    “Does my mouth feel good?” she asked.

    Justin nodded.

    Allison stroked his cock and kissed the tip before asking, “Do you like seeing me on my knees in front of you? Do you like seeing how badly I want to make you feel good?”

    “Yes,” Justin said.

    Allison swallowed his cock, closed her eyes, and offered her husband a beautiful blowjob. She took as much of his length into her throat as she could and she did it over and over. She listened to his stifled moans – he didn’t want it to be obvious he was getting a blowjob in his office – and found each little noise her emitted thrilling.

    Allison could have made him finish in her mouth. She could have offered her husband a blowjob, swallowed his cum, and had dinner with him. She couldn’t, though. Despite the insanity of it, Allison wanted him inside her. She wanted Justin to fuck her. She reasoned that most of Blake’s cum had already leaked out of her and that her husband wouldn’t know. She knew she wasn’t making a particularly smart decision, but Allison couldn’t stop herself.

    “Will you fuck me?” she asked from her knees.

    Justin nodded wildly.

    Allison stood up, stepped back, and made a little show out of lowering her panties. She took Justin’s hand and led him to the couch before gently pushing him down.

    “I want to make you feel good,” Allison said. “I want to make you cum. I want to work your cock until you flood my pussy with your cum.”

    She wasn’t sure Justin had ever looked more enamored with her. Allison understood, though. She rarely played the part of a seductress eager to make her husband cum, so Justin must have felt like he was staring up at an entirely different woman.

    Allison straddled him, took Justin’s cock into her creamy pussy, and sat down. She studied his face as the warm, wet walls of her vagina massaged his cock and there was no indication that he felt something different. All she saw was pleasure.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Allison whispered.

    “It feels perfect,” Justin answered as his hands found her breasts.

    “Do you want to cum inside me, sweetheart? Do you want to fill your wife’s pussy with cum?” Allison asked.

    Justin seemed to enjoy her dirty talk as he answered with a low moan and grabbed her ass. He tried to fuck his cock up into her, but Allison stopped him. “I’m going to do all the work,” she said. “I’m going to make you feel good, Justin. I’m going to bathe you in the pleasure of my pussy and make you cum inside me.”

    It was Allison’s turn to feel a little thrill. She knew she was soaking Justin’s cock in just a little bit of Blake’s cum. He was the second man to be inside her in less than an hour and it turned her on immensely. Allison knew it was terrible of her to find such pleasure in her infidelity, but she couldn’t help it.

    True to her word, Allison worked Justin’s cock vigorously. She took her time, riding him slowly and urging his hands to move over her body. She offered her breasts and Justin kissed, licked, and sucked them as her slippery pussy brought him closer to his orgasm.

    Allison slowed down when she felt Justin getting closer. She wanted to draw it out. She wanted to lure him to a place of utter madness driven by arousal before she let him cum inside her. She wanted them both to be immersed in the purest kind of desire before they climaxed.

    “Cum for me, Justin,” she said after a long, beautiful session of lovemaking. “Cum in my pussy. Give me your load.”

    Justin grabbed her ass and Allison unleashed the orgasm she’d been holding back. She was louder than she wanted to be, but it didn’t matter. Justin was already lost. She felt him tense up for a moment and then he too groaned loudly as he came inside her.

    Allison held his head against her chest and he kissed her breasts while his cock pulsed inside her, releasing a torrent of cum that brought her great joy.

    “Allison, that was incredible,” he said.

    “It was,” she replied. “So, what are we having for dinner?”

    Justin laughed and kissed her breasts again before sitting back and smiling. It was a joyful expression and Allison felt a powerful sense of guilt at what she was doing to him. She couldn’t keep fucking Blake. It wasn’t right. The only question was whether she could deny herself the pleasure of being with Blake while he was still living in their house.
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    Allison smiled as she ran her fingers over Blake’s chest. She could feel his cum slowly leaking out of her and she thought of the text she was going to send Justin as soon as she could pull herself away from the young man that had just fucked her with such vigor.

    “So, this might be a weird time to say this,” Blake said, “But I got a job.”

    “What kind of job?” Allison asked.

    “As a writer’s assistant,” he said.

    Allison sat up and smiled at him. “Congratulations,” she said. “Why would it be a weird time to say that?”

    “Well, the job is all the way across town and it pays decently, so I was thinking I was going to get my own place. Even if I bought a car it would still be at least an hour’s drive each way and…well, I guess it feels like the right time to move out,” Blake explained.

    Allison understood that she had no right to be upset with Blake for moving out. He wasn’t her boyfriend. Their relationship was purely sexual. That didn’t stop her from feeling a little sad that he was effectively breaking up with her.

    “I won’t lie, that makes me a little sad,” Allison said. “I guess I’d gotten used to…well, to what we’ve been doing together.”

    Blake chuckled. “Me too, believe me. It was the last thing I expected to happen when I moved out here, but being with you has been the best part of being in Los Angeles. I just can’t pass up this opportunity and since you’re married and we’re not exactly a couple I figured it would be kind of insane to miss out on a good job.”

    “You’re right,” Allison said. “Of course you’re right. I’ll miss you, though.”

    Blake pulled her closer. “I’ll miss you too.”

    Allison reached down to see if she could bring his cock back to life. They’d just finished fucking, but Blake was young and young men almost never needed much time between orgasms.

    “I don’t want to sound like a slut, but I’m really going to miss the way you fuck me, Blake,” Allison said as her fingers moved up and down his thick shaft. “Justin just doesn’t give me what you do.”

    Blake groaned. “I’ve never been with anyone like you, Allison. Maybe I never will. You’re incredible.”

    Allison smiled as she felt Blake’s cock come to life in her hand. She pressed her lips against his and her tongue slipped into his mouth. Blake moaned as Allison stroked him faster. She tossed the covers aside and kissed her way down his chest and stomach before taking his cock in her mouth.

    “Fuck…Allison,” Blake said.

    She looked up to see his eyes closed and a joyful, lusty smile on his face. “Are you going to miss my mouth?” she asked.

    “I am,” he said.

    Allison wrapped her lips around his cock again and marveled at how much pleasure she found in giving Blake head. She liked that Justin enjoyed her mouth, but blowing him never thrilled her in quite the same was as going down on Blake did.

    “You’re going to miss my pussy most of all, aren’t you?” Allison asked as she straddled Blake and took him inside her slippery, cum-filled pussy.

    “Yes I am,” he said.

    Allison leaned down and they kissed as Blake grabbed her ass and fucked his cock up inside her. She moaned into his mouth and tried her best to savor every moment. She wasn’t sure when Blake was going to move out, but her affair would soon come to an end and she wanted to make sure she enjoyed the time she had left.

    “Twice?” Justin asked. He was naked and on his back in their bed. His cock was gloriously stiff as Allison stripped.

    “Yes, he fucked me twice,” she replied.

    Justin groaned, as he almost always did when Allison referred to Blake having fucked her. He seemed to find endless arousal in the notion that another man had been inside his wife.

    Allison crawled into the bed and Justin reached for her. “Keep your hands at your sides,” she said.

    He groaned again, this time out of frustration. It had been a few days since they’d played – Justin’s work schedule had gotten busier as their movie neared production – and he seemed overwhelmed with desire.

    Allison straddled Justin just below his crotch and stroked his cock as her husband’s eyes roamed over her body. “He fucked your wife twice today,” she said. “He came inside your wife twice.” Allison took one of her breasts in her hand and squeezed it as she moaned. “Your wife’s pussy came all over his big cock twice today.”

    “God…Allison,” Justin said. “Please…take me inside you.”

    Allison smiled and crawled forward until her pussy rested just above his cock. She rubbed the head between her lips and Justin trembled with desire beneath her.

    “You love that I’ve been fucking someone else, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Justin answered.

    That had become increasingly obvious since Justin’s discovery of her infidelity. While he’d been understandably upset, he couldn’t contain his desire and it had overwhelmed any sense of betrayal he’d felt. Their sex life had opened up and every encounter since the discovery had included a healthy dose of dirty talk about Blake. Allison hadn’t yet told Justin of her young lover’s impending departure from their house. She was going to save that bit of news until after Justin had experienced the orgasm he craved.

    “You love that my pussy craves his big cock, don’t you?” Allison asked as she took Justin inside her.

    He groaned loudly and thrust his hips upwards, filling her completely. “Fuck…yes, Allison, I love it. I fucking love it.”

    She leaned down and they kissed. Justin grabbed her ass but Allison quickly reached back to remove his hands from her flesh. “Let me fuck you,” she whispered. “Let me milk your cock with the pussy that another man fucked today. Let me make you cum with the pussy that made Blake cum twice.”

    Allison pinned Justin’s wrists to the bed and rode him at an achingly slow pace. She wanted to draw out his pleasure so he could think about the sex she’d had with Blake. She wanted Justin to remain immersed in his fantasy for as long as possible.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Allison whispered.

    “It feels so good,” Justin replied.

    Allison smiled at the sense of wild desire in her husband’s voice. It thrilled her to be able to bring him such pleasure and to know that her mistake – cheating on him with Blake – hadn’t led to the complete ruination of the life they’d built together.

    “Does his cock feel better?” Justin asked.

    Allison kissed her husband’s neck and said, “Yes. Blake’s cock feels better than yours.”

    Justin pushed against her grip on his wrists. It seemed that he wanted the freedom to touch her as he desired, but Allison had no desire to grant him that freedom. She wanted to be in control. She wanted to keep her husband in a state of wild arousal until she decided that he got to cum.

    “Do you like that, baby? Do you like that Blake’s big, young dick feels better inside me than yours does?” she asked.

    Justin nodded. It was as if he couldn’t bring himself to say it despite both of them knowing it was true. Of course he was aroused by that unavoidable truth. He wouldn’t have forgiven her transgression if he didn’t find it hugely arousing.

    “Do you want to cum inside me, Justin? Do you want to cum inside me just like Blake did? Do you want to flood your wife’s pussy with your load just like he did?” Allison asked.

    “Yes…Allison, please…make me cum,” Justin said.

    Allison found the desperation in his voice intoxicating. Her loins were alive with pleasure. Blake’s cock definitely felt better, but there was something spectacularly arousing about fucking Justin while talking about her affair and it was almost certainly going to lead to a tremendously pleasurable orgasm.

    Allison kept Justin’s wrists pinned to the bed as she rode him to a climax. She held off until he unleashed a scream of pleasure, making it perfectly clear he was cumming inside her. Once Justin’s orgasm was assured, Allison opened the floodgates and her climax followed. She released Justin’s wrists, sat up, and threw her head towards the ceiling as a series of low, lusty moans escaped her lips.

    Justin had a smile on his face when Allison finally opened her eyes and looked at the man that had just cum inside her. He ran his fingers up her thighs and gently grasped her ass.

    “Was that good?” she asked.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it,” Justin answered.

    Allison climbed off his cock, stuffed her panties between her legs to catch his cum, and cuddled up next to her husband.

    “It might be one of the last times,” she said.

    “What do you mean?” Justin asked.

    Allison ran her hand up and down her husband’s chest. “Blake’s moving out. He got a job all the way across town. He wants to live closer so he doesn’t have to spend two hours in the car every day.”

    “Oh, wow,” Justin said. “I know this sounds completely insane, but that’s a little disappointing.”

    The absurdity of their conversation wasn’t lost on Allison either. She was a little bit mournful that the young man she’d been cheating on her husband with was moving out and Justin seemed to feel the same sense of regret.

    “It does seem insane that we’re a little sad about it, right? I mean, this whole thing is pretty unusual, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “Honestly, not based on what I’ve heard. Hollywood is probably different from a lot of places, but the people in this town are not shy about pursuing what makes them feel good, and while I never would have guessed this was the kind of thing that would make me feel good, I’m sorry to see that it’s going to end as quickly as it started,” Justin said.

    Allison felt guilty, though in an unexpected way. If she’d told Justin about her affair sooner he could have enjoyed the kinds of orgasms he’d been having in the week since he discovered her dalliance the entire time.

    “When is he moving?” Justin asked.

    “I’m not sure,” Allison replied. “I guess I forgot to ask.”

    Justin laughed.

    “What?” she asked.

    “You forgot to ask or were you too concerned about losing the cock that has provided you with so much pleasure?”

    Allison sat up and saw a smile on her husband’s face. “Well, we did fuck for the second time right after he told me, so I guess you’re right. Your wife was too concerned with getting more of Blake’s cock to ask when he was planning on moving out.”

    Despite his recent orgasm Allison could see that her words triggered the same arousal response in her husband. For some reason it made her impossibly happy.

    “Keep talking like that and I might have to fuck you again,” Justin said.

    Allison gave him a quick kiss and laid her head on his chest. “We should try and do something special before he leaves.”

    “Like what?” Justin asked.

    “I don’t know. Maybe we could find a way for you to watch from a closer vantage point. I know you enjoyed watching him fuck me by the pool, but wouldn’t you like it if you could actually see it in close up? Wouldn’t you like to see him actually slide into my pussy? Wouldn’t you like to be able to hear the way I moan and the way it sounds when he fucks me hard and fast like I love?” Allison asked.

    “Jesus,” Justin said. “I can’t believe how much this turns me on.”

    “I can’t either,” Allison said as she reached between his legs and played with his cock. Justin wouldn’t get hard as quickly as Blake had that afternoon, but they didn’t have any pressing business. She could stroke her husband for as long as it took to get him hard again. “So, do you think we should try and do something like that? Maybe I could film a video with Blake, or maybe you could watch from a hidden spot somewhere. I’m not sure.”

    “A video?” Justin asked.

    Allison could hear the curiosity in his voice. “Would you like it if Blake and I made a sex tape?”

    Justin responded with a moan and Allison felt his cock get a little harder in her hand.

    “Would you like to be able to watch him fuck me whenever you wanted? Would you like to see how naughty I can be with him?” Allison asked.

    “Yes,” Justin said.

    “It’s settled, then. I’ll make a sex tape with Blake. I’ll be your personal pornstar,” she said. The idea sounded thrilling. Allison loved the notion of Justin getting off to a video of her and Blake.

    “Come here,” Justin said.

    Allison looked up and he pulled his lips to hers for a surprisingly passionate kiss. Justin deftly rolled Allison onto her back and moved between her legs. He pressed his now-stiff cock against her pussy lips and slipped inside her. Allison knew he’d last longer the second time, but that would only give them more time to indulge in dirty talk about her affair with Blake, and she couldn’t get enough of that.

    “Fuck me,” Allison said. “Fuck your wife. Fuck me hard. Fuck me while I think about being your personal pornstar with Blake.”

    Justin delivered the pounding she craved and Allison moaned for her husband as she closed her eyes and imagined Blake’s cock inside her. She was going to miss him after he moved, but at least she’d always be able to close her eyes and imagine how good it felt to have his cock inside her.
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    Allison held up her phone and asked, “Do you want to watch it?”

    Justin smiled as he looked at the phone. “Did you really do it?”

    “I did,” she said.

    “Yes, I absolutely want to watch it,” he answered.

    Allison shot up off the couch. “We should watch in the bedroom. I think you might enjoy it more that way, if you know what I mean.”

    Justin joined her on his feet and they rushed towards the bedroom.

    “Take your clothes off,” Allison said the moment they got through the door. They both stripped and she jumped into bed with Justin not far behind. Allison kicked the covers back, typed in her phone’s security code, and pulled up the videos she’d made with Blake earlier that day. Justin joined her in bed and they shared a kiss before she asked, “Are you ready?”

    “Absolutely,” he answered.

    Allison hit play and the video started with a shot of Blake behind the wheel of the used car he’d bought just a few days earlier. She’d gone to visit him at his new apartment and they were on their way back from a quick lunch when Allison had pulled out her phone.

    “Are you filming me?” Blake asked.

    “I am,” she replied. “So, tell me, what’s it like to have your own place?”

    Blake glanced at the camera and smiled before turning his eyes back to the road. “It’s good. It’s different, though. It’s not as nice as your place. Plus…well, you know.”

    “You don’t live with a married woman that’s desperate to have your cock inside her at all times?” Allison asked.

    Justin looked at her smiled. “That’s true, isn’t it?”

    Allison nodded and looked back at her phone’s screen.

    “Well, I wasn’t going to say it,” Blake said, “But now that you mention it, that is one of the downsides to having my own place.”

    “I’m still desperate, you know,” Allison said. “Justin is always happy to fuck me, but it’s not quite the same.”

    Allison studied her husband’s face and saw the pleasure she expected. It seemed that he’d embraced the idea that she truly enjoyed fucking Blake and that the younger man had given her something that Justin couldn’t. It seemed as though Justin found quite a bit of pleasure in that idea, in fact.

    Allison wrapped her fingers around her husband’s cock and turned her attention back to the phone. She watched herself pass the camera to Blake.

    “Would it be okay if I sucked your cock?” she asked.

    “Here,” Allison said as she handed the phone to Justin.

    He took it and watched as she unzipped Blake’s pants and pulled out his cock. Allison saw her head drop into the younger man’s lap and she smiled as Justin moaned while Blake did the same on the video.

    “How does it feel to watch your wife suck someone else’s cock?” Allison asked as she wrapped her fingers around Justin’s erect flesh and stroked him slowly.

    “It’s…it’s incredible,” he said. “I mean, I can only see the back of your head and it’s still fucking incredible.”

    Allison smiled as Blake moaned in the video and the sound of a blowjob filled their bedroom. Justin already seemed utterly entranced by the naughty little sex tape she’d made for him and it had barely gotten started.

    “Would it be okay if I sucked your cock?” she asked her husband.

    Justin nodded as he looked up from the video. “That would be the most amazing thing in the world.”

    Allison leaned over and wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock. She gave a blowjob while listening to herself give a blowjob and Justin moaned just like Blake had.

    “Fuck…Allison, this is incredible,” Justin said.

    He moved his hand through her hair just like Blake had. Justin was watching it on screen and doing the same thing her young lover had done, just like she hoped he would.

    Blake groaned on the video and said, “Jesus, Allison, I can’t believe how good this feels.”

    “Yeah?” she said. “Am I a good cocksucker?”

    Justin groaned as he listened to his wife utter those words to another man. Allison felt his cock throb in her mouth. She knew she could suck him off right then and there. She knew she could work him expertly and he’d cum in her mouth. She wanted to make it last, though. There was so much more video to watch, after all.

    Allison popped up from Justin’s lap and took her phone from him. She paused the video and smiled. “Are you enjoying the show?”

    Justin nodded and Allison wrapped her fingers around his cock and teased him with slow, light strokes.

    “Is it because you like watching me suck Blake’s cock?” she asked.

    Justin nodded again and Allison released his cock to caress his balls. She leaned closer and kissed her husband softly as he moaned into her mouth.

    “I sucked his cock the whole ride home,” she said. “I sucked his cock and he came in my mouth in his parking space. I couldn’t wait. I had to have his cum in my mouth. I had to swallow for him. I had to swallow one last time. I wanted to make sure he’d remember how good my mouth felt and how eager I was to make him feel good.”

    Justin’s cock twitched as Allison teased him with the softest touch imaginable. She knew her husband was in a state of wild desire and she didn’t want him cumming just yet.

    “Blake’s so young that he was ready to go again in no time,” she said. “He took me up to his place and I let him have his way with me. I let him do whatever he wanted with me. I wanted to make it memorable for him. Plus, I wanted to make a naughty video for you. I wanted to make something that you could watch whenever you were feeling horny. Do you want to watch more of it now? Do you want to watch Blake fuck your wife?”

    “Yes, fuck yes,” Justin said.

    Allison squeezed the head of his cock and gave it a few swift strokes as Justin closed his eyes and smiled like he was experiencing the most singularly pleasurable experience that life had to offer. He hadn’t experienced anything yet, though.

    Allison took the phone from her husband and said, “Come.” She got out of the bed and headed for the kitchen with Justin following close behind. She pulled up another video, gave the phone back to Justin, and said, “Enjoy.”

    Justin tapped the phone and Allison heard herself. “Fuck me, Blake. Fuck me right here. Please. Fuck my tight pussy.”

    Allison bent over the kitchen counter as Justin watched the video. She bent over just like she’d bent over for Blake in his kitchen. She knew Justin was watching the younger man slide into her pussy. She knew Blake was filming the video from his point of view, that he was watching his cock slide in and out of Allison’s slippery, needy cunt and he was capturing it all.

    “Are you going to fuck me like he did?” Allison asked her husband.

    “Fuck yes,” Justin replied.

    He moved behind Allison and held the phone in one hand while he slid into her pussy.

    “You’re so fucking wet,” Justin said.

    “My husband is watching a big, beautiful, rock hard young cock fuck me,” Allison said. “My husband is watching someone else fuck me so good and he’s getting off on it. Of course I’m wet.”

    Allison smiled as Justin fucked her hard. She moaned and listened to herself moan in the video. She heard Blake moan and she remembered how much she enjoyed the way he’d pounded her that afternoon. She remembered how vigorous it had been, how they were both aware that it might be the last time they’d ever fuck and that they were going to try and make it memorable. That’s why she hadn’t taken Blake to his bedroom. She wanted him to have the memory of having fucked her in his kitchen. She wanted him to walk in there every day and think about the time he got to bend her over the counter and take her from behind.

    “Did it feel good?” Justin asked.

    “Does it sound like it felt good?” Allison replied. “Does it sound like Blake is fucking your wife just like I need to be fucked? Does it sound like he’s fucking me better than you fuck me?”

    Justin fucked her harder. “Allison…fuck…this feels so good.”

    “Pull out,” Allison heard herself say in the video.

    Justin pulled out just like Blake. Allison hopped on the counter just like she’d done with Blake. She took the phone from Justin and pulled his cock inside her. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed.

    “Pound me, Justin. Pound me just like he did. Pound your wife’s pussy just like Blake did this afternoon,” Allison implored him.

    Justin gave her what she wanted. He fucked her on the kitchen counter just like Blake had done.

    “Do you like being the second man in my pussy today?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Justin said.

    “Do you like that I begged Blake to fuck me on his kitchen counter? Do you like that I was so desperate for his cock that I couldn’t wait to get to his bedroom?” she asked.

    Justin kissed her. Their tongues danced wildly as he fucked her hard. Allison grabbed his ass possessively and pulled her husband as deep inside her as she could.

    “Allison…fuck…I’m close,” Justin said.

    “Does it turn you on to be the second man to cum inside me today?” she asked. “Does it turn you on to know that Blake pumped one load of cum down my throat and two into my pussy before you got anywhere near me today?”

    Justin answered by cumming inside her. Allison held him close as he groaned and grunted and seemed to have just a little bit of trouble staying on his feet. She smiled and kissed his neck seductively to add just a touch more pleasure to his climax.

    “He came inside you twice?” Justin asked after a few moments to recover from his climax.

    “He did,” Allison said. “We filmed both, too. Just think of how much more fun we get to have watching those videos together.”

    Justin smiled. “I can’t wait.”

    Allison wrapped her legs around him and pulled Justin’s cock deeper inside her. “I love you,” she whispered.

    “I love you too,” he replied.

    They shared a deep kiss as Allison felt a little of his cum begin to drip out of her. What a wonderful day it had been.

    Allison pulled up outside the coffee shop and put the car in park. She watched Blake pop up from his seat in the window, pack up his laptop, and practically run out.

    Without thinking Allison unbuckled her seat belt and climbed into the passenger seat. Blake offered a confused look as he approached the car and she gestured for him to get in on the driver’s side.

    He put his bag in the back, got in the front seat, and said, “Hey.”

    Allison replied by leaning over and kissing him. She knew it was risky doing it where someone from the sidewalk or the coffee shop could see, but it had been nearly three weeks since she’d seen Blake and she was pent up. There was no stopping her desire.

    “Hey,” she said after the kiss.

    Blake had a blissful smile on his face and an erection in his pants, which was the exact reaction Allison was looking for.

    “You drive,” she said.

    “Will do,” he replied.

    Blake put the car in drive as Allison tried her best to contain the desire that felt like it was trying to burst forth from between her legs.

    “How far are we from your place?” she asked.

    “Twenty minutes,” he said.

    That felt too long. Allison had waited nearly two weeks before getting in touch with Blake and asking him to meet. She thought she could contain her desire and satisfy herself with Justin, but he just couldn’t give her what the younger man could. He wasn’t big enough. He didn’t fuck her with enough vigor. He couldn’t match the experience and Allison knew she’d lose her mind – or more likely take another lover – if she couldn’t have Blake again. He was a long way away on most days, but if she could have him every once in a while that was good enough. Thankfully, Justin was on board and Blake seemed equally excited to see her.

    “I hope you don’t mind if I get started a little sooner than that,” Allison said as she leaned over, unzipped Blake’s pants, and pulled out his cock. She took him in her mouth before he had enough time to object and she knew the moment he felt the pleasure of her soft lips and talented tongue he wasn’t going to stop her.

    “I can’t tell you how much I missed this, Allison. I’ve been fantasizing about you every night,” he said.

    Allison moaned around his cock. She loved that he was already hard for her. She loved that he would be able to fuck her two or three times if she needed. She loved that he would fuck her as hard and fast as she desired and that he wouldn’t get tired or slow down. He would just satisfy her needs and in doing so he would satisfy his own over and over.

    “I hope the rest of your day is free,” Allison said as she stroked his cock.

    “I’ve got nothing planned,” he replied.

    “Good, because I’ve gone three weeks without getting properly fucked,” she said before taking Blake into her mouth once more.

    Allison had told Justin she’d be home before he went to bed and that he could fuck her when she got back. Otherwise, she’d made no promises other than she’d be a very naughty wife while she was gone and she’d bring back some very naughty stories to tell him. She was thinking about making another video – they’d gotten a lot of mileage out of watching the last one together – but she wasn’t sure she’d spend enough time thinking about Justin to do anything for his pleasure while she was with Blake.

    “Allison, your mouth feels so fucking good, but if you keep that up I’m going to cum before we get back to my place,” Blake said.

    Allison sat up, worked her skirt up around her hips, and pulled her panties aside. She played with her pussy while stroking Blake’s cock and said, “I think I’d like that.”

    Blake glanced at her and smiled. “I have to see you more often than once every three weeks,” he said.

    Allison leaned over and took his cock in her mouth again. She played with her pussy and blew her young lover with wild abandon. She was going to make him cum in her mouth. She was going to masturbate to an orgasm. Then she was going to fuck Blake as many times as she wanted back at his place.

    When she was done Allison would take her well-fucked pussy back to Justin and make sure he had a mind-bending orgasm. Then, she’d do it all over again when she felt like it. She’d take another lover if that’s what she needed. Her affair with Blake had unlocked a level of sexual desire Allison didn’t know she possessed and she was unwilling to silence it. She was going to get what Justin couldn’t give her and that was all there was to it. Thankfully, he was a wonderful husband who was happy to get on board with his wife’s very naughty needs.

    The End.
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    “Honey, do you remember Sarah?” Allison asked.

    “I’m not sure I do,” Justin said.

    “You met her a few years ago at my twentieth high school reunion. Tall, blonde, had just gotten divorced and got pretty drunk.”

    Justin smiled. “Oh yeah. She could really dance.”

    Allison smiled at that little detail that she’d clearly forgotten. Before she got too drunk to do much of anything, Sarah had showed off some pretty impressive dance moves.

    “Why do you ask?” Justin said.

    “Oh, right. She texted today and said her son wants to be a screenwriter and he’s moving out to L.A. to give it a real shot. She asked if we could help him find him a place to stay for a few months while he gets a day job and finds his bearings,” Allison explained.

    “I’m sure we could do that,” Justin said.

    Allison smiled and reached out to pat her husband’s leg. “I’m glad you said that, because I already offered our guest room for a couple of months.”

    Justin pulled her into a hug and said, “I married a wonderful woman.”

    They shared a warm, tender kiss before Allison snuggled up against her husband and smiled.

    “When does he get in?” Justin asked.

    “Next week,” she said.

    “So, what kind of kid is he? I mean, we’re not inviting a criminal into our house, right?” Justin asked.

    “Well, his name is Blake. He just turned 21. As far as I know he has no past criminal offenses. I think it would be fair to say he’s quiet and nerdy, to be honest. I met him when we went back for the reunion. Remember when I went to Sarah’s that afternoon? You stayed at the hotel for a football game or something. Anyway, Blake was there. He didn’t say much. He mostly just worked at his computer,” Allison said.

    Justin pulled her closer and kissed the top of Allison’s head. “Was there something else?” he asked.

    “What makes you ask that?” she said.

    “I know you, babe. You hold just a little bit of tension in your body when you’re about to ask for something. So go ahead and ask for it. I promise I won’t be upset,” he said.

    Allison smiled. Her husband knew her well.

    “I didn’t make a promise to Sarah, but I did say that I thought there was a chance you could help Blake out,” she said. “I know you can’t just give him a writing job or buy a script or anything like that, but I figured you might be able to help him find some sort of entry level job.”

    Allison sat up and flashed a sweet smile at her husband. She didn’t want to be overly manipulative, but she wanted to follow through on her semi-promise to Sarah.

    “You know, I could act like this was a much bigger deal and try and get something out of it, but the truth is, it’s not all that hard to get him a job as a writer’s assistant. It’s not a good job and he won’t be doing any writing, but lots of really successful people have started their careers that way. It might take a few weeks for me to find something, but it honestly won’t be that hard. The hard part will be on Blake, because he’ll get fired immediately if he can’t carry the weight,” Justin said.

    “Thank you!” Allison said as she wrapped her arms around him and nuzzled his neck.

    They shared another soft, tender kiss and then she asked, “Just out of curiosity, if you had acted like this was a much bigger deal and tried to get something out of it, what would you have asked for?”

    Justin smiled. “Well, I really enjoyed that little black lace thing you wore last month. I guess I would have asked to see you in that again…and have the kind of fun that happens when you wear something like that.”

    “The sheer bodysuit?” Allison asked.

    “Yeah,” he said.

    “Well, since that’s the kind of request I get to benefit from, I feel like there’s a pretty good chance someone is getting lucky tonight,” Allison said.

    Justin wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close for a kiss. “Lucky indeed. If it happens it shouldn’t be too late, though, since I have to be out of here early for that meeting tomorrow.”

    “I know,” Allison said as she looked up and playfully kissed her husband’s chin. “I’ll make it early.”

    
      

    

    On Allison’s advice, Sarah booked Blake a ticket into the airport in Burbank, entirely avoiding the nightmare that is flying into LAX.

    It made Allison’s life a lot easier. She just had to text Blake that she’d be arriving in a navy blue Audi. He said he’d wait at the curb by the JetBlue entrance and that was all there was to it.

    Allison was expecting to see the slightly awkward, tall, skinny guy she’d met a few years ago at her reunion. Instead, she saw someone that had filled out quite nicely. It seemed like Blake had put some work into his appearance in the past two years.

    “Blake, it’s good to see you again,” Allison said as she hopped out of the car and pulled the trunk open.

    They exchanged an awkward hug before he hoisted his two suitcases into the trunk and slammed it shut and getting into front seat.

    “Thanks for letting me stay with you Mrs. Williams. I really appreciate it,” he said as Allison pulled away from the curb.

    “Call me Allison, please. It’s going to make me feel really old if you spend the next two months calling me Mrs. Williams,” she said.

    Blake laughed. “Okay, Allison. I might slip up a few times, but I’ll try my best.”

    “So, I don’t if your mom told you, but my husband, his name is Justin, by the way, got you a job as a writer’s assistant on a new show. It’s not a glamorous job, but it’s a great way to get experience.”

    “Yeah, my mom told me, and I’m insanely grateful. I really am. I know I can’t expect to just start writing brilliant stuff and getting big time jobs the moment I land here, so I’m really grateful for the chance to learn,” Justin said. “So, what exactly does your husband do?”

    “Oh, he runs a production company. He and a friend run it, actually. They went to college together and moved here when they were in their early 20s, just like you. They’ve built it into something pretty impressive, too,” Allison explained.

    “That’s cool. That’s really cool,” Blake said as he stared up at the palm trees like almost everyone did on their first visit to LA.

    “So,” Allison began, “are you leaving anyone special behind? Girlfriend? Boyfriend?”

    “Oh, no, no one special. It’s been a little while since I had a girlfriend, to be honest,” Blake said as he rubbed his hands over his knees.

    “Maybe a change of scenery will be good for you,” Allison said in a hopeful tone. “Los Angeles is certainly a good place to have fun, especially for a young, good-looking guy.”

    When Blake didn’t say anything Allison wondered if she’d overstepped her bounds. She realized she was acting like his mom and that really wasn’t her place. She wasn’t his mom – she’d never really been interested in being anyone’s mom – and he was 21 years old and not really in need of her concerned support.

    “Sorry, that was a little weird,” Allison said. “I probably sounded a little like your mom there, or like I was trying to be your mom. I’m not. I promise. I won’t do that. I’m not going to check your bedroom if you’re out late or whatever.”

    Blake let out a laugh that seemed entirely genuine and Allison glanced over to see that he seemed to have relaxed for the first time since he got in her car.

    “It’s okay, Mrs…sorry, Allison. You didn’t sound like my mom. Honestly, when my mom says stuff like that it always sounds like she doesn’t believe it, or she’s saying it because she feels like it’s her duty as a mom to try and boost my self-esteem,” Blake said. “Maybe it’s just because you’re not my mom, but it felt nice when you said it.”

    Allison felt an odd, unexpected sense of embarrassment, like she’d inadvertently done a bit of flirting with Blake.

    “Now I’ve made it weird,” he said.

    It was Allison’s turn to laugh. “No, no, you haven’t. None of this is weird. It’s just different. I mean, the last time I had a 21 year old in my car I was probably 21 myself. Now I’m in my forties. It’s an entirely different experience.”

    “You’re in your forties?” Blake asked.

    “Yeah. How old did you think I was?” Allison asked.

    “Oh. I don’t know. Obviously I didn’t really think about it, because you were in my mom’s high school class, which means you’re my mom’s age,” Blake said.

    Allison stopped at a red light and looked over to see the young man smiling.

    “I guess what I’m saying is that you don’t look my mom’s age and that I was pretty spaced out when I met you a few years back so I just assumed you knew her some other way.”

    Blake’s compliment made her happy, which in turn made Allison feel a little silly. What did it matter if some 21 year old thought she looked a few years younger than her actual age?

    “Living in Los Angeles helps,” Allison said. “It’s a lot easier to be healthy here, plus the city is chock full of insanely beautiful people and I end up feeling bad about myself if I don’t put in the effort. Plus there’s the fact that my husband interacts with beautiful young actresses from time to time and some of them aren’t all that shy about offering up a little something in exchange for a part.”

    Allison realized she was badly over sharing as she let her anxieties spill out.

    “I can’t imagine your husband would cheat on you. I mean, that just seems crazy,” Blake said.

    Again Allison smiled as she assumed Blake was saying that she was too attractive for her husband to even consider cheating.

    “Plus, aren’t actresses supposed to be crazy?” he added.

    “That they are, Blake. Some guys think that makes the sex better, though. Perhaps you’ll get to test that theory yourself,” Allison said as reached out and smacked him in the arm, which she immediately felt stupid for having done. It was way too friendly.

    Blake reached up and rubbed his arm. “Ow, damn, you’re strong. There’s another reason for your husband not to cheat on you.”

    He laughed and Allison saw him looking at her out of the corner of her eye. “I don’t think that crazy suits me, to be honest. I don’t have a ton of experience with girls, but I’ve never been into the ones that seem a little bit nuts, you know?”

    “Far be it from me to give romantic advice, Blake, but you’re young and there’s not much harm in seeing what’s out there. How can you really know what you prefer until you’ve tried a little of everything, right?” Allison said.

    Blake looked over at her as Allison pulled up to a stop sign. She turned to him and smiled. “Are you telling me to sow my wild oats?” he asked.

    “No, definitely not, and most definitely not if your mother asks about it.”

    They both laughed as Allison pulled into their neighborhood. A few moments later they were in her garage.

    Blake pulled his suitcases from the trunk and wheeled them inside as Allison tossed her keys in the bowl by the door.

    “So, this is obviously the kitchen and living area,” she explained while gesturing to the kitchen and living room. “Feel free to watch TV whenever you’d like, though there’s also one in your room.”

    “Wow, your home is beautiful,” Blake said. “My mom said you and Justin were successful, but I think she might have undersold it a little.”

    “Well, there’s a pool out back, so I suppose that just plays into that. You’re welcome to use it whenever you like. I like to swim for exercises so we keep it heated this time of year.” Allison felt a little like she was bragging, but the look of wonder on Blake’s face washed away any concerns. “Now why don’t I show you where you’ll be sleeping?”

    Blake followed Allison down the hall and into the second master suite.

    “Wow, this is huge,” he said.

    “Yeah, the house has two master suites. I’m not really sure why, but we liked the idea of our guests being able to have a really luxurious stay, so it was actually one of the selling points when we were shopping for homes,” Allison explained. “The bathroom is through there – there’s a tub and a shower – and the bed is, well, it’s right here, obviously.”

    Blake laughed as he hoisted his suitcases onto the bed and unzipped them.

    “Everything else is pretty self-explanatory, to be honest. There’s a set of keys for you on the table and you can borrow my car from time to time if you need it. It’s often easier just to take a Lyft, though, especially if you’ve never driven in the kind of traffic that can snarl up the streets here.”

    Allison turned to leave and Blake reached out to stop her. His touch was surprisingly strong and firm.

    “Sorry, that was weird. I shouldn’t be touching you like that,” he said.

    “No, no, it’s okay,” Allison said. “Honestly, it is. We don’t really know each other well enough to be friends, but I’d like to think we will be so it’s not a problem.”

    “Well, I just wanted to say thank you,” he said. “I’m more grateful for what you and your husband have done for me than I can possibly make clear. I know how lucky I am, too, that Justin got me that job and I promise I won’t blow it.”

    Allison smiled. “It’s our pleasure. Trust me. You’re welcome to any food that’s in the kitchen. Justin won’t be home until late so I’ll probably just order something for dinner. I’ll let you know before I do in case you’re interested.”

    “Sounds good, thanks,” he said.

    Allison walked out with a smile on her face. Just outside the bedroom door she thought of something else she wanted to tell Blake and spun around to see that he’d already pulled his shirt off. She stared at his surprisingly muscular torso for a second and then scurried away. It wasn’t like he’d gotten naked, but she still felt a little embarrassed. Thankfully it didn’t seem like he’d noticed her staring.

    
      

    

    “Does Justin work late a lot?” Blake asked as he looked up at the night sky.

    It was a warm night so Allison had insisted they enjoy their takeout on the back patio. They’d cleaned their plates and polished off a bottle of wine. She wondered if Blake was feeling the same kind of buzz she had going.

    “He does,” she said. “That business you’re trying to break into is very demanding, Blake, and the truth is you don’t really stand a chance at succeeding if you’re not willing to work insane hours.”

    Allison knew she was trying her best to see the bright side of it. Justin had to work long hours to succeed. That didn’t mean it was perfect, though.

    “Does that suck sometimes?” Blake asked.

    Allison smiled at the young man sitting across from her. She felt like she’d learned quite a lot about him in the ninety minutes they’d spent enjoying good food and wine.

    “It certainly does, Blake,” she said. “We don’t spend as much time together as I’d like, I suppose, and I’m just drunk enough to say that sometimes I wonder if we’ve grown apart a little bit over the years. Or maybe a lot.”

    “Can I be honest?” Blake asked.

    “Of course,” Allison said.

    “I’m pretty sure it’s been almost two years since I’ve been in a pool and I really feel like I want to remedy that situation,” he said.

    Allison was thoroughly surprised by the sudden shift in tone and she unleashed a gleeful belly laugh in response.

    She stood up and said, “Then we absolutely must get you in the pool. It’s been so long that you shouldn’t go without a partner, though, so I will join you. I just need to change into my swimsuit and you should change into yours, obviously. “

    Allison left the patio and headed towards her bedroom. She pulled open the dresser drawer that contained the many swimsuits she owned and for a moment experienced total paralysis at the idea of having to choose just one of them.

    Eventually she settled on an elegant black one piece with cutouts along the side and back. She gave herself a quick look in the mirror and then chided herself for caring what she looked like when swimming with someone half her age.

    Blake was standing poolside in his swimsuit as Allison stepped out onto the deck. He turned around and smiled as she let herself admire his body for just a moment. He was in far better shape than she imagined and he looked even better now that she was a little closer than she’d been earlier.

    “Wow, Allison, you look great,” he said as his eyes lingered on her body.

    Allison knew she shouldn’t feel flattered by his lingering stare, but she was. It felt good.

    “Thank you, Blake. That’s very kind of you,” she said. “Now, shall we end your two year hiatus from pools?”

    Blake walked towards the shallow end of the pool and Allison joined him. They both stared out at the water and he looked at her and flashed a giddy smile that seemed more than a little influenced by the wine they’d enjoyed together.

    Allison smiled and said, “Do you think you’ve forgotten to swim, Blake? Are you nervous that you might get in the water and simply sink to the bottom and drown?”

    He laughed and said, “It’s certainly possible. Two years is a long time. I’m not scared, though. You’ll save me if it looks like I’m drowning, right?”

    “I will,” Allison said.

    “You know how to give mouth to mouth, right? How to do CPR?” he asked.

    “Not at all, so let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” she shot back.

    Blake laughed and offered his hand. “Shall we enter the pool together?” he asked.

    Allison took it and they each stepped into the warm water. Soon they were immersed up to their waists.

    “Wow, it really is warm,” Blake said. “This is nice. I can see why you wanted a house with a pool.”

    “I know, right?” Allison replied.

    “Now, as we know it’s been two years since I’ve been in a pool and you swim almost every day. So, why don’t you show me how to swim, as I’ve obviously forgotten,” Blake suggested.

    Allison flashed a smile at the younger man and her eyes darted to his impressively sculpted chest. She felt an alarming wave of arousal rush through her body before doing everything in her power to make it go away.

    “What stroke would you like to see?” she asked.

    “Backstroke,” Blake said.

    Allison fell backwards into the water and broke into a backstroke that propelled her to the other end of the pool. She executed a graceful turnaround and floated by Blake on her way to the shallow end before repeating the process once more.

    She came to a stop after two laps and stood up in front of Blake at the shallow end of the pool. She pulled her hair back and watched his eyes drift over her body in the tight black swimsuit.

    “How was that?” Allison asked.

    “It was remarkably sexy,” Blake said as their eyes met.

    He stepped closer, and despite knowing that she should have backed away and left the pool, Allison didn’t move.

    When Blake reached out and took her hand in his, she didn’t stop him. Instead, she moved towards him. She pressed her body against his and looked up at him.

    “You’re so beautiful,” he said before leaning closer.

    Their lips met for an electric kiss. Allison felt her body come alive with desire for the tall, handsome young man standing in her pool. She reached up and ran her hands over his chest and he grabbed her ass and pulled her closer. The kiss deepened and Allison felt Blake’s erection press into her.

    For a split second Allison let herself imagine what it would be like to let Blake inside her. She imagined how it would feel to have the tall, muscular young man fuck her, how the relentless energy that came with his youth would translate to an entirely different kind of sex, a kind of sex that she missed having.

    Then, as if someone else had done it, Allison had Blake’s cock in her hand. His swimsuit was floating next to him and his hands were playing with her breasts as they kissed. His cock was long and thick and it was impossibly hard in the way that only a young man’s cock gets hard.

    Blake slipped the straps of her swimsuit off Allison’s shoulders and she let him. He exposed her breasts and played with them as she moaned into his mouth and stroked his cock.

    She released his erection to push her swimsuit off and let it float in the pool next to his. Their lips met once more. Allison was completely lost to her desire and she’d made the decision to take the encounter to its logical conclusion.

    She put her arms around Blake’s neck and leapt out of the water. She wrapped her legs around him and he grasped her wet ass with two strong hands and skillfully guided her pussy onto his cock. Just like that Allison had another man inside her.

    Blake held her in midair and bounced Allison on his cock. The sound of water splashing and flesh meeting flesh filled the night air.

    “Blake, fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Allison said.

    “Me too,” he said.

    “Harder, Blake, fuck me harder. Fuck me harder and cum inside me!”

    Blake found the strength to fuck Allison harder as they stood in the pool and an orgasm ripped through her body. She clung tightly to the young man penetrating her pussy, closed her eyes, and experienced a blissful kind of release that she hadn’t enjoyed in years.

    “Fuck, Allison, I’m cumming!” Blake said between deep groans.

    He held her still as Allison felt his cock pulsing inside her. She smiled. She knew it was so wrong, but it felt good knowing that he was cumming inside her. She liked that he’d found her so irresistible.

    Allison kissed him as Blake maintained his grip on her ass and his cock stayed hard inside her.

    “Thank you,” she said. “That was exceptionally good.”

    Blake lifted her off his cock and Allison stood in the pool once more. Some of the young man’s cum leaked out of her pussy and floated to the surface.

    “We should probably get out,” she said while imagining the nightmare of cleaning little bits of cum out of the pool.

    They grabbed their swimsuits and walked out of the pool, each with a smile on their face.

    “I hope it goes without saying that we can’t tell my husband about this,” she said.

    “I would never,” Blake said. “Truly, I would never tell him. You don’t have to worry.”

    Allison pulled him close for another kiss. She knew she was supposed to feel guilty, but for the moment she felt nothing but post-orgasmic bliss and a sense of gratitude for the young man that had just provided her with such a satisfying climax.

    “You’re beautiful,” Blake said. “And that was incredible. The best sex of my life.”

    Allison smiled and stepped into her swimsuit before gathering the remnants of their meal and bringing them inside.

    “I’m going to see if I can get some writing done,” she said after tossing everything. “So I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

    “Goodnight, Allison,” Blake said as he put on his swimsuit and headed down the hallway.

    “Goodnight,” she replied.

    Allison assumed the guilt – a guilt she should absolutely have felt – would arrive soon, but as Blake walked away all she could think about was how she wanted to invite him back to her bedroom for another round.

    Instead, Allison headed for the shower. She had no intention of confessing what she’d done to her husband and she didn’t want him finding out because she happened to have another man’s cum leaking out of her when he crawled into bed that night.

    As she stepped into the flow of hot water and closed her eyes, Allison felt him inside her again. She felt his hands on her ass. She felt his cock filling her in ways she hadn’t been filled in a very long time. She let her fingers drift between her legs. She played with her pussy. She had another orgasm.

    It was the second orgasm that made Allison wonder if she had a real problem on her hands. She thought it might dissipate some of her desire, but it did no such thing. She still wanted more of Blake. She needed it. She wasn’t sure what she was going to do.
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    “Good morning, beautiful,” Justin said as he wrapped his arms around Allison and snuggled up against her.

    Allison smiled and pressed her ass against him.

    “Good morning to you,” she said. “You got home late last night.”

    “I know,” he said. “I’m sorry. We had a notes session with the studio and the writer freaked out. We had to spend most of the night trying to calm him down and work our way through the notes so he could get started on the rewrites today.”

    “It’s okay,” Allison said. “Succeeding in your business means long hours.”

    Justin kissed her cheek and said, “Thank you for understanding.”

    When he moved to pull away, Allison reached back and grabbed his ass to keep him close. “Don’t go,” she said.

    Allison wasn’t sure if it was her guilt from her dalliance with Blake the night before or the fact that fucking the younger man in their pool had unlocked a part of her she’d hidden away as her sex life with Justin had gotten stale, but she was feeling exceptionally amorous.

    “You’re hard,” she said. “I can feel it. Why don’t we take advantage of that?”

    “Really?” Justin said.

    Allison laughed, mostly because his reaction seemed like an embarrassing indicator of just how stale things had gotten between the two of them.

    “Sorry, that was a stupid thing to say,” Justin added. “What I meant was, I would absolutely love to have sex with my beautiful wife on this lovely morning.”

    Allison rolled over, kissed him, and reached into his underwear to free his cock and wrap her fingers around it. Their tongues mingled as she stroked him with a kind of vigor she hadn’t felt for his cock in years.

    “Shit, Allison, that feels incredible,” he said.

    “You know what would feel even better?” she asked.

    Allison quickly answered her rhetorical question by straddling him, pulling aside the panties she’d worn to bed, and dropping her exceptionally wet pussy onto his cock.

    “Fuck, yes, that does feel better,” Justin said as he pulled off her t-shirt and played with her breasts. “That feels much better.”

    Allison placed her hands on Justin’s chest and rode him slowly. She ground her clit over his pelvic area, generating blissful waves of pleasure in her loins as her pussy milked his stiff dick.

    “Yeah? Does my pussy feel good, baby?” Allison asked. “Does your wife’s pussy feel good wrapped around your dick?”

    “Holy shit, yes,” Justin replied.

    Allison saw the delighted surprise in his eyes. He knew she was acting a little out of character. She used to talk dirty all the time. She used to revel in it. She hadn’t done it much recently. She hadn’t been anywhere near turned on enough to do it recently. Fucking Blake had changed that, at least temporarily.

    “Oh shit, I’m gonna cum, Justin,” Allison said as she closed her eyes and rode his cock faster. She heard the sounds of wetness emanating from between her legs. She knew she was soaked. She knew her husband’s cock was bathed in the juices of her desire that were at least partially for the much younger man sleeping in their guest room. That only served to arouse her further.

    “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    “Oh fuck!” Justin said.

    Allison opened her eyes to see her husband’s orgasm face. His eyes were closed, his mouth was open, and he’d arched his back a little to push his cock as far into her pussy as it would reach. He was cumming inside her, just like Blake had. It thrilled Allison in a way she knew was inappropriate. She couldn’t help it, though. She felt like a changed woman and all it had taken was one foolish encounter in her pool.

    “Babe, that was incredible,” Justin said.

    Allison leaned down and kissed him. “I know,” she said.

    She lifted her hips to let his cock slide out of her and pulled her panties over her pussy to catch the cum that would soon be leaking out.

    “You get ready for work. I’ll make breakfast,” Allison said as she climbed out of bed and stepped into the closet to change into a pair of clean panties and throw on the pink satin robe she loved to wear in the mornings.

    Justin was naked and on his way to the bathroom as Allison emerged from the closet and headed towards the kitchen.

    “That was truly wonderful,” Justin said.

    “Yes it was,” Allison replied as she stopped to give him a kiss. 

    She gave his ass a quick swat and headed out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen to whip up a couple of quick egg sandwiches.

    Allison had just dropped a bit of butter into the hot pan when she heard Blake clear his throat. She looked over her shoulder and saw him standing awkwardly on the other end of the marble island.

    “Good morning, Blake,” she said with a cheerful smile.

    He offered a quick wave of his hand and said, “Good morning,” while remaining as far from her as he could while still standing in the kitchen.

    “Would you like an egg sandwich? I’m making them for Justin and me. An egg and a little cheese between two slices of bread; it’s classic stuff.”

    Blake couldn’t seem to hold her gaze, choosing instead to look at the refrigerator before casting his eyes towards the floor.

    Allison pulled the pan off the burner and walked towards him. She smiled as Blake backed away like she was wielding a knife with a murderous look in her eyes.

    “Blake, it’s okay,” she said. “I’m not going to tell Justin about last night and he’s not going to find out. He and I just had sex. He thinks everything is wonderful, and I don’t regret what we did. I really don’t. It…opened me up. I don’t know. It felt like it freed me. I feel so much better this morning. It’s strange but kind of wonderful.”

    Blake looked up at her and flashed a smile. “I feel really bad,” he said. “I mean, that seems like something we shouldn’t have done.”

    “It’s something I shouldn’t have done, Blake. You’re 21 years old. You’re at an age where you’re not supposed to be responsible. I’m quite a bit older than you. I’m supposed to be responsible. So I’m the one that screwed up. You don’t have to feel bad. Let me do that,” Allison said.

    “But you don’t feel bad,” Blake said.

    “I feel a little guilty, as I should,” Allison replied. “But you’re right, I don’t feel bad. I feel good. I feel happy. I feel alive.”

    “Well, that’s good I guess,” he said.

    Allison laughed as she headed back to the oven and put the pan on the burner once more. “Do you want an egg sandwich?”

    “No, that’s okay. I was going to try and get some writing done today. I’m going to do the clichéd thing and sit at a coffee shop, so I’ll get some breakfast there. Thanks though,” Blake said.

    “Lots of great scripts were written at coffee shops, Blake. It’s a cliché, but it works for people,” Allison said as she turned and waved. He’d already turned his back and headed towards his room.

    A few minutes later Allison had two sandwiches plated and two cups of freshly brewed coffee waiting. Justin showed up showered, dressed, and ready for work and devoured his sandwich without sitting down. He poured the coffee into a to go cup, gave Allison a longer kiss than usual, and headed out the door.

    “I love you! Have a good day at work!” she called out.

    “I love you too!” he replied.

    Allison smiled and decided she’d eat breakfast in the office before getting some writing done. She grabbed her sandwich and coffee and set out down the hallway with a delightful bounce in her step that she hadn’t felt in a long time.

    
      

    

    At her regular Tuesday lunch date, all three of Allison’s friends noticed the extra joy she emanated. She’d gotten there a little late and it was the first thing her girlfriends commented on as she sat down.

    Allison told them all it was because she and Justin had enjoyed an impromptu round of morning sex, and as three women that were also in long term marriages they believed her without hesitation.

    The sex with Justin had certainly thrilled her and it was a big part of the reason for her glow that day. She knew the real reason though.

    Blake was on her mind as Allison pulled into the driveway after lunch. She kept reliving the experience in the pool. It was like a lovely little fantasy that played out over and over again, each time filling her with desire.

    After letting herself into the house and dropping her purse on the kitchen table Allison had every intention of going to the bedroom and relieving some of the pent up desire that resided between her legs.

    It was a moan from Blake’s room that interrupted her plan. She thought he’d still be at the coffee shop, but the moan from his room was unquestionably male and unquestionably sexual.

    Allison couldn’t resist. She slipped off her shoes and tip-toed down the hallway and towards the guest bedroom. Another moan reached her ears. She was almost certain Blake was masturbating.

    “Your pussy feels so good, Allison,” Blake said. “It feels so fucking good.”

    Allison stopped in the hallway. Blake moaned again. The sound of his hand moving up and down his slick cock reached Allison’s ears.

    She knew it was inappropriate to try and watch Blake masturbate, but she couldn’t help herself, especially since she’d heard her name.

    “Fuck, Allison, take my cock. Take it,” Blake said.

    Allison smiled. It sounded like he was playing out a little fantasy where she was his eager fuck toy.

    She peaked into the bedroom and saw Blake standing at the foot of the bed. He had his phone in his hand and it looked like he’d pulled up Allison’s Facebook page. He was slowly flipping through her pictures and masturbating furiously.

    “You want me to cum inside you?” Blake asked the fantasy version of Allison.

    Feeling exceptionally naughty and sensing an opening, Allison stepped into the doorway and said, “Yes.”

    Blake spun around, saw Allison and dropped his phone as he frantically tried to pull his pants up.

    “Shit, Allison. Oh my God. I thought you were at lunch. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” he said.

    Channeling that same naughtiness, Allison stepped into the room and wrapped her fingers around Blake’s cock. She stroked his still-wet shaft and stared into his eyes.

    “What position was I in?” she asked.

    “Wha…what?” Blake replied before a seemingly involuntary groan escaped his lips.

    “In your fantasy, Blake. What position were you fucking me in?” Allison clarified.

    “Doggystyle,” he said. “It was doggystyle.”

    “Were we right here?” Allison asked as she slowed her stroking and played with the head of his cock. “Was I on my hands and knees at the end of your bed?”

    Blake had no way of knowing it, but Allison felt a near overwhelming kind of lust coursing through her body. Something about Blake’s unbridled desire and the unadulterated nature of his fantasy had left her with a deep need to be on the receiving end of his cock once more.

    “Yes,” Blake said as any embarrassment seemed to wash away in the face of the pleasure of getting a handjob. “We were here. You were right here.”

    “And my pussy felt good?” Allison asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “And I wanted to feel you cum inside me? I wanted to feel your cock explode in my pussy and fill me with your hot cum?” she asked.

    Blake closed his eyes and groaned. It seemed like he might cum at any moment. “Yes,” he said.

    Allison released his cock and unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor and she pulled her panties down before getting onto her hands and knees in his bed.

    “Fuck me, Blake,” she said. “Fuck my tight pussy. Fuck me and cum inside me.”

    Blake didn’t need a second invitation. He moved behind Allison, slipped his bare cock into her pussy, and grabbed her hips.

    Allison looked back at him and asked, “Does my pussy feel good?”

    “Your pussy is fucking perfect, Allison,” Blake answered as he began to fuck her. “It’s perfect in every way.”

    After just a handful of thrusts Allison was on the verge of an orgasm. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so turned on. Something had shifted the night before when she fucked Blake in the pool. Something had awoken inside her and now she was on her hands and knees and acting like a whore for the 21 year old that lived in her house.

    “Cum inside me, Blake!” she screamed.

    He groaned and fucked her harder as his fantasy played out in real life. Allison climaxed first. Her head fell to the bed and she nearly toppled over as her legs wobbled from the intense pleasure.

    Blake followed a few moments after. His cock was thick enough that Allison could actually feel it pulsing inside her as he released his load.

    “Fuck, oh fuck, that’s so fucking good,” Blake said as shot after shot of cum released in her pussy.

    “Yes it is,” Allison said. She curled her tingling toes and closed her eyes as the energy of her orgasm dissipated. “That was so much better than good.”

    Blake pulled out and Allison stood up and put on her panties as his load began to drip out of her.

    “Thank you, Blake. I really needed that,” she said.

    He smiled, the sheepishness from earlier in the morning seemingly gone.

    “It was my pleasure,” he said.

    Allison gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, picked up her skirt, and left the bedroom knowing that it was not the last time she and Blake were going to fuck.
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    Four days. All it took was four days for Allison to break and fuck Blake again.

    She’d gone three days without giving in to her desire. She’d remained strong and held the often overpowering lust at bay. Then her resolve broke in the blink of an eye.

    It happened in the kitchen. Justin had left for work an hour earlier and Allison had changed into her workout clothes and was at the refrigerator looking for a light snack before she went out for a jog.

    Blake walked into the room and Allison heard him groan. She turned to see Blake staring at her ass. His eyes met hers for an instant and he looked away. “Sorry,” he said. “You just look…you look so good.”

    Allison had informed Blake that they had to stop. She’d explained that she couldn’t deal with the guilt, that Justin was a good man and that his only real fault as a husband was that he worked too much. She’d apologized for getting involved with Blake in the first place and told him that they couldn’t have sex anymore.

    “Blake, please,” Allison said. She saw the desire in his eyes and wondered if he could see the same thing in hers. Could Blake tell that Allison couldn’t stop thinking about him? Could he tell that her body hadn’t seemed to get the message that she was no longer interested in cheating on her husband?

    Blake stepped closer. Allison should have moved away. She should have shut the refrigerator door, grabbed her phone and gone for a run. She should have cleared her head with a run so long she ended it completely exhausted. Instead, Allison shut the refrigerator door and stood still as Blake approached. She stood still as he reached out and pulled her body against his.

    “Blake…” she said. Her heart wasn’t in it, though. She couldn’t even offer a hint of protest. Her resolve melted at his touch. Her body screamed with desire for him.

    “I’ll stop if you tell me to,” Blake said as he leaned down to kiss her.

    Allison had a chance. She could have said no. She could have turned away. She could have walked away. She didn’t, though. She kissed him instead. She pressed her lips against his. She pressed her body against his. She moaned when his hands found her ass and grabbed it.

    It took just a few moments for desire to fully envelop Allison. Any sense of guilt was overwhelmed by her need to have Blake inside her. She needed to experience the pleasure that he offered her. She couldn’t deny her body what it craved so badly.

    Allison hastily unbuttoned Blake’s jeans and yanked the zipper down. She pushed his pants to the floor and her fingers found his cock.

    Blake worked Allison’s leggings over her hips, pulled her thong aside, and worked his fingers into her pussy. If he had any doubts about her desire the wetness between her legs was all the confirmation he needed. Allison’s body was desperate for him and that need had overwhelmed her desire to stay faithful.

    Allison released Blake’s cock and stepped back. For just a moment she considered walking away. Some part of her screamed for Allison to make the right decision. She was too far gone, though.

    “Let’s go to your room,” she said.

    Allison headed towards Blake’s room before her conscience got the best of her. She stripped along the way, tossing each article of clothing aside as it came off. The moment she stepped through Blake’s doorway he wrapped his arms around her from behind. He was naked too. She felt his big cock press into her from behind. Desire rushed through her body. A deep, impossibly powerful need to have him inside her nearly overwhelmed Allison.

    “I need you to fuck me, Blake,” she said. “I need you inside me right now.”

    Blake spun Allison around, picked her up, and walked towards his bed. He crawled onto the mattress and laid her down. Allison reached between his legs, wrapped her fingers around the base of his impossibly hard cock and pressed the head between her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me,” she insisted. “Fuck me, Blake.”

    Blake slid inside her and Allison pulled his lips to hers for a desperate kiss. She spread her legs wider and the moment Blake bottomed out in her pussy he pulled back and began to fuck her. He gave Allison what she needed. He took what he craved. He fucked her hard and fast.

    Allison rode a wave of intense pleasure all the way to a body-shaking climax. Her legs twitched and she felt juices pouring from her pussy as Blake slowed his thrusts. He wore a prideful smile, and with good cause. He’d just given Allison an orgasm she’d be eager to tell her friends about if she hadn’t cheated on her husband to experience it.

    “You’re incredible, Blake,” Allison said as she ran her hands down his muscular arms. “That was incredible.”

    The desperation she’d felt for Blake had dissipated thanks to the orgasm. In its place was a deep desire to make him feel as good as he’d made her feel.

    “On your back,” Allison said as she pushed against Blake’s chest. “I want to make you cum.”

    Blake smiled and pulled out. He rolled onto his back and Allison moved between his legs and took his cock into her mouth. She sucked her juices off his cock and felt just a little bit dirty doing so. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d taken Justin her mouth after he’d been inside her.

    Blake seemed to find extra pleasure in the idea of Allison giving him head so soon after he’d been inside her. She wondered if he’d seen that kind of thing in porn videos and had found it thrilling.

    Seeking to deepen his arousal, Allison kissed her way down the shaft of Blake’s cock and took his balls into her mouth. She licked and sucked while stroking the head of his dick. She felt like she was in college again, like the only thing that came close to mattering was making the man in front of her feel good. The rest of life washed away and all Allison wanted to do was drive Blake absolutely mad with desire.

    “Allison…fuck, you’re unbelievable,” Blake said.

    Allison looked up with a smile on her face. “Yeah? Do I make you feel good?”

    “Fuck yes you do,” he replied before reaching out and grabbing her hand. “Now I want to be inside you again.”

    Allison straddled him and reached down to grab Blake’s cock. She rubbed it over her pussy lips and he groaned. “Is this what you want? Do you crave my pussy?”

    “Yes I do. I need your pussy, Allison,” Blake answered. “I need to be inside you. I need to cum inside you.”

    Allison sank down onto Blake’s cock as his words trigged a deep, surprising kind of arousal. She didn’t just want Blake to fuck her. She wanted him to cum inside her too. She wanted to see that look of pleasure on his face as he climaxed inside her. She wanted to know that his seed was spilling into her pussy. Allison knew the fact that she was cheating made it hotter. She knew her desire was rooted in something terrible but she couldn’t contain it. All she felt was a deep need to make Blake cum inside her.

    Allison leaned down and kissed Blake as she worked his cock with her pussy. She bounced up and down, feeling every inch slide in and out of her at a blistering pace. The sex was infused with the same urgency and passion she’d felt when Blake was on top. Her need was animalistic and impossible to control. She had to feed it. She had to have him. She had to make Blake cum inside her.

    “Allison…you feel so fucking good,” Blake said between kisses.

    He grabbed her ass and Allison moaned as she kissed his neck. She let him fuck his cock up into her. She let him pursue his orgasm as he desired. Not long after Allison was rewarded with the loud grunts and groans that signaled his climax. Blake held his cock inside her and came. His orgasm seemed better than usual, just like hers had been. He was louder and lustier and he grabbed her ass tighter.

    Allison remained on top of Blake long after his orgasm. He remained inside her until his cock had gone soft. His cum leaked out and made a splendid mess, but she didn’t care. She wanted to savor the sensation of being on top of him, of being in his bed, of having him inside her. Soon she’d have to go back to reality and once again deal with the guilt of having cheated on her husband and of having been so weak when confronted with such intense desire.

    
      

    

    “Hey,” Justin said as he popped his head into the bathroom.

    Allison had a foot up on the counter and she was applying lotion to her freshly-shaved leg. She had a towel wrapped around her head but the rest of her body was absent clothing and Justin couldn’t help but smile. Whatever he’d come into the bathroom to say was temporarily consumed by the kind of desire most men feel when they see a naked woman.

    “Hey yourself,” Allison said as she flashed a flirty smile. “What can I do for you?”

    Justin stepped into the room with a pair of Allison’s panties in his hand. He was holding the panties she’d put on that morning. They were the same panties she’d taken off before rushing into Blake’s room to fuck him. Panic rose in Allison’s chest as she tried to look as calm and steady as possible. 

    “I found these outside Blake’s room,” Justin said as he held the panties up.

    “Really?” Allison replied. She wanted to come up with a plausible reason why her panties might be outside Blake’s room, but her mind was blank. It felt like her world was about to collapse and it was all she could do to keep her breathing steady as she studied Justin’s face for some clue of what he was feeling.

    Justin stepped into the bathroom and his eyes wandered over Allison’s body. She was almost certain she saw desire in his eyes. “Would you put them on for me?” he asked.

    Allison’s hand shook a little as she reached out and took the panties from her husband. She stepped into her underwear and pulled them tight against her crotch as Justin stared between her legs. 

    There was no question he was aroused. Allison wasn’t sure what her husband was thinking, but she knew how he looked when he was turned on, so she took a chance and slowly spun around. She looked over her shoulder as Justin stared at her ass and asked, “Do I look good in them?”

    He nodded and Allison bent over a little. She saw the beginnings of a bulge between his legs and a dozen questions ran through her head. Did Justin think Blake had stolen her panties? Did he know what had happened, that she’d left her panties outside Blake’s room before enjoying the younger man’s cock? Did he suspect something else entirely, like Allison had given the panties to Blake as a naughty little gift?

    Justin stepped closer and reached out to touch Allison’s ass. He ran his fingers over her skin and the panties and squeezed her flesh. She heard her husband groan and her heart pounded as she asked, “Do you want me, Justin? Do you want to fuck me in these panties?”

    Justin nodded and Allison stood up and spun around. She unbuttoned her husband’s shirt and pulled it off before tossing it onto the bathroom floor. Justin reached up and played with her breasts as Allison unbuttoned his pants and pulled on his zipper. He seemed nervous, like he wasn’t sure if what they were about to do was the right choice. Allison wasn’t sure either, but she preferred going down this path to the idea of a massive fight and a divorce.

    When Justin’s pants hit the floor Allison gently wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him. Justin’s fingers found their way between her legs and he rubbed her pussy through the panties she’d worn earlier that day. Their eyes met and Allison still couldn’t decipher what was behind her husband’s arousal.

    “How do you want me?” Allison asked. She wanted to give Justin the freedom to play out the lust he seemed to be feeling and she didn’t want to reveal any more than was necessary.

    “I want you how he had you,” Justin answered.

    Allison’s heart pounded as she stared into her husband’s eyes and tried to figure out how much he knew. Did he utter those words because he suspected Allison of cheating on him or because he knew and he was genuinely aroused by her infidelity? If she took him to their bed and let Justin have her like Blake had taken her, was she risking her marriage by admitting to her affair?

    There wasn’t time to give it much thought. Lingering and staring into his eyes was the same as admitting she’d fucked Blake, so Allison took Justin’s hand and led him out of the bathroom. She stopped at the edge of the bed, slowly turned around, and sat on the mattress. She swung her legs into the bed, spread them, and looked at her husband. The panties seemed important to him, so Allison pulled them aside and offered her pussy.

    She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so nervous. It felt like her marriage was teetering on the brink of total destruction. If she guessed wrong she was about to admit to an affair that her husband only suspected. There was only one way to find out, though.

    “Fuck me,” Allison said as she played with her pussy. “Fuck me like he did.”

    Justin crawled into the bed and moved between her legs. They kissed as Allison placed his cock inside her. She moaned as he filled her.

    “Fuck me like he did,” Allison said again, this time in a voice laced with intense desire. “Fuck me like Blake did!”

    Justin fucked her hard enough to make the bed squeak. Allison grabbed his ass and moaned for him. She moaned to enhance her husband’s pleasure. She moaned because she was relieved he wasn’t furious with her. She moaned because while she didn’t understand his desire she still wanted him to feel good.

    “Fuck, Allison…I’m close,” Justin said.

    “Cum inside me,” Allison replied. “Cum inside me just like Blake did. Cum in your wife’s pussy just like he did!”

    Justin did as Allison requested. He buried his cock inside her and climaxed. His groans filled the bedroom as he experienced what she hoped was an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm.

    Justin pulled out and rolled onto his back. Allison looked over to see him staring at the ceiling with half a smile on his face.

    “I guess we have a few things to talk about,” he said.

    “I guess we do,” Allison replied. It was silly to think she could avoid having a painful conversation with her husband, but she’d still hoped for it. It wasn’t to be, though. It was time to face the music. Allison’s only hope was that Justin’s obvious sexual desire as a result of her cheating meant he wouldn’t be angry enough to divorce her.

    “I’ll go first,” he said.

    Allison stared at the ceiling and hoped for the best possible outcome.
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    “Are you sure about this?” Allison asked as she unbuttoned her blouse.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” Justin said.

    “Are you absolutely certain?” she asked. “Because we don’t have to do this.”

    She took her blouse off and reached back to unhook her bra as Justin watched. Allison loved that he couldn’t help but stare at her breasts.

    “I’m sure. I want to watch,” he said.

    As it turned out, Justin wasn’t nearly as mad as Allison expected him to be after he’d discovered her infidelity. There had been some fighting and he was unquestionably hurt by it, but Justin had been quick to admit that he found it arousing in a way he didn’t understand. His desire had blunted his anger and they’d enjoyed quite a few lusty sexual encounters over the past week, all of them fueled by her affair with Blake.

    Watching had been Justin’s idea. Specifically, he wanted to watch her have sex with Blake in the pool. He wanted to watch them fuck in the same place where it had first happened.

    Allison wanted to tell Justin that she thought it was a bad idea, but she felt like she didn’t really have the right to argue with him. After all, she’d been the one to cheat. She’d broken their marital vows and he was probably still angry, and rightfully so. It wouldn’t have been unreasonable for him to get annoyed or downright angry if she refused to do as he desired.

    “I know it’s crazy,” Justin said as he stood up and walked towards her. “I really do. I know this is not the reaction a man is supposed to have. It’s the reaction I had, though, and I’m certain that this is what I want.”

    He unbuttoned her pants and worked them over her hips while holding her gaze. “I know there’s a chance this is going to go terribly wrong. I’m not crazy. Maybe I’ll watch and decide I absolutely hate it. If that’s the case, I can just turn away and you can finish with Blake and come back to me when you’re done.”

    Justin pulled down her panties, leaving Allison naked and ready to seduce her young lover out by the pool. “I want this,” he said. “I do.”

    He pulled her close and kissed her as his hands moved down her back. Justin grabbed her ass and squeezed it tight as she moaned into his mouth.

    “Go,” he said. “Enjoy Blake. Come back to me when you’re done.”

    Allison gave him a quick kiss and turned towards the door. She looked back to see Justin rush towards the window that looked out on the backyard. She smiled at his eagerness and hoped it meant he really was excited.

    Blake looked up as Allison opened the sliding glass door to the backyard. When he saw she was naked he put his laptop aside and swung his feet over the side of the lounge chair.

    “Wow, Allison,” he said. “You look incredible.”

    She sauntered towards him and said, “Thank you.”

    Blake stood as Allison approached. She stopped a few feet in front of him and said, “I had a naughty little dream about you last night.”

    “Oh yeah?” Blake asked as a smile crept across his face.

    “I did. I dreamed about that first night, when you fucked me in the pool. I dreamed about how good it felt to give myself over to that intense sense of desire. I dreamed about how good it felt to completely surrender to my need to have you inside me.”

    Allison stepped closer and pulled Blake’s shirt over his head. She reached up and ran her fingers down his muscular chest. Allison was aware that she was putting on a show for Justin and she hoped he was watching from the window with a sense of intense desire coursing through his body.

    “That was a good night,” Blake said.

    Allison unbuttoned his shorts and let them fall to the ground. She worked her fingers into Blake’s underwear and gently stroked his cock, which was already half-hard.

    “I woke up wet,” Allison said. “I thought about coming to your room. I thought about waking you up with my mouth. I thought about taking you in my pussy and riding you until you filled me with your cum. I thought about fucking you with my husband on the other side of the house.”

    Blake was hard as Allison pushed his underwear down to his ankles and wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock.

    “Would you like to take a swim?” she asked.

    “I’d like that very much,” Blake replied.

    Allison led him towards the pool and gently stepped into the water. Blake followed and wrapped his arms around her from behind. He kissed Allison’s neck as she felt his cock press against her ass.

    “I dream of you every night,” Blake said.

    “Do I make you feel good in your dreams?” Allison asked.

    “Always,” he said. “Just like in real life.”

    Allison spun around and kissed Blake. He picked her up just like he had the first night. She wrapped her legs around him and his cock pressed against her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me,” Allison said.

    Blake slipped inside her and Allison moaned. She imagined her husband watching from the bedroom window. She imagined him seeing her bouncing on Blake’s cock as they stood in the pool. She imagined him seeing the water ripple as his wife fucked a much younger man.

    “Allison...fuck, your pussy feels perfect,” Blake said.

    They kissed as Blake held her ass tight and bounced Allison on his cock. She felt so good in his strong arms. It thrilled her that Blake was fucking her in the pool for the second time. She wondered if Justin like that he’d never fucked her in the pool and she’d let her young lover do it the first time they enjoyed each other.

    As the pleasure built between her legs Allison couldn’t help but feel grateful that Justin wanted to see her fuck Blake. In her desire to keep her marriage together she’d forgotten just how pleasurable it was to have Blake inside her, which was why she’d embarked on an affair in the first place.

    “Blake, fuck, I’m cumming!” Allison cried out not long after he’d penetrated her.

    Blake fucked her tight through the orgasm and they kissed as Allison wrapped her arms and legs around him.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Fucking incredible.”

    Blake smiled with his cock still stiff and buried deep inside her.

    “I want you to take me from behind on the lounge chair,” Allison said.

    “Absolutely,” Blake said.

    Like most young men he was not one to turn down the chance to have doggystyle sex. He lifted Allison off his cock and she walked out of the pool and got on her hands and knees facing the bedroom window. She looked up to right where her husband should have been watching from. The sun made it so she couldn’t tell if Justin was there, but she wanted him to be able to look right at her if he was. She wanted her husband to have the best view possible of a much younger man fucking his wife.

    Blake moved behind Allison and slipped into her pussy with ease. He grabbed her hips and immediately found a fast, hard, deep rhythm. He filled her with his long, thick cock and she didn’t have to put on a performance for her husband. The looks of pleasure on her face were real. The moans she made were real. The sense of being completely overwhelmed by Blake’s desire to cum inside her was real.

    The closer he got to orgasm the harder Blake fucked her. The sounds of his body slamming into hers drifted into the air and Allison hoped that Justin could hear at least a little of it from the window. She hoped he was getting the full show he no doubt wanted to witness.

    “Pull my hair,” Allison said. She knew Blake liked doing that and she figured Justin would love to see it. She smiled and moaned when Blake grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back. She moaned louder when it seemed that pulling her hair inspired him to fuck her harder.

    “Fuck, Allison, I’m cumming!” Blake cried out as he buried his cock inside her.

    Allison looked at the window and smiled as Blake unleashed his seed in her pussy. She smiled as she made the younger man cum while her husband watched. Her apprehension about Justin watching had been replaced by a deep hope that he’d enjoyed the show. She still couldn’t get over how pleasurable it was to fuck Blake. He really was better than Justin.

    When Blake pulled out Allison laid on the lounge chair and motioned for him to join her. They cuddled up in the sun as she gently, slowly stroked his still-erect cock. “You’re incredible,” she said.

    “I’m nowhere near as incredible as you are,” Blake replied.

    Allison kissed her way down his chest and wrapped her lips around Blake’s cock. She thought of Justin as she did it. She wanted to offer one last naughty visual treat for him before she went back to the bedroom. She hoped he’d be thrilled by the idea of her sucking her juices and some of Blake’s cum off his cock.

    “Jesus,” Blake said.

    “I’m sorry to leave you so quickly,” Allison said as she release his cock from the grasp of her soft lips and sat up. “But I have to get cleaned up before going to lunch with a friend.”

    “No problem,” Blake said. “Thank you for making my day a whole lot better.”

    Allison stood, blew him a kiss, and said, “My pleasure,” before heading inside.

    Her heart rate steadily increased as Allison made her way towards the bedroom door. She had no idea what awaited her inside. All she could do was hope that Justin had enjoyed the show.

    Justin was seated on the edge of the bed when Allison walked into the bedroom. There was a dazed look on his face as she approached.

    Allison stepped in front of her husband and lifted his chin. He looked up and reached out to touch her hip and pull her closer. Justin leaned forward and kissed the spot between her breasts. Allison ran her fingers through his hair and held him against her chest.

    “That was incredible,” Justin said. “It was…it was just incredible.”

    Justin kissed her breasts and gently sucked on Allison’s nipple as he grabbed her ass. She moaned for her husband as the nerves she’d felt melted away.

    “The way he fucked you,” Justin said. “It was so…so powerful, so hard. Did it feel good?”

    “It always feels good when he fucks me,” Allison answered as she ran her fingers through his hair. A look of desire washed over her husband’s face as he squeezed her ass a little harder. “He’s incredible, Justin. That’s why I couldn’t stop myself. That’s why I kept cheating on you. That’s why even the guilt couldn’t stop me. I had to have him. I had to have him inside me. I had to feel him on top of me or behind me. I had to let Blake have my pussy.”

    Justin moaned like he was about to cum even though his cock hadn’t appeared. Allison was prepared to do whatever it took to make her husband feel good but she suspected that her job wouldn’t be all that difficult.

    “You like that, don’t you?” she asked.

    Justin nodded.

    Allison stepped back and pulled Justin to his feet. She pulled his shirt off like she’d done with Blake. She ran her fingers down his chest. She unbuttoned his pants and they fell to the floor. She reached into his underwear and stroked him, just like he’d watched her do with Blake.

    “I fantasize about him,” she confessed. “I fantasize about Blake fucking me, about him satisfying me, about his big cock pounding my pussy and pumping a load of cum inside me.”

    Allison pushed her husband’s underwear down to his ankles and wrapped her fingers around his cock, which felt harder than it had in years.

    “Am I going to get to keep fucking him, Justin? Do you want me to keep having an affair with Blake?” she asked.

    Justin nodded.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked. “Do you want to feel my creamy pussy around your cock?”

    Justin looked utterly entranced as he nodded.

    “Lie down. Right here on the floor,” Allison said.

    Justin looked up at her as he dropped to the floor. Allison straddled him and slipped two fingers into her pussy. They emerged covered in Blake’s cum and she sucked them clean while lowering her pussy onto Justin’s cock. He closed his eyes and unleashed a long, low groan that seemed like an expression of a perfect form of pleasure.

    “Does that feel good?” Allison asked. “Does your wife’s messy pussy feel good on your cock?”

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” Justin said.

    Allison felt powerful. She felt like she was in control, like her husband was caught up in a web of intense pleasure that she’d created. She wanted to give him the most satisfying orgasm possible, in part because she didn’t want to stop fucking Blake.

    Allison leaned forward and rode Justin slowly. She lifted her pussy off his cock and dropped it down over and over as she studied his face. She saw the intense sensations wash across his face. She saw that he was on the verge of a beautiful orgasm.

    “Cum inside your cheating wife,” she said. “Cum in my messy pussy.”

    Justin grabbed her ass and thrust up into her. Allison leaned down until her lips hovered just above his. Justin seemed to hesitate for a moment before kissing her. He embraced tasting a little of what had been inside her. He seemingly embraced getting lost in the intense pleasure of having sex with his cheating wife so soon after she’d fucked another man.

    “Allison, fuck, I’m cumming!” Justin cried out.

    He closed his eyes and a look of pure satisfaction crossed his face. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard before his hands fell to his sides as the pleasure seemed to vibrate through him.

    “Holy shit,” Justin said after a few seconds of total silence.

    “Was that good?” she asked.

    “It was incredible,” he said as his hands moved over her hips. “I’d like to do that again sometime. If you’re up for it, that is.”

    Allison smiled. “I certainly am,” she said. “For now we should probably sneak out of the house. Blake thinks you’re at work and he thinks I’m getting ready for lunch. How about a quick shower and then we go?”

    “Absolutely,” Justin said.

    Allison climbed off his cock and watched the cum drip out of her pussy and into his pubic hair. She laughed at the incredible mess they’d made and then helped Justin to his feet.

    “You looked so good when he fucked you from behind,” Justin said. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen anything so hot.”

    Allison reached into the shower and turned on the water before spinning around and kissing her husband. “I’m glad you liked it. I’ll make sure you get to see it again next time.”

    Justin’s smile was joyous. Even after cumming he was still eager to see Allison and Blake fuck. She took that as a very good sign that almost certainly assured she’d get to continue enjoying sex with the two men in her life. The only question was whether it was worth telling Blake that Justin knew and was totally into it. That was a question for another day, though.

  
    Saying Another Man’s Name

    “Wait, are you saying you want to fuck Chad?” you ask.

    Your wife smiles, stands up, and takes her shirt off. She drops it in your lap and reaches back to unhook her bra. That too ends up in your lap, though you’re not really paying attention because your wife is busy playing with her breasts and it looks spectacularly sexy.

    “You didn’t answer me,” you say.

    She spins around, unbuttons her shorts, and works them over her hips and down her legs. She bends over as they reach her ankles and you stare are her perfect, smooth ass with a red lace thong running down the crack.

    She looks over her shoulder and says, “You told me it should be someone I’d like to fuck.”

    “And you’d like to fuck my best friend Chad?” you ask.

    “Don’t forget that he was the best man at our wedding,” she replies before stepping back and sitting in your lap. Her body feels warm and soft against yours and you can’t help but reach up and grasp her breasts. She moans and gently moves her ass in your lap, almost immediately bringing your cock to life.

    “He looked good in his tuxedo,” your wife says. “Really good. I remember how badly my maid of honor wanted him. She was ready to throw herself at him.”

    “What about me?” you ask. “Did I look good in my tuxedo?”

    “Of course you did, sweetie, but we’re not talking about you right now,” she replies. “We’re talking about your best friend.”

    You’re hard now. Hard enough that your cock actually aches a little bit. You know she can feel your desire, too.

    “And I think you like that we’re talking about your best friend,” she says. “I think you want to hear me say his name while you’re inside me. Isn’t that true, sweetie?”

    It feels like a dangerous thing to admit, and yet your brain is screaming at you to do so. It wants to chase that arousal. It wants a deeper, stronger hit of what you’re feeling as your wife grinds in your lap and talks about your best friend while you play with her breasts.

    “Yes, I want that,” you say. “I want to hear you say his name while I’m inside you.”

    Your wife stands, spins around, and gets on her knees between your legs. She smiles and reaches up to unbutton your shorts and pull them off. Your underwear follows and your wife wraps her fingers around your cock and strokes you slowly.

    “My maid of honor didn’t get to fuck Chad that night, but one of my bridesmaids did,” she says. “She told me about it after we got back from our honeymoon. She told me he was spectacular. He fucked her better than any man ever had, she said.”

    “Have you been…have you been thinking about Chad since the wedding?” you ask.

    Your wife smiles and leans forward to kiss the head of your cock. She looks up at you with your flesh pressed against her lips and says, “What my bridesmaid said stuck with me. So sometimes I think about him.”

    She takes you in her mouth, preventing you from asking another question as your body pulses with the pleasure of an exceptional blowjob. She plays with your shaft and balls with her hands and sucks on the head while her tongue does wondrous things to the underside.

    Then, she stands and lowers her panties. She straddles you on the couch and reaches down to rub the head of your cock over her pussy lips. “Do you want me to say his name while you’re fucking me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    Your wife sinks down on your cock. She’s soaking wet and you fill her with ease. You reach up and take her breasts in your hand. She smiles, moans, and begins to ride you.

    “Fuck…Chad,” she says, uttering your best friend’s name and sending a surge of pleasure to your loins. “Your cock feels so good inside me.”

    Her eyes are still closed as she rides you faster. She leans back, puts her hands on your knees, and bounces wildly. You run your hands over her stomach and fondle her breasts.

    “Fuck me, Chad,” she says. “Fuck my married pussy.”

    You groan as your wife imagines fucking your best friend while your cock is buried deep inside her. You give yourself over to the pursuit of a decidedly kinky orgasm. You want every bit of pleasure that you can get.

    “Do I fuck you better than your husband?” you ask.

    Your wife opens her eyes, leans forward, and kisses you. “Yes, you do, Chad,” she says. “You fuck me better than my husband ever has. I’ve been thinking about you since our wedding night and now that I have your cock inside me I know that I wasn’t just fantasizing about you being better than him. I know that you are better than him. Much better.”

    You lose yourself. Your body trembles with pleasure. You cum inside your wife as she pushes you deep into your fantasy and right over the edge.

    She smiles gleefully. It seems like she doesn’t mind that you came before she could get there. “Sorry,” you say despite the smile on her face. “That was a lot hotter than I expected it to be.”

    “It’s okay,” she replies. “How about you play with my clit and make me cum.”

    She leans back and you reach down and rub her clit with your cock still inside her. You play with her breasts with your other hand and soon enough your wife is trembling with pleasure from the beautiful orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she says afterwards.

    “No, thank you,” you reply.

    “Maybe we’ll do this again sometime,” she says. “Or, maybe I’ll actually fuck your best friend.”

    You can’t tell if she’s serious, but suddenly you feel like you desperately want your wife to fuck your best friend.

    “Would you like that?” she asks with a surprised look on her face.

    “I have no idea,” you say. You really don’t know if you’d like it, but you’re fairly certain you wouldn’t be mad if she just did it. Who knows? Maybe she will.

  
    Scenes from a Femdom Marriage - Part 1

    When you hear the term 'Femdom Marriage,' what comes to mind?

    Do you think of a chastised, collared man spending his days resting on his knees by his wife's feet, eagerly waiting for her to offer a command that he can leap to fulfill, like he's more pet than husband?

    Or, do you think of a man that's completely and utterly devoted to his wife, that will do absolutely anything to ensure her happiness, and that has surrendered any sense of control in their marriage in favor of letting her be the one to make most of the decisions (the important ones, certainly)?

    My reality is a lot closer to the second one, though I'm happy to report that there are elements of the first one included in my femdom marriage, because sometimes it's fun to make the fantasy part of our reality. Ultimately, though, my wife is in control in our marriage. She finds satisfaction in domination - and great pleasure, of course - and I find an equal measure of satisfaction in submission, both sexual and emotional. It is a necessity for our happiness that we live this way, thought it took us a long time to get to the place where we are today. I figured I'd tell you the story of how we got here by recalling memories - scenes, if you will - from the nearly 15 years we've now been together.

    I met Kara (that's my wife, obviously, and I'm Finn - shortened from Finnegan, which was also my grandfather's name) when I was 23. We were both living in Boston. She was a teacher and I was young and horny enough to find it kind of sexy to be dating someone who taught, mostly because of the wealth of porn scenes that featured teachers getting naughty with their students. The reality wasn't quite like that, though I did actually enjoy the semi-conservative way Kara usually dressed (she had a great fashion sense, but she didn't tend to show off a lot of flesh, so think dresses that weren't low cut and a fair number of cardigans).

    Professionally, I was floundering a bit at the time. I'd gotten a degree in business administration, but the first job I'd taken in the field was an absolute nightmare and I quit after six months. I was determined not to go back into that field - I'd had a truly terrible time of it - so I was working in construction to pay the bills. It wasn't a great job - the guys in that line of work are coarse as hell and I never quite fit in with them - but the work was steady and it paid better than just about any other job I could get while I tried to figure out what I wanted to do with my life.

    I met Kara at a bar. She was wearing a pink and white striped dress that fell just below her knees, a pair of white heels, and her astonishing red hair was pulled back into a ponytail with a pink satin ribbon tied around it that matched the color of her dress. She was - in my mind, at least - radiant, and I couldn't keep my eyes off of her from the moment she walked into the bar.

    For fifteen minutes I watched - subtly - Kara chat with her friends. A few guys came up to try and peel one of them away with the offer of a drink, but none of the girls accepted. That made me nervous about trying the same thing, but I went for it anyway.

    I wouldn't say I was confident as I walked up with a beer in my hand and a smile on my face, but I was so attracted to Kara that I couldn't resist. I knew I wouldn't be able to forgive myself if I didn't at least try to get her number.

    I honestly don't remember what my opening line was. I do remember that all three of Kara's friends seemed unimpressed with me while she seemed charmed from the start. It was just one of those things where the attraction is strong and mutual. I managed to peel Kara away from her friends, we talked for a few hours, and then I walked her home to her apartment in the North End. We shared a kiss - a good kiss, too - and she gave me her number before practically bouncing up the steps and going inside.

    I texted her ten minutes later - people always say you're supposed to wait, but I wasn't in the mood - and we spent the rest of the night texting back and forth. The connection was genuine and deep, and I was utterly hooked on her.

    Now, I'm going to skip ahead a little, if only because this is, at its core, a femdom story and there wasn't much in the way of domination - not even a hint of it, honestly - that happened over the first three months of our relationship.

    Instead, let's move ahead three months. It was late June. To celebrate Kara's last day of school (she was a teacher, in case you already forgot) I booked us a weekend at a cute little motel in Cape Cod. I actually drove all the way out there the week before just to make sure it was nice - and it was - before booking. It was the first time we were going away with each other and I really wanted it to be good. Plus, since we both had roommates, it was the first time we were going to get to spend more than a few hours being genuinely alone with each other.

    I rented a car, picked Kara up at her apartment, and drove us out to the Cape. The traffic was fairly nightmarish - we left early hoping to avoid that - but we got in just in time to check in and head to the restaurant for the dinner reservation I'd made. We drank a bottle of wine together - thankfully the restaurant was walking distance from the motel - had a great dinner with a truly indulgent chocolate dessert, and then strolled down to the beach to listen to the waves and stare up at the stars.

    Of course, we also did a whole lot of kissing on the beach. Kara was in a sundress that was quite a lot shorter than the clothes she usually wore and it allowed for easy access, so my hands did a great deal of roaming as we fooled around on the beach towel I'd grabbed from our room. I can still remember it as one of those times in life that feels perfect while it's unfolding and holds up that way when you look back at it. I was in love with a beautiful girl, I'd planned a weekend getaway that had so far gone off without a hitch, and we were both indulging in our intense desire for each other (I haven't mentioned it, but the sex up to that point was fantastic).

    After a lengthy foreplay session on the beach – one that included a little bit of fingering - Kara suggested we go back to the room. We grabbed the towel and rushed back to the motel. I tried to get Kara into the bed, but she smiled and said she had a little surprise for me. She instructed me to get naked and wait in the bed while she grabbed a small, soft-looking bag from her suitcase and headed for the bathroom.

    My guess was that she was putting on lingerie. I'd seen her in a variety of bra and panty sets, but in the two months we'd been having sex I hadn't seen her in a full-on lingerie set, and I was hugely excited.

    Kara emerged from the bathroom in a stunningly hot black lace bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set that she finished with a pair of strappy three inch heels. She looked so good that I sat up straight and stared as my jaw literally dropped. She'd pulled her hair into a tight ponytail and for a few moments it was like an entirely different woman had stepped out of the bathroom.

    "Holy shit," I said. "Kara...you look...wow..."

    She smiled - the look on her face was actually rather gleeful, like she was exceedingly happy that she'd picked out a lingerie set that I enjoyed so much - and then approached the bed with a remarkably seductive sway in her hips. The smile on her face turned into a more seductive look, too.

    It's probably worth mentioning that Kara was not the kind of girl I would have described as wild in bed. That's not really what I was looking for in a woman, so that was wonderful for me, but she wasn't really even someone who'd struck me as particularly imaginative in bed up to that point. We'd usually get naked, get each other turned on, and have sex that ended with us both cumming, which was everything I needed it to be, or so I thought.

    As Kara reached the foot of the bed I scooted forward so I could get my hands on her body. I was nearly to the foot of the bed when she smiled and said, "Lie back." She said it softly and the smile remained on her face afterwards. It was such a small thing, but it was also the first time she'd ever really made any kind of demand of me in bed.

    I wanted to touch her - to sit on the edge of the bed, pull her between my legs, and let my hands roam over her stocking-clad legs and her panty-clad ass. I didn't, though. I did as Kara wanted. I laid down in the bed and she rewarded me with a smile and then crawled between my legs like a tigress approaching her prey. She moved slowly, too, and it was really quite hot to see the look on her face when she turned her gaze upwards to stare into my eyes.

    Kara leaned down and kissed my thigh and I stared at her ass, which was up in the air and looked incredible with the lace thong sliding down her crack. Her lips were warm and soft and they felt incredible against my skin. I reached down to touch her hands and Kara pulled them away, looked up, and said, "No touching." She smiled again - a warm, sweet smile - and I pulled my hands away, doing as she'd instructed.

    Very little had happened up to that point - she'd put on lingerie and crawled into the bed, really - but it felt to me like I was in bed with a different woman. I can tell you that it had my heart pounding in a very good way. It wasn't just because Kara looked great, either. It was because she was showing me a side of her I hadn't seen yet and that I really liked. I'm sure some guys would have hated being told not to touch or to lie back when what they wanted was to grab their girlfriend, bring her into the bed, and fuck her wildly, but I honestly found it enthralling to do as Kara desired.

    Kara kissed her way up one thigh and down the other, moaning softly as she did so and bypassing my stiff cock along the way, leaving me just a little bit disappointed as I was pretty desperate for some sort of sexual contact at that point. In fact, I was so desperate that I reached down and took my cock in my hand to stroke myself a little while she was busy kissing my thigh.

    Kara reached up, grabbed my wrist, and said, "No touching, Finn. I'm the one that's going to do the touching tonight." She pulled my hand from my cock and I swear it got harder as she exerted a more significant level of control. I released my cock and I saw her eyes light up, like she was utterly thrilled at my willingness to obey. I didn't think of it that way at the time, of course. All I knew was that I was turned on by her grabbing my hand and telling me not to touch myself.

    Kara then kissed her way back up my thigh and wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock. She looked up at me and I lifted my head from the bed and looked down at her. Her lips hovered so close to the head of my cock that I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin. She moved her fingers up my shaft and used her thumb to tease the underside of my cock head. Given that we'd fooled around on the beach for nearly half an hour and I was hugely aroused thanks to Kara's more controlling turn in the hotel room, her thumb teasing my cock was a massively pleasurable experience. I mean, it felt good enough that my legs were literally trembling as she teased me. I grabbed two handfuls of the sheets and I was moaning like crazy, all from something Kara was doing with a single finger.

    She seemed delighted with herself. The smile on her face was big and bright and she kept on teasing me before leaning just a little closer and softly kissing the tip of my cock. It felt good, but then her tongue slipped from her mouth and it felt so much better than good. She started to lick my cock like it was a lollipop and I started to moan even louder.

    After a few minutes of teasing I sat up and leaned forward to try and kiss Kara. She put a hand on my chest and pushed hard until I was on my back once more. "No, Finn," she said. "I know you want me, and I'm going to let you have me, but not yet, not until I decide that I'm ready."

    "Sorry," I replied.

    She crawled forward and kissed my chest a handful of times. "You don't need to apologize," she said softly. "I like that you want me so badly." She kissed his neck and moaned. "I like that you're actually trembling with desire."

    I very nearly grabbed her ass and held her close. I was certainly tempted to do so. I knew better by that point, though, and there was actually something exciting about not doing it, about letting Kara have control.

    She kissed her way back down my body, but this time she didn't tease my cock. This time she took me in her mouth. She gave a great blowjob, too. Blowjobs had largely been a part of foreplay - as had me going down on her - but this felt better. It didn't feel like a quick stop on the way to us having sex. It felt like she was taking her time, like she was continuing to tease me to deepen my arousal even further. It worked, too. My toes curled and my legs continued to tremble with that insane sort of desire.

    It was actually difficult just to lie there and do nothing. I wanted to reach down to run my fingers through her hair. I wanted to sit up and lean down to kiss her. I couldn't do any of that, though. All I could do was lie on my back and enjoy whatever Kara wanted to do with me.

    Eventually, after a lengthy teasing session from her mouth, Tara sat up and straddled my upper thighs. She smiled and then bit her lower lip as she pressed the head of my cock against her panties and moved her hips back and forth. The soft, slightly damp lace of her underwear teased the head of my cock and I gripped the sheets hard. I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy through the panties, but Kara made no move to let me inside her.

    "Kara, I want you," I said.

    "I know you do," she replied. She made no move to let me have her, though. She was clearly delighted by my desire for her, though.

    "Please," I said. I was getting to that point where I was genuinely desperate in the way that sometimes happens to a young man when he gets hugely aroused.

    Kara leaned forward, smiled, and kissed me as she dragged her hips forward until my cock rested against her ass cheeks. She then moved her ass up and down, once more stimulating my cock without letting me inside her.

    She also shoved her tongue into my mouth in a way she'd never done before. We'd kissed a whole lot, of course, but this was different. This wasn't a typical kiss where you're indulging in something of an erotic dance with your tongues. This was Kara…penetrating me with her tongue, for lack of a better word. It fits, though. It caught me off guard for the first few moments, but honestly, it was so fucking hot. I got into it right away, too. I just started gently sucking on it. I mean, it was in my mouth, so why wouldn't I?

    Kara pulled away and smiled as she stared into my eyes. She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair and we had this really tender moment where we just stared at each other for a handful of seconds. Then her lips approached mine and parted. Her tongue came out right before her mouth met mine and I opened up for it. It might sound weird, but that moment where her tongue just pushed into my mouth was so fucking hot, especially coming after that intimate look we shared. It was like we'd silently communicated with each other that we were both thoroughly enjoying this slightly kinkier approach to sex.

    As we kissed - or as she filled my mouth with her tongue, more accurately - Kara reached back and pulled her thong aside. She rubbed the head of my cock over her pussy lips - which were completely soaked - and I moaned into her mouth. I pushed my hips upwards and I felt her wetness surround the head of my cock. I moaned louder, of course.

    Kara took me inside her and I was overcome with lust. My cock was bathed in the wetness and heat of her perfect pussy and I was utterly incapable of thinking straight.

    I grabbed her hips and pushed my cock up inside her. I moaned at the pleasure and started thrusting into Kara as best as I could from beneath her. It lasted for a few seconds before she grabbed my wrists - hard enough to cause a little pain, in fact - and pulled them from her hips. "No," she said while pinning my hands to the bed right near my head and sinking her pussy onto my cock. "You don't get to decide how this goes. Not tonight. I decide."

    It was so hot. At the time I had no idea why, but it was so fucking hot. She rode me slowly after that. Really slowly, in fact. She was teasing me again, and perhaps, in a way, she was punishing me for trying to take control. She kept a tight grip on my hands and pinned them to the bed the whole time, actively seizing control and preventing me from doing much of anything. She was, in a way, fucking me. It was my cock inside her, of course, but she was completely in control of every element of it.

    Kara leaned down to kiss me and moved my hands above my head as she did. Her grip on my wrists was strong as she once again offered her tongue. I took it - it felt so fucking kinky for some reason - and it moved around in my mouth as I sucked and moaned. Kara started to ride me faster, and she was moaning too. She was absolutely getting close.

    "Keep your hands there," Kara insisted as she sat up and put her hands on my chest.

    I kept my hands above my head and watched my lingerie-clad girlfriend ride my cock with wild abandon. She dug her fingernails into my chest - it hurt a little, but at that point a little bit of pain made the whole thing more pleasurable - and then she looked at me and said, "Cum inside me."

    We'd actually been condom free for a few weeks at that point - we'd had a talk about being exclusive to each other and we'd gotten tested and she was on birth control - but I still loved hearing her say that. I'll never get tired of that. In this case, though, it felt like an order because of how the night had unfolded, and that actually made it a lot hotter.

    I came quickly once she'd issued that order. I came hard inside her and Kara climaxed moments later. She threw her head back, arched her back, and let out sounds like I'd never heard from her, all while her thighs trembled on either side of me.

    She collapsed on top of me, reached up to grab my arms, and placed them around her body. I held her close as I experienced the kind of pleasurable aftershocks that only happen when I've had a particularly great orgasm.

    That was the first time Kara ever showed her dominant side, and as I would come to find out it was the first time she'd ever really experienced it herself. It was the first time I'd ever experienced my submissive side, too, and as you'll see, it was an something we'd both want more of as time went by.

    That's it for now, though. I'll be back soon with more from our journey into the pleasures of femdom.

  
    Scenes from a Femdom Marriage - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    As you know, I thoroughly enjoyed the femdom-infused sex Kara and I had that night in Cape Cod. It was thrilling in ways I hadn't experienced in my life up to that point. It wasn't the kind of thing where I was immediately hooked, though. I would have welcomed more sex like that, of course, but I wasn't begging for it the next day, either. It was just a really memorable sexual experience like many others I'd had in my life.

    We didn't talk about it the next day, either. We didn't need to. It wasn't some sort of titanic shift in our relationship. It was just a very small step. It's not like she'd emerged from the bathroom wearing a strapon so she could take me from behind until I was screaming in pain. That would have been a major shift in our relationship. What we'd done, though, was just the beginning of an exploration. Kara wasn't really in touch with her dominant side. I wasn't really in touch with my submissive side. All we'd done was wake up those parts of ourselves. There was still a great deal more exploration to be done.

    Three weeks after our trip to Cape Cod - give or take a few days - Kara and I came home after a night out with friends. We'd both had more than a few drinks, but we in that sweet spot where you feel really good without being sloppy drunk. That night also happened to be the first time I'd seen Kara in a handful of days because she'd spent the previous weekend visiting her parents. As you might have guessed, that meant we were both feeling awfully horny, which is why we barely acknowledged my roommates before heading right to my room the moment we got back to my apartment.

    We kissed and hastily stripped each other naked as soon as we got into my room. It was not particularly graceful, likely because of the alcohol. There was a bit of stumbling and I nearly fell over at one point, but eventually we were both naked and standing by my bed. I figured we'd do the same thing we almost always did when we were naked in one of our bedrooms: Get in the bed and have sex. Kara had other plans, though.

    She flashed this smile at me. It was both playful and naughty, and I remember how exciting it felt to see her smile like that, as if my brain somehow processed that it meant that something thrilling was about to happen.

    First, Kara reached out and took my cock - which was hard as a rock after all the kissing - in her hand and stroked it slowly. I moved to step closer and kiss her again, but she put a hand up and pressed it against my chest. She didn't say a word, but I stopped trying to advance and stood there as she stroked my dick.

    Then, Kara released my cock, reached up, and put a hand on the top of my head. She flashed that smile again. That naughty and playful smile. Then she applied gentle pressure and I sank to my knees. She still had that smile on her face as she reached out and took my head in both hands. She spread her legs a little and then stepped forward and guided my face to her pussy.

    "Eat my pussy," she said.

    Now, those three words are important to mention because Kara didn't talk like that. I went down on her with some frequency, but she'd never told me to 'eat her pussy.' She often moaned and told me how good it felt, but she never issued instructions like that, and she certainly never did it while standing above me while I was on my knees with her hands on my head. Of course, that's what made it so fucking hot when she uttered those three words. It really was hot, too. There's something magical about hearing that for the first time - though I still love hearing it - and when it was followed up by Kara gently grasping two handfuls of my hair and pulling me just a little bit deeper between her legs, it was irresistibly sexy.

    So, I ate her pussy. My tongue ventured out of my mouth and I went to work pleasuring her clit as stood in front of me. She moaned and I looked up to see a deeper look of pleasure on her face than I usually saw. It was the same look she'd had in Cape Cod. It was a look I now know means that she's lost in the pleasure of domination. Neither of us really understood it back then, but Kara finds dominating me hugely arousing. It catapults her to a level of desire that's far more significant than any other type she feels, and it ensures she has far more satisfying orgasms, too.

    While I was on my knees eating her pussy, Kara began to gently move her hips up and down. I can tell you that it felt a little bit like she was fucking my face. She didn't have a cock to shove in my mouth, of course, but there was something about that movement - about her pussy grinding over my lips and chin - that really triggered what I now know was my submissive side.

    It's because I felt like I was completely under her control. I was on my knees - which is a more vulnerable position to be in - and she had two handfuls of my hair in her hands. She was using my face for her pleasure, and it was truly intoxicating. I feel the same way about submission that Kara does about domination. I get more turned on when I'm submissive. My pleasure is heightened. It's incredible. I didn't understand any of this at the time - I didn't even have an inkling of it, to be honest - all I knew was that I felt incredible as I rested on my knees while Kara fucked my face with her pussy.

    She did that for a few minutes before saying, "Get on your back," with a sense of confidence and authority in her voice. I moved to get up on the bed, but Kara shook her head and pointed at the floor. She didn't say a word, but she didn't need to. I got on my back without complaint or hesitation. Kara sat across my chest - her pussy was exceedingly hot and wet against my skin - and then smiled as she leaned forward, reached down, and ran her fingers through my hair. At that point, the look on her face was sweet and appreciative, like she was just so happy that I'd been eager to get on my back.

    She didn't say a word before sliding her hips forward and dropping her pussy onto my mouth. I put my tongue to work and again she reached down. This time, though, she didn't grab two handfuls of my hair. This time she kept running her fingers through it. She kept touching me in this soft, reassuring kind of way as she used my mouth for her pleasure.

    It was the first time in my life a girl had sat on my face and it was exquisite. I wasn't thinking rationally at that point, of course. I was just lost in how turned on I was. I had this beautiful naked girl sitting on my face and I thought it was the hottest thing in the world. My dick was hard as a rock, and of course my hand eventually found its way to my cock. How could it not? I was 23, horny as hell, and immensely aroused because a gorgeous girl was riding my mouth.

    Kara had none of it, though. She reached back, grabbed my hand, and said, "No. Just concentrate on eating my pussy. Don't think about your cock."

    I couldn't really do the second part - I was too turned on to completely tune out any thoughts about my cock - but I was willing to cease masturbating. As it turned out, Kara wasn't interested in giving me a choice, though.

    Instead, she grabbed both my wrists and leaned forward to pin my hands above my head. She began to ride my face with her pussy, covering me in her slippery juices while she leaned so hard onto my wrists that it actually hurt a little. Again I had that experience of having surrendered control to her, and again it felt spectacularly. It was like my whole body was almost literally humming with this crazy kind of desire. I could actually feel precum dripping down my cock as I produced quite a lot of it while I was caught up in my arousal.

    "Yes...yes...Finn...eat my pussy," Kara said as she very clearly neared her orgasm.

    I didn't actually have to do a whole lot of pussy eating at that point, mostly because Kara was so vigorously riding my face. I did have my tongue out, though, and when I could find her clit I happily licked it.

    Kara released my wrists, sat up straight, and reached down to hold my head in her hands. She rolled her neck backwards, opened her mouth, and let out a long, low, loud moan that my roommates absolutely heard. Her nipples were hard as a rock and I watched the soft, perky flesh of her breasts tremble as an orgasm worked its way through her body.

    As she climaxed, Kara lowered a little more of her weight onto my face and her pussy lips spread open. I was completely smothered in her slippery flesh at that point and it felt kind of like a perfect moment. I was fully enmeshed in that sense of submission at that point, and there was something so spectacular about it.

    After she'd finished cumming, Kara slid back until she was sitting across my upper chest. She smiled sweetly and brightly and reached down to run her fingers through all the juices she'd left on my face. Then she laughed and said, "I made a mess."

    "I know," I replied. "I can feel it." I could, too. I was kind of soaked. "That was really hot, though," I added.

    "Yeah?" Kara asked as a hint of insecurity washed over her face, like she was having second thoughts about what she'd done as the aftermath of her orgasm set in.

    "Yeah, it was," I said. "It really was. I mean, I'm still really hard."

    Kara reached back and took my cock in her hand as she held my gaze. She smiled, released my cock, and then climbed off my chest and laid next to me on the carpeted floor. "Are you sure you didn't mind what I just did?" she asked.

    "Kara, honestly, I loved it," I reassured her. "Just like I loved it in Cape Cod where you were...when you took charge, I guess. I couldn't begin to tell you why, but I really did love it."

    She smiled and the look of insecurity washed away. In its place was a look of deep, genuine affection. She reached up, gently ran her fingers through my hair, and then leaned in to kiss me. It was a slow, soft, exceedingly tender kiss, and as our lips remained pressed together, Kara's hand moved from my hair to my crotch. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and stroked me slowly, eliciting a moan as her lips parted and her tongue slipped into my mouth.

    "I don't know what came over me," she said softly. "Tonight and in Cape Cod. I don't...I don't really understand it...I just know that it feels good. And I...Finn, I love that you're into it too. I do."

    "I am, Kara," I confessed. "I'm really, really into it. I mean, tonight was so hot. When you...when you put your hand on my head and just pushed me to my knees. I don't know...that was just so hot."

    She smiled and kissed me again as her fingers tightened around my cock and moved faster up and down my shaft. Her tongue invaded my mouth in the same way it had done in Cape Cod. It was such a small thing, and yet it felt like an act of control on her part, an act of dominance. Whatever it was, it made me moan, which I'm sure inspired her to keep doing it.

    I came hard after a fairly short handjob. I was just so turned on I couldn't help it. I thought about her pushing me to my knees and ordering me to eat her pussy. I thought about her fucking my face. I thought about her sitting on my face and pinning my hands above my head. It was all so hot that I had an explosively pleasurable orgasm where I too let out a series of loud moans that I'm sure my roommates heard. Of course, that didn't matter one bit. What mattered was having this incredible sexual experience with my girlfriend.

    "Was that good?" Kara asked afterwards as she looked into my eyes.

    "That was incredible," I said.

    Kara rolled over, grabbed my underwear, and used them to clean my cum from her hands and my stomach. Then she set my underwear aside, kissed me on the cheek, and cuddled up next to me. I put my arm around her, held her close, and smiled as a sense of deep, genuine happiness enveloped me.

    After that night, things ramped up a little faster - though Kara still battled a sense of insecurity over desiring things that most women didn't - but that's for next time.
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    It was the middle of August when I met Kara's parents for the first time. They had a vacation house on Cape Cod - though an entirely different part of the Cape from where Kara's dominant side first emerged - and we visited for a weekend.

    What I didn’t know - what I didn't discover until we pulled up to the house - was that Kara's parents were quite well off. The house was big, spectacularly beautiful, and right on the beach. Now, you can get a beachfront place in Cape Cod - back then, in particular - without needing to be a decamillionaire, but it was the kind of property that awed me as we pulled up. Honestly, I felt a little self-conscious. I was still working in construction at the time, and while it was a good job, I felt like it wasn't the kind of job that Kara's parents would probably approve of. It's not really the kind of job that turns into a flourishing career, I guess.

    "Kara, you didn't tell me your parents were rich," I said as we pulled into the driveway.

    "They're not rich," she replied. "I mean, they have money - obviously, since they bought this house - but they're not like filthy rich or anything."

    I looked at her with great skepticism in my eyes. "Kara, c'mon, didn't you say your dad was in finance, or something? I mean, a guy in finance with a beach house? That's a rich dude."

    She smiled, leaned over, and kissed me softly. "They're going to love you, Finn, because I love you." She’d read my insecurity with ease, which actually felt reassuring. She knew me well.

    "I love you too, Kara," I replied. Yeah, by that point I was hopelessly in love with Kara.

    Her parents came out of the house to meet us before I'd even turned the car off. Her dad, Mark, met me with a massive smile on his face and gave me a handshake before pulling me in for a quick hug. Her mom, Ellen, went right for the hug and she held me tight. It was the warmest greeting I'd ever gotten from a girlfriend's parents.

    They took us inside, we put our bags in our room - a room with an ocean view, by the way - and then they poured us each a glass of wine and we sat on the deck off the back of the house.

    As it turns out, I had no reason to be nervous. Kara's parents are the nicest people I've ever met. Plus, Mark worked in construction when he was my age, so we managed to connect over that. He met Ellen soon after leaving his construction job and long before he'd had any success in finance.

    After a few hours on the deck, Kara's parents headed out to pick her sister up from the train station. Kara and I stayed behind. We didn't even get up from our seats on the deck. We waved goodbye to her parents and the moment they were out of the house Kara was all over me.

    She kissed me so fervently I was a little taken aback, to be honest. "Kara, wait, should we really do this here?" I asked.

    "You mean out on the deck?" she replied hastily before leaning in to kiss my neck. "Even if someone was on the beach the deck is high enough up that they couldn't see anything."

    "No, I mean at your parent's house," I clarified. "Isn't it...I don't know, isn't it a little weird?"

    Kara leaned back with a surprised look on her face. "Wait, really? You're really nervous about having sex at my parent’s house?"

    "Is that really weird?" I asked.

    She smiled and kissed my cheek. "No, it's kind of cute, actually. But, I'm really horny, and I'm not going the whole weekend without an orgasm, so I'm afraid you're going to have to get over it."

    With that, she straddled me on the exceedingly comfortable couch we were on and we resumed kissing. Despite my nerves - I really did feel a little awkward having sex in her parent's house, or on their deck, I suppose - it didn't take long for me to get into the idea of fucking Kara. I mean, she was grinding in my lap and kissing me with such intense passion that it wasn't all that long before I was hard as a rock.

    "Do you want me?" she asked before lifting her shirt over her head and dropping it on the deck.

    "Yes, more than anything," I replied. Like I said, it didn't take long to overcome my nerves.

    Kara hastily took off her bra and I interpreted that as a signal to lean forward to enjoy her breasts. She moaned as I took one of her nipples in my mouth and flicked my tongue back and forth over it while grabbing her ass and squeezing it tight through her rather skimpy shorts.

    "Are you sure you want me?" Kara asked.

    I looked up at her and saw a smile on her face. It wasn't a gleeful smile, though. It was a naughty kind of smile, like the kind I usually saw on her face before she let her dominant side come out to play. "Yes, I want you, Kara. I know you can feel how badly I want you."

    "But you weren't sure before," she replied playfully. "You were nervous about fucking me at my parent’s house. It felt weird to you. I don't want you to feel weird. Maybe we shouldn't have sex."

    "No, no, Kara, I want you," I said as it seemed like she was actually considering abandoning the notion of having sex with me. "Please, I want you."

    Kara smiled and stood up. She unbuttoned her shorts, slowly worked them over her hips, and then pushed them down along with her panties, leaving her naked on her parent's deck. "Let me see your cock," she said. "Let me see how badly you want me."

    I lifted my hips and took my shorts and underwear off before dropping my bare ass back on the couch. My cock stood at attention. The tip glistened with a layer of smeared precum that had dripped out of me while Kara was kissing and grinding on me.

    She stared at my cock and reached between her legs. She bit her lower lip in and rubbed her clit slowly. She took one of her breasts in her hand and squeezed it before a low moan escaped her lips. She was, in that moment, the sexiest girl I had ever seen. She was completely, utterly irresistible and my dick absolutely got harder as I sat there and watched.

    I couldn't just watch, though, so I wrapped my fingers around my stiff shaft and I stroked myself. It felt spectacularly good, but Kara was having none of it.

    "No touching," she said. "Keep your hands off your cock." I released my grip and saw a smile slowly spread across her face. Kara stepped closer. I thought she was going to straddle me, but she didn't. Instead, she dropped to her knees in front of me. She leaned forward and kissed the head of my cock. "I'm the one that gets to give you pleasure," she said softly before kissing the head again. This time, though, her tongue slipped out of her mouth and she gently licked the underside of my cock, stimulating the nerves that live there and sending vibrations of intense pleasure throughout my body.

    "Oh, fuck, Kara," I said as she teased me. I kept waiting for that blissful moment when her mouth would engulf my cock and I'd get to enjoy a blowjob, but it never came. Instead, all she did was tease me. She did it with a smile on her face, too, and I'm absolutely certain it turned her on to drive me a little bit crazy with desire.

    "Do you want me to suck your cock, Finn?" she asked.

    Like I said in a previous chapter, at that point in our relationship dirty talk wasn't all that common with her, which meant that hearing something like that come from her mouth was incredibly hot. "Yes, Kara, I would love that."

    She pursed her lips and pressed them against the head of my cock before playfully saying, "It's a shame you're so nervous about having sex at my parent's house. Otherwise I might be giving you head right now. I'd hate to make you nervous, though. After all, I just want to make you feel good."

    "No, Kara, it would make me feel good if you gave me a blowjob," I said. "It would. It really would."

    She didn't take me in her mouth. Instead, she stood up and straddled me, which seemed so much better, as I was now exceedingly close to being inside her. I reached up to touch her breasts, but Kara grabbed my wrists, shook her head, and said, "No touching."

    Those two particular words were difficult to hear because in the moment, I wanted nothing more than to touch Kara. I wanted to touch her breasts. I wanted to pull her close so I could kiss and lick them. I wanted to run my hands down her back and grab her bare ass. I wanted to pull her onto my cock and fill her. I wanted every bit of that, and yet she'd just denied me that.

    I also wanted to do as Kara desired. As you know, I'd come to discover that I found pleasure in that. Our exploration of her dominance and my submission - though even by August we still weren't referring to it in that way - had continued throughout the summer and had begun to play a part in most of our sexual encounters. So while it was painful to keep my hands at my sides, I did it.

    As I did, Kara smiled and leaned forward. Her lips hovered close to mine as she said, "I do like it when you do as you're told."

    Fuck. Those words, delivered like that. It was so fucking hot. The fact that she kissed me a moment later - and that her tongue did that wonderfully invasive thing where she penetrated my mouth - only made it hotter. Then she went and took the tip of my cock inside her. She was so wet it didn't really take any effort. She just had to line things up correctly and then my cock - the tip, at least - was engulfed in the incredible heat and slickness of her pussy.

    All I could do was moan. I wanted to grab her hips and pull her down onto my cock. I wanted to touch her, to run my hands over her body. I couldn't, though. All I could do was welcome her tongue into my mouth - and suck on it a little, which I'd really come to enjoy doing - and moan as she teased my cock with her pussy.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    "It feels so much better than good," I answered, though my voice quivered as I uttered the words.

    Kara kissed my neck, moaned, and whispered, "Do you want more, Finn? Do you want me to sit on your cock? Do you want me to ride you? Do you want me to fuck you?"

    I felt a surge of energy, of pure, overwhelming desire. It took great effort to keep my hands on the couch as I said, "Yes, please, Kara, I want you to ride me. Please, I want you to fuck me."

    It's such a small thing, but referring to it like that - her fucking me - was so hot to me. It's the dominant way to say it - for her to say it, I mean - so I'm sure that's what it was. It made me that much more desperate for it, though. I can tell you that.

    Imagine my delight when Kara finally sat down on my cock. It was a perfect moment. I mean it. It was truly perfect. It felt so good that I ran my hands up her back. I was so caught up in being inside her that I couldn't help it.

    Kara responded by reaching back, grabbing my wrists, and pinning them above my head. She had a smile on her face while she did it, though, almost as if she enjoyed the fact that I couldn't control myself.

    "No touching," she said softly. "I'm in control. I'm fucking you. You're not fucking me."

    That was so hot. It was so fucking hot, and her grip on my wrists was strong, too. I didn't fight her. I didn't do anything. I just sat there and enjoyed the feeling of being inside her. I enjoyed the utter bliss of my girlfriend fucking me.

    Kara didn't ride me so much as she ground her hips back and forth over my cock. She stared into my eyes while she did it and it seemed like her breathing hot a little heavier and faster with each passing moment. It was obvious she was barreling towards her orgasm. I wanted to get there with her. I wanted to grab her ass and try and get her to start riding me, which would have made me cum faster. I couldn't, though. She was in control. She was fucking me.

    Kara came hard and relatively fast. She closed her eyes and I felt her legs trembling. I could feel her pussy spasming around my cock, too. She managed to contain her moans - probably because she didn't want to make a great deal of noise that someone on the beach could hear - but she had a great orgasm.

    After cumming - and taking a few seconds to recover - she kissed me. Her tongue invaded my mouth in that dominant, controlling kind of way we were both so fond of. As we kissed, Kara started to ride me. She bounced on my cock. She bounced hard and fast. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the air. I moaned into her mouth at how fucking good it felt.

    She pulled away from the kiss and smiled. She stared into my eyes while keeping my wrists pinned above my head. She milked me with her pussy, riding with incredible speed. It truly felt like she was fucking me and I was moments away from an orgasm just as potent as the one she'd had.

    Then, right as I was on the verge of exploding inside her, Kara lifted her pussy from my cock. I looked down to see my shaft soaked with her juices. I could still feel the pleasure coursing through me, almost like I was still inside her. My loins tightened. Then, cum spilled from the tip of my cock. There was no pleasure, though. It felt like someone else's cock had taken the place of mine, for I was having an orgasm without all the joy that comes with.

    Kara grabbed my underwear and soaked up the cum before it leaked onto the couch. She released my wrists from her grasp and my hands dropped limply to my sides.

    "That was fun," she said with a smile.

    "The end wasn't fun for me," I replied. I felt frustrated, like I'd been robbed.

    Kara's smile refused to dissipate. If anything it got a little bigger. "I've never seen you cum like that before. It just sort of poured out of you, like a river. To be honest, I was hoping you wouldn't cum."

    "Really?" I asked. "Why?"

    "It was so much fun to play with you, to tease you," she answered. "The more turned on you got, the more turned on I got, and I liked the idea of drawing that out, I guess."

    "Well, I'm still turned on," I said.

    She gave me a quizzical look. "Really? How?"

    "Because I didn't orgasm. I came, obviously, but I didn't orgasm. It was...ruined, I guess," I explained.

    I swear, Kara was delighted with the fact that she'd ruined my orgasm. She was utterly delighted. "Ruined, huh? So, you're still turned on. You came, but you didn't cum."

    "Yes," I said.

    "And that was frustrating for you?" she asked.

    "Yes, immensely frustrating," I said.

    "But you still didn't touch yourself. You still did as I wanted," Kara said before her lips curled into a giddy smile. "I love that. And I love you, Finn."

    So I was definitely frustrated. A ruined orgasm - I didn't know it was a thing at the time, but I definitely know now - is not the most enjoyable thing in the world. But, it was enjoyable to put that smile on Kara's face, and she really did cum hard, which was also thoroughly enjoyable for me. So, despite my frustration, I felt good. Really good. Great, even. "I love you too, Kara."

    She offered a slow, tender kiss - the kind that got me excited - and then said, "We need to get cleaned up. You should really have your clothes on when you meet my sister for the first time."

    "Yes, absolutely," I replied.

    "And by the way, I came really hard," Kara added. "So I'd expect more of what we did today. More teasing. More of you doing what I want."

    "More of you fucking me?" I asked.

    "Absolutely," Kara said before kissing me, though this time her tongue aggressively invaded my mouth. "Now let's hurry up and get dressed. They'll be back soon."

    There was more of Kara being in control to come. Lots more. I'll be back soon to share more.
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    It was a Saturday night in the middle of September. It was cold in Boston for the first time since spring had arrived. Kara and I had gone out for a romantic dinner at this incredible Italian place. It cost a fortune, but it was well worth it. We drank a bottle of wine with dinner and we were both a little bit tipsy when we got back to her place (which we chose because her roommates were out of town for the weekend).

    We were just tipsy enough to make out in the back of the cab we took from the restaurant to her place. In fact, I was tipsy enough to run my fingers under Kara's dress to try and play with her pussy, which she was more than happy to let me do. I'm sure we put on a good show for the driver.

    When we got inside her apartment I was all over Kara, but she was having none of it. She pushed me against the door with surprising strength and flashed that smile she always does when she's eager to be in control.

    "What do you want?" she asked.

    "To fuck you," I replied.

    "What about what I want?" she asked before that smile crossed her face once more.

    "I'll do anything you want," I said, which was a truly thrilling set of words to utter.

    Kara stepped back, pointed to the floor, and instructed, "On your knees."

    I dropped to my knees and looked up at her. I was eager and I could feel that intense erotic energy that always filled me when she took control. I was truly willing to do anything.

    "Crawl to me," she said. I crawled towards her and Kara stuck out one of her feet and added, "Now kiss my foot."

    I bent over and I kissed her foot - she was wearing a pair of strappy heels - and felt the warm, soft flesh against my lips. I ended up kissing her foot a handful of times, mostly because it felt good and I just couldn't help myself.

    "Look up at me," she instructed.

    I looked up and Kara lifted the bottom of her dress, revealing a remarkably sexy pair of navy blue lace panties that were just sheer enough that I could see her pubic hair and a hint of her pussy lips. It was, as you might imagine, an intoxicating sight. I was so desperate to please her that I had to actively resist the urge to try and kiss her pussy through the panties.

    "Is this what you want?" Kara asked in a soft, hugely seductive tone.

    I nodded. "Yes, I want your pussy."

    She laughed softly. "And why should I give you my pussy?"

    "Because I'll do anything to make you feel good," I answered. "I will, Kara. I'll do anything."

    I could see she was in her element, and with good reason. I was on my knees and practically begging her for the chance to make her feel good. That's the sort of thing a dominant woman tends to enjoy.

    "Would you like a taste?" she asked.

    "Yes, more than anything," I replied.

    Kara slowly slipped a finger under the delicate lace of her panties and pulled them aside, revealing the breathtaking sight of her pussy. Her lips were enflamed and a little bit wet, making her desire quite obvious. I found that encouraging, of course, because it meant she felt the same kind of eagerness for an orgasm that I did.

    "Come here," she said. "Taste my pussy."

    I crawled closer and just as my lips were about to touch her pussy Kara stepped back. I stopped and looked up at her for a moment before crawling towards her once more. Again she stepped back, denying me what I craved. She was playing a game, at least based on the delighted look on her face. She had the thing I craved and she was having fun preventing me from tasting it.

    Finally, she backed all the way up to the couch and sat down. She spread her legs and I crawled between them. I looked up and she said, "Put your tongue inside me. Taste me. But don't lick my clit. Just taste my pussy."

    I didn't need a second invitation. I put my tongue inside her. I tasted her juices. I moved my tongue all over the inside of her slippery pussy and the sweetness of her desire danced on my taste buds. Kara smiled and then reached down to rub her clit. She moaned as I buried my face deeper in her pussy.

    "Do I taste good?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered.

    Before I could return to her pussy, Kara leaned forward, took my head in her hands, and kissed me. Her tongue invaded my mouth aggressively and I moaned. My knees felt weak, just as they always do when she seizes that level of control and uses me as she pleases.

    "You're right, I do taste good," she said.

    I sat there on my knees just staring into her eyes. I was ready to do whatever she wanted and I wasn't going to demand a single thing. In that moment, I was hers to command.

    "Do you still want to fuck me?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered, as if there was any other response to that question.

    Kara stood, took my hand, and helped me to my feet. She kissed me again, this time in a tender, almost romantic kind of way. It was a complete 180 from the previous kiss, but it was no less erotic.

    "Come with me," Kara said. We walked to her bedroom and she had me strip and climb into the bed. I did as instructed, of course, and then I watched as Kara did a little bit of a striptease. It wasn't anything overwhelming, but she was clearly trying to put on a show. It worked, too, as she took her time in revealing her body and had me all worked up when she was finished.

    My cock was hard, of course - at that age, it didn't take much to get me hard - and Kara had me in her hand a moment after crawling into the bed. She stroked me slowly and then lowered her head to my stomach and offered a series of soft, sensual kisses as she slowly moved towards my cock. I wondered if I was about to receive a blowjob, and much to my delight she took me in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," was all I could manage to say, both from the surprise of the sudden oral delight and the sheer pleasure of it. She kept at it, too, sucking my dick with great vigor and using her hand to stroke my shaft, which was quickly soaked in her spit. It was the kind of oral foreplay that was liable to drive a man absolutely mad with desire, and it worked like a charm.

    "Do you want me?" Kara asked as she looked up with her hand around my shaft.

    "More than anything," I answered.

    She worked the head with her fingers for a few moments longer - making my body tremble with desire as she did - and then Kara sat up, dragged her hips forward, and took me inside her. She threw her head back, closed her eyes, and let out a beautiful moan as I filled her. I moaned too, as her pussy felt like heaven. Her mouth was wonderful, but there's just nothing like being inside her pussy. Nothing in the world.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered between lusty breaths.

    Kara looked down at me and ran her fingers up my stomach until they came to rest on my chest. She smiled and began to drag her hips back and forth over my cock, bathing me in her warmth and wetness and rubbing her clit into my pelvis.

    "Kara, fuck, that feels so good," I said.

    She gently dug her fingernails into my chest and I winced at the slight pain. That seemed to put a smile on her face and a few moments later she dug her fingernails in deeper. I felt real pain, but her pussy was utterly divine and all I could do was moan. To me, it felt like she was experimenting a little. She was in control, but she was still in the early days of her domination, and looking back on it now, it seems like she was testing my limits.

    The next part was unexpected. She rested her hands on my chest again - relieving me of the pain of her fingernails - and then one of her hands moved to my throat. At first she didn't apply any pressure. She was just taking a light grip of that particularly vulnerable place on my body. It was telling that my instinctual reaction was to feel excited. Now I understand that she'd once again triggered my submissive side. Back then I didn't understand any of it. I was just acting on instinct, and my instinct was to love the feeling of her hand around my throat.

    Then she tightened her grip. I panicked. I didn't have any control over it. My body just panicked. I reached up to grab her arm and she must have seen the panic in my face because she loosened her grip right away. She kept her hand there, though. She maintained that level of control, and once my panic had passed it felt fucking great. There was also the fact that she was riding me hard and fast. She was absolutely bathing my cock in the bliss of her pussy, which was the most perfect thing I'd ever felt in that moment.

    Because of that, I came too fast. I came inside Kara long before she'd had a chance to cum. I'd honestly never seen her so disappointed. I know that probably sounds crazy, but we hadn't been together long enough for me to have fucked up in some colossal way, so that was genuinely the most disappointed - and a little bit angry, to be honest - I'd ever seen her.

    "Damn it, Finn," she said. "You couldn't have waited a little longer? You couldn't have held your load?"

    "I'm sorry," I replied. "I'm really sorry, Kara. You were just so hot, and your pussy felt so good, and your hand around my throat...I don't know, there was just something about that."

    Her lips curled into the slightest smile - almost as if they were doing so involuntarily - before Kara lifted her pussy off my cock and dragged her hips forward. My cum leaked out of her and onto my stomach, where it pooled in and around my belly button.

    "Normally I can tell when you're about to cum," she said. "I didn't see the warning signs today." Then she smiled. "Though I guess maybe that means you were just really turned on."

    "I was," I replied.

    She grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled back until I was looking straight up at her. "And you liked my hand around your throat, didn't you?"

    "Yes," I admitted. "That was...I don't know, it was kinky, and hot. It caught me by surprise, too."

    "Me too," Kara replied. "It just happened. I was close to cumming, too. I felt...I don't know, powerful. I liked feeling that way."

    I liked that she liked feeling that way and I felt genuinely terrible for cumming so quickly. "Can I make you cum?" I asked. "I feel bad. I'd really like to help you cum."

    "You should feel bad," she said. "You got what you wanted, but I didn't." She paused and smiled at me before sitting back with her pussy resting above my now soft cock. She reached between her legs and began to rub her clit in slow, small circles. "You can make me cum," she said, though it wasn't at all clear how she planned on having me do that.

    Then that smile crossed her face. That dominant smile. The one that indicates she's about to do something naughty. Kara leaned forward just a little and then ran her finger through the cum puddled on my stomach. She held it up for a few moments and then asked, "Do you know what you taste like?"

    I shook my head as my heart rate picked up.

    "I do," she replied before sucking her finger clean. She made a show of it, too, closing her eyes and moaning as she took the taste of my cum onto her tongue. Then she looked at me, dipped her finger in my cum once more, and said, "Do you want a taste?"

    I didn't. Of course I didn't. I did, however, want to make Kara happy. I wanted that more than anything, and I felt genuinely terrible for having disappointed her, so I said, "Yes."

    "You want to taste your cum?" she asked.

    "Yes," I said.

    Kara unleashed a delightfully naughty smile. "You want me to feed you your cum?"

    "Yes, please," I said as I experience what felt an awful lot like desire begin to crop up in me, like her questions were actually sparking a genuine need to have her feed me the cum resting on my stomach.

    Kara leaned forward and pushed her finger into my mouth. I sucked it clean as she rubbed her clit. I stared into her eyes and saw them light up with desire. It was perfectly clear she was getting off on feeding me my load, and that was more than enough to make me want to accept it for her.

    "Do you taste good?" she asked.

    No, I did not, but that wasn't the right answer. "Yes," I said. "Can I have more? Will you feed me more?"

    Kara collected cum on two fingers and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked them clean and I couldn't help but get completely caught up in it. I moaned around her fingers and she pushed them a little deeper before once again running them through my cum. The third time into my mouth it didn't taste that bad and it was unquestionably hot to do exactly as she desired, even if it meant cleaning up the mess I'd made by cumming too quickly.

    "Fuck, Finn, suck my fingers clean," she said in a lust-filled voice that indicated she was close to cumming. That was the voice I wanted to hear, the voice that filled me with such deep satisfaction.

    She ran three fingers through my cum and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked them clean with great vigor and Kara climaxed. Her body coiled up tightly right before the orgasm ripped through her and she rolled her head back and let out a deep, beautiful moan of satisfaction, like she'd once again reached a new height of pleasure simply because I was willing to eat my cum from her fingers.

    "You more than made up for cumming too quickly," she said softly with a hazy look in her eyes. "Thank you for that."

    "Any time," I replied, not knowing that I would do quite a lot of cum eating as our relationship went on. Of course, I don't think that would have scared me in the moment. I was both in love and in lust with my girlfriend and I was becoming increasingly submissive as she grew into her dominance, which meant that doing as she desired had become the thing that turned me on more than any other, a feeling that would only deepen as the months went by.
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    "Holy shit."

    That was my reaction to seeing Kara's Halloween costume for the first time. It was a version of a Little Red Riding Hood costume, but not in the way you're thinking. The dress was all red, and while it wasn't made of latex, it was made from a tight, shiny material that looked a lot like latex. It rested right on the border of being a kinky costume, but it wasn't so over the top that the other people at the party would find it weird.

    "You like it?" she asked, though my reaction was obvious.

    "You look so hot," I said. I honestly didn't think that Kara would be the kind of girl that would dress sexy for Halloween. She wasn't the kind of girl that judged people who dressed like that, but I figured she'd be the type to go for the clever and kind of sexy sort of outfit. This was definitely not that. This was overtly sexy. It came with a hood that somehow made the whole thing look so much hotter when she pulled it up, especially since her hair would then cascade down the front of her chest and brush against the tops of her breasts, which were pushed up thanks to the tightness of the dress.

    "You really do like it," Kara said as she stepped closer and reached out to caress my cock through my pants. She'd spotted the bulge that I knew had formed, the bulge that was a result of her exceptional beauty.

    In that moment, with her so close to me and touching my cock like that, I felt an overpowering desire to drop to my knees. It was the first time I'd ever experienced that sense of submission that comes from seeing a woman dressed in something that exudes dominance, and this wasn't even an overtly dominant outfit. It was just a little bit that way and yet I felt that sense of submission growing inside me.

    "Can I...can I..." I said, but for some reason I felt self-conscious about actually asking the question.

    "Can you what?" Kara asked.

    "Kara...I don't know, I just...I really want to go down on you right now," I said.

    Her lips curled into a slight smile. "Is that what you were going to ask? If you could go down on me?"

    "I was going to ask if I could...well, I was going to ask if I could worship you," I said. There was something about using that particular word, about asking if I could worship her, that was utterly enthralling.

    Kara seemed to find it enthralling too, as she broke in a full blown smile and said, "Yes, Finn, you may worship me."

    I felt this incredible kind of excitement work its way through my body, starting between my legs and moving its way up my chest and into my throat. My heart started to beat harder and faster as blood rushed to my cock and helped me grow to a semi-erect state. I dropped to my knees and looked up at Kara, who wore that same smile on her face.

    "Is it my pussy you want to worship?" she asked in the same tone she almost always used when she was being dominant.

    "Yes," I answered.

    She studied me for a few moments, took a step back, and said, "I’m not sure you deserve to start with my pussy. Instead, I think you should start with my feet.”

    I looked down at her feet and noticed that she'd painted her toenails red to match the color of her insanely sexy dress. She was wearing a pair of open-toed red heels, too, which I'd somehow completely missed in my utter fascination with the dress. "Your toes look so beautiful," I said.

    "Thank you," Kara replied. "Why don't you kiss them for me."

    I fell forward and rested my hands on her bedroom floor. I studied her toes for a few moments and then leaned closer and kissed one. It was the first time I'd ever kissed a girl's feet and there was something quite thrilling about it. I think it was just the idea of serving her in any manner that I enjoyed so much. The why doesn't really matter, though. What matters is that I enjoyed it, and Kara did too.

    "I'd like you to kiss all my toes, Finn," she said.

    I looked up to see genuine satisfaction on her face and quickly kissed each and every one of her toes. Again, I felt happy doing it. Turned on, too. Exceptionally turned on. There was definitely something exciting about being on my knees in front of her. I'm sure any submissives reading this can understand the allure of such a thing.

    "Do you still want to worship my pussy?" Kara asked after I'd kissed all ten of her toes.

    "More than anything," I said.

    She smiled. "I think you should have to kiss your way up my legs. I want you to take your time. I want you to make me feel good, Finn. I want you to shower my legs with kisses. I want you to touch them, to caress them, to do anything you can to turn me on before I let you worship my pussy. I want you to worship me before you get a chance to make me cum."

    I wanted that too. I truly did. I wanted to worship every inch of her in that moment. So, I started with the tops of her feet. I showered them in kisses while caressing her calves. I kissed her ankles. I kissed my way up her shins as my fingers made sure to move continuously over her smooth, soft, warm flesh. I took it as a great measure of success when I felt goosebumps raise on her skin. I must have been making her feel good.

    When I reached her knees, Kara reached down and put a gentle hand on the top of my head. She pushed back just a little and I looked up at her. "You're only kissing the front of my legs, Finn. Your fingers feel nice on my calves, but I want to feel your lips, too. I want you to show me that you're eager to worship every inch of my legs."

    She was in her element, and she had me in my element as a result. It was a beautiful kind of synergy between us. I'd used my tongue and fingers to pleasure her pussy countless times up to that point and I'd given her a few full body massages, but I'd never worshiped her in the manner she had me practicing that day. There was something exquisite about it. Looking back, I think it was a form of denial. In a way, at least. What I wanted was to be able to make her cum, but she was making me wait to experience that pleasure (and it was absolutely a pleasure for me to make her cum). She was making me prove my worthiness of being given the pleasure of making her cum.

    When Kara made no move to turn around, I crawled behind her. Even that - which was a small form of submission - was a turn on. I was hard at that point, too. It was kind of amazing, as I hadn't experienced any direct stimulation since I'd dropped to my knees, and yet I was exceedingly stiff.

    I kissed my way up and down the backs of both of her calves. I let my lips linger against her warm skin over and over. Every once in a while Kara would unleash a lovely moan, which would in turn help deepen my arousal. When I kissed the backs of her knees she moaned particularly loud, like I'd found an erogenous zone. I doubled my efforts in that area and ran my fingers up the backs of her thighs while doing so. At one point I felt her knees go weak and it suddenly felt like I was actually pleasuring her pussy, for the moans and wobbly knees were very much what Kara did when she was experiencing direct clitoral stimulation.

    Eventually, I moved on from the backs of her knees. I kissed my way up the backs of her thighs. My head moved under the bottom of the dress, which was loose and designed to flare out from the waist, which gave me plenty of room underneath. Each time I stopped right where her ass met her thighs, and each time I heard Kara moan just a little.

    It was while kissing my way up and down the backs of her thighs that I felt a great desire to plant my lips on her ass. There was something deeply alluring about it. Something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Maybe it just felt a little bit naughty. Maybe it was just another area to kiss. I don't really know. I just know that I felt his heart-pounding desire to do something that was, in retrospect, really quite simple.

    So I did. I kissed my way up the backs of her thighs and went right past that spot where her ass met her thigh. I kissed my way as high up as I could go before the tightness of her dress made it so my head couldn't go any higher. I kissed my girlfriend's ass and even though it was such a simple thing, it felt spectacularly good.

    After I'd showered both of her ass cheeks with kisses I felt this fairly intense desire to push it a little further. I wasn't sure how she'd react, but I kissed my way up the backs of her thighs once more, kissed both of her beautiful ass cheeks, and started kissing the area around her thong. I wasn't quite kissing the crack of her ass, but I was exceptionally close, and there was something hugely thrilling about that. Kara didn't seem to object, either. In fact, I heard her moan a few times. I think she was enjoying my eagerness to explore her backside.

    Eventually, I kissed my way between her ass cheeks. I kissed every bit of flesh I could find, including the parts right around her asshole, which was covered by her thong. I was hard as a rock as I did it, too. Like, painfully so. I felt a little insecure about how Kara felt about it, but she didn't stop me. She didn't make an effort to move. She didn't seem to find it gross or weird in any way.

    Eventually, I stopped, in part because I started to feel like I was being a bit selfish. It felt so good that I probably could have kissed her ass for an hour, but I was pursuing my own pleasure at that point, not hers.

    I crawled in front of her once more and moved to kiss her thighs. Kara stopped me, though. She put a hand on the top of my head and gently entwined her fingers in my hair. She didn't take a tight or painful grip, but it was still assertive enough to make me feel that joyful kind of submission.

    "You enjoyed kissing my ass, didn't you?" she asked.

    All I could do was nod. As I did, I saw the lust in Kara's eyes and on her face. It was a momentary thing, like she felt the same rush of desire I had when I'd kissed my way between her ass cheeks. I'm not sure what she was feeling, but I could tell it was potent, and I took that as a good thing.

    "It felt good," she said. "Having you kiss me all over like this...every bit of it has felt good. I think I like being worshiped."

    "You deserve to be worshiped," I replied from my knees. I felt a deep sense of submission in that moment. The latex-like red dress was part of it. The heels were part of it. The way she was looking at me was part of it. The fact that I'd just spent the past ten minutes kissing her feet and legs was part of it. It all combined into something truly beautiful, creating a feeling that I wanted more of.

    "Yes, I do," Kara said. Saying it - and perhaps truly believing it - seemed to thrill her. It thrilled me to hear her say it, too. "You may kiss my legs. You may approach my pussy. You may not yet worship it."

    She released her grip on my hair and I leaned closer to kiss her thighs. This time I ran my fingers up and down the backs of her legs, adding extra stimulation. I reached up to caress and squeeze her ass a little, too, trying my best to turn arouse my girlfriend to the point that she'd let me worship her pussy and give her the orgasm I was fairly desperate to provide.

    Eventually - I'm not sure how much time I spent kissing her thighs - she said, "You may kiss my pussy through my panties."

    It was such a beautiful thing to hear. I kissed my way up her legs - going from one side to the other - and then pressed my lips against her lace thong. I kissed her pussy through her panties over and over. I kissed it softly. I applied more pressure. I used my tongue just a little, tasting the juices that had soaked through the lace in the process. It felt good to be under the bottom of her dress, to be in a bit of darkness as I worshiped her. I don't know why, but it made me feel a little more submissive.

    "You may worship my pussy," she said.

    Those were the words I'd been waiting to hear. I felt genuine joy as I reached up, pulled aside her thong, and worshiped her pussy. I was delighted to find that she was soaked. Completely and utterly soaked. She'd been denying me the pleasure I craved, but she'd been denying herself, too. It was like foreplay, I guess, and based on the way she moaned the moment my tongue found her clit, it was an exceptionally hot form of foreplay.

    I couldn't have been worshiping Kara's pussy for more than a minute before she grabbed my head in both hands. She began to grind her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy all over my tongue. It was a lot like when she would sit on my face, only I was on my knees in front of her and she was standing up, which somehow made it feel a little bit hotter.

    I knew to keep my head still and use my tongue to lick her clit. I understood that Kara was using me to cum. I wanted that, though. I loved it. I would have loved to spend half an hour worshiping her pussy, too, but there was something so fucking hot about her completely surrendering to her desires and riding my face like that.

    She came hard. Really hard. Her legs trembled so much that I wrapped my arms around her thighs to try and keep her steady. She moaned and groaned wildly, too, like she couldn't really control it. It was so fucking hot.

    When she'd finished cumming, Kara stepped back and I saw the beautiful, dazed look on her face. She offered a hazy smile and said, "That was amazing. That was...that really was amazing, Finn. Thank you."

    "It was my pleasure. Believe me," I replied.

    "So I guess that's a yes on my costume?" Kara asked with a laugh.

    "Absolutely," I said.

    "And you'll wear the big bad wolf costume I got you?" she asked.

    I nodded. It was a head to toe costume with lots of fur and I was absolutely going to do some sweating that night, but I was on board with the couples costume idea and I wasn't going to disappoint Kara.

    What I didn't think about was that I wouldn't be the only one to find her costume irresistible. I discovered the truth of that during the Halloween party we went to, though, and it ended up being a night of agony, arousal, and surprising thrills. That's for next time, though.

  
    Scenes from a Femdom Marriage - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    You know, when I first heard that Kara was a teacher, I figured that she'd be fairly conservative, sexually speaking. That was a silly assumption, of course, but I probably would have assumed that about any teacher. I guess because teachers really can't be openly sexual at work. It's not good for the students, after all.

    Some teachers, though, wouldn't have been bold enough to wear the Little Red Riding Hood costume Kara wore for Halloween. Some wouldn't have wanted their picture taken in that kind of costume, as parents sometimes peruse social media looking for reasons to be angry, and a teacher in a sexy outfit is as good a (stupid) reason as any.

    Kara wore it, though, and she wore it well. We'd been invited to a party in Cambridge. It was a friend of a friend and he had some serious money, because his place was big. Really big. It wasn't furnished in a moneyed kind of way, but that's probably because the guy was in his late 20s and single and he almost certainly didn't give a damn about home decor.

    Anyway, before we even got there Kara's costume drew a few stares, including from the cab driver, who actually looked over his shoulder to check out her legs when she got in the cab. Thankfully, it didn't feel anywhere near as creepy as it sounds. The guy was actually really friendly. He even gave us a few tips on how to catch a cab when drunk, I think because he assumed we'd be getting drunk at whatever party we were going to.

    "Did you see him checking me out?" Kara asked as we got out of the cab.

    "I did," I said while noticing the rather giddy smile on her face. "Did you like that he was checking you out?"

    She took my hand, smiled, and said, "I didn't not like it."

    I felt a little ridiculous in my costume, though I knew it was effective. I was a slightly scary-looking version of the Big Bad Wolf, and I was covered from head to toe. The head of the costume had eyeholes that I could see through, but it was fairly limited, to be honest, and I figured it wouldn't be long before I took the head off and carried it under my arm as we partied.

    I mentioned that the party's host didn't care much for home decor. He did, however, care very much about throwing a killer party and he's gone all out with the Halloween decorations. He'd changed every single light bulb in the house, going with Halloween colors. A few were strobing. There were cobwebs hanging everywhere. There were a few cauldrons that he must have filled with dry ice so they'd spill fog everywhere. He'd gotten a few lifelike monster statues to put around the house, too. There was a mummy in one corner, a witch hanging out in the kitchen, and a vampire in what looked like a library, though the shelves didn't contain many books. The point is, he'd gone all out to ensure that he was hosting a killer Halloween party.

    Kara and I got lots of compliments on our couples costume, though there was no question more people looked at her. Of course they did. She looked astoundingly sexy, and not in an overtly slutty way, which was definitely the sort of outfit this particular crowd appreciated.

    Now, it will not surprise you to learn that Kara got lots of looks from guys. And when I say lots, I really mean lots. I'm fairly certain that every single guy looked at her. She was unquestionably among the sexiest girls at the party, and I'm biased, but I feel like she was the one exuding the most confidence. In truth, her confidence had skyrocketed since our sex life had expanded to include her more dominant desires, which of course melded quite nicely with my previously unexplored submissive needs. That confidence seemed to do wonders for her at the party, as suddenly everyone wanted to talk with her.

    At one point, I stepped away from Kara to refill our drinks. On my way to the kitchen, I ran into an old friend and we got to talking. It ended up being a ten minute conversation, but I knew Kara wouldn't be all that concerned. She'd been talking with a group of friends when I left.

    By the time I refilled our drinks and made my way back to where Kara had been, she was gone, and her friends were gone too. She'd clearly moved on to another conversation, so I set about searching the party. It took a while, and I spilled some of my drink when someone bumped into me, but eventually I found Kara in the library, which had been transformed into a spooky version of a library, including the aforementioned vampire.

    She wasn't talking to a group of friends anymore. Instead, it was just one guy. He was dressed as a baseball player - and old timey baseball player, I believe - and it seemed immediately apparent that it was a more intimate conversation. They were standing close together - in part so they could hear each other, I'm sure - and he was leaning towards her a little, like he was subconsciously showing his interest.

    I didn't recognize the guy and I had no idea if Kara knew him. All I knew was that he appeared to be trying his best to convince my girlfriend that he was worthy of being more than friends with. It wasn't aggressive, or anything. He wasn't trying to grab her tits or put a hand under her dress. It just seemed clear to me - from across the room - that he was very interested in Kara and he was trying to make that perfectly clear, and to be charming enough that she'd be interested in him too.

    Kara wasn't the type of girl to let herself be trapped in a conversation like that if she wanted out, though. Which meant she wasn't necessarily put off by the guy's attempts to prove himself worthy of her affection. From my vantage point I had a partial profile view of her, which meant I couldn't quite see her face to discern if she was enjoying herself or feeling a little irritated.

    I got the evidence I needed pretty quickly, though. The guy leaned in a little closer and reached up to pluck something from Kara's cheek. It was probably an eyelash, as he held his fingers in front of her after grabbing it. Kara then pursed her lips and gently blew on his fingers, presumably doing that old thing where you make a wish when you find an eyelash that's fallen out.

    Now, if Kara was bothered by this guy, she wouldn't have let him touch her like that, and she certainly wouldn't have participated in the make a wish part of it. The guy was executing a classic flirtatious move, the kind you do when you're trying to see if a girl is interested in you, and from my point of view, Kara made it seem like she was interested.

    Now here's the weird part. I know that I should have reacted with some mixture of jealousy and perhaps a little bit of anger towards the guy. After all, Kara was my girlfriend and he was clearly trying to pick her up. He probably didn't know she had a boyfriend, but you're not supposed to think about stuff like that when you see a guy trying to pick up your girlfriend. You're supposed to react instinctively. I didn't react that way, though.

    I felt the jealousy. I mean, obviously I did. I think the fact that Kara looked so hot actually made the jealousy a little worse, but I definitely felt it. I wasn't angry, though. I was...well, I'm not really sure. Intrigued, I guess. There was something captivating about watching her do a little flirting with someone else. The interaction between them was fairly...intimate, too. They were talking closely. When he reached up to pluck the eyelash from her face, he did it in a remarkably gentle manner. Honestly, it was the kind of thing that's often followed by a kiss, and yet I didn't react like someone else was about to kiss my girlfriend. I reacted like I was watching something utterly fascinating.

    It took a few minutes for Kara to glance towards the doorway and notice. My costume was not the sort that blended in. Here's the thing, though. She didn't immediately tell the guy she had to go when she saw me. Instead, she stared for a few seconds, offered a quick, almost naughty smile, and turned back to the guy in the baseball costume to keep talking to him. She didn't gesture towards me to say that her boyfriend was waiting. She didn't end the conversation. It didn't look like it even changed.

    I was confused, but there was something else, too. It was a little hint of excitement. Excitement I couldn't even begin to explain in the moment. Excitement I didn't even remotely understand. It was definitely excitement, though. The kind that makes your heart beat a little faster, that heightens your senses, and that deepened my focus on Kara and the guy she was talking to.

    She moved a little closer to him not long after noticing me. He took note of that and smiled just a little, but of course he did. The most beautiful girl at the party had just shown an interest in being closer to him.

    At one point he must have said something a little bit funny, because Kara laughed and leaned in while she did so. She reached out and touched his arm in that gentle kind of way a girl does when she's being flirty. She hadn't done that prior to my arrival, which made it seem like she was doing it for my benefit, or to tease me in some way. I'm not sure what her intentions were, but I certainly felt something. My heart started pounding harder, and that level of excitement I felt absolutely increased.

    I know other people were coming into the library and a few of them even said 'hello' to me, but I swear, I barely noticed them. I was so caught up in watching Kara and the other guy flirting that I had tunnel vision.

    At some point - and I'm really not sure how much time had passed - I realized I was a little bit turned on. That brought about a deeper level of confusion. Why would I be turned on watching Kara flirt with someone? Why would I enjoy seeing her touch him? Of course, I wasn't really thinking about that in the moment. I was just feeling things.

    It was soon after that realization on my part that the guy reached up and gently brushed Kara's hair back as he leaned in. He paused for a moment with his lips just a few inches from hers. He was giving her a chance to back out of the kiss, but she didn't. Instead, she put her hand on his arm, seemingly letting him know she wanted to kiss him.

    The moment when their lips met was an experience unlike any other for me. She knew I was standing there, so I didn't have this sense that she was cheating on me or purposefully trying to piss me off, so I didn't feel any anger. Instead, I felt a fairly intense - and unexpected - kind of arousal. There was anxiety in there with it, though.

    You know what's weird, though? The anxiety went away when the first kiss between them transitioned into a second. After the first kiss his lips remained close to Kara's as their eyes met. He seemed to be studying her level of desire for a second before he went back again. The second kiss was hotter. It involved tongue. It involved their bodies pressing together and one of his hands moving to her lower back.

    I don't know why, but something about the passion in that kiss made every bit of my anxiety just disappear. An even deeper level of arousal took its place. I was legitimately turned on, which was crazy. It was completely and utterly insane to feel that way, and yet I felt it. In that moment, I was thankful for the costume, as it mostly hid the burgeoning - and embarrassing - erection I'd sprouted while watching.

    Kara looked my way after the second kiss and the guy moved in to kiss her neck. Her eyes fluttered and her lips parted as if she was moaning, all while she looked right at me.

    Then she seemed to snap out of it. A guilty look washed over her face. She backed away from the guy, offered an apologetic look and walked away. He looked confused, but of course he did.

    "I'm sorry," Kara said as she walked up to me, took the drink I'd gotten her, and threw just about all of it back. "I'm so sorry about that. I don't know what I was doing."

    She seemed overwhelmed with guilt, to the point that she turned and walked away before I could say anything. I followed, but she was moving quickly and the head of my costume made it hard to see, so I couldn't catch up to Kara until she was in the backyard. She was sitting on a bench with her head in her hands when I finally found her.

    I sat, took off the Big Bad Wolf head, and set it on the bench next to me. I put my arm around her and she mumbled something about being so sorry. I honestly didn't feel like she had anything to be sorry about, and I could only think of one way to communicate that. So, after making sure we were relatively alone in the backyard, I took one of her hands and put it between my legs.

    Kara seemed a little bit confused as she looked up at me and asked, "Is that...are you hard?"

    "Yes," I answered.

    "From...wait, why are you hard?" she asked.

    "I'm not sure I can explain why," I said. "I just know that it happened while I was watching you kiss him. In particular the second kiss. I really, truly don't have even the slightest understanding of my body's reaction to what I watched, but I feel like you don't really have anything to apologize for. I mean, that probably sounds really weird - like, really weird - but I guess maybe it shouldn't be too much of a surprise that I reacted a little bit differently to that than most guys would have."

    Kara gently stroked my cock through the costume and I moaned. It felt spectacular. Like, completely and utterly spectacular. She smiled, seemingly because she believed me and had been relieved of some of her guilt.

    Then Kara took my hand and guided it under her dress and between her legs. My fingers pressed against her panties and I felt the wetness I assumed she was trying to demonstrate for me. I wasn't content to merely feel the wetness, though, so when she released her grip on my wrist I pulled aside her panties and slipped two fingers into her pussy. I moved slowly, penetrating her deeply while she moaned softly. I turned my body - in part to shield what we were doing from anyone that might have been watching - and leaned in to kiss her.

    Kara's lips were soft and warm and her mouth was welcoming. Our tongues entwined and I thought of the kiss she'd shared with the other guy. My cock was so fucking hard in that moment. It was like double the pleasure of a usual kiss, and there was the exploration of Kara's exceedingly wet pussy.

    I would have enjoyed making her cum right there in the backyard, but Kara pulled my hand from between her legs after a few minutes of fingering and kissing. "I really am sorry," she said. "Obviously you're not as upset as I thought you'd be - you're not really upset at all - but I shouldn't have done that."

    "Can I ask, when you looked and saw me standing there and then turned back to him, what were you thinking?" I asked. That was the thing I was most curious about.

    Kara looked away like she was a little embarrassed. "I guess...I guess I was thinking that it would be fun to tease you, honestly. I...I sort of wanted to see what would happen. And, well, I guess I was just being selfish, because I also just wanted to know what it would be like to kiss that guy. I don't know, maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was just some me being awful...I don't know."

    "You know, I wonder if part of what I liked about it, part of what turned me on, was the fact that you seemed to be doing what you wanted," I said.

    "Really?" she asked.

    "Well, yeah. I mean, in some ways, that's what I really enjoy, you know? There are times when I really want to have sex and you really want to sit on my face, and honestly I really like it when you just sit on my face instead of letting me fuck you," I explained. "I don't know if that makes any sense, but maybe part of what I enjoyed about watching you kiss him was that you were pretty clearly doing what turned you on, and that's what turned me on."

    "So you really don't mind that I kissed another guy tonight?" Kara asked. "That...that someone else's tongue was in my mouth? That I really enjoyed kissing him."

    "I just got a little bit turned on hearing you say that," I admitted. "So no, I really don't mind. Which I'm willing to admit sounds a little crazy, but it also happens to be the truth."

    Kara smiled. "So it would make you happy if I took you home and had some fun with you, wouldn't it?"

    "It would make me very happy," I admitted.

    "Even if that fun involved me cumming and you being denied? Or if I wanted to ruin your orgasm instead of letting you fully experience it? You'd be okay with that?" she asked.

    It's such a strange thing being the kind of guy I am. Because, on the one hand, I really wanted to cum. On the other hand, I actually found the idea of being denied an orgasm - or having my orgasm ruined - more exciting in the moment. "I'd be okay with anything you wanted, Kara. To be honest, I'd be okay with you going back to the baseball player and making out with him for the rest of the party."

    Kara smiled, stood up, and straddled me on the bench. She dropped her crotch onto mine and kissed me. Our tongues entwined as she began to move her hips back and forth, full-on dry humping me. It took just a few seconds for me to get all the way back to a rock hard state, but Kara kept going. I honestly thought there was a chance she was going to ride me until I came. It would have made a spectacular mess in my underwear, but it would have been worth it.

    "Are you sure about that?" Kara asked. "Me making out with another guy, I mean?"

    I'd been serious when I made that offer, but I honestly didn't expect Kara to even consider taking me up on it, so I was a little bit stunned. "Yes," I said after a few moments of silence. "I really am."

    She studied my face as if she was searching for the truth. I'd just revealed the truth, though. Then she kissed me again. She ground her hips into my lap. She moved in a wondrously sexy way and I reached under her dress and grabbed her ass to give a good squeeze, eliciting a moan into my mouth.

    "Stay here," Kara said as she stood up. "I'll be right back."

    I wasn't going anywhere anyway, as my erection was now full enough that it would have been obvious. So, I watched her walk away - and enjoyed the sight of her ass when she flipped up her dress before walking into the house - and then I sat there in the lovely backyard and waited.

    Much to my surprise, Kara returned with the baseball player in tow. She had his hand in hers as they stepped into the backyard and found a spot to sit a good distance away from me. They were on a soft-looking outdoor couch that seemed to be made for two and they were seated close together, which made it easy for Kara to lean over and kiss him. It seemed that she'd taken me up on my offer.

    The guy didn't seem the slightest bit perturbed by the fact that Kara had abruptly walked away earlier, but of course he didn't. What man is going to turn down the chance to make out with a beautiful girl dressed as a super sexy version of Little Red Riding Hood?

    My erection returned with a vengeance as I sat and watched my girlfriend make out with another guy. It was really hot kissing, too. Like, really hot. Hands moving over each other's bodies. Tongues entwining in a slow, erotic dance. They were probably moaning, too, though I wasn't close enough to hear.

    I felt a powerful surge of desire when the guy put his hand on Kara's leg. That surge got more powerful when Kara actually spread her legs a little, seemingly inviting his hand to travel where mine had gone. The guy didn't miss a beat. He let his fingers wander under her dress and up her thigh. I didn't have a good view of his fingers as they moved towards her pussy, but I'm pretty sure he found what he was looking for, as Kara pulled away from the kiss, closed her eyes, and opened her mouth like she was moaning.

    I actually had to grip the edge of the bench to prevent my hands from drifting between my legs to play with my cock while I sat on the bench. It was an entirely new experience for me - one that was vastly different from the forms of domination I'd experienced at Kara's hands - but it was so fucking hot.

    He kept fingering her as they kept kissing, and it seemed quite clear that Kara was going to cum. I could have made her cum, but she chose not to let me do so. Instead, she chose to let a stranger make her cum. In doing so, though, she'd given me a gift, because I'm pretty sure it was hotter to watch someone finger her while they made out.

    It took a while - I'm not sure how long, but they were definitely fooling around for a fairly long time - but the guy made Kara cum. He gave her an orgasm right there in the backyard, using his fingers to play with her pussy while they kissed, including him kissing her neck in a rather hot and heavy manner while she climaxed.

    Kara looked utterly delighted after her climax, like she'd just experienced a whole new way of having an orgasm. She did not, however, offer her play partner an orgasm. It made sense. Making a guy cum is a lot messier and more explicit than a hand up a dress. She did seem to offer him her number, though I found out later that she'd actually given him a fake number. She clearly wasn't interested in him for more than the pleasure he could provide in the moment.

    He left and Kara remained on their little couch until he was in the house. The she beckoned me over and I hurried across the backyard to join her. "Are you still okay with the offer you made?"

    "Yes," I answered. "That was really hot. You had an orgasm, right?"

    "I did," she said with a nod. "And you don't mind that someone else just made me cum?"

    "Not at all," I said. "Actually, I like it. Is that crazy?"

    "Who cares?" Kara replied. "All that matters is that we both had fun."

    Her chest and cheeks were flushed red from the pleasure she'd just experienced and I felt this overpowering desire to kiss her. I don't know why, but I wanted to experience what the other guy had just experienced. "Can I kiss you?" I asked.

    Kara nodded and I leaned in. Our lips met. The kiss was soft and slow at first. She reached up to caress my face. She moaned and I did the same. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and did this little dance with mine. The whole thing was astoundingly hot.

    "Do you want to go home?" Kara asked.

    "Yes," I answered.

    "Even though I might not let you cum?" she asked

    "Knowing that you might not let me cum just makes it more exciting, believe it or not," I said.

    Kara kissed me again and then we sat on the couch for a little bit while my erection went down. After that we headed home, where we indulged in a night of dom/sub fueled passion and pleasure that included three more orgasms for Kara. She was generous enough to make me cum, too, though not until after she'd done a great deal of teasing. All told, it was an exceptional night that laid the groundwork for many future pleasures in our relationship.
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    It was an especially cold Saturday morning in the middle of November. I woke up in Kara's bed, but I was alone. The shower was running, though, and I got out of bed and headed for the bathroom to relieve my bladder.

    "Hey," I said as I gently opened the bathroom door and stepped into a cloud of steam.

    "Good morning," Kara replied from behind the foggy glass of the shower door.

    I made my way to the toilet and emptied my bladder as I stared at the shower. I couldn't see much through the fogged up glass, but it was still thrilling to stare at Kara's beautiful body.

    "Can I join you in there?" I asked after flushing. What guy doesn't want to shower with his girlfriend, after all?

    "Sure," she said as I reached out and slid the door open. "You should probably wait..."

    She was peeing, and she was likely warning me to wait until she was finished, though she honestly didn't seem to care that I was watching her pee down the shower drain. I didn't care, either. If anything, there was something weirdly beautiful about it. I couldn't possibly explain why, but that's just how it felt.

    I stepped into the shower right as she was finishing and Kara looked up at me with a smile on her face. She stepped closer, pressed her wet naked body against mine, and kissed me. I ran my hands down her back - which was being massaged by the flow of water from the shower head - and grabbed her ass while our tongues mingled. My cock came to life, too. She'd given me an orgasm the night before, but of course I wanted her again. I was in my early 20s and madly in love with a kinky girl, after all.

    After the kiss my hands remained on her ass and our bodies remained pressed together. Arousal coursed through my body and I felt an unexpected desire. It was a desire I was hesitant to even express, to be honest, because it was weird, and perhaps a little gross.

    "What is it?" Kara asked, seemingly reading the expression on my face.

    By that point I trusted Kara. Implicitly, in fact. Because of that, I decided I'd just tell her what I was thinking, what I wanted. "I want to go down on you," I said.

    She tilted her head a little, like she was both surprised and maybe a little bit delighted and replied, "You know what I just did though, right?"

    I nodded. She'd just peed. There was almost certainly a little of that pee still on her pussy, for she hadn't wiped and she hadn't washed her pussy clean. The thing is, I'm pretty sure that's why I wanted to go down on her. I just felt this desire. This really strong kind of desire, in fact. The kind that had me tingling all over in the best way possible.

    Kara smiled as I nodded and then she reached up and put a hand on the top of my head. She applied pressure and I fell to my knees. I looked at her pussy - it was wet, but she was in the shower, so of course it was wet - and grabbed her ass. I leaned in and put my tongue inside her. I licked her from the base of her pussy to her clit over and over. I moaned wildly as I did it, too, because it felt so fucking good.

    I did taste a little bit of her piss. It was a really mild taste because there wasn't much there, but I tasted it. This might sound really weird - or even gross - to you, but I fucking loved it. Again, I couldn't tell you why, but I did. Maybe it's just that it felt really submissive and kinky and I just really like feeling that way. I don't know, and I don't care. I fucking loved it.

    I'm pretty sure Kara loved it too, because she moaned an awful lot, and it quickly became clear that she was going to cum. Usually it takes her a little while to get to that place where it's obvious an orgasm is on its way, but that didn't happen in the shower that day. She was there in less than a minute. She grabbed my head with both hands - a surefire sign she's on her way to an orgasm - and started subtly directing my mouth while moving her hips. She was fucking my face in the way she sometimes did when she was particularly eager to cum and I was more than happy to be used as a vessel for her pleasure.

    I looked up when she came. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. Beautiful moans filled the bathroom along with the sound of the shower. Her body trembled and I held her ass tight to make sure she didn't topple over.

    When Kara was finished, she stepped back with a hazy smile on her face and said, "That was unexpected, and really hot. Thank you."

    "Thank you for letting me go down on you," I replied. "It was a lot hotter than I expected."

    Kara helped me to my feet and wrapped her fingers around my cock. "Did you enjoy it because of what you were tasting, of what you were licking up while you ran your tongue over my pussy lips?"

    "Yes," I admitted.

    She smiled and studied my face while stroking my cock. "How very naughty of you. You're just full of surprises, Finn."

    "You are too," I said. "Most girls wouldn't have been even slightly interested in me going down on them in that situation."

    She kissed my neck and stroked me faster. "But I'm not like most girls, am I?"

    "No," I replied as my legs began to tremble a little. Kara's hand felt spectacularly good on my cock and she was expertly leading me towards an orgasm.

    Kara released my cock and stepped closer until it was between her legs. She began to move her hips and I felt the wetness of her pussy moving over the top of my shaft and stimulating the head. She kissed my neck while offering up this very particular form of pleasure - a standing dry hump - and I got caught up in the absolute joy of it.

    Right as I was about to cum Kara stepped back, grabbed my cock, and jerked me off. An orgasm exploded out of me and I came on her stomach and in her pubic hair. I watched the sticky white mess launch from the tip of my cock and onto her body and I felt a certain kind of thrill that I thoroughly enjoyed, as I'd never actually cum on her before.

    "Thank you," I said when I'd finished trembling from the sheer pleasure of it. "That was amazing."

    Kara released my cock and smiled. "You're welcome," she said before looking down at the mess I'd left on her. "I guess you really were turned on, too. You came awfully quickly."

    "I was. I really was," I said while staring at the cum dripping down her stomach and into her pubic hair.

    Kara's fingers traced down her stomach, through the streaks of cum I'd left on her, and between her legs. She slipped two of those fingers into her pussy. They slowly moved in and out and I quickly looked up to see that she had a devilish smile on her face.

    "Do you want to cum again?" I asked.

    Kara bit her lower lip and nodded. My eyes moved down her body once more. More of my cum had dripped into her pubic hair and it looked like she had collected some of it and was pushing it in and out of her pussy as she fingered herself. She was getting quite vigorous with the fingering, too, and it seemed like she was heading towards a second orgasm with remarkable swiftness.

    I probably could have stood there and watched, but I wanted to help. I wanted to add to her pleasure. So I dropped to my knees. She moaned the moment I did it. I looked up to see what I would call lusty delight in her eyes and on her face. I didn't have a plan. I was acting on instinct. Submissive instinct, as it turned out.

    Kara pulled her fingers from her pussy and ran them through her pubic hair, picking up more of my cum. She moved to plunge them into her pussy once more and I leaned forward. I licked one of her fingers. I tasted my cum. It was salty and bitter and kind of awful, and yet it was weirdly thrilling. My heart was genuinely pounding.

    It was her moan that made me happy, though. It was the sort that a woman unleashes when someone has done something to turn her on. It was the sort of moan I wanted to hear in that moment.

    I looked up at Kara and opened my mouth. She stared down at me for a few seconds and neither of us said anything. The only sound in the bathroom was the water cascading down her back and hitting the tile floor.

    Then she put her fingers in my mouth. Her cum-covered fingers. I closed my lips around them. I sucked them clean. I sucked my fucking cum off her fingers. It was so hot. Absurdly hot. I'd just had an orgasm and I could absolutely feel a huge rush of arousal working its way through my body. It wasn't the kind of arousal that gets your dick hard, though. It was the kind that only a submissive feels when he's in that place of pure submissive bliss. It was spectacularly hot.

    I'm pretty sure Kara felt the same way. The look on her face was one I'd only seen a few times, like when she first took control that night in Cape Cod, or when she teased me on the deck of her parent's beach house. It was the look she had when she was fully enmeshed in the pleasure of being a domme.

    She pulled her fingers from my mouth and put a hand on the back of my head. She pulled my mouth towards her pubic hair. I licked and sucked my cum out of it. I went wild doing it, too. I was committed. Completely and utterly committed to cleaning up the mess I'd made. It was so fucking hot. The whole thing was just so fucking hot.

    I licked. I sucked. I cleaned. Kara then directed my mouth to her pussy for the second time that morning. This time she was even more vigorous in fucking my mouth than the first time. It seemed like she was utterly enveloped in the joy of being a dominant goddess and she was happy to use me hard.

    My mouth was full of the taste of my cum and I didn't mind one bit. It wasn't a good taste, of course, but it wasn't horrible, either. The fact that it wasn't good honestly made it hotter. I liked that I was doing something kinky and a little bit gross for her, just like when I licked the remnants of her piss from her pussy lips.

    Right before she came, Kara ground her pussy so hard against my face that it hurt. I loved it, though. I absolutely adored it. I wanted to be used for her pleasure. I wanted to be the source of her joy without a care in the world for my comfort.

    She screamed when she came. I'm sure her roommates heard. I'm also sure she didn't give a damn. I certainly didn't.

    Kara turned and leaned against the wall after her orgasm. I wiped the cum and juices from my face and watched her chest heave from the vigorousness of her breathing. I sat back on my knees and I unleashed a joyful smile.

    She offered a hand and helped me to my feet. She pulled me close and took me in her arms. We kissed. We shared the taste of my cum and her pussy juices. Our tongues mingled.

    "I love you, Finn," she said softly.

    "I love you too, Kara," I replied. "I love you more than anything."

    She smiled. "I know. I feel the same way."

    It's a rare thing to find someone you connect with in the way I felt connected to Kara. That's why I decided - that morning in the shower - that I was going to marry her. It was months before we got engaged, but I knew without a doubt that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with the woman I'd just shared that sexual bliss with. As the title of the story suggests, she knew it too.
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    My first experience with bondage - and it was a mild experience - came on the same night I proposed to Kara. It was a week before Christmas and I'd rented a house in Vermont for the occasion. I splurged, too, as it was a beautiful house. It was decorated for Christmas, too, which was part of the reason I rented it (Kara loves Christmas).

    I brought her to Vermont under the guise of a ski trip, and we did plenty of skiing, but on the last night I popped the question. The proposal involved a horse drawn sleigh, cups of peppermint hot chocolate, and a group of very generous carolers who were at the house and singing for us when we got back from the sleigh ride.

    There was no guarantee she'd said yes to the proposal. We'd talked a little about marriage, but the conversation had never gotten serious. I wanted it to be special, though, and Kara loves Christmas enough that I wanted to do it during her favorite time of the year. So, I popped the question there in the snow and she said yes. It was an emphatic yes, in fact. The kind where joy was all I could see on her face the moment I pulled out the ring box. She jumped into my arms the moment I stood up and I nearly dropped the ring. I got it on her finger, though, we kissed like crazy, and then I thanked the carolers and the driver of the sleigh and we went inside for celebratory champagne, which I'd bought just in case she accepted my proposal.

    The bondage happened after the champagne. We polished off the bottle - after we'd called our parents to let them know the big news - and we did a little fooling around as we drank the bubbly, to the point that I was thoroughly aroused by the time Kara suggested we go upstairs.

    She got me naked, pushed me into the bed, and then rummaged through her suitcase and pulled out two pairs of handcuffs. I got excited when I saw them, because of course I did. You all know that I'm very much into Kara being in control, and there's nothing better than a pair of handcuffs for control.

    Despite that, I had a moment of very mild panic when she'd cuffed both my wrists to the headboard. I instinctively pulled - maybe just to see if I really was in bondage - and I couldn't really move. I could kick my legs all I wanted, of course, but my arms were far enough apart when she cuffed me that I couldn't really do much of anything.

    "It's okay," Kara said as she took off her sweater to show off a rather lovely red lace bra. "I'm not going to hurt you." She unbuttoned her jeans to reveal a matching pair of red panties and she looked very much like the ultimate Christmas gift. She crawled into the bed and straddled me, resting her panty-clad pussy against my soft cock. "I'm just going to have fun with you."

    Kara rocked her hips back and forth, slowly luring my cock into an erect state through nothing more than a bit of friction. "You look good in handcuffs," she said with a sweet smile on her face. "I have to admit, I bought them on a whim. I saw them at a store while I was doing a little Christmas shopping and I thought of using them on you. I actually got a little bit wet right there in the store. Can you believe that?"

    "Yes," I said with a smile. "I actually can believe that."

    Kara returned my smile and leaned down to kiss me. Her lips felt soft and warm against mine and as she ran her hands up my arms her tongue slipped into my mouth. I moaned and once again pulled against the handcuffs. I wanted to hold my fiancée. I wanted to run my hands down her back. I wanted to touch her breasts in the red lace bra. I wanted to grab her ass and thrust my hips upwards until the head of my cock pressed against her panties. None of that was possible, though.

    "Are you sure you want to marry me?" Kara asked as she sat up.

    "Yes, of course," I said. "What kind of question is that?"

    "You're right. I asked it weirdly. What I mean is, I'm not like other women. I didn't really know that until I met you, but now I feel like it couldn't be clearer," she explained.

    "Well, it should also be clear that I'm not like most guys," I replied. "I love the way you are, Kara. I'm turned on by it, like, all the time. I've never had such good sex. Unless you're talking about something else, that is."

    Kara ran her hands up my chest and then dragged her fingernails back down. She did it hard enough to cause pain and leave red marks on my chest. I twisted beneath her and pulled on the handcuffs a little as my body tried in vain to escape the pain. "That turned me on," she said.

    "It did?" I asked.

    Kara nodded. "I don't feel an overpowering need to do that sort of stuff, but the idea that I can do that sort of thing turns me on. The idea that you're in handcuffs and I can do just about anything I want with you turns me on. The idea that you won't actually complain, that you'll let me do as I desire, that turns me on too."

    I was about to say something when she leaned over and slid three fingers in my mouth. I closed my lips around them and I sucked as Kara rewarded me by gently rubbing her panty-clad pussy over my stiff cock.

    She leaned down, kissed my neck, and pushed her fingers deep enough into my mouth that I gagged a little. She moaned as it happened. Then she gently fucked my mouth with her fingers, grinding on my cock as she pushed them in and out of my mouth, going deep enough to make me gag every three or four thrusts.

    Just as I reached a point where I thought I couldn't take any more, Kara pulled her fingers from my mouth, sat up, and crawled forward until she was sitting across my chest. She moved her panties aside and pushed those three fingers into her pussy. They filled her without even a hint of resistance and I could hear her wetness.

    "Fucking my mouth with your fingers turns you on," I said.

    "Yes, it does," Kara replied as she masturbated less than a foot from my face. The more she fingered her pussy, the wetter she seemed to get, and the louder the sounds of her masturbation were.

    "Kara, it turns me on too," I said. "All of it does."

    "All of it?" she asked.

    "Well...yes, actually. The pain of your fingernails dragging down my chest doesn't turn me on, but knowing that it turns you on, well, that does turn me on. I love exploring this stuff with you. I love that we seem to push each other to go a little further, to try new things, to be...well, kinky," I explained. "I mean, do you remember that night when you put your hand around my throat?"

    She nodded.

    "Prior to that night, not once in my life had I thought that it would be really hot if a girl choked me a little bit while we were having sex," I continued. "Then you did it and I felt this...well, I honestly still don't know how to really explain the things I feel when we play like this. I just know that it felt really, really hot. I got turned on in a way I've never been turned on with anyone else."

    Kara smiled. "I remember the look on your face. You were surprised, but excited. I remember how good it felt to do that, too. I didn't plan it. I never really plan these things. I just did what felt good in the moment. And that felt particularly good. It made me feel powerful, and I really like that. It turns me on whenever I feel that way."

    "Then I want you to feel that way as often as possible," I said.

    Kara dragged her pussy down my chest and stomach and it hovered over my stiff cock. She took the tip inside her and I shuddered from the instant, intense wave of pleasure that washed over me. "The thing is, Finn, I feel this unyielding desire for more."

    She took more of me inside her, slowly swallowing my cock until every inch of me was in her pussy. "More of what?" I asked.

    "All of it," she answered. "That's the problem. I want more control. I want more power. I want to get wilder. I want to get naughtier. I want to push you further. I want to push myself further. I want to explore all kinds of things."

    We were having a serious conversation. There was no question about it. I was inside her, though, and her pussy felt incredible, which made it hard to concentrate. Still, I had to try. "Why can't you have all of those things, Kara? Why do you think I wouldn't want you to have those things? I want all of that too. I want you to have more control. I want you to have more power. I want to get wilder and naughtier with you."

    She dug her fingernails into my chest and held them there as she rocked back and forth on my cock. "Are you sure about that, Finn? I don't know any man who wants to surrender control to his wife. Most men want to be the ones in control in their marriage. Most men feel emasculated when their wives take control."

    "I won't," I said.

    Kara lifted her pussy from my cock and sat across my thighs. She took my balls in her hand and squeezed them hard. It felt good, though I knew if she increased the pressure even a little it would hurt, which generated a touch of fear that I found rather thrilling.

    "What if my desires stray outside the bedroom?" Kara asked. "What if my need for control, for power, is about more than just sex?"

    "I like it when you make decisions for us, Kara," I said. "They're small now - like where we go to eat or what movie we see - but I like that." She released my balls and took my cock in her hand. I was still slick with her juices and her hand moved with ease up and down my shaft. It felt incredible, too. "I don't really know what kind of control you're talking about outside of the bedroom, but if it's stuff like that, or even some bigger stuff, I don't know why I'd complain. I'm...I'm submissive, Kara. I'm your submissive. I know we haven't really talked about it in those terms, but that's what it is."

    "I know," she said. "And I'm dominant. Obviously. And we seem perfect for each other, at least sexually. What if we're not when it comes to life, though? What if my need for control - and I've learned that it is a need, Finn - becomes too much for you to handle?"

    "How could it?" I asked.

    Kara released my cock, looked at me, and said, "What if I said that I needed you to get a better job? What if I said I wouldn't be willing to marry you unless you got a better job, unless you started a career?"

    "I'd be grateful," I replied. "I really would. I do need to get a better job. I do need a real career."

    "My dad will hire you," Kara said. "I already talked to him. You'll need to get a degree in finance if you want to move up the ranks at his office, but at the very least you'd get a great resume line if you decided to move into another area of business."

    I smiled. "Kara, I'd love to work for your dad. He's a nice guy and he's hugely successful. I'm sure I could learn a lot from him."

    "That makes me so happy," Kara said before sliding back a little further, leaning down, and taking my cock in her mouth.

    I was genuinely stunned. It felt astoundingly good, too. Like, out of this world good. I was in handcuffs and getting a blowjob from my fiancée on the night I'd proposed. I was as happy as a man could be in that moment. I was quite certain the blowjob wouldn't end with me cumming in her mouth, but that was just fine, too.

    Kara surprised me once more when she swallowed the entirety of my cock. Her nose was literally in my pubic hair. I'd never experienced anything like it, and I totally understood why men enjoyed that kind of blowjob. The feeling around the head of my cock was incredible.

    "Holy shit, Kara," I said as she pulled off, smiled at me, and then kissed her way up my body.

    "I'm quite talented, aren't I?" she asked a moment before her lips - which were wet with saliva - met mine. Her tongue pushed hard into my mouth as her pussy enveloped my cock. She sank down on me and moved her hips in slow - very slow - circles, teasing me while I sucked on her tongue because it felt so fucking good to do so.

    "You're more talented than any girl I've ever been with," I said as Kara kissed my neck. She took my earlobe in her teeth and bit hard enough to cause genuine pain. Of course, she also increased the speed of her hips, offsetting that pain with overwhelming pleasure.

    Kara sat up with a wild, lusty look on her face and put her hands on my chest. "There's something else, Finn."

    I was a little bit lost in how good her pussy felt, but I asked, "I'm up for anything, Kara, I swear. I just want to make you happy."

    "Do you remember the Halloween party?" she said.

    That focused my attention, as I absolutely remembered the Halloween party where she'd fooled around with another guy and let him finger her to an orgasm. That's not something a man forgets. "Yes, I remember. I don't think I'll ever forget that."

    She lifted her pussy from my cock and dropped it down again. She felt a little tighter coming back down and I moaned. "I've thought a lot about that night since then," she said.

    "What have you thought?" I asked.

    "I've thought about how much I enjoyed it," she said. "About how exciting it was, about how I managed to have a really good orgasm from a guy's finger." She leaned down and kissed my neck and her pussy moved faster over my cock. I could feel my orgasm approaching and if she didn't slow down it wouldn't be long before I unloaded inside her. "I don't think I'm going to be the kind of woman that can be with just one man for the rest of her life, Finn."

    Why would something like that turn me on? Why would I feel genuinely excited to hear my future wife tell me that she was going to be with other men? I have no fucking idea. I also don't know why it turned me on to watch her kiss another guy, get fingered by that guy, and cum during that fingering. It did turn me on, though, and it turned me on when she said she wasn't a one woman man.

    "That night at the Halloween party, it showed me that I need variety. I need to try new things. I need to try other men. I don't know how often I'll need that freedom, Finn, but I'll need it. I will. I'll need you to be okay with me being with other men, with me doing more than a little kissing and fingering. I'll need you to be okay with me fucking other people, Finn," she explained.

    She said all of that while riding my cock. She moaned every few words, which made all of it so much hotter. So I came. I came so fucking hard. I came hard enough that I saw stars, and I did it while thinking of my future wife fucking other people.

    Kara sat up as I was cumming inside her. She put her hands on my chest and she smiled as she witnessed what I imagine was a pretty silly looking orgasm face on my part.

    "That was unexpected," she said.

    "I know," I answered.

    "Did what I was saying turn you on?" Kara asked.

    "Yes," I admitted. It would have been stupid to say anything else.

    "I thought it might," she said. "You had so much fun watching me get fingered, I figured you might get turned on thinking about me doing a lot more than getting fingered."

    "If you need to do that, Kara, to have sex with other guys, I honestly don't feel any objection to it. That seems so weird to me, but I don't. I don't know if I'd actually like it when it happened, but I also don't feel the usual sort of jealousy or insecurity or whatever else guys feel about this sort of thing," I explained. "Even after an orgasm."

    "Good," she said. "That makes me very happy, Finn. And I guess you've answered all my questions, too. I guess you really do want to marry me."

    I really would have liked to have hugged her in that moment, but it wasn't possible with the handcuffs on. "I do, Kara. I wouldn't have asked you if I wasn't on board for giving you whatever you needed."

    She lifted her pussy from my cock and leaned forward. Her lips met mine for a delicate kiss and she said, "Right now, I need to cum. This is a night of celebration, and it's not really fair that you came first. I need you to make up for that."

    "I will," I said.

    She laughed softly. "I know you will. You don't really have a choice. You're handcuffed to the bed. I can do whatever I want with you."

    Then she crawled forward. She crawled right over my face and dropped her pussy onto my mouth. She was right. I had no choice. I was going to lick her cum-filled pussy. I could have kept my mouth shut and let my cum drip all over my face, but there was no point in that. So I went to work. I ate her cum-filled pussy. I licked everything out of her. It wasn't the first time I'd tasted my cum - nor would it be the last - and there was actually something kind of hot about doing it while handcuffed to the bed.

    "I've been thinking about this too," she said. "I don't know why, Finn, but I think I love it when you eat your cum."

    Kara moved her hips a little, rubbing her clit against my upper lip and nose. She closed her eyes, grabbed her breasts in the lovely red bra, and moaned. She was getting off on feeding me my cum, which was so fucking hot. That might sound crazy to some of you, but it was really just so fucking hot to me.

    "Make me cum, Finn," she said with that level of urgency that signified she was on the verge of an orgasm. "Make me cum!"

    I did just that. I made her cum and I made her cum hard. More of my cum dripped out of her and I cleaned that too. What else was I going to do?

    When she was finished, Kara climbed off my face and got out of the bed. She pulled her panties back over her pussy, got dressed, and grabbed her phone from the nightstand.

    "What are you doing?" I asked.

    "I'm going to go call a few of my friends and tell them the big news," she said. "They'll want to see the ring, so I'll probably be FaceTiming, and I should really be dressed for that."

    "No, Kara, I mean, what about me?" I said. "You can't just leave me here."

    She smiled. "Sure I can. I want to use this body of yours again a little later and I see no reason to uncuff you. So you can wait here, naked and with the taste of cum in your mouth. I like the idea of you being handcuffed in the bedroom while I do as I please for a little while. It turns me on, Finn, and you want to do what turns me on, don't you?"

    "I love you, Kara," was all I said, because it's all I needed to say. I loved her. I loved her dirty mind. I loved her dominant side. I loved that she wanted to keep expanding it, to keep exploring.

    "I love you too, Finn," she replied before walking out and shutting the door.

    I waited for more than an hour. The taste of cum in my mouth never went away. My dick did get hard again. As it turned out, I too was turned on by being left in the bedroom in bondage.

    Kara and I were made for each other, a fact that only became clearer as our relationship matured.
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    Soon after the New Year, I started working for Kara's dad. It went well, too. It was an entry-level position, but I was making more money than I had in construction and I didn't have to spend my days in the freezing cold, nor would I have to spend my summers sweating my ass off in the humidity.

    It went well enough that I landed a minor promotion after my three month review. Kara's dad wasn't even involved in the decision, as he was far above me on the organizational chart at that point.

    To celebrate, Kara suggested we go on vacation during her school's spring break. We chose a resort in the Caribbean, I made sure I could get the time off from work, and then we booked our tickets. A month later, we'd checked into the all-inclusive resort and were changing into our swimsuits to spend the rest of the day relaxing by the pool.

    "Wow," I said as Kara stepped out of the bathroom without a stitch of clothing on and a bottle of sunscreen in her hand. "You look fantastic. I mean, you always look fantastic, but I think all that time at the gym is paying off."

    In anticipation of our beach trip we'd both gotten gym memberships and spent the last month working out every day, and there was no question that Kara's body looked hotter.

    "Why thank you," she said with a smile before slowly turning from side to side, putting on a little show for me before approaching and handing me the bottle. "Would you mind doing my back?"

    Kara turned around as I popped the top on the bottle, squirted a healthy dollop of sunscreen into my hand and rubbing it over her back. I took my time - it felt good just to touch her - and she rewarded me with a handful of soft moans that ignited just a hint of desire between my legs.

    When I'd finished her back, Kara spun around and smiled before taking her perky breasts in her hands and gently massaging her flesh. "Would you like to do the front, too?" she asked.

    "More than anything," I answered.

    "Go ahead, then," Kara said with a smile.

    I squirted out a dollop of sunscreen, set the bottle down, and rubbed my hands together before reaching out and running my fingers over her upper chest. I slowly worked my way towards her breasts and took my time coating them in the slippery sunscreen. I worked her nipples a little, too, eliciting a moan from my beautiful fiancée and bringing my cock to life.

    "That feels good," Kara said softly. "I love your gentle touch, Finn."

    "And I love your breasts," I replied. "They're truly perfect, Kara."

    She smiled and reached out to tease my cock - which was now stiff - through my underwear. I ran my hands down her stomach to make sure she was fully protected from the sun and then returned to her breasts as we stared into each other's eyes.

    "Do you want me, Finn?" she asked.

    "More than anything," I answered.

    Kara lowered my boxers and wrapped her soft, delicate fingers around my cock. She stroked my while I played with her perky, sunscreen-coated breasts and rolled her nipples between my fingers. "Get on your knees," she demanded.

    I fell to my knees without hesitation and Kara grabbed a handful of my hair. She stepped closer and pulled my lips to her pussy. I pressed my tongue between her labia, tasted her juices, and turned my attention to her clit. I massaged it gently while looking up at the beautiful woman I so desperately wanted to please.

    "Mmm, that's a good boy," she said.

    I moaned. Kara had recently started calling me a 'good boy' when I offered my submission and I couldn't get enough of it.

    "You like being a good boy for me, don't you?" she asked.

    I nodded as best I could while licking her clit and she smiled while staring down at me. My cock was hard as a rock and some part of me hoped that Kara would grant me the pleasure of being inside her, though I suspected that wasn't in her plans.

    "I bought you a present," Kara said. "Would you like to see it?"

    I nodded once more and she stepped away and moved towards her suitcase. I watched from the floor and saw her pull out a small black bag with a drawstring. There was no indicator of what the bag contained, though.

    "Get up," she instructed. "Get on your hands and knees in the bed."

    My pulse quickened as I did what she desired. I looked back as Kara moved behind me and loosened the bag's drawstring. She reached inside and smiled at me as I wondered what she'd bought for me and why I needed to be on my hands and knees to receive the gift.

    Kara pulled a small, shiny silver ribbed butt plug from the bag and held it up as her smile took on a giddy quality. I felt my asshole tighten instinctively at the notion of being penetrated, but Kara made no move to put the plug inside me.

    Instead, she came around the other side of the bed, leaned over, and kissed me. Her tongue entwined with mine and she moaned, quickly wiping away my nerves and restoring a sense of overwhelming lust that was in part fueled by the fact that I hadn't cum in a week.

    "Do you know what this is?" Kara asked as she held the toy just a few inches from my face.

    "A butt plug," I answered.

    "And do you know whose ass this toy is going to plug?" she asked.

    "Mine," I said.

    Kara smiled and kissed me again. Despite my apprehension about wearing a butt plug - and taking anything in my ass, really - the kiss was wondrous. It was slow, soft, and sensual and it featured a great deal of tongue. It made my dick throb, too.

    "Will you wear the plug for me?" she asked. "Will you give me your ass?"

    That part - the second question - made her face light up. It was clear that was the appeal of the plug to Kara, and it also helped clarify why I would offer no objection to wearing it. Giving her my ass was a form of submission, and thinking of it in that manner shifted the notion of wearing the plug from a little scary to more than a little arousing.

    "Yes, I'll give you my ass," I answered.

    Kara rewarded me with another kiss, this one more passionate than the last. She moaned as her tongue danced with mine and I joined her in that expression of pleasure.

    "That makes me so happy," Kara said as she crawled into the bed, reached down, and slipped the butt plug into her pussy, soaking it in her juices. "Taste me," she said softly after pulling the toy from between her labia and holding it in front of my mouth.

    I leaned forward, wrapped my lips around the slender plug - a quality I was thankful for - and sucked her sweet juices from it.

    "That's a good boy," Kara said. "Suck the naughty little toy that's going to go in your ass. Get it nice and wet with your spit so I can slide it inside you with ease. Make it easier for me to take your ass, Finn."

    I sucked with wild abandon, and I'll be honest, it was really hot. Kara moved the plug in and out of my mouth and I kept my lips sealed tight while swirling my tongue all around it. I wanted to make her happy - to offer my submission - but I was also motivated to make sure the toy was well-lubricated before it went inside me.

    Kara pulled the toy from my mouth, grabbed my hair, and pulled back so I was looking up at her. "Are you sure you want to give me your ass, Finn?"

    "Yes, I'm sure," I said as submissive pleasure coursed through my body. "My ass is yours, Kara."

    Her smile was so beautiful, indicating the kind of happiness that I yearn to make her feel as often as possible. "You're such a good boy," she said, sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine. Kara backed out of the bed and moved behind me. "Spread your ass cheeks," she instructed.

    I dropped my head to the bed and reached back to spread my ass cheeks with both hands. Kara spit on my ass and used the tip of the plug to rub it over my hole. I tightened up a little, but a deep breath was all it took to release that fear-based tension.

    "Are you ready?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered.

    Kara pressed the tip of the plug against my asshole and applied gentle pressure. I closed my eyes and winced at the mild sense of pain emanating from my anus. My body opened up for her as Kara slowly filled me with the plug.

    "How does it feel?" she asked.

    "It's not bad," I replied. "It hurts a little."

    She rubbed my ass and asked, "Do you want me to stop?"

    "No, Kara, my ass is yours," I answered.

    She lifted her hand from my ass cheek and brought it down hard. I yelped from the pain - and the surprise of the sudden swat - and my asshole clamped down around the toy.

    "Mmm, so tight," she said. "Take a deep breath for me, baby. Take a deep breath and let me fill your ass."

    She was so into it. I could hear it in her voice. She was turned on, either from the act of filling my ass with a butt plug, or simply because I was willing to let her do so. I suspect that my submission to her desire - no matter how much discomfort it caused - was what really turned her on.

    I took a deep breath and tried my best to relax. Kara pushed more of the toy into my asshole, and then the thickest part of it slipped inside me. I was plugged. My ass was full.

    "How does it feel?" Kara asked.

    "I...it feels good," I answered. "Being plugged...being filled for you...Kara, it feels really good."

    She released the plug and smacked my ass with both hands. Again she caught me off guard and again I cried out from the pain. It wasn't just pain I felt, though. There was pleasure beneath it because I could actually hear Kara moan, like delivering a swift blow to my ass turned her on.

    I heard the distinct sound of her masturbating and looked back to see that Kara had two fingers in her pussy as she stood behind me. It was such a turn on to know that my submission - my offering of my ass - had gotten her so wet she just had to finger herself.

    "Your cock is leaking," Kara noted as she reached out and gathered the precum dripping from the tip of my dick. "Fuck, I love that your cock is leaking, Finn. I love how much this turned you on."

    She came around the other side of the bed and pushed her slippery fingers into my mouth. I sucked my precum off of them as she slowly, gently fucked my face, all while masturbating. I felt beautifully submissive and vulnerable on my hands and knees with a plug in my ass and her fingers in my mouth and in the moment I felt as though I would have enjoyed remaining there forever.

    "Get on your back," she instructed.

    I rolled onto my back and Kara mounted my face. She dropped her pussy onto my mouth, grabbed her breasts, and began to ride me. I put my tongue to work, probing her pussy and licking her clit as I could, but it wasn't necessary. Kara was fucking my face like it was a sex toy for her to grind on. She was using me, and it felt spectacularly good.

    Her wetness coated my face as she rode it and it seemed that she was quickly barreling towards an orgasm. My cock remained stiff but untouched, though I didn't find that disappointing, as it simply felt like an act of submission to tend to her needs without pushing for mine to be catered to.

    "Mmm, baby, I'm close," Kara said as she reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair while vigorously grinding her pussy on my face. She lowered more of her weight onto me as she did and all of a sudden I was being smothered. I felt a touch of fear, but for the most part it was incredibly hot, especially when an orgasm ripped through her body just a few moments later.

    Kara released her grip on my hair, arched her back, and rolled her head towards the ceiling. Slippery juices dripped from her pussy and her thighs trembled around my head as she came hard.

    "Well, that was really something," Kara said as she slid back and sat across my chest.

    "Yes, it was," I replied.

    She laughed joyfully, climbed off of me, and laid in the bed next to me. We shared a handful of remarkably soft, tender kisses before she wiped some of her juices from my face and then wrapped her fingers around my cock.

    "I'm sure you'd like to cum," she said, "but I was thinking it would be more fun if you waited. How would you feel about that?"

    "I'd be more than happy to wait," I replied.

    I was rewarded with another kiss before Kara got out of the bed and said, "Then let's put our swimsuits on and head to the pool."

    I sat up and felt the plug move a little in my ass. "What about the plug?" I asked.

    Kara looked at me and offered a devilish smile. "Oh, that's staying in. I can't tell you how much I enjoy knowing it's inside you. Now come on, put your swimsuit on. I want to go for a swim."

    I honestly had no inclination to argue with her about the plug. I loved that she enjoyed it being inside me and that I could show my submission by wearing it for her. Plus, domination turned Kara on, and I was all for her being turned on as often as possible on our vacation, an approach that would end up paying dividends for both of us.
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    Kara met someone on vacation. We were in the hot tub when she first saw him. She had her hand down the back of my swimsuit and she was manipulating the butt plug, moving it back and forth in a manner I found far more arousing than I imagined possible.

    While Kara was working the plug - and doing so in a subtle manner than would have been nearly impossible to notice - an exceptionally fit, good-looking guy walked by in his swimsuit. Kara stared openly in a manner I'd never witnessed before. She didn't bother to try and hide her desire for him. She even turned her head to keep on staring as he walked by.

    The guy stopped when he was nearly out of her sightline, turned, and smiled. Kara then pulled her hand from the back of my swimsuit, stood up, and sat on the edge of the hot tub. I'm fairly certain she was showing off her body - which is gorgeous, by the way - as a way of enticing the guy she was clearly into.

    As you know, Kara and I had talked about her needing the freedom to explore with other men, so it's not like I was completely taken aback by her silent flirting with a man she'd literally never spoken to. I was a little bit surprised, though. I'm not sure why, but I just didn't think she'd pursue that sort of thing on vacation. In hindsight, though, vacation is the perfect place to pursue that kind of thing.

    You know what was surprising? When Kara spread her legs as she stared at the guy. She might as well have shouted that she was available and interested. I didn't say a word, though. I didn't even move. I just watched and I did so with the same erotic curiosity I'd experienced that night at the Halloween party when Kara made out with and got fingered by another man.

    It was the leg spreading that lured the guy over. He approached the hot tub with a smile on his face and sat on the edge across from us. His legs slipped into the hot, bubbly water and he smiled as he let his eyes wander over Kara's body.

    "I like a woman that knows what she wants," he said.

    I looked up at Kara to see a smile on her face. "Then you're going to love me," she replied. "Because I know exactly what I want."

    "Oh yeah?" he asked.

    Kara stood, stepped into the water, and crossed the hot tub. He spread his legs and she stepped between them, ran her hands up his thighs, and kissed him as she openly massaged his cock. My jaw literally dropped as I watched my fiancée throw aside any sense of modesty as she made out with a stranger while openly working to get him hard.

    "Is it clear what I want?" she asked.

    "It is," he replied before a confident smile crossed his face. Then he looked at me. "What about him?"

    Kara looked over her shoulder, smiled, and stepped aside enough so I could see the size of the bulge in his swimsuit. "He wants what I want," she said. "Which is why I said yes when he asked me to marry him."

    He smiled at me for a moment and then turned his attention back to Kara. He reached up, ran his fingers through her hair, and then pulled her close for a remarkably deeply, hungry-looking kiss. I got hard as I watched and I felt my asshole tighten around the butt plug while Kara resumed stroking the guy's rather large cock through his swimsuit.

    "Do you have condoms?" she asked after the kiss.

    "I do," he answered.

    "Then let's go to your room," she replied.

    He got up - putting his bulge on full display - and helped Kara out of the hot tub. He took her hand and they walked away without saying a word to me. Finally, right as they were about to walk out of sight, Kara looked over her shoulder and said, "Wait by the pool for me. I'll come find you when we're done."

    I must have had quite the dumbfounded look on my face as I sat in the hot tub. Had someone joined me in that moment I'm not sure I would have been able to participate in a conversation, as I was utterly astounded that my fiancée had just left to go fuck another guy - a total stranger - in his hotel room. She hadn't asked me if it was okay. She hadn't even asked the guy's name. She'd just kissed him, stroked his cock, and decided that she wanted to fuck him.

    I was excited, though, which should tell you everything you need to know. My dick was half hard, but I felt a significant level of arousal. It was the full body kind of desire that left my head spinning a little and gave me that delightful tingling sensation between my legs. My heart was pounding awfully hard, too, in large part because of the genuinely significant level of excitement I felt at the idea of Kara fucking someone else.

    I waited just as Kara instructed. I hung out in the hot tub for a while - until I got too hot, really - and then moved to the pool for a dip. Eventually I moved to a chair by the pool and it was there that I rested until Kara returned.

    She looked different when she came back, and it wasn't just that her hair was a mess and her chest and face were flushed red. There was a bounce in her step that wasn't there before. It was more than that, though. There was a sense of confidence about her, like she felt as though she could have accomplished absolutely anything in that moment.

    I raised my hand to beckon her over and Kara came my way. She walked with an exaggerated sway in her hips and it felt like my heart was beating harder and faster with every step she took. There was still part of me that couldn't believe she'd actually done it, that was absolutely certain she was going to tell me that it had all been a joke, that she hadn't just gone up to a stranger's hotel room to satisfy her carnal desire for him.

    Kara stopped at the foot of my lounge chair and I sat up. I wasn't sure what to say. A dozen questions ran through my mind, but none found its way to my lips. Silence hung between us for a handful of seconds before Kara dropped to her knees on the lounge chair and crawled towards me. I leaned back as she moved between my legs. I could see her ass swaying back and forth as she neared me.

    Her lips met mine for a soft kiss. I was a little apprehensive at first - I assumed she'd just been kissing another man - but it only took a few moments for arousal to wash away that apprehension. My lips parted and Kara's tongue gently slipped past my teeth into my mouth.

    We didn't kiss for long. There were lots of people by the pool and a couple making out would probably have inspired someone to come by and ask us to stop. Instead, Kara spun around, scooted back, and sat between my legs. Her body felt warm against mine and I instinctively put my hands around her waist and kissed her neck.

    "I can't believe I did that," she said, confirming that she'd actually gone to his room and fucked him.

    "What did you...are you saying you had...you had sex with him?" I asked, mostly because I wanted to make absolutely certain that's what she'd done.

    Kara turned her head and looked at me as my hands moved up her stomach and settled just below her breasts, which I desperately wanted to play with. "Yes. We fucked, Finn. I fucked another man." Her lips curled into a genuinely gleeful smile before she said, "I just fucked another man on our vacation."

    I'm fairly certain she could feel my dick get harder. It was pressing into her lower back, after all, so it seemed impossible that she would miss that. "How was it?" I asked.

    She closed her eyes, leaned back, and rested her head against my shoulder. "I've never been fucked like that," she said softly. "It was...I don't even know how to describe it, Finn."

    "Was it good?" I asked. The tone of her voice made it clear it was good, but I could help but want to hear her say it.

    "Good doesn't begin to describe it. It was great. He fucked me...he just, he fucked me so good. The orgasms I had..."

    "Orgasms?" I interrupted.

    Kara turned her head and kissed me on the cheek as she reached up to caress the other side of my face. "I came twice," she said. "And both times it was...it was indescribably good, Finn. It was like I could feel it throughout my entire body. A head to toe orgasm. I swear, I was tingling all over."

    It goes without saying that I wasn't upset. By that point in our relationship I was fully and completely Kara's submissive. I still didn't entirely understand my desires, but I knew I had them and I knew that I found pleasure in submission, which meant finding pleasure in Kara's happiness in whatever form that took.

    What I didn't fully understand - just like at the Halloween party - was my arousal. It was so significant that I had no interest in fighting it, though. Plus, Kara didn't seem the slightest bit judgmental about the fact that my raging dick was pressing into her lower back as she laid against me, so I felt no shame about pursuing my arousal, even if it seemed like there wasn't much of a chance she'd let me cum.

    "Was it better...better than when we have sex?" I asked. I wasn't sure what I wanted the answer. I just knew that my dick was hard and my heart was pounding as I waited for her response.

    She looked out at the pool and ran her fingers over my thighs, offering a gentle kind of pleasure for a few seconds before she said, "It was different. No one has ever fucked me like that, mostly because I've never had the confidence to try and convince a guy like that to fuck me. I had that confidence today, though, and I was rewarded with a kind of sex I've never had. I will say, though, that the orgasm was really powerful. It was the kind that a girl remembers for a long time."

    "The kind that a girl wants to have again?" I asked.

    Kara sat up, and in doing so she rubbed the top of her ass against my cock. I had to work to control the moan that wanted to escape, and when she turned to softly kiss my neck I very nearly let out that moan for everyone at the pool to hear.

    "Yes," she whispered. "In fact, I need to have an orgasm like that again. I'm going to need to have orgasms like that for the rest of my life, Finn." She paused and gently nibbled on my earlobe in a way that made my dick throb harder. "I guess it's a good thing I married a man that's more than happy to give me control, isn't it?"

    "Yes," I answered. I was turned on enough that it felt like there was a chance I'd cum right then and there if she kept rubbing up against my crotch. She stopped, though, and once again rested her head against my shoulder with my hands around her stomach.

    "He gave me his number," she said. "And a key to his room. He said I can text him anytime I want him while we're here. He said I made him cum harder than most women have and that he'd be more than happy to fuck me each and every day of our vacation."

    Part of me wanted that and part of me hated the idea. "Are you...are you going to do that?" I asked.

    "I haven't decided yet," Kara answered. "What do you think I should do?"

    I know most men wouldn’t tell their fiancée to spend her vacation having sex with another guy, but I'm not most men, and the first answer that popped into my mind was that Kara should absolutely have as much sex with the stranger as she wanted.

    "You should fuck him as many times as you want," I said. It sounded crazy. I mean, we were engaged. She wasn't supposed to be having sex with other men. But I wasn't supposed to be aroused by it, either, so of course it was a little crazy.

    Kara purred and rested her hands over mine. I felt deeply connected to her. In the moment, I didn't understand why. Now, though, I get it. I felt close to her because I'd just offered my submission to my domme, an act that always brings a sense of closeness for a femdom couple.

    "He asked about you," she said.

    "Really?" I replied.

    Kara nodded and her fingers entwined with mine. "He asked if you wanted to watch, actually. He said he'd be okay with that. In fact, he said he likes fucking a woman in front of her man."

    "I want to watch," I blurted out. I'd loved watching her fool around with the guy at the Halloween party. I'd especially enjoyed the part where he made Kara cum, and the idea of watching someone actually fuck her sounded insanely hot in the moment.

    Kara sat up a little, turned her head, and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, too. It was the kind of kiss that felt a little bit like a reward for having said the right thing. "I want you to watch, too," she said. "I really want you to see him fuck me the way he did today. I want you to see him fuck me the way no man has ever fucked me, and I want you wearing that butt plug while you do."

    My asshole tightened around the plug and my dick throbbed so hard it hurt. I was downright desperate to watch. "Will he fuck you again today?" I asked.

    Kara smiled. "I'm sure he will, but I'm going to wait until tomorrow. I have this desire to tease you today, to tell you all about how he fucked me, to keep you hard and excited and dripping precum. I want you really, really turned on by the time you watch tomorrow. Okay?"

    I nodded. The idea sounded amazing but also painful, which I was actually on board for. I was rewarded with yet another kiss before Kara got up and stood at the foot of the lounge chair.

    "I'm going for a swim," she said. "I want you to join me once the excitement between your legs has subsided. Then we'll see about getting you nice and hard in the pool without anyone else noticing."

    She turned and jumped into the water before I could say anything in response. I watched her surface and gracefully swim to the other side of the pool. She spun around, put her arms up on the edge of the pool, and offered a naughty smile as I sat there in the lounge chair with a stiff dick between my legs.

    Eventually it would go down and I'd get in the pool, and Kara would tease me back to an erect state through nothing more than a few gentle kisses on my neck and some whispered words about fucking another man.

    She spent the rest of the day doing that same thing at intermittent periods, proving that she really did find pleasure in the tease, and leaving me in a state of arousal so intense I had difficulty sleeping that night.

    I did get to watch another man fuck my fiancée the next day, and I'll tell you all about that experience very soon.
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    Kara looked hot in a skimpy white bikini - with a thong bottom that made her ass look truly stunning - as we stepped onto the elevator. She pushed the button for his floor and the doors gently closed.

    "This might be hard for you," she said as we rode up to his floor.

    "Hard for me?" I asked.

    Kara smiled and stepped in front of me. I ran my hands over her waist and let them come to rest on her ass, which felt warm and soft. "I know you watched me kiss that guy and get fingered at the Halloween party. I know you watched him make me cum, too. And I know you enjoyed that. This is going to be different, though."

    She was referring to the fact that I was about to watch another man fuck her. The man she'd fucked the day before. The relative stranger she'd fucked the day before, in fact. I still couldn't believe that Kara - the girl I knew better than anyone in my life - had fucked someone mere minutes after meeting him. Of course, her instincts had been correct, as she described the sex they'd had as unlike anything she'd ever experienced.

    "Different?" I asked. "How...how do you mean?"

    Kara leaned in and her breasts pressed into my bare chest - I had on a swimsuit and a pair of flip flops - before her lips found my neck for an intensely arousing kiss. I hadn't yet cum on our vacation and Kara had spent the past 24 hours arousing and denying me over and over, so a few kisses on the neck was more than enough to excite me.

    "The sex I had with him...it's unlike any sex I've ever had, Finn. He fucked me like no man ever has. He was aggressive in a way you've never been, in a way no man I've ever been with has been. It's hard to explain, but I think you might find it difficult to witness someone fucking me like that," Kara said.

    "Do you want me to watch?" I asked. "Because I don't have to."

    Kara ran her hand down my chest and grasped my cock, which was quite stiff. She smiled and said, "I do want you to watch, Finn. In fact, I need you to watch, because I discovered something about myself yesterday and I need my fiancée to understand that sometimes I'm going to need to be fucked in the manner you're about to witness."

    I was hard as a rock from just a little bit of stimulation, to the point that I was worried about walking down the hallway with an obvious erection making a tent in my swimsuit. "I love you, Kara. I want you to have what you need. I really do."

    Kara smiled and kissed me on the lips. I don't know if she was trying to reward me for saying the right thing, though it certainly felt like it as her tongue slipped into my mouth and indulged in a hugely arousing dance. "I love you, Finn," she said softly as the elevator doors opened.

    Kara took my hand and led me out of the elevator and down the hallway. My dick remained hard as Kara stopped in front of the guy's door and reached up to knock. I was a little embarrassed at my erection, but there was nothing to be done about it. The door opened, the guy smiled as he quickly soaked in the sight of Kara's body, and then he stepped aside and invited us in.

    "It's good to see you again," he said.

    Kara let my hand go and stepped into his arms. His strong hands immediately moved to her ass and he took a firm grip as their lips met for a wildly passionate kiss. I couldn't help but compare it to the kiss Kara and I had shared in the elevator and there was no question there was a different kind of heat between them.

    "Finn, this is Rob," Kara said as she looked at me.

    Rob's hands remained on her ass as he nodded at me and said, "Hey man. Good to meet you." He glanced at the erection in my swimsuit, but he said nothing. Instead, he turned back to Kara and kissed her again.

    While their tongues mingled Rob pulled her bikini bottoms down and his fingers moved between her legs. She moaned into his mouth and I heard the wetness of her pussy as he pleasured her. It seemed quite clear he wasn't being particularly gentle, either. Kara didn't seem to mind, though. In fact, she seemed to find it so pleasurable that she couldn't help but moan, and moan loudly, filling the hotel room with the sounds of deep satisfaction.

    "Your fiancée is soaked," Rob said as he pulled his fingers from her pussy and held them up while looking at me.

    "She said the sex with you was unlike anything she's ever experienced," I replied.

    Rob smiled in the way any man would upon hearing that he'd fucked a woman better than anyone ever had. Then he turned to Kara and pressed his fingers - which were slippery with her juices - against her lower lip. She took them on her tongue and closed her lips around them as their eyes met. Rob smiled again as Kara sucked on his fingers like she was giving a blowjob.

    I'd never really seen Kara act like that, though it wasn't the finger sucking that I found so surprising. It was the manner in which she did it. She was putting on a show and sucking very much like a pornstar, which was remarkably hot.

    Kara loosened Rob's swimsuit as she sucked on his fingers and soon enough his cock was exposed and her fingers were wrapped around the thick shaft. Rob then pulled his fingers from her mouth and Kara dropped to her knees in front of him without prompting. She looked up at him and showered the plump head of his cock in soft kisses before taking him between her lips and offering a blowjob.

    Rob put a hand on the back of her head and he seemed to apply just a little pressure. I figured Kara would find that hugely annoying, but she showed no sign of hating it. Instead, she moaned, indicating that she enjoyed that small act of control on his part.

    "Take your swimsuit off," Kara said to me when his cock popped from her mouth.

    I hesitated, mostly because I felt a little embarrassed, and I felt that almost entirely because Rob was a lot bigger than me.

    "Do as you're told, Finn," Kara said with a harsh edge to her voice. "Right now."

    It turned me on to be talked to like that, to be honest. So I stripped out of my swimsuit and I stood there naked and erect as Kara once again took Rob's cock in her mouth and gave a passionate blowjob with his hand on the back of her head, directing her mouth by applying what looked to be gentle pressure.

    "Baby, come here," Kara said when his dick once again popped free from her mouth. "Come finger my pussy. Feel how wet I am."

    I got on my knees behind Kara, reached around, and slipped two fingers into her pussy while she looked up at Rob and stroked his cock. She was, unsurprisingly, completely soaked. Wetter than I'd ever felt her, in fact.

    "Isn't that incredible?" she asked with genuine wonder in her voice, like she was truly surprised at how utterly soaked her pussy was.

    "Yes," I answered. "It really is. You're soaked, Kara. Completely soaked." Then I had an idea. Or a desire, really. "Could I...sorry if it's not my place to ask for anything right now, but would you be interested in sitting on my face while you gave him head?"

    Kara looked back at me, smiled, and said, "What a good idea. And I'd love to do that."

    I quickly moved to my back and Kara straddled my face and dropped her pussy onto my mouth. I put my tongue to work and looked up to see my fiancée's lips wrap around Rob's big cock once more. I'd never seen a blowjob from below and it proved to be rather thrilling, especially when Kara reached up with both hands to have one work his shaft while the other worked his balls, all while she moaned around his dick like giving him head was the most pleasurable thing in the world.

    I'm not sure how long we stayed like that - it's hard to keep track of time when you're eating pussy while your fiancée is sucking cock - but it felt like a fair amount of time passed before Kara stood up and gave Rob a long, lusty kiss while I stared up at her soaking wet pussy.

    "Finn, get me a condom from the nightstand," Kara instructed.

    I did as I was told and Kara tore open the condom and rolled it down Rob's exceptionally large cock while they kissed. She then stroked his shaft while it was wrapped in the rubber as I stood a few feet away and watched in utter amazement, mostly because it seemed like I was watching an entirely different woman from the one I'd known up to that point.

    Kara kissed Rob differently than she kissed me. She stroked his cock differently than she stroked mine. She touched his body differently than she touched mine. It was like he'd unleashed an entirely different - and more animalistic - kind of desire when he'd walked by the day before, as if merely seeing him had flipped a switch inside her. I think, really, that her increasing dominance over me had given Kara the confidence to let that side of her out, as I imagine it had always existed but had remained hidden.

    "Is he plugged?" Rob asked.

    Kara looked at me, smiled, and said, "He is. I had such fun teasing him with is yesterday that I put it back in his ass this morning."

    She'd given me a slow handjob while putting the plug in my ass, too, making the experience a rather pleasurable one. Of course, I felt a little embarrassed that she'd clearly told Rob about the plug.

    "Show me," Rob said as he looked my way.

    I looked at Kara, mostly because I was hoping she'd spare me from having to do so. She didn't, though.

    "Bend over and put your hands on the bed," Kara instructed.

    I walked to the bed, bent over, and rested my hands on it. I looked over my shoulder and saw her release Rob's cock and move towards me. Kara reached out, grabbed my ass cheeks, and spread them open.

    "I'll be damned," he said. "I've seen girls in butt plugs - I've plugged a few girls myself, in fact - but I've never seen a guy wearing one."

    I felt Kara's fingers on the plug and she wiggled it in my asshole before gently pulling it halfway out and stretching my asshole in the process. I winced a little from the pain, but I stayed in that same bent over position.

    "I'm kind of obsessed with it," Kara said. "I got so wet when I put it in him the first time. The same thing happened this morning. There's just something so hot about him surrendering his ass to me."

    Rob stepped closer and I looked back to see him smiling at Kara. Then, without warning, he brought his hand down on my exposed ass cheek. I cried out from the sudden explosion of pain, though it wasn't nearly as bad as it could have been. It was mostly the surprise of it that made me yelp.

    Kara brought her hand down on my ass next, though she didn't look away from Rob as she did it. I remained there with my hands on the bed as they both delivered a few more blows to my ass, all while staring at each other and quite clearly deepening their arousal while using me as a toy.

    "I think he should wear your bikini bottoms while I fuck you," Rob suggested as he moved behind Kara and ran a hand between her legs while playing with her perky, perfect breasts.

    Kara leaned into him and closed her eyes as a devilish smile crossed her face. I remained bent over the bed as I waited for her to tell Rob that the idea of me wearing her bikini bottoms was absurd.

    "I like that idea," Kara said as she looked at me and smiled. "Put my thong on. Right now."

    I did it. Of course I did. And while I was nervous about doing it, I was surprised at how much of a turn on it was to actually pull that thong bikini bottom up my legs. It was exceptionally tight against my cock, but there was something so kinky about it, in part because I was wearing a woman's bikini bottom and in part because I was doing what Kara wanted, and largely doing it against my will.

    Rob picked Kara up and tossed her into the bed like she weighed nothing at all. She had a giddy smile on her face - she clearly liked that he was so strong - as she spread her legs and reached down to play with her pussy.

    "I want you inside me," she said. "I need you inside me, Rob. I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me like you did yesterday." Then she looked at me. "I need you to show him how you fucked me. I need you to show him why I'm going to indulge in my desire for other men throughout our marriage."

    It felt so strange to be so turned on in that moment, but I was. My dick was so hard that it hurt in the tight bikini bottoms, and that was almost entirely because Kara was completely and utterly in charge and using her power to show me a little of what our future held.

    Rob crawled into the bed and Kara tried to guide his cock into her pussy. He refused to fill her with it, though, holding back with a smile on his face.

    "Please, Rob, fuck me," she said with genuine desperation in her voice.

    "I made you feel good yesterday, didn't I?" he asked.

    Kara nodded. "I came so hard yesterday," she said. "Fuck, Rob, it was incredible, and I need it again. I need what you gave me yesterday. Please, don't tease me like this. Just fuck me."

    They kissed as Rob gathered both of Kara’s hands and pinned them above her head. He held them down with one hand while reaching between her legs to guide his cock into her pussy. Kara seemed to try and fight against his grip - perhaps because she wanted to run her hands over his powerful body - but Rob held tight. His free hand moved to her chest and he took one of her breasts in his hand and roughly played with it while burying every inch of his cock inside her.

    From my point of view it looked like Rob had total control over Kara, and I suppose he did. He was bigger and stronger and he could have done almost anything he wanted with her body in that moment. Thankfully, all he really wanted was to fuck her.

    "Please, fuck me," Kara begged.

    Rob delivered, and he delivered hard. He fucked my fiancée with incredible power. With every thrust he pulled out until just the tip of his cock remained inside her and then he buried every inch in her pussy with such power that the sounds of flesh meeting flesh reverberated around the hotel room. Kara's wild moans of pleasure filled the air, too, as she made it perfectly clear that she thoroughly enjoyed the kind of sex she was having with another man.

    I don't want you to take this the wrong way, but I'd never felt like less of a man. I was wearing a butt plug and my fiancée’s bikini bottoms and I was watching another man fuck her in a way I'd never fucked her and would never be able to fuck her. I just wasn't capable of it and Kara clearly enjoyed it.

    That was the point of having me watch, though. I can't say I entirely understood that in the moment, but now I understand it. She wanted me to understand that I wasn't capable of giving her everything she needed. She'd explained that before, of course, but seeing it was an entirely different thing and it really did make it perfectly clear.

    Thankfully, I found Kara's pleasure arousing. Like, really arousing. I am the kind of submissive that cares about his domme's satisfaction more than anything, so watching and listening as she experienced great sex - truly great sex of a variety that I couldn’t really provide - was more than enough to keep me hard as a rock and dripping precum.

    After a thorough fucking, Kara came hard on Rob's cock. He released her wrists right as she climaxed and she wrapped her arms and legs around his body and held him tight as she unleashed a beautiful symphony of orgasmic moans and groans.

    They kissed and caressed each other for a few minutes in the aftermath of her orgasm and then Rob pulled out. Kara got on her hands and knees and crawled towards me. She reached out and beckoned me to approach.

    "You're leaking," she said.

    I looked down to see a significant wet spot in the front of her bikini bottoms. My cock had clearly leaked a great deal of precum as I'd watched her get fucked and that seemed to put a smile on both Kara and Rob's face.

    "I guess he enjoyed watching," Rob noted as he moved to his knees behind Kara and ran his fingers over her ass.

    "Is he right?" Kara asked. "Did you enjoy watching him fuck me?"

    I nodded. There was no point in denying it.

    "We're not done yet," Kara said. "He's going to fuck me from behind. He's going to fuck me hard. You can play with your cock while he does. You just can't take it out of my bikini. Okay?"

    I nodded and Rob slipped into her pussy from behind. Kara's lips parted and she moaned as he thrust every inch of inside her, grabbed her hips, and held his cock in place for a few moments.

    Kara wasn't kidding about him fucking her hard. The doggystyle sex was so much more vigorous than the missionary. Rob seemingly unleashed every bit of power his body could muster as he pounded her.

    Kara took it all. There were times when it seemed uncomfortable for her - and it probably was - but it was also clear that she was getting increasingly aroused as the sex unfolded.

    I rubbed my cock through the bikini bottoms the entire time. I wasn't going to cum, but it felt surprisingly good. It wasn't just the physical pleasure, of course. It was everything. It was the butt plug. It was the fact that I was in Kara's swimsuit bottoms. It was the animalistic sex she was having with another man and the fact that I couldn't possibly have fucked her like that.

    Kara actually came first. She screamed that she was close, grabbed two tight handfuls of the bed sheets, and had a massively powerful orgasm that was honestly unlike anything I'd ever seen from her. She came harder than she had in missionary. Much harder.

    Rob came soon after, burying his cock inside her and filling the condom with his load. Kara collapsed onto the bed and he laid on top of her, holding his cock in her pussy and kissing the back of her neck as she smiled.

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back not long after. Kara crawled off the edge of the bed, pressed her naked body against mine, and kissed me with a surprising level of passion. Our tongues mingled as she spread my ass cheeks, grabbed the plug, and gently played with it. My cock leaked precum into her bikini bottoms and I suddenly felt like I was in a place of perfect submissive bliss.

    In reality, I'd spent the entire time in Rob's hotel room in that place. I'd probably spent the whole day in that place, if I'm being honest. Kara started dominating me from the moment she slipped the plug into my ass and she kept on doing so as she teased and turned me on right up until we walked into Rob’s room. Once we were in his room she furthered her domination, involving another man to make it even more potent.

    I didn't cum until the last day of our vacation, as Kara found far too much pleasure in teasing me. It was one hell of an orgasm, though, and she was kind enough to let me cum inside me after a lengthy teasing session where she took my cock in her pussy and rode me at an achingly slow pace.

    She fucked Rob twice more before the last day, too, and let me watch both times. All told, it was a world class vacation that helped lay the groundwork for the many instances of cuckolding that followed and helped me understand that sometimes Kara really did need more than I could give her. It was a lesson I was grateful to learn, in large part because it made me a far better husband to my dominant wife.
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    I'll bet you won't be surprised to learn that my wedding night was a little different than most.

    The ceremony was beautiful, and done in a church, mostly because that’s what Kara's parents wanted. The reception turned out to be a world class party and Kara deserves most of the credit for that as she put a great deal of effort into planning it.

    All of that was fairly typical stuff, and, it all started out fairly typical when we retreated to the honeymoon suite of the hotel that hosted our reception. The moment we were through the door we kissed, though it's fair to say that Kara took the lead there, as she had me pressed up against the wall and it was her tongue exploring my mouth.

    I still get excited when I think about that, honestly, as there's something about the image of her dressed in that beautiful, white bridal gown and taking charge that I really love. The kissing got me started and the way she played with my cock through my tuxedo pants brought me the rest of the way there to a hugely aroused state.

    "Do you want your beautiful bride?" Kara asked with a smile as she reached up to caress my face while playing with my dick.

    "More than anything," I answered, though I strongly suspected our first night as a married couple would be infused with some sort of dom/sub kink play.

    She kissed me again, aggressively probing my mouth with her tongue as her fingers moved to my neck. She didn't apply much pressure - it's not like she was trying to choke me - but it felt very much like Kara was asserting her dominance as she held me in that manner. I certainly felt submissive and my cock throbbed just a little bit harder as a result.

    She stepped back, smiled, and released her grip on my throat and my cock before saying, "Help me out of my dress."

    Kara strolled into the bedroom and looked over her shoulder as I approached from behind. It took some time, but I helped her out of the most beautiful dress I'd ever seen, revealing a delicate white corset, a white lace thong, and a pair of white stockings with lace tops underneath. I thought the stockings were a particularly nice touch and I remember feeling a strong desire to fall to my knees and worship my wife's pussy, so of course I asked if I could.

    "Can I go down on you?" I asked as Kara stepped out of the dress and spun around. I reached out to run my fingers over the corset and added, "Can I worship your pussy, Kara?"

    Have you ever asked a woman that? Have you ever felt the pleasure of uttering those particular words? I find that using the word 'worship' really kicks my submissive desires into high gear, and it certainly did so on my wedding night.

    It seemed to please Kara, too, as a smile broke across her face. She reached up to loosen my tie and then slowly unbuttoned my shirt. I took my coat off and Kara opened my shirt and ran her fingers over my chest. We kissed - this time it was more of a sensual kiss - as she loosened my belt, unzipped my pants, and pushed them down.

    I moaned the moment her fingers found my cock. Her skin was warm and soft and her touch both erotic and gentle. She stroked me slowly as our tongues mingled and I thought we might actually have sex like a typical pair of newlyweds would. Of course, that wasn't Kara's plan.

    Once she had me thoroughly aroused, Kara stepped back, sat on the edge of the bed, and spread her legs. She didn't say a word, though. Instead, she pointed to the floor and I dropped to my knees in front of her. She beckoned me closer with her finger and I crawled forward, looking up at my beautiful bride as I did.

    "I love that your first thought was to worship me, Finn," Kara said softly. "I love that you're so eager to please me. I love that you're so eager to submit to my desires. I love that I married the right man."

    She reached out and her fingers gently entwined in my hair. She pulled me between her legs until my lips were pressed against her delicate white lace panties. I looked up at her and kissed her pussy, putting a smile on my bride's face.

    "I'm wet for you, Finn," she said. "Your desire to get on your knees, to worship your bride, it's left me wet."

    Kara slowly pulled her panties aside and my nose filled with the delicate scent of her pussy. It was followed by a powerful surge of lust that left me trembling as I restrained my desire to bury my face between her pussy lips to savor her juices and offer my wife the pleasure she deserved.

    "You may worship," Kara finally said.

    As much as I wanted to taste every bit of her in an instant, I took my time. I savored the opportunity to go down on my bride on our wedding night. I kissed her inner thighs and labia. I kissed her clit and gave it a few gentle licks with my tongue. I sucked on her plump pussy lips and then pushed my tongue between them, bathing it the sweet taste of her juices and moaning because it felt so good.

    Kara let me worship her pussy until she climaxed. I wasn't sure she would, honestly, as I thought it might be a preamble to the rest of her plans for the evening. She gave me the pleasure of doing so, though, and I truly savored every second of it.

    When she came, I felt a surprising sense of satisfaction and pleasure, almost as if I was the one having an orgasm. I don't know if it was better because it was the first orgasm I'd given my wife or if I was hugely aroused and thus giving her pleasure felt better, but there was something truly magical about making my bride cum that night in our hotel room.

    After her orgasm, Kara leaned down and we shared a long, tender kiss where she seemingly wanted to taste her juices, as her tongue spent quite a lot of time in my mouth. I wasn't about to object, though, as I find it exceedingly pleasurable to feel her tongue in my mouth.

    "Stand up, strip completely, and bend over the bed," Kara instructed after the kiss.

    I did so as she retrieved a plug from the suitcase. It was a bigger than the one she'd used before and I felt a little nervous as she lubed it up and rubbed it over my asshole.

    "Just breathe," she said softly while rubbing my lower back and ass cheeks. "It's going to feel a little uncomfortable going in, but I promise you'll thank me."

    I closed my eyes and took slow, deep breaths as Kara rubbed the tip of the plug over my asshole. She'd taken to plugging me with great frequency - she found it endlessly arousing - so it ended up slipping inside me with relative ease, though there was a touch of discomfort when the thickest part stretched my asshole.

    Once it was inside me, Kara wiggled the plug around a little - just to tease me - and I moaned. She stroked my cock while she did it, too, ensuring that I once again associated pleasure with having a plug in my ass, a notion that I think Kara found quite pleasing.

    "Help me out of this corset," Kara said after a thorough teasing. I did as my dominant bride desired and she removed her panties and stockings next, leaving her fully naked and utterly breathtaking. "You want me, don't you?" she asked as my eyes wandered over her body.

    "More than anything," I replied with my erection throbbing quite noticeably.

    Kara smiled, took my hand, and said, "Come with me."

    She led me to the bathroom, which featured a massive soaking tub that was quite clearly made for two people to enjoy together. Kara bent over to begin filling the tub and I couldn't help but reach out to caress her utterly perfect, smooth ass. She looked over her shoulder and flashed a quick smile before running her hand under the water to make sure it was hot.

    Then she stood and backed up until my cock pressed against her ass. She lifted onto her toes and my dick slipped between her thighs. The top rubbed against her slick, plump pussy lips and I felt the warmth of what I craved as Kara took my hands and placed them on her perky breasts.

    "I like that you want me, Finn," she said as I played with her tits. "In fact, I love that you want me. Even more than that, though, I love that you understand that I get to decide if you fuck me tonight."

    "I wouldn't want it any other way, Kara," I replied. "I love that you're in control. I love that it's my job to serve, to meet your desires."

    Kara spun around, stood on her toes, and once again rubbed her pussy over the top of my cock. This time, though, we kissed as she did so. I felt the pleasure of her pussy, but even more than that I felt the pleasure of understanding my role, that it was my task to be a good submissive for my bride, that she was the one in control and that I'd made the blissful decision to surrender to that control for the rest of my life.

    Kara stepped back, smiled, and then turned towards the tub. I watched her lithe, naked body slip under the water and then she spread her legs and said, "Join me."

    It's a small, simple thing, and yet I felt a sense of submissive joy as I got in the tub and leaned back into Kara's grasp. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed my neck as I felt her breasts press into my back. Her fingers ran down my body and she took my cock in her hand and stroked me under the water. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the pleasure of being under my bride's control in that moment, and for every moment of our marriage going forward.

    "I love you, Kara," I said.

    "I love you too, Finn," she replied.

    I'm not sure how long we were in the tub, but Kara's hands explored my body for most of it. She teased my cock - keeping me hard the entire time - but she also explored touching every square inch of flesh she could reach. She played with my nipples a little, grasped my throat a handful of times, and even pulled my hair in a variety of ways. I felt a little like her plaything as I remained between her legs with my body pressed against hers and it was astoundingly pleasurable. I could have remained in the water with her for the rest of the night, as there was something so beautiful and secure about feeling as though I was her possession.

    Eventually, though, we got out. I asked if I could dry Kara's body with a towel and she happily gave me permission. I showered her skin in soft kisses as I did so and when I ended up on my knees in front of her to dry her legs, Kara took the opportunity to pull my head between her legs so I could worship her pussy a little more. I did so gleefully, of course, and it felt spectacularly good to once again be permitted to give her pleasure, and given that she'd guided me to a beautiful submissive headspace in the tub, I found it deeply satisfying to be on my knees in front of her.

    Once I was dry - and after Kara had played with my plug a little - she led me back to the bedroom and pushed me into the bed. She crawled on top of me in the way a confident woman does and we kissed as she teased my stiff cock with her slick pussy. She'd take the very tip inside and pull up. Then she'd swallow and inch or two and once again lift her hips, denying me the chance to truly fuck her but giving me a taste of what I craved so desperately.

    "You want to fuck your bride, don't you?" she asked after I'd let out a noise that sounded like a mixture of a moan and a whine and was really just an expression of my ever-increasing desperation.

    "More than anything," I replied.

    Kara smiled, backed out of the bed, and said, "Stay right there," before walking out of the room. I heard her shut the bathroom door, though I had no idea what she was doing, not until she returned a few minutes later.

    I sat up as Kara walked into the room wearing what I immediately recognized as a strapon cock. It wasn't huge. Just a little bigger than my cock, actually. It was long, smooth, and red, which I found surprisingly attractive.

    "What do you think?" Kara asked as she stood with her hands on her hips.

    "I...are you going to...are you going to use it on me?" I replied.

    Kara grabbed a small bottle of lube from deep in our suitcase, popped it open, and squirted it along the top of the dildo. She tossed the bottle on the bed, wrapped her fingers around the strapon and stroked it slowly as she approached. I'll admit that I couldn't keep my eyes off the sight of her hand moving up and down what was effectively her cock.

    "Yes, I'm going to use this on you," she said upon reaching the edge of the bed. "That's why I had you wear the bigger plug." She crawled into the bed and her fingers found the plug. I moaned as Kara slowly pulled it out and then slid it back inside me, repeating the process over and over. "The truth is, Finn, I've thought about this since the first time I plugged your ass. I was so turned on by the sight of the toy disappearing inside you and the idea that you were willing to give me your ass that I couldn't help but think about this moment."

    She wanted to fuck me. My wife wanted to fuck me on our wedding night. In fact, she'd been fantasizing about fucking me. All she really had to say to convince me was that the idea turned her on. That's all I needed to get on board, because by that point I was willing to do anything that aroused Kara.

    Kara pulled the plug out and set it on the nightstand before crawling between my legs. She leaned down to kiss me and the tip of her lubed up strapon rubbed against my balls. I lifted my hips and the toy pressed against my taint. I moaned into her mouth and Kara directed the tip of the toy to my asshole. She applied the gentlest pressure and I felt the tip penetrate me ever-so-slightly.

    "I want you, Finn," Kara said. "I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you on our wedding night. I want to fuck my husband."

    Her voice was dripping with desire. I could hear it in every word she uttered. Kara was turned on, and hugely so, and she was turned on because she'd flipped the script on how a wedding night usually plays out. She was the one with the cock. She was the one doing the penetrating. She was the dominant partner and I was the submissive. We'd swapped roles and there's no question it had triggered her inner domme.

    "Fuck me, Kara," I said. Have you ever uttered those words to a woman? Have you ever offered yourself like that? I can tell you, it feels incredible. I felt this intense kind of pleasure throughout my body the moment I uttered those words. Suddenly, the need to be fucked was overwhelming. I needed her to take me, to make me hers, to fuck her husband on our wedding night.

    Kara reached down to steady her strapon and guided the tip fully inside me. I groaned and her lips found mine. We kissed as she slowly slipped every inch into my asshole. I spread my legs a little wider and lifted my hips to give her full access. Then I felt her pelvis press against mine. She was entirely inside me. Her tongue was in my mouth, too, and we kissed with intense passion as she began to fuck me.

    The strapon moved in and out of my ass at a beautiful, slow pace at first. Kara's body laid on top of mine - her breasts felt particularly good against my chest - and we indulged in a series of erotic kisses as she filled me. Neither of us said a word. Instead, we connected on a far deeper level as I surrendered to my wife's dominant desires, giving her my ass and letting her indulge in her need to dominate me and to begin our marriage in a manner that made our roles - in the bedroom, at least - perfectly clear.

    Eventually, Kara began to moan in a manner that sounded very much like she was approaching an orgasm. The harness must have provided some level of friction for her clit because it quickly became clear that she was, in fact, going to cum.

    That's when she started fucking me harder and faster. It was very much like a man does when he's nearing his orgasm and stops caring about anything other than cumming. It all felt better than I imagined possible, in part because I was riding the submissive high of knowing that I was about to make my wife cum, and in part because her stomach pressed against my cock in a way that provided a little bit of beautiful, blissful friction.

    Eventually, Kara buried her strapon inside me and climaxed. The sounds she made were unlike any I'd heard from her up to that point. They were deep and loud and animalistic, though her orgasm had come about in an entirely different manner than any other she'd experienced, so I can't say I'm surprised.

    Kara showered my neck, upper chest, and cheeks in kisses after recovering from her orgasm. Her strapon remained inside me as she did and I found it far more pleasurable than expected.

    "That was beautiful," she said softly.

    "Yes, it was," I agreed.

    Kara smiled, slowly pulled out, and then backed out of the bed. She loosened the harness and the strapon fell to the floor. I stared between her legs for a moment before she crawled into the bed, straddled me, and took my cock inside her.

    Surprise was my first reaction and I'm pretty sure Kara saw it on my face as she smiled and laughed softly. "Did you think that you'd be the only one to take cock on our wedding night?"

    "I did," I said.

    She leaned down and kissed me. "I love your cock, Finn. I do. I've always enjoyed having you inside me. I think we both know I enjoy having other men inside me and now it's quite clear that I enjoy being inside you, but I was always going to take your cock in my pussy on our wedding night. I was always going to let you cum inside me. I am going to ride you, though. I am going to be the one in control."

    "Of course," I replied.

    Her tongue slipped into my mouth and she worked my cock with her pussy. It was blissful and I knew I stood very little chance of lasting for a long time. I was just too turned on and her pussy felt too good.

    Kara managed to draw it out for a while, though. She alternated riding me with sitting up and very slowly rocking her hips back and forth, milking me with her wetness without providing enough stimulation to actually get me off. She had me lick and kiss and suck on her nipples and her fingers spent some time in my mouth, too, all while she continued to tease and work me with her pussy.

    Then Kara leaned down and kissed me as she began to bounce her pussy on my cock. She rode me hard and fast and said, "Cum inside me, Finn. Cum inside your wife's pussy."

    A few moments later I came inside her, just as Kara desired. I was a good submissive husband, doing exactly as my wife instructed. It was a perfect orgasm, and thus a perfect way to begin our marriage.

    We both had so much more to explore in our roles as domme and sub, and we experienced so many blissful highs in doing so, which means I have so much more to tell you. I'll be back soon.
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    Submissive men, I think, often assume that dominant women are confident, and I think that's true for dominant women that have inhabited that mindset for a long time. I think that's less likely to be true if a woman is just coming into her dominance, particularly because it's hard to know if a man is willing to submit and it can feel like a potent form of rejection if he has no interest in submitting.

    Kara was like that. She had no trouble exploring her dominant desires, but she certainly didn't come across as overwhelmingly confident at first. There were times when she was hesitant, and times where I was hesitant, too, to be honest, because I wasn't sure what she'd think of me if I happily offered my submission.

    I'm not sure why, but any hesitation Kara possessed largely disappeared after our wedding. She was still exploring her dominant desires, just as I was still exploring my submissive desires, but she no longer seemed to possess any fear that I would refuse a request or that I'd feel uncomfortable with just about anything she wanted. She was right to feel that way, too.

    I thought I'd share a few examples of how she grew even more confident in her dominance in the months after our wedding and maybe you'll have as much fun reading about these lovely instances of domination as I did in submitting to them.

    Two weeks after our wedding - and just a few days after we got home from our honeymoon - Kara went out with her girlfriends. She's friends with the kinds of girls that dress to the nines when they go out, so she looked damn good in a skirt, a sparkly tank top, and a pair of three inch heels. She gave me a long, intensely erotic kiss before leaving, gave my cock a few strokes through my pants, and told me not to masturbate while she was gone.

    Kara returned well after midnight. I was asleep, in fact, though she wasn't particularly quiet upon entering our apartment so I woke up before she reached the bedroom.

    She seemed a little bit drunk when she walked into the room. Mostly from the way she swayed just a bit and the giddy smile on her face, which was the sort you really only see when someone's drunk.

    I was certain she was drunk when she came over and gave me a kiss as the taste of alcohol on her breath was astoundingly strong. It was a really hot kiss, though, and she still looked really good in her outfit so of course I got turned on.

    "Can you taste him?" she whispered with our lips still just a few inches apart.

    Despite the fact that Kara was free to fuck other people and that she'd taken advantage of that fact a few times by that point in our relationship, it still took me a few seconds to realize that she was almost certainly referring to the fact that she'd hooked up with someone.

    So, I asked, "Wait, what?" with a dumb expression on my face.

    Kara smiled as it seemed that my confusion delighted her. She kissed me again, this time pushing her tongue remarkably deep into my mouth and swirling it around, an act that left me almost fully erect. Then she asked, "Can you taste the cock that I sucked tonight?"

    I couldn't taste cock - of course I couldn't - but that wasn't the point of asking. She was having fun letting me know that she'd had fun with another man that night. Kara did so with such delight - like she found it genuinely thrilling to tell me - that I couldn't help but get caught up in that delight.

    "You hooked up with someone?" I asked.

    She smiled and nodded before reaching down to take off her heels. She yanked the covers off my body, climbed into the bed, and straddled my chest before slowly pulling her skirt up. I saw that her panties were wet - very wet, in fact - and I felt this rush of pleasure move through my body.

    That pleasure was rooted in the knowledge that my dominant wife had fucked someone else because she desired it. Strangely, I was turned on by the idea that she hadn't bothered letting me know or asking me. She just did it because it's what she wanted and there's something so hot about that.

    "I wonder if you'll be able to taste him when I sit on your face," she said with a naughty smile.

    A moment later Kara pulled her panties aside, dragged her hips forward, and sat on my face. Her pussy was hot and exceptionally wet and I could, in fact, taste just a hint of latex, no doubt the remnant of the condom the guy she'd fucked had used.

    Knowing she'd fucked someone was hot. Tasting the evidence of her having fucked someone else was far, far hotter. I couldn't help but think of someone else's cock moving in and out of her as I pushed my tongue inside my wife and swirled it around. I thought over and over of how my tongue occupied the space where someone else's cock had been not that long ago. That proved to be spectacularly arousing, leaving me with quite the erection.

    "Can you taste him?" Kara asked as she lifted her pussy from my mouth.

    "Yes," I admitted. "I can taste the condom. I like it. I like knowing that someone else's cock was inside you, was where my tongue just traveled."

    She looked overjoyed. Truly, utterly overjoyed, like she'd discovered that our kinks were even more closely-matched than she thought. "I like that too," Kara said softly as she sat on my face once more. "I love that, in fact. I rode his cock in the backseat of his car, I came all over that cock, and he came hard while buried inside me, and now your tongue is traveling to the same places his cock went."

    The fact that they fucked in his car made it so much hotter. I don't really know why, though I think it's because there's something about it that speaks to a desperate need on Kara's part, like she didn't have the patience to go back to his place, that she just needed his cock inside her so badly that she dragged him to the parking lot and rode his dick in the backseat of his car.

    She rode my face a little longer and then slid down my body, pulled my cock out of my underwear, and took me inside her. She held my gaze while grinding back and forth on my stiffness, bringing us both to an orgasm in short order while telling me how good it felt to fuck someone else.

    Then, when we'd both climaxed, she sat on my face once more and fed me every drop of my cum. That final act of dominance - delivered after I'd cum and was no longer feeling particularly submissive - was one that thrilled me in the days afterward as I kept thinking about how she'd fed me my load without even thinking about it, like it was my duty to clean my mess from her pristine pussy.

    Which leads me to my next little story of dominance. This was a few months after the wedding. It was a Sunday morning. I'd gotten up before Kara and had already brewed coffee. I was standing at the kitchen counter stirring cream into Kara's mug when she emerged from the bedroom in her bra and panties, which was an unusual sight in the morning.

    "You look hot," I said as she stepped into the kitchen.

    Kara moved behind me, kissed the back of my neck, and then reached around to unbutton my shorts and pull them down. My underwear followed and my shirt joined the rest of my clothes on the floor, leaving me naked.

    I tried to turn but Kara grabbed my hips and said, "Stay right there." I stayed where I was and she unhooked her bra, lowered her panties, and pressed her naked body against mine. I felt her soft, perky breasts against my back and her hips pressing into my ass.

    She kissed my upper back, shoulders, and neck a handful of times before running a hand down my chest and between my legs. My cock was already half hard, so it didn't take long for her gentle stroking to lure me into an erect state.

    "Does that feel good?" Kara whispered.

    "Yes," I answered as I wondered what her plans were. Did she intend on letting me fuck her right there in the kitchen? Was she just trying to tease me and would walk away once I was dripping precum? Did she intend on arousing me and then pushing me to my knees to eat her pussy? Did she even have a plan? "It feels incredible."

    Kara moaned softly and kissed my neck as she stepped to the side. Her fingers remained wrapped around my cock, but her lips found their way to mine for a kiss. She opened her mouth and offered her tongue and did so with such insistence that I took it in my mouth and sucked, eliciting a much louder moan that made me relatively certain I'd done as my wife desired.

    Then I felt her free hand on my ass. She used her fingers to spread my cheeks and one of those fingers then danced over my asshole. Her light touch felt kind of exquisite, if I'm being honest, and I moaned as her tongue remained in my mouth.

    "Does that feel good?" Kara whispered.

    I nodded as I looked into her eyes, which were alight with desire. I had no idea what she had planned, but I was already in that submissive headspace where I felt very much like I'd do anything she wanted.

    "Are you thinking about how I fucked you on our wedding night, Finn?" she asked.

    I nodded, as I couldn't help but think about that night - which was the only night she'd fucked me, up to that point, at least - while her finger danced over my asshole.

    "I think about that night often," Kara said. "I think about how good you were for me, how you took my cock in your ass like a good boy." Her face lit up even more as she described what had unfolded that night. It seemed that she was genuinely reliving it and getting excited by it, which made me think there was a very good chance I'd be getting fucked that morning.

    "Did it make you feel good to be a slut for me?" she asked with a heavy emphasis on the word 'slut.'

    That word - and the emphasis - proved exceedingly arousing to hear and I moaned as I felt my cock swell up in her hand. "Yes, it felt good to be...to be a slut for you," I answered, once again feeling that rush of arousal, this time as I uttered the word.

    My desire seemed to thrill Kara as her lips curled into a devilish smile while she applied gentle pressure against my asshole. It wasn't enough to penetrate me, but it was enough to make me understand that it wouldn't take much for her to slide a finger inside me. I felt very much like I was her toy, her plaything, to do as she pleased with, and it was so fucking hot.

    "Spit in my hand," Kara instructed as she released my cock and held up her hand. I spit in it as instructed and soon her fingers were around my shaft once more. "Now do it again," she said before holding up her other hand.

    I hesitated, but only for a moment, before spitting in her other hand. Unsurprisingly, that hand moved back to my ass and between my cheeks. She rubbed my spit over my asshole and smiled as I once again moaned. Her grip on my slippery cock tightened and she stroked me faster.

    "Do you want me to finger your ass?" she asked softly before leaning in and kissing my neck while her index finger danced over my asshole.

    Kara wanted to hear me say it. She wanted me to admit that I craved anal penetration, that I craved the invasion of her finger into that very private space. I gave her what she wanted.

    "Yes, I want you to finger my ass," I replied. "Please, Kara...please finger me." What a thing to say to your wife. What a thing to admit. What a thrill for me.

    Kara bit my earlobe gently and then sucked on it before whispering, "What a good little slut."

    A moment later her finger entered me. She moaned as it happened - like she was getting off on violating my asshole - and I moaned too because it felt really fucking good. She stroked my cock faster, too, deepening my pleasure and bringing me awfully close to an orgasm.

    "Kara, I'm close," I said.

    "Cum in your coffee," she instructed.

    "What?" I asked.

    "Do as you're told, Finn," she said with a hard edge to her voice, like she was annoyed I'd offered even a hint of resistance to her instruction. "Cum in your coffee and drink it like a good boy."

    I grabbed the mug and held it in front of my cock. Kara fingered my ass faster and stroked me with a tight grip. I grabbed the edge of the kitchen counter for balance and felt my loins tingling and tightening in the way they do right before an orgasm.

    Then I came in my coffee. I came hard, too. I came really, really fucking hard. I'm pretty sure I let out a moan loud enough to wake the neighbors, too.

    When I was finished, I looked down to see my cum floating in the coffee and slowly dissolving. Kara pulled her finger from my ass, released my cock, and washed her hands as I continued to stare into the cum-flavored liquid.

    "No cream or sugar," she said. "I want you to taste your cum."

    Kara had a huge smile on her face as she said it. I lifted the mug to my lips, took a sip, and tasted an unholy mixture of cum and coffee. It was deeply unpleasant, but it made her smile. She grabbed her mug, took my hand, and said, "Come with me. I'm going to drink my coffee and you're going to eat my pussy until I'm done."

    I followed and I ate her pussy to a trio of orgasms, as she really took her time finishing her morning coffee. And, of course, I made sure to drink the rest of my coffee, making sure I consumed every drop of my load just the way she wanted.

    One more quick story of Kara's dominance. This time, it was a Saturday night. She was getting ready to go out with her friends. It was a few months after the time she went out with her friends and fucked someone, and though it had been a while, I was having a hard time thinking about anything other than the fact that she'd fucked another guy on a night out.

    Because of that, I kept walking by the bathroom where she was getting ready. She looked great in a bra and panty set, so I was getting an eyeful of her body, but I was so distracted that I just kept walking by without really doing anything other than glancing at her.

    The fourth or fifth time I walked by, Kara stopped me. "Are you nervous?" she asked.

    "No. I don't think so, at least," I replied.

    "You're pacing. You keep walking by and looking in, like you're checking up on me. Are you thinking about the fact that I fucked a guy on a night out with my friends?" she asked, perfectly reading my mind.

    I was a little embarrassed, but I nodded.

    Kara finished her eye liner, set it down, and turned to look at me. "I don't have any plans on fucking someone else tonight, but if the mood strikes me, that's exactly what I'm going to do because that's how this works."

    She was reminding me of the agreement I'd made when I asked her to marry me. I'd told her that I was okay that she would sometimes need more than I could provide her, that she would need to explore. I didn't need to be reminded of that agreement, but for some reason I was feeling anxious on that particular night.

    Still, I felt bad for feeling anxious, so I apologized. "I'm sorry. I know that's how this works. I know you can explore your sexual desires in whatever way you want. I know I shouldn't feel anxious because I know that you love me."

    "I do," she replied with a soft smile. "I love you very much, Finn. I love that you're submissive to me. I love that you've been even more submissive since we got married, that you've grown increasingly comfortable with offering me your submission. I love that I've gotten more comfortable with dominating you."

    She stepped towards the doorway - where I was standing - and reached out to take my hand. She squeezed it softly and gave me a kiss on the cheeks as I felt the warmth emanating from her nearly naked body.

    "I also love that going out with my friends is even more exciting because there's a chance I'm going to meet a guy that I really want to fuck, and that if I want to fuck him that's exactly what I'm able to do despite having a husband waiting for me at home," she continued.

    Then Kara took my hand and placed it between her legs. I felt the heat and wetness that had nearly soaked her panties all the way through.

    "Can you feel that?" she asked.

    I nodded. She was wet from thinking about the possibility of fucking someone else. She hadn't even seen a guy yet and she was soaked. I honestly didn't comprehend - until that moment - just how aroused she was by the freedom my submission had offered her.

    "I think I might enjoy the excitement just as much as the sex I might have tonight," she said as I rubbed her pussy through her panties. "I absolutely adore knowing that there's a chance I'm going to meet a gorgeous guy and go back to his place for a few hours of incredible fun. I also love knowing that I'll come home to you when I'm done, Finn, that I'll let you taste my pussy if another man fucked it, that I might let you fuck me if you're good for me."

    My cock had grown, creating a bulge in my pants. "I love that too," I answered as Kara glanced down at the bulge and smiled.

    "You know what else I'd love?" she asked. "I'd love it if you got on your knees and worshiped my ass while I finished my makeup."

    She turned back to the bathroom counter, looked at me, and pointed to the floor behind her. I walked into the bathroom, dropped to my knees, and reached up to remove her panties. Kara looked over her shoulder and smiled as I spread her ass cheeks and leaned in to press my face between them.

    I worshiped my wife's ass while she got ready for a night out. I kissed and licked her asshole and I reveled in it. She'd just showered so it tasted fine, which meant the real thrill was in licking a hole that a great many people want nothing to do with. I wanted everything to do with it in that moment, though, and I loved licking it. I loved worshiping it. I loved how submissive I felt.

    I also loved that she'd effectively and skillfully put me in my place. She'd helped calm my anxiousness, reaffirmed her love for me, and reminded me that she was in charge and that she could do whatever she pleased when it came to other men. Honestly, she could have done whatever she pleased within our marriage because she was in charge, without question.

    I felt so good worshiping her ass. My anxiety disappeared and I found myself hoping that Kara would end up fucking someone that night because she clearly enjoyed the thrill of the chase and the payoff that came with finding someone she was attracted to and wanted to have some fun with.

    I worshiped her ass until she was ready and then Kara had me follow her to the bedroom so I could help her into her dress for the night, which was quite tight and looked exceptionally hot.

    Then she gave me a kiss on the cheek - I think she avoided my lips because I'd been eating her ass - and headed out. I didn't hear from her until she got home a little after 2 a.m.

    She was late because she'd met someone. They'd flirted, danced, had a few drinks, and then gone back to his place. They'd fucked twice. She'd cum three times.

    She didn't sit on my face, though. Instead, she got into bed, pulled her dress up, and told me to crawl between her legs. Then she teased me with her pussy. She made me admit I wanted to taste her and then she denied me the chance to do so. She masturbated while my mouth was inches from her pussy. I listened to her incredible wetness and to her naughty tale as she told me about how he'd fucked her. I listened to my wife tell me about another man satisfying her pussy and the whole time I couldn't stop thinking about how badly I wanted to put my tongue in that pussy.

    Then she came, gave me a kiss, and denied me an orgasm. She had me cuddle up with her after she changed out of her dress and washed her face. She ground her ass against my crotch, teasing me until she fell asleep and leaving me in a state of intense desire.

    I didn't masturbate, though. Instead, I enjoyed the sense of submission I felt and I watched my wife sleep while thinking about how much I loved her and how lucky I was to have met her.
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    "I've been with seven different men this year," Kara noted a few weeks before our first wedding anniversary.

    We were walking hand-in-hand along the Charles River at the time and we'd gone a few minutes without saying anything, so that announcement felt like it came out of the blue. The fact that she delivered it with a hint of surprise in her voice made it seem like it had been out of the blue for her, too.

    I knew she'd slept with a handful of guys over the course of our first year of marriage - it's hard not to remember that sort of thing when she made sure to give me an orgasm while telling me about each encounter she'd had - but the total number did strike me as more than I thought it would be.

    "What made you think of that?" I asked. I liked that she was thinking about sex - at least that's what I assumed she was thinking about - and I'll admit that I did find it kind of thrilling that she was thinking about sex with other men.

    Kara smiled, turned her head to look behind us, and said, "A little ways back I saw a guy that reminded me of someone I was with a few months back, which got me to thinking about that night, which got me thinking about all the guys I've been with this year, which got me to counting them."

    "Which was the best?" I asked.

    "Are you sure you want to know?" Kara replied, offering a partial answer, since there would be no need to ask that question if I was the best.

    "I guess that means it wasn't me," I said.

    "Well, if best means the man that gave me the best orgasm I've had all year, then no, it wasn't you," she replied before squeezing my hand. "You were responsible for lots of great orgasms for me this year, though, and in a way you're responsible for all of them since your submission means that I get to fuck whoever I want, whenever I want."

    It really did feel like an act of submission each time she fucked someone else. It wasn't necessarily a direct act of submission, but by embracing the idea that Kara both needed and deserved to fuck whoever she wanted, I was putting her desires above my own, and in that way I was submitting. Though, by that point I was also thoroughly aroused by the idea of being cuckolded, so it's fair to say that I benefited greatly from Kara fucking other people.

    "So, who was the best?" I asked. "If you don't mind me asking, that is."

    Kara stopped and pulled me towards a bench that overlooked the river. We sat and she reached up to run her fingers through my hair before caressing my face in a warm, gentle manner that managed to make me feel just a little bit submissive, which was really quite blissful in the moment.

    "Do you like the idea that other men have made me cum harder than you this year, Finn? That someone else's cock has satisfied me more than yours?" Kara asked.

    I nodded as my cock stirred just a little. There was something genuinely exciting about the idea of Kara having a massively pleasurable orgasm with someone else's dick deep inside her.

    "And you like it when I tell you all about the sex I had with another man, don't you?" she said. "You like it when we cuddle up in bed and I stroke your cock as I share every little detail of how I got fucked, don't you?"

    I nodded again and Kara scooted a little closer and moved a hand to my leg. She wasn't anywhere near my cock - we were in public, after all - but her touch felt electric.

    "And you cum hard when I tell you about the fun I have with other men, don't you?" she asked. "You love hearing about how I went home with a hot guy I met in a bar, and how I sucked his big dick to get him hard, and how I put a condom on that big dick and took it for a ride with my wet, married pussy until I had a screaming orgasm. You love that, don't you?"

    "Yes, Kara, I do," I admitted as I felt that telltale tingling between my legs that always signaled a beautiful build-up of arousal. I was certain Kara could see that arousal on my face, too, as it wasn't the sort of thing I made any effort to hide.

    She leaned closer and kissed my neck softly. It was simple, and yet it was so powerfully erotic that my cock reached an almost fully erect state. The fact that she was caressing my leg - though still far away from my crotch - certainly helped.

    "Do you remember me telling you about Mark, the guy I fucked last December?" she asked. "The one I fucked four separate times?"

    I nodded. Kara had seen a few of the guys more than once, but Mark was the only one she'd been with four times.

    "He's the one that fucked me the best, Finn. He's the one that made me cum the hardest. He's the one that left my whole body tingling every time he fucked me," she explained between soft, insanely seductive kisses on my neck. "He's the one that I sometimes fantasize about while you're inside me."

    That last part, that was astonishingly hot. It's not the kind of thing I ever thought I'd hear my wife say, and there was a part of me that found it a little distressing, but holy shit was it hot.

    "Really?" I asked as my cock was now hard enough for it to ache as it pressed against my jeans in search of freedom.

    "Yes," she said. "Sometimes, I can't help myself. My mind wanders and it ends up thinking of him. It thinks of how good it felt to sit on his big cock. It thinks of how strong he was, of how confident he was in bed, of how well he fucked me each and every time we were together, of how he always fucked me multiple times in a night, of how he made me feel like the most desirable woman in the world when we were together, of how we both came so hard together."

    "That's so hot," I admitted. I didn't really mean to say it. It just came out. I was a little embarrassed to admit that I was so turned on by the idea of my wife fantasizing about someone else while I was inside her, but I've found that being honest with Kara is always the wise choice.

    She smiled, moaned softly enough that only I could hear it, and kissed my neck a few more times before leaning back once more. She glanced at the bulge in my pants - which was obvious enough for her to see it - and then took my hand, lifted it to her lips, and offered a rather lovely kiss.

    "What made you cum the hardest this year?" she asked.

    The answer came to mind immediately, but it was a little embarrassing. And yes, even after offering my submission to Kara for well over a year - both before we were married and after - I still experienced the occasional bit of embarrassment at how much I enjoyed elements of our shared kink.

    Kara knows me well, though, and she clearly sensed my discomfort. "You can tell me, Finn. Whatever it is. I promise, there's nothing you could say that would make me think less of you."

    "Do you remember that night where we had sex while you told me about you and Mark?" I asked.

    "I remember two nights like that," Kara said. "One where you fucked me, and one where I fucked you. Which one are you talking about?"

    Despite Kara's desire to fuck other men, we still had a very active sex life. A femdom marriage doesn't mean the husband has to be celibate, after all. That didn't always include me fucking her, though, as she'd grown fond of using a strapon to penetrate me from time to time. It's effective, too, as very few things make me feel quite as submissive as the extreme role reversal that is offering up my ass to be fucked by my wife.

    "The one where you fucked me," I admitted. That was the part that embarrassed me, that what felt to me like the best orgasm I had all year was one where my wife slid her strapon cock into my ass and fucked me slowly while sharing all the details of the sexual encounter she'd had with another man.

    Kara smiled, reached between my legs, and quickly stroked my cock right there on a public park bench. "That was fun, wasn't it?" she asked. "I remember how wet I was when I fucked you. It was the next day, wasn't it?"

    I nodded. "You'd stayed overnight at Mark's, in fact. You'd fucked him three times, I believe, and it was so late after the last one that he invited you to spend the night."

    That was the first time she'd actually spent the night with someone else and it had been rather difficult for me. Despite knowing that Kara loved me and that she wasn't going to leave me, I still hadn't slept well as I'd spent a good portion of the night worrying about those that very thing.

    "That was a hard night for you, if I remember correctly," she said.

    "A good night for you, though," I replied with a smile. "And a very good morning, if I remember correctly."

    Kara looked towards the river and smiled in the way someone does when they're enjoying a particularly nice memory, and since Mark had fucked her again the morning after, I suspect it was a very nice memory indeed.

    "It was a good morning," she said. "A very good morning. The sex was unexpected, too, but god was it hot. Telling you all about it was hot, too."

    "When did you decide you were going to fuck me while you told me?" I asked.

    "On the ride home," Kara answered. "I was in the mood to dominate you and simply stroking your cock while telling you about how good Mark had fucked me wasn't going to satiate that desire, so I needed more. You enjoyed that I needed more that day, didn't you?"

    I nodded. "I really did."

    "So that was the best orgasm you had this year? Cumming while you were on your back with my cock inside you as I stroked your stiff dick and told you about how hard I'd cum with another man?" Kara asked.

    I was turned on just thinking about it. She'd put me on my back and had me spread my legs as she crawled into the bed wearing her strapon and a really sexy bra. She'd stroked me until I was hard and then guided her cock into my ass and fucked me slowly. She'd shared the details of the four times she and Mark had fucked since she'd left the night before and both fucked and stroked me the entire time.

    Looking back, it was the fact that she'd introduced multiple elements of domination in one encounter that made it so hot for me. First, there was the fact that she'd spent the night in another man's bed and that she'd enjoyed that man's cock so many times. Then there was the fact that he'd fucked her better than I could. She hadn't come right out and said it at the time, but she'd made it clear in how she'd talked about him and by declining to let me fuck her and instead choosing to turn the tables and slowly fill my ass with her cock.

    The strapon fucking was the final element of domination, of course, and as I'm sure you can imagine, it's damn near impossible not to feel submissive when you're on your back with your legs spread as your wife slowly fucks you with a fairly lifelike cock. That feeling of submission grows more significant when she keeps asking you if you like how her cock feels in your ass while also telling you about how another man fucked her so good the night before while you slept alone in your marital bed.

    So yeah, that was the best orgasm I'd had all year. It was the kind of orgasm that stayed with me for weeks, that I kept thinking about and kept getting turned on by. It was the kind of orgasm that tapped so deep into my submissive desires that it served to enhance them and had me craving even more pleasure of that variety.

    "Yes, that was the best orgasm I had all year," I answered after letting the memory of it was over me. "And I'm absolutely turned on thinking about it."

    "Me too," Kara said. "In fact, I'd like to go home as I feel very much like I need to dominate you right now."

    "I'm yours, Kara," I replied. "All yours. You can do as you please with me."

    She kissed me on the cheek - letting her lips linger against my skin - and softly said, "I know, Finn. And you're still my favorite man to play with, and that will always be true. I love being able to fuck other people, but I always want to come home to you."

    I turned to her and we shared a lingering kiss as she reached up to caress my face. Her hand moved to the back of my head and she gently grasped my hair. It was a simple-but-effective way of demonstrating her control over me and I found it thrilling.

    "I think it's time for you to watch," she said.

    "Watch what?" I asked.

    "Watch me fuck another man," Kara clarified. "I think it's time for you to watch me enjoy someone else's cock, and I think I want to do it on our anniversary. I think I want to have sex with another man on our anniversary and I want you to watch."

    Many thoughts ran through my head as Kara announced how she intended on celebrating our anniversary, but distress wasn't among them. Arousal was, though. I was hugely turned on in the moment, so I'm sure that had a lot to do with wanting to watch her fuck someone else on our anniversary, but I honestly think it just struck me a really submissive thing to do.

    "Do you know who you want to fuck?" I asked.

    "Mark," she answered immediately. "I don't know if he'll say yes, but I want it to be Mark. I want you to see how he fucks me, what it looks like when he makes me cum, how good he makes me feel."

    "Because he's better than me?" I asked.

    Kara nodded and I saw this flash of intense lust in her eyes, like she was massively turned on at the idea of making me witness another man's sexual superiority. "Yes, because he's better than you. The idea of that...it's such a turn on, Finn. I want you to see that he fucks me better. I want you to hear that he fucks me better. I know that might be cruel...especially to do it on our anniversary, but that's part of what makes it so hot for me."

    "Me too," I said.

    The lust in her eyes and Kara's intent - cuckolding me on our anniversary while I watched - were such strong signs of her continued comfort with her dominant side, and it's equally true that my desire to celebrate our first year of marriage in that way was an equally strong sign of my comfort with my submissive side.

    "Right now, though," she said. "We need to go home because I need to dominate you, to play with you, to tease you, to make you cum."

    "I'm yours to do whatever you want with," I replied.

    Kara smiled. "I know, and that's why I love you so much."

    She took me home, dominated me thoroughly, and fed me my cum after I'd been granted the pleasure of an orgasm, and after I'd given her two orgasms. It was a beautiful way to celebrate our love, though it was even better on our anniversary, which I'll tell you about next time.
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    I'm not sure what I was expecting, but I was a little surprised that Mark - the man Kara had chosen to fuck on our anniversary - was nervous about it.

    At least he seemed nervous. He was a little fidgety and he kept looking at me every time Kara touched him. It seemed like he didn't entirely trust that I wasn't going to leap out of my chair and go for his throat.

    We'd rented a hotel room - a really nice room on a high floor with a great view, a huge bathtub clearly meant for two people, and a surprisingly spacious balcony - for the occasion and Kara had ordered a bottle of champagne that was waiting on ice when Mark arrived. She'd quickly popped the bottle and poured everyone a glass, but it seemed like the alcohol wasn't having the intended relaxing effect on her would-be lover for the evening.

    Kara tried kissing him, but it was obvious - from where I was sitting, at least - that Mark couldn't quite relax into it. The moment the kiss ended his eyes were on me, which meant he wasn't focused on my wife.

    "Mark," Kara said.

    It took a few moments for him to look her way, which was surprising to me because Kara looked flawlessly beautiful. She'd put in a great deal of effort on her hair and makeup and had picked an astonishingly sexy red dress that fit her body like a glove and put her breasts on display in the most intoxicating manner.

    "It seems like you're a little nervous," Kara continued once she had his attention. "Like you're a little worried about Finn."

    Mark opened his mouth - seemingly to protest - but nothing came out.

    "You don't have to be nervous about Finn. You really don't. I'm not forcing him into this. He isn't upset about this. He knows that I fuck other people, Mark. I wasn't lying to you when I said that. He likes that I fuck other people. In fact, he really likes it. It turns him on," she explained.

    "I...I know," Mark replied.

    "And yet, something's not right," Kara said. "It's like you're not here with me."

    He looked pained, like he knew he wasn't there with her and he wished he could do something about it.

    "Finn's a submissive, Mark," Kara said. "He finds pleasure in doing whatever it takes to make me happy. I know that can be hard to believe, especially when you're not a submissive, but Finn gets off on this. He gets off on doing as he's told, on doing what I want and need. He gets off on my pleasure, which is why he's going to be hard as a rock - I promise - when he watches you fuck me tonight."

    Mark looked at me - stared, really - for what felt like a minute but was probably no more than a few seconds and asked, "Is that true?"

    I nodded. "Yes, it's true. I'm a submissive and Kara is my domme. And it's true that nothing satisfies me more than doing what she desires and seeing her experience the pleasure she deserves. And she made it clear that she was hugely aroused by the idea of having sex with someone else on our anniversary and making me watch, and while it wouldn't have been my first choice for how to spend our anniversary, I really only care about serving Kara's needs, and tonight her need is to get fucked by you, Mark."

    Again he stared at me and again it looked like he didn't quite believe me. Then, Mark turned to Kara and asked, "It really turns you on to fuck someone else on your anniversary?"

    She nodded, leaned in a little closer, and kissed his neck as her hand moved between Mark's legs. She rubbed his cock through his dark slacks and said, "It's going to turn me on to suck your cock on my anniversary, too. When I get on my knees for you and take your big, beautiful dick in my mouth while my husband watches, my pussy is going to be soaked."

    Mark closed his eyes and I could plainly see that Kara had managed to get him hard. It seemed like his nervousness was fading.

    "Does that turn you on?" Kara asked. "Do you like that it's going to make me wet to suck your dick while my husband watches?"

    "Yes," Mark answered with a nod.

    "You're bigger than him, you know," she said. "That's one of the reasons I wanted you tonight. I wanted Finn to see someone with a bigger, better cock fuck me. I wanted him to see me have a huge orgasm with your dick buried inside me. I wanted him to see me have multiple huge orgasms with your dick inside me."

    Mark smiled and Kara unzipped his pants and slipped her fingers inside them. She must have found his cock quickly, for he unleashed a loud moan and Kara took the opportunity to kiss him and shove her tongue in his mouth. It seemed that she'd decided she was simply going to overwhelm any nervousness he felt by arousing him to such a degree that he couldn't help but go through with fucking her.

    While some part of me was genuinely surprised that Mark seemed so nervous, I actually understand it. He'd probably never fucked a woman while her husband watched and I didn't blame him for not trusting that I was actually turned on by it and that I was submissive enough to simply do as I was told while it happened. What man wouldn't be a little bit nervous in a situation like that, especially one without a wealth of experience fucking married women in front of their submissive husbands?

    "Strip for me, Finn," Kara instructed as she gave Mark a slow handjob.

    It was my turn to feel a little nervous. I didn't have a great deal of experience getting naked in front of men my wife intended on having sex with, so reticence was my first reaction at her instruction. I did as I was told, though, because my submission takes precedence over everything else and I honestly couldn't stomach the notion of disappointing Kara on our anniversary.

    So I finished my champagne, got up, and stripped. Kara kissed Mark and continued to play with his cock as I took my clothes off. His nervousness seemed to fully wear off, too, as he got into touching her body in that tight red dress, including playing with her breasts and running his hand up her thighs, no doubt in search of the pussy he'd already fucked a couple of times and was now eager to fuck again.

    "Masturbate for me, Finn," Kara instructed once I was naked.

    She wanted me to get hard, and it wasn't all that difficult. Watching her fool around with another man was, in fact, hugely arousing, just as it had been at that Halloween party where I'd seen someone finger her to an orgasm. Tonight's fun was going to go a hell of a lot further, but in that moment it wasn't all that different.

    "Look at his cock," Kara said.

    Mark looked as Kara continued to stroke his dick, which was a fair bit bigger than mine. I'm not small, but he was well above average and the smile that crossed his face made it seem as though he understood that he was packing quite a bit more than I was.

    "Can you see why I wanted you to fuck me on my anniversary?" Kara asked.

    Mark turned to her, smiled, and said, "I can."

    I know that she was - in part, at least - saying what she knew Mark needed to hear. I also know that she enjoyed that he had a bigger cock, and it was both difficult and surprisingly arousing to hear her make it perfectly clear that part of what appealed to her was that Mark was more sizable than I was.

    "Finn, baby, I want you to spin around, bend over, and spread those pretty cheeks of yours," Kara instructed.

    I knew what she wanted. She'd plugged me before we left. She loved ass play as a form of domination so of course she'd slipped a butt plug into my ass before we left for the hotel. She wanted that deeper sense of control and she wanted me to feel it, too, and the plug was big enough that it was impossible not to feel it. Any movement ensured that I could feel the butt plug in my ass, the plug my wife had slipped inside me, the plug that wouldn't come out until she removed it.

    I spun around, I bent over, and I spread my ass cheeks. The plug she'd used that night had a sparkly jewel at the end that Kara and Mark were now looking at. I felt the intended humiliation, and I found pleasure in knowing that my willingness to bend over and spread - and to show what she'd placed in my ass - turned my wife on.

    "He does what he's told, Mark," Kara said as she stroked his cock a little faster. "So when I tell him to get on his knees by the bed and watch as another man fucks his wife, that's what he's going to do. He wouldn't dream of interrupting us, of being rude, of doing anything I don't want him to do. He's going to be a good boy for me, because that's what makes Finn happy. I get off on plugging his ass - on owning it - so he spreads his cheeks and takes it for me. Tonight, I'm going to get off on him watching another man make me cum, which is why he's going to watch like a good boy."

    I heard them kissing as I remained bent over with my ass cheeks spread. My quads burned a little, but I wasn't going to move until Kara gave me permission to do so.

    "Finn, help me out of my dress," she said.

    I stood, turned around, and saw a smile on Kara's face as she stood and sauntered towards me. She gave my cock a quick squeeze before spinning around and staring at Mark while I reached up to lower her zipper.

    "Show him my body, Finn," she said. "Present it to him."

    Mark liked that. It was like I could see his confidence growing in real time. Whatever nerves he'd felt were long gone and now he was fully on board with fucking my wife in front of me.

    I worked the straps off her shoulders and slowly pulled the dress down my wife's beautiful body. It was exceptionally tight, so it took some doing, but eventually I worked it over her hips and down to the floor, leaving her standing there in a skimpy thong and a pair of heels. Her magnificent breasts didn't need a bra in the dress, so they were free and Mark's eyes were focused on them, as any man's eyes would have been in that moment.

    Kara looked back at me, winked, and then approached Mark. She dropped to her knees in front of him, took off his shoes, pants, and underwear, and then leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the plump head of his cock.

    "Mmm," she moaned as he filled her mouth. He departed her lips with a popping sound and Kara said, "I love the way your cock feels in my mouth."

    I stood and watched as my wife's head bobbed up and down in another man's lap. I heard Mark moan and looked up at him to see intense pleasure on his face as he looked down at Kara. I wondered if she was making eye contact, if she was staring up at the man she was blowing, and the idea that she was filled me with an unexpectedly intense kind of arousal.

    "Come sit next to him, Finn," Kara instructed.

    I felt a moment of awkwardness, but I pushed it away as I approached the couch and sat a few feet from the man my wife intended on fucking that night. Mark looked at me and offered the smile of a man who was now as confident as anyone had ever been. His cock was in Kara's mouth, though, so his confidence made sense. He dick looked hard as a rock, too, so nothing seemed to be getting in the way of his arousal.

    Kara released him from her mouth, looked at me, and asked, "Do you like watching me suck his cock, Finn? Does it turn you on to see your wife sucking another man's dick on our anniversary?"

    "Yes," I admitted, though my cock was hard as a rock, so saying anything else would have been an obvious lie. It wasn't pure arousal, though. I felt a bit of angst. I felt a bit weird about Mark being the focus of her lust on our anniversary.

    What I didn't understand was that my presence in that hotel room was what made it hot for Kara. The fact that I was willing to offer my submission and sacrifice the pleasures most husbands would expect on their anniversary was precisely what turned her on so much. Mark was, in almost every way, a stunt cock.

    He was the one she thought would fuck her best - though she almost certainly hadn't expected his early nervousness - and so she'd picked him for that purpose, not because she was desperate for him in particular. She just wanted to dominate me in this very particular way, in a way that could only be done on our anniversary. I didn't get it at the time - not consciously, at least - but I was also thoroughly aroused by the whole thing, so my lack of understanding didn't impede my pleasure in any way.

    Kara smiled at my response to her question, looked up at Mark, and then showered his cock in kisses, starting with the head and working her way down the shaft. She then offered him a smile before taking his balls in her mouth and sucking them like a woman on a mission to offer the finest pleasure.

    "Fuck, Kara," Mark said before unleashing the kind of moan a man offers up when a woman is doing everything in her power to make him feel good. It was really hot to watch, honestly.

    "Finn, get me a condom," Kara instructed.

    I got up and headed for the nightstand. I pulled a condom from the box Kara had made me purchase - a surprisingly exciting endeavor - and returned to her with it.

    "Tear it open," she said.

    I tore it open and felt that same surprising kind of excitement, like participating even a little in the sex she would be having with another man was enough to thrill me.

    "Thank you," Kara said as she took the condom and gently rolled it down Mark's big cock. Once it was secure, my beautiful wife stood, lowered her thong, and straddled Mark right there on the couch.

    She reached down, guided his cock inside her, and sat down on it while a long, low moan escaped her lips. She was two feet away from me with another man's cock in her pussy, and the look on her face was one of pure pleasure. I'm not sure about the look on my face, but I imagine it was a cross between wonder, desire, and perhaps just a touch of angst.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    Mark smiled, nodded, and kissed her as his hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. She lifted her pussy from his cock and slowly sank down on it, doing so at an ever-increasing pace as their tongues mingled.

    My wife was fucking another man in front of me. She was fucking him just a few feet from me. She was riding his big cock. It was deep in her pussy. Deeper than my cock had ever gone. The condom I had bought and that I had brought to her was wrapped around that's man's cock. The condom was deep in her pussy. She was kissing him, too, and kissing him passionately. Kara was thoroughly enjoying the sex she was having with Mark, the sex she was having with him on our anniversary.

    It took a few minutes, but I felt a sense of panic rise in my chest. Kara hadn't looked at me once since Mark's cock had entered her. All her energy was concentrated on the man inside her. She kissed him. She ran her fingers through his hair. She pulled his mouth to her breasts and threw her head back, closed her eyes, and moaned as he flicked his tongue back and forth over her stiff nipples.

    It wasn't rational, but I felt like I was losing my wife in real time. In that moment it felt like Mark was going to fuck Kara so well that she decided to leave me, that our first anniversary would also be our last.

    All of that played out in a remarkably short span of time and it ended as soon as Kara looked at me. Our eyes met and she smiled before moaning once more. My panic faded and it was quickly replaced by a renewed sense of arousal when Kara reached over and slipped two fingers into my mouth. I closed my lips around them and sucked as she gently fucked my face. Another man's cock was inside her and she was fucking my mouth and filling the hotel room with wild, wonderful moans.

    She rode Mark harder with her fingers still in my mouth. She kissed him furiously. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and then she was sucking on his tongue and moaning wildly. She was bouncing so hard on his cock that the sounds of her ass slamming into his thighs was almost all I could hear.

    "Mark...I'm gonna cum," she said. "I'm gonna cum on your big cock. I'm gonna cum on your big cock while my husband sits right fucking next to you."

    "I'm close," Mark replied.

    "Cum for me," Kara implored him. "Let my pussy make you cum, Mark. Let my married pussy make you cum on my anniversary. Let my pussy make you cum as I have a great fucking orgasm all over your big cock!"

    Kara's fingers were in my mouth when she came. She pushed them as deep as they could go and held them there while I watched her face contort wildly in pleasure. It was fucking incredible. There was so much going on inside me as I watched, but the overriding feeling was one of pure, perfect wonder. I was watching my wife have a great orgasm on someone else's dick and it was just incredible.

    You know what might have been even more incredible, though? The fact that I witnessed my wife making another man cum. I was stunned at how hot that was. First I heard the telltale grunts and groans of an orgasm. Then I watched Mark's hands move over her body. He groped her ass, played with her breasts, and seemingly tried to touch her everywhere else as my wife's pussy brought him to an orgasm.

    Honestly, I just kept thinking over and over that my wife's pussy just made another man cum. She'd given Mark her pussy - she'd worked him vigorously with her pussy, in fact - and she'd made him cum. She'd given him an orgasm. She'd given him the ultimate pleasure and it was fucking incredible.

    Kara pulled her fingers from my mouth and kissed Mark. It was the sort of tender kiss that people share after they've cum and it was really quite beautiful to witness in my elated state.

    She then lifted her pussy from his cock and said, "Would you mind taking a few minutes to clean up in the bathroom so I can be alone with Finn?"

    "Of course," Mark replied.

    "Actually, can you order room service, too? I plan on both of us having multiple orgasms tonight, so we might need fuel for that. More champagne, too," she said.

    Mark smiled and Kara got off his lap so he could make his way to the bathroom. I thought she might straddle me and treat my cock to a visit with her pussy, but instead Kara sat next to me, spread her legs, and said, "I want you to taste my pussy. Put your tongue inside me. Put your tongue where his cock just was."

    She was already turned on again. I could see it in her eyes. I think part of it was giving me those instructions while Mark could hear her. I think she liked him knowing that my tongue was going to be where his cock was.

    I got on my knees, moved between her legs, and put my tongue inside her. I tasted the incredible sweetness of her juices and just a hint of the latex condom they'd used. It was undeniably hot to lick the same spot his cock had just filled, and it was so much hotter when Kara reached down, ran her fingers through my hair, and smiled at me.

    "That's a good boy," she said softly.

    Fuck, I do love being called a good boy. I've grown to love it more as our relationship has gone on. It's such a simple thing, and yet it feels like the ultimate validation from my wife.

    "If you continue to be a good boy tonight, I have a surprise for you," she said.

    "I'll be good," I replied before pushing my tongue back inside her.

    She smiled. "I know you will, Finn. That's just one of the many reasons I love you so much."

    I was a good boy for her for the rest of the night, and Kara rewarded me by taking my impossibly stiff cock in her pussy once Mark had left. She rode me at an achingly slow pace for a long, long time, eventually coaxing me into an explosively pleasurable orgasm - the most potent I've ever had - before collapsing on top of me and remaining in that position until I'd gone completely soft and slipped out of her.

    I cleaned up my mess - a regular occurrence for us - and then we took a shower to wash off all the sweat from a night of wild sex, and fell asleep in each other's arms.

    It was a perfect way to celebrate our first anniversary.
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    It wouldn't be accurate to say that Kara trained me to take on a greater percentage of the chores around the house - or apartment, for the first few years of our marriage, at least - but it happened. Looking back, I think it was just something I gravitated towards without really thinking about it. It was, in a way, an act of submission to do more of that kind of domestic work, and to give Kara more freedom to do as she pleased as a result.

    Maybe it's not the sort of thing you can identify with, but I do find it pleasurable to work around the house while Kara relaxes. I find it even more pleasurable to engage in that sort of work while Kara goes out. Usually she's just going out with friends, but as you might imagine, there's something spectacularly hot about the idea of doing chores around the house while my wife is out having sex with another man. I mean, just writing it is enough to turn me on a little, so imagine how enthralling I found it when she was actually doing it.

    I mention all of that as a way of introducing a story about a friend of Kara's. Her name was Mia and she came into our lives a handful of months after our first anniversary. It was the beginning of the school year, actually. She was a new hire at Kara's school and the two of them became quick friends. At first they'd have lunch together. Then they started going out on weekends. Mia didn't have a significant other at the time so there weren't any double dates. It was really just her and Kara becoming exceptionally close friends.

    Eventually, their friendship elevated to the point that Kara started inviting Mia over to our apartment. They'd hang out, have a glass of wine or a cocktail, and chat like girlfriends do. They'd gossip about work, talk about the guy Mia was seeing at the time, etc.

    It was during one of those afternoons at our apartment that Kara's relationship with Mia shifted. Not in the way you might be thinking, though. They didn't fuck.

    Instead, Mia was introduced to the nature of our marriage. They were in the living room and chatting as usual when Kara called out for me. I was busy doing chores - I believe I was folding the laundry at the time - but I stopped what I was doing and rushed to my wife.

    "I'd like another glass of wine," Kara said as she held up her empty glass. "Mia, how about you?"

    Mia looked surprised, though that quickly shifted to what struck me as a sense of amusement at watching my wife issue what amounted to an order. "Yes, I'd love another glass of wine," she replied.

    "Of course," I said with a smile, as it brought me genuine pleasure to serve my wife in any way she desired. "I'll be right back."

    I headed for the kitchen with a smile on my face. I heard Mia say something, but her voice was far too quiet for me to make out the words. I found the bottle of wine they'd opened and returned to the living room with it. I filled both their glasses - and poured without spilling a drop, as I'd had some practice at it - and then turned to head back to the kitchen.

    "Actually, Finn, before you go, Mia was curious about our relationship," Kara said.

    I turned back to face my wife and her friend - who was quite beautiful, in case that matters - and waited.

    "She's noticed that you're almost always doing chores when she comes over and that I don't really seem to do anything around the house, and of course she noticed how eager - happy, really - you were to refill our wine glasses," Kara continued.

    I glanced at Mia and saw a fascinated look on her face, like she was a scientist observing a rare animal in the wild. I suppose I was, in a way, a rare creature, and the marriage Kara and I had was fairly rare, too, so I couldn't fault her fascination.

    Kara crossed her legs and her dress rode up a little, exposing her soft, milky white thigh. She smiled at me, sipped her wine, and asked, "Why are you willing to do most of the housework, Finn? Why are you so eager to come when I call you, to fill our wine glasses when I could easily make the short walk to the kitchen to get the bottle myself?"

    "Because serving your needs makes me happy," I answered. "Because it fulfills me like nothing else. Because I'm at my happiest when I'm making you happy, even if that means doing the housework while you spend time with your friend, or go out for the night, or...well..."

    I trailed off because I wasn't sure if Mia knew about Kara's semi-frequent indulgences in her desire for other men.

    "Or doing housework while I'm having sex with someone else?" Kara asked, finishing my sentence for me.

    I nodded and glanced at Mia. The look on her face made it clear she hadn't known that particular detail of our marriage and she seemed quite surprised by it. Not offended, though. Maybe even delighted, in fact.

    "Is that why you're so flirty when we go out?" Mia asked.

    Kara nodded. "It is. I'm free to pursue my desires as I see fit while Finn remains loyal to me. Sometimes I satisfy those desires with a little bit of flirting and sometimes I take it a great deal further than that. It really depends on my mood."

    Mia now looked utterly fascinated and she directed her attention towards me. "And you really don't mind that your wife sleeps with other people?"

    "Actually, it's become a significant source of arousal for me. I know that's weird, but it's true. I really couldn't begin to explain why that's the case, but it really does turn me on when Kara has sex with someone else, and it really, really turned me on the few times she let me watch," I answered.

    Again that look of surprise crossed Mia's face, and again it felt like there was very good reason for that. After all, what sort of man is into watching his wife have sex with someone else, and what sort of woman is happy to have her husband in the room as she breaks the traditional bonds of marriage?

    Kara turned to Mia, studied her friend for a few moments, and asked, "Was that too much information?"

    Mia laughed and shook her head. "No, not at all. Honestly, Kara, this only makes me like you more. I mean, maybe that sounds weird, but you've always struck me as different from most women, which is why we became such good friends so quickly." She looked at me, smiled, and said, "And I absolutely love what you've got going on with your husband. I mean, honestly, it seems like he's one in a million in that he actually seems happy to be this kind of man in this kind of marriage."

    "It's more than happy," I replied. "I feel a deep sense of fulfillment. The kind I've never felt before. The kind I didn't really know was possible, and I felt it from the very beginnings of our relationship, though it grew more significant as Kara got more comfortable dominating me."

    Mia seemed intrigued by the mention of domination. I figured it was obvious that was what undergirded our marriage, but that might have simply been because I was so enmeshed in it.

    "You dominate him?" Mia asked. "Like...I mean...how? Is it just telling him what to do, or is it...I don't know, is it more than that?"

    Kara's eyes lit up, like she'd been waiting for someone to come along and ask her that question. She studied Mia for a few moments, smiled, and set her glass on the coffee table before standing and approaching me. She took the bottle from my hand, set it aside, and looked over her shoulder at Mia.

    "It's so much more than simply telling him what to do," Kara explained. "It's using him as a vehicle for the expression of my dominance, and giving him the opportunity to express his submission. In meeting my need to dominate, I meet his need to submit and both of us achieve a level of fulfillment that would be impossible alone."

    Kara looked at me and held my gaze for a few seconds before reaching up to caress my face. She leaned in and I thought she might kiss me, but instead she gently ran her index finger over my lips before applying just a hint of pressure. I opened my mouth and Kara pushed two fingers onto my tongue.

    "Suck," she said softly.

    I closed my lips around her fingers and did as instructed. Mia didn't make a sound and though I wanted to look at her, I kept my focus on my wife, for I was absolutely certain that's what Kara wanted in that moment.

    She moved her fingers in and out of my mouth, something she'd grown increasingly fascinated with doing over the past few months. She always watched with a delighted look on her face. She'd started having me suck her strapon more often, too, almost always doing so before fucking me with it, and I'll admit that I found it intoxicating. There's nothing quite like your wife penetrating your mouth, either with her fingers or with the surrogate cock that she found such pleasure in using.

    "On your knees," Kara instructed. I fell to my knees without hesitation. She slipped a third finger into my mouth, held them still, and once more instructed, "Suck."

    I sucked her fingers like I was giving a blowjob. She was holding them right at her pelvis and I was moving my mouth all the way to the base and pulling back over and over. I was, in effect, fellating my wife while her friend watched.

    "Is this okay?" Kara asked as she looked back at Mia.

    "It's mesmerizing," she answered. "I've never seen anything like it. He's...I mean, he didn't hesitate, and there's something so...I don't know, so beautiful about it."

    "It does look rather lovely, doesn't it?" Kara said. "The most beautiful thing, though, is how it makes me feel, Mia. It's hard to explain, because it's so much more than simply being turned on. I am turned on. I'm actually quite wet, but it's more than that. It's a kind of arousal that I feel throughout my body, and it's mixed with this intoxicating sense of power that I just cannot get enough of."

    I glanced at Mia and saw a fascinated look that matched the quality I'd heard in her voice.

    "This kind of thing - making him suck on my fingers - is just the beginning, too. It's like this beautiful kind of femdom foreplay and it makes me want to push him further, to double down on that sense of control and make use of it," Kara said.

    I knew what she meant, as this simple form of submission always made me want to do more, to offer my complete surrender to my wife. Sometimes that meant she'd get her strapon and make me suck it before fucking me. Sometimes it meant she'd sit on my face for a handful of orgasms. Sometimes it meant she'd call one of her fuck buddies and arrange for a night of pleasure while I watched and serviced her pussy between orgasms. Sometimes it was just a bit of femdom foreplay to tease me. It was always pleasurable, though.

    "How...how do you push him further?" Mia asked.

    Kara looked down at me, smiled, and said, "There are so many ways. We've only been together a few years, but we've already explored so many different ways of deepening his submission." She turned to Mia and added, "Recently, though, I've found intense pleasure in fucking him with my strapon."

    Mia's eyes went wide with surprise as I glanced at her, but I saw a hint of intrigue, which wasn't surprising. After all, she would have walked out the moment Kara shoved her fingers in my mouth if she was the kind of woman that found that sort of thing uncomfortable.

    "You fuck him?" Mia asked.

    "I do," Kara replied. She looked at me, pulled her fingers from my mouth, and asked, "And how does it feel when I fuck you, Finn?"

    "I love it," I replied. There was a time when that hadn't been entirely true. I'd always enjoyed it - there's nothing quite like getting fucked by your wife to make you feel submissive, after all - but as Kara's dominance had increased during our marriage, I'd truly fallen in love with being fucked by her strapon, in part because she now wielded it with such confidence. "I feel deeply submissive when she fucks me. I really do. I've even cum a few times."

    I'd had two orgasms - of the prostate stimulation variety - during a strapon fucking and both had been otherworldly. The first time was particularly body-shaking, and it served to deepen my submission as it really emphasized the role reversal, where I occupied the traditionally feminine role of getting fucked and Kara took on the masculine role as she fucked me. It was a remarkable night that I'm sure contributed to my ongoing enjoyment of strapon sex with her.

    "Could I watch?" Mia asked.

    Kara looked at her friend, studied her for a few moments, and replied, "You want to watch me fuck my husband?"

    Mia nodded and then suddenly looked quite nervous. "Unless I just really crossed a line, in which case, I apologize."

    "No, not at all," Kara replied. "I really like that idea, in fact. He's watched me get fucked, but no one has ever watched him get fucked. I feel like I really want to do this. I feel like I'm really going to enjoy doing this. Are you sure about this, Mia?"

    Mia looked at me and then back at Kara before nodding. "I hope it's okay to admit that I'm actually really turned on right now and that the idea of watching is genuinely exciting."

    Kara grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled it tight enough that I winced from the pain. It was yet another way of seizing control, of helping to feed her dominant side. "That's definitely okay," she said. "I really like that, in fact. I wouldn't object if you wanted to masturbate while you watched me fuck him."

    "I was hoping you'd say that," Mia replied.

    Suddenly, I'd gone from doing the laundry and refilling their wine glasses to being the centerpiece of an in-person porn show. I probably had a choice. I could have objected and Kara probably wouldn't have forced me to take her strapon while Mia watched. The thing is, I had no interest in objecting. I was being given the chance to offer pleasure to two women, and that was an opportunity I wasn't going to waste.

    Much to my delight, we all went to the bedroom. Kara stripped out of her dress and changed into a pair of black lace boyshorts, a matching bra, and her strapon. Mia had this amazed look on her face when Kara stepped out of the closet dressed like that, like she'd never seen a woman exude such sexual power.

    "Why don't you get in the bed, Maria?" Kara suggested. "I think you'll find it more exciting if you're close while you watch me fuck him."

    "Really?" Mia asked, though it seemed like she was just expressing a sense of disbelief, perhaps at the entirety of what was about to unfold.

    "Absolutely," Kara said. I wasn't consulted, of course, because in that particular case, my opinion didn't matter. I'd offered my submission by coming to the bedroom. I'd made it clear I was on board for whatever Kara wanted.

    Mia crawled into the bed - tentatively, as she still seemed a little nervous about the whole thing - and sat against the pillows. Kara walked towards me and her strapon bounced a little with each step, making it seem even more realistic than it already was.

    "Are you going to be good for me?" she asked.

    "Yes," I answered.

    "And are you looking forward to this, Finn? Do you want to get fucked while my friend watches?" Kara asked.

    "Yes, I do," I said.

    She reached out and took my t-shirt off. I kicked my shoes off and Kara lowered my pants, leaving me in my underwear. I thought she'd stripped me fully naked, but instead she caressed my cock through the thin material of my boxers, leaned in, and kissed me in the most seductive manner. Her tongue acted as this beautiful instrument of pleasure, bringing my cock to a throbbing erection as arousal spread through my body.

    It was the kind of desire that makes a man want to fuck his wife, but I would be denied that pleasure, and I suspect that was part of Kara's plan in kissing me. She wanted to turn me on before denying me the thing I craved in favor of getting on my hands and knees in our bed and getting fucked while her friend watched.

    "On your knees," Kara instructed.

    I fell to my knees in front of her and I couldn't help but glance at Mia. I was delighted to see pleasure on her face.

    "Suck my cock," Kara said.

    It wasn't the first time she'd uttered those words. She'd said them quite a lot in recent months, in fact, and each and every time those words left her lips I could see the arousal in her eyes. She got off on the role reversal, on being the one with the cock, and on seeing my on my knees. She got off on my eagerness to do it, too, as I never hesitated to take her cock in my mouth and suck it.

    I did so in the bedroom that day. I sucked my wife's cock. I did it as best as I could. I have no idea if it was any good, of course, but I know that Kara enjoyed watching.

    "Holy shit," Mia said, indicating that she too enjoyed watching.

    "It's really something, isn't it?" Kara asked as she looked at her friend. "To see a man get on his knees and do the thing that so many men demand of women? To see him happily open his mouth and be a good cocksucker for me?"

    "Yes," Mia replied. It was just one word, but I could hear the lust in her voice. I'd worried there was a small chance she'd have regretted her decision to join us in the bedroom, but based only on the tone of her voice I was absolutely certain she was happy.

    "You don't need to be afraid to masturbate, Mia," Kara said as she looked down at me once more and put a hand on the back of my head. "His submission can give you pleasure just like it gives me pleasure, and I promise I won't find it weird if you indulge in playing with your pussy while I fuck my husband."

    Kara watched me suck her cock for a while and then put both hands on my head and began to fuck my face. She'd done so a handful of times in the past few months and there was something so thrilling about it. It was like I'd completely surrendered control of my mouth to her and she was using it for her pleasure without a care in the world about how it made me feel. As you might imagine, it's not the most pleasant experience to be face fucked. My eyes watered, my throat hurt a little, and my jaw got sore. It was thrilling to suffer those discomforts for my wife's pleasure, though, which is my cock continued to throb as she pumped her strapon in and out of my mouth.

    When Kara pulled out she wrapped her fingers around her cock - which was now soaked with my spit - and stroked it slowly as I stared up at her. If you haven't experienced it, I promise you that few things are hotter than watching your wife slowly stroke her lubed up cock while she stands in front of you and stares down with eyes full of lust and dominance. It was - and remains - an astonishingly arousing sight.

    "Get in the bed," she instructed. "On your hands and knees like a good boy."

    I got up and crawled into the bed parallel to Mia. I looked straight ahead as Kara moved into the bed behind me, pulled my underwear down, spread my cheeks, and spit on my asshole.

    "Look at her," Kara said. "Look at Mia as I take your asshole."

    I turned my head and looked at Mia. It was her pussy that I saw first, though, as she'd pulled up her skirt, moved her panties aside, and was slowly masturbating. She looked soaked - as wet as Kara's pussy ever got - and when I dragged my gaze up to her face I saw intense pleasure there. She was focused on the sight of the strapon cock entering me, though, and I groaned from the sudden discomfort as Kara pushed the head of her lifelike dildo inside me.

    "Oh my god," Mia said softly. I looked at her pussy once more and saw her slip three fingers between her labia and deep inside her. She moved them in and out slowly, rubbing her clit at the same time. My dick throbbed at the sight of it. There was pleasure in watching a beautiful girl masturbate, of course, but there was also pleasure in knowing that my willingness to submit was responsible for her arousal.

    "Should I fuck him hard?" Kara asked as she bottomed out inside me, grabbed my hips, and held her cock there as she waited for an answer from Mia.

    "Yes," Mia replied. "Fuck him...fuck him hard."

    Her voice trembled as she said it, but I'm certain that was from the arousal. She was soaked, after all, and filling her pussy with her fingers as she masturbated, indicating an intense level of desire.

    Kara did as her friend desired. She fucked me hard. She went slow at first so I could get used to the dildo, but she didn't wait long before really laying into me. At first, it hurt a little. It always does at first. I'll admit that I kind of love it when it hurts a little, though. There's just something hot about taking a bit of pain for her pleasure that I really get off on, especially since I know how much it turns Kara on to fuck me.

    Eventually, though, I settled into the absolute bliss of getting fucked by my wife and I began to appreciate all the little pleasures. Like the way her fingers dug into my hips when she pulled back while trusting into me, or the noises of both pleasure and exertion she'd make while fucking me, or the way she'd occasionally take a break to lean down, press her body against mine, and kiss my upper back and neck.

    "How does it feel to get fucked in front of my friend?" Kara asked during one of those breaks.

    "It feels good," I replied. "It's such a turn on knowing that Mia's enjoying herself. Thank you for inviting her to watch, Kara."

    "Are you enjoying yourself?" Kara asked.

    I turned and saw that Mia's fingers were still moving in and out of her pussy - which was still soaked - and that she had a blissful look on her face. "I can't remember the last time I was this wet," she said. "So yes, I'm enjoying myself."

    "Would you enjoy it if Finn ate your pussy while I fucked him?" Kara asked.

    My eyebrows actually shot up in surprise as I'd never imagined Kara being willing to let me directly offer another woman pleasure.

    "We could spit roast him," Kara added. "In a way, at least."

    "Yes, absolutely," Mia answered. "If that's okay with you, I mean."

    Kara laughed. "I wouldn't have offered if it wasn't okay with me." She pulled out, smacked my ass, and said, "Get between her legs, Finn. Eat her pussy. Make her cum while I fuck you, and then I'll sit on your face and you can make me cum too."

    I couldn't believe the opportunity I was being offered. I crawled between Mia's legs, dropped my head to her pussy, and put my tongue to work as Kara quickly moved behind me and slipped her cock into my ass once more.

    Mia moaned as her hands moved to my head. She grabbed two handfuls of hair - a dominant move that I thoroughly enjoyed - and began to grind her hips, rubbing her pussy all over my face. She was, in a way, fucking my mouth while Kara fucked my ass, completing the spit roast.

    "Oh...fuck," Mia said.

    "It feels good to take control, doesn't it?" Kara asked before spanking my ass hard.

    Mia moaned and answered, "It really fucking does. Holy shit. Kara...it feels so fucking good."

    It felt like she was getting wetter, and her grip on my hair certainly tightened, which probably meant she was getting closer to an orgasm.

    "Fuck him harder," Mia said. It didn't sound like she was demanding it as much as she was expressing something that would make the oral sex hotter for her.

    Kara delivered. She fucked me harder. I think it's the hardest she's ever fucked me, in fact, and I could hear her practically panting from the exertion.

    Mia came soon after. She pulled hard on my head, genuinely smothering me with her pussy and making it a little challenging to breathe in the process. She was cumming, though, and she was cumming hard, and that was the only thing that mattered to me in the moment.

    Kara slowed her thrusts and eventually stopped fucking me as Mia continued to orgasm. If felt her thighs vibrating on either side of my head and a sense of what I think was pride came over me. I'd made another woman cum and I’d done so as a good submissive and there was something truly fantastic about that.

    Once Mia was finished, Kara pulled out, backed out of the bed, and removed her strapon and panties. I got onto my back at the foot of the bed, Kara straddled my face, and she took me for a ride.

    I love facesitting and I loved it even more that day because it happened in front of another woman. I made my wife cum in a few short minutes, and when she was done she climbed off my face, crawled towards the pillows, and sat against them just a few feet from Mia. They both looked exquisitely beautiful in their post-orgasmic haze, especially when they turned and smiled at each other.

    "Thank you," Mia said. "That was an experience unlike any other."

    "You're welcome," Kara replied.

    "You know, this guy I've been seeing has a single friend that's really cute. I think you might like him, and since you're free to do as you please, maybe we could do some sort of double date?" Mia said.

    Kara looked at me and smiled. "I'd love that. And, if you're ever in the mood to take a spin with the strapon yourself, you just let me know and I'll make sure that Finn gets on his hands and knees for you."

    Mia turned her gaze my way and smiled in the same manner my wife had. "What a lovely offer. I might just take you up on that some day."

    She did take her up on that, in case you're wondering, and I might tell you about it some time.
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    I never thought I'd move to the suburbs. I grew up in the suburbs, of course, so I don't know why I thought I wouldn't end up there, but I never figured I'd move back.

    That was silly, of course. Living in Boston was amazing, but it's not without its faults, many of which are directly related to the distinct lack of space you're afforded in the city, unless you’re lucky enough to be multi-millionaires, which we weren't.

    Kara was the first to bring up the idea of moving out of the city. Though she probably could have simply insisted - after all, ours was a female led marriage - she didn't. She wanted to have a conversation about it. This was a little less than five years into our marriage, in case you're wondering.

    I think she expected that I'd resist. I didn't, though. Despite the fact that I'd always thought I'd remain in the city, the idea of moving to the suburbs for more space and more privacy actually sounded really appealing.

    We started looking in a casual way where we'd hit up a bunch of open houses in a town we liked. We'd drive around the neighborhoods, eat in a local restaurant, and walk through upwards of a dozen houses to get a feel for the area that might become our long term home. More importantly, wherever we moved was likely where we'd raise our eventual family, so we were more than happy to be picky and wait for the perfect place to come along.

    By that point I'd risen up the ranks at work - no doubt thanks to being the boss's son-in-law - and Kara's parents had offered to cover a big part of the down payment, so we ended up looking in some really nice suburbs where the homes were big, the lots were spacious, and the prices were significant. It was all very idyllic, to be honest, and the more houses we saw the more excited I got for our future.

    Eventually, we found the town we wanted to live in - it was a beautiful, well-to-do suburb fairly close to Boston - and we found a real estate agent to help us find the perfect place. That meant the era of open houses was over and we switched to individual tours where we could really examine every nook and cranny of a house to try get a feel for whether or not we wanted to spend a few decades there.

    One of those tours led us to a beautiful colonial-style house at the end of a beautiful tree-lined street full of gorgeous, flawlessly-designed homes loaded with curb appeal. The lot was on the cul-de-sac, which offered even more privacy - something we wanted given the nature of our sex life - and the backyard featured a beautiful pool and a view of a thickly-wooded forest without another house for miles.

    We requested a second tour of that house - it was the first one we could actually see ourselves living in - and the real estate agent was more than happy to set it up. After all, she had a big commission coming her way if we bought.

    We drove over early, had lunch at a lovely little café in town, and headed to the house for our visit. Right as we pulled up the real estate agent called to say she wasn't going to be able to make it, but she gave us the code for the lock box on the door and we were able to let ourselves in.

    In truth, there was something nice about it just being the two of us. Instead of having the real estate agent spend the whole time trying to sell us on the house, we could simply walk around and actually get to know the place a little. It was staged with rented furniture - the previous owners had already moved out - so it had a slightly cold feel to it, but it was easy enough to imagine our stuff filling the home.

    "So, can you see us living here?" Kara asked as we stood in the kitchen and looked out over the expansive backyard.

    I smiled as I imagined our friends and family spending a summer day out by the pool. Though it honestly wasn't a life I'd ever thought I’d live, it suddenly felt like the life I absolutely wanted.

    "I can," I answered.

    I turned to see a smile on Kara's face that matched my own. She struck me as especially beautiful in that moment, perhaps because of the rather short, fetching sundress she'd picked out for a warm Sunday afternoon, perhaps because her sun-streaked hair looked good in a simple ponytail, perhaps because of the sweetness inherent in her smile, or perhaps because I was busy imagining a long, happy life in that home with my wife. I'm not sure what it was, but I wanted her in that moment.

    Kara leaned against the island in the middle of the kitchen, rested her hands on it, and hoisted herself up until she sat on the edge of the marble countertop. She smiled in a way that lured me closer and then reached down and slowly pulled up the bottom of her dress, exposing a simple-but-lovely pair of white lace panties.

    I stepped between her legs and leaned in. Kara reached up to caress my face and then guided me in for a kiss. Her lips parted and her tongue slipped into my mouth and indulged in a slow, gentle bit of jousting with mine. Kara moaned softly as I ran my fingers up her thigh and pressed them against her panties.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "More than anything," I replied.

    She kissed me again, this time leaning in and rubbing my cock - which was now stiff - through my pants. She'd denied me an orgasm for nearly two weeks at that point, so any touch was enough to thrill me. There was something about that moment - about fooling around with her in what might have been our future home - that made her touch feel electric.

    "Can I have you?" I asked softly. "Can I fuck you?"

    Kara smiled - I think she liked that I was asking like any man in a female led marriage should - and unzipped my pants. She held my gaze as her fingers worked their way into my underwear and found my cock. Her lips neared mine and she stroked me slowly, though she didn't kiss me. She teased me with the idea of a kiss and the pleasure of a slow handjob.

    Then she surprised me. "No, you can't have me."

    She kept stroking me, though, even after denying me the pleasure of fucking her right there in the kitchen.

    "I think we're going to buy this house, and I want the first time we fuck in our home to be special. I want it to be meaningful. I want it to reflect the nature of our marriage," she explained. "Which is why our first time in this house will be me taking you. It will be my cock inside you. It will be me showing you who's in charge, who makes the decisions in our marriage."

    Her eyes were alive with pleasure as she imagined putting me in my place in our new home. I felt it, too, as the cock stroking unfolding in my pants suddenly felt a great deal more pleasurable. It's funny how a surge of arousal can do that.

    Kara kissed me again - this time with great fervor - and hopped off the counter. She freed my cock from my pants, wrapped her fingers around it, and led me out of the kitchen, through the living room, up the stairs, and into the bedroom.

    "Take your pants off," she instructed.

    I did as my wife desired and I felt the thrill of doing so in a home that wasn't ours, a home that the real estate agent could have entered at any moment.

    "Your shirt and underwear, too," Kara said.

    I disrobed, set my clothes on the floor, and stood naked in front of my wife in the bedroom that we both hoped would soon be ours. She smiled, stepped closer, and ran her finger over the tip of my cock before stepping behind me. I closed my eyes as Kara kissed my neck and ran her hands over my stomach and chest. She pressed her body against mine and held me tight. It felt like she was taking possession of me, like she was asserting her dominance and ownership in a manner that I found intoxicating.

    Kara then grabbed a tight fistful of my hair, walked me towards the bed, and roughly bent me over. I put my hands on the dark comforter that adorned the bed and Kara ran her hand down my back as she moved behind me.

    She grabbed my hips, pulled back, and pressed her pelvis into my ass. "Maybe I'll take you like this," she said. "Bent over our new bed - we're getting a new king size bed if we move into this house - with my cock buried in your ass."

    It was hard not to imagine that very thing playing out, and I have to admit I loved the idea of christening our bedroom with a strapon fucking. I'd fuck my wife in our new bedroom - we still had sex - but for the first time, she'd set the tone just like she'd done on our wedding night. She'd make sure that I understood my role even though we'd moved into a new house in a new neighborhood. She'd make sure that I understood that we weren't going to become boring, vanilla people just because we were moving to the suburbs, which is usually where boring, vanilla people lived.

    "Crawl into the bed," she commanded.

    I hastily did as instructed, crawling into the bed and looking over my shoulder at my beautiful dominant wife. Kara lifted her dress over her head and tossed it aside. I watched it float to the floor as Kara crawled into the bed behind me, grabbed my hips, and once again pressed her pelvis against my ass, assuming the dominant position she'd take on our first night in our new house.

    She mimicked the movements of fucking me, thrusting back and forth and pulling my hips back to meet her pelvis. The whole thing was so fucking hot, in part because we were doing it in a house we didn't own.

    Kara slowed her thrusts and I felt the warmth of her spit on my ass crack. It slowly dripped towards my hole and I looked back to see Kara lick her fingers before rubbing them over my anus.

    "I just had another naughty idea," she said.

    I moaned as she slipped a finger inside me. She pushed it deep and leaned forward to kiss my upper back, shoulders, and neck before adding a second finger.

    "I think I'm going to invite someone over to help christen our new bedroom. Someone with a nice, big cock. Someone that can fuck your wife after I've shown you who owns your ass. Someone that will cuckold you on our very first night in this big, beautiful new house of ours," Kara said.

    I moaned at the thought, both because Kara was vigorously fingering my asshole in a way I found quite pleasurable and because I'd come to love being cuckolded over the years since she'd first fucked another man. At the time I was honestly a little concerned that Kara might cease fucking other men, mostly because it seemed a little more dangerous to be fucking other people in the suburbs. Kara clearly had no intention of stopping, though.

    "Would you like that?" she asked. "Would you like it if I pounded your tight little asshole and then cuckolded you in our new home?"

    "Yes," I answered. My dick was hard and dripping precum onto the comforter beneath me. I wasn't thinking about the mess I was making, though. I didn't really care. I was too caught up in the pleasure of submitting to my wife.

    "Would it turn you on to watch another man fuck your wife in our new bed?" she asked. "Would it turn you on to see his big dick stretching my wet pussy?"

    "Yes, yes, yes," I said.

    She added a third finger and fucked me faster. It hurt just a little, but I found pleasure in that, as I almost always did when offering my complete and total submission to Kara.

    She buried her fingers inside me, sucked on my earlobe, and whispered, "And would it turn you on to watch him cum inside me? Would it turn you on to watch another man pump his hot cum into your wife's pussy?"

    My cock jumped at the thought of witnessing such a deeply pleasurable thing. "Yes," I admitted.

    Kara moaned and slowly fucked me with her fingers, pulling them all the way out before sliding them deep inside me once more. "And what if I made you clean his cum out of me, Finn?" she asked. "What if I ordered you to crawl between my legs and eat another man's cum out of my pussy?"

    It was the first time she'd ever mentioned creampie cleanup. I'm familiar with it now, of course, but back then the notion had never come up. It seemed like it had been on her mind, though. In hindsight, it shouldn't have been surprising. By that point, she had a handful of lovers she had regular unprotected sex with, and given her dominant desires, it wasn't the slightest bit unusual that she wanted me to clean a load out of her.

    "Would you eat another man's cum out of me, Finn? Would you be a good boy and clean my sloppy, slippery, messy cunt with your eager tongue?" she asked.

    "Yes," I admitted. It shouldn't surprise you that the idea turned me on. Of course it did. I'm a submissive, through and through, and doing whatever it takes to make my wife happy is really all I care about in life.

    "Fuck, I'm so wet," Kara said as she pulled her fingers from my ass.

    She rolled me onto my back and for a moment I thought she was going to throw all her plans out the window and sit on my cock. She didn't, of course. She sat on my face instead. She rode my tongue hard and fast, spreading her juices all over my face and getting quite a bit of her mess on the bed, too. She enjoyed a thunderous climax atop my face, filling the bedroom - and probably the house - with her screams of pleasure as her thighs trembled on either side of my head.

    She slid back, sat across my chest, and smiled as she ran her finger through some of the juices she'd left on my face. "What a good boy you are," she said, offering up the simple thrill of praise from the woman I adored more than any other. "And good boys deserve to cum. Would you like to cum?"

    I nodded.

    Kara scooted back until she'd cleared my toes and then grabbed my ankles and slowly rolled my body up until my feet were over my head and my stiff cock was just a handful of inches from my mouth.

    She looked down at me from above, wrapped her fingers around my stiff shaft, and stroked me slowly. "Open your mouth," she instructed.

    I opened my mouth as the kinky excitement of what she was about to make me do washed over me. My dick throbbed in her hand and I felt my balls tighten in the way they do in the moments before I cum.

    "I think you're going to look so good with cum all over your face," she said with a smile.

    She teased the head of my cock, offering an intense thrill but stopping short of pushing me over the top. She was drawing it out as my body was folded up like a pretzel, as she possessed total control over me in a way we both found thrilling.

    "Cum for me," Kara said as she tightened her grip and stroked me faster. "Cum on your face. Cum all over your face, Finn."

    I closed my eyes and kept my mouth open as an orgasm washed over me. I thought of what Kara planned to do in that bedroom once we moved in. I thought of her fucking me, fucking someone else, and making me clean her messy pussy. I thought of all of it as hot cum splashed on my face. It was an experience unlike any other - taking a facial, that is - and in the moment it absolutely enhanced the pleasure of my orgasm, making it a far kinkier experience.

    When I was finished, Kara moved to the side and released my legs. They fell to the bed and I smiled with my eyes still closed and my face covered in cum.

    "I was right," she said. "You look exceptionally good covered in cum." I heard the distinct sound of Kara fingering her pussy. She was turned on again. Turned on by my willingness to take a facial, which was incredible. "I think we're going to have to do that again, Finn. Fuck...we're definitely going to have to do that again."

    She moaned loudly and I reached up to wipe the cum off my eyelids so I could see her. I opened my eyes to see pure lust on my wife's face as she fingered her pussy at a furious pace.

    I wanted to make her cum hard, so I took a risk. "I bet one of the guys you fuck would be willing to cum on my face," I said.

    Kara smiled and an instant later she closed her eyes and a look of orgasmic pleasure washed over her face. She came. She came hard. She came hard while thinking about another man cumming on my face.

    Yes, it was a potentially gross or strange thing to suggest, but I was seconds removed from giving myself a facial and the idea of taking one from another man didn't seem all that odd to me. I did get the opportunity to experience a facial from another man, though. It took a little while, but it happened. I'd planted the seed and it turned out that Kara enjoyed the idea enough that she made it happen.

    We ended up buying that house, too, and our lives took a dramatically exciting turn just a few weeks after moving in, as our suburban neighborhood turned out to be wilder than we imagined possible. I'll tell you all about that next time, though.
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    "So, I'm gonna be so embarrassed if I'm wrong and you'll have to forgive me if I am, but are you and Finn in the lifestyle?"

    The question came from our new neighbor Addison - she lived two houses down in the suburban neighborhood we'd moved to - and I saw Kara's eyes momentarily go wide as the question was asked. We were sitting together on the back deck and we'd just about polished off a bottle of wine - Addison had quickly become a good friend along with her husband - so I imagine a slight lack of inhibition was the cause of such a direct, intimate question.

    "The lifestyle?" Kara replied, though I'm fairly certain she knew what Addison was talking about. What she didn't know was why Addison would ask such a question.

    "I'm sorry if I overstepped," Addison said. "It's just, I've noticed that you have a few friends - gentlemen friends - that come over quite often. You're very subtle about it and I'm sure none of the other neighbors pay it much attention, but I've noticed, and once or twice I've seen you walk one of those friends of yours back to his car and, if I may be so bold, the body language you both displayed on those occasions indicated that you'd just had sex."

    Kara looked taken aback, though it certainly wasn't because she thought Addison was being rude. After all, our neighbor was spot on. Kara and I were still quite active in our particular sexual lifestyle - lots of cuckolding and femdom play, as you know by now - despite having moved to the suburbs.

    "Yes, we're in the lifestyle, or a lifestyle, I guess," Kara finally answered.

    Addison smiled brightly and reached out to rest her hand on Kara's forearm. "I knew I'd found a kindred spirit the moment we met. I mean, I wasn't entirely sure until a few weeks ago, but there was just something about you, Kara. About the both of you, in fact. It's the sort of thing you can just tell about a person, you know? Just like you can tell if someone's an uptight asshole when it comes to sex, you can tell if someone shares the same open-minded approach."

    Kara looked downright giddy. At that point it wasn't entirely clear what sort of sexual lifestyle Addison and her husband Don practiced, but it was obvious it wasn't typical.

    "If it's not being too pushy, may I ask about the particulars of your approach to having a vibrant sex life as a married couple?" Addison asked.

    Kara looked at me and I nodded. I was feeling a little bit drunk in that giddy kind of way and I really liked the idea of being able to share at least some of the particulars of our lifestyle with a neighbor.

    "We have a female led marriage," Kara said, eliciting a smile from Addison as she glanced my way. "That's particularly true in the bedroom. Finn is a sexual submissive through and through. I control his orgasms. I control when we fuck and how we fuck. I often fuck him with a strapon. And, as you've noticed, I'm free to take a lover as I see fit and of course Finn remains faithful to me."

    Addison looked at me, smiled, and asked, "So you're a cuckold?"

    I nodded.

    "How exciting. Well, Don and I are swingers and we're both permitted to play with other people on our own, though we have high standards for who we play with," Addison shared. "We also attend a monthly gathering of swingers and other open-minded people in this lovely little town of ours. I think you two should come to the next part as our guests."

    "A swingers party. Really?" Kara asked with an obvious sense of intrigue in her voice. "I honestly didn't know those were a thing anymore, though I suppose I shouldn't be surprised. Finn and I are happy practitioners of an alternative lifestyle, so of course other people are too."

    "We are," Addison replied with a smile. "There are lots of us, too. There are usually 30 to 40 people in attendance at any given party and some are pillars of the community. The sort you wouldn't expect to show up at a party where just about everyone gets naked and gets laid - multiple times, usually - before the night is over. Most of our closest friends attend the parties, though. And, there are a few cuckolds like you, Finn, so you needn't worry about standing out. In fact, the cuckold couples are often quite popular."

    "Really?" I asked.

    Addison nodded and finished her glass of wine. "Absolutely. Some men - my husband included - really like the idea of fucking a cuckold's wife. I think they like the notion of fucking her better, of, in some ways, putting the cuckold in his place. I'm not entirely sure, I just know that there are always lots of men eager to fuck a cuckold's wife at our little parties. Sometimes I get a little jealous, if I'm being honest. I always think that it would be nice to choose from almost any man at the party."

    Kara looked delighted at the notion. "So you're saying that there's a good chance that I'd be one of those women?"

    Addison nodded. "I am. Especially if you put Finn's cock in chastity. For some reason the sight of a chastity cage on a man's cock drives some of the alpha males wild, like it's some sort of primal signal. Again, I don't really understand it, I've just seen it in action. Plus, a chastity cage is a perfect way of letting everyone know that Finn is your cuck without having to explain it to everyone."

    The look on Kara's face made it obvious that my dick would be in chastity when we attended this party we'd just been invited to. She was beyond excited.

    "There are a handful of dommes that attend, too, so if you wanted to watch someone else take a strapon to your husband's ass you'd almost certainly have the chance," Addison explained. "Hell, some of the guys would happily fuck your cuck if you wanted it. As you might imagine, the kinds of people that attend a party like this tend to be far more sexually flexible than your average man or woman."

    Kara and Addison both looked at me, but it was my wife that I stared at. I couldn't quite tell what she was thinking, though it seemed obvious that she was at least a little bit intrigued at the idea of watching me with a man. I was not quite so keen on that, but that's the sort of thing that the vast majority of straight men would find revolting upon first hearing about it.

    "Has he had any bisexual experience?" Addison asked. I took note of the fact that she didn't ask me. It made me smile, though, as I enjoyed that she was respecting the female led nature of our marriage.

    "He hasn't," Kara replied. "He takes my strapon regularly, though. I make him suck it and I fuck him at least once a week, sometimes more often depending on how dominant I'm feeling. I've let a friend fuck him, too, and I'll admit that I found it thoroughly enjoyable to watch him take someone else's strapon."

    Addison looked at me, smiled, and asked, "If she wanted you to suck a man's cock or let him fuck you, would you?"

    I looked at my wife and nodded. It was not an idea that excited me, but as any submissive knows, there is something quite exciting about doing as your domme desires, even if you're not interested in it. Sometimes, it's actually more exciting to do something that you're not interested in, as it's the ultimate form of submission.

    "He's a good boy," Kara said.

    "He certainly is," Addison replied. "And you're a lucky woman."

    Kara nodded. "Yes, I am." She turned to Addison and asked, "So, when's the next party? You've got me excited."

    "Next weekend. Most of the parties are at night, but this one's a pool party. It's held on, well, I guess you could call it an estate. The hosts are wealthy. Old family money. The estate is gorgeous, but the best part is that you have all the privacy in the world. They hosted a party last summer, too, and while they requested that no one actually fuck in the pool, there was plenty of incredible sex happening all around the pool and in the house. Plus, outside of the sex, it was just a great party," Addison explained.

    Kara looked positively giddy and I felt largely the same way. I was a little apprehensive about exposing myself as a cuckold to such a large group of people and about what I might be asked to do at the party, but all of that brought a certain kind of excitement, too, in the way that sometimes the unknown can be exciting.

    "We'll be there," Kara said. "And thank you so much for inviting us, Addison. And for being such a good friend since we moved in."

    "Oh, it's my pleasure," Addison replied. "To be honest, people are going to love that I found another cuckold couple to invite to the parties."

    "Would you have any interest in enjoying my cuckold's tongue?" Kara asked. "I've trained him well so he's quite adept at eating pussy."

    Addison looked at me, smiled, and said, "I thought you'd never ask."

    She spread her legs and her skirt rode up. I set my glass on the table, dropped to my knees, and crawled towards our beautiful neighbor.

    "May I remove your panties?" I asked. She nodded. I reached up and pulled off the surprisingly sexy thong Addison had on and then I crawled a little closer and went to work.

    Her pussy tasted and smelled fantastic and it wasn't long before I'd given her the orgasm she deserved. I did my job as a good submissive and Kara rewarded me by welcoming me between her legs to worship her pussy. While I did, the women talked more about the party, and about the fun Addison and her husband had enjoyed at past parties, including a rather lurid story of a cuckold getting spit roasted by two bisexual men while his wife watched and masturbated. Kara came right at the conclusion of that story and I couldn't help but wonder if I'd end up getting spit roasted at the party.

    
      
    

    The estate was magnificent, as Addison had said. The house was expansive and exceptionally well-built - it must have been over 100 years old, though they'd renovated - but it was the grounds of the state that I found most impressive. Addison was right about the privacy, too. People could have run naked through the grass and gardens and woods around the estate and no one would have seen a thing.

    Addison and Don were the first to greet us when we arrived at the party. She was in a bikini - a remarkably revealing bikini, which made sense - and Don was dressed in a pair of swim trunks. They each had a drink in their hands and it wasn't long before Kara and I each had a strong beverage too.

    "I think you should strip," Kara said to me after we got our drinks.

    I was a little taken aback. I'd seen a few naked people as we made our way to the bar, but most of the guests were still clothed, at least to a certain degree.

    "I think it would be good if everyone saw that you're a cuckold," Kara continued. "A good, caged, submissive cuckold."

    Addison, Don, and Kara were all looking at me and they all wore smiles on their faces. I wasn't sure, but I thought I detected a certain kind of delight on Don's face. It made me think of what Addison had said about how many of the guys at the parties couldn't help but want to fuck the wives of the cuckolds, as if there was something utterly irresistible about it.

    I stripped. Of course I stripped. There was never a chance I was going to resist. I stripped and Addison helpfully took my clothes and set them in a small locker in what was a sizable coat closet.

    "How does it feel?" Kara asked as she reached out and caressed my cock in the chastity cage we'd bought just for the occasion.

    I'd worn it a little each day since we'd bought it but I hadn't yet gotten comfortable in it. My cock had effectively been Kara's property for years at that point, but the mental effect of being locked in a literal cage was an entirely different thing. It wasn't a bad thing, though. There was something rather hot about it, actually, as I had completely surrendered control, and of course that sort of thing is arousing to a submissive.

    "It's still a little uncomfortable," I said as her touch inspired just a hint of growth in the cage. "I like it, though."

    "Of course you do," Addison replied as she reached out and ran her fingers down my arm. "I've never met a cuck who didn't love having his cock locked in a cage. After all, what better way is there to show the world what kind of man you are?"

    It was true and there was something thrilling about hearing another woman say it while my wife stood there and smiled.

    After I'd revealed my locked cock, Addison and Don took us around the party and introduced us to what felt like half the people there. Every single person looked at my cock in its cage and they all smiled. A few commented on how nice it was to have another cuckold couple at the party, and most commented on how beautiful Kara was.

    It seemed obvious that just about every man we were introduced to wanted to fuck my wife. Addison made an effort to point out that it was our first party and that first timers tended to be a little less active than most guests, but that only seemed to enflame the desires of the various men - and a few of the women, actually - eyeballing my wife.

    To be honest, seeing so many people feel desire for Kara really turned me on. I actually got a little embarrassed when my cock started leaking. One of the women we met pointed it out and everyone looked and smiled. The husband we'd just been introduced to had a little chuckle and made sure to mention that it seemed like I was quite turned on at the idea of my wife getting fucked in front of a group of people at a party.

    "Would you enjoy that, Finn?" Kara asked as half a dozen sets of eyes focused on me. "Would you enjoy watching me get fucked in front of some of our new friends? Would you enjoy being on your knees and watching as your wife moans with another man's cock inside her?"

    I nodded and she reached out to play with my balls, furthering my pleasure and eliciting a moan that couldn't help but escape my throat as she teased me.

    After that, Addison and Don led us out to the pool and we saw a beautiful naked woman giving a blowjob to a man sitting on the edge of the pool. His cock was impressively large, though her skill at taking nearly half of the long, thick shaft was just as impressive.

    A beautiful moan drew our attention to a couple having sex on a lounge chair. The guy was on his back and the woman - who whore a shiny silver bikini top and no bottoms - was taking his dick for a ride. A handful of people were watching them, including some that were masturbating gleefully to the sight of a stiff cock penetrating a tight, wet pussy over and over.

    "Wow," Kara said as she surveyed the action unfolding by the pool, which had grown to include a few couples kissing and caressing each other in acts of beautiful foreplay.

    "It can be a little overwhelming your first time," Addison replied. "Remember, you don't have to do anything you don’t want to. No pressure at all. You're welcome to watch, to masturbate as other people play - most couples that attend these parties love being watched, after all - or to take a dip in the pool and then get a tan without watching anyone."

    Kara looked at Addison, smiled, and said, "We've only just gotten here and already I'm wet. There's no way I'm leaving without getting fucked at least once, and I can't imagine I'll be able to stop at just once." Then she looked at me and added, "Plus, there's so much fun to be had with my loyal, caged cuck."

    Addison, Don, and Kara all looked at me as my cock throbbed in the cage. I wasn't sure what pleasures - or horrors, I suppose - my day would hold, but it was so obvious that they were all thinking of the ways they could utilize me for their satisfaction.

    "Have you ever been with two men at once?" Addison asked.

    "No," Kara replied.

    Addison smiled. "It's exquisite. For me, at least. There are few things I love more than being an object of lust for two men. I feed on their desire - their need, even - for me. I feed on their lust to be inside me, to enjoy my body, to pursue their pleasure using my mouth, pussy, hands, and even my ass if I'm feeling generous."

    I couldn't help but imagine Kara fucking two men at the same time. I imagined her riding one guy and blowing another and then pictured her on her hands and knees with a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy. My dick throbbed in its cage, which would become a remarkably frequent event at the party.

    "Would you like to watch me with two men?" Addison asked.

    "Yes, I would," Kara answered.

    Addison took her husband's hand and led him to the other side of the pool as Kara and I followed. "Kara, Finn, this is Luis," she said as we approached a dark-skinned man in a Speedo that highlighted what looked to be a remarkably big cock.

    "It's nice to meet you," Luis said with a bright smile as he stood, approached Addison, and gave her a soft kiss on the lips.

    She immediately reached for his crotch and freed his cock from the Speedo. Her fingers encircled the soft shaft and she stroked him while their lips met for another kiss, this one with a wealth of tongue. Don moved behind his wife and kissed her neck as he untied her bikini top, tossed it on the ground, and cupped her breasts while she moaned into Luis's mouth.

    Just a few weeks prior I'd known Addison as our neighbor and friend. Now she was on the verge of having a threesome just a few feet in front of me and I was standing there with my cock in a cage. That's the joy of the lifestyle Kara and I found our way into, though. It's far more interesting than the typical suburban existence.

    Addison dropped to her knees, freed both Luis's and her husband's cocks, and went to work. She stroked one and sucked the other and then swapped. Soon enough she had both men hard as a rock and she seemed to find it genuinely joyful to be blowing them both at the same time.

    "Could you really see yourself doing that?" I asked Kara as we both watched our neighbor pleasure two men.

    "Yes," Kara replied.

    It's one thing to imagine your wife in a threesome with two other guys. It's another thing entirely to hear her admit that she'd also been imagining that very thing. I'm not sure why, but I found it so thrilling. I had that heart pounding thing that happens when you're really excited, and of course there was the fairly painful throbbing of my cock in the cage.

    "I can imagine you doing that, too," Kara said as she grabbed my ass.

    I looked at her, but she was watching Addison. There was no way of knowing if Kara was being serious, if she had any intention of me ending up on my knees in front of two men before the day was over. There was no doubt she'd be able to find two men that would want a cuck to blow them, but it was unclear if she was actually interested in that.

    "You know what I'd like right now?" Kara asked.

    "I'll do anything," I replied. Yes, I was nervous about my wife making me suck cock, but I'm also a submissive and I was willing and ready to do whatever she wanted.

    "I'd like you to undress me and then get on your knees and eat my pussy," she said.

    Given that it was a pool party, Kara was dressed in a bikini and a semi-sheer cover up, so it was really quite simple to undress her. I did so while Addison moved to her hands and knees on one of the lounge chairs. I watched her husband slide into her pussy from behind as Luis sat on the lounge chair and presented his cock for Addison's eager mouth.

    Once Kara was naked, I got on my knees in front of her and ate her pussy. I could hear the threesome unfolding behind me and I looked up to see a hypnotic look in my wife's eyes as she watched our friend pleasure two men at the same time.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" a guy we hadn't met said as he stood next to Kara.

    She looked at him, smiled, and said, "It is."

    "Hi, I'm Darryl," he said.

    Kara shook his hand and introduced herself. She introduced me, too. "And that's my cuck, Finn," she said. I actually moaned. I moaned because she referred to me as her cuck. I don't know why, but it was just so fucking hot.

    "You're a lucky woman," Darryl said as he looked down at me. "Most men aren't willing to lock up their cocks and put their wife's pleasure first."

    Kara looked down, smiled, and replied, "Well, in some cases, it would be a shame for a man to lock up his cock. Like yours, for instance."

    Darryl was quite pleased with Kara's compliment and I was a little bit stunned by the whole thing. Suddenly it seemed as though my wife was on the verge of getting fucked by a man she'd just met.

    "How would you feel about my cuck preparing your cock with his mouth, Darryl?" Kara asked.

    I felt a sense of panic rise up in my chest.

    "I don't think I'd mind that at all," Darryl replied. "Though I suppose it depends on what he's preparing me for."

    Kara smiled, reached out, and took hold of Darryl's cock, which is when I turned to look at it. It was quite large. Long, thick, and blessed with a rather plump head, and he wasn't even fully erect yet.

    "He'd be preparing you to fuck me, of course," she said. "This is our first time at a party like this, and yours is the nicest cock I've seen yet, and I'd really like to get fucked by a nice, big cock."

    "Then I'd be more than happy to have your cuck husband fluff me for you," Darryl answered.

    Kara stepped back, looked down at me, and said, "It's time, Finn. It's time for you to suck cock for me, to get him hard for me, to be a good cuckold. Will you do that?"

    "Yes, I will," I replied.

    I turned to Darryl and crawled a little closer as Addison's moans filled the air. I wasn't sure what was happening, but she was definitely enjoying herself. I crawled closer and Kara stroked the cock that would soon be in my mouth.

    "Suck him for me, Finn," she instructed. "Suck his cock for me."

    I heard the lust in her voice. I heard the desire. It propelled me forward. I wanted to deepen that lust my wife felt. I wanted to responsible for her arousal. So I sucked cock for her. I gave my first real blowjob. I took a man's dick in my mouth for the first time.

    It was different from sucking her strapon. Much different. The head was softer and the shaft was actually a little harder. It tasted different, too, though it's hard to describe the actual taste. A little salty, I guess. Kara moaned the moment I took him in my mouth, and then Darryl took one of her breasts in his hand and leaned over. They kissed as I sucked cock and she moaned into his mouth. He got hard for me, too. Hard for her, I suppose. He got hard in my mouth. He got rock hard, too.

    It might sound strange, but I knew I was doing a good job when he started leaking precum onto my tongue. I could taste the sweetness and it felt like a reward, of sorts, because it was proof that I was being a good cuck.

    "Finn, be a good cuck and go grab us a condom," Kara instructed.

    I let the cock fall from my lips. I got up and hurried towards the basket of condoms we'd passed by on our way to our current spot by the pool. I saw a few more couples fucking. I saw a woman giving an incredible deepthroat blowjob.

    When I returned with the condom, Kara was on her knees blowing Darryl. She was doing so with incredible passion, too. She sucked and stroked and kept eye contact with him, demonstrating her lust and seemingly demonstrating that she was all in on the sex party concept.

    I handed her the condom and she rolled it down his dick. Then she stood, directed Darryl to sit on a lounge chair, and mounted him. His cock was in her pussy a moment later. She sat down on him, taking him balls deep as I watched from my knees behind her.

    "How does it look?" Kara asked.

    "Perfect," I replied.

    "Would you like to help?" she asked.

    I nodded.

    "Then you can lick my asshole and suck on his balls as we fuck," she said. "You've already sucked dick, so there's no reason you shouldn't go a little further. You can help until we both cum."

    "Thank you," I replied.

    I know. It might sound crazy to thank your wife after she just told you - instructed, really - to suck balls and eat ass while she fucked another man. The thing was, I felt submissive bliss throughout my whole body when she told me what to do. I felt the joy of getting to serve her, and to serve the man that was about to give her an orgasm. I felt like I was serving my purpose. The most important purpose of my life, which was to do whatever it took to meet my wife's needs.

    So I ate her ass and sucked his balls while they fucked. I alternated between the two, I played with his balls while eating her ass, I massaged her ass while sucking on his balls. I licked wildly and wondrously and I did so like a good cuckold is supposed to.

    I got groped a few times while it unfolded. I didn't bother looking back when it happened, either. A few strong hands grabbed my ass and gave it a good squeeze and someone even gave my locked up cock a tug. None of it was malicious or scary, though, so it just turned me on. The whole thing just turned me on.

    Kara came on Darryl's cock after a good, long ride and it was a damn good orgasm based on how loud she got. He came, too, and I actually got to see his cock pulsing and bouncing as he unloaded in the condom while her pussy swallowed him whole.

    It was just the start of the fun, too. We stayed all day and into the night and Kara completely exhausted herself exploring what was an entirely new kind of pleasure. I'll tell you more about it next time.
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    "What did you think of what Rick was wearing at the last party?" Kara asked.

    We'd been attending the swingers parties for nearly six months at that point and Rick was the only other submissive cuckold we'd met. At the last party he'd been wearing a leather collar with a leash attached, a pair of leather cuffs, and an exceptionally small black cock cage.

    "Uh, I don't really know," I answered, mostly because I hadn't given Rick's outfit - if you could even call it that - much thought. "Why do you ask?"

    It was a particularly lazy - in a good way - Sunday afternoon as this conversation unfolded. Kara was in the closet looking through her clothes - I couldn't tell you why - and I was idly scrolling through Instagram.

    My beautiful, dominant wife stepped out of the closet with a smile on her face and I rested my phone on my chest and took note of how good she looked despite wearing no makeup, having her hair pulled up into a top knot, and wearing little more than a pair of leggings and a tank top.

    "You're so beautiful," I said as I considered the likelihood of Kara letting me worship her pussy if I begged for it.

    "Why thank you," she replied. "And I was asking about the outfit because I like the idea of accessorizing you at the next party. I don't know about a collar and leash - pet play doesn't really do it for me - but I like the idea of having you wear something outside of your chastity device. I know the cage announces to everyone that you're a sub cuck and that I certainly don't have to do anything more to make your role clear, but I still like the idea of having something extra for you to wear."

    "Like what?" I asked with just a hint of excitement in my voice. To be honest, I probably would have found it thrilling to wear a collar and leash. I liked the way almost everyone at the parties saw me as the submissive cuckold that I am. I liked that as we attended more of them, people started treating me as such, too. I liked that I'd get a smack on the ass here and there, or that Kara had gotten to know a few men well enough that they were free to demand that I fluff them whether they intended on fucking my wife or another woman.

    "Well, I could see putting you in some sort of collar, actually," she said. "Just not one with a leash attached. I feel like I'd want something other than a typical leather collar, though. I could see making you wear some sort of cuck jewelry and I could definitely see making you show up in a cuck t-shirt before you strip. I'll admit that I really like the idea of putting you in a different kind of underwear, too."

    Kara seemed to get a little bit turned on as she described the various ways she had considered dressing me up, all of which were at least mildly humiliating and all of which I found intriguing.

    "What kind of underwear?" I asked.

    She smiled. "Well, I did some browsing online and there are these g-string type things that are basically just little pouches that would hold your locked up cock. I even saw one that has the cuck symbol on it, and I kind of like the idea of actually drawing even more attention to the fact that your dick is small and locked up while we're at those parties. I like the idea of every single person there knowing that my husband won't be fucking me, that his purpose is to serve me, and that there's a very good chance that if a man wants to dominate your mouth with his cock that I'll give him permission to do so."

    She was getting turned on. I could see it in her body language. I could see it in her eyes and the way her breathing had changed. I could hear it in her voice, too. She wasn't the only one. Kara's domination always turned me on and my arousal tended to mirror hers, especially when it was the idea of dominating me that got her all wet.

    The parties had unlocked a new version of my dominant wife. She'd become far freer and more confident with her sexuality and, to my surprise, she'd become a more confident domme. I wasn't actually sure that was possible, but Kara found a new level and had taken a deeper level of control over our marriage. To my delight, I found an even deeper level of pleasure in the control she'd seized, and as you've probably already surmised, Kara had become more confident in helping me expand my sexuality.

    "I was considering having you wear a pair of panties, too," she said.

    I've done things I wasn't excited about. The first time I sucked cock and the first time I got fucked by a man, I wasn't excited about it. I didn't dread it, but I wasn't excited. Over time, I've come to enjoy those acts, to find them thrilling because Kara gets such satisfaction out of it. I've come to see them as the ultimate act of submission to my wife, my domme, my goddess.

    The idea of wearing panties for Kara was, if I'm being honest, actually a little bit exciting. I'm not sure I could clearly explain why. It was one of those things where the excitement comes before a thought has even entered my head. My pulse quickened a little. I felt that mild tingling sensation between my legs, the sort that always comes when I'm deeply excited and when a tidal wave of arousal is soon to follow.

    "Really?" I asked tentatively, mostly because it felt embarrassing to express genuine excitement at the idea of being the only man wearing a pair of panties at a sex party.

    Kara nodded, knelt down, and emerged from the closet with a pair of pink lace panties dangling from her fingers. I sat up and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. She stepped between them and held the panties in front of my face.

    "I wore these last weekend," she said. "I got fucked in these, in fact. I was on my hands and knees. He pulled them aside. He rubbed his beautiful cock over my pussy lips and slid inside me."

    "I remember," I replied. "I was on my knees next to him. I sucked his cock before he put it inside you."

    She smiled, leaned down, and kissed me. Her tongue slipped into my mouth as she rubbed the panties over my cheek. The fabric felt soft and delicate and my cock - which was free of its chastity device - quickly reached an exceptionally stiff state.

    "I know," she said softly. "I got so turned on watching you suck his dick for me. Or, more accurately, I got wet watching him fuck your mouth. He was really quite a dominant man, wasn't he?"

    I nodded. He'd grabbed two handfuls of my hair, guided his cock into my mouth, and fucked my face vigorously. He made me look up at him as he used my mouth and I could see the pleasure in his eyes. I could see how much he enjoyed dominating me in front of my wife. I could hear how much Kara had enjoyed it, too, as she moaned and fingered her pussy while watching him use me. He'd made me put on a condom on his dick after pulling out of my mouth and then he'd fucked my wife from behind until she'd had such a potent orgasm that her legs and ass trembled from the pleasure of it.

    "I think a man like that would be even more inclined to dominate you if he saw you in a pair of pretty panties," Kara said as she stepped back, took my hand, and pulled me to my feet. She unbuttoned my shorts and pushed them down with my underwear. She then wrapped the panties around my stiff cock and leaned in to kiss my neck as I moaned from the pleasure of it all.

    "I think he'd see your caged little dick in a delicate pair of panties and that alpha male energy would be even stronger. I think he'd want to show me what I was missing, show me what it's like to be with a man that doesn't have a submissive bone in his body," she continued. "And I think I like the idea of that. I like being the woman at those parties that every man wants to fuck, the one that has her pick of any cock she desires, the one that can get fucked half a dozen times in a night if she so chooses."

    Kara had not yet enjoyed more than three men at any given party, but it was entirely believable that she'd welcome half a dozen cocks inside her if she was in the mood. If ever a woman was going to pursue that sort of pleasure, it would be at the sort of parties we attended, which were filled with our friends and neighbors.

    "Your cock is awfully hard, Finn," she said with a smile.

    "I know," I replied.

    "Are you excited at the idea of your wife accessorizing her cuckold at the next party?" she asked.

    I nodded. By that point in our lives, I was excited at just about anything that had even the whiff of domination, and Kara using me as a kinky dress up doll struck me as a great way to express her dominant side.

    "I was thinking I'd plug your ass, too," she said. "Since I'll have you in a thong, anytime you bend over even a little people will see that your tight little ass is plugged up, and I think we both know what some of the men will think when they see that you're plugged."

    They'd think that I was open to being fucked, or, more accurately, that Kara was open to offering my ass if she deemed someone to be both worthy of it and safe to take it.

    Now, I can understand that most men might find that idea horrifying, disgusting, or perhaps just a bit scary. I felt that way before I got fucked by a man for the first time, but to be honest, it's not that different from being taken by a strapon. The hands that grab your hips are a little stronger and if the guy has hairy legs you can feel them slamming into your ass and the backs of your thighs, but it's not at all the different, at least not physically.

    Of course, it is different, isn't it? It's not a woman fucking me with a rubber dick. It's not a role reversal/power exchange. It's gay sex. It's a man fucking my ass. It's a man using my ass for his pleasure. It's not me sucking cock to get it hard so it can fuck my wife. It's the purest expression of my evolving sexuality to be bent over and fucked in the ass by a man while my wife watches.

    It's the last part that's meaningful, though. Kara watched both times I was fucked. She watched and she got hugely aroused. The first time I could see her pussy and how wet it was because she was masturbating right in front of me. She'd purposefully denied me the chance to eat her pussy - positioning herself so I was less than a foot from it while she masturbated - but I was close enough to see every beautiful detail, including the exceptionally wet flesh between her labia.

    "You know I like watching you get fucked," Kara said as she pulled the panties from my cock and pushed me into the bed.

    I fell to my back and watched as she quickly stripped out of her clothes and crawled on top of me. She yanked my shirt off and tossed it aside before digging her fingernails into my chest. I winced from the sudden pain and then moaned as she engulfed my stiff cock in her wet, warm pussy.

    "I've gotten off both times you took a dick in your ass, Finn," she said. "I've cum incredibly hard both times, in fact."

    I knew that. I'd watched her orgasm both times. In the first instance I'd watched the juices literally drip out of her pussy as she screamed in pleasure while someone used my ass. In the second instance we'd been face to face as we both got fucked from behind, which was a far more intimate experience - with Kara, that is - than I thought was possible. She came while we were kissing as we both took dick in doggystyle and I honestly got pretty close to cumming, too, which would have really been something, as I never imagined myself unleashing a load with a dick in my ass.

    "Of course, I won't let it happen all that often," Kara said as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth, bathing my cock in her incredible heat and wetness. "I'm afraid the pleasure of it would fade for me if you were suddenly an anal whore for any man that wanted a piece of you. Plus, I really like the idea of you spending most of the party wondering if I'm going to make you get on your hands and knees for a man."

    She was lost in lust - fueled by her dominant desires - and it was beautiful. It made me doubly eager to offer my submission, to do anything and everything my wife wanted in the name of satisfying her.

    "Maybe I'll make you beg for it next time," she said. It seemed that she was actually well on her way to an orgasm, that taunting and teasing me about getting fucked by a man had left her pussy soaked and her body humming with desire. "Would you beg a man to fuck you, Finn? Would you get on your knees in front of him, look up at him, and beg him to take your ass, to mount you from behind and fuck you for his pleasure? Would you beg him to put you in your place as a submissive cuckold and use you like an anal whore?"

    "Yes," I admitted. I wasn't just saying it for her benefit, either. If Kara instructed me to beg like that, I'd do it. Of course I'd do it. I'd humiliate myself for her. I'd do it in front of a room of people if that's what she wanted. The truth was, at the parties we attended, most people would have found it just as thrilling as Kara.

    She closed her eyes, leaned back, and began to grind her hips back and forth at a rapid pace. Kara reached up and took her perky breasts in her hands, squeezing and kneading them as I watched and tried my best not to cum inside her before she'd gotten what she needed out of riding me.

    I was getting awfully close to my climax when Kara lifted her pussy from my cock and slid her hips forward, dragging her wetness over my chest and stomach before sitting on my face and smothering me. The folds of her pussy spread over my lips, chin, and cheeks and my nose rubbed against her clit as Kara looked down, smiled, and then grabbed a tight handful of my hair.

    "Addison is trying to convince Don to fuck you," Kara said with a smile as she sat on my face like it was a piece of furniture. "As you know, she loves watching you get fucked. I think she might be a bit more dominant than she lets on and I think she likes to live vicariously through me sometimes. I like it, though. I like that I can help our neighbor have a little extra fun as she watches me dominate you. I wonder, though, how it would feel to take our neighbor's cock in your ass. Would you struggle to look him in the eye the next time they come over for dinner? Would you have trouble saying hello when you see him in the neighborhood because you'd be thinking about the time he bent you over and took your ass because I demanded it?"

    Kara didn't let me answer, but she didn't really care about my answer. She was getting off on the mere thought of me submitting to being taken anally by our neighbor. I wasn't sure she'd actually let it happen, but I would have submitted if that's what Kara desired, for it was my purpose to submit to her in whatever way she craved.

    Finally, after a good, long smothering during which it was honestly somewhat difficult to breathe, Sarah lifted her pussy from my face, dragged it down my body, and took my cock inside her.

    "I'd submit," I said the first moment I could. "I'd let Don fuck me. I'd beg him to fuck me if that's what you wanted, Kara."

    She smiled and bounced on my cock.

    "Serving you, making you happy, fulfilling your desires, that's what satisfies me, Kara. That's what makes me happier than anything else, what makes me happier than I ever imagined possible. Serving you is my purpose in life," I said.

    She leaned forward and ran her fingers through the juices on my face while slowly riding my cock. She slipped those fingers into my mouth and smiled. "And dominating you is my purpose in life, Finn. I take great pleasure in shaping you into being the submissive I need. Your willingness to push through every boundary, to do as I desire without hesitation, satisfies me in beautiful, unexpected ways each and every time it happens. And if I decide that Don's going to fuck you, I will make you beg for it, if only because it would make Addison's pussy wet to hear you beg for her husband's dick."

    "Can I cum?" I asked.

    Kara smiled and nodded. "Yes, you may." She sat up, put her hands on my chest, and rode me faster. "You'll have to clean up your mess, of course."

    Cumming inside Kara was a rare treat, so of course I would be willing to clean her pussy. A good sub always cleans his messes, after all, and I was nothing if not a good sub.

    Kara was a good domme, too. A perfect domme, really. She'd slowly pulled me into subspace in our bedroom that day, dragging me deeper and deeper with dirty talk and fantasies of getting fucked by anyone she deemed worthy of taking my ass. She filled my head with beautiful submissive thoughts and turned me on at the same time, allowing me into her pussy and fucking me slowly, luring me ever closer to an orgasm and associating that pleasure with both my submission and thoughts of anal sex with men.

    I came in her pussy as all those thoughts filled my head. I unloaded in my wife and domme and she smiled while slowly rocking her hips and milking every last drop of cum from my cock. Then she got on her back, spread her legs, and pointed to her pussy.

    I cleaned my mess without giving it a second thought. I licked my cum out of Kara and provided her with an orgasm in the process. Then we cuddled and shared soft kisses as I thanked her for being a wonderful domme and she thanked me for being a good submissive.

    All told, it was a perfect afternoon.

    Oh, and if you're wondering, Don did end up fucking me at one of the parties and I did beg for it while both Kara and Addison watched. Thankfully, there wasn't any awkwardness. If anything, we were better friends afterwards than we were before. I guess sharing a truly kinky experience can bring people together.

  
    Scent Training for Your Cuckold

    The first part of this idea - which I've done - is that you have a perfume that you only wear when you're going out with a bull. You never, ever wear it for your cuckold.

    It's a little more thrilling if you have a situation where you can arrange dates without telling him. That way when you come out of the bedroom looking gorgeous and he asks where you're going, you need only to give him a quick kiss on the cheek and he'll know.

    He'll smell the perfume. Every part of him will know that you're going to get fucked by another man. He'll remember the last time you went out wearing that perfume. He'll think of whatever happened that night. He'll feel pleasure and jealousy and excitement all rolled into one and you won't have to have said a word to him.

    Scent is tied far more powerfully to memory than anything else, so pick a seductive perfume and make sure you only wear it when you're going to see someone else. If you have multiple bulls, you could pick out a perfume for each of them so your cuckold knows which man you're going to see depending on how you smell.

    This is doubly fun when he thinks you're going out to run a simple errand. You're in jeans and a sweater and you tell him you're going to the grocery store. You give him a quick hug and he smells the perfume. Now he knows that you're making another stop on the way home or that you're meeting up with someone for a parking lot quickie. You don't say a word. You tease him. You drive him wild.

    You can also have your bull participate in your cuckold’s scent training. Have him wear a particular cologne every time you see him. You'll smell like it when you get home. You can hug your cuckold and let him know that you've been with another man by scent.

    It's all very animalistic, but I promise that he'll love smelling another man on you. He'll love that he knows - without you having said anything - that you just got fucked or gave a blowjob.

    He'll want you and then you have all the power. You can have fun with that if you like. Make him wait to pleasure you. Make him give you a foot massage while you refuse to even acknowledge that you were with a bull. Drive him wild by denying him what he craves and then finally letting him enjoy those cuckold pleasures that you know he loves more than anything.

    It's just perfume or cologne, and yet it holds the power to drive your cuckold husband wild with wondrous desire. Isn't it good to be a hotwife?

  
    Secret Cuckolding

    “Fuck, that feels incredible.”

    Lauren worked his cock deeper into her throat. She played with his balls. He felt his shaft throbbing as she blew him.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he announced.

    She kept his cock in her mouth. She bobbed up and down on the shaft. She worked the head with her tongue. She put every trick she’d ever learned to use in the name of making him cum. She wanted to be memorable.

    He groaned. His cum sprayed into her mouth. She sealed her lips tight around his cock to make sure none of his cum leaked out. Lauren swallowed when he’d finished.

    “Fuck, you’re amazing,” he said.

    “Thank you,” she replied before wiping a mixture of saliva and cum from the corners of her mouth. “Your cum tastes better than most.”

    He smiled and sat back. His eyes closed as he basked in the bliss of a great orgasm. Lauren couldn’t help but feel good.

    “This was fun,” she said while reaching for the door handle.

    “Wait, you don’t want me to do you?” he asked.

    “That’s lovely to offer, but no. I’m good.”

    Lauren stepped out of the car, made sure her dress was still in place, ran her fingers through her hair, and headed back to the bar.

    “You’re such a slut,” her friend Lindsay said as Lauren rejoined her.

    “Yes I am,” she said, “and I have a husband to get home to, so I’ll see you later.”

    “Tell Chris I said hi,” Lindsay added as she lifted her drink.

    “Of course.”

    Lauren smiled as she left the bar. Chris thought she was at Lindsay’s house. He thought she was enjoying a few glasses of wine and lots of “girl talk.” He had no idea she and Lindsay went out hunting for guys on those girl’s nights. He had no idea his wife was such a slut.

    On the ride home, Lauren let her mind wander to her favorite part of an evening out with Lindsay. It was always about going home to Chris. It was about the intense thrill she found in luring him to their bed after she’d been with another man. It was about the joy he seemed to feel when she’d come into the house and attack him.

    “Thank you,” Lauren said to the Lyft driver as she stepped out of the car and strode towards her front door. Her excitement was palpable. The dampness between her legs was exceptional.

    “Hey honey!” Lauren called out as she let herself in.

    “Hey,” Chris replied.

    Lauren was pleased to see him up and moving towards her before she even entered the living room. He was like a well-trained puppy. He might not have been conscious of it, but she’d made it so that he came to expect a sexual treat when she got home from her naughty nights with Lindsay.

    “You look so good,” he said as Lauren approached.

    She’d worn a pleated skirt, a tight long-sleeve top and a pair of black leather boots with three inch heels. It was suggestive instead of slutty, but Lauren couldn’t be as over-the-top as she wanted to be if she was supposed to be going to her friend’s house for a few glasses of wine.

    “You mentioned that,” she replied with a smile. 

    Chris had been unable to keep his eyes off of her before Lauren left. She liked dressing in a way he found alluring. She found that it helped distract him from any thoughts that she might have been naughty while she was out.

    As Chris took her in his arms Lauren felt the same rush of excitement that had got her hooked on cheating on him in the first place. They were going to kiss. He was going to taste the lips that had been wrapped around another man’s cock. Her tongue – the same tongue that had been coated with another man’s cum - was going to invade his mouth. It was all going to turn him on and the fact that he had no idea turned her on in ways she could barely comprehend.

    “I missed you,” she said.

    Chris smiled and kissed her. Lauren aggressively pushed her tongue into his mouth. She couldn’t hold back. It felt so astonishingly kinky and naughty. It thrilled her that he was tasting another man’s cock and cum.

    “I missed you too,” Chris said as he pulled away.

    Lauren studied his face, just as she always did. She wanted to see if he noticed anything. It had been twenty minutes since she’d swallowed the other man’s load, so it was unlikely the taste was still in her mouth.

    She couldn’t contain her giddiness. She felt the arousal building between her legs. It was the same as always. She wanted more.

    They kissed again. This time Chris’s hands moved under her skirt and squeezed her ass. She moaned into her husband’s mouth. She loved that her lust was driven by him having no idea she’d just sucked someone else’s cock. She loved that his dick was so hard for her. She loved that someone else’s cum was in her stomach and her husband was none the wiser.

    “Take me to the bedroom,” Lauren said.

    Chris picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. He set her in their bed, pulled off her panties, and quickly stripped off his pants. They both wanted to fuck. There was no point in waiting.

    Lauren pulled up her skirt, spread her legs, and took him inside her. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me,” she said.

    “You’re so wet,” Chris said as he pushed his cock deep inside her.

    “I missed you,” Lauren said before kissing him.

    She was always wet when she got home from cheating on him. She always told him it was because she missed him. He never seemed to question it.

    The truth was, Lauren did miss him. Cheating on him was such a thrill because she knew she would be going home to him. She knew she’d be sharing the taste of another man’s cock with him. Sometimes she’d be taking him into the pussy that someone else had fucked.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Lauren cried out after just a handful of thrusts.

    “Damn, you’re so fast,” Chris said.

    “I know, but I can go again. Keep fucking me baby, don’t stop. Keep fucking my pussy.”

    She knew Chris didn’t need to be told. He knew she could cum multiple times. He kept fucking her. He pumped her pussy with his stiff dick.

    Soon after her second orgasm, Chris released his seed inside his wife’s pussy. She smiled and wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as his balls pumped shot after shot into her.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Two orgasms in less than five minutes. I got lucky when I married you.”

    Chris smiled. He kissed his wife and pulled out. They cuddled as he leaked from her pussy. He had no idea she’d blown someone else less than an hour earlier and she loved it.

    
      

    

    Chris pulled into the bar parking lot and confirmed the location on his phone. The little blue dot was inside the bar, which meant his wife was inside the bar.

    He found a space in a dark corner of the lot and waited. He thought about how beautiful Lauren looked before she’d left. He loved that she’d carefully selected an outfit that would be alluring without being overly slutty. He loved that she was working so hard to cheat on him without tipping her hand.

    He thought about her inside the bar. He thought back to the time he’d gotten there ahead of her and watched as she’d flirted with half a dozen guys before picking the one she’d fucked. He wondered if she was going to fuck someone tonight. He hoped she would.

    It wasn’t long before Lauren emerged from the bar with a man by her side. Chris watched them walk across the parking lot. He watched the other man lift his wife’s short, pleated skirt and play with her ass. His cock got hard.

    He loved getting to be a true voyeur. He loved that his wife had no idea he was watching. He’d discovered her cheating months ago and was shocked to discover that it turned him on in a way he’d never experienced before. He hadn’t said anything. Instead, he’d played along.

    Lauren’s new man led her to a white car and pushed her up against it. Chris watched them kiss. He rubbed his cock through his pants. He knew what Lauren’s kisses were like when she was excited. He knew how active her tongue was. He knew how good it felt.

    He watched the new man lift up her skirt and push his fingers into her panties. He saw Lauren welcome it. She didn’t stop kissing him. Her hand went to the back of his head. She pulled him closer. When they stopped kissing, she opened her mouth and Chris imagined the beautiful sound of her moan.

    Chris pulled out his cock when Lauren moved into the car. He watched his wife’s head disappear into the other man’s lap. He saw it bobbing up and down. He saw his wife sucking cock.

    “Fuck,” he said to himself. He still couldn’t believe how turned on he got at watching her behave so badly.

    This was far from the first blowjob he’d witnessed. He’d seen Lauren pull this same lusty trick. He’d seen her suck dick in the bar parking lot numerous times and it always left him rock hard and dripping precum.

    Chris hadn’t yet had the pleasure of watching his wife get fucked. He’d seen her go into someone else’s house to get laid. He’d imagined what it must have looked like. He’d imagined getting to watch.

    He’d tasted the aftermath, though. He’d gone down on her pink, puffy pussy after someone else had fucked her. He’d masturbated to the idea of it dozens of times.

    As he watched her suck cock in the bar parking lot, Chris was already dreaming of the kiss they’d share afterwards. He was fantasizing about that electric moment when her lips met his and her tongue slipped into his mouth.

    The guy must have been a quick cummer because it wasn’t long before Lauren stepped out of his car and headed back into the bar. Chris zipped up his pants and left the parking lot to head home. His cock throbbed the entire way as he thought about another man’s cum in his wife’s stomach. He thought about how she’d swallowed someone else’s load and how she thought she was doing it without her husband knowing.

    Chris knew Lauren would be heading home soon, so he sped to ensure he’d get there before her. He parked the car in the garage, rushed into the living room, and put on a baseball game. He needed his boner to go away before she got home.

    He saw a car pull up in front of the house. His pulse quickened. His wife was home. He did his best to contain his lust as he heard the key in the door.

    “Hey honey!” Lauren called out as she let herself in.

    Chris smiled and hopped to his feet. “Hey.”

    He didn’t want to seem too eager, but Chris couldn’t contain himself. It was like the arousal was bouncing around inside him, desperately searching for a way out.

    “You look so good,” he said as Lauren approached.

    He thought of the other man’s hands on his wife’s ass. He thought of her getting fingered as she made out in the parking lot. He thought of how her outfit must have lured the guy towards her in the bar.

    “You mentioned that,” she replied with a smile. 

    Chris let his lust overcome him as he pulled Lauren into his arms. He imagined the other man’s cock sliding past her lips and into her mouth. He imagined her bobbing up and down in his lap. He imagined the other man groaning and cumming in her mouth. He imagined his wife gleefully swallowing someone else’s cum. He wanted to taste her lips. He wanted to taste her tongue. He wanted to taste the result of her infidelity.

    “I missed you,” she said.

    Chris smiled and kissed her. He welcomed Lauren’s tongue into his mouth. He felt his cock grow with intense excitement. He wanted to suck on her tongue and never let it leave, but he decided against it. He didn’t want to seem too obvious.

    Chris stepped back and said, “I missed you too.”

    He wanted to spend the night kissing his wife. He wanted to savor the taste of another man on her lips and tongue. He wanted to push his tongue into her mouth and bask in the wild thrill of knowing that someone else’s cock had been there less than an hour ago. He wanted to savor the fact that he was kissing a woman that had just swallowed someone else’s load.

    Though he’d struggled with his feelings when he discovered his wife was cheating on him, Chris wasn’t confused in the heat of the moment. He was filled with pure desire and it destroyed everything else. He didn’t care that it was weird or kinky or that most men would have found it gross. He just cared that it made his dick so hard it hurt.

    Chris kissed his wife again. He savored the taste. It wasn’t obvious she’d sucked someone else’s dick, but it was definitely a different taste than before she’d left. Chris loved that his wife tasted like another man’s cock and cum.

    He squeezed her ass as they kissed. He played with the same flesh someone else had groped and he thought about the other man’s cock in her mouth. He desperately wanted to fuck her.

    “Take me to the bedroom,” Lauren said.

    Chris smiled and picked her up. He felt the warmth of her flesh against his arms. He carried her to the bedroom and dropped her in the bed. Her pulled off her panties and tossed them aside. He admired her wet pussy.

    She was wet every time she came home from cheating on him. Even when she’d blown a guy she was soaked. It seemed that Lauren found fooling around with another man to be an exceedingly arousing treat.

    Lauren pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread her legs. Chris climbed between them and her fingers found his cock. She stroked him a few times and then guided the head of his cock between her plump, soaking wet pussy lips. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me,” she said.

    Chris pushed inside his wife’s pussy. He tried his best not to cum immediately. “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I missed you,” Lauren said before kissing him.

    Chris fucked his wife slowly as they kissed. He tasted the other man and filled her. He bathed his cock in the wetness generated by being a cheating wife. He let the wild desire that her bad behavior inspired flow through him. He let it bring him a kind of pleasure he’d never experienced prior to her dalliances.

    Lauren closed her eyes, arched her back, and cried out, “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She always came so fast after cheating on him. He loved it. He loved that his wife got so turned from sucking off another man that she came in record time. 

    “Damn, you’re so fast,” Chris said.

    Lauren smiled at him. She had a blissful look on her face. Chris had gotten hooked on that look. He’d grown to love the fact that cheating on him turned her on so much. More than that, he loved that she always wanted to come back to his cock after she’d been with someone else.

    “I know, but I can go again. Keep fucking me baby, don’t stop. Keep fucking my pussy.”

    Chris resumed fucking his wife. He thought of the other man’s cum in her stomach. Something about it struck a nerve in the most arousing way possible. He pictured it sliding down her throat and landing in her stomach. He pictured her body absorbing someone else’s seed.

    Soon after Lauren’s second orgasm, Chris unleashed his cum. He experienced a climax that defied description. It was a kind of pleasure he hadn’t known until Lauren cheated on him the first time. It was a pleasure he’d experienced over and over since then. It was a pleasure he was unwilling to give up.

    They kissed as he climaxed inside his wife and thought of how much he loved that she had a secret slutty side she kept hidden from him. He hoped she never got sick of cheating on him.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Two orgasms in less than five minutes. I got lucky when I married you.”

    Chris felt like he was the lucky one.

  
    Secret Stripper

    Under normal circumstances, Dustin wouldn’t have agreed to go to a strip club. He was the new guy at work though, and he worried that turning down an invite to a bachelor party would have made it that much more difficult to ingratiate himself and start moving up the ladder.

    He didn’t tell Paige he’d be at the strip club. He didn’t even tell her it was a bachelor party. All she knew was that some of the guys from work had invited him out for a few drinks on Saturday night.

    Dustin felt bad as he pulled into the parking lot. He knew Paige wouldn’t want him at a strip club. She tended to be jealous and the idea of him watching a naked woman writhing on stage would absolutely have triggered her.

    She wasn’t going to find out, though. Guys didn’t take selfies at strip clubs. He’d go in, hang out a little, try his best to bond with his new workmates and then go home to his beautiful wife. He definitely wasn’t going to get a lap dance, though he’d probably have to chip in to get the groom-to-be a few dances.

    The strip club turned out to be far nicer than any Dustin had been in before. It wasn’t luxurious – it was still a place where women got naked for the pleasure of an audience of horny men – but it didn’t feel the slightest bit grimy.

    He was struck by the beauty of the two women that were on stage when he stepped in, too. It was a far cry from the trashier type of girl that he’d seen on his previous trips to a strip club.

    The bachelor party was already in action when he arrived and Dustin was soon seated amongst a group of his coworkers as they enjoyed the show a lean, leggy blonde girl was putting on for them. There was lots of cheering and plenty of bills shoved into her g-string.

    “How about a lap dance for the groom?” one of the guys called out.

    “Of course,” the stripper said as her eyes focused on the man that would be getting married a week later.

    She collected the money and then everyone watched as she put on a show for the groom. Dustin was surprised at how sexy he found it. The stripper was far more talented than most he’d witnessed. Clearly they were at a higher-end strip club than any he’d ever spent time at.

    It wasn’t until the groom reached up and ran his hands over the stripper’s stomach and waist that things got problematic. The girl stood up and a bouncer made his way over in no time at all.

    “No touching,” he said.

    “Sorry,” Dave, the groom, remarked. “I couldn’t resist.”

    Dustin could see how a man could lose himself in such pleasure. Dave’s erection was so obvious everyone could see it in his pants.

    “You get one warning,” the bouncer said before he walked away.

    Dave looked a little embarrassed but the stripper quickly made all of that disappear as she straddled him. She leaned closer and said, “The rules aren’t quite as strict when you get a private lap dance.”

    The look on her face made Dustin think she was underselling the truth. It seemed like she was offering to do something far naughtier than a lap dance, though it was hard to know for sure. Perhaps she was just trying to extract a little more money from him.

    Dave didn’t take her up on the offer, though. He enjoyed the rest of his lap dance and then the beautiful blonde moved along to another group of guys as a second girl got on stage to do her show.

    Dustin was surprised at how quickly the whole thing lost its sense of novelty and arousal for him. He saw all the guys staring up at the stage with money in their hands and boners in their pants and it seemed more than a little pathetic.

    Dustin asked if anyone wanted another round and headed to the bar. While he waited for the bartender to come over a voice took over the loudspeaker.

    “Gentlemen, the moment you’ve been waiting for has arrived. Your favorite performer is about to take the stage. She’s ready to blow your minds, so get your money out and make it rain for a seasonal change. Please welcome the beautiful Miss Summer to the stage!”

    Dustin turned towards the stage to see the only stripper to warrant a personal introduction from the club DJ. He saw a tall, lean brunette strut on stage in a strappy lingerie set and black platform heels. She whipped her hair around and grabbed the silver pole before skillfully spinning around it.

    The audience cheered as Summer executed a skillful move by leaping onto the pole, flipping her legs skyward, and slowly sliding down it. She gracefully slid to the stage, spun towards the audience, and spread her legs. The bachelor party cheered and Dustin found it impossible to take his eyes off the woman on stage.

    The bartender delivered a tray of drinks and Dustin offered his credit card. When he turned back to the stage, Summer was standing and bent at the waist. She flipped her hair back and Dustin got a good look at her face.

    In the blink of an eye his world shifted. His head spun and the only thing he could hear was his heart pounding in his chest. He recognized the woman on stage. He was married to her.

    Dustin’s legs felt leaden as he tried to move from the stool. His head spun as he worked through an array of uncomfortable feelings and unanswerable questions.

    Why was Paige, the woman he loved more than anything in the world, dancing at a strip club? How long had she been a stripper? How often did she dance for other men? Why hadn’t she told him about her stripping? Had she been a stripper before they got married?

    After the initial shock wore off, Dustin took note of the audience’s joy at his wife’s dancing. Guys were cheering. Some made their way to the stage to offer money as a sign of their approval and overwhelming lust. Paige shook her ass at the ones that seemed to be offering larger bills.

    Dustin was surprised to feel a touch of pride at the idea that his wife was so sexy that men couldn’t wait to throw money at her.

    More questions popped into his head. Was Paige dancing because he didn’t give her enough attention at home? He’d been working a lot recently. Was she feeling unloved? Did she have some sort of secret spending habit that she was supporting by working as a dancer? Why the fuck was she on stage?

    A loud cheer came from the audience as Paige removed her bra and showed every guy in the club her tits. Dustin expected to feel jealous and angry and was astonished to find that he felt a strange sense of arousal.

    Why was he experiencing that familiar tingle between his legs? Why did it seem like his cock was trying to get hard as he watched his wife dance topless for a bunch of strangers?

    After her dance ended, Paige slipped off the stage and strutted through the crowd of men seeking her attention. She found her way to the bachelor party Dustin was supposed to be a part of. A stack of bills appeared in front of her and she gathered them up and looked at the groom.

    Dustin was too far away to hear what his wife was saying, but he imagined it was something naughty. What else would a stripper say to a man she was about to grind on?

    Dustin remembered that Dave had gotten a boner as the blonde gave him a lap dance. Now it was his wife that would inspire that boner. Again Dustin felt an unexpected kind of arousal. Why was his dick getting hard at the idea of his wife arousing someone else?

    Paige straddled Dave and rubbed her tits in his face as she lowered her lap onto his. Dustin felt a shock of lust between his legs. Those were the breasts that he usually got to play with. Those were the nipples that usually brushed over his lips.

    Paige sat back and moved her hips back and forth. She ground her panty-clad pussy into Dave’s lap and Dustin was certain she must have felt the other man’s erection.

    He had one too. He was hard as a rock. He was watching his wife dance for another man and he couldn’t contain his desire.

    Paige stood up and took Dave’s head between her breasts for a moment before spinning around and sitting on his lap once more. She reached back and one hand moved behind his neck as she worked his cock with what Dustin knew was her perfect ass. If not for the clothes Dave was wearing it would have looked like they were fucking.

    Dustin was surprised the bachelor managed to keep his hands off of Paige. The bouncer’s threat of throwing him out was clearly working because it looked like all he wanted to do was grope the beautiful woman dancing for him.

    By the time it was over, Dustin felt like he’d been the one to get a lap dance. His pulse was still racing and his cock was still fairly hard in his pants.

    He thought that would be the end of it, but Dave had other plans. He reached out for Paige and she turned back to him. Dave said something and Paige looked to the other guys at the bachelor party. Money was collected and offered to her. She took it and then offered her hand to Dave.

    Dustin’s coworkers cheered as they watched Dave and the girl they knew as Summer walk towards the back room.

    As Dustin watched his wife walk hand-in-hand with another man he couldn’t stop thinking about what the blonde stripper had said. Was Paige about to offer a sexual favor in the strip club’s back room? Was she about to go far beyond what was supposed to happen in a public establishment?

    Dustin had to know what was going to happen in the back room. He grabbed the tray of drinks and dropped them off with the rest of the guys before saying he had to go to the bathroom.

    On his way to the men’s room he found the blonde stripper and pulled her aside. He opened his wallet, pulled out $200, and said, “I know this is going to sound strange, but I’d like to get in the back room. I’m not going to do anything weird and I don’t want a dance or whatever else from you. I just want to get back there.”

    Much to his surprise, the girl took the money, took his hand, and led him to the back room.

    “Don’t do anything stupid,” was all she said before disappearing.

    The back room turned out to be a lot bigger than Dustin expected. There was a fairly large main room and several smaller, curtained-off areas where the dancers presumably took their most generous clients.

    The main room was almost completely dark so Dustin slowly made his way through as he looked under the curtains to try and find his wife and the man she was entertaining.

    It wasn’t until he reached the far end of the room that Dustin saw shoes he recognized. He saw the high heels Paige had worn. They were right next to Dave’s shoes. She seemed to be straddling him.

    A quiet moan drifted from the private area where she’d taken Dustin’s coworker. It was hers.

    Dustin had to know what was happening. He moved closer. The curtain was partially open. Perhaps Paige felt like they had plenty of privacy all the way at the end of the room. All Dustin cared about was that it allowed him a chance to see what was happening.

    He found a spot in the darkness that let him look into the small space where Paige was entertaining her client. He saw his wife straddling Dave just like she’d done during the lap dance.

    It was different this time. Dave’s hands were on her ass. Paige still had her thong on but it seemed like touching was allowed in the back room. He wasn’t just holding her ass, either. He was playing with it. His fingers moved all over the soft flesh. He groped her. He pulled on her ass cheeks.

    Paige was grinding in his lap as Dave groped her ass. Her naked breasts were in his face. Her nipple was in his mouth. He was licking and sucking on it. She was moaning for him.

    “That feels so good, baby,” Paige said softly.

    Dave let her nipple fall from his mouth and looked up at Dustin’s wife. “Yeah, you like that?” he asked.

    “You make me feel so good,” she replied before offering her other breast.

    Dave took it into his mouth and resumed playing with her ass. Dustin’s cock throbbed in his pants as he watched his wife offer herself to a man that had paid for the privilege.

    Though he desperately wanted to, Dustin resisted the urge to free his cock and masturbate in the darkness. Instead, he focused his attention on watching the illicit show unfolding in front of him.

    Paige stood up and turned around, just like she’d done during the lap dance. She sat in Dave’s lap and gently moved her ass over his crotch. It was slower and considerably more sensual this time. There was no music playing. This time it appeared to be fueled by lust.

    Dave’s hands moved to Paige’s breasts. He squeezed them softly and played with her nipples. She turned her head and moaned for him.

    Dustin watched his coworker’s hands slowly move down Paige’s body. He rubbed her taut stomach and worked his way down her thighs. She groaned in delight as his fingers moved between her legs.

    When Dave’s fingers moved to her pussy, Paige didn’t stop him. He rubbed her through the thin panties she wore and she moaned louder.

    Emboldened by her lust, Dave pushed his fingers into her panties. “You’re so wet,” he said.

    “I wasn’t lying,” Paige whispered. “You make me feel so good.”

    She moaned louder as Dave fingered her. Dustin’s cock throbbed in his pants. He couldn’t believe his eyes or his ears.

    “Do I make you feel good?” Paige asked.

    “Fuck yes,” Dave said breathlessly.

    Paige smiled and stood up. She fell to her knees in front of Dave and unzipped his pants. She freed his cock, leaned forward, and took it into her mouth.

    “Oh my god, Summer, you’re incredible,” Dave said as he closed his eyes and leaned back.

    Dustin nearly fell to his knees as he watched his wife give a blowjob. She swallowed Dave’s cock with ease and her breasts bounced as her mouth bobbed up and down in the other man’s lap.

    It was a slow, sensual blowjob. It wasn’t designed to make Dave cum as quickly as possible. It was designed to give him pleasure for as long as possible. It was designed to make his experience with Paige as memorable as possible.

    Dustin expected it would end with the blowjob. He thought his wife would suck Dave off and swallow his cum. He was wrong.

    After a few minutes of slow, sensual cocksucking Paige stood up and straddled Dave. She pulled aside her panties and took him inside her. She sank onto his cock and leaned forward so he could suck on her breasts.

    “Your cock feels so good inside me,” she said.

    Dave’s hands found her ass and groped her. He lifted her off his cock and dropped her back onto it. Paige rode him lustily as Dustin watched. He reached down and played with his cock through his pants. He was utterly entranced with his wife’s unexpectedly naughty behavior.

    “Oh fuck,” Dave said as a look of pure bliss came over his face.

    “You can cum inside me,” Paige said.

    She rode Dave harder as Dustin watched from his place in the darkness. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants and he could feel the steady stream of precum making a mess.

    Dave grunted and pulled Paige on top of him. He wrapped his arms tight around her and emptied his balls into her pussy.

    Dustin stood there as another man came inside his wife. The impact of everything he’d watched washed over him. Not only was his wife a stripper, but she was the kind of stripper that offered favors in the back room. She was the kind of stripper that fucked a client bareback. She was the kind of stripper that had another man’s cum leaking out of her.

    Paige softly kissed Dave and said, “That was wonderful.”

    “You’re incredible,” Dave replied as Paige stood up. 

    Dustin watched some of the other man’s cum drip onto the floor before she pulled her panties over her pussy.

    “Thank you,” Dave said as he zipped up.

    Dustin slipped into one of the adjoining curtained-off rooms to avoid being seen by his coworker or his wife.

    He was still sitting there when a pair of heels appeared on the other side of the curtain. Dustin’s heart pounded. Did someone know he was in there?

    “Would you like a dance?” the girl on the other side of the curtain asked. It was Paige. Her voice was unmistakable.

    Dustin stayed silent. He hoped she’d just walk away.

    Instead, Paige pulled the curtain open and smiled at her husband. She stood with her legs spread and her hands on her hips.

    “Would you like a dance?” she asked again. This time Dustin saw the smile on her face.

    He nodded.

    Paige closed the curtain behind her and straddled him. She pressed her wet, cum-stained panties into his crotch. She leaned closer and her lips hovered just a few inches from his.

    “Did you like watching?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” Dustin admitted.

    “Naughty boy,” she said before kissing him.

    Dustin lost himself in her kiss. His hands left the seat and moved over her body. He played with her perky breasts and groped her ass. He made her moan into his mouth.

    Paige kissed his neck and nibbled on his ear lobe before whispering, “Do you want what he got?”

    Dustin nodded as she unzipped his pants and pulled out his turgid erection. Her fingers moved up and down the precum-soaked shaft.

    “Are you sure?” Paige asked.

    Dustin didn’t care that she was full of someone else’s cum and that it would soon soak his cock. He wanted to fuck his stripper wife.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    She pulled aside her panties and sank down onto his cock. He felt the other man’s cum around him. He felt it leaking out of her pussy and down his shaft.

    “Fuck,” was all he could say.

    Paige smiled and bounced on his cock. She milked him with her hot, wet pussy. He kissed her breasts and listened to her soft, sensual moans.

    “Cum inside me,” she said.

    Hearing it from her for the second time that night made it so much more arousing. After the arousal of watching her on stage and in the back room, Dustin couldn’t last.

    He grabbed Paige’s ass and came inside her. She leaned forward and smothered him with her breasts as he launched a second load of semen into her pussy.

    “Naughty boy,” she said again.

    Dustin smiled. “Naughty wife,” he replied.

    “You have no idea.”

  
    Seduce Your Husband's Boss

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    There’s some obvious danger with this one that you should consider, especially in modern workplaces. You don’t want to get your husband fired, after all. Still, it can be wonderfully humiliating for him if you seduce his boss, and there are multiple ways to do it.

    You could seduce his boss without sharing the knowledge that you’re a hotwife and your husband is a cuckold. You could make him think that he’s fucking a cheating wife. You could tell him that he’s incredible, that he’s so much better than your husband. Then you share it all with your cuckold and he spends the rest of his work days knowing that his boss is well aware of his sexual shortcomings.

    You could also seduce his boss and share the reality of your marriage with him. You could tell him that your cuckold husband’s small cock doesn’t satisfy you, that you want a powerful, strong, sexy man to fuck you. You could fuck your husband’s boss over and over and tell him that he doesn’t need to be shy about reminding your cuckold that he’s been fucking his wife.

    The Story:

    You’ve always loved how flirty your wife is. It was flattering when she directed it at you all those years ago. It’s what lured you in and got you started down the road to marital bliss with her.

    You find it thrilling when she flirts with other men, too. It’s almost always harmless. She likes the attention and almost all men love it when a beautiful woman shows them a little attention, so in the end everyone wins.

    You can’t help but get excited when you watch her flirt. It leads to the kind of lusty, wild sex that you crave. You love to dive between her legs and go down on her after you’ve watched her chat up a handsome man. You love to plunge your cock into her wet pussy after you’ve gone down on her. You try your best not to notice that she doesn’t usually seem anywhere near as satisfied with the proceedings as you do.

    You weren’t so thrilled when you watched your wife flirt with your boss, though. The first time it happened was at a company party. You went to the bathroom and when you came back your wife was engaged in a flirty, fun, laugh-filled conversation with your boss.

    You saw the incidental touches. You saw her leaning closer. You were certain she was doing her best to flash a little cleavage at him. You saw him looking, too. It was working.

    Normally, that sort of thing would drive you crazy with arousal. It would make you want to get home as quickly as possible. This was different, though. You didn’t want to risk your standing in the company. What if your boss found it off putting that your wife was openly flirting with him in front of the other employees? What if your coworkers looked at you differently after seeing your wife flirting with your boss?

    Eventually, your beautiful wife excused herself and found her way back to you. She had a giddy smile on her face. She’d genuinely enjoyed herself.

    “Your boss is very impressive,” she said. “It’s no wonder he’s so successful.”

    “I don’t know if it’s a good idea to flirt with him,” you said. “Don’t you think that could get me fired or make it harder for me to get promoted?”

    Your wife smiled at you and giggled a little. “Oh, honey, I think it will have the opposite effect.”

    “How do you figure?”

    Your wife leaned closer. You couldn’t help but stare at her cleavage, just as your boss had. “He likes me, honey. I’ll bet he’d take me up to his office and fuck me right now if I wanted him to.”

    You weren’t quite sure what to say to that. If your wife was trying to shock you, she succeeded. You could hardly find your voice. You couldn’t help but quickly picture her on your boss’s desk with her legs spread and his cock filling her. You shook your head and tried your best to banish the image.

    “Why don’t we go to your office?” she suggested before taking your hand and leading you away from the party.

    As soon as your office door shut, your wife pressed you up against it and kissed you. She pulled up the bottom of her cocktail dress and yanked off her panties. You moved your hand between her legs and slipped two fingers into her soaking wet pussy. Something had your wife rather turned on. You tried not to think about her lurid little tease about your boss fucking her. You tried to imagine she was hot and bothered for you.

    “Do you want to fuck me on your desk?” your wife asked as she stepped away from you, hopped on your desk, and spread her legs.

    You unzipped your pants, pulled out your stiff cock, and moved between her legs. “Yes,” you answered.

    She grabbed your cock and stroked it slowly. She held your gaze while guiding you inside her. You moaned as the warmth and overwhelming wetness of her cunt bathed your cock.

    “Your pussy is perfect,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and wrapped her legs around you. She pulled you closer. You fucked her on your desk.

    “Do you think your boss has a big cock?” she asked in a low, lusty voice.

    You groaned. The question was unexpected, but it was the surge of desire that you felt in your loins that was truly surprising. It was so overwhelming that you couldn’t hold back. You climaxed in your wife. You climaxed knowing that she was absolutely thinking about your boss’s cock while you were fucking her.

    “Aren’t you a naughty boy?” she said as you pulled out and picked her panties up off the floor.

    You felt embarrassed. You’d cum far too quickly and you’d cum as a result of your wife’s seeming lust for another man. You didn’t want to say anything and you definitely didn’t want to acknowledge that her comment about your boss’s cock had inspired your quick orgasm. Of course, not acknowledging it didn’t really change anything. She knew what had made you cum.

    
      

    

    A few weeks later, your wife stopped by your office unannounced.

    “Hey honey!” you said. You were surprised, but in an utterly delightful way. Your wife looked breathtakingly beautiful in a tight-fitting white dress with a thin black belt around the waist.

    “Hey,” she said before leaning down to give you a quick kiss. “I just wanted to pop in and say hi.”

    You were confused. Why would she drive all the way to your office just to pop in and say hello.

    “Oh my gosh. Did I not tell you?” she said. “Michael invited me to lunch.”

    “Wait, what? Why would my boss invite you to lunch?” you asked.

    A naughty smile crossed your wife’s face as she said, “I told you, honey. He likes me.”

    “Okay, sure. But why are you going to lunch with him? Just because he likes you doesn’t mean you have to accept his invitation.”

    “You worry too much. I promise this will be good for your career.”

    Your wife gave you a quick kiss on the cheek and headed down the hallway to your boss’s office. A few minutes later you saw them emerge. She had her arm linked with his. It sure looked like your wife was going on a date with your boss.

    You couldn’t decide what bothered you the most: Was it the fact that your boss had asked your wife out on what was essentially a date, was it the fact that she had agreed, or was it the fact that you had half an erection as you sat at your desk and watched her walk out of the office with him?

    It was a long lunch. Your boss didn’t come back for three hours. Your wife wasn’t on his arm when he did.

    On his way down the hallway he popped his head into your office and said, “You’re a lucky man. If I was married to a woman like that I’d own this company by now.”

    You didn’t say anything. You just watched him walk away while you wondered what happened at lunch, or even after lunch.

    You texted your wife to ask her what happened. She offered an unhelpful response: “We had a lovely time.”

    You called. She didn’t pick up. You couldn’t just up and leave work, but you didn’t get much done for the rest of the day.

    You were packing up your briefcase at the end of the day when Michael popped his head into your office again.

    “Tell your wife I’m looking forward to seeing her this weekend,” he said.

    “Wait, what?” you said.

    Your boss gave you a genuinely sympathetic look and then smiled before walking away.

    
      

    

    “What’s going on with you and Michael?” you asked as soon as you got home.

    “He fucked me,” your wife said. “He’s going to fuck me again this weekend, and he’s likely going to fuck me quite a bit in the coming months.”

    Your head spun. Your knees felt weak. You saw your boss’s smile again. You saw that sympathetic look.

    “What did you tell him?” you asked.

    She must have told him something. Why would Michael have basically admitted that he’d fucked your wife if she hadn’t told him something?

    “Oh, honey,” your wife said as she approached. Her fingers moved down your shirt and between your legs. She grasped your cock, which was more excited than you wanted it to be. “Don’t pretend you’re not excited by this. I think we both know you are.”

    “What did you tell him?”

    “I told him that my husband doesn’t satisfy me. I told him that my husband’s cock isn’t quite big enough and that he tends to cum too quickly. I told him that I need a strong, powerful, successful man to satisfy me. I told him that I needed someone to meet my needs and that my husband was on board with me stepping outside my marriage to find that person. I told him that his cock was the solution to our marital issues. He agreed.”

    Your cock was hard as your wife openly humiliated your skills as a lover. She unzipped your pants and wrapped her fingers around your bare, erect flesh. She stroked you skillfully. She made you moan with her gentle touch.

    “I told him you’d be excited when I gave you all the details of our afternoon tryst. I told him that your underwhelming cock would throb when I informed you that another man had fucked me in our marital bed.”

    Your cock throbbed, just as your wife said it would. It throbbed painfully in her hand. It throbbed as she stroked you.

    “He said he’s looking forward to seeing you this weekend,” you said softly.

    “I’m sure he is. I’m an exceptionally skilled lover, after all. I’m quite certain he hasn’t fucked someone like me in a very long time. I’m quite certain I’ll be in his dreams tonight.”

    You couldn’t help but be aroused by her absolute confidence. You knew she was right. You knew you’d married an exceptionally talented, sexy woman. You didn’t know she found you so underwhelming in bed, though.

    She released your erection and looked deep into your eyes. “Put your cock away,” she said. “I’m only making one man cum today.”

    You stood there for a few moments before tucking your cock back into your pants and zipping up. It seemed like a poor choice to masturbate in the middle of your foyer and you were certain your wife wasn’t going to offer you an orgasm.

    
      

    

    It’s Saturday night. Your wife looks breathtaking in a black lace bodystocking, black stockings, and a black satin robe with lace trim.

    Normally, that outfit would be for your benefit. Normally, you’d be the one to untie the robe and let it fall to the floor before you pulled her close for a kiss. Normally, your cock would be the one entering her.

    Your life has changed though. You’re about to experience your new normal. Your wife is dressed like that for your boss.

    “You needn’t worry, honey,” your wife says as she sits down next to you. The soft satin brushes against the bare skin of your forearm.

    “I don’t know how you can say that,” you respond.

    “Your boss is fucking your wife,” she replies. “I know it’s hard to believe, but this is going to be good for your career. He’s going to want to keep fucking me, which means he needs to see that you do well at work.”

    You can see the wisdom behind what she’s saying, but it still strikes you as insanely risky.

    “Plus, I wasn’t lying. I need this. I need more than you can give me. I need a strong, successful man to fuck me. I need to feel his body on top of mine. I need to feel his cock inside me. I need something that you can’t give me, that you’ve never really been able to give me. This way, we both benefit.”

    You sigh. You’re not sure you can get on board with this. It seems far too crazy to be a good plan.

    “Plus, I think we both know this excites you. I think we both know that as you sit out here and listen to another man fuck me in our bed, your dick is going to be hard as a rock. You have my permission to masturbate while he fucks me if you’d like. I’ll leave the door open so you can hear it all.”

    “Okay,” you say softly. You could deny that you’ll do it, but you know you’d be lying.

    “I thought so,” your wife says.

    Your fate is sealed. Your boss is going to fuck your wife tonight and many nights afterwards. Your boss is going to be the one satisfying her needs. You’re both going to know that every single day. You’re going to have to deal with that every single day.

    If only your cock wasn’t already throbbing. If only your wife was wrong. She’s not, though. This arouses you. This thrills you. This drives you crazy with lust.

  
    Seduced - Part 1

    "Okay, okay," Alyssa said. "Smallest cock you've ever had. Loser buys the final round."

    Juliet watched all three of her friends smile at the question. Had it been asked three drinks ago it was almost guaranteed no one would have answered, but girl's night out was nearing its end and everyone was tipsy enough to let the conversation delve into sex, as it almost always did when the four of them got together.

    "I'll go first," Alyssa said. "His name was Robbie. It was my freshman year of college. He was, at most, four inches hard. He really had no idea how to use it, either, so he kept falling out. To this day it remains the worst sex I've ever had." She laughed. "He actually came while he wasn't even inside me. He was just rubbing his little dick over my pussy."

    Angie raised her drink - which was nearly empty - and said, "I'm lucky. I've never been with a guy that's even below average."

    "You've only been with three guys," Alyssa replied with a laugh. "How about you, Juliet? What's the smallest you've ever had?"

    Juliet looked down at her drink and smiled as she thought of the cute guy she'd dated her first year out of college. He was a student teacher with her at the terrible school she'd been assigned to and they'd connected while complaining about the asshole students that filled their classes.

    "His name was Jim. We were student teachers together. He was cute, though really pretty boring, in retrospect. Anyway, after a particularly stressful day at school we got drinks together at a local bar. We ended up getting pretty drunk and he invited me back to his place. I accepted, we got a cab, and eventually we stumbled into his tiny little apartment," Julie explained. "We pulled each other's clothes off and he did wondrous things with his fingers. I pushed him onto his couch and got on my knees to take his underwear off."

    "And?" Alyssa asked as Juliet paused to sip her drink.

    "And I saw a cock so small it seemed impossible to me," Juliet explained as she held up her pinky finger. "I swear, it was no longer than my little finger here. Thicker, yes, but definitely not longer."

    "Oh, that poor guy," Lauren, who was sitting right next to Juliet, said.

    "I know, right? Well, I was drunk enough that I had to stifle the urge to laugh. I know that's cruel, but it was an honest reaction," Juliet continued.

    "Did you fuck him?" Angie asked.

    Juliet shook her head and smiled. "I know it sounds awful, but what's the point of fucking a guy with a cock that small? I guess I could have gotten on top and did some grinding, but you can't do much with two inches. So, I gave him a blowjob. He came in thirty seconds - it had probably been a long time since a girl had taken him in her mouth - and he was kind enough to go down on me afterwards."

    "Was he good?" Alyssa asked.

    Juliet smiled and nodded. "Among the best I've ever had between my legs, actually."

    "Better than Jay?" Lauren asked, referring to Juliet's husband.

    She shook her head. "No one's better than Jay. Why do you think I married him?" They all laughed before Juliet said, "I assume that's the smallest and that the next round of drinks is on me?"

    Her friends all nodded and Juliet pushed her chair back, got up, and headed for the bar to order up one more round of drinks.

    "What can I get for you?" the bartender asked.

    "Four shots, please," Juliet said. "Whiskey, middle shelf."

    "Very good," the bartender replied.

    "Go ahead and pour them four shots of top shelf Whiskey. On me."

    Juliet turned to see a remarkably handsome man standing next to her. He wore a suit - and wore it exceptionally well - and his salt and pepper hair lent him an air of sophistication that she found surprisingly attractive.

    "I'm Charles," he said.

    "Juliet," she replied.

    "It's nice to meet you, Juliet."

    She considered turning down his offer to pay for her drinks, but everything about Charles communicated that he was a man in possession of a great deal of money, so instead she offered a smile.

    "You're a beautiful woman," he said. "Though I'm sure you hear that all the time."

    Her lips curled into a smile as Juliet's stomach fluttered. For a moment she struggled to believe that the man standing next to her - a man so good-looking and seemingly successful that any single woman in the bar would likely have gone home with him - was actually flirting with her, but the look on his face suggested that's absolutely what he was doing.

    "I don't hear it all that often, actually," she replied. "Though I teach fifth grade and I've been married for eight years, so I don't exactly have a lot of opportunities in my life for good-looking men to tell me how beautiful I am."

    Juliet felt an instant sense of embarrassment at her obvious flirtation.

    "Your husband doesn't tell you you're beautiful?" Charles asked as he leaned a little closer.

    Juliet caught a whiff of his cologne and a hint of desire followed, much to her dismay. "He does," she replied. "Of course he does. He's the only one who does, though. Outside of you, of course."

    Charles smiled and again Juliet felt a flutter in her stomach. "Are you from Los Angeles?" he asked.

    Juliet nodded. "I've lived here all my life, actually."

    "Excellent. I'm new in town and I was hoping to find someone to help me get familiar with the best version of L.A. How would you feel about being that someone?" he asked.

    Juliet couldn't tell for certain, but it seemed like Charles was asking her on a date of sorts. Despite his age - he was at least a decade older than her - she was surprisingly flattered by his interest. Still, not in a million years would she accept an invitation like the one he'd extended, even if he had no interest in sleeping with her. Doing so would have been an act of cruelty to her husband.

    "Oh, I'm afraid my husband wouldn't like that," she replied.

    The bartender delivered a tray with five shots of Whiskey on it and Charles pulled out his wallet and offered an American Express Black Card.

    "I meant no offense," Charles said as he reached out and rested his hand on top of hers. His skin felt warm and soft and Juliet was astounded at the sudden rush of arousal that worked its way through her body. "I promise, I wasn't trying to coerce you into breaking your vows. Though I confess that my attraction to you did play a part in my desire to have you share your knowledge of Los Angeles with me."

    Juliet made no effort to pull her hand out from beneath his. She held his gaze, too, and felt her pulse quicken as Charles stared into her eyes and smiled.

    "I hope it's okay that I say that I'm attracted to you, Juliet," he said.

    She nodded. "It is. It's...it's okay."

    The bartender returned with Charles' credit card and a receipt and the older man lifted his hand from Julia's, added a considerable tip to the bill, and signed his name in a flourish. The bartender smiled, pulled the receipt away, and stuffed it into the register.

    "Can I give you my number?" Charles asked. "I'm sincere about my desire to learn about Los Angeles from someone who's lived here all her life and I'd love for that person to be you."

    Juliet should have refused, if for no other reason than she felt an unusual and potentially irresponsible sense of attraction to Charles. Even taking his number felt like a betrayal of her husband, and yet that didn't stop her.

    "Yes, of course," Juliet said as she pulled out her iPhone and opened the contacts.

    She handed the phone to Charles and his fingers danced over the screen as he added his information and set the iPhone on the bar. "It was a pleasure meeting you, Juliet, and though I understand I probably won't ever hear from you, I can promise you that I won't soon forget you."

    He took her hand and gently kissed the back of it before offering an effortlessly charming smile and walking away. Juliet watched him go and she found herself hoping he'd look back. He didn't, though. Instead, Charles exited the bar, leaving Juliet just a little disappointed. She took a deep breath, grabbed the tray of shot glasses, and headed back to the table.

    "What was that?" Alyssa asked as she approached.

    All three of Juliet's friends were staring at her and she suddenly felt a deep sense of embarrassment. She'd been so caught up in her flirtation at the bar that she'd completely forgotten that her four closest friends in the world were watching.

    "Who was that guy?" Lauren asked.

    Juliet set the shots on the table, took a deep breath, and said, "His name is Charles. He said he just moved here. He asked me if I would lend him my local expertise of Los Angeles in helping him get settled."

    "It looked like he was trying to fuck you," Alyssa said.

    Despite knowing that she should outright deny the notion, Juliet again felt a flutter in her stomach as she thought of a man like Charles - a man with looks, charm, and wealth - desiring her. "You really think so?" she asked with far too much excitement.

    All three girls at the table were silent as they stared at Juliet. It was as if they'd all had the same realization and no one was willing to give voice to it.

    "Holy shit," Alyssa finally said, "you were into him."

    Juliet shook her head as she sat down.

    "Yes, you were into him."

    She shook her head again.

    "Do you blame her?" Angie asked as she grabbed a shot. "There's something so hot about a gorgeous older guy, isn't there? Plus, he was practically dripping money. What woman wouldn't get a little bit excited when someone like that makes it perfectly obvious he wants you?"

    "Fair enough," Lauren said as she and the rest of the girls picked up a shot glass. "I don't think I would have handled myself any differently than you did, if I'm being honest."

    "Me neither, now that I think about," Alyssa replied. She raised her glass and added, "In fact, why don't we all drink to the thrill of a hot older guy wanting to fuck one of us."

    Juliet raised a glass with the rest of her friends and threw back the shot. It went down smoothly - the expensive stuff really was better - and then she closed her eyes and for just a moment allowed herself to enjoy the thrilling - and arousing, as it turned out - idea that a man like Charles wanted her.

    
      
    

    Juliet felt guilty the moment she saw Jay's smiling face when she got home that night. He took her into his arms for a warm hug and she closed her eyes, rested her head in the crook of his neck, and thought of how hurt he would have been if he'd known that she hadn't immediately shut down Charles' flirtation at the bar.

    "Welcome home," Jay said with a smile as he ran his hands down her back and gave Juliet's ass a tight squeeze.

    She looked up, smiled, and kissed her husband. He squeezed her ass a little harder and Juliet moaned into his mouth. Her lips remained parted and she offered her tongue as arousal surged through her body.

    "Take me to bed," she said.

    Jay smiled, picked her up, and carried Juliet down the hallway as she wrapped her legs around him. She kissed his neck and moaned as the anticipation of getting fucked deepened her arousal.

    "I want you, Jay," Juliet said as he stepped into the bedroom. "I need you."

    He set her in the bed, pushed her skirt up around her waist, and pulled her panties off. His fingers moved over her inner thighs and he dropped down and attached his lips to her clit. His tongue flicked back and forth over her sex organ, sending slow, beautiful waves of pleasure through Juliet's body.

    She closed her eyes, smiled, and ran her fingers through his hair as he dipped his tongue into her pussy before returning to her clit once more.

    "Jay, please, fuck me," Juliet pleaded.

    He looked up and smiled. He stepped back and hastily undressed as Juliet pulled off her top and unhooked her bra, leaving her in a skirt and heels.

    Jay crawled into the bed and between her legs. They kissed as Juliet guided his cock inside her. She moaned and he kissed her neck while slowly filling her.

    "Fuck, Jay, you feel so good inside me," she said softly. "Now fuck me."

    Their lips met as he did just that. Every time he bottomed out inside her Juliet felt a small explosion of pleasure at the stimulation of her extra sensitive clit. That pleasure spread through her body. Her fingers and toes tingled with erotic delight. Her head swam with pleasure. Her pussy dripped as she got wetter and wetter.

    Juliet wrapped her legs around her husband and closed her eyes as he fucked her exactly like she needed to be fucked. Then, without warning, Charles popped into her head. Suddenly she was imagining him on top of her. Suddenly she could smell his cologne. Suddenly she could feel her fingers moving through his salt and pepper hair.

    "Oh, fuck!" she screamed as pleasure tore through her body.

    Juliet opened her eyes to try and push the imagery out of her head - and it worked - but her body demanded she close her eyes once more. It demanded that she chase the most pleasurable orgasm possible, and for whatever reason that meant imagining another man on top of her and inside her.

    She closed her eyes. Charles was on top of her again. His cock was inside her. The scent of his cologne filled her nose. His strong, soft hand was on her breast instead of Jay's. His fingers were gently pulling on her nipple instead of her husband's.

    "I'm close, baby, I'm close," she said.

    For a moment Juliet thought she might call out Charles' name. She thought the insane fantasy her brain was pursuing would overwhelm everything and she'd break her husband's heart.

    Thankfully, she didn't. Instead, Juliet experienced a massively powerful orgasm right as Jay came inside her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and held him tight, mostly because she felt too guilty to look at his face in that moment, for it was the first time she'd ever cum with her husband while thinking of another man.

    Eventually, Juliet loosened her grasp and Jay pulled out of her and rolled onto his back. She cuddled up next to him and watched his chest rise and fall as she smiled from the way her pussy continued to pulse in the aftermath of such a satisfying orgasm.

    "You should go out with your friends more often," Jay said with a laugh.

    Juliet kissed him on the cheek. At least her imaginary infidelity had meant resulted in Jay cumming just as hard as she had.

    
      
    

    Midnight had long since come and gone. Jay was sound asleep next to her as Juliet stared at the ceiling. She rolled onto her side and saw her phone on the nightstand. She thought of Charles resting his hand on top of hers. She thought of him kissing it. She thought of his smile, the confident way in which he talked, and the unexpected arousal she'd felt as he flirted with her.

    That arousal returned. It crept up on her like it had slipped under the covers and into her pajama shorts. Juliet held her legs together as tightly as possible in the delusional hope that she could somehow stave off the elicit desire.

    She failed horribly. She grabbed her phone off the nightstand. She pulled up her contacts list. She found Charles' name. She opened a message and her fingers hovered over the on-screen keyboard as she contemplated doing the unthinkable and sending him a message.

    "Hey. This is Juliet. From the bar. I thought about what you asked, about helping you get to know your new home. I think I'd like to do that."

    She read the message and then quickly deleted it. Then she typed it out again. Her finger hovered over the send button as her pulse raced. Juliet knew she shouldn't message Charles. She knew she was doing it for the wrong reason. She had no intention of cheating on Jay, and yet it was the allure of a man like Charles that made her want to spend more time with him.

    Juliet sent the message. She hadn't entirely committed to it. She'd only said she thought she'd like it. She could back out. Or, perhaps Charles wouldn't even respond. Perhaps all he'd really been trying to do at the bar was fuck her.

    She saw the three dots. He was already typing out a message. Juliet glanced at Jay to make sure he was still asleep and then turned her attention back to her phone and felt her heart pounding remarkably hard as she waited.

    "That makes me very happy, Juliet," Charles replied. "The thought of spending even a little more time in your presence thrills me. But, I understand that you're a busy woman with a husband and a career, so if it makes it easier for you - if it helps you go from thinking you'd like to do it to actually wanting to do it - I'd be more than happy to pay you for your time. You could tell your husband that you picked up a side gig for some extra money."

    It was a kind offer, and one that would, in fact, make it a great deal easier to explain to Jay why she was suddenly spending time with a man like Charles.

    "I'd like that," she texted back.

    "Excellent. Why don't you come over for dinner this week? I'll cook. Does Wednesday sound good? You can share some of L.A.'s secrets with me and we can plan a few outings. Oh, and make sure you bring a bikini. I have an exquisite pool and I'm not letting you leave until you've gone for a swim. I promise, you won't regret it."

    He wasn't being particularly coy about his desire to do more than pay Juliet for her local expertise. She found it exciting, though, to the point that her pussy tingled at the thought of Charles seeing her in a bikini. Guilt almost immediately followed that thought, though it did very little to extinguish her desire.

    "Send me your address," Juliet replied, knowing full well that she was doing something foolish. "And I'll see you Wednesday."

    He sent his address and Juliet set her phone down, closed her eyes, and ran through her bikinis in her head. The previous summer she'd bought a red thong bikini that she'd never had the courage to wear. She thought of wearing it for Charles and her hand slipped under the covers and into her shorts. Her finger found her clit and she very nearly moaned the moment she touched it.

    Juliet masturbated as she thought of wearing her red bikini for Charles. The thought of being so bold, so wild, so daring...it turned her on in an intense manner, so much so that she came within thirty seconds. Her body trembled so hard she thought Jay might wake up. Thankfully, he didn't, and Juliet closed her eyes and fell asleep in the aftermath of another fantastic orgasm.

  
    Seduced - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Juliet hadn't lied about what she was doing that night - she'd told her husband she was interviewing for a potentially lucrative job - but she'd left out a few details.

    She hadn't shared that the interview would be at the home of a handsome and wealthy man. She hadn't shared that Charles - the aforementioned handsome and wealthy man - would be cooking dinner for her. She hadn't mentioned that she'd packed a bikini in her purse and that she'd likely wear it while swimming in Charles's pool. She definitely hadn't mentioned that she felt a certain attraction to Charles and that she was quite certain he felt the same way about her.

    Juliet felt bad about leaving out all those details, and yet she'd done so. She knew she was just being selfish. She wanted to feel just as desirable and special as she'd felt that night in the bar when Charles openly hit on her. She was also keen on potentially making a fair bit of money by helping him get to know Los Angeles and Juliet figured she could do that while resisting Charles's charms. She certainly had no plans on actually doing anything inappropriate with him. She just liked the idea that he desired her in that way.

    The house was in the Hollywood Hills, and while it was a bit of a trek to get there, Juliet suspected it would be the worth the trip as she caught a hint of the view - which was spectacular - from the driveway.

    Charles opened the door mere moments after Juliet rang the bell. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and had foregone footwear entirely. Despite the casual nature of his attire, he looked good, owing to a well-built chest and a set of arms that had clearly lifted a great deal of weight.

    "Welcome to my home," he said.

    Charles stepped aside and Juliet entered his home. A few steps later they were in the living room, which happened to have a breathtaking view out the back of the house. The pool sparkled and Los Angeles was spread out beyond it, looking far more attractive than it did when you were driving the city streets. The fireplace - gas, by the looks of it - was lit up and the lights were dimmed. The house smelled of garlic and Juliet couldn't help but smile at the sense of comfort that washed over her.

    "What a beautiful view," she said. "And what a beautiful home."

    Charles put his hand on Juliet's lower back and she felt the gentlest tingle of excitement. "Let me take you on a brief tour."

    He showed her the screening room the home's previous occupant had built - he'd been a movie producer - a small room that housed an impressively large wine collection, the biggest bathroom Juliet had ever seen, a library complete with walls lined with books and a pool table, a massive kitchen with gleaming marble countertops, and of course the backyard with an infinity edge pool and the most stunning view of Los Angeles she'd ever seen.

    "This is definitely the most impressive home I've ever seen," Juliet said.

    Charles stuffed his hands in his pockets, smiled proudly, and replied, "And I didn't even show you the bedroom."

    For just a moment Juliet entertained the idea of Charles taking her to his bedroom. She pushed the thought out of her head as soon as it had entered and felt annoyed with herself for letting the thought enter her mind in the first place.

    "So, tell me, Juliet, did you bring your bikini?" Charles asked.

    Some men would have leered at her in that moment, making their lecherous intentions obvious. Charles did not. Instead, he offered a warm smile and then stepped forward and dipped his foot into the pool. His smile brightened and a burst of energy seemed to move through him.

    "The water is utterly perfect," he said. "And the view. You have to admit that the view is unlike anything you've ever seen. I promise it's even more exquisite once the sun begins to set."

    "What about dinner?" she asked.

    "The sauce needs another hour or so," Charles replied. "Until then, we can swim and relax by the pool. We can enjoy a bottle of fine wine and you can talk to me about your fair city. Shall we change into our swimsuits?"

    Juliet nodded and he gestured towards the house.

    "You can change in the bathroom," he said.

    Charles led her there and continued down the hallway into what Juliet assumed was his bedroom as she stepped into the bathroom and locked the door. She stripped, pulled her bikini from her purse, and changed into it.

    Juliet looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She looked good. She turned to see her ass and was pleased that it too looked good. Really good. Her pulse quickened as she thought of piquing Charles's desire in the swimsuit.

    When Juliet heard Charles's footsteps she opened the bathroom door and stepped out. He turned around and his eyes quickly wandered over her body as a smile broke across her face.

    "Would you do me the honor of turning around?" he asked.

    For some reason, Juliet couldn't resist. She slowly spun around and looked over her shoulder as Charles took a few moments to admire her ass and then clapped his hands, smiled, and beckoned for her to follow him.

    "You're exquisitely beautiful, Juliet," he said. "You know that, right?"

    It felt weird to answer a question like that, so she offered only a smile.

    "I trust that your husband makes you feel as beautiful as you are?"

    Juliet took the question seriously as she quickly mulled over how often Jay did something that made her feel beautiful. Several memories leapt to mind, from the regular bouquets of flowers that showed up at the house to his frequent acts of affection to the multiple times a day he told her how beautiful she was.

    "He does, actually," she said. "I'm not sure all women are quite as lucky as me in that regard."

    "You are lucky," Charles replied as they walked to the kitchen. "I've met many women - beautiful women - who are not nearly as lucky, who spend their marriages feeling as though their husbands do not find them beautiful, do not desire them. I tell you, I will never understand a man that doesn't shower his beautiful wife in constant affection."

    Juliet knew better than to ask the question that came to mind, and yet the words spilled forth from her lips. "And these beautiful women whose husbands don't appreciate them, do you make these women feel appreciated?"

    Charles looked at her and smiled like a naughty boy who'd been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "It would be unwise of me to begin our working relationship by lying to you, so I won't."

    A bottle of wine already rested on the kitchen counter - Charles had seemingly selected it before her arrival - and he pulled a bottle opener from a drawer and skillfully wielded it to pull the cork.

    "Is that a yes?" Juliet asked despite knowing that the wisest move was not to press Charles on whether or not he had a habit of fucking married women.

    He offered yet another smile - a remarkably charming smile - and pulled two wine glasses from the cabinet. He filled them each - and filled them generously - and handed Juliet the bottle as he picked up both glasses and headed for the pool.

    "Would you think less of me if I found pleasure in satisfying women who have spent so much of their married lives in an unsatisfied state?" he asked.

    Juliet gave the question serious consideration as Charles set the glasses on an expertly weathered - and likely expensive - wooden table by the pool. He gestured towards one of the impossibly comfortable-looking chairs at the table and Juliet gladly sat as she settle the bottle down.

    "I don't think I would," she answered. "Think less of you, I mean. It doesn't make me think better of you, though. There's every chance you've left destruction in your wake, after all."

    Charles took his glass, held it under his nose, and smiled as if the scent of the wine brought him great pleasure. Juliet couldn't help but do the same thing and she was surprised to find her nose filled with an array of pleasing scents.

    "Is it truly destruction if I've awoken women to the fact that they're settling for far less than they deserve?" he asked. "If I make them feel things that their husband hasn't made them feel in years, perhaps ever? If a woman feels those things and decides she wants more out of her life, is that really destruction that I've left in my wake, or is that growth? Is that the birth of something beautiful?"

    Juliet suspected he was full of shit, and yet she couldn't help but find his argument remarkably persuasive. "Perhaps you have a point."

    That charming smile came out again and Juliet was mildly dismayed to feel a touch of desire. She let her eyes wander over Charles's chest and arms and found that desire growing. He was an older man - at least a decade older - and yet he was in far better shape than most men her age. Juliet couldn't help but compare Charles to her husband, a comparison that Jay was going to lose. He wasn't exactly a gym rat, after all. Most men would have lost a comparison with Charles, though, so Juliet didn't hold it against her husband, who was fitter than most men despite his fairly average physique.

    "Do you possess a skill that most men do not?" Juliet asked.

    "How do you mean?"

    "These women that you...well, that you fuck," she said, "you say you show them pleasure that they've never experienced in their lives, at least in many cases. Do you have a special skill that makes it so you're better than most men they've encountered in their lives?"

    Charles set his glass on the table and gently swirled the dark liquid inside, staring at its mesmerizing movement. "First, I do not fuck...all of the women I am with. In some cases, I make love to them. In other cases I do not enter them at all. Sometimes I merely use my fingers, or my tongue, or a sex toy, even. My talent - and one that I would argue most men do not possess - is that I am determined to give my partners exactly what they need and nothing more. The secret is that I find my greatest pleasure in giving them what they need. It often involves an orgasm for me, of course, but not always and I'm okay with that. I celebrate that, in fact, because some women need to be tended to without having to worry about a man's desires."

    As Juliet listened to his remarkably well-phrased and completely believable explanation of his skill, one question and only one question came to mind. It was yet another question she knew she shouldn't ask, and yet she wanted more than anything to know the answer - or Charles's answer, at least - to it.

    She had to ask. She had to know. "What do I need?"

    Charles smiled and stared at her for an uncomfortably long time. His eyes wandered over her body - slowly this time - and then he picked up his glass, sipped his wine, and closed his eyes before swallowing it. There was something undeniably sexy about every second of it.

    "You're different than most women," Charles said.

    "How so?"

    "Because it's not just one thing that you need," he answered. "You're more complicated, Juliet. It's why I was drawn to you that night in the bar. You were the only one - particularly of your friends - that was even remotely interesting to me."

    It seemed that he was admitting that he had been trying to pick her up in the bar, and that the invitation to his house had been part of a plan to sleep with her. Of course, he hadn't come right out and said that. Though, if she was being honest, Juliet would have admitted that she suspected that was the point of the invitation to the house and that she'd accepted anyway. Why she'd done so was the thing she didn't understand.

    "Let's go for a swim," Charles said.

    He didn't wait for her response. Instead, he stood, set his wine glass on the table, and turned towards the pool. He dove into the water with remarkable grace, remained under the rippling surface for what felt like far too long a time, and emerged on the other side of the pool.

    "Join me," he said. "It's perfect."

    Juliet took a long sip of her wine, stood, and walked towards the edge of the pool with far more sway in her hips than was necessary. Charles's eyes remained fixed on her the entire time and Juliet did her best to mimic his dive into the water, though she suspected she was less graceful than him.

    She opened her eyes and swam towards him, kicking her feet furiously while moving her arms through the water, which was, as he'd said, the perfect temperature. Juliet surfaced just a few feet from Charles and he was wearing that charming smile.

    "You were right," she said as water cascaded down her face and over her shoulders. "It's perfect."

    Charles turned towards the sunset - the sky had just begun to change colors - and rested his arms on the infinity edge of the pool. Juliet did the same and she was struck by the overwhelming beauty of the city she often found so utterly disgusting and sometimes even disheartening.

    "I could help you get to know LA," she said. "I mean, if you really wanted that, if it wasn't just a ruse to convince me to see you again."

    Charles was silent for a short spell, but Juliet had no difficulty simply staring at the horizon as the sun slowly raced towards it.

    "I asked a few friends for suggestions before moving. One recommended that I join SoHo house, which it turns out is overrun with TikTok content creators and wannabe writers and actors that have borrowed money from their parents to join and try and rub shoulders with famous people even though almost no famous people show up there anymore."

    Juliet smiled at what seemed to her as a perfectly accurate description of a member's only club in LA that used to be a very hip place to be.

    "Another friend suggested that I live at the Chateau Marmont for the first year," he continued. "I'd probably meet a few celebrities that way, but I'd also meet my fair share of has-beens and recently divorced wealthy men hoping to fuck desperate actresses and models that might mistake them for a producer."

    Juliet couldn't help but laugh at yet another accurate characterization.

    "Yet another suggested that I join the Los Angeles Country Club, which would be a wonderful idea if I wanted to spend my time hanging out with wealthy old men whose only real interest is remaining wealthy. I don't find men like that particularly interesting, though, and while I could always have more money, I don't really need more."

    "You were clearly given no shortage of bad ideas," she said.

    Charles laughed. "That's correct. Which is why I would, genuinely, like your help."

    Juliet wanted to ask if he also wanted to fuck her, but she managed to keep that one to herself. She suspected it was because she didn't want to hear him say 'no.'

    "What is it you're looking for, exactly?" she asked. "You said you want to get to know the city a little better, but that's pretty broad. Getting to know the city could include a trip to Skid Row to see the staggering number of homeless people, but that's probably not on your to do list. Do you want to meet celebrities? Would you like to get into the movie or TV business? Would you like to experience the culture of LA? The food scene?"

    Charles turned towards her and Juliet pulled her attention from the sunset. He inched a little closer and stared at her face as if he was appreciating a work of art. Juliet felt her loins tingle as he stared and she fought off a slight urge to lean in and kiss him.

    "I'm staring, aren't I?" he asked.

    She nodded, but Juliet didn't look away.

    "Sorry. I do that sometimes. It's rare, but there are times when I meet someone utterly enrapturing. You're one of those people, Juliet," he said. "Beautiful, yes, but so much more than that, too."

    He was probably just flattering her, but it felt remarkably good.

    "You have a hair..." Charles said before reaching up and gently brushing the hair away from her eye.

    It was a ploy. He just wanted to touch her. He wasn't the first man to use that ploy. It didn't matter, though. It worked. His touch was electric. Juliet's body hummed with desire.

    His finger gently moved down her cheek and came to rest under her chin. He lifted it slightly and Juliet offered no resistance. Charles leaned in. Juliet told herself to back away, but her body wouldn't listen.

    He kissed her. His finger remained under her chin for a few moments and then floated away. His lips parted ever-so-slightly and Juliet's did the same. His tongue brushed against her lower lip and disappeared as quickly as it appeared. She parted her lips a little wider, inviting his tongue back. It appeared once more and she welcomed it into her mouth. His lips shifted and their tongues danced for a few moments. His hand moved to the back of her head, though he applied no pressure. He was simply touching her, connecting them at a second location and deepening the pleasure of the kiss in doing so.

    Juliet's eyes remained closed and her lips parted as Charles backed away. She could feel the warmth of his breath against her skin, though. He was close. She opened her eyes and saw him staring at her from just a few inches away.

    "That was an exquisite kiss," he said. "Perfect in every way, Juliet."

    "I agree," she replied.

    "A great kiss...that was one of the things you need, Juliet," Charles said. "Wouldn't you agree?"

    Juliet smiled and nodded. She wasn't at all sure that Charles actually knew that or had been thinking it when she asked him the question at the table, but it sounded good. It sounded really good, and there was no question the kiss had been exquisite in every way and that her body was alive with an irresistible kind of desire.

    "What else do I need?" she asked.

    He smiled. "Don't worry. We have plenty of time for all of that. You're going to help me get to know my new city, after all. That could take months. Just think of the fun we'll have."

    Juliet thought about kissing him, about reaching into his swimsuit and stroking his cock. About exploring the damn near overwhelming lust she felt in that moment. She kept all of those desires at bay, though. After all, one kiss wasn't so bad. It wasn't a huge betrayal of her husband. Doing anything more would have been.

    "Why don't we get out and watch the sunset as we finish our wine?" he asked.

    Juliet should have left. She should have chalked up the night to a dumb mistake and walked away.

    She didn't, though. She couldn't. She was too intrigued by Charles. Too attracted. To enraptured. Too caught up in a kind of desire she wasn't familiar with.

    She told herself she had a job interview to finish, that she had to secure the job and negotiate for pay. It wasn't really true, but Juliet needed something to cling to, some reason to stay besides being a horrible person that wanted to cheat on her husband.

    What she really wanted, what she was really staying for, was another moment like that kiss. Another moment of pure pleasure. A moment of complete and total escape to a place of bliss.

    She'd make it up to Jay when she got home. She'd make him cum like he'd never cum before. She'd take care of him. That wouldn't really make it okay, but Juliet told herself it would. She told herself that would make things equal, that it would help her with the guilt she felt for having such desire for Charles, for letting him kiss her, for getting so turned on - so wet - when their lips met.

    As they got out of the pool Juliet told herself that she'd be better in her next meeting with Charles, that she wouldn't lose herself in his seemingly unique ability to stoke her desire.

    Even as she thought it, Juliet knew she was lying. She knew she wouldn't be able to resist letting him make her feel so good. She was still going to see him again, though. To help him get to know LA and to help herself feel that same pleasure she felt when he kissed her. She wouldn't be able to resist.

  
    Seduced - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    Juliet felt guilty, just not for the reason she expected she’d feel guilty.

    She'd kissed another man. She'd thoroughly enjoyed it. The kiss had left her deeply aroused. That should have made her feel guilty. It didn't.

    Instead, it was the lack of guilt that made her feel guilty. It was a twisting maze of emotion, but at its core was a sense of guilt that she didn't feel anywhere near as bad as she should have for letting Charles kiss her, and, if she was being honest, for returning that kiss.

    Juliet felt a little guilty that she was considering all of those things while Jay was inside her, but she was well-aware that he didn't need her help at that point. She'd put on the sexiest lingerie she owned. She'd seduced him quite thoroughly. She'd given him head and taken him inside her. She'd ridden his cock until her body shuddered with pleasure.

    Now, she was on her back and Jay was working his way towards an orgasm. He was getting there rather quickly, too. He never came when she was on top, but that was okay with her. It gave Juliet all the time she needed to reach her orgasm, especially on days when she knew it might take a bit longer to get there.

    On that night, it was quick. Very quick. It was quick because she thought of Charles as she ground her pussy back and forth over Jay's cock. She thought of his lips against hers. She thought of how thrilling it was that a wealthy, good-looking man was so interested in her. She thought of how her interest in Charles seemed to grow despite telling herself - repeatedly, even - that it was incredibly stupid to spend any time with him. She was a married woman, after all.

    "Fuck, Juliet...I'm close," Jay said.

    Her attention returned to her husband and she moaned and kissed his neck. She grabbed his ass and squeezed hard before urging him to climax. "Cum in me, Jay. Cum in my pussy. Cum in my tight little cunt!"

    He liked dirty talk. He always had. He came almost immediately and Juliet smiled as her husband grunted and groaned while his cock emptied in her pussy. She held him close and showered his neck and cheeks in kisses. For just a moment - a fleeting moment, really - she imagined what it would be like to have Charles cum inside her. To be on her back in his bed in his incredible house. To have her legs wrapped around him. To have his cum spurting inside her. It was enough to make her clit tingle and she was suddenly interested in having another orgasm.

    Juliet passed on the second orgasm, though. It felt weird to ask Jay to make her cum because she'd gotten turned on thinking about another man, especially since the thought had been of that other man cumming inside her.

    Instead, she savored the pleasure of her first orgasm, held her husband close for a few minutes longer, and then invited him to take a shower with her, an invitation that Jay gladly accepted.

    ---

    "Do you remember that night at the bar?" Juliet asked her friend.

    Lauren looked up from her drink - a cocktail of some sort - and gave a quizzical look. "You'll have to be a great deal more specific."

    "The night we were talking about the smallest cocks we'd ever been with."

    Lauren smiled. "Yes, of course. You were the lucky winner, or the loser, I guess." She laughed. "That poor guy you were with. I mean, fuck, what's a man supposed to do when he's got a dick as long a girl's pinky?"

    Juliet felt bad laughing at Jim's expense - that was the guy with the small dick - but he wasn't there and he'd have no way of knowing they were chuckling at him. Plus, he'd been really, really small.

    "What about that night?" Lauren asked.

    "I talked with a guy at the bar. The older guy. Charming. Handsome. Well-dressed. He offered me a job that night. Or, sort of a job."

    Lauren sipped her drink. "Okay. Yeah. I sort of remember you talking to a guy at the bar. What about him?"

    Juliet took a deep breath. "Well, I went to his house for a meeting about the job."

    Lauren recoiled. "Eww, really? You went to his house? Are you out of your mind?"

    She was right. It was never smart to go to a guy's house or hotel room for a job meeting, especially in Los Angeles, which has a long and storied history of powerful men taking advantage of eager, beautiful young women.

    "I did. It's an incredible house, too. He spent his money well. It wasn't weird or anything. Or, at least, I don't think it was. I don't know. I'm kind of confused about the whole thing, to be honest."

    Lauren stared at her for a few seconds and then asked, "What did he do? Or, what did you do?"

    "He kissed me," Juliet said. "And I kissed him back. We were in his pool. It was sunset. The city looked so beautiful. Everything looked so beautiful. He was so...skilled. He made me feel...I don't know...more beautiful than I've ever felt."

    Lauren looked stunned, and then she smiled. "Oh, damn, it was a good kiss, wasn't it? It was. I can see it on your face. It was a good kiss. A damn good kiss, even." Her smile got even brighter. "Wait, it was a great kiss, wasn't it?"

    Juliet nodded.

    Lauren's reaction was the reason Juliet had picked her to receive the confession. Of her friends, Lauren was least likely to immediately jump to being judgmental or thinking of Juliet as a whore for kissing another man.

    "Did anything else happen?" Lauren asked.

    Juliet shook her head. "I was there for two more hours, too. He didn't even kiss me when he walked me to my car. He didn't even try."

    Lauren stared at her, studying Juliet's face. "Oh my god, you wanted him to kiss you again. You're a little bit insulted that he didn't, aren't you? You're wondering if the first kiss was bad for him."

    She had an uncanny ability to read Juliet, which was yet another reason she was the perfect friend for this kind of conversation. "Isn't that the most ridiculous thing you've ever heard?" Juliet asked.

    Lauren shook her head. "No. Not at all. Not even a little bit ridiculous. I mean, don't get me wrong, it's fucked up that you kissed someone else - because you're married and all - but I get it. It was a great kiss for you and you figure it had to have been for him. So if that's the case, why didn't he kiss you again?"

    "Exactly!"

    Lauren leaned a little closer. "Okay, well, are you meeting again about this job?"

    Juliet nodded. "On Saturday. I'm supposed to show him the real LA. He said he wants to learn about his new city, and not the version of it that his rich friends keep recommending."

    "That sounds like a date," Lauren noted with a smile. "I mean, I guess I could be wrong, but it seems like the whole job thing might just be an elaborate way of spending time with you. I don't know, though. Why would a rich guy who could presumably have all sorts of women put in so much effort if all he wanted was to sleep with you?"

    "Yeah, that's my question too," Juliet said. "I mean, it's strange, right?"

    "So where are you going on your date?" Lauren asked with a playful smile.

    "I mean, LA's such an eclectic city. I figured I'd show him some of the beach culture stuff, though. We could start in Malibu and work our way down to Santa Monica. I suppose it could take more than a day to do that, but it seems like a pretty good place to kick this thing off."

    "Plus, a beach can be awfully romantic and on some of LA's beaches you can actually be pretty close to alone," Lauren said.

    Juliet was loathe to admit that her friend had likely divined her subconscious motivation for choosing a tour of LA's beach culture as a Saturday activity with Charles, but there was a very good chance she was right on the money, a fact that was a touch embarrassing.

    "I feel like I'd be an irresponsible friend if I didn't bring up Jay here," Lauren added. "I mean, you know, you're married. Jay's a really nice guy and I'm pretty sure you've never expressed any kind of unhappiness with your marriage."

    With just a few sentences she'd managed to help Juliet locate the guilt she couldn't feel the other night. "I know. And our marriage really is good, and Jay really is a great guy. It's insane. I should just forget this whole thing. I just...I don't know what's going on...I just can't."

    "Are you getting paid?"

    Juliet nodded. "He's going to pay me a thousand dollars for a day's work."

    Lauren's eyes went wide. "Oh, wow. I mean, you have to take that, right? I guess maybe it's weird that you're kind of getting paid to go on a date - maybe sort of - but you still have to take it."

    "I mean...yeah," Juliet said with a smile. "How could I not?"

    "Plus, maybe you'll get to experience another kiss, or maybe something even better will happen? Am I correct in thinking that you wouldn't be terribly upset if this guy wanted more than just a kiss?"

    The guilt struck again. Juliet nodded, though. "It's fucked up. I definitely shouldn't want that. I definitely shouldn't take the job." She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I'm definitely going to do it, though."

    "I want to hear about it afterwards," Lauren said as she raised her drink. "And a toast to you and this totally insane thing you're doing."

    Juliet toasted with her friend, smiled, and took a sip of what would be the first of several drinks that night. She got wonderfully drunk, caught a ride home, and jumped Jay's bones the moment she was in the house. He fucked her with great skill, providing a thrilling orgasm and having one of his own. Charles entered Juliet's mind only a handful of times during the sex, which she took as a sign of improvement. The fact that he was fucking her every time he entered her mind was not, however, a good sign.

    It was probably evidence that Juliet should have canceled her Saturday with Charles. She didn't, though. She was not acting rationally. She was caught up in a kind of excitement she hadn't felt in a long time and she wasn't willing to let it go.

    ---

    It wasn't until she was in the dressing room that Juliet saw the price tag on the dress. Never in her life had she bought a piece of clothing that even approached $500, and yet there was a very real chance that Charles would buy the dress for her if she liked it.

    The shopping hadn't been part of her plan. Charles had pulled into the shopping area in Malibu and had seemingly been taken by the boutique clothing store they were now in. He'd suggested that they pop inside to see if Juliet liked any of the clothes. She'd been a little insulted - she thought the sundress she'd worn for their day at the beaches was very cute - but Charles quickly assured her that she looked astoundingly beautiful and that he only wanted to take her shopping because a woman as beautiful as her deserved to wear the absolute finest clothing.

    The truth was, the dresses in the shop were far nicer than anything Juliet owned. She knew it the moment they walked in and it became clearer as soon as she touched the fabric of the first dress she saw that appealed to her. It was expensive because it was better.

    That became even clearer when Juliet tried it on. It was a sundress very much like the one she'd worn that day, and yet it looked so much better on her. It fit better. The fabric hung better on her body. She was quite enthralled with how good it made her breasts look. Somehow they seemed perkier and sexier and from the moment Juliet looked at herself in the mirror she knew she'd be crushed if she couldn't walk out of the store wearing the dress.

    Juliet stepped out of the fitting room in the dress and walked towards Charles. She saw his face light up. He liked it too. He didn't even need to say a word.

    "It's perfect," he said. "I'm buying it for you."

    "Are you sure?" she asked, though Juliet suspected her attempt to show concern over him spending money on her wasn't the slightest bit convincing.

    "Yes. Don't even bother changing into the other dress. Just rip off the tag and I'll go pay for it right now."

    So that's what Juliet did. A few minutes later she walked out of the store in the new dress. She was astounded at how beautiful she felt in it.

    "Thank you," she said to Charles.

    He smiled. "You're astoundingly beautiful, Juliet, and it’s a crime for you to be dressed in anything less than the absolute best, and I dare say that the dress you're wearing looks truly perfect on you."

    Charles put his hand on her lower back and walked Juliet to the passenger side of the car. He leaned over to open the door and his shoulder brushed against hers. She would have kissed him in that moment. She would have kissed him right there in the parking lot. She made no move to initiate a kiss, though. Instead, she savored the feeling of his hand on her lower back and then got in the car.

    As Charles moved to the driver's side, Juliet carefully pulled up the bottom of the sundress to expose a little more of her thigh than was necessary. As he got in, Charles glanced at her smooth skin and Juliet felt giddy.

    "Thank you again for the dress," she said.

    He smiled and started the car before looking her way and holding her gaze. Juliet was surprised by how desperately she wanted him to lean over and kiss her, so much so that she fought not to show that desperation, mostly because she didn't want to embarrass herself in case Charles had no interest in such things.

    "Now that you're wearing that beautiful dress, we're in danger of committing a crime."

    "Really?"

    "Well, it would be a crime not to take you out. I absolutely must take you to lunch. A nice place where people can admire your beauty and feel jealous of me because I'm lucky enough to be with a woman that exudes such beauty and sexiness and seemingly does so without an ounce of effort."

    Juliet's loins tingled with desire and she was fairly certain she was blushing a little.

    "May I take out to lunch, Juliet?"

    She nodded. "I'd like that very much."

    Charles reached out and gently ran his fingers over her knee. They traveled a few inches up her thigh while he smiled and Juliet felt her pussy get utterly soaked in mere moments. Had he moved to finger her right there in the car she wouldn't have fought it. She would have spread her legs, pulled her panties aside, and urged him to make her cum.

    He didn't, though. He pulled his hand away after no more than a few seconds of contact. He started the car, backed out of the space, and drove them to a beautiful beachside hotel that happened to have a restaurant on the back patio. It was literally over the ocean as Juliet could hear the waves crashing on the rocks and sand beneath where they were seated.

    "Have you ever stayed at this hotel?" Charles asked as they perused the menus.

    Juliet shook her head. "I can't imagine we could afford it."

    Charles looked out over the ocean, smiled, and said, "That's a shame. I imagine it would be quite romantic to have a room with a view like the one we're enjoying right now. You could open the windows and listen to the ocean while enjoying a bottle of champagne. It would be quite a treat, especially with a woman as beautiful as you."

    He could deliver lines like that without seeming cheesy. Instead, he seemed utterly genuine, like he wasn't trying to hit on her, like he was simply speaking a truth so obvious that anyone could see it.

    Lunch ended up being a long, luxurious affair that included Juliet and Charles sharing a bottle of wine along with some of the finest food she'd ever eaten. She learned a great deal about him and shared far more about herself than she'd expected too. He asked about Jay and she happily shared stories of how they met, where they honeymooned, what he did for a living, their plans for the future, and more. She asked about his previous relationships and learned that he'd been married once and had learned that he wasn't particularly good at being a husband, which was why he'd sworn off getting married again.

    By the time lunch was over, the restaurant was very nearly ready to begin the first dinner seating. Charles paid what turned out to be an exorbitant bill and on his way out he inquired if any of the hotel rooms had balconies that overlooked the ocean. He seemed pleased to discover that four of the rooms did, in fact, have a balcony and then he took Juliet's hand and they walked to the parking lot.

    "Thank you for lunch," she said as Charles once again proved to be a gentleman by opening the car door for her.

    He smiled. "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure."

    Juliet noted how much she enjoyed the way Charles looked at her. She felt his desire, but not in a lascivious way. It was as if he had a deep appreciation for getting to spend time with her, as if his day was made better simply because she was with him.

    It was too late for Juliet to show Charles much of LA's beach culture - a great deal of which was located in Santa Monica and Venice - so she suggested they stop in Pacific Palisades to watch the sunset and that they could pick up their beach tour next weekend.

    They parked and Charles pulled a blanket from the trunk of his luxury car. He tucked it under his arm, took Juliet's hand, and led her out onto the beach. She felt like his girlfriend. It was dangerous and she knew it. She couldn't help herself, though.

    Charles laid out the blanket and sat. Juliet sat next to him with no distance between them. He put his arm around her and she leaned into his warm, strong body. A gentle breeze picked up, carrying with it the briny scent of the waves crashing on the beach that stretched out in front of them. It blew Juliet's hair across her face and she reached up to brush it being her ear.

    She turned to see Charles staring at her. "What?" she asked.

    "You're one of the few truly irresistible women I've ever had the pleasure of spending time with, Juliet," he said. "It's a constant struggle to contain my desire for you."

    He leaned in and their lips met for an electric kiss. The sound of the waves got quieter as Juliet's senses drew inward and she focused almost entirely on the pleasure of Charles's tongue gently brushing against lips. She moaned, opened her mouth, and drew him into her. He touched her knee and his fingers danced a few inches up her thigh, prompting Juliet to part her legs just enough to invite Charles to let his fingers drift a few inches closer to her panties, which were now wet with her desire.

    The kiss broke and her gaze met his. His fingers remained on her thigh, now halfway between her knee and her panties. Then, with their eyes still locked, Charles's hand drifted the rest of the way up her leg. His fingers pressed against her panties. She parted her thighs a little further and then moaned. The sound was soft but unmistakable. It was involuntary - a response to the intense pleasure she felt - but Juliet wasn't displeased that her body had produced the distinct sound of desire.

    "That feels so good," she whispered.

    Charles leaned in to kiss her again and Juliet opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue inside her.

    You can have me, she thought. I want you, and you can have me. You can have me any way you want me.

    ---

    "That's not the dress you wore today."

    Juliet looked down at the dress - the dress Charles had bought for her - and cursed herself for forgetting to change.

    "I like it, though," Jay said as he approached and leaned in to kiss her.

    Juliet closed her eyes and welcomed the soft touch of her husband's lips against hers. Guilt surged through her body as she dropped her purse, put her arms around him, and did her best to lure his tongue deep into her mouth.

    "Wow," he said with a smile. "That was a heck of a kiss."

    His hands moved over her waist and to her lower back. His touch was familiar and comfortable and deeply reassuring.

    "And this dress is incredible. Did you buy it today?"

    Juliet nodded and he smiled before stepping back and scanning her body.

    "Damn, I mean, you look incredible."

    The guilt was overwhelming. It hadn't been, but now it was. It felt like it inhabited every corner of Juliet's body and rendered her nearly unable to form a sentence.

    "I'm sorry," were the only two words that came out of her mouth.

    "For what?" he asked.

    "Charles bought me this dress," she confessed. "It cost a fortune. Five hundred dollars."

    Jay's eyes went wide, as they should have. That wasn't a lot of money to Charles, but he was an in an entirely different economic class. Juliet couldn't read Jay’s expression outside of the surprise, though.

    "Why did he buy you the dress?" he asked.

    "Because he thinks I'm beautiful," she answered as honestly as possible. "And he thinks that a woman as beautiful as me deserves to wear the finest clothes and that the dress I had on this morning when I left simply wasn't good enough."

    Again Jay's eyes roamed over her body and again his face revealed very little about how he felt in that moment. "He's right. You do deserve the best, and you really do look incredible in that dress. I mean, I guess you get what you pay for and he definitely got his money's worth given that he got to spend the whole day with you."

    Jay stepped closer again. He took her hand in his and squeezed it gently. She looked up at him and smiled while blinking her eyes far too rapidly, as if doing so would help dissipate the nervousness she felt.

    "Can I kiss you again?" he asked.

    Juliet nodded and smiled.

    Jay's lips neared hers. She closed her eyes. He kissed her. It was warm and soft and beautiful. He put a hand on her lower back and pulled her close. She parted her lips and offered her tongue. He took it and offered his in return. She felt the stiffness of his cock press into her stomach and deepened their kiss as she ran a hand through his hair and let her fingers dance over the back of his neck.

    "I'm not the only man that's kissed you today, am I?" he asked softly.

    Guilt washed over Juliet. Terrible, overwhelming guilt. Well-deserved guilt. Fear gripped her, too. Fear of losing Jay, of losing her marriage, of losing the life they'd built together.

    Honesty was called for in that moment, though. She shook her head. "No, you're not."

    Juliet expected anger and pain from her husband. She expected him to walk away and scream. She expected him to pack a bag and stay with a friend until they could work out their separation and divorce. She expected the absolute worst.

    "Why don't I feel angry?" he asked.

    Even if she had an answer, Juliet wouldn't have ventured it. Jay wasn't talking to her. He was simply voicing a vexing thought.

    He ran his fingers down the back of her dress until he touched the backs of her thighs. He pulled the dress up, caressing her bare skin along the way. He slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties and then pulled them down until Juliet stepped out of them.

    Instead of standing up, Jay dropped to his knees and lifted the front of her dress. He stared at her pussy and then ran his fingers through her pubic hair and traced his way around her labia without touching them.

    "You're wet," he said.

    Juliet nodded as she looked down at her husband.

    He slipped his thumb inside her and she moaned softly. He pulled it out a few moments later and took it in his mouth for a moment.

    "You taste good. Sweet. A little bit salty. Good, though."

    Juliet was confused and still a little nervous.

    Jay slipped his index and middle finger inside of her. He penetrated her slowly and then rubbed her clit with his thumb. Juliet closed her eyes and her thighs trembled just a little from the sudden influx of pleasure coursing through her body.

    "Am I the first man to have his fingers inside you today?"

    She opened her eyes, looked down at her husband, and shook her head. This time, Juliet wasn't sure what to expect from Jay. Anger. Hurt. Surprise. Lust, even. All options were on the table.

    With his fingers still inside her, Jay stood. He leaned in and they kissed. She moaned into his mouth, both from the surprise of such a vigorous kiss and from the continued stimulation of her clit as his fingers probed her exceedingly wet pussy.

    "Would I be the first man to fuck you today?" he asked.

    "Yes," she whispered.

    Juliet unzipped his pants and freed her husband's cock, stroking him as their tongues entwined once more. Intense desire now mingled with the guilt she felt.

    "I want you," Jay said softly.

    "Then take me," she replied.

    Jay stepped back and stripped as Juliet watched, focusing much of her attention on his impressively stiff cock. The head looked bigger than usual and had turned a shade of purple.

    Juliet grabbed the bottom of her dress to pull it off, but Jay stopped her. "Leave it on," he said. She released her grip on the soft fabric, choosing to do as her husband desired in that moment.

    Now naked, Jay pulled her close and they kissed as Juliet stroked his cock once more. He lifted her dress up over her waist, grabbed her ass with both hands, and hoisted her into the air. Juliet wrapped her legs around him as Jay's cock rubbed over her pussy lips. A moment later he was inside her.

    Jay turned and pressed Juliet's back against the front door. His hands remained on her ass as he thrust his cock in and out of her. She held his head in her hands and kissed him while marveling at how fantastically good it felt to get fucked up against a door.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Jay...baby...fuck me. Fuck me hard."

    He fucked her with vigorous, deep thrusts, pushing Juliet hard against the door each time. She wondered if she'd have bruises on her back when she woke up tomorrow and for some reason the notion of taking such a hard fucking made her pussy a little wetter.

    "Jay...that feels s good," she said between kisses. "Your cock feels so good inside me."

    "Will I be the first man to make you cum today?" he asked.

    "No," she confessed despite her concern that it might break his heart.

    It didn't break his heart or crush his spirit, though. If anything, her confession invigorated him. He grabbed her ass tighter and fucked her harder. It sounded like someone was pounding on the front door, but it was merely Juliet's body banging against the sturdy composite wood with every thrust of her husband's remarkably stiff dick.

    "Jay...baby...I'm close...I'm so fucking close...make me cum!"

    They kissed with a kind of passion Juliet wasn't sure they'd ever felt. It was deep and beautiful and so was the sex. Her legs trembled and had she not been in her husband's arms Juliet was convinced she would have collapsed onto the floor. Instead, though, Jay held her confidently and with seeming ease, fucking Juliet to an orgasm that blinded her with pleasure. She saw stars while screaming loud enough that the neighbors might have heard.

    Jay's thrusts slowed and his grunts and groans - deeper and more vigorous than usual - joined her screams of pleasure as he came inside her. He kissed her neck and panted, his hot breath tickling her skin, upon which a fine sheen of sweat had sprung up.

    With his hands still firmly gripping her ass, Jay kissed Juliet. Their tongues mingled slowly and passionately as his cock remained deep inside her. He still felt remarkably stiff, as if cumming hadn't sapped him of an ounce of his desire.

    After a long kiss, Jay pulled out. His cum immediately leaked out of Juliet and fell onto the floor between her legs, some of it splashing against her feet and calves. He stepped back and her dress floated down, covering her freshly-satisfied pussy and sweaty inner thighs.

    "That was unexpected," he said with a smile.

    "Yeah," she replied with a hint of defensiveness in her voice. Now that the sexual energy had dissipated Juliet was convinced that Jay's anger - which would have been perfectly righteous - would emerge.

    "I still want you."

    It was - once again - the last thing she expected to hear from her husband. "Really?"

    Jay nodded. "Right now. In our bed."

    Juliet grabbed her panties from the floor and held them over her pussy so she didn't leak his cum all over the house. He took her hand and they headed for the bedroom as she marveled once more at his seeming lack of anger.

    "I want you on top," he said. "In the dress."

    Juliet smiled. Jay crawled into the bed and she tossed her panties aside before mounting her husband, whose cock was still remarkably stiff. She took him inside her, he smiled, and she began to ride him.

    It took longer than the first time, but they both came again with Juliet on top and the dress bunched up around her waist. They kissed. They touched. They fucked beautifully and her second orgasm might have been even better than the first.

    After they'd cum, he told her to take the dress off and then he pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her naked body while his cock slowly softened inside her.

    "I'm sorry," she whispered.

    "I know," he replied. A few seconds later he asked, "When are you seeing him again?"

    Juliet detected only curiosity in his voice. "I...well, he wants to continue the beach tour next weekend. Next Saturday. I was thinking I'd cancel it, though."

    "Don't," was all Jay offered in response.

    She sat up and gently rested her hands against his chest. Juliet studied his face and asked, "Are you sure?"

    "Yes," he answered. "It's a good job and it clearly comes with unexpected benefits. You'd be a fool to give it up."

    HIs reaction was truly puzzling, though Juliet wasn't about to complain, as there had been genuine and unexpected benefits. They'd probably have to have a conversation about it at some point, but that moment - with him still inside her - was not the time for it.

    The conversation could wait and in the meantime she'd enjoy the deeply pleasing sensations that came with having two orgasms in quick succession. Doing so while cuddled up with her husband made those sensations that much sweeter, so everything else could wait until they were both ready to have that inevitable conversation.

  
    Seduced - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Jay, baby, what's going on?" Juliet asked from the shower as her husband came into the bathroom for the fourth time since she'd first stepped under the hot water. Each time he'd quickly exited, making it clear to her that something was going on.

    "Nothing," he said.

    She opened the glass door and he glanced at her naked body. "Jay, it's obvious that something is going on. Are you concerned about today?"

    He looked away and leaned against the bathroom counter. He looked tense. He gripped the counter hard enough for his knuckles to go white and then released his grasp and crossed his arms.

    "Yes. I am. I feel like maybe I was out of my mind when I said you should keep working for Charles, or keep seeing him, or keep doing whatever it is you're doing."

    "Okay," Juliet said. She wanted to keep seeing Charles. She found him endlessly alluring, and it wasn't just his wealth. It was his confidence, his good looks, his exceptional skill at making her feel beautiful and desirable. Her body practically cried out for him anytime she thought of him, so of course Jay didn't want her to see him again and she couldn't blame him. "I'll call and quit after the shower."

    Jay nodded and walked out of the bathroom. Juliet was disappointed. Deeply disappointed. She shouldn't have been. It was wrong of her. She'd cheated on her husband by kissing another man, by getting fingered by that man, by having an orgasm on that man's fingers. She'd let herself develop an emotional attachment to Charles, too, though not in a girlfriend-boyfriend kind of way. It was something else. It was related to how good he made her feel. It was unfair to Jay, though. Deeply, deeply unfair.

    She finished my shower and was in the process of drying off when Jay stepped into the bathroom again. He looked stressed.

    "He made you cum last time."

    She nodded.

    "How?"

    "With his fingers."

    "And it was good?"

    "It was incredible."

    He rushed towards her. Juliet dropped the towel. He kissed her. He lifted her onto the bathroom counter and the kiss deepened. She wrapped my legs around him and felt his stiffness through his shorts.

    Juliet unzipped Jay's shorts. She freed his cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy lips. She took him inside her. He fucked her hard and fast. There was a wildness to it, a kind of urgency that hadn't been present in their marriage for quite some time.

    They came together. Her legs kicked open and her toes curled. Her thighs trembled. Juliet held tight to Jay and he grunted and groaned while emptying himself inside her.

    "Wow," she said softly as they came down from our climaxes.

    Jay pulled out and his cum dripped out of her and splashed onto the floor. He looked down and laughed before grabbing her panties from the floor and pressing them between her legs. Jay collected a handful of toilet paper and cleaned up what had leaked out of her.

    "I'm sorry," he said. "About earlier, I mean. About saying you should quit. You shouldn't."

    "I don't mind quitting, Jay. The pay is good and obviously I...I like Charles, but I like you a lot more. I like our marriage a lot more. I don't want to fuck that it up."

    He smiled. "You won't. I promise. You won't. It's a lot, which is why I was out of sorts this morning, but you won't fuck it up."

    Juliet didn't entirely believe him, though the fact that he was telling her all of that in a post-orgasmic state made it more believable. "Okay. I'll go today, at least. We'll see how you feel afterwards."

    He kissed her. A long, deep, beautiful kiss.

    "He wants me to go shopping, to buy some new clothes. He gave me a prepaid debit card with $2,500 on it."

    Jay's eyes went wide just like Juliet's had when Charles had presented her with the card. It was more than she'd ever spent on clothes in a year, let alone in a single shopping trip. She understood, though, that Charles expected her to buy high end clothing, which meant the $2,500 wouldn't go anywhere near as far as she might have imagined.

    "Do you want to come with me?"

    He shook his head. "No. You go ahead without me."

    "Are you sure you're okay with this?"

    Jay smiled and nodded. "It's unusual and it's a little confusing, but there's something about it that...I don't know, that I just really like. I know you like it too."

    "I do," she admitted.

    "Plus, honestly, you looked so good in that dress he bought you that I'm absolutely going to benefit from this guy buying you all sorts of expensive stuff. I mean, I get to see you in whatever you buy with the money he gives you, right?"

    "Of course."

    "Well then, I'm a winner here."

    Jay kissed Juliet once more and then left the bathroom. She sat on the toilet to let the rest of his cum leak out of her and it occurred to her that she had no idea where to shop for the kind of expensive clothes that Charles wanted to see her in. She'd have to do a little research before she headed out for her shopping trip.

    ---

    Juliet showed up at Charles's door wearing an outfit whose total cost was more than $1,200, and that was with a fairly cheap pair of shoes.

    She wore a classy-but-sexy pleated skirt that left half her thigh exposed, a sleeveless white blouse made from the softest material Juliet had ever had on her body, and a high end matching bra and panty set that she felt impossibly sexy in. She'd bought two more new dresses but had opted for the skirt and blouse for her day with Charles because it felt a little more casual.

    "What do you think?" Juliet asked as she posed for Charles the moment he opened his door.

    His eyes roamed over her body as she showed off her outfit from every angle. She even did a little spin so the skirt would float up a bit, though she nearly toppled over thanks to having done so in a pair of three inch heels.

    "Whoa there," Charles said with a smile.

    He offered his hand and Juliet took it. He pulled her close and caressed her face as her body gently pressed into his.

    "You look perfect. Utterly exquisite, Juliet."

    She wanted him to kiss her. She wanted to feel his lips against hers. She wanted to welcome his tongue into her mouth. He didn't, though. Instead, he took her hand and led her into his house. She was disappointed, but her desire had only deepened.

    "Thank you for your generosity," she said. "For the debit card. It was a treat to be able to shop for clothes like this."

    "A woman as beautiful as you should be clad in only the finest of clothing. You know that."

    "Well, I'm glad I met you, then, because without you I couldn't afford clothing like this."

    Juliet saw drinks and food laid out on the table on Charles's back patio. He stepped behind her and wrapped his arms around her body. He brushed her hair aside and kissed the back of her neck. She closed her eyes and leaned into him. His hands moved up her torso and for just a moment he cupped her breasts. She wanted his hands to remain there forever, but they were gone just in an instant.

    Charles took her hand and led her to the patio. Juliet admired the breathtaking view of Los Angeles as he pulled out a chair for her. She sat and Charles ran his fingers down her arm before sitting across from her.

    They dined on exquisite food, drank delicate champagne, and indulged in conversation for nearly an hour. Juliet wasn't sure a man had ever paid such close attention to her every word and she couldn't help but feel utterly charmed by his interest in her. She did note that he managed to avoid the topic of her marriage, though that was probably for the best. He certainly seemed utterly unconcerned that Juliet was a married woman and she suspected that she was far from the first he'd been with.

    After lunch they cleared away the dishes and Juliet proposed that they continue their beach tour. She wanted to show Charles the true heart of LA's beach scene. She wanted to walk along Venice Beach and take him on the Santa Monica pier. He wanted to get to know his new city, after all, and the beach was a huge part of what Los Angeles so appealing.

    "I can't imagine anything more enjoyable than walking along the beach with you," he said in reply to her offer.

    Juliet smiled at the way he looked at her, at the way he drank her in. He didn't have to say a word to make her feel desirable. He just had to look. "I like how I feel when I'm with you," she said without even thinking about it.

    Charles took her hand and pulled her close. His body felt warm and firm. She put her arms around him and looked up at him.

    "I like how I feel when I'm with you, Juliet. I haven't felt this way in a long time."

    She would have asked him to kiss her, but she didn't have to. His lips found hers. She closed her eyes and let her body melt into his as he ran a hand down her back and applied gentle pressure to pull her closer.

    Juliet was the first to open her mouth. Charles followed suit, though, and soon their tongues were entwined. She could taste the champagne and the peach dessert he'd served after lunch. Most delightful, though, was his erection. Juliet felt it pressing into her stomach. His desire felt good. Exquisite, even, and it helped fan the flames of the significant lust she felt.

    Charles was the one to end the kiss as he took a step back. Juliet felt lightheaded for a moment and she couldn't help but smile at him.

    "You're an exceptionally good kisser, Juliet," he said.

    She brushed an errant hair away from her forehead and smiled. "I'm not sure I'm as good a kisser as you. The way I feel when you kiss me, Charles...it's really something else. It's hard to describe, but...but I really like it."

    "You're not alone."

    She wanted him. She wanted him to have her, to take her, to make her his right there in his kitchen. It felt wrong to throw herself at him, though. Charles was the kind of man that would make his desires clear when he felt them, and he hadn't yet struck her as the kind of man that rushed into anything.

    "Let's go to the beach," he said.

    Juliet followed him into the garage. Charles opened the passenger door for her and she smiled and slid into his luxury car. The leather was soft and warm against her thighs and she made no effort to pull her skirt down. She liked that Charles would stare at her legs as soon as he got in, that she might arouse him just a little with her mere presence in his car.

    He did stare, if only for a few moments. Then he backed out of his garage and got them on the road to the beach. It was a bit of a drive - traffic wasn't great, as was always the case - but time with Charles was always more than pleasant.

    On this particular drive he was more affectionate, too. He reached over constantly to touch her. He held her hand a few times. He put a hand on her knee. He ran his fingers over the smooth, soft skin of her inner thigh. She moaned a few times when it felt especially good and there was a distinct dampness in her panties by the time they pulled into a parking garage near Venice Beach.

    For nearly an hour they walked the beach, soaking in the truly unique collection of people that chose to spend their day in Venice. Charles wasn't shy about holding Juliet's hand or putting his arm around her and each time her heart fluttered a little. People stared - he was a lot older than her, after all - but she didn't care one whit. She wanted him to touch her. She liked that people could see that he desired her, that she desired him.

    Ultimately, though, Venice Beach was really not Charles's scene. It was a little too weird, a little too populated by young people seeking out stimulation in any form available, from weed to insane workouts to overt displays of sexuality of all kinds to drugs a bit harder than pot. He was a good sport about all of it, of course, but Juliet could sense that he was long past the days where a place like Venice really interested him.

    She took them to Santa Monica next. He seemed more at home amongst luxury hotels and insanely expensive beachfront homes. To her surprise, though, Charles was more than happy to walk the Santa Monica pier. He even suggested they take a ride on the Ferris wheel.

    "Really?" she said.

    He smiled. "Of course."

    Charles paid and they got on. He put his arm around her as the attendant closed the metal door. They both stared out at the ocean as Juliet rested her head against his shoulder. The Ferris wheel came to life and they rode around twice before it slowed once more with their car very nearly at the top.

    She kissed his neck softly and moaned. He turned his head and smiled. Juliet reached up and caressed his face. She felt an intense, overpowering sense of desire.

    "I want you," she whispered.

    Charles kissed her. It was unlike any other kiss they'd shared. It felt to Juliet like it was imbued with a new kind of passion, like he was communicating his desire with the kiss. He was the first to part his lips and she followed. His hand rested on her leg as his tongue probed her mouth. The Ferris wheel moved, but only for a few moments before stopping once more. Their kiss didn't break, though, much to Juliet's delight.

    Charles's fingers slowly moved toward her panties. She spread her legs to make it clear she wanted him to go further. She moaned when he pressed against her panties. She moaned louder into his mouth when he rubbed her clit through the delicate lace.

    "Charles...I want you," she whispered before kissing his neck as seductively as she could manage. "I want...I want to make you feel good. I want to make you feel the way you make me feel."

    "Are you sure?" he asked.

    Juliet was sure, but she understood that Charles was asking if she was truly ready to take the next step. It was kind of him. Polite, really, because she was telling him she wanted to make him cum and he was making sure that she, a married woman, wanted to make someone other than her husband cum.

    "Yes, I'm sure," she answered.

    Charles pulled her panties aside and slipped his fingers into her pussy. He rubbed her clit delicately and sent wave after wave of pleasure through her. Juliet couldn't help but reach between his legs and caress his cock through his pants. She felt his desire for her and it only deepened her own.

    "Let's get a room at one of those lovely beachfront hotels," he said. "A room with a view of the ocean."

    "I'd love that."

    He pulled his fingers from her pussy and Juliet looked down at them. She'd left him glistening with her wetness. She smiled, took his wrist in her hand, and lifted his fingers to her mouth. She stared into Charles's eyes and took him in her mouth. She sucked his fingers clean and it seemed that he couldn't help but smile.

    "I know how to make a man feel good," she said.

    "I'm sure you do," he replied.

    They kissed again and Juliet lost herself in it. They kissed until she heard someone clearing his throat. It was their turn to get off. People in line were smiling at them. A few people - older women - seemed annoyed. Juliet didn't care at all, though.

    Charles got up and took her hand. They walked off the Ferris wheel and down the pier. She thought only of pleasuring him, of the pleasure it would give her.

    They got a room at Shutters on the Beach, a hotel she'd always dreamed of staying in. It was on the top floor. It was spacious and as beautiful a hotel room as she'd ever seen. It featured a fireplace and a spacious balcony with a white wrought iron table and two white wicker chairs.

    Charles stepped behind her as Juliet admired the ocean view from the balcony. The sun was on the verge of setting and it felt like a perfect moment.

    "Thank you for this," she said as he kissed her neck. "Thank you for everything."

    "You deserve all of this and so much more, Juliet."

    She spun around in his grasp and kissed him. His hands moved down her back and lifted her skirt. He grasped her ass through the thin, delicate lace of her panties and she moaned into his mouth. His touch was strong and confident and Juliet melted into him as desire encircled the entirety of her body.

    "Let's order a light dinner and watch the sun go down," he suggested. "I want nothing more than to sit across from you and admire your beauty in the golden light of the setting sun."

    Being admired by Charles sounded like a perfect way to spend the next hour and Juliet happily agreed. He ordered a meal from room service and more champagne. They date dinner on the balcony. They watched the sun go down. They talked, this time largely about how Charles had made his money - real estate investments, which he went into great detail on at Juliet's request - and if he really was the kind of wealthy man who could simply stop trying to make money in favor of enjoying life.

    That question was met with a hearty laugh. "That's a fair point, Juliet. I'll admit that sometimes I feel the pull of trying to start something. I could see myself buying one of the lesser of these beachfront hotels and turning it into something luxurious. That would be a challenge - LA building codes are a nightmare, from what I understand - and I do like a challenge. I get a great many requests for investments that would require no work on my part and would likely generate money, but I have to admit that I'm not terribly interested in that."

    She sipped her champagne - which was exquisite enough that it didn't matter that it was her third glass of the day - and asked, "And would your luxury beachfront hotel look different than this one? Would you go for a different vibe? Something targeting the young, wealthy, and hip in LA?"

    He smiled. "Now that's a good idea. LA is one of just a handful of cities in the world with plenty of wealthy young people, even if they're just spending daddy's money. Young and rich people tend to make terrible customers, though. They destroy the rooms. They demand service that goes far beyond what they're actually paying for."

    "Is that right? Are we young people really that awful?"

    Charles unleashed yet another hearty laugh. "You're different, Juliet. More in touch with yourself than most people, let alone most young people. You're smarter, too, and far more passionate. The terrible customers are the ones that are destroyed by insecurity and can't help but act out to try and soothe themselves. I do like the notion of trying for a younger clientele, though. We'd just have to thread the needle to make the hotel luxurious but not quite hip enough to attract the worst of the young and wealthy."

    "We?"

    He smiled. "Well I assume you'd help me if I pursued this endeavor. It's your idea, after all, and I could use someone with smarts and good taste to assist me."

    Juliet finished her glass and stood. She crossed the short distance between her and Charles and sat in his lap. He put his arm around her, set his glass down, and brushed her hair aside to kiss her neck.

    "I'd love to help you," she said.

    Their lips met and she felt his cock grow as they kissed. The sun had set and the breeze off the ocean felt cool against her skin. The moment was perfect, though so many moments with Charles felt perfect.

    "Right now, though, there's something else I want to help you with."

    "What's that?"

    She smiled and slid off his lap. She fell to her knees and turned to face him. She smiled as her hand rested on the bulge in his pants. "You've made me feel so good in so many ways. It's time for me to make you feel good."

    Juliet leaned in and pressed her lips against the bulge. She kissed his cock through his pants and held eye contact as she did so. Charles reached down and gently ran his fingers through her hair. His touch filled her with both a sense of deep contentment and desire.

    "I'd like it if you made me feel good. I'd like that very much."

    She loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants. She lowered them to his ankles and did the same with his underwear. She ran her fingers over his cock, which was long and stiff and featured a handful of thick veins running down the underside of the shaft.

    "Your cock is beautiful," she said before leaning in to kiss it.

    He smiled and again ran his fingers through her hair. "Take it in your mouth, Juliet. Make me feel good."

    She did as Charles desired, as she desired. She took him in her mouth and made love to his cock. She worshiped it. She sucked him slowly and beautifully. She used her hands to enhance his pleasure and paid attention to his balls, too.

    The blowjob Juliet gave Charles was longer than any she'd ever given, and not because it took him forever to cum. No, she made it last a long time. She went slow. She wanted him to remain in a place of intense pleasure for as long as possible. She wanted him to spend a wealth of time thinking of her as responsible for those feelings of pleasure.

    Juliet felt surprising joy when he came in her mouth. Bliss, really. She held her lips tight around the head until he was completely spent and then swallowed as if she craved his cum as a reward for a job well done. She showered the head of his cock in soft, sensual kisses and then sat back and smiled, largely because she felt genuinely happy.

    "That was astonishing," Charles said. "Pleasure unlike any other, though of course that's what it was. You're exquisite in every way, Juliet, and I'm lucky to have met you in the bar that day."

    He leaned down and kissed her softly. She would have been happy to have his lips pressed against hers for the rest of the night.

    Eventually, though, Charles pulled his underwear and pants back up and Juliet stood and sat back in her chair.

    "Can I spend the night?" she asked.

    "Of course."

    She studied his face and he held her gaze. "Will you make love to me?"

    He leaned over and kissed her hand. "I will. Nothing would make me happier."

    Charles stood. "The shower was quite spacious. More than enough room for two. Would you care to join me?"

    Juliet nodded and followed him into the room. She reminded herself to text Jay after the shower. She had to let him know she wouldn't be coming home that night, but that she would take care of him the next morning.

    She hoped he would be okay with that. She couldn't tear herself away from Charles. She had to make love to him. She had to have him inside her. She had to feel the pleasure of being beneath him as his beautiful cock filled her over and over.

    She would make it up to Jay the next morning, though. She would treat him to every bit of pleasure he craved. With any luck he'd find great pleasure in the story she'd bring home to him.
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    "Kori's on her way," Sean said as he handed his ex-wife the drink she'd requested.

    Charlotte took a sip, smiled, and rested the glass on the arm of his couch as Sean tried his best not to look at the considerable cleavage she was putting on display.

    "I had sex twice today," Charlotte said. "I gave him head and swallowed, too." She looked up at Sean and smiled. "I gave him three orgasms, Sean, but in truth, I had more fun than he did. I actually lost count of how many times he got me off. Can you believe that? Not once in our marriage did that happen, Sean. Not once did you satisfy me anywhere near as well as he does."

    Sean shifted his weight from one leg to the other, mostly because he was trying to hide his growing erection. Charlotte noticed, though, and reached out to grab his bulge through his pants before he could move away. She pulled him close and began to stroke him, ensuring his erection reached a state of impressive stiffness.

    "Despite all of that," she continued, "I came here."

    Charlotte looked up at him and it felt like a thousand memories flooded Sean's mind. Memories of their marriage, of the good times, in particular. Memories of dates, of vacations, of sexual encounters. There were a few fights in there, too, but it was all such a jumbled mess in his mind that he really only felt a touch of pleasant nostalgia for the woman he'd spent a good portion of his life with.

    "I thought of you and that tattooed whore you're dating," Charlotte said as she unzipped Sean's pants and freed his cock. "I thought of you eating her pussy in the movie theater. I thought of her..." She looked away and took a deep breath. "I thought of her giving you things that I couldn't."

    Charlotte's fingers moved up and down Sean's shaft, offering a slow handjob with a tighter grip than was necessary. There was pleasure in it, but also a touch of fear as he worried she might decide to hurt him at any moment.

    "I felt jealous, Sean," she said. "Can you believe that? I divorced you because you just couldn't give me what I needed as a husband and then I felt jealous of some chaotic girl that you've fallen for. It's pathetic."

    Charlotte sipped her drink as she held his cock at the base, her stroking having ceased.

    "Did you feel jealous when you saw me in the theater with my boyfriend?"

    He nodded.

    "But she makes you feel good, doesn't she?"

    "She does. She makes me feel things I didn't know I wanted to feel, but I do."

    "And what are those things, Sean?"

    "She makes me feel submissive. She takes control. She dominates me. She makes me do things I never imagined doing and...I don't know why, but they turn me on so much. She is kind of chaotic, but she's sweeter than you might think."

    Charlotte released his cock entirely and finished her drink. "I know she is, Sean. I know she likes you, too. In fact, I think she might love you. As someone who has loved you, I could see it in her eyes, on her face. I know that feeling."

    Sean stepped away from the couch and tucked his cock back into his pants. He probably shouldn't have let Charlotte free it in the first place as it felt akin to cheating on Kori, despite the fact that Kori had fucked another man without telling him.

    "Does your boyfriend know that you know?" he asked. "About him and Kori, I mean?"

    Charlotte looked away and nodded. She kept looking in the other direction, too.

    "Charlotte? Are you okay?"

    It took a few seconds more, but she finally looked at him. "I humiliated myself. I told him I knew about him and Kori. I told him that I could make him feel better than her. I told him that he could do what he wanted with me, that I'd be able to make him cum harder than she could, that I'd be able to make him cum more than she could, that he should stay with me, that he should forget about her. She manipulated me, Sean. She made me humiliate myself like that."

    Sean wasn't sure he believed that. He wasn't sure that Kori was thinking about much of anything other than revenge when she'd fucked Charlotte's boyfriend.

    "The thing is...I enjoyed it," Charlotte said. "I thought about her, about how she'd manipulated me...I don't know, as he was fucking me from behind and spanking my ass, I thought about her and I fucking came, Sean. I came in a way I don't really cum. I mean, I let him fuck me doggystyle, but I don't usually get off. I did today, though. I got off hard enough that I couldn't stay on my hands and knees anymore, that I fell forward onto his bed. He slid right back into me and kept fucking me, by the way. He didn't miss a beat and I fucking came again not long after."

    Sean opened his mouth to say something, but a knock on the door cut him off. He answered it and saw Kori standing there. She had on a tank top and a pleated leather skirt and there was a backpack slung over her shoulder. He studied her face for some sense of what she was feeling, but he couldn't discern a single thing.

    Then Kori stepped inside and kissed him. She pressed her body tight against his and her tongue explored his mouth in a slow, deep, sensual manner.

    "Wow," he said after she'd stepped back.

    "I just...before we go in there, I wanted to say I'm sorry for fucking her boyfriend," she said quietly. "I know I'm free to fuck who I want, but still, I should have told you about it before I did it."

    There was real emotion in her eyes and Sean smiled.

    "What?" she asked.

    "You like me," he replied.

    She laughed. "Yeah. No shit."

    "Well, I like you too. And also, my ex-wife is in my living room and...well, I think she wants to have some fun."

    Kori walked past him and Sean followed her into the living room. Charlotte was still on the couch. Her legs were crossed. Her cleavage was just as wondrous as it had been before. She looked just a little bit tipsy, like the drink had already gotten to her.

    Kori set her backpack on the floor and approached the couch. Charlotte held her gaze, though Sean was certain his ex-wife was a little nervous about what might unfold.

    "Did you really think I'd break up with my boyfriend just because he fucked some trashy whore?" Charlotte asked.

    Sean held his breath as he waited for Kori's response. He couldn't see her face, but her body language communicated something akin to anger. Then, her shoulders relaxed and she bent over until Charlotte was forced to look up at her.

    Kori's pressed two fingers against Charlotte's lower lip and Sean watched his ex-wife open her mouth. The fingers pushed onto her tongue and she closed her lips around them and sucked slowly and gently.

    "That's a good girl," Kori said.

    Charlotte closed her eyes for a moment and moaned. Kori's other hand moved under Charlotte's sundress and between her legs. Sean heard his ex-wife moan and he moved closer to confirm that his girlfriend was indeed fingering Charlotte.

    "You didn't just fuck your ex-boyfriend today, did you? You serviced him. You surrendered yourself to him. You let him use you, didn't you?"

    Charlotte nodded.

    "And how did it feel?"

    "Good," Charlotte said as Kori's fingers moved across her forehead, leaving a streak of saliva behind. "It...it felt good."

    Kori stood up straight, grabbed a handful of Charlotte's hair, and pulled up until Sean's ex-wife was on her feet. She then spun her around, lifted the back of her dress, and grabbed a handful of Charlotte's ass cheek, squeezing it tightly enough to make her wince.

    "I enjoy being in control, Charlotte," Kori said. "Though I suspect you know that. I'm with Sean because he enjoys surrendering control. We're a perfect match in that way. Though it's not the only thing about our relationship that works." Kori kissed the back of Charlotte's neck and moved from grabbing her ass to grabbing one of her breasts through her dress. "As it turns out, I like him. I like him a lot, in fact. He's a good man...and you gave him up, which means you don't get to try and take him back... to try and take him from me."

    Kori pushed Charlotte onto her knees on the couch, pulled her dress up around her waist, and spanked her ass until it had turned a bright shade of red.

    "Do you understand, Charlotte?" she asked. "Do you understand that Sean is mine now?"

    "Yes," Charlotte answered.

    Kori looked at Sean for the first time since she'd walked into the living room. She still had a handful of Charlotte's hair and her other hand rested on the ass cheek she'd just reddened.

    "Do you want to be mine, Sean?" Kori asked.

    "Yes," he answered without hesitation.

    "Are you sure?"

    "Yes."

    In truth, Sean wasn't entirely sure. His feelings had been confused since they'd run into Charlotte and her boyfriend at the movie theater. More specifically, he'd felt confused since Charlotte had kissed him in the theater, since that kiss had felt so good.

    Kori released her grip on Charlotte's hair and stepped back. She took off her tank top and skirt. She lowered her panties and kicked off her shoes. She stood naked in front of both of them and Sean felt desire stir inside him.

    "Charlotte, get on your knees in front of me," Kori instructed while holding Sean's gaze.

    He watched his ex-wife do as she'd been told. He watched her look up at Kori, who was still staring at Sean.

    Kori gathered Charlotte's hair in her hand, stepped closer, and guided the older woman's mouth to her pussy. "Worship me, you fucking slut," Kori said sharply.

    Charlotte did as she was told and Sean marveled at the sounds of oral pleasure that filled his living room.

    "I thought, perhaps, that Charlotte was like you," Kori said as Charlotte looked up at her while worshiping pussy. "I thought she might be a submissive who'd gone most of her life without recognizing her desires."

    There was evidence to suggest that Charlotte was, in fact, a submissive. She certainly seemed to enjoy doing as Kori told her.

    "But she's not like you, Sean," Kori continued. "You're submissive to your core. You need to be dominated and controlled. The only way you can be happy in life is with a partner that will control you, that will make you live by a set of rules of her design, that will enforce those rules, that will ensure that you are in a state of near-constant submission. Your wife doesn't want that, though. What she wants is novelty. She wants to explore. She wants to try new things. She wants a woman to put her on her knees and make her eat pussy for a little while. She doesn't want to live a submissive life, though. She just wants to play, but I think we both know you want more than that, Sean. I think we both know you need more than that."

    Kori was right about Sean. He knew that. She'd tapped into a part of him he hadn't known existed and shown him a kind of pleasure he didn't think was possible. He was fairly certain that Kori had demonstrated why his marriage hadn't worked, either, as he'd never really stood a chance at satisfying a woman that wanted to have a typical sexual relationship.

    Kori pulled Charlotte's mouth from her pussy, bent over, and spit on her. Then she slapped her across the face and pulled her mouth to her cunt once more.

    Charlotte moaned, signifying her pleasure at being treated in that way. Kori moaned, too, but of course she did. She liked being in control. She liked pushing someone beyond their limits.

    "Come here, Sean," Kori said.

    He approached and she grabbed a fistful of his shirt and pulled him in for a long, slow, deep kiss while Charlotte worshiped her pussy.

    "Are you mine?" Kori asked.

    "Yes, I am."

    She smiled, kissed him again, and then looked down at Charlotte. "Did you hear that? Do you understand that? He's mine, you bitch. You got rid of him. You tossed him aside. He wasn't good enough for you, but he's perfect for me. He's mine."

    Kori stepped back and released her grip on Charlotte's hair. She looked up at both of them, her face glistening with pussy juices and spit.

    "He's perfect for you, but are you perfect for him?" she asked. "You're a chaotic monster. You got jealous and fucked my boyfriend. You put your relationship at risk. You put everything at risk just to get back at me for kissing my ex-husband." She looked at Sean. "Is that really what you want in a relationship, Sean?"

    "She's free to fuck whoever she wants," he replied.

    Kori grabbed Charlotte's hair once more, but this time she pulled up and Charlotte got on her feet. "That includes you," she said. "So let's to Sean's bedroom so I can cuck him with his ex-wife."

    Charlotte hesitated and Kori directed three fingers into her pussy. She kissed Charlotte's neck while invading her and the sounds of wet finger fucking filled the living room.

    "I know you want this, bitch," Kori said. "I know you want me to pound you into his bed. I know you want to feel owned by me and my cock for the night. I know you want your ex-husband to watch, and if you take my dick like a good girl, I might even let Sean watch your boyfriend pound your pussy into the bed."

    Charlotte closed her eyes and moaned.

    "That's what you really want, isn't it? To punish Sean for being the kind of husband he was, for being unable to satisfy you."

    Charlotte nodded. "I'm sorry. I know it's awful. It fucking turns me on, though."

    "Go to his bedroom. Get naked. Get on your hands and knees in his bed."

    Charlotte walked away and pulled her dress over her head as she did so. She tossed it to the floor, stopped, and looked over her shoulder. "Are you sure you don't want to come and pound me into the bed, Sean? Because you could. I'd give myself to you. I'd swallow your fucking cock until you were out of your mind with desire and then I'd let you do whatever you wanted with my pussy."

    "Yes, I'm sure," he said. Fucking her would have been fun and he would have cum, but the orgasm would have paled in comparison to the next time Kori let him cum.

    Charlotte turned and walked off, leaving Kori and Sean alone in his living room.

    "I am chaotic," she said. "I probably always will be and there's at least a chance that I will destroy this relationship at some point."

    He took her hand and kissed her softly. "I'm willing to take the risk. You've shown me what I actually want in a relationship, Kori. Even if for some reason this particular relationship goes to hell, being with Charlotte is not the answer."

    Kori smiled and kissed him on the cheek before picking up her backpack, unzipping it, and pulling out a strapon harness with a rather massive dildo already attached. She stepped into the harness and said, "Tighten the straps so I can give your wife an orgasm like she's never had before. Like you were never able to give her."

    Sean fell to his knees and tightened the straps as instructed. Kori spit in her hand and stroked her cock as he watched. It seemed too big for him to fit in his mouth, but he would have tried if she'd instructed. She didn't, though.

    "Follow me."

    They walked to his bedroom and Sean saw his wife on her hands and knees. Charlotte still had her boots on, but she looked really fucking hot and he suspected that Kori wouldn't have her take them off.

    "This will probably hurt at first," Kori said as she spit once more into her hand and spread the saliva over her strapon. "Your cunt will stretch out, though, and soon enough you'll find yourself lost in bliss as you get fucked by the biggest dick of your life."

    Charlotte looked back and her eyes went wide at the sight of the strapon. She looked a little nervous, but she didn't move.

    "Get naked, Sean," Kori instructed. "Eat her pussy."

    Sean stripped and crawled into the bed behind his wife. He got on his hands and knees and pushed his tongue inside her. She moaned and reached back to hold his head in place, pulling him deeper between her ass cheeks and pressing his nose hard enough into her taint that it hurt.

    "Kori was right, Sean. I do want to punish you for being a failure of a husband, and I can't think of a better way than you watching your girlfriend fuck me better than you ever did. How fucking pathetic would that make you feel?"

    It was a rhetorical question, of course, and Sean couldn't have answered if he'd wanted to, given that his mouth was fully enmeshed in his wife's slick pussy.

    Kori took the opportunity to smack Sean's ass a handful of times, bringing her hand down on his vulnerable cheeks over and over. He moaned and yelped into his wife's pussy, but he made no effort to escape or stop the punishment. It was Kori delivering it, after all, and Sean wanted nothing more than to do as his girlfriend desired.

    "That's enough," Kori instructed. "Get on your knees behind me. Watch me take her cunt."

    Sean backed out of the bed and Kori took his place. He watched from his knees as his girlfriend rubbed the head of her massive strapon cock around Charlotte's pussy. He watched it enter her, slowly but surely, until it bottomed out. Kori pulled out and Charlotte's pussy lips clung tightly to the fat shaft that had just been inside her.

    "Holy fuck," Charlotte said as she was filled once more. "It's so fucking big."

    Each inward thrust seemed to literally take her breath away and each time Kori pulled out Charlotte seemed to feel a touch of relief. It did transition, though, just as Kori said it would. As Charlotte's pussy got used to the massive invading cock, she started to moan louder and Kori started to fuck her harder and faster.

    "Oh my god," Charlotte said before unleashing a long moan. "Oh my fucking god, Kori."

    "That's it, bitch. Take my dick," Kori said as she delivered two swift blows to Charlotte's ass cheeks. "Take this fat fucking cock. Take it in your slutty little cunt. Let me turn you into a true size queen. Let me get you hooked on my dick. Let me fuck you so good that you end up begging me to take you again, and again, and again. Let me make you into my dirty little bi-curious whore."

    Sean watched his ex-wife grip his bed sheets as Kori fucked with even greater speed. Then, in an instant, he was picturing himself in Charlotte's place. The strapon was smaller, but he imagined what it would be like to be on the receiving end of Kori's thrusts, of her dirty talk, of her aggression. He wasn't sure why, but he wanted it. He wanted to feel what it was like to be taken by such a force of dominance.

    Charlotte's legs began to tremble as Sean indulged in his fantasy. He snapped back to reality and listened to his wife mumble incoherently and moan loudly. Kori was fucking her harder now. She pushed on the back of Charlotte's head and she fell into a face down, ass up position. The strapon went deeper inside her and she moaned louder. 

    Then she squirted. She squirted hard, too, and screamed in pleasure while doing so. Sean had never seen or heard anything like it. His ex-wife was cumming with stunning power and making an absolute mess of his bed in the process.

    Kori buried her dick in Charlotte and held it there throughout the orgasm. She leaned forward and showered Charlotte's upper back and neck in kisses, too, and Sean thought he heard her whispering something to his ex-wife, though he couldn't be certain.

    Then Kori pulled out and rolled onto her back. Sean noted her heaving chest - she'd clearly put a lot of effort into the strapon fucking - and also the lovely smile on her face.

    Charlotte - instinctively, perhaps - cuddled next to Kori, who put her arm around the woman she'd just fucked and pulled her close. They shared a quick, soft kiss and then Charlotte nuzzled her head near Kori's breast and closed her eyes.

    "Sean, get up and clean my cock," Kori instructed. "Suck what you can and lick the rest. Right fucking now."

    Sean climbed into the bed and took the head of Kori's cock in his mouth. He couldn't take much of it, but he sucked as Charlotte opened her eyes, smiled at him, and then took Kori's nipple in her mouth, eliciting a moan in the process.

    Sean thought he saw a competitive fire in his ex-wife's eyes and he felt a twinge of worry. Did Charlotte have plans? Was she going to try and take Kori from him? Was such a thing even possible?

    Those thoughts - and more - danced through Sean's head as he cleaned Kori's cock, offering his submission for her pleasure...and for his, of course.

    "Will you fuck me again?" Charlotte asked. "Missionary, maybe?"

    Kori smiled. "I was planning on it."

    They kissed, this time a great deal deeper than before. Sean's jealousy spiked and that sense of worry got bigger. There was nothing to be done, though. He just had to have faith that Kori wanted him above all others, that he made her feel the things she wanted to feel, just like she did for him.
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      First Sean walks in on his girlfriend and ex-wife cuddling in post-coital bliss. Then he gets to play with them with a lovely humiliating twist to thrill him. Later, he gets cucked by his girlfriend as he listens while she and another guy go at it. That one has a fun twist to it too.
    

    ---

    Since his divorce, Sean's driveway - and home - were always empty when he pulled in at the end of the work day. He was almost always struck by a pang of loneliness as he was briefly reminded of his status as a single man after so many years of what he thought was a happy marriage.

    That emptiness had largely continued despite his relationship with Kori, in large part because they hadn't come anywhere close to breeching the subject of actually making their relationship a serious one. Every so often she'd be waiting for him in her car, but for the most part Sean always pulled up to an empty driveway and walked into an empty house.

    On one particular Thursday, though, there were two cars parked in his driveway. One belonged to his girlfriend, Kori, and the other belongs to his ex-wife, Charlotte. Sean pulled in behind Kori's car, gripped the steering wheel, and looked up at the house as he wondered what might be unfolding inside.

    Kori had used her strapon on Charlotte a handful of times by that point, doing so with a rather large strapon and satisfying Charlotte in ways she proclaimed to have never been satisfied before. Sean didn't love that their relationship was still ongoing - he figured it would be a onetime thing with Kori showing her domination and then ushering Charlotte out of their lives - but it seemed that his girlfriend and ex-wife had developed something of a connection that they were both eager to pursue.

    It wasn't all bad, of course. Sean liked to listen and watch - when permitted - as his ex-wife took a vigorous and sometimes vicious strapon fucking from his girlfriend. He liked how Kori seemed keen to push Charlotte's boundaries, to fuck her harder than she'd ever been fucked before, to introduce deeper forms of aggression to their play, like a vigorous spanking during doggystyle or a hand around the throat applying pressure that seemed to make Charlotte's orgasms even more powerful.

    That image of Kori's hand around Charlotte's throat filled Sean's head as he unlocked his front door and stepped into his house. He expected to hear the sounds of vigorous sex, but he was greeted with silence.

    It wasn't a large house and a quick search of the living room, kitchen, and spare bedroom left Sean with only one logical location for his girlfriend and ex-wife, so he made his way to his bedroom.

    The door was slightly ajar and Sean peered inside. He saw two naked bodies in his bed, one adorned with numerous tattoos, the other even more familiar to Sean, as he'd seen Charlotte naked far more often than Kori.

    He pushed the door open and fully revealed the two naked women cuddling in his bed. Charlotte's head was tucked into the crook of Kori's neck and her eyes were closed with a gentle smile on her face. Her hand rested on Kori's breast, though her fingers offered no ministrations towards pleasure.

    It was, to Sean's surprise, a genuinely romantic scene. He surmised that they'd already had sex and were enjoying a post-coital cuddle. The jealousy he experienced in those few first moments was overwhelming, so much so that he leaned against the door frame to allow his brain to fully commit to processing what was in front of him.

    "Welcome home," Kori said softly.

    Charlotte opened her eyes and lifted her head. She smiled at Sean, but it didn't strike him as friendly. Instead, it was victorious in nature, like she was celebrating the fact that she'd managed to seduce his girlfriend into his bed and had clearly managed to satisfy her to the point that Kori was more than happy to cuddle romantically in the aftermath of their mutual pleasure.

    With so many emotions battling for supremacy inside him, Sean struggled to gather his thoughts, thus he remained silent. He noted, though, that the longer he stood there the more his feelings coalesced around desire, fueled both by the sheer beauty of two naked women in his bed and beneath that the kinky pleasure of his ex-wife and his girlfriend having sex.

    Charlotte kissed Kori's neck, doing so in the most erotic manner imaginable. Her lips made a slow journey to Kori's breast, eliciting soft moans along the way. Sean watched his ex-wife take Kori's nipple in her mouth and suck on it slowly as her fingers ventured southwards, finding their destination between her legs and slowly penetrating her. Kori's back arched in a gentle, seemingly involuntary manner, displaying her genuine lust at Charlotte's ministrations.

    "Eat my pussy," Kori instructed.

    Charlotte dutifully kissed her way down the younger woman's stomach, showering her skin in affection before shifting between Kori's thighs and surrounding her throbbing clit with soft lips.

    Kori looked down at Charlotte and smiled before closing her eyes and moaning deeply. Sean marveled at his ex-wife's skill at tending to a throbbing clit. As far as he knew, Charlotte was straight, though the undeniable evidence in front of him suggested she was far more flexible than he'd ever suspected.

    "Sean, strip," Kori said. "Get hard."

    Sean needed no further instruction. He removed his clothes, took his cock in his hand, and stroked himself as he watched his ex-wife eat out his girlfriend. He was hard in a remarkably short span of time and when Kori looked his way she smiled at the sight of his stiffness.

    "Fuck your ex-wife," Kori instructed.

    Sean looked at Charlotte, who'd ceased sucking on the young barista's clit to look up at her.

    "Can't you fuck me again?" Charlotte asked. "I'd much rather have your cock inside me than his."

    "I'm sure you would," Kori replied. "But that's not what I want, Charlotte, and what I want is really all that matters right now. So get your mouth back on my cunt. Get your fingers inside me, too. Rub my g-spot and suck on my clit as your husband fucks you from behind and fills your pussy with his cum."

    Sean watched Charlotte debate the merits of following Kori's orders. The internal struggle lasted no more than a few seconds before she smiled, slipped two fingers inside Kori, and returned to sucking on her clit.

    Emboldened by his girlfriend's instructions, Sean moved to the foot of the bed and crawled on top of his ex-wife. She parted her thighs a little to make room for him and he guided his stiff cock to her pussy lips from behind, rubbing it over them to pick up some of her wetness and then sliding into her with ease.

    "Fuck," Sean said softly.

    "How long has it been since your ex-wife's cunt welcomed your cock, Sean?"

    "Years," he answered.

    Kori reached down, grabbed a handful of Charlotte's hair, and pulled back until Sean's ex-wife was looking up at her. "Is it humiliating to get fucked by the man you divorced because he was useless in bed?"

    "Yes," Charlotte admitted.

    Sean should have been insulted at the question having been asked. Instead, he was turned on. He fucked Charlotte harder, his thrusts driven by a surge in desire.

    "But you're willing to take it, aren't you?" Kori asked. "You're willing to take it because I demanded it, because you know I won't fuck you again if you don't do as you're told."

    "Yes."

    Sean couldn't help but kiss the back of Charlotte's neck and shoulders. He still had good memories of their marriage, and in particular of their sex life. She hadn't enjoyed it, but he certainly had and it felt good to kiss her soft skin.

    "Kiss him, Charlotte," Kori demanded. "Just like you did in the movie theater lobby, only this time you have my permission. Kiss him and tell him to cum inside you. Tell him you want it. Tell him you want his load in your pussy."

    Charlotte turned her head and Sean kissed her without hesitation. She returned his affection and welcomed his tongue into her mouth, moaning as she did so. He fucked her harder as pleasure spread through his loins. His balls tightened a bit in anticipation of launching his cum into her pussy.

    "Cum inside me," she said softly. "Cum in my cunt, Sean. Cum in my cunt like you used to. Fill me up."

    It sounded so genuine that Sean couldn't hold back. He buried his cock inside her and kissed his ex-wife again. She welcomed his tongue again. She moaned into his mouth and he did the same into hers.

    After he'd cum, Sean looked up at Kori and said, "Thank you for letting me do that."

    She smiled. "You're welcome."

    Charlotte surprised him by initiating another kiss, this time of a more romantic variety. He couldn't tell if it was genuine or if she was trying to fuck with Kori a little by acting like she was actually into Sean. Charlotte certainly hadn't cum while they fucked, so it was hard to believe her interest was significant.

    "Pull out, Sean," Kori said after the kiss. "Charlotte's going to cuddle with me and you're going to clean your mess out of her pussy. When you're done you're going to go make us dinner while I fuck her again. You'll hear her cum, of course, which she didn't do while your dick was inside her. Try not to get too jealous. You can't help that you're incapable of fucking your ex-wife to the kind of orgasm she needs. You don't have the size or the temperament to satisfy a slut like her."

    Charlotte immediately began to eat Kori's pussy, doing so in a ravenous manner and moaning loudly, as if Kori's words had filled her with such intense desire that she couldn't control herself.

    Sean pulled out and moved to the foot of the bed. He watched his cum drip out of Charlotte's pussy and listened to her eating out Kori. He waited for his ex-wife to cuddle with his girlfriend so he could do his duty. It took a few minutes before Kori instructed Charlotte to cease eating her pussy and soon enough Sean was between his ex-wife's supple thighs with his tongue buried inside her.

    He cleaned her dutifully and was permitted to give her an orgasm as she made out with Kori. He then dressed and retreated to the kitchen to make a simple dinner of pasta, garlic bread, and salad. As he cooked, Sean listened to his ex-wife moan in pleasure with Kori's sizable strapon no doubt fucking her with slow, deep thrusts. He listened to Charlotte cum twice and in both cases she was far louder than when Sean's tongue had gotten her off. Of course she was, though. As Kori had said, Charlotte needed someone of a certain size and temperament to truly satisfy her.

    After dinner, Charlotte went home and Kori took Sean to his bedroom. She rode his face. She teased his cock, drawing out his orgasm for hours. She explored the pleasures of verbal humiliation while declaring herself vastly superior at making Charlotte cum. In the end, she gave Sean his second orgasm of the day and it was, unsurprisingly, far better than the one he'd experienced inside his ex-wife, reaffirming that Sean was, at his core, a submissive that yearned for the many kinky pleasures that only Kori could offer him.

    ---

    "Hey there."

    Sean stared at a girl that was most definitely not Kori. He glanced at the number on the door to the apartment to confirm that he was at the right place and then stared back at the girl, who was nearly as tattooed as Kori, though five inches shorter and with more significant curves.

    "Uh, does Kori live here?" he asked.

    "You must be Sean," the girl said. "I'm Amber. Kori's roommate."

    "Oh, I didn't know she had a roommate, though I guess that makes sense."

    "Yeah, no shit. Nobody pays the rent working at a coffee shop, man. Not anymore, at least. It's nice to finally meet you, though. I've heard a lot about you."

    She offered her hand and Sean shook it, taking note of the face tattooed on her arm. It didn't look like a famous person, but he was a lot older than Amber so it very well could have been someone Sean wasn’t aware of.

    "Come in," she said with a smile that put Sean just a little bit off balance.

    "Is Kori here?" he asked while still in the hallway.

    "Yeah. She'll be done soon."

    Despite his confusion, Sean stepped into the apartment.

    "Can I get you a beer or a cocktail?"

    "Um, a beer, I guess."

    Sean stood just inside the doorway as Amber stepped into the galley kitchen nearby, yanked open the refrigerator, and pulled out a can of Coors. She popped the top like she'd done it a thousand times before and then paused, grabbed another, and opened it.

    Amber handed Sean his beer, lifted hers like she was toasting, and then tilted it back and took a long sip. He did the same, for no other reason than a drink might take off some of the edginess he'd felt. He'd never been to Kori's apartment in all the time they'd been together and standing there next to her roommate he couldn't escape the creeping sensation that he didn't know his girlfriend anywhere near as well as he thought he did. He told himself that wasn't necessarily true, though, that Kori likely hadn't invited him over up to that point because she had a roommate in a small downtown apartment and he had an entire house to himself.

    "So, you and Kori are serious, huh?" Amber asked.

    "I think so. It's a little hard to tell with her, though."

    Amber laughed and walked away. Sean followed her into the living room, but he didn't make it to the couch before freezing in place. It was a distinctly sexual moan coming from down the hallway that made him stop. There were several more that followed.

    "Do you have another roommate?" he asked.

    "Nope," Amber replied as she dropped onto the couch. "Just me and Kori."

    More sexual moans came from down the hallway. Female moans. Kori's moans.

    "So Kori is..."

    Amber smiled. "Getting fucked? Yep, Kori is getting fucked right now."

    "By who?"

    "My boyfriend," Amber answered as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

    Kori wasn't cheating on Sean. He knew that. She was free to fuck who she pleased. He wondered how Amber felt, though. "So, do they know you're out here?"

    "What? Oh, yeah, of course. Chad and me aren't exclusive. He doesn't fuck Kori all that often, but you know, every once in a while. Sometimes I join them, usually only when we've all had a few drinks. Sometimes she'll just ask me if she can borrow him because she needs to get railed, you know? I think it's a little different today, though. I mean, she knew you were coming over, so I'm pretty sure she wanted to be getting railed when you got here."

    Amber patted the couch cushion next to her and Sean ambled over and sat. She put a hand on his knee and immediately ran her fingers up his leg before massaging his cock.

    "You shouldn't," he said.

    Amber leaned over and kissed his neck. "Kori asked me to. Nothing heavy. Just a little bit of fun. She wants you turned on while you listen to her getting fucked. To be honest, you're cuter than I thought you'd be and Kori says you're actually pretty good in bed, so I would have been more than happy to let you fuck me. You know, a boyfriend swap kind of thing. She said I couldn't, though, so I'll have to settle for fooling around with you."

    Amber's lips found his and Sean welcomed her tongue into his mouth. She tasted of beer and the dark lipstick she had on and he found it enthralling, especially when the soundtrack to their kissing were the pre-orgasmic moans of his girlfriend coming from down the hallway.

    "You're a good kisser," Amber said softly.

    "You too."

    She took the beer from him and set it on the coffee table. A moment later she was in his lap and taking off her shirt. Her bra followed and just like that one of her big tits was in his mouth. Sean dutifully sucked on her nipple, grasping her other breast with one hand and running his free hand down her back and into her jeans to grab her thick ass and squeeze it hard.

    Deeply masculine moans came from down the hallway. "He's getting close," Amber said.

    "So is she."

    She made a playfully sad face. "That means our time is probably coming to an end. We can still have some fun, though."

    They fooled around as Kori got railed by Amber's boyfriend. They kissed. Sean sucked on her big tits and fondled her ass. She dry humped him a little, resulting in a fair amount of precum in his underwear and a throbbing erection.

    "Cum inside me!" Kori screamed.

    Amber smiled. "Yeah, they don't use protection. He's clean as a whistle, though. You don't have to worry."

    Sean found himself more turned on than before.

    "Hey. Can I ask you something?"

    He nodded.

    "Is it true that Kori fucks your ex-wife with a strapon?"

    "Yes."

    "God damn. Sometimes I get so jealous of her. She has the most fucking fun, I swear."

    He laughed. "My ex likes it more than she liked having sex with me."

    "I'm sure she does, Sean. I'm sure she does. Kori said you were pretty good in bed, not great in bed."

    His dick got a little harder as the bedroom door opened. Heavy footsteps came down the hall as Sean panicked about Amber's boyfriend getting pissed at seeing his girlfriend topless in another man's lap.

    A naked man stepped into the living room. His cock was still slick with pussy juice and cum.

    "Hey, man," he said with a smile while offering a handshake. "I'm Pete."

    "Sean," he replied as they shook. "Nice to meet you."

    "Yeah, you too. Your girl's waiting, man. Get in there."

    Amber climbed off his lap and Sean got up and headed down the hallway. Kori smiled as he stepped into the bedroom, which was sparsely furnished with a bed, a dresser, and walls lined with posters for bands Sean had never heard of.

    "Close the door," she said.

    Sean did as instructed and waited.

    "Did you meet Amber?"

    He nodded. "We fooled around a little. She said you asked her to. I hope she wasn't lying."

    "She wasn't."

    "I was a little taken aback at first, but it ended up being pretty hot to make out with her while I listened to you get fucked."

    "Pete's very good at fucking me in a very particular way."

    "Yes, Amber referred to it as him railing you."

    Kori laughed. "That's right. Some guys don't fuck that way. They're not really capable of it. Most girls don't want to be fucked that way. Hell, I don't want to be fucked that way all the time. That's why a guy like Pete is great. He's like a sexual pinch hitter I can call in to give me what I need every once in a while."

    Kori slowly ran her fingers over her naked body, playing with her breasts and caressing her tattooed arms and stomach. Sean thought she might slip a finger or two into her pussy, but instead she merely ran them over her swollen labia.

    "I came harder because I knew you were listening," she said. "I wasn't sure I would, but when I heard the knock on the door, when I heard you arrive, I got really turned on, Sean."

    "Yeah?"

    She nodded. "Get naked."

    He stripped and approached the bed. Kori didn't move, but Sean liked that she looked at his stiff cock a handful of times.

    "I like cucking you."

    "Cucking?"

    "Fucking other guys while you're fully aware of it, or like today while you listened. I'd like to fuck someone while you watched. I'd like to fully cuck you, to make you watch as someone else gives me their dick. I'd like to do it right. I'd like to do it at your house. I'd like to make you watch from your knees as someone else fucks me in your bed. I'd really like to cuck you properly."

    "I'd like that."

    "Yeah?"

    He nodded.

    "I want you to eat my pussy, Sean. I want you to lick Pete's cum out of me. Then you can fuck me."

    Sean crawled into the bed without hesitation. He kissed his way up her legs and settled between them. He kissed her plump labia. He kissed her clit. He plunged his tongue inside her and cleaned Pete's cum out of her. The salty, bitter taste was overpowering at first, but Sean quickly got used to it and pushed his tongue deeper. He didn't really mind cleaning her pussy, but he loved the way she moaned as he did it. He loved how much it seemed to turn her on, but of course it did. From their very first time playing together she'd found intense pleasuring in instructing him to eat cum.

    Sean took his time between her legs, cleaning slowly and thoroughly and tending to her clit a little, too, leading to a steady stream of moans coming from the beautiful young woman that he now proudly called his girlfriend.

    When he'd finished, Sean kissed his way up her body and slid inside her as they kissed. She wrapped her legs around him and they had slow, beautiful sex that was unlike almost any they'd had before.

    Kori actually came first and based on the way she held him close and the moans she emitted, he was convinced it was a really good orgasm.

    His was better, though. His was body shaking. His was the kind that left him lightheaded. His was the kind that was pure bliss, that would deepen his devotion to Kori, that would ensure he continued to do anything she wanted of him because she could make him feel things that no woman had ever made him feel.
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    ---

    Sean stepped back and checked his freshly made bed for any mistakes. Seeing none, his eyes scanned the bedroom in search of anything out of place. He spotted an errant sock, scooped it up, and tossed it in the closet hamper, leaving the room pristine. It wouldn't remain that way for long, of course, but he wanted it to start out clean and welcoming for Kori and the man she was going to fuck while Sean watched.

    He'd briefly begun to picture Kori in his bed with another man inside her when the doorbell rang. Sean smiled and rushed out of the bedroom with his loins suddenly tingling in anticipation of what he hoped would be a fantastically pleasurable night.

    It wasn't Kori on the other side of the door, though. Instead, it was Charlotte, Sean's ex-wife.

    "What are you doing here?" he asked.

    "What kind of question is that?"

    Charlotte pushed past him and set her bag down as Sean took note of the knee high leather boots, the short skirt, and the tight top she wore, all of which enhanced her already considerable beauty.

    "Sorry, but seriously, what are you doing here?"

    "Kori...invited me, I guess."

    "You guess?"

    Charlotte looked just a little embarrassed. "She instructed me to come here tonight. She told me...she told me I would enjoy the show she was going to put on and...and that you'd probably enjoy having me here too."

    Sean shouldn't have been surprised by his ex-wife's presence, though her seeming nervousness had caught him off guard. Kori had taken a liking to Charlotte, though, especially since she had a submissive streak and was more than willing to give her body to Kori for pleasure, including repeated strapon fuckings while Sean watched as a sort of pseudo-cucking.

    "Do you know what's happening tonight?" he asked.

    Charlotte shook her head. "Do you?"

    "Yeah. She's going to cuck me with a guy. I'll be watching. From my knees, apparently."

    "Fuck..."

    "What's wrong?"

    Charlotte looked away. "She's probably fucking Paul. My ex...or kind of current boyfriend." She took a deep breath. "The guy I was seeing. The one I blew in the movie theater while you and Kori watched. The one she then fucked for revenge."

    "The one you went back to after Kori fucked him."

    She nodded. "The one I've gone back to multiple times since then."

    Sean felt a touch of sympathy for his ex-wife as she too had gotten caught up in Kori's chaotic whirlwind, only without the many benefits that Sean experienced. He'd fallen for Kori, after all, and by all accounts she'd fallen for him, too. Plus, he found endless sexual satisfaction being inside the whirlwind of chaos that Kori brought with her.

    "When was the last time you were with him?" Sean asked.

    "Last night. I was...fuck, I was texting with Kori. We do that sometimes. It's pretty dirty stuff. I don't know...she tells me the things she wants to do to me, calls me names...dirty names...it gets me so wet that I sometimes find myself just texting her in the hope that she'll talk dirty to me."

    Sean couldn't help but smile. "She's got you in her web, doesn't she?"

    Charlotte nodded. "Anyway, she got me worked up and I asked if she'd fuck me. She said no and told me I wasn't allowed to masturbate, either. I don't know why, but it turned me on to let her make that decision for me. Then she said if I could convince Paul to fuck me that I could go see him, so that's what I did."

    "And now Kori's going to fuck him in my bedroom, probably while we both watch," Sean concluded.

    "Yes, almost certainly."

    "So I guess we're both getting cucked tonight."

    "Yes, we are."

    Sean walked towards his ex-wife and took her hand. He gave it a gentle squeeze and she looked up at him and smiled.

    "This is something you want, isn't it?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "And if I was still your wife? Would you like it if I made you watch me fuck someone else?"

    "Probably," Sean admitted. "I mean, if I'd had the same awakening I've had with Kori, then yeah, I would have totally gotten off on being made to watch you fuck someone else. Paul, for instance. I wouldn't have had that awakening if we were together, though."

    "And I probably wouldn't have been interested in making you watch me get fucked by another man - a sexually superior man - if we hadn't gotten divorced and if you hadn't had an awakening that brought Kori into both our lives."

    A sudden sense of wistfulness washed over Sean, like he was once again mourning - for just a brief few moments - what he'd lost when he and Charlotte had gone their separate ways.

    Her lips touched his neck. She kissed him softly. Her tongue danced over his flesh, leading to a massive surge of arousal working its way through his body and leaving him half hard before he stepped away.

    "Sorry," she said.

    "No, it's okay. There aren't really any boundaries here."

    Charlotte laughed. "No. Not anymore."

    "Did she give you any other instructions outside of showing up here?"

    "No."

    "Well then, can I get you a drink?"

    Charlotte nodded and they headed for the kitchen, where Sean opened a bottle of wine and poured two glasses.

    "So, was the sex good last night?" he asked.

    She sipped her wine and watched him over the rim of the glass. "It was exquisite, Sean. It always is. Paul's not the kind of guy you want to marry. He's not worth fucking just to make him happy. He's the kind of guy you fuck because he makes you feel things that very few men have ever made you feel. That's why I went to him last night. I needed to get fucked and to get fucked in a way my ex-husband could never fuck me."

    Sean's cock stirred and he suspected that Charlotte understood the erotic power of her words.

    "It's funny, isn't it?" she asked.

    "What's that?"

    Charlotte stepped closer and leaned against the counter next to him. Her hand rested on top of his and she leaned over and quickly kissed him on the cheek. "It's funny - and maybe a little sad - that we were actually a lot closer to being sexually compatible than we ever thought. We just never would have gotten there on our own. I never would have thought either of us would be into cucking, and yet we are. Maybe I should have just cheated on you. I could have come home with a cum-filled pussy and sat on your face. I could have made you drink from my messy cunt and watched your dick get hard as you tasted a superior man's seed."

    Sean wasn't sure if Charlotte was trying to win him back, if she was fucking with him as some sort of punishment, or if she was simply doing what felt good in the moment. He didn't love the confusion, and yet he couldn't help the arousal it generated.

    Sean was in the midst of contemplating another kiss with his ex when someone knocked on his door. Charlotte set her glass down and walked away, leaving him alone in the kitchen nursing half an erection and a wealth of confusing feelings.

    "Charlotte, I'm glad you came," Kori said.

    Sean stepped into the living room with the glass of wine in his hand. He watched his girlfriend and his ex-wife share a kiss. He watched Kori lift Charlotte's dress and grab a handful of her ass before delivering a harsh swat.

    Kori looked past Charlotte and smiled at Sean before saying, "I'm not sure why either of you has any clothing on. Get naked and get in the bedroom. Feel free to fool around a little if you'd like, though no fucking."

    Sean finished his wine, set the empty glass on the counter, and hustled to his bedroom. Charlotte was already in the midst of stripping and he joined her in baring it all at the command of his girlfriend.

    Once she was naked, Charlotte approached Sean with a seductive sway in her hips. She unbuttoned his jeans and dropped them to the floor before falling to her knees in front of him. His underwear came down and she leaned in and showered his cock in soft kisses, using her tongue every now and then to add a bit of extra pleasure.

    "What are you doing?"

    "I'm going to suck your cock, baby."

    Her lips enveloped his erection and she moved halfway down the shaft before pulling back and sucking hard. Sean's legs trembled and he thought he should pull away. He didn't, though. He stayed put. He let his ex-wife give him a blowjob, mostly because it felt so fucking good.

    "I wasn't really into giving blowjobs when we were together," she said while her fingers moved slowly up and down his shaft. "I've come to enjoy sucking cock, though. I like how I can make a man feel so good, how I can look up and see the delight in his eyes and on his face. I have to admit, though, that I enjoy sucking Paul's cock a great deal more than yours. That makes sense, though, since you're here to get cucked and he's here to fuck."

    Sean looked down and ran his hands through her hair. "Don't forget that you're here to get cucked too, Charlotte. Perhaps your mouth and your pussy are nowhere near as pleasurable as Kori's are."

    She slapped his balls lightly, though it was painful enough to make him wince. Her response gave Sean the impression that she didn't share his affection for the idea of being cucked in person.

    "Do you think you can satisfy Paul like she can?" he asked.

    Charlotte swallowed his cock and Sean moaned as he watched her nose press into his pubic hair. Amidst the pleasure, he couldn't help but wonder if she was trying to win him back or if she was merely showing that Kori didn't have the market cornered on satisfying men.

    She pulled back, stood, and gave Sean a sloppy kiss while taking his cock between her thighs and rubbing her pussy over the top of his shaft. "I know how to satisfy a man, Sean. I'm not as young or as beautiful as Kori and that probably means she'll make Paul cum harder, but I know how to satisfy a man. You were never worth the effort, but I know how to satisfy a man."

    Sean pulled back hastily and Charlotte looked worried. "I'm okay." He laughed. "You almost made me cum."

    Charlotte joined him in laughing, though Sean wasn't sure if she was laughing with him or at him. "I still can't wrap my head around how different you are now, Sean. I mean, I just straight up insulted you and you almost came. Maybe Kori really is the woman for you, age difference be damned."

    "Are you talking about me?"

    They both turned to see Kori - who was naked - enter the room with a smile on her face.

    "Charlotte was just saying that you might actually be the right woman for me, age difference be damned," Sean said.

    Kori looked at Charlotte and moved towards her in a slow, deliberate manner and with a devilish grin on her face. "And why am I the right woman for him, Charlotte?"

    Before she could answer, Kori had slipped two fingers into Charlotte's pussy. Based on the ease of entry, she was exceedingly wet, and Sean found an unexpected sense of satisfaction in having played a part in her desire.

    "Because you understand what really turns him on," Charlotte said before moaning. "Before you came in I insulted his manliness and he nearly came."

    Kori fingered her harder and deeper but looked at Sean. "I've helped Sean unveil and accept his true self. He was probably in touch with it before to a certain degree, but when a man's true self is into being dominated and - at times, at least - humiliated, he needs to be with someone who will make him feel safe when he gets in touch with that part of himself. I'm that person, Charlotte. Though I think we can both admit that I'm that person for you, too. After all, you begged me last night to pound this filthy cunt of yours with my strapon, didn't you?"

    Charlotte nodded and Sean was certain his ex-wife was on the verge of an orgasm. Kori must have noticed, too, as she pulled her fingers free and shoved them in Charlotte's mouth.

    Paul walked into the room as all of this unfolded. He too was naked and his cock was hard and glistening. Sean guessed it was saliva and that Kori had been sucking his cock, but it seemed possible they'd already done a bit of fucking.

    "Looks like I came in at just the right time," Paul said with a smile as he surveyed the scene unfolding in Sean's bedroom.

    "Tell me, Paul, if you had to choose between my pussy or Charlotte's, whose would you pick?" Kori asked.

    "Yours, Kori," Paul answered without hesitation. Then he smiled like a man who's fucked quite a few women in his life. "But I don't have to choose, do I? I got to enjoy Charlotte's pussy last night and I get to enjoy yours tonight. Even better, I get to enjoy it while she and her pathetic ex-husband watch."

    "Sean, get on your back on the floor," Kori demanded.

    Sean did as instructed and took note of his still-throbbing erection as it pointed skywards. He looked up as Kori stood astride his head and lowered her pussy onto his mouth.

    "Lick my pussy while I suck his dick," she said. "Watch my mouth work his glorious shaft. Charlotte, let Paul him play with your tits."

    Sean plunged his tongue into Kori's pussy as the rest of the erotic game unfolded above him. Kori gave a blowjob. Charlotte stood next to her boyfriend - or ex-boyfriend, Sean wasn't sure - and kissed him while he played roughly with her tits. He fingered her some, too, and it was obvious she was still soaking wet.

    "Are you sad that you have to watch while I fuck her?" he asked.

    "Only a little, Paul," she replied. "To be honest, she fucks me better than you do. I mean, I love your dick, but hers is better and she uses it better than you. She cares more about making me cum, though. You have a gorgeous cock and a hot body, but you really only care about your orgasm."

    Sean heard the defiance in his ex-wife's voice and it turned him on. He liked that Charlotte wasn't going to fold, that she still had some fight in her. Paul chuckled and kissed her, fingering her with even greater speed as Kori continued to suck his dick while riding Sean's face with her pussy, leaving a thin layer of her juices behind.

    Kori pulled off the cock in her mouth, slid back, and leaned forward to kiss Sean. As her tongue explored his mouth - sharing the taste of Paul's cock - her pussy lips rubbed over the head of Sean's erection. His body trembled with pleasure and for a moment he was inside her, his throbbing head awash in her wetness and heat. Then it was over and Kori was up and crawling into his bed. She rolled onto her back. Paul slapped Charlotte's ass, turned away from her, and moved into the bed and between Kori's legs.

    "I want you to suck on my toes while he fucks me, Sean," she said.

    Sean moved to his knees at the side of the bed and took Kori's big toe in his mouth. His position afforded him a view of Paul's cock sliding in and out of her pussy and Sean couldn't take his eyes off of it as the moans began.

    "Charlotte, be a good girl and eat his ass while he fucks me," Kori instructed.

    "But..."

    Kori moaned loudly and Paul fucked her harder. Her pussy sounded exceedingly wet as it took his long, thick shaft balls deep with every thrust. She dug her fingernails into his back and applied enough force that it had to hurt. He only fucked her harder, though, and Kori then reached down, grabbed his ass cheeks, and pulled them apart.

    "Do as you're told, Charlotte," Kori said. "Eat his ass or that worthless cunt of yours will never again feel the pleasure of my strapon."

    Charlotte took her place in the bed. She pressed her face between Paul's ass cheeks. She rimmed him, eliciting a moan as he temporarily slowed his thrusts to let her tongue go to work.

    "Fuck, that feels good," he said. "Damn, Kori, you really know how to put someone in their place, don't you?" Paul asked as he pounded Kori.

    "You have no idea," she replied.

    They kissed and fucked. Sean sucked toes. Charlotte ate ass. Kori again dug her fingernails into Paul's back, this time dragging them down and leaving red marks behind, no doubt causing him pain.

    He responded by pinning her hands above her head and somehow managing to fuck her harder. She cried out with nearly every thrust and Sean worried he was hurting her, but he caught a glimpse of the look on her face and it was clear Kori was awash in pleasure.

    "Fuck! I'm cumming!" she cried out soon after. Her toes curled in his mouth. Her thighs trembled. Sean slowed his thrusts and Charlotte buried her face deeper between his cheeks.

    Kori kissed Paul with enough depth that Sean felt intense jealousy. Then he pulled out and she rolled him onto his back, breaking up their twisted foursome in the process.

    Soon enough Kori was on top of Paul with his dick buried deep inside her.

    "Charlotte, I'd like to kiss you as I ride your boyfriend's cock. Sean, I'd like you to eat my ass," Kori instructed.

    They re-formulated. Sean heard the women kissing as he ate ass. He felt the heat of sex emanating from between Paul's legs. He tasted his girlfriend's asshole and reveled in the thrill of doing something so dirty and kinky, especially since he was doing it while she had someone else's cock inside her.

    "Does his cock feel good inside you?" Charlotte asked.

    Kori laughed. "You know it does. You know he's got a bigger, better dick than Sean. You know he can fuck longer than your ex-husband. You know he can satisfy a woman in ways Sean can't."

    Sean moaned and both women laughed, though hearing that only made him want to moan again.

    "I want you to cum inside me, Paul," she said. "Will you do that for me? Will you cum inside me right when I cum on your big cock for a second time?"

    "Fuck yes."

    Sean licked her ass ravenously. Kori kissed Charlotte. Paul moaned like he was a man on the verge of a blissful climax.

    They came together just like Kori wanted them to. Her ass cheeks trembled on either side of Sean's face. He felt Paul's legs shaking from the pleasure, too. Sean hadn't done a great deal of watching for his first time being cucked in person, but he'd thoroughly enjoyed getting to participate.

    Then, in one swift movement, Kori dragged her pussy forward and sat on Paul's face. He immediately began to thrash beneath her, but she clamped her thighs down around his head with what looked like remarkable strength.

    "Holy shit," Charlotte said as she backed away. Sean did the same, freeing himself on the danger of getting kicked by Paul.

    "You were right, Paul," Kori said harshly. "I do know how to put someone in their place. I'm putting you in your place right now. You can think of it as me giving you a facial. You're a good fuck, Paul, but nowhere near good enough to be as big an asshole as you are. The truth is, I'd rather fuck Sean than you. At least he cares about me. You're just a walking cock and Charlotte deserves a lot better than that too, so take your fucking facial and the humiliation that comes with it."

    She rubbed her pussy all over his face for a short while longer and then hopped off of him and out of the bed with remarkable grace.

    "What the fuck!" Paul screamed. His face was covered in cum and pussy juice and he looked very much like he'd taken a facial that had then been rubbed in.

    "Get out, you piece of shit," Kori said.

    Paul wheeled towards her and for a moment it looked like he was going to crawl across the bed with the intention of hurting her. Sean’s body tensed up as he readied himself to tackle the bigger man.

    "Get out, Paul," Charlotte said, sidetracking her ex-boyfriend’s angry intent.

    Paul walked out of the bedroom. Sean followed - keeping his distance, of course - and watched the other man get dressed hastily and walk out of the apartment. He locked the door behind Paul and returned to his bedroom.

    Charlotte was on her knees. Kori was standing above her with her hand in Charlotte's hair as she enjoyed tender pussy worship.

    "That was incredible," Sean said. "Every part of it, actually."

    "It was, wasn't it?" Kori replied. "Paul is a good fuck, like I said, but he's a piece of shit, too, and there's really no reason to give too much of your time and energy to a piece of shit."

    Kori held out her hand and Sean approached and took it. They kissed as Charlotte continued to eat pussy, her moans likely adding the pleasure of vibration to her tongue's eager ministrations.

    "The three of us are going to spend the night together," Kori said softly. "You'll sleep on either side of me. Before we go to sleep, though, we're going to make each other cum over and over until we're too exhausted to do anything but pass out."

    "I can't imagine anything better," Sean replied.

    "Good. Then get on your back, slide under your ex-wife, and eat her pussy while she eats mine."

    Sean was more than happy to do as instructed and he'd continue to do so for the rest of the night, for nothing made him feel better than doing exactly as Kori desired.

  
    Seduced by a Sadist on Valentine's Day

    “What are you still doing here?”

    Eli turned away from his computer to see Cassia, a coworker, standing at the edge of his cubicle. Her hair was pinned up in a slightly messy bun, her blouse had come untucked on one side, and it looked like she’d unbuttoned it right down to her cleavage, all of which led Eli to believe that Cassia expected to be the only one in the office at 6:30 p.m. on Valentine’s Day.

    “Working,” Eli replied. “Just like you, I suspect.”

    Cassia put a hand on her hip and said, “But you never stay late. You’re almost never here on time, either. You’re not a hard worker, Eli. So again, what are you still doing here?”

    Eli was taken aback. “Whoa, whoa, that’s not fair. I’m a hard worker.”

    “It’s perfectly fair because it’s honest, Eli,” Cassia said. “I don’t care that you’re not a hard worker. In fact, I like it. It means there’s one less person for me to beat out for a promotion. So, what are you still doing at work?”

    Eli stared silently for a few seconds in the hopes that Cassia would just go away, but it seemed that she had no intention of doing so. He couldn’t figure out why she wouldn’t walk away, but she was unquestionably his oddest coworker, so nothing she did was a surprise. “Okay, fine, I don’t have a date tonight and going home and sitting alone in my apartment seemed pathetic, so I figured I’d stay and get some work done.”

    “You didn’t have a date last year, either,” Cassia noted.

    “How do you remember that?” he asked.

    She smiled. “I have a good memory. What about the year before? You weren’t working here then. Did you have a date then?”

    Eli shook his head, though he wasn’t sure why. He could have just lied. It’s not like Cassia would have known.

    “That’s kind of pathetic, isn’t it?” Cassia asked.

    “Hey, what the hell?” Eli shot back. “What’s wrong with you? Also, you’re here on Valentine’s Day, so what business do you have calling someone pathetic?”

    “I don’t want a man in my life. Not like that, at least,” Cassia said. “And certainly not right now. A man would only slow me down. Right now my only focus is on climbing the ladder here. I’m angling for a promotion and I know they reward people who stay late and work extra hours. That’s why I know you’ll never be promoted.”

    “You really don’t want a man in your life?” Eli asked as he felt a sudden and surprising sense of desire for Cassia, though he recognized that it was almost certainly because they were both single on Valentine’s Day and she could be the answer to his loneliness.

    “No, I don’t,” Cassia replied. “Men my age – our age, I suppose – are pathetic creatures driven almost entirely by a desire for sex. Most of them see women as little more than masturbation devices that can walk and talk, though some prefer a woman that does very little of either. Like I said, a man would just slow me down. Men can be useful, of course, but not for dating.”

    “So I’m pathetic?” Eli asked. “Is that what you’re saying?”

    Cassia nodded and took a step into his cubicle. “You’re more pathetic than most, in fact.”

    Eli felt a little bit feisty as he asked, “Is that right?”

    Cassia smiled and reached up to unpin her dark hair. It cascaded over her shoulders and she reached up to pull it to one side before gently running her fingers through it. She undid one more button on her blouse, bringing her cleavage into full view and drawing Eli’s gaze to the soft-looking flesh of her big breasts.

    “I was lying,” Cassia said.

    “What? About what?” Eli asked.

    She bit her lower lip and said, “About not wanting a man. The truth is, I do want a man.” Cassia stepped closer, swung Eli’s chair around until he was facing her, and bent over to put her hands on the arms. “The truth is, I want you, Eli. I’ve wanted you for months. I think about you all the time, and when I saw that you were still in the office I just couldn’t get you off my mind.”

    Her lips looked impossibly soft and all Eli wanted to do was lean forward and kiss her, and since Cassia had declared her desire for him, Eli saw no reason not to. He leaned in, closed his eyes, and a moment later Cassia’s hand met his face and Eli nearly fell out of his chair at the force of the slap.

    “Pathetic,” Cassia said. “Just like I said you were. You are truly pathetic, Eli. I let my hair down and put my tits on display and suddenly you think you’re the kind of man I’d be so desperate for that I’d throw myself at you in the middle of the office?”

    Eli reached up to try and sooth the astonishing pain emanating from his face and he couldn’t help but notice that Cassia hadn’t buttoned her shirt back up or pinned her hair once more. Her chest was a little bit red, too, indicating at least a little bit of arousal. “You didn’t have to hit me,” he said.

    Cassia smiled, and this time it seemed genuine. “No, I didn’t. I enjoyed it, though. Did it hurt?”

    “Yes,” Eli said.

    She stepped closer and reached up to pull his hand away from his face. Cassia replaced it with hers and Eli instantly felt better as her warm, soft skin rested against his. “I want to do it again,” she said.

    “What?” he asked.

    “I want to slap you again,” Cassia answered. She didn’t wait for a response. She slapped Eli across the face before he could react. It hurt just as much as the first time, if not more. He reached up to try and sooth the pain once more and she said, “Keep your hands at your sides. And stand up.”

    For reasons he didn’t entirely understand, Eli stood and kept his hands at his sides as instructed. Cassia unleashed a genuinely joyful smile and raised her hand, causing Eli to flinch out of fear at being struck again.

    “Take your pants off,” she instructed.

    “What?” Eli asked.

    Cassia slapped him across the face before he could react. “Take your pants off.”

    Eli did as instructed.

    “Your underwear, too,” Cassia said.

    This time she raised her hand before he could object and Eli lowered his underwear a moment later, leaving his cock and balls exposed in the office.

    Cassia looked down, laughed, and said, “Pathetic. Just like I thought. Look at how fucking small you are.”

    “It’s…it’s cold in here, and I’m in pain,” he said. “It’s not that small when it’s hard.”

    “Is it big when it’s hard?” Cassia asked.

    Eli shook his head. “It’s average.”

    Cassia laughed loudly. “Do you think there’s a woman in the world that wants to be with an average man, Eli? Do you think the other women in the office talk to their friends about how badly they want to fuck a guy with an average cock?”

    Eli shook his head. “No, probably not.”

    Cassia stepped closer and reached out to cup Eli’s balls. Her touch was surprisingly gentle as she ran her fingers over the wrinkled flesh and much to his dismay, arousal flooded Eli’s loins. His cock grew with only incidental contact and soon enough he was hard.

    “You’re not average,” Cassia said as she looked down. “And I think you knew that, Eli. I think you know you’re below average. I think you lied to me.”

    “I’m sor…” Eli said before crying out in pain as Cassia squeezed his balls and pulled down hard. She maintained her grip as she dragged him out of his cubicle and down the hallway. Cassia pushed open the door to their manager’s office and pulled Eli towards the desk.

    “Bend over the desk, right now,” she ordered.

    Eli bent over without hesitation and Cassia stepped behind him and delivered four swift blows to his ass. He cried out from the pain, but she stopped before it overwhelmed him.

    “Take the rest of your clothes off,” Cassia demanded.

    Eli took off his shirt, tie, and undershirt and left them in a pile on the floor before bending over the desk once more. Cassia stepped closer and grabbed two handfuls of his ass. She squeezed hard and pressed her body against his. Eli felt the softness of her breasts against his back and the warmth of her breath against his neck. He couldn’t help but moan when Cassia kissed his shoulder, but then she bit into his flesh and he cried out at the intense pain that emanated from where her teeth met his skin.

    “That one’s gonna leave a bruise,” Cassia said. “Don’t worry, though. No one will see it.”

    “Why are you doing this?” Eli asked.

    “Because you’re pathetic, and sometimes a pathetic man deserves to be abused,” Cassia replied. “And because you lied about the size of your cock, and liars deserve to be punished.”

    Cassia smacked his ass twice more and Eli winced with each blow to his soft, exposed flesh.

    “Your cock is dripping, Eli,” she said. “Why do you think that is?”

    Eli looked down to see that his half hard cock was almost literally dripping precum. “I don’t know,” he said as a genuine sense of confusion filled his mind.

    Cassia laughed. “You don’t know? Really?”

    “No, I don’t,” he said.

    Cassia stepped out from behind Eli and unzipped her skirt. He kept his hands on the desk as he watched her expose her creamy thighs and a surprisingly sexy pair of pink lace panties. He wasn’t sure why, but Eli figured Cassia as the sort of girl that wore a simple cotton thong to work.

    Cassia sat in the manager’s chair and spread her legs, drawing Eli’s gaze between them. She reached down, pulled her panties aside, and exposed her pussy. “Do I look wet?” she asked.

    Her pussy was glistening. There was no question she was wet and Eli nodded as he said, “Yes. You look really wet, in fact.”

    Cassia slipped two fingers into her pussy and the sound of her wetness reached Eli’s ears and sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine and between his legs. “You like the sound of my wetness, don’t you Eli?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Do you like that slapping you around got me wet?” she asked. “Do you like that spanking your ass and slapping you across the face turned me on? Do you like that treating you like the pathetic man that you are left my pussy soaking wet with desire?”

    Eli nodded as he watched Cassia play with her pussy. The sight of her fingers moving in and out of her pink, slippery flesh was mesmerizing, and for some reason he really did like that she’d found such pleasure in abusing him. What was wrong with him?

    “Would you like to fuck me, Eli?” Cassia asked.

    “Yes, please,” he said without thinking.

    Cassia stood and slapped him again. “Pathetic,” she hissed. “I would never let a man like you fuck me. You’d get all clingy and gross. You’d act like we were in love because I let you put your dick inside me. You’d beg for the chance to do it again. You’d beg and plead and you’d do it all without understanding that a man like you couldn’t possibly please me. ‘Yes, please’ was the wrong answer, Eli. The right answer was ‘that as much as you’d like to fuck me, you understand that you could never please me so you wouldn’t let me demean myself by taking your cock inside me’.”

    “I’m sorry,” Eli said.

    Cassia unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. Eli stared at her breasts in a pink lace bra that matched her panties, but Cassia quickly took that off too. He admired her curvy, splendid body in all its glory and he felt a desperate kind of desire to fuck her, a desire that he couldn’t extinguish.

    “I’m too good for you, Eli,” Cassia said. “Far, far too good for you. I fuck real men, not pathetic boys like you. I fuck men that have dates on Valentine’s Day. I fuck men that have a long list of women that would happily go out with them on Valentine’s Day. I fuck men that know what it takes to satisfy a woman, and that will happily satisfy me and go on their way without forming some kind of pathetic attachment to the point that they become like a disgusting little dog following me around in the hopes that I’ll throw them a bone in the form of my perfect cunt.”

    Cassia moved behind Eli and ran her fingers down his ass crack and between his legs. She grabbed his balls and tugged hard on them for a few moments before he felt her warm, soft flesh against his drippy cock. Cassia pressed her naked breasts against Eli’s back and stroked him until he sported a raging erection. He thought she might make him cum, but Cassia released his cock before he approached his orgasm.

    “Stay right here,” Cassia said. “Keep your hands on the desk.”

    Eli looked over his shoulder as Cassia walked out of the manager’s office without a stitch of clothing on her body. She disappeared around a corner and he was left naked, hard, and dripping precum as he wondered what his coworker was doing. The ding of the elevator had Eli worried that she was leaving him alone, but there was no way she’d leave the office without her clothes on.

    “This is the kind of man I was talking about,” Cassia said as she returned to the office with someone Eli had never seen before walking behind her.

    “What’s going on here?” the guy asked.

    “This is Eli,” Cassia said. “He’s playing the part of my toy for the evening. I’ve been smacking him around as a little bit of foreplay for the fucking you’re going to give me.”

    “Is that right?” the guy asked. “Can I get in on that?”

    “Why not?” Cassia said. “Give his ass a few hard smacks. It feels good.”

    The guy approached and Eli felt his chest tighten with panic for a moment before the hand of a total stranger struck his ass. Five more blows followed and Eli was ready to collapse from the pain by the time it was over.

    “Damn,” the guy said. “You’re not kidding about him being a toy. He just takes it, huh?”

    “He does,” Cassia replied. “I only discovered that tonight. I suspected he might be even more pathetic than I thought when he started working here, and it turns out I was right. I just wish I’d exposed him sooner. Think of the fun I could have had over the past year and a half. You should get naked. I need to get fucked.”

    The guy stripped as Cassia moved behind Eli and ran her fingers over his ass. He thought she might beat him yet again, but she didn’t. Instead she soothed him with her soft touch and she offered kisses over his upper back and shoulders.

    “I want you to watch,” she said. “Watch what it looks like when a real man fucks a woman. Watch how he makes me feel, and as you’re watching, try and be honest about whether or not you could fuck me like he does.”

    Cassia moved towards the manager’s chair once more, but this time she hopped on the desk and spread her legs. The guy – who was now naked and sporting an impressively large erection – stepped between her legs. They kissed as Cassia grabbed his cock and rubbed the head over her pussy lips, producing that wondrous wet sound once again.

    “Tell me you want me, Darren,” Cassia said.

    “I’m desperate for you, Cassia,” Darren replied. “You know I love your pussy. You know I love fucking you. You know I love seeing you cum all over my big cock.”

    Cassia took him inside her and moaned. “And you know how much I love to cum all over your big cock. Now give it to me. Fuck me hard.”

    Darren leaned forward and kissed Cassia as he moved his cock in and out of her pussy. He grabbed her ass for leverage and fucked her harder. Her big tits bounced with every thrust and their mouths opened so their tongues could indulge in the same erotic dance happening between their legs.

    Jealousy and awe mingled inside Eli as he watched someone else fuck the beautiful, buxom, sadistic woman that had battered his body and unlocked a kind of arousal he hadn’t known existed inside him. He wanted to be inside Cassia, and yet he understood that she was right, that he couldn’t possibly have fucked her the way Darren was fucking her. His cock was much, much smaller than Darren’s and he couldn’t provide nearly the same level of power, either.

    Cassia came quickly. Quicker than Eli expected, in fact. She wrapped her arms and legs around Darren, pulled him deep into her pussy, and dug her fingernails into his back as she filled the office with wild moans of pleasure.

    When she was finished, Darren pulled out and Cassia hopped off the desk. She collapsed into the manager’s chair, smiled at Eli, and said, “Go ahead and fuck him. Finish inside him, too.”

    “What?” Eli said as he backed away from the desk. “No. No fucking way.”

    Cassia stood and moved towards him with stunning swiftness. She grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled hard, and slammed his head down on the desk. She moved to Eli’s side and smacked his ass a dozen times. The pain resonated down his legs and up his spine and his knees trembled as he wondered if his strength would falter.

    “I know what you are,” Cassia said. “You don’t even know it, but I do. I know that you’re a masochist. I know that you’re a sub. I know that you’re destined to be nothing more than a toy for a woman to use as she sees fit. Tonight, you’re my toy. You will suffer any abuse I desire, and right now I want to see Darren fuck your ass and cum inside you. Now keep your head on the desk and reach back to spread your ass cheeks so he can put that big dick of his inside you.”

    Fear and a shockingly potent form of arousal filled Eli’s body as he reached back and spread his ass cheeks. His pulse raced as he did exactly as Cassia desired despite knowing that great pain would follow.

    “Fuck him,” she said. “Make it hard and fast.”

    Eli heard Darren spit and stroke his cock. He felt those same spit-laden fingers move over his asshole. The head of Darren’s cock then pressed against his anal opening. Eli’s body tightened up, but Darren didn’t stop trying to fuck him.

    “Oh, fuck, it hurts,” Eli said.

    “Yes, it does,” Cassia replied. “That’s the point, Eli. It hurts. You’re going to suffer and you’re going to do it for me. But you know what? You get to watch me masturbate while you suffer. You get to see me take pleasure in your pain. You get to see me cum while your asshole gets wrecked by a massive cock.”

    Cassia released her grip on his hair and sat in the manager’s chair. She wheeled it a little closer, spread her legs, and slipped two fingers into her pussy. Eli focused on the sight of his beautiful coworker penetrating her slippery hole and did his best not to think about the intense pain emanating from his asshole.

    “Fuck, he’s tight,” Darren said. “This feels so fucking good.”

    “I always take care of you, don’t I?” Cassia asked. “I always make you feel good. Sometimes I suck you off after you’ve fucked me. Sometimes I let you cum inside me. Sometimes I let you cum on these perfect tits of mine. Sometimes I let you fuck a pathetic little bitch and cum in his ass.”

    Darren grabbed Eli’s hips and fucked him harder, deepening the burning pain in his asshole. Eli gripped the edge of the desk and watched Cassia rub her clit and play with her tits. The pleasure on her face was real. She was getting off on watching him suffer through such deep, painful anal penetration.

    “Fuck him harder,” she said. “Destroy his ass.”

    Darren did as instructed. Eli didn’t think the pain could get worse, but it did. He gritted his teeth and he took it, though. He could have stopped it, but for some reason Eli didn’t even consider doing that. He just let Darren fuck him while Cassia watched and masturbated. He let himself be used as a toy. He let it all happen.

    “Fuck!” Darren cried out before burying his cock in Eli’s ass and cumming.

    “Cum in his ass!” Cassia said. “Fill his whore ass with your load. Breed this disgusting little bitch!” She climaxed a moment later. She grasped her breast hard, closed her eyes, and buried three fingers in her pussy while her legs trembled with pleasure. Juices dripped out of her and onto the manager’s leather chair, all while Cassia had what seemed to be a better orgasm than her first.

    Darren pulled out, smacked Eli’s ass, and said, “Thanks.”

    “You’re welcome,” Cassia replied. “And thank you as always.”

    Darren got dressed with remarkable swiftness and left as Eli felt the other man’s cum begin dripping out of his ass.

    “Thank you, Eli,” Cassia said. “You were quite the playmate tonight. I have more work to do, though. You’ll have to clean up in here. Make sure you lick my juices off his chair and clean up any cum that leaks out of your ass and onto the carpet. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Eli said.

    Cassia grabbed her clothes, smacked him on the ass, and left.

    Eli turned to watch her go and then grabbed a handful of tissues from a box on the manager’s desk and stuffed them between his ass cheeks to soak up the cum dripping out of him. His asshole was astoundingly sore, but his cock was still dripping a tremendous amount of precum and he felt alive in a way he’d never felt before.

    Eli turned around, leaned against the desk, and grabbed his cock. He stroked furiously as the fresh memories of the abuse he’d just suffered ran through his head. An orgasm rushed out of his body in less than thirty seconds and it left him so weak in the knees that he collapsed onto the ground. He made an absolute mess with his cum, but none of that mattered. It was the pleasure that mattered, and the pleasure was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. Maybe Cassia was right. Maybe he really was a masochist. Maybe he really was meant to be controlled by a woman. Maybe that’s what he’d been missing his whole life.

  
    Seduced by His Cheating Wife

    “Don’t kill the messenger. I just saw your wife and another guy walk through the lobby of the Four Seasons by Central Park. Definitely looked like they were there to do the kind of thing you don’t want your wife doing with another guy. Sorry, man.”

    Austin sat and stared at his phone for a solid 15 minutes after receiving the text. At first he couldn’t fathom that his friend was right. Ashley wouldn’t do that to him. She wouldn’t be cheating on him.

    Then he thought about how expensive the Four Seasons was. Was she spending their money? Was she fucking a rich guy?

    Then he wondered if there was some other reason she could be there. His friend hadn’t been specific about what made it seem like they were there to fuck. Was Ashley there for work? Was she helping a rich friend plan a proposal or a wedding? Did she even have a rich friend like that?

    Then Austin stood up, put on a coat, and ordered an Uber. He was going to the hotel. He needed to see if Ashley was really there.

    At first, Austin walked around the lobby and down a few hallways. If Ashley was there to fuck someone, she was probably already in the room, but he had to search anyway. He found nothing.

    He made his way to one of the elegant couches in the lobby and pulled out his phone. He tapped out a quick text to his wife: “Wanna have lunch today?”

    A response came back quickly: “Can’t get away from work. Sorry. How about dinner?”

    Austin knew it wasn’t evidence that she was cheating on him, but he couldn’t help but process it that way. “Dinner sounds good,” he texted back.

    Austin slipped his phone into his pocket and took a deep breath. He wondered if he was being utterly insane. Was it really likely his wife was up in one of the elegant, insanely expensive hotel rooms with someone else’s cock inside her? Wasn’t it more likely his friend hadn’t even seen her and had just seen a woman he thought looked like Ashley?

    Despite wanting to believe that, Austin couldn’t quite convince himself that there was no chance Ashley was cheating on him. He couldn’t leave. Not without waiting to see if she was really up in a hotel room for some kind of quickie. He resolved to stay and wait to see if Ashley came out of one of the elevators with a man by her side.

    Austin knew no one would bother him. As long as he didn’t look homeless, he knew the hotel staff wouldn’t dare accuse him of not belonging there. Rich people get pissed when you do stuff like that, and the Four Seasons is all about catering to rich people.

    Because of that, Austin sat unbothered and kept his eyes trained on the elevators. They opened hundreds of times over the course of two hours, loading and unloading a few thousand people in that span.

    Each time the elevator doors opened Austin’s pulse quickened a little. Each time a touch of dread crept into his body, only to quickly disappear when Ashley wasn’t one of the people that stepped out into the lobby.

    Then, two hours after he’d taken a seat on the couch, Ashley walked out of the elevator. She wore a tight, knee length white dress he’d never seen before and a pair of strappy white high heels. She walked next to a tall, handsome man in an expensive-looking suit. They were holding hands and Ashley’s body leaned towards him in a subtle but undeniably noticeable way.

    Austin’s heart pounded. The dread that filled his body morphed into anxiety with a touch of anger. His legs felt like they were made of concrete. He was glued to the couch, unable to hoist himself to his feet to confront his wife.

    Austin knew his wife had fucked the man she was walking with. It was in their body language and the smile on her face. It was in the way she held his hand and leaned against him. They both looked as if they’d just enjoyed the most pleasurable experience available to two people. They’d just had great orgasms together.

    Then, Ashley turned and looked right at him. A look of surprise washed over her face and was gone in a moment. She stopped walking and turned to the man by her side. She said something to him. They shared a long, slow kiss as Austin watched the other man’s hands move over his wife’s lower back before quickly grasping her ass. Austin felt like his wife was taunting him. She’d been caught and she was doubling down on her illicit behavior.

    The kiss ended and they parted ways. The man walked out of the hotel and Ashley waved goodbye before turning to Austin.

    With slow, deliberate steps she approached him. Despite his anger, Austin couldn’t help but take note of how astoundingly good his wife looked in the tight white dress the other man must have purchased for her. Ashley stopped a few steps from Austin and smiled.

    “What are you doing here?” Ashley asked without a hint of trepidation in her voice.

    “Someone saw you come in. They texted me. I wanted to see if it was true,” Austin answered.

    “If what was true?”

    Austin was astounded that Ashley wasn’t showing the slightest hint of remorse. If anything she seemed a little annoyed that he was there.

    “I wanted to see if it was really you he saw, if you were here cheating on me,” Austin said.

    “Is that what you think happened?” Ashley asked as she stepped closer. “Do you think I cheated on you?”

    Austin craned his neck to look up at his wife. He nodded and said, “I know that’s what happened.”

    Ashley leaned down and Austin eyes darted to her glorious cleavage. He silently scolded himself for not focusing on his wife’s infidelity.

    “I have a key to his room,” Ashley said, “and he’ll be gone for hours. Why don’t we go upstairs?”

    Austin was dumbfounded. Did Ashley really think she could offer to fuck him and that would solve everything?

    Ashley stepped closer and kissed him. Austin didn’t push her away. He didn’t fight it at all, in fact. He enjoyed the impossible softness of his wife’s flesh against his. He enjoyed the way she gently invaded his mouth with her tongue.

    “That’s how I kissed him,” she whispered afterwards. “Wouldn’t you like to know how I did…well, everything else with him?”

    Austin wished he wasn’t so turned on. He wished his wife’s kiss hadn’t left him in a state of unbridled desire. He wished he didn’t want to go up to the hotel room. He did, though. He nodded in response to her question.

    Ashley offered her hand and Austin stood up as he took it. She pulled him close and they walked towards the elevators. She pushed a button for the 11th floor and Ashley kissed him again as the doors closed and they began their swift ascent.

    Austin didn’t bother to fight it. He let himself get lost in his wife’s passion. His cock throbbed with desire and he gave himself over to it.

    “Let’s go,” Ashley said as the elevator doors opened. She took Austin’s hand and led him down the hallway and to a room in the corner where two hallways met.

    Ashley pulled a key card from her small handbag and let them into the room. Austin took a few moments to admire the space, which was bigger than the one bedroom apartment they shared.

    “Wow,” he said.

    “I know,” Ashley replied as she turned around. “Would you unzip me?”

    Austin reached up and tugged on the zipper of his wife’s tight white dress. He revealed the soft skin of her back and the strap of a white lace bra that he desperately wanted to see the rest of.

    Ashley turned around and smiled at him as she stepped back. “Would you like to see?” she asked. “Would you like to see what he got to enjoy?”

    Austin nodded. He was still caught up in her spell. His cock was still hard and it felt like his body was tingling with desire.

    Ashley pulled the dress off her shoulders and down her torso. She slipped it over her hips and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a matching white lace bra and panty set that looked far more elegant and expensive than anything Austin had seen her in. It must have been another gift from the man she’d fucked.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    “Perfect,” Austin said.

    “That’s how he likes me,” she replied. “Perfect. For him.”

    Austin felt a little lightheaded. “Why?” he asked.

    “What do you mean?” Ashley said as she stepped closer to her husband.

    Austin stepped back and held up his hand to halt her approach. “Why did you fuck him?”

    Ashley moved closer. She reached up and took his hand in hers. She pressed her body against his.

    “I didn’t fuck him,” she said. “He fucked me. Twice.”

    “Why?” Austin repeated.

    Ashley reached between his legs and unzipped Austin’s pants. Her fingers moved through the opening and freed his cock. She caressed him as their lips met. Despite his desire for an explanation, Austin couldn’t resist.

    “It feels good to be desired, doesn’t it?” Ashley asked after the kiss. Her lips remained impossibly close to his.

    “It does,” Austin said before moaning as Ashley continued to slowly stroke his dick.

    She smiled and said, “It feels even better to be desired by a man that could have any woman he wants.”

    They kissed again as Austin wondered just how wealthy his wife’s lover was. He was good looking, to be sure, but it must have been the money that elevated him to the status she’d conferred upon him.

    “It feels good when he gets hard for me. It feels good when he slides into my pussy and tells me how much he loves fucking me. It feels good when he cums for me,” she explained.

    Austin was getting the answers he’d asked for. The fact that they were coming in the midst of an intensely arousing foreplay session made it difficult to process the information, though.

    “Is he good?” Austin asked. It was the same question any man would ask after he’d been cheated on.

    “He’s incredible,” Ashley said before kissing his neck and moaning.

    For a moment, Austin allowed himself to wonder why he wasn’t angrier. Why was he letting his wife jerk him off? Why wasn’t he screaming at her? Why wasn’t he demanding an explanation? Why wasn’t he telling her to fuck off?

    He didn’t have an answer. He wasn’t sure he wanted one. He wasn’t sure he’d ever enjoyed anything as much as he was enjoying the handjob she was giving him.

    “Do you want me?” Ashley asked.

    Austin didn’t have to think about his answer. “Yes,” he said. “I want you.”

    Ashley stepped back. She wore a big, beautiful smile. She unhooked her bra and freed her big natural breasts. She pulled her panties down.

    “Are you sure?” she asked.

    Austin nodded as his eyes moved over his wife’s beautiful body. Her pussy lips looked pink and puffy.

    “He likes to fuck me hard,” Ashley said, anticipating Austin’s question. “Very hard.”

    Austin pulled off his shirt and unbuttoned his pants. He pushed them to the floor. Now they were both naked.

    “Do you still want me?” Ashley asked.

    “Yes,” Austin said as she moved towards her.

    Ashley backed into the bed and pulled herself towards the pillows. She spread her legs. Austin stood at the foot of the bed and stared between his wife’s thighs.

    “Take me,” she said.

    Austin crawled into the bed and on top of his wife. They shared a long, slow, beautiful kiss as she reached between his legs and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him and he moaned into her mouth.

    “Do you want me?” she asked again. Her voice was laced with the same lust that Austin felt.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Ashley placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy and he slipped inside. It was impossible not to notice that she felt different. It wasn’t just that she was a little wetter, either. Austin looked at his wife. She smiled. She knew something he didn’t know. He was certain of it.

    “He came inside me,” she said. “Twice. He always cums inside me.”

    Austin gave himself over to the lust coursing through him. It didn’t matter that there was pain and anger beneath it. He didn’t care in the moment. He was too turned on. He pushed it all down and concentrated on the blissful feelings happening between his legs.

    Ashley moaned for him as he fucked her sloppy pussy. He let himself enjoy being the second man inside her that day. He let himself enjoy the fact that someone else’s cum had been inside her before he arrived.

    “This isn’t your first time with him, is it?” Austin asked.

    “No, it’s not,” Ashley said before pulling his lips to hers. She moaned as they kissed. She wrapped her legs around him and tried to pull him deeper inside her.

    “How many times has he fucked you?” Austin asked as the kiss ended.

    Ashley smiled. “I’ve lost count,” she said.

    Austin’s cock had taken over his brain. Instead of being frustrated with his wife’s infidelity, he was aroused. He fucked her harder. He wasn’t sure if he was trying to reclaim her or if he was simply turned on by the fact that she was obviously so much naughtier than he’d ever given her credit for.

    “I’ve been his for six months,” Ashley continued. “He has me whenever he wants me.”

    Austin felt a surge of lust in his loins. He felt his cock throb and his balls tighten. The way Ashley phrased her confession drove him crazy. He couldn’t help but feel turned on at the idea of being someone else’s woman, of his wife giving herself to another man whenever he wanted her.

    “This isn’t the first time you’ve fucked me with his cum inside me,” she said.

    Austin saw the smile on her face. She liked the fact that he hadn’t known she was cheating on him. She liked that he’d fucked her with someone else’s cum buried deep in her pussy before. She loved the fact that he was still fucking her even after finding out that she’d been cheating on him.

    “I’m going to keep seeing him. I’m going to stay his,” Ashley informed him.

    Austin fucked her harder and faster. He kissed his wife. Everything she said turned him on. Every word that passed her lips brought him closer to an orgasm.

    Austin groaned and released his seed into his wife’s pussy. He added his load to the two the other man had given her. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t stop it. He didn’t want to.

    Ashley kissed his face and neck and ran her fingers over his back as Austin held his softening cock inside her.

    Austin expected his anger to rise up. He expected he’d be furious now that his lust had left his body with the cum he’d spilled into his wife.

    He pulled out and rolled off of her. He noticed how comfortable the bed felt and how soft the sheets were beneath his body.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes before Ashley sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed.

    “Where are you going?” Austin said.

    “I was going to get dressed. We really shouldn’t be here when he gets back,” she said.

    “No,” Austin said. “I want you again.”

    Ashley turned to him and smiled. “Really?”

    “You’re mine too,” he said, “and I want to fuck you again.”

    Ashley swung her legs back into the bed and crawled on top of Austin. Some of the cum leaked out of her pussy and onto his soft cock.

    “Yeah?” she asked. “You want to fuck my messy pussy again? You can’t change my mind, you know. You can fuck me as hard as you want, I’m still going to go to him when he wants me. I’m still going to be his.”

    Austin smiled. He didn’t understand why he felt the way he did, but in the moment he didn’t care. “I know.”

    They kissed. His cock grew once more. Soon he was inside his wife again. Soon he was coated in the other man’s cum as she bounced up and down on him. It was perfect.

  
    Seduced into Being Her Bi Cuckold - A Five Part Story

    Scarlett is a beautiful seductress determined to make her husband into the bisexual cuckold of her fantasies. Through orgasm denial and sensual teasing, she convinces him to dip his toe into bi play, starting with a toy and moving on to a man. 

    Seduced into Being Her Bi Cuckold tells this exceptionally naughty story in five parts, and when you become a Patreon supporter you can read them all. You'll find links to each part and a brief summary below:

    Part 1 - Scarlett has her husband Andrew locked in a chastity device and she uses his arousal for her benefit. She lures him into a state of wild desire and convinces him that there's nothing more arousing than serving her needs. In their next session, she introduces a toy and has Andrew play with it while talking dirty.

    Part 2 - Scarlett slowly introduces Andrew to bi cuckold play through kissing, touching, and watching in close up. Eventually, Andrew caves and agrees to try full bi cuckold action.

    Part 3 - Scarlett takes a big step in her husband's bi training and with a little bit of teasing and coaching she gets him to do it willingly. His wife treats him to sensual verbal humiliation as a reward. 

    Part 4 - It's in this fourth part that Scarlett truly realizes just how much she loves watching her husband serve a man. She realizes that it turns her on more than almost anything, and she wants him to go deeper. For that reason, Andrew agrees to his wife's naughty request. He's going to do all the work while Scarlett watches.

    Part 5 - In the conclusion to the story, Scarlett wants Andrew to go all the way. She wants to see her husband take that final step and he's going to do it. He submits to his wife's kinkiest desire.

  
    Seduced into Being Her Bi Cuckold - Part 1

    Scarlett looked down at her husband as she sat astride his locked cock. His arms were spread at her instruction. He was forbidden from touching her until he’d been given permission.

    She wore a seductive black lace lingerie set that Andrew had bought her. He’d been sent out to purchase something sexy for Scarlett to wear for an evening with her bull. He’d returned with a sheer black bra and panty set, a garter belt, and seamed stockings that felt impossibly soft and sexy on her legs.

    She’d fucked her bull in that lingerie set the night before. Now she was wearing it once more to tempt and tease her chastised husband.

    Andrew was naked except for the clear CB-6000 chastity device he wore around his cock. His flesh had swollen as large as the device would allow. It looked beautifully imprisoned as Scarlett gently moved her panty-clad pussy over it.

    Andrew’s groans of pain and intense, cuckold-fueled pleasure made Scarlett wet. She knew his intense desire would make him willing to do anything she wanted.

    Scarlett’s fingers moved over his stomach and chest. She could feel his heart pounding. She could see the lust in his eyes. He’d been locked for over a week and he was desperate for an orgasm.

    “You want me to make you cum, don’t you?” she asked.

    Andrew’s voice was desperate as he said, “Yes, please.”

    “Is it because you watched Brandon fuck me last night?” Scarlett asked as she leaned forward and ran her fingers through Andrew’s hair.

    His eyes darted to her breasts. Scarlett knew that leaning forward made them look even more appealing to her chastised husband. She smiled at his lust for her body.

    “Yes, it is. Watching you cum on his cock was so beautiful. It always is,” Andrew said.

    Scarlett caressed his face.

    “You’re always such a good boy when Brandon is here,” she whispered. “You always do such a good job preparing my pussy with your tongue and you always watch quietly like you’re supposed to.”

    The chastity device made all the difference. The moment she locked Andrew in it he became a far better cuckold. He no longer put his desires first. He put hers ahead of his own because he knew that was how he would achieve the freedom and orgasm he craved.

    “You know that being a good boy is how you get to cum,” Scarlett said.

    Andrew nodded as her fingers continued to delicately move over his skin.

    Scarlett smiled seductively and gently pressed her thumb against Andrew’s lower lip. He instinctively opened his mouth, delighting her. She slowly pushed her thumb between his lips.

    She held her husband’s gaze as he closed his lips around her finger and sucked on it. He did it without prompting. He did it because he instinctively knew it’s what she wanted.

    “Good boy,” Scarlett said. She felt arousal coursing through her loins. She felt the heat and wetness building.

    She pulled her thumb from his mouth and replaced it with her index finger. Andrew sucked it gleefully. He didn’t hesitate. His eyes lit up with delight. He moaned.

    Scarlett added a second finger. His lips stretched a little wider to accommodate it. He sucked with the same vigor.

    “You always know how to make me happy, Andrew,” Scarlett said in a soft, loving voice.

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and lifted the key to his chastity device from around her neck. She traced down his chest with the key, teasing him mercilessly. He was going to be freed from his prison, but Scarlett wanted to take her time.

    By the time she reached his cock and slipped the key into the lock, Andrew was whining. He couldn’t help it. The sound just poured from his mouth. He was desperate.

    Scarlett let go of the key, leaving it in the lock. She caressed his balls. She delicately rubbed the space between his testicles and asshole. She ran her finger over the little bit of flesh that pushed out the front of the CB-6000.

    “Please, Scarlett,” Andrew pleaded. “Please let me out.”

    Scarlett smiled at her husband and kissed him. It was a strong, dominant kiss. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and aggressively battled with his.

    She reached down and turned the key. The lock popped open and Scarlett removed it and slowly freed Andrew’s cock from the chastity device. She knew he was desperate to reach down and play with his cock and it pleased her that he refused to give in to his base desires.

    Once the pieces of his chastity device had been set aside, Scarlett wrapped her fingers around Andrew’s soft cock and stroked him. After a week without release, it didn’t take long for him to achieve an erection.

    “Do you want to cum, Andrew?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he shot back immediately. “Please, yes. I want to cum so badly. My balls hurt. I need to cum.”

    There was a thick drop of precum at the tip of Andrew’s cock. Scarlett collected it on the tip of her finger and offered it to Andrew.

    He sucked her finger clean eagerly. He tasted his precum.

    “It’s yummy, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “It really is,” he said.

    Scarlett repeated the process. This time she pushed two fingers into his mouth. She made him take their full length. She made him clean them of his precum and suck them like he was giving head.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she whispered before once more stroking his erection.

    “Thank you,” Andrew said. 

    Scarlett let go of his cock and climbed on top of her husband. She reached back to pull aside her panties before dropping her wet pussy onto his face.

    “Worship me, Andrew. Make me cum and I’ll give you what you want.”

    Andrew’s tongue found her clit immediately and he licked Scarlett eagerly. She was thoroughly aroused from teasing him and he knew it wouldn’t take her long to cum.

    As Andrew worshiped her pussy like he’d been instructed, Scarlett slowly stroked his cock. He knew she was teasing him. She wasn’t going to let him cum until he’d done exactly as instructed. He needed to make her cum. 

    Scarlett rode his face as she slowly stroked her husband with a soft grip. His face was going to be soaked with her juices by the time he was done. It felt like she was fucking his mouth with her pussy. He loved it. Anytime his wife could make Andrew feel like a submissive, owned cuckold it thrilled him.

    Finally, Scarlett sat down and smothered her husband’s face as she climaxed. Her flesh surrounded his face, impeding his ability to breathe as he tongued her cunt.

    When she’d finished, Scarlett climbed off of Andrew and stroked his slippery cock like he needed. She jerked him off and brought about a beautiful orgasm that had her husband thrashing and crying out in pleasure.

    Afterwards, Scarlett ran two fingers through the thick cum that had collected on his stomach. She lifted those two fingers towards his mouth. They were coated in slippery semen. Scarlett wanted to see if Andrew would suck them clean and taste his cum in the process.

    He didn’t hesitate. He opened his mouth like a baby bird eager to be fed a worm by its mom. He closed his eyes and moaned while sucking his slippery cum off her fingers.

    “Good boy,” Scarlett said as she once more ran her fingers through the cum on her husband’s stomach. She repeated the process and once more he licked up his jizz exactly as she desired.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    Andrew saw lusty desire in his wife’s eyes. His submission so often brought it about. Every time his submission deepened it thrilled her. She sat on her husband’s face, grabbed his hair, and said, “Make me cum again, Andrew.”

    He did as ordered.

    
      

    

    The toy was six inches long and thick enough that Scarlett’s fingers couldn’t quite wrap all the way around it. It was smooth and felt soft against her fingers. The flared head was just like a real cock, which she loved.

    Scarlett had purchased the toy for play with her husband. She wanted to tease him with it, to make him watch her pussy stretch out around it while his cock was locked up.

    “Do you want to see him fuck me?” Scarlett asked. The toy was smaller than Brandon’s cock, but she was acting as if it was him in their bedroom.

    Andrew was between her legs. He was staring at his wife’s wet pussy as she moved the head of the toy around her labia.

    “Yes, I want to see him fuck you. I want to see his cock inside your perfect pussy.”

    Scarlett moaned and watched Andrew as she pushed the head of the dildo into her wet cunt. It slipped in with ease.

    Scarlett moaned and said, “He feels so good, Andrew. He feels so good inside me.”

    Andrew had watched her fuck Brandon on numerous occasions, but he hadn’t yet been granted such an intimate view.

    It had been five days since his last orgasm and Andrew had just reached the stage where he started to get desperate. Scarlett was counting on this little toy fucking encounter to drive him wild. She wanted her husband overwhelmed with lust.

    “It’s beautiful,” he said. “It’s so beautiful.”

    Scarlett could hear the desire in his voice. She knew her husband wanted to do more than watch. He wanted to lick her pussy. He wanted to be able to fuck her. He wanted to be set free from his cage so he could pursue his orgasm.

    She wasn’t going to allow that, though. Training him was most effective when he was locked up and unable to even think about cumming without her permission.

    Scarlett pulled the toy from her pussy. She could feel herself gaping just a little. She could see her husband’s wildly aroused gaze as he stared at her freshly-fucked cunt.

    She pushed the toy inside her once more. She plunged it deep. Scarlett was wet enough that she had no problem taking the full length in an instant.

    She closed her eyes and said, “Yes, Brandon, fuck me. Fuck me harder!”

    Andrew moaned. He was completely lost in his lust. He was right where Scarlett wanted him to be.

    She pulled the toy from her pussy once more and held it towards her husband. She rubbed it against his lips. Andrew looked up at her and opened his mouth. He couldn’t say no. His submissive nature drove him to do as she pleased. 

    “Suck his cock clean, Andrew. Taste my pussy on his thick, throbbing dick,” Scarlett instructed as she pushed the toy into her husband’s mouth.

    Andrew gave the first blowjob of his life as Scarlett watched. She pushed the toy in and out of his mouth, making sure not to make him take too much. She didn’t want him gagging and making a mess on their bed.

    When Scarlett pulled the toy from his mouth she saw a flash of disappointment in his eyes. She smiled. He liked sucking the toy for her. He liked submitting. He wanted more.

    Scarlett plunged the dildo into her pussy once more. She fucked herself hard and fast. The sounds of her slippery cunt taking a thick cock filled the room.

    “Do you want to suck his cock again, Andrew?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Say it,” Scarlett demanded.

    Andrew lifted his gaze from her pussy and stared into his wife’s eyes. “I want to suck his cock again.”

    “Good boy,” Scarlett said as she pulled the dildo from her pussy and offered it to her husband.

    She didn’t have to fuck his mouth this time. He did all the work. She just held it there while his lips wrapped around the head and his mouth moved down the shaft. He was catching on quickly and making her so happy in the process.

    Scarlett pulled the toy from his mouth and pushed it back inside her pussy. She was soaking wet. Watching her husband suck cock for her was even more arousing than she’d expected.

    She wanted more. She couldn’t keep the toy inside her for long. She needed to see his lips around it. She needed to see him sucking cock.

    “Suck cock for me, Andrew,” she said upon presenting him with the slippery toy once more.

    Andrew did as he was told and he did it passionately. Scarlett could see the joyful lust in his eyes. She could see how badly he wanted to make her happy.

    “Do you like being a cocksucker for me?” she asked.

    Andrew nodded with the dildo in his mouth. He wasn’t going to stop sucking to answer her if he didn’t need to.

    “Do you like having Brandon’s cock in your mouth?”

    Scarlett saw the hesitation in his eyes. She was asking him to go a step further. She was asking him to meld the fantasy with reality. He only hesitated for a few moments though. Then he nodded and sucked even more vigorously on the dildo.

    She plunged the toy into her pussy once more. It felt fantastically good inside her, though Scarlett knew that was because her arousal levels have skyrocketed. Seeing Andrew give head – even to a toy – was more than enough to fill her with lust.

    “I’m cumming, Andrew!” she cried out. “Watch him make me cum!”

    Andrew did as instructed. He watched his wife experience a beautiful orgasm with a thick toy inside her.

    When Scarlett’s orgasm had passed she pulled the toy from her pussy and offered it to him once more. Andrew dutifully sucked cock. He hadn’t cum yet. He was still full of lust, and getting a chance to be a good boy for his wife was more than enough motivation.

    Scarlett pulled the toy from his mouth and set it aside. She sat up and sat up with her. She kissed her husband lustily. Their tongues danced beautifully as Scarlett reached between his legs and played with his locked cock and balls.

    She broke the kiss and looked into his eyes from just a few inches away. “Good cocksuckers deserve to cum,” she whispered.

    Andrew’s body quivered as he moaned. She’d tapped into something that clearly tickled his fancy.

    Soon, his cock was unlocked and in her hand. Scarlett stroked her husband as they both sat on their knees in bed. He was stiff with desire.

    “Did you like sucking cock for me, Andrew?” she asked.

    He nodded and said, “Yes, I did.”

    “Yeah, you liked being a cocksucker for your wife?” Scarlett asked as she stroked him faster. She knew he’d say yes to anything when he was this close to an orgasm.

    “Yes, I loved being a cocksucker for you,” he answered.

    Scarlett liked that he went a little further than he had to with his answer. She liked that he was embracing it, that he was finding pleasure in it.

    “Cum for me, Andrew. Enjoy your reward for being such a good cocksucker for your wife.”

    Andrew did as he was told. He came hard. Scarlett collected his semen in her hand. She smiled at the pleasure her husband was experiencing. She smiled at the sense of control she felt.

    When he was finished, Scarlett dipped two of her fingers into the semen in her hand. She held them to Andrew’s mouth. He sucked them clean.

    “You’re such a good boy,” Scarlett whispered.

    She knew they were going to have so much more fun in the future. 
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    “His cock is beautiful, isn’t it Andrew?” Scarlett said as she stroked Brandon’s long, thick erection.

    Andrew quickly glanced between his legs at his locked cock. It looked tiny in the CB-6000, especially compared to Brandon’s sizable slab of flesh.

    “Yes, it’s beautiful,” Andrew said, though he felt a bit embarrassed.

    Scarlett leaned forward and took it in her mouth. Andrew was on his knees next to her and he watched from a foot away as his wife orally pleasured her bull.

    Brandon moaned and his hands moved through Scarlett’s soft brown hair. She took more of her bull’s big cock into her mouth, very nearly deepthroating him.

    Andrew felt jealousy mixing with his lust. It had been a long time since he’d received anything but a chastity blowjob and he missed his wife’s mouth. She possessed such an incredible talent for oral sex and now it was reserved for the other man in their life.

    Scarlett pulled her mouth off of Brandon’s cock and looked at her husband. Her lips were wet with saliva. Her eyes were alive with lust.

    She moved closer to her husband. Her lips parted. She kissed Andrew. Her tongue pushed past his lips and into his mouth. He tasted another man’s cock.

    Andrew moaned as his wife kissed him. She’d surprised him with her lusty advance. She’d never kissed him so soon after having Brandon in her mouth. He loved it. He loved how naughty it felt. He loved that he could clearly taste the other man’s cock on her lips and tongue.

    Scarlett went back to Brandon’s big cock and once more took him into her mouth. She swallowed him and gagged. She let the cock slip from her mouth and kissed her husband once more.

    Again Andrew groaned. Scarlett pushed cock-flavored saliva into his mouth. Her tongue moved aggressively.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Scarlett asked as a wild smile crossed her face.

    Andrew nodded. He loved it. He wanted more.

    He watched Scarlett go back to blowing her bull. He watched her mouth move up and down on the shaft.

    Brandon’s cock slipped from her mouth once more, but instead of kissing her husband, Scarlett moved to her bull’s big balls. She licked them both and then sucked them into her mouth. She looked at Andrew as she pleasured the man that fucked her regularly.

    Then she kissed her husband. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. She let him taste another man’s balls.

    “How do they taste?” she asked.

    Andrew licked his lips. There wasn’t much taste there, but it was nice. He thought it might be unpleasant, but it wasn’t.

    “It’s nice,” he said.

    Scarlett stood up and directed Brandon to lie on his back in their bed. She sat astride her bull and rubbed her pussy over his cock. She teased him as Andrew watched from the floor. He desperately wanted to see the other man fill his wife.

    “Andrew, I need you to be a good cuckold for me. Will you do that?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Andrew answered, though he had no idea what she was talking about.

    “I need you to place his cock inside me, Andrew. I need you to help me by wrapping your fingers around Brandon’s thick, beautiful cock and guiding it into my pussy. Show me that you know your place as my cuckold. Show me that you desperately want to watch another man fuck me.”

    Andrew looked at Brandon’s thick shaft. He looked at his plump head. He looked at his heavy balls. He’d never touched someone else’s cock. He’d been close to Brandon’s before, but he’d never come in contact with it.

    Scarlett continued to grind her pussy over Brandon’s shaft. She moaned. It was a beautiful mixture of lust and desperation. The sounds of her desire made Andrew’s cock ache. He wanted to see his wife get fucked. He wanted to experience her satisfaction.

    “Please, Andrew,” she said. “Please just put his cock inside me. I need to get fucked so badly. I need a real man’s cock in my pussy.”

    Scarlett knew that was a delightful trigger for Andrew. She was aware that he always felt such arousal when she commented on how Brandon was the real man in their relationship. It made him think of his locked cock and how he’d given control of his orgasms to his wife. It made him ache with desire.

    Andrew took a deep breath and reached towards Brandon’s cock. He grasped it halfway up the shaft and guided it to his wife’s pussy.

    “That’s it, baby. Just guide him inside me. Guide his big cock into your wife’s wet pussy. Give me what I need,” Scarlett encouraged him.

    Andrew held onto Brandon’s cock as Scarlett’s pussy opened around the head. He let go only when his wife had begun to sink down onto the other man’s big dick.

    He stayed on his knees and watched. He watched his wife impale herself on someone else’s bigger, better cock. He watched Scarlett get exactly what she needed. What thrilled him most of all was that she was getting something he couldn’t give her: A good fucking from a really big cock. Andrew lacked Brandon’s size. That’s why he was in the cage and the other man was inside his wife.

    Scarlett rode Brandon harder. The sound of her wet pussy being fucked by her bull’s big cock filled the room, mixing nicely with her moans and making Andrew’s cock ache painfully in its small cage.

    Eventually, Scarlett threw her head back and unleashed a beautiful moan of satisfaction. She came on her bull’s big cock. She came hard as Andrew watched from the floor. He felt most like the cuckold he was in those moments. There was nothing quite as beautiful as watching his wife have an orgasm with someone else inside her.

    Scarlett rested for a few moments. Andrew heard the sound of kissing as his wife’s pussy remained filled with her bull’s cock.

    When she finally climbed off of Brandon, Scarlett quickly made her way between his legs and took his cock into her mouth. She sucked her own delicious juices off of him and offered her bull pleasure like a pornstar would. Andrew couldn’t believe how hot it looked.

    “Come closer, cuckold,” Scarlett said. She smiled seductively.

    Andrew moved closer and she kissed him again.

    “Tell me, cuckold, do you like the taste of my bull’s cock?” Scarlett asked.

    Andrew nodded.

    “Does it make your little cock throb in its cage when you taste his cock on my lips?” she asked.

    “Yes, it does,” Andrew admitted. His cock was throbbing in that moment.

    “Wouldn’t it be hot to taste the real thing? Wouldn’t you like to taste my bull’s cock? It can be just a little taste,” Scarlett said in a sweetly seductive voice.

    Andrew looked at Brandon’s long, thick, slippery cock. Scarlett’s fingers were wrapped tightly around the base.

    “Come a little closer, baby,” she urged him.

    Andrew crawled closer. He felt the heat of his wife’s body against his skin. He saw Brandon’s cock pulsing with desire.

    Scarlett licked her bull’s cock from the base to the tip. She kissed Andrew again. He tasted cock on her tongue.

    “Give it a lick, baby. Lick it like the most delicious lollipop in the world,” she said.

    Andrew wanted it. He wanted to do it. He wanted to do as his wife suggested. He wanted to let her beautiful encouragement lure him into her tasting her bull’s cock. His heart pounded hard in his chest. He felt arousal in his loins despite his cock being locked in a cage.

    He leaned forward. Scarlett’s hand found the back of his head. “Go ahead,” she whispered.

    Andrew extended his tongue and licked Brandon’s cock. He licked from the base to the head. He licked a little bit of precum from the tip.

    Scarlett pushed two fingers into her pussy and played with herself. “That’s so beautiful, baby. It makes me so hot to see you do that.”

    Andrew did it again without prompting. He wanted to arouse his wife. He wanted to turn her on, to prompt more masturbation on her part. He wanted to be responsible for her lust.

    Scarlett moaned as she furiously moved her fingers into her pussy. She was even more worked up than when she was riding Brandon’s cock. Andrew felt delighted. He was responsible for that. He’d licked her bull’s cock and he’d aroused his wife to such a degree that she couldn’t help but finger her pussy and moan like she was on the brink of an orgasm.

    Andrew looked at Brandon’s cock. He looked at how big it was. He remembered his wife saying it was beautiful and he had to agree. It was beautiful, especially from down on his knees.

    Andrew moved a little closer. He was thinking of doing something he’d never done before.

    “Do it, baby,” Scarlett said. She moaned as her fingers moved in and out of her wet cunt. “Be a good cuckold for me.”

    Andrew wondered if she really knew what he was thinking of doing. He hoped she did. He hoped she wanted him to do it.

    Andrew moved closer, opened his mouth, and took the head of Brandon’s cock into his mouth.

    Scarlett cried out. She moaned louder than when she’d ridden her bull. Watching her husband suck cock had her so aroused that it sounded like she was getting fucked.

    “Suck his cock, baby. Fuck, that’s it, suck his cock like a good cuckold. Suck his cock for me,” Scarlett said. Her voice quivered with every word.

    Andrew could hear his wife feverishly playing with her pussy as he took her bull’s cock in his mouth. It drove him to try and best the best cuckold cocksucker possible. He wanted to please her. He wanted to give head and make her orgasm while he did. He wanted to suck dick and make his wife cum by doing so.

    “Take it deeper, Andrew. Take more of his cock in your mouth. Swallow him like a good cocksucker. Do it,” Scarlett urged him.

    Andrew tried his best to swallow Brandon’s cock. He took as much as he could. He even gagged a little.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Scarlett cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Andrew was filled with a kind of bliss he’d rarely experienced, even during the wildest moments of his cuckolding. He felt responsible for his wife’s incredible orgasm. He had a cock in his mouth for the first time in his life and he felt genuinely happy.

    After coming down from her orgasm Scarlett leaned closer and whispered, “You’d suck his cock all night for me, wouldn’t you? You’d let him cum in your mouth and you’d swallow his thick seed, wouldn’t you?”

    Andrew nodded with the cock in his mouth. At that moment he felt certain he would have done anything for his wife.

    “You’re such a good boy for me,” she said. “But I want to finish him.”

    Andrew let Brandon’s cock slip from his mouth. Scarlett kissed him. She smiled with such giddy delight that it made Andrew genuinely happy. To bring his wife such joy had become the overriding purpose of his life.

    For the first time, Andrew watched his wife suck cock while taking mental notes. He felt a strong desire to get better at it. It made his wife so happy to see him do it that Andrew wanted to develop his skills. He’d discovered a new way of arousing Scarlett and he wasn’t going to take it for granted.

    He marveled at the way she used her hands in concert with her mouth. He saw how active her tongue was as she went down on her bull. He listened to how she moaned constantly.

    Before long, Brandon filled her mouth with cum. Scarlett sealed her lips around the shaft and caught it all. She didn’t swallow, though.

    Instead, she turned to her husband and pulled him closer for a kiss. Andrew knew what was coming. He’d never shared a messy cum kiss with his wife. He couldn’t wait.

    As soon as Scarlett’s lips touched his the cum flooded into his mouth. He couldn’t help but swallow a little of it. The rest they swapped back and forth as their tongues danced. It made a frothy mess that left his lips covered. It felt like one of the most blissfully intimate moments of their marriage.

    Scarlett made sure what was left of the cum ended up in Andrew’s mouth before they finished their kiss. “Now swallow for me,” she said.

    Andrew did as he was told. He stared into Scarlett’s eyes as he did. The intimacy of the moment was unlike almost any other he’d ever experienced.

    Scarlett smiled. “Thank you for being such a good cuckold for me,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” Andrew replied.

    
      

    

    “You were incredible tonight,” Scarlett said as she unlocked Andrew’s cock. She looked at him as her fingers wrapped around his flaccid shaft and stroked him to an erection.

    “It was so hot to see your lips wrapped around Brandon’s cock. I’m getting wet just thinking about it,” she added. “You liked it too, didn’t you?”

    Andrew nodded. “I did.”

    Scarlett kissed his neck. She moaned in a way that made him shiver with pleasure. It was the same sound she’d made while fingering her pussy earlier. It brought him right back to that moment where he took Brandon’s cock into his mouth.

    “Now I don’t have to fantasize about it anymore. Now I’ve seen it. I’ve seen my husband be the naughty little cocksucker I knew he could be,” she said.

    “You fantasized about it?” Andrew asked.

    “Absolutely. You heard how turned on I got. You heard how loud I came while you had Brandon’s dick in your mouth. That’s because I’ve been fantasizing about that moment.” Scarlett stroked him a little faster. “I’ve been fantasizing about seeing my locked cuckold husband on his knees with a big cock in his mouth. I’ve been dreaming about you showing me just how much of a good boy you can be for me.”

    Scarlett played with Andrew’s balls as she kissed him. She squeezed them softly and ran her fingers over the flesh as her tongue danced with his. She moaned into her husband’s mouth.

    “Will you do it again for me? Will you take Brandon’s cock into your mouth? Will you be a cocksucker for me if that’s what I want?” Scarlett asked.

    “Yes,” Andrew said. He closed his eyes. The way she stroked his cock felt impossibly good.

    “I want you to say it, Andrew. Make me feel good by saying it.”

    “I’ll be a cocksucker for you anytime you want it, Scarlett. I’ll take Brandon’s cock into my mouth whenever you want me to. I just want to make you happy.” Andrew’s could hear the desperate submission in his voice. It was all truthful. It was all real. He wanted to make his wife happy above all else. He loved the idea of turning her on by giving head to her bull. He loved that doing that for Scarlett gave her such pleasure.

    “I know you will,” Scarlett said. She smiled and stroked him faster. She tightened her grip until it was perfect. She wanted to make him cum.

    “Cum for me, Andrew. Cum while you think about Brandon’s cock in your mouth. Cum while you think about being a cocksucker for your wife. Just think about that word. Cocksucker. That’s what you were tonight. That’s what you’re going to be for me from now on. Whenever I want it, you’re going to suck cock for me, aren’t you?” Scarlett said.

    Andrew groaned. His balls tightened. He could feel his orgasm approaching. Just before cumming he said, “Yes, I’ll suck cock whenever you want it.” The bliss of orgasm spread from his loins. Cum shot from the tip of his cock onto his stomach.

    His heart pounded and his chest heaved in the aftermath. The build up to that orgasm had lasted for hours, from the first moment he got on his knees to watch Scarlett take Brandon in her mouth.

    “Lick my fingers clean, Andrew,” Scarlett said as she lifted her cum-covered fingers to her husband’s mouth.

    Andrew did as he was told. He never felt a strong desire to do so after he’d cum, but he couldn’t say no.

    He sucked Scarlett’s fingers clean over and over as she fed him some of the cum that had collected on his stomach. It seemed to make her so happy. Each time she had a giddy smile on her face. Andrew just wanted to make his wife happy. He’d do anything for her. It always brought him such pleasure – and usually quite a bit of arousal – to do so. He couldn’t imagine saying no.
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    Scarlett looked at Brandon’s cock. It was long, thick, and fully erect. It was a perfect cock. It really was beautiful. In recent months, that cock had spent a great deal of time inside her and it had routinely provided the best orgasms of her life.

    She looked at Andrew’s cock. It was small, soft, and locked in its CB-6000. It had never quite provided her with the kind of satisfaction she craved, though that was as much about Andrew as it was about the size of his dick. Much to Scarlett’s delight, locking his cock and cuckolding him had provided more pleasure than when Andrew had been the sole source of her sexual satisfaction.

    Scarlett fell to her knees and looked up at the two men in her life. She held each of their cocks in her hand.

    “Do you see why I choose his cock, Andrew?” she asked.

    She gently squeezed Andrew’s balls. He groaned.

    “Yes, I see,” he answered.

    Scarlett smiled and said, “I know it’s not fair to make a comparison while you’re locked in your little cage, but let’s be honest, you were quite small even when your cock wasn’t imprisoned.”

    “But that’s okay, baby. I don’t need you to have a big cock. I don’t need you to fuck me. I have Brandon for that.” Scarlett let go of Andrew’s cock and wrapped her fingers around Brandon’s. “I do need you, though.”

    Andrew’s eyes lit up.

    “I need you to get on your knees with me. I need you to help me show Brandon how much we love his cock,” she said.

    Andrew sank to his knees. He looked at Scarlett and then to the long, thick dick she was slowly stroking.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “It is,” Andrew said without hesitation.

    “Do you want to pleasure him with me, Andrew? Do you want to suck Brandon’s cock with me? Do you want to show him how much you’ve learned about pleasuring a superior man?” Scarlett asked as she continued to stroke her bull’s big dick.

    Andrew nodded.

    Scarlett leaned closer and kissed him. She played with his locked cock as her tongue slipped into his mouth. She wanted him wildly aroused by the time he opened his mouth to suck Brandon’s big dick.

    “Say it, Andrew. Tell me what you want,” Scarlett said in a soft, seductive voice.

    Andrew looked at her. She saw lust and a touch of anxiety in his eyes. “I want to suck his cock. I want to suck his cock with you.”

    “Kiss it,” Scarlett said as she pointed Brandon’s cock towards her husband’s mouth.

    Andrew leaned forward and kissed the head. Scarlett felt a rush of desire. She loved seeing her husband submit to her desires like that. She loved seeing him offer up his lips and mouth for her bull’s pleasure.

    Scarlett moved closer to Brandon’s cock. She kissed the head too. She ran her tongue over it and Andrew did the same. Soon, they were sharing kisses and licking the cock together. She couldn’t believe how arousing it felt.

    “It makes me wet when you pleasure his cock, Andrew,” Scarlett said. She pushed two fingers inside her and pulled them out. She pushed them into Andrew’s mouth and he sucked them clean. “That’s because you’re willing to make my bull feel good.”

    Andrew smiled as Scarlett pulled her fingers from his mouth. “Can I suck his cock?” he asked.

    “Yes, you may,” Scarlett answered.

    Scarlett played with her pussy as Andrew took Brandon’s cock in his mouth. She still couldn’t believe how erotic it felt to watch her husband give head. She wasn’t sure if it was the mere sight of her husband’s mouth wrapped around someone else’s dick or Andrew’s willingness to submit that thrilled her the most. It didn’t really matter. She loved it either way.

    “Deeper, baby,” Scarlett said as she gently pushed on the back of Andrew’s head. “Take him deeper. Show him how badly you want to please him.”

    Andrew took more of Brandon’s cock in his mouth.

    “How does it feel?” Scarlett asked her bull.

    “He’s not bad,” Brandon said. “Certainly better than some of the husbands that have become eager cocksuckers for their wives.”

    Andrew groaned. He seemed to like that.

    Scarlett reached down and played with her husband’s locked cock. She teased his balls and ran her fingers over the plastic that kept his soft flesh confined.

    “You see, baby. Even with your little cock locked away in a cage you can be useful to me. You can provide pleasure like I need you to. You can be a good cocksucker for me.”

    As much as Scarlett enjoyed watching Andrew suck cock, she wanted to please her bull too. She wanted to feel the joy of his cock throbbing in her mouth.

    “Suck his balls, baby. I want his cock,” she said.

    Andrew dropped lower and licked Brandon’s balls as Scarlett moved closer to her bull and wrapped her soft, sexy lips around his thick head while looking up at him.

    Brandon’s hands moved through her soft hair as she swallowed as much of his cock as possible. He smiled and moaned. He had a husband and wife on their knees pleasuring him. It must have been thrilling.

    Scarlett stroked Brandon’s cock as she let it slip from her mouth. She looked at her husband, who was still devouring the heavy testicles she’d tasked him to please.

    “He might be better at sucking your balls than I am,” she marveled.

    Brandon smiled. “Maybe he’s found his true purpose in life. Maybe he’s been destined to be a ball sucking cuckold all along.”

    “What do you think, Andrew? Do you think being my cock and ball sucking cuckold is your destiny?” Scarlett asked.

    Andrew released Brandon’s testicles and sat back. He looked at his wife. He couldn’t hide his joy. He loved the humiliation. “I like making you happy,” he said.

    Scarlett kissed him again. She tasted her bull’s balls on his tongue. She made the kiss wonderfully sloppy and then directed her husband’s mouth back to Brandon’s cock.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” she said in a tone that bordered on harsh. She found it surprisingly arousing to be so demanding of her husband.

    Scarlett pushed his head onto Brandon’s cock. She made Andrew gag, and then she did it again. It made her wet to hear him choking. She understood why men seemed to find that same thing so appealing.

    Scarlett stood up and kissed Brandon as her husband continued to suck cock. His fingers moved between her legs and into her pussy. She moaned his mouth. She was wet for him. She was wet because Andrew was being such a good cocksucker. She was wet because she needed to get fucked.

    “I need you inside me,” Scarlett said. “I need that big cock in my pussy.”

    Scarlett looked at the armchair in the corner of the bedroom and an idea popped into her head.

    “Sit in that chair,” she said to Brandon.

    As Brandon took his place in the comfy leather armchair, Scarlett turned to her husband and said, “Get on your knees between his legs. And crawl over, just like a cuckold should.”

    Andrew did as he was told. It delighted Scarlett to watch him crawling like a true submissive. She straddled her bull in reverse cowgirl and guided his cock into her pussy. She sank down onto him, closed her eyes, and let out a deep, truly satisfied moan. It felt so good to have him inside her.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” she demanded.

    Scarlett watched as her husband crawled closer and took Brandon’s balls into his mouth. There was simply too much flesh to fit them both, so Andrew went from one side to the other. He licked and sucked and all the while she was bouncing up and down on her bull’s big cock.

    The more she watched him suck on Brandon’s balls, the more turned on she got. Scarlett couldn’t believe how erotic she found it to see him so eagerly worshiping the man that was fucking her. She couldn’t believe how willing her straight husband was to completely embrace bisexual activity in the name of making her happy.

    “Lick my clit, cuckold,” Scarlett demanded. Her voice was louder and lustier.

    Andrew immediately released Brandon’s testicles from his mouth and moved to his wife’s clit. He followed as she rode, trying her best to keep his mouth against her pussy so he could offer her the pleasure she craved.

    Brandon reached up and played with Scarlett’s tits as she rode him. She groaned as he rolled her hard nipples between his fingers. She groaned as Andrew licked her clit with someone else’s cock inside her.

    Scarlett pulled off of Brandon’s cock and sat on his stomach. “Suck his cock for me, cuckold,” she demanded of her husband.

    Andrew looked up at his wife, smiled, and wrapped his lips around Brandon’s thick, long, slippery cock. He did it without hesitation. He sucked cock for her.

    Scarlett groaned. She felt a wild sense of arousal. The sense of power over her husband and her pure delight at his submission were potent sources of pleasure.

    “Gag on his fucking cock, cuckold,” Scarlett demanded. She was surprised by the aggression in her voice.

    Andrew did as he was told, thrilling his wife further. He immediately tried to deepthroat Brandon’s cock and gagged on it. He pulled off and did it again. He was gagging like a whore and he was doing it because Scarlett ordered him to.

    Scarlett grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back. Andrew let Brandon’s cock fall from his mouth and looked up at his wife.

    “Do you want to eat his cum, cuckold?” she asked.

    Andrew nodded.

    “How would you like it? Directly in your mouth or from my pussy?”

    “From your pussy, please,” Andrew answered.

    Scarlett smiled and pushed two fingers into his mouth. He sucked them. She pushed them deeper. He gagged a little. She felt a wonderful sense of power. “You really are willing to be a slut for me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    Naughty ideas flooded Scarlett’s mind. She thought of countless ways she could make Andrew behave like a willing, eager slut for her and her bull. She smiled at how wild the next few months were going to be.

    There was a mission at hand, though: To take Brandon’s load in her pussy and make her husband lick up every delicious drop.

    Scarlett stood up and led Brandon to their bed. Andrew crawled behind them without being told.

    Before getting into bed, Scarlett pulled her vibrator from the nightstand. “Here,” she said while handing it to Andrew. “Use it on your cute little locked up cock. You deserve at least a little pleasure.”

    Andrew turned on the vibrator and held it against the underside of his locked cock. A look of joy came over his face as the sound of the vibrator buzzing against the plastic filled the room.

    “Fuck me,” Scarlett said to Brandon as she spread her legs and guided his cock into her wet pussy.

    As the thick cock bottomed out inside her, Scarlett moaned and wrapped her legs around her bull. She listened to her husband vibrating his locked cock and felt the deep penetrations of the man on top of her. It felt like a perfect moment.

    She came quickly. In less than a minute she was screaming in bliss. It was a better orgasm than most, and she decided it was because of her wild lust at seeing how eager Andrew had been to act like the cuckold slut she wanted him to be.

    Brandon was close, too. After all the cocksucking, ball sucking, and fucking they’d done, it wasn’t going to take him long to release his cum inside her.

    Soon he was groaning in a telltale way. He was on the verge of releasing his seed.

    “Cum inside me, Brandon,” Scarlett urged him. “Give my cuckold a mess to clean up.”

    Brandon buried his cock in Scarlett’s pussy and unleashed his cum. He pumped her full of hot semen and quickly pulled out afterwards. Andrew moved between her legs and looked up at his wife.

    “How does your little locked cock feel?” she asked.

    Andrew was still using the vibrator. “It’s amazing,” he said. “I feel like I could actually cum doing this.”

    Scarlett smiled. “Wouldn’t that be something? You suck cock, you worship a big pair of balls, you eat cum from your wife’s pussy, and you pleasure your little locked cock with a vibrator.” She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. Her touch was soft and loving. “That doesn’t sound much like a man, does it?”

    Andrew closed his eyes and moaned. Scarlett loved his reaction. She fed on it. It aroused her. The sense of power fed right into her loins, renewing her arousal.

    “Clean my pussy, cuckold,” she demanded while pulling him closer.

    Andrew set to his work. He cleaned her pussy eagerly and thoroughly. She made him show her the cum on his tongue several times before letting him swallow. He did so happily. He really was becoming her slut, which is exactly what Scarlett wanted him to be.
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    It was a romantic comedy that sent Andrew spinning out. It was how normal everything seemed for the on screen couple that made him wonder if what he and Scarlett were doing was insane.

    He had trouble enjoying the movie because of it. He wondered if the bisexual stuff was changing the way Scarlett thought about him and if she’d end up leaving him for someone else. He wondered if he was changing in ways he didn’t want to.

    He thought about the chastity device that was securely locked around his small, soft cock. He wondered if his desire to be locked up made Scarlett think differently about him.

    By the time the movie ended, Andrew was lost in his head and spiraling.

    “Are you okay?” Scarlett asked as she reached out and caressed Andrew’s arm. 

    Her fingers felt impossibly soft against his skin and he calmed down almost immediately.

    “Honestly, I’m struggling a little,” Andrew said as he turned to his wife. The sympathetic look in her eyes helped calm him further. He felt a sense of love emanating from her. “It’s just, I’m worried that some of the stuff we’ve been doing is going to change the way you think about me. I mean, how can you still think of me as the same man when you’ve seen me doing the things I’ve done with Brandon?”

    Scarlett reached up and gently caressed his face. Andrew closed his eyes and let the emotions roiling inside him rush to the surface.

    “The truth is, I don’t think of you as the same man,” Scarlett said.

    Andrew’s eyes shot open. For a moment he was too surprised to feel much of anything. A flash of anger followed, though it quickly faded when he saw how Scarlett was smiling at him.

    “I think of you as a better version of the man I married,” she assured him. “I know it’s unusual, but I want my husband to be eager to get on his knees for me. I want to see you look up at Brandon and take his big cock in your mouth. I want to see your cock locked up nice and tight between your legs while you work to make my bull nice and hard for my pussy.”

    Scarlett leaned back and slipped a hand into the waistband of her black leggings. He saw her fingers moving between her legs. She was masturbating.

    “See?” Scarlett said when she pulled her fingers out.

    They were slippery with her juices.

    “And that’s just from thinking about it. Just thinking about you on your knees with Brandon’s cock in your mouth is enough to make me wet, Andrew. It’s enough to turn me on so immensely that I just want to pull off my leggings and pull you between my legs. Isn’t that what you want? Don’t you want me to be turned on like that?”

    Andrew hadn’t thought of it that way. He hadn’t considered that Scarlett might find this version of him more appealing. It still seemed impossible to him, though he couldn’t deny that her fingers were genuinely wet.

    “It really turns you on that much?” he asked. There was still a sense of disbelief in his voice.

    Scarlett moved closer again. Her hand moved between Andrew’s legs and she ran her fingers over the bulge his caged cock formed in his pants.

    “You have no idea, Andrew. You really don’t. It turns me on in ways I honestly didn’t expect. I knew I wanted to see you suck Brandon’s cock. I knew that after the first time he and I fucked. I just didn’t know how much I would enjoy seeing your lips wrapped around his dick. That’s why I’ve pushed you to do more. That’s why I still have so much more I want you to do for him.”

    The CB-6000 prevented Andrew from getting hard, but arousal still coursed through him. He could feel it from head to toe as Scarlett played with his imprisoned genitals and filled his head with her sensual desires.

    “Like what?” Andrew asked.

    “I don’t want to ruin the surprise,” Scarlett said with a smile. “But I think you’re going to enjoy yourself. Don’t you agree?”

    Andrew hesitated. It still felt a little scary to actually admit to his wife that he found pleasure in blowing her bull.

    “You don’t have to by shy, Andrew,” Scarlett whispered as she pushed him back to take off his pants and underwear.

    “You don’t have to be nervous or ashamed, either. I know how much you enjoy sucking Brandon’s big, delicious bull cock. I’ve seen the look in your eyes when you get on your knees for him. I recognize that look, Andrew. That’s the look of someone that wants to serve.”

    Scarlett delicately ran her finger over the tip of Andrew’s chastity device. A little sliver of flesh had pushed through the open space. It was just enough to make him feel suitably teased. He couldn’t hold back a moan when she caressed and squeezed his balls.

    “You can admit it, Andrew,” Scarlett whispered. “You can admit that you like sucking cock for me. You can admit that you enjoy getting Brandon’s big cock nice and hard so he can fuck my tight little pussy.”

    Andrew closed his eyes and leaned back. He pictured Brandon’s cock and the things he’d done with it. He pictured giving head. He pictured sucking on the other man’s big balls.

    “Just say it, Andrew,” Scarlett continued. “Just say that you like being a cocksucker for me. Say that you like being on your knees with Brandon’s big bull cock in your mouth. Say that you like sucking on his heavy balls while he’s fucking me. Say that you like being my little cocksucking cuckold.”

    Andrew opened his eyes and looked at his wife. The words were at the tip of his tongue. After a brief hesitation, they spilled out. “I like being your little cocksucking cuckold,” he said.

    A strange, pleasing sense of relief washed over Andrew as he unburdened himself. Scarlett’s giddy smile confirmed her pleasure at his admission.

    “You have no idea how wet it makes me to hear that,” Scarlett whispered.

    She quickly got naked and spread her legs as Andrew watched. His gaze drifted to her loins as Scarlett played with her pussy.

    “You like eating my pussy, too, don’t you?” Scarlett asked. “You like using that talented mouth of yours to make your wife cum, just like a good cuckold should.”

    Andrew nodded. He loved going down on his wife. He loved licking her pussy, tasting her juices, and making her tremble with orgasmic delight as she climaxed on his tongue.

    Scarlett pushed two fingers into her pussy. She smiled at Andrew and moaned before offering him her slippery fingers. He sucked them clean as they held each other’s gaze.

    “Even watching you suck my fingers turns me on. God, I wish Brandon was here right now. I wish I could masturbate while you sucked his thick, throbbing cock. I wish I could cum as you blew my bull,” Scarlett mused.

    “Would you really want to do that? To masturbate as I sucked Brandon’s cock?” Andrew asked. He felt a strange, intoxicating sense of excitement.

    Scarlett closed her eyes and rubbed her clit. “Yes, of course I would do that. I wouldn’t even need Brandon fuck me.” Her eyes opened and she looked at Andrew. “Watching him cum in your cocksucking mouth would be insanely hot.”

    Andrew leaned forward. His chastised cock ached in a way it never had before. He was turned on in a way he hadn’t been before. It was Scarlett’s lust that he was responding to. She was so thrilled by the idea of him sucking cock that her pussy was soaked and she was on the verge of an orgasm. The very idea of it made Andrew desperate to be out of his cage. He wanted to participate in her lust. He wanted to masturbate with her. He knew he couldn’t, though. She wouldn’t let him. She preferred him locked up.

    “Text him,” Andrew said. “I want to suck his cock for you.”

    The look of joy that crossed Scarlett’s face was exactly what Andrew was hoping for. It was pure, giddy delight. His willingness to be filthy made his wife so happy.

    Scarlett picked up her phone and sent a quick text. “You’ll have a cock in your mouth in no time,” she said.

    
      

    

    “Your man is here,” Scarlett said as the doorbell rang.

    Andrew hopped to his feet and welcomed Brandon to their home.

    “So, your wife tells me you have a hankering for cock,” Brandon said.

    Scarlett watched her husband’s gaze fall to the floor. He was embarrassed.

    “He wants to please me, Brandon,” she said. “He wants to get on his knees and take your cock in his mouth because it turns me on. He wants to suck you off and swallow your cum because he knows it’s going to make me cum when he does.”

    Brandon smiled at Scarlett and said, “Sounds like a good husband.”

    “I couldn’t ask for anyone better,” she agreed. “Now why don’t you take your cock out so my husband can give me what I want.”

    A confident smile crossed Brandon’s face as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock from the confines of his jeans.

    “Go ahead, Andrew. Suck that big cock,” Scarlett said as she smiled at her husband.

    She felt an intense rush of pleasure as Andrew fell to his knees. Scarlett still didn’t fully understand why she found it so thrilling to see her husband submit to her desires like that. It turned her on immensely, though. She felt a beautiful, deeply satisfying sense of pleasure between her legs as Andrew reached up and wrapped his fingers around Brandon’s half hard cock.

    “Suck his cock,” Scarlett said as she rubbed her clit. “Suck his big cock like a good slut.” The dirty talk turned her on even more. She felt lusty and powerful in ways she wasn’t sure she ever had.

    Andrew leaned forward and wrapped his lips around Brandon’s dick. Scarlett masturbated as she watched her husband swallow her bull’s long, thick cock. She felt a little lightheaded in the most arousing way possible.

    “Deeper, Andrew. Take more of it. Show him that you’re a dedicated cocksucker. Show him that you care about his pleasure,” Scarlett said to her husband.

    Andrew gagged on Brandon’s cock. Scarlett fingered her pussy. Watching her husband choke on her bull’s big cock was thrilling.

    “Fuck his face, Brandon,” Scarlett said. She wanted to see her bull take charge. She wanted to see her husband gag and choke over and over.

    Brandon didn’t need much encouragement to take charge. It came naturally to him. He grabbed Andrew’s head and started to pump the cuckold’s mouth with his big cock.

    Scarlett smiled as her loins came alive. She fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit. She moaned loudly as Brandon face fucked her husband. Her bull was using Andrew’s mouth like it was a pussy and he was relentless. Every once in a while Andrew would gag, but for the most part he stayed on his knees and took it.

    “You’re being such a good cocksucker for me, Andrew. You’re being the naughty little cocksucking slut that I want you to be,” Scarlett said. “Keep it up. Keep sucking that big dick and you’ll get your reward soon. You’ll get to swallow his thick, sticky load like the cum whore that you are.”

    Andrew moaned. Scarlett loved that she could send him deeper into submission with just a little dirty talk. She loved that she had such control over her husband.

    Brandon pulled his cock from Andrew’s mouth and looked down at him.

    “Stick out your tongue,” he said.

    Andrew did as he was told. It thrilled Scarlett.

    Brandon smiled and slapped his cock on Andrew’s tongue. Scarlett found his confidence and alpha male energy to be utterly irresistible. It’s why she fucked Brandon in the first place. It’s why she loved having his big cock inside her as often as possible.

    “Suck my balls, cuck,” Brandon said as he lifted his cock and presented his testicles.

    Scarlett loved that Andrew didn’t hesitate. She pushed three fingers into her pussy and moaned as her husband eagerly wrapped his lips around another man’s balls and sucked them.

    “Fuck, you are such a good little cuckold cock slut,” Scarlett said in a low, lusty voice.

    “He really is,” Brandon said. “I think he’d do just about anything for you.”

    Scarlett felt like she was getting high on the sense of power that came with seeing her husband on his knees sucking cock and balls. She’d directed him to do it. She wanted him to do it. He was on his knees eating dick because he wanted to please her.

    “Do you want him to cum in your mouth, Andrew?” she asked.

    Brandon pulled Andrew’s eager mouth from his balls and let him answer. “Yes, please,” Andrew said.

    “Do you think you’ve done a good enough job to warrant such a delicious reward?” Scarlett asked.

    Andrew shook his head. “No, I haven’t.”

    “Then you should probably get back to work, shouldn’t you?” Scarlett asked with a devilish smile on her face. “After all, his cum is your reward for being a good cocksucker, so you need to be the best cocksucker possible.”

    Andrew turned back to Brandon and wrapped his lips around the bull’s big cock. He immediately moved as far down the shaft as he could go. He tried to swallow it all. He didn’t quite succeed, but Scarlett found it thrilling to hear him gag as he did his best to give a deepthroat blowjob.

    “Fuck, his throat feels so good,” Brandon said. “Especially when he gags like a good little slut.”

    Brandon grabbed the back of Andrew’s head and fucked his face once more.

    Andrew gagged repeatedly, but he never succumbed to the discomfort. Instead, he persevered. He sucked and slobbered on the big dick in his mouth.

    Brandon groaned as he used Andrew’s mouth. Scarlett couldn’t help but masturbate as she watched. She’d never seen anything quite as arousing as her husband eagerly offering his mouth to a bigger, better cock for the express purpose of making his wife happy.

    “He’s going to cum soon, Andrew. I know that groan. He’s going to cum down your throat. Once a man cums in your mouth, that’s when you’re a true cocksucker. That’s how you know you’ve made him feel good. Get ready for it. Get ready to be a cum slut for me.”

    Brandon released his hands from Andrew’s head. He let the cuckold work his cock.

    “Suck it out of me, cuckold,” he demanded.

    Andrew’s head bobbed up and down on Brandon’s cock. He was sucking dick furiously. Scarlett fingered her pussy as she watched. Her husband was sucking cock for her pleasure. He was being a perfect cuckold. He was working to make her happy. It was beautiful.

    “Oh, fuck!” Brandon said.

    Andrew stopped sucking and held Brandon’s cock in his mouth. Scarlett knew her husband was taking a load. He was taking shot after shot of hot cum on his tongue. She rubbed her clit furiously.

    “Take it, Andrew. Take his cum. Take it like a good cocksucker,” Scarlett said as she neared her climax. “Take it like a slut!” she said before a hugely pleasurable orgasm ripped through her body.

    Brandon pulled out soon after.

    “Swallow his cum,” Scarlett said between heavy breaths. “Swallow it all.”

    Andrew did as he was told. Scarlett watched him swallow. She watched the effort it took to get a big load down without gagging.

    “I need to cum again,” she said. It was moments after her first orgasm, but she wanted more. “Get down here. Eat my pussy,” she demanded.

    Andrew crawled to her and got to work eating her pussy. Scarlett smiled. She loved how eager her husband was to please.

  
    Seduced into Being Her Bi Cuckold - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Good morning, Andrew,” Scarlett whispered.

    It was a little after 10 a.m. on a beautiful Saturday and Andrew was sound asleep on his stomach.

    Scarlett moved her fingers down her husband’s back and under the waistband of his briefs. She gave his ass a gentle squeeze and then spread the cheeks. Her index finger probed between them and rubbed slow, gentle circles around Andrew’s asshole.

    A moan escaped her husband’s lips as he stirred from his sleep. “What are you doing?” he asked.

    “Just having a little fun,” Scarlett said before she leaned in and kissed Andrew’s neck. She sucked gently on his flesh and listened to him moan once more. She applied a little more pressure with her finger and the very tip slipped into his asshole.

    “I thought a little teasing before tonight might be fun,” Scarlett whispered. She slowly moved the tip of her finger in and out of Andrew’s asshole. She didn’t want to go too deep. She hadn’t used any lube and there was no reason to risk an injury before their evening activities. “I thought your tight little asshole might appreciate it before you lose your virginity tonight.”

    Andrew groaned. “Don’t remind me,” he said.

    Scarlett didn’t mind that her husband wasn’t excited about getting fucked. She hadn’t expected him to be, at least not until the moment had arrived. Despite all of the bisexual pleasures they’d indulged in over the course of her skillful seduction, no straight man was excited about getting fucked.

    “You don’t have to be nervous, Andrew. You don’t have to be scared, either. What we’re going to do tonight is perfectly natural. It’s a logical extension of your cuckolding. It’s just one more step in addition to the dozens we’ve already taken. Letting Brandon fuck you is the final step in this journey, not the first,” Scarlett assured him.

    As she tried to calm her husband’s nerves, Scarlett continued to play with his asshole. She wanted him to get used to the idea of being penetrated, even if Brandon’s cock was a great deal larger than her finger.

    “My finger doesn’t feel so bad, does it?” she asked before kissing his neck once more. Scarlett wanted Andrew in a place of arousal as she played with his ass.

    “No, it doesn’t,” Andrew admitted.

    Scarlett loved that he couldn’t help but moan a little. He was enjoying the naughty anal massage she was giving him, even if he wouldn’t admit it.

    “Good, because we need to go a little further,” Scarlett said. “Brandon won’t be here until tonight, but we need to get you prepared. So, get up and bend over for me.”

    Scarlett could sense Andrew’s reluctance, and she didn’t blame him. He was going to wear a butt plug for the first time in his life. Of course he wasn’t excited about it.

    Still, Andrew did as his wife desired. Scarlett was pleased to see his locked cock dripping precum as he pulled down his underwear and bent over the bed.

    Scarlett moved behind her husband and retrieved the slender black butt plug and lube from the nightstand drawer. She applied the lube to his asshole first and then slowly worked the toy inside him.

    Andrew groaned as he took his first genuine anal penetration. “It’s okay, baby,” Scarlett said. “You’ll thank me for this later. Tonight will hurt a lot less if you’ve been stretched out first.”

    There were two other butt plugs that would eventually be introduced as Scarlett wanted to make sure that Andrew’s first anal experience with another man caused as little pain as possible. She knew it was almost certainly going to hurt – Brandon was just too big – but it might end up feeling good after the initial pain wore off if she stretched him enough beforehand.

    “I know,” Andrew said. “Thank you.”

    Scarlett smiled as she pushed the butt plug all the way inside her husband. She knelt down and pulled up his underwear before giving his ass a soft smack.

    “There you go. All plugged up.” Scarlett said as she put the lube back in the drawer. “You know, I think you deserve a reward for being such a good boy.”

    Andrew’s eyes lit up as Scarlett switched places with him. She bent over the bed and looked back at her husband to say, “You may worship my asshole.”

    Andrew fell to his knees immediately and reached up to pull down Scarlett’s panties. He spread his wife’s ass cheeks and moved between them. His tongue danced over her asshole and Scarlett moaned.

    She’d always enjoyed a rimjob, but a big part of the pleasure surging through her was that her husband found it rewarding to be given the chance to eat her ass. It thrilled Scarlett to know that she’d trained him so well, that he’d taken so nicely to his place as her submissive cuckold since Brandon had come into her life.

    Scarlett reached back and played with her pussy as Andrew rimmed her vigorously. “Put your tongue inside me, Andrew. Go ahead. It’s the only kind of anal sex you’ll ever be permitted to have with me.”

    Andrew groaned, stiffened his tongue, and penetrated Scarlett’s asshole. The slippery, soft flesh felt good as it pushed past her anus and darted inside her. She felt her husband’s desperate desire to please her and it helped heighten her arousal to the point that she had a body-shaking orgasm that left her toes numb.

    “Very good,” Scarlett said as she stood up and turned around. “I expect you to show Brandon the same sort of devotion when he arrives tonight.”

    “I will,” Andrew said from his knees.

    Scarlett knew he was being honest. Even if Andrew wasn’t looking forward to getting fucked, he wanted to please his wife above everything else and he knew that he’d have to devote himself to Brandon’s pleasure to make Scarlett happy.

    
      

    

    Scarlett watched her husband pace back and forth across the living room. Brandon was due to arrive in just a few minutes and Andrew had clearly succumbed to his anxiety.

    “Andrew, take your clothes off,” Scarlett said.

    “What?” he responded.

    Scarlett wasn’t sure if he hadn’t heard her or if he didn’t understand her demand, so she repeated herself. “Take your clothes off. Tonight, you are Brandon’s sexual servant. Tonight, you exist to make him cum. There’s no reason you should be wearing even a stitch of clothing when he arrives.”

    Scarlett saw the flash of arousal she was looking for. She saw that her dominance was enough to focus her husband’s mind on the task at hand and save him from the anxiety that had clearly been building inside him.

    She watched as he stripped, revealing his locked cock and the third and largest butt plug she’d inserted into him.

    “Very good,” she said. “You look like a proper cuckold slut now.”

    Andrew smiled. It seemed as though he couldn’t help but experience at least a little joy at how she dominated him.

    “Why don’t you come over here?” Scarlett suggested as she pointed to the ground at her feet.

    Andrew quickly fell to his knees in front of her and Scarlett spread her legs and pulled up the short pleated skirt she’d worn. She reached out and guided her husband’s head between her legs while pulling aside her white lace panties.

    “Worship me before Brandon gets here. Show me that you know your place as my cuckold,” Scarlett said. She wanted to put him in a submissive place. She wanted it to be easy for Andrew to transition to sucking Brandon’s cock.

    Scarlett had left the door unlocked, so Brandon let himself in when he arrived. He sat down next to Scarlett as Andrew continued his worship of his wife’s wet pussy.

    “Look who’s here, Andrew?” she said. “Your man.”

    Brandon chuckled and then leaned over and shared a long kiss with Scarlett as Andrew continued to lick her with his eager, talented tongue.

    “Why don’t you show Brandon how eager you are to please him, cuckold,” Scarlett said as she reached over, unzipped her bull’s pants, and pulled out his big cock.

    Andrew slid over and wrapped his fingers around Brandon’s cock. He took the bull into his mouth as he’d done so many times. This part didn’t seem to make him nervous or fill him with anxiety. He’d already shown his desire and excellence when it came to sucking Brandon’s big dick, and he was doing so once again.

    Scarlett played with her wet pussy as she watched her husband give a blowjob. She marveled at how the sight of Andrew’s lips around Brandon’s big dick still provided her with such immense arousal. She could feel it coursing through her as her husband sucked cock. She only wished she’d discovered this desire sooner and had put Andrew on his knees a long time ago.

    “You’re becoming such a good cocksucker, Andrew. I love it. I fucking love watching that pretty mouth of yours bob up and down on my bull’s big dick. I love that you’re so eager to suck dick for me,” Scarlett said. She could feel her lust ramping up.

    “Try and deepthroat him, Andrew. Try and swallow everything,” Scarlett instructed her cocksucking husband.

    Andrew did as he was told. He tried to deepthroat Brandon, and he took a fair amount of the bull’s cock. Then he gagged. He tried again and gagged again.

    The sloppy sounds of the gagging and Andrew’s dedication to making his wife happy were enough to put Scarlett over the top. She rubbed her clit furiously and had a loud orgasm.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” Scarlett said. She looked at her husband. “It turns me on when you’re a slut for my bull, Andrew. It’s going to turn me on even more when you get on your hands and knees and take his cock up your ass.”

    Andrew looked at his wife. She could see the desire in his eyes. She knew he didn’t want to get fucked, but he wanted to please her. She loved that. She loved that he wanted to submit to anal sex with her bull’s dick because it made her happy.

    “I think it’s time,” Scarlett said. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

    Andrew stood up and walked towards the bedroom as Scarlett and Brandon followed behind.

    “He looks like a perfect cuckold with that thick butt plug in his ass,” Scarlett remarked.

    “I think he’ll look even better with my cock in his ass, don’t you think?” Brandon asked.

    Scarlett giggled and agreed. “I do.”

    Andrew kept walking. She wondered if her husband was getting nervous as they approached the bedroom. He was minutes away from getting fucked, from losing his anal virginity to a man.

    Without being told, Andrew got on his hands and knees in the bed. He knew what was expected of him and it brought a smile to Scarlett’s face.

    “Good boy,” she said while retrieving the lube from the nightstand.

    As Brandon stripped, Scarlett gently removed the butt plug from her husband’s asshole and admired how it gaped open for a few moments.

    She squirted a healthy amount of lube inside of him and all around his asshole. Once Brandon was naked, Scarlett applied a fair amount of lubrication to his cock as well. The last thing she wanted was for this to be a painful experience for Andrew.

    Scarlett didn’t bother asking Andrew if he was ready. There was no point. He was probably never going to be ready, and it didn’t really matter either way. He was getting fucked whether he wanted it or not.

    Brandon moved onto his knees in the bed behind Andrew. He ran the head of his lubed up cock up and down the cuckold’s ass crack and then pressed it gently against the slippery, waiting asshole.

    “It’s okay, baby,” Scarlett said as her husband tensed up. “Remember, this is perfectly natural for a cuckold like you. There’s nothing wrong with getting fucked. In fact, there’s so much about you taking Brandon’s cock that’s beautiful. It’s exactly what I want. It’s exactly what I need. So take a deep breath and try your best to relax as my bull fucks you.”

    Andrew took a deep breath and as he released the air from his lungs, Brandon pushed the head of his cock into Scarlett’s husband.

    As she watched Andrew’s asshole open up for the invading cock, Scarlett felt a kind of arousal that was so intense her knees nearly buckled. It was indescribably erotic to see her husband take another man’s cock in his ass. The beauty of Andrew’s submission was overwhelming.

    Scarlett had to masturbate. She couldn’t restrain herself. Her eyes remained fixed on her husband’s asshole as her fingers moved between her legs. She played with her clit and fingered herself. She was soaking wet.

    “Fuck him, Brandon. Fuck my husband,” Scarlett said in a voice brimming with lust.

    Brandon responded by fucking Andrew faster. Scarlett lost herself in watching her bull’s big cock slide into her husband’s tight, lubed up asshole. She watched Andrew open up for another man, and with every deliciously deep thrust she got a little more turned on.

    “How does it feel to be a cuckold slut?” Scarlett asked her husband.

    Andrew groaned in response. She could see his eyes were closed. She knew that this was the difficult part. He was being fucked by a man for the first time. He was dealing with the emotional impact of that along with the mild pain of having his asshole stretched wider than it had ever been stretched before. Knowing that he was going through all of that and was still willing to stay on his hands and knees and take it like a bitch is what propelled Scarlett to her second orgasm.

    Brandon kept up his pace as Scarlett grabbed her husband’s cock and stroked him. She wanted Andrew to experience pleasure with a cock in his ass. She knew her fingers could provide him with that pleasure even if he never got used to the size of Brandon’s erection buried deep inside him.

    Andrew’s groan turned to a moan of pleasure. Scarlett smiled. Her husband was moaning joyfully with a cock buried in his asshole. He was submitting fully to her desires and he was finding some kind of satisfaction in it.

    “Fuck him harder, Brandon. Pound his ass,” Scarlett said.

    She wanted to push Andrew further. She wanted him to sink deeper into being her bisexual cuckold. She wanted him to know what it was like to be on the receiving end of a vigorous fucking from Brandon.

    Scarlett got what she wanted. She kept stroking Andrew’s cock as Brandon fucked him harder. She watched the entire length of her bull’s cock disappear into her husband’s asshole over and over. She felt Andrew’s dick get stiffer in her hand. She felt him responding to the unavoidable submissive sensations that came from being a fuck slut.

    “He’s going to cum in your ass, Andrew. My bull is going to fill your little cucky asshole with his hot load and then I’m going to put the plug back inside you. Your body is going to absorb every drop of Brandon’s load.”

    Andrew moaned like a lusty little bitch. He moaned like Scarlett did when she was getting fucked. He moaned with such desire that Scarlett had to play with her pussy again. She kept one hand on her husband’s erect dick and let the other drift between her legs to rub her clit.

    “Spank his ass,” Scarlett said to Brandon. “Spank my husband’s slutty ass.”

    Brandon gave Andrew’s ass a good spanking as he fucked him. The moved to the other cheek and did it again.

    Scarlett was certain she saw Andrew pushing himself back on Brandon’s big cock. He wanted everything her bull was offering. He wanted that big cock as deep inside him as it could go. He wanted to be the slut she’d trained him to be.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum up your ass, cuckold!” Brandon announced.

    “Cum inside me!” Andrew cried out.

    Those were the words he’d heard Scarlett say so many times. He was mimicking his wife and it thrilled her. Scarlett felt her thighs tremble as she played with her pussy while her bull was nearing his climax. She could feel her orgasm approaching too.

    Brandon buried his cock in Andrew’s asshole. Every inch of it was inside her husband. Scarlett came as she watched another man fill her husband’s rectum with semen. She gripped Andrew’s cock tightly and stroked him.

    Moments after Brandon pulled out, Andrew spilled his seed onto the bed beneath him. His screams of pure orgasmic joy filled the bedroom.

    “Thank you,” Andrew said as he rested his head on the mattress beneath him. “Thank you so much.”

    Scarlett felt the same gratitude. She’d just experienced three incredible orgasms without a cock entering her. Watching her husband get fucked felt like the culmination of a lusty exploration that he’d happily gone along with, even if he wasn’t sure about any of it.

    Andrew was a bisexual cuckold now. There was no question about it, and Scarlett knew she wasn’t going to stop pushing his limits. It was too arousing to watch him suck cock and get fucked. It turned her on too much to stop.

    The End

  
    Seducing the Neighbor

    Your breathtakingly beautiful wife has a plan. It’s a plan you’re on board with. She’s going to seduce the young black man that lives next door. She’s going to lure him into your bedroom and into her wet white pussy. She’s going to do this because she needs it. She needs a big cock. She wants a big black cock.

    You’re okay with it because your wife’s happiness is all you care about. It’s the only thing that really matters.

    There was never any doubt she would succeed in seducing him, especially after she showed you the lingerie she was wearing. No man could resist your wife in that beautiful get up. You found the ponytail particularly sexy. You wanted to fuck her. You even tried. She rebuffed you though. “My pussy is black only today,” she said with a smile. She sent you off with an erection.

    She put her plan into motion the moment he walked through the door. He was coming over under the guise of helping her fix something because her husband was at work. She greeted him in her lingerie. He knew something was going on. He didn’t care. Your wife is gorgeous. He wanted to fuck her. He didn’t care about you. He just wanted to be in her perfect pussy.

    He ended up there awfully fast. A little kissing, a little oral, and your wife was on her back with a big black cock buried in her pussy. She was on her back in your bed. She was getting fucked by another man in your bed and it was bringing her world class satisfaction.

    In just a couple of minutes he managed to make her do something you’d never done: Squirt while having a huge orgasm.

    His big black cock brought your wife to a better orgasm than you’d ever given her. He made her cum hard and fast. He made her squirt. He made her soak your bed in her juices. He made her scream. He made her thankful she’d decided to seduce him. He made her forget your cock even exists.

    As a reward, your beautiful wife offered him her asshole. She let him take it. She let him slide his big black cock into her tight asshole. She begged him for it while he was inside her. She begged him to fuck her ass harder, to pound her deeper, to make her scream.

    He did it, too. He fucked her tight little ass. He fucked it hard and fast. He made your wife scream. He made her moan. He stretched out her asshole like no man ever has before. He got something you’re not allowed to have.

    Then she gave you a little treat. When she sent you away, she didn’t send you to work. She told him you were at work, but you were outside. You were watching. You were staring into the bedroom and watching the young black man from next door fuck your wife.

    That’s why she came to the window. That’s why she let him fuck her from behind while she was looking out. She wanted to give her husband a show. She wanted to give you a naughty treat while a big black cock fucked her tight white pussy from behind.

    Have you ever seen anything so arousing? Is there anything more beautiful than your lingerie-clad wife getting fucked from behind as she stares at you? Is there anything hotter than seeing the pleasure on her face as the young black man from next door fills her married pussy from behind?

    Maybe that’s a little bit hotter, isn’t it? Maybe seeing him cum all over your wife’s pretty face is hotter.

    There’s still more fun for you. He’s going to leave now. Your wife is going to climb into your bed. She’s going to wait for you to come into the house. She’s going to ask that you lick his cum off her face and share slippery, sloppy cum kisses with her. You’re going to do it.

  
    Seducing Your Best Friend

    Any decent man would try and resist and your best friend did. He tried. He failed.

    Your wife is just too beautiful. Too seductive. Too sexy. Her body is just too irresistible.

    She put on that little satin bodysuit. She got on her knees in your bed. She called him into the room. She smiled. She flirted. She confessed her desire for him.

    He tried to resist. He said he couldn't do that to you. She said she wanted him. She said she craved him. She said she needed to feel him inside her.

    Then she said she wanted to cuck you with him. She said you'd be into it. She said you'd love it if she fucked your best friend and then made you eat her pussy afterwards. She said you'd get off on it.

    He knew it would change your relationship. Of course it would. How could it not?

    He couldn't resist her, though. He stripped. She sucked his cock. She swallowed it. She told him it was bigger than yours. She told him how good it felt in her mouth. She told him how good he tasted. She sucked his balls, too.

    She pushed him into your bed. She took off her sexy little satin bodysuit. She crawled on top of him. She took him into her pussy.

    She told him that her pussy was his now. That she was giving it to him. That it wasn't yours anymore, that it was your best friend's pussy now.

    He fucked your wife hard. He made her cum multiple times. She was screaming his name.

    Then he pumped his thick load inside her. He fucked a huge load into her tight married pussy and left it there. He seeded your beautiful wife.

    You came home soon after. She made you get between her legs. She made you clean her pussy.

    It wasn't until you were eating his cum that she let you know it was your best friend's load you were consuming. You tried to act like you were angry. You tried to pull away. She demanded that you do what a cuckold was supposed to do, that you finish cleaning her cunt, that you thank her for cuckolding you, that you thank your best friend for satisfying her.

    Now he fucks more than you do. A lot more than you do.

    It might not be long before he's spending more nights in your bed than you do. It might not be long before you're replaced by your best friend, before you're just a fucking cuck and he's the man your wife needs.

    Maybe that's exactly what you want, what you deserve, what you crave.

  
    Selecting a Chastity Device for Her Boyfriend

    
      You asked her to put you in chastity. She agreed. Now comes the selection process. Now comes reality. Now comes worrying about what happens when you get what you want. Now comes worrying that she'll lock you up and decide to keep it that way while she sleeps with other men. What fun.
    

    You started this. You asked your girlfriend to lock your cock in chastity. It was seeing so many people post about Locktober that inspired you to do so. For a month you lost yourself in the idea, getting more and more turned on by it until it reached a point where you couldn't resist.

    So you asked your girlfriend. Much to your surprise, she agreed to lock you up. She instructed you to look over the chastity device options online and present her with what you thought were the best. Then she would pick one out and you could order it. She promised that she'd lock up your cock the moment it arrived.

    Now you're sitting on the couch with your laptop resting on your legs. Your beautiful blonde girlfriend is cuddled up next to you as you pull up a list of options you've compiled.

    You show her a CB-6000 but she thinks it's a little too clunky and she doesn't like that your cock won't have any breathing room, mostly because she likes the idea of being able to tease your flesh.

    You show her a steel cage and she says it's an option, though she doesn't like the shiny silver look quite as much as you do. You show her a hard plastic cage that comes in a variety of colors, but she rejects it because there's only an opening at the tip.

    Then you show her the Kink 3D chastity devices. There are plenty of openings for your flesh to poke out when she excites you while you're in the cage. You can see her face light up before she leans in to study the well-designed chastity device.

    "I like this one," she says with a smile. "In fact, I think this one is perfect."

    "Really?" you ask, mostly because you can hardly believe that your fantasy is that much closer to becoming reality.

    She kisses you on the cheek, lets her lips linger against your flesh for a few moments, and says, "Yes, baby. I want to lock your cock in one of those chastity devices."

    "Okay, so I was thinking the large cage would probably be smartest," you say.

    She laughs softly. "I don't think so, baby. Order the small one."

    "But...what if it's too tight?" you ask.

    She kisses your neck and goose bumps rush down your arm. "Your dick isn't very big, baby, so the small cage will be just right for you."

    You feel your loins come alive as she makes it perfectly clear she's unimpressed with the size of your cock. You click the link for the small cage and move to add it to the cart. "Should I get the black one?"

    Your girlfriend stares at the laptop screen and surveys the color options. She reaches between your legs and lets out a soft moan when she finds that your cock has reached a semi-erect state. "Actually, I don't think the black one is quite right for you."

    "Which...which one is right?" you ask.

    Her lips brush against your neck as she strokes your cock, bringing you to a painfully stiff state. "The pink one is right for you, baby."

    Your pulse quickens as you think of being locked in a pink cage. It's humiliating, and yet there's no denying the arousal you feel. "Are you...are you sure?" you ask as you feel a touch of hesitation at the idea of committing to a pink chastity device.

    "I'm absolutely certain," she says. "In fact, I can't see locking your little dick in anything but a pink cage."

    Now you're hard enough that your cock hurts a little as it presses against your jeans in a bid for freedom. You add the small pink chastity cage to the shopping cart. You offer up your credit card information. You choose the fastest shipping option. You buy the chastity device.

    "It will be here in two days," you say.

    "Mmm, I can't wait," your girlfriend replies. "I hope you're ready for this."

    There's something about the tone of her voice that worries you a little. "What...what do you mean?" you ask.

    She closes your laptop and sets it on the coffee table. Her delicate fingers pull your zipper down and she frees your cock and takes it in her hand. Her beautiful eyes find yours as she strokes you slowly. Her skin is warm and soft against yours and her touch offers immense pleasure.

    "Once I lock your little cock, I own it," she says. "It's mine to do with as I please. I can leave you locked for months. I can deny you an orgasm for weeks, for months, for a year if it makes me happy to do so. I could make you worship my pussy every day and deny you even a hint of pleasure, letting your little dick drip in its cage while you beg me for release."

    She drops to her knees between your legs and kisses the tip of your now painfully stiff dick. Her tongue flicks back and forth over the underside and you shudder with pleasure at every little touch.

    "I could keep you locked up and make you act as a servant for the chance to be freed from chastity," she continues. "I could make you find me another man to fuck - one with a nice big cock that would actually feel good in my pussy - and I could make you watch in your cute little pink cage while he pounds me to orgasm after orgasm."

    You're trembling, and not because you're nervous. It's desire coursing through your body. It seems possible that you've unleashed an unexpectedly dark, controlling side of your girlfriend by asking her to lock you in chastity, and yet you're intensely aroused.

    "You like the idea of me owning your cock - and owning you as a result - don't you?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    She takes the head of your cock in her mouth and sucks hard while her tongue dances over the underside. You close your eyes as her vacuum-like suction fills your body with overwhelming pleasure.

    She swallows your cock and begins giving you a vigorous blowjob. She strokes and sucks and you look down to see her beautiful eyes staring up at you. "I'm close," you say.

    She keeps sucking. She's going to let you cum in her mouth. In fact, she's sucking harder and it feels heavenly. Your loins tense up and a moment later your cock explodes in her mouth, unleashing thick ropes of your seed as she gently moves her tongue over the underside, ensuring an enthralling climax.

    When you're finished, she looks up at you and swallows your cum. She wipes her lips clean, smiles, and says, "That's the last orgasm you're going to have for a long time. Once I've taken ownership of your cock and I have that key hanging around my neck, you're going to have to work very, very hard for your release. I hope you're prepared for that."

    "I am," you say. You have no idea if she’s serious about keeping you locked up long term, but you're certain you can handle it. In fact, you're quite certain it's going to be hugely exciting.

    "Oh, and I'd like you to get started looking for guys to fuck me," she says. "I want a nice big cock, too. One that puts your little dick to shame. Do you understand?"

    "Do you...are you really going to fuck someone else?" you ask.

    A devilish smile crosses her face. "Like I said, once I lock you up, you're not coming out of your cage for a long time, and there's no reason I should have to go without sex just because my boyfriend wants me to cage his dick. So, you're going to find me someone else to fuck, and since I can pick whoever I want, you're going to make sure he has a much bigger dick than yours. And you're absolutely going to watch him fuck me."

    Suddenly you're quite nervous about your desire to be locked up. In fact, you've started to wonder if the whole thing is a mistake. "Maybe...maybe I should cancel the order."

    "I don't think so," she says. "I want this now. I want your key around my neck. I want to know that I own your cock. I want the freedom to do as I please because I own your cock. And I really want the freedom to fuck someone with a nice big dick. You could cancel it, but I'll just order a chastity cage on my own and I'll lock up your worthless little dick and make sure you do as you're told or you'll never come out."

    You've completely lost control and it feels like there's nothing you can do about it.

    "For now, though, you're going to eat my pussy," she says before sitting on the couch. "And when you're done you can begin your search for a man to fuck me. I want to see options by tomorrow."

    She takes off her skirt, spreads her legs, and pulls her panties aside. You get on your knees and crawl between her legs. You go to work on her pussy and feel some of your arousal return. You close your eyes and think of being locked in a cage, of your fantasy becoming reality. Your cock stirs to life once more. You know it's a terrible idea. You know you shouldn't surrender to it. You can't help it, though. You want to be locked up. You want her to own your cock. You want her to take advantage of the power that gives her. You want her to fuck another man.

    You're going to do what she wants. You're going to give her ownership over your cock, and over you. You're going to find her someone else to fuck, and you're going to enjoy it, too.

  
    Send Your Cuckold to Your Lover’s House to Suck Him Off

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Take your cuckold’s cocksucking to the next level by sending him to your lover’s house to suck him off without your supervision or encouragement. This works even better if you’re doing it because you’re out of town.

    The next time you go on a business trip, confer with your lover beforehand and arrange for him to welcome your cuckold to his home. Then inform your cuckold that he needs to step in for you and see to your lover’s sexual needs by sucking him off in your stead.

    This is a wonderful form of bisexual cuckold humiliation. It may take a little convincing, but you’ll get him there eventually. Make sure you emphasize that your cuckold is doing it for you. Let him know that it would make you exceptionally happy if he were to suck your lover’s cock and swallow his load when you’re not able to. If he does it once, you can make him do it again and again.

    The Story:

    “I’m not going to make it home tonight,” your wife says. “The weather here is insane and they’re not letting any flights out.”

    “I guess that’s smart. The threat of a tornado would be enough to make me think twice about getting caught on a plane,” you reply. “Are you staying at the airport to wait for a later flight, or are they putting you up in a hotel?”

    “A hotel,” she says.

    There’s a short pause. You hear her take a deep breath.

    “I need you to do something for me, baby.”

    There’s something about the tone of her voice that makes you think you’re not going to like what she’s about to ask.

    “Am I going to like this?” you say.

    “That’s not particularly important, to be honest. The fact that I want you to do it is all that should matter.”

    You’re definitely not going to like it, though her casual dominance, even over the phone, has already put you into a more submissive place.

    “I told Brad I’d be home tonight and he was expecting me to come over to his place and offer him that special kind of comfort that he craves.”

    There’s another pause. This time you break the silence. “Okay. So what can I do about that?”

    “You can take my place,” your wife says matter-of-factly.

    “Wait. What?”

    “You’re going to go to Brad’s place and suck his cock for me,” she says. “He’s expecting an orgasm tonight and since I’m not there, it’s your duty to take my place.”

    “But…but I don’t want to,” you say. It’s the only thing that comes to mind.

    “I don’t particularly care about that, baby. You should know by now that what you want isn’t nearly as important as what I want.”

    She’s right about that. She’s been very clear on that matter, in fact. She’s trained you to embrace that fact and for the most part you have. This feels different, though.

    You’ve sucked Brad’s cock before. You’ve fluffed him numerous times. You’ve cleaned him off after he’s cum in your wife’s pussy. You’ve sucked him during position switches. Your wife has always been there, though. She’s always encouraged you when you wavered in your commitment. She’s always made sure to get you into that wildly aroused state so you’d suck her bull’s cock eagerly.

    “What if I can’t?” you ask.

    “You can, and you will,” your wife replies. “You’re a cocksucker, baby. Just because you’ve never done it alone doesn’t mean you’re not a cocksucker. You are. You’re an eager cuckold cocksucker and you’re going to do this for me. You’re going to go to Brad’s and you’re going to suck him off. You’re going to swallow his seed like a good boy should.”

    You know there’s no fighting it. As much as you want to run from having to suck Brad’s cock while your wife is out of town, you can’t. You know you could argue with her, but eventually you’ll fold and end up on your knees in front of him anyway.

    “Okay. I’ll do it,” you say.

    “I know you will,” your wife shoots back. “There was never any question you were going to do this. You’re a cocksucker. You’re my cocksucker. Never forget that.”

    “I won’t,” you say meekly.

    
      

    

    Brad can’t help but greet you with a confident grin as he opens his front door. He knows exactly why you’re at his house. He knows that your wife sent you to him. He knows that you’re there to suck cock in her place.

    “Come in,” he says.

    You step past him and into his lovely home. You feel nervous. You’re still not entirely excited about doing this. It won’t be the first time you’ve sucked his cock, but it will be the first time you’ve done it alone and it will be the first time you’ve done it with the express purpose of making him cum in your mouth because your wife isn’t available.

    “It’s a shame your wife couldn’t make it back into town. No offense, but I’d prefer to cum in her pussy and make you clean it out of her. I suppose emptying my load into your mouth won’t be so bad, though,” Brad says as he leads you to his living room.

    “After all, she’s trained you to be an excellent cocksucker, hasn’t she?” he asks.

    “Yes, she has,” you admit. You feel a nearly overwhelming sense of embarrassment as you admit that your wife has trained you to be a good cocksucker. The very idea seems insane, and yet it’s the absolute truth. She systematically trained you to suck cock because she wanted you to submit to her bull and accept your place as a cuckold.

    “Why aren’t you on your knees?” Brad says.

    “I’m sorry,” you say without thinking.

    You fall to your knees in front of him. You reach up and unzip his pants, just like you’ve seen your wife do so many times. You know that you’re at Brad’s house in her stead and despite your misgivings, you want to do a good job. You want to show him that you’re a good cocksucker. You want him to tell your wife that you did a good job sucking a load out of his cock.

    You pull out Brad’s cock and stroke him. You look up at him. Making eye contact feels humiliating. For some reason, it’s different to do it when your wife is there. It’s so much harder when it’s just you and her bull. You do it, though, and you see his smile.

    “Don’t worry, cuckold. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. You’re here to complete a task. You’re here to suck a load of cum out of my cock and nothing more. Don’t think about anything other than that. Just think about how you’re going to make me feel good because it’s what your wife wants,” Brad says.

    You lean forward and take him into your mouth. You’re sucking cock. You’re sucking Brad’s cock. You’re sucking a big cock because it’s what your wife wants you to do.

    Brad gets hard in your mouth. The head of his cock throbs on your tongue. He groans and his hand moves to the back of your head. It’s just like when your wife blows him. When he gets lost in the pleasure of getting his cock sucked he loves to guide her deeper down onto his erection.

    He does the same with you. He pushes his cock to the back of your throat and makes you gag.

    “That’s it, cocksucker,” he says. “Gag on it. Gag on my dick.”

    Brad doesn’t usually talk to your wife like that. You like that he’s verbally humiliating you. You like that he’s calling you a cocksucker. You notice for the first time that your dick is stiff. You have another man’s cock in your mouth and you’ve got an erection.

    “You love this, don’t you cocksucker?” he asks. “You love gagging on my dick, don’t you?”

    Brad shoves his cock into the back of your throat again. He makes you gag again. He makes you gag on his big cock and laughs as he does it.

    You gasp for air when he pulls out his cock and moves to sit on his couch. He pulls down his pants, tosses them aside, and spreads his legs.

    “Get to work, cocksucker,” he demands.

    You crawl to him. You do it without being instructed to. You do it because you know it’s what he wants. You do it because you know it will turn him on to see a submissive cuckold crawling towards him with a cock hungry look in his eyes.

    “That’s it,” he says when you wrap your lips around his cock once more.

    You’ve seen your wife suck him off before. You’ve seen her suck his dick with the intention of swallowing his cum and you try and mimic what she did. It’s different when she wants his load in her stomach. She uses her mouth and hands together. She sucks hard and fast. She strokes him and sucks on his balls when her mouth needs a break.

    You do all of those things. You know your wife is a great cocksucker. You used to experience her blowjobs. You want to be just like her.

    You wrap your fingers around his dick and your hand moves up and down with your mouth. You lube him with your spit and stroke him. Every time he moans, you feel proud. You feel like a good cocksucker. You feel like you’re making your wife happy.

    When your jaw starts to get sore, you move to his balls. You lick and suck them while stroking his cock. You start to feel like a porn slut, like some kind of cum-hungry whore that just wants to make her big dick scene partner cum so she can get paid.

    “Your wife would be proud, cuck,” Brad says. “You’re a better cocksucker than even she gives you credit for.”

    You beam with pride. You take him into your mouth once more. You suck hard on the head of his cock while your tongue works it over. You stroke him. You make it wet and sloppy because you know he likes that. You do everything you can to make him cum.

    Eventually, Brad grabs your head, groans, and cums in your mouth. He was saving his semen for your wife, so it’s a big load. You swallow and he shoots more.

    Eventually, his cock is spent and you have a belly full of cum. You feel oddly happy. You sit back on your knees and smile at him.

    “Go make me a drink,” Brad says.

    You give him a confused look.

    “You’re not leaving, cuckold. I haven’t cum all week. Once isn’t enough for me. You’re going to stick around and wait until I’m ready to cum in your mouth again,” he informs you.

    You get up and make him a drink. You know he likes Scotch on the rocks. When you return with it, he tells you to get back on your knees.

    “Suck my balls while I watch TV,” he demands. “I’ll let you know when you can suck my cock again.”

    You see no point in fighting it. You get on your knees and suck Brad’s balls. You do so knowing that soon you’ll be tasked with sucking another load out of him and that it will almost certainly take a lot longer the second time around.

  
    Sensual Vacation Fun in the Sauna

    “Did you see the way that guy was looking at me?” Laura asked as she pulled open the sauna door.

    Jay smiled. The guy at the pool had stared at Laura for an exceptionally long time. He’d made no effort to hide his lust, either. He’d simply stared like he was trying his best to undress her telepathically.

    “I sure did,” Jay said as they stepped into the impressively hot sauna. They laid their towels on one of the wooden benches and settled in for a good sweat. “You didn’t seem to mind him staring at you,” he added. “I might be crazy, but it kind of seemed like you enjoyed it.”

    Laura offered a playful smile. “It’s vacation. What’s the harm in enjoying a little extra attention?”

    “I’ll bet it didn’t hurt that the guy was really good looking, did it?” Jay asked.

    “He had a great body, too,” Laura added.

    Jay knew his wife was being playful, but that didn’t stop a little flash of insecurity from popping up. He was in decent shape, but the guy eyeing his wife had been in exceptionally good shape. Jay was fairly certain he’d seen abs, which was something he’d never had, even in his early 20s when he put a lot of effort into his body.

    “Hey,” Laura said, pulling him from the mild emotional spiral he’d descended into. “Come here.”

    She leaned closer and they shared the kind of passionate kiss that had populated their vacation. It was full of desire and involved more than a little tongue, which Jay was always eager to enjoy.

    “It was just a little fun,” Laura said. “You have nothing to worry about.”

    Her hand moved between his legs and massaged Jay’s half-hard cock into a full erection as a smile came over her face.

    She kissed his neck and gently tugged on the drawstring, pulling it loose and slipping her fingers under the elastic waistband of his swimsuit.

    “Laura…we shouldn’t…” Jay tried to protest, but the moment his wife’s fingers found his cock his urge to stop her dried up.

    She kissed his neck and chest and Jay was quite certain he was about to get a blowjob when they heard footsteps outside the sauna door. Laura pulled her hand from his swimsuit and sat up as the door opened and the guy from the pool stepped inside.

    He nodded at them, grabbed a ladleful of water and dropped it on the hot rocks, sending a rush of steam towards the low ceiling.

    Jay looked at his wife and she smiled as the handsome, muscular gentleman from the pool turned and headed towards the opposite bench. He sat and then loosened the towel around his waist, opening it up to reveal a complete lack of a swimsuit.

    Jay didn’t want to stare, but the guy’s cock was so impressive – even in its flaccid state – that he couldn’t help it. He pulled his gaze away before it got rude and looked to his wife, whose eyes were still fixed between the legs of the other man.

    “It’s only fair,” the guy said.

    “What?” Laura asked.

    “Normally it would be a little rude of you to stare at me like that, but it’s only fair given that I spent so long staring at you at the pool,” he explained.

    Jay expected to see embarrassment on his wife’s face at having been caught staring at someone else’s cock. It wasn’t there, though. All she wore was a smile.

    “Speaking of fairness, since you showed me your cock I feel like you deserve to see a little more of me,” Laura said as she reached back to unhook her bikini top. In an instant her breasts were free and the stranger happily stared at the wondrous flesh.

    “I’m Paul,” he said.

    “It’s nice to meet you, Paul. I’m Laura and this is my husband Jay,” Laura replied.

    Paul quickly glanced at Jay and nodded before his gaze returned to Laura’s breasts.

    “I don’t mean to be rude, but does your cock get bigger?” Laura asked. “When it’s hard, I mean.”

    Jay stared at his wife like she’d been replaced with an alien. He couldn’t believe her tits were out in front of a stranger and he couldn’t believe she’d just asked such a bold question.

    “It does,” Paul answered. “Would you like to see?”

    “I would,” Laura said.

    “Laura, what are you doing?” Jay asked.

    She turned to him with a smile on her face. “Jay, honey, it’s vacation. I’m just having a little fun. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?”

    Paul wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked as Laura’s gaze turned to the man sitting on the other side of the sauna.

    Just as Jay was about to renew his protest Laura reached over, yanked his swimsuit down, and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “It seems like you’re very good at that,” Paul noted as Jay reached an erect state in no time.

    “What do you think, Jay?” Laura asked. “Am I good at stroking your cock?”

    Jay wasn’t sure if it was the arousal that now filled his body or simply the sense of naughtiness that had filled the sauna, but he felt a deep need to play along. He wanted to follow the road of pleasure that his wife had led them down. He wanted to see where it would end up.

    “You’re very good,” he said. “You’ve always been very good.”

    “How would you feel about helping me out?” Paul asked. “Just so you can see what my cock looks like when it gets hard.”

    Laura released her husband’s cock, stood up, and sauntered towards the naked man sitting on the bench across from them. She sat next to Paul, leaned in, and wrapped her fingers around his cock as Jay watched.

    “You can play with my tits if it would help,” Laura said. “I know Jay likes them.”

    Paul reached up and played with Laura’s breasts. Jay watched another man’s fingers encircle the flesh he so enjoyed touching. He listened to his wife moan, though he wasn’t sure if Laura was doing it because Paul’s touch felt so good or if she was simply trying to thrill the other man. Either way, Paul’s cock was hard.

    “It does get bigger,” Laura said as she pulled her fingers from the other man’s cock and admired it. “Doesn’t it, honey?”

    Jay nodded and glanced down at his cock. He knew size wasn’t the only thing that mattered, but it still felt a little bad to see that Paul possessed a much larger cock than him.

    Paul’s hand hadn’t left Laura’s breasts. He continued to move from one to the other and he seemed particularly good at stimulating her. She sat back on the bench, closed her eyes, and moaned as another man touched her while Jay watched.

    “Does that feel good?” Paul asked.

    “It feels very good,” Laura replied.

    Paul’s hand moved down Laura’s stomach and his fingers slipped into her bikini bottoms. Jay felt his cock throb and looked down to see a big drop of precum at the tip.

    Laura’s moan brought Jay’s attention back to his wife. Paul’s fingers were clearly working her pussy. She’d rolled her head back and there was a big smile on her face as she let the other man – a complete stranger – play with her pussy.

    “You’re awfully good with your fingers, Paul,” Laura said.

    “I’m glad you think so,” he replied.

    As embarrassing as it was to masturbate while he watched, Jay couldn’t help it. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked slowly, using his copious precum as lube. There was something utterly irresistible about witnessing his wife lose herself in the pleasure of another man’s touch and he wasn’t going to fight it.

    “It looks like your husband is enjoying the show,” Paul said.

    Laura opened her eyes and looked at Jay. A smile broke across her face. “Is he right?” she asked. “Are you enjoying watching another man play with my pussy?”

    Jay stroked his cock a little faster and nodded.

    Laura grabbed Paul’s wrist and pulled his hand from her panties. She lifted it to her mouth and wrapped her lips around the fingers that had been inside her. She closed her eyes and Jay unleashed an audible moan. Laura was putting on a show for him and it was exceptionally naughty.

    Laura’s gaze remained on Jay as she pulled Paul’s fingers from her mouth and asked, “Would you like a blowjob, Paul?”

    “Absolutely,” he replied.

    Laura smiled and said, “Would you like me to go down on him, Jay? Do you want to watch me suck Paul’s big cock?”

    In another time and another place Jay might have said no. He might have pulled up his swimsuit, grabbed his wife’s bikini top, and led her out of the sauna. He didn’t, though. Instead, he nodded.

    Laura wrapped her fingers around the base of Paul’s cock, leaned over, and took him in her mouth. The other man moaned and Jay joined him as a strange, almost overwhelming kind of pleasure spread from his loins.

    “Your wife is incredible, Jay,” Paul said.

    Laura moaned and took more of the other man’s cock into her mouth. The sounds of wet, slippery, lusty cocksucking filled the sauna along with the sensual groans of everyone involved.

    “Do you like watching?” Laura asked as she stroked the length of Paul’s slippery cock. “Do you like watching me suck his cock?”

    Jay nodded and stroked himself a little faster. His balls tightened up and his toes tingled.

    Laura swallowed Paul’s cock once more. Her mouth moved up and down with exceptional speed and skill. Jay watched his wife’s cheeks suck in and saw her throat bulge a little as the other man’s cock entered it over and over. There was something about the level of effort Paula was putting in that he found impossibly hot.

    Laura pulled her mouth from Paul’s big dick and stood up. She took his hand and they walked towards Jay before stopping a few feet in front of him.

    Laura pulled her bikini bottoms down and stepped out of them. She bent over and put her hands on Jay’s thighs and looked up. She stared into his eyes and her fingers worked their way towards his crotch.

    “I want him to fuck me,” she said. “I want to make the most of our vacation and take Paul’s big cock in my pussy. Can I do that? Can I ask him to fuck me from behind?”

    Laura wrapped her fingers around Jay’s cock and smiled as she set off an impressive explosion of pleasure between his legs. Her hand felt so much better than his, making it impossible to deny his wife what she craved.

    “Yes,” Jay said. “You can do that.”

    “Do you want me to do it, sweetie? Do you want me to ask Paul to fuck me?” Laura asked.

    Jay looked at the tall, muscular man standing behind his wife. He knew Paul was up for it. He’d just gotten a handjob and a blowjob. Sex would complete the trio and give him the pleasure he no doubt sought.

    “Yes, I want you to do it. I want you to ask Paul to fuck you,” Jay answered.

    Laura moved a little closer and kissed him. Her tongue was aggressive as it moved into his mouth and Jay moaned in response.

    She pulled back just a little and with her lips just a few inches from Jay’s she said, “Fuck me, Paul. Fuck me from behind. Take my pussy.”

    Jay watched his wife’s eyes go wide as Paul slid into her from behind. He saw that little bit of pain from having something so big stretching her out. Then he saw it morph into pleasure as Paul sank every inch inside her.

    “Fuck me,” Laura implored the man filling her pussy. “Fuck me in front of my husband.”

    She released his cock and when Jay moved to resume stroking Laura stopped him.

    “Don’t,” she said. “I want to be the one to make you cum.”

    Jay put his hands on the bench and saw Laura close her eyes. He listened to her moan. He saw her big breasts bounce. She was getting fucked. Another man was having standing doggystyle sex with her in a sauna and he was sitting there and watching from just a few feet away. It was absurd, and yet Jay was quite certain he’d never experienced anything so thrilling. His heart had never pounded so hard. His dick had never been so stiff.

    “Oh, fuck, that feels so good,” Laura said. “That feels so fucking good, Paul. Harder. Take me harder. Fuck me harder. Pound me harder!”

    The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the small sauna as Paul found another gear and delivered the powerful thrusts Laura seemed to crave. Jay watched his wife reach back and rub her clit. He watched her face contort as an intense kind of pleasure washed over her. He was quite certain he was watching her approach an orgasm. She was going to cum with someone else’s cock inside her.

    “I’m close,” Paul said.

    “Cum inside me!” Laura cried out.

    Jay saw the smile on the other man’s face. He knew how thrilling those words must have been. He knew the pleasure of hearing a woman utter them.

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m cumming!” Paul cried out.

    Laura joined him in orgasmic bliss a moment later. Jay sat on the bench with his hands at his sides and resisted the urge to jerk off to the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

    “Stay inside me,” Laura said. “Don’t pull out until I tell you to.”

    Paul ran his hands up and down her sweaty back and no doubt enjoyed the feeling of her warm, wet, cum-filled pussy around his cock.

    “Do you want me to make you cum?” she asked Jay.

    “Yes, please,” he answered.

    Laura pulled Jay’s swimsuit entirely off and smiled. “You can pull out,” she said.

    Laura immediately straddled her husband and took his cock inside her. He felt the creamy wetness of another man’s cum in his wife. He felt the pure bliss of finally being inside her. He felt the kinky pleasure of having sloppy seconds sex with her.

    They kissed as Laura moved her hips back and forth over Jay’s cock. She milked him with her freshly-fucked pussy and he knew an orgasm was moments away.

    “Laura, holy shit,” Jay said. “Holy shit, I’m gonna cum!”

    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Fill me just like he did. Mix your cum with his. Unload inside me!”

    Jay didn’t care that it had barely been thirty seconds since she’d taken him inside her. All he cared about was cumming. He embraced the naughty pleasures his wife had led them into in the sauna and came inside her. His cock exploded and a kind of sexual satisfaction he’d never experienced spread outward from his loins, leaving his toes and fingers tingling as the rest of his body pulsed with pleasure.

    “Holy shit,” he said.

    “I know,” Laura replied. “I know.”

    They kissed softly as she continued to move ever-so-slowly on his cock, teasing his sensitive head with her warm, cum-flooded insides and eliciting more moans.

    “Aren’t you glad we have three more days of vacation?” Laura asked.

    “Yes I am,” Jay replied as he looked at Paul. The smile on the other man’s face made it clear he was on board for whatever the couple wanted. Jay was certain that his wife had something in mind. Whatever it was, he was on board too. 

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    Chloe got the part she'd auditioned for. The one where I drove her so she could work on her lines. The one where she rewarded me by letting me buy her lingerie that she could wear for a date later that night.

    She worked four days. Each day she let me drive her to set. Each day she let me pick her up when work was over. Each day she let me give her a long massage to help her relax and be refreshed for the next day. She did not permit me to give her an orgasm, nor did she come anywhere near my cock, though that wasn't the slightest bit surprising.

    Chloe didn't work on Friday, but she did join the cast and crew for drinks. I wasn't invited, of course. I ended up going out with friends. We went to a comedy show and a bar afterwards and I thought for sure I was going to get lucky with a girl. She was flirty. She was funny. I was flirty. I thought I was funny. We kissed, actually. Then nothing else happened. I asked for her number at the end of the night and she politely declined.

    I went home feeling dejected. I rode the elevator alone and wished I was on my knees at Chloe's feet, kissing her shoes as she looked down at me. I'd done that quite a few times during the week and it felt surprisingly good each and every time.

    Despite knowing that I should have kept moving, I paused at Chloe's door. I was tempted to knock to see if I could serve her in some way, but I never raised my hand.

    I was about to walk away when I heard a moan. A man's moan. Chloe had brought someone home. The moaning continued and I pictured her giving a blowjob, likely in her living room based on the volume of the moaning. I pictured her head bobbing up and down in some actor's lap, his hand in her hair, his head rolled back as he moaned at the pleasure of being blown by a gorgeous young actress.

    I would have stayed at the door had there not been a risk of a neighbor seeing me and thinking I was a pervert. I adjourned to my apartment and sat on my couch. I closed my eyes and imagined Chloe on her knees in front of me. I imagined her soft lips around my cock. I imagined my hand in her hair. I rolled my head back and stroked myself through my pants as I moaned.

    Then, in an instant, the fantasy changed. I was on my knees in front of Chloe. I was tending to her pussy. She had a fistful of my hair and maintained a tight grip to guide my mouth. She told me that it was a gift to be allowed to eat her pussy, that I should be grateful for the chance to pleasure her with my mouth.

    I got up and took a shower. I stroked myself a little and my dick was hard the entire time, but I didn't push it past a bit of masturbation while getting clean.

    When I got out I saw I'd received a text. It was from Chloe. She'd asked me to come to her apartment. I texted her back saying I'd been in the shower and then got dressed and hurried down the hall to her place.

    She answered the door in a cropped hoodie and a pair of skintight workout shorts. Her feet were bare and her toenails were a lovely shade of red and looked utterly perfect.

    "Come in," she said with a smile.

    I stepped into her apartment and clasped my hands behind my back as she shut and locked the door. "How was your night?" I asked.

    Chloe sauntered towards her living room and leaned against the back of her couch as she stared at me. "I just swallowed the cum of a fairly famous actor," she said. "He's on the show I guest starred on. He'd been flirty all week and he really turned it up tonight at the bar. I knew I could have him in some way if I wanted him, but I hadn't decided until he sidled up to me at the bar and really turned on the charm. He was working hard for it. He wanted me. I've fucked a fair number of guys since I moved to LA, but I haven't been with anyone famous yet."

    Chloe beckoned me closer and I moved towards her, though I tried my best not to seem overly excited. I stopped just in front of her and she reached up and rested a hand on my chest. It was a simple gesture, but it made my heart pound.

    "I decided I wasn't going to fuck him, though," she said. "Maybe a blowjob will be enough for him, but I think there's a chance he'll want more, and when a man wants more from a woman he's often willing to go to certain lengths to get what he wants. I'd like it if he made a call or two on my behalf, maybe he gets me in a room with a director, maybe he gets me a better agent or manager than the ones I have. Men have done far more in pursuit of pussy."

    I couldn't help but be drawn in by her naked ambition. I wanted to serve that ambition in whatever way I could.

    "His cock was a little disappointing," she said. "Though he's fairly short, so I suppose that's not entirely surprising. It did make giving him a blowjob easier, though, and I could afford to draw it out because my jaw wasn't getting sore."

    "I heard him moaning," I admitted. "I...I stopped by your door on my way to my place. I heard him moaning. I thought you were giving a blowjob. I didn't stay for long, but I did listen for a bit."

    She smiled. "You're a little pervert, Milo." Her fingers moved towards my crotch and I thought she might tease me a little, but she stopped just short of my pants. "You know that I'll never, ever suck your dick, right Milo?"

    I nodded.

    "But you'd like it if I did, right?"

    "Yes, of course."

    Chloe reached up and ran her index finger over my lips. "Men do love to get their dicks sucked. They seem to like it even more when it's a beautiful girl doing the sucking." She leaned in and I could smell her perfume. "Tell me, Milo, when was the last time you got your dick sucked?"

    "Uh...three months, I think. She was...it was a one night thing."

    Chloe moaned softly and I felt her breath against my neck. "And did you cum in her mouth, Milo?"

    "I did."

    "And did she swallow for you?"

    "No. She got up and spit it into the sink, actually."

    Chloe laughed softly. "Oh, poor Milo. That's never a great sign. If she really wants to impress you, if she really likes you, a girl will swallow for you, especially the first time. My guess is that this girl wasn't all that impressed with you, though I can't blame her."

    Chloe was right. That girl - Erica was her name - wasn't all that impressed with me. I'm pretty sure she wouldn't have given me a blowjob if she'd been completely sober. Still, it was a good blowjob and I'd gone down on her afterwards. In fact, I gave her two orgasms. I don't remember the night all that clearly, but I'd very much wanted to make her feel good because the blowjob had been the first I'd received in quite some time.

    "I swallowed, of course," Chloe said. "I wanted to impress him, after all. I wanted him to remember me, though the fact that I denied him my pussy will probably make me even more memorable. I suspect that he doesn't get denied all that often."

    Then, to my great surprise, Chloe kissed me. I wouldn't call it a romantic kiss. In fact, it felt a little like she was invading my mouth with her tongue. She tasted a bit off and I wondered if it was the cum she'd just swallowed or the cock she'd just been sucking on. Either way, it was thrilling to have her tongue in my mouth.

    "I called you over because I'd like to cum," she said.

    "It would be my pleasure to make you cum."

    "I know it would, Milo. It's your pleasure - and privilege - to spend any time with me. It's your pleasure to rub my feet, to do chores around my apartment, to drive me to set, to serve me in any way."

    I nodded. "Yes, it is. I love doing all of that for you."

    Her smile seemed genuine, as if my eagerness to serve did more than simply make her life a little easier, as if it brought her some measure of genuine happiness.

    Chloe removed her workout shorts, turned, and walked around her couch. She dropped down and spread her legs. I stared at her pussy before she beckoned me over with nothing more than a simple movement of her index finger.

    "You will start with my feet. You will kiss and lick your way up my legs. You will do so slowly. You will worship me. You will not kiss or lick or touch my pussy without explicit permission."

    I walked over and sank to my knees. I looked up at her and said, "Thank you for letting me serve you, Chloe."

    "You're welcome, Milo."

    I then spent the next hour serving her with my mouth. She came three times and each orgasm was a blissful experience for me. My dick was hard for most of it, which struck me as a testament to her beauty and the pleasure I took in serving her.

    I left with quite a bit of precum in my underwear and the taste of pussy on my tongue. Chloe gave me permission to masturbate when I got back to my apartment and I did so vigorously, cumming in just a few minutes and then sinking into a deep and restful sleep.

    ---

    "How would you feel about playing a villain?"

    I was hand washing some of Chloe's lingerie while she was sitting at her kitchen table painting her toenails. It was a job I'd been assigned, but I'd done a rather poor job so she'd tasked me with something else.

    "What sort of villain?"

    "A horror movie villain."

    She looked up as the brush hung just above her big toe. "I think I could pull off playing the part of a villain. I think I'd enjoy it, too. Why do you ask?"

    "I've had a script idea rolling around in my head for a few weeks," I said. "A horror script. It's not exactly revolutionary, but the idea is for it to be a play on those 'final girl' type movies where the innocent, beautiful, virginal ingénue ends up outlasting the killer while everyone else dies. Except, in this case, that innocent ingénue would be the one doing the killing, only it wouldn't be revealed until the final third of the movie."

    Chloe smiled. "And are you going to write this script with me in mind, Milo?"

    I nodded. "That's the plan."

    She sat back. "It would be quite the act of service to write a movie for me. I would be very impressed, assuming it's any good, of course. Do you have anything other than an idea at this point?"

    "Well, nostalgia is a powerful thing and I think there's an audience for a summer camp style slasher that has some modern touches and this fun twist on who the killer is. Maybe it's not a final girl thing. Maybe it's her boyfriend that ends up being the final guy, maybe he ends up having to kill her, or maybe there's an extra twist where it turns out that they're both the killers, that they've planned this whole thing, that they kill all the camp counselors and then move on until they do it all again next summer in some other state."

    Chloe looked happier than I would have imagined. I hadn't written anything yet, after all. It was just an idea. "Do you like summer camp slasher movies?" she asked.

    "I love them. Do you?"

    She nodded. "What's your favorite?"

    "I love Friday the 13th II. I love the Sleepaway Camp series. I have to admit that I really like Cheerleader Camp, too. What's your favorite?"

    Again she looked giddy. "Cheerleader Camp. I was a cheerleader - shocker, I know - and we used to watch that movie all the time. Have you seen The Burning?"

    I'll be honest, I was falling a little bit in love with Chloe at that point. I had not taken her for a girl that was into watching horror movies made fifteen to twenty years before she was born.

    "Yes, I've seen The Burning. I loved it."

    "You know, there's a screening of Cheerleader Camp coming up. One of those rooftop screenings. It's two weeks from now, I believe."

    I held my breath as I scrubbed the gusset of a delicate, expensive pair of panties. I wasn't sure, but it seemed like Chloe was on the verge of asking me out on a pseudo-date.

    "We should go," she said. "For research purposes."

    "I'd love to," I replied.

    "Good. Very good. There's just one thing, though."

    I prepared myself for a rug pull of some sort.

    "You need to have started the script by then," she said. "In fact, you need to have written at least twenty pages. They don't have to be good, but you need to have written them and I need to have read them or I'll go to the screening alone."

    "You have a deal."

    "Good. Now get back to work. My lingerie isn't going to clean itself."

    It's a hell of a thing when you get turned on when a girl orders you to get back to work cleaning her lingerie. I got turned on, though, and I happily cleaned the rest of her lingerie while she finished painting her nails and then moved to the living room to watch a movie. I was not invited to watch the movie with her. In fact, I was dismissed as soon as I finished cleaning her lingerie.

    Still, I was scheduled to go on a date - of sorts - with Chloe, and that was more than enough to put me in a very happy place for the next two weeks.

    ---

    The air was surprisingly cool as we stepped out onto the rooftop of the Montalban Theater. Chloe was dressed for it, though, in a soft white sweater, jeans, and a pair of leather boots.

    The fake grass was a nice touch and the seats – in groups of two and four - were far more spread out than I imagined they'd be, giving it the feel of watching a movie in a park. I carried the popcorn and Chloe had our drinks as we made our way to our seats.

    "The pages were good," Chloe said as we sat.

    "You read them already?" That was a stupid question because of course she’d read them.

    She nodded as I handed her the popcorn. "I did. I read them as soon as I got them. You're a good writer. I guess I shouldn't be surprised by that, but I'll admit I was a little bit surprised."

    "Well, thank you." I was surprised at how much it meant to me that she liked the script pages I'd sent her. I then chided myself for getting a little too emotionally invested in my relationship with Chloe. I also knew that I had very little control over how invested I got. I just couldn't help myself.

    "I showed them to my manager," she said. "It's still early, of course, but she's confident that if the rest of the script is good that we can get some interest from producers. She agreed with you that there's likely a nostalgic desire for a summer camp slasher, especially if there's something fresh feeling about it."

    She hadn't warned me about showing it to her manager, though I had no objection to it. I again found myself impressed by Chloe's ambition.

    "I promise, the finished script will be good."

    "I believe you, Milo, and if it is, in fact, good, I'll reward you with a handjob. I'll even make out with you while I jerk you off. You'll have to eat your cum out of my hand afterwards, but that seems like a small price to pay for a handjob from a girl like me."

    For some reason it struck me as a very small price to pay. I mean, girls eat cum all the time, right?

    "It's nice to have something to look forward to, isn't it?" she asked.

    I nodded. "It really is."

    "I promise, it will be the best handjob of your life and there's at least a chance it will be the best orgasm of your life. I'm very, very good at making men feel good."

    "I believe you."

    She smiled and laughed softly. Then she reached over and offered the back of her hand. I kissed it. I did so several times, in fact. It was a small, simple thing but it felt lovely to be able to kiss her like that.

    The movie began soon after. There were a few trailers for other horror movies they'd been screening in the coming months and then the real fun started. The movie was just as silly and fun as I remembered it being, though watching it while actively writing a summer camp slasher made for a different experience. I was pulling ideas, thinking of ways I wanted my script to be a lot different, and wondering how much it would cost to make a movie with great practical special effects.

    "I forgot how much I love that movie," Chloe said as we strolled through the parking garage afterwards.

    "I know, right? It's so funny and silly and fun, and the kills are pretty good, too."

    I pulled out my keys to unlock the car and headed for the passenger side. I'd taken to opening the door for Chloe whenever I drove her anywhere and it always put a smile on her face.

    This time, though, she didn't get in right away. Instead, she pulled me close and we shared a slow, deep, remarkably beautiful kiss. It was the first time she'd kissed me in that manner. It felt like the sort of kiss you have after an actual date with someone you really like.

    "Wow," I said. "Thank you for that."

    "You're welcome, Milo." She grabbed my cock through my jeans and squeezed it hard. "I like that a kiss is enough to make your dick stiff for me."

    She stroked me just a little.

    "You're a pretty good kisser, too," she added. "Good enough that I got turned on there and now I'd like to cum."

    "I'll make you cum."

    "You're sweet, but I want something more than I'm willing to let you do. I want to get fucked, Milo. I want a hard, gorgeous body on top of mine and a hard cock inside me. I want to have a little extra fun, though. Would you be up for that?"

    "I'm up for anything."

    ---

    Chloe's idea of a little extra fun was rather scary for me. I figured she'd have me visit her after she got fucked to eat her pussy. That was not part of her plan, though. Instead, we went into her apartment. She stripped me to my underwear and brought me to her bedroom. She then pulled out a pair of fuzzy handcuffs and cuffed my hands behind my back. Next she put on the same sleep mask she'd blindfolded me with a few weeks prior. After that she put a small black ball gag - I had no idea she even owned one - in my mouth and affixed it behind my head.

    "On your knees," Chloe said once I was thoroughly bound and gagged. I did as I was told. "Now get under the bed."

    I wanted to protest or ask her what she was talking about, but I was gagged and couldn't utter a single word.

    "You're going to lie facedown under my bed while I get fucked, Milo. You're going to remain silent while you're under there. Your presence will prove exciting for me, which is why you're going to do what I say without hesitation or argument. You'll be under there for quite some time, too, as the guy I've invited over has a great deal of stamina and tends to fuck me more than once."

    She said nothing more so I did what she wanted. I carefully got on my stomach and inched my way under her bed. It was a great deal more difficult than you might imagine given that my hands were cuffed behind my back, but I managed it.

    I had no sense of time while I was under her bed and Chloe didn't really interact with me, either. Eventually, the guy showed up. He told Chloe that she looked "super fucking hot" and then they came into the bedroom.

    I heard kissing. I heard moaning. I heard fingering - based on the wetness, at least - and I'm pretty sure I heard some dick stroking. The guy's voice didn't sound especially familiar so I ruled out it being the famous actor from the TV show. It could have been anyone, though, as a girl like Chloe has no shortage of suitors to choose from when she's in the mood to get fucked.

    "Your dick is so big," Chloe said at one point. "And so fucking hard."

    "Hard for you. Hard for your mouth." He was not terribly subtle, but it worked as the sound of a blowjob soon filled Chloe's bedroom.

    I was hard, in case you were wondering. That might seem insane given that I was bound, gagged, and blindfolded under her bed, but I was hard as a rock. I was jealous, too, but not as badly as you might imagine. I mean, Chloe is way out of my league.

    "Fuck, you're so fucking good at that," the guy said. "Jesus, Chloe...I swear, I have never gotten my dick sucked like you suck it."

    There was an audible pop as his cock left her mouth. "Yeah? I'm a good cocksucker?"

    He moaned and the sound of a blowjob soon resumed. I was fairly certain the guy was so awash in pleasure that he couldn't think of a single thing to say.

    "Will you fuck me?" she asked. "Will you pound my tight little pussy that way it needs to be pounded?"

    "Fuck yes I will."

    I listened as a condom wrapper was torn open. They shifted in the bed. Based on the sounds that followed, Chloe had moved to her back and was getting fucked missionary style. The guy was definitely pounding her, too. It was like he was trying to break her bed. It was actually a little scary to lie beneath the bed as it all unfolded, but everything held up.

    As Chloe had said he would, the guy fucked her twice. There wasn't much time between each round, though, and I was hard throughout. I kept picturing the sex. I could see Chloe getting fucked and it was beautiful. Plus, she's quite the vocal lover, spewing all sorts of wondrous dirty talk about how good his dick felt, about how deep he was inside her, about how badly she wanted her tight little pussy to make his cock feel good.

    He left soon after his second orgasm. Chloe had cum at least half a dozen times, if not more. She walked him out, returned to her bedroom, and crawled into the bed and said nothing at all.

    I panicked. I made noise. I tried to wriggle out from under the bed. Chloe shushed me at one point and told me that she would let me out from under her bed when she was ready.

    I'm not sure how much time passed before she was ready, but she did eventually order me to crawl out from under the bed. Once I'd done so, Chloe directed me to my back on the mattress, which was a welcome change from the floor.

    She removed the ball gag and wiped some of the saliva from my chin. She ran her finger over my lips and then probed my mouth.

    "Keep your mouth open," she said after removing her fingers.

    I did so right up until something unexpected touched my lips. I closed them tight and Chloe slapped my dick hard enough that I rolled onto my side in pain.

    "Keep your mouth open," she reiterated.

    I rolled onto my back and opened my mouth. This time, I kept it open as she lowered something onto my tongue. At first was confused. Then I figured out that it was a used condom she'd put in my mouth. I had, in a way, another man's load on my tongue. I could feel the warmth of the cum through the latex. It seemed like a big load, though I couldn't see a damn thing so I had no real way of knowing.

    "I'm going to feed you, Milo," she said softly. "And you're going to eat everything I feed you."

    I shook my head. I was rewarded with another hard slap on my dick, which was still hard in my underwear.

    "Yes, Milo. You're going to eat his cum because, as it turns out, I'm really fucking turned on at the idea of feeding you cum, especially another man's cum. Think of it as an act of service. You're going to eat his cum to make me happy. To make me very, very happy."

    She then pulled the condom from my mouth. The reprieve was very brief, though, as the other end of it - the open end that the cum would pour out of - was soon between my lips.

    "Get ready," she said.

    I wasn't ready. How could I be ready for something like that?

    It didn't matter. Soon enough there was cum in my mouth. Another man's cum. Another man's hot cum. There was so much of it. More followed, too, as Chloe seemed to empty the entirety of the condom.

    "Now swallow," she said. "Swallow his cum. Swallow his load. Swallow the hot, thick cum that my pussy extracted from his gorgeous cock."

    I swallowed and I heard a guttural sound of pleasure emerge from Chloe's throat. It was nearly enough to make the act of swallowing someone else's seed feel worthwhile. Not quite, but nearly.

    "Very good," she said. "Just one more to go."

    My stomach churned at the idea of swallowing another load. Chloe left the bedroom. She returned soon after. The open end of the second condom was placed in my mouth. Chloe emptied it soon after.

    "Swallow," she said. "Swallow his fucking load. Fuck...swallow it like a fucking cum whore."

    I swallowed. Then I heard Chloe masturbating. The sound of her wetness was crystal clear. She crawled into the bed. She sat on my face.

    "Eat me," she said. "Eat my pussy. Make me cum."

    I ate her pussy. I made her cum. Pleasure swirled through my body. It was beyond thrilling to get to lick her like that, to get to pleasure her, to be the last man of the evening to get her off.

    When she was finished, Chloe climbed off my face and left the room. She returned soon after to take off the sleep mask and uncuff my hands. She helped me up and I got dressed before Chloe led me to her door.

    "Take these," she said while pressing a pair of her panties into my hands. "Feel free to do as you like with them. Sniff them. Jerk off into them. Wear them. I don't give a fuck. Consider them a gift, though. A token of my appreciation."

    "Thank you for letting me serve you tonight," I said.

    She smiled. "Are you grateful that I let you swallow a superior man's cum for my pleasure?"

    My dick throbbed. "Yes, I am. Thank you for letting me turn you on in that way, for feeding me his...for feeding me a superior man's cum." It was such a turn on to utter those words, which is so humiliating.

    "You're welcome, Milo."

    Chloe kissed me on the cheek, opened her door, and ushered me out.

    I went back to my apartment, stripped, and jerked off into her panties. I thought about her feeding me the other guy's cum. It turned me on. It was fucked up and humiliating, but it turned me on and I'm pretty sure that cumming while I thought about it only served to ensure that it would turn me on even more the next time.

    The next day I worked furiously on the script. I wanted to get the first draft done. I wanted to make Chloe happy. I wanted to get that handjob, too. I mean, of course I wanted that handjob.

    It was good when I got it, too. Really good. That's a story for another time, though. I'll be back soon enough.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    I was on my knees. I wore a leather collar around my neck. There was a leash attached to the collar. A man named Russ McGavin held the other end of the leash as I sucked his cock. Despite my eager service to Chloe, I never would have imagined I'd end up in that particular situation. I went willingly, though.

    It didn't happen all at once, of course. It started with writing that summer camp slasher horror flick I mentioned in my last entry. As soon as the idea took hold, I spent every free moment I had on it. I worked my waiter job, I served Chloe when she needed it, and I wrote. I would occasionally put on a slasher flick if I had writer's block and needed inspiration, but for the most part my life was an absolute blur of work for a few months.

    Writing a script isn't as simple as finishing the rough draft and going on your merry way, of course. You have to get notes on your draft. You have to implement those notes. Then you repeat that process as many times as is necessary to ensure the script is good enough to be sent to the kind of professionals - producers, mostly - that can get it funded.

    I finished the first draft in three weeks, printed it out, and delivered it to Chloe. She looked genuinely excited as I offered her the pages and she invited me in. I was rewarded with a soft kiss on the cheek and then immediately put to work as she sat down to read. I cleaned her dishes, did her laundry, and thoroughly cleaned her apartment. Once I'd finished with that, Chloe had me join her on the couch so I could offer up a foot and leg massage while she finished the last handful of pages.

    "I like it," she said.

    You have no idea how big a relief it is to hear someone say that after they've read your script.

    "I do have notes, though."

    "Of course. Of course."

    She smiled. "First, though, I want to say that I love the character you've written for me. I like that there's a bit of depth to her, that she's working through her trauma by...well, by killing all sorts of people in the bloodiest manner possible. I like that you've decided to make it really gory, too."

    "Well, a gory movie can make a lot of money. Terrifier 3 and Evil Dead Rise were bloody as hell and they both made plenty of money. I see no reason to hold back, you know?"

    "I noticed there's no sex scene," she said. "I think we need to add one. At least one, actually. I mean, what kind of summer camp movie doesn't have a sex scene?"

    I'd felt a little awkward about writing a sex scene. I've heard so many actresses talk about how they hate doing them that I just figured Chloe wouldn't be interested.

    "What kind of sex scene did you have in mind?"

    She looked away for a moment and then turned back and smiled. "Let's say you're my boyfriend. We're young. We haven't had sex yet. We're going to spend our summer as counselors at a sleepaway camp. When we get there, we have a few days where it's just us and the other counselors. As it turns out, we're both determined to have sex for the first time in that span of a few days. How would you do it? Not as a writer. But as you."

    I rubbed her feet as I gave it genuine thought. The first thing that popped to mind was how I'd lost my virginity, which happened on a camping trip. I wasn't dating the girl, though. I was 18. We'd met the first day of the camping trip. We'd made out by the second day. By the last day we'd determined that we were going to lose our virginity to each other. We'd scouted a spot in the woods where a rather sizable boulder provided cover. We brought a blanket and a condom and we had sex that probably wasn't very good but that I certainly remember as quite lovely. I'm pretty sure she came, but I could be wrong about that.

    Transport that scene to a movie and it's the sort of thing that would make you like the characters as you get to see them both be quite vulnerable as they get naked and make love for the first times in their lives.

    I shared my story with Chloe and she smiled and leafed through the script pages. She thought that was an ideal sex scene for two of the supporting characters, that it would make their eventual deaths more painful because we'd have gotten to know them on a deeper level after having witnessed their sex scene.

    "What about for my character?" she asked. "She's not innocent. We know from the start that she's not innocent. I like it that way, actually. Nobody thinks of her as the final girl because of that. In fact, at first, you don't think she's the lead of the movie. You think she's the first one that's going to get killed, and in the tradition of these movies, that means she needs to have sex in a certain kind of way. She needs to be a little bit naughtier. She needs to seem like she's initiating the sex. Horror movies always kill the slutty-seeming girl, after all."

    "And you don't mind playing a slutty-seeming girl?" I asked.

    She smiled and moved one of her feet between my legs. Her toes massaged my cock and I was hard in an instant. Chloe had forbidden me from cumming until I'd finished the first draft, which had proved to be an excellent motivational tool and ensured that even the slightest bit of affection would give me an erection.

    "I don't think I'd have a lot of luck playing the good girl, Milo," she said with a smile. "It's just not my thing. Nobody succeeds playing an outright whore, but I know what works for me, and the seductive, perhaps a little bit slutty kind of girl...that's what works for me. That's how I'm going to climb to the top, Milo."

    She was right. She didn't come off as the good girl, the innocent ingénue. That was okay, though. There was always room for actresses that lit up the screen with sex appeal.

    "Is there a chance you wouldn't know what to do with a girl like me, Milo? That you wouldn't have the foggiest idea how to seduce a girl like me?"

    I nodded. She was right.

    Then, to my surprise, Chloe pulled her feet from my lap, shifted to her knees, and crawled towards me. "Oddly enough, I think that works. I think you should reshape the relationship between my character and her boyfriend. Don't make him weak, but I don't love that he's a dickish jock. Make him a little quieter. Handsome, of course, and still pretty well built, but the kind of guy that intends on getting a computer science or engineering degree when he goes off to college in the fall. Make him the kind of guy that's more than happy to do what his beautiful, seductive girlfriend wants."

    A moment later Chloe was sitting in my lap. She took my hands and placed them on her bare waist (she had on a cropped t-shirt and shorts). She leaned in and kissed me, which was everything I wanted in that moment, though it was entirely unexpected. The tongue that followed was equally surprising, though I rolled with it. I kissed her back. I let my hands wander up her stomach. I found her bare breasts - she rarely wore a bra in her apartment - and I was pretty stunned that she didn't pull back and slap me as I played with her tits. She didn't, though. Instead, Chloe moved her hips over my crotch, grinding into my stiff dick and flooding my body with arousal.

    Then it was over. She smiled, stood up, and glanced at the tent in my pants. I wanted her with every fiber of my being. I wanted to kiss her, to strip her naked, to suck on her tits, to finger her pussy, to fuck her.

    "That made me a little wet," she said before reaching into her shorts and rubbing her pussy just a few feet from where I sat. "Mmm, maybe more than a little wet. How nice."

    "Can I...can I masturbate with you?"

    She laughed. "Absolutely not. You're not worthy of that. You haven't earned the right to look at me while you jerk off, Milo. Not even close. That would be using my body for your pleasure, and you're not even close to earning that."

    Instead of feeling defeated, all I wanted was to do whatever it took to earn that privilege.

    "Can I go down on you?" I asked.

    She shook her head. "I might let you eat my pussy after we finish going over the script. Until then, you're going to sit there like a good boy and take my notes."

    It took another two hours to get all the notes, though there was a lot of discussion in there as we worked together to flesh out the characters, which was largely what she was concerned with. It made sense, too, as an actor is going to care more about the characters than anything else. I have to admit that on the first pass I was mostly concerned with creating a spectacular collection of kills to delight audiences with.

    When we'd finished, Chloe stripped in her living room. She let me stare as she played with her tits and fingered her pussy a little, but I wasn't allowed to touch myself. In fact, I had to keep my hands behind my head to make sure there was no chance I could masturbate.

    My hands remained in that position as Chloe straddled me on her couch. She was naked and utterly perfect and I wanted nothing more than to touch her. She didn't let me, though. She moved her hips over my lap. She leaned in close enough that her nipple brushed over my lips several times, but I wasn't allowed to do anything with it. I was being teased. I was being driven mad.

    Eventually Chloe got up and took me to her bedroom. She put the sleep mask over my eyes and had me get in her bed. She straddled my face and took it for a ride until she'd had three orgasms. She was fully dressed by the time the sleep mask came off. She handed me the script with all of her notes written in red ink and kicked me out of her apartment. She informed me that I wasn't permitted to orgasm until I'd finished the second draft.

    Thankfully, the second draft is almost always quicker than the first. In my case, it took a week. Again I printed it out and hand delivered it to Chloe. In return, she handed me her dry cleaning and told me to take it in and pay for it.

    I did so without hesitation. I found it oddly pleasurable to pay for things for Chloe, though I'll admit that buying her lingerie to get fucked in was far more exciting than paying for her dry cleaning.

    She'd given me a grocery list, as well, so I went to Gelson's to get everything and returned to find Chloe in her bedroom. She instructed me to put all the groceries away and join her. I did so with great haste, though I made sure to do a good job as Chloe could get quite frustrated if I was sloppy when I completed tasks for her.

    When I returned to the bedroom, Chloe was dressed in the lingerie I'd bought her. She was seated in her bed with her legs crossed and I stood in the doorway and ogled her.

    "The second draft is excellent, Milo," she said. "I'm going to send it to my manager in the morning. Now you get a reward."

    I said nothing. I did nothing. I waited because I knew that's what I was supposed to do.

    "Strip," she said.

    I removed my clothes. My cock was half hard without being touched.

    Chloe wiggled her toes. "You may suck on my toes."

    I moved to the foot of the bed and crawled forward. I lowered my head. I took her big toe in my mouth. I sucked on it. As I did, Chloe rubbed her pussy through the delicate lace that covered it. She moaned softly and it was a glorious sound. I wanted to look up, but I knew better. I wasn't permitted to take such pleasures. I had to be granted them.

    I sucked all ten of her toes. I did so for long enough that my back started to feel a little sore. Chloe masturbated the entire time, though I think it was at least partly designed to tease me, because she didn't cum.

    "Crawl closer," she said after I'd given her toes a thorough bath with my mouth.

    I crawled closer until my crotch was directly over her feet. I could smell her. It was a mixture of perfume and the scent of her arousal. It was intoxicating. She traced her fingers over my lips and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked on them as she smiled.

    "You're so obedient," she said. "You've been so obedient from the very start. Does it make you happy to obey me, Milo?"

    I nodded.

    "Good, because it makes me happy to have an obedient man in my life. I like knowing that I can count on you to do as you're told, to serve me, and to do so without complaint."

    Her fingers left my mouth and she leaned forward. Our lips met for a remarkably deep kiss. Her toes teased my cock and I was hard and dripping precum before long.

    "Have you ever been propositioned, Milo?"

    I shook my head.

    "No one has ever suggested that you could further your career by offering a sexual favor of some kind?"

    "No. Has that happened to you?"

    She nodded. "Of course it has. It's happened to every single pretty young woman in Hollywood. I'd like you to add a kill scene to the movie. One where the head of the camp - let's make him in his 40s - propositions my character. Make it subtle. Have him suggest that she could be the one running the camp if she was willing to show him certain consideration. Make his death quick. Blood splatter across the window. That sort of thing."

    "I will." I took a breath. "Did someone proposition you recently?"

    She nodded. "A showrunner. Some shitty crime procedural. Said he could get me a guest star if I sucked his dick. He's a pig. As if a guest star on a single episode is worth sucking cock for."

    I noted that she seemed to be implying she would suck cock for a greater reward. I suppose she was hardly alone in that, though.

    "If only I could find a man who'd want to fuck your mouth," she said with a smile. "I could offer you up for my benefit. I could tell him that you'd be willing to do whatever it took to help me."

    Her fingers entered my mouth again. I sucked as my cock throbbed harder. I did not want to suck cock, and yet there was a part of me that was turned on by the suggestion that I'd do so for Chloe's benefit.

    "I don't even have to ask," she whispered, "I know you'd do it for me, Milo. I know you'd be a cocksucker for me. I know you'd get on your knees and suck dick if it would make me happy. I know you'd do anything for me."

    I was glad she didn't ask because I might have disappointed her with my answer.

    "Of course, I have a feeling that men like that are hardly ever satisfied with whatever they asked for. You give a blowjob and they want another. You give another and they want to fuck you. They keep moving the goal posts because they get off on having power over you. Though if it was you I was offering up, I suppose I wouldn't care that much if he wanted more than just a blowjob. It wouldn't cost me anything to offer up your ass, would it Milo?"

    I felt genuine fear in that moment, but my dick still throbbed. Arousal is a confusing thing sometimes.

    Then Chloe leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. She lifted her feet to stroke my dick as I held my position on my hands and knees in her bed. She kissed me softly before her lips moved to my neck and then my earlobe.

    Then she whispered, "Would you let someone fuck you if it benefited me, Milo? Would you take it up the ass to help me achieve my goals?"

    To my complete and utter embarrassment, I came. It wasn't because I wanted to get fucked. The idea was terrifying to me. I was, however, turned on by surrendering to that level of service, of suffering, I suppose, to be of service to her. I was also turned on by the kissing and the footjob.

    Chloe didn't look happy when I finished cumming. She hadn't given me permission, after all.

    "Clean up your mess right now," she said.

    I backed up and licked my cum off her feet and sheets. I did as thorough a job as I could, though of course I couldn't lick it all out of her sheets.

    "I'm sorry I came without permission."

    "You should be," she replied, though Chloe looked less angry than I would have thought. "It's nice to know that you'd be willing to go to such great lengths to serve me, though."

    "I...I don't know if that's true."

    "Your orgasm was your answer, Milo. We both know it. I'm not saying you'd enjoy serving me in that way, but I think we both understand that you'd do it. I can't imagine I'll ever have use for that particular level of service from you, but now I know that you'd be willing to suck dick and get fucked up the ass if it would benefit me, and that's a very useful bit of information."

    I wanted to argue with her, but I wasn't entirely sure she was wrong. I wouldn't have liked it, but there was a chance I'd do it. Instead of arguing I simply told myself that it would never come to that. I was wrong, of course, but I had no way of knowing that in that moment.

    "I was going to let you watch me masturbate, you know," she said. "That won't be happening for quite some time, though, and now you have to strip my bed, wash my sheets, and make my bed while I go to your apartment to masturbate. Now give me your keys."

    I did what she wanted. Chloe left her apartment as I washed her sheets and made her bed. She came back fifteen minutes later and handed me my keys.

    "I masturbated twice," she said, but that was all.

    Later, after I'd finished her laundry, I returned to my apartment. I tried to discern where she'd masturbated, but I couldn't tell. All I knew was that a beautiful girl had cum twice in my apartment. I liked that notion.

    I added the scene Chloe wanted - the one where the guy propositions her - and then emailed her the new script with a watermark for her agent.

    We got notes from her agent three days later. They were bigger and involved more substantial changes - mostly making it a little more audience friendly - so it took three weeks to implement them. I was again forbidden from cumming during that time and again my life was all work divided between the script, working as a waiter, and serving Chloe in whatever way she deemed necessary.

    When I finished, the changes were again sent off to her agent. We were told it would be at least a week until we heard back.

    A few days later I was called to Chloe's apartment well after midnight. It was lucky that I was still awake. I rushed down to her place and found Chloe sitting on her couch in a remarkably sexy skirt and cropped sleeveless turtleneck. Her hair was in a high, tight ponytail and she had on a dark eye shadow and matching dark lipstick. I found the whole look remarkably sexy.

    Chloe stood as I came inside and closed the door. She stopped at the edge of the couch - putting a distance of a few yards between us - and said, "As I'm sure you know, some women find great allure in the idea of fucking a famous man. Some even find the idea of sucking a famous man's cock to be hugely arousing."

    I nodded.

    "You see, most famous men - especially those that are good looking - have their pick of almost any woman. So, when a man like that picks you, well, it feels good. It boosts your confidence. At least, that's the idea. I really couldn't care less. I like getting fucked by a hot guy, of course, but who gives a shit if he's famous? If his dick is big and he's got a great body, I'm all for it."

    She seemed a little drunk, which might have accounted for the slight sway in her body and the gently off-kilter smile on her face. "Did you fuck someone famous tonight?" I asked.

    Chloe nodded. "I did. I’m not going to say who, but we met at a party in the Hills. He was a little shorter than I would have preferred - so many actors are short - but he had a bigger cock than you'd expect and he used it better than famous men often do. I came three times on that gorgeous cock of his. I came hard enough that I screamed his name at one point, actually."

    I stepped towards her. I wanted to go down on her.

    Chloe held up her hand. "Where are you going?"

    "I want to go down on you."

    "Wouldn't that be a reward for you? Wouldn't eating my pussy be something that you crave?"

    I nodded. "I finished the draft."

    She smiled. "So you think you deserve a reward?"

    I nodded again, though I probably shouldn't have. The truth was, I didn't deserve anything. That much had been made clear over the course of my relationship with Chloe. She decided what I got. What I deserved had nothing to do with it.

    "I still haven't punished you for cumming on my feet," she said before stepping past me and heading for her kitchen. She was gone for just a handful of seconds before returning with a used condom in her hand. "Follow me."

    I followed Chloe into her bedroom. I immediately spotted the dildo attached to the wall via a suction cup. It was at a very particular height. One that would match the height of my ass were I on my knees.

    "Strip," she instructed.

    I can tell you that I wasn't so fond of stripping as it was pretty damn obvious what was going to happen. I adore serving Chloe, though, and by that point my service to her had gotten wrapped up in advancing my screenwriting career, so I was even more motivated to do as she desired.

    As I stripped, Chloe put the used condom on the dildo. She reached up, pulled the hair band that kept her ponytail in place, and double wrapped it around the base of the dildo to keep the condom in place. She then pointed to the floor and said, "Suck it."

    I dropped to my hands and knees. I crawled forward. I wrapped my lips around the condom-wrapped dildo. I could feel the cum inside moving around as I sucked on the head like it was a perfectly natural thing to do.

    As I sucked, I felt something cool and wet on my ass. I pulled back and whipped my head around and Chloe smacked my ass so hard I nearly fell over.

    "Suck that cock!" she demanded.

    I turned back and took the dildo in my mouth once more. I kept sucking while Chloe spread the cool liquid over my ass, making it perfectly clear what was coming next.

    "Turn around," she said. "Get that dick up your ass."

    I knew those words were coming, and yet hearing them was a little bit horrifying. I turned around, though. I backed up. My feet hit the wall first. My hips kept moving back until I felt the toy against my asshole. I pushed and searing pain exploded from my ass.

    "I can't," I said.

    "You can and you will," she replied. "You get to cum if you do it to my satisfaction, and you get to listen to me masturbate. I might even let you taste my pussy."

    I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and willed my asshole to relax. I pushed back and suddenly it felt very much like I had to take a huge dump. That's because I had something up my ass, though. As it turns out, your body makes clear to you that you need to evacuate your ass when you put something up there.

    "Now fuck yourself," Chloe said before moving to her nightstand, opening the drawer, and pulling out the sleep mask. It was on me a moment later and I was plunged into darkness.

    I fucked myself like she wanted. I did so slowly because anything else would have hurt far too much.

    "You know, you look good," she said. "Better than I expected. I thought you'd look pathetic, but I can see why guys like watching a girl fuck a toy. This is kind of hot. It makes it hotter that you're doing it because I ordered it, though. Much hotter."

    I listened to her masturbate. Her pussy was wet. She'd gotten fucked that night so that might have accounted for a lot of the wetness, but she was soaked and it sounded really hot.

    Then her fingers filled my mouth. I felt her breath on my cheek. She fucked my face while I fucked my ass and I was a little bit horrified to feel precum dripping from my dick. I wasn't hard, but I was, in fact, turned on. There was a lot of precum dripping from my dick. It was so fucking strange.

    "You know, I can't help but hope that I'm actually in a situation to whore you out," she whispered before pulling her fingers free and kissing me softly. Chloe resumed masturbating as her tongue entered my mouth and I found myself feeling quite happy that I'd done as I was told, that I'd fucked my ass with the condom-wrapped dildo because it had resulted in that blissful kiss.

    "I probably won't," she continued, "but it would be so much fun if I got to advance my career by making you service someone else. Man or woman, to be honest. I don't give a fuck. I just wanna whore you out, Milo."

    I suddenly wanted it. I knew I didn't really want it, but my body responded like I did. My dick actually started to grow. More precum poured from the tip.

    Then Chloe came. Her pussy must have been really close to my face - maybe she'd stood up - because all the wetness was really loud.

    After her orgasm, Chloe once more opened her nightstand drawer. Soon after I felt her hand on my cock. It took a few moments to realize she was putting a condom on me.

    I didn't get a handjob, though.

    "If you can cum, go ahead and do it," she said.

    Not long after I felt her lips against mine. I felt her tongue in my mouth. She moaned softly and lifted one of my hands from the floor and placed it on her bare breast.

    "Cum for me while you have a cock in your ass," she whispered. "Cum for me while you get fucked and play with my tits."

    Unbelievably, I came for her. It took a while, but I came. I hadn't realized how vigorously I was fucking myself at that point, but it produced an orgasm. I don't know how and I don't care. It was spectacular. My cock pulsed wildly in the condom and my asshole clamped down hard on the toy, producing a gently unpleasant sensation that was easily overwhelmed by the pleasure of my climax.

    When I'd finished, Chloe stood. "You can let that cock out of your ass."

    I did so and my hole gaped for a moment. It felt nice to be empty, but there was a small part of me that found it strange to no longer be filled.

    Chloe removed the sleep mask and she was dressed in shorts and a cropped hoodie. She pulled the condom from my cock and had me sit on my knees. She then poured my load into my mouth and had me swallow it.

    "You can get dressed and leave," she said. "I have an audition tomorrow morning that I want you to drive me to. After that I have a meeting with a potential new manager. You can drive me to that, too, and you can wait in the car during the meeting. After that you can buy me lunch and then maybe, just maybe, I'll let you take me lingerie shopping and model the lingerie for you."

    "All of that would make me very happy," I replied, and I meant it.

    She smiled and walked away. I got dressed and headed out. I served her all day the next day. I even had to trade shifts at the restaurant so I could keep serving her. That was fine, though. Serving Chloe was the thing that made me happiest.

    I'm running a little long here, so next time I'll finish telling you how I ended up on my knees with a dick in my mouth and a collar around my neck.

    Thankfully, that particular act of service had a very positive outcome for my career and I can’t wait to share it with you.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    After four months of rewrites under the watchful eye of our producer and newly-hired director we got a green light. It wasn't a big budget movie - just $2.5 million - and I didn't get paid much for my script, but that's usually how it goes the first time out and that's almost always how it goes when you're making horror, especially when you're making a throwback slasher like ours.

    I couldn't have been more excited. The same was true for Chloe. I continued to serve her while doing rewrites, of course. I spent all my time either serving Chloe or working on the script, and while that might sound awful to some of you, it was blissful for me. I cleaned her apartment, did her grocery shopping, did her laundry, massaged her feet and - when I was lucky - her body, served her pussy with my tongue, listened occasionally as she got fucked, drank the cum of the men she fucked while she masturbated, and a great deal more. Every time I got to serve it felt like a reward for the work I'd done on the script and it kept me going through the tough days when I was absolutely certain I was a terrible writer and every word that came out of me was utter garbage.

    We shot in early September at a lakeside summer camp in upstate New York. The leaves hadn't yet turned and the weather was still pretty damn warm, so it was a more pleasant experience than you might imagine.

    The screenwriter is not always welcome on set, so I was thrilled when Chloe invited me. I was told, of course, that I would be expected to serve. That also included serving Russ, the producer who made the film happen. I'd served him several times already, including the time I mentioned where I was collared and leashed and made to suck his cock in his office while Chloe watched. I didn't end up having to suck his dick all that often - which I was glad for - but it happened every few weeks and by the time the shoot rolled around I was more proficient at giving head than I ever imagined I'd be. I wouldn't say I was especially proud of that fact, but Chloe made sure to compliment me on my cocksucking skills with some frequency and each time she did I felt a little better about the fact that I was a straight man (I suppose I'm straight, but perhaps sucking cock more than half a dozen times automatically makes me bisexual) that had given quite a few blowjobs.

    Though it was unconventional, the director insisted that the actors stay in the camp cabins before and during the shoot. They were all young, of course, and because of that they were all willing to get on board despite the union rules that dictated they be offered far nicer accommodations.

    There was no need for me to stay in the cabins, but Chloe demanded it and so I bunked with two of the actors playing camp counselors. We all arrived a week ahead of shooting and the actors all participated in camp activities, which the director wanted to use as bonding exercises. They all rolled their eyes at first, but it turns out that summer camp is a hell of a lot of fun and everyone had a good time swimming in the lake, hiking, doing trust falls, playing flag football, doing various crafting projects, etc. It's hard to say if it made the performances better, but I'm pretty sure that when you watch your actual friend get fake-stabbed by a masked killer that it's easier to act like you're horrified by what's unfolding in front of you.

    I'm sure you won't be surprised to hear that Chloe began a sexual relationship with the film's male lead, Grady. He's got a big social media following and loves to promote his stuff, which is how he got the role. He's done a few movies and was on a Netflix show as the second lead. He's a year younger than Chloe and is good looking, obviously, but not in that square-jawed kind of way. It works for the part, to be honest, as you don't want the character to look like a superhero. He does have abs, though. All the actors on set have abs. It's incredible. I don't know how they do it.

    Chloe and Grady first fucked on the third night there. I know because she texted me as soon as it was over. She dropped a pin for me and instructed me to come and find her.

    I got dressed without waking my cabin mates, headed out, and wound my way towards the pin, which involved moving into the woods. I'm not normally a jumpy person, but we were there to film a horror movie and it was late and dark and the moon was just a sliver so every little sound in the woods freaked me out.

    When I reached the pin, Chloe was nowhere to be found. I called out her name - in as loud a whisper as I could manage - and stayed still and silent as I wanted for her to call back.

    I heard a crunch behind me. I whipped around and saw someone wearing a mask and holding an axe. I screamed. A full-on scream. I backed up, tripped over something, and fell on my ass. That's when Chloe lifted the mask and swung the axe into her leg, proving that it was made of rubber. She was laughing quite heartily while doing so as I tried my best to breathe deeply to calm my heart.

    "Fuck, Chloe," I said. "That was fucking terrifying."

    It wasn't until then that I noticed she was wearing a short, pleated skirt and a cropped t-shirt that showed off her belly button. I'd only seen the mask and the axe. Everything else had disappeared as the terror took over.

    Chloe offered her hand and helped me up. "Sorry. I couldn't help myself." She laughed again. "You should have seen the look on your face, Milo."

    I took the axe from her and ran my fingers over the blade, which was neither a blade nor sharp. "Is this from props?"

    "Yeah. It looks real, doesn't it? I get to wield that thing. I get to chop someone's head off with it, or a dummy's head, at least. It's going to be awesome."

    She was delighted. Genuinely so. I could see it all over her face. I felt at least partially responsible for her delight as I'd written the movie and literally sucked cock to get the movie funded.

    It seemed that Chloe agreed because she kissed me. She'd kissed me before, of course - increasingly so as we got closer to the script's completion - but it didn't happen all that often. It felt wondrous every time, but the kiss in the woods somehow felt better. I think it's because we were at summer camp. There's something kind of romantic about that, and the fact that we were in the woods at night and kissing played into that.

    It's also possible I was making every bit of that up, because Chloe tasted a little different than usual.

    "I let Grady cum in my mouth," she said when I asked about the taste.

    "And then you shared it with me?"

    Our bodies were still close as she smiled. "I know you've grown fond of the taste of cum, especially when it's delivered via my tongue. You can deny it, Milo, but we both know you'd be lying if you did. I've turned you into a cum dumpster, except you like it. You crave it."

    I was hard, which I'm sure she felt. "Yes, I do," I admitted. "Especially when the cum is shared via a kiss."

    "Like this?"

    We kissed again. Her tongue moved deeper into my mouth. The taste was faint but quite obvious. As our tongues entwined, I thought of Chloe letting Grady cum in her mouth, which I presumed he'd done after fucking her. It seemed like an act of kindness on her part, something a woman does to make a man happy, as if Grady wasn't quite satisfied by cumming in the condoms they used.

    "Did he fuck you?" I asked.

    "He did. I had two orgasms. He's quite skilled, you know. He's better than most actors I've been with, most of whom are too insecure to be any good at sex. Grady's different. He fucks better than almost anyone I've ever been with."

    I felt - very briefly - like I wanted to prove to Chloe that I could fuck her better than Grady. That was delusional, of course. He was younger, better looking, and in much better shape than me. There was no way I could fuck her better than him. The jealousy made me want to try, though, but I kept that desire to myself as expressing it would have been beyond embarrassing.

    To my delight, Chloe took my hand and guided it under her skirt. My fingers found her pussy lips and she smiled as I penetrated her. I marveled at how wet she was - truly soaked - and she smiled as she no doubt saw the look on my face. I imagine it was a mixture of desire and jealousy as she let me finger what I would never be able to fuck.

    "I heard Kara talking about you the other day," Chloe said as my fingers moved in and out of her.

    Kara was an actress on the film. She was playing one of the camp counselors. She was cute. Nowhere near as beautiful as Chloe, of course, but few women were. I'd eaten lunch with Kara on our second day at the camp. She was charming - most actors are - and I liked that she'd made the character choice of always having her red hair in braided pigtails. It enhanced her cuteness, though when paired with a v-neck t-shirt that showed off her ample cleavage, that cuteness somehow transitioned to sexiness, which meant it was hard work not to stare at her tits, though she did catch me stealing a glance a few times. I couldn't tell for sure, but I didn't get the impression that it bothered Kara that I'd looked.

    "Oh, shit, was she...did I upset her?" I asked as I panicked at the idea that Kara had actually been quite upset that I'd glanced at her breasts.

    Chloe grabbed my wrist, pulled my fingers from her pussy, and directed them to my mouth. I sucked them clean, of course, and she offered a smile.

    "She was asking one of the other actors if you were single," she said with a smile. "She thinks you're cute, Milo. I don't know if she's thinking about an on set fling - those are quite a lot of fun - or if she's thinking about something more, but she thinks you're cute."

    The taste of Chloe's pussy filled my mouth as I felt a warm glow spread from inside me. Kara liked me. That felt good. Really good. It had been quite a while since someone had liked me in that way, or at least since I'd known that someone had liked me.

    "Of course, you don't get to do anything with Kara without my permission," Chloe said.

    My dick got harder as she asserted her dominance, especially since I saw her eyes light up with delight.

    "You're mine, after all," she added. "You suck cock when I tell you to. You eat pussy when I tell you to. You drink cum when I tell you to. You do as you're told and you serve me because it makes you happy. Isn't that right, Milo?"

    I nodded and Chloe pulled her fingers from my mouth. She wiped them on my shirt and then her tongue was in my mouth again. I felt like I was riding an erotic roller coaster, though it was a ride I would have been happy to remain on for the rest of the night.

    "To be honest, Milo, I think you've earned the right to have sex," Chloe said softly. "You've surpassed my expectations. You've given me everything, including your sexuality. That's a prize most men wouldn't be willing to give up."

    I hadn't really fought giving up my sexuality, or at least my mouth's sexuality. I hadn't especially hated any of the blowjobs I'd given Russ, either, a fact that I tried my best not to think about.

    "There is one thing you'll have to do before I let you fuck Kara, though."

    "What's that?"

    Chloe smiled and kissed my neck. "You'll have to let Russ fuck you."

    I felt a tightness in my gut. Chloe must have sensed my dismay as she guided my fingers back into her pussy. It was far cry from the pleasure of putting my cock inside her, but there was something relaxing and rather pleasurable about fingering Chloe.

    "He wants to fuck you, Milo," she said. "He likes the idea of making a straight boy take it anally. He likes the idea of fucking you multiple times, in fact, of making you his little anal slut for the night."

    I adjusted my hand to stimulate Chloe's clit while I fingered her and she responded with a lovely moan.

    "I'm going to make this your choice," she whispered. "I could order you to do it, but I don't have to. Not anymore. We got our funding. We're making our movie. However, you only get to fuck Kara if you let Russ fuck you as many times as he wants for the night. You'll go to his hotel. You'll go to his room. You'll tell him that you belong to him for the night, that he can do whatever he pleases with you."

    Chloe's legs began to tremble and I was fairly certain she was about to cum. I was equally certain that it was the notion of my surrendering to Russ that had pushed her right to the edge of her climax.

    "Can I make you cum with my tongue?" he asked.

    "Yes."

    I fell to my knees and lifted her skirt. Chloe stepped forward and pulled my mouth to her pussy. Her fingers entwined in my hair and she moaned while I licked her clit ravenously. I slipped my fingers into Chloe's pussy to work her g-spot and soon enough I had her trembling and moaning while an orgasm ripped its way through her body.

    "That was exceptional, Milo," she said afterwards.

    "Thank you for letting me make you cum."

    Chloe smiled. "You're welcome."

    I stood and she turned and headed back towards the cabins.

    "Oh, one more thing," she said while hopping over a fallen log. "You need to let Russ have you before the shoot starts if you want to fuck Kara. Which means you have four days to turn yourself over to our producer."

    I wasn't entirely sure that fucking Kara - or anyone - was worth getting fucked in the ass multiple times. I was keen on serving Chloe, though, and I got the distinct impression that she was turned on by the idea of Russ having his way with my ass.

    Chloe stopped and I tensed up as I looked ahead to see what had brought her to a standstill. Then she turned to me with a smile on her face.

    "I've just decided that Kara is the only person that will be allowed to make you cum while we're on location. No masturbating. No orgasms from me. Only Kara, and Kara is only allowed to make you orgasm if you let Russ fuck you," Chloe said.

    She was delighted with herself. She practically skipped down the path when she resumed walking. Chloe clearly wanted me to get fucked by Russ as it was now the only way I'd be allowed to orgasm for the remaining three and a half weeks we were at the camp.

    I did like Kara. She was cute and smart and funny and charming. She had great tits, too. That's shallow of me, but it's also true, and the way she flaunted them made me think - for no particular reason - that she'd be great in bed.

    So I had a decision to make. Was I willing to give up my asshole to Russ in exchange for getting to have an on set romance with Kara, which would likely mean lots of orgasms for me, assuming Chloe was right that Kara was actually interested in me.

    As we reached the camp, Chloe stopped before heading to her cabin.

    "This was fun, Milo," she said. "I think I'll make it a habit of calling you out to the woods to have a little fun. I might even try and scare you a few more times."

    "Please don't."

    "I make no promises."

    She turned and walked away.

    "Thank you, Chloe...for everything."

    Chloe looked over her shoulder and blew me a kiss before heading off towards her cabin. I watched until she was gone and then made my way down the winding path towards the smaller cabin where I'd been bunked up.

    I struggled to fall asleep that night as I couldn't keep my mind from mulling over the decision in front of me. I know it might not seem like a big leap to go from sucking dick to getting fucked, but it felt huge to me. It felt life-changing, like in my mind I'd somehow drawn a distinct boundary between oral and anal sex with a man and that crossing that boundary was going too far.

    The next day, Kara invited me on a hike. We packed a lunch - sandwiches, water, baby carrots, and chips - and set out on a trail of her choosing. She had on a pair of leggings and a matching sports bra and her hair was in braided pigtails, as always. She looked stunning, in case you were wondering.

    An hour into the hike we reached a view spot. Kara set her backpack down and I did the same. She pulled out her phone and suggested we take a selfie with the expansive lake view behind us. I moved closer and she told me to put my arm around her. I did so and my heart pounded as I felt my loins tingle in that delightful way that happens when you're considering the possibility of kissing a beautiful girl.

    Kara was clearly thinking along the same wavelength. She tucked her phone into the pocket in her leggings, turned towards me, and looked at my lips.

    "I really like you, Milo," she said.

    I put my hands on her hips. "I really like you too, Kara."

    Then we were kissing. It was electric, to be honest. The chemistry was instantaneous. I got hard in almost no time. She moaned and pressed her hips forward. Her hand moved to the back of my neck. My hands moved to the top of her ass and I squeezed it through the soft material of her leggings.

    The kiss is what sealed it for me. It was, in fact, right when her tongue entered my mouth. That's when I decided that I would let Russ fuck me, that I would do as Chloe wanted - even if she'd made it my choice - and surrender my ass - and my dignity, really - to our producer.

    It was worth it. It really was. I'll tell you about that next time.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    I served Russ. I went to his hotel, I got naked in his room, and I spent a few hours serving him. Well, his cock, really.

    He used protection when he fucked my ass, though he had me drink the cum from his condom when he was done. It was humiliating - in more ways than one - but it was supposed to be humiliating. That's at least part of what Russ gets off on and if I'm being honest, his desire to humiliate me actually made it easier to take it up the ass.

    I had the taste of his cum in my mouth when I left his room. I rode the elevator down to the lobby and pulled out my phone to order a car back to the summer camp set. I was one tap away from doing so when I saw Chloe sitting in an orange armchair just inside the lobby doors.

    "Hey," I said. "What are you doing here?"

    She stood, came over, and kissed me on the cheek. "I'm here for you."

    "Really?"

    Chloe nodded and took my hand. We returned to the elevator and once the doors had shut she pointed to her feet. I looked at her, smiled, and dropped to my knees. My asshole hurt a little bit - Russ had been aggressive - but in the moment it merely reminded me that I'd just spent two hours serving Chloe. After all, it was her desire that I give myself to Russ, that I let him fuck my ass, that I humiliate myself by offering my body for his pleasure.

    Chloe had on a pair of sandals so I kissed each of her toes as the elevator lifted us to the floor she'd selected. I was still on my knees when the door opened and I heard a gasp. I looked to see an older couple holding hands. The woman had her hand over her mouth and the guy wore a slight smirk. I wondered if he'd been on his knees in front of a woman at some point in his youth and was reliving a memory as he stared at me.

    "Kiss them again," Chloe demanded as she reached over to press the open door button and extend my exposure.

    I lowered my head to her feet and kissed all ten of her toes.

    "That's a good boy," Chloe said in a slightly patronizing tone. She was putting on a performance for the older couple.

    "Oh, my, I've never..."

    "It's alright, Gladys," the older man said. "They're just having fun and there's nothing wrong with that."

    Chloe offered a hand and I took it and stood. We walked out of the elevator and the older woman shot daggers at us with her eyes. The guy was smiling, though, and I couldn't help but wonder if he'd try and kiss his wife's toes once the elevator doors shut.

    Chloe put her arm around my waist and we walked down the hallway. Strangely enough, not once in my life had a woman led me in the way a man tends to lead with his arm around her waist. I was surprised at how much it turned me on.

    We walked to the very end of the hallway and Chloe pulled a keycard from her back pocket. She waved it over the lock and pulled down on the handle. She stepped inside and I followed. The room was bigger than Russ's and featured a small balcony overlooking the tree-laden town that hosted the hotel.

    "Russ texted his gratitude when he'd finished with you," Chloe said. "It's stressful producing a movie and you helped relieve some of that stress."

    I thought of Russ's hands on my hips and his cock driving into me from behind. I thought of him calling me names - some dirtier than others - as he pounded me. I thought of the feeling of his hips slamming into my ass, of the flesh on flesh sounds that filled his room. I was surprised to experience a small twinge of arousal, though finding arousal in humiliation had become common for me.

    "Are you stressed?" I asked.

    She walked past me and opened the sliding door to the balcony. The warm, sticky summer air blew into the room and for a moment my skin tingled. "No, but you should know that. You're quite good at catering to my every need and Grady is quite good at catering to those you're not permitted to tend to."

    Chloe glanced at my crotch, presumably to remind me that my cock would never come near her pussy, that I was not worthy of fucking someone like her. True to form, my cock stirred to life at the silent reminder that I was her submissive, that I was her servant in so many ways, and that someone like her wouldn't deign to fuck a servant.

    Then, Chloe turned away from me and looked out at the starry sky. Her clothes came off soon after and I stood on the other side of the room and admired her long legs, her impossibly tight ass, the curves of her hips, and the smooth skin of her back. I yearned to touch her, to press my lips against that skin, to shower her in kisses while cupping her breasts and making her moan the way she sometimes did when I was permitted to worship her body.

    "Come, Milo," she said. "On your knees behind me."

    I hurried towards Chloe and fell to my knees. I inhaled deeply and surmised that she hadn't showered in quite some time. The smell wasn't bad, though. It was good, in fact.

    "I'd like you to worship my asshole."

    I spread her cheeks and pressed my face between them. My tongue slipped from my mouth and danced over her asshole. I tasted saltiness and something mildly metallic. I tasted an unshowered asshole, in other words, and I was rewarded with a deep sense of submission. I closed my eyes and surrendered myself to the pleasures of worshiping an asshole. Not just eating it. Not just licking it. But worshiping it. Treating the tight, wrinkled flesh like it was a goddess that deserved to be showered in pleasure. I kneaded her ass cheeks and caressed her thighs while doing so, offering myself wholly and completely to Chloe while she stood and admired the impressively beautiful view the high floor afforded her.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she said. "As deep as you can. Taste me, Milo."

    I stiffened my tongue and pushed it into her asshole. I didn't taste much of anything, if I'm being honest, but what did end up dancing on my tongue wasn't entirely pleasant. That was the point, though. I was on my knees with my face buried between the ass cheeks of a beautiful woman. The rest of her body was naked and available but all I'd been offered was her asshole, the dirtiest part of her body. She'd started this session together by making me kiss her feet and now I was eating her ass. She was teaching me my place in case I'd forgotten it. I was beneath her. I was meant to serve her, to service all parts of her body if she desired it. I was meant to service the sexual needs of men if Chloe so desired it, and the truth was I found great pleasure in that reality and everything that came with it.

    I lost track of time between her ass cheeks, but eventually Chloe stepped away from me, turned around, and smiled. Then she moved to sit at the foot of the bed. Her legs were closed and her feet stood on their toes, drawing my attention to them.

    "Crawl to me," she said.

    I crawled across the floor towards the beautiful naked woman sitting in the bed. My body hummed with submissive excitement as I wondered what else she had in store for me.

    "On your back. I want your head right where my feet are."

    I got on my back - while trying not to think too hard about how dirty most hotel room carpets are - and rested my head right next to her feet.

    "You know, our days were somewhat similar," Chloe said as she rested a foot on my chest. "You spent a good part of your day getting fucked and so did I. Grady's insatiable, to the point that I'm fairly certain he'll be fucking one of the other actresses before the shoot is over. Hell, he might already be doing so. We're not exclusive, though. It's purely a sexual thing, as he is quite gifted in that department. Sometimes a little too selfish - men can be like that when they want to cum - but gifted nonetheless."

    Chloe's foot moved towards my face until her toes rested on my chin.

    "If he doesn't end up fucking someone else, he'll definitely get his dick sucked by someone else. The man loves blowjobs. Most men do, I suppose, but sometimes I think he might prefer getting his dick sucked over fucking."

    "Do you like sucking his dick?" I asked.

    Chloe leaned forward, looked down at me, and then stuffed her toes into my mouth. "I do. I've done it damn near every day since we got here. He's fucked me every day, too, so he's quite a virile man, which I'll admit is an attractive quality. His loads are quite large and I'm not a huge fan of cum, but he does like to cum on me, so I often let him do so."

    I couldn't help but imagine Grady marking Chloe with his cum. It struck me as something she wouldn't be into, but she'd demonstrated numerous times that she was not a pure domme. She seemed to enjoy all sorts of sexual pleasures.

    "He came on my tits today," she said. "Covered them, in fact. Again, he shoots big loads. I like watching it, to be honest. I like seeing those thick shots leave his cock and land on my tits or my stomach. I like seeing the look on his face, too."

    Her toes continued to probe my mouth as she rested her other foot on my forehead, turning me into a mute piece of furniture.

    "It's silly, but sometimes I take pleasure in the fact that a man like Grady wants me. He could have literally any of the women on set and he picked me. Of course, the same could be said the other way around, but most men don't think like that. I suspect that you do, though. I suspect, in fact, that you feel quite grateful that Kara has shown you a great deal of affection in the past week."

    "Yes," I said as Chloe rubbed her toes - which were now wet with my saliva - over my face.

    "I think I could fuck her if I wanted," Chloe said.

    I couldn't see her face - she was leaning back - which meant I couldn't determine if she was teasing me or if she was actually contemplating having sex with Kara.

    Then Chloe leaned forward and smiled down at me. "I won't, though. You've worked harder than anyone to make this movie happen. You deserve whatever pleasure Kara brings you. Hell, if you really like her, then you deserve a shot at a real relationship with her."

    There was a small part of me that wanted Chloe to be jealous of my budding relationship with Kara. It was silly, of course, as Chloe had always made it perfectly clear what I was to her. Instead of jealousy, though, I got support, which was probably better despite my inability to see it as such.

    "On your knees."

    I moved to my knees and Chloe guided me between her legs and ran her fingers through my hair. She held my gaze and pushed three fingers into my mouth. They went deep enough to trigger my gag reflex, but my experience sucking Russ's cock meant that I could control it.

    "I'm deeply appreciative of the work you've done to make this movie happen, Milo," she said while her fingers moved in and out of my mouth. "You wrote a great script, of course, but I think we both know that a great script doesn't really mean much unless you're willing to work your ass off to get it to the finish line."

    Her fingers pushed deep and Chloe held them there. My eyes watered from my body's attempts to reject the invading flesh and my stomach lurched a few times, but I held my ground and accepted her penetration of my mouth.

    "You've been willing to give all of yourself to me from the start," she said. "And today you went further than I imagined, to be honest, even when I watched you suck Russ's dick in his office. Today, you became a faggot for me."

    That was one way of putting it and when Chloe said it my cock twitched.

    "You became a full-on cock whore. A faggot fuck toy. A bottom bitch. You went to a man's hotel room and you pledged yourself for his pleasure for as long as he desired. You sucked his dick. You got face fucked. You got pounded anally. You swallowed his cum. You did it all over again and you did so while he showered you in humiliation."

    Russ had clearly given Chloe an update on how he'd spent his time with me.

    "Now you get to worship my pussy, Milo," she said. "And I'm going to allow you to have a relationship with Kara. Aren't I generous?"

    Implicit in her question was the idea that she was in control of who I dated, and that's the thing that turned me on the most. I liked that I'd surrendered control to her in that way, that I'd given myself over to Chloe in damn near every way and, even better, that she'd accepted that control and was clearly turned on by it.

    She pulled her fingers from my mouth, grabbed a handful of my hair, and guided my lips to her pussy.

    "Worship," she said.

    She smelled of sex. It was borderline pungent, though if she was being honest about having spent a good part of her day being fucked, the smell made sense. It also made eating her out hotter. It was impossible to deny the notion that someone else's cock had spent a great deal of time in the pussy that I was licking, which made my dick throb with delight.

    "You should be grateful, Milo," she said. "It's an honor for a man like you to worship the pussy of a woman like me. It's an honor to be able to do it while gazing upon my naked body, while touching my thighs, while being free of bondage."

    I wanted to tell her I was grateful, but my mouth was full of pussy.

    Eventually Chloe grabbed a second handful of hair and pulled tight as I tended to her pussy. Soon after an orgasm ripped through her body. She held onto my hair, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and unleashed one primal moan after another.

    After her climax, Chloe looked down at me and offered a hazy smile as she caressed my cheek. "You're very good with your tongue, Milo."

    "Thank you for letting me worship your pussy. And your ass."

    "You're welcome."

    Chloe scooted backwards in the bed until she was lying on her back and staring up at the ceiling.

    "I didn't clean my breasts after Grady came on them. I'd like you to do that now. If you do a good job I'll let you worship my pussy again."

    I crawled into the bed and attached my lips to her breasts. The residue of cum was quite obviously still on them and I consumed it voraciously as Chloe moaned and ran her fingers through my hair.

    I did a good job, too, because I ended up between her legs again. I gave her another orgasm and then we spent the night together in the room, though it was not especially intimate. I hoped I'd get to tend to her pussy again in the morning, but I didn't even see her naked. Chloe was in the shower before I woke up and she was dressed before emerging from the bathroom.

    We shared a car back to the camp and went our separate ways, me with a giddy smile on my face because I'd had a chance to serve Chloe in a way that had become rare since we'd arrived.

    Kara was waiting on the steps of my cabin when I returned. I felt an immediate pang of anxiety as she looked pensive while staring at the lake. She had on a tank top and cut offs and her hair was in braided pigtails that looked amazing, as they always did.

    The pensive look disappeared the moment she saw me. Instead, it was joy that crossed her face as she hopped to her feet and rushed into my arms. She leapt up and wrapped her legs around me and I managed to grab her ass and hold her up before we both toppled to the ground. Her lips found mine and our tongues entwined as whatever anxiety I'd felt was gone.

    "I came looking for you last night," she said.

    I wondered if I'd missed a text from her, but I was certain I'd checked my phone.

    "You were gone, though." Kara made a playfully said face and kissed me again. I wasn't entirely sure what was going on, but my dick was hard and I was certain she could feel it pressing into her as I held her in midair. "I ran into Chloe as I walked back to my cabin and she told me that you, her, and Russ were meeting at his hotel for script and producer stuff and that you wouldn't be back until morning."

    Chloe had covered for me, which struck me as exceedingly kind. After all, she certainly could have decided to fuck with me by planting a destructive seed of some kind in Kara's head.

    "I'm sorry I missed you," I said, "but I'm really happy to see you right now."

    "I know, I can feel it."

    I laughed and set her down. Her body was against mine a moment later. Our tongues entwined and I happily grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard through the denim shorts.

    "I asked your roommates if we could use the cabin for a little while," she said. "They cleared out, so we have privacy."

    "Really?"

    Kara kissed my neck, gently nibbled my earlobe in a manner I'd come to love since we first made out on that hike I mentioned last time, and whispered, "I really want to make you feel good, Milo. I want to show you that I can be an exceptional girlfriend, that I know how to take care of a man. Will you let me do that?"

    I nodded and Kara took my hand and led me into the cabin. She locked the door, pulled the shades over the windows, and pushed me into the bed.

    The striptease that followed was stunning. She moved like I'd rarely seen a woman move. Sexual confidence flowed through her as she danced to unheard music and kept me in a state of turgid desire without a single physical touch.

    It was the first time I'd seen her naked - we'd fooled around plenty and there had been a handjob administer at night in the woods - and her body was breathtaking. Her breasts were larger than Chloe's and her hips curvier. She was a touch soft in the middle, but in a manner that filled me with remarkable desire.

    After a thoroughly arousing striptease, Kara crawled into my lap. I was still fully clothed, which gave her the freedom to dry hump me as we kissed. I could feel the warmth of her pussy through the layers of fabric that separated my cock from her crotch and I was fairly certain she was leaving a bit of wetness behind.

    "I really like you, Milo," she said, and not for the first time.

    "I really like you too, Kara."

    She held my head in her hands and studied my face. I was certain she was trying to ascertain if I was telling the truth. I was though, so I kissed her.

    "I want to be yours, Milo. I know things can get complicated once the shoot is over, but while we're here, I want to be yours. I want to make you feel good and I want you to do the same for me."

    "I want that too." Of course I wanted that.

    Kara stopped moving and again studied my face before asking, "You and Chloe...you're close, it seems."

    I nodded. "We're neighbors. That's how we met and started working on the script."

    Kara reached down and unbuttoned my pants. She held my gaze as her fingers moved inside and found my cock. There wasn't much room to stroke me, but she moved her hand a little and it felt spectacular.

    "Does she ever make you feel like this?"

    I shook my head and Kara smiled. It seemed as though she understood that Chloe and I had a different kind of relationship, but I also detected that she wasn't keen on pushing for too much information, as if she wasn't sure she'd like what she discovered.

    Then, to my surprise, Kara got off my lap, removed my pants and underwear, and got on her knees in front of me. My cock was in her mouth a moment later and the whole world disappeared for a handful of seconds as I was bathed in the warmth and wetness of a kind of pleasure I hadn't enjoyed in a long time.

    "Does she make you feel that?" Kara asked.

    "No. She doesn't."

    Another smile and then I was in her mouth again. Her head bobbed up and down and she managed to swallow me whole, her nose pressed into my pubic hair for a few seconds. I thought of how my nose had been pressed into Russ's pubic hair the night before and then tried to banish the memory from my mind. What was happening was pure and perfect and there was no reason to poison it with thoughts of my submission to a man.

    "I'm going to suck you off, Milo," she said. "And I'm going to swallow your cum. And then we'll see if you can make me feel good, and then we'll do it all over again."

    And she did. I didn't last long, to be honest, but I doubt she was upset about that.

    I kissed her soon after she'd swallowed and that seemed to surprise and delight her to the point that she mentioned that she'd been with guys who'd refused to kiss her after a blowjob until she'd brushed her teeth.

    I then went down on her and she had two orgasms, both quite loud. We laid naked in bed - though not too close as it was warm - and fooled around again without much downtime.

    In the end, I came in her mouth twice and gave her five orgasms. It was a blissful morning and in sharp contrast to the very different kind of bliss I'd experienced the night before.

    The only question that remained was if the two worlds I found myself in - the pure submissive kink of serving Chloe and the far more vanilla pleasures of being with Kara - could be kept far enough apart that they didn't collide and destroy me in the process.

    Would I succeed? Yes, but mostly because Kara was harboring a little secret of her own.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Kara, as it turned out, had a boyfriend. I guess I should have known, but I figured that since we were hooking up that she was single.

    How did I come by knowledge, you ask? Easy. He showed up at the summer camp set. A surprise visit, apparently.

    It's actually a little more nuanced than that. It was a day off. Chloe was with Grady - her co-star and sort of boyfriend - and Russ was in New York City meeting with potential investors to help with the marketing budget. That left me free to do as I desired, which was why I headed for Kara's cabin (I’d texted and she hadn’t responded so I figured I’d just head over).

    I was half a dozen steps from her door when I heard a moan. A moan I'd heard before. Kara's moan. I stopped in my tracks. I listened. Perhaps it was one of her roommates that just happened to sound like her when she unleashed a satisfied moan.

    I heard more moans. Feminine moans. Then a distinctly masculine moan. Curiosity got the better of me and I got closer to the cabin. The sounds of sex soon filled the air. They were not making any attempt at being quiet, but that was hardly an anomaly on set.

    Yes, there was quite a lot of sex happening on set, but of course there was. You put lots of young, good-looking people in cabins in the woods and you're going to get lots of sex.

    Since I couldn't see through the door, I decided to be bold - and perhaps stupid - and walk around the cabin in the hope that they hadn't bothered closing the blinds so I could see through one of the windows.

    The second window I stepped up to was open. The sounds of sex poured out. It sounded an awful lot like Kara getting fucked. I was crushed. I knew we weren't an official couple or anything and I'd obviously been servicing both Chloe and Russ, but I was still crushed. It was stupid but the feeling was real.

    I took a deep breath outside the window and maneuvered myself to get a look inside the cabin. Kara was on her back in her bed. She had on a pair of sneakers and a denim skirt that was bunched up around her waist. She was topless. There was a naked guy between her legs. He was fucking her hard and fast. They were kissing. Her hands moved all over his back. He grasped her tits, kissed her neck, pinned her hands above her head for a few moments, ran his fingers through her hair, even gripped her hair hard for a few seconds. It was really quite a thorough fucking and in addition to my jealousy I felt a touch of insecurity as I was fairly certain I could not fuck her Kara like that and she clearly seemed to want to be fucked like that.

    I watched Kara have an orgasm in that position. Now, me being who I am, I was not entirely horrified at the sight of someone else fucking her. I was, in fact, a little bit turned on, albeit in a conflicted kind of way.

    Kara said something to the guy after her orgasm and he pulled out. She then moved to her hands and knees and he slid into her from behind. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back. He seemed to pull hard, too, and the look on his face made it seem like this was his favorite way to fuck her. The fact that he came inside her not long after - I'd seen that he wasn't wearing a condom - confirmed my suspicion that doggystyle with some hair pulling was his favorite way to fuck.

    He pulled out and collapsed into the bed after cumming. Kara rolled onto her back and a smile crept across her face. The guy leaned in and kissed her. They talked for a little while - a few minutes, maybe - and then he got up, got dressed, and headed for the door as I hurried around back to hide from him. In those moments I felt embarrassed, silly, and quite perverted. Why had I stayed and watched for so long? Why hadn't I just walked away and mentally ended my relationship with Kara before doing it in person?

    I saw the guy with a bag in his hand and figured he was heading for the showers (most of the cabins didn't have showers). He'd just enjoyed a sweaty fuck, after all, so getting clean made sense. I didn't recognize him, though, and I wondered if he was a new hire or if he was simply someone on the crew that I hadn't met yet.

    Then, in a rare moment of courage, I got up, walked around to the front of the cabin, and stepped inside.

    Kara was sitting in her bed. She'd put a t-shirt on. She looked quite surprised to see me.

    "Milo," she said with panic on her face for just a moment before she smiled. "Hey. How are you?"

    I hadn't really thought about what I'd say when I came into the cabin. I'd just barged in. Now, as I stood there staring at her, I realized I didn't really have a leg to stand on when it came to being annoyed with her for fucking someone else. I mean, she and I hadn't even fucked at that point.

    "Shit," I said, though I hadn't meant to say it out loud.

    "What's wrong?"

    "I...who was that guy?"

    She looked away.

    "Kara?"

    "You saw him?"

    I nodded.

    She took a deep breath and her shoulders sank. "That's my boyfriend."

    That's the precise moment I discovered she had a boyfriend. In a weird way, it was a relief. She hadn't just cheated on me. She'd been cheating on her boyfriend with me. "Oh," was all I said.

    "He wasn't supposed to be here. He surprised me with a visit. I was going to break up with him after the shoot. I really was."

    She seemed genuinely distraught, though I wasn't sure I believe that she was going to break up with him. It was definitely the right thing to say in that moment, which unfortunately made it a lot less believable.

    "Okay," I said as all manner of feelings swirled inside me.

    Kara looked at me from the bed. It seemed that she too was awash in feelings of varying kinds.

    "How long is he going to be here?" I asked.

    "Just a few days. He has a job starting next week."

    "Is he an actor?"

    She nodded, paused for a few seconds, and said, "I'm sorry."

    "Me too," I said. Then I moved towards her. I moved with purpose. Her eyes filled with hope. I bent over and kissed her. To my delight, she welcomed the kiss, her lips parting so our tongues could entwine in the passionate way they'd done each time we'd fooled around. Her hands pawed at me, communicating what felt like desire.

    "He won't be in the shower for long," she said, seemingly warning me off of trying to fuck her, or do anything time consuming.

    "Kara...I have to...I'm sorry, but I have to tell you that...that I watched."

    "What?"

    "From outside the cabin. From the window. I looked through. I watched you...I watched you have sex."

    I probably didn't have to tell her. No, I definitely didn't. I did, though. I'm not entirely sure why, but I did.

    "I'm sorry that I'm so weird," I said.

    She smiled. "Weird?"

    "It's weird to watch your, well, not really girlfriend, but maybe kind of girlfriend...it's weird to watch her have sex and get kind of turned on."

    "You were turned on?"

    I nodded. We kissed again. It was feverish and exciting. Her hands moved through my hair in what felt like a slightly aggressive manner. I quite liked it.

    "What did you see?" she asked.

    "You were on your back when I first looked through the window. You had an orgasm. Then you moved to your hands and knees and he pulled your hair and fucked you from behind and I'm pretty sure he came inside you."

    "He did."

    She stared at me. I held her gaze. "Do you like it when he pulls your hair like that?" I asked.

    "Sometimes. Not as often as he likes it, but sometimes."

    "Did you like it today?"

    I could see the conflict in her eyes. I guessed that she was quickly trying to decide between answering honestly and lying to protect my feelings. "Yes, I liked it," she said.

    "Were you really going to dump him after the shoot? Because it's okay if I was just someone you were having fun with while you were here."

    "I was going to dump him. I was. I probably should have dumped him as soon as he showed up. I just...I don't know, I just couldn't. Plus, I'm not dumping him because he's some kind of asshole or anything. It's been a pretty good relationship. I just...I like you more, Milo."

    It felt like the truth. "I like you too," I said.

    Then I fell to my knees. I ran my hands over her thighs and under her skirt. She looked surprised, but not put off. I pushed her skirt up around her waist and she helped by lifting her ass from the bed for a moment. I slipped my hands into the waistband of the panties she'd clearly put on after her boyfriend had cum inside her.

    I pulled her panties off and stared at her pussy. Her labia were puffy and slippery. Her panties were full of his cum and I imagined there was still some inside her. I'd eaten cum before, though. Lots of it. Kara didn't know that, though. She didn't know that it would turn me on to eat her boyfriend's cum out of her. Honestly, the arousal I felt at the prospect of doing so was unexpected and I couldn't help but smile slightly at the notion that Chloe had trained me to enjoy eating the cum of other men.

    I looked up and Kara ran her fingers through my hair. I pushed two fingers inside her. She smiled and leaned down to kiss me. Her tongue entered my mouth as I pushed my fingers deeper inside her.

    I pulled them free and she leaned back a little. Her eyes darted to my fingers as I held them up. They glistened with the mixture of fluids inside her. I took a deep breath and took them into my mouth. I looked up at her as I sucked my fingers clean. She watched with a fascinated smile on her face and ran her fingers through my hair once more.

    Her voice quivered a little as she asked, "Was that good?"

    I nodded and looked at her pussy. "Can I..."

    "Yes," she answered.

    She inched her hips forward until her ass rested at the edge of the bed. I dropped my head, leaned in, and pushed my tongue into her pussy. She moaned softly as I feasted on her freshly-fucked, sloppy cunt. My dick throbbed as I cleaned her, as I licked and sucked on her labia, as I pushed my tongue into her and licked deeply and then sucked on her clit a little.

    "Oh, fuck, Milo...that's so fucking hot," she said.

    Arousal encircled me as I licked her pussy clean and I found myself considering - for a few fleeting moments - if I'd always been the kind of man that craved a huge dose of kinky fun or if Chloe had unearthed a small part of me that craved those things and carefully trained it into being the predominant part of my sexuality. It was an academic question, I suppose, but as I devoured Kara's pussy - instead of trying to fuck her, by the way - and experienced a remarkable sense of pleasure while doing so, it occurred to me that I was absolutely the kind of guy that might always crave a certain kind of kink in addition to the more typical romance and passion in a relationship.

    "Milo...oh my god, I'm cumming!" Kara cried out breathlessly.

    She grabbed a handful of my hair, leaned back, and let out a primal moan while her pussy's orgasmic spasms pushed out what remained of her boyfriend's cum onto my waiting tongue. I swallowed it all and then sat back on my knees and smiled brightly as Kara's face remained contorted in pleasure for a few moments longer.

    Then, she looked at me, smiled in an utterly perfect manner, and said, "Well, that was unexpected and...well, so much better than I imagined possible. You're full of surprises, Milo."

    "I surprised myself a little bit with that one. I...I really liked that, though."

    "Yeah?"

    I nodded.

    "I know that maybe it's really unfair, but it would be really awkward to break up with my boyfriend now so he and I will be...we'll be having sex for the next couple of days. Probably a lot of sex, actually."

    I found Kara irresistible in that moment. Completely and utterly irresistible.

    "I'd be happy to do this again," I said. "Actually, I should say that I'd really enjoy getting to do this again, and again, and again. I know it might be hard to slip away to...to let me do this again, but I'd be up for it if you can."

    "I can, and I will," Kara replied.

    Then she kissed me deeply before standing me up and having me sit on the bed. Not long after, my cock was in her mouth. I received a quick, intensely pleasurable blowjob that ended with me cumming hard in her mouth.

    "Fucking hell, that was amazing," I said.

    She smiled gleefully, stood, and said, "You need to go, unfortunately. I'd rather not have a massive blow up that everyone finds out about because my boyfriend walked in on me having sucked my other boyfriend's cock."

    "Your other boyfriend?"

    She kissed me on the cheek. "Soon to be my only boyfriend, hopefully. If you want to be, that is."

    "I do," I said. "I really do."

    She led me to the door and we shared a kiss before I checked to make sure her other boyfriend wasn't on his way back and headed out.

    I practically skipped back to my cabin. Not only had I gotten a blowjob, but I'd shown my kinky side - or a part of it, at least - to Kara and she hadn't minded in the slightest. If anything, it seemed to make her like me more, though I guess her attraction to me in the first place might have been because she could sense I was a little kinkier than most.

    Later that day, Chloe summoned me to her cabin. She was lounging in a satin robe with lace trim when I entered. She had the next day's pages in her hand and seemed to be running her lines silently.

    "Milo, come in," she said. "Did you have a good day?"

    I told her about Kara's boyfriend and the cum cleanup and the blowjob. She listened intently with an ever-increasing smile on her face.

    "You didn't know she was dating someone?"

    I shook my head.

    "I figured you were a showmance for her, to be honest," Chloe said, referring to the notion that many people - even those with significant others - will engage in an on set romance that ends the moment the shoot ends. "I like hearing that she seems to genuinely like you, though. I assume you like her too?"

    "I do. Very much so."

    "And you'd like to continue seeing her after the shoot?"

    "I would, yes."

    Chloe pointed to the floor at her feet and I rushed over and fell to my knees. She wiggled her toes and I set about giving her a foot massage, which put a smile on her face.

    "You understand that I decide if you get to keep seeing her, right Milo?" she asked with complete confidence.

    "I do." It was true for a number of reasons, though first among them was that Chloe could have easily ended my relationship with Kara by sharing the details of the things I'd done while theoretically dating Kara on set. I can't imagine my girlfriend – it felt good to think of Kara that way – would have appreciated that I'd given my mouth and ass to Russ, that I'd cleaned numerous loads from Chloe's pussy. Perhaps she wouldn't have cared, but Chloe had power over me. A great deal of it, in fact, and I found pleasure in that.

    "That means your service to me will need to be exceptional, Milo," she said. "Because if it's not, I will forbid you from seeing your pretty little redheaded girlfriend. Have you fucked her yet?"

    I shook my head as I rubbed Chloe's foot in the manner I knew she loved.

    "She clearly likes to fuck, though," she said. "At least based on what you watched today."

    "Yes."

    "You'll need my permission before you can fuck her," Chloe said. "Which means I'll need to think of something for you to do for me before I allow you to have sex with your girlfriend. I have a few days, though, as you obviously won't be enjoying her tight pussy until her boyfriend has retreated back to LA."

    That was all true.

    "I wonder what I should make you do, Milo? Perhaps I'll whore you out to Russ again. Perhaps I'll make you drive all the way down to the city on some pointless errand. Perhaps I'll make you go buy a butt plug and wear it for a few days like some kinky little freak. Perhaps I'll just make you do manual labor around set to see you sweat for me. The possibilities are endless, I suppose."

    "They are," I replied. "I'll do anything to serve you, Chloe, and thank you for allowing me to explore a relationship with Kara. I don't know where that's going because it obviously hadn't been very long, but it feels good to spend time with her."

    "You're welcome, Milo. You deserve that pleasure. I'll take it away from you if you defy me or forget that serving me is your primary purpose, but you deserve that pleasure."

    Yes, I liked Kara. I liked her a lot. I was drawn to Chloe in an entirely different way, though. I wanted to serve her. To submit to her. To give myself to her so that she could use me to improve her life. There was something deeply satisfying about that, something that went far beyond the allure of a blowjob or licking her pussy clean.

    "Can I suck on your toes?" I asked.

    "No, you may not," she replied. "You can earn the right to suck on my toes, though. You can spend the next hour giving me a full body massage and if you do a good job I'll let you suck on my toes while I masturbate. How does that sound?"

    "Amazing," I said as a deep sense of submissive pleasure washed over me.

    Chloe stood and removed her robe. My loins tingled at the sight of her naked body. She laid on the bed and I stood and embarked on an hour long massage that left me sweaty and a bit achy from constantly bending over.

    It was worth it, though. Sucking on my domme's toes while she masturbated proved to be hugely arousing, but it's always arousing to serve Chloe and I couldn't wait to find more ways to serve her during the shoot.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    The movie shoot continues, which means Milo continues to serve Chloe on the summer camp set deep in the woods. He's involved with Kara now, too, and he's been cleaning up after her boyfriend - he surprised her with a visit - all weekend long. It's an awful lot of service for Milo, but he's a good submissive and he loves to serve.

    ---

    I was on my knees in Kara's cabin. The taste of her boyfriend's cum coated my tongue. Her chest was heaving as she recovered from the bliss of an orgasm, her nipples were hard as rocks, and her thighs still trembled a little in the aftermath of my eager cleaning of her freshly-filled pussy. It was the fourth time I'd cleaned her that weekend and it would be the last since her boyfriend had departed for Los Angeles right after cumming inside her.

    Kara sat up on her elbows and looked down at me. "You're amazing, Milo. I can't believe how hard it makes me cum when you do that. Holy fuck."

    In the span of a weekend it had become normalized for me to lick another man's cum out of her. Gone was any sense of shock over my willingness to do it. In its place was pleasure and perhaps a touch of expectation. I'll admit that I was a little surprised at Kara's continued enjoyment of the creampie cleanup, as sometimes the thrill of a thing is purely in the naughtiness of it that first time out.

    I looked at her pussy, which was still soaked. My dick throbbed and I yearned to be inside her, a pleasure I hadn't yet experienced.

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

    "I do."

    It looked like she was considering it and I felt a strong sense of hope. Despite my desire to submit, I was still a man and I enjoyed sex and it had been quite some time since I'd been inside a woman.

    Kara reached down and penetrated herself with three fingers. The squishy sound was intoxicating and I leaned a little closer for a more intimate view of her self pleasure.

    I was delighted when Kara's fingers ended up in my mouth. I sucked immediately and saw her eyes go wide, like I'd surprised her by not putting up even an ounce of resistance.

    "Fuck," she said softly. Her fingers moved deeper. She pulled back and filled my mouth once more. She smiled gleefully and I could see her arousal building. Her fingers left my mouth and her hand moved to the back of my head. She guided my lips to her pussy once more and I went to work without hesitation or complaint, tending to her clit with my tongue and giving her another orgasm that left her body shaking even harder than the last.

    "That was hot," I said.

    She laughed. "It certainly was, and I would let you fuck me - and I will - but I actually have rehearsals for tomorrow’s shoot in like half an hour."

    I wasn't sure if she really did have to get going or if she was just having fun denying me - I'm clearly attracted to dominant women that like to toy with men - but I found the whole thing pretty hot no matter the reason for her refusing to let me inside her.

    We got dressed and shared a deep kiss before heading out and going our separate ways. I headed for my cabin with the intention of showering and perhaps masturbating, but I ran into Chloe.

    "Hey, are you heading to rehearsals?" I asked.

    She shook her head. "I'm not in the scenes they're rehearsing for, so I have the rest of my day off. I was actually looking for you."

    I felt my face light up with hope and desire.

    "I have a task for you. A naughty task."

    "Of course. I'll do anything for you."

    It was like Chloe had an aura of dominant energy that engulfed me the moment I got close to her. I was enraptured and aroused in a different way than I felt with Kara. It was less personal with Chloe, but it tapped into a much richer vein of kinkiness that clearly lived deep in my psyche.

    "Follow me."

    Chloe took my hand and led me through the camp and towards her cabin, which was unquestionably the nicest on the property. I followed her up the steps and waited for a moment as she unlocked the door and stepped inside.

    A naked, blindfolded man sat in a chair in the middle of the room. He was there voluntarily, though, as I saw no restraints holding him in place. I had all manner of questions, but I kept quiet as I imagined that this naked man was part of Chloe's plan.

    "Milo, you've met Grady," Chloe said.

    I had met Grady, our movie's male lead and the man Chloe was fucking. I hadn't recognized him with the blindfold on, though.

    "Yeah, uh, good to see you," I said.

    Grady smiled and nodded. Whatever he and Chloe were up to, Grady was on board with it.

    "Grady, as it turns out, is a kinky boy," Chloe said. "More so than I would have imagined, in fact. He likes to fuck, of course - and he's quite good at it - but he's open to the pursuits of other pleasures, too."

    I stood with my hands at my sides as I wondered about my involvement in their kinky pursuit.

    Chloe stripped and sat in Grady's lap while facing me. He ran his hands over her slender body, cupping her breasts and kissing her neck as she smiled. His cock grew from the pleasure of having a beautiful naked woman in his lap and mine grew from watching another man touch her.

    "I told Grady that our film's writer was also my submissive toy," Chloe shared. "That you, Milo, wrote this movie for me, that you wrote it because you want to serve me, because you're willing to do anything to make me happy."

    "That's true," I replied.

    "I told him that you sucked Russ's cock numerous times to get our movie the financing it needed. I told him that you let Russ fuck you, too, that you gave up your anal cherry for me, that I masturbated numerous times while thinking about your sacrifice, that your willingness to submit no matter the cost turns me on like nothing else."

    I knew Chloe got off on my submission, but I wasn't aware of just how thorough her arousal was until that moment.

    Grady's cock was rock hard by that point and Chloe reached down to stroke him, rubbing the head over her pussy lips in the process. He moaned as she teased him and I wondered if my role there was to do nothing more than watch, to fully witness a man satisfying Chloe with his cock and enjoying the pleasure of her pussy in a way I would never be permitted to do.

    "In addition to being grateful for your sacrifices where Russ is concerned, Grady said he'd be more than happy to have some naughty fun if I wanted it," Chloe continued. "If I wanted to make you submit to his cock in some way, that is."

    I couldn't help but stare at Grady's cock - which was bigger than Russ's - and wonder if it would soon be inside me.

    "Get naked, Milo," Chloe instructed.

    I stripped without hesitation, as I do whenever Chloe makes a demand.

    "Get on your knees and crawl to me."

    It was humiliating to do so, but Chloe clearly got off on humiliating me. I dropped to my knees and crawled to her, holding her gaze while doing so. I even shook my ass a little, though I felt foolish for doing so. She smiled, though.

    I stopped when I was between Grady's legs. The smell of pussy and balls filled my nose. If you've smelt it, you know what I'm talking about. It's potent stuff and it pushed me deeper into a submissive headspace while triggering a gentle rush of arousal.

    Chloe's grip tightened on Grady's cock and she squeezed until a big drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "Lick it up," she said.

    I leaned forward, extended my tongue, and licked the precum from the tip of his cock, eliciting a quick, quiet moan from Grady.

    As I sat back, Chloe leaned down and surprised me with a kiss. A shockingly deep kiss, in fact, though based on the way Grady groaned, I wondered if the kiss was designed to inspire a bit of jealousy in her on-set boyfriend.

    "Have you been enjoying Kara's cunt, Milo?" Chloe asked. "Cleaning it, I should say."

    "Yes, very much so."

    "And have you been enjoying her pretty mouth?"

    I nodded.

    "She's very good to you, isn't she? A generous girlfriend, and more open-minded than I would have imagined."

    "She really is."

    Another drop of precum appeared at the tip of Grady's cock and again I licked it up at Chloe's command. There was no kiss this time, though. Instead, Chloe made me open my mouth and then slowly transferred all of her spit onto my tongue, her mouth hovering above mine as she did so. It was, in truth, fairly gross, and yet my dick throbbed as I offered myself up for the humiliation she deigned to bestow upon me.

    "You still crave my dominance, don't you?" Chloe asked. "You still want nothing more than to serve me, to surrender yourself to me, to do as I desire because it nourishes your soul to be a good boy for your domme."

    She was speaking to the part of me that had remained hidden for so long. The part of me that had emerged in service to her. The part of me that truly wanted nothing more than to do whatever Chloe desired, for that kind of submission - even if I found the various acts unpleasant - provided me with a kind of pleasure I'd never experienced before.

    "I love serving you, Chloe," I said. "More than anything. I love doing whatever it takes to make you happy."

    "Suck his balls."

    I dropped down. The intense smell of Grady's balls filled my nose. There was no way he'd showered that day and it seemed likely that he'd worked out quite hard as the scent was beyond potent. I imagined that most people would have found it revolting, and yet I found myself drawn to it, in part because I saw inhaling his awful scent as a way of deepening my submission to Chloe.

    So I sucked his balls. I took one in my mouth. I ran my tongue over it. The taste was predictably awful, but my dick got harder.

    "That's it," Chloe said as she teased Grady's cock head with her fingers. "Suck those big, sweaty balls. Suck them like a good little bitch. Suck all the sweat off of them for me."

    I sucked gleefully, if I'm being honest. Chloe ran her fingers through my hair a few times and that only made me want to humiliate myself further. I just couldn't help it. I loved it. I loved every second of it.

    "Now suck this cock," she demanded.

    I licked my way up the shaft and took the head in my mouth. I moved my tongue around it. I sucked hard as I pulled back. I moved down, swallowing half the shaft and feeling the head tickle the back of my throat. I gagged a little, but a cocksucker's job is to control the gagging, to fight it off before it turns into vomiting. I did so, of course, and I was rewarded with a deep moan from Grady, who seemed to enjoying his blindfolded blowjob with a naked girl sitting in his lap.

    "He's a good cocksucker, isn't he?" Chloe asked.

    Grady moaned in agreement.

    Chloe was wet. Soaked, actually, and I felt both pride and arousal at the idea that my cocksucking had turned her on. Or, more accurately, my willingness to suck cock for her despite my natural aversion to having a dick in my mouth. That aversion was, unsurprisingly, becoming less of a thing the longer I served Chloe.

    "You're such a dirty little cocksucker," Chloe said with a noted increase in lust in her voice. "And it's all for me, isn't it? You suck cock for me. You suck balls for me. You do it because I fucking tell you to. You even gave up your ass for me."

    She had an orgasm, which surprised and delighted me. Based on the way her legs trembled and her pussy dripped, it seemed like an especially powerful orgasm. I kept sucking cock, of course, because my domme hadn't given me permission to stop.

    Once Chloe had recovered from her climax she stood, inched forward, and had me guide Grady's cock into her pussy. I held it at the base, rubbed the plump, slippery head around her labia, and then slipped it inside her before she sat down. I watched in utter fascination as every inch of his thick cock filled her. I listened to the sounds of wetness and the moans of the two people that were doing what I desperately wished I was doing.

    "Suck his balls."

    I sucked balls while Chloe slowly rode Grady's cock. The sound of her wet pussy swallowing his long, thick shaft was indescribably arousing. It was truly something else to be so close as she had sex, to experience the sights and sounds of penetration while knowing there was no chance whatsoever that I would be permitted to penetrate her in that manner. Jealousy and arousal mingled inside me as I sank even deeper into that blissful submissive mindset. I thought of myself as nothing more than a tool for Chloe, as a means for her to achieve an even greater level of pleasure.

    "It feels good to get your balls sucked by a little bitch while I ride you, doesn't it?"

    "Fuck yes," Grady admitted.

    I was the little bitch. Willingly, of course. I was on my knees sucking balls while Chloe rode a cock. Arousal coursed through my body as I surrendered myself to my domme, as I experienced yet another blissful humiliation at her direction.

    The sex remained slow for quite some time, but eventually Chloe began to ride Grady harder and faster. The sound of her ass dropping onto his thighs joined the delightfully wet choir of her pussy rising and falling on his thickness. There was the sound of my ball sucking, too.

    "I'm close," Grady announced. "Fuck, Chloe, I'm fucking close."

    "Cum in me."

    She rode him hard until his balls began to bounce in their sack. I'd never sucked balls while a man was cumming. It was a unique experience. Chloe rubbed her clit to a second orgasm while Grady came inside her. I kept on sucking balls.

    "May I lick up the cum leaking out of you?" I asked.

    She laughed. "You're such a cum slut, aren't you?"

    "You made me one."

    "Yes, I did. If Kara knew about your submission to me she'd thank me, I would imagine," Chloe said. "She certainly enjoyed feeding you her boyfriend's cum, didn't she?"

    "She did."

    "She owes me. She doesn't know it and she probably never will, but she owes me for the orgasms you gave her this weekend."

    I knew I was playing a dangerous game in serving Chloe while dating - sort of - Kara and I felt a deep sense of anxiety about it as it seemed like Chloe was at least considering revealing to Kara that I was in service to another woman. After all, she'd said that Kara would 'probably' never know that Chloe had taught me to be a cum slut.

    "You're going to clean my pussy, Milo, and you're going to do so slowly and thoroughly. When you're done, you'll suck Grady's dick again. You'll get him hard as a rock for me and then you'll be blindfolded while he fucks me however he wants. You'll listen to a real man fucking a woman. You'll listen to the kind of sex that you will never, ever have, because you're not a real man. You're a sub. A beautiful, loyal, dutiful sub. You're valuable in so many ways, but not for sex, not for giving a woman the kind of pleasure she sometimes needs. The kind of pleasure only a real man can give a woman."

    Chloe stood and Grady took off the blindfold and stood so she could take his place. I crawled between her legs and she guided my mouth to her pussy for a lengthy clean up session that involved pushing my tongue deeper into her pussy than I thought was possible. I worshiped her clit, too, providing Chloe with yet another orgasm as Grady sat on the bed with his dick in one hand and his phone in the other.

    Once I'd finished cleaning I was ordered into the bed to suck his dick while they fooled around. He got hard as a rock and then I was blindfolded. I sat on my knees with my hands clasped behind my back and listened to them fuck for a remarkably long time. My dick was hard throughout, a result of the arousal that coursed through my body as I soaked up the sounds of the kind of sex I would almost certainly never have with a woman.

    Afterwards, I cleaned Chloe's pussy again, this time blindfolded. As I did so, I couldn't help but wonder if being made to clean her twice in the same session was a result of a touch of jealousy, if Chloe was trying to remind me that she was in control, that she gave me more than Kara did. She didn't say anything about it, nor did she attempt to restrict my relationship with Kara in any way, but I'll admit I liked the idea that Chloe was a bit jealous of the fun I was having with Kara.

    Once I'd finished cleaning her a second time the blindfold was removed and I was sent away. I was awash in frustration and pleasure as my cock had not been tended to. The frustration felt like it was in service of Chloe, though, and in that way it was really quite thrilling.

    ---

    I've heard women talk about discomfort with the way men sometimes look at them. While I've always had sympathy for that discomfort, I didn't truly understand it until the shoot.

    It was on a Wednesday evening that I experienced that look in its purest form. Night had fallen and we had a few hours of filming to get through. I was on set helping out in whatever way I could when I noticed Russ looking at me. Staring, really, and doing so in a lascivious manner. Borderline predatory, if I'm being honest. He didn't want to destroy me like a predator would, but I was his prey. He was clearly horny and I was the one that would relieve his desire. I knew the moment I saw him that I would, at some point that night, make him cum.

    It happened after we'd wrapped for the night. We were pretty deep in the woods so it was a bit of a walk back. Russ was waiting for me and we walked together. We talked a little about the day's shoot, about how the movie seemed to be going, about how the footage looked, etc.

    Then he grabbed my arm and we stepped off the path and trudged into the woods. I followed dutifully, taking a few errant branches in the face as they snapped back after he'd walked through them. Russ moved behind a sizable boulder, leaned against it, and unzipped his pants.

    "Get to work, cocksucker," he said.

    I thought of Chloe and fell to my knees. I didn't think Russ would tank the movie if I refused to serve him further, but it was a possibility. People can be weirdly vengeant, after all.

    He came quickly, flooding my mouth with what felt like a huge load. I swallowed every drop of it. He didn't thank me. He just got up and walked away. I waited a little bit and then headed back to the path.

    I could still taste his cum in my mouth when I got to my cabin. I expected to see my roommates, but instead Kara was sitting on my bed. She didn't look especially happy to see me, though.

    "Are you gay?" she asked.

    "What? No."

    She stared at me as I panicked. Why was she asking that? Had she seen something? Had Chloe talked to her?

    "Are you sure?"

    "Yes, I'm sure."

    She stood up and walked towards me. The delicate scent of her perfume reached my nose before Kara took my hand in hers. "I saw you, Milo."

    I looked away. "You saw me...what did you see?"

    "I saw you sucking dick."

    My heart sank, though I remained silent.

    "I saw you sucking the producer's dick."

    "I'm sorry," I muttered as I looked at the floor.

    Kara lifted my chin with her fingers until I'd met her gaze. "I don't have a lot of experience in this business, but it's my understanding that if a movie like this gets made it's almost always because someone's dick got sucked."

    I was so surprised by her response that I offered no reply.

    "It seems clear that Russ's dick is the one that got sucked - that's still getting sucked - and that you're the one doing the sucking," Kara said. "I would have guessed Chloe was the one passing out the blowjobs, but I was wrong."

    I took a deep breath. "I did it at her instruction."

    It was Kara's turn to be surprised. It didn't last long, though, as she led me to the bed, sat next to me, and said, "Tell me everything."

    So I spilled it all.

  
    Serving a Beautiful Young Domme - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Some domme/sub dynamics aren't entirely healthy. The question is, can Milo - the narrator of our story - realize that he needs a better dynamic than the one he has with Chloe before he follows his lust into oblivion. Perhaps, though, he'll choose Kara, the redhead who actually likes him and has discovered a kinky side of her own thanks to Milo.
    

    ---

    My throat was sore. My ass hurt a little. My face was covered in a thin layer of dried cum and pussy juice. I was on my way to my cabin for one more night of sleep at our summer camp location.

    The shoot had ended that day and we'd partied well into the night in celebration. Chloe took me to her cabin afterwards, doing so in front of Kara and with something of a wicked smile on her face as she asserted her ownership over me. Russ and Grady joined us. I serviced everyone. I watched Chloe and her on-set boyfriend fuck. I got fucked by Russ while watching. I ate pussy. I sucked cock. I swallowed cum. I took a load on the face. I followed every command that Chloe issued and spent several hours in a blissful submissive mindset as a result.

    Then I was dispatched back to my cabin to get a good night's rest before we all departed in the morning. I wasn't even halfway there when Kara appeared out of nowhere. Well, not out of nowhere. I was still feeling the effects of the drinks I'd had and the unrelenting sense of submissive pleasure so it just seemed that she came out of nowhere.

    "Good night?" she asked.

    I nodded, unable to discern her intentions, though I'll admit that I expected her to inform me that our relationship was over, that it had only been an ‘on the shoot’ thing and that she wanted to be with someone a lot closer to normal.

    "I wanted you tonight," she said. "I wanted to celebrate the end of the shoot by having sex with you. Multiple times, if you were up for it."

    "That would have been nice."

    Kara smiled and her eyes seemed to sparkle for just a moment. The noise of crickets seemed to surround us and I thought to myself that I'd miss that sound once we were back in Los Angeles.

    "Chloe has a hold on you, doesn't she?" Kara asked.

    I nodded.

    "Because she gives you the thing you crave more than any other."

    "Yes."

    Kara studied me for a few seconds and then stepped closer and took my hand. "You wrote a movie for her. You sucked cock for her."

    "I got fucked for her," I added.

    "Did you get fucked tonight?"

    "I did."

    Kara grabbed my cock and balls through my pants and squeezed, though not hard enough to cause alarm. "Did you get to cum tonight?"

    "No."

    "And if I offered to get on my knees and suck your cock right here, would you want that?"

    "Yes."

    "And you'd enjoy fucking me?"

    I nodded.

    "But what you do for Chloe...you find greater pleasure in that than you would in fucking me?"

    "I know it's crazy, but I do."

    She held a finger against my lips as if to shush me. "It's not crazy, Milo. It's just who you are and there's nothing wrong with that."

    Kara kissed me in a manner designed to arouse. Her tongue was active. Her hands moved over my body. I let my hands wander and she offered no resistance, moaning into my mouth when I grabbed her ass and squeezed hard. When she stepped back I had an erection and my body was awash in desire, as tends to happen after a night of unbridled arousal.

    "I've been thinking about if I want a relationship with you after this, Milo," she said. "Was this just a fling? Is there a real connection here? I'll admit that I thought that being with a man that needs what you need would be impossible."

    It wasn't that long ago that I wasn't entirely sure what I wanted or needed out of a relationship. Then I met Chloe and it all seemed so clear. I needed to be dominated. I needed to be submissive and even subservient. I needed a woman with a kinky mind and dominant desires to put her needs first and to expect me to cater to her needs no matter the cost. I was well aware that my emerging needs weren't a match with most women, though.

    "But," Kara continued, "then I thought about how much I enjoyed you going down on me after my boyfriend had fucked me. How much it turned me on to see you between my legs with your tongue inside my pussy. My very, very messy pussy. How much it turned me on to know that you were eating his cum out of me and that you were turned on by it. I think, in fact, that the last part might have been the most exciting. You were all hot and bothered to be eating someone else's load out of me. It's kind of crazy, but it was hot to me, Milo. It turned me on. It made me cum harder."

    She stroked me through my pants and smiled. I moaned as I wondered where the conversation was headed.

    "I don't think I have it in me to be quite as selfish as Chloe is - I just don't work like that - but I can absolutely be kinky and dominant, Milo. I can be demanding. I can make you serve me. I can deny you. I can make you write scripts for me. If the opportunity comes up I can even make you suck cock for me."

    Kara liked me. I'd known that from our first date. I'm not sure the same can be said for Chloe, who might have seen me as a means to an end more than anything else. The question that was running through my mind - alongside all kinds of arousal - was if I found actual pleasure in being nothing more than a means to an end to a woman, if that existence as a pure submissive tool was what I craved.

    I kissed Kara as that question danced through my head. She kissed me back. She moaned. Her body was pressed against mine. I felt her desire as I'm sure she felt mine.

    "What kind of part would you want to play?" I asked.

    Kara looked confused. "What?"

    I laughed. "If I was going to write you a movie, what kind of movie would you want it to be? Horror? Romance? Low budget action? Indie drama? I can't say that I'd write a good version of all or any of those kinds of movies, but I'm a decent writer and I'm pretty sure I could pull off a good version of just about anything you want to play."

    "A romantic comedy," she said. "But a little edgier than usual. No one's going to give millions to fund a romcom with me as the lead, but an indie version that's funny and sexy - and maybe straight up hot with some good sex scenes - stands a real chance at being something. Plus, I mean, I could be wrong, but I feel like I have the goods to be a romcom lead."

    "You do," I agreed. "Beautiful but still approachable. Funny. Charming."

    "Fuckable?"

    I nodded. She was still playing with my dick through my pants so she absolutely knew that I wanted to fuck her.

    "Do you want me, Milo?"

    "Yes."

    "You want to feel my pussy around this stiff cock of yours?"

    The more she stroked my cock and talked about sex, the more I wanted it. I'm still a man, after all, and there are basic desires that are hard to ignore, especially when a beautiful girl is pleasuring your dick.

    "I have an idea," she said. "My cabin mates have already left. I'm going to take you there. I'm going to take you into my bed. I'm going to give you my pussy. I'm going to let experience how good it feels to fuck me. I'm going to make you feel incredible pleasure for a long time. I'm going to let you cum inside me. I'm going to show you what it's like to be mine instead of Chloe's."

    "That sounds amazing."

    "There's a catch," she said with a smile. "You don't get to have my pussy again until you've finished writing me a movie. You get to have it once and then you get to spend months dreaming about having it again. And, since I'm not about to go months without getting any dick, I'm going stay with my boyfriend. I'm going to keep fucking him. I'm going to make sure you know about it every time he fucks me and I'm going to make you clean my messy cunt as often as I can. Hell, I might even find a few other guys to fuck. Sex is fun, after all, and if a guy blows his load in a condom, well then, it's even easier to make you clean it."

    She was weaving a spell over me and she'd skillfully placed a very attractive prize at the end of the task she'd assigned me.

    "Does that sound good to you, Milo?"

    I nodded. Kara kissed me and led me to her cabin. Then she blew my mind with a night of sex so good that all other thoughts departed my mind.

    ---

    Four months later, I was in Kara's living room with my feet on her coffee table and my laptop across my thighs. I was supposed to be writing a sex scene but I wasn't really sure how to do it, so I'd found a handful of scripts for movies featuring sex scenes and I was busy reading. Or I was supposed to be busy reading. It was hard, though, because Kara was in her bedroom getting fucked.

    The door was shut, but they were being loud. She was moaning. He was moaning. Her bed frame was squeaky, too, and it acted as a rhythmic soundtrack that let me know exactly how fast the guy inside her was thrusting.

    Kara was still with her boyfriend - I hadn't finished the script - but the guy fucking her was someone different. She'd met him a month ago while filming a small part on a Netflix show. He was a camera operator, though he was good looking enough to be an actor. She'd given him her number on her lone filming day on the show and they'd met up for drinks and fucked a few nights later. The sex was good enough that they continued fucking all through the month.

    Three weeks into their relationship Kara invited him to her place to fuck but mentioned that I'd be there writing in the living room. The guy didn't care one bit. Kara introduced me as he came in, we shook hands, and then she took him to her bedroom and they fucked on and off for an hour. Kara walked him out and then had me join her in the bedroom where she fed me his cum out of two condoms while stroking my cock and encouraging me to finish the script so I could once again enjoy her tight, wet pussy.

    It wasn't the first time I'd listened to Kara getting fucked. In fact, she'd fully embraced the idea of turning me into a cuck, as she referred to it. Two weeks after we got back from the shoot I got a phone call and she quickly explained that I was going to listen to her having sex with her boyfriend as I drove to her place. I got in the car and listened through my speakers as she had wild, aggressive sex filled with moans, dirty talk, and a cumshot inside her.  I parked, waited outside, and then her boyfriend left and Kara told me to come and clean her. I was between her legs not long after, my tongue lapping at her messy pussy as she encouraged me to write a good script so that I'd be allowed to fuck her and cum inside her again.

    Kara took a page out of Chloe's book and began having me do errands for her while she was getting fucked. I'd take her clothes to the dry cleaner right before a guy showed up to satisfy her. She'd sometimes have me put in my Airpods so I could listen to her having sex while I was out in the world doing stuff for her. I ended up having to change my style of underwear to something much tighter so that my erections - which were commonplace since I wasn't cumming very often - wouldn't be visible.

    In case you're wondering, I was also serving Chloe during this time. I did chores and errands for her. I pleasured Russ from time to time as we were working on the sequel. I consumed the cum of some of the men Chloe was fucking. I drove her to auditions.

    Despite the activities being similar, the most significant difference between the two women I served was in their style. Chloe really did see me as a servant, as someone beneath her who was privileged to serve her needs and to put his own aside in the name of serving her (I know it might sound crazy that I enjoyed being treated that way, but I really did. And yes, I know it’s kind of messed up)

     Kara was cucking me, but she was doing so because she knew I liked it, because she liked having me around, because she liked me and wanted me to experience what I craved. Subtle in practice, but over time it became clear that being with Kara was the right choice and perhaps the only choice that made any sense, as dedicating myself to Chloe would eventually drain me of my life force and leave me a dried out husk of a man (dramatic, yes, but not far from the truth).

    Now, back to me in Kara's living room, trying to read scripts and struggling to do anything other than listen to her have sex with another man. I must have read the same scene half a dozen times while absorbing nothing.

    Eventually Kara escorted her new lover out of the apartment. I expected she'd call me to her bedroom, but instead she joined me on the couch. She had on a satin robe that was loosely tied around her waist, showing off plenty of cleavage. Her chest was flushed red and her hair messy in the way a woman's hair gets messy when she's spent a lot of time on her back.

    "Whatcha reading?" she asked.

    "Scripts with sex scenes. I've never written one before and I'm not sure how lurid it's supposed to be. Should I just write that there's going to be a sex scene and leave out any in depth descriptions, or should I go into detail about where hands are moving, positions, climaxes, etc?"

    Kara smiled and took my hand in hers. "I like that you're working so hard on this, especially when you're busy writing a movie for Chloe."

    "It's worth it," I said.

    She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. Her lips moved to my neck and I closed my eyes as Kara kissed me in the softest, most erotic manner, almost instantly restoring my erection.

    "The scene should be slightly arousing to read," she whispered. "Sexy, though. Not pornographic. It should be clear that this is an indie film and that we're trying to further the story with the sex, that we're trying to show how deeply connected the couple is. It should be hot enough that the audience feels genuinely crestfallen when things go to shit at the end of the second act."

    I turned my head and stared at her lips. I leaned in to kiss her.

    "I sucked his cock," she said before chuckling. "Though that doesn't bother you, does it? You've sucked plenty of dick. Why would you care if I've sucked dick before you kiss me?"

    I smiled and kissed her. She was teasing. She was keeping me in the mindset of a cuck. She was stroking my cock as we kissed, too, and she moaned into my mouth like she was seriously turned on.

    "I wish you were finished with the script, Milo. I've gotten kind of obsessed with the idea of having you fuck me after I've been with someone else. I have a feeling that you're not going to measure up, that you're going to prove to be an inferior lover to the men I've had since the shoot ended. I have a feeling that you might actually be a cuck, that it might be your destiny to spend most of your erotic time watching or listening to someone else fuck me, that you might be destined to spend more time cleaning my pussy than you do fucking it."

    Though part of my brain wanted to object, the arousal I felt and the remarkable stiffness of my dick was proof that Kara had tapped into a potent kind of desire that couldn't be accessed with a woman like Chloe who was more into merely using me as a servant.

    "I like being your cuck, Kara," I said. "I...I love it, in fact. I think about it all the time. I...I just really like it."

    "More than you like serving Chloe?" she asked.

    I nodded.

    "That's good, because I've reached a point where I'm not willing to share you anymore, Milo. You can finish the script for her, of course, but after that you need to be done with her. You need to devote yourself to me, to being my cuck. To writing scripts for me. To doing errands for me. To worshiping my body. To treating me like I'm the most important person in your life. Like I'm your queen. Like my needs and desires are more important than anyone else's. I want your devotion, Milo, and I want to be the only woman who has your devotion."

    Kara kissed me before I could respond, perhaps as a way of reminding me that my devotion to her would be rewarded with intimacy, unlike with Chloe.

    "You have my devotion," I said. "You do. I'll finish the script for Chloe and break it off with her. I'm almost done, actually, so when I turn in the draft I'll end things."

    Kara's smile was bright and beautiful. "You deserve a reward. Come to my bedroom. I'm going to drizzle my body with his cum and let you lick up every drop like a good cuck. Then you can worship my pussy and make me cum multiple times while you dream of fucking me. Then, once you've satisfied me, we can talk about you moving in with me so we can get more serious about being a couple."

    "That would be amazing. You're incredible, Kara. You're everything I want."

    "I know, Milo. It just took you some time to realize it. Now you know, though, and you can fully devote yourself to me, to my happiness, to my pleasure, and you can discover the satisfaction of being a good cuck to a woman that loves you."

    "I love you too, Kara."

    It was the first time we'd said it, but it felt right. It felt so right.

    We kissed slowly and deeply. She stroked me a little, pulling me towards the edge of orgasm but not letting me get especially close.

    "Oh, and my camera operator friend...I talked to him about having you suck his cock a little before he fucks me. He's up for it. He says he likes fucking me while you're listening and that he thinks he'd enjoy making you suck his dick before he fucks your girlfriend."

    My dick got harder. I really was a cuck.

    "I think you know me better than anyone ever has, Kara."

    She caressed my face. "I do, Milo. Don't forget that. Don't let Chloe warp your mind when you end it with her. Remember that I know you better, that I care for you, that I know that you're destined to be a loving cuck to a dominant woman who will love you in the way you need to be loved."

    We headed for her bedroom. She stripped and laid on her back. I drizzled cum all over her body and used my tongue to slowly lick it up. I was hard the entire time. She let me rub my cock over her pussy lips while reminding me of how good it felt to be inside her. She told me that I wouldn't get to fuck her very often as her cuck boyfriend, but that she'd reward me with her pussy when I'd really earned it.

    It was an incredible afternoon and I wrote two sex scenes after I'd worshiped Kara and provided her with three orgasms. The writing was pretty good, too, and Kara got turned on enough while reading them that she had me go down on her once more before bed.

    I broke it off with Chloe a few weeks later. Unsurprisingly, she acted like it was no big deal and I'm pretty sure that's how she felt. I was just a tool for her, after all. It hurt a little that she didn't seem to care, but it was further proof that being with Kara was the right choice.

    The summer camp slasher movie was a hit and the sequel seems likely to be a hit, too.

    The romantic comedy got funding - and I didn't have to suck dick to get it - and we're getting ready to shoot. Kara had a hand in casting her co-star and the chemistry is real. She says they won't fuck during the shoot - denying that desire is better for on screen chemistry - but that there's a very good chance she'll be cucking me with him once the shoot is over.

    I've got offers to write scripts for real money and I'm mulling over ideas for Kara's next movie. Life is good. I'm a cuck. I'm a screenwriter. I'm a happy man, all because I followed my kinky desires. It wasn't the smoothest path to happiness, but it never is, is it? I mean, the whole point is to enjoy the journey and hope things turn out good when all is said and done.

    So far so good for me. I hope your journey is going as well as mine.

    The End.

  
    Serving a Kinky College Girl

    Let’s say you’re in college. You’re not exactly a lady’s man, but your roommate has quite a bit of skill when it comes to the fairer sex. Most of the time he kicks you out of the room when he brings a girl back, but on this particular night he thinks you’re asleep so he doesn’t bother. Instead, you get to watch as he and his new girlfriend have sex. You watch her give him a blowjob. You watch them fuck. You listen to her talk dirty to him.

    When they’re done, Bryce gets in the shower and Kelly, your roommate’s girlfriend, comes over to you. You pretend to be asleep, but she knows. She knows you’re awake. She knows you’ve been watching them when Bryce brings her home. She knows you’re a little bit of a pervert that loves to watch his roommate and his girlfriend fuck. That’s where Serving a Kinky College Girl really begins.

    Kelly decides that she’s going to have a little fun with you. She’s going to push your boundaries. She’s going to see just how far you’re willing to go in the name of making her happy. You see, she knows that you’re a pervert and that you’ll do just about anything to be close to her. She knows that you’ll venture into uncharted territory and get truly wild. She doesn’t really care about you, in fact. All she cares about is having fun with you. She’s using you. Thankfully, you can’t get enough of it.

    Serving a Kinky College Girl is a 7-part submissive cuckold story told in second person and filled with imaginative pleasures as Kelly pushes you far beyond what you thought your limits were (seriously, it gets exceptionally dirty). If you’d like to read all 7 parts, you’ll have to be a supporter today at the Cuckold Stories level.

    
      Below you’ll find links to all 7 parts of the story. If you don’t want the plot spoiled make sure to avoid reading the summaries. Just click and read!
    

    Part 1 – You watch. You hope to masturbate afterwards. You get caught. Kelly feeds you your first creampie. You clean up like a good pervert.

    Part 2 – Kelly wants to see how dedicated you are. She makes you lick her sweaty asshole clean after a long run. Later she makes you clean a creampie out of her in public.

    Part 3 – Kelly challenges you to eat your cum and send her a picture of it in your mouth. Later you watch her and Bryce fuck while you pretend to be asleep and after he falls asleep she makes you wear her cum-filled panties.

    Part 4 – Kelly breaks up with Bryce, but she doesn’t break up with you. Instead, she toys with you. She teases you. She abuses you. She and her roommate then take turns abusing you as they both get off on it.

    Part 5 – Kelly calls you to the library to have a little naughty fun with her and you end up consuming a stranger’s cum. Later, Kelly lets you watch her fuck a professor and she feeds you his cum after they’re done.

    Part 6 – Kelly ups her humiliation as she makes you wear cummy panties, eat her ass, and cum in those panties right outside of a classroom. Later she and her roommate spend a great deal of time humiliating you in their dorm room before making you cum on their floor.

    Part 7 – Kelly gets a stranger to cum on your French fries and makes you eat them while she watches. She verbally berates you. Kelly’s final act as a domme is to make you suck cock for her. She makes you blow a stranger. She humiliates you. She makes you swallow his load. Then she kicks you out of her room and out of her life.

  
    Serving a Kinky College Girl - Part 1

    You hear giggling outside the door of your dorm room. You glance at the clock. It’s a little after 2 a.m. on a Friday night.

    You hear the sound of metal on metal as someone – likely someone that’s a little bit tipsy – tries to unlock the door.

    Finally, they win the battle and unlock the door. “Ssshhh,” someone says as they stumble into the dark room.

    A giggly, feminine voice asks, “Is your roommate asleep?”

    “He’s not out hooking up, that’s for sure,” Bryce, your roommate, says.

    You hear them shuffle closer to your bed and the girl stifles another giggle. Bryce pokes your shoulder. You could roll over and tell him to fuck off, but you decide to pretend you’re asleep.

    You’ve been through this before. If you wake up, Bryce will kick you out and send you down to the common room at the end of the dorm’s hallway. If you pretend you’re asleep, Bryce will fuck his girlfriend and you can listen and surreptitiously watch.

    Your freshman year is almost over and you haven’t had a great deal of luck with girls. Bryce has, though, and you’ve had the pleasure of living vicariously through him numerous times.

    The latest girl, Kelly, is your favorite. She’s nice to you on the occasions that she spends the night, but more importantly, she puts on quite a show.

    You hear kissing soon after they walk away. It’s too early for you to roll over and watch, so you listen. You listen to the way Kelly moans, likely because Bryce already has a hand in her pants and is playing with her pussy.

    When you hear Bryce moan and say, “Fuck, Kelly, that’s incredible,” you know it’s your signal to roll over. When you do, you see that the pretty blonde is on her knees in front of her boyfriend. Bryce is facing away from you, so you can’t see his cock, but you can see her long hair bouncing a little as she works to swallow his erection.

    They’ve been together for two months now and based on how Bryce reacts when Kelly goes down on him, she must be an artist with her mouth. The grunts and groans that come out of his mouth are different than with the other girls he’s been with. There’s no question she’s doing a better job.

    As much as you like listening, you can’t help but wonder what it would feel like to have Kelly’s mouth on your cock. You know that’s not for you, of course. Bryce is considerably better looking and more confident, and you’ve seen his dick enough times to know that he’s got several inches on you.

    Bryce is not one for going down on Kelly. He’s not one for going down on any of the girls he’s been with. It’s the one thing you’ve never seen in all the times you’ve watched him from across the room while pretending to be asleep.

    Instead, Bryce likes to fuck once he’s hard and horny. The girls never seem to complain, though. In fact, they all seem quite eager to have Bryce’s big cock inside them.

    Kelly is no different. When Bryce pulls the beautiful blonde to her feet she’s eager to strip out of her pants, hop into his bed, and spread her legs. She doesn’t make him put on a condom, either. Only a few of the girls ever have.

    Instead, she welcomes Bryce on top of her and starts moaning the moment he slides his cock into her pussy. It’s dark and you can’t see much, but you can see that she has her legs spread wide and that her hands move over his back and ass while he pounds her pussy.

    When they’re fucking, it’s the sounds of lust that really turn you on, particularly those coming from Kelly. She makes such delightful, naughty noises while she’s getting fucked by your roommate’s big cock. Sometimes she likes to talk dirty, too.

    Tonight, like most nights, you start to play with your cock as soon as Bryce slides into Kelly’s pussy. You know there’s no chance they’re paying attention to you. They’re both caught up in fucking and you try your best not to move much so even if Kelly looked over she likely wouldn’t see anything.

    “Fuck me, Bryce. Pound me,” Kelly says as you play with your cock under the sheets.

    “Yeah? You like my big cock, baby? You like how I fuck you?” Bryce asks.

    Kelly lets out a noise that’s a mixture of a delighted laugh and a lusty moan. “I fucking love your big cock,” she says.

    The sex is hard and fast. There’s nothing romantic about it. It’s two people eagerly pursuing an orgasm.

    Tonight, they finish a little quicker than usual. Kelly cums a few moments before Bryce unleashes his typical loud moan and cums inside the blonde beauty beneath him.

    You stop stroking. You were so close and you had a sock ready to bust a nut into, but now that they’re done you’ll get caught if you keep stroking.

    Sometimes they spend a little time kissing and fooling around before going for round two. Bryce has plenty of energy and it’s always seemed like Kelly is ready for whatever he wants to give her.

    Not tonight, though. You’re frustrated and a little disappointed when Bryce gives Kelly a quick kiss and says, “I’m sweaty as hell. I’m gonna hit the shower. You staying the night?”

    “No, I think I’ll head back. I’m getting up bright and early to go jogging with my roommate. Maybe we’ll hook up again tomorrow, though?”

    Bryce pulls out of her and stands up. You catch a glimpse of his long, thick cock in its still-erect state. There’s no question he’s bigger than you.

    “Damn right we will,” Bryce says as he leans down to kiss her once more and then locks himself in the bathroom.

    Your excitement returns. At least you’ll be able to finish yourself while Bryce showers. You just have to wait for Kelly to leave.

    She stands up and you admire her naked frame in the low light. Her body looks perfect from across the room.

    Kelly glances over at your bed and you quickly shut your eyes and pretend to be asleep. Your heart starts to pound as you hear her walking towards your bed.

    “Open your eyes,” she says.

    You keep your eyes closed. You’re not going to admit that you’ve been watching. You’re not going to get caught.

    “I know you’ve been watching,” she says. “I know tonight isn’t the first time you’ve watched.”

    You refuse to open your eyes.

    “I know you’ve been playing with your cock,” Kelly says. “I know you like to watch Bryce fuck me and stroke yourself under the sheets. I know you’re a little pervert.”

    Kelly surprises you by yanking the sheets off your body. It happens so quickly that you don’t get a chance to tighten your grip on them and prevent her from exposing you.

    Your hard cock is there for her to see. Your fingers are still wrapped around it.

    “Open your eyes, pervert,” Kelly says.

    You open your eyes. You look up. You’re embarrassed. You’re also a little confused. Why is she still naked? Why is she naked in front of you?

    “I’m sorry,” you say.

    “Don’t be,” Kelly replies.

    You look at her. You study her face for some clue as to what she has planned. If she’s known about your habit of masturbating while she and Bryce fuck, why did she wait until now to say something?

    “What?” you say. You’re confused. She doesn’t want you to be sorry?

    “Don’t be sorry,” she repeats. “I like a pervert.”

    “What?” you say again. You can’t quite get your wits together.

    Kelly looks towards the bathroom door and then back at you. “We’ve got five, maybe ten minutes. Do you want to do this or not?”

    It seems impossible, but your roommate’s beautiful blonde girlfriend clearly wants to have some fun with you. You’ve been fantasizing about her since Bryce brought her to your room for the first time. She’s lived in your spank bank since then and the fantasy version of her has been responsible for almost all or your orgasms in the last few months.

    “Well?” she says.

    “Yes,” you finally say. “Yes, I want this.”

    You’re not sure what you’re agreeing to, but you don’t care. Whatever Kelly wants to do, you’re on board with.

    You see her smile. “Good,” she says. “On your back.”

    You roll onto your back and Kelly straddles you. She’s sitting across your stomach. Your heart is pounding. You’re absolutely certain that you’re moments from fucking her. Finally, the fantasies you’ve had are about to come true. You’re about to feel the wet pussy of this beautiful blonde around your turgid cock. You don’t even care that your roommate’s cum is still inside her.

    Kelly leans forward and smiles. “Are you ready?” she asks.

    You nod and say, “Yes. Absolutely.”

    She puts two hands on the bed just above your head and slides up your chest. Before you can react, she’s sitting on your face. Her wet, messy pussy is on your mouth. Even if you wanted to say something the words would be muffled by her labia.

    “What? Is this not what you had in mind?” she asks while you struggle beneath her.

    Your eyes open wide. You shake your head. You know what’s inside her. You know that the warm, wet fluid you can feel against your lips is Bryce’s cum.

    “This is the price you pay for being a pervert,” Kelly says. “Either you eat his cum out of my pussy or I tell your roommate that you’ve been spying on us and jerking your little dick. Your choice.”

    Bryce has never seemed like a violent guy, so you’re pretty sure you wouldn’t get beat up if Kelly told him about your little secret. You might, though. You might get kicked out of school, too. You know they’re pretty sensitive about any sort of perviness on campus.

    “All you have to do is clean up your roommate’s mess and I won’t tell anyone. You can even keep watching Bryce fuck me. Maybe I’ll make sure the sex is a little naughtier next time. Maybe I’ll put on a little show for you. All you have to do is eat that load like a good little pervert,” Kelly says.

    It’s the look on Kelly’s face that convinces you to cave and open your mouth. She doesn’t look mad. She looks aroused. She’s having fun. She’s not trying to punish you.

    She giggles as you open your mouth. She knows she’s won and it excites her.

    “Clean it up. Use your tongue. Get in there and lick up Bryce’s cum. It’s thick so you’re going to have to work for it,” she says.

    She’s right. Bryce’s cum is thick. It’s in your mouth now. It’s on your tongue. The taste is strong. It’s salty and a little bitter.

    “Swallow,” Kelly says. “It doesn’t count unless you swallow his cum.”

    You swallow your roommate’s cum. Kelly smiles at you as you push your tongue back inside her to get more.

    You can’t believe what you’re doing. You can’t believe that a fairly innocuous voyeur session has turned into you eating Bryce’s cum straight from his girlfriend’s pussy. You can’t believe that you’re swallowing it.

    Kelly reaches back and you feel her fingers on your cock. She giggles. “Oh my gosh! You’re so hard. You fucking love this, don’t you? I knew you were a little pervert. You’re a little cum eating pervert.”

    You’d be embarrassed if it weren’t for the intense pleasure. Kelly’s fingers feel incredible around your cock. You understand why Bryce has been with her longer than any of the other girls he’s fucked since the first day of college. You can only imagine what her mouth must feel like.

    “Keep eating, pervert. Keep eating up that load. Keep licking it up. Keep swallowing.”

    It feels good when she calls you a pervert. Your cock throbs when the words leave her lips. It feels good to eat her pussy. Bryce’s cum doesn’t even taste that bad.

    Kelly picks up the sock you were going to release into and says, “Is this your little cum rag?”

    You nod as your tongue continues to probe her pussy while she rides your face.

    Kelly laughs and quickly executes a move that puts you into a 69. Her pussy is over your face once more. Your tongue is inside her again, probing for more cum.

    You feel the sock around your cock. Kelly strokes you into it.

    “Were you going to fantasize about fucking me while you jerked off into your cum rag?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say before licking her pussy once more.

    “What a pathetic little pervert you are,” Kelly says before laughing. “Now you’re a pathetic little pervert with a load of cum in your stomach.”

    You groan. You’re immensely aroused and you can’t quite comprehend why. It feels like you’re caught up in a hurricane of lust brought on by your roommate’s obviously kinky girlfriend.

    “Blow your load, pervert. Fill up your nasty little cum rag. Fill it,” Kelly says as she fully sits on your face.

    You do as you’re told. You moan into her pussy while cumming into the sock. She continues to stroke you, providing a kind of pleasure you’re not sure you’ve ever experienced.

    When you’re done, Kelly climbs off of you and stands by the side of your bed with the cum-filled sock in her hand. Your chest heaves and you feel lightheaded from the incredible orgasm.

    “Open your mouth,” she says.

    You do as she says without thinking about it.

    Kelly turns your cum-stained sock inside out and shoves it in your mouth. You taste your own cum along with the numerous loads you’ve emptied into the sock since the last time you washed it. The taste is disgusting, but you don’t pull it out. You don’t want to disappoint her.

    “Pervert,” she says with a big smile on her face. “Keep that sock in your mouth until I leave. Suck it clean. Do that and maybe I’ll play with you again.”

    You nod and suck on the sock. The taste is unpleasant and the smell is even worse. You want Kelly to play with you again, though. You need it.

    She gets dressed quickly and on her way out Kelly waves and says, “See you soon.”

    The shower turns off as you pull the sock from your mouth. You toss it aside and pull the sheets over your body. You’re not tired, though. You’re still riding high from the best orgasm of your life. You can’t wait to play again.
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    “Meet me outside my dorm in 30 minutes,” Kelly texts you the next morning.

    You hop out of bed, take a quick shower, throw on the first clothes you find, and rush across campus to Kelly’s dorm. 

    You take a seat on the bench outside her building and just a few minutes later you see the beautiful blonde and her roommate jogging down the sidewalk.

    “I’ll see you later,” Kelly says to her roommate as she stops in front of the bench. 

    The other girl disappears into the building and you look up at Kelly and see the kind of smile that makes you absolutely certain something kinky is about to happen.

    “Follow me,” Kelly says as she walks down the sidewalk and towards the park at the end of the block.

    You do as you’re told. You can’t help but stare at Kelly’s incredible ass in the skintight workout pants she’s wearing. You know she’s not your girlfriend and there’s almost no chance she’s taking you to the park for sex, but your cock still comes alive with desire.

    “Are you enjoying the view?” Kelly asks as she turns her head and sees that you’re ogling her ass.

    “Sorry,” you say.

    She boldly reaches between your legs and grasps your half-hard cock as a naughty smile crosses her face once more.

    “There’s no need to apologize. I know you’re a pervert and perverts can’t help but stare. So go ahead and stare. Be the little pervert we both know you are.”

    Kelly jogs across the street, letting you admire her ass. Now that you’ve been given permission, you make no effort to hide your obsessive stares. Her ass is perfect and all you want to do is stare.

    Kelly stands at the edge of the park entrance and holds out her hand. “Come on, pervert.”

    You tentatively reach out and smile when she takes your hand in hers and guides you down the path that leads into the lush, tree-filled green space.

    “Bryce is an incredible fuck and that cock of his is glorious, but there are some things he’s not really eager to do.” 

    She stops and turns to you. She takes your other hand in hers. You can’t believe you’re holding hands with this beautiful, vivacious blonde girl.

    “That’s where you come in,” she says.

    Kelly walks into a thickly-wooded area of the park and suddenly it feels like you’re the only two people in the world.

    She pulls you close and strokes your cock through your pants. You’re certain she’s going to kiss you.

    Instead, she says, “Perverts can be useful. Most girls would have insisted that Bryce beat you up or get you kicked out of college for spying like you did. I’m not like most girls, though. I know a good thing when I see it.”

    Your cock is fully erect. Your balls are tight against your body. Your loins tingle with pleasure.

    “Get on your knees,” Kelly says.

    You’re a little disappointed that she didn’t kiss you, but you fall to your knees eagerly. Kelly looks down at you and smiles.

    She turns around and leans against the tree. Her ass is inches from your face.

    “Pull my pants down, pervert,” Kelly says.

    You reach up and slip your fingers into the waistband of her workout pants. You pull them down slowly. You watch as the soft, milky white flesh of her ass is exposed. You feel your cock throb.

    “That’s good,” Kelly says. Her ass is fully exposed. It looks a little sweaty from the run. It looks perfect.

    She reaches back and spreads her ass cheeks. You see her pink, wrinkled, sweaty asshole.

    “I’m all sweaty from my run,” she says in a soft, sweet voice. “I need you to be a good pervert and lick up all that sweat.”

    You look up at Kelly. Is she really asking you to lick her sweaty asshole?

    “Do it, pervert. Remember, I can still tell Bryce all about you. I can tell him what a perv you are. I can report you to the school. How quickly do you think you’d get kicked out of school if I told them that you’re a little voyeuristic perv that likes masturbating to college girls?”

    You move closer to her ass. The cool flesh of her cheeks presses against your face.

    “That’s it, pervert. Clean my ass.”

    You extend your tongue and lick Kelly’s asshole. She moans, which thrills you beyond words. It’s what you crave.

    You lick again. The taste is unpleasant. It’s salty and a little metallic. You’re licking an asshole, after all. Even if she’s a good wiper, there’s still going to be some unpleasant stuff back there.

    “You’re such a nasty little pervert,” Kelly says as she reaches back and pulls you deeper between her ass cheeks. “You fucking love my asshole, don’t you? You love being a little ass eating bitch, don’t you?”

    You can’t respond. You can’t say anything. All you can do is continue to eat her asshole. That’s all you want to do, though. You just want to eat her ass.

    “Lick it all, pervert,” she says while moving her ass up and down. She wants you to clean her crack. She wants you to lick up all the sweat she built up on her run.

    You do as you’re told. You let her use your tongue as a towel. You let her fuck your mouth with her ass. You do it because it thrills you.

    When she’s satisfied, Kelly pushes your head away and turns around. You stare at her pussy, which looks even better in the daylight.

    “Do you want my pussy, pervert?” she asks.

    You nod. There’s nothing in the world you want more than to eat her pussy.

    Kelly pushes two fingers into her cunt. She’s wet. You can hear it. She pulls her fingers out and they glisten.

    “Open up,” she demands.

    You open your mouth and the beautiful blonde pushes her fingers onto your tongue.

    “Suck,” she says.

    You close your lips around her fingers and suck them clean. She pushes them in and out of your mouth as you stare up at her.

    You gag a little as she pushes her fingers to the back of your throat. She holds them there and you try your best not to choke.

    “Kiss my pussy,” Kelly says as she pulls her fingers from your mouth and leans against the tree once more.

    You lean forward and kiss it. You want to lick it more than anything in the world. You want to taste her, to push your tongue inside her and soak up her lust.

    “You want to make me cum, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Kelly smiles and fingers her pussy as you watch from just a few inches away. She closes her eyes and moans.

    “No pussy for you,” she says before finishing herself off and having a body-shaking orgasm against the tree.

    She pulls her pants up and says, “You can’t be seen in the park with that unsightly erection between your pants, so you’ll have to stay here until it goes down. I guess you could masturbate, too, though you really would get kicked out of school if someone caught you jerking your little pervert dick in public.”

    Kelly laughs and walks away, leaving you on your knees with a throbbing erection between your pants.

    As much as you’d like to masturbate, you’re not going to take the risk. You sit against the tree and try your best not to think about how much you enjoyed eating Kelly’s ass. After all, you want your dick to go soft so you can actually make your morning class on time.

    
      

    

    A little after midnight, Bryce comes home alone. You’re disappointed. You were hoping for another chance to lick Kelly’s pussy.

    “What’s up?” Bryce asks as he walks in.

    “Not much. Good night?” you say.

    Bryce smiles. It’s the kind of smile that lets you know he fucked Kelly. He doesn’t need to say anything else.

    He turns on the TV, switches to ESPN, and settles in to watch Sportscenter.

    You’re caught off guard when a text notification pops up on your phone. It’s Kelly.

    “Hungry?” she asks. A picture follows. There’s no question it’s a shot of her pussy and Bryce’s cum is leaking out of it.

    Your heart pounds and your fingers tremble a little as you text back, “Yes.”

    She texts you a location. You hop out of bed and throw on pants and a jacket.

    “Where are you going, man?” Bryce asks.

    You almost answer before realizing that you can’t say you’re going to see his girlfriend.

    Instead, you smile at Bryce. It’s the same kind of smile he offered you when he walked in. It’s a language he understands.

    “Well, well,” he says. “It’s about time you took advantage of being at college. Congratulations, man. Have fun.”

    You grab your phone and head out. You follow your maps app to a spot on the edge of campus. It’s there that you see Kelly sitting on a bench. She’s wearing a short, black leather skirt and a soft white sweater. She looks perfect.

    You move to sit next to her and she nods and points to the ground in front of her.

    “That’s where perverts belong,” she says.

    You look around. This isn’t a private spot. It’s late so there isn’t anyone around, but there’s nowhere to hide if someone does come along. Thankfully, it’s dark enough that even if someone saw you from across the street they wouldn’t be able to make out who you were.

    You drop to your knees anyway. Kelly smiles at your obedience. She seems to like your tacit acceptance of your place as a pervert.

    “Are you still hungry?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Kelly moves to the edge of the bench and spreads her legs. Her skirt rides up, offering you unfettered access to her cum-filled pussy.

    “Eat it,” she says.

    You do as you’re told without hesitation. You lick her pussy and eat Bryce’s cum. You devour it on a public street without a care in the world.

    “That’s so good,” Kelly says as she reaches down and grabs your head with both hands. She holds you between her legs, urging you to do your duty as a cum-eating pervert.

    Bryce’s cum isn’t as thick as it was last night, likely because it’s been inside her for longer. It’s still salty and bitter, though. It doesn’t taste as bad as it did, though. You’re getting used to your roommate’s cum.

    “Get after it, dude!” a voice calls out from across the street.

    “Eat that pussy!” says another.

    You instinctively try and pull away, but Kelly holds your head in place. You’re not getting out of cleaning her pussy, no matter what happens. Someone is watching but she doesn’t care. She wants you to be the cum-eating pervert you are. She wants you to devour your roommate’s seed from her freshly-fucked and filled pussy.

    “Finish your job, pervert,” she says. “Clean my pussy. Get all of Bryce’s cum out of there.”

    Someone across the street whistles. You keep eating pussy. You keep swallowing cum. You keep doing as you’re told.

    Eventually, Kelly’s pussy is clean. You’d lick it all night long if you could, but she pushes you away. You look up at her and see the smile of satisfaction on her face.

    “I think you’ve earned an orgasm,” Kelly says. “Take out your cock.”

    You consider not doing it. You know you’re risking getting in trouble if you masturbate in public. You know it would be worse than getting caught eating her pussy.

    You don’t care. You can’t resist her. You unzip your pants and pull out your cock.

    “Masturbate for me,” Kelly says.

    You do as you’re told. You stroke your dick while looking at her. Her legs are still spread and her pussy still looks so perfect.

    “Do you like how my pussy looks?” Kelly asks.

    You nod.

    “I’ll bet you’d love to stick your dick in there, wouldn’t you? You’d love to feel what your roommate feels, wouldn’t you?” she says.

    You nod vigorously. You know she’s not going to let you inside her pussy, but some part of you can’t help but hope that she’ll give you a treat.

    “Put your fingers inside me,” Kelly demands.

    You push two fingers into her pussy. It’s a warm, wet, slippery form of Heaven.

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” she says.

    You nod. You finger her. You masturbate. You feel an intense, overwhelming kind of pleasure.

    “It’s perfect,” she says, “and it’s not for little perverts like you. It’s for big cocks like the one Bryce has. It’s for real men, not cum eating bitch boys like you.”

    Despite the harshness of her words, your cock surges with desire.

    “Are you going to cum, pervert?” Kelly asks.

    You nod.

    “Cum into your hand and eat it,” she demands.

    You shake your head. You don’t want to do that.

    “Do it or I’ll never let you taste my pussy again.”

    You’re so close. You have to decide in an instant.

    You cum in your hand. You groan as the seed sprays from your cock. You catch it all. You wonder if you’re still being watched.

    “Eat it or this is the last time you get a chance to clean my pussy or taste my ass, pervert,” Kelly says.

    You look up at her. You lift your hand to your mouth.

    “Swallow your cum, pervert. Add another load to what’s already in your stomach. Go ahead, swallow it all.”

    You tilt your hand and head back. The cum slides into your mouth. You close your lips. You swallow your load. You gag a little at the taste. It’s worse when you’re not turned on.

    Kelly smiles and stands up. She adjusts her skirt and waves to the people standing across the street. They watched it all, though they might not have been able to tell what you were doing.

    “Get home safe,” she says.

    You stay on your knees. Your cock is still hard. Cum is the only thing you can taste. You feel used. You feel thoroughly satisfied. You feel like a pervert. Maybe she’s right. Maybe that’s exactly what you are.
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    It’s been a week since you’ve seen Kelly. You think about her every day. You wonder if you’ve done something to annoy her. You wonder if she just wanted to toy with you a little and now she’s had her fill.

    Then she sends you a text: “I want you to do something for me,” is all it says.

    You feel an incredible rush of excitement when you read it. The thrills of the week before come back. You quickly text back: “I’ll do anything.”

    You’re not sure if it’s entirely true – there’s probably something she could ask for that you wouldn’t do – but you’re willing to try almost anything in the name of getting more of what Kelly gave you last week.

    “I want to see you with a load of cum on your tongue,” she texts. “Send me a picture.”

    You know that means jerking off into your hand and taking it in your mouth. You know that’s what she wants.

    “Okay,” you text her back.

    Bryce is out and will be for a few more hours. You have plenty of time so you eagerly pull off your pants and spread your legs.

    “This might help,” Kelly texts. A moment later, a picture of a pussy arrives. It’s a pussy you recognize. It’s her pussy and it looks wet.

    “Are you being a good boy for me?” she asks. “Are you going to show me a hot load of cum in your mouth?”

    You look at the picture of Kelly’s pussy and masturbate furiously. You remember how good it felt to be on your knees eating a load out of her in public. You remember how she sat on your face and fed your Bryce’s cum.

    Your orgasm arrives quickly. You catch it in your hand. Your heart is pounding and you feel alive with desire.

    You want to make Kelly happy. You want to ensure she does more with you. You want her to know that you’re willing to do whatever it takes to make her happy.

    You lift your hand to your mouth and pour the cum onto your tongue. You grab your phone, open your mouth, and aim the selfie camera to take a picture.

    You see your tongue. You see the cum on it. You see just how nasty you’re being. You consider not taking the picture. You consider letting your “relationship” with Kelly die right then and there. You wonder if you really want more of what she’s given you so far.

    You take the picture. Of course you want more. Some part of you wants to deny that you love it, but you can’t. Kelly tapped into something you didn’t know existed inside you.

    You text her the picture. You feel a little nervous as you’re doing it. You’re sending a girl you barely know a picture of your mouth filled with cum. You know it’s a little crazy. You just don’t care.

    “Good boy,” she texts back almost immediately. “I knew you’d do what you were told.”

    She sends you another picture of her pussy. This time she has two fingers in it. It seems as though you’ve aroused her. You’re willingness to do as you’re told has thrilled Kelly. You feel an unexpected sense of joy. You like making her happy.

    “Good boys get rewarded,” she texts after sending you the picture of her wet pussy.

    You wonder when you’ll see her again.

    
      

    

    “Do you want me to suck your cock?” Kelly asks your roommate.

    “Fuck yes,” Bryce answers.

    It’s late. You’re in bed. Bryce thinks you’re asleep. Kelly knows you’re not. She knows you’re watching. She texted you before they came back. She told you to pretend you were deeply asleep.

    You watch Kelly drop to her knees and unbutton Bryce’s pants. It’s different than the last time. She’s made sure that you have a better view. You can see Bryce’s big cock as she strokes him. You can see her long blonde hair and the outline of her body in the tight jeans and top she’s wearing.

    Bryce moans as Kelly takes him into her mouth. “Fuck, Kelly, you’re incredible,” he says.

    You feel the same way, though for entirely different reasons. Kelly is giving you a gift by letting you watch. She’s giving you exactly what you want and it comes with the added thrill of knowing that she might let you enjoy something naughty afterwards, too.

    “Do you like my mouth?” Kelly asks as she looks up at him and runs her fingers up and down Bryce’s spit-soaked shaft.

    “I fucking love your mouth,” he says.

    You wonder what her mouth feels like. It must be wondrous, especially if Bryce gets so vocal about it. You haven’t heard him talk like that with any of the other girls he’s brought back to your room.

    Kelly swallows his cock again. You hear the sounds of sloppy wet sucking. You wonder if she’s making it louder tonight for your benefit.

    You’re hard under the sheets. You desperately want to masturbate, but you know that Bryce would only have to glance over at your bed to see you jerking off. You can’t risk it.

    Instead, you watch Kelly blow your roommate and let a mixture of jealousy and arousal build inside you. You wish you were Bryce, but you also wish you were resting beneath Kelly so you could worship her pussy while she’s sucking cock.

    “Take me from behind,” Kelly says as she stands and strips.

    You admire her naked body as she gets on her hands and knees in Bryce’s bed. She looks right at you as your roommate moves behind her. She smiles.

    “Give me your big cock, Bryce,” she says.

    Bryce slips into her from behind. Kelly continues to look your way. She’s moaning now. Her hair and breasts bounce with every thrust inside her. You wish you could be next to her. You wish you could touch her body as she gets fucked.

    You know you shouldn’t be developing a crush on her, but you can’t help it. You know she’s made it perfectly clear that she’s just having kinky fun with you, but you still can’t help it. She makes you feel so good, even if the things you do with her are so dirty.

    “Fuck yes, Bryce. Pound my pussy,” Kelly says. “Pound it hard.”

    You hear Bryce pick up the pace of his thrusts. The sounds of sex fill your dorm room. Sex you’re not having.

    Before the year started you never would have imagined that you’d be in bed hoping for a chance to eat someone else’s cum out of a girl’s pussy. That’s what you want, though. Bryce is having sex and what you really crave is for Kelly to sit on your face and feed you his cum when they’re done. Maybe you’re exactly the kind of pervert she keeps saying you are.

    “Make me cum, Bryce. Fuck me hard and make me cum!”

    You know what it sounds like when Kelly cums. You’ve heard it numerous times. Now you hear it again. Bryce fucks her from behind and makes her cum hard. He has her screaming with such noisy joy that the guys in the rooms next to yours can probably hear it. Bryce probably loves that.

    Bryce pulls out after Kelly cums. She looks back and says, “Do you want me to make you cum?”

    Your roommate smiles and gets on his back in bed. His cock is long, thick, and rock hard. You’re jealous. You can’t help but think that you’d be the one fucking Kelly if you were blessed with something that big between your legs.

    Kelly spins around and sits down on him in reverse cowgirl. The show continues. She looks over at your bed. Bryce’s face is blocked. He can’t see you. You pull out your cock and stroke as Kelly rides him.

    It’s a beautiful sight. She’s working your roommate’s cock with her perfect wet pussy. She’s working to make him cum because he already made her feel good. She wants him to empty his load inside her. You’re hoping she wants to feed it to you afterwards, though you’re not sure how she’s going to do that with him in the room.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Bryce announces.

    Kelly smiles and rides him harder. She wants him to feel good. She wants him to cum inside her. He’s the man that satisfies her and he’s the one that gets to dump his load in her pussy. You just get to watch.

    Bryce groans, reaches up to grab Kelly’s tits, and cums. She slows her pace and moves back and forth instead of up and down. She’s milking his cock with her cunt, which must feel absolutely perfect. You’ve never been so jealous and turned on in your life. You desperately wish you were the one inside her. You like being kinky for her, but to fuck Kelly would be the ultimate fantasy.

    Kelly puts on her panties after climbing off of Bryce’s big cock. You imagine his cum leaking out of her into the cotton that’s now nestled against her pussy.

    “You’re incredible, babe,” Bryce says.

    Kelly leans over and kisses him as your roommate lies on his back in bed with his hard cock still pulsing.

    “This is incredible,” Kelly adds as she reaches out and wraps her fingers around his dick. “Thank you, as always, for making me cum so hard.”

    Kelly steps into the bathroom and closes the door behind her. You watch Bryce pull on his underwear and then roll over. He seems to fall asleep almost immediately.

    A few minutes later, Kelly emerges from the bathroom and quietly approaches your bedside. She leans down and passes you her panties.

    “They’re soaked in his cum. Just like you want them, pervert,” she says.

    Your cock throbs as Kelly’s voice invades your head. She’s close enough that you can smell a mixture of her perfume and shampoo. You’re tempted to reach out and touch her hair, but you don’t want to seem like more of a weirdo than you have already been with her.

    “Put those messy panties on,” Kelly says.

    You hesitate. The idea of wearing her panties feels weird. The idea of wearing her cum-filled panties is even weirder.

    “Do it, pervert,” she demands. “Do it or you and I have played for the last time.”

    One look into her eyes is enough to tell you she’s serious. You don’t want to be done playing with her. You want to be close to her. Even though she’s treating you like a toy, you don’t care. You like Kelly and you want to spend more time with her.

    You pull off your underwear. Your cock is exposed under the sheets. It’s still throbbing. Despite your reservations, you still find the idea of doing something dirty for Kelly to be thrilling.

    She squats by the bed and moves closer. She smells so good. You feel like you could get lost in that scent.

    “Put on those disgusting, cum-filled panties, pervert. Soak your little dick in Bryce’s cum,” she whispers. “Do it. Be a pervert for me.”

    You look into the cotton gusset of the panties. You see the incredible mess Bryce left behind. There’s so much cum and it looks so thick and sticky.

    The panties disappear under the sheets as you move to put them on. You pull them up your legs. They’re small but you’re going to make them fit.

    “What a good little pervert you are,” Kelly says as the panties come to rest against your cock and balls.

    The cum is warm and wet. It feels gross against your genitals but you can’t deny how arousing it is to do as you’re told.

    Bryce stirs in his bed and both you and Kelly look over. She stands as if she’s ready to bolt should your roommate wake up. Instead, he rolls over once more and begins to snore lightly.

    “Play with your little dick,” Kelly says as she squats next to you once more. “Do it, pervert. Play with your cum-covered dick in those panties. Make yourself cum.”

    Kelly has a hungry, wild look in her eyes. You wish that look was desire for you. You know it’s not. You know she just likes using you like a toy. You don’t care. You like being her toy because it means the breathtakingly beautiful, kinky girl is eager to spend time with you.

    You do as you’re told. You masturbate in the cum filled panties. You rub your fingers up and down your panty-clad shaft. You play with your balls. Soon your crotch feels like it’s bathed in Bryce’s semen.

    “How does it feel, pervert?” Kelly asks. You can hear the arousal in her voice. There’s no question she likes watching you be a dirty boy for her.

    “It’s so good,” you whisper.

    You could lie, but why bother? It does feel good. It feels nasty, but that feels good because it’s what Kelly wants.

    “You’re disgusting,” she says, but you’re certain you detect a hint of a smile. “You’re such a fucking filthy little bitch.”

    You can’t help but get more turned on as she humiliates you. It feels like you shouldn’t find any of it pleasurable, and yet your dick is even harder now. It’s embarrassing, but that only seems to arouse you even more.

    “Make a mess, pervert. Cum in your panties,” Kelly whispers.

    They’re your panties now, apparently. She wants you to fill them with your cum. She wants you to make a nasty mixture of yours and Bryce’s loads. You better do it.

    You look into Kelly’s eyes as your orgasm approaches. You see lust in them. You see her desire for your submission. You see how much it turns her on that you’re willing to be such a pervert for her.

    “God, Kelly, I’m gonna cum,” you whisper.

    You can’t help but think about the different circumstances under which you and your roommate uttered those words.

    Bryce’s big cock was buried deep inside Kelly’s pussy. He had given her an orgasm and she’d rewarded him with a lusty reverse cowgirl ride to milk his dick.

    You, on the other hand, are masturbating in a pair of cum-filled panties as Kelly watched. You are providing her pleasure by jerking off into her underwear and doing so while your cock and balls are coated in Bryce’s cum.

    Kelly leans closer. Her lips are so close to yours that you can’t resist. You move closer. You try and kiss her.

    She leans back and her fingers wrap around your neck. She pushes your head against the bed.

    “Not a chance, pervert. Don’t ever do that again. You don’t deserve that privilege. You don’t deserve that pleasure. You’re a little pervert, not a boyfriend. Now cum into my panties.”

    She chokes you as you rub your cock and it turns you on. You’ve been thoroughly rejected and you’re so much more aroused than you thought you’d be.

    “Cum, pervert,” Kelly says as she tightens her grip.

    Your orgasm is explosive. It’s a kind of pleasure you’ve never experienced. It’s everything you want an orgasm to be. You feel your cock pulse over and over as you spray cum into the panties Kelly so generously gave you.

    She releases her grip on your throat and leans in close. You can feel the warmth of her breath against your skin. You know better than to try and kiss her again.

    “You’re a nasty little pervert. Stop trying to fight that,” she says. “Just be what you are.”

    You nod and say, “Okay.”

    “Good,” Kelly says as she stands. “Don’t take those panties off. Keep them on all night. Let the cum soak in. That’s what you deserve.”

    She turns and leaves. Your body is still buzzing from the intense pleasure of your climax. Your neck hurts a little from the tight grip Kelly took. You already miss her. You want more. You want to see what else she has in store for you.
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    Unlike most Saturday nights, Bryce is in the dorm room.

    “No date tonight?” you ask.

    “Kelly broke up with me. Can you believe that? What a fucking bitch,” he says.

    You have to work to hide the crushing disappointment you feel. You’d come to develop feelings of a certain kind for Kelly and your first reaction was that you’d have to say goodbye to all of that.

    “What happened,” you ask in as calm and collected a voice as you can manage.

    Bryce throws his hands up. “I have no fucking idea, dude. She broke up with me over text. Can you fucking believe that? I’m telling you, that girl is a bitch. She might not seem like it, but she’s a stone cold bitch.”

    You believe it. That fact happens to work for you. You’re not particularly surprised that Kelly broke up with Bryce. He wasn’t much of a boyfriend. He’s really more of a big dick with legs. You don’t know Kelly well, but you suspect she dumped him the moment she felt like she’d gotten what she wanted out of him.

    Your phone dings. You look over. It’s a text from Kelly: “Come to my room. Now.”

    You jump up from your desk chair and grab your coat. You see the surprise on Bryce’s face.

    “You’re about to get some action, aren’t you?” he asks.

    “Yup,” you say. You’re secretly gleeful that Bryce’s ex-girlfriend wants to see you and she has no interest in him.

    “Fucking hell,” he says. “You’re getting some and I’m here with nobody to fuck. Unbelievable.”

    “See you later,” you say.

    You rush across campus to Kelly’s dorm. She buzzes you in. She’s dressed in skimpy, loose workout shorts and a cropped tee shirt when she answers the door.

    “Hey there,” she says. There’s something delightfully seductive in her voice and you can’t resist the smile on her face.

    “Hey,” you say. Your cock is already half hard.

    She steps out of the way and says, “Come in.”

    “So, you broke up with Bryce,” you say as you step into the room.

    Kelly laughs and says, “He told you about that, huh?”

    She closes the gap between the two of you in an instant. The tropical scent of her shampoo drifts into your nose.

    Kelly reaches out and takes your hand in hers. “Did he seem mad?” she asks.

    Your pulse races. Kelly bats her eyelashes at you. She steps a little closer. Your cock is hard.

    “He seemed…surprised, I think. I’m not sure he’s had a lot of girls break up with him.”

    Kelly laughs and moves a few inches closer. She looks down and sees your stiff dick. She reaches out and brushes her fingers over the front of your pants.

    “Bryce wasn’t the guy for me. He was fun, but he’s not someone I really enjoyed spending time with.”

    Kelly looks up at you. She’s so close. Her lips look so soft. You’re absolutely certain she’s going to kiss you. You’re certain that she’s saying that you’re the kind of guy she wants to spend time with.

    “Oh my gosh, you’re so right Kelly,” an unfamiliar voice says.

    You look over and see a pretty brunette girl standing in the bathroom doorway. She must have been in there when you entered the room.

    “I know, right?” Kelly says as she lets your hand go and steps back.

    The brunette steps into the room and stands next to Kelly. “He’s totally in love with you,” she says.

    Kelly and her friend laugh as they both look at the small tent in front of your pants. You feel a little embarrassed, but you don’t move. You don’t even consider it. You know Kelly well enough to get that she’s unlike most girls.

    “This is Sarah,” Kelly says as she introduces you to her roommate. “I told her all about you.”

    You look at Sarah and she smiles. “She told me everything, you nasty little pervert.”

    “Pleasure to meet you,” you say.

    Sarah laughs as Kelly steps forward and takes your hand in hers again. You feel that same swell of desire.

    This time, she kisses you. It’s a soft, sensual kiss. It’s beautiful. It’s everything you want.

    “You’re not a bad kisser,” Kelly says as she steps back.

    She looks at her roommate. “He deserved a kiss,” she says. “After all, he’s done some seriously perverted stuff for me.”

    You know she’s right about that. You know you’d do it all again, too.

    “Take out your cock,” Sarah says.

    You look at Kelly. “Do what she says.”

    You unzip your pants and pull out your cock. Sarah giggles.

    “Play with it,” she says.

    You masturbate in front of the two girls. You see a look of utter fascination on Sarah’s face.

    “She didn’t believe me when I told her you were willing to do whatever you were told,” Kelly says. “Do you believe me now?” she asks her roommate.

    “I’m starting to.”

    Kelly steps closer and reaches for your cock. You stop stroking. She grabs it and squeezes the shaft tight enough to cause a sharp pain.

    “Get on your knees,” she demands.

    You drop to your knees as she releases your hard cock.

    “Take off my shorts.”

    You reach up and pull off her cute little workout shorts. You see her pussy, which looks freshly shaved. It’s mouth watering.

    “Eat my pussy,” she demands.

    You eat her pussy. She grabs the back of your head and aggressively pulls you between her legs. She pulls your hair so hard it hurts.

    “Holy shit,” Sarah says.

    “I told you. He’s a nasty little pervert. He fucking loves doing what he’s told and he’s willing to do literally anything. I still haven’t found something he’ll say no to.”

    She’s right. You’ve done everything she’s demanded so far. You’ve eaten someone else’s cum for her. You’ve worn cum-soaked panties. You’ve eaten your own cum.

    “Can I have a turn?” Sarah asks.

    “Of course,” Kelly says as she pushes you away from her pussy.

    You stay on your knees as Sarah steps closer. “Take my shorts off,” she says.

    You reach up and pull them off. Her pubic hair is closely trimmed. Her pussy lips are plump. She looks delicious.

    Instead of telling you to eat her pussy, Sarah turns around and bends over. She looks back, smiles, and says, “Eat my ass.”

    You look at Kelly. “Do it, perv. Don’t even fucking hesitate. This can end at any time if you’re disobedient.”

    You push your face between Sarah’s ass cheeks. You lick her asshole. The taste is a tad unpleasant, but it’s not bad.

    “Holy shit,” Sarah says. “This is amazing.”

    “It’s fun having a toy to play with, isn’t it?” Kelly says to her roommate.

    Sarah reaches back and grabs your head. She pulls you tighter between her ass cheeks. “Eat that fucking ass, pervert,” she says. You can hear the glee in her voice. She’s taking great joy in playing with you just like Kelly does.

    When she frees you from her ass, Sarah spins around and smiles. You can see the same delight that Kelly so often displays when she’s playing with you.

    “Get naked,” Kelly demands.

    You stand and strip. You feel a touch uncomfortable being exposed in front of two girls that have no interest in fucking you, but you get naked anyway.

    Kelly grabs a pair of dirty panties from the pile of laundry in the corner of the room. She hands them to you.

    “Put these on, pervert,” she says.

    You step into the panties and pull them up your legs as Sarah giggles. “Damn,” she says. She’s clearly not familiar with a guy like you. You didn’t even hesitate to put on a pair of pretty panties. You just did as you were told.

    “You want more ass?” Kelly asks.

    You nod.

    “Then get on your fucking knees,” she says.

    You drop to your knees.

    Kelly turns around and bends over. “Eat it,” she says.

    You lean forward and eat her ass. Sarah steps behind you and grabs your head in both hands. She pushes forward. She sits on your back. You feel the heat and wetness of her pussy against your skin.

    “Eat that fucking ass, pervert,” Kelly says.

    The aggression in her voice is irresistible. It turns you on to be talked to like that. It turns you on to be bossed around like that.

    It seems that Kelly’s roommate might be just as kinky as she is. She’s rubbing her pussy over your back and she’s moaning. She loves seeing you eat Kelly’s ass and she it seems that she’s exceptionally turned on by the whole thing.

    Kelly steps away and turns around. Sarah still has your head in her grip. You can still feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against you.

    “Do you want him to make you cum?” Kelly asks.

    “Fuck yes,” Sarah answers.

    Kelly looks at you and points to her bed before saying, “Get on your back.”

    Sarah releases your head and you get into Kelly’s bed. You look down at the bulge of your hard cock in her panties. It feels humiliating and far more arousing than you thought possible.

    “Sit on his face. He’ll make you cum,” Kelly says to her roommate.

    Sarah jumps on the bed and quickly straddles your face. She grabs a handful of your hair and drops her cunt onto your tongue.

    “Make me cum,” she demands.

    You flick your tongue back and forth over her clit. You listen to her moan. You wince in pain as she tightens her grip on your hair.

    “Fuck,” Sarah says. “This is so fucking hot.”

    Kelly laughs and says, “I told you. Having a pervert at your beck and call can be a wonderful thing.”

    As Sarah grinds her pussy over your mouth you feel Kelly straddle your crotch. She rubs her pussy into your panty-clad cock. You hear her moan. You can feel her wetness soaking through the cotton that covers your dick.

    Sarah rides your face harder. She’s going to cum. You can see it on her face. She’s pressing hard into your head, like she’s trying to push you through the bed.

    “Fuck. Make me cum, bitch!” she screams.

    Her body shudders on top of you as she tilts her head back and lets out a groan of pure sexual delight. She cums on your face. Juice squirts from her pussy and coats your lips and cheeks. She makes a mess of you and it seems to delight her to no end.

    “Fuuuck!” she says while rubbing her cunt from your chin to your forehead. She’s marking you with her juices.

    Kelly laughs as Sarah climbs off of you. She sees the slick juices all over your face.

    “You look good like that,” she says. She’s still grinding on your crotch. Your cock is hard as a rock. It’s so close to her pussy.

    “I can see that look on your face. Forget about it. Perverts don’t get to fuck me. Perverts get teased. Perverts get taunted. They don’t get to fuck,” she says.

    “Why fuck him when you could just ride that tongue of his?” Sarah adds from her bed. She’s sitting with her legs spread and already playing with her pussy again as she watches Kelly toy with you.

    “You would have liked her pussy even better if it was full of someone else’s cum,” Kelly says. “Isn’t that true?”

    You look over at Sarah and nod. You can’t really think straight. You just want to make Kelly and her roommate happy. You want to bask in the joy of their sexual pleasure. You’re hoping Kelly will make you cum too.

    Kelly scrambles up your body and hovers over your face. Her pussy is so close you can feel the heat emanating from it.

    She reaches into her desk drawer and pulls out a vibrating dildo. She rubs it between her pussy lips and plunges it inside. You watch it disappear into her. It’s beautiful.

    “Look at him,” Sarah says. “He’s totally in love with you. He would do absolutely anything for you.”

    Kelly smiles as she pulls the toy from her pussy. It’s slick with her juices. She presses it against your lips.

    “Open up,” Kelly says.

    You hold her gaze and part your lips. The toy slides onto your tongue.

    She leans forward and says, “Suck it, pervert.”

    You close your lips around the dildo. You suck it just like she told you to. She smiles and pushes it into your mouth. She’s fucking your face.

    “This is so hot,” Sarah says. You can hear her masturbating.

    “It is, isn’t it?” Kelly says as she stares into your eyes.

    You nod while you’re sucking on the dildo.

    “I’ll bet you’d suck cock for me,” she says.

    You say nothing. You’re not sure if you would or not. It feels terrifying to commit to something like that.

    “I’ll bet he would. I’ll bet he’d get on his knees and suck a big fat dick if you told him to. I’ll bet he’d suck off a total stranger if you wanted him to,” Sarah says from across the room.

    Kelly pulls the dildo from your mouth and spins around. She pushes the toy inside the panties you’re wearing and rubs it all over the head of your cock.

    When she spins around again you can see the toy is wet. It’s covered in your precum.

    “Open up,” she says again.

    You open your mouth. She places the toy on your tongue.

    “Suck it clean,” she demands.

    “Fuck,” Sarah says as she fingers her pussy.

    You suck the toy clean. You taste the sweetness of your precum. You run your tongue over the dildo. You clean it. You see the lust in Kelly’s eyes. You see that your willingness to do as you’re told turns her on.

    She pulls the toy from your mouth once more and looks at her roommate. “Come over here. Help me with him.”

    Sarah hops off her bed and joins Kelly in her bed. The girls move between your legs and Kelly pulls down the panties. She takes your cock in her hand and strokes you.

    “Play with his balls,” she says to Sarah.

    Soon you have the hands of two beautiful girls playing with your genitals. You groan. You moan. You writhe in the bed. You succumb to the most intense pleasure of your life.

    You cum soon after. Kelly catches most of the load in her hand. She looks at her roommate and smiles.

    “What are you going to do?” Sarah asks.

    “I’m going to feed the pervert,” she answers.

    Kelly straddles your chest. She has your cum in one hand and the dildo in the other. She rubs the sex toy through the cum. She coats it.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. You’re not looking forward to what she’s about to do. You just came and your desire has washed away.

    Kelly places the dildo on your tongue. You taste your cum.

    “Suck it clean, pervert,” she says.

    “Holy fuck,” Sarah adds as she plays with her pussy.

    You suck the dildo clean. Kelly pushes it deeper into your mouth and you keep sucking. You focus on her face. You focus on the pleasure you see in her eyes. You know she wants you to act like a cocksucker and a pervert. You don’t want to disappoint her.

    She does it again. She dips the dildo in your cum and pushes it in your mouth. You suck it clean. She repeats the process over and over.

    Eventually, most of your cum ends up in your stomach. There’s just a little left on her hand and she tells you to stick out your tongue. You do so and she makes you lick her hand clean. She makes you eat every drop of your cum.

    “Make me cum,” she says before dropping her pussy onto your face.

    You do as you’re told, and by the time you’re done you’ve got an erection again.

    “Look at that. The fucking freak is hard again,” Sarah says.

    Kelly laughs as she sees the bulge in her panties. “I guess eating cum really does turn him on.” She looks at you. “It does, doesn’t it?”

    You see no harm in nodding. It seems true. You certainly didn’t stop her from feeding you cum and you haven’t done it in the past.

    “Time to go, pervert,” she says.

    You hop out of her bed and move to strip off the panties.

    “No, leave the panties on,” she says. “Wear them all night, in fact. Put them with the other pair. If you want to be a very good little pervert for me, wear them to class tomorrow and send me a pic. Maybe I’ll give you a reward.”

    “Damn,” Sarah says. “Are you gonna do it, freak?”

    “Yes,” you say as you pull on your pants and shirt.

    You’ll do anything for Kelly.
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    “Thank you for the pic,” Kelly texted you a few days after you’d served her and her roommate in their room.

    You’d found a seat in the back row of class and unbuttoned your pants to snap the pic of you in her panties.

    “My pleasure,” you texted back.

    “Do you want your reward?” she replied.

    “Yes.”

    Of course you wanted your reward. You had no idea what it would be, but you wanted it.

    “Meet me at the library in 30 minutes,” she texted.

    You got there in 15 minutes. You weren’t going to risk being late. When Kelly showed up the smile she flashed at you was the most beautiful thing in the world. It made your heart soar.

    “Follow me,” she said before blowing by you and walking into the library.

    You followed the vivacious young blonde up two flights of stairs and towards the back of the library. It seemed clear that she was looking for a private spot where something unquestionably naughty was going to unfold.

    She took you into the biographies section – not a place a lot of college students would be found – and spun around. She pointed to the ground without saying a word and you fell to your knees. Again that sexy smile broke across her face.

    “You’re such a fucking pervert,” she said while slowly pulling up her skirt and exposing a pair of blue cotton panties. “You have no idea what I’m about to do and you don’t care. You just want to be a little perv boy for me. I could piss in your mouth and you’d welcome it, wouldn’t you?”

    You nodded. It didn’t exactly sound appealing, but she was right. You wouldn’t have run from Kelly if she wanted to piss in your mouth. You would have let her do it.

    You saw a wet stain in her panties. It looked too big to be the stain of arousal. It had to be a load of cum.

    “Do you even care whose cum is inside me, pervert?” she asked.

    You shook your head. You didn’t give a damn. You were too hungry for it. You wanted to clean the spunk out of her.

    Kelly smiled and pushed a hand into her panties. You saw her fingers working through the blue cotton. You felt your mouth watering in anticipation. You felt your heart pounding. You felt your dick getting hard.

    She pulled her fingers from her panties. They were covered in a thick, slick white fluid. They were covered in someone’s cum.

    “You want to eat a stranger’s cum, don’t you? You’re such a fucking pervert that you’ll suck all this cum off my fingers, won’t you? You’re such a nasty little perv boy that you’ll do it in the library, even though someone could come along and see you sucking spunk off my fingers like a fucking perv.”

    There was no need to respond. She was right about all of it. Being in the library excited you more than it scared you. It felt naughtier. She was right. You were a perv.

    “Eat his cum, perv,” Kelly said as you opened your mouth to receive her fingers.

    The cum was salty and bitter. It tasted much stronger than Bryce’s had. Your taste buds came alive and you nearly gagged. You managed to swallow, though. You were a good pervert for Kelly. You sucked her fingers clean as she fucked your mouth with them.

    “You’re so fucking nasty,” she said. “Such a nasty little perv boy for me.”

    Her fingers disappeared into her panties once more. They emerged covered with more cum. She pushed them into your mouth again. You cleaned them off. You swallowed more of the stranger’s semen.

    Kelly pulled her fingers from your mouth and slowly pulled down her panties. She revealed a beautiful mess between her legs.

    “Look at you,” she said. “You’re such a fucking cum whore. I can’t believe that look on your face. You look like you’d kill someone for the privilege of getting to eat this load out of my pussy and panties.”

    You looked up from Kelly’s pussy and into her eyes. You saw her hunger. You saw how much she loved treating you like a cum-loving pervert.

    “Please,” you said. “Please let me clean the cum out of your pussy. Please let me clean your messy panties.”

    Kelly smiled and roughly pulled your head between her legs. She smeared the cum on your face as you licked up as much as you could.

    She grabbed your hair and pulled back. She looked down at your messy, cum-smeared face and smiled. She paused for a moment and then reared back and spit on you. It landed just under your eye and slowly rolled down your face.

    “You fucking perverted loser,” she said before pulling you between her legs once more. “Clean it. Eat all the cum you can find.”

    You cleaned her pussy as instructed. You licked the cum out of her panties. You swallowed everything you could get your tongue on. You felt it slide down your throat and into your stomach.

    Kelly kept you between her legs until she was satisfied that you’d done your job. Then she roughly pushed you back and said, “On your back, now.”

    You laid on the library’s carpet and watched her stand over your head. She squatted over your face and said, “Are you thirsty?”

    You nodded. You knew what was coming. You knew it was going to be nasty. You knew she was going to treat you like the pervert she seemed to think you were.

    “Open up,” Kelly demanded.

    You opened your mouth and she squatted deeper. Her pussy was just a few inches from your face.

    “Here it comes,” she said. “Try not to spill.”

    She pissed in your mouth. Her urine flowed onto your tongue. The taste was overwhelming, but you tried your best to swallow like you were supposed to. Some of it spilled, but Kelly only laughed. She seemed to enjoy that you were struggling.

    It wasn’t a full bladder that she emptied into your mouth. It was enough to thrill you, though. Your cock was rock hard. You couldn’t believe it.

    Kelly stood up, stepped back, and looked at the tent in your pants.

    “Take your dick out. Jerk off. Do it. Cum right here in the library,” she said.

    You did as you were told and watched as Kelly lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and played with her pussy. It felt like your willingness to be nasty was a source of great arousal to her. That provided greater fuel for your desire.

    You groaned quietly. Your balls tightened up.

    “Cum on yourself,” she said. “Cum all over your shirt. Make a fucking mess like a good little pervert.”

    You had piss and cum on your face. It wasn’t a big leap to have cum on your clothes, too. You unleashed your load. Kelly’s face contorted in pleasure as she watched you do exactly as she desired. You made a mess at her command and it made her cum.

    Afterwards, she pulled her panties up, straightened her skirt, and stepped over you. “That was fun, pervert,” she said while walking away. “We should do this again sometime.”

    You stayed on your back and stared at the ceiling as that joyful feeling of post-orgasmic happiness washed over you. You’d deal with how to get out of the library as a cum and piss-covered pervert in a few minutes. In the moment, you just wanted to bask in your overwhelming sexual joy.

    
      

    

    “You like to watch, right?”

    That’s what Kelly had texted you. It was more of a rhetorical question, of course. She knew you liked to watch. That was how she discovered your naughty little desires. You loved to watch her and Bryce fuck.

    “Of course you do,” she followed up. “Do you want to watch tonight?”

    You told her you wanted to. Of course you wanted to. You’d give anything to watch, especially since there was a chance it would be followed by clean up.

    That’s how you ended up at a house party full of people you didn’t know. Kelly had directed you to the upper floor of the house. She said she’d be in a bedroom at the end of the hallway. She said she’d be with yet another guy that possessed a bigger, better cock than yours and that knew how to fuck her far better than a pervert like you.

    You made your way upstairs. You walked to the end of the dark hallway. You heard someone groaning. It was a guy. You crept closer and looked through the partially open door.

    You saw a guy standing. You saw blonde hair moving in front of him. Kelly was on her knees. She was sucking cock. She was offering her mouth to this man that was almost certainly going to fuck her while you watched.

    “Fuck, Kelly, you’re incredible,” he said.

    His voice was deep. He was tall and had a head of thick, wavy hair. He was wearing a pair of dark slacks, which seemed odd. Most college students wore jeans.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Professor Stevens?” Kelly asked.

    He wasn’t a student. He was a professor. You were in one of his classes, in fact. How did he get into the party without anyone seeing him? Did Kelly drag him upstairs before anyone else arrived? It didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that you were about to watch the girl you eagerly served get fucked by a professor.

    “You know I do,” he said.

    Kelly stood up and kissed the man she’d been blowing. You felt jealous of him. You wanted to kiss her.

    She quickly glanced towards the door. Her eyes seemed to meet yours. She knew you were there watching.

    “I can’t wait to have this big cock inside me,” she said as her hands moved between the professor’s legs and stroked him. “I can’t wait to feel you explode in my tight young pussy.”

    Professor Stevens groaned. He was probably thinking the same thing.

    Kelly kissed him again before moving to the bed. She got on her hands and knees facing you. She looked right at you again. The professor stripped off his pants and moved behind her. He disappeared from your view.

    “Fuck me, Professor Stevens. Give me your big cock. Give me your cum,” she said.

    Your cock was hard as a rock as Kelly moaned. The professor was inside her. He was fucking her. He was taking advantage of her willingness to be a slut for an older man.

    “That’s it. Give it to me. Pound my tight young pussy,” Kelly said.

    She was playing with him just like she played with you. She was making him feel good. She was giving him exactly what she needed. He wanted to fuck a hot young thing and she was more than willing to be on the receiving end of his dick.

    “Fuck, you feel so good. Your cock feels so good inside me,” Kelly continued. “Pound me, professor. Pound my pussy.”

    Professor Stevens picked up the pace. He fucked Kelly harder and faster. Her moans got louder. The sound of flesh slapping together filled the room.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he said.

    “Cum inside me. Fill my tight young pussy with your cum, professor. Fill me. Fill me until I’m overflowing,” Kelly encouraged him.

    You watched a look of pure, deep pleasure cross Kelly’s face as the professor pumped his load in her pussy. He groaned and she smiled. It was a joyful experience for you, too. Your cock throbbed in your pants. Precum leaked out of you as you watched another man fuck the girl you’d developed complicated, erotic feelings for.

    “Thank you, professor,” Kelly said, continuing to burnish his ego. “Thank you for cumming inside me.”

    The professor laughed in pure delight. He stepped in front of Kelly and leaned down to kiss her. Their lips lingered together for a few moments. Again you felt jealous.

    “Let me clean you,” Kelly said as she reached out and grasped his still-hard cock.

    The professor stood up and watched as Kelly took his cock into her mouth and gently sucked him clean. You marveled at her skill and how she knew exactly what a man like Professor Stevens would want from her.

    “You’re incredible, Kelly,” he said when she let his dick fall from her mouth.

    “Thank you,” she replied.

    “I should get going,” he said.

    “Of course,” Kelly said as she stayed on her hands and knees. “Go out the back. We wouldn’t want any of the partygoers knowing that you just fucked one of your students, would we?”

    The professor laughed as he got dressed. “That probably wouldn’t be good,” he said.

    You stepped away and slipped into one of the other open bedrooms. You waited a few minutes to give the professor plenty of time to leave.

    “Are you out there, pervert?” Kelly’s voice finally called out.

    You stepped out of the room you’d been hiding in and pushed open the door at the end of the hallway. Kelly was still on her hands and knees. She was naked. The professor’s cum was inside her. She looked perfect.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Would you like a kiss?”

    You walked closer and dropped to your knees. Kelly smiled and pulled you close for a kiss. You tasted the professor’s cock and cum. You tasted what she’d sucked off of him after they’d fucked.

    “He’s got a glorious cock,” she said. “I love fucking him, and I love that you got to watch like the voyeur pervert that you are.”

    “Thank you,” you said.

    “I want you to clean me,” she said. “I want you to eat all of his cum out of me. Start behind me, now.”

    You hopped to your feet and moved into the bed behind Kelly. You reached up to spread her ass cheeks and you licked her cum-filled pussy. You cleaned the professor’s load out of her as she moaned and pushed back against you. Your nose brushed against her asshole as your tongue pushed inside her pussy.

    “You’re such a fucking pervert,” she said. “Such a little cum-loving perv boy.”

    All you could do was moan as you tried to push your tongue deeper inside her. You wanted more of the professor’s load. You wanted to eat everything he’d left inside her.

    “Eat my ass,” she said.

    You moved from her pussy to her asshole. You rimmed her eagerly. You relished the pleasure of doing exactly as Kelly told you.

    “Put your tongue inside me. Put it in my ass,” she said.

    She moaned as you ate her ass eagerly. You penetrated her with your tongue. You tasted her insides.

    “Get on your back. On your fucking back, pervert,” Kelly said. Her voice sounded wild and filled with desire.

    You moved to your back as quickly as possible and Kelly sat on your face. Her ass cheeks opened around your head and her asshole pressed against your lips. You continued to rim her.

    “You’re such a fucking pervert,” she said. “Such a nasty little pervert.”

    She moved backwards. Her pussy was over your mouth. You opened up. More of the professor’s cum slid onto your tongue and down your throat.

    “Eat it. Eat it all. Clean him up. Clean his fucking mess, pervert,” she demanded.

    Kelly leaned forward and grabbed your cock. She stroked you through your pants. You groaned into her pussy.

    “You’re going to cum in your pants, aren’t you?” she asked before laughing. “Do it. Cum in your fucking pants, pervert. Cum as you eat another man’s load out of me. Cum as his jizz settles into your stomach. Cum as you digest his DNA.”

    Wetness and warmth spread from the tip of your dick as you came in your pants. Your cum slid down your shaft and over your balls as a huge orgasm released into your underwear.

    Kelly squeezed the tip of your dick and laughed.

    “I can’t believe you just came in your pants. What a fucking loser,” she said before leaning back and smothering you with her messy pussy.

    She sat there for a few minutes. You made no effort to move. You would have slept like that if she’d given you the opportunity.

    “Stay there,” Kelly said as she climbed off your face and got dressed. “In fact, I want you to stay in here for the next hour. Stay right there with the cummy mess in your pants and the professor’s jizz drying on your face. Set a timer on your phone. You can leave in 60 minutes exactly.”

    Kelly left soon after. You set the timer on your phone and waited as she instructed. You weren’t going to disappoint her.
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    You saw Kelly standing outside the building that housed your calculus class. She looked beautiful in a short pleated skirt and a sweater. You saw other guys ogling her. She didn’t look at any of them, though. She only had eyes for you.

    “Hey,” she said as you approached.

    “It’s good to see you,” you replied.

    “I’m not your girlfriend, loser,” she said. “Wipe that smile off your face.”

    You felt the intended sting of her words and tried your best to wipe the smile off your face. You couldn’t quite accomplish it though. It turned you on when she humiliated you like that.

    “Follow me,” Kelly said as she walked into the building.

    You were happy to follow. You got to stare at her legs and the bottom of her skirt. You’d seen her ass before – you’d worshiped her ass, in fact – but there was still something impossibly alluring about a short skirt. The small possibility that it would flip up and expose her ass and her panties made it worth staring at.

    Kelly led you down the hallway away from your classroom and into a stairwell that almost no one used. It seemed to exist to satisfy a fire code and little else.

    You followed her down a flight of stairs and watched as Kelly reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of pink panties.

    “Put these on,” she said.

    You took the balled-up panties from the beautiful blonde that took great joy in tormenting you and looked at them. You could feel the dampness. You weren’t sure what had made them wet, but you had a pretty good idea.

    “Put them on, pervert,” she demanded.

    You looked around, though in the small space of the stairwell it wasn’t really necessary. You were trying to find a way out of having to get naked in a public space.

    “Right here?” you asked. “Can I at least go to a bathroom?”

    Kelly stepped closer. The scent of her shampoo filled your nose. Her skin looked impossibly soft from just a foot away. She reached up and put her fingers around your neck. She applied surprising pressure.

    “Don’t be such a fucking baby. Get naked and put my dirty panties on like the pervert you are. Do it now,” she said.

    She maintained her grip on your neck as you slipped out of your shoes, unbuttoned your pants, and pushed them to the ground along with your underwear. You opened up the pink panties and found a sticky load of cum resting in the gusset.

    “It’s the professor’s,” Kelly said as she stepped back. “You’re going to wear his cum like a good perv boy.”

    You pulled the panties up your legs and tight against your cock and balls. Your heart pounded as you thought about someone coming through the door and catching you wearing a girl’s panties. The cum was still warm and it felt wet and sticky against your genitals.

    Kelly reached out and grabbed your dick through her messy panties. She gave it a good squeeze and said, “You look good in panties, perv boy. You should consider getting a few pairs of your own.”

    You didn’t say anything as Kelly’s fingers worked your cock through the underwear. Her touch was soft and skillful and it wasn’t long before you had a throbbing erection.

    “Look at that,” she said while looking down at your hard dick. “Your little dick is stiff in my messy panties. Your dick is covered in someone else’s cum and you’re hard. You are so fucking pathetic. Aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” you said softly.

    “Play with your dick,” Kelly demanded.

    You moved to push a hand into the panties and stroke, but Kelly stopped you.

    “No, pervert. Do it like a girl. Rub yourself like your cock is actually a clit. Just rub it through my panties and think about the fact that you’re massaging the professor’s cum into your cock,” she said.

    You did as you were told. You rubbed the head of your cock. You felt the cum moving around. You thought about the fact that it was someone else’s seed. You thought about how you hadn’t really resisted Kelly’s demands. You just put the panties on. You didn’t care how humiliating it was.

    Kelly laughed as she watched. The sound filled the stairwell. It cut through you and parked right in your arousal center. It turned you on to have this beautiful girl laugh at you as you masturbated in the exact way she’d commanded you to.

    “You’re pathetic,” she said.

    You could see the lust in her eyes, though. You could see that it turned her on to humiliate you. She wasn’t trying to hide her joy. She smiled happily as you played with yourself.

    “Are you going to cum for me? Are you going to make a big mess in my panties and wear them the rest of the day?” she asked while reaching forward and playing with your balls through the soft material of her underwear.

    You nodded.

    “Say it. Say you’re going to cum in your panties,” Kelly demanded.

    “I’m going to cum in my panties,” you said. “I’m going to cum in my panties and wear it all day.”

    “Say that you’re a panty loving pervert,” she said.

    “I’m a panty loving pervert,” you said.

    “Louder,” Kelly demanded.

    You took a breath and then raised your voice to say, “I’m a panty loving pervert!”

    Kelly laughed again. She turned around and bent over a little. She lifted the back of her skirt and showed off her smooth, sexy ass. She was wearing a tiny thong that she soon pulled aside.

    “Does my asshole turn you on, pervert?” she asked.

    “Yes,” you said while nodding vigorously and playing with your cock.

    “Do you wish I’d let you get on your knees and put your tongue in my shithole?” she asked.

    Despite her purposeful choice of words – she wanted to remind you of what you’d tasted the last time you’d worshiped her ass – that’s exactly what you wanted.

    “Yes,” you said.

    “Say it. Say you want to put your tongue in my shithole,” Kelly said.

    “I want to get on my knees and put my tongue in your shithole,” you replied.

    The pure nastiness of it was enough to arouse you. Your dick was stiff enough in the panties that it hurt.

    Kelly pushed her index finger into your mouth and said, “Get it nice and wet, pervert.”

    You sucked on her finger and looked into her eyes, which were alive with lust. After pulling her finger from between your lips, Kelly pushed it into her asshole. She fucked it in and out. You moaned and watched. You knew what she was going to do.

    “Suck it clean, bitch,” she demanded.

    You didn’t look at her finger. You simply opened your mouth and wrapped your lips around it. The taste was strong and more than a little unpleasant, but it only served to enhance the arousal you felt. It drove you absolutely wild with lust.

    Kelly fucked your mouth with her finger. You ran your tongue over it. You sucked on it. You played with your stiff dick in the panties she’d given you. You moaned.

    You climaxed in the panties and you sucked on her ass-flavored finger. You felt the heat and stickiness spread. You felt the cum drip down to your balls and cover the head of your cock. You saw a wet stain spread in the pink material of her underwear.

    Kelly pulled her finger from your mouth, pulled her thong back over her asshole, and let her skirt fall over her ass once more. She turned around, gave your balls a good squeeze, and said, “Enjoy class, pervert.”

    She walked to the door, pulled it open, and paused to turn around and look at you. “Oh, and I expect to see you at my dorm after your classes after over this afternoon. Sarah wants to join in on having a little fun with you. It turns out she enjoyed making fun of your perverted ass last time and she wants to do it again.”

    You quickly pulled on your pants and shoes as Kelly walked away. You grabbed your boxers and put them in your backpack. You ran up the stairs and slipped into class. You were late, but no one seemed to notice.

    The hour passed quickly, though you knew you’d have to get someone else’s notes because you weren’t paying attention. You were caught up in a fog of post-orgasmic lust. You were still wearing the panties Kelly had given you. They were filled with your cum. It was an ever present reminder of just how perverted you allowed yourself to be when you were around her.

    It was the same in your next class. You could barely concentrate and when the professor called on you to answer a question you were completely lost and ended up embarrassing yourself when you had to admit you weren’t listening closely enough.

    None of that mattered, though. What mattered was going to Kelly’s dorm. What mattered was whatever she and her roommate had planned for you.

    Sarah, Kelly’s roommate, was waiting for you outside the dorm. She too was in a short pleated skirt and a sweater. You wondered if she and Kelly had coordinated on purpose.

    “Hello, loser,” she said. “I heard you had some very naughty fun before class. How did Kelly’s ass taste?”

    Sarah laughed as she opened the door. She wasn’t looking for an answer. She was looking to humiliate you.

    She led you to the elevator and when it closed without anyone else getting on, she reached over and unbuttoned your jeans. She pulled them down and laughed at the pink panties you still had on.

    “I had to see for myself,” Sarah said. “You really are a pervert.”

    The elevator door opened and you rushed to button up your jeans before anyone saw your panties. You followed Sarah down the hallway and into her room. Kelly was waiting inside with a smile on her face. She was in the same short skirt and sweater and she still looked radiant.

    “Show us those cummy panties, perv,” Kelly said.

    You stripped as she and Sarah watched. The girls giggled as everything but the panties hit the floor. They saw the wet spot from the cum that hadn’t yet dried. They saw that your cock had already gotten stiff.

    “He’s a total freak,” Sarah said. “He’s already getting hard again.”

    Kelly stepped closer and grabbed your balls through the panties. “Is she right?” she asked. “Are you a freak?”

    You nodded. The evidence seemed to suggest that Sarah was right. You were down for anything Kelly wanted, and most people would say that the things you’d done would qualify you as a freak.

    Kelly let your balls go and stepped back. “Get on your knees,” she said.

    You fell to your knees and watched as the girls looked down at you. You felt vulnerable in your nearly naked state, especially since neither girl seemed like she was going to remove any of her clothing.

    “What would it take for you to fuck him?” Sarah asked her roommate.

    Kelly looked down at you and smiled. “I wouldn’t fuck him if he was the last guy on the planet. I mean it. I really wouldn’t. I wouldn’t let that little dick of his inside me under any circumstances. I just can’t imagine that being pleasurable in any way. I mean, he’d cum in a few seconds. I’d get nothing out of it. I wouldn’t be able to feel him and then I’d have a fucking mess inside me. No, I’d rather just fuck a toy.”

    Sarah laughed at her roommate’s answer as she looked down at your now-throbbing dick in the pink panties.

    “Take your dick out, freak,” Sarah demanded.

    You pulled the pink panties down and freed your cock. Sarah slipped off her shoe and rubbed her foot over your dick. The soft material of her sock felt surprisingly good and you couldn’t help but moan.

    “You don’t have a girlfriend, do you?” Sarah asked.

    “Oh my god,” Kelly said before you could answer. “Of course he doesn’t. Are you kidding me? Who would date him? Who could go on more than one date with this loser?”

    You burned with humiliation. There was a part of you that wanted to stand up, throw the dirty panties in Kelly’s face, get dressed, and storm out of the room. That part of you lost the battle, though. Your cock was rock hard. You were far too aroused to walk away, and every humiliating line delivered by either of the girls only served to heighten your desire.

    “Have you ever had a girlfriend?” Kelly asked.

    You nodded.

    “And did you make your girlfriend cum with your dick?” Sarah asked.

    You shook your head and both girls laughed at you.

    “Of course you didn’t,” Kelly said. “Perv boys don’t make girls cum with their cocks. Perv boys don’t really know how to fuck. They’re not driven by sex. Perv boys are driven by being pervs. They want to eat cum. They want to eat ass. They want to be told how worthless they are. Don’t you?”

    You nodded.

    Sarah bent down and smiled. “Be honest though. You want to be Kelly’s boyfriend, don’t you? You want to be the one to fuck her. You want to feel her perfect pussy wrapped around your stiff little dick, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you admitted.

    “Stand up,” Kelly said.

    You stood up.

    “Stroke your cock,” she demanded.

    You stroked your cock.

    Kelly and Sarah both looked down at your erection. They watched your fingers move up and down the shaft. Your precum and the remaining cum from the mess you made earlier acted as a perfect lubricant.

    Kelly’s voice was sweet and her eyes were big and soft as she asked, “Do you really want to be my boyfriend?”

    You nodded as she moved closer.

    “Do you really want to make love to me?” she asked. She was close enough that you could feel her breath on your skin.

    “Yes,” you said.

    She reached up and gently caressed your cheek. She leaned closer and kissed you. Her lips were impossibly soft. You continued to masturbate as her tongue darted in your mouth before pulling back. She moaned softly. It felt so genuine.

    “I want you to make love to me,” Kelly whispered. “I’ve wanted it for weeks. I want to feel your body on top of mine. I want to feel your cock inside me.”

    You groaned. You came. You lost your load as her sweet, sensual words danced through your brain.

    Kelly stepped back and watched your cock spill its seed on her floor. She and Sarah broke out in uproarious laughter.

    “He really thought you wanted to date him!” Sarah said.

    “Awww, perv boy, you didn’t really believe that, did you? You didn’t really believe that I wanted you to make love to me, right? You couldn’t really have believed that, right?” Kelly asked before breaking out in laughter again.

    You allowed yourself to believe it for a moment. You allowed the fantasy to envelope you. You allowed it to fill your mind and body and bring you to a beautiful orgasm. Now the humiliation washed over you and it didn’t feel nearly as good in your post-orgasmic state.

    “That was hilarious,” Kelly said as she examined the mess you’d made on the hardwood floor. “But now it’s time for you to clean up the mess you made and get the fuck out of our room. Do you understand?” she asked.

    You nodded and bent down to pull up your panties.

    “Stay naked,” Sarah demanded. “You don’t deserve to cover up that pathetic nub you call a dick.”

    You kicked off the panties and grabbed a roll of paper towels off the shelf. You grabbed a bottle of cleaner, dropped to your knees, and sprayed the floor.

    Kelly gave your ass a hard smack as you cleaned up. Sarah offered another. Your ass burned as you stifled a cry of pain.

    “Pathetic,” Kelly said. “Now get the fuck out of here.”

    You tossed the paper towels in the trash, got dressed, and left as you heard the girls talking about you and laughing. You still felt the humiliation. It had begun to translate into arousal again, though. You felt your cock stirring to life as you stepped onto the elevator and hit the button for the ground floor.
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    “If I pissed on your fries, would you still eat them?” Kelly asked as she poked at her salad.

    She’d asked you to join her for lunch in the dining hall. You’d gone with a burger and fries. She’d made the healthy choice.

    “Yes,” you answered to her particularly nasty question.

    Kelly laughed. “Really? Would you seriously eat your fries if they were soaked in my piss?”

    You gave the question more serious consideration, but the answer still came back the same. You’d do it. It would be weird and it wouldn’t taste good, but you’d do it.

    “Yes, I’d do it. I’d eat my fries if you pissed on them,” you said.

    Kelly laughed again. “You really are a pervert. What if I got some guy to jerk off on them? Would you eat some random dude’s cum off of those fries?”

    You knew you wouldn’t choose to eat cum-covered fries, but if Kelly dropped them in front of you and demanded that you consume them, you wouldn’t say no.

    “Yes, I would,” you admitted.

    She leaned closer and said, “It would turn you on, wouldn’t it you fucking pervert?”

    You stared at her wondrous cleavage before nodding. It was embarrassing to embrace the fact that you’d be turned on eating cum-covered fries for her, but it was true.

    “You’re disgusting,” she said, and you weren’t entirely sure if she meant it or if she was being at least a little bit playful.

    You took a bite of your burger and watched as Kelly’s eyes scanned the dining hall. You admired the exceptional smoothness of her skin, her long blonde hair, and her flawless beauty. You couldn’t help but feel that deep, overwhelming kind of desire, both for the beautiful girl in front of you and the kinky thrills she’d shown you since that fateful night in your dorm room.

    Without saying anything, Kelly stood up, grabbed your fries, and headed across the dining hall. You saw her stop in front of a tall, muscular-looking guy you’d never met before. She said something, he looked down at the fries, and then they headed to the bathroom.

    She was doing it. She was going to have him cum on the fries and then make you eat them. Much to your dismay you felt the kind of arousal she’d predicted. You felt your cock stir to life as you sat there alone. You picked up your burger and took a bite. You chewed slowly while considering the inevitable: Soon you’d be eating cummy fries.

    Kelly returned just a few minutes later. She dropped the fries in front of you. They were glazed with cum. There was no question about it. It was thick cum, too, and a surprisingly massive load.

    “Guys are so easy,” she said. “He couldn’t help but blow his load at the idea of a girl eating his cum off of her fries. Of course, he has no idea that you’re going to be the one consuming his seed.”

    “How did you…” you asked.

    Kelly cut you off. “I gave him a handjob, pervert. I stroked his big dick and told him how badly I wanted to eat his cum off my fries. He came in a minute. He’s pathetic in his own way, but at least he’s got a dick worth fucking, unlike your little nub.”

    You looked down at the fries and then up at Kelly. You were amazed more than anything. She came up with an idea and executed on it in a lightning fast span and now you had a whole bunch of cummy fries to consume.

    “What the fuck are you waiting for, pervert? You said you would eat some stranger’s jizz off your fries, so fucking do it,” she said in that delightfully harsh tone you’d come to enjoy.

    You looked down at the cum-soaked fries and picked one up. A little bit of semen dripped off of it. The stranger’s seed glistened, like a particularly nasty kind of mayonnaise.

    “Do it, bitch,” Kelly said.

    You glanced at her and let your eyes wander to her cleavage once more. You couldn’t conceive of saying no to her demand. Plus, you felt that beautiful arousal between your legs. You felt that lust that comes from being demeaned by a gorgeous girl. You felt that lust that only Kelly had tapped into.

    You slid the fry into your mouth. The taste of cum overwhelmed the fried potato. As it turned out, salty semen was not an ideal topping for a French fry.

    “Finish them, loser,” Kelly said as she moved closer. “Eat all of that fucking cum like the disgusting little pervert you are.”

    You shoveled more fries into your mouth. You ate the stranger’s cum. As you did, Kelly grasped your thigh and moved her fingers towards your crotch. She found your erection.

    “I knew you were turned on. You’re so fucking pathetic,” she said.

    You finished the fries as she let go of your cock.

    “Breathe on me,” she said.

    You breathed on her.

    “Cum breath,” she said. “You have fucking cum breath. Does that turn you on, perv boy? Do you like having cum breath?”

    You nodded.

    “Come with me,” Kelly said as she stood up.

    You grabbed your bag and held it in front of your crotch. You walked behind Kelly and followed her into the bathroom.

    “Take your pants off, loser,” she said.

    You pulled your pants off and stood there with your rock hard dick exposed.

    “Jerk off,” she said.

    You stroked your cock while staring at Kelly. You soaked in her beauty and the vaguely cruel look on her face.

    “Have you ever had cock breath, pervert?” she asked.

    You shook your head.

    “You’ve never sucked dick?” she asked.

    “No,” you answered as your hand continued to move up and down your shaft.

    “That’s going to change, pervert,” Kelly said. “You’re going to have cock breath. You’re going to take a big cock in your mouth. You’re going to suck dick because I want to see you be the ultimate little perv boy.”

    “No,” you said, though your continued masturbation was a strong indicator that you wouldn’t actually say no to her when the time came.

    “Fuck you, pervert,” Kelly said. “You’ll do it. We both know you’ll do it. You’d get on your fucking knees and suck dick right here if I told you to. You’d devour a stranger’s dick as long as I was standing right there telling you what a nasty little pervert you are.”

    You groaned. You wanted her to be wrong. You wanted to feel like you’d absolutely fight her on that. Her words had wormed their way into your brain, though. She’d tapped into the kinky part of your arousal center.

    Kelly stepped closer and grabbed your balls. You groaned again. Pleasure surged through your groin.

    “You’re going to be a cocksucker for me. You’re going to get on your knees and be the pathetic little cocksucking bitch we both know you are. Don’t bother denying it, you fucking pervert,” she said.

    Her touch was enough to make you cum. Her confidence that she could control you so thoroughly only made it hotter.

    “Cum into your hand, pervert. Cum into your hand and eat it immediately,” Kelly demanded.

    You did as you were told. Cum spilled into your hand as you moaned. You looked down at the puddle of thick semen. You lifted your hand to your mouth. You poured your load down your throat.

    “I’ll be in touch soon,” Kelly said as she walked out of the bathroom.

    You pulled up your pants and washed your hands. You stared in the mirror and wondered if you’d have the power to resist next time Kelly got in touch. You wondered if she’d really go through with trying to make you suck cock for her.

    
      

    

    “My room. Now.”

    Those were the contents of Kelly’s text. If she was true to her word, then you’d likely be walking into a situation that would end with you on your knees with someone else’s cock in your mouth.

    That’s why you hesitated. Did you really want to go that far? At first, you told yourself you didn’t. Then you thought about the things you’d done for her. You thought about eating the cum of strange men. You thought about wearing cum-filled panties for her. You thought about how the kink-fueled orgasms Kelly had provided were the best you’d ever experienced.

    Then you rushed across campus and found yourself at her door.

    “What the fuck took you so long?” Kelly said as she welcomed you to her room.

    She looked exquisite in a skintight tank top and a pair of boyshort panties. Her nipples were hard and poking through the thin material. You tried your best not to stare, but you lacked the willpower to resist.

    “Dream on, pervert,” she said. “You’ll be sucking on hard flesh tonight, but it won’t be mine.”

    With a casual denial Kelly had confirmed that she intended for you to suck cock. That became perfectly clear when you walked into her dorm room to find a naked man sitting in her bed. He was tall, muscular, and exceptionally good looking.

    “This is Derek,” Kelly said. “And that’s his cock, which you’ll be sucking tonight. So how about you get on your fucking knees and do what I want.”

    You looked at Derek and at the cock between his legs. It was long and thick. His balls were big and heavy. You couldn’t bring yourself to drop to your knees, though.

    Kelly stepped between you and Derek and you smiled at the mere sight of her exquisite beauty. She moved closer and her perfume, which you’d come to love, filled your nose.

    Kelly reached out and took your hand in hers. She guided your fingers to her taut stomach and let you touch her. When you moved your hand towards her breasts, she didn’t stop you. When you gently caressed them through her tight tank top, she let out a low moan. When your fingers moved over her hard nipple, Kelly smiled.

    “You want to make me happy, don’t you?” she whispered.

    It was the only thing in the world you truly wanted in that moment. You nodded and Kelly smiled at you. It was a sweet, almost tender smile. It made your heart soar.

    In the blink of an eye Kelly went from sweet to cruel as she grabbed your hand, twisted your finger painfully, and pulled your arm behind your back. A kick to the back of your leg sent you to your knees and she pushed you between Derek’s legs.

    “If you want to make me happy, why isn’t his cock in your mouth?” she hissed from behind you. “I don’t know why I have to keep saying this, but I will never be your girlfriend. I will never love you. I will never let you fuck me. I will never let you have anything you want from me. The only chance you have of pleasing me is debasing yourself like the disgusting piece of shit that you are. So open up and take Derek’s dick in your mouth and don’t stop sucking until he’s flooded your little fuck hole with his load. Do you understand?”

    You let out an agonized groan from the pain shooting down your arm and nodded. “Yes, I understand.”

    Kelly released you and said, “Then suck his cock or get the fuck out of here.”

    Your pulse raced and you had the beginnings of an erection. Kelly’s utter cruelty had turned you on. She’d proven again that she was right about you.

    You took the head of Derek’s cock into your mouth. He moaned. You made a man moan.

    “That’s it, pervert. Be a little cocksucking bitch for me. Forget about what you want. Forget about what you need. Forget about your desire for pussy. Just think about being a little bitch for me. Suck that dick,” Kelly said from behind you.

    You did as you were told. You sucked his dick. You did it well, too. You made him hard in your mouth. You worked the head with your tongue, just like you’d seen in porn videos. You tried to swallow as much of him as you could, though you didn’t have much luck.

    When you gagged, Kelly laughed. “Your cocksucking needs work, bitch,” she said.

    “He’s not bad, actually,” Derek chimed in.

    That only made Kelly laugh more. “I guess you’re a natural born cocksucker,” she said. “Though I shouldn’t be surprised.”

    You pulled your mouth off a few minutes into it. Your jaw was getting sore. You reached up and stroked Derek’s cock. You used your spit as lube. It felt better than you expected to handle his cock and see the pleasure on his face.

    Kelly knelt beside you and whispered, “It feels good, doesn’t it? You like making his cock feel good, don’t you?”

    You said nothing. You didn’t want to admit it. It felt too embarrassing.

    “It’s okay,” she said. “You’re just a little bitch. You’re a nasty little cocksucking pervert. That’s what you are. You’re a natural born bitch boy. You bottom for everyone. You give pleasure. That’s it. You don’t receive it. You’re just a whore, and like a whore you need to get your mouth around that dick again.”

    You took Derek in your mouth. He groaned. He seemed to like Kelly’s dirty talk too, because you felt the head throbbing. You felt his balls tighten up.

    “Get ready for his load, bitch,” Kelly said. “He’s gonna fill up that dirty little whore mouth of yours. Don’t you miss a drop.”

    Just a few moments later Derek cried out in pleasure. A big shot of cum launched from the tip of his cock and landed on your tongue. It was followed by a dozen more and then a slow trickle of semen.

    “Show me his load, whore,” Kelly said.

    You turned to her and opened your mouth. You felt the cum pooling on your tongue.

    “Are you a nasty little cocksucking bitch?” she asked.

    You nodded. How could you deny it?

    Kelly smiled. “Good. Now swallow that fucking load. Take Derek’s DNA into your stomach. Eat it like the yummy dessert it is.”

    You swallowed. You took his cum into your body. You absorbed him.

    Kelly sat on the bed next to Derek. She brought his lips to hers and they shared a remarkably beautiful kiss as you watched from your knees.

    “Derek was a good boy,” Kelly said. “He let you blow him. A little later he’s going to fuck me as a reward. Isn’t that nice of me?”

    You nodded.

    “You’re going to get the fuck out of my room,” she said. “This is the last time we’ll see each other. I’m done with you. You’ve served your purpose. I need to find some other bitch boy to break. I don’t want to see you again.”

    “But…” you said before trailing off. You had nothing to add.

    “Get the fuck out,” she said. “I wasn’t lying. I was never lying. You’re disgusting to me. It was fun to abuse you, to break you, to turn you into a cocksucker. The fun is over now. Remember what you learned, though. Don’t try to fuck a girl like a real man. Just be the little bitch you are. That’s how you can make a woman happy. Not me, though. I can do better, so get the fuck out of my life.”

    You left Kelly’s room. You’d been dumped, in a way. You’d been used up and discarded. You were still hard.

    The End

  
    Serving His Dominant Wife and Her Friends

    “Albert, darling, would you clear away our dishes please,” Sabrina called out from the dining room.

    Albert dropped the sponge, wiped his hands clean, and rushed to the dining room to clear away the dirty dishes his wife and her two friends had accumulated during their meal.

    “Amazing,” Tatum commented as she watched Albert wordlessly pile up the dishes and carry them away.

    “It really is,” Willa added. “I’ve never seen a man so eager to make his wife happy.”

    Albert smiled as he gently placed the pile of dishes on the counter and returned to the dining room.

    “Can I open another bottle of wine for you?” he asked while picking up the bottle they’d emptied.

    “That would be lovely, Albert,” Sabrina said as she reached out to gently caress his arm.

    “What’s your secret?” Tatum asked.

    “Discipline,” Sabrina answered as Albert walked into the kitchen and dropped the empty wine bottle into the trash. “You can’t just tell a man how you expect him to be, after all. I think we all know that doesn’t work.”

    All three women laughed.

    “He needs to be trained,” Sabrina continued. “It’s like training a pet. It requires discipline on my part as I need to be willing to have a firm hand and make sure he follows the rules. It also requires physical discipline. I still take Albert over my knee once a week for a maintenance spanking, and if he misbehaves he gets another to correct his behavior.”

    Albert retrieved another bottle of red from the wine cooler and smiled as Tatum said, “Really?” There was a mild sense of surprise in her voice, but curiosity seemed to be her foremost reaction.

    “Absolutely,” Sabrina replied. “I know it’s not for everyone, but before we got married I was very clear with Albert that I would have certain expectations of my husband. I was clear about the role I expected him to fill and I was exceptionally clear about the consequences that would befall him if he failed to meet my expectations.”

    Albert twisted the corkscrew into the bottle’s top as he thought of the many punishments he’d received in the early days of their marriage. He’d struggled to conform to his wife’s desires of him, choosing instead to masturbate as he saw fit, to put off doing his chores in favor of watching sports, and in general to put his needs above those of his wife. He learned, though. It took many painful spankings, but he’d learned his lessons.

    “So you spanked him enough to turn him into the most dutiful, loyal husband I’ve ever seen?” Willa asked.

    “It wasn’t just the spankings,” Sabrina said. “Orgasm control is a big part of it. He wore a chastity device for years before he learned that I’m the only member of this marriage that gets to decide when he cums.”

    “How delightful,” Tatum said.

    Albert returned to the dining room with the bottle of wine in his hand and poured each of the women a glass.

    “Albert,” Willa asked, “Do you enjoy your wife being in control of your orgasms?”

    “Very much so,” he answered. “It helps me focus on what’s important.”

    “And what’s that?” Willa asked.

    “Sabrina’s needs. Nothing else matters. Making my wife happy is all that I really care about. It’s all that I want to do,” Albert answered as he filled his wife’s wine glass last. She’d been very clear that her guest’s needs came first.

    Tatum sipped her wine and looked at Sabrina as she asked, “What about your sex life? Does Albert make love to you?”

    “He does,” Sabrina replied. “Though his cock hasn’t entered me in five years. He uses a strapon or a penis extender when we have sex. It allows him to focus exclusively on my pleasure without getting distracted by his quest for an orgasm.”

    “And what’s that like for you, Albert?” Tatum asked.

    “Nothing makes me happier than making my wife climax,” Albert said.

    “He’s become quite adept with his mouth and fingers, too,” Sabrina added. “It took some time for him to learn, but I find great pleasure in spreading my legs and inviting him between them.”

    “How often is Albert allowed to cum?” Willa asked.

    “Once or twice a month,” Sabrina answered as she reached out and caressed Albert’s crotch. He felt a little self-conscious as she groped him in front of her friends, but Albert knew that the slightest hint of rejecting his wife’s touch would earn him a spanking. “He used to complain, but he’s learned that I know what’s best. He’s learned that he’s a much better husband when he cums infrequently.”

    That particular lesson had actually been easy to learn. From very early on Albert had learned he was far more dedicated to his wife’s needs when he was pent up. It was frustrating, but the hornier he was the more he wanted to make Sabrina feel good.

    “Does he struggle to serve you after he’s cum?” Tatum asked as she eyed Albert’s crotch and the way Sabrina was massaging it.

    “How do we solve that problem, Albert?” Sabrina asked. “How do we make sure you remember your place after you’ve climaxed?”

    “I must clean up my messes,” he answered.

    Tatum’s eyes went wide as she processed what Albert had shared. “He eats his cum?” she asked.

    Sabrina smiled and pulled her hand away from Albert’s crotch, revealing the bulge she’d produced with her steady, skillful stroking. “He does,” she said. “He’s eaten every one of his loads since we got married. I was very clear about that being a requirement of making him my husband.”

    “Is it odd that I find that exciting?” Willa asked.

    “Not at all. In fact, it’s been almost two weeks since his last orgasm. Would you like to see Albert consume his seed tonight?” Sabrina said.

    Willa looked at Tatum and both beautiful women smiled. “I think we’d both enjoy that very much,” Tatum replied.

    Sabrina stood up, gave her husband a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, “Meet us in the living room, my love.”

    All three women left the dining room and Albert swiftly cleaned the rest of the dishes before rushing to the living room. His wife and her two friends were seated on the couch with their legs crossed and smiles on their faces.

    “Remove your clothes,” Sabrina said.

    Albert unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it over the back of the loveseat before slipping out of his shoes and yanking off his socks.

    “Did I mention that Albert is not permitted to wear men’s underwear?” Sabrina asked as he unbuttoned his pants.

    Her friends smiled gleefully as Albert felt a delightful wave of humiliation wash over him. He knew Sabrina found it genuinely pleasurable to humiliate him from time to time and doing it in front of her friends seemed to have inspired a deeper level of arousal.

    “Most of the time I keep him in simple, comfortable panties, but I had him dress up in something pretty tonight,” she added.

    Albert pushed his pants down to reveal the blue lace panties Sabrina had picked out for him. Tatum and Willa covered their mouths and giggled.

    “I’ve never seen a man in panties,” Tatum said. “It makes his cock look so cute.”

    “It really does,” Willa added.

    The humiliation built up to the point that Albert couldn’t quite look at either of his wife’s friends. Instead he stared at Sabrina and soaked in the look of pleasure on her face.

    “On your knees, darling,” she said.

    Albert fell to his knees and Sabrina smiled at his eagerness to obey.

    “Would you like to cum on my feet, Albert?” she asked.

    He glanced at his wife’s friends and saw the giddy smiles on their faces. They were enraptured by his wife’s sense of control and his willingness to go along with any humiliation she offered up.

    “Yes, I’d like that very much,” he said.

    “Then beg for it,” Sabrina said.

    “Please let me masturbate and cum on your feet. Please let me make your beautiful feet all messy with my cum so I can clean them. Please let me lick my cum off your perfect toes.”

    All three women laughed as Albert lost himself in desire. Two weeks without an orgasm was enough to drive him right to the edge of madness once his arousal had been triggered, and that’s exactly what Sabrina had spent the past fifteen minutes doing. She wanted him insane with lusty need. She wanted him willing to do anything.

    “Suck on my toes,” Sabrina demanded. “Show my friends show good you are with your mouth.”

    Albert reached up and delicately slipped his wife’s heel off her foot before taking her big toe into his mouth. He looked into her eyes and sucked, running his tongue over the underside of her flesh.

    “Mmmm,” Tatum said. “That’s so much sexier than I thought it would be. How does it feel?”

    “It’s incredible,” Sabrina said. “Honestly, it’s like foreplay. I love having him start with my feet before I welcome him between my legs.”

    “He looks like he might be quite the cocksucker, if you don’t mind me saying,” Willa added.

    Sabrina looked at her friend, smiled, and said, “He is.”

    “What?” both her friends said in unison.

    “There’s nothing like making a straight man suck dick to teach him his place,” Sabrina explained as Albert continued his oral assault on her toes. “It shows him that he exists to serve the needs of others. A domme I met online suggested I make him suck cock and the difference afterwards was incredible. It’s such a humiliating experience for a straight man to make another man cum in his mouth that he immediately embraced existing in that deeply submissive place.”

    “How often do you make him suck cock?” Willa asked.

    “Once or twice a year,” Sabrina asked. “Usually when we’re on vacation. It thrills me to watch, to be honest. I cum so hard when I see the other man erupt in Albert’s mouth.”

    “I envy you, Sabrina,” Tatum said. “You seem so comfortable with all of this. I don’t know if I could ever find the strength to train Mark like this.”

    “Not all men can be trained,” Sabrina said. “Some are just too insecure to accept that being submissive to their wives is the way to true happiness. Others just aren’t meant for it.”

    “You’re lucky, I guess,” Willa added.

    Sabrina smiled at her husband. “Yes I am. Why don’t you take your cock out, Albert? Go ahead and masturbate. Feel free to cum on my feet whenever you’re ready.”

    Albert reached down, pulled his panties aside – he always had to masturbate with his panties on – and stroked his cock. There was more than enough precum to provide lube and the sounds of masturbation soon filled the room.

    “Look at him go,” Willa said. “He can’t get enough of your toes. Jesus, this is so hot.”

    Albert appreciated the notion that his wife had clearly picked the right friends to humiliate him in front of. They both seemed enamored with the action unfolding in front of them and he could certainly imagine some women finding the whole endeavor disgusting, or pathetic in a manner that would have been downright embarrassing without even a hint of the kinky pleasure that came with erotic humiliation.

    Albert sat up, pulled off Sabrina’s other heel, and groaned as his orgasm approached. His wife held her feet together, he aimed his cock at them, and unloaded. Two week’s worth of cum poured from the tip of his dick and onto his wife’s feet with a few drops hitting the hardwood floor.

    “Wow,” Tatum said.

    “Yes, after two weeks – with daily teasing – he builds up quite a load,” Sabrina explained. “Now he’s going to clean it all up. Aren’t you, darling?”

    “Yes, of course,” Albert said as he moved back, dropped his head to his wife’s beautiful feet, and began to lick up his cum.

    “That’s so sexy,” Willa said as she took a long sip of her wine. “It really is. I haven’t had a man worship any part of my body like that in a long, long time.”

    “You’re missing out,” Sabrina replied. “You really are.”

    Albert devoured his massive load, licking and sucking every bit of it off his wife’s feet until they were smooth and clean. He licked the rest off the floor, knowing full well that he’d be spanked if he didn’t clean up his mess.

    “Albert, darling, would you like to worship my pussy?” Sabrina asked.

    Albert’s eyes darted to his wife’s friends and he saw they both wore surprised but anticipatory looks on their faces. “Yes, very much so,” he said.

    Sabrina spread her legs, pulled up her skirt, and said, “You may do so.”

    Albert crawled between her legs, pulled his wife’s panties aside, and worshiped her pussy.

    “I don’t mind sharing his mouth, ladies,” Sabrina said to her friends. “He’ll happily worship your pussies too. I promise, your husbands will never know.”

    “I’m not sure I can resist,” Willa replied. “I’m not embarrassed to admit that I’m exceptionally wet. It might be quite nice to have Albert between my legs.”

    “You really don’t mind?” Tatum asked.

    Sabrina closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as Albert brought her closer to a climax. “Not at all,” she answered. “After all, Albert exists to serve. He sucks cock for me. I think he’d find it quite pleasurable to make my friends cum.”

    She grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back hard enough that Albert winced in pain as he looked up at her, and asked, “Isn’t that right, Albert? Wouldn’t you love to make my friends cum with that talented mouth of yours?”

    “Yes,” he replied. “That would make me very happy.”

    Albert returned to his task and Sabrina ran her fingers through his hair as she moaned.

    “He can go all night, girls,” she said. “You can cum as many times as you want.”

    Albert was going to do whatever his wife told him to. His pleasure didn’t matter. Hers did, and if she wanted him to service her friends all night long, that’s what he would do.

    Sabrina’s thighs began to tremble and she held Albert’s head between her legs with a tight grip. He looked up to see her eyes closed and a smile on her face before her mouth opened and a long, lusty moan escaped. He was making her cum and it filled him with joy.

    “Good boy,” Sabrina said as she gently pushed him away from her pussy. “Who’s next?”

    Willa raised her hand and lifted her skirt.

    “Get to work,” Sabrina said.

    “Thank you,” Albert replied as he moved between Willa’s legs. He placed his head between them, pulled aside her panties, and ate her pussy as his wife had commanded. He hoped his night was just beginning.

  
    Serving the Bride-to-be before the Wedding

    You’ve been summoned to the bridal suite where your fiancée is getting ready. You approach and lift your hand to knock on the door but you hesitate. You’re not supposed to see her in her dress, after all. No, you have to knock. She requested your presence and your bride is not someone to disappoint.

    You knock on the door and wait with your hands behind your back. A moment later the door opens and you see your beautiful fiancée standing there in a sheer white lace gown with a white bra and panty set underneath. Her blonde hair has already been styled into delicate, beautiful curls and her makeup looks flawless.

    “Come in,” she says.

    You step inside and wonder where her maid of honor is. With two hours before the ceremony is set to begin, you expected your bride-to-be to have people hovering around her to make sure every detail is taken care of.

    “Where is everyone?” you ask.

    “I’m ready early,” she replied.

    Of course she is. Why would you have expected anything else? Your fiancée is the most put together woman you’ve ever met. She leaves nothing to chance. She plans everything in advance and she usually does it twice. She doesn’t like surprises, after all. She likes everything to be as she desires it, so of course her wedding day would be that way.

    You open your mouth and you almost ask your fiancée why she called you to her hotel room. Then you think better of it. You know that she’ll tell you why she called you there. She’s trained you well in the 18 months since your first date.

    “Come,” she says.

    She takes your hand and leads you through the living area of the suite and to the bedroom. The sheets are rumpled and the bed looks as though it was recently used. That strikes you as odd given that she checked in just a handful of hours ago, but you don’t give it much thought.

    “Are you absolutely certain you want to marry me?” she asks.

    “Of course,” you reply.

    “Despite the conditions I demanded?” she asks.

    You think back to the day you proposed a little more than nine months ago. Before she accepted your ring, she made it perfectly clear that she expected to have total control in your marriage. You would live your life serving her needs and she would, in turn, make sure your needs were met. However, she would have final say over everything in your life, including the frequency and means of your orgasms. She also made sure to note that she would have sex with other men whenever she pleased and you would remain faithful.

    Most men would have put the ring back in their pocket and walked away upon hearing such requests. You are not most men and your relationship was far from typical. She had already slept with other men. By that point she’d taken to making most of the important decisions. She was enumerating her expectations because she wanted to make sure you were aware that everything about your dating life would continue when you got married.

    “It’s because of the conditions you demanded that I want to spend the rest of my life in service to you. I want it more than I can possibly explain,” you say.

    “You have no idea how happy that makes me,” she says. “I have a small gift for you.”

    She opens the nightstand drawer and pulls out a blue box. She holds it in front of you and slowly pulls it open. You see a metal chastity device inside.

    “Remove your pants,” she says.

    You unclip your suspenders and drop your tuxedo pants to the floor. Your fiancée places the box on the bed and pulls your underwear down. She places you in the chastity device with remarkable speed. It’s the first time she’s locked up your cock, but it seems likely she’s had prior experience with a chastity device.

    “Is it too tight?” she asks.

    “No,” you reply. “It feels okay.”

    “Pull your pants up,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and reattach your suspenders. Your fiancée smiles and reaches out. She grasps your now-locked cock through your tuxedo pants. She steps closer. You share a soft kiss. Her lips part. Her tongue lures yours into a sensual dance. She moans. Then you feel it. You feel the pain between your legs. You feel the pain of your cock trying to get hard in its prison.

    You groan and your fiancée steps back. “I love that sound,” she says. “The sound of desperation, of pain, of a yearning to be free from the prison I’ve just placed you in.” You see the pleasure on her face. You see her lust for control. For the first time you feel a little nervous about marrying her. How far will her lust take her?

    “On your knees,” she says.

    You fall to your knees in front of her. She reaches out and her fingers move gently over the side of your face and under your chin.

    “The best man was here before you arrived,” she says.

    “Why?” you ask.

    Your bride-to-be smiles. “Why do you think?” You know that smile. It’s a naughty smile. You know why he was here.

    “Oh,” you say. You accepted that she would sleep with other men. You’ve always enjoyed that about her, in fact. You didn’t think she’d do it on your wedding day, though. You thought she’d let you enjoy her, and perhaps she still will.

    “Does that disappoint you?” she asks.

    “A little,” you answer. “I’m sorry. I know it shouldn’t. I know it’s your choice.”

    She sits on the edge of the bed and spreads her legs. She inches forward. “It is my choice,” she says. “And I wanted to fuck your best man. He’s quite good, you know. Better than you, but I’m sure you already knew that, didn’t you?”

    You nod. You’ve known him since college. You’re well aware of his reputation with women. He’s never met a girl he couldn’t satisfy.

    “Are you upset?” she asks.

    “No,” you answer. “I was a little surprised, but you know it turns me on when you sleep with other men.”

    “I do know that,” she says. “Do you wish I’d invited you to watch?”

    “I…I don’t know,” you say. You’ve never watched her with another man. You’ve thought about it, certainly. She’s helped conjure images of it in your mind with a wealth of dirty talk while giving you a slow, teasing handjob, but you’ve never actually watched before.

    Your bride-to-be moves a hand between her legs and rubs her pussy through her panties. She moans and you stare between her legs. “You wouldn’t want to watch his big cock slide in and out of my pussy?” she asks.

    You feel the ache between your legs again. “I…I don’t know,” you say. It feels too strange to admit it. It turns you on, but isn’t it weird to want to watch another man fuck her?

    She pushes her fingers into her panties and moans like she’s getting fucked. You wonder if that’s how she moaned while your best man was fucking her in the bed she’s sitting in.

    “He fucked me so good,” she says. “He fucked me so good on our wedding day. He came inside me on our wedding day.”

    “What?” you say. Why didn’t she use a condom?

    Your bride-to-be smiles at you. “That’s right,” she says. “His cum’s going to be dripping out of me as we say our vows.”

    You feel a touch of anger. You don’t understand why she’d do that. She’s always used condoms with other men. You’ve always been the only one allowed to cum inside her. Now, on your wedding day, she decides she’s going to let your best man cum inside her.

    She pulls her hand from her panties and stands up. “I can see your anger,” she says. “You have no right to be angry. You don’t get to be angry at me. I make the decisions. You don’t. You don’t even have a say. That’s the rule. You can offer your opinion if I ask for it, but your opinion doesn’t matter. I’m in control and I always will be. Do you understand?”

    Most men would get angrier. Most men would yell, and scream, and call off the wedding. You’re not most men. You look up at your fiancée as she explains how your relationship works and you feel intense arousal. You feel a deep desire to grant her wishes. You feel a need to submit.

    “Yes, I understand,” you say. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

    Her face softens. Whatever annoyance or anger she felt at you washes away. “It’s okay,” she says. “You still have a lot to learn. Don’t worry, though. I’ll teach you. I’ll teach you everything you need to know about being a good husband.”

    She steps closer and gently pulls you against her body. You feel the soft lace of her robe and the warmth of her skin. She runs her fingers through your hair and down the back of your neck. Her touch is soothing. You could stay like that forever. You could spend hours on your knees in her embrace.

    When she steps back you look up at her and you fall a little deeper in love. You’re absolutely certain you want to spend the rest of your life with this woman. You want to spend every moment of every day in service to her.

    “May I…” you say, but you can’t finish the thought. You worry that it might put her off.

    “You can say it,” she says. “Whatever it is, you can say it.”

    “May I worship you?” you ask. “May I…may I worship your pussy?”

    She tilts her head a little, as if she’s mildly confused by your question. “You know what’s inside me, right?” she asks.

    You nod. You can’t quite bring yourself to say it, but you know what you’re requesting permission to do.

    “And you want to worship me despite what’s inside me?” she asks.

    “I want to worship you because of what’s inside you,” you say. “I want to show my devotion.”

    Your bride-to-be smiles and sits on the edge of the bed. She opens her lace robe and gently spreads her legs. “You may worship,” she says.

    You crawl closer and reach up to pull off her panties. You’ve done this countless times over the course of your relationship, but you’ve never done so with another man’s cum inside her. It excites you, though. That’s the only explanation for the ache between your legs. You want to do this. You want to worship her messy pussy.

    She inches towards the edge of the bed and spreads her legs as her panties hit the floor. You lower your head and press your lips against her pussy. You push your tongue inside her. You taste his cum. She moans loudly. She moans like you’ve rarely heard her. Your heart soars. You’ve made your bride-to-be happy. You’ve thrilled her. Your willingness to worship her messy pussy has turned her on, just as you’d hoped it would.

    You devour her pussy. You devour his cum. You lick voraciously as her moans fill the hotel room. She puts a hand on the back of your head. You love it when she does that. You love it when she takes even a little control over you. Your cock throbs painfully in the small cage it now lives in.

    “That’s so good,” she says breathlessly. “Fuck, that’s so good. This isn’t the last time you’re doing this. Oh, fuck.”

    She’s lost in her pleasure. You’ve done exactly as you’d hoped. You’ve made your bride-to-be happy. You’ve shown your dedication. You’ve proven that you’re willing and able to be the submissive she needs you to be.

    “Oh…oh…I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she says.

    She leans forward as you worship her messy pussy. Everything goes silent for a moment and then pleasure explodes out of her. She gently pushes your head away and falls to her back in the bed. You kiss her thighs and she giggles in delight.

    “That was wonderful,” she says. “Perhaps your best man will be up for leaving another surprise inside me tonight. Perhaps your first act as my husband will be making me orgasm by licking another man’s cum out of me.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” you say. It’s true. It would.

    “You can go now,” she says. “It’s almost time for me to put on my dress.”

    You stand. “Thank you for letting me worship,” you say.

    “It was my pleasure,” she says. “I’ll see you soon.”

    You turn and leave with the taste of another man’s cum in your mouth and a painful ache between your legs. Most men would find that horrifying. You find it thrilling. You can’t wait to be her submissive husband.
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    Dylan shook his head as he walked away from the screaming horde of guys – and a handful of adventurous girls looking for a different kind of party – that had gathered around the two strippers putting on a show in the frat house living room.

    It wasn’t the guys or the strippers he was shaking his head at, though. It was Dylan’s complete lack of desire to watch the show – which seemed like it was moving towards porn-style lesbian play – that had him confused. Had his experience with Mrs. Jameson changed him so significantly that he had no interest in watching two beautiful strippers play?

    Dylan let himself out the back door of the frat house and sat on the concrete steps as the din of the party inside drifted out the open windows.

    “Hey.”

    Dylan’s head shot up and he saw a cute brunette in a pretty blue dress and a light blue cardigan standing just a few feet from him.

    “Holy shit. Where did you come from?” he asked.

    The girl giggled and approached Dylan as she extended her hand. “I’m Adeline,” she said.

    Dylan took note of how soft her skin felt as they shook hands. “Adeline, nice to meet you. I’m Dylan.”

    “Is it okay if I sit with you, Dylan?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Dylan said as he moved over and made a room for the cute girl to sit.

    The delicate, floral scent of Adeline’s perfume filled the air around them as she sat and adjusted her dress, seemingly to make sure that she wasn’t flashing too much leg.

    “So, if you don’t mind me asking, what’s a girl like you doing at a party like this?” Dylan said.

    Adeline looked at him and smiled. “A girl like me?”

    “Uh, well, I mean,” Dylan stammered.

    “Do you mean a girl that looks far too innocent to be at a frat party where there are strippers having lesbian sex while everyone cheers them on?” Adeline said.

    Dylan laughed and stared down at his hands. He felt a little foolish for making assumptions about Adeline based strictly on the dress she’d worn and her girl next door beauty.

    “Sorry,” he said.

    It was Adeline’s turn to laugh as she reached out and rubbed his arm. “It’s okay, Dylan. I know I look a certain way and I know people make assumptions based on how I look. I know if I dyed my hair dark black, pierced my nose, and wore tattered jeans and loose punk rock t-shirts people would think of me as an entirely different person. I don’t want to dress like that, though, and I’m not sure that look would even represent who I am.”

    “Well, I guess the question still stands,” Dylan replied. “I mean, I kind of wonder what any girl is doing at a party like this.”

    “Fair enough,” Adeline said as she leaned back and stared up at the night sky. “I don’t really have a good answer. My friends wanted to come and I decided to join them because the idea of a crazy frat party with strippers sounded interesting. I guess I thought I might find what I was looking for.”

    “Did you?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline looked at him and flashed a quick smile before saying, “Why do you think I’m out here?”

    Dylan studied her impossibly pretty face for a moment before asking, “So what is it you’re looking for?”

    “Something different,” she answered. “What about you, Dylan? Why aren’t you with the rest of the guys? Why did you come out here with that look on your face?”

    “You saw that, huh?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline leaned closer and again the delicate scent of her perfume floated through the air as she said, “I did. You seemed a lot more distressed than a college guy usually is at the prospect of watching strippers do their thing. At least in my limited experience with college guys and strippers.”

    Adeline hadn’t exactly been forthcoming about what she was looking for at the party, but Dylan decided he wasn’t going to show the same kind of restraint.

    “It wasn’t the strippers,” he said. “I mean, that doesn’t seem like the greatest profession, but I’m not offended at the idea of girls stripping for money, or doing whatever the hell is happening in there.” 

    He rubbed his hands together and looked down at the pretty blue flats Adeline had on. He noted that they perfectly matched the rest of her outfit. She clearly took great care in crafting the image she put into the world.

    “Honestly, what bothered me was that I wasn’t the slightest bit interested in it. The show, I mean. It felt like the opposite of arousing and that wouldn’t have been the case last year. It wasn’t the case last year, in fact.”

    “What happened in the past year?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan thought of Mrs. Jameson. That was the only logical answer. She’d tapped into a part of him that he hadn’t known existed and she’d brought it to the surface and now he had no interest in the things that used to turn him on.

    He wasn’t going to share that with Adeline, though. Instead, he said, “Something different.”

    Adeline unleashed a delightful belly laugh and said, “Fair enough.”

    A loud cheer came from inside the frat house and Dylan wondered what the two leggy strippers had done to warrant such a response.

    “Normal relationships don’t satisfy me,” Adeline said.

    Dylan turned and saw a pained look on her face. He wanted to reach out and offer a reassuring touch but it didn’t seem like the right moment.

    “I’m not really sure what I was looking for when I came to the party, but I know that’s what was behind my decision to come. I guess I thought I might find something that would satisfy me,” she explained.

    “What do you mean when you say they don’t satisfy you, if you don’t mind me asking?” Dylan said.

    Adeline sighed and smiled sweetly before she said, “I’m not sure I can explain it, to be honest. I’ve never really felt satisfied in the handful of long term relationships I’ve had. I haven’t really enjoyed having random sex with a hot guy, either. It’s frustrating.”

    “Maybe you’re into women,” Dylan said, though the moment the words left his lips he felt foolish.

    Thankfully, Adeline laughed. “No, it’s not that. I appreciate the notion, but I gave that a try last year – just once – and it didn’t do anything for me.”

    “I guess I’m the same way,” Dylan said.

    Adeline tilted her head and studied his face before she asked, “What do you mean?”

    Dylan took a deep breath and looked down at his hands as he gathered the courage to share at least some of what had gone on that summer.

    “I haven’t really had many girlfriends and I haven’t had a ton of sex, but it was decidedly unspectacular when I did. I enjoyed it, but I’m pretty sure the girls didn’t,” he explained before taking another deep breath. “I didn’t learn why that was the case until this past summer.”

    “What happened?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan pulled his gaze from the ground and forced himself to look at the girl sitting next to him. Her smile was soft and sweet and she seemed genuinely interested in hearing what he had to say, though Dylan wondered if she’d be as interested once he shared what he’d done with Mrs. Jameson.

    “Well, I guess the short version is that my neighbor Mrs. Jameson – she’s older; twice my age, in her early 40s, I think – showed me a side of my sexuality that I didn’t know existed and that I’m not sure I entirely understand, if I’m being honest,” he said.

    Adeline reached out and rested her hand on his arm as she said, “You don’t have to give details if you don’t want to, but I’d be genuinely interested in hearing them.”

    “I didn’t really know what she was doing at the time, but now I understand that she’s a dominant woman that saw me as someone with a submissive side that had yet to be unlocked and she took it upon herself to unlock it,” he explained.

    “At first it was just the two of us. She would get me excited and then deny me the chance to cum. She would make me beg for the chance to taste her pussy or play with her breasts and then she would reward me with the opportunity to make her cum with my mouth. Most of the time she wouldn’t let me cum.”

    Dylan studied Adeline’s face to try and discern if he was sharing too much or scaring her off.

    “It’s okay, Dylan,” she said, seemingly reading his sense of insecurity. “You’re not going to freak me out.”

    “I didn’t know it at the time, but she had a plan and she was bringing me along slowly. Eventually she involved her husband. She had me go down on her to get her wet before I was made to watch them fuck. Once she had me lick her clit while he was inside her,” he said.

    Dylan hesitated to get into the bisexual part of the story. He wasn’t sure he wanted anyone to know that he’d gone so far. Then Adeline reached out and took his hand in hers, offering the reassuring touch he needed.

    “Each time we met she’d push me a little further and each time I found it more satisfying,” Dylan continued. “Eventually, well, eventually she showed me that my sexuality is far more expansive than I imagined.”

    He looked at Adeline and saw the kind of warmth and openness he was looking for, which propelled him to share more.

    “She had me go down on her husband before they had sex, and the crazy part was that I loved it. I absolutely loved it. It felt so good to do it for her, to do this thing that I wouldn’t normally consider because she wanted it. She had me eat his cum out of her, too.”

    Adeline squeezed his hand and moved close enough that her body rested against his.

    “She fucked me, too,” Dylan said. “With toys and a strapon.”

    Having shared almost everything, Dylan was content to let the sounds of the frat party fill the silence as he enjoyed the feeling of Adeline’s body against his.

    Eventually, she filled the empty air by saying, “Maybe you’re what I’m looking for.”

    “What do you mean?” Dylan asked as he turned and studied her face.

    Adeline looked a little nervous as she slid away from Dylan and slowly spread her legs. She pulled up the bottom of her pretty blue dress and exposed her panties. Even in the dim light he could see the wet spot.

    “I’m really turned on right now and I want to cum,” she said. “Will you make me cum, Dylan? Will you use your mouth to make me cum right now?”

    Dylan moved between her legs and pulled aside her panties as Adeline leaned back. He pressed his lips against her pussy and put his tongue to work.

    “Mmmm,” she said. “God, that’s so good.”

    Dylan heard Mrs. Jameson’s voice in his head as he pleasured Adeline’s wet pussy. He heard her telling him to find a dominant girl. He heard her telling him to find someone that would help him continue to explore his newfound sexuality. Adeline didn’t seem to have a strong grasp on her desires, but Dylan wondered if she could be the girl he was looking for.

    “I’m cumming, Dylan,” she said less than a minute after he’d made his way between her legs. “I’m cumming!”

    Adeline leaned forward and held his head in her hands as she tensed up in that moment right before her orgasm. He licked up the juices that leaked from her pussy as her thighs closed around his head before exploding open right at the moment of climax.

    A smile crept across Adeline’s face as she opened her eyes and looked down at him. “Wow,” she said. “That was incredible. Like, genuinely incredible.” 

    She leaned back and reached down to put her panties back in place and pull down the bottom of her dress as Dylan moved out from between her legs.

    “Thank you, Dylan. For everything. For sharing with me and for that orgasm,” Adeline said.

    “It was my pleasure,” he replied.

    Adeline stared at him for a moment before she asked, “You’re not going to ask for a handjob or a blowjob?”

    “What? Oh, no. It didn’t even occur to me, to be honest,” he replied.

    Adeline stood up and offered her hand. She helped Dylan to his feet and then pulled him close.

    “You’re different,” she said as her lips hovered tantalizingly close to his. “I like that.”

    They shared a soft, sensual kiss as Dylan’s hands moved to her waist. Adeline’s fingers moved through the short hair on the back of Dylan’s neck as her tongue worked its way into his mouth.

    “You’re a good kisser,” Dylan said when Adeline pulled back and smiled.

    “So are you,” she replied.

    They kissed again and this time Adeline let her fingers drift between his legs. She found his erection and stroked it through his pants. This time Dylan was the one to moan as they kissed.

    “Did you like it when she wouldn’t let you cum?” Adeline asked.

    “I did,” Dylan replied. “I don’t know why, but I did.”

    “Does that mean you’d be willing to refrain from cumming until we see each other again?” she asked.

    “We’re going to see each other again?”

    Adeline released her grip on his cock and reached up to caress his face as Dylan marveled at how pretty she was and how lucky he felt to have met her.

    “Yes, Dylan. You’re going to be my boyfriend,” she informed him.

    “I’d like that very much,” he said.

    Adeline smiled and tilted her head to kiss him softly. She held her lips against his and pulled him close as Dylan felt the bulge of his erection press against her body.

    “I thought you might,” she said. “I won’t be like her, you know.”

    “What do you mean?”

    For a moment Adeline looked impossibly vulnerable, like she was nervous about exposing some part of herself she didn’t want Dylan to see.

    “Your neighbor, she sounds like a woman that knows exactly what she wants because she’s had a few decades to learn about herself. I’m not going to be like that. I don’t know myself that well yet. I don’t really know what I want. I just know that you gave me the best orgasm of my life just now and I want more of that. Will that be enough for you?”

    Dylan kissed her softly and said, “Of course. I only hope I can give you more orgasms like the one you just had.”

    Adeline’s confidence seemed to return as she smiled, gave Dylan’s cock a squeeze through his pants, and said, “I guess we’ll find out, won’t we?”

    Dylan would have been happy to spend the rest of the night making Adeline cum, but he didn’t want to push things too far.

    “Which dorm are you in?” Adeline asked.

    “Tanner Hall,” Dylan answered.

    “Me too,” she said excitedly. “Will you walk me home?”

    “It would be my pleasure,” Dylan said.

    Adeline took his hand and they made their way around the side of the frat house and through the gate that led to the sidewalk.

    She held his hand and pulled him closer as they headed towards the dorm where they would both be spending their sophomore year, a year that Dylan hoped would be filled with the kind of kinky excitement that had made his summer so much more interesting than he thought possible.
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    “So, how often do you think about sex?” Adeline asked as she slipped her fingers under Dylan’s shirt and rubbed his stomach.

    They were cuddled up in her bed as Dylan considered how to answer her question. He felt a mild sense of panic at the notion of Adeline discovering just how frequently his mind was occupied with sexual thoughts.

    “I know guys think about sex all the time. Or, at least that’s what I’ve heard. I’m genuinely curious how true that is, so you can be honest,” she reassured him.

    “Okay, well, all the time seems like it’s a bit of an overstatement, but it’s also pretty close to reality,” Dylan said. “It’s more frequent if it’s been a while since I’ve had an orgasm, too.”

    Adeline smiled and looked up at him as her fingers moved to the bulge in Dylan’s pants. She stroked it slowly and said, “How long has it been since you had an orgasm?”

    “Five days,” Dylan answered.

    “And is that a long time?” Adeline asked.

    “It is, yes,” he said. “I mean, in the grand scheme of things it’s not, but I’d be cumming every day if it was up to me.”

    Adeline unzipped his pants and reached inside to pull out his cock. She stroked his throbbing erection softly and looked up at Dylan before whispering, “It’s not up to you though, is it?”

    Dylan smiled and groaned. “No, it’s not.”

    Adeline wasn’t as restrictive as Mrs. Jameson had been, but she’d immediately picked up on the wisdom of limiting Dylan’s ability to climax and had instituted control over his orgasms the same night he’d walked her home from the frat party.

    “You really don’t mind letting me control your orgasms?” she asked.

    “Not at all,” he answered. “It’s hard to explain, honestly, and I don’t really understand it. I mean, I love to orgasm.”

    “Me too,” Adeline interjected as she stroked him a little faster.

    Dylan laughed before an involuntary groan escaped his lips. “For some reason I also love to be told that I can’t cum anywhere near as often as I want. I really, really love the sensations of being completely overwhelmed with, well, with desire. Like, right now there’s nothing in the world I want more than to have an orgasm, but there’s also a part of me that really likes the idea of you denying me the pleasure of a climax. Sometimes it makes me feel crazy.”

    Adeline smiled at him and let a sweet, soft laugh escape her lips before moving closer to kiss Dylan. Her tongue slipped into his mouth as she continued to play with his cock, eliciting more deeply sensual moans.

    “I can’t really explain it either, but I like being in control of your orgasms,” Adeline said. “I love that you’re willing to give me control. You’re unlike any other guy I’ve dated or fooled around with. All they’ve been able to think about is cumming, usually to the detriment of everything else. You’re not like that, though. It turns you on not to cum. Even better, it turns you on to let me have total control over your orgasms.”

    She kissed him again, this time pushing her tongue into his mouth in the aggressive kind of way Dylan had come to recognize as a sign of Adeline’s desire.

    “Do you know how many times you’ve made me cum in the past two weeks?” she asked.

    Dylan smiled. “I’ve lost count,” he said.

    Adeline laughed. “Me too. That’s a good thing, though.”

    She released his cock and moved to her knees before pulling the pillow out from behind his head.

    Dylan smiled. He knew what was coming. Adeline was going to sit on his face, as she’d done countless times since they’d started dating.

    She pulled up her skirt, moved her white cotton panties to the side, and straddled his head while looking down at him. A smile crossed her face and she asked, “What if I gave you a choice?”

    “A choice?”

    “Yes. What if I let you choose between having an orgasm or giving me an orgasm?” Adeline asked.

    “I’d give you an orgasm,” Dylan said.

    Adeline leaned back and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She stroked him as her pussy hovered inches away from his mouth, presenting him with two forms of pleasure, both of which he craved.

    “Are you sure?” she asked. “It’s been five days since I let you cum. Are you sure you’d prefer to give me an orgasm? I mean, I orgasm all the time, usually more than once a day. It seems like you might need it more than I do.”

    Dylan was so close to cumming. It felt like his entire body was tingling with desire and he desperately wanted to get off, but he couldn’t ignore the allure of once again being denied.

    “Please, Adeline, sit on my face. Let me get you off. Let me give you pleasure,” Dylan begged. He could scarcely believe the words were coming from his mouth, and yet it felt right.

    Adeline released his cock, sat up, and dropped her pussy onto Dylan’s face. She moved her hips back and forth, riding his mouth in the way she sometimes did when her arousal reached a fever pitch. She couldn’t seem to help but get a little aggressive and Dylan loved feeling like she was using him without much concern for him.

    “Make me cum,” Adeline said as she leaned forward and grabbed a handful of his hair. Her hips moved faster as her pussy lips opened around his mouth while he massaged her throbbing clit with his tongue. “Fuck, Dylan, make me cum!”

    Dylan reached up to grab her ass and gave it a good squeeze as Adeline climaxed on his face. She dropped her hips, smothering him with her pussy and covering him with her juices. It felt like her version of giving him a facial and it happened every time she sat on his face, which is why Dylan had come to love it.

    Adeline laughed joyfully as the orgasm passed through her and Dylan looked up at the girl he’d so quickly become completely and utterly enamored with.

    “That was lovely,” she said. “Thank you.”

    Adeline lifted her pussy from his face and sat on Dylan’s chest. He felt her wetness seep through his shirt immediately.

    “Thank you for letting me make you cum,” he said.

    “It was my pleasure. As it always is,” Adeline replied.

    She reached out and ran her fingers through the slippery juices that coated the area around his lips. It was as if Adeline was admiring the mess she’d made and the smile on her face made it seem as though she found it rather amusing.

    “Can I ask you something?” Dylan said.

    “Of course. Anything,” Adeline replied.

    “My…my cock,” Dylan began before trailing off. He felt an overwhelming sense of insecurity that made it difficult to ask the question.

    “What is it, Dylan?” Adeline said as she climbed off his chest and cuddled up with him. “What about your cock?”

    “Is it…small? Is my cock small?” he asked.

    Mrs. Jameson had been perfectly clear that Dylan’s cock wouldn’t have been able to please her, and based on her husband’s size it seemed impossible to argue with her on that point. Despite that, he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea that he was too small to ever please a woman. He didn’t want to believe it. He still craved sex and he didn’t want to admit that he simply wasn’t capable of offering a girl pleasure.

    As he asked his question Adeline looked down at Dylan’s cock and wrapped her fingers around it once more.

    “Do you think it’s small?” she asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Dylan said. “I mean, I know it’s not big.”

    “No, it’s not,” Adeline agreed in a soft, sensual voice.

    She’d only uttered three words and yet Dylan was hit with a surprising surge of desire that he didn’t fully understand.

    Adeline looked up at him and smiled. “Did you like that?” she asked.

    “I don’t know,” Dylan replied. “I guess, maybe I did? I don’t know. Why would I like that? Why would any guy like hearing a girl say that his cock wasn’t big?”

    “You do though, don’t you?” she asked.

    Arousal enveloped Dylan’s body. His toes tingled and his loins tensed up in that deeply pleasurable way that happened right before an orgasm.

    “I do,” he answered. “Fuck, I don’t know why, but I do.”

    Adeline kissed his neck as she slowly stroked Dylan’s cock. “I haven’t been with many other guys, Dylan, but your cock is the smallest I’ve ever seen,” she whispered.

    “Fuck, Adeline, I’m going to cum,” Dylan said.

    “Go ahead,” she replied. “Cum for me.”

    Once she’d given him permission Dylan couldn’t hold back. He came as Adeline’s words played over and over in his head: “Your cock is the smallest I’ve ever seen.”

    Dylan knew she’d qualified it. He knew she’d said she hadn’t been with many guys, but there was still something about that particular combination of words that hit him the right way and brought about an astoundingly powerful orgasm.

    “Holy shit,” he said afterwards. “That was incredible.”

    Adeline beamed at him. She seemed joyful at the notion of having brought about an intense orgasm.

    “Thank you,” Dylan said.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied. “It’s fun to make you cum, especially when you cum like that.”

    Dylan laughed and said, “I’m not going to argue with that.”

    Adeline released his softening cock, moved to her knees next to him, gathered up her skirt, and said, “I want to cum again.”

    She straddled his face, sat on his mouth, and began to ride his tongue once more.

    
      

    

    “You’re awfully excited,” Adeline said as Dylan took her into his arms.

    They’d arranged to meet after class and the moment he saw her come out of the lecture hall he couldn’t contain his desire. She looked beautiful in a blue knee length dress and an impossibly soft white cardigan.

    “I know,” he said.

    They kissed in the afternoon sun and Adeline flashed a gleeful smile. “I like you like this. I’ve never dated someone so affectionate.”

    “I’ve never felt so affectionate,” Dylan said.

    He took Adeline’s hand and they walked towards their dorm as Dylan wondered if his girlfriend was in the mood to have a little fun.

    “Would you say that our relationship began that night at the frat party?” Adeline asked.

    “I think so,” Dylan answered. “I mean, I think that’s when we decided we would date and that was definitely the first time we…well, did something.”

    “It was the first time you made me cum,” Adeline said proudly.

    Dylan laughed. “Right. I wasn’t going to say it out loud here in public, but yes, that’s true.”

    “It’s something to be proud of, Dylan. I have friends who never orgasm because their boyfriends can’t be bothered to make an effort. They just want to fuck and cum and they really don’t seem to give a damn about the girls they’re fucking. It’s astonishing,” Adeline said as she pulled Dylan a little closer.

    “I guess you’re just a lucky girl,” he added playfully.

    Adeline laughed and stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. She turned and pulled Dylan’s lips to hers for a surprisingly deep, sensual kiss. He hadn’t cum since that night she’d gotten him off with the lightest imaginable dose of small penis humiliation and he was hard in an instant. The moment her tongue slipped past his lips and into his mouth Dylan felt his cock come to life.

    “Wow,” he said as Adeline pulled away. “What was that for?”

    “For being a good boyfriend,” she said. “Good boyfriends deserve rewards, especially since there are so many guys out there that seem perfectly fine with being bad boyfriends.”

    Adeline pressed her body into his in a decidedly sexual manner and Dylan had to work to constrain the moan he wanted to unleash. People were already looking and they definitely would have paid even closer attention if it sounded like he was on the verge of cumming in public.

    Adeline took his hand and started down the sidewalk again as Dylan looked down and wondered if his erection was making a noticeable bulge.

    “Don’t worry,” Adeline said. “It’s not really noticeable. You’re not quite big enough for that.”

    She looked up at him and flashed a naughty smile as Dylan couldn’t help but groan. He didn’t want to, but in the past week he’d found that even the smallest bit of talk about the size of his penis was enormously arousing. There was something about the way Adeline did it – or the fact that it was coming from his girlfriend and not the dominant milf next door – that made it intensely arousing.

    “Fuck, Adeline,” Dylan said. “You’re incredible.”

    “You want me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “You know I do,” he replied.

    Adeline giggled in delight and led Dylan off the sidewalk and into the grass.

    “Where are we going?” he asked.

    “Somewhere just a little more private,” Adeline replied as she pointed towards a small stand of tall trees that overlooked the school’s softball and baseball fields.

    Dylan smiled. He figured he was in for a thrilling make out session with his girlfriend at the very least, and if he was lucky perhaps she’d be in the mood to have a little more fun.

    “Sit,” Adeline said as they reached the trees.

    Dylan sat with his back against one of the thick trunks and Adeline smiled before spinning around and sitting between his legs. Dylan put his arms around his girlfriend and pulled her close. He savored the softness of her sweater and the way the soft, smooth material of the dress felt against his hands as he held Adeline.

    She turned her head and they shared a tender kiss as her body seemed to melt into his. It was a perfect moment that brought his cock back to life and left it throbbing.

    “You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “I am,” he said.

    Adeline lifted her body and said, “Put your legs together.”

    Dylan did as he was told and Adeline sat down once more. Her ass rested on his crotch, which he suspected was her plan.

    “You haven’t asked to have sex since we started dating,” Adeline said as she slowly, subtly moved her ass back and forth, like she was giving an exceptionally tame but hugely thrilling lap dance.

    “No, I haven’t,” he said.

    “It’s been three weeks and we’ve been fooling around the entire time,” she continued. “Most guys would have asked about sex by now. Some guys would have asked about sex that first night. You haven’t, though.”

    Dylan wasn’t sure she expected an answer and he didn’t really have one. It hadn’t occurred to him to ask for sex. He figured if Adeline wanted to fuck him then she would have informed him of her desire and they would have done it.

    She turned her head and offered a sensual smile as her ass continued to move in his lap. “Do you want to have sex with me, Dylan?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “I do. Of course I do.”

    Dylan’s cock throbbed painfully as he imagined the pleasure of sliding into Adeline’s pussy.

    “But you haven’t asked. Why is that?” she said.

    “I…I don’t know,” he replied.

    Adeline moved a little faster in his lap, intensifying the pleasure of her impromptu lap dance and sending Dylan into a place of deeper arousal.

    “Is it because you’re worried?” Adeline asked in a soft, sensual voice.

    “Worried about what?” Dylan replied.

    Adeline reached back to caress Dylan’s face and then leaned into him. Her head rested against his shoulder and the scent of her shampoo filled his nose as she continued to grind into his crotch. If she was facing the other way it would have been a full-on dry humping session.

    “Are you worried that you’re too small to satisfy me?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan groaned as pleasure and angst rushed through him in equal parts. His cock throbbed and he could feel precum leaking into his underwear. Anxiety bubbled up too as he wondered if this girl he’d already fallen for was questioning whether she wanted to be with someone that didn’t have much to offer between his legs.

    “I…yes, I am,” Dylan answered. He could hear the fear in his voice. It was palpable.

    “I told you I was different, Dylan. I told you I was looking for something different in a man. It’s not hard to find a guy with a big dick that can fuck me hard. I’ve had that before. It’s nice, but it’s not what I’m looking for,” Adeline said as her fingers danced over the back of his neck and played with his hair.

    “So…you don’t mind that I’m, well, that I’m not big,” Dylan asked.

    Adeline sat up and spun around with surprising agility. She straddled Dylan and sat down. Almost immediately she began to grind in his lap again, this time fully embracing the fact that they would have been fucking if not for their clothes.

    “It’s okay that you have a small cock, Dylan,” Adeline said.

    He groaned and she smiled with what seemed to be genuine delight.

    “Say it, Dylan,” Adeline said. “Say that you have a small cock. Don’t tell me it’s not big. Admit the truth. Tell me that you have a small cock.”

    Dylan looked into his girlfriend’s eyes and saw a mixture of sweetness and lust that he found irresistible. She wasn’t being cruel. She knew he was turned on. She knew that some part of him would find it immensely arousing to admit his literal shortcoming.

    “I have a small cock,” he said.

    Adeline moved her hips back and forth over his crotch, offering an intense kind of stimulation that made Dylan feel good enough that he was starting to worry about cumming in his pants.

    “Yes you do,” Adeline said as she leaned forward. She rested her forehead against his and reached up to hold his head in her hands. Her crotch moved faster over his, generating an intense kind of pleasure from the friction.

    “Adeline, I might…” Dylan said.

    “I know,” she whispered. “It’s okay.”

    They kissed as she continued to skillfully tease him. He groaned into his girlfriend’s mouth.

    “Say it again,” she said.

    “I have a small cock,” Dylan said.

    “Yes you do,” Adeline replied. “You have the smallest cock I’ve ever seen.”

    “Adeline…” Dylan said. He was pleading, but he wasn’t sure what he really wanted. Did he want her to stop so he didn’t cum in his pants, or did he want her to keep going so he could have an orgasm?

    “Say it,” Adeline demanded.

    “I have a small cock,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline kissed him. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth as she ground into his crotch.

    “You have a very small cock,” Adeline whispered.

    Dylan couldn’t hold back. As embarrassing as it felt to cum in his pants, he couldn’t help it and it seemed like that’s what Adeline wanted.

    “Fuck, Adeline, I’m cumming,” he said. “I’m cumming.”

    Adeline moaned like they were having sex. She moaned in pure delight and ground into him harder and faster than before. He reached under her dress and grabbed her panty-clad ass to squeeze it hard as he filled his underwear with hot, sticky cum. It felt like he was making a spectacular mess and the sense of pleasure that spread through his loins was intense.

    Dylan closed his eyes and rested his head against the tree after the orgasm subsided. His heart pounded and the tips of his fingers and toes tingled.

    “That was incredible,” he said.

    Adeline lifted her hips and climbed off of Dylan. “Wow,” she said. “What a mess.”

    Dylan looked down and saw a sizable, obvious wet stain in the front of his pants.

    “I have to say, I kind of love that I just made you cum in your pants,” she added.

    Dylan felt a little embarrassed as he looked down at the mess, but it didn’t take away from the sense of satisfaction coursing through him. “Really?”

    Adeline leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek. Her lips lingered against his skin for a few seconds and the warmth and softness was soothing.

    “Yes,” she whispered.

    Adeline took Dylan’s hand and guided it up her dress and between her legs. She pressed his fingers against her panties and he felt the wetness of her desire.

    “I haven’t cum yet, but I made a mess too. It turns out I like teasing you, even about your size,” she said.

    “Yeah?” Dylan asked. In the aftermath of his orgasm he felt particularly insecure and it was heartening to hear that Adeline had enjoyed it so much.

    Adeline pulled aside her panties and again pressed Dylan’s fingers against her pussy. He slipped inside her with ease and she moaned.

    “I’m not like most girls, Dylan. I like that you have a small cock,” she said with a smile. “I like that you just came in your pants. I like that you’re different. I like that you’re so eager to please.”

    Adeline leaned closer and they kissed as he worked her pussy and clit with his fingers.

    “Now make me cum,” she demanded.

    Dylan did as he was told.
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    “My roommate agreed to give us a little time to ourselves,” Adeline said as she led Dylan into her room. “She’ll be at the library for the next couple of hours so we can have as much fun as we want.”

    Dylan couldn’t help but flash a bright, gleeful smile. “Are we going to have fun?”

    Adeline put her arms around his neck and looked up at her boyfriend as she said, “Well, it is our one month anniversary and you did just take me out to one of the best meals I’ve ever had. The least I can do is have a little fun with you, right?”

    “That would make me very happy,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled and her lips pressed gently against his for a long, slow kiss that brought Dylan’s cock to a fully erect state. As her tongue darted into his mouth she reached down, unzipped his pants, and reached inside to free his cock.

    “When was the last time I made you cum?” she asked.

    “It’s been five days,” he said.

    “And you haven’t cum since then?” Adeline asked before kissing his neck.

    “No, of course not,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline released his cock and stepped back with a smile on her face. In one swift move she pulled the pink and white sundress she’d worn to dinner over her head and tossed it aside, revealing a pale pink lace bodysuit underneath.

    “Oh my God,” Dylan said as he admired his girlfriend’s choice of lingerie.

    “Do you like it?” Adeline asked with a surprising hint of insecurity in her voice.

    “Adeline, you look perfect. You really do,” Dylan reassured her. It was the first time he’d ever seen her in something beyond a bra and panties and she looked astoundingly hot.

    She closed the gap between them and Dylan reached out to touch her alluring body. She grabbed his wrist and stopped him before he could.

    “No touching,” she said. “Not until I give you permission.”

    Dylan let his hand fall to his side and Adeline reached up to unbutton his shirt. She held his gaze while pulling it off his arms and tossing it aside. The white t-shirt he had on underneath came off next. Adeline was close enough that he could feel the warmth emanating from her body, but she still refused to touch him.

    “You want me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled and unbuttoned his pants before letting them fall to the floor. His underwear followed and Dylan slipped out of his shoes before kicking his pants aside.

    Adeline turned around and bent over, offering Dylan a splendid view of the thong bottom of her bodysuit as it slid down the crack of her utterly perfect ass. Her soft flesh was inches from his cock but she refused to come any closer.

    Instead, she spun around and sank to her knees in front of him. Dylan’s heart pounded as Adeline inched closer and reached up to stroke his cock.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock, Dylan?” she asked.

    He wasn’t sure how to answer. Despite his submissive desires, he absolutely wanted a blowjob from his girlfriend. He’d been on the receiving end of a few blowjobs in the past and they always felt absolutely perfect. Still, he wasn’t sure if Adeline was testing him. Did she want him to say no?

    “You can be honest,” Adeline said. “Do you want your girlfriend to suck your cock on our one month anniversary?”

    “Yes, I do,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled and kissed the head of his cock. He tongue darted out and licked along the underside, sending a wave of pleasure through Dylan’s body. He moaned and unleashed a giddy smile at the sense of joy spreading through him.

    “Does that feel good, Dylan? Do you like it when I kiss your cock?” Adeline asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “I like that very much.”

    Adeline smiled, closed her eyes, and took the head of Dylan’s cock in her mouth. She stroked the shaft slowly with one hand and played with his balls with the other as Dylan groaned from the intensely pleasurable experience of the first blowjob his girlfriend had ever given him.

    It was no more than thirty seconds before Adeline let Dylan’s cock slip from her mouth and stood up. She pressed her wet lips against his and pushed her tongue into his mouth as she took Dylan’s hands and placed them on her ass, giving him permission to touch her.

    “Did you enjoy that?” Adeline asked.

    “I did,” Dylan said.

    Adeline kissed his neck and wrapped her fingers around his cock to stroke Dylan slowly.

    “Are you sad I didn’t let you cum in my mouth?” she whispered.

    “A little,” Dylan said. He wanted to be honest and hoped that Adeline found it thrilling to tease him.

    She backed up with a smile on her face and took Dylan’s hand. They walked to her bed and Adeline pushed him onto his back.

    Dylan couldn’t look away from her body in the pink lingerie. He wasn’t sure if Adeline had gotten a little more confident or if she just wanted to do something special for their one month anniversary, but he was on board either way, even if she didn’t intend on letting him cum. She looked so good it would have been a treat to stare at her all night.

    Adeline straddled him and rubbed her lace-clad pussy over Dylan’s erection, teasing the head of his cock with the soft fabric and the heat emanating from between her legs.

    “Can you feel that?” Adeline asked. “Can you feel how turned on I am?”

    Dylan nodded.

    “You’d slide into me so easily if I freed my pussy and sat down on your cock. Would you like that, Dylan? Would you like to finally fuck your girlfriend? Would you like it if I finally let you inside me after a month together?” she asked.

    Dylan smiled at the wild, lusty look in Adeline’s eyes and said, “I’d love that. More than anything.” He had no idea if she intended on having sex with him or if she was trying to drive him crazy and he didn’t really care. Either way it was an intensely arousing experience.

    Adeline leaned down and kissed him as Dylan grabbed her ass and squeezed it. She moaned into his mouth and pressed her perky breasts into his chest.

    “When was the last time you had sex?” she asked as her lips hovered inches from his. “When was the last time you fucked a girl, Dylan?”

    “Last spring,” he said. “A few weeks before school ended. My girlfriend and I had breakup sex.”

    “Who broke up with who?” Adeline asked as she ground into Dylan’s crotch.

    “She broke up with me,” he said.

    Adeline smiled and kissed him again as the dry humping intensified. Dylan worried he might cum like he had during their little outdoor encounter. He wanted so badly to be inside Adeline, but the choice was hers. She could make him cum with a vigorous dry humping if that’s what she wanted.

    “Was the sex good?” Adeline asked. “Did it feel good to be in her pussy, Dylan?”

    Dylan wasn’t sure why his girlfriend was asking him about the sex he’d had with another girl, but the tone of her voice was overwhelmingly lusty and he wasn’t going to fight her desire.

    “I enjoyed it,” he said.

    Adeline sat up and pressed her hands into his chest as she looked down at Dylan. “Do you think she enjoyed it?”

    “I…I’m not sure,” he said. “I really don’t know why she broke up with me, but sometimes I wonder if it’s because the sex wasn’t very good.”

    “Did you cum too quickly?” Adeline asked. “Girls don’t like it when you cum too quickly. They don’t really like it when you take too long to cum, either, but it’s not great if a guy cums before we can even get going, you know?”

    “I lasted a few minutes,” Dylan said.

    Adeline reached down and unsnapped her bodysuit, freeing her pussy. She bit her lower lip in that sexy, suggestive way and teased the head of Dylan’s throbbing cock with her slippery cunt.

    “A few minutes isn’t really long enough, Dylan. Not for most girls, at least,” Adeline said before running her pussy over the length of Dylan’s cock.

    He groaned as his hands moved over her lace-clad body. He played with her perky tits, rubbing her nipples through the soft material as Adeline closed her eyes and bit her lower lip again.

    “Have you always been a quick cummer, Dylan?” she asked.

    Adeline took the tip of his cock into her wet pussy and Dylan moaned as he fought off the urge to thrust up into his girlfriend.

    “I guess so,” he said as arousal spread through his body.

    “You know that girls don’t like that, don’t you?” Adeline asked as she began to fuck just the tip of Dylan’s cock. “You know that we need a man that can last longer than a few minutes, don’t you?”

    Dylan hadn’t dated many girls and he hadn’t enjoyed a lot of sex, so he didn’t have much firsthand experience with it, but he knew enough to know that girls didn’t like a man that came too quickly.

    “I do know that. I do,” he said.

    “So that means you know that I’m going to be disappointed if I ride your cock and you cum too quickly, right?” Adeline asked as she continued to slowly ride the head of his cock.

    “Yes, I do. I know. I do,” Dylan said. He just wanted her to sit down on his dick. He wanted to be fully immersed in her wet pussy. He wanted to feel the pure, perfect pleasure of having sex with his girlfriend for the first time. “Please, Adeline, I’m desperate. I need to be inside you.”

    “You need to fuck me?” she asked. “You need my pussy?”

    Dylan’s need was deep. Every part of his body and brain were focused on being inside his girlfriend. In that moment he wanted to fuck her more than he’d ever wanted anything.

    “Please, Adeline, just take me inside you. Please,” he begged.

    “I will, but only if you promise me something,” she said.

    “Anything,” Dylan replied. “I’ll do anything. I swear, anything.”

    “If you cum too quickly I want you to clean your cum out of me. Will you do that, Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded without thinking about it. He would have agreed to anything.

    Adeline leaned down and kissed him as her pussy sank down onto his cock. Her tongue pushed into his mouth as she rode him with remarkable vigor. Dylan grabbed his girlfriend’s ass and ran his hands up her back as she fucked him.

    “Fuck, Adeline, that feels so good,” Dylan said as she kissed his neck.

    “Are you going to cum, Dylan? Are you going to cum in my pussy?” she asked between soft kisses on his neck.

    “Shit…yes…I am. Fuck, Adeline, I’m going to cum. Fuck, slow down. You have to slow down,” Dylan said as he felt his orgasm approaching.

    She refused to slow down. Instead, she sped up. She moaned into his ear. She kissed his neck. She pressed her lingerie-clad breasts into his chest. Adeline did absolutely everything she could to make him cum and Dylan lost control and erupted in her pussy.

    He screamed loud enough for her neighbors to hear and grabbed her ass to hold on tight as his cock unleashed shot after shot of thick cum into Adeline’s pussy.

    Adeline sat up and looked down at him with a smile on her face as Dylan came down from his climax.

    “That was less than a minute,” she said. “I didn’t even get close to an orgasm. But don’t worry, you can finish me with your mouth while you’re cleaning up your mess.”

    Dylan felt some of the pleasure of his orgasm drift away as he considered eating his cum from Adeline’s pussy. Without an ounce of arousal in his body it seemed decidedly less sexy.

    “You are going to keep your promise, aren’t you Dylan? I don’t have much experience punishing a guy, but I could think of something if you decide you’re not going to do what you said you’d do,” Adeline said.

    The serious look on her face cured Dylan of any sense of resistance he might have felt. It seemed quite clear that any punishment Adeline cooked up would err on the side of pain and suffering.

    “I’ll do as I promised,” he said.

    Adeline smiled, lifted her pussy off his cock, and deftly straddled Dylan’s face. She dropped her slick, cum-filled, freshly-fucked cunt on his mouth and without warning unleashed the cum she’d seemingly been holding inside her.

    Dylan gagged as the first thick dollop hit his tongue. He recovered quickly and swallowed as a wild, intensely lusty look crossed Adeline’s face. She reached down to grab a handful of his hair and began riding Dylan’s mouth in pursuit of her orgasm.

    “Fuck, that’s so hot,” she said. “Holy shit, Dylan, you’re going to make me cum. Keep doing that. Keep eating your cum out of me. Keep eating your cum!”

    Dylan put his tongue to work as Adeline moved her pussy over his lips. She rode him and fed him his load at the same time and it took only a few moments for Dylan to get caught up in her lust. Suddenly he was aroused again and he wanted nothing more than to be the source of his girlfriend’s orgasm.

    When Adeline reached down and grabbed another handful of his hair it seemed like her orgasm was moments away. She closed her eyes, gritted her teeth, and unleashed a low scream unlike any he’d heard from her before.

    In an instant she let his hair go, arched her back, and rolled her head towards the ceiling as she smothered Dylan with her pussy. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head and juices dripped from her cunt and into Dylan’s eager mouth as she climaxed.

    Adeline’s body whipped forward as she slid onto Dylan’s chest and let out a few deep, heavy breaths in the aftermath of her climax.

    “Holy shit,” she said. “I’ve never cum like that before.”

    “That was incredible,” Dylan said.

    Adeline laughed as she ran her fingers over his slippery lips. It was a laugh of the purest joy, like she lacked the words to express how good she felt in that moment.

    “Everything was incredible,” he said. “I know the sex wasn’t great for you, but it was really good for me, obviously. I’ve never eaten my own cum before either but it turned out to be a lot hotter than I thought it would. Really, all of this was amazing.”

    Adeline climbed off of him and cuddled up next to Dylan.

    “The sex was good for me,” she said. “I wanted you to cum too quickly. I wanted to watch you eat your cum out of me. I teased you to get you all worked up. I fucked you like that because I wanted you to cum so fast. I got exactly what I wanted, which made it great.”

    Dylan put his arm around his girlfriend and pulled her close. He smiled at how perfect she seemed.

    “Happy anniversary,” he said.

    Adeline kissed him on the cheek. “It’s not over yet,” she said. “I’m going to let you fuck me for real in a little bit. First I want ice cream.”

    Somehow, Adeline found a way to seem a little more perfect. “You’re amazing,” Dylan said with a laugh.

    “Don’t you forget it,” she added. “Now let’s get dressed and get that ice cream.”

    Dylan hopped out of bed and pulled on his pants with a big smile on his face as he marveled at the amazing night he’d had and the fact that it seemed like it was only going to get better.
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    “What was it like when she fucked you?” Adeline asked as she and Dylan walked hand-in-hand down a particularly beautiful tree-lined street near campus.

    Dylan glanced at his girlfriend and she tightened her grip on his hand while flashing a quick smile. There was a naughty glint in her eye that he’d gotten accustomed to. It usually cropped up when she was in one of her dominant moods and looking to explore her ever-increasing sense of her sexuality.

    “How do you mean?” Dylan asked as the first of fall’s leaves crunched beneath their feet.

    “I mean, what did it feel like, you know? I know what it feels like to be fucked, but I’m curious what it’s like for a man. You go through life with the assumption – if you’re straight, at least – that you’re supposed to be doing the fucking. Then you end up bent over a bed with a version of a cock in your ass. What’s that like?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan marveled at his girlfriend’s frankness. They’d been together a little over five weeks and she was completely comfortable asking him what it was like to be on the receiving end of anal sex with a dominant woman. A year ago he would have found it genuinely impossible to even conceive of a conversation like the one they were having.

    “Well, it was a little bit painful,” he began. “I don’t know if you’ve had anal sex before…”

    “I haven’t,” she interjected.

    “Well, the anus isn’t quite as open to being penetrated as a vagina, at least as far as I know. No matter how much lube you use, it hurts a little if you don’t have a ton of experience, at least as far as I know. So, it hurt a little,” he explained.

    They stopped at a crosswalk and Adeline pushed the button before turning to Dylan and offering a sweet, soft smile. “Did that make it impossible to enjoy?” she asked.

    Dylan took the opportunity to pull his girlfriend close and kiss her. He ran his hands over the soft material of the white cable knit sweater she’d worn to lunch and he savored the feeling of the fresh coating of gloss she’d put on her lips after they’d eaten.

    “You’re a good kisser,” Adeline said.

    “You are too,” he replied as his cock reached a nearly-erect state right there on the sidewalk.

    The signal changed and they crossed the street as Dylan hoped his boner wasn’t too obvious.

    “So, getting fucked?” Adeline asked, bringing the conversation back to where she’d started it.

    “Yes, so no, the pain didn’t make it impossible to enjoy. To be honest, it might have enhanced it a little. It wasn’t the kind of sex that was designed to make me feel good from the penetration. She wasn’t using a toy that stimulated my prostate. She was asserting her dominance. She was fucking me with her strapon to make me feel submissive, and as you know I find a great deal of pleasure in that,” Dylan said.

    Adeline squeezed his hand and flashed the kind of delighted smile that Dylan had grown to love. It meant she was happy in that deep, impossible-to-hide kind of way, and in this case he was quite certain it meant that Adeline liked being with a guy that found pleasure in submission.

    “So, why do you ask?” Dylan said.

    “The idea intrigues me,” Adeline replied as they reached another crosswalk. She turned to Dylan and slipped her hand under his shirt to grasp his waist and pull him closer. “I don’t know if I’m ready to try it, but I’ve been thinking about it.”

    “About fucking me?” he asked as his cock reached a fully erect state. There was something utterly intoxicating about the idea of Adeline bending him over and using a strapon to fill his ass.

    “Yes,” she said. “I find the notion of fucking you to be very exciting, though I imagine doing it missionary style. I don’t know why, but that sounds hotter to me. I like the idea of looking into your eyes as I fuck you. I want to see your reaction as I take your ass, as I fill you.”

    “Fuck, we might have to stop talking about this,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled as her hand moved to his ass. She gave it a good squeeze and said, “Is this turning you on, Dylan? Is that bulge I feel pressing into me because you like the idea of your girlfriend fucking you?”

    Dylan nodded and Adeline reached up and pulled his lips to hers for a long, soft kiss. Someone walking by whistled at the couple making out on the street, but Dylan didn’t give a damn. Nothing felt better to him than the intense passion Adeline seemed to feel anytime she got to indulge in just a little bit of dominance.

    “I think I’d like you to make me cum,” she said after the kiss.

    “I’d like that too,” Dylan replied.

    She flashed and a smile, took his hand, and led him across the street and towards their dorm.

    Dylan’s erection had mostly faded by the time they reached her room, but he was quite certain that more than a few people had noticed on the street despite his unimpressive size.

    “Get naked,” Adeline said the moment the door shut behind them.

    They stripped together and she pointed to her bed. Dylan got on his back without being told. He knew his place in Adeline’s room.

    She leaned over and kissed him, aggressively pushing her tongue into his mouth as her fingers wrapped around his cock and stroked until he was nice and hard.

    Adeline didn’t sit on his cock, though. Instead, she smiled, released his erection, and straddled his face. She pushed two fingers into her pussy as Dylan watched from a few inches away, pulled them out, and shoved them into his mouth. Dylan sucked them clean as he watched a look of pleasure come over his girlfriend’s face.

    “Would you like to eat my pussy, Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded with her fingers still deep in his mouth.

    “Would it make you happy if I sat on your face and used your mouth for my pleasure?”

    He nodded again as she pushed her fingers to the back of his throat and made him gag. Adeline pulled her fingers from his mouth and smiled as Dylan coughed. She rubbed her slippery digits over his lips and then grabbed a handful of his hair and dropped her pussy onto his mouth.

    “Eat my pussy,” she said.

    It was such a small, simple thing. It was three little words, and yet Dylan found it thrilling. It was filthier than if she’d commanded him to worship her or even lick her. The tight grip she had on his hair and the way she was smothering him with her pussy made it hotter, too. She was taking control. She was living in her dominance and enjoying the way it made her feel.

    Dylan did as he was told without hesitation. He ate his girlfriend’s perfect pussy as she closed her eyes and threw her head back. He admired how splendidly perky her breasts looked and how soft and smooth her stomach was. He enjoyed the taste of her pussy and the way her thighs seemed to clamp down on his head as she approached her orgasm.

    Though he loved eating her pussy, Dylan found great pleasure in the fact that Adeline approached her climax so quickly. Her body began to tremble as she moaned louder and pulled harder on his hair. He loved that she was so turned on that she wasn’t going to last more than a few minutes. He assumed that the talk of fucking him had led to that arousal and Dylan found great pleasure in the notion that his girlfriend was turned on by the idea of penetrating him.

    Adeline sat on his face and genuinely smothered him as she climaxed. She released her grip on his hair and held her hands against the wall as the orgasm seemed to spread from her pussy to her extremities, leaving pleasure in its wake.

    Afterwards Adeline slid down Dylan’s body and rested her head on his chest. He ran his fingers through her hair and down her back, which was damp with a thin layer of sweat from the pure pleasure of cumming so hard.

    “Thank you,” he said. There was no need to extend it beyond that. By that point in their relationship Adeline knew he was thanking her for the pleasure of licking her pussy. She knew that making her cum brought him an intense sense of happiness.

    “You’re welcome,” she said.

    Dylan closed his eyes and smiled as he continued to stroke his girlfriend’s soft hair. His cock throbbed and he wanted to cum, but he knew it wasn’t his choice. He’d given his orgasms over to Adeline and he’d done so willingly. If she wanted him to cum, he would. Otherwise he’d deal with the frustration that came with being denied and he’d inevitably find a certain kind of pleasure in it.

    Eventually Adeline rolled off of Dylan and cuddled up next to him. She reached down and took his now soft cock in her hand and stroked him, slowly restoring him to an erect state and filling his body with lust.

    “Can I ask you something?” Dylan said.

    “Of course,” Adeline replied with a smile.

    “You said that past relationships haven’t really satisfied you,” he began. “Does that mean you don’t really enjoy…well, the traditional kind of sex?”

    Adeline stroked him a little faster and said, “Are you asking if I like to get fucked?”

    The particularly dirty choice of words and the bluntness with which they were delivered elicited a moan of pleasure from Dylan before he said, “Yes, I guess that’s what I’m asking.”

    Adeline sat up without releasing his cock and studied Dylan’s face. She looked down at his erection for a few moments and then offered a surprisingly seductive smile before saying, “I like good sex. I’ve had exceptionally good orgasms when I’ve given myself over to a man with the skill and size to fuck me well.”

    “Really?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline leaned down and kissed his chest and neck. She moaned in a surprisingly sensual, sexy way and then whispered, “Do you like the idea of someone fucking me, Dylan? Do you like the idea of your girlfriend cumming with a nice big cock inside her?”

    “Oh, fuck,” Dylan said as he felt a surprising and unexpected surge of lust between his legs. His hips pushed upwards and Adeline released his cock moments before he would have cum.

    “I guess you do like it,” she said. “Maybe you really like it.”

    “Is that weird?” Dylan asked.

    He knew it was different, at the very least, but it wasn’t surprising. Mrs. Jameson had essentially trained him to enjoy the idea of another man fucking the object of his affection. She’d trained him to enjoy the idea of his inadequacy, too. She’d made it perfectly clear that he didn’t possess the size or skill to truly please a woman with his cock. Now it seemed that her training had translated to his arousal at the idea of someone else fucking Adeline.

    “Does it matter if it’s weird?” Adeline asked, pulling Dylan from the memories of his summer and back into the present. “All that really matters is that it turns you on. That’s something I can work with.”

    She leaned down, kissed him softly, and stroked the base of his cock. Dylan moaned into her mouth as she teased his dick without coming anywhere near the sensitive spots at the tip.

    “Would it turn you on if I described the last time I got fucked in a way I found truly satisfying?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan nodded as her fingers moved up the underside of his cock and teased the tip.

    “It was last year,” she said. “March, I think. It was a onetime thing. I met him at a frat party, actually. If I’m being honest, I wasn’t against the idea of meeting a guy like him at the party where we met.”

    Adeline kissed him as she gently squeezed the head of his cock, eliciting a moan of pleasure.

    “I’m glad I met you instead, though. Dating you is far more satisfying than a good fuck,” she added.

    Dylan smiled and they kissed again. This time her tongue darted in and out of his mouth as she ran her fingers around the head of his cock, teasing him expertly.

    “I took him back to my room after the party. It had been a few weeks since I’d had an orgasm and I was kind of desperate. He was surprisingly skilled with his mouth and fingers and he had me completely soaked by the time he put on a condom and moved between my legs,” Adeline explained as she gathered the precum that had leaked from the tip of Dylan’s cock and began to stroke him.

    “He slid inside me with ease and I wrapped my legs around him. We kissed and I moved my arms over his incredibly sexy biceps and back – yes, sue me, I’m turned on by a muscular man – and he fucked me. He fucked me with this kind of beautiful, deeply pleasurable power. His cock was the perfect size and I felt this perfect kind of satisfaction as he filled my pussy,” Adeline explained.

    Dylan watched his girlfriend’s face as she relived that night. He saw how she seemed to be enjoying it all over again and he found a surprising kind of enjoyment in knowing that he wasn’t the kind of guy she was describing. It helped that Adeline had fucked the other guy and she was actually dating Dylan. She clearly didn’t need that kind of man to make her happy. She’d simply enjoyed having sex with him.

    “Your cock is so hard, Dylan,” Adeline said as she leaned closer. “Is that because you’re thinking about me with someone else?”

    Dylan nodded and she kissed him.

    “I’m thinking about it too, you know,” she said. “It’s making me wet. It’s a little surprising, to be honest, but I really like thinking about it. I like thinking about the way he fucked me. I like thinking about how good he made me feel.”

    “Fuck, I like that too,” Dylan said. “I love all of this.”

    Adeline offered a sweet, sensual laugh and kissed Dylan as she stroked his cock a little faster.

    “Then think about him making me cum, Dylan. Think about me on my back in my bed. Think about him sliding in and out of my pussy. Think about him satisfying my pussy,” she said.

    Dylan did as his girlfriend said, only he also thought about how he didn’t satisfy her pussy in that way. He thought about how this other guy fucked her to an orgasm in a way Dylan couldn’t do. He went where his brain wanted to take him and he found intense pleasure there. He found a surprising kind of sexual joy. He found it and he wanted to stay with it.

    “Did he cum?” Dylan asked. 

    For some reason he really liked the idea of the other guy cumming as he fucked Adeline.

    “Yes, Dylan. He came. He came right after I did. He fucked me harder and faster and I pulled him close to my body. I wrapped my legs around him and told him to cum. I told him to cum in me. He was wearing a condom, but I think he liked that. I think he liked hearing me ask for him to cum. He liked hearing that I wanted it, and I did. I wanted him to cum. I really did. I wanted my pussy to make him feel good. I wanted to be the source of his pleasure just like he’d been the source of my pleasure.”

    Dylan groaned as Adeline filled his head with thoughts of her fucking another man. He saw the other guy grunting and groaning as he fucked her. He saw her having sex with him. He saw them both experiencing intense pleasure in a dorm room bed.

    “I want you to cum, Dylan,” she said. “Cum for me. Let me bring you pleasure.”

    She stroked him faster as Dylan let himself go. He let the pleasure rule him. He let his mind wander wherever it wanted. He thought of the other guy getting to cum while he was inside Adeline. He thought of how he wasn’t inside her, how she was offering him her hand instead of her pussy. He climaxed as all those thoughts ran through his head.

    “That’s good. Cum for me, Dylan. Cum for me,” Adeline encouraged him as she helped work the load from his cock.

    Dylan felt the warm splashes of semen on his stomach as Adeline kissed his neck and cheek. He heard her soft moans and experienced a perfect kind of sexual satisfaction.

    “Was that good?” she asked afterwards.

    “It was perfect,” Dylan said. “Seriously. That was an incredible orgasm.”

    Adeline sat up and smiled at him. “I like that I can make you cum so hard and that it always feels a little bit kinky. You’re different from most guys, Dylan. That’s what I like most about you.”

    “I know,” he said. “And you’re different from most girls, which is what I like most about you, though everything about you is wonderful, so you’re pretty easy to like.”

    Adeline laughed as she released his cock and laid next to him. Dylan put his arm around his girlfriend and kissed the top of her head.

    He smiled at the notion that it had only been five weeks. It felt like they’d barely gotten to know each other and already their relationship had offered such intense pleasure.

    “I’d be okay with it if you wanted to fuck someone, you know,” Dylan said. “Like that guy from last year.”

    Adeline laughed. “I know you would, Dylan. That orgasm made it pretty obvious. I appreciate you saying it, though. To be honest, I don’t really feel a need for that right now. We’ll see, though. Things change. You never know what might happen.”

    Dylan liked the idea that anything could happen. With Adeline, it certainly felt possible. Each date seemed to bring about something new and exciting. Dylan was on board for whatever she wanted and he was quite certain it would be pleasurable, no matter what it was.
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    “You are the best girlfriend ever,” Dylan said as he watched Adeline pull the hotel key out of her purse and slip it into the door. “Really. The best girlfriend ever. This whole night has been incredible.”

    Adeline had poked fun at Dylan when he declared his desire to see The Rolling Stones on tour – she’d called him grandpa for a few days – but that hadn’t stopped her from splurging on tickets and a hotel room.

    “I know you probably didn’t get much out of the show, but I loved it. I fucking loved it. Thank you. Seriously, thank you,” he said as a hyped-up kind of energy coursed through him.

    Adeline laughed as she pushed open the hotel room door and stepped inside with Dylan hot on her heels “I liked it more than I thought I would,” she said before flashing a silly smile and adding, “My grandparents really like them, so I’m not unfamiliar with their music.”

    “Oh, ha ha,” Dylan said as he returned her smile. “That’s fine. Make fun of me for liking the old guys.”

    Adeline spun around and stepped into Dylan’s arms so they could share a kiss. “I like that you like them. I do,” she said.

    They kissed again and this time their lips parted and their tongues danced a little as Dylan’s cock came alive. They’d fooled around a little before the show, but their night out hadn’t yet included an orgasm for either of them.

    “Thank you for tonight,” he said softly. “You really are an incredible girlfriend. I don’t deserve you.”

    “Yes you do,” Adeline replied. “And the night isn’t over yet. We’re going to have a little fun.”

    She took Dylan’s hand and led him into the room, stopping in front of the bed.

    “I’d like you to take my clothes off,” she instructed.

    Dylan smiled as Adeline spun around so he could take off her soft, fuzzy pink cardigan and unzip the blue and white dress she’d worn to the concert. He gently pushed the straps off her shoulders and worked the dress over her hips, leaving Adeline in a simple but sexy white bra and panty set.

    She spun around once more and Dylan’s gaze wandered over his girlfriend’s body. She hadn’t let him cum in a week and it took almost nothing to put him in a state of heightened arousal, so simply staring at her nearly-naked frame was enough to inspire a deep sense of desire.

    “On your knees,” Adeline said.

    Dylan dropped to his knees and looked up at her as she smiled and reached out to run her fingers through his hair before taking a tight grip.

    Adeline pulled her panties aside and exposed her pussy as she took a step closer. “Do you crave my pussy?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    Adeline smiled and said, “Kiss it.”

    Dylan pressed his lips against Adeline’s soft, perfect pussy and did as she instructed. She cooed quietly and then tightly gripped his hair, pulled back, and looked down at him.

    “I’m going to change into something more comfortable,” she said. “I’d like you to get naked and return to this position. Can you do that for me?”

    “Of course,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline released her grip on his hair, stepped aside, and pulled a small bag from her suitcase before retreating to the bathroom and locking the door.

    Dylan stood and stripped as he wondered what Adeline might look like when she emerged from the bathroom. Did she buy new lingerie for the trip? Were they going to have sex? Was she going to emerge in a pair of thigh high latex leather boots and make him worship her body? Did she have something else in mind? The lack of certainty filled Dylan with an odd mix of anxiety and desire that he quite liked.

    By the time the bathroom door opened Dylan was naked and on his knees as Adeline had instructed. He looked up and his eyes went wide as she stepped into the room wearing a strapon cock.

    She’d changed into a panty harness that looked remarkably sexy and managed to make the strapon look more like an appendage, like she was actually sporting a cock. A blue cock, but a cock nonetheless.

    Adeline wore a pair of dark blue high heels and she walked with a kind of sexy confidence that Dylan hadn’t seen her display in the six weeks they’d been dating. It was like the combination of the hotel, the strapon, and the heels had let Adeline step into a different version of herself.

    Adeline stopped a few feet from him, wrapped her fingers around the shiny plastic cock protruding from her pelvis, and stroked it slowly as she looked at Dylan.

    “May I suck your cock?” Dylan asked. The words seemed to propel themselves from his body. It was the only thing that came to mind and it seemed like the absolute right question to ask in that moment.

    Adeline smiled, stepped closer so her cock was hovering just a few inches from his face and said, “Open your mouth and look up at me.”

    Dylan opened his mouth and looked up at his girlfriend as his cock reached a fully erect state without being touched. Submissive bliss rushed through his body, filling him with the kind of lust he’d come to crave more than anything.

    Adeline leaned over, pursed her lips, and released a long string of spit that fell onto Dylan’s tongue. She pressed two fingers into his mouth and to the back of his throat, causing him to gag momentarily before Adeline wrapped those fingers around her strapon and stroked it.

    Dylan felt like he was vibrating with desire. He was on his knees in front of a more confident, dominant version of Adeline and she seemed to be completely consumed with the same kind of lust he was feeling.

    She released the strapon, moved her hand to the back of Dylan’s head, and said, “Suck my cock.”

    He wrapped his lips around the flared head of the blue strapon dildo and sucked. He sucked like Mrs. Jameson had taught him, like he’d done for Mr. Jameson, only it felt better. It felt better because he was doing it for Adeline, someone he was very much falling in love with.

    “Look up at me, cocksucker,” she said with lust-fueled venom in her voice.

    Dylan met his girlfriend’s steely, dominant gaze as he continued to suck her cock. She applied pressure to the back of his head and he gagged as the dildo hit the back of his throat. It seemed to thrill Adeline to see him choking on her strapon.

    “This is so much hotter than I thought it would be,” she said before closing her eyes, grabbing Dylan’s head in both hands, and fucking his face.

    Dylan had no choice but to give himself over to his girlfriend’s desires. He tried his best not to choke and happily got lost in the way she seemingly used his mouth for her pleasure. Most surprising of all was the way she moaned. It was like Adeline was receiving genuine sexual satisfaction from fucking his throat, like the cock was actually hers.

    Adeline aggressively pushed the strapon into Dylan’s throat and held it there for a few seconds until he reached up and pressed against her thighs. He gasped for air when she finally pulled out and watched saliva drip from his mouth and onto the thin carpet beneath him.

    Adeline pulled Dylan to his feet and ran her fingers over his lips. “You have no idea how good that felt,” she whispered.

    “Really?” he asked.

    She nodded, stepped back, and slipped her fingers into the waistband of the panty harness to pull it back and reveal that the other end of the dildo was inside her.

    “It rubs my clit and offers a little bit of penetration when you suck my cock,” she said. “It’s going to feel even better when I fuck you.”

    Dylan smiled as Adeline wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him. It was the first time she’d touched his dick all day and it produced an instant, blissful kind of pleasure.

    “You’re going to take my cock like a good boy, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded as he marveled at his girlfriend. There were times when she could seem so shy and unsure of herself, especially when it came to dominating him. This wasn’t one of those times. Perhaps six weeks was enough time for Adeline to come into her own. Perhaps she was especially fond of strapon play and she hadn’t known it until she put the toy on.

    Adeline stepped closer, grabbed Dylan’s ass with both hands, and gave it a hard, possessive squeeze as she kissed him. She fucked his mouth with her tongue just like she’d fucked it with her strapon. She spread his ass cheeks and let her fingers drift between them to tease his asshole and Dylan moaned as she pressed against the tight, wrinkled flesh that she would soon penetrate.

    “In the bed. On your back,” Adeline said as she moved to her suitcase and pulled out a little bottle of lube.

    Dylan got into the bed and watched as Adeline squirted a generous helping of lube onto her cock before moving between his legs.

    “Let’s get you nice and wet for me,” she said before applying lots more of the slippery liquid to her fingers and rubbing them over his asshole. “I want it to feel good when I fuck you. I want you to fall in love with my cock, since I’m a little bit in love with having one.”

    Dylan moaned as Adeline rubbed his asshole and immediately felt a little embarrassed, though he wasn’t entirely sure why.

    “It’s okay,” Adeline said, seemingly recognizing his mild discomfort. “This is going to feel good. I promise. It’s supposed to feel good. You’re supposed to enjoy it.”

    Adeline tossed the bottle of lube onto the bed and laid on top of Dylan as she rubbed the head of her strapon around his asshole.

    “I like this, Dylan,” she said softly. “I like that I’m about to fuck you. I like that we’re about to have a different kind of sex than most couples have. I like that I’m about to penetrate my boyfriend. I really, really like that I’m going to have an orgasm when I do. I like that fucking you is going to make me cum. That was the thing that sold me on doing this, in fact. When I discovered this little toy online I bought it immediately. Fucking you and having a beautiful orgasm is the hottest thing I can imagine, and I almost came fucking your mouth so I know I’m going to get off filling your ass.”

    Dylan reached up and caressed his girlfriend’s face as an intense array of emotions washed over him. They kissed softly and he sucked on her tongue when she offered it. Adeline moaned in response and reached down to guide the head of her cock to his asshole and apply gentle, steady pressure until he opened up.

    Dylan groaned as his girlfriend slid inside him. It felt so much different than when Mrs. Jameson had fucked him. He still felt deeply submissive, but it was romantic too. Adeline wasn’t trying to humiliate him with her cock. She was trying to make him feel good. She was trying to make love to him.

    “How does it feel?” Adeline asked after a few deep thrusts.

    “It’s incredible,” he said. “I want more.”

    She smiled and kissed him again, this time with greater vigor. Their tongues danced as Dylan wrapped his legs around his girlfriend. He let go completely and gave himself over to the joy of being penetrated.

    Adeline seemed to sense his need as she fucked Dylan a little harder and faster. She gave him what he wanted and he almost immediately experienced a joyful kind of high as he surrendered to the relentless thrusts filling his asshole over and over.

    “Fuck me, Adeline,” he said. “Fuck me.”

    Dylan saw a look on his girlfriend’s face that he recognized. He was quite certain it was the same look he had when he fucked her. It was the look he got when he knew his orgasm was inevitable, when the sex transitioned from something that felt really good to something that was all about the pursuit of that beautiful, thrilling climax.

    “Does it feel good?” she asked in an urgent, lusty tone. “Does my cock feel good?”

    “It’s incredible,” Dylan said as he spread his legs wide and lifted his hips to take deeper thrusts. “It’s fucking incredible.”

    Adeline sat up with her cock still buried deep in Dylan’s ass, pulled his legs onto her shoulders, and wrapped her arms around his thighs to gain a little extra leverage before she unleashed a vigorous pounding.

    He closed his eyes, arched his back, and moaned at the steady assault on his asshole. An intense mixture of pleasure and a mild pain spread through his loins. The role reversal was complete. He was on the receiving end of a hard fucking with his girlfriend in lusty pursuit of her orgasm. Her focus was entirely on the pleasure happening between her legs and she was using his ass to pursue that pleasure. That was all that mattered.

    “Play with your cock,” Adeline said. “Cum with me.”

    Dylan grabbed his stiff dick and stroked swiftly. The purest kind of pleasure enveloped his loins as his girlfriend managed to fuck him harder.

    “Oh, fuck, Dylan, I’m gonna cum!” she cried out between loud, lusty moans.

    Dylan stroked faster as he lost himself in the pursuit of pleasure. It felt like an absolutely perfect moment that he never wanted to end. His whole body tingled. He couldn’t hear anything other than the sound of his stroking and Adeline’s relentless thrusting.

    “Fuck!” she screamed before burying every inch of her strapon inside him and releasing his legs.

    Dylan watched his girlfriend’s face as she climaxed with her cock buried inside him. A moment later he joined her. He spurted cum onto his chest as Adeline smiled and reached down to play with his balls and help massage out the rest of his load.

    “That was unbelievable,” Dylan said afterwards as his chest heaved and his heart pounded. “I’ll say it again. You are the best girlfriend ever.”

    Adeline laughed as she gently pulled her cock from his ass and laid next to Dylan. “You’re a pretty good boyfriend too,” she said.

    They shared a soft kiss as Adeline ran her fingers through the warm cum on Dylan’s stomach.

    “Clean these for me,” she said while offering her fingers.

    Dylan took them into his mouth and sucked his cum off his girlfriend’s warm, soft flesh. It was her smile that made it worth it. She seemed to take genuine pleasure in his willingness to consume his load at her request and nothing made him happier than making her smile. They kissed again, sharing in the taste of his cum as Adeline collected more on her fingers.

    “Thank you for tonight. For the concert tickets. For the hotel room. For everything,” he said.

    “You’re welcome,” Adeline said before a devilish smile broke across her face. “But the night’s not over. My cock never goes soft and I want you more than once.”

    “I’m all yours,” Dylan replied.
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    “How do we look?” Adeline asked as she took Dylan’s hand and turned to the floor length mirror in her dorm room.

    “I think we look pretty good,” he said.

    Adeline had convinced him to dress up as the Scarecrow to her Dorothy for Halloween and she’d gone all out for the costumes. She looked a hell of a lot cuter than he did – the pigtails and the blue and white gingham dress were irresistible – but Dylan was genuinely impressed with how good they both looked.

    “You look really hot, to be honest,” he said. “Not in a slutty Halloween kind of way, but you look really hot. The pigtails. The dress. It’s all working. Really well.”

    Adeline seemed genuinely delighted as a bright smile crossed her face. She gave Dylan a quick kiss, clicked the heels of her ruby red shoes three times, and said, “Let’s go to a party.”

    The party was held at the biggest sorority house on campus and they’d decorated the place to the nines. Spider webs hung from every corner, the windows had been covered in spooky decals, and each room was dotted with little touches like zombie hands springing up from the floor or a surprisingly heavy gravestone resting in a corner.

    Red cups that would normally have held delicious concoctions were strewn about the house and filled with nasty surprises like eyeballs, what appeared to be animal guts but almost certainly weren’t, and the occasional very convincing brain. The lights were dim, a soundtrack of spooky songs played, and everyone seemed to be in a genuinely great mood.

    “Oh my gosh! You guys! What great costumes!” Adeline’s friend Marie said as they made their way into the kitchen. “Adeline, you look so good. I’m so jealous!”

    Adeline gave her friend – who was dressed as a cheerleader, pigtails included – a tight hug and Dylan offered a friendly wave before heading to the punch bowl, which happened to have eyeballs floating in it.

    “They’re not real,” a shirtless frat guy wearing fireman’s pants and a pair of suspenders said. “The eyeballs, I mean. They’re not real. They’re hilarious, though.”

    “Thanks, man,” Dylan said. “What are they made of?”

    The frat guy smiled, put his fireman’s hat on to complete his outfit, and said, “I don’t know, scarecrow. Give one a bite and find out!” before whooping loudly and chasing after a girl wearing a remarkably tight catsuit.

    Dylan poured two cups of punch, making sure to include a few eyeballs in each cup, and took a sip as he surveyed the party. Unsurprisingly, there were lots of frat guys in attendance and they all seemed to have chosen costumes that necessitated being shirtless. There were cavemen, a few firemen of the shirtless variety, a few guys walking around with an Adam-style leaf covering their private parts, and lots more just like them. Surprisingly, most of the guys probably shouldn’t have been so proud to have their shirts off as they all seemed to be well on their way to putting on the fabled freshman 15.

    Most of the girls were doing their part to carry on the Halloween tradition of wearing as little clothing as possible, though Dylan had surprisingly little interest in ogling. Unlike the Halloweens of previous years, he had a girlfriend and he only wanted to stare at her.

    He wasn’t the only one, either. Dylan noticed more than a few guys indulge in lingering stares directed Adeline’s way, including a remarkably good-looking guy dressed as a surprisingly authentic cowboy.

    It wasn’t until Dylan saw Adeline look the cowboy’s way that he felt a little insecure. She waved at him and he tipped his hat and then Marie leaned closer and whispered something that Dylan couldn’t hope to hear from across the room. It elicited a giggle and a quick word from Adeline, though, making him wish he’d been close enough to hear the exchange.

    Not long after Adeline extracted herself from the conversation with Marie and made her way over to Dylan. “Hey there, Scarecrow,” she said.

    “Hey there, Dorothy,” Dylan replied as he handed Adeline a cup of the super-sweet punch.

    “Ooh, eyeballs,” she said before taking a long sip.

    “So, you can tell me to shut up if I’m being a paranoid jealous boyfriend, but who’s the cowboy?” Dylan asked.

    For just a moment Dylan was certain he saw a hint of embarrassment on Adeline’s face. She looked down into her cup, swirled the eyeball-laden liquid, and said, “That’s Chris.”

    “Chris?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline looked up and any sense of embarrassment had washed away and been replaced by a surprisingly sexy smile. “Chris is the guy I told you about. The last guy to fuck me like I enjoy being fucked.”

    Dylan looked at the cowboy, who was talking to a particularly flirty nurse, and then back at Adeline, who wore that same sexy smile. “He…he’s the one that…”

    Adeline stepped closer and pressed her body against Dylan’s as she said, “He’s the one with the gorgeous body and the perfect cock that gave me a great orgasm. He’s the one that I took back to my room and gave my body to. He’s the one that gave me exactly what I needed.”

    Much to his dismay, Dylan couldn’t keep his cock from getting hard as Adeline offered up a bite-sized serving of dirty talk.

    “Jesus, Adeline,” he said without any particular purpose. He could barely think straight as she tapped into the part of him that craved kinky pleasure.

    “My, my, it seems like my Scarecrow is awfully excited,” Adeline said as she stepped back and offered up a delightful smile. “Isn’t Halloween wonderful?”

    Dylan nodded as he tried his best to think about something that would deflate his erection. He couldn’t exactly mingle at the party with a tent in his pants.

    “What did Marie say to you?” he asked, knowing full well the answer might not provide the boner-deflating material he needed.

    Adeline smiled, spun around, and backed up until her ass was pressed against Dylan’s crotch. He looked back and said, “She asked me if it was okay if she tried to fuck Chris tonight,” while gently grinding her ass into Dylan’s erection.

    “What did you say?” Dylan asked.

    “What do you want me to have said?” Adeline replied as she leaned into his body, prompting Dylan to put his arm around her waist. 

    “I…I don’t know,” he said.

    “I think you do, Dylan,” Adeline said as she turned her head and looked up at him. “I think an answer popped into your head the moment I asked.” She kissed his neck and whispered, “Tell me, Dylan. What do you want me to have said?”

    “I want you to have said no,” he answered.

    “Why is that?” Adeline asked as she looked at the cowboy.

    “Because…” Dylan trailed off.

    Adeline slowly moved her ass over his crotch. She teased him skillfully, leaving him in a place of intense desire where it was impossible to think straight.

    “Why, Dylan?” she asked.

    “Because I want you to fuck him,” he answered.

    “Well, well, Scarecrow,” Adeline said as she spun around and grabbed Dylan’s cock through his pants. “Aren’t you a naughty boy.”

    “You don’t have to,” he said. “I mean, I’m not trying to tell you what to do.”

    Adeline laughed gleefully before saying, “I know, Dylan. I’m the one in control. If I want to fuck him, I will. I like knowing what you want, but you don’t get a say in this.”

    Though he thoroughly enjoyed getting an over-the-pants handjob in the middle of a party, Dylan was thankful when Adeline released his cock. The last thing he wanted was to cum in his pants so soon after arriving.

    “I told her no, by the way,” Adeline added.

    “You…really? You told her no?” Dylan said as he felt a little lightheaded. It was the answer he wanted, but it still surprised him.

    Adeline sipped her punch and spun around once more. The cowboy looked up and she waved at him as Dylan watched.

    “I haven’t decided if I’m going to fuck him, but if there was ever a time to have a little fun, it’s at a Halloween party where everyone has stepped just a little bit outside their reality,” she added.

    From across the room, the cowboy tipped his hat towards Adeline and walked away as Dylan felt a strange mixture of jealousy and desire coursing through him.

    “Would you get me two cups of punch?” she asked.

    Dylan hurriedly prepared two cups for his girlfriend and delivered them with a smile on his face.

    Adeline clicked her heels together, smiled, and said, “I’m going to have a little chat with Chris. You’re welcome to watch, though I’d like you to be as inconspicuous as possible. Can you do that for me?”

    Dylan nodded and Adeline spun around and made her way through the hordes of scantily-costumed guys and girls as he watched. Dylan gave her a few minutes and then followed Adeline’s path, eventually finding his way to a dark corner in the next room that offered a perfect vantage point of his girlfriend and the cowboy.

    It was obvious from the moment he laid eyes upon them that Adeline and the cowboy weren’t having a casual, friendly conversation. Both exhibited the sort of body language that signaled mutual desire and there was more than a little casual touching, including the cowboy reaching out to grasp Adeline’s waist and pull her just a little bit closer.

    Dylan’s heart pounded a little bit harder each time he watched his girlfriend touch the cowboy. Each time Adeline leaned closer and smiled at the other man, he felt a rush of desire between his legs. It wasn’t the kind of arousal that led to a throbbing erection. It was deeper than that and in some ways it was far better. It was the kind of arousal he felt when Adeline took charge, when she dominated him in the way he’d come to love, and it was happening as he watched her openly flirt with someone she clearly desired.

    Dylan’s heart skipped a beat when the cowboy reached up and caressed Adeline’s face. She looked up at him and it seemed as though her body opened to him. He tilted his hat back, leaned in, and they shared a surprisingly deep kiss as Dylan watched from his dark corner.

    The cowboy’s hand moved to Adeline’s waist and he pulled her closer as she gave herself to him. They shifted from a kiss to a full-on make out session and with each passing second they both seemed to experience a growing sense of desire that Dylan was quite certain would end with his girlfriend fucking someone else.

    When their lips finally parted, Adeline wasted no time. She took the cowboy’s hand in hers and led him right out of the party as Dylan watched. He assumed she was taking him back to her room, just like she’d done the year before, but he had no way of knowing. He followed and stopped at the front entrance as he saw Adeline and the cowboy kissing on the sidewalk.

    She said something to him and he nodded as a smile crossed his face. Dylan couldn’t read lips, but he knew what Adeline had said. He knew the cowboy was going to fuck his girlfriend.

    
      

    

    Two hours later, Dylan showed up at Adeline’s door. She’d beckoned him with a phone call and he’d hurried over in the hope of enjoying the aftermath of her dalliance with the cowboy.

    “It’s open,” she called out after his knock.

    Dylan gently turned the door knob and stepped inside the dimly-lit room. Adeline was sitting on the edge of her bed in her Dorothy costume and she wore a radiant smile on her face.

    “Strip,” she said.

    Dylan closed and locked the door before stepping into the room and slowly stripping away the many elements of his Scarecrow costume.

    “On your knees,” Adeline demanded once Dylan was naked.

    He fell to his knees and looked up at her. She wore a sweet, seductive smile and still looked impossibly cute in her costume.

    “How was the rest of the party?” she asked.

    “It wasn’t nearly as fun without you,” he replied.

    She reached out to gently caress his face and Dylan let out a quiet moan. “You’re sweet,” she said. “Would you like to know how the rest of my evening was?”

    Dylan nodded and Adeline spread her legs and pulled up the bottom of her dress, revealing a pair of white cotton panties.

    “It was better than I expected,” she said. “Much better, in fact.”

    Dylan stared at the wet spot in her panties for a few moments before looking up at Adeline and taking in the sense of dominant joy she emanated.

    She slipped a hand into her panties and said, “He fucked me twice. I came hard both times. Harder than I thought I would. Harder than I did last time. Much harder, in fact.”

    Adeline closed her eyes and a quiet moan escaped as her fingers moved in her panties. Dylan’s cock reached a fully erect state as he watched his girlfriend masturbate while presumably thinking about the man that had just fucked her.

    “How do you feel?” Adeline asked as she pulled her fingers from her panties.

    “Incredible,” Dylan replied.

    She leaned forward, lifted her hand, and gently rubbed her index finger over his lips, spreading the juices she’d picked up from her pussy over his flesh.

    “Yeah? You don’t mind that I fucked someone else tonight?” she asked with the kind of confidence that comes from knowing the answer.

    “I love that you fucked someone else tonight,” Dylan answered.

    Adeline slid her fingers onto his tongue and Dylan sucked them clean. She removed them from his mouth and pulled him close for a beautiful kiss. It felt appropriate that he was on his knees while she was seated above him on the edge of her bed.

    “I want to cum again,” Adeline said. “He fucked me twice, but I’m still so turned on. Can you help me with that?”

    “Yes, of course,” he said.

    Adeline smiled, spread her legs, and leaned back until she was resting on her elbows.

    Dylan crawled closer and pulled aside her panties, exposing Adeline’s puffy, pink, slick pussy lips. There was no question someone else had been inside her.

    “Go ahead,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Dylan pressed his eager lips against his girlfriend’s pussy and worshiped her. He tasted her sweet juices and the latex of the condoms she’d used with the cowboy. He was quite certain there was a little bit of sweat in there, too, no doubt the result of a vigorous evening of sex.

    “Oh, fuck,” Adeline said as she reached down and rested her hand on the back of Dylan’s head. “That’s so good. That’s so fucking good.”

    Dylan found great pleasure in his girlfriend’s obvious enjoyment of his tongue and doubled his efforts to get her off. He wanted to be the last man to make her cum that night.

    It happened fast. Just a few minutes of licking her well-fucked pussy brought Adeline to a loud, beautiful orgasm. She grabbed a handful of his hair and smothered him with her slippery cunt as she climaxed, releasing him only after the pleasure of the climax had dissipated.

    “Stand up,” Adeline said with a blissful smile on her face.

    Dylan stood and she wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “You were very good tonight, Dylan,” she said. “You deserve to cum, but you’ll have to clean up your mess. Will you do that for me?”

    He nodded and Adeline leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth. He remained between her lips for no more than a handful of seconds, but each was a moment in Heaven.

    When the blowjob ended Adeline’s fingers took the place of her lips. She stroked him swiftly, using her saliva as lube and looking up at him.

    “I gave Chris a blowjob,” she said. “Before he fucked me the second time. I wanted more of him. I needed more of him. My body needed him, so I took him in my mouth and sucked him until he was out of his mind with desire. Does that turn you on, Dylan? Do you like that I sucked Chris’s cock tonight?”

    Dylan nodded as his orgasm rapidly approached.

    “Are you going to cum thinking about it?” Adeline asked. “Are you going to spill your seed while you think about me sucking someone else’s cock?”

    He nodded again.

    Adeline leaned back, aimed Dylan’s cock at her exposed pussy, and stroked him faster. “Cum for me, Dylan. Cum all over the pussy someone else fucked tonight. Cum all over my pussy and then get on your knees and clean up your mess.”

    Dylan couldn’t hold back a second longer. He did as his girlfriend demanded. He came all over her pussy. He unleashed a massive, sticky load, coating her with the thick, viscous fluid he’d soon clean up.

    “Clean me, Dylan,” Adeline said. “Clean up your cum.”

    Dylan smiled and fell to his knees in front of her to do exactly as his girlfriend desired.
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    “Are you going to miss me?” Adeline asked as she leaned closer and softly kissed Dylan’s neck as her fingers danced over his chest and stomach.

    “More than you can possibly imagine,” he answered.

    Thanksgiving break was fast approaching and it would be the first time they’d spent more than 24 hours apart since their meeting at the frat party.

    “Yeah?” she asked as a joyful smile she couldn’t seem to control spread across her face.

    “I love you, Adeline,” Dylan said. He knew that saying it while they were naked in her bed wasn’t necessarily the most romantic approach, but he couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t said it yet and he had to let her know how he felt. “I do. I’m in love with you and it feels genuinely painful to have to spend any time away from you.”

    Adeline’s smile took on a giddy quality for a moment before she said, “I love you too.”

    They shared a long, soft kiss as she moved on top of Dylan and reached between their legs to guide his cock inside her.

    “I’m afraid I’m going to make Thanksgiving break a little more painful for you,” Adeline said as she sank down onto his cock.

    “How?” Dylan asked as he tried to keep his mind clear despite the intense pleasure of being inside his girlfriend.

    “This is the last time you’re going to cum before we see each other again,” she informed him. “And I’ll be teasing you. I’m going to make sure you’re constantly turned on all the time but you’re not allowed to cum until we see each other again. Do you understand?”

    Dylan nodded and Adeline leaned down, kissed him, and rode his cock until he spilled his cum inside her.

    
      

    

    The teasing started the moment Dylan’s flight landed. As soon as he took his phone off airplane mode he received a handful of pictures from Adeline. She was standing in front of a full length mirror in her bedroom at her parent’s house and modeling lingerie he’d never seen before. She’d kept her face out of the pictures, but Dylan recognized her beautiful body instantly.

    He leaned against the window and scrolled through the pictures as everyone else scrambled to pull their carry-ons from the overhead bins. Each picture was sexier than the last and Dylan’s cock had reached a half hard state by the time he pulled up the last image, which featured Adeline in a strappy bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set that looked stunningly sexy.

    There was a text, too: “It’s a shame we’re not together. If we were, I’d let you pick one of these naughty little outfits to fuck me in. I’d suck your cock until you were nice and stiff and then spread my legs and invite you to pound me until you came. Which outfit would you pick?”

    Dylan marveled at Adeline’s surprisingly filthy text and cursed himself for being unable to prevent an erection as he read it. He knew he should put his phone away until he was safely at home, but he couldn’t help it.

    “The last one,” he texted back. “I’d definitely want to fuck you in the last one.”

    Adeline sent another picture of her in the strappy lingerie set. This time she was on her knees in bed and she’d taken the picture from what would have been Dylan’s point of view if she was on top.

    “Is that how you’d want to fuck me? Would you want me to be on top, riding your cock until you came inside me?” she texted.

    “Yes,” Dylan replied.

    “I’m so wet,” Adeline texted. “I wish you were here, Dylan. I wish you were here to fuck my wet pussy.”

    “Sir?” a soft voice asked.

    Dylan looked up to see the flight attendant smiling at him. “Yes?” he asked.

    She gestured towards the mostly-empty plane and said, “Are you ready to deplane?”

    “Oh, yes, of course,” Dylan stammered. “Sorry.”

    He grabbed his back from under the seat in front of him, held it over his crotch to hide his impossibly stiff cock, and made his way off the plane as his phone buzzed again.

    “Call me when you get home. I want to play with my pussy while you listen,” Adeline texted.

    “I will. I love you,” he replied.

    “I love you too,” she texted.

    Thankfully, Dylan’s erection subsided by the time he met his parents in the baggage claim. The idea of trying to hide his boner while hugging his mom and dad was too much to handle, which likely helped deflate his desire.

    Of course, Dylan couldn’t resist scrolling through the pictures Adeline had sent once they got in the car. He was safely ensconced in the back seat and free to stare at the images of his girlfriend dressed in the sexiest lingerie he’d ever seen. He engaged in conversation with his parents, but they didn’t receive his full attention. He just couldn’t offer it. Adeline looked far too sexy and he was far too horny after two days without an orgasm.

    As soon as they got home Dylan made an excuse about needing a nap and rushed to his room. He shut the door, locked it, and called Adeline before stripping to his underwear and hopping into bed.

    “I’m still wearing the lingerie,” she said.

    “Really?”

    “I am. I’m still wet, too. I’m absolutely soaked,” she said. “Listen.”

    The sounds of masturbation filled Dylan’s head along with Adeline’s moans. His cock came to life as he listened to his girlfriend play with her pussy, which sounded as wet as she said it was.

    “I miss you, Dylan,” she said between sensual moans. “I wish you were here right now. I wish you were here to eat my pussy and drive me crazy with desire. I wish you were here so I could sit on your stiff dick and make you cum inside me. I wish you were here so I could feed you your load and ride your face to a massive orgasm.”

    “I miss you too,” Dylan said before Adeline unleashed a long, loud moan.

    “Play with your cock, Dylan,” she instructed. “Don’t you dare cum, though.”

    Dylan reached down and played with his cock as the sounds of sensual, wet masturbation and lusty moans filled his head.

    “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Adeline cried out a few moments later.

    Dylan pulled his hand from between his legs and closed his eyes as he listened to his girlfriend’s heavy breathing.

    “That was a really good orgasm,” she said. “I should wear lingerie like this more often.”

    “I wouldn’t argue with that,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline laughed. “I’m sure you wouldn’t. So, how was your flight?”

    “Not bad. The guy sitting behind me seemed to really enjoy kicking my seat, but other than that it was pretty uneventful. How about you?”

    “Well, have you ever seen a fist fight on a plane?” she asked.

    “Nope,” he replied.

    “I have,” Adeline said. “And it doesn’t look anything like when people fight in a movie.”

    Dylan laughed and a sense of genuine joy came over him as he listened to Adeline tell him about watching two overweight guys get into a fight on a plane. He could have listened to her talk about anything and been overjoyed. He was a young man in love, after all.

    
      

    

    Dylan’s family did Thanksgiving later than most, so it wasn’t until long after the sun had set that he got to talk to Adeline on Thursday night.

    “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said.

    “Yeah? What were you thinking?” she asked.

    “How much better Thanksgiving would have been if I was with you.”

    “You’re sweet,” Adeline said. “I was thinking the same thing, though perhaps in a slightly different way.”

    “What do you mean?” Dylan asked.

    “Well, my parents always invite a few friends along with our family, and this year one set of friends brought their son along with them. Their son happens to be a few years older than me and he also happens to be very good looking and exeptionally flirty,” Adeline explained.

    Dylan sat up as he wondered where Adeline’s story was headed. “Is that right?” he asked.

    “It is,” she said. “He’s good at flirting, too. Some guys are so clumsy about it, or they’re just so desperate to get into a girl’s pants that they forget about any kind of subtlety. Ryan wasn’t like that.”

    “So you enjoyed flirting with him?” Dylan asked as he felt his heart begin to beat a little harder. They hadn’t talked about Adeline having fun with someone else during Thanksgiving break, but she’d fucked Chris a few weeks prior and Dylan had found that thrilling so it made sense that she’d feel no compunction about getting flirty at Thanksgiving.

    “You could say that, yes,” Adeline replied.

    “Is that all you did?” Dylan asked.

    There was a brief pause before Adeline said, “Did I tell you that my parents remodeled the basement this fall? They turned it into this beautiful entertainment space with a pool table, a huge TV and these gorgeous, super comfortable leather couches.”

    “No, you didn’t mention that. It sounds nice,” Dylan said.

    “Well, I mention it because I invited Ryan to play a game of pool with me after dinner. There was a political conversation brewing and I wanted no part of that so we escaped to the basement. Of course, I don’t really know how to play pool so I’m lucky that Ryan was more than happy to show me,” Adeline said.

    There was a seductive quality to Adeline’s voice that had Dylan convinced that her story was going to end in a very naughty place.

    “So, did he touch you?” Dylan asked.

    “Of course he did. He had to. How else could he show me how to play pool?” Adeline said before a soft, sensual moan escaped her lips. “He wasn’t pushy about it. He moved behind me, put his arms around me, and showed me the proper technique.”

    “Did that feel good?” Dylan asked.

    “It did,” Adeline said before moaning again. “It felt surprisingly good. I didn’t realize how…well, how fit he was until he had his arms around me. He wasn’t being gross about it, but he couldn’t help but touch me and he was clearly in good shape.”

    “Did it…did it turn you on?” Dylan asked. He wasn’t sure if Adeline’s story was going to a dirty place or if she was just having a little fun and teasing him, but he couldn’t help himself. He loved the idea of her fooling around with someone else while they were away from each other and he couldn’t quite find the patience to wait for Adeline to share the details at her pace.

    “Would it be okay if it did?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    He felt like he could hear her smiling as she asked, “Would it be better than okay if it did? Would it excite you if it turned me on to have Ryan’s arms around me as he taught me to play pool?”

    “Yes, I’d be excited,” he said. “I am excited.”

    “We never did get around to playing pool, as it turned out,” Adeline said. “It was Ryan’s fault, really. I was wearing a dress – it was pretty short, if I’m being honest – and he let one of his hands drift down the back of my thigh. That’s all it took to make me forget about everything else.”

    “Did you…did you do something with him?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline let out a soft, sweet giggle and said, “I dropped the cue onto the table when he touched me. I looked back at him and that little bit of eye contact was enough for Ryan. He spun me around, lifted me onto the pool table, and kissed me.”

    She moaned in a decidedly sexual manner and Dylan wished he was there to see his girlfriend’s face.

    “It was such a good kiss, Dylan. You know what I thought about as I wrapped my legs around him?” she asked.

    Dylan rubbed his stiff dick through his pants as he imagined his girlfriend kissing another guy.

    “Chris,” she said. “I thought of how he fucked me on Halloween. I thought of how good it felt. You know what else I thought about?”

    “What?” Dylan asked.

    “I thought about you. I thought about how I fucked Chris again because of you. I thought about how being with you has opened me up to pleasures I’d never really thought about before,” Adeline explained. “I want you to play with your cock. Stroke it for me. I want to masturbate together.”

    Dylan rushed to pull out his cock and wrapped his fingers around it. He couldn’t stroke with any particular speed for fear of cumming, but it felt so good to touch himself.

    “I wasn’t going to fuck Ryan,” she said. “Not at first, at least. I was just going to make out with him. Then he pulled his shirt off. He just yanked it over his head and exposed his gorgeous body. It was too much for me to resist. I had to fuck him.”

    Dylan held his cock at the base. He couldn’t stroke. He would’ve cum. There was something intensely arousing about her desire for another guy, especially someone that was clearly in far better shape than Dylan.

    “I told him to take me to the couch. He lifted me up like I weighed nothing at all, carried me to the couch, and yanked my panties off in an instant. I swear, watching him get naked made me understand why guys go to strip clubs. I played with my pussy as he stripped, pulled a condom out of his wallet, put it on his beautiful cock, and climbed on top of me,” Adeline said.

    Dylan listened to her moan as he gently stroked the bottom half of his cock. He was afraid to go anywhere near the head. He was so close to an orgasm and he’d only been home for two days.

    “Was it good?” Dylan asked.

    “It was,” Adeline said. “I think I have a type, at least when it comes to guys I want to fuck.”

    Dylan knew he wasn’t that type of guy, and yet Adeline had confessed her love for him. It was a little strange to think that she loved him but had great sex with an entirely different type of guy, and yet that same strange sensation fueled the painfully hard erection he was slowly stroking.

    “It was kind of thrilling to fuck him while my parents were upstairs. It was kind of like when you and I fooled around outside, when I made you cum in your pants,” Adeline said.

    Dylan was oddly thrilled at what felt like a little touch of humiliation as Adeline made note of his inability to contain himself to the point that he made a mess in his pants as she gave him what amounted to a lap dance in public.

    “Did he make you cum?” Dylan asked.

    “Twice,” she said. “It was incredible. The second time I was a little worried someone was going to come down as I got a little loud.”

    “Are you going to cum again right now?” he asked.

    “I am,” Adeline said. She let out a long, low moan before adding, “I thought about something so naughty the second time I came on Ryan’s cock.”

    “What was it?” Dylan asked.

    “I don’t know why I thought about it,” she said. “I don’t even know why it popped into my head, and yet there it was. I think it helped fuel the pleasure of that orgasm.”

    “What was it?” he asked again.

    “I thought about peeling the cum-filled condom off of Ryan’s cock, pouring his load all over my breasts, and making you clean it up,” she said.

    Dylan released his cock entirely and for a moment he was convinced he was going to cum. It was a combination of the idea and the fact that Adeline was the one confessing it that thrilled him to his core.

    She moaned and said, “Is that awful of me? Am I a terrible girlfriend for thinking about that?”

    “No,” Dylan said as he played with his balls. “I would have done it for you.”

    “Mmmm, Dylan, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” she said before seemingly dropping the phone as her moans seemed a little further away.

    For a short while all Dylan heard was the sound of his girlfriend’s heavy breathing. Then she laughed, picked up the phone, and asked, “You haven’t cum yet, have you?”

    “No,” he said. “I won’t cum until I see you again. I promise.”

    “Let’s hope so. I’d hate to have to punish you for breaking the rules,” Adeline said.

    Dylan had no idea if Adeline would actually punish him for cumming without her permission, but he had no intention of finding out.

    “We’ll talk tomorrow?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    “I love you, Dylan. I miss you terribly,” Adeline said.

    “I love you too,” he replied.

    She hung up and Dylan looked down at his cock, which had yet to deflate even a little. He marveled at the idea that his girlfriend had fucked someone else and confessed to it and he felt like he was more in love with her than ever. Their relationship was certainly unconventional, but he couldn’t imagine changing a single thing about it.
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    “I had a plan, you know,” Adeline said as she curled up on the opposite side of the bed. “I was going to reward you for not cumming. I was going to put on that new lingerie that you liked so much. I was going to get you all excited for me. I was going to ride your cock nice and slow until you had a huge orgasm inside me. I was going to let you fill me with your cum and I wasn’t even going to make you clean it up. I was just going to give you the pleasure of having sex with your girlfriend.”

    “I’m sorry,” Dylan said.

    Adeline got out of the bed and started pacing the room. “You know what’s frustrating? You didn’t even cum when we were on the phone. I could have forgiven that. The whole point of those calls was to tease you. I was trying to drive you crazy. I was trying to drive you right to the edge. You managed not to cum when we were on the phone, but you couldn’t help yourself when we weren’t. You lost control. You gave in. You jerked off and you watched fucking porn to do it. Do you know how disappointing that is?”

    It was the first time Adeline had been genuinely angry with him and Dylan felt awful. He’d succumbed to his desire on Saturday night. He’d been less than 48 hours from seeing Adeline again and he’d been unable to hold off. He’d masturbated twice. He’d cum twice. He’d broken his promise and she seemed much angrier than he thought she’d be.

    “I’m really, really sorry,” he said.

    Adeline stopped and stared at him with her hands on her hips. She was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans and even though she looked angry there was still something adorable about her.

    “At least you told me after it happened. It would have been so much worse if you’d lied and tried to pretend that you didn’t cum. I think I would have broken up with you if you’d done that,” she said.

    Dylan was a little taken aback and it clearly registered on his face.

    “Is that surprising to you?” Adeline asked. “Really, Dylan? You promised me you wouldn’t cum. I know that in a normal relationship that’s an unusual request from a girlfriend, but our relationship isn’t normal and we both like it that way, don’t we?”

    “I love it that way,” Dylan said.

    “So you shouldn’t be surprised that I’d be frustrated at your inability to do what you promised to do and you shouldn’t be the least bit surprised that I would have broken up with you if you’d lied about it,” Adeline continued in a raised voice.

    “You’re right. I guess I’m not actually surprised. I think I was just kind of terrified at the idea of you breaking up with me,” Dylan said. “I’m in love you with, Adeline. I can’t imagine not being with you.”

    “That didn’t stop you from jerking off, did it?” she asked.

    Dylan wasn’t sure how to assuage her anger. He’d made a mistake. That much was certain. He felt bad about it too, but he couldn’t seem to find a way to restore Adeline’s confidence in him.

    “How can I make up for it?” he asked. “I’ll do anything.”

    Adeline stopped pacing and stared at him. He saw a little of the anger leave her face as a look of determination came over her.

    “I’ve thought about this for the past two days,” she said, “and I’ve decided that you need to be punished.”

    “Okay,” Dylan replied. “I’ll do anything.”

    Adeline had said she would punish Dylan if he couldn’t manage to hold his load until they got back from Thanksgiving break, but he’d assumed it was an empty threat, that she was just doing a little teasing. The fact that she seemed ready to punish him was a little surprising.

    “Your punishment will come in two parts,” Adeline said. “First, I bought a chastity device and you’re going to lock your cock in it for a lengthy period of time and go without an orgasm until I release you.”

    “How long?” Dylan asked.

    “You don’t get to know that, Dylan. You don’t get to have a little countdown going in your head. I can tell you that your behavior will determine how quickly I let you out. If you upset me I’ll add time,” Adeline said.

    “What’s the second part?” Dylan asked. “Of the punishment, I mean.”

    “We’ll get to that,” Adeline said. “First you need to lock up your dick. So get naked.”

    Dylan stood and stripped. Adeline was angry enough that there was no point in fighting about what she wanted him to do. The only real option was to submit to the punishment she’d come up with. He’d done something wrong and now he was going to suffer the consequences. It was all fairly straightforward and though it was abnormal when compared to regular relationships, it certainly wasn’t entirely out of character for their relationship.

    “Here,” Adeline said as she handed Dylan a small velvet bag.

    He pulled the drawstring and poured the contents onto the bed. The device was small and made from a clear plastic material, though it felt far stronger than typical plastic.

    “It’s called a Holy Trainer,” Adeline said. “It’s one of the few chastity devices that doesn’t require a padlock, which makes it simpler. Plus, it looks really low profile and shouldn’t result in a bulge in your pants.”

    The fact that Adeline had clearly put some thought into the particular device made Dylan wonder if she planned on keeping him in it for longer than he expected.

    “Put it on,” Adeline said.

    Her tone was strong and decisive and Dylan wondered if Adeline would break up with him on the spot if he’d refused to put his cock in chastity. He wasn’t going to take the chance, though. He wanted to be with Adeline more than anything, and if that meant giving her control of his orgasms he was fine with it. Maybe being locked up had the potential to be fun.

    It took a bit of effort to fit his cock into the small sheath, but soon enough Dylan was locked in the cage and Adeline wore a satisfied smile on her face.

    “It’s so cute,” she said while running her fingers over his locked cock. “I saw a few locked up guys online, but it’s so much cuter in person.”

    Dylan watched his girlfriend get a little lost in the look and feel of his locked cock. It was like she’d just discovered a new toy and was utterly delighted with the possibilities unfolding in front of her.

    Dylan reached out to pull Adeline closer. After five days away from his girlfriend he felt borderline desperate for her touch, even if there was no chance of an orgasm.

    Adeline stepped away before he could pull her close, though. “No touching,” she said. “Your punishment isn’t over.”

    “Sorry,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline stepped back and said, “At first, I wasn’t sure if I was going to do anything more than lock you up. I wasn’t sure it was necessary.”

    Dylan wanted to tell her it wasn’t necessary, that whatever she’d decided he needed didn’t have to happen. It was pointless, though. He knew she’d already decided and that there was little chance he could talk her out of doing as she desired.

    “Do you know what changed my mind, Dylan? Do you know what made me decide that you needed to receive a memorable punishment?” Adeline asked.

    “No, but I’d like to know,” he replied.

    Adeline approached and reached up to caress Dylan’s face. He flinched a little out of a fear that he’d get slapped, but once the warmth of her palm rested against his cheek he relaxed.

    “It was realizing that I don’t want this to be a fling,” Adeline said. “I have no idea where this relationship is going – we’re in college, after all – but I love you and I want this to be a real thing. For our particular relationship to last, I need to know that I can trust you and that you understand that in this relationship, I’m in control.”

    “I understand,” Dylan said.

    “Do you?” Adeline asked. “Do you understand that I take great pleasure in having control? Do you understand that part of the joy of being with you is that sometimes I get to deny you an orgasm, that I get to decide if you clean up your cum or not, that I get to fuck someone else if I want?”

    Dylan nodded.

    “The truth is, I’m still learning about myself. I’ve never been with a guy like you before and it’s been wonderful in so many unexpected ways. The more I learn, though, the more I discover that I crave that control, which is why I’m going to punish you now. I’m going to make you suffer just a little so you remember I’m in control and so you understand just how much you disappointed me when you couldn’t help but masturbate. Okay?”

    “Okay,” Dylan said.

    “I’ve decided on a quick but exceptionally painful form of punishment,” Adeline informed him. “I’d like you to get on your hands and knees in my bed to receive it. I want your ass facing out.”

    Dylan moved into the bed and Adeline opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a black leather belt. She folded it in half and held it at the end with the buckle before moving into position behind him.

    Dylan’s heart pounded as he saw the belt. He hadn’t imagined she’d subject him to that kind of punishment. He thought she might sit on his face or tease him in the cage and make him suffer through orgasm denial. At the worst he imagined a light spanking with her hand as the instrument of pain. This seemed so much worse.

    “Adeline…” Dylan said, though he had no follow up. He simply didn’t want to feel the pain she was about to inflict on him.

    “I know,” she said, seemingly recognizing that he felt immense fear coursing through his body.

    Then she pulled her arm back and brought the belt down on his ass. A loud smacking sound filled the room and Dylan screamed at the most astonishing burst of pain he’d ever felt in his life.

    “Fuck, Adeline…fuck, I’m sorry. You don’t have to do that again. I’m sorry. I’ve learned my lesson,” he said as his brain kicked into survival mode and he tried his best to convince her to keep his punishment to just one stroke of the best.

    He failed, though, Adeline reared back and lashed his ass with the belt once more. Dylan’s arms collapsed and his head fell to the bed as the spot where she struck his ass throbbed. The pain was so significant that he couldn’t speak. He looked back at his girlfriend and saw a look of total control on her face. She didn’t seem to have any anger coursing through her. Instead, she seemed satisfied at having delivered the punishment she’d crafted.

    Then she pulled her arm back again and Dylan closed his eyes. The impact arrived a moment later and he fell onto his side as he experienced an even more significant level of pain.

    Adeline put the belt back in the drawer, closed it gently, and stripped as Dylan watched from the fetal position. She climbed into the bed and cuddled with him. She ran her fingers through his hair and kissed his neck.

    “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s over. You were so good for me.”

    Adeline held him close and Dylan felt like he might cry. It wasn’t from the pain, though. It was from the potent wave of emotion that followed. It was from a sensation he couldn’t quite describe. She’d just punished him severely, and yet he felt completely safe and happy in his girlfriend’s arms and there was something overwhelmingly emotional about it.

    Adeline’s hand moved down his torso, over his hips, and to his sore ass. She caressed it gently, soothing the pain with the warmth of her flesh.

    “Thank you for being so good for me,” she whispered. “Thank you for taking your punishment. Thank you for showing me how much you care.”

    Adeline softly kissed his neck as she continued to caress his reddened ass. Every touch was soothing and Dylan felt like he was sinking a little deeper into her embrace.

    “I’m sorry for masturbating,” Dylan said.

    “There’s no need to apologize now, Dylan,” she said. “You already apologized and you were already punished. It’s over. That’s the beauty of the punishment. There’s no resentment. There’s no residual anger. The slate is clear. You’re mine without complications or disappointment anymore. You’re the Dylan I love again.”

    “Thank you,” Dylan replied.

    “You’re welcome,” Adeline said.

    She gently moved away from Dylan and rolled him onto his back. She caressed his face and smiled before leaning in for a long, slow, soft kiss.

    “I’d like you to worship my pussy,” Adeline whispered. “Will you do that for me?”

    Dylan smiled and nodded as he stared into his girlfriend’s eyes. “That would make me so happy.”

    She caressed his face again and gave him a soft kiss. “That’s good,” Adeline said. “That’s so good.”

    She moved away from him and rested against the pillows piled up at the head of her dorm room bed. Dylan took his place between Adeline’s legs and tended to her pussy. He was surprised to discover she was soaked with desire.

    Adeline smiled and said, “Dominating you turns me on.”

    Dylan’s ass still ached from the pain of the belting he’d received and he knew it would likely hurt to sit in class tomorrow, but he found great joy in the idea that Adeline had actually enjoyed punishing him. He found even greater joy in the notion that she wanted their relationship to last, that it was more than just a fling to her.

    Dylan resolved to be better for Adeline. He didn’t have much experience with women, but he had enough sense to know that women like her were rare and he’d have to continuously prove that he was a worthy submissive. It was a challenge he was eager to take on.
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    “You never really look at other girls, do you?” Adeline asked as a group of three girls in impossibly tight sweaters and jeans walked by them.

    “Not really,” Dylan said. “Why would I? I have you.”

    His response seemed to spark joy in Adeline, though Dylan wasn’t entirely sure why. He loved his girlfriend. She was beautiful. She managed his sexual needs expertly. There was no need for him to pine after another girl.

    “I’ve dated guys that weren’t that way,” Adeline said. “I don’t like a man with a wandering eye, even if I know he has no intention of being unfaithful.”

    A harsh breeze picked up and Dylan shivered as the early December air pushed through his coat and offered up a powerful chill. He saw Adeline do the same and moved to pull her into a hug. Mostly he just wanted to be close to his girlfriend, but it was nice to offer her a little warmth in the process.

    “I would never cheat on you,” he said.

    “I know, Dylan,” Adeline replied before looking up at him. “Though it’s not like you’d even have a choice at this point. A locked up cock can’t really do any cheating, can it?”

    Dylan smiled and Adeline stood on her toes to kiss him. He thought it would be a quick kiss, but it turned into something far more passionate. Before he knew it her hand was on the back of his head and her tongue was in his mouth doing all sorts of splendidly pleasurable stuff.

    “Does it still feel good when I kiss you?” Adeline asked.

    “It feels amazing,” he answered.

    “Even after a week in chastity?”

    “It hurts a little. You know I can’t help but get hard when you kiss me, but it’s amazing. I like that little bit of discomfort. I like that it’s a reminder than you’re in control. It happens all the time, too. Even when you’re not around. Just thinking about you turns me on and then I feel that little ache and I think of how you’re in control and how much I like that,” Dylan explained.

    “I can see why some women swear by chastity. The benefits are incredible,” Adeline said. She stood on her toes once more and kissed him, this time with even more vigor. Her tongue was a splendid instrument of pleasure and Dylan felt the ache that he’d come to find oddly comforting. It was the purest symbol of Adeline’s control over him.

    “Do you know how many times you’ve made me cum since I locked you up?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan shook his head.

    “Twelve,” she said. “You’ve given me twelve orgasms in a week. You’ve been a very busy boyfriend. Twelve for me and not a single one for you.”

    Dylan knew most men would have found that inequitable and annoying. It might have been a point of contention in most relationships. That wasn’t the case in his relationship, though. He liked that he’d been denied a climax the entire week and that Adeline had taken as my orgasms as she wanted.

    “Would you like to make me cum again?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan nodded as wind picked up again. He held his girlfriend close and she pressed her head into his chest and reached down to grab his ass.

    “Let’s go to your room,” she said.

    They walked the short handful of blocks to the dorm and the moment the elevator door closed Adeline threw herself against Dylan. They kissed feverishly as she ground her body into his and when the elevator doors opened Adeline dragged him down the hallway.

    “Get your clothes off,” she said the moment the door shut behind them.

    Adeline tore her clothes off like they were going to have sex, but Dylan knew he was staying in his chastity device. He knew she was going to tease him. He knew she got off on getting him all worked up and denying him the pleasure of an orgasm.

    Adeline pressed her naked body against his once their clothes hit the floor and they kissed with renewed vigor. Her breasts felt warm and soft against his skin and Dylan felt his cock strain in its cage as Adeline’s tongue mingled with his.

    Adeline pulled Dylan to the bed, pushed him on his back, and straddled him. She threw her head back and he looked up at her like she was a goddess with a perky pair of breasts and a confident smile.

    “You look perfect,” he said.

    Adeline leaned down with a giddy look on her face and kissed Dylan as she ground her pussy back and forth over his locked up cock.

    The more vigorously she rode his imprisoned genitals, the deeper Dylan sank into a frustrated sense of desire. He grabbed Adeline’s ass and squeezed it hard as she moaned into his mouth. It was just like when they had sex, only he wasn’t inside her. He was locked away in a cage without a chance of actually penetrating his girlfriend.

    Adeline sat up and placed her hands on Dylan’s chest as she gently moved her hips over his crotch. He saw the pleasure on her face. He knew she was getting all worked up and moving towards an orgasm.

    “Chris asked me to go as his date to his fraternity’s winter formal,” Adeline said before biting her lip and moaning.

    Dylan knew his relationship was different than most – Adeline had fucked someone else over Thanksgiving break, after all – but that didn’t stop him from feeling jealous. He was a little confused as to why Adeline was sharing that news with him while they were busy having pseudo sex.

    “I said yes,” she added.

    Adeline leaned forward and kissed Dylan as she ran her fingers through his hair. Her hard nipples brushed against his chest and her pussy lips opened around his imprisoned cock, enveloping him in the wetness of her desire.

    “Are you okay with that?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Are you sure? It’s okay if you’re not. We can talk about it,” she said.

    Dylan grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. “I’m okay with it. I really am. You’re free to do as you desire.”

    “Yeah? Chris is going to want to fuck me after the dance,” Adeline said. “Are you okay with that?”

    Dylan was far too aroused to do anything other than agree. It’s not like it would be Adeline’s first time with Chris. It’s not like she hadn’t cuckolded him before.

    “I’m okay with that. I’m more than okay with that,” he said.

    Adeline kissed his neck and whispered, “Yeah? Does it turn you on? Do you like the idea of me putting on a beautiful dress and being on Chris’s arm all night? Do you like the idea of me being his girl for the night?”

    In his state of denial and desire, Dylan loved the idea. It drove him absolutely wild in the best way possible.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Adeline dragged her pussy over his stomach and chest and dropped it on his face. “Good,” she said. “Now make me cum.”

    Dylan put his tongue to work and Adeline climaxed in less than a minute. She’d gotten all worked up from the taunting and teasing and it didn’t take much to put her over the edge.

    Afterwards, she cuddled up next to Dylan and gently kissed his face, cleaning her juices in the process.

    “Thank you for being such a good boyfriend,” she said.

    “Thank you for being the most incredible girlfriend imaginable,” he replied.

    “Do you want to help me pick out a dress for the formal?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan put his arm around his girlfriend and pulled her naked body close to his as she reached down to play with his locked up cock. “I’d love that.”

    
      

    

    Adeline hadn’t been clear when or if she’d return from her date. “It depends on how the night goes. I might spend it with Chris. I might come back to you,” was what she’d said before giving him a soft kiss on the cheek and heading out in the strapless satin gown they’d picked out for her.

    Dylan wanted her to come back. He’d been in chastity for nearly two weeks and he hoped Adeline would let him out after her date. He hoped she’d reward him with the orgasm he spent every waking moment dreaming about.

    When his phone buzzed Dylan grabbed it with a wild sense of hope. It was too early for Adeline to be on her way back to his room, but that didn’t stop him from wishing for that outcome.

    “I thought you might appreciate a video of Chris and I at the formal,” the text read.

    Dylan tapped the video and saw Adeline in Chris’s arms. A slow song was playing and their bodies were pressed together as they danced in a more romantic fashion than Dylan had anticipated.

    It was the way Adeline looked at him that induced an overpowering sense of jealousy in Dylan. It seemed like she had feelings for him, like she was on a date with a guy she was really into, not a guy she’d had good sex with a few times.

    Dylan knew Adeline loved him. They’d said it countless times. He knew she was probably putting on a little bit of a show with Chris – or she was just giving herself over to having fun at the dance – but that didn’t stop the jealousy and anxiety.

    Thirty seconds into the video – which a friend must have filmed – Chris leaned down and kissed Adeline. She tilted her head and opened her mouth to welcome a surprisingly passionate kiss. They weren’t the only ones on the dance floor indulging in their obvious desire, but they were the only couple Dylan cared about.

    A surprisingly sharp ache burst from between his legs as Dylan’s cock came to life. Desire battled with the anxiety enveloping his body. Had he been free of his chastity device, Dylan would have masturbated to the sight of his girlfriend making out with someone else.

    “That was so hot,” Dylan texted back.

    “Chris got a hotel room,” Adeline replied. “I’ll be spending the night with him. I’ll see you tomorrow morning and I’ll take good care of you. I promise.”

    Dylan let the idea that Adeline was going to spend the night with another man wash over him before texting her back. “Have a good night. I’ll be thinking of you.”

    “I hope it’s alright that I probably won’t be thinking of you,” she replied. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

    Dylan played the video again. He watched Adeline kissing Chris as they danced. He watched his girlfriend indulge in what must have been a fairly potent kind of desire for another man. The ache returned between his legs. He hit play again. The ache was painful, but he couldn’t resist. He wanted to experience the arousal and that little bit of agony. He couldn’t get enough.

    
      

    

    “Unzip me,” Adeline said as she spun around.

    Dylan ran his fingers up the soft satin of her dress and grasped the zipper. He pulled it down slowly, revealing the back of her black lace strapless bra and the matching panties they’d bought.

    “Did you have a good night?” he asked.

    Adeline looked back at him and smiled as Dylan worked the dress over her hips. She’d stayed in the hotel room until checkout and had come straight to the dorm, arriving a little after 11 a.m. with flushed cheeks and a smile on her face.

    “I had a great night,” Adeline replied.

    She stepped out of the dress and Dylan carefully placed it over the back of his desk chairs as Adeline spun around and faced him.

    “How was your night?” she asked.

    “Probably not as good as yours. I couldn’t stop thinking about what you were doing with Chris,” Dylan confessed.

    Adeline reached back to unhook her bra and free her breasts. She stepped closer and lifted Dylan’s shirt over his head.

    She held his gaze and asked, “Does that mean you were thinking about someone else fucking me?” while unbuttoning his pants and pulling on the zipper.

    Dylan nodded as she pushed his pants and underwear to the floor.

    “Were you thinking about your girlfriend spending the night with another guy? Were you thinking about me waking up at 3 a.m. to take Chris’s beautiful cock for a ride because I was just so horny? Were you thinking about him fucking me again this morning before we left?” she asked.

    Dylan hadn’t had those particular thoughts, but it seemed obvious that Adeline had enjoyed those particular pleasures.

    “Did you do that?” he asked.

    Adeline stepped back and smiled as she slipped her fingers into the waistband of her black lace panties and slowly pulled them down. Her pussy lips looked puffy and wet. It seemed perfectly clear that she’d had sex.

    “I did,” Adeline said. “Chris fucked me right before checkout. He made me cum. He came. It was incredible.”

    Dylan knew Adeline was in love with him. He knew she’d come to his room that morning because she wanted to have a little sexy fun. That didn’t stop him from feeling deeply insecure, though. They’d had a fair amount of sex, but he’d never given her the kind of pleasure that Chris clearly offered. He’d never inspired her to want to fuck in the middle of the night or the morning after.

    “Are you okay?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan nodded. “It’s a lot,” he said. “I love you and this turns me on, but there’s a part of it that’s a little scary, too. I don’t think you’re going to break up with me for Chris, but there’s a part of me that worries about that happening.”

    Adeline reached into her handbag and pulled out the key to Dylan’s chastity cage. She sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned him closer. Soon enough Dylan was free and Adeline’s hand was around his cock.

    “That’s not going to happen,” she said. “Chris is lovely, but I would have started dating him last year if he’s what I wanted in a boyfriend. He’s not, which is why I’m dating you. Things can change, I suppose, but right now I want you, Dylan. I want to have more of the kind of fun we have. I want to play the way we play.”

    Adeline stood and kissed Dylan. Her mouth opened and he welcomed her tongue past his lips. She grabbed his ass possessively and he groaned as his cock reached a fully erect state.

    “My pussy is wetter right now than it was with Chris,” she said. “Your cock isn’t going to make me cum like his did, but you are going to give me several orgasms this morning and they’re each going to be incredible. You’re different than Chris, but you’re also the one I fell in love with. You’re the one that I want. Do you understand that?”

    Dylan nodded and Adeline took his hand and led him towards the bed.

    “Would you like to fuck me?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded again.

    “You’ll have to clean up your mess afterwards. Will you do that for me?” she asked.

    “I will,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled and fell into the bed. She moved to her back, spread her legs, and played with her breasts as she offered a lusty look. “Come take what you crave, Dylan,” she said. “Fuck my wet, warm pussy. Fuck me after Chris ravaged me all night.”

    Dylan felt a moment of pure bliss as he imagined Chris having sex with his girlfriend. His cock throbbed painfully and he moved into the bed and between her legs. A moment later he sank into the perfect warmth of her pussy and Adeline wrapped her legs around him.

    Thirty seconds later it was over. It felt like he’d barely gotten started and then he was spewing his seed inside her.

    Adeline had a sweet smile on her face as Dylan grunted and groaned while cumming in his girlfriend. She seemed to think his inability to control his orgasm was adorable.

    “I guess two weeks in chastity turns you into a minute man,” she said. “I wonder what would happen if I left you locked up for a month.”

    Dylan pulled out and kissed his way down his girlfriend’s body until he was staring at his load leaking from her pussy.

    “Clean me,” she said softly. “Clean my messy pussy and make me cum.”

    There was genuine excitement in her voice. Dylan found it thrilling. His girlfriend was aroused at the idea of him eating his cum from her pussy. He knew she’d cum, too, and he knew it would be a tremendously powerful orgasm.

    “Good boy,” Adeline said as Dylan pushed his tongue inside her and scooped out the first of many dollops of cum. She arched her back and closed her eyes as a moan of pleasure escaped her soft lips. Soon enough Dylan would have a bellyful of cum and his girlfriend would be basking in the bliss of a freshly-delivered orgasm. All was well.
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    “Are you going to keep me in chastity over Christmas break?” Dylan asked as he browsed through the endless selection of Netflix shows without settling on anything in particular. 

    They were just a few days from being apart for nearly three weeks and Dylan’s mind was awash with concerns. Mostly he felt a certain kind of agony over being without the girl he loved for close to a month, but he wasn’t sure he’d survive three weeks in a chastity cage either so he hoped she wouldn’t send him home in one.

    Adeline offered a sweet smile and her hand moved to Dylan’s thigh. Her fingers moved in soft circles and he felt the same kind of desire she always managed to inspire in him with little more than a touch. “I’ve been thinking about that,” she said.

    “Oh yeah?” Dylan asked while trying his best to sound nonchalant about the whole thing.

    Adeline saw right through his charade. Her hand moved between his legs and she grasped his cock – which had been freed from chastity all week – and almost immediately brought him to a throbbing erection. “You’ve been thinking about it too, Dylan. Don’t pretend you haven’t. You want to know if you’re going to have to go three weeks without an erection. You want to know if you’re going to be able to enjoy your Christmas break or if you’re going to spend the days counting down until you get back to school and earn your next release.”

    Dylan put the remote down and grabbed the edge of the bed. She was stroking him over his pants but Adeline still had a way of filling his body with an overwhelming sense of bliss that he couldn’t resist.

    She moved to her knees, pulled her pretty dress up around her waist, and sat across his lap. Dylan’s hands found her thighs and he looked into his girlfriend’s bright, beautiful eyes as she smiled.

    Her hips moved over his crotch as she ground her panty-clad pussy into his lap. They were dry humping and it was more than enough to keep that sense of desire coursing through him. 

    “What do you think I should do?” she asked. “Should I lock you up in your chastity cage and keep the key with me, or should I keep the cage with me and trust that you’re going to be good for me and only cum when I give you permission?”

    The real question was whether or not Dylan could contain his desire and refrain from masturbating until Adeline had given him permission. Could he manage that? He’d failed to do so over Thanksgiving break.

    “I don’t know,” he answered. Honesty seemed like the best option.

    Adeline leaned down with a genuinely giddy-looking smile on her face and kissed him. Her tongue pushed forcefully into his mouth and Dylan felt like there was a chance he was about to get laid. Adeline only kissed him like that if she too was caught up in a sense of overwhelming arousal.

    “I’m going to miss you,” she said.

    “I’m going to miss you too,” Dylan replied. “You have no idea how much.”

    Adeline reached down and unzipped his pants. She freed his cock, pulled her panties aside, and took him inside her. Dylan’s body shuddered and he unleashed a series of loud, lusty moans that made it sound like he had no control over the noises he made.

    “I think I have some idea, Dylan,” Adeline said as she sank down onto his cock and began to gently rock back and forth. “I know how much you love me. I know how much you crave me. I see it on your face every time I walk into your room. I see it in the way your body reacts when you see me down the block or across the quad. I know you’ve never been with someone like me before, someone that shows you what real pleasure is, someone that loves you as much as you love her.”

    Amidst the pleasure rocketing through Dylan’s body was a sense of deep, genuine emotion that battled its way to the surface. Adeline was right. She knew him better than anyone had. Mrs. Jameson had spotted his submissive side, but Adeline had lured it out and fallen in love with it.

    “You’re right,” Dylan said. “It’s going to be painful without you.”

    Adeline leaned down, took Dylan’s head in her hand, and said, “It doesn’t have to be. What if we meet for New Year’s?”

    She pressed her lips against his and offered a soft, sensual kiss as Dylan wrapped his mind around the idea of seeing his girlfriend a full two weeks before the second semester began.

    “Where would we meet?” he asked.

    “New York,” she replied. “I’ll have my parents get us a hotel room. We can both take the train in and meet. We can spend a couple days in the city and celebrate the New Year in style.”

    “Seriously?” Dylan asked.

    “Yes. Seriously,” Adeline said.

    “That would be incredible. That would be the most incredible New Year’s ever.”

    Adeline sat up, put her hands on Dylan’s chest, and said, “Then enjoy this orgasm, because it’s the last one you’re going to have until New Year’s Eve.”

    Adeline wore a wild, lusty smile as she worked Dylan’s cock with her wet pussy. She rode him vigorously and in what felt like no time at all he came inside her. Again he unleashed a series of wild grunts and groans as the joy of a great orgasm spread through his body.

    “Did you enjoy your orgasm?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Good. Now I’d like you to make me cum,” Adeline said.

    Dylan felt just a hint of anguish as Adeline reminded him that he hadn’t satisfied her. “Of course,” he said.

    “Good. I’m going to sit on your face and feed you your cum. Then I’m going to take that tongue of yours for a ride. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Dylan couldn’t help but marvel at her confidence. Adeline had come remarkably far in less than a semester. Her confidence had grown immeasurably and she seemed to have a better grasp of what made her feel good. Lately that meant a lot of Dylan eating his cum.

    “Yes, I understand,” he answered.

    Adeline smiled, lifted her pussy from his cock and swiftly sat on his face. Hot cum flowed into Dylan’s mouth and he swallowed as she fed it to him. He always cleaned up his mess when Adeline instructed him to do so. He couldn’t imagine doing anything other than exactly as his girlfriend desired.

    
      

    

    Adeline looked absolutely perfect in the middle of Grand Central Station. She was a winter goddess – it was frigid in New York – in a white knit hat, a red coat, a beautiful white dress with a red belt and a pair of tights to keep her legs warm. Her red lipstick was the perfect final touch and Dylan spotted her the moment he walked into the massive main area of the station.

    “Dylan!” she called out.

    Dylan felt like he was in a romantic comedy as they ran through the crowds and Adeline leapt into his arms. They’d only been apart for 10 days but it had felt like an eternity. Her soft red lips met his and they shared a kiss as he spun her around.

    “You have no idea how good it is to see you,” Dylan said as he set his girlfriend down.

    Adeline pressed her body against his and kissed Dylan again. She surprised him by opening her mouth and offering her tongue but he wasn’t about to turn down that kind of passionate kiss. “I missed you too,” she whispered. “Let’s go to the hotel.”

    Adeline pulled out her phone to order a Lyft and Dylan spent most of the ride resisting the urge to lean across the backseat and make out with his girlfriend.

    He showed no such resistance in the hotel elevator. The moment the doors closed Dylan kissed Adeline and she happily returned his affection. He would have had a painful erection by the time they reached the 22nd floor, but the cage around his cock prevented any sort of growth, leaving him with a dull ache and a powerful kind of desire that he could do nothing about until his girlfriend chose to unlock him.

    Adeline let them into the room and headed straight for the bed. She tossed her coat onto the armchair sitting in the corner, lifted her beautiful red dress, and worked her tights down to her knees. She fell back into the bed, spread her legs, and pointed between them. “I need you to make me cum,” she said.

    Dylan fell to his knees in front of his girlfriend and put his mouth to work. He wanted her to release his cock. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to slide into her pussy and feel that perfect sense of heat and wetness, but he wasn’t going to complain and he certainly wasn’t going to beg. Letting him out was Adeline’s choice and he’d made the decision to do as she desired in the hope that leaning into his submissive side would result in the cage coming off sooner.

    “That’s it,” Adeline said as he licked her clit. “Make me cum, Dylan. Make me cum.”

    Dylan found her desire for his tongue to be particularly thrilling. Adeline was free to see to her sexual desires however she saw fit, so the fact that she couldn’t wait to have him between her legs meant she wanted him. It meant she needed him, that she craved him, and that made Dylan impossibly happy.

    When she grabbed his head Dylan knew Adeline’s orgasm was close. When she subtly lifted her hips and her thighs began to tremble it was only a matter of time. Soon enough she’d cum on his tongue.

    Adeline’s orgasm arrived a few moments later and she was loud enough that Dylan worried they might get a call from the front desk.

    She gently pushed his head away and Dylan sat back on his knees as he watched Adeline’s chest rise and fall with the rapid pace of her breath. When she sat up there was a bright smile on her face.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “It was my pleasure,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline rewarded him with a passionate kiss that made him desperately wish she’d unlock his cock and invite him inside her.

    “I can’t tell you how much I needed that. There’s just something about your eagerness to please that makes me cum so hard,” Adeline said.

    She stood up, pulled up her tights, smoothed out her dress, and said, “We’re meeting a few friends of mine for dinner. We should go.”

    “Friends? Really?” Dylan asked.

    “Yeah. They go to NYU and they wanted to be in the city for the holidays. Tomorrow night will be just the two of us – I like the idea of a romantic New Year’s eve – but let’s go out and have some fun with friends tonight. What do you say?” Adeline asked.

    “That sounds great,” Dylan said.

    “Actually, you have a little bit of me on your face. You should go wash that off. We can’t have you wearing my pussy out to dinner, can we?” she asked.

    Dylan laughed and headed for the bathroom to wash his girlfriend’s juices off his face before they met her friends. He wanted to make a good impression, after all.

    
      

    

    Dylan had been a little worried that Adeline’s friends would find him unworthy of her, but Sarah and Rebecca were warm, joyful, slightly nerdy girls that happily embraced him when they met outside the restaurant. They both talked about how smitten Adeline was with him and that seemed to be more than enough to win their favor.

    The dinner conversation largely centered around everyone’s first year at college, but it wasn’t until the main courses had been cleared away and dessert had been ordered that things got more interesting. For Dylan, that meant the conversation got a little uncomfortable.

    “So, Dylan,” Rebecca said as she leaned closer, “Is it true that you’re okay with Adeline fucking other guys?”

    For a moment Dylan was so stunned at the question that he couldn’t muster an answer. He looked to Adeline and saw a smile on her face. It seemed that the question hadn’t caught her off guard, which made Dylan think that his girlfriend had shared some of the details of their relationship with her friends.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “It’s really true?” Rebecca asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    She leaned back and smiled at Adeline. “I apologize. I was wrong to doubt you. Clearly I shouldn’t have been. You seem to have found the one guy that’s totally okay with his girlfriend fucking someone else.”

    “My boyfriend broke up with me and nearly started a fight with the guy I slept with,” Sarah said.

    “Your boyfriend was an asshole,” Adeline said as she grasped Dylan’s hand under the table.

    Sarah laughed. “That’s true, but his reaction wasn’t exactly crazy. Most guys would get pissed if their girlfriend fucked someone else.”

    “So, Dylan, let’s say Adeline decided that she wanted to kiss someone else tomorrow night. Would that piss you off?” Rebecca asked.

    Dylan saw the utter fascination in her face and he couldn’t help but smile. Rebecca had clearly never experienced a guy that was anything other than stereotypical. “To be honest, I would hope that Adeline would want to kiss me on New Year’s Eve and I’d be a little disappointed if she decided she wanted to kiss someone else. I wouldn’t be mad, though. I wouldn’t try to punch the guy. I wouldn’t break up with her. I know it seems really weird, but I’m okay with that. It’s what works for me.”

    “I wouldn’t kiss another guy tomorrow night,” Adeline said. “I love Dylan. I know it’s hard to understand, but our relationship actually works for both of us. It’s not about Dylan having to suffer through me kissing another guy or fucking another guy. It’s about Dylan and I both finding pleasure in it.”

    “What if Adeline wanted to kiss another guy tonight?” Rebecca asked.

    “Rebecca,” Dylan said as he leaned a little closer, “I know this seems crazy, but the idea of Adeline kissing another guy turns me on.”

    “Really?” Sarah said.

    Dylan nodded as he watched both of Adeline’s friends try to come to grips with what he’d shared.

    Adeline leaned closer and her hand moved between Dylan’s legs. He tensed up at the idea of getting caught doing something naughty at the restaurant, but the tablecloth hung so far over the edge of the table that it would be difficult for anyone to tell she was doing anything other than holding his hand.

    “Is it…is it true that you give Adeline control?” Sarah asked. “Of your…well, your orgasms?” she whispered.

    “It is,” Dylan answered.

    “It’s not just his orgasms,” Adeline interjected. “It’s his erections, too.”

    “What?” Rebecca asked.

    Adeline looked at Dylan and nodded. “I wear a chastity cage for her. She has the key. I only get hard when she unlocks it.”

    There was something freeing in sharing the truth of their relationship with two girls that he’d almost certainly never see again. Doing it in a restaurant felt even better, like Dylan was taking ownership of his kinkiness.

    “Wait, a cage?” Sarah asked.

    “Yeah, what does that mean?” Rebecca added.

    “It’s a metal cage for his cock,” Adeline said. “It’s just big enough for him to fit into when soft and if he tries to get hard he can’t. He literally can’t get hard unless I give him permission.”

    Dylan heard the arousal in his girlfriend’s voice. He heard just how much she enjoyed having that kind of control over him and it thrilled him to be able to make her so happy just by wearing a cage on his cock.

    “This is incredible. I mean it, this is incredible,” Rebecca said. “So, how often does he get to come out?”

    “The last time was before we left for Christmas break, so it’s been close to ten days by now,” Adeline said.

    “Holy shit. My last boyfriend would have lost his mind if he went ten days without an orgasm. I’m not sure he ever went ten hours without cumming,” Rebecca marveled.

    “Does it hurt?” Sarah asked.

    “If he gets turned on,” Adeline asked. “Would you like to see?”

    Sarah and Rebecca nodded. Adeline smiled and turned to Dylan. She leaned closer and they shared a long, sensual kiss in front of her friends. He gave himself over to it and the arousal soon followed. As her tongue moved in and out of his mouth Dylan couldn’t help but groan at the ache between his legs.

    Adeline pulled back and turned to her friends. “Do you see that look on his face? Do you see that mixture of pleasure and pain? That’s what I love. He’d keep kissing me all night long even though it hurts. He can’t get enough. He loves it. He craves it.”

    Dylan knew she was right. It was uncomfortable to experience arousal after ten days in the cage, but he wanted more of it.

    “Would it really turn you on to watch her kiss someone else?” Rebecca asked as she looked at Dylan.

    “It would,” he said.

    “He’s done it before,” Adeline said. “It was brief, but he’s done it before.”

    “Do you want to do it again?” Rebecca asked.

    Dylan looked at Adeline and then back at her friend before saying, “What do you mean?”

    “We’re going to a party tonight. It’s a New Year’s Eve Eve party. This guy we know rented out a huge loft in SoHo for it. It’s going to be amazing. You should come. I could introduce Adeline to a few guys I know. If she likes one of them you could watch her do a little kissing, and who knows, maybe something else might happen,” Rebecca explained.

    Dylan looked at Adeline. He knew it wasn’t his decision to make. The smile on her face made it seem like she’d already decided.

    “Let’s go,” Adeline said.

    Their desserts arrived a moment later and all three girls picked up their forks with giddy smiles on their faces. Dylan felt a little like he’d been blindsided, but he wasn’t against the idea of watching Adeline have a little fun at a party. He’d been hoping Adeline would take him back to the hotel, let him out of his cage, and offer him an orgasm, but it seemed like she had other plans and Dylan knew the only choice was to roll with what his girlfriend wanted and hope for the best. 

    Maybe the night would turn out to be a lot more fun than he imagined. Maybe he’d get to watch Adeline do more than kiss someone else. Maybe things would get wild.

  
    Serving the College Girl Next Door - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of this story.

    
      
    

    Dylan was seated between Sarah and Rebecca and his eyes were fixed on the sight of Adeline dancing with someone else.

    “He’s so hot,” Rebecca said.

    “I know,” Sarah replied.

    Both girls were having a little fun with Dylan, a fact that he appreciated and was annoyed by in equal parts. He was the sort of man that found it arousing to watch his girlfriend dance with someone else, but like anyone in his situation, there was a healthy dose of angst that went along with it.

    Rebecca leaned forward and looked past Dylan as she asked, “Do you think she likes him?”

    Sarah stared at the dance floor, where Adeline had spun around and was now happily grinding against the man that had caught her fancy the moment they walked into the party. Sarah laughed and said, “I’d say that answers your question.”

    The music was loud enough that no one else could hear their conversation, which Dylan was thankful for. He didn’t want everyone at the party to know that he was watching his girlfriend grind up on someone else and doing nothing about it.

    Rebecca put her hand on Dylan’s knee and leaned into him before asking, “Does this really turn you on?”

    Dylan nodded as he watched the other man put his hands on Adeline’s waist and pull her closer. She looked back and offered a smile and for a moment Dylan was certain he was going to watch his girlfriend kiss someone else.

    “You really wouldn’t mind if Adeline kissed that guy right now?” Rebecca asked.

    “No, I wouldn’t,” Dylan said. That was the simple answer, but it wasn’t entirely honest. The truth was, he would mind. It was just that his desire would be so overwhelming that he wouldn’t get mad at Adeline like most guys would. He wouldn’t think she was cheating. He wouldn’t think she was a slut or a whore or any of the usual things that guys think when their girlfriend kisses someone else. It was the reality of their relationship that she was free to play and Dylan was aroused by it while also being filled with anxiety.

    Sarah leaned closer and asked, “What if Adeline wanted to do more than kiss him? What if your girlfriend wanted to let this guy fuck her tonight?”

    Adeline had already cuckolded Dylan several times. She was free to fuck whoever she wanted and he wouldn’t dream of arguing with her choice to sleep with someone else. It wasn’t his place in their relationship. There was also the little matter of Dylan finding it enormously arousing to think of Adeline having sex with the guy she was dancing with.

    “It would turn me on,” Dylan said. “I know it’s insane, but it would absolutely, positively turn me on if Adeline fucked that guy tonight.”

    As the words left his lips Adeline spun around and kissed the guy whose hands continued to roam over her body. It was the sort of kiss people have when they want to fuck each other. It was open-mouthed and featured a wealth of tongue and Dylan felt an instantaneous surge of desire between his legs.

    “It really does turn you on,” Rebecca said.

    Dylan couldn’t look away from the spectacle unfolding on the dance floor. His girlfriend was kissing someone else with great vigor and it made his cock desperate for release from the cage Adeline had placed him in for their New Years trip.

    “You have a very generous girlfriend, you know,” Sarah said.

    “She’s right,” Rebecca added.

    “I know,” Dylan replied as he watched the other man grasp Adeline’s ass while they continued to make out in the middle of the party.

    “I don’t think you understand, Dylan,” Rebecca said. “Adeline told us we could have a little fun with you.”

    Dylan turned to her and asked, “What do you mean?”

    Rebecca leaned closer and gave him a soft, surprisingly erotic kiss. “That’s what it means,” she whispered.

    Sarah turned Dylan’s head and he stared into her eyes as she said, “We were both so fascinated with the idea of your cock being locked up in a cage that Adeline said we were welcome to tease you in any way we desired. After all, it’s not possible for you to fuck someone else when you’re locked up, is it?”

    “No,” Dylan replied.

    He felt Rebecca kiss his neck as her hand moved up his thigh and between his legs. The pain in his loins intensified as Dylan glanced towards Adeline. She was still kissing the other guy, only now he was slowly pulling up the bottom of her dress in an obvious attempt to access the treasures that rested beneath it.

    “Do you want us to play with you, Dylan?” Sarah asked as she turned his head once more. “Do you want us to tease you while Adeline has fun with her dance partner?”

    Dylan would have preferred to hear Adeline tell him that it was okay to play with her friends, but he absolutely wanted to go along with whatever naughty plans they had. Rebecca and Sarah were cute, clearly playful, and seemingly ready to have the kind of fun Dylan was eager to experience. If Adeline was really on board with him spending an evening doing whatever they desired, he was happy to go along with it.

    “Are you having fun?” Adeline asked.

    Dylan looked up to see his girlfriend standing in front of him with a smile on his face. He felt guilty, though he wasn’t sure why.

    “Eric’s going to take me back to his place,” Adeline announced to all three of them. “Would you two mind taking Dylan back to our hotel?”

    “Of course not,” Rebecca said with a smile.

    “Feel free to have fun with him,” Adeline said before turning around and walking towards Eric, the man wearing a broad smile and sporting a bit of a bulge between his legs. Apparently, dancing with Adeline had brought him an erection that he was now going to use to pleasure her.

    “Isn’t that nice?” Rebecca asked. “Your girlfriend is going to get fucked by a man that can satisfy her needs. Lucky her.”

    Dylan watched Eric grasp Adeline’s ass and give it a good squeeze. He saw his girlfriend turn and smile at the other man as they walked out of the party. Just like that Dylan was on the road to being cuckolded once more.

    Sarah stood up and offered a hand. “We should really get you back to the hotel.”

    Rebecca joined her friend and they pulled Dylan to his feet. He felt a little dazed, but mostly out of a sense of excitement at what pleasures the evening might hold. After all, he was about to be the plaything for two girls that seemed eager to play with a chastised man for the first time.

    Dylan was naked in the hotel bed. Precum coated the head of his chastised cock and had made a small puddle beneath on the sheet beneath him. He’d spent the past three hours serving the needs of Adeline’s friends and every inch of his body felt like it was alive with desire.

    “How was he?” Adeline asked as she looked at Dylan from the foot of the bed.

    Rebecca straightened her dress and ran her fingers through her hair. “He was everything you said he’d be.”

    “How was Eric?” Sarah asked.

    Adeline smiled at Dylan. “He was everything a man should be.”

    “Thank you for lending us your very talented boyfriend,” Rebecca said. “I think he might feel a little used – we weren’t shy about doing as we pleased with him – but his willingness to play made for a lovely evening.”

    Dylan could still feel Rebecca’s dried juices on his face. Her last ride on his tongue had been particularly vigorous, leaving Dylan’s skin slippery with the residue of her lust.

    “Will we see you tomorrow?” Sarah asked.

    Adeline looked at Dylan and shook her head. “No. Tomorrow night will be just the two of us. We’re going to make it a romantic New Year’s Eve.”

    Rebecca turned to Dylan and smiled. “Well then, it was lovely spending a little time with you, Dylan. Thank you for the orgasms and thank you for letting us tease that cute little locked up cock of yours.”

    “I second that,” Sarah said. “Tonight was more fun than I expected.”

    “Happy New Years to both of you,” Rebecca said as she grabbed her purse and headed towards the door.

    Adeline walked her friends out as Dylan remained in the bed. He was simultaneously exhausted and wired. His cock ached with desire as he’d spent the past few hours in a state of constant arousal while seeing to the sexual needs of two surprisingly lusty girls.

    When Adeline returned she had a bright smile on her face. She reached back to unzip her dress and said, “It seems like you had a fun night.”

    Dylan watched Adeline reveal her beautiful body. “I did,” he said. “It sounds like I could say the same about you.”

    Adeline let her dress fall to the floor and crawled into the bed in her bra and panties. “Oh, I’d say my night was more than fun.” She crawled on top of Dylan and leaned down until her lips hovered just above his. “Eric was even better than I thought he’d be.”

    She ran her fingers over Dylan’s chest and between his legs to cup his balls. He groaned as her lips pressed against his and they shared a deeply sensual kiss.

    “You’re leaking so much precum,” she said.

    “Rebecca and Sarah weren’t shy about teasing me,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline kissed his neck and dropped her panty-clad pussy onto Dylan’s locked cock. She ground her pelvis into his and whispered, “Thank you for being so good for them while I was getting fucked.”

    Dylan groaned as an image of Adeline having sex with someone else popped into his head. He saw his beautiful girlfriend on her back with someone else between her legs. He saw Eric giving Adeline the kind of vigorous pounding Dylan knew she craved. He saw her legs wrapped around him and her mouth open as a wild, lusty scream filled the air.

    “Did he give you a good orgasm?” Dylan asked.

    “He gave me two great orgasms,” Adeline replied. She sat up and reached back to unhook her bra and expose her perky breasts. Dylan smiled at the sight of her soft flesh and Adeline reached up to play with them. “He gave your girlfriend exactly what she needed, Dylan. Even better, he gave me what you can’t give me.”

    Dylan winced just a little as Adeline stated what he knew was the truth.

    “Don’t feel bad, Dylan,” Adeline said. “You’re not the perfect man. We both know that. You don’t have it in you to fuck me like I need to be fucked, but you do have it in you to be an incredible boyfriend.”

    She leaned down and kissed his neck and chest while grinding her crotch over his.

    “You’re the one I fell in love with, after all,” Adeline said.

    Dylan groaned as his cock ached in the metal cage that contained it. “Can I taste you?” he asked.

    Adeline smiled. “You want to taste my pussy?”

    Dylan nodded.

    “You’re such a naughty boy,” Adeline said before hopping out of the bed, peeling off her panties, and straddling Dylan’s head. “You like my pussy better after someone else has fucked me, don’t you?”

    “Is that weird?” Dylan asked.

    “Probably, but I like it,” Adeline said. “I like that you’re so turned on by the idea of eating my pussy after Eric spent so much time inside me. You do like that, don’t you? You like the idea of licking the slick pussy that another man fucked, don’t you?”

    Dylan nodded as he looked up at his beautiful girlfriend. “I love it,” he said. “I want it. Fuck, I need it.”

    Adeline couldn’t contain her joyful smile. “You are a naughty boy, Dylan,” she said before dropping her pussy on his face. “That’s what I like about you, though. Now put your tongue inside me. Taste him.”

    Dylan pushed his tongue inside Adeline. He tasted the latex of the condoms she’d used with Eric. He tasted her sweet juices. He was certain he tasted a little bit of sweat, too. He tasted sex. He tasted the sex she’d had with another man, which made it so much hotter.

    Adeline moved her pussy over Dylan’s face just like her friends had done. She added another layer to the slick juices that had already dried on his chin and cheeks and he reveled in the joy of being ridden like he was little more than a sex toy.

    Adeline had a joyful smile on her face when she lifted her pussy from Dylan’s mouth and slid down his chest. She dropped the warmth and wetness of her loins over his locked cock and he slipped inside her.

    “I thought of you while Eric was inside me,” Adeline said. “I thought of your cock in its cute little cage. I thought of how long it’s been since you had an orgasm. I thought of how delightful it was that Eric got to fuck me as much as he wanted and you were trapped in a cage without any promise of a release.”

    Dylan groaned at the agonizing pleasure of his girlfriend’s pussy around his imprisoned cock. He wished desperately for release, and yet he found some measure of delight in the ache between his legs. It increased his arousal while making it impossible for that arousal to be satiated, at least until Adeline decided he was worthy of release.

    “Did you think of me, Dylan? Did you think of Eric fucking me? Did you think of someone else’s cock inside your girlfriend’s tight pussy?” Adeline asked with a sense of wild desire in her voice.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Would you like to be inside me, Dylan? Would you like to be hard and inside your girlfriend’s wet, freshly-fucked pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Dylan begged. “Please let me inside you.”

    Adeline deftly hopped out of the bed and reached into her suitcase to retrieve Dylan’s key. She turned and held it up while slowly sauntering towards him.

    “You know what Eric told me?” Adeline asked as she dragged the key up Dylan’s leg.

    “What?” he asked.

    “He said he would have been okay with my boyfriend watching. He said he would have enjoyed having you there while he fucked me. He said it would have turned him on to make me cum while you were sitting there watching,” Adeline replied.

    She dragged the key up his chest, leaving a small red line behind as the metal teeth dug into his skin.

    “I thought of you and Mrs. Jameson,” Adeline said. “I thought of how she made you watch. I thought of how she made you suck her husband’s cock like a little slut. I thought of how she took you so much deeper into your kink than I ever have. I wondered if you wanted to go there again. Is that something you would like, Dylan?”

    Adeline moved the key down his chest and stomach, pressing it into his flesh with a little more force and causing Dylan to wince. She slipped it into the lock and freed him at an agonizingly slow pace.

    “I don’t know,” Dylan said.

    Adeline straddled Dylan and leaned down to kiss him. Her lips parted and their tongues danced as his cock embraced its newfound freedom and came alive.

    “What if I wanted that?” Adeline asked as she rubbed her slippery pussy lips over the head of Dylan’s cock.

    “Adeline…I don’t…” Dylan said as she took him inside her. He was so desperate for even a hint of pleasure that he couldn’t speak. All he could do was bask in the intense joy of being inside his girlfriend.

    “What if I want to do more, Dylan?” Adeline asked. “What if I want to grow? What if I want to dominate you in different ways? Will you let me do that?”

    “Yes,” Dylan answered. “Of course. I’ll do anything you want. I will. I love you, Adeline. I love everything about you. I’ll do whatever you desire.”

    Adeline smiled and put her hands on Dylan’s chest. She arched her back and pushed her breasts forward, drawing his gaze as she milked his cock with the slow, rhythmic movements of her hips. Every inch of Dylan’s dick felt alive with pleasure and the smile on Adeline’s face made it seem like she was lost in her own sense of joy.

    “That’s why I love you, Dylan,” Adeline said. “You’re always such a good boy for me. You’re always willing to do what makes me happy, even if that means doing something you don’t want to do.”

    She was right. Dylan was willing to do as she desired. He was happy to be her plaything in whatever way Adeline craved.

    Dylan reached up and played with his girlfriend’s perky breasts as she rode his cock. He listened to her moans while unleashing his own as their bodies melded. He thought of her cumming with someone else’s cock inside her. He thought of witnessing it, of the joy and humiliation of that, of how thrilling he would have found it.

    “Fuck…Dylan…I’m close,” Adeline said. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Are you close?”

    Dylan nodded. “Yes.” He was moments away from cumming inside her and unleashing the pent-up desire that an extended period without an orgasm had created.

    A wild look crossed Adeline’s face before she lifted her pussy from his cock, slid up his body with ease, and dropped it onto his face. She pinned his arms down with her knees, grabbed a handful of his hair, and said, “You don’t get to cum tonight. You’re going back in your cage. Now get me off with your tongue.”

    Dylan struggled beneath his girlfriend for a few moments as the sense of frustration got the best of him. He’d gotten so close that the idea of not cumming felt agonizing.

    “I get to decide when you cum, Dylan,” Adeline said as she pulled hard enough on his hair to cause considerable pain. “Now eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    He heard the aggression in her voice and saw a kind of fire in her eyes that he wasn’t used to. She was getting off on denying him. He was certain that Adeline was getting off on denying him. Dylan surrendered. He stopped fighting and put his tongue to use. His cock throbbed but he knew he wouldn’t cum. Instead, he set his mind to getting his girlfriend off. That was the only choice that made any sense.

    “Good boy,” Adeline said as her expression relaxed. “Just use your tongue. Forget about your orgasm. Just think about mine.”

    Dylan made his girlfriend cum. Her moans were the only ones that filled their hotel room. She was the only one to experience the pleasure of a climax. He remained frustrated.

    Adeline sat across his chest after her climax and smiled. “I’d like to meet your family,” she said. “Do you think they’d let your girlfriend stay for a few days after New Years?”

    Dylan smiled. “I do.”

    “I’d like to meet Mrs. Jameson, too,” Adeline added.

    Dylan thought of the two women who had dominated him in such different ways meeting. He couldn’t quite picture how that would go, if only because both women had proved to be so imaginative and unpredictable when it came to pursuing what turned them on.

    “I’d like that too,” Dylan replied.

    “Good. Now let’s get you back in your cage. I can’t have you being distracted by the idea that you might get to cum tonight,” Adeline said as she retrieved the pieces of his cock cage from the nightstand and slipped his now-soft penis back into them. “There we go. All safe and sound.”

    She cuddled up with him and they shared a soft kiss that immediately brought his dick to life once more, only now its attempt to grow erect was defeated by the metal that encased it.

    Dylan surrendered to the sense of frustration that enveloped his body and hoped that Adeline would grant him an orgasm to start the New Year.
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    “You look really hot,” Dylan said as he buttoned up his shirt.

    Adeline smiled and spun around for him. She wore a white turtleneck sweater, a pair of surprisingly tight jeans – she wasn’t typically one for form fitting pants – and a pair of knee high leather boots.

    “I’m trying something a little different today,” she said.

    Adeline’s outfits usually leaned towards cute, but today she was full-on sexy and Dylan wondered if it was because they were about to visit Mrs. Jameson.

    “You don’t look so bad yourself,” Adeline added as she approached Dylan and helped him finish the last of the buttons. She tucked the shirt into his pants and her fingers wandered between his legs to give his caged cock a squeeze before they shared a long, slow kiss. “Are you excited to see the woman that showed you the joys of submission?”

    “I think so. I don’t know, I guess I’m a little nervous, too,” he said.

    Adeline moved behind Dylan and put her arms around him in a surprisingly reassuring way. She held him tight and asked, “Nervous? Why?”

    “Well…I guess it’s just that I did things with Mrs. Jameson that I’ve never done with you and I wonder if you’re going to think less of me once you meet her,” Dylan explained. He knew it didn’t entirely make sense, but he couldn’t shake the notion that Adeline meeting Mrs. Jameson might screw up their relationship.

    “Are you talking about sucking cock, Dylan?” Adeline asked.

    A wave of arousal rushed through Dylan’s body as she asked her question. That was certainly part of it. Dylan had willingly sucked two different cocks during his summer in Mrs. Jameson’s service, and he’d also taken her strapon, fingers, and a handful of toys in his ass. She’d been far more into humiliation than Adeline. What if Adeline found all of that distasteful and decided she didn’t want to be with Dylan because of it?

    “Yes, I’m talking about…that,” Dylan answered. “And the way she would penetrate me and humiliate me, I guess. I don’t know. I’m just nervous.”

    Adeline spun him around and gave Dylan a soft kiss. Her lips lingered against his before parting. Her tongue moved into his mouth and he moaned at the sheer pleasure of sharing such a beautifully intimate moment with his girlfriend.

    “I love you, Dylan,” Adeline said. “I love that you’re submissive. I love that I’ve gotten to explore my dominant side since we got together. I love that I’ve learned so much about myself and what turns me on. I also love that there’s so much more for me to learn, both about you and about myself. I’m not going to break up with you just because I meet the woman that introduced you to your submissive side. Okay?”

    Dylan nodded. “I love you too,” he said.

    Adeline took his hand. “Good. Now let’s go next door.”

    She maintained her grip on his hand as they left the house and walked next door. Dylan’s heart pounded harder as they approached the front door. Adeline gave his hand a firm squeeze as he reached out to press the doorbell. The singsong chime rang out and Dylan heard footsteps approaching the door.

    “Dylan, it’s so good to see you,” Mrs. Jameson said as she opened the door. She looked beautiful in a low cut red dress and heels and Dylan felt Adeline squeeze his hand a little tighter. “And you must be Adeline.”

    “It’s nice to finally meet you,” Adeline said.

    Mrs. Jameson stepped aside and gestured towards her living room. “Please, both of you, come in. We have so much to talk about.”

    Adeline led the way, pulling Dylan into the house with her. They made their way to the living room and sat on the loveseat across from Mrs. Jameson.

    “So,” Mrs. Jameson began, “I’m impressed that you managed to do as I instructed, Dylan.”

    Adeline looked at Dylan with a smile on her face.

    “Why don’t you share my instructions with your beautiful girlfriend, Dylan?” she added.

    “Mrs. Jameson told me that I needed to find a dominant girlfriend at college, that she needed to be someone that could help draw out my submissive side, that I wouldn’t be happy with anyone else and that I certainly wouldn’t be able to satisfy a woman that wasn’t naturally dominant,” Dylan explained.

    “Now that you’ve been with Dylan, does that seem like an accurate assessment?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Adeline took Dylan’s hand in hers and offered a smile before turning to Mrs. Jameson. “It does,” she said. “It seems especially accurate now that I’ve taken to cuckolding Dylan. I quite like that I get to have it all because I’m with him. I get to explore my dominant side with a wonderful submissive, and I get to fuck the kind of men that offer a little more than Dylan.”

    Dylan wasn’t sure, but it seemed like Mrs. Jameson was proud, like she’d sent him off to college to become his version of a man and he’d come back having accomplished exactly what she’d hoped.

    “To be honest, being with Dylan has opened me up in ways I never expected,” Adeline continued. “I could never quite find the satisfaction I was looking for in a relationship and it turns out that was because I wasn’t dating the right kinds of guys. I need a submissive man, and the longer I’ve been with Dylan the more I realize that.”

    “And how does it feel to be cuckolded by a woman you love, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “It’s difficult and wonderful at the same time, if that makes any sense. There’s certainly a little bit of pain to it – when she cuckolded me over Thanksgiving break it was tough – but being in love with Adeline seems to make it more exciting, too. I don’t really know why, though,” he said.

    “It’s not really important to know why, is it?” Mrs. Jameson replied. “All that really matters is that you’re enjoying yourself and that you two are connected in the most beautiful way imaginable. There’s nothing in the world quite like young love, especially between two people with, let’s say, kinky desires.”

    “How long have you been with your husband?” Adeline asked.

    “More than two decades now,” Mrs. Jameson replied. “We met in college, just like you two.”

    “Perhaps we’ll be lucky enough to be together twenty years from now,” Adeline said.

    Dylan hadn’t thought much about the future – the present was exciting enough – but he liked the idea of being with Adeline forever. He couldn’t help but imagine how much fun it would be to continue exploring their kinky desires together for years to come.

    “Adeline,” Mrs. Jameson said, “Have you been fucked by an older man?”

    Dylan’s eyes went wide at the forward nature of Mrs. Jameson’s question, but given the circumstances it wasn’t actually all that surprising.

    “I was with a slightly older guy just a few days ago, but I’ve never been with someone that I would consider an older man,” Adeline answered.

    “Is that something you think you’d enjoy?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Dylan was certain Mrs. Jameson was talking about her husband. Who else would she have in mind?

    “If I may, are you talking about your husband?” Adeline asked.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled. “I am,” she said. “My husband would very much like to fuck you and I’d very much like to watch while I play with Dylan. If you’re willing, I think we could all have quite a lot of fun. I don’t know if you’ve had the pleasure of watching Dylan suck cock yet, but I think you might enjoy it.”

    Adeline squeezed Dylan’s hand and he saw a delighted smile cross her face. “I think you’re right about that,” she said. “I’ve found myself thinking about that very thing more and more recently.”

    “Really?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline looked at him and smiled. “Absolutely. I know you’ve done it before. I know it’s not scary to you and I’m curious as to what it would look like and how it would make it feel to see your lips wrapped around a man’s cock.”

    “I promise you’ll enjoy it,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Especially when you know that Dylan is sucking that cock for you. When you see him give my husband a blowjob to get him nice and hard for your pussy it will leave you dripping wet.”

    “Would you do that for me?” Adeline asked as she looked at Dylan. “Would you suck cock for me? Would you give a blowjob just so you could watch someone else fuck me?”

    Dylan was caught up in the web of lust the two women were spinning. He nodded vigorously. Of course he’d be willing to do that.

    “Adeline, how would you feel about Dylan crawling over here and taking his place between my legs?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    She spread her legs and Dylan couldn’t help but stare between them. The soft material of her dress fell against her thighs, robbing him of the view he craved, but his eyes remained fixed on her crotch.

    “I think I’d enjoy that very much,” Adeline said.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled up her dress, revealing a pair of red lace panties. “Dylan, why don’t you get naked for me and then you can crawl over here and kiss my pussy.”

    Dylan glanced at Adeline and she offered a quick nod. He stood and stripped as both women watched.

    “A chastity device,” Mrs. Jameson said as Dylan pulled off his underwear. “How nice. Do you enjoy the control that gives you?”

    “I do,” Adeline said. “The desperation that overtakes him when he’s been locked up for a handful of days is intoxicating.”

    “How long has it been since his last release?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “His last release wasn’t that long ago. Just a few days, in fact. Unfortunately, Dylan wasn’t permitted to cum. I was a tease that night. I believe it’s been a few weeks since he last had an orgasm,” Adeline answered.

    Dylan unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, leaving him naked as the two women talked about him like he was a toy. He found that quite thrilling, of course.

    “On your knees now, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Crawl to me. Take your place between my legs.”

    Dylan fell to his knees and crawled towards Mrs. Jameson. It all felt so familiar. He’d spent so much of his summer on his knees for her. He’d worshiped her pussy relentlessly. He’d eaten her ass. He’s sucked her husband’s cock. He’d sucked another man’s cock too. He’d done whatever Mrs. Jameson had wanted because he found it more thrilling than he ever could have imagined.

    “Kiss my thighs,” Mrs. Jameson demanded.

    Dylan placed soft kisses on both of her thighs as his heart pounded. He wondered what he looked like to Adeline. Did she think he was pathetic on his hands and knees with his cock locked in a cage? Did she find it arousing to see him in such a vulnerable position?

    “Mmmm, that’s a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I’ve missed having you between my legs. I’ve missed your willingness to serve. It’s hard to find a good boy like you, Dylan.”

    Dylan’s cock ached in its cage. There was something about the way Mrs. Jameson spoke to him that he found powerfully arousing.

    “Adeline, why don’t you come a little closer?” Mrs. Jameson said as Dylan continued to kiss her soft thighs.

    Dylan heard his girlfriend’s boots on the floor as she walked across the living room. She sat on the couch next to Mrs. Jameson and he looked up to see a smile on her face.

    “Take my panties off,” Mrs. Jameson instructed.

    Dylan reached up and gently pulled off Mrs. Jameson’s red panties, exposing the beautiful pussy he’d spent so much time pleasuring.

    “Eat her pussy,” Adeline said. “Worship it. Show her that you’re the good boy she thinks you are.”

    Dylan pressed his face between Mrs. Jameson’s thighs and worshiped her pussy as instructed. She moved a hand to the back of his head and pulled him even closer as his tongue went to work.

    “Dylan served my friends over New Years,” Adeline said. “While I was enjoying another man they enjoyed his tongue, and I understand they used him quite hard.”

    Mrs. Jameson unleashed a long, low moan as Dylan worked her pussy. “He’s quite a bit better than when he left for college. You’ve trained him well, Adeline.”

    For a few moments the sounds of pussy licking and Mrs. Jameson’s moans filled the room as Dylan sank into the same kind of submissive bliss that he craved more than anything in the world.

    “He looks so good between a woman’s legs,” Adeline said. “It’s like that’s where he belongs.”

    Mrs. Jameson laughed. “It is,” she said. “It’s always been where he belongs.”

    “Does he look good with a cock in his mouth?” Adeline asked.

    It was the eagerness in her voice that thrilled Dylan. It seemed that she hadn’t been lying when she expressed an interest in seeing him give a blowjob.

    Mrs. Jameson grabbed a handful of Dylan’s hair and pulled him closer, smothering him with her pussy in the process. “He looks like a perfect little slut with a cock in his mouth. It’s like you can see his submissive side come to life when he gives a blowjob. I suspect it’s going to be even hotter knowing that he’s giving a blowjob so his girlfriend can get fucked by the cock he’s sucking on.”

    Again they were talking about him like he wasn’t even there and again Dylan found it thrilling. It was humiliating, but he was genuinely thrilled at the idea of sucking Mr. Jameson’s cock before watching him fuck Adeline.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled back on Dylan’s hair, depriving him of her pussy and directing his eyes to her beautiful face. “Do you want to be a cocksucker for your girlfriend, Dylan? Do you want to get on your knees and offer your submission to my husband?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said. “I want to suck cock for Adeline.”

    Adeline moaned at his response.

    “Are you grateful that I’m going to let you do that?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Does that mean you like being a cocksucker?” she asked.

    Dylan closed his eyes for a moment as a rush of intense desire overtook him. His loins tingled and his cock strained against the cage Adeline had locked him in. “Yes,” he said.

    “Look at your girlfriend and say it,” Mrs. Jameson demanded.

    Dylan looked at Adeline and saw the wild lust in her eyes. It seemed that she was quite keen on hearing him utter those words.

    “I like being a cocksucker,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled and moved a hand between her legs, seemingly without thinking about it.

    “Tell her you want to suck cock for her,” Mrs. Jameson demanded.

    “I want to suck cock for you,” Dylan said.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled Dylan between her legs once more and he put his tongue to work.

    “I feel like I could learn so much from you,” Adeline said.

    “That’s probably true,” Mrs. Jameson said before moaning. “But it’s also clear you’re doing quite well on your own. Most women don’t discover their dominant side until much later in life and you’ve already taken control of your boyfriend’s orgasms and cuckolded him. That’s quite an accomplishment.”

    Dylan savored the taste of Mrs. Jameson’s pussy as he listened to his girlfriend talk to the woman that had introduced him to submission.

    “Well, I’d love to get your email address either way. I feel like you’d be a wonderful resource as I continue to explore my dominant side with Dylan,” Adeline said.

    Mrs. Jameson laughed joyfully. “It would be my pleasure, Adeline. I’d be happy to offer you any help you desire in using your submissive for your pleasure.”

    “Is that your husband?” Adeline asked as Dylan heard the sound of a car pulling into the driveway.

    “That’s his car, yes,” Mrs. Jameson said. “He’s right on time, as always. You’re going to love him, I promise. He’s going to show you the joy of being fucked by a man with a great deal of experience and skill. Plus, he has a truly beautiful cock.”

    Dylan felt like the two halves of his submissive side were about to collide. The kinkier half guided by Mrs. Jameson was about to meet the more passionate half guided by Adeline. He wasn’t sure how the evening would play out, but Dylan was quite certain he’d enjoy every second of it.
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    “Well, what do we have here?” Mr. Jameson asked as he stepped into the living room.

    “You remember Dylan, don’t you honey?” Mrs. Jameson replied.

    Mr. Jameson laughed. “I certainly do. It looks like he’s still just as dedicated to your pleasure as he was this summer.”

    “He certainly is,” Mrs. Jameson said as she tightened her grip on Dylan’s hair and pulled him a little deeper between her legs.

    “And this must be the lovely Adeline,” Mr. Jameson said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

    Adeline stood and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you too. I’ve heard nothing but good things about you.”

    “Oh really?” Mr. Jameson replied. “From your boyfriend, I assume?”

    “Yes. Dylan has spoken highly of his…well, his experiences with you and your wife, and I suppose I’m quite grateful for those as well. If not for Dylan’s summer in service to your pleasure he might not have found his way to me,” Adeline said.

    “Dylan’s looking forward to having another one of those experiences,” Mrs. Jameson said. “He was quite outspoken about his desire to suck your cock so you’d fuck his girlfriend. Wasn’t he, Adeline?”

    Dylan couldn’t see his girlfriend – he was still between Mrs. Jameson’s legs – but he imagined a bright smile on her face as she studied Mr. Jameson and considered fucking him.

    “He was. It seems that Dylan has fond memories of offering you his mouth,” Adeline said. “He’s hoping to do the same thing tonight. He was even willing to admit that he likes being a cocksucker.”

    Mrs. Jameson released her grip on Dylan’s hair and gently pushed him from between her legs. He felt her juices on his lips and chin as he leaned back and turned to look at Mr. Jameson and Adeline, who were standing just a few feet apart and seemed to be silently flirting in the middle of the living room.

    “And what do you think about that, Adeline?” Mr. Jameson asked as he stepped closer. “Do you want to see your boyfriend suck my cock? Do you want him to get me nice and hard so I can slide into your tight young pussy and fuck you like a woman deserves to be fucked?”

    Adeline’s legs trembled for just a moment as she looked up at Mr. Jameson. It seemed that his innate masculine energy and confidence had charmed her and she was very much looking forward to fucking him.

    “I would like to experience the kind of sex you seem capable of offering a woman,” Adeline said. “And I’d like to see Dylan prove that he wants me to experience that pleasure by sucking your cock like a good boy.”

    “Then why don’t you take my cock out for him,” Mr. Jameson said.

    Adeline smiled and unzipped Mr. Jameson’s pants. She reached inside and let out a quiet moan. Dylan suspected his girlfriend had just found the other man’s cock and couldn’t help but vocalize her amazement at its size, even in a flaccid state.

    Her fingers returned from their journey into his pants and produced his cock. She gently stroked him and looked at Dylan. “Will you suck his cock for me, Dylan? Will you give a blowjob while I watch?”

    Dylan nodded.

    “Do it,” Adeline said. “Suck his cock.”

    Dylan crawled forward and wrapped his lips around the familiar cock he’d first sucked that summer. He thought back to being on his knees in the backyard. He thought of how nervous he’d been when Mrs. Jameson seduced him into sucking her husband’s cock, how she’d encouraged him to take that extra step into submission and give a blowjob.

    Now, in front of his girlfriend and Mrs. Jameson he sucked cock with ease. He took every inch of Mr. Jameson’s flaccid flesh into his mouth and offered pleasure. He sucked with ravenous glee in an attempt to get the older man hard. He wanted to see his girlfriend get fucked. He wanted to experience his cuckolding in person. He wanted it desperately.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Mrs. Jameson asked from the couch.

    “It is,” Adeline said. “It’s incredible.”

    “Look at how dedicated he is,” Mrs. Jameson added. “Look at how badly he wants to make my husband feel good. That’s for you, Adeline. That’s because he wants you to enjoy the pleasure you crave. He wants you to get fucked like you deserve and desire. He wants you to have a man’s big, beautiful cock inside you. He wants you to cum on that big, beautiful cock. Dylan wants that so he’s willing to suck dick like a good little bitch.”

    “This is so much hotter than I thought it would be,” Adeline said.

    “You should take your clothes off,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Show my husband the body he’s going to enjoy.”

    Mr. Jameson was hard in Dylan’s mouth, but he didn’t stop sucking. He wasn’t going to cease fellating the older man until he’d been told to do so. Out of the corner of his eye he watched Adeline strip out of her sweater and skintight pants. He saw her bare, smooth flesh and the simple-but-sexy black lace bra and panty set she’d picked out.

    “You’re beautiful, Adeline,” Mr. Jameson said.

    “She’s cuckolded him already,” Mrs. Jameson said. “She’s not an inexperienced girl, darling, so you’ll have to make sure you give it your best effort. We can’t have her going home unsatisfied, after all.”

    “Don’t worry,” Mr. Jameson replied. “I’ll make absolutely certain that Adeline goes home a very happy girl.”

    Dylan saw Mr. Jameson reach out and pull his nearly-naked girlfriend closer. The older man slipped his fingers into Adeline’s panties and a moment later she moaned.

    “You’re already so wet,” he said.

    “Yes, I am,” Adeline replied. “I can’t help it.”

    “Is it because you’ve just discovered how beautiful it is to watch your boyfriend submit to sucking cock like a cuckold should?” Mr. Jameson asked.

    “That’s part of it,” Adeline replied. “It helps that the cock he’s sucking is so beautiful.”

    Mrs. Jameson moaned and Dylan was certain he heard the sound of masturbation emanating from the couch. His girlfriend was getting fingered, Mrs. Jameson was fingering herself, and he Mr. Jameson was on the receiving end of a blowjob. Dylan was the only one whose genitals weren’t being stimulated, which made perfect sense. He was the only submissive in the room, after all.

    “Why don’t we take this little party to the bedroom,” Mr. Jameson suggested.

    He stepped back and his cock slipped from between Dylan’s lips. Mr. Jameson took Adeline’s hand and led her towards the bedroom as Dylan waited on his knees.

    “Come, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    She stood and offered her hand. Dylan took it and she helped him to his feet. They walked hand-in-hand towards the bedroom, following behind Adeline and the man that would soon be inside her. Dylan’s heart pounded harder as they approached. He hadn’t seen Adeline have sex with someone else and the idea that he was going to watch made it simultaneously hotter and more nerve-wracking.

    “Help me out of my dress,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan moved behind the beautiful blonde milf and unzipped her dress. He pushed it off her shoulders and it floated to the floor. She wore a red bra that matched her panties, though it didn’t stay on for long. She reached back, unhooked it, and set her breasts free.

    “Did you miss these?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she turned around.

    Her breasts were big, round, and splendid, just as they’d been that summer. He nodded and glanced over Mrs. Jameson’s shoulder to see Adeline smiling at him.

    “How do you want me?” Adeline asked.

    “On your back,” Mr. Jameson answered.

    Adeline unhooked her bra and pulled her panties down and stood still for a few moments as Mr. Jameson’s eyes wandered over her body. She moved onto her back in the bed and spread her legs, offering herself up to the man that would soon be inside her.

    Mrs. Jameson moved to Dylan’s side and they both watched as Mr. Jameson undressed. “Look at her,” she said. “Look at your beautiful girlfriend. Look at how she can’t keep her eyes off of my husband. Look at how hungry she seems when she looks at his cock. She wants him, Dylan. She wants him like she’s never wanted you. She wants to feel his body on top of hers. She wants to feel his cock inside her. She wants him to fuck her while you watch.”

    After Mr. Jameson removed his pants Adeline reached out and stroked his cock while the older man unbuttoned his shirt. She bit her lower lip and moaned as her hips gently pushed skywards. Mrs. Jameson was right. Adeline was desperate to have Mr. Jameson’s big cock inside her.

    “Stand by the side of the bed,” Mrs. Jameson said as her now-naked husband moved between Adeline’s legs. “Watch him slide into her pussy. Watch him fuck your beautiful young girlfriend. Watch him show her how a real man fucks a woman.”

    Dylan approached the bed as Adeline stared into Mr. Jameson’s eyes while stroking his long, thick cock.

    “I need you inside me,” she said. “I need your big cock in my tight, wet young pussy. I need you to show Dylan what it looks like when a real man fucks me.”

    “Is Dylan not a real man?” Mr. Jameson asked.

    Adeline glanced at Dylan and smiled before looking back to the man between her legs. “Dylan’s a submissive. He’s an entirely different kind of man. I love him dearly, but he can’t give me what you can. He can’t fuck me like you can. His cock belongs in that little cage. Your cock belongs inside me.”

    Dylan saw that his girlfriend was getting caught up in the pleasure of humiliating him prior to his cuckolding. It made his cock ache in its cage. It made him yearn for his freedom so he could masturbate.

    Adeline placed the head of Mr. Jameson’s cock between her pussy lips and he slowly pushed inside her as they kissed. She moaned into his mouth and Dylan watched from the side of the bed as a genuine sense of pain emanated from between his legs.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Mrs. Jameson said as she stepped behind Dylan and traced her fingers down his back.

    “It is,” Dylan replied.

    Mrs. Jameson’s fingers continued their journey over his ass and between his cheeks, where she applied a bit of pressure against his asshole.

    “Relax for me,” she whispered. “Let me inside you. Your cock isn’t coming out of that cage, so it only seems fair that you get to enjoy a little bit of pleasure while your girlfriend cums on my husband’s cock.”

    Dylan tried his best to relax as Adeline wrapped her arms around Mr. Jameson. He delivered slow, deep thrusts and each elicited a sensual moan from Dylan’s girlfriend.

    Mrs. Jameson’s finger slipped into Dylan’s asshole and she quickly filled him. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she whispered. “Isn’t it nice to get fucked while your girlfriend is enjoying my husband’s cock?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said. It was the kinky delight of getting fingered that he enjoyed more than anything, though there was a mild sense of pleasure as she moved in and out of his asshole.

    “Harder,” Adeline said. “Fuck me harder. Give me your cock.”

    Mr. Jameson gave Adeline what she wanted and Mrs. Jameson delivered a harder, faster fingering.

    “Does this feel good, Dylan?” she asked. “Does it feel good to get fingered as my husband is fucking your girlfriend? Does it feel good to be a little anal whore while your sweet girlfriend is taking another man’s cock?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    He couldn’t tell for sure, but Mrs. Jameson’s dirty talk seemed to thrill Adeline. She moaned a little louder, as if knowing that Dylan was suffering just a little bit of humiliation made it hotter for her to take Mr. Jameson’s cock.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled her fingers from his ass and Dylan looked back with just a hint of sadness. He was enjoying the kinky thrill of being penetrated and he didn’t want to end.

    “Bend over,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan looked down and saw she was wearing the same strapon cock she’d fucked him with before. He smiled, turned back to the bed, and bent over.

    Mrs. Jameson spit and Dylan heard her stroking the strapon. She spit again and her fingers found their way between his ass cheeks. She rubbed her spit on his asshole, stepped closer, and pressed the head of her strapon cock against his hole.

    “Tell me what you want,” she said.

    “Fuck me,” Dylan said. “I want you to fuck me.”

    Adeline moaned louder as Mr. Jameson continued to fuck her in missionary. The sounds of sex filled the bedroom and Dylan’s cock ached and dripped precum onto the floor. The entire experience was blissfully kinky and he couldn’t help but sink deeper into submission.

    Mrs. Jameson slipped the head of her strapon into his ass and slowly filled Dylan as he groaned. Adeline glanced at him and smiled.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming,” she said. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!”

    Mr. Jameson fucked Adeline right through her orgasm and came to a stop as she wrapped her arms and legs around him. Her eyes were closed and Dylan studied the bliss on her beautiful face as Mrs. Jameson found a rhythm and started to fuck him in earnest. The sound of her spit-soaked cock sliding in and out of his asshole filled the bedroom.

    “That was incredible,” Adeline said.

    “We’re just getting started,” Mr. Jameson replied.

    They shared a long, slow, surprisingly intimate kiss before he pulled out and sat back on his knees. His cock was rock hard and slick with her juices and Adeline seemed unable to do anything other than stare at it and smile.

    “Why don’t you get on your hands and knees,” Mr. Jameson said. “I want you to look into your boyfriend’s eyes as he gets fucked like a bitch.”

    “With pleasure,” Adeline said.

    She shifted in the bed until she was on her hands and knees and facing Dylan from just a few feet away. A smile crossed her face as Mr. Jameson moved behind her. She moaned as his big cock slipped into her pussy once more.

    “Fuck me,” Adeline said. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me like a real man fucks a woman when he wants to cum. Fuck me and cum inside me.”

    Dylan groaned as his girlfriend encouraged Mr. Jameson to unload in her pussy.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she picked up the pace and pummeled his ass a little harder. “You want my husband to cum in your girlfriend’s tight young pussy, don’t you?”

    Adeline moaned as Mr. Jameson started to fuck her. Dylan moaned as Mrs. Jameson fucked him harder and faster. His asshole hurt, but a sense of submissive bliss spread through the entirety of his body, leaving him in a joyful place.

    “Yes,” Dylan said. “Please, cum inside her. Cum in her pussy.”

    “Are you going to clean it up?” Adeline asked. “Are you going to eat his load from my pussy?”

    “Yes,” Dylan answered.

    “He’s such a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    “Fuck him harder,” Adeline replied. “Fuck his ass harder. Pound him. Make sure he understands his place.”

    Dylan held his girlfriend’s gaze as Mrs. Jameson did what Adeline desired. He gritted his teeth and accepted the pain. It was his place to get fucked, to suffer through the strapon pounding because it’s what his girlfriend wanted.

    “I’m close,” Mr. Jameson said. “Get ready to clean your girlfriend’s pussy.”

    The sounds of sex filled the bedroom as both Adeline and Dylan took cock from behind. The look on her face was one of pure joy as she found a way to dominate Dylan while getting fucked by another man. It seemed that cuckolding him in person brought Adeline even more joy than she’d expected.

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

    Mr. Jameson grabbed her ass, pushed his cock inside her, and groaned. His eyes closed and his head rolled towards the ceiling. He was cumming inside her. He was filling her young pussy with his load while Dylan watched.

    Mr. and Mrs. Jameson pulled out at almost the exact same time. Adeline rolled onto her back and said, “Clean me.”

    Dylan crawled between her legs and devoured the hot cum inside her. He swallowed everything he could find. He ate it like a complete and utter cum slut. He debased himself and he didn’t care.

    “How beautiful,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    “I know,” Mr. Jameson replied as he joined his wife.

    “Why don’t we give them a little time alone,” Mrs. Jameson suggested. “The night is still young and there will be plenty of time to play.”

    Dylan liked the idea that they weren’t nearly finished yet. That meant there was still a chance for him to cum, and at the very least it meant he’d spend a great deal more time in the submissive headspace he’d come to love.

    Mr. and Mrs. Jameson left the room and Adeline moaned as Dylan continued to clean her pussy. She ran her fingers through his hair and played with her breasts and it seemed as though she was getting lost in the pleasure of the moment.

    “Lick my clit,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Dylan pulled his tongue from her pussy and worked his girlfriend’s clit. He slipped two fingers inside her to find her g-spot and offer up a little extra pleasure. Before long he’d provided the orgasm Adeline seemed to crave. Her moans filled the bedroom, providing Dylan with a source of pleasure, as he took great joy in being the reason Adeline climaxed.

    “Come here,” Adeline said as she opened her arms.

    Dylan crawled on top of his girlfriend and they shared a slow, soft, cum-flavored kiss.

    “Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked.

    “I am,” he replied.

    “Do you want to stay and keep playing?”

    “I do,” Dylan said.

    Adeline smiled. “Good. Me too. Let me know if anything goes too far for you, though. I want you to enjoy our evening as much as I’m enjoying it.”

    “I will,” he said.

    Adeline kissed him again. She caressed his face and ran her fingers through his hair as their tongues mingled. Dylan felt the heat of her pussy against his locked cock and he wished desperately that she’d let him inside her.

    “I love you, Dylan,” she said.

    “I love you too,” he replied.

    Adeline smiled. “Good. Now let’s get you on your knees in front of Mr. Jameson again. I want more of his cock.”

    “Is he really that good?” Dylan asked.

    “He’s magnificent,” she said. “Experience really does matter, it seems. I might have to find myself an older man when we get back to school.”

    Dylan moved to his knees and out of the bed. He offered Adeline a hand and they headed for the living room as he thought about his girlfriend finding an older lover once they were back at school. It seemed like an idea he could get behind, especially if it provided thrills anything like the ones he’d experienced that evening. Maybe Adeline would find a man willing to have a cuckold in the room as an extra thrill. Dylan hoped he would be so lucky.
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    “Richard is eager to meet you,” Adeline said as she and Dylan walked hand-in-hand down the tree-lined street.

    They were a few blocks from the home of the man Adeline had started seeing soon after they returned from Christmas break. Their evening with Mr. and Mrs. Jameson had inspired her to search for an older man to take as a lover and Adeline had found her way into what was effectively a sugar baby situation. Richard showered her with gifts and she offered him what he craved, which was the pleasure of her youthful body. Of course, the fact that Richard happened to be an exceptionally skilled lover was what really made it worth it for Adeline.

    “Are you sure he wants me there?” Dylan asked.

    They stopped and Adeline turned to him. “Dylan, you’ve asked that question a dozen times in the past three days. Do you not trust me? Do you really think I’d lead you into a painful situation?”

    “No, I don’t,” Dylan admitted. “I really don’t.”

    Adeline smiled and leaned closer to kiss his cheek as Dylan thought of the lingerie she had on under her pink dress. While she didn’t normally wear anything fancy when it came to lingerie, Richard liked to see her in full sets. She’d given Dylan the pleasure of watching her get dressed and he’d found it just as erotic as she’d hoped. It had proven impossible not to think about the fact that Adeline was dressed for another, older man and that the other man would be fucking her that night, all of which proved arousing.

    “It’s just,” Dylan said, “Do you know why he wants me there?”

    “I do,” Adeline said as she took his hand once more. They walked towards Richard’s house as she continued, “Richard likes the idea that I have a boyfriend and that I still choose to let him fuck me. He really likes the idea that I fuck him because he’s better than my boyfriend, which happens to be true.”

    Adeline turned to Dylan once more as they stopped on the sidewalk. “I’ve been clear about that, haven’t I? The fact that he’s exceptional in bed, I mean.”

    “Yes,” Dylan said as he felt the now-familiar stirring of lust between his legs. His cock had been placed in chastity for the past three days. Adeline hadn’t said, but Dylan wondered if his imprisonment was to enhance whatever plan she had in mind for their night with Richard.

    “He’s better than Mr. Jameson was,” Adeline said. “And Mr. Jameson was spectacular.”

    Adeline had been clear that she was delighted to receive gifts from Richard – he was a wealthy man and the money he was spending was a drop in the bucket for him – but that she wouldn’t have continued seeing him if he wasn’t so good in bed. Plus, at 42 years old, he wasn’t exactly ancient. He was more than twice her age, but he wasn’t a grey-haired septuagenarian.

    “I think he likes the idea of you watching,” Adeline continued. “He didn’t explain to me why he wanted you there. He simply stated his desire and it happened to be a desire I was more than happy to fulfill.”

    “Are there any desires of his you haven’t been happy to fulfill?” Dylan asked.

    “Not yet, no,” Adeline said. She squeezed his hand and added, “You feel the same way about me, don’t you?”

    Dylan smiled. “I do.” He couldn’t think of a single desire of Adeline’s that he’d been completely unwilling to fulfill. He hadn’t enjoyed when she’d spanked him, but he’d understood that he’d disappointed her and that she felt a spanking was necessary to ensure that he did as he was told. “It’s not quite the same though, is it? I mean, you’re not submissive to Richard, are you?”

    “Not in the way you’re submissive to me,” Adeline answered. “Though he does like to take the lead and I find it quite pleasurable to let him do so. I’m still learning about what I like, I guess, because I do like to do as a man like him desires. I wouldn’t call him dominant, but he does like being in charge and I find it thrilling to make him happy. The fact that he makes me so happy certainly helps motivate me, too.”

    Dylan watched his girlfriend smile as she almost certainly thought of a previous encounter with Richard. He’d seen that smile before, particularly when Adeline recalled the sex she’d had with Richard while playing with Dylan’s cock. They’d done that each time she’d been with the older man and each time Dylan had experienced an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm.

    “This is it,” Adeline said as she stopped in front of a beautiful three story brownstone-style home. It looked impeccably maintained and everything about it oozed wealth, from the curtains that hung in the windows to the ornate-looking door to the wrought iron railings that lined the steps leading the front door. “Are you ready?”

    “I am,” Dylan said.

    They ascended the stairs together and Adeline rang the doorbell. A pleasant chime rang out through the house and Richard answered the door with a smile on his face.

    “Adeline, come in,” he said.

    Adeline and Dylan stepped into the house and Richard gave her a kiss on the cheek before taking her and Dylan’s coats and hanging them in the closet.

    “Dylan, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Richard said as they shook hands.

    “You too,” Dylan said.

    Richard gestured towards the living room and said, “Come, let’s sit down.”

    Adeline joined him on a cozy-looking loveseat and Dylan sat across from them in the most comfortable lounge chair his body had ever had the pleasure of gracing.

    Richard put his arm around Adeline and she leaned into him with a smile on her face. “So, Dylan,” he began, “Adeline tells me that you’d be interested in watching. Is that true?”

    Dylan appreciated the lack of small talk. There seemed to be little point in such an endeavor when they all knew where the evening was going to end up.

    “That’s right,” Dylan replied. “I’m not sure I could explain why, but there’s something about it I find arousing.”

    Richard smiled. “It surprises me, but I’ll admit that I find it far more exciting than I expected to know that Adeline has a boyfriend she’s very much in love with and yet she seems to find it exceptionally pleasurable to come to my home and enjoy what I can provide her.”

    Adeline’s hand moved to Richard’s leg and her fingers crept towards his crotch. He spread his legs just a little, presumably to give her easier access and perhaps to provide Dylan with a clear view of where his girlfriend’s hand was moving.

    “Why do you suppose she keeps coming to see me, Dylan?” Richard asked.

    They all knew it wasn’t because of Richard’s generosity. Adeline didn’t need any of the things he bought her. She enjoyed them, of course, but they were minor additions to her life. Dylan knew his girlfriend came back to the older man for the sex. It was really that simple.

    “Because you give her something I can’t,” Dylan said.

    “And what’s that, Dylan?” Richard asked as a confident smile crossed his face.

    Adeline’s hand reached his crotch and she slowly massaged his cock through the expensive-looking slacks he wore. Dylan couldn’t help but watch and he couldn’t seem to control the desire that grew between his legs. He couldn’t get hard like Richard, though. Instead, he would remain contained within his chastity device.

    “Great sex,” Dylan said. “Great orgasms. Pleasure like she’s rarely experienced. You fuck her better than I do. I think better than anyone ever has.”

    Dylan was quite certain that last part was true. Mr. Jameson had done an exceptional job pleasuring Adeline, but Richard came out ahead of him and she hadn’t found anywhere near the same level of pleasure with the younger men she’d slept with.

    “Is he right, Adeline?” Richard asked.

    She unzipped Richard’s pants and pulled out his impressively long, thick cock. Adeline nodded and dropped her head into his lap. She wrapped her lips around his cock and did so at an angle that allowed her to look at Dylan.

    “Mmmm, most young women don’t know anything about giving a good blowjob,” Richard said. “Adeline’s different, though. She demonstrates sexual skills far beyond her years.”

    Dylan knew that to be true, though he experienced a different side of it. Adeline demonstrated a talent for domination that most women her age didn’t possess, at least as far as he knew.

    “Dylan, honey, would you take your clothes off and come over here?” Adeline asked as she stroked Richard’s cock.

    Dylan stood and reluctantly took his clothes off. He felt a little embarrassed getting naked in front of Richard, though he wasn’t sure why.

    “It looks so small,” Richard said as he looked at Dylan’s imprisoned cock.

    “It’s not that impressive when he’s free from the cage,” Adeline said.

    Dylan knew his cock wasn’t big, but her comment still hurt a little. Saying it seemed to thrill Adeline, though, and Richard wore a smile on his face.

    “Come over here,” Adeline said. “I want you to watch me suck Richard’s cock. I want you to get nice and close as you watch.”

    Dylan walked closer and fell to his knees in front of Adeline and Richard. He watched his girlfriend wrap her lips around the older man’s cock and give him a beautiful blowjob. Richard put a hand on the back of her head and applied gentle pressure and Adeline let him fill her throat. He saw her gag reflex trigger and he saw her fight it off. Her eyes watered just a little but she actually seemed to be enjoying herself. Dylan hoped that his presence was somehow making the experience even more arousing for his girlfriend.

    A string of saliva hung from Adeline’s lower lip as she pulled off of Richard’s cock. She took a deep breath and slid off the couch. Her lips found Dylan’s and they shared a sloppy, wet, deep French kiss flavored with the other man’s cock and precum.

    “Does that turn you on, Dylan?” Richard asked in a genuine tone. “Do you like kissing your beautiful young girlfriend after she’s had my cock in her mouth?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said as he battled an incredible ache between his legs.

    “I’ll be honest,” Richard said. “I find that fascinating, and I find it exceptionally arousing. It makes something stir inside me, Dylan, something I quite like. I know you’re here voluntarily, but I very much like the idea of making you watch me fuck your girlfriend. I like the idea of making you listen to her moans of pleasure as I fuck her. I like the idea of making you watch as she cums with my cock inside her and as I fill her young pussy with my load.”

    Adeline wrapped her fingers around Richard’s cock and stroked him as she smiled at Dylan. “What about the idea of making Dylan eat your cum out of my pussy? Does that turn you on?”

    “Is that something Dylan does?” Richard asked.

    “Dylan does whatever I tell him to do,” Adeline replied.

    Dylan wanted to tell Adeline he was in love with her. He wanted to tell her that he’d worship her until the end of his life if that’s what she desired. He wanted to tell her that she understood him like no one ever had and that he never wanted to leave her. Instead, he kept quiet. She’d just made it clear what they both knew was true. He would absolutely do whatever she told him.

    “Take off your dress for me, Adeline,” Richard said.

    Adeline stood and unzipped her pretty dress. She pushed the straps from her shoulders and it fell to the floor.

    “Doesn’t she look incredible?” he asked.

    “She does,” Dylan said as he admired his girlfriend.

    “Come here, sweetie,” Adeline said as she beckoned Dylan closer. He crawled in front of her and looked up. Adeline pulled aside the lace panties that covered her pussy, grabbed a handful of Dylan’s hair, guided him between her legs, and said, “Eat my pussy. Get me nice and wet for Richard. Leave me soaked so his big cock can fill my tight young pussy with ease. Prepare me to get fucked by a better man.”

    Dylan did as he was told and Adeline moaned.

    “I told you he was a good boy,” Adeline said. “I told you he’d do as he was told.”

    “Yes you did,” Richard said. “I don’t know why I spent even a moment doubting you. I was clearly a fool for doing so.”

    Dylan worshiped his girlfriend’s pussy like his life depended on it. He ran his tongue over her labia and pushed inside her. He licked her clit to build her arousal. He wanted to play his part to make the sex with Richard even better for her.

    “He’s doing such a good job getting me ready for you, Richard,” Adeline said. “My pussy is soaked. My pussy needs you. My tight young pussy needs your big cock.” Her voice quivered with genuine desire, though Dylan suspected she was putting on a little bit of a show for the man that had fucked her to so many splendid orgasms since they’d returned to school.

    Dylan heard Richard remove his pants and he was quite certain he heard the older man stroking his cock.

    “Sit on my cock, Adeline,” Richard said. “Milk me with your pussy. Show me how badly you want me inside you.”

    Adeline stepped away from Dylan, spun around, and straddled Richard. She lowered her lithe young body into his lap and took his cock inside her with remarkable swiftness. Dylan watched in amazement as her pussy lips stretched out around the thickness of the other man.

    “Does that feel good, Richard?” she asked. “Does my tight young pussy feel good?”

    Richard grabbed her ass and smiled. “You know it does.”

    “Your cock feels incredible,” she said. “It’s fucking incredible.”

    Adeline rode him slowly and Dylan watched as her pussy lips clung to his shaft. He ached to be the one inside her. It had been so long since Adeline had offered him the pleasure of sex and he thought of it constantly. He knew he wouldn’t be coming out of his cage, though. He knew he’d remain in chastity while the older man fucked her.

    “Dylan, put your tongue in my ass,” Adeline said.

    Dylan moved between Richard’s legs, dropped down, and placed his face between Adeline’s ass cheeks. His licked her asshole and moved with her, offering whatever little bit of extra pleasure he could.

    “Is he doing it?” Richard asked.

    “Yes,” Adeline replied. “He’s a good boy. He’s eating my ass while you fuck me. He’s making my asshole feel good while your cock makes my pussy feel good. He’s making the sex even better, just like a submissive should.”

    “He’s a lucky young man to have you,” Richard said.

    “And I’m a lucky young woman to have you,” Adeline replied.

    Dylan heard them kissing as he ate his girlfriend’s asshole. He heard Adeline moan into Richard’s mouth as she rode him a little faster.

    “Cum on my cock,” Richard said. “Do it. Let yourself go. Cum on my cock like you want to.”

    Adeline rode him faster and Dylan moved his head in time. He kept his tongue working her asshole because she’d told him to and he wasn’t going to disappoint his girlfriend.

    Adeline’s moans soon filled the room. Dylan recognized the sound of her impending orgasm. She was moments away.

    Finally she sank down on Richard’s cock and unleashed an orgasmic scream. Her voice vibrated with sexual joy and Dylan gently licked her asshole to provide what he hoped would be just a little bit of extra pleasure.

    “That’s a good girl,” Richard said.

    “Fuck, you always make me cum so fucking hard,” she said between heavy breaths. They kissed again as Dylan continued to lick her asshole. With each passing moment he sank deeper into submission. “Now I want to make you cum. How do you want me?”

    “Why don’t you spin around and ride me while you look at your boyfriend,” Richard suggested. “Milk me with that tight young pussy of yours until I cum inside you.”

    Adeline lifted her pussy from Richard’s cock, spun around, and sat down on him once more. She smiled at Dylan and took every inch of the older man into her pussy. She rode him slowly and Richard unhooked her bra and freed her perky breasts before taking them in his hands.

    “Did you enjoy licking my asshole while he made me cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said. “Thank you.”

    Adeline smiled and rode Richard harder. “Did you enjoy how hard he made me cum?”

    “I did,” Dylan said. “You deserve that kind of pleasure.”

    “Yes, I do,” Adeline said. “That’s why I don’t fuck you nearly as often as I fuck Richard. That’s why he gets to enjoy my pussy and you get to stay in that cage. That’s why your orgasms mostly come by my hand these days.”

    Richard groaned. The other man seemed to enjoy that he’d ascended to a place of sexual supremacy over Dylan and the fact that he was twice Adeline’s age and was still her first choice for a good fuck no doubt made him feel good.

    “Stand up, Dylan,” Adeline said.

    Dylan stood.

    “Kiss me,” she said. “Kiss me while he fucks me. Kiss me while Richard pumps his load into my tight young pussy.”

    Dylan leaned forward and kissed his girlfriend. She moaned into his mouth and rode Richard faster and harder. Richard moaned as Adeline bounced on his cock and did everything in her power to milk a load out of him.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Richard cried out.

    Adeline kept riding him as he groaned like a wild man. She sucked on Dylan’s tongue while another man came inside her. Dylan tried his best not to double over in pain from the ache emanating from between his legs.

    “On your knees, Dylan,” Adeline said.

    Dylan fell to his knees between Richard’s legs.

    “Tell me what you want,” she said.

    “I want to clean his cum from your pussy,” Dylan answered. He wanted to make her happy. He wanted to do as he was told. He wanted to clean Richard’s cum from her pussy because he knew it would thrill Adeline.

    She lifted her pussy from Richard’s cock and Dylan stared at the way she gaped open. The older man’s cum hadn’t yet started flowing out of her, but it would soon.

    “Get to work,” she said. “Clean up his load. Do as you’re told.”

    Dylan pressed his face between her plump, swollen pussy lips and pushed his tongue inside her. He found Richard’s cum and scooped it up. He swallowed. He cleaned another man’s load from her pussy and he did so as his cock continued to ache in its cage.

    “He’s eating your cum, Richard,” Adeline said.

    “You were right,” Richard said. “It was even more fun with him here. Thank you for suggesting it.”

    Dylan looked up at his girlfriend and she smiled. She’d said Richard was the one that wanted him there. She’d told a little white lie. She’d wanted him there. She’d wanted to cuckold him. Dylan wasn’t sure why she’d lied, but he found her desire to have him there exceptionally hot.

    “We should do this again,” Adeline said.

    “We should do it again tonight,” Richard replied. “I’m older than you, but I’m not that old. I can get it up again for someone as beautiful as you.”

    Adeline reached down and ran her fingers through Dylan’s hair. “I’d love to cum on that big cock of yours again, and I’m sure Dylan would appreciate the chance to clean another load from my pussy. We’ll stay as long as it takes.”

    She was right. Dylan felt like he was high as a kite and it was purely from the lust coursing through him. He’d happily stay all night for more of that kind of pleasure.
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    Dylan didn’t need to reference his phone to see which house the party was at. He could hear the music from halfway down the street. It struck him as surprising that the police hadn’t shown up yet, though a street full of frat houses was unlikely to register any complaints.

    The party was well under way by the time he arrived and no one bothered to check if he was on the invite list. It seemed to have devolved into a free for all of sorts. Anyone that wanted in was welcome to enter.

    Dylan grabbed a drink and roamed the party in search of Adeline. She’d invited him via text but hadn’t offered any details as to where she’d be. He’d sent a few messages but she hadn’t replied, which made him wonder if his girlfriend had already found someone to have a little fun with. Despite her relationship with Richard, Adeline wasn’t shy about hooking up with someone new if she thought he could offer her a thrilling sexual experience. She’d blossomed quite a bit in that way since they’d met.

    It had been two weeks since Dylan had been permitted to cum and the mere thought of Adeline enjoying another man at the party filled him with a mixture of desire and jealousy. He wanted to be the one to enjoy her in whatever way she’d permit it. They hadn’t had sex in nearly a month and he craved the wet, wondrous feeling of her pussy more than anything. He knew she was withholding to drive him mad and it was certainly working.

    “I’m upstairs,” Adeline texted him just as Dylan had nearly finished his search of the frat house’s main floor. “Come join us.”

    Dylan slipped his phone back into his pocket, chugged his drink, tossed the red cup aside and headed upstairs. He imagined walking in on his girlfriend indulging in her desire for another man. He imagined her letting him watch or even participate. He imagined his frustration being released via some sort of sexual climax. How it came didn’t matter. Dylan just wanted to cum.

    The first room Dylan passed by had a girl in a short, pleated skirt riding a guy. She had long red hair, meaning it definitely wasn’t Adeline, but Dylan took a few moments to watch as she worked the cock inside her with exceptional skill. It only served to increase the sense of arousal between his legs. He could clearly remember the last time Adeline had been on top during sex. He’d cum with such remarkable speed it had been a little embarrassing.

    The second room’s door was locked and Dylan figured Adeline wouldn’t have bothered texting him to come upstairs if she was just going to lock him out. The third was at the end of the hallway and when he peeked inside he saw his girlfriend sitting on a couch with her legs spread. There was a guy on his knees between them. Adeline had her hand on the back of his head and her eyes were closed. There was a beautiful smile on her face. The guy was going down on her and it looked very much like she was in control.

    Dylan felt an unexpected, overpowering sense of jealousy. It wasn’t that another guy was going down on her – Richard often went down on her – it was that Adeline appeared to be in charge. It looked like she was dominating the guy.

    Dylan stepped into the room and locked the door behind him. The guy between Adeline’s legs moved to look back but she grabbed a handful of his hair and said, “Don’t stop. Stay right there and worship my pussy like a good boy.”

    The guy did as he was told and Dylan stared at his girlfriend in disbelief. Why was she playing with a seemingly submissive guy? Why did she need that in her life?

    “I’m glad you came,” Adeline said to Dylan as the guy between her legs continued to work her pussy.

    “What are you doing?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline closed her eyes and her head rolled back and rested against the couch cushion as she unleashed a long, low moan. She ran her fingers through the hair of the guy between her legs and Dylan clenched his fists as he tried to fight off the insecurity that rose up in him. The last thing he expected to see was another guy submitting to Adeline and it proved to be an exceptionally unpleasant experience.

    “Adeline…please,” Dylan said.

    Adeline opened her eyes and smiled at him. “What does it look like I’m doing?”

    “It looks like you’re dominating someone else,” Dylan replied.

    Again she moaned as the guy between her legs continued to worship her pussy. “You’re very perceptive,” she said.

    Dylan wanted to grab the guy by the hair and drag him out of the room. Part of him wondered if that’s what Adeline wanted too. Was she trying to get him to assert his place as her submissive, or was she asserting her place as a dominant woman with the freedom to do as she pleased?

    “Why?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline gently pushed the guy from between her legs and he sat back on his knees and stared at her. Dylan stared at her slippery pussy lips and wished he could be on his knees in front of her. He wished he had the taste of her on his tongue. He wished he’d been the one whose hair she was pulling.

    “You’re the only man I’ve ever really dominated, Dylan,” Adeline said as she slipped two fingers deep into her pussy. “For a while that was all I needed. For a while it was all I thought I would ever need.”

    Adeline pulled her fingers from her pussy and rubbed them over the lips of the guy in front of her. He opened his mouth and she slipped her fingers into his tongue. He sucked them clean, just as Dylan had done before.

    “This is John,” Adeline said. “And he’s a very good boy, just like you, Dylan.”

    “Then why do you need to play with him?” Dylan asked.

    “Because it’s fun to play with a new toy,” Adeline replied as she pushed her fingers deep enough into John’s mouth to make him gag. “Because John is new to submission and I like the idea of being the one to get to break him in. Because I like the idea of making you experience true jealousy. Isn’t that what you’re feeling right now, Dylan?”

    “Yes,” Dylan said. He’d felt a form of jealousy every time Adeline fucked someone else, but there was pleasure mixed in with it. That wasn’t the case as he watched his girlfriend slide her fingers in and out of John’s mouth. The only thing Dylan wanted was to be John. He wanted to be the one whose mouth was being fucked. He wanted to be the one sucking the juices off her fingers.

    “Take your clothes off, Dylan,” Adeline ordered.

    Dylan did as his girlfriend desired and Adeline pulled her fingers from John’s mouth and plunged them into her pussy once more.

    “Are you going to be a good boy for me, John?” Adeline asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” John replied.

    Adeline smiled. “I’ve never been called mistress before,” she said. “It sounds good coming from those eager lips of yours, though. Does it thrill you to call me mistress, John?”

    He nodded as Dylan lowered his underwear and stood fully naked by the door. His cock was mostly soft as the jealousy he felt offered very little in the way of pleasure.

    “Come here, Dylan,” Adeline said. “Sit next to me.”

    Dylan approached the couch and sat next to Adeline. He glanced at John and felt distinctly uncomfortable at making eye contact with the man he couldn’t help but consider a rival for the affections of his girlfriend.

    “Are you jealous, Dylan?” Adeline asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline smiled and reached out to guide John’s head between her legs once more. “Worship my pussy,” she demanded.

    John put his tongue to work as Dylan watched. Once again jealousy coursed through him, though now he suspected that Adeline was working to create that sensation.

    “Shouldn’t I get to play with anyone I want?” she asked.

    Dylan watched his girlfriend close her eyes and moan. Her thighs closed around John’s head and his tongue moved faster over Adeline’s clit. An unpleasant sense of powerlessness rose up in Dylan as he watched her offer another guy the chance to worship her pussy.

    “His tongue is wonderful,” Adeline said. “Would you like to sample it, Dylan?”

    “What?” Dylan asked.

    “John, I’d like you to suck Dylan’s cock,” Adeline said.

    “Yes, mistress,” John said.

    He moved from between Adeline’s legs and crawled in front of Dylan.

    “Wait, no,” Dylan said. “Don’t.”

    “Why not?” Adeline asked. “Wouldn’t you like a blowjob? Wouldn’t you like to feel John’s talented lips around your cock? Wouldn’t you like to feel him blow you until you flood his mouth with your load?”

    Dylan looked down at John and saw the desire on the other man’s face. He’d been in John’s position before. He knew what he was feeling. He knew the sense of lust that was no doubt coursing through him as he lived out his submissive fantasies.

    “Please, Adeline…I don’t want this…I don’t want a blowjob from John,” Dylan said.

    “Very well,” Adeline said. “John, remove your clothes.”

    John stood and stripped, revealing a remarkably large cock and a shockingly fit body in the process. He was almost fully erect and when Dylan looked at his girlfriend he saw a wild smile on her face.

    “Not all submissives have…well, below average cocks, as it turns out,” Adeline said. “John is quite well-endowed, as you can see. His size was obvious from the moment I first kissed him downstairs. His size is the reason he’s here with me. I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to fuck a submissive with a big cock. If I tell John to pound my pussy, will he be able to do it like I want? If I tell him to sit on the couch so I can ride his cock for as long as I want, will he be able to hold back on his orgasm until I’m finished?”

    Dylan was flaccid, but he knew that even if he was hard he wouldn’t match up to what John had between his legs. He felt a sudden rush of jealousy and overwhelming insecurity as he wondered if Adeline was ready to move on from him.

    “Do you think you can last, John? Can you hold out for as long as I require if I sit on your cock and ride you?” Adeline asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” John replied.

    Adeline stood and wrapped her fingers around John’s cock. “You’re such a good boy,” she said as he grew fully erect in her hand. “You got on her knees when I commanded you to and you ate my pussy without question. You used that talented tongue of yours to make me feel good and you would have sucked Dylan’s cock were he not afraid of what it might mean to have your mouth around his dick. That sort of dedication deserves a reward.”

    Dylan felt a sense of panic rise up in him. “He can go down on me,” he said. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said no. He can go down on me.”

    Adeline responded by kissing John. Her mouth opened and their tongues entwined as Dylan witnessed his girlfriend seemingly embrace her passion for a new submissive. Agony twisted his stomach and his heart pounded as he felt like everything he’d had was being stripped away.

    “Get on your knees, Dylan,” Adeline said as she continued to stroke John’s cock.

    Dylan slid off the couch and fell to his knees in front of his girlfriend and her new submissive.

    “Have you ever had a man’s lips around your cock, John?” she asked.

    “No, mistress,” John replied.

    Adeline turned to Dylan and said, “Suck his cock, Dylan.”

    Dylan looked up at his girlfriend. He studied her face for some sign that she had no intention of tossing him aside in favor of a submissive like John. He tried to find some indication that she hadn’t just been toying with him since the start of their relationship. He couldn’t decipher her expression, though. The only conclusion he came to was that she was aroused.

    Dylan crawled in front of John and took the submissive’s cock in his mouth. He gave a blowjob like he’d given many others, though this particular experience felt far more humiliating.

    “Suck the cock that’s going to fuck me, Dylan,” Adeline said. “Suck the cock I’m going to ride for my pleasure. Suck the cock that’s going to stretch out my pussy while you watch. Suck John’s cock and help give him the reward that a good submissive deserves.”

    Dylan wondered if he’d be the one about to fuck his girlfriend if he’d simply let John give him a blowjob. If he’d simply done as Adeline desired, perhaps he would be the one standing next to her with a wet mouth around his cock. There was no way of knowing, for he hadn’t made that particular decision.

    “That’s enough,” Adeline said.

    She directed John to the couch and pushed hard on his chest. He fell back and sat with his cock pointing towards the ceiling. Adeline straddled him, lifted her skirt, and sank her pussy onto it.

    “Watch, Dylan,” she said. “Watch me ride his big cock. Watch John service my needs. Watch me use him for my pleasure.”

    Adeline rode John slowly at first. She lifted her pussy off of his cock and sank down over and over and Dylan watched it all. He watched the way her pussy lips seemed to cling to his shaft and the way her ass cheeks bounced just a little bit each time she took John inside her.

    She sped up as her moans got louder. She alternated between bouncing on his cock and grinding back and forth, offering herself dual pleasures while using him just like she said she would. Dylan watched as jealousy and anxiety mixed inside him. He watched and wondered if his girlfriend had found someone new, if she’d advanced as a domme to the point where she didn’t need Dylan anymore.

    It didn’t take long for Adeline to have the orgasm that John’s tongue had no doubt helped her approach. She climaxed on the cock inside her, holding John’s head to her chest and moaning loudly as the pleasure ripped through her body, leaving her thighs and ass trembling. John remained still on the couch throughout, seemingly happy to have his cock be used for the pleasure of the woman he’d found satisfaction in submitting to.

    “Thank you,” Adeline said as she climbed off his cock.

    “It was my pleasure, mistress,” John said.

    Adeline sat next to John and smiled at Dylan. “Finish him with your mouth,” she said. “He deserves a reward for making me feel good and you’re going to provide it. Suck his cock until he cums in your mouth and make sure you swallow every drop.”

    Dylan crawled between John’s legs and took the cock into his mouth. He sucked his girlfriend’s juices off of it. He offered all the pleasure he knew how to give.

    “Does that feel good, John? Is Dylan a good cocksucker?” Adeline asked.

    “Yes, mistress, he’s quite good,” John replied.

    “Are you going to cum in his mouth?” she asked. “Are you going to give him a delicious load of cum to swallow?”

    “Yes, mistress,” John said.

    Though he was filled with worry that Adeline had discovered a better submissive, Dylan refused to relent. He sucked John’s cock in an effort to prove that he could be a good sub for Adeline. He sucked cock with the intention of being rewarded with a load of cum that he would swallow as his girlfriend desired.

    John’s breathing got heavier and faster. Adeline encouraged him to flood Dylan’s mouth with his load as the sounds of cocksucking filled the room. Dylan’s head bobbed up and down in the submissive’s lap as he sucked for all he was worth.

    Before long, loud groans of pleasure reverberated around the room as John unloaded in Dylan’s mouth. He caught the thick, salty load and kept his lips sealed tight around the cock until John was finished.

    “Show me,” Adeline said.

    Dylan opened his mouth and showed Adeline the thick load that rested on his tongue.

    “Swallow,” she demanded.

    Dylan swallowed the cum.

    Adeline turned to John and gave him a long, lingering kiss that filled Dylan with a potent mixture of jealousy, anxiety, and fury.

    “Thank you for being a good sub,” Adeline whispered. “You may leave now.”

    John stood, quickly dressed, and left the room. Adeline watched him walk about before turning her attention to Dylan, who remained on his knees at her feet.

    “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

    “No,” Dylan replied.

    “Why not?” Adeline asked.

    “Because it seems like you just broke up with me,” he answered. “Like John is the perfect submissive because he’s got a big cock and he calls you mistress and he’s willing to do just about anything, so why would you need me?”

    “There’s no doubt in my mind John would do absolutely anything I asked,” Adeline said. “But why would that mean I’m going to break up with you?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Dylan said. “I just seemed like because he’s better than me in some ways that you’d rather just trade me in for him.”

    Adeline leaned forward and smiled. She reached up and gently caressed Dylan’s face before planting a soft kiss on his lips. “Dylan, he’s a toy. His cock is lovely and it felt exquisite inside me, but John’s nothing more than a toy, just like Richard is a toy. They’re toys for me to play and experiment with. They’re toys for me to enjoy as I see fit as I learn about myself.”

    “Am I a toy?” Dylan asked.

    Adeline kissed him again, this time offering a hint of tongue. “No,” she said in a soft whisper. “You’re the man I love. You’re my submissive too, but you’re not a toy. Come here. Join me.”

    Adeline moved to her back on the couch and spread her legs. Dylan stood and crawled between them. They kissed as she moved her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. His cock grew erect in mere moments. Adeline reached down and took him inside her.

    “Make love to me,” she whispered. “Make love to your girlfriend. Make love to the girl that’s deeply in love with you.”

    Dylan’s jealousy and anxiety washed away as Adeline welcomed him into her body. They kissed as a deep sense of intimacy and pleasure replaced the unpleasant feelings that had plagued him since he’d walked into the frat party.

    “I love you, Dylan,” Adeline whispered. “I love you and I’m not letting you go.”

    Dylan kissed her again. Adeline gently sucked on his tongue and he felt his orgasm approaching. After so long without a release there was little chance he was going to last long now that she’d taken him inside her, and with his confidence restored there was nothing holding him back from cumming.

    “Cum inside me,” Adeline said. “Cum inside me, Dylan.”

    Dylan surrendered to his girlfriend’s desire and unleashed his load inside her. She wrapped her legs around him and dug her fingers into his ass while gently sucking on his neck as he closed his eyes and let the bliss of a great orgasm surround him.

    Adeline caressed his face in the aftermath of Dylan’s orgasm. Her skin was warm and soft and her touch confident and gentle.

    “You have nothing to worry about, Dylan,” she said. “I’ll always be yours. You may not always enjoy what I want you to do, but it’s a submissive’s role to do as his domme desires, isn’t it?”

    Dylan nodded. “I’m sorry I doubted you,” he said.

    “You don’t have to apologize,” she said. “We’re both still figuring this out. I can tell that I’m changing and I think you’re changing with me. Let’s both agree that we want to change and grow together, though. I know I have a good thing with you, Dylan. I know you’re the right person for me, that I want to be with you.”

    “I feel the same way,” Dylan replied.

    “I love you, Dylan,” she said.

    He smiled. “I love you too.”

    “You’re mine?” she asked.

    “I am. For as long as you want me,” Dylan replied.

    Adeline caressed his face and softly kissed his lips. “Good boy,” she said.

    She put her arms around him and held him close. Dylan tucked his head into the crook of her neck as his cock went soft inside her. Her embrace was warm and comforting and he could have remained in her arms forever.

    “I’d like you to clean your mess out of me,” Adeline said.

    Dylan smiled and pulled out. “Of course.”

    He kissed his way down her body, showing special attention to her breasts and eliciting a few sensual moans. Dylan took his place between her legs and looked up to see a smile on Adeline’s face. He pushed his tongue inside her and licked up his cum. She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair before grabbing a handful.

    “That’s a good boy,” Adeline said. “Lick up your mess. Clean my pussy.”

    Dylan did as he was told. He did as his girlfriend and domme desired, just as he would always do. He knew it wouldn’t always be pleasant, but Dylan was always going to do whatever it took to be the submissive Adeline deserved.

    The End.

  
    Serving the Cuckoldress Next Door - Part 1

    Again the girl next door was having sex. Again her moans could be heard through the thin apartment walls. Again Pete was in bed, furiously masturbating as he shamelessly listened to what sounded like great sex.

    Her name was April. She’d lived in the apartment next door for six months. Pete could still remember the day she moved in. He was on his way back from the grocery store and came around the corner to see a slender figure of his new neighbor in tight, colorful yoga pants as she carried a box marked ‘kitchen’ into her new apartment.

    She was on her way out by the time he made it all the way down the white hallway with Mediterranean-style tile and stood at his door. “Hey, I’m April,” she said with a bubbly smile and stuck out her hand.

    Pete put down a bag of groceries and reached out to meet her hand and was instantly taken by how impossibly soft her skin was, “I’m Pete. Nice to meet you,” he offered.

    “You too, Pete.”

    A brief moment of awkwardness passed before he said, “Well, let me know if you need anything. The neighbors are all pretty nice and the manager is way better at her job than most, so you shouldn’t run into any problems.”

    “Yeah, she was really nice when I was looking at the place,” April said with a smile as she turned down the hallway and walked back to her U-Haul. She turned and said, “I’m sure we’ll see each other again, Pete.”

    They’d walk by each other occasionally or say hi in the laundry room, but the relationship never elevated past the kind of casual acquaintanceship neighbors often have. That didn’t stop Pete from fantasizing about her though. She was young, beautiful, and always seemed so happy. She wasn’t shy about dressing in a way that enhanced her body, either.

    Yoga pants, especially those with colorful prints, were a frequent part of her ensemble, which made her a perfect fit for Los Angeles. Pete couldn’t help but stare when he thought she wasn’t looking as he attempted to take as many mental photographs as possible of her ass.

    She’d only been there a week when the moans started. It was a little after 11 p.m. and Pete was swiping through a seemingly endless stream of potential Tinder matches when the muffled but distinct sound of pleasure caught his attention. He put down his phone to listen and there was no question his new neighbor was in the midst of a round of naughty fun.

    He imagined April naked in her bed with her legs spread and a toy against her clit. He imagined his beautiful neighbor playing with her perky breasts as she arched her back and moaned, her body tingling as her orgasm approached. It was the images playing out in his head that inspired Pete to push down his shorts and pull out his cock. He joined in on the masturbatory fun, though unlike April, he kept quiet. His climax followed soon after hers, and he couldn’t help but feel a little guilty for being an aural voyeur.

    The guilt never lasted long enough to stop Pete from masturbating with his neighbor. He developed a Pavlovian response where he’d pull out his cock without thinking about it as soon as her telltale moans began.

    Two months after his first session of stroking to his neighbor’s lusty moans, things changed. It wasn’t just moaning now. She was clearly talking, and talking to someone that was fucking her. Most of her words were too muffled to make out, but sometimes Pete picked up a word or two. He’d hear her yell “Fuck me” or “Fuck me harder” or “I’m going to cum.” Whenever April got particularly passionate the words came through loud and clear.

    She’d clearly found a boyfriend, because from that point on it was almost exclusively sex noises, and they sure did fuck a lot. On an almost daily basis his neighbor and her man got it on, resulting in the beautiful sounds of lust coming through Pete’s bedroom walls. He was almost always there to masturbate, too. Though he still felt a sense of guilt after orgasm, it had turned into a pleasurable enterprise for him.

    While stroking to the sounds of April getting fucked he imagined what was happening just a few feet away in her bedroom. He saw her tits bouncing as she rode her man. He saw her beautiful ass while the guy fucked her from behind. He saw the look of pleasure on her face as she climaxed and screamed in pleasure. His fantasies got more detailed as the weeks rolled by, to the point that he felt a little awkward seeing her around the apartment complex.

    Pete couldn’t help but imagine April naked and getting fucked in her bed when they’d run into each other in the laundry room or the parking garage. One afternoon they spent an awkward couple of minutes waiting for the elevator up to their floor engaging in stilted conversation while his imagination conjured an image of her getting fucked. He could feel his cock growing stiff as they tried their best to pass the time with small talk, and all he could do was hold his laptop bag over his crotch and hope she didn’t notice.

    Everything changed when Pete woke one morning to find someone had slipped a note under his door. It read, “I know you’ve been listening to me fuck, you naughty boy. We should talk – April.”

    Pete panicked. How could she have known? He never made noise while he masturbated to her. He’d never told anyone about his neighbor’s naughty sex noises. He couldn’t imagine any way in which she’d discovered his dirty little habit, but she had.

    He wasn’t sure what to do. Her door was six feet away from his; there was no way to avoid seeing her and moving out just to avoid her was ridiculous. He sat on the couch, the note still in his hand, and contemplated what to do, his mind unable to conjure a reasonable solution. As it turned out, he wouldn’t need one.

    A soft knock on the door startled Pete and without thinking he rushed over and opened it. A smile from his beautiful brunette neighbor greeted him as she walked in without being invited, brushing against him as she moved into his living room.

    Pete stood at the door, frozen with panic. His first instinct was to run so he could avoid what would surely be a painfully embarrassing conversation, but instead he stayed locked in place, like his feet were stuck in cement.

    “Pete, come sit with me,” April said as she sat down and patted the couch cushion next to her.

    Reluctantly, he made his way over and joined her. She was dressed in a pair of pink yoga pants and a loose sleeveless tank top that showed a little of her pink bra. As always, she was irresistibly attractive.

    “So,” she started, “Do you want to know how I found out you’ve been listening to me fuck?”

    Unable to muster the words, Pete nodded his head and April smiled as she began, “It was the fire. Well, not the fire I suppose, but the warning about it that ran on TV.”

    There’d recently been a fire in the hills to the east of their neighborhood and a warning to all nearby residents was broadcast on TV. Preceding that warning was an exceedingly loud emergency broadcast signal. Pete had thought nothing of it at the time.

    “I didn’t have my TV on, but it sounded like that warning broadcast was coming from my bedroom. That’s when I suspected you could hear the fun I’ve been having. I tend to get loud, after all.” She smiled at him, leaning over to let her tank top fall forward and expose just a hint of cleavage. “Combine that with the fact that you’ve seemed weird the last couple of months and it all fit together. You’ve been listening to me fuck, haven’t you?” she asked.

    Pete had expected April to be furious, but she seemed oddly calm, and confident too. It was as if she wasn’t at all bothered by it, which is why he didn’t bother denying it. “Yes,” he said sheepishly as he looked down at his hands.

    “Pete, look at me,” April said with kindness in her voice. When his eyes met hers she continued, “It’s okay. I’m not mad.”

    “You’re not?” he asked. “Why?”

    She smiled and said, “You seem like a nice guy, not a perv. I think you’re a little lonely – you don’t seem to have a girlfriend – and I don’t see the harm in you having some fun as long as you’re not going to turn into a creepy stalker. You’re not going to do that, are you Pete?” she asked while holding his gaze.

    “No, of course not,” Pete answered.

    “Normally I wouldn’t have said anything, but I think we can have a little fun.”

    Pete asked, hesitantly, “What kind of fun?”

    April moved closer to Pete, closing the space between them and pressing her leg against his as she explained what she had in mind.

    “When I lived in San Francisco I dated a guy that loved to be dominated. He got off on being my submissive and I really came to enjoy that part of our relationship. Having a man worship me was more fun than I ever thought it could be. It didn’t work out in the end, obviously, but I can’t help but miss dominating him, and I thought you could help me with that.”

    Pete was stunned. Of all the ways he thought this conversation might go, this was not one of them. Sitting so close to the girl he’d been fantasizing about for months had left his senses overwhelmed. The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils, her hair looked impossibly soft and shiny, and her thigh pressed against his felt better than he could have imagined.

    “What…what would that involve?” he stammered.

    April reached out and caressed his knee, offering Pete the kind of soothing comfort he seemed to need. “I can promise you it will be fun for both of us. For now, it will mean tending to me after I’ve been with a guy.”

    “Tending to you?” Pete asked, his curiosity sufficiently piqued by her vagueness.

    “My ex-boyfriend, the submissive, introduced me to cuckolding, and I found it satisfying in a way that I think surpassed even his lofty, fetish-fueled expectations. Do you know what cuckolding is, Pete?” April asked as her hand moved a few inches up his thigh.

    “No,” Pete answered honestly. He’d seen the word cuck thrown around online, usually by assholes in hate-filled comment sections, but that was his only exposure to the term.

    April’s hand slowly continued its journey up Pete’s thigh as she leaned closer to explain. “It’s when a woman fucks other men while her boyfriend or husband stays loyal, though there’s so much more fun you can have. With my ex, I would fuck whoever I wanted and he would eagerly await my return, or he’d be there watching as another man’s cock brought me to multiple orgasms.”

    By now her fingers were inches away from Pete’s crotch and his heart was pounding. His cock had already stirred to life in anticipation of being touched by the goddess sitting next to him.

    “Here’s what I want from you: I’ll text you the next time someone is coming over to fuck me and you’ll sit in your bed and listen. You will not masturbate. After he leaves I’ll come over, sit on your couch, and have you worship my pussy. That was my favorite thing about cuckolding my ex. He loved to lick me after someone else had been inside me. He loved to taste the aftermath of a good fucking and I couldn’t get enough of his tongue. How does that sound, Pete?”

    April’s hand had moved between Pete’s legs by that point and she was gently rubbing his now-hard cock. His mind was foggy with desire and he couldn’t help but say yes in hopes that she’d keep playing with him.

    “I’d like that very much,” he said through heavy breaths.

    A serious look came over her face and she stopped rubbing him. “Miss April. I’d like that very much, Miss April. Say it,” April said as she squeezed his cock a little too hard for comfort.

    Pete winced in pain and acquiesced to her demand, “I’d like that very much, Miss April.”

    She smiled and went back to stroking him through his pants, delivering the steady drip of pleasure he wanted so badly. With a satisfied smile on her face, April leaned forward and whispered into his ear, “Good boy. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

    After taking Pete’s number she went back to her apartment, leaving him alone on the couch with a hard cock. He masturbated immediately, thinking of April’s gentle touch against his crotch and of worshiping her pussy. He imagined tasting her wetness and hearing her moans up close and personal and it wasn’t long before he climaxed.

    Doubts flooded his mind as soon as the pleasures of his climax receded. Was he really going to submit to April? Was he really going to lick her pussy right after someone else had been inside her? Was he really going to be her cuckold, whatever that meant?

    Just a few hours later she texted him:

    April: I’ll bet you stroked that cock of yours as soon as I left. Did you think of my pussy while you masturbated? Did you think of licking my perfect shaved pussy and making me cum? Did you think about me moaning for you?

    As he read her filthy missive, Pete’s cock came to life. Despite his misgivings, he couldn’t help but be aroused by his neighbor and the emergence of her dominance. He texted her back:

    Pete: Yes Miss April.

    April: Good boy.

    Later another text came in:

    April: I have someone coming over tonight. He’s going to fuck me while you listen and you’re going to lick me after he’s done. You’re going to do a cuckold’s duty and lick Miss April’s pussy after another man has been inside her. Do you understand?

    Pete: I understand, Miss April.

    By that point, eight hours after his early afternoon orgasm, Pete’s misgivings had mostly evaporated. It was easy for a 25 year old to recharge his sexual batteries, and Pete was raring to go.

    At 10:30 p.m. he received a text instructing him to go to the bedroom and listen to the sounds of hot sex coming through the thin walls. She was very clear that he was not to masturbate while he listened. He was to be a good boy and only listen to Miss April getting fucked as he imagined what it would look like and how hot it was going to be to lick her pussy after her lover was done.

    It seemed she was putting on a show for her neighbor, as her moans and exhortations for her lover to fuck her were louder than usual. Most of her lusty words came through clearly and Pete’s cock throbbed as he fought off the urge to masturbate. He knew he’d cum quickly, but he denied himself the pleasure. He knew Miss April would be upset if he disobeyed her.

    It was no more than five minutes after the sex ended that April was at his door. He opened it to find his beautiful neighbor in a black satin robe and stockings, her face and chest flushed in her post orgasmic bliss.

    He beckoned her in and she brushed past him, lingering momentarily to tease the bare skin of his arms with the soft satin covering her breasts. Pete savored the feeling and his eyes drifted to her bottom as she sauntered over to the couch.

    “On your knees,” April ordered.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete said as he eagerly obeyed.

    He looked up at the girl standing in front of him and took a moment to appreciate her beauty. Her blue eyes and long, wavy, soft brown hair were perfect, and even a hint of her smile was enough to thrill him. Her perky breasts were impossible to ignore and he’d always been captivated by her ass. He smiled up at her, momentarily lost in a sense of worshipful bliss, and she gently ran her fingers through his hair.

    “Are you ready to do your duty, my sweet submissive?” she asked in a gentle, loving tone.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete responded.

    “Good boy,” April said as she sat on the couch and slowly spread her legs. The black satin of her robe dropped down, covering her pussy and denying Pete the pleasure of seeing what his tongue longed to lick.

    April beckoned him with her finger, “Come closer,” she said.

    He crawled between her legs and could feel the heat from her thighs against his cheeks.

    “Tell me what you want,” April asked.

    “I want to lick your pussy, Miss April,” Pete answered as he stared into her beautiful blue eyes.

    “You only want to lick it?” she responded.

    Pete corrected himself, “I want to worship your pussy, Miss April.”

    “Good boy,” she said while lifting the sliver of black satin that covered her pussy out of the way.

    Her labia were red and swollen, the result of the passionate, hard fucking she’d just received. As April pushed her hips forward and brought her pussy closer to his face, Pete admired how wet she still was. At that moment there was nothing in the world he wanted more than to taste her.

    The gentle urging of her hand on the back of his head brought Pete to her pussy and he instinctively dove inside. Warmth and wetness enveloped his tongue as he gently licked and he tasted a hint of latex left behind by the condom her lover wore.

    “Lick my pussy. Be a good boy and lick my pussy clean of all those juices,” April urged her submissive while pulling him tight against her pelvis. His nose pressed into the flesh above her clit as he continued to explore her.

    Pete reveled in the taste on his tongue. It was slightly salty – likely from the sweat generated by a good 20 minutes of fucking – and a little bit sweet. Her hand was tight in his hair, just enough to cause a hint of pain while exerting her control over him. Her thighs pressed against either side of his head, making him feel pleasantly confined in a truly happy place.

    When she pulled him away from her pussy he felt a momentary sense of loss and desperation to be back between her legs and giving her pleasure.

    “On the floor. On your back,” April commanded and without hesitation Pete obeyed.

    She stood over him as Pete looked up, offering an irresistible view of the smooth pussy he’d so eagerly licked.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asked, looking down at her submissive.

    “Yes. Please let me taste you. Please let me taste your pussy, Miss April,” he begged, now fully immersed in his first experience with submission.

    “Good boy,” she said before dropping to her knees and sitting on Pete’s face.

    April moved her hips back and forth as her labia spread over his mouth and nose and left him covered in her slick juices. He licked her feverishly as she rode his face, soaking up as much of her as he could.

    As her orgasm grew near, April leaned forward, closed her eyes, and concentrated on rubbing her clit over his tongue. Beneath her, Pete was in a place of submissive bliss as this beautiful girl he’d fantasized about for months was sitting on his face and using him to cum.

    “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!” she cried out before grabbing a handful of Pete’s hair and holding his head still while she climaxed.

    In the immediate aftermath of her orgasm April leaned back, giving her submissive a perfect view of the smooth, soaking wet pussy he’d just tongue fucked. He stared in awe, completely lost in the overwhelming sexual experience she’d just guided him through.
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    That night, after she’d ridden Pete’s face to orgasm, April sat in bed and savored the erotic satisfaction of dominating a man again. Her ex had introduced her to a sexual pleasure she never would have considered otherwise.

    She felt her body tingling with pleasure in a way she hadn’t experienced since they’d broken up. Dominating a worthy man was intoxicating and Pete was perfect. His ignorance of cuckolding seemed genuine to her and he’d clearly never been dominated by a girl before. That was why it was so exciting when he eagerly sank to his knees to worship her. That was why April was turned on again and couldn’t help but slip a hand into her panties to bring on yet another orgasm.

    She thought of Pete as she masturbated, though this time she kept quiet. She didn’t want to give her newly discovered submissive a show without him having earned it. With her eyes closed, April gently rubbed her clit and flashed back to the fun she’d had with her submissive ex-boyfriend that had introduced her to cuckolding and female domination.

      

    His name was Warren. They’d met in line at a Starbucks. He flirted skillfully, asked her out on a date, and she happily agreed. He was smart and charming and they clicked immediately. They slept together after the fourth date and April couldn’t help but find it a little disappointing. She liked him though and figured a slightly below average sexual encounter was no reason to blow up a promising relationship.

    April figured she could help Warren get better. In the past she’d shown guys the keys to making her cum like she wanted, but it wasn’t working. After a month she’d resolved to say something, but he beat her to the punch.

    The conversation happened over dinner at his place. April was going to break up with him and had come up with a fairly generic “it’s not you, it’s me” speech to let him down easy, but he ended up changing her mind.

    It was Warren’s raw, unfiltered honesty that caught her attention. “I know the sex isn’t good enough. I’m sorry about that.” April was surprised enough to nearly choke on the bite of chicken in her mouth. It was the one thing she hadn’t planned for, so she was momentarily speechless. Warren filled the gap. “It’s not the first time this has happened. I’m not built for a normal relationship.”

    That caught April’s attention. “What kind of relationship are you built for, then?” she asked with genuine curiosity.

    Warren took a long sip from his glass of wine and followed it with a deep breath before he began. “I’m a submissive.” Completely honest, again. “It’s what satisfies me most, sexually speaking. It’s what I want from a relationship. I want...I need to be with someone dominant.” 

    He looked down at his plate as a wave of embarrassment washed over him. April felt a sudden sense of warmth and a desire to soothe his shame. She reached across the table and took his hand in hers. “It’s okay. You don’t have to be embarrassed. We live in San Francisco. It’s not like this is the first time I’ve heard of a man wanting to be a submissive.”

    April had been exposed to the kinky side of sex mostly through a handful of her gay friends, but it wasn’t at all surprising to hear a straight man claim a desire that fell outside the norm. 

    Because she liked Warren and to that point their relationship was working well outside of the sex, April encouraged him to tell her everything. She’d heard a little about domination and submission, but she was largely unfamiliar with how it actually worked, so they spent the evening discussing it over a bottle of wine. 

    Warren detailed his history of sexual frustrations and repeated failures to provide what his girlfriend was looking for in the bedroom. He talked about the few women he’d dated that were willing to dominate him. As the evening wore on April felt like a new world was opening up to her. She felt like Warren was baring his soul and letting her get to know him in a way few women had ever been permitted to do. 

    As midnight neared April entwined her fingers with Warren’s and asked, “What’s your ultimate submissive fantasy, if you have one?”

    After a brief pause he answered. “To go down on you after you’ve had sex with someone else.”

    April’s eyes went wide as she sipped her wine, largely because it struck her as something no man would ever consider. Yet here was her boyfriend saying it was his ultimate fantasy. Something clicked for April in that moment. She realized how significant it was for Warren to share all of this with her and just how much of a risk he was taking. She decided he deserved a reward.

    As Warren watched, April put her wine glass on the coffee table and stood in front of him. “Pull down my panties,” she said in a decisively commanding tone. They had a momentary staring contest as he tried to discern if she was being serious before Warren put his glass next to hers on the coffee table and reached under her skirt to pull down the black lace panties she’d worn that evening.

    Their eyes remained locked as she stepped towards her boyfriend and put her hand on the back of his head. Acting largely on instinct, April lifted her skirt and pulled Warren towards her, wordlessly ordering him to lick her pussy.

    He complied and extended his tongue to lick her clit and offer the pleasure they both sought. He’d always been very good with his mouth, but this was different. It was better, as if feeling submissive unlocked the pussy worshipper in him. April put one foot on the couch to offer him easier access to her clit and tightened her grip in his hair. He moaned into her pussy and feverishly licked her clit with his talented tongue. Soon an orgasm washed over her.

    Sitting on the couch in the aftermath of her climax April noticed his erection. Normally she would have unzipped her boyfriend’s pants and tended to his desire, but Warren was different. He was a submissive and based on what he’d shared with her that evening it would be just as pleasurable for him to be denied any sort of direct stimulation of his cock.

    Buoyed by her experience that evening, April decided she would try dominating Warren. He was happy to provide her with a plethora of websites to visit for research purposes and she read them all. She was driven partly by a desire to give Warren what he wanted and partly by how much she’d enjoyed the small taste of domination she’d gotten that evening at his apartment. 

    It felt good to take control, even a little, and have him go down on her like that. It felt good to take a handful of his hair and press him into her pussy. It was a simple thing, but the notion that he was going down on her simply because making her cum was what satisfied him was electrifying.

    Because of that, April eagerly researched female domination, submissive men, and cuckolding. Nothing turned Warren on more than submitting to a woman that found pleasure in sleeping with other men while her boyfriend waited at home, watched, or even participated in a variety of ways, and April wanted to know more about it.

    It turned out that Warren was far from the only man with such a fantasy. The world of cuckolding was rather massive and the internet was full of communities of men eager to see their wives and girlfriends fucking other guys. The more she read, the more April felt like she wanted to give it a try. She was more than willing to dominate Warren and would even try cuckolding him if the right situation came along.

    Warren’s first cuckolding happened with a dildo. It was less than a month after his confession and April wanted to get him something special for his birthday. She could have bought him tickets to a Giants game or treated him to a hotel for the night, but she knew that playing to his kinky desires was the birthday present he’d value most.

    She’d bought an eight inch, lifelike dildo online the week before and had already used it a few times when his birthday rolled around. Warren was in her bed as she emerged from the bathroom naked with a naughty smile on her face and the dildo in her hand. “I’m going to cuckold you tonight,” she said while rubbing the tip of the toy between her breasts and down her stomach.

    Warren sat up in bed with a big smile and an eager look on his face. “Do you want to watch your girlfriend get fucked, honey?” April asked as she slowly moved towards him.

    “Oh my God, yes,” he said.

    April could already see a tent forming in his pants. “You’ll have to be a good boy and do as I say if you want this to happen. Will you be a good boy?” She reached the side of the bed as Warren’s eyes darted between April’s naked body and the dildo in her hand.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good boy,” he answered eagerly.

    “Good. Now take your clothes off,” she ordered. “And no touching your cock unless I say so.” As April watched, her boyfriend feverishly pulled off his clothes and tossed them aside. His cock was standing at full attention, betraying his eagerness to play with his newly dominant girlfriend.

    “Sit.” April pointed at the edge of the bed directly in front of her and Warren followed her order quickly. “Good boy.” His wide-eyed stare was sweet and full of wonder. His submission was intoxicating as a sense of power surged through her. She stepped closer and his legs opened to allow her between them. Warren reached up to touch her but she quickly admonished him. “No touching. Only when I give you permission.” His hands dropped to the bed.

    “Kiss my breasts,” April said in a soft voice as she gently pulled his head to her chest. His lips were soft against her skin as he gave her long, slow kisses. “Suck them.” His tongue flicked back and forth over her nipples and she instantly felt a surge of desire in her loins. “Good boy,” April offered as she caressed his head.

    Pushing him away from her breasts, April looked down at her submissive boyfriend and said, “I need you to get me wet for my lover. His cock is rather large and I don’t want it to hurt when he fucks me.” Warren shuddered just a little as the words left her lips. She’d hit a submissive sweet spot.

    At her urging he dropped to his knees in front of April and worshiped her pussy. He started with gentle licks and as the volume of her moans increased he picked up the pace. It felt so good she didn’t want him to stop, but there was so much more fun to have and there would be plenty of time for orgasms before the evening was through.

    “Good boy,” April said as she pushed his head away from the pussy he craved so strongly. “He’s going to fuck me now. My lover is going to fuck me and you’re going to watch. I’m going to cuckold you.” Again Warren shuddered as his cock bounced with desire. Domination seemed to come naturally to her.

    “I want you on your knees on the floor. I want you to watch as he fucks me. I want you to watch as my pussy opens up for him. I want you to watch as I offer my body to him. There will be no pussy for you tonight. My lover is the only one that gets to feel me, that gets to fill me, that gets to fuck me.”

    April knew that Warren wanted nothing more than to grab his cock and masturbate to what would assuredly be a quick orgasm. He was not permitted to do so though and he wouldn’t dream of disobeying his girlfriend and mistress, particularly when she was being so good to him for his birthday.

    April sat on the edge of the bed, leaned back, and spread her legs to give Warren a perfect close up view of her pussy. She rubbed the head of the long and thick lifelike dildo over her pussy lips and around the entrance to get it nice and wet before gently pushing it inside. 

    While her boyfriend watched from his knees, April fucked herself silly. At first she went slow, but it felt too good not to speed up. She rubbed her clit in concert with the deep dildo thrusts and soon felt an orgasm approaching. “He’s going to make me cum, Warren. His big cock is going to make me cum,” she screamed as the climax washed over her.

    After taking a few moments to recover April looked down at her boyfriend and said, “Lick my pussy, cuckold. Clean me.”

    Warren eagerly moved between her legs and did as he was told. He smartly stayed away from her sensitive clit to start and instead let his tongue dive inside of her to taste her juices. April felt him suck gently on her labia and when given the command he moved to her clit and licked her to a second orgasm. They shared a wet kiss after she’d climaxed yet again and April invited him to join her in the bed for a birthday handjob and orgasm.

    Later, after Warren had fallen asleep, April listened to his quiet breathing as she contemplated the sheer pleasure of the evening. She hadn’t expected to enjoy dominating him so thoroughly. She certainly hadn’t expected cuckolding play to provide such a pleasurable orgasm. She thought she was giving him the birthday gift of his dreams, but it turns out she’d enjoyed it just as much, if not more. 

    Over the next six months they traveled down an increasingly kinky path together. April made a hotel date with another guy and fucked him while Warren watched from a chair at the foot of the bed. She eventually found a fuck buddy that was happy to come over for sex whenever she wanted and didn’t mind her boyfriend being there to watch.

    Warren’s cock ended up in a chastity device as April’s lust for control increased. She started him out with just a few hours at a time and eventually had him go weeks between releases. The deeper they went into the D/s part of their relationship, the more it turned her on.

    When April suggested a butt plug, Warren hesitated for the first time. Anal play held no allure for him, but it did for her. Getting her submissive cuckold to agree to something that didn’t particularly turn him on only increased April’s lust. Soon all she could think of was ways to push him further.

    It was her suggestion that he suck cock that eventually broke the spell she’d cast over Warren. He’d been willing to go along with everything, even getting pegged while in chastity. It had all felt good, but he told April that taking another man’s cock in his mouth was just too much.

    Ultimately, April felt horrible for pushing him too far in such a brief period of time. She’d gotten lost in her lust for power and had alienated a guy she genuinely liked and would probably have fallen in love with. Just a month after their breakup she got a job offer in Los Angeles, and with nothing to keep her in San Francisco she decided to take the chance at a fresh start.

      

    That lust for power was on her mind once more as another orgasm approached. Reliving the intense experiences with Warren had turned her on immensely and she couldn’t hold off. She came hard and relished the blissful feeling that overtook her body in the moments after her climax.

    She didn’t know Pete well enough to discern if he would be anything more than a plaything to her, but she was determined not to make the same mistakes. He was clearly not averse to submission, but she’d have to go slowly. Her biggest misstep with Warren was ignoring his discomfort in favor of servicing her needs. April was ready to be a better domme with her new submissive.
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    Pete had trouble sleeping the night of his first cuckold encounter with April. Part of him was already hooked on the idea of serving her and he badly wanted a repeat of the night’s events. Another part of him was horrified at everything that had happened and wanted no part of anything like it ever again.

    The twinge of arousal he felt between his legs every time he relived the events of the night made it obvious which part of him would win. Despite his discomfort at having licked April’s pussy so soon after another man had been inside her, the arousal was undeniable and unstoppable.

    He wondered how she knew he’d like it, if she even did. Did she sense something about him? Did he give off the vibe of a guy that would be into that kind of thing? Was she just guessing when she informed him of her plans?

    It was those thoughts and so many others that made it difficult for him to sleep, so he grabbed his phone and made use of the time he suddenly had on his hands. The popularity of cuckolding was the first surprise. A shocking number of guys were into the idea of their wives and girlfriends fucking other men.

    As Pete read through blogs, Tumblrs, social media posts and cuckold stories it felt like a new world opened up in front of him. His sex life up to that point had been what he thought of as normal, consisting of going on dates and trying his best to get laid. He’d had a few relationships that provided regular doses of sex, but the closest he’d gotten to kinky prior to that evening was a girlfriend rubbing a finger around his asshole once.

    The sex lives of cuckold couples seemed insane by comparison. That didn’t stop him from being aroused by much of what he saw, though. While reading a story of a cuckold husband eagerly cleaning up after his wife’s lover Pete instinctively reached into his boxer shorts and stroked his already erect cock.

    24 hours ago he wouldn’t have dreamed of doing such a thing, but here he was masturbating to orgasm while he imagined giving April oral sex after another man had been inside her. Images from his adventure mere hours ago danced through his head, particularly the sight of her pink, wet pussy as it lowered onto his face. An orgasm soon followed and sleep overcame him shortly thereafter.

      

    The next morning, Pete was on April’s mind as she woke up and grabbed her phone. She was curious how the events of their sexual interlude were sitting with him. She wanted to know if he was as interested in having more fun as she was.

    A quick, friendly text seemed like the best approach:

    April: How are you feeling this morning? I think we could have a lot more of the kind of fun we had last night, if you’re interested.

    His response came quickly:

    Pete: I’d like that.

    April smiled. They were going to have so much fun together.

    April: Want to get breakfast?

    Pete: Sure.

      

    “So, where are from, Pete?” April asked across the table as the waitress walked away to put in their orders.

    Pete took a sip of his coffee before answering, “I’m from here, actually. Born and raised in Pasadena, technically. How about you?”

    “Oregon. My parents were both professors at the University of Oregon so we lived in Eugene. It’s a pretty place, but I was ready to get out by my sophomore year of high school. I think my parents were disappointed I didn’t want to stay local for college. It would have been a lot cheaper.”

    Pete smiled. “I’m sure. Where did you end up going?”

    “UC Berkeley. I got into a handful of other schools, but I loved the campus and how close it was to San Francisco without actually being in the middle of the city. How about you? You were born and raised here. Did you go to school here too?” April asked.

    Pete poured a little more sugar into his coffee and gently stirred it with his spoon as he answered. “I did. I got into UCLA and they offered a partial scholarship and it was just too good to pass up.”

    As their food arrived and they both dug in, Pete wondered if April was going to bring up the night before at any point. He figured she’d asked him to breakfast to gauge his interest. It seemed like she just wanted to get to know him a little better. Breakfast ended up feeling like a first date.

    The conversation flowed easier than either of them had expected it would. They talked about their jobs, families, friends, hobbies, past vacations, and anything else that seemed interesting. It wasn’t until the walk home that April mentioned what had brought them together in the first place.

    “Be honest with me Pete, did you really like last night?” she asked as they slowly strolled down the sidewalk.

    He hesitated for a moment, considering just how much he wanted to reveal. “Yes. Unquestionably yes. Though to be completely honest, I’m also a little conflicted about the whole thing.” He looked around to make sure no one was close enough to hear. “I can’t deny that I really loved licking your pussy last night and that it seemed hotter because someone else had just been inside you. But that also freaks me out a little. It feels wrong.”

    As they walked April reached out and gently took his hand in hers and their fingers entwined. “I know,” she said in a calm, assured tone. “You’re not the first guy to struggle with this kind of thing. Even my ex-boyfriend, who had much more experience and knew what he wanted, struggled with it. All guys in your situation do.”

    “My situation?” Pete asked.

    “Cuckolds. Any guy that embraces being cuckolded ends up feeling conflicted. It’s just part of it. It doesn’t have to be a bad thing though. I don’t know if we’re headed this way, but if I’m your girlfriend it’s perfectly natural to feel weird that I’m fucking other people and making you watch.”

    Pete’s cock stirred to life at her mention of fucking someone else and making him watch. He had no interest in having an erection in public, but it was coming. The way April was rubbing her fingers against the palm of his hand didn’t help. “I know,” Pete said while trying his best to think of anything but another man inside April.

    Pete was having a little trouble in his pants and he’d started to walk a little funny as a result of trying to hide his erection. April surprised him by stopping in the street and kissing Pete. Her tongue pushed between his lips and slowly danced with his. He moaned, completely enraptured with this confident, sexy woman that had upended his understanding of his sexuality in less than 24 hours.

    Pete’s cock was throbbing by the time April broke the kiss. He would have made out with her on the street for hours if she’d wanted. She stepped back and looked down at her handiwork as a noticeable tent had formed in the front of his pants. April smiled as she looked up at Pete and saw a mix of pleasure and embarrassment on his face.

    “Good boy,” she said while taking his hand once again and resuming their walk home. Momentarily mortified at his obvious erection, Pete considered stopping and sitting on the sidewalk until he softened. He looked for a bench to sit on but found nothing. April didn’t seem to care he was obviously erect. His head whipped around in search of anyone that might be witness to his sudden uncontrollable hardness and he was horrified to see a few people staring. His companion seemed genuinely delighted at his public exposure, and for some reason her smile calmed him down.

    “It’s okay Pete,” April assured him. “There’s nothing wrong with being turned on by a kiss. C’mon,” she said while pulling on his arm. “I need you to make me cum.”

    That was enough to inspire him to forget about his erection in public. They rushed back to their apartment building at a far brisker pace than their walk to breakfast and soon Pete was in April’s bedroom for the first time. 

    It was a lot nicer than he’d expected. There was a four post canopy bed, a TV mounted to the wall, and a vintage-style dresser lined with elegantly displayed perfumes and jewelry atop it. One of the closet doors was open and inside hung an array of beautiful blouses and dresses. 

    “When we’re in here, playing like this, I’m Miss April,” she said in a commanding tone. “Do you understand?”

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered in a submissive tone.

    “Good boy,” April said as she stepped closer to her sub and kissed him. Her lips were soft against his and she offered just a hint of tongue to tease him. “Strip,” she ordered. “And hands off your cock. You only masturbate when I tell you to.”

    Pete began to strip. “Yes Miss April,” he said while pulling off his pants and boxer shorts. Soon he was naked in front of the woman that had captivated him so completely. All five inches of his cock stood at attention, such was his excitement for whatever she had planned.

    April gently caressed his shaft with her fingers, teasing him but avoiding the head to prevent any untimely accidents. “I’ve had much bigger,” she said in a playful tone.

    Pete hadn’t expected the size of his cock to come up. He knew he wasn’t big. He’d measured it before. He’d looked up average cock sizes. He was well-aware he literally came up short, at least for women that liked big cocks. “Sorry.” The word slipped out of his mouth involuntarily. It seemed crazy as he said it. Why was he apologizing for the size of his cock?

    April reassured him. “You don’t need to apologize, Pete. As a cuckold your cock won’t be my primary source of pleasure.”

    Pete couldn’t help but be disappointed. His reading the night before had taught him it was unlikely he’d be having lots of sex with April, but she was beautiful and he couldn’t help but hope.

    “On your knees,” she ordered and like a good submissive Pete dropped in front of her. He looked up at the woman that suddenly held such sway over him and saw her smile. She was pleased at his obedience.

    “Good boy.” As Pete waited on his knees April unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down, exposing the pink lace panties she was wearing. “Do you like my panties, Pete? Do they turn you on?” she asked in a sweet voice.

    “Yes Miss April. I like them very much.” His cock was still hard, offering proof of his honesty. He could see her smooth skin and just a hint of her labia through the thin material. He wanted so badly to lean forward and lick her pussy through the lace.

    “You may kiss me,” April said from above him as she gently pushed on the back of his head. Pete wordlessly leaned forward and gently kissed her through the panties. “Again,” she ordered and again he kissed. “Lower,” she said, directing him to her clit. April moaned as the gentle pressure of his lips sent a surge of pleasure through her.

    She tilted his head back until Pete was looking up at her. “Do you want to taste me, Pete?” she asked.

    “Yes Miss April,” he answered. He felt a growing sense of desperation. What he felt was more than a want. He needed to taste her. He needed to lick her pussy.

    April pulled her panties aside and exposed the object of his desire. Pete instinctively pushed forward to lick her and felt a surge of pain as she pulled hard on his hair. “No!” she scolded him. “You will always wait until you’re given permission. Do you understand?”

    Pete gritted his teeth through the intense pain and answered, “Yes Miss April.”

    “Good boy.” She moved her hips forward, bringing her smooth pussy tantalizingly close to his tongue. He stared, working hard to quash his nearly overwhelming impulse to taste her, to make her moan as he pleasured the woman that was so thoroughly dominating him. “You may taste me,” April finally said.

    His tongue leapt from his mouth as Pete pressed his lips against April’s pussy. He licked her eagerly and rhythmically. She began to grind her hips to meet every extension of his tongue. Her eyes closed and she tilted her head towards the ceiling and let out a moan. 

    From his knees, Pete relished the taste of April’s pussy and the chance to pleasure her. As she moved her hips aggressively over his mouth he instinctively knew he needed to do little more than hold his tongue in place and let her effectively fuck his face. Once again he felt the beautiful bliss of submitting to this gorgeous woman.

    “I’m cumming,” April groaned from above him. She pulled his head away from her pussy and let the orgasm work its way through her body. She sat on the edge of the bed, her knees weak. April smiled at Pete as he waited on his knees with her juices smeared over his face. “Good boy,” she said.

    April slipped two fingers under the waistband of her panties and into her pussy. They emerged soaked in her wetness and she presented them to her submissive. “Suck them clean,” she ordered.

    Pete leaned forward without thinking and opened his mouth to suck the slippery fingers presented to him. Her taste was intoxicating. He looked into her eyes and was greeted with a commanding, reassuring stare. “Good boy. Keep sucking. Make sure you get them nice and clean,” she said.

    Pete felt a hint of sadness when she pulled her fingers from his mouth. He hoped she would reach into her panties and collect more of her wetness for him to suck clean, but instead she stood and invited him into the bed.

    “I think it’s time you had a little fun, don’t you?” April said as she patted the mattress next to her, beckoning Pete to join her.

    “Yes Miss April. I’d like that very much,” Pete said as he jumped to his feet and climbed into bed with her. His heart pounded with excitement as he relaxed on her remarkably soft sheets.

    April reached between his legs and gently took hold of Pete’s erect cock, teasing him with her delicate fingers. “Would you like to cum, Pete?” she whispered into his ear.

    “Yes Miss April,” he answered immediately.

    Her fingers moved down his shaft and took hold of his balls, rolling them gently. Pete let out a low moan. After building him to this place of overwhelming arousal all morning, he would have done anything for her in that moment.

    She managed to catch Pete off guard with her next question. “Do you think you deserve to cum?”

    Yes, he thought to himself. Yes, he deserved to cum. He had made her cum, after all, so he deserved the same. But, his inner monologue continued, perhaps he didn’t deserve to cum. Maybe, if he was really her submissive, there was no such thing as deserving to cum for him. Maybe as Miss April’s sub he only deserved to cum when she granted him the privilege.

    Despite his overwhelming desire to cum, it seemed like there was only one answer. “No. I don’t deserve to cum.”

    April had a surprised look on her face. “No? Why not?” she asked while stroking him slowly and tenderly.

    The more she played with his cock the more desperate Pete felt. It was agonizing, though in a strangely pleasurable way. “I don’t really know. It just seems like you should decide,” he answered honestly. His mind was so clouded with lust and frustration that he genuinely couldn’t parse why he felt as though he didn’t “deserve” an orgasm.

    April spread the precum at the tip of his cock over the head and took a firmer grip on his shaft. She leaned in to kiss and lick his neck, using her tongue to make her submissive moan as she jerked him off. “We’re going to have so much fun together,” April whispered as she added a gentle twisting motion to her stroking. 

    Moments later Pete groaned as he came, his semen spilling over April’s fingers and into his pubic hair. A sense of intense bliss washed over him in the moments after his orgasm. A wave of warmth and gratefulness rushed through him as he looked at his mistress. No one had ever made him feel such things.

    April kissed him softly on the lips. “You’re a mess. Why don’t we take a shower?” She hopped out of bed and Pete paused to watch her butt sway in the pink lace panties. He was utterly captivated. “C’mon,” she called out. “You can wash my hair.”

    Pete stepped into the already-hot shower behind April and she turned to greet him. Her wet, perky breasts pressed against his chest and her lips met his. “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked as her hands moved down his back and grasped his ass.

    He smiled and met the movement of her hands with his own. Her body felt incredible as he moved his hands over her wet skin. “Very much so. I can’t wait to do it again,” Pete said as he leaned in to kiss her.

    Their tongues met as they kissed while steam filled the bathroom. “There’s so much I can’t wait to show you, Pete,” April said with a broad smile on her face.
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    Pete was infatuated. Not only had April tapped into a part of his sexuality he didn’t even know existed, she was smart, funny, and talented. She was exactly the kind of girl he wanted to date.

    Living next to each other sped up the typical relationship timeline. Instead of seeing each other once or twice a week, Pete and April spent time together almost every day. They took turns planning dates, they got delivery and binged TV shows, they even met each other’s friends.

    In the span of three weeks it felt like they’d done three months worth of dating. April’s infatuation seemed to match his, too. She came up with fun dates, texted Pete about how much she missed him while they were both at work, and happily guided him through the beginnings of being a sexual submissive.

    One night, after a particularly hot pussy worship session in April’s bedroom, Pete asked, “Is it okay if I tell people you’re my girlfriend? I know it’s only been a few weeks, but it feels right.”

    April smiled at him. “Well, I’ve been telling people you’re my boyfriend, so I hope you think of me as your girlfriend. I mean, that’s what we’re doing here, right? We’re not just screwing around, are we?” she asked with a hint of concern.

    Pete kissed her. “No, we’re not,” he said. It felt good to think of her as his girlfriend. It felt good to think that she wanted to be his girlfriend. 

    Being with April was a whole new world for Pete. He’d had good sex with past girlfriends, but this was something different. He hadn’t even had sex with April, not in the traditional sense at least, and already he was over the moon. He felt more satisfied with her than any of the girls he’d previously been with. What they were doing was better than sex.

    Some days Pete was granted the privilege of worshiping her pussy multiple times. He’d come to crave the opportunity to make her cum. He thought about her constantly. He fantasized about being between her legs and licking her pussy as she held his hair tight and squeezed her thighs.

    In an instant he could conjure an image of her wet pussy in front of him and her smooth, soft thighs flanking his head. His nose would fill with her intoxicating scent. He could feel her hands in his hair. He could feel her hips moving gently as he licked her. 

    While April had climaxed every day, Pete’s orgasms had been limited by his mistress. “I know it’s hard, but it’s essential to your training,” she’d told him one evening. She’d clearly seen the obvious agony on his face as he’d once again been denied the chance to cum. 

    Most men would reject the very idea of being trained by a dominant woman, but Pete had no such objections. In the past two weeks he was happier and more energized than he’d been in months, if not years. It could be frustrating, but not pulling out his cock and masturbating whenever he wanted to made him more effective at almost every other facet of his life.

    It had been four days since his last orgasm when April introduced something new. She sent Pete a text:

    April: I have a friend coming over tonight. He’s going to fuck me. You’re going to get a taste of what it’s like to be a real cuckold. Are you ready?

    Pete: Yes! I can’t wait. When should I come over?

    April: You won’t be watching. Not this time. You’re going to listen. Come over. I’ll tell you all about it.

    Feeling a little disappointed that he’d again be relegated to listening to muffled sex sounds through his bedroom wall, Pete knocked on April’s door. He perked up when she opened it wearing a soft white satin robe with her nipples poking through the thin material.

    “Wow,” was all he could manage. April smiled at Pete’s obvious enjoyment of her outfit.

    “You’re a little disappointed, aren’t you?” April asked as she led Pete to the couch.

    He didn’t want to be disappointed. He felt bad about it, in fact, but he couldn’t help it. “I’m sorry,” Pete answered. “I know I shouldn’t be.”

    April leaned forward and softly kissed Pete. He melted into her. The mere touch of her perfect lips against his was enough to wash away his momentary frustration. As they broke the kiss she said, “It’s okay to be frustrated. You’re allowed to feel things, Pete. It’s perfectly normal. You haven’t had an orgasm in four days,” she paused to caress the front of his jeans and bring his cock to life, “and I’ve made sure you’re feeling that.”

    Pete hadn’t gone a day without being teased by his girlfriend. He was learning to enjoy being turned on without being granted a release. Her touch felt better with each passing day. After four days of being teased and not having an orgasm he literally tingled every time she caressed his cock, even through his jeans.

    “You’re not going to be listening through the wall, though,” April informed him. Pete’s eyes went wide. She’d piqued his curiosity. A smile crossed her face. “That’s right. Don’t worry baby, I know how to take care of you.” She rubbed his bulge again. “I’m going to call you. You’re going to listen on your phone. You’re going to hear everything.”

    Pete was thrilled. His cock was rock hard in his pants. He was going to listen to his girlfriend get fucked and after four days of being constantly turned on it sounded like the most arousing experience imaginable.

    “When things are about to get naughty with my friend I’ll slip into the bathroom and call you. I’ll mute you so he has no idea you’re listening and then the fun will begin. How does that sound?” April asked as she pressed her satin-clad breasts against her boyfriend’s chest.

    Pete tried to contain what felt like overpowering arousal before answering, “That sounds incredible. When is he coming over?”

    “A few hours from now. Which means I need to finish getting ready, so it’s time for you to go. And remember, no cumming Pete. You can play with your cock if you want, but you will not orgasm until I give you permission. Do you understand?” April said, her voice stern and commanding.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered. Most of the time she was just April, but he’d already learned that when she took on that wonderfully dominant tone that he was expected to address her as she’d instructed him. 

    April smiled. “Good boy. Now, I have to get ready to get fucked.” She stood and untied the robe, letting it fall onto the couch, revealing her naked body. Pete wanted so badly to touch her, to kiss her, to lick her, to do anything she’d let him. He knew it was all off limits though. She was someone else’s tonight. Instead, he let out a frustrated groan and headed back to his apartment. April smiled as she watched her deeply frustrated boyfriend leave.

      

    Pete picked up the phone before the first ring had even finished. “He’s here,” April whispered. “You can make all the noise you want because you’ll be muted. Just remember, no cumming.”

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered.

    “Good boy,” she said before pressing the mute button and slipping the phone into the pocket of her satin robe.

    Pete unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them down to his ankles as he sat on the couch. He pulled his already-hardening cock out of the opening in his boxer shorts and stroked as the show began on the other end of the phone line.

    “You look so good,” he heard the mystery date say.

    “You too,” April responded in the same sensual tone Pete had heard so many times over the past few weeks.

    The faint sound of kissing filled his ears as Pete conjured an image of his lingerie-clad girlfriend making out with another man. He imagined the mystery man’s strong hands running over the soft satin of her robe and playing with her tits before moving down to her tight ass to give it a good squeeze.

    The sound of a belt being unbuckled introduced a new vision as he pictured April undressing her lover. “God I love your cock,” she said as Pete listened. He pictured his girlfriend on her knees, her hand wrapped around another man’s cock, one he presumed was bigger than his own.

    The sudden, unmistakable sound of a blowjob sent a surge of pleasure through Pete’s body. He had to stop stroking for fear of cumming and disappointing April. He took a moment to consider just how insane it was that the thing he wanted more than anything else in that moment was to have an orgasm while listening to his girlfriend suck another man’s cock. Perhaps it was even stranger that he refused to let himself cum because she had instructed him not to.

    “Fuck that feels good,” the mystery date said.

    Pete heard an exaggerated popping sound as April made a show of taking her lips off the throbbing dick. “Yeah? You like how I suck your cock?” He could hear her stroking the dick, using her saliva as lubrication.

    “You know I do. Nobody sucks dick better than you,” he answered.

    Once again the sounds of cocksucking filled Pete’s ears. Her mouth and hands were moving up and down the shaft now and she was making it wet and sloppy. He imagined she was putting on a show for him, that April was making it extra noisy because she knew her cuckold boyfriend was listening.

    “C’mon, I need you to fuck me,” April said, the cock once again freed from the warm, wet confines of her mouth.

    Pete heard faint footsteps as they moved to her bedroom. He wasn’t sure where she put the phone, but he could still hear almost everything that went on. When the sounds of wetness began again he assumed April was back to sucking cock, but it quickly became apparent it was the mystery man going down on her.

    “Mmmm. Yes baby. That feels so good,” she said in a soft, sensual tone. The next few minutes were filled mostly with her moans as the mystery man licked April’s pussy. As Pete stroked his cock to the sound of another man going down on his girlfriend, he noticed that he felt jealous for the first time. The sound of her giving a blowjob hadn’t made him jealous, but he couldn’t contain the feeling as he listened to another man pleasure her pussy with his tongue.

    The sound of a drawer opening and a condom wrapper being torn signaled that it wouldn’t be long before another man’s cock was inside Pete’s girlfriend. “Let me put it on,” April said. Another pang of jealousy for Pete.

    “Ride me baby,” the mystery man said and moments later Pete heard them both groan. He imagined the large, latex-wrapped cock filling his girlfriend’s pussy as she slowly sat down on it. He imagined her head rolling back, her eyes closing, and the mystery man’s hands reaching up to play with her tits.

    For the next few minutes it was a symphony of sex sounds playing in Pete’s ear. He heard his girlfriend and her lover moan and groan. He heard the bed’s wooden frame groan and creak under their combined weight and the increased pressure of their fucking. He heard what sounded like April’s ass being smacked. 

    What turned him on most was the unmistakable sound of her first orgasm. By that time Pete was so lost in the pleasure of listening to his girlfriend fucking someone else that he forgot his vow not to have an orgasm. The sound of her cumming on another man’s cock was too much. Just a few strokes too many and his semen shot into the air.

    The pleasure of cumming was instantly mixed with the agony of knowing he’d disappointed April. While her heavy, post-orgasm breathing filled his ears he came down from his own climax while fighting a sense of guilt over a mistake he hadn’t meant to make. He wanted to cum, but he wanted to wait until she’d given him permission, which he was sure would have come shortly after her date departed.

    Now there was cum on his boxer shorts and carpet and his girlfriend was still getting fucked. They’d switched to the missionary position and he could hear that the mystery man was delivering a hard pounding. Pete listened as he cleaned up. He put on a new pair of boxer shorts, wiped up the stain and cleaned the carpet, and considered what he would do when April was finished.

    He had 15 minutes to mull it over as the mystery man proved to be blessed with exceptional stamina. By Pete’s count April experienced four orgasms before the sex date was over. While she was busy getting fucked and cumming over and over, he silently debated what to do.

    He could just lie. By the time they got around to Pete’s orgasm he would likely be ready to go again. April would almost certainly make him worship her pussy before letting Pete even touch his cock. His fear of hurting April made him consider that option, but ultimately he couldn’t do it. He just hoped she wouldn’t be so angry as to end the relationship that had brought him such fulfillment since its inception.

    After bidding goodbye to her lover with a kiss April unmuted the phone and invited Pete to her apartment. When she opened the door her cheeks were flushed and she was smiling brightly. She was so happy to see him that he briefly considered lying just so he wouldn’t have to see that smile turn to a frown.

    As appealing as that seemed, Pete couldn’t do it. Before even stepping into her apartment he confessed. “I’m sorry April. I had an orgasm. I didn’t mean to, I swear. It just happened. I got so turned on listening to you cum while you were on top of him that I came before I could stop it. I’m so sorry.”

    Pete wasn’t sure what to expect. He had assumed anger would be her first and possibly only reaction. She had been clear that he wasn’t to orgasm without her permission since the start of their relationship and this was the first time he’d genuinely disappointed her.

    He saw anger on her face, but it wasn’t as severe as he’d feared. Try as he might, Pete couldn’t read the entirety of what April was feeling in that moment. “It’s Miss April,” she said, breaking the brief silence and stepping aside so Pete could enter the apartment.

    “Sit.” April pointed to the couch and followed behind Pete. She wasn’t simmering with rage. She seemed calm, in fact. 

    April sat next to Pete and kissed him on the cheek, a warm gesture that put him at ease. Not having any experience in this kind of relationship, he’d feared she might dump him immediately or scream until she was blue in the face. Instead, she wanted to have a genuinely serious discussion about their relationship.

    “Pete,” April began, “I believe you when you say you didn’t mean to cum. It happens. Apology accepted. But I don’t want this to become a regular thing. I can’t have this become a regular thing. And I know it’s hard to believe, but you’re not going to want it to either.”

    April smiled. “You need to understand that there are certain things I expect of you. I know it doesn’t seem fair, but I’m not okay with you cumming whenever you want. I believe that tonight was a mistake, but if you continue to cum without permission I will find a solution to that problem. I will lock your cock in a chastity device.”

    Pete thought she was kidding, but the serious look on her face said otherwise. He wasn’t sure what a chastity device was, but the name was clear enough. The idea of locking up his cock didn’t strike Pete as something he wanted to experience. “I’m sorry about tonight, Miss April. I feel terrible,” he said, and he meant it.

    “I know you do,” April said with a sweet smile as she held Pete’s hand. “Normally I’d have you between my legs by now, but that’s a reward and you don’t deserve it tonight. Instead, I want you to go home. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

    Pete felt miserable sitting at home later that night. She wasn’t nearly as angry as he thought she might be, but her obvious disappointment at his impermissible orgasm left him feeling a heavy sense of sadness. 

    Sitting in bed and seeking a way to occupy his mind, Pete Googled male chastity devices. The image search results offered his first taste of what April would lock his cock in were he to continue having problems holding back his orgasms. At first they struck him as painful prisons for a cock, but there was a little tickle in the back of his mind at the idea of his orgasms being restricted like that.

    An adventure into a Tumblr blog created by a chastity couple ignited a sense of desire, and before he knew it Pete was hard and slowly stroking his cock to the idea of being locked up. A video of the girl gently grinding her panty-clad pussy over her boyfriend’s locked cock was intensely arousing. 

    April had unlocked something in Pete. She’d shown his submissive side the light and allowed it to come to the forefront. He’d already agreed to orgasm only when given permission and now he was turned on by the idea of her locking his cock in a chastity device and wearing the key around her neck. He stopped stroking before cumming again and enjoyed the simple pleasure of being aroused.
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    “I’ll get those orders in right away,” the waitress said as she picked the menus up off the table.

    “Thank you,” April said with a smile. She turned back to Pete and leaned in, exposing the tops of her breasts and the white lace bra she’d worn for their date. “What do you think the waitress would say if she knew I had your cock locked in a chastity device?”

    Pete’s eyes went wide and he nearly spit the sip of water in his mouth across the table. He had no response as April giggled across the table from him. She slipped off her shoe and let her foot dance its way up his leg and to his crotch. Once there it pressed against the plastic cage that currently encased his cock.

      

    April had planted the suggestion of a chastity device the night Pete had cum without her permission, but he’d been the one to bring it up again. He couldn’t get the notion out of his head. He’d started reading chastity stories and blogs and the erotic thrill he felt at the mere idea of chastity play was too much to ignore.

    The conversation turned out to be a simple one. “Would you really lock my cock in a chastity device?” he asked one night as they lay together in April’s bed. He’d just finished going down on her and was riding the high of having made his girlfriend cum. 

    A puzzled look washed over April’s face before she smiled. “Absolutely. I’ve done it before. It has remarkable benefits. It can even be fun in short bursts, a few days here and there. It doesn’t have to be a permanent thing.” She paused and looked into her boyfriend’s big, sweet eyes. “Why do you ask?”

    Pete considered how to broach the subject and decided that he might as well go with the direct approach. “I can’t stop thinking about it since you mentioned it the other night. I,” he hesitated. “I think I want it.”

    “You want what?” April said, forcing him to say it.

    “I want you to lock my cock,” Pete admitted. He felt his heart pumping hard. He felt vulnerable in a way he’d rarely experienced in his life. 

    April saw it. She recognized his apprehension and fear and moved to soothe her boyfriend’s anxieties. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of Pete. It’s beautiful, really. You are, in essence, giving me your cock. Sacrificing control over your pleasure and offering it to me is an intensely beautiful thing.” She kissed him softly and ran her fingers through his hair and to the back of his neck. “It’s an immense turn on, too,” April whispered into his ear.

    Pete thought he might be called upon to go down on his girlfriend again, but instead he watched her hop out of bed and slide open the mirrored closet door. He watched her bend down, taking a moment to admire her butt in the lace panties she wore and when she stood again there was a black velvet bag in her hand.

    “Here it is,” April exclaimed excitedly. She hopped into bed next to Pete and loosened the cord holding the bag shut before upending it and spilling its contents out in front of him.

    Inside was a chastity device. It was made from clear plastic and there were a surprising number of components. It wasn’t immediately clear to Pete how it would even be affixed to his cock. 

    April saw the puzzled look on his face. “Don’t worry, it’s a lot easier to put on than it looks like. Here, stand up.” Pete stood next to the bed and pulled down his underwear, his cock in a semi-aroused state at the very idea of the plastic pieces in front of him being used to imprison his manhood.

    As he watched, April expertly placed the chastity device on him. The ring around the base of his testicles and cock wasn’t exactly comfortable, but it caused no pain. He fit nicely in the plastic tube that now surrounded his penis and was pleased to see there was very little room to grow. An erection would be genuinely impossible to achieve.

    “How does it feel?” April asked after she’d clicked the padlock in place. She had a satisfied smile on her face and the keys to his locked cock in her hand.

    Pete looked down and he couldn’t help but smile. “It feels good. It feels really good.” He liked the sight of his soft cock locked up. He loved that April held the keys and that she clearly had no problem controlling not only his orgasms but his erections and his ability to feel any sort of sexual stimulation.

    “Come here,” April said as she took hold of the chastity device and gently pulled him towards her. 

    The tugging sensation wasn’t painful and served as a delightful reminder that his cock was now confined to a small plastic cage that he had no power to remove. He let April pull him closer and gladly pressed his naked body against hers as they kissed.

    It was a passionate, eager kiss with active tongue work on her part. It took a few moments for Pete to realize she was testing the device. The sudden surge of discomfort between his legs made her intentions clear.

    “How was that?” April asked as she broke the kiss.

    “Amazing,” Pete answered. “I can’t really explain it. It’s just amazing. I’ve never felt anything like it before.” His face was lit up with submissive joy.

    “Get back into bed,” April said, and when Pete was on his back she straddled him. The lace of her panties pressed against his locked cock and he could feel it along the few open spots in the cage that left just a hint of his flesh exposed.

    April leaned down and kissed him with the same eagerness as before. His request to be caged had tapped into a deep well of dominant lust. She’d hoped Pete would eventually be open to the idea of having his cock locked, but April hadn’t expected him to request it. 

    Beneath her Pete groaned in what he would soon come to understand was a very common mix of pleasure and agony as his cock tried to grow stiff. It swelled in the plastic sheath, but there was no hope of achieving a true erection.

    April slid up Pete’s body until her crotch was directly over his face. He stared up at the object of his desire, enjoying the sight of her perky breasts and soft brown hair above him. Using two fingers, she pulled aside the lace covering her pussy and paused, letting Pete appreciate the view.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asked in the dominant tone Pete had heard so often since their relationship began.

    “Yes Miss April,” he replied. Pete moved his mouth towards her mound only to feel April grab a handful of his hair and roughly push his head into the pillow.

    “No!” she said forcefully. “No pussy for you until I give you permission. Do you understand?” April asked.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered again. He understood, but sometimes he couldn’t stop himself. His cock throbbed in the cage and he wanted so badly to taste his girlfriend, to lick her pussy and listen to her moan as she used his tongue.

    “Good boy,” she said before lowering her pussy over his face. “You may taste me.”

    Pete pressed his lips against her smooth pussy and licked voraciously at her clit. He’d grown to love pleasuring April with his tongue and doing so while in his chastity cage was a new and enthralling experience.

    Locking her boyfriend’s cock and the lusty kissing they’d done afterwards had left April immensely aroused. The feel of his eager, talented tongue on her pussy made a quick orgasm inevitable. As her climax approached she leaned forward, entwined her fingers in his hair, and gently ground her clit over his mouth. She moaned and her body shuddered as Pete brought her to yet another orgasm.

    “Good boy,” she said before kissing him gently and snuggling next to her newly chastised submissive.

      

    Pete squirmed as April continued to rub her toes against his cock cage. He felt a mild sense of panic that someone in the restaurant would see what was going on under the table, but it wasn’t enough to make him push her foot away. He’d grown to love being teased in the month since they began their adventures with chastity play.

    She pulled her foot away just before the waitress returned with their drinks. Pete’s face was flush with a mixture of lust and embarrassment, but it was too dark for anyone to notice. April couldn’t help but smile.

    “It’s been almost two weeks this time. How are you feeling?” April asked.

    Pete took a moment to marvel at how long she’d kept him locked this time. It had been nearly half a month since his cock had been set free. “I can feel the difference. The teasing is harder to endure. Sometimes I feel genuinely desperate.” He smiled at her. “I love it.”

      

    Pete’s first time in chastity lasted 48 hours. The first night was the most difficult. Thoughts of April riding his face and cumming so hard danced through his head as he drifted off to sleep and he woke up multiple times as his cock vainly tried to get hard in the chastity device. The first time he briefly panicked before he shook the cobwebs out of his brain and remembered he’d asked April to lock him.

    Showering turned out to be easier than he thought it would. Pete worried he wouldn’t be able to clean himself or the device without unlocking it, but the smart design made it simple and everything dried quicker than he’d expected.

    After his first full day in chastity April invited him over to her place to watch a movie. She answered the door in a soft white sweater, a pair of sexy knee high socks, and boyshort panties that looked perfect on her tight ass.

    “Come in,” she said with a smile and swiftly turned so Pete would have a view of her ass while she walked to the couch. The exaggerated sway in her hips made it obvious she was attempting to entice and tease her chastised boyfriend. It worked.

    “God, you look amazing,” Pete said as he followed behind her.

    She pressed her body next to his as they sat and gently kissed his neck. He moaned at the delicate touch of her lips against his skin and shivered in pleasure when she nibbled his earlobe. 

    “You’re such a tease,” he said. “I love it.”

    “There’s plenty more where that came from,” April answered as her fingers moved between his legs and squeezed the plastic device holding Pete’s cock. “How’s he doing?”

    “Never better,” he answered.

    True to her word, April made sure to tease Pete throughout the night. She revealed that the key to his chastity device was hanging on a chain around her neck and made sure he knew there would be no release that night. She kissed him, caressed him, and let him slip a hand up her soft sweater to play with her tits - free of the confines of a bra - all he wanted. 

    When the movie ended she sent him home deeply frustrated and overwhelmingly happy. His introduction to the beautiful pain of male chastity couldn’t have gone better. Later, as he stared at the ceiling and attempted to calm his mind enough to fall asleep, he heard the telltale moans of masturbation coming through the thin walls. April was going to cum while he listened. It was her final act of teasing for the evening.

      

    “How’s work?” Pete asked between bites of his burger.

    After wiping a dab of ketchup from the corner of her mouth, April said, “Not bad. It’s a good company and I like the people I work with. Plus, they let me write about stuff I’m actually interested in.”

    “But?” Pete said, sensing she was leaving something unsaid.

    April smiled at him as she brought the elegantly crafted sandwich to her mouth. After nearly two weeks in his cage, Pete found watching her eat to be an erotic experience.

    “I don’t know. It doesn’t feel as fulfilling as I want it to.” She looked up and saw a mesmerized look on Pete’s face. The chastity was having its desired effect. “Is there anything you wouldn’t do to get released?” she asked.

      

    Pete hadn’t begged for release during the first chastity session. That happened during the second session. After two days of freedom April placed him back in the device and locked it before putting the key around her neck once again.

    “Last time, I told you it would be 48 hours. This time, I’m not giving you a definitive end. I’ll let you out when I feel like you’ve earned it,” April said in a calm, confident tone.

    Pete felt a mixture of panic and pleasure at the thought. He imagined being locked for weeks, unable to achieve an erection and unable to sleep because his cock wanted so badly to be hard. He imagined the relentless teasing April would no doubt put him through.

    The first two days were relatively easy, like before. April continued her wonderful teasing - lots of sensual kisses, hanging around in her underwear, and eagerly grinding all over him - and Pete felt the kind of desire that only comes from being filled with lust that cannot be released.

    It was at the end of the third day that he begged for release. They were in April’s bed and she was dressed in a pair of soft pink satin panties. The smooth material felt incredible as she rubbed her ass over Pete, teasing him with every touch.

    “Can you handle one more day?” April whispered into his ears as she gently fondled Pete’s testicles. Her fingers danced over the wrinkled flesh and sent shivers of pleasure throughout his body. 

    “I don’t know,” Pete answered honestly. 

    April took his encased cock in her hand and rubbed her fingers over the little bit of flesh poking out the tip as she kissed him. Her tongue danced in and out of his mouth, moving in slow circles as Pete moaned.

    “You can do it, baby. It’s just one more day.” April’s voice was soft and soothing as she continued to play with his caged cock and testicles.

    “Please,” Pete whispered. “Please let me out. Please let me cum. Please.” Any shame over begging his girlfriend for an orgasm was overwhelmed by his desire to be released from chastity.

    It would be another 24 hours before April would grant him that release though. When she did, the orgasm that followed was swift and intensely pleasurable.

      

    In the Lyft home April pulled out her phone and began texting. Pete’s phone dinged, and much to his surprise there was a message from his girlfriend. When he saw the content he realized why she didn’t just say it:

    April: I have a surprise. You’re going to fuck me tonight.

    Pete’s eyes went wide as he looked over at April to find her smiling at him from across the back seat. He was already on the edge of excitement after being locked up and teased for two weeks, so the knowledge that he was going to have sex with his girlfriend for the first time drove him to new heights of lust.

    As soon as the door to her apartment shut behind them Pete and April were all over each other. They pulled their clothes off as they kissed and made their way to the bedroom. In short order he was on his back and April was on top with the chastity necklace dangling in his face.

    “Do you want me to unlock you? Do you want to fuck me?” she asked in a breathy voice. 

    “Yes. Please. Yes!” Pete said. He tried not to sound like he was begging, but it had been so long since his last orgasm he could barely contain his desire.

    “Lick me first,” April said as she straddled his face and lowered her pussy to his eager tongue. Pete reached up to play with her breasts as he licked his girlfriend, concentrating on her clit and moving at the rhythm he’d come to learn she loved.

    “Fuck that’s good. Maybe I should just have you lick me tonight. Maybe we should put off unlocking you and having sex for a few more days,” she teased. Pete would have objected, but April sank down onto his face and made it impossible to speak.

    With a devilish grin on her face she lifted off her boyfriend’s face and kissed her way down his chest. “Don’t worry. I’m not that cruel. I’ll let you out.”

    True to her word, April slipped the key into the padlock that kept Pete’s cock in chastity. She deftly freed him from the pieces, leaving them in a pile on the nightstand before parting her lips and taking the head of his soft dick between them.

    Just a few moments in her mouth left him with a raging erection. Pete’s desperation to be inside his girlfriend was at a fever pitch. She held his cock by the base and straddled him, positioning her pussy over the erection and gently sitting down on him.

    Pete groaned and arched his back, pushing his hips upwards to thrust as deep into April as he could manage. Her pussy felt perfect in every way. It was a warm, wet slice of Heaven for his cock to inhabit and he never wanted to leave.

    April gave him a few moments of blissful stillness before she began to grind on him. The slow, small back and forth movement of her hips was yet another form of teasing as all Pete wanted to do was fuck her hard and fast. She was in control though.

    April began to ride his cock, giving him the pleasure he was so desperate to experience. “You feel so good April. Fuck. Ride me. Ride my cock. Your pussy is perfect,” Pete said through the seemingly uncontrollable grunts and groans that escaped his lips.

    In less than a minute he came. Two weeks of pent up desire released inside April as she sat astride his cock. She watched his face contort as the pleasure of finally cumming after so long in chastity washed over him.

    When it passed, he apologized. “Fuck. I’m sorry that was so fast.”

    April leaned forward and pressed her lips against his for a long, slow kiss. “It’s okay, baby. It’s been two weeks. There was no way you were going to last very long. Besides, I have other guys to fuck me. I have you, my cuckold boyfriend, for everything else.”

    Moments after an orgasm, her words were more affecting than usual. Pete was instantly reminded of the angst and agony that came with dating a girl that liked fucking other guys. She’d certainly been doing so during their chastity adventure. She’d had him listen over the phone again, this time with his cock safely secured in the chastity device so he couldn’t have an unsupervised orgasm. Pete loved it so much more than he expected to.

    Lying underneath April with his cum leaking out of her pussy and making a mess in his pubic hair and balls, he felt a strong wave of inadequacy. She hadn’t cum because he’d finished too quickly.

    Sensing the mixed emotions surging through her boyfriend, April raised up until he slipped from her pussy and grabbed the towel off the nightstand to clean up the mess. She snuggled next to him and kissed his neck. “Don’t worry Pete. A cock is easy to find. A man like you is almost impossible to find.”

    She pressed her naked body tightly against his and Pete smiled as he pulled her close. There, embracing warmly in her bedroom, April shared something she’d known was bound to happen from their first date. “I love you,” she whispered.

    Pete felt a surprising wave of emotion rush through him. He took a moment to gather himself before responding, “I love you too.”
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    Pete had never met someone like April before. He’d certainly never fallen in love with someone like her before. He thought about her constantly, even when his cock wasn’t locked in its chastity device. 

    Even outside of the kink-flavored elements of their relationship he was enthralled with her. She was smart, funny, kind, and loving in a way he’d never experienced. Emotional warmth emanated from her, even when she was dominating him. 

    He didn’t seem to realize it, but her feelings matched his. She’d been with enough men to know that Pete was unique and that he fit her like a perfect puzzle piece. His lack of experience with being a submissive hadn’t been any trouble, either. He was a natural and rarely resisted April’s guidance as she opened up a new, splendidly arousing world in front of him.

    Much to Pete’s delight, sex between them had become more common in the weeks since their first experience. His nearly instantaneous orgasm that night hadn’t happened again, but he rarely lasted long. April liked to make him wait at least three or four days between orgasms before she’d take him inside her and she always teased him beforehand, drawing out the sensual foreplay to ensure a quick orgasm.

    April had never intended to deny Pete the pleasure of her pussy. She hadn’t denied Warren either, though he occasionally had trouble performing. For him it seemed that being her cuckold and having sex with her had trouble co-existing. So far that hadn’t been difficult for Pete, not in the slightest. He came quickly, but not to April’s disappointment. His tongue and fingers were more than capable of bringing her to as many climaxes as she desired and he was always willing to perform.

    April desired Pete. She loved him and she wanted to have sex with the man she loved. She wanted to dominate and cuckold him too. She didn’t always understand the desires dancing through her mind each day, but she understood that Pete was the right man for her.

      

    “It’s so beautiful here,” April said as she marveled at the forest around them. “I didn’t even know this kind of thing existed around L.A.”

    They were on a hike in the Angeles National Forest. Sturtevant Falls was their destination at Pete’s suggestion. “Most people don’t. It turns out that the mountains are filled with amazing trails though and they’re a lot closer than you think.”

    It was the kind of L.A. day that makes people stay forever when they visit from a cold East Coast city. The sun was shining, a light breeze was blowing, and the temperature was just cool enough to make it an exceedingly pleasant walk in the woods.

    They were mostly alone on the hike, passing only a handful of others on their journey to the waterfall. They passed by quiet cabins tucked into the woods and followed the trail across the creek and back again several times.

    While they were stopped at a particularly pretty spot for a water break April took the opportunity to surprise Pete with a cuckolding treat. “I have a date tomorrow night,” she began. She always referred to her trysts with other men as dates. “And he’s agreed to let you watch.”

    Pete’s eyes went wide as he drank from the water bottle. Even though he hadn’t heard of cuckolding before meeting April, he’d quickly come to love it. She’d seen something in him he didn’t know was there and teased it out. Now he couldn’t help but crave it. He wanted her to sleep with other men.

    It wasn’t without pain though, especially since they’d started having sex. April saw the anxiety and pain and she always reassured him that it was perfectly normal to feel that way. It would be weird if he felt anything else. More importantly, it was okay. He could feel anxious and jealous. Every time she assured Pete that he mattered to her more than the other guys and that she loved him deeply. Every time it made him feel better.

    In an intense rush all of those feelings washed over him as they stood in the forest. He pictured his girlfriend fucking another man as all around him birds chirped and the soothing sounds of the stream gently filled the air. 

    April recognized her boyfriend’s cuckold angst and embraced him. He wrapped his arms tightly around her and kissed her neck. Outside of his control, Pete’s cock had grown stiff. He couldn’t help it. Despite the angst, he desperately wanted to witness his cuckolding. He wanted to watch as his girlfriend fucked another man. He’d only been treated to the sounds of it so far - several times and each had been an incredible experience - and the idea of seeing it in person was too tantalizing to resist.

    April ran her fingers through his hair and pulled his mouth to hers for a tender, passionate kiss. His cock, which had been half hard, grew to full attention. “Naughty boy,” April said as she flashed a satisfied smile. 

      

    “Where are we going?” Pete asked. They were in April’s car, headed to an as-yet-unannounced destination. 

    She smiled. “We’re going shopping. I want new lingerie for my date tomorrow night and you’re going to help me pick it out.”

    April had locked Pete’s cock in its chastity device before they left and he felt the mild discomfort of an attempted erection as she revealed the purpose of their trip.

    They arrived at the mall and made their way to the Victoria’s Secret. As Pete walked behind her, April picked out items she’d like to try on and passed them back. He imagined each item on her beautiful body and wondered how her date would react. His mind and body buzzed with the kind of arousal that he’d only experienced since meeting April. It was the reason he loved being her submissive cuckold so much. It felt like being high, only without the need for any sort of drug.

    Whenever they were out of earshot of the other customers April would take a moment to tease Pete. “Do you think this will turn him on, cuckold?” she’d whisper. “Do you think this will make him want to fuck me?” Each time it made his cock stir to life and each time the chastity device prevented him from achieving the erection he so desperately craved.

    He waited just outside the fitting area and when April liked something she’d step out to show Pete. To him it was all perfect. Every piece made him want to fuck her in a way that bordered on desperate. The fact that it had been three days since his last orgasm likely played a part in that.

    She settled on a red lace plunge teddy. The thin material hugged her breasts tightly while offering ample views of her cleavage. It was perfection viewed from the front or the back and Pete was certain her date would find it utterly irresistible.

    Pete wasn’t the only one to find the shopping trip arousing. After stepping out of the dressing room, April slipped a finger down her panties and into her pussy, leaving it coated with wetness. She greeted Pete with a smile and a soft kiss before bringing her finger to his lips and saying, “Taste me.” Without hesitation he opened up and did as instructed. April couldn’t help but smile at his willingness to play, even in public.

    At her apartment, April led Pete to her bedroom and told him to strip and get in bed while she grabbed a few things from the closet and slipped into the bathroom to change. She emerged dressed in the red teddy, black stockings, and a pair of strappy black high heels.

    “This is what I’m going to wear for him tomorrow, cuckold. This is what I’m going to wear for the man that will be fucking your girlfriend,” April said as she slowly walked towards the bed.

    To Pete, she was perfect in every conceivable way. At that moment there was nothing he wanted more than to be freed of his chastity device so he could fuck her, even if he’d only last a handful of seconds.

    April could see the hunger in his eyes. “You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Pete answered.

    “Poor Pete,” April said as she stepped closer. “You know this lingerie isn’t for you. It’s for him. He’s the one that gets to fuck me in it. You get to watch.” She straddled Pete, her lace-clad pussy astride his locked cock.

    Dressed like the sex goddess of his dreams, April continued to tease him. She ground her hips into him, gently rubbing her crotch over the chastity device. Pete let loose an agonized groan of the sort that only a man locked in chastity and desperate to be released can produce. 

    April leaned forward until her breasts pressed against Pete’s chest. She slid up until his face was between them. “Kiss them, Pete.”

    Pete was lost in a world of submissive bliss as April continued to gently grind on his locked cock while he kissed her beautiful breasts. He was reminded again of what an incredible woman he’d stumbled upon when she moved into the apartment next to his. 

    April sat up, denying Pete the continued exquisite pleasure of kissing her breasts. “You can’t fuck me, but would you like to taste me? Would you like to lick my pussy, Pete?”

    “Yes, Miss April. Please let me lick your pussy,” he begged. He couldn’t help it. He wanted it so badly. He couldn’t cum, but he could make her cum and doing so gave him a different kind of pleasure that he’d come to crave.

    April leaned down and kissed Pete vigorously before straddling his head and pulling aside the thin lace of the teddy. He stared at her perfect shaved pussy, admiring the incredible wetness between her labia. She lowered her hips at a tantalizingly slow pace. The intensity of Pete’s desire felt nearly overwhelming. At that moment there was nothing in the world he wanted more than to taste her.

    Finally April gave her sweet sub what he desired by lowering her pussy to his lips and letting him lick her. His tongue, which had grown more skilled as he’d gotten more practice going down on his girlfriend, instantly found the perfect rhythm for pleasuring her throbbing clit.

    April’s orgasm arrived quickly. As he licked and she gently ground her hips on his face the pleasure built. When she finally came it was so much more powerful than usual. April’s body shook and she had to grab the headboard to stop herself from tumbling out of the bed or suffocating Pete.

    “God that was good,” she said after the last waves of pleasure spread through her. April snuggled next to Pete and ran her fingers up and down his chest.

    He smiled and slipped his arm under her, pulling April close to him. “Yes it was.” Despite the continued ache of desire between his legs, Pete was genuinely satisfied. Giving his girlfriend such a thunderous orgasm made him happy. Experiencing the sometimes agonizing bliss of being locked in chastity as she used his mouth to cum made him happy. Being her willing submissive made him happy.

      

    Much to Pete’s surprise, April’s date was at the Intercontinental Hotel in downtown L.A. His name was James, and he was paying for the room and the bottle of expensive champagne that waited on ice when they entered.

    James hadn’t arrived yet. He’d instructed the front desk to give April a key and they’d done so without hesitation. The view from the 40th floor was remarkable and the room was elegantly furnished. It was a perfect setting for a night of great sex and the cuckold viewing party April had planned.

    They sat on the edge of the bed as April gave Pete an idea of what to expect for the evening. “I’ve talked to James and made it clear that you’re here to watch. There may be a time for you to join in on the fun a little further down the line, but for now you’ll be a voyeur. For the most part, he’s going to ignore that you’re here and concentrate his efforts on me, which is how it should be anyway. Does that sound okay?” she asked.

    April seemed genuinely concerned and it made Pete smile. It sounded more than okay. “That sounds great,” he answered honestly. His excitement for what was about to happen in the hotel room was nearly overwhelming.

    Pete watched as April changed into the lingerie they’d bought for the evening. The stockings and high heels were the final touch and as he watched, Pete felt the familiar ache in his pants. She was gorgeous in every way, but the fact that she was getting dressed up for another man is what made it so much sexier.

    “He’ll be here soon,” April said as she sauntered over to Pete. “Are you ready for this?” she asked with her body tantalizingly close to her cuckold boyfriend. He reached out to touch her and April stepped back. “Not tonight, honey. Not here. Tonight, in this hotel room, I’m his to touch. I’m his to play with. I’m his to enjoy. I’m his to fuck,” April said in a soft, sensual tone as she bent over and provided Pete with an irresistible view of her cleavage.

    Four days without an orgasm left Pete desperate for the very thing he wasn’t allowed to have in that moment. It was exactly how April wanted him. She knew he’d have more fun watching her fuck another man if he was crazed with desire.

    The knock on the door came at the perfect time. “Enjoy the show,” April whispered into Pete’s ear before turning and walking towards the door with an exaggerated and irresistible sway in her hips. 

    Pete’s heart pounded as he waited for the intense joys that would soon unfold in the hotel room. The first treat was witnessing the passionate kiss April and James shared in the doorway. He wasn’t sure if it was on purpose, but they were standing right under an overhead light that perfectly illuminated the evening’s first act of foreplay. 

    Pete watched as April melted into her lover’s arms and welcomed his tongue into her mouth. James’ hands roamed all over her body. He gently caressed her breasts and grasped her ass, eliciting a sensual moan.

    April took his hand and turned to guide him into the room. From Pete’s vantage point in a chair all the way across the room she looked different than she had just minutes ago. She was giddy. That’s what he saw. For a moment he was struck by a wave of cuckold angst. The thought of sex with James made her giddy and Pete was intensely jealous.

    James was older than Pete had expected. He looked to be in his early 40s, though far fitter than most guys his age. He was handsome, well-dressed, and given his generosity in paying for the hotel room, successful.

    Seeing them kiss again washed all the jealousy and angst away as cuckold lust took over. He couldn’t masturbate, but that didn’t stop Pete from rubbing his caged cock through his pants. When James’ hands slipped under the lace teddy and grasped April’s perfect breasts she moaned, and were he not locked up Pete would have lost his load in that moment.

    Pete had never experienced such intense feelings. His heart pounded in his chest. His crotch ached from the continued denial of the erection he so badly wanted to achieve. The room wasn’t particularly warm but suddenly he felt hot all over. Witnessing his cuckolding was so much better than he’d imagined.

    With April and James standing at the foot of the bed Pete had a perfect view when she dropped to her knees and freed the older man’s dick from his slacks. “I’ve missed your cock,” she said while stroking it slowly.

    April didn’t talk much about size and a lust for bigger cocks, but James was definitely big. Bigger than Pete. Another wave of jealousy complemented by a tingle of inferiority washed over him. The sight of April’s fingers around the big cock and her obvious lust for it tamped down the jealousy moments after it appeared.

    “I’ve missed you too,” James said as he stared down at Pete’s beautiful girlfriend stroking his cock. When April opened her mouth and took the throbbing erection onto her tongue, James couldn’t help but moan. 

    For the first time, Pete was watching his girlfriend suck another man’s cock. He’d been on the receiving end of a few blowjobs from her, so he knew the pleasure James was experiencing in that moment. Her mouth was a wet, wonderful dream come true and she used her hands with practiced expertise. It wasn’t just a tight grip lubed by spit. April would add in a little twist of her wrist that always provided an extra level of pleasure.

    To see his girlfriend suck cock with such voracious passion left Pete in a state of cuckold bliss. For the first time that evening he felt pain between his legs as his cock strained against the chastity device. He would have given anything for his freedom in that moment. He continued to rub through his pants like he was hoping the device would pop off and he’d suddenly be able to cum. The growing precum stain served as proof that it wouldn’t take long to have the orgasm he craved.

    Pete marveled at James’ ability to hold back his orgasm. He would have long since spilled his seed into her mouth. James knew that April’s pussy was the far greater pleasure.

    James pulled his hips back and April released his cock from her mouth with a quiet whimper of disappointment. She stood and fell back onto the bed as James kicked aside his pants and took off his shirt. Pete couldn’t help but take note of his remarkable physique. His chest and arms were well-muscled and there was even a hint of a six pack. It wasn’t hard to see what April saw in him.

    Much to his surprise, it was James going down on April that triggered the strongest wave of jealousy in Pete. It was seeing his girlfriend close her eyes and moan as she ran her fingers through James’ hair that really drove him crazy. Once again he was nearly overwhelmed with the barrage of emotions running through him as he witnessed his cuckolding.

    Thankfully, James spent just a few minutes between April’s legs, though it was because she urged him to cease pleasuring her with his tongue and use his cock instead. As Pete watched April place the condom on her lover’s cock it struck him as an immensely intimate act, preparing another man to fuck her.

    Once James was safely wrapped in latex April spread her legs and pulled his mouth to hers for a sensual kiss as he teased her with the head of his cock. The moment when he finally sank into her was intense for both Pete and April. She arched her back and rolled her head towards the back wall as a deep moan of pure pleasure escaped her lips. Sitting across the room, Pete’s gaze was fixed on the sex happening in front of him. Without noticing, he was holding his breath while James thrust the full length of his cock into April’s pussy and held it there.

    Pete watched another man kiss his girlfriend and slowly make love to her. He watched James’ ass rise and fall slowly as his cock moved in and out of April. He watched her legs wrap around the back of James’ thighs to pull him deeper inside her. All of it was beautiful, arousing, and sexy beyond words. He felt jealous, insecure, horny, and as happy as he’d ever been all at the same time.

    Pete had imagined what this would be like and April had filled his mind with naughty imagery of her fucking other men since their relationship began, but nothing prepared him for the beauty of what was happening right in front of him. 

    “I want to ride you,” April said. James moved into position and she grabbed the base of his big cock to guide it into her pussy. Again she moaned as he filled her. “You feel so good inside me,” she said, loud enough for Pete to hear. 

    Pete could tell April was close to cumming. Instead of bouncing on his cock she was grinding her hips back and forth and rubbing her clit into his pelvis. James saw it too and gently rubbed her clit with his thumb, increasing the pleasurable sensations between her legs and assisting in the orgasm that soon washed over her. Loud moans filled the room and April’s body shuddered with pleasure as she collapsed on top of her lover.

    They kissed as she recovered and when April was ready for more she let James slip out of her pussy and laid on her stomach. Her ass looked tantalizing in the profile view Pete had from his chair and when James slid into her from behind and began to slowly thrust inside April it was an astoundingly sexy sight.

    James’ cock was long enough that Pete could see some of the shaft with every thrust. It made him long for a closer view. He wanted to see April’s pussy open for her lover’s cock. He wanted to see just how deep it went. He hoped that someday she would grant him that pleasure.

    A soundtrack of April’s moans played as James pushed his long, thick cock into her in a smooth, slow rhythm. Their eyes met when she turned her head to his side of the room and Pete felt a surge of lust. He wanted to run over to her, to kiss her as another man was making love to her. He wanted her to moan into his mouth.

    Seeing his desperate desire, April smiled and told James she wanted to be on top again. It would be a little different this time though. James laid in the bed so April could climb on him and face her cuckold boyfriend as she rode his dick.

    After guiding the big cock into her pussy April looked into Pete’s eyes and put on a show. She bit her lower lip as her hips slowly rocked back and forth. She moaned quietly, getting progressively louder as she moved faster on the cock inside her.

    Pete leaned forward, in part to get a little bit closer and in part to try and ease the aching pain of the chastity device keeping his cock soft. In that moment he both loved and hated the pain. He loved the crazed desire he felt and that the chastity meant he couldn’t relieve it. He had to sit with it. He hated that he had to sit with it, that he had no choice in the matter. He loved that too though.

    April pulled her tits out of the red lace lingerie and played with them for Pete. She began to bounce on James’ cock, lifting her pussy almost completely off of it before dropping down again. The sound of their flesh slapping together joined her moans to fill the room completely.
 
 

    April leaned forward, offering a spectacular view of her breasts as she began to grind back and forth on James. The sound of a hard smack on her ass rang out and was followed by a lusty moan from April. Again he spanked her. She rode him harder. Another swat on her ass.

    “Spank me. Spank me harder,” April cried out. 

    Somehow his cuckolding had just gotten hotter. Pete couldn’t believe his ears. To hear his girlfriend beg for another man to spank her harder while his cock was buried in her pussy was almost too much to take.

    “I’m going to cum,” April announced and shortly thereafter a second orgasm ripped through her. Pete’s view from the chair let him appreciate how the climax seemed to spread from her pelvis throughout her body, leaving April satisfied from head to toe.

    A groan from behind her signaled James’ climax. April sat down on his cock and smiled as he filled the condom with cum and let loose a loud cry of pure satisfaction.

    When he was finished April lifted her hips until his cock slipped out and Pete caught a brief glimpse of what looked like a massive load of cum filling the tip. The lovers cuddled and kissed for a few minutes, whispering to each other quietly and leaving Pete out of their intimate conversation.

    With a final kiss James slipped his arm out from under April and walked to the bathroom, shutting the door behind him.

    April sat up and flashed a bright smile at Pete. Still in her red teddy and black stockings, she sauntered over to her boyfriend. “So, how was your first time?” she asked before leaning down for a slow, sensual kiss.

    “So much better than I could have imagined,” Pete answered.
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    James didn’t stay for long. He emerged from the bathroom, put his clothes back on, and slipped out the door. He and April shared a lingering goodbye kiss before he left. 

    “Strip,” she ordered and Pete leapt to his feet and pulled off his clothes as quickly as he could manage. April watched and walked across the room, stopping in front of her submissive boyfriend as he stood there naked, precum dripping from the tip of his locked cock. “On your knees.”

    “Yes, Miss April,” Pete replied as he dutifully sank to his knees in front of his girlfriend. She looked heavenly in her lingerie and he could see a damp spot between her legs.

    “Do you like what you see, Pete? Can you see how wet I am?” she asked, taunting Pete lovingly as his eyes wandered over her body. They kept coming back to that spot between her legs, though. “You want to lick me, don’t you? You want to lick me after another man just fucked me. You want to taste where he’s been, don’t you?”

    Pete looked up from the wet spot between her legs. He admired April’s breasts in the red lace and the domineering look on her face. “Yes, Miss April. I want to worship your pussy. Please,” he said in a tone just short of begging.

    “Sit back,” April said as she stepped forward. Pete sat back on his feet, leaving his head level with the object of his obsession. April ran her fingers through his hair and brought her lace-clad pussy inches from his face. “Is this what you want?” she asked in a soft, sultry tone.

    Pete’s voice shook as he answered, “Yes. Please let me worship you Miss April.”

    With two fingers April pulled aside the thin material covering her pussy. A quiet gasp escaped Pete’s lips as he saw how puffy her lips were and how wet she still was. He knew better than to lick her without permission, but it was the only thing he wanted to do.

    “You may taste me,” April finally said, granting Pete permission to extend his tongue and lick her freshly-fucked pussy. Fifteen minutes prior another man had been inside her. Pete had watched his girlfriend fuck someone else. He’d seen her cum on another man’s cock. And now he was about to lick her pussy. It was all so much hotter than when he’d only been allowed to listen over the phone. 

    With her hand on the back of his head, April gently pulled Pete to her pussy. He took his time and savored the experience of licking his girlfriend so soon after someone else had fucked her. Mixed in with the usual intoxicating flavor of her pussy was a hint of latex. Each time it hit his tongue Pete was reminded that someone else had worn that condom, that a big cock had fucked his girlfriend and made her cum.

    She tried to hold out, but it didn’t take long for April to climax on Pete’s tongue. Fucking James was wonderful, but it was riding her boyfriend’s tongue afterwards that she had been most looking forward to. Nothing turned her on quite like dominating him.

    As she climaxed April pulled Pete’s head against her pussy. His mouth and nose were pressed so tightly against her flesh that he momentarily lost the ability to breathe. He fought off a mild wave of panic and relished the fact that his girlfriend was so thoroughly in control and that he’d made her cum so hard. For Pete, his tongue was his way of reclaiming her.

    April stepped back from Pete and smiled, His face was slick with her juices and he wore a look of pure bliss. She motioned to the chair behind him and said, “Sit. I have a little treat for you.” 

    Pete popped up from the ground and sat naked in the chair. As April stepped towards him, Pete couldn’t help but admire her slender, sexy body in lingerie. “You were such a good boy tonight I think you deserve to orgasm. Would you like that?” she asked.

    “Yes, Miss April,” he answered.

    April turned around, offering Pete an exquisite view of her ass with the red lace thong bottom of her teddy between her cheeks. He thought she was going to retrieve the key to his chastity device, but April had something else in mind. Her hips slowly sank until her soft, round ass cheeks pressed against his cock. Up and down she moved, offering a slow and sexy lap dance to her locked boyfriend.

    April reached back and grabbed Pete’s hands, bringing them to her breasts. “Play with my tits,” she said. He fondled them gently, first over the soft lace material of the teddy and then under it. April moaned and said, “That feels so good Pete.”

    For a moment Pete felt as if he might cum in his chastity device. His whole body tingled with desire. April had him in a state of overwhelming arousal. He would have done anything for her in that moment. She’d expertly teased him over the four days he’d been locked and now he was desperate.

    April could feel him trembling as she ground her ass into his lap. It brought her such pleasure to tease him that she could have done it all night long, but it was time to give Pete his reward. 

    Pete watched as April lifted her ass off his crotch and walked over to the bed. She turned and beckoned him with a finger, “Come.” He hopped up and walked over as April pulled his chastity key out of her purse. She deftly unlocked him, quickly freeing Pete’s dripping cock from its confinement for the first time in four days.

    A passionate kiss combined with her skilled fingers playing with him left Pete erect in a matter of seconds. April smiled as she admired how hard he was for her and how obviously desperate he was for his orgasm.

    “I want you to fuck me, Pete. I want you to fuck me and cum inside me,” she said.

    His eyes went wide with surprise. He figured masturbation or a handjob was the best he could expect. “Oh God, I want to fuck you so badly,” he answered.

    April fell back onto the bed, spread her legs, and invited Pete to slip inside her. “Fuck me, Pete.”

    He moved between her legs and April grabbed his stiff cock to guide it inside her. She was still soaked so he slipped in with ease. Pete desperately wanted to pound her, but April wouldn’t let him. “Slowly, Pete. Fuck me slowly. Savor my pussy like James did.”

    The mention of her lover made Pete groan. Suddenly his mind filled with images of James fucking his girlfriend. He saw the other man’s big cock sliding into April’s pussy. He saw her riding him. He saw the look of satisfaction on her face as she came.

    “You’re picturing it, aren’t you? You’re thinking about James’ cock inside me, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Pete said through a groan. “I can’t help it.”

    “That’s okay. I like that you’re thinking about it. I want you to think about it, in fact. Think about how good he made me feel. Think about how big his cock was.” April saw the look of bliss on Pete’s face that meant he was re-playing the passionate sex she’d had with another man.

    April pushed her hips upwards and pulled Pete tight against her. She kissed his neck and nibbled gently on his ear lobe. He groaned, signaling his impending orgasm. She moaned into Pete’s ear, “Oh James.”

    Arousal surged through Pete’s body and he climaxed and came inside his girlfriend. Hearing her whisper another man’s name while his cock was buried in her pussy was too much. He couldn’t hold back. He unleashed his orgasm and flooded her pussy with a four day build up of semen.

    After they disentangled April spread her legs and gently rubbed her pussy. She played with the cum leaking out of her and Pete watched as she brought a finger to her lips and licked off a light coating of his semen. “You taste good,” she said with a smile. Again April moved a hand between her legs to play with her pussy. She moaned and gently lifted her hips, capturing her boyfriend’s attention.

    Again April’s finger emerged from between her legs coated with Pete’s cum, but this time she brought it to his lips instead. “Do you want a taste?” she asked.

    His first instinct was to recoil. He didn’t want a taste, not really. Then he looked at his beautiful, dominant girlfriend and saw that it wasn’t really a question. He’d be tasting his cum whether he wanted to or not. 

    Pete took her finger onto his tongue and sealed his lips around it. He sucked gently and cleaned the cum off. It wasn’t nearly as bad as he thought it would be. It was salty and thick and he could tell the taste and texture would definitely linger, but it wasn’t disgusting.

    It wasn’t to be his last taste of cum. April repeated the process several times, taking a taste for her and offering Pete a messy finger to clean. By the time she leaned over to share a cummy kiss his cock was half hard again.

    “See, it’s not so bad, is it?” April asked as looked down at her boyfriend after the kiss.

    “No, it really isn’t,” Pete said with a smile.

    April gave him a playful smack on the chest and hopped out of bed. “Let’s shower.” Pete watched her saunter around the corner to the bathroom before joining his girlfriend in the roomy, elegant hotel shower where they washed each other clean from an evening of sensual play and shared soft, tender kisses under the flow of warm water from the shower head.

      

    To his surprise and delight, Pete woke up the next morning to the feeling of April’s mouth around his cock. His eyes shot open and he looked down to see her bobbing up and down as the stunningly pleasurable feeling of her oral technique washed over him. His mind immediately flashed to the sight of her offering James the same pleasure.

    As he imagined April sucking James’ cock and felt her mouth and hands working him over, Pete’s second orgasm in less than 12 hours arrived. He filled his girlfriend’s mouth with cum and she kept her lips sealed tight around the head of his cock to catch it all.

    When he was finished her head popped up and she offered a closed mouth smile. Pete expected her to scurry to the bathroom to spit it out, but April had other plans.

    He was confused for a moment, but as she moved towards him it became clear that Pete would be tasting his cum again a great deal sooner than he’d imagined. The look in April’s eyes was one of pure delight as she pulled Pete to a sitting position and pressed her lips against his.

    As April’s mouth opened and her tongue invaded his mouth a flood of cum followed. Before he could fully register what was happening, Pete was sharing a messy cum kiss with his girlfriend. She had a tight grip on the back of his head to prevent him from pulling away and her tongue vigorously danced with his, ensuring he tasted every bit of his semen.

    The arousal had left his body along with his semen, but the overwhelming nature of his mouth being filled with cum felt good. It struck him that it was the submissiveness of letting his girlfriend give him a cum kiss that he loved. He didn’t bother to resist. He didn’t put up a fight of any kind. She wanted to swap his cum with him and Pete eagerly accepted it because doing what April wanted is what pleased him the most.

    As she pulled away Pete could feel that his face was just as messy as hers looked. His smile matched hers. “You’re such a naughty boy for me,” she said. 

    “I love you,” was the first thing that popped into his head. It was the absolute truth, too. 

    She kissed him again. “I love you too.” April leaned back in bed and looked at the clock. “Shit, it’s almost check out time. We’ve got to hurry.”

      

    “Pete, this is amazing!” April exclaimed as she admired the meal he’d prepared for them. 

    On the table were two plates of pasta with homemade marinara sauce and meatballs, a cutting board with sliced garlic bread, two mixed greens salads with homemade balsamic dressing, and a bowl of freshly shaved parmesan cheese. 

    “My mother always told me a man needs to know how to make one great meal if he wants to impress a woman. This is mine,” Pete said as he waved his hand over the food.

    April smiled. “You want to impress me?” she asked in a playful tone.

    Pete cut through a meatball and ran his fork through it. “More than anything in the world,” he said in a confident, genuine manner. “I love you.”

    “So, now that it’s been a day, how was last night for you?” April asked over a bite of pasta.

    Pete took a moment to consider the question. He recognized she was asking for more than a quick encapsulation. For most people what they’d done last night would be an insane episode in a sex life. For them it was yet another step in what had been the most arousing, thrilling, and satisfying experience of Pete’s life.

    “It was great,” he answered after a brief pause. “It really was. It was honestly better than I thought it would be. It was so hot watching all of it.”

    “Was anything different than you expected?” April asked.

    “It was more passionate than I expected, actually,” Pete answered as he reached for a piece of garlic bread.

    A look of surprise flashed across April’s face. “What did you think it would be like?”

    “Fucking, honestly. I thought it would be more like a wild fuck,” he said.

    April laughed. “Ah, of course. That happens, but James isn’t really that guy. Fucking is more of a young man’s approach, at least in my experience. Don’t get me wrong,” she said after a bite of salad, “I love getting fucked. Sometimes I really want to be taken by a strong man with a big, hard cock. But sometimes I want that slow, sensual sex that James provides me. Variety is the spice of life, after all.”

    Pete’s cock, locked once again in its chastity device, had stirred to life as he listened to the answer. He shifted in his seat to try and relieve the dull ache that had appeared between his legs.

    April noticed. “Are you getting turned on?” She smiled. “You’re such a naughty boy.”

    Later, after cleaning up, they were on the couch and engaged in a hot and heavy kissing session. Pete’s hand was up April’s shirt and inside her bra while she had a hand down his pants to play with his locked cock and balls.

    They were both breathing heavily as April pulled away and said in a sultry tone, “Pete, you never said if you liked tasting your cum.” Her fingers gently teased his balls and rubbed his cock through the opening at the tip of his chastity device. 

    Pete groaned. The answer was a definitive yes, but he hesitated for a moment. He felt a hint of discomfort at the notion of admitting to his girlfriend that he’d enjoyed the way she fed him his cum.

    April read the discomfort on his face and tried to soothe his worry. “It’s okay, honey. I want you to like it. I wouldn’t have done it otherwise. You know me by now.”

    He did know her, and he believed her. “Yes, I liked it.” A sense of relief washed over him as he spoke.

    “Good boy,” April said as she continued to tease him in his chastity device. “Why don’t you go down on me,” she suggested and without hesitation Pete slipped off the couch and moved between her legs to offer his girlfriend as many orgasms as she desired.
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    “How long until we’re there?” April asked.

    Pete checked his phone. “The GPS says another three hours. No traffic, though I guess when you’re in the middle of the desert you’re not going to run into much traffic.” They were on their way to Sedona, Arizona to celebrate their four month anniversary. “Thanks again for this. You’re amazing.” April had planned the trip as a surprise for her boyfriend.

    She pulled her eyes off the road to smile at Pete. “You’re welcome,” she said. “I think you’re really going to like it. I can’t believe you grew up in L.A. and you’ve never been to Sedona.”

    Pete laughed. “My parents weren’t big on travel. You’ll discover that I haven’t been to lots of places, even the ones that are pretty close by like Sedona.”

    Despite much of the seven hour drive being through mostly barren terrain, the time passed quickly as Pete and April sang along to her road trip playlist and talked with ease about anything that came to mind.

    “Wow, this place is beautiful,” Pete said as they pulled up to the valet station. “Have you stayed here before?”

    “No, but I’ve always wanted to. It seemed like the perfect time,” April answered.

    As the valet loaded their bags onto a cart, Pete and April stepped into the lobby and up to the check-in desk. “Is that a river?” Pete asked as he stared through the glass windows and across the pool.

    “That’s Oak Creek,” the front desk clerk answered.

    Pete smiled at April and wrapped his arms around her. “Amazing,” he said with a sense of genuine wonder in his voice.

    The room, which had a view of the creek, was surprisingly big and beautifully appointed. The bathroom was particularly impressive with a jetted tub and separate shower with two heads, suggesting they’d designed it to be used by a couple.

    Pete was so busy staring out the window at the beauty of the creek and colorful rock formations he hadn’t noticed April stripping behind him. 

    “Honey?” Her voice pulled Pete from his revelry and he turned to find his girlfriend fully nude. “We’re on vacation. We should be having vacation sex,” April said as she crawled across the bed towards him.

    Pete stripped as quickly as he could and eagerly joined April on the king size bed. They’d left his chastity device at home and his cock was half hard by the time their lips met in what would be the first of many kisses over the long weekend.

    The foreplay was fervent and neither April nor Pete needed much time to reach peak arousal. His cock was hard and dripping precum and she was wet with desire for him almost as soon as they hit the bed. 

    Seeking the pleasure she craved, April straddled Pete and guided him into her pussy. He let out a low moan as she sank down onto his cock and began to slowly grind her hips back and forth. Her clit rubbed hard against his pelvis, bringing about an orgasm in short order.

    Pete watched in utter amazement from his back. He stared at her breasts as they gently bounced with each movement of her hips. His hands caressed her body, running from her tits to her hips as he felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy milking his cock. He wouldn’t last long - he never did - so he was thrilled when April climaxed.

    With a smile on her face she rolled off of Pete and onto her back. “Fuck me,” she said, almost as an order, and he moved between her legs and slipped with ease into her exceedingly wet and excited pussy.

    It was just a handful of thrusts before he came. April wrapped her legs and arms around him as Pete groaned in orgasmic bliss. Every time he climaxed with her it was a staggeringly satisfying experience unlike any he’d had in his life.

    When he pulled out, Pete saw his cum leaking from her pussy. He was struck by an urge to go down on her, to clean up the mess he’d made. 

    April noticed. “You don’t have to, Pete,” she said. He hesitated, still staring at the viscous white liquid leaking out of her. “You can if you want to, though.” She wasn’t going to stop him if he was eager to go down on her, even if his cum was leaking out of her.

    Pete moved between her legs and licked his cum out of her pussy. Once again he was doing something that would have seemed utterly insane six months ago. He was enjoying it too. Immediately April moaned and grabbed a handful of his hair. He was doing more than cleaning her out. He was trying to make her cum again.

    “Fuck Pete, that feels so good. Clean me out. Clean up your mess. Be a good boy,” April said as she pulled him tight against her cunt. She knew what he wanted to hear. She knew a little dirty talk went a long way for Pete. With her encouragement he doubled down on his efforts and brought his girlfriend to a second orgasm in the span of ten minutes.

      

    Later that night Pete and April had dinner at the hotel’s small, elegant restaurant. They sat down just as the spectacular colors of the setting sun were dancing on the red rocks their seat afforded them a beautiful view of. 

    “That looks incredible, doesn’t it?” Pete marveled.

    “I know. That’s why I wanted to come here. There’s nowhere in the world like Sedona. It’s a perfect place for a romantic vacation, don’t you think?” April asked with a smile.

    Pete reached across the table and took her hand in his. He smiled and said, “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” April replied.

    Pete and April went all in on dinner, ordering wine, appetizers, and a filet mignon for each of them. They were still riding a bit of a high from their orgasms earlier in the day and were fully immersed in the unique bliss that comes from being on vacation and getting away from everything else in your life.

    It was Pete that first noticed the tall, handsome black guy staring at April from across the restaurant. “That guy is totally checking you out,” he said with a nod of his head in the man’s direction.

    Lacking any subtlety, April whipped her head around and held the black man’s gaze. “Oooh, he’s hot, don’t you think?” she asked.

    Most guys would have been overcome with jealousy or downright anger, but Pete was not most guys. There was a touch of jealousy, of course, but he also couldn’t help but imagine that man on top of his girlfriend, thrusting what he assumed was a big black cock inside of her.

    Pete was pulled from his brief fantasy by April’s voice. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “What? Thinking about what?” Pete answered as he came back to reality. 

    April’s bare foot found its way between Pete’s legs and played gently with his hard cock. “You know what,” she said.

    He blushed, knowing any attempt at a denial would be foolish. There was no need to speak the truth though. April already knew. “I need to go to the bathroom,” she said.

    Pete watched his girlfriend get up and head towards what he assumed was the bathroom. He was wrong though. She was headed right for the black guy’s table. They talked for a minute and she headed back to their table with a smile on her face. The black guy wasn’t shy about staring at her ass while April walked away. Pete’s erection still hadn’t gone away.

    “What was that?” he asked when April took her seat.

    “I was just introducing myself to Anthony. He’s here on a business trip, but he has plenty of free time over the next couple of days. This vacation might end up being even more fun than I thought it would.”

    Now Pete definitely felt jealous. The desire was still there though. He couldn’t help it. He wanted April all to himself, but the idea of seeing her and Anthony fucking had him stiff under the table. They wouldn’t be able to leave until he could get that to go down.

    It took another five minutes before he could get up without everyone in the restaurant noticing his erection and even then he had a precum spot on the front of his pants. He resolved to stick close to April in the hopes that no one would see. 

    As they walked out of the restaurant she couldn’t help but smile at Anthony and once again he wasn’t shy about ogling Pete’s girlfriend without a care in the world.

      

    It wasn’t until the next afternoon that they spotted Anthony again. Pete and April were relaxing at the pool when he sat on a lounge chair opposite them. 

    April looked up from her book and audibly gasped when Anthony took his shirt off. “My God,” she said, drawing Pete’s eyes to the flawlessly sculpted man standing across the pool. April bit her lip and absentmindedly moved a hand between her legs. She nearly began to masturbate before catching herself.

    Anthony looked over and their eyes met. He smiled at April and picked up his towel before walking over to the hot tub. Pete watched as his girlfriend openly ogled another man in public and had to place a towel over his crotch to hide his growing erection. Again he felt the now-familiar mix of jealousy and arousal. The arousal always won though.

    “Would you mind?” April asked, pointing towards the hot tub.

    “Of course not,” Pete answered without hesitation.

    Before leaving April leaned over and kissed her boyfriend. He was expecting a peck on the lips, and thus was delighted to receive a long, slow, passionate kiss with a little bit of tongue. She wanted to wash away any self-destructive jealousy he might feel and it worked like a charm.

    Now even more aware of his throbbing erection, Pete stared at April’s ass in her skimpy bikini bottoms as she walked to the hot tub and slipped into the hot water across from Anthony.

    It was too far for him to make out any of the conversation, but it seemed like April and Anthony had no trouble connecting. Pete saw her laugh several times and couldn’t help but notice she kept sliding a little closer to him. Soon they were sitting right next to each other.

    At one point Anthony looked up and locked eyes with Pete. He didn’t know for sure, but Pete assumed April had just revealed the nature of their relationship and the freedoms she was allowed within it. It looked like Anthony asked, “Really?” as he stared at April’s cuckold boyfriend. She shook her head yes.

    Pete stared at them, never averting his eyes for fear of missing something. It was far more entertaining than anything he could find on his phone. For a handful of seconds nothing happened, as if Anthony was trying to decide how truthful she was being.

    When Anthony turned to April and kissed her it was obvious he’d decided she was being honest about her relationship. Pete watched as she eagerly welcomed another man’s tongue into her mouth and moved her hands over his well-muscled arms and chest. Anthony openly groped her breasts in the hot tub and April made no move to stop him.

    Pete wanted nothing more than to reach into his bathing suit and masturbate. It was intensely arousing to watch this perfectly sculpted man kiss and fondle his girlfriend. He loved how willing April was to play in public like that, how little she seemed to care about anything other than the pleasure she felt in that moment.

    Anthony’s hand disappeared under the bubbling water and moments later April broke their kiss to moan. Her lips parted and her face took on that look of pleasure Pete had gotten so familiar with since they began dating.

    He’d learned to recognize her orgasms too, and Anthony’s fingers definitely provided her with one in the hot tub. It took less than a minute for him to make April cum as Pete watched from a short distance away. Luckily no one else was paying close attention or they might have seen their stay at the hotel shortened.

    April clearly went for Anthony’s cock after her climax had passed, but he stopped her. It seemed he was smart enough to avoid the kind of problems that could arise from getting a handjob in a hot tub where other hotel guests could watch. Instead, they went back to kissing and once again Pete’s cock throbbed as he watched his girlfriend make out with this impossibly fit man. 

    It was 20 minutes before April returned to her boyfriend. She had a big smile on her face and her hard nipples poked through the thin bikini top. Pete’s erection had subsided and there was a considerable precum stain on the front of his swimsuit.

    April smiled as she spotted it. “Did you have fun watching, baby?” she asked before leaning down to give her boyfriend a wet, sensual kiss. “I know I had fun. He’s very talented.”

    “Yeah, it looked like it.” Pete hesitated before asking, “Will you be having more fun with him?”

    “We made plans for this evening, in fact. He has a dinner with his client and then he’ll be stopping by our room. We’re going to put on a show for you,” April said as she ran her fingers through Pete’s hair. “Oh, and he’s got a huge cock.”
 
 

      

    It was a little after 10 p.m. when Anthony announced his arrival with a knock. April was dressed in a sheer black babydoll with matching black panties and a pair of black lace top stockings. Pete couldn’t help but admire her lean body as April excitedly scampered over to answer the door.

    Anthony stepped inside and as the door shut behind him he took April in his arms and kissed her. His big, strong hands found their way to her ass and took a tight grip as she moaned.

    She took his hand and turned towards Pete. “Anthony, this is my boyfriend Pete. He’s going to watch,” she said matter-of-factly.

    Anthony waved at him from across the room and said, “Nice to meet you Pete.”

    “Nice to meet you too,” Pete responded. He’d expected a sense of awkwardness, but there was none. Anthony didn’t seem thrown by the prospect of fucking another man’s girlfriend while he watched. Pete couldn’t help but admire his poise and he felt a sense of appreciation. Anthony’s willingness to play along would make the evening that much more exciting.

    After the introduction April turned her attention to the tall, muscular black man in their hotel room. She pulled Anthony’s shirt over his head and kissed his smooth, muscular chest and stomach. She ran her fingers over his abs and pushed a hand into his pants to stroke his cock.

    They kissed as she stroked him and Anthony played with her tits through the sheer material of her lingerie. April moaned into his mouth as a wave of desire spread through her. She moved with urgency to pull off Anthony’s belt and yank down his pants. She wanted to see the massive black cock she’d felt in the hot tub.

    It looked even bigger than it had felt under the water. He was so thick she couldn’t get her fingers all the way around the shaft and she definitely wouldn’t be able to fit much of him in her mouth. That didn’t stop her from trying though.

    April dropped to her knees and took the massive black dick in her hand. She lifted it and stroked the shaft while tickling his balls with her tongue. Anthony groaned as she moved towards the head, tasting him along the way.

    She was able to fit the head in her mouth and run her tongue along the underside. That was more than enough to make her new friend feel good as Anthony closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations of the pretty white girl’s tongue on his cock.

    Pete’s cock throbbed as he watched April do her best to pleasure Anthony from her knees. She stroked, she sucked, she licked, and she had him moaning. It didn’t take long for her jaw to start aching, bringing the blowjob to a conclusion. He watched as April pulled Anthony into bed with her and they kissed. He saw Anthony’s big, strong hands move over her soft white skin and play with her breasts. He watched his girlfriend spread her legs to be finger fucked by another man.

    To his surprise, Anthony looked up and stared right at Pete. “Come lick this pussy, Pete. Get it ready for me,” he said.

    Pete looked to April to see if she wanted him to join them in the bed. She wordlessly beckoned him over and he jumped to his feet. The kissing continued as Pete took his position between her legs and worshiped his girlfriend’s pussy so another man could fuck it.

    April stroked Anthony’s massive cock just a handful of inches from Pete’s face. While he eagerly licked her clit he watched, mesmerized at the astounding size. He couldn’t imagine it fitting inside her. It seemed impossible.

    It wasn’t long before she was wet, Anthony was hard and ready, and Pete was dismissed to the other side of the room to watch. April put one of the Magnum condoms Anthony had brought on him, straddled her black lover, grabbed the base of his cock, and rubbed it around her soaking wet pussy. 

    She slowly sank down on it, groaning loudly as each impressively thick inch pushed into her. “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she said.

    “That’s it baby, take it nice and slow. Take all of that dick,” Anthony offered as he reached up to play with April’s perky tits and hard nipples.

    When she’d sunk down on the entire length, April leaned forward and kissed Anthony. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them hard, pulling her just a few inches off his cock and pushing her back down on it.

    Pete marveled at the astoundingly sexy view. With April leaning forward like that he had a perfect look at her pussy lips as they stretched out around the big black dick inside her. Slowly the pace of their fucking increased until she was bouncing wildly on him and taking the full length of his hugely thick cock inside her every time.

    Based on the noise April was making Pete expected to get a call from the front desk. The sounds coming from her were just short of screaming as she took the biggest cock she’d ever had over and over. When she climaxed the first time April’s head tilted towards the ceiling as she arched her back and unleashed a primal, passionate scream of pure satisfaction.

    “Holy fuck,” April yelled as she collapsed on top of Anthony. “Holy fuck,” she said again, this time a little quieter.

    For a few moments the room was silent except for her heavy breathing as she recovered. Finally she lifted her head and asked Anthony, “How do you want me?”

    “Doggystyle,” he said and April dutifully climbed off of him and got on her hands and knees. Anthony moved behind her and turned to Pete. “Get over here,” he said pointing to the floor at the foot of the bed.

    This time Pete didn’t hesitate. He got on his knees on the floor and watched as Anthony pressed his giant black cock into April’s pussy. He took his time, but the second round was a lot easier than the first. She was still soaking wet and it wasn’t long before Anthony’s cock was buried inside her and she was moaning for him.

    “Tell me you want it, girl,” Anthony said as he held his cock inside April.

    “I want it, Anthony. I want your big black cock. I want you to fuck me. Fuck my white pussy,” she said, offering exactly what her black lover wanted.

    “Good girl,” Anthony said as he pulled almost all the way out before filling her again.

    April groaned at the deep penetration he achieved fucking her from behind. As he sped up she pressed her face into the comforter and looked behind her at Pete. “Do you like the view, baby?” she asked as her boyfriend watched another man pound her pussy with the biggest cock it had ever taken.

    “Yes,” Pete answered as he played with his cock through his shorts. 

    He’d never seen anything like what was playing out in front of him. Just a few feet away his girlfriend’s pussy was being pummeled by a massive cock. Every time Anthony pulled out April’s pussy lips stretched around his dick as if she couldn’t stand to be empty for even a second.

    All it took was reaching around and playing with her clit for April to have another orgasm. Again she screamed. “I’m cumming. I’m cumming,” she yelled as the climax rippled through her body.

    Anthony’s orgasm followed soon after. He pushed the full length of his cock into April’s well-fucked and stretched pussy and emptied his load into the condom. His groans of pleasure filled the hotel room as a smile crossed April’s face. Her cunt had made that magnificent cock cum and it made her genuinely happy. The look of bliss on her boyfriend’s face was awfully nice too.

    Pete couldn’t help but stare at Anthony’s massive cock as he pulled out of April’s pussy. The tip of the condom was filled with thick white fluid and he was still so damn big even though he was softening in his post-orgasmic state.

    “Fuck, that was damn good,” Anthony said.

    “Yes it was,” Pete and April answered at the same time.

    Anthony laughed as he walked to the bathroom and disposed of the condom. Pete still had a look of bliss on his face as he stared at his girlfriend’s pussy, which gaped open from the good fucking it had just received.

    After quickly pulling on his pants and shirt Anthony said, “Your girlfriend is something else, man. Don’t ever let her go.”

    He let himself out and after the door shut behind him Pete looked at April and said “I wouldn’t dream of it.”
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    “Damn dude, your girlfriend’s hot,” offered Eric, Pete’s coworker and sort-of-friend. 

    It was a warm weekend in June and their employer was hosting its annual pool party at an absurd Los Angeles mansion they’d rented out for the occasion. The expansive pool area was crawling with employees and their guests. Three grills had been brought in to barbecue as much food as everyone could eat and free drinks were available.

    “Seriously, where did you meet her?” asked Tom, Pete’s closest work friend and cubicle mate.

    “She moved into the apartment next to mine like, six months ago,” Pete answered as he watched April talk with a group of girls. He couldn’t help but admire how good she looked in the black bikini she’d chosen for the event. She wore a sheer blue sarong with it and it somehow looked even sexier than if it was just her bikini bottoms covering her lower half.

    “How’s the sex?” Eric asked.

    “Fuck you, Eric,” Pete snapped back in an irritated tone. They weren’t really friends. Eric was too much of an asshole to be friends with. Most of the time he was inoffensive, but sometimes he really bugged Pete.

    Eric snapped back, “Damn dude, what’s up your ass?”

    Pete took a long, silent sip of his beer. When he offered no response to the question, Eric walked away and immediately Pete relaxed. It wasn’t really Eric’s question that had annoyed him. It was that he couldn’t help but imagine Eric and April fucking when the question had been asked. He’d been irritated that the first thing that popped into mind was his girlfriend enjoying that asshole’s cock.

    Eric always made Pete a little insecure. He was confident, good-looking, and in exceptionally good shape. The last part was impossible not to notice as he’d pulled his shirt off the moment he’d arrived at the party and hadn’t put it back on since.

    Why would he imagine his girlfriend fucking someone like that? Eric was the last person Pete wanted to see April with. All of this rushed through his head as he stood silently.

    Tom finally interrupted the silence. “Hey, Pete, are you okay?” he asked with a genuinely concerned look on his face.

    Shaken out of his self-induced, insecurity-fueled stupor, Pete snapped back to reality and smiled. “Yeah man, sorry. Sometimes Eric really bugs me. I don’t know why, but he just does.” He knew why, but he wouldn’t dare say.

    “Probably because sometimes he’s a real asshole. I mean, look at him,” Tom said as he pointed towards the pool.

    Pete had been so lost in his thoughts he hadn’t noticed Eric make his way over to April and the group of girls she was hanging out with. He was right next to April and clearly flirting. He kept leaning into her when he’d laugh. 

    Normally, Pete would have been excited to watch someone flirt with April. It happened constantly - something about her seemed to draw in guys - and it never bothered him. Most of the time it ended with something pleasurably naughty - great sex or the chance to go down on her - but this time it only irritated him.

    “I’m going to get a hamburger, you want anything?” Pete asked Tom as he turned and walked towards the plume of smoke curling skyward over the grills.

    “No, I’m good. Thanks,” Tom answered.

      

    “Thanks for taking me to the party. I had a lot of fun.” April said as she snuggled next to Pete on the couch. He was skipping through show after show on Netflix.

    April reached over and took the remote from him. She turned his head until he had to look at her. “Pete, what’s wrong?” she asked.

    “Nothing,” he answered, though he didn’t make much effort to hide his obvious lie.

    “Pete, honey, you’ve been acting strange since we got home from the party. Something is clearly wrong. Tell me.” She took his hand in hers and their fingers entwined.

    The hard look on Pete’s face softened for a brief moment but returned as quickly as it had departed. “Did you enjoy flirting with Eric?” he finally said, his voice laced with bitterness.

    “Oh my God, is that what this is about?” April couldn’t help but smile. He was jealous and beautifully insecure. She kissed Pete on the cheek and straddled him. 

    He looked up at her, the hardness in his face gone. It had been replaced by a vulnerable look. April felt terrible.

    “I’m sorry Pete. I shouldn’t have let him flirt with me like that. I should have just shut it down immediately. I had no idea it would make you feel this way.” She leaned forward and kissed him gently, her lips pressed softly against his.

    Pete relaxed beneath April. The tension he’d been holding onto since the party washed away. He felt a wave of relief and exhaustion wash over him. “It’s not your fault,” he said. April leaned forward and kissed him again, this time holding it a few seconds longer. “I don’t know why it bugged me so much. I don’t know why he bugs me so much.”

    “It’s probably because he’s an asshole,” April said with a laugh. Pete had a surprised look on his face. “Guys like that do nothing for me, Pete.”

    “Guys like that?” he asked.

    “Arrogant guys. It’s an unbearable quality. I know some girls fall for it, but arrogance is the quickest way to turn me off. You should have heard some of his lines. I honestly find it hard to believe that guy ever gets laid.”

    Pete couldn’t help but smile. He knew Eric got laid all the time, at least if half of what he said was true, but it was still nice to hear that not all women found him irresistible.

    “Speaking of getting laid, I could really use an orgasm, so how about you take me to the bedroom and show Miss April how much you want to make her cum?” April said, taking on the dominant tone Pete could never resist.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered.

    “How about a treat?” April asked, capturing Pete’s interest. “Go to the closet and pick out something you’d like me to wear.”

    Pete practically scampered to the closet and surveyed April’s impressive lingerie collection. He settled on a black lace bodysuit and grabbed her thigh high black leather boots, hoping she’d wear them too.

    “Oh, you like those boots, do you?” April asked with a smile on her face.

    “Yes, very much so,” he answered in an eager tone.

    With a wave of her hand April beckoned Pete towards her. “Take my clothes off,” she said.

    April stood as Pete pulled the thin white sweater over her head and unbuttoned her jeans. He fell to his knees to pull them off, taking care not to upset her balance. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her lace boyshort panties and slowly slid them off, letting his fingers caress her smooth skin as he did. A quiet moan escaped her lips as goose bumps briefly raised on her skin.

    From his knees Pete admired his girlfriend’s naked body. She smiled at him and ran her fingers through his hair. “Very good,” she said. April turned and picked the body suit up off the bed. Wordlessly, she handed it to Pete.

    She sat on the edge of the bed and lifted her feet so he could guide them into the lingerie and slowly pull it up her legs. She stood as the lace material reached her crotch and Pete helped pull it over her shoulders. It fit snugly against her breasts and she turned around so he could zip it up.

    “Thank you,” April said as she turned around and ran her hands over the lace as it clung tightly to her body. She reached for the boots and handed them to Pete. A simple glance downwards was enough to send him to his knees once again.

    He unzipped the right boot and gently slipped her foot into it. The leather was soft and pliable and it thrilled Pete to run his fingers over it as he pulled the zipper up to its place just above her knee. 

    “That’s very good,” April said in a soft, confidently dominant tone as she watched Pete dress her. 

    He did the same with the other boot and sat back on his knees to admire his handiwork. “You look incredible,” he said, and she did. In her leather boots and tight black lace bodysuit she embodied the dominant dream girl he’d fallen in love with.

    April stood and stepped forward until her thighs were inches from Pete’s face. “Kiss me,” she said. He gently pressed his lips against her creamy flesh, moving from one thigh to the other as she purred from above.

    “Good boy,” she said as her fingers slowly entwined in his hair. April took a tight grip and pulled him away from her thighs, from what he desired. “What do you want, Pete?” she asked in a demanding tone.

    He stared up at her, totally enthralled by his girlfriend. “I want to worship you,” Pete answered.

    April pulled him between her legs and said, “Kiss me.” His lips were already against her lace-clad crotch, which is right where she wanted him. He kissed right where her clit would be, offering a hint of pressure. Again she purred, delighted by her boyfriend’s submission and his ability to find her pleasure spots with such ease.

    “Stand,” April ordered as she pulled his head away from her pussy. With a touch of regret Pete stood, pulling himself from the place he wanted to be more than anywhere in the world at that moment.

    “Strip and get in bed. On your back,” April commanded. She was now fully inhabiting her dominant persona and was emboldened by Pete’s beautiful submission.

    He followed her orders and stripped quickly. His hard cock sprang free as he pulled off his pants and boxer shorts and April smiled at his arousal. The crown of it shined from a steady flow of precum that stained the front of his underwear.

    Pete took his place in bed, lying on his back and waiting for Miss April to issue her next order. She straddled his stomach, her ass achingly close to his cock but not close enough to provide the stimulation he sought.

    While he watched, April pulled the top of the bodysuit down and let her breasts come free. “Would you like to kiss them?” she asked.

    “Yes Miss April,” came Pete’s response. She leaned forward, bringing the objects of his affection closer. April paused just above his lips, her nipples tantalizingly close. He knew better than to pick his head up and take what he wanted. He needed to wait for permission.

    April smiled as she witnessed Pete’s hunger. In that moment there was nothing he wanted more than to kiss her breasts and suck on her nipples. She had him completely in her thrall. “You may kiss them,” she said.

    Pete’s head popped off the pillow and his lips surrounded the erect flesh. He gently ran his tongue back and forth over her nipples, eliciting a sharp intake of breath and a moan of pleasure from April. He released one and moved to the other, tenderly giving it the same attention with his tongue. He moved from sucking her nipples to kissing around them, savoring the sensation of her soft, milky white flesh against his lips.

    Thoroughly pleased and wet between the legs, April sat up again and admired the look of bliss on Pete’s face. “Thank you,” he said.

    “For what?” April asked, knowing full well the answer.

    “For letting me kiss your perfect breasts,” he said without hesitation. She watched as the pleasure of submission washed over his face.

    “I think my pussy would really like your attention, Pete. Would you enjoy that? Do you want to kiss my pussy?” April asked as she moved forward. The soft leather of her boots pressed against his hips and torso, offering the sensorial joy he’d hoped for when he pulled them from the closet.

    “Yes Miss April. Please let me kiss your pussy. Please let me taste you,” Pete said in a tone that was pure desire.

    April was clearly enjoying herself. To have Pete’s desire focused on her, to have him want nothing more than to give her an orgasm thrilled her. For the moment he’d forgotten completely about his pleasure and wanted only to offer his girlfriend what she craved. 

    April straddled Pete’s face and pulled aside the lace, offering him a brief view of her pussy before sinking onto his tongue. He licked feverishly, first diving between her labia to taste her and then concentrating his efforts on her clit. April closed her thighs around his head, keeping him in a vice-like grip as he worshiped.

    “That’s good Pete. Lick my pussy. Make me cum, baby. Make me cum.” She moaned above him. Her thighs began to twitch involuntarily. She leaned forward and grabbed a handful of his hair, mostly to restore her balance.

    “Oh fuck,” she groaned. “I’m cumming, I’m cumming Pete.” He continued his rhythmic licking of April’s clit as she climaxed on top of him. A guttural moan filled the air as the waves of pleasure moved through her. He stopped licking when she lifted her hips.

    “That was so good,” April said through heavy breaths. “So good.” 

    April slid down Pete’s body and kissed him, her tongue mingling with his as he savored her taste on his lips. He couldn’t help but hope she’d sink her pussy down on his erection.

    April moved back until she was straddling his thighs, teasing him with the possibility of sex. She looked down and took his turgid cock in her hand. Her fingers ran over the head, gathering the precum and using it as lubrication for a slow handjob. “Do you want to fuck me, Pete? Do you want to be inside me?” she teased.

    “Yes. God yes. Please. Please let me fuck you,” he begged shamelessly. He was desperate. Her hand felt spectacular moving up and down his cock and he wanted nothing more than to feel the incredible warmth and wetness of her pussy around him.

    April moved forward until her pussy was against his balls and the base of his cock. He thought for sure she was going to take him inside her, but his girlfriend had other plans. Slowly she pushed her hips forward. Her pussy lips spread around his cock, pressing it against his stomach as she moved. Just as she reached the head, when she could have taken him inside her, April pulled back. He groaned. He’d gotten so close to what he craved and she’d taken it away.

    April smiled and did it again. She leaned back to offer a spectacular view of her breasts and began to slide her hips back and forth. He could feel the wetness of her pussy over his cock but he was denied the pleasure of being inside her. It was the ultimate tease and he could already tell it was going to be enough to make him cum.

    Pete was too turned on to resist. Each time April slid forward she rubbed her wet labia and vulva over his shaft and the underside of his cock head. Each time she offered blissful stimulation without taking him inside her. Each time he got a little closer to cumming. 

    He was caught in a place of wild frustration and intense pleasure. He wanted so badly to be inside his girlfriend, to fuck her, and yet he could feel his orgasm approaching. “I’m going to cum,” he said both as an announcement of his impending climax and a vague plea for April to take him in her pussy.

    It wasn’t to be though. This was how he would cum. Her hips continued to move back and forth. Her pussy lips continued to open around his cock as it laid rock hard against Pete’s stomach. “I’m cumming,” he cried out and his seed soon followed. It sprayed onto his stomach and chest as April continued her thrusts, milking every last drop from him in the process.

    “Holy fuck,” he said when it was finally over. “That was...holy fuck.”

    Still straddling him, April could only smile. She’d never made a man cum like that before. It turned out to be a lot more fun than she was expecting.
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    It had become a habit for Pete to spend Saturday nights at April’s apartment. They could have just as easily slept in his bed, but despite being in the same building her place was nicer. She’d decorated with greater care and kept it cleaner on top of that.

    Pete loved waking up next to her, turning to see his girlfriend sleeping, and slipping under the covers to wake her up with a round of oral sex. His tongue always managed to bring her to orgasm and it was an unimpeachably great way to start a Sunday morning.

    On this particular Sunday morning he didn’t get the chance as April woke up first. Instead, he woke up to her mouth around his cock. As he neared consciousness it felt like Pete was lost in a beautiful dream. When his eyes finally snapped open he couldn’t believe his good fortune. This was the first time she’d offered oral sex to rouse him from sleep.

    He groaned and April’s head popped up from under the sheet. “You’re awake,” she said. “How do you like this morning’s alarm clock?”

    “I have to get one for my place,” he offered with a smile.

    April lowered her head and swallowed Pete’s cock again as the sounds of a slippery blowjob filled his ears. He could feel his orgasm approaching and couldn’t help but moan in disappointment as she pulled her mouth off of him.

    “Come on. Let’s continue this in the shower,” April said as she hopped out of bed walked towards the bathroom. Pete took a moment to stare at her perfect ass before following behind her. 

    He walked in to see April bent over adjusting the shower handles and got the temperature right. Her position afforded him a perfect view of her pussy lips and as they parted slightly he could see wetness between them. For just a moment he was amazed that giving him a blowjob had turned her on.

    April turned to see him ogling her and smiled. She pulled Pete against her naked body and offered a fervent kiss. His tongue eagerly mingled with hers and his hands roamed confidently over her lower back and ass. The head of his stiff cock pressed against her pelvis, spreading precum over her soft skin.

    The kissing continued as they stepped into the shower and under the warm water. April turned and let the stream from the shower head wash over her chest, breasts, and stomach. Pete’s hands caressed her, playing gently with her nipples and running between her legs to rub her clit and slip a finger between her labia.

    April moaned and reached back, snaking her hand around the back of Pete’s neck and pulling him closer for a kiss over her shoulder. His cock throbbed against her ass. 

    Breaking the kiss, April grabbed the bar of soap and turned, handing it to Pete. “Would you like to clean me,” she asked in a soft, sensual tone.

    “It would be my pleasure,” Pete responded.

    He took the soap, held it under the water, and rubbed it between his hands until they were fully lathered. Holding her gaze, Pete ran his soapy hands over her chest, her breasts, and her stomach. Her hips and thighs came next. He reached around and took her ass cheeks in his hands, pulling her close for a kiss as the sensual washing continued.

    At his urging April turned around and Pete washed her back with freshly lathered hands. The hot water gently massaged her chest as his strong fingers moved down her back, massaging her. 

    A quiet moan escaped her lips as Pete’s fingers slipped between her ass cheeks and washed between them. With one hand still between her buttocks the other found her clit and rubbed in slow, circular motion. April closed her eyes and welcomed the sensual pleasure of her boyfriend’s gentle touch.

    Behind her, Pete dropped to his knees. He kissed the small of her back and her ass cheeks as his finger continued to rub her clit. A moan of surprise escaped her lips as Pete’s tongue worked its way between the soft flesh of her bottom until it reached her asshole. He gently tongued her freshly washed anus, sending a surge of lust through her.

    What was happening behind her was more than a rimjob. It was beautiful ass worship. Pete was making love to her ass with his tongue and it quickly brought April to an orgasm. She groaned and leaned forward, bracing herself against the wall for balance. That parted her buttocks and Pete took it as an invitation to deepen his worship.
 
Her orgasm had passed, but April didn’t stop him. His tongue licking her asshole was just too pleasurable. As Pete’s ass worship continued, she reached back and pulled him tighter against her ass, burying his face between her ample cheeks.

    Eventually, April brought Pete to his feet and picked up the bar of soap. She lathered her hands, she washed him, and she made sure to tease him along the way. When he was sufficiently desperate for release, April sank to her knees and swallowed Pete’s cock whole. As she offered oral pleasure her fingers played with his balls and rubbed gently over his asshole, teasing him perfectly. It wasn’t long before he came in her mouth. Pete groaned as April swallowed every drop of semen that spilled from the head of his cock.

    She stood up to see him smiling like a man that had just experienced the most satisfying blowjob of his life. “You’re amazing,” he said through heavy breaths.

    “You too,” April offered in return.

      

    “So, I was wondering if you wanted to help plan our next cuckold adventure,” April asked. They’d both had a glass of wine and were riding a little bit of a buzz. It seemed like the perfect time to bring up the idea she’d been toying with for a few weeks.

    Pete made no effort to hide his excitement at the idea. “That would be amazing,” he said.

    April smiled. “Good.” She put down her glass and walked across the room to grab her laptop off the desk. “There are a surprising number of ways to find guys for something like this,” April said as she sat next to Pete and opened the computer.

    “I could just call someone I already know,” she continued, “but I think it would be fun to find someone new. That way we could make it whatever we want. What do you think?”

    “Someone new sounds good to me, I think. I guess I worry a little about him being an asshole or lying about his interest in this sort of thing because he just wants to get laid,” Pete said.

    “You’re right about that. Someone new certainly increases the risk of things not going our way. That’s why we’re going to use a swinger’s personals site.” April pulled up the site and logged in.

    “You have an account?” Pete asked with a hint of jealousy in his voice.

    She smiled and said, “I signed up for one yesterday. Don’t worry, silly boy, I’m not going behind your back. Why would I do that when you’re a willing, wonderful cuckold for me?” April asked as she leaned over and kissed his cheek.

    “There are still plenty of weirdos and flakes on this site, but there are also lots of genuine, sexually open people. Some are married with permission to play, some are single. More importantly, they have experience with this kind of thing. We want someone with experience,” April said as she began to click through profiles.

    There were so many guys to choose from it seemed overwhelming to Pete. How could they decide on just one man?

    April picked up her glass, leaned back, and took a sip before saying, “So, now we have to decide what we want this adventure to be.”

    Pete offered a quizzical look before saying, “What do you mean?”

    “We need to plan the scene, Pete. We need to know ahead of time what we want the guy to do, other than the obvious.”

    “The obvious?” he asked.

    “Fuck me, Pete. He’s going to fuck me and you’re going to watch, but this can be so much more than that. This can be anything we want it to be.” April reached out and ran her hand up Pete’s leg. She leaned towards him before saying, “We’re in control. We’re bringing in another guy but he’s there as an actor, really. He’s a stunt cock. We’re not going to write a script, of course, but we do want to come up with the basic framework.”

    “Oh, okay. I see,” Pete said. His mind raced with various cuckolding pleasures, but he felt hesitant to say anything.

    “So, what do you want to experience?” April asked as she watched him squirm. Sensing his discomfort, she put her wine glass on the coffee table and straddled Pete. She slowly ground her hips into him, bringing his cock to life as he stared down her tank top at her breasts.

    Satisfied that she’d captured his full attention, April said, “Pete, honey, let’s not pretend that you don’t have some filthy fantasies rolling around your brain. I know you do. We’re not together all the time and sometimes you have permission masturbate and orgasm without me. Are you telling me you don’t masturbate to cuckold porn or stories?”

    Pete looked down, a moment of unnecessary embarrassment washing over him. “No,” he said in a barely audible voice, “I do.”

    “Of course you do. Why don’t you tell me what turns you on the most? What makes you cum the hardest?” April asked as she resumed grinding her hips into his crotch. Again his cock leapt to attention.

    “I like it when the girl and her bull dominate the cuckold,” Pete answered.

    “Okay, good. Very good.” April leaned forward and kissed Pete’s neck. A quick nibble on his earlobe made him moan. “How do you want to be dominated?” she asked.

    He continued, “I like the verbal play. I like it when the cuckold has to ask the bull to fuck his wife. I like it when they...” He stopped, seemingly at a loss for words.

    “When they what?” April asked.

    “Well, I guess when they humiliate him. I mean, I don’t like the really mean and aggressive stuff like when the girl is shouting at her cuckold about how worthless he is, but I like it when they sort of make him admit that his wife needs another man to satisfy her. I don’t know.” Pete’s face had turned a shade of red. He burned with shame at admitting his desires.

    April climbed off his lap and moved next to him on the couch. She took him into a warm, loving embrace. “There’s no need to be embarrassed about your desires, Pete. I love you. I love that you want that. I love that you were brave enough to tell me.”

    “Look at me,” April said as she gently took placed her hands on either side of his head. His eyes finally met hers. “That’s why we’re planning this, so we can do what you want safely, so we can explore your desires together. Don’t worry, I’m going to take good care of you,” she reassured him.

    Pete smiled as a wave of overpowering emotion rushed through him. He didn’t understand why he felt like he might cry, but it didn’t feel bad. If anything it came with a sense of catharsis. “Thank you,” he said, pulling her into a tight hug.

      

    After a week of messaging, April had identified three guys as potential partners for an evening of cuckolding fun. She’d met with all three for coffee to ensure they were everything they claimed to be and not psychos masquerading as normal people. All three had experience playing with cuckold couples and they were all comfortable with Pete being there and with indulging his desires for domination, verbal play, and a light dose of humiliation. 

    April had even demanded recent STD tests from all three of them to be as safe as possible. No one balked at producing documentation. They were all willing to go the extra mile for the possibility of a night of kinky sex with a cuckold couple.

    She and Pete were at her kitchen table with her laptop opened in front of them. “Now we just have to decide who we want to make a play date with,” April said as she pulled up the swinger’s site and navigated to her inbox.

    “How do we do that?” Pete asked.

    “I was wondering the same thing, so I decided to put the guys to one final test. I asked each of them to write a short message detailing how the evening might go.” Pete could see the three messages in her inbox. “I wanted to get an idea of each guy’s imagination and his actual experience with being the bull in a cuckold relationship.”

    She turned the laptop towards him. “I’ve already read them. Why don’t you read them and then we’ll decide which guy we want to go with. They’re all pretty short. And remember, this isn’t necessarily how the evening will go, it’s just to get a feeling for how the guy thinks and how much he understands the cuckold dynamic.”

    “Okay,” Pete said as he clicked on the first message.

    April,

    To me, nothing for the evening should be set in stone (outside of the basic tone, at least) because in my experience it’s so much hotter to improvise off of what we’re playing with in the moment, but here’s one way I can imagine things going.

    You’re both there before I arrive. He’s naked and his cock is in its cage, as I’ve instructed. You’re wearing a cropped halter top, pleated mini skirt, fishnet stockings, and knee high leather boots, as I instructed.

    Your cuckold answers the door when I knock, pulling it open and exposing his nude body and chastised cock to me and anyone that happens to be walking by at that moment. He knows to direct his eyes downward when welcoming his bull and master for the evening.

    He welcomes me into the room and follows behind me as I greet you with a long kiss. You present your body for inspection as I ensure you followed my directions and shaved your pussy for me.

    You and your cuckold fall to your knees and I pull out my cock, offering it to you for worship as he watches. I expect him to join you in worshiping me; either by taking turns sucking my cock or using his mouth on my balls.

    I will fuck you doggystyle first and he will watch from underneath you as I use your pussy for my pleasure. If I desire it, he will suck my cock clean when I pull out. You will ride me in reverse cowgirl and he will lick my balls, shaft, and your clit as you do so.

    Your cuckold will watch me fuck your ass, a hole I’m sure he’s been denied. I will take it and use it for as long as I want while he watches. I want him to hear you moan for me, to see you give me something he’s been denied.

    We will explore every imaginable position and of course I will offer verbal humiliation to your cuckold throughout the encounter. I will then cum in his mouth, ensuring a final dose of humiliation.

    I hope that sounds like fun to you and that we’ll be seeing each other again soon.

    Thanks,

    Taylor

    “What do you think?” April asked as Pete clicked the back button.

    “I don’t like it. To be honest, nothing about the idea of you submitting to a guy really turns me on.” Pete took a moment to gather his thoughts. “I don’t know, I just like the idea of you and the guy dominating me while you have really great sex. If you really want that, I would do it, of course.”

    He turned to see April smiling. “We’re in agreement on that one. He was very nice when we met for coffee, but I don’t think he understands what we’re going for here. Based on what he wrote, I’m not sure he’d even be capable of dominating alongside me. So he’s out.” She reached over and deleted his message, sending him to the trash bin and out of contention.

    Pete clicked on the next message.

    April,

    As we discussed over coffee, I have a fair amount of experience playing with cuckold couples and I find it absolutely thrilling. It’s deeply satisfying to help a couple realize their fantasies, especially in this particular realm.

    I think we can have a great deal of fun dominating your cuckold together. Whether in the hotel room or at home, I think it would work best if it begins before I arrive. He helps you get ready and you emphasize that he’s preparing you to be enjoyed by another man for the evening.

    I’d like to continue that theme. When I’m there he can worship your pussy to get it wet before I enter you. If he’s comfortable with it, he could guide me inside you. I think it would be good to have him watch you go down on me from right next to you.

    There’s an art to skillful verbal domination and it’s something we’d have to do together, but I think it adds a great deal to the experience. If he’s close and watching us have sex, it will enhance his sense of submission for there to be a running dialogue. We can figure out beforehand how harsh you’d like the verbal play to be.

    Ultimately, I think it’s of the utmost importance that we work together to make it an evening of intense pleasure for all of us and I think that’s possible based on our coffee meeting. You’re smart, sexy, and you seem to have a clear understanding of what pleases your cuckold.

    Let me reiterate again that being invited to play with the two of you would be a great pleasure and I would do my absolute best to make it an evening to remember.

    Cheers,

    Tony

    “He seems to know what he’s talking about,” Pete said after reading the second message.

    “He does,” April said as she pulled the computer towards her and searched for a message. Opening it, she turned the computer back to Pete and said, “Plus, I wouldn’t mind having some fun with this.” On the screen was a very large cock.

    Pete felt the familiar tingle of arousal between his legs. Immediately he conjured an image of April fucking the big dick he was looking at. He smiled and said, “I wouldn’t mind watching you have some fun with that.”

    He opened the last message as April said, “I liked this guy too. We might have a difficult choice to make.”

    April,

    Here’s how I see the evening playing out:

    When I arrive you’re in lingerie that your cuckold has chosen for you. He’s naked with his cock locked in chastity. There’s a bottle of champagne waiting that you’ve ordered from room service (I’ll cover the cost).

    You and I sip champagne and kiss as he watches from his knees. After a glass you stand and indulge my desire for a dance and striptease. You offer a lap dance while looking in your cuckold’s eyes. My cock gets hard as you grind on my lap. A little dirty talk between you and your cuckold would be great here.

    You take out my cock and go down on me while the cuckold works on your pussy. He licks and plays with your clit as you offer me oral pleasure. Once I’m hard, you climb on me for a reverse cowgirl ride while your cuckold watches from between my legs. It would be great if he’d be willing to lick your clit as you rode, but I understand if he wants to avoid any potential contact with me.

    We’ve gotten a room with a nice view and I take you doggystyle as you’re standing with your hands against the windows. We’re high enough that if someone looked up they’d see what was going on without being able to see your face. Ideally your cuckold would be sitting against the wall directly underneath you and looking up to see my cock filling your pussy.

    I’d love to fuck you doggystyle in bed while he’s underneath you. I think every cuckold should experience that at some point in his life. We can skip it if the idea of being so close to my cock makes him uncomfortable, but I think most cuckolds would enjoy it.

    I don’t know if he’d be comfortable with any sort of cum clean up, but I think that would be an exciting way to end the evening. I could cum on your breasts, stomach, ass, etc, and you could have the cuckold clean it up. I could cum in your mouth and you could snowball with him, too.

    I’m open to all sorts of ideas, of course, but those are just some that came to mind.

    Hope to see you soon,

    Sam

    “I like him too,” Pete said. He liked the message enough that his cock was hard.

    April reached over and stroked him through his shorts. “Maybe we should listen to your cock,” she said. “After all, he only got hard reading one message. Plus, this guy has a big dick too, so I won’t be depriving myself of that pleasure. What do you think?”

    It seemed like either guy would be the right choice, so going with the one who’d made his cock hard was as sound a way to decide as any. “The third guy it is, then,” Pete said.
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    “Wow, this stuff is incredible,” Pete marveled as he walked behind April while they looked for the perfect lingerie set for their evening. They were at Agent Provocateur, a high-end collection of intensely sexy underwear for discerning women.

    With Pete’s help April had collected half a dozen sets to try on. Pete waited outside the fitting room as she modeled each outfit for him. “They’re all so hot. How do you pick just one?” he said as she emerged in the third look.

    April smiled. “Well, which one do you think he’d like best? Which one is going to make Sam’s cock the hardest? When I’m giving him a lap dance, which one is going to drive him craziest with lust?” She was talking low enough that no one else could hear as Pete tried his best not to get an erection in the middle of the store. It wouldn’t be the first time the employees had seen a man get stiff as his girlfriend modeled new lingerie, of course.

    When April stepped out of the fitting room in the full Tanya set Pete knew it was the one. The bra, panties, and garter fit perfectly and the elegant design blended lace, sheer net, small satin bows, and strapping details into a flawlessly sexy look that enhanced April’s already-arousing assets.

    “That’s the one,” Pete said as he openly ogled her from head to toe. “Pair it with black stockings and he won’t be able to keep his hands off of you.”

    April emerged from the dressing room with her choice in hand and pulled Pete into a long, slow kiss. He couldn’t avoid getting hard as her tongue slipped into his mouth. Visions of her giving Sam, the man they’d chosen for an evening of cuckold bliss a lap dance filled his head as she pressed her body tightly against his.

    It took the sales clerk clearing her throat for April to break the kiss. “I’ll take these,” she said with a smile and made her way over to the register as Pete stayed behind waiting for his erection to subside.

    “Come on honey,” April called out after signing the credit card receipt. Pete had softened enough to avoid embarrassment so he turned and joined his girlfriend as they headed to the hotel.

      

    The floor to ceiling windows played a big part in choosing the Westin Bonaventure for their evening with Sam. The gleaming cylindrical towers looked beautiful driving up and the lobby was grand as they checked in. The room was nicely appointed and offered a beautiful view from the 32nd floor room they’d booked for the evening.

    Sam was due to arrive in three hours, giving Pete and April plenty of time to prepare and have a little fun. They unpacked the few things they’d brought - condoms, the lingerie, a bathroom bag, a change of clothes for the next day, the chastity device - and began their preparations.

    Putting Pete in chastity was first on April’s to-do list. “I’d like you to strip for me, Pete. It’s time to lock up your cock so you don’t give in to temptation and cum without permission tonight,” she said in a gentle but dominant tone.

    Pete recognized that she’d taken control and responded in kind. “Yes Miss April.” He stripped dutifully and stepped into the bathroom so she could slip him into the device and lock it safely. She’d put the key on a chain before they left and now slipped it over her head so it would rest between her breasts for the rest of the evening, teasing Pete every time he caught a glimpse of it.

    As had become their custom, she kissed Pete deeply after locking him. April loved to arouse him immediately after locking his cock. An erotic kiss and her soft fingers dancing around his newly chastised cock and his balls were more than enough to make Pete swell in the device. As soon as he groaned into her mouth April knew she’d achieved her goal.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Now, please turn on the shower. We need to get me ready for Sam. I want to look my best for him.”

    April stepped into the roomy, beautifully designed shower and under the warm water, inviting Pete to follow her in. Without instruction he grabbed the shampoo and lovingly washed her hair, taking the time to knead her scalp and rub her neck. April pressed her ass into him, smiling as she heard yet another groan as his cock tried in vain to grow into an erection.

    With her hair clean, Pete soaped his girlfriend from head to toe, gently massaging her along the way and leaving April relaxed and aroused. She relished the way he eagerly served her. “Here,” April said as she handed Pete her razor. “My pussy needs to be shaved for Sam. I want you to do it. Just be careful.”

    Pete took his time as he delicately shaved April’s pussy clean, removing every trace of hair and leaving it perfectly smooth. It felt like a deeply submissive act, preparing her to be fucked by another man, and he took great pleasure in doing a thorough job.

    When she was satisfied with his work April turned off the water and stood as Pete dried her. He rubbed her with the impossibly soft hotel towel and held open a robe for her to step into before drying off his body.

    “Retrieve my makeup bag from the suitcase,” April ordered after Pete had dried himself off.

    “Yes Miss April,” he responded as he swiftly moved to follow her command.

    Upon his return April said, “On your knees. Would you like to worship my ass while I do my makeup?” She was offering him a reward for his service.

    Pete’s eyes went wide with desire. “Yes Miss April,” he said with obvious eagerness in his voice.

    “You may do so, but be gentle. I can’t have you messing up my makeup. If I make a mistake because you’re getting too vigorous back there I will send you out of the bathroom,” April said in a harsh, commanding tone that was music to Pete’s ears.

    “Yes Miss April,” he said.

    April stood with her legs a little wider than usual, making it a little easier for Pete to get between her ass cheeks to offer the worship that she required.

    From his knees Pete crawled forward. He gently rubbed and kissed April’s ass cheeks, moving from the small of her back to just above her thighs. He took his time, knowing that despite her simple approach to makeup it would still take April a while to finish.

    It felt so good to be on his knees behind her, to be so close to her perfect ass. Each kiss felt like a beautiful act of submission. He could have spent hours in that position, especially once he began to work his way between her cheeks.

    He kissed and licked his way down her ass crack until he was confronted with her smooth, utterly arousing asshole. His cock ached as it desperately tried to get hard in the chastity device and his heart pounded. Something about worshiping her ass filled him with submissive pleasure.

    April moaned as Pete’s tongue made contact with her asshole for the first time. He licked slowly at first, stimulating the excitable, tight flesh that surrounded the entrance to her rectum. He moaned in return and pressed deeper between her ass cheeks. She smiled at the vigorous ass worship he was delivering. Pete’s open and eager submission always made her happy.

    By the time she finished her makeup Pete’s jaw was on the verge of exhaustion. Nothing could have stopped him from tonguing her ass though. It felt too good to worship her. 

    April turned and smiled at him. “It’s time to dress me,” she said. Pete excitedly rose to his feet and followed her, eager to help transform his girlfriend into a lingerie-clad goddess.

    “Stockings first,” she said and Pete opened the package and delicately removed the black seamed stockings with elegantly designed lace tops. He fell to his knees and slipped the first over her left foot, gently pulling it up her leg. April watched from her perch at the edge of the bed and smiled at the care he took to ensure it looked perfect and the seam was aligned up the back of her leg. 

    He took the same care with the second stocking, urging her to stand when he was finished so he could make final adjustments. The garter belt came next and he carefully attached the four garters to the stockings. He’d learned that the panties were to be worn over them; otherwise it was a huge pain in the ass to get them off. After pulling the underwear up her legs and into place, Pete slipped the black high heels they’d bought for the evening onto her feet. The bra was the final touch and when he finished Pete stood back to admire his girlfriend.

    “You’re perfect,” he said as his cock strained against the chastity device. 

    April stepped towards Pete and pressed her lingerie-clad body against him. She kissed him as her fingers played with his hair. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and he moaned. “Thank you,” she said.

    Pete smiled and thought of just how grateful he felt in that moment. His beautiful, sexy girlfriend was dressed in a perfect lingerie set and about to spend an evening making his cuckold fantasy come to life. She’d worked hard to make this evening happen, and she’d done it for him. She would have fun too, of course, but she didn’t need to do so much ground work just to have great sex with another guy. She did that because she wanted to make it an evening that Pete would never forget.

    “I love you,” he said, leaning forward to kiss her again.

    April returned the kiss eagerly and echoed his sentiment, “I love you too.” She glanced at the clock on the nightstand. “He’ll be here soon. Let’s make sure the room is perfect for when he arrives.”

    By the time a knock on the door announced Sam’s arrival the room was neat and tidy. The champagne sat on the wooden coffee table in front of the small sofa against the wall. The bed was perfectly made. The curtains were open, offering a gorgeous view of Los Angeles through the floor to ceiling windows. They’d turned off all but one light, ensuring a romantic atmosphere for the evening’s entertainment.

    Pete took his place on his knees by the sofa. He was naked and his cock was locked safely in its chastity device with the chain safely around April’s neck. He watched her walk to the door and stand confidently in front of Sam as she held it open. He stepped in and greeted her with a slow, sensual kiss that aroused his cock into a stiff enough state that Pete could see the bulge as they made their way into the room.

    “Pete, this is Sam,” April said in a strong, confident tone. “He’s going to fuck me tonight. Is that alright with you?”

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered as he looked up at his girlfriend and the man they’d selected to fuck her this evening.

    Sam’s hand roamed over April’s body as he looked down at Pete. He looked comfortable and confident, like he’d done this sort of thing before. He turned the curvy, lingerie-clad beauty towards him and kissed her again, this time with a sense of urgency. April’s hips pressed into Sam’s crotch as their tongues mingled. She moaned into his mouth as he grasped her ass with strong hands, kneading the soft flesh as Pete watched.

    “Mmmm, I’m going to enjoy this,” April said as she reached between Sam’s legs and stroked the impressive bulge she found. She turned to Pete and smiled, saying, “I need this.”

    Sam added, “A woman like you should always get what she needs. Isn’t that right, Pete?”

    “Yes sir, that’s right,” Pete said submissively. They’d agreed beforehand he would call Sam sir if addressing him directly. April had left it up to Pete to ensure he was comfortable with overtly submitting to another man and he went for it. It fed the fantasy that sat at the center of the entire evening.

    Sam led April to the couch and Pete hopped to his feet to pour each of them a glass of champagne. They kissed as he topped off the glasses and he couldn’t help but notice the eagerness with which April accepted her new lover’s tongue into her mouth. Pete’s cock ached between his legs.

    As he returned to his place on his knees, April and Sam picked up their glasses of bubbly and clinked them together. “To an evening of pleasure,” Sam said as he took a long sip.

    Feeling naughty and inspired, April reached over and unzipped Sam’s pants. She pulled out his cock, which was still erect, and stroked it slowly as they sipped champagne. “Come here, cuckold,” she said to Pete. “Look at his cock. Look at how big it is. Look at how perfect it is.”

    Pete crawled in front of the coffee table and did as he was ordered. He watched April stroke Sam’s cock, which was quite large. He couldn’t help but imagine it inside her. Inside the chastity device his soft cock tried desperately to get hard as he thought about his girlfriend sitting on another man’s cock in front of him.

    April turned to Sam, who had a look of bliss on his face as she softly stroked him. “You know, we picked out your cock together. I had Pete look at all the pictures to help me decide which cock we wanted to fuck me.”

    “Is that right?” Sam said, turning his gaze towards Pete. “Did you help your girlfriend pick out a cock for the evening?” Pete nodded. “Why did you pick mine, Pete?” Sam asked.

    Pete said the first thing that came to mind. “Because she deserves a better cock.” A mixture of shame and lust rushed through him. Sam was quite a bit larger than him. Pete’s cock was almost perfectly average. April never complained, but he also knew she enjoyed someone with more size between his legs. It seemed crazy, but he liked that. He wanted her to enjoy someone with a bigger, better cock than his.

    “That’s right,” April said, “I do deserve a better cock, and tonight I’m going to enjoy one.” She put her glass on the table and bent over to take Sam’s cock in her mouth. Pete watched his girlfriend give another man a blowjob just a few feet away from him. He saw her lips sealed tightly around the thick shaft and listened to Sam moan. He felt a wave of jealousy and lust wash over him. It felt like his head was swimming.

    April’s mouth popped off Sam’s cock and slipped it back into his pants. She zipped him up and looked over at Pete. “Pull the table back,” she said to her naked, chastised boyfriend.

    Pete obeyed and watched as April stood and stepped in front of Sam. Her hips moved from side to side as she ran her hands through her soft hair. She turned around and bent over, offering Pete a view of her cleavage as Sam reached up and grasped her ass with both hands. 

    With her hands on Sam’s knees, April offered a slow, sexy lap dance. She ground her ass into his crotch and leaned back, resting her head against his shoulder and turning to kiss him. His tongue slipped into her mouth as her ass continued to grind into Sam’s crotch, teasing his already excited cock.

    Pete marveled at his girlfriend. She was putting on a mind-blowing show in front of him and it all seemed to come so easily to her. Every movement was an erotic thrill and she clearly had Sam under her spell. He kissed her eagerly and his hands moved over her breasts, playing with them in the sheer bra. April groaned as the heat of desire grew between her legs.

    April stood and offered her hand to Sam. He took it and they moved to the middle of the room where she dropped to her knees, pulled off his pants, and set his cock free. “Come here,” April said as she turned to Pete. He moved to her side, which also happened to be as close to another man’s cock as he’d ever been.

    “I want you to watch me suck his cock,” April said.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete responded. He fixed his eyes on her lips as they opened around Sam’s big cock. He saw her tongue work the soft, spongy underside of the erection and listened to the moans coming from above them. April took Sam’s balls in one hand and played with them while her other hand stroked the base of the shaft.

    The cock left her mouth with a pop as April turned to Pete and asked, “Do you like what you see? Do you like watching me suck another man’s cock, cuckold?”

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered honestly. He did like watching. He liked doing it from this close, too. He could appreciate every little thing her lips did and the way she was making love to him with her mouth.

    April resumed pleasuring Sam with her mouth and again Pete watched eagerly. He thought of the times she’d given him a blowjob and how astoundingly good it felt. The idea of another man experiencing that pleasure right in front of him filled Pete with an intoxicating mixture of jealousy and deep arousal.

    He expected another question when Sam’s cock slipped from April’s mouth again, but instead she leaned over and kissed him. Her lips were slippery as they pressed against Pete’s. Her tongue invaded his mouth and he welcomed it eagerly.

    “How does Sam’s cock taste, cuckold?” April asked after breaking the kiss. She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she leaned in for another kiss, again slipping her tongue into Pete’s mouth and sharing the taste of another man’s dick with him.

    April smiled as she leaned away from Pete and again took Sam’s cock in her mouth. She repeated the game of sucking dick and kissing her boyfriend. After sharing one final cock-flavored kiss with Pete, April stood up and sauntered over to the bed. She laid back and spread her legs invitingly. 

    As Pete stayed on his knees, Sam followed and laid next to her. He looked over at the cuckold watching them and said, “Normally I’d go down on your girlfriend and give her the pleasure she deserves, but that’s a cuckold’s job. Why don’t you come over here and get April’s pussy ready for my cock, Pete.”

    “Yes sir,” Pete said as he moved towards the bed and took his place between April’s legs.

    “That’s a good boy,” he heard April say. “Get my pussy nice and wet for Sam’s bigger, better cock.”

    Her words might have destroyed a different man, but they only served to arouse Pete. They made his cock throb in its chastity device. They made him wish he could masturbate while he was going down on her.

    As Pete eagerly licked April’s pussy he could hear her kissing Sam. It felt like a perfect moment. He was going down on his girlfriend while she eagerly kissed another man, a man that would soon be inside her.

    Pete was so lost in worshiping April’s pussy that she had to push his head back to pull him from his trance. He looked up to see a smile on her face. “Move to your back. You’re going to watch me get fucked, cuckold,” she said in a dominant tone.

    Pete and April had discussed what he was comfortable with the day before, but she hadn’t revealed her specific plans. She had only told him he wouldn’t have to do anything that he wasn’t interested in. It seemed like he was about to experience a cuckold 69, a notion that thrilled him.

    April moved to her hands and knees on top of Pete. Her pussy was directly over his face, just a few inches away. He felt her hand on his chastity device as she rubbed the precum that dripped from his cock over the small bit of exposed flesh at the tip.

    Sam’s cock suddenly appeared, now wrapped in a condom. He rubbed it around April’s pussy, teasing her with it. She pushed back on him, urging Sam to fuck her, but he denied her the pleasure.

    “Do you want me to fuck your girlfriend, cuckold?” Sam asked as he looked down at Pete.

    “Yes sir,” Pete responded.

    “Why, cuckold? Why do you want me to fuck your girlfriend?” he demanded.

    “Because she deserves a better cock,” Pete answered.

    “That’s right,” Sam said as he pushed the full length of his dick into April’s wet and ready pussy.

    “Oh my God. That feels so fucking good,” April groaned.

    From his back Pete watched Sam’s cock slide into his girlfriend. He saw her pussy lips open around his shaft as he thrust inside. Every time Sam pulled out it looked like April’s cunt was trying to hold on to him, to pull him back into her.

    The sound was unexpectedly arousing from Pete’s close up vantage point. From the flesh smacking noises of Sam’s pelvis meeting April’s ass to the juiciness of her pussy accepting another man’s cock, it was an aural symphony that left Pete aching for release and dripping precum onto the bed.

    “Lick my clit,” April ordered.

    Pete extended his tongue and flicked it over April’s clit as Sam continued to fuck her from behind. “That feels good baby. Lick my clit while he fucks me. Lick me while that big cock fills me.” Pete picked up the pace, his focus entirely on making his girlfriend cum with another man’s cock inside her.

    April’s legs began to twitch as her orgasm approached. She closed her eyes, lowered her head, and let out a loud groan as she collapsed on top of Pete. Sam pulled out and moved back as a climax ripped through the girl he’d just been fucking.

    “Fuck that was good,” April said in a voice that was loud enough for the people in the next room to hear.

    Pete was in a dazed state beneath her. He’d never felt so aroused and yet he had no way of climaxing unless April unlocked him, which she wouldn’t be doing anytime soon. The simple, subtle humiliations of the evening pushed him deeper into the embrace of cuckoldry and had put him in a deeply submissive place. He wanted more. He wanted to delay the inevitable end of their evening as long as possible.

    For a few seconds, the only sounds in the room were the heavy breathing of Sam, April, and Pete as they all came down from the exhilaration of fucking in a cuckold 69. April was the first to move as she climbed off of Pete.

    She moved towards Sam and they kissed as Pete watched from his back. April’s fingers encircled her lover’s big cock and she gently stroked the head, moving the condom back and forth over it and making him moan into her mouth.

    “I want to ride you,” April said to Sam as she pulled him into the bed. Pete moved out of the way as his girlfriend straddled the big cock and sat down on it in reverse cowgirl.

    “Come closer,” April ordered Pete as she pointed to a spot on the bed directly in front of her and between Sam’s legs. “Watch me ride him, cuckold. Watch me ride his bigger, better cock. Watch him fill me like I need to be filled.”

    Her words made Pete’s head swim with cuckold angst and desire. He was getting exactly what he wanted, what he’d requested when April asked about his fantasies. He wanted to experience this form of cuckold bliss, to know that his girlfriend loved having a bigger cock inside her. Precum dripped from his locked cock as he laid on his stomach between Sam’s legs and gazed at the big dick filling April.

    “How does it look, cuckold?” April asked. “Does it look as good as it feels?”

    “It looks incredible, Miss April,” Pete answered.

    “Yeah? Why don’t you get a little closer?” she suggested.

    Pete was already less than a foot from her pussy, but he moved forward at her suggestion. “Closer,” she ordered. Again he moved forward, this time until he was close enough to smell the potent scents of sex emerging from the union of their loins.

    “Good boy,” April said as she stopped riding Sam’s cock. She sat with the entire length inside her and grabbed a handful of Pete’s hair, tilting his head until his eyes were fixed on hers. “Lick me,” she ordered.

    Released from her grasp, Pete licked April’s clit as ordered. His tongue flicked back and forth over it, causing her to moan in delighted pleasure. She began to grind back and forth on Sam’s cock, pulling her clit away from Pete’s lips and pushing forward for him to lick again.

    Each time April pulled away, Pete was granted a beautiful close up view of Sam’s thick cock inside her. Each time she came close, he licked her clit and his tongue came exceedingly close to licking another man’s dick. There was something thrilling and a little bit scary about it to Pete.

    The extra stimulation of Pete’s tongue on her clit helped April achieve her second orgasm of the evening. She pushed forward and held her hips there as her cuckold boyfriend tongued her clit furiously. April grabbed a fistful of his hair and held him tightly in place, urging him to stimulate her as yet another climax moved through her in waves. The thrill of Pete pleasuring her pussy while Sam was buried inside her was what put her over the top. 

    April lifted her hips and Sam’s cock slipped out of her. “On the floor, on your knees,” she said to Pete. He moved into position as ordered and April moved to the edge of the bed on her hands and knees. She beckoned Pete forward and they shared a soft, slow kiss. “Do you want Sam to fuck me again, cuckold?” she asked.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered.

    “I want it too,” April said as she stared into Pete’s eyes. “I need it. I’ve already cum twice but I need more. I need his big cock. I need to feel full and stretched. I need him to give me what you can’t provide.”

    Her words stung in the most beautiful way. Again Pete was thrown into the depths of cuckold angst and bliss. He existed in two places at the same time. He felt arousal like never before. He felt the kind of desire and burning lust that he’d never experienced. He felt a beautiful kind of erotic humiliation too. Most of all, he felt overwhelming love for the woman that was dominating him so beautifully.

    His voice trembled as he looked at her and said, “I want you to have everything you desire, Miss April.”

    The same rush of overwhelming love surged through April as she leaned forward and kissed Pete. “Fuck me,” she said to Sam while staring into her boyfriend’s eyes.

    Sam moved behind her and pushed his cock into April’s wet, ready pussy. His thrusts were hard and fast and the sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room. Not once did April’s eyes divert their attention. She stared at Pete the entire time. She moaned as she took the pounding from Sam.

    “It feels so good, Pete. It feels so good to have his big cock inside me,” she said. “He’s hitting deep spots inside me that you don’t have the length to reach. Fuck, he’s so deep inside me.” She was getting louder. Sam’s cock felt too good not to let it be known.

    Sam reached forward and unclasped her bra, tossing it aside and freeing April’s perky breasts. He played with her nipples and fondled her tits, causing her to moan uncontrollably.

    What Pete didn’t know is that the removal of April’s bra was a signal of sorts. Sam was telling her he’d be ready to cum soon. “Pete, do you want him to cum on my tits?” she asked.

    Pete hadn’t thought about it beforehand, but it sounded perfect in the moment. “Yes Miss April, I want him to cum on your tits.”

    She smiled and said, “Good boy.”

    With that, Sam pulled out and yanked the condom off his cock. He threw it to the ground as April turned and presented her breasts for his cumshot. The long, thick dick glistened as Sam stroked it inches from his target.

    He groaned and a rope of cum launched from the head of his dick. Pete watched in utter fascination as Sam painted April’s breasts with his semen. He skillfully moved from one to the other, making sure to cover as much of her soft skin as possible.

    When he was finished, Sam rubbed the last drop of cum onto a bare patch of flesh and stepped off the bed and into the bathroom. April turned to Pete, giving him a beautiful view of the massive load that had been ejaculated onto her chest.

    “Come here,” she said, inviting Pete to join her in bed.

    Pete obeyed, his eyes fixed on her glistening breasts as he moved in front of her. April ran a finger through the cum and brought it to her mouth. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked it clean. “Would you like a kiss?” she asked Pete.

    He nodded and leaned forward. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and treated him to the salty taste of Sam’s cum. Pete had tasted enough of his own cum not to be disgusted. After a night of intense pleasure and teasing in his chastity device it aroused him even more.

    They broke the kiss and Pete looked down at April’s cum-covered breasts. “Do you want to clean them?” she asked in a sultry voice while lifting the soft flesh towards her boyfriend. “Do you want to clean Sam’s cum off my tits, cuckold?”

    Pete stared at the cummy mess that was her breasts and decided in that moment to go for it. He did want to clean them. He wanted to lick every drop of Sam’s semen off her tits. As he leaned forward April placed a gentle hand on the back of his neck and guided Pete forward. “Good boy,” she whispered.

    He licked between her breasts first, taking the thick and still-warm cum onto his tongue and swallowing it eagerly. It was salty and a little bitter, but Pete’s cock throbbed in his cage nonetheless. He licked her nipples clean and worked his way outwards, doing his best to remove every drop of Sam’s cum from his girlfriend’s breasts.

    His submissive, dutiful cum cleaning turned April on to such a degree that she slipped a hand between her legs and began to masturbate. “Clean his cum, cuckold,” she moaned. “Clean up every drop. Clean it all.”

    Spurred on by her obvious arousal, Pete doubled down on his efforts. He took her breasts in his hands and ran his tongue over them, ensuring there wasn’t a drop left. When he pulled back to ensure he’d gotten it all, April leaned forward and came, enjoying her third orgasm of the night.

    After the intense pleasure had passed she looked up at Pete to see a broad smile on his face. “I love you,” he said.

    “I love you too,” April answered.
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    Sam’s evening of pleasure ended when he walked out the door and down the hallway, but there was more to come for Pete. When April returned from bidding her lover adieu she looked radiant in her lingerie. She’d put her bra back on and smiled as she climbed into bed and snuggled her body next to Pete’s.

    The key to his chastity device still hung around her neck. Pete couldn’t help but stare at it hopefully. April took it between her fingers and asked, “Are you looking at this? Are you hoping I’ll set you free and let you cum?”

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete answered. He was desperate for release. He’d spent most of the day in a highly aroused state and he felt certain he wouldn’t be able to sleep if she kept him locked up.

    April’s hand reached between his legs and played with Pete’s balls. She caressed them and slipped a finger into the tip of his chastity device to play with his cock and rub the ever-present flow of precum around the soft flesh. April smiled as he groaned. She could tell he was close to begging for his release.

    “Did you have fun tonight, cuckold?” she asked in a sweet voice while leaning in to gently kiss his neck. “Did you like watching Sam’s big cock fuck me? Did you like seeing me cum with him inside me?”

    Pete’s breathing grew heavier as images of the night’s fun flashed in his head. He saw April’s pussy inches from his face as Sam fucked her from behind. He remembered the taste of her clit as he licked it while April sat on the big cock in reverse cowgirl. He saw the look in her eyes as she took cock doggystyle while Pete was on his knees.

    “Yes Miss April. It was an incredible night. Thank you so much for making it happen,” Pete answered genuinely. April had given him everything he wanted and more. Every second of the evening had been pure cuckold pleasure.

    “Good,” she said before pressing her lips against his and sharing a soft, slow kiss with Pete. “I think you deserve an orgasm.” April pulled the chain over her head and slipped the key into the lock. Instead of turning the key she removed her hand and kissed from Pete’s neck down to his crotch. She kissed the chastity device and slipped her tongue through the little hole in front, teasing his cock mercilessly. “Are you ready?” she finally asked.

    “Yes Miss April,” Pete said, his body practically shaking with desire.

    April turned the key and the little lock popped open. She deftly removed the pieces of the chastity device, freeing Pete’s cock and wrapping her fingers around it. Precum flowed freely from the tip and she used it as lubrication.

    Soon he was stiff in her hand. “I’m glad you enjoyed tonight, because it won’t be the last time we do something like this. It won’t be the last time you watch someone with a bigger, better cock fuck me. It won’t be the last time you lick my pussy while someone else is inside me. Is that okay with you?” April asked as she tightened her grip and stroked Pete a little faster.

    “Yes Miss April,” he answered through a groan. “I would love to do this again. I love seeing you so turned on. I love seeing you so happy.”

    “And I love that you submit to my desires, cuckold. I love that you accept that sometimes your girlfriend needs a man with a superior cock to fuck me. I love that you want to watch.” She kissed his neck and whispered into his ear, “And I love that you cleaned up his cum.”

    Pete tensed up as if he was going to cum and April immediately took her hand off his cock. She waited to see if his load would spill out anyway, but he hadn’t gotten close enough.

    “You almost lost your load there,” April said with a smile. “Did you like cleaning Sam’s cum off my tits? Did that turn you on? Did licking up all his cum turn you on, cuckold?”

    Pete felt a brief rush of shame but pushed through it. “Yes, it turned me on to clean his cum off your tits.” He couldn’t bring himself to look into her eyes as he said it.

    April sensed his embarrassment. She lifted his chin and looked into his eyes. The vulnerability she saw made her heart melt. She leaned forward and kissed Pete. It was a kind, gentle, loving kiss. “I love you,” she whispered. “I love that you’re willing to admit that to me.”

    Before he could respond April’s fingers wrapped around his cock and she stroked him vigorously. “I want you to cum for me, Pete. I want you to think about Sam’s cock fucking me and I want you to cum. I want you to think about cleaning his mess off my tits and cum for me.”

    A mixture of a groan and a scream passed from Pete’s lips as an overwhelmingly powerful orgasm overtook him. His cum spurted into the air, surprising April with its height and velocity, and several more volleys followed afterwards.

    In the aftermath, Pete mumbled like he’d been rendered temporarily insane. “Oh my God. Fuck. Fuck. Oh my God. That was so fucking good. That was so...that was so...that was incredible.”

    April giggled as she let go of his still stiff cock and wiped the cum off her fingers. She smiled at her boyfriend in his blissed out state and snuggled next to him. She’d given Pete an evening he’d never forget.

      

    “Pee-eete,” April called out in a sing song voice. “Oh Pee-eete. Wake uuuup.”

    Pete stirred from a deep sleep and rolled towards the sound of her voice. He opened his eyes to see his naked girlfriend standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows. “April?” he asked. “What are you doing?”

    “Well, I figured that since Sam didn’t get a chance to fuck me against these beautiful windows that you might to. I was really looking forward to it, you know. What do you think?” April said, biting her lip at the last word.

    Pete’s early morning brain fog cleared instantly and he hopped out of bed. April smiled as he strode across the room and took her in his arms. “I thought you might like that,” she said.

    They kissed as she reached between Pete’s legs and stroked his now-stiff cock. His fingers made their way between her pussy lips and found April already soaked with desire. “Oh yes, I’m ready to go,” she said.

    April turned around, spread her legs, and bent over slightly with her hands pressed against the window. She looked down as Pete slipped inside her from behind and relished the idea that someone would look up and see her getting fucked.

    The sounds of sex soon filled the room as Pete and April moaned while he thrust into her. With the thrills of the night before still fresh in his mind and the tight wetness of her pussy wrapped around his cock, Pete knew he wouldn’t last long. He reached down to play with April’s clit and immediately she moaned and started pushing her pussy back onto his cock.

    “You’re going to make me cum. Oh fuck!” she yelled.

    Pete was on the brink of orgasm too and the lovers climaxed together, standing there against the window. His cum spilled inside April’s pussy and leaked onto the carpet as he pulled out. He made a note to leave a nice tip for the maids as he watched it pool beneath her.

    They sat on the couch together, both lost in the pleasure of their morning orgasms. “I guess we should shower,” Pete finally said.

    “Yeah. Then let’s order room service.” April grabbed the menu from the coffee table.

    “Perfect,” Pete said with a smile.

      

    “Hey, Pete!” Eric said, popping his head over the side of Pete’s cubicle.

    “Eric, what can I do for you?” he answered, trying his best to hide the disdain he felt for his coworker.

    “How about I take you out to lunch today? I’ve got an interesting idea I want to pitch you. I think it could be beneficial for both of us.” Eric was being a lot friendlier than usual, arousing Pete’s suspicions.

    He couldn’t think of a good reason to say no, though, so he accepted. Two hours later they were seated in a quiet corner of a burger joint just a few blocks from the office. They’d already ordered and were waiting for their food to arrive when Eric revealed the true intention behind his invite.

    “So,” he said between sips of his soda, “I had lunch with a friend of mine on Monday. He told me this incredible story of a crazy threesome he had with this beautiful girl and her cuckold boyfriend. He said the guy was in some kind of chastity device and wanted to be dominated and humiliated by him and the girl. He said he spent the night fucking the girl and then came all over her tits and that the cuckold cleaned it up. He said it was one of the best nights of his life.” He took another sip from his drink and looked at Pete. “Does any of that sound familiar?”

    There was too much detail for him to be guessing. He knew. Pete had no idea how, but he knew. A potent mix of emotions rushed through him, but anger drowned them all out. Anger at Sam for revealing what he should have kept to himself. Anger at Eric for bringing it up and for whatever he was about to propose.

    Despite the fury, he stayed calm. “What do you want?” he asked.

    Eric seemed taken aback. It wasn’t clear what he was expecting, but it seemed like he wanted Pete to be knocked off balance more than he was. He recovered quickly though and reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope.

    “I want what he had,” Eric said as he pushed the envelope across the table. Inside was a key to the same hotel with the room number written on a slip of paper. “I expect to see you there tonight.”

    Pete swallowed the overwhelming anger he felt and slipped out of the booth. “See you tonight,” he said as he walked away.

      

    April answered the door dressed in the same lingerie she’d worn for their night with Sam. Eric stood in the doorway and looked her up and down. “Damn girl. Sam was right, you are smoking hot. We’re going to have some serious fun tonight.” 

    Eric stepped inside and leaned in for a kiss as the door shut behind him. April pressed a finger to his lips, stopping him before he could get to hers. “Not so fast, mister,” she said. “We have all night. We can afford to take our time.” April smiled as she turned and walked into the room.

    Eric took a moment to stare at her ass before he followed. A cocky smile crossed his face as he saw Pete sitting on the couch. “Why isn’t the cuck naked?” he asked incredulously. “Why isn’t your pathetic boyfriend naked and on his knees with his little dick locked up?”

    April took Eric’s hand and caressed his arm. “Don’t worry. He will be soon.” She pulled him closer to her, pressing her breasts into his chest. “Now, why don’t we get you out of your clothes?”

    As she removed his jacket April kissed Eric’s neck. “That feels good baby. Do that more,” he said. She moved to the other side and kissed his neck again while expertly unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off. 

    She dropped to her knees in front of him and that cocky smile crossed his face again. Eric looked over at Pete with that shit-eating grin and said, “That’s right cuck, your girl is about to suck my cock.”

    April unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans, pulling them off and leaving Eric standing there in his boxer shorts and socks. His erection was obvious as it pressed against the soft, thin fabric of his underwear.

    Eric expected her to pull down his underwear and take his cock into her mouth, but April stood instead. Her fingers gently danced over the front of his boxers as she whispered into his ear, “Why don’t we have a little fun. I want to put on a show for little Petey over there.”

    Eric shook his head in agreement. He was already lost in his desire for the lingerie-clad beauty. April pushed him onto his back in the bed and straddled his chest. “We’re going to have so much fun,” she said.

    Eric was so lost in his lust and his desire to humiliate Pete he hadn’t noticed the restraints hidden under the pillows. Each was wrapped around the lamp mounted to the wall on either side of the bed. Before he knew what was going on Eric’s wrists had been slipped into the restraints and April had tightened them securely.

    She moved back and gently tugged down his boxer shorts, freeing his erect cock as Eric smiled. “That’s it?” April said.

    “What? What did you say?” Eric asked angrily.

    She looked over at Pete. “Do you see this, Pete?”

    Pete stood up and strode confidently towards the bed. “I do,” he said. “That’s not very impressive, Eric.”

    “What? What the fuck are you talking about?” he yelled.

    “Sshhh,” April said. “If you keep yelling they’re going to send someone up to the room and we’re going to invite them in. Do you really want hotel security to see you like this?”

    Eric pulled hard on the restraints, but to no avail. “Let me go you bitch,” he hissed, his volume under control.

    “We won’t be doing that Eric, at least not yet,” Pete said.

    Eric’s erection had begun to soften as panic spread through him. April opened a dresser drawer and pulled out a chastity device. “Hold his legs, Pete,” she said.

    Pete firmly gripped each of Eric’s feet and held them down. His work colleague thrashed, but it was no use. He had no leverage. As April approached him with the chastity device in her hand Eric fought again, thrusting his hips into the air and rolling from side to side.

    A swift and remarkably hard slap to the balls stopped him. He squealed in pain. “Knock it off, you little bitch,” April admonished him. “You fucked with the wrong couple and you’re going to pay for your mistake. Now sit still as I lock your cock in this little plastic device.”

    Eric whimpered as she slipped the plastic ring around his balls and put his cock into the sheath. Her expertise came in handy as she had him securely locked in less than a minute.

    His balls had already begun to swell from the painful slap April had administered. “Please, I promise I won’t tell anyone about any of this. Please just unlock me and let me go.”

    “Fuck you, Eric,” Pete said as he picked up his phone and began taking pictures of the naked, bound, chastised man in the hotel bed. April joined him in taking pictures. They both moved around the bed, capturing shots of their captive from every angle.

    “Do you think they’d fire you if someone anonymously sent these images of your sexual deviancy, Eric?” Pete asked. “Maybe they’d fire you if they knew you tried to blackmail April into fucking your sad little dick?”

    “I’m sorry, okay. I’m sorry. I’m an asshole. I fucked up. I promise I won’t say anything to anyone. Just let me go, please,” Eric begged.

    Satisfied that they’d gotten enough pictures, April put her clothes on as Pete packed up the suitcase they’d arrived with. She put the chastity key on a chain and slipped it over her head.

    “What are you doing with that?’ Eric asked. “You have to unlock me. You can leave me in this thing!”

    “You’re pathetic, Eric, and you deserve to be locked up for a little while. You can probably cut yourself out of it, though I’d be careful. I’m sure you don’t want to damage your sad little cock. I’ll have Pete bring you the key on Friday if you don’t find your way out of it by then,” April said.

    “Are you going to release me from these fucking restraints?” he asked.

    April moved to the side of the bed and leaned close to Eric. “I will do everything in my power to destroy your life if you ever mess with me or Pete again. You are a worthless piece of shit and I will take great pleasure in pulling your life apart piece by piece. Do you understand?”

    Eric was genuinely shaken by her intensity. “Yes,” he said in a quiet voice. “I understand.”

    “Good,” April said with a smile as she released his right hand from the restraint. “We’re going to leave now. We’d like to you stick around for a little while. Make sure you clean up any mess and leave a nice tip before you go.”

    Eric was silent as Pete and April left the hotel room. They smiled as they walked towards the elevators and waited for the car to arrive.

    “That was so hot,” Pete said as the door slid open.

    April smiled at him. “I know,” she said, stepping onto the elevator. Pete followed behind her.

    “It was seriously hot,” he said.

    April grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled Pete against her. “I know,” she said as he leaned forward to kiss her.

      

    Epilogue

    “He quit?” April asked.

    “Yeah. He really wasn’t the same after our little adventure in the hotel. He couldn’t even make eye contact with me.” Pete took her hand in his as they walked down the beach. Sunset was an hour away and it looked like it would be especially beautiful. “One day he walked into the break room while I was showing Tom something on my phone. His eyes went wide and he panicked. He ran out of the room. He figured I was showing Tom the pictures. I actually felt bad.”

    “Don’t. He deserved it. He was so much more than just an asshole, Pete. Think about what he tried to do. He’s lucky we didn’t get him fired or report him to the police.” April stopped walking and turned towards Pete. “Seriously, don’t feel bad.”

    “I don’t, I swear. It only lasted a moment. Then I remembered what a colossal prick he is.” Pete leaned forward and kissed April softly as their bodies pressed together.

    They strolled the beach, hunted for shells, talked, laughed, and stole tender kisses until the sky filled with pink and orange light. They found a perfect spot to watch the sunset and settled on the towel they’d brought. Pete wrapped his arms around April and pulled her body tightly against his.

    “I love you,” he whispered.

    She turned her head and they kissed. “I love you too,” she said.

    Pete reached into his pocket and pulled out a small ring box. He popped it open in front of April and asked, “Do you love me enough to marry me?”

    April’s eyes welled up with tears as she looked at the beautiful diamond ring in the blue box. “Yes, of course,” she answered.

  
    Serving the Milf Next Door

    Immerse yourself in a world of femdom and cuckold kink as you spend a summer with soon-to-be college sophomore Dylan and Mrs. Jameson, the splendidly sexy blonde milf that lives next door.

    It begins with a simple request for Dylan to come over and help her with a new piece of technology that she can’t quite figure out. It quickly turns into a seduction as Mrs. Jameson decides she wants to play with Dylan.

    Mrs. Jameson wants more than an afternoon quickie with a young man, though. She’s a dominant goddess and she gently lures out Dylan’s inner submissive and shows him a world of pleasure he’d never imagined existed.

    In this nine part femdom cuckold story you get to experience the bliss of submission as Mrs. Jameson dominates Dylan in the most erotic way imaginable and shows him the pleasures of giving himself over to her desires.

    If you’re already a Patreon supporter at the Femdom level you can read all nine parts of the story right now. If not, become a supporter today and get access to every part of this story along with hundreds of others.

    
      Warning: If you want to avoid knowing about all the kinky things Mrs. Jameson and Dylan get up to in the story make sure you skip reading the summaries below. Instead, just start with part one and have fun!
    

    Part 1 – Mrs. Jameson asks Dylan if he’ll come over to help her set up a new Roku device that she can’t quite get to work. He happily agrees, but it quickly becomes clear that it was all a pretense for the seduction she has in mind. It doesn’t take long for Mrs. Jameson to have Dylan wrapped around her finger. 

    Part 2 – Mrs. Jameson instructs Dylan to watch from his window as she puts on a show in her backyard. The young man has a blissful voyeur experience as he watches the milf next door and her husband Mr. Jameson. 

    Not long after there’s a knock at the front door. Dylan answers it to find Mrs. Jameson standing there. She invites herself in and lures Dylan a little bit deeper into a world of femdom pleasure, including giving him his first dose of SPH.

    Part 3 – It’s a hot, humid day and Dylan is busy mowing Mrs. Jameson’s lawn. He’s doing it in the hope of receiving a particularly kinky form of payment and she’s more than happy to oblige. After a dip in the pool to wash off the sweat she unleashes her seductive side and wraps Dylan a little tighter around her finger, so much so that he doesn’t argue when she punishes him for misbehaving.

    Part 4 – Mrs. Jameson summons Dylan to her home with a text and seduces him into a state of wild desire. He’s lost in that state of wild desire when Mr. Jameson comes home.

    Dylan panics, but it turns out that Mr. Jameson has been in on it the whole time. Involving her husband has been part of the plan all along, and it’s time for his first taste of cuckolding.

    Part 5 – Dylan gets another taste of cuckolding, this time outside at Mr. and Mrs. Jameson’s pool. He watches them kiss and touch as Mrs. Jameson offers up a steady stream of dirty talk before enjoying her husband as Dylan watches from his knees.

    Mrs. Jameson has something else in mind, though. She wants to take Dylan a little deeper. She wants him to have his first bi experience and all it takes is a little bit of seductive charm from the milf beauty to make it happen.

    Part 6 – Dylan is completely lost in the joy of submission at this point in the summer, so when Mrs. Jameson invites him into her bedroom he’s eager to do as she pleases, including dressing her in lingerie so she can seduce her husband. When Mr. Jameson comes home, Dylan is happy to do as he's told, even if it's something he's never done before.

    Part 7 – It’s another impossibly hot and humid day and Dylan works up quite a sweat as he mows the lawn and cleans Mrs. Jameson’s pool while she watches and teases him with one visual treat after another. She offers a wonderful, sweaty reward when he's done.

    She wants to take him a little deeper, though, so Mrs. Jameson invites Dylan inside and has him submit further.

    Part 8 – Mrs. Jameson has a surprise for Dylan today. She’s going to cuckold him again, but it won’t be with her husband. It will be with a young man, a young man not much older than Dylan. He just happens to be an alpha male that Mrs. Jameson very much enjoys playing with. It turns out her husband is happy to share her with other men and Mrs. Jameson finds it quite enjoyable to make Dylan serve and watch.

    Part 9 – Mrs. Jameson treats Dylan to one last session of domination and cuckolding before he has to go back to college. She makes sure to include a little of everything, including having her husband join them for some wild fun.

    When they’re done, Mrs. Jameson sends Dylan home with instructions to do his best to find a girl at college that will dominate him and continue his exploration of the many joys of submission.

    Become a Patreon supporter today (at the femdom level) to read every part of this femdom story.

  
    Serving the Milf Next Door - Part 1

    Dylan had his pants around his ankles and his phone in his hand when he heard a soft knock on the door. He let out a frustrated groan before pulling his pants up, putting his phone on the coffee table, and trudging towards the door.

    Dylan opened the door to find the woman he was going to fantasize about standing in front of him.

    “Mrs. Jameson. Uh…hi, how are you? Or, sorry, what can I do for you?” Dylan said. He winced at how stupid he sounded. He tried his best to shake the filthy images he’d conjured of her from his head.

    “I’m fine, Dylan,” the breathtaking blonde milf said. “How are you?”

    “I’m good. Very good,” he said. “My parents aren’t home though. They’re actually away for the weekend.”

    Mrs. Jameson smiled. She reached out and touched his arm in a way Dylan found impossibly arousing. “Oh I know that, Dylan. I’m here for you.”

    Dylan felt his eyes go wide as her fingers lingered on his arm. He tried to stop himself, but his eyes drifted to her cleavage anyway. He stared for a split second before asking, “What can I do for you?”

    “Well, I feel like such a dummy, but we got a new device for the TV and I’m just terrible at getting those things to work. I figured you’d be good with that sort of thing. All young people seem to be these days.”

    “I’d be happy to,” Dylan said. “Let me just grab the keys so I can lock up.”

    “Take your time, sweetheart,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan rushed into the house and grabbed his keys. He stepped out of the house, closed the door behind him, and promptly dropped the keys.

    Mrs. Jameson reached out and touched his lower back as he picked up the keys. “Careful there, sweetheart. Don’t hurt yourself rushing to lock up the house. I’m not in any rush. It’s a Saturday, after all.”

    “Right. Thank you,” Dylan said as he took a deep breath to calm himself and locked up the house.

    “You start your sophomore year in the fall, right?” Mrs. Jameson asked as they crossed the lawn and headed towards her house.

    “I do, yeah,” Dylan answered as he tried his best not to stare at the cleavage of the blonde milf he’d fantasized about countless times.

    “Is it nice being home for the summer?” she asked.

    Dylan thought about how he could see into the Jameson’s backyard from his room. He thought about how he’d jerked off countless times admiring the astoundingly sexy body that Mrs. Jameson loved to flaunt in surprisingly skimpy bikinis.

    “It’s great,” he said. “I get to see my friends, hang out, go to the beach. You know, all the good stuff.”

    Mrs. Jameson smiled as they reached her front door. “I do, Dylan. I may not look it, but I remember what it was like to be young.”

    “You still look young, Mrs. Jameson. You have no reason to be worried about that,” Dylan assured her.

    She flashed a bright smile and reached out, caressing his arm once again. Her touch felt electric. “You’re a sweet young man, Dylan. That’s why I asked you to help me. I knew you wouldn’t say no.”

    “Of course not,” he said as they entered the house.

    “It’s in the living room. Our TV used to connect us to Netflix, Hulu, all of that, you know, but it’s not working anymore. That’s why we ordered a, well, I think my husband said it’s called a Roku?” Mrs. Jameson said.

    “Of course, yeah. That’ll get you connected to anything you could possibly want,” Dylan said as he picked up the box the Roku had shipped in. “Can I open it up and get started?”

    “Of course, sweetheart,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Would you like something to drink?”

    “Oh, no, I’ll be fine. This shouldn’t take too long,” he answered.

    “Are you sure? I make a mighty fine lemonade. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

    Lemonade did sound good. “Okay. Yeah. Sure. That would be great. Thanks, Mrs. Jameson.”

    “I’ll be right back.”

    Dylan pulled out his keys and cut open the tape that held the box closed. He reached inside and pulled out the Roku device and the slim pamphlet that offered installation directions. He gave them a quick read and then moved towards the television to find an HDMI port.

    After feeling around in the dimly lit area behind the TV, Dylan reached into his pocket to pull out his phone for light. He cursed himself for leaving it at home and looked around the room to see if there might be a flashlight handy.

    “I hope you’re thirsty,” Mrs. Jameson said as she rounded the corner holding two glasses of lemonade.

    The lemonade wasn’t what caught Dylan’s eye, though. It was the fact that she’d changed into a skimpy bikini that had him utterly befuddled.

    “What’s the matter, Dylan? Cat got your tongue?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she approached him.

    There wasn’t a cat involved, but Dylan couldn’t find his voice. It felt like he’d stepped into one of the porn videos he liked to masturbate to. It didn’t help that Mrs. Jameson was often the star of those videos, at least in his head. He couldn’t help but imagine her body in place of the women in the videos.

    Mrs. Jameson put the lemonade glasses down on the coffee table and stepped close enough that Dylan could feel the heat emanating from her tanned, toned body.

    “Don’t you like what you see, Dylan?” she asked in a soft, sensual voice.

    Dylan nodded tentatively while trying his very best not to look down at her breasts. They looked like they were trying to burst out of the bikini top.

    “I wore this one last Saturday,” Mrs. Jameson whispered as she took Dylan’s hand in hers. “Don’t you remember, Dylan?”

    She placed his hand against her taut stomach and then guided it up towards her breasts. Dylan’s heart pounded as he got closer to the globes of flesh that he’d fantasized about hundreds of times since he’d hit puberty.

    “Don’t you remember sitting at your bedroom window and pulling on your cock as you watched me last Saturday? Don’t you remember staring down at my body in this bikini? Don’t you remember the orgasm you had?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Dylan finally found his voice, largely from the shock of Mrs. Jameson knowing exactly what he was doing when she tanned in her backyard.

    “What? How did you know?” he asked.

    She held his hand in place just a few inches from her breasts. Dylan wanted to grab them, but he resisted.

    “You’re not as stealthy as you think you are, Dylan,” she said. “I see you sometimes and I figure you’re there all the time. You’re a 19 year old boy, after all. Plus, you couldn’t keep your eyes off of me at that little party we had a month ago. I could feel you undressing me all night long.”

    “I’m sorry,” Dylan said.

    “Do I seem angry, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    He studied her face for a moment before saying, “No. You don’t.”

    “You’d like to undress me, wouldn’t you Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded. His hand was still against her skin, though she wasn’t moving it around anymore. She was far and away the most beautiful woman he’d ever touched though, so even being close to her was thrilling.

    “You’d like to undress me and put that stiff dick of yours inside me, wouldn’t you?” Mrs. Jameson asked as her eyes darted between his legs.

    Dylan looked down and felt an intense kind of embarrassment. He hadn’t realized he was hard. He was so distracted by her body that it hadn’t dawned on him that his dick was throbbing in his pants.

    “Answer the question, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said after he failed to say anything. He found the demanding tone in her voice a little nerve-wracking.

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    “Do you think you could satisfy me, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “What?” he said.

    She let go of his hand and reached between his legs to grasp Dylan’s hard cock through his shorts.

    “I said, do you think you could satisfy me? Do you think this cock of yours could satisfy a woman like me?”

    Her grip was tight enough that Dylan winced in pain.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson released his cock and stepped back. She put her hands on her hips and said, “The answer is no, Dylan. No, you could not satisfy me. There’s not a chance in the world that a boy like you could satisfy a woman like me. I get that you fantasize about it while you’re pulling on your little cock in your bedroom, but we both know you’d cum the moment you felt my pussy.”

    Dylan felt like she’d slapped him in the face. Again he fell silent. He couldn’t find a suitable response.

    “Do you disagree, Dylan?” she asked. “Do you think you could satisfy me?”

    Dylan stared at her and then his gaze fell to the floor as he said, “No. Probably not.”

    “Awww, don’t be sad, Dylan. I like that you masturbate while staring at me. I like that you fantasize about fucking me.”

    Mrs. Jameson stepped closer and took his hand in hers again. She placed it against her taut stomach and guided it towards her breasts. She didn’t stop this time, though. She let him grasp her breast. She let him play with the soft, exquisitely sexy flesh.

    “Will you fantasize about this, Dylan?” she asked. “Will you fantasize about touching my tits? About how good they feel?”

    He nodded vigorously and watched as she guided his fingers in gently kneading the soft flesh of her breasts.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled his hand away and Dylan let it fall to his side. He watched the beautiful blonde milf reach up and pull out one of her breasts. It looked big and round and the flesh was pale with a beautiful, perfectly round areola and a rock hard nipple in the middle.

    “Come here,” Mrs. Jameson said as she reached out and guided Dylan’s mouth to her breast. “Suck on it, Dylan. Suck on my nipple.”

    Dylan did as he was told without hesitation. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her nipple. His cock throbbed painfully in his shorts as he did so.

    “Why don’t you get on your knees for me, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson said in a soft, sensual voice.

    He released her nipple from the grasp of his lips and fell to his knees. He looked up at the beautiful, nearly-naked woman in front of him and experienced a kind of desire he didn’t know was possible.

    “How would you feel about making me cum, Dylan?” she asked.

    “I’d love to do that,” he said.

    “Do you know how to eat pussy, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she stepped forward and grabbed a handful of his hair.

    “I do,” Dylan said. He’d gone down on enough girls to feel confident in his ability to eat Mrs. Jameson’s pussy.

    “Why don’t you show me?” Mrs. Jameson said as she pulled aside her bikini bottoms and presented her shaved pussy. “Show me that you know how to pleasure a woman, Dylan.”

    She took another step towards him and pulled his head between her legs. Dylan extended his tongue and licked the perfect pussy of the woman that had filled his masturbatory fantasies all summer long.

    “Mmmm, that’s very good, Dylan. You do know how to eat pussy. Those college girls are lucky to have you,” she said.

    He resisted the urge to thank her for the compliment and continued to lick her pussy. His hand found its way between his legs and Dylan unzipped his pants.

    “No, no, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she yanked his hair and pulled his head back. “No playing with your cock. Not until I give you permission. Do you understand? You don’t get to taste my pussy if you take your cock out without permission.”

    “Sorry,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled his head between her legs once more and let Dylan get back to work. 

    “That’s it, Dylan. Just concentrate on my pussy. Concentrate on making me feel good. Be a good boy for me and make me cum.”

    Dylan looked up at the beautiful woman standing over him. He admired the beautiful shape of her breasts and her flat tummy. He admired the blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders and the way she closed her eyes and embraced the pleasure he was offering from his knees.

    “Yes, Dylan. Eat my pussy. Worship it. Make me cum with that talented young tongue of yours. Make me cum like a good boy.”

    Mrs. Jameson had both her hands in his hair and her grip was tight. Dylan felt a bit of pain but he didn’t care. He was eating pussy and that was all that mattered.

    “On your back, Dylan,” she demanded while pushing back.

    Dylan fell to his back and watched Mrs. Jameson stand over his face and sit. Her thighs clamped down on either side of his head and she lowered her pussy to his mouth.

    “Worship it,” she said. “Make me cum like a good boy.”

    Dylan licked as she moved her pussy over his mouth. Her juices spread over his face as she closed her eyes and moaned.

    “What a good little tongue slut you are,” she said. “Mmm, I’m gonna use this mouth of yours all summer long.”

    Dylan’s cock throbbed as he imagined getting to worship Mrs. Jameson’s pussy all summer.

    She moaned louder and rode his face faster. His jaw started to ache and he felt completely soaked in the slippery liquid that seemed to be leaking from her pussy.

    “I’m cumming!” she cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Mrs. Jameson closed her eyes and leaned forward. She grabbed Dylan’s hair with both hands and squeezed tight enough that he felt genuine, uncomfortable pain. He continued to lick her, though. He wasn’t going to stop.

    Eventually, Mrs. Jameson stood up and smiled at him. “You were a very good boy, Dylan, and I’d love to reward you, but my husband just pulled into the driveway, so you should really be going. We wouldn’t want him to find out that you just ate my pussy in his living room, would we?”

    “What?” Dylan said as he popped up and looked out the window. He saw the car Mrs. Jameson was referring to. “Where do I go?”

    “Go out the back and hop the fence, Dylan. Quickly now,” she said with a smile on her face.

    Dylan was a little annoyed that she seemed to be enjoying his panicked attempt to get out of her house.

    “Oh, and make sure you take a look out your window a little after five o’clock tonight. Okay, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson called after him as he sprinted into her kitchen and yanked open the sliding glass door.

    Dylan shut the door behind him and ran across the yard. He hoisted himself over the fence and landed hard on his back. Relief washed over him as he stared at the blue sky. He could still taste Mrs. Jameson’s pussy on his tongue. He could feel her juices drying on his face. His cock was still throbbing in his shorts.

    As the anxiety and panic passed, Dylan couldn’t help but smile. He couldn’t believe what he’d just done.

    He was definitely going to be at his window at five. There was no way he was going to miss whatever Mrs. Jameson had planned.
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    Mrs. Jameson had instructed Dylan to be at his window a little past five, so he showed up at 4:45. He wasn’t going to miss a second of whatever she had planned. He was still buzzing from the thrill of eating her pussy and making her cum earlier in the day. 

    It took all the willpower Dylan possessed to refrain from masturbating in the ensuing hours. As a result, Dylan was rock hard by the time he took his seat.

    True to her word, Mrs. Jameson and her husband showed up in the backyard a little after five. She was wearing another skimpy bikini and he was in a swimsuit. Dylan couldn’t help but be a little impressed with Mr. Jameson’s chest and arms. The man was in excellent shape. It was easy to understand why Mrs. Jameson kept her body so tight. She had to keep up with her husband.

    The couple indulged in a deep, passionate kiss as they reached the set of lounge chairs that rested by their pool. Mrs. Jameson’s hand moved down her husband’s stomach and under the elastic waistband of his swimsuit. Dylan pulled out his cock and stroked as he watched the beautiful blonde milf next door jerk off her husband.

    Mr. Jameson’s bathing suit came down quickly and Mrs. Jameson dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth. Dylan couldn’t believe what he was watching. The show happening in the neighbor’s backyard instantly became hotter than any porn he’d ever seen.

    Mrs. Jameson appeared to be spectacularly talented at giving head. She swallowed her husband’s sizable cock with ease, burying her nose in his pubic hair over and over.

    When Mrs. Jameson stood up again she shared another beautiful kiss with her husband as he untied her bikini top and pushed her bottoms to the ground.

    Mr. Jameson moved behind his wife and played with her tits while kissing her neck. His hands moved over her taut, tanned body and she seemed to enjoy it immensely. Mrs. Jameson reached back to play with her husband’s cock and Dylan wondered what it would feel like to have her fingers wrapped around his dick.

    The older couple kissed again and then Mrs. Jameson got on her hands and knees on the lounge chair. Mr. Jameson moved behind her, slid his cock into her pussy, and began to fuck her hard.

    Dylan wanted to open the window to see if he could hear the moans of the beautiful milf next door, but he knew it was too risky. The noise of metal scraping against metal always accompanied opening the window and he’d absolutely attract the attention of Mr. Jameson, who would almost certainly be angry that someone was watching him and his wife fuck.

    Instead, Dylan sat at the window and masturbated slowly. He didn’t want to stroke too quickly or he’d cum before the show was over. Dylan wanted to take his time. He wanted to try and enjoy the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his young life.

    Not long after, Mr. Jameson pulled out and Mrs. Jameson quickly spun around and dropped to her knees in front of her husband. She took his cock in her mouth and moments later a look of bliss came over Mr. Jameson’s face. He was cumming in his wife’s mouth.

    Dylan knew it was time to cum, but he held off. He wanted to see what would happen next. He wanted to see if there was some other purpose to his being invited to watch.

    After Mr. Jameson pulled out, his wife swallowed the cum he’d shot in her mouth. Mrs. Jameson then stood up, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and put her bikini back on. The couple disappeared back into their house and Dylan felt a pang of regret that he hadn’t let his load loose right as Mr. Jameson climaxed.

    Dylan wasn’t going to go without an orgasm though, so he resolved to relive the moment via a porn video. He grabbed his phone, directed an incognito browser window to PornHub, and searched for “milf pool sex.” He picked the first video that featured a blonde girl and spit into his hand for lube.

    Just as he’d wrapped his fingers around his cock once more, the doorbell rang. Dylan let out another audible sigh and pulled his pants up. He needed a little time for his erection to soften, so he took a leisurely pace while making his way downstairs.

    He looked through the peephole and felt genuinely giddy when he saw Mrs. Jameson standing there in a beautiful sundress.

    Dylan hastily yanked the door open and was greeted by a beautiful smile from the blonde milf next door.

    “May I come in?” she asked.

    Dylan stepped aside and said, “Yes, of course. Sorry. Come in, please.”

    Mrs. Jameson stepped into the house and Dylan shut the door behind her. She moved closer to him and Dylan caught a whiff of her perfume. He glanced at her wondrous cleavage.

    “I told my husband that your mother called and asked me to check in on you,” Mrs. Jameson said as she took another step towards Dylan. “Of course, we both know that’s not true, don’t we, Dylan?”

    Mrs. Jameson reached out and grasped Dylan’s cock through his shorts. A surprised groan escaped his lips as she began to massage it.

    “I’m here to ask if you enjoyed the little show,” Mrs. Jameson said as Dylan’s cock grew stiff thanks to her expert work. “So, did you enjoy the show, Dylan? Did you enjoy watching me suck my husband’s cock? Did you enjoy seeing him bend me over and fuck my pussy? Did you enjoy seeing him cum in my mouth?”

    Dylan was certain he could smell a hint of cum on her breath. It didn’t make him recoil, though. It felt naughty. He liked it.

    “Yes,” Dylan answered as the blonde milf goddess continued her wondrous working of his cock. “I enjoyed it very much.”

    “Did you cum?” she asked.

    Dylan shook his head.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled. “Why not?”

    “I don’t know,” Dylan answered.

    Mrs. Jameson moved close enough that her breasts pressed into Dylan’s chest. Her lips brushed against his.

    “Do you want to kiss me, Dylan?” she whispered.

    He nodded. Mrs. Jameson pressed her lips against his. Dylan pushed his tongue into her mouth and flicked it back and forth.

    “A little less tongue, Dylan,” she admonished him. “And a little slower. A kiss is meant to be sensual.”

    She kissed him again. Dylan followed her advice. It felt better. So much better.

    “Can you taste my husband’s cum?” she asked before kissing him again.

    Dylan wondered if that’s why she tasted different than the other girls he’d kissed. It must have been. For some reason he didn’t find the idea horrifying.

    “Yes,” Dylan answered when Mrs. Jameson pulled away.

    “That doesn’t seem to bother you,” she said. “Do you like the taste of my husband’s cum?”

    “I don’t know,” Dylan said. His heart was pounding. His cock was so hard it hurt.

    Mrs. Jameson released his cock from her grasp, stepped back, and said, “Get on your knees, Dylan.”

    He fell to his knees.

    “Crawl to me,” she demanded.

    He crawled to her and looked up. Her breasts looked utterly perfect in the beautiful sundress. Mrs. Jameson lifted the hem of the dress and revealed her shaved pussy for the second time that day. She smiled down at him.

    “Do you want to taste me, Dylan? Do you want to eat my pussy from your knees like a good boy?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded vigorously. It was all he wanted in that moment, and he wanted it desperately.

    “You know my husband’s cock was just inside me, right? You know you’re going to taste him in my pussy, right?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan admitted.

    Mrs. Jameson pushed three fingers into her soaking wet pussy. They glistened with her juices when she pulled them out.

    “Open your mouth, Dylan,” she said.

    Dylan opened his mouth and she filled it. He closed his lips around the slippery fingers and sucked the juices off.

    Mrs. Jameson laughed as she pushed her fingers in and out of his mouth. It wasn’t lost on Dylan that she was basically fucking his face. He didn’t want it to stop, though.

    “Come here,” Mrs. Jameson said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth and grabbed the back of Dylan’s head. She pulled him between her legs and just like that he was eating her pussy for the second time that day.

    The room filled with the moans of the beautiful blonde milf next door. Dylan’s cock throbbed and dripped precum in his shorts. He lost himself completely in the utter joy of being able to lick a beautiful woman’s pussy for the second time that day.

    “Taste him, Dylan. Taste my husband’s big cock inside me. Taste his precum. Taste his sweat. Taste his fucking juices like a good little bitch,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan loved the aggression in her voice. He loved that she seemed to have complete control. He loved the notion of having no idea what she was going to do next.

    Mrs. Jameson grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back. Dylan’s head left the warm, perfect space between her legs. He looked up at the blonde milf and she laughed.

    “You’re covered in my pussy juices,” she said.

    Dylan felt the wetness on his face. He liked it. He felt a sense of pride.

    “Do you want to cum, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    He nodded as she maintained her grip on his hair.

    “Are you willing to earn your orgasm?” she asked.

    “I’ll do anything,” Dylan replied. He’d never felt so aroused. He wasn’t sure what she was going to ask him to do, but he meant what he said.

    Mrs. Jameson spun around and pulled Dylan’s head to her ass before he could even register what was happening.

    “Eat my ass,” she said.

    Dylan had watched rimjob videos. He’d fantasized about giving a rimjob. He couldn’t believe he was getting to do it with such a beautiful woman.

    He licked Mrs. Jameson’s ass eagerly. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it. He reveled in his ability to make her moan.

    Mrs. Jameson reached between her legs and played with her pussy as Dylan rimmed her. She pushed two fingers inside and used a third to pleasure her clit. She moaned as the young man worked her asshole with his tongue.

    “Put your tongue in my ass, Dylan,” she said.

    Without thinking, Dylan formed a point with his tongue and pressed against her asshole. He slipped inside her and was greeted with an acrid taste. He was tasting her asshole. He moaned. For some reason it felt arousing despite the unpleasant taste.

    “That’s a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said between loud, sensual moans. Her grip on his hair tightened. He heard the sounds of wetness as she played with her pussy.

    “Eat it, Dylan. Eat my ass. Taste it. Taste that nasty little hole. Get your tongue deep in there,” she demanded.

    Dylan felt her ass cheeks tremble around his face. He heard Mrs. Jameson moan louder and faster. She caught her breath for a moment and then unleashed a guttural scream. She was cumming.

    Afterwards, Mrs. Jameson pushed Dylan away from her ass and turned around once more.

    “Would you like to cum on my tits, Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded vigorously as he imagined his cum spraying on the big tits he’d seen, touched, and licked earlier in the day. It sounded like the perfect way to orgasm.

    Mrs. Jameson ran her fingers through his hair and smiled. “I’ll bet you would. I’ll let you cum on my tits, Dylan, but you need to agree to do something for me.”

    “Anything,” he said.

    “You need to clean up your mess,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan gave her a confused look as Mrs. Jameson pulled the sundress over her head. She was naked and she looked perfect.

    She dropped to her knees and played with her breasts in front of Dylan. She pulled on her nipples and moaned.

    “If you’re going to make a mess on my tits, you need to clean it up,” Mrs. Jameson said, clearing up any confusion Dylan might have felt.

    “Go ahead, Dylan,” she continued. “Stand up, stroke your cock, and cum all over my tits.”

    Dylan was too turned on to resist, despite knowing what would happen after he climaxed. He stood up, pulled out his cock, and stroked.

    “Oh, you’re not quite as big as my husband, are you Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson said as she continued to play with her tits. “You might have some trouble satisfying women with a dick like that, Dylan.”

    They weren’t the words he wanted to hear, and yet Dylan felt a surge of arousal. He looked down at the perfect tits in front of him and unleashed his pent up load. Shot after shot of cum landed on Mrs. Jameson’s flawless flesh.

    When he was finished, she wrapped her fingers around Dylan’s balls and pulled down. The pain brought him to his knees.

    Mrs. Jameson ran two fingers through the cum on her tits and said, “Open up.”

    Dylan reluctantly opened his mouth and Mrs. Jameson put her fingers on his tongue. “Now taste your cum.”

    He closed his lips and sucked her fingers clean. It was incredibly salty, but not nearly as bad as he’d feared it would be.

    “Now clean up your mess,” Mrs. Jameson said as she looked down at her cum-covered breasts.

    Dylan leaned forward and began to lick up his cum. The taste was far worse in a higher volume. He didn’t stop, though. There was something driving him to do as the beautiful blonde milf wanted.

    “Good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    The comment thrilled Dylan in a way he didn’t understand. He licked more of his cum from her breasts. He licked up every drop.

    Mrs. Jameson stood up and Dylan moved to follow her. “No. Stay on your knees.” Dylan did as he was told.

    He watched the blonde milf put her sundress back on and fix her hair. She reached out and ran her fingers over his lips before leaning down.

    “I’ve decided we’re going to have fun this summer, Dylan,” she said. “Would you like that?”

    He nodded.

    “You’re very good at doing what you’re told. I like that in a boy. As long as you stay good at that, we’ll have lots of fun together, I promise. Will you do that for me? Will you do as you’re told?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan replied.

    “Good. Then your first task is to refrain from cumming until I give you permission. Can you do that for me?” she asked.

    “Yes. I can. I promise,” he said.

    “Good. Until next time.”

    Mrs. Jameson left and Dylan stayed on his knees as he assessed what he’d just done. He pushed all the worrisome feelings down and concentrated only on the intense pleasure of his orgasm and the sense that absolutely anything could happen if his beautiful neighbor was involved.

    Dylan decided he was going to do exactly as he was told. 
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    Dylan wiped the sweat from his brow, took a deep breath, and got back to pushing the lawnmower up the gradual hill. He surveyed the grass that he still had to cut and a small part of him wondered why he’d agreed to the job in the first place.

    That part of him was quickly shouted down by Dylan’s raging hormones. He’d agreed to mow Mrs. Jameson’s lawn because he knew there was almost certainly going to be a naughty delight of some kind coming his way when he was finished. After all, she’d asked him to do it while dressed in a splendidly skimpy bikini.

    Dylan had accepted without thinking. He’d tried his best not to stare at Mrs. Jameson’s wondrous breasts while they talked, a task at which he’d failed almost instantly. It didn’t seem to bother her, though. The way she traced her fingers through her cleavage almost made it seem like she was hoping he’d stare at her breasts.

    He hadn’t realized Mrs. Jameson intended for him to use a push mower. He figured it would be as simple as riding a mower, or the kind that powered itself. Instead, Dylan was soaked in sweat as the midday sun beat down on him from high in the sky.

    It was all worth it though. He would have done so much more if it meant another chance to experience the sexual bliss that Mrs. Jameson offered. He hoped that she might actually let him fuck her, though he knew it was a long shot. Nothing they’d done so far had indicated Mrs. Jameson had any intentions of letting Dylan inside her. She seemed quite happy with her husband, in fact. She did like to play, though, and Dylan was up for whatever naughty delights she wanted to indulge in with him.

    After emptying the final bag of grass Dylan pushed the lawnmower into the garage and put his hands on his hips. He was covered in sweat and grass clippings and an unpleasant odor wafted off of him.

    Dylan made his way to the backyard to collect whatever payment Mrs. Jameson had in mind. He paused to enjoy the view of the beautiful older woman relaxing on a lounge chair in yet another skimpy, sexy bikini.

    “All done?” Mrs. Jameson asked as her eyes remained closed.

    “Uhh, yes, yes I’m done,” Dylan stammered. He thought he’d been admiring Mrs. Jameson without her knowledge. He was wrong, just as he’d been wrong when he thought he was watching her from his bedroom window without her knowledge.

    “I imagine you’re quite sweaty,” she said. “Why don’t you take a dip in the pool? Then we can figure out how to compensate you for your hard work.”

    Dylan didn’t want money in exchange for mowing the lawn. He wanted more of what Mrs. Jameson had offered in recent weeks. He wanted more of her kinky brand of fun.

    “I didn’t bring my swimsuit,” Dylan said.

    Mrs. Jameson sat up and smiled. Dylan’s eyes moved to her breasts. They were so perfect, he couldn’t look away.

    “Why would you need a swimsuit, Dylan? I’ve already seen you naked. I know exactly what you have to offer. Don’t worry. I’m not going to be tempted into taking your young, erect flesh into my pussy. I think we both know that your cock pales in comparison to my husband’s.” Mrs. Jameson looked him up and down and laughed quietly before saying, “Your body isn’t exactly going to win any contests either, is it?”

    Dylan felt the embarrassment that Mrs. Jameson likely intended to convey. For reasons he still didn’t understand, his cock had grown in his shorts.

    Mrs. Jameson’s eyes darted between his legs and she laughed again. “Are you getting hard, Dylan? Do you like that I find my husband’s cock more attractive than yours? Do you like that I’d much rather have his long, thick cock in my pussy than your disappointing dick?”

    Dylan pulled off his sweaty t-shirt and nodded at Mrs. Jameson. He stood stone still as she got up and sauntered across the grass towards him.

    “That doesn’t mean your dick is useless, of course,” Mrs. Jameson said as she unbuttoned Dylan’s shorts and watched them fall to the ground.

    She grasped his cock through his sweaty underwear and stroked him as her lips approached his.

    “It just means that it’s useless for giving me pleasure. Why would I ever let you fuck me when I can have my husband’s beautiful cock anytime I want it? Why would I let your disappointing dick into my perfect pussy?” she asked.

    “You wouldn’t,” Dylan said as his cock grew to a fully erect state in the skilled hands of the beautiful blonde milf.

    “No, I wouldn’t, Dylan. Now get in the pool and wash all that disgusting sweat and grass off your body. Do some laps, too. You could use the exercise,” she said.

    Dylan pulled down his underwear and stepped into the pool. The water was refreshingly cool as it enveloped his body. He dipped his head under and kicked towards the opposite end. He surfaced, grabbed the concrete edge of the pool, and turned around to see Mrs. Jameson untying her bikini top and tossing it aside.

    Dylan swam towards the blonde goddess that had just exposed her perfect breasts. His gaze returned to Mrs. Jameson’s breasts every time he surfaced during a particularly vigorous freestyle stroke.

    “You love my tits, don’t you Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Love didn’t seem like a strong enough word to describe his feelings about the breasts of the milf next door. They were big, round, and utterly perfect. They were unquestionably the sexiest breasts he’d ever been permitted to touch and were quite possibly the sexiest breasts he’d ever seen, pornstars included.

    “I do,” Dylan said as he looked up at her from the cool confines of the pool.

    “Swim another lap,” she demanded.

    Dylan did as he was told, and as he returned from the opposite end of the pool he saw Mrs. Jameson pull down her bikini bottoms. Her pussy was shaved bare and it looked astoundingly sexy.

    “How does it feel to know you’ll never get to fuck my pussy, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked as he finished his lap. “How does it feel to know that you’ll never be worthy of my cunt?”

    Dylan felt the familiar tingle of desire between his legs. His cock had softened during his swim but it quickly came back to life.

    “I like it,” he said. It was the simplest answer in that it was entirely true. He liked the way Mrs. Jameson made him feel, even if he didn’t understand it.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled as she gingerly stepped into the pool and began a slow descent of the stairs. She stopped one step in front of Dylan. He stared straight ahead at her breasts.

    “You may kiss my breasts, Dylan,” she said.

    Dylan leaned forward and kissed the milf’s beautiful breasts. He took her nipple into his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over it.

    Pain burst forth from Dylan’s head. Mrs. Jameson had grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back sharply.

    “Did I give you permission to suck on my nipple, Dylan?” she asked.

    “No, ma’am,” he said.

    “No, I didn’t. So why did you suck my nipple?”

    Again Dylan decided that the simplest answer was the best. “Because I wanted to. I’m sorry. I should have listened.”

    Mrs. Jameson stepped back with her fingers still entwined in Dylan’s hair. She guided him out of the pool and directed him to bend over the lounge chair. Dylan did as he was told.

    “I suppose I can’t blame you,” she said while Dylan remained bent over. “Boys your age are driven by their cocks in a way that can be utterly exhausting, especially if that behavior is not corrected.”

    Dylan looked back at Mrs. Jameson. He saw the naked milf raise her hand towards the sky, but it wasn’t until she brought it down on his ass that Dylan understood what she meant by “corrected.”

    Dylan cried out as the sound of Mrs. Jameson’s hand striking his ass filled the air. She struck three more times, each in quick succession. He was spanked twice on each ass cheek and by the time the fourth blow landed his legs gave out and he collapsed onto the lounge chair and curled up into the fetal position.

    It was not a spanking of the kinky variety. It was not meant as foreplay. It was exquisitely painful. The agony emanated from his ass and spread down his legs and up his back. It left him on the verge of tears.

    Then Mrs. Jameson joined Dylan on the lounge chair. She cradled his head in her hands and brought it to her breasts. He nestled his cheek against her warm flesh and she ran her fingers through his wet hair.

    “I can make you feel better than you’ve ever felt, Dylan, but you need to be a good boy for me. You need to do as you’re told and nothing more. Do you understand that?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she wrapped her body around Dylan’s.

    He felt an unexpected, warm sense of comfort in her grasp. “Yes, I understand,” Dylan replied.

    “Good boy,” she replied. “You can suck on my nipples now, Dylan.”

    Dylan’s lips found their way to Mrs. Jameson’s nipple and he took it in his mouth. He licked and sucked. He flicked his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh and he listened to the beautiful milf moan as she moved her fingers through his hair, over his neck, and down his back. Her reach extended far enough to grasp his ass and give it a good squeeze. It felt so much better than the spanking.

    “Take the other one in your mouth,” she whispered.

    Dylan moved to Mrs. Jameson’s other nipple. He offered it the same form of worship. He licked and sucked. He made her moan. His cock throbbed between his legs. He felt precum dripping from the tip.

    Mrs. Jameson extracted her nipple from his mouth and lifted Dylan’s head until he was looking into her beautiful eyes.

    “Are you going to be a good boy for me, Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded. “I will. I promise.”

    “I don’t want to have to spank you again, Dylan, but I will. I will do whatever it takes to teach you to be a good boy. Do you understand that?”

    “I do, Mrs. Jameson. I understand. I promise, I’ll be a good boy for you,” he replied.

    Dylan stared into her eyes and felt an intense, mind-bending kind of arousal rush through his body. It was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. It was light years better than any kind of arousal he’d enjoyed while masturbating or fantasizing. He wanted more of it. He needed more of it.

    “Worship my pussy, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she gently pressed on the top of his head. “Make me cum.”

    Dylan moved between Mrs. Jameson’s legs and worshiped her pussy as ordered. He moved his tongue back and forth over her clit and found it thrilling when she grabbed his head with both hands and moaned.

    “Good boy,” she said in a voice filled with lust. “You’re being a very good boy, Dylan. Make me cum. Make me cum like a good boy.”

    Dylan slipped two fingers into Mrs. Jameson’s pussy and was delighted to find her soaking wet. He didn’t have much experience with women, but he knew that wetness was a surefire sign of arousal. He liked that playing with him clearly brought Mrs. Jameson pleasure. He liked that it meant he’d probably get to keep playing with her as the summer wore on.

    “Make me cum like a good boy,” she said as her grip on his hair tightened.

    A loud groan followed as Mrs. Jameson rubbed her pussy over his face. Her thighs trembled and juices flowed from her cunt.

    A look of utter joy came over Mrs. Jameson’s face as she gently pushed Dylan from between her legs. He smiled as a sense of pride washed over him. He’d made the beautiful milf cum. It felt spectacularly good to have done so.

    “That was very good, Dylan. You’re getting better with your tongue. That quality will serve you quite well as you get older, I promise,” she said.

    “Thank you, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    She smiled at him and sat up. She caressed his face and pulled his lips to hers for a soft kiss.

    “It’s time for you to leave, Dylan,” she said. “My husband is working a half day today and he’ll be home soon. I shouldn’t have an 18 year old boy between my legs when he gets home, should I?”

    “No, ma’am,” Dylan replied.

    “No masturbating, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I know it’s going to be hard to resist, but I need you to be a good boy and keep your hands off your cock. Can you do that for me?”

    “Yes, ma’am,” Dylan said.

    “Good. Now go.”

    Dylan pulled his sweaty clothes back on and hopped the fence into his yard. His cock was still hard and he didn’t want to risk going out front and having one of the neighbors see.

    As he walked into the house and hopped in the shower, Dylan resolved to refrain from masturbating. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to resist, but he was quite certain that Mrs. Jameson would somehow know he’d jerked off and would punish him for it the next time they saw each other. His ass was still sore and Dylan wanted to avoid a punishment at all costs. He was going to be a good boy.
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    “Mrs. Jameson? Hello?” Dylan called out as he stepped through the front door.

    He’d received a text from the milf next door. She’d told him to come over and let himself in. He did as requested, but he still felt a little hesitant about walking into her house unannounced.

    “I’m in the living room, Dylan. Come in,” she replied.

    Dylan closed the door behind him, took off his shoes, and headed into the living room. He was reminded of the first time he and Mrs. Jameson had played. He’d ended up on his knees in her living room after setting up her new Roku.

    “Welcome, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    She was sitting on the couch in a black satin robe. It was tied loosely enough to expose her cleavage and he couldn’t help but stare.

    As he watched, Mrs. Jameson slowly, delicately tugged on the little satin belt that held her robe closed. Once it was loosened she opened the robe down to just below her belly button, leaving her taut stomach exposed while still covering her nipples.

    “Take your clothes off for me, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan stripped as quickly as he could manage. Mrs. Jameson had been clear about her lack of interest in fucking him, but the young man couldn’t help but fantasize about her having had a change of heart. He hoped that she’d spread her legs and invite him to fill her with his stiff cock.

    Mrs. Jameson spread her legs and the black satin fell between them, covering her pussy. So much of her skin was exposed and Dylan was half hard with excitement by the time his boxer shorts hit the floor.

    “Play with your cock, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson instructed. “Stroke yourself for me. Get excited for me. Get nice and hard for me.”

    Dylan stared at the beautiful blonde milf as he wrapped his fingers around his cock. He stroked slowly and was stiff in less than a minute. Mrs. Jameson was so beautiful and she looked impossibly sexy and seductive as she sat on the couch in her satin robe.

    “Do you like what you see, Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded vigorously.

    “Would you like to see more?” she asked.

    Again Dylan nodded. “Yes, please,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson slowly traced her fingers from her belly button to her cleavage and asked, “Will you be a good boy for me, Dylan?”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson. I will. I promise. I’ll be a good boy,” Dylan replied. He’d been good since their last meeting and had refrained from masturbating as she requested. As a result, he was in a state of overwhelming arousal.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled and pulled the robe open on one side, revealing a flawless breast. Dylan groaned as he continued to stroke himself. She repeated the process on the other side, leaving both her big, wondrously round breasts naked.

    “Do you like my tits, Dylan? Do they turn you on?” she asked.

    “They do, Mrs. Jameson,” he answered.

    “Do they make your little dick hard, Dylan?”

    He winced slightly at the insult directed towards his dick, but it didn’t impact his lust. He was too far gone for anything to derail his desire.

    “They do, Mrs. Jameson. Your tits are perfect. Truly perfect,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled and stood up. She slowly sauntered towards Dylan and his heart pounded harder with each step.

    “Get on your knees, Dylan,” she said softly.

    Dylan fell to his knees immediately. She hadn’t told him to stop masturbating, so he kept his fingers wrapped around his cock as he looked up at her. The satin robe had fallen open, leaving her shaved pussy exposed. He couldn’t help but gaze at it.

    “Do you like my pussy, Dylan?” she asked.

    “I do, Mrs. Jameson. It’s perfect, just like your tits. You’re perfect. Every part of you is perfect,” he said.

    The blonde milf smiled and reached out to run her fingers through Dylan’s hair. She grabbed a handful of it and stepped closer.

    “Eat my pussy, Dylan,” she said. “Let go of your cock, too. A good boy focuses all his efforts on pleasing a woman. I only want you thinking about my pussy. Do you understand?”

    Dylan nodded and she pulled his mouth to her pussy. He did as he’d done before and worshiped her. He licked her clit. He tasted her juices. He made the beautiful milf moan because it filled him with an intense kind of pleasure.

    “Good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.

    Dylan felt a sense of bliss that he attributed to the overwhelming pleasure of getting to lick such a perfect pussy. He was in his happy place and he never wanted to leave.

    “Well, what do we have here?” said a deep voice from behind Dylan.

    He panicked. It was Mr. Jameson. It had to be. Dylan tried to pull away and get to his feet, but Mrs. Jameson grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled hard enough to make him groan in agony.

    “Dylan is showing me that he’s capable of being a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “It’s been a week since he played with his cock and as you can see he’s happily worshiping my pussy while refraining from playing with his disappointing little dick.”

    Dylan’s sense of panic was soothed by how calm Mrs. Jameson seemed.

    “Worship my pussy, Dylan. Use your tongue. Don’t let my husband’s presence distract you from being a good boy,” she said.

    Dylan put his faith in Mrs. Jameson and resumed licking her pussy. He looked up at her and saw a smile on her face before a moan escaped her lips.

    “You have him well-trained,” Mr. Jameson said.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled and a laugh escaped her lips. “I told you I would,” she replied. “I told you our young neighbor would be a good boy for me. I told you he’d be the perfect little plaything for the summer.”

    Dylan heard footsteps behind him and a moment later Mr. Jameson stood beside his wife. They kissed as Dylan continued to worship the pussy he’d become obsessed with.

    “He’s known all along, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said after the kiss. “My husband has known from the start that I’ve been training you to be a good boy for me. For us, really.”

    She pulled his head from between her legs and took a small step back.

    “Will you be a good boy for us, Dylan? Will you do as I trained you to do? Will you put our pleasure above yours?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded. He wasn’t really sure what they were asking of him, but he didn’t want to be sent home. He wanted to go on whatever journey the couple had planned.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good boy,” he said. His heart pounded.

    Mrs. Jameson turned to her husband and said, “I told you he’d be a good boy.”

    Mr. Jameson smiled and kissed his wife as she massaged the considerable bulge between his legs. Dylan watched with utter fascination as Mrs. Jameson unzipped her husband’s pants, reached inside, and pulled out his big cock.

    “He’s much bigger than you, isn’t he Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan looked at the other man’s cock and nodded. There was no question about it. Mr. Jameson was twice his size.

    Mrs. Jameson sank to her knees and stroked her husband’s cock. She kissed the head and licked the sensitive spot underneath as Mr. Jameson moaned.

    “A cock like this deserves to be worshiped, Dylan,” she said before wrapping her lips around it and offering a blowjob that looked hotter than anything Dylan had seen in porn.

    “You understand why my wife has no interest in your cock, right Dylan?” Mr. Jameson asked.

    “I do sir,” he replied. “Yes, I do.”

    Mr. Jameson smiled and rested his hand on the back of his wife’s head. He pushed more of his cock into her mouth and Dylan watched it disappear. He watched the woman he’d come to lust after give a deepthroat blowjob and do it with ease.

    “Will you fuck me, baby?” Mrs. Jameson asked her husband after coming up for air. “Will you fuck my pussy while Dylan watches?”

    Mr. Jameson smiled and pulled his wife to her feet. They both sat on the couch and she spread her legs.

    “Eat my wife’s pussy, Dylan,” Mr. Jameson said. “Get it nice and wet so my cock slides in there with ease. Prepare her to get fucked like a good boy.”

    Dylan crawled towards Mrs. Jameson and took his place between her legs. His heart pounded as he ran his tongue over her labia before pushing between them. He spread his saliva over her cunt, preparing her to take the big cock that rested between her husband’s legs.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Mr. Jameson asked.

    They kissed before she said, “He’s being a very good boy.”

    “Are you ready to get fucked, honey? Do you want my big cock in your pussy? Do you want me to pound you?” he asked.

    Mrs. Jameson sounded desperate as she said, “Yes, please baby, give me your cock. Give me your big cock. Make your wife’s pussy feel good.”

    “That’s enough, Dylan,” Mr. Jameson said. “Move back a little and watch me fuck my wife.”

    Dylan scooted back a few feet as Mrs. Jameson spread her legs wide and Mr. Jameson moved between them. His knees rested on the edge of the couch cushion as he slipped into her pussy and the moans of the beautiful blonde milf filled the living room.

    “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me. Show Dylan how a real man fucks a woman. Show him how a real man satisfies a woman,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Mr. Jameson pounded his wife’s pussy. He gave her exactly what she seemed to need and Dylan watched it all in utter fascination. He watched the way Mrs. Jameson’s cunt lips stretched around her husband’s cock as he pushed inside her and clinged to his thickness as he pulled out.

    He relished the sounds of sex as they filled his ears, from the wetness of her pussy to the way his body slammed into hers over and over.

    Then he admired the way her pussy gaped open after Mr. Jameson pulled out and sat next to his wife. “Taste her pussy, Dylan,” he said. “Taste her pussy after a real man has fucked her.”

    Dylan looked up at Mrs. Jameson and saw a smile on her face. “Be a good boy, Dylan,” she said. “Do as my husband says. Taste my pussy.”

    Dylan crawled forward and licked the freshly-fucked pussy. He pushed his tongue inside. He tasted her juices. She tasted a little sweeter than she had before and there was considerably more wetness. He wondered if he was tasting any of Mr. Jameson or if it was simply the liquid that dripped out of his wife.

    “Good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said as she ran her fingers through his hair and gripped the back of Dylan’s head. “You’re such a good boy.”

    His cock throbbed every time she called him a good boy. He couldn’t help himself.

    When she pushed his head away, Dylan felt a little disappointed. He wanted to taste more of her.

    “Stay right there, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she stood up.

    Mr. Jameson moved into position behind her and gently pulled his wife into his lap. She reached down, grasped her husband’s cock and guided it inside her. Every inch disappeared into her pussy as Dylan watched from his knees. He was just a few feet away, giving him a perfect view of the reverse cowgirl sex.

    “Do you like watching, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she bounced on her husband’s big cock.

    He looked up at her and nodded. “I do.”

    “I like having you watch,” she said. “I like that you’re on your knees like a good boy and watching my husband’s big beautiful cock fuck my pussy. I like that you’re so willing to do as you’re told.”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan said. “I like doing what I’m told. I like being good for you.”

    Mrs. Jameson reached between her legs with one hand and played with her clit.

    “Come here, Dylan,” she said. “Kiss my breasts. Suck on my nipples. Be a good boy for me. Help me cum on my husband’s cock.”

    Dylan crawled closer and took Mrs. Jameson’s nipple into his mouth. He closed his eyes and flicked his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh. Her moans sent waves of pleasure through his body. It felt spectacularly good to offer her even a little bit of pleasure.

    “That’s a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Make me feel good. Help me cum. Help me cum on my husband’s beautiful cock.”

    Dylan moved to her other nipple and repeated the process. Mrs. Jameson’s moans got louder. She held his head with one hand and played with her clit with the other. A few moments later, she had a loud orgasm.

    She released Dylan’s head and he gave her breasts a few kisses before sitting back on his knees. Mrs. Jameson smiled at him and lifted her pussy off her husband’s cock.

    “Could you move to your right, Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan moved and watched Mrs. Jameson drop to her knees in front of her husband. Her lips were soon wrapped tight around his cock and she was offering a blowjob.

    It seemed clear that Mrs. Jameson was going to suck her husband off. She wanted his cum in her mouth and she wasn’t trying to make it a long, sensual blowjob. She was determined to give him an orgasm.

    It took a few minutes, but eventually Mr. Jameson erupted in his wife’s mouth. Dylan watched the other man’s cock throb as he injected shot after shot of hot semen onto Mrs. Jameson’s tongue.

    When he was finished she let his cock slip from her mouth and swallowed what she’d been given. “Yummy,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    She turned to Dylan and asked, “Did you enjoy watching me suck my husband’s cock, Dylan?”

    He nodded.

    She reached out and gently caressed his cock, which was still fully erect and in desperate need of an orgasm.

    “Did you like that I swallowed his cum?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan answered.

    “Women like to swallow for real men,” she said. “We like to swallow for strong alpha males with big cocks. We like to swallow for men that make us cum when they fuck us.”

    Dylan’s cock throbbed at her touch. He was certain he’d cum if she played with him for just a few more minutes.

    “Women aren’t going to want to swallow for you, Dylan,” she said.

    He felt a surge of lust through his loins as Mrs. Jameson’s fingers danced over the underside of his cockhead.

    “This little dick of yours isn’t ever going to be capable of making a woman cum like she wants and you’re never going to be an alpha male,” she said.

    Dylan was confused by his desire but it was undeniable. He was turned on. Every little thing she said only aroused him more.

    She rubbed two fingers through the precum dripping from the tip of his cock and used them to play with the underside of his shaft.

    “That’s why you’re going to be a good boy. Isn’t that right, Dylan?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” he replied.

    She laughed softly and rubbed her fingers over the underside of his cock. Dylan felt his orgasm approaching.

    “Would you like a kiss, Dylan?” she asked.

    He looked at her lips and at her husband’s cock. He knew that another man’s load had been in her mouth just a few minutes ago.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson moved closer. She pressed her breasts into Dylan’s chest. Her fingers continued to delicately tease the underside of his cock. Her lips pressed against his. Her tongue moved into his mouth.

    Dylan groaned at the passionate kiss. He groaned as the faint taste of what must have been her husband’s cum filled his mouth.

    Mrs. Jameson removed her fingers from his cock just as Dylan felt his orgasm crest. He was about to cum but it wasn’t going to feel anywhere near as good as it should have. He tried to grab his dick and stroke himself through his climax, but Mrs. Jameson stopped him.

    “Just let it happen,” she whispered. “Let your cum flow out. Clean out your system without feeling the true pleasure of your orgasm. Be a good boy for me.”

    There was no stopping it. Dylan’s cum dripped out just as Mrs. Jameson wanted it to. He still felt completely overwhelmed with desire and yet there was a puddle of cum on the floor beneath his cock.

    “You were a good boy, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said before softly kissing him. “If you continue to be a good boy I’ll let you have a real orgasm next time. Would you like that?”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    “And are you going to be a good boy for me and keep your hands off your cock when you go home?” she asked. “Can you refrain from masturbating until we play again?”

    “I can, Mrs. Jameson.”

    She kissed him once more and then moved back to the couch to cuddle up with her husband.

    “You may get dressed and go home. I’ll get in touch when I want to see you again,” she said.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson. Thank you,” Dylan said.

    He got dressed as Mr. and Mrs. Jameson kissed on the couch. By the time he left it seemed clear they were going to indulge in another round of sex. Dylan couldn’t help but feel a little jealous that he hadn’t been invited to watch. He was hard, too.

    He wanted to go home, run to his room, and masturbate to a milf porn video. He resolved to resist, though. He wanted to be good for Mrs. Jameson. He wanted more of what he’d experienced in their living room. He wanted to watch again. He wanted to kiss her again. He wanted to feel her exquisitely talented fingers on his cock again. He wanted it all, so he was going to wait.
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    “Dylan, when was the last time you had an orgasm?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she looked at Dylan’s throbbing cock.

    He was standing at the foot of one of the lounge chairs in her backyard. His swimsuit was on the ground next to him and both Mr. and Mrs. Jameson were on their lounge chairs in front of Dylan.

    “It’s been five days, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    “Wow,” Mr. Jameson said. “Five days. Man, when I was 18, five days would have been impossible. I’m not sure I went more than five hours without an orgasm back then.”

    Mrs. Jameson sat up and scooted to the edge of the lounge chair. She reached out and ran her fingers along the underside of Dylan’s cock. His body twitched as her touch offered a surprisingly intense kind of pleasure.

    “Is he right, Dylan? Has it been hard for you to resist cumming for the past five days?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded as a little drop of precum appeared at the tip of his cock. Mrs. Jameson leaned forward and extended her tongue. She licked the underside of his cockhead and took the precum on her tongue. Dylan moaned loud enough that his parents would have heard if they were in the backyard next door.

    “It looks like he enjoyed your tongue, honey,” Mr. Jameson said.

    “I hope he did, because my tongue is all he’s going to get,” she said while reaching up and wrapping her fingers around Dylan’s testicles. She pulled down hard enough for his knees to buckle as pain shot through his pelvis. “Isn’t that right, Dylan? Your little dick doesn’t deserve more than a lick from a woman like me, does it?”

    “No, Mrs. Jameson,” he said. “It doesn’t.”

    “Get on your knees, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan fell to his knees in front of the beautiful blonde milf and she pulled her bikini bottoms aside. He stared at her beautiful shaved pussy and felt an overpowering urge to kiss and lick it.

    “You want to taste my pussy, don’t you Dylan?” she asked.

    “I do, Mrs. Jameson,” he said as his gaze met hers. “I want to taste your pussy more than anything in the world.”

    “Do you know what my pussy craves, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    He shook his head.

    Mrs. Jameson reached over and stroked the bulge in her husband’s swimsuit. “This, Dylan. My pussy craves a real man’s cock. It enjoys your tongue, too, but what my pussy wants more than anything is my husband’s big cock stretching it. It wants his big cock fucking it and filling it and making it cum.”

    Dylan was so close to what he craved, and yet he couldn’t have it. His cock throbbed between his legs and he felt an odd, largely pleasing kind of tingling throughout his pelvis. Five days was an impossibly long time without an orgasm, as it turned out.

    “Do you think I should let him taste my pussy, honey?” Mrs. Jameson asked her husband.

    “I do, but I’m not sure he deserves to lick your pussy. Why don’t you let him lick your juices off your fingers,” Mr. Jameson suggested.

    His beautiful blonde wife smiled, released her husband’s bulge, and sat up in front of Dylan. She reached between her legs, opened her pussy lips, and slid two fingers deep inside.

    Dylan watched from less than a foot away as the woman he lusted after masturbated in front of him. He saw the glistening pink flesh of her pussy and felt his balls tighten as his cock ached with desire. He heard the wetness, too, which only made it more arousing.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled her fingers from her pussy and said, “Open up, Dylan.” He opened his mouth and she gently placed her fingers on his tongue. “Taste me.”

    Dylan closed his lips around her slippery, warm fingers and sucked the pussy juices off of them. He tasted her just like she wanted.

    “There you go,” Mr. Jameson said. “That seems like a good compromise for our little-dicked neighbor.”

    Mrs. Jameson laughed and pulled her fingers from Dylan’s mouth. She plunged them into her pussy again and fucked deeper and faster. He watched and listened and when they emerged from her cunt they were slick with her juices and just a hint of the kind of white cream that a vagina sometimes produces.

    “Clean them,” Mrs. Jameson said as she put her fingers in Dylan’s mouth once more. “Suck my pussy off of them, Dylan. Taste me. Enjoy my cunt like a good boy.”

    This time she slowly moved her fingers in and out of his mouth. She tickled the back of his throat once and he gagged, but Mrs. Jameson didn’t stop.

    “Mmmm, I like that,” she said. “I like watching my fingers slide in and out of your pretty little mouth.”

    “He looks good like that,” Mr. Jameson added. “He looks like he’d do just about anything for you, honey.”

    “Is that true, Dylan? Would you do anything for me? Would you do anything to taste my pussy?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Dylan nodded as her fingers continued to move in and out of his mouth.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled her fingers from his mouth and, in an impressive feat of flexibility, managed to bend her leg in just the right way to slide her big toe into her pussy. She pulled it out and offered it to Dylan.

    “Suck it clean,” she said.

    Dylan wrapped his lips around the big toe and did as he was told. He tasted a mixture of chlorine, grass, and pussy and found the act of her toe moving in and out of his mouth just as arousing as what he was tasting, if not more so.

    “He really will do anything to taste your pussy, honey, especially if you’re not willing to let him near it with that eager tongue of his,” Mr. Jameson noted.

    Dylan looked over to see that the older man had pulled off his swimsuit and was stroking his big cock. Mrs. Jameson noticed too.

    “Is that for me?” she asked.

    “It certainly is,” Mr. Jameson replied. “Do you think Dylan would like to watch as you take me into the pussy he craves so much?”

    “Would you like that, Dylan? Would you like to get nice and close as I stretch my pussy around my husband’s big cock and take it for a ride? Would you like us to put on a show for you?” she asked.

    “Yes, I’d like that very much,” Dylan answered.

    “Good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said as she stood up and straddled her husband. “Come here,” she said while pointing to the ground in front of the lounge chair Mr. Jameson sat on.

    Dylan crawled in front of the chair and watched as Mrs. Jameson lowered her pussy onto her husband’s thick, throbbing cock. He saw the plump, mushroom-shaped head spread her slippery, plump lips and push inside her. He saw Mrs. Jameson slowly take every inch in reverse cowgirl.

    “How does it look, Dylan?” she asked. “Does my pussy look pretty when it’s full of my husband’s big cock?”

    “It does,” Dylan said. “It looks perfect.”

    “Come closer, Dylan,” she said.

    Dylan crawled closer and rested his chin on the lounge chair. He was less than a foot away from Mrs. Jameson’s pussy and her husband’s big testicles. He could feel the warmth emanating from Mr. Jameson’s thighs.

    Mrs. Jameson began to ride her husband’s cock in earnest. She lifted her pussy off his thick erection and dropped onto it over and over, stretching her tight shaved hole and eliciting moans of joy from the man buried inside her.

    Dylan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the show happening in front of him. It was light years better than any porn he’d ever watched. The sounds of slippery sex were perfect and every once in a while he felt a little drop of moisture from Mrs. Jameson’s pussy hit his face. He could even smell the sex, which seemed like a mixture of Mr. Jameson’s balls and the scent generated by two sets of genitals meeting over and over.

    Mr. Jameson’s hands moved to his wife’s waist and he helped her ride him harder and faster. He lifted her off his big dick and pulled her down again and again. She leaned back and closed her eyes as her moans drifted towards the afternoon sun.

    “Oh!” Mrs. Jameson cried out as her husband’s cock slipped out of her pussy. She dropped her ass onto his stomach and his cock rested against her pussy.

    Dylan stared at the slick cock less than a foot from his face. It was coated with Mrs. Jameson’s juices and more of that white cream that her pussy seemed to produce when she was immensely aroused.

    “It looks beautiful, doesn’t it Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    Dylan snapped out of his revelry and looked up at the beautiful blonde milf.

    “His cock,” she added. “It looks beautiful covered in my juices, doesn’t it?”

    Dylan looked at Mr. Jameson’s cock once more. He took a few moments to study it. It did look an awful lot like the cocks in the porn videos Dylan watched. It was big. The head was exceptionally plump and there were prominent veins running down the shaft. Dylan wasn’t sure it looked beautiful, but he nodded at Mrs. Jameson anyway.

    “It would taste like my pussy, Dylan,” she said. “If you took it in your mouth, I mean. It would taste just like my pussy. It would be just like sucking on my fingers, only a lot bigger. Do you want to do that, Dylan? Do you want to taste my pussy on my husband’s cock?”

    Dylan shook his head. “No, thank you,” he said.

    “Are you sure, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked. “It’s fun to suck his cock after he’s been inside me. I love doing it.”

    Mrs. Jameson climbed off her husband and got on her knees by the side of the lounge chair. She kissed and licked the head of Mr. Jameson’s cock and then wrapped her lips around it and swallowed as much of him as she could manage.

    “Mmmm, my pussy tastes good,” she said after pulling her mouth off the big cock.

    Dylan stared, but he didn’t say anything. His cock was still stiff between his legs. He could feel precum dripping out of it. His loins still felt alive with desire. He was thoroughly aroused.

    Mrs. Jameson swallowed her husband’s dick once more and then moved towards Dylan. She pulled his mouth towards hers and before he could do anything they were kissing. Her tongue moved into his mouth. He tasted the juices. He likely tasted her husband’s cock.

    “It tastes good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Dylan wasn’t sure if she was asking about her pussy or Mr. Jameson’s cock, but he nodded. He enjoyed the taste of the kiss. That was all that mattered.

    Mrs. Jameson stroked her husband’s cock and kissed Dylan again. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the way her tongue danced in his mouth and the way she moaned.

    The moment she pulled away, Mrs. Jameson pushed her fingers into Dylan’s mouth. He sucked on the fingers that had been wrapped around her husband’s cock.

    “Can you taste me, Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Can you taste him? Can you taste my husband’s cock on my fingers?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “I like that, Dylan,” she said. “It turns me on. I makes me wet.”

    Mrs. Jameson gave him another kiss and then stood up and straddled her husband once more. His cock filled her pussy with ease and she sounded even wetter as they fucked once more. Dylan loved the notion that he’d turned her on, that his willingness to do what she wanted made her wetter.

    He found himself overcome with a powerful kind of lust as he watched them fuck. He wanted desperately to reach between his legs and play with his cock. He wanted to jerk off and cum. He wanted to let his load loose on the ground. He knew it wouldn’t take more than a few seconds.

    Again Mr. Jameson’s cock slipped out of his wife’s pussy. Again she sat on his stomach. Again she looked down. There was even more of her cream on his long, thick erection.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it Dylan?” she asked again.

    “It is,” he said while staring at the glistening, cream-covered shaft. “It’s beautiful.”

    “Do you want to take it your mouth, Dylan? Do you want to taste my pussy on my husband’s cock? Do you want to lick my cream off of him?” she asked.

    Dylan’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as he looked up at Mrs. Jameson and then back at her husband’s cock.

    “Yes,” he said after a few moments.

    “Go ahead, Dylan. Take him in your mouth. Taste me on his cock. Suck my juices off of him. Clean my cream off of him,” she said.

    Dylan crawled forward and parted his lips. He wrapped them around the head of Mr. Jameson’s big cock. He moved his tongue over it. He licked up Mrs. Jameson’s juices. He took as much of the dick in his mouth as he could, though it wasn’t even a third of the long shaft.

    “That’s it, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she played with her pussy. “Suck my husband’s cock. Be a good boy and suck my juices off of him.”

    The lust in her voice propelled Dylan. He thought of the blowjobs he’d seen in porn videos. He closed his eyes and tried to take more of Mr. Jameson’s cock.

    “Fuck, he’s not bad,” Mr. Jameson said.

    “Mmmm, you’re doing so good, Dylan. Even my husband thinks so,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan took the cock deep enough that he gagged hard. He had to pull his mouth off. Mrs. Jameson gently tilted his head upwards so he was looking in her eyes.

    “That was incredible, Dylan,” she said. “It was so beautiful watching you suck my husband’s cock. It made me so wet.”

    Dylan smiled as he watched the beautiful blonde milf sit on her husband’s cock once more.

    “Lick my clit, Dylan,” she said. “Help me cum. Help give me an incredible orgasm.”

    Dylan did as he was told. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her clit as she rode her husband. He ended up licking Mr. Jameson’s shaft several times, but at that point it didn’t matter. He’d already had the cock in his mouth. Now he just wanted to make Mrs. Jameson feel good.

    It didn’t take long. Soon she was moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear and her thighs were trembling. Mr. Jameson groaned too. It seemed that the couple was going to cum together.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Mr. Jameson cried out.

    Dylan kept his tongue right where it was supposed to be and Mrs. Jameson soon joined her husband in climaxing. She pushed Dylan’s head away from her pussy and he watched as both husband and wife had an orgasm. He saw some of Mr. Jameson’s cum leak out of his wife’s pussy and down his shaft. He saw clear juices leak out too.

    Mrs. Jameson lifted her pussy off her husband’s cock and a stream of thick cum dripped out of her. It landed on Mr. Jameson’s still-erect dick and his stomach. It made a splendid mess.

    “That’s beautiful too, isn’t it Dylan?” she asked.

    Dylan looked up at her and nodded, but he couldn’t quite stomach the idea of sucking Mr. Jameson’s cock clean of his cum.

    “Don’t worry, you don’t have to lick that up. Not yet, at least,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan breathed a sigh of relief as the beautiful blonde milf stood up and moved behind him. She dropped to her knees and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “Oh, fuck,” he said as a swift, skilled handjob delivered by the beautiful milf sent him to a place of pure pleasure. “Mrs. Jameson, that’s incredible.”

    He closed his eyes and everything but the pleasure between his legs disappeared. He felt her free hand move to his lower back and rub in soft, gentle circles. Her fingers then moved down his ass crack and rubbed gently over his asshole.

    Dylan’s world went silent for a moment before pleasure exploded in his pelvis and his cum sprayed onto the ground in front of him.

    Mrs. Jameson continued playing with his asshole and slowly stroking his cock, effectively milking every last drop of cum from his balls.

    When he was finished Mrs. Jameson released his cock and stood up as Dylan collapsed onto the lounge chair and tried to regain control of his body.

    “Thank you,” he said after the intense pleasure of his climax had passed.

    “You’re welcome, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she cuddled up with her husband. “You can leave now. No masturbating until I get in touch again, okay?”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson. Of course. Thank you again,” Dylan said as he put his swimsuit on and headed towards the front yard. 

    He was still a little dazed and the fact that he’d given a blowjob had only started to set in, but Dylan was thrilled. He’d just had the best orgasm of his life. He was definitely going back when Mrs. Jameson got in touch again.
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    “Mrs. Jameson?” Dylan called out as he stepped out of the summer heat and into the air conditioned air of her home.

    “I’m upstairs, Dylan,” she replied. “Come to my bedroom.”

    Dylan shut the door and tentatively climbed the staircase. Despite everything he’d done with Mrs. Jameson and her husband, he still felt a little hesitant about entering her bedroom.

    “All the way at the end of the hall, Dylan,” she said.

    Dylan made his way down the hallway and stood in the doorway for a few moments. He saw a piece of black lace lingerie on the bed but he didn’t see the beautiful blonde milf he’d developed such affection for.

    “Dylan, there’s no need to be shy,” she said. “Come in.”

    Dylan stepped into the bedroom and saw Mrs. Jameson sitting at her makeup table. The lights lining her mirror were on and she looked to be putting the finishing touches on her makeup. She wore a black satin robe with delicate, sexy lace trim.

    “Take your clothes off, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she looked at him in the mirror.

    Dylan stripped without hesitation and Mrs. Jameson spun around on the stool that her perfect ass rested upon. She beckoned Dylan closer.

    “Have you played with your cock since I last saw you, Dylan?” she asked while reaching up and running her fingers over his half-hard shaft.

    “No, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    She studied his face for a moment and then smiled. “You’re a very good boy, Dylan,” she said. Her fingers had given him an erection and Dylan couldn’t help but moan as she began to stroke him in earnest.

    “Thank you, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    “Are you going to earn an orgasm today, Dylan?” she asked.

    “I hope so,” he replied.

    Mrs. Jameson released his cock, stood up, and untied her robe. She let it fall from her shoulders and down to the floor, revealing her naked body.

    “You’re so beautiful,” Dylan said as his eyes roamed over her tanned skin.

    “You’re sweet, Dylan,” she said.

    Mrs. Jameson stepped closer and Dylan’s cock moved between her legs. He felt the warmth of her thighs and the touch of her pussy lips against his flesh.

    “Fuck,” he whispered. His cock has never been so close to her pussy.

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you Dylan?” she whispered before gently kissing his neck.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” he answered.

    Her lips brushed against his and for just a moment Dylan thought there was a genuine chance the beautiful blonde milf next door was going to let him fuck her. He thought they were going to kiss and that she was going to take him into her bed and ride his cock until he exploded in her pussy. He thought she was going to make his fantasies come true.

    “That’s never, ever going to happen, Dylan,” she whispered while their bodies touched. “Your cock will never feel the bliss of my perfect pussy. You don’t deserve it. I know you’re young and horny all the time, but you need to realize that your little dick will never be able to please me or any other woman.”

    She moved her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy over Dylan’s cock in the process. The harshness of her words was softened by the intense desire Dylan felt as she teased him with her cunt, with the cunt he wanted to be inside of more than anything.

    “Tell me you understand that, Dylan. Tell me you understand that you’re never going to please a woman with your cock,” she whispered.

    “I understand that I’m never going to please a woman with my cock,” Dylan said softly.

    Mrs. Jameson reached back and grabbed his ass with both hands. She pulled him against her body over and over, effectively masturbating his cock with her thighs and her pussy lips.

    “Tell me that you understand that your place is beneath a woman, Dylan. Tell me that you understand that your place is beneath me, that you have no business fantasizing about fucking me, that you should feel lucky that I let you see me naked, let alone touch me,” she whispered.

    Dylan groaned as his cock continued to slide between her thighs, which were now lubed with his precum.

    “I understand, Mrs. Jameson. I understand that my place is beneath you. I understand that you’re in control. I understand that doing what I’m told makes me happy,” he said.

    “Good boy,” she said.

    Mrs. Jameson released his ass and stepped back. She pointed to the carpeted floor beneath Dylan’s feet and said, “Get on your knees.”

    Dylan dropped to his knees and looked up at the blonde goddess standing in front of him.

    “You made a mess between my legs, Dylan. I can feel your precum all over my thighs,” Mrs. Jameson said. She reached out, grabbed a handful of Dylan’s hair, and pulled him between her legs as she said, “Clean up your mess.”

    Dylan licked his slippery fluid from her thighs, filling his mouth with the sweet taste of precum as he did.

    “That’s a good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Clean up your mess and I’ll give you a treat.”

    Dylan’s cock throbbed at the idea of a treat. He hoped he’d be given the chance to taste the pussy he was so close to. He cleaned up every bit of his precum, leaving Mrs. Jameson’s free of the sticky fluid.

    She maintained her grip on his hair and pulled his head back. “Mr. Jameson is coming home soon,” she said. “And when he does, he’s going to come into this bedroom and fuck his wife. He’s going to pound my pussy after a long day at work, as he does most days. Would you like to watch, Dylan?”

    He nodded.

    “I thought you might. I want my pussy to be absolutely perfect for my husband, so why don’t you put your tongue to use and get me nice and wet. Show me that you have some value, Dylan. Show me that you’re more than a horny boy with a small cock that’s going to disappoint a woman some day. Show me that you’ve learned how to eat pussy,” Mrs. Jameson said as she pulled Dylan between her legs.

    He worshiped her pussy gleefully, licking feverishly with his tongue and spreading his saliva as he worked to arouse her. Dylan wanted to do a good job for Mrs. Jameson. He wanted her wet and ready for when her husband came home. He wanted to be able to watch the couple have sex.

    “That’s very good, Dylan. At least your tongue stands a chance at making a girl very happy some day,” Mrs. Jameson said as she stepped back. “Now help me into my lingerie.”

    Mrs. Jameson walked to the bed and Dylan stood and followed. She picked up the black lace bodysuit and handed it to him.

    “Dress me for my husband,” she said. “Show me that you can be useful.”

    Dylan dropped to his knees and helped Mrs. Jameson step into the bodysuit. He stood and pulled it up her legs and helped her fit it over her beautiful, big breasts. She spun around and he adjusted it in the back, ensuring that it looked good for the man she actually wanted to fuck.

    “He’s home,” Mrs. Jameson said as the low rumble of the garage door opener signaled her husband’s return from work. “On your knees, Dylan. There’s only one man in this house and it’s not you.”

    Dylan dropped to his knees. His heart pounded and his cock throbbed. The last time he’d seen Mr. Jameson he’d given him a blowjob. It was brief, but he’d had the other man’s cock in his mouth and at the moment it was all he could think about.

    As Mrs. Jameson had said, her husband came straight to the bedroom upon entering the house.

    “Welcome home,” she said before greeting him with a hug and a deep kiss as she deftly removed his clothes. “I missed you while you were gone.”

    “I missed you too,” Mr. Jameson said. “Do you think our young friend here missed me?”

    Dylan looked up at the couple standing in front of him. The bulge in Mr. Jameson’s underwear was unmistakable and he knew Mrs. Jameson was wet.

    “I’m sure he missed watching is fuck,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I’m sure he found it thrilling to see a real man’s cock in my pussy.”

    She pulled down her husband’s underwear and freed his long, thick cock. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft and she stroked him as they kissed once more.

    “Didn’t you miss watching, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    He nodded. He had missed it. He hadn’t watched porn all week, either. He was afraid he’d get too turned on and he’d end up masturbating and disappointing Mrs. Jameson.

    “Do you want to watch again, Dylan? Do you want to watch my husband’s cock slide into my tight, wet pussy?” she asked.

    Dylan looked up at Mrs. Jameson and nodded as he said, “Yes, please. Please let me watch.”

    “Kiss his cock, Dylan,” she said. “Show me how badly you want to watch.”

    Dylan looked at the plump, mushroom shaped head of Mr. Jameson’s cock. Under normal circumstances he wouldn’t have considered what she was asking. This wasn’t normal, though. He’d already had the cock in his mouth. He’d given a blowjob, which was so much more involved than a simple kiss.

    He crawled forward until Mr. Jameson’s cock was just a few inches from his lips. He looked up at the beautiful milf next door and her husband. He pursed his lips, leaned forward, and planted a kiss on the head of the cock.

    “Is that how you would kiss a girl, Dylan? Is that why you haven’t had much luck at college? Do you give little pecks on the lips when you want to show a girl how much you like her?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “No, I don’t,” Dylan said.

    “Then why would you do that to my husband’s beautiful cock? Why would you give a weak, sad little kiss like that? Don’t you want to impress me? Don’t you want to impress him? Don’t you want to prove how much you want to watch him fuck me? Don’t you want us to invite you to stay in our bedroom while we have sex?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan answered.

    “Then kiss my husband’s cock, Dylan. Show me how badly you want to watch. Impress me,” she said.

    Dylan tilted his head, parted his lips, and French kissed the cock. He moved his lips over it. He moved his tongue over the underside. There wasn’t a tongue kissing him back, but he was making out with Mr. Jameson’s cock.

    “That’s much better,” Mrs. Jameson said as her husband groaned. “That’s how you kiss a cock, Dylan.”

    Dylan felt a surprising sense of pride at the compliment Mrs. Jameson paid him.

    “Now kiss his balls,” Mrs. Jameson said as she lifted her husband’s cock, pulled his underwear all the way down, and exposed his big balls.

    Dylan dropped lower and moved towards the older man’s testicles. The hair was close-trimmed and the smell wasn’t all that potent, which made it easy enough for Dylan to offer the same kind of French kiss without it feeling overwhelmingly unpleasant.

    “Does that feel good, baby? Is Dylan kissing your beautiful balls like a good boy?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “Yes he is,” Mr. Jameson answered.

    “That’s good, Dylan. You’ve done a good job. You can watch,” Mrs. Jameson said as she led her husband to the bed.

    Mr. Jameson got on his back and she pulled aside the strip of fabric that covered her pussy before straddling her husband and guiding his cock inside her.

    “I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she said as the long, thick cock filled her.

    “Me too, baby,” Mr. Jameson said as he reached back and grasped his wife’s ass.

    Dylan smiled as he considered that he’d been waiting all week for the moment he was witnessing. Every night he’d fantasized about watching them fuck and relived the sex they’d had out by their pool while he sat so close by. Now it was happening again and it was just as beautiful. If anything, the lingerie Mrs. Jameson wore made it even more arousing. She looked absolutely perfect as she rode her husband’s big cock.

    “Kiss his balls, Dylan,” she said. “Crawl between his legs and kiss my husband’s balls as I ride him.”

    Dylan did as he was told without hesitation. He was too far gone to care. He’d sucked cock. He’d kissed cock. He’d kissed balls. Doing it again didn’t bother him.

    Mrs. Jameson’s ass brushed against his head as Dylan kissed her husband’s big balls. She moaned and so did Mr. Jameson. Dylan felt like he was playing a small part in their pleasure and it thrilled him.

    “Suck them, Dylan. Suck his balls. Take them into your mouth and run your tongue over them. Pleasure my husband. Pleasure the real man in the bedroom,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan was lost in his desire. His cock throbbed and dripped precum. He could hear the sound of the beautiful milf’s pussy stretching out around her husband’s cock. He didn’t hesitate to suck on the big balls in front of him. He took one in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it. He did the same with the other. He sucked. He licked. He even moaned while doing it.

    “He’s such a good boy, isn’t he?” Mrs. Jameson asked her husband as she leaned forward and kissed him.

    “He really is,” Mr. Jameson said. 

    Mrs. Jameson lifted her pussy off her husband’s cock, spun around, and grabbed a handful of Dylan’s hair.

    “Suck his cock, Dylan. Suck my husband’s beautiful cock. Take it in that little mouth of yours and give him pleasure. Show him what a good boy you can be,” she said.

    Dylan opened wide and took the long, thick, plump cock head in his mouth. He sucked Mrs. Jameson’s juices off of it.

    “Deeper, Dylan. Take his cock deeper,” she demanded while applying pressure to the back of his head.

    More of the cock disappeared into his mouth as he glanced over and saw that Mrs. Jameson was masturbating. She was turned on by his cocksucking.

    “You’re such a good boy for me,” she said. “You’re such a good little cocksucker. You look so good with my husband’s big cock in your mouth, Dylan.”

    Mr. Jameson groaned as Dylan’s mouth bobbed up and down on his wet cock. Even if he wanted to stop, he wouldn’t have been able to. Mrs. Jameson had a vice-like grip on his hair and she was directing his mouth like he was little more than a sex toy for her husband to use.

    “Cum in his mouth, baby. Give the little cocksucker his reward. Make him take your load,” she said.

    Dylan panicked, but there was nothing to be done about it. He tried to pull his head from Mr. Jameson’s cock, but Mrs. Jameson proved to be surprisingly strong.

    “Take it, Dylan. This is your place,” she said. “You’ve sucked his balls. You’ve sucked his cock. Now you’re going to take his load. It won’t be the last time, either. This is your place. Good little cocksuckers want big loads of cum down their throats. They want to drink a real man’s seed. Be a good little cocksucker for me, Dylan. Take my husband’s load.”

    Dylan stopped fighting as her words wormed their way into his brain. It felt good to do as she told him. He knew it was insane. He knew it was weird. He didn’t care.

    Mr. Jameson grunted and the head of his cock expanded in Dylan’s mouth before the cum began to flow onto his tongue. Shot after shot of thick, creamy, salty semen filled Dylan’s mouth. He gagged and some of it spilled out and leaked down the shaft. Dylan caught most of it, though.

    “Swallow, cocksucker,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan swallowed the cum in his mouth.

    “Lick up the rest,” she demanded.

    Dylan licked Mr. Jameson’s shaft and balls, soaking up the rest of the cum with his eager tongue.

    As he did, Mrs. Jameson brought herself to a loud orgasm. In the end, it turned out that Dylan hadn’t watched much sex. It seemed that he’d been the entertainment for the older couple.

    They cuddled up together as Dylan rested between Mr. Jameson’s legs and looked up at them.

    “You can jerk off, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “But only if you eat your cum.”

    Dylan looked down at his painfully hard dick. Oddly, he found the idea of having to eat his own cum arousing. He licked his fingers, wrapped them around his cock, and stroked furiously.

    Mrs. Jameson played with her beautiful big tits for him, closing her eyes and moaning to put on a little show. That was all it took, as Dylan had an orgasm into his hand after less than thirty seconds of stroking.

    “Eat it, Dylan,” she said. “I know you don’t want to now that you’ve had your orgasm, but if you don’t eat it you won’t see either of us again this summer.”

    That was a far worse fate than eating his cum, so Dylan lifted his hand to his mouth and poured the thick semen onto his tongue. It wasn’t good, but it went down.

    “You can leave now, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I’ll get in touch when I want to see you again.”

    Dylan got dressed and left. As always, all he could think about was the next time he’d be called over for another kinky adventure with Mrs. Jameson.
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    “When you’re finished with the lawn, I’d like you to clean the pool,” Mrs. Jameson said as Dylan gassed up the lawnmower.

    “Of course,” he replied.

    He hadn’t gotten started yet and already Dylan was soaked in sweat thanks to the exceptionally high humidity that had made an otherwise lovely Saturday afternoon rather unpleasant.

    “If you do a good job I might give you a treat,” Mrs. Jameson added as she leaned closer and grasped Dylan’s cock through his shorts. She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and offered a low, sensual moan, which was all it took to give Dylan an erection.

    “I’ll do a good job, Mrs. Jameson. I promise,” he said.

    She patted Dylan on the ass and left him alone in the garage. He screwed the cap back onto the mower’s gas tank, wheeled it onto the driveway, and started it up. Soon the loud whir of the motor was all he could hear.

    Dylan was soaked in sweat by the time he finished the front yard. A quick soak in the pool would have done wonders, but he knew he had to finish the entire lawn and clean the pool before he could experience the bliss of washing the sweat and heat off of his body.

    As he pushed the lawnmower into the backyard Dylan was thrilled to see Mrs. Jameson lounging in the sun. She was wearing a skimpy yellow bikini that barely covered half of the flesh of her spectacular big breasts and left most of the smooth, soft area around her pussy exposed. Her body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat as she soaked up the sun.

    Mrs. Jameson sat up and waved at Dylan. He waved back and watched as she moved her hands through the sweat on her taut stomach and up to her breasts. She pulled her bikini aside and rolled her nipples between her fingers, opening her mouth to moan, though Dylan couldn’t hear anything over the roar of the mower.

    Watching the breathtaking beauty play with herself was enough to give Dylan an erection that stayed with him as he mowed the backyard. Mrs. Jameson continued to play as Dylan made his way through the long green grass, filling the mower’s bag with trimmings.

    When it was time to empty the bag, Dylan turned the motor off and glanced at Mrs. Jameson before detaching the bag and walking towards the bin that held yard waste.

    “You’re being such a good boy, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I like watching you mow my lawn for the chance at a lovely little reward.”

    “Thank you, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    “I like seeing how hard your little dick gets for me, too,” she added. “I like that you can’t help but stare at me when I play with my breasts and finger my pussy.”

    Dylan had nearly run the lawnmower into a fence as he’d watched Mrs. Jameson masturbate. She was irresistibly beautiful and seeing her play with her pussy was far hotter than any porn he’d watched.

    “You’d love to eat my sweaty pussy, wouldn’t you Dylan?” she asked.

    “Yes, I would,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson pulled aside her bikini bottoms and showed Dylan her beautiful shaved pussy. “It’s too bad you have to keep working, isn’t it?” she said. “Otherwise you could be between my legs licking my slick, sweaty cunt and making me feel good.”

    Dylan was painfully erect as he watched Mrs. Jameson play with her cunt. He could have stared all day, but he decided to get back to work instead.

    “Good boy,” Mrs. Jameson said as she watched Dylan put the bag back on the mower.

    After another fifteen minutes of mowing, Dylan was done with the lawn. He put the mower back in the garage and returned to the backyard to clean the pool. He picked up the skimmer and began moving it through the water to fish out the leaves and bugs that had gathered on the otherwise undisturbed surface of the pool.

    Mrs. Jameson stood and walked towards Dylan as she reached up and untied her bikini top. She let it fall to the ground before moving behind the young man and pressing her big tits into his back.

    “Keep working,” she whispered as she unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them down along with his underwear, freeing Dylan’s erect cock. “Be a good boy and clean my pool.”

    Mrs. Jameson wrapped her fingers around Dylan’s sweaty dick and stroked him as he tried his best to continue cleaning the pool.

    “Your little dick is so hard,” she said. “Is that because you like watching me masturbate, Dylan?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Is it because you want to fuck me?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she stroked him a little faster. “Do you still fantasize about sliding your little dick into my pussy?”

    “Yes,” Dylan answered.

    Mrs. Jameson laughed softly as she squeezed his balls hard enough to make Dylan groan in pain.

    “You’re so cute,” she said. “I guess that’s what happens when you’re 18 years old. You cling to your delusions because they feel so good. Maybe I’m never going to cure you of the notion that you could actually pleasure someone with this dicklet of yours.”

    As had happened so often since he started playing with Mrs. Jameson, Dylan couldn’t help but find pleasure in her humiliation of his cock.

    Her fingers wrapped around his erection once more and she stroked him softly while whispering, “And you will never, ever fuck me, Dylan. Your cock doesn’t belong inside me. It doesn’t belong inside any woman. I think we both know that you’re better suited to giving pleasure with your mouth. You haven’t forgotten that you’re a cocksucker now, have you?”

    Dylan hadn’t forgotten. He’d thought about it constantly, and despite his desire not to be aroused by the notion of sucking cock, Dylan had spent the past week in a state of near-constant lust as he thought of the last time he’d played with Mrs. Jameson and her husband.

    “No, I haven’t,” he said.

    “You like being a cocksucker for me, don’t you Dylan?” she asked as her fingers played with the head of his cock.

    Dylan didn’t want to give the truthful answer. He wanted to run away from it. He wanted to deny it. He couldn’t, though.

    “Yes, I do,” he replied.

    “I know you do,” Mrs. Jameson whispered. “I knew you’d be an eager cocksucker for me the first time I invited you over. I knew you were a good little submissive and that you’d end up doing anything I told you.”

    She was right. Dylan knew she was right. Of course he’d do anything she wanted. Of course he’d do exactly as she desired. He couldn’t say no to her. He couldn’t.

    “The pool looks nice and clean,” Mrs. Jameson said. “You did a very good job. You deserve a reward.”

    Dylan laid the skimmer on the ground by the pool and turned around to see Mrs. Jameson slowly pull down her skimpy bikini bottoms. She smiled at him and then turned around, bent over a little, and spread her ass cheeks.

    “I’m so sweaty, Dylan. Come over here and clean my sweaty ass with your tongue. Lick it all up,” she said in a soft, seductive voice.

    Dylan walked towards her without hesitation. He fell to his knees behind the blonde milf goddess, reached up to hold her ass cheeks open, and went to work. He licked up the salty sweat that had built up on the one part of her body that never saw the sun.

    “Don’t forget my asshole, Dylan. Make sure you get all the sweat off my asshole. Make sure you do a very thorough job,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan did as he was told, running his tongue over her asshole in long, slow strokes. He licked up the acrid-tasting sweat and swallowed it all. His cock throbbed with gleeful arousal. He was servicing the goddess that lived next door to him and it felt spectacularly good.

    “You’re awfully good at eating ass, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Though I suppose that’s not a surprise. You’re good at every kind of service, aren’t you? You’re a good little submissive that absolutely loves doing what he’s told, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan said before returning to licking the sweat from her perfect ass.

    After letting Dylan worship her ass for a few minutes longer, Mrs. Jameson stood up and sat in one of the poolside chairs. She spread her legs and pointed to the ground in front of her. Dylan dutifully crawled over.

    “Would you like to make me cum, Dylan?” she asked.

    He nodded as his eyes drifted to the perfect, perky tits resting high on the blonde milf’s chest.

    “You’ve been such a good boy that I think you deserve to taste me pussy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “You may do so. Lick me. Taste me. Make me cum with your talented tongue.”

    Dylan leaned closer and pressed his lips against the sweaty pussy of the milf he worshiped. He pushed his tongue inside her and tasted her juices before licking from the base of her cunt to her clit over and over. He wanted to soak up her taste. He wanted it all. He wanted to make the beautiful woman moan.

    Eventually he focused his efforts on her clit and was rewarded with a series of beautiful moans. He looked up to see Mrs. Jameson’s eyes were closed and her mouth open to let out the lusty sounds of pleasure. She reached up to play with her tits, pulling on her nipples. Her other hand found the back of Dylan’s head and she pulled him closer, smothering him with her pussy as she closed her thighs around his face.

    “Make me cum!” Mrs. Jameson said. “Be a good boy and make me cum!”

    Dylan did just that a few moments later. The thighs wrapped so tightly around his head began to tremble and eventually they spread open as Mrs. Jameson pushed his head away from her pussy and enjoyed the beautiful spasms of a climax that seemed to spread through her body.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Very good boy.”

    Mrs. Jameson leaned forward and looked down at the sweaty, horny young man in front of her. She glanced at his throbbing cock and reached down to play with it.

    “Do you want to cum, Dylan?” she asked.

    “I do,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson stood, picked up the pieces of her bikini, and said, “Follow me.” She led Dylan into her house and up to one of the guest bedrooms. “Take off your shirt and get on your hands and knees on the bed.”

    Dylan did as he was told and looked back to see Mrs. Jameson leave the room. She was gone for just a few moments before returning with a small dildo and a bottle of lube in her hand. Dylan tensed up the moment he saw the lube. Her plan for the dildo seemed painfully obvious.

    “I’m going to do your future wife a favor, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she popped open the bottle of lube and squirted some on the toy. “I’m going to prepare you for the penetration that’s going to be a part of your marriage, because you’re absolutely going to end up with a dominant woman that knows how to take advantage of a submissive man with a worthless cock.”

    Dylan looked back and felt a bit of fear as he watched Mrs. Jameson stroke the dildo to get it slippery. She stepped closer and squirted some of the lube on his ass before working it over his asshole with the head of the toy.

    “This will hurt a little, but the toy is small enough that it shouldn’t hurt much,” she said.

    Dylan closed his eyes and groaned as he felt the tip of the toy press against his asshole and slip inside him.

    “I know it sounds scary and it might feel a little uncomfortable, but penetration is going to be a regular part of your life when you meet a dominant woman, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “You’re going to get fucked and it’s going to happen often. Your wife will probably use a strapon on you and she might even find a man to fuck your ass. It’s a perfect way to put you in your place.”

    Mrs. Jameson wrapped a slippery hand around Dylan’s cock and stroked him as she rhythmically filled his asshole with the toy.

    “That feels nice, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dylan said. He couldn’t quite differentiate between pleasure and discomfort. Her fingers felt so good moving up and down his shaft that all he felt was a deep need to cum.

    “Thank me for fucking your ass, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    “Thank you for fucking my ass, Mrs. Jameson,” he replied.

    She stroked him faster and moved the toy deeper inside him with every thrust. He heard the slippery sound of it moving in and out of his lubed up anus.

    “You’re a cocksucker and now you’re getting fucked up the ass,” Mrs. Jameson informed him. “Doesn’t it feel good, Dylan? Doesn’t it feel good to submit to me? Doesn’t it feel good to let me take control? Don’t I know what turns you on even better than you do?”

    “Yes, Mrs. Jameson,” Dylan said as he closed his eyes and sank into the intense pleasure that spread through his loins as she fucked him. He’d never felt so turned on.

    Mrs. Jameson grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on the nightstand and laid them on the bed directly beneath Dylan’s cock.

    “You can cum whenever you’re ready,” she said.

    Dylan wasn’t holding back, of course. Mrs. Jameson was in control of his orgasm, too. The moment she gave him permission to cum she stroked him faster and with a tighter grip, and just like that he had an explosively pleasurable orgasm with shot after shot of hot cum spilling into the tissues beneath him. It felt like each volley of cum sent a wave of pleasure throughout his body, leaving Dylan with a giddy smile on his face.

    “Thank you, Mrs. Jameson,” he said.

    “For what?” she asked playfully.

    “For fucking my ass. For making me cum. For taking control. For knowing what turns me on even better than I know what turns me on,” he answered.

    “You’re welcome,” she said. “Now throw those tissues away, get dressed, and leave. I’ll get in touch when I want to see you again.”

    Dylan did as he was told.
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    “Are you sad that summer is almost over?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she teased Dylan’s cock in her bed.

    “I am,” Dylan replied as he smiled at the beautiful, lingerie-clad blonde milf standing next to the bed.

    Her fingers slowly rubbed the sensitive underside of his cock head as she asked, “Are you going to miss the fun we’ve been having?”

    Dylan groaned as he looked down at his dick, which was fully erect and throbbing thanks to the skillful touch of the woman he’d come to worship.

    “I am,” he replied.

    Mrs. Jameson leaned over and pulled aside her lace bra, freeing one of her breasts and drawing Dylan’s gaze to her erect nipple.

    “Are you going to miss being a cocksucker for me?” she asked softly.

    “Yes,” Dylan said a moment before Mrs. Jameson fed him her nipple. He wrapped his lips around it and sucked on the little nub of flesh as the blonde milf moaned.

    “Does that mean you’re going to be a good boy for me today?” she asked. “Are you going to do as you’re told?”

    Mrs. Jameson stood up and Dylan smiled at her as she continued to gently tease the tip of his stiff cock.

    “Yes, I’ll do as I’m told. I promise,” he said.

    “Good, because today is going to be a little different,” Mrs. Jameson replied as she stepped back from the bed and reached for the black satin robe that hung over the closet door.

    Dylan watched the blonde milf slip her arms into the robe and pull it tight around her breathtaking body before she said, “I have a guest arriving soon and I’d like you to be on your knees with your hands behind your back when I return. Do you understand?”

    Dylan watched her leave and then rolled out of the bed and dropped to his knees. He held his hands behind his back and waited as his cock throbbed in front of him.

    Ten minutes had passed when Mrs. Jameson returned with an unfamiliar and surprisingly young man walking behind her.

    “Dylan?” the young man said.

    Dylan looked up and saw Scott Rogers, a former classmate.

    “You know each other?” Mrs. Jameson said as she and Scott stepped into the room.

    “Dylan here was a freshman when I was a senior,” Scott said as a cocky smile crossed his face.

    It took Dylan a few moments to overcome the sense of shock that washed over him, both at seeing someone he knew and at seeing someone other than Mrs. Jameson’s husband join them.

    “What…what are you doing here?” Dylan asked Scott.

    Mrs. Jameson tugged on the strip of satin that held her robe closed and Scott stepped behind her to pull it off and toss it aside. His hands moved to her waist and pulled her close as Mrs. Jameson turned her head and shared a long, passionate kiss with the young man.

    Scott fondled Mrs. Jameson’s perfect breasts and she moaned into his mouth before reluctantly pulling away from the kiss and looking down at Dylan.

    “He’s here to fuck me, Dylan,” she said. “My husband is a very open-minded man, as you know, and he doesn’t mind if I meet my sexual needs with other men while he’s not here.”

    Scott’s hands moved between Mrs. Jameson’s legs and he pressed his fingers against her lace-clad pussy and rubbed, eliciting a sensual moan as Dylan felt an overwhelming sense of jealousy.

    “Scott used to mow my lawn,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Just like you do. He gets to enjoy slightly different benefits than you, though.”

    “Dylan doesn’t get to fuck you?” Scott asked as his cock smile returned.

    “Don’t be cruel, Scott. You’ve seen his cock. Of course he doesn’t get to fuck me,” Mrs. Jameson replied. “Dylan has his uses, though, and he’s taken to doing as he’s told quite nicely.”

    Mrs. Jameson turned around and dropped to her knees in front of Scott. She reached up, unzipped his pants and pulled them down, freeing an exceptionally large cock that was already fully erect.

    “Do you remember the first time you fucked me, Scott?” she asked. “Do you remember how hard you made me cum that day in my living room?”

    “I certainly do,” Scott said as he watched Mrs. Jameson stroke his cock. “I remember how hard I came, too. Your pussy felt so fucking good. It still does. You’re still the best I’ve ever hard.”

    Mrs. Jameson turned to Dylan and said, “You understand why he fucks me and you don’t, right Dylan?”

    Dylan nodded. Scott’s cock was at least twice his size. It was longer and thicker and Scott was taller, better looking, and in far better shape. That didn’t stop Dylan from feeling jealous, but it wasn’t hard to understand why Mrs. Jameson would let Scott fuck her.

    “Why don’t you come a little closer, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson suggested.

    Dylan crawled closer as a sense of dread washed over him. He was almost certain he knew what was going to be asked of him.

    “I want you to show me what you’ve learned this summer,” Mrs. Jameson said. “I want you to suck Scott’s cock. Take him in your mouth. Fluff him for me. Make him feel good. Show me that you’ve learned your place over the past few months.”

    Dylan looked at the big cock for a few moments and then turned his gaze up to Scott’s face. A wave of humiliation washed over him as he contemplated doing as ordered.

    “Go ahead, Dylan,” Scott said. “Suck my cock. Show Mrs. Jameson how much you’ve enjoyed getting to spend time with her. I know that I certainly enjoyed my summer with her and I’ll bet you enjoyed yours too, even if it was a little different than mine. We all have our place, Dylan. It’s pretty clear that yours is to suck my cock and get me ready to fuck her perfect pussy, so why don’t you get to it.”

    Mrs. Jameson reached up and applied gentle pressure to the back of Dylan’s head. He opened his mouth as Scott’s cock approached and soon he was giving yet another blowjob.

    “That’s it, cocksucker,” Mrs. Jameson said. “This is your place, Dylan. That little dick of yours can’t please a woman, so you’ve adapted. You’ve learned how to make me happy. You’ve learned that being a cocksucker for the right woman will bring you great joy, haven’t you? Now get Scott’s cock nice and slippery for me and I’ll let you watch him fuck me.”

    Despite the humiliation of sucking Scott’s cock, Dylan was enormously aroused. Mrs. Jameson had clearly teased him with a purpose. He thought she was being kind, but it turns out she was getting him to a place where he’d happily accept being a cocksucking submissive, even if it wasn’t her husband’s cock he was sucking.

    Mrs. Jameson stood and kissed Scott as Dylan worked the dick in his mouth. He sucked and slobbered and even tried to deepthroat a little, though that only resulted in him gagging.

    “Scott likes having his balls sucked, Dylan. Show him that you’re eager to do whatever makes him happy,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Make sure you get them nice and wet, too. He likes it when you slobber on his balls like a good little slut.”

    Dylan dropped a little lower and did as he was told. He sucked on Scott’s balls and he wasn’t shy about being sloppy. He sucked and slobbered and made a splendid mess because that’s what Mrs. Jameson wanted him to do.

    “You’ve trained him well,” Scott said.

    Mrs. Jameson laughed as she reached down and stroked Scott’s cock. “I trained you well too,” she replied. “I taught you how to pleasure a woman with this beautiful cock of yours. I showed you how to use this gift you’ve been given for the good of women everywhere, didn’t I?”

    “Yes you did,” Scott replied. “And I’m very grateful.”

    “I’m sure you are,” Mrs. Jameson said. “So why don’t you show me by fucking my pussy like I taught you.”

    “With pleasure,” Scott said.

    “That’s good, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she pulled down her panties and directed Scott to get in the bed. “You may crawl closer to the bed to watch Scott fuck me,” 

    Dylan crawled closer and watched Mrs. Jameson straddle the younger man and guide his big cock into her pussy. She sank down on it and groaned before leaning down and kissing Scott.

    “Did you miss my pussy?” she asked.

    “More than you can imagine,” he said.

    “Is it better than that college pussy you’ve been fucking all year?” she asked.

    “Much better,” Scott replied as he reached back, grabbed her ass, and began to thrust his cock up into her cunt.

    Dylan’s cock throbbed and dripped precum onto the floor as he watched Mrs. Jameson have sex. He wished he was the one in the bed. He desperately wished he was the one that got to enjoy her pussy. He knew that wasn’t ever going to be the case, but that didn’t stop him from desiring it more than anything.

    “Dylan, be a good boy and lick my asshole while I ride Scott’s cock,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan crawled into the bed, laid on his stomach between Scott’s legs, and spread the ass cheeks of the beautiful milf. He pressed his face between them and offered up a rimjob as she fucked another man.

    “That’s good,” she said. “That’s so fucking good. Be a dirty little bitch and eat my ass. You’ll never, ever get a chance to fuck me but you can always be useful, Dylan. You can always be a good little slut with that tongue of yours.”

    Dylan felt a sense of pride as he worshiped the asshole in front of him. He was doing his part to make her cum and that was a wonderful treat.

    It wasn’t long before Mrs. Jameson had an orgasm on Scott’s big cock. Dylan continued to worship her tight asshole as her flesh trembled with pleasure around his face. It was only when she lifted her wet pussy off of the turgid shaft buried inside her that Dylan relented.

    “What if I want a rimjob?” Scott asked.

    “Dylan’s here to provide us both with pleasure,” Mrs. Jameson replied. “Pull your legs back. Show him your asshole.”

    Scott did as suggested and Dylan stared at the winking asshole that rested just a few inches from his face.

    “Give him a rimjob, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Show me that you’re a good boy.”

    Dylan couldn’t muster any excitement to lick the other man’s asshole, but he still did it. He couldn’t conceive of disappointing Mrs. Jameson.

    “Fuck, that’s good,” Scott said. “You’ve made him into a nasty little slut, haven’t you?”

    Mrs. Jameson laughed and said, “I suspect he’s going to have a good time when he returns to campus in a few weeks. I hope he takes his newfound sexual flexibility and follows it down a path to the kind of intense pleasure all men crave.”

    Dylan continued to eat Scott’s asshole as he wondered if he’d be willing to do that. Would he pursue a dominant girl at college? Would he let her take him down a bisexual path like Mrs. Jameson had? Or would he go back to trying his best to date a normal girl?

    “I want more of that cock,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan pulled back and returned to the floor. He watched Mrs. Jameson get on her back and Scott move between her legs. He saw the other man’s big cock disappear inside the wet, waiting pussy of the milf he’d spent his summer obsessed with.

    Mrs. Jameson moaned as Dylan watched with a perfect view between her legs. He saw how Scott’s cock opened her up and filled her. He saw how small he was compared to what the other man was wielding between his legs. He saw that he had no hope of pleasuring Mrs. Jameson the way Scott did.

    “Harder,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Scott obliged as Dylan reached down and played with his balls. He knew better than to masturbate, but he couldn’t resist touching himself just a little.

    The sights and sounds of the sex happening in front of Dylan were overwhelming in the best way possible. He heard the flesh of the two people in bed slapping together. He heard the moans Mrs. Jameson unleashed. He heard Scott’s grunts. He saw the big cock pumping in and out of the beautiful milf’s perfect pussy. He saw the way Mrs. Jameson wrapped her legs around Scott.

    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum inside me so Dylan can clean it up.”

    Scott groaned, seemingly at the kinky notion that Dylan would be eating his load. Dylan groaned too. He was immensely aroused and he found the idea of eating the other man’s cum to be thrilling in the most humiliating way possible.

    Dylan watched Scott’s balls tighten and saw the young man bury his cock in Mrs. Jameson’s pussy.

    “Cum inside me!” she said. “Fuck, fill my pussy.”

    Scott did as he was asked. He came inside the beautiful milf. He pumped his load deep into her pussy and pulled out soon after.

    “Come here, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said as she looked down her body at him. “Come clean my messy pussy. Come eat Scott’s load out of me.”

    Dylan crawled between her long, lovely legs and pressed his lips against her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her and scooped out some of Scott’s load. He was too far gone to care. He’d embraced the humiliation and the pleasure it brought him. He’d embraced his place. He wasn’t ever going to fuck Mrs. Jameson. That wasn’t for him. He was simply going to do as he was told.

    “That’s it,” Mrs. Jameson said as she closed her eyes, arched her back a little, and reached down to grab a handful of Dylan’s hair. “Eat his fucking cum. Lick it out of me. Swallow his load like a good little bitch.”

    Dylan lapped at her perfect pussy as Mrs. Jameson moaned and writhed in the bed. He knew she was going to cum. He could hear it in her moans and the way she moved. He was going to make her cum and it filled him with a deep sense of joy.

    “Fuck, Dylan, I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    He licked her clit and helped push her over the top to a beautiful, body-shaking orgasm. When she gently pushed his head away from her pussy, Mrs. Jameson looked down and smiled.

    “You’re a very good boy,” she said. “And someday you’re going to make a dominant woman very happy.”

    “Thank you,” Dylan said.

    “Now it’s time for you to leave,” Mrs. Jameson said as she sat up. “I’d like you to refrain from masturbating until we see each other again.”

    “Of course,” he said.

    Dylan couldn’t help but notice that Scott wasn’t being asked to leave. Instead, Mrs. Jameson had pulled him close and they were kissing again as Dylan put his pants on.

    By the time he walked out the door Scott’s cock was hard and Mrs. Jameson looked ready to ride him once more. It seemed that the other man was going to enjoy her pussy for far longer than Dylan had been allowed to enjoy it.

    Jealousy surged through him again as he headed downstairs and out the front door. It seemed to stoke his desire, though. He wanted more. He wanted to be permitted to serve her again. The start of the school year was only a few weeks away and Dylan hoped he’d get to spend a little more time with Mrs. Jameson before that date arrived.
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    “Is this what you imagined yourself doing on your last day of summer, Dylan?” Mrs. Jameson asked in a soft, seductive voice.

    Dylan’s mouth was stuffed with Mr. Jameson’s cock, which prevented him from offering an answer.

    “When you came home for the summer, did you imagine you’d spend your time learning how to be a cocksucker for a woman like me? Did you imagine you’d have your lips stretched by a nice big dick? Did you imagine you’d learn your place as a good submissive boy?” she asked.

    Dylan groaned around the cock in his mouth. He knew the questions were rhetorical. Of course he hadn’t imagined those things when he came home from school. He figured he’d spend his summer trying to fuck one of the girls he’d had a crush on during his senior year. The idea of being a submissive cocksucker for his gorgeous neighbor had never entered his mind.

    Mrs. Jameson knelt behind Dylan and ran her fingers down his back and grasped his ass cheeks. She squeezed them tight and gave each a swift slap, causing him to cry out in pain around the dick in his mouth.

    She ran her fingernails up his back, causing a rush of pain before her fingers entwined in his hair and pulled back. Mrs. Jameson leaned closer and sucked on his neck from behind before she asked, “Are you sad that you have to go back to school, Dylan? Would you rather stay at home and be a cocksucking bitch for me and my husband?”

    Dylan looked up at Mr. Jameson and saw a confident smile on the older man’s face. He studied the plump, slippery head of the cock that had just been in his mouth and smiled at the notion that he was the one that had made it hard.

    “I’m going to miss this,” he said.

    “You’re going to miss being a cocksucker for me?” Mrs. Jameson asked as she wrapped her fingers around his neck and applied gentle pressure.

    “Yes,” Dylan said.

    “I want you to find a girl to serve when you get back to school, Dylan,” she said. “I don’t want you to run away from yourself. I want you to embrace what you are. I want you to find a dominant girl and beg her for the chance to serve her needs during your sophomore year. I want you to come home for Christmas break with an even better understanding of how to be a submissive bitch for a dominant woman.”

    “I will,” he said.

    “Good. Now suck my husband’s balls,” Mrs. Jameson demanded as she released him from her grasp.

    Dylan pushed Mr. Jameson’s cock upwards and stroked the shaft as he used his mouth to pleasure the older man’s big balls. He licked, sucked, and covered them in his saliva as he did everything he could to please Mrs. Jameson.

    As he tasted the sweat and stink that Mr. Jameson had built up over the course of a long day, Dylan considered the request Mrs. Jameson had made. He wondered if he’d be willing to actually pursue a dominant girl and make such a significant change in his life. He wondered how easy it would be even if he wanted to do such a thing.

    “That’s good, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    He released Mr. Jameson’s cock and stopped sucking on his big balls and turned to look at Mrs. Jameson. His eyes focused between her legs and the black strapon harness she’d changed into. There was a long, thick black dildo protruding from her pelvis and there was no doubt that cock would end up inside him.

    “Darling, will you get in the bed so Dylan can get on his hands and knees between your legs and suck your cock?” Mrs. Jameson said.

    “Of course,” Mr. Jameson replied as he hopped into the bed he shared with his wife. He rested his head against a pair of pillows, spread his legs, and smiled at Dylan.

    “Go ahead, Dylan. Take your place between his legs. Suck my husband’s cock. Show him what a good little cocksucking bitch I’ve trained you to be,” Mrs. Jameson demanded.

    Dylan took his place between Mr. Jameson’s legs, wrapped his fingers around the base of the thick cock and resumed giving a blowjob.

    Mrs. Jameson moved into the bed behind Dylan, smacked his ass hard enough for it to hurt, and then poured a healthy amount of lubrication over his ass. She spread the lube with her fingers and slipped two into his asshole with ease.

    “I want you to find a girl that will make you an anal slut, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “Tell her that you need to be fucked. Tell her that your asshole is hers to play with. Tell her that it’s meant for pleasure. Tell her that you’re meant for her pleasure.”

    Dylan groaned around the dick in his mouth as Mrs. Jameson pressed the lubed head of her thick black strapon against his asshole and penetrated him.

    “Look at that,” she said. “It just slides right into you. It’s almost as if your ass was made for fucking, Dylan. It’s as if I’ve helped you discover your true purpose, which is to give your body to someone else for their pleasure.”

    She grabbed Dylan’s hips and began to fuck him with long, slow, deep thrusts. She pulled everything but the head out and then plunged back inside him, taking her time to make sure he felt every bit of it as he got stretched out.

    Mr. Jameson grabbed Dylan’s hair, pulled the young man off his cock, and asked, “How does it feel to get fucked, Dylan?”

    “It’s good, sir,” he said.

    “She’s always loved fucking little bitches like you, you know,” Mr. Jameson said. “She has a thing for pounding tight little submissive asses. Do you like that she’s pounding you so hard, Dylan? Do you like being her little anal whore?”

    Mrs. Jameson fucked Dylan harder as her husband offered up a bit of verbal humiliation.

    “Yes, I like it,” Dylan said as the unrelenting anal pounding offered a mixture of pain and pleasure. “I like being her anal whore.”

    Mr. Jameson laughed as he pushed his cock back into Dylan’s mouth and fucked the younger man’s face. He was being taken from both ends, and taken vigorously and without much care for how he felt. They were using him, which sent Dylan deep into a place of the most intense kind of pleasure.

    “He is a whore, isn’t he?” Mrs. Jameson said. “I spent the whole summer training him to be my good little whore and now I have to send him away.” She laughed and smacked Dylan’s ass. “It’s kind of sad, though I’ll get to use him again when he comes home for Christmas and I’m quite certain he’ll be willing to play next summer, too.”

    “Of course he will,” Mr. Jameson said as he pushed his cock into Dylan’s throat and held it there. “The good ones always come back, don’t they?”

    Mrs. Jameson buried every inch of her strapon into Dylan’s ass and leaned forward until her big breasts were pressed against his back.

    “Will you come back, Dylan? Will you come back to me this Christmas? Will you offer me your body? Will you show me all the things you’ve learned at college?” she asked.

    Mr. Jameson pulled his dick from Dylan’s mouth and after gasping for air he answered, “Yes. I will. I’ll come back. I promise.”

    Mrs. Jameson pulled her cock from his ass and Dylan felt it gaping wide open for a few moments. He experienced a strange, wonderful kind of yearning. He wanted her cock back inside him. He wanted her to fuck him longer and harder. He wanted her to use his asshole again.

    Instead, Mrs. Jameson climbed out of the bed, loosened her harness, and let it fall to the floor before saying, “Down here, Dylan. On your knees in front of me.”

    Dylan moved into position and looked up at Mrs. Jameson. He admired her beautiful blonde hair, her perfect perky tits, and her taut stomach. She was a goddess in every way.

    She reached out, grabbed a tight handful of his hair, and pulled him against her loins. “Worship my pussy,” she said.

    Dylan licked the beautiful blonde milf fervently. He licked her pussy to prepare her for the sex he assumed she would soon be having with her husband. He licked her pussy because he wanted to do exactly as he was told. He wanted to make the woman he’d come to worship happy.

    “Do you understand that you’re not worthy of my pussy, Dylan? Have you completely accepted that?” she asked.

    Dylan nodded.

    “Do you understand that you’re not worthy of any woman’s pussy,” she continued. “You’ll certainly be able to find a woman willing to let your little dick inside her, but you still won’t be worthy of her. You won’t be able to pleasure her. You won’t be able to make her cum like she deserves to cum. Your little dick will only disappoint her.”

    Dylan nodded again.

    “You understand that you shouldn’t pursue a traditional girlfriend. That kind of relationship will only end in disappointment for you and her. You need to find a girl that sees you for what you are, Dylan. You need to find a girl that can take advantage of your submissive nature and use you to make her happy. Do you understand?”

    Dylan nodded.

    Mrs. Jameson stepped back, bent over, and said, “Open up.”

    Dylan opened his mouth and she spit onto his tongue. She pushed her fingers past his lips and to the back of his throat, making him gag as she laughed.

    “You’re a sex toy, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said. “You’re a submissive sex toy and now you’re going to watch my husband fuck me. You’re going to watch a real man enjoy my pussy. You’re going to watch me milk a nice, thick load out of him that you can clean up.”

    Dylan spun around as Mrs. Jameson approached the bed and said, “Come here, baby. Sit right on the edge of the bed so I can ride that beautiful cock of yours.”

    Mr. Jameson moved until he was sitting right where his wife wanted him. His feet touched the floor as his ass rested on the edge of the bed and she straddled him with ease. He grabbed her beautiful ass and she said, “Dylan, put his cock inside me. Guide a real man’s cock into my pussy and watch him stretch me.”

    Dylan did as he was told and watched as the big dick disappeared into Mrs. Jameson’s pussy. She moaned as it filled her and Dylan marveled at the beauty of her cunt completely swallowing her husband’s long, thick erection.

    “Suck his balls, Dylan. Help make a nice big load that he can shoot inside me. Help my husband fill me with his cum,” Mrs. Jameson demanded as she began to bounce on her husband’s cock.

    Dylan crawled closer and took the older man’s balls into his mouth. He sucked gently and ran his tongue over the wrinkled flesh. The taste of sweaty, unwashed testicles filled his mouth, though Dylan didn’t find it particularly unpleasant.

    “You’ve trained him well,” Mr. Jameson said. “He’s sucking my balls like a good bitch.”

    “Does it feel good?” she asked between lusty bounces on her husband’s big cock. “Are you going to miss having his mouth around to enhance our sex life?”

    “You know I will,” Mr. Jameson said. “It’s always nice to have a little bitch to play with.”

    Dylan loved listening to them talk as he pleasured Mr. Jameson’s testicles. He loved how connected they seemed and how they clearly both derived pleasure from his submission. He loved that he was a sex toy to them, that his willingness to submit had made him an integral part of their sex life.

    “Let’s switch positions,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Dylan moved back and watched as Mrs. Jameson climbed off her husband’s cock and got onto her hands and knees in the bed.

    “Come here, Dylan,” she said. “Rest your head right on my ass. I want you to watch as my husband takes me from behind.”

    Dylan moved into the bed and got on his knees next to Mrs. Jameson’s perfect ass. He laid his head on her soft, smooth cheeks and watched as Mr. Jameson moved behind her.

    “Open up,” he said.

    Dylan parted his lips and the big cock slid into his mouth. Mr. Jameson fucked his face like it was a pussy and Dylan accepted it. He gagged on the dick. He covered it in his saliva. He acted like a sex toy for the older man and he did so willingly.

    “Fuck me, baby. I need it. I need your cock inside me,” Mrs. Jameson said.

    Mr. Jameson pulled his big cock from Dylan’s mouth and slid into his wife from behind. He held her hips and fucked her doggystyle while Dylan watched from just a few inches away. He saw the full length of the older man’s dick disappear inside Mrs. Jameson and then he saw it emerge covered in her juices. He heard the sound of their bodies meeting over and over and the exceptional slickness of a thoroughly aroused pussy taking a big dick.

    “Clean it,” Mr. Jameson said as he pulled his cock from his wife’s pussy and slid it right into Dylan’s waiting mouth. “Clean my cock like a good whore.”

    Dylan opened his mouth and accepted the deep penetration of the thick cock. He sucked it clean like a good slut and watched it disappear into Mrs. Jameson’s pussy once more.

    “Are you eager to eat my husband’s load, Dylan? Are you eager to clean one last creampie from my pussy?” Mrs. Jameson asked.

    “Yes,” he answered while his gaze remained transfixed on the cock sliding in and out of her pussy. “I want to clean your pussy, Mrs. Jameson. I want to clean your husband’s cum from inside you.”

    Mrs. Jameson laughed and said, “You hear that, honey? He wants your load. Are you ready to feed him?”

    Mr. Jameson answered by fucking his wife harder and faster. She cried out in response to the vigorous thrusts and Dylan watched in amazement as the older man delivered a beautiful pussy pounding.

    When Mr. Jameson buried his cock deep in his wife’s cunt and unleashed a series of moans and deep groans, Dylan knew he’d be cleaning a creampie soon enough. He knew a thick load was being injected into the pussy he’d become obsessed with. He knew he wanted to lick up every drop of it.

    “Clean my cock,” Mr. Jameson said as he pulled out and fed his slimy, slippery dick to Dylan’s mouth.

    He sucked it clean like he’d been taught to do. He let his mouth be used as little more than a device to remove the slime and spunk from the other man’s big cock. His own dick throbbed joyfully as he did it.

    “On your back, Dylan,” Mrs. Jameson said when Dylan had finished his cock cleaning duties.

    He moved to his back and watched the beautiful blonde milf move to her knees and straddle his face. He looked up at her and enjoyed the smile that crept across her face.

    “Open up,” she said.

    Dylan opened his mouth and was immediately rewarded as Mrs. Jameson relaxed her pussy and a long, thick stream of her husband’s cum slowly leaked out of her. Dylan received it on his eager tongue and let it pool there. He wasn’t going to swallow without permission, after all.

    “You may swallow his seed, Dylan,” she said.

    Dylan closed his mouth and swallowed Mr. Jameson’s thick, salty cum. He swallowed every drop and savored the way it slowly moved down his throat and left a thick coating behind.

    Mrs. Jameson sat on his face and her pussy lips spread open around his mouth. “Clean me, Dylan. Put your tongue inside me and find every drop of my husband’s cum.”

    Dylan did as he was told and was rewarded with more cum. Each time he pushed his tongue inside her he seemed to find more. He devoured it all, swallowing over and over and filling his stomach with another man’s seed.

    When he was finished, Mrs. Jameson climbed off Dylan’s face and kissed him softly. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and they shared the taste of Mr. Jameson’s cum as her fingers wrapped around Dylan’s cock.

    She gathered his precum and stroked him slowly. The sounds of a slippery handjob filled the room as Dylan moaned.

    When Mrs. Jameson released his cock he thought the handjob was over and he’d be sent home without an orgasm. Instead, she grabbed his legs and pushed them over the back of his head, folding him up like a pretzel with his cock just above his mouth.

    Mrs. Jameson resumed the handjob and said, “Cum in your mouth,” she said. “Cum in your mouth like a good little slut.”

    Dylan almost instantly did as he was told. He was too aroused to resist. His balls tightened, his cock throbbed, and he unleashed his load.

    Most of Dylan’s cum ended up in his mouth, though some hit his face and a little landed on his chest. Mrs. Jameson released his cock and carefully collected every stray drop with her fingers and fed it to Dylan.

    “Swallow your cum,” she said.

    Dylan swallowed as instructed.

    “From now on I want you to consume every load of cum you produce, Dylan,” she said. “I know you’re going to masturbate constantly once you’re back at school and I want you to eat all of it. Will you do that for me?”

    “I will,” he said.

    Mrs. Jameson smiled, gave him a soft kiss, and said, “It’s been fun training you, Dylan.”

    “Thank you, Mrs. Jameson. Thank you for everything. You’ve changed my life,” he said.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied. “Have fun at school this year. And remember, don’t be afraid of who you are, Dylan. Embrace your submissive nature. Find a girl and submit to her. Offer her everything. Let her make you into a toy for her pleasure.”

    “I will,” Dylan said.

    “Good boy. I’ll see you at Christmas.”

    Dylan was counting on it.

    The End
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    “Welcome, cuckold,” I say as you enter my dungeon for the second time. The air is noticeably cool as you walk to the middle of the room and stand at attention.

    “Put this on,” I say, once again handing you a clear chastity device.

    I watch as you slip your small cock into the device and click the lock shut. “Good boy.” I put the chain holding the key to your freedom around my neck and it comes to rest between my breasts.

    You take a moment to admire my outfit. The tight black leather corset pushes my breasts up, making them intoxicating to a pathetic cuckold like you. You practically drool over my black latex shorts and the black fishnets that cling to my legs. This time I’ve chosen a pair of black leather boots that end just before the knee.

    “On your knees, cuckold,” I demand.

    You fall to your knees, just like a good boy should. I run my bare fingers through your hair – I’ve skipped the gloves this time – and over your neck. My touch makes you tingle with pleasure. You want more, but you know I almost certainly won’t give you what you want.

    “Do you see the rack over there?” I say, pointing to a delicious looking bondage device. “You’re going to spend some time in that today. I’m going to lock your hands and ankles into it and then I’m going to punish you however I see fit.”

    You tremble with desire. You know I’m going to make you suffer for me because it’s what turns me on. “Don’t you want to suffer for me? Don’t you want me to punish you?” I ask.

    [Your Response]

    “Good boy,” I say as I kneel next to you and run my fingers down your back. I whisper into your ear, “I’m going to make you scream, cuckold.”

    I stand and walk in front of you. Your face is inches from my latex-covered crotch. I grab a handful of your hair and pull you closer. “This is what you want, isn’t it? You want my pussy, don’t you cuckold? You wish you could worship my perfect pussy, don’t you?”

    [Your Response]

    I laugh at you. “A man like you doesn’t deserve my pussy, with your pathetic little cock locked in a cage. A man like you doesn’t deserve pussy at all. You deserve to be humiliated, to suffer for me. You deserve everything I’m going to give you today.”

    I walk to my wall of toys and examine my implements of pain. There are so many ways to hurt you and they’ll all bring me such delight. I run my fingers over the riding crop I used last time, over a thick wooden paddle, over a leather whip, over an exceptionally painful looking flogger, only to go back to the paddle.

    “This will do quite nicely,” I say as I walk back over to you. “Have you ever been paddled, slave?”

    [Your Response]

    “It’s going to hurt, I promise you. It’s going to bruise your ass and you might have trouble sitting for the rest of the day. I recommend using a pillow to make it a little softer for your bottom. Now, stand up and move to the rack,” I command.

    You do as commanded and step into the rack. It’s an imposing-looking wooden bondage device with cuffs attached for your wrists and ankles. All I have to do is snap them shut and you’re locked in place and under my control. I can do as I please, and I intend to hurt you.

    You’re facing forward in the rack and staring at the wall of my dungeon. You can hear me walking behind you, but you have no idea what I’m doing. That’s all part of the fun. At any moment I could bring the paddle down on your ass, causing you to scream in pain.

    “Beg me to punish you for being such a pathetic cuckold. Beg me to hurt you,” I demand.

    [Your Response]

    “Good boy,” I say.

    I take a position just behind you and prepare to spank you with the paddle. You’re nervous and you turn your head to look. You want to know when the pain is going to arrive.

    I smack your face with an open hand. The pain is immediate. The sting of my hand against your cheek is incredible and your head rings momentarily.

    “Don’t you dare,” I say angrily. “You will look forward and take your punishment. You are here to suffer for me and you will do your duty as my cuckold slave.”

    [Your Response]

    “Good boy,” I say as I gently caress your naked, vulnerable ass. “This is going to hurt, but it’s good for you. It’s good to suffer for your mistress. I’m going to give you five strokes with the paddle. You’ll have time to recover between each. After each stroke, I want you to thank me and ask for another. Do you understand?”

    [Your Response]

    “Very good,” I say before stepping back. 

    You stare at the wall and wait. For a few moments, nothing happens. You begin to relax, and that’s right when you hear the sound of the paddle moving through the air. It comes down on your ass and the pain is immediate and overwhelming. A loud slap fills the air and is soon followed by your scream.

    You struggle against the bondage. It’s your brain’s survival instinct. It’s telling you to run. You’re quickly defeated though. You won’t be going anywhere. That’s when you remember to thank me and ask for another stroke.

    [Beg For Another Stroke]

    “It would be my pleasure,” I say as I rear back and beat your ass again. The paddle lands squarely on the meatiest part of your bottom and another loud slap fills the room. You scream louder this time. The pain is worse.

    [Beg For Another Stroke]

    The third stroke lands almost as soon as your request for another leaves your lips. The pain brings tears to your eyes. You’re descending into sub space. Your mind is awash in suffering and yet it feels good. It feels so pure, like a great release of tension. You beg for another.

    [Beg For Another Stroke]

    As I strike you a fourth time, I can feel the overwhelming warmth of desire between my legs. I love making you suffer. I love that you’re willing to receive pain for me. I love that I can see the tears rolling down your cheeks. I love the way your body sags because the pain is so overwhelming. I can tell you’re going to be a good cuckold slave for me.

    [Beg For Another Stroke]

    This time I tease you. I start a swing and you hear the faint sound of the paddle moving through the air. You brace yourself for the pain, but it never comes. I laugh at you.

    When I see you relax I strike. The final stroke lands on your ass and you lift your head and scream. I watch your body shudder as you sob in pain.

    I put the paddle back in its place and come over to you. While you’re still locked in the rack I gently caress your soft, beaten skin.

    “Thank you, slave,” I whisper into your ear. “Thank you for being such a good boy for me.” I give your neck the gentlest, softest kiss. It sends a wave of soothing calmness through your body.

    I unlock the cuffs and set you free. I guide you to the middle of the room. “On your knees, slave.”

    You fall to your knees and look up at me. Your eyes are red from the tears, but there’s a beautiful sense of submission emanating from you.

    I feel the need to reward you for being a good slave. I unzip my latex shorts and pull them down. You see the black lace boyshort panties I’m wearing underneath my fishnet pantyhose.

    I step forward until I’m inches from you. My fingers entwine in your hair and I pull you close. “You may kiss it,” I say.

    You know I’m referring to my panty-clad pussy. You press your lips against it and kiss me. You can feel the overwhelming heat and wetness of my arousal. You know beating you has made me exceptionally horny.

    “Kiss my thighs,” I say in a soft voice.

    [Your Response]

    Through the fishnets you feel my warmth flesh against your lips. It makes your cock throb in its chastity device. You kiss me softly but eagerly. I moan. You’re making me wetter. I’m going to have to masturbate when you leave.

    “Good boy,” I finally say as I step back from you. “That was a lovely session.” I order you to stand and I unlock your cock cage.

    “When you get home, I want you to edge yourself while you re-live the paddling I just gave you. I want you to watch videos of women paddling their men. I want you to feel the pain again. If you’re up to it, spank yourself. Then, finally, I want you to give yourself an orgasm when you are lost in the experience of submitting to me,” I order.

    As I watch you go I can’t help but think about how much fun we’re going to have together.
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    When you step into my dungeon space you see I’m dressed in thigh high black latex boots, black fishnet pantyhose, black leather shorts, a black leather corset, and tight latex gloves that end just below my elbow.

    “Welcome,” I say with a devilish smile. You open your mouth to greet me, but I interrupt you. “Don’t speak unless I ask specifically to hear your voice. Stand there,” I say, pointing to a spot in the middle of the room.

    “You will refer to me as Mistress Becca or Mistress. You do not make requests and you do not beg unless you’ve been given permission to do so. Do you understand?” I say.

    [Your Response]

    “Good boy. Now, take your clothes off,” I demand.

    You strip as I watch, revealing your naked body. I let you stand there, feeling the chill of the cool air on your skin. You’re nervous and your cock has shrunk to a particularly small size.

    I briefly look between your legs and chuckle. “I can see why you’d be drawn to cuckolding. You’re certainly not going to do much with that, are you?” I ask while pointing at your cock. “It’s okay, I asked you a question. You can respond.”

    [Your Response]

    I walk across the room, open a drawer, and retrieve a chastity device. It’s made from clear plastic and will comfortably fit your cock, especially in its shrunken state. “Put this on,” I say, handing you the device. “Don’t worry, yours is the first cock it will have locked up and that’s how it will stay. This little device is made just for your little dick.”

    I watch and giggle as you slip your cock into the device and snap the lock shot. “Now hand me the key. Good boy.”

    I walk behind you. You can feel my breath on your neck. My body is inches from yours. I know you crave my touch. “Look above you,” I command.

    You look towards the ceiling and see leather cuffs attached to chains hanging down. The chains are affixed to hooks in the ceiling. I reach up and grab one of the cuffs before slipping your hand into it and locking it shut. I do the same with your other arm. “Is that comfortable?”

    [Your Response]

    The push of a button raises the cuffs, and your arms along with them, towards the ceiling. You listen to the small whir of the engine as it becomes clear that you’ll be in bondage until I decide to release you. Your hands are now six inches above your head. You look vulnerable and a little nervous. “There’s no need to worry. I won’t hurt you much,” I say from behind you.

    You hear the sound of my boots as I walk to a wall filled with implements of pain. There are paddles, riding crops, whips, and so much more. I take my time selecting while you watch. I want you to feel the agony of anticipating how I’m going to make you suffer.

    When I turn around I’m holding a riding crop in my hand. I smile at you. “Your pain is my pleasure,” I say, “and you want me to feel pleasure, don’t you?”

    [Your Response]

    I run the cool leather of the riding crop over the back of your thighs and your exposed ass cheeks. The first strike on your bottom is gentle. You feel a mild rush of pain, but it’s not nearly enough to take your breath away.

    “All of my cuckolds share the same thing in common,” I say as I slowly walk around you. Your eyes follow me when they can. You take note of the tight corset and the way it pushes my breasts up, offering a visually pleasing display of their soft flesh. You stare at the riding crop in my gloved hands, knowing full well that it will soon deliver genuine pain to your flesh. “They’re all sexually inadequate in some way. They all know - without question - that they can’t fuck the way a real woman wants to be fucked.”

    I stop and look into your eyes. I run the riding crop down your chest and over your chastised cock. It comes to rest under your balls. “Would you agree, cuckold? Are you sexually inadequate? Are you unable to fuck your wife the way she wants to be fucked?” I ask.

    [Your Response]

    I gently run my fingernails down your chest, making you wince from the mild pain. I caress the plastic device encasing your cock and run my finger over the little sliver of exposed flesh at the tip. I cup your testicles and squeeze them tight enough to make you groan in discomfort.

    I lean forward and whisper in your ear, “When you’re in here I own these. Is that clear?”

    [Your Response]

    I walk behind you and raise the riding crop. You can see the movement out of the corner of your eye. You know you’re about to experience pain. This time I strike your ass fiercely. The leather bites into your bottom’s soft, vulnerable flesh and leaves an immediate welt. You scream in pain.

    “Good boy,” I say. “Suffer for me.” I strike you again, this time on your other cheek. Again you scream. Now you have two beautiful welts, one for each ass cheek.

    “Beg me to stop,” I say.

    [Your Response]

    I approach you from behind and press by leather and latex-clad body against your naked flesh. I reach around and run my fingers over your chest. My touch soothes you and lowers your heart rate. “It’s okay,” I whisper into your ear. “It pleases me when you suffer for your mistress.” You can feel the heat of my breath on your flesh. It gives you goose bumps and makes you tingle. Your cock strains against the device holding it prisoner.

    I move in front of you. I let your eyes drink me in. I see the arousal in them, the desperation for release that only a short time in chastity can create.

    “Would you like to worship me?” I ask.

    [Your Response]

    I smile. “I’m sure you would. I’m sure you’d worship me from head to toe if I permitted you. That’s something a cuckold has to earn, though. We’ve already discussed your inadequacies and you should know by now that you’re not entitled to anything in this room. If you’re a very good boy I might let you between my legs to worship my pussy at some point in the future, but that won’t be happening today.”

    I lower your hands and release them from the cuffs. You’re free, but like a good boy you stand still and await my command.

    “On your knees,” I say as I step closer. “Lick my boots,” I command.

    [Your Response]

    “Good boy. This is what a cuckold deserves on his first meeting with his new mistress. Anything more than cleaning my boots with your tongue will have to be earned.”

    I look down as you eagerly lick my boots. Your submission arouses me. It leaves me damp between the legs. I’m tempted to have you worship my pussy and bring me to orgasm, but such things must be earned by a submissive. They cannot be given freely.

    “We’re going to have so much fun together, cuckold. You’re going to learn just how deep your submission can go. You’re going to learn the pleasures of having a mistress like me show you what it means to submit. Stand up,” I command, and you obey eagerly.

    Slowly I walk around you, running my fingers over your body as I talk. “I have friends I can invite, that we can play with together. I can cuckold you right in this room. You can watch as a real man pleasures your mistress. Would you enjoy that?”

    [Your Response]

    “Of course you would, and we’ll do that as long as you’re a good boy. Now, put your clothes back on. Our session is nearly over.”

    I hand you the key to the chastity device and watch as you free your cock. Precum drips from the tip and I know you wish you could masturbate. More than anything in the world you want to stroke your confined cock. You wouldn’t dare do it in front of me, though. You’re a good boy.

    “This ends our first session,” I say with a smile. “I hope you enjoyed yourself and I look forward to our next meeting.”

    As you leave I consider how much fun I had dominating you. I know you did too, and I know you’ll be back for more.

  Sessions with Mistress Becca – Session 3
Welcome to my dungeon. I intend for Sessions with Mistress Becca to be an ongoing feature (published twice a month) for supporters at the femdom tier. In each update I will play a professional dominatrix you’ve booked a session with. Together we will explore cuckolding, female domination, the pleasure of pain, and much more. Each session will offer something new, including live cuckolding and other femdom pleasures. The intention is for you to verbally respond when prompted in the story, so I encourage you to read this when you’ll be able to talk when commanded to do so. Let me know what you think!

You walk into my dungeon and see a selection of dildos resting on the table. They’re all lifelike and in a variety of sizes. Notably, they’re all bigger than your cock even when you’re stiff as steel.
“Welcome,” I say as you walk to the center of the room. “Strip and lock your cock as usual, cuckold.”
[Your Response]
I watch as you strip off your clothes and reveal your little cuckold dick and naked body. I look you up and down, saying nothing. You feel my penetrating gaze.
“Yes, you’re too small,” I say, giving voice to what you were thinking. I move behind you. You turn to face me and I deliver a hard smack to your ass. “No,” I yell. “You’ll only move when I give you permission.”
I run my bare fingers over your lower back and ass. I spank you again. I lean forward to whisper into your ear. “Your cock is incapable of pleasuring a woman. You know it. I know it. That’s why you’re here. You need to hear that. You need to believe it. You need to understand that you can’t offer any woman the sex she needs. You need to learn other ways to please a woman. Do you understand?”
[Your Response]
I walk to the table where the dildos rest. You admire the tight leather shorts, leather boots, shiny black stockings, and black leather corset I’m wearing. My ponytail swings gently with every step as I sway my hips in an alluring, exaggerated manner.
“Do you like the toys I’ve picked out?” I say as I gesture to the six dildos sitting on the table.
[Your Response]
“How does it make you feel that each is bigger than your pathetic cuckold cock?” I ask.
[Your Response]
“Do you understand that a woman wants a man with a big cock, that size matters?”
[Your Response]
I pick up a dildo and walk towards you. “Look at this cock,” I say as I hold the dildo in front of you and stroke it. “This is a perfect cock. It’s eight inches long and perfectly thick. This is the kind of cock a woman wants to marry. This is the kind of cock a woman wants to have inside her every night. This cock is far superior to yours.”
I move it closer to you. You can see the veins in the shaft and the lifelike balls at the base. As it moves closer, you open your mouth.
“Oh my! Do you want to suck this cock? Do you want to be a cocksucker for your mistress and get this dick nice and wet so I can fuck it?” I say with obvious delight in my voice.
[Your Response]
“I’ll bet you would. I’ll bet you’d love to be a cocksucker for me. Not tonight, though. Tonight you’re going to watch. Follow me,” I order.
You follow as I walk to the queen size bed on one side of the room. The cream-colored satin sheets look impossibly soft and elegant as I climb onto the bed and offer you a lingering look at my leather-clad ass.
I turn to face you. I stroke the dildo. “Do you want to watch me suck his cock, cuckold?” I ask.
[Your Response]
“Of course you do. Every cucky wants to watch his wife suck a superior cock. Get on your knees, cuck. Get on your knees like the little subby you are and watch as I give this perfect cock a blowjob,” I order.
You sink to your knees at the foot of the bed and look up at me. I get on my hands and knees at the edge of the bed and wrap my soft, pink lips around the dildo.
You watch as the cock disappears into my mouth. It looks so much like I’m sucking a real cock in front of you, like I’m cuckolding you.
“Fuck, I love having his big cock in my mouth. I love sucking his beautiful dick. Do you like watching, cucky?” I ask as I go back to sucking him.
[Your Response]
“Mmmmm,” I moan with the dildo in my mouth. You watch as I nearly deepthroat it, trying to make all eight inches disappear into my mouth.
I pull off and look at you. “Have you ever been on the receiving end of a truly passionate blowjob, cuckold? Does your cock inspire a woman to get on her knees and worship it? It can’t happen all that often, can it? I think we both know that your dick is the sort that leaves a woman disappointed.”
I swallow the dildo again and look into your eyes as it nearly disappears into my mouth. “I’m never going to suck your cock like this,” I say. “You understand that, right?”
[Your Response]
“Do you understand why? Do you understand that it’s because your cock is small and disappointing? Do you understand that you’re a beta cuckold that couldn’t please a woman with your cock even if you tried your best?” I say with a hint of cruelty in my voice.
[Your Response]
“Good boy,” I say with a smile before taking the cock in my mouth again.
“Do you want to watch him fuck me, cuckold? Do you want to watch this perfect cock stretch my pussy?” I ask.
[Your Response]
I stand and do a quick striptease to slip out of my shorts. My pussy is smooth and you can see that I’m wet. “Do you see how wet he makes me, cuckold? Does your cock ever make a woman wet like this?”
[Your Response]
“Of course not. If anything, you make women dry. They see your cock and they’re disappointed. That’s why you have to work so hard with your tongue. Your dick does nothing for her.” I get into the bed and scoot to the edge so you can see my pussy.
“This cock is perfect though. This is exactly the kind of cock a woman wants inside her. Do you want to watch him fuck me? Do you want to see my pussy lips stretch around this big dick, cuckold?” I ask as I rub the head of the dildo around my cunt.
[Your Response]
“I’m so fucking horny,” I say. “He’s got me so turned on. He’s got me desperate for him, cuckold. He’s got me so needy for his big dick. I need him!”
I gently slide the big dildo inside me. You watch as my pussy lips stretch around its thickness. It’s a breathtaking sight. “Oh fuck. He feels so fucking good, cucky. He feels so much better than your cock could possibly feel. He’s so big!” I say as the toy bottoms out inside me.
Once the dildo is slick with my pussy juices I begin to pound it into my hole. I roll my head back and moan. I’m getting lost in pleasure as you watch. You know you couldn’t fuck me like this. You know you’re too small to make me feel like this.
“I’m going to cum, cucky. I’m going to cum on his big cock. I’m going to cum on another man’s big dick while you watch. Oh fuck!” I yell as I cum from the deep, perfect penetration.
Your cock aches in its chastity cage. It desperately wants to be stiff. You desperately want to masturbate as you watch your mistress fuck a bigger, better cock. You know it’s not possible. You know the key is around my neck. You know you’re not getting released until the session is over. You know you’ll have to jerk off at home as you relive the filthy fun we had today.
After the orgasm has passed I sit up and look down at you. You can’t tear your gaze away from my pussy. It’s soaking wet and gaping open just a little from the thickness of the cock I just fucked.
I smile and say, “Do you want to taste me?”
You eagerly crawl towards me, moving into position to lick my pussy. Your momentum is stopped by a hard slap to the face. It nearly knocks you over.
“What the fuck makes you think you get to lick my pussy you worthless little worm?” I yell. You look up and see genuine fury on my face. Your presumption that you’d get to experience the pleasure of licking my pussy filled me with a momentary burst of rage.
It takes a moment for the pain of my slap to subside. You apologize profusely and back away.
“Good boy,” I say. I stand in front of you, my naked and freshly-fucked pussy on display. You stare at it. You long for it. You want it and I can tell. You can’t have it though, and you know it.
You will get a taste though. I slip two fingers deep into my pussy and pull them out. They’re slick with my juices as they move towards your mouth.
“Taste me,” I demand.
You open your mouth and I slip my fingers inside. Your lips close around them and you suck them clean. You taste my pussy for the first time. It’s perfect. Your cock aches as you feel an overwhelming sense of desire.
“Do you want another taste?” I ask.
[Your Response]
Once again I slip two fingers into my pussy and pull them out. This time I went deeper. The slickness is thicker. There’s a little bit of white cream on my finger tips. You want it badly.
“Taste me,” I demand once again.
You open up and ravenously suck my fingers clean. “You love my pussy after someone else has been inside me, don’t you cucky?” I ask.
[Your Response]
“We’re going to have so much fun together,” I say before putting my shorts back on.
“Today’s session is over though. When you get home, I want you to edge yourself as you think about this big cock fucking me. I want you to think about my pussy lips stretching around it. I want you to think about the fact that your cock will never stretch a pussy. I want you to think about the fact that you’re never going to truly satisfy someone with your dick. Then I want you to cum. Will you do that for me?”
[Your Response]
“Good boy. I’ll see you at our next session,” I say before returning the dildo to the table and watching you walk out to go home and masturbate as I ordered you to.

    Sex in the Bed Next to You

    Your wife loves to have you close when she fucks her boyfriend. She loves holding your hand and being able to kiss you as his big cock slides into her pussy and fills her the way she craves. She loves having you suck her breasts while she’s being pounded from behind and sometimes lets you watch in a cuckold 69.

    That’s why she insists you sleep in the bed with her and her boyfriend. It’s big enough to accommodate all three of you, and there’s nothing better than being next to your wife all night long with the knowledge that the man she prefers to fuck is right on the other side of her.

    They sleep naked and it thrills you to feel her breasts against you when she snuggles with you in the middle of the night. Sometimes she reaches around and plays with your cock, teasing you. You know she’s not going to let you fuck her, not with her boyfriend in the bed, but you love the feel of her soft fingers around your cock, even if she won’t take you all the way to orgasm.

    Your favorite thing is waking up to the sounds of sex. It happens every time he spends the night. At some point they consummate their passion for each other while you’re sleeping.

    It’s hottest when she’s sleeping cuddled with you. Her body is pressed against yours. Her breasts brush against your back as her boyfriend slips his cock into your wife’s wet pussy and starts to fuck her. His thrusts into her stir and her quiet, lusty moans stir you from sleep.

    You take her hand in yours and kiss it to show her you’ve awakened. She kisses your neck as another man’s cock thrusts into her pussy. The sheer pleasure of knowing she’s getting fucked makes your cock throb.

    Her fingers wrap around your erection. She strokes you slowly while moaning into your ear about her good her boyfriend’s cock feels. There’s sex happening in your marital bed, but it’s not your cock filling her.

    It’s even hotter. It’s another man fucking her. You’re a witness to her pleasure and you wouldn’t have it any other way. It’s the most thrilling thing in the world to have her fuck him while you lie there with her hand stroking your cuckold cock and bringing you to an orgasm just as another man cums inside her.

  
    Sex Party Creampie Cleanup

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).

    
      
    

      

    Edward sat and watched his wife slip into the elegant black lingerie set she’d bought for the evening. She slipped the black lace bra over her perky C cup breasts, attached the garter belt to her black stockings, and pulled the skimpy black lace panties on last. She’d already styled her long blonde hair into bouncy, loose curls and he couldn’t help but feel a surge of lust for her.

    She wasn’t dressing like that for him, though. At least not entirely for him. She’d chosen the lingerie and a beautiful, low cut black dress for the other attendees of the sex party they were scheduled to attend that evening. Technically, the invitation called it a “Party for open-minded couples and a select few singles,” but everyone knew what kind of party they were really attending.

    “You look breathtaking,” Edward said when Melanie emerged from the bathroom after a final makeup touch up.

    She smiled brightly and said, “Thank you. Are you ready for tonight?”

    Normally that’s the kind of question a man asks his wife before going to a sex party, because normally the man is the one that suggested it in the first place. This particular party was a little different than most.

    “I can’t wait,” Edward answered. He wasn’t lying. They were about to attend what he’d come to think of as his cuckold coming out party. They were invited specifically because Melanie had shared the details of their cuckolding lifestyle with a friend who happened to be a swinger. It wasn’t long before they’d played together, forming a deep bond over their mutual appreciation of alternative sexual lifestyles.

    Everyone at the party knew Edward was a cuckold and that his greatest pleasure in life was watching his wife have hot sex with other men. He was going to spend his evening doing that very thing as Melanie was free to take as many partners as she desired over the course of the night.

    “You’re going to be good tonight, right?” Melanie asked as she leaned in to kiss her husband.

    Edward smiled. “Of course I am.” His cock stiffened a little because he knew what she was talking about. As one of the few cuckolds at this party, he was expected to be of service when needed. Edward was prepared for anything.

    
      

    

    Melanie’s naughty new friend Stephanie was the first to greet them when they entered the party. “You’re here!” she yelled excitedly while taking Melanie into an embrace. “Let’s get you a couple of drinks so we can get this party started!”

    Stephanie whisked them across the room to a self-serve bar where she quickly made them a pair of strong cocktails to ease their nerves at attending their first sex party. Melanie and Edward took generous sips as they looked around at what must have been two dozen well-dressed, good-looking people that were all in the same house to get off.

    “So, I know this is your first time,” Stephanie said to both of them, “and I was thinking that I had the perfect way to introduce you to the kind of crazy fun we can have here. Why don’t you two come watch me play?”

    Melanie flashed a naughty smile. “That sounds perfect, doesn’t it honey?”

    “Absolutely,” Edward chimed in.

    Stephanie took Melanie by the hand and led her upstairs and down a hallway. She opened a door to reveal a small bedroom with a naked man waiting inside. “There he is,” she said.

    “Delicious,” Melanie added.

    Edward closed the door behind them and joined his wife on the love seat against the wall. They had an unencumbered view of the bed.

    Stephanie wasted no time, stripping off her dress and joining the naked man for a round of beautiful foreplay that left Edward stiff in his pants. Between the kissing, fingering, cock stroking, and nipple sucking it was like the finest porn he’d ever watched, only it was live. When he looked over at his wife, Edward saw that Melanie had hiked up her dress and slipped a hand into her panties to masturbate as her friend fooled around.

    Stephanie looked up from her lusty play, spread her legs, and said to Melanie, “Does Edward want to help?”

    Melanie smiled and said, “Of course. A good cuckold always helps, after all.” She gestured to her husband and Edward took the hint.

    He moved between Stephanie’s legs and used his eager tongue to pleasure her glistening shaved pussy. Edward heard Melanie moan as she watched him go down on another woman in his capacity as an eager-to-please cuckold.

    “He’s so good at this, Melanie. You’ve trained him well,” Stephanie complimented her friend.

    Melanie moaned. Edward knew she was masturbating. He could hear the rhythm of her breath as she played with her pussy while watching her cuckold husband go down on someone else.

    “That’s good, cuck,” Stephanie said as she gently pushed Edward from between her legs. He was soon replaced by the other man. Edward watched the big, rock hard cock slide between the pussy lips he was just licking and listened as Stephanie moaned and begged him to fuck her.

    When he turned back to his wife, Edward saw a hungry look in her eyes. She spread her legs and pointed to the floor in front of her.

    Edward moved between his wife’s legs and worshiped her. Moans of pleasure filled the room as he dutifully licked Melanie’s pussy and brought her to an orgasm. Her hands gripped his head as she held her husband between her legs while the climax spread through her body.

    Melanie released her husband from her grip and said, “He’s about to cum inside her.”

    Edward turned and watched as the big cock pounded in and out of Stephanie’s pussy. She was getting fucked at a furious pace and had her legs wrapped tightly around the man inside her.

    “Cum inside me,” she moaned. “Give it to me! Give me your cum!”

    With a groan the man thrust his cock deep into Stephanie and ejaculated. Her hands ran over his naked back and down to his ass as she took his seed.

    When he pulled out Edward’s gaze was fixed on Stephanie’s pussy. He looked inside her gaping hole and saw what looked like a delicious reservoir of cum inside her.

    “Clean me, cuck,” Stephanie said in a commanding tone. She wasn’t taking no for an answer.

    Edward looked to his wife and she nodded approvingly. He moved between Stephanie’s legs again, only this time he was even more delighted at the task in front of him.

    Before he could taste the creampie, Stephanie’s fingers gripped his hair and pulled hard, directing him to look at her. “Beg me for it, cuckold,” she said in a harsh, dominant tone that Edward found irresistibly sexy.

    “Please, let me clean your messy pussy,” he begged. “Let me lick his cum out of you.”

    “Lick his cum out of me, you nasty little slut,” Stephanie replied.

    Edward pushed his tongue into her pussy and found the cum collected inside her. He licked up as much of the other man’s load as he could and took it into his mouth.

    Again Stephanie yanked on his hair, jerking his head up. “Show me, slut,” she said. Edward opened his mouth and showed the cum resting on his tongue. Stephanie smiled and said, “Swallow, slut.”

    She pushed him between her legs again, and this time Edward didn’t need to be told what to do. He licked the stranger’s cum out of her pussy and swallowed every drop. He tasted the bitter saltiness. He savored the thickness of the fluid and the way it coated his throat even after he’d swallowed it.

    “You’ve trained an incredible cum slut, Melanie,” Stephanie said as Edward pushed his fingers into her pussy to find the rest of the stranger’s load. “He’s insatiable.”

    She was right. Edward could have stayed between her legs all night long fishing for a few extra drops of cum. He would have too, but there was more fun to be had.

    Finally, Stephanie gently pushed him away and said, “Your wife is lucky to have a cuckold cum slut like you,” as she stood up to get dressed. Once Stephanie was clothed, she left Edward and Melanie alone in the bedroom. 

    “Did you enjoy that?” Melanie asked him, though his erection made the answer obvious.

    “Yes. Thank you for letting me clean her,” Edward said.

    “Tonight is about exploring our desires, my dear. Speaking of which, I think it’s time I found a nice big cock to fill my pussy with another load for you to clean. Wait here,” Melanie said before slipping out the door and closing it behind her.

    Edward sat and considered what he’d just done. He knew the evening was going to be full of unexpected surprises, but he hadn’t figured on being given the pleasure of cleaning a creampie so soon after arriving. His mouth still tasted of the other man’s cum, which contributed to the throbbing erection he was sporting.

    It wasn’t more than five minutes before Melanie arrived with a handsome gentleman in tow. He introduced himself as Todd and then turned his attention to the beautiful woman falling to her knees in front of him.

    Edward watched his wife unbutton Todd’s pants and pull out his cock, which was half hard and already impressively large. Melanie stroked the big dick while looking up at her soon-to-be lover. “I can’t wait to have this inside me,” she said before wrapping her lips around it and giving a fantastic blowjob.

    Watching Melanie suck cock always filled Edward with a potent mixture of jealousy and arousal. He remembered back to the days when she would go down on him, which sparked the jealousy, which was quickly followed by that beautiful form of cuckold-fueled arousal at the sight of her giving someone else a pleasure he used to enjoy.

    Todd lifted Melanie to her feet and deftly pulled up her dress and pushed a hand into her panties. They kissed as he played with her clit while Edward watched. He listened as his wife moaned into another man’s mouth while his fingers offered skillful stimulation of her pussy.

    “I need you inside me,” Melanie said in a breathy whisper. She stroked Todd’s big cock and added, “I need you to fuck me while my husband watches.”

    That made Todd smile. He was clearly the kind of man that relished the opportunity to make a cuckold watch his wife enjoy a bigger cock.

    Todd picked Melanie up and placed her in the bed. He pushed his pants and underwear off and pulled off her panties to free her wet pussy. Edward watched as the other man moved between his wife’s legs and rubbed his big cock around her swollen, slippery labia. Once the head of his dick was lubed with her juices, he pushed inside her, causing Melanie to moan loudly.

    With her eyes closed and her back arched, Melanie said “That feels so fucking good. Fuck me, Todd. Please, fuck me. Give it to me.”

    Todd took that as an invitation to pound her married pussy. Once she was used to his size, he reached a furious pace that filled the room with the sounds of flesh slapping together. Melanie’s moans only made it sexier.

    After cumming on his cock, Melanie wanted to switch positions. “Honey, get in the bed. On your back.”

    Edward jumped up and did as he was told. Soon Melanie’s pussy was over his face and he was about to enjoy a cuckold 69.

    Todd stood at the edge of the bed and pushed his big cock back inside Melanie’s perfect wet pussy and resumed pounding her, only now Edward had a far superior view.

    He watched from underneath as his wife’s pussy lips opened around the invading erection. He could see and hear her extreme wetness. He could smell Todd’s balls and feel them brushing against his forehead with every deep thrust. Best of all, he knew another creampie would soon be his to clean.

    “Give it to me,” Melanie said. “Give me your cum. Fill that pussy with your cum.”

    At her urging, Todd pounded Melanie harder and faster. She moaned loudly and pushed back on him, showing her desire to have his thick load in her cunt.

    Edward had a close up view of Todd’s balls as they emptied inside his wife. His big cock was buried to the hilt inside of Melanie and with each spurt of semen he launched into her, his testicles contracted. 

    “That’s it. Give me that cum,” Melanie said. “Empty it all inside me so my husband can eat it like a good little cuckold should.”

    Edward loved the dirty talk. He loved that she was saying it all in front of the man cumming inside her. It was humiliating in the most arousing way possible.

    When Todd pulled out, a thick flood of cum followed. Edward opened wide and it flowed onto his tongue and down his throat.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Let it all slide down your throat. Eat his cum. Eat it for me,” Melanie said as she gently played with Edward’s cock through his pants. “Do you want more?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Edward begged.

    Melanie sat up and dropped her gaping, freshly-fucked pussy on her husband’s face. She worked her muscles and the rest of Todd’s cum slipped out of her cunt and into Edward’s mouth. He moaned in delight beneath her while using his tongue to explore inside his wife and find even more cum.

    Soon she was clean and Edward had two loads of cum in his stomach and a totally satisfied look on his face. The evening wasn’t over yet, though.

    “Let’s explore the party and see what kind of naughty fun we can find,” Melanie suggested as she pulled her panties on and made sure her dress didn’t look to mussed after the good fucking she’d just taken.

    Edward cleaned the residue of cum and pussy juice off his face and followed his wife out of the bedroom. The house was dark and much quieter than when they’d first arrived. The social part of the evening was clearly over and most everyone had found their way into sexual encounters as either participants or viewers.

    As they walked through the large house they came across myriad pleasures unfolding. Ecstatic moans of joy came from behind closed doors – which they’d been instructed not to open – and occasionally they stopped to watch a couple fucking through an open door.

    Melanie took particular interest in a group scene playing out in one of the larger bedrooms they’d come across. She stopped and directed Edward to watch as two well-hung men stood in front of a cuckold on his knees. He was stroking and sucking the big dicks in front of him, seemingly acting as a fluffer for the two women waiting in bed behind him.

    “Isn’t that hot?” Melanie asked Edward as she ran her fingers over the bulge in his pants.

    Edward didn’t answer. He was mesmerized by the sight and by the potential of the group scene that was unfolding, but he wasn’t sure he could commit to sucking someone’s cock. It was one of the few boundaries he hadn’t yet crossed.

    “Don’t worry,” Melanie said. “I won’t make you suck cock tonight, my sweet cuckold. We’ll save that for another day,” she added with a giggle before taking Edward’s hand and leading him away from the fluffing action.

    It was a threesome between two guys and a girl that drew Melanie’s attention next. She and Edward stood in the doorway and watched as the girl took a cock from each end. They fucked her mouth and pussy rhythmically, thrusting in and out of her at the same time as if they’d practiced it.

    It was only during a quick break in the action that they noticed it was Stephanie enjoying the company of two men at once. When she saw Melanie in the doorway, she invited them both in.

    “Come, join us! Guys, this is my friend Melanie and her cuckold Edward,” she introduced them.

    Melanie strode confidently into the room and Edward followed behind her. He watched as his wife approached one of the men and kissed him deeply. Stephanie whistled her approval and again took a big cock inside her. “Fuck, your cock is so big. Just keep fucking me like this forever,” she said.

    Edward was astounded at his wife’s apparent lust. She’d already had two orgasms on the evening and it wasn’t that long ago that Todd’s cock had been inside her and still she was playing with this tall naked man like she hadn’t been fucked in weeks.

    Melanie wasn’t wasting time, either. She stroked his long, still-wet cock vigorously as he unzipped her dress and let her lingerie-clad body come into view. The stranger’s hands found their way to her perky tits and into her panties to play with Melanie’s soaked pussy.

    “Your cock is perfect,” Melanie said as she stroked him. “Let me ride you.”

    He laid in the bed and watched with a smile on his face as the married beauty pulled off her panties, straddled him, and took his bare cock into her pussy. Edward watched too, and he figured he was enjoying it almost as much as the man fucking his wife.

    Melanie’s wet pussy bounced up and down on the hard dick. Her tits bounced too and the man reached up to play with them. As he watched, Edward stroked his cock through his pants. He didn’t dare pull it out for fear of cumming too quickly.

    Edward’s eyes drifted to the other couple in the room and he found Stephanie getting pounded from behind. She grunted each time the big dick slammed into her pussy and encouraged the guy to spank her ass as he was pounding her. It seemed like she was having one long, thunderously pleasurable orgasm.

    The guys fucking the beautiful women struck upon inspiration at one point and had the girls get on their hands and knees facing each other. They then slipped their cocks into the respective cunts of their beautiful lovers and fucked them both from behind.

    Edward had never seen something so intensely arousing. The women looked into each other’s eyes as they both took a hard, fast, deep fucking from behind. They moaned. They groaned. They both took the occasional spanking.

    Then they got a little naughtier. Melanie reached out and pulled hard on Stephanie’s nipple, causing the beautiful girl to moan in pure delight. Stephanie then did the same, eliciting a loud moan and a lascivious smile from her friend.

    “Kiss her,” one of the guys said to Stephanie and in an instant she obeyed. She pressed her lips against Melanie’s and they shared a furious, naughty tongue kiss while getting pounded from behind. Edward was beside himself with lust.

    The man inside Stephanie was the first to cum. He unloaded in her pussy from behind while pulling hard on her hair and groaning.

    When he’d pulled out, Stephanie shifted in the bed until her pussy was facing Edward. “Clean her, cuckold,” Melanie said to her husband.

    Edward moved to his knees and caught the long string of cum that had seeped from Stephanie’s pussy in his mouth. He swallowed it eagerly and then pushed his tongue inside her. She moaned and reached between her legs to play with her clit while Edward cleaned another man’s cum from inside her.

    “That’s so fucking hot,” Melanie said. “Clean her, cuckold. Clean that dirty pussy. Lick it all up like a good little cuckold cum slut. You’re such a fucking cum whore for me!”

    She’d never launched such a barrage of dirty talk towards him, but he’d never cleaned a creampie while she was getting fucked. Taking a vigorous doggy style pounding while watching him lick Stephanie’s pussy clean had clearly unlocked a dormant, aggressive side of Melanie.

    “Oh fuck, I’m cumming,” Melanie yelled as the man behind her continued to fuck her. He grabbed a handful of her hair just as the climax began to spread through her body and pulled back hard. She screamed louder as his aggressiveness enhanced her orgasm.

    As his wife unleashed loud, orgasmic screams, Edward continued to feast on Stephanie’s cum-filled pussy. The load inside her was huge and he devoured it like the cum slut he’d become that evening.

    “I’m cumming,” Stephanie soon yelled. His tongue combined with the gentle rubbing of her clit had brought her to another orgasm.

    His job finished, Edward concluded his cum-hunting assault on Stephanie’s pussy and watched his wife continue to take a pounding.

    “Give me your load. Cum inside me. Give my cuckold another load to eat. Fill me with your cum so he can eat it out of you like the little cum loving bitch he is,” she said, continuing her verbal assault on Edward’s masculinity. He loved every second of it. Every word made his cock throb harder. It all made him fall deeper in love with her.

    Finally, the man pumping Melanie’s pussy pulled hard on her hair and thrust his cock deep inside her. Edward watched a look of bliss come over his wife’s face as another man climaxed inside her. He salivated a little at getting to clean yet another load of cum.

    “Get on your back,” Melanie ordered. “On your back, now!”

    Edward laid on the floor and Melanie straddled his head. Stephanie and the two guys watched as she sat down on her husband’s mouth and relaxed her muscles to let the creampie flow out of her.

    A thick river of cum poured into Edward’s mouth. He nearly gagged on the volume of it, but that didn’t deter him from savoring the flavor of yet another load of cum before he swallowed what his wife was feeding him.

    “He is such a cum slut,” Stephanie marveled as she watched Edward feast on the load dripping from his wife’s messy pussy.

    Melanie smiled at her husband as she watched him eagerly lick her clean. “Yes he is,” she said. “I’m a lucky woman.”

    “Yes you are,” Stephanie said.

    “Keep licking, sweetheart,” Melanie said. “I want you to make me cum. I want one more orgasm and then we’ll go home.”

    Edward did as he was told. He directed his efforts to Melanie’s clit and licked her gently, knowing that she’d taken quite a pounding tonight. She closed her eyes, leaned forward, and grabbed a handful of his hair.

    “That’s so good,” she said. “Just like that. Make me cum, cuckold. Lick my dirty pussy and make me cum. Oh, fuck!”

    When she climaxed more cum dripped from her pussy and Edward licked it up. It was his last delicious treat of the evening. He had a belly full of cum and was riding a high unlike any he’d ever experienced. He’d spent hours watching his wife and her friend fuck, he’d cleaned numerous creampies, and he’d been treated to verbal humiliation that sent him deeper into the irresistible mindset of a cuckold. It was a night he would never forget.

  
    Share Pregnancy Fantasies with Him

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Another man getting you pregnant is the ultimate cuckold humiliation, and while I don’t endorse actually going all the way and letting someone else knock you up (unless your husband can’t get you pregnant, in which case you could talk about it), there’s no harm in sharing pregnancy fantasies with him.

    You might find that this arouses both of you, but even if it’s just a delightful humiliation for him, it’s worth doing. It’s most effective if you’re both naked and fooling around. Take hold of his cock and stroke him gently as you kiss his neck and whisper into his ear. Feel free to be as bold as you want.

    “I went off the pill, honey, and you won’t be cumming in me anymore. I want to make sure he gets me pregnant.”

    “I’m going to have another man’s baby.”

    “Soon, my belly is going to be swollen with his seed, honey. He’s going to get me pregnant. He’s going to knock up your wife.”

    
      The Story
    

    One morning, you walked in on your wife standing in front of the mirror and rubbing her stomach. She turned to look at herself in profile and continued to run her fingers over her smooth, taut midsection.

    “What are you doing?” you asked.

    “Just imagining things, I guess,” she said.

    She was rubbing her belly in the way a pregnant woman does it. There was no question about it. You couldn’t help yourself.

    “Imagining what?” you asked.

    She looked at you and said, “I’m imagining having John’s baby inside me.” She held your gaze. Then she saw the flash of arousal she was looking for.

    Your wife moved towards you and gently pressed her naked body against yours as her hand moved between your legs. She kissed your neck gently and whispered, “Do you like that, cuckold? Do you like that I want another man to get me pregnant?”

    You couldn’t say yes, but your cock did the talking. You stiffened as her dirty talk filled your ear. You didn’t bother denying it. You craved the pleasure. You craved the humiliation of your wife wanting someone else to plant his seed inside her.

    “Your cock is certainly doing a lot of talking, even if you’re tight-lipped. Should I believe your cock, cuckold? Should I believe what it’s telling me?” your wife whispered as she ran her fingers over your dick.

    She stroked you, using the precum that was freely flowing from your cock as lube. “Do you want John to get me pregnant, cuckold? Do you want his baby growing inside me? Do you want to be reminded of your inadequacy every day? Do you want to see my tits swell up with milk and my belly grow so beautifully as his seed takes hold?”

    She stroked you faster as her words made your cock throb. She was going to make you cum while filling your mind with thoughts of another man getting her pregnant. She was tapping into your deepest, most humiliating cuckold fantasies.

    “I stopped taking the pill, cuckold,” she whispered. “He’s going to cum inside me and I’m not going to be protected. I guess we’ll just see what happens.”

    That’s what brought you over the edge. You couldn’t tell if she was lying or not. You thought the threat was real. You thought she was going to have pregnancy risk sex with her bull.

    You spilled your seed onto the bathroom floor as she brought you to an orgasm that provided more pleasure than you could have imagined possible. Your legs trembled as your wife expertly played with the head of your cock while you unloaded lots of hot cum.

    She looked at the cum on the floor and said, “That’s where your cum belongs, doesn’t it cuckold? It certainly doesn’t belong in my fertile pussy. Clean up your mess.”

    You wiped your cum off the floor with a wad of toilet paper and flushed it down the toilet. Her words rang in your ears. 

    It wasn’t until a few weeks later that you started to genuinely consider if your wife really wanted her bull to get her pregnant. It was when you saw her taking selfies in the bathroom mirror. It wasn’t the selfies – she’d done that plenty for John – it was that she was taking them in profile and doing that same thing with her belly. It was like she was planning on sending him a picture to see if he’d find it hot to impregnate her.

    You walked away without saying anything this time, but your wife brought it up in bed that night. You slipped under the covers and were ready to turn out the light and go to bed when she brought it up.

    “Did you see me taking pictures for John?” she asked while slipping a hand underneath the covers. She closed her eyes and moaned, signaling to you that she was playing with her pussy.

    “I did,” you said.

    “What did you think?” your wife asked.

    “I bet they looked great,” you replied, avoiding addressing what she was really talking about.

    She looked at you and bit her lower lip. Your wife smiled as she pulled one of the straps of her camisole off and revealed her perfect breast. She was offering it to you.

    You moved closer to her to take her nipple into your mouth. She loves having her breasts sucked on while she masturbates. She stopped you before you could wrap your lips around her nipple though.

    “Does it turn you on?” she asked.

    You looked up at her. You knew what she was asking. You decided to answer. “Yes, it does.”

    “Tell me what turns you on,” your wife said in a sexy voice.

    “The idea of John getting you pregnant,” you said before taking her nipple into your mouth and running your tongue over the erect flesh.

    She moaned in response and continued to play with her pussy. “Yeah?” she said. “You want him to knock me up? Do you want John’s baby growing inside me?” she asked. “Do you want another man to get your wife pregnant?”

    “Yes, please. Yes, let John get your pregnant,” you pleaded.

    You were caught up in the thrill of it all. You had no idea if she was serious about it, but you just went with it. Your cock was hard as a rock. Her nipple was hard in your mouth and she was clearly turned on. At the very least, the idea of John getting her pregnant turned you both on.

    “Play with your little cock,” she said. “Stroke that cuckold dick while you think about John filling my fertile womb with his seed and getting me pregnant.”

    You did as your wife demanded and took your stiff cock in your hand. You stroked furiously while sucking her nipple and listening to her moan.

    “Oh John!” she moaned. “Cum inside me. Give me a baby! Get me pregnant! Knock me up!”

    You couldn’t hold back. You had to cum. Your wife joined you. Together you climaxed as you imagined another man getting her pregnant like the perfect cuckold couple.

  
    Shared by Two Guys While You Watch

    I wonder, cuckold, if you like the idea of your wife’s bull sharing her. Do you like the idea of her being so enthralled with her bull that she’d be willing to fuck a stranger just to please him? Do you like the idea of two men fucking her at the same time? Do you like the idea of your wife becoming their personal pornstar for the evening and letting them use her body as they see fit?

    Do you like the idea of watching? Of being invited to participate in the fun?

    “Hey, baby,” your wife says as she steps into her bull’s house and into his arms. They kiss as she presses her body against his. His hands move down her back and lift the bottom of her short skirt so he can grab her ass possessively.

    “Are you going to be a good girl for me tonight?” he asks.

    “Of course,” your wife replies with a smile. “I’m always a good girl for you.”

    He gives her ass a light smack and says, “Trevor’s waiting in the living room. Go introduce yourself to him.” Your wife leaves the foyer and her bull turns to you and says, “Are you going to be a good boy for me?”

    He’s never talked to you like that and you feel your knees wobble as the words leave his lips. “Yes…I…yes,” you answer.

    He smiles and takes a step towards you. “Tonight, you’ll address me as sir.”

    “Ye…yes, sir,” you say.

    “Strip,” he orders. You strip in his foyer. Your underwhelming cock is already half hard. Your wife’s bull snickers at the sight of it, turns, and says, “Follow me.”

    You follow him into the living room and find that your wife is cuddled up on the couch with Trevor. He’s got one hand on her breast and he’s playing with it a little bit roughly. She has a giddy look on her face, though, as if she enjoys being treated like a plaything for her bull’s dominant friend.

    “Is she being a good girl?” her bull asks.

    Trevor looks at your wife and smiles. “She is.” He leaned closer and they kiss. You watch his tongue push deep into her mouth and you see your wife suck on it like she’s working his cock.

    “Get over there and eat her pussy, cuck,” her bull demands.

    You rush to the couch and drop to your knees in front of your wife. She spreads her legs while still kissing Trevor and you reach up to pull down her panties. You place your head between her supple thighs and you put your tongue to work. You taste her slippery juices, you massage her clit, and you ensure that she’s utterly soaked for the two men that are going to use her while you watch.

    Your wife’s bull sits next to her and lifts her shirt over her head, freeing her breasts – she never wears a bra when she’s with him - so he can play with them. He takes one in his hand and Trevor takes the other. She kisses her bull while Trevor kisses her neck and then leans over and takes one of her nipples in his mouth. She moans as you push your tongue into her cunt and lick up her slippery juices.

    Your wife unzips the pants of both men and skillfully frees their cocks. She strokes them as you continue to spread your saliva over her pussy in an attempt to ensure she’s soaked before she gets fucked.

    Trevor kisses your wife and once again she eagerly sucks on his tongue. He smiles and says, “Suck my cock.”

    Your wife leans over and takes Trevor’s cock into her mouth as her bull looks at you and says, “Is her pussy wet, cuck?”

    “Yes, sir,” you reply.

    Her bull reaches over and slips three fingers into your wife’s pussy. She moans around Trevor’s thick cock as you watch from your knees.

    “You’re right, she’s soaked. Move to your hands and knees,” he instructs.

    Your wife keeps Trevor’s cock in her mouth as she moves to her hands and knees on the couch. Her bull takes his pants off and moves behind her. He rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips before plunging every inch inside her. She moans around the thick dick stretching her pretty lips and Trevor puts a hand on the back of her head.

    “Don’t stop,” he says. “Be a good girl and keep sucking my cock while he takes your cunt.”

    Your wife moans as her bull grabs her hips and fucks her hard. She keeps Trevor’s cock in her mouth, though.

    “Come here, cuck,” her bull says as he points to the floor next to him.

    You crawl over and turn to see his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. She opens for him with ease and her cunt lips cling to his shaft when he pulls out.

    “Open your mouth, cuck,” he instructs.

    You open your mouth and he pulls out, turns, and pushes his cock between your lips. He puts a hand on the back of your head and fucks your face roughly. You gag and spit up, but he doesn’t give a damn. You’re nothing more than a toy for him to use and humiliate.

    “Look at your husband,” Trevor says.

    Out of the corner of your eye you see your wife turn and look at you. She laughs and a moment later you see her take Trevor’s cock in her mouth once more.

    Your wife’s bull pulls his cock from your mouth and you gasp for air as he slips into her pussy once more. He smacks her ass and fucks her hard as she moans around Trevor’s fat dick. Your throat aches from the vigorous pounding you just took, but you remain enraptured with the sight of another man’s long, thick cock filling her.

    Trevor pulls on the back of her hair and his cock slips from between her lips. He strips and moves to his knees on the couch. He pushes his dick into her mouth and fucks her face as her bull fucks her pussy. They spit roast her and your wife looks every bit like the pornstar they’re treating her as. She’s offered up her body for their pleasure and it seems like she’s not going to offer a word of protest as they use her. You’re not going to offer a word of protest either, are you? You’re just going to sit there on your knees and watch as they do whatever they want with her.

    Your wife’s bull pulls out of her pussy and says, “Sit on my cock.”

    Trevor releases her hair and she does as her bull desires. A moment later she’s impaled her pussy on his cock and is riding him as you rest on your knees just a few feet away. You see her cunt lips stretch around him. You see how she leaves his shaft soaked with the juices of her desire.

    Trevor gets off the couch and approaches you. He grabs a handful of your hair, pulls until you’re facing him, and pushes his cock into your mouth. He fucks your face much like your wife’s bull did, only he’s rougher. He pushes his dick into the back of your throat. He makes you gag and he holds his cock there. He uses you like you’re nothing more than a hole meant for his pleasure and it puts quite the smile on his face.

    “Eat her ass,” Trevor says as he pulls his cock from your throat.

    You turn to your wife, spread her ass cheeks, and lick her tight hole. Trevor puts a hand on the back of your head and pushes hard, smothering you with your wife’s ass and making it difficult to breathe. You take it, though. You submit, just like your wife has. You do it because you promised you’d be a good boy.

    Trevor grabs your hair and pulls you away from her ass. He shoves his cock in your mouth once more. You gag and it emerges covered in your saliva. He turns to your wife, rubs the head of his stiff cock over her asshole, and applies pressure.

    Your wife cries out and her bull says, “Be a good girl for me and take Trevor’s cock. Take a deep breath and let him inside you. Let him have your ass. Let him stretch you out. Let us double penetrate you.”

    You watch Trevor’s cock fill her ass as her bull is buried in her pussy. You hear her groan, but her bull kisses her and your wife grinds on his dick.

    “Tell him to fuck your ass,” her bull insists.

    “Please, fuck my ass,” she says, just like a good girl would.

    Trevor takes your wife’s ass while her bull takes her pussy. They double penetrate her while you watch. The room fills with her wild moans and the low groans of pleasure coming from the two men using her body.

    “Eat my ass, cuck,” Trevor demands.

    You crawl forward, spread his ass cheeks, and stare at his asshole as he has anal sex with your wife. You close your eyes, lean forward, and do as he commanded. You follow through on your promise to be a good boy. You eat a stranger’s ass while he’s fucking your wife.

    “Is he doing it?” your wife’s bull asks.

    “Damn right he is,” Trevor replies. “I love this couple.”

    Your wife’s bull laughs. “Me too. Now suck my balls, cuck.”

    You leave Trevor’s ass behind and drop down to suck on her bull’s balls. You hear the sounds of sex and your wife’s moans of pleasure as she surrenders to what seems to be the joy of being fucked by two men at the same time.

    You switch between sucking balls and eating ass when they order you to. You do as you’re told because you want to be a good boy and because it thrills you. Your cock is stiff and dripping throughout.

    Finally, their orgasms near. They fuck your wife harder and faster. They both bury their cocks inside her and fill her holes at the same time. Trevor pulls out and says, “Eat my load from her ass, cuck.”

    You seal your lips around her asshole as his cum pours out. You drink it like a filthy fucking cuckold. You swallow it. You rim her well-fucked asshole. You listen as she kisses her bull while you’re doing it.

    “Lick the cum off my shaft,” he says.

    You drop down and lick up the cum that’s dripped out of her pussy and around his cock. You lick it off his balls, too.

    “Get on your back, cuckold. Your wife is going to feed you the rest of my load,” he says.

    You move to your back and your wife lifts her pussy from his cock. She straddles your face, drops her pussy onto your mouth, and cum pours out of her. You drink it all. You drink it because you’re a good cuckold. You drink it because it feels good to be so dirty.

    “Jerk him off and feed him his load,” her bull instructs.

    Your wife jerks you off. She makes you cum. She feeds you every drop of your load. She kisses you when you’re done. Then she asks if Trevor and her bull are ready for round two.

  
    Sharing the Details

    Do you want to hear what he did to me? Do you want to hear how he fucked me? Do you want to hear how hard I came with his cock inside me?

    He couldn’t keep his hands off me, baby. His lips were pressed against mine before the door to his hotel room even shut. His hands were on my ass and playing with my tits as I sucked on his tongue. You know I love sucking on his tongue. I love how it drives him crazy.

    I could feel his cock getting hard. I could feel it growing in his pants. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I’ll bet it’s like how you feel right now. I’ll bet you can feel that incredible, overwhelming sense of arousal as I stroke you with my soft fingers. I’ll bet it’s more than just an erection for you. It’s a wild kind of desire. It feels like if I lubed you up and took a firm grip you’d cum in an instant.

    That’s how I felt as he kissed me. That’s how I felt as he played with my tits. That’s definitely how I felt when he pushed a hand down my panties and played with my pussy. I was so wet for him, baby. I was so desperate for him.

    He pushed me to my knees. I love it when he takes control. I didn’t fight it for a second. I did what he wanted. I fell to my knees and pulled out his cock. I wrapped my eager cocksucking lips around it and offered him the kind of pleasure you don’t get to experience anymore.

    Do you remember what it was like when I sucked your cock? Do you remember how good it felt to have my lips around you and my tongue licking all over the head of your dick? He remembers. He just experienced it. When was the last time I sucked your cock?

    I looked up at him as I took his dick in my mouth. I looked into his eyes and saw the lust there. It made me wetter, baby. His desire for me never fails to make my cunt juicy with desire. I want him so badly when I see how badly he wants me. I want him to bury that beautiful cock in me.

    That’s what he did, of course. He picked me up, tossed me into the bed, and spread my legs. He was going to go down on me, but I begged him to just fuck me. I needed him inside me so badly. It had been so long since I’d had a real man’s cock inside me. I couldn’t wait.

    He teased me with it. He teased me like I love to tease you. He rubbed his cock all over my pussy lips. He pushed it inside an inch. I couldn’t help but beg him. I begged him to fuck me, baby. I begged another man to fuck me. Your wife sounded like a slut, begging this gorgeous alpha male to drive his thick cock into my pussy.

    He gave me what I needed, just like I’m giving you what you need. He gave me the kind of sex I crave so badly, the kind that I can’t get at home. He gave me what only he can. Your cock just doesn’t measure up. Your cock just doesn’t pleasure me the way his does.

    He fucked me missionary style first and I came within a minute. God, it felt so good. It’s always so good the first time he sinks into me. Those first thrusts are glorious. I get to feel that thickness again. I get to feel him reaching places inside me that your cock simply can’t go.

    He fucked me doggy style, baby. I know you love that. I know you love the idea of me being on my hands and knees for another man. I know you love the idea of me screaming in pleasure as he absolutely pounds my pussy. He even pulled my hair a little. Fuck that felt so good. I love it when a real man takes me.

    Are you getting close? Are you going to cum for me? Are you going to spill that sticky seed? Do it, baby. Spill your cuckold cum on my stomach. He came inside me, but you don’t get to. That’s reserved for real men. That’s right baby, only real men get to cum inside me. You have to cum on my stomach. Let it loose. Shoot that cum for me.

    Good boy.

  
    Sharing Your Wife with a Friend

    It started when you told your wife about your friend’s big cock. You were a little drunk and somehow it slipped out. “Is he bigger than you?” she asked.

    “Oh yeah,” you said, again without thinking about it. It was just true. He was bigger than you. Longer and thicker.

    You planted the seed that night, which is how you ended up here, sharing your wife with your friend. She wanted to try his big cock and you wanted to watch.

    Something about it being your friend makes it hotter. He knows both of you. He’s been to parties at your house. He’s hung out with you. Now he’s going to fuck your wife.

    He’s going to fuck her in your bed. It’s the bed you fuck her in. It’s the bed you sleep in at night. It’s the bed you fuck her in. Soon it will be the bed he fucked her in.

    “Oh my God,” she says when he first pushes inside her. “He’s so big.” Your wife wraps her legs around your friend and pulls him deeper into her. It’s her first experience with a big cock since you’ve been married and you can already tell things are going to be different from here on out.

    “Your wife’s pussy is so tight, man,” your friend says.

    She smiles. “That’s because it’s not used to a cock like yours.”

    Your friend smiles back at her. He knows. Just like you’ve seen his cock, he’s seen yours. He knows you’re not packing much down there. He knows he’s giving your wife something she hasn’t had in a long time.

    “Do you like my big cock?” he asks her.

    “Fuck yes. Give it to me hard,” she responds.

    You know that your marriage is going to be different now. You didn’t know it beforehand, but now you can tell. You can see that your wife was missing having a big cock inside her. You can see how badly she needed this.

    You can see that your friend has no problem being the guy that gives it to her. In fact, it seems like he’s really enjoying fucking your wife and making her realize how small and unsatisfying your cock is.

    “Look at her,” he says. “Look at how much she loves my dick. I think I’m going to have to fuck your wife a whole lot more often, don’t you?”

    You can’t help but agree. You can’t deny her this pleasure. He’s right. She’s absolutely in love with having his big cock inside her. She can’t get enough.

    Just like that, you’ve become a cuckold. You just wanted to share your wife with your buddy. You just wanted her to have the experience of a big cock inside her. Now you know she’s going to want it a whole lot more often and you can’t deny her.

  
    She Blows Her Boyfriend While You Cook Him Dinner

    “We’re going to my boyfriend’s house,” your wife announces.

    “Now?” you ask.

    “He just texted. He’s available and he wants me, so we’re going to his house,” she says. “Let’s go. Now.”

    You turn the TV off, grab your phone and the car keys and follow your wife to the garage. She spends most of the drive touching up her makeup – she always wants to look good for her boyfriend – and ensuring her hair looks good.

    “How do I look?” she asks as you pull into his driveway.

    You study your wife for a moment and smile. “You look perfect.” She always looks good for him, a fact that thrills you when you’re not feeling a little bit jealous that she puts more effort into looking good for him than she does for you.

    “Let’s go,” she says. She gets out of the car and you follow. Her boyfriend’s neighbor is out on her porch and your wife waves to her. It’s not the first time she’s seen the two of you come for a visit and you always wonder if she knows what’s going on in his house.

    “Hey,” your wife says as he opens the door. She steps inside and he takes her into his arms. They share a deep kiss and he puts his arm around her and leads her into the kitchen. It took just a moment for her to become his, just as she always does when she enters his home.

    You follow like a good cuckold and he pours two glasses of wine and hands one to your wife. They each take a sip before he leans in and kisses her. Your wife sets her glass of wine on the counter, puts her arms around his neck, and welcomes his tongue into her mouth. His hands move down her back and he grabs her ass and sets her on the kitchen counter. You stand and watch.

    “I’m so glad you had time for me today,” she says.

    “Me too,” he replies.

    They kiss again. Your cock throbs as you watch your wife indulge in her intense desire for her boyfriend. You like that neither of them had paid any attention to you since you arrived.

    “I need to feel your cock in my mouth,” your wife says. “I need to feel you in my throat. I need to make you feel good.”

    He smiles. He loves it when your wife talks like that. He steps back and she slides off the counter and takes his hand. She leads him to the kitchen table and gestures for him to sit. He does and your wife falls to her knees in front of him.

    She frees his cock and takes him in her mouth. She moans like her pussy is on fire with lust. She makes love to his cock with her mouth and he looks your way and smiles.

    “I’m gonna be hungry after this,” he says. “Why don’t you make us dinner while your wife works her magic.”

    It’s not a question. It’s not even a suggestion. He’s giving an order. You nod and head towards the refrigerator. You’re going to make your wife and her boyfriend dinner while she sucks his cock. She’s going to make him cum in her mouth and she’s going to swallow for him while you’re working in his kitchen.

    The crazy thing is, you’re thrilled beyond words. Your body is buzzing. Your loins are alive with excitement. This is what you want. It’s what you crave. You love that your wife’s boyfriend is an alpha male that she can’t wait to suck off. You love embracing your place as the beta male that does whatever is necessary to make her experience better.

    You love that after dinner you’ll do the dishes while he and your wife enjoy another glass of wine and a bit of foreplay on the couch. You love that he might have you do laundry while he takes your wife to his bedroom and fucks her. You love that you’ll get to clean up afterwards. You love being her cuckold.

  
    She Brought Home a Gift for You

    That’s not the sort of dress a woman wears for a night out with her friends. It’s the dress a woman wears when she wants to get fucked. She didn’t state her intentions when she left, but you knew there was a very good chance your wife was going to cuckold you.

    She said nothing when she came home. Instead, she gave you a soft kiss on the cheek, walked past you, and sat on the couch. She spread her legs and the soft satin of her dress fell over her crotch and exposed her long, smooth legs. She looked towards you and smiled.

    “How was your night?” you asked.

    “It was wonderful,” your wife replied.

    You heart rate increased as you approached her. You’d confessed your fantasy numerous times. You’d masturbated together while talking about it. She knew you wanted her to fuck another man.

    “What…what made it wonderful?” you asked.

    “I cuckolded you,” your wife replied. “I fucked someone else. Someone I’ve been talking to for a few months. Someone who knows how to make a woman scream with pleasure.”

    Your wife spread her legs a little wider as you approached. You stepped between them and fell to your knees in front of her.

    She reached out and ran her fingers through your hair and down the side of your face. Her tender touch calmed your heart rate. The warmth of her skin felt reassuring.

    “I brought home a gift, sweetheart,” she said. “A gift that he left deep inside me. Would you like to claim it?”

    You looked up at your wife and nodded. You wanted to clean another man’s cum out of her pussy.

    She pulled her dress aside and exposed her soft white panties. You saw the wet spot in her crotch. You knew it was another man’s cum. You’d never seen anything so beautiful.

    “It’s yours,” she said. “Claim it. Devour it.”

    You kissed her wet panties. You licked them. You tasted another man’s cum. You reached up to pull aside her underwear. You plunged your tongue between her pussy lips. You tasted him. You felt his thick, creamy cum against your tongue. You took it in your mouth. You licked it out of her. You consumed his seed.

    “That’s it,” your wife said. “Eat his cum out of me. Eat his load. Show me that you like it and I’ll make sure you get to do this more often. I’ll make sure you always have your fill of the cum of superior men.”

    You did as you were told. You devoured his cum. You enjoyed every second of it.

  
    She Brought You a Yummy Treat

    Her text had said she was bringing home a present. “You’re going to love it,” she said. You knew she was out fucking her boyfriend.

    When she pulled the cum-filled condom from her purse, you couldn’t hide your shock.

    “What is that?” you asked.

    “You know what it is, honey, and you know what I expect you to do with it,” she said with a stern look on her face.

    You did know. She expected you to eat the cum. She expected you to turn the condom upside down and empty her boyfriend’s semen into your mouth.

    You couldn’t deny the wave of arousal that passed through you. The idea of eating her boyfriend’s cum out of a condom wasn’t something you’d ever considered, and yet you were actually considering doing it.

    “It’s a big load,” she said with a smile.

    Your wife walked towards you and reached between your legs. She stroked your cock through your pants and felt you get hard. She pressed her body against yours and whispered in your ear, “He fucked me so good, honey. He made me cum so hard.”

    Your cock throbbed as she filled your head with dirty talk. You knew she was winding you up. You knew she was trying to drive you crazy with lust so you’d eat the cum out of the condom.

    “His cock felt so good in my pussy. He stretched me out so good, honey.” She’d unzipped your pants and pulled out your cock by this point. She used the copious precum you were producing to lube you up.

    “He filled your wife’s tight little pussy better than you ever have, honey. He filled me up so good and made me cum so hard. He fucks me so good, I couldn’t stop cumming on him.”

    You were so close to agreeing. You were so close to taking the condom from her hand and pouring the cum into your mouth. You were so close to consuming that thick, sticky load like she wanted you to.

    “If you eat his cum, I’ll let you lick my pussy, honey. I’ll let you lick me all night long if you want,” she whispered.

    That did it. That put you over the top. The idea of getting to worship your wife’s freshly fucked pussy was too much to resist. You took the condom and stared at it. You stared at his thick white load of cum sitting in the latex sheath.

    You grabbed the tip and upended it over your mouth. You watched as the thick load of another man’s cum slide down the condom and eventually poured out into your mouth.

    The cum had cooled since it had left her boyfriend’s body, but it was still thick and salty. Your taste buds immediately came alive. The cum coated your tongue and throat as it slid down to your stomach. Soon, the condom was empty. Her boyfriend’s load was inside you. You’d just eaten another man’s cum.

    With a smile on her face your wife lifted her skirt, pulled off her panties, and pushed you to your knees. “Taste me,” she said.

  
    She Can Barely Feel You

    Her face barely changes when you slide into her wet pussy. She doesn't moan. She doesn't smile. She doesn't bit her lower lip in that fetching way that women sometimes do. If anything, she looks bored.

    You thrust in and out of her tight, hot, wet pussy. She's not making any noise, but you can't help but moan at how good it feels to be inside your wife. It's not often that she welcomes you into her perfect cunt and you aim to savor every moment of it.

    "Are you enjoying yourself?" she asks.

    You nod vigorously. "Your pussy feels so good."

    "I know it does," she replies. "You know what doesn't feel good?"

    You shake your head and fuck her harder. You watch her soft lips curl into a slight smile.

    "Your cock," she says. "I can barely feel you inside me."

    You groan and your cock swells with pleasure.

    "There was a time when I used to fake it for you," she continues. "I'd lay here on my back and I'd moan like your cock was actually capable of making me feel good. I'd roll my head from side to side, I'd moan and groan, and you'd think you were the kind of man that was capable of making his wife cum with his cock. Now you know the truth, though. Now you know that your little dicklet doesn't really do anything for me."

    "Whose...whose cock does make you feel good?" you ask.

    Your wife smiles brightly for the first time since you entered her. "My bull's cock does." She closes her eyes and bites her lower lip as you continue to fuck her. "He's long and thick. He reaches deep, wondrous places inside me. He stretches me out every time he fucks me. He fucks me like I have always craved. He's shown me that a woman doesn't have to accept that her husband's worthless little dicklet is her only chance at pleasure. He's shown me that being married to a man who's truly worthless in bed doesn't have to be the end of my sex life."

    "Do you wish he was fucking you instead of me?" you ask.

    "Of course I do," your wife answers. "You couldn't make me cum if your life depended on it. It's even worse now than it used to be. His big cock has stretched out my pussy and now I'm used to his size. I crave his size. I need it. When you fuck me it's like there's nothing inside me, like you're just dry humping me."

    You're close now. Her pussy feels exquisite and you can't help but love that your dick does nothing for her.

    "Do you think you could hurry it up?" she asks. "Like I said, I can barely feel that little dicklet of yours, so this really isn't doing anything for me. Can you just nut inside me and then get down there and lick up your fucking load before you make me cum with your tongue? At least that part of you isn't entirely worthless."

    You think of licking your load out of her - of the humiliation of that - and you cum. You bury your little cock inside your wife and flood her with your load. Your body trembles with intense pleasure and you see her smile. Your dick is worthless, but your wife actually likes making you feel good, so it always puts a smile on her face when she's given you what you want.

    She pulls your lips to hers for a quick kiss and says, "Make me cum. And clean me while you're down there."

    You pull out, kiss your way down her body, and set to work cleaning her pussy and making her cum, which is an utterly enthralling experience for you.

  
    She Can't Even Feel You Inside Her

    Read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

    
      
    

    You know he's bigger than you. Your wife has done a direct comparison. She's held both your cocks in her hands. She can easily wrap her fingers around yours and she can't do the same with his. Plus, he's damn near twice your length. There's no contest.

    Size matters, too. You both learned that the first time he fucked her. For you it was all about the noises she made when he first entered her. They were noises you'd never heard before. Noises of pleasure. Moans and beautiful groans. You saw her grip the bed sheets as he took her in missionary. You heard her tell him to go slow because she had to get used to his size.

    Fucking him was like nothing she'd ever experienced. It was certainly like nothing you'd ever given her. You could see it, too. You were on your knees at the foot of the bed. You watched her pussy lips stretch around his thickness and cling tightly to him as he pulled out.

    "You're so fucking big," she said as he began to thrust in and out of her. "Oh my god, you're so fucking big."

    She wasn't scared. She wasn't uncomfortable. She was amazed. She was stunned that a man could have a cock that big. She was stunned that she got to have a cock that big inside her.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    She laughed. "It feels so much better than good. It's...it's unlike anything I've ever experienced. Fuck...please, fuck me harder."

    He fucked her harder. He fucked her harder and faster while you watched and stroked your little dick. He fucked your wife to the best orgasm of her life. You know that's the case because she said so right after cumming. She told him that he'd just made her cum harder than any man ever had.

    Do you remember how he looked over his shoulder when she said that? How he looked right at you and smiled? Can you imagine how good it must have felt to hear another man's wife tell him that? You certainly remember how humiliating you found it, don't you? You certainly remember how your dick throbbed from that beautiful humiliation.

    They've been fucking for three months and she still can't get over how big his dick is. Neither can you. It's become a source of intense pleasure for both of you. You love hearing her talk about it.

    "I love his big dick, baby," she says while stroking your cock. "I love how he stretches me out. I love how he reaches so deep inside me."

    "Do you love that he's bigger than me?" you ask as your balls tighten and your orgasm approaches.

    She kisses you and smiles. "That's my favorite thing about him. His dick is so much bigger than this little cucky cock I'm stroking. His dick is so much bigger and better than yours, baby. He makes me cum so much harder than you ever have, than you ever could. Size matters, baby. Size matters more than I ever thought, and you just don't measure up."

    She's made you cum countless times while filling your head with that sort of dirty talk and you fall a little deeper in love with your hotwife every time she does it.

    They're fucking again tonight. Your wife is dressed in a pair of stockings and strappy high heels but is otherwise naked. They're in your marital bed. The one you share with your wife. They're fucking on your side of the bed, as they often do.

    She's on her back and his cock is inside her. You're watching from the foot of the bed. You love this view. This beautiful, perfect view of another man's cock filling your wife's pussy. Of his long, thick, condom-wrapped dick penetrating her, sliding deep and eliciting a moan every time he bottoms out.

    "I missed you...I missed your dick," she says.

    "I missed you too," he replies. "I missed this pussy. This tight, perfect married pussy that my cock craves so badly."

    She wraps her nylon-clad legs around him and they kiss. She grabs his ass and squeezes hard while pulling him deeper inside her. "Yeah? Does my married pussy make you feel good? Does fucking my tight married cunt in front of my husband make you feel good?"

    He fucks her a little harder. "Damn right it does. I love your cunt. I love how tight it is. I love how wet it gets for me. I love how desperate you are to have my big dick inside you."

    "Yours is the only big dick I get to enjoy," she replies. "His doesn't compare. It's nothing like yours. It doesn't come anywhere near satisfying me the way you do."

    That kind of talk turns her bull on. Of course it does. He loves hearing that you're nowhere near as capable of a lover as he is. He loves feeling like he's more of a man than you are, at least when it comes to fucking your wife. He loves that he's taken your place as the provider of her pleasure.

    There's nothing more beautiful than watching him stretch out her pussy. Nothing that turns you on more than staring between her legs at the sight of his thick shaft filling her. Nothing that makes your dick harder than witnessing your cuckolding as a man with a far superior cock satisfies your wife in ways you're incapable of doing.

    You watch and slowly stroke your cock as they fuck. You watch and listen to the moans, to the sound of her wet pussy taking his dick, to the sounds of their kissing and her repeated affectionate words for the impressive size of his cock and the skill with which he uses it.

    Eventually, they cum together. Her thighs tremble and she wraps her arms around him and holds him tight. He buries his dick inside her and you watch his balls leap and his asshole twitch as he unloads in the condom. His cock gives your wife the pleasure she craves and her pussy - the pussy that used to be yours and yours alone to enjoy - gives him the satisfaction every man craves.

    He pulls out and rolls onto his back. Your wife instantly cuddles next to him and rests her head in the crook of his neck as she runs her fingers through his chest hair and over his hard stomach.

    "Did you enjoy watching?" she asks.

    "I did," you reply. "I always enjoy watching."

    She smiles. "I know you do. You're such a cuck. You love sitting there on your knees watching another man stretch my pussy. I'll bet you love it even more when we do it here, don't you? When he fucks me in our bed. When he fucks me on your side of the bed. I'll bet you love knowing that you're going to fall asleep in the same spot where another man fucked your wife."

    You nod. "I do. It turns me on so much."

    She spreads her legs and you stare between them. "Do you like how my pussy looks after he's had his way with me?"

    You nod. "It's beautiful. You're wet. It's pink and puffy. It's perfect."

    She reaches down and gently runs her fingers over her pink, puffy, slippery flesh. "Do you want me?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "You want to fuck my pussy after he's been inside me?"

    "More than anything," you say.

    She turns to her bull, kisses him deeply and passionately, and says, "Why don't you go get cleaned up while I let my cuck have his fun?"

    He smiles, caresses her face, and pulls her close for another long, deep kiss. It's like he's laying his claim to her, like he's reminding you that he's the one that actually makes her cum, that actually satisfies her. There's a hint of competitiveness to it, like he wants to be absolutely sure that you both remember that he's the more skilled lover. It turns you on to see him kiss her like that. It makes your dick hard as a rock.

    "Have fun," he says to you before getting out of bed and heading for the bathroom.

    "Come," your wife says to you. "Come take me. Come and reclaim me."

    You crawl into the bed and between her legs. Your dick is hard as a rock. Almost painfully stiff. You want to slide inside her and fuck with wild abandon, but you hold off. You know that your wife will guide you into her pussy when she's ready.

    She takes your face in her hands. She smiles. She brings your lips to hers for a long, deep, beautiful kiss. Her tongue explores your mouth as you play with her perky tits.

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "Desperately."

    "Even though he just had me? Even though another man was just in my pussy? Even though my tight little cunt made him cum so hard?" she asks.

    Your wife knows those are all reasons why you'd want to fuck her. She says it to turn you on. To make sure you want her desperately. To make sure you're utterly mad with desire by the time she lets you inside her.

    "Please," you say. "Please let me fuck you."

    She likes it when you beg. She likes it because it shows how desperate you are. How badly you want her.

    Your wife's fingers encircle your cock as she kisses you. She guides you into her pussy. You moan into her mouth as a pleasure unlike any other envelops your dick. This isn't just sex. This is so much better than sex. This is sex after you've witnessed your cuckolding. This is sex infused with so much more desire.

    She wraps her stocking-clad legs around you. They feel soft and sexy and utterly perfect. She kisses your neck and whispers, "Fuck me."

    You fuck your wife. You fuck her hard. You fuck her with wild abandon and every thrust feels like a little explosion of the most perfect, overwhelming pleasure you've ever experienced.

    She seems to be having a different experience, though. The look on her face isn't one of pleasure. It's...well, it's boredom. She's not moaning like she usually does and she's certainly not making the kinds of noises she makes with him. It feels so good to you, but you can't help but feel concerned that you're doing something horribly wrong if she has that look on her face.

    "What's wrong?" you ask.

    Your wife smiles. You're not sure why, though. Why would she smile if she's not having a good time?

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asks.

    You're still thrusting. Still fucking her. You can't stop. It feels too good. "Yes, it feels amazing."

    She grabs your ass and squeezes it tight. "Your cock...baby...it doesn't feel good. In fact, I can't feel a fucking thing."

    You groan and it feels as though your dick gets a little more sensitive, making each thrust more pleasurable.

    "He's so much bigger than you that I can't feel a fucking thing," she continues. "It's like you're not even inside me. It's like nothing is inside me right now. My bull's big dick stretched my pussy so good that I can't even feel you, cuck."

    "Oh...fuck..."

    "Yeah. That's right, baby. His cock is so superior to yours that you might as well not even have one," she says. "Your dick might as well not exist for all the pleasure it's offering me right now. You're so fucking small I can't even feel you. I can't even feel your worthless little cuck dick."

    You bury your dick inside her and groan. You grunt. You moan. Your body trembles with pleasure. You're cumming. You're cumming hard. Incredibly hard. You're cumming so hard you see stars.

    You collapse on top of your wife and she wraps her legs around you, runs her hands up your back and into your hair, and holds you close while kissing your neck and cheek softly.

    "I love you," she whispers. "I love you, baby. I love that I can make you cum so hard. I love that I can whisper just a few words to you and make you cum so fucking hard like that."

    "I love you too," you reply. "I love you so much."

    She kisses your neck again. "I really couldn't feel you, by the way. He really did stretch me out so good today. I really couldn't feel your cock inside me."

    That makes it better. That makes it so much better. It makes you wish you could fuck her all over again, that you could orgasm all over again. Maybe she'll let you do that a little later. Maybe she'll continue to feed your fantasy, to give you another blissful orgasm. Maybe she'll continue to be the most wonderful hotwife in the world.

    If you're a good cuckold - if you clean her pussy and encourage her bull to fuck her again before he leaves - she might very well give you that pleasure all over again.

  
    She Can't Ignore the Urge

    I first felt the urge almost six months ago. I chalked it up to hormones. I told myself it would go away. It did, too. It just didn't go away for all that long.

    A few weeks later, it was back. It went away again. It came back again, only this time sooner.

    Then I started to feel it all the time. It was especially potent when I was with him. I didn't even have to be naked with him. Just being near him sparked the urge.

    Him, in this case, is Owen. He's my bull. The man that has largely taken my husband's place when it comes to satisfying my sexual needs.

    You see, my husband Jack is a cuckold. Owen fucks me. Owen makes me cum. Owen, in a way, makes Jack cum, too, because being cuckolded helps my husband reach a level of arousal that few people ever achieve. Sometimes I feel a little jealous of him, because as good as Owen fucks me - and he fucks me really, really good - I know that Jack actually gets more turned on than either Owen or I do. There's just something about having someone making your fetishistic sexual fantasies come to life that provides a man like Jack with a truly breathtaking level of pleasure.

    This story's not about Jack, though. He'll be in it, of course, but the story is about me. It's about the urge.

    I remember being in a movie theater with Owen. This was probably a month after I first felt the urge. I remember how it came over me all at once, how I looked at the gorgeous man next to me and felt with every fiber of my being that I wanted to have his baby. It was the most potent version of the urge I'd felt to that point. It was also a little different from the previous versions.

    You see, that day in the movie theater the urge left me wet, and when I say wet, I mean soaked. It left me completely and utterly soaked with desire. That was the first time the urge had ever translated into direct and overwhelming sexual need.

    We didn't finish the movie. I whispered to Owen that I needed him to fuck me.

    "Really?" he asked with an excited look on his face.

    I nodded and he stood, took my hand, and led me out of the theater, to the parking garage, and to the backseat of his SUV. I straddled him and after just a bit of kissing and grinding he was more than hard enough to end up inside me. I unzipped his pants, guided him into my pussy, and rode him hard and fast until we'd both climaxed.

    I'm sure you noticed there was no mention of a condom. That's because I was on birth control. Owen had started cumming inside me a few months prior, which might have triggered the urge now that I think about it.

    The sex that day was different in one small-but-meaningful way. That day was the first time where it felt like an absolute necessity to get fucked. It wasn't just the pursuit of pleasure. It was my body screaming at me to have Owen inside me, to fuck him, to make him cum inside me. The sex was me quieting that voice, as if my biological clock had somehow taken over my brain and made it impossible for me to function until Owen's cum was in my womb.

    Oh, it's also worth noting that my body rewarded me with one of the most intense orgasms of my life as we fucked in his car. It was the kind of climax that made my toes curl, that made my head spin, that literally had me seeing stars for a short bit of time.

    That day marked a change. The urge remained that powerful going forward. A few days later I felt it at work. I was suddenly incapable of getting anything done. I just couldn't concentrate. Not one bit. So I called Owen. I asked him to pick me up. We fucked again in his backseat. This time I took my skirt off and made sure his hands stayed out of my hair so I could return to work without looking like a mess. Yet again I had an intense orgasm and yet again he came inside me, though of course I was on birth control so there was no chance I was getting pregnant.

    Just a handful of days later I felt the urge - and the desire that came with it - while I was out to dinner with Jack. It was a date night, actually. The plan was dinner, mini golf - I really love mini golf - and then we'd have sex when we got home (Yes, I still fuck my husband despite his status as a cuckold and the fact that he's nowhere near as good in bed as Owen is).

    The urge struck right as our appetizer arrived. I fought it off for a while, though. I figured that I could actually conquer my body, that I could ignore it and give Jack the attention he deserved. I actually made it through dinner, but I knew there was no chance I could make it through mini golf.

    Thankfully, Jack is a cuckold and he was more than happy to drive me to Owen's place and then come inside and watch as I satisfied my desire by sucking my bull's cock, spreading my legs in his bed, and damn near begging him to pound me and cum deep inside me.

    Jack cleaned me, I thanked Owen, and we went mini golfing. Jack was all over me at the course, but of course he was. He'd just watched my bull fuck me and he'd cleaned my pussy but he hadn't been allowed to cum. He was horny as hell and I was thinking about how badly I wanted another man to get me pregnant. It was a strange evening, but mostly I felt terrible for feeling this thing and not sharing it with Jack.

    So, I shared my desires the next day. I sat Jack down on the couch, took a deep breath, and dove right in.

    "Jack, I've recently been dealing with some...uncomfortable feelings," I began.

    He looked concerned. That makes sense, though. He's a good man and he loves me, so of course he was concerned. He's also smart enough to know that you let a woman talk when she says something like that.

    "I don't entirely know what's going on," I continued, "but I think it's best if I just put it out there and then we see what happens."

    "Okay," was all he said.

    I took another deep breath, looked at my husband, and said, "I want Owen to get me pregnant."

    It was the first - and only - time in my life I'd said something that literally made someone's jaw drop. Jack's mouth didn't hang open or anything, but for a few moments he jaw literally dropped as he processed what I'd just said.

    "Pregnant? Really?"

    I took his hands and said, "I'm sorry." I hadn't planned on apologizing. I really hadn't. It just came out. I guess I did feel bad, though, as it's not exactly a common thing to tell your husband that you want another man to get you pregnant. It might actually be the most insulting and emasculating thing you can say to a man.

    Jack glanced at my stomach. It was probably a reflexive thing, like his mind had conjured an image of his pregnant wife with a swollen stomach and he was checking to see if it was reality.

    "Is that why...I don't know why this would be the case, but is that why you had me drive you to his place tonight?"

    I nodded. "I don't actually know why it's the case either, but for the past week I have these episodes where I get so turned on for Owen that I can't think straight. I just have to...I have to fuck him. I have to have him inside me. I have to have his cum inside me."

    Jack let my hands go and pulled back and for a moment I was utterly devastated as I worried that with just a few sentences I'd destroyed my marriage.

    "Sorry," he said before leaning in and taking my hands again. "I'm not...I'm sorry, Lucy...I just pulled away there because I was embarrassed."

    "Embarrassed?"

    He nodded. "I got...I got turned on."

    At first I was confused. That lasted for no more than a handful of seconds, though, because I remembered that my husband is a cuckold, that his cuckolding provides him with a kind of arousal and sexual pleasure that few people ever get to experience. Given that, it actually makes sense that he would get aroused at the idea of another man getting his wife pregnant. After all, it's the ultimate act of cuckolding.

    I scooted a little closer and leaned in to kiss him. I caressed his face while doing so. He was the first one to try and make something more of the kiss. He turned his head a little. He parted his lips. His tongue probed, brushing against my lips and teeth for a moment before I too opened my mouth. Jack's tongue invaded briefly and I moaned. I leaned back and he moved with me. His hand slipped under my shirt and cupped my breast as the kissing got far more vigorous.

    I reached down and unzipped his pants. I freed his dick and stroked him as he got a little more aggressive with my tits before his hand ventured under my skirt and up towards my panties.

    "I want you," he said.

    "You can have me."

    Jack backed off to strip and I pulled my panties off. Then he was between my legs once more. His stiff cock pressed against my pussy lips and slipped inside me. I was soaked with desire so it was easy to welcome my husband's fairly small cock, at least compared to Owen’s.

    It felt good to have him inside me. Not in the way it feels good to have Owen inside me, but when you love a man it always feels good to have his cock inside you, at least in my experience.

    Based on the first few thrusts, I could tell that Jack wasn't going to be capable of making it last. This would not be a lovemaking session. He was going to fuck me and he was going to do so because he was so turned on that he had no other choice but to pursue his orgasm as quickly as possible.

    "Do you like that I'm having these urges, Jack? Do you like that I want to have Owen's baby?"

    He groaned and fucked me harder. "Yes."

    "I want it so badly, Jack. I want Owen's baby growing inside me. I need it. My body is screaming at me to let him get me pregnant."

    "Fuck!"

    Jack cried out and came inside me. I held him close as he grunted and groaned. Oddly enough, it felt like a romantic moment, like we were bonding over this beautiful, mutual desire we'd just discovered.

    We kissed and caressed each other in the aftermath of his orgasm. I couldn't help but wonder what was going on in his head - a man thinks differently after an orgasm, after all - but I was hesitant to ask.

    "Can I clean you?" he asked.

    I usually make Jack clean up his cum. Early on in his cuckolding he would sometimes be a bit selfish after an orgasm and making him clean his cum was a handy tip I picked up online to gently remind him of his place. I wasn't going to make him clean it on that particular night - the pregnancy thing was a change to our routine - but I wasn't going to turn him down once he mentioned it.

    "I'd like that very much," I said.

    Jack pulled out, took his place between my legs, and cleaned me. He gave me an orgasm, too, which he's almost always allowed to do after he's cleaned his cum out of me.

    When he was finished, he kissed my pussy lips several times and then looked up and said, "I won't be able to cum inside you if you decide to have Owen get you pregnant, will I? At least, not while you're trying to get pregnant."

    I hadn't actually thought about it, but he was right. "No, you won't. I think, in fact, that I wouldn't even want to risk having you use condoms. I think you might just be forbidden from fucking me until I was pregnant with Owen's baby."

    Jack put his tongue inside me again. I'm pretty sure he'd gotten a little bit turned on and was dealing with that arousal by bathing his taste buds in my pussy and what little remained of his cum.

    We cuddled on the couch after that. We probably could have talked more about it, but I decided to wait.

    We talked about it a bunch of times. Really, that was the only option. It's not like it's a decision you make lightly. At least it's not one I could make lightly.

    You won't be surprised to hear that we ended up deciding that it would be okay for me to ask Owen about it. So I did.

    I asked my bull if he wanted to get me pregnant. I told him that he would be nothing more than a sperm donor, that Jack and I would be the parents. I told him that I would understand if he wasn't interested, but that that both Jack and I were deeply interested in Owen getting me pregnant.

    We had several conversations about it, but he was on board too. In fact, he really liked the idea of getting me pregnant. That's not surprising, though. Owen's very much a bull. He loves that he's fucking a married woman and that he's cuckolding Jack. He loves that he's sexually superior to my husband. He loves that Jack is required to clean another man’s cum out of me. He loves that he plays a part in the erotic humiliation of my husband and he gets off on it. Given that, it's not shocking that he would love the notion that I'd chosen him over my husband when it came to selecting a man to inseminate me.

    I went off birth control right after Owen told me he was on board with getting me pregnant. The pills went in the trash, which was a far more exciting moment than I'd expected. I had Jack on his knees and eating my pussy soon after as Owen was out of town for a few days so my husband's tongue was what I craved.

    Now, I don't know if you know this, but birth control still provides some measure of protection for roughly a month after you've gone off of it. That didn't stop Owen and me from getting started right away, though.

    I can tell you that the longer I was off the pill, the stronger the urge got. After just a few weeks my body basically demanded that I fuck Owen daily. In some instances I was fucking him multiple times a day because I was so horny and Jack just couldn't give me what I needed.

    I debated banning Jack from cleaning my pussy, but the truth is, the stuff that leaks out has nothing to do with getting pregnant, so there was no reason not to let Jack do his cuckold duty. I did refuse to sit on his face, though, as I wanted to keep as much of Owen's cum in me as I could.

    I came to really love the clean up sessions. They felt more intimate for some reason. I loved watching Jack crawl between my legs. I loved the way he'd look at my pussy. It was different. That might sound crazy, but he really did look at my pussy differently, like he was wondering if I was already pregnant.

    I'd run my fingers through his hair as he cleaned me. I'd tell him that I hoped that Owen had gotten me pregnant, that his baby was already growing inside me.

    Sometimes Owen would be there, in which case I'd largely ignore Jack in favor of cuddling with the man I'd chosen to get me pregnant. I'd tell him how grateful I was to have met him, how good it felt knowing that he was going to get me pregnant, how badly I wanted my stomach to swell with his baby, how badly I wanted my breasts to swell with milk to feed his baby. I'm pretty sure all of that turned Jack on even more than when it was just the two of us.

    Jack was forbidden from fucking me as I waited to get pregnant. That meant a lot of masturbation and handjobs. I really liked jerking him off during that period. I'd cuddle up next to him, take his stiff cock on my hand, and whisper into his ear about another man getting me pregnant and making him the ultimate cuckold. Sometimes I'd make it really quick and other times I'd tease him with slow stroking. I'd fill his head with the kind of cuckold pleasure I knew he craved. I'd draw it out and edge him.

    After he'd cum, I would collect Jack's load and feed it to him. It was important to remind him of his place, to make sure he didn't experience that post-orgasmic regret and start a huge fight over our decision to have Owen get me pregnant.

    Eventually Owen's seed took hold inside me. It was about two months after I'd stopped the birth control that I got a positive result on a pregnancy test. It was a Sunday afternoon.

    I showed Jack the test. He didn't even know I'd bought pregnancy tests. He stared at it for a few seconds and then looked up at me.

    "I'm pregnant," I said. "With another man's baby."

    Jack slid off the couch and onto his knees. He crawled towards me, lifted my shirt, and kissed my stomach.

    "Owen's baby is inside me," I said.

    I was hugely aroused. It was like my body had rewarded me for getting pregnant by filling me with those beautiful sensations of desire. I wasn't, however, deeply in need of Owen in that moment.

    "I want you," Jack said as he looked up at me.

    I could have rejected him. I could have just let him lick my pussy. I wanted more than that, though.

    "You can have me."

    I took his hand and led him to the bedroom. We kissed and undressed each other. I stroked his cock as our naked bodies pressed together. He kissed my neck. He played with my breasts. He picked me up and set me in the bed. He went down on me for a little, ensuring I was nice and wet by the time he was ready to penetrate me.

    A few months had passed since he'd been inside me. I guided the head of his cock between my pussy lips. I smiled as I watched the pleasure wash over his face.

    "Does that feel good?" I whispered.

    "So much better than good," Jack replied with a smile.

    He began to thrust, but he did so slowly, like he wanted to enjoy it.

    "Do you like fucking my pregnant pussy, baby?" Yes, I know that pregnant pussy doesn't really make sense as a term, but it worked. Jack got turned on. He moaned. He buried his cock inside me and held still, like he'd just been pushed to the edge of orgasm and didn't want to cum too quickly.

    "I love fucking your pregnant pussy," he replied.

    I kissed him softly. "You're lucky that you married such a generous woman, because I'm going to let you enjoy my pregnant pussy throughout the next nine months. Owen will enjoy it more than you, of course - he's far superior to you when it comes to fucking me - but you deserve the cuckold pleasure of fucking your pregnant wife while knowing full well that it's another man's baby growing inside me."

    Jack fucked me harder and I smiled. I liked that he was so turned on by the fact that Owen had gotten me pregnant. I liked that he was going to thoroughly enjoy my pregnancy, too.

    "Cum in my pregnant pussy, Jack," I urged him. "Though I suppose it's Owen's pussy now, isn't it? He's the one that got me pregnant. He's the one my pussy should belong to."

    Jack came inside me. I didn't cum, but orgasms had become a rarity with Jack's cock. Fucking a superior man will do that to a woman.

    "May I clean you?" he asked afterwards.

    "Of course," I replied with a smile. "Make sure you lick up every drop, cuckold."

    Jack went to work and I closed my eyes and enjoyed every second of it.

    I'm certain I'm going to love being pregnant, to love having two men that desire me, to love giving those two men what they crave.

    As it turned out, my body knew what it wanted and it made damn sure I got pregnant by the right man.

  
    She Cheated. You Watched. You Got Off On It.

    It wasn’t supposed to happen. You weren’t supposed to be home. You were supposed to be at work. You came home to surprise your wife. You had flowers. You had plans to take her to lunch. You were going to take the rest of the day off to show your wife some of the attention she craved.

    Then you saw her through the front window. You saw another man’s hands on your wife’s body. You saw him kissing her neck. You saw one hand move between her legs and the other move into her bra. You saw your wife react to his touch. You saw the arousal on her face.

    Your shoulders slumped and you dropped the flowers. In the blink of an eye your plan had blown up in your face. Immediately you wondered if it was the first time or if your wife had been cheating on you for months. You wondered if his hand had been in her panties before. You wondered if he’d touched her perky, perfect breasts before. You wondered if she’d moaned for him before.

    She turned her head and they shared a kiss. It was the kind of passionate kiss that new lovers share. It was the kind of kiss that spoke to your wife’s desire for the pleasure she knew he could provide her. It was the kind of kiss that said she’d fucked him before and was absolutely certain the sex was going to be good. It was the kind of kiss you hadn’t shared with her in a long time.

    Your wife reached back and stroked the bulge in his jeans as their tongues mingled. You stood and watched from outside the house as she worked to make another man hard. You witnessed her lust for him and you did nothing. You did nothing because you felt the bulge between your legs. You felt your desire and it embarrassed you. You couldn’t storm into the house with an erection. You couldn’t leave, either.

    He released your wife from his grasp and worked his pants off. He kicked them aside and dropped his underwear, freeing an impressive cock. He pressed his body against hers from behind and your wife reached back to stroke him. She stroked his big cock as his hands moved over her body and his lips found her neck. You saw a kind of lust come over her face that you hadn’t seen in a long time. You knew it was because of the cock in her hand and the man standing behind her. You knew it was because she wanted him inside her.

    He pulled your wife’s panties down. She arched her back and bent over just a little. She looked back at him and uttered two words. You read her lips. It wasn’t hard. She said, “Fuck me.”

    He reached down and pressed his cock inside her. You watched your wife’s expression. You watched her mouth open wide as he filled her. You watched the pleasure wash over her face as he slid inside her.

    He leaned closer and they kissed as his cock began to move in and out of your wife’s body. Their tongues mingled as he fucked her. He held one hand on her hip and the other moved into her bra to play with her breasts.

    You looked down to see the painful tent in your pants. You saw a little stain from the precum dripping steadily from your cock. You were watching your wife cheat on you and your dick was hard as a rock.

    You looked around to make sure no one was watching. You unzipped your pants and pulled your cock out. You stroked yourself as another man fucked your wife. You jerked off as he satisfied her needs. You came in the grass as they continued their wild sexual encounter.

    You zipped up and walked away as a sense of embarrassment replaced your arousal. You’d just cum while watching another man fuck your wife. What kind of man does that? You, apparently.

    Even with the embarrassment coursing through you, you knew you weren’t going to confront your wife. You knew you were going to try and watch again. You knew you were going to let her keep cheating on you because you couldn’t resist the allure of stroking yourself while another man fucked her.

  
    She Chose Him to Get Her Pregnant

    Your wife is on her back in your bed. She’s naked and her lithe body looks breathtaking, as always.

    You’re lying next to her. She’s looking at you. Her eyes are full of lust. Moans of pleasure pour from her mouth.

    Her bull is inside her. His long, thick cock is plundering the depths of her pussy, as it does several times a week.

    They’ve been together for six months. He’s the first man that’s ever made her cum with his cock. She’s never had an orgasm with your dick inside her and none of her previous partners could do so either.

    He can though. That’s why she’s been with him for so long. She doesn’t want to let him go. She can’t go back to having tepid sex with you. She can’t go back to having you fuck her and then go down on her to make her cum. It’s better with her bull. Much better. It’s better when a big cock pounds her pussy and makes her cum.

    You almost always watch. The truth is, this is better for you too. You love fucking your wife, but you find it even more arousing to watch someone else fuck her. It’s thrilling in ways you never expected it to be. To be able to lie next to her and stroke your cock as her bull fills her pussy and makes her cum is your lustiest fantasy come to life.

    You haven’t been inside her in four months. You find pleasure in that. The longer you go without fucking your wife, the more it thrills you. It’s not even a question anymore. You don’t even ask to have sex with her. You know that it’s not your place. You know that you find it more arousing to be barred from her pussy.

    You know that your wife’s lust for her bull deepens each time they fuck. You know that each time he makes her cum, she wants more of him. They used to meet just twice a week. Now it’s three to four times a week. Now she spends the occasional night alone with him at his place.

    “I love his cock, baby,” she says while he pounds her. “I love his cock so much.”

    “I know,” you say as you masturbate. “I know you do. You deserve it. You deserve his cock. You deserve the pleasure he gives you.”

    Her bull continues to fuck your wife. His stamina is incredible. It always has been. He can go as long as she needs before cumming in the condom wrapped around his cock.

    Your wife can’t go on birth control. She always has a bad reaction to it, so he has to use a condom.

    “What if I want more than just the pleasure he gives me?” your wife asks.

    You’re not sure what she means.

    She sees the confusion on your face and smiles. She groans as he continues to fuck her. “What if I want more of him?”

    “You can have whatever you want,” you say. You can’t imagine what he could give her that you wouldn’t be on board with.

    Your wife gently pushes against her bull’s muscular chest. He pulls out. She reaches between his legs and slowly pulls off the condom.

    She looks at you. Soon his cock is bare. She hands you the condom. “What if I want this?” she asks.

    You look between her legs. She rubs the head of her bull’s thick cock around her pussy. An inch of his bare erection slips inside her. She moans.

    “What I want his seed inside me?” she asks. “What if I want it to take hold in my womb?”

    Your heart pounds hard in your chest. You stop stroking because you’ll cum. You’re not sure you’ve ever felt so aroused.

    Your wife is telling you she wants her bull to get her pregnant. She wants him to knock her up. She wants him to fill her womb with his seed. She wants it to take hold. She wants him to impregnate her.

    She releases his cock and he slides into her. The full length of his thick cock fills her. It’s the first time they’ve had bareback sex. You see the look of pleasure on your wife’s face. You know it feels better for her. You know it feels so much better for him.

    “Can I let him cum inside me, baby?” your wife asks. “Can I let him get me pregnant?”

    You’re not even masturbating and you feel like you might cum. It feels like the sexiest thing you’ve ever heard.

    You know it’s dangerous. You know it’s a little crazy. You know it’s a big decision. You also know that he would just be a sperm donor. You know your wife has already talked to him. She doesn’t make impulsive decisions.

    “Yes,” you say.

    That’s all she needs to hear. She turns to her bull and wraps her arms around him. She pulls his lips to hers. He begins to thrust into her.

    “Cum inside me,” she whispers.

    You no longer have her attention. She’s making love to her bull and you’re simply there to watch and masturbate.

    He fucks her slowly as they kiss. Her hands move over his strong back. Her tongue moves into his mouth. She moans for him.

    “Get me pregnant,” she whispers. “Give me your baby.”

    You groan. You can’t help it. You never imagined your wife uttering those words, but they’re unexpectedly arousing. You want this as much as she does.

    It’s not long before he cums inside her. He fills your wife with his potent seed. You cum into a pile of tissues at the same time. It’s too arousing not to. You can’t wait. You can’t wait for a handjob from your wife. Plus, they seem more connected than usual. You might not get the attention you’re accustomed to.

    She turns to you and smiles. “Thank you, baby.”

    You smile and lie back to stare at the ceiling. You worried that after your orgasm you might regret your decision. You don’t, though.

    It feels right. He’s the only man that’s ever actually satisfied your wife sexually. It seems right that he be chosen as her sperm donor. It seems right that your cum be relegated to a pile of tissues.

    “He’s going to stay the night,” your wife says. “We’re going to see how many times we can try tonight.”

    Your wife doesn’t want to wait. She wants to be pregnant with her bull’s baby. She wants you to become the ultimate cuckold.

    “Of course,” you say.

    You slip out of the bed and head to the guest room. You might not sleep well, though. You’ll be able to hear them through the wall and it seems like there’s going to be quite a lot of sex happening in the master bedroom.

    
      

    

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” your wife asks.

    You’re on your knees in front of her. Her hands run gently through your hair as she looks down at you.

    She’s referring to her belly. She’s three months pregnant and she’s just started showing. It’s the first time there’s been visual proof that another man’s baby is growing inside her.

    “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” you say.

    You gently run your fingers over the smooth skin of her baby bump. You haven’t touched yourself, but your cock is rock hard. You’re staring at the proof that another man got your wife pregnant. You’re inches from it. You’re looking at absolute proof that his baby is growing inside her and that your seed wasn’t allowed in her pussy.

    “Kiss it for me,” your wife says as she gently pulls you closer.

    You kiss her baby bump. You kiss it softly. You kiss it all over. Powerfully erotic feelings overwhelm your brain and make your dick throb with desire.

    She gently presses on the top of your head. She wants you to go lower. She wants you to kiss something else.

    You sink down. You lick between her legs. Your tongue makes love to your wife’s pregnant pussy.

    “That’s it, baby. Lick my pussy. Make me feel good. Make me cum,” your wife urges you.

    She’s entered into a particularly lusty phase of her pregnancy. She has you go down on her at least once a day, sometimes two or three times, even when her bull comes over.

    She’s been clear that it turns her on to have you worship her pussy now that she’s pregnant. She likes that you’re so eager to be her cuckold, that you still don’t ask to fuck her. She likes that when you worship her pussy it feels like you’re accepting your place.

    She cums quickly as you worship her pussy. That’s been the case since she started having you worship her multiple times a day. All it takes is a little tongue action against her clit and soon enough she’s shaking with orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “It was my pleasure,” you reply from your knees.

    Your wife looks down at you. She caresses your face. She loves you deeply, now more so than ever. You’ve proven that you’re a worthy cuckold husband by embracing her pregnancy with another man. You’ve continued to support her with complete and total devotion and she cherishes you for it.

    She offers her hand. You take it and stand up. She leads you to the bed and has you lie down.

    She slides in next to you. She presses her small but noticeable baby bump into your torso. You imagine what it’s going to be like three or four months from now when her stomach has grown considerably. You know you’re going to be horny all the time.

    She kisses your chest and neck as her fingers wrap around your cock. “You’re such a good cuckold,” she whispers while stroking you. “I love how openly you’ve embraced that I chose another man to get me pregnant.”

    You groan. She’s right. You have openly embraced it. You never fought it. You didn’t argue when she spent almost every night with him when they were trying to get pregnant. You didn’t argue when they went on a short vacation together to celebrate her pregnancy. You don’t argue when she sends you to the guest bedroom because she wants to spend the night with the man responsible for the baby growing inside her.

    All of it turns you on. Accepting your place as her cuckold turns you on. It thrills you. It makes your cock hard. It provides you with the best orgasms you’ve ever had.

    “People are going to start to notice now. They’re going to see my baby bump and assume that you’re the father. They’re going to ask you about it and you’re going to know that another man got me pregnant,” she whispers while her fingers move up and down your shaft.

    She knows exactly what to say to turn you on. She knows what you’re thinking. She knows that it’s going to be a source of arousal for you.

    You’re going to spend the night six months being reminded on a daily basis that someone else got your wife pregnant. She chose another man for a hugely important task. Your seed wasn’t worthy of her pussy. His was. Now his seed is growing inside her while yours is still forbidden from entering her.

    “Once I’m showing a little more he wants to take me on a babymoon. You don’t mind, do you?” your wife asks.

    She strokes you faster while you think about her bull taking her somewhere warm and sunny. You think about her walking around in a bikini with his arm around her. You think about him proudly showing off the baby bump that he made. You think about him knowing that you’re her husband and he’s the one that got her pregnant. You think about how happy that makes your wife.

    You groan. She strokes you faster.

    “You like that idea, don’t you? You like that everyone will know that he’s the father, that they’ll all think he’s my husband,” she whispers before kissing your neck.

    You don’t answer. Instead, you cum. You cum hard. She giggles with delight as your seed spills onto your stomach and over her fingers.

    “That was lovely,” your wife says.

    It still brings her great joy to make you cum. She likes that she can make you so happy, and that each time you cum like that it deepens your acceptance of your cuckolding.

    You love your wife. You love that another man’s baby is growing inside her. You love that she’s proud of it. You love that she cherishes you as her cuckold husband. Life is perfect. 

  
    She Couldn't Resist Him. She Had to Have Him.

    Life can change in a moment. For you, this is that moment. You were expecting to come home from work, give your sweet wife a hug and a kiss, and enjoy an evening together.

    Instead, you came home from work to find your sweet wife on her knees with a big black cock in her mouth. “What the fuck!” you screamed.

    His cock fell from her mouth. She looked at you, her big eyes full of sorrow. “I’m so sorry honey. I’m so sorry,” she said.

    For a few moments you were speechless. “What? But…why?” was all you managed to muster eventually.

    She was still on her knees. His cock was still inches from her face. You couldn’t help but notice she wasn’t moving and he wasn’t pulling his pants up. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t say no,” she finally said. “I need this.”

    That’s when she really surprised you by taking his black cock back into her mouth. With you watching, your beautiful young wife continue sucking on that big black dick.

    Again his fingers found their way into her hair. She looked up at him, those big eyes of hers now full of lust. She opened wide and moaned as he fucked her mouth.

    You would have been full of rage, but arousal was competing with your anger. Your cock was hard. You were stiff watching your wife blow another guy.

    You thought it was over when he pulled his cock from her mouth, but it turned out they were just getting started.

    He lifted your wife to her feet and led her to the couch. He had her strip for him and played with her perky tits while they kissed. She sucked on his tongue like she’d sucked on his big black cock. Then she laid down and spread her legs, offering him her pussy.

    She moaned as his big black cock slid into her wet white pussy. She looked at you. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t say no,” she said.

    Agony and anger battled with overwhelming desire in your brain as you watched another man stretch your wife’s tight young pussy with his massive cock.

    As he moved in and out of her pretty white cunt you got harder. You finally gave in and pulled out your cock. You stroked while watching her pussy lips stretch open around the invading black dick.

    You listened to her moan. It was louder and more vociferous than she’d ever moaned for you. It was clear he was giving her something you’d never given her. It was clear he was fucking her better than you ever had.

    “Fuck me!” she screamed. “Give me that big black dick!”

    If you hadn’t watched it all unfold, you wouldn’t have believed your wife was capable of dirty talk like that. To hear her beg another man for his cock was a mixture of humiliating and arousing. Still you stroked.

    The man inside your wife grunted and buried his big black cock balls deep inside her. He stopped thrusting and you had a moment of panic. You knew what was happening. You knew he was cumming inside her.

    He’d fucked your wife bare and hadn’t pulled out. He’d buried his dick deeper inside her when he ejaculated. He’d filled her womb with black seed.

    When he pulled out a river of his cum followed. It dripped from your wife’s stretched, worked-over pussy. You stared and jerked off. You masturbated furiously as her pink cunt leaked someone else’s semen.

    
      
    

    What would you do here? I’ll give you two choices and then I want you to fantasize about your favorite. I want to cum while you imagine doing the one that turns you on the most.

    1. “Come here,” your beautiful young wife says. You walk over to her, your hard cock bouncing with every step. She takes your hand and pulls you close for a kiss. “I’m sorry,” she says. “I couldn’t say no.” She kisses you again.

    You feel her fingers take hold of your cock. She guides you between her legs and you push inside her. “Fuck me,” she says. “Add your cum to his.”

    Using another man’s cum as lubrication, you stroke your cock into your wife. She’s looser than she’s ever been. You can barely feel any friction. You know that you’re thrusting your cock into someone else’s cum though, and it drives you crazy. Soon enough you cum inside her, just as she wanted.

    2. “Come here,” your beautiful young wife says. You walk over to her, your hard cock bouncing with every step. She takes your hand and pulls you close for a kiss. “I’m sorry,” she says. “I couldn’t say no.” She kisses you again.

    You feel her fingers on the top of your head. “Go down on me. Clean him out of me,” she says. “Eat his cum.”

    Arousal drives you to your knees. You can’t believe you’re doing it, but you kneel between her legs and clean his cum out of her just like she asked. You lick up the thick seed dripping from her cunt and swallow every drop. You drink cum just like she wanted and you know that from now on your marriage is never going to be the same.

    So, which one did you pick?

  
    She Couldn't Resist the Allure of Someone Bigger

    She used to be a good girl. She used to be the kind of wife that always had dinner ready when you got home from work and always made sure you were sexually satisfied. If you wanted to fuck, she was eager to spread her legs and let you between them.

    Then, something changed. She talked to her friends. She went online. She discovered that you were smaller than most men. She discovered that sex was supposed to feel better than it did for her. She discovered that you weren’t good enough.

    She found a solution, though. Your wife’s friend sent him to your house while you were at work. She said that Morris would be exactly what your beautiful wife needed.

    That’s how she ended up with a big black dick in her mouth as she sat at the edge of your bed. That’s how she discovered exactly what she was missing. She was converted the moment she saw his cock. She knew she’d been missing out.

    Taking him inside her for the first time made it perfectly clear just how inadequate you were as a sexual partner. You were wonderful as a husband in every way but one. Unfortunately, that one way was rather important and your wife needed more. She needed better. She deserved better.

    Morris became her bull. He was in your house when you came home from work. In fact, he was in your wife when you came home from work. She was gleefully bouncing on his cock as you walked into the bedroom.

    “Honey! What the hell!” you said.

    She laughed and kept bouncing on her black bull’s dick. She looked back and smiled at you.

    “I’ve been missing out,” she said. “I’m not willing to do that anymore. Now you can watch or you can get the fuck out. I don’t care. Either way I’m fucking his big black cock until he cums inside me.”

    After that, Morris became a fixture in your home. He was inside your wife most days when you got home from work. Your dinner was no longer on the table. You were no longer welcome between her legs.

    Another man was providing her with the sexual pleasure she craved and your wife wasn’t anywhere near as interested in tending to your needs.

    One night, after a week of your wife fucking her black bull every day, you felt compelled to inject yourself back into your marriage.

    Your wife emerged from the bathroom before bed. She was naked. As she moved to put on the satin nightgown she always slept in, you approached. You kissed her neck.

    “You can’t…” she began.

    “I know,” you cut her off. “I’m not going to.”

    You gently spun her around and sank to your knees in front of her. You kissed her stomach and her thighs. You kissed towards her pussy.

    She moaned as you got closer. You heard the excitement in her voice. She ran her fingers through your hair. She wanted you to taste her.

    You licked her pussy. You tasted the cunt that another man had fucked and filled with his cream earlier that day.

    “That’s so good,” your wife said.

    You’d gone down on her before, but she seemed to find greater pleasure in it this time.

    You made her cum that night. You found your place. Your cock throbbed as you licked her.

    “Come here,” your wife said as she extended her hand and led you into the bed.

    Her fingers encircled your cock as she pulled you close. Pleasure surged through your loins.

    “I’m his now,” she said. “My pussy belongs to Morris. I’m sorry, but it’s not yours to fuck anymore.”

    You groaned.

    “I love you, honey, but you can’t satisfy me like he can. I know it’s unfair, but I’m not willing to let him go. I’m not willing to go back to your cock.”

    Her hand felt so good moving up and down your slick cock.

    “I’ll give you my hand from time to time, though and I’d like it very much if you used your tongue on me.”

    You grunted your acceptance of her terms. You sucked on her nipples.

    “Cum for me,” she said.

    You did as you were told.

    True to her word, your wife didn’t let Morris go. He came over daily. He fucked her at least once, sometimes twice. He gave her the kind of sexual satisfaction that you simply couldn’t provide. He made her cum like you couldn’t.

    You took to eating her pussy daily. You pleasured her in an entirely different way. It was the cuckold’s way. You learned to love the taste of Morris’s cum. You learned to love your wife’s hand. You learned to love being a cuckold.

  
    She Couldn't Resist Your Friend

    You were still asleep when your friend walked into the kitchen on a Sunday morning. He’d come in from out of town a few days prior and you and your wife had generously offered to put him up so you could catch up on old times. You’d all had plenty to drink as you reminisced the night before and you went to sleep with a smile on your face.

    While you slept it off your wife got up and made coffee. The smell lured your friend from the guest bedroom and he couldn’t help but stare at your wife in a pair of short, casual athletic shorts and that white top that always falls off her shoulder.

    “Good morning,” he said.

    “Morning,” she replied. “How did you sleep?”

    “Good,” he said. “I dreamed about you, actually.”

    They’d done a little flirting the night before. You chalked it up to everyone enjoying a few too many drinks, but there was no question your wife and your friend were having a little more flirty fun than most people would have deemed appropriate.

    She picked up her coffee cup, brought it to her lips, and said, “You did, huh?” before taking a slow sip.

    He leaned against the counter and said, “I did.”

    “What kind of dream?” she asked.

    “The kind you’re not supposed to talk about with your friend’s wife,” he said.

    “My husband is asleep,” your wife said. “He’ll never know.”

    She couldn’t help but flirt. She couldn’t help but think about the night before and how much fun it had been to entertain the idea of being with your friend. What was the harm in a little more flirting while you were still asleep?

    “Well, in my dream you came back to the living room after putting your husband to bed. We had another drink, we did a little flirting, and well, one thing led to another,” your friend said.

    Your wife looked at him over the rim of her coffee cup as she took another sip. “How was I?” she asked.

    “What do you mean?” he asked.

    “In your dream. How was I when one thing led to another? Was I good? Did I give you what you wanted?” she explained.

    Your friend pushed away from the wall and approached your wife. “You were,” he said.

    “This coffee needs a little sugar,” she said. Your wife slowly spun around, placed her cup on the counter, and arched her back just a little as she dipped a spoon into the sugar and dropped it into her cup.

    “I was good too,” your friend said as he stopped a few feet behind your wife.

    “Were you?” she asked while stirring the sugar into the coffee. “How good?”

    He stepped closer and reached out. His fingers slipped under her shirt and he ran them over her lower back. “I never disappoint,” he said.

    Your wife looked over her shoulder and asked, “Is that right?”

    He stepped closer and pulled back on her hips. His lips brushed against her cheek and your wife let a soft, sensual moan escape. “I never, ever disappoint a woman,” he said.

    Your wife turned her head and her lips hovered tantalizingly close to his for a moment before she gave in and kissed him. She surrendered to the feelings that had taken root the night before. She surrendered to his seduction.

    His hands moved under her shirt as their tongues danced. He cupped her breasts and she moaned into his mouth to offer her approval. She reached back to play with the bulge in his jeans. He moaned to offer his approval.

    He slipped his fingers under the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down. He grabbed her beautiful bare ass and squeezed it as they kissed. She sucked on his tongue and moaned at his touch.

    Your wife spun around. She hastily unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down. She pushed aside her coffee cup and the sugar and hopped on the kitchen counter. “Fuck me,” she said. “Quickly.”

    She couldn’t resist. She needed him. She couldn’t ignore her desire. She had to surrender to it. She had to have him inside her.

    Your friend slipped into her pussy. She wrapped her legs around him. He fucked her on your kitchen counter while you slept. He fucked her hard and fast. They kissed as his cock slid in and out of her slippery pussy. They surrendered to their desire without a care in the world. They did so in your house while you were sound asleep in the bedroom.

    They came together. His cock unloaded in her pussy as the pleasure pulsed through her body. She couldn’t resist him. She had to have him.

    “You were right,” she said afterwards. “You never disappoint.”

  
    She Cuckolded You on Vacation. Now You Can Reclaim Her.

    You’d shared your cuckold fantasies with her, but it wasn’t until a vacation to St. Thomas that your girlfriend actually made them a reality.

    At first you figured it was just a bit of harmless flirting. You watched him hit on your bikini-clad girlfriend. You watched her smile at him. You watched her touch his arm. You watched him casually put his arm around her.

    Then they went to the hot tub together. It escalated from flirting to kissing as they explored each other while steam from the hot water swirled around them.

    “I’m going to his room,” your girlfriend said. “I’ll meet you in our room when we’re done.”

    She wasn’t asking if you were okay with it. She was informing you of her decision. You didn’t say anything. Instead, you watched her walk away and join hands with the man that had so easily seduced her. You watched them kiss once more before heading into the hotel.

    For a few minutes you sat the pool and tried to process your feelings. Your girlfriend was in the process of cuckolding you. She was in some other guy’s hotel room. She was getting fucked.

    Eventually, you made your way to your room. You had no idea how long your girlfriend was going to be occupied with her new man, but you didn’t want to miss the moment she returned.

    You paced around the room. You sat on the couch and admired the beautiful view you’d paid extra for. You browsed your phone. You thought about what she was doing.

    Two hours later, you heard a knock on the door. You opened it to find your girlfriend standing there with a smile on her face.

    “I forgot my key,” she said before brushing past you.

    You watched as she stripped out of her bikini and laid on the couch.

    “Are you coming?” she asked.

    You rushed over and lifted her feet to sit between her legs. You ran your fingers over her soft, tanned skin. She moaned quietly at your touch.

    It was obvious someone else had been inside her. Her pussy lips looked pink and puffy and she was still exceptionally wet. Faint marks showed on her breasts, making it seem like he’d handled them roughly as he fucked your girlfriend.

    She sat up and kissed you. Her lips were soft and her tongue gently darted into your mouth. She laid back and spread her legs.

    She didn’t say anything. She simply offered herself. You did what came naturally.

    You licked her pussy. You tasted her juices. You tasted the condom he’d used. Her fingers moved into your hair and she moaned.

    “That’s good,” she whispered.

    You slowly, gently ran your tongue over her pussy lips. You pushed it inside her. You wanted to taste everything.

    “Did he fuck you?” you asked. The answer was obvious, but you wanted to hear her say it.

    “Yes, he fucked me. He fucked me three times,” she said.

    You licked her feverishly. You pushed your tongue inside her. You tasted her. You tasted the sex she’d had with him.

    “Was it good?” you asked between licks.

    “It was better than that. So much better than that,” she said. “It was incredible. He was incredible. He was perfect.”

    You kissed your way up her body. You licked her belly button and her nipples. You kissed her neck and she reached between your legs and played with your cock.

    “Was he bigger?” you asked.

    “Much bigger,” she answered as her fingers encircled your erection and stroked you.

    “Was he better?” you asked.

    “Much better,” she said while directing your cock inside her.

    She felt warm, wet, and looser than usual. She’d just had someone bigger inside her. She’d just been fucked by a better cock and she felt perfect.

    “Are you going to see him again?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “I’m going to see him as many times as I can. I’m going to be his for this vacation. This is the only time you get to fuck me. After this, my pussy belongs to him until we leave.”

    You came inside her.

    She smiled and kissed you. “He lasted longer,” she said.

    You pulled out and watched as she walked towards the bathroom.

  
    She Deserves Great Sex

    You know the look, right? You must know it. You must know what it looks like when a woman has an unsatisfying sexual experience.

    Surely you’re familiar with that. You’ve probably experienced it countless times with your wife. You’ve probably seen that look on her face when you unleash inside her. Maybe she’s a little bit disappointed that it’s over so soon. Maybe she’s actually relieved that it’s over since she wasn’t going to cum anyway. Maybe she’s just tired and ready to roll over and go to sleep.

    It shouldn’t have to be that way, though. She shouldn’t have to suffer through bad sex with you. She shouldn’t even have to suffer through mediocre sex with you. She deserves better, doesn’t she? Shouldn’t she get to have world class sex with you? Shouldn’t your wife get to enjoy the kind of mind-bending sex that will put a big smile on her face?

    You don’t have to give up sex with her. She probably doesn’t want that. She loves you, after all. She probably wants to have sex with you from time to time. She almost certainly wants something better, though.

    You can help her with that. You probably can’t get any better at fucking your wife. You might be able to get in better shape, but there are some things you can’t overcome. If you’re too small, or too quick, or just not skilled enough, you can’t overcome that. That’s just something you’ll have to deal with. You can, however, encourage your wife to find another man to satisfy her needs.

    Think of how much you love her. Think of how her happiness matters more than anything. Think of the joy you want your wife to feel. Think of all of that when you sit down with your lovely wife and tell her that she deserves to be with someone else.

    It won’t be easy. She probably won’t understand why you’re suggesting she have sex with another man. At first, she’ll probably think you have ulterior motives. She’ll probably come around, though.

    She’ll start to think about having great sex again. She’ll think back to the last time she had a truly great orgasm and she’ll want to experience it again. She’ll think about the kinds of pleasures that would be available to her if she could fuck anyone she wanted.

    If you’re lucky, something will tip the scales. Maybe she’ll go out with her friends and flirt with a hot guy. Maybe someone at work will catch her eye. Maybe she’ll run into a guy at the grocery store and he’ll offer his number and she’ll take it. Once you’ve given her permission to have fun outside your marriage a world of possibilities opens up and even if she’s not actively looking chances are good that at some point she’ll find a man that turns her on in an unexpected way. Then she won’t be able to resist taking advantage of the offer you’ve made.

    If you’ve done it right, your wife will be happier than you can imagine. Having great sex can do that. The joy of a truly great orgasm provided by someone new weaves a spell of happiness over a person, and your wife might feel particularly grateful towards you for making it happen. After all, you were the one that encouraged her to cuckold you.

    Maybe she’ll grant you other pleasures, particularly if she knows what really turns you on. So, what turns you on the most? Do you like the idea of reclaiming her after she’s been with someone else? Let’s play that out:

    “Hey honey,” your wife says as she comes home from her sensual dalliance with another man.

    “Hey,” you reply as your heart rate instantly doubles. “How was your night?”

    She smiles and turns towards the bedroom. She pulls her shirt off, holds it out, and lets it fall to the floor before looking over her shoulder and saying, “Are you coming?”

    You hop to your feet and follow your wife towards the bedroom. She pulls you close and you share a deep kiss. “My night was incredible,” she whispers as her fingers move between your legs. “He was incredible. Everything about it was incredible.”

    She unzips your pants and her fingers encircle your cock, which has grown to a fully erect state. She kisses you again and her tongue darts into your mouth.

    “That feels so good,” you say.

    She smiles, kisses your neck, and whispers, “That’s what I said to him.”

    You groan as you imagine another man fucking your wife. Your dick throbs in her hand. You need her. You have to have her. You have to be inside her.

    You step back and strip as your wife does the same. Once naked you pick her up, place her in your bed, and move between her legs. You see the joyful smile on her face. She loves that you’re so turned on, that you feel such lust for her.

    You kiss as your wife guides the head of your cock to her pussy. She opens easily for you. She’s been with another man. She’s wet from the sex she had with him. She’s wet and ready to be fucked again.

    “Fuck me,” she says.

    You think of her saying the same thing to him.

    “Did he fuck you good?” you ask. “Did he make you cum?”

    “He did,” your wife says before she moans. “He fucked me so good. He made me cum so hard. Twice, baby. I came twice on his beautiful cock.”

    You’re not going to last long. You’re too turned on. Your wife doesn’t need you to last, though. She’s already gotten what she needs from him. Now she wants you to cum for her.

    “Cum inside me,” she says with a smile on her face. “Cum in my pussy.”

    You do as you’re told because you can’t hold off. You can’t help but cum in your wife’s pussy. You experience the joy of cuckold reclamation.

    That felt good, didn’t it? Perhaps you fantasize about another outcome, though. Perhaps you want your cuckolding to be include a touch of humiliation. Let’s play that out:

    “How was your night?” you ask as your wife comes home with a smile on her face.

    “It was so much better than I imagined,” she answers.

    Your eyes roam over her body. You notice that one of her stockings has a run in it and her hair is far messier than when she left. There’s no question your wife had sex and the look on her face suggests it was great sex.

    “He gave me what I needed,” she continues. “He gave me what I’ve been missing.”

    She holds your gaze as her words sink in.

    “I didn’t understand what I was missing until he was inside me. I didn’t understand that my body craves more than you can give me. I understand it now, though. I understand just how disappointing you’ve been,” she says.

    Most men would be insulted or hurt by a comment like that. You’re not most men, though. You have an erection. Your dick is hard as a rock.

    “Come here,” your wife says.

    You walk towards her with a tent in your pants. She glances at it and smiles.

    “Down,” she says while pointing to the floor.

    You fall to your knees.

    She takes your chin in her fingers and you look up as she says, “Thank you for convincing me to take a lover. Thank you for being the kind of husband that can recognize his shortcomings.”

    “You’re welcome,” you say.

    “Take your cock out,” she demands.

    You unzip your pants and pull your cock out.

    Your wife lifts the short skirt she wore for her lover and pulls her panties aside.

    “Eat my pussy as you jerk off,” she demands.

    You press your face between her legs and lick her pussy. You immediately taste the latex of the condoms they used. You taste the extreme wetness. You taste a little bit of saltiness that you assume is from her lover’s sweat.

    “Stroke your dick,” she says. “Think about him fucking me and cum in your hand. Think about his big cock stretching your wife’s pussy and blow your load.”

    She moans as your tongue works her clit. You’re determined to make your wife feel good as you indulge your cuckold-fueled lust.

    “Think about me cumming on his cock. Think about me screaming his name as I cum. Think about him fucking me better than you ever have,” she says.

    You can’t hold back. Wild imagery of your wife fucking another man runs through your head and you cum. You cum in your hand as your tongue continues to massage her clit.

    “Now eat it,” she says.

    “What?” you ask.

    “Eat your cum,” she demands.

    You look up at her and silently plead to be released from what feels like a punishment.

    “Do it,” she says.

    The tone in her voice is serious enough that you relent. You do it. You eat your cum. You consume your seed. You swallow your load. You gag as it slides down your throat and into your stomach.

    “Now get on your back. I’m going to sit on your face and ride your mouth until I cum,” she says.

    You move to your back and your wife drops her pussy onto your face. She rides your mouth. She cums. Her juices coat your lips, chin, and cheeks.

    She stands up and walks away as you remain on your back with a giddy smile on your face. You’re a cuckold.

    That was fun, wasn’t it? And that’s just two potential outcomes to being a cuckold. Just imagine the fun you could have if you successfully convince your wife to take a lover. The possibilities are endless.

  
    She Did Her Part...Now You Do Yours

    “Well, what the fuck are you waiting for?” your college girlfriend says.

    You just watched your roommate fuck her. You just watched him fuck her better than you’ve ever fucked her. You watched him pound her pussy relentlessly and bring her to multiple loud orgasms. You watched him cum inside her. Now she expects you to clean it.

    “Well? You said you’d make my fantasy come true if I made yours come true, so what are you waiting for?”

    It was your roommate that introduced the idea. One night, right after your girlfriend left, he mentioned that he’d love to fuck her. At first you were mad. Why would you let him fuck your girlfriend? The next day you kept thinking about it. You couldn’t stop. You couldn’t help but be turned on by the idea. You’d seen his big dick. For some reason you wanted to see it inside her.

    For a few weeks you said nothing. You thought about it while you were fucking her though, and it always made you cum so hard. One night, after you’d cum inside her, you brought it up. You mentioned that your roommate wanted to fuck her.

    You thought she’d be mad, but you had to say something. You were wrong, though. She wasn’t mad. She thought the idea was kind of kinky. She was into it. She wanted him to fuck her. She had one condition. She wanted you to clean his cum out of her.

    At first, you refused. Then she played you. She started stroking your cock and telling you about how badly she wanted your roommate to fuck her. She told you how good his cock would feel inside her and how much fun you’d have watching her. She told you that she would be a naughty girl for you, that all you had to do was clean his cum out of her.

    Now you’re staring at her freshly-fucked pussy. You know his cum is inside her. You know she expects you to clean it out. You move between her legs.

    “There you go,” she says. “Now clean that fucking pussy. Get that mess out of me.”

    You hear your roommate snicker in the background. You taste her pussy. She moans and immediately grabs the back of your head. She’s not letting you back out now. You’re going to clean that cum-filled cunt whether you want to or not.

    “Clean me,” she says. “Clean my dirty pussy. Clean up that nasty mess.” She’s really getting into it.

    You stick your tongue deeper inside her. You find a thick dollop of cum. You lick it out of her. The taste is overwhelming. She sees it on your face.

    “Did you get some? Swallow it, bitch. Swallow that nasty cum,” she says with a hint of venom in her voice. You’re discover a whole new side of her.

    You do as she demands. You swallow his cum and dive back into her pussy for more. Suddenly you’re vigorously cleaning her cunt. You’re eating cum like you never expected to. You’re enjoying it, too. You love the way she’s treating you. You love how strangely good it feels to eat your roommate’s cum out of your girlfriend’s pussy. You love it and you want more.

    “We’re definitely doing this again,” she says as her orgasm approaches. “His big cock and your cum eating tongue are exactly what I need.” Get ready for more.

  
    She Discovered Your Cuckold Pregnancy Desires

    Usually you’re careful about hiding your porn browsing activity. You use an incognito browser and you always make sure to close it before you step away from the computer. This time you forgot and your wife found it.

    You left the browser window open while you went to the bathroom to clean up after a particularly strong orgasm and you forgot to go back and close it. That’s how this all started. It’s amazing how such a simple thing can lead to such a significant change in your sex life.

    Your wife is not the kind of woman to get pissed at something like that. She cuckolds you, after all, and she’s done so willingly for months now. She’s open-minded and kinky, but you still hadn’t shared your cuckold pregnancy fantasies with her. You couldn’t bring yourself to do it. You thought she’d be mad. That’s why you were scared when she found out.

    That night, she walked into the living room with a look of concern on her face. She had your laptop with her. You knew what she was looking at. You’d forgotten to close the browser. She’d found the cuckold pregnancy blog you’d been browsing.

    She sat down next to you and said, “Does this really turn you on?” The picture on the screen was of a nude pregnant woman with a well-hung guy standing next to her. “It’s his, cuckold” was all the caption said.

    Your mind searched for some plausible reason you’d have that blog in an incognito window. You couldn’t find one. You were worried she’d be mad at you for taking your fantasy too far, for being a pervert. You were worried this would put an end to the thrilling cuckold lifestyle you’d undertaken in the past six months.

    You offered a one word answer, “Yes.”

    Your wife browsed through the cuckold pregnancy captions as you watched. You looked at her and at the screen, and you couldn’t help but get turned on. You couldn’t help but imagine your wife letting another man knock her up. You couldn’t help but imagine her belly growing as his seed took hold inside her.

    She noticed the bulge in your pants and asked, “Are you turned on right now?”

    “Yes,” you answered without hesitation.

    She closed the laptop and laid it gently on the coffee table. Turning her body towards yours she said, “Do you really want someone else to get me pregnant?” There was a look of genuine concern in her eyes.

    “No,” you answered, again without hesitation. “I don’t. I really don’t,” you continued. “It’s just the idea of it that turns me on. I know that sounds kind of crazy, but it’s just so hot to me.”

    Your wife said nothing. Her eyes stared into yours, searching for proof of honesty in your declaration. Finally, she spoke. “I guess it’s kind of the ultimate form of cuckolding, isn’t it?” To your surprise, her hand found its way between your legs as the words left her lips. She rubbed your stiff cock through your pants and pressed her body against yours.

    She kissed your neck as she unbuttoned your pants and freed your cock. You’d cum that afternoon, but your cock was as stiff as it had ever been. Unwittingly sharing your pregnancy fantasy with your wife was turning out better than you could have hoped.

    With her soft fingers moving slowly up and down your rigid cock, your wife whispered into your ear, “Tell me you want another man to get me pregnant. Tell me you want me to carry someone else’s seed.”

    Before you could get the words out you came. Your semen spurted from the tip of your cock and onto your shirt. Rope after rope made a mess of your clothing and you filled the living room with your loud groans. Despite the thrills of being cuckolded by your wife, you hadn’t cum that hard in months. It was an orgasm like few others you’d experienced in your life.

    She could tell, too. Your wife kissed your cheek and said, “This is going to be so much fun.”

    ---

    That was months ago, and things have certainly changed since then. You and your wife soon discovered that the notion of another man knocking her up was thrilling to both of you. The idea came to dominate your play when it was just the two of you. You both experienced a level of sexual bliss you hadn’t achieved before, and it was all fueled by your mutual pregnancy fantasy.

    In fact, things have changed enough that you’re both ready to take the next step, the real step. You’re ready for your wife’s bull to get her pregnant.

    Your wife told him about the fun you’d been having talking about her getting pregnant because she wanted him to play along, and it worked like a charm. They started introducing pregnancy play when you were allowed to watch.

    You couldn’t get enough of it. Nothing turns you on more than hearing your wife beg for another man’s seed inside her. Usually you cum before they’re done because you can’t stop it once you’ve heard her say, “Get me pregnant. Cum inside me and knock me up!”

    When she declares, “I want your baby!” to the man that’s fucking her bareback while you watch, it’s impossible not to feel an incredible surge of lust. That’s when you spill your seed like a good little cuckold.

    It was your wife’s bull that brought up the idea of actually doing it. He wanted to take it beyond pregnancy play and actually get your wife pregnant. He wanted his seed growing in her belly. He wanted you raising another man’s offspring as your own.

    You decided together that she would go off birth control. It was also decided that you’d no longer be allowed to fuck her, even with a condom on. You weren’t going to take any chances of your seed impregnating her. You were going to make sure it was another man that fulfilled her desires to be a mother.

    You knew it wasn’t likely she’d get pregnant the first time, but that didn’t make it any less arousing as you watched her get ready for him.

    “Are you excited?” your wife asked as she put the finishing touches on her makeup. She was naked and looked perfect, as usual. Soon you’d help her dress in the lingerie she’d picked out to arouse and entice her lover.

    “Yes,” you answered.

    She turned to look into your eyes, to search for the truth in your answer. Your wife walked over and pressed her naked body against yours. You could feel her hard nipples pressing into you. “Really?” she asked as her fingers wrapped around your hard cock. “I guess so,” she said with a smile.

    As she walked to the closet your lovely, horny wife said, “I really think this is the right decision. I can’t believe I’m saying that, but I love the idea of having his baby, of his superior seed fertilizing one of my eggs. I can’t believe we didn’t think of this sooner, to be honest with you.”

    The inferiority of your seed had become one of the themes of your discussions surrounding this naughty notion. Your wife’s bull had suggested that you would simply be doing the best thing for your family by letting him get her pregnant. In many ways he’s superior to you, after all. He convinced your wife that her baby would be better off with the superior man’s DNA. It didn’t take much convincing.

    When she stepped out of the closet your wife looked radiant. She’d put on the white baby doll and stockings she wore on your wedding night. “I thought this would be fitting,” she said. “Wouldn’t it be just delicious if he gets me pregnant in the lingerie I wore the first time we fucked as husband and wife?”

    You couldn’t help but agree. Your cock jumped at the idea, in fact. A part of you was screaming to stop all of this, of course. A part of you was saying it was a big mistake, that you were doing something that couldn’t be undone. It hadn’t been an easy decision, but ultimately you didn’t want to stop it. You wanted to watch as another man filled your wife’s unprotected womb with his cum.

    It wasn’t long before her bull arrived. Tonight’s purpose was clear, so they made their way to the bedroom immediately. Between deep, sensual kisses your wife undressed her lover. By the time his cock emerged from his boxers it was rock hard.

    Your wife smiled as she took him in her hand and ran her fingers up the shaft and over the head. “Is he ready to do his job?” she asked, referring to the thick cock in her hand.

    Her bull smiled. “Of course,” he said while gently guiding your wife to her knees.

    She looked up at him and wrapped her lips around his big dick. She offered a slow, sensual blowjob to her bull, to the man that was going to get her pregnant. You watched as she sucked his cock and couldn’t help but think that she’d never given your inferior dick such attention and pleasure. It only served to reinforce your place and to make it clear that you were doing the right thing in having this superior man get your wife pregnant.

    He pulled your wife up from her knees and picked her up, kissing her sensually while moving to your bed. He placed her on your side and his fingers found their way into her pussy. She moaned as he probed her cunt and rubbed her clit, ensuring suitable wetness so his big dick could slide into her with ease.

    You watched from your customary place at the foot of the bed, giving you an ideal view of your wife’s cunt lips parting to welcome his big cock inside her. You expected he’d quickly find a rhythm and pound your wife as he so often did, but this was different. He made love to her instead. His thrusts were slow and deep, as if there was a distinction between fucking to make your wife cum and fucking to get her pregnant.

    They shared slow, tender kisses as he rhythmically filled her with his cock. Her moans were grew louder as her first orgasm approached and when she wrapped her legs tightly around him and broke their kiss to scream in pleasure, you knew she was cumming.

    He stopped thrusting for a few moments to let her recover. They kissed and whispered to each other so quietly that you couldn’t hear what they were saying.

    “Are you ready?” he said.

    “Yes,” your wife answered, before adding, “Give me your cum. Get me pregnant.”

    You’d heard those words before, but never when there was an actual possibility of her getting pregnant from another man’s cum shooting deep inside her. It felt different. It felt heavier, and it felt so much more arousing. Even as the gravity of the situation you’d created was crashing down on you, you couldn’t help but be wildly turned on by the idea of his seed taking hold in her womb.

    As he began to thrust into your wife’s pussy her bull kept up a stream of naughty talk. “Do you want my cum? Do you want my cum inside you? Do you want to have my baby?”

    “Yes!” she screamed. “Yes I want to have your baby!” She came again, just a few minutes after her first orgasm. She too was wildly aroused at the idea of another man getting her pregnant. She couldn’t help it. She really did want his baby.

    “I’m cumming!” your wife’s bull cried out as he buried his cock in her pussy. You watched his balls tighten and release as shot after shot of cum filled her womb.

    Normally he’d quickly pull out and you’d take your place between her legs to clean up the creampie, but tonight was different. He stayed inside her until he was fully soft and they shared deep, slow kisses the whole time.

    It wasn’t the first time he’d fucked her bareback and filled her with his cum. It was the first time he’d done so with the intention of getting her pregnant though, and you could tell it was different. She’d just formed a connection with him that was far deeper than they’d had before. You grabbed your cock and jerked off furiously as you watched his cock soften inside her. You thought of his sperm swimming towards her egg, of him impregnating her, and you had an insanely powerful orgasm.

    As you cleaned up after yourself you couldn’t help but think of all the incredible orgasms in your future. They’d be doing this again and again until your wife was pregnant, and then they’d be having lots more bareback sex once his seed had taken hold inside her. You couldn’t help but smile.

  She Doesn't Need Your Cock Anymore
It’s finally happened. After years of begging your wife to sleep with other men, she’s gone and done it. She’s found someone that offers her more than you can. She’s found someone with a big cock and a hard body. She’s found someone that can fuck her to multiple orgasms.Of course, this outcome has unintended consequences. You probably weren’t expecting her to banish you from fucking her pussy, were you? You love your wife’s pussy. It’s wet, tight, and utterly perfect. It never takes you long to cum once you’re inside her. It feels so good, and suddenly you have to say goodbye to that pleasure.
“He’s bigger than you and he’s just better. Why would I let you fuck me ever again?” she says. Her words are cutting and harsh and they make your cock hard. “Look at that. You’re getting hard. Are you kidding me?”
You’re not kidding, of course. A dose of harshness from your wife makes your dick hard. It makes you throb uncontrollably. What’s a cuckold to do? You have to accept this. You have to accept that you don’t deserve to fuck her pussy. You never did.
You will lick her though. You’ll get on your knees and worship your wife’s flawless cunt whenever she demands it. You better get used to the taste of his cum, because chances are good you’ll be eating a whole lot of it.

    She Enjoys BBC and You Enjoy Creampie Cleanup

    
      Caleb is the first man your wife has cuckolded you with and things have gone spectacularly well. As it turns out, he gives her something she didn't know she was missing. Tonight they're having unprotected sex and you get to clean up for the first time.
    

    ---

    You're sitting on a surprisingly stiff couch in the lobby of an expensive hotel. You've spent the past half hour watching people come and go. You've yet to see your wife, but according to her text - the text that had you hurry to the hotel - she'll soon step off the elevator to accompany her date out of the hotel.

    For that reason, you've been watching the elevators closely. Each time the doors slide open you pulse quickens a little as you hope to see your beautiful wife and the man she's been having sex with for the past three months step out.

    He's the first man she's cuckolded you with and the sex has been far better than she ever imagined possible. She never had any particular complaints about your sex life, but as it turned out that's simply because your beautiful wife didn't know what she was missing.

    Caleb showed her. He opened your wife's eyes to a whole new world of pleasure. He makes her cum in ways she truly didn't know were possible, that she couldn't have imagined until his big black cock entered her pussy for the first time. Once it did, she was awakened to the true joys of sex.

    You'd long fantasized about being cuckolded, but it proved far hotter than you imagined, and that's without it being the perfect version of your fantasy. You always dreamed of watching, but your wife doesn't permit that. In fact, Caleb thinks your wife is cheating on you. Your wife insists that Caleb finds it far hotter to fuck a married white woman who he believes is going behind her husband's back because she can't get enough of his black dick.

    You'd love to watch, but you're not going to argue with her. After all, the best orgasms of your life have all come in the past three months and they've all been fueled by the fact that your wife can't get enough of her lover's big black dick, that Caleb makes her cum harder than any man ever has, that she thinks about him all the time. Luckily for you, she's more than happy to share all of that while she strokes your cock or takes you for a long, slow ride with the pussy that's been fucked by her lover's long, thick, incredible black dick.

    Finally, it happens. The elevator doors open. Your blonde wife steps out in a beautiful pink sundress and white heels. She's holding hands with a tall, good-looking, well-dressed black man. She looks up at him and smiles as they stroll across the lobby. Your gaze remains fixed on them, though you can't help but imagine what they were just doing. You picture them naked together. You see his body on top of hers. You see his cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she calls out his name.

    Halfway across the lobby he lets her hand go and puts his arm around her. He pulls her closer. They look like a happy couple as they both smile brightly.

    You turn and watch as they step out of the hotel. Caleb hands a ticket to the valet, who runs off to get his car. He turns to your wife and places his strong hands on her waist. She looks up at him and smiles - he's quite a bit taller than her - and they share a deeply passionate kiss. You watch your wife part her lips and welcome his tongue into her mouth. You see his hands move to her ass and grab it through the soft, thin material of her sundress.

    His car pulls up and he moves towards it. Your wife grabs his hand and pulls him closer for another kiss. It's more desperate than the last, and for a moment you wonder if she's going to lure him back up to the hotel room to fuck her once more.

    He doesn't, though. He smiles, steps away from your beautiful wife, and gets in the car. She watches him go and waves as he pulls away. She stares at the car for a few seconds and then turns back towards the hotel and walks into the lobby once more.

    She stops, turns to you, and extends her hand. You get up off the couch and rush towards her. You take her hand and she gives you a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "I missed you," you say.

    She smiles and you walk towards the elevators. "I hope it's not too upsetting if I say that was a little too preoccupied to have thought much about you for the past few hours."

    It's the opposite of upsetting. It's exciting. She knows that, though. You like that she can't get enough of Caleb, that she thinks about him all the time, that she gives herself fully to him when they're together. It's one of the reasons she doesn't want you watching. She likes being able to concentrate completely on her lover when she's with him and she likes being able to give you the same treatment after she and Caleb have parted ways.

    The elevator doors open and you step inside. Your wife hits the button for the sixth floor and the doors slowly close. The elevator lurches to life as she pushes you against the wall and offers a kiss. Her lips part. Her tongue moves into your mouth. Your moan as she presses her body against yours. You think of Caleb's tongue in her mouth. You think of his hands on her ass. You think of his cock inside her. You think of how you'll soon step into the hotel room where another man fucked your wife.

    The elevator doors open and she takes your hand and leads you into the hallway. You watch her blonde hair bounce a little with each eager step she takes. You enjoy how good the dress looks on her and you love that she bought it to look good for Caleb, and that looking good for you was a secondary concern.

    Your wife leads you into the hotel room where she and Caleb fucked. The bed sheets are a mess - a surefire sign that they had a good time - but the room is otherwise quite elegant. Two champagne glasses and a bottle rest on the coffee table in front of the couch. You see a trace of lipstick on one of the glasses and you instantly imagine that same lipstick on Caleb's big black cock, for you know that your wife loves pleasuring him with her mouth.

    "Would you like a glass?" she asks. "We didn't finish the whole bottle."

    She grabs the bottle and pours herself a glass. She picks it up and takes a sip while staring into your eager eyes.

    "Or is there something else you'd rather do?" she asks.

    Your beautiful wife walks towards you with the glass of champagne in her hand, offers a soft kiss on the cheek, and sits on the edge of the bed.

    "Is there something you'd enjoy drinking a great deal more than champagne?" she asks while parting her legs. Her dress rides up, exposing the milky white skin of her inner thighs.

    You fall to your knees and your wife smiles and takes another sip from her glass. You crawl closer and take your place between her legs. It's hardly the first time you've done so, but today is different than any other time you've reconnected with her after being cuckolded.

    You run your hands up her thighs and push her dress around her waist. Your gaze fixates on the semi-sheer pink panties she wore for Caleb, panties that he no doubt enjoyed pulling off before plunging his big black cock into her white, married pussy.

    "Did he..." you say while staring at the wet spot in her panties.

    "Did he cum inside me?" she asks.

    You look up at your wife and nod.

    "Yes, Caleb came inside me," she says. "He came inside me twice, in fact."

    You run your thumb over her panties and feel the wetness. He's leaking out of her. He's soaking into her panties.

    "My black lover came in my tight, white pussy," she continues. "He buried his big black cock in your wife's married cunt and he came. He unloaded. He filled me twice."

    Your heart is pounding. It's the first time Caleb has cum inside her. It's the first time any man has cum inside her since you started dating.

    "And I won't ever go back to having protected sex with him," she says.

    "Really?" you ask.

    She shakes her head. "It was so much better. I honestly didn't think sex with Caleb could get any better, but it was." She sips her champagne, swallows, and her lips curl into a bright, beautiful smile. "Knowing that we were having unprotected sex, that he was going to cum inside me, that I was offering him the pleasure of actually filling my married pussy with a load of his thick, hot cum...that made the sex so much better for both of us."

    You slip your fingers into the waistband of her panties, look up at your wife, and ask, "May I?"

    She sips her champagne, swirls the bubbly liquid in the glass, and says, "Are you going to do what we talked about?"

    "I...I want to," you reply with a nod. "If it's okay with you."

    "Caleb said he's fantasized about cumming inside me since he first fucked me," she says. "He said he loves the idea of me going home to my husband with his load still dripping out of me. I think he loves the idea of claiming my pussy as his." She runs her fingers through your hair and smiles. "I like that too. I like the idea that Caleb claimed my pussy and made it his when he came inside me today. It was already his, I suppose, but now it feels official."

    You want nothing more than to pull her panties down. You want to gaze upon the pussy that another man claimed. She hasn't given you permission yet, though. She's teasing you.

    "You can take my panties off," she says.

    You pull her panties down. You gaze at her messy pussy. You see the coating of cum on her labia. You see some of it matted in the closely-trimmed blonde pubic hair that surrounds her pussy.

    "I thought about you when he came inside me," she confesses.

    "You did?" you ask.

    She nods. "I thought about this moment. About you doing what we agreed you would do. About you living out this fantasy."

    You look at her pussy once more. You've long fantasized about this. Long before she actually cuckolded you. "I want this. It makes me nervous, though."

    "Why?" your wife asks.

    You look up at her and see sweetness in her eyes and a soft smile on her face. "It's...it feels like crossing a line, you know? Will you look at me differently after this? Will you think less of me?"

    She leans forward and kisses you softly while caressing your face. "I hope this doesn't come as a surprise, but I already think of you differently. Not in a bad way, but differently. I looked at you differently the moment you confessed your cuckold fantasy. How could I not? I never imagined being with a man that wanted his wife to fuck someone else. I never imagined being with a man that would find such pleasure in that. And I certainly never imagined being with a man that desperately wanted to clean someone else's cum out of my pussy. But I'm with that man, and I love you deeply even if I see you differently than I used to."

    She kisses you again and sits up. You crawl a little closer and lean in. The smell of sex and cum fills your nose and it's so intense it nearly overwhelms you.

    "Clean me," she says softly. "Clean the mess that Caleb left inside me when he claimed my pussy as his. Reclaim it in the way a cuckold does. Reclaim me with your tongue."

    You kiss her thighs, moving from one to the other as you inch closer to her pussy. Your heart is pounding and your cock is hard as a rock in your pants. You think of Caleb's cock moving in and out of the pussy that you're inches away from. You think of him doing so without protection. You think of your wife begging him to cum inside her, to flood her with his thick load.

    You lick her labia. The bitter, salty taste of Caleb's cum dances on your tongue. It's not nearly as unpleasant as you imagined, though.

    "Do you like it?" she asks. "Do you like the taste of Caleb's cum?"

    "I...yes, I do," you answer. It's strange. It doesn't taste good, and yet you like it.

    She smiles. "I do too."

    You love the reminder that she's tasted his cum, that she's sucked him off and swallowed for him. You can't help but think of how you haven't been granted the pleasure of a blowjob from your wife since she started seeing Caleb, that she decided early on that it would be fun to reserve her mouth for the man that fucked her so much better than you.

    "Keep cleaning," she says.

    You clean her labia. You lick and suck every bit of cum from her pussy lips and you do the same for her pubic hair. She moans and sips her champagne as you do and when you look up at her you see lust in your wife's eyes.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she instructs. "Taste the pussy that Caleb satisfied today. Taste the pussy that he filled with his load. Taste the pussy that was stretched out around his big black cock in this bed."

    You plunge your tongue into your wife's pussy. The taste of cum is stronger. Much stronger. You feel the viscous fluid on your tongue. There's still so much of him inside her. Arousal floods your body. It's utterly intoxicating. You pull your tongue and his cum into your mouth. You've just licked part another man's load from your wife's pussy.

    "Show me," she says.

    You open your mouth and she leans over and smiles.

    "Fuck...that's hotter than I thought it would be," your wife says. "Now I know what he sees when I take his load in my mouth and show it to him before I swallow." She smiles and runs her fingers over your lips. "He likes knowing that a married white woman is eagerly swallowing his load before going home to her husband. He really likes knowing that I kiss you when I get home, that I give you a little taste of his cock and cum after sucking him off like a greedy little slut."

    You swallow his cum. You swallow it just like your wife has done countless times in the three months she's been seeing Caleb. You open your mouth to show her that it's empty and she grabs a handful of your hair and pulls you back to her pussy. You push your tongue back inside her. You scoop up more of his cum.

    "Fuck, clean his load out of me," she says. "Swallow it all. Swallow every drop of his cum."

    You do as you're told and you watch and listen as your wife gets increasingly aroused. You feel her pussy getting wetter as you do her bidding. You love that she seems just as into this kinky pleasure as you are.

    "I hope you're ready to do this a great deal more often," she says. "Like I said, I'm not going back to having protected sex with him. He's going to cum in my pussy every time he fucks me, and he said he wants me more often. I told him he could have me whenever he wants me. All he has to do is text and I'm his. I told him he could come by and visit me at home while you're at work, that he could fuck me and cum inside me in our bed. I told him he could fuck me on your side of the bed, in fact, so he's going to be doing that at least a few times a week from now on. You're going to be hard at work making money to support me and I'm going to be on my back in our bed with a big black cock in my pussy."

    You rub your dick through your pants as you clean what's left of his cum from your wife's pussy. You swallow every drop as she gets increasingly aroused while offering up that spectacular dirty talk.

    "Are you finished?" she asks.

    "Yes, you're clean," you reply.

    Your wife finishes her champagne and hands you the glass. You return it to the coffee table and when you turn back she's taken her dress off and is naked in the bed.

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    You stand and strip as your wife watches and gently rubs her clit. She plays with her tits and moans for you and your dick gets harder as you dream of being inside her.

    Once you're naked you crawl into the bed, but she puts up a hand and stops you. "What do you think you're doing?" she asks.

    "I thought...I want to fuck you," you say.

    "And you can fuck me," she replies, relieving your momentary panic, "but you need to put on a condom."

    You sit back on your knees. "What?"

    She reaches down and spreads her pussy lips. "This is Caleb's pussy now. You don't get to cum inside it anymore. Only he does. So if you want to fuck your wife, you'll need to wear a condom. I bought some for you, though. You'll find them in the nightstand drawer."

    She says nothing more and you're quite certain she's serious. You're banned from fucking her without protection. You're banned from cumming inside her.

    For some reason, it turns you on. You rush to the nightstand. You pull out a condom. You roll it down your cock. Your wife welcomes you between her legs. She takes you inside her. She lets you fuck her.

    "Fuck, you feel so good," you say.

    "Mmm, I know," she replies. "And your dick doesn't feel anywhere near as good as Caleb's does."

    You fuck her faster and harder. "Do you prefer his cock?"

    "Yes," she answers without hesitation. "And it's not even close. You don't compare to him. You can't fuck me anywhere near as well as he does. You can't make me cum like he does. That's why he gets to cum inside me. That's why he's going to start fucking me in our bed while you're at work. That's why you're going to clean his load out of me every time he breeds me. That's why you're going to use a condom for as long as Caleb and I are together."

    You wish you could last longer, but you can't. You cum. You cum in the condom. You cum because it all feels so fucking good.

    Your wife wraps her arms and legs around you. She pulls you close. She kisses your neck and cheek. She purrs like she's as happy as she's ever been.

    "I love you," she says softly. "I love you so much."

    "I love you too," you reply.

    You've never loved your wife more.

  
    She Feeds - Part 1

    
      Yes, I watched two vampire movies this October. Yes, they were far more sexual than I imagined. Yes, I decided I'd have a little fun and try my hand at a vampire-tinged cuckold story with a dash of femdom energy. No, I'm not diving deep into vampire lore or rules. I'm just having fun. I hope you have some fun reading it :)
    

    ---

    Tom was never someone who believed in luck. Instead, he believed in hard work. He wasn't someone who'd wait around for life to hand him something. He'd work his ass off to get it.

    He'd worked hard in college and graduate school. He'd worked hard to get a good job in finance. He'd worked hard to woo his wife, Lucy.

    The result of all that hard work was a thriving career, a beautiful house in an idyllic suburb, a blissfully happy marriage, and excitement about plans to start a family.

    Then, in an instant, the career disappeared and everything good about Tom’s life was suddenly at risk, all because Tom's boss was running a Ponzi scheme under everyone’s noses. He knew nothing about it, but his association with the firm meant no one in finance would hire him. The chilly overall hiring environment meant he couldn't really find work anywhere else, either.

    One struck of bad luck seemed poised to ruin everything. The house was at risk. Lucy was frustrated with him for not knowing what his boss was up to and his marriage suddenly seemed like it was on the rocks. Plans to start a family were put on hold until they figured out their financial future.

    Tom wasn't someone who sat around on his ass, though, which is why he'd accepted his brother-in-law's offer to do seasonal work decorating people's homes and yards for Halloween. It paid $25/hour, which wasn't great but was better than anything else Tom could find. It would last through the rest of the year, too, as his brother-in-law's company generated even more work doing Christmas decorations.

    The thing that Tom was most excited about, though, was decorating the McKinley estate, the centerpiece of which was a spectacular gothic mansion that was absolutely ideal for an intricate collection of Halloween decorations.

    The previous owners had never dressed up the estate for the season - they'd kept the gates tightly locked to prevent trick-or-treaters, in fact - but the new owner had contacted Tom's brother-in-law in early September to book a week to decorate, which meant there was a great deal of work to be done.

    Tom knew that one job wasn't going to turn his life around, but the estate cost a pretty penny, which meant its new owner was wealthy, which meant he at least stood a chance at impressing them - whoever they were - and perhaps finding his way to helping the new owner invest their money. Tom knew it was a long shot, but sometimes life's greatest rewards came from the long shots.

    Tom arrived at 9 a.m. sharp on a Wednesday, driving his car up the long and needlessly - at least in his opinion - windy driveway before pulling up in front of the breathtaking mansion. He turned off the engine, stepped out, and stood on the cracked asphalt of the driveway. The gentle hiss of the gas lamps behind him joined with the gentle sound of leaves rustling in the breeze on the tall trees on either side of the grand mansion.

    As he approached the front door, Tom gazed in awe at the impeccable gothic architectural touches and the dark stone that had absorbed hundreds of years worth of turbulent weather and remained as strong as ever.

    Tom searched in vain for a doorbell before raising his hand to grasp the knocker and announce his presence. The door opened before he could do so, though no one stood in the grand foyer in front of him.

    "Hello?"

    Tom leaned in his eyes swept over the home's grand entryway, his eyes dancing over the dual staircases and the sumptuous dark wood with intricately carved designs that adorned the walls.

    He stepped inside and the door swung shut with a thud, startling Tom. He heard the distinct sounds of heels on hardwood, though he saw no one approaching. A door creaked and Tom's head whipped to the left.

    "Welcome."

    Tom jumped with fright as the woman's voice seemingly filled his head, reverberating between his ears. He turned to see an elegant brunette in a red satin blouse, a dark leather skirt, and a pair of shiny heels.

    "I hope I didn't give you a fright," she said before smiling in a manner that made Tom think she very much enjoyed the fact that she'd scared him.

    "Oh, no, not at all," he lied.

    She rested her hand on his forearm for a moment and Tom found himself unable to turn away from her gaze. In fact, it felt as though he was being drawn into her in an inexplicable manner. His jaw felt slack and his body deeply relaxed. Her eyes seemed to glow for just an instant and then she lifted the back of her hand towards his mouth and without thinking Tom bent forward and kissed it softly.

    "You must be Tom," she said.

    "Yes. How did you...how did you know my name?"

    She smiled. "I'm Mina."

    Silence followed and it seemed that he wouldn't be getting an answer to his question, so he said, "It's a pleasure to meet you, Mina."

    A brief, sharp cry rang out. Tom heard the pain in the voice that had produced the sound. It was distinct enough that he winced on behalf of the man that had clearly suffered some sort of injury.

    "Is that guy okay?" Tom asked.

    Mina acted as if she hadn't heard him, turning and walking away as Tom remained still. "Follow me, Tom."

    Despite his misgivings, Tom followed behind the elegant woman. He noted the alluring nature of her blouse – even from behind – and the remarkable fit of her skirt, which hugged her hips and ass so perfectly that Tom found it difficult to look away.

    "It's rude to stare like that, Tom," Mina noted.

    "How did you..." he began before thinking better of it. It seemed impossible that she'd actually seen him staring - she didn't have eyes in the back of her head, after all - and yet he'd absolutely been staring and she'd been right to chide him for doing so.

    Mina carried on walking through the house and Tom dutifully followed in her wake, admiring the sheer artistry of the home's construction, in particular the woodwork that must have taken hundreds - if not thousands - of hours of delicate labor to craft.

    "How old is this house?" he asked.

    A sharp cry - much like the first - rang out again, though this time it was louder. The agony was the same, though, and Tom froze in place as wondered why Mina didn't even flinch at the awful sound.

    "Can you hear that?" he asked.

    She stopped, lifted a hand, and snapped her fingers. Tom's legs moved, propelling him forward. Mina resumed her walk down the hallway, stopping at an ornate wooden door. She pointed to it and Tom grasped the handle without thinking, pulling the door open.

    "After you," she said.

    Tom stared into the inky blackness of what he assumed was her basement and then turned to Mina. "Is there a light?"

    She gestured towards the doorway and he looked back to see that the way down was now illuminated. Tom gingerly placed his foot on the first step and tensed when it creaked. Mina rested a hand on his shoulder and in an instant he was relaxed. He smiled and made his way down the stairs with her fingers resting on his shoulder the entire time.

    The pained cry rang out again as Tom reached the bottom step. He felt no fear, though. In fact, he barely registered the sound. His brain was awash in a sense of bliss that left everything around him fuzzy in the best way possible, as if there was no reason to feel anything but happy, for life was a perfect dream in that moment.

    Mina took his hand and that feeling deepened. She led Tom through the basement - which was, in fact, elegantly finished in the gothic style and appeared to be quite sizable - and stopped outside an ornate set of double wooden doors.

    Mina reached for one of the doors and Tom's hand moved towards the other. They opened them together and inside he saw a beautiful naked woman with red hair and the most wondrous milky white skin. She was on her back on a bed with sheets made of a shiny black material that enhanced the beauty of her pale skin. A naked man stood at the foot of the bed with an impressive erection gently bobbing, seemingly in time with his heart beat.

    "Please," the woman said. "Please fuck me."

    "No!" a man cried out.

    Tom hadn't the second man. He too was naked, though his cock was soft. His hands were in cuffs and lifted above his head by a chain that disappeared into the darkness, though it had to be attached to something firm as the man fought against his bondage with some vigor.

    Out of the darkness came a strap of some sort. It struck the bound man's back and he unleashed the yelp of pain that Tom had heard several times already. His legs buckled and for a moment he hung by his wrists, twisting in the air while the woman in the bed began to masturbate while ceaselessly begging for the erect man to fuck her.

    "Exquisite," Mina said softly.

    Tom turned to see her eyes were glowing yellow, that her lips had curled into a disturbing smile, that her skin appeared to be shining in a manner that baffled his fuzzy mind.

    "Please," the redhead cried out, pulling Tom's attention back to the spacious, darkly-lit room just beyond the double doors. "Take me. I'm yours. Do as you please with me!"

    The bound man cried out. The strap came down upon his flesh and he yelped in pain once more. The erect man crawled into the bed. Mina moaned next to Tom and he turned to see that she'd unbuttoned her blouse and was grasping her breast with remarkable vigor while her eyes focused intently on the woman in the bed.

    Some part of Tom understood that he was witnessing something disturbed, and yet he felt perfectly calm. Happy, even.

    A moan came from the cavernous room and Tom turned his attention back to the bed with the shiny black sheets. The man with the erection was on top of the redhead now. She writhed beneath him and moaned desperately.

    "Please, take me," she said. "Use me. Indulge in me. I'm yours. I'm all yours."

    The man with the erection looked towards Mina and Tom turned to see her nod. His head whipped back towards the bed and he watched the man's erect cock slide into the redhead. She spread her arms wide and arched her back as the cock entered her. The bound man cried out in agony, though he hadn't been punished. Tom suspected that the bound man loved the woman in the bed and that he was witnessing something far more painful than the punishment that had caused the yelps of pain.

    Mina gripped Tom's hand tighter and he turned his attention back to the redhead, who was clearly in a state of ecstasy. She writhed beneath the man fucking her, her head rolling from side to side as her arms remained spread wide.

    "Please...take me," she said. "I'm yours!"

    "No!" the bound man cried out.

    The strap came down on his back half a dozen times. His screams filled the room before he went silent. Tom felt perfectly calm, though. Strangely so, in fact.

    The redheaded woman seemed on the verge of an orgasm, as did the man inside her. He lowered himself onto her body. He turned his head and Tom was certain he caught a glimpse of something that couldn't be, as it appeared as though the man had sprouted a pair of fangs.

    "Take her!" Mina cried out.

    The man fucking the redhead reared back for a moment and then his head plunged towards her neck. The ornate double doors slammed shut just before he reached her milky white skin. Wild moans of pleasure rang out as if the redhead was in the midst of the most breathtaking orgasm of her life.

    "Come," Mina said.

    They turned and walked away, the sounds of pleasure fading until Tom could hear only his breathing. Mina ascended the stairs first, though she held Tom's hand the entire time. The basement door shut behind him as he stepped into the hallway and Mina turned to face him.

    "What did you see down there?" she asked.

    Tom opened his mouth, but no answer came. He was dumbfounded. "I...I can't remember."

    Mina smiled. "And how do you feel?"

    That answer came without hesitation. "I feel incredible. Better than I've ever felt."

    Mina reached up and caressed his face. Tom's eyelids fluttered and a sudden and deep sense of relaxation washed over him.

    "Remember that feeling, Tom, and remember that I'm the one that makes you feel that way."

    "I will," he answered softly.

    Her hand fell to her side and Tom's eyes snapped open. Mina was smiling at him and he felt a rush of warmth and affection for her, though he wasn't sure why. He wasn't sure how he'd gotten to where they were standing, either, though Tom felt no confusion, especially when Mina took his hand and led him down the hallway and out of the house. They walked past his car and towards the massive garage. The door opened - seemingly without prompting - and Tom smiled at the wealth of Halloween decorations that waited inside.

    "On that bench on the left you'll find the basic layout for the yard decorations that I'd like you to adhere to," Mina instructed. "You can take artistic license here and there, of course, but I have a plan and I'd like you to stick to it for the most part. The servant's quarters out back are filled with even more decorations, so if you can't find what you need in here, please check there before you come and see me."

    "Of course."

    She released his hand and Tom felt a sudden and almost overwhelming desire to feel her touch once more. He stopped himself from grabbing her hand and instead resolved to work as hard as possible to impress her, to show her that he was worthy of spending more time in her presence.

    ---

    "Wake up, Tom."

    The voice was soft and ethereal as Tom stirred in bed.

    "Wake up, Tom."

    The voice sounded familiar as it echoed in his head. Tom's eyes opened and his head turned towards the large bay window that was the centerpiece of the master bedroom. The curtains were open despite the fact that Tom had closed them before he and Lucy had made love that night.

    He pulled the covers aside and ambled towards the window to close the curtains. The moon seemed brighter than it should have been and Tom peered out to see that it was full. That wasn't right, though. It had been only a sliver earlier that night.

    A figure rose up and floated in front of the window. Tom covered his mouth to stifle a scream of surprise. He looked towards the bed to see that it was empty and he wondered where Lucy had gone.

    "Open the window, Tom."

    He turned to see that the figure outside was, in fact, Mina. She wore a white silk nightgown and the cold air had clearly rendered her nipples hard as they poked through the delicate material.

    "Open the window," her voice echoed in his head.

    Tom lifted the window and Mina floated towards the house. She reached out and he took her hand. In an instant he was outside and floating next to her.

    "What is this?" he asked.

    Mina smiled and they floated high into the cold night air. The neighborhood shifted below him, houses and immaculate yards flashing by. Tom should have been afraid, but instead he felt perfectly calm. Happy, even.

    Eventually the world slowed beneath them and they dropped down until they were floating outside the bedroom of an unfamiliar – though quite grand – home. Through the windows Tom saw a couple having sex. He looked away instinctively and saw Mina smiling at him.

    "Poor Tom," she said softly, her words gently echoing in his head. "He looks, but he doesn't see."

    Tom turned back to the window and peered into the bedroom. The woman was on top with her head tilted towards the ceiling as she moved her hips back and forth at a slow, sensual pace. The look of ecstasy on her face was matched by the man beneath her. They were clearly having sex and it appeared to be exceptional.

    "Look closer," Mina whispered.

    They rushed towards the window until Tom's face was nearly pressed against it. He recognized the man in the bed as his former boss, though he'd never seen him looking quite so happy. Tom turned his attention to the woman and his chest tightened. It was Lucy.

    "What is this?" he asked of Mina.

    "This is the truth."

    She floated behind him. Her lips caressed the back of his neck. The tightness in his chest floated away and suddenly the sight of his wife having sex with his former boss seemed quite pleasing.

    "The truth doesn't have to be painful," Mina whispered. "The truth can set you free, Tom."

    Suddenly Tom could hear what was unfolding in the bedroom. His wife's moans echoed in his head. Beautiful, soft, sensual moans of pleasure. His boss offered a low groan every now and then. He heard the distinct wetness of Lucy's pussy as she ground her clit into his boss's pelvis, generating wave after wave of pleasure through blissful friction.

    "You feel so good inside me, Ben," she said.

    He reached up and took her breasts in his hands, focusing Tom's attention entirely on the sight of another man gently massaging the flesh that he'd showered in so much affection over the years.

    Lucy placed her hands over Ben's. She arched her back deeper. She opened her mouth and fully tilted her head towards the ceiling. She cried out and Tom watched his wife have an orgasm with another man's cock inside her.

    Mina's hand slipped into Tom's underwear as her lips brushed against the back of his neck while they floated far above the ground and peered into the second floor window.

    "It feels good to watch her cum on someone else's cock, doesn't it Tom?" she whispered.

    "Yes."

    His underwear floated to the ground and Mina wrapped her fingers around his erect shaft. She stroked him slowly as Lucy climbed off of her lover's cock and moved to her hands and knees in his bed. Ben got behind her, rubbed the head of his dick over her pussy lips, and slowly filled her as Lucy's lips parted to unleash a low moan that echoed in Tom's head.

    "She lets him fuck her doggystyle," Mina said. "Does she let you fuck her doggystyle, Tom?"

    "No."

    He should have felt distressed, angered, annoyed. He felt none of those things, though. Instead, it was only the purest pleasure that coursed through Tom's body as he watched another man fuck his wife from behind.

    "Pull my hair," Lucy pleaded. "Pull my hair and spank me!"

    Ben obliged with a smile. He grabbed a tight fistful of her hair and pulled back as Lucy's arms extended and her back arched. Ben delivered a series of aggressive slaps on her ass, causing her flesh to ripple beautifully each time he struck it. Lucy moaned louder as if she was thoroughly enjoying being fucked in that manner.

    "Cum in me," Lucy cried out. "Fuck...Ben...cum in my pussy!"

    Mina tightened her grip on Tom's cock as he watched his wife have sex with another man.

    "Her pleasure is beautiful, isn't it?" Mina whispered.

    "It's perfect."

    Tom felt her lips against his neck. They parted and she sucked on his flesh as he neared his orgasm while Ben and Lucy appeared to be nearing their climaxes.

    "Cum in me!" Lucy cried out.

    Tom reached the heights of sexual bliss that occurred moments before an orgasm. Mina stopped sucking on his neck for a moment and then he felt a sharp pain in two spots as something dug into neck. He came while Ben emptied himself into Lucy's pussy. An overwhelming lightheadedness followed and Tom's eyes closed as he suddenly felt like he was falling to the ground while something hot and wet poured from his neck.

    ---

    Tom shot up in bed with a start. The room was dark. The bay window curtains were closed. His head whipped towards Lucy's side of the bed and he saw her sleeping soundly under the covers.

    "What the fuck?" he whispered, though it took some effort to keep his voice quiet.

    Tom slid out of bed and ambled towards the bathroom. He pulled off his sweat-soaked t-shirt and tossed it aside before splashing his face with cold water.

    "What the fuck," he said once more while staring at himself in the mirror.

    Tom turned his head and rubbed his neck where he'd felt the pain. He saw no marks, though, and Lucy was in their bed instead of having sex with his boss.

    He told himself it was just a dream. A strange dream, to be sure, but just a dream. Tom wiped his face clean and headed back to bed. Sleep claimed him quickly and was free of dreams of any kind.

    He woke feeling refreshed and Lucy kissed Tom on the cheek and handed him a coffee as he walked into the kitchen the next morning.

    "I'll bet you slept like a log after all that hard work yesterday," she said.

    He sipped the coffee - which was made exactly as he liked it - and considered the wisdom of sharing any part of his dream. Then, without any real thought, he started talking.

    "I had the strangest dream. You were having an affair with Ben, my former boss. You were in his bedroom. You were having sex with him. It was so...it was so vivid."

    Tears had sprung up in the corners of Lucy's eyes when Tom turned his attention towards his wife. He knew what it meant, and yet he couldn't bring himself to believe it.

    "Lucy?"

    She shook her head and turned away. "I'm so sorry, Tom. I'm so sorry."

    He spilled a little of his coffee before setting the mug on the counter. Imagery from the dream flooded his mind. Lucy riding Ben's cock and cumming in an overwhelming fashion. Lucy on her hands and knees as Ben pulled her hair and spanked her ass. Lucy begging him to cum inside her. Tom cumming as Mina gave him a handjob while they floated outside the window. Tom's body and mind flooded with lust driven by the sight of his wife having sex with another man.

    More words spilled from his mouth. "Did he ever...has he ever...has he ever pulled your hair and spanked your ass while fucking you from behind?"

    Lucy turned towards him with her mouth agape. "Did he say something? Did he...did he tell you about us?"

    Mina had told him. Tom wasn't sure how it was possible, but Mina had told him in a dream. What he'd seen was real, but it couldn't be real.

    "No, he didn't."

    Lucy burst into tears and rushed towards him. Tom welcomed his wife into his embrace as she sobbed with her head against his chest.

    "I'm so sorry, Tom. I love you so much. I'm so sorry!"

    Over and over Tom's mind produced the imagery of his wife cumming on Ben's cock and of Ben cumming inside her from behind. Even while Lucy sobbed in his arms it was all he could think of, right up until she stepped back, wiped the tears from her cheeks, and looked down.

    "Why are you hard?" she asked.

    Tom followed her gaze to the bulge in his boxers. He wasn't just hard. He was as hard as he'd ever been.

    "I..." he began, but no words followed. His mind was awash in confusion and Lucy seemed to share in that sensation.

    Then, in an instant, the words formed and poured forth.

    "I want to taste you, Lucy. I want to taste your pussy."

    Her expression was unreadable as she stared at Tom.

    "I need to taste you, Lucy. I need to taste the pussy that you gave to Ben over, and over, and over again. I need to taste the pussy that he satisfied in ways I can't."

    The words felt like they were coming from somewhere other than Tom's mouth, and yet he was saying them and Lucy was most certainly hearing them.

    "Please," he said. "Please let me taste your pussy. Please let me pleasure you while you think about him."

    Tom pushed away from the counter and closed the distance between them. He kissed his wife's neck and lowered her pajama pants. He picked her up and set her on the kitchen table. He pulled her panties off and pressed his face between her thighs. His tongue plunged into her pussy and a crystal clear vision of Ben fucking her from behind filled his head.

    "Oh, fuck, Tom...fuck that feels so good," Lucy said as her fingers entwined in his hair.

    Tom had always been willing to tend to his wife's pussy with his tongue, but he'd never felt great pleasure in doing so. Not until that morning, at least. His body hummed with intense arousal and it was as if Lucy's satisfaction was his own. Soon enough he had her writhing on their kitchen table and his dick was pouring a steady stream of precum into his underwear.

    With his wife on the verge of a climax, Tom stood, stripped, and crawled into the bed. He slid into Lucy and fucked her with vigor. They stared into each other's eyes and every moan she unleashed deepened his desire.

    A question appeared in Tom's mind. The words spilled forth. "Has he ever fucked you in our home?"

    She nodded.

    "Our bed?"

    She nodded again. "He liked fucking me in our home. In our bed. He liked knowing that he'd fucked me and cum inside me on the couch we'd watch TV on, in the bed with slept in...on the kitchen table where we ate breakfast."

    Tom fucked her harder. He fucked his wife with wild abandon and they came together. His body shook from the intensity of his orgasm and Lucy wrapped her arms and legs around him to ensure he didn't roll off the table.

    Exhaustion washed over Tom as the intense pleasure of his orgasm slowly receded. He figured anger at his wife's betrayal would follow in the wake of his climax, but instead he felt a remarkable sense of warmth and happiness.

    "I wish we could spend the day together," he said. "I wish I could hold you forever. I wish I could make love to you a dozen times today."

    They shared a long, slow, deep kiss.

    "Only two more days before the weekend. You can hold me all day Saturday and Sunday," she replied.

    "That would be amazing."

    "We could have lunch together today," Lucy suggested. "Or I could bring you lunch. The mansion sounds impressive and I wouldn't mind seeing it up close if you think that the owner wouldn't mind."

    "I'm sure she wouldn't mind at all. That sounds like a perfect plan, in fact."

    It was a perfect plan. It just happened to be Mina's plan and so far it was being executed to perfection.

  
    She Feeds - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Mina's hold over Tom and Lucy has deepened, though they can't explain the sudden changes in their approach to sexual desire. They simply know that they've changed, that they're both overwhelmingly interested in the pursuit of pleasure and in Lucy's pleasure in particular. The result of that is a lovely interplay between them when she arrives home from her evening tryst with Tom's ex-boss, Ben.
    

    ---

    The sun was well on its way to the horizon as Tom stepped back and admired the massive sculpture - of a sort - he'd just erected on the lawn on the McKinley estate. It rose fifteen feet into the air and struck Tom as a mixture of a skeleton and scarecrow with long fingers, bony arms, and a frightening grin on its face. It was motion-activated, too, so when someone walked by it would light up, let out a shriek, and move its arms. Tom had surrounded the creature with hay bales upon which he'd placed intricately carved pumpkins, each of which would have a candle flickering in it on Halloween.

    Amazingly, he wasn't nearly finished with the decorations, for the lawn would hold several more sizable creatures and there were dozens more hay bales to be placed, more pumpkins to set upon them, and a whole host of realistic-looking headstones to be placed in the grass in the hope of creating a creepy graveyard that would be made even creepier on Halloween with the aid of multiple smoke machines.

    Tom was nearly finished for the day, though. He needed only to plug in the creature he'd set up and ensure that the lights and motion worked as intended. As he strolled towards the house to activate the creature, Mina stepped out of the front door.

    She looked beautiful, as always, though on this particular evening she struck Tom as especially radiant.

    "I fear a week won't be long enough to put up all my decorations," she noted while surveying the lawn and the house. "I'd like you to work this weekend, Tom. I'll pay double your rate for the inconvenience."

    He nodded. "Thank you. I appreciate that. I'll be happy to work this weekend, and to be honest, you don't have to double my rates. I signed up for a job and I intend to finish it."

    "I'll pay double your rate over the weekend. It's only right. I'm sure you had plans with your dearest Lucy."

    Tom thought of his wife, who'd just an hour ago confirmed that she intended on meeting Ben - her lover and Tom's ex-boss - for an evening of torrid sex. What had been an affair had become a source of pleasure for Tom and he'd happily affirmed that he still wanted Lucy to couple with her boss.

    "Well, we were going to spend the weekend together, but we hadn't made any solid plans so I won't have to cancel anything."

    Mina reached out and for a moment her fingers rested against Tom's forearm. His body relaxed as she touched him and he felt a surprising sense of warmth between his legs. An image of Lucy naked and on her hands and knees in Ben's bed popped into Tom's head. The warmth between his legs shifted to desire and blood surged to his loins.

    Mina stepped closer and Tom felt her breath on his neck before she whispered, "It's very good that you're supportive of your wife's pursuit of pleasure, Tom. So many husbands fail to offer that kind of support. I've seen it too many times. These men don't realize just how important it is to put their wife's needs first. They don't realize just how pleasurable it can be to give her the freedom to pursue her satisfaction by any means necessary."

    Her lips were soft as they kissed his neck and Tom's eyes closed. The imagery that had flashed through his mind now played like a movie. Ben's hands were on Lucy's hips as she pushed back to meet his thrusts. Tom could hear the sound of his ex-boss's cock sliding in and out of Lucy's pussy. He could hear her moans. It was like he was in the room and the arousal that followed left him with a painfully throbbing erection.

    "What will you do while she's with him?" Mina asked.

    Tom wondered how Mina could possibly know that his wife would be having sex with another man that night, but the question seemed unimportant and it drifted away as she caressed his arm and kissed his neck softly.

    "I'll go home. I'll wait for her to come back to me," he replied in a dreamlike voice.

    "That's good, Tom. And if I were to invite your wife to have lunch with me tomorrow, would you object?"

    He shook his head. "No, of course not."

    Mina's hand caressed the bulge in his pants. "And if I were to offer your wife a chance to experience the most intense pleasure of her life, would you object, Tom?"

    "I...I don't think so. What...what kind of pleasure?"

    "Mmm, the kind that only I can provide. The kind that feels far better than a simple orgasm. The kind that will take her to another plane of existence, that will show her a whole new world of satisfaction."

    An image of a redheaded woman writhing in a bed popped into Tom's mind. He saw a man on top of her. He saw that man's cock inside her. He saw that man lean down to kiss her neck. He saw - and heard - the redhead unleash a series of wild, animalistic moans as she seemed to climax in a manner Tom had never witnessed before, though something about the imagery in his head felt deeply familiar.

    "Your dearest Lucy deserves to feel that kind of pleasure, doesn't she, Tom? She deserves to feel what that beautiful young woman in your mind felt, doesn't she?"

    Tom nodded and felt a powerful desire to help his wife experience that pleasure, for he felt certain that it's precisely what Lucy wanted. "Yes, she deserves that. She does."

    "I can give her that, Tom, and I will offer it to her after lunch tomorrow."

    Mina stepped away and Tom's mind felt foggy. The sun had set fully and he shook his head as if doing so would help him remember what had transpired over the last handful of minutes that seemed to have disappeared.

    "Good work today, Tom. I'll see you tomorrow morning."

    Mina stepped into the breathtaking gothic mansion and Tom turned on the power to the creature he'd set up. It came to life and he rushed over to check the motion sensors. They worked like a charm and he chuckled at the idea of trick-or-treaters getting a fright as they strolled up the driveway in search of candy from the most beautiful house in town.

    Tom then turned off the power, gathered his things, and headed home with thoughts of his wife - and her pleasure - dominating his mind.

    ---

    Tom had two cocktails waiting - at Lucy's request - when she returned from her evening with Ben.

    He greeted her at the door and was surprised to see her in a black overcoat and a pair of heels. She stepped inside, spun away from him, loosened the strap that kept her coat shut, and looked over her shoulder to silently indicate that Tom should be a gentleman and take the coat.

    He did so and was delighted to find his wife dressed a form fitting black lace bodysuit with garters attached to a pair of seamed stockings. He hung her coat and when he returned from the closet she was already in the living room sipping her cocktail.

    "I like this version of you," he said.

    "What version is that?"

    "Confident. Beautiful. Satisfied. Eager to please, perhaps."

    Lucy sipped her cocktail. "Oh, I'm very eager to please."

    Her tone sent a shiver of pleasure through Tom's body as he joined his wife on the couch and clinked his cocktail glass against hers. "And who is it you're eager to please?"

    Lucy smiled, leaned in, and kissed him softly on the neck. Her lips were cold from the drink and it made the kiss all the more erotic. "Why don't you guess, my love."

    He expected Lucy would lean back, but instead she continued kissing his neck, doing so in a spectacularly sexy manner as she alternated between using her tongue and lips. She sucked on his neck a little, too, and Tom felt a foggy memory trying to break free from the recesses of his mind. It never did, but a wealth of pleasure came with that foggy memory.

    "It's Ben," Tom said. "He's the one you're eager to please."

    "And why would that be, my love?"

    Tom couldn't believe how hard his cock was. "Because he pleases you and he does it like almost no one ever has."

    Lucy moaned softly. "I came so hard tonight. I came so hard and so many times that I lost count."

    "That's so hot to me, Lucy."

    "Mmm, I know it is, and I love that you feel that way, Tom."

    Her lips continued their journey over his neck and Tom found himself falling deeper into his arousal.

    "Tell me, my love," she whispered, "do you think my eagerness to please should extend to you?"

    "No."

    Lucy moaned. "And why is that?"

    "Because it should be the other way around. I should be eager to please you. I should do what I can to make sure that you feel the kind of pleasure you want to feel, the kind of pleasure that I can't...that I can't make you feel."

    "I was thinking the same thing."

    Tom turned his head and Lucy kissed him. She tasted of alcohol and when she moaned into his mouth he happily did the same for his arousal had reached a fever pitch.

    "How did you and Ben...how did it happen? How did it start?" he asked.

    "Are you sure you want to know?"

    Tom considered the potential pain of exploring his wife's infidelity, but it wasn't a masochistic desire that drove him to ask the question. It was something far more erotic, and while he didn't entirely understand it, Tom had suddenly developed an affection for his wife experiencing sexual satisfaction with other people.

    "Yes, I want to know."

    "It started at the company Christmas party last year. We didn't sneak away or anything, but we spent a fair amount of time talking and flirting and a few days later I got a text from him asking if he could take me to lunch. I knew what he wanted, what that lunch would lead to, but I said yes. I put on a pretty dress and a great pair of heels and I wore my best bra and panty set. We went to lunch and then we went back to his place and I let him have me for the first time. Well, actually, I let him have me twice that afternoon, mostly because the first time was so good."

    Lucy closed her eyes and a hand drifted between her legs. She rubbed her pussy through the lace of her bodysuit and Tom watched as he fully absorbed the notion that his wife had been fucking his boss - now ex-boss - for nearly ten months.

    "When he was inside me that day, I kept thinking that I hadn't been fucked like that in years and that maybe I'd never been fucked like that. I thought maybe it was just because it was the first time, but he kept fucking me like that. It felt that good every time I was with him. There's just something about him, Tom. I don't know what it is. He just knows how to make me cum like no man has ever made me cum."

    Tom set his drink on the coffee table and shifted his body to lie between his wife's legs. He kissed her thighs as she rubbed herself through her bodysuit and when Lucy pulled her fingers away Tom's mouth took their place.

    "He came in me tonight," she said. "Three times."

    Tom didn't care that he was going to taste his ex-boss's cum if he licked his wife's pussy. He didn't care at all. He wanted to please her. He wanted to tend to her desires. He wanted to show her that he was interested in giving her pleasure, in facilitating her pleasure, that he wasn't driven entirely by his own need for sexual satisfaction.

    "Mmm, Tom, my love, that feels so good."

    He pressed his tongue against her lace-clad pussy and licked with strength, stimulating her clit through the thin material and eliciting a moan.

    "How often did you see him when it first started?" he asked.

    She leaned back and Tom noted how beautiful her breasts looked in the bodysuit.

    "Two or three times a week. Sometimes more. There were weeks where I was out of my mind with desire for him, where I would text him constantly asking to see him, where I would come pretty close to begging him to fuck me, to make me cum like only he could make me cum."

    "Like your husband couldn't make you cum?"

    Lucy moaned loudly. "That's exactly right, my love. I begged him to fuck me because he made me cum in ways you can't." She grabbed a handful of Tom's hair. "You could never satisfy me the way he does, Tom. Never."

    Then, to Tom's surprise, his wife climaxed as he licked her through the bodysuit. She seemed to climax rather hard, too, and he delighted in his ability to pleasure her in that very particular way.

    Lucy gently pushed him from between her legs as she came down from her orgasm and Tom sat up, grabbed his drink, and settled onto the other end of the couch as he studied his wife in her post-orgasmic state.

    "Does it bother you that I'm turned on by you fucking another man?" he asked.

    She opened her eyes and smiled. "It was unexpected, to be certain. There were times when I felt awful for fucking Ben, but the...well, the allure of orgasms like that always brought me back to him."

    Lucy sipped her drink and considered him from the other end of the couch. Tom felt a little self-conscious as she stared in silence for quite some time, but he held her gaze.

    "Perhaps this isn't fair, but I do see you differently now. I think I like this version of you even better than the one that was perhaps pretending to be a man like Ben. I don't think you're a man like Ben. I think you're meant to follow a man like Ben, to work under him, to earn your salary essentially doing his bidding. You're not the kind of man that could usurp him, that could push him out of his job due to sheer excellence. You are, though, my husband and I love you dearly, even if you can't quite provide me with everything I need."

    Tom finished his drink, set the glass down, and removed his wife's heels so he could rub her feet. She closed her eyes and moaned as he seemingly offered yet another version of a very particular kind of pleasure.

    "You're the kind of man who should give his wife a foot rub every night," she said. "Ben is the kind of man who could rightfully expect to get his cock sucked by his wife - should he ever marry - every night and who might never rub her feet. Why would he when he could simply pay for her to get a massage from a professional if she so desired it."

    "Do you ever suck his cock?"

    Lucy smiled at him. "Of course I do. I swallow his cum, too."

    Tom's body vibrated with arousal, in part due to what his wife said, in part due to his imagination running wild, and in part to the way she looked at him after having said it. It was like she was challenging him, like she wanted him to argue that she shouldn't be showing her affection for Ben in that way. Tom wasn't about to argue that, though, for Lucy was almost certainly right that a man like Ben expected to get his cock sucked by the woman he was with.

    "I like sucking his cock, you know," she said. "There's something about giving head to a man like him that feels really fucking good. Blowjobs are funny that way. With some men it can feel like a chore and with other men - men like Ben - it can feel like a pleasure. In his case, it makes me feel sexy and powerful to have him in my mouth, to pleasure him, to bring him to edge of an orgasm before backing off, to drive him wild, to make him tremble with pleasure before I take his load in my mouth and swallow every drop of it like a good girl."

    "Jesus Christ, Lucy. You're so fucking hot."

    She laughed and downed the rest of her drink. She set the glass on the coffee table.

    "Would you like another?" Tom asked.

    "No, thank you, my love."

    Tom continued to rub her feet as Lucy stared at him. "What?" he asked after a few minutes of silence.

    "I'm trying to decide if I should let you fuck me or not," she said. "I assume you want to enjoy my pussy."

    "I do. Very much so."

    "It's funny...just a few days ago I told you that we could spend all weekend holding each other and making love. Now, for reasons I don't fully understand, I feel like that wouldn't happen even if you weren't working. I feel like you'd spend the weekend rubbing my feet, sucking my toes, massaging my legs and body, cleaning our house, and tending to me after I've given myself to Ben for as long as he desires me."

    Lucy looked confused for a few moments.

    "I wouldn't have thought I'd want that, if I'm being honest, but I find myself eager to pursue my pleasure and it strikes me that you'd actually find it even more arousing to be made to support me in that quest."

    "I would."

    Lucy leaned back and closed her eyes as Tom rubbed her feet and legs through the stockings. He did so delicately to avoid causing a run in the nylon, but even his delicate touch seemed to thrill her.

    "And what of my attraction to Mina?" Lucy asked.

    "What?"

    She opened her eyes. "I'm attracted to her, Tom. I find her endlessly alluring and I'm fairly certain that she's attracted to me. Sometimes I can hear her voice in my head, whispering into my ear about...well, I can't quite remember what now, but I always feel such intense desire after I’ve had those…I don’t know, daydreams of her whispering to me."

    Fragments of memories danced through Tom's head. He saw a redhead. He saw Mina. He saw his wife. He saw Mina kissing Lucy's neck. He saw a man in bed with the redhead. The full memories seemed to be in his head, and yet he couldn't pull them together into something that made sense, like that part of his brain had been scrambled.

    "Have you ever been with a woman before?" Tom asked.

    "No, and yet I find myself thinking of Mina with remarkable frequency. I've dreamt of her most nights since we met. It's remarkable."

    "It is. You should do what pleases you, though. That's what I want for you, Lucy. Truly."

    "I'd like to cum again, Tom," she said. "I'd like you to use your tongue."

    He shifted between her legs. She pulled aside the lace that covered her pussy. He plunged his tongue inside her and tasted a purer version of his ex-boss's cum.

    Tom closed his eyes and visions of Mina and Lucy filled his head. It was clearer. There was a redhead bound to the bed. There was a man inside her. He was kissing her neck. She was moaning wildly. Lucy was watching with Mina kissing her neck. Lucy was cumming in a manner Tom was certain she'd never cum before. Mina was whispering to Lucy about making her feel the things the woman in the bed was feeling.

    Lucy came and more of Ben's cum dripped out of her. Tom consumed it and the imagery in his mind faded into blurriness, leaving only an intriguing kind of arousal in its wake.

    "Thank you, my love," Lucy said.

    "It was my pleasure."

    She sat up on her elbows and smiled. "I'd like to shower and I'd like you to shower with me. I'm going to tease you, but I've decided I'm not going to let you cum and I don't want you masturbating, either."

    "Of course. As you wish."

    That seemed to please her and Tom was rewarded with a long, slow kiss before they headed for the shower, where he would clean her, go down on her once more, and be teased with a great deal of cock stroking and dirty talk. Images of Mina and Lucy appeared randomly in his head, leaving him hoping that his wife's lunch with his new - albeit temporary - boss would lead to a further exploration of Lucy's burgeoning sexual desires.

  
    She Feels Guilty...but Not Too Guilty

    
      I feel terrible. We shouldn't be doing this anymore. We can't be doing this anymore. Jack's really struggling and I should be there for him. I'm trying to be there for him. I'm trying to be a good girlfriend. Every time he breaks down, though, I think of you. I think of you as I'm holding him while he cries. I think of you as he grieves his mother. I think of you as he talks about how hard it is to find a job in this environment.
    

    
      I can't indulge in those desires anymore, though. I just can't. I'm being a terrible girlfriend. Jack lost his mom and his job in the span of five months. He needs me to be there for him. He needs me to be strong for him. He needs me to be a good girlfriend.
    

    
      I just wish I didn't spend so much time feeling like I need you.
    

    "Are you sure you're okay if I go to this party tonight?" Shannon asked.

    Jack was curled up on the couch in a sweatshirt and sweatpants, which had become his uniform of choice in the two months since he’d lost his job. On top of that, holidays had brought up a whole new wave of grief and spending Thanksgiving with his family had only made it worse. In the two weeks since they'd returned from his parent's house Jack had barely left the apartment.

    His eyes were red as he turned to her. He'd clearly been crying. Shannon hated that she felt a touch of revulsion at the sight of her grief-stricken boyfriend. She hated that she'd seemingly depleted her reserves of empathy and that it took so much effort to offer him the comfort he needed.

    "You should go," he said.

    "You know, you could shower and put on something nice and come with me. I know most work parties aren't great, but if you remember, this party was pretty wild last year."

    Jack offered a half-hearted smile. "I remember. We had sex in the bathroom."

    Shannon smiled. "We did. You fucked me on the counter."

    His smile faded and he turned away from her. His chest heaved a few times. Shannon wasn't sure why the memory of having sex with her would trigger a brief bout of grief, but it seemed to have done so.

    "You go. Have fun."

    Shannon forced herself to go to the couch and sit with Jack for a few minutes. She held him. He cried a little. She felt his tears against her bare shoulder. One dripped down her arm. Two months ago she had little problem helping him grieve. If anything, it made her love him even more to be able to help Jack through such intense pain. That was two months ago, though, and that sensation had long since faded.

    "Are you sure you don't want to come with me? I don't mind waiting and being a little late to the party," she said.

    Jack shook his head. "I can't. Go, though. Have fun. Stay out late. I'll order takeout."

    Shannon was grateful that Jack wanted her to go. She wasn't sure she could bear another night awash in his grief. She gave him a kiss on the cheek, grabbed her handbag from the coffee table, and ordered an Uber. A few minutes later she climbed into the backseat of the compact sedan, greeted the driver, and pulled out her phone.

    
      I'm a terrible girlfriend. Jack refused to come to the party. I got all dressed up and he couldn't bother to change out of his sweats. I held him a little right before leaving. He cried. I thought of you the whole time. I'm the worst. I shouldn't be thinking of you as my boyfriend is awash in grief.
    

    
      Last year, Jack fucked me at the company party. We snuck off to the bathroom. He put me on the counter. He ate my pussy. He slid his cock inside me. He fucked me and we both came. His cum was dripping out of me for the rest of the night. It was so hot.
    

    
      Now it's a year later and I've turned into the worst girlfriend in the world because all I could think about was you fucking me in the bathroom. All I could think about was your cum dripping out of me all night. All I could think about was how good it feels to get fucked by a man like you.
    

    The car pulled up to the bar and Shannon saw Leo standing outside with two glasses in his hand. She couldn't help but smile.

    She thanked the driver and got out. Leo whistled as his eyes roamed over her body and Shannon struck a pose before striding towards him with a delightful tingling sensation between her legs.

    "You look stunning," he said before offering one of the glasses he held. "I took the liberty of procuring you a heavily spiked egg nog."

    Shannon took the glass and sipped the drink. It was heavy on the Southern Comfort. "It's exactly what I needed. Thank you, Leo. You're more thoughtful than you get credit for."

    They both sipped their drinks and he gestured towards the bar their company had rented out for the night. "Shall we go inside?"

    Shannon looked at the bar and then at the man she'd been fucking behind her boyfriend's back for the past month and a half. "You live nearby, don't you?"

    He nodded.

    "Let's go back to your place."

    "Are you sure?"

    Shannon nodded and downed half the egg nog, in part because she wasn't actually sure about her decision and she figured a little liquid courage would make it easier to surrender to her desires without any of the guilt.

    Leo took her glass and stepped into the bar for a moment. He returned empty-handed and they set off down the street. Two blocks later they were stepping into his apartment building.

    The moment the elevator doors shut, Shannon pressed her body against his and kissed Leo. She tasted the Southern Comfort on his tongue. She felt his cock get hard. She stroked him through his slacks as he pulled up the back of her dress and squeezed her ass.

    "I need you so badly, Leo," she whispered. "I need you to fuck me hard. I need you to bend me over and fuck me hard."

    The elevator stopped at his floor and Leo took her hand and led her down the hallway. He fumbled with his keys while she stroked him through his pants. He finally got the door open and they rushed inside as he dropped his keys on the hardwood floor.

    Shannon tugged at his zipper and reached into his pants to free his cock. He led her towards the living room and moved behind her. Leo bent her over the couch, flipped her dress up around her waist, and pulled her panties aside.

    "Fuck me, Leo," she said. "Fuck me hard. Please, fuck me hard."

    He rubbed the head of his dick over her pussy lips, getting it wet with the copious juices that flowed out of her. He filled her slowly and Shannon moaned as her body relaxed into the intense pleasure of having him inside her.

    He ran a hand up her back and grabbed her shoulder. His cock bottomed out in her pussy and he slowly pulled out. He buried it inside her again and Shannon closed her eyes and smiled.

    Her affair with Leo was pure stress relief. They never made love. They always fucked. She most enjoyed being taken from behind. She liked that he fucked her hard, that he usually pounded her with incredible vigor. She liked that he was an alpha male and that he fucked like one. She liked that he'd fuck her even harder as he was about to cum, that his body would tense up, that he would release all manner of grunts and groans while emptying his balls inside her. She liked that he was the complete opposite of what Jack had turned into over the past handful of months.

    "Is this what you needed?" Leo asked.

    "Yes!"

    Leo's fingers entwined in her wavy blonde hair and he pulled back. Shannon moaned as pleasure coursed through her body. She reached down and rubbed her clit as he pounded her. His balls slapped against her pussy with every thrust.

    "Fuck...Leo...fuck me harder!"

    They never fucked for long. It was always fast and furious. It was a quick release of her tension. It was a wild romp fueled by lust and the intense, naughty pleasure that comes with cheating. The guilt would follow after Shannon came, but her pleasure was always so overwhelming in the moment that she never thought about the comedown.

    "Leo...fuck...I'm close!"

    "Where do you want my cum?" he asked, though he knew the answer. He liked hearing her say it, though, and Shannon liked saying it.

    "Cum inside me!"

    They came together. Her thighs trembled so hard she thought she might fall over. Leo grabbed her by the waist and ensured she remained upright - albeit bent over - as they finished. His cock remained deep in her pussy as he climaxed and for a handful of seconds afterwards.

    He pulled out and she pulled her panties over her pussy. She stood and turned around to see a hazy, utterly delighted smile on her face. She was certain she wore the same smile.

    Shannon looked down at his stiff cock and saw it coated with her juices and some of his cum. She dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth. She swallowed him whole, a talent she'd developed during their brief affair. For reasons she didn't understand it thrilled her to clean him with her mouth after he'd satisfied her, like it was her way of thanking him for providing such a useful service.

    "Thank you, as always," she said after sucking him cleaning and tucking him back into his pants.

    "It's my pleasure, as always," he replied.

    "We should go to the party."

    "You should probably fix your hair."

    Shannon headed for his bathroom and chuckled at the absolute mess her hair had turned into. Having a man grab a fistful of it while he pounds your pussy will do that, though, she thought to herself.

    It took a few minutes, but she restored her hair to its pre-fuck state and they headed back to the bar.

    The party was everything Shannon wanted it to be. She drank, she danced, she sang karaoke, she talked to her friends. Not once did she think about Jack and the overwhelming sense of sadness that had become a part of her daily life.

    Shannon should have gone home after the party let out a little after midnight. She didn't, though. She went to Leo's. They fucked again.

    This time they stripped. This time she gave him a long blowjob to get him excited. This time she climbed on his cock and rode him until she came. This time she rolled onto her back and told him to fuck her as hard as he could before he dumped another load inside her.

    Afterwards, Shannon got dressed and headed home. She did her best to fix her hair in the Uber as she'd forgotten to do so at Leo's place, though Jack would almost certainly be asleep by the time she got home so it didn't really matter.

    To Shannon's relief, her boyfriend was tucked into bed and sound asleep when she returned. It didn't take long for her to wake him up, though, as she was still a bit tipsy from the party and she bumped into the dresser and cried out from the pain.

    "Shannon?"

    She turned towards the bed to see Jack sitting up. "Yeah, sorry. I whacked my hip on the dresser. I'm good, though."

    He smiled. "Good party, huh?"

    Shannon nodded and reached back to unzip her dress. She struggled, though, likely thanks to the alcohol.

    "Here, let me help you with that."

    Jack got out of bed and rushed towards her. Shannon noted that he looked good in his boxer shorts and she felt a twinge of guilt for having fucked someone else twice that night.

    "Thanks," she said as Jack lowered the zipper and helped her out of the dress.

    She moved towards the closet but Jack grabbed her hips. He brushed her hair aside and kissed her neck. His lips were soft and warm and she leaned against him as guilt and unexpected desire mingled inside her.

    "I'm sorry, Shannon," he whispered.

    "You don't have to be sorry about anything, Jack."

    "I do, though. I've had such a hard time with everything that I've been a terrible boyfriend recently. I should have gotten it together for the party. I should have been there for you. I should have gone out and had fun with you. You look so...you look so beautiful tonight and it's been so long since..."

    He kissed her neck again and Shannon felt the beginnings of an erection press into her ass. Jack hadn't finished his sentence, but he was likely going to note that it had been more than a month since they'd had sex. Under normal circumstances that would have bothered her, but Shannon hadn't been suffering. Instead, she'd turned to a man that was everything Jack wasn't.

    "You don't have to apologize," she reiterated. "You're going through a terrible time. You just have to take care of yourself right now, Jack."

    Shannon turned her head and Jack surprised her with a kiss. A passionate kiss, in fact. It felt good. She'd always loved the way he kissed. She moaned as his tongue entered her mouth. She moaned a little louder as he cupped her breasts through red lace strapless bra she’d worn under her dress. She felt genuine pleasure as he slipped a hand into the bra and cupped one of her breasts.

    Shannon spun around and lowered her boyfriend's underwear. She'd had enough to drink that she wasn't really thinking straight. All that mattered was the moment. She knew that Leo's cum was still inside her and that it would be insane to fuck Jack, and yet she wanted it. She craved it.

    They kissed as she stroked his stiff dick. He pushed her dress to the floor and grabbed her ass. They moved towards the bed until the back of Jack's thighs hit the mattress and he sat.

    Shannon was ready to get on her knees for her boyfriend. She was ready to suck his cock. She was ready to get him all worked up before climbing in his lap and giving him her pussy.

    Then she saw the tears. One running down each cheek. For some reason, the grief had gripped him again.

    "I'm sorry. Shit, I'm so sorry."

    It was deeply uncharitable of her, but Shannon felt angry. Jack had every right to grieve, but he'd become a shell of his former self and he seemed completely unable to recover and she had grown increasingly impatient with his inability to make even a little progress.

    "It has been a long time," she said. "Since you satisfied me, I mean. Too long."

    Jack looked stunned, and with good reason. It was the first time Shannon had been anything other than completely supportive of his journey through grief. She'd run out of patience, though. It might have been easier for her if he'd bothered to find a job, but he was unemployed and grieving and damn near worthless to her and she'd had enough.

    "I'm sorry," he said.

    "That's not nearly good enough."

    Again he looked stunned.

    "I want an orgasm. Right now."

    Jack said nothing.

    "Get on your back in the bed."

    His cock had gone soft, but Jack backed up into the bed and laid on his back. Shannon crawled on top of him and sat across his chest. She thought of Leo fucking her, of him cumming inside her. She knew what still remained in her pussy. She knew she might very well be putting an end to her relationship. She knew she was a terrible girlfriend.

    And yet, for some reason, Shannon didn't care. She crawled forward until her pussy was over Jack's face. She reached down. She pulled aside her panties. She sat on his mouth.

    "Eat my pussy," she demanded.

    Jack's tongue parted his lips and probed her pussy. She searched for any recognition that he knew what he was tasting.

    "Deeper," she said. "Get your tongue deep in me, Jack. Taste me. Then you can suck on my clit."

    His tongue went deeper. His eyes went wide. He tasted it. He had to have tasted it. He moaned. He wriggled beneath her. Shannon sat on his face and clamped down on his torso with her feet and calves.

    "Take it," she said. "Swallow it. Eat it out of me."

    He offered a muffled protest and Shannon reached down and grabbed a tight fistful of his hair. She pulled hard and he winced. She grabbed a second fistful and began to move her pussy back and forth over his mouth.

    "You deserve this," she hissed. It was unfair and probably untrue. No man deserved what she was doing. Shannon felt righteous, though. "You've had a bad run of it, Jack, but you quit on life. You quit on me. You quit on everything. You've turned into this pathetic creature just sitting on the couch and crying all the time. You're lucky I'm still here. You're lucky I still hold you and let you cry. You're lucky I haven't left you as most women would have. I know you loved your mom, but this is pathetic. Now clean my fucking pussy and suck on my fucking clit."

    Jack stopped fighting. He did as she instructed and Shannon kept on riding his mouth. She felt an uncommon kind of pleasure as she did so. She felt it coursing through her. She tingled from head to toe in the most pleasing way imaginable.

    "Fuck...Jack...you're gonna make me cum so fucking hard!"

    Shannon came on her boyfriend's face. She came hard. She threw her head back and screamed in pleasure as she held onto his hair with both hands. She heard him groan in pain, but she didn't give a fuck.

    When she was finished, Shannon climbed off his face. She laughed at the mess of cum and pussy juices she'd left behind.

    Shannon backed out of the bed and headed for the bathroom.

    "Wait," Jack said.

    He was sitting up when she turned back to him.

    "Shannon, please don't leave me."

    She looked at him, but she didn't say a word.

    "I'm sorry. You're right that I gave up. You're right that I gave up on you, on us, on life. I'll get it together. I love you."

    Shannon crossed her arms. "I love you too. Or I love the version of you that I used to be with. I'm not saying you need to suddenly be the old you, Jack, but it needs to feel like you're actually trying to live your life. Grief is a motherfucker and I know that, but you need to get a job. You need to join a support group. You need to get out there. You need to start living your life again or I'm going to leave you."

    "How long have you been fucking someone else?"

    She smiled. "A few months."

    "Will you stop?"

    Shannon shook her head. "No, I won't. Not until you get your shit together. Get a job. Join a support group. Get a therapist. Get your life back on track. Until then, I'm going to keep fucking Leo. Now, though, I'm also going to sit on your face every time he fucks me and you're going to lick his load out of me until you get your shit together. Do you understand?"

    To her surprise, Shannon's body hummed with desire. She'd never been so confrontational with anyone in her life and it felt good.

    "Do you understand, Jack?"

    "Yes," he said softly.

    "You know what, get on your back," she demanded. Jack hesitated. "Right now!"

    He got on his back. She strode towards the bed and straddled his face again.

    "I'm going to ride your face again right now. I'm sure some of his cum is still inside me. You're going to lick it out of me while I use you like a dildo to cum. You can jerk off while I do it if you want. If you get any cum on me, though, you're licking it up."

    She didn't give him a chance to respond. Instead, she sat on his face and took it for a ride while Jack masturbated. He did end up getting a little bit of cum on her leg and she made him lick it up, as promised.

    Afterwards, Shannon took a shower. Halfway through her hand drifted between her legs and she masturbated to another orgasm while thinking of Leo and Jack and the fun she was going to have in the coming months.

  
    She Finally Became a Hotwife

    It happened while she was away on a business trip. You’d given her a green light months ago, but she wasn’t planning on doing anything. She couldn’t quite wrap her mind around the idea of fucking another man while being married to you.

    Then she met him. They did a little flirting in the bar on the first night of her trip. She wanted to unwind after a day of long, frustrating meetings and she ordered a cocktail. He sat next to her. They talked. They laughed. They developed a connection.

    It happened again the next night and the night after that. They connected. She thought about him during the day. He was on her mind during the meetings.

    On the last night of her trip your wife decided to take advantage of her freedom.

    She had a drink with her new friend. They made their way to a quiet corner of the hotel bar. After a few sips of her drink she stood up and sat across his lap.

    “I want you,” she said. “I hope I’m not wrong. I hope you want me too.”

    “I do,” he answered.

    They shared a kiss as his hands moved over the soft skin of her legs. Your wife’s desire came alive. She wanted this man. She needed this man. She craved him.

    “Let’s go to my room,” she said.

    They stripped each other as they kissed. After a week of flirting there wasn’t much need for foreplay. Your wife was soaked with desire for him. His cock was hard for her.

    She fell onto her back in the king size bed. He moved between her legs. They kissed as she reached down and took him inside her.

    She bit her lip and groaned as another man filled her. They kissed. Their tongues danced as her hands moved to his ass and pulled him deep into her pussy.

    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me.”

    He filled here married pussy. He made her into a hotwife. He made you into a cuckold. He satisfied her in a way she hadn’t been satisfied in years.

    Your wife came in missionary. She came hard with him inside her. She wrapped her legs around the man fucking her pussy and moaned for him. He slowed his thrusts as her body twitched with pleasure.

    Your wife smiled and kissed him sensually. She sucked on his tongue and caressed his face. “That was incredible,” she said.

    She moved to her hands and knees and smiled at him. “Take me from behind,” she said.

    He slipped inside her and leaned forward to kiss her neck. His hand found her breasts and played with them. His fingers teased her nipples. She moaned as he filled her from behind. She moaned as a new cock slid in and out of her pussy while her husband was thousands of miles away. She moaned as she became a hotwife.

    They kissed as she took cock on her hands and knees. They filled her hotel room with sensual moans. He fucked her harder. His orgasm was approaching.

    Your wife’s body filled with excitement. She was about to make another man cum. She was about to complete her journey to being a hotwife.

    He groaned. He pushed inside her. He came. He made her a hotwife. He made you a cuckold.

    Afterwards, they cuddled in her hotel bed. “Will you stay the night?” she asked.

    “I’d love to,” he said.

    Her fingers moved between his legs. She played with his cock. “Good. I want more of this,” she said.

    She’s a hotwife now. You’re a cuckold now. Enjoy it.

  
    She Finally Cuckolds You...and You Love It

    After so much fantasizing and fun between you and your wife, the day has finally arrived. You’re going to watch her play with someone else. You’re finally going to be cuckolded. You’ve seen them kiss before when you met for a drink to make sure he was safe and sane. Even that little taste of cuckolding was incredible and now they’re going to go all the way while you watch.

    There’s no reason to waste time. Things get hot and heavy from the moment he sits down. Your wife is just as into this as you are. Ever since she shared a kiss with him she’s been burning with desire. She needs to feel his hands all over her. She needs to feel his tongue in her mouth. She needs to feel his erection pressing into her.

    Your cock is stiff as you watch them play, but it’s when he pushes his hand into her panties that you first start to play with yourself. It’s the first time it feels like this thing is absolutely going to happen. When you hear your wife moan into his mouth as he plays with her clit you know that things are going to get hot and heavy between them.

    She moans as he sucks on her nipples and plays with her ass. She runs her hands through his hair and tells him how good it feels. She tells him how wet she is. You know she’s talking to you too. She wants you to know that another man is making her wet with desire. She wants you to know that she desperately desires this man’s cock.

    You pull your cock out when she falls to her knees in front of him. You can’t wait any longer. You need to masturbate. You watch in awe as your wife eagerly sucks another man’s cock. You listen to him moan as she blows him. You know exactly how good it feels when she does that with her exceptionally talented mouth.

    For the first time you feel some of that jealousy and anxiety that you’ve read about online. You know it happens to almost every cuckold. Now you understand it.

    Your wife’s eyes are closed and she’s moaning as she gives someone else an incredible blowjob. She’s completely lost in pleasuring him. She knows you’re there and watching, but for the moment his big dick is the only thing she can think about. Of course you’re going to be jealous. You’re still rock hard, though.

    “Do you like watching, baby?” she says as her fingers stroking his stiff shaft.

    “Yes, baby,” you say.

    “Yeah? It turns you on to see me sucking someone else’s cock?” she asks.

    “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” you answer.

    Now she’s putting on a show for you. She swallows his cock over and over and he plays along by grabbing her hair and fucking that pretty face of hers. You can see her lust. You can see her desire to pleasure this man and to drive you absolutely wild with desire while she does it.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says when she pulls her eager mouth off his stiff cock.

    You watch as she spreads her legs and her new lover moves between them. He guides his cock between her pussy lips and inside her. She spreads her legs wide and moans as she feels another man’s cock in her cunt for the first time since you started dating.

    “Oh my God,” she says. “He feels so good.”

    She reaches back and grabs your hand. She flashes that big beautiful smile to let you know how much fun she’s having.

    “Do you like watching him fuck me?” she says through lusty moans.

    “Yes,” you say while working your hand up and down your stiff dick.

    The sound of his cock pounding into her pussy mixes with your wife’s moans beautifully. It’s a lusty symphony that you’re privileged to be able to listen to.

    He fucks her harder. She moans louder. His fingers move between her legs and he plays with your wife’s clit.

    “He’s gonna make me cum,” your wife announces as she holds your hand tighter. “Oh my God, I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    You just watched another man give your wife an orgasm. You watched his big cock and skillful fingers bring her to a beautiful climax. Your dick has never been stiffer.

    There’s so much more for you to enjoy, though. Your hotwife wants to put on a show for you. She wants her cuckold husband to have a damn good time watching her get fucked by someone else.

    That’s why she spins around and ride him in reverse cowgirl. Now you have a truly perfect view of his big cock filling her pussy. It’s the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen.

    She’s giving him everything. His bare cock gets to fuck up into your wife’s wet cunt for as long as he wants.

    “That’s it, baby,” she says. “Stroke your cock while he fucks me. Use your hand while he uses my pussy.”

    You love that. You love that little bit of dirty talk that calls attention to the fact that someone else is fucking your wife while you’re masturbating. It’s incredible. It makes you a little jealous while making you insanely horny. You’ve never loved your wife more.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You lean forward and do as you’re told. You kiss your wife passionately. Her tongue pushes into your mouth as someone else’s cock pushes into her pussy. She moans into your mouth as his thick dick fucks her perfect wet cunt.

    Your wife wants him to take her from behind. She wants you to watch as another man fucks her doggystyle.

    She moves to her hands and knees and you watch as he pushes his big cock into her from behind. She flashes you that beautiful smile again.

    You love how much she’s enjoying this. You know she loves having his big cock inside her, but it’s more than that. She loves that you’re so thrilled. She loves that your cock is so hard. She loves that you enjoy being a voyeur cuckold and getting to watch as someone else pounds her.

    “His cock feels so fucking good,” she says as her lover slides in and out of her pussy from behind.

    Her fingers are soft and skilled as she strokes your cock and looks into your eyes. You’ve never seen such lust from her, perhaps because she’s never had such a thrilling sexual experience.

    She kisses you and strokes your dick faster.

    “Cum for me,” she says.

    Your wife wants you to cum while you’re watching someone else fuck her. She wants you to have your first cuckold orgasm. She wants you to unleash your load while she’s getting pounded from behind.

    “That’s it, baby. Cum for me. Cum for your naughty wife,” she says while you groan. Cum spurts out of your stiff cock as she keeps stroking you. She kisses you while you feel the pleasure of orgasm ripping through your loins. “Good boy,” she whispers.

    “It’s his turn now,” she says.

    You hear him moan as he buries his cock in your wife’s pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Fill me.”

    He does just that. He cums inside her. He floods her pussy with his seed. It won’t be the last time another man cums in your wife.

    You’re already excited for the next time.

  
    She Found Someone to Play with on Vacation

    I met him at the beach, baby. He’s older than me – maybe ten years older? – and he’s gorgeous. I mean, truly gorgeous. He’s in great shape and he has the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.

    We flirted a little on the beach and then he offered to buy me a drink. I accepted. I’ll be honest, the moment I saw him I thought he might be the guy I decided to fuck on this vacation. It took one drink and a little bit of conversation to convince me that I absolutely wanted to have him inside me.

    He told me his room had the most beautiful view from the deck and invited me back to check it out. Of course we both knew what he was really inviting me to do. He wanted to fuck me. I accepted.

    I got on my knees for him almost as soon as we got out on the deck. I felt like such a slut, but I couldn’t help it. By that point I wanted him so badly. I wanted his cock. I wanted his body. I wanted him inside me.

    His cock really is beautiful. It’s long and thick and it has the slightest upward curve that feels so fucking good when it’s in my pussy.

    Sucking his dick felt so good, baby. He groaned when I wrapped my lips around it. He groaned because I was making him feel so good.

    What he didn’t know was that giving him head made me feel good, too. I can’t really explain it. I think it’s just that his cock was so big and so beautiful and that he was just such a gorgeous man, you know? It feels good to give a man like that pleasure.

    I sucked his dick out on that deck as he watched. I sucked his dick as the ocean breeze blew through my hair. I sucked his dick as my pussy absolutely gushed with desire for him. I was genuinely soaked, baby. I was sucking someone else’s big dick and I was soaked.

    Is this turning you on, baby? Is this what you wanted? Did you want me to be a naughty girl on vacation? Were you hoping that I would fuck someone else and tell you all about it?

    I hope so, because I fucked him. I looked up at him, stroked his cock, and said, “I need you to fuck me.”

    He smiled, pulled me to my feet, picked me up, and dropped my pussy on his cock. I rested my knees on the edge of the balcony and he fucked his big dick up into my pussy. I got fucked with the most beautiful ocean view imaginable and all I could really think about was the incredible cock buried deep inside me.

    I think that moment might have been the most turned on I’ve ever been. I mean, I was in this gorgeous hotel room with a gorgeous man’s massive, perfect cock in my pussy. I had his strong hands on my ass and he was pummeling my cunt while I thought about little else other than how good it felt.

    Do you think you would’ve enjoyed watching, baby? Would you have enjoyed seeing your beautiful girlfriend perched on someone else’s cock?

    Does it turn you on to know he made me cum really fucking hard? I screamed for him, baby. I screamed as he pounded his cock up into my pussy. I screamed as pleasure absolutely ripped through my body.

    After my orgasm he sat me on the edge of the balcony railing and slipped into my pussy once more. He fucked me like that until he pumped his load into my pussy.

    It’s actually dripping out of me right now. I like it. I like that I can feel his seed leaking from my cunt. I like that I let another man cum inside me while you’re sitting at home.

    I like it so much I’m going to masturbate. Is that crazy? I can’t help it, baby. I’m going to use his cum as lube and play with my pussy until I have another orgasm.

    I’ll be seeing him again, obviously. Why not, right? I’m going to take advantage of your generosity and fuck him as many times as I can until I have to leave.

    I love you, baby! Thank you for being such a good boyfriend!

  
    She Gave Herself to a More Successful Man

    “Scotch?” Declan asked.

    James wasn’t a big fan of Scotch, but he didn’t want to risk doing anything that might make Sophie’s boss think less of him. His wife had repeatedly pointed out how important the evening was to her career.

    “That would be great, thanks,” James said.

    Declan was an undeniably impressive man. He’d built his company into an international powerhouse over a span of twenty years and he’d earned a reputation as a shrewd, ruthless businessman that refused to settle for anything less than what he wanted.

    James wondered if Declan’s remarkable good looks played a part in his success. He seemed far younger than his 52 years – if not for the salt and pepper hair James would have guessed him to be no more than 40 years old – and he clearly worked to stay in shape, unlike some of his successful peers.

    “Here you are,” Declan said as he handed James a Scotch on the rocks.

    “Thanks,” James replied.

    Declan’s gaze turned to Sophie and his wife as they chatted across the room. “Let’s drink to your wife,” he said. “She’s proven to be among my most valuable employees. I see a lot of myself in her, to be honest. She’s driven to do whatever it takes to get the job done, which is a quality I value more than almost any other.”

    James raised his glass and took of a sip of the smoky, exceptionally strong whiskey. He tried his best not to make a face at how much he disliked the way it felt sliding down his throat.

    “Come, James,” Declan said as he turned and walked into his study.

    The room looked like a cross between a library and a high tech office. The desk was littered with expensive electronic equipment and the shelves were adorned with elegant-looking hardcover books.

    There were two leather chairs on the other side of the desk and Declan sat in one as he gestured for James to take the other.

    James took another sip of his drink and regretted it immediately. Too much of the overwhelmingly strong liquid slipped down his throat and he coughed.

    Declan said nothing, though his smile spoke volumes. James was fairly certain that the enormously successful man didn’t think much of him.

    Why would he, though? Other than being married to Sophie, James didn’t have much to hang his hat on. He had a good job that paid him far more than most people made, but Sophie brought home a great deal more than he did and both of them made a pittance compared to Declan.

    As the silence dragged on, James felt uncomfortable. He wasn’t sure what Declan’s purpose was in bringing him into the study and he was eager to find out.

    “That’s quite a collection of books,” James said, mostly to fill the silence. He knew it wasn’t particularly insightful or useful, but his discomfort had become overwhelming.

    Declan smiled and sipped his drink, but he said nothing in response. Instead, he stood up and walked to the other side of his desk. He put his drink down and looked at James.

    “The first time I fucked your wife was in this room,” he said.

    James nearly dropped his drink on the expensive rug beneath his feet. “What?” he said.

    “I told her to bend over my desk and put her hands right there,” Declan continued as he pointed to a spot in front of his computer. “She did so without hesitation.” He looked at James and smiled. “Your wife has always been a very good girl.”

    “What?” James said again, though this time he’d managed to move past his complete and overwhelming surprise to find a bit of anger.

    “I lifted her skirt and found an exquisite lace thong,” Declan said as he leaned down and opened one of the desk drawers. He pulled out a lace thong and handed it to James. “Most women don’t wear underwear like that to work, James. Your wife isn’t like most women, is she?”

    James shook his head.

    “Bring them to your nose, James. Breathe deeply,” Declan instructed.

    James found himself doing as he was told. He brought the panties to his nose. He breathed in. Amazingly, he smelled his wife’s perfume.

    “I pulled her panties off and slipped them into my pocket,” Declan continued. “Sophie didn’t make a sound. She didn’t try to move. She knew what was coming.”

    James felt glued to the leather chair. He couldn’t tell if it was the surprise of hearing that his wife had been fucked by her boss or Declan’s magnetism, but he wanted to hear the rest of the story.

    “I told Sophie to unbutton her blouse and expose her breasts for me. She did so without hesitation. I stepped behind her and took her soft, splendid tits in my hands. I squeezed her nipples hard enough to make her yelp, but she kept her mouth closed and swallowed the pain.”

    James sipped his drink. The strong taste no longer felt like a bother. It was a salve against the painful impact of the story he was listening to.

    “I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock,” Declan continued as he stared into James’s eyes. “I pressed her face into the desk and pushed into your wife. I took her from behind, James. I took what I wanted and she offered no resistance.”

    James imagined his beautiful blonde wife bent over the desk. He imagined her getting fucked from behind. Instead of getting angry, he found a puzzling and worrisome sense of arousal building between his legs.

    “It wasn’t until she started moaning that I realized your wife wasn’t getting what she needed at home,” Declan said. “They weren’t courtesy moans. They weren’t designed to make me cum faster and get it over. They were moans of pleasure. They were the moans of a woman that was finally being fucked by a man.”

    James was utterly dumbfounded. He felt like he was on the worst roller coaster ride of his life, and to make matters worse he was feeling a little bit tipsy from the strong alcohol he’d downed.

    “There’s great pleasure in fucking a woman that’s been deprived of good sex, James. Great pleasure,” Declan said as he settled into his desk chair. He sipped his drink and smiled. It was the smile of a man that knew he could have absolutely anything he craved.

    “Why?” was all James could muster.

    “Because I take what I want, James. Because I wanted your wife. Because she wanted me. Because she happily bent over. Because she happily let me fuck her. Because she happily let me cum inside her.”

    “You…you came inside her?” James asked.

    Declan laughed. “Of course I did, James. She didn’t stop me. She didn’t ask me to pull out. She told me to cum inside her. She practically begged me for it. She wanted it. She needed it. You are not man enough for your wife, James.”

    “How many times have you been with her?” James asked.

    “Been with her? Are you trying to ask how many times have I fucked your wife?” Declan replied.

    James nodded.

    “I haven’t counted, James. She still doesn’t say no, though. In fact, I’d say Sophie has grown quite accustomed to having a real man fuck her.”

    Declan looked past James and smiled. “Welcome,” he said.

    James turned and saw Sophie step into the study. She looked radiant in the knee-length satin dress she’d worn to the dinner party. She had a glass of champagne in her hand and a happy, almost gleeful look on her face.

    “Why don’t you give your husband a kiss?” Declan said.

    Sophie stepped closer and bent over to kiss James on the cheek. Her lips were warm and soft against his skin and she let them linger for a few seconds before standing and moving towards Declan.

    The older man leaned forward and ran his fingers up Sophie’s bare legs. They moved under her dress and she closed her eyes and moaned quietly when he reached her pussy.

    “She’s wet, James,” Declan said.

    James looked at his wife. Her eyes were still closed. She placed a hand on Declan’s desk to steady herself.

    “Tell your husband what you want, Sophie.”

    Sophie opened her eyes and turned to James. She smiled and said, “I want Declan to fuck me.”

    James knew they’d already passed the point where he could do something about the situation. Declan’s fingers were in his wife’s pussy. She was staring at him and declaring her desire to have sex with her boss. There was no argument he could make that would end with him reclaiming her.

    “Go to your husband,” Declan said.

    His fingers moved out from under her dress and Sophie did as her boss desired. James looked up at his beautiful wife as she stood in front of him. He saw her erect nipples poking through the soft satin of her dress. He saw the look of lust in her eyes.

    “Go ahead, James. Feel her pussy. Feel her desire,” Declan said.

    James put his drink down and leaned forward. He let his fingers move up Sophie’s thighs and between her legs. He found her pussy and slipped inside her. She was wet, just as her boss had said. James slipped a third finger inside his wife and penetrated her. She moaned as he moved in and out of her body.

    “That’s good, James. Embrace her desire. Show her that you support her need for a real man. Play with her pussy. Bring her to the edge of orgasm,” Declan instructed from across the desk.

    James fingered his wife harder and faster. She put her hands on his shoulders for balance. Declan stood up and moved behind Sophie.

    “That’s enough, James,” he said.

    James pulled his fingers from Sophie’s pussy. She smiled at him as Declan lifted her dress and unzipped his pants.

    “What do you want, Sophie?” Declan asked.

    She looked into James’s eyes and said, “I want you to fuck me.”

    “What about your husband?”

    Sophie bent over and put her hands on James’s knees. “I want him to watch,” she said.

    “Tell him the truth, Sophie,” Declan demanded as he pulled off Sophie’s panties.

    A smile crossed her face as she looked into James’s eyes. “You’re not man enough for me,” she said.

    A look of pleasure crossed Sophie’s face and she closed her eyes. Declan was inside her. “Oh, fuck,” she said.

    Declan fucked her slowly as James studied his wife’s face. He found it more arousing and beautiful than he thought possible. He was experiencing deep pain and pleasure in the same moment.

    When Sophie’s hand moved between his legs and played with his hard cock, some of James’s pain went away. She opened her eyes and smiled.

    “You’re hard,” she said.

    James nodded.

    “Of course he is,” Declan said as he fucked Sophie harder and faster.

    Sophie seemed to find joy in her husband’s erection. “He was right about you,” she said.

    Declan pulled out and grabbed a handful of Sophie’s blonde hair. He pulled her upright and she turned to kiss him. She sucked on his tongue as James watched.

    Declan deftly untied the strip of satin that kept her dress on and pulled it down, exposing Sophie’s breasts. He manhandled them and kissed her once more. James’s erection throbbed as he watched.

    Once more Declan grabbed a handful of Sophie’s hair. He bent her over and her hands came down on James’s legs.

    A pained look crossed Sophie’s face as Declan pushed inside her.

    “He’s in my ass,” she said to her husband.

    Declan laughed. He maintained his tight grip on Sophie’s hair and pushed into her. James saw the pain on her face. He saw nothing that made it seem like she wanted it to stop, though.

    “Does your husband take your ass, Sophie?” he asked.

    “No,” she said between moans.

    “Why not?”

    Sophie looked at James and smiled. “He’s not man enough to deserve my ass.”

    All James could do was watch. He felt no urge to stop it. He felt no urge to get up. He felt the opposite. He wanted to watch.

    Declan fucked her ass harder. He pulled back on her hair and she closed her eyes and let him use her body. She felt the pain. She seemed to feel the pleasure of being used.

    “Where do you want it?” Declan asked.

    “My ass. Cum in my ass,” Sophie said.

    Declan laughed. James’s cock throbbed painfully. He was confused by his desire but he wasn’t willing to walk away. Another man was having anal sex with his wife and he couldn’t get up. He couldn’t stop watching.

    Sophie arched her back and looked towards the ceiling as Declan pulled hard on her hair and fucked her ass.

    “Take it,” he said.

    He stopped thrusting. He was cumming inside her. James was watching another man cum in his wife’s ass.

    Sophie remained bent over when Declan pulled out. She looked into her husband’s eyes as her boss pulled up his pants, grabbed his drink, and left.

    Sophie leaned forward and kissed James. Her tongue slipped into his mouth. A long, low, sensual moan followed.

    “Do you want to see?” Sophie whispered.

    James nodded.

    She stood up, slowly turned around, and bent over. Her ass cheeks opened and James was staring at the hole another man had just fucked and filled with cum.

    Sophie’s asshole was smooth, slippery, and a little red from the abuse it had just taken. There wasn’t yet any liquid dripping out of her, but James knew that Declan’s cum was inside her and it turned him on in a way he didn’t understand.

    Drawn forward by a desire he didn’t comprehend, James pressed his face between his wife’s smooth ass cheeks and licked her asshole. It made no sense, and yet he felt a powerful kind of lust centered between his legs.

    When Sophie moaned, James worked his tongue even faster over her asshole. He couldn’t help himself. He was licking the hole someone else had just fucked and filled with cum.

    “That feels so good,” Sophie said. “Soothe my sore little asshole with your tongue, baby.”

    James couldn’t believe what his wife was saying. He couldn’t believe she’d want him to do such a thing, and yet they were both participating and doing so eagerly.

    “That’s good, baby,” Sophie said as she stood up after a few minutes. “He’s still inside me, and trust me when I say you don’t want to lick that up.”

    James wondered if he would have continued licking even when Declan’s cum began leaking out of her. He wasn’t sure it would have been an automatic no.

    “I had no idea you were capable of being so naughty,” Sophie said as she tied her dress around her neck once more. “I guess Declan knew, though. He certainly knew I was the kind of girl that wouldn’t be able to resist the desires of a powerful man like him.”

    Sophie sat in her husband’s lap. He wrapped his arms around her and they shared a kiss. She didn’t seem to mind that he’d just been licking her ass.

    “Your cock feels so hard,” Sophie whispered as she ground her ass into his lap.

    “I know. It’s crazy,” James replied, giving at least some voice to the chaos playing out in his head.

    Sophie gently pressed her forehead against his. “It can be a lot crazier,” she whispered. “I have some wild stories to tell you if you want to hear them.”

    “I’d love to,” James added as he moved his fingers between her legs and pressed them into her pussy.

    Sophie moaned softly. “Good. Maybe you can do more of that while I tell you.”

    “I’d love to,” James said. He felt more of the wild, unfamiliar desire that had emerged as he watched Declan fuck his wife.

    Sophie gently pulled his hand from between her legs. “Later,” she said. “For now we have a dinner party to attend.”

    “Right.” James had temporarily forgotten where they were. “Of course. Yes, a dinner party.” He laughed. “We should do that.”

    Sophie stood up and straightened her dress. She bent down and picked up her panties to pull them up her legs. “I’m going to get cleaned up in the bathroom. Why don’t you take a moment here to make sure you’re not walking into the party with an erection?”

    “Yes. Perfect,” James said.

    Sophie kissed his cheek.

    “I love you,” he said.

    “I love you too.”

    James watched as Sophie walked away. Her ass looked breathtaking in the satin dress. His cock still throbbed. He was going to have to wait a while before he’d be soft enough to return to the party.

  
    She Gets Naughty on the Ride Home

    “Hey man, can you give me a ride home?” your best friend asked as you and your wife were leaving a party. “Uber is crazy expensive tonight.”

    “Sure,” you said. It wasn’t too far out of your way and you were happy to do a favor for a friend.

    It was a little weird when your wife got in the backseat with him, but they were both a little drunk and they made a few jokes about you being their chauffeur so you didn’t think much of it.

    At first, everything was fine. You were all talking about the party, especially the couple that had snuck away to a bedroom to have sex and ended up breaking the bed, thereby alerting everyone to what they were doing.

    Then they stopped talking. You glanced in the rearview mirror and saw your friend’s eyes closed. You figured he was sleeping. Perhaps he’d had a few more drinks than you thought.

    Then you heard that sound. There was no mistaking it. It was the sound of a blowjob. It was unquestionably the sound of a blowjob. You looked in the rearview mirror again and saw a smile on your friend’s face.

    You reached up and tilted the mirror down and you were greeted by a view of your wife sucking your best friend’s dick. Her head was in his lap and she ran her tongue over the head before parting her lips and swallowing him. She worked his cock expertly as you rolled up to a stop sign and stared.

    “What the fuck?” you said.

    “Shhh,” your wife replied as she looked into the rearview mirror. “Just drive.”

    For some reason you didn’t stop her. You didn’t get out and pull your friend out of the car. You didn’t turn around and scream at them to knock it off.

    Instead, you kept driving. You drove and listened to the sounds of the blowjob. You listened to your friend moan as your wife sucked his dick. You listened to her gag a little as she tried to take too much.

    “Will you fuck me?” your wife asked.

    “Hell yeah,” your friend said.

    You looked back to see her straddling him. You heard the sounds of his cock rubbing along her wet pussy lips. You didn’t say anything. Instead, you got hard. You got hard as another man filled your wife’s pussy. You got hard as she sat on his dick and took him inside her.

    The sounds of sex filled the car. Now they weren’t being shy about it. They were fucking lustily while you listened. They were unleashing their desires. They were going wild and they didn’t care what you thought.

    You pulled into a space. You pulled your dick out. You stared in the rearview mirror and watched your wife bounce on someone else’s cock. You listened to the crazy sounds of pleasure. You came in your hand as he came in her pussy. Your night ended with the best orgasm of your life.

  
    She Gets Off on Humiliating You

    “You’re never fucking me again, cuck,” your wife says as her black bull slides his big cock into her pussy.

    “Your tiny dick doesn’t deserve my pussy. You don’t deserve to fuck me. You don’t deserve that kind of pleasure.”

    Your small cock throbs. You love it when she humiliates you like this. You crave it. Nothing turns you on more. She knows it.

    “Tell me you understand, cuck. Tell me that you don’t deserve to fuck me anymore. Tell me that your tiny cock has no place in my pussy,” your wife demands.

    Tell her. Tell her you understand. Say it. Say that you know you don’t deserve to fuck her.

    “Stroke your worthless little cock, cuck,” your wife says as her black bull’s huge dick stretches her out. “That’s all the pleasure you’re going to get from now on.”

    Do it. Stroke your cock while you watch a real man fuck her with his huge dick. Stroke as you enjoy your humiliation. Stroke as you witness your wife’s new sex life. Stroke as you embrace your new sex life. Your hand is all you’ll get an all you deserve. That’s it, cuck.

    Stroke as you admire your beautiful wife taking her bull’s black dick in doggystyle. Stroke as you see her getting fucked in the position he craves. Stroke as you listen to her moan. Stroke as you understand that his cock is big enough to pleasure her when they fuck from behind.

    “That’s right, cuck. I love it when he fucks me doggystyle. I love how deep he goes. I love how he stretches me out. I love being able to actually feel his cock in my pussy,” your wife says as you watch her tits bounce with every thrust.

    “I hate it when you fuck me doggystyle. That’s never happening again. Your cock is never going to feel the wet bliss of my pussy again. Never, cuck. Do you understand that? I can’t even feel your dick when it’s inside me. You’re so small I can’t feel you. That’s why you won’t be permitted inside me ever again.”

    “My pussy needs this, cuck. After so many years with your worthless dick I need to feel a real man inside me. I need to give him my pussy. I need to give him my body. I need to let him use me however he wants. I need to be filled with his big dick,” your wife explains as her bull pounds her doggystyle.

    “Take out your worthless cock, cuck,” she demands. “Take it out and stroke it. Show me how tiny it is. Tell me how tiny it is. Tell me that you know you’re not a real man when it comes to sex. Tell me that you understand how worthless you are in bed.”

    Do what she says, cuckold. Say it out loud. Stroke your small cock and tell her that you’re worthless in bed. Tell her that you have no hope of pleasing her sexually. Tell her that you understand that. Tell her that you know you won’t be allowed to fuck her anymore.

    “He’s going to cum inside me, cuck,” your wife says. “He’s going to cum inside me every time we fuck and you’re never going to cum inside me again. I don’t want your rancid seed anywhere near my pussy. I don’t want your small dicklet anywhere near me. You don’t deserve me. You don’t deserve this pussy. He does.”

    Tell her you understand that your seed doesn’t belong anywhere near her pussy. Tell her you understand why he gets to cum inside her and you don’t. Tell her that you accept your place.

    “Little dick boys like you need to clean cum, cuck,” your wife says. “So that’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to clean his load out of me. You’re going to get on your knees and play with your tiny cock as you eat my cum-filled pussy. You’re going to swallow every drop of his seed.”

    You know you’re going to do it. You know that’s your place. You know a small-dicked cuck like you should always clean his wife’s freshly-fucked, messy, cum-filled pussy. You’re not going to shy away from your duties.

    “You’re going to cum while you’re cleaning my pussy, cuck. From now on, you’re only going to cum when you have another man’s load in your mouth. You’re going to be a tiny-dicked cuckold cum whore for me.”

    Yes you are.

  
    She Gives Thanks

    Click here to read the previous stories in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

    
      
    

    It's a little after 9 p.m. You're in bed. Your wife is in the bathroom.

    You're not getting ready for sleep, though. Instead, you're waiting in bed because she asked you to. You watched her walk into the bathroom holding something black and lacy in her hand. You suspect she's changing into lingerie. You suspect you're about to get laid.

    The bathroom door opens and for a few seconds you see nothing at all. Then your wife steps into the doorway and runs one of her hands up the doorframe. She's wearing a black lace camisole and a matching pair of boyshort panties. She looks radiantly beautiful and your loins stir from the simple act of staring at her.

    "Happy anniversary," she says.

    For a moment you feel pure panic. Have you forgotten your anniversary? But no, your anniversary is six months from now.

    "You don't know, do you?" she asks.

    You shake your head. Your wife steps into the bedroom and smiles brightly.

    "It was one year ago today that I became a hotwife," she says. "One year ago today that I cuckolded you for the first time."

    The memories come flooding back. Driving her to the hotel. Watching her get out and walk into the lobby in a tight black dress and heels. The lingerie, too. The lingerie she's wearing right now. She wore that camisole and those panties for him. She had the set in her purse. She told you she changed into it once she got in the room.

    "You wore that for him," you say.

    She stops at the foot of the bed and runs her hands over the camisole, touching her breasts in a remarkably alluring manner. "That's right. And do you remember him?"

    You nod. You were the one who found him, so of course you remember him. "Elliott. Tall. Handsome. Dark blonde hair. Owned a handful of Starbucks locations, if I remember correctly."

    Your wife crawls into the bed and pushes your legs apart. She leans down and kisses your thigh just above your knee, letting her lips linger against your skin for a few moments before she looks up, smiles, and says, "Do you remember anything else about Elliott?"

    You smile. "He was the first man to make you squirt, first with his fingers and then with his cock. He was bigger than any man you'd had up to that point. He was the first man to make you cum while fucking you from behind. He was the first man who actually taught you about the finer points of giving a blowjob, though if I remember that was at your request."

    She crawls a little closer and kisses your other thigh. "You have a good memory," she says. You can feel the warmth of her breath against your skin and your cock has stirred to a half hard state at her sensual kisses and the anticipation of having sex with your wife.

    "You did so much work to make that night happen," she says. "You talked to so many guys. You weeded out so many losers. You had so many coffees to make sure you weren't setting me up with a psycho."

    You'd sifted through literally hundreds of messages in the months leading up to that first night. You'd tossed aside most of them, but there were still dozens of guys that seemed worth talking to and you did all of it. You and your wife had decided ahead of time anyone that objected to talking to you first likely wasn't worth pursuing as a potential lover anyway, which meant lots of work on your part. Of course, all that work was well worth it because you got to live out your cuckold fantasy.

    You narrowed it down to three guys and insisted that they meet you for coffee first before your wife even entered the picture. From that group you chose Elliott and the three of you met for a drink. He and your wife then went on a solo date where there was a little bit of fooling around and then finally he booked a hotel room for the big night.

    And just like that - really, after a great deal of work - you were a cuckold.

    "It was all worth it," you say. "Every second of work was worth it."

    "I agree," she replies. "Because if you remember correctly, among the many talents Elliott possessed, the greatest of them was that he made me cum like I'd never cum before." She closes her eyes for a few moments, smiles, and then looks up at you and adds, "I can still remember how good it felt to have him inside me for the first time. I can still remember that incredible feeling. I can remember how my legs shook as I took him in my pussy. How all the nervousness just washed away and was replaced by the purest desire."

    Your cock is hard now and your wife smiles at it. She crawls a little closer and places her soft lips against the head. She showers it in kisses. You feel touches of warmth and wetness as she shows your cock her affection. A little precum leaks from the tip and she licks it up and swallows.

    "I can still remember the next morning," you say with a smile. "I remember watching you kiss him in front of the hotel. I remember seeing him grab your ass. I remember seeing the kiss evolve to include tongue. I remember him staring at your ass as you walked to the car. I remember you blowing him a kiss as you got in. I remember how utterly giddy you seemed."

    She kisses your cock again and says, "I'd just gotten fucked, and it's really hard not to be giddy when you've just gotten fucked by a man like Elliott. When you've just had a world class orgasm that made your toes curl and your pussy tingle."

    Your dick is hard as a rock. Your wife smiles and kisses her way to the base of the shaft before making her way back to the tip.

    "You did such a good job finding Elliott. Just like you've done a good job finding the two other men I've been with this year," she says. "You have a talent for it, baby. Either that or you're just really patient and willing to do a ton of work to make sure that you find a perfect man for me."

    She takes you in her mouth and your mind goes blank except for the pleasure you feel. Your wife has gotten much better at giving head in the past year. You know why, too. You know it's because she wants to please the men she's with, the men you find for her, the men she dates and fucks. As she's said before, they're the sorts of men that can be with almost any woman, so she wants to make sure that they think fondly of her, that they want to come back to her over and over for their pleasure, which is exactly what she wants from them.

    She wraps her fingers around your spit-soaked cock and strokes you slowly. "I think you do have a talent for finding men to fuck me," she says. "I think you have an innate sense. I think you know when you're sitting across the table from a sexually superior man."

    You groan and your dick throbs in her hand. You have a weakness for a mild dose of humiliation like the one she just delivered. You're especially fond of hearing your wife refer to her lovers as superior men. You get off on the implication that you're sexually inferior. The fact that it's true - or at least it's been true with the three men she's been with so far - makes it so much hotter.

    She squeezes your cock and the head swells up. She tilts her head and kisses your dick like she's making out with it. Her tongue and lips work the underside of the shaft and your body trembles with intense desire.

    "I'm so grateful that you convinced me to become a hotwife, that you had the patience to wait until I was ready to explore your fantasy. I'm so grateful that you let me talk about it endlessly before I was willing to do it, that you let me express my concerns and that you helped me get over them. I'm so grateful that you wanted so badly to be a cuckold that you were willing to wait as long as it took for me to come around to the idea," she says.

    "I'm glad you came around," you say. "Being a cuckold has been even better than I thought possible. It's been so much more rewarding than I imagined. I'm so grateful to you for cuckolding me."

    She smiles and takes your cock in her mouth. She swallows every inch, doing so slowly and with relative ease. She doesn't even gag. Your cock is thoroughly average, but that's still an impressive feat. The back of her throat feels incredible around the head of your dick and when she rolls your balls between her fingers you feel a deep sort of pleasure spreading through your body.

    She slowly pulls back and kisses the head of your cock once more. She looks at you and smiles before crawling forward. The delicate lace of her camisole brushes against your chest as she kisses your neck and cheek. Her lips find their way to yours and you kiss her deeply. You run your hands down her back and grab her ass. You squeeze it tightly as she moans into your mouth and rubs her panty-clad pussy over the head of your dick.

    "I'm grateful that you never pressured me to let you watch," she says softly. "That you waited until I was ready. I'm sorry you never got to watch Elliott fuck me, but I don't think I would have been ready and I'm so thankful you didn't push."

    You run your fingers through her hair and she kisses you. It's a slow, seductive kind of kiss with just a hint of tongue.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," you say. "It was unlike anything I've ever seen."

    "Paul was quite good, wasn't he?" she asks.

    Paul was the second man your wife fucked. You found him, just like with Elliott. You interviewed him. You vetted him. You went to coffee. You went to a bar with him and her. You drove her to her first date with him. You drove her to the hotel where she fucked him for the first time.

    A month passed before your wife told you she wanted you to watch. You went to the same hotel. She wore red lingerie for Paul at his request. You sat in the wheeled chair in the hotel room. You sat and watched your wife have sex with another man. In fact, you watched them fuck twice. They used a variety of positions. They fucked in the bed. They fucked on the couch. They fucked in front of the window. It was the hottest experience of your life.

    You came - with her agreement - right when both Paul and her came. It was his second orgasm and her fifth. It was your first and it was unquestionably the best of your life. You learned quickly that there's nothing quite like cumming while your wife is having an orgasm with another man's cock inside her. Nothing in the world like it.

    "Paul liked having you watch," she says. "He liked knowing that my husband was watching me cum on his cock. He really liked knowing that he fucked me better than you do."

    You smile. "Yes, he did."

    There was a night when your wife called Paul a superior man with him in the room. She was talking to you, but he heard it and it put a big smile on his face. He fucked her a little harder that night and in your memory all three of you had better orgasms, too.

    "I'm so grateful that your desire to be a cuckold means that I get to fuck superior men, baby," she says.

    You groan and your wife reaches down, pulls her panties aside, and takes you inside her.

    "I am too," you reply.

    She sits up and rests her hands on your chest. She smiles. She looks perfect in that camisole. Utterly flawless. "Sometimes I find myself wishing that I'd embraced your fantasy earlier. If I had, I could have spent years fucking superior men while you watched. I could have spent years having the kinds of orgasms I've had for the past year. You could have spent years having incredible cuckold orgasms, too."

    Her pussy feels so good that you can't really think straight, but you wouldn't disagree with her if you could form a sentence right now.

    She lifts her hips and your cock falls out of her pussy. "Have I told you how grateful I am that you're always so eager to eat my pussy now that you're a cuckold?"

    You nod.

    Your wife drags her hips forward and drops her pussy onto your mouth. "There are so many things I love about being a hotwife, but that's got to be near the top. You were always generous with your mouth, but you're voracious since I started cuckolding you. We both know how much you love to taste me after I've had a superior man's cock inside me, but it's more than that, isn't it? You love to serve my pussy with your tongue. You love to make me moan, to make my body tingle with pleasure, to make me cum. You even love to do it without any expectation of pleasure in return, don't you?"

    "Yes," you answer as she briefly lifts her pussy from your mouth before dropping it back down again.

    "I'm so grateful for that look in your eyes when you go down on me after a superior man has fucked me," she says. "That look tells me that you're a very happy cuckold. That look tells me that you're still interested in being my cuckold, in watching me get fucked by superior man. That looks means that I get to keep being a hotwife, and I've become very attached to being a hotwife."

    She rides your face, grinding her pussy back and forth over your mouth and leaving her juices behind. She leans back and grabs your dick while doing so. She strokes you, ensuring you stay rock hard and full of lust.

    Then, much to your delight, your wife slides her hips back and takes you inside her once more. She bathes you in the heat and wetness your tongue just occupied and begins to ride you slowly.

    "I'm thankful for my latest lover," she says softly before kissing you. "I'm grateful for his big cock. I'm grateful that he's a little bit dominant. I've never experienced anything like that before and it's intoxicating. I'm grateful that you somehow understood that I'd enjoy that, baby. The sex with Alex...it's out of this world. It's the best yet. Somehow you keep getting better at finding incredible men to fuck your wife. This time, though...it might last a long time. It's already been two months and I could see it going a lot longer. It just feels so good when I'm with him. It feels so good when he takes control. It feels good to surrender to that, to let him fuck me like he wants, to let him fuck me and make me cum so hard on that big cock of his."

    "I'm so glad he gives you what you want...and maybe even something you never knew you needed," you say.

    She smiles and rides you faster. You're not sure, but it looks like she might cum. Maybe that's why she rode your face a little. Maybe she wanted to get a little closer to cum with you.

    "He gives us both what we want, doesn't he?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "He fucks me. He satisfies me. He lets you watch. He's getting more comfortable being a little more dominant with you, too," she says. "And you like it when a superior man gets a little dominant with you, don't you?"

    You nod vigorously. You're so close.

    "I like it too," she says. "It turns me on. I told him so. I told him it turns me on when he's dominant with you, with both of us. I like it when he tells you to lick my pussy after he pulls out. I like it when he tells me to sit on your face to smother you with my pussy before I ride his cock again. I like that he wants to keep exploring his dominant side with us, that he's going to do so much more. You found the perfect man for us, baby, and I'm so grateful for that. I'm so grateful for you."

    She kisses you deeply. Her pussy bounces hard and fast on your cock. You feel pleasure envelop your body. You think of how Alex seemed to find it so pleasurable to order you to taste your wife's pussy immediately after he'd pulled out last time. You think of how he mentioned that some day he was going to make you taste her pussy after they'd stopped using protection, after he'd cum inside her. You think of how both you and your wife moaned at that.

    You think of tasting her cum-filled pussy and you release inside her. "I'm cumming!"

    She drops her pussy onto your cock and grinds back and forth at a furious pace. Soon after she joins you in cumming. Her screams of pleasure fill your bedroom as she throws her head back and digs her fingernails into your chest while experiencing an exceptional orgasm.

    She looks down at you and offers a hazy post-orgasmic smile. "Thank you, baby. For that orgasm, but more than that, thank you for being a cuckold. Thank you for convincing me to be a hotwife. I'm so grateful."

    "I am too," you say. "And thank you for being an amazing hotwife."

    She collapses on top of you and you wrap your arms around her. You close your eyes, hold her tight, and smile blissfully. It's good to be the cuckold to an amazing hotwife.

  
    She Goes Bare with Her New Black Bull

    You begged your beautiful young girlfriend to fuck a black guy. You told her it was your biggest fantasy. You told her it would arouse you like nothing else ever has.

    She made it happen. She found a guy on Reddit. She texted with him. She sent him naughty pictures. He sent her shots of his monstrous black cock. They had a little phone sex where he told her how he was going to fuck her pussy like she’d never been fucked before.

    They made a date at a hotel and you were invited to watch. You saw the tall, well-built black man pull your petite white girlfriend into his arms and kiss her with such confidence and vigor that she practically melted.

    You watched your beautiful young girlfriend fall to her knees and tentatively unzip his pants.

    “You don’t have to be scared,” he said. “It’s not going to hurt you. It’s going to make you feel good, baby.”

    Your girlfriend smiled as she pulled out his huge black cock and looked over at you.

    “He’s so much bigger than you are,” she said with a smile.

    He was, too. He was huge compared to your little white cock. You watched your girlfriend turn her attention back to her new friend and wrap her soft, sexy lips around his big cock. You watched her give him a beautiful blowjob. You saw the way he looked at her. You saw the hunger in his eyes.

    “I want that tight white pussy,” he said while pulling your girlfriend to her feet.

    They moved into the hotel bed. He got on his back and pulled your girlfriend into his lap. She didn’t even bother pulling out one of the condoms you brought. She wanted him bare.

    “That’s it, girl. Give me that pussy. Let me show you how a real man fucks,” he said as your girlfriend straddled him.

    She groaned as his cock slowly moved inside her. You watched her pussy lips stretch around him like they’d never stretched around your cock.

    Then she did as he wanted. Your girlfriend gave him her tight white pussy. She let him have her for as long as he wanted and he showed her what it was like to get fucked by a black man with a monstrous cock.

    You saw her pussy get creamy on his cock. You saw her orgasm in ways she’d never climaxed before. You saw another man satisfy your girlfriend and it was everything you wanted.

    When it was over, she had a thick load of another man’s cum in her pussy. He pulled his cock out and turned to you. “Your turn, cuck,” he said.

    You climbed on top of your girlfriend and moved to push your cock into her pussy.

    “What are you doing?” she said.

    “I’m going to fuck you,” you responded.

    She laughed. “No, you’re not. Why would I let you fuck me? I wouldn’t even be able to feel your cock.”

    Her black bull laughed too. “Clean her, cuck,” he said. “That’s what you do after I fuck her. Maybe, if you do a really good job and she’s feeling pity, she’ll let you fuck her. I wouldn’t count on it, though.”

    You moved back and looked at the cum leaking out of her pussy. You looked at your girlfriend. You wondered if you could clean her pussy.

    “Do it,” she said. “Clean up his mess.”

    You did it. You’re a cuckold, after all.

  
    She Goes Home with Her Black Bull

    She handed you the keys and climbed in the back seat, wordlessly making you her chauffeur so you could drive to his hotel while he hopped in the backseat with her.

    He put his arm around your wife and pulled her close. She melted into him with an irresistible kind of eagerness. She was excited before you left, but her desire upon seeing him was palpable.

    He pulled his lips to hers for a long, slow, lusty kiss. She sucked on his tongue as you watched in the rear view mirror. He lifted her shirt with his free hand and played with her breasts. Your wife had gone without a bra for that specific purpose. She likes to give her bull easy access.

    Her hand moved between his legs as they kissed. She moaned at finding his cock fully erect and ready to play. All she had to do was pull down his shorts and his big black dick was revealed. You watched in amazement as your wife’s head sank to his lap so she could wrap her lips around his dick.

    He groaned as her mouth bobbed up and down on his dick. His hands moved over her body, playing with her tits and eventually finding their way into her pussy. By the time you pulled into the hotel parking lot, your wife was ready to get fucked.

    “This is why he’s the only man that gets to fuck me now,” your wife says as she spreads her legs in the hotel bed. She wants you to admire his big cock. She wants you to understand exactly why she craves him.

    “You want me to fuck your wife, cuck?” her bull asks.

    You look at your wife. You know she wants you to say it. You know you don’t really have a choice.

    “Yes. Please, fuck my wife,” you say.

    “Tell him why you want him to fuck me,” your wife says.

    “I want you to fuck my wife because my little white cock can’t satisfy her,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and turns her attention to her bull. She guides the head of his cock between her pussy lips and he pushes inside her. She closes her eyes and moans as her stocking-clad legs stay spread wide open.

    “Fuck me,” she moans.

    You watch in awe as he fills her. His thrusts start slow and deep as he explores her tight wet hole. “Harder,” she says. He does as your wife desires, pounding her harder and faster. The sound of their flesh slapping together fills the room.

    Why not take a selfie to commemorate your cuckolding? Doesn’t this picture encapsulate your experience? Your little white dick is locked away in its chastity cage while your wife’s black bull is busy pounding her pussy hard and fast.

    He’s going to make sure she cums as many times as she wants before dumping his load into her pussy. Then you’re going to get in there and clean it up.

  
    She Had to Have Him

    You’ve given me the freedom to have what I want, when I want it. You’ve given me that freedom and I’ve taken advantage.

    I met him at my friend’s party. He was so hot I had to have him. I wasn’t shy about it, either. I let him know I wanted him, that I’d already taken off my panties and that I was ready for him.

    He ran his hand up my dress and over the soft skin of my thighs. He found his way between my legs and confirmed that I wasn’t lying, that my panties were gone. He felt my wetness. He knew I wanted him.

    We found our way to a quiet room (it turned out to be the home office) and he lifted me up on the desk. I spread my legs for him. I told him to fuck me.

    His cock was already hard. I didn’t even have to touch him. He wanted me that badly, baby. He wanted to fuck your wife so badly.

    God it felt good when he slid inside me. We didn’t use a condom. I just needed him. I needed his cock inside me. I wanted him. I moaned for him.

    I was wet enough that he didn’t have to wait before pounding me. He just got to it. He slid deep into my wet pussy and he fucked me.

    There I was, sitting on a desk with my legs spread and a stranger’s cock inside me. It was everything I needed in that moment. I was a naughty hotwife for you. I was being a bad girl with a stranger’s bare cock in my pussy and his tongue in my mouth.

    My first orgasm came quickly. He was thrusting hard enough to hit my clit as he reached deep places inside me (deeper than you go, certainly) and it was all so fantastically pleasurable. I came hard on his cock, baby.

    Can you imagine me screaming in orgasm with his dick inside me? Can you imagine that perfect hotwife moment? Another man’s big cock buried in my pussy while I scream for him, my body shaking with the overwhelming pleasure of an orgasm.

    You had no idea what I was doing, which made it a little bit hotter. You knew there was a chance I’d hook up tonight – it was a party, after all – but you didn’t know. That made it a little hotter, to be honest. Knowing you were at home waiting for me while someone else fucked me was thrilling.

    He didn’t pull out, baby, at least not until he’d had his orgasm. I didn’t want him to. He offered, but I told him to cum inside me. I told this stranger to cum in my pussy. I needed it badly. I needed him to cum in my pussy. It was beautiful, too. I felt his cum run out of me when he pulled out. I only wished you had been there to clean it up.

  
    She Just Came Home from a Night with Her Bull. What Now¿

    There are so many options in this moment. You’ve likely spent all night – and all morning – thinking about her and waiting desperately for her to come home. You can smell him on her. You can’t help but imagine his hands on her perfect body. You can’t help but imagine his lips against hers. You can’t help but imagine her lips around his cock as she offers him pleasure before they fuck.

    The question is, what do you want to do now that she’s home? Let’s assume she’s up for anything you desire. Let’s assume she and her bull have unprotected sex and that some of the cum he injected into her womb this morning is still inside her. What do you want to do?

    If you’re just overcome with desire, you might pull her panties off and plunge inside her. You might fuck her vigorously until you spill your load, adding it to his. You might feel the bliss of 12+ hours of arousal being unleashed in one wondrous moment.

    If you’re a little more patient, perhaps you’ll engage in a lusty, sensual game. “Show me where he kissed you,” you could ask. She’d point to her lips and you’d kiss them. She’d point to her neck and you’d kiss it. She’d point to her breasts and you’d kiss them. She’d expose her nipples and you’d gently suck on them. She’d point to her stomach and you’d kiss it. She’d point to her soft, supple thighs and you’d kiss them. Then she’d point to her pussy.

    He kissed her pussy before he fucked her. He made love to it with his tongue to get her wet for him. Now it’s your turn, except she’s full of his cum. You’d look up at her. Your heart would beat a little bit harder. “Aren’t you going to kiss my pussy?” she would ask. You’d pull aside her panties. You’d see that her pussy lips are smeared with his cum. You’d see a beautiful mess. You’d kiss her pussy. You’d get into it. She’d moan. You’d clean her messy pussy.

    Perhaps she knows that you like it when she takes control. Perhaps she’d tell you to lie down and she’d straddle your face. Perhaps she’d smile and tell you how he fucked her half an hour that morning and unleashed a huge load inside her. Perhaps she’d say, “I’m going to feed you my bull’s cum and you’re going to be a good cuckold and eat it all.” Perhaps you’d moan and your dick would get so hard it would hurt. Perhaps she’d pull aside her panties, sit on your face, and feed you every drop of his load.

    There are countless other scenarios that could play out, which is precisely why cuckolding is so much fun. It’s flexible enough that you could always try something new, which is a great way to keep things fresh and fun in your marriage, particularly if you’re both open-minded enough to explore what feels good without ego and insecurity getting in the way.

    So, what’s your ideal scenario in this situation? How would you want to play with your wife the morning after a sleepover at her bull’s house?

  
    She Just Got Fucked, Cuck

    You're a good cuckold, so you don't hesitate to fall to your knees. You remove her delicate satin panties. You see that his cum has leaked into the gusset. You look up at her as you lift the panties to your mouth and lick the cum out of them.

    She smiles. "You're a horny little cum slut, aren't you?"

    You nod. She's trained you to be a cum slut. She's worked hard to associate your pleasure with cleaning the cum of other men out of her and now it turns you on to even consider engaging in this naughty deed that most men would loathe.

    "You want to devour my sloppy cunt, don't you?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    She turns around. "You'll have to worship my asshole first."

    You spread her cheeks. You bury your face between them. You lick her asshole. You can tell that she got sweaty while he fucked her. You can taste it. You're not unfamiliar with the taste, though, as she likes to make you eat her ass after she gets home from the gym. She likes to tell you about the guys that flirted with her while you're worshiping her hole and licking up all the sweat.

    "His cock stretched me so good, my little cum slut," she says while you rim her. "He was so deep inside me today. He literally took my breath away as he pounded me. It was incredible."

    You've seen him fuck her. You know that it's an entirely different experience from when you used to fuck her. You love that she has a man like him in her life. You love that she has someone that can satisfy her because you certainly can't.

    After you've satisfied her asshole, she turns around.

    "On your back."

    You lie on your back. She stands astride your head and looks down at you. Her pussy lips are enflamed from the vigorous fucking her lover gave her. She slowly squats over your face. Your mouth waters. You want to taste her, to worship her pussy, to lick her feverishly until she cums.

    "You're hungry for my cunt, aren't you?" she asks.

    "Desperately."

    She smiles. She looks so beautiful when she smiles. You love that she wants to feed you just as badly as you want to bed.

    She sits on your face. She feeds you her cunt. Her sloppy, cum-filled cunt. His cum flows out of her and onto your tongue as you probe her slickness. You taste him. It's purer than what was in her panties. It's hot and bitter and salty. It's like a cuckold's lifeblood, though. The cum of a superior man nourishes you. It reaffirms your place as her cuck. It's pure, perfect bliss and you love every second of it.

    Eventually she begins to ride your face. She's turned on, after all, and she can't help it. She's mostly clean by that point, but her juices and the remnants of his cum end up on your cheeks and chin and lips as she takes you for a wild and wondrous ride until her body trembles from the power of her orgasm.

    When she's done, she stands. She then places a foot on your face. You extend your tongue and lick. She moves her foot so you lick from her sole to her toes. You lick relentlessly like a good cuck. She shoves her toes in your mouth. You suck like a good cuck. She smiles as she uses you for her amusement.

    Then she pulls her toes from your mouth and rubs them on your face, leaving a trail of saliva behind.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asks.

    "Yes, please."

    "You can fuck my legs while you eat my ass."

    She turns around. You move to your knees. You spit on your hand and coat your dick with it and then slide your cock between her calves. You fuck her legs and bury your face between her ass cheeks.

    It's a humiliating way to cum, but that's the appeal of it. You crave the humiliation and she offers it like a gift.

    You cum quickly. Your load spurts onto the hardwood floor of the living room. You moan between her ass cheeks as she puts a hand on the back of your head to make sure you don't pull away until she gives you permission.

    When you've finished spilling your seed she walks away, spins around, and points at the floor. "Lick it up, you filthy cum slut."

    You bend over. You lick it up. You suck it off the floor. You clean your load like an animal. It's thrilling and humiliating. It's everything you love about being a cuckold.

    "Thank you," you say after you've finished. "Thank you for letting me clean you and worship your ass. Thank you for letting me suck on your toes. Thank you for letting me cum. Thank you for letting me clean up my load. Thank you for cuckolding me."

    She smiles. "You're welcome. Now follow me to the bedroom. I want a massage."

    You stand and follow her. Giving her a massage is a privilege and you can't wait to spend as long as she desires doing whatever it takes to make her feel good.

  
    She Kisses Your Brother...And So Much More

    At first, you're certain you misheard her. You stare at your beautiful girlfriend as your brain processes what she just said.

    "Wait, what?" you ask after a few seconds of silence.

    She offers a soft, seductive smile and says, "I think your brother is a better kisser than you are."

    You stare again, this time because you're trying to figure out if she's being serious. "You...did you kiss my brother?"

    She bites her lip playfully and nods. "Last night," she says. "After you went to bed."

    Your brother is visiting for a few weeks and last night the three of you worked your way through two bottles of wine. You were tipsy enough that you couldn't resist the allure of sleep. Your girlfriend stayed up, though.

    "Wait, hold on, you're telling me that you kissed my brother last night?" you ask.

    "Actually, I'm telling you that your brother and I shared a great kiss last night," she clarifies.

    She doesn't seem the slightest bit remorseful and you can't quite figure out why. In fact, she seems delighted with herself. Then you notice that you don't feel anywhere near as annoyed as you probably should. "Did it...did it turn you on?" you ask.

    Her lips curl into a slight smile as she nods. "It made me wet," she says softly.

    "Really?" you ask.

    "It was a really good kiss, though I suppose that's not entirely accurate. Maybe I should say that I made out with your brother last night, because it wasn't one kiss so much as it was lots of kisses," she says.

    "Where...where were you?" you ask.

    "Right here," she says while looking down at the couch you're sitting on. "I was sitting here. He was where you are. The empty bottle of wine and our glasses were there on the coffee table."

    "And you made out with him? With my brother?" you ask.

    Your girlfriend nods and scoots just a little closer. She reaches up and gently caresses your face. Her lips approach yours and she says, "I was the one who initiated the first kiss." Her lips meet yours. They're soft and warm and she lets out a quiet moan as you wonder if she did the same thing for your brother.

    You shouldn't be turned on. She's re-enacting the kiss she shared with your brother. You should be angry. You are turned on, though. Your cock is very nearly erect.

    "Was that a good kiss?" you ask as she pulls back.

    "Yes," she answers with a smile.

    "But last night...with my brother...it was better?" you ask.

    She tilts her head slightly and studies your face. Then she leans in again, pauses with her lips just a few inches from yours, and says, "Yes, the kiss with your brother was hotter. That's why I didn't stop with just one. That's why I went in for another, and another, and another."

    She kisses you again. It's hotter. It feels like there's genuine passion behind it. Her tongue is more active this time and so is yours. Your dick is hard now, too. She takes your hand in hers and places it on her breast. She moans into your mouth and you wonder if she's silently telling you that your brother played with her tits last night. For some reason, the idea turns you on. You think of her making out with him, of their tongues dancing, of his hand on her breast, of him playing with her perky flesh through the sweater she had on last night.

    "Did he...did he touch you...did he touch your breasts last night?" you ask.

    She looks down at your hand - which is still gently playing with her breast - and then her gaze returns to your face as she offers a smile. "He did," she replies. "It felt...it felt good, especially when he moved his hand under my sweater."

    You moan. You know you shouldn't find this arousing, but you can't help it. You moan and your fingers move under your girlfriend's shirt and up her torso. You find that she's not wearing a bra. You touch the warm, soft, bare flesh of her breast. You take it in your hand.

    "I wasn't wearing a bra last night, either," she says.

    "So he...he touched your bare...he touched your bare breasts," you reply.

    She kisses you. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you moan because it feels so good. Her hand touches your knee and her fingers slowly move up your leg. Your cock gets a little harder as she gets closer. She moans when she finds your erection and you roll her stiff nipple between your fingers.

    "Did you...did you touch him like that?" you ask.

    "Yes," she admits. "He was hard just like you are. He was...his cock is bigger, though."

    You feel a surprising surge of lust and you can't help but groan. You kiss your girlfriend as she strokes your cock through your pants and you can't help but think of her doing the same thing for your brother. Your arousal - which is significant - confuses you, but it's so potent that you can't help but let it envelop you.

    She takes her shirt off, lies back on the couch, and pulls you on top of her. Your lips meet for a wildly passionate kiss as your hands explore both of her perky breasts. You're almost certain it's the same thing that happened last night, which means she did so much more than kiss your brother.

    "He kissed...he kissed them, my breasts," she says. "He kissed them, and licked them, and sucked on them. He made them feel so good."

    You should be mad at her. You should be having a huge fight. Instead, you kiss your way down her chest. You kiss her breasts. You lick her nipples. You suck on them. You make her moan. You make her feel good and she rewards you by grabbing your ass, pulling you close, and grinding her crotch against yours, generating a wealth of pleasure between your legs in the process.

    She pulls your lips to hers. She welcomes your tongue into her mouth and reaches down to unzip your pants. She frees your cock and takes it in her hand. She strokes you and you moan loudly while imagining your beautiful girlfriend doing the same thing for your brother.

    "Did you...did you touch his cock?" you ask.

    "I did," she says. "I stroked his cock just like I'm stroking yours. I stroked your brother's long, thick cock. I made him feel good, baby. I stroked your brother's cock and I made him feel so good."

    You reach under her skirt and press your fingers against her panties. You feel the extreme wetness that's formed. You rub her panties and she moans while stroking your cock a little faster.

    "Pull my panties aside," she says.

    "Is that what he did?" you ask.

    Your girlfriend nods and you pull her panties aside. You slip three fingers into her soaking wet pussy and she moans. Her lips find yours for a kiss imbued with wild desire. Her tongue swirls around yours and she pulls your cock closer to her pussy.

    "Put your cock inside me," she says.

    You pull your fingers out of her and replace them with your cock. Your body tingles with pleasure as the heat and wetness of her pussy envelops your stiff flesh. "Did he...was his cock inside you last night?" you ask.

    "Yes," your girlfriend admits.

    You're so turned on it astounds you. Her pussy has never felt so good. What she did with your brother is fucked up, and yet you feel a kind of desire you're not sure you've ever felt before.

    "Fuck me," she says. "Please, fuck me."

    You fuck your girlfriend. You fuck her hard. You fuck her on the couch where your brother fucked her. "Did you...did you say that to him? Did you ask him to fuck you?"

    "Yes," your girlfriend admits. "Baby, his cock felt so good inside me...I begged him to fuck me. I couldn't help it. I got so turned on the moment he slid into my wet pussy that I begged him to fuck me. I begged your brother to fuck me!"

    "Are you turned on right now?" you ask.

    "Like you wouldn't believe," she says between moans.

    You can tell that you're not going to last long, but you're fairly certain she's going to cum quickly, too. "Fuck, this feels so good," you say. She kisses you as your cock moves in and out of her slick pussy. She sucks on your tongue and you play with her tits while the heat and wetness of her flesh grips your stiff shaft and milks it relentlessly.

    "Cum inside me," she says.

    "Oh...fuck...did you say to my brother?" you ask. "Did you tell him to cum inside you?"

    She wraps her legs around you. "Yes, I told your brother to cum inside me. I told him to cum in my pussy. I told him to cum in my tight pussy, to give me his cum, to give me his load!"

    You cum inside her. You cum where your brother came last night. You cum and your girlfriend cums along with you. You cum and you're fairly certain it's the best orgasm you've had in a long, long time, and it seems the same way for her.

    She holds you close as your bodies pulse with pleasure. You kiss her neck and she moans softly while her hands move over your back.

    "That was incredible," you say.

    "I know," she replies.

    You study her face for a few seconds and ask, "Did you really fuck my brother last night?"

    She bites her lower lip, holds it for a moment, and nods. "I know it's terrible of me, but I did. It was such a good kiss...and I'd had all that wine...and I just couldn't help myself once I got turned on."

    You could break up with her. You could get into that fight you know you're supposed to have. You could find your brother and punch him in the face. You don't do any of that, though.

    "Would you be interested in fucking him again?" you ask.

    She nods.

    "Tonight?" you ask.

    She nods again.

    "Could I fuck you after?" you ask.

    "Of course," she says.

    You kiss your girlfriend. Your tongues mingle as you both moan. "I can't wait for tonight," you say.

    "Neither can I," she says.

    It's going to be a very good night.

  
    She Knows You Want Her, But You Can't Have Her

    “Yes, I understand,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles. You’re playing a little game, a game that you both thoroughly enjoy. Tonight, you’re her cuckold. Tonight, you’re going to be humiliated because it turns you on. Tonight, she’s going to humiliate you because it turns her on.

    “Now sit down,” she demands. “And keep your little dick out. I want him to see it when he comes in. I want him to see that my husband is no competition for him. I want him to understand that I need him because I’m married to a man with a disappointing little dicklet between his legs. Do you understand?”

    Your dick is even harder than it was. You can see the furious lust in your wife’s eyes. You can see her passion for humiliating you. These days are your favorites. When she gets in the mood to degrade you, there’s nothing hotter.

    He announces his arrival with a knock on the door. Your wife knew he was on the way. She was getting herself worked up for his arrival by humiliating you. You know her pussy is soaked. She answers the door. She welcomes him into your home. She leads him into the living room where you’re sitting with your dick exposed.

    “This is why I need you,” she says as he looks at your cock and smiles.

    “Don’t worry,” he says. “I’ll take good care of you.”

    Your wife smiles and they kiss. His hands move confidently over her lithe body. He touches her in all the right places and she moans into his mouth. She reaches between his legs. She massages the bulge she finds there. You can see it’s quite large.

    “Get over here,” your wife says. “Get on your fucking knees. Show me that you can be a little bit useful. Eat my fucking pussy.”

    You rush to fall to your knees in front of your wife. You pull aside her bodysuit and you worship her pussy as she unzips his pants and frees his cock. He moans at the way her skilled fingers move up and down his shaft.

    “He’s getting me wet for you,” she says. “He’s getting my pussy nice and wet so a real man can fuck it.”

    “I think he should get me ready,” her bull says.

    Your wife laughs and looks down at you. “I think so too. I think my husband should pay the price for having such a worthless dick. I think he should have to suck cock to make up for the fact that he can’t fuck his wife worth a damn.”

    You’ve never discussed this before, but your wife is free to improv when she’s playing with another man. You can see that she wants you to do it, too. You can see that her love of humiliating you has deepened. You can see that she wants you to wrap your lips around another man’s fat cock.

    Are you going to do it? Are you going to be a cocksucker for your wife?

  
    She Knows You Want to Suck Dick for Her

    Her first inkling of your bisexual desires came when she invited you close to watch her suck her lover’s cock. You were inches away as his dick disappeared into her mouth and she couldn’t help but notice the ravenous look in your eyes.

    She brought it up when it was just the two of you. You were masturbating together. You watched as she fucked a big, lifelike dildo into her pussy.

    She pulled it out and showed you how it shined with her slick juices. “Do you want to suck him clean?” she asked and pointed the head of the dildo at you. “Do you want to suck my bull’s cock?”

    You looked at her and hesitated for a moment. You couldn’t turn down the chance to play, though. You took the rubber cock into your mouth and took as much of it as you could. You sucked her juices off of it.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Suck his cock for me. Suck it clean. Make him feel good.”

    That night you came hard with a cock in your mouth, even if it was just a rubber dick.

    The next time her bull came for a visit she introduced you to the real thing. Again she got on her knees in front of him. Again she invited you to come closer and watch. This time she offered you his dick.

    You looked up at him and she said, “It’s okay. He wants you to suck his cock, baby. He wants you to show him how much you love his cock and how good it makes your wife feel.”

    You gave in to your desires and took his cock into your mouth. You felt the warm flesh on your lips and tongue. You sucked as you’d seen her suck. You listened to him moan.

    “Good boy,” your wife said as she watched you blow her bull. “Suck his cock for me.”

    You took more of him in your mouth. You felt him hit the back of your throat and trigger your gag reflex. You fought through it and continued to blow your wife’s bull. You wanted to make him feel good. You wanted her to watch.

    Your wife played with her pussy as you sucked cock. She moaned and encouraged you to continue offering her bull pleasure.

    “That’s it. Be a good little cocksucker for him. Make his big dick feel good, baby. Make him cum. Make a man cum with your cocksucking mouth.”

    In that moment all you wanted was to do what she was urging you to do. You wanted to make him cum. You wanted to bring this man pleasure as your wife watched and masturbated.

    He groaned as his orgasm approached. Your wife moved closer and held your head in her hand.

    “He’s going to cum on your face, baby. Let him give you a facial. Stick out your tongue so you can taste some of it. Be a slut for me,” she said as her bull pulled his cock from your mouth and stroked in front of you.

    Her words of encouragement left your brain swimming with arousal. All you wanted to do was feel his cum on your face. You wanted to make her happy. You wanted to experience what it was like to take a facial from a man.

    Soon he exploded. His cum splashed onto your face. It landed on your cheeks, forehead, chin, and tongue. You were covered in his cum. You were soaked in spunk just like a slut.

    As her bull pulled away after finishing, your wife moved closer. She used her fingers to guide the cum on your face into your mouth and then she kissed you. Her tongue mingled with yours as you shared her bull’s cum.

    “You’re such a good cocksucker,” she said in a loving tone. She was proud of you for giving good head and making her bull cum.

  
    She Let Her Ex Have Her...and Now You Can Have Her Too

    You don’t remember exactly when, but at some point it became clear that you didn’t possess the kind of cock her ex-boyfriend had. It started with small, off hand comments. Then you asked her about it and she made it perfectly clear. She also made it clear that you were a far superior boyfriend, that she loved you more than she ever loved him.

    “You loved his cock more than you love mine, don’t you?” you asked at one point. You couldn’t help yourself.

    “Yes,” your girlfriend said. At least she was being honest.

    You figured you’d be honest too. “You can still enjoy his cock, you know. It wouldn’t bother me. I might even find it kind of hot, if I’m being honest.”

    It turned out that you did find it hot. You found it hot when your girlfriend came home one day and told you that she’d been at her ex-boyfriend’s house and that she’d sucked his cock and let him fuck her.

    It turned you on when she told you about how much she enjoyed having his dick inside her again and how good it had felt when he stretched her out, and how much she missed having a big dick in her pussy.

    You felt a little anxious, too. How could you not? You felt the same thing every cuckold ends up feeling. You couldn’t help but get rock hard, either.

    “Do you want to fuck my pussy, baby? Even knowing he was just inside me, do you still want to fuck me?” your beautiful girlfriend asked.

    “Yes, I do,” you said.

    She spread her legs and welcomed you inside her. As you were fucking her, she whispered, “I can’t even feel your cock,” and you came immediately, just like a cuckold.

    She started fucking her ex-boyfriend all the time. She sent you that naughty clip you see above. She had him film it. She wanted you to see just how big his cock was. She wanted you to see just how much he filled her up. She wanted you to see exactly how much she loved riding her ex-boyfriend’s big cock.

    She sent you this little clip one day while you were at work. You recognized your living room immediately. You were at work and your girlfriend was busy riding someone else’s cock in your house. He wasn’t wearing a condom either.

    You missed an afternoon meeting because of an erection that wouldn’t go away. You couldn’t leave your office because of it. You had to sit there and try your best not to think about your girlfriend fucking someone else. You couldn’t do it, though. All you could think about was that big cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

    She offered you a treat when you got home from work that day. “Do you want to fuck my cum-filled pussy, baby? Do you want to add your load to his?”

    He made a mess of your girlfriend’s pussy, and seeing his seed dripping out of her was all the invitation you need. Of course you wanted to fuck her. Of course you wanted to add your load.

    So that’s what you did. You only lasted a few strokes, though. You fucked her and pumped your load inside her. You added your cum to his. You made a thick, salty mess in her pussy.

    Now he fucks her more than you do. A lot more, in fact. You know she prefers his cock. She lets you fuck her sometimes because she thinks a cuckold deserves a little bit of pussy, but you know it doesn’t do much for her to have your cock inside her. You like that, though. You like that she gets to enjoy a superior cock while yours only occasionally enjoys her pussy.

    You prefer it this way, though. You’d say your sex life is far more satisfying now. She has better orgasms. You have better orgasms. Her ex-boyfriend is clearly happy with the arrangement too. It’s perfect for everyone involved.

  
    She Lets You Worship Her

    “I know what you want,” she whispers in your ear as her fingers gently run from your neck to your chest.

    “I know what you need,” the beautiful domme dressed in a tight red corset says.

    You say nothing as you stand in the middle of her dungeon space. You’ve been informed that you will only speak when given permission.

    “I knew it the moment you walked in here,” she says as she moves in front of you.

    “You may admire me,” she says, giving you permission to look up and down her slender body. She’s not wearing any underwear and her shaved pussy looks perfect. Her perky tits are pushed up by the corset. Her blonde hair is short and looks shiny and soft. She’s perfect, which is why you chose her for this session.

    “I know you like what you see. I know you crave me. I know that you crave my pussy more than anything,” she says.

    “Most men want to fuck me,” the beautiful blonde domme continues. “They want to shove their cocks in my pussy and pound me until they fill me with their cum.” She looks at you. “You’re not like most men though, are you?”

    “No mistress,” you say.

    “You don’t want to fuck me.” She looks down at your small, rock hard dick. “You know that your cock would only disappoint me, don’t you?”

    “Yes mistress,” you answer.

    “You want to worship me, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes mistress, desperately,” you say.

    “I know. I knew it the moment I saw you. I knew you were the kind of man that wants to fall to his knees before a beautiful woman. You understand your place. You understand that your little dick will only disappoint me and that your tongue is the only chance you have to pleasure me.”

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and strokes you slowly. She leans closer and whispers, “This thing is useless.”

    You shudder with pleasure. If she stroked you any faster you’d cum, but she knows that.

    “You know you don’t deserve to worship my pussy, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes mistress, I know,” you answer.

    “You want to taste me, don’t you?” she asks as her fingers dance over your stiff cock.

    “Yes mistress,” you say.

    She takes hold of your cock and leads you across the room. You follow dutifully and watch as she sits in the dark red throne. Your beautiful domme spreads her legs, smiles, and says, “On your knees, slave.”

    You fall to your knees as ordered. “Worship,” she orders.

    You taste her pussy with your eager tongue. You push inside of her and soak up the wetness of her arousal. You work your way towards her clit and she moans.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Worship me like a good slave.”

    You do as you’re told, and soon your domme has had an orgasm on your tongue. Your cock will remain unsatisfied until you go home. She uses your mouth for her pleasure. It is not her job to make you cum. Instead, it is your job to worship her and you’ve done it well.

  
    She Lets Your Friend Show You How to Fuck

    Your petite blonde wife enters the room holding your friend’s hand. You look up and see a naughty smile on her face. You know your cuckold fantasy is about to become a reality.

    “Get out of the bed,” she says. “A cuckold doesn’t deserve the privilege of being in the bed when a real man fucks his wife.”

    You get out of the bed as instructed. Your wife turns to your friend and pulls her shirt off. She unbuttons her cute little denim shorts and they fall to the floor, revealing her naked body.

    “This body used to be his,” she said. “But he insists that I give it away. He insists that I let someone else fuck me. He keeps begging me to make his fantasy come true, so I’m going to. This body is yours now. You can do whatever you want with it tonight. You just have to make me feel good. Do you want me?”

    Your friend looks at you but you say nothing. You’re not in control. She is. He looks back to your wife and nods. He pulls his shirt off. He takes off his pants. His underwear hit the floor soon after and she backs into the bed.

    “Come here,” she says. “Kiss me. Let me play with your cock while my husband eats my pussy so his friend can fuck me.”

    Your friend crawls into bed with your wife. They kiss. She plays with his cock. You move between her legs. You get her wet. You get her ready. You prepare her for him to fuck. You accept the role your wife has given you.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Take me. Show my husband what it looks like when a real man fucks me.”

    You back away. You watch him slide into her pussy. You watch him fuck her. You watch him make you a cuckold. Your cock has never been harder. You’ve never been more excited. Your fantasy is now reality.

  
    She Likes a Cum Eating Cuckold

    Did you enjoy watching? Did you enjoy watching another man fuck me in our bed? Did you enjoy watching his cock slide in and out of your wife’s tight, wet pussy? Did you enjoy the way I moaned for him? Did you enjoy the way he made your wife cum while you sat there like a good little cuckold bitch and watched?

    I saw how hard your dick was. I saw how hard it made you to watch a superior man fuck me. You know that’s what he is, right? Of course you know. How could you not? He’s got a bigger dick than you. He’s better looking than you. He’s in better shape than you. And of course he fucks me much, much better than you ever have.

    Would you like a reward, my good little cuckold bitch? Would you like your wife to give you a reward for being so good and watching someone else fuck me in our bed?

    Okay, sweetie. I’ll give you a reward. I’ll give you what you deserve. I’ll let you cum. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? After watching him pound my tight little pussy, you probably want to cum.

    No, no. Stay right there. Oh my gosh, you didn’t really think I was going to let you fuck me, did you? Oh, honey, don’t be silly. We talked about this, didn’t we? Your cock doesn’t belong anywhere near my pussy.

    Look at it, sweetie. Look at your dick. Do you really think I’d let that inside me? Do you really think that I’d let you fuck me after enjoying my bull’s cock? Do you think I could even feel your cock after he fucked me? Really?

    You don’t get to fuck me. Ever again. Your cock has felt my pussy for the last time. That’s your reality and you need to accept it. My pussy is not yours to enjoy. Not anymore. It’s his to enjoy and it will be my next bull’s to enjoy as well. It will never, ever be yours again. I’d rather go without sex than fuck you again. Do you understand that?

    Good. That’s good. I know it turns you on to think about being denied my pussy. I know you’re a little cuckold bitch. I know it turns you on to hear that I think you’re worthless in bed. I know it turns you on that it’s true. We both know it’s true and it makes your little dick hard as a fucking rock. I know it.

    I also know that you understand that the chance to have an orgasm is a reward in our house. I make the rules now and when I let you get off you should consider it a gift.

    Do you consider it a gift? Yeah? I’d like to hear you say that you know it’s a gift to be able to cum.

    Awww, what a good boy you are. I’d also love to hear you thank me for cuckolding you. I’ve given you quite a gift by letting you watch another man fuck me, after all.

    Mmmm, that’s so nice. You’re making me a little bit wet, sweetie. Does that turn you on? I guess you’re making me wish my bull was still here, too, though I bet that turns you on too. Of course it does.

    Does it turn you on that his cum is inside me? Do you like that his cum is in these panties I picked out just for my bull? Are you stroking yourself faster because you’re thinking about my bull’s cum leaking out of me and making a mess in my panties?

    Are you thinking about how you watched him cum inside me, about how you heard him grunting and groaning as he injected his hot seed into my pussy, about the way his cock pulsed as each shot launched into my womb?

    It’s okay if it turns you on. It’s supposed to. You’re a cuckold. You’re supposed to be thrilled at the idea of another man cumming in your wife’s pussy. It’s supposed to make your cute little dick hard as a rock.

    I choose to fuck another man. I choose to fuck a superior man. I choose to make you watch while I let someone else fuck me. I choose to let him cum inside me. I choose to banish you from my pussy. I do all of that because you’re a cuckold, because you’re not good enough to satisfy me. I think we both know that it arouses you, so why not embrace it? Embrace being a good cuckold and jerk off while you picture his cock cumming inside me. Re-live the sight of another man emptying his load into your wife’s warm, wet, tight pussy.

    I do have one little requirement that you’ll have to fulfill if you want to claim your reward. You’re going to have to eat your load for me.

    I know you probably don’t want to, but I hope you know that I don’t care. What you want isn’t particularly important to me. Not anymore at least. It’s what I want that really matters, and what I want is to see you cum in your hand and then swallow your seed. I want to see you eat your cum.

    Don’t make that face. Don’t act like you’re not going to do it. We both know you’re going to swallow your spunk. We both know you’re going to be a good little cum eating cuckold. We both know you lack the strength to say no to me, especially when an orgasm is involved.

    It’s worth it, isn’t it? You get to cum and the price you have to pay is swallowing your seed. Most men wouldn’t do that, but you’re not most men, are you?

    Some men might be willing to swallow their seed in exchange for a great blowjob. They might even be willing to clean their own cum from the tight, wet pussy they just fucked. You’re not being given any of those pleasures, though. You’re a cuckold. You don’t deserve a blowjob and you certainly don’t deserve to fuck me. That worthless little cock of yours doesn’t deserve to come anywhere near my body. You should consider it a privilege that I let you watch another man fuck me. You should consider it the greatest privilege that I let you watch him cum inside me.

    You’re thinking about it, aren’t you? You’re thinking about eating your load. About cumming in your hand and swallowing that thick, sticky spunk.

    Mmmm, that’s kinda hot. Would it be okay if I played with my pussy a little? Would you like that? Would you like to see my push my hand into my panties to play with my freshly-fucked cunt while I think about you eating your load?

    You know why I like it? I like the rush I feel when you do as you’re told. I like that you’re so eager to obey my orders. I like that you’re such a good little cuckold bitch for me. It fills me with pleasure.

    I like hearing you say, “I want to be a cum eating bitch for you.”

    It’s like those words were meant to spill from your lips. It’s like you were always meant to be a little bitch boy for me.

    Which position did you enjoy watching the most? Did you like it when he fucked me from behind? Did you like the way I pushed my pussy back onto his cock? Did you like how I moaned for him when he smacked my ass and pulled my hair?

    Did you like it when I got on top? Did you like sitting behind me and watching my pussy lips cling to his thick cock as I rode him? Did you like how wet I was as I bounced on the man that truly satisfies me?

    Was it missionary that you liked the most? Did you like the way I kissed him as he fucked me? Did you like the way he fucked me so hard? Did you like that I came on his cock in missionary?

    I’ll bet I know what you liked most of all. I’ll bet you liked that moment when he came inside me. I’ll bet you liked how I wrapped my legs around him as he injected his seed into my pussy. I’ll bet you felt jealous and inferior and horny as hell all at the same time. I’ll bet you felt like every bit the cuckold you actually are.

    Are you thinking about cum? About how thick and creamy it is. About how it’s going to look in the palm of your hand after you orgasm. About how warm it’s going to feel against your skin.

    Are you thinking about lifting your hand to your mouth? About me masturbating as I watch. About me playing with my cummy pussy as you get ready to pour your load onto your tongue. About how it’s going to feel when your tongue is coated in your cum. About the joy of being a cum eating cuckold.

    Could you be the sort of man that gargles his cum? That holds it on his tongue and savors the taste? That savors the humiliation of eating his own loads? That acts like a little bitch for his wife?

    Your dick is hard, isn’t it? Your dick is hard and ready to shoot. Ready to shoot in your hand.

    You’re thinking about eating cum.

    You’re thinking about devouring a load of cum.

    You’re thinking about being a cum slut.

    Mmmm, I’m thinking about it too. I’m thinking about you being my cum slut. About you cumming in your hand. About your seed flowing into your hand. About it collecting in the palm of your hand. About you taking it on your tongue. About you being a cum slut.

    I know you don’t want to. I know that the moment you have your orgasm you’ll lose all desire to eat your load. I know you did. It’s okay. That’s how it works.

    I don’t care, though. That’s the pleasure of it. Doing it even though you don’t want to. That’s the part that arouses a woman like me. Knowing that you’re willing to be a good little cuck bitch, a cum slut.

    Yes, it’s going to taste bad.

    Yes, it’s going to burn a little going down.

    Yes, it’s going to be humiliating.

    But you want to be a good boy. You want to be a cum slut. You want to be a bitch for me. You want it all because you’re a good cuckold.

  
    She Loves Giving Head. Just Not to You.

    “I like giving head,” your wife said.

    “Could have fooled me,” you answered.

    You felt bad when you saw the annoyance on her face. She was not amused with your complaint.

    “I do,” she said. “I just don’t like giving head to you.”

    She stood up and walked across the room. You watched her hips sway in the tight red dress. You saw her approach your coworker.

    “Honey, please,” you said as your wife ran her fingers down his tie.

    “Shut up,” she snapped at you.

    She fell to her knees in front of him.

    “My husband thinks I don’t like sucking cock,” she said to your coworker.

    “Oh yeah?” he said.

    Your wife smiled. “You know that’s not true, don’t you?”

    Your coworker looked over at you. The smile on his face told you everything you needed to know.

    “It’s not true, man.”

    Your wife unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She wrapped her lips around it.

    “Your wife loves sucking cock,” he said before turning his head your way and smiling. “She loves sucking my cock, at least.”

    “What the fuck?” you said.

    Your wife’s long, soft blonde hair bounced as she swallowed your coworker’s big cock. He moaned.

    “Stop!” you yelled.

    Your wife looked at you. She stroked the big cock in front of her.

    “You can either sit there quietly and watch or you can get the fuck out,” she said. “Either way, I’m sucking his cock until he cums in my mouth.”

    She wrapped her lips around him once more.

    “She always swallows, man,” he said. “Every fucking time.”

    You wondered how many times your wife had blown your coworker. How many of his loads had she swallowed.

    You should have gotten up and left. Some part of you wanted to. You didn’t, though. You just sat there and watched. You watched your wife blow a man you’d come to loathe. You watched her worship his cock. You watched her make him feel good while you sat there.

    Eventually, he groaned. Your wife held the tip of his cock in her mouth. She received his load.

    She looked over at you and opened her mouth. You saw the thick cum sitting on her tongue. She closed her lips and swallowed. She’d consumed another man’s cum.

    She stood up and walked towards you. She looked breathtaking in her red dress.

    “I love sucking cock,” she said. “Just not yours.”

  
    She Loves Making Him Feel Good

    You know how you love making your wife cum without any need for an orgasm of your own? You know how you find pleasure in that look of joy on her face when you eat her pussy and get her off?

    She feels the same way about her bull. She loves when he makes her cum, of course, but she finds joy in giving him orgasms without a need for her own. He makes her feel so good, so much of the time that she finds genuine satisfaction in making him feel good.

    This is especially true when it’s just the two of them. She likes to dedicate herself to making him feel good. Kind of like this:

    “I love your cock,” she says between kisses. “I love how hard it gets for me. I love how good it makes me feel. I love that I always cum when you slip your beautiful cock inside me.”

    He groans. Everyone wants to be adored. Every man finds it particularly arousing when a woman adores his cock.

    “Can I make you feel good?” your wife asks. “Can I play with your cock until you cum for me?”

    He nods and your wife smiles. She knew he’d say yes.

    She’s not lying when she says she loves his cock. It’s genuine. She loves that it makes her feel so good. She loves that it gets so hard for her. She loves that it gets hard for her multiple times in one evening. She loves that it fucks her so well. She loves that it gives her far better orgasms than she’s ever experienced with you.

    “Your cock is so beautiful,” she says while running her fingers over it. “It’s perfect in every way.”

    He groans again. Your wife gathers the precum from the tip of his cock and moves it over the underside of the head. She plays with the spongy flesh. She smiles as he moans for her. She likes making him feel good.

    “You’re throbbing,” she says.

    “You’re incredibly talented,” he replies before yet another groan slips from his lips.

    Your wife loves these moments. She loves feeling like she’s in control of his pleasure. She loves feeling like she gets to take him on an arousing journey of her choosing. She loves that his dick feels so big and hard in her hands.

    She looks into his eyes and see the joy on his face. It makes her wet. It turns her on to know that she’s making such an incredible man feel good. It turns her on to know that he loves fucking her. It turns her on to know that he’s going to spill his seed for her before long.

    “I want to make you cum,” she says. “I want to make you feel so good because you make me feel so good.”

    He wants to cum for her.

    Your wife brings him to orgasm. She moans in delight as cum spills from his cock. She’s made her bull feel good. She’s done so without any need for an orgasm of her own. She feels genuine joy as his grunts and groans of sensual satisfaction fill the air.

    “You’re incredible,” he says.

    Your wife leans down and licks up a little bit of his cum. He smiles down at her.

    “I love making you feel good,” she says.

    Soon, she’ll return home to you. She’ll get in your bed. You’ll pull off her panties. You’ll make her feel good without any concern for an orgasm of your own.

  
    She Loves Owning Your Cock

    
      Your mistress thoroughly enjoys being in control of your cock and she wants to tell you about it while she teases you.
    

    I am not a cruel mistress. Well, sometimes I am 🙂 I do believe that you deserve pleasure, though. You just don’t deserve to decide when you deserve that pleasure. That’s my choice.

    You see, I own your cock, which means I own your pleasure. That means we play when I want to play. That also means that you keep your hands off your cock when we play. I know you want to cum. I know you want to masturbate and spill your seed. I don’t care, though. You do what I want.

    You don’t get to tell me what to do, either. You don’t get to beg. I don’t want to hear begging. I want you to stay still and let me play with your cock as I desire. If I feel like giving you an orgasm, you’ll get one. If I don’t, you won’t.

    I do like making you feel good, though. I like getting your cock nice and stiff. I like seeing the precum drip from the tip. I like hearing the way you moan as I play with you. I like edging you. I like taking you right to the brink of an orgasm and then pulling back and seeing that moment of agony on your face as you realize that you’re not going to cum.

    There are so many different ways to tease you. I can get you nice and hard with my hand and then make you sit there as I grind my ass on your cock and balls. Maybe I’ll even give you a treat by letting the tip of your cock slip between my ass cheeks for just a hint of pleasure. That’s as close as you’re ever going to get to fucking me, so savor it if I allow it.

    My feet can give pleasure, too. It’s probably not the pleasure you want. It’s certainly not going to make you cum. It’s going to tease you, though. It’s going to drive you crazy. It’s going to make you wish you could just grab your dick and cum on my feet.

    You’re not going to do that though, are you? You’re a good boy and you wouldn’t disobey your mistress like that. If I want to tease your stiff dick with my feet for an hour, you’re going to sit there and let me do it. You’re going to whimper and moan and wish that I’d let you cum, but you’re not going to do anything to stop me.

    Maybe, just maybe, if you’re an extra good boy, I’ll take your cock in my mouth. I’ll wrap my soft, sensual lips around your dick and I’ll give you a blowjob.

    Oops, not quite.

    No, you don’t deserve that sort of pleasure. A real blowjob is reserved for the men I choose to take inside me. That’s reserved for the strong, sexy men that fuck me.

    You get teased. You get to feel my tongue flick back and forth over the underside of your cock. You get to feel my soft lips against your dick. You don’t get to feel the pure, unadulterated pleasure of a blowjob, though. You don’t get to say that Mistress Becca sucked your cock. You don’t deserve that.

    My tongue feels nice though, doesn’t it? It makes you want to cum, doesn’t it?

    I love that I get to decide. I love that I’m the one in control of your orgasm. It makes me wet to think of you writhing as I play with your cock. I want to hear those desperate whimpers. I want to feel your desire. I want to be the one in control of when you get to cum. I get to decide to deny you. I get to decide if you get off.

    Do you want to cum?

    I’m feeling generous today. You can cum. You know how this works. Flip your legs up. Open your mouth. Be a good little cum dumpster for me. You don’t get to cum unless you clean up and this is the best way to do that. Enjoy your load, bitch!

  
    She Loves You Madly Even Though You Can't Satisfy Her

    Click here to read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

     You're standing in the bedroom doorway and admiring your wife. She's dressed in a white thong bikini and looking at herself in the floor length mirror that hangs from the back of the closet door. She hasn't noticed you yet and you're more than happy to keep quiet to simply admire how good she looks.

    She sees you, jumps a little, and laughs. "You scared me."

    "Sorry."

    She turns and smiles. "It's okay. In fact, I'm glad you're here. I want your opinion on these new bikinis I bought."

    You step into the bedroom and sit at the foot of the bed as your wife slowly spins around so you can admire her body from every angle.

    "You look amazing," you say. "I love the cut of it. I love the thong. I love that it offers the perfect amount of coverage for your breasts and also manages to make them look even perkier than they are."

    "I like it too. In fact, I was definitely keeping this one. I like knowing that you really like it, though."

    You hope she'll come over and kiss you, but instead your wife disappears into the closet. A few minutes later she emerges in a black bikini. This one features straps running crisscross over her back and a few over her stomach. It's sexier. Without question it's sexier.

    "Oh, wow, I like that one even better," you say. "There's something about the design, about all those straps, they just look amazing."

    She turns and looks at herself in the mirror. She runs her hands over her taut stomach and your cock stirs. She looks good and it's been a while since you had an orgasm and you can't help but get caught up in your desire for her.

    "Are you buying bikinis for a special occasion, or just preparing for summer?" you ask.

    She looks at you in the mirror and smiles. "My bull is taking me out on his boat and I wanted to have something hot to wear for him."

    What was a stirring of desire has turned into something else. Your loins now tingle with lust and it slowly spreads through your body. It takes a few moments to realize that your lips have curled into a big, bright smile. "When is that happening?"

    "This weekend," she says. "It's the first truly warm weekend of the year and he wants to spend Saturday with me on his boat. He said a day on the boat is made so much better when you're there with a beautiful woman in a bikini."

    "And you're going to be that woman for him?"

    She smiles and nods and then steps into the closet again. You rub your cock through your jeans, luring it into a painfully erect state with very little effort. It throbs in a way that feels utterly fantastic as you think of your wife and her bull fooling around on his boat - which is impressively big – for all of Saturday.

    Your wife emerges from the closet in a shiny silver bikini. It's simple but it's exceptionally hot. A little bit slutty, actually, though in a very good way. She turns around and you see that it too has a thong back. It's the sort of bikini a woman wears when she wants to capture the lustful attention of a man - or many men - and it looks far better on your wife than you would have imagined.

    "And how about this one?" she asks.

    "It's hot. Kind of...well, a little bit slutty, but in the best way possible."

    She smiles and walks towards you with a seductive sway in her hips. "I thought the same thing. I thought it was the sort of bikini I would never wear. The sort I would absolutely judge another woman for wearing. Under my breath I'd call her a slut if I saw her in it. Or, at least, the old me would have done that."

    Her fingers find your stiff cock and she strokes you through your jeans while smiling.

    "The new me is different, though. Now I understand why women wear bikinis like this, why they put on tight, short, slutty little dresses and skirts. Why they dress to draw the attention of men. Why they dress to arouse men...or certain types of men, at least."

    "Certain types of men?" you ask.

    She bites her lower lip and nods before her lips curl into a devilish smile. "Men like my bull. Strong, assertive, testosterone-fueled men. Men that feel an almost animalistic desire to fuck a woman when they see her wearing a skimpy, sexy little bikini or a slutty outfit. Men that feel a need to bury their cocks in a beautiful woman, that feel the need to fuck her, to make her scream in pleasure, to pump their seed deep inside of her."

    Your dick has gotten harder. You didn't think it was possible, but your beautiful wife has made it so with her dirty talk.

    "What about me?" you asked. "Am I that kind of man?"

    You know the answer to this question. She knows that you know the answer. She also knows why you're asking.

    "No, you're not that kind of man," she replies. "You're a cuckold, my love. You're the kind of man that gets hard thinking about his wife being fucked by that strong alpha male. You're the kind of man that jerks off to the idea of that alpha male flooding my cunt with his cum."

    You reach out and run your fingers over your wife's stomach. You work your way to her lower back and pull her close. She smiles and kisses you. You feel her passion, her desire, her love.

    "Do you want me?" she whispers.

    "Desperately."

    She takes your hand and places it between her legs. Your fingers move into her bikini and between the folds of her pussy. She moans as you finger her, gather her wetness, and use it as lubrication for rubbing her throbbing clit.

    "Is he going to fuck you on his boat?"

    "Yes," she answers. "He's going to fuck me multiple times on his boat. He's going to have his arm around me as we walk down the dock. All the other boat-owning men are going to be jealous of him because I'm going to look so fucking good in this little bikini. He's going to grab my ass in front of them, making it perfectly clear that I'm the sort of woman that puts out, that I'm the woman that's going to suck his dick while he's navigating the lake to find the perfect spot, that I'm the sort of woman that's going to let him have me however he wants me because he's the kind of man that deserves that sort of thing."

    She's playing to your fantasy, but only to a certain degree because you're certain that's what will happen. Your wife loves it when her bull acts like an alpha male. She loves when he grabs her ass in public, when he puts his arm around her, when he fucks her with the kind of aggressive energy that makes his overwhelming desire for her - his need for her, really - perfectly clear.

    "But what really matters, my love," she begins, "is that he's going to make me cum as many times as I can handle. He's not just going to use my body. He's going to give me what I crave. He's going to give me the pleasure I deserve. He's going to give me the kind of pleasure that my cuckold husband can't offer."

    You pull your fingers from her bikini bottoms and suck them clean as she smiles. Your wife steps back, lowers those bottoms, and then helps you out of your jeans. You pull off the rest of your clothes and she kisses you while stroking your cock.

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "I need you," you reply.

    "Get in the bed."

    You get on your back in the bed. Your wife keeps her shiny silver bikini top on as she crawls on top of you. Her lips find yours as she guides your dick into her slick pussy. You groan as the incredible heat of her body engulfs your dick.

    "You feel so good," you say.

    She kisses your neck. "You don't feel anywhere near as good as he does."

    You groan again. You can't help it. It feels so good when she talks like that. It's so simple, and yet it's such a stunning turn on.

    "My pussy feels good though, doesn't it?"

    "Better than good," you reply with a smile. "Your pussy feels perfect."

    She sits up and smiles. Her hands rest on your chest and she rocks her hips back and forth, slowly milking your cock and luring you into an ever-increasing state of desire.

    "I like that I can make you feel so good," she says. "That you feel such desire for me even after so many years of marriage."

    "I do too," you reply. "And I love that you get the satisfaction you crave, too, that we both get the pleasure we crave and deserve."

    She leans forward and begins to ride you. Up and down her pussy moves, though she continues to do so slowly. She's teasing you, really, and it feels so good.

    "I love that you get off on the fact that another man fucks me better than you," she says. "That you sometimes think of him fucking me while you're inside me. I love that I could very easily get you off right now by making you think of the many times I'm going to get fucked on my bull's boat this weekend."

    She's right. The mere mention of it conjures images of your wife sucking cock on her bull's boat, or taking it from behind, or riding him while she stares out at the water and perhaps smiles at the notion that another couple is watching as she bounces on her alpha bull's dick.

    "I love that you asked me to cuckold you," she says. "That your fantasy has become my fantasy. That you knew that I needed more than you could give me, that you know that I'd find such pleasure in being able to fuck other men whenever I desired."

    "You deserve the best of everything, my love," you reply. "And that includes the kinds of orgasms that most women don't get to enjoy."

    She kisses you. It's a long, soft, slow kiss. Her tongue is active and thrilling in your mouth. Her passion is overwhelming and it lures you deeper into your desire.

    "He really is better than you," she whispers. "So much better than you. Sometimes I can't help but think about him even while you're inside me. Even thinking about his cock and the way he uses it is enough to make sex with you, my love, even better."

    It's an intensely arousing thought that makes your dick swell up inside her.

    "I love that you think about him when I'm inside you," you say. "That's such a turn on."

    "I love you," she says. "More than you could ever know. I love what our marriage has become. I love that you're so eager to make me happy, to give me everything I crave. I also love fucking him. I love that he can satisfy me so thoroughly."

    She's riding you faster now and your orgasm is approaching. 

    "You deserve to be fucked by a man that can satisfy you," you say.

    "And you can't," your wife replies. "You can't satisfy me. Not anymore. Now that I've had a man like my bull I know that you don't measure up, that you're nowhere near as good as he is, that you can't fuck me like he can, that you're just not capable of it."

    Her tits look incredible in the bikini top. You think of her wearing it as she rides him. You think of her having an orgasm with his cock inside her. You think of her cumming while he's inside her.

    "Are you going to cum?" you ask.

    She smiles and shakes her head. "No. You can't make me cum like he does, so you're not going to make me cum at all today. Why bother when I get to have as many incredible orgasms as I want on Saturday? My bull is the one that deserves to make me cum. Not my cuckold."

    You cum inside your wife and she smiles gleefully. She likes making you cum. She likes satisfying you. She likes giving you what you crave, what you deserve.

    "I love you," she says before leaning down to kiss your neck, nibble your ear lobe a little, and then slip her tongue into your mouth. "I love you so much."

    "I love you too," you reply. "More than I could ever explain."

    "You don't need to explain it. I know it. You show your love every day, and you do a very good job of showing it on days when I'm with my bull."

    You think of Saturday. You'll help your wife get ready in the morning. You'll drive her to the dock. You'll kiss her goodbye and watch as she kisses her bull and then walks away with his arm around her waist.

    You'll go home. You'll spend your day doing chores. You'll clean the house. You'll mow the lawn. You'll do the laundry. You'll spend the entire time thinking about your wife getting fucked.

    She'll text to ask if you're doing your chores. You'll send a picture of the freshly-mowed lawn and she'll send a video back that shows her getting fucked on the boat and it will make doing chores feel hugely erotic, which will drive you to do more of them.

    Eventually you'll pick her up at the dock. You'll watch them kiss each other goodbye. You'll see him grab her ass as she sucks on his tongue. She'll wave goodbye and get in the car. She'll lean over to kiss you. She’ll stroke your cock a little. She'll ask you if you had a good day. Then she'll ask if you want to take her home, lick the remnants of her bull's cum out of her pussy, and make love to her.

    You'll say yes to all of it. You'll take her home. You'll clean her pussy. You'll make love to her.

    You'll be as happy as a cuckold can be.

  
    She Makes Her Cuck Cum in a Very Naughty Way

    Read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

    "Did you have a good night, my love?"

    It's a little after midnight. Your wife has been out with her bull for the last six hours. She looks just as beautiful as when she left, though her hair is a little messier and her chest is flushed red, no doubt caused by having multiple orgasms with another man's cock inside her.

    "I did," you answer as she steps closer and gives you a kiss on the cheek. Her lips linger against your skin and the smell of her perfume and her bull's aftershave fills your nose. You shut the door and your wife takes a handful of steps towards the stairway.

    "Would you unzip me, my love?"

    You lock the front door and approach your wife. You gently move her hair to one side and kiss the back of her neck before grasping the zipper of her tight black dress and slowly pulling down. Your lips follow it, offering soft kisses on her bare skin. She moans at your touch and you feel your loins tingle with desire, the same desire you've felt all night as you've imagined your wife indulging in all manner of pleasure with her bull.

    "Did you have a good night?" you ask.

    She looks back at you and then reaches up to push the straps of her dress off her shoulders. She pulls it down to her waist, takes a moment to smile, and then works the dress over her curvy hips. It falls to the floor and she says, "I had a great night. The best night I've had in months."

    Your wife blows you a kiss and walks up the stairs in her bra, panties, and heels. You see what looks like a hand print on her ass and you smile at the thought of her bull spanking her hard enough to leave a mark. You know that sort of thing - when delivered at the right time, at least - always thrills your beautiful wife.

    "Would you bring my dress up?"

    You pick up her little black dress and follow your wife up the stairs. You admire her tight ass and long legs with every step and you can't help but imagine her bull doing the same thing. She's a remarkably beautiful, sexy woman. Men stare at her when you're in public. Of course her bull would do the same thing and of course he would feel an unyielding kind of desire for her, just like you feel in this moment.

    She stops at the top of the stairs and waits for you to join her. She leans against the wall, takes your hand, and pulls you close. Her lips hover achingly close to yours and again the smell of her perfume and her bull's aftershave fills your nose.

    You kiss as your wife guides your hand between her legs. You press your fingers against her panties and feel how wet they are. You picture his cum leaking out of her and soaking the thin black lace. You wonder how many times he came inside her tonight. The thought of it happening even once sends a shudder of pleasure through your body and you moan into her mouth as she sucks on your tongue.

    You lean down to kiss her neck but your wife slips away and walks towards the bedroom. You admire the exaggerated sway in her hips and she stops at the door and looks over her shoulder before beckoning you to follow.

    You feel love for your wife. Deep, overwhelming love. She could come home, take a shower, and go to sleep. She could tell you that you need to wait until tomorrow to claim your satisfaction. She doesn't, though, and it's not just because she feels a duty to satisfy you. No, she looks forward to this part. She likes it almost as much as getting fucked by her bull. She likes to play with her cuckold after another man has had his way with her.

    She steps into the bedroom and you rush after her. She's standing at the edge of the bed and smiling as you enter. You move towards her with haste and lean in to kiss her, but she holds up a finger and stops your lips from reaching hers.

    "My dress needs to be on a hanger," she whispers.

    You head for the closet and hang up the little black dress. You take a moment to remember when you bought it for her. She was quite taken with how good it looked and had a great deal of fun modeling it for you and reminding you that she wouldn't be wearing it for you, that the dress was only for her bull, that she was the only man she would ever wear it for. When you got home, she let you worship her pussy as you both found such intense arousal in the idea that the dress was just for him.

    You return to the bedroom, but your wife has gone. For a moment you're completely and utterly confused, but she returns to the room holding the wooden chair you sometimes sit in when she and her bull fuck in your marital bed. She smiles, places the chair at the foot of the bed, and gestures for you to sit.

    You take your place in the chair and she straddles you. Her crotch settles tightly against yours and she runs her fingers through your hair before kissing you. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you run your hands down her back.

    "No touching," she whispers. "Not until I give you permission."

    You groan - both out of frustration and because it turns you on when she takes control like that - and let your hands fall to your sides. Your wife reaches back and removes her bra, freeing her wondrous breasts and inspiring a deep desire to touch her soft, perky flesh.

    She sees you staring and she stands and leans forward until one of her nipples is a hair's breath from your mouth. You want to part your lips, lean forward, and suck on it, but you know better than to do so without her permission.

    "He showered my breasts in affection tonight," she says softly. "You know how much he loves them. How he kisses them and touches them. How he sucks on them. How he tells me how perfect they look."

    You nod. You've heard him express his affection for her breasts countless times.

    "I let him fuck them tonight," she says. "I was on my back. I told him to slide his cock - which had just been in my pussy - between my big tits. I held them close while he fucked them. I kissed and licked the tip when it neared my mouth. You should have seen how much he enjoyed himself, my love. How much it thrilled him to fuck your wife's big tits like that."

    Jealousy courses through you. You haven't fucked her tits in years. She likes giving her bull treats that you're not allowed, though. It turns her on. It turns him on, too. You get off on it, though. She knows that. She likes to tell you about the treats she's given him and she likes to feel your dick throb as she does.

    "Do you want to kiss them?" she asked. "Do you want to kiss my tits?"

    "Yes, please," you say.

    "Even though he fucked them? Even though another man's cock was between them and all over them today?"

    You smile. "You know that only makes me want to kiss them more."

    "Yes, I do, my love," she replies before kissing you softly, her tongue slipping easily into your mouth and pushing deep. "Now worship my breasts."

    She offers her breasts and you shower them with love. You kiss. You lick. You suck. You direct your attention to her cleavage, too, and you're fairly certain you can taste the aftermath of his cock, a mixture of precum and pussy juice. You moan as she grinds her pussy over your crotch, generating a wondrous kind of friction that leaves your dick throbbing.

    "Your dick is so hard," she whispers as your face remains buried between her breasts. "Do you want to cum, my love?"

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    She stands up and you move to join her, but your wife holds up her hand and you remain in your seat. She backs up and falls into the bed. Her legs part and you stare between them at the obvious wet spot in her panties.

    Your wife grasps her breasts and then her fingers slowly move over her stomach. She rubs her pussy through the delicate lace panties and then slips a hand inside. She arches her back and rolls her head towards the ceiling, moaning softly while you watch her masturbate.

    "Please," you say.

    She looks at you and smiles. "What's the matter, my love? You like to watch, don't you?"

    You remain in the chair as if you're glued to it. You want to rush towards the bed. You do. You want to tear her panties off. You want to devour her pussy. You want to fuck her. You want it all, but there's something so hot about doing as you're told, about letting her have control of how the evening plays out.

    "Yes, I do," you say.

    She peels off her panties and tosses them aside. Her pussy lips are enflamed. Her pubic hair is matted with what is likely a mixture of her juices and his cum. You can't help but stare at the object of your desire. You want her pussy. You crave it.

    Your wife slips three fingers inside her. You watch them disappear. You hear how wet she is. She pulls her fingers free and sucks them clean. They slide in and out of your mouth as you lean forward, your body drawing you closer to that which you crave.

    "Strip," she instructs.

    You stand and hastily remove your clothes. Once naked, you step towards the bed but your wife holds up a hand and stops you. Just a few feet remain between you and the bed and a few more to her pussy. You're so close, and yet she won't let you get any closer.

    She plunges three fingers into her pussy once more. She fucks herself, doing so with vigor and filling the bedroom with such wondrously wet sounds. Her fingers emerge. They're soaked and slippery. They enter her mouth and she sucks them clean once more. She's being spectacularly naughty and you can't help but find it utterly enthralling.

    She fingers herself again. This time, though, when she pulls out she points her fingers towards you. "Clean them."

    You rush to the bed. You bend over. You take her fingers in your mouth. You suck them clean. You do so vigorously. You watch her smile as you suck on her flesh, as you taste his cum and her juices.

    "Stand up and take your cock in your hand," she says.

    You stand up straight and masturbate for her. She watches your hand move up and down your stiff shaft as she rubs her clit in slow circles.

    "No cumming unless I give you permission," she instructs.

    You nod. She plunges her fingers into her pussy. She pushes them deep. She pulls them free. Your wife moves to her knees and shuffles to the foot of the bed. Her fingers find their way into your mouth. You suck them clean. Her tongue follows. You share the taste of her bull's cum and her juices as she fondles your balls while you masturbate.

    "Are your balls full, my love? Do they need a release? Do you need to spill your load?"

    "Yes, please," you say.

    She grabs your ass with one hand and then gives it a swift smack. You cry out from the sudden pain - the surprise of it, really - and she smiles and kisses your neck. She sucks on your flesh, likely leaving a red mark behind, a notion that has put a smile on her face as she backs away.

    "Get on your back," she says. "In the bed."

    You move to your back as instructed. Your wife climbs on top in a 69 and lowers her pussy to your mouth. She offers no instruction. Her desire to have you clean her cunt is implicit. You push your tongue inside her and she moans as her fingers encircle your cock and offer gentle strokes.

    Most of her bull's cum has already leaked out of her, but there's still plenty to clean, and everywhere your tongue goes you taste his cum and her juices. It's sweet and salty. There are some dollops of thick semen remaining and you swallow them as soon as you get them in your mouth.

    You feel her lips on the head of your cock. She kisses it as you clean her pussy and flick your tongue over her clit. You moan from the pleasure of her stimulation, but it's nothing compared to when she seals her lips around the shaft and gives you a blowjob.

    "Oh, fuck," you say before plunging your tongue inside her once more. Your loins tingle with pleasure and you feel your cock swell up. You wonder if your wife is going to treat you to the joy of cumming in her mouth. The blowjob feels so good that it won't be long before you spill your seed.

    She lifts her head before you get there. She arches her back and lowers more of her weight onto your face. You plunge your tongue deeper inside her as it becomes a little more difficult to breathe, though there's something hugely appealing about that.

    Your wife climbs off your face. She spins around until she's on her hands and knees next to you. She smiles and runs her index finger through the thin layer of cum and pussy juice that coats your lips, chin, cheeks, and nose.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asks.

    "Yes, please."

    She plunges four fingers into her pussy. She fucks them in and out for a few seconds and then they're wrapped around your cock. She strokes you using her juices and his cum as lube. Pleasure envelops your loins and spreads to the rest of your body. Her lips find yours and you share a deep kiss as she gives you a handjob.

    "Does it feel good when I stroke your cock with his cum as lube, my love?"

    "It feels incredible. It feels...fuck...I'm close."

    She releases your cock. She smiles. "Lift your legs above your head," she says.

    You're confused at first, but after a few moments you do as you're told. You roll your legs back until your toes are touching the headboard. You're bent like a pretzel. Your cock is above your face. It doesn't take a genius to know what your wife has planned.

    Her fingers find their way to your cock. She strokes you slowly. You stare at the tip. You know what's coming.

    "It's been a while since I had a facial," she says. "I think my bull knows well enough not to ask. I was thinking I might offer, though, that I might ask him if he wants to cum all over my pretty face."

    You're turned on at the idea of your wife giving that particular treat to her bull.

    "Do you think he'd want to do it?" she asks.

    "Yes, probably."

    She kisses the back of your thigh and strokes you a little faster. "I think he would too. I think I might actually enjoy it. I certainly like being on my knees in front of him. I like sucking his cock. I like making him feel good. I think I might enjoy watching him masturbate as I play with his balls and beg him to cum on my face."

    You groan. There's something hot about the idea of your wife begging for a facial from her bull.

    "I want you to beg, my love," she says. "Beg for a facial. Beg for me to cum on your face."

    Arousal courses through your body. It's humiliating. That's what makes it so fucking hot, though. The fact that it's utterly unexpected - that it came from her imagination - makes it incredibly sexy, too.

    "Please, cum on my face," you say. "Give me a facial. Make a mess of my face."

    She smiles. "Because you're a cum slut, my love? Because you're a filthy little cum slut?"

    You nod. "Yes, because I'm a cuckold cum slut!"

    She strokes you faster. "Cum for me, cuckold. Give yourself a facial. Make yourself a cum slut. A filthy little cum slut!"

    Your loins tense up and then pleasure envelops your body. You close your eyes and cum on your face. You feel hot streaks of semen across your forehead, cheeks, nose, lips, and chin. You feel some on your neck, too. You make a spectacular mess and it feels so fucking good, especially with your wife moaning and cooing like it's the hottest thing she's ever seen.

    She gently unfolds your body until your legs rest on the bed. She kisses the tip of your cock and you smile as a deep sense of post-orgasmic relaxation spreads through you.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asks.

    Your eyes are still closed as you can feel a bit of cum on your eyelids. "I did. I enjoyed being a cum slut."

    You feel her straddle your chest. "I enjoyed it too. So much so that I need to cum again. I'm going to sit on your face to do so. I'm going to use my pussy to gather your cum and you're going to lick it all up. Just like a good cum slut."

    You don't get a chance to answer. Instead, she sits on your face, rubs her pussy all over it to gather up your cum, and then puts your mouth to work.

    You wouldn't argue, though. You like making your wife happy, even if it's relatively gross, like licking your cum off her pussy and thighs. It's nasty, but it feels so good to do exactly as she desires.

  
    She Makes the Rules - Part 1

    
      A quick note: You might notice some similarities between this and Ivy Craves Control. The character in this has a different approach to her dominance, and I promise the similarities will end after the first part. As with most first chapters, this serves as intro to what I'm planning on doing with this series, and I think you'll enjoy where it's going to end up.
    

    
      
    

    “No, no,” Hannah said as Paul lifted his head from between her legs. “Stay down there. Keep going.”

    She saw the disappointment on his face, but Hannah wanted an orgasm provided by her husband’s tongue. She wanted to lie there and let him work his magic. She didn’t want to bother with cleaning up the mess he’d leave inside her after sex. She just wanted a beautiful, worry-free orgasm.

    After a brief pause where it seemed like he might argue with her, Paul’s tongue returned to her clit. Hannah closed her eyes and moaned. She knew he liked hearing her moan. Every man liked hearing his wife moan. It meant he was doing a good job.

    “Just like that, baby,” Hannah said. “Put your fingers inside me. You know how I like it.”

    Paul pushed two fingers inside her and Hannah moaned again. Louder this time. She wanted him to know he was doing a good job. She spread her legs a little wider and felt her orgasm build. It would take a few more minutes, but she was going to get there. Paul was going to make her cum with his talented mouth.

    Then it stopped. Paul’s head popped up and he pulled his fingers from her pussy. He crawled forward like he always did. He was going to slide into her pussy. He was going to fuck her. It wouldn’t be bad, but it wasn’t what Hannah wanted in that moment. She wanted her husband to be unselfish. She wanted him to use his tongue and fingers to make her cum. She wanted him to show that he was willing to get her off without thinking about her orgasm.

    “No,” Hannah said.

    Paul frowned and stopped crawling towards her. Hannah felt a surprising rush of anger. How dare he frown at her. She wasn’t asking for much. All she wanted was her husband to give her an orgasm without putting his cock inside her.

    Hannah reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair. She roughly directed Paul back between her legs. “Make me cum,” she demanded with more than a little anger in her voice. “Forget about putting your cock inside me. Stop being selfish and make me cum.”

    Paul looked up at her. Hannah saw a touch of defiance in his eyes. She maintained her grip on his hair and after a few seconds applied considerable downward pressure. Paul winced in pain, but he relented. He put his mouth to work once more.

    “Use your fucking fingers like I told you,” Hannah hissed.

    Paul slipped his fingers inside her and Hannah moaned. She refused to let his hair go. It felt good to have such a tight grip on him. It gave her a sense of control.

    “That’s it,” Hannah said as she quickly returned to a state of pre-orgasmic pleasure. “Just like that. Don’t think about your fucking cock. Just think about my pussy. Think about my pleasure. Think about my orgasm. Work me with your fingers. Suck on my clit. Make me cum, Paul.”

    Paul’s fingers swiftly moved in and out of her pussy and his tongue danced over her clit with exceptional skill. Hannah closed her eyes, arched her back, and reached up to play with her breasts with her free hand. She got a little rough with her soft flesh, pulling hard on her nipple and moaning at the pleasurable burst of pain.

    Hannah pulled hard on Paul’s hair as she climaxed. She pulled his face between her legs and felt her pussy lips open around his mouth and nose. She was lost in the pleasure of the exact sort of orgasm she wanted in that moment and she didn’t particularly care if her release was unpleasant for her husband.

    Hannah smiled and let out a long, slow breath as she felt a sense of post-orgasmic relaxation spread through her body. She released Paul’s hair and felt him move.

    “Don’t move,” Hannah said. “Stay between my legs. Kiss my thighs. Soft kisses.”

    Paul looked confused, but he did as instructed. His kisses were soft and soothing, as Hannah wanted them to be. It pleased her that Paul was still willing to follow her instructions. She’d never been so demanding in bed, and yet he’d largely done as she desired without complaint.

    “Do you know how long it’s been since you made me cum like that?” Hannah asked. “With your tongue, I mean? Do you know long it’s been since going down on me was anything other than a prelude to you fucking me?”

    Paul looked up and his lips parted as if he was going to give an answer. Then he tilted his head, looked off, and said, “No, I don’t.”

    Hannah had experienced the same realization in the shower that morning. She’d let her hands wander between her legs and was well on her way to an orgasm when it dawned on her that she couldn’t remember the last time Paul had given her an orgasm via oral sex. It happened all the time when they were first together, but that particular habit had fallen away as their marriage approached its tenth anniversary.

    “I don’t either,” Hannah said. “And I’ve decided I’m not okay with that.”

    “Oh, okay,” Paul replied. “I’m sorry I haven’t gone down on you more often.”

    Hannah considered lecturing him about the lack of sexual equity in their marriage. She considered telling him that she still gave him blowjobs to completion, that she still swallowed for him, but ultimately she figured that would be counterproductive. It had been her choice to go down on Paul and be okay with him only going down on her as a brief form of foreplay. Now she was making the choice to put an end to that lack of equity.

    “Come here,” Hannah said. “Lie next to me.”

    Paul crawled out from between her legs to lie next to Hannah. She rolled onto her side and wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock. He moaned the instant her soft skin made contact with his shaft.

    “Does that feel good?” Hannah asked.

    “It feels incredible,” he said.

    “You know what would feel even better?” she asked.

    “Your mouth?” Paul replied.

    It wasn’t an unreasonable answer, and yet Hannah felt annoyed with her husband. She shouldn’t have. Not really. Why wouldn’t he expect a blowjob after giving her an orgasm via oral sex? Hannah had no intention of giving him head, though. She’d done it dozens, perhaps hundreds, of times without reciprocation over the course of their marriage. She was done with that. It would likely be a long time before Paul enjoyed a blowjob.

    Hannah squeezed his cock hard enough for a mildly panicked look to cross his face. “No,” she said. “It would feel even better if you wait a day for your pleasure.” She stroked him slowly, paying particularly attention to the head of his cock.

    “But I don’t want to wait a day,” Paul replied.

    “I know you don’t,” Hannah said. “Of course you don’t. You never want to wait. But it will feel better if you wait. I promise it will.”

    “Hannah, please, I just want to cum right now,” Paul said.

    Hannah felt the same kind of annoyance and anger she’d experienced before grabbing her husband’s hair and pushing him back between her legs. She didn’t entirely understand it, but something had shifted that morning in the shower. She was no longer willing to be quite as accommodating as her husband was used to.

    “I don’t particularly care what you want,” Hannah said. “So let me make this clear. You’re going to wait until tomorrow because it’s what I want. I will make you feel good. I think we both know I’m quite good at that, but you’re going to have to wait.”

    “And what happens if I don’t?” Paul asked.

    Hannah heard the defiance in his voice and saw it in his eyes. She smiled. “If you can’t wait, it will be a very, very long time before I make you feel good again. No blowjobs. No handjobs. No sex. Is that clear?”

    Paul remained silent for a moment, though Hannah saw the defiance. He wasn’t a man used to be denied by his wife. It faded, though. “Yes, that’s clear.”

    Hannah leaned in and rewarded her husband with a deeply sensual kiss. When he offered his tongue she took it in her mouth and sucked on it as her fingers found his cock and stroked it.

    “I promise I’ll make you feel good,” she whispered. “You just have to wait.”

    A little pleasure seemed to have washed away any bad feelings for Paul. “Okay,” he said. “I’ll wait.”

    Hannah smiled and offered her husband a soft kiss. She was already excited about playing with him again.

    Hannah held up her phone and snapped a mirror selfie in the new lingerie set she’d bought during her lunch break. She sent it to Paul along with a flirty message: “Can you leave work early? I’m already wet and waiting for you.”

    It was fifteen minutes before Paul usually left work and she figured he’d find a way to skip out and come home to her. Unsurprisingly, he quickly replied that he was on his way home.

    Hannah was in bed in her bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings when Paul burst through the bedroom door. His eyes moved over her body and she saw the desire she’d hoped to build by denying him the night before.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    Paul approached the bed. “Incredible. You look incredible.”

    Hannah put her hand up to stop him. “Get naked.”

    Paul stripped and Hannah put on a little show by playing with her breasts in the semi-sheer bra. She moaned when he pulled down his underwear and revealed his half hard cock. She wanted Paul to think he had a chance at fucking her. She wanted him to think of being inside her while she was dressed up in beautiful lingerie.

    “Play with your cock,” she said. “Get nice and hard for me.”

    Paul stroked as Hannah pushed a hand into her panties and rubbed her clit. She watched her husband’s dick get stiff as steel and moaned.

    “Get between my legs,” Hannah demanded. “Eat my pussy. Now.”

    Paul moved between her legs without hesitation. Hannah pulled aside her panties and he put his tongue to work on her clit. He slipped two fingers inside her just like he’d done the night before. He worked her with passion and he made no move to crawl on top of her. Hannah couldn’t help but feel delighted that her husband seemed to have learned a lesson from the night before.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul said. “You’re soaked.”

    “That’s because you’re making me feel so good, baby,” Hannah replied. She reached down and caressed her husband’s face as he ate her pussy. She ran her fingers through his hair and Paul moaned like it felt good. Hannah grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard like she’d done the night before. Paul licked her clit with great fervor. His fingers moved in and out of her at a faster pace. He worked her g-spot and showed no desire to do anything other than remain between her legs.

    “Make me cum, Paul,” she said. “Eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    Paul did just that. He made Hannah cum like she wanted. He made her cum without putting up a fight. He made her cum as she maintained a tight, controlling grip on his hair. Pleasure ripped through her body as she climaxed. It felt even better than the orgasm he’d given her the day before.

    Hannah released her grip on his hair and gestured for Paul to lie next to her. He took his place without complaint. She rolled onto her side and pressed her lingerie-clad body against his. She kissed his chest and her fingers found his hard cock. She stroked him and Paul moaned.

    “Does it feel better than last night?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled. “Isn’t that incredible? Turning you on last night makes it feel even better when I stroke you today. It made you better at eating my pussy, too. You gave me a better orgasm. You worked harder. You worked better. You were completely dedicated to making me cum.”

    “I wanted to make you feel good,” Paul said.

    “So I’d make you feel good, right?” she asked.

    Paul nodded and Hannah leaned closer. She kissed his neck. She sucked on the flesh, stopping short of giving him a hickey but offering pleasure of pleasure. Her lips found their way to his and they shared a deep kiss.

    “Hannah, fuck, I’m close,” Paul said.

    Hannah stroked him faster and watched the pleasure wash over her husband’s face. She kissed his neck and chest. She ran her tongue over his nipple and gently bit the flesh. Paul moaned and Hannah bit him harder. She felt him writhe from the pain, but his cock remained stiff in her hand.

    A pleasing sense of power coursed through Hannah’s body. In one day she’d managed to affect a small change in her husband’s behavior. She’d corrected – at least for a day – his penchant for offering oral sex as nothing more than a means to slip his dick inside her. Going down on her had turned him on. Now he was lying in their bed with his cock in her hand and he was hers to play with as she desired. He didn’t complain when she bit his nipple hard enough for it to hurt. Instead, he moaned like it felt good. Hannah suspected he was turned on enough that anything would feel good.

    Riding a wondrous high, Hannah released Paul’s cock and straddled his face before he could react. She sat on his mouth and said, “Make me cum again.”

    Paul put his tongue to work immediately. There was no sense of frustration in his eyes. He too seemed to be riding a kind of lusty high.

    Hannah gripped the headboard and gently rode Paul’s face as he licked her pussy. She was quite certain she’d never sat on his face and there was something spectacularly sexy about it. It made her feel powerful, a sensation that provided her with far more pleasure than she ever thought it would.

    “You look good beneath my pussy, Paul,” Hannah said.

    All he could do was moan in response. His mouth was completely covered by her slick pussy. His tongue was busy working to make her cum.

    Hannah closed her eyes as her second orgasm approached. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum twice in such a short span of time. It was going to happen, though. Paul’s tongue was going to get her off again.

    Hannah cried out and dropped more of her weight onto his face as she climaxed. Her thighs trembled and she gripped the headboard so tight her knuckles turned white. The orgasm felt like it exploded out of her and Hannah wondered if the simple act of sitting on her husband’s face had deepened her pleasure.

    “Thank you,” Hannah said as she remained astride his face. “That was lovely.”

    She dismounted and sat on the edge of the bed with a smile on her face. Her pussy tingled in the most delightful way from the overwhelming pleasure she’d just experienced.

    “What about me?” Paul asked.

    Hannah stood up and walked towards the closet to change out of her lingerie. “You’ll have to wait another day.”

    “That’s not fair!” Paul said.

    “No, it’s not, but what I said yesterday remains true. If you masturbate I’ll make sure that you don’t get to enjoy my body for a long, long time. You’re strong, baby. I know you are. You can wait another day. I promise, I’ll make you feel good if you do,” Hannah said. She didn’t promise she’d make him cum, though. It was turning out to be a great deal of fun to tease him, so Hannah wasn’t sure she would let him climax.

    “Hannah, please, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” Paul said.

    “I know you’re sorry,” Hannah said. “And I forgive you, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to go back on my promise. I said it would be a long time before you got to enjoy my body again, didn’t I?”

    A genuinely pained looked crossed Paul’s face. “Yes, you did.”

    “And you still masturbated. I wanted you to wait one more day and you couldn’t. I had to stay late at work and you had an hour to yourself and you couldn’t help but jerk off. You didn’t even try to hide it. You just came into your underwear and tossed them in the hamper. It was like you were trying to get caught, Paul, like you were trying to make it perfectly clear that you’re not willing to sacrifice even a little for my happiness,” Hannah said.

    Her voice was calm and controlled, unlike when she’d discovered his cum-stained underwear. Her voice was filled with fury that night, fury that had clearly caught Paul off guard. He hadn’t taken her threat seriously, but Hannah hadn’t let him so much as touch her for the past week as punishment for his failure to keep his hands off his cock.

    “Hannah, I’m sorry,” Paul said. “I am. It’s killing me not to be able to touch my wife. I’m not saying we need to have sex. I’m saying that I miss touching you and kissing you. I miss hugging you. I miss cuddling with you.”

    “Have you masturbated in the past week?” Hannah asked.

    “No, I haven’t. I promise,” Paul said.

    Hannah pulled back the covers and took off her t-shirt. Paul stared at her breasts, which he hadn’t seen in a week.

    “Do you miss my breasts?” she asked in a soft, seductive tone.

    Paul nodded as his eyes remained fixed on her chest.

    “Would you like to kiss them?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded.

    “You may do so,” she said. “Go ahead, kiss my breasts. Touch them, too.”

    Paul leaned in and kissed one of Hannah’s breasts. His fingers moved over her flesh and he moaned. It sounded like a genuine release, like a week of total denial had left him as desperate as he sounded while apologizing.

    “Make me feel good, baby,” she said. “Suck on my nipple.”

    Paul took her nipple in his mouth and sucked gently. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it and Hannah moaned. She felt desire build between her legs as she welcomed her husband’s touch after a week without it. She’d taken care of herself numerous times over the previous seven days, of course. She’d even masturbated with him right next to her – under the covers so he couldn’t see anything – but it wasn’t quite the same as playing with him.

    “Doesn’t this feel nice?” Hannah asked. “Isn’t it better to be able to play with my breasts? Isn’t it better to be able to touch me?”

    Paul looked up and nodded. “I’m so sorry I masturbated, Hannah. I am. I didn’t…I just didn’t think. I’m sorry.”

    Hannah reached out and ran her fingers through his hair before guiding his mouth back to her breast. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “As long as you do as I desire from here on out, it’s okay. Can you do that for me, Paul? When I ask you to do something for me, can you do it? Can you put off your pleasure for a day or two for my sake?”

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    “Good. I’d like you to eat my pussy, Paul. I’d like you to show me that my pleasure is what you care about. Will you do that for me? Will you show me how much you care about my pleasure? Will you make me feel good?” Hannah asked.

    Paul pulled the covers back and moved between her legs. He pulled off her flannel pajama pants and moved her panties aside. He laid on his stomach and ate her pussy as instructed. Hannah closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations of her husband’s tongue moving over her clit as his fingers moved in and out of her pussy.

    “That feels so good, Paul,” she said. “You’re so good at eating my pussy. You’ve always been so good at it. You just lost your way for a few years. You stopped thinking about me. You only thought of yourself. You’re not going to do that anymore though, are you?”

    Paul looked up and said, “No. I won’t. I promise.”

    He returned to her pussy and Hannah moaned. She played with her breasts as her desire built. She felt the lust build between her legs. She pulled on her nipples and arched her back as Paul brought her ever closer to a climax.

    Hannah reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard. He groaned in pain. Lust coursed through her as she seized physical control of her husband. She didn’t need to. He wasn’t going to abandon his post between her legs. He was going to make her cum. Hannah liked to grab his hair, though. It felt good. She liked to seize control and make him feel just a touch of pain.

    “Make me cum, Paul,” she said.

    Paul did his job just a few moments later. Hannah climaxed on his tongue. She maintained her grip on his hair and her thighs clamped down around his head. Her body vibrated with wondrous pleasure.

    “Thank you,” Hannah said.

    “It was my pleasure,” Paul replied.

    She smiled. “You deserve to cum. Take your clothes off. Lie next to me.”

    Paul’s face lit up. The misery she’d put him through had come to an end. After a week of complete physical denial she was going to make him cum again. He stripped and laid next to her. Hannah took his stiff cock in her hand. She stroked him swiftly and Paul moaned.

    “How does it feel?” she asked.

    “It’s incredible,” he replied.

    “A week without an orgasm will do that,” Hannah said. “The longer you go without cumming, the better every little touch feels. Just imagine how good my mouth would feel.”

    Paul moaned.

    “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you? You’re thinking about me sucking your cock, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Paul nodded.

    Hannah’s voice was thick with lust as she asked, “You like it when I’m a good cocksucker for you, don’t you, baby? You like it when I suck your stiff dick until you unload in my mouth, don’t you?”

    “Hannah…fuck, yes, I love that. I love it when you suck my cock,” Paul said.

    He was putty in her hands. He was hers to do whatever she wanted with. The notion thrilled Hannah more than she thought possible.

    “You like it when I swallow your cum, don’t you?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded.

    “I always swallow, don’t I?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “I’ve always been a good little cum slut for you, haven’t I?” Hannah asked.

    Paul groaned. He was caught up in the web of lust Hannah was spinning. After a week without an orgasm Hannah could have said almost anything and it would have turned him on. The fact that she was offering up dirty talk unlike any that had ever departed her lips almost certainly made it hotter. Hannah wasn’t sure why she was suddenly eager to be verbally filthy, but she found it thrilling.

    “Cum for me, Paul,” Hannah said. “Cum for your wife.”

    Paul groaned and Hannah felt his cock expand in her hand. He was so close. Hannah released his cock and looked down to see the head pulsing.

    “What are you doing?” Paul asked in a panicked voice.

    “Don’t you dare touch your cock,” Hannah said as she massaged his balls. “Just let it happen.”

    Paul’s cock pulsed and a thick, slow, steady stream of cum poured from the tip and onto his stomach. He groaned, though not in pleasure. It was pure frustration. Hannah smiled in delight. She’d ruined his orgasm. She’d made him cum without giving him any of the pleasure.

    “Hannah, please…” Paul said, though he kept his hands at his sides, likely from a genuine fear that Hannah would punish him again.

    “I said I’d make you cum, Paul,” Hannah replied. “I didn’t say it would feel good.”

    She watched the rest of the cum pour from his cock. It formed a surprisingly large puddle on his stomach as Paul kept up a steady stream of frustrated groans and sighs.

    Hannah sat up and looked at her husband. “If you can’t follow my rules, that’s the only kind of orgasm you’ll have from now on. Do you understand?”

    A range of emotions washed over Paul’s face and Hannah wondered if he was going to argue with her. He didn’t, though. It took him a few moments to get over his desire to put up a fight, but eventually he nodded and said, “Yes, I understand.”

    “It won’t be as bad as you might think, Paul,” Hannah said. “I like making you feel good and I don’t particularly like punishing you. I will, though, so you need to do as you’re told. For now, the only rule you need to follow is that you only cum when I tell you to cum. No masturbating. None at all. I’ll make you go a month without touching me if you masturbate without my permission again. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I understand,” Paul said.

    “You’ll forgive me if I don’t believe you,” Hannah replied. “You’ll get a chance to prove it, though. Now go clean yourself up.”

    Paul grabbed his underwear to soak up the cum on his stomach and slinked off to the bathroom to get cleaned up. Hannah smiled as she watched him go. She still wasn’t entirely in touch with what was driving her sudden desire to lay down the law in the bedroom, but it felt so damn good she wasn’t going to question it. She was just going to keep doing what felt good. It was her turn to be selfish.
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    “Good evening, darling,” Hannah said as she walked into the bedroom with her iPod in hand.

    Paul looked up from his phone and studied her face. He’d clearly recognized the tone in Hannah’s voice. She wasn’t happy and he was almost certainly racking his brain for the reason why she might be upset. He’d find out soon enough, though.

    Hannah got into bed next to her husband and held the iPad against her chest. “I’d like to show you something,” she said. “A little video I found. How does that sound? Would you like to watch a fun little video?”

    “Um…sure,” Paul replied.

    Hannah smiled, rested the iPad on her knees, and brought up the video in question. She tapped the screen and footage from Paul’s office began to play.

    He leaned closer and asked, “What…what is that? Have you been filming my office?”

    Hannah said nothing and kept her eyes on the screen. Paul stepped into the office, moved behind his desk, swiftly removed his pants, and sat down. He pulled up PornHub, spent a few moments to find a video he liked, then stroked his cock as he watched.

    “If I recall, I made a rule a few weeks ago,” Hannah said. “Do you remember what that rule was, Paul?”

    Paul looked away from the iPad and shifted away from Hannah. She wasn’t going to let him escape from whatever discomfort he was feeling, though.

    “It’s a simple question, Paul,” Hannah said. “Answer it.”

    Paul’s voice was quiet as he answered, “You said I wasn’t allowed to masturbate.”

    “That’s right. It seemed like a fairly simple rule to me,” Hannah said. “But I guess I was wrong. I guess it was a little too complicated for you to understand, because I’m pretty sure I’m watching a video of you masturbating.”

    “Did you…did you put a camera in my office?” Paul asked.

    “I think the video answers that question, doesn’t it Paul? I wasn’t sure you could follow my rule and I know you love masturbating to porn, so I put a camera in your office. It turns out my lack of trust was well-founded. You couldn’t follow one, simple rule. Didn’t I give you an orgasm a week ago, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    He hung his head and said, “Yes, you did.”

    “It wasn’t a ruined orgasm, either. It was a full orgasm. It was a wonderful orgasm, if I remember,” she added.

    “Yes, it was,” Paul replied.

    “Wasn’t I attentive this week? Didn’t we make out a few times? Didn’t I excite you with the lingerie I bought? Didn’t I touch you more than I have in the past?” Hannah asked. Over the past two weeks she’d put a little more effort into interacting with her husband. Teasing him, really. In so many ways he was a better husband when he was a little bit aroused and Hannah had doubled down on keeping him in that state.

    “You did. You were. It was incredible, too. It just got to be too much for me. I was turned on all the time,” Paul explained. “So I took care of myself when you went out with Marcy. I don’t see what the big deal is. It’s not like I cheated on you. All I did was masturbate.”

    “You lied, Paul,” Hannah said. “That’s the big deal. I asked you if you’d masturbated while I was gone. You remember that, right? You lied to my face when you said you hadn’t. That’s a problem for me, Paul. Thankfully, there’s a solution to that problem.”

    Paul looked at her and Hannah couldn’t help but smile at the fear in her husband’s eyes. Something about it delighted her.

    “A solution?” Paul asked.

    Hannah put the iPad on her nightstand and opened the drawer. She pulled out the small device she’d purchased a few days prior and turned to Paul with it in her hand.

    “What’s that?” he asked.

    “It’s a chastity device,” Hannah replied as she studied her husband’s face. “This wonderful little metal device is going to ensure that you follow the rule I established. It’s going to make it impossible for you to masturbate without my permission.”

    “Wait, that goes on my, I mean, I’m supposed to wear that?” Paul asked.

    “You’re going to wear it, Paul,” Hannah said. “You’re going to show me that you want to be a good husband and you’re going to wear this chastity device. You’re going to accept that your failure to follow an exceedingly simple rule is the reason I’m locking your cock in this little metal prison. You’re not going to question my rule or any future rules I implement. You’re going to do as you’re told because it’s what I want. Do you understand?”

    Hannah studied Paul’s face as he stared at the shiny metal device in her hand. She wondered what he was thinking. Was he going to say no? Was he going to argue with her? Was he going to insist that it was unfair that he had to wear the chastity device?

    “If you refuse I will deny you even a hint of pleasure,” Hannah said. “You’ll be free to masturbate all you want, of course, but I won’t so much as kiss you, let alone touch your cock, give you a blowjob, or allow you inside me ever again. You’ll spend your nights in the guest bedroom, pulling on your dick while you watch porn and dream of being able to fuck your wife again.”

    “What happens if I wear it?” Paul asked.

    “You’ll have the best orgasms of your life,” Hannah answered. There was so much more she could say – she could have revealed the plans she’d put in place for the future of their marriage – but she wanted all of it to be a surprise for Paul, so she kept it simple. All Paul needed to know was that he’d enjoy being locked in chastity. “If it helps, you can think of the chastity device as an impermanent training method. You’ll only have to wear it for as long as it takes you to understand that you don’t get to masturbate anymore.”

    Hannah took the device apart as Paul watched and then turned to her husband and handed him the first piece. “No more waiting. It’s time to lock up your cock, Paul. Remember, this is your fault. You’re losing control because you couldn’t follow a simple rule. I’m in control now. It’s time to accept that I make the rules from now on.”

    Paul stripped from the waist down and Hannah helped him into the chastity device. She felt a thrilling rush of power the moment the lock clicked shut. The key was already hidden away, giving her complete control over Paul’s cock.

    “How does it feel?” she asked.

    “Tight. Kind of heavy. It’s not uncomfortable, though,” Paul replied.

    “It will be tonight,” Hannah explained. “From what I’ve read, at least. Your cock will try and grow while you sleep and the chastity device will prevent it from reaching an erect state. You’ll wake up with an ache between your legs. You’ll wish you weren’t locked up. You might even feel desperate. You’ll have to get used to that feeling, though, because you’re not coming out until I say you’re coming out.”

    Paul looked a little like a boy who’d just been scolded. Given that he’d been caught breaking the rules and punished for doing so, it was an entirely appropriate look. Hannah couldn’t help but smile.

    She leaned closer and kissed her husband. At first he didn’t offer much in response, but it didn’t take long for Paul to warm up to her desires. He parted his lips and let her tongue into his mouth. Her hand moved between his legs and he took that as giving him permission to play with her breasts. Hannah welcomed it, especially when Paul soon unleashed a groan of pain into her mouth.

    “Does it hurt?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled. She hadn’t expected to feel so gleeful at locking up her husband’s cock. “The women I’ve been talking to online say you’ll get used to it. It might take a while, but you’ll get there.”

    “You’ve been talking to people online?” Paul asked.

    “I have,” Hannah said. “It turns out there are lots of women that put their husbands in chastity to enforce their rules. I joined a Facebook group, believe it or not. It’s been quite informative. They’re such helpful women and every single one of them reports a vast improvement in the quality of their marriage thanks to a combination of chastity and a man’s willingness to follow his wife’s lead. We both have a lot to learn, but talking with these women has left me absolutely certain that I want to be in the sort of marriage where I make the rules. I know that’s going to be difficult for you, but it has to be this way.”

    Paul looked like he was about to say something – perhaps a protest of some sort – when Hannah leaned closer and gently shushed him. Her lips found his a moment later. They kissed again. Her fingers encircled his locked cock again. Her tongue entered his mouth again. This time Hannah moaned for her husband. She kissed him and played with his cock like it was an act of foreplay, only she had no intention of setting him free. She was merely indulging in the thrill of making him suffer the pain of trying to get hard in his chastity device.

    “Go down on me, Paul,” Hannah instructed as she pulled back. “And get used to the idea of spending time between my legs, because it’s going to happen a great deal from now on. Here’s another rule for you: My pleasure comes first. Yours comes second, if at all. Do you understand?”

    Paul nodded and moved between her legs. It seemed like he was excited as he pulled off her shorts and panties and went to work on her wet pussy. At the very least, Paul was willing to offer his obedience in the face of Hannah’s new rules, and that was all she wanted. She was confident that it wouldn’t take long for him to find the new structure of their marriage fulfilling in ways he never imagined possible.

    “On your knees, darling,” Hannah said.

    Paul fell to his knees and she smiled at him. His eyes wandered over her body before meeting her gaze. He looked like a loyal, eager puppy waiting for a treat. After nearly six weeks of chastity training – during which time he’d only been granted two orgasms – he displayed that look with exceptional frequency.

    “Do you remember our trip to Vancouver?” Hannah asked. “It was almost seven years ago. Our room had the most beautiful view of the water and the snow-capped mountains. Do you remember that, Paul?”

    “I do,” he said.

    “Do you remember what we did that first night? Do you remember the sex we had?” Hannah asked.

    Paul’s lips curled into a sleight, knowing smile and he nodded.

    “Do you remember what you said?” Hannah asked.

    “I said it was the best sex I’d ever had,” he replied.

    Hannah smiled and reached back to unzip her dress. It fell to the floor, revealing the black lace bra and panty set she’d purchased just a few days prior. Paul’s eyes went wide and she saw the arousal wash over him. Hannah couldn’t help but smile as her lingerie had the desired effect.

    “Do you remember how it started?” Hannah asked.

    “You got on your knees in front of me,” Paul said.

    Hannah stepped closer and Paul stared between her legs before his gaze traveled up her body. “And what did I do?” she asked.

    “You gave me a blowjob,” Paul answered.

    “I worshiped your cock, Paul,” Hannah said. “I swallowed every inch. I gave you the sort of blowjob every man dreams of receiving.”

    “Yes, you did,” Paul replied. The look on his face made it obvious he was reliving the blowjob.

    “Do you remember fucking my face, Paul?” Hannah asked. At one point he’d gotten so worked up he’d held her head in his hands and fucked her mouth. Hannah hadn’t tried to stop him. At the time she wanted to ensure her husband experienced the pleasure he craved, so she’d let him use her mouth like that for far longer than most women would have.

    Paul nodded, though he looked a little embarrassed.

    “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded again.

    Hannah smiled and leaned down. She gave Paul a soft kiss on the lips and whispered, “I want you to stay right here. I have a little surprise for you. I’ll be right back.”

    Hannah headed for the closet and the surprise she’d bought earlier that week. She retrieved the package from its hiding place on the top shelf and opened it to see the sleek, slender, dark purple strapon cock and harness she’d ordered online. It looked just as beautiful as the day it arrived and Hannah felt the same rush of pleasure she’d felt upon reading her Facebook friend’s suggestion. “There’s nothing quite like putting on a cock and fucking your man with it,” she’d said. Hannah was about to discover just how true that was.

    She took off her panties and pulled the harness up her legs. The toy was designed to penetrate Paul and offer Hannah clitoral stimulation and as she put it into place she could feel just a little of the sensual joy that would soon be hers to explore in full. A small portion of the toy slipped inside her pussy and generated just a hint of friction that would increase markedly when she fucked Paul. Hannah couldn’t wait.

    She stepped out of the closet with a smile on her face and saw Paul’s eyes go wide. Hannah walked towards him with an exaggerated sway in her hips and his gaze remained between her legs at the long, slender purple cock protruding from her pelvis. The head was flared and the shaft was perfectly smooth and shiny. Soon it would be coated in Paul’s saliva, a sight that Hannah couldn’t wait to admire.

    “Who makes the rules in our household?” Hannah asked as she stood in front of her husband.

    “You do,” he answered. Six weeks of chastity training had made him far more obedient, a fact that delighted Hannah to no end.

    “Yes, I do,” she replied, “and I’ve decided that you’re going to learn what it’s like to be on the receiving end of a good fucking. You’re going to suck my cock until I get excited enough to bend you over and fuck you just like you bent me over and fucked me that night in Vancouver. Do you understand?”

    Paul looked understandably frightened. Hannah was about to take his anal virginity and he likely understood that it would hurt. Of course it would hurt. Paul hadn’t been particularly gentle that night in Vancouver. After the blowjob, he’d bent Hannah over the bed and fucked her with exceptional vigor. There had been some pleasure in it – a good fucking feels quite nice sometimes – but the complete lack of clitoral stimulation meant that Hannah hadn’t enjoyed an orgasm until she took care of herself after Paul had finished.

    “Open up,” Hannah said.

    Paul opened his mouth and she placed the tip of her strapon between his lips.

    Hannah smiled. “Now suck my cock.”

    Paul closed his lips around the strapon and did his best to give a blowjob. Hannah suspected it was the sort of blowjob that a man wouldn’t have enjoyed – Paul was clearly using his teeth too much – but that wasn’t the point. The point was that Paul was on his knees with his lips around her cock. He was giving a blowjob like she’d given him so many times in the past. He was sucking cock and he was doing it because she desired it. She’d decreed that he would learn what it was like to get fucked and he was willingly going along with her rule.

    “You look good with a cock in your mouth, Paul,” Hannah said.

    He groaned, but his mouth continued to move up and down her slender purple shaft.

    Hannah felt the power her Facebook friend had described. Standing above him as he blew her was particularly potent. He was in the submissive position. She was the dominant partner. He was at her mercy and Hannah couldn’t help but take advantage.

    She grabbed Paul’s head in both hands, just like he’d done that night in Vancouver. She fucked his face as she remembered being on the receiving end of his desire. Her cock moved into the back of his throat and he gagged just like she’d gagged. She didn’t stop. He hadn’t granted her that courtesy so she saw no reason to do the same for him. She fucked Paul’s face as the other end of the strapon rubbed against her clit and filled her pussy. Hannah moaned in pleasure as the physical and mental stimulation of fucking her husband’s face spread through her body.

    Hannah pulled out and Paul bent over and gasped for air. She gave him a few moments to recover before saying, “Get up. Bend over the bed. Offer me your ass.”

    Paul stood and approached the bed. He put his hands on the mattress and bent over. Hannah opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a bottle of lubrication. She moved behind her husband and pulled down his underwear.

    “Do you remember what I said that night, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    Hannah squirted lube into her hand and stroked her cock. Paul looked back and watched her fingers move up and down her shaft. “Say it,” Hannah demanded.

    He looked into her eyes and said, “Please, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Take me from behind.”

    Hannah smiled. Those were the words she’d uttered that night. She’d wanted Paul to fuck her. She’d wanted him to take her from behind. She’d wanted him to claim her pleasure. It thrilled her when he’d done so. She had fond memories of that night. She wasn’t entirely sure Paul would have fond memories of this night, though.

    “Spread your ass cheeks,” Hannah demanded. “Show me your asshole.”

    Paul reached back and spread his cheeks. Hannah squirted lube down his crack and rubbed the head of her strapon over his asshole. He groaned, though she couldn’t quite tell if he was excited or apprehensive.

    “This is going to hurt,” Hannah said. “It always hurts the first time. It will hurt less in the future, though, I promise. And yes, this is something you’ll have to get used to. My friends say it’s important for a man like you to get fucked in the ass from time to time. They say it helps control your ego. I think they’re right, and I know that controlling a man’s ego is key to making him well-behaved.”

    Hannah closed the bottle of lube and tossed it on the bed. She put a hand on Paul’s lower back and pressed the head of her strapon against his asshole. He opened up and she gently moved inside him as his groans filled the bedroom. Hannah could hear his pain and she found it surprisingly arousing. She didn’t want to hurt her husband, but she liked that he was willing to suffer for her.

    “Take it for me, Paul,” Hannah said in a voice laced with wild lust. “Take it in the ass for me. Take it like a good husband should.”

    The head of her strapon popped past his anal ring and Hannah slowly filled him as Paul groaned beneath her. She reached back to unhook her bra and leaned forward until her breasts were pressed against his back. Hannah kissed his shoulder and the back of his neck and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you now, Paul. I’m going to fuck you from behind and I’m going to fuck you hard. I’m going to fuck you until I cum and you’re going to take it like a good husband should. You’re going to take the ass fucking I want to give you because I make the rules. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I understand,” Paul said.

    Hannah stood up, grabbed his hips, and slowly pulled out until just the tip of her cock remained in his asshole. She looked down and admired the utter beauty of being inside her husband. It was wildly, unexpectedly erotic. It filled her body with a spectacular sort of lust. She slowly filled him and the part of the toy that rested inside her rubbed against her clit and filled her pussy. Hannah moaned and Paul joined her.

    “It feels so good to fuck you,” Hannah said as she pulled out and filled her husband once more. “I could get used to having you bent over and taking my cock like a bitch.”

    Paul groaned, and this time Hannah was certain it was an expression of pleasure.

    “Do you like that, Paul?” Hannah asked. “Do you like it when I bend you over and take you like a bitch?”

    Paul groaned again. It seemed that he had no interest in answering, but Hannah knew it was true and she couldn’t help but get caught up in it. There was something about the role reversal and being in total control that thrilled her far beyond her expectations. Her Facebook friends had been right. Fucking her husband was enthralling and was absolutely going to become a part of their sex life.

    It didn’t take long for Paul’s ass to loosen up. She’d picked a rather slender toy on the advice of her new friends and his ass didn’t need to stretch much to take it. Soon enough Hannah was delivering long, rapid thrusts. She was fucking him just like he’d fucked her that night in Vancouver. She’d reversed their roles and she was pounding his ass while he remained bent over the bed to take it for her pleasure. Best of all, she was absolutely going to cum. The dildo was working its magic. Her clit was on fire with pleasure, and the harder she fucked her husband the better it felt.

    “Oh, fuck, Paul, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum pounding you like a bitch,” Hannah said.

    “Fuck, Hannah, cum for me,” Paul said. “Fuck my ass and cum for me.”

    Hannah smiled and smacked his ass. “You’re being such a good little bitch,” she said. “You’re gonna end up bent over and taking my cock every week. You’re gonna learn what it’s like to be on the receiving end, darling. You’re gonna do whatever it takes to please me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Paul said as Hannah savagely pounded him. He seemed completely committed to his new place in their marriage and Hannah knew that they’d only begun to scratch the surface of what their relationship could be.

    Hannah put a hand on his shoulder, leaned forward, and mustered as much power as she could. She fucked Paul’s ass with great speed and power and her legs began to tremble as her orgasm approached. She imagined this was how her husband felt when he fucked her. All she cared about was cumming. He was nothing more than a vehicle for her orgasm in that moment. All that mattered was getting off while she used his ass for her pleasure.

    Hannah screamed and buried her cock in his ass. She collapsed on top of her husband’s back as her legs trembled from the overwhelming power of her climax. It was an orgasm unlike any she’d ever experienced, which seemed fitting. She’d never fucked a man before, after all.

    “Thank you,” Hannah said. “Thank you for being a good husband and taking my cock like a bitch.” She kissed his back and stood up. She pulled out slowly and gave Paul’s ass one last smack before helping him stand up.

    “Well, would you look at that,” Hannah said as she stared at the considerable stain his precum had left on the comforter. “Did you get enjoy getting fucked, Paul?”

    He nodded, though Hannah noticed he looked thoroughly embarrassed.

    “There’s no need to be ashamed about what turns you on,” she said. “Besides, you’re going to take my cock on a regular basis, so you might as well enjoy it. It’s not like you have a choice, right?”

    He shook his head and said, “You make the rules.”

    Hannah smiled. “That’s right, I do.”
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    Hannah tapped her fingernail against the hard steel of Paul’s chastity cage. After a week in the device, the vibrations were enough to turn him on.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” Hannah said.

    “It was my pleasure,” Paul replied. She’d ordered him between her legs the moment his alarm had gone off and Paul had done as his wife desired without hesitation. He’d quickly come to accept that the only way the cage was every coming off was if he did what Hannah wanted.

    “I’d like pancakes for breakfast,” she said. “With orange juice and coffee.”

    Paul gave his wife a soft kiss, pulled the covers back, and headed for the dresser to grab a t-shirt.

    “I want to see you naked when I walk into the kitchen,” Hannah said. “So take your boxers off and get busy cooking.”

    Paul wasn’t entirely comfortable with his wife’s request, but there was a part of him that found it thrilling. At the very least it was a significant change of pace from how their Saturday mornings usually unfolded, so he lowered his boxer shorts, smiled at his wife, and headed for the kitchen to make breakfast.

    Paul was busy mixing the pancake batter when Hannah stepped into the kitchen and moved behind him. She wrapped her arms around his body and kissed his neck. He felt the soft fabric of her bra against his skin and he was relatively certain her nipples were hard.

    “Do you want to know what I like best about the changes in our marriage?” Hannah whispered.

    “What’s that?” Paul replied.

    She pressed her hips forward and Paul felt the tip of her strapon rub against his ass. “I’m horny all the time,” Hannah said. “This must be what a man feels like.”

    Hannah reached down and wrapped her fingers around Paul’s locked cock as she gently rubbed the head of her strapon cock over his ass.

    “Do you feel horny all the time, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    Paul’s cock ached painfully in its cage. Hannah’s body was still pressed against his. When she wasn’t talking, she was kissing his neck and shoulders. He even found pleasure in the slow, sensual way she rubbed her strapon over his ass. “Yes, I do,” he answered. “Even more so since you locked me in this cage.”

    “Is that a little frustration I hear in your voice?” Hannah asked. “Do you wish you were free to stroke your cock whenever you wanted?”

    “Yes,” Paul said. He was frustrated. All the time, in fact. It wasn’t fair that he had to remain locked in chastity for as long as Hannah wanted.

    “Tell me why you’re not allowed to stroke your cock whenever you want,” Hannah whispered.

    “Because you make the rules,” Paul replied.

    Hannah moaned as if his words had triggered a deep sense of pleasure in her. “That’s right,” she said. “Now spit in my hand.”

    Hannah released his cock and lifted her hand. Paul spit in it as instructed. Hannah kissed his neck and then stepped back. Paul looked over his shoulder to see his wife stroking her strapon and coating it with his spit.

    “Have you ever fantasized about bending me over the kitchen counter and fucking me from behind?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded. It hadn’t happened in years, but early in their marriage Hannah would cook in something rather skimpy and he frequently fantasized about fucking her from behind when she did.

    “You never did though, did you?” she asked.

    “No,” Paul answered.

    Hannah spit into her hand and stepped closer. She rubbed her spit-soaked fingers over his asshole and gently pressed the tip of her strapon against it.

    “Why didn’t you?” Hannah asked. “If you wanted me, why didn’t you bend me over and take me?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Paul answered. “It didn’t seem right.”

    Hannah slid her strapon into his asshole and Paul groaned at the mild sense of pain that emanated from the point of penetration. He’d been fucked a few times in the past week and it had gotten a little easier each time, but it still hurt.

    “Maybe you wouldn’t be the one getting fucked if you’d taken me from behind all those years ago,” Hannah said. “Maybe if you were a little more assertive you wouldn’t have ended up locked in a cage with a cock in your ass.”

    Paul gripped the edge of the counter as Hannah picked up the pace of her thrusts. The more she fucked him, the less it hurt. The pain turned to a dull ache and Paul couldn’t help but think about what she’d just said. Was Hannah being serious? Was she frustrated with him for not being more sexually assertive? She’d said that he’d been too selfish as a lover and that’s why she’d decided to make changes. Paul was more than a little confused, though the consistent thrusts in and out of his ass made it hard to think about anything with any kind of seriousness.

    “Take it for me, baby,” Hannah said. “Take my cock. Take it like a good little slut.”

    Paul moaned as his wife’s dirty talk generated a surprising explosion of desire between his legs. He instinctively pushed back against her thrusts. Without thinking about it he was acting exactly like the slut she seemed to want him to be.

    Hannah grabbed a handful of Paul’s hair and pulled back. Immediately he thought of the times he’d wanted to do that. He never had, though. He’d never given in to those instincts because he thought Hannah would find it deeply off putting. Now she was doing it to him and for some reason he found it arousing. He moaned as she pulled on his hair. He pushed back on her cock as invaded his rectum over and over. He felt an unusual kind of bliss envelop his body, all while his cock ached painfully from its repeated attempts to grow erect in the confines of the steel cage that surrounded it.

    “Fuck, Paul, fuck, I’m cumming,” Hannah said. “I’m cumming!”

    She fucked him harder and faster for a few moments and then buried her strapon in his ass and pressed her body against his. Her moans filled the kitchen as she wrapped her arms tight around him and held him close.

    Paul smiled as a sense of warmth and satisfaction moved through his body. He hadn’t climaxed – though he could feel precum dripping from his cock – and yet he felt something close to the kind of joy that came with an orgasm.

    “Thank you for my second orgasm of the morning,” Hannah said. “I might have you provide a few more before the day is over.”

    She pulled out and stepped back and Paul felt a momentary sense of loss. He missed the warmth of her body against his. He missed the sense of giving her pleasure. He wanted more of that. “It would be my pleasure to make you cum as many times as you can handle,” he said.

    Hannah laughed and gave his ass a gentle smack. “I’m sure it would be. We’re having guests over tonight, though, so you’ll have to give some of your time to entertaining them. One of my new friends from the Facebook group is bringing her submissive husband for drinks and dinner. I’m hoping we can learn from them. I expect you to be on your best behavior.”

    Paul’s first reaction was to panic. He didn’t feel ready to expose this part of himself to anyone else, let alone two total strangers. Paul knew he didn’t have a choice in the matter – after all, Hannah made the rules – but that didn’t stop him from feeling that uncomfortable sense of vulnerability at the idea of someone else knowing the secrets of his sex life.

    “I’ll behave,” he said. “I promise.”

    “Good,” Hannah replied. “Now finish making breakfast. I’ll be right back so we can eat together.”

    Paul did as he was told.

    Zoe was a tall, elegant woman with an air of control about her. Paul noticed it the moment she stepped into the house. Hudson, her husband, remained a step behind her as they entered the living room and he didn’t move to sit on the couch until she indicated he should do so.

    Zoe wore a low cut, knee length dress in a lovely floral print. Her breasts looked spectacular in it – her skin was pale and soft and they looked rather large – and Paul couldn’t help but wonder if she used her cleavage as a way of keeping her husband’s attention and reminding him of what he craved, and perhaps what he would get to enjoy if he behaved himself. Paul could certainly see Hannah resorting to tactics like that as she continued to explore her newfound sense of control over him.

    “Thank you, Paul,” Zoe said as he presented two glasses of wine. Zoe took them both and handed one to Hudson, who also offered his thanks.

    Paul sat next to his wife and Hannah put a hand on his knee and said, “Paul, Zoe is the reason your cock is locked up in its cute little chastity cage.”

    Zoe smiled at Paul and said, “Chastity is a woman’s greatest tool when she decides it’s time to take control of her marriage. Men are, after all, simple creatures. Once you control their orgasms, you control them. Isn’t that right, Hudson?”

    “It is,” Hudson added. “Though I would also add that it took losing control of my orgasms for me to find true happiness.”

    “And what does true happiness mean to you, if you don’t mind me asking?” Hannah said.

    “Fulfillment,” Hudson answered without hesitation. “I think that’s true for everyone, to be honest. To feel happy on a day to day basis is to feel fulfilled, and chasing my orgasms never provided a sense of fulfillment. There were moments of bliss, of course, but there wasn’t fulfillment. Now that my life is built around tending to Zoe’s happiness, I can say with complete honesty that I feel genuinely fulfilled, and thus I spend most of my day feeling happy. It’s the most remarkable thing.”

    Paul tried to keep an open mind as he listened, but he was still grappling with the difficulties of having surrendered control over his orgasms. He still struggled to wrap his mind around the idea that it would get easier at some point.

    “Do you, I mean, if you don’t mind me asking, do you still have sex?” Paul asked.

    Zoe smiled and turned to her husband. “We do,” she said. “Once every month or two I welcome Hudson inside me. It’s rare, but that’s a big part of what makes it so wonderful for him. I try to make it special, too. I put on lingerie, I seduce him, I even occasionally offer him oral sex as a form of foreplay. I want sex with me to be the most pleasurable part of Hudson’s life, and limiting the frequency of it is a big part of that.”

    “Does that work for you, Hudson? Is sex with your wife the most pleasurable thing you experience?” Hannah asked.

    “Absolutely,” Hudson said. “I’ll admit that I was annoyed at first. I was still struggling with the loss of control. I thought it was my right to have sex with my wife more often than she was willing to permit. I wasn’t so pigheaded as to assume I should get to be with her whenever I wanted, but I was confident in the idea that it was my right to be with her at least once a week, if not more often.”

    “It took a while, but Hudson learned his lesson,” Zoe said as she took her husband’s hand in hers. “Now he understands his place and he’s found far greater happiness because of it.”

    “If I’m being honest,” Hannah said, “I’m a little worried I’ll miss having sex. I’ve quite enjoyed taking Paul with my strapon, but I can already feel a need growing to have him inside me. There’s just something different about it, you know?”

    For a moment Paul felt victorious. He had to stop himself from calling Hudson a sucker for letting his wife take such complete control over their sex life. He even wondered if Hudson was cursed with a tiny penis that couldn’t possibly satisfy his wife, which is why Zoe was just fine forgoing sex for such long periods of time.

    “That’s what other men are for,” Zoe replied, quickly bringing Paul’s momentary sense of elation to a halt.

    “What?” Hannah asked.

    “I have sex with other men,” Zoe replied. “I have several partners, in fact.”

    Paul looked at his wife and saw that she seemed nearly as shocked as he was. Hudson, on the other hand, seemed perfectly content with the idea that his wife regularly slept with other people.

    “I know it’s a little shocking,” Zoe continued. “Cuckolding is a controversial notion in our circle – it’s even been banned from discussion in the Facebook group – but I find that cuckolding my husband provides me with exactly what I need, and I think Hudson would agree that he’s come to find it immensely pleasurable to watch another man satisfy his wife.”

    “You watch?” Paul blurted out.

    Hudson smiled and nodded. “I know it sounds crazy, and it’s definitely abnormal. That doesn’t mean it’s cruel, though. Zoe’s right. After I got over the sense of embarrassment – mostly at the idea that we were doing something that was so far from normal – I found it to be surprisingly pleasurable to watch Zoe have sex with someone else. And when I say pleasurable, I mean in that deep kind of way. When I watch I feel aroused from head to toe. When I see someone else enter her, it provides me with an indescribable sense of satisfaction that I want to feel all the time. Even when I’m not permitted to watch, simply listening to Zoe have sex with someone else provides me with pleasure.”

    “Cuckolding?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes,” Zoe replied. “It’s a simple reference to this particular lifestyle. Hudson is my cuckold. I’m his hotwife. I’m free to have sex with anyone I please while he remains faithful to me. It’s truly splendid and I promise both you and Paul would enjoy it thoroughly if you added cuckolding to what is clearly becoming a female led marriage. Remember, Hannah, you make the rules, and as such, those rules can be anything you want them to be.”

    Paul’s heart was pounding and he heard a faint ringing in his ears. He felt anxious, as if there was too much change happening too quickly and he was going to drown under the weight of it all.

    Hannah took his hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “Tell me, Hudson, how did you feel when your wife informed you she would be sleeping with other men?”

    “Anxious, scared, more than a little panicky, and like there was a decent chance my marriage was already over. Now I know that wasn’t true, but I couldn’t wrap my mind around the idea that Zoe would want to stay married to me while sleeping with other men,” Hudson answered.

    “I had every intention of doing that, though,” Zoe said. “I like all the men I sleep with, but I don’t love them. They provide me with something my husband can’t. They thrill me and the orgasms I have are out of this world. They truly are, and it’s largely because sleeping with someone new is absolutely fantastic. Though, I will say, sometimes it’s nice to fuck a man with a genuinely big cock.”

    Hannah squeezed Paul’s hand and he glanced over to see an enraptured look on her face. Something had clearly tickled her fancy and Paul couldn’t help but worry that it was Zoe’s comment about being with a genuinely big cock.

    “Don’t rush into it,” Zoe said. “You two are going to be together for a long, long time, so there’s no reason to rush into anything. You’ve just started exploring the joy of a female led marriage. Enjoy that exploration, and when that desire for sex becomes overwhelming, let Paul inside you again. Satisfy both your needs. Maybe the next time you feel that desire, welcome another man inside you. Have Paul watch. Have him witness the bliss you feel with someone else’s cock moving in and out of your body. I promise he’ll find pleasure in it. He’ll find some pain, too, but his desire to make you happy will overwhelm everything else.”

    “I have to admit, I kind of like the idea,” Hannah said. “And, in the spirit of honesty, my mind did wander towards a certain someone at work while you were talking.”

    Zoe let loose a naughty smile and asked, “Oh yeah? And what did your mind imagine while it wandered? Did this certain someone make you feel good?”

    “He did,” Hannah answered. “We like to flirt with each other. Mostly playful stuff, but he’s a gorgeous man and I couldn’t help but wonder if something more might happen if I was set free from the typical bonds of marriage.”

    “I think we both know what would happen,” Zoe said. “I think you’d end up on your desk with your legs spread and him between them. I think you’d end up getting fucked by your coworker. I think you’d embrace your power as a dominant woman and enjoy the pleasure of getting fucked by a gorgeous man while your loyal husband remained locked in his chastity cage.”

    Paul watched his wife close her eyes and bite her lower lip. She was thinking about it. He was absolutely certain of it.

    “Are you aroused, Hannah?” Zoe asked.

    Hannah nodded.

    Zoe leaned forward, showing off her splendid cleavage, and said, “I’d like to lend you Hudson’s mouth. I think it might be a fun way for Paul to get a small taste of what it’s like to be cuckolded. He can sit right there next to you as Hudson worships your pussy and makes you cum. How does that sound?”

    Much to Paul’s surprise, Hannah answered by lifting her skirt, spreading her legs, and inching her ass to the edge of the couch.

    “Worship her pussy,” Zoe demanded.

    Hudson moved quickly and in the blink of an eye he was between Hannah’s legs. He pulled aside her panties and went to work immediately.

    “Oh, fuck,” she said.

    Paul’s heart pounded harder than before. Jealousy, anxiety, and arousal mixed within him. He didn’t want to admit the last sensation was present, but the throbbing between his legs was proof that he was experiencing at least a little of what Hudson had described.

    “Think of your coworker fucking you,” Zoe instructed. “Think of being on your desk. Think of his cock moving in and out of you.”

    Hannah closed her eyes and her lips parted. A moment later, a sensual moan escaped.

    “Say his name,” Zoe instructed.

    “Derek,” Hannah said before another man escaped her lips.

    “What’s Derek doing to you?” Zoe asked.

    “He has me bent over my desk,” Hannah said.

    Paul thought of the sex they’d had in the kitchen that morning. He thought of Hannah’s comments. It seemed that she liked the idea of someone taking her from behind.

    “He’s fucking me from behind,” Hannah continued. “He’s fucking me so hard. He’s pounding me.”

    The ache between Paul’s legs deepened as he listened to his wife share her fantasy. Now he felt a certain amount of inadequacy. He clearly hadn’t been giving Hannah what she desired, and it seemed to go beyond being too selfish to finish going down on her.

    “Where are his hands?” Zoe asked.

    “One is in my hair,” Hannah replied. “The other is on my hip.” She moaned as Hudson licked her pussy. “Now his hand is moving to my lower back. He’s telling me to arch my back. He’s fucking me harder.”

    “What do you want from him?” Zoe asked.

    Hudson’s eyes were closed as he worked Hannah’s pussy with feverish determination. He was clearly going to do whatever it took to make her feel good. Jealousy surged through Paul’s body, but he had no option other than to watch.

    “I want him to spank me,” Hannah said. “I want him to smack my ass as he fucks me. I want him to smack my ass and ask me if I like it.”

    “Do you like it?” Zoe asked.

    “Yes,” Hannah replied.

    Paul was turned on. He was immensely aroused, in fact. There was no denying it. Desire had enveloped every other emotion. It had become pure and overwhelming. He was caught up in his wife’s fantasy.

    “Tell him,” Zoe said.

    “I like it when you fuck me from behind, Derek. I like it when you spank my ass. Now fuck me harder,” Hannah said.

    Her eyes were still closed and if Paul were to judge from the looks on her face and the moans alone, he would have guessed his wife was actually getting fucked.

    “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Hannah cried out a few moments later.

    Her legs shot open and she gently moved Hudson away from her pussy. Her body trembled and she looked towards the ceiling as the orgasm seemed to work its way through her.

    When Hannah finally opened her eyes she looked towards Zoe. “I think I might have to cuckold my husband,” she said.

    “I thought you might say that,” Zoe replied with a smile. “Don’t worry, I can help you with that. I’ll make sure the first time is perfect.”

    Hannah pulled her panties over her pussy, fixed her skirt, and said, “Thank you, Hudson. You have a very talented tongue. And I’m going to take you up on that, Zoe. I’m not sure when I’ll be ready, but if I had to guess it will be sooner rather than later.”

    “I’ll drink to that,” Zoe replied.

    Paul picked up his glass and drank with his wife and their guests, but inside he was a roiling mess of emotions. He felt as though he’d lost all control over his life and he hadn’t yet come to grips with that. It didn’t seem like Hannah was going to wait for him, though. There was no turning back now. Paul was in a burgeoning female led marriage whether he liked it or not.

    His body still buzzed with arousal, though, so in that moment Paul decided that he liked it. He knew it would be painful – Hudson had been clear enough about the difficulties of it – but he was going to pursue the sense of fulfillment that his new friend talked about, and the only way to do that was to embrace what Hannah wanted.
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    “Wow,” Paul said as he stepped into the bathroom to put on his tie. “You look beautiful.” Hannah was wearing a white lace bra and a matching thong he’d never seen before. The bra was semi-sheer and he could see the dark skin of her areola.

    “Thank you,” Hannah said.

    Paul set his tie on the counter and stepped behind his wife. He kissed her neck as his hands moved up the smooth, warm skin of her stomach. He gently caressed her breasts through the soft white lace and she closed her eyes and moaned.

    “Your touch feels so good,” she said. “Your lips, too.”

    Paul gently squeezed her breasts, eliciting a moan from his beautiful wife as he continued to kiss her neck. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her skin and felt her nipples get hard and poke through the thin material of her bra.

    “I guess this new bra and panty set really does look good,” Hannah said.

    Paul looked at her in the mirror and smiled. “It really does. When did you buy it?”

    “This weekend,” Hannah answered. “I bought a bunch of new lingerie, actually.”

    “Any particular reason?” Paul asked.

    “I want to feel sexy,” Hannah replied without hesitation. “And I feel sexy in underwear like this.”

    Paul certainly believed that. “You didn’t feel sexy before?”

    Hannah spun around and Paul looked down at her breasts, which seemed ready to burst from the white lace. “Do you remember the underwear I used to wear to work on most days?”

    “I do,” he answered. “It was, well, functional, I guess.”

    “It was boring,” Hannah replied. “Comfortable, but boring. I could feel it, too. I could feel that wearing boring underwear was suppressing my sexuality, but I figured that was how I had to dress for work. After all, sometimes it’s frowned upon for a woman to flaunt her sexuality. I’m done with that, though. Since taking control of our marriage, I’ve learned that my sexuality is a key source of my power. I’m ready to flaunt it. I’m not going to start wearing miniskirts and skintight tops – slutty doesn’t mean sexy – but I’m not going to shy away from feeling sexy at work. I’m going to embrace it, and I have you to thank for that.”

    “Me?” Paul asked.

    Hannah smiled and grasped his locked cock through his slacks. “The moment I unleashed my sexuality, our marriage changed for the better. The moment I demanded that you stop being so selfish, you improved as a husband. When you couldn’t control yourself, I caged you and unleashed more of my sexuality. I bought a strapon and started fucking your ass because it turns me on. I take you whenever I feel like it because it makes me wet to do so. Most of the time it makes me cum. We’re both happier for it, too, and I see no reason I shouldn’t bring some of that to work.”

    Their marriage had changed significantly since Hannah decided she would be making the rules, and most of the changes had been for the better. She was right that Paul was happier. His lack of orgasms led to a greater sense of sexual frustration, but he was, on average, a far happier person than he’d been before Hannah had taken control.

    “Don’t worry,” Hannah said. “I’m not going to bring my strapon to work. I know I’d get fired if I tried to bend a coworker over and fuck his ass. My boss would probably benefit from a good ass fucking, though.”

    Paul laughed and Hannah joined him. Her breasts bounced in the white lace bra and she tightened her grip on his genitals, deepening his desire and making his cock try and grow in the cage.

    “What will you be doing?” Paul asked as he reached up and ran his fingers over his wife’s hard nipples through her bra.

    “I’ll be unleashing my newfound confidence and power,” Hannah answered. “I’m not quite sure what shape that will take, but I feel good, Paul, and I’m going to embrace that feeling and use it to my benefit at work.”

    “Is there any other reason you want to feel sexy at work?” Paul asked.

    Hannah smiled and spun around again. She grabbed a tube of lipstick and smiled at Paul in the mirror before applying it. He watched as her lips darkened into a far sexier shade. “You’re thinking about Zoe’s suggestion for our marriage, aren’t you?”

    Paul nodded. He was a little embarrassed to admit it, but he’d spent quite a bit of time thinking about Zoe’s suggestion that Hannah make cuckolding a part of their female led marriage.

    “I’ve been thinking about it too,” Hannah said. “How could I not? Derek’s a handsome man and I’m certain he’d fuck me exceptionally well. He does everything well, after all, so it stands to reason that he’s adept at giving a woman the sort of pleasure she needs.”

    Paul couldn’t tell if Hannah was teasing him or if she’d really been thinking about fucking her coworker. It certainly looked like she was interested – the new underwear and the sexier shade of lipstick were both signs that she wanted to look good at work – but that didn’t necessarily mean anything.

    “Did you like watching Hudson eat my pussy while Zoe had me fantasize about Derek?” Hudson asked.

    Paul thought back to that night. He saw Zoe’s submissive husband on her knees between Hannah’s legs. He heard his wife talking about her coworker and telling him to fuck her as she fantasized about being taken from behind over her desk. His cock stirred to life in its cage as the memory played out in his head, but Paul wasn’t entirely sure he’d enjoyed watching all of that unfold. “I don’t know,” he said.

    “I enjoyed it,” Hannah said as she put away the lipstick and smiled at Paul in the mirror. “And we both know that’s all that really matters, don’t we?”

    Paul nodded.

    “Why is that, Paul?” she asked.

    “Because you make the rules,” Paul answered.

    Hannah slowly spun around once more. She lifted her ass onto the bathroom counter and spread her legs. “That’s right. I make the rules in this marriage. I’m in charge now. You’re my submissive. You do as you’re told. If you don’t, you don’t ever get to come out of that cage, though you know that you’re at your best when you do as you’re told, don’t you? I’ve taught you that much, haven’t I?”

    Paul felt a touch of resistance, but he knew Hannah was right, so he nodded.

    “Good. So you know that if I decide I’m going to cuckold you, that it’s the best thing for both of us. I don’t know if I’m going to, but I might, and you’re going to accept it because I make the rules, because I’m in control of our marriage, and because I’m in control of your orgasms. Do you understand, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded as he stared into his wife’s beautiful eyes.

    “Good. Now get on your knees,” she instructed.

    Paul fell to his knees and looked up at her.

    “I’d like to cum before I go to work,” she said. “I’d like to start my day with a clear head and a smile on my face, and I’d like to feel as sexy as possible, and there’s nothing that makes me feel sexier than having a beautiful orgasm before work. So be a good husband and make me cum, Paul.”

    Paul crawled closer and pulled the soft white lace of Hannah’s panties aside. She leaned back and he went to work. He kissed and sucked on her labia and pushed his tongue inside her to taste her juices and spread his wetness. He licked her from bottom to top a handful of times and then focused his efforts on her clit.

    “Mmmmm,” Hannah said as she put a hand on the back of Paul’s head. “All women should take control of their marriages. There’s nothing in the world like an obedient husband who falls to his knees when ordered to do so, especially when his tongue is as talented as yours, Paul. Now worship your wife’s pussy. Worship me and make me cum so I can have a good day at work.”

    Paul’s cock throbbed in its cage as he obeyed his wife and worshiped her pussy. He licked and sucked on her clit and her moans grew louder. Her legs began to tremble with pleasure and she applied pressure to the back of his head, gently smothering him with her pussy lips and spreading her juices over her face. Before long her climax arrived and Hannah’s loud, wondrous moans bounced around the bathroom and into Paul’s brain, offering him a deep sense of satisfaction at serving his purpose.

    “Thank you,” Hannah said as she looked down at him. “That was wonderful.” She smiled and ran a finger through the juices on his cheeks and chin. “You should really wash your face before you go to work, though. We can’t have you smelling like pussy, can we?”

    “I will,” Paul said.

    Hannah hopped off the counter and left the bathroom to get dressed. Paul stood and looked at himself in the mirror. She was right. His face was soaked with her juices. He took off his shirt, turned on the sink, and cleaned himself up so he wouldn’t smell of his wife’s pussy at work.

    “It’s good to see you again,” Zoe said as she hugged Hannah.

    “It’s good to see you too,” Hannah replied as they took their seats. “Thanks for meeting me.”

    Zoe raised her hand to summon a waiter and he hurried towards them. “Of course,” she said. “I quite like you and I’m fairly certain we’re going to be very, very good friends. As much as I believe that every woman should take control of her marriage, very few are willing to do so, which is why it’s always nice to meet a woman that understands her power.”

    “What can I get you to drink?” the waiter asked.

    “I’ll have a gin and tonic,” Zoe said.

    “Whiskey for me. Something expensive,” Hannah added.

    The young waiter smiled as if he was impressed and walked away to give their order to the bartender.

    “Did you see that?” Zoe asked.

    Hannah nodded.

    “That young man understands the allure of a powerful woman,” Zoe said. “You could absolutely take him to the bathroom and feed him your pussy right now. He’d happily get on his knees to worship you.”

    Hannah laughed. “I suspect you’re right, but I have Paul for that.”

    “Don’t underestimate the pleasure of pushing a stranger to his knees. Men do it all the time. They get off on it. You can too, you know,” Zoe said.

    Hannah could see the appeal. It would make her feel rather powerful to take the young waiter back to the bathroom and push him to his knees to feed him her pussy. She’d ride his mouth, cum all over his face, and walk out before he’d even gotten to his feet. He’d have an erection between his legs and a confused look in his eyes, but he’d certainly remember her and he’d almost certainly do it again if she were to come back to the bar.

    “You look good, by the way,” Zoe said. “A little different than when we’ve met before.”

    “Paul noticed too,” Hannah replied. “It starts with actually wearing sexy underwear to work. I can’t believe how much of a difference it makes, if I’m being honest. I carried myself differently and I could feel people looking at me differently.”

    “Good,” Zoe said. “Embrace your power, Hannah.”

    The waiter showed up with their drinks and Hannah offered a flirty smile. He smiled back, though he seemed a little nervous.

    “Thank you, darling,” Zoe said as he set the drinks in front of them. “Be sure to check back in on us. I’m sure we’ll need another round at some point.”

    “Of course,” the waiter said before nodding at Hannah and walking away.

    “Oh, you could absolutely ride that young man’s face to as many orgasms as you’d like,” Zoe said.

    Hannah was quite certain the waiter wasn’t nearly far enough away to be out of earshot, though she couldn’t help but smile at the idea of him thinking about eating her pussy.

    Zoe leaned forward and smiled. “So, tell me, did Derek notice your newfound confidence?”

    “He did!” Hannah said. “It was different today. I swear. I don’t exactly know why, but it was absolutely different. Derek flirted a little differently, like he was actually trying to convince me to cheat on my husband and fuck him. Usually it’s just a little bit of harmless fun. Today it felt like he wanted to up the ante.”

    Zoe’s smile brightened. “So, are you going to embrace your newfound power and seduce Derek? Are you going to find out what it’s like to truly be in charge of your marriage and fuck whoever you want?”

    “No,” Hannah said. “But only because I’m not going to fuck anyone from work. That’s a surefire way to ensure I get labeled the office slut.”

    “Of course, if a man beds a coworker he’s a fucking hero,” Zoe said with a disgusted look on her face.

    “A sad truth,” Hannah replied. “But, I am going to cuckold Paul. I don’t know when, but it’s going to happen. The more I think about it, the more it seems like an absolute no brainer. Why wouldn’t I cuckold him? Why wouldn’t I take full advantage of being in a female led marriage and pursue my pleasure as I see fit?”

    Zoe raised her glass. “I’ll drink to that.”

    “I’m not sure Paul’s ready, though,” Hannah said. “He’s embraced being my submissive, but cuckolding him feels like an even more significant step.”

    “It is and it isn’t,” Zoe replied. “It’s really just an extension of Paul putting your pleasure above his own. It’s just that another man will be the one giving you that pleasure and Paul will be at home waiting for your return, or watching, or even serving you both in some way.”

    “Serving us?” Hannah asked.

    Zoe unleashed a devilish smile. “Oh, Hannah, there’s so much fun to be had when you cuckold your husband. It takes time, but you can have him doing all sorts of naughty things. Last weekend I watched Hudson fluff one of my lovers and then place his cock inside me. It was a beautiful act of submission that left me soaked with desire.”

    “Wait, he fluffed your lover? Does that mean he…he gave a blowjob?” Hannah asked with a sense of disbelief in her voice.

    “Absolutely,” Zoe said. “Hudson is a submissive through and through. It’s the same reason he got on his knees and ate your pussy without hesitation. He understands that in our female led marriage, my needs come first, second, third, and fourth. His one and only need is to make me happy, and if that means giving head, Hudson does it. He’d do anything else I asked of him, too.”

    Hannah’s mind raced with the possibilities. “Like what?”

    “He’d clean another man’s cum from my pussy, for one,” she answered.

    Hannah’s eyes went wide. She couldn’t imagine Paul being willing to do that. “He’s do that, or he’s done it before?”

    “He’s done it before and he’ll do it again. I’ve found that there’s no better way of showing Hudson his place. Not only do I cuckold him with someone that fucks me far better, I make him clean that man’s cum out of me from time to time. I usually cum while he’s doing it, too,” Zoe explained.

    Hannah leaned forward and said, “Is it weird that I’m a little turned on?”

    “Not at all,” Zoe replied. “You’re a woman finally coming into her power, much of which is rooted in embracing and unleashing your sexuality. You should be turned on all the time, and that goes double for when you’re thinking about the possibilities that are open to you once you cuckold your husband. And you needn’t worry about Paul’s reaction. There will be some growing pains, but he’s a submissive, and he’s already shown you that he’s willing to put your pleasure above his own. You can take your time if you like, but Paul will be a willing cuckold, I promise.”

    Hannah looked up to see a good-looking man in an expensive suit walk into the bar. He smiled at her and for a moment she let her mind wander a little. She imagined taking him to the bathroom and hopping on the counter so he could pound her pussy. She imagined the hard, furious sex they’d have, the sort of sex that two strangers enjoy when they feel a pure, white hot form of desire for each other.

    “You said you could help me with cuckolding Paul,” Hannah said. “That you could make sure it was a good experience for me.”

    “Were you just having a little fantasy there?” Zoe asked.

    Hannah smiled and nodded.

    “Yes, I can help you,” Zoe continued.

    “How?” Hannah asked.

    “Let’s get another round and I’ll tell you all about it,” Zoe said. She beckoned the waiter over once more and he came running.

    Zoe ordered another round for both of them and Hannah let her mind wander to thoughts of taking the waiter to the bathroom. Suddenly she couldn’t top herself from fantasizing about other men. Perhaps she’d end up cuckolding Paul a lot sooner than expected.

  
    She Makes the Rules - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “You look beautiful,” Paul said as he and Hannah strolled down the sidewalk. They’d just emerged from and ice cream store and each held a cone in their hands. “I know I say that a lot, but you really do look beautiful.”

    “You say it more than you used to,” Hannah replied before taking a lick of her mint chip cone. “Why do you think that is?”

    Paul watched his wife lick the ice cream again and felt a slight twinge of desire – he’d spent the past week in his chastity device and it didn’t take much to turn him on – as he considered her question. “I think you’re more beautiful now,” he answered. “And I don’t even think that’s crazy to say. I think you’re more confident and it makes it so you put yourself out there more. Like, you did your hair and makeup a little differently today and you’re dressed more confidently, like you no longer have any issue with attracting stares of lust or envy from people as they walk by.”

    Hannah smiled and leaned over to give Paul a kiss on the cheek. Her lips felt cold from the ice cream but he welcomed any touch from his wife. “You’ve very perceptive, Paul,” she said. “And I think you’re right. I feel so much more confident since I started making the rules in our household. I’ve found a group of women that I identify with more than any others I’ve ever met. I’ve found a great friend in Zoe. My life is as good as it’s ever been, and I’m pretty sure our marriage is healthier than it’s ever been.”

    “I’d agree with that,” Paul said. Things had changed drastically since Hannah started making the rules, but there was no question their marriage was happier and healthier.

    “It’s going to get even better when I cuckold you,” Hannah added.

    Paul winced as a couple walked by and the woman gave him a curious look. She’d heard what Hannah had said and she’d clearly made a snap judgment.

    “You shouldn’t concern yourself with what other people think, Paul,” Hannah said as she took note of his moment of distraction. “What I want is the only thing that should matter to you, and I want to cuckold you.”

    “Isn’t there something else we could do?” Paul asked. He knew he didn’t really have a choice if Hannah decided she was going to fuck another man, but he still couldn’t get anywhere near being excited at the idea of his wife having sex with someone else.

    Hannah took his hand and led Paul into the lush green park at the end of the street. They found a bench and sat before she asked, “What would you have me do?”

    “I don’t know,” Paul replied. “But having sex with someone else just feels so risky. I mean, what’s wrong with having sex with me?”

    Hannah chuckled and licked her ice cream. “There’s nothing wrong with having sex with you, Paul. There’s also nothing great about having sex with you. It’s just fine. I know lots of married women are okay with having sex that’s just fine, but I’m not. I don’t have to be, either. I make the rules, remember? If the rule is that I get to fuck other people while you’re locked in chastity and faithful to me, that’s just how it is.”

    “I know,” Paul said, “but I was just hoping we could find some other way. I read about these devices that guys can wear to make their cocks bigger. It’s a sheath I would wear over my cock, essentially. It would make me longer and thicker and then I could fuck you and you could experience more size.”

    Hannah turned to Paul and smiled. “You’re so sweet, Paul. You really are. But it’s not about size. Not entirely, at least. I’ll definitely find someone bigger than you – why wouldn’t I, after all – but I’ll also find someone better than you. Someone with a better body. Someone better looking. Someone with far better sexual technique. When I cuckold you, it will be with a man that could be considered a sexual artist. He will deliver pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. He will have me screaming his names. He will make my toes curl. He will make me cum in ways my husband has never made me cum and I will do the same for him. Now tell me, Paul, since I have the freedom to pursue that kind of pleasure, why wouldn’t I?”

    “The idea of you having sex with someone else scares me, Hannah,” Paul admitted. “It does. I’m nervous that you’ll leave me. Why wouldn’t you? As you basically just said, I’m not the kind of man that can fuck you like you need. I mean, I’m the kind of man that gets locked in chastity and fucked by his wife’s strapon multiple times a week. Why wouldn’t you leave me for the kind of man that can fuck you to a great orgasm?”

    Hannah put her arm around Paul and pulled him close. “Paul, you’re becoming the husband I want you to be. Remember, I made the rule that your cock will spend most of its time in chastity. I made the rule that I’ll fuck you whenever I feel like it. I made the rule that you’ll make me cum far more often than I make you cum. Each of those rules – and every other rule I’ve put in place – are designed to make me happy. As long as you follow the rules you’re going to make me a very happy woman, and a happy woman doesn’t leave her husband. A happy woman rewards her husband, in fact, and I promise that I’ll reward you for following the rules.”

    Paul knew better than to ask how he’d be rewarded, but he couldn’t help but wonder.

    “It hasn’t happened yet, but I’ve decided that I should get to fuck whoever I want, whenever I want,” Hannah continued. “That’s a new rule in our household, Paul. I have the freedom to pursue my pleasure with anyone and you must remain faithful to me. It will happen soon enough – Zoe is going to find a perfect man for my first time – and when it does I’ll reward you if you follow the rules and support me in my pursuit of what makes me feel good. Will you do that for me, Paul? Will you follow the rules?”

    “Yes, I will,” Paul said.

    Hannah licked her ice cream cone and kissed him. Her minty-flavored tongue pushed into his mouth and he sucked on it as she moaned. His cock surged in the chastity device and the mild ache actually brought him a little bit of pleasure. It was Hannah’s rule that he couldn’t get hard unless she gave him permission, and in the moment following that rule felt thrilling.

    “How would you feel about sneaking off into those trees and eating my pussy right here in the park?” Hannah asked.

    “I’d love that,” Paul answered.

    Hannah smiled and stood up. She offered her hand and Paul took it. “Good,” she said. “I like that you’re so dedicated to my pleasure, Paul. I might even make love to you tonight if you do a good job. You’d enjoy being taken missionary style by that long, slender strapon that hits your prostate every time I fill you, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Paul replied as he thought of the last time Hannah had made love to him with the strapon in question. They’d kissed and whispered romantic sweet nothings to each other as she slid in and out of his well-lubed asshole and it had felt spectacularly good. He’d be happy to be on the receiving end of that sort of lovemaking again.

    “Good,” Hannah said. “Let’s get you on your knees then. You can worship my pussy while I finish my ice cream. If you can make me cum, I’ll make love to you tonight.”

    Hannah leaned against a tree and Paul dropped to his knees. He lifted her skirt, lowered her panties, and went to work on her pussy as she ate her ice cream. He worked hard to make her cum, for as crazy as it seemed, he wanted to be on his back in their bed with Hannah’s strapon inside him. He wanted his wife to make love to him, to claim her right to fuck him with her strapon whenever she pleased. He wanted to follow her rules.

    Hannah’s phone rang and she looked towards the nightstand and saw her husband’s name. She tapped the answer button and held the phone to her ear.

    “Hey,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled at the sound of her husband’s voice. “Hey honey.”

    “How did it go?” Paul asked.

    Hannah looked at Julian, the utterly flawless man Zoe had found for her, and smiled. “Julian is an exquisite example of a man, Paul. He saw to my needs like few men ever have. My body quivered both times he made me cum.”

    “So you…you did it, then. You cuckolded me,” Paul said.

    “I did,” Hannah replied as she reached out and ran her fingers over Julian’s muscular chest. “In fact, I enjoyed Julian’s cock twice. He’s blessed with remarkable orgasm control. He can last exactly as long as I need him to so we can cum together. It’s thrilling, and I swear I could go on for days about how good it feels to have a muscular body on top of mine as I get fucked.”

    Paul groaned.

    “Oh, is that just a bit of arousal I hear, Paul? Did it just get a little bit uncomfortable in your cage? Is this like when I take you with my strapon? Have you begun to enjoy the idea of another man fucking your wife?” Hannah asked.

    “I don’t know,” Paul answered. “That feels too fucked up to be possible.”

    Hannah watched Julian pull back the covers and wrap his fingers around his thick cock. He stroked his shaft and she felt a surprising sense of desire blossom in her loins. Hannah thought she’d had her fill, but it seemed that her body wanted more of what Julian offered.

    “Do you remember the last time I sucked your cock, Paul?” Hannah asked as her eyes remained fixed on Julian’s growing shaft.

    “It’s been months, maybe longer,” Paul replied.

    “Would it make you jealous to know that I sucked another man’s cock tonight?” she asked before suggestively licking her lips and smiling at Julian.

    “Yes, it would,” Paul said. “Just like it makes me jealous that you fucked another man tonight, Hannah.”

    “You’re awfully close to being rude to me, Paul,” Hannah replied. “You have no right to be rude. You know the rules. I get to fuck whoever I want, whenever I want and you have to remain faithful and locked in your cage. I make the rules, Paul. You know that. You’ve accepted that.”

    “I know,” Paul said with a sense of defeat in his voice that Hannah found more arousing than expected. “I’m sorry. I know you make the rules, Hannah.”

    “I’m going to suck Julian’s cock again, Paul,” Hannah said as she leaned closer and kissed Julian’s chest. “He wants me again and I’m going to let him have me, but first I’m going to suck his big, beautiful cock. I’m going to take him in my mouth and I’m going to do everything I can to make him feel good before he fucks me for a third time. I’d like you to listen while I suck cock, Paul. Will you do that for me?”

    Hannah kissed her way down Julian’s chest as Paul remained silent on the other end of the line. She kissed and licked the head of Julian’s cock and he moaned.

    “Paul, I want you to listen to me suck Julian’s cock,” Hannah said as she stroked her lover’s shaft. “I’ll reward you if you do, Paul. I’ll reward you when I get home tomorrow morning. I’ll make sure it’s worth your while to listen as I suck another man’s cock.”

    “Okay,” Paul said. “I’ll listen.”

    Hannah tapped the speaker button and set the phone on the bed. “You’re on speaker, Paul. I’d like you to stay quiet, though. You’re free to play with your locked up little cock if you like, but I’d like you to stay quiet and listen.”

    “Okay,” Paul replied.

    Hannah looked up at Julian and asked, “Do you want me to suck your cock, Julian?”

    “I do,” he replied. “It was like Heaven the first time. I can’t wait to feel that talented mouth of yours again.”

    “Mmmm,” Hannah replied before taking the plump cock head between her lips and swirling her tongue around it.

    “Damn, man, it’s a shame your wife doesn’t suck your dick anymore,” Julian said. “She’s fucking incredible. You’re missing out on this beautiful mouth. I swear, Zoe hooked me up with a goddess when she put me together with your wife.”

    Hannah let the saliva slip from her mouth and she used her hand to lube Julian’s shaft so she could stroke him as she sucked. She made the blowjob sloppy, wet, and noisy, all because she knew Paul was listening and she wanted to make it visceral for him. She wanted him to picture her mouth moving up and down another man’s shaft. She wanted him to see his cuckolding in his imagination.

    Hannah pushed down deep enough that Julian’s cock triggered her gag reflex. It wasn’t particularly pleasant, but she wanted Paul to hear it. She wanted her husband to hear her dedication to making another man feel good.

    “Fuck, that’s incredible,” Julian said. “I swear, man, most girls aren’t willing to gag like that. Your wife is a superstar.”

    “Yeah?” Hannah asked as she looked up at Julian and stroked his slick shaft. “Am I a good cocksucker, Julian?”

    “Damn right you are,” he said.

    Hannah couldn’t believe how turned on she was. She knew it was because Paul was listening, though. She was subjecting him to his cuckolding and it thrilled her. She was in control now. Instead of selfishly jerking off or hanging up the phone and doing whatever he wanted, Paul was listening to his wife suck another man’s cock because it’s what she wanted.

    “Lie back,” Hannah said. “I want to ride you while my husband listens.”

    “With pleasure,” Julian replied.

    Hannah quickly tore open a condom and rolled it down Julian’s cock. “You hear that, honey? I’m dressing Julian’s big cock so it can fill my pussy. And you’re going to listen. I’m going to ride him to a loud orgasm and he’s going to cum while buried deep in my cunt and you’re going to listen to all of it. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Paul replied.

    “Because I make the rules?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes, because you make the rules,” he said.

    Hannah sank down on Julian’s cock, leaned back, and began to move her hips back and forth. They both moaned as he reached up to play with her tits. His strong hands kneaded her flesh as she moved her hips faster, grinding her clit into his crotch and milking his big cock with her slick pussy.

    “Fuck, you feel so good inside me,” Hannah said as she closed her eyes and surrendered to her lust. “Your cock is so fucking big. You’re so much deeper inside me than my husband has ever been.”

    Paul groaned and Hannah smiled.

    “Do you hear that, Julian?” she asked. “My husband likes it that I’m fucking someone bigger and better than him. He likes it that I’m going to ride your big dick until we both cum. He likes that he’s home listening while his wife fucks another man.”

    Paul groaned again. Hannah was certain he was getting lost in it just like she wanted him to.

    “Ride me,” Julian said. “Ride my big dick. Bounce on it for me.”

    Hannah leaned forward and kissed Julian as she bounced on his dick. Their tongues danced and she moaned while the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over filled the hotel room.

    They fucked wildly and vocally. They put on a show for Paul while pursuing their pleasure. Hannah encouraged Julian to smack her ass as she bounced on his dick and he did so gleefully. She let him play with her body in whatever way he wanted as she neared her orgasm while riding him like a wild cowgirl.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” she said. “Julian, I’m close. I’m close!”

    He grabbed her tits with both hands and squeezed tight. Hannah cried out in pleasure and an orgasm exploded from between her legs. It was better than the first two. It had her body shaking uncontrollably. She could feel the juices dripping from her pussy. Julian came just a few moments after her. He spurted into the condom and Hannah couldn’t help but find it thrilling that another man had cum while inside her.

    “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever fucked a woman like you, Hannah,” Julian said. “I owe Eve a debt of gratitude.”

    “Does that mean you’re willing to keep fucking me?” she asked. “Because I have no intention of letting my husband fuck me anywhere near as often as he used to, so I could really use a man like you in my life.”

    “I’ll fuck you whenever you want, Hannah,” Julian said. “I’m yours.”

    “You hear that, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “Hannah, please,” Paul said.

    “Don’t worry, sweetheart. You’ll still get to cum from time to time. You’ll still get to feel my pussy from time to time. But I make the rules now, and our marriage is going to be different. It’s not about you anymore. It’s about me. I just need you to trust that I’m going to make you happy, Paul. After all, when I let you cum, I make sure your orgasms are great, don’t I?” she asked.

    “You do,” Paul answered.

    “I do, and I always will,” Hannah said. “As long as you recognize that I make the rules.”

    “I recognize that,” Paul replied. “I do, and I love you, Hannah.”

    “You’re sweet,” she said. “I love you too. I’ll see you tomorrow morning, Paul. Sleep well.”

    “You too,” Paul replied.

    Hannah hung up and kissed Julian again. His cock still felt spectacular inside her. She suspected they’d fuck at least once more before going to sleep and she’d absolutely have him again the next morning before going home to her husband. It was good to be the one in charge.
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    “You’re such a good little slut for me,” Hannah said as she fucked her husband from behind. “You’re a good little slut for your wife, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    Hannah smiled as she watched her husband’s asshole swallow her strapon with ease. She knew it still caused him a little bit of pain, but Paul didn’t complain. He took it because he really had turned into a good little slut for her. He always got naked, lubed up, and bent over when she told him to. He always took every thrust she offered, welcoming Hannah’s cock until she was finished with him.

    “Did you ever imagine you’d be the one getting ass fucked in this relationship?” Hannah asked.

    “No,” Paul said.

    She laughed and smacked his ass hard, causing Paul to cry out from the sudden pain he no doubt felt emanating from where she’d struck him.

    “I never imagined either of us would end up getting ass fucked,” Hannah said. “I certainly have no particular interest in anal sex and I know you don’t either. You’re willing to take it though, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    “Why is that, Paul? Why are you so willing to be an anal slut for your wife?” she asked.

    “Because you make the rules,” Paul answered.

    Hannah smiled. She wasn’t sure she’d ever get sick of hearing her husband say that. She’d taken to finding all manner of ways in which to have him express what had become the central tenet of their marriage. It felt like a particularly effective way of training him, especially when combined with something like fucking him doggystyle with her strapon. If he uttered those words while she was fucking his ass, chances were good they’d be burned into his brain and he’d never forget that their marriage had shifted into something decidedly female led.

    As she fucked him, Hannah reached around and grasped Paul’s locked cock. She no longer felt the need to cage him all that frequently – he’d long since stopped masturbating without permission – but sometimes it was still thrilling to take away his ability to get erect. The cage was a perfect reminder that she was in total control, after all.

    “You’re leaking,” she said as her fingers discovered quite a bit of precum dripping from tip of Paul’s cock. “Does that mean you like getting fucked up the ass, Paul?”

    “I don’t know,” Paul replied.

    Hannah could understand why a straight man wouldn’t want to admit he enjoyed receiving anal sex. It wasn’t a traditionally manly thing to enjoy, after all. If anything, Paul was supposed to enjoy giving anal sex, not receiving. Hannah wasn’t sure he actually enjoyed it, either. He might have been leaking because he’d gone two weeks without an orgasm and any sort of sexual contact would be arousing enough to make precum pour from the tip of his cock.

    “Are you sure you don’t like it, baby? Are you sure you don’t like it when your beautiful wife bends you over and fucks your ass? Are you sure you don’t like being a dirty little slut for me?” Hannah asked.

    Paul groaned as she played with the tip of his cock while fucking him from behind, but he didn’t say anything. It seemed that he wasn’t going to give Hannah what she wanted. She had a plan for that, though.

    Hannah pulled out, smacked Paul’s ass, and said, “Get on your back.”

    Paul flipped over without hesitation and Hannah lifted the chain that held his chastity key over her head – she wore the key between her breasts whenever Paul was locked – and slipped it into the lock. Paul’s eyes went wide as Hannah unlocked his cage and set him free.

    “Does that feel better?” she asked while stroking his soft flesh.

    “Yes,” Paul replied.

    He looked so vulnerable on his back and Hannah felt so powerful sitting between his legs with a stiff cock protruding from her pelvis. She felt a genuine urge to fuck her husband and to work an orgasm out of him. She wondered if men felt like that when a woman spread her legs for them.

    The harder Paul’s cock got, the louder he moaned. He stared at Hannah’s perky breasts and reached up to touch them, but she slapped his hand away. In that moment, Hannah wasn’t going to give Paul anything he wanted unless he begged for it.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asked.

    Paul nodded.

    “I can make you cum,” she said. “You just have to give me what I want.”

    “What do you want?” he asked.

    Hannah scooted forward and rubbed the head of her cock over her husband’s asshole. He groaned and she was fairly certain he was excited at the prospect of her filling his rectum once more.

    “You just have to admit that you love it when I fuck you,” she said. “That’s it. You just have to tell me that you love being a dirty little anal slut for your wife.”

    Hannah pushed the head of her cock into his asshole, held it there for a few moments, and then pulled out. Paul groaned, but that might have been because she stopped stroking his cock the moment she pulled out.

    Hannah slid her cock in his ass once more and resumed stroking him. Her hand moved in concert with her strapon, so as she fucked him she pleasured his throbbing cock, bringing him closer to the orgasm he clearly craved.

    “Faster,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled. “Sorry, what’s that, Paul?”

    “Please…fuck me faster,” he said.

    That’s what she wanted to hear. She wanted her husband to open up to her desires, to submit his body to what she craved, and Hannah was turned on at the idea of Paul actually wanting to get fucked, so in the moment she wanted to hear him beg for it.

    Hannah fucked him faster. She hadn’t yet gotten him to admit that he loved her cock in his ass, but it would happen before he came or he wouldn’t have an orgasm.

    “Oh…fuck,” Paul said as she stroked him in time with her thrusts.

    “Does that feel good, baby?” she asked. “Does it feel good when I fuck your ass?”

    “Yes,” Paul said. “Please, fuck me faster, and harder. Fuck me harder.”

    Hannah tightened her grip on his cock and fucked Paul harder and faster. She stroked him with every thrust into his ass. He moaned like a slut does when he’s getting exactly what he wants.

    “Are you close, baby? Are you going to cum with my cock in your ass?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes, I’m close,” Paul answered. “I’m so close.”

    “Then tell me that you love getting fucked in the ass, Paul,” Hannah demanded. “Tell me that you love being an anal slut for your wife. Tell me right now or I’ll pull out and lock your cock back up.”

    Paul looked at her and said, “I love getting fucked in the ass. I love being an anal slut for my wife. It’s so fucking embarrassing, but I love it.”

    Hannah smiled and leaned down to kiss her husband. He lifted his hips to make it easier for her to fuck his ass and her tongue invaded his mouth while her strapon took his ass and her fingers stroked his cock.

    Paul groaned and Hannah felt the head of his cock swell up. “Cum, you filthy fucking whore,” she whispered. “Cum like a little slut. Cum with my cock buried in your tight little asshole.”

    Paul came and Hannah buried every inch of her strapon into his ass and held it there. She kissed his neck and moaned as his cum spurted over her fingers and onto both their stomachs, making a spectacular mess in the process.

    Hannah pulled out, backed out of the bed, and took off her strapon. She surveyed the mess of cum on her husband’s stomach and promptly crawled back into the bed and straddled him. She rubbed her pussy in his semen and then sat on his face before he could move away.

    “Clean up your mess,” she said. “And make me cum while you do it.”

    Paul said something, but his voice was muffled by her pussy.

    “Do as you’re told,” she said. “You don’t make the rules. I don’t care if you don’t want to eat your cum from my pussy. It’s what I want and that’s all that matters.”

    Hannah felt Paul relax beneath her as he extended his tongue and put it to work in licking up his load and tending to her clit. He really was becoming a better, more obedient husband.

    “Zoe says that Hudson truly became the husband she wanted him to be after he started cleaning up his mess and the messes of the men she welcomed into her body,” Hannah explained as she moved her pussy over Paul’s face. “Hudson resisted at first, of course. Any man would resist. Men are told it’s unnatural to eat their cum, or anyone else’s cum for that matter. It tastes awful, too, but that’s precisely why it’s so good for a man like you to eat your cum. You’re doing something unpleasant and you’re doing it for me, Paul. You’re doing it because I make the rules and you’re acknowledging that you accept my leadership. It helps keep that nasty ego of yours in check, too.”

    Hannah lifted her pussy from his face and laughed as she saw the mess she’d made of her husband. Cum was smeared all over his lips, nose, and cheeks. It was spectacular.

    “Hudson cleans up every drop of cum that leaves his body,” Hannah said. “Zoe says it’s become one of the most important rituals of their marriage, that she isn’t sure Hudson would be so obedient if he didn’t always have to clean up his cum. Would you clean every drop of cum that leaves your body for me, Paul?”

    “I don’t know,” Paul said. “I guess, if I’m being honest, I’d say that I wouldn’t want to do that.”

    Hannah smiled as she felt a burst of pleasure between her legs. It was the very idea of making her husband do something he didn’t really want to do that thrilled her. It was irrefutable evidence that she’d taken their marriage in the right direction. Some of the women in their private Facebook group seemed to find it a chore to shape their husband’s behavior, but Hannah found it deeply satisfying and almost always arousing, which she took as a sign that she’d discovered the type of marriage she was always meant to be in.

    “You’re going to do it if that’s what I want, Paul,” Hannah said. “Aren’t you?”

    Paul nodded.

    “And why is that?” she asked.

    “Because you make the rules,” he replied.

    Hannah sat on his face once more. She smothered him with her slippery, cum-soaked pussy by moving her hips back and forth. In the process, she offered her throbbing clit the stimulation it craved and she inched ever closer to her climax.

    As her orgasm approached, Julian, the man that had given her such spectacular orgasms half a dozen times since they’d first fucked, popped into her head. She thought of Julian and his masterful use of the big cock that rested between his legs. Paul hadn’t yet witnessed Hannah and Julian fuck, and a she rode his face, Hannah wondered if it was time for her husband to watch another man fuck his wife. The idea of it made her cum.

    It was definitely time for Paul to watch.

  
    She Makes the Rules - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Do I have to be locked up for this?” Paul asked.

    Hannah leaned closer to the bathroom mirror and carefully applied her mascara as Paul’s eyes drifted to her ass. She hadn’t yet put on a stitch of clothing after her shower and she looked flawless.

    “You do,” she said. “I think it’s important for you to be in your cage the first time you watch Julian fuck me. We don’t know how you’re going to react, but I’m certain that being in the cage will help you control some of your less pleasant impulses.” She leaned back and turned to smile at him. “Good and bad impulses, by the way. I’d love it if you wanted to masturbate while you watched me cum on Julian’s big cock, but I don’t want you cumming before he and I are finished. I also know it’s possible you’ll feel a need to try and stop me from enjoying another man. Any husband would feel that need, but I suspect that having your cock locked up in an itty bitty cage will prove a handy reminder that perhaps you’re not quite the man you thought you were.”

    Paul felt a little like she’d slapped him. Their marriage had undergone significant changes since Hannah had decided that she was going to make the rules, but she’d never been quite so explicit about her thoughts about him. It wasn’t like Paul didn’t understand, of course. Hannah had taken to fucking him with a strapon regularly and she’d been with Julian half a dozen times over the past few weeks. It was obvious she didn’t think of Paul in the same way she used to, or that she was simply being honest about how she’d always thought of him.

    “Are you still happy you married me?” Paul asked.

    Hannah turned and offered a sweet smile as she put her makeup down and stepped into the bedroom. “Paul, I’m happier than I’ve ever been. I know your ego is probably feeling a little bruised by all of this, but that’s part of the process. A man’s ego just gets in the way of his and his wife’s happiness, so I’m working on shrinking yours, if not destroying it entirely. That doesn’t mean I don’t love you or that I’m disappointed with you. The opposite is true. I truly am happier than I’ve ever been. My only disappointment is that it took me so long to realize that I need to be in the kind of marriage where I get to make the rules. I need to be with a man that finds it pleasurable to let me make the rules, and I know you’re that kind of man, Paul. I know you are.”

    Paul didn’t want to be that kind of man, but he was. He’d gone along with each and every one of Hannah’s rules, even those that caused him discomfort. He made no effort to stop her from fucking Julian because he found it arousing, as fucked up as that was. He happily took her strapon because while the anal penetration was a little uncomfortable – and sometimes painful – he liked the experience as a whole, and sometimes he found it hugely pleasurable, especially when Hannah saw fit to give him an orgasm while fucking him, which had happened with great frequency in recent weeks.

    Hannah gave Paul a kiss on the cheek and said, “Zoe suggested that you be naked when Julian gets here and I agree with her.”

    “What? Why?” Paul asked as panic rose in his chest.

    “You’re not a threat to Julian – you’ll see just how true that is when he gets here – but if you’re naked when he arrives you’re going to feel exposed, and small, and like a little less of a man. That’s going to keep your ego in check, and Zoe says that the biggest risk of what we’re doing tonight is the cuckold’s ego getting out of control. If you’re naked and Julian sees your little locked up dick from the start, it will be nearly impossible for your ego to get in the way of my fun,” Hannah explained.

    “But, Hannah, please,” Paul pleaded. “Can’t I just wear a pair of underwear?”

    “Paul, who makes the rules in our house?” Hannah asked.

    His shoulders slumped and he answered, “You do.”

    “That’s right,” Hannah replied. “Now get naked and then pull that pretty blue dress you like so much from the closet. I’m going to wear it for Julian.”

    Paul stripped, folded and put away his clothes, and retrieved the dress his wife mentioned from the closet. It was, in fact, his favorite dress of hers, though he suspected Hannah knew that and was wearing it purposefully.

    “Would you like me to pick out any underwear?” Paul asked.

    Hannah plugged in her straightening iron and said, “No. I won’t be wearing any underwear tonight. I like the idea of Julian having easy access to my body. He doesn’t really seem to like lingerie, anyway. He always tears it off of me mere minutes after we get going, so I figured I’d save him the effort this time.”

    Paul thought of another man tearing his wife’s lingerie off and indulging in his desire for her body and it made his dick throb in the cage. He bent over in the pointless hope that the pain would subside, but it wasn’t to be. Instead, he had to deal with the ache of his defeated arousal and the notion that the arousal was born out of a truly humiliating desire to see someone else fuck his wife.

    Hannah finished her hair and makeup and had Paul put her dress on just a few minutes before Julian arrived. When the doorbell rang she took Paul’s hand, led him to the living room, and said, “Wait by the couch with your hands behind your back. I know it will be difficult to make eye contact with Julian when he arrives, but I want you to be polite. Don’t worry, there won’t be much socializing. I’m already wet and I suspect Julian won’t have any trouble getting right down to the business of satisfying your wife while you watch.”

    Hannah walked away, answered the door, and welcomed Julian to their home. Paul couldn’t see them, but he was quite certain he heard the sounds of kissing and then a soft moan from Hannah’s lips.

    “No panties?” Julian asked.

    “Why bother?” Hannah replied. “I’ll just end up taking them off a few minutes from now.”

    “I like the way you think,” Julian said.

    They appeared at the edge of the living room a moment later and a smile immediately broke across Julian’s face as he took in the sight of Paul standing by the couch.

    “Julian, I’d like you to meet my husband Paul,” Hannah said.

    Julian stepped forward, stuck out his hand, and offered a powerful handshake as he said, “Nice to meet you, Paul. There’s no need to be worried about that cage on your cock, by the way. You’re not the first cuckold I’ve seen locked up like that.”

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” Paul replied.

    Hannah approached and reached out to play with Paul’s locked up cock. He caught a whiff of her perfume and he saw the lusty look on her face and his dick immediately surged to life in the cage. He felt that rush of pain as his erection was denied and he did his best not to double over as it got worse.

    Hannah then stepped in front of Paul, turned around, and pulled Julian close. They kissed as she leaned back and pressed her body against Paul’s. Her ass ground into his crotch as she made out with another man just a few inches from him. The pain in his loins deepened and he couldn’t help but groan at the ever-increasing ache.

    “You’re already hard for me,” Hannah said.

    “On the drive over here I couldn’t stop thinking about the last time we fucked,” Julian said. “I thought about how worked my cock with your pussy while you were on top. I thought about how you took your time and gave me an orgasm that had my head spinning.”

    Hannah reached back and lifted her dress before pressing her bare ass against Paul’s locked up cock. He felt his caged flesh slip between her warm, smooth ass cheeks as she kissed Julian again. He listened to his wife moan as his cock ached so badly he couldn’t help but wish that they’d stop fooling around and let him leave.

    “Will you fuck me right now?” Hannah asked. “I can’t wait. I need you inside me, Julian.”

    Julian stepped back, stripped with impressive speed, and sat on the couch. Hannah lifted her dress over her head, tossed it aside, and straddled him. She took his bare cock into her pussy and they kissed as she sank down on it.

    Paul watched as another man’s tongue and cock entered his wife’s body. Julian grabbed Hannah’s ass and helped her ride him. The sounds of her wet pussy being filled by his big dick reached Paul’s ears and again he felt his poor, locked up cock surge in the cage that imprisoned it. His eyes found his key resting between Hannah’s breasts and he saw it bounce a little as she rode Julian. He wished he could yank it from her chest and set his dick free. He wished he could end the agony unfolding between his legs, but it wasn’t to be. Hannah made the rules, after all, and she’d decided that he would watch his wife fuck another man while naked and locked in a small chastity cage.

    At first, it was the physical act of his wife fucking another man that Paul concentrated on. As the minutes passed, he couldn’t help but take note of what seemed like a genuine connection between them. It was a physical connection, to be sure, but it seemed deep and beautiful. Their bodies seemed connected as they pursued their mutual pleasure. It was as if every second of their encounter only deepened their pleasure and brought them closer together, all of which drove Paul a little bit insane. He couldn’t help but wonder if his wife had been right to strip him naked and lock him up, for had his ego been more intact he might have tried to stop the sex unfolding in front of him.

    Paul felt thankful when Hannah finally came. His cock had refused to relent in its attempts to get hard and he needed a respite from the relentless pain.

    Hannah and Julian kissed and caressed each other in the way that lovers tend to do after an exceptional orgasm is experienced by one of them. She then turned her attention to Paul and smiled. “It looks like you’ve been enjoying yourself,” she said while staring at his locked cock. “Have you made a little puddle of precum on the floor?”

    Paul looked down to see that he’d absolutely done that as his cock had leaked relentlessly while struggling for some semblance of an erection as Hannah and Julian fucked.

    Hannah dismounted from Julian’s cock and crawled to the edge of the couch. She reached out and caressed Paul’s testicles, eliciting a groan that brought a smile from her face.

    “Fuck me from behind,” she said to her lover.

    Julian quickly moved into place, slipped his cock into her pussy, and grabbed her hips to fuck her like she clearly desired.

    Hannah looked up at Paul and smiled as her fingers moved to his chastised cock. She caressed him through the metal bars of the cage and the pain returned with his desire aided by the fact that he was once more witnessing the sight of another man fucking his wife, this time in a position they rarely indulged in.

    “He feels so good inside me,” Hannah said. “His big cock fills my pussy like yours never has, like no man’s ever has. He’s better than you, Paul. He’s much better than you. How does that make you feel?”

    Paul groaned. “I don’t know.”

    Hannah sped up the movement of her fingers and Paul felt a delightful tingling sensation mingle with the pain of trying to get hard. “I think you do know,” she said. “I think you love that he’s better than you. I think you love that your wife is finally getting what she needs from a man with a hard body and a big cock that can fuck me for as long as I desire.”

    Julian seemed to fuck her harder, as the noise of their bodies meeting got louder.

    “Say it,” Hannah demanded. “Say that you love that Julian fucks me better than you do.”

    “I love it,” Paul said. “I don’t know why, but it turns me on. It fucking turns me on.” He moaned as that tingling sensation spread. It was pleasure. He was feeling pleasure. Despite his inability to get an erection, Paul was feeling a sense of pleasure as Hannah played with his locked cock while taking Julian’s dick from behind.

    “I’m going to let him cum inside me, Paul,” she said. “I’m going to let Julian cum in my pussy. Another man is going to cum in your wife’s tight pussy.”

    Paul sharply sucked in a deep breath and felt an unmistakable sense of pleasure between his legs. He knew what was happening. He was moments away from cumming. It was going to happen. He was going to cum in a chastity cage. Somehow he was going to unleash his fucking load while his dick remained soft.

    “Cum inside me,” Hannah said. “Unload in my cunt while my husband watches.”

    Paul came first. His legs turned to rubber and he leaned against the wall for balance as his soft cock pulsed in the cage. Pleasure mixed with pain each time cum spurted from his cock. The pleasure won out, though. It was intense in an entirely different – and in some ways, better – way than usual and Paul couldn’t help but let out a series of lusty moans.

    Julian groaned and Paul looked over to see the other man had buried his big cock in Hannah’s pussy. He was as deep inside her as any man had ever been and he was unloading. It was equal parts arousing and agonizing.

    Julian leaned down and kissed Hannah’s neck as his orgasm finished. She turned her head and their lips met. Their tongues danced while his cock remained inside her.

    “Will you stay a little while longer so I can fuck you again?” she asked.

    “Of course I will,” he replied.

    They kissed again and Paul closed his eyes and enjoyed the continued pulses of pleasure that emanated from between his legs. He still couldn’t believe he’d managed to orgasm while locked in chastity, but wasn’t about to complain about such wondrous pleasure.

    “Paul, you need to clean up the mess you made on the floor,” Hannah said as she turned back to him with a smile on her face. “Some paper towels will do quite nicely.”

    Paul turned for the kitchen and listened as his wife and Julian kissed yet again.

    “You fuck me better than any man ever has,” she said.

    Paul winced at the indirect insult, though it was tempered by the continued sense of pleasure emanating from between his legs. He thought of what Hannah had said earlier about being happier than she’d ever been before. If she was being honest, then Paul had very little to worry about when it came to his marriage, so he chose to believe she was being honest and that he simply needed to follow her rules to ensure they were both happy.

  
    She Makes the Rules - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “How long has it been?” Hannah asked as she approached the bed.

    “Almost five weeks,” Paul answered.

    Hannah smiled and reached out to run her fingers down his chest, over his stomach, and between his legs. She bypassed his cock entirely, choosing instead to tease his inner thighs before taking his balls in her hand and gently caressing them. After five weeks without entry into his wife’s body and nearly two weeks without an orgasm of any kind, even a minor form of stimulation was enough to leave Paul in an aroused state.

    “Do you know how many times Julian has fucked me in the past five weeks?” Hannah asked.

    Paul groaned as she took his half hard cock in her hand. “I don’t,” he answered. “I know he’s fucked you an awful lot, though.”

    “It’s almost as if I can’t get enough of him, isn’t it?” she replied.

    Paul nodded and looked down to see his wife’s hand slowly moving up and down his now erect shaft. She stopped when a small drop of precum appeared at the tip and Paul sharply sucked in his breath when she bent over and licked up that little bit of sweetness with her tongue. It was the briefest moment of contact, but it was enough to put a smile on his face as he thought of the pleasure that would almost certainly follow as Hannah finally let him inside her after the longest sexual drought he’d experienced since they started dating.

    “Do you think you can fuck me like he does, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “No,” Paul answered. He’d watched Julian and Hannah fuck often enough to understand that he wasn’t in the same class as his wife’s lover. Julian had a bigger dick, a better body, and what seemed to be more skill, though Paul couldn’t really define what made his technique better. It didn’t matter, though. Julian made Hannah cum harder than Paul ever had, so there was no question he was better and there was no point in clinging to the delusion that Paul could compete.

    “That’s good,” Hannah said as she stepped back and pulled off the loose, soft sweater she had on. She took off her jeans and crawled into the bed and between Paul’s legs wearing a pair of black lace boyshort panties.

    Hannah kissed his thighs and her soft hair brushed against his cock as Paul felt that wondrous kind of anticipation at the idea that he might end up in his wife’s mouth in just a few moments.

    “It isn’t just my pussy that Julian has enjoyed so much more often than you,” she said. “It’s my mouth, too, isn’t it?”

    Paul looked down at his wife and nodded.

    “I’m not sure I can explain it, but I can’t help but want to go down on him when we’re together,” she continued. “I love having him in my mouth. I love the way he moans when I suck his cock. I love how hard he gets for me – harder than you get, by the way – and I love feeling him throb between my lips. I love how badly he wants me, Paul.”

    Paul wanted his wife. He wanted her desperately. He knew his desire didn’t matter nearly as much as Julian’s did, though. He knew that Hannah was completely enamored with every aspect of fucking Julian and that Paul just didn’t compare.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    She smiled and kissed her way up his thigh and right past his cock. She stopped when his stiffness came to rest between her breasts. She gently wrapped them around his shaft, looked up, and slowly moved up and down, offering a kind of pleasure he hadn’t experienced in a long time.

    “I’m not sure you deserve to get your cock sucked,” Hannah said. “Maybe that’s something only Julian deserves.”

    Paul moaned as he felt a pure, perfect kind of pleasure.

    “Let’s see if it’s as much fun to suck your cock as it is to suck his,” Hannah said.

    She took him in her mouth and moaned, sending delightful vibrations of pleasure down his shaft and into his loins. Paul closed his eyes, grabbed two handfuls of the bed sheets, and unleashed a low groan of pleasure as Hannah’s tongue moved over the head of his cock.

    “Mmm, that’s not bad,” Hannah said. “You’re smaller than he is so you’re actually easier to have in my mouth. It’s not quite as much fun, though. With Julian, I have this incredible need to make him feel good. It makes me wet when I go down on him. I’m always soaked by the time I take his cock inside me and it’s because I get off on blowing him in a way I really don’t with you.”

    Paul looked down as Hannah slowly stroked his cock. She smiled and kissed the head before running her tongue over the underside. It felt spectacularly good, in no small part because two weeks had passed since his last orgasm and Paul was feeling pent up.

    “What would you think if I decided that you don’t deserve to get your cock sucked anymore, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “You make the rules,” he answered.

    Hannah smiled brightly, sat up, and climbed out of the bed. She took her panties off, left them on the floor, and straddled him. A moment later he was in her pussy. It seemed that Paul had answered her question correctly.

    “I like that you make the rules, Hannah,” he said. “Sometimes they’re frustrating, of course, but I like that you’re in control.”

    Hannah slowly lifted her pussy from his cock and sank back down again as she watched Paul’s face. She smiled, likely at the look of joy he wore. After five weeks without being inside her, Hannah’s pussy felt like a warm, wet wonderland that he wanted to spend the rest of his life immersed in.

    “You miss my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul answered. “I miss it so much. It feels so good, Hannah.”

    She rode Paul a little faster, seemingly spurred on by his intense pleasure. He reached up to play with his wife’s splendid breasts but she grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed.

    “Did I say you could touch?” she asked.

    Paul shook his head.

    “I make the rules, darling,” Hannah continued. “And right now I don’t want you touching my breasts. I want you to lie there and enjoy my pussy. Concentrate all your energy on how good it feels to be inside me, for it might be a very long time before I give you the pleasure of fucking me again.”

    She released his wrists and Paul kept his hands pinned to the bed. He watched Hannah’s breasts bounce wonderfully as she rode him and he kept his mental focus on the pleasure unfolding between his legs.

    “Julian feels so much better inside me than you do,” Hannah said.

    Paul groaned at the unexpected insult.

    Hannah laughed and asked, “Does that turn you on? Do you like that Julian is able to satisfy your wife in a way that you can’t?”

    “Yes,” Paul admitted. It was baffling, but it was true. Somehow he’d reached a place where he found it thrilling to be told that he couldn’t satisfy his wife like she craved.

    Hannah leaned down and kissed Paul’s neck as she rode him a little faster. He could feel his orgasm approaching as his balls tightened and his loins tingled in that deeply pleasurable kind of way.

    “My pussy craves him,” Hannah whispered. “It craves him in a way I never craved you, Paul. I get wet when I think about him. I get soaked when I’m with him. I cum so hard when he’s inside me. I’m thinking about him right now and it’s making me wetter than fucking you does.”

    Paul wanted to grab her ass and fuck his cock up into her, but he kept his hands on the bed. She made the rules, after all, and Paul was quite certain that Hannah would deny him an orgasm if she was thoroughly annoyed with his inability to do as she instructed.

    “Hannah, I’m close,” he said.

    “You can cum inside me,” she replied before kissing his neck. “You can spill your seed in my pussy, but you’ll have to clean up your mess.”

    “What?” Paul asked. “Why?”

    Hannah sat up, put her hands on his chest, and rode him faster. She smiled and said, “Anytime you cum inside me you’re going to have to clean it up. Submissive men tend to forget their place and get headstrong after they’ve climaxed. Every woman on the Facebook group talks about it. They all suggested this as the perfect solution. You’re going to cum inside me and then I’m going to sit on your face and feed you your load. You’re going to eat your cum and while you do you’re going to remember that I’m in charge, that I make the rules.”

    “Please, Hannah, don’t make me do that,” Paul said as he barreled towards an orgasm.

    “I make the rules, Paul,” she said. “You can refuse, I suppose, but this will be the last time you enjoy my pussy if you do. Remember, I have Julian now, and if I tire of Julian I’ll find another man. I don’t need your cock anymore. Giving you my pussy is a gift, Paul. It’s not something you deserve. It’s not something you have any right to. It’s a gift I choose to give you when you’ve pleased me. If you can’t clean up your mess, you won’t receive the gift of my pussy ever again.”

    Paul didn’t have time to think about it. The pleasure of his wife’s pussy was too intense. He came inside her and unleashed a series of wild groans as he deposited two weeks worth of cum into her pussy.

    “I know that eating your cum is going to be unpleasant,” Hannah said as she moved her hips slowly, extracting the last of Paul’s cum from his cock. “But that’s precisely why you must do it. Just know that by cleaning up your mess you’re making your wife very happy.”

    Paul felt a deep sense of relaxation and if he’d been allowed he would have drifted off to sleep. That wasn’t permitted, though. He had a job to do. He had to make his wife happy. He had to follow her rules.

    “I’m ready,” he said. “Oh, and thank you for letting me have sex with you. I really do appreciate it.”

    Hannah smiled, gently ran her fingers through his hair, and then lifted her pussy from Paul’s cock, dragged it up his body, and sat on his face. “Now clean up your mess.”

    Cum flowed into Paul’s mouth. There was no stopping it. He didn’t even have to search for it as gravity did most of the work for him. The taste was unexpectedly awful and he gagged once, but there was nowhere for the cum to go with Hannah sitting astride his face. As more flowed into his mouth Paul swallowed. His throat burned as his tongue was quickly coated with semen once again. A two week load was quite large, as it turned out.

    “That’s good, Paul,” Hannah said in a lusty tone. “That’s very good. Now put your tongue inside me to clean up the rest.”

    Paul did as his wife instructed. He pushed his tongue into her pussy. Her sweet juices mixed with the saltiness of his seed, but the taste was far less repugnant than it had been at first. His mouth was coated in it and he’d gotten through the worst. There was nothing left to do but finish the job.

    “Your cock didn’t make me cum, of course, so you can use your tongue when you’re done cleaning up your mess,” Hannah said. “Maybe I’ll let you make me cum twice. I’m sure you’d like that.”

    She was right, though Paul would have liked to have made her cum during sex even more. He hadn’t lasted nearly long enough to get her there, though. She took longer with him than she ever did with Julian, which served as further proof that Paul was indeed inferior to the man that regularly fucked his wife. Julian never had to lick his cum out of Hannah, either. He wasn’t the one she dominated, though. He’d never agree to that sort of thing. He wasn’t that kind of man. Paul was, though. He knew that. He accepted that. He’d even come to embrace that most of the time.

    He was the sort of man that allowed his wife to make the rules and for the most part, he had no problem with that.
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    “You were right about the clean up,” Hannah said.

    Zoe smiled. “Was I?”

    Hannah nodded and sipped the cocktail Hudson had prepared before adjourning to his home office. “Mmm, this is delicious. Your husband is quite skilled.”

    “He is,” Zoe replied. “So, you had Paul clean his mess?”

    “I did,” Hannah said. “I let him have sex with me for the first time in five weeks and he cleaned up afterwards. I let him know he’d be doing it just a few moments before he climaxed. The look on his face was adorable. It was just like you and the other girls in the group said it would be. He didn’t want to do it, but I told him I would withhold sex if he didn’t, and of course he caved and cleaned up.”

    “And how was he afterwards?” Zoe asked.

    “He was wonderful,” Hannah said. “He actually thanked me for having sex with him – this was right after he’d accepted that he’d have to clean up his mess. It was so sweet and submissive of him, and it was such a beautiful demonstration of having accepted his place. He knows that Julian offers me something he can’t. Paul knows that I can sleep with someone better than him whenever I want to and though he struggled a little bit with it at first, he’s come around to it now.”

    “You really were made for this lifestyle, Hannah,” Zoe said with a smile. “Most women aren’t, but you really are. You’ve taken charge so easily and I love that you’ve so readily and eagerly embraced what makes you happy. Some dominant women have trouble fully embracing their power over their husbands, but you really don’t.”

    “Did you?” Hannah asked.

    Zoe nodded and sipped her cocktail. “Absolutely. I was raised in a fairly conservative household, actually. My parents had the sort of marriage where my father was in charge. I know now that he actually wasn’t the sort of man that should have been in charge, though. He was a little too lazy for that sort of responsibility and my mother was unhappy because of it. They didn’t get divorced, of course, but they probably should have. Even though I saw that their marriage didn’t really work, I still had a hard time fully embracing my power as a woman. For a long time I struggled with the idea that Hudson needs a powerful woman to take charge of him, and I deeply struggled with the idea that I actually was that kind of woman.”

    “I’m glad you found your way to your power,” Hannah said. “I’m not sure I would have found my way to mine if I didn’t have your help. I certainly wouldn’t have found Julian, and I can’t tell you how much I’ve changed since he fucked me that first night. He was so much better than Paul that it felt like an entirely new world opened up in front of me as I climaxed on Julian’s cock that first time.”

    Zoe leaned closer and said, “Isn’t it just the most wonderful feeling in the world to have an orgasm with an incredible cock buried deep inside you?”

    Hannah nodded. “It really is. And when that cock belongs to man with an incredible body it’s even better. I swear, I could fuck Julian all day. The man is built like a god and he’s got the stamina of one, too.”

    “Isn’t it just delightful to be a woman in charge of her marriage?” Zoe asked.

    Hannah laughed and raised her glass. “It certainly is.”

    “Hudson cleaned a lover’s cum from me two nights ago,” Zoe said.

    “Really?” Hannah asked. She still had trouble seeing Paul being willing to do that, though he probably just needed the right motivation.

    Zoe’s smile indicated she found a great deal of joy in her husband’s willingness to consume another man’s cum. “It was exquisite, Hannah. Truly exquisite. He’s done it a handful of times and each time I cum while he’s doing it. Just a little bit of clitoral stimulation is all I need. I get so turned on when I see him crawl between my legs and push his tongue inside me. It’s such a beautiful act of submission and our relationship has evolved to the point where it’s those acts of submission that turn me on more than anything.”

    “Do you ever…do you ever worry that you might go too far? With Hudson, I mean? I guess I’m trying to ask, do you see him differently now than you did before you took control of your marriage, and do you ever feel like you don’t like what you see?” Hannah asked.

    Zoe sat back and considered the question for a few moments before answering, “I do see him differently. It’s impossible not to. I’m not sure he’s actually different, though. After all, it’s not as though I made him do anything he’s done. He did it all willingly and he’s happier than he’s ever been, so all of this was inside him all along. Our marriage has certainly changed, though, and it could never go back to the way it was. After you’ve watched your husband suck cock for you, it does change the way you look at him.”

    Hannah couldn’t help but feel a little fearful of that. Would she see Paul differently if she had him clean Julian’s cum from her pussy? If she did see him differently, would she still want to be married to him?

    “I love Hudson more than I ever have, though,” Zoe continued, seemingly reading Hannah’s mind. “If that’s what you’re really asking about. It’s not as if our marriage was fueled by this intense sexual passion before I took control, either. Our sex life had gotten rather stale. Hudson was still cumming, but I rarely was. I think you know what that’s like.”

    Hannah thought back to Paul’s rather selfish behavior when it came to her pleasure and it was hard to argue that there was a great deal of passion between them. There’d been some when they first met, of course, but it had drained from their marriage by the time Hannah took control.

    “I do know what that’s like,” Hannah said.

    “You know, some women give up taking control because they feel the same way you do, but I think they’re making the mistake of comparing their current marriage to what it was like when they first got together with their husbands. Marriages change, though. People change. It’s impossible for your marriage to be the same over the years and decades. That doesn’t mean your life shouldn’t be exactly what you want it to be, Hannah,” Zoe said. “Especially when you’re married to a man like Paul. He wants to submit. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t have. He would have fought you on it. He would have left you. Instead, he bends over for your strapon. He cleans his cum from your pussy. He happily watches as you fuck another man. He wouldn’t do those things if he didn’t find pleasure in them.”

    “He does like to watch,” Hannah replied with a smile. She felt the slightest buzz from the drink and it put her in a delighted place. “And he does seem to like it when I fuck him.”

    “And you do fuck him,” Zoe said. “You bend him over and you fuck him, Hannah. You’re not making love to him, at least not all the time. You’re taking control. You’re seizing the power and fucking your husband. You’re putting him in his place and he’s getting off on it. He’s a submissive. He might not have known it before, but he knows it now and he appreciates that you’ve put him in his place. Trust me on that. He appreciates it.”

    “Do you fuck Hudson?” Hannah asked.

    “From time to time,” Zoe replied. “I just bought a new dildo, in fact. It’s longer and a little thicker. It should reach deep inside him.”

    Hannah thought of the last time she’d fucked Paul – he’d been working at home and she’d walked in wearing her strapon and told him to stand up and bend over his desk – and it brought a smile to her face.

    “You know, I think I’d like to fuck Hudson right now,” Zoe said. “How would you feel about having him worship your pussy while I take him from behind?”

    “That would be delightful,” Hannah answered.

    “Hudson!” Zoe called out. “Please retrieve my harness and the new dildo I bought from the bedroom!”

    Hannah heard Hudson rush towards the bedroom to fulfill his wife’s request. He returned not long after carrying the harness and dildo, which was a little longer than Hannah expected and had a flared head just like a man’s cock.

    Zoe stood, took the implements of penetration from her husband, and kissed him softly. “I’m going to fuck you while you worship Hannah’s pussy,” she informed him. “Now strip and get on your hands and knees in front of her.”

    “Of course,” Hudson replied before doing exactly as his wife requested without even a moment of hesitation.

    Hannah pulled up her skirt and removed her panties as she watched Hudson submit to his wife’s desires without a second thought. Despite her occasional misgivings about how her marriage was changing, Hannah couldn’t help but feel arousal at the idea of having Paul trained as well as Hudson was.

    Hudson dropped to his knees, crawled between Hannah’s legs, and looked up at her. She smiled and shifted her hips forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the couch.

    “May I worship your pussy?” he asked.

    “You may,” Hannah replied.

    Hudson crawled forward, placed his head between her legs, and went to work. Hannah looked up at Zoe and smiled as Hudson’s talented tongue massaged her clit at a slow, gentle pace.

    “Direct him as you desire,” Zoe said. “He’s your toy to use as you see fit while I fuck his ass.”

    Hannah smiled, sipped her cocktail, and watched Zoe drop to her knees behind her husband. She wore the strapon around her waist and she spit on her cock and on her husband’s asshole. She rubbed the head of her rubber dick around his fuckhole and Hannah grabbed a handful of Hudson’s hair, pulled back, and said, “I’d like to hear your beg your wife for her cock. Beg her to fuck you.”

    Hannah released her grip on his hair and Hudson turned to look at his wife and said, “Please, Zoe, fuck me. Fuck my ass. Give me your cock. Use me for your pleasure.”

    “That’s what I like to hear,” Zoe said. “A man that understands that he exists for my pleasure. That’s how a true submissive feels. He doesn’t give a damn about his pleasure. He only cares about the pleasure of those he serves.”

    Zoe pressed the head of her strapon against Hudson’s ass and slipped inside him. She filled him slowly and steadily and he groaned as Hannah directed his mouth to her clit once more.

    “Do you want it harder, Hudson?” Zoe asked. “Do you want me to fuck your tight little asshole harder?”

    “Mmm hmm,” Hudson replied from between Hannah’s legs.

    Zoe grabbed his hips, pulled out until just the tip of her cock remained in his ass, and thrust forward with remarkable power. Hudson let out a yelp of pain and Hannah grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him close enough to smother him with her slippery pussy lips. She found it unexpectedly thrilling to watch another woman’s husband get fucked and she couldn’t help but wonder if she’d find it even more exciting to watch someone else fuck Paul. To see him so helpless, so submissive, so willing to take it up the ass just because it’s what Hannah wanted. Merely thinking of it turned her on and Hannah stored the idea away for another time.

    “Thank her for treating you like a good little slut,” Hannah said as she pulled on Hudson’s hair and made him look into her eyes.

    “Thank you for treating me like a good little slut,” Hudson repeated. “Thank you for fucking me with your big cock. Thank you for using me.”

    He returned to her pussy and Hannah looked up at Zoe and smiled. “He’s so well-trained. I can tell that he means it when he says that. It’s remarkable, Zoe.”

    Her cock moved in and out of Hudson’s ass as she replied, “It’s worth the time and effort to train him. There’s no question our marriage is different than it once was – and yours will be too – but that doesn’t mean it’s worse, Hannah. Having a well-trained submissive husband has made me happier than I ever imagined I could be. I know you’re already happier than you were just a few months ago, but I promise your life will be pure bliss if you continue to train Paul to be the submissive you want and need.”

    Hannah leaned back, closed her eyes, and enjoyed the ministrations of Hudson’s talented tongue as she thought about pushing Paul even deeper into his submission. She was the one that made the rules, after all. He was the one that followed the rules. All she had to do was institute whatever rules she wanted and Paul would become whatever she wanted him to be. The sense of power was intoxicating and it led to a much quicker, far more potent orgasm than Hannah was expecting. She unleashed a series of wondrous moans while her legs clamped down around Hudson’s face and her body trembled with pleasure as thoughts of domination ran through her mind.

    Zoe leaned forward, grabbed a handful of her husband’s hair, and pulled back as she fucked him harder. Hannah smiled at the look on Hudson’s face as his wife savaged his ass with her dildo. She reached out and ran her fingers over his lips before pushing two of them into his mouth. Hudson sucked as Hannah gently fucked his face. He groaned like he was on the verge of an orgasm and Hannah smiled.

    “Are you going to cum, Hudson?” Hannah asked. “Are you going to cum with a cock in your ass?”

    Hudson nodded as Hannah added a third finger to his mouth.

    “Does he deserve to cum?” Hannah asked Zoe.

    “He does,” she replied. “I love it when he cums with my cock in his ass. I can’t think of a better way to help him embrace his place. After all, a real man wouldn’t cum with a dick up his ass, would he?”

    Hannah laughed as Hudson groaned around her fingers. He clearly enjoyed the reminder that he was the kind of man that happily got on his hands and knees to get fucked and to cum while he had a nice big cock in his ass. Hannah wondered if Hudson was thinking of the men that fucked Zoe while he watched, or if he was thinking of the cocks he’d sucked for her and the cum he’d cleaned out of her.

    Hudson’s eyes went wide and he moaned around Hannah’s fingers. She fucked his mouth faster as his body trembled. Hannah leaned over to see that cum was squirting out of Hudson’s cock and onto the hardwood floor beneath him. He was cumming like a kinky submissive should.

    Zoe pulled out and instructed, “Clean up your mess.”

    Hudson immediately crawled backwards and licked his cum off the floor as Hannah watched with a fascinated smile on her face.

    “What do you say?” Zoe asked.

    “Thank you for fucking me,” Hudson replied. “Thank you for letting me cum. Thank you for letting me make Hannah cum. Thank you for being the most incredible wife.”

    “You’re welcome,” Zoe said. “Now take my cock, go to the bathroom, and get cleaned up. Then come back and wipe the floor of the remains of your cum.”

    “Of course,” Hudson replied.

    Hannah pulled her panties back over her pussy and watched Hudson rush towards the bathroom. All sorts of naughty ideas flooded her head as she considered ways to deepen Paul’s training and further unleash his submissive side. Each idea brought a smile to her face. They were going to have so much fun.
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    “What’s wrong, Paul?” Hannah asked in a voice that struck him as a little patronizing.

    Paul admired his wife’s body in the lacy, strappy black bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set she’d just changed into. She looked exquisite, but of course she did. Julian was coming over and Hannah always made an effort to look good for him.

    “Do we have to do it this way?” Paul asked, referring to the fact that Hannah had informed him that he’d be chastised and naked in bed right next to her and Julian as they fucked.

    Hannah approached the bed with a gentle sway in her hips and ran her fingers up his bare legs. She cupped his caged cock and balls and squeezed softly as she said, “Yes, we do. Or, more importantly, you do, Paul. You have to do it the way I want. Do you know why?”

    “Because you make the rules,” Paul replied. It had become a common refrain in their house – even more common over the past few months – and while Paul wasn’t always eager to do as Hannah wanted, he rarely put up a fight anymore. She always won, and in the end he almost always enjoyed himself, too, even if some of what she wanted was rather humiliating for him.

    Hannah leaned down and stared into his eyes as her lips approached Paul’s. “Would you like to hear something wonderful?”

    Paul nodded.

    “It makes me wet each and every time I hear you say that,” she whispered. “Isn’t that the most incredible thing?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered. It really was exciting that he could utter just a handful of words and turn his wife on. It was a little less exciting that his cock was almost always in chastity and he was almost never given the opportunity to fuck his wife, but Hannah did generally tend to Paul’s sexual needs, albeit in far different ways than most wives tended to the sexual needs of their husbands.

    “You might be able to cum tonight,” Hannah said.

    “Really?” Paul asked.

    Hannah kissed him softly as she caressed his balls and teased his cock through the bars of the cage that kept him imprisoned. She even offered a moan while her tongue gently explored his mouth, a moan that made Paul’s soft shaft surge to life in the cage.

    She reached for the nightstand, pulled it open, and removed a small vibrating bullet that Paul had watched her use on her clit several times. “You can use this on your locked up little dick while Julian fucks me,” she explained. “You can lie there and watch another man fuck your wife while you masturbate your caged dick with a vibrator. Doesn’t that sound like the most wonderful thing?”

    Paul wasn’t sure it did. In fact, it sounded like Hannah was offering to let him masturbate much like a woman did. After all, she’d used the very same vibrating bullet to bring herself to orgasm on numerous occasions, and now she was handing it off to Paul. He wondered if there was meant to be something symbolic about it or if he was merely reading too much into it.

    “You don’t have to use it, darling,” Hannah said. “You’re more than welcome to simply lie there and watch Julian fuck my tight, wet pussy without masturbating at all. You could just leave your hands at your sides while his big cock slides in and out of me. You could just stare at the ceiling and listen to the sounds of my pussy opening for his cock and the moans of pleasure that you know I won’t be able to hold back. That would be a shame though, wouldn’t it? You’re a cuckold now, and you should embrace the pleasure there is to be found in that. You should masturbate with my vibrator and see if you can make your caged little dick cum while Julian cums inside me.”

    Hannah turned on the vibrator and held it against the tip of Paul’s chastity cage. A moan escaped his lips after just a few moments of vibration. The sensations were fantastically pleasurable and they seemed to move throughout his soft, imprisoned shaft.

    “Doesn’t that feel nice?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded.

    “Won’t it feel nice to masturbate with my vibrator while you watch Julian fuck my tight pussy?” Hannah asked.

    Paul moaned and nodded. He knew Hannah was manipulating him into doing exactly as she pleased, but it was working like a charm. He couldn’t help but want to cum, and if it meant using her vibrator and masturbating in a humiliating manner, then Paul was almost certainly going to do it.

    Hannah turned the toy off and placed it in the palm of his hand. She kissed Paul again, this time with even greater vigor. “Julian will be here soon,” she said softly. “You are to remain right here, right on your back, until I give you permission to do otherwise. You’re welcome to watch and to masturbate with my vibrator as much as you like, but you’re not welcome to move, to adjust yourself for a better view, or to touch me unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered. “After all, you make the rules.”

    Hannah smiled, kissed him, and walked back to the closet. She emerged in a pair of high heels and a black satin robe. “No masturbating until I come back with Julian. Do you understand?”

    Paul nodded and his wife departed the room. He reached down and ran his fingers through the precum that had leaked from the tip of his cock. He studied the shiny liquid and popped the finger into his mouth to suck it clean. It was remarkably sweet and far better tasting than his cum, which he’d gotten somewhat familiar with as Hannah had begun making him clean most of his ejaculations.

    After a few minutes of staring at the ceiling, Paul heard the front door open. He couldn’t hear what Julian and Hannah were saying, but he was certain the other man was complimenting Hannah’s beauty. She looked utterly stunning, after all.

    Not long after, Hannah appeared in the doorway with Julian a step behind her. The satin robe was gone and she looked breathtaking in the strappy lace lingerie and heels. Julian sported a bulge in his jeans – no doubt from the kissing and touching that had occurred at the front door – and as soon as they were in the bedroom Hannah spun around and kissed him while working Julian’s pants off.

    Their tongues mingled as she wrapped her fingers around his thick, throbbing cock and stroked him vigorously. Paul couldn’t help but feel jealous of Julian in that moment. Not only did he have a far larger cock, but he was free to get hard when he pleased and he was on the receiving end of far more direct sexual pleasure from Hannah than Paul had been in months.

    “It feels like you’ve missed me,” Hannah said as she looked down at Julian’s thick cock.

    “I have,” he replied. “I’ve missed every part of you, Hannah.”

    Hannah smiled, leaned a little closer, and said, “Have you missed my mouth?”

    “Desperately,” Julian answered before they shared a remarkably deep, sensual kiss.

    Hannah sunk to her knees the moment the kiss ended. Julian smiled at the lingerie-clad beauty in front of him and she wrapped her lips around his cock while Paul watched from the bed. He throbbed in his cage as jealousy mixed with lust. He wanted to be the one getting a blowjob from his wife, and yet he found some strange kind of pleasure in watching another man enjoy her mouth.

    Julian’s cock departed her mouth with an audible pop and Hannah dropped a little lower and looked up at her lover as she took his balls between her lips. She licked and sucked and stroked his thick shaft while doing so, eliciting a veritable symphony of lusty moans from the man she was so eager to please.

    Seemingly satisfied that she’d aroused her man sufficiently, Hannah stood and asked, “Did you miss my tight pussy, too?”

    Julian pushed his fingers into her panties and Hannah moaned. “I did,” he answered. “I missed your tight, wet pussy. I missed how good it feels when it’s wrapped around my cock. I missed the way you moan when I fuck you. I missed the way you beg me to cum inside you.”

    Hannah looked at Paul and smiled. “That turns you on, doesn’t it Paul? You like that I beg Julian to cum inside me. You like that he fucks me so good that I can’t help but beg him to give me his thick, creamy load.”

    Paul nodded. It felt embarrassing to say anything, but he managed to nod.

    Hannah moaned again and said, “You can masturbate if you want, darling. I know you’re turned on. I know you liked watching me suck Julian’s cock and his big, beautiful balls. Go ahead, masturbate.”

    Both Hannah and Julian watched as Paul turned on the vibrating bullet and held it against his caged cock. The pleasure was instantaneous and deeper than when Hannah had offered the pleasure of the toy.

    “Is that a vibrator?” Julian asked.

    “It is,” Hannah replied.

    “Aren’t vibrators for women?” he asked.

    Hannah stroked his big cock and said, “Usually, yes, but they’re perfect for cuckolds whose cocks are locked in cute little cages, too. Paul can’t very well masturbate like a normal man would, not when he’s locked up. He can play with a vibrator, though.”

    “I guess it’s generous of you to let him masturbate at all,” Julian noted.

    “It’s generous of me to let him watch another man fuck me, too,” Hannah replied as she stepped away from Julian and towards the bed. “Especially because Paul can’t help but find it arousing to watch you make me cum, Julian. Some part of him doesn’t want to enjoy it, I’m sure, but he just can’t help himself.”

    Hannah crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back. She took her panties off and reached between her legs as Julian stripped.

    “He has the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen,” Hannah said to Paul as she turned to stare at Julian’s long, thick shaft. “The head is so plump and perfect. The shaft is so thick. I even love his balls.”

    Paul wanted to reach out and touch his wife. He wanted to play with her breasts in the lace bra or to roll over and kiss her while she fantasized about Julian’s cock, but he remained on his back as she’d instructed him to do.

    “Get over here and fuck me, Julian,” Hannah said. “Please, my pussy is so wet for you. I need you. I need you inside me.”

    Paul’s cock ached in the cage as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure throughout his loins. He watched Julian crawl into the bed and between Hannah’s legs. They shared a deep kiss as she stroked him while rubbing the head of his cock over her pussy lips, soaking him in her juices in the process and preparing him for the deeply pleasurable journey into her body.

    Hannah closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as Julian filled her. He smiled while slowly bottoming out inside her, offering every inch and giving her time to get used to his thickness.

    “Fuck me,” Hannah said as she wrapped her legs around him. “Fuck me in my bed while my husband watches.”

    Paul moaned as he watched Julian fuck his wife. His eyes roamed up and down her body. He saw Julian’s cock moving in and out of her. He saw Julian’s hands find their way to her breasts to fondle her flesh for his pleasure. He saw their lips meet and their tongues dance.

    “You feel so good inside me,” Hannah said. “Julian, you feel so good inside me!”

    Julian fucked her harder in response and Hannah spread her legs to give him every bit of room he might need. The sound of their bodies meeting and Hannah’s moans filled the air and they seemed to translate into an even deeper form of lust for Paul as his balls tightened and the tingling sensation between his legs deepened in a way he found most pleasing.

    Hannah came after just a few minutes of deep, hard fucking. She grasped the sheets tightly, kicked her legs open even wider, and curled her toes before letting out a deep, wondrous moan that signified an exceptionally satisfying climax.

    “I can’t tell you how badly I needed that,” Hannah said afterwards before pulling Julian’s lips to hers for a deeply sensual kiss that indicated she was more than ready to continue receiving his cock in the name of giving Julian an orgasm. “Pull out for just a moment. I want to switch positions.”

    Julian pulled out and Hannah rolled onto her stomach and moved to her hands and knees. She adjusted her body so she was facing Paul and crawled a little closer until she was looking down at him.

    “Take me from behind,” Hannah said. “Fuck me as hard as you like. Fuck me and flood my cunt with your load.”

    Paul moaned and Hannah smiled. Her joy at triggering his lust by telling Julian to cum in her pussy was obvious.

    “You love that Julian gets to cum inside me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    “You like that he cums inside me far more often than you do, don’t you?” Hannah asked.

    Paul was embarrassed to admit it, but the idea turned him on immensely. “I do,” he said.

    The sounds of sex filled the room and Hannah moaned. Paul watched her breasts bounce as Julian invaded her from behind.

    “He fucks me so much harder than you ever have, Paul,” Hannah said. “He fucks me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. That’s why your cock is in a cage. That’s why you’re masturbating with a vibrator. Because I’ve found someone better. I’ve found someone that fucks me like a woman wants to get fucked, someone that fucks me like you never could.”

    Paul didn’t want to find her commentary arousing, but he couldn’t help it. It was terribly embarrassing, and yet he could feel the precum dripping from the tip of his cock. He could feel the orgasmic sensations stirring in his loins. His climax would arrive before long. He was certain of it.

    “We both know you like it this way though, don’t you Paul?” Hannah asked as the vigorous doggystyle pounding continued. “You like that I make the rules and that I’ve decided that you’re almost never worthy of my pussy, don’t you?”

    Paul nodded. Hannah smiled and kissed him. He closed his eyes and parted his lips. Her tongue invaded his mouth – kind of like she was fucking it – and he took it. He even sucked on it a little, for he found it utterly thrilling to do so.

    “Are you going to cum, Paul?” Hannah asked. “Is masturbating with my vibrator going to make you cum?”

    Paul nodded vigorously.

    “Don’t cum just yet,” Hannah instructed. “Keep playing, but don’t cum just yet.”

    Paul groaned. He was close, but he wasn’t going to defy his wife. There was nothing to be gained from that. Instead, he pulled the vibrator away from the tip of his cock and let it pleasure the base of his shaft instead.

    Hannah rewarded him with a kiss. It was soft and sensual and their tongues danced delightfully as she moaned, indicating her pleasure at taking Julian’s cock from behind.

    “I’m close,” Julian said.

    “Cum inside me,” Hannah replied. “Cum inside me while my cuckold husband masturbates his locked up little dick with a vibrator. Cum inside me while he masturbates like a girl as a real man fucks me.”

    Paul groaned. Hannah seemed to be in an aggressive mood and it caught him by surprise, though it translated almost directly into desire, so he wasn’t about to complain.

    Julian let out a loud moan and stopped thrusting. Hannah’s breasts stopped bouncing and a smile came over her face, a smile that Paul had seen before. It was a smile that showed her joy at knowing that she’d made her lover feel so good that he’d cum inside her.

    After Julian pulled out, Hannah smiled at Paul and said, “I want to cum again, and I’m going to use your tongue to get what I want.”

    “What?” Paul asked as he tried to process what was about to happen.

    “No questions,” Hannah said. “I make the rules, and if I want to sit my cum-filled pussy on your face and take it for a ride while you lick my clit, that’s what I’m going to do.”

    A moment later Hannah did just that. She sat astride Paul’s face and her pussy lips spread out over his mouth.

    “Lick my clit,” she instructed.

    Julian’s cum dripped out of her as Paul put his tongue to work. He had no choice but to taste some of it if he was going to do as his wife desired, and Paul wasn’t going to defy her. He was going to follow the rules as she set them out.

    “You may cum when you’re ready,” Hannah said. “You should turn up the vibrator, too. Trust me, more power feels better.”

    Paul turned the vibrator onto high speed, held it against the tip of his locked up cock, and moaned into his wife’s pussy. Julian’s cum poured out of her and onto his chin and cheeks. Some of it ended up in Paul’s mouth, too, but in his state of intense desire it wasn’t a turn off. If anything, the pure nastiness of it proved to be the exact opposite.

    “Eat my messy pussy and make me cum, Paul,” Hannah instructed. “Be a good cuckold and make my sloppy, cum-filled cunt feel good.”

    Paul did everything his wife desired, and in the middle of it all he had an orgasm. His cock pulsed inside the cage as cum squirted from the tip. It felt like his entire body experienced the climax and Paul wasn’t entirely sure he’d ever felt such intense pleasure.

    “That’s it,” Hannah said as she reached down and put a hand on his head. “Make me cum, Paul. Eat my sloppy cunt and make me cum!”

    Paul was coming down from his orgasm when Hannah climaxed. He felt like he was floating on a cloud made of pure bliss, despite the fact that he could taste Julian’s cum on his tongue and feel it all over his face.

    Hannah climbed off of Paul’s head and laughed. “I made quite a mess of you.”

    “It’s like I gave him a facial,” Julian noted.

    Hannah laughed again and added, “It really is. You can go clean up, Paul.”

    Paul nodded and headed for the bathroom. He looked in the mirror and saw that they were right. It looked like he’d received a rather messy facial. He had quite the cummy mess between his legs, too. His body was still buzzing with pleasure, though, proving once again that when he followed his wife’s rules his orgasms tended to be spectacularly good.
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    Hannah stepped into the house with a smile on her face and a bounce in her step. She set her bag on the floor and called out, “Paul?”

    “In the living room,” he replied.

    Hannah headed towards her husband’s voice. Paul looked up from the couch as she walked into the room and she unzipped her skirt, worked it over her hips, and let it fall to the floor.

    “Welcome home,” he said with a smile.

    “I got the promotion,” Hannah informed him as she lowered her panties, revealing her pussy and drawing her husband’s gaze between her legs. “I beat out that sniveling little shit and got the promotion. Now I’m his boss and I’m going to make his life a living hell.”

    “Wow,” Paul said. “I like this side of you.”

    “I know you do,” Hannah replied. “Now stand up, get naked, and get on your knees in front of me.”

    Paul stood and hurriedly stripped as Hannah tapped the toe of her high heel on the living room floor. He fumbled with his belt before successfully pulling it off and managed to get out of his pants and underwear in a remarkably short span of time. Hannah smiled at the sight of her husband’s caged cock as he rushed towards her and dropped to his knees.

    “You know, in a way, you’re the reason I got promoted,” Hannah said as she reached down and ran her fingers through her husband’s hair.

    “I am?” he asked.

    She offered a sweet smile and nodded. “You are. Ever since I decided that I’m the one that makes the rules in this house I’ve been far more assertive at work. I’ve been unwilling to be trampled in meetings by bloviating men. I’ve been unwilling to let anyone else take credit for my ideas. I’ve embraced my power and I’ve wielded it against the collection of men that I work with, many of whom are just like you.”

    “Like me?” Paul asked.

    Hannah grabbed a tight fistful of his hair and pulled Paul’s mouth to her pussy. His tongue went to work immediately and she smiled and moaned as the joy of dominating her husband helped spread arousal through her loins. “They want to submit, Paul. They want a strong woman to put them in their place. They want a strong woman to take the lead, to make the rules. That’s what you want, isn’t it Paul? Aren’t you happier since I started making the rules around here?”

    Paul looked up at her and nodded as he continued to massage her clit with his talented tongue. Hannah liked that he showed little interest in taking a break to utter a few words. He knew it was no longer his place to question her desires, that his place was to do as she desired, for she made the rules in their household.

    “How long has it been since I last let you out of your cage?” Hannah asked.

    “Two weeks,” Paul replied before immediately returning to her pussy.

    Hannah smiled at how well-trained Paul was. There was a time when two weeks in the cage would have driven him absolutely mad. It was likely he still felt that kind of madness, of course, but he no longer complained about it and he no longer acted as desperate for a release. Instead, he channeled his energy into making her happy, for he’d come to understand that pleasing his wife was the best way to convince her to unlock him.

    “You know, there was a time when I would have wanted to celebrate a promotion like this with a romantic dinner, a nice bottle of wine, and maybe a foot massage. And, if you were particularly romantic it might have felt nice to make love afterwards, particularly with a little bit of a buzz going from the wine,” Hannah explained.

    She saw a flicker of hope in Paul’s eyes and she wondered if he was imagining one of those nights. Hannah thought of one – the night of her previous promotion – where Paul had seen fit to skip right over the lovemaking and had used Hannah’s pussy as little more than a masturbation device for his cock. He’d cum and she hadn’t, making it yet another in a long line of disappointments that had ultimately led to their current situation, which is why they wouldn’t be drinking wine and making love that night.

    “Tonight’s going to be a little different,” Hannah said. “Follow me to the bedroom.”

    She turned and walked towards the bedroom as Paul scrambled to his feet and followed. Hannah stripped out of her blouse and bra and tossed them onto the bed. She kept her heels on, though. She liked being a little bit taller and she knew they made her look sexier and that Paul – particularly in his thoroughly denied state – was easier to control when she looked sexier.

    “Get my harness,” Hannah instructed. “And my eight inch cock.”

    Paul turned and headed for the closet. Hannah sat on the end of the bed and spread her legs and when Paul returned holding her harness and her favorite dildo he stopped and stared at her slick pussy.

    “Get on your knees,” she demanded.

    Paul rushed over and dropped to his knees in front of her.

    “Do you crave my pussy, Paul?” Hannah asked as she reached down and spread her labia.

    Paul stared at the pink, slippery flesh of her cunt and said, “Yes. I crave it desperately. I know…I know I don’t deserve it, but I still crave it. I do.”

    “Do you know why you don’t deserve it, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “Because I don’t fuck you as well as Julian does,” he replied.

    “Is that the only reason you don’t deserve to fuck my pussy?” she asked.

    Paul looked confused, as if he’d completely forgotten his tendency to be overwhelmingly selfish when it came to sex.

    “Do you remember the last time I got promoted, Paul?” Hannah asked as she stood, took the harness from him, and stepped into it.

    “I…no, actually, I don’t,” he answered.

    “I’m not surprised,” Hannah said as she took the dildo and slid it through the opening in the harness. She looked down and admired her perfect cock before wrapping her fingers around it and stroking slowly. “We had a lovely dinner and a bottle of wine. We were both a little buzzed in the best way possible. We came to the bedroom. There was lots of kissing and touching and wonderful foreplay. I went down on you. You went down on me – you didn’t spend very long going down on me, but you did it – and then I welcomed you between my legs. I told you to make love to me. I implored you. And you did, for a little while, at least.”

    Hannah grabbed a handful of Paul’s hair and pulled him to his feet. She directed him onto his back in the bed and he did as she desired without putting up a fight.

    “It didn’t last very long, though,” Hannah continued as she grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand and crawled between her husband’s legs. She popped the top and coated her cock before sitting back on her knees and stroking slowly while Paul watched. “It couldn’t have been more than a minute before you started your jackhammer routine. You got so caught up in your desire to cum that you completely forgot about me. You used my pussy to masturbate and you didn’t come close to making me cum, Paul.”

    “I’m sorry,” he said.

    Hannah smiled and squirted lube onto her fingers before rubbing them over Paul’s asshole. “I know you are,” she replied. “You’re sorry now. Now that you’re locked in a cock cage. Now that I’m the one that makes the rules. You weren’t sorry then, though. You didn’t even notice that I hadn’t cum that night. You didn’t give a damn.”

    Hannah tossed the bottle of lube aside, crawled forward, and pressed the tip of her strapon against Paul’s asshole. She applied pressure and he groaned as her cock slipped past his anal ring and filled his rectum.

    “What should I do tonight, Paul?” Hannah asked. “Should I pound your pussy or should I make love to you?”

    She leaned forward and kissed him while slowly moving her cock in and out of his ass. Paul moaned into her mouth and Hannah was certain it was a moan of pleasure. He’d been fucked often enough that it probably wasn’t painful anymore, and her toy was long enough to hit his prostate. Hannah probably could make him cum if she took it nice and slow, but she wasn’t sure Paul deserved that. Maybe he deserved to be fucked roughly. Maybe he deserved to be savagely pounded until his asshole was sore. Maybe he deserved to be fucked into a beautiful submissive headspace. Maybe he deserved to learn a lesson.

    “Please, make love to me,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled and continued to fuck her husband slowly. She kissed his neck and sucked on his earlobe and then she sat back on her knees and played with his locked up cock while fucking him.

    Then Hannah thought about that night again. She thought about how impossibly selfish Paul had been. She thought about how he’d come close to ruining the night for her, how he’d dampened the joy she felt at her promotion because he couldn’t stop himself from being selfish.

    Hannah didn’t feel angry – she rarely felt angry anymore – but she did feel as though Paul wasn’t deserving of being made love to. He wasn’t deserving of pleasure. Not on that night. She leaned forward and put her fingers around his neck. She squeezed hard enough that a panicked look crossed his face.

    “Tonight is about my pleasure,” she said.

    Hannah fucked him hard as she kept her grip on Paul’s throat. It wasn’t tight enough to make him pass out, but it was certainly tight enough to assert her control over him. Paul groaned and she was certain he was feeling a bit of pain as her cock slammed into his asshole over and over.

    “Take it for me, Paul,” she said with a harsh edge to her voice. “Take my cock up your ass. Take it up your ass like a good little bitch.”

    Hannah released his throat and shoved three fingers in her husband’s mouth. She fucked his face while fucking his ass and she felt like she was riding high on the thrill of dominating him. Paul took it all, too. He laid there like a little bitch and took it for her. He took her fingers in his throat. He took her cock in his ass. He took it all because she made the rules and he no longer had the option of fighting her desires. He simply had to do as she wanted.

    Hannah rubbed her spit-covered fingers over her husband’s face and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard and his neck craned backwards. Hannah sucked on his flesh, leaving an impressive red mark behind that would almost certainly remain the next day.

    “You’re such a fucking slut,” she said. “You’re such a dirty little slut for me.”

    Hannah used her husband like a sex toy, just like he’d used her that night. She got off on it, too. She felt the end of the strapon rubbing against her clit and sending wave after wave of pleasure through her body. It wasn’t just the stimulation that got her off, though. It was the domination. It was the sense of power coursing through her. It was exquisite in every way and Hannah could feel an orgasm building in her loins.

    “Take my cock you filthy whore,” Hannah growled. “Take it up your whore ass.”

    She felt Paul trembling beneath her. She saw the look on his face. He was getting off on it too. She’d pushed him past any discomfort and into a place of pleasure. He was exactly what she’d turned him into. He was a whore that got off on being used.

    Hannah came hard. She buried her cock in his ass and she unleashed a primal scream before collapsing on top of Paul while her toes curled. Best of all, Paul hadn’t cum.

    Hannah pulled out and rolled onto her back. She stared at the ceiling and smiled as the pleasure of a particularly intense orgasm continued to reverberate through her body.

    “Congratulations on your promotion,” Paul said.

    Hannah burst into laughter and looked at her husband. He had a smile on his face and she opened her arms and urged him to cuddle up next to her. He did and they shared a kiss before Hannah reached down to tease his locked, precum-coated cock.

    “Thank you,” she replied. “And thank you for taking my cock like a good boy. I came so hard.”

    “I know,” Paul said.

    “My night is far from over, though,” Hannah added. “I invited Julian over to celebrate. He’s bringing a bottle of champagne. You’re going to serve it to us. We’re going drink champagne, fool around, and spend the night having great sex. You’re going to watch all of it. You’re going to see the kind of night you could have had if you were half the man Julian is.”

    A pained look crossed Paul’s face and Hannah couldn’t help but smile. She knew it was a little bit sadistic to find pleasure in her husband’s misery, but Hannah did find it pleasurable. Paul was wonderful in many ways, but he wasn’t the kind of man who could fuck her to a toe-curling orgasm. She could fuck him and experience one of those and Julian could fuck her and help her experience one of those, but Paul couldn’t. He just wasn’t everything Hannah needed in a man, so she’d turned him into the best version of himself by changing the rules of their marriage.

    The doorbell rang and Hannah said, “That’ll be Julian. Let him in. Pop the champagne. Pour two glasses. I’m going to change into something sexy and I’ll join you.”

    Paul rolled out of bed to do as Hannah had requested. She watched him go with a smile on her face and then headed for the closet to change into a black lace bodysuit and a lovely silk robe with the most beautiful lace trim that she’d bought just a week ago.

    “Paul, darling, bring us the champagne,” Hannah said as she entered the living room and struck a pose for Julian.

    “Wow,” was all he could say as his eyes roamed over her body.

    Hannah loosened the silk strip that held her robe shut and let it fall open to reveal the naughty bodysuit beneath. She saw hunger in Julian’s eyes and she felt her pussy tingle with an entirely different kind of desire than the one she’d just extinguished by fucking her husband. This desire was for a real man to take her, to fuck her, to satisfy her animalistic need to be penetrated by someone strong.

    Hannah joined her lover on the couch and they kissed as his hands moved over her lace-clad torso. Julian’s touch deepened her simmering desire and she let her fingers wander over his crotch to confirm his erection. Hannah stroked it a little through his jeans before Paul showed up with the champagne.

    “A toast,” Julian said as he picked up both glasses and handed one to Hannah. “To Hannah for securing a promotion that she so richly deserved.”

    She smiled and they drank the exceptionally good champagne as Paul sank to his knees on the other side of the coffee table and watched silently.

    “Was anyone upset that they’re now working for a woman?” Julian asked as he ran his fingers over Hannah’s thigh.

    “I could see the disappointment on a few faces,” Hannah said. “There’s always a few assholes in every office. It can’t be helped. The guys I beat out for the promotion – one in particular – were particularly annoyed, but they’ll have to get over it or they’ll get fired.”

    Julian glanced at Paul before saying, “You don’t want to just put them in chastity, fuck them with your strapon, and make them submit to your rules?”

    “If that was an acceptable management technique I’d certainly give it a try,” Hannah said as she turned to Paul. “It worked on you, didn’t it?”

    “Yes,” Paul said with a smile that seemed genuine.

    “Are you looking forward to watching Julian fuck me, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded, though he looked away as if he was embarrassed to admit his desire.

    “There’s no shame in that,” Hannah said. “Julian’s a superior lover. Far superior, in fact, and there’s no shame in embracing that and admitting that you find it thrilling to watch your wife have a great orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her.”

    “I agree,” Julian added. “You are what you are, Paul. Why not enjoy it?”

    “It’s more arousing when you’ve been caged for a long time, isn’t it?” Hannah asked.

    “It is,” Paul agreed.

    Hannah sipped her champagne and smiled. “I like that. It’s as if the increased levels of desire wash away any shame you might feel and lead to a purer version of you where you’re able to admit that you’re a cuckold through and through. You’re the kind of man that wants to see someone else’s cock in your wife’s pussy. You’re the kind of man that wants to be denied your wife’s pussy because she prefers another man’s cock. You’re the kind of man that wants to see another man cum in your wife’s pussy. Aren’t you, Paul?”

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    “Are you turned on right now, Paul?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes, I am,” he admitted.

    Hannah finished her champagne and said, “Pour me another glass.”

    Paul hopped to his feet and took her glass along with Julian’s before retreating to the kitchen. Hannah leaned over and kissed Julian again. Her fingers moved to the back of his neck and she played with his hair as their tongues danced in the most erotic way imaginable.

    “You were the first person I thought about after I got the promotion,” she said. “You and your cock, I suppose. You have no idea how badly I wanted to get fucked to celebrate.”

    “Paul’s not the only one who’s changed since you started making the rules, is he?” Julian asked.

    Hannah laughed softly. “He really isn’t. I didn’t know I was capable of so much change. I didn’t know I wanted it. I definitely didn’t know what I was missing. Now I do though, and I’m never going back.”

    Paul returned with their champagne and Hannah spread her legs and pointed to the floor at her feet. Paul fell to his knees and she reached down, unsnapped her bodysuit, and reached out to guide his head between her legs.

    “Worship me,” she said.

    Paul did so without hesitation and Hannah raised her glass and took a long sip as Julian did the same.

    “Will you spend the night, Julian?” she asked.

    He smiled and nodded. “Of course I will. You make the rules, after all.”

    Hannah laughed and looked down to see her husband staring up at her as he worshiped her pussy. “I do make the rules, don’t I Paul?”

    “Yes, you do,” he answered. “And it makes me happy to follow them, even if it hurts sometimes.”

    Hannah smiled, reached down and caressed his face before Paul returned to eating her pussy. She leaned back and closed her eyes for a moment as her husband prepared her to be fucked by a better man. Hannah was as happy as she’d ever been, and it was entirely because she made the rules. She couldn’t help but wonder if it could get even better.
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    “Can I help you?” the cheerful receptionist asked as Paul approached the desk.

    “Yeah, I’m here to see Hannah,” Paul replied.

    “Do you have an appointment?” she asked.

    “No, actually, I’m her husband,” he said. “She asked me to come by for lunch.”

    The receptionist looked Paul up and down and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was silently wondering why a woman like Hannah – a beautiful, powerful woman who’d recently taken charge of a healthy portion of the office – was with a man like him.

    “Let me just give her a quick buzz,” the receptionist said. She picked up the phone on her desk, punched a few buttons, and offered a quick smile as she waited for Hannah to answer. “Hannah, hey, your husband is here. He says you asked him to come by for lunch.” The receptionist nodded, flashed a quick smile that struck Paul as just a little bit odd, and then hung up and said, “You can go see her now. She’s in the corner office on the left.”

    Paul nodded and headed towards the roomy-looking corner office. The blinds were shut but the door was open and Paul walked in to see Hannah sitting behind a rather large desk with a smile on her face. She looked spectacular in a white satin blouse, and when she stood to greet him Paul couldn’t help but admire how tightly her skirt clung to her hips.

    “Shut the door,” Hannah said as she came over. Paul did as requested and she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek before pulling him into a tight hug.

    “How’s your first day as the boss?” Paul asked as Hannah stepped back.

    “Spectacular,” she said. “I already fired two people.”

    Paul’s eyes went wide. “Really? Isn’t that going to make people nervous about working for you?”

    “I don’t give a shit about that,” she replied. “They should be nervous if they’re incompetent, because I won’t have incompetent people working for me. The two guys I fired were particularly useless. They put all their energy into playing office politics and almost no energy into doing actual work. They managed to survive for years because no one above them saw past their relentless ass kissing and their shocking lack of work. I saw it, though, and now they’re gone.”

    “I’ve never fired someone,” Paul said.

    Hannah smiled and reached up to caress his face. “Paul, honey, you’ve never been in charge of anyone. You’re not the kind of man that gets promoted to a leadership position though, are you? You’re the kind of man that spends his career on the lower rungs, aren’t you? People get promoted over you and you just go about your business, working in the trenches and hoping that you never have to take on much responsibility, because that kind of thing just wouldn’t work for you, would it?”

    “No, I suppose it wouldn’t,” Paul replied. As humiliating as it was, Hannah was right. Paul had no interest in a leadership position at work. He hated the idea of playing the games that went along with that level of responsibility.

    “Can I tell you something?” Hannah said. “I loved firing those two assholes. I loved the anger on their faces when I informed them that they were no longer needed. I loved how they couldn’t help but yell at me in the vain hope that it would convince me to reverse my decision. Hearing their empty threats and seeing their impotent rage got me all worked up, Paul.”

    “Wait…do you mean, turned on?” Paul asked.

    Hannah smiled and nodded. “I’ve never had that kind of power in a professional environment. I’ve never been able to make someone pay for being fucking useless at their job. I’ve never been able to look a useless person in the eye and tell them they’re fired. It was intoxicating.”

    Paul marveled at the delight on his wife’s face and at what seemed to be her total transformation. It had begun in the bedroom and quickly blossomed to the rest of their marriage, but now she’d transformed her working self, too, and it already seemed to be paying valuable dividends.

    “Unzip my skirt,” Hannah said.

    “What?” Paul asked.

    “Paul, darling, I make the rules. Even if you’re confused by my demands, don’t question me. Just do as you’re told. Now unzip my skirt,” Hannah reiterated.

    Paul pushed his nervousness aside – it seemed like someone could walk in at any moment and he didn’t want his wife getting fired for being half-naked in the office – and stepped behind Hannah to unzip her skirt.

    “Now take off my skirt, fold it neatly, and place it over the back of the chair on the other side of my desk,” she instructed.

    Paul did as his wife desired and he watched her move to the comfy leather chair behind her desk and sit.

    “It’s no secret that men in positions of power have long taken advantage of certain perks that come with that status,” Hannah said. “They’ve taken advantage of eager secretaries and beautiful coworkers seeking to climb the corporate ladder by trading access to their bodies. I won’t be doing that, of course, but I understand the appeal. There’s something utterly irresistible about indulging in the perks that come with the power I now possess. So why don’t you come over get and get on your knees in front of me, Paul?”

    Paul moved around his wife’s desk and dropped to his knees in front of her. She smiled and said, “You never look better than when you’re on your knees in front of me. You always look so eager to please me. Are you eager to please me, Paul?”

    “Yes, Hannah,” he replied.

    “Then eat my pussy,” she demanded.

    Paul pulled his wife’s lace panties aside and worshiped her pussy as instructed. She was already soaked with desire and his tongue slipped inside her with ease. He soaked up her juices before turning his attention to Hannah’s clit and gently massaging it as she’d taught him to.

    “See, this is what it’s all about,” Hannah said as she put a hand on the back of his head. “I’m the boss now. I’m in control of you. I’m in control of the men and women that work in this office. And if I want my pussy eaten, I should be able to have someone in my office and on their knees in a matter of moments. I should be able to cum all over someone’s pretty face if it’s what I desire. Wouldn’t you agree, Paul?”

    “Yes,” he said before returning to her clit.

    “You know what else I should be able to do?” Hannah asked. “I should be able to bend someone over my desk and fuck them if it’s what I want. I should be able to slide my big cock into a submissive little bitch and fuck them hard and fast until I cum.”

    Hannah pushed her chair back and stood up. Paul stared up at his leggy wife and asked, “Do you want to fuck me?”

    “Stand up, pull your pants down, and bend over my desk,” Hannah instructed.

    Paul stood, quickly pushed his pants down to his ankles, and bent over her desk. He looked over to see Hannah open one of her desk drawers and pull out a strapless strap-on dildo. One end featured a lifelike cock and the other a vertical, smooth cylinder that Hannah slipped into her pussy. In an instant she had what looked like a real cock and she had it without having to wear a complicated harness.

    “What do you think of my strapless cock?” she asked.

    “It’s…it’s beautiful,” Paul answered.

    Hannah reached down and wrapped her fingers around the lifelike rubber cock. She stroked it and Paul watched the other end move in and out of her pussy, putting a smile on Hannah’s face while offering what he assumed was a touch of clitoral stimulation.

    “It vibrates, too, just in case I want a little extra pleasure while I’m fucking my submissive little slut,” Hannah said.

    Paul was mesmerized by the sight of his wife’s hand moving over the rubber cock, to the point that he barely noticed when she reached out and pulled his underwear down, exposing his ass and putting him one step closer to getting fucked in her office.

    Hannah picked up the phone on her desk, pushed a button, and a moment later said, “Stephanie, could you come in here?”

    “Wait, Hannah, what are you doing?” Paul asked as his wife hung up the phone.

    “Stephanie is the lovely young woman you talked to just a few minutes ago,” Hannah said as she stepped behind Paul and spread his ass cheeks. “Last week she explained that she looks up to me, that she sees me as a role model of sorts and I decided to take her under my wing. We’ve been out to lunch a handful of times already and I shared the story of how I came into my power.”

    Paul heard Hannah spit and felt it hit his ass a moment later. She rubbed her fingers over his asshole and he asked, “So she knows…she knows…”

    “She knows everything, Paul,” Hannah explained. “She knows what kind of man you are. She knows that I’ve taken charge of our marriage. She knows that I make the rules and that you submit. Most importantly, she knows that making that change completely changed my life and resulted in me taking over this office.”

    The door opened and the receptionist Paul had talked to stepped into Hannah’s office. She looked at him and smiled before shutting the door and approaching.

    “Wow,” Stephanie said as her eyes wandered over the sight in front of her. “You did exactly as you said you’d do. This is…it’s incredible, Hannah.”

    “I told her I’d have you bent over my desk and ready to take my cock in less than five minutes,” Hannah said as she rubbed the tip of her cock over Paul’s ass. “She wasn’t sure I could do it. She’s never met a man so willing to obey a woman’s rules.”

    Paul looked up to see genuine wonder in Stephanie’s eyes as Hannah gently penetrated him with the tip of her cock. He groaned – no matter how many times he’d taken it in the ass, it still hurt a little – and a look of lust crossed Stephanie’s face.

    “He does as he’s told,” Hannah said while slowly filling Paul’s ass with her strapless cock. “He almost never argues, and when he does I gently remind him that I make the rules. Every once in a while he gets a bit headstrong, but it never takes much more than a good ass fucking to get him back in line. Plus, he spends most of his time in chastity and he knows that if he misbehaves he won’t be having an orgasm anytime soon.”

    Paul gripped the edge of Hannah’s desk as she pulled out and pushed her cock back inside him. He felt the softness of her satin blouse against his lower back and when her thighs pressed against his ass a surprising sense of satisfaction washed over him.

    “It looks like he’s enjoying it,” Stephanie said.

    “He should be,” Hannah replied. “Anal sex doesn’t have to be a punishment for a man. Even when Paul enjoys getting fucked it can be a corrective. It’s hard to argue that you should be the one in charge of a relationship if you thoroughly enjoy being bent over and fucked in the ass by your wife’s big cock, isn’t it?”

    A giddy smile crossed Stephanie’s face as she watched Hannah fuck Paul with slow, deep strokes. Her new cock hit his prostate every time it filled him and he couldn’t help but find the experience blissful.

    “Why don’t you sit, Stephanie,” Hannah suggested. “You can even masturbate if you’d like.”

    Stephanie sat in one of the chairs on the other side of Hannah’s desk and said, “Oh, I don’t know if I could do that. That seems…I don’t know, that seems strange.”

    Hannah grabbed Paul’s hips, pulled out, and slammed her cock back into him. He grunted as pain mixed with pleasure and he saw Stephanie bite her lower lip in a surefire sign of excitement. “You can do as you desire,” Hannah said. “I’m merely giving you permission to pursue your pleasure if you’d like. I can see that you find it exciting to watch me fuck my husband and I see no reason that you should let this moment pass without pursuing an orgasm. I certainly plan on cumming as I fuck him.”

    “Really?” Stephanie asked. “You can…you can climax like this?”

    “This toy is a wondrous thing, Stephanie. The other end of it slides into my pussy and it offers pleasure for both my clit and my g-spot as I fuck Paul. Not only am I going to cum, I’m going to have a great orgasm,” Hannah said. “Even better, Paul’s going to find it deeply fulfilling to provide me with that orgasm by bending over my desk and offering me his ass like a good little slut.”

    Stephanie’s legs parted and she reached down to rub her thigh, almost like she couldn’t control where her fingers traveled in the name of pursuing her pleasure.

    Hannah dug her fingers into Paul’s hips and fucked him harder and faster. “You can find a man like Paul,” she said. “More men are like him than you might imagine, in fact. They want a strong woman to guide them. They want to be led. They want to be guided. They want to be locked in chastity and fucked in the ass. They even want to be cuckolded.”

    Stephanie spread her legs wider and her skirt rode up, revealing a pair of simple white cotton panties. Her fingers pressed against the soft material and she rubbed her clit as a quiet moan escaped her lips.

    “Doesn’t that feel good?” Hannah asked. “Isn’t it freeing to pleasure yourself while you watch me fuck my submissive husband like the anal slut I’ve turned him into?”

    Stephanie nodded vigorously and pushed a hand into her panties. Her fingers moved rapidly inside the white cotton and she bit her lower lip hard, presumably to stop herself from moaning so loudly that Hannah’s subordinates would hear.

    “Paul deserves a reward for being a good slut for me,” Hannah said. “All good submissives need to be rewarded. I want you to reward him, Stephanie. Put your fingers deep in your pussy and then let him suck them clean. Let him taste your juices. Let him taste your desire and see how much he enjoys it.”

    Stephanie buried her fingers in her pussy for a few moments and then pulled them from her panties. She inched her chair closer and leaned forward before extending her hand. Paul opened his mouth and Stephanie hesitated with her fingers hovering achingly close to his lips.

    “Go ahead,” Hannah said. “Put your fingers in his mouth. In fact, fuck his face with them. Let him taste your juices while you pound his mouth like I’m pounding his ass.”

    Stephanie smiled and pushed her fingers into Paul’s mouth. He closed his lips around them and sucked her sweet juices from the slippery flesh. Stephanie slowly moved her fingers in and out of his mouth, fucking his face just like Hannah had demanded.

    “How does it feel?” Hannah asked.

    “I feel powerful,” Stephanie said.

    Hannah moaned and fucked Paul harder. She was thrusting with such speed that his asshole started to feel a little sore, but Paul knew his job was to take it without complaint. “You are powerful, Stephanie. You’re a woman, and every woman is imbued with an inherent power that men can’t resist. It’s all a matter of harnessing that power. That’s what I’ve done since I started making the rules in my marriage. Now I make the rules at my job, too. Now I embody that power that every woman possesses. Now I’m living the life I crave.”

    Hannah buried her cock in Paul’s ass and climaxed. She dug her fingernails into his lower back and he felt her body trembling as her hips and thighs pressed against him.

    “Thank you for being a good slut,” Hannah said as she slowly pulled out. “Now I’d like you to offer Stephanie the pleasure of your tongue if she’s interested.”

    “I am,” Stephanie replied. “I am.”

    Paul stood and moved to the other side of Hannah’s desk. Stephanie glanced at his caged cock and smiled as he fell to his knees in front of her.

    “Guide him, Stephanie,” Hannah said. “Take a handful of his hair and guide him between your legs. You’re not a passive participant in this. Remember, you’re in charge of him. He’s a toy for your pleasure.”

    Stephanie grabbed a handful of Paul’s hair and pulled him between her legs. She moved her panties aside and guided him to her pussy so he could put his tongue to work. Paul did so without hesitation and Stephanie moaned joyfully.

    “I’ve decided you’re going to change jobs, Paul,” Hannah said. “I need a new assistant and I’d like someone that I can take advantage of, sexually speaking. It’s far too risky to hire someone else for that task, so I’m going to hire you. You’ll work at that empty desk you saw outside my office and you’ll act as both my assistant and my good little slut that I can use whenever I’m in the mood for an orgasm.”

    Stephanie’s thighs began to tremble as Paul worked her clit while his wife informed him of a truly massive change to his life. He knew better than to argue, particularly when he was on the verge of giving someone an orgasm.

    “Oh my god,” Stephanie said. “Oh my god, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!”

    She grabbed Paul’s hair tight enough for it to hurt as her climax arrived. She pulled him closer, smothering his face with her pussy and spreading her slick juices all over his cheeks and chin. The orgasm seemed exquisite, though, and it filled Paul with a sense of pride at having given someone other than his wife a climax.

    “Thank you for letting me make you cum,” Paul said as he looked up at the pretty young woman he’d just worshiped.

    Stephanie laughed. “It was my pleasure.”

    “It won’t be the last time you service Stephanie,” Hannah chimed in. “She’s requested that I mentor her in the art of taking charge and you’re going to help.”

    Paul looked back at his wife and smiled. “It would be my pleasure.”

    “I know,” Hannah replied. “And you’ll be rewarded for being good for me. Handsomely rewarded, in fact. Now I need you to fill out some paperwork before you can be hired as my assistant, so let’s get to it. I want you to start tomorrow.”

    Paul was surprised at his lack of resistance to Hannah’s desire to make him her assistant and extend her control over him. As odd as it was, he liked the idea of her rules covering every aspect of his life, for he really was happier when Hannah made the rules.
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    “So, how is it working out so far?” Stephanie asked before gently pulling the top from her coffee cup and blowing on it. “Having Paul work for you, I mean.”

    Hannah smiled as she watched the steam rise from the dark liquid and float into the air. “The first week has been wonderful,” she said. “He’s still struggling a little with taking a professional step down, but that’s to be expected and I don’t imagine it will become an actual problem. After all, there’s nothing like bending a man over and viciously fucking his ass with your strapon to tamp his ego down if it gets too big.”

    Hannah watched Stephanie’s eyes go wide in the way they do when someone is excited. She smiled at her coworker’s seeming eagerness to experience the pleasures of domination. Stephanie reminded Hannah of how she’d been when she first met Zoe and she was exploring the joys of taking control of her marriage and showing her husband just how freeing it could be to submit to her desires.

    “How’s it going with your boyfriend?” Hannah asked. “Alan, was it?”

    Stephanie nodded before a small frown crept across her face. “Not that well, to be honest. I’m feeling more and more like it’s not going to work. I tried what you mentioned – sitting on his face – and he really wasn’t into it. He acted like I was doing something really weird. I told him what I wanted, but he wouldn’t even use his tongue. He just told me to get off of him.”

    “I think you’re right,” Hannah said as she felt a deep sense of annoyance on Stephanie’s behalf. “It’s not going to work. It’s a shame, too. Alan clearly doesn’t understand the gifts you could have given him if he’d only surrendered to his submissive side. Though I suppose he just doesn’t have one. Not all men do.”

    “How do you know if a man is submissive or not?” Stephanie asked.

    “Act dominant,” Hannah replied. “If he’s into it, you’ll see it. You’ll see it in his eyes and on his face. You can even feel it. If his cock gets hard, he’s into it. If you get a little dominant in bed and notice that he cums quicker, that’s a good sign that he has a submissive side. Then it’s up to you to tease it out. I honestly wouldn’t call myself an expert, but I’ve learned a great deal in dominating Paul and my life has changed in every way that matters.”

    Stephanie sipped her coffee and Hannah smiled and pressed the button on her phone that connected her to Paul, who was sitting right outside her office at his new desk.

    “How can I help?” Paul asked.

    Hannah smiled and said, “Paul, darling, would you make me a fresh cup of tea? English Breakfast would be wonderful.”

    “Of course,” Paul replied.

    Hannah tapped the button and leaned back in her chair. “The beauty of having my husband as my assistant is that I get a little bit turned on ordering him around,” she said to Stephanie. “It’s his willingness to do it without question that I enjoy the most, of course. And then there’s the knowledge that I could order him to his knees to worship my pussy, or bend him over my desk and take him with my strapon if I’m feeling a need to work out some aggression, or have the kind of orgasm that comes from that joyful toy pressing against my clit as I fuck him.”

    “I’m so jealous,” Stephanie replied. “I wish I was as confident as you. I wish I could make Alan see the joy of submitting to me. I wish I could just will him to do what I wanted. I don’t know. Maybe I don’t have a knack for being dominant. Maybe it’s just a fantasy I’ll never actually fulfill.”

    Hannah’s office door opened and Paul stepped in carrying a steaming mug of tea. He set it on Hannah’s desk, dunked the bag a handful of times, and then stood and clasped his hands behind his back.

    “Can I get you anything else?” he asked.

    Hannah smiled at her husband and then looked at Stephanie. The two of them exchanged a knowing glance before Hannah looked back at Paul and asked, “Paul, darling, do you remember how you felt the first time I dominated you?”

    “Yes,” Paul replied.

    “Please, share with us,” Hannah said as she gestured towards Stephanie.

    “I was a little confused,” he replied. “I remember you being a bit harsh, though it also seemed like you were being fairly reasonable when you told me that I rarely made you climax in an unselfish manner, with my tongue or fingers. I remember it felt like I had no sense of how frustrated you’d been with our sex life and that I felt bad about that. I do remember a certain level of excitement, too.”

    “And why were you excited?” Hannah asked.

    “I don’t know,” Paul said. “Or I didn’t know at the time, I guess. Now I understand that I was excited because you’d triggered this part of me that can’t help but want to feel submissive, but back then it was kind of just confusing.”

    “But you did as you were told,” Hannah noted.

    “I did,” Paul replied with a smile.

    Hannah turned to Stephanie and asked, “Do you see that smile? That’s the smile of a man that enjoys doing as he’s told. It’s quite possible that Alan isn’t that type of man. Some aren’t. Some like being told what to do in bed but hate it anywhere else in life. Some want to surrender full control. Julian is not the sort of man that would surrender full control.”

    “That’s your lover?” Stephanie asked.

    Hannah smiled and nodded and looked at Paul, who had a touch of jealousy on his face. She kept her gaze fixed on her husband as she said, “He was just going to be my introduction to getting fucked by a man that can actually satisfy a woman, but he was so good that I just can’t let him go. The first time I had him, it opened up something new and beautiful inside me. It showed me a world of pleasure that Paul simply wasn’t able to provide.”

    “And Paul doesn’t mind that you fuck another man?” Stephanie asked.

    Hannah smiled at her husband and said, “Do you mind, Paul?”

    “I don’t,” Paul answered. He looked at Stephanie and added, “Hannah makes the rules, and if she wants to have sex with Julian then she deserves to have sex with Julian.”

    Stephanie couldn’t seem to contain her giddiness, though Hannah wasn’t sure if it was Paul’s exceptional obedience or the idea of being married to one man while fucking another whenever she pleased.

    “Julian’s stopping by today,” Hannah said. A touch of panic washed over Paul’s face, but it disappeared quickly. Hannah imagined it was related to the idea of her having sex with another man in her office while her husband sat outside, but she didn’t really care. She made the rules, after all.

    “Is he taking you out, or are you going to enjoy him here?” Stephanie asked.

    “I’m going to enjoy him here,” Hannah answered. “Sometimes, even a dominant woman wants to be taken. There’s something so freeing about being taken by a strong, confident man, and I want Julian to take me right here in my office. I’d love it if he took me just like I’ve taken my slut of a husband a handful of times in his first week on the job.”

    Paul shifted and Hannah wondered if he was feeling a touch of arousal, perhaps at being called a slut or perhaps at being reminded of how she’d bent him over her desk and fucked him a handful of times in just a week.

    “What’s got you excited, Paul?” Hannah asked. She wouldn’t have bothered if it were just the two of them, but she liked the idea of making him confess his naughty desires while Stephanie was in the room.

    “I…I don’t know, exactly,” he answered.

    Hannah sipped her tea and set it on the desk before standing up and moving behind her husband. She wrapped her arms around him, kissed his neck, and reached between his legs to stroke his cock through the expensive pair of slacks she’d bought him for his first week on the job. “I don’t believe you,” Hannah said softly. “I think you know exactly what excited you there. Was it being called a slut, Paul? Is that what turned you on? Do you like the idea that your wife thinks of you as a slut to be called into her office and fucked from behind by a nice big strapon cock?”

    Hannah felt Paul’s cock get hard in his slacks, offering proof of what she already knew: He loved being called a slut because he loved being treated like a slut.

    “God, this is so hot,” Stephanie said.

    Hannah released Paul’s cock and chuckled as she moved behind her desk, opened the drawer holding her strapon harness and pulled it out along with a new dildo.

    “Do you like the idea of bending a man over and fucking him, Stephanie?” she asked.

    “I do,” Stephanie answered.

    “And do you think Alan would ever bend over and let you fuck him?” Hannah asked.

    Stephanie took a moment to consider the question before shaking her head. “I don’t.”

    “I don’t either,” Hannah said. “But if I tell Paul to bend over for you, he’ll do it. He’ll offer his ass like a good slut because he likes being a good slut.”

    Paul looked at Hannah and then at the toy on her desk. His eyes lingered on the cock-shaped dildo and particularly on the head, which was thicker than the other toys she’d used on him. Hannah had bought it with the express purpose of making anal a little less comfortable for Paul and she liked the idea of Stephanie being the one to take him with it.

    “Paul, darling, I think we should get fucked together,” Hannah said. “Julian will be here soon and I plan on letting him bend me over my desk so he can take my tight pussy from behind. Honestly, I plan on letting him have me any way he wants me because it’s been a few weeks and I’m desperate to have him inside me. I know you like watching, but wouldn’t it be fun to have a nice big cock inside you while you watch? And wouldn’t it be extra fun to be Stephanie’s first?”

    Paul’s mouth opened to offer an answer, but Hannah cut him off. “Actually, it doesn’t really matter what you think, does it?”

    “No, it doesn’t,” Paul answered.

    “And why is that?” Hannah asked.

    “Because you make the rules,” he said.

    Hannah’s phone buzzed and she looked down to see that Julian had texted to let her know he was walking into the building. “Julian is here. Please go meet him at the elevators and escort him to my office.”

    “Of course,” Paul replied.

    He turned to do as she desired and both Hannah and Stephanie watched him go. “It wasn’t that long ago that I knew nothing about tapping into my power as a woman, Stephanie,” Hannah said. “But I can tell you that embracing that power has made my life better in every imaginable way. And Paul is happier, which makes it even better.”

    Stephanie’s gaze was focused on the strapon and harness sitting on Hannah’s desk and she wore a devilish smile that indicated she was eager to jump right into the deep end of exploring her dominant side.

    “Do you want to fuck my husband?” Hannah asked.

    “I do,” Stephanie answered with a vigorous nod.

    “And you don’t mind doing so while I enjoy Julian’s cock?” Hannah asked.

    Stephanie smiled and shook her head. “Honestly, it sounds like the hottest thing ever.”

    Hannah pushed the dildo and harness across her desk and said, “Then you should get changed. I recommend taking your panties off – you’re much more likely to have an orgasm from the stimulation the toy offers your clit – but you can do whatever you’re comfortable with.”

    Stephanie stood and stripped off her skirt, jacket, and panties with remarkable speed. She kept her blouse on, which struck Hannah as a good choice.

    “Sit,” Hannah said. “When they get back, have Paul get on his knees and suck your cock. Any good slut should be an eager, skilled cocksucker, after all, and there’s nothing quite like making a man slobber all over the strapon that’s going to stretch out his ass. Plus, I plan on giving Julian a blowjob and I like the symmetry of sucking cock with my husband.”

    Stephanie sat and the strapon pointed skywards like a proud, excited cock. “It would be my pleasure,” she said.

    “And feel free to explore your desires,” Hannah said. “Say whatever comes to mind. If you want to get a little physical, go ahead. If you want to make him choke on your cock, go ahead and do it. Remember, he’s the submissive and you’re in charge, which means his purpose is to make you feel good. It’s not at all about what he wants.”

    Excitement washed over Stephanie’s face as she bit her lower lip and reached out to tentatively run her fingers up and down the lifelike cock that protruded from her pelvis. Hannah caught a glimpse of the young woman’s pussy lips and saw the wetness between them, indicating that her coworker was excited before the good part of the afternoon had even begun.

    The door opened and Hannah smiled as Julian stepped through. Paul followed close behind her and both men stopped and stared at Stephanie and the sizable strapon cock she wore.

    “Don’t worry,” Hannah said as she extended a hand towards Julian. “That’s not for you. That’s for Paul.”

    Julian chuckled and crossed the room. He took Hannah into his arms and they shared a deep kiss that swept her up in a whirlwind of desire. He pulled her blouse out of her skirt and unbuttoned it with remarkable speed before pushing the soft silk open and slipping a hand into one of her bra cups. Hannah moaned into her lover’s mouth as he gently played with her stiff nipple and sent waves of desire straight to her loins, leaving her panties soaked with the lust that had been building since she’d invited Julian for a visit earlier that day.

    “On your knees,” Stephanie said with remarkable assurance in her voice. “Suck my cock.”

    Hannah moaned into Julian’s mouth at the sound of the young receptionist ordering her husband around with such confidence. The sound of a sloppy blowjob joined her moans in reverberating around the office and Hannah couldn’t help but gently push Julian back to guide him into her chair. He smiled as she fell to her knees in front of him, unzipped his pants, and pulled out the cock she’d felt pressing into her while they kissed.

    “I’ve never gotten a blowjob in an office before,” he said.

    “It’s exciting, isn’t it?” Hannah asked.

    Julian nodded and she took the plump, stiff head of his cock in her mouth and swirled her tongue over it. He closed his eyes and moaned as Hannah swallowed what she could while wrapping her fingers around the base of his shaft. Soon enough her mouth was moving up and down her lover’s big cock. She looked up to see pure joy on Julian’s face and it was enough to send yet another surge of lust between her legs as she thought of how good it was going to feel when he finally plunged inside her pussy and pounded her like she craved.

    “That’s a good slut,” Stephanie said to Paul. “Can you swallow it all? Can you swallow my cock like a good slut?”

    Paul certainly tried, at least based on the gagging sounds that reached Hannah’s ears. She moaned around Julian’s cock and swallowed him. She felt the head press into her throat and she fought off her gag reflex to show her lover that she was an exceptionally good cocksucker, which she took a small sense of pride in. It felt just a touch submissive to offer her mouth like that and Hannah enjoyed the stark contrast to how she behaved when she was intimate with Paul.

    “This is really something,” Julian said.

    Hannah pulled off his cock, kissed the head, and stroked him as she looked up at her lover and asked, “Getting your dick sucked while my husband sucks on a strapon and doing it in my office?”

    Julian nodded and laughed. “I had no idea it would be so interesting to be with you, Hannah. Every time I see you I feel like I should thank Zoe for introducing us.”

    He leaned over and they shared a kiss as Hannah continued to work his cock with her skilled fingers. He offered his tongue and Hannah moaned as she took it while Paul gagged on the other side of her desk.

    “I need to get fucked, Julian,” she said. “How do you want me?”

    Hannah looked up at her lover – at the man who’d fucked her to some of the best orgasms of her life – as he sat back and smiled. She played with the head of his cock and watched the pleasure wash over his face as he considered how he wanted to fuck her.

    “Stand up,” Julian said.

    Hannah stood and he reached out and pulled her skirt up around her waist. He turned her around and grasped her ass with both hands before giving her smooth, soft flesh a light smack. Then Julian stood and kissed her neck as the head of his cock slipped between her thighs.

    “Bend over,” he whispered.

    Hannah’s pussy tingled as she bent over her desk and looked up at Stephanie. The receptionist had a hand on the back of Paul’s head and she was pushing his mouth down on her strapon over and over. She seemed totally enraptured with the sight of the blowjob she was receiving and Hannah was certain that the toy was offering at least a little stimulation, as Stephanie seemed to be lost in a bit of pleasure, too.

    “It’s time,” Hannah said. “Time to fuck my slut of a husband.”

    Julian pulled Hannah’s panties aside and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips as Stephanie looked up and smiled.

    “You heard your wife,” Stephanie said. “Stand up, take your pants down, and bend over the desk.”

    Paul stood, lowered his pants, and turned around. Hannah looked up at him and moaned as Julian’s cock slipped between her pussy lips and slowly filled her.

    “Fuck, Julian, that feels so good,” she said.

    Stephanie stood, moved behind Paul, and bent him over the desk with surprising force as he clearly wasn’t moving fast enough to satisfy her desire. She yanked his underwear down, spit on her hand, and rubbed her fingers over his asshole as he looked up and his gaze met Hannah’s.

    “Are you going to be good and take her cock for me?” Hannah asked as Julian bottomed out inside her.

    “Yes,” Paul said. “You make the rules.”

    “Then beg her to fuck you, Paul,” Hannah insisted. “Beg her like a good slut.”

    Paul turned and looked back at Stephanie. “Please, fuck me,” he said. “Give me your big cock. Take my ass. Use me like a slut.”

    Hannah moaned as Julian grabbed her hips and started to fuck her, but it wasn’t just the feeling of her lover’s cock moving in and out of her slick, tight pussy that thrilled her. It was Paul’s eagerness to do as she instructed. It was his eagerness to get fucked by another woman and to do so because Hannah had demanded it.

    “Oh, shit,” Stephanie said as she slid into Paul’s ass. She looked at Hannah, smiled, and said, “It looks so fucking good disappearing inside him. I’ve never seen anything like it. And it feels so fucking good, too. This toy is amazing.”

    “Fuck him like the slut that he is,” Hannah said.

    “With pleasure,” Stephanie replied.

    Paul cried out as the young receptionist grabbed his hips and fucked him. She was almost certainly going too hard for it to be even remotely pleasurable for Paul, but that didn’t matter. His pleasure wasn’t even slightly important in the moment. All that mattered was that he was serving Stephanie’s needs, and if she needed to explore her dominant side by getting aggressive with Paul’s ass, then that’s what he needed to take.

    “Julian, use me hard,” Hannah said as she looked back at her lover. “I need it. I’ve gone too long without having you inside me. I need you to use my pussy hard.”

    “My pleasure,” Julian replied a moment before offering up the hard fucking Hannah needed.

    As the big cock slid in and out of her slick pussy, Hannah turned back to her husband and smiled at the dual looks of pain and pleasure on his face. He was taking a long, thick cock in the ass and it probably hurt. He was submitting, though, and he no doubt enjoyed that. He was also being cuckolded and Hannah had ensured that he’d come to enjoy the thrill of knowing another man was satisfying his wife.

    Hannah reached across her desk and took her husband’s hand. Paul looked at her and smiled. He groaned each time Stephanie slid her big cock into his ass, but his smile didn’t fade. Hannah pulled his fingers to her lips and took them in her mouth. Their eyes remained locked as she sucked just like she’d sucked on Julian’s cock. She offered her husband a taste of the pleasure he no longer received from her and she watched as yet another touch of pain and joy washed over his face.

    “I’m close,” Stephanie said.

    “Harder,” Paul replied. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    Stephanie fucked him harder and Hannah watched her husband wince from each thrust. She loved that he’d encouraged the young receptionist to use him harder, though. He wanted Stephanie to feel good. He wanted her to cum while she railed his ass. Hannah moaned and swirled her tongue around Paul’s fingers to try and lure him deeper into the state of lust he was in as he took it up the ass.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Stephanie said. She buried her cock in Paul’s ass and leaned over until her body was pressed against his. She kissed the back of his neck while the strapon remained deep inside him, no doubt stretching his hole and making him feel more than a little stuffed.

    Hannah reached between her legs and rubbed her clit as she let Paul’s fingers fall from her mouth. She looked at the bliss on Stephanie’s face and saw a similar sense of joy on her husband’s face too. It was that look – the joy of Paul’s submission – that helped Hannah cum as Julian fucked her with such incredible vigor. Her legs shook, her pussy spasmed around her lover’s cock, and she had to bite her lip to prevent her from unleashing a scream that would absolutely have alerted all of her employees to the sex unfolding in her office.

    Julian pulled out after Hannah’s orgasm and she quickly stood, spun around, and sat on her desk. Without saying a word Hannah grabbed his cock and pulled him back inside her. They kissed as he resumed fucking her and she said, “Cum inside me when you’re ready.”

    Julian smiled and fucked her harder. Hannah knew it wouldn’t be long before her lover’s load was deep in her pussy and the idea was enough to inspire the beginnings of a second orgasm.

    “Paul, come over here and watch from your knees,” Hannah instructed.

    Paul appeared on her side of the desk a few moments later. He dropped to his knees and his gaze focused on the sight of Julian’s cock moving in and out of her pussy.

    “He’s going to cum inside me, and when he pulls out you’re going to clean up his mess because that’s what a good cuckold should do for his wife,” Hannah said. “Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Paul said with a nod.

    “And why are you so eager to do something most men would find disgusting?” Hannah asked.

    “Because you make the rules,” Paul replied.

    Hannah smiled and her pussy tingled with delight. “Yes, I do,” she said. “And you follow the rules.”

    Yes, he did.
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    Paul heard footsteps coming towards the kitchen and he smiled. Someone – Hannah, he hoped – had been lured out of bed by the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Breakfast would soon follow, as Paul had been instructed to cook a delicious morning meal for his wife and her lover, and he wasn’t about to disobey one of Hannah’s instructions.

    “Good morning,” a soft, slightly sleepy voice said.

    Paul looked over his shoulder to see Hannah approaching in a short, white satin robe with the most delicate lace trim. He watched that lace dance over her upper thighs – the robe showed off a great deal of skin – as she approached the coffee maker. It wasn’t until she got close that Paul noticed his wife’s nipples were hard. It wasn’t particularly cold in the house, so perhaps she and Julian had done a little fooling around before Hannah rolled out of bed.

    “Good morning,” he replied before peeling the plastic off the mushroom container and pouring them out onto the cutting board.

    Hannah stepped behind him, wrapped her arms around Paul, and held him close for a few moments as he savored the feeling of her satin robe against his skin. “I’d prefer it if you were naked,” she said before slipping her fingers into the waistband of his boxers – the only item of clothing he had on – and pulling them down. Her fingers then moved between his legs to grasp his caged cock as she kissed his neck. That alone was enough to send blood surging to his soft shaft and a mild pain followed. “That’s much better, isn’t it?”

    Paul groaned from the mixture of pleasure and pain that now occupied his loins. Hannah kissed his neck again and he felt her nipples pressing into his back, indicating that stripping him naked and teasing his cock had led to a healthy dose of arousal.

    “What are you making?” Hannah asked.

    “Scrambled eggs with sautéed mushrooms and tomatoes and a little bit of fresh-grated parmesan over the top,” Paul answered. “Plus I’ll toast up a little bit of that sourdough baguette we got a few days ago.”

    “Mmm, sounds delicious,” Hannah said as she caressed his balls, deepening Paul’s arousal and the frustration that came with it. “I’m famished, and I’m sure Julian is too. He put in a lot of effort to satisfy your wife last night.”

    Paul turned his head and smiled. “I know. I heard.” He’d watched the first time they’d fucked – and cleaned up the mess Julian left inside Hannah – but after that Paul had been excused from the master bedroom. He’d spent the night in the guest room and he’d listened as Hannah and Julian fucked three more times before sleep claimed them. All the while Paul’s cock had throbbed in its cage, which felt a little tighter than usual thanks to it having been nearly two weeks since he’d climaxed.

    “Did you?” Hannah asked with obvious amusement in her voice. She released Paul’s testicles and ran her hand up his back and into his hair. She grabbed a handful of it and pulled back gently until he was staring up at the ceiling. “Did you enjoy listening to another man fuck me in our bed?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered. He’d long since embraced his enjoyment of being cuckolded and the previous night had been thoroughly enjoyable, though of course it came with equal parts frustration as his cock had spent a great deal of time aching in its cage.

    “I don’t think I’ve ever been fucked four times in one night,” Hannah said as she tightened her grip on Paul’s hair. She grasped his ass with her free hand and a moment after releasing his flesh he felt her bare breasts against his back. She must have loosened her robe and let it fall open. “You’ve certainly never fucked me four times in one night. I think two is the most you could ever manage, though you’re certainly not the kind of man Julian is, are you Paul?”

    Paul grasped the edge of the counter as blood surged to his cock and attempted to bring it to an erect state. He groaned at the aching pain between his legs and answered, “No, I’m not.”

    Hannah pressed her naked body against his, kissed Paul’s neck and then gently bit his flesh and sucked hard, causing just a bit of pain along with a rather potent wave of pleasure. “You’re both equally useful, though,” she said softly. “Don’t forget that. A woman like me – a truly dominant woman – needs a submissive husband. She needs a man that’s eager to do exactly as he’s told. And you’re that man, Paul. After all, you’re locked in a cock cage and cooking breakfast for me and my lover.”

    “Yes, I am,” Paul answered. “And I’m happy to do it.”

    Hannah released his hair and stepped away. Paul spun around – he desperately wanted to see his wife’s naked body – and Hannah put her hands on her hips, offering him a full, beautiful view of her breasts, her taut stomach, and her labia, which looked puffy with desire.

    “Would you like a quick taste before you make breakfast?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes,” Paul replied with a nod.

    “Then why don’t you get on your knees for me,” she suggested.

    Paul fell to his knees and Hannah stepped close enough that he could feel the warmth emanating from her thighs. She reached out and ran her fingers through his hair before grasping it and pulling back until he looked up at her.

    “Julian fucked me four times in our bed last night,” she said. “He almost fucked me again this morning, but I was too hungry. I did suck on his cock a little, though, so he’s definitely going to fuck me again before he leaves, as I didn’t make him cum. Why don’t you use your tongue to get me nice and wet for when Julian does fuck me?”

    Hannah was a little rough as she pulled Paul’s face between her legs, but that only served to thrill him. He’d grown used to her being in charge and he liked it when she was aggressive with him. He instantly pushed his tongue into her pussy and was greeted with a slightly musky taste, likely the result of four loads of cum being injected into her the night before. Most of it had certainly leaked out, but she hadn’t showered and the smell of sex emanated from between her legs in the most potent, arousing manner. It served as a reminder that another man had fucked her over and over the night before, and that reminder helped deepen Paul’s arousal as he tongue fucked his wife.

    “Well, look who’s having a particularly delicious breakfast,” Julia said as he stepped into the room.

    Hannah looked over her shoulder and smiled as she kept her grip on Paul’s hair while he tongue fucked her perfect pussy. “I thought he deserved a taste before he makes us breakfast,” she said. “After all, he got up and started preparations exactly as I instructed him to do last night, and when my husband behaves as I instruct, he should be rewarded.”

    “He’s a lucky man to have a wife like you,” Julian said.

    Hannah tightened her grip and pulled Paul closer, smothering him with her pussy lips as his nose pressed into her pelvis. “Yes, he is,” she replied. “He’s a very lucky man, but I think he knows that.”

    She stepped back with her fingers still entwined in his hair and asked, “You know that you’re a lucky man, don’t you Paul?”

    “Yes,” he answered. “I do. I really do, Hannah.”

    Julian stepped behind her and moved his hands to her waist as he kissed Hannah’s neck. She smiled as his fingers slowly made their way up her stomach until he’d taken both her breasts in his hand. “I’m a lucky man too,” he said.

    “And I’m a lucky woman to have met you,” Hannah replied. “After all, I get the best of both worlds now. I have a loyal, obedient husband that understands that I make the rules in our marriage, and I have a lover that knows how to fuck me like no man ever has. What else could a woman want?”

    “I’m not sure,” Julian said between soft kisses against her neck.

    “You know, it was fun sucking your cock this morning, and I have to admit that I enjoyed it even more knowing I was blowing you in the bed that I usually share with my husband,” Hannah said.

    Paul’s cock ached so intensely that he reached down instinctively to try and relieve the pain. There was no relief to be had, though, for his body simply would not stop sending blood to the area to try and achieve an erection. Over and over that erection was defeated, leaving Paul with a throb that simply wouldn’t go away.

    “I think I’d like to suck your cock again,” Hannah continued. “I think it might be fun to go down on you while Paul is cooking us breakfast.”

    Julian released Hannah’s breasts from his grasp, stepped back, and sat at the kitchen table with a smile on his face and an already erect cock making a bulge in his underwear.

    “You may cook us breakfast,” Hannah said as she turned her attention to Paul once more. “You’re welcome to turn and watch as I suck my lover’s cock as long as it doesn’t distract you from preparing our food. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered with a nod. “I understand.”

    Hannah released his hair and turned to Julian. She dropped to her knees in front of him, lowered his underwear, and took his cock in her mouth. Paul watched his wife pleasure her lover for a few moments, but he knew better than to luxuriate in the sight of her offering oral sex. He stood and turned to the counter. He put a pan on the burner, turned up the heat, and sliced the mushrooms. Soon enough they were sizzling in a bit of olive oil and he dumped cherry tomatoes onto the cutting board and sliced them swiftly.

    “Fuck, Hannah, that’s amazing,” Julian said with obvious pleasure in his voice.

    Paul looked over his shoulder and watched his wife’s head bob up and down in her lover’s lap. Her hand moved in concert with her mouth as her saliva lubricated his shaft, making it easy to offer Julian enhanced pleasure.

    “Are you enjoying the show?” Hannah asked as she pulled her mouth from her lover’s cock and looked towards her husband.

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    “Come and kiss me,” she said.

    Paul rushed over, leaned down, and kissed his wife. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth, sharing the taste of Julian’s precum and her spit. As the kiss ended Hannah pulled her fingers from her lover’s cock and shoved them in Paul’s mouth. He sucked hard and she smiled.

    “I love that you know to suck without even being told,” she noted. “I guess all that practice with the strapon is paying off.” She pulled her fingers from his mouth and added, “Now get back to the stove and finish our breakfast like a good boy.”

    Paul rushed back to the stove, checked to see that the mushrooms were finished sautéing, and moved them to a plate. He added a little more olive oil to the pan and added the sliced tomatoes. He stirred them, added a touch of salt, and grabbed a bowl to crack four eggs into. He grabbed them from the refrigerator as the sounds of his wife’s cocksucking and Julian’s moans filled the kitchen. The erotic aural symphony made it hard to concentrate on the task at hand, but Paul tried his best to push aside the sounds of lust in the name of cooking as his wife had demanded.

    Paul whisked four eggs together, moved the now jammy tomatoes to the same plate as the mushrooms, put a little butter in the pan, and added the eggs. He stirred them gently and looked over his shoulder to see Hannah gently sucking on Julian’s balls while she stroked his cock and looked into his eyes. It was a hugely erotic sight – Hannah’s eagerness to pleasure another man had become increasingly arousing for Paul – and he felt a renewed surge of pain between his legs.

    Turning back to the stove, Paul added the mushrooms and tomatoes to the eggs and stirred everything together. He then added the freshly grated parmesan, popped a few slices of the sourdough loaf into the toaster and pulled two plates from the cabinet.

    “I’m almost disappointed that breakfast is just about ready,” Julian said.

    “Don’t worry,” Hannah replied, “you’ll get to bury this big dick of yours in my pussy before long. You’ll get to cum inside me again, too, and then Paul will get to enjoy his breakfast.”

    “Oh yeah?” Julian asked. “He’s not getting to eat any of what he just cooked?”

    Hannah chuckled. “Not today. Your cum is the only thing my cuckold husband gets to eat this morning.”

    Paul plated the eggs and sourdough and delivered them to the table as Hannah took her seat. He poured them both coffees as they dug in and delivered those as well.

    “It’s delicious,” Julian said.

    “It is,” Hannah agreed. “Well done. Why don’t you crawl under the table and put your tongue in my pussy while we finish eating?”

    Paul did just that. It was a little humiliating, of course, but he wasn’t above embracing humiliation at his wife’s command. While he gently licked her pussy, she and Julian enjoyed their breakfast and a bit of conversation as if Paul wasn’t even there. They continued to talk after they’d finished too as they sipped their coffees and chatted like a couple, all while Paul remained on his knees, almost entirely silent except for the occasional sound of his tongue lapping at Hannah’s pussy.

    “Are you hungry, Paul?” Hannah asked long after Paul had crawled under the table.

    “I am,” he answered.

    “For Julian’s cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul replied.

    Hannah chuckled and pushed her chair back. She stood and Julian followed as they left the kitchen and headed for the bedroom. “Come, cuckold,” she said. “You can watch him fuck me and then you can eat your creamy breakfast from my pussy.”

    Paul rushed out from under the table and followed his wife and her lover to the bedroom they’d shared the night before. Hannah pushed the satin robe off her shoulders and it gently fell to the floor before she climbed into the bed, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs. Julian pushed his underwear to the floor, moved between Hannah’s legs, and slipped into her soaking wet pussy with ease.

    Hannah turned to Paul, moaned, pointed to the floor by the bed, and said, “Watch from your knees.”

    Paul rushed towards the bed and dropped to his knees. Hannah smiled and reached up to caress his face for a moment as Julian fucked her. He stared into his wife’s eyes and watched as the pleasure of being penetrated washed over her. She smiled and her eyes slowly closed. Her hand fell away from Paul’s face as she sank deeper into the beautiful sensations that no doubt coursed through her body.

    “Fuck me, Julian,” she said. “Fuck me and cum inside me. Give my husband a delicious, creamy breakfast to enjoy straight out of my pussy.”

    Julian responded by fucking Hannah harder and faster. The sound of their bodies meeting over and over filled the bedroom. Her moans deepened as she arched her back and pushed her hips upwards to meet her lover’s thrusts. She ran her fingers down Julian’s back and grasped his ass. He took one of her breasts in his hand and played with the soft flesh as their lips met for a deeply passionate kiss with a wealth of tongue.

    They climaxed at almost the same time. Hannah arrived at her orgasm a split second after Julian buried his cock inside her and unleashed a series of low moans while filling her with the breakfast that Paul would soon dine on. They both looked utterly joyful at having fucked for a fifth time in roughly twelve hours. Paul was joyful at being permitted to watch for a second time.

    After taking their time in enjoying their climaxes, Julian kissed Hannah and pulled out. “Jump in the shower,” she said. “I’ll join you after he eats his breakfast.”

    “Of course,” Julian replied before backing out of the bed and heading for the bathroom.

    Hannah turned to Paul, smiled, and said, “Are you still hungry?”

    “Ravenous,” he replied.

    “Good. Come eat your breakfast. Come clean my pussy,” she said with a smile.

    Paul hopped to his feet, crawled into the bed, and hungrily pushed his tongue into Hannah’s pussy. He lapped up every drop of Julian’s cum he could find, all while she gently ran her fingers through his hair and smiled like she was gleefully happy at his eagerness to devour her messy cunt.

    “Does it taste good?” she asked. “Did Julian make a delicious breakfast for you?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered as he licked some of Julian’s cum from his lips. “Thank you for letting me clean you.”

    Hannah smiled brightly. “You’re welcome. Thank you for following the rules last night and staying in the guest room while Julian fucked me in our marital bed. Thank you for following the rules and cooking breakfast for us this morning. And thank you for eating my pussy while I enjoyed breakfast with my lover.”

    “You know I love to follow your rules,” Paul replied.

    “Yes, I do,” she said softly. “Now finish your breakfast so I can shower with Julian. There’s a chance I can get that beautiful cock of his hard again so he can fuck me one more time before he has to go home.”

    Paul returned to his wife’s pussy and cleaned voraciously, consuming his breakfast, which was absolutely the only food Hannah would allow him to eat that morning. After all, she made the rules and he wasn’t about to break them.
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    “How’d the interview go?” Paul asked as he and Hannah sat at a window table of the rather exquisite beachside restaurant they’d picked for lunch.

    “We’ve been invited to Marie’s house for dinner,” Hannah replied with a smile.

    “I take it that means it went well,” he said.

    Hannah reached across the table and took his hand. “It went exceptionally well, Paul. She seemed impressed with me from the start, but you know what really sealed it?”

    Paul shook his head. Hannah had applied for a far more advanced position at an entirely different company and he couldn’t imagine what would have put her so far over the top that the CEO would have invited them to her home for dinner.

    “It was you,” Hannah said.

    “Me?” Paul asked as the waiter brought their drinks and set them on the table.

    “I told Marie about you and the changes in our marriage. I told her how I shifted things so that I make the rules. I told her about how eager you’ve become to follow the rules I set out, that you almost never argue with me anymore and that our lives are so much better for it,” Hannah explained. “She was so impressed – particularly with how the changes in my life translated into changes at work – that she asked us both to her house for drinks and dinner.”

    The waiter returned and Hannah ordered for both of them as Paul took a moment to retreat inside himself. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable with Hannah’s potential new boss knowing such intimate details about their marriage, and yet that ship had already sailed. It wasn’t as if he could have stopped it even if he’d known Hannah would be sharing such information, though. She made the rules, after all.

    “Paul? Are you with me?” she asked.

    Paul snapped to attention and said, “Yes, sorry. I was just trying to process the idea of your potential new boss knowing so much about me without me even having met her. I apologize, but I couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable with it.”

    “There’s no need to apologize,” Hannah replied with a smile. “Sometimes I’m going to make decisions that you aren’t comfortable with or don’t necessarily agree with. I don’t need you to agree with my decisions, though. I simply need you to abide by them, though it’s nice that you almost always end up enjoying yourself when you follow my instructions, even when you don’t think you’re going to at first.”

    Paul couldn’t really think of an instance where he hadn’t eventually ended up enjoying the changes in their marriage, and so all he offered was a nod.

    “You didn’t enjoy getting fucked at first, did you?” she asked. “It hurt when I bent you over and took your ass with my strapon. But you learned to love it, didn’t you? You learned to love the pleasure if gave me. You even learned to love the pleasure of being fucked, didn’t you?”

    Paul glanced around the restaurant – no one seemed to be listening – and then looked back at his wife and nodded. He saw a sense of dominance and delight in her eyes, as if she was getting worked up just thinking about the many times she’d fucked him with her strapon, taking the power in their marriage by penetrating him deep and hard until Paul learned to enjoy being on the receiving end of a good fucking.

    “You’ve even learned to enjoy eating Julian’s cum out of me, haven’t you?” Hannah asked. “That wasn’t so easy at first. Neither was being cuckolded. But you’ve come to enjoy all of it because that’s the kind of man you are, Paul. You like that I make the rules. You like following those rules, even if you find them humiliating at first.”

    “Yes, I do,” Paul answered.

    “I told Marie about Julian,” Hannah continued. “She seemed to find that particularly delightful. She’s not married, but we connected over the idea of serving our sexual needs with a superior man that we have no particular attachment to. She told me she’s been seeing a particularly skilled young man in the past few months and that he fucks her so well that she sees stars when she cums all over his cock.”

    “I’m a little surprised she didn’t offer you the job during the interview,” Paul commented. “I can’t imagine she’d shared that sort of detail if she didn’t intend on hiring you, right?”

    Hannah smiled and sipped her drink. “That’s certainly what I’m hoping.”

    “We’d have to move to San Diego if you got the job, right?” Paul asked.

    Hannah looked towards the ocean, smiled, and looked back at Paul to ask, “We would. You don’t have a problem living in a place where the weather is always perfect, the beaches are always open, and your lovely wife is making five times as much money as she was before?”

    “I don’t,” Paul answered.

    “Marie said the job comes with an assistant and I could hire anyone I like, so of course I’d be hiring you,” Hannah said. “Your pay wouldn’t be going up all that much, but you’d still have the pleasure of working for your wife and servicing her whenever she’s in the mood.”

    Paul couldn’t help but match Hannah’s smile. “Is there anything you need from me tonight to ensure that you get the job?”

    “I need you to be obedient,” Hannah answered without hesitation. “I suspect that Marie simply wants to confirm that my marriage is everything I said it was. If you do as you’re told – which we both know you enjoy doing – I’m sure everything will go well. Will you do that for me, Paul? Will you follow the rules?”

    “Of course I will,” Paul answered.

    Hannah lifted her glass and Paul did the same. “To conquering new frontiers,” she said.

    They toasted and sipped their drinks as Paul looked out the window and imagined what life would be like in such a beautiful place. Given that Hannah’s new job – if she got it – would include a massive increase in pay and power, it seemed like life was about to get a great deal more interesting.

    “I’m going to fuck you when we get back to the hotel room,” Hannah said. “I feel so powerful after my meeting and you know I can’t help but get turned on when I feel powerful, so I’m going to take you out on that beautiful balcony, bend you over, and fuck you until I cum.”

    “You make the rules,” Paul replied with a smile. “And I can’t wait to follow them.”

    “That’s the attitude that will ensure I get the job I crave, Paul,” Hannah said. “Keep it up and I’ll make sure you’re rewarded before the night is over.”

    “I’ll do whatever it takes, Hannah,” he replied. “You know that. I just want to make you happy.” Paul wasn’t sure what their evening would entail, but he intended to be true to his word and to follow Hannah’s rules, for that was his purpose.

    
      
    

    “Holy shit,” Paul said as they pulled up to the gate to Marie’s house. “This place is insane.” The house was enormous and the fact that it overlooked the ocean meant it was obscenely expensive. The gate opened and Paul pulled up the driveway and headed towards the front door of the modern abode.

    “There she is,” Hannah said as a beautiful woman in a relaxed-looking dress – she’d made it clear the dinner was informal – stepped out of the house and smiled at their approach. “Are you ready for this?”

    “I’ll be good,” Paul replied as he put the car in park and turned it off. “I’ll follow the rules.”

    They got out and Paul watched Hannah and Marie embrace like they were old friends.

    “Paul,” Marie said as she turned towards him. “Hannah told me so much about you during our meeting. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

    Paul expected a handshake, but Marie took him into a hug and held him tight for a few moments. Her perfume was rather intoxicating as it filled his nostrils and he couldn’t help but smile at the warmth of her embrace.

    “It’s nice to meet you too, Marie,” Paul replied. “Your house is astonishing.”

    Marie stepped back and chuckled. “It pays well to be the CEO,” she said. “Very well, in fact, and I’m not shy about the fact that I enjoy spending the money I earn on fabulous things like this house. Come in, let me show you the view. It’s the real reason I bought the house in the first place.”

    Hannah took Paul’s hand and they followed Marie into her spectacular home, through the foyer and the living room and out onto the biggest deck Paul had ever seen, all of which overlooked the ocean from a relatively high vantage point on a cliff.

    “Wow,” Paul said softly as he stared out at the setting sun.

    “It’s incredible, isn’t it?” Marie asked.

    “It really is,” Hannah replied.

    “Well, I won’t be CEO forever,” Marie said. “I’ll need a replacement, and if I hire you as a VP you’ll be right in line to take over when I retire.”

    Hannah squeezed Paul’s hand, smiled out at the sunset, and said, “I have a lot to learn before I can be an effective CEO.”

    “Oh, I suspect you’ve already learned most of it,” Marie replied. “If even half of what you told me about your marriage and your recent success at work is true, you have almost all of what it takes to be an effective CEO, Hannah.”

    Hannah was clearly excited, though Paul could see she was trying not to be obvious about it.

    “Now tell me, Paul,” Marie began, “is everything your wife told me true? Does she really make the rules in your relationship?”

    “She does,” Paul answered. “She has for quite some time now. It took me a while to adjust to a marriage like that, but she makes the rules and I follow them.”

    Marie smiled and gestured towards the other side of the deck. They all moved towards a table with a bottle of wine and four glasses.

    “Four glasses?” Hannah asked.

    “Yes, I’ve invited another guest,” Marie said. “He’ll be here soon.”

    Marie opened the wine and poured them each a glass before they sat around the table, each with a beautiful view of the sunset.

    “Tell me, Paul,” Marie said. “What happens when Hannah asks you to do something you don’t want to do? Or something you find humiliating, perhaps?”

    “I do it,” Paul answered without hesitation. “There was a time when I resisted, when I didn’t fully understand what Hannah needed from me. That time has passed, though. Now I understand that not only is she well-suited to leading our marriage, but that she knows me better than I know myself.”

    “He wasn’t excited when I locked him in chastity,” Hannah said. “Nor was he excited when I fucked him with my strapon for the first time. Nor was he excited when I cuckolded him the first time, or when he cleaned my lover’s cum out of me for the first time. He’s come to love all of those things, though, to find genuine pleasure in them.”

    Paul saw an excited glint in Marie’s eyes as she smiled at Hannah. “That’s a testament to you. It’s exceptionally difficult to convince a man to sublimate his desires in favor of serving you, even if that man has a natural inclination towards submission. I applaud you for that, Hannah.”

    A soft, singsong chime drifted out from the house and Marie said, “My guest has arrived. Paul, would you mind answering the door for me?”

    “Of course,” Paul replied as he set his glass of wine on the table and hurried into the house and towards the door. He answered it to find a young man – likely in his mid 20s – standing there with a bright smile on his face. “Come in,” he said.

    “Hey, I’m Alex,” he said.

    Paul extended his hand and they shook. “I’m Paul. It’s nice to meet you. Marie is out on the deck.”

    Alex headed for the deck and Paul followed. He stepped out into the cool air and saw Marie stand, approach the young man, and greet him with an intensely passionate kiss. He must have been the one she’d told Hannah about.

    “Hannah, this is Alex, the young man I told you about,” Marie said, confirming Paul’s suspicions. “Alex, this is Hannah. She’s applied for a VP job and I’ve taken a liking to her, in large part because she’s so skillfully dominated her husband. She’s managed to shift the way he thinks so completely that he’s now eager to do anything and everything she desires in the name of making her happy.”

    Alex shook Hannah’s hand and looked back at Paul with a smile. “It must be nice to be married to a man that’s so eager to make you happy.”

    “It is,” Hannah said.

    Marie poured Alex a glass of wine and he took it and sat in the chair next to hers. “I wonder, Hannah, if Paul might be willing to demonstrate his willingness to do something that he finds unappealing.”

    Hannah looked at Paul and smiled as if she knew what was coming. It wasn’t her smile that filled him with a sense of angst, though. It was Marie’s mention of him doing something he found unappealing. “I’m sure Paul would be more than happy to do anything I tell him to. Isn’t that right, darling?”

    “Yes,” Paul said as three sets of eyes suddenly focused on him.

    “Good,” Hannah replied. “Then why don’t you get on your knees in front of Alex.”

    Paul’s chest tightened as anxiety coursed through his body. Hannah hadn’t yet made clear what she wanted him to do, but Paul was relatively certain he’d end up crossing an unexpected boundary in the quest to help her get the job she craved. That anxiety caused him to hesitate, but only for a few seconds. After that brief pause he walked across the deck and dropped to his knees in front of Alex, who took a long drink of his wine, spread his legs, and smiled.

    Marie reached over and massaged her young lover’s cock through his jeans. “I’m impressed,” she said. “You can see the fear in his eyes, and yet he barely hesitated despite that. You’ve trained him well, Hannah, and if you can train your husband like that I’m sure you can train your employees to do as you desire.”

    “I certainly can,” Hannah said. “Paul, darling, why don’t you reach up and unzip Alex’s pants. When you’ve done so, reach inside and free his cock.”

    Paul’s hands shook a little as he reached up to do as his wife desired. He tugged on Alex’s zipper as Marie continued to gently massage his cock and then she pulled her hand away so Paul could reach inside to free the shaft that would almost certainly be in his mouth before long.

    “Tell me, Paul,” Marie asked as he pulled Alex’s cock out. “Do you want to suck cock?”

    “No,” Paul answered.

    Marie smiled. “But you’ll do it if your wife tells you to?”

    “Yes,” Paul said with a nod. “She makes the rules.”

    Marie turned to Hannah with a delighted smile on her face and Paul thought he might actually get a reprieve from having to give a blowjob, as if the whole thing had merely been a test of his dedication to his wife.

    “Suck his cock, Paul,” Hannah instructed. “Do what I desire and suck Alex’s cock until he’s nice and hard.”

    Paul’s heart sank as he stared at the semi-hard cock resting just inches from his face. He didn’t want to feel that cock in his mouth, but he wasn’t going to disappoint his wife. He just wasn’t. He couldn’t. She made the rules. He followed them. That was how their marriage worked, and that’s what made him happy, even if he hated the idea of having someone else’s cock in his mouth.

    Paul leaned forward and took the spongy head of Alex’s cock between his lips. A subtle, unusual taste hit his tongue as he moved it over the underside of the head, just as he’d enjoyed in the blowjobs he’d been lucky enough to receive from his wife.

    “You’re a very impressive woman, Hannah,” Marie said as she watched. “You’ve mastered your husband in a way I’ve never seen before. I think I might be married if I could find a man so willing to offer himself to me. Most men are terrified of marrying a truly strong woman, though, and most would leave if they were confronted with a woman suddenly finding her power. You ensured your husband wouldn’t leave, though. You got him under your thumb. You took control of him. You locked up his cock. You fucked him with your strapon. You cuckolded him. You made him eat another man’s cum from your pussy. You showed him exactly what he was and he took your guidance like a good boy should. Now he’s sucking cock for you. Now he’s sucking cock so you can get the job you want. That’s fantastic.”

    “It is, isn’t it?” Hannah replied.

    Alex’s cock grew stiff in Paul’s mouth, making it a little harder to blow him. Paul refused to relent, though. Hannah had instructed him to suck cock and that’s precisely what he was going to do until his wife was satisfied, for that was his role.

    “I’m surprised at how arousing I find this,” Marie noted. “I might have to take a page out of your book, Hannah, and find an obedient husband who will cater to my every whim.”

    “I have a feeling you’d have no trouble bending a man to your will, Marie,” Hannah replied. “In my experience, at least, it doesn’t take much more than insisting that he do exactly as you desire and that he do it without hesitation. Plus, taking control of his cock goes a long way towards making him behave.”

    Marie laughed. “May I see his chastised cock?”

    “Remove your pants,” Hannah instructed.

    Paul reached down to take his pants off, doing so without pulling his mouth from the throbbing cock that rested inside it. He continued to bob up and down, giving head voraciously because he knew it’s what his wife wanted. He pushed his pants and underwear down to his knees, exposing his cock, balls, and ass to the increasingly cool evening air.

    Marie stood, moved behind Paul, and asked, “May I?”

    “Of course,” Hannah replied. “And don’t worry, he’ll keep sucking cock until I tell him to stop.”

    Marie dropped to her knees behind Paul and ran her fingers over his ass. Her touch was gentle and rather pleasing. Her hand moved between his legs and she caressed his balls before grasping his caged cock and running her fingers over the bits of flesh it felt exposed.

    “It feels so tight around his cock,” she said.

    “It’s likely because he’s aroused,” Hannah replied. “I make him wear a fairly tight cage, but it only gets exceptionally tight when he’s aroused.”

    “Does sucking cock arouse you, Paul?” Marie asked.

    He pulled his mouth from Alex’s stiff cock, looked at Hannah, and said, “Obeying my wife arouses me.”

    Hannah smiled and Marie let out a soft moan like she found his utterance exceedingly arousing. “How wonderful,” she said before releasing his cock and running her fingers over his balls and up the crack of his ass. She moved them over his asshole as Paul resumed sucking cock and applied gentle pressure. It wasn’t enough to penetrate him, but it made Paul wonder if she intended on seeing him filled with something before the night was over.

    “Would he offer his ass to Alex if you demanded it?” Marie asked. “Would he let a man fuck him? Would you surrender the last shred of his manhood and let a man fuck him and cum in his ass if you demanded it, Hannah?”

    “He would,” she answered.

    Paul desperately wished it wouldn’t come to that. He wished he wouldn’t have to make that choice, because he knew he’d choose to surrender his ass. Of course he would. He couldn’t disappoint his wife. He just couldn’t.

    “You’d let Alex mount you and fuck you, wouldn’t you darling?” Hannah asked. “You let him pound your ass and cum inside you, wouldn’t you? You’d do it if it’s what I wanted, wouldn’t you?”

    Paul once again let Alex’s cock slip from his mouth. He avoided looking up at the man he’d been blowing, turned to his wife, and said, “You make the rules.” A moment later he was sucking cock once more as humiliation coursed through his body. Even admitting that he’d let Alex fuck him – that he’d surrender to that kind of embarrassment – nearly proved too much to handle, but Paul continued to offer his mouth because it’s what Hannah wanted.

    “Given how much of a turn on it’s been to watch him suck cock, I really must watch him get fucked some day,” Marie said. “But, tonight I’m going to be selfish and have Alex fuck me.”

    “Paul would be happy to help with that,” Hannah replied. “Have you ever had your ass tongued while Alex’s cock is buried deep inside you?”

    Marie laughed in delight. “I have not, but that sounds exquisite.” She stood and added, “That’s enough cocksucking, Paul. It’s been an absolute delight watching you offer that talented mouth of yours, but I’m going to ride Alex’s cock now and it seems that you’re going to eat my ass while I do.”

    She stripped out of her dress and underwear and Alex quickly removed his pants while Paul backed up a little to give them room to couple up. He watched Marie straddle her lover and guide his cock between her pussy lips before sinking down on it. He listened to her moan at the pleasure of being filled and he felt his cock surge in its cage as he watched someone else have beautiful sex while he was unable to get an erection.

    “Eat her ass, Paul,” Hannah instructed. “Do a good job of it, too. Tongue her hole while she rides the man that’s worthy of fucking her. Perhaps, if Marie is feeling particularly generous she’ll let you clean his cum out of her when she’s done. She’ll let you enjoy the kind of treat that you’re worthy of, the treat of licking a superior man’s seed from her pussy.”

    Marie moaned like she found the idea positively delectable and Paul leaned forward, spread her ass cheeks, and pushed his face between them. His tongue found her asshole and he moved his head up and down as she rode her lover. He had a little trouble keeping up at first, but eventually he found the right rhythm and he worshiped her hole eagerly as she filled the evening air with moans, as did the man inside her.

    Paul worshiped ass right up until Marie and her lover were finished. He tongued her hole. He slipped into her rectum a few times, tasting her insides and eliciting wild moans that made it seem like she got off on his willingness to be dirty.

    Eventually, Marie and Alex climaxed. They managed to cum almost simultaneously, in fact, and it seemed that Alex’s orgasm went on for a particularly long time.

    “I can feel him leaking out of me,” Marie said. “Lick up his cum, Paul.”

    “Do as she says,” Hannah added.

    Paul licked the cum from Alex’s shaft and balls, and as more leaked out he licked it up too. He did exactly as the beautiful women desired and it filled his heart with joy to follow their rules and embrace his place as Hannah’s locked, cuckolded husband.

    Marie lifted her pussy from Alex’s cock and sat on the chair next to his. She spread her legs and Paul hurriedly crawled between them. Her hand found the back of his head and pulled him close. He pushed his tongue inside her and cleaned the thick, creamy, voluminous load he discovered between the folds her freshly-fucked flesh.

    “You’re hired, Hannah,” Marie said. “Your control over your husband is remarkable and if you manage to control your employees in anywhere near the same way you’ll quickly be the most successful VP at my company.”

    “Thank you,” Hannah replied. “And Paul will absolutely be willing to offer himself to get fucked for your pleasure. You can count on that.”

    Marie leaned back, smiled, and said, “I know I can. I have absolute confidence in you, Hannah. I’ve never met such an obedient man. And I might very well call on your for advice on how to train a man to behave just like Paul. I could really use a husband like him.”

    Paul pushed his tongue deeper inside Marie and his nose rubbed against her clit. She smiled, looked down at him, and pulled him a little closer with a tight grip on his hair.

    “Would it be alright if I use him to make me cum again?” Marie asked.

    “Of course,” Hannah answered. “Use him as you see fit.”

    Marie smiled once more and then closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and gently moved her pussy back and forth, rubbing her clit over Paul’s nose and lips while his tongue searched for more of Alex’s thick cum, all of which he swallowed, for that was the role Hannah had decided he needed to occupy in that moment.

    “You know, Alex is good for two or three orgasms a night,” Marie said. “I’m sure he’d be willing to fuck you, Hannah, if you’d like an orgasm provided by a man who’s not locked in a little chastity cage.”

    “Paul can suck him hard again as soon as you’ve used his tongue for your pleasure,” Hannah remarked. “Because I’d love to get fucked.”

    Marie laughed. “I guess we know what you’ll be doing for the rest of the night, don’t we?” she asked while looking down at Paul. “You’re going to be a fluffer, a cleaner, and a voyeur while your wife and I enjoy the only cock here that’s worth fucking.”

    That’s exactly what Paul was going to do because that’s what Hannah wanted him to do, and Hannah made the rules.
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    Paul handed his beautiful wife the old fashioned he'd made her and watched as she took a sip, closed her eyes, and smiled.

    "Well done," she said before slowly sinking onto the couch.

    Paul joined her and reached down to lift his wife's feet into his lap. He pulled her high heels off, set them on the floor, and immediately segued into giving her a foot massage, which he now offered as often as possible, given that her new job brought with it a great deal more responsibility, and with that came a great deal more stress.

    "That feels fantastic," Hannah said with a smile before taking another sip of the drink he'd prepared.

    They'd been in San Diego - and at their new positions in Marie's company - for a little over a month. It had taken nearly that much time to feel like they'd settled in, but their life had finally found a sense of rhythm, and Paul found that pleasing, as he'd become accustomed to a sense of structure and rules in his life and he'd found that it had become something of a necessity for his happiness.

    "How was the all hands?" Paul asked, referring to the meet of all the company's execs that Marie had called that day.

    Hannah looked over the rim of her glass and smiled as she gently swirled the dark liquid inside. "It was exceptional," she said. "You know Roger, that smug piece of shit V.P. that's targeted me from the moment I took the job?"

    Paul nodded. Roger was quite fond of stopping by Hannah's office and trying his best to insult Paul for having the temerity to work as his powerful wife's assistant. Were Paul a different kind of man he likely would have felt some level of humiliation, but he'd moved past being humiliating by other people. Instead, it mostly felt like Roger was a particularly pathetic kind of man, as he chose to denigrate Paul to boost his own ego.

    "Well, it would be fair to say that I gave Roger a good fucking at the meeting," Hannah said with a smile. "I didn't bend him over the conference table and fuck his ass with my strapon in front of everyone else, but the end result was the same. As it turns out, Roger's been fudging some of the data in his reports in an attempt to make his department look more successful than it's been. I had my suspicions that he wasn't being entirely honest and I had someone do a bit of digging for me. They found what I needed and I presented my findings at the meeting while Roger tried his very best to sink into the floor."

    "What happened?" Paul asked.

    "Marie fired him on the spot, though not before she gave him a lengthy dressing down and promised that he'd find it very difficult to get another job in our industry. Every single pair of eyes in the room was on him as she made him feel like a complete and utter fool. To be honest, he probably would have been less humiliated if I'd bent him over, pulled his pants down, and fucked his ass with my biggest strapon while his screams of pain filled the conference room," Hannah said triumphantly.

    Paul ran his hands up her legs and rubbed Hannah's calves, putting a smile on her face. "Congratulations," he said. "That's quite a victory."

    "It is," Hannah replied. "And it pleased Marie a great deal. She already thought highly of me, but I'm certain that I rose up in her eyes today, putting me in a great position to claim a promotion when one becomes available."

    "Or to take her place as CEO when she gives up the post," Paul added.

    "Let's not get ahead of ourselves," Hannah said, though Paul was certain the smile on her face meant that she was already thinking about that very thing. Hannah's ambition had grown right alongside her confidence as she'd taken control of their marriage and he knew she'd taken the job at Marie's company because she intended on being CEO some day, or at least on using the job as a springboard to lead another company.

    "We should celebrate your victory," Paul said.

    Hannah unleashed a devilish smile. "We're going to."

    Paul ran his fingers up his wife's legs and under her skirt, both massaging and gently teasing the soft flesh of her thighs in the process. She threw back the rest of her drink, smiled at him, and then reached down and unzipped her skirt.

    "Take it off," she instructed.

    Paul helped his wife out of the elegant, sexy skirt she'd worn to work and folded it before setting it gently on the coffee table. When he turned back his eyes moved between her legs and he stared at the sexy red lace panties he'd dressed her in that morning. Hannah had taken to wearing beautiful underwear each and every day, as she said it helped her tap into her burgeoning sexual power, which in turn helped her feel like the woman she needed to be to dominate at work and in life.

    "I want you between my legs," Hannah said.

    Paul took the position he'd become intimately familiar with and Hannah ran her fingers through his hair before taking a tight grip. She pulled her panties aside and he leaned forward to lick her pussy, but her iron-fisted grip prevented him from doing so. He looked up to see a confident smile on his wife's face, one that he knew came about whenever she felt as though she had total control over him.

    "I invited a friend over tonight," Hannah informed him. "You haven't met him yet, but he's already fucked me a handful of times."

    Paul felt a little jealous that she'd fucked someone else without telling him - he'd come to enjoy being cuckolded, after all - but Hannah was under no obligation to tell him anything. She made the rules, so if she decided he didn't get to know everything, then that was the rule.

    "He's an exceptional lover. Better than Julian was. His cock is bigger. His body is better. He's better looking. He likes fucking powerful women. He finds it thrilling to be so overwhelmingly good in bed that I'm willing to surrender to him, to give my body over to him for the short span of time while he's busy fucking me to the kinds of orgasms I deserve," Hannah explained. "When he gets here you'll do as you're told, Paul. Do you understand?"

    "I do," he said. "You make the rules, after all."

    Hannah smiled and pulled him to her pussy. She grabbed a second handful of his hair and pulled hard enough that she effectively smothered him with her cunt, spreading her slick juices all over his face and making it a little difficult to breathe. Paul didn't mind, though. He enjoyed being used as a toy for his wife's pleasure, and in the moment she clearly found pleasure in treating him like little more than an object for her amusement.

    "I do enjoy fucking your face as a form of foreplay," Hannah said. "But there's another version of it I'd like to indulge in before Jeremy arrives."

    Paul knew what was coming next.

    "Go get my harness and the new dildo," Hannah said as she released her grasp on his hair. "And be naked when you come back."

    Paul rushed out of the living room, down the long hallway, and into their bedroom. He stripped quickly and headed for the closet and Hannah's growing collection of harnesses and dildos. She'd fucked him with greater frequency since their move to San Diego, as she seemed to find it enthralling to indulge in the pleasures of role reversal and savage his ass - or his pussy, as she sometimes called it - with her cock.

    Paul grabbed her favorite harness and the new dildo, which was eight inches long, smooth with a flared tip, and dark purple in color. He liked the smoothness - it made entry much easier - and Hannah thoroughly enjoyed how sleek and elegant it was. She'd said numerous times that it felt like a perfect fit for the new version of her.

    "Here you are," Paul said as he returned to the living room to find Hannah dressed in her red lace panties, the matching red lace bra, and the high heels that Paul had carefully removed before her foot massage. She had her hands on her hips and a naughty smile on her face.

    "Dress me," Hannah instructed as she pointed to the floor at her feet.

    Paul dropped to his knees, crawled towards his beautiful, powerful wife, and dressed her in the strapon harness. It wasn't lost on him that he was preparing her to put him through a mildly humiliating experience, and yet that now brought him pleasure. He was serving her needs and following her rules and in doing so he was embracing what made him happiest, which was offering everything he had to Hannah.

    Hannah smiled down at him as he slipped the purple dildo through the hole in the harness, adjusted the straps to ensure they were tight enough, and then looked up at his wife. "Suck my cock," she insisted.

    Paul took the tip of the strapon in his mouth and sucked his wife's cock. She put a hand on the back of his head and almost immediately began thrusting her hips forward and fucking his mouth. It seemed like she was more interested than usual in seizing control and using him however she saw fit, which Paul was fine with. He surrendered to Hannah and her desires. He offered his mouth and let her fuck it. He even managed to take the toy in his throat, which she always found so pleasurable.

    "You're such a good cocksucker, Paul," she said. "I've turned you into such a good little slut for me. You're like my lovely little housewife. You do everything you're told exactly as I tell you to do it. You're perfectly obedient and eager to please. You suck cock. You get fucked whenever I want. You make me drinks. You cook for me. Tonight you're going to suck another man's cock for me and clean his cum out of my cunt when he's done fucking me and you're not going to complain even once, are you?"

    She pulled her cock from his mouth and Paul looked up and said, "Of course not. You make the rules, Hannah. My job is to make you happy by following them, and you know that all I want is to make you happy."

    Hannah smiled, gently slapped his face with the slippery tip of her strapon, and said, "Get on the couch. On your hands and knees. I need to fuck you."

    Paul hopped onto the couch, got on his hands and knees, and presented his ass for Hannah to fuck. She stepped behind him, delivered a few painful swats to his bottom, and then spit on his asshole and slapped it with the tip of her cock. Paul pushed back a little to try and take her inside him and Hannah laughed.

    "Do you want my cock in your pussy, you little slut?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    Hannah pressed the tip of her dildo against his asshole, applied a little pressure, and then slipped it inside Paul. He winced at the initial pain of penetration, but that disappeared quickly enough and was replaced by the pleasure of being taken by his wife. Paul even pushed back to take her deeper in his ass, something he'd taken to doing over the last month as Hannah's confidence and sense of power grew.

    "You really are a slut for my cock," she said. "Go ahead, fuck yourself with it."

    Hannah put her hands on her hips and Paul did the work, pleasing his wife with his willingness to be penetrated as nothing more than a warm up for the sex she would have with her new lover. He pushed his ass back onto her cock over and over, taking every inch and doing so gleefully because he knew he was pleasing her. Hannah offered him a few hard smacks on the ass and she was the one that moaned every time she did, making it perfectly clear that she thoroughly enjoyed reddening his bottom while watching his asshole swallow her cock over and over.

    Eventually, Hannah grabbed his hips and fucked Paul with great vigor. She fucked him like she thought of him as Roger, the man she'd so gleefully humiliated at work that day. She savaged his ass, delivering swift swats to his backside while filling his asshole with her cock and stretching it out for her pleasure.

    "I love when you fuck me, Hannah," he said.

    She grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back hard, and then leaned forward to look down at him from above. "I know you do, Paul. I made a rule that you were going to take my cock whenever I wanted to fuck you and you adapted yourself to that rule. Now you take my cock like a good little slut whenever I want to give it to you."

    "Please, fuck me harder," he begged.

    Hannah smiled and shoved three of her fingers into his mouth. He sucked hard on them while she gave his ass a pounding so vigorous it made his legs shake. Hannah was into it, though. She was into dominating his ass. She was into using him hard for her pleasure. She was getting worked up - he could hear her heavy breathing - and in doing so she was getting herself all wet and slippery for the man that would soon show up at their house to fuck her.

    After a long, hard fucking Hannah pulled out, gave Paul's ass one last smack, and said, "Thank you for being a good slut for me, Paul. Don't bother getting dressed. Jeremy will be here soon and I see no reason for you to have your clothes on when he arrives."

    "Of course," Paul replied before turning around, falling to his knees, and removing the harness and the dildo, leaving his beautiful wife in her underwear and heels.

    "You know, I see no reason I should get dressed, either," she said. "Jeremy knows why he's coming over. He knows his purpose is to fuck your wife because you can't deliver in that department."

    Paul felt a stirring of lust between his legs and Hannah smiled as if she recognized it.

    "You love it when I cuckold you, don't you?" she asked.

    "Yes," Paul answered.

    "You love watching me cum with another man's cock inside me, don't you? You love that look on my face when someone else's long, thick cock makes your wife cum in a way you've literally never made her cum, don't you?" Hannah asked.

    Paul nodded.

    She stepped closer and teased his cock - which was now stiff - with the tip of her heel. "You were always meant to submit, Paul. I was always meant to make the rules. I was always meant to have a loyal submissive husband like you. Now that we've found our true roles in this marriage, look at how successful we are. Look at how far we've come in a relatively short period of time."

    "I know," Paul said. "I love that you make the rules, Hannah. I love that I exist to follow them. I love the sense of freedom I feel in living under your control. I know that might sound crazy, but I really do love it."

    Hannah bent over, smiled, and kissed Paul as he looked up at her. "It doesn't sound crazy," she said softly. "For a submissive - for a man like you - there's great freedom in surrendering all control. It's almost relaxing. You're told what to do and you do it. It's simple and straightforward, which is exactly how a man like you wants it. That's why you're going to suck Jeremy's cock without question, isn't it?"

    "Yes," Paul replied. "I will. I'll suck his cock for you, Hannah."

    She kissed him again, this time gently. "I know you will, Paul. After all, you always do as you're told." The gentle chime of the doorbell brought a smile to Hannah's face as she stood up, turned, and strode confidently to welcome her new lover into their home.

    Paul remained on his knees, for it seemed like the place he was meant to be. He stayed there until Jeremy and Hannah walked into the room and a smile crossed the younger man's face - he must have been ten years Hannah's junior - as he looked at the naked, erect, cuckold husband of the woman he was about to fuck.

    "Jeremy, this is Paul," Hannah said. "He's naked like that because I just finished fucking him with my strapon. He got on his hands and knees like a good little bitch and he let me take his ass with my cock. He let me savage his ass, in fact. I fucked him like a good slut and it got me all wet for that beautiful cock you're carrying between your legs."

    "Good, because I can't stop thinking about how good it felt last time," Jeremy replied. "You fuck like a goddess, Hannah, and that pussy of yours is unbelievable."

    "Why don't we go to the bedroom?" Hannah suggested. "My obedient husband is going to follow us and use that talented mouth of his to fluff your cock for me. You don't mind, do you?"

    "Not at all," Jeremy replied with a smile. "I like to get a little freaky, and if it turns you on to make your husband suck dick, then I'm down for it."

    Hannah took his hand and led Jeremy towards their bedroom as Paul got to his feet and followed. His dick was still hard - there was something quite thrilling about being made to suck cock for his beautiful wife - and he happily sank to his knees once more after stepping through the bedroom doorway.

    Hannah undressed her lover and took his soft cock in her hands. Despite its flaccid state, it was exceptionally large. "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she asked.

    Paul nodded.

    "Suck it for me, Paul," Hannah instructed. "Fluff the man that's going to satisfy your wife because that cock of yours is useless to me. Take him in your mouth and get him hard and wet. You used your asshole to arouse me, now use the fuck hole you call a mouth to get him hard."

    Paul crawled forward and took Jeremy's cock in his mouth as Hannah ran her fingers over the younger man's body and kissed his neck. She was doing her part to arouse him and it didn't take long at all for him to achieve an erection in Paul's mouth.

    "How's my cocksucking husband doing?" she asked softly.

    "He's doing a very good job," Jeremy replied. "He must have had some practice."

    Hannah chuckled. "He certainly has. He's going to get a lot more practice from here on out, too. As it turns out, I like watching him suck dick for me."

    "I'd be happy to fuck him some time if you'd like to watch that," Jeremy offered.

    Paul's eyes went wide - the idea of a man fucking him wasn't exactly thrilling - but he said nothing. Hannah made the rules, so if she wanted her young lover to fuck Paul, then it was going to happen and that's all there was to it.

    "I'll keep that in mind," Hannah said. "I think I might enjoy watching you rail Paul's tight ass. Right now, though, I'm feeling far too selfish for that. I need you to fuck me."

    Hannah dragged Jeremy towards the bed, got on her back, and spread her legs wide. He crawled on top, his cock made its way into her slick pussy, and Paul watched from his knees as another man fucked his wife in the bed they shared.

    The sex was wild, passionate, and vigorous, and Paul understood why Hannah seemed so enamored with Jeremy. They clearly connected on a sexual level, as Paul wasn't sure he'd ever seen his wife enjoy sex in that way. He'd certainly never provided her with the kind of pleasure Jeremy was offering, and he wasn't sure even Julian had risen to that level.

    Paul wasn't watching the clock, but they fucked for what felt like an exceptionally long time. Hannah came three times - and each orgasm was quite loud and seemed deeply pleasurable - and after her final orgasm Jeremy buried his cock inside her and emptied his balls, filling Hannah's pussy with hot, sticky cum while she loudly urged him to do so.

    "Clean his cock," Hannah said after Jeremy had pulled out.

    Paul crawled into the bed and took Jeremy's wet cock in his mouth. He cleaned it because his wife made the rules and it was his job to follow them.

    "Now clean my pussy," she instructed.

    Paul crawled between his wife's lovely legs and cleaned her pussy. He took his time with it, too, for he wanted to be able to experience her pussy and to be close to her for as long as possible. Plus, he found it thoroughly arousing to clean another man's load from her, and he was always up for doing what aroused him.

    After he finished, Hannah saw Jeremy out of the house and returned to the bedroom. She invited Paul into the bed, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him slowly as she smiled sweetly. "We're a good couple, Paul," she said. "We can accomplish incredible things together. And that's precisely what I want. I want you by my side when I become CEO of this company. I want you serving me every step of the way. Will you do that for me, Paul?"

    "I'll do anything for you, Hannah," he answered. "You make the rules, after all."

    "Yes, I do," she said. "And soon I'm going to make the rules for a whole company, and my obedient husband is going to be there to serve my every need as my assistant at work and my loyal, loving little bitch at home. Isn't that right?"

    Paul nodded and she stroked him faster. Bliss filled his body. He really was meant to follow her rules, to submit entirely to his wife. That was his purpose in life, and there was no greater pleasure than serving his purpose.

    The End.

  
    She Makes Your Roommate Feel Good

    “Your roommate’s cute. Does he have a girlfriend?” she asked.

    “No,” you replied before your sense of jealousy kicked in. “Wait. Why are you asking?”

    She smacked your shoulder, laughed, and said, “Don’t be jealous. I was asking because I have single friends.”

    That planted the seed, but it wasn’t until a few months later that something actually happened.

    You were all a little drunk one night. Your roommate had recently broken up with his girlfriend and he was down in the dumps. Your girlfriend was her usual horny self – fueled by the alcohol, of course – and an idea popped into your head.

    Normally, you wouldn’t have given voice to the idea. You would have let it drift away as quickly as it entered your mind. Not that night, though. That night you gave voice to the idea.

    You turned to your girlfriend and said, “Why don’t you make him feel better?”

    “What?” your girlfriend and your roommate said at the same time.

    You smiled. It seemed like an even better idea once you’d said it. “Yeah, you should make him feel better. We both know you think he’s cute. We both know you’re feeling insanely horny right now. What if you fucked him?”

    Your roommate said nothing, but your girlfriend smiled. “What do you think about that?” she asked him.

    “I’m on board,” he said.

    You watched her stand up and pull off her t-shirt, exposing her perky breasts. You watched her straddle him on the couch. You watched them kiss like they were longtime lovers. You watched his hands move to her breasts and play with her nipples. You heard her moan.

    After a healthy make out session your girlfriend dropped to her knees between his legs, pulled out his cock, and took him in her mouth.

    “Fuck, dude, she’s incredible,” your roommate said. “You’re a lucky guy.”

    “I know,” you said while rubbing your bulge through your jeans.

    Your girlfriend’s head bobbed up and down in your roommate’s lap as she sucked his cock. You heard the slippery sounds of a splendidly sexy, passionate blowjob and felt just a little bit of jealousy as you saw just how eager she was to please him. You couldn’t help but notice that he was a little bigger than you, too, and you wondered if that was driving her feverish sucking.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” your girlfriend said to him.

    He stood and she took his hand to take him to your bedroom.

    “Are you coming?” your girlfriend asked. “You’re going to watch, aren’t you?”

    You followed them into the bedroom and watched them both strip. Your girlfriend then pushed your roommate onto his back, straddled him, and took his cock inside her.

    She rested her hands on his chest and looked at you while slowly starting to grind her pussy on his cock. “Lay there,” she said. “Next to him. Lay there and watch me fuck your roommate. Watch me make him feel better.”

    You stripped and laid on the bed. You stared at your girlfriend’s beautiful body as she bounced on his cock. You stared at her perky tits and her shaved pussy. You listened to the sounds of lust they both made.

    “This was such a good idea,” she said. “His cock feels so fucking good inside me.”

    “How’s her pussy?” you asked your roommate.

    “It’s fucking perfect, man,” he said.

    “Do you want to cum in my pussy?” she asked.

    Your roommate nodded. He reached up and played with her perky breasts. She moaned.

    “He’s going to make me cum,” she said.

    She rode him harder. She ground her pussy into his pelvis. She milked his cock.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    You watched your girlfriend orgasm on his cock. You watched her body tremble as pleasure ripped through her.

    She resumed riding him not long after. “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum in my pussy.”

    It wasn’t long before your roommate obliged. He flooded your girlfriend’s pussy with his cum as you watched and stroked your cock.

    She leaned down and gave him a kiss before rolling onto her back and looking at you. “Fuck me,” she said.

    You got on top of her. You moved between her legs. You slid your cock into her cum-filled pussy. You fucked her until your cum flooded her tight hole.

  
    She Might Have Been a Naughty Wife

    Was I naughty tonight? There’s only one way to find out, isn’t there. Why don’t you come a little closer. There you go. Now get on your knees like a good boy.

    Look at my pussy. Does it look like I was a naughty girl tonight? No! Don’t you dare lick me until I give you permission. You’ll stay there on your knees all night if that’s what I want. Do you understand?

    Good boy. Now do you want to hear about my night? You saw me get dressed. You saw me put on these sexy boots and this little dress. I’m sure you noticed I didn’t wear any underwear. You know I love to do that when I’m going out. I love to make it easy for a man to play with me if I decide I want him.

    I went out with Sarah and Jamie. That’s right, my wildest friends. Those girls are up for anything. We did shots as soon as we got to the bar. We wanted everyone to know we were there to have fun.

    There was no shortage of drinks. Every guy in the bar wanted to get us drunk. We even let some of them buy us drinks. There’s no harm in getting a little drunk, right baby? Though I guess I do get pretty flirty when I’m drunk. You like that about me, don’t you?

    We danced, of course. The music was great and the guys were hot. I couldn’t say no. You know I love grinding up on a hot guy. You know I love it when they get hard for me. That happened so many times tonight! I was such a tease. Kind of like I’m teasing you right now.

    Do you still want to taste me pussy? Do you still want to see if I was a naughty girl? Okay, go ahead. Lick me, baby. Lick my pussy.

    What does it taste like? That’s right. It’s latex along with a little bit of sweat, of course.

    One of the guys I danced with was especially hot. We made our way out of the club and into the parking lot. He was parked in a corner with some trees overhead, which actually gave us plenty of privacy.

    Would you believe I sucked his cock in the parking lot? My dress rode up and exposed my pussy as I squatted and pulled out his dick. He was so big! I wrapped my slutty lips around him and sucked for all I was worth. He reached down and played with my tits while I blew him, exposing them to the parking lot and pulling on my nipples. I wouldn’t have done it sober, but I had enough alcohol in me to not care about anything other than getting laid.

    First he fucked me doggystyle up against the car window. I bent over, pressed my hand against the glass, and moaned as he pounded me. He really gave it to me hard. It felt so fucking good. It had been too long since I’d been fucked by a man, so it was nice to have him inside me.

    We moved into the car so I could ride him. My tits were in his face and he was sucking on my nipples as I bounced up and down on his hard dick like a good slut. That’s really what I was tonight. I was a total slut.

    You love that though, don’t you? You love tasting my slutty pussy after another man has been inside me. You love licking me after I’ve had my fun with a nice big cock.

    We both came while I was riding him. I ground my cunt all over his cock and he nutted in the condom he was wearing. It was honestly really hot sex. Fucking in a parking lot and a car isn’t romantic, but it was damn good.

    Look at how hard you are! Do you want to jerk off, honey? I’ll tell you what, I’ll let you cum on my pussy if you promise to clean it up. Will you do that for me? Will you lick up your cum?

  
    She Might Have Been a Very Bad Girlfriend

    You’re in bed when your girlfriend comes home. She offers you a flirty smile as she tosses her handbag onto the bureau and pulls her skimpy dress over her head. Her hair looks a little messy and you’re not sure but it seems like she missed one of the hooks on her bra.

    “How was your night?” you ask.

    There’s something exciting about the way she smiles at you. You can’t quite put your finger on it, but it seems like she’s feeling a little bit naughty, like you might be on the verge of getting lucky.

    “It was good,” she says.

    You watch as your girlfriend runs a hand through her messy hair, over her neck, and down her chest. She closes her eyes as her fingers move past her belly button and over her panties.

    She has your attention now. “How good?” you ask as the little talk you had about your fantasy springs to mind.

    “Well, I might have been a very bad girlfriend tonight,” she says.

    You sit up straight and feel the telltale signs of arousal between your legs. “How bad?” you ask.

    Your beautiful girlfriend looks at you and smiles. “I might have been very, very bad,” she says.

    You study her body, but it’s impossible to tell if she made your fantasy come true. It could just be that she had a long night of dancing with her friends. The messy hair and the flushed chest doesn’t mean that she cuckolded you.

    “Do you want to find out, baby? Do you want to find out if I was a bad girlfriend tonight?” she asks.

    You pull the covers aside and she smiles at the bulge in your underwear. “I do,” you say.

    Your girlfriend leans against the bureau and says, “All you have to do is get on your knees, crawl between my legs, and pull my panties down. Then you’ll know if I’ve been a bad girlfriend.”

    You get out of bed and fall to your knees. You see your girlfriend smile as you crawl towards her.

    “That’s it,” she says as her fingers slip into her panties. “Come to me, baby. Come find out if I was a bad girlfriend tonight. Come find out if I made your naughty little fantasy come true. Come find out if I let someone else’s cock inside me tonight.”

    She closes her eyes and moan as you crawl towards her. You can hear the wetness as her fingers dance over her pussy. Whether she cuckolded you or not, she’s turned on.

    Her eyes open as you stop in front of her. She pulls her hand from her panties and sucks her fingers clean as you watch. “Yummy,” she says. “Do you want to know if I was a bad girlfriend? Do you want to know if I cuckolded you tonight?”

    You feel an uncommon kind of excitement. It’s possible your girlfriend is just teasing you and soon enough she’ll throw you in the bed and ride your cock to satisfy her desires. It’s also possible that she cuckolded you. It’s possible that she’s home so late because she spent the night with someone else inside her. It’s possible she let him fuck her bareback and his cum is spilling out of her. It’s possible she was, indeed, a very bad girlfriend.

    “Yes, I want to know,” you say.

    Your girlfriend bends over and kisses you. Her tongue darts into your mouth and you taste something a little different, though you can’t quite place it. She moans and sucks on your tongue. You feel her passion. Whatever she did tonight, she’s come home feeling a wild kind of desire.

    “Are you hoping I was a bad girlfriend?” she whispers.

    You nod and she smiles.

    Your girlfriend stands up, runs her fingers through your hair, and says, “Take my panties off.”

    You reach up, slip your fingers into the waistband of her panties, and slowly pull them down. Your heart pounds as you reveal her pubic hair. It pounds harder when you see a little bit of wetness. You feel a little lightheaded when you see something sticky against her labia.

    You look up at her before pulling her panties all the way off. It could be another man’s cum you see in her underwear. It could also just be her juices dripping out.

    “Did you?” you ask. Now you’re not sure if you want her to have made your fantasy come true.

    “There’s only one way to find out,” she says. “Pull my panties down and taste me. Eat my pussy. You’ll know if I cuckolded you, I promise.”

    She’s saying she would have let him cum inside her. She’s saying you might pull down her panties and eat another man’s cum from her pussy lips, her pubic hair, and from inside her. She’s saying you might clean a creampie.

    You’re a little lightheaded as you pull her panties down. You see more of the sticky substance. It’s not as creamy as cum sometimes looks, but it could have thinned out. It could be someone else’s seed you’re staring at.

    “Do you want to know?” she asks. “Do you want to know if I was the naughty girlfriend you always fantasize about? Do you want to know if I let someone else fuck me tonight?”

    You nod.

    “Then eat my pussy,” she says.

    You hesitate and your girlfriend reaches out and puts a hand on the back of your head. She applies gentle pressure and you let her lead you between her legs. Your nose presses into her pubic hair. You extend your tongue. You taste the juices.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Eat my pussy. Lick up that mess.”

    You’re not licking her juices. You know you’re not. It registers immediately. What you’re licking up is far too salty to be your girlfriend’s juices. It’s someone else’s cum. You’re licking up someone else’s cum. There’s no question you’re licking up someone else’s cum.

    “Clean his mess,” your girlfriend says. “Clean up his cum.”

    She knows you know. She knows there’s no mistaking semen. She knows you’re well aware you’re eating another man’s cum. It turns her on. She’s moaning louder. She likes it. She likes that you’re being a good little cum cleaner. She likes that you’re lustily licking up his seed. She likes that you’re devouring his load.

    Your girlfriend grabs a handful of your hair and pulls back. “Does it taste good?” she asks.

    “It’s delicious,” you say.

    She smiles and pulls you between her legs once more. “Finish cleaning me.”

    You devour the rest of the stranger’s load. You lick it up without a care in the world. It feels so good you can’t help it.

    When you’re done she helps you to your feet and you share a messy kiss. She frees your cock and rubs the head over her pussy lips.

    “Do you want to make a second mess inside me?” she asks.

    “Absolutely,” you say.

    Your girlfriend leads you to the bed and pushes you on your back. She straddles you and takes you into her pussy.

    “I suppose a guy like you prefers sloppy seconds,” she says.

    You groan in response. It’s all you can do. Her pussy feels absolutely perfect. It feels warm and wet and tight and wondrous in every way. You want to stay inside her forever.

    She puts her hands on your chest and rides you hard. She makes you moan. She sends you to a place of pure pleasure as you taste another man’s cum in your mouth and feel your girlfriend’s slick, warm, sloppy cunt work your cock.

    “Cum inside me, cuckold,” she says with a smile. “Cum in your girlfriend’s sloppy pussy.”

    You have no choice but to do as she desires. You unleash your cum inside her. You flood her with your seed and it feels incredible. You cum harder than you’ve cum in a long, long time. You cum like a cuckold does when his fantasy becomes reality.

    “I’ll bet you made quite a mess inside me,” she says. “You’ll have to clean that up too.”

    Before you can say anything her pussy is on your mouth and your cum is flowing out of her. You open up. You take it. She just made your fantasy come true. The least you can do is clean up the mess you made.

  
    She Needs His Big Cock and You Get to Watch

    As a cuckold that’s been given the great pleasure of watching his wife and her boyfriend fuck, you should appreciate every little moment of the encounter. Watch how they kiss each other. Admire how her hands move over his body, how she appreciates his fitness with her delicate fingers. Look at how caressing his cut biceps makes her hips writhe. He turns her on and she does the same for him.

    There are so many moments that will thrill you. When he takes his nipple into her mouth and she lets out a quiet, lustful moan it will excite you. When he pulls off her panties and tosses them aside before climbing on top of her with a look of animalistic lust in his eyes it’s utterly thrilling. When she takes him into her mouth to offer pleasure and get him nice and hard for her pussy, any cuckold husband would be hard-pressed not to cum.

    It’s typically the sex that’s most arousing, though it will be even hotter if you’d paid close attention to the foreplay. Let it be foreplay for you, too. Let every little thing they do to turn each other on also turn you on. Let them drive you crazy as they get each other all worked up.

    Then you can truly, thoroughly enjoy when his cock slides into her pussy. Whether they’re fucking bareback or using protection it’s guaranteed to be beautiful. Again, truly pay attention to what’s happening. Don’t just focus on his cock pushing in and out of her cunt. Look at how they kiss. Look at how she touches him. Listen to how she moans for him.

    Think about the fact that you’re being cuckolded. Take a big picture view and consider that your wife is fucking someone else in your bed while you’re watching. Take just a second to admire how utterly astounding that fact is. Then it’s easy to have an incredible orgasm.

  She Needs His Cock So Badly
It seems crazy, but this is exactly what you want to hear from your wife. You want her to flash you a lusty look and a naughty smile and tell you that thinking about another man makes her wet. You want her to say that she needs his cock. You love the implication that she doesn’t need your cock.It can be a tough balance to strike, but this kind of desire on her part is at the heart of every good cuckold relationship. It’s important that your wife be insanely turned on by the man she’s sleeping with. It’s important that she thinks about him all the time. It’s important that she desires him.
That man is out there. She just has to find him. Then the real fun can begin. You can see that naughty look in her eyes and you can make it even hotter. You can go to her. You can get on your knees in front of her. You can take your place between her legs. You can pleasure her while she’s thinking about him.
A good cuckold fans the flames of her desire for another man. Tell her to think about him while you’re licking her pussy. Tell her to fantasize about his cock inside her while you’re pleasuring her clit and slipping your fingers into her wetness. Tell her to cum while she’s dreaming of being with another man.
The hotter she gets for someone else, the more likely she is to cuckold you over and over. That’s a good thing for you. It has the added benefit of associating you with her pleasure too. If you’re the one licking her pussy while she cums hard she’s going to feel deep affection for you. Be a good cuckold husband. Encourage her to fantasize about another man while you’re making her cum.

    She Needs More Than You Can Give Her

    Cuckolding can be simple. Your wife needs something that you can’t give her in the bedroom. She finds someone else for that purpose. He gives her the kind of fucking her husband can’t and she’s blissfully happy. She’s in love with you and in lust with his cock. Isn’t that simple and beautiful?

    It’s rarely simple in real life, but it can be. It starts with recognizing that you’re genuinely incapable of providing your wife with the kind of pleasure she seeks in bed. Maybe you’re good with your tongue and she cums on it. Maybe you’ve got a good-sized cock and she has an orgasm when you fuck her. Maybe that’s just not enough.

    Maybe (or likely, let’s be honest) you’ve got a small dick and you don’t use it very well and she wants something more. Maybe she just wants to feel that overwhelming sense of lust that comes from a new sexual relationship (that’s what I love about cuckolding).

    Whatever the case, your duty as her cuckold husband is to realize that you can’t provide your wife with everything she needs in the bedroom. She wants someone else to give it to her. She needs it. Give her what she needs.

    If you do, you’ll get to enjoy a moment like this. You’ll get to look into her beautiful eyes and see her being overwhelmed with lust. You’ll watch her mouth open and a listen as a low, guttural moan escapes.

    You’ll get to watch her being taken by a man, a man with a big cock. You’ll see him fill her. You’ll see him fuck her. You’ll see him bring her to the kind of climaxes you can’t provide. You’ll witness your wife experience pure bliss.

    I’m sure you already know this, but that’s a cuckold’s place. Once you’ve accepted that you can’t fuck your wife the way she needs, you will quickly recognize that your place is to watch, to vicariously experience her pleasure as someone else does what you failed to do.

    Isn’t that gif above your dream situation? Your wife is glamorous, gorgeous, and dressed in smoking hot lingerie for another man. He’s got his cock buried inside her from behind and she’s looking right at you.

    Picture it, cuckold. Hear her moaning for him. Hear her telling him how good it feels. Hear the sound of his hips slamming into her ass as he buries his cock in her pussy.

    It’s okay to want this. It’s okay to admit that you’re inadequate, that your wife deserves someone better. It’s okay to tell her that you want to watch someone bigger and better fuck her.

    Embrace it, cuckold. Embrace your inadequacy. Embrace that your cock is too small for her or that you’re just not good enough with it. Embrace that you can’t make her cum like she needs.

    You want to be a cuckold. You deserve to be a cuckold. You can’t give your wife what she needs and she deserves to get it from someone else. She’ll still love you. She’ll still let you go down on her. She just doesn’t need your cock. That’s okay, cuckold.

  
    She Needs Something You Can't Give Her

    Most cuckolds understand that their wives aren’t getting what they need sexually. It can manifest in any number of ways. Most commonly it’s the look of disappointment after the sex has ended or her disinterest in having sex in the first place.

    Have you experienced that? You ask if she’s interested in sex or you try and arouse her and a look of annoyance or sadness or something similar crosses her face. That’s because you’re not getting the job done. It’s because sex with you just doesn’t feel that good.

    That’s a hard truth to come to terms with, but it has also led to lots of fulfilling cuckold relationships.

    “Honey,” you say, “I know that our sex life isn’t nearly as satisfying for you as it could be.”

    She considers denying what you’ve said, but thinks better of it. It’s been too long and there have been too many unsatisfying attempts at sex. Instead, she nods and takes your hand in hers. She doesn’t hate you. She feels bad about it. She doesn’t want it to be this way, but it’s your reality.

    “That’s why I think it’s time for you to take a lover,” you say. You don’t want to say “fuck someone else” or “find a bull” because you want to introduce the idea gently. You explain to her that it’s not exactly uncommon, that lots of couples do it, and that lots of women find the satisfaction they need while staying married to the man they love.

    It takes time for her to come around. Of course it does. She’s not the kind of woman to simply jump into bed with someone else the moment you suggest it.

    Instead, it shifts slowly. It begins with you going down on her a lot more. You want to show her that you genuinely care about her pleasure, and using your talented tongue to make her cum is a good way to do that. She begins to loosen up sexually. She begins to look forward to having you between her legs with your tongue working her pussy eagerly.

    You’re having a lot less sex and your orgasms have become less common, but you’ve accepted that’s how it should be. If you are to be a cuckold you must understand that your wife isn’t going to want to fuck you and that you don’t really deserve to fuck her since your cock is so disappointing. You take this lesson to heart. You embrace it. You want her to feel the pleasure she deserves and you want her to make your cuckold fantasy come true.

    Then things change quickly. She comes home from work on a Friday night and she’s got a giddy smile on her face.

    “You look a lot happier than usual,” you observe.

    “I met someone,” she says.

    Shock is the first thing you feel. Her revelation feels so out of the blue. “Wow. I had no idea you were looking to meet someone,” you say.

    She smiles again. “I wasn’t. I swear. I would have told you. It just happened. We all went to the bar after work to unwind from the week and this really cute guy hit on me. My ring was obvious and he clearly didn’t care that I was married.”

    “That’s incredible,” you say. Your heart is pounding. Your cock is getting just a little bit stiff. It’s genuinely exciting to hear your wife talk about this. “So, did anything happen? Did he ask you on a date? Did you do something filthy in the bar bathroom?”

    She smacks your arm playfully. “No! I’m not a whore,” your wife says with a laugh. Then she goes quiet for a second and a naughty smile crosses her face. “I did let him kiss me in the parking lot. My coworkers had left so it was just me and him talking. He walked me out and made a move. It felt really good,” she admits.

    You’re excited beyond belief. Your wife sees that and comes closer. She gives you a gentle kiss and says, “Thank you. I would have ignored him if not for you. If you hadn’t suggested I find another man, if you hadn’t been so eager to go down on me.”

    “My pleasure, literally,” you say.

    “There’s something else,” your wife says and again she flashes that naughty smile. “I told him about our situation, that I was married but it was okay with you if I found someone else to satisfy certain needs I have.”

    “Really?” you say with genuine surprise. It’s not like your wife to be so bold.

    “Yes. The kiss was incredible, honey. It really was. I don’t say this to hurt you, but it reminded me of everything I’m missing. It reminded me of what I need. That’s why another man will be fucking your wife tomorrow night,” she says while reaching between your legs and taking hold of your half hard cock through your pants.

    “Holy shit!” you say, both in delight at her news and at her boldness.

    “I can’t wait,” she says.

    When she leaves for her date the next night, your wife looks beautiful in a flirty sundress and simple two inch heels. She’s going for a look of availability – not sluttiness - and she totally pulls it off.

    As weird as it seems, you wish your wife luck at getting laid and sit down in front of the TV as she drives to meet another man for sex. You’ve never done this before. You’ve fantasized about being cuckolded, but it’s never actually happened. Now that she’s making your fantasy a reality, you’re beset by wild emotions.

    You feel a bit of worry that she’s going to have mind-blowing sex and realize she doesn’t need you at all. You feel intensely aroused at the idea of someone else’s cock filling her, making her moan, and bringing your wife to the kind of orgasm she craves.

    A few hours after she left you receive a simple text: “You’re a cuckold.”

    Three little words manage to send you to a place of bliss. It happened. She did it. She made your fantasy come true. Your wife fucked someone else. After months of telling her it was okay and going down on her constantly, she has enjoyed another man’s cock.

    She returns home an hour later. The first thing she says when she comes through the door is, “Sorry, I had to have him again.” Then she offers the kind of satisfied smile you haven’t seen before. It’s the look of a woman that’s been fucked by an exceptionally skilled lover.

    “Come here,” your wife says as she beckons you closer. “Kiss me.”

    You do as you’re told and are rewarded with a surprisingly passionate, vigorous kiss. “He was incredible,” she says. “Even better than I could have hoped for.”

    By now your wife is aware of your fantasy. She knows what you want. That’s why she pushes you to your knees in front of her and lifts her sundress. “Take off my panties,” she says.

    You slip your fingers under the elastic waistband and pull them down, revealing her pussy. She shaved it for him. It looks perfect. It’s wet and pink and a little bit puffy, too. Your cock is stiff as you stare at the clear evidence that someone else fucked your wife.

    “He was better than you, my love, just like you said he would be. He gave me what I needed, what you can’t give me. It won’t be the last time I enjoy him, either.” Her hand runs through your hair and she takes a tight grip. “Do you want to taste me?” your wife asks.

    You look up at her and nod. “Yes, please,” you say in a wavering voice. You’ve never felt this kind of intense arousal.

    She pulls you towards her pussy and time seems to slow down. As you get closer, your mind races with thoughts of your cuckolding. You consider just how different your life is going to be now that your wife has unlocked her latent sexuality. You consider that you’re going to be doing this a lot more often from now on. Then you press your lips against her pussy and push your tongue inside her.

    She moans as you taste the latex of the condoms he used and the juices he coaxed out of her. You taste their sweat. You taste your wife’s desire and pleasure. You taste your cuckolding. You ascend to a state of pure bliss you hope never to leave.

    You make your wife cum again, beginning a ritual you will repeat time and again. Other men will fuck her and satisfy her but you will be the last man of the evening to make her cum. Your tongue will continue to serve its purpose. You will be her cuckold.

  
    She Needs to be Dominated - Part 1

    "It's been a terrible day at work."

    Luke felt his shoulders sink a little as he read the text. He felt the same resistance that had gotten stronger over the previous handful of months. He knew what Shelby was asking for and the idea of giving it to her was suddenly exhausting. Still, she didn't ask all that often and Luke felt bad for denying her, so he resolved to give her what she needed.

    "Take a moment to close your eyes and breathe," he texted back. "And as you breathe, imagine yourself on your knees for me. Imagine the feel of your collar around your neck. Imagine the feel of the cuffs on your ankles and wrists. Imagine how good it feels to completely surrender, to give yourself over to me, to sacrifice your body for my pleasure."

    A few minutes passed before Shelby replied. "Thank you, sir."

    "Are you willing to suffer for me?" he texted.

    "Yes, sir," she replied.

    "Are you willing to give me your mouth, your pussy, and your ass?"

    "Yes, sir," she replied.

    "Are you willing to do anything and everything I desire and to do so without hesitation?"

    "Yes, sir," she replied.

    "I want a picture of your cunt...of the cunt that I own. I want it now. I don't care what you're doing. I want a picture of the cunt that I own."

    Three years ago Shelby had confessed her desire to be dominated. They'd talked about it over the course of a few weeks and it had become clear that it was more than a desire, that it was a necessity for her. Being dominated provided a release from stress in a way that nothing else in Shelby's life did, and both her work and family - mostly the declining health of her parents - had spiked her stress, leading to a greater need for that release that only submission could provide.

    Luke was not a natural dom, but he was deeply in love with his wife and he wanted to provide her with what she needed, which is why they booked a series of sessions with a dominatrix. She helped Shelby uncover the elements of submission that thrilled her most - for her it was largely that she yearned to offer pleasure to her dom without any consideration for her satisfaction - and the dominatrix offered Luke a crash course in how to play the part of a dom.

    They'd practiced it ever since. Sometimes Shelby needed multiple sessions a week. Sometimes she could go a month or more before requesting one. She was always the one to initiate, though. Every once in a while Luke turned her down - mostly when he just couldn't find the energy to inhabit the part of a dom - but he almost always gave his wife what she needed.

    Lately, though, he'd found it increasingly difficult to get to the place of arousal needed to truly satisfy Shelby's need to submit. There had been a few occasions where his cock seemed reluctant to participate and it had taken greater effort on Shelby's part to get him hard.

    "Your cunt, sir," she texted after a few minutes. She was clearly sitting on the toilet in the office bathroom and her pussy was wet.

    "Another picture. This time with three fingers in your cunt."

    That picture arrived quickly.

    "I want a video of you fingering your cunt and sucking your fingers clean."

    A minute later the video arrived. Luke turned the sound up and rubbed his cock as he watched his wife finger her pussy. He was half hard by the time she sucked her fingers clean and said, "Thank you, sir."

    "Good girl," Luke texted. "When you get home go straight to the bedroom, strip, and put on your collar and cuffs. Wait on your knees for me."

    "Yes, sir," she replied.

    Luke got up from his desk - he had the luxury of working from home - and headed for the kink closet, which was just a spare closet that they'd converted into a storage space for the various kink-related items they'd collected over the years.

    He pulled out a leather collar and matching cuffs, a paddle. a ring gag, and nipple clamps with a silver chain connecting them. He took it all to the master bedroom and carefully laid out the items on the bed. He also set out a bottle of lube, which usually indicated he intended on having anal sex with Shelby, though sometimes Luke did that as a tease. She didn't like anal sex - though she loved submitting to it - so he would sometimes put the lube out even if he had no intention of fucking her ass.

    Once the bedroom was ready for her arrival Luke changed into a t-shirt and jeans. It had become his standard dom outfit. It wasn't anything special, but it didn't need to be. It was simple to take off and the jeans allowed for the appearance of a bulge when he got hard.

    Luke returned to his home office and shut the door. Shelby didn't get to see him until she was dressed to serve. He went back to work until fifteen minutes before her arrival and then did as many push ups as his arms could handle. He was in fairly good shape but Shelby had once confessed that she found it even more pleasurable to submit when his muscles were taut and more visible, as they often were soon after a good workout.

    Luke always varied the amount of time he made Shelby wait once she'd dressed for submission. The dominatrix had informed him that a submissive is sometimes thrilled at having to remain on their hands and knees for quite some time, as it's a reminder that their needs are not important, that the needs of their dom are all that matters.

    On this particular day he made Shelby wait fifteen minutes before leaving the office. Before doing so he took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and told himself to get into character. He was a dom. He was a dom that saw his wife as nothing more than an object to be used for his pleasure during the sessions. He was a dom because that's what Shelby needed, and Luke wanted to make his wife happy.

    He could feel that he wasn't quite into it, though. At least not as into it as he needed to be. He couldn't stop, though. He couldn't call it off. He'd agreed, so he stepped out of the office and towards the bedroom.

    Shelby looked up for a moment when he stepped into the room and her eyes lit up. She was so eager to serve and for just a moment Luke desperately wished that he was anywhere near as eager to dominate her.

    "Greet me," he said.

    Shelby bent over and kissed his bare toes, as was the customary way of beginning a session. Her face was down. Her ass was up. She wore nothing but her collar and cuffs. She was in a pure submissive pose in that moment and Luke stared at her ass and admired how round and perfect and soft it looked.

    "Look at me."

    She sat up and Luke could feel just a hint of wetness on his toes from the kisses.

    "Who do you belong to?"

    "You, sir," she answered.

    Luke moved behind his wife and knelt. He ran his fingers down her back and grabbed her ass with both hands. He squeezed hard enough to make her groan and then ran his fingers up her stomach until he'd grasped her breasts.

    "Who do your tits belong to?"

    "You, sir," she answered.

    "Look at me."

    Shelby turned her head and Luke kissed her. She opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue. His cock grew in his pants and he applied pressure to her breasts. He squeezed hard because he knew she wanted to feel a touch of pain. More accurately, she wanted to feel like he wanted her to suffer for him, like he got off on her willingness to suffer for him. She'd been explicit about that during their sessions with the dominatrix.

    So Luke squeezed her breasts as they kissed. She groaned into his mouth and wriggled a little from the pain. The pleasure he'd felt at the start of the kiss had largely receded and his cock had gone soft.

    "Did that hurt?" he asked.

    "Yes, sir."

    He held one breast in his hand and slapped the other. She closed her eyes and yelped from the pain. He slapped the other breast and she yelped again.

    "Good girl," Luke said.

    He kissed her again and Shelby moaned into his mouth. She moaned because she liked being called a 'good girl.' She liked that it represented success, that it meant that she'd served him well.

    "Stand up," he instructed.

    They stood together and Luke turned and grabbed the nipple clamps from the bed. He moved in front of his wife and attached them. He watched her wince in pain and then took the chain between his fingers and gently pulled, causing more pain.

    "Play with my cock."

    Shelby reached out and stroked him through his jeans as he pulled on the chain, making her wince every time. His cock struggled to get hard despite her gentle, skilled stroking. Luke saw a hint of worry in her eyes. He understood that it was deeply important to Shelby that he actually enjoyed himself. That was the whole point of it, after all. She wanted to serve his pleasure, to suffer for his pleasure, to do everything for his pleasure.

    He put the chain in her mouth and smiled. "Hold it there until I give you permission to let go."

    Keeping the chain in her mouth would cause a steady stream of gentle pain for her nipples, which was precisely why Luke did it. He then spun Shelby around, grabbed a handful of her hair, and guided her towards the bed.

    "Bend over," he instructed.

    She bent over and put her hands on the bed. He ran his fingers down her back and slipped two of them into her pussy. She was soaked. He played with his cock while fingering his wife as deeply as possible. He slowly introduced two more fingers and began to stretch her pussy while she moaned with the chain still in her mouth.

    Then the chain fell free. Luke immediately smacked her ass hard to punish her for failing to follow his instructions. Shelby winced and he felt some of the life drain from his cock. He delivered a handful of swats against her ass and then grabbed a handful of her hair, stood her up, and pushed Shelby to her knees.

    "Worship it," he said. "No hands."

    She leaned in and began to kiss and mouth his cock through his jeans. He watched and smiled as she made him grow. Once he was hard Luke stepped back and removed his pants. He stroked his cock and made Shelby bent over and kiss his feet once more. This time he added an additional instruction to suck on his toes, a humiliating task that she found pleasure in.

    "Suck my balls."

    Shelby took his balls in her mouth as Luke continued to masturbate. She held his gaze, too, and he was pleased that his cock remained stiff.

    "Would you like to suck my cock?"

    "Yes, please, sir."

    He smiled. "Would it make you feel good to suck my cock?"

    "Yes, very much so, sir."

    "I'm not sure you deserve to feel good."

    Her eyes lit up. She liked it when he denied her pleasure, when he claimed pleasure for himself while doing so.

    "I think you deserve to suffer. Open up."

    Shelby opened her mouth and Luke grabbed two handfuls of her hair while guiding his cock between his wife's lips. He slowly pushed his hips forward and watched his cock disappear into her mouth. Her eyes bulged and watered and she gagged a little, though she'd developed a fairly masterful control over that reflex in the years they'd been playing dom/sub games.

    "That's it," he said. "Take it like a good whore."

    She moaned. She liked dirty talk. She liked verbal degradation. Luke wasn't really into it, but it was easy enough to call her names.

    "Hold it in your throat," he said as her nose pressed into his pubic hair. Luke marveled at her ability to deepthroat him, though it wasn't anywhere near as pleasurable an experience for him as some guys seemed to think it was. The back of her throat wasn't especially soft and as she gagged and her eyes watered he felt something akin to sympathy for her.

    On this particular day, his cock softened as a result, so he pulled out and ordered her to worship it. Shelby went to work. She sucked and stroked and played with his balls. She gave a blowjob purely for his pleasure, but Luke's cock remained semi soft. He felt a touch of panic rise up in him. If he couldn't get hard it would be exceptionally difficult to fully serve her needs.

    "Is my mouth not good enough?" she asked.

    She was expressing her insecurity while giving him a way of pivoting, so Luke took it. "No, it's not. Not today. Stand up, turn around, and hand me the paddle."

    Shelby stood and her eyes lit up with excitement as she turned and plucked the paddle from the bed. She handed it to Luke and he gestured for her to bend over, which she did without question.

    He stroked himself and stepped to the side. He rested the paddle against her ass. He pulled it back. He delivered a harsh blow and she cried out in pain. He delivered another, and another, and another.

    He rested the paddle on the top of her ass and slipped his fingers inside her. She was soaked. Wetter than she'd been before. Getting spanked turned her on. Unfortunately, spanking her didn't turn Luke on. His cock was softer than when he'd started.

    He tossed the paddle on the bed, spun his wife around, and directed her hands to his cock. He kissed her as she stroked him. She took his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it while moaning.

    He wasn't getting hard. He was getting softer, in fact. He was doing everything he could to get turned on so he could fuck her doggystyle and spank her, but Luke couldn't get there.

    Finally he stepped back, looked down at his mostly flaccid cock, and gave up. "I'm sorry, Shelby. I don't know why, but my cock just won't cooperate today."

    She looked heartbroken, but only for a moment. "It's okay. It really is."

    Shelby began to take off her collar and cuffs and Luke stepped closer to help her. She took everything back to the kink closet and returned to the bedroom to step into his arms once more.

    They shared a soft kiss and she looked up at him and asked, "Would you like to make love to me?"

    Luke couldn't help but feel a little bit heartbroken, again for just a moment. The truth was, he wasn't interested. "Not tonight," he said. "I'm so sorry."

    "It's okay. It is. I love you so much, Luke."

    "I love you too, Shelby," he replied.

    They got dressed and he suggested they go out to dinner. They talked about anything other than the failed session. They went home, had a glass of wine, and watched a movie. They went to bed.

    Everything seemed fine, but Luke didn't feel fine and he suspected Shelby felt the same way.

    ---

    Shelby struggled in the weeks after the failed session. Luke could see it in so many ways. The stress of her life continued to build, but she didn't ask him for another session. He offered a few times, but she told him it wasn't necessary.

    He felt terrible. He could see that the stress was getting to her. She wasn't sleeping as well. She wasn't eating as well, either, preferring foods that helped reduce her stress over those that were actually good for her.

    Then, six weeks after the failed session, the stress seemed to disappear entirely. Luke was relieved. Happy, even. Perhaps Shelly didn't need to submit to deal with life's stresses.

    He brought it up one night as they were walking back to the car after a lovely dinner filled with boisterous conversation and more than a few lusty looks that made Luke think there was a very good chance he was getting laid that night.

    "You seem really good," he said as they walked hand-in-hand towards the parking lot. "Really happy. Happier than you've seemed in weeks, actually. Tonight was so much fun."

    "Yeah," she answered, though her tone was distinctly downbeat.

    They walked in silence for the rest of the distance to the car and Luke opened the passenger door for her. She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and got in and he spotted a genuinely sad look on her face for just a moment before she buckled up.

    "Shelby, is everything okay?" he asked after getting behind the wheel.

    She looked at him, looked away, and then burst into tears.

    At first, Luke was stunned. She'd seemed so happy at dinner and here she was crying. Legitimately crying, too. Tears running down her cheeks. Her body shaking. He reached over to take her hand but she pulled away.

    "Please take us home," she said between sobs.

    In the absence of a better idea, Luke drove them home. Shelby cried for most of the ten minute journey and he felt his stress levels rising the entire time. He wondered if he'd done something to upset her. He wondered if she'd been faking her happiness that night and was going to confess that she needed him to dominate her or their marriage simply wouldn't work.

    Shelby rushed inside as soon as they got home. Luke locked up the car and closed the garage door and found his wife sitting in their bed and cleaning the eye makeup that had run down her cheeks.

    "Shelby, please, what's wrong? What happened? What did I do?"

    "Nothing," she said so softly he almost didn't hear it.

    "Then what's wrong?"

    Her face contorted as emotion welled up and she cried again. He sat on the bed and put his arm around her. She leaned into him for a handful of seconds and then stood and walked towards the door. Luke thought she might leave, but she turned around, looked at him, and said, "I cheated on you."

    It felt like he'd been run over by a dump truck, like his chest had caved in and deprived him of the ability to breathe. His head spun. He slowly slid off the edge of the bed, pulled his knees up, and tried his best not to completely lose his composure as his body shook.

    "What...why...what do you mean?"

    Shelby sat in the doorway and her dress rode up, exposing her inner thighs. For some reason Luke noted how soft and smooth they looked before returning to the sense of panic that gripped him.

    "I...I met someone online. In a...a fetish group. He was...he'd read my posts...my posts about needing to find a way to submit without having to...to burden my husband. I was trying to find a way to feel that...that thing I need to feel without having to ask you. I was trying to see if I could do it online, via email or text or something. If I could do it anonymously. If I could get what I needed without forcing you to do something you're not into."

    Luke couldn't escape the sensation that he'd failed his wife. She needed something and she'd been clear that she needed it and he'd been unable to provide it the last time they tried. He'd struggled in the months leading up to that last time, too, and he was certain he would have failed with increasing frequency as time went by.

    "I'm sorry," he said.

    "You don't have to be. You didn't do anything wrong. I'm the one that fucked up. The guy...he was so good at giving me what I needed. It started with emails. He gave me little tasks to do. He had me edge myself at work. He had me hurt myself a little and send him a picture - without my face - as proof. I felt bad doing it, but it gave me that release. It wasn't everything I needed, but it was enough that I didn't lose my mind."

    Luke was aware that he should have been furious, but for some reason he found himself fascinated and a little bit intrigued.

    "How did it go beyond email?"

    "He asked for my number. He wanted to be able to get a hold of me anytime. I...I couldn't give him my real number, but I bought a burner phone and gave him that."

    It was astoundingly duplicitous of her, and yet Luke felt somewhat appreciative of her ingenuity and of the depth of her need - not desire, but need - to submit.

    "He started texting me multiple times a day with tasks and demands. He wanted me to make a video of me edging my pussy at work. He wanted to see a video of me deepthroating a toy, though he let me blur the rest of my face before sending the video. He wanted a video of me fucking my ass with a toy. He ordered me to buy a bigger toy and told me that he expected to see me fucking my ass with it before long."

    Shelby was excited. She was confessing her infidelity and she was excited. Luke saw it on her face and in her eyes and he was certain he would have found her pussy wet if he pushed his hand into her panties. Again it seemed to be undeniable proof of her overwhelming need to submit and again he found himself feeling far less angry than he should have.

    "He...he would send me videos of him stroking his cock. He would tell me how excited he got when I did as he'd instructed. He would tell me I was a good girl for making his dick so hard and for satisfying him. He would tell me that I'd made him cum so many times, that I'd made him feel so good...and that I could make him feel even better - and serve him even better - if I'd agree to meet him in person."

    Her eyes welled up and a few tears escaped.

    "So you agreed to meet him?" Luke asked.

    Shelby looked away and nodded. "I'm so sorry. I...I shouldn't have done any of it, Luke. I'm so sorry."

    "Where did you meet him?"

    "At a hotel," she confessed. "A Hyatt. Last weekend. I told you I was going out with my girlfriends on Saturday night, but I met him."

    Being lied to stung and Luke felt the pain of it.

    "He made me strip as soon as I was in the room. He dominated me for three hours. He...he gave me what I needed. He gave me the full...he gave me exactly what I needed."

    She couldn't look at Luke and he could see the shame she felt, though he could also see a wealth of desire mixed in.

    More importantly, Luke remained intrigued and strangely free of the sort of anger he knew he was supposed to feel. He was angry that he'd been lied to and that Shelby had cheated on him, but not the kind of angry that ended a marriage. Not the kind of angry that led to a massive fight, even.

    It was the sense of relief that Luke felt that surprised him most of all, though. It was relief that his wife had found someone that actually enjoyed tending to her need to submit. It was relief that he wouldn't have to do that anymore.

    "Were you planning on seeing him again?"

    She nodded. "Next weekend. At the Hyatt again."

    "What...what was your favorite thing about submitting to him?"

    Shelby studied Luke's face for what felt like ages and asked, "Do you really want to know?"

    He nodded.

    She looked down at her hands, took a deep breath, and said, "The way he fucked me."

    Luke felt a surge of jealousy and a touch of insecurity. There was some anger in there, too. Shelby could have submitted without getting fucked. "How...how did he fuck you?"

    "My...my hands were cuffed behind my back. My ass was red and painful from a fairly lengthy spanking that he'd delivered while fingering me. I was on my knees on the bed with my face pressed into the comforter."

    Luke saw the arousal on his wife's face. He suspected that she wasn't trying to get turned on but that she couldn't help it. To his surprise, Luke felt a touch of arousal himself.

    "He was at the foot of the bed and he made me back up until my ass was hanging off. He grabbed the cuffs and pulled back until my head was off the bed. It hurt, but it made me wet. Then he made me beg for his cock. I didn't...I didn't want to...to cheat on you like that...but I was just so...I was so weak, Luke. I was so weak because I was so turned on, because I needed...I needed him to fuck me. I needed him to use me like that. I needed to feel that release."

    "So you begged?"

    She looked at him and nodded. "I did."

    Luke stared between his wife's legs and felt a strong desire to see her pussy. "Will you pull up your dress and take your panties off for me?" he asked. It wasn't a demand. He wasn't being dominant. It was just a request.

    Shelby was clearly surprised by the request, but after a few seconds she pulled up her dress, took her panties off, and spread her legs. Even from a handful of feet away he could see that her pussy was wet and Luke felt multiple waves of arousal wash over him.

    "After you begged, did he fuck you?" he asked.

    She nodded. "He did."

    Luke stared between her legs and imagined another man's cock inside her. For reasons beyond his comprehension, the imagery wasn't anywhere near as upsetting as it should have been. Instead, it was something close to the opposite of upsetting.

    "And the way he fucked you...it was better than...it was good?"

    Shelby nodded. "It was...he fucked me like he was overwhelmed with desire, like he was having the kind of sex that satisfied him more than any other, like fucking a woman he'd spent most of the night dominating in all manner of ways was the most satisfying thing he could imagine in that moment. It was hard and fast and deep and rough and intensely...intensely satisfying."

    "I don't...when I fuck you during a session, it's not like that, is it?"

    She shook her head. "I love you for trying so hard, for putting in so much work to learn how to dominate me, but it's always been obvious it wouldn't be your preferred way of having sex."

    "So with him it was...it was better?"

    There was a pained look on her face as she nodded. Her eyes welled up again. She cried just a bit. "I'm so sorry."

    Luke's heart was pounding. His loins were tingling. He wasn't sure why, but he was reacting in a decidedly strange manner given what his wife had just confessed. He moved to his knees and crawled towards her. She looked surprised, but when his lips found hers Shelby returned the kiss. When his fingers moved into her pussy she moaned. Her hand found his cock not long after and she moaned again, perhaps because she'd discovered his erection.

    Luke didn't say a word, but he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Shelby moved to her back and guided him inside her.

    He fucked his wife as they kissed. He fucked her slowly, enjoying every bit of pleasure that moving in and out of her pussy provided. She wrapped her legs around him and moaned into his mouth.

    Luke thought of Shelby in the hotel bed. Her hands cuffed. Her ass red. Her face down. He thought of her begging another man for his cock. He thought of her doing so reluctantly but being completely unable to resist because she was so turned on. For some reason, all of it turned him on.

    Luke came inside her. He came hard inside his wife. She held him close as his body trembled in a way it hadn't in a long, long time.

    Shelby held him long after his orgasm. She kissed his neck and cheeks and told him how much she loved him. He stayed inside her until going soft and then pulled out and watched his cum leak out of her and onto the bedroom floor.

    "I...I haven't had an orgasm like that in a long time," he said. "And I'm pretty sure it's possible you've never had an orgasm like the one you experienced with this guy."

    She didn't say a word, but Luke could see the truth in what he'd said based on the look on her face.

    "Maybe...I mean, this might be crazy, but maybe this is how it should be."

    "You mean...you mean me submitting to someone else?"

    Luke nodded. "I just...it was so hard for me to enjoy dominating you in recent months." He found himself welling up in the same way his wife had done so many times that night. Shelby rushed over and hugged him tightly.

    "I'm so sorry, Luke. I could feel it, but I didn't talk to you about it. I just kept asking you to dominate me. I was so selfish. I'm so sorry."

    "You didn't do anything wrong," he said. "You really didn't."

    "I did. I really did. It's incredibly nice of you to act like I didn't, but I did, and I'm sorry."

    She sat back and Luke studied her face and smiled. He felt love as he stared into her eyes. Deep, almost entirely uncomplicated love.

    "I love you, Shelby, and I know it might sound crazy, but I think maybe you should keep that date at the Hyatt. We'll talk about it more, but for now I think that might be the right choice."

    "I'd like that," she admitted. "I won't if you decide that it's insane for me to do so, but I'd like that."

    Luke wasn't sure if it was insane or the smartest thing they could do as a couple. He knew he loved his wife, though, and he understood - now better than ever - that she needed something that he was incapable of giving her.

    It wasn't lost on Luke - though he wasn't entirely willing to grapple with it yet - that he'd had a much better orgasm than usual while thinking about someone else fucking his wife.

    For all those reasons - and others he probably hadn't fully explored - Luke wanted Shelby to keep her date at the Hyatt. Time would tell if it proved to be a terrible decision or if it might end up benefiting their marriage.

  
    She Needs to be Dominated - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

     Luke expected that he'd struggle with the idea that his wife had cheated on him. The fact that she'd done so with a dom that could actually give her exactly what she needed - to feel submissive in a very particular kind of way - turned out to be even more painful for him, mostly because Luke had tried so hard to give Shelby what she needed and her cheating had made it perfectly clear he was incapable of being everything she needed in a man.

    Shelby tried her best to soothe his pain. She was warm, kind, and affectionate. She held him. She told him she loved him. She offered to pleasure him, too, though for the first two days Luke wasn't really up for that. He surrendered to desire on the third day, though, and Shelby offered a long, slow blowjob. For most of it Luke managed to keep his mind focused on his wife and the pleasure her mouth offered. As he got more turned on, though, he felt his mind wandering to thoughts of her submitting to another man.

    Those thoughts brought about a swift and pleasurable orgasm. In the immediate aftermath, Luke found it mildly unpleasant to have cum while thinking about another man dominating his wife. That unpleasantness didn't last long, though. Instead, it fermented into a new kind of desire as the days went by. A desire that had Luke thinking constantly about his wife's night with a dom.

    That led to her second hotel date with the dom. Luke was full of anxiety but he'd told Shelby that she should keep her date and he wasn't going to go back on his word. He'd only asked that they spend time together when she got back. She was gone for five hours and he spent the entire time with that same anxiety swirling through his body.

    When Shelby returned, Luke could see that submitting to a dom had lightened her mood. She was happier. The stresses of the week had washed away thanks to her session. The dom had given her what Luke used to try so hard to give and what he'd become increasingly incapable of offering.

    "Was it good?" he asked.

    Shelby nodded, though it seemed that he struggled to meet her gaze.

    "Shelby, please, look at me."

    She managed to do so.

    "Was it good?"

    "It was great, Luke. It was everything I needed. He knows...he knows how to dominate me."

    Luke took his wife's hand and led her to their bedroom. He untucked her blouse from the short skirt she had on and unbuttoned it. It fell to the floor soon after. He saw the red marks on her breasts. Marks that seemed like they might turn to bruises. Luke ran his fingers over them and Shelby winced, so he pulled his hand back.

    "It's okay," she said. "You can touch them."

    Luke studied her face for some sense of her level of honesty and then ran his fingers over the parts of her breasts her bra didn't cover. She winced once more, but a smile followed.

    "When you feel the pain, does it remind you of what he did tonight?"

    Shelby nodded.

    "And does that turn you on?"

    "It turns me on to think of submitting to what he did. To think of offering my breasts for what he wanted to do to them. That's what turns me on, That's what has always turned me on about submission."

    "And that's why I couldn't quite give you what you needed. Because I was just guessing at what you wanted me to do. I wasn't really following my own pleasure."

    Shelby kissed him and when she pulled back a few tears had escaped her eyes. "I love you so much, Luke. I love that you spent so much time trying to dominate me. I love that you worked so hard at it despite knowing that it wasn't really the thing that turned you on."

    Luke wiped away her tears and then stepped behind his wife and unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor and he removed her bra and panties, too, leaving her naked in the middle of their bedroom.

    Her ass was marked as well. Luke couldn't have guessed at the implement, but it looked like she'd been spanked with more than a hand. He ran his fingers over her backside and she moaned softly. He couldn't see her face so Luke wasn't sure if she winced, but he wouldn't have been surprised if she did.

    "I told him that you knew about my visit to him. I told that you'd told me to come back despite knowing that I'd cheated on you."

    Luke kissed the back of her neck and gently cupped her breasts, which felt more wondrous in his hands than usual. "What did he say?"

    "He asked if he could mark me more than usual. If he could leave bruises."

    "And how did you feel when he asked that?"

    "I got wet," she confessed. "Because I knew that would turn him on. Because I knew that my submission to that kind of punishment would make his dick hard. Because I knew that my willingness to suffer for him is one of the things that drives him wild with desire."

    Luke turned Shelby's head and kissed her. She parted her lips and welcomed his tongue eagerly. She moaned and reached back to play with his cock. He wondered if she felt actual desire or if she was merely feigning it as a way of ameliorating any distress he might have felt at his wife having been with another man that night.

    "I think...I think he was turned on that you knew," she said. "In fact, I know he was. He said he wanted to send me back to you with his marks on my body. He wanted you to see undeniable proof that I'd offered him my submission, that another man had marked me and had his way with me."

    Shelby spun around in Luke's arms and kissed him again. She stroked his cock vigorously while rubbing the head against the smooth, soft skin of her stomach. She lured his tongue into her mouth, gently clamped down on it, and sucked for a few seconds while he moaned.

    "Luke, baby, your cock is so hard. Do you like that another man had his way with me tonight? That I offered him my submission? That he wanted to mark my body so you knew that he'd had his way with me?"

    Luke nodded as arousal coursed through his body. He stared into her eyes, battled his feelings for a moment, and then surrendered to them. He picked her up and put her in the bed. He slipped his cock inside her. He fucked her with vigor.

    "Fuck me, baby," she said. "Luke, fuck my pussy. Fuck me hard."

    "Did he fuck you tonight?" Luke asked.

    "He did. Twice," she answered. "He fucked me up against the hotel room window once. My tits were pressed against the glass. There were people watching from below. I had a hood on so no one could see my face, but they were watching, Luke. They were watching my dom fuck me and I came so fucking hard."

    Luke was quickly approaching his orgasm. Part of him hated that he was so turned on, but the sex felt even better than it had the week before and he couldn't ignore the intensity of the pleasure. He had to pursue it. He had to chase the orgasm that all that pleasure promised.

    "Shelby...I'm close!"

    "Cum in me, Luke. Cum in my pussy."

    Luke fucked his wife hard and came inside her. She held him as close as she ever had and showered his neck and cheeks in kisses.

    "I love you, Luke. I love you so much."

    "I love you too, Shelby."

    For the next few months that scene - or something akin to it - played out in their bedroom on Saturday nights. Shelby would serve her dom in a room at the Hyatt. She would come back with proof of her service on her body, though it wasn't always marks that would leave her bruised. Once it was the remnants of her dom's cum on her breasts. Once it was heavily ruined makeup, which had resulted after a vigorous face fucking that made Shelby's eyes water wildly. Once it was a massively enflamed pussy from what turned out to be a long, vigorous pounding from both her dom and a fuck machine he'd brought to the hotel.

    Each time she returned, Luke would find himself overwhelmed with arousal. They'd talk a little about the session. They'd fool around while doing so. Inevitably they'd fuck and Luke would experience a mind bending orgasm. Shelby wouldn't always cum with him - she usually came several times with her dom - but sometimes she did and she was always full of overwhelming love at the end of the night, as if fucking Luke and making him cum had become a necessary part of her submissive process with her dom.

    Then, exactly ten weeks after Shelby had first served her dom, she introduced a considerable curveball.

    "Clay would like to meet you," she said.

    They'd just had sex and were cuddled together in bed. Shelby's naked body was pressed against Luke's and her fingers were moving in slow circles over his chest and stomach.

    "Wait...your dom?" he asked.

    "Yes. He'd like to meet you. He'd like to take us to dinner next Friday."

    Luke stared at the ceiling and noted the increase in his heart rate. He'd never considered meeting Shelby's dom. He was like a mythical figure, almost. She went to meet him on Saturday nights and came home feeling like a new woman, like every bit of stress from the week had been washed away thanks to Clay's skillful domination. Luke liked that set up. Meeting him felt like it might upset the balance of things, though he wasn't really sure how that could happen.

    "Can you think of any reason we shouldn't do it?" Luke asked.

    "Not really, no. But the truth is, I'm not sure I'm capable of thinking about it all that clearly. Clay wants to meet you. He wants me to convince you to meet him and you know I can't help but want to satisfy his desires, even if they're not sexual."

    "Fair enough. Can I confess that the idea of meeting him makes me a little nervous?"

    Shelby sat up and kissed his chest. "Why?"

    "I'm honestly not sure. Though I guess maybe it's just that he's the man that fucks my wife once a week and that satisfies you in ways I've actually not been able to. There's something sort of intimidating about that."

    Shelby kissed him on the cheek in a soft, reassuring way. "Does it bother you that I have sex with him? I mean, I know you like it, too, of course, but is there a part of you that's bothered by it?"

    "Probably," Luke answered. "I'm not really in touch with that part, to be honest. I mean, our sex life is as good as it's ever been, if not better. The sex we had tonight was great and we have more sex during the week than we used to."

    "We do."

    "And Clay is at least partially responsible for that, so I don't really have any complaints, you know? It's definitely unusual that my wife submits to and has sex with another man on a weekly basis, but that unusual thing also really turns me on, so, you know, I guess it doesn't really bother me."

    Shelby kissed him and did so generously. She stroked his cock a little, too, and Luke felt it coming back to life. He suspected his wife was feeling a little guilty about fucking another man and about enjoying it so much, but there was no need for that. Luke wasn't going to turn down the chance to have sex with her again, though, so if she wanted to stroke his cock and let him fuck her because of a little guilt, he was on board with that.

    "I'd be happy to go to dinner with him," he said.

    Shelby smiled and then kissed her way down his chest and engulfed his half hard cock with her mouth. Luke closed his eyes and smiled at the intense pleasure of it. Soon enough he'd be inside his wife again, having great sex again, and cumming hard again.

    ---

    "You look stunning," Luke said as he and Shelby approached the restaurant.

    She smiled, though Luke thought she was a bit nervous. "Thank you."

    "Are you okay?" he asked.

    Shelby nodded. "I do feel a little nervous. I don't really know why."

    Luke gave their name to the hostess and she found it on her list, grabbed two menus, and led them through the restaurant, which was a great deal fancier than Luke expected. He was glad that Clay had offered to pay, as he suspected that something as simple as a drink would cost a small fortune.

    A handsome, well-dressed man smiled and slid out of a booth as they approached. His eyes lit up when he looked at Shelby and she let go of Luke's hand and rushed towards him, as if compelled to do so by an unseen force.

    Clay took her in his arms and they shared a quick-but-deep kiss as the hostess set the menus on the table and left. Luke stood there feeling a touch of discomfort as another man openly kissed his wife in public.

    "Luke, it's great to meet you," Clay said as he extended his hand.

    They shook and Luke replied, "You too, Clay. It's really very good to meet you."

    Clay smiled and gestured for Shelby to sit on his side of the booth. She did so without hesitation, sliding in with Clay following. Luke sat across from his wife and her dom and watched them share another kiss, this one far longer and more erotic, with a healthy dose of tongue.

    Luke was a little taken aback. He hadn't expected Clay to lay claim to Shelby like that. He hadn't expected to feel like the third wheel with his wife and her dom, but that's very much what he felt like.

    There was something else, though. Luke felt intense arousal. He hadn't really expected to see Shelby kiss another man and witnessing it for the first time proved to be astonishingly pleasurable, so much so that his cock had come alive and was well on its way to stiffness.

    "I missed you," Clay said.

    Shelby caressed his face. "I missed you too."

    Clay turned to Luke, studied him for a few seconds, and asked, "Are you okay with your wife sitting next to me?"

    He nodded.

    "And are you okay with me kissing her like that?"

    "Yes."

    "Are you certain, Luke? Because it's okay if you're not."

    "No, I am."

    Clay smiled and turned to Shelby once more. She looked at Luke and then at her dom. She welcomed his lips against hers. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She seemed to suck on it, too, at least from where Luke was sitting.

    Clay turned to him once more. "Does it arouse you to watch me kiss your wife?"

    Luke glanced at Shelby and saw her rest her head against her dom's shoulder. Clay's hand moved under the table and a look of pleasure crossed Shelby's face. It couldn't have been more than her bull's hand on her thigh, but it seemed that his touch was capable of inspiring quite a bit of desire in her.

    "Yes, it does," Luke answered, though it was difficult to utter the words.

    Clay smiled. "That's good. That's very good. That's what I hoped you'd feel, if I'm being honest. That's partly why I invited you to dinner. I know that your wife enjoys being with me, but I wanted to see just how much you enjoy her being with me."

    "I...I really like it. I guess I don't fully understand why I like it, but I do."

    The waiter showed up and Clay placed drink and appetizer orders for all three of them. To Luke's surprise, everything he ordered sounded good, so he offered no argument.

    "Shelby, would you remove your panties for me," Clay said.

    Shelby did so without hesitation and with remarkable skill, as it barely looked like she was doing anything. Her panties appeared on the table, though. They looked soft and delicate and Clay picked them up, inhaled her scent, and then handed them to Luke.

    "Put these in your pocket."

    Luke took the panties and stuffed them in his pocket as instructed.

    "Your wife is exquisite, Luke," Clay said as his hand disappeared under the table once more. This time, though, Luke was certain he was fingering Shelby, at least based on the look of overwhelming pleasure on her face. "I've never worked with a submissive quite like her. She's so eager to please, so desperate to serve a man that gets off on being in control, on domination. It's a shame you're not that kind of man."

    "I know," Luke answered as he watched Shelby grip the edge of the table in an effort to steady herself.

    "But, you made a discovery about yourself when Shelby confessed that she'd seen me that first time, didn't you?"

    Luke nodded.

    "You fucked your wife after she confessed and shared some of the details of our session. You fucked her hard. You came quickly, too. You came quickly because you experienced greater arousal in that moment than you had in all the times you'd dominated her for her pleasure."

    It was true. Luke wasn't entirely sure how Clay understood so implicitly, but it was true.

    Clay's hand appeared from under the table and he held his fingers up. Luke saw them glistening with Shelby's pussy juices. "Clean them," he instructed.

    She glanced around for a moment before taking his fingers in her mouth. Luke watched intently as his wife fellated another man's flesh in a restaurant. He saw Clay smiling out of the corner of his eye and he understood that the dom was demonstrating his level of control over Shelby. That, and his ability to fill her with an uncommon and hugely potent kind of arousal.

    "I have to confess, Luke," Clay began as Shelby continued to suck his fingers, "that I've been thinking about you."

    "Really?"

    He nodded. "Especially when your wife serves me. I think of her husband at home. I think of your inability to satisfy her. I think of the fact that she had to come to me to get what she needed. I think of how much she enjoys it when I take what I crave from her, when I fill her mouth and pussy with my cock. I think of how easy it is for her to cum when I'm inside her. I think of being inside your wife's pussy and it makes the sex better. How does that make you feel?"

    Luke's heart was pounding. He wasn't entirely sure what Clay's intentions were, but it felt like he was being pulled into the world of domination and submission that Clay and his wife occupied. The problem was, Luke felt little objection to being pulled there. If anything, he was intrigued and aroused.

    "It excites me," he answered. "I...I don't know why, but it excites me that she gets something from you that she can't get from me."

    "And what if I got to decide if you were allowed to fuck your wife when she came home from a session with me? What if I got to decide if you were allowed to fuck her during the week? What would you think of that, Luke?"

    Clay's hand moved under the table once more, just in time for the waiter to arrive with their drinks. He set them on the table and quickly left and Shelby's face immediately betrayed the pleasure she felt as she was likely being fingered once more.

    "I...I don't know how I feel about that," he said. "It seems...it seems strange that another man would control when I get to have sex with my wife."

    "Yes, I'm sure it does. From my perspective, though, it's intoxicating. To have that level of control would thrill me beyond words, Luke. To be able to be in your bedroom without ever stepping foot in your house would excite me. It would make my sessions with your wife even hotter. It would make fucking her needy pussy feel even better."

    Shelby looked like she was on the verge of an orgasm, though to Luke it appeared as though she was trying not to cum, perhaps because Clay was the one to control her orgasms when they were together.

    "I want you, Luke, to submit to that small request on my part. I won't deny you every time. I'm not cruel. I'm simply asking for control. Control over your wife's pussy. Control over who gets to fuck her."

    Clay leaned over and whispered something to Shelby. A moment later Luke felt her foot between his legs. She smiled and massaged his cock with her toes.

    "It's your decision, Luke," Clay said. "But I want it. I want your submission on this. I want to be the one that makes the final decision over who fucks your wife and when they fuck her."

    Luke was hard as a rock and for some reason he was turned on by the notion of Clay seizing control of Shelby's pussy. He was so turned on that he was a little worried that her under the table footjob might actually get him off.

    "Okay," he said. "You can decide if I get to fuck my wife."

    Luke was stunned by the pleasure he felt at uttering those words. He gripped the edge of the table and leaned forward as Shelby continued to work his cock through his pants.

    "Take your husband to the bathroom. Suck his cock," Clay instructed. "Make him cum in your mouth. Don't swallow until I give you permission."

    Clay got out of the booth and Shelby followed. She offered Luke her hand and he took it. He stayed close to her to try and hide his boner and she pulled him into the men's room and locked the door.

    Shelby pushed Luke against the door, dropped to her knees, and freed his cock. She took him in her mouth and looked up at him while sucking with such vigor that his legs trembled.

    "Jesus, Shelby, I'm gonna cum."

    Luke came in her mouth no more than a minute after she'd taken him between her lips. He came really fucking hard, too. He closed his eyes as his cock spurted cum onto her tongue and Shelby ran her hands up and down his stomach and chest while moaning in delight.

    When he'd finished, she tucked his cock back into his pants before he stepped away from the door. Shelby unlocked it and left while Luke stayed in the bathroom to take a few moments to catch his breath and go soft.

    When he returned to the table, Shelby was sitting in the same spot next to Clay and her mouth appeared to be empty.

    Luke sat across from them and Clay picked up his glass.

    "A toast," he said, "to the beginning of something truly beautiful."

    They all sipped their drinks, though Luke didn't get much in his mouth before a foul taste registered. He spit the liquid back into the glass and looked up to see Clay and Shelby smiling.

    "That would be the taste of your cum," Clay said. "I had your lovely wife spit your load into your glass."

    Luke was outraged and disgusted. He set his drink down and prepared to say something, but nothing came. Nothing at all.

    "I'm afraid you'll have to finish your drink, Luke," Clay said.

    "No."

    "I should re-phrase. You don't have to finish it, but if you want to fuck your wife tomorrow night after I've had my way with her, you’ll finish your drink. I suppose the choice is ultimately yours, but I'd also be inclined to deny you for the entirety of next week, too, so it could be a costly choice."

    Luke looked at Shelby, but she seemed quite pleased with what was unfolding.

    "She likes to serve me, Luke. She gets off on it, and she knows that making you drink your cum is going to turn me on, so she's not going to be any help to you right now."

    Luke picked up his glass. He knew he'd been played, at least to a certain degree. He'd entered into this with eyes wide open, though. He'd essentially offered his submission - in one way - to Clay and it seemed that the dom had taken that and run with it.

    Luke tilted the glass back and sipped his drink. It was terrible, but he swallowed. It was embarrassing. It was a bit nauseating, too, but he did it. He did it because he wanted to submit.

    "You'll leave once we've finished our appetizers," Clay instructed. "I'd like to enjoy the rest of dinner alone with your wife. After we're finished I'll fuck her in my car. Then I'll drive her home to you, Luke. You won't be permitted to fuck her tonight, of course, but after tomorrow night's session I might let you have your wife with her. We'll see if I'm feeling generous."

    Luke knew he had no real options. He'd agreed to step into this world and now he was going to have to navigate his way through it. He wasn't anywhere near as upset as he could have been, though. There was a kernel of arousal growing in the aftermath of his orgasm. Arousal that worried him a little. Arousal that might carry him a great deal further down the road that Clay had already laid out.

    "I'd be grateful if you let me fuck her tomorrow," he said. "I know it's not my choice anymore, but I'd be grateful."

    Clay smiled, but Luke couldn't read his face. He didn't know if his small act of submission would be enough to convince Clay to let him have Shelby, but he hoped it would be enough.

    Until then, all Luke could do was hope that he hadn't made a colossal mistake in surrendering his rights to fuck his wife without someone else’s permission.

  
    She Needs to be Dominated - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Shelby was - to put it mildly - a mess when she returned from her session with Clay. Her mascara had run down her cheeks. Her hair - which had been in a tight ponytail when she left - was loose and wild, as if she'd slept for 24 hours on it. Her cheeks and chest were red and Luke suspected that if he undressed his wife he'd find further marks left by her dom.

    She was happy, though. Glowing, even. She had a bright smile on her face and she moved like she'd just experienced the kind of pleasure that leaves your body completely and utterly relaxed when it's over.

    Luke noted Shelby's nipples poking through the thin material of the light blue wrap dress she'd worn for her dom. She'd left with a bra on, but it seemed as though it had been lost somewhere along the way.

    "Welcome home," he said before pulling her into a hug.

    The scent of Shelby's perfume filled his nose, but it was joined by the scent of sex and a decidedly masculine musk that was almost certainly left on her by Clay, the man who'd spent the past four hours playing with Shelby.

    Shelby kissed Luke's neck and he closed his eyes as a shiver of pure pleasure moved down his spine. "I missed you," she whispered.

    "I missed you too."

    She stepped back and loosened the strap that kept her dress closed. It opened, revealing her taut stomach and pussy. She pulled it open further and Luke stared at her breasts, which were marked from the undoubtedly rough treatment Clay has visited upon them. The dress fell to the floor along with Shelby's purse and Luke stepped towards her.

    Shelby held up her hand to stop him. Luke felt a touch of frustration, but he remained still.

    "Has he given you permission?" she asked.

    Luke shook his head. "I texted to ask, but I haven't heard from him yet."

    Clay was Shelby's dom, but he'd taken control of Luke's ability to enjoy his wife's body, as Luke was now required to ask permission to fuck her. He'd done so after Clay informed him that Shelby was on her way home, but he hadn't heard back yet.

    Shelby smiled - like she very much enjoyed that Clay hadn't yet given his permission - and approached her husband.

    "Keep your hands at your sides," she said softly while unbuttoning his shirt. His undershirt and pants came next. His boxers fell to the floor. She kissed his neck and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him slowly while Luke clenched his fists and held them at his side to prevent himself from touching his wife's naked body without permission.

    "I want to touch you," he said.

    "I know you do, but there are certain parts of me you're not allowed to touch without Clay's permission."

    Luke's cock surged in his wife's hand and he felt a little embarrassed at finding such pleasure in the idea of another man wielding such control over him. "Which parts can I touch?"

    "My face," she said.

    Luke reached up to caress her face as Shelby looked up at him and slowly stroked his cock.

    "My neck."

    "Can I kiss your neck?"

    Shelby nodded and Luke leaned down to kiss his wife's neck. She moaned softly and used her fingers to spread the precum around the tip of his cock.

    "You can touch my back and hips," she said.

    His hands moved down her back and he grasped her hips, pulling her close. His cock pressed against her stomach and Luke hoped she might guide him between her legs, but instead Shelby cupped his balls and ran her fingers over the wrinkled flesh.

    "You can touch my legs, but you have to stay below my knees."

    Luke hadn't agreed to any of the rules Shelby was laying out. He'd simply agreed that Clay would control whether or not Luke got to fuck his wife. It seemed, though, that Shelby's dom wanted more control.

    "These weren't the rules I agreed to at dinner last night," Luke said.

    Shelby looked up at him and smiled. "I know."

    Luke's hands moved towards her ass and she backed away, depriving him of the grasping a handful of her soft, perfect backside.

    "What if I don't want to follow these new rules?"

    She smiled. "That's not relevant, is it?"

    Shelby backed up until she was leaning against the front door. She gently grasped one of her breasts and moved a hand between her legs. She bit her lower lip and met Luke's gaze while masturbating. His body hummed with desire. He wanted his wife. He wanted to kiss her. To pleasure her. To be inside her.

    "Why isn't it relevant?" he asked.

    "Because you want to follow Clay's rules, Luke, so there's no reason to ask about what might happen if you don't want to follow them. You might not find it easy, but you like that he took more control than you were willing to offer. You like that the man that satisfies your wife's sexual desires is going to restrict your access to my body. You like that he's going to make you earn the right to enjoy my body. You like that he'll never have to earn that right, that my body is his to enjoy when he wants it."

    Even if he'd been inclined to argue, Luke would have had a difficult time doing so convincingly given that he was sporting a painfully stiff erection as he stood naked in front of his wife.

    "How do I earn the right to enjoy your body?"

    "I'm so glad you asked," Shelby replied. "You can start by coming over here, getting on your knees, and kissing each of my toes. Then, you can kiss your way up my feet. You can kiss my ankles. You can kiss my legs. You can take your time with it, too. You can show me - and show Clay - that you're willing to work for the chance to enjoy your wife's body."

    Luke hesitated. The idea of getting on his knees and kissing her feet felt a little embarrassing.

    "I could also just leave you here, go to the bedroom, get on a call with Clay, and masturbate exactly as he tells me to while you're denied even a little of the pleasure you crave."

    The look on Shelby's face made it seem like she was serious, like she'd walk away and deny him even a shred of pleasure if he refused to follow Clay's rules. So much had changed in the span of just a few short weeks, but it seemed to Luke that the changes were irrevocable.

    "He really does give you what you need, doesn't he?"

    Shelby nodded and plunged two fingers into her pussy. "I love you, Luke. I love that you tried for so long to give me what I need. I love that you tried to dominate me despite it not being what you want. I love that you tried so hard to learn what I need, but despite your efforts, you don't have it in you. You're not dominant. You're submissive like me."

    Luke's knees wobbled a bit as he felt a wave of arousal wash over him. A sense of resistance followed, though. He wasn't submissive. He just wasn't dominant in the way Shelby needed. He could make love to her as often as she desired, but he found little pleasure in subjecting her to the kind of things Clay was clearly good at.

    Shelby pushed away from the door, grabbed her purse, and strode past Luke. He turned and saw the marks on her ass and the backs of her thighs where Clay had delivered the sort of pain that his wife seemingly craved.

    "Did he spank you?" he asked.

    She stopped and looked over her shoulder. "He did. It turns him on that I'm willing to suffer through a spanking for him. Tonight he had me select the implement of punishment. I chose a paddle. His dick was hard as I brought it to him, got on my knees, and presented it to him. He hadn't touched himself. It was my willingness to submit to his punishment that made his dick hard, Luke. It was my willingness to suffer the pain of a spanking that had his cock dripping precum by the time it was over. It was my willingness to take him into my throat and let him use my mouth as he desired that gave Clay his first orgasm of the night."

    She was enumerating the differences between him and her dom. She was making it perfectly clear that Clay provided something that Luke couldn't.

    Shelby started towards the bedroom again. "Wait," he said. "I'll kiss your feet."

    "Follow me."

    Luke followed his wife to the bedroom and she set her purse on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed. He dropped to his knees in front of her, fell forward, and planted a kiss on each of her toes. He kissed her feet, doing so softly and slowly as he worked his way towards her ankles.

    "Clay would be very happy that you're offering him your submission, Luke," she said.

    Luke's cock throbbed, though some part of him hated that he got excited at Shelby's words.

    "I can see why he enjoys having me on my knees for him," she added. "There's something exciting about your eagerness to please."

    Luke looked up and saw his wife's pussy. Her labia were red and swollen from what he imagined was a vigorous pounding from her dom. She was wet, too. He felt a deep desire to put his tongue inside her, though he knew that desire would be rebuffed.

    "Can I taste your pussy?" he asked despite knowing he’d be denied.

    "No," she replied with a smile. "You haven't earned that yet. Now keep kissing my legs."

    Luke dropped down and showered his wife's feet and legs with kisses. She reached towards her purse and pulled out her phone.

    "I'm going to send Clay a text to let him know that you're being good, that you've offered your submission. It will make him very happy."

    Luke felt a deep sense of embarrassment, so much so that he considered giving up and backing out of the bedroom. He persisted, though, as there remained a fair amount of excitement coursing through him.

    "He says you can earn the right to fuck me," she said. "Would you like that, Luke? Would you like to earn the right to fuck your wife?"

    He knew she'd phrased it that way on purpose. She was making it perfectly clear that Luke had surrendered a significant amount of control to her dom. After all, how many married men had to ask another man for permission before fucking their wife?

    "Yes, I'd like that," he answered.

    Shelby pointed to her feet and sent another text as Luke resumed kissing her toes.

    "Suck on them," she said.

    He took her big toe in his mouth and he sucked. The taste was far from exquisite, and yet he made his way down the line, sucking on each of her toes, eliciting a few moans along the way, each of which filled him with an unexpected kind of pleasure.

    "Clay says you can fuck me, but there are conditions. Would you like to know what they are?"

    Luke looked up and nodded with his wife's toes in his mouth.

    She smiled, set her phone on the nightstand, and reached into her purse. Her fingers emerged holding a used, tied off condom. Luke stared up at what looked like an enormous load of cum and he felt an instant sense of tightness in his chest as he suspected that the conditions attached to him getting to fuck his wife almost certainly involved Clay's cum.

    "The conditions are simple. Clay requires that I pour most of his cum onto my toes. You are then to clean it off with your mouth. You are not permitted to swallow, though. Once you've cleaned my toes I will place the used condom on your cock and welcome you into my pussy. You will fuck me with your dick wrapped in a superior man's used condom and you will do so while holding his cum in your mouth."

    Luke tried to pull back but Shelby pushed her foot forward, making it perfectly clear that she expected him - or Clay expected him - to keep her toes in his mouth while she explained the requirements of getting to have sex with her.

    "You'll have one minute inside me. If you can cum before the minute is up, you get to orgasm. If you don't cum in a minute or less you're required to pull out the moment my phone timer goes off. If you fail to pull out it will be weeks before you're allowed inside me again. Do you understand?"

    Luke nodded.

    "Any questions?"

    "If I don't cum in a minute, do I get an orgasm?"

    Shelby shook her head. "No. If you don't cum in a minute you'll have to wait for your orgasm. Oh, and Clay made it perfectly clear that he is in control of your orgasms, not just sex with me. So you're not permitted to masturbate without his permission, either."

    Frustration, embarrassment, and arousal mingled in Luke's body as he stared up at his wife. He felt like there was a very real chance he was on the verge of making a colossal mistake by surrendering so much control to a man he'd met on only one occasion, and yet the arousal won out.

    "I'd like to fuck you," he said. "And I'm willing to do as Clay desires."

    Shelby lifted her feet until the heels rested on the edge of the bed. She untied the used condom, upended it, and slowly poured the surprisingly thick cum onto her toes. The pretty red polish she'd applied that afternoon was quickly coated in the creamy white fluid her dom's cock had produced. A bit of it dripped on the floor, but for the most part it was thick enough to stay right where she put it.

    Shelby set the condom on the nightstand and grabbed her phone. She tapped the screen a few times and held it up like she was going to take a picture.

    "Are you...are you going to send him a picture?" Luke asked.

    "A video, actually."

    Another wave of embarrassment washed over Luke as he imagined Clay watching the video. Luke closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and felt the arousal win out again. He leaned forward and parted his lips. He took one of Shelby's toes in his mouth. The taste of cum filled his mouth and he very nearly pulled back to gag.

    "Open your eyes and look up at the camera," she said.

    Luke did as instructed. He stared up into her phone's lenses while sucking another man's cum off her toes. It was by far the most humiliating thing Luke had ever done, and yet his dick remained hard. In the moment it was difficult to argue that he wasn't submissive.

    "Clay's going to love this," Shelby said with a smile. "And for what it's worth, you're making me very happy, Luke. He told me that he'd see me midweek if I managed to convince you to clean his cum off my feet, which means I get to serve him twice next week instead of just once. You have no idea how exciting that is for me."

    She was right that Luke didn't entirely understand just how much his wife enjoyed serving her dom. He felt as though he was beginning to grasp the pleasure she experienced while with Clay, though, as Luke was now fully enmeshed in a submissive experience.

    "Very good," Shelby said as Luke finished cleaning all ten of her toes. "Stand up."

    He stood while Shelby set her phone aside and grabbed the used condom. She slid it over his stiff cock and then reached into her purse and pulled out a rubber band. Luke was confused for a moment, but Shelby doubled up the rubber band and slid down his cock. It was a tight fit, but it ensured that the used condom - which was now far too big for his dick - wouldn't slip off while he fucked her.

    Shelby then moved back, spread her legs, and said, "You have one minute to fuck me, Luke."

    She grabbed her phone as he crawled forward. He slipped inside her, she tapped her phone's screen and set it on the bed. He saw the seconds ticking down and began to thrust in and out of her.

    "That's it," she said. "Fuck me, Luke. Fuck me while you wear Clay's condom. Fuck me while another man's cum bathes your cock. Fuck me while you hold his thick, creamy, salty load in your mouth."

    Luke fucked her harder. He glanced at the phone. He had thirty seconds left. For the first time in his life he wanted to cum as quickly as possible.

    "I can barely feel your cock, baby," Shelby said. "Clay fucked me so hard tonight. He stretched my pussy with his big dick. He stretched it so good I can barely feel you inside me."

    Luke tensed up and came. He glanced at the phone. Fifteen seconds left. He'd gotten there in plenty of time. The pleasure was intense, too. Remarkably intense as the satisfaction of a good climax spread from his loins to the rest of his body.

    "You can swallow," Shelby whispered.

    Luke swallowed the cum in his mouth and a wave of humiliation followed as he came down from his orgasm and felt every bit of what he'd submitted to. He'd eaten another man's cum. He'd worn another man's condom to fuck his wife. He'd surrendered to everything Clay asked of him and he probably didn't have to, though it seemed possible that Clay was determined to seize as much control as he could.

    "Kiss me," Shelby said.

    They shared a long, slow, deep, romantic kiss and Luke's angst over what he'd done disappeared as his wife's tongue entered his mouth while she grabbed two handfuls of his ass.

    "I love you, Luke," she whispered.

    "I love you too."

    They kissed again as she caressed his face. Again Luke felt a deep sense of connection to his wife.

    "Thank you for tonight. Thank you for allowing me to continue seeing and submitting to Clay. Thank you for being willing to offer your submission. You have no idea how much it turns him on that you're willing to submit."

    "Really?"

    Shelby nodded. "Absolutely. He's a man that craves control. That gets off on it. Getting my husband to surrender control is almost as big a thrill as dominating me. You can expect him to want more of you as time goes by."

    Luke wasn't sure he was willing to give more.

    "I'm sure you'll at least consider what he wants," she continued. "If for no other reason than to make me happy."

    They kissed again and Luke closed his eyes and welcomed her tongue into his mouth.

    "Let's get that condom off of you," she said. "Then, if you don't mind, I'd like you to go down on me."

    "Of course."

    Luke pulled out and Shelby carefully removed the condom from his cock. "Go clean your cock in the bathroom."

    He dutifully washed his dick clean and returned to the bedroom to find Shelby naked in the bed with her legs spread. She'd piled their pillows against the headboard and was leaning against them with a smile on her face and the used condom still in her hand.

    "I texted Clay to tell him you'd been good, that you'd cum in less than a minute and that you'd held his load in your mouth the entire time. He told me that I could give you another orgasm tonight - this time with my hand - if you were willing to swallow everything that's in this condom."

    Luke stared at the used condom that held a mixture of his and Clay's cum.

    "I'll pour it on my breasts and you can lick and suck it off of them while fingering me. When you're done, you can move between my legs and eat me out until I have two or three orgasms. Then I'll give you a handjob. How does that sound?"

    It sounded insane. Not that long ago it would have sounded like the craziest, nastiest, most unappealing thing Luke had ever heard.

    "I'll do it," he said.

    The smile on her face was all the reward he needed. She upended the cum onto her breasts and Luke crawled into the bed, settled next to her, and slipped his fingers in her wet pussy as he began to lick his load off of her perfect tits.

    "That's a good boy," Shelby whispered as she rested a hand on the back of his head.

    A deep - and somewhat unexpected - sense of calm and happiness filled Luke's body. Clay's introduction to their marriage had resulted in swift and rather massive changes, and yet they weren't unwelcome.

    Luke harbored fears of what might come in the future, but those fears could be dealt with at another time. In the moment he was focused on pleasing his wife, which was what he cared about more than anything else.

  
    She Needs to be Dominated - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Luke woke up three times his first night in chastity. Each time it was the pain of his cock trying to get hard in a small cage that pulled him from sleep. Each time he reached between his legs instinctively. Each time he was reminded that his cock had been locked in a cage because his wife's dom had demanded that he do so.

    It took a few nights to adjust to the fact that his nighttime erections would be defeated by the cage. After that, though, it was easy to sleep through the night and Luke was quite certain that Clay - his wife's dom - was wrong about the effects of the chastity device.

    Clay seemed convinced that Luke would turn into the sort of man that would be willing to fluff a cock just for the pleasure of watching his wife experience the bliss of an orgasm with another man's dick inside her. Under no circumstances was Luke going to give a blowjob, though. The idea of it was revolting even after a week in chastity and the notion that the disgust would simply fade away after another week or two in a cock cage was insane.

    The second week in chastity was harder than the first. It took very little to arouse Luke and his cock would strain against the cage anytime he got turned on. He began to leak precum at regular intervals, too, leading to a consistent feeling of moisture in his underwear, which in turn was a constant reminder that another man - Shelby's dom - had control of his cock.

    The third week proved considerably more difficult than the second, but that was due to Shelby's influence. She went out of her way to arouse Luke as often as she could. It still didn't take much, but she pushed harder. She would kiss him with depth and passion at random times and places, and as much as he wanted to resist her obvious efforts to tease him, Luke couldn't. The arousal would be instantaneous and he'd lose the ability to think of anything other than his need to cum. That would make the ache even worse, of course, but the pain wasn't nearly enough to deter him from welcoming his wife's tongue into his mouth.

    Shelby dressed differently, too. When they went out, her clothes were tighter and a little more revealing. She rarely flaunted her cleavage in public, but in that third week she dressed exclusively in tops and dresses that showed off her breasts and she seemed to have invested in bras that enhanced her natural gifts, capturing Luke's attention and inspiring unyielding desire in him. Around the house she dressed almost exclusively in underwear, ranging from simple bra and panty sets to full-on lingerie sets.

    Luke's arousal began to feel like a form of madness midway through the third week. He could no longer think clearly. His cock produced a steady stream of precum that left his underwear damp for most of the day. His dreams were highly sexual and always frustrating. He became a less effective employee, too, as his mind wandered constantly to thoughts of his wife having sex with another man, to the kiss she'd given him that morning, to the lingerie she's worn while they ate breakfast, to a dozen other thoughts, all sexual.

    The one constant throughout Luke's imprisonment in chastity was a question his wife would pose as they crawled into bed: "Are you desperate enough for an orgasm that you'd be willing to fluff our dom's cock?"

    His answer was consistent each and every time she asked: "No." Sometimes he'd add, "I will never suck cock."

    Towards the end of the third week, though, Luke stopped adding the second part. He still refused, but for the first time since he'd been locked in chastity, he'd begun to consider how bad it would be to fluff a cock. It would be humiliating, yes, but only Shelby and Clay would know he'd done it. Plus, it probably wouldn't require him to do it for very long. Maybe he'd only have to suck on the dick for a handful of seconds before he was excused from the task.

    Shelby continued to see Clay, of course. She went to him at least three times a week, sometimes four. Some visits were for hours, some were quickies where she would service his sexual desires in no more than fifteen minutes. The longer his chastity went on, the harder it became for Luke to accomplish anything when his wife was serving her bull. He'd always try to do chores, entertain himself with a TV show or a video game, but the longer he was locked up, the more distracted he was by thoughts of Shelby doing all manner of things with Clay. As the third week came to a close, Luke had given up on distracting himself. Instead, he sat on the couch, closed his eyes, and let the thoughts wash over him. He pictured his wife submitting her body to her dom, surrendering to his punishments, to his kinky desires, to sucking his cock, to sucking his balls, to licking his taint, to getting fucked in any position Clay desired because satisfying her dom was the thing that satisfied Shelby more than any other.

    Exactly three weeks after first locking him in the chastity cage, Shelby returned from a marathon session at Clay's house. She looked exhausted and her hair and makeup were a mess. Clay had manhandled her, though Luke understood that his wife found great pleasure in being used in that way.

    "Follow me to the bedroom," she said with a smile after Luke greeted her with a hug and a soft kiss on the cheek.

    He walked behind his wife and she looked over her shoulder and smiled a few times as they made their way to the bedroom they shared.

    "Undress me."

    Luke carefully removed every article of clothing from his wife's body. He noted how red her ass and the backs of her thighs were and suspected she'd develop light bruises. Clay enjoyed spanking her and Shelby enjoyed surrendering her body for his pleasure, which meant their long sessions often included punishment of some sort. Her breasts were reddened, too, though that was often because Clay handled them roughly while fucking her, especially if he took her from behind.

    "Did you enjoy yourself today?" he asked.

    "It was exquisite," she replied. "He had a frustrating week at work. He was a little rougher than usual. His punishments a little harsher."

    In most cases that wouldn't have been a good thing. Shelby trusted Clay implicitly, though, and they'd developed what Luke knew was a beautiful dom/sub partnership. She gave herself to him to do as he pleased, and in doing so she felt the pure bliss of existing in subspace while in his home and under his care. It was the form of sexual pleasure that Shelby craved more than any other and Clay could provide her with it in a way Luke couldn't as he'd only ever played at being a dom.

    "I'd like you to shower with me," she said.

    Luke undressed and followed his wife into the bathroom. They stepped into the spacious shower and she placed her body under the flow of hot water. Her eyes closed and she ran her fingers through her hair. A relaxed look washed over her face and the sensation seemed to move through her body. Shelby reached for Luke and he took her hand. She pulled him close and they kissed.

    It was different from the teasing kisses they'd shared over the past three weeks. It was a kiss meant to help them reconnect, to ground her in their relationship after she traveled to the great heights of pleasure and pain at the hands of her dom. The end result, though, was quite similar for Luke as his cock ached and his desire for his wife screamed through his body.

    "Will you wash me?" she asked.

    "I will."

    Luke soaped up his hands and carefully worked his way over the whole of his wife's body. He cleaned her, but it was about more than that. It was about touching her, about massaging her sore body, about showing that he cared for her, that he was willing to serve her in a similar manner to how she served her dom. It wasn't lost on him that Clay used her body for his pleasure - including fucking her multiple times - and that Luke was locked in chastity and tasked with cleaning up after her dom had gotten what he craved from Shelby.

    "May I worship your pussy?" Luke asked after cleaning his wife.

    She ran her fingers through his wet hair, smiled down at him, and shook her head. "No, you may not. You're not permitted to tend to my pleasure in that way until you've had Clay's cock in your mouth, until you've offered him your submission in the manner he demands."

    "Shelby, please..."

    Her smiled indicated that he had her sympathy, but she wasn't going to defy her dom. She didn't seem to have any interest in doing so, in fact, as doing as her dom desired was the thing that thrilled Shelby more than any other.

    She helped him to his feet and kissed him, this time absent tongue. Her breasts felt wondrous pressed into his chest and he ran his fingers down her back and grasped her warm, wet ass and squeezed it hard, eliciting a soft moan. He wanted her. He craved her. Every fiber of his being cried out for Luke to have her in some way, but Clay had determined that Luke was permitted little more than seeing her naked and kissing her.

    "I know it's scary," she said softly, "but I promise that fluffing our dom's cock will be easy. It will feel natural to you. It has nothing to do with your sexuality. Instead, it has everything to do with your willingness to submit. By offering your mouth, you offer Clay your submission. You show him that he's your dom just as much as he's mine. You show him that he owns you just as much as he owns me."

    Shelby cupped his caged cock and his tight balls and squeezed them softly. "You already gave him ownership of your cock, Luke, of your erections, of your pleasure. He controls that now and he will continue to do so for as long as we submit to him. He's a generous dom, though. He almost always makes me cum when I see him. Sometimes he allows me to cum multiple times. You'll be allowed to cum, too, but you need to surrender fully."

    She released his genitals from her grasp and traced her fingers up his body until she'd slipped two of them into his mouth. "You need to show Clay that he controls your mouth, Luke, that you're willing to suck cock for him, that you're willing to surrender to his desire to see you on your knees with his dick in your mouth. He is a dominant man. He can't help himself. He wants to assert his power over you. He wants to see you surrender. He wants to see you suck his dick before you beg him to fuck me, to satisfy me in ways you can't."

    Shelby gently fucked Luke's mouth with her fingers, moving them in and out as he instinctively sealed his lips around her flesh.

    "You're submissive, Luke. I know the idea of giving a blowjob is terrifying, but once you do it you'll find nothing but pleasure in taking Clay's cock in your mouth and servicing him until he's hard for me."

    Luke was turned on, but he told himself that it had nothing to do with the notion of sucking Clay's cock. It was because he was naked with his wife, because they'd just kissed, because he'd gone three weeks without so much as an erection.

    "He's going to leave you in chastity until you fluff him, Luke," she said before pulling her fingers free. "He doesn't care. He'll leave you locked up for six months if that's what it takes. In a way, he's giving you control over your orgasm in this instance, because all you need to do is suck his dick for a little bit and then you'll be free to cum. He'll determine how you cum, of course, and I suppose if you behave badly you might be denied your pleasure even though you've surrendered your mouth to him."

    Shelby kissed him and she did so deeply. She smiled, took the bar of soap in her hands, and set about washing his body. She did so in a manner that Luke guessed was designed to lead to deep arousal. She touched him in the most wondrous fashion and spent a great deal of time cleaning his caged cock and balls. When she was finished, Luke's legs trembled from the intensity of his desire.

    "Are you desperate enough for an orgasm that you would be willing to fluff our dom's cock?" she asked.

    For the first time, Luke actually considered it. He considered taking another man's cock in his mouth. It wasn't just that he wanted to be released from chastity. Shelby's talk of submission had gotten to him, had wormed its way into his brain. He kept trying to tell himself that he wasn't submissive like that, and yet he had let his cock be locked in a cage. He had agreed to many submissive acts that Clay had demanded of him.

    "No," he answered despite an uptick his willingness.

    Shelby smiled and they finished their shower, dried off, and went to bed.

    The fourth week in chastity felt impossibly difficult. Luke got almost nothing done at work, though Shelby had a hand in that by sending hourly texts and naughty selfies designed to arouse him.

    Each day of the week Luke was made to watch his wife masturbate before bed. She'd put him on his knees by the side of the bed, spread her legs, and pleasure her pussy with her fingers or a toy while he watched. He was not permitted to help in any way for the first few days. He simply had to watch as she got off. His cock throbbed in the cage the entire time, of course.

    On the third day Luke was permitted to suck on Shelby's toes as she played with a toy. He did so without thinking, due in large part to the overwhelming nature of his arousal. Shelby used a larger toy than usual that day and she fucked herself with it while rubbing her clit, leading Luke to think of her and Clay having sex.

    On the fourth day Shelby again fucked herself with a toy while Luke sucked on her toes. This time, though, she added dirty talk that referenced her dom, luring Clay further into a world of arousal built around the notion of his wife having great sex with another man.

    "Clay, baby, your cock feels so good inside me. You fuck me so good. You fuck me so good while my husband watches!” she cried out moments before an orgasm overtook her on that fourth day of the fourth week.

    The toy play and dirty talk continued for the rest of the week and each night Luke found himself increasingly more desperate for a release from the agony of chastity, for the chance to pleasure his wife, for the chance to have an erection, for the chance to escape the pain of denial.

    On the last night of the fourth week, Clay was in their home when Luke returned from work. He was on the couch with a glass of wine in his hand and his arm around Shelby, who was dressed in a bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. She too had a glass of wine in her hand.

    "Strip," Clay demanded of Luke the moment he walked into the living room.

    It didn't occur to Luke to defy the man sitting on his couch. Instead, he stripped and stood with his hands at his sides, his chastised cock exposed for Clay and Shelby to see.

    "Kiss him."

    Shelby set her glass down, stood, and pressed her lingerie-clad body against Luke's. She smiled and a moment later her lips were pressed against his. Luke couldn't help but run his hands down her back. He couldn't help but grab her ass to pull her a little closer as her tongue slipped into his mouth and danced with his. He groaned, both from the pleasure of it but also from the intense ache between his legs.

    "Put your fingers inside her, Luke," Clay instructed.

    Luke pushed a hand into his wife's panties and penetrated her. She moaned while kissing his neck and he looked towards Clay and saw a smile on the dom's face.

    "I'm going to fuck your wife in your bed tonight, Luke," he said. "I'm going to cum inside her in your bed tonight."

    Shelby moaned and so did Luke. He was awash in equal parts arousal and angst. It felt like too much was being thrown at him and all of it was enhanced by the complete orgasmic denial he'd undergone for the past month.

    "I'm going to fall asleep in his arms," Shelby added. "You're going to sleep on the couch."

    Luke felt a little dizzy. He tried to find something to say, but nothing came. Not a word.

    "Get on your knees, Luke," Clay instructed.

    He fell to his knees and looked up at Shelby, who somehow seemed even more attractive from that angle. She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair before looking over her shoulder at her dom.

    "Show him your pussy and tell him who it belongs to."

    Luke could hear the smile on Clay's face.

    Shelby pulled her panties aside and revealed her pussy. Luke noted that she'd shaved all the hair but for a strip above her clit. She gently parted her labia to demonstrate her wetness and said, "My pussy belongs to Clay. You know that, though. It's belonged to him since I first served him. All of me has belonged to him since that day, and it's more true now than it's ever been. He gives my body what it craves, Luke, what you tried to give me, what you couldn't give me. Clay gives me what I need, so my body belongs to him."

    Luke tried to lean forward to kiss his wife's pussy but she pushed hard on his forehead and stepped away.  He knew he wasn't permitted to taste her without permission - not since he'd refused to suck cock - but he wanted to try anyway.

    "You know you're not allowed to indulge in your desire for her cunt without my permission," Clay said.

    Luke was surprised at the annoyance on Clay's face, though perhaps he shouldn't have been. He'd tried to annoy him, after all, and he'd succeeded.

    "I should punish you," Clay continued, "but I feel like that might not be effective."

    Luke clung to a small sense of victory - he'd defied the dom - right up until Clay stood and gestured towards his belt. Shelby seemed to understand that the gesture meant for her to remove the belt, which she did without hesitation. She folded it in half, handed it to Clay, and promptly got on her knees on the couch with her ass facing Clay and Luke.

    Without a word, Clay delivered a punishment, striking Shelby's ass with the belt three times. He then ran his hands over both her cheeks and leaned over to kiss the back of her neck.

    Clay then delivered three more strikes and repeated the soothing process.

    Luke had figured that the punishments his wife had spoken of weren't actually all that painful. As he watched he realized how wrong he'd been. Shelby was suffering for her dom. In an instant Luke understood why he'd never been able to give Shelby what she needed. He could never bring himself to truly make her suffer. Clay could, though, because he got off on it, and Shelby got off on giving herself over to a man that got off on doling out punishment and on dominating her in a variety of other ways.

    Luke, though, felt awful as he watched Shelby take a belting. "Please, stop," he said.

    Clay turned to him. "No. There must be punishment for your misbehavior, Luke."

    "Then belt me."

    Clay smiled. "No."

    He delivered three more strikes to Shelby's ass, ran his fingers over her reddened flesh, and then helped her to her feet. He held her close and she looked deeply lost in her affection for him despite the fact that he'd just punished her. They shared a long, tender kiss and then Clay put a hand on her head and Shelby fell to her knees and pawed at his cock.

    "You may pleasure me," he said.

    Shelby unzipped his pants, reached inside, and freed her dom's cock, which was almost fully erect. She took him in her mouth without hesitation and stared up at him while swallowing the whole of his shaft.

    Clay moaned like it was the finest pleasure he'd ever experienced. He put a hand on the back of her head and began to thrust in and out of Shelby's mouth, controlling the speed of the penetration while she did little more than offer her mouth as a hole for his pleasure. Her eyes watered and she gagged a few times, but it was clear that she'd long since mastered the art of swallowing the full length of her dom's dick without too much trouble.

    "Kiss him," Clay instructed.

    Shelby pulled back and turned to Luke. She crawled his way and kissed him deeply. A sweet taste - Clay's precum, he guessed - filled Luke's mouth as his wife's tongue invaded while she teased his locked cock.

    "I'm sorry I disobeyed him. I'm sorry you were punished," Luke said as the rest of the room seemed to fall away, leaving just him and Shelby on their knees.

    She smiled and rested her forehead against his. "It's okay. Punishing me arouses him, and arousing him is what satisfies me. I don't misbehave to get punished - he doesn't want a sub like that - but I do enjoy suffering for him as part of my submission. That doesn't have to be part of your submission, though. Yours will be different. Yours will be about the pleasure of recognizing that you're a lesser man. Yours will be about embracing the pleasures of erotic humiliation."

    At first her words made no sense to Luke. His cock had throbbed when she called him a lesser man, though, which his brain quickly connected to erotic humiliation. Was she right? Was he that kind of submissive?

    Clay turned towards them and Luke stared at the throbbing head of the dom's cock.

    "Show your submission," Shelby whispered. "Suck his cock, Luke. Show that you understand that you're the lesser man when Clay is in control, when he's in our home."

    Luke's heart pounded as his gaze remained fixed on Clay's cock. Then his knees were inching forwards, propelling his body along with them. Then the cock was inches from his mouth.

    He looked up at Clay, who smiled and said, "Suck my cock. Submit to me. Show me that you understand that I've been in control for months now. Show me that you understand your place, Luke. Then there's a chance I'll let you have an orgasm."

    Luke leaned closer until he could feel the warmth emanating from Clay's cock. He parted his lips and remained still for a few moments. He was on the verge of something significant, of taking a massive step in a direction he wasn't entirely sure about. He could feel the humiliation Shelby had mentioned, but it didn't strike him as arousing in that moment. There was fear, though. A great deal of fear.

    Luke took a deep breath and leaned forward. The spongy head of the cock moved between his lips and rested on his tongue.

    "That's it," Shelby said softly as she caressed his lower back. "The hard part is over. You've crossed that scary barrier, Luke. Now suck on it. Be a cocksucker. Show Clay that he's in charge, that he's our dom. Show him that you'll do whatever it takes to please him, that you're just as eager to offer your submission as I am."

    Luke closed his eyes and took a leap. He went all in. He offered his submission. He sucked cock. He took the first steps down a path that would lead him and Shelby to places they'd never imagined they'd go.

  
    She Needs to be Dominated - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      It's the morning after Luke has offered his submission in a bisexual manner for the first time. His wife's dom walks into the kitchen where Luke is busy making coffee. It's just the two of them. Now, Luke will have to show his submission in an even deeper fashion.
    

    
      Later, we fast forward a few months to Luke and his wife Shelby discussing their future with Clay, her dom, and how they both see things unfolding. Will it get serious, or does Shelby want nothing more than an occasional play partner?
    

    ---

    "Good morning, Luke."

    Luke jumped at the sound of Clay's voice and nearly knocked over the French press in the process, catching it at the last moment and spilling just a bit of the coffee on the counter.

    He looked over his shoulder to see his wife's dom standing at the edge of the kitchen wearing only a pair of boxer briefs. Luke briefly glanced at the impressive bulge in Clay's underwear and regretted immediately that his impulse had been to do so.

    "It's okay if you look," Clay said. "There's nothing wrong with that, especially after last night."

    Luke turned back to the French press, set it aside, and wiped the coffee he'd spilled on the counter. He tried not to think too hard about the night before, but the memory of sucking Clay's cock surfaced almost immediately. It was like he could feel Shelby's lips against his neck and hear her encouraging words as Luke took another man's cock in his mouth and pleasured him as an act of submission.

    "Turn around, Luke."

    He took a deep breath and turned towards his wife's dom. Clay was seated at the kitchen table and stroking himself through his underwear. His bulge had grown and Luke's heart began to pound.

    "Did you enjoying sucking my dick last night?"

    Luke shook his head. "It's not something that comes naturally to me."

    "Being a cocksucker?"

    "Yes."

    Clay smiled. "It's not supposed to come naturally, Luke. That's the fun of it. That's what turns me on. You don't want to suck dick, which is why it's such a potent act of submission to do so."

    Luke watched in horror as Clay lowered his underwear to his ankles, leaving his cock free and his balls resting against the chair.

    "Get on your knees and crawl to me," Clay instructed.

    Though he was loath to admit it, Luke had offered his submission to Clay on so many occasions that he couldn't begin to count them all. The cocksucking from the night before was the most significant example of his submission, but it had become silly to resist the idea that he was submissive. That didn't stop Luke from feeling uncomfortable at the idea of offering his submission while alone with Clay, though.

    "Don't disappoint me, Luke," Clay said. "I gave you an instruction and I expect you to do as you're told."

    Luke was surprised by the sudden surge of arousal he felt, so much so that his cock ached a little in the ever present cage that Clay had locked him in. He felt it throughout his body, too, which is why he fell to his knees and crawled towards Clay.

    "That's a good boy," the dom said.

    Luke felt his face redden from the humiliation of being called a 'good boy' by the man who'd fucked his wife multiple times the night before, and yet the tingle of arousal appeared between his legs.

    "You're going to shower my cock and balls in kisses, Luke. You're going to show your submission by doing so. Then, when the coffee's ready you're going to pour two cups. You'll set them both on the table and then return to your knees to suck me off. You'll take my load in your mouth and then spit it into your coffee. It will be all you're permitted to have for breakfast. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, sir," Luke replied.

    Clay released his cock from his grasp and Luke leaned in and showered the head, shaft, and balls in kisses. He licked a little, too, showing his submission in the manner in which he'd been ordered to do so. His body hummed with humiliation as he did so, but Luke understood that the humiliation was the point. He was supposed to feel it. He was supposed to suffer. He was supposed to embrace the humiliation as a way of showing his submission.

    "Your wife is an exquisite woman, Luke," Clay said with a smile. "She's the purest submissive I've ever had the pleasure of working with and it's truly generous of you to set her free to pursue her kink with the kind of man that can give her what she craves."

    Luke had tried to dominate his wife, but he didn't possess the qualities of a true dom like Clay and he'd never fully enjoyed trying to give Shelby what she needed.

    "Isn't it fascinating that my ability to dominate her properly also means that my cock provides her with far more satisfying orgasms than you've ever been capable of giving her?"

    Luke suspected he wasn't supposed to answer the question so he continued to lick and kiss the dom's cock and balls.

    "Even if you had a bigger cock or better stamina than I do - neither of which is true, but let's say it was - you still wouldn't be able to make her cum as hard as I do because you can't turn her on the way I do," Clay continued. "And since great orgasms are born in the brain and not in your private parts, I'll always be able to make your wife cum harder than you do. I'll always be the one she thinks about when she craves a truly great orgasm. I'll always be the one she wants to give herself to if she has a choice, and I have a feeling that you're always going to be a good submissive cuck and give her that choice."

    Luke wanted to believe that Shelby wouldn't agree with her dom's assessment, that she would say that her husband could make her cum just as hard as Clay could, albeit in a different manner. The problem was, Luke knew it wasn't true. Clay made her cum harder because he satisfied her deepest sexual desires and Luke couldn't possibly replicate that.

    "I'm grateful for you," Luke finally said. "For your presence in our lives, in Shelby's life in particular. She deserves to feel the things you can make her feel. She deserves that kind of pleasure."

    Clay smiled. "I think, Luke, that you'll find that you're grateful for my presence in your life, too, though I understand if it takes you some time to come around to the idea that you're a submissive, that you need to be dominated, that you're happiest when a stronger, better, superior man has taken control of certain elements of your life and marriage."

    Luke wanted to pull away, to stand up, to argue that Clay was insane, that he would never possess that sort of control. He thought of the night before, though, of the unexpected sensations of pleasure and arousal that had followed his decision to part his lips and take Clay's cock in his mouth. He thought of how close he'd felt to Shelby in that moment as she kissed and caressed him while he fellated another man. He searched his body and mind in that very moment and found more than a little arousal present in every corner as he humiliated himself by showing fealty to the cock that had satisfied his wife countless times since Shelby had first offered her submission to Clay.

    "The coffee should be ready now," Clay said. "I'd like a touch of cream and a teaspoon of sugar in mine."

    Luke stood, turned, and set about preparing the coffee. He wasn't thinking too hard about it, though, as his mind was occupied with the notion of sucking off his wife's dom. He'd only given a brief blowjob the night before and cleaned Clay's cock a few times after he'd cum inside of Shelby. Giving a blowjob to completion was a different task. It was crossing another boundary. It was terrifying, in a way, and yet Luke was not so gripped by fear that he felt a desire to refuse the instruction. He worried more that complying would lead him further down a path he wasn't entirely sure he wanted to travel.

    "Here's your coffee," Luke said as he returned to the table and set down two cups.

    Clay took a sip, smiled, and replied, "It's perfect. Now get on your fucking knees and suck me off. Feel free to make it quick. Use your hands, lips, and tongue. Make me cum in your mouth. Suck for your reward, for your sustenance. Suck for the pleasure of taking my seed on your tongue. Suck with the understanding that a submissive craves the pleasure of his dom above all else."

    Luke fell to his knees and went about the business of sucking cock. He closed his eyes to make it easier and used his hand in concert with his mouth to provide as much friction as possible.

    Clay sipped his coffee, groaned, and at times put a hand on the back of Luke's head as he got his dick sucked.

    "Fuck...you're already quite good at this, Luke, and you've barely had any practice. You're going to be a world class cocksucker some day. Trust me on that. I'm going to make sure you get a great deal of practice, as a man like you needs to be useful in as many different ways as possible."

    Luke wished he wasn't so turned on. He told himself it was just that he'd gone more than a month without an orgasm, that the cage around his cock had led to a kind of madness where he'd get turned on by having a dick in his mouth. Luke wasn't entirely sure he believed it, though, as the notion of being rewarded with Clay's cum was far more appealing than it should have been. Certainly more appealing than a month of orgasm denial should have made it. Maybe he really was as submissive as Clay and Shelby said he was.

    "I'm getting close," Clay said. "Make sure you catch every drop of my load or I will take a belt to your wife's already tender ass and make you watch as I do so."

    For just a moment Luke marveled at how effective it was to threaten Shelby with punishment. He knew his wife found pleasure in offering herself for punishment, but that was only because she liked providing arousal for Clay, not because she craved the pain.

    As Clay began to cum, Luke sealed his lips tight around the head. He nearly gagged as the semen hit the back of his throat and Luke panicked that he'd lose some of the cum, but he fought off his body's reflexive desire to purge the seed from his mouth and caught every drop of it.

    Luke spit the cum into his coffee and looked up at Clay. Imbued with a spirit of submission, he asked, "May I sip my cum-flavored coffee, sir?"

    "Yes, you may."

    Luke imbibed the cummy coffee. An unpleasant taste lingered on his tongue, but it was the humiliation of looking up at Clay while drinking his cum that proved most difficult to endure. Luke did it, though, and he felt a pleasant tingling between his legs and in the back of his head.

    "Thank you, sir, for letting me suck you off and swallow your cum," Luke said, in part because it felt good to say so and in part because he was trying to be a good submissive.

    "You're welcome, Luke. Now get busy making breakfast. I'll wake Shelby up when it's close to being finished and I'll be sure to tell her that you sucked me off like a good sub."

    "Yes, sir," Luke replied.

    He stood, sipped his coffee again, and set it on the counter before turning to the fridge to gather ingredients for breakfast. He knew he'd gone a little further into his submission to Clay and he couldn't help but wonder if he and Shelby had already gone so far that they wouldn't ever be able to return to anything resembling a normal sex life.

    The truth was, though, that Luke knew they couldn't go back. Not really. Not if he wanted their marriage to survive. Instead, he'd have to find his place in their new reality, and it seemed increasingly like Luke's place was going to be whatever Clay decided he wanted it to be. The real question was whether or not Luke could handle that.

    ---

    "Are we moving too fast?"

    Shelby looked up from her phone and, tilted her head, and paused for a moment before saying, "Can you give me some context?"

    Luke chuckled. "Right. With Clay, I mean. Are we moving too fast with him? He's staying here one or two nights a week. You're staying at his place one night a week. It just seems like he's becoming a bigger part of our life than I expected this soon."

    "This soon?" she asked. "Luke, it's been six months since I first offered him my submission. I'd say we're actually moving at a pretty normal pace, relationship-wise. I mean, if I was dating him we'd absolutely be spending a night or two a week at each other's houses."

    "You're not dating him, though."

    Shelby set her phone aside and pulled her feet up onto the couch and tucked them under her thighs as she faced Luke. "I've never been in a kink-focused relationship before, but I imagine this is a lot what they look like."

    Luke stared as he tried to process his thoughts.

    "I suppose, though, that it's more like we're both dating him," she added.

    "I'm not dating him," Luke shot back.

    Shelby crawled across the couch until her body was tucked against his. "Is that right? Because you sure do suck his cock an awful lot for someone that's not dating him."

    Luke wanted to pull away, but her lips found his neck. Her tongue danced over his skin and just like that he was awash in arousal. His cock stirred in the cage that had become a permanent accessory since it had first been placed upon him.

    "Shelby, please..."

    "We're in a relationship with Clay, Luke," she said. "I sort of understand why you're still resistant to the idea, but Clay is not just my dom. He's our dom. We've offered him our submission. He controls us. He controls my body. He controls your body. We do as he desires because it satisfies us. Me more than you, perhaps, but you can't deny that it turns you on to serve Clay."

    He took a deep breath. "Where does this end, Shelby? He's here one or two nights a week. Is he going to move in at some point? Are we going to move in with him?"

    "How would you feel about that?"

    "What? Wait, are you seriously thinking about that?"

    "I'm not sure what I'm thinking, to be honest."

    "But you've thought about having him move in with us? You've thought about living with your dom?"

    "Our dom."

    Luke couldn't believe his wife was even entertaining the idea of folding Clay into their lives in such a significant manner. It was insanity.

    She took his hand and caressed his forearm. "I want you to be honest with me, Luke. On a day to day basis, would you say that you're happy since Clay became a part of our lives?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Happier than you were before?"

    "I..." he began before swallowing his words. Luke hadn't considered the question until that moment and he was surprised to find that the answer came back as a resounding 'yes.' He just didn't want to admit it.

    "Luke?"

    "Yes...I'm happier than I was before."

    "Despite the fact that your cock is in semi-permanent chastity? Despite the fact that you're now a bona fide cocksucker? Despite the fact that Clay fucks me and cums inside me far more often than you do? Despite the fact that you eat most of his cum out of me?"

    Luke didn't have an answer.

    "Maybe, Luke, the reason you're happier is that I shouldn't be using the word despite in those questions. Perhaps I should change how I describe it. Perhaps the reason you're happy is because you're a cocksucker, because another man fucks me far more often than you do, because you get to enjoy the pleasure of cleaning his cum out of me, because he's locked your dick in a cage to ensure your submission."

    Luke felt a deep sense of embarrassment as he wondered if his wife was right. Was it possible? Could it be that he was just as submissive as her? Was it possible that he'd spent months trying to avoid coming to terms with that reality?

    "A submissive finds their greatest pleasuring in serving the needs of their dom," she said softly. "A submissive craves sexual release, but will always choose the release of their dom over their own if it comes to that. I think you find it immensely satisfying when Clay cums in your mouth, Luke. I think you're proud of the fact that you've become a good cocksucker for him. I think that you actually like that he suggested sharing your mouth with a few of his friends. I think you've discovered that you're just as submissive as I am. It's just harder for you to admit it. I understand that, though. Men aren't supposed to be submissive."

    Luke closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He hadn't admitted it, but he'd felt a touch of desire when Clay suggested that he was thinking of sharing Luke's mouth. He'd imagined being able to pleasure his dom's friends and especially doing so with Shelby on her knees next to him and the thought had brought him to a place of rather intense arousal.

    "The truth is, Luke, I don't know where this is going to end up," Shelby said as she cuddled a little closer. "It could be that Clay wants to keep things as they currently are. It could be that he wants to take things further, that he wants to move in with us, that he wants complete control. I'm not sure how I'd react to that because it's a huge step. I am sure, however, that I'm open to anything, that I trust Clay completely, that I want to be his submissive in every way and that his pleasure and happiness matters deeply to me."

    "Me too," Luke admitted. "As hard as it is to say, me too."

    She kissed him on the cheek. "I know, sweetie. I've known for months. It's nice to hear you say it, though. And, in case it isn't clear, if we lived with Clay we'd have so many opportunities to serve him, to make his life better, to pursue our pleasure in doing everything we can to make him feel good."

    It was a little too much to try and comprehend in the moment, but Luke was ready to consider the idea of opening their lives to a full time arrangement with their dom.

    "I'm going to text Clay and see if you can serve my pussy," Shelby said. "I'm so horny and he's away for a few days. If he says yes, you'll give me a full body rub and lots of orgasms with your fingers and tongue. Okay?"

    "Nothing would make me happier," he replied.

    It was the absolute truth.

    "Tell Clay that I'd be willing to do something - or sacrifice something - to earn the right to pleasure you tonight. Maybe I could...shit, maybe I could go to his house and clean while he's gone, or unpack for him when he gets back, or something like that?"

    Shelby smiled brightly and kissed him on the cheek again. "See? You're a submissive, Luke. Through and through. You're just like me and you have no idea how happy that makes me."

    It was getting harder and harder to argue with the notion that Luke was any less submissive than his wife, so he decided he wasn't going to bother anymore. He was going to embrace his submissive side. He was going to ride the waves of humiliation, degradation, service, and pleasure and see what happened.

  
    She Needs to Fantasize About Him

    She’s not thinking about you. She’s fantasizing about someone else. Someone she just met. Someone she flirted with. Someone she wants to fuck.

    She wants him. She needs him. You’re a good man. You’re a good husband. But there are things you can’t give her. Things that she needs. Things that he can give her.

    Let her have what she needs. Let her have him. Let it happen. Become a cuckold.

    She needs this. She needs to feel his big cock in her mouth. She needs to hear him moan as she blows him. She needs to feel her lips stretch around a big dick. She needs to feel like she’s giving pleasure to a real man.

    She needs this. She needs to be on her knees in front of a real man. She needs to take him in her mouth. She needs to look up at him with her sweet, sexy eyes. She needs to see his lust for her. She needs to make him feel good.

    She needs to sit on a big cock. She needs to feel her pussy stretch around his rock hard, thick dick. She needs to feel full. She needs more than you can provide her in bed. Let her have it.

    She needs this. She needs him to fuck her from behind. She needs him to own her pussy. She needs him to pound her relentlessly. She needs to cum hard on his big, thick, beautiful cock. Let her have it.

    She needs this. She needs to surrender her body to him. She needs to get on her hands and knees and offer her pussy to a real man. She needs to feel him enter her from behind and stretch her with his deep, hard thrusts. She needs to moan for him. She needs to beg him for more. Let her have it.

    She needs this. She needs to feel him between her legs. She needs to feel his cock sliding in and out of her. She needs to kiss him as they fuck. She needs to squeeze her pussy around his cock. She needs to urge him to cum inside her.

    She needs this. She needs him to fuck her in your bed. She needs to feel his hard body on top of hers. She needs to feel like she’s his, at least for a night. She needs to feel like another man owns her pussy. She needs to feel him cum inside her.

    She needs this too. She needs her cuckold husband to clean her pussy. She needs to feed you another man’s cum. She needs to let his seed empty into your mouth. She needs you to swallow it all. She needs you to embrace being her cuckold. She needs you to let her fuck other men whenever she wants it.

  
    She Offered Herself to a Successful Man

    “Scotch?” Declan asked.

    James wasn’t a big fan of Scotch, but he didn’t want to risk doing anything that might make Sophie’s boss think less of him. His wife had repeatedly pointed out how important the evening was to her career.

    “That would be great, thanks,” James said.

    Declan was an undeniably impressive man. He’d built his company into an international powerhouse over a span of twenty years and he’d earned a reputation as a shrewd, ruthless businessman that refused to settle for anything less than what he wanted.

    James wondered if Declan’s remarkable good looks played a part in his success. He seemed far younger than his 52 years – if not for the salt and pepper hair James would have guessed him to be no more than 40 years old – and he clearly worked to stay in shape, unlike some of his successful peers.

    “Here you are,” Declan said as he handed James a Scotch on the rocks.

    “Thanks,” James replied.

    Declan’s gaze turned to Sophie and his wife as they chatted across the room. “Let’s drink to your wife,” he said. “She’s proven to be among my most valuable employees. I see a lot of myself in her, to be honest. She’s driven to do whatever it takes to get the job done, which is a quality I value more than almost any other.”

    James raised his glass and took of a sip of the smoky, exceptionally strong whiskey. He tried his best not to make a face at how much he disliked the way it felt sliding down his throat.

    “Come, James,” Declan said as he turned and walked into his study.

    The room looked like a cross between a library and a high tech office. The desk was littered with expensive electronic equipment and the shelves were adorned with elegant-looking hardcover books. 

    There were two leather chairs on the other side of the desk and Declan sat in one as he gestured for James to take the other.

    James took another sip of his drink and regretted it immediately. Too much of the overwhelmingly strong liquid slipped down his throat and he coughed.

    Declan said nothing, though his smile spoke volumes. James was fairly certain that the enormously successful man didn’t think much of him.

    Why would he, though? Other than being married to Sophie, James didn’t have much to hang his hat on. He had a good job that paid him far more than most people made, but Sophie brought home a great deal more than he did and both of them made a pittance compared to Declan.

    As the silence dragged on, James felt uncomfortable. He wasn’t sure what Declan’s purpose was in bringing him into the study and he was eager to find out.

    “That’s quite a collection of books,” James said, mostly to fill the silence. He knew it wasn’t particularly insightful or useful, but his discomfort had become overwhelming.

    Declan smiled and sipped his drink, but he said nothing in response. Instead, he stood up and walked to the other side of his desk. He put his drink down and looked at James.

    “The first time I fucked your wife was in this room,” he said.

    James nearly dropped his drink on the expensive rug beneath his feet. “What?” he said.

    “I told her to bend over my desk and put her hands right there,” Declan continued as he pointed to a spot in front of his computer. “She did so without hesitation.” He looked at James and smiled. “Your wife has always been a very good girl.”

    “What?” James said again, though this time he’d managed to move past his complete and overwhelming surprise to find a bit of anger.

    “I lifted her skirt and found an exquisite lace thong,” Declan said as he leaned down and opened one of the desk drawers. He pulled out a lace thong and handed it to James. “Most women don’t wear underwear like that to work, James. Your wife isn’t like most women, is she?”

    James shook his head.

    “Bring them to your nose, James. Breathe deeply,” Declan instructed.

    James found himself doing as he was told. He brought the panties to his nose. He breathed in. Amazingly, he smelled his wife’s perfume.

    “I pulled her panties off and slipped them into my pocket,” Declan continued. “Sophie didn’t make a sound. She didn’t try to move. She knew what was coming.”

    James felt glued to the leather chair. He couldn’t tell if it was the surprise of hearing that his wife had been fucked by her boss or Declan’s magnetism, but he wanted to hear the rest of the story.

    “I told Sophie to unbutton her blouse and expose her breasts for me. She did so without hesitation. I stepped behind her and took her soft, splendid tits in my hands. I squeezed her nipples hard enough to make her yelp, but she kept her mouth closed and swallowed the pain.”

    James sipped his drink. The strong taste no longer felt like a bother. It was a salve against the painful impact of the story he was listening to.

    “I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock,” Declan continued as he stared into James’s eyes. “I pressed her face into the desk and pushed into your wife. I took her from behind, James. I took what I wanted and she offered no resistance.”

    James imagined his beautiful blonde wife bent over the desk. He imagined her getting fucked from behind. Instead of getting angry, he found a puzzling and worrisome sense of arousal building between his legs.

    “It wasn’t until she started moaning that I realized your wife wasn’t getting what she needed at home,” Declan said. “They weren’t courteous moans. They weren’t designed to make me cum faster and get it over. They were moans of pleasure. They were the moans of a woman that was finally being fucked by a man.”

    James was utterly dumbfounded. He felt like he was on the worst roller coaster ride of his life, and to make matters worse he was feeling a little bit tipsy from the strong alcohol he’d downed.

    “There’s great pleasure in fucking a woman that’s been deprived of good sex, James. Great pleasure,” Declan said as he settled into his desk chair. He sipped his drink and smiled. It was the smile of a man that knew he could have absolutely anything he craved.

    “Why?” was all James could muster.

    “Because I take what I want, James. Because I wanted your wife. Because she wanted me. Because she happily bent over. Because she happily let me fuck her. Because she happily let me cum inside her.”

    “You…you came inside her?” James asked.

    Declan laughed. “Of course I did, James. She didn’t stop me. She didn’t ask me to pull out. She told me to cum inside her. She practically begged me for it. She wanted it. She needed it. You are not man enough for your wife, James.”

    “How many times have you been with her?” James asked.

    “Been with her? Are you trying to ask how many times have I fucked your wife?” Declan replied.

    James nodded.

    “I haven’t counted, James. She still doesn’t say no, though. In fact, I’d say Sophie has grown quite accustomed to having a real man fuck her.”

    Declan looked past James and smiled. “Welcome,” he said.

    James turned and saw Sophie step into the study. She looked radiant in the knee-length satin dress she’d worn to the dinner party. She had a glass of champagne in her hand and a happy, almost gleeful look on her face.

    “Why don’t you give your husband a kiss?” Declan said.

    Sophie stepped closer and bent over to kiss James on the cheek. Her lips were warm and soft against his skin and she let them linger for a few seconds before standing and moving towards Declan.

    The older man leaned forward and ran his fingers up Sophie’s bare legs. They moved under her dress and she closed her eyes and moaned quietly when he reached her pussy.

    “She’s wet, James,” Declan said.

    James looked at his wife. Her eyes were still closed. She placed a hand on Declan’s desk to steady herself.

    “Tell your husband what you want, Sophie.”

    Sophie opened her eyes and turned to James. She smiled and said, “I want Declan to fuck me.”

    James knew they’d already passed the point where he could do something about the situation. Declan’s fingers were in his wife’s pussy. She was staring at him and declaring her desire to have sex with her boss. There was no argument he could make that would end with him reclaiming her.

    “Go to your husband,” Declan said.

    His fingers moved out from under her dress and Sophie did as her boss desired. James looked up at his beautiful wife as she stood in front of him. He saw her erect nipples poking through the soft satin of her dress. He saw the look of lust in her eyes.

    “Go ahead, James. Feel her pussy. Feel her desire,” Declan said.

    James put his drink down and leaned forward. He let his fingers move up Sophie’s thighs and between her legs. He found her pussy and slipped inside her. She was wet, just as her boss had said. James slipped a third finger inside his wife and penetrated her. She moaned as he moved in and out of her body.

    “That’s good, James. Embrace her desire. Show her that you support her need for a real man. Play with her pussy. Bring her to the edge of orgasm,” Declan instructed from across the desk.

    James fingered his wife harder and faster. She put her hands on his shoulders for balance. Declan stood up and moved behind Sophie.

    “That’s enough, James,” he said.

    James pulled his fingers from Sophie’s pussy. She smiled at him as Declan lifted her dress and unzipped his pants.

    “What do you want, Sophie?” Declan asked.

    She looked into James’s eyes and said, “I want you to fuck me.”

    “What about your husband?”

    Sophie bent over and put her hands on James’s knees. “I want him to watch,” she said.

    “Tell him the truth, Sophie,” Declan demanded as he pulled off Sophie’s panties.

    A smile crossed her face as she looked into James’s eyes. “You’re not man enough for me,” she said.

    A look of pleasure crossed Sophie’s face and she closed her eyes. Declan was inside her. “Oh, fuck,” she said.

    Declan fucked her slowly as James studied his wife’s face. He found it more arousing and beautiful than he thought possible. He was experiencing deep pain and pleasure in the same moment.

    When Sophie’s hand moved between his legs and played with his hard cock, some of James’s pain went away. She opened her eyes and smiled.

    “You’re hard,” she said.

    James nodded.

    “Of course he is,” Declan said as he fucked Sophie harder and faster.

    Sophie seemed to find joy in her husband’s erection. “He was right about you,” she said.

    Declan pulled out and grabbed a handful of Sophie’s blonde hair. He pulled her upright and she turned to kiss him. She sucked on his tongue as James watched.

    Declan deftly untied the strip of satin that kept her dress on and pulled it down, exposing Sophie’s breasts. He manhandled them and kissed her once more. James’s erection throbbed as he watched.

    Once more Declan grabbed a handful of Sophie’s hair. He bent her over and her hands came down on James’s legs.

    A pained look crossed Sophie’s face as Declan pushed inside her.

    “He’s in my ass,” she said to her husband.

    Declan laughed. He maintained his tight grip on Sophie’s hair and pushed into her. James saw the pain on her face. He saw nothing that made it seem like she wanted it to stop, though.

    “Does your husband take your ass, Sophie?” he asked.

    “No,” she said between moans.

    “Why not?”

    Sophie looked at James and smiled. “He’s not man enough to deserve my ass.”

    All James could do was watch. He felt no urge to stop it. He felt no urge to get up. He felt the opposite. He wanted to watch.

    Declan fucked her ass harder. He pulled back on her hair and she closed her eyes and let him use her body. She felt the pain. She seemed to feel the pleasure of being used.

    “Where do you want it?” Declan asked.

    “My ass. Cum in my ass,” Sophie said.

    Declan laughed. James’s cock throbbed painfully. He was confused by his desire but he wasn’t willing to walk away. Another man was having anal sex with his wife and he couldn’t get up. He couldn’t stop watching.

    Sophie arched her back and looked towards the ceiling as Declan pulled hard on her hair and fucked her ass.

    “Take it,” he said.

    He stopped thrusting. He was cumming inside her. James was watching another man cum in his wife’s ass.

    Sophie remained bent over when Declan pulled out. She looked into her husband’s eyes as her boss pulled up his pants, grabbed his drink, and left.

    Sophie leaned forward and kissed James. Her tongue slipped into his mouth. A long, low, sensual moan followed.

    “Do you want to see?” Sophie whispered.

    James nodded.

    She stood up, slowly turned around, and bent over. Her ass cheeks opened and James was staring at the hole another man had just fucked and filled with cum.

    Sophie’s asshole was smooth, slippery, and a little red from the abuse it had just taken. There wasn’t yet any liquid dripping out of her, but James knew that Declan’s cum was inside her and it turned him on in a way he didn’t understand.

    Drawn forward by a desire he didn’t comprehend, James pressed his face between his wife’s smooth ass cheeks and licked her asshole. It made no sense, and yet he felt a powerful kind of lust centered between his legs.

    When Sophie moaned, James worked his tongue even faster over her asshole. He couldn’t help himself. He was licking the hole someone else had just fucked and filled with cum.

    “That feels so good,” Sophie said. “Soothe my sore little asshole with your tongue, baby.”

    James couldn’t believe what his wife was saying. He couldn’t believe she’d want him to do such a thing, and yet they were both participating and doing so eagerly.

    “That’s good, baby,” Sophie said as she stood up after a few minutes. “He’s still inside me, and trust me when I say you don’t want to lick that up.”

    James wondered if he would have continued licking even when Declan’s cum began leaking out of her. He wasn’t sure it would have been an automatic no.

    “I had no idea you were capable of being so naughty,” Sophie said as she tied her dress around her neck once more. “I guess Declan knew, though. He certainly knew I was the kind of girl that wouldn’t be able to resist the desires of a powerful man like him.”

    Sophie sat in her husband’s lap. He wrapped his arms around her and they shared a kiss. She didn’t seem to mind that he’d just been licking her ass.

    “Your cock feels so hard,” Sophie whispered as she ground her ass into his lap.

    “I know. It’s crazy,” James replied, giving at least some voice to the chaos playing out in his head.

    Sophie gently pressed her forehead against his. “It can be a lot crazier,” she whispered. “I have some wild stories to tell you if you want to hear them.”

    “I’d love to,” James added as he moved his fingers between her legs and pressed them into her pussy.

    Sophie moaned softly. “Good. Maybe you can do more of that while I tell you.”

    “I’d love to,” James said. He felt more of the wild, unfamiliar desire that had emerged as he watched Declan fuck his wife.

    Sophie gently pulled his hand from between her legs. “Later,” she said. “For now we have a dinner party to attend.”

    “Right.” James had temporarily forgotten where they were. “Of course. Yes, a dinner party.” He laughed. “We should do that.”

    Sophie stood up and straightened her dress. She bent down and picked up her panties to pull them up her legs. “I’m going to get cleaned up in the bathroom. Why don’t you take a moment here to make sure you’re not walking into the party with an erection?”

    “Yes. Perfect,” James said.

    Sophie kissed his cheek.

    “I love you,” he said.

    “I love you too.”

    James watched as Sophie walked away. Her ass looked breathtaking in the satin dress. His cock still throbbed. He was going to have to wait a while before he’d be soft enough to return to the party.

  
    She Owns You Now, Cuckold

    When it started, you just wanted to watch your wife have sex with someone else. You couldn’t stop thinking about it. You couldn’t stop fantasizing about someone else fucking her tight pussy while you jerked off.

    It took a little while, but eventually your wife agreed to make your fantasy a reality. She found another man to fuck her. She found someone with a bigger cock, just like you requested. She found someone to fuck her better than you ever had. She made your fantasy a reality, but then things changed.

    She’d warned you beforehand. She’d told you that your fantasy might have unintended consequences. She warned you that bringing someone else into your marriage could change things in ways you hadn’t anticipated.

    The first change was that you weren’t allowed to fuck her anymore. That one happened quickly. She saw no point in having your cock inside her anymore when her new man was so skilled and his cock was so much larger than yours.

    That should have been a clue that things were going to change significantly. You didn’t pick up on the clue, though. You were too turned on by it. You found being denied her pussy to be the ultimate form of cuckold pleasure.

    Putting your cock in a chastity device was the second change. She noticed you were masturbating too much for her taste and that you’d often be unwilling to do your part as her cuckold husband after you’d cum. That’s when she took control. She locked you up and you didn’t up a fight. In fact, you embraced it. It thrilled you. It felt so kinky.

    Making you suck her bull’s cock was the next change. It started with you two doing it together. Then it transitioned to you doing it alone. She’d kiss him while you worshiped his cock and balls, getting him nice and hard for her. You were a good fluffer.

    Then she feminized you. She put you in pretty panties and stockings. She made you wear them whenever you were in the house. She made you go shopping for pretty women’s underwear. She made you humiliate yourself in front of the sales girls. She made you submit to her desire for you to be her feminized cuckold husband, and you did it all without question.

    Now you recognize that she owns you completely. You don’t fight her. You’d never consider fighting her. You simply submit to her desires. You recognize that your pleasure lies in making her happy. You recognize that the satisfaction of submitting to your wife is what makes you happy.

    Soon, she’s going to find a man to fuck you. He’s going to bend you over, pull your panties down, and slide his cock into your ass while she watches. He’s going to complete your transformation.

  
    She Owns Your Tongue

    You are mine to do with as I please. You are my submissive cuckold. You are my slut. You are my slave. You are whatever I want you to be.

    Your cock is of no use to me or any other woman. It is worthless. It should be locked in chastity and kept there forever. It will never feel the intense pleasure of my pussy. That is for real men. That is for men that know how to fuck.

    You can still give pleasure, though. Your tongue is quite useful for that. Luckily, I own your tongue and I can do as I please with it.

    When I say, “Worship my pussy” I expect you to take your place between my legs. I expect you to use your tongue like the well-trained cuckold that you are. I expect that you will lick my cunt until I cum.

    Furthermore, I expect that you will do so without any expectation of pleasure in return. Your pleasure comes from servicing me. Your pleasure comes from making me cum. Your pleasure is derived from knowing that you have served some purpose to your mistress.

    What you want is of no importance. I know you like worshiping my pussy, but I don’t care. It is merely a nice side benefit. You worship my pussy because it’s your place. You worship my pussy because that is all you are good for.

    If I want you to worship my pussy in the morning, I don’t care if it makes you late for work. You’ll do it to my satisfaction and then go on your way. If I want you to worship my cunt the moment you get home, I don’t care if you’re stressed out and wanting to relax. You will eat my cunt and make me cum.

    I own your mouth. I own your tongue. This is what you are good for. Sexually, this is all you are good for. Your cock cannot provide me with pleasure because your cock is worthless. Your cock cannot provide any woman with pleasure.

    Your dedication to my pleasure is what thrills me. Your desire to get on your knees when told is what makes me wet. You’re quite skilled at eating pussy, of course. I’ve trained you well. I’ve shown you exactly how to make me cum. I let you do what you crave most in the world.

    Never forget your place. Your cock is small and worthless. Your tongue is worth its weight in gold. Your mouth is where your only sexual talent lies. Your mouth is what separates you from all the other worthless cuckolds out there.

    Never forget that I own your mouth. I own your tongue. I own you. You are my submissive. You do as you’re told and you find deep, intense, overwhelming pleasure in that. You find your life’s greatest reward in being a good boy for me.

  
    She Picks the Right Chastity Device for Your Dick

    You started this. You asked your girlfriend to lock your cock in chastity. It was seeing so many people post about Locktober that inspired you to do so. For a month you lost yourself in the idea, getting more and more turned on by it until it reached a point where you couldn't resist.

    So you asked your girlfriend. Much to your surprise, she agreed to lock you up. She instructed you to look over the chastity device options online and present her with what you thought were the best. Then she would pick one out and you could order it. She promised that she'd lock up your cock the moment it arrived.

    Now you're sitting on the couch with your laptop resting on your legs. Your beautiful blonde girlfriend is cuddled up next to you as you pull up a list of options you've compiled.

    You show her a CB-6000 but she thinks it's a little too clunky and she doesn't like that your cock won't have any breathing room, mostly because she likes the idea of being able to tease your flesh.

    You show her a steel cage and she says it's an option, though she doesn't like the shiny silver look quite as much as you do. You show her a hard plastic cage that comes in a variety of colors, but she rejects it because there's only an opening at the tip.

    Then you show her the Cobra chastity kits. They're made of a strong, lightweight plastic, but they're not just one solid piece. There are plenty of openings for your flesh to poke out when she excites you while you're in the cage. You can see her face light up before she leans in to study the well-designed chastity device.

    "I like this one," she says with a smile. "In fact, I think this one is perfect."

    "Really?" you ask, mostly because you can hardly believe that your fantasy is that much closer to becoming reality.

    She kisses you on the cheek, lets her lips linger against your flesh for a few moments, and says, "Yes, baby. I want to lock your cock in one of those chastity devices."

    "Okay, so I was thinking the large cage would probably be smartest," you say.

    She laughs softly. "I don't think so, baby. Order the small one."

    "But...what if it's too tight?" you ask.

    She kisses your neck and goose bumps rush down your arm. "Your dick isn't very big, baby, so the small cage will be just right for you."

    You feel your loins come alive as she makes it perfectly clear she's unimpressed with the size of your cock. You click the link for the small cage and move to add it to the cart. "Should I get the black one?"

    Your girlfriend stares at the laptop screen and surveys the color options. She reaches between your legs and lets out a soft moan when she finds that your cock has reached a semi-erect state. "Actually, I don't think the black one is quite right for you."

    "Which...which one is right?" you ask.

    Her lips brush against your neck as she strokes your cock, bringing you to a painfully stiff state. "The pink one is right for you, baby."

    Your pulse quickens as you think of being locked in a pink cage. It's humiliating, and yet there's no denying the arousal you feel. "Are you...are you sure?" you ask as you feel a touch of hesitation at the idea of committing to a pink chastity device.

    "I'm absolutely certain," she says. "In fact, I can't see locking your little dick in anything but a pink cage."

    Now you're hard enough that your cock hurts a little as it presses against your jeans in a bid for freedom. You add the small pink chastity cage to the shopping cart. You offer up your credit card information. You choose the fastest shipping option. You buy the chastity device.

    "It will be here in two days," you say.

    "Mmm, I can't wait," your girlfriend replies. "I hope you're ready for this."

    There's something about the tone of her voice that worries you a little. "What...what do you mean?" you ask.

    She closes your laptop and sets it on the coffee table. Her delicate fingers pull your zipper down and she frees your cock and takes it in her hand. Her beautiful eyes find yours as she strokes you slowly. Her skin is warm and soft against yours and her touch offers immense pleasure.

    "Once I lock your little cock, I own it," she says. "It's mine to do with as I please. I can leave you locked for months. I can deny you an orgasm for weeks, for months, for a year if it makes me happy to do so. I could make you worship my pussy every day and deny you even a hint of pleasure, letting your little dick drip in its cage while you beg me for release."

    She drops to her knees between your legs and kisses the tip of your now painfully stiff dick. Her tongue flicks back and forth over the underside and you shudder with pleasure at every little touch.

    "I could keep you locked up and make you act as a servant for the chance to be freed from chastity," she continues. "I could make you find me another man to fuck - one with a nice big cock that would actually feel good in my pussy - and I could make you watch in your cute little pink cage while he pounds me to orgasm after orgasm."

    You're trembling, and not because you're nervous. It's desire coursing through your body. It seems possible that you've unleashed an unexpectedly dark, controlling side of your girlfriend by asking her to lock you in chastity, and yet you're intensely aroused.

    "You like the idea of me owning your cock - and owning you as a result - don't you?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    She takes the head of your cock in her mouth and sucks hard while her tongue dances over the underside. You close your eyes as her vacuum-like suction fills your body with overwhelming pleasure.

    She swallows your cock and begins giving you a vigorous blowjob. She strokes and sucks and you look down to see her beautiful eyes staring up at you. "I'm close," you say.

    She keeps sucking. She's going to let you cum in her mouth. In fact, she's sucking harder and it feels heavenly. Your loins tense up and a moment later your cock explodes in her mouth, unleashing thick ropes of your seed as she gently moves her tongue over the underside, ensuring an enthralling climax.

    When you're finished, she looks up at you and swallows your cum. She wipes her lips clean, smiles, and says, "That's the last orgasm you're going to have for a long time. Once I've taken ownership of your cock and I have that key hanging around my neck, you're going to have to work very, very hard for your release. I hope you're prepared for that."

    "I am," you say. You have no idea if she’s serious about keeping you locked up long term, but you're certain you can handle it. In fact, you're quite certain it's going to be hugely exciting.

    "Oh, and I'd like you to get started looking for guys to fuck me," she says. "I want a nice big cock, too. One that puts your little dick to shame. Do you understand?"

    "Do you...are you really going to fuck someone else?" you ask.

    A devilish smile crosses her face. "Like I said, once I lock you up, you're not coming out of your cage for a long time, and there's no reason I should have to go without sex just because my boyfriend wants me to cage his dick. So, you're going to find me someone else to fuck, and since I can pick whoever I want, you're going to make sure he has a much bigger dick than yours. And you're absolutely going to watch him fuck me."

    Suddenly you're quite nervous about your desire to be locked up. In fact, you've started to wonder if the whole thing is a mistake. "Maybe...maybe I should cancel the order."

    "I don't think so," she says. "I want this now. I want your key around my neck. I want to know that I own your cock. I want the freedom to do as I please because I own your cock. And I really want the freedom to fuck someone with a nice big dick. You could cancel it, but I'll just order a chastity cage on my own and I'll lock up your worthless little dick and make sure you do as you're told or you'll never come out."

    You've completely lost control and it feels like there's nothing you can do about it.

    "For now, though, you're going to eat my pussy," she says before sitting on the couch. "And when you're done you can begin your search for a man to fuck me. I want to see options by tomorrow."

    She takes off her skirt, spreads her legs, and pulls her panties aside. You get on your knees and crawl between her legs. You go to work on her pussy and feel some of your arousal return. You close your eyes and think of being locked in a cage, of your fantasy becoming reality. Your cock stirs to life once more. You know it's a terrible idea. You know you shouldn't surrender to it. You can't help it, though. You want to be locked up. You want her to own your cock. You want her to take advantage of the power that gives her. You want her to fuck another man.

    You're going to do what she wants. You're going to give her ownership over your cock, and over you. You're going to find her someone else to fuck, and you're going to enjoy it, too.

  
    She Said No to You...and Yes to Him

    “No, baby, I’m not interested in anal sex.”

    That’s what she said to you each time you inquired about having anal sex with your beautiful young girlfriend. You couldn’t help but ask more than once. She has the most beautiful ass in the world. It’s big and round and she’s not shy about showing it off.

    She always said no. She said she wasn’t interested. She said it wouldn’t feel good. Eventually you stopped asking.

    Then you opened up your sex life. She wanted to play with other guys. She wanted to see what else was out there. She wanted to have fun. You were more than happy to let her.

    She let him have her ass. It was the third time they were together. She didn’t say no. He probed her with his finger. She didn’t fight it. She moaned for him. When he pressed his slippery cock head against her asshole, she pushed back against it. She invited him inside her.

    “You like it in the ass?” he asked as his big cock slid in and out of her formerly-virginal asshole.

    “Yes,” she said.

    She felt the pain of being taken anally. She felt the mild discomfort as something so large moved in and out of such a tight hole. She felt an odd sense of pleasure, too. She felt joy at giving her ass to this man who seemed to deserving of it.

    “It looks so fucking good,” he said. “You look so good taking my dick in your tight ass, baby.”

    Your girlfriend smiled and moaned for him. She felt joy at being ass fucked by this man. She felt joy at making him feel good.

    “I gave him my ass,” she told you when she got home.

    “What?” you said in disbelief.

    “I did,” she said. “I let him fuck my ass.”

    “Why?” you asked. You didn’t understand. Why would she let him have her ass when she’d always denied you the pleasure?

    “Because he deserved it,” she said. “Because it felt good to give it to him and it’s never felt good to even consider giving it to you.”

    “I’m going to let him have it next time, too,” she said. “I’m going to let him have my ass anytime he wants it.”

    You felt dejected and defeated. You felt a little humiliated too.

    “I’ll let you eat my ass,” she said. “Would you like that? Would you like to eat my beautiful ass after he fucked it?”

    You looked at your girlfriend and then down at your erection. You nodded at her.

    She smiled, pulled down her panties, and bent over a little. “Get to work,” she said.

    You dropped to your knees, spread her ass cheeks, and got to work.

  
    She Said She Didn't Like Giving Head...But She Lied

    When your cute, nerdy girlfriend said she didn’t like giving blowjobs, you believed her. You wanted her to like giving blowjobs, but you weren’t angry. It was well within her rights to stay away from your cock, after all.

    Then you saw something that changed everything

    It was happenstance. You were going for a jog through a local park. You walked by a car. You saw what looked an awful lot like a blowjob going on in the front seat. You were going to walk by, pop in your ear buds, and start your walk. Then you recognized the glasses.

    You stopped. You confirmed that it was your girlfriend.

    You watched her mouth move up and down his shaft. You watched her give a slow, sensual, sexy blowjob. It certainly seemed like she was enjoying herself. She was giving a blowjob in a car, after all. How much could she have disliked it?

    The guy she was sucking looked over at you. He didn’t stop her. He didn’t say anything. He just smiled.

    You couldn’t look away. Despite your anger and jealousy, you couldn’t tear your eyes away from the show going on in the front seat. Did he have something you didn’t? Was there some reason she was sucking his cock while she refused to suck yours?

    Then your girlfriend looked up at his cock slipped from her mouth. She wiped her lips and smiled. The guy she was blowing hit a button and the window came down.

    “Hey honey,” she said. “Nice boner.”

    You looked down. Your dick had gotten hard. Watching your girlfriend suck cock had made you stiff.

    “Why don’t we show him how much you love my cock?” the guy said.

    They both got out of the car. Your girlfriend climbed on the hood. She spread her legs and smiled at him.

    “I’m gonna fuck your girlfriend,” he said.

    You stood there with a boner making a tent in your running shorts. Your ear buds dangled from your hand. You did nothing to stop him.

    Your girlfriend laughed and reached out to guide his cock into her pussy. She moaned the moment he filled her.

    True to his word, he fucked your girlfriend. His thrusts were hard, fast and deep. He pounded her on the hood of the car. She moaned loudly.

    He pulled out and your girlfriend dropped to her knees in front of the car. He pushed his cock into her mouth and fucked her face. A few moments later he groaned and unleashed his seed.

    Your girlfriend looked over at you and opened her mouth. She showed you a puddle of cum before swallowing it.

    He pulled up his pants and sat on the hood of the car as your girlfriend stood up and walked over to you. She grabbed your cock through your shorts and stroked it.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asked.

    You nodded as she stepped closer.

    “Did you like seeing me suck his cock?” she asked softly.

    You nodded.

    She moved closer. Her lips were inches from yours.

    “Would you like a kiss?” she asked.

    You nodded. Her lips pressed against yours. Her tongue pushed into your mouth. You tasted his cum. She pulled down your shorts and jerked you off. You came into her hand moments later.

    “Thank you,” you said.

    “My pleasure.”

  
    She Sees You Differently Now...and That's a Good Thing

    
      It's not uncommon for a would-be cuckold (or a man being cuckolded) to worry about his wife seeing him differently once he confesses his desires. It's a well-founded worry, if I'm being honest, as she will almost certainly see you differently at some point on your cuckolding journey. That doesn't have to be a bad thing, though, as she might really like getting to know the real you. It will be different, but different doesn't have to be bad, does it?
    

    
      The story below explores the kind of pleasure that comes out her seeing the most honest version of you.
    

    "Thank you."

    Such simple words. And yet, those two words changed your marriage. They changed the way your wife saw you. They revealed to her the man you really are. Those two words changed everything.

    Well, it was seven words, really. It was the first two that made all the difference, though.

    "Thank you for cumming in her pussy."

    That was the sentence you'd uttered. The sentence you'd directed to her bull. The sentence that left your lips after the first time you'd cleaned his cum out of her pussy.

    They'd been together for four months. He'd been cumming inside her for just a few weeks as it had taken your wife quite a bit of time to develop both the comfort and trust needed to welcome another man's seed inside her. Luckily for you, she didn't need much convincing to let you crawl between her legs to clean him out of her.

    She didn't expect to hear you thank him, though. She didn't expect to hear you express such gratitude for something that most men would abhor. She didn't expect to see that gratitude on your face and in your eyes.

    It was genuine, though. You were grateful to him for cumming inside your wife, for his doing so meant that you got to experience the pleasure of cleaning his load out of her. You got to live that most pure and potent of cuckold fantasies. It became your reality. You tasted his cum on your tongue. You felt the viscous fluid in your mouth. You felt it coat your throat as it slid into your stomach. You tasted it long after you'd swallowed for him, too.

    It wasn't until later that night - after he'd gone home - that your wife shared her surprise at you giving thanks to the man that had just cum inside her.

    You were curled up in bed. She was dressed in a delicate satin camisole and a matching pair of shorts. You were dressed in your underwear and a t-shirt and you hoped - though you knew better than to expect or demand - that she'd be willing to offer you an orgasm as you hadn't yet cum that night.

    "Did you enjoy yourself tonight?" you asked.

    She cuddled up next to you, ran her hand under your shirt and over your stomach, and kissed your neck softly. "Very much so. He always satisfies me. Each and every time. And it's always really good, too. It's actually kind of remarkable for a man to be so consistently excellent in bed."

    You couldn't help but ask, "Is he better than I am?"

    She laughed softly and ran her fingers up your chest. "He's much better than you. He's been much better than you since the first time he had me."

    You were suddenly quite confident you'd get to orgasm that night, as your wife rarely offered up that sort of talk if she wasn't intent on turning you on.

    "Why, if you don't mind me asking, did you thank him?" she asked.

    "I...I honestly didn't think much about it. I just did it," you answered as a surprising sense of embarrassment washed over you. Thanking her bull hadn't been a purposeful decision. Not really. The words had just poured from your lips as you'd experienced an overwhelming sense of gratitude after cleaning his cum from her pussy. "I had this feeling...I don't know...this feeling of...well, gratitude."

    "Towards him?" she asked.

    You looked at your wife and saw a touch of confusion on her face. "Yes. For satisfying you. More accurately, for satisfying you in a way I'm literally incapable of doing. But also for...well...for cumming inside you."

    Her lips curled into the slightest smile before she said, "I do like when he cums inside me. I'm not sure why, but my orgasms are better since we started having unprotected sex. There's something about knowing his cum is going to end up in my pussy that has proven far more thrilling than I expected." She kissed your neck and asked, "Is that why you thanked him? Because my orgasms have gotten even better since he started cumming in my pussy?"

    "That's part of it," you answered. "But the other part...it's hard to explain, I guess, but cleaning your pussy...it's unlike anything I've ever experienced. The pleasure of it, I really can't even describe it other than to say I felt - and still feel, in fact - a sense of euphoria. It's kind of like the aftermath of an orgasm, only it just keeps going."

    Her fingers traced down your stomach and she caressed your cock through your underwear. "So, you're saying that you so thoroughly enjoyed licking his cum out of me that you thanked him for putting it inside me. For cumming inside me. Is that right?"

    "Yes," you admitted as your cock grew thanks to her gentle touch.

    She sat up and you thought for a moment that you might see disappointment on her face. Instead, your wife was smiling. That smile remained on her face as she moved between your legs and pulled off your underwear. She ran her hands up your thighs and then cupped your balls, caressing them gently as she leaned down and kissed your stomach.

    "He liked it, you know," she said softly. "When you thanked him. He said it turned him on. He said he kept thinking about it as he fucked me a second time. He said it made the sex better knowing that my cuck husband was so grateful, that my cuck husband would be so grateful to be given a second opportunity to clean his cum out of me."

    "I was grateful," you admitted as your cock began to throb with desire.

    She smiled. "I know you were. You thanked him again. You thanked him profusely, in fact. Your lips were still slick with his cum and my juices as you looked up, looked right into his eyes, and thanked him."

    You'd done it a second time because it had proven intensely pleasurable the first time. There was something irresistible about looking at the man that had just fucked, satisfied, and inseminated your wife and thanking him for all of it. In essence, you were thanking him for being better than you in so many ways and for being willing to fuck a married woman.

    "Thank you," you said. "I should have thanked you earlier, in fact. Thank you for being willing to let me clean him out of you. You didn't have to do that."

    She kissed the tip of your cock and your balls tightened in pleasure. "I wasn't going to, to be honest. It felt weird to me, and I was concerned that watching you lick someone else's cum out of my pussy - and swallow that cum - might change the way I see you. He convinced me to let you clean his cum, though. He convinced me that you craved it, that I'd be making a fantasy come true if I let you crawl between my legs after he'd cum inside me."

    "I'm grateful to you for welcoming me between your legs," you said. Something else she'd said lingered on your mind, though. "Did it...did it change the way you see me? Did it change how you think of me?"

    She laid between your legs and kissed your thighs. Her tongue flicked back and forth over your skin while she stroked your cock at an achingly slow pace.

    "Yes," she finally answered. "How could it not change my opinion of you? Honestly, though, it was thanking him that shifted the way I see you more than anything. It was just...it was just so surprising. You thanked him for cumming inside me. You thanked him for planting his seed in my pussy so you could lick it out of me and swallow it. You thanked another man for letting you consume his cum."

    She'd admitted to seeing you differently, but you couldn't tell if she was upset, or disappointed, or if she hadn't yet processed what kind of impact that change was going to have on her.

    "It excited you to thank him," she said. "Didn't it? It thrilled you to show deference to him in that way."

    You nodded. Perhaps lying would have been the wiser choice in that moment, but it also excited you to admit such a thing to your wife.

    She rubbed her thumb over the underside of your cock head, teasing you relentlessly as she smiled. "I see you differently than I used to," she said softly, "but I also feel like I'm seeing the real you for the first time, and I like that. I like that you're finally being honest with me."

    She moved to her knees, kissed the head of your cock, and took you in her mouth. The sudden burst of pleasure caught you off guard and you unleashed a rather loud moan in response. She swallowed most of your cock - sucking her bull's far larger dick had made her better at oral sex - and pulled off just as quickly as she'd taken you in her mouth.

    "Now I know what kind of man I'm married to," she said while slipping off her shorts. Then her lips found their way to your stomach and up your chest as she slowly crawled forward. "Now I know that you're more than a voyeur who likes watching his wife cum with someone else's cock inside her. Now I know that you're the kind of man that yearns to feel more than that. The kind of man that wants to do more than watch, that wants to be involved, that wants to show his deference to his wife and the man that fucks her to the best orgasms of her life."

    She pressed her lips against yours and they gently parted. Her tongue brushed against your teeth before slowly invading your mouth. She moaned and you felt her pussy lips rub over the head of your turgid cock.

    "At first, I thought it was pathetic," she said as her lips hovered close enough to yours that you could feel her breath against your skin. "What kind of man thanks someone else for cumming inside his wife, after all?"

    You said nothing, though your dick continued to throb as your wife revealed a side of herself that you were quite certain you'd never met before.

    "It didn't take long for me to see that it's not pathetic, though. That's just a basic, prejudiced judgment an unenlightened person would level at your behavior. There's a way of seeing it, though, as beautiful. Unlike so many people, you've embraced who you are," she said.

    You felt your cock slip into her pussy. She studied your face while slowly swallowing every inch of your unimpressive shaft. When you moaned, her lips curled into a delighted smile.

    "You've helped me embrace who I am, too," she said. "You've helped me accept that I need to have good sex, that I shouldn't have to settle for the kind of mediocre lovemaking you delivered for the first decade of our marriage."

    Her hot, wet pussy rode you slowly. She delivered pleasure, though nowhere near enough to actually make you cum, which was unquestionably the point.

    "You've helped me accept that I want a strong man in my life. I want to be able to lead that strong man into our bed and I want to be able to give my body to him to do with as he pleases. I want to surrender to him, to let him have me, to let him take me to a place of sexual bliss that my husband can't provide," she continued.

    That's what her bull offered. He was confident in bed. Confident in a way you've never been. He was dominating without being rough and he possessed the skill and strength to give your wife everything she craved.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    "Yes," you said. "It's so much better than good. It's...it's fucking incredible."

    She sat up, placed her hands on your chest, and rode you faster. She smiled and studied your face while doing so, seemingly with a purpose, too, as she stopped riding you the moment you felt your orgasm approach.

    "I'm glad you like my pussy, but in a way, it's a shame," she said.

    "Why?" you asked.

    She smiled and lifted her hips. Your cock slipped from the warm, wet confines of her cunt and she crawled closer and curled up next to you. "Because your cock won't be enjoying my pussy more than once or twice a year from here on out." She grabbed your balls and squeezed them just hard enough to get your attention. "After all, a man that happily cleans someone else's cum out of his wife's pussy doesn't really deserve to fuck his wife all that often, especially when you're not really capable of satisfying me with your cock."

    "But...I don't...but..."

    She placed a finger against your lips and said, "Shhh. No complaints. You just thanked another man for cumming inside me so you could lick it up. You don't get to complain. You showed me what kind of man you are, and that kind of man doesn't get to make demands of his wife, especially sexual demands. That kind of man takes what he's given and is grateful for it. The next time I let you inside me, I expect you to thank me profusely, even if I ride you for just a few seconds before you blow your load."

    You said nothing, in part because she wasn't entirely wrong about the kind of man you were and in part because there was something hugely arousing about her new rule.

    "You'll clean his cum out of me every time we fuck from now on," she continued. "You'll thank both of us after you've done so. I'm not the only one you'll be cleaning, though. He needs to be cleaned, too, and since you're so grateful to him, the least you could do is clean his messy, cum-soaked cock."

    Your dick throbbed as she seized control.

    "And I don't want you thinking you can use a towel or wash cloth to clean his cock," she said while wrapping her fingers around your shaft. "You'll do so with your mouth. You lick and suck him clean. You get every bit of cum and pussy juice. If his balls are messy, you'll clean those too, and then you'll thank him when you're done."

    Her voice had taken on a more aggressive tone, but it only served to enflame your arousal. Your dick felt as hard as it had ever been and her touch was exquisitely pleasurable.

    "I'd also like you to start planning romantic dates for my bull and me. I want you to put in some effort to make it special for us. You'll pay for it, too, and you'll take me shopping so I have beautiful dresses and lingerie to wear under them," she continued. "I deserve to go on dates with a strong, confident, sexy man and he's the only one in my life that meets those qualifications. You'll be sure to thank him for taking me out, too, and on some occasions we'll let you tag along as a third wheel of sorts."

    "Thank you," you said.

    Your wife smiled and kissed your neck as she stroked your cock a little faster.

    "You're welcome," she replied as your dick throbbed. "Oh, and one more thing. I'm in control of your orgasms from here on out. You're not permitted to masturbate. Not at all. My hand brings you pleasure and only my hand, with the exception of the few times a year I give you my pussy. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," you answered.

    She stroked you faster and the sounds of a handjob filled the bedroom. You were moments away from an orgasm. "I'm close," you said. "I'm going to cum."

    She kissed your neck. "Oh, and from now on you'll clean up your own messes, too. Every drop of them. If you don't, it will be a long, long time before I let you cum again."

    Cum launched from the tip of your cock before you could answer. Your loins pulsed in the most intensely pleasurable manner as thick ropes of semen landed on your stomach and chest while your wife moaned like she was the one having an orgasm.

    Once you were finished unloading, she scooped up some of your load and held her fingers against your lips. "You should be just as eager to clean up your cum as you were to clean his. We both know what kind of man you are. We both know you crave this sort of thing. Now open up and do your duty. Show me that you're exactly the kind of man I think you are."

    You're exactly the kind of man she thinks you are, which is why you opened your mouth and cleaned your cum. She fed you every drop you'd expelled and you lapped it all up.

    "I'd like to cum again," she said when you were finished. "Is that something you can handle?"

    You answered by crawling between her legs, lying on your stomach, and putting your tongue to use as she closed her eyes, played with her tits, and moaned.

    Your life was on the verge of a massive change, all because you'd uttered those two words to the man that had cum inside your wife.

    Change is almost always for the better, though, and there's a very good chance both you and your wife are going to be much, much happier in the future.

  
    She Tastes Better After Someone Else Has Fucked Her

    Your wife’s pussy is always delicious. It’s always a thrill to go down on her. It’s always exciting to make her moan. It always turns you on to make her cum.

    It’s better after someone else has fucked her, though. Much better, in fact. It’s wetter. It’s looser. It’s tastier, too.

    It starts even before you drop to your knees in front of her. It starts before she even gets home. It starts when she sends you that text to let you know she’s on her way home. She’s just been fucked by her bull. He satisfied her pussy. He made her cum. She wants you ready to taste her when she comes through the door. She wants you to reclaim her with your tongue.

    You get excited as you think about her. You think about her pussy spreading out around her bull’s cock. You think about him reaching places inside her that your cock has never been. You think about him making her cum so hard. You think about how she’s going to let you worship her pussy the moment she gets home.

    Then you end up on your knees. Your wife looks down at you and smiles. “You’ve been waiting all night for this, haven’t you?” she asks.

    You look up at her and nod.

    “Go ahead. Eat my pussy,” she says.

    You dive in. Of course you dive in. You lick her perfect pussy. You taste the sex. You taste her juices. You taste his juices. You taste their sweat.

    “That’s good, baby,” your wife says as she runs her fingers through your hair. “Make me feel good. Eat my pussy.”

    You do as you’re told. You do as you’ve been dreaming of doing all night long.

    It’s everything you love about licking her pussy, only it’s better. It’s better because you know that someone else’s cock was sliding in and out of her not long ago. You know there was a long, thick cock buried deep in her pussy. You know your tongue is licking right where his cock was. You know you’re tasting the residue he left behind.

    It thrills you that your wife wants your tongue when she comes home. She could have your cock, but why would she want that? A cuckold’s cock is rarely of much use, especially when she has a bull to fuck her. No, she doesn’t want your cock. She wants your tongue. The bull fucks her. You lick her. That’s the hierarchy. That’s what thrills you both.

    It doesn’t matter how many times her bull made your wife cum. You’re the last one to give her an orgasm for the night. Your tongue brings her that final bit of pleasure. You eat the pussy another man fucked and you make her climax.

    She’s probably thinking about him, though. Why wouldn’t she be? His cock is better than your tongue, after all. It makes her cum harder.

    She does like having you reclaim her, though. She likes having you do it like a cuckold does. She likes having you lick her to an orgasm after he’s fucked her to so many.

    You like it too. You love it, in fact. You crave it. This is your favorite thing in the world. You’re a cuckold. You eat pussy. He fucks it. That’s how it should be.

  
    She Teases...but She Might be Cuckolding You

    For years, you fantasized about being a cuckold. You jerked off to cuckold porn, you read naughty stories, and you dreamed of one day watching your wife fuck another man.

    Finally, you found the courage to tell her. You explained your desires, you showed her articles on how much fun it can be for a couple to try out cuckolding, and you waited for her response. “Interesting,” was all she said.

    She seemed intrigued, though it was hard to tell if she was really interested. Then she started to tease you a little. She’d mention a really hot guy at work and how he flirted with her. She’d talk about dancing with some guy while she was out at the bar with her friends. She’d mention the size of her ex-boyfriend’s cocks.

    Then you found a pair of her panties sitting on the bed after a night out. She was in the shower. You couldn’t help but stare. Did she fuck someone? Was that just the result of extreme arousal on her part? You went down on her when she got out of the shower and you thought you tasted something different, though you couldn’t be sure.

    It seemed like she was cuckolding you and just not telling you about it. You could have asked, but you were enjoying yourself. You liked the teasing. You liked imagining that you were being cuckolded. Then the teasing turned into something else entirely.

    She was supposed to be out with friends, but based on the picture that arrived on your phone, she clearly wasn’t. This wasn’t the kind of pic that a friend takes and it definitely wasn’t a selfie.

    It seemed clear that this picture of your beautiful naked wife was taken by another man. Was she with someone? Was she cuckolding you?

    Yes, definitely. There was no mistaking it now. Those were unquestionably pictures of your wife’s mouth wrapped around another man’s very large cock. She was giving him a great blowjob. She was nearly swallowing everything he had to offer.

    You couldn’t resist pulling out your cock. After months of teasing you, your wife was definitely cuckolding you, and she was doing it as you were sitting there staring at your phone.

    You stroked slowly and eagerly. You were hoping for another picture. You wanted to see him fucking her, to witness your cuckolding as it was happening.

    It didn’t take long. Soon enough a picture of her perfect pussy taking her lover’s bare cock appeared on your phone. You nearly lost your load the moment you laid eyes upon it. The sight of someone else’s cock sliding into her left you breathless and stiffer than you’d ever been. You pulled your hand off your cock. You were afraid you’d cum too quickly.

    Soon after another pic arrived. Your wife, offering him her pussy in reverse cowgirl. That’s something she’s never done for you, isn’t it? This man gets it though. This man probably gets to fuck her however he wants. It’s your first taste of real cuckolding.

    Five minutes later you hadn’t received another picture and you decided it was time to cum. You browsed through each of the pics she’d sent, admiring how your wife was pleasuring another man. You couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of her soft lips sucking his dick and her tight pussy opening for him.

    You wouldn’t find out if he came inside her until she got home that night. As you stroked to orgasm, you imagined he had. You imagined his cock buried in her pussy, squirting shot after shot of thick cum into her womb. You imagined the sight of it seeping out of her and you came hard. You’re a cuckold now.

  
    She Took Off the Condom

    At first it was just a question. “Do you want him to cum inside me?” she asked. Her hand was around your cock at the time. You answered her question by cumming. She giggled. “I guess we know what you’d like to see.”

    The idea of another man cumming in your wife was thrilling on so many levels. You knew it was insane, but the idea that she wasn’t on birth control and that he could get her pregnant turned you on every time you thought about it. You didn’t actually want him to get her pregnant, but it still made your dick hard. When she asked you again, you came again. It felt so delightfully naughty.

    She took it further. “Do you want him to knock me up? Do you want him to get your wife pregnant?” she asked with her hand around your dick. Again you answered by cumming. Semen spilled from your cock and over your fingers. She leaned forward and whispered into your ear, “Only his cum deserves to be inside me.”

    You don’t cum inside her. You wear condoms because she doesn’t like the side effects of birth control. She doesn’t want you to get her pregnant and you can’t tell if she’s serious about him knocking her up. Does she mean it, or is she just giving you what she knows will turn you on. After all, the orgasms you’ve had in the past few weeks have been mind blowing. Nothing makes your dick spurt harder than when she talks about her boyfriend cumming inside her and knocking her up.

    She’s been using a condom every time they fuck. You’ve watched the past few times and his dick is wrapped up tight in latex as he pounds your wife’s pussy and provides her with the kind of orgasms she craves. While you watch his big cock slide in and out of her juicy cunt, you imagine him being bare. You imagine them having unprotected sex and his seed spilling into her womb, where it will take hold and leave her pregnant.

    Those thoughts are on your mind as you watch them fool around again. They’re kissing and she’s stroking his big cock. He plays with her tits and fingers her pussy, getting her all wet. She goes down on him, giving a fantastic blowjob that leaves him stiff and eager to fill her.

    She reaches into the nightstand and pulls out a condom, lovingly rolling it down his cock as you watch. She climbs on top of him and slowly sinks down on her boyfriend’s big dick. She takes her time, filling her cunt with his manhood. You watch her pussy lips stretch around him as she rides. Her moans get louder. She’s going to cum soon, but that’s no surprise. She always has multiple orgasms with his cock inside her.

    After her first climax they switch positions. She gets on her hands and knees and he stands at the foot of the bed. She moves back, putting her pussy in perfect position to be penetrated doggystyle. Then, she surprises you both.

    She reaches back and grabs the condom, pulling hard on it. It snaps off and she tosses it on the floor. She turns back, looks at her boyfriend, and says, “Fuck me.” He doesn’t hesitate. He’s too turned on to care.

    Your cock throbs as you sit and watch all of this unfold. One part of you wants to say something, to scream at her to stop. The other, far more powerful part of you, wants to watch another man cum in your wife’s unprotected pussy. You want to see him fill her with his life-giving seed. You want him to get her pregnant.

    As his bare cock slides into her for the first time, she moans louder. It feels better, and the naughtiness of letting him take her bareback turns her on immensely. She reaches back to rub her clit and in an instant another orgasm washes over her. Now she’s pushing back on his cock, trying to get him to fuck her deeper and harder.

    He’s getting close to cumming. Another man is about to dump his load inside your wife’s unprotected pussy. He could get her pregnant, cuckold. She’s begging him for it. “Cum inside me,” she says. “Give me that cum!” she yells.

    He thrusts deep inside her and unleashes. His cum fills her pussy. His seed swims towards her eggs. Your wife had another man’s load inside her, cuckold.

  
    She Took You Up on Your Offer to Take a Lover

    Most cuckolds understand that their wives aren’t getting what they need sexually. It can manifest in any number of ways. Most commonly it’s the look of disappointment after the sex has ended or her disinterest in having sex in the first place.

    Have you experienced that? You ask if she’s interested in sex or you try and arouse her and a look of annoyance or sadness or something similar crosses her face. That’s because you’re not getting the job done. It’s because sex with you just doesn’t feel that good.

    That’s a hard truth to come to terms with, but it has also led to lots of fulfilling cuckold relationships.

    “Honey,” you say, “I know that our sex life isn’t nearly as satisfying for you as it could be.”

    She considers denying what you’ve said, but thinks better of it. It’s been too long and there have been too many unsatisfying attempts at sex. Instead, she nods and takes your hand in hers. She doesn’t hate you. She feels bad about it. She doesn’t want it to be this way, but it’s your reality.

    “That’s why I think it’s time for you to take a lover,” you say. You don’t want to say “fuck someone else” or “find a bull” because you want to introduce the idea gently. You explain to her that it’s not exactly uncommon, that lots of couples do it, and that lots of women find the satisfaction they need while staying married to the man they love.

    It takes time for her to come around. Of course it does. She’s not the kind of woman to simply jump into bed with someone else the moment you suggest it.

    Instead, it shifts slowly. It begins with you going down on her a lot more. You want to show her that you genuinely care about her pleasure, and using your talented tongue to make her cum is a good way to do that. She begins to loosen up sexually. She begins to look forward to having you between her legs with your tongue working her pussy eagerly.

    You’re having a lot less sex and your orgasms have become less common, but you’ve accepted that’s how it should be. If you are to be a cuckold you must understand that your wife isn’t going to want to fuck you and that you don’t really deserve to fuck her since your cock is so disappointing. You take this lesson to heart. You embrace it. You want her to feel the pleasure she deserves and you want her to make your cuckold fantasy come true.

    Then things change quickly. She comes home from work on a Friday night and she’s got a giddy smile on her face.

    “You look a lot happier than usual,” you observe.

    “I met someone,” she says.

    Shock is the first thing you feel. Her revelation feels so out of the blue. “Wow. I had no idea you were looking to meet someone,” you say.

    She smiles again. “I wasn’t. I swear. I would have told you. It just happened. We all went to the bar after work to unwind from the week and this really cute guy hit on me. My ring was obvious and he clearly didn’t care that I was married.”

    “That’s incredible,” you say. Your heart is pounding. Your cock is getting just a little bit stiff. It’s genuinely exciting to hear your wife talk about this. “So, did anything happen? Did he ask you on a date? Did you do something filthy in the bar bathroom?”

    She smacks your arm playfully. “No! I’m not a whore,” your wife says with a laugh. Then she goes quiet for a second and a naughty smile crosses her face. “I did let him kiss me in the parking lot. My coworkers had left so it was just me and him talking. He walked me out and made a move. It felt really good,” she admits.

    You’re excited beyond belief. Your wife sees that and comes closer. She gives you a gentle kiss and says, “Thank you. I would have ignored him if not for you. If you hadn’t suggested I find another man, if you hadn’t been so eager to go down on me.”

    “My pleasure, literally,” you say.

    “There’s something else,” your wife says and again she flashes that naughty smile. “I told him about our situation, that I was married but it was okay with you if I found someone else to satisfy certain needs I have.”

    “Really?” you say with genuine surprise. It’s not like your wife to be so bold.

    “Yes. The kiss was incredible, honey. It really was. I don’t say this to hurt you, but it reminded me of everything I’m missing. It reminded me of what I need. That’s why another man will be fucking your wife tomorrow night,” she says while reaching between your legs and taking hold of your half hard cock through your pants.

    “Holy shit!” you say, both in delight at her news and at her boldness.

    “I can’t wait,” she says.

    When she leaves for her date the next night, your wife looks beautiful in a flirty sundress and simple two inch heels. She’s going for a look of availability – not sluttiness - and she totally pulls it off.

    As weird as it seems, you wish your wife luck at getting laid and sit down in front of the TV as she drives to meet another man for sex. You’ve never done this before. You’ve fantasized about being cuckolded, but it’s never actually happened. Now that she’s making your fantasy a reality, you’re beset by wild emotions.

    You feel a bit of worry that she’s going to have mind-blowing sex and realize she doesn’t need you at all. You feel intensely aroused at the idea of someone else’s cock filling her, making her moan, and bringing your wife to the kind of orgasm she craves.

    A few hours after she left you receive a simple text: “You’re a cuckold.”

    Three little words manage to send you to a place of bliss. It happened. She did it. She made your fantasy come true. Your wife fucked someone else. After months of telling her it was okay and going down on her constantly, she has enjoyed another man’s cock.

    She returns home an hour later. The first thing she says when she comes through the door is, “Sorry, I had to have him again.” Then she offers the kind of satisfied smile you haven’t seen before. It’s the look of a woman that’s been fucked by an exceptionally skilled lover.

    “Come here,” your wife says as she beckons you closer. “Kiss me.”

    You do as you’re told and are rewarded with a surprisingly passionate, vigorous kiss. “He was incredible,” she says. “Even better than I could have hoped for.”

    By now your wife is aware of your fantasy. She knows what you want. That’s why she pushes you to your knees in front of her and lifts her sundress. “Take off my panties,” she says.

    You slip your fingers under the elastic waistband and pull them down, revealing her pussy. She shaved it for him. It looks perfect. It’s wet and pink and a little bit puffy, too. Your cock is stiff as you stare at the clear evidence that someone else fucked your wife.

    “He was better than you, my love, just like you said he would be. He gave me what I needed, what you can’t give me. It won’t be the last time I enjoy him, either.” Her hand runs through your hair and she takes a tight grip. “Do you want to taste me?” your wife asks.

    You look up at her and nod. “Yes, please,” you say in a wavering voice. You’ve never felt this kind of intense arousal.

    She pulls you towards her pussy and time seems to slow down. As you get closer, your mind races with thoughts of your cuckolding. You consider just how different your life is going to be now that your wife has unlocked her latent sexuality. You consider that you’re going to be doing this a lot more often from now on. Then you press your lips against her pussy and push your tongue inside her.

    She moans as you taste the latex of the condoms he used and the juices he coaxed out of her. You taste their sweat. You taste your wife’s desire and pleasure. You taste your cuckolding. You ascend to a state of pure bliss you hope never to leave.

    You make your wife cum again, beginning a ritual you will repeat time and again. Other men will fuck her and satisfy her but you will be the last man of the evening to make her cum. Your tongue will continue to serve its purpose. You will be her cuckold.

  
    She Understands You Like No One Ever Has

    To her credit, she was honest with you from the start. Putting a ring on her finger didn’t entitle you to her pussy. Paying for an extravagant wedding entitled you to a kiss, but nothing else was guaranteed. Taking her on a beautiful honeymoon to Bora Bora didn’t mean that you’d get to consummate your relationship. To her, it was a privilege for you to see her in a bikini on your honeymoon. You didn’t come close to seeing her naked and you certainly didn’t get to fuck her, though she did let one of the resort employees fuck her several times during your stay.

    You knew it would be that way. She told you when you proposed. She made it perfectly clear that she was marrying you because you could provide her with the life she wanted. She made it clear that you’d have to earn the chance to experience any of the pleasure a man typically enjoys when he gets married. She made it clear that your hard work would be rewarded, that if you made her happy she’d give you what you wanted. She’d let you see her naked body. She’d let you touch and kiss her spectacular breasts. She’d let you taste her pussy and use your tongue to make her cum. She’d even let you inside her from time to time if you worked exceptionally hard to make her feel good.

    Your friends saw the way she treated you. They saw that she wasn’t particularly affectionate, that she rarely even granted you the pleasure of holding her hand. You told them that you hadn’t had sex before the wedding. You told them you hadn’t had sex on your honeymoon. They thought you were crazy. They thought you were being hoodwinked by a woman that was little more than a gold digger using her good looks and sexiness to ensure she had a good life without having to do much work.

    What they didn’t know – what you could never make them understand – was that she understood you in a way no woman ever had. She understood that her particular brand of denial is what satisfied you more than any other form of sex ever had. She understood that refusing to let you see her naked breasts until two months into your marriage brought you greater satisfaction than if you’d spent those two months fucking her with wild abandon. She understood that you’re a different kind of man than almost any other, that you’re driven by far different pleasures.

    Imagine if your friends knew that she cuckolds you. They wouldn’t understand that it turns you on to know that your wife loves fucking other men. They wouldn’t understand that you crave being cuckolded even more than you crave her pussy. They wouldn’t understand, but she does.

    She’s the only one that truly understands you, and sometimes you’re surprised at just how well she understands you. Do you remember the last time you went lingerie shopping with her? Do you remember taking her to Agent Provocateur and spending more than $6,000 on lingerie? Do you remember how she turned you on?

    “It’s all so expensive,” your beautiful wife said as you perused the exceedingly sexy bra and panty sets available for purchase.

    “You’re worth it,” you said.

    She turned and offered her bright, beautiful smile. Your heart beat just a little bit harder as you saw that naughty twinkle in her eye.

    “Yeah?” she asked. “Even though there’s a good chance you’ll never see me in anything we buy today?”

    You nodded. She stepped closer and you caught a whiff of her seductive perfume. You admired her perfect, shiny hair and her flawlessly applied makeup. You felt proud that she was your wife, that she’d chosen to marry you.

    “It’s worth spending thousands of dollars so I can look good for another man?” your wife asked.

    You nodded. She reached up to caress your face and you closed your eyes and felt a stirring between your legs. Her skin was warm and her touch was soft and tender.

    “You’re a perfect husband,” she said. “You deserve a reward.”

    Your eyes shot open and you searched her face for evidence of the kind of reward she intended on doling out.

    “I’m going to let you choose,” she said. “You can either touch me in one of the lingerie sets we pick out, or you can see me in it. You can’t do both, though. Which would you like?”

    “What…what do I get to touch?” you asked.

    Your wife smiled. “I’ll let you touch my breasts and run your hands down my stomach and back to my ass. If your hands linger on any part of me for more than a few moments you’ll get nothing, though. You don’t deserve more than a simple, quick touch.”

    “And how long do I get to look?” you asked.

    “I’ll do a full model strut down the hallway of the fitting area,” your wife answered. “Then I’ll turn and head back. You can look the entire time.”

    You considered your options. At that point in your marriage you’d never seen your wife in lingerie. She had a considerable collection, but she’d never worn it for you and she never let you see her get dressed so you hadn’t yet laid eyes on her body in such a beautiful state. You weren’t given the privilege of touching her all that often, though. It had been months since she’d offered that particular reward and you couldn’t help but think of how thrilling it would be to do so.

    “I want to touch you,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and leaned closer. Your heart pounded as you thought she might offer you a kiss. She didn’t, though. Her lips stopped just short of your cheek and she whispered, “Good choice.”

    Your wife led you through the store and loaded your arms with an array of delicate, sexy pieces of lingerie. She commented on how much the man she was fucking at the time would enjoy seeing her in each piece. She held up a few pieces against her body, seemingly teasing you with the idea that you wouldn’t ever get to see it on her. You considered asking if you could reverse your choice when she held up a particularly sexy-looking black lace bodysuit, but you stayed the course. You wanted to touch her.

    Your wife led you to the fitting room, shut the door, and said, “You’ve been so good today and for the past few weeks that I’m going to let you pick which lingerie set you get to touch me in.”

    “The black lace bodysuit,” you said.

    She smiled and plucked it from your arms. “Good choice,” she replied. Your wife set it on the bench and pulled a sleep mask from her purse. She’d come prepared for her little game. She put the mask over your eyes and plunged you into darkness. “It should go without saying that I’ll be very angry if you cheat and try to peek out from under that mask. You understand that, right?”

    “Of course,” you said.

    You listened as your wife stripped and you felt the urge to try and peek. You resisted it, of course. You had no desire to be punished.

    “Okay,” she said. “It’s time for you to touch me.”

    She stepped closer and took your hands in hers. She placed them on her breasts and you sharply inhaled as an intense kind of pleasure instantly enveloped your body. You wanted to play with her breasts forever. You never wanted to move your hands. You wanted to savor your wife’s perfect breasts for as long as you could, but you’d been warned. You moved your fingers down her stomach and felt the soft, delicate lace against your skin. You reached around and you grabbed two handfuls of her ass. Your cock was hard as a rock and your heart was pounding by the time you were done.

    “Thank you,” you said. “Thank you so much.” Most men wouldn’t understand, but your wife had just given you a beautiful gift. You were riding high on that gift of denial mixed with the pleasure of touching her body, the body that she regularly gave to her lover.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied. “Now sit while I try on the rest of this lingerie. There’s quite a lot of it, you know. It’s going to be expensive.”

    You sat, leaned back, and smiled as your cock continued to throb. “You’re worth it,” you said. No one else would understand why, but she was absolutely worth it.

  
    She Used to Love Giving Head (Just Not to You)

    A few weeks back, you were supposed to meet your friends at a bar. You got there early and grabbed a four top. You ordered a pitcher of beer. You poured yourself a glass and pulled out your phone to kill time before everyone else showed up.

    Then the conversation happening behind you trickled into your consciousness.

    "You know what I miss?"

    A laugh. "What's that, man?"

    "I miss being with a woman who actually likes giving head."

    Glasses clinking together. "Here, here!"

    "I mean, I know it's just a thing that some women don't really like doing or struggle with, but there's nothing quite like a woman that actually enjoys it. That gets off on it. That gets all fucking worked up when she's got you in her mouth."

    You set your phone down as you considered if you'd ever been with a woman like that. The answer came quickly. No, you hadn't. You'd gotten blowjobs, of course, some as a form of foreplay and some as a gift of pleasure given to completion, but you were fairly certain you'd never gotten a blowjob from a woman who seemed to truly enjoy it.

    "How long has it been?" someone asked. "Since you were with a girl like that?"

    "Oh, man, shit, five years, I think? Cindy, man. She was the last one that truly loved to suck."

    Your wife's name is Cindy and she popped into your head. You saw her sweet smile. You saw her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, which was how she almost always wore it.

    You pictured her giving you a blowjob, too, though it almost never happened and she certainly didn't enjoy it to the point of getting wet doing it. You'd never have said she was a woman that loved giving blowjobs.

    "Cindy?" one of the other guys asked.

    "Yeah. We dated for like three months. Cindy Wells."

    You froze. Cindy Wells was your wife's maiden name.

    "Oh, shit, yeah. She was cute. Honestly, I would not have guessed she was the type that loved to suck dick, though."

    "Oh, she was, brother. She absolutely was. Couldn't get enough of it. Did it all the time, and talked about how much she loved it, too. How wet it made her. How it got her all worked up to get fucked, though she liked to suck me off and swallow, too. I fucking miss that."

    "Why not get in touch with her?"

    "She's married, though I still tried, to be honest. I felt shitty about it afterwards, but I tried. She turned me down, of course."

    You were still frozen. The man sitting right behind you was talking about your wife. Your beautiful wife. You sweet wife. Your wife that absolutely did not enjoy giving blowjobs. Was it possible there was another Cindy Wells in town? That had to be it, right? It couldn't be the woman you were married to.

    He'd also, apparently, tried to reignite things with your wife. You were relieved that Cindy - if it was the same Cindy he was talking about - had turned him down, but you couldn't believe that someone had tried to ignite a sexual relationship with your wife.

    "Derek, man, you must have been desperate to be trying for a married woman."

    "I was. I said I felt shitty about it, though, and I did. I just...shit, man, I just miss being with that kind of woman. I just wanted a taste of it again, you know?"

    More glasses clinking. They changed topics soon after. Your friends arrived. You pushed it all out of your mind, at least while you were at the bar.

    That night, you dreamed of your wife giving someone else a blowjob. It was vivid and disturbing. She was on her knees between his legs. His hands were in her hair. She was sucking voraciously.

    The dream occurred four more times over the next two weeks. Each time you woke up disturbed and each time you were sporting an erection that proved even more disturbing than the dream. Each time you ignored the erection, of course, and focused on falling back asleep as quickly as possible.

    Then, one night while you and your wife were curled up on the couch, a question spilled from your lips. A question driven out of you by the remnants of the dream you'd had the night before, a dream that had evolved to include your wife masturbating as she sucked cock.

    "Did you ever date a guy named Derek?" you asked.

    Your wife - who'd been leaning against you and sipping her wine - leaned away and looked at you. "Yeah. Why do you ask?"

    It seemed like there was no question your wife was the Cindy Wells the guy in the bar had been talking about. The Cindy Wells that loved to suck cock, that got off on it, that talked about how much she loved it. Except, the woman sitting next to you didn't love to suck cock.

    "I...a few weeks ago when I went out for drinks with my friends...I'm pretty sure he was sitting at the next table over."

    You caught a hint of nervousness and wondered if it was because Derek had gotten in touch with her and she felt guilty about it. She didn't need to, of course. She wasn't responsible for telling you about every guy that flirted with her.

    "Why are you pretty sure he was sitting at the next table?" she asked.

    You felt a strange sense of excitement as your wife stared and awaited your answer, though you weren't entirely sure why. Perhaps it was just that you were a little buzzed from the wine.

    "Because he was talking about a woman named Cindy Wells."

    She looked away for a moment and then found your gaze again. "What did he say?"

    You weren't entirely sure how to broach the subject, so you just went for it.

    "Well, at first he was talking about how he missed being with a woman...well, with a woman who likes giving head."

    Cindy took a long sip of her wine. She looked into the glass as she swallowed. She swirled the dark liquid.

    "Then he expounded on the subject and talked about how there's nothing like being with a woman that gets off on it, that gets all worked up when she has a man's cock in her mouth."

    Cindy looked uncomfortable, but that didn't surprise you. You leaned closer and took her hand in yours. She looked up and searched your face like she was desperate to know what you were feeling in that moment.

    "He said that you were the last woman he's been with that was like that, that you loved to suck his cock, that you often told him how much you loved it, that you would get all worked up doing it and it would lead to great sex and that sometimes you'd swallow for him because you got off on giving blowjobs to completion, too."

    You lifted her hand to your lips and kissed the back of it.

    "He also said that he got in touch and tried to start things up again but that you turned him down."

    "I did," she said softly. "I told him I was married, that I wasn't interested."

    Cindy looked just past you, seemingly unable to make eye contact. You smiled, mostly at how beautiful she looked, at how beautiful she always looked.

    "I've had dreams," you said.

    She finally looked at you. "Dreams about what?"

    "About you. Giving blowjobs. To...well, I didn't see his face, but to a man that's not me."

    Again she searched your face. You weren't sure how you felt, though, so it seemed unlikely that she was able to discern your reaction to those dreams.

    "I wouldn't have brought it up," you continued. "But I just keep having the dreams. I see you on your knees. I see his hands in your hair. I see your lips around his cock. In this last one I saw you masturbating while you blew him."

    She squeezed your hand. "I did that sometimes," she said softly.

    "Did it...did it feel good?"

    Your wife nodded.

    "So did you...when you were with Derek, did you really enjoy giving him head as much as he seemed to think you did?"

    She looked at you. She studied your face for what felt like ages. Then she nodded. "Yes."

    You set your wine glass down and inched closer to her. She looked away but you reached up, caressed her face, and gently turned her head until she was looking at you. "Was it just Derek, or were there other guys too? Guys you dated before him?"

    She seemed distressed so you leaned in and kissed her softly.

    "Do you really want to know?" she whispered.

    "Yes."

    She kissed your cheek a few times and said, "Yes, there were other guys. Not all the guys I've been with, but there were some where I really...where it felt really good to go down on them. I don't know why. I can't explain it. I just...I've been with guys where I really loved going down on them."

    You ran your fingers up her thigh, caressing her through her jeans. You kissed her neck and she moaned softly.

    "I liked having them in my mouth. I liked stroking them. I liked playing with their balls. I liked making them moan. I liked the way they'd lean back and enjoy the way I was pleasuring them. I liked making them cum...making them cum in my mouth. I liked swallowing for them."

    You took her hand and guided it between your legs. You kissed your wife. She stroked you through your pants as her mouth opened. Your tongue moved first and she moaned at the display of eagerness.

    She unbuttoned your jeans and tugged at the zipper. She pulled your pants down enough to free your cock. She kissed your neck and then her head moved to your lap but you stopped her.

    "What's wrong?" she asked.

    Her fingers were around the base of your shaft. They felt warm and soft and your cock was hard as a rock. "I'm not one of those men. One of the guys that you love...that you love going down on."

    Pain welled up in her eyes and worked its way across her face. She released your cock from her grasp. "I'm sorry," she said softly.

    You tucked your cock back into your underwear and moved towards her as she leaned away. "Wait, wait."

    She looked up at you, her blue eyes on the verge of tearing up.

    "I've dreamed of you giving a blowjob four times in the past two weeks. Not once have I been the man in the dream. It's always you going down on someone else. It's always me...watching, I guess."

    For just a moment it looked like she might burst into tears. Then the sadness faded and she smiled. She moved towards you. She pushed on your chest and you fell back. She straddled you. She took her top off and unhooked her bra. She leaned down and kissed you as your hands found her breasts.

    "I always wake up with a boner," you said. "Hard as a rock, actually. I kept telling myself it was just morning wood, that I wasn't turned on by what I saw in the dream, by the idea of you going down on someone else. I think maybe...I don't know, I think maybe I was lying to myself."

    She leaned forward and her nipple brushed against your lips. You parted them and she ran her fingers through your hair while you sucked and licked her flesh. She moaned and then pulled back, got off the couch, and stripped out of her pants. You did the same and soon enough your wife - now naked - was on top of you and grinding in your lap.

    "I think I...I think it was the part about Derek getting in touch with you that wormed its way into my brain in a really weird way," you said.

    She sat up and you placed your hands on her breasts. She moaned and asked, "Not in a bad way, though?"

    You shook your head. "Unexpected, I guess you could say."

    She leaned down and you kissed as your fingers moved between her legs and slipped inside her with ease. She moaned and you did too, mostly because she was far wetter than you expected.

    "Cindy...did you...when he messaged you, did you think about him at all? Did you have any memories? Did you think about...about going down on him? About the sex you used to have after going down on him? Any of that?"

    Her lips brushed against your cheek and neck. Her hand found your cock and she rubbed the head over her pussy. A moment later you were inside her.

    "Yes," she finally whispered.

    You moaned as you filled her. "You thought about...you thought about him?"

    "I couldn't help it. All the memories came flooding back when I saw he'd messaged me on Instagram. He was really quite polite in his message, but I knew what he wanted and I...I couldn't help but think about it. It wasn't intentional. It really wasn't. It just happened. The thoughts just...they just filled my head for a little while."

    She sat up, placed her hands on your chest, and began to ride you.

    "Cindy...did you think about sucking his cock?"

    "Yes."

    You groaned.

    "I thought about sucking Derek's cock."

    You moaned louder.

    "I thought about being on my knees in his apartment five years ago. About him sitting on his couch with his legs spread. About wrapping my fingers around his big cock and noting that he was thick enough that I couldn't get them all the way around. I thought about leaning forward and taking him in my mouth, about the way he would moan when I did that, about how he'd run his fingers through my hair and tell me that no one had ever sucked his dick the way I did."

    You weren't sure you'd ever been so turned on. It felt weird, but you couldn't deny the pleasure of being inside your wife as she talked about giving head to another man.

    "Baby...I masturbated," she said. "I shouldn't have. It felt wrong. I couldn't help it, though."

    She masturbated while thinking about blowing another man. The thought turned you on. She could have blown you, but you don't inspire that same desire for some reason. That didn't disturb you in the moment, though. In fact, it had the opposite effect. You lost yourself in unexpected desire. Your dick felt as though it got harder inside her. 

    "What did you think about while you masturbated?"

    Your wife smiled and rode you a little faster. "I thought about sucking Derek's cock. About...fuck, baby, I'm sorry, but I thought about him right here on our couch. I thought about getting naked for him, about getting on my knees for him, about sucking his cock while you were at work or out with your friends. I thought about blowing him here on our couch, about telling him how much I'd missed his cock, about how badly I wanted to swallow his cum."

    "Oh, fuck, Cindy...I'm cumming!"

    You came inside your wife as she talked about blowing another man in your house. You came hard. You came so hard that your body trembled from head to toe, that you stopped breathing for a few seconds, that your entire being was focused - for a few moments - on the overwhelming intensity of the pleasure emanating from between your legs.

    Cindy came too. It looked as though she was cumming damn near as hard as you were. She collapsed on top of you afterwards and her chest heaved as she sucked in deep breaths just like you were doing. You wrapped your arms around her and held her close for a few minutes before she sat up, smiled, and climbed off of you.

    "That was unexpected," she said.

    You laughed. "That might have been the most unexpected sexual encounter of my life. It was amazing, though."

    "Yeah?"

    You nodded.

    You didn't say anything, but you found yourself hoping that at some point in the not too distant future your wife would live out her fantasy and give a blowjob to Derek, that she'd do so on your couch while you were out, that she'd tell you all about it afterwards.

    "You're really not mad that I had that little fantasy while I masturbated?" she asked.

    "Not at all," you said. Then, fueled by post-orgasmic bliss or perhaps the wine, you added, "I wouldn't be mad if you got in touch with Derek, either."

    She stared, studying your face.

    "I mean, you obviously don't have to. I'm just saying that I don't think I'd object if you...if you played out some version of the fantasy you'd described, if you wanted to...if you wanted to give a blowjob to the kind of man that, well, that you really get off on giving blowjobs to."

    She put her panties on, crawled on top of you, and kissed you in the deepest manner you'd experienced in years. It felt very much like an appreciative kiss, like you'd just made her a very happy woman.

    "How about we agree to talk a little more about it," she suggested.

    "Like how we just talked about?" you asked with a smile.

    Your wife nodded. "Yes. I think we should have several more conversations like the one we just had and I think most of them should include your dick being inside me, if that's alright with you."

    "I think I can make that work."

    She laughed and kissed you again, just as deeply as before. You wrapped your arms around her. You professed your love for her.

    You were very much looking forward to your next conversation of that variety.

  
    She Wanted a Real Man's Cock Inside Her, So She Cuckolded You

    "Why did you do this?" you ask.

    Your wife smiles. She's sitting in your bed in satin robe, a pair of black lace top stockings and a garter belt. Her hair is a mess, and when her robe opens you see that her breasts are reddened from his rough use of them during sex, and her pussy is puffy, exceedingly slippery, and very obviously well-fucked. She's just cuckolded you while you sat in the living room and based on the sounds you heard - the sounds you had to listen to - she had an exceptionally good time.

    "Why did I cuckold you?" she replies.

    "Yes," you say. "Why did you cuckold me? Why did you have sex with another man in your marital bed? Why did you break our vows?" You can hear the agitation in your voice. You're not okay with what just happened, though you're also aware that you made no move to stop it, which is rather embarrassing. Your wife doesn't seem the slightest bit ashamed of what she's done, either.

    "Why didn't you stop me?" she asks. "I walked into our house with another man. I told you I was going to take him to our bedroom and fuck him. I told you exactly what I was going to do, and you didn't bother getting up from the couch. You didn't bother raising an objection. You didn't bother doing anything. You just sat there and watched me lead him down the hallway and into our bedroom. So, why didn't you stop me?"

    You try your best to come up with an answer, but nothing presents itself. You don't have a good answer. How could any man have a good answer to that question, especially when that man just sat there while his wife cuckolded him. "I...I don't know," you say.

    "I do," your wife replies. "And it's the same reason I cuckolded you."

    Your eyes wander over her body and you can't help but feel a surprising kind of desire. You're not sure why, but something about the way she looks - like another man just had his way with her - really turns you on.

    "You're not a real man," she says.

    "What?" you reply.

    "You're not a real man, darling," your wife says. "That's why I cuckolded you. I wanted to know what it would feel like to get fucked by a real man."

    "I...I'm a man," you say.

    "Of course you are. You have a cock. You have balls. Genetically speaking, you're a man. You're not a real man, though. You certainly don't fuck like a real man does. You certainly don't fuck me the way he did. You never have. It took me years to realize that you're not a real man, but once I did I decided I was going to get fucked by a real man, and I have to say, I'm glad I did, because I just had the best sex of my life," she explains.

    "But...but..." you stammer.

    Your wife spreads her legs and you stare between them. You see what looks an awful lot like someone else's cum dripping out of her. Your mouth hangs open. Your wife had unprotected sex with another man. She let him fuck her and cum inside her. She let him flood her pussy with his load. You can't believe it.

    "A real man gets to cum inside the woman he's fucking," she says. "You won't be doing that anymore. You'll wear a condom anytime I agree to let your underwhelming dick inside me."

    "He...you let him cum inside you?" you ask.

    She reaches down and runs her fingers over the soft nylon of her stockings and the delicate lace at the top of each. One hand moves between her legs and she slips two fingers inside her pussy. They emerge covered in his cum and your wife lifts them to her lips and sucks her soft, sticky, salty flesh clean before a smile breaks across her face.

    "I did," she says. "Like I said, a real man gets to cum in the pussy that he satisfies, and he satisfied me in better than you ever have, sweetie. He fucked your wife like a real man is supposed to fuck a woman. He took my pussy and made it his. He took me and made me his while we were together. He made me forget I was even married. He showed me what I've been missing for years."

    Though you want to be mad and to tell her that she's a horrible wife, it feels silly to do so when you've sprouted a rather impressive erection. You can feel it and you're certain your wife can see it, as she keeps looking between your legs and smiling.

    "I think you should crawl between my legs and clean my pussy," your wife says.

    Your pulse quickens as you stare between her legs and consider doing as she just suggested.

    "I think you should clean a real man's cum from my cunt," she says.

    Your dick throbs in your pants to the point that it actually hurts a little.

    "I think you know this is what you deserve," she continues. "And I think you're so hard because the idea of cleaning a real man's cum from my cunt turns yon on."

    You move towards the bed and your wife spreads her legs a little wider. The closer you get to her pussy, the messier it looks.

    "When you're done, I'll give you a handjob and tell you all about how good it felt to have a real man's cock inside me for the first time since we got married," she says.

    You can't resist. You know it will be humiliating to clean her pussy - and to admit that you're not a real man by doing so - but you can't resist. You crawl between her legs. You put your tongue inside her. You clean a real man's cum out of her pussy. It feels good, too.

    She was right. You're not a real man. You're a cuckold. Perhaps this is what you were always meant to be, though.

  
    She Wants an Older Man for Her Birthday

    You and your beautiful wife were in Las Vegas for her 22nd birthday. It was just after midnight and you were in a lounge enjoying a bit of kissing and fondling in a dark corner while riding the buzz of a few too many drinks.

    That’s when he showed up. “May I buy you a drink to celebrate your birthday?” he asked your wife. He looked to be in his early 40s, though remarkably fit and clearly successful based on his finely tailored clothes.

    You were both drunk enough to say yes immediately. Why not? You were in Vegas! He asked what you were drinking and disappeared for a few minutes before coming back and sliding into the booth next to your wife.

    “So, what are we celebrating?” he asked.

    “It’s my 22nd birthday,” your wife said cheerfully as she raised her glass.

    You all took long sips from the strong drinks he’d brought over. Then you asked, “So, I hate to be rude, but do you mind if I ask why you bought us these drinks?”

    “Of course not,” he said. “If you’ll pardon my honesty, I was watching you two fool around and I thought I’d live boldly, seeing as how I’m in Vegas.”

    “Are you going to suggest we have a threesome?” your wife boldly asked.

    He threw his head back and laughed. “Not quite,” he said. “I was going to say that I’m quite certain your husband has never fucked you in the way a woman like you deserves to be fucked and I was going to offer my services. I was going to offer to the two of you to my suite to teach him how to fuck his wife.”

    “Well, you’re quite the confident one, aren’t you,” your wife said. “How do I know you’d really fuck me better than my husband?”

    “There’s really only one way to find out, though the fact that neither of you has kicked me out of the booth suggests that I might be onto something,” he said.

    Your wife looked at you. You could tell she was interested. She actually wanted to go to his room.

    “Fuck it,” you said. “Let’s do it.”

    That’s how you ended up sitting across from your beautiful 22 year old wife as a 40-something man fucked her better than you ever have.

    They didn’t go right to the sex, of course. He had you sit and watch as he delicately undressed her and expertly moved his hands over her body, seemingly hitting every erogenous zone along the way. She was already soaking wet by the time he pulled off her panties.

    “Are you turned on, my dear?” he asked.

    “Yes,” she said as he rolled her nipple between his fingers. “Please, fuck me.” She was already begging for it.

    He smiled and pushed two fingers into her pussy. You could hear the wetness. He turned to you and said, “Do you hear that? Do you hear how wet your wife’s pussy is? Does she ever get that wet for you?”

    “I don’t think so,” you answered.

    “Do you?” he asked your wife.

    “No, I don’t get this wet for him. I don’t,” she said.

    He kissed her while his fingers continued to explore her pussy. Your wife moaned into his mouth as he expertly played with her body and brought her to the brink of orgasm before ceasing the digital stimulation.

    “Take my pants off,” he said to your wife.

    She dropped to her knees without prompting and unbuckled his belt. She worked with a kind of urgency you’d rarely seen. She desperately wanted to free his cock.

    He unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside as she pulled down his pants. His cock came into view and her eyes went wide. He dwarfed your size. It was the biggest she’d ever seen.

    He looked down at her and she took him into her mouth without prompting. You watched as your wife offered a man twice her age a slow, sensual blowjob. She rarely broke eye contact. She looked up at him while sucking his dick like she’d never sucked yours.

    “I’m going to fuck you now,” he said to your 22 year old wife. She jumped to her feet and moved to her stomach at his direction.

    He moved behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned lustily. “Does that feel good?” he asked. “Does my cock feel good inside you?”

    “Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me with your big cock!” she moaned.

    He did just as she begged. He fucked her from behind, thrusting deep into your wife’s wet pussy while she pushed back on him. She moaned for him. She begged for it deeper and harder. He gave her everything she needed.

    “Does it feel better than when he fucks you?” he asked.

    “Yes!” she said without hesitation. She was cock drunk at that point. She had no filter.

    He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled until she was looking right at you. “Tell him,” he ordered.

    “He fucks me so much better than you do,” your wife said as the older man continued to pound her pussy. “Oh fuck! He feels so fucking good inside me!”

    Her first orgasm arrived moments later. She screamed loud enough that people in the rooms next door almost certainly heard her.

    It wasn’t the first orgasm he’d give her that night. She had several more before he finally came inside her.

    As you were leaving he said, “How long are you in Vegas?”

    “Two more days,” she said.

    “Here, take my number. Call me if you want more,” he said.

    Your wife kissed him eagerly and said, “I will.”

    You knew she would. He was right. He fucked her better than you ever had. You couldn’t expect her to enjoy that just once.

  
    She Wants Her Boyfriend's Best Friend - Part 1

    Marie put her phone aside and snuggled up next to Henry. He felt the warmth of her hand on his stomach and the softness of her long hair on his chest. He kissed the top of her head and Marie purred in the way she sometimes did when she was feeling content.

    “Can I ask you something?” she said.

    “Of course,” Henry replied.

    Marie ran her fingers over his stomach as she asked, “How…how do you know it’s not great for me?”

    “What’s not great?” Henry said.

    “The sex. How do you know it’s not great for me?” Marie asked.

    For a moment Henry was completely befuddled. Then it hit him. Marie was referencing the conversation they’d had nearly a month ago. A conversation in which he’d confessed his deepest fantasy, a fantasy that involved her sleeping with another man. He’d said that he knew he wasn’t capable of giving Marie great sex and that he fantasized about her having that kind of sex with someone else. She’d showed no interest so he’d put the conversation out of his mind, but it seemed as if Marie had been giving it some thought.

    “I mean, have I said something that makes you think it’s not great?” she asked. “Am I doing something that makes you think you don’t satisfy me?”

    “No, no,” Henry said as he pulled her closer. “It’s nothing like that. It’s just that I’m pretty sure I’m not capable of giving any woman great sex. I could be wrong, but I just feel like I’ve never been with a girl that would tell her friends that I was the best she’s ever had.”

    Henry waited for Marie to offer a response of some sort, but none came. She continued to rest her head against his chest and run her fingers over his stomach. He couldn’t see her face so Henry had no idea what she was thinking.

    “Is it great?” he asked. “You didn’t say anything when I confessed…well, when I shared my fantasy and told you I didn’t think I gave you great sex. But, is it great?”

    It felt like an incredibly risky question to ask and Henry’s heart pounded as he waited for Marie’s response. He knew she could hear it, too. Her head was resting on his chest. She knew exactly how nervous he felt.

    “No, it’s not great,” Marie replied after a handful of seconds. She lifted her head from his chest and smiled. “It’s good, though. It really is. I cum most of the time.”

    “But it’s not great,” Henry said. “You don’t cum all the time and when you do, it’s not a great orgasm.”

    Marie nodded and kissed his chest.

    “I have great orgasms,” Henry said. “I didn’t mention that before, when I told you about my fantasy. I have a great orgasm every time we have sex and it feels unbalanced, you know? It feels like you should have great orgasms too, and it turns out that if you had those orgasms with another guy that I’d find the whole thing really hot, which is why I shared it. I get that you’re not into it, but that’s why I shared my fantasy.”

    Marie rested her chin on his chest and looked up at Henry. “Do you really think you’d be okay with me fucking someone else?”

    Henry tried his best to hide the sudden and overwhelming sense of hope he felt at the idea that his girlfriend was really considering his fantasy. “Yes, I would be,” he said. “I’m certain of it.”

    “And it wouldn’t matter who I fucked?” she asked.

    “No, it wouldn’t. You could fuck anyone. Truly, you could fuck anyone and I’d be okay with it,” Henry answered.

    “Even Isaac?” Marie asked.

    Henry froze up. Isaac was his best friend. They’d met in college, lived together junior and senior year, and stayed close in the three years since they’d graduated. Henry had said he’d be okay with Marie fucking anyone, but Isaac was the last person he wanted her to sleep with.

    “Oh, well, I hadn’t considered that you might want to fuck Isaac,” Henry said.

    “Why?” she asked.

    “Because he’s my best friend,” Henry replied.

    “He’s also the guy who made girls scream in pleasure,” Marie said. “You remember telling me that, don’t you?”

    Henry nodded. Isaac had been quite successful with women when they’d lived together. He’d fucked dozens of girls during their two years living together and the nature of their small, off-campus apartment meant that Henry had heard the orgasms of most of those girls. Each and every one had moaned louder and longer than Henry had ever made a girl moan, and he’d brought that up when trying to convince Marie that he wasn’t capable of giving her great sex. Now, of course, he regretted using Isaac as an example.

    “Based on what you said, if I fucked Isaac I’d have the great sex I deserve, wouldn’t I?” Marie asked.

    “I…I guess so, yeah,” Henry answered.

    “Then I want to fuck Isaac,” Marie said.

    Henry studied his girlfriend’s face to try and discern if she was being serious. “Really?” he asked.

    Marie smiled and pushed a hand into his underwear. Her fingers found their way around Henry’s flaccid cock and she stroked him slowly and leaned down to kiss his chest and neck. “Yes, really,” she said between kisses. “I’ve been thinking about it all month. A lot of what you said made sense. I like having sex with you, but you’re right that it’s not great. I’ve had worse, but I’ve also had better, and after thinking it over I decided that if you’re willing to let me have great sex with someone else that I should take you up on that offer.”

    Henry still couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea that his girlfriend was really willing to make his cuckold fantasy come true. “Marie, are you serious about this?” he asked.

    Marie looked up, nodded, and kissed him. She pressed her body against his and her tongue slipped into his mouth as Henry reached a fully erect state in her hand. He moaned and Marie joined him in expressing her desire.

    “I want you to convince Isaac to fuck me,” she whispered in a voice filled with lust. “I want you to tell your best friend to fuck your girlfriend. I want to scream like all those girls you heard in college. I want to scream with Isaac’s cock inside me.”

    “Marie…” Henry tried to protest, but she straddled him and took her t-shirt off, exposing her perfect, perky breasts and luring him even deeper into a state of arousal.

    Marie reached down and pulled her panties aside. She rubbed the head of Henry’s stiff cock around her pussy lips and he groaned as her wetness enveloped him.

    “I want to make your fantasy come true, Henry,” Marie said. “I want to fuck your best friend and make your fantasy come true. Don’t I deserve that? Don’t I deserve to have great sex? Isn’t that what you said? Don’t I deserve to be fucked by someone that can make me cum harder than you?”

    Her pussy swallowed his cock and Henry arched his back and groaned. “Yes!” he said. “You deserve that. You do. You deserve to fuck someone better than me. You deserve to fuck someone that can give you a great orgasm!”

    Marie put her hands on his chest and rode Henry’s cock with surprising vigor. “You’ll talk to Isaac?” she asked. “You’ll convince him to fuck me? You’ll tell him that you’re okay with it, that you want it?”

    Henry was lost in his lust and he agreed without thinking about it. “Yes, I’ll talk to him.” He groaned as Marie rode him faster. “I’ll convince Isaac to fuck you.”

    Marie leaned down and kissed him as her pussy bounced up and down on his stiff cock. “I can’t wait,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to feel Isaac’s cock inside me. I can’t wait to get fucked by someone that can make me scream. I can’t wait to fuck someone better than you.”

    “Oh, fuck!” Henry cried out as he came inside her. His body shuddered as his cock launched volley after volley of semen into his girlfriend’s perfect pussy.

    Marie sat up and smiled. “I just gave you a great orgasm, didn’t I?”

    Henry nodded. “You really did.”

    She seemed genuinely thrilled at the notion and Henry wondered if the whole thing had been a game designed to turn him on. Maybe Marie wasn’t actually interested in fucking his friend.

    “I want you to talk to Isaac today,” she said, quickly extinguishing Henry’s brief hope.

    “Okay,” he replied. Henry wasn’t nearly as enthusiastic about it after his orgasm, but he wasn’t going to be the sort of guy that cums and changes his mind. He wasn’t going to disappoint Marie like that. He would talk to Isaac.

    Henry’s leg bounced incessantly as he sat across from his friend and nervously sipped his beer.

    “Are you sure about this?” Isaac asked. “Because we don’t have to do this.”

    Henry rested his beer on his knee to keep it from bouncing and offered a smile, though he knew it wasn’t particularly convincing.

    “I mean, I know you said it was your fantasy,” Isaac continued, “but it seems like you’re really nervous and I wouldn’t think it was weird if you told me you didn’t want to do this, you know?”

    “I know,” Henry said. “I do. I know. But Marie really wants this. Like, really wants it. It turns out she’s been thinking about since I told her about my fantasy.”

    Isaac smiled in a way that Henry found a little annoying. It wasn’t that he was annoyed with his friend – he couldn’t blame Isaac for being happy that Marie wanted to fuck him – but he was just annoyed with the whole situation. Why did his girlfriend have to pick his best friend of all the guys in the world she could have fucked?

    “What you want should be important, too,” Isaac said, though Henry could tell his friend wasn’t all that interested in talking him out of his decision. In fact, it seemed like Isaac was more than a little excited about fucking Marie.

    “I want this and I don’t want it,” Henry said, “which I know sounds insane. It’s complicated. More complicated than I thought it would be when I told Marie about it. I can’t very well go back on it now, though. If I do, she’ll never consider one of my fantasies.”

    Isaac smiled again and Henry was absolutely certain his friend was excited about the idea of fucking Marie.

    “What does she like?” Isaac asked after a short spell of silence between them.

    “What do you mean?” Henry replied.

    “Every girl’s different, you know?” Isaac explained. “So, I’m asking, what does Marie like in bed? What’s her favorite position? Does she like it slow and sensual, does she like it hard, does she like it a little bit rough?”

    Henry took a long sip from his beer and put a hand on his knees to stop his leg from tapping. The whole situation had gotten away from him and it felt like there was nothing he could do about it. “Oh…well, I guess we typically do the slow and sensual approach. I mean, sometimes it’s harder, though we never really do anything rough. So, yeah, sorry, but I’m not sure I have good advice for you on that.”

    Isaac leaned forward and said, “How do you not know what your girlfriend likes, man? Every guy should know exactly how his girlfriend likes to fuck. He should know how to give her precisely the kind of orgasm she craves. Otherwise, you’re just being selfish, aren’t you?”

    Henry didn’t get a chance to answer as Marie emerged from the bedroom in a full lingerie set, complete with a pair of strappy three inch high heels.

    “God damn,” Isaac said as he stood up. “Marie, you look absolutely perfect.”

    Marie glanced at Henry and then approached Isaac with a smile on her face and a seductive sway in her hips. She pushed him back onto the couch, spun around slowly, and did a lusty little dance, shaking her ass in his face like a stripper might. Isaac reached up to squeeze the soft flesh of her bottom as Henry sat with his mouth agape and marveled at the effort Marie had put in to seduce another man.

    “Do you think I look good, Henry?” Marie asked.

    He nodded.

    “Do you mind that I dressed up for your friend?” she asked.

    Henry shook his head. He wasn’t entirely comfortable with the idea that Marie had put on a breathtaking bra, panties, garter belt and stockings set to seduce Isaac, but since cuckolding was his idea he wasn’t about to try and control the situation. He figured his only chance of it happening again with someone that wasn’t his best friend was to let it happen with Isaac.

    Isaac smacked Marie’s ass loud enough for it to reverberate around the room and she squealed as a look of delight crossed her face. “You naughty boy,” she said playfully.

    Isaac smiled, grabbed Marie’s hips, and pulled her into his lap. She started grinding in his crotch without hesitation as his hands moved up her taut stomach and grasped her perky breasts through the lacy black bra.

    “You’re so fucking sexy,” Isaac said. “You’ve always been so fucking sexy.”

    Marie moaned and leaned back. She kissed Isaac’s neck and said, “Oh yeah? Does that mean you’ve thought about fucking me before?”

    “Of course I have,” Isaac said. “Every man that meets you thinks about fucking you, Marie. You’re gorgeous, you’re sexy, and I’m certain that you’re damn good in bed.”

    Marie looked at Henry and asked, “Is he right? Am I good in bed, Henry? Am I going to blow Isaac’s mind when we fuck?”

    Henry wasn’t sure what to do. He was caught between wanting Marie to cuckold him and wanting Isaac to get the hell out of the house so he could try and convince her to fuck someone that wasn’t his best friend.

    “What’s the matter?” Marie asked. “Are you having second thoughts, Henry?”

    One of Isaac’s hands left her breast and moved between her legs. He pressed his fingers against her panties and Marie moaned. “It seems like he is,” Isaac said. “It seems like he might have been lying when he said you could fuck anyone you wanted. I guess he wasn’t counting on you wanting his best friend, was he?”

    Henry could see that Isaac was completely lost in his desire for Marie. He certainly understood that desire, though. He loved fucking Marie and he even liked the idea that someone else wanted to fuck her. He just wished it didn’t have to be his best friend. That was the situation they were in, though. There was no escaping it. It was about to happen.

    “No, I’m not having second thoughts,” Henry finally said. “And yes, Isaac, she’s going to blow your mind. You already know she’s beautiful and sexy. I’m sure you can tell that her body is incredible. She fucks like a goddess, too. It’s partly why I’ve always wanted to see her with someone else. She’s incredible. And she’s yours tonight because that’s what she wants.”

    Marie whispered something to Isaac and he helped her to her feet. She strode across the living room and bent over in front of Henry. “Thank you,” she whispered before kissing him. Her lips parted and her tongue gently moved into his mouth. In an instant Henry was lost in lust for his girlfriend. He reached out and caressed her legs as she reached down and found his stiff cock in his jeans. “I’m going to suck Isaac’s cock now. Are you okay with that?”

    Henry nodded and Marie stood, turned around, and bent over once more. She wiggled her ass in his face and he reached out, grabbed her waist, and pressed his lips against the flesh her thong left exposed. He kissed his girlfriend’s ass repeatedly and she squealed in delight. For a moment Henry considered pulling aside the thong and rimming her a little, but instead he chose to let her go and try his best to enjoy what was about to unfold in the living room.

    “Take your pants off,” Marie said as she sauntered towards Isaac. He did so with great speed and Henry saw his friend’s rather large cock come into view. Marie paused for a moment and then looked over her shoulder and said, “He’s so big,” with a smile on her face.

    All Henry could do was nod. The cock in Marie’s hand was indeed bigger than his and Henry was fairly certain that Isaac would fuck Marie with great skill, just like he’d done with all those girls in college, and just like he’d almost certainly done in the years since college.

    It was Isaac’s clear and obvious skill that made Henry nervous. What if Marie decided she simply preferred Henry’s best friend? What if she decided she’d much rather fuck Isaac all the time instead of just once? What if she decided she wanted a new boyfriend?

    Henry told himself that was all part of cuckolding. It was inherently risky, which helped fuel the excitement. It was a little bit insane, but the chance that he might lose his girlfriend only increased his lust.

    Marie dropped to her knees in front of Isaac and Henry watched as she wrapped her fingers around his cock. She stroked him slowly and leaned forward to kiss the head.

    “Your girlfriend’s about to suck my cock, man,” Isaac said as he looked at Henry. “She’s about to discover just how much fun it is to have a nice big dick to play with. Then I’m gonna fuck her so good she’ll be begging for me to come back and give her pussy what it truly needs.”

    “I hope so,” Marie said. She wrapped her lips around the head of Isaac’s cock and he moaned. Henry’s cuckolding had started and it seemed that there was a very good chance that two of the most important relationships in his life had changed forever.
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    “Oh, fuck, Marie, that feels so fucking good,” Isaac said as Marie’s head bobbed up and down in his lap. He looked across the living room at Henry and smiled. “Your girlfriend’s mouth is amazing. It’s fucking amazing. It’s wet, and hot, and she does this amazing thing with her tongue. Holy shit. I can’t fucking believe how good it feels.”

    Henry knew it felt amazing. He’d been on the receiving end of numerous blowjobs from Marie and Isaac was right. She was exceptionally talented with her mouth, and that thing she did with her tongue was damn near magical it felt so good. That explained the jealousy Henry felt coursing through him. Marie was doing what he desired – she was in the process of cuckolding him – but that didn’t help slow down the intense jealousy he felt.

    “This can’t be the only time I enjoy her mouth,” Isaac said before looking down at Marie. “I’m gonna fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. I’m gonna make you feel so damn good that you’ll have to ask me back. Damn, I’m gonna make sure I get to enjoy this mouth of yours as often as possible.”

    His cock left her mouth with an audible pop and Marie stroked the head and looked up at him with a smile and said, “Henry said you’ve always made the girls you’re with feel good. He said he can remember the orgasms you used to give your girlfriends in college. That’s what I want. I want to cum like that. I want you to fuck me like you fucked them, Isaac. If you do that, my mouth and my pussy will be yours to enjoy whenever you want them.”

    “Does your man not give you everything you need?” Isaac asked.

    Henry winced a little at the idea of Marie confirming that he wasn’t nearly good enough to keep her happy.

    “Henry’s a wonderful boyfriend, but he’s not great in bed. From what I’ve heard, you’re considerably better,” Marie said. “And if I’m going to fuck someone else, I want him to be better. I want to experience the high of a great orgasm when I take your cock. I want something Henry can’t give me, or there’s no point in cuckolding him. That’s why I picked you, Isaac. I know you’re good. I know you’re better than Henry. Fucking you comes provides almost absolute certainty that I’m going to have the kind of orgasm that every girl wants.”

    Mrie didn’t wait for a follow up. Instead, she took Isaac’s cock in her mouth and sucked with such vigor that he couldn’t seem to find a single word. Instead, he closed his eyes, leaned back, and enjoyed what Henry knew was a spectacular blowjob.

    “Henry, do you want to watch, or would you like to help a little?” Marie asked when she came up for air once more.

    “I…I don’t know,” Henry said. He’d certainly fantasized about participating in small ways, but doing so with his best friend as the other man felt a little weird.

    “Would you like to eat my pussy?” Marie asked. “Would you like to get on your knees and lick my pussy while Isaac and I fool around on the couch?”

    Henry nodded. It sounded like the perfect idea. He wasn’t sure how Marie knew he’d enjoy that, but he wasn’t going to question her.

    “Good,” Marie said as she stood up and dropped onto the couch next to Isaac. “Come. Crawl between my legs. Eat my pussy. Get me nice and wet. Isaac’s cock is quite a bit larger than yours. I’ll need to be nice and slippery so he can fit inside me.”

    Henry stood and walked across the living room. He tried not to look at his best friend – it felt a little bit humiliating to be so excited to eat Marie’s pussy before someone else fucked her – and fell to his knees in front of her. She reached down, slowly pulled aside her panties, and exposed her pussy.

    “Go ahead,” Marie said. “Use your mouth. Get me ready for him. Get me ready for his big cock.”

    Henry stared at her pussy for a few moments and then looked up to see Isaac lean closer. He and Marie kissed as he reached over and played with her tits. She moaned into his mouth and her fingers found his cock so she could stroke him slowly.

    Henry placed his head between his girlfriend’s legs and ate her pussy as she’d requested. She moaned louder into Isaac’s mouth and then said, “That’s it, Henry. Eat my pussy. Put your tongue inside me. Get me nice and wet. Suck on my labia. Suck on my clit, too. Get me all worked up so your best friend can slide his big cock into me with ease.”

    An involuntary groan of pleasure escaped Henry’s lips as the imagery of Isaac fucking Marie filled his head.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Isaac asked. “Is your boyfriend getting your pussy nice and wet for me?”

    “He is,” Marie answered. “I’m soaked. I’m ready for your cock, Isaac. I’m ready to feel you inside me.”

    “Why don’t you get on top first,” Isaac said. “You can take it as slow as you want to get used to my size.”

    Marie looked down at Henry and smiled. “Thank you, baby. Thank you for getting me wet for Isaac’s cock. Thank you for being a good boyfriend. You can watch from anywhere you want. Find the view that you like best. You can even stay down there on your knees if you want. I just want this to be as hot for you as it’s going to be for me, okay?”

    Henry nodded and watched his girlfriend sit on Isaac’s lap.

    “Do I need a condom?” he said.

    “No,” Marie replied. “I’m on the pill and I really want to feel you bare. It’s so much better that way.”

    Henry hadn’t expected Marie to go bare and he felt an overwhelming rush of excitement at the idea. He watched her grasp Isaac’s cock and rub the head over her pussy lips. It slipped inside her with ease – Henry had done a good job getting her wet – and Marie moaned as she slowly sank down on it. Inch by inch Henry’s best friend disappeared into his girlfriend’s pussy, officially making him a cuckold. His fantasy was playing out in real time and the throbbing erection in Henry’s pants told him that despite his anxiety, he was having the time of his life.

    “Oh my God,” Marie said. “You’re so big. Fuck, it feels so good.”

    She leaned down and kissed Isaac while slowly lifting her pussy off his long, thick shaft. Henry watched his girlfriend’s labia cling to the big cock inside her and he felt his heart pounding as a small precum stain formed at the front of his jeans. Isaac’s cock was slick with Marie’s juices, signaling her exceptional level of arousal.

    “Ride me,” Isaac said. “Ride me while your boyfriend watches. Fuck yourself with my cock.”

    Marie looked over her shoulder and asked, “How does it look from down there?”

    “It’s beautiful,” Henry said.

    “Do you want me to ride him?” she asked. “Should I fuck my tight little pussy with your best friend’s big cock? Should I cuckold you, baby?”

    “Yes,” Henry said. It was just one word, and yet he felt a crazy rush of anxiety and excitement as he uttered it. It felt like they were right on the cusp of truly changing their relationship forever, for once Marie truly committed to enjoying Isaac’s cock, she might not ever want to go back to a normal sex life with Henry. That didn’t stop him from telling her to do it, though. Henry was just as far gone as she was. He needed to see his girlfriend fuck his best friend. “Please, cuckold me. Ride his cock. Give him your pussy. Let him make you feel good.”

    Marie turned back to Isaac and rode his cock. It was slow at first, but it seemed that the more she got used to his size the harder she rode him. Before long Isaac had his hands on her ass and he was helping her bounce on his cock. The living room filled with their moans of mutual pleasure and Henry unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. He couldn’t resist any longer. He wasn’t going to cum, but he had to masturbate. He had to feel at least a little bit of the pleasure his girlfriend and best friend were feeling. In that moment, stroking his cock had never felt so good.

    Isaac spanked Marie’s ass for the first time when she was riding him at a feverish pace. The sound of his flesh meeting hers was loud and she cried out, though Henry was certain it was a cry of pleasure.

    “Again,” Marie said. “Spank me again.”

    Isaac smacked her other ass cheek and Marie moaned louder. He grasped two tight handfuls of her flesh and squeezed hard enough that it must have hurt. She moaned even louder, though, and seemed to find another gear to ride him even faster.

    “Fuck, Isaac, spank me,” Marie said.

    Isaac spanked her hard. He did it over and over. He did it while Marie bounced on his cock. Creamy white juice started to drip out of her pussy and gather around the base of his dick. Henry had never heard her unleash the noises that were coming from her mouth. It was a series of wild moans and groans and he was certain she was right on the verge of an orgasm.

    “Oh, fuck!” Marie cried out.

    She stopped riding Isaac’s cock. Her ass and thighs trembled as she sat down on it and gently moved her hips back and forth, presumably grinding her clit into his pelvis for a little bit of extra pleasure.

    Marie leaned forward and Isaac wrapped his arms around her. The sound of their heavy breathing was all that Henry heard for a few moments. He tried to remember a time when Marie had cum that hard during sex with him, but nothing came to mind. It seemed that she’d achieved her goal of having an orgasm unlike any other.

    “Henry, do you want to taste my pussy?” Marie asked as she sat up and looked over her shoulder at him. “Do you want to taste me after your best friend has been inside me?”

    Henry nodded. He couldn’t bring himself to vocalize his desire, but he wanted it.

    Marie lifted her pussy from Isaac’s cock and sat next to him. She spread her legs and Henry moved between them. He studied her enflamed labia and the pink flesh between them. He pictured Isaac’s cock moving in and out of her. He’d watched from just a few feet away and the sight of it was burned into his brain as among the most beautiful things he’d ever seen.

    “Go ahead,” Marie. “It’s okay to want it. You can taste me. You can put your tongue inside me.”

    “Go ahead, man,” Isaac said. “Get a taste of that pussy. That’s what a cuck does, right? That’s the fantasy, isn’t it? You eat her pussy after she’s had a bigger cock inside her?”

    Henry couldn’t look at his best friend, but Isaac was right. That was part of his fantasy. It had long been part of his fantasy. He loved reading stories about it. He loved watching videos of it. Now it was his turn to actually do it and he couldn’t pass it up.

    “There you go,” Marie said as Henry placed his head between her legs and pushed his tongue into her pussy. “Taste me, baby. Taste my pussy. Enjoy your cuckolding.”

    The moment he tasted her juices, any sense of embarrassment departed Henry’s mind and he committed to enjoying himself. He devoured Marie’s slick, perfect pussy. He pushed his tongue as deep inside her as he could. He licked up every drop of her juice he could find and then he dove in for more.

    “Look at him go,” Isaac said. “It seems like Henry was made for this.”

    “I think so,” Marie replied. “I like it, to be honest. It wouldn’t be anywhere near as much fun to fuck you if he wasn’t into it, and he’s definitely into it.”

    “Does that mean you want another round?” Isaac asked.

    “Damn right I do,” Marie replied as she put a hand on the back of Henry’s head and pulled him a little closer to her pussy. “I’m not the only one that deserves to cum. You need to get off too. I want to make you feel as good as you made me feel.”

    “Yeah?” Isaac said.

    Marie took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. “Yeah,” she said. “I want you to cum so hard it makes your head spin. And I want you to cum inside me.”

    Henry moaned into her pussy. He figured she’d have Isaac pull out and cum on her stomach or her tits. He liked being surprised, though, especially in such a thrilling manner.

    “I guess he likes that,” Isaac said.

    Marie laughed. “I guess he does. It makes sense, I suppose. If he likes you fucking me, why wouldn’t he like you cumming inside me, too. Is he right, Henry? Do you like the idea of your best friend cumming in my pussy?”

    “Yes,” Henry said. He was past feeling embarrassed. He was too turned on to care about that. “I love it.”

    “Let’s do that in the bedroom,” Marie said. “Are you ready, Henry? Are you ready to watch again? Are you ready to watch Isaac fuck me again?”

    “Yes, I’m ready,” Henry said.

    “Good. Let’s all go to the bedroom, then,” she replied.

    They made their way to the bedroom and Marie pulled the covers back and fell into the bed as she smiled at Isaac. He moved between her legs and they kissed as the plump, still-stiff head of his cock moved gently over her labia, teasing her with shallow penetration before pulling out.

    “You can have me any way you want me,” Marie said. “You made me cum so hard that you deserve that.”

    “How does Henry fuck you?” Isaac asked.

    “Usually missionary. Sometimes with me on top,” Marie replied.

    “And I can have you any way I want you?” Isaac asked.

    Henry saw Marie’s eyes light up. She seemed thrilled at the idea of giving herself over to Isaac. “Any way you want me, and I wouldn’t object to you spanking my ass again if you want.”

    “I want you from behind, then,” Isaac said. “And I want you to look at your boyfriend as I fuck you. Tell him how good it feels to have his best friend’s cock in your pussy.”

    Marie smiled gleefully, moved out from under Isaac’s body, and got on her hands and knees facing Henry. “Do you want to watch your friend fuck me doggystyle?” she asked.

    Henry nodded and stripped out of his pants, exposing his stiff cock. He pulled his shirt off and tossed it on the floor as Marie gestured for him to come closer.

    “Say it,” she said. “Say that you want to watch your best friend fuck me from behind.”

    “I want to watch my best friend fuck my girlfriend from behind,” Henry said. He looked up to see Isaac smiling at him and stroking his cock behind Marie. “Fuck her,” he said. “Fuck my girlfriend. Fuck her and cum inside her.”

    Marie moaned as Isaac’s cock entered her from behind. He took his time, giving her pussy a chance to get used to his size once more. Henry studied the look on Marie’s face. It was one of joy, of pure pleasure.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me hard, Isaac. Pound my pussy.”

    Isaac dug his fingers into her hips and pulled out. He slammed his cock back into her and Marie cried out in pleasure. “You’re so fucking tight,” he said. “It feels so fucking good to take you from behind.”

    “He’s everything I dreamed he would be,” Marie said as she looked at Henry. “Your best friend is exactly the man I needed. Now he’s going to pound my pussy from behind and cum inside me. He’s going to fill me with his load, Henry. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

    Henry nodded as Isaac began to fuck her in earnest. Marie’s lips parted and a long, low moan of pleasure escaped as she took the deep thrusts.

    “Harder,” Marie said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Isaac put a hand on her shoulder for leverage and delivered harder thrusts. The sound of their bodies slapping together reverberated around the walls of the bedroom as Henry stood and masturbated while his best friend fucked his girlfriend.

    “Spank me,” she said. “Please, spank my ass.”

    Isaac smacked her ass. He smacked one cheek and then moved to the other. Marie arched her back and cried out in pleasure. Isaac grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back. He fucked her harder and she moaned louder. He smacked her ass harder and she moaned louder. No matter what he did, it seemed that Marie found it intensely pleasurable.

    It was her joy that drove Henry’s pleasure, too. His fantasy was playing out as he’d imagined it. Marie was having great sex with another man. That man happened to be his best friend, but despite the jealousy and the weirdness that would almost certainly follow, Henry was lost in crazy desire in the moment. He was witnessing something truly blissful and he was soaking up every bit of pleasure that came along with it.

    As Isaac’s thrusts reached a fever pitch, Marie urged him to unload. “Cum inside me!” she screamed. “Cum in my cunt. Cum in my tight little cunt. Cum in your best friend’s girlfriend!”

    Isaac buried his cock in her pussy from behind and unleashed a series of grunts and groans. He released her hair and grabbed her ass, squeezing it hard while Marie smiled like she’d just accomplished something wondrous.

    Isaac leaned forward and pressed his body against hers. They kissed as Marie gently laid on her stomach with him on top of her. Their tongues danced and Henry slowly masturbated as he watched the aftermath of a thoroughly successful sexual experience.

    “That was everything I wanted it to be,” Marie said.

    “You’re not kidding,” Isaac replied. “You’re even better in bed than I expected.”

    Marie unleashed a delighted laugh and kissed Isaac again. “Would you mind giving Henry and I a little time alone? I want to give him a reward, too.”

    “Of course,” Isaac said as he pulled out and headed for the bathroom. “Have fun, man.”

    Marie rolled onto her back and spun around so her pussy was facing Henry. She gaped open a little and he stared at the thick cream slowly leaking out of her.

    “Put your cock inside me,” she said. “Fuck my sloppy pussy.”

    Henry crawled into the bed and slipped into his girlfriend’s pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he began to thrust. He knew immediately he wouldn’t last long. It felt too good.

    “Does it feel good?” Marie asked.

    “It’s indescribable,” Henry answered. “It’s…it’s so good, Marie. I’m not going to last long.”

    “That’s okay,” she said with a smile. “I can barely feel you anyway. Your best friend stretched out my tight little cunt with his big cock.”

    That was all it took. Henry groaned and came inside her. He enjoyed orgasmic pleasure unlike any he’d ever experienced before. It was so good it took his breath way. Marie kissed his neck and held him close.

    “It turned out to be a good idea for me to fuck your best friend, didn’t it?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Henry answered. He was certain his relationship with Isaac was changed forever, but that didn’t have to be a bad thing. They’d all experienced great orgasms. Perhaps the changes to their relationship would be for the better.

  
    She Wants Her Boyfriend's Best Friend - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Marie was immersed in her phone as Henry pulled up to a red light and glanced at his girlfriend. She smiled and pushed her hair behind her ear before tapping her screen. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard for a few moments and then Marie furiously typed out a text. She looked a little nervous before sending the message on its way. It all happened over the course of a few seconds, but Henry felt certain she was texting with Isaac.

    “Is that Isaac you’re texting?” he asked.

    For just a moment a guilty look crossed Marie’s face before she looked at Henry and smiled. “Yeah,” she said. “I hope that’s okay.”

    Henry wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about his girlfriend texting with his best friend, especially since there was almost no chance they were keeping things clean. “What are you texting about?” Henry asked as the light turned green.

    For a few seconds, Marie offered no response. Henry quickly glanced her way and she smiled. “He’s been telling me how much he enjoyed being with me,” Marie said. “He wants to do it again.”

    “You mean he wants to fuck you again,” Henry replied.

    “Yeah,” Marie said.

    Henry glanced over again and saw that her smile had somehow gotten bigger. It seemed that a particular kind of joy had enveloped her whole body. “Read me one of the texts,” Henry said. “If you don’t mind, that is.”

    “Are you sure?” Marie asked. “Isaac has a bit of a dirty mouth.”

    “I’m sure,” Henry said. “I want to know what he’s texting you.” Three days had passed since Henry’s best friend had fucked his girlfriend and he’d spent most of that time grappling with his feelings. He was equal parts aroused and uncomfortable by everything that had unfolded, particularly the sloppy seconds sex where he’d cum in less than a minute after watching Isaac and Marie fuck. Henry had resisted indulging in his desire through masturbation or dirty talk with Marie, but his resistance had worn down and he couldn’t keep a lid on his lust any longer.

    “I’ve been thinking about you all day, every day,” Marie began. “I’ve been thinking about that perfect, wet, tight pussy of yours and how good it felt to fuck you. I’ve been thinking about how good it felt to cum deep inside you. I’ve been thinking about the look on your face when you came all over my cock. I wanna make you look like that again, Marie. I wanna make you look like that again, and again, and again.”

    “When did he text that?” Henry asked.

    “A few minutes ago,” Marie replied.

    They pulled up to another red light and Henry turned to look at his girlfriend. “Is that why you had that smile on your face?”

    Marie bit her lower lip and nodded.

    “Did you reply?” Henry asked.

    Marie nodded again and looked down at her phone. “I’m wet all the time because I can’t stop thinking about you. I can’t stop thinking about your cock and how good you made me feel.” She stopped and glanced at Henry before returning to her phone. “Henry went down on me yesterday and I spent the whole time thinking about you. He made me cum, but it was you I was thinking about. It was your cock I was fantasizing about. It’s your cock that I desperately want inside me.”

    “Jesus,” Henry said. Marie looked at him right as the car behind them honked. Henry hit the gas and reached down to adjust his cock, which had reached a painfully erect state as he’d listened to his girlfriend share her desire for Isaac. “Is all that true?”

    Marie reached over and caressed Henry’s thigh. Her fingers wasted no time in moving between his legs so she could grasp his cock through his jeans. “Yes,” she said. “I was a little worried you’d be upset, but it seems like I had nothing to worry about. Is it fair to say that you want your best friend to fuck your girlfriend again?”

    Henry was certain that his body wanted Isaac and Marie to fuck again. She was gently stroking him through his pants and it felt like there was a real chance he was going to cum, leaving no doubt about the extreme levels of arousal generated at the mere idea of being cuckolded by his best friend. It still felt a little embarrassing to admit it, though.

    Much to his surprise, Marie unzipped Henry’s pants and pulled his cock out. Her fingers felt warm and soft on his stiff shaft and when she leaned over and took him in her mouth all Henry could do was moan at the sheer pleasure that immediately burst forth from his loins.

    “Holy shit, Marie,” he said. “That feels so good.”

    Her head bobbed up and down in his lap as Henry tightened his grip on the steering wheel and kept his eyes focused on the road.

    Henry stopped at yet another red light and Marie’s head popped up for a moment. “Take us to Isaac’s house,” she said.

    She took him in her mouth once more and Henry took a right and headed towards his best friend’s house. He knew full well that he was literally driving his girlfriend into another man’s arms, but he couldn’t resist the allure of being cuckolded once more. Plus, Marie had let him inside her for sloppy seconds sex the last time and she was in the middle of giving him a blowjob, which proved to Henry that his girlfriend wasn’t about to cut him off just because she was fucking his best friend.

    Marie continued the warm, wet, perfect blowjob for a few minutes longer and then abruptly sat up and tucked Henry’s cock back into his pants. “That was fun,” she said. “It’s been a while since I’ve given head in the car. I should really do it more often.”

    Henry wasn’t going to argue with that, though he was a little disappointed the blowjob was already over and that it hadn’t ended with an orgasm.

    “Maybe I’ll suck Isaac’s cock in his car sometime,” Marie said. “Would you like that, Henry? Would it turn you on if I blew your friend in his car? Would you like it if your girlfriend swallowed your best friend’s load in his car?”

    “Yes,” Henry said without hesitation. It was the truth. He loved the idea, even more so in his intensely aroused state.

    “This is going to be a quickie,” she said as Henry pulled down Isaac’s street. “He has to go to work, so I’m just going to run in there and get what I need real quick. I want you to stay in the car. Don’t worry, though. I’ll make you feel good when I’m done with Isaac, okay?”

    “Okay,” Henry said. He pulled into a space outside of Isaac’s apartment building and put the car in park. Marie leaned over to give him a quick kiss and then hopped out and ran towards the door. Isaac buzzed her in and she disappeared into the building as Henry turned the car off and stared out the windshield.

    For a few minutes Henry tried to occupy his mind with thoughts of anything other than his girlfriend and his best friend fucking. He cycled through apps on his phone in search of something that would provide ample distraction, but he failed each and every time.

    Eventually, Henry put his phone aside, closed his eyes, and let his imagination run wild. He’d been in Isaac’s apartment countless times and he pictured it in his head. He imagined Marie on her back on Isaac’s plush couch. He saw her pretty sundress pushed up around her waist as Isaac buried his cock inside her over and over. He heard his girlfriend’s moans of pleasure as she got fucked with great vigor. The scene shifted to Isaac’s bedroom with Marie bent over the bed and taking dick from behind. It shifted to the kitchen with Marie sitting on the table with her legs spread and Isaac pounding her pussy they kissed. He even briefly pictured them taking a shower together, despite the fact that a quickie and a shower don’t really go together.

    A text message pulled Henry from his revelry. It was from Marie: “Look up at Isaac’s balcony.” Henry leaned over and looked up at the balcony as instructed. The sliding glass door opened and Marie stepped out. She was still in her dress, though her hair looked considerably messier than when she’d left the car. Isaac followed in a t-shirt and a pair of gym shorts. Even from the car Henry could see the bulge of Isaac’s cock.

    Marie spun around on the balcony and dropped to her knees. She pulled down Isaac’s shorts and soon her head began bobbing back and forth. She was sucking Isaac’s cock. There was no question about it. She was doing it in a way that prevented anyone on the street from seeing the dick in her mouth, but she was definitely giving a blowjob.

    Isaac put a hand on the back of Marie’s head and began to thrust his hips a little. He closed his eyes and a smile crossed his face. Henry knew that look. He’d made that look plenty of times himself. Isaac was a man lost in his pleasure and he was almost certainly about to cum. Henry assumed they’d already fucked, Marie had gotten what she craved, and now she was on her knees and giving Isaac what he craved while offering up a little show for the audience.

    In less than a minute a look of intense pleasure washed over Isaac’s face. Henry was certain he was watching his best friend cum in his girlfriend’s mouth. Marie was taking another man’s load on her tongue and doing it in public.

    Marie pulled up Isaac’s shorts and he turned and went back into the apartment. She waved down at Henry and followed Isaac. The sliding glass door shut and not long after Marie came bounding out the front door. Henry unlocked the car and his girlfriend hopped into the passenger seat with a giddy smile on her face.

    She glanced between Henry’s legs and smiled, presumably at the sight of the bulge his still-erect cock had caused. Henry leaned over and caressed Marie’s thigh. She spread her legs as his fingers moved towards her crotch and she smiled as Henry discovered she was no longer wearing the cute pink panties she’d put on that morning.

    “I let Isaac keep them,” she said.

    Henry’s fingers moved into his girlfriend’s soaking wet pussy and she moaned. He studied her lips and pictured them wrapped around Isaac’s cock. Marie leaned closer and Henry did the same. He knew Isaac had just cum in her mouth, but he felt a desperate desire to kiss her.

    “He fucked me so good,” Marie whispered. “I came so hard on your best friend’s big cock.”

    Henry kissed her. He had to. Isaac’s cock and cum had just been in her mouth, but he couldn’t resist. Marie moaned as they kissed. She parted her lips and offered her tongue. Henry took it. He had to. He fingered her slippery pussy and played with her clit, eliciting longer, louder, lustier moans.

    “Drive,” Marie said. “Drive and I’ll suck your cock. I’ll make you cum in my mouth just like I made him cum.”

    Henry started the car and pulled out of the space with just a hint of recklessness. He headed towards home and Marie freed his cock, leaned over, and took him in her mouth. She sucked with even greater vigor than before and Henry’s arousal was far more significant. He knew he wouldn’t last all that long. It wasn’t possible. The blowjob felt too good.

    “Cum in my mouth,” Marie said. “Cum in my mouth like he did. Cum in my mouth as you think about your best friend fucking me.”

    Her warm, wet mouth enveloped his cock once more and Henry moaned. He slowed down a little as he was having a bit of trouble concentrating on the road with the intense pleasure emanating from between his legs. He pulled up to a red light, put the car in park, and reached over to pull up the back of Marie’s dress and play with her pussy. She moaned around his cock and the sound of a wet blowjob filled the car.

    “Fuck, Marie, oh, fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Henry cried out. He buried three fingers in her slippery pussy and unloaded in her mouth. Marie’s lips remained around his cock until she’d caught every drop of cum. Then she tucked Henry’s cock back in his pants, sat up, and swallowed as the light turned green. He took a deep breath, put the car in drive, and headed home with a smile on his face.

    Isaac grabbed his beer, leaned back, and smiled at Henry. “I’ve never been with a girl that fucks like Marie,” he said before taking a long sip. “I mean, we both know she’s hot, but it’s not just that. She fucks with a kind of energy I’ve never felt before. Plus, she’s got the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt.”

    Henry wasn’t sure what to say. Part of him wanted to call his friend an asshole for talking about Marie like that, in no small part because it seemed like Isaac was definitely taunting him. It also happened to be true that Henry was aroused by what his best friend was saying, though he wasn’t about to admit that.

    “Can we talk about something else?” Henry asked. When Isaac had asked him to get a drink, Henry figured they’d be talking about anything other than Marie and he wouldn’t have agreed if he knew she was going to be the only subject of conversation.

    “Sorry,” Isaac said. “I just can’t stop thinking about her.”

    He looked genuinely contrite, like he’d gotten caught up in thinking about Marie and hadn’t realized he might be making Henry feel rather shitty in the process.

    “I can relate,” Henry said with a laugh. “I guess we both probably spend a lot of time thinking about her.”

    Isaac leaned forward, studied Henry’s face for a moment, and asked, “So, this whole thing, it’s really working for you? Like, it’s everything you thought it would be?”

    Henry nodded. He’d already watched Isaac and Marie fuck twice and both times his dick had been hard as a rock. It’s not like his best friend wasn’t well aware of how much Henry enjoyed being cuckolded.

    “I’m not complaining, but I just can’t wrap my head around it,” Isaac said. “I mean, you’ve got this beautiful girl with the world’s most perfect pussy and she fucks better than any woman I’ve ever been with, and the one thing you want more than anything else is for someone else’s dick to be inside her. It’s crazy.”

    “I know it’s kind of fucked up,” Henry said. “I mean, I’m not crazy, you know? I do love it, though.”

    “I’m grateful for that,” Isaac replied. “I mean it. I’m not trying to be shitty. I’ve fucked lots of girls, but none has been better than Marie. Hell, she even wanted me to cum inside her from the start. Most girls aren’t like that, man.”

    Henry was uncomfortably hard, to the point of feeling grateful they were seated at a booth, which made it much harder for anyone to see the bulge in his pants. He was about to say something when Isaac’s phone buzzed. Henry watched a smile cross his best friend’s face before he pushed his phone across the table. Henry looked down to see that Marie had sent a text: “I need your cock. Are you available?”

    “Does she know we’re hanging out?” Isaac asked.

    “No,” Henry said.

    Isaac grabbed his phone and quickly sent a reply. “I told her we’re hanging out and said she should come join us.” His phone buzzed and he looked down and smiled. “She’s on her way. While we’re waiting we can talk about something else if you want.”

    Henry tried his best. They talked about work, about whether Isaac was looking to date anyone, about basketball, about Isaac’s sister’s upcoming wedding. None of it stuck for very long, though. Henry couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen once Marie arrived and he suspected Isaac was distracted with thoughts of the same variety.

    Isaac was the first to see Marie when she came in. He waved and Henry turned to see his girlfriend offer a beaming smile. She walked towards them with purpose and slid into the booth next to Isaac without hesitation. They kissed as Henry gripped his beer and felt his cock surge to life once more.

    “It’s good to see you,” Isaac said before a confident smile broke across his face.

    “You too,” Marie replied. She caressed his face like a woman lost in her lust for a man and kissed him again. This time it was deeper and far lustier, with quite a bit more tongue than seemed appropriate for a public place. “You have no idea how badly I want you,” she said.

    Isaac took Marie’s hand and pulled it under the table. “Can you feel how badly I want you?” he asked.

    Marie nodded and they kissed again as her arm moved, signaling that she was almost certainly stroking his cock under the table. They were indulging in full-on foreplay at the table and Henry’s dick was painfully hard as he watched.

    “I was telling your boyfriend that you fuck better than anyone I’ve ever been with,” Isaac said.

    Marie turned and smiled at Henry. “Is that true?”

    Henry nodded.

    “That’s quite the compliment,” she said before turning to Isaac once more. “Do you know why?”

    Isaac shook his head.

    “It’s because you fuck me so good,” she said. “My body craves you, Isaac. It craves you all the time. Henry set me free when he asked me to fuck someone else. I picked you because I knew you were good, but it turns out you’re so much better than good. It turns out you fuck better than anyone I’ve ever been with. You inspire me. You make me want to make you feel good so you’ll keep giving me this beautiful cock of yours.”

    Marie leaned in and kissed Isaac’s neck. She sucked on his flesh for a few moments and then nibbled his earlobe. Henry watched his girlfriend slip her tongue into another man’s ear for a few moments and a look of intense pleasure washed over Isaac’s face.

    “I need to fuck you,” he said. “Right now.”

    “Here?” Marie asked with a look of delight on her face.

    “In the bathroom,” Isaac said.

    Marie got up and Isaac followed her out of the booth. They rushed down the hall towards the bathroom and Henry watched them disappear inside. He sat there just like he’d sat in the car less than a week ago.

    Henry thought about Marie’s desperation. He knew she’d never felt that way about him, but that only contributed to his desire. He liked that. That was part of the thrill of being a cuckold. The sex was supposed to be better with the other man. The fact that the other man happened to be Henry’s best friend was still difficult, though. His relationship with Isaac had changed. There was no doubt about it. The dynamic had shifted and it would clearly continue to shift. There was nothing to be done about it, though, which is why Henry had already decided that he wanted to pursue his cuckolding as far as Marie was willing to take it.

    Five minutes after they left for the bathroom, Isaac returned with a smile on his face. He sat across from Henry, emptied his beer with a long swig, and said, “She’s waiting for you.”

    Henry slid out of the booth and walked towards the bathroom. His cock was stiff with desire by the time he reached the door. He pushed it open and stepped inside. Marie was on the bathroom counter with her legs spread. Her dress was up around her waist and the first thing he saw was the dark satin in her blue panties. Isaac had cum inside her once again.

    “Your best friend just fucked me,” she said. “He made me cum. He came inside me. His cum is dripping out of me. What do you want to do?”

    Henry locked the door and approached his girlfriend. He unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and pulled aside her panties. A moment later he was inside her.

    Marie smiled and wrapped her legs around him. “Does that feel good?”

    Henry nodded.

    “Yeah? You like being in my pussy after your best friend has fucked me?” she asked. “You like being in my stretched out, cum-filled cunt after Isaac has given me what I crave?”

    Henry began to thrust as he nodded. Her pussy felt loose and exceptionally wet, which made perfect sense. His best friend’s cum was inside her, after all.

    “I can barely feel you,” Marie said. “He stretched me out so good that I can barely feel your cock inside me, Henry. Your best friend’s dick is so much bigger than yours that I can barely feel you fucking me.”

    Henry fucked her harder. He wasn’t trying to measure up to Isaac. He knew that wasn’t possible. He was simply chasing his orgasm. Marie seemed more than happy to have him inside her and he wasn’t going to pass up on the opportunity to enjoy her pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum inside my pussy while your cock is bathed in your best friend’s cum.”

    Henry buried his cock in Marie’s pussy and came. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and held his body tight against hers while he groaned. Spurt after spurt of hot cum launched from his cock and into her already messy pussy as she purred like a deeply-satisfied woman sometimes does.

    “Did that feel good?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Henry replied.

    Marie kissed his neck as she continued to hold him tight. “Good. You deserve to feel good.”

    “Thank you,” Henry said. “For letting me fuck you, I mean.”

    “You’re welcome,” Marie replied. “Thank you for letting your best friend fuck me. Thank you for following through on your promise to let me fuck anyone I wanted. Thank you for being a good cuckold.”

    Henry pulled out and tucked his cock back into his pants. “It’s been my pleasure.”

    Marie pulled her panties over her pussy and hopped off the counter. She gave him a quick kiss and said, “I know. That’s why I’m going to keep fucking your best friend. In fact, I’m going home with him after this. I’m going to spend the night at his place. Okay?”

    Henry nodded. He wasn’t thrilled about it, but he couldn’t very well deny Marie what she wanted. She took his hand and they headed back to the bar and their booth. Henry imagined a few more drinks and conversation would follow and then he’d spend his night alone while his best friend fucked his girlfriend.
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    “Did you get me flowers?” Marie asked as they approached her front door. A beautiful bouquet sat in a vase on her front stoop and the smile on her face made it clear that Marie was delighted that someone had thought to give her such a beautiful gift.

    “No,” Henry said, though the moment he saw the flowers he wished he’d been the sender.

    Marie bent down, plucked the note from the vase, and a bright smile broke across her face as she read it.

    “Who sent them?” Henry asked.

    “Isaac, of course,” Marie replied. “He’s really quite sweet. Sweeter than I thought he’d be, in fact.”

    “He is?” Henry asked as he felt a sudden sense of concern. Was Isaac actually putting in real effort to try and win Marie’s heart?

    Marie nodded and said, “Would you bring the flowers inside for me?”

    Henry bent down and picked up the vase without thinking about it. Marie unlocked the door and held it open for him, and just like that Henry was doing his part to help his best friend woo his girlfriend. He couldn’t very well throw the vase against the wall or toss it out the door, though. That would only annoy Marie.

    “You can put them on the kitchen table,” she said. Henry did as his girlfriend requested and turned to see her re-reading the note before folding it up and gazing at the flowers with a smile on her face.

    “So, are you…are you and Isaac, like, a thing now? I mean, getting flowers for a girl is the sort of thing you do when you’re dating her,” Henry noted.

    “Really?” Marie asked. “When was the last time you got me flowers, Henry?”

    Henry knew he’d gotten flowers for her in the past, but he didn’t have an answer. It had been months, probably longer. “I…I didn’t know you were the kind of girl that liked flowers,” he said, though the moment the words left his lips Henry knew it was a weak excuse.

    “Every girl likes getting flowers from a guy,” Marie said. “At least every girl I know likes it. Flowers are beautiful and if a guy puts in the effort to get them it shows that he’s thinking about me, which is what I really like, Henry. I want a guy that thinks about me all the time, that wants to make me happy all the time, and that’s actually good at making me happy.”

    “I want to make you happy,” Henry said. “I think I’m pretty good at it, too.”

    Marie glanced at the flowers and then stepped closer and took Henry’s hand in hers. “You are, at least in most ways.”

    “Most ways?” Henry asked.

    “Do I really need to say it?” Marie replied.

    Henry shook his head.

    “You know it’s true though, right?” Marie asked. “You know that he fucks me better than you do, right?”

    “I do,” Henry said.

    “It’s not just that he has a bigger cock than you do,” she continued. “That’s part of it, but Isaac’s just better in bed. I’m not sure I could explain exactly why that’s the case, but he is. I cum harder when I’m with him.”

    Henry wasn’t sure what to say. It seemed possible that he was on the verge of being dumped, though it also seemed possible that Marie was simply trying to make it clear that she planned on continuing to fuck Isaac for as long as she desired.

    Marie pulled Henry’s hand between her legs and lifted her skirt. She pressed his fingers against her panties and said, “Put your fingers inside me.”

    Henry pulled her panties aside and gently slipped two fingers into Marie’s wet pussy. She bit her lower lip for a moment before unleashing a sensual moan at the pleasure of being penetrated. “Why…why are you so wet?” he asked.

    Marie smiled and said, “Because we had a good date. Because it was fun kissing you in the movie theater and in the car. Because there were beautiful flowers on my doorstep when we got home.” She stepped closer and Henry worked her clit with a finger as he continued to penetrate her. “Because those flowers were from Isaac. Because in his note he said how much he likes me and how much he misses me when we’re not together. Because I couldn’t help but think about Isaac being here, putting me on the kitchen table, and fucking me next to the beautiful flowers he bought me.”

    “Marie…” Henry said, but he couldn’t come up with anything meaningful to say.

    Marie reached down and unzipped Henry’s pants. Her fingers slipped into his fly and found his cock, which had come to life as she talked about her lust for Isaac. “Henry, you’re not the man I thought you were when we started dating. You’re the kind of man that gets hard hearing about his girlfriend express her desire for someone else. You’re the kind of man that might actually prefer watching me fuck another man instead of fucking me yourself. You’re the kind of man that cums watching your best friend fuck me. You’re a cuckold.”

    Marie pulled Henry’s cock from his pants and stroked him as her softly spoken words filled him with lust. Her lips approached his and they shared a slow, sensual kiss that left him throbbing in her hand.

    “Tell me I’m right, Henry,” Marie whispered. “Tell me that you know what you are.”

    Henry resisted. He fantasized about cuckolding and he certainly found it arousing when Marie did it, but he didn’t want to damn himself to a lifestyle he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to live.

    “Tell me and I’ll let you fuck me right here on the kitchen table,” Marie said. “I’ll let you fuck me like I wish Isaac would fuck me.”

    She stroked his cock faster and Henry moaned. Marie hadn’t invited him into her pussy in quite some time and Henry ached to experience that pleasure again, so he caved. “I’m a cuckold, Marie. I am.”

    “Why?” Marie asked.

    “Because…because I like watching my best friend fuck you,” Henry said. “I like that he fucks you better than I do. I like that he makes you cum harder than I do. I know it’s fucked up, but I like it.”

    Marie kissed him again, this time with far greater vigor, making Henry think he might have actually turned her on with his admission.

    “He is better than you,” Marie said as she released Henry’s cock and reached under her skirt to take her panties off. She hopped on the kitchen table, spread her legs, and said, “He does make me cum harder than you do. Much harder, in fact.”

    Henry unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down to his ankles along with his underwear. He stepped closer and rubbed the head of his stiff cock over Marie’s pussy lips.

    “Tell me, Henry, do you want to fuck me?” Marie asked.

    “More than anything,” Henry replied.

    “You can fuck me, but I want you to think about something for just a moment before you do,” Marie said.

    Henry nodded. “Okay.” All he wanted was to plunge his cock into the wet, hot perfection of her pussy, but he waited.

    “Would a man who truly cared about my happiness fuck me in this moment, or would he insist that I call his best friend to come over so I can have the kind of orgasm I want?” Marie asked.

    An array of emotions converged in Henry’s brain as the question rolled off of Marie’s lips. He was desperate for the pleasure of her pussy, and yet he was equally desperate for Marie to experience the satisfaction she craved. He was jealous of his friend – intensely jealous, in fact – and the fact that Isaac unquestionably fucked Marie better than Henry did. He was a little annoyed with Marie for teasing him like she’d done before posing her question. He was a little annoyed with himself for both wanting to plunge his cock into her pussy without caring about her pleasure and for caring about her pleasure too much, to the point that he was convinced it was terribly selfish of him to fuck her.

    Eventually, Henry stepped back, pulled up his pants, and said, “You should call Isaac. You should invite him over to fuck you, to satisfy you like I can’t.”

    Marie smiled, sat up, and leaned forward to grab Henry’s hand and pulled him close again. She pushed his pants down and guided his cock into her pussy in one fell swoop. “Yes, I should do that, but Isaac’s out of town for the next two days, so I’ll have to settle for your cock. Now fuck me.”

    Henry was a little hurt at the idea that Marie was settling for his cock, but he was inside her and in the moment her pussy felt like the most pleasurable thing in the world, so he fucked her with wild abandon.

    “That’s it,” Marie said. “Fuck me, Henry. Fuck me hard.”

    Henry fucked Marie as hard as he could. The kitchen table moved a little with every thrust and the sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room as he put as much power as he could into every movement into her pussy.

    “I can’t stop thinking about him,” Marie said. “I can’t stop thinking about your best friend. I can’t stop thinking about his cock. You’re inside me and all I can think about is Isaac.”

    Henry felt his orgasm approaching. It was embarrassing that Marie could put him so close to his climax with just a few words, but she’d done so with ease. Henry suspected it was true, too. Marie had been perfectly clear that he couldn’t satisfy her like Isaac did, so why wouldn’t she be thinking about him?

    He reached down to play with her clit as he fucked her. His thumb danced over her little nub of sensitive flesh and Marie wrapped her legs around him and moaned.

    “That’s it, baby,” Marie said. “Make me feel good. Make my pussy feel good while I think about Isaac’s big cock stretching me out.”

    Pleasure and agony swirled in Henry’s brain and body. It felt like Marie was taunting him and trying to turn him on at the same time. He wasn’t sure of her motives, but the outcome of her dirty talk was that he was on the verge of an intensely powerful orgasm.

    “Marie…fuck…oh shit…I’m cumming!” Henry cried out.

    He kept his thumb moving over her clit as he buried his cock inside Marie’s perfect, slippery pussy and experienced an orgasm that made his legs feel like they were made of jelly.

    Much to his delight, Marie climaxed a few moments later. A little bit of clitoral stimulation had been enough to put her over the top, and she held Henry close while cumming with his cock buried inside her, which hadn’t happened in quite some time.

    “Well, that was lovely, wasn’t it?” Marie said.

    Henry laughed. “It really was.”

    They kissed and Marie pulled him closer as her tongue slowly, seductively explored Henry’s mouth. He gently moved his cock in and out of her cum-filled pussy, enjoying the extra pleasure provided by her wetness as they kissed.

    “Would you grab me a paper towel after you pull out?” Marie asked.

    “Of course,” Henry replied. He pulled out, quickly grabbed a paper towel from the roll, and handed it to Marie. She pressed it between her legs to soak up the mess leaking out of her and leaned back as a smile spread across her face.

    “Do you still love me, Henry?” Marie asked.

    “Yes,” he answered. “Of course I do. Do you love me?”

    “I do,” Marie said.

    Henry was a little surprised at her answer, mostly because he’d spent the past few weeks feeling like Marie was very much on the fence about what she wanted their relationship to be. If she loved him, though, there was no way she’d pick Isaac over him. How could she?

    “What…what kind of love?” Henry asked. He felt a little foolish asking it, but he felt like he wasn’t entirely sure what Marie meant when she said she loved him.

    She smiled at his question. “The kind that makes you think about your future with a person.”

    “So, the good kind, then,” Henry replied.

    “That’s right,” Marie said. “I felt that way before I fucked Isaac, but being with him, Henry, it changed things for me. Now I know…well, now I know that you’re not capable of giving me everything I need.”

    “So, what does that mean for us?” Henry asked.

    “It means I can’t be a one man kind of woman,” she said. “I love you, Henry, and I want to be with you, but my experience with Isaac has taught me that I want what he gives me, too. In fact, I can’t live without that.”

    “Do you love Isaac?” Henry asked.

    “No,” Marie replied. “But I could. If we kept seeing each other, I mean. I think that’s the kind of woman I am, though. I think I’m capable of loving – and being with – multiple men. I think that’s what I want, in fact. The question is, are you the kind of man that wants to be with a woman like that.”

    Henry was grateful to be in a post-orgasmic head space, for his thinking would be clearest. Still, that didn’t make it any easier to answer a question like that.

    “To be honest, I don’t know,” Henry said. “If I’m that kind of man, I mean. Though, I guess the part of you being with Isaac that I find most difficult is thinking that you’re going to leave me for him. If I knew that wasn’t going to happen, I’m pretty sure I’d enjoy it a whole lot more.”

    “You did just cum awfully hard. Was that because I was talking about Isaac’s big cock?” Marie asked.

    Henry nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I like that part of it. I’ve liked that part of it from the start. I just didn’t love that you wanted to fuck my best friend and that he then wanted to take you from me, though the part that really sucked was feeling like he’d actually succeed in that.”

    “Come here,” Marie said.

    Henry approached and she reached out and pulled him close for a kiss that lingered far longer than he expected.

    “If I tell you I’m not going to leave you, will you believe me?” Marie asked.

    “Yes,” Henry replied.

    “And if I want to keep fucking your best friend because he fucks me better than anyone ever has, will you be okay with that?” Marie asked.

    “As long as you’re not going to leave me for him,” Henry answered.

    “I’m not going to leave you for him,” she said.

    “Okay,” Henry replied. “You can keep fucking him.”

    They kissed again and Marie said, “I really, really want to cum again. How would you feel about going down on me?”

    Henry glanced down at her pussy as Marie pulled the paper towel away. It looked a little messy and he wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of tasting his cum. “But you’re…it’s just, it’s a little messy, you know.”

    “It would make me happy, Henry,” Marie said. “And you just have to lick my clit. You don’t have to put your tongue inside me. Even if you taste it, I promise it won’t be too bad.”

    Henry felt a little like Marie was pushing his limits, perhaps just to see if he’d be willing to do something outside of his comfort zone for her. She was right, though. He wouldn’t have to put his tongue inside her. He’d just have to lick her clit. “If it would make you happy, I’ll do it,” he said.

    The look on Marie’s face made it seem like it made her more than happy. It made it seem like it turned her on a little. Henry dropped to his knees in front of the kitchen table and Marie spread her legs a little wider. Her pussy lips opened and he saw the remnants of his cum leaking out of her.

    “How does it look?” Marie asked.

    “Beautiful,” Henry said. “Your pussy has always looked beautiful.”

    She laughed gently, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him towards her clit. Henry’s tongue slipped out of his mouth and he ran it back and forth over her sex organ, eliciting an immediate moan from Marie as she experienced the pleasure she clearly sought.

    “That’s it,” Marie said. “Just lick my clit. Just like that.”

    Henry did as his girlfriend desired and she unleashed the low, lusty moans he wanted to hear. The more she moaned, the more he wanted to make her feel good. The closer she seemed to get to her orgasm, the more Henry worked her clit. A few times his tongue dipped a little lower and he caught a brief taste of what he’d left inside her. Just as Marie had said, it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as he thought it would be.

    Then Marie’s hand moved to the top of his head and she applied gentle pressure. She didn’t say anything, but it seemed as though she wanted Henry to move a little lower. He resisted and the pressure got a little firmer, making it perfectly clear what Marie wanted.

    Henry didn’t bother keeping up his resistance. Instead, he let Marie direct him where she wanted him to go. He dropped down and pushed his tongue between her labia and into the wet, slippery, cum-soaked folds of her pussy.

    The moan that came from Marie was unlike most Henry had heard. It was, however, quite similar to how she moaned when Isaac was fucking her. Something about Henry’s willingness to lick his cum from her pussy has triggered an entirely different kind of pleasure in Marie, a kind of pleasure that she clearly enjoyed. That was all it took for Henry to find it thrilling to clean his mess from her.

    “Oh, fuck, Henry,” Marie said as she reached down and rubbed her clit while his tongue probed her pussy. “That’s so hot. That’s so fucking hot.”

    She was into it, so Henry pushed his tongue deeper. He let the odd sense of pleasure he felt flow through him and unleashed a moan. He made it clear that he was enjoying himself, even if Marie was clearly having more fun.

    “Oh my God, I’m cumming!” she cried out just a few moments later, bringing about her second orgasm in a remarkably short span of time.

    Henry pulled his tongue from his girlfriend’s pussy and sat back on his knees as he watched her enjoy a body-shaking orgasm.

    Marie eventually sat up and reached out to him. Henry took her hand and she helped him to his feet so they could engage in a beautiful, deep kiss.

    “Thank you for that,” Marie said. “That was two great orgasms, Henry. Maybe you can, in a different way, satisfy me like Isaac does.”

    Given that he’d just licked some of his cum from her pussy, Henry felt confident in saying, “I’ll do whatever it takes, Marie. I love you.”

    She smiled, kissed him again, and said, “Let’s move in together.”

    “Really?” Henry asked.

    “Yeah. Move in with me. I know your lease it up soon, so move in with me,” she said.

    “I’d love to,” he replied. “That would be incredible. That would be absolutely incredible.”

    “You’ll have to be okay spending the night in the second bedroom when I have guys over, though,” Marie added. “It won’t happen all that often, but you need to know that it will happen. I love what we just did here, what you did in particular, but I still need to fuck other people. That’s not going to go away.”

    “I know,” Henry said. “I understand. Honestly, I’m sure I’ll even enjoy that. Knowing that you want me, that will be enough for me. I’ll be happy to spend the night in the second bedroom when you have someone else over.”

    “I do want you, Henry,” Marie replied. “I want other guys too, but I’m pretty sure I’m always going to want you.”

    That’s all he needed to hear.

    The End.
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    “How do I look in this dress?” Marie asked as she stepped confidently into the living room.

    Henry looked up from his phone and soaked in the sight of his girlfriend’s lean, lithe body in a short, low cut, floral print dress with spaghetti straps. She wore a pair of strappy wedge heels with it and all Henry could think was that she’d managed to strike a perfect balance between casual and sexy as hell.

    “You look perfect,” he said. “The heels make your legs look impossibly long and the dress is a little bit flirty, a little bit cute, and pretty damn sexy. What’s the occasion?”

    “Isaac invited me to a party,” Marie answered. “I was thinking of wearing this dress.”

    “If you wear that dress people are going to think that you’re Isaac’s girlfriend,” Henry said with more than a little insecurity in his voice.

    Marie smiled and spun around, making it seem like she was delighted with the notion of people thinking of her as Isaac’s girlfriend. “If you really think about it, I kind of am Isaac’s girlfriend,” she said. “It’s been almost two months since we first fucked and I spend the night with him at least once or twice a week, sometimes more. We go on dates, we have lots of sex, we talk and text all the time.”

    “You do those things with me too,” Henry said.

    Marie approached the couch and straddled Henry. His hands moved up her thighs and he caressed her ass, bringing a smile to her face. “I know I do. I’m your girlfriend, Henry. I’m saying that I’m also Isaac’s girlfriend.”

    Henry opened his mouth to say something but Marie leaned down and kissed him. Her tongue slipped past his lips and she moved her hips over his crotch, quickly luring his cock into an erect state.

    “I want you to be my girlfriend,” Henry said.

    Marie kissed his neck and moaned. “But I am your girlfriend.”

    Henry closed his eyes and marveled at how pleasurable a few kisses on the neck could be. “But I want you to be mine, Marie. Just mine.”

    “Mmmm, I know you do, baby, but that’s not what I want,” Marie replied. She kissed his neck and gently sucked on his flesh before her tongue danced over it. “I want you both. I want what you give me. I want what Isaac gives me.”

    Henry was caught between two distinct, potent emotional and physical experiences. On the one hand he wanted to demand that Marie stop seeing Isaac so they could return to the relationship they used to have, the one that didn’t include sharing her with another guy and dealing with the fact that the other guy fucked her far better than Henry did.

    On the other hand, Henry had spent the past two months having great orgasms fueled by the fact that his girlfriend regularly fucked his best friend. He enjoyed the sloppy seconds sex. He enjoyed the blowjobs and handjobs filled with dirty talk as Marie worked to make Henry cum while telling him how good his best friend was at fucking her.

    Henry couldn’t find a happy medium. He couldn’t get his mind to settle into a place where it accepted that he couldn’t give Marie everything she wanted and that the only way she seemed able to find true happiness was by being with two guys at once.

    “What about what I want?” Henry asked.

    Marie smiled and reached down to unzip his pants. She freed his stiff cock, pulled aside her thong, and took him inside her. Henry moaned as the heat and wetness of his girlfriend’s pussy enveloped his cock.

    Marie rode him slowly and asked, “Isn’t this what you want? Isn’t your cock hard because I want to wear this dress for Isaac? Doesn’t my pussy feel even better because you know you have to share it with your best friend? Don’t you like that I love fucking him?”

    Henry wanted to lie and tell her he hated all of that. He wanted to try and reclaim his girlfriend, but he knew she’d see right through him.

    “Marie…please,” he said. “Just stop for a second.”

    Marie sat still on his cock and caressed Henry’s face. “What is it?”

    “This can’t go on forever,” Henry said. “We both know that. At some point you’re going to have to choose. You can’t keep dating two men forever. You can’t marry two men.”

    “I could,” Marie replied, “but I don’t want to, so you’re right. This can’t go on forever. At some point I’ll have to choose, or I’ll just break up with both of you.”

    Henry felt a surprising sense of panic as he considered the notion of being without Marie. It was quickly followed by an overwhelming urge to have her pick him. He needed to be the one that Marie wanted to be with. He needed to do whatever it took to make that happen. His body and brain were telling him that he couldn’t be without her and Henry agreed.

    He reached up to caress his girlfriend’s face and then pulled her lips to hers for a tender kiss. “This dress is perfect,” he said. “Isaac’s going to love it and you’re going to be the hit of the party. Every other guy there is going to be jealous that he’s with you. Every other girl is going to be annoyed that they don’t look anywhere near as good as you do. It’s perfect.”

    Marie smiled and kissed him as she lifted her pussy off his cock and sat down once more. Henry moaned into his girlfriend’s mouth and she rode him faster. His hands moved to her ass and he grabbed her flesh and helped her bounce harder on his cock.

    “Marie…your pussy is perfect,” Henry said. “I can see why Isaac loves fucking you. I can see why he wants you so often. Fucking you is better than fucking any other girl. Of course he wants you as often as he can have you.”

    Marie moaned and bounced harder as Henry watched her breasts jiggle in the beautiful dress. He leaned closer and kissed her flesh as it rocked in front of his face. Marie pushed the straps from her shoulders and unhooked her bra, freeing her tits. Henry took one of her nipples in his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth over it as her moans filled the living room.

    “I’m close,” she said. “Cum inside me. Cum inside me, Henry.”

    Henry switched to her other nipple and moaned as her pussy somehow felt even better. He wasn’t sure what Marie was doing, but it felt spectacular and it was absolutely going to push him over the top into an incredible orgasm.

    “I’m cumming!” Marie cried out.

    Henry kissed his girlfriend as he joined her in climaxing. He pumped his load into her pussy and squeezed her ass as she moaned into his mouth.

    Their kisses continued after their mutual climaxes and Henry let his hands roam over her body, from the fabric of the soft dress to the bare flesh of her thighs and ass. It all felt spectacular and he could have stayed like that all day if she’d let him.

    “When’s the party?” Henry asked as their kiss finally ended.

    “Tonight,” Marie answered.

    “Will you be staying the night at Isaac’s?” he asked.

    Marie nodded.

    “Good,” Henry said. “I hope you have a great night. I really do.”

    “I know you do,” Marie replied.

    “When the time comes, I want you to choose me,” Henry said. “I just want to put that out there. I want to be the one that gets to love you forever.”

    A bright smile broke across Marie’s face. “Are you saying you love me, Henry?”

    “Yes,” Henry said. “I love you, Marie.” It was the first time he’d utter those particular words to his girlfriend, but he wasn’t lying. He loved her.

    Marie reached up and gently caressed his face. She leaned closer and they shared a soft kiss before she said, “I love you too.”

    Henry pulled her close and held his girlfriend tight as his cock softened inside her. He wasn’t sure how he was going to get Marie to choose him when the time came, but he was going to do it. He was going to do whatever it took to be the one she wanted to be with.

    “This is really sexy,” Marie said as she admired her body in the fitting room mirror. She glanced over her shoulder at Henry and added, “You made a very good choice.”

    Henry smiled and let his eyes wander to his girlfriend’s ass. It looked spectacular in the tight lace of the bodysuit he’d picked out for her. “I was thinking you could wear it for Isaac,” he said.

    Marie spun around with a smile on her face. “Really? You weren’t thinking I should wear this for you?”

    “I wouldn’t mind if you wore it for me, but in truth I like lighter, looser, more feminine lingerie like a baby doll or a camisole. Isaac likes this sort of thing and I’m certain he’ll see you in it and feel an overwhelming need to have you,” Henry explained.

    Marie stepped closer and Henry looked up at her from the hard wooden bench he was seated on. She ran her fingers down the side of his face and they came to rest under his chin. “How do you know what sort of lingerie Isaac likes?”

    “I lived with him for years,” Henry answered. “He’s not exactly shy about what he likes in a woman, including the sort of lingerie he wants to see her in.”

    “So you brought me here so I could buy something naughty to wear for your best friend. Is that what you’re saying?” Marie asked.

    Henry nodded.

    She smiled and asked, “Why would you do something like that?”

    “Because it’s not something Isaac would ever do,” Henry answered. “He’d never put your pleasure so far above his. I will, though.”

    “I think you’re right about that,” Marie agreed. “But he does fuck me better than you.”

    Henry closed his eyes as a wave of pleasure unlike any other moved through his body.

    “Maybe you’re just being selfish,” she said. “Maybe what really turns you on is knowing that your best friend is fucking me. Maybe what makes your dick harder than anything else is the idea that my pussy craves Isaac’s cock.”

    Henry opened his eyes and looked up at his girlfriend. “That’s true,” he said. “I guess I am being a little selfish. It’s not all pleasure, though. There’s agony too. Every time I watch I feel that agony along with the pleasure. I still want it, though. I want it for you. I want you to wear that lingerie for him. I want him to feel that crazy desire he gets when he sees how much you want him. I want you to have the sex you crave, that you deserve. I’m getting something out of it, for sure, but I’m suffering too, but I’m willing to suffer for you. Eager, even.”

    Marie smiled. “I know you are, and you deserve a reward. I want you to go pick out something you’d want me to wear for you.”

    “Really?” Henry asked.

    “Yes. Go. Now,” she instructed.

    Henry stood, checked to make sure he wasn’t sporting an obvious erection, and rushed out of the fitting area and into the store. He made a beeline for the section he’d spotted earlier and grabbed a sheer pink baby doll with a soft satin bow that would rest between Marie’s breasts.

    He headed back towards the fitting area, gently knocked on the door of Marie’s room, and stepped inside to find her naked.

    She took the baby doll from him, held it against her body, and said, “Very nice. Now sit.” Henry sat as Marie worked the baby doll off the hanger and gently pulled it over her head. It floated down over here body and she took a quick look at herself in the mirror before spinning around and asking, “Do you like it?”

    Henry nodded. Marie looked perfect. She was a feminine dream come true in the soft, floaty, sheer lingerie. “You’re perfect,” he said.

    Marie stepped forward and slowly dropped to her knees in front of Henry. She leaned closer, softly kissed his cheek, and whispered, “You’re sweet. Now I’m going to suck your cock, but I need you to be quiet. Can you do that for me?”

    Henry popped an erection at the idea of getting a blowjob in the fitting room. He nodded and sat back as Marie slowly, gently unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his ankles. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his stiff shaft and leaned forward to kiss the head.

    “I know that you experience at least a little agony when I fuck Isaac,” she said softly. “I know it was hard when I went to the party with him. I know you were jealous, especially when you saw the pictures he posted on Instagram. I know it hurt that I spent the night with him and that I spent most of the next day fucking him. I know it hurts that he fucks me more than you do.”

    She took Henry’s cock between her soft lips and swirled her tongue around the tip. He kept his mouth closed and swallowed the moan that desperately wanted to escape.

    “Isaac doesn’t feel that pain,” Marie said. “Do you know why?”

    Henry shook his head.

    “Because he knows he’s better than you,” she said.

    Henry closed his eyes and swallowed another moan as Marie’s hand moved up and down his shaft.

    “He doesn’t feel insecure because he knows he fucks me better than you do,” she said. “He knows he makes me cum harder than you do.”

    “Marie…” Henry said, but he couldn’t find the words to finish his thought.

    “He fucks me better than you do,” Marie said, “but he doesn’t do everything better than you. You’re right, Henry. You care about me. You love me. You’re willing to put my needs first. That means something. That’s why I’m going to show you how I’ve learned to deepthroat since I’ve been with Isaac.”

    “What?” Henry asked.

    Marie answered by swallowing the entirety of his cock in one go. She held it in her throat and Henry gripped the edge of the bench as an entirely new sexual experience unfolded between his legs. Marie’s throat felt spectacularly good, and when her gag reflex triggered it somehow felt even better.

    “Did that feel good?” Marie asked as she pulled off his cock and slowly played with the head.

    Henry nodded.

    “Good. Now I’m going to finish you off and you’re going to cum in my mouth. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Henry nodded again.

    Marie smiled and swallowed his cock again, but this time her head bobbed up and down in his lap. She swallowed him over and over and all Henry could do was close his eyes and enjoy the incredible, sensual journey his girlfriend was taking him on.

    He thought about her comment about deepthroating. She said she’d learned it since being with Isaac. Had Isaac taught her? Had she learned it purposefully to give Isaac better head? Was Marie trying her best to be the kind of girl Isaac wanted to be with? Those thoughts swirled in his head as Marie’s throat brought Henry right to the edge of orgasm. A few moments later he came while thinking about his girlfriend giving his best friend the same sort of deepthroat blowjob. Marie held his cock in her throat as he released and it seemed that his cum slid right into her stomach, as she had nothing in her mouth when she pulled off his shaft and smiled.

    “I think I’ll buy both naughty little pieces of lingerie,” she said.

    “Actually, I’d like to buy them,” Henry replied. “If that’s okay with you.”

    Marie kissed his cock, smiled, and stood. “Generosity is a very good quality in a boyfriend,” she said.

    “I’ll have to remember that,” Henry replied. “After all, nothing is more important to me than being a good boyfriend.”
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    “What are you wearing?” Henry asked.

    Marie moaned softly. “Red lace panties and a matching bra.”

    Henry smiled. He’d seen her in that ensemble and it looked damn good. He closed his eyes and pictured her in it. “Where are you?”

    “In my bed,” Marie answered. “Where are you?”

    “On my couch,” he said. “Though I kinda wish I was in your bed.”

    Marie giggled. “I’m sure you do. What would you do if you were in my bed, Henry? What would you do if you were at my place instead of yours tonight?”

    “I’d start by telling you how irresistible you looked,” Henry said. “I’d run my fingers over your inner thighs the way you like and I’d kiss your neck.”

    “Mmm, that feels good,” Marie replied in a soft, seductive voice.

    “I’d kiss your chest and your breasts. I’d kiss them through the thin, sheer material of that sexy bra you’re wearing,” Henry continued. “I’d move my fingers between your legs and I’d gently rub your pussy through your panties.”

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” Marie asked. “Can you feel how hot my pussy is for you?”

    “I can,” Henry replied.

    “Take your cock out for me, Henry,” Marie said.

    Henry put his phone on speaker and said, “You’re on speaker,” before unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock, which was nearly erect.

    “Get hard for me, Henry,” she said. “Stroke your cock while you imagine my fingers wrapped around it.”

    “Mmm, that feels so good, Marie,” he replied.

    Marie made a kissing sound and moaned. “Do you like it when I kiss your neck and stroke your cock, Henry? Does it turn you on to feel my lips against your skin and my fingers around your stiff dick?”

    “Yes,” Henry answered.

    “My pussy is so wet, Henry,” Marie said. “What do you want to do to my wet pussy?”

    “I want to go down on you,” Henry answered.

    “Mmm, I like that. I like it when you eat my pussy. Will you crawl between my legs, Henry?” Marie asked.

    Henry imagined being in Marie’s bed. He imagined crawling between her legs and pulling side her red lace panties. “I’m between your legs,” he said. “I’m kissing your pussy through your sexy panties.”

    “Oh, Henry, your lips feel so good,” Marie replied. “I need to feel them against my pussy, Henry. Pull my panties aside. Eat my pussy. Be a good boy and eat my pussy.”

    Henry moaned. “Your pussy tastes so good,” he said.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” Marie replied. “Taste me, Henry. Taste my juicy pussy.”

    “Mmm, you taste so fucking good, Marie. Your pussy tastes so fucking good,” he said.

    Marie unleashed a long, low moan. “Suck on my pussy, Henry. Make sure I’m soaked. Be a good cuckold and make sure I’m soaked so your best friend’s big cock can slide into me the moment he gets here.”

    “What?” Henry asked.

    “Henry, baby, I didn’t call you just to have phone sex,” Marie said. “I called you because Isaac is on his way over. He’s going to spend the night. He’ll be here soon and I wanted to get all worked up for him. I want to be soaked for him.”

    Henry sat up straight and asked, “Why didn’t you invite me over? I could be eating you out right now. I could be there in person to get you all worked up.”

    “I don’t want that,” Marie replied. “Not tonight. I want to spend the night alone with Isaac. I don’t want to tend to your needs and his on the same night. I just want it to be him and me. I want to fuck him and fall asleep in his arms and then I want to fuck him again tomorrow morning. Now eat my pussy, Henry. Eat my pussy and get me ready for your best friend’s cock.”

    Lust mixed with an encroaching sense of panic inside Henry. Marie hadn’t told him she was planning on fucking Isaac that night. She’d saved it to the last minute and she’d seemingly done it for her pleasure, not his. That was her right, of course, but it made him worry that he was losing his grip on his relationship.

    Of course, he was also aroused. That might have been the most troubling part. He was completely, overwhelmingly aroused. His cock was hard as a rock, both from the phone sex and the troubling-but-thrilling revelation that Marie had invited Isaac to spend the night in her bed without giving Henry a second thought.

    “Thank you for letting me eat your pussy before Isaac fucks you,” Henry said. Embarrassing as it was, his cock throbbed as the words left his lips.

    “You’re welcome, baby,” Marie replied. “I just heard Isaac come in. Now put your tongue deep inside me. Leave me soaking wet.”

    Henry moaned as his best friend no doubt made his way towards Marie’s bedroom.

    “If you want, you can listen to him fuck me,” Marie said. “I’ll put it on speaker and put you on mute. You can make all the noise you want and we won’t be able to hear you. You’ll be able to hear us, though.”

    “I want to listen,” Henry replied.

    “I thought you’d say that,” she said. “Enjoy the show.”

    “Damn,” Isaac’s voice said. “You look good.”

    “Yeah?” Marie asked as it sounded like she got out of the bed. “I bought it just for you.”

    “Oh yeah? What does your boyfriend think about that?” Isaac asked.

    “Who cares what he thinks?” Marie replied. “All that matters is that you think I look hot.”

    Henry’s cock throbbed in his hand as his girlfriend expressed her complete and utter lack of concern for his feelings.

    The sound of kissing reached his ears. Marie moaned and Henry wondered if Isaac was playing with her ass or fondling her tits through the lace bra.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she said.

    “Like I said, you look hot,” Isaac replied.

    Henry heard the sound of a zipper being lowered. Marie was freeing Isaac’s cock. Henry heard his friend moan.

    “Fuck, Marie, that feels so fucking good,” Isaac said.

    Henry heard the sounds of a blowjob. Marie seemed to be making an effort to make it loud and sloppy.

    “Do you suck your boyfriend’s dick like this?” Isaac asked.

    “Not often,” Marie answered as the sound of her fingers moving up and down Isaac’s slick shaft hit Henry’s ears. “Henry’s a cuckold. His dick doesn’t make me feel anywhere near as good as yours does, so he doesn’t deserve to get it sucked as often as you do.”

    Henry moaned. He couldn’t help it. Whether intentional or not, Marie was triggering his inner cuckold in every imaginable way.

    “Do I deserve to be in your throat?” Isaac asked.

    “Is that what you want?” Marie replied. “Do you want me to deepthroat your big cock, Isaac? Do you want to see me gag on your dick?”

    “Yes I do,” Isaac said.

    “Well then that’s what you deserve,” she replied. “A man like you, with a cock like this, deserves to see the girl he fucks gag on his cock, but only because you fuck me so good.”

    The sound of gagging hit Henry’s ears a few moments later. He jerked off and imagined Marie’s throat bulging as Isaac’s thick cock filled it. The blowjob resumed soon after, but this time it included the sounds of choking and gagging as Marie presumably took Isaac’s cock into her throat over and over. She was unquestionably putting on a show, though Henry couldn’t tell if it was for him, for Isaac, or for both of them.

    “God damn, Marie, no one has ever sucked my dick like you do,” Isaac said.

    Marie gasped for air for a few moments and replied, “No one has ever fucked me like you do.”

    “Is that true?” Isaac asked. “That fine pussy of yours has never gotten the kind of fucking it clearly deserves?”

    “No, it hasn’t,” Marie answered. “Though it’s been especially bad since I’ve been with Henry. Your best friend can’t fuck me worth a damn, Isaac. He can’t hold a candle to you. When I let him have me all I do is think about you and wish you were the one fucking me with those deep, long strokes that you give.”

    “Well maybe you oughta stop letting Henry have your pussy,” Isaac suggested. “There’s no reason to put yourself through disappointing sex, not when you have me around.”

    Henry heard the sound of kissing. Marie must have stood up. He could hear a bit of stroking, too, so she almost certainly had her hand around Isaac’s thick shaft.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Marie said. “Get naked and fuck me. Give me that big dick for as long as you can. My pussy’s desperate for you, Isaac.”

    “With pleasure,” Isaac replied.

    Henry listened to his girlfriend climb into her bed while Isaac stripped. He heard the sound of masturbation as she played with her pussy, probably while staring at the big cock that would be inside her before long.

    Henry heard Isaac climb into Marie’s bed. They kissed and she moaned. Her moans grew louder.

    “Is that what your pussy wants?” Isaac asked. “Is that what you’ve been craving?”

    “Fuck yes,” Marie replied. “Now fuck me, Isaac. Fuck my tight pussy.”

    Henry listened to his best friend fuck his girlfriend. He listened to her bed frame squeak in the way it sometimes did when the sex was hard. He listened to Marie and Isaac’s lusty moans and the sounds of their kissing.

    The sex was remarkably vigorous. Henry couldn’t tell if they were fucking harder than the times he’d watched or if Marie was putting on a show because she knew he was listening, or if she was simply more aroused than usual and was in turn urging Isaac to give her a good pounding.

    The end result was a fairly quick orgasm for Marie. The volume of her moans increased as she approached her climax and then she let out a wild, wondrous scream that Henry was fairly certain he’d never heard before.

    Marie laughed in the way a person sometimes does when they’re amazed at how good they feel. “That was amazing. You’re always amazing, Isaac.”

    “That’s just because you’re used to fucking Henry,” Isaac replied.

    Marie laughed again, but in a way that felt far more painful for Henry. He felt it in his cock, too, though in the opposite manner, as her laugh seemed to bring him a little closer to his climax.

    “You are a lot better than him,” Marie said.

    “Why are you still with him?” Isaac asked.

    Henry stopped stroking and listened intently.

    “Because I love him,” Marie replied.

    Henry sat back and breathed a sigh of relief.

    “Can you really be with someone – long term, I mean – that can’t fuck you worth a damn? Is that something that could really work?” Isaac asked.

    Henry couldn’t believe his best friend was openly trying to take Marie from him.

    “Are you suggesting that I leave Henry for you, Isaac?” Marie asked.

    A moment later she moaned. Henry couldn’t be sure, but he thought he heard the sounds of a very slow kind of sex. Isaac was attempting to sway Marie by showing her exactly what he offered.

    “I’m saying that I’m barely putting in any effort and I’m making you feel better than Henry does when he puts in maximum effort. I’m saying that you might fall in love with me some day – maybe even someday soon – and that might happen quicker if you break up with Henry and commit to me. I’ve already committed to you, Marie. I’m not seeing anyone else. I’m certainly not fucking anyone else,” Isaac said.

    Marie moaned. “So you want me to be yours?”

    “Yes, that’s what I want,” Isaac answered.

    For some reason, Henry couldn’t stop masturbating. He couldn’t compel his hand to stop moving up and down his shaft. He couldn’t keep the intense pleasure he felt at bay. Why the fuck would he feel such arousal as his best friend was trying to take Marie? He should have felt rage and pain, but instead he felt a fucked up kind of need to cum.

    “Make me cum again,” Marie said. “Show me how much better you are than Henry. Show me what I’d get if I was yours exclusively.”

    “With pleasure,” Isaac said.

    Marie’s moans filled Henry’s ears once more. This time he couldn’t hold back. Not only was his best friend fucking his girlfriend, Isaac was doing it in hopes of stealing Marie from Henry. He was trying to end their relationship and he was doing it by sliding his big cock in and out of her wet, needy pussy.

    Henry came hard. He sat on his couch and his cum spurted into the air as he listened to his best friend fuck his girlfriend. The woman he loved had another man’s cock inside her and Henry was sitting on his couch and blowing his load. It felt fucking fantastic, too. It was an orgasm unlike any other.

    Intense emotional pain quickly followed. Henry ended the call and sat in the mess he’d made as he beat himself up for being pathetic enough to cum to the notion that Marie would leave him for his best friend.

    That pain lasted for another thirty minutes. Then Marie sent a text: “I came twice and then he came inside me. We had a drink and watched a bit of TV. Now he’s going to fuck me again. Do you want me to call so you can listen?”

    Henry felt shitty as he typed his response, but he couldn’t stop himself: “Yes, please.”

    He knew it would feel even worse the second time he came while listening to them fuck, but he still pulled his pants down and stroked his cock. Marie called, Henry answered, and soon after the foreplay began all over again. His dick was hard as a rock in no time and soon enough he was barreling towards another orgasm that would lead to the same emotional pain afterwards. He couldn’t stop, though. He couldn’t resist the pleasure, despite the pain.

  
    She Wants Him Bareback. She Wants to Take the Risk.

    Your wife looks absolutely perfect in a soft, semi-sheer pink babydoll with a pink lace thong. She’s in bed with her boyfriend and she’s just pulled his shirt off, exposing the impressively muscular chest and stomach that she can’t seem to keep her hands off of.

    She smiles at him as her hands move over his body and he leans closer. Their lips part like they’re going to kiss. He leans in and then pulls back, like he’s teasing her. They both laugh before she pulls his lips to hers. Their joy quickly turns to lust. You see her mouth open. You see their tongues dance in that way they do when two people are completely lost in their passion for each other.

    His hand moves under the soft chiffon of her babydoll and up her taut stomach. He runs his fingers over one of her perfect, perky breasts and you hear her moan in that quiet, approving way that tells him she wants more. She wants to feel his hands on her body. She wants him to play with her nipples.

    He kisses her neck and your wife glances at you as she moans. You see that irresistible smile break across her face as she gives herself over to the man she’s been seeing for the past six months. Most of the time she lets you watch because she knows it thrills you like nothing else. The stiff erection between your legs is proof of your desire. They’re still indulging in foreplay and already you’re heading towards the peak of your arousal.

    “Take your pants off,” your wife says to her boyfriend.

    He smiles and they kiss again. Their tongues dance again. She runs her hands down his chest and undoes his belt as their lips remain sealed together. She unbuttons his pants and quickly pushes her hand inside them. It’s his turn to groan. Your wife has found the cock that’s brought her such pleasure for the past six months.

    “Take them off,” she says. “I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”

    You feel that surge of pleasure that always accompanies your cuckolding. It’s the kind of pleasure that lures you back to this experience over and over again. You still battle the angst that comes with being a cuckold, but each time you watch them have sex you experience a level of pleasure that you’ve never been able to replicate. It’s addictive. You crave it all the time, so you always end up back here, watching your wife and her boyfriend surrender to the white hot desire that fuels the great sex they’ve been having for half a year.

    It seems that your wife’s promise of oral pleasure is enough to motivate him to finally remove his pants as her boyfriend quickly pulls them off along with his underwear. Now he’s naked in your bed and your wife can’t help but wrap her fingers around his cock. She strokes him as they kiss again. Her fingers move up the cock that’s both longer and thicker than yours. It’s the cock that’s been inside her a great deal more than yours has in the past six months.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she says.

    “You know I can’t resist you,” he replies.

    Your wife smiles says, “Lie down. I want to make you feel good.”

    It’s the way she says it that turns you on the most. There’s a quality to her voice that indicates just how badly she wants to make him feel good. She’s not just saying it because she thinks he wants to hear it. She’s saying it because she truly wants to make him feel good.

    He lies down and your wife strokes him as they kiss. The white chiffon of her babydoll looks absolutely perfect on her body and he can’t help but play with her breasts. He moans into her mouth because her fingers are exceptionally talented and she’s making him feel good even before she fellates him.

    Your wife kisses his neck and chest. She kisses one of his nipples and playfully bites it. She laughs as he yelps from the pain. She kisses her way down his hard stomach. She rubs her breasts over the head of his cock. She rubs it against her neck and then takes her place between his legs.

    She looks up at him and kisses the plump head of his cock. She kisses it all over. She gets her tongue involved and he groans.

    “I love your cock,” she says.

    She’s never said that to you. She says it to him all the time. She says it to him because she really feels that way. She loves his cock. She’s told you she loves his cock. She loves it because it makes her feel so good. She loves it because it’s attached to a man that knows how to fuck her exactly like she needs.

    Your wife kisses her way to the base of his cock and then licks her way to the tip. She wraps her lips around it and takes him into her mouth. He groans immediately. She maintains eyes contact as she works the head with her soft, talented lips and mouth.

    You know how good her mouth feels. You haven’t experienced it in a long time, but you know how good it feels. You know it’s a wondrous treat. You know there’s nothing quite like a blowjob from your wife. Now those are his to enjoy. You don’t get them anymore. The man that makes her cum like she’s always wanted gets blowjobs from her.

    You’re in the room, but they barely pay attention to you as they indulge in their need for each other. You’re allowed to watch, but you don’t participate. You simply enjoy their lust for each other from your place against the wall. You’re allowed to masturbate, and you will, but you know that if you start too soon you’ll also cum too soon.

    He reaches down and pulls your wife from his cock. They kiss as his fingers move into her panties. She moans as he plays with her pussy.

    “I want to taste you,” he says.

    Your wife smiles and lies on her back. He pulls her panties off and moves between her legs. He kisses her thighs and she smiles. He kisses her pussy and she moans. He pushes his tongue inside her and your wife closes her eyes. He licks her clit and she reaches down to run her fingers through his hair.

    “That feels so good,” your wife says. “You make me feel so good.”

    You seethe with jealousy. Watching him go down on her always makes you feel that way. You can’t help it. That was the one thing you were convinced you did better than any man. He’s good at it, though. He makes her feel good. He makes love to her with his tongue. He uses his fingers. He’s not just trying to get her wet so he can fuck her. He wants to make sure your wife is satisfied, so he eats her pussy beautifully.

    She pulls him from between her legs after a long, lovely oral session. They kiss and then he smiles.

    “I need your cock inside me,” your wife says.

    You unzip your pants. You can’t help it. The foreplay was so beautiful, and like always it left you immensely aroused. Your dick is stiff. You pull it out. You stroke yourself slowly and it feels spectacular. Those first few strokes are always the best. Your cock is alive with pleasure from the voyeuristic experience and it’s like you might set off a bomb in the form of a great orgasm if you stroke too fast.

    Your wife plays with his cock as he reaches for the box of condoms on the nightstand. He has one halfway out when she grabs his arm and stops him.

    “No,” she says. “Not tonight.”

    “Are you sure?” he asks.

    “I’m sure,” she says. “I want you to cum inside me.”

    Your wife has never had unprotected sex with her boyfriend. She’s not on birth control and she’s always been adamant that it’s not worth the risk. She’s not an irrational woman, even when she’s lost in a state of lust. She doesn’t make decisions lightly, which means she’s thought about this.

    “Wait,” you say. You’re not okay with this. She didn’t talk to you about this. It’s a huge decision. It’s not the sort of decision to made in the heat of the moment.

    Your wife turns to you and says, “I want this. I need this. I’m ready for this. I’m ready for him to cum inside me. I want him to cum inside me.”

    Each time she says it you feel a surge of desire. Your cock throbs in your hand. You know you look foolish trying to argue with your wife while holding your erection, but that’s the situation you’re in.

    “But you’re not on birth control,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and strokes his cock. “I know,” she says.

    “But what if…what if you get pregnant?” you ask.

    She places his bare cock inside her and he slowly fills your wife’s pussy. They share a kiss as he begins to thrust.

    “What if that’s what I want?” she asks.

    He kisses her neck as his bare cock slowly moves in and out of her. Each thrust brings him closer to cumming inside her. Each thrust brings you closer to cumming, too. As much as you object to the notion of another man having unprotected sex with your wife, your cock seems to find it enormously arousing.

    “That’s not…that’s not what I want,” you say.

    Your wife closes her eyes and moans. They kiss as he fucks her faster. You see their tongues mingle as the sounds of sex fill the room. Your hand moves up and down your cock despite the angst flooding your body.

    “Please,” you say.

    “Isn’t this what you want?” your wife asks.

    “No,” you say.

    “Are you sure? Your cock is so hard and you’re still stroking yourself. It seems like this is what you want. It seems like you want me to have unprotected sex with him. It seems like you want him to cum inside me. It seems like you want his seed in my womb,” she says.

    You feel that telltale surge of desire in your loins. Your cock has never felt so hard. Your balls are tight. You’re just a little bit lightheaded. You’re turned on. There’s no question you’re turned on. You’re overwhelmingly aroused, in fact.

    “Please,” you say. It’s all you can muster. You can’t stop your desire. He’s not going to stop. She’s not going to stop him. He’s going to cum in your wife’s unprotected pussy and it turns you on.

    “This is what I want,” your wife says. “I want him to cum inside me. I need him to cum inside me.”

    They kiss again. He thrusts in and out of her body. You can hear the wetness of her pussy as he fills her. You can hear her moans as she turns his attention to her. They’re having unprotected sex. If he cums inside her he might get her pregnant. Another man might get your wife pregnant.

    Your dick is hard. Rock hard. Painfully hard. You stroke yourself faster. The fight goes out of you. It’s what she wants. It’s her decision to make. You don’t want to think about what it might mean if her boyfriend gets her pregnant. You don’t want to think about how that would change things.

    “Harder,” she says. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    There’s no stopping it now. You’d have to physically pull him off of her and he’s stronger and bigger than you. You might not be able to do it.

    You know that look in your wife’s eyes. You know what it means. You know she’s lost in her pleasure. You know she can’t help herself. You know nothing can stop her from getting what she needs, and what she needs right now is his cum inside her.

    “I’m close,” he says.

    He’s offering her a chance to have him pull out. You know he’d do it if she asked. He’s letting her know she doesn’t have to take the risk.

    Your wife grabs his ass. “Cum inside me,” she says. She’s making it perfectly clear what she wants. She wants him to cum in her unprotected pussy. She wants to take the risk.

    He smiles. He wants it too. Of course he does. What man wouldn’t want to cum in a beautiful woman’s pussy?

    They kiss as he fucks her harder. They kiss as she squeezes his ass. You see her legs tremble just a little. You know she’s close.

    “Cum inside me,” she says in a low, strained voice. She’s so close. “Cum in my pussy. Cum in my pussy.”

    He’s close too. He’s fucking her harder and faster. He’s pursuing his orgasm. He’s moments from cumming in your wife’s unprotected pussy. He’s moments from potentially getting her pregnant.

    “I’m cumming,” she says. “I’m cumming!”

    She pulls him close as he keeps thrusting. You see the pleasure wash over her face. You see yet another beautiful orgasm that her boyfriend has provided her.

    “I’m cumming,” he says not long after. His thrusts slow as he empties his load into her womb.

    A deeply-satisfied smile crosses your wife’s face. She’s happy. She’s truly happy. She’s happy because he just came inside her. She’s happy because she might have just let another man get her pregnant.

    You cum. Your cum spurts into the air and lands on the hardwood floor in front of you. Another man just came in your wife and you’re cumming all over the floor. She’s not looking at you. She’s kissing his neck. In this moment, she barely knows you’re in the room.

    “I love you,” she whispers as your orgasms finishes.

    He looks at your wife and smiles. His cock is still inside her. His cum is inside her. “I love you too,” he says.

    There’s no question your life has changed. You’re just not sure how quite yet.

  
    She Wants Him to Cum Inside Her

    This is what you crave more than anything. To see another man’s cum running out of your wife’s pussy is the ultimate cuckold pleasure, and something you’ve fantasized about from the start. You’ve always been turned on by the idea of her sleeping with other people, but it’s the notion of someone cumming inside her that truly makes your cock stiff. Did you ever think it would happen? Did you ever think your beautiful, sensual wife would have unprotected sex with someone else and beg him to cum in her pussy?

    You fantasized about it. You dreamed about it. You never thought it would actually happen though. Then she met the right guy. He was handsome, strong, and most importantly, he was pure alpha male. He oozed confidence and she found him irresistible from the first time they met. He was happy to produce a recent clean test and easily convinced her how good it would feel to have his bare cock pushing into her pussy.

    The night of their first unprotected encounter you had butterflies in your stomach. You’d been invited to watch and you couldn’t wait for the moment when he pushed his big dick into her perfect wet pussy and filled her. It was even better than you expected. As he filled your wife she moaned loudly and wrapped her legs around him. She never wanted his incredible cock to leave her body. She never wanted him to stop fucking her.

    They kissed, they caressed each other, and they made love in front of you. They made bareback love and with each thrust her wet pussy moved closer to orgasm. You had a perfect view between her legs so you could see her labia opening around him and watch as his balls slapped against her ass every time he pushed inside your wife. She treated you to a great look at her riding his cock too, and to see how much she enjoyed having sex with this man was an absolute thrill for you.

    The creampie came after they moved back to the missionary position. He’d had her every way imaginable and he was ready to cum inside your wife. His thrusts were slow and deep and as he slowly moved towards climax he announced his intention to release his seed into her body. She welcomed it eagerly, and soon another man’s cock was flooding her womb with cum. You watched him empty his balls and now you’re watching the cum leak out of her while they share tender, sensual kisses and the kind of bond that only comes from unprotected sex. Soon you’ll be between her legs cleaning her up. Does that excite you, cuckold?

  
    She Wants Him to Get Her Pregnant

    “I know it seems like a really big, scary decision, but I don’t think it is,” your wife says as she plays with your locked cock. “I think it’s just a logical decision, to be honest. I want the superior man to get me pregnant, and I think it’s pretty obvious that’s not you.”

    “You’re a wonderful husband and I know you’re going to be a wonderful father. It’s just that you’re not the right sperm donor. You’re not the right man to get me pregnant.”

    Her words hurt, but there’s something decidedly arousing about them too. It helps that you’ve been locked in chastity for two weeks, too.

    “Don’t you think our baby deserves a strong, alpha male’s DNA? Wouldn’t you agree that you’re not that kind of man?”

    Your cock is locked up tight in a chastity cage. You haven’t fucked your wife in years. You eat another man’s cum out of her pussy on a regular basis. It’s hard to argue with the basic premise of her argument.

    Now they’re in the bed you share with your wife. Today is the day. They’re going to have fully unprotected sex for the first time. Your wife has gone off the pill and she’s ovulating. She’s ready for him to fill her womb with his seed. She wants it to take hold. She wants him to get her pregnant.

    Their play is more erotic than usual. The kissing is slow and sensual. It’s more romantic than usual.

    That’s because they’re making a baby. Your wife wants him to get her pregnant and she was it to be beautiful when he does. She wants her baby to be the result of an evening of passionate, deeply satisfying sex.

    It’s so beautiful. The way he touches her body. The way she kisses him. The way she moans in pleasure as his hands move over her ass.

    It’s all made so much more beautiful because you know that she wants him to get her pregnant. You know she wants his cum inside her. You know she wants that cum to take hold, to produce a baby. You know she wants her belly to swell with his offspring.

    This is a special moment, cuckold. This is the beginning of their quest to get pregnant. This likely won’t be the last time she takes him inside her with the intention of getting pregnant, but it is the first, and it’s so beautiful.

    “I want your baby,” she whispers.

    He groans. It turns him on. The idea of getting your wife pregnant thrills him to no end. The idea that she wants his seed instead of yours is a massive boost to his ego and it makes his cock throb as she milks him with her pussy.

    It turns you on too, doesn’t it. You like hearing her whisper that. It hurts a little, of course, but deep down you know you like it. You know that it’s your place to watch as another man gets your wife pregnant.

    It’s awfully hot just to watch her work his cock with her pussy, isn’t it? The way she rides him is so beautiful. The way she milks him with her velvety cunt is the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen, and you’re getting a front and center show.

    Your wife wants you to be there for the moment he inseminates her. You’re going to watch every time until he gets her pregnant. You’re going to witness another man completing the ultimate form of cuckolding.

    “I love your cock,” she says as they switch to missionary style. “I love your big cock.”

    She turns to you as the words leave her lips. She wants to see how you’re doing.

    “Are you having fun, cuckold?” she asks. “Is it turning you on to watch him fuck me? Are you excited to see him cum in my unprotected pussy?”

    You nod. You can’t masturbate because you’re locked in chastity, but you would if you were allowed to. Of course you would.

    He’s getting closer. Your wife can tell. He’s moaning a little louder. He’s thrusting a little deeper. She turns her attention to him.

    “I need your cum inside me,” she says. “I need you to give me a baby. I need you to give me your seed while my cuckold watches.”

    He smiles. She knows it turns him on. She knows he loves the idea of getting her pregnant while you’re watching.

    “I want to have your baby,” she says. “Give me your baby.”

    You feel the ache of arousal between your legs. Your wife is deeply connected with him. She’s having sex with another man because she wants him to get her pregnant. She’s making love with him for the purpose of procreation. It’s the most beautiful thing two people can do together, and she’s doing it with another man.

    When they break the kiss she says, “Please, give me your baby.”

    He buries his cock inside her and cums. She wraps her legs around him and moans. He’s cumming in your wife’s unprotected pussy. His seed is swimming towards her eggs.

    “Look, honey,” she says as he pulls out and lies next to your wife.

    You move between her legs. You see his cum leaking out of her pussy. It’s the most beautiful thing in the world.

    “I know you love eating his cum, but this time you don’t get to clean up. In fact, there will be no more cum eating for you until I’m pregnant.”

    You frown a little. You love eating his cum out of her. It’s such a thrill.

    “Don’t worry, cucky. I’m sure I’ll be pregnant soon. I’m sure I’ll have his baby growing inside me before long. Then you can eat all the cum you want.”

  
    She Wants Him to Take Her Bareback

    You want it.

    She wants it.

    Her bull wants it.

    You do want it, right? You want another man to cum in your wife's pussy, right? You want his bare cock to slide into her tight, wet, needy cunt and empty a week's worth of thick cum deep inside her, right?

    Of course you want that. Every cuckold wants that. There's something so beautiful about surrendering the right of every husband - to cum inside his wife - to the man that she's chosen as her primary sexual partner.

    He satisfies her needs in ways you can't. That's why he fucks her more often than you do. She certainly cums harder with his cock inside her than she does with yours. That's why he deserves to fuck her bareback, to cum in her pussy, to do what her husband is supposed to do.

    What you really want is to watch, right? To witness another man inseminating your wife. What could be more pleasurable for you?

    I suppose you might like to lick his cum out of her. What a beautiful way to connect with your wife after someone else has given her a mind-bending orgasm and made her scream his name in your bedroom. You crawl between her still-trembling thighs, put your tongue inside her, and consume the seed of the man she's now cuddling with.

    So yes, she can tell him that it's okay to fuck her bareback and cum in her married pussy.

  
    She Wants Him. She Needs Him.

    You know it’s true, but it still stings a little when she says, “You can’t give me what I need.” You’ve known for years that it’s true, but you still wince when the words leave her lips. There’s pleasure for you though, cuckold. Another man is going to give your wife what she needs and you get to watch while you enjoy your hand.

    Doesn’t she look absolutely perfect for him? The lingerie you bought looks so good on her lean, sexy body. Her hair is long and wavy, her makeup is flawless, and there’s a sense of eagerness about her that you know he’s going to love. You may not have experienced this in your life, but a man enjoys it when a woman desperately wants him inside her.

    You’re allowed to watch, but when he comes into the bedroom she’s going to forget you’re there. When he enters the marital bed with your wife, she’s going to concentrate all her attention on him. She wants to make him feel good because he makes her feel so good. He makes her orgasm like you’ve never been able to do.

    You’re going to watch and you’re going to love it. You’re going to stroke as you witness him slip his thickness into your wife. You’re going to stroke as you see her eyes close and her mouth open to let out a deeply satisfied moan. You’re going to climax as he climaxes inside her. You’re going to be a good cuckold.

  
    She Wants His Cock Because It's Bigger Than Yours

    Most men wouldn’t understand. Most men would think you’re crazy for wanting your wife to fuck a guy with a bigger cock. Who would do such a thing? A man that loves his wife and understands that he simply doesn’t have what it takes to please her, that’s who. A man who finds the idea of someone else’s cock making his wife cum, that’s who. A cuckold. You.

    You were never really under the impression that you had a big cock. A little less than four inches hard just isn’t impressive, no matter how you try and rationalize it. What’s crazy is that your wife didn’t know. She was a virgin when you met. You fell madly in love with each other. She was a little bit sheltered and she didn’t have the kinds of friends that would talk about that sort of thing with each other, so she assumed you were like most other guys. She didn’t know that you’re actually below average, that you have a small cock.

    It was years before it ever came up, but you could tell she wasn’t getting what she needed from sex. She would usually orgasm during sex, but it always seemed like she was just a little bit disappointed. It turns out your intuition was spot on. Your small cock wasn’t getting the job done.

    The day your marriage changed forever happened a few years back. It was late. You were in bed when she came into the room in a black satin chemise and slipped under the covers next to you. You thought she wanted to have sex. You were wrong.

    “Honey,” she said as the soft satin brushed against your skin. “Can we talk?”

    She wasn’t shy about initiating sex, but she’d never done it like that before. Your expectations quickly adjusted and a feeling of anxiety quickly rose up. “Sure. What about?” you responded, trying your best to hide the nervousness you felt.

    “I…” she hesitated, taking your hand in hers as she looked into your eyes. “I need something more…sexually.” She paused, trying to gauge your reaction. Had you been completely blindsided by her declaration you might have gotten up and walked out of the room. You weren’t though. You knew she wasn’t satisfied. Even though she’d never come out and said anything, you knew your little cock wasn’t getting the job done.

    After a pause, you answered truthfully, “I know.”

    She’d prepared a whole speech. She was going to let you down kindly. She was going to reassure you that she loved you, that she didn’t want to leave you. She was going to talk about trying to find a compromise. She was going to tell you about how she’d researched swinging and cuckolding online. She wasn’t expecting you to acknowledge the problem. She wasn’t expecting you to be so understand, to love her so much as to let her find the satisfaction she craved elsewhere.

    You were willing to listen, though. At that point you’d never heard of cuckolding, but as she described the idea of having sex with another man, a man with a much bigger cock than yours, you couldn’t help but get turned on.

    “Is this turning you on?” your wife asked when she noticed your throbbing erection. You felt a wave of embarrassment wash over you. You blushed with shame. She was having none of it though. “That’s amazing, baby!” she said with a bright smile on her face.

    She did the searching, mostly on swinger sites. She browsed profiles, messaged guys, and demanded proof of their big cocks before she’d agree to meet with them. She had no trouble finding guys that were willing to take dick pics and soon your wife’s inbox filled with men she could use to provide her with the sexual pleasure she craved.

    “Come here, honey,” she called out one night. You followed her voice to the office and saw a picture of a massive cock on her laptop screen. “Sit next to me,” your loving wife said with a devious smile on her face.

    “Take your cock out,” she said in a decidedly dominant tone. You complied without hesitation. “Masturbate for me,” she ordered and you did as you were told. Soon you were hard. “Look at his cock. Look at how much bigger it is than yours. Do you understand why I want to fuck him? Do you understand why I need him inside me? Do you understand why I’ve made a date to get fucked by that beautiful cock?”

    You would have responded, but you were too busy cumming to answer her. She watched with a smile on her face as your semen squirted into the air and spilled over your fingers. “I guess you understand.”

    Her date was later that week. As she was headed out the door in a pair of wet look leggings and a low cut tank top she kissed you on the cheek and whispered into your ear, “After tonight I’m not going to want your little cock inside me ever again.” You couldn’t help but get hard.

    She was teasing you, but things have changed drastically since that night. She came home elated, a look of pure bliss on her face because she’d finally experienced sex with a big cock. He had nine thick inches to offer her and she took it all multiple times over the period of two hours in a hotel room. He pounded her relentlessly and she greedily took it all. At one point she was begging him to fuck her doggystyle, something she’d never done with you.

    Once a woman experiences that sort of satisfaction, she’s not willing to settle for anything less. That’s why everything changed. Your cock couldn’t compare. She let you fuck her the next day, but it was more disappointing than ever. She could feel you, but it was nothing compared to him. It was nothing compared to the big cock that had filled her so perfectly the night before.

    These days your little cock rarely enjoys the pleasure of your wife’s perfect pussy. She gives you handjobs and occasional blowjobs, but she always does it while she reminds you how inadequate you are. You never fail to cum quickly, either. You’ve become a full-blown cuckold. Nothing turns you on more than the idea of your wife cumming on another man’s big cock. Nothing turns you on more than being told you’re a small dick cuckold that couldn’t possibly please a woman.

    You are. Don’t ever forget that. You lack what it takes to please a woman in the bedroom. Your cock is not meant to fill a pussy. Your cock is not designed to make your wife cum. Your cock is practically useless. Accept it, cuckold. Accept that your wife prefers other men to fuck her and fill her. She needs a bigger dick and you’re a happy cuck hubby that’s going to let her have one whenever she wants.

  
    She Wants His Cock Because It’s Bigger Than Yours

    Most men wouldn’t understand. Most men would think you’re crazy for wanting your wife to fuck a guy with a bigger cock. Who would do such a thing? A man that loves his wife and understands that he simply doesn’t have what it takes to please her, that’s who. A man who finds the idea of someone else’s cock making his wife cum wildly arousing, that’s who. A cuckold. You.

    You were never really under the impression that you had a big cock. A little less than four inches hard just isn’t impressive, no matter how you try and rationalize it. What’s crazy is that your wife didn’t know your cock was small compared to most guys. She was a virgin when you met. You fell madly in love with each other. She was a little bit sheltered and she didn’t have the kinds of friends that would talk about that sort of thing with each other, so she assumed you were like most other guys. She didn’t know that you’re actually below average, that you have a small cock.

    It was years before it ever came up, but you could tell she wasn’t getting what she needed from sex. She would usually orgasm during sex, but it always seemed like she was just a little bit disappointed. It turns out your intuition was spot on. Your small cock wasn’t getting the job done.

    The day your marriage changed forever happened a few years back. It was late. You were in bed when she came into the room in a black satin chemise and slipped under the covers next to you. You thought she wanted to have sex. You were wrong.

    “Honey,” she said as the soft satin brushed against your skin. “Can we talk?”

    She wasn’t shy about initiating sex, but she’d never done it like that before. Your expectations quickly adjusted and a feeling of anxiety rose up. “Sure. What about?” you responded, trying your best to hide the nervousness you felt.

    “I…” she hesitated, taking your hand in hers as she looked into your eyes. “I need something more…sexually.” She paused, trying to gauge your reaction. Had you been completely blindsided by her declaration you might have gotten up and walked out of the room. You weren’t though. You knew she wasn’t satisfied. Even though she’d never come out and said anything, you knew your little cock wasn’t getting the job done.

    After a pause, you answered truthfully, “I know.”

    She’d prepared a whole speech. She was going to let you down kindly. She was going to reassure you that she loved you, that she didn’t want to leave you. She was going to talk about trying to find a compromise. She was going to tell you about how she’d researched swinging and cuckolding online. She wasn’t expecting you to acknowledge the problem. She wasn’t expecting you to be so understanding, to love her so much as to let her find the satisfaction she craved elsewhere. 

    You were willing to listen, though. At that point you’d never heard of cuckolding, but as she described the idea of having sex with another man, a man with a much bigger cock than yours, you couldn’t help but get turned on.

    “Is this turning you on?” your wife asked when she noticed your throbbing erection. You felt a wave of embarrassment wash over you. You blushed with shame. She was having none of it though. “That’s amazing, baby!” she said with a bright smile on her face.

    She did the searching, mostly on swinger sites. She browsed profiles, messaged guys, and demanded proof of their big cocks before she’d agree to meet with them. She had no trouble finding guys that were willing to take dick pics and soon your wife’s inbox filled with men she could use to provide her with the sexual pleasure she craved.

    “Come here, honey,” she called out one night. You followed her voice to the office and saw a picture of a massive cock on her laptop screen. “Sit next to me,” your loving wife said with a devious smile on her face.

    “Take your cock out,” she said in a decidedly dominant tone. You complied without hesitation. “Masturbate for me,” she ordered and you did as you were told. Soon you were hard. “Look at his cock. Look at how much bigger it is than yours. Do you understand why I want to fuck him? Do you understand why I need him inside me? Do you understand why I’ve made a date to get fucked by that beautiful cock?”

    You would have responded, but you were too busy cumming to answer her. She watched with a smile on her face as your semen squirted into the air and spilled over your fingers. “I guess you understand.”

    Her date was later that week. As she was headed out the door in a pair of wet look leggings and a low cut tank top she kissed you on the cheek and whispered into your ear, “After tonight I’m not going to want your little cock inside me ever again.” You couldn’t help but get hard.

    She was teasing you, but things have changed drastically since that night. She came home elated, a look of pure bliss on her face because she’d finally experienced sex with a big cock. He had nine thick inches to offer her and she took it all multiple times over the period of two hours in a hotel room. He pounded her relentlessly and she greedily enjoyed it. At one point she was begging him to fuck her doggystyle, something she’d never done with you.

    Once a woman experiences that sort of satisfaction, she’s not willing to settle for anything less. That’s why everything changed. Your cock couldn’t compare. She let you fuck her the next day, but it was more disappointing than ever. She could feel you, but it was nothing compared to him. It was nothing compared to the big cock that had filled her so perfectly the night before.

    These days your little cock rarely enjoys the pleasure of your wife’s perfect pussy. She gives you handjobs and occasional blowjobs, but she always does it while reminding you how inadequate you are. You never fail to cum quickly, either. You’ve become a full-blown cuckold. Nothing turns you on more than the idea of your wife cumming on another man’s big cock. Nothing turns you on more than being told you’re a small dick cuckold that couldn’t possibly please a woman. 

    You are. Don’t ever forget that. You lack what it takes to please a woman in the bedroom. Your cock is not meant to fill a pussy. Your cock is not designed to make your wife cum. Your cock is practically useless. Accept it, cuckold. Accept that your wife prefers other men to fuck her and fill her. She needs a bigger dick and you’re a happy cuck hubby that’s going to let her have one whenever she wants.

  
    She Wants to be Taken

    Most women enjoy being taken by a strong, dominant (in the bedroom) alpha male. We like being fucked by a man that is just taking what he wants. That’s not what we want every time, but it’s astoundingly hot to be with a guy that will fuck us that way from time to time.

    That’s why you’re doing your wife a service when you ask her to cuckold you. You’ve recognized that there are things you can’t provide her. You probably can’t fuck her that way. You can’t pound her like a strong, dominant alpha male can. You can’t make her cum like he can.

    She doesn’t want to marry the man that takes her that way. She knows he would make a piss poor husband. She knows he’d likely cheat on her at some point. She knows he’d be too selfish to be a good husband. That’s what she has you for.

    He can provide her with the kind of sex that you can’t. He can push her up against the wall and drive his big cock into her pussy from behind while she begs for more.

    The excitement on the day he’s coming over will be palpable. You’ll watch as she eagerly gets ready for him. She’ll take great care to prepare her body for the alpha male that’s coming over to use it. She’ll shave her pussy, make sure her hair and makeup is flawless, and put on an enticing lingerie set. Then she’ll welcome him to your bedroom so he can use any hole he likes.

    For her, it’s the kind of thrill you feel when she invites you to clean her cum filled pussy or when she lets you watch her get fucked hard by another man. Her heart flutters as she falls to her knees and frees his big cock from his pants. Her pussy drips with desire before she’s even taken him into her mouth. This is the sex she craves.

    This is the ideal cuckold situation. She has you to be her loving, supportive husband and likely the man that worships her pussy to multiple orgasms whenever she craves it. Maybe she even has you to make love to her. You can’t fuck her like she needs though. That’s what he’s for.

    He makes your wife’s pussy feel so good it blows her mind. He makes her cum harder than you ever have, and then he goes home. She needs to be taken and he’s the man to do it. You’re the cuckold husband that watches, waits, and helps her recover after the superior man has left.

  
    She Wants to Carry Her Boyfriend’s Baby

    Sometimes, a woman can’t help but develop feelings for the man she cuckolds her husband with. Sometimes, she doesn’t want him to be her bull. Sometimes, she wants it to be about more than sex. Sometimes, what might have started as a purely sexual relationship becomes something far more. Sometimes, he becomes her boyfriend.

    Having a boyfriend is different. The sex is important – she wouldn’t be with him if she wasn’t having great sex, after all – but it’s not the only thing that makes the relationship work. There’s an emotional connection too, and oftentimes it’s just as important as the sexual connection.

    Perhaps she falls in love with him. Perhaps she simply develops such a deep connection with him that she wants to take it all the way to its logical conclusion. Perhaps it’s a combination of multiple things, including the fact that he strikes her as having better DNA than you, and thus having a baby with him would be a better idea.

    Have you ever imagined that conversation between a cuckold and his hotwife? Have you ever fantasized about being the cuckold during that conversation?

    Picture her in that exquisite black lingerie in the image above. You’re in bed with her. You’re down to your underwear. You’ve been fooling around. You’re turned on and it seems like she is too. You’re almost certain you’re going to get lucky.

    Her fingers work their way into your underwear and around your cock. You feel that burst of pleasure when your wife grasps your stiff shaft. It’s both a prelude to the even greater pleasure of fucking her and a wondrous delight in its own right.

    “Do you want me?” she asks between kisses on your neck.

    “More than anything,” you reply. She fucks her boyfriend frequently, but your wife is still generous enough to let you have sex with her and she almost always cums, too. She didn’t cuckold you because you’re terrible in bed, after all. She cuckolded you because you wanted her to.

    “Take your underwear off,” she whispers.

    You reach down and yank your underwear off. She moans and her fingers encircle your balls to play with them in the way that always drives you absolutely mad with desire.

    “I need you to do something for me,” she says. “Before you can fuck me.”

    “Anything,” you reply.

    “I need you to put on a condom,” she says.

    Her request is the last thing you were expecting and you can’t help but feel confused. “A condom? Why?”

    “Mmm,” she moans softly. “Because my boyfriend and I are going to start trying for a baby and I want to make sure he’s the father, so you’ll have to wear a condom until I get pregnant.”

    The news hits you like a ton of bricks. It’s entirely unexpected – your wife hadn’t breathed a word about wanting a baby – and you’re instantly awash in a confusing array of emotions. You’re a little distressed to discover that arousal – significant arousal, in fact – is mixed in with the angst and pain.

    “A baby?” you ask. You have so many thoughts, but you can’t really express them clearly.

    “Yes,” she whispers. “We’ve been talking about it for a few months. I want to have his baby. I want him to get me pregnant. I want him to be the one to start our family.”

    It feels like your cock is harder than it was before. Your loins have come alive in an unexpected way, given the gravity of the news your wife has just shared.

    “What about me?” you ask.

    She takes your cock in her hand and kisses your neck. You don’t want to moan, but you can’t help it. The pleasure is so intense that the noise escapes your lips before you can stop it.

    “You’re a wonderful husband and you’ll be a wonderful dad, but it’s his baby that’s going to grow inside me. It’s his baby that my body craves. I want him to be the father of our baby, not you,” she says.

    “Oh…fuck, no,” you say. You’re not talking to your wife, though. You’re talking to yourself, because you’re cumming. Your wife just told you she wants another man to be the father of your baby and you’re cumming. You desperately wish you weren’t, but you are.

    “Mmm,” your wife moans as if she’s utterly delighted at your premature ejaculation. “That’s good. Cum for me. Show me just how much you like the idea of my boyfriend getting me pregnant. Show me just how much of a cuckold you are.”

    You didn’t even have a choice. Your body took over and showed your wife that she was right to choose her boyfriend as the father of her baby.

  
    She Wants to Degrade You Even More, Cuck

    I know what you like, cuck. I know that you like - or love, even - cleaning his superior loads out of my pussy. I know you like it when I tell him to cum in your mouth. I know you like it because it's degrading, because you fucking crave degradation, just like a good cuck should.

    You're not worthy of licking his load from my pussy, though. You're not worthy of it being shot directly into your mouth. You should have to sink lower than that and I'm going to make sure that you do.

    Tonight I'm going to make him cum multiple times. I'm going to give him all my holes and let him use them for his pleasure. I'm going to cum countless times, of course, as my bull always tends to my pleasure.

    He won't be cumming inside me or in your mouth, though. Instead, he'll cum where it's most degrading for you to lick it up.

    Maybe I'll have him cum all over the toilet seat and make you lick it up like a filthy little whore.

    Maybe I'll have him cum on the sliding glass door leading to the backyard and make you lick it up while hoping that the neighbors aren't watching.

    Maybe I'll have him cum in the bathtub and make you crawl in there and lick it all up like a dirty little pig.

    Maybe I'll have him cum on the bedroom floor - the hardwood - and make you get on your hands and knees to lick it up along with all the dirt and grime that's built up since the last time you vacuumed.

    Maybe I'll have him cum on the back patio and make you crawl out there naked and lick it off the concrete.

    There are so many options and we both know you'll love it no matter where I have him cum, cuck. We both know you'll thank me after you're done. We both know that you're a dirty little bitch that craves degradation, so get ready for some fun tonight.

  
    She Wants to Go On a Date

    “Can I?” she asks between kisses. “Can I go on a date with him?”

    Your wife’s nearly-naked body and her soft lips are working their magic. Your cock has already come alive even if you don’t want to surrender to her request.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    She kisses your neck and grinds her crotch into yours. It’s hard to ignore her excitement. After ten years of marriage she doesn’t typically jump on you. The drive for that kind of pleasure just isn’t what it used to be. You know she’s excited because someone asked her out, opening the door for her fantasy of having a little bit of fun with another man.

    “I’m not going to marry him,” she says before kissing your neck. “I’m just going to have a little fun.”

    “Oh yeah?” you reply. “What kind of fun?”

    She can feel your erection. You’re hard as a rock, though you keep telling yourself it’s because the beautiful woman you love keeps grinding on your crotch and kissing you.

    “Maybe a little kissing,” she says before pressing her lips against yours and slipping her tongue into your mouth.

    She kisses your neck and chest before moving down your stomach and between your legs. She pulls down your underwear and frees your cock.

    “Maybe I’ll suck his cock,” she says before wrapping her lips around your dick. She gives a slow, sensual blowjob and you can’t help but think about your wife with another man’s cock in her mouth. You don’t know if it’s the blowjob she’s giving you or the thought of her blowing someone else, but your body is awash in pleasure.

    She releases your cock from the slippery grasp of her lips and kisses her way back up your body. Her lips press against yours and her tongue pushes into your mouth once more.

    “Can I say yes?” she whispers. “Can I say yes to the date?”

    It was a coworker that asked her out. He knows she’s married. He doesn’t seem to care. He wants to take your wife on a date and you know he wants to do so much more. You know he wants to end up in bed with her. You know he wants to fuck her. Apparently, she wants that too.

    “I don’t know,” you say. “Are you going to do more than go down on him?”

    Your wife smiles. She knows the little game you’re playing. She reaches down and pulls her skimpy panties aside. She rubs her pussy lips over your cock. She smiles as you groan in pleasure.

    “Are you asking if I’m going to fuck him?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Is that what you want, sweetie? Do you want your wife to fuck another man? Do you want me to go on a date with him and end the night in his bed? Do you want me to end the night with another man’s cock inside me?” she asks.

    Your wife takes you inside her. She bathes your cock in the heat and wetness of her pussy. She pins your hands above your head and rides you slowly. She stares into your eyes and moans.

    “Is that what you want?” she asks.

    Again that sense of wild pleasure envelops you. It’s impossible to tell if you want what she’s describing or you just want her to make you cum. Her fantasy has always turned you on, though. It’s always thrilled you. Now it can become reality.

    “Yes,” you say.

    Your wife rides you faster.

    “Are you sure?” she asks.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” you say.

    “You want me to go on a date with him? You want me to have fun with him? You want me to end the night taking his cock for a ride?” she asks.

    “Yes!” you say before cumming inside her. Your groans fill the bedroom. She smiles brightly. She got what she wanted and you got what you wanted. Everyone is happy.

  
    She Wants to Have Phone Sex with Her Bull

    Of course I miss you. What do I miss the most? Do I even have to say it? You want to hear me say it?

    I miss your big cock. I miss having your big cock inside me. I miss the way you fuck me with that big cock.

    What? You know he doesn’t have a big cock. Oh, you just wanted to hear me say that too? You’re so naughty.

    Yeah, he’s here. He’s eating me out. What else would he be doing? I’m certainly not going to let him fuck me. I don’t need him for that when I have you.

    He is doing a good job turning me on though. He’s so good with his tongue and he loves it that I’m thinking about you.

    Yeah, of course I’m thinking about you! I’m certainly not going to think about him. He doesn’t know how to fuck me like you do. He doesn’t have a clue.

    Tell me what you’d do to me if you were here. Tell me how hard you’d fuck me.

    Fuck yeah. I need that big cock. Fuck me with your big cock. Fuck me with that big hard dick. Fuck me like my cuckold can’t. I wish you were here, baby. I wish I had a real man to pound my pussy to orgasm.

    What? Of course I’d let you cum inside me. You know I always do. You know you’re the only man that gets to cum inside me anymore. I love having your cum inside me, baby.

    Yes, he’d clean it up. He’d eagerly get on his knees and clean up the mess you made inside his wife’s pussy. He’s a good boy.

    You’d clean me, wouldn’t you cucky?

    He’s nodding like a good boy. When are you coming back? I need you inside me so badly. Two days? I think I can wait that long. Just come right over here when you get home, okay? My pussy needs you. You can fuck me any way you want me. I just need that big dick inside me.

    I love listening to you masturbate. I love the sound of your slippery cock. It makes me think of having it in my mouth. God, I’m getting so turned on just thinking about it. Do you want me to suck your cock when you get here? Do you want me to get on my knees and take you in my mouth the moment you walk through the door? I’ll do it. I’ll suck your cock like a good slut and then you can fuck my little pussy and fill me with your cum.

    Are you gonna cum? My cuckold’s gonna make me cum too. Let’s cum together. Keep eating me cucky. Make me cum while he cums. Make my pussy cum, cuck. Oh fuck!

    I’ll see you in two days, baby.

  
    She Wants to Hear You Beg for It

    There's a beautiful interplay when both a hotwife and her cuckold find creampie cleanup thrilling.

    It can be an intoxicating pleasure to know that her cuckold husband wants nothing more than to clean her bull's cum out of her, that she's made her hubby's fantasies come true by fucking another man bareback and receiving his load.

    She can tease and delight her cuckold with verbal play. She can make him beg to clean her pussy. She can give him the erotic humiliation he craves. She can delight him to no end.

    Then he can crawl between her legs and reclaim her with his tongue. He can clean a superior man's load. He can tend to his wife's clit, too, offering her immense pleasure in the process.

    Isn't cuckolding beautiful?

  
    She Wants to Keep Her Bull Happy

    Bulls come in many flavors, but the best bulls are those that find pleasure beyond the act of fucking a hotwife. If you can find one that also gets off on the interplay with the cuckold, well, you've found a man worth his weight in gold and you really should hang on to him for as long as possible.

    Most men like the idea of cumming on a woman's tits. Most men can't necessarily explain why, but there's no need to explain. They like it and that's all there is to it. For a good bull, though, it goes beyond the simple pleasure of marking a woman's breasts with his cum. Instead, the pleasure is heightened because he knows that the woman's husband will soon be eating his cum. He gets off on that fact. It makes his orgasm so much better to know that the cuck is going to devour his seed, is going to clean his wife's tits, is going to show both the wife and her bull that he knows his place in the relationship, that he is there to clean up.

    When everything works well, the bull, the hotwife, and the cuck find pleasure in this act. They all get off in different ways on the cuckold cleaning a sexually superior man's cum from his wife's tits. They all can recall the memory of it the next morning and feel a twinge of desire. That's the stuff that fuels a blissful cuckold, hotwife, and bull throuple.

    So, ladies, see if you can find a bull that will get off on cumming on your tits in part because he knows that your cuck is going to clean them and that he's going to love cleaning them.

    Plus, if your bull gets off on that there are all sorts of pleasures you can explore together as long as your imaginations are open and active and everyone is eager to see just how far you can push your involvement in this glorious lifestyle.

  
    She Wants to See You Licking Up Her Bull's Load

    She let you watch them fool around on your living room couch. You saw them kissing. You saw his hands move all over her body. You saw her unzip his pants and pull out his cock. You saw her stroke him until he was thick and hard.

    She let you watch as she sucked his cock. You saw her head bobbing up and down in his lap. You saw the look of pleasure on his face as your wife’s wet, warm mouth surrounded his big dick. You heard the sounds of a beautiful blowjob.

    She let you watch him go down on her. You saw his fingers disappear inside her as he put his tongue to work on her clit. You saw the look of pleasure on her face. You saw the delight in her eyes as she stared at you while another man went down on her.

    She didn’t let you watch them fuck. She gestured for you to leave, just as she said she would. You wanted to watch. Of course you did. You wanted to see his cock slide into her wet, waiting pussy. You wanted to see your wife’s legs wrapped around him. You want to hear the sounds of beautiful sex. You wanted to witness your cuckolding.

    Instead, you left the room and waited in bed. You waited while your wife fucked another man on your living room couch. You waited as she cuckolded you.

    At least she let you listen. She couldn’t stop you from doing that. She let you soak up the beautiful sounds of her pleasure. She let you hear her joyful moans. She let you hear his grunts of pleasure as he pounded your wife’s pussy.

    You were quite certain he made her cum twice. Her moans were unmistakable. They were certainly louder and lustier than when you make her cum.

    You heard her say, “Cum inside me!” Not long after, you heard his loud moans. You heard the sound of harder, faster fucking. You heard him pursuing his climax.

    Five minutes passed before she called for you. You leapt out of the bed, and scurried into the living room.

    She smiled at you. Her bull was nowhere to be found. She was curled up on the couch with a joyful smile on her face. Her hair was a little messier than when you’d left and her panties were on the floor.

    “You can come closer,” she said.

    You walked closer and your wife slowly parted her thighs, offering you a glimpse of the pussy another man had just fucked. You saw his thick white cum at the entrance to her pussy. You saw the incontrovertible evidence that you’d been cuckolded.

    “Why don’t you take your clothes off?” your wife said with a sultry smile.

    You stripped as your eyes wandered over her body. You replayed some of the beautiful sounds you’d heard, particularly her orgasmic moans.

    “Come a little closer,” she said.

    You stepped closer and your wife reached out to wrap her fingers around your cock and stroke you slowly.

    “Your cock is so hard,” she whispered. “Does that mean you’re excited?”

    “Yes,” you replied before closing your eyes and groaning as your wife worked the head of your throbbing dick with her skilled fingers.

    “Is that because another man just fucked your wife?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Is that because I let another man cum inside me?” she asked.

    You nodded. You’d never really been able to explain it, but you’d always loved the idea of another man cumming inside her. It always seemed like such a visceral representation of your cuckolding. The fact that she’d let another man do what only her husband was supposed to do – release his semen inside her – is precisely why your dick was so hard.

    “Do you want to plunge your cock into my pussy?” she asked. “Do you want to fill me with your cum too?”

    You nodded vigorously.

    “I want that too,” she said. “But I want something else first.”

    “Of course,” you said.

    She smiled and stroked you a little faster, sending jolts of pleasure through your loins.

    “I want you to get on your knees and clean my pussy. I want you to push your tongue inside me, scoop up his cum, and show it to me. I want you to swallow it, but only when I tell you to. Will you do that for me? Will you clean my bull’s cum for the chance to fuck your wife’s pussy?” she asked.

    You looked down at her pussy and felt a touch of revulsion. Though you’d always enjoyed the idea of another man cumming inside her, you’d never fantasized about cleaning his creampie. You’d been clear about that. You’d been clear that sloppy seconds sex was your fantasy.

    “But…I don’t want to do that,” you said. “I…I understand you might want me to do it, but I don’t really want to. It just seems so…so gross.”

    She flashed that seductive smile you’ve never been able to resist. Her lips still glimmered just a little from the gloss she’d put on before her bull arrived and her eyes sparkled with desire. Your wife wanted something and she wasn’t going to settle for anything less.

    “Sweetie, I think we both know it’s not about what you want, right?” she said. “I think we both know that your cuckolding is about what I want, don’t we? I think we both know you would have preferred to watch him fuck me, but that’s not what I wanted so that’s not what you got to do. I think we both know that if you had insisted on watching I would have sent my bull home and refused to even touch your cock for the next month.”

    She pulled down on your cock, making you wince in pain as you leaned forward. Your wife offered a soft kiss as she squeezed your balls just hard enough for it to feel like a gentle threat and added, “I think we both know that I’m in control. I think we both know that your cuckolding is all about my pleasure and if I don’t get what I want then I won’t be cuckolding you anymore. Don’t we?”

    You nodded, she offered that seductive smile once more, and rewarded you with a long, lingering kiss that included that lovely little dance she does with her tongue that always turns you on.

    “I want you on your knees,” she said.

    You dropped to your knees.

    “Do you want to clean my pussy?” she asked.

    You shook your head.

    Your wife smiled and reached out to gently caress your face. Her fingers were warm and soft. “I’m not going to force you,” she said. “But I’m not going to let you fuck me until you clean him out of me. It’s up to you.”

    You knew she was serious. You knew she would deny you beyond that afternoon. You knew she’d deny you for weeks, for months even. You knew your wife had realized just how much power your desire had given her and she clearly wasn’t afraid to use it.

    “Okay,” you said.

    She smiled and spread her legs a little wider.

    “Go ahead,” your wife said. “Put your tongue inside me. Find his cum. Show it to me.”

    You plunged your tongue into her pussy. You saw no point in taking it slow. If you were going to suffer you were going to get it over with as quickly as possible.

    You found his cum. Of course you did. You could see it leaking out of her. You pushed your tongue into her slick, cum-filled cunt and you found his load. You scooped it up and nearly gagged at the overwhelming taste.

    “Show it to me,” your wife said.

    You looked up at her and stuck your tongue out. You saw that smile. You saw that seductive, joyful smile. You saw how happy she was that her cuckold husband had a dollop of her bull’s cum on his tongue.

    “Swallow,” she demanded.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed. It didn’t go down easy. You gagged a little and his cum coated your throat. You took it, though.

    “Now finish cleaning me,” she said.

    You pushed your tongue inside her once more. The second time wasn’t nearly as bad as the first. Your wife seemed utterly delighted at your eagerness to eat his load. She grabbed your head in her hand and closed her legs. She moaned, almost as if you were providing her with a wonderful kind of sexual pleasure. You licked her vigorously, driven largely by her seeming desire. 

    “That’s so good,” she said. “Eat his fucking load. Lick it up. Lick it out of me. Lick up his cum.”

    Soon you felt her thighs shaking on either side of your head. You looked up to see her eyes closed and her mouth agape as a steady stream of moans escaped her lips.

    “Fuuuuck,” she said. “Make me cum. Holy fuck, make me cum while you’re eating his salty load.”

    You doubled down. You pushed your tongue deeper inside her. You swallowed more of his cum. You moaned to let her know you were enjoying yourself. You cleaned his creampie vigorously, all because you wanted to make your wife cum.

    “Fuck!” she cried out before pushing your head away from her pussy and climaxing.

    You looked up and studied her beautiful face as moaned and writhed in front of you. You felt a deep sense of pride at getting her off so soon after her bull had done the same. You felt a sense of pride at doing something you weren’t really interested in and making her feel so good.

    “Thank you,” she said. “That was lovely.”

    “It was my pleasure,” you replied.

    That elicited a sweet smile before your wife said, “You can fuck me now.”

    She laid back, spread her legs, and grabbed your cock the moment you presented it. She took you inside her, bathing your cock in the heat and wetness of her pussy.

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

    You did as she desired, cumming inside her in less than a minute.

  
    She Wants Two Men at Once

    An MMF threesome is not a pleasure that every hotwife wishes to indulge in, but for some there’s no greater thrill than being desired by two hot guys at the same time. It’s the desire that really thrills her. It’s knowing that these men want her so badly that they’re willing to share her. It’s knowing that they both want to make her feel so good that they’ll do it together.

    As a cuckold, you should welcome this pleasure. You should embrace the incredible thrill of watching your wife enjoy two men at the same time. Picture it. Picture her standing naked between two guys as their hands move over her body. Picture her kissing one with intense passion and then moving to the other.

    Watch as she falls to her knees between them and takes their big cocks in her hand. See your wife stroking two men and blowing them eagerly. Watch as she goes from one cock to the next. Watch her offer intense oral pleasure like she rarely gives you.

    Watch your wife move to her back, spread her legs, and welcome one of her lovers into her pussy. Listen to her moan as the other moves his cock into her mouth. See her get stuffed from both ends. See the joy she feels at having two men to enjoy at the same time.

    She’s getting off on giving pleasure as she receives it. She’s getting off on the attention of two men at the same time. She wants them to spit roast her. She wants to get on her hands and knees as they fuck her doggystyle and fill her mouth at the same time. She loves being such a naughty slut for them. She’s getting lost in the overwhelming erotic thrill of being in the middle of a threesome.

    After everyone cums they collapse into the bed. It’s a mass of entwined, beautiful bodies. They close their eyes and their chests rise and fall as heavy breaths escape their lips. You think it’s over, but the evening is just beginning. Soon, your wife will want more. Soon, she’ll excite her lovers again and they’ll fuck her once more. She’s going to have as much sex as possible before the night is over.

  
    She Wants You Involved Tonight

    You watched her put on that insanely sexy dress and those high heels. You watched her ensure her hair and makeup looked perfect. You watched her do it all for another man and your little cuckold cock throbbed throughout.

    You watched her kiss him with a kind of vigor and desire that made you jealous. You watched him play with her pussy while she sucked on his tongue. You watched him fondle your wife like he owned her body, which he basically does.

    Now your part of the evening has begun. “Eat my pussy, cuck,” she orders just before her lips wrap around his big cock. You listen as she gives another man a wet, sexy, sensual blowjob and you devour her pussy like a good boy.

    You’re not involved every night, but sometimes your wife likes to ensure that you know you’re a cuckold. She likes to humiliate you with your involvement. After all, does a real man lick his wife’s asshole while someone else is fucking her pussy? Of course not. You do, though.

    You do it eagerly, in fact. You love eating her ass while her bull stretches and fills her pussy. You love being of service while someone else brings your wife the pleasure she craves.

    She loves talking dirty to you while she’s offering another man her pussy, too.

    “His cock feels so good inside me, cuck,” she says. “He fucks me so much better than you do. I need his cock, cuckold. I’m addicted to it. I need the kind of satisfaction only he can provide me. Your cock is worthless compared to his.”

    You love it when she takes ownership of you. When she wraps her fingers around your neck and spits into your mouth. Fluid exchange with your lovely wife turns you on. Doing anything she desires makes your cock hard as a rock.

    You’re always up for helping out, aren’t you? When her bull pulls out and she wants to give him a little bit of oral pleasure, you’re there. You run your tongue along his sweaty balls and inhale his manly scent.

    “Lick his balls, cuck. Show him how you treat a real man. Show him that you know he’s superior to you,” your wife urges you.

    You do as you’re told because you’re a good boy. You lick his nuts while she sucks his cock. You give him pleasure while she does the same. You’re a good boy, aren’t you?

    He shoots a mighty big load, doesn’t he? Look at how thick it is in her pubic hair and on her leg. Doesn’t it look delicious? You know your place, cuckold. You know that you’re supposed to eat his cum no matter where he leaves it. Today you’ll be cleaning it off her pussy and out of her pubes.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Be a good boy and clean up his cum. Lick up the superior man’s cum just like a good cuckold should.”

  
    She Wants You to Clean an Anal Creampie

    Your wife texted you a little after 5 p.m. and said: “I’m bringing a friend home with me. We’ll be in the bedroom when you get home. Feel free to join us.”

    She’s free to do as she pleases, of course, so you felt your usual level of excitement when you read the text. You love that your wife brings home a friend from time to time. You love that she is so eager to explore having sex with men that offer her so much more than you.

    When you came home, you went straight to the bedroom. You pushed open the door and you saw this beautiful sight. You saw your gorgeous wife sucking someone else’s cock. You saw her eager mouth making his thick dick wet. You saw his hand in her hair. You saw her naked, perfect ass exposed.

    “Hey honey,” your wife said as his cock slipped from her mouth. “Why don’t you come and watch?”

    You moved closer. You got on your knees. You pulled out your cock. You did as you always do. Watching your wife fuck her friends is the most arousing part of your life. Nothing thrills you more. Nothing turns you on more. Nothing makes your dick throb more.

    “He’s big, isn’t he?” your wife asks when she takes a break from blowing him.

    You nod. “He really is.”

    She licks down his shaft and sucks on his balls. He moans. Your wife likes making him moan. She likes you watching as she makes another man moan.

    “We already fucked once today,” she admits. “I couldn’t wait to get home. I let him fuck me in the bathroom at work. I bent over the sink and he pounded me from behind. I had his cum inside me all day.”

    You stroke your cock faster. You love that your wife is so naughty.

    “Now I’m going to give him something special,” she says before winking at you.

    She climbs on top of him and guides his slippery cock to her asshole. She sits down on him. He slides into her. Your wife is having anal sex with someone else while you watch.

    This is a rare treat. She doesn’t give her ass up all that often. She’s giving it to him, though. He must be impressive. He must be the kind of man that truly makes her feel good.

    “You’re going to clean up,” she tells you.

    He fucks her harder. He fucks her faster. You stroke your cock. You know what’s coming. An anal creampie. The rarest of all treats. You can’t wait.

    He groans. He cums in your wife’s asshole. He pulls out and she climbs off of him. She moves to the edge of the bed. Her asshole looks perfect. His cum is leaking out of it.

    “Clean my asshole, cuckold,” she demands.

    You love when she uses her harsh, controlling voice. You can’t resist it. You move behind her. You caress her thick ass cheeks. You clean an anal creampie from your wife.

  
    She Wants You to Clean Her Up…Even if You Don’t Want To

    Many cuckolds fantasize about another man cumming in their wives. There's something utterly intoxicating about someone else depositing his seed where only a husband's is supposed to go, so of course it's a popular part of this delectable fantasy.

    Many cuckolds fantasize about creampie cleanup. After all, what could be more humiliating - and thus more arousing for some cuckolds - than crawling between your wife's soft, supple thighs and licking another man's thick, salty cum from her freshly-fucked and fully satisfied pussy?

    What if you didn't fantasize about that, though? What if you found the idea utterly repulsive? What if you absolutely hated the idea of cleaning another man's cum from your wife's pussy?

    More importantly, what if it turned her on despite you being repulsed by it? What if the idea of you licking another man's cum from her pussy left your wife tingling with desire? What if the mere thought of it left her panties soaked?

    This sort of thing happens. There are cuckolds that love the idea of another man cumming in their wife but have no interest in cleaning it up. They hate the idea, in fact. Some of you might be that way.

    There are also married women that love the idea of their cuckolds licking another man's cum out of them, and I think the quality of the man fucking her - and how much the woman is into that man - may influence her desire to have her husband clean that man's creampie.

    Sex is primal. When it's great, all rational thought falls to the wayside and you're operating almost entirely on instinct. You cling to the man inside you. You moan and groan for him because it feels so good. You urge him to cum inside you, to claim you by depositing his seed in your womb.

    When sex that good is over and the man inside you pulls out and you see your husband staring between your legs, there can be an urge to make your husband clean the other man's load.

    Really, it's an urge to make your husband clean the superior man's load. You want the man you married to crawl between your legs and eat someone else's cum out of you as a way of acknowledging that someone far better has claimed you by fucking you to a breathtaking orgasm and cumming deep inside you. Even that instinct is primal, as you might not truly understand it while you're experiencing it. You just understand the need you feel to see your cuckold husband put his tongue inside you, taste the other man's cum, and then swallow it.

    If that's what she wants, isn't it your duty as her cuckold to crawl between her legs and clean the superior man's cum? Shouldn't you devour it without question, even if you hate the idea? Shouldn't you bury your tongue deep inside her and swallow every drop of his load even if you find the notion repulsive?

    Yes, you should. You should because you know if she had sex like that - far better sex than the kind you offer her - then it's your duty to acknowledge his superiority. It's your duty to look into your wife's eyes as you lick another man's cum out of her. It's your duty to be a good cuckold.

    Plus, you want her to keep cuckolding you. You want her to keep fucking other men. You want her to keep fucking superior men because it makes your dick so hard and the orgasms you have are the best you've ever experienced.

    So you'll be a good cuckold. You'll clean her pussy even if you find it loathsome. You'll eat his cum and you'll do so without complaint. In fact, when you're done you'll thank her for giving you the pleasure of crawling between her legs to devour her pussy.

  She Wants You to Clean His Creampie
You can hear the shower running as your wife’s bull closes the bathroom door and gives you two the time alone you so desperately crave. In your marital bed is the woman you love. She’s just been fucked and fucked well. You were witness to the three orgasms he gave her, each one eliciting loud cries of pleasure. You were also witness to him cumming in her pussy, leaving a creampie for you to clean up.For years you’ve fantasized about this. You’ve masturbated to countless cuckold creampie cleanup videos, you’ve browsed Tumblrs filled with images of cum-filled cunts and dreamed of being the lucky cuck husband that gets to place his head between those supple thighs and lick every drop of semen out of the satisfied hotwife. It’s never been a reality before though. Your wife has been cuckolding you for quite some time, but until now she’d never found a man she was willing to go bareback with. 
Now that she’s recovered from her last orgasm she’s ready to have you between her legs doing your cuckold clean up duty. She knows it’s your fantasy. She also knows you’re nervous about actually doing it. Sometimes the fantasy doesn’t live up to reality. She wants it to be even better than you’ve fantasized because she loves you. 
“It’s going to be perfect honey. You’re going to eat his cum from my pussy and it’s going to be perfect,” she says, reassuring you that this thing you’ve dreamed of for so many years is going to be everything you hoped it would be.
She’s had her legs closed up until now, hiding her pussy and the creampie inside it from your view. She knows what she’s doing. She wants your curiosity about what it looks like to draw you nearer, to bring you to the edge of being a creampie eater.
“Kiss my toes cucky,” she sweetly suggests. She knows you love kissing and licking her feet and you don’t hesitate to act on it.
You gently kiss her beautiful toes and then move to the tops of her feet and ankles. As you do she gently spreads her legs, inviting you up higher between them. You keep your focus on what’s in front of you, denying yourself the pleasure of looking at her creampied cunt for a few moments longer as you make your way up her calves.
Once you’ve kissed past her knees you can’t help but look at the prize you crave. Her landing strip of pubic hair is the first thing that catches your eye and you quickly scan down and see her wet, pink, and remarkably swollen pussy lips. It’s a beautiful mess between your wife’s legs and you’re overcome with the desire to clean her out in a way you’ve never been before, even at the height of your masturbatory fantasies.
She senses your sudden lust and parts her thighs fully, welcoming you to go down on her without saying a word. When you see a thick glob of semen drip slowly from her you’re head momentarily spins, the cuckold lust becoming so strong it threatens to render you unconscious.
“Clean me up, baby,” she says, a look of overwhelming lust in her eyes.
What you don’t know is that your fantasies have deeply affected your wife. You’ve played out so many creampie eating scenarios over the years that it’s become her fantasy too and now that you’re about to make it a reality she can feel an incredible sense of arousal building in her loins. She desperately wants you to eat her bull’s cum from inside her.
You’ve tasted your cum before so you have some idea what to expect, but when the bull’s seed hits your taste buds for the first time it’s still shocking. His cum is sweeter than yours and a lot thicker. Even after mixing with your wife’s juices it’s far more viscous than your own. Immediately it coats your mouth, leaving a thick film over your tongue and cheeks and you know the taste and that sensation is going to be with you long after you’ve swallowed all of his semen.
Cleaning the creampie is so much better than you expected. As your wife’s fingers find your hair and pull you tight against her cunt you can feel your cock throbbing and spreading precum all over the soft cotton sheet she had you put on the bed before her bull arrived. You’re more turned on than you’ve ever been and you’re just getting started.
Your first licks of her cum-filled cunt cleaned up everything that had slipped out of her, but there’s so much more inside and you need to dig deep to find it. Your throat is coated with his semen because you’ve already swallowed so much, just like a good cuckold. You want more though. You need more. You need to clean every drop of the bull’s seed from your wife’s pussy.
She looks down and finds you completely lost in the pleasure of your creampie clean up fantasy come to life. It makes her orgasm and her moans fill the room as she pulls you tighter, briefly stealing your breath as your nose and mouth press into the folds of her flesh.
She lets go when she’s done cumming and gently slides away from you, depriving you of the cum that’s still inside her. A look of alarm crosses your face, but don’t worry cuckold, she’s not denying you.
“Get on your back,” she says and you know instantly she’s going to ride your face and feed you his cum.
Her swollen, messy cunt straddles your face and she lowers herself onto your mouth, spreading her lips and working her kegels to force the rest of his seed out of her. You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can and are rewarded with another thick glob of semen that you greedily swallow. In no time you’ve become a cum slut.
When she’s satisfied you’ve eaten all of her bull’s cum your wife slides down your torso and onto your cock, taking you inside her in one swift movement. She rides you hard, leaning down to share cum-flavored kisses with you as her slick, sloppy, messy cunt milks you. It’s mere moments before you’re cumming inside her. Maybe she’s going to have you clean a second creampie tonight.

    She Wants you to Watch

    You know what it’s like when you have sex with your wife. You’ve probably done it enough to know how her body moves when you’re inside her, the noises she makes, and what her face looks like. You probably assume that’s just how she is. That’s all going to change when you witness your cuckolding.

    First, you’re going to see how excited she is for her lover. You’re not going to recognize it. It might confuse you. You’ll think, “She never seems that excited for me.” Then you’ll watch her kiss him with a kind of hunger she has never displayed for you. Her eagerness to get him naked will surprise you.

    The way she offers him oral pleasure will definitely catch you off guard. Chances are good she doesn’t do much for you in that department and she almost certainly doesn’t do it with any sort of passion. It’s definitely different with him. Her passion for having him in her mouth will make you jealous. It will arouse you, too. You’re a cuckold, after all.

    Then there’s the sex. That’s the part that will really blow your mind. The way they have sex will seem totally foreign to you. The way it pleasures her will make you feel deeply inadequate. It’s supposed to. You are inadequate. That’s why she’s with him. You need to embrace that. Feel the humiliation of watching a better man make your wife orgasm. Feel it. Embrace it. Be a cuckold for her.

  
    She Wants Your Best Friend

    Do you think you’d be okay with your best friend fucking your wife? Some guys would probably freak out. There could, after all, be a deeper layer of humiliation if your best friend knows that your wife prefers to fuck other people. Of course, that deeper layer of humiliation could make it so much hotter. Perhaps you’d find it thrilling beyond words if your wife welcomed your best friend into your bed so he could fuck her while you watched.

    Even though he’s your best friend, he’s also a man. He’d probably like the idea that a beautiful woman like your wife wants to fuck him. He’d like the idea that he could fuck her better than you. If he couldn’t, why would she be bringing him to your bed? He’d get off on the idea that you were watching him fuck her. He’d find it thrilling to pound her pussy and to make her cum while you were sitting there pulling on your inferior cock.

    What if your wife wanted to have unprotected sex with him? What if she wanted to take the chance that your best friend would get her pregnant? What if it turned her on to have his baby instead of yours? What if she decided that he was better than you in so many ways and she just had to have his baby inside of her? That would only make it hotter, wouldn’t it?

  
    She Was a Good Slut for Your Friend

    “Dale thinks you’re hot,” you said to your girlfriend.

    She raised her eyebrows and smiled. Dale is an exceptionally good-looking man who rarely struggles to find company when he’s in the mood. “Really?” she asked.

    You nodded. “He said he’s a little jealous of me.”

    “Jealous?” she asked. “Of you? Why?”

    You laughed at the surprise in her voice and said, “Because I’m the one that gets to fuck you.”

    Your girlfriend moved a little closer on the couch and cuddled up next to you. “Are you saying that Dale wants to fuck me?”

    You heard just a hint of excitement in her voice. You might have even heard a little bit of hope, like she wanted Dale to want her. “I’m saying Dale would love to fuck you,” you replied. “He’d love to do just about anything with you. That’s how beautiful you are, baby.”

    “Yeah? You really think so?” she asked.

    “I do,” you said. “You’re gorgeous. You’re sexy. And, I’m pretty sure Dale can tell that you have a bit of a wild streak in you when it comes to sex.”

    She smiled. “I do get a little wild sometimes.”

    “But you like getting wild, don’t you?” you asked.

    Your girlfriend nodded and you saw the spark of lust in her eyes, like she was thinking about getting a little wild right then and there.

    “I want you to do something for me,” you said.

    “Anything,” she replied.

    “I want you to go to Dale’s house,” you said as you pressed your thumb against her lower lip. Your girlfriend’s mouth opened and you pressed your finger onto her tongue. She sucked just like you knew she would. “I want you to offer him this mouth of yours. I want you to tell him that I sent you and I want you to show him how talented you are. Will you do that for me?”

    She nodded and then closed her eyes and sucked on your finger like she was giving the world’s finest blowjob.

    “Go put on those tight jeans of yours that I love and that cropped tank top that shows off your tits,” you instructed. “Then go to Dale’s and suck his cock like a good girl.”

    She gave you a kiss, got off the couch, and ran towards the bedroom. She returned a few minutes later to show off her outfit and get your approval before grabbing her keys and heading to your friend’s house. Your dick was hard the entire time. Your girlfriend didn’t know it, but you’d always loved the idea of sharing her and she was off making your fantasy come true.

    Now you’re waiting for her to come home, and as you do you can’t help but imagine your beautiful girlfriend on her knees for Dale. You can’t help but think about her sucking him off and swallowing his cum like you told her to.

    An hour after she left, your girlfriend walks through the front door. Her hair and eye makeup are messier than when she departed, surefire signs that she did a good job working Dale’s cock.

    “Come here, baby,” you say.

    She smiles and saunters towards you with an exaggerated sway in her hips. She wants to turn you on. She wants you to want her, and you do. How could you not want her?

    “Were you a good girl for me?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend nods and drops to her knees in front of you. She looks up and says, “I did what you wanted. I went to your friend’s house and I made him feel good. I got on my knees for him, baby. I was a good little slut for him. That’s what you wanted, right? You wanted me to make your friend cum, right? I did. I was a good slut. And you know what? It made me cum, too. I came so hard with his big cock in my mouth. It was just so nasty to be a good little slut for him that I couldn’t help but cum.”

    “You came?” you ask.

    She smiles and nods. “I did. I came with Dale’s cock in my mouth. I came hard, too. I wanted to do it the moment you said it, but I had no idea I’d enjoy it so much. Did you know, baby? Did you know that I’d get off on being a slut for your friend?”

    You lean forward and smile as you reach out and guide your girlfriend’s lips to hers. You kiss her and she opens her mouth and offers her tongue. The idea that you’re kissing her so soon after Dale came in her mouth is far more arousing than you thought it would be and it makes you want more.

    “Did he cum in your mouth?” you ask.

    “He did,” she replies.

    “And did you swallow?” you ask.

    She nods. “A good slut always swallows, doesn’t she? And I really, really wanted to be a good slut for Dale. And for you.”

    She’s turned on. You can see it in her eyes and in the sudden redness that’s spread across her chest. She might have cum with Dale’s cock in her mouth, but she’s still eager. She really did enjoy being a slut for you.

    “I like that you were a good slut for me,” you say as you unbutton her jeans and slip a hand into her panties. You find her pussy – and the incredible wetness emanating from it – and penetrate her with two fingers. She moans and you rub her clit, using the lube from her slippery pussy to make it doubly pleasurable. “Stand up and strip.”

    She stands and strips with remarkable speed. Her body looks breathtaking, as always. You take off your pants and free your cock. Your girlfriend looks at it and reaches between her legs to play with her pussy.

    “No touching,” you demand as you wrap your fingers around your cock and stroke. “Is this what you want?”

    “Yes,” she says.

    “Good,” you reply. “I’m going to let you have it, but only if you promise to keep being a good slut for me. If I decide that I want you to go over to Dale’s and give yourself to him, you’ll do it without question. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” she says. “Please, let me sit on your cock. Please let me ride you. Let me make you cum. Let me make you feel good.”

    “Go ahead,” you say.

    Your girlfriend straddles you and takes your cock into her pussy. She sits down on your shaft and moans.

    “Tell me you liked being a good little cocksucker for Dale,” you say.

    “I loved being a good little cocksucker for your friend,” she replies. Her pussy bounces harder and faster on your cock. “I loved it, baby. I loved sucking his big cock. I loved hearing him moan. I loved when he put a hand on the back of my head and pushed into my throat. I loved being used for his pleasure. I love that you sent me to him. I fucking love it!”

    Your girlfriend is close to cumming, but so are you. You’re moments away from unleashing inside her as you think about her blowing your friend. That’s not all you’re thinking about, though. You’re going to send her over to do more with Dale. You’re going to have your girlfriend give him everything.

    She cums hard. Her pussy spasms around your cock. You feel it milking your shaft. You cum inside her a moment later. The pleasure is just too much to resist. You both fill the living room with your moans.

    “God damn that was good,” you say.

    “Yes it was,” she replies.

    You kiss your girlfriend. Your tongues mingle. She offers a soft moan while gently moving her hips and offering your cock a little extra pleasure.

    “I was serious,” she says. “I want you to send me back to him. I really do.”

    “I know,” you reply. “And I will. Don’t you worry.”

  
    She Was a Naughty Girl at Work

    “I was such a naughty girl today,” your wife says as she unzips your pants and pulls your cock out.

    She’s just gotten home from work and you’re sitting together on the couch. She knows you want to hear all the naughty details. She knows the deal: She gets to fuck whoever she wants as long as she shares the details with you.

    “All that flirting at work finally paid off,” she says. “Eric finally fucked me. I finally had him inside me and his cock is perfect, just like I thought it would be,” she says as her fingers dance over the head of your cock and tease you to an erection.

    “My pussy was so wet as I took him in my mouth, baby,” she whispers into your ear as her fingers wrap around your erection and she begins to stroke you.

    “It felt so good to finally have my lips around his cock. You know how long I’ve been fantasizing about fucking him. To get on my knees, unzip his pants, and take his stiff dick into my mouth was pure bliss. You should have heard him moaning as I gave him head. I was afraid someone would walk in,” she says giddily. She’s reliving her afternoon of naughty fun while she jerks you off. She’s getting to enjoy fucking someone else for a second time.

    “Can you see my lips around his cock, baby?” she says as her hand moves up and down your turgid shaft. “Can you see me being a cocksucker for him? Can you see your pretty wife on her knees as another man’s big dick fills her mouth?”

    You love it when she teases you like that. You love how she makes you picture it in your head. You love how she drives you crazy with lust.

    “I needed him inside me so badly,” she says. “I needed to feel that perfect cock in my pussy, to feel him opening me up, so I climbed on his desk, spread my legs, and begged him to fuck me.”

    Your wife smile and kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth as you imagine her coworker pushing into her pussy.

    “You know how a man loves to hear a woman beg to be fucked. You never hear me say that, of course, but other guys get to hear it all the time. You like that though, don’t you? You like that your wife begs other men to fuck her, to give her what she needs,” your wife says. You nod in agreement and she smiles.

    “He felt so good inside me, baby,” your wife says between soft kisses on your neck. She has a tight grip on your cock and she’s stroking you nice and fast now. She knows exactly how to make you feel good.

    “He fucked me so good on his desk. He pumped his cock in and out of my tight little pussy. He gave me the good fucking I need, the kind I can’t get at home.”

    “It was my turn to get loud. I couldn’t stop moaning. With every thrust of his cock into my tight cunt I got a little louder. It just felt so good and it had been so long since I’d had a real man’s cock inside me,” she says.

    You groan as her lusty, naughty words fill your head. She smiles. She loves that she knows how to turn you on. She loves that you crave a little bit of humiliation with your cuckold handjob. She loves that you’re such a naughty boy.

    “Then he bent me over, baby. He bent me over and fucked me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. His kissed me passionately and fucked me doggystyle in a way that made me cum. Another man made me cum today. That makes your little dick hard, doesn’t it?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say. Your orgasm is getting closer. Your wife’s naughty tale is going to make you cum.

    “Can you see him fucking me, baby? Picture it in your head,” your wife urges you as she speeds up her stroking of your stiff little dick. “Picture him pounding your wife’s tight pussy from behind. Picture my perfect tits bouncing as he fills me. Listen to my lusty moans. Listen to how good he’s making me feel.”

    You can see it in your head. You can see your beautiful wife bent over a desk and taking cock from behind. You can see him thrusting into her.

    “He came inside me, cuckold,” your wife says. “He filled me with his thick load. He came in your wife’s pussy. Another man filled your wife’s womb with his seed,” she says.

    Your wife knows what gets you off. She knows that another man cumming inside her is what turns you on the most. That’s why you cum for her. You can’t hold back any longer. You have to cum. You have to release your seed. It feels so good. You think of his cum dripping out of her as you have a body-shaking orgasm.

    “Good boy,” she says before passing you a handful of tissues and kissing you on the cheek.

  
    She Was Only Going to Flirt

    You wanted to watch her flirt with another man. She wasn't anywhere near as certain as you were that she'd have a good time, but your wife agreed.

    She put on a beautiful dress. She did her hair and makeup like it was date night. You took her to a classy bar. You went in first and found a seat. She came in a few minutes later, smiled as she walked by you, and sat at the bar.

    It took a few minutes, but guys started coming over. After all, when a beautiful woman walks into a bar without a man to accompany her, guys assume she's there to be flirted with.

    From the start, you could see that your wife was thrilled by the attention. You saw her smile at each guy that came over. You saw her smile even when she gently rejected the ones she wasn't really into.

    You really saw her smile when a guy came over that your wife was clearly attracted to. You saw her accept his offer to buy her a drink. You saw her laugh at something he said. You saw her brush her hair behind her ear and smile at him. You saw her reach out and gently run her fingers over his arm.

    Watching was everything you wanted it to be. Your pulse raced the entire time. Your loins tingled with a growing sense of desire. It felt like a world of possibility had opened up in front of you even if she had no plans to actually step into the world of hotwifing.

    Then the bar started playing slow music. People trickled on the open space reserved for dancing. He slid off his stool and offered a hand to your wife. She took it. They danced to a slow song. Their bodies were pressed together. His hands slowly moved over her back as he inched towards your wife's ass, which looked flawless in the tight dress she'd put on for her big night out.

    He grabbed her ass - gently, of course - and she looked up at him and smiled. She held his gaze until he leaned in. They shared a kiss while moving to the slow dance. They'd gone beyond flirting. He grabbed her ass a little harder as they kissed and you watched your wife's lips part. You watched his tongue invade her mouth. You watched her hand move to the back of his neck and up through his hair.

    After the kiss, your wife whispered something into his ear. His gaze turned towards you. He smiled. Your wife spun around in his arms. She looked at you too. She raised her hand and waved. You waved back.

    He gently brushed her hair aside and kissed her neck as his hands moved to her taut stomach. She looked at you for a few moments longer and then closed her eyes and parted her lips. She was moaning. She was moaning for him.

    She took his hand and led him towards you. You felt a deep sense of discomfort for a few moments and considered leaving. There was no point in that, though. You'd started this. You'd encouraged your wife to flirt with another man.

    "I want to go home with him," she said.

    He looked at you, smiled, and then kissed your wife's neck once more. He grasped her waist and his hands moved to her stomach and then up under her breasts. She moaned, placed her hands over his, and moved them to her tits.

    "He's okay with you watching," she said. "Do you want to come to his place and watch?"

    You nodded.

    Your wife took his hand and walked away. They left the bar and you hurried behind them. You followed them to his car and watched as he kissed her by the passenger door. He cupped her breast once more, this time with his tongue in her mouth. Her hand moved between his legs and you watched your wife caress another man's cock in the bar parking lot. You heard her moan, too, and your dick came alive as you took her moan to mean that she was impressed with his size.

    "Are you sure you want to watch?" your wife asked in the car on the drive back to his place. "Because you could just wait in the living room."

    She was making it perfectly clear there was no stopping what was going to happen. She was getting fucked no matter what happened. You simply had a choice of whether or not you wanted to watch her cuckold you.

    "Yes, I want to watch," you replied.

    He looked at you in the rearview mirror and smiled before stopping at a red light. Your wife leaned over, kissed his neck, and reached between his legs.

    "My pussy is so wet," she whispered. "Wetter than it's been in years. Wet for you."

    "I'm sure you can feel how eager I am to have you," he replied. "Even more so because I get to do so while your husband watches."

    She looked back at you, smiled, and asked him, "Have you ever fucked a married woman in front of her husband?"

    "No," he answered. "But I can't wait to show him how much better I am."

    The look of lust on your wife's face made it perfectly clear she was eager for him to demonstrate his superiority. You weren't going to announce it, but you were too.

    He pulled into the underground garage of a luxury apartment building, guided the car into his space, and hopped out to open the door for your wife and offer his hand. You followed as they walked to the elevator.

    The doors opened and they stepped inside before he hit the button for the top floor. Your wife smiled - he was clearly a man of some wealth - and he pulled her into his arms for a desperately passionate kiss. Her hand drifted between his legs once more - you noticed a camera in the elevator and imagined a security guard enjoying the view - and she stroked his cock through his expensive slacks while their tongues mingled as he groped her perfect ass.

    The elevator doors opened and he stepped back, smiled at your wife, and took her hand. They walked into the hallway together and you followed. He put his arm around your wife and pulled her a little closer before reaching into his pocket, pulling out his keys, and unlocking his door.

    They stepped inside and your wife held the door open for you while offering a naughty smile. His apartment was unlike any you'd ever seen. It was massive - bigger than your house, actually - and featured a wall of windows looking out over the city. It was those windows that captured your wife's attention and she made sure to tell her soon-to-be lover how beautiful she found them.

    He only had eyes for her, though, which she noticed when she turned her attention from the windows. She smiled at his desire, and when he approached, spun her around and unzipped her dress, your wife offered no resistance. He kissed her neck while gently pushing the straps off her shoulders. He took her dress off slowly, taking a brief break to play with her tits in the red lace bra that encased them and eliciting several moans in the process.

    "You're exquisite," he said once your wife's dress hit the floor.

    She smiled and posed with confidence as he stepped back to drink in every inch of her.

    "Your wife is exquisite," he said to you.

    "I know," you replied.

    He turned back to and approached your wife. They kissed before he moved behind her. One hand slipped into her bra and the other into her panties. He kissed her neck and she closed her eyes and moaned as her body seemingly melted into his eyes.

    "I'm not sure you understand just how exquisite she is," he said. "I'm not sure you'd have been so eager to share her if you understood how beautiful and sexy your wife is."

    She looked at you, smiled, and said, "It feels good to be desired by a man like him. He's strong, gorgeous, and obviously successful. He could have almost anyone, and he wants me, baby. I think he might be right. I think you might not appreciate what you have in me."

    "I do," you replied. "I do. I really do. I just..."

    "You just want someone else to have me?" she asked.

    Your heart pounded and your cock felt harder than it had in years as the night took an unexpected turn as both your wife and her would-be lover seemed to be challenging you.

    "Yes, that's what I want," you replied. You could have tried to end it, to tell your wife that it was all a mistake, that you wanted to be the only man that fucked her, but it wasn't true. It wasn't what you wanted. It wasn't what you craved.

    She spun around in his arms and kissed him while loosening his belt. She deftly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and they fell to the floor. He kicked off his shoes and his pants followed as your wife vigorously rubbed his cock through a tight pair of boxer briefs that showed off just how long and thick he was.

    "You're so hard for me," she said.

    "You're irresistible," he replied. "I want you. I've wanted you from the moment you walked into the bar."

    She looked over her shoulder, smiled at you, and lowered his underwear, freeing his big cock as she said, "He finds me irresistible." She wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft and moaned a little before adding, "And you find the idea of letting him take me irresistible."

    She made no comment about what that said about you as a man, but it certainly felt as though she implied it, particularly since she held your gaze for a few seconds more before turning back to him and once again letting her tongue mingle with his for a lengthy kiss while he hastily pulled off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt.

    "God, you're gorgeous," your wife said as she released his cock and ran her hands over his muscular chest and stomach.

    He reached into her panties and she moaned. You could hear her wetness from across the room and you were certain she hadn't been that turned on in a long time.

    "Fuck...I need you...I need you to take me...to fuck me...to fuck me in front of my husband."

    He smiled, pulled his fingers from her pussy, and took your wife's hand. He walked out of the living room and you followed. He headed down the hallway and into a large bedroom that also had a wall of glass windows that overlooked the city.

    Your wife walked to the windows, pressed her hands against them, and looked over her shoulder. "This apartment always seals the deal for you, doesn't it?"

    He smiled and approached her. They kissed as his cock slipped between her thighs from behind. He cupped her breasts and gently played with them.

    "The apartment doesn't hurt," he said.

    "How many women have you fucked up against the windows?" she asked.

    "A gentleman never tells," he replied with a smile. "Though I will say that it interests more women than I ever expected."

    She pushed her ass against him and they kissed again. As you watched it seemed absolutely guaranteed that your wife would get fucked standing against those glass windows at some point. Your dick got a little bit harder just thinking about it.

    He spun her around, picked her up, and set her in his bed. They kissed before his lips made their way down her body. He worked each of her nipples with his tongue, showered her stomach in kisses, and then peeled her delicate panties off and tossed them aside before settling between his legs.

    "Oh, fuck," your wife said as he licked her slick pussy. "Fuck, that feels so good."

    He slipped his fingers inside her while licking her clit. He reached up with his other hand to play with her breasts. He elicited a wild range of moans and groans from your beautiful wife, pushing her deeper into the intense arousal that had flowed through her all night.

    "You can take your clothes off, baby," your wife said. "You might as well fully enjoy watching him take me. You can masturbate, too, though you'll probably ruin your good time if you cum before we're done."

    You were reluctant to get naked - his body was far more impressive than yours - but you couldn't resist the allure of masturbating while you watched. So you stripped and stood there with your dick in your hand as another man ate your wife's pussy and turned her into a moaning mess of desire in the process.

    "I need you inside me," she proclaimed after a lengthy oral session. "Please, I need you to fuck me."

    He crawled across the bed, opened the nightstand, and pulled out a condom. He moved to tear it open but your wife grabbed it from him and smiled.

    "Let me put it on you," she said.

    She tore the wrapper open and gently rolled the condom down his cock while kissing his hard stomach. It struck you as a deeply intimate act and it spurred a genuine sense of jealousy. The fact that she didn't bother looking your way once while doing it only made that feeling worse, though your dick remained hard as a rock.

    "Take me," your wife said as she laid on her back and spread her legs.

    "With pleasure," he replied.

    He moved between her legs and she looked at you. He rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips and she said, "This is your last chance to try and stop this," she said. "Once he's inside me, we're not stopping until we've both gotten what we need."

    You were so turned on, and yet it seemed like your wife was testing you, like she wanted to see if you were man enough to try and stop her from forever changing your marriage by welcoming another man into her pussy.

    "I want him to fuck you," you said.

    "To take me?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    "Say it," she demanded.

    She was getting more turned on. You didn't understand why and she probably didn't either, but something about demanding that you use those specific words was absolutely turning her on.

    "I want him to take you," you said.

    She reached between his legs, guided his cock into her slick pussy, and said, "Take me."

    He filled her slowly as they kissed. His back muscles rippled as he adjusted his body to slide deeper inside her. Her hands moved up his biceps, over his shoulders, and down his back. She moaned, seemingly getting off on having a far more muscular man on top of her and inside her.

    As they fucked, you moved to the foot of the bed to watch another man's cock slide in and out of her pussy. You watched her open up for him with every thrust. You watched her cling to him as he pulled out. You heard her wetness, too. You saw how she left his condom-wrapped shaft slick with her juices when he pulled out.

    Jealousy and lust surged through you as you witnessed the beauty of your wife fucking another man, of her being taken, as she'd put it. He was giving her what a husband is supposed to give her. He was giving it to her right in front of you - her husband - and he was almost certainly doing so with even greater vigor because you were watching.

    "Fuck…harder," your wife said.

    He fucked her harder. His pelvis slammed into hers. She grunted and groaned and moaned and moved closer to an orgasm.

    "Does that feel good?" he asked.

    She wrapped her legs around him. "Yes. It feels so good. You're fucking me so good."

    She was close now. You could hear it in the way her voice wavered as she spoke. You could hear her desperation to climax. You could hear the need.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she screamed.

    He fucked her right through her orgasm. Her screams reverberated around his bedroom. Her satisfaction was obvious and overwhelming. Her orgasm seemed far better than any you'd given her in recent times.

    They kissed as his thrusts slowed. Her hands moved down his back and grabbed his ass as he remained inside her. You moved out from the foot of the bed and saw the passion in their kiss.

    Then she looked at you. She smiled at the sight of your stiff cock. "Did you enjoy watching?"

    "Yes," you replied.

    "You know that he fucked me better than you do, right?" she asked.

    You looked down as it suddenly felt quite difficult to look at her. "Yes, I know."

    "You know that this isn't the last time I'm going to fuck another man, right?"

    "Yes, I do," you answered.

    "You know that everything is different now, right?" she asked.

    You looked at her and saw him looking at you too. "Yes, I know."

    She smiled and turned her attention to him. "I'd really like it if you fucked me from behind up against those windows. I don't know why, but the thought of it makes my pussy wet."

    He pulled out and sat back on his knees. "It would be my pleasure, and I sincerely hope this isn't the last time I get to fuck you while your husband watches."

    She moved to her knees, crawled towards him, and they shared a kiss before she said, "Don't worry. You'll get to take me again, and again, and again if you want."

    "I do," he said.

    She crawled out of the bed, pressed her hands against the window, and looked over her shoulder while arching her back and shaking her ass at him. "Come and take me while he watches."

    He moved behind your wife and ran his hands up her back. He leaned in and they kissed as she reached around to guide his cock into her pussy. He cupped her breasts and started fucking her once more. Fucking her from behind while she stood. Fucking her in a position you'd literally never fucked her in.

    Everything had changed, but that didn't have to be a bad thing. After all, you'd never been so turned on. Your dick had never felt so hard.

    Change can be a good thing, even if that change is another man fucking your wife better than you ever have.

  
    She Was Only Supposed to Flirt with Him

    Like most 21 year olds, Blake was inexperienced and lacking in wisdom. He rarely thought about much of anything. Instead, he followed his instincts wherever they led him. He hadn’t yet learned that sometimes his instincts were wrong. He certainly hadn’t yet learned to give his decisions a second thought.

    In this particular case, Blake’s sexual instincts came into play. He didn’t think if it was wise to ask his girlfriend Molly to flirt with someone else. He knew it would turn him on, so he convinced her to give it a try.

    “Are you absolutely sure about this?” Molly asked as they sat in a booth at one of the bars near the campus apartment they shared. “You’re not going to pull some psycho shit on me or whatever, right? You’re not going to walk up and punch the guy for flirting with your girlfriend, right?”

    “What?” Blake replied. “That’s crazy. Do guys really do that?”

    Molly nodded.

    “Jesus. Some dudes really suck, but no, that’s not what I’m going to do. I told you I can’t really explain it, I just think it would be really hot. I saw that guy flirting with you a couple weeks ago and you obviously weren’t flirting back –“

    Molly interrupted him to say, “Because I’m a good girlfriend.”

    “Yes, absolutely, because you’re a good girlfriend. The thing is, I would not have been mad at you. Do you remember the sex we had that night?”

    Molly smiled and brushed her soft brown hair behind her ear. “Yes, I remember that.”

    “It was incredible, right?”

    Molly nodded.

    “I didn’t say anything because I knew it would probably be pretty weird, but I was super turned on just from watching that guy flirt with you, so I figure it’ll be ten times hotter if I actually see you flirting back a little. Am I crazy?” Blake asked.

    Molly leaned forward and Blake let his eyes roam to her considerable cleavage. She had the most glorious natural breasts and they looked particularly good in the simple but splendidly tight tank top she’d put on for the occasion.

    “I mean, I guess not,” she said. “I don’t know. Maybe you are.”

    Blake reached out and took his girlfriend’s hand in his. “Molly, you don’t have to do this. You really don’t. It’s not like it’s a necessity for me or anything. It seemed pretty harmless, so I thought I’d ask, that’s all.”

    Molly leaned closer and kissed her boyfriend. Her lips were warm and soft against his. He reached up and caressed her cheek.

    “It’s just flirting, right?” she asked while pressing her forehead against his.

    “That’s it, and you can walk away if you get uncomfortable. Heck, you can walk away before you even sit down at the bar if you want.”

    Molly hesitated for just a moment and then said, “Okay, I’ll do it.”

    “Okay, just sit at the bar and the –“

    Molly cut him off again, “Blake, honey, I know how to get guys to flirt with me. Do you even remember the night we met?”

    Blake didn’t get a chance to answer as Molly slid out of the booth and walked over to the bar. She took a seat on a stool, tossed her hair back, and waited.

    She’d paired her tank top with an exceptionally tight pair of skimpy denim shorts and her thighs looked remarkable as she rested on the bar seat. Blake knew it would only be a matter of time before someone came over and made a pass at her.

    While he waited, Blake thought of the night they’d met. Molly was wearing a tight cropped tee shirt and those same little denim shorts. Her taut stomach was what lured him over, but he remembered finding her hilarious and utterly irresistible in almost every way.

    He wasn’t going to push it that night. She was the one that put a move on him. One moment they were enjoying a fun conversation and laughing together and the next her body was pressed up against his and her tongue was in his mouth. They’d been together ever since.

    The memory made him smile as he watched a few guys sidle up next to Molly at the bar and find themselves gently rejected because they clearly didn’t meet their standards.

    Then Molly’s posture straightened and she picked her head up. She smiled at someone Blake couldn’t see. He must have been coming her way.

    The guy sat on the bar stool next to her and casually waved the bartender over. He seemed to order a drink for both of them and immediately settled into conversation with Blake’s girlfriend.

    Blake couldn’t hear anything, but that had been part of the plan. He didn’t need to hear anything. He liked just being able to watch.

    When Molly brushed her hair back and leaned closer to the guy, Blake felt a surge of desire. It was exactly what he was looking for. It made him want to pull Molly out of the bar and back to their apartment. He couldn’t do that, though. He had to give her a little time.

    The guy looked a little older than Blake and Molly – perhaps in his late 20s – and he seemed to have the kind of experience you’d expect from someone that had spent the past decade perfecting his craft.

    They shared a toast that made Molly giggle gleefully – Blake wondered how many times the guy had used whatever line he spouted – and then they both took long sips from their drinks.

    Blake’s arousal built steadily as he watched his girlfriend openly and eagerly flirt with another guy, but it spiked when that guy put his hand on her leg.

    It was a simple, well-executed move. It looked casual but it was probably planned. Molly said something that made him laugh, he leaned in, and his hand found its way to her knee. When Molly didn’t do anything to stop him, he began to caress her skin.

    Blake’s desire elevated from a low hum into something far more potent. His cock came to life. It grew to a half erect state. He felt an unusual tingling sensation in his loins that he quite liked. His heart rate had increased markedly.

    Blake discovered that it wasn’t really the guy touching Molly that turned him on. It was that Molly seemed to like it. She didn’t do anything to stop him. She didn’t move away. She didn’t brush his hand away. If anything, she smiled at him. She leaned a little closer.

    After more conversation, the guy’s hand moved from Molly’s leg to her lower back. It was another well-executed move. The man clearly had experience picking up girls at bars. Her lower back happened to be exposed as her tank top had ridden up a little. The guy then ran his fingers over the exposed skin.

    Blake was certain he saw signs of arousal coming from his girlfriend. She titled her head back a little. Her shoulders relaxed. She said something. Blake imagined it was Molly telling the guy that his touch felt good.

    It was right around then that a bit of concern began to blend with his desire. Was Molly enjoying it too much? Was she staying a little too long? Should she have thanked the guy for the drink and dragged Blake out of there by now?

    The guy finished his drink and put it on the bar. He leaned closer as if to signal the bartender again, but in fact he was going in to kiss Molly. His lips found hers and they lingered there. Molly wasn’t stopping him.

    The guy’s hand moved from her lower back to her neck. It was a skillful, sensual move. They weren’t just kissing. Somehow they’d almost immediately segued to making out at the bar.

    Blake experienced an odd mixture of distress and arousal. Molly wasn’t stopping the guy at the bar. She was kissing him back. She was doing it fervently, too. Blake was almost certain there was tongue involved.

    His cock was rock hard. His heart was pounding. He was also utterly terrified that he’d made a huge mistake and was losing his girlfriend.

    The kiss ended. The guy caressed Molly’s face. She leaned into his touch. She seemed utterly enamored with the man she was supposed to be flirting with.

    She said something and slipped off the bar stool. Blake thought she was coming back to him, but Molly headed towards the bathroom.

    “Come to the bathroom,” she texted.

    Blake tried to look casual as he crossed the bar while walking a little bit funny to hide his erection. “Molly?” he whispered once he reached the dark hallway that led to the bathrooms.

    The door to the women’s room opened and Molly pulled him inside. She pushed him against the door and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She reached between his legs and grasped his cock.

    “You’re hard,” she said.

    Blake deftly unbuttoned her shorts and pushed his hand into her panties as Molly resumed kissing him.

    “You’re wet,” he said when her lips finally relented.

    Blake played with her wet pussy. She played with his hard cock. They were both completely lost in a kind of arousal they didn’t really understand.

    “I’m sorry I kissed him,” Molly said.

    “Don’t apologize. I liked it,” Blake said. There was no point in acting jealous or angry. He didn’t really feel either.

    Molly kissed him. She pushed him hard against the door. She was more aggressive than he’d ever experienced.

    “You’d fuck me right here, wouldn’t you?” she asked with a smile.

    “I would,” Blake said. “I’d rather fuck you at home, though.”

    “He wants to fuck me too,” she said.

    Blake felt an unexpected rush of desire between his legs. He didn’t think the idea of another man fucking his girlfriend would arouse him. He thought he just wanted it to be flirting. Maybe he was wrong.

    Blake kissed his girlfriend. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with a third. She moaned into his mouth.

    “How do you know he wants to fuck you?” Blake asked.

    “He asked me to go back to his place,” she answered.

    Blake moaned as Molly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Her bare fingers felt good on his shaft.

    A question lingered on the tip of Blake’s tongue. He was nervous about asking it, though. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the intensely pleasurable sensations of Molly’s hand stroking him.

    “Is that what you want?” he finally asked.

    Molly stopped stroking him. He stopped playing with her pussy.

    “It’s a lot more than flirting,” Molly said.

    Blake looked into his girlfriend’s eyes. He was certain that she was asking for permission. All he had to do was give it. Was it insane that he was thinking about saying yes to her? Was he being overwhelmed by the desire coursing through him? Was he about to make an utterly insane decision?

    “I won’t be mad,” he said.

    Molly’s fingers moved slowly over the head of his cock and teased the underside. She leaned closer. He felt her breath on his neck.

    “Are you sure?” she whispered.

    She looked so beautiful. Her face and chest were flushed red with arousal. Her breasts were irresistible in the tight tank top.

    “Will you come home to me afterwards?” Blake asked.

    Molly kissed him in response. Her passion was obvious.

    “Of course I will,” she said.

    “Then yes, I’m sure.”

    Molly let go of his cock and stepped back. She pulled up her shorts and buttoned them. She looked in the mirror and fixed her hair to make it look like she hadn’t just been fooling around with someone in the bathroom.

    “I’ll see you later tonight then,” Molly said as Blake stepped aside to let her out of the bathroom. She kissed his cheek on the way out and then disappeared down the dark hallway.

    Blake followed a few minutes later. Molly was already gone.

    The moment he stepped outside Blake was certain he’d made a terrible decision. In a fog of lust he’d sent his girlfriend home with another man. Someone else was going to fuck her and he’d said okay to it. He’d been wildly aroused by it.

    As he walked towards their apartment, visions of Molly fucking someone else filled his head. He imagined her riding the guy – girl on top was her favorite position – with her big breasts bouncing as he reached up and played with them. His cock started to get hard again as he battled with agony and arousal.

    It was a short walk home, but it felt like it took forever. He wanted to masturbate. He wanted to take a cold shower. He wanted to run away. He wanted to go to sleep. He didn’t know what to do.

    Blake ended up having another drink and dropping onto the couch. He put something on the TV, turned the volume way up, and eventually nodded off.

    He woke up to a blissful feeling. He opened his eyes and saw Molly sitting on the couch. She had his cock out. He was rock hard and she was stroking him slowly.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “For what?” Blake asked as he tried to blink the sleep out of his eyes.

    “For what? What do you think?”

    Molly straddled him and her lips quickly found his. They shared a long, slow, deeply sensual kiss that cleared Blake’s mind of anything but his desire. Everything he felt in the bar returned. The lust hadn’t disappeared, it had just laid dormant for a few hours.

    “Did you?” he asked.

    “I’ve been gone for three hours. Of course I did.” Molly said before she pulled off her tank top and kissed him again.

    Blake wondered why she was kissing him so vigorously if she’d just spent three hours with another guy.

    “Was it good?” he asked.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it, baby,” Molly said as she reached back and unhooked her bra.

    Blake’s hands instinctively moved to her breasts. He’d never felt anything so glorious.

    “He liked them too,” she said. “His hands felt so good on them. His lips and tongue, too.”

    Blake pulled Molly’s lips to his. He kissed her and played with her breasts. She moaned into his mouth. He knew she was thinking about the other guy and it turned him on.

    Molly hopped off the couch and pulled off her shorts. “He kept my panties,” she said.

    Blake got naked as he thought about another man having a pair of his girlfriend’s panties. Jealousy and desire battled inside him.

    Molly straddled him again. She reached between her legs and grabbed his cock. She took him inside her.

    “You’re so wet,” Blake said.

    “I just got fucked,” Molly said with a smile as she placed her hands on his chest and rode him. “I got fucked good, too.”

    “Shit, Molly,” Blake said.

    “What is it, baby? Is that hard to hear, or does hearing that make you hard?” Molly laughed. She was clearly delighted with herself and it seemed that her sexual desire knew no bounds. She rode him hard and fast.

    “I’m not gonna last,” Blake said.

    “Don’t worry. I got all I needed from him,” Molly said. She leaned forward and worked her pussy over Blake’s cock in a slow, sensual manner. She kissed him and sucked on his tongue. “He gave me all the orgasms I could handle.”

    “Did he?” Blake asked as he enjoyed the warmth and wetness of his girlfriend’s pussy.

    “Three times,” she said. “We used condoms though. Don’t worry.”

    She moved faster over his cock. Her pussy milked him.

    “You get to cum inside me,” Molly said as her hair fell over his face. She leaned closer and kissed him. Her tongue seemed to be doing acrobatics in his mouth. It was wondrous.

    Blake grabbed her ass and squeezed.

    “He spanked me,” she said. “It was so fucking hot.”

    “Really?” Blake said as Molly rode him faster.

    “He took me from behind and spanked me hard. I’m not sure I’ve ever cum so hard.”

    Blake groaned and grabbed his girlfriend’s ass. He pictured the guy at the bar fucking her from behind and spanking her. It drove him crazy in the best and most terrible ways imaginable.

    “Cum for me, baby,” Molly said.

    “Fuck, Molly. Fuck, you’re incredible.”

    Molly smiled. “That’s what he said.”

    Blake came inside her. He pushed up into his girlfriend and she kissed his neck as he unloaded in her pussy.

    “Fuuuuck!” he cried out as the pleasure spread through his loins.

    Molly stayed on top and kept Blake’s cock inside her as they kissed.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “I gave him my number,” she said. “I hope he texts.”

    Blake hoped so too.

  
    She Won't Be Able to Feel You Anymore

    Your wife deserves a big cock. You know it’s true. You’ve seen the look of disappointment on her face when you slide into her. You know you don’t quite satisfy her when you fuck her. You know she needs someone bigger.

    Letting her enjoy someone bigger and better isn’t without consequences though. Once she’s had a truly big cock she might not want yours. Once she’s been fucked and stretched by someone with an impressive dick, it will be like she can’t feel you anymore.

    “Are you inside me yet?” Wouldn’t it feel so deliciously painful to hear those words from your wife?

    You might get to experience that bit of bliss if she fucks someone with a much bigger cock, especially if you try to fuck her right after she’s been with him. His cock will have stretched out her pussy and yours won’t even compare.

    Do her pussy lips stretch around your cock when she rides you? Almost certainly not. You probably slip into her with ease. She wants to be with a man where it takes some time to get used to his size. She wants to experience that sense of fullness that comes from someone with impressive girth.

    Does she cream all over your cock when you fuck her? Probably not. Her pussy doesn’t really have to work to take you. You don’t really give her all that much pleasure when you slide into her pussy.

    It will be different with him, her big cock boyfriend. He will show her what real pleasure feels like. He’ll stretch out her pussy so that she can’t even feel it when you try and fuck her.

    Look at how her perfect cunt lips are stretched around his dick. Look at how utterly gorgeous that is. Isn’t that what you want to see? Don’t you want to watch your wife ride a man with a really big cock? Don’t you want to see her pussy stretch out around him?

    Remember that there will be consequences, cuckold. Once she’s enjoyed a nice big cock, she might not want yours anymore.

    When you fuck her she really needs that direct clitoral stimulation to feel any sort of pleasure. When she finds someone with a big cock, that won’t be the case. He’ll be able to slide into her from behind and bring her pleasure. The fullness will drive her crazy with lust. The idea that someone with a really big dick is fucking her will drive her crazy with pleasure. It will be an entirely different experience for her. She deserves it though, doesn’t she? Doesn’t she deserve to be fucked by a man with a truly impressive big cock?

    Accept the consequences, cuckold. Get ready to hear her say, “I can’t even feel you. His cock is so big I can’t even feel your little dick inside me, cuck.“

    You want that, don’t you? You want her to openly acknowledge that your dick just doesn’t get the job done. It would hurt so good.

  
    She'd Cuckold You Because You're Too Small

    There are countless reasons why a woman might cuckold her husband and I thought it might be fun to talk about some of them in a series of posts for my Patrons. With any luck, you'll find these posts thrilling - perhaps even arousing - and informative.

    
      
    

    All men - even those blessed with big dicks - want to know if size matters.

    It does. Of course it does. There's such a thing as being too big, but that's exceedingly rare. The truth is, sex feels better with a man wielding a big cock. He needs to wield it well, of course, but if he does, it feels better.

    The pleasure begins before he's even penetrated your wife. She sees his big cock and her body responds to it with desire. Her pussy gets a little wetter. Her clit gets a little more engorged. Her body is telling her that he's more of a man than most, that he's worthy of her lust, and so her excitement for him deepens.

    When he slides into her pussy, her pleasure deepens. There's a sense of fullness that a big dick provides that feels exceptionally good. Blissful, almost. He reaches deeper inside her, too, hitting places that most men don't and triggering wondrous sensations that leave her body trembling in the best way possible.

    That feeling repeats over and over as he fucks her with his big dick. She feels that fullness and the depth of his penetrations over and over. Her clit is more sensitive because she's more turned on because he has a big dick, which means every time his pelvis pounds against hers she experiences the joy of all those nerve endings firing.

    Eventually - as long as he doesn't cum too quickly - she has an intensely powerful orgasm, one that his big dick is at least partly responsible for. And, since she's married to a man with a small dick, she has an orgasm that's almost certainly better than the ones her husband gives her. That's the best reason to cuckold him.

    Fucking a man with a small dick begins much the same as fucking a guy with a big dick, only the experience is the opposite. She doesn't get wetter when she sees his cock. Her clit doesn't get more engorged and sensitive. Instead, her pussy gets drier. Her clit retreats. Her body is telling her that the man that wants to fuck her isn't much of a man at all, because nature hasn't blessed him with much between his legs. She fucks him because she loves him - they're married, after all - but it takes a little more work to get there.

    Perhaps, if you're reading this and cursed with a small cock, you're familiar with having to do a little more work before you get to fuck your wife. Perhaps she has you go down on her for quite some time. She can't get excited for your small dick, but your tongue can certainly get her wet and eager to be fucked, even if the dick you're going to slide into her is disappointing. Perhaps she has you use your fingers, or even a toy, or perhaps you masturbate together before she lets you inside her.

    What you can't know - unless you've already been cuckolded - is how different the look on her face is when she takes a big dick versus a small dick. The look of excitement when the guy with the big dick moves between her legs is unmistakable. The look of pleasure when he slides into her is unlike anything you've made her feel, for your little dick just doesn't compare to his. That look on her face is an expression of the joy she feels throughout her body, the joy of being fucked by a big dick.

    Size matters - as I'm sure you know - but is that enough for a woman to cuckold her husband? Is it enough for her to completely change her marriage? It depends on the woman, but it can be enough.

    At first, sex with a small dick guy isn't bad. In fact, it's probably good. Most women aren't going to marry a guy if the sex is bad. But, over time, the quality of the sex degrades. Things get stale. It takes increasingly more work for you to turn her on, for her body to get worked up to take your disappointing little dick inside her. Instead of going down on her for a minute, you spend ten minutes eating her pussy just to get her excited enough to welcome your little dick inside her.

    Good sex is an integral part of a happy marriage, and there may come a point where she wants to good sex again. If you’ve already suggested cuckolding as a solution to your sexual problems, she might be willing to take you up on that. She'll be skeptical at first, but the moment she feels that big dick slide between her pussy lips and into her body, that skepticism will wash away and be replaced by pure, perfect, white hot lust.

    After she's cuckolded you for the first time - after the man she fucked has gone home - she'll be filled with a sense of warmth and happiness. At some point she'll begin to understand just how good the sex was, and just how much better it was than the sex with you. At some point she'll realize that his big dick made all the difference in the world, that your little dick isn't capable of making her feel like that. You might be able to make her feel good, but you can't make her feel like he did.

    That's when she truly realizes that your small dick is the reason sex between you hasn't been good in a long time. That's when she realizes that she needs to keep cuckolding you if she wants to have good sex in her life, and that she needs to cuckold you with a man with a nice big dick if she wants to experience that kind of pleasure again, and again, and again.

    So yes, size matters. And yes, your small dick is the reason your wife isn't satisfied in bed. And yes, she would prefer a big dick. Every woman would prefer a big dick. And yes, if she cuckolds you with a guy wielding a big dick, she's almost certainly going to keep cuckolding you, because once she has what he can offer - and what you can't - she's going to want more of it.

  
    She'll Always Be Yours

    You look up from the living room couch as the bedroom door opens. You see her bull come out as he’s putting his shirt on.

    “She’s all yours,” he says with a smile.

    He walks past you and into the kitchen. You hear the refrigerator door open as you jump off the couch and rush towards the bedroom. The door is open a crack and you see your beautiful wife in bed. She has a smile on her face and a pillow against her body as she stares at the ceiling. It looks like she’s reliving the sex she just had, the sex that you listened to from the couch.

    You push the door open and your wife looks towards you and smiles. You feel an intense kind of desire rushing through your body and she looks like a woman that’s just been completely satisfied.

    “Hey honey,” she says.

    “Hey,” you reply as you step into the room and gently close the door.

    Your wife pulls the pillow aside and spreads her legs just enough so you can see everything she offered her bull. She smiles at you.

    “Do you want what’s yours?” she asks.

    You step closer and pull your shirt over your head. “Are you sure it’s not his?” you ask.

    She reaches out and grasps the bulge in your pants. You stare at her utterly flawless naked body and it’s like you can hear the moans she and her bull both produced. You can hear them drifting down the hallway and reaching you on the couch.

    “I’ll always be yours,” she says before gesturing to her body. “And all of this will always be yours.”

    She unbuttons your pants and tugs on the zipper. She works your underwear down and frees your cock. “And this will always be mine,” she says.

    Your wife rolls onto her stomach and takes you in her mouth. You know you’re the second man she’s given head to tonight, but it doesn’t matter. It feels absolutely perfect. Her mouth feels absolutely, positively perfect.

    “Fuck,” you say.

    Your cock pops from her mouth and she looks up at you. “He enjoyed my mouth tonight, but it will always be yours. I promise.”

    She takes you in her mouth again. She takes most of your cock into her throat. You spent thirty minutes listening to them fuck and you were aroused for every second of it. Now you’re approaching a higher peak of pleasure as she fellates you.

    You run your hands down your wife’s back and squeeze her ass as she sucks your cock. Your touch elicits sensual moans and it makes the blowjob feel even better.

    Your wife gets on her knees and kisses you. You play with her breasts as her tongue dances in your mouth. She moans again.

    She falls back into the bed and spreads her legs. You see his cum running out of her. She has unprotected sex with her bull. She says it feels better for both of them. She says she likes how it feels when he cums inside her.

    You crawl between her legs and lay your body on top of hers. You kiss as she reaches down and guides the head of your cock to her pussy. You gently push inside her.

    “He fucked me tonight,” she whispers. “But my pussy will always be yours.”

    She kisses you as your cock bottoms out inside her. She feels exceptionally wet. You know it’s because her pussy is full of his cum. You know if you fuck your wife you’ll be doing it with another man’s cum deep in her pussy.

    “Your pussy feels so good,” you say.

    “It’s not my pussy,” she says. “It’s yours.”

    You smile. “Well, then my pussy feels so good.”

    She wraps her legs around you and runs her hands up your back. She kisses your neck as you fuck her a little faster.

    “Does it feel good because it’s full of his cum?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say. You’re not embarrassed to like sloppy seconds sex. You like being a cuckold. Of course you like fucking your wife after another man has cum inside her. Of course that turns you on.

    “It’s still your pussy,” she says. “Even when he cums inside me, it’s still your pussy.”

    She moans for you, just like she moaned for him. You think of her unleashing those sounds because another man is fucking her so well. You think of listening from the living room. You think of the sounds of pleasure filling your ears. You think of how turned on you got sitting there listening to someone else make your wife cum.

    “I’m close,” you say.

    “Cum inside me,” she says.

    She moans for you. It sounds like she’s getting close too. It sounds like you might cum together.

    “Oh…fuck,” you say as your orgasm approaches.

    “Cum inside me,” she says again. Her voice quivers. You fuck her harder. “Baby…fuck…cum inside me!”

    She climaxes. You push your cock inside your wife and add your cum to his. You bathe her pussy in another load. You fill her with your seed just like he filled her with his seed. She holds you tight as an orgasm rips through her. The pleasure is overwhelming for both of you.

    “I’ll always be yours,” she whispers. “Always.”

  
    She'll Have Anal with Her Bull

    It’s a story you’ve probably heard before. A wife has no interest in anal sex with her husband. He asks, she turns him down, they repeat the process numerous times over the course of their marriage. Maybe she lets him have anal sex once or twice, but it’s not something she has any actual interest in.

    Then a bull enters the picture. She starts to cuckold her husband. She has incredible, mind-blowing, body-shaking sex with this other man. He fucks her like she’s never been fucked before. His cock is big, but it’s about so much more than that. It’s about the way he fucks her. It’s about how he makes her feel when he’s fucking her.

    He asks her for anal sex. The hotwife is hesitant, but she wants to do it for him. She’s worried that it’s going to hurt, but she really wants to make him feel good, so she lets him have anal sex with her.

    It’s different than when her husband fucks her ass. It’s better. It still hurts a little, but there’s something about it that feels good, too. There’s something about it that feels really good, in fact. She can’t quite tell what it is, though.

    “Why does he get to have anal sex with you?” her husband whines.

    The hotwife smiles. She thinks about it. A quick, easy answer doesn’t jump to mind. She knows what to say, though. “Because he fucks me so much better than you do, baby. He deserves my ass because he can actually make me cum when he fucks me.”

    Sometimes, it’s that simple. Her bull wants her ass. Her bull gives her such intense pleasure when they fuck that she wants to give it to him.

    It’s a little bit hotter because her cuckold has to sit there and watch. He doesn’t get to enjoy her ass. He has to watch someone else enjoy it, and once her bull has had it, the cuckold will never again be allowed to have it. It’s something that is completely forbidden for him.

    If done well, anal sex with the bull shouldn’t be unpleasant. He should know how to make it at least a little bit pleasurable for her (lots of lube and patience, mostly). Add a little vibration or finger play for her clit and the hotwife might find that she quite likes having anal sex with her bull when all the ancillary benefits are included.

    Her cuckold will see that. He’ll see the look of lusty pleasure on her face as she’s letting someone else enjoy her asshole. He’ll hear the moans. He might even see her have an orgasm with someone else’s bigger, better dick buried in her bottom.

    There’s no better way to put him in his place. Give the gift of anal sex to another man. Make your cuck jealous. Make him confront that he doesn’t deserve to have your ass and he never will.

  
    She'll Humiliate You If You Crave It

    “Suck his cock, bitch,” your sweet girlfriend says as she grabs the back of your head and forces your mouth onto her bull’s big dick. “Suck it like a good slut.”

    You wrap your lips around the plump, soft head and swallow. You do as you’re told because you’re a good cuckold. You do as you’re told because you can’t imagine doing anything else.

    You hear her laugh. “What a pathetic little bitch you are,” she says.

    Humiliating you turns her on. That’s why she’s making you suck his dick. That’s why she’s forcing your mouth onto his cock. That’s why she wants you to be a dirty little cocksucker for her.

    “Gag on it, bitch,” your girlfriend says as she rides her bull’s mouth.

    She presses on the back of your head and his cock pummels the back of your throat. You gag and work to restrain the reflex that makes you want to vomit. Your girlfriend laughs again. Your cock strains against your underwear. It turns you on when she humiliates you. You’re every bit the bitch she thinks you are.

    “Get that dick nice and wet for me, bitch,” she says “That’s a real man’s dick you’re sucking. That’s the kind of dick my pussy deserves. So get it nice and slippery before he puts it inside me.”

    You suck her bull’s dick. You suck him until he’s hard and wet. Then your sweet girlfriend reaches back and slips him inside her. She rides him with her perfect tight pussy. She bounces on his fat fuck meat. She moans for him as he fills her.

    “How’s the view, loser?” she asks before laughing at you.

    “It’s beautiful, princess,” you say.

    “Want an even better view?” she asks.

    You end up on your back with your girlfriend above you. Her bull slides into her pussy from behind.

    “How’s the view now, loser?” she asks.

    “It’s perfect, princess,” you say.

    It’s quite beautiful. You can see her pussy lips opening around his cock. You can see him sliding in and out of her. It’s such a beautiful sight.

    “Take it in your mouth, bitch,” she says as her bull’s cock falls from her pussy.

    You wrap your lips around it. You give him a blowjob. You suck him sensually. You pleasure him. You taste your girlfriend’s pussy on his shaft.

    “What a fucking loser,” she says as the cock pushes deeper in your mouth.

    Her bull slides into her pussy once more. You can feel your girlfriend’s hair brush against your cock and you know that’s all the pleasure you’ll experience tonight. This isn’t about you. It’s about your girlfriend and her bull. It’s about her enjoyment of humiliating you. It’s about her pursuit of pleasure at your expense, and you’re okay with that.

    He pumps his load into her pussy, leaving it right at the entrance so you can have a yummy snack.

    “Do you see that, bitch?” your girlfriend asks. “Do you see a real man cumming in my pussy?”

    “Yes, princess,” you answer.

    “You haven’t done that in a long time, have you?” she asks. “That’s because loser cucks like you aren’t allowed to fuck. That’s because your job is to prepare pussy for a real man. Your job is to suck dick. Your job is to clean my messy pussy.”

    “Get to work, loser,” she says. “Eat his fucking load.”

    You crawl between her legs and get to work. You lick his load out of her. You lick up every delicious drop like a good bitch. You do as you’re told because you’re a cuckold.

    “What a fucking loser,” she says. “What a pathetic little cum dumpster you are.”

    You lick up his load. You act like the cum dumpster your girlfriend has trained you to be.

    “Clean his cock, bitch,” she says. “Suck a real man’s dick like the worthless little cum dumpster you are.”

    You suck her bull’s cock clean. You lick his cum and her juices off of him.

    “Now finish cleaning my cunt,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told. You always do as you’re told.

  
    She's Black Only Now

    "How long has it been since I let you inside me?" she asks while running her fingers along the underside of your stiff cock.

    "Three months," you answer. "It's been too long. I know I'm a cuckold. I know I don't deserve to fuck you. I know I can't fuck you like he can, but please, just let me inside you. Just once. Just let me enjoy your pussy."

    She smiles, leans in, and kisses your neck. Her fingers encircle the head of your cock and she gathers the precum with her thumb and offers a gentle, intoxicating kind of pleasure. "No," she whispers. "You know I'm not going to let you fuck me. You know your cock doesn't belong in my pussy."

    "Why?" you ask in a voice laden with desperation.

    "Because my pussy is black only," she answers before biting down on your earlobe and offering a hint of delicious pain. "Because little white dicks like yours aren't welcome inside me anymore. Because my tight white cunt will never again feel the disappointment of getting fucked by a pathetic white boy like you."

    You close your eyes, moan, and arch your back as your wife slowly strokes your stiff dick. She kisses your neck and moans like she's getting fucked, like her bull's big black cock is deep inside her.

    "You made this happen," she whispers. "You introduced me to Darren. You told me to fuck him. You told me to enjoy his big black cock. You told me to let out my inner slut, and I did. You gave your wife to a black man and now she doesn't want your little white dick anymore."

    "I know," you reply.

    "Do you want to hear about the last time he fucked me, sweetie? Do you want to hear about how he used his big black cock to make your wife's tight white pussy cum so hard?" she asks.

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    She takes your balls in her hand and caresses them. Her slender fingers dance over the wrinkled skin and then she squeezes your testicles and moans. "We were in his car. He was driving and my head was in his lap. I was giving him a sloppy wet blowjob, just like he enjoys. The car was filled with the sounds of my mouth pleasuring him, and of his moans of joy as I acted like the good little cocksucker he wants me to be."

    She squeezes the head of your cock and looks down at it. You look too, and you can't help but wonder if she's comparing you to her black bull.

    "He had one hand on the steering wheel and the other on the back of my neck. It makes me so wet when he takes control like that, when he uses me for his pleasure. It makes me wet when he tells me that I'm a good girl for him, that I'm being a good cocksucker, and that I'm making his big black dick feel so good with my pretty white mouth," she continues.

    You've heard him talk like that on the few occasions you've been allowed to watch. You find it almost as hot as your wife does.

    "He was going to drive me back to his place, but he couldn't wait," she continues as you feel your cock throbbing in her hand. "He needed to fuck my tight white pussy. He needed to feel it wrapped around his big black dick. So he pulled into a parking lot and found us a space in the corner. He got out of the car and into the back seat."

    She pauses and kisses your neck and chest. She plays with your balls and for a moment you think she might kiss her way down your stomach and take you in her mouth, but she doesn't. She's just teasing. "What did you do?" you ask as you feel a desperate desire for the story to continue.

    She looks up at you, smiles, and says, "I tried to get in the backseat with him, but he wouldn't let me. He told me to do a striptease."

    "In the parking lot?" you ask.

    Your wife nods. "He wanted me to do a dirty little striptease right there in the parking lot."

    "Did you do it?" you ask.

    "Of course," your wife says. "You know how desperate I get for him. You know that I can't help but do whatever he wants once my pussy is eager for his big black cock. So I did a striptease as he watched from the backseat. I danced for him. I took off my dress. I dropped it onto the ground. I did the same with my bra and panties."

    You imagine your wife stripping and dancing in a parking lot for another man and it makes your dick so hard it hurts. You love that she gets so horny for him, that she's so eager to do whatever he wants in the name of getting his big black cock into her pussy.

    "Did he fuck you once you were naked?" you ask.

    She shakes her head. "No. He told me to masturbate and beg for the chance to get in the car and ride his big black cock."

    "Did you?" you ask.

    Your wife looks down at your cock and uses her fingertip to collect the large drop of precum that's formed. She smiles, pops her finger in her mouth, and sucks your sweet juice from it. "I did," she says. "I always do what he wants. I can't help it. I go crazy with desire for his cock and I turn into a wanton slut that's willing to do literally anything he desires."

    He's the one that unlocked that version of your wife. You simply weren't capable of it. He showed her just how much fun it is to unleash her slutty side, and he continues to help her explore the pleasures of being the kind of woman that's willing to do anything to welcome her bull's big black cock inside her.

    "I begged him to fuck me," she says. "I played with my tight, slippery white pussy and I begged him to let me sit on his big black dick and take it for a ride. I begged him to let me milk him with my cunt, to make him cum inside me like a good girl."

    "Did he let you?" you ask breathlessly as you feel your orgasm approaching.

    "He did," she says with a smile. "He told me I was a good girl and that I could get in the car and take his dick for a ride. I practically jumped into the backseat. I had him inside me a moment later. I very nearly screamed because it felt so good to have his beautiful black cock stretching out my pussy. I felt my whole body trembling with pleasure as I began to ride him. It felt so good that I couldn't even speak. All I could do was bounce on that beautiful dick of his."

    "Did you satisfy him?" you ask. "Did you make him cum in your pussy?"

    She knows you're close. She can see it in your face. She can feel that your balls are tight against your body now. She can tell that you're moments away from the climax you crave. "Yes, baby," she says softly. "I made my bull cum in my tight, white cunt. I made his big black cock flood my pussy with his potent seed. I made him cum while he sucked on my big white tits and smacked my ass hard. I made him cum and I came all over his dick as he unloaded inside me. I was a good girl for my black bull, and he showed me why I'm always going to be black only."

    You cum. Your loins tense up and release over and over, sending waves of intense pleasure through your body as your seed spills from the tip of your cock and over your wife's hand. She gently plays with your dick and leaves you trembling from the kind of pleasure you've come to enjoy almost as much as being allowed inside your wife.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asks softly.

    "Yes," you reply.

    "And do you understand why I'm black only now?" she asks.

    "Yes, I do," you reply. "His big black cock makes you feel better than my little white dick ever has."

    She smiles and kisses your neck. "That's right, baby. Which means no more pussy for you. Ever. Don't worry, though. You'll get lots of handjobs while I tell you how much better my bull is than you."

    That's a future you can get excited about.

  
    She's Black Only...But You Get to Watch

    You told yourself it wouldn’t be like you’d read. Your young wife would enjoy a big black cock, of course, but it’s not like she’d become black-only. It’s not like she’d abandon your admittedly smaller white dick in favor of taking his black cock all the time. She wouldn’t do that, right?

    Then you watched her fall to her knees in front of him and pull down his pants. You watched her eyes go wide as she saw the monstrous black dick between her legs. You saw her eyes dart towards you as she smiled.

    You saw her pretty lips stretch around his big dick. That’s when your confidence started to wane. That’s when you thought it might be possible that your wife wouldn’t want your dick inside her again.

    “I want you inside me,” she said to him while standing and climbing in your bed. “I need it.”

    You watched your wife strip off her white lingerie and get on her back. You watched the tall, fit, well-hung black man she’d invited into your bedroom join her.

    “Oh my God,” she said as he pushed inside her pussy.

    He smiled. He knew the effect his cock had on women. He knew he was showing your wife something she’d never experienced before. He knew her pussy was his.

    “Tell him how it feels,” he said.

    Your wife looked at you. “It’s incredible, baby,” she said. “It’s so much better than anything I’ve ever had before.”

    When he pulled out and said, “Flip over. I wanna take you from behind,” your young wife did what he asked without hesitation. She offered her pussy like a good girl.

    He filled her tight young pussy from behind. He stretched her out with his massive dick. He took her away from you.

    “It’s so good, baby. It’s so fucking good,” your wife said as you watched.

    The black man pounding her pussy looked over at you. “Take out your dick. Stroke it while I fuck your wife. Embrace your place.”

    Just like your wife, you did as you were told without hesitation. You were too turned on to argue. You were being cuckolded by a big black dick and it thrilled you. You pulled down your pants and pulled out your hard dick.

    “You’re so hard,” your wife said. “This really turns you on, doesn’t it?”

    You nodded as you masturbated.

    “I told you he’d love it,” the black man said. “I told you he was a natural born cuckold.”

    “Give him a good view. Get on top. Ride me while your husband stares at your pretty pussy,” he said.

    They switched to reverse cowgirl. His hands grasped her waist as your wife took his monstrous black cock into her pussy. She rode him. Her moans grew louder.

    “Do you like that, baby?” your wife asked as she stared at you.

    “I love it,” you said.

    “Yeah? You like seeing his big black dick stretch my tight white pussy? You like seeing another man fuck your pretty young wife?” she asked.

    She was getting into it. The black dick buried in her pussy was taking her to a place of pure, wild sexual bliss.

    “Tell me what you want,” her black lover said.

    “I want your cum inside me!” your wife moaned.

    You saw his cock pulse. You saw his balls bounce. You saw him cumming in your wife’s tight, unprotected pussy. You saw him emptying his load inside her.

    “Show him,” he said.

    Your wife lifted her pussy off his cock and let his cum leak out of her. She showed you his seed in her pussy. She showed you that she’d been blacked in every way that mattered.

    You climaxed while staring at her pussy. You let your load loose. You couldn’t help it. You had to. You had to cum. You had to unleash your sticky seed. You were a cuckold. She was a hotwife. She was his now.

  
    She's Cheating...But it Turns You On

    You decided to work from home today, but you didn’t tell your wife. Why would you? It’s not like you knew she was planning on cheating on you.

    You were happily in your office when you heard the front door open. You figured it was your wife coming home from the grocery shopping she was supposed to be doing. Then you heard another man’s voice.

    You stopped typing and you listened. You heard them move into the living room. You heard a little more talking, but then nothing else. You got up and tiptoed across your office and into the hallway. That’s when you heard the moan. Your wife’s moan. A decidedly sexual moan.

    You tiptoed towards edge of the hallway and looked out into your living room. Your wife was down to her bra and panties. She was kissing another man. His hand was in her panties. He was playing with her pussy. Another man was playing with your wife’s pussy and you were standing there watching.

    She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pushed them down. She freed his cock from his underwear and stroked it. “I need this big dick inside me. I need you to fuck me.”

    He smiled and spun her around. He grabbed a handful of her hair and she arched her back, closed her eyes, and moaned. He pulled her panties aside and slipped his cock into her pussy. She moaned louder. He leaned forward and they kissed as his cock moved in and out of her from behind.

    You unzipped your pants. You pulled your cock out. You licked your fingers. You stroked yourself as slowly as you could. You didn’t want to make any noise. You didn’t want to let them know you were watching. You didn’t want to have to admit that her cheating had tapped into a kind of arousal you didn’t know you could experience.

    He fucked your wife from behind. He fucked her hard and fast. He fucked her better than you ever had. That much was clear. He came inside her right as you came in your hand.

    “Fuck, I can’t tell you how badly I needed that,” your wife said afterwards.

    “It was my pleasure,” he replied.

    It was your pleasure too, you thought as you tiptoed back into your office, cleaned the cummy mess from your hand, and sat at your computer. It wasn’t likely that you’d get any work done, but you did get to enjoy a hell of an orgasm.

  
    She's Different Since She Cuckolded You

    The first time was on a ski trip a handful of months ago. You'd spent the day on the slopes and had split a bottle of wine at dinner. Your wife noticed a guy staring at her from across the restaurant and you encouraged her to go and flirt with him.

    At first she was stunned at your suggestion. She warmed up quickly, though, and it wasn't long before she was sauntering towards him. The wine most certainly helped fuel her willingness to explore.

    You watched them flirt. You watched him touch her leg under the bar. You watched them kiss, which took you by surprise and enflamed your desire in an unexpected manner.

    Soon after, your wife returned to your table, sat down, and informed you that she'd like to sleep with him. It was your turn to be stunned. You came around quickly, though, in no small part because her sleeping with him would fulfill a long held - but secret - fantasy of yours.

    She left you in the restaurant. You finished your dinner and paid the check. You went up to your room at the mountainside hotel. Two hours later, your wife knocked on the door.

    You'd been cuckolded for the first time. You fucked her as she gave you the details. It was glorious.

    She's been a different woman since then. She's freer with her sexuality. She flirts constantly. She has profiles on three different dating apps. She has a few men she sees regularly and she dates constantly. She doesn't fuck all of them - only those that impress her get a chance to fuck her - but she behaves very much like a single woman in need of connection and good sex, only she's married to you.

    This particular request - the one she made while wearing that alluring blue satin robe - feels bold, even to you.

    You see, it's one of your oldest friends that she's talking about blowing. You went to college with him. You still visit each other regularly. That's why he's in your guest room. It seems insane for your wife to initiate a sexual relationship with him, and yet that insanity has your dick throbbing.

    "Do you really want to do that?" you ask.

    She stands, unties her robe, and walks towards you as it falls open. You stare at her breasts and the strip of pubic hair above her pussy. She rests a hand against your chest and then grabs a fistful of your shirt, slowly spins you around, and pushes back until you're sitting at the edge of the bed. Your wife straddles you, takes your head in her hand, and guides your lips to her left breast.

    She runs her fingers through your hair and moans softly as you suck on her tit, as you run your tongue back and forth over her erect nipple. She begins to move her hips back and forth over your crotch, generating a wondrous erection between your legs.

    "I thought about doing it last night," she says. "About sneaking out of here without telling you. About slipping into his room. About pulling the covers back and waking him up with my mouth. I thought he might scream, though, and that would really spoil the fun, so I decided I'd wait until morning."

    You look up at her and she smiles so beautifully. "He visits once a year. Sometimes more often."

    She kisses your neck and rocks her hips back and forth again. "He might visit more often once I've sucked his cock, once I've swallowed his cum, once I've promised him that he'll get to fuck me the next time he comes back."

    In just a few months she's become an expert at arousing you via your cuckold fantasies. "You want to fuck him?"

    "I do," she says. "He's very handsome. He's tall. I like his broad shoulders." Her lips find yours and you share a deep kiss. "I like the idea of making him wait, though. In fact, I love the idea of him spending the next six months thinking about me, of giving him such a good blowjob that he can't get me off his mind, that he asks you for my number, that he looks me up on Instagram, that he sends me dirty messages, that he can't stop telling me how badly he wants to see me again because I made him feel so good when I sucked his cock and swallowed his cum."

    "I want to fuck you," you say.

    Your desire delights her, at least based on the look on her face. "You can, but not until your friend's cum is in my stomach. Then I'll come back to you. I'll kiss you deeply. I'll let you taste his cock and cum as I take you inside me, as I ride you, as I make you cum in my tight pussy."

    "Fuck...go suck his dick," you say.

    You're rewarded with a deep kiss. Your wife climbs off your lap and takes off her robe. It falls to the floor. You stare at her ass and legs as she walks out of the bedroom and closes the door.

    The guest room isn't too far down the hall and you hear the surprise in your friend's voice when your wife opens the door. It's not long after that you hear his moans. You take your clothes off and crawl into the bed. You stroke your cock as you listen to your wife give head to one of your best friends in the world. In that moment you feel only the purest, more perfect love for her.

    More than ten minutes passes before you hear him groaning in the way a man does when he's cumming. Soon enough your wife is in your bedroom. She closes and locks the door. She leans against it for a moment, but she doesn't say a word. Her hair is messier than when she left and you imagine him having taken a grip of it to direct her mouth as she blew him.

    She pushes away from the door and approaches. She crawls into the bed and straddles you. She takes your stiff cock into her slick pussy. She sits back, grabs her tits, and plays with them as she rocks her hips back and forth.

    Your wife leans down. Her lips find yours. Your mouth opens. Hers opens. A flood of cum follows. You're stunned and a little panicked. She takes your head in her hands, though, and pushes her tongue into your mouth. She feeds your friend's cum to you. She does so while riding your cock.

    Then she cums. She has an orgasm while making you eat his load. You feel her legs trembling. Eventually she sits up and lets out a primal scream of pleasure while you're both turned on and disgusted.

    Her pussy feels so good, though, and you quickly cum inside her. You swallow your friend's cum while blowing your load in your wife's pussy. It's the best, strangest orgasm you've ever had.

    "He enjoyed the blowjob," she says. "I enjoyed it, too. More than I thought I would, which is why I'll be giving him another one tonight. You'll be swallowing his load again, too, because that made me cum really fucking hard."

    You're in a daze, but it's a good daze, so you smile and nod.

    You already know that you're going to try and convince your friend to come back for a visit a lot sooner than a six months from now. You suspect he'll be more than happy to do so, too. How could he resist the allure of fucking your beautiful wife, after all?

  
    She's Going to be a Bad Girl

    I had so much fun buying lingerie for my bull. I told the sales girl I wanted to drive my man crazy with lust on Valentine’s Day. She said a pair of red lace panties and black fishnet stockings would drive any man wild. Do you think she’s right?

    You’re getting a little excited, aren’t you? Is that because you like the lingerie I picked for my bull, or because you’re thinking about how turned on he’s going to be when I strip for him? Do you think he’s going to like it when I give him a little lap dance and let him run his hands all over my body?

    Or are you thinking of that moment when he’s going to pull off my panties and see how excited I am for him? He’s going to see my wetness and my desire. He’s going to move between my legs and guide his stiffness into me. He’s going to fill me like I need to be filled.

    That’s what you’re thinking of, isn’t it? You’re imagining your wife with someone else on Valentine’s Day, aren’t you? I’m glad that excites you. I’m so happy you’re such a good cuckold for me. You can play with yourself if you want. Go ahead and stroke while you think about him giving me exactly what I need.

  She's Going to Make Your Cuckold Fantasy Come True
For years you’ve masturbated to the idea of your wife fucking another man. You’ve watched videos, browsed pictures, and read naughty stories detailing the hot sex married women have with bulls and boyfriends. You’ve had countless orgasms dreaming about it while you pull on your cock. Now your wife is in bed with her soon-to-be lover and your fantasy is moments away from coming to fruition.The bedroom door is open and you’re watching from the hall. He can’t see you, but she can. She wants you to watch. She wants to be your favorite pornstar. She wants to make your fantasies come true.
Watch him caress her stocking-clad legs, run his hands over her hips, and play with her perky breasts. Watch your wife unhook her bra and lean forward so he can suck her nipples. Listen to her moan as his tongue rolls over the hard, sensitive flesh.
Watch her undo his belt and pull off his pants. Look at how feverish she is for the prize that waits inside. Admire the lust in her eyes as she takes his hard cock in her hand and strokes him. She licks her lips. She’s hungry for him. She shoots you a quick look before parting her lips and taking his cock into her mouth. Your wife is blowing another man while you watch.
She’s not here to suck him off though. She’s here to get fucked, and she can’t wait any longer. She straddles him, pulls aside her panties, and sinks down onto his stiff cock. He slides into your wife’s pussy with ease. She throws her head back and moans. You’re a cuckold.
You’re going to watch them fuck, cuckold. You’re going to watch your wife ride another man’s cock. You’re going to watch her get fucked missionary style. Maybe she’ll get on her hands and knees and look right at you as he takes her from behind. Your marriage has changed. You’re a cuckold now.

    She's Going to Worship His Cock

    Cock worship is different from a blowjob. She wants to make him feel good, but that’s not the only goal. She also wants to show him that she has great appreciation for his cock and the pleasure it gives her. She wants you to see that, too.

    She wants her cuckold husband to understand that she feels different about her bull than she feels about you. He has taken her to sexual heights that you never approached. He has given her pleasure that she didn’t think possible. He has fucked her like you never could. For that reason, she wants to worship his cock.

    You should watch. Watch how she slowly removes his pants and underwear. Watch how she looks up at him and smiles as she takes his cock in her hand and strokes him. Watch how she softly kisses the head. Watch how she tastes his flesh while maintaining eye contact.

    Listen as she says, “I love your cock,” and see that she means it. She really does. She loves his cock because it is the representation of how good he makes her feel. She can’t help but love it because it has shown her a sort of pleasure she didn’t think was possible.

    That’s because she’s been married to you, her sexually inadequate husband, for so long. Until she met him, she’d forgotten that sex can be mind-blowing. Now she knows. She understands just how pleasurable it can be to get fucked.

    Watch her take him into her mouth. Watch how she slowly, sensually makes love to him with her lips and tongue. Watch how she looks up at him as she’s doing it. Watch how she connects with him while making love to his cock. Watch how she coaxes an orgasm out of him and takes his cum onto her tongue. Watch how she swallows his load. Watch how she shows him that she loves what comes out of his cock.

    “Mmmm, I love your cum,” she says after swallowing. “I love making you feel good. I love worshiping your cock.”

    She doesn’t feel that way about your cock, cuckold, and that’s how it should be. He’s the one that gives her that blissful feeling when he fucks her, so he’s the one she worships. That’s how it should be. Embrace that reality and find pleasure in the way she worships his dick.

  
    She's Having So Much Fun!

    Your wife and her boyfriend are enjoying a weekend at the beach while you’re at home. It’s the first time she’s gone away with him and you’ve been in a constant state of arousal since she left. You can’t stop thinking about what they’re doing, and in your mind it’s all naughty sexual fun.

    Thankfully, she’s been kind enough to send you a little update. Your phone dings to let you know a message has come through and you bring it up. There’s a quick video of your wife giving her boyfriend a blowjob on the beach along with this message:

    Hey honey! I thought you might like to hear a little about what we’ve been doing on vacation. I hope you like the video I included. He filmed that this morning. We found this quiet, empty spot on the beach that was hidden from everything but the ocean and I just couldn’t keep my mouth off his cock. I had to have him! You know how I can be with him. It won’t surprise you to hear that he came in my mouth just a few minutes after he took this video and I swallowed every drop. God I love his cum.

    The place he picked for us is gorgeous! It’s this cute boutique hotel with insanely gorgeous rooms. Ours has an incredible view of the ocean. The first thing I did when we got here is take him out on the deck for a blowjob and a quick fuck. I bent over the railing and looked out at the waves crashing on the sand as he fucked me doggystyle. It was so hot! He came inside me, too. I’ll bet you wish you were here to lick his cum out of me.

    Last night we had sex on the beach. We brought a big blanket to avoid any messiness with the and and found a spot where we felt confident no one would find us. I got on top, pulled up my skirt, and took him into my pussy. I had an orgasm in just a few minutes and then bounced hard on his dick until he came inside me. Two loads in one day!

    This vacation is exactly what I needed. He and I haven’t had a chance to spend this much time together and it’s incredible! It’s been so romantic and intimate. Thank you so much for letting me go with him! I promise I’ll have all sorts of dirty stories for you when I get back. Maybe I’ll even fuck him in the car right before I come inside so you can have a creampie to clean out of me.

    See you soon!

  
    She's His As Long as She's Pregnant with His Baby

    You stand in the bedroom doorway and watch your wife caress her beautiful, pregnant belly. You see the joyful look on her face. You see how she’s glowing, just like pregnant women are supposed to glow.

    She looks up and smiles at you. She’s the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. You’re quite certain you couldn’t be more in love with her than you are right now.

    She extends her hand and says, “Come.”

    You join your beautiful, pregnant wife in the bed. She takes your hand and guides it to her stomach.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she says.

    “It is,” you reply.

    You look up and see your wife smiling at you. She leans closer and you share a kiss as you continue to caress her beautiful belly.

    “Will you kiss it for me?” she asks.

    You smile and lean down. You kiss your wife’s perfect, beautiful pregnant belly. Her skin feels warm and soft against your lips. She runs her fingers through your hair and the moment feels utterly perfect, as if everything is as it should be in your life.

    “That feels so good,” she says. “I love that you’re so eager to kiss my belly. I love that you’re so eager to be a father.”

    She runs her fingers down your back. Her touch is soothing and just a little bit arousing, though that might be because she’s in a bra, panties, and those lacy knee highs that you love so much.

    “Would you like to kiss my breasts?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She reaches back and unhooks her bra, freeing her splendid breasts. She guides your head to them. You kiss her swollen flesh. You gently suck on her nipples. She moans like she’s feeling the same kind of arousal that’s building between your legs.

    “You’re so beautiful,” you say as you look up from her breasts.

    “It’s because of the baby,” she says. “It’s because of the life growing inside me. I’ve never felt more beautiful.”

    Your wife leans close and your lips meet hers. The kiss is slow and sensual. She moans as her hand moves between your legs. She finds your stiff cock and strokes you through your shorts.

    “Can we?” you asked.

    “No, I’m sorry,” she says. “He’s coming over.”

    She’s referring to her bull.

    “Oh,” you say.

    “You know I’m his,” your wife says. “Whenever he wants me, I’m his, especially now that I’m pregnant with his baby.”

    As humiliating as it is, your dick gets harder when she says it. Her fingers are wrapped around it. She knows it. She knows you find it pleasurable when she tells you that her bull gets priority over you. She knows you like being reminded that she chose him to get her pregnant.

    “Take your shorts off,” she says. “Let me make you cum before he gets here.”

    It’s humiliating to accept a handjob from your wife before the man that got her pregnant comes over. It feels like she’s getting your needs out of the way so she can concentrate on meeting his needs. It feels that way because it’s exactly what she’s doing.

    Despite the humiliation, you happily take your shorts off. You pull your underwear down with them and your wife wraps her fingers around your cock. She strokes you as her lips find yours once again. Her tongue darts into your mouth and she moans.

    “It’s been a week since I had him,” your wife says. “You can’t imagine how desperate I am. You can’t imagine how loudly my body is screaming for him.”

    She’s taking you down a path that will lead to a beautiful orgasm and she knows it. She knows exactly how to make her husband feel good. She knows what you like, even if you don’t want to admit that you like it.

    “I’m desperate for him,” she says. “I’m desperate to fuck the man that gave me a baby. I’m desperate to feel him inside me again. I’m desperate to feel his hands on my body. I’m desperate to feel his lips against mine. I’m desperate for him, honey. I’m desperate for the man that got me pregnant.”

    “Is he going to spend the night?” you ask.

    “Yes,” she says. “He might spend the weekend. He wants to spend a little more time with me now that I’m getting close. He wants to be here for me. He wants to take care of the mother of his baby. He wants to make sure I have everything I need, and right now what I need is him. My body needs him. My pussy needs him. It needs him so badly.”

    She knows exactly what to say to drive you wild. She knows how to get inside your head and trigger your arousal centers. She knows how to make you absolutely insane with lust.

    “Is it okay if he stays with me for the weekend? Is it okay if I give myself to him for the weekend and enjoy everything he has to offer?” she asks. “Is it okay if the man that got me pregnant sleeps in our bed all weekend and satisfies my every need in ways you can’t?”

    You think of your pregnant wife having sex with someone else all weekend. You think of sleeping in the guest bedroom and hearing her screams of pleasure. You think of your pregnant wife curled up with another man on the living room couch as they watch a romantic movie together. You think of all of it and you cum. You cum hard. You cum all over your wife’s hand and your stomach. You have the orgasm you craved, though not exactly in the way you craved it.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “You’re welcome,” your wife replies.

    You give her a quick kiss and grab your underwear to clean up the mess you made. She wipes her hands clean on them and you slide out of the bed.

    “If you need anything, let me know. I’m always happy to help in any way,” you say.

    “I know,” your wife replies. “That’s why I love you so much.”

    You walk out of the bedroom. With any luck you’ll be invited back to watch your wife and her bull have sex, but there’s no guarantee. It might be Monday before you enter your bedroom again.

  
    She's Inviting a Man Over Tonight

    Your wife texted you a little after 5 p.m. and said: “I’m bringing a friend home with me. We’ll be in the bedroom when you get home. Feel free to join us.”

    She’s free to do as she pleases, of course, so you felt your usual level of excitement when you read the text. You love that your wife brings home a friend from time to time. You love that she is so eager to explore having sex with men that offer her so much more than you.

    When you came home, you went straight to the bedroom. You pushed open the door and you saw this beautiful sight. You saw your gorgeous wife sucking someone else’s cock. You saw her eager mouth making his thick dick wet. You saw his hand in her hair. You saw her naked, perfect ass exposed.

    “Hey honey,” your wife said as his cock slipped from her mouth. “Why don’t you come and watch?”

    You moved closer. You got on your knees. You pulled out your cock. You did as you always do. Watching your wife fuck her friends is the most arousing part of your life. Nothing thrills you more. Nothing turns you on more. Nothing makes your dick throb more.

    “He’s big, isn’t he?” your wife asks when she takes a break from blowing him.

    You nod. “He really is.”

    She licks down his shaft and sucks on his balls. He moans. Your wife likes making him moan. She likes you watching as she makes another man moan.

    “We already fucked once today,” she admits. “I couldn’t wait to get home. I let him fuck me in the bathroom at work. I bent over the sink and he pounded me from behind. I had his cum inside me all day.”

    You stroke your cock faster. You love that your wife is so naughty.

    “Now I’m going to give him something special,” she says before winking at you.

    She climbs on top of him and guides his slippery cock to her asshole. She sits down on him. He slides into her. Your wife is having anal sex with someone else while you watch.

    This is a rare treat. She doesn’t give her ass up all that often. She’s giving it to him, though. He must be impressive. He must be the kind of man that truly makes her feel good.

    “You’re going to clean up,” she tells you.

    He fucks her harder. He fucks her faster. You stroke your cock. You know what’s coming. An anal creampie. The rarest of all treats. You can’t wait.

    He groans. He cums in your wife’s asshole. He pulls out and she climbs off of him. She moves to the edge of the bed. Her asshole looks perfect. His cum is leaking out of it.

    “Clean my asshole, cuckold,” she demands.

    You love when she uses her harsh, controlling voice. You can’t resist it. You move behind her. You caress her thick ass cheeks. You clean an anal creampie from your wife.

  She's Pregnant But It's Not Yours
It was just going to be pregnancy risk sex. You were going to play with the idea of someone else getting her pregnant. You weren’t going to actually do it. Something changed though.“Give me your cum!” she would say. “Get me pregnant. Cum inside me! Give me your baby!” She’d fill your bedroom with sensual cries of desire. It seems that doing so changed something in her. The more she told him she wanted his baby, the more she actually wanted it.
That’s why she went off the pill. That’s why she asked him to actually get her pregnant. That’s why she got you to agree to it.
“I want him to get me pregnant,” she said one night. “I don’t want it to be play anymore. I want his baby. I want you to give me this.”
It hit you like a ton of bricks. What had been the most thrilling sexual game of your life had quickly turned very real. She wanted to go from pregnancy risk play to actually letting him knock her up. Your hard cock gave away how you really felt. You agreed.
It was different when they were fucking with the intention of getting pregnant. The risk play had been thrilling, but it was so much better when he was actually putting a baby in your wife’s belly. It was more erotic and intimate. It was so much hotter.
They kissed romantically as they made love. She whispered to him, “Cum inside me.” She kissed his neck. “Give me your baby,” she urged him. He released his seed into her womb. He got your wife pregnant.
Now his seed is growing inside her. Now she wants him more than she ever has. Now her body is flooded with hormones and all she can think about is making love to him. Now you’re the happiest cuckold in the world.

    She's Ready for His Baby

    The idea of another man’s baby growing inside your wife is a potent one, isn’t it? It goes so far beyond mere cuckolding. It’s so much more than her preferring his cock inside her instead of yours. It’s even more than her preferring his cum inside her instead of yours. She wants his DNA growing inside her.

    This might seem like an impossibility to you. Surely there aren’t couples that actually do this, right? What kind of man would agree to let someone else get his wife pregnant? It happens, though. Usually it happens because the wife’s bull is deemed to be a superior male specimen.

    His DNA is deemed to be better, and if she’s going to have a baby, it doesn’t make any sense to let the inferior male impregnate her. You’ll raise the baby with her, but she wants it to have the best foundation possible, and that means letting the superior man inseminate her.

    It probably won’t happen to you. It might, though, and if it does, make the choice to embrace it. Enjoy the way it makes you feel like the ultimate cuckold. Enjoy the way you get turned on every time you see her growing belly. Enjoy the way her breasts swell up because someone else’s baby is growing inside her. Enjoy the way she feels even closer to her bull after he gets her pregnant. Enjoy being a cuckold.

  
    She's Ready for the Risk

    They’re standing by the side of your bed. Your wife looks up at him as he lifts her shirt over her head and tosses it to the floor.

    She lifts his shirt and he pulls it the rest of the way over his head and it soon joins hers on the floor.

    “You’re beautiful,” he says.

    Your wife smiles and stands on her toes to kiss him. He bends over and their lips meet. She moans quietly. She’s been waiting weeks to see him again and now that it’s on the verge of happening she can’t contain her excitement.

    Your wife reaches back and unhooks her bra as they kiss. His hands find their way to her breasts almost immediately. She moans again, this time a little louder. His touch turns her on. Her desire for him means that everything about him turns her on.

    Their lips part and your wife unzips her skirt. It falls to the floor and she steps out of it. She reaches out to undo his pants and take them off. She looks down at the sizable bulge in the tight boxer briefs he’s wearing.

    Your wife looks over at you for the first time since they entered the bedroom. She reaches out and grasps the bulge as your eyes meet. She plays with his cock. Now it’s his turn to moan. Your wife is making him feel good as she plays with the big cock that’s going to fuck her.

    She turns back to him and he picks her up. She wraps her legs around the man that will be her lover for the evening and they kiss. His strong hands grasp her ass. Her breasts press into his chest. Their tongues do a dirty dance of desire.

    He lays your wife in your bed and pulls her panties off. He climbs on top of her and they kiss again. Her legs wrap around his body. Your heart pounds harder in your chest. Your wife is in your bed with another man. Their bodies are pressed together. Only a thin layer of fabric separates his cock from her pussy. She’s so close to cuckolding you.

    He rolls off of her and takes her nipple into his mouth as his fingers move between her legs. Your wife closes her eyes and moans as she arches her back just a little. Her pussy moves to meet his fingers. She wants him inside her. She needs some part of him inside her.

    He rubs her cunt and slips a finger inside her. You see his thumb working her clit as a second finger disappears into her wet pussy.

    She moans louder. He sucks on her other nipple. He’s working your wife over with exceptional skill. He’s showing her what it’s like to be handled by a man that knows exactly how to arouse a woman.

    You know your wife well enough to know that she’s getting lost in her desire for him. She’s reaching that place of pure, overwhelming lust where she gets desperate. It looks like he’s brought her fairly close to a climax, in fact.

    Your wife doesn’t want to cum yet, though. She wants him inside her when that happens. That’s why she takes over. She pushes him onto his back and rolls onto her side. They kiss as her fingers move down his muscular chest and taut stomach. She reaches into his underwear. You see the outline of her fingers through the fabric as she grasps the big cock that’s going to be inside her before long.

    It’s his turn to moan. Your wife is playing with his cock and it feels splendid. Of course he’s moaning.

    She’s learned a lot about pleasing men since she started cuckolding you. She knows how to handle a cock better than she ever did. She knows how to make a man moan with her hands. She knows how to pleasure him with her mouth in ways she didn’t before. The men she’s been with have taught her so much.

    Your wife moves down his body, planting soft, sensual kisses along the way. You find it intensely arousing to watch her shower his body with affection. It’s been years since she treated you that way. It’s been years since she felt the kind of animalistic lust for you that she feels for him.

    She looks over at you as she reaches his underwear. She smiles. You both know what’s about to happen. She’s about to reveal her bull’s big cock. Soon he’ll be in her mouth. Soon you’ll watch your beautiful wife blow another man.

    “Come here,” she says to you.

    You smile and get out of the chair you’ve placed in the corner of the room for viewing. You walk towards your wife. There’s no question she can see the bulge between your legs. You’re turned on too. Your wife is your favorite pornstar, after all.

    You join your wife in the bed. She massages her bull’s cock through his underwear. You can see the outline of the plump head and the long, thick shaft.

    “Do you want to watch me suck his cock?” she asks.

    “I do,” you answer.

    Your wife smiles and leans closer. You share a long, lingering kiss as her tongue darts in and out of your mouth. She moans. You moan too. You can’t help it. Kissing her feels so good, especially when you know she’s overcome with lust for another man.

    She licks her lips after the kiss and then slips her fingers into the waistband of her bull’s underwear. She pulls it down slowly, revealing his pubic hair first and then the base of his shaft. She smiles as his seemingly endless cock comes out to play, culminating with the plump, mushroom-shaped head popping free.

    Your wife looks over at you as she takes him into her hand and strokes his shaft. She holds your gaze as she presses her lips against her bull’s cock and kisses it. She lets a little moan escape before kissing it again.

    “I love his cock,” she says. “I love it so much.”

    Your cock throbs painfully. You love that she lusts after his dick. You love that she clearly wants him so badly.

    Your wife wraps her lips around the head of his cock and sucks on it. Her tongue slips out and licks the throbbing, sensitive underside. She closes her eyes and moans as she takes more of him in her mouth.

    You hear him moan too. Your wife is giving him a blowjob, so of course he’s moaning. It feels spectacularly good. You know it does. How could it not? She’s very skilled, after all.

    Your beautiful wife takes her mouth off his cock. She smiles at you. She kisses the head again. She licks it.

    She leans towards you. You move towards her. She kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. You can taste his cock.

    “You like kissing me after I’ve been sucking on his beautiful cock, don’t you?” she asks as your lips hover just a few inches apart.

    You answer by kissing her again. The truth is, you love it. It feels so naughty. It feels like a beautiful way of playing with your deep desire to be a cuckold.

    “Will you get me a condom?” your wife asks. “I need him inside me.” She strokes her bull’s big cock. “I need this beautiful cock in my pussy.”

    You pull open the nightstand and remove a condom from the box. You tear it open and hand it to your wife. She smiles and gently rolls it down her bull’s long, thick shaft.

    “Are you going to watch him fuck me?” your wife asks. “Are you going to watch my bull fill my tight little pussy with his big cock?”

    You nod and your wife moves to her back in the bed. You move to the floor and stare at her pussy as she spreads her legs for her bull. He moves between them and rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Do you want my cock inside you?” he asks as he continues to tease her pussy with it.

    “Yes, please,” your wife says.

    They kiss and she moans as he presses the tip of his cock inside her. He doesn’t fill her, though. You know she’s wet. You know she’s ready for him. You know she’s eager for him, in fact. It seems like he’s teasing her. He’s trying to drive her absolutely wild with lust.

    “Please,” your wife says as she grabs his ass. “Fuck me. Fill me. Give me your cock. Please, give it to me. Pound my pussy. Pound me.”

    They kiss again as he plays with her tits and rubs the thick head of his cock up and down her slippery slit. He won’t just fill her, though.

    “Should I fuck her, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “Yes. Please, fuck my wife,” you answer.

    “Please, fuck me,” she says.

    He plunges inside her and your wife cries out. You watch her pussy lips expand around the exceptional thickness of his erection. You see her arms wrap around him.

    “Does that feel good?” he asks.

    “Yes!” she says. “Fuck yes. Please, fuck me. Give me your cock. Fill me. Fuck me with that beautiful cock.”

    He pulls out and slides into her again. He’s still teasing her. He’s inside your wife, but he’s not giving her exactly what she wants. He’s not fucking her. He’s trying very hard to make her utterly mad with lust. He’s making her desperate for him and it seems to be working.

    He begins to fuck her. He finds a slow, steady rhythm and maintains it. You watch his cock slide in and out of her over and over. You feel that beautiful sense of cuckold lust spread through your body. Your cock throbs in your pants. Your balls tighten. Your loins tingle and you feel just a little bit lightheaded in the best way possible.

    Your wife moans with each thrust. You can tell she’s in that place she gets with him where all she’s thinking about is the sheer joy of having her bull on top of her and inside her. Each stroke gives her an intense kind of pleasure and she wants more of it. She needs more of it. She craves more of it.

    Then her bull pulls out. Your wife looks up at him and says, “Put it back inside me. Please. I was so close. Please, fuck me and make me cum.”

    You hear the desperation in her voice. You hear how badly she wants him to fuck her. You hear that she needs it. She was so close to cumming. She needs him to finish her off. She needs him to slide his long, thick cock inside her once more and make her cum.

    Her bull moves to his knees and turns to you. “Take the condom off my cock, cuckold. Take it off or I’m not fucking your wife tonight.”

    “Do it, honey,” she says. “Take the condom off. Let him fuck me bareback. I’m ready.”

    You look at your wife. You know you’ve talked about her having unprotected sex with her bull, but she was going to start taking birth control before she let him inside her without a condom.

    “You’re not on the pill,” you say.

    “I don’t care,” your wife says. “Take the condom off his cock. Please, honey, I need him inside me. I need him to fuck me. I need my bull’s cock.”

    Her hands move over her naked body and between her legs. Her bull grabs them. He doesn’t want her masturbating. He won’t let her claim her orgasm until you’ve done what he asked.

    “Will you pull out before you cum?” you ask her bull.

    “No, I won’t,” he says.

    “Honey, please!” your wife yells. “I need his cock inside me. We both know I want him to cum inside me. We need to take the risk. Just take the condom off and let him fuck me bareback. Let him fuck your wife’s pussy bareback. Let him cum inside me!”

    “What if you get pregnant?” you ask.

    She looks at you and smiles. “Would it be so bad if I had his seed growing inside me?”

    You feel an overwhelming sensation of lust rush through your body. You put your hand on the edge of the bed to catch your balance. For some reason, the idea strikes you as impossibly sexy. You’ve always thought it was crazy, but it seems like your wife being into it has given you permission to find it arousing.

    “Do it, honey. Take his condom off. Give my bull permission to cum inside me,” she says.

    You look at her bull’s cock. It’s still rock hard. You move closer. You crawl into the bed. You look at your wife and she smiles. You reach out and gently pull the condom off the other man’s cock.

    “Thank you, honey,” your wife says. “Now why don’t you return to your place on the floor?”

    You move back to the floor in time to see him slide his bare cock into her pussy. This time he fucks her immediately. He’s done teasing. He’s going to give your wife what she needs.

    You find it impossibly arousing to see his bare cock sliding in and out of her cunt. They’re having unprotected sex in your bed. He’s going to cum in your wife’s pussy. Another man’s cum is going to be inside her for the first time since you started dating her.

    “Make me cum!” your wife cries out. “Fuck me!”

    He pounds her harder. He gives your wife an orgasm. He gives her what she needs. You see her thighs tremble as the climax washes over her. Your bedroom fills with her moans.

    He stops thrusting and you hear them kissing. You see pulses of pleasure race down her inner thighs. Her hands move over his lower back. She grabs his ass.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Her bull says, “Are you sure?”

    He’s giving her a chance to say no. He knows she’s not on the pill. He knows there’s a genuine risk of her getting pregnant if he cums inside her.

    “Yes, I’m sure. I want you to cum inside me,” she says.

    You want it too. You know you shouldn’t. You know there’s a real risk. You don’t care, though. You want him to cum inside her. You want to embrace the risk.

    He begins to fuck her again. Her pussy is wetter after her orgasm. The sounds of sex are sloppier. He fucks her harder as she moans once more.

    “Give me your cum,” she says. “Fill my married pussy.”

    That seems to do it for him. He likes the idea of cumming in another man’s wife. He probably likes that you’re watching as he breeds your wife.

    He grunts and pushes the full length of his cock inside her. He launches his load into her womb. You see his balls pulse as he deposits his cum as deep in her pussy as he can manage.

    They kiss as he holds his cock in your wife’s pussy. The kisses are long, slow, and sensual. They’re the kinds of kisses a couple shares after they’ve both achieved the satisfaction they crave.

    “That was incredible,” she says.

    “I can’t wait to do it again,” he replies.

    Your wife laughs softly and runs her fingers through his hair and down his back.

    “Are you up for another round tonight?” she asks.

    “You know I am,” he answers.

    “Good. I want you to cum inside me again. I don’t know why, but it’s so much better without a condom. I’m not sure I can go back to that now that I’ve had you without one. I’m not sure I want to,” your wife says to the man who’s still buried inside her.

    “I was hoping you’d say that,” he replies.

    They kiss again. It seems like they don’t even know you’re in the room.

    Finally, he pulls out and your wife looks down at you. “Honey, would you mind getting us a towel and two glasses of water?”

    You stand up and say, “Of course.”

    You leave the bedroom. You hear a delighted giggle as you head towards the kitchen. You imagine your wife’s bull has rolled back on top of her or is showering her in neck kisses. Either way, he’s making her happy.

    You retrieve the glasses of water and stop by the bathroom to grab a towel to help your wife clean up. You know you’ll get to play with her when he’s gone, but for now you’ll continue to serve. At least you’ll get to watch him cum inside her again.

    Maybe, if you’re lucky, she’ll let you add your load to his after he leaves. Wouldn’t that be nice?

  
    She's Ready to be Cleaned

    You’re outside the bedroom door. You’re listening to your wife and her bull fuck. Her loud, lusty moans fill your ears. You hear him groaning.

    Your cock is hard, but you don’t stroke it. You know better. You’re not allowed to masturbate unless your wife gives you permission.

    You hear the sound of her orgasm. His follows soon after. You know he’s pumping his load into her pussy. This is your favorite part.

    The bedroom door opens. Your wife’s bull is standing there. His cock is still hard. “Your wife is ready to be cleaned, cuckold,” he says before walking past you and into the bathroom.

    You walk into the bedroom. You see your beautiful naked wife with her legs spread. You see his thick cum leaking from her.

    You experience a moment of pure cuckold bliss. That load is there for you to clean up. That load is meant to be eaten by your eager tongue. That load was put there by her bull, a man with a far larger cock and far more skill in bed.

    Your wife draws you out of your blissful trance by saying, “I need to be cleaned, my love. I need your talented tongue to clean me.”

    You move closer. You crawl between her legs. You look at her freshly-fucked pussy and the cum leaking out of it. Your mouth starts to water. You’re actually hungry for it.

    “Go ahead, baby,” your wife says. “Eat his cum out of me.”

    You love hearing her say that. You love when she supports your lust for cleaning creampies out of her pussy.

    You’ve never seen anything so beautiful. Your cock throbs. Your heart pounds. You’re excitement reaches a fever pitch.

    Your wife’s pussy is never more arousing than when her bull’s cum is dripping out of it. You experience another moment of cuckold bliss. You’re about to eat cum. You’re about to do it willingly. You’re about to do it because it turns you on.

    You extend your tongue. You taste his cum. You take the viscous, creamy, slimy fluid on your tongue. You savor it for a moment as your wife moans.

    “Good boy,” she says. She likes it when you clean her bull’s cum. She likes it when you’re a good cuckold for her.

    You swallow the first mouthful of cum and go back for a second. More of his seed leaks out of her. It’s so thick. It’s so salty. It’s perfect in every way. Once you’ve had your first taste, you crave more. You need more.

    You push your tongue inside her. You feel the salty cum surround it. You scoop out as much as you can.

    As you clean his cum, you think about the fact that your wife’s bull is staying the night. You know he’ll be fucking her again. You know he’ll cum inside her again. You’ll know you’ll be called in to clean his cum out of her pussy again.

    Aren’t you a lucky cuckold?

  
    She's Ready to Start Your Family - With Another Man

    “What?” you ask upon hearing the news that your wife has chosen another man to get her pregnant.

    “Oh, don’t make that face,” she replies. “You didn’t really think I was going to let you get me pregnant, did you?”

    “I…well, yes, of course I thought I was going to be the one to get you pregnant. I’m your husband!” you reply.

    She laughs. “Sweetheart, why would you think that entitles you to be the one to seed my womb? Yes, you’re my husband – and you’re a wonderful husband, by the way – but you don’t automatically have that right just because we’re married.”

    “Yes I do!” you replied.

    She gets up off the couch and you can’t help but stare at her beautiful body in that white lace bra and panty set. “My love,” she says while reaching up to caress your face, “you’re everything I want in a husband. You’re emotionally available, you’re a great provider, you’re kind and caring, you’re even a good cook. You are not, however, the kind of man I want providing DNA for our family. You’re not as strong as a man should be. You’re not as confident. You’re not even as good looking, and I think we both know it’s awfully helpful to grow up good looking. So I picked someone better. You’ll never have to meet him. He’ll fuck me until I get pregnant and then he’ll go on his way. When we’re ready to grow our family again, I’ll get in touch and he’ll get me pregnant again.”

    You can’t really argue with anything she said, but that doesn’t stop you from feeling betrayed, and hurt, and annoyed, and deeply disappointed.

    “We have a happy marriage, don’t we?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “And I’m a good wife, aren’t I?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    Her fingers trace down your chest and stomach and she grasps your cock through your pants. “I take care of your needs, don’t I?”

    “You do,” you say.

    “I do, and I always will, darling,” she says. “You’ll have to wait to fuck me until he gets me pregnant, but once he does we can resume having sex. You can feel the joy of my pussy again.”

    “But…you’ll have another man’s baby growing inside you,” you protest.

    She smiles. “Yes, I will. I can imagine that might be a little distracting, but I think you’ll find a way to get over it. I think you might even come to find it beneficial to our sex life.”

    You can feel the look of disbelief on your face. “How could it possibly be beneficial?”

    She unzips your pants and reaches inside to retrieve your cock. “Because it’s going to turn me on,” she says.

    “What?” you ask as she strokes your cock, igniting a mild dose of arousal between your legs.

    Your wife smiles and steps closer. You can feel the warmth of her skin as she kisses your neck and moans. “You have no idea how good he fucks me. He makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. After he’s gotten me pregnant, I’m going to keep thinking about him. Every time I look down at my growing belly I’m going to think about the alpha male that got me pregnant. I’m going to think about how good he made me feel and I’m going to get wet. I’m going to need you to fuck me. You won’t be as good as him, but you’re not bad, honey. Your cock is nice. I like it when you make love to me, and it will happen more often once I’m pregnant.”

    Your cock is hard. You tell yourself it’s because your wife is jerking you off, but you know that’s not entirely true. For some reason you’re turned on by what she’s saying. You don’t want to be, but you can’t help it.

    “I’ll think of him,” she says. “I won’t be able to help it. I’ll think of him as your cock slides into my pussy. I’ll think of him as you fuck me. I’ll think of him as you cum inside me.”

    You moan. You can’t help it. You feel embarrassed as the sound escapes your lips. You wish you could take it back, but you can’t.

    “See,” your wife says. “It’s going to make our sex life better. I promise.”

    She sinks to her knees. She takes your cock in her mouth. She gives you a blissful blowjob. You cum in less than a minute. She swallows for you.

    She stands, kisses you on the cheek, and says, “I’m glad you’re okay with this. Now I don’t have to lie about where I’m going anymore. Now I’m going to go get ready to see him. If you want, I can tell you about it when I get home. Maybe I’ll even go down on you again.”

    She turns and walks away. You’re utterly bewildered. Pleasure still hums through your body, but you want to tell your wife that you’re not okay with it. You’re not even close to okay.

    You don’t, though. Instead, you tuck your cock back into your pants and sit on the couch. You watch TV. You wave goodbye when she leaves. Then you think about what will happen when she comes home. You find yourself hoping she’ll go down on you again. You want to orgasm like that again. You need it. Maybe she’s right. Maybe another man getting her pregnant will be good for your sex life.

  
    She's Sexiest After He's Gotten Her Pregnant

    It's Sunday morning and you hear your beautiful wife's footsteps upstairs. You've already got the coffee brewing and you're mixing the pancake batter. You set it aside as you hear her coming down the stairs, though, and rush to meet her.

    Your beautiful blonde wife smiles brightly as she sees you appear at the bottom of the stairs. She looks radiant in her red lace nightie. Her breasts and belly are swollen and merely gazing at her fills you with all manner of feelings.

    "You look so beautiful," you say.

    She reaches the bottom step and leans in to kiss you. You rest your hands on her belly and an image of your wife and her bull having sex invades your brain. It's impossible to know when exactly he got her pregnant, but the image in your head is always the same. It was a Saturday night. It was their six month anniversary. They went out for a long, romantic dinner. They came back to your home. He took her to your bedroom. You followed and were permitted to watch - albeit silently - from the foot of the bed as they had slow, romantic unprotected sex. They began with her on top, but he came inside her in missionary, his thick cock slowly moving in and out of her while they kissed, while her hands moved over his back and ass, while she urged him to get her pregnant.

    Soon after she was, in fact, pregnant with his baby. You were both beyond excited and you've been that way every single day since, though your joy increased when she started showing.

    Your wife's ever-growing belly is a perfect reminder of your status as a cuckold and you're grateful for that reminder. You remain forever in a low-level state of desire that ensures you're blissfully happy and rather horny.

    "You want me, don't you?" your wife asks softly at the bottom of the staircase, pulling you away from your erotic reverie and back to the present moment.

    You nod. "You look so sexy."

    She runs her hands over her belly. "You mean with his baby growing inside me?"

    There's a flirty smile on her face and a playful tone to her voice. "Yes. I don't know that you've ever been sexier."

    Some women - most women, in all likelihood - would find your desire appalling. What sort of man is turned on by the fact that someone else got his wife pregnant? Your wife is not most women, though. She adores you. She loves that you were eager for a superior man to get her pregnant. She loves that your baby's DNA will be half his. She loves that you will raise it with her, though, that your kindness and sensitivity will blend with her bull's strength in her baby.

    Your wife rewards you with a kiss. A long, slow, deep, tender kiss. "Are you making pancakes?" she asks.

    "I am," you reply.

    Her smile is bright and perfect. "Good. Let's have pancakes together. Then, after breakfast, you can shower with me. You can wash my body. You can worship it, too. Every inch. You can get me so worked up that I absolutely have to call my bull to come over and satisfy me. If you'd like, I'll have him cum on my big, beautiful breasts so you can lovingly clean them after we're finished. Would you like that, sweetie?"

    You nod. "More than anything."

    "No orgasm for you, though," she says. "Not for a while longer. You're just so eager to please when you haven't cum in a long time, and I really like being married to an eager to please cuckold."

    "I like being that way for you. I'm more than happy to be denied an orgasm. I love you. I love you so much."

    You share another long kiss. Her tongue feels perfect in your mouth. Your cock rages with desire and you dream of showering with her, of washing her breasts and belly, of worshiping her pussy and ass with your mouth, of turning her on to such a degree that she calls her bull and gives herself to him so that he may satisfy her desires in a way her cuckold husband can't.

    With any luck, your wife and her bull won't wait long before trying for baby number two.

  
    She's Taking a Lover for Vacation

    A moan wakes you from your slumber. Your eyes open and you look at the white ceiling of the villa you rented to celebrate your 5th anniversary with your beautiful wife.

    Another moan. You sit up and turn towards the French doors that lead to the pool deck. You slide out of bed and throw on a t-shirt. You shuffle towards the door and throw it open.

    You’re greeted by the sight of a black cock sliding into your wife’s perfect pink pussy. You’ve seen this before. You’ve seen it numerous times since you arrived for your vacation. Your wife met him in the first day. He fucked her on the first day. He’s stayed in the villa and fucked her multiple times a day since then. She can’t get enough of his big black cock.

    “Good morning, honey,” your wife says.

    The black cock continues to drill her pussy. He’s not going to relent until he’s released yet another load of cum inside her pussy. She’ll never stop him. She can’t. She’s hooked on his big black dick.

    Your wife moans. She screams in pleasure. She urges him to fuck her harder. She tells him to use her pussy for his pleasure. She tells him to pump his cum deep into her womb.

    Your cock gets stiff. You stand there with a tent in your boxer shorts. You watch him fuck your wife. You watch him the pussy that you thought you’d be fucking on vacation. You were wrong about that.

    “Go ahead, play with your cock,” your wife says as the BBC continues to slide in and out of her pussy. “You deserve to cum too and you certainly won’t be using my pussy for that.”

    You haven’t fucked your wife on vacation. You know you’re not going to. You know he’s going to do as he pleases. You know he’s the one that gets to use her tight hole and you get nothing. That’s just how it goes.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it honey?” your wife asks. “Doesn’t his cock look so beautiful sliding into my pussy?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She’s right. It’s beautiful. It’s breathtaking. You’re surprised at how much you love it. You can’t help it, though.

    “Come here,” she says.

    You step in front of her and sink to your knees.

    “I love you,” your wife says as the black stud drills her from behind. “I love his cock, too.”

    She reaches out and plays with your dick. She pulls you close and kisses you. Her tongue dances with yours. She moans into your mouth.

    “I need his cock. I need all I can get before I leave. I don’t ever want to forget how good it feels to have him inside me.”

    “Will you eat my ass?” your wife asks as her black lover pulls out and gets on his back.

    She climbs on his cock and he fucks up into her. He spreads her ass cheeks, presenting her asshole to you. You marvel at how beautiful it all is, including the ocean behind her.

    You crawl forward. You move between his legs. You put your head between your wife’s ass cheeks. You rim her asshole. Yet another day as a vacation cuckold begins.

  
    She's Taking You Up on Your Offer

    "You know, you could sleep with other guys if you wanted."

    You uttered those words over breakfast one morning. You were at a hole-in-the-wall cafe. She looked surprised when you said them, though not outraged like some women might have.

    "Sorry? What?" she asked.

    "Well, it's just...I know you like it when guys flirt with you. I know you like it when they're interested in you. I saw it last night at the bar. I know it turned you on. You also fuck differently when other men have been flirting with you."

    She does. She always has. That's why she always wears such attention-grabbing outfits when you go out.

    "So I guess I'm just saying that you could take it to the next level if you wanted."

    "The next level being that I fuck one of the guys that flirts with me?"

    You nodded.

    She studied your face. "So...the guy from last night, the one in the white shirt...the one I danced with for a little while. If I'd come up and told you I decided to go home with him, you would have been okay with that?"

    You nodded again.

    "I don't believe you," she said.

    You went back and forth a little but the conversation largely ended there.

    Until now, that is. Until you receive a selfie and a quick text.

    "Wait, seriously?" you text back.

    You hear nothing, though. Nothing at all. She doesn't even text you that she's coming home. She just walks through the door of your shared apartment a little after midnight. Her hair is a bit disheveled. Her makeup isn't anywhere near as flawless as it was.

    She smiles and leans against the door.

    "Did you..."

    Your girlfriend beckons you closer with a simple wave of her finger. You feel surprisingly nervous as you approach. You stop a step from her but she grabs your shirt and pulls until her lips have found yours. You kiss with such vigor that every bit of nervousness washes away. You're fairly certain you can smell a man on her, but it's not distinct enough to truly tell.

    "Did you?" you ask.

    She smiles and lifts the bottom of her dress, exposing a skimpy and semi-sheer pair of white panties. "Why don't you find out?"

    You look down, take a deep breath, and fall to your knees. You lower her panties and stare at her pussy. She shaved it for her date. Her pussy lips are plump and wet and it certainly looks as though she's been fucked. You stare up at her and she runs her fingers through your hair.

    "Have a taste," she says.

    You lean in. You inhale. Her pussy smells of sex. It's undeniable. You extend your tongue. You push it between her pussy lips. You push it as deep inside her as you can.

    You taste latex. You taste a condom. It's subtle but distinct. She had another man's cock inside her. There's no question about it.

    "Holy shit," you say as you lean back. "You fucked someone else."

    Your girlfriend smiles. "Congratulations. You're a cuck."

    You can't believe it. She seemed utterly uninterested, and now she's cucked you. She's fucked someone else. She's made your fantasy come true.

    "I love you," you say.

    She laughs. "I love you too."

    You lean in and eat her pussy. You devour it. She moans and drops her purse. She holds your head in both hands. You look up and see that her eyes are closed as she enjoys your tongue. She's moaning an awful lot, too.

    Your dick is hard as a rock. You've never been more turned on than you are right now as you lick your girlfriend's pussy after another man fucked her.

    She cums quickly. Her legs tremble. She pushes your head away from her pussy. You sit back on your knees and stroke yourself through your pants.

    "Well, that was really hot," she says.

    "Agreed."

    You stand and kiss her. She welcomes your tongue into your mouth and unzips your pants.

    "Can I fuck you?" you ask.

    "No," she says softly. "But I'll give you a handjob."

    You're tempted to protest, to argue that you should be able to fuck her. She just made your fantasy come true, though, and arguing is unwise. Instead, you follow her to the bedroom, undress her, get naked, and crawl into your bed.

    She takes your cock in her hand and kisses your neck.

    "He was amazing," she says. "He fucked me twice, actually. I honestly lost count of how many times I came."

    "You had multiple orgasms?"

    "I did," she confirms with a smile.

    You moan.

    "Do you like that he made me cum multiple times?"

    You nod.

    "Even though you almost never make me cum more than once?"

    "That's why I like it."

    "Because he fucked me better than you do?"

    You answer by cumming. Cumming hard, too. In an instant your body is overwhelmed with pleasure and you find yourself writhing in your bed. You feel the cum splashing on your stomach and a sense of pure, perfect joy washes over you as you bask in the first true cuckold-fueled orgasm of your life.

    "Was that good?" she asks.

    "That was perfect," you reply. "So perfect. So fucking perfect."

    She kisses you warmly. Her smile seems genuine.

    "I can't wait to cuck you again," she says. "I had a lot of fun tonight."

    "Will you see the same guy again?"

    She nods. "I will. I'll probably see other guys, too. Why limit myself, right? I'm free now. I can do as I please."

    You're beyond excited. "Yes, you can."

    You're a very lucky man.

  
    She's Thinking About Him, Cuckold

    Once she has him, he’s going to be on her mind all the time. Once your wife enjoys a man that brings her to a body-shaking, mind-bending orgasm, she won’t be able to stop thinking about him. Are you prepared for that?

    Of course you are. In fact, it’s what you want, isn’t it cuckold? You want your wife thinking about another man sliding his superior manhood into her. You want her masturbating as she dreams of his body on top of hers. You want her to fantasize about him, to desire him, to fully embrace being with other men.

    The more she fantasizes about him, the more she’ll want to sleep with him. The more she associates him with her orgasms, the more she’ll need him. Soon you’ll be cuckolded regularly. She’ll spend Friday night with him and come home Saturday morning to let you reclaim her with your tongue.

    Don’t let your ego ruin her fun, cuckold. Don’t get insulted that she fantasizes about him. Don’t be annoyed if she doesn’t want to have sex with you anymore. Embrace it. Embrace wherever your cuckold marriage takes you and you won’t regret it.

  
    She's Using You...and You Love It

    You paid for that beautiful dress. You paid for those beautiful shoes. You paid for the expansive, insanely expensive hotel room you’re sharing for the night. You paid for all of it because she’s the most exquisitely beautiful woman you’ve ever seen and you know you’re not quite good enough for her.

    Still, she’s been dating you for a month. She’s been going out to dinner with you. She’s been kissing you. She even let you play with her breasts a few times. It was over the sweater action, but even that proved to be thrilling.

    This is the first time she’s indicated any intention she’s going to spend the night with you. She agreed to let you rent the hotel room. She’s there with you. She looks beautiful in the dress and shoes you bought for her. You know she’s wearing lingerie underneath it, too, because you bought that as well.

    “This is all so wonderful,” she says. “Thank you so much.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” you say. “You deserve it.”

    She smiles, stands up, and pulls you close. You share a soft, tender kiss and your cock comes to life. She reaches down and gently caresses your erection.

    “Do you like to watch?” she asks.

    You nod, imagining she’s going to do a sexy striptease for you. You desperately want to see her strip out of that sexy little dress and do a dance for you in the elegant, expensive lingerie you bought.

    “Good, because my boyfriend will be here soon and he’s going to love this little dress you bought me. He’s going to go crazy for the lingerie, too,” she says.

    She steps back and takes your hand. She leads you to the couch and gently pushes on your shoulders until you sit.

    “But…I thought…I thought we…” you say.

    She looks down at you and smiles.

    “I know you did,” she says. “But we both know that was a little bit delusional, don’t we? I mean, look at me and look at you. We both know that all the money in the world couldn’t make you attractive enough that I’d be willing to fuck you. I was willing to kiss you and I was even willing to let you touch me a little, but I was never willing to fuck you and I never will be. You don’t deserve a woman like me.”

    You want to plead with her. You want to say that you deserve to fuck her. You want to deny everything she said, but you can’t. She’s right. She’s way out of your league. You were delusional to think that you’d actually get to sleep with her.

    “I do want you to watch,” she says. “My boyfriend should be here in a few minutes and he and I are going to make great use of this beautiful hotel room you booked for the night. He’s going to fuck me all night and I think it would do you good to stay and watch. You might learn a thing or two about how to pleasure a woman, but at the very least you’ll understand why you’ll never be anything more than a cuckold piggy bank for me.”

    This is your chance to leave. You can’t get your money back, but you can seize a little bit of your dignity. You decline the option.

    “I’d like to watch,” you say.

    She leans down, gives you a soft, quick kiss, and says, “That’s what I was hoping you’d say. Now be a good boy and open that bottle of champagne so my boyfriend and I can share a toast before we put on a naughty show for you.”

    You do as you’re told and settle in for a long night of watching the girl you’ve fantasized about for a month fuck another man.

  
    She's Wearing Her Bridal Lingerie for Him

    Fifteen years ago your beautiful bride offered you her body in that delicate white lingerie. You made love to her in it. You deposited your seed inside her for the first time as a married man while you felt the softness of that white lingerie against your body. It was a beautiful night. It was, in so many ways, utterly perfect, just as a wedding night should be.

    Tonight will be perfect, too. Things have changed, though. You're no longer her primary sexual partner. That honor goes to her bull. It's not a punishment for you, though. You're a cuckold. You love that she fucks another man far more often than she fucks you. You love that she fucks her bull more often because he's so much better than you in bed.

    "Will you help me change?" she asks as you step into the hotel room.

    "It would be my pleasure."

    You undress your wife and open her suitcase. You pull out the lingerie she wore for you on your wedding night. She's taken good care of it over the years and it looks just as beautiful now as it did back then.

    Her body hadn't changed much either, so the lingerie still fits perfectly. The lace panties cling to her pussy and ass. The chemise is soft and delicate and it enhances her remarkably beautiful breasts. The white stockings are new - those don't hold up all that well - but they're the same as they were on your wedding night.

    "Thank you for letting me do this," you say as you pull the stocking up her leg.

    "Oh, believe me, it's my pleasure," she replies. "I'm glad you enjoy it."

    You kiss her legs. The nylon is soft against your lips.

    "I think this is how we should celebrate our anniversary from now on," she says. "With a bull being the one to fuck me, I mean. That should no longer be your pleasure. It should always be the superior man that I'm seeing, that has taken your place as my primary sexual partner."

    "I'd like that very much," you reply.

    She guides your head between her legs. You kiss her bare thighs just above the lace tops of the stockings. You feel the heat emanating from her skin. You smell the delicate perfume she must have sprayed on her panties before leaving.

    "May I kiss your pussy?" you ask.

    She smiles and inches her hips forward. You press your lips against her panties. You kiss her pussy through them.

    "Fifteen years ago you couldn't wait to fuck me," she says. "To slide your dick inside me. To consummate our marriage. Now you can't wait for another man to fuck me. I suppose we are, in a way, consummating what our marriage has become, aren't we?"

    "We are," you reply.

    "I know you already know this, but I love that our marriage has evolved into this," your beautiful wife says. "I love that you're a cuckold and that I'm a hotwife. I love that you're so eager to make me happy, to do whatever it takes to satisfy me. I love that you're willing to put my needs above yours. I love that you always help me find a bull, that you do the groundwork to make sure I end up with a good man that will satisfy me. I love you dearly."

    You run your hands up her legs. "I love you too. I love you so much. Happy anniversary."

    She bends over and you sit back on your knees. She kisses you. It's warm and soft and romantic.

    "I've decided I want him to spend the night," she says. "Thankfully this beautiful room you booked has a couch. You can sleep there."

    "Nothing would make me happier than you getting to spend the night in your bull's arms."

    "And I'll bet it will make you happy when he fucks me tomorrow morning, too."

    You smile. She knows you very well. "It will."

    You share another kiss. This one has more passion behind it. Your arousal is enflamed.

    "I expect you to clean us up afterwards," she says. "Neither I nor my bull should have to do any work to enjoy tonight. That should all be on your shoulders."

    "Of course."

    She smiles. "Good. Very good. And if for some reason I want time alone with him I expect that you'll leave the room for a little while."

    You hope that doesn't happen, but you nod. "I will. I'll do whatever it takes to make you happy."

    She sits back and pulls her panties aside. "You may worship my pussy for a little while."

    She's given you a gift. You lean in. You worship her pussy. You think of how thrilling your night is going to be. You think of how happy you are, of how blissful your marriage is.

    You're a very lucky man. A very, very lucky man.

  
    She's Working Hard for Your Promotion

    You knock on the door.

    “Come in,” your boss says.

    You open the door and cry out in surprise. You stand there and stare.

    You recognize the woman on her knees. That’s your wife. She’s blowing your boss.

    “Come in. Sit down,” he says.

    You close the door behind you. Your wife doesn’t lift her mouth off his cock. She keeps sucking.

    “I’m sure you recognize your wife,” he says.

    You nod.

    Your boss smiles. You know he’s taking great pleasure in the fact that your wife is sucking his cock. You recognize that cocky smile. It’s the same smile he flashes when he wins a negotiation.

    “What…what are you doing?” you ask, though you’re not entirely sure if you’re asking your wife or your boss.

    Your boss smiles and chuckles. “At the last company party your wife asked me if there was anything she could do to help your ascension. She really, really wanted to make sure you got promoted. It turns out she really believes in you.”

    You watch your wife’s head bob up and down in his lap. You listen to the wet sounds of cocksucking. She still hasn’t looked up at you.

    “So you told her she could suck your dick and I’d get a promotion?” you ask.

    “Yes,” your boss answers. “Among other things.”

    “Other things?”

    “Your wife is quite willing to do whatever it takes to ensure you get a promotion,” your boss says.

    He stands up. Your wife’s mouth stays attached to his cock. Her eyes are closed as she sensually blows him. She seems determined to offer him the kind of pleasure any man would want to experience. You know how her mouth feels. You know how those blowjobs feel. You know the pleasure he’s experiencing right now.

    “She’s an incredible cocksucker,” your boss says. “Though I’m sure you know that.”

    “How long?” you ask. “How long has she been servicing you?”

    “Since the party,” he says.

    “That was three months ago.”

    Your wife still hasn’t looked over at you.

    “Yes, it was,” your boss says. He flashes that cocky smile again. “You’ve probably tasted my cock on her lips. Hell, you’ve probably tasted my cum in her pussy.”

    “You’ve been cumming inside her?” you ask.

    “Of course I have. Do I look like the kind of man that would fuck a cunt with a condom?”

    He stands your wife up and bends her over. He pulls up the mini skirt she wore for him.

    “As I said, your wife is quite determined. She cares for you. She believes in you. She just wanted to make sure that you had every advantage possible in the quest for a promotion,” boss says as his fingers disappear inside her.

    Your wife moans. She finally looks at you. Her eyes are full of lust. It seems like she’s doing it for more than a promotion for you. It seems like she’s enjoying herself.

    “Fuck me,” she says to him.

    He slides into your wife’s pussy from behind. She moans and pushes back against his cock. He pulls up her shirt. Her tits bounce with every thrust.

    “I might keep her a little longer,” he says. “I haven’t fucked a pussy this perfect in a long time. I’m not sure I’m ready to let it go yet.”

    You sit there and seethe with jealousy and a strange, disconcerting kind of arousal.

    “Do you like watching?” your wife says. “Do you like watching a powerful man like your boss fuck my pussy?”

    You say nothing.

    “I think he does,” your boss says. “I think he loves it.”

    He spins your wife around and lifts her onto the desk. She spreads her legs plays with her tits. He slides into her.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Make him watch as you fill his wife’s pussy with your potent seed.”

    Now you know she likes it. She might even love it. You’ve never heard her talk like that. You’ve never heard her moan so loudly.

    Your boss groans. He fucks your wife harder and faster. He pumps his cock into her and holds it there. He dumps his load inside her. He fills her with his hot cream.

    “Good girl,” he says before pulling out.

    Your wife looks over at you and smiles. “The promotion is for you. His cock is for me and I’m his for as long as he wants me.”

  She's Your Bride. She's His Slut.
Most women buy bridal lingerie. They wear it for the wedding night or on their honeymoon (I certainly did). It’s usually white and elegant to make her feel the most beautiful she’s ever felt. She wants to drive her husband crazy with lust, too. It’s all so perfect. Imagine how thrilling it would be to watch your wife wear that lingerie for another man. Even if it’s years after you got married it would be incredible.In a few hours her boyfriend will be coming over. As usual, you’re watching her get ready and nursing a throbbing erection. It’s always so hot to watch her do everything she can to look breathtakingly beautiful for another man. She’s putting in so much effort for someone else, to make his cock hard, to make him want to fuck her.
She goes into the closet to pick out the lingerie set she’s going to wear for him. One of your favorite parts of the evening is when she emerges in something she chose for another man. Today it’s especially arousing. Today she emerges in the lingerie she wore on your wedding night.
“Do you remember this?” she asks as she turns to show off her body.
“Of course,” you say. “You wore that on our wedding night.”
“That’s right,” your wife says as she walks towards you. “I thought I’d wear it for my boyfriend. I thought I’d wear it for the man that owns my pussy now. That used to be you. On our wedding night that was you, but you gave that up, didn’t you?”
You nod.
“You gave my pussy to him when you asked me to sleep with someone else, didn’t you?” she says as she caresses your cock through your pants. 
All you can do is nod.
“Good,” your wife says before kissing you softly on the lips. That’s the last time you’ll kiss her tonight. Her boyfriend, the man that fucks her now, is the only one that gets to enjoy her body from here on out.

    Shelter in Place...and Cuckold Your Husband - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “You know, there’s almost always a few seconds every morning where I’ve completely forgotten about the pandemic and the lockdown and the fact that I lost my job,” Sadie said as she cuddled up next to her husband. “I really like that part of my day.”

    Owen kissed the top of her head and pulled his wife closer. “I’m sorry,” he said. “That must be terrible.”

    “It’s getting better,” Sadie said. “It used to be a little bit crushing to realize that it was all a dream and that we actually were locked down in our house during the middle of a pandemic. Now it’s not nearly as bad.”

    Owen thought of Logan as his jealousy cropped up again. He couldn’t help but wonder if their neighbor’s recently-increased presence in their life was the reason Sadie felt better about her situation. He told himself it made perfect sense. She wasn’t as lonely now. She had someone to talk to. She had someone to spend a little time with. He still felt a little jealous, though.

    “I think the sex helped,” Sadie said, referencing their encounter from the night before.

    Her fingers moved under the waistband of Owen’s underwear as she wrapped her fingers around his soft cock and stroked him.

    “The sex was definitely good,” Owen said with a smile.

    Sadie kissed his neck and moaned, seemingly in an effort to inspire another round of lovemaking. She succeeded. Owen sported an erection in no time.

    She pulled off her panties and pulled Owen’s cock from his underwear before straddling him. Her pussy was already wet as she took him inside her.

    “Did someone have a naughty dream?” Owen asked as his wife’s warmth and wetness surrounded his cock.

    Sadie smiled and then threw her head back and moaned as he filled her. Owen reached under her t-shirt to play with her perky tits as he closed his eyes and savored the deeply pleasurable feeling of her pussy around his cock.

    Then the image of Sadie and Logan hugging popped into Owen’s head. He saw their intimate embrace from the night before. He saw his wife’s hand move to the back of their neighbor’s neck. He saw the sensual touch.

    “Oh, fuck!” Owen said as he climaxed inside her without warning.

    Sadie stopped riding him and smiled. “Did you just cum?” she asked.

    “I did,” he said. “I’m sorry. That was really fast.”

    Sadie kissed him softly. “That’s okay. I like that I can still make you cum so quickly after almost ten years together.”

    Owen felt a mixture of guilt and embarrassment mix in with the pleasure of his orgasm as he considered that it wasn’t necessarily Sadie that had inspired his quick climax. He wanted to push it down and deny it, but there was no question that the image of Logan and Sadie hugging had brought him to such a swift release.

    “Do you want to cum?” Owen asked.

    “I’d love that,” Sadie said as she lifted her pussy off his cock and rolled onto her back.

    Owen rolled over and moved his fingers between her legs. He gathered a bit of wetness from her pussy and played with his wife’s clit as she lifted her t-shirt and gently pulled his head to her breasts.

    Sadie’s moans soon filled the bedroom as Owen used his fingers and tongue to bring his wife towards the climax she craved.

    Just a few minutes of manual stimulation was all it took to get her off, which made Owen wonder if she was thinking about Logan too. He knew it wasn’t likely, but he couldn’t keep the thought out of his brain.

    “Thank you,” Sadie said afterwards.

    “It was the least I could do,” Owen said with a smile.

    They kissed as she ran her fingers through his hair.

    “All right, I have to get to work,” Owen said.

    “And I have lots to do, of course,” Sadie said. “So I’ll be getting to that, too.”

    They both laughed as Owen put his cock back into his underwear and got out of bed.

    “I’ll make coffee,” he said while pulling on a t-shirt and shorts.

    “Thank you,” Sadie called out as he left the bedroom.

    “I love you!” Owen said.

    “I love you too!” Sadie replied.

    With a smile on his face and a bounce in his step Owen filled the kettle with water, put it on the burner, and dumped six scoops of coarsely ground coffee into the French press. He pulled the sugar from the cabinet and set out two cups before the water reached the ideal temperature. He poured it over the grounds, put the top on the French press, and reached into his pocket for his phone.

    Finding his pocket empty, Owen set out for the bedroom to retrieve his phone, which he’d left on the nightstand. He was halfway down the hallway when he heard Sadie moaning. He moved to his toes and slowed his steps to approach without announcing his presence. Why was she masturbating again so soon after an orgasm?

    As he reached the edge of the bedroom door Owen heard the wetness of his wife’s pussy as she played with herself.

    Her moans were like a beautiful, arousing chorus and he felt a little bit of life between his legs. It was far too soon for him to get hard again, but Owen loved that listening to his wife masturbate was enough to generate lust, even after seven years of marriage.

    “Oh, Logan,” Sadie said softly. “Fuck me, Logan. Fuck me.”

    Owen’s pulse raced as he leaned against the wall and tried his best not to fall over. It was one thing to suspect his wife had been thinking about their neighbor in a less than pure kind of way. It was another thing entirely to have the notion confirmed.

    “Yes, yes, Logan. Fuck me,” Sadie said as the sounds of wetness grew louder.

    A million thoughts raced through Owen’s head. He wanted to look into the bedroom. He wanted to walk in and confront his wife. He wanted to run to Logan’s house and tell him he was no longer a part of their isolation circle.

    Ultimately, Owen gave himself over to the surprising sense of arousal he felt. It was a purer, deeper version of what he’d experienced the night before and that morning when they’d had sex. It felt dangerous and wild and he couldn’t bring himself to push the feelings away. He wanted to explore them.

    That’s why he walked away. He left his wife to her fantasy and returned to the kitchen to finish making coffee.

    
      

    

    “Logan, I have to say, I’m impressed,” Owen said as he set his napkin down next to the cleaned plate in front of him. “You can really cook.”

    “I agree,” Sadie said.

    Logan had invited them over and prepared filet mignon and whipped potatoes along with a side of grilled asparagus and he’d done a marvelous job.

    “Thank you,” he said with genuine humility. “Cooking is the one truly useful skill I possess.”

    “Self taught?” Owen asked.

    “Yeah,” Logan said. “To be honest – and don’t laugh – I taught myself how to cook when I was younger because I wanted to impress girls.”

    “Smart man,” Sadie said as she picked up her red wine and took a sip.

    “Oh yeah?” Owen asked. “Is cooking the way to a woman’s heart?”

    Sadie smiled at her husband and gestured at Logan with her glass as she said, “Why don’t you ask Logan? I’m willing to bet he has a great deal of experience with just how persuasive the ability to cook a genuinely great meal can be.”

    Owen was surprised to see Logan looking a little bashful. His typically confident exterior seemed to fade just a little, almost certainly because Sadie was right.

    “It wouldn’t be particularly gentlemanly of me to elaborate, but your wife is right, Owen. The ability to cook has proved to be reliably impressive, at least in my experience,” Logan said.

    Owen picked up his glass, raised it, and said, “A toast to the chef, then. Thank you for this wonderful meal.”

    They all raised their glasses and drank the surprisingly good wine Logan had paired with the steak.

    “Alright, I’d very much like to spend the rest of the night drinking and socializing, but I’d also like to have my entire weekend free to spend with my wife, so I’m going to head home and get back to work,” Owen said as he downed the last of his red wine and gently placed his glass on the table.

    “You should stay, Sadie,” Owen added. “There’s not much to do at home, as you well know.”

    He leaned over, gave his wife a kiss on the cheek, and headed towards the front door.

    “Thanks again, Logan,” Owen said. “This was a hell of a meal.”

    “You’re welcome, Owen,” Logan called out.

    Owen’s heart started pounding the moment he stepped out of Logan’s house. His work was done for the day. His weekend was already free. He could have spent the night drinking and socializing. He chose not to. He knew it was a little crazy, but he wanted to see if Sadie would let her obvious desire for Logan bubble over into real life.

    Owen went home, but instead of staying in the house he went right out the back door and snuck into Logan’s yard. There were two windows and a sliding glass door that offered a view into the house and Logan hadn’t closed the blinds at dinner so Owen saw no reason they’d be closed now.

    The moon was little more than a sliver, giving Owen the cover of darkness as he crept through the lawn and found a spot behind a tree close to Logan’s back porch.

    Sadie and Logan hadn’t moved from the dinner table, though he’d refilled their glasses and a freshly-opened bottle of wine sat on the table.

    For twenty minutes they stayed at the table as Owen wondered if he’d been an idiot to choose standing in the backyard like a stalker instead of hanging out with his wife and their new friend for the evening.

    Then Logan gestured to the living room and they both got up from the table. They grabbed their glasses and Logan grabbed the bottle of wine as they settled onto the living room couch.

    Logan sat first and Sadie dropped down next to him, despite there being plenty of room if she wanted to keep a good distance between them. Instead, their knees were touching as Sadie turned her body towards Logan and resumed talking with the man she’d been fantasizing about earlier that morning.

    Not long after they sat on the couch the conversation seemed to turn serious. From Owen’s vantage point it looked like Logan was sharing something emotional as he kept looking down at his hands and rubbing his fingers over the smooth surface of his glass.

    Then Sadie reached out and caressed his knee. It was a simple act of comfort, but Owen had a sudden and overpowering reaction to it. His heart raced and his loins came alive as a pleasant tingling sensation was accompanied by his cock growing semi-erect.

    Sadie kept her hand on Logan’s knee as he continued talking and she leaned just a little bit closer as Owen watched from outside the house. She started to move her hand, offering a soothing touch to ease whatever emotional pain Logan was clearly feeling.

    Logan stopped talking and looked up. His gaze met Sadie’s and they stared at each other as Owen wished he could somehow be in the room to witness the energy flowing between the two of them.

    Sadie leaned closer, hesitated for a moment, and kissed Logan. Her hand moved from his leg to the side of his face as he gave in to his desire and kissed her back.

    The seedling of Owen’s desire had grown into a full, throbbing erection as he watched his wife and their neighbor kissing. He’d spent the day fantasizing about it after he’d listened to Sadie masturbating that morning and now he was painfully hard in his pants.

    Logan was the one to pull away. He wore a guilty look on his face as he held up his hand and said something.

    Sadie replied as Owen wondered what they were saying. She looked down at Logan’s lap and Owen followed her gaze to see a bulge in the other man’s pants. He was, unsurprisingly, aroused after kissing a beautiful woman.

    Whatever Sadie said seemed to work as Logan initiated the second kiss. He leaned forward and his hand confidently slipped under Sadie’s sweater and moved up her back as their lips met once more.

    Owen was too far away to appreciate the finer details of the make out session, but he imagined his wife’s tongue moving in and out of Logan’s mouth as his did the same. He imagined her moaning for him as she realized at least some of her fantasies.

    Owen was tempted to pull out his cock and masturbate in Logan’s backyard, but he resisted. The idea struck him as insane and fraught with risk, though he knew the likelihood of getting caught was low. Still, he resolved to watch.

    Logan’s hand moved from Sadie’s back to her breasts as Owen watched it work under her sweater. Another man was playing with his wife’s tits and all he could do was watch with a painfully throbbing erection in his pants. The insanity of that wasn’t lost on Owen, but he was living his life under a government-mandated lockdown, so the world had clearly gone to a strange place.

    It was when Sadie let her hand drift between Logan’s legs that Owen had to lean against the tree. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears and his legs felt weak. His wife was touching someone else’s cock – through his pants, but it was happening – and it only served to arouse Owen.

    Just as he’d begun to wonder how far they were going to take it, Sadie gently pulled away. She smiled and Logan smiled back at her. She said something, gave him one more soft kiss, and stood up.

    She was leaving for the night. She wasn’t going to let herself go all the way with him. Owen wasn’t sure if his wife had been hit with a wave of guilt and decided to abandon her desire or if she was simply taking her time. Either way, he had to get home.

    He sprinted out of Logan’s backyard and towards his house as he heard Sadie shut Logan’s front door. He yanked open the sliding glass door and ran towards his office.

    He sat down and pulled up his work as Sadie came through the front door and called out, “Hey honey. I’m back.”

    “Hey!” Owen called out. “I’m in the office.”

    His erection had mostly deflated by the time Sadie showed up in the doorway. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair looked a little messy from Logan running his hands through it.

    “I know we had sex this morning, but is there any chance you’d be interested again?” she asked.

    Owen couldn’t hide his smile. His wife had no idea how interested he was, though he knew exactly why she was in the mood to fuck again.

    “I think I could make some time for that,” Owen said playfully.

    Sadie pulled her sweater off, tossed it at him, and said, “Then hurry up and get naked. Your wife needs you to fuck her.”

    Owen’s only worry was whether he’d last long enough to satisfy Sadie.

  
    Shelter in Place...and Cuckold Your Husband - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “So, how was it hanging out with Logan last night?” Owen asked over breakfast the next morning.

    “It was good,” Sadie replied.

    Owen studied his wife’s face for some indication of what he knew she was hiding. He saw nothing, though.

    “Actually,” she began, “it was better than good. I think we really connected.”

    Owen wondered if she was going to spill her little secret. Was she going to tell him that she’d made out with their neighbor? He felt a wonderful kind of excitement spread through his loins.

    “Really? How?” he asked.

    “He really opened up,” Sadie said as she spread a slab of butter over her toast. “You know how he mentioned negotiating a good severance from his last job?”

    “Yeah,” Owen said as it dawned on him that Sadie was not going to confess that she’d made out with the neighbor. She was clearly going to keep that to herself, which made perfect sense. He knew he was turned on by the notion, but Sadie had no idea. She likely thought she was betraying him in a way he’d find deeply hurtful.

    “Well, he told me the real story behind that. He got the severance, but the reason he negotiated for it was that his fiancée had cheated on him with one of his coworkers and he couldn’t stand working there anymore. He said it ruined him emotionally and left him completely unable to connect with anyone for a long time,” Sadie explained before taking a big bite of her toast.

    Owen wondered if that’s what Logan had been telling her right before they kissed. He remembered the way his wife had tenderly caressed the other man, how she seemed to be full of compassion for him in that moment. The fact that she’d followed it up by eagerly making out with him was something else entirely, but Owen couldn’t really get mad about something he found so arousing.

    “I’m sorry,” Sadie said.

    “For what?”

    “I’m just realizing that I may have crossed a line with Logan,” she replied.

    Owen felt another rush of excitement between his legs. He wanted his wife to confess. He wanted to tell her that he thought the whole thing was insanely hot. He wanted them to be able to share in her attraction to Logan.

    “You were back here working hard to make sure we can keep paying the bills during the lockdown and I was having this intimate conversation with another guy,” she said. “That seems like it might have been inappropriate.”

    “Why?” Owen asked as his hopes of her confession were once again dashed.

    “I don’t know,” Sadie said. “Maybe I just feel like it was a little too intimate, you know? Maybe I should pull back from spending time alone with him.”

    Owen felt stupid as it finally dawned on him that Sadie was working through her guilt. She felt bad about kissing Logan. Of course she did. In her mind she’d cheated on him.

    “You don’t have to do that,” Owen said.

    “I feel like I should, though,” Sadie said.

    Owen decided to take a leap into the unknown. “I have a confession to make,” he said.

    Sadie looked up from her breakfast and raised her eyebrows like she was preparing for something genuinely surprising.

    “I know you kissed Logan,” he said. “I know you did a little more than kiss him, in fact.”

    Sadie dropped her toast and her eyes welled up with tears.

    “I knew last night, Sadie,” Owen continued as he reached out and took his wife’s hand in hers. “I knew because I watched from Logan’s backyard.”

    Sadie wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes as a confused look crossed her face.

    “Wait, so you’re saying you knew when I came home last night? You knew when I asked you to come to the bedroom with me? You knew when…” she said before trailing off.

    “I knew when you asked me to fuck you,” Owen said. “I knew that at least part of your desire for sex was because you’d been kissing Logan.”

    Owen stood up and pulled Sadie to her feet. He ran his fingers through her hair and caressed her face as he continued. “I knew that you were so wet because Logan’s hand had been under your sweater. I knew that you were probably thinking about the way his cock felt as you played with it through his pants.”

    Sadie reached down and pushed Owen’s pajama bottoms down. She wrapped her fingers around his hard cock and stroked him as they stared into each other’s eyes.

    “You knew all of that and you still wanted to fuck me?” she asked.

    Owen nodded as he pushed his wife’s pajama bottoms down and slipped a hand into her panties. His fingers found their way into her soaking wet pussy in an instant.

    “What if I wanted you to fuck me right now?” Sadie asked.

    Owen pushed her pajama bottoms all the way down and Sadie stepped out of them as he picked her up and put her on the kitchen table. She wrapped her legs around him, guided his cock inside her, and they fucked with a wild, desperate energy.

    Sadie pulled his lips to hers and their tongues mingled as he pounded her pussy with all the vigor he could manage.

    “Fuck me, Owen. Fuck me!” she screamed.

    Much to his delight, Sadie climaxed almost instantly. Owen followed soon after, burying his cock in her soaking wet pussy and cumming inside her.

    She held him tight and ran her hands over his back and his naked ass while his cock remained stiff in her cum-filled pussy.

    “Fuck,” Sadie whispered. “That was good. Really good.”

    “I know,” Owen said.

    They shared a long, tender kiss before he pulled out and Sadie grabbed a napkin to clean up the mess leaking out of her.

    “We should talk,” she said.

    “Yeah,” he replied. “Maybe we get cleaned up first?”

    Sadie laughed and hopped off the table. “That sounds like a plan.”

    
      

    

    “So, it seems like we’re both turned on by the idea of me doing…something with Logan,” Sadie said as she pulled her legs underneath her on the couch.

    Her damp hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she looked exceptionally good in a pair of leggings and a loose sweater.

    “Yes. That seems to be the case,” Owen said.

    Sadie ran her fingers over the soft material of her sweater as she said, “So, I guess we should talk about whether or not we want to actually do something about these feelings we both seem to have.”

    “Yes, we should,” Owen replied.

    Sadie looked up at him and smiled. “Okay, so how do you feel about it?”

    “Oh, no, that was my answer. We should do something about these feelings. By which I mean you should do whatever feels good with Logan,” he said.

    Sadie laughed. “That doesn’t seem foolish to you? You don’t want to talk about it a little more?”

    “Last night, when you kissed Logan, weren’t you turned on in a way you haven’t been turned on in a long time? Weren’t you feeling things you hadn’t felt in years? I don’t mean that in a bad way, like I’m not capable of making you feel good or anything. But weren’t you experiencing all that amazing stuff that comes with exploring something new with someone?” he asked.

    Sadie looked down at her hands, like she was afraid to look into Owen’s eyes as she shared the truth. “Yes,” she said. “It was incredible. The kiss was electric. The way he touched me was electric. Feeling how hard he was for me was electric. It was all incredible.”

    “Then doesn’t it make sense to pursue that, especially now? I mean, as long as we go into this with our eyes open, doesn’t it seem like you can have a little fun with Logan while we’re all going through a pandemic together?” Owen asked.

    “You’re not worried?” Sadie said as she looked up.

    “Worried about what?”

    Sadie crawled to Owen’s side of the couch and cuddled up against him as she said, “Worried that if I pursued what I’m feeling for Logan it might lead to bad things for us? I mean, what if I fall in love with him? What if he decides that he absolutely must have me for his own? You can’t predict the outcome of something like this.”

    Owen hadn’t put enough thought into it to consider the truly negative outcomes of going after what turned him on, but he conceded that she raised a good point.

    “I know,” he said. “I guess anything is possible. It just seems like we’ve had this gift placed in front of us during this insanely stressful time and I feel like we should take advantage of it, you know? It’s risky, but when I watched you last night all I could think about was how badly I wanted to see you do so much more with Logan. I wasn’t thinking it would be hurtful or painful. I was thinking how amazing it would be if you were to take his cock out and take it inside you.”

    Sadie sat up and smiled. “Really? You were thinking about Logan and me fucking?”

    “Absolutely,” Owen said. “I couldn’t help it. I really couldn’t. The whole thing was so sexy, and the truth is I’ve been fantasizing about it since I saw you two hugging at the end of the driveway a few nights ago.”

    Sadie flashed a smile and said, “You saw that, huh?”

    “I certainly did,” Owen answered as he leaned down and kissed his wife.

    She returned his kiss with delightful passion and when their lips finally parted she said, “Okay. I’ll do it.”

    “Yeah?” Owen asked.

    “Absolutely,” Sadie said. “Just promise me that if you have any concerns whatsoever that you’ll talk to me. If we’re going to do something this crazy we need to keep talking to each other, okay?”

    “Of course,” Owen said.

    Sadie reached between his legs and caressed his cock, which had grown hard once again. “You really are into this, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “More than you know,” he said.

    “Is there any chance you’d want to fuck me again?” she asked.

    “If you admit that you’re just as into it as I am,” Owen shot back.

    Sadie unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and wrapped her lips around it. Owen groaned as his wife’s head bobbed up and down in his lap. Her skill was undeniable.

    “I thought about doing this last night with Logan,” she said as her fingers slowly stroked his shaft.

    “Really?” Owen asked.

    Sadie smiled at him. “You have no idea how close I came to giving him a blowjob. Guilt got the better of me, though. Had I known you were out in the backyard watching I absolutely would have pulled out his big cock and wrapped my lips around it.”

    Sadie’s mouth engulfed Owen’s stiff cock once more as he closed his eyes and marveled at how good she could make him feel.

    “He’s big?” Owen asked.

    Sadie looked up and stroked his slippery, spit-soaked cock.

    “He is,” she said. “Is that going to be a problem? Is it going to bother you that I will almost certainly end up having sex with someone bigger than you?”

    “Not at all,” Owen said, though he wasn’t entirely sure it was a truthful answer. He had no idea if it would bother him and he wouldn’t truly know until it happened.

    Sadie swallowed him once more as Owen unleashed an involuntary groan of the purest pleasure. It felt like she was sucking him with far greater vigor than in recent years.

    “Get your pants off,” Sadie said when she lifted her mouth off his cock once more.

    Owen yanked his pants and underwear off and Sadie stripped before straddling him and pushing her tongue into his mouth.

    She reached down, took his cock inside her pussy, and began to slowly, sensually grind back and forth on his erection.

    “You feel so fucking good,” Owen said.

    Sadie smiled and moaned as Owen pulled her sweater over her head and unhooked her bra. His hands found her breasts and he played with the soft, perky flesh and her hard nipples.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Owen asked.

    Sadie bit her lower lip and nodded. He pulled on her nipples and she squealed in delight before riding him harder and faster.

    “Are you going to fuck him?” Owen asked. “Are you going to fuck our neighbor? Are you going to fuck Logan?”

    “Yes!” Sadie said as she grabbed the back of the couch for leverage and swiftly moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. “I’m going to fuck Logan. I’m going to enjoy that big cock of his!”

    Owen grabbed her ass and helped Sadie ride him. He indulged in the same fantasy his wife was having. He imagined her sucking Logan’s big cock. He imagined her riding him. He imagined her fucking the neighbor.

    That fantasy brought them both to loud, lusty climaxes. Sadie threw her head back and screamed as Owen came inside her for the second time in less than an hour.

    She collapsed on top of him as he ran his hands up and down the soft, smooth skin of her back and bottom.

    “That was incredible,” she said breathlessly.

    “It really was,” he replied with a laugh. “Fuck, twice in an hour. That’s impressive.”

    Sadie chuckled and kissed his neck before sitting back and smiling at him.

    “Are you still sure you want me to do this?” she asked.

    Owen nodded. Even in the sober-minded afterglow of his orgasm he was absolutely certain.

    A radiant smile crossed his wife’s face as she said, “Me too.”
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    “Getting ready for your date?” Owen asked as he popped his head into the bathroom.

    Sadie put her makeup brush down and turned to her husband. “What do you think? I don’t want to be too obvious about it, you know. I mean, we’re in quarantine and Logan obviously has no idea that you’re on board with this, so I don’t want it to seem like I’m getting all dolled up just to go over there and see him.”

    “You look beautiful,” Owen said. “And I don’t think it’s going to seem like you’re going over the top. It’s not like you’re going heavy with the eye shadow or putting on a coating of dark, seductive lipstick or anything.”

    Sadie reached out and rubbed the front of Owen’s pants as she said, “You’d like it if I did though, wouldn’t you?”

    Owen nodded as his cock almost immediately came to life. All it took was the mere suggestion that his wife was interested in their neighbor to turn him on.

    “You want to see something incredible?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Owen said.

    Sadie stepped back, pulled down her panties, and showed Owen the wetness that had formed in the gusset.

    “I’m soaked,” she said.

    Owen instinctively dropped to his knees and reached up to pull his wife closer. He admired the way her pussy lips had opened just a little, presumably in preparation to receive the cock she’d been fantasizing about.

    When he looked up Owen saw a sweet smile on Sadie’s face. She reached out and ran her fingers through his hair before caressing his face and saying, “Does it turn you on that I’m wet for him?”

    “Yes it does,” Owen answered.

    Sadie pushed her panties down and spread her legs as her hand moved to the back of Owen’s head and applied gentle pressure.

    “Why don’t you make me wetter for him,” she said.

    Owen let his wife take the lead and pressed his face between her legs. He pushed his tongue inside her and tasted the juices that had formed in anticipation of her “date” with Logan.

    Sadie groaned and said, “That feels so good, Owen. Your tongue feels so good.”

    Owen thought he might get a chance to make her cum, but Sadie pulled back before she reached her climax. She offered a smile and said, “I don’t want to cum just yet.”

    “Is Logan going to make you cum?” he asked.

    “I hope so,” Sadie said.

    Owen’s cock throbbed painfully as he looked up at his beautiful wife and marveled at how quickly they’d both embraced the idea of her stepping outside their marriage.

    “Are you going to fuck him?” Owen asked as he remained on his knees.

    Sadie reached between her legs and gently slipped two fingers into her body. “That’s certainly what my pussy seems to want.”

    “Is that what you want?”

    Sadie closed her eyes and moaned as she fingered her pussy. Owen watched her face contort in pleasure as he listened to the slippery sounds of his wife masturbating.

    “Are you thinking about him?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Sadie said. “And it’s amazing.”

    She stopped short of cumming, instead removing her fingers from her pussy and pulling her panties back up.

    “I might fuck him,” she said. “I might not. It might depend on what Logan wants to do.”

    “How could he not want to fuck you?” Owen asked.

    Sadie laughed. “That might just be your boner talking. It’s possible Logan wouldn’t want to fuck another man’s wife, especially if he thinks I’m cheating. Maybe he’d feel a little guilty about the whole thing.”

    Owen got up off his knees as he considered the notion. If Logan was a halfway decent guy he’d absolutely feel guilty about fucking Sadie.

    “Should you tell him?” Owen asked.

    Sadie picked up her makeup brush and looked at him. “That you’re on board, you mean?”

    “Yeah. I assume that would make it easy not to feel guilty.”

    Sadie laughed and glanced towards Owen’s crotch. “You really want me to fuck Logan, don’t you?”

    Owen felt a little embarrassed. Was his desire making Sadie uncomfortable? Was he running the risk of making her look at him differently?

    “Oh, no, sweetheart, I didn’t mean that in a bad way,” Sadie said as she recognized what must have been the look of embarrassment on Owen’s face. She put her makeup brush down and pulled him into a hug.

    “Owen, honey, we feel the same way. I want to fuck Logan. I do. I want to feel his cock inside me tonight. I want to cum on his cock tonight. I want to have sex with another man tonight. I absolutely do. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad about your desire.”

    She caressed his face and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss that quickly turned sensual. Owen couldn’t help it. Despite the mild embarrassment he was still enormously aroused.

    “Sorry,” he said. “I was being too sensitive. I guess I’m a little nervous that all of this is making you feel a little differently about me.”

    “You don’t have to worry about that, Owen. I’d also enjoy fucking you tonight. It’s not like you’ve struggled to make me cum. We’ve been having quite a bit of sex since this whole thing with Logan started and I’d be happy to keep doing that. It would also be a lot of fun to fuck Logan, of course,” Sadie said.

    “I think you should tell him,” Owen said. “Just put it out there. Tell him that I’m on board. Tell him that you have permission to fuck him and if he’s interested, go for it.”

    Sadie offered a soft, lingering kiss as she pressed her nearly-naked body against his.

    “Okay,” she said. “I’ll tell him, and if he’s on board, I’ll fuck him. No watching from outside the window tonight, though, okay?”

    “Okay,” Owen said.

    “I’ll tell you all about whatever happens when I get home, okay?”

    “Of course,” he said.

    “Good. Now leave me so I can finish. I’m just going to keep fooling around with you if you’re hanging out the whole time,” Sadie said playfully.

    Owen gave her a kiss on the cheek and left as he wondered how he was going to get anything done while his wife was one house away, likely with another man’s cock inside her.

    
      

    

    After three hours Owen decided that his wife had absolutely fucked their neighbor. She’d left determined to have sex with Logan, so they must have indulged their obvious mutual desire if she was over there for three hours, right?

    He’d managed to stay in the house – he didn’t want to disappoint Sadie and he knew she’d be angry if he confessed to watching from the backyard – though it hadn’t been without difficulty. He’d staved off the desire to masturbate for most of the night and it had gotten progressively more challenging the longer she was gone.

    It was a little after midnight – four hours after she’d left – when Owen heard the front door open. He rushed out of the office and met his wife as she stepped into the hallway.

    “So?” he asked.

    Sadie smiled, took his hand, and led him to the bedroom.

    “Sadie, please, don’t tease me,” Owen said as she released his hand and sat on the edge of the bed. “Did you and Logan have sex?”

    Sadie slowly lifted the bottom of the short sundress she’d worn for Logan, luring Owen’s gaze between her legs. He stared at her soft, smooth thighs and watched as she revealed the blue lace panties she’d picked out.

    “Come here,” Sadie said.

    Owen stepped closer and Sadie took his hand and placed his fingers against her panties. The lace was damp and he felt an exceptional sense of warmth emanating from her pussy.

    “Yes,” she said. “We had sex. He fucked me twice, in fact.”

    Owen pulled her panties aside and gently slid two fingers into his wife’s soaking wet pussy.

    “Twice?” he asked.

    Sadie nodded before closing her eyes and unleashing a low moan as Owen slipped a third finger inside her.

    She bit her lower lip and said, “Once wasn’t enough.”

    Sadie reached out and unzipped Owen’s pants. Her fingers slipped inside and pulled out his cock. His erection seemed to delight her. “Take your pants off,” she said.

    Owen pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy and hastily pulled off his pants and underwear. He let his desire take over and just a few moments later he was naked in front of his wife.

    “Twice might not be enough for me,” Sadie said as she lowered her panties, pulled her dress over her head and moved onto her back in their bed. “Can you help me with that? Would you be willing to fuck your wife after she’s had another man’s cock inside her?”

    Owen climbed into the bed and took his place between Sadie’s legs. They kissed as she reached down and stroked his cock. She rubbed it over the entrance to her pussy, eliciting a series of moans.

    “I guess Logan was okay with fucking another man’s wife?” Owen asked.

    Sadie laughed as she placed the head of Owen’s cock into her pussy. He tried to thrust but she kept her fingers wrapped around the middle of his shaft, denying him the opportunity to fill her like he craved.

    “He felt guilty about last time,” she said. “Until I told him that you were on board. I didn’t tell him you’d been watching, but I did let him know that you were thrilled with the idea of he and I having sex. I told him you found it quite arousing, in fact.”

    Sadie let a little more of Owen’s cock inside her, though her tight grip made it so he couldn’t fuck his wife. All he could do was feel the warmth and wetness around his stiffness.

    “Was it good?” Owen asked.

    Sadie released Owen’s cock and he sank his full length inside her. She grabbed his ass and wrapped her legs around him, holding him tight as they kissed.

    “It was great,” she said. “It was hungry, passionate, intense sex. We fucked each other the way you do when you’ve been fantasizing about someone, when your desire is completely out of control, when you can’t think about anything other than being naked with them.”

    Sadie kissed him again as Owen began to fuck his wife. Every thrust brought with it a thrilling rush of pleasure as his cock seemed more alive with desire than it had been in a long time.

    “Did he make you cum?” Owen asked.

    “He did,” Sadie said as she ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass once more. “I was on top the first time I came. We were on his couch. He was sucking on my tits and squeezing my ass when I had a screaming orgasm with his cock buried deep inside me.”

    Owen groaned as he imagined his wife in the living room he’d spied on. He imagined her bouncing on Logan’s cock. He imagined watching from the backyard and seeing his naked, beautiful wife riding up and down on another man’s dick.

    “He took me to his bedroom after that. He fucked me just like you’re fucking me. I was on my back in his bed. My legs were wrapped around him. His cock was inside me. We were kissing. He was fucking me so hard,” she continued.

    Owen felt the beginnings of an orgasm building in his loins. He felt that deeply pleasurable sensation of his impending climax.

    “Did you make him cum?” Owen asked.

    “I did,” Sadie said. “Twice. He came like this the first time. He fucked me missionary style and filled the condom as I held him close and kissed his neck. He told me it was the best orgasm he’d had in years.”

    Owen slowed his thrusts a little. He didn’t want to cum too soon. He wanted to prolong the pleasure of fucking his wife as she told him of her encounter with another man.

    “Are you close?” Sadie asked.

    Owen nodded.

    “Pull out. Get on your back,” she said.

    Owen did as he was told and watched as his beautiful wife straddled his cock and took him inside her. She sat up, rested her hands on his chest, and began to gently move back and forth. Her pussy was wet and hot and absolutely perfect.

    “Logan held me in his arms after the first orgasm. He told me how good it felt to be close to someone again, especially given the lockdown. He told me how he’d been into me from the moment we met, how he’d fantasized about doing exactly what we did in his bed,” Sadie said as she continued to milk Owen’s cock.

    It was decidedly nonsexual, but Owen found the notion of his wife cuddled up in someone else’s bed surprisingly arousing. It was the intimacy they shared. In a way it was far more intimate to cuddle with him afterwards than it was to fuck him.

    Sadie leaned down and kissed him before asking, “You don’t mind, do you? You don’t mind that I let Logan hold me and tell me how much he loved having me in his arms, do you?”

    Owen moved his hands down the smooth skin of her back and gently squeezed his wife’s ass as he smiled and said, “Is it weird if I find it arousing?”

    Sadie answered by riding him a little faster and kissing his neck.

    “It’s not weird at all,” she said. “Because it turned me on too. It wasn’t all that long before I wrapped my fingers around his beautiful cock and stroked him until he was nice and hard for me. I put a condom on him and climbed on top. I rode him just like I’m riding you. I rode his cock until I had the most incredible orgasm. Then I made him cum again.”

    Owen groaned. He was close to cumming and there was no stopping it at that point. He was going to flood his wife’s pussy with his load.

    “Sadie, fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Owen cried out.

    She kissed him. Her tongue darted into his mouth. She rode him faster and harder. The sound of their bodies meeting over and over filled the room.

    Owen moaned into his wife’s mouth, grabbed her ass, and came inside her. She kissed his cheek and neck and sucked on his earlobe as he unloaded inside her. Pleasure pulsed through his body, starting between his legs and emanating outwards as a sense of blissful, post-orgasmic relaxation spread through him.

    “Holy shit that was incredible,” Owen said.

    Sadie lifted her pussy from his cock, grabbed her underwear to soak up the cum leaking out of her, and rolled onto her back next to him.

    “Would it be safe to say you’d like me to fuck Logan again?” Sadie asked.

    “Absolutely,” Owen replied.

    She rolled onto her side and cuddled up next to him. “Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m not sure I could resist and I’d hate to have to cheat on you.”

    Owen laughed. “That won’t be necessary. You can fuck Logan as often as you want.”

    Sadie kissed his cheek and said, “I might just take you up on that.”
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    “How long do you think you’ll be gone?” Sadie asked.

    “It took almost three hours last time,” Owen said as he grabbed his wallet and the car keys. “Why? Did you have something planned?”

    “Well, I was thinking it might be fun to fuck Logan in our bed for the first time while you’re out grocery shopping,” Sadie said.

    Owen smiled at his wife and marveled at her seemingly unquenchable sexual desire. She and Logan had fucked constantly over the past week as Sadie embraced her newfound freedom to do as she pleased with their neighbor.

    Sadie approached and reached out to run her fingers down Owen’s arm in a soft, suggestive way as she smiled. “Would it make going to the grocery store a little less stressful if you knew your wife was fucking someone else in your bed?” she asked. “Would it take your mind off of worrying about the coronavirus to know that another man’s cock was in your wife’s tight pussy while you were shopping?”

    Sadie’s hand moved between Owen’s legs and squeezed his erection.

    “Is that a yes?” she asked. “Would you enjoy it if I fucked Logan in our bed while you were gone?”

    Owen nodded and Sadie released his cock and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek before picking up the mask he took on his weekly shopping trips and saying, “Don’t forget this. Be safe out there. None of this is any fun if we get sick.”

    Owen took the mask, kissed his wife on the cheek, and said, “Thanks. I’ll be back, well, not soon, but I’ll be back. Have fun while I’m gone.”

    “You know I will,” Sadie said as she reached out and grabbed his hand. Owen turned back and she added, “I’ll wait for you in our bed. When you unpack the groceries and get cleaned up you can come and have your way with me, okay? You can do whatever you want with my freshly-fucked and satisfied pussy.”

    Owen considered tossing the keys and mask aside and fucking his wife right there in the foyer, but he wanted to get the store early so he had a chance at finding what he needed.

    “You’re incredible, you know that?” he said.

    Sadie offered a sweet smile and replied, “I do. Now get out there and gather us some food.”

    She smacked him on the ass as Owen opened the door, put on his mask, and headed to the car.

    Normally, a trip to get groceries was a stressful experience, mostly because Owen couldn’t help but think about his potential exposure to the virus. That was still on his mind, but it was happening way back in the recesses instead of up front.

    As he pulled into the parking lot he wondered if Sadie was going to wear lingerie for Logan or if she’d be naked by the time her lover arrived. He wondered if she was going to do her hair and makeup in a particular way or if she was going to be so desperate for the neighbor’s cock that she’d already called him to come over.

    As he took his place in the line outside the grocery store, Owen couldn’t help but smile behind his mask. Instead of feeling a wary sense of stress as he wondered who was infected, he thought about the events of the past week.

    He thought about Sadie spending half a day at Logan’s place and fucking him five times over that span. He thought about her welcoming Owen into her body when she got home and the orgasm he’d had as Sadie detailed how well Logan had fucked her.

    He thought about the fun he’d had listening to Logan and Sadie fuck on the living room couch while he was in the office. He and Sadie had agreed beforehand that he wouldn’t come out to watch, that he’d simply enjoy the sounds of her having sex with someone else in their house.

    As he entered the store and began working his way through the shopping list, Owen thought about two days ago when Logan had come over to watch a movie with them. He thought about how Sadie kept inching her way closer to him over the course of the movie, and how by the end she was cuddled up with the new man in her life. He thought about how Sadie had left with Logan, how they’d walked hand-in-hand across the lawn and how they’d spent a few hours having sex in Logan’s bed before Sadie came home.

    Owen thought a little about how insane it was that he’d completely embraced the idea of his wife having lots of great sex with someone else, but he didn’t dwell on those thoughts for long. He and Sadie were having too much fun for any of it to be a bad thing. They were still having plenty of great sex together, too, so he didn’t feel like their marriage was in any danger.

    As he grabbed two large boxes of condoms from the pharmacy section, Owen felt a rush of desire. He was buying condoms so his wife could fuck another guy. He was aiding and abetting her lust for another man, a lust that he benefited from in a significant way, a lust that he had adopted.

    The young lady bagging Owen’s groceries flashed a smile as she bagged the condoms. She thought he and his wife were fucking like rabbits during quarantine and he again felt a great rush of desire at the notion that the condoms – which would only last a week at their current pace – were for his wife and her new lover.

    As he drove home, Owen thought about Sadie and Logan in their bed. He thought about them having the kind of wild, passionate sex she’d described to him countless times over the past week. He thought about her cumming with someone else’s cock inside her. He thought about the condoms filled with Logan’s cum resting at the bottom of the trash bin in the bathroom.

    The house was quiet as Owen brought in the groceries and set them on the kitchen floor. He knew Sadie was waiting in the bedroom. He knew she was in their bed. He knew she’d been fucked by another man. He wanted her desperately, but it had to wait until he’d unpacked the groceries.

    Owen went through the tedious process of disinfecting what he could and removing certain items – like the fresh bagels he’d bought – from their packaging so they could be consumed without worry.

    After he’d finished and thrown out the packaging Owen thoroughly washed his hands and headed for the guest bathroom. He knew he was being a little paranoid, but he stripped off his clothes and took a shower to make sure he was clean before joining Sadie. He took the opportunity to play with his cock a little as he imagined his wife getting fucked in their bed, which at that point was one room away.

    Once he was thoroughly washed, dried off, and convinced that he was clean Owen left the guest bathroom and walked down the hallway with his erection bouncing in front of him.

    “Hello there,” Sadie said as Owen stopped in the doorway. “It looks like someone missed me while he was gone.”

    A stocking-clad leg poked out from under the covers and Owen smiled.

    “You like it when I wear stockings for you, don’t you?” she asked.

    Owen nodded and stepped into the room.

    “It turns out that Logan likes it too,” Sadie added. “He really likes it, in fact. I was waiting in bed for him, just like I am for you. I told him the door was unlocked. He let himself in. He came into the room and saw me like this.”

    Sadie pulled the covers back, revealing that her beautiful, naked body, with the exception of the stockings, of course. Owen noted that her pussy was trimmed a little closer than it had been the night before, like she’d done a bit of grooming for Logan.

    “I took a shower before he came over and I figured I’d make my pussy a little prettier for him,” she said. “Do you like it?”

    Owen nodded and took another step closer.

    Sadie smiled and slowly ran her fingers over her perky breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs as she asked, “You don’t mind that I didn’t shower for you, do you?”

    Owen shook his head.

    “You like it better that way, don’t you?” Sadie asked as she slipped a finger into her pussy. “You like to smell him on me, don’t you?”

    Owen nodded as Sadie spread her legs and held out her hand. He stepped closer and her fingers found their way around his cock.

    “How was your trip?” she asked while stroking him slowly.

    “It was good,” Owen said.

    “Did you think about me? Did you think about your wife getting fucked while you were shopping? Did you think about Logan’s cock sliding in and out of my pussy while you were at the grocery store?” Sadie asked as she teased the head of his cock.

    “I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” Owen answered.

    Sadie sat up, pushed Owen back a little, and slid out of the bed and onto her knees in front of him.

    “Does it turn you on to know that I got on my knees for him, that I looked up at him just like this? That I had his cock in my hand just like I have yours in my hand?” Sadie asked.

    Owen’s heart pounded as his looked down at his wife. He was quite certain he’d never been more aroused than he was in that moment.

    “Then it would probably turn you on to know that I sucked Logan’s cock right here in our bedroom, wouldn’t it?” Sadie asked.

    She didn’t give Owen a chance to answer, instead choosing to swallow his cock. He closed his eyes, groaned, and marveled at the intense pleasure of his wife’s warm, wet, exceptionally talented mouth on his cock.

    “Holy shit, Sadie,” he said. “That’s incredible.”

    Sadie nearly swallowed his cock as she looked up at him, relenting only when her gag reflex triggered.

    “Logan thinks I’m incredible too,” she said. “He thinks your wife gives the best blowjobs he’s ever had.”

    Sadie swallowed Owen’s cock once more and he lost himself in a world of the finest pleasure.

    “I think I’m getting better,” she said. “I’ve been sucking his cock so much that I think I’m actually getting better at giving head.”

    The sense of pride on her face turned Owen on almost as much as the idea that his wife was giving head to another guy with such frequency. She was proud of being so good at it, and being good at it for Logan, and Owen found that intensely arousing.

    “I have to fuck you,” Owen said. “That or I’m going to cum in your mouth.”

    Sadie stood up and kissed Owen as she stroked his cock.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” she said. “I want to feel your cock explode in my pussy. That’s the one thing Logan can’t do.”

    Sadie hopped in the bed, laid on her back, and spread her legs before adding, “Not yet, at least.”

    Owen smiled as he climbed between his wife’s legs and slipped his cock inside her.

    “Not yet, huh?” he asked as the warmth and wetness of her pussy surrounded his erection.

    “You can’t blame a girl for wanting the man she’s fucking to cum inside her, can you?” Sadie asked as she grabbed Owen’s ass. “Now fuck me.”

    Sadie wrapped her legs around Owen as he gave her what they both wanted. He fucked her wet, well-used pussy.

    “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck your wife. Fuck me after I let another man have my pussy,” Sadie said.

    Owen fucked her a little harder as mention of Logan triggered his lust. He couldn’t help himself. He’d spent the past three hours in a state of constant arousal. He needed to release it. He needed to cum.

    “You can cum,” Sadie said, seemingly recognizing that Owen wasn’t going to last long.

    Owen smiled and kissed his wife as he fucked her perfect, soaking wet pussy.

    She smiled back and added, “After all, I’ve already been thoroughly well-fucked today.”

    Owen grunted and unleashed inside his wife. The pleasure of his orgasm felt like it ricocheted through his body, rushing from head to toe and back again.

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he screamed.

    “Wow,” Sadie said. “Am I crazy or was that a really good orgasm for you?”

    Owen collapsed on top of her and Sadie wrapped her arms around him and kissed his head and neck.

    “You’re not crazy,” he said.

    Sadie unleashed a joyful giggle, like she found the purest kind of delight in Owen’s especially intense and pleasurable orgasm.

    “I think it was all the stuff beforehand, that and thinking about you with Logan the entire time I was at the grocery store. It was so intense, and then you delivered all that beautiful dirty talk when I got home,” Owen explained. “Plus, I think I really liked the idea of having sex with you in our bed right after you’d done the same thing with him. Even now it’s a little bit of a turn on to think about it.”

    “That’s good to know,” Sadie said as she grabbed Owen’s ass. “I like being able to make my husband happy, after all.”

    “You’re very good at that, Sadie. Trust me,” Owen replied.

    “You know, Logan fucked me three times while you were gone. He fucked your wife three times while you were out shopping for us. Do you think you could go again?” Sadie asked.

    Owen felt a twinge between his legs. His cock hadn’t gone soft and Sadie’s pussy still felt so good around his stiffness.

    “I think I could do that,” he said.

    Sadie kissed him as Owen began to thrust once more. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room as he fucked her cum-filled pussy, no doubt making a mess between their legs.

    “Do you want to watch, Owen?” Sadie asked.

    “You and Logan?” he asked.

    “Yes. Do you want to watch Logan fuck me? Do you want to watch him fuck your wife?”

    Owen could see the lust in Sadie’s eyes as she asked her naughty question. He could see that it seemed to turn her on to even think about it.

    “You know I do,” he said.

    “Good,” she said. “Fuck me hard. Make me cum. Then we’ll talk about you watching Logan and I have sex.”

    Owen gave his wife what she needed.

  
    Shelter in Place...and Cuckold Your Husband - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Owen expected it to be frenzied when he watched Logan and Sadie for the first time. He expected they’d seem like they were on a mission to tear each other’s clothes off and have the hottest, hardest sex possible in the name of rushing towards the joy of the intensely pleasurable orgasms they’d been giving each other.

    It wasn’t like that. Instead, it was slow and sensual and it conveyed a far deeper sense of intimacy than Owen had expected.

    It was long past sunset when Sadie led Logan into the bedroom. At his request Owen was seated in a chair in a mostly dark corner. He preferred to stay out of the way his first time watching, both because he didn’t want to be a distraction and because he wanted the freedom to enjoy himself without feeling like Logan and Sadie could see his every move.

    Their first kiss was soft, slow, and sensual. Owen figured things would heat up and reach that frenzied pace he was expecting, but they didn’t. Instead, they undressed each other slowly as they seemed to luxuriate in the erotic joy of being together. Sadie unbuttoned Logan’s shirt and moved her hands over his hard, well-built chest. He lifted her sweater over her head and gently played with her breasts in the sheer bra she’d worn for him.

    Every so often Sadie would unleash a quiet moan, like when Logan’s hand slipped into her bra or when he reached down and his fingers pushed into her panties to play with her pussy.

    At first, Owen struggled to lose himself in the joy of watching his wife with another man. He was thrown off by the sense of intimacy. It felt representative of something more than a physical relationship, like Sadie had developed feelings for Logan on some level. He knew his wife wasn’t in love with their neighbor, but there was some part of his brain that was sending up signals that he should be worried about what was happening between them.

    That didn’t stop Owen from enjoying himself, though. The angst he felt was joined by an equally powerful kind of arousal that felt far different from anything he’d ever experienced. It felt as if it consumed his entire body, spreading far beyond his erection to every part of his body.

    Owen touched his cock for the first time when Sadie pushed Logan’s underwear to the floor and wrapped her fingers around her lover’s erection.

    Logan groaned as Sadie kissed him while she stroked his impressively long and thick shaft. Owen masturbated at the same pace and marveled at how good it felt to touch himself in that moment. His cock was more alive and more receptive to pleasure than it had ever been before. Masturbation had never been so thrilling.

    “I need you,” Sadie said softly.

    The sense of angst that hit Owen was nearly overpowering. It was just two words, and yet Sadie seemed to be saying so much more.

    “I’m yours,” Logan said.

    Sadie smiled and grabbed a condom off the nightstand. She tore open the wrapper and reached down to dress her lover’s cock.

    Owen felt an odd, unexpected sense of jealousy as he watched Sadie roll the condom down Logan’s cock. He suspected it was the decidedly loving way in which Sadie prepared Logan’s cock to fuck her. She was slow and careful when putting the condom on him, like his cock was a precious thing to be protected at all costs.

    Sadie kissed Logan once more as she stroked his now-protected cock and Owen masturbated as he watched his wife offer pleasure to another man.

    “I’m so wet for you,” Sadie said. “I need you inside me.”

    Logan picked Sadie up and she wrapped her legs around him as he climbed into the bed and took his place between her legs.

    “I need you inside me, Logan,” Sadie said as she reached down and guided the other man’s cock to her pussy lips. “I need you to fill me. I need you to fuck me.”

    His lips hovered just above hers as Sadie guided Logan’s cock into her pussy and closed her eyes. She moaned as her lover plunged his full length into her wetness.

    Owen had expected to see a vigorous fucking when his wife and Logan had sex, but now that it was actually about to happen he wasn’t sure what he’d see. He wasn’t sure if it would be slow and sensual or hard and fast, and he wasn’t entirely sure what he wanted it to be anymore.

    There was something about the intimate nature of what he’d watched so far that thrilled Owen far more than he’d expected, and yet it brought up a kind of anxiety he hadn’t anticipated either. There was no decision for him to make, though. All he could do was sit there, watch, and try his best to enjoy whatever played out.

    As it turned out, the sex was slow and intimate. Logan and Sadie kissed as his cock moved in and out of her wet pussy. Her hands moved over his back and grabbed his ass as his moved through her hair and to her breasts.

    Owen couldn’t help but think that they looked like they were made to have sex. Their bodies seemed to meld together perfectly. They seemed to know exactly where and how to touch each other to offer the kind of added pleasure that makes for the best sex.

    Despite his angst at watching his wife make love to another man, Owen was far more aroused than he’d expected. He’d taken to stroking his cock slowly and softly for fear that he’d cum long before he wanted to. He was just too turned on to fully commit to masturbating without unloading prematurely.

    After a few minutes of deep, sensual thrusts Sadie spread her legs a little wider, closed her eyes, and dug her fingers into Logan’s muscular back. She moaned louder and longer. She was on the verge of an orgasm.

    Owen stopped stroking his cock entirely. His heart pounded so hard he could hear it. He was about to watch his wife have an orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her and it felt overwhelming in the best way possible.

    “Fuck, Logan,” Sadie said. “I’m cumming. Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She arched her back and pulled the Logan inside her close as he stopped thrusting and held his dick deep in Sadie’s pussy. Owen leaned forward a little and it was a few seconds before he realized he wasn’t breathing. He was so caught up in his wife’s climax that he couldn’t focus on anything else.

    Logan kissed her neck and gently played with Sadie’s breasts as she stayed in that place of post-orgasmic bliss for a handful of seconds.

    “You’re incredible,” she said soon after. “I swear, you make me feel so good.”

    Sadie laughed in that way people do when they’re overwhelmed with a sense of joy. Owen watched with a throbbing erection as jealousy, anxiety, and lust competed for attention in his head and body.

    “I want to make you cum again,” Logan said.

    “You know I always want more,” Sadie said. “Let me get on top, though. I want to make you cum too.”

    Owen sat back and grasped his cock to stroke once again. He wanted more. He wanted to watch his wife fuck Logan all night long.

    
      

    

    Owen was still seated in the chair in the corner of the room when Sadie returned from saying goodbye to Logan. She hadn’t bothered to put anything on and she looked wondrous as she entered the bedroom and sauntered towards him.

    Owen soaked in the sight of her beautiful naked body as she approached with a smile on her face. Her hair was a tousled mess, her breasts bore little red marks from where Logan had gently nibbled her flesh, and as she got closer it was easy to see how the sex with her lover had left her pussy lips pink, slippery, and a little bit puffy.

    Sadie straddled Owen and sat on his still-rigid cock, taking it inside her pussy. She pulled his head to her breasts and he licked and sucked the flesh that Logan had enjoyed mere minutes ago.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Sadie asked. “Does it feel good so soon after Logan was inside me?”

    “Yes,” Owen said. “Sadie, yes, it feels so fucking good.”

    Sadie moved her hips in a slow, sensual manner that seemed designed to tease. It seemed that she wasn’t trying to make him cum as much as she was trying to extend the edging session he’d put himself through as he watched his wife and their neighbor have sex for nearly an hour.

    Sadie pushed Owen back in the chair and leaned closer to kiss him. She ran her fingers through his hair and to the back of his neck as her lips parted.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” Sadie asked.

    “I did,” Owen said.

    She kissed him again and her hips moved as she continued the slow edging of his cock with her slippery pussy.

    “Are you sure?” she asked him. “I looked over a few times and it seemed like it wasn’t an entirely great experience for you. Even now you seem a little detached.”

    Sadie leaned back and took his hand in hers. It seemed like an odd time to have a heart to heart conversation – he was still inside her, after all – but she’d opened the door and Owen figured he’d share his feelings.

    “Honestly, it was the most arousing thing I’ve ever experienced. It also made me feel anxious and a little nervous, or scared I guess, in a way I didn’t expect,” Owen explained.

    “Why?” Sadie asked.

    Even the slightest movement of her hips felt spectacularly good and Owen took a moment to smile and savor the feeling of his wife’s pussy on his intensely aroused cock before answering.

    “It was…well, I expected I’d be watching you fuck and I felt like I ended up watching you make love. I know there’s not exactly a big difference between those two things and you were kind of doing a little bit of both. I guess what I’m saying is that I thought you guys were just having sex and it seems like there’s a lot more of a connection than that,” Owen said. “And that just triggered this sense of anxiety in me, because it was the first time I was seeing what seemed like there was definitely something between the two of you.”

    Sadie leaned forward and Owen groaned as her pussy rose up off his cock. She took his head in her hands and softly kissed his cheek before moving to his lips. Her touch was warm and soothing and her eyes were full of compassion.

    “Owen, sweetie, you don’t have anything to worry about. I’m not going to leave you for Logan. I’m not, I swear. I wouldn’t leave you for any man,” Sadie said.

    It didn’t strike Owen as the answer he was looking for, but a part of him was thankful his wife was being honest in what she was leaving out of her answer.

    “Does that mean…does that mean there is something between the two of you? Have you developed feelings for him?” Owen asked.

    “You said it was the most arousing thing you’ve ever experienced, didn’t you?” Sadie asked, again dodging his question.

    “I did,” Owen said.

    Sadie smiled and began to ride him in an achingly slow way. She reached up to play with her tits and bit her lower lip as she gently pulled on her nipples.

    “What do you think made it so arousing?” Sadie asked.

    Arousal flooded Owen’s body as his wife pleasured him.

    “It was really hot,” he answered. “The sex. It was really hot sex. It was. You were so into it. You were so, well, you were so connected with him.”

    “I was,” Sadie answered. “I am. I have been since that night he and I kissed for the first time. There’s something between us, Owen. You call it feelings and I guess that’s what it is. It might just be chemistry. It might be that our bodies want each other. It might be that Logan and I were brought together to have beautiful sex. I don’t know. That’s what makes it hot for me, though. That’s what makes it such good sex. It’s that connection. It’s those feelings.”

    Sadie leaned closer and began to ride Owen a little faster. He ran his hands down her back and grasped her ass, eliciting a moan.

    “Didn’t you love watching, Owen? Didn’t you love seeing us kiss as he slid inside me? Didn’t you love hearing the way I moaned for him? Didn’t you love seeing how good he made me feel? Didn’t you love seeing Logan make me cum? Didn’t you love seeing the kinds of orgasms he gave me?” she asked.

    Owen felt those same anxious feelings return, but they were completely overwhelmed by the pleasure coursing through him. His wife’s pussy had never felt so good and he wasn’t sure he’d ever been as aroused as he was in that moment.

    “Yes,” he said.

    Sadie kissed him and rode his cock faster. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and she moaned.

    “I’ll stop if you want me to,” she said. “I will. I don’t want to upset you. I’ll stop having sex with Logan. I’ll let my feelings for him dissipate. I’ll forget about him eventually. I’ll deprive myself of what he gives me if the anxious feelings are too much for you.”

    Sadie’s offer seemed genuine as Owen watched her ride his cock. He was quite certain she’d stop. He was also certain they’d both be worse off for it. They were still going to be under quarantine for months to come, and even if restrictions were lifted Sadie might have an awfully hard time getting a job in a flagging economy. He didn’t want to take away the thing that had made quarantine far more exciting for both of them.

    “No, that’s not what I want,” Owen said. “I just need to know that you still love me.”

    Sadie stopped riding Owen and kissed him. It was a long, slow, tender kiss.

    “I will always love you, Owen. Logan is a fling and it’s supposed to be fun for both of us. The moment that stops being the case I’ll end it. Okay?” she said.

    “Okay,” Owen said.

    “Is it still fun for you?” Sadie asked.

    “It is,” he replied.

    “Are you sure?” she said with a smile. “Because I could stop. If you don’t like knowing that our neighbor fucks your wife to incredible, body-shaking orgasms that bring her a deeply satisfying kind of pleasure, I could stop.”

    Owen laughed. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

    “Mmmm, I kind of like hearing you say please,” Sadie said as a lusty look crossed her face and she began to move her pussy again.

    “Oh yeah?” Owen asked.

    She kissed him and said, “Yeah,” in a low, sensual voice.

    Owen grabbed his wife’s ass and moaned as she began to vigorously fuck herself on his cock.

    “Please keep fucking Logan,” Owen said. “Please keep fucking him whenever you want. Please keep fucking him in our bed.”

    Sadie groaned and Owen was quite certain she was close to cumming. He loved the idea of being the last man of the night to get her off.

    “Please keep cumming with Logan’s cock inside you,” Owen continued as his orgasm neared. “Please keep having incredible orgasms with another man inside you!”

    “Oh, fuck!” Sadie cried out as she threw her head back and climaxed.

    Owen felt her pussy clamp down on his cock and he unleashed his seed inside her. The beautiful, deeply pleasurable pulses of his orgasm set his loins afire with joy and a deep sense of satisfaction moved through his body like wildfire.

    Sadie leaned forward and unleashed that same joyful laugh that Owen had heard her use with Logan. He smiled.

    “You give me great orgasms too, Owen,” she said. “You really do.”

    “I think they’re better, for both of us, because you’re fucking Logan. I really do,” he said. “That’s why you have to keep fucking him. I’m sorry for feeling anxious about it.”

    Sadie held his head in her hands and kissed his forehead. “Don’t apologize. It’s okay to feel that way. Just keep talking to me about it. We can work our way through it, okay?”

    “Okay,” Owen agreed. “If it means more orgasms like that one, I’ll do just about anything.”

    Sadie laughed and leaned against him for a moment before saying, “How about a shower?”

    “Sounds good,” Owen said.

    Sadie stood up and some of his cum dripped out of her and ran down her leg as she scampered to the bathroom before it hit the carpet.

    Owen followed with a smile on his face and a deep sense of satisfaction running through his body. All told, it had been a very successful evening.
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    “Shit, we’re out of condoms,” Sadie said as she rifled through the nightstand drawer.

    “I’ll go get more,” Owen said as he contemplated the genuinely upsetting notion of not getting to watch his wife and Logan have sex. “It’s no problem.”

    Sadie turned and offered a frustrated look that Owen didn’t quite understand. “You can’t,” she said. “Everything closes at nine, remember? Fucking pandemic.”

    “Fucking pandemic,” Owen repeated as he sat on the edge of the bed. For a moment he let the sense of disappointment envelope him before saying, “Is it crazy that we’re both really disappointed that you’re not going to get to fuck the neighbor tonight? That you have to wait a day to have sex with Logan?”

    Sadie laughed, sat next to him, and rested her head against Owen’s shoulder. “Yes, it’s crazy.”

    “We both feel it though, don’t we?” he asked.

    Sadie lifted her head from his shoulder and kissed Owen’s cheek. “We do.”

    “It’s that feeling when you first get together with someone,” Owen continued. “When all you can think about – no matter what else is going on in your life – is getting naked with that person you’re obsessed with. It’s a little different in this case since I’m thinking about you getting naked with another guy, but it’s that thing, isn’t it?”

    Owen turned to his wife and saw a smile on her face. 

    “That’s exactly what it is,” she said. “We don’t have condoms and we don’t have any way to get them, and yet I can’t stop thinking about having sex with Logan. I can’t stop feeling like it’s going to be a huge disappointment if I have to wait until tomorrow. I know it’s insane on ten different levels, and yet I can’t stop it.”

    “What if you fucked him anyway?” Owen asked. “I mean, he’s almost certainly clean and since you’re on birth control it’s not like there’s a huge risk of pregnancy, right?”

    “Well,” Sadie said as she looked down at her hands. “My birth control prescription expired a few days ago, actually. The pharmacy said their shipment was late so I couldn’t refill it. Fucking pandemic.”

    “Oh,” Owen said as he felt a surprising stirring of desire between his legs. “Well, he could pull out before he came, right? As long as he did that it would limit the risk of pregnancy, wouldn’t it?”

    “Are you sure, honey? You’re talking about me having unprotected sex with someone else. Truly unprotected. You’re right that the risk is really low if he pulls out before he cums, but there’s still a little bit of a risk,” Sadie explained.

    Owen took a deep breath and looked at his wife as he asked. “What’s wrong with me? I’m a smart guy. I know what you’re staying is a hundred percent true. I know that it’s insane not to just wait until tomorrow. I know all of that and yet I’m damn near hard just thinking about you two having sex without a condom.”

    Sadie reached between his legs and caressed Owen’s mostly-erect cock. He saw a smile creep across her face as she realized that he was genuinely aroused.

    Sadie stood up, unbuttoned her jeans, and pushed them down to her knees. She pulled her panties aside, took Owen’s hand and pulled it between her legs. Two fingers slipped inside her pussy with ease.

    “Are we crazy?” Sadie asked as Owen explored her wet, thoroughly aroused pussy with his fingers.

    “A little, I think,” he said. “We can be crazy together, though. As long as Logan’s on board, that is.”

    Sadie gently pulled Owen’s fingers from her pussy and lifted them to her mouth. She sucked her juices off of his flesh, running her tongue over his fingers as they both moaned.

    “Are you thinking of me sucking your dick, or his?” Sadie asked after letting his fingers slip from her mouth.

    “His,” Owen answered.

    She laughed, leaned forward to kiss him, and whispered, “I love you. I’ll text Logan to see if he’s willing to fuck me without protection.”

    Owen watched his wife pull her pants on and head out of the bedroom to retrieve her phone. His erection throbbed as he remained seated at the edge of the bed and marveled at how his wife’s sexual adventures with another man had so quickly and completely come to dominate his sense of desire.

    “Logan’s in,” Sadie said as she popped into the bedroom a few minutes later. “He’s coming over right now.”

    Owen watched his wife strip and toss her clothes into the closet before stepping into the bathroom to do a cursory check of her hair and makeup. She didn’t have time to do herself up in a way she might have found ideal, but she clearly still wanted to look good for Logan.

    “You’re going to watch, right?” Sadie asked as she stepped out of the bathroom and moved to the edge of the bed to pull the comforter aside.

    Owen shook himself out of the erotic stupor he’d been trapped in since Sadie left the room, stood up, and said, “Absolutely,” while taking his clothes off.

    He dimmed the lights and took a seat in the chair that still rested in the corner of the room from the last time he’d watched.

    When Sadie finished prepping the bed she turned, smiled at him, and sauntered over as Owen admired the beautiful body she was about to give to another man.

    Sadie leaned over and kissed him as her fingers delicately ran up and down his stiff shaft. “Are you excited?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Owen said. He was excited. He was more excited than he’d been at any point in their journey. He knew it was because Sadie was having unprotected sex. He knew it was the risk of it that thrilled him, at least in part. He knew there was something different about another man sliding into her unprotected pussy without a condom on. Owen knew all of that made it hotter. He knew that’s why he couldn’t resist.

    “Me too,” Sadie said.

    She spun around and sat in Owen’s lap. He played with her perky breasts as she turned her head and they shared a kiss while his erect cock rubbed against her pussy.

    “I know we’re both excited, but you can stop this anytime you want,” she said. “If he gets here and it seems like too much, Logan and I can make each other cum without having sex. You just have to say so. I promise, I can wait until tomorrow to fuck him.”

    “Thank you,” Owen said between moans. “But I can’t imagine it being too much. I’m so fucking turned on right now.”

    Sadie kissed him again and stood up. She slipped two fingers into her pussy and Owen heard the overwhelming wetness as she pleasured herself.

    “Me too,” Sadie said.

    The sound of the front door opening prompted Sadie to pull her fingers from her pussy and smile at her husband.

    “I told Logan to let himself in and join me in the bedroom,” she said with a smile. “Enjoy the show.”

    Sadie walked away and sat on the edge of the bed. A few moments later Logan appeared in the doorway with a smile on his face and a bulge in his pants. Owen suspected he hadn’t needed much convincing – if any – to rush over and have unprotected sex with the woman that had been fulfilling all his sexual needs for the past month.

    Sadie spread her legs and played with her pussy as she stared at her lover. Logan took the hint and stripped, tossing his clothes on the bedroom floor before approaching the object of his desire.

    Sadie stood and Owen watched his wife embrace the man that lived next door. He watched them share a deep, passionate kiss as their bodies pressed together. He watched Sadie’s hand move tenderly over the back of Logan’s neck and through his hair. He watched Logan run his fingers down Sadie’s back to grasp her ass. All of it felt like a beautiful representation of the obvious passion they felt for each other.

    Sadie fell to her knees in front of Logan and his hands moved into her hair as she took him into her mouth. He moaned as she offered a slow, sensual blowjob. Owen thought of the way her mouth had felt around his fingers. He imagined Logan experiencing the beautiful pleasure of her warmth and wetness.

    “Fuck, Sadie,” he said.

    Sadie let his cock slip from her mouth and looked up at Logan as she stroked him. “Does my mouth feel good?”

    He looked down at her and nodded as a big smile crossed his face. “Good doesn’t begin to describe it.”

    “I love sucking your cock,” she said before wrapping her lips around the thick, plump head and taking it into her mouth once more.

    Owen wasn’t sure if she was adding a bit of dirty talk for his benefit or if it thrilled Sadie to declare her joy at having Logan in her mouth and it didn’t matter. He found it enormously arousing and couldn’t do more than slowly stroke his cock for fear of cumming before Logan slid into Sadie’s pussy.

    Sadie stood, wrapped her fingers around Logan’s cock, and slowly walked backwards until she reached the edge of the mattress. She smiled and fell into the bed, spreading her legs and inviting Logan to move between them.

    “Are you sure you want this?” Logan asked as he joined her in the bed.

    Sadie answered by reaching down, wrapping her fingers around Logan’s cock, and guiding him inside her. Their lips met as the other man slid into her with ease.

    Owen slowly stroked the base of his shaft. He couldn’t go anywhere near the head for fear or cumming in an instant. It didn’t look all that different as he watched, but knowing that Logan wasn’t using a condom made it so much hotter. He wasn’t entirely sure why, but it was undeniable.

    Sadie groaned and said, “That feels so good.”

    Logan smiled as he began to fuck her a little faster and harder.

    “It’s better, isn’t it?” she asked.

    Logan laughed and said, “It is. Your pussy feels so good. Fuck, so fucking good.”

    Sadie smiled in a gleeful kind of way that made it seem like she was experiencing the purest, most thrilling kind of joy as her lover’s bare cock slid in and out of her pussy.

    Owen felt the same way. He was far too enraptured to smile, but the simple change of his wife and her lover having sex without a condom made it so much hotter. He knew it was dangerous and stupid, but that seemed to increase his pleasure.

    “Fuck me, Logan,” Sadie said. “Fuck me.”

    She pulled his lips to hers and they shared a deep kiss as their bodies seemed to meld together while they fucked in earnest.

    Sadie’s hands moved over Logan’s body. She grasped his ass and ran her fingers up his back and through his hair. She closed her eyes and moaned loudly as he fucked her a little faster.

    Owen hadn’t watched them fuck numerous times, but the sex seemed hotter. It seemed like they were more connected, like they were experiencing greater pleasure. He wondered if the lack of a barrier between them made it that much hotter.

    Owen’s heart pounded a little harder as Logan’s moans got a little louder. He fucked Sadie a little faster. She moaned louder with him. It seemed that they were both approaching their climaxes. Some small part of Owen wanted the other man to stay inside his wife. He knew it was an utterly insane notion, but he couldn’t help it.

    “Sadie…” Logan said soon after, seemingly signaling his impending orgasm.

    Owen expected the sex would end, that Logan would pull out and cum on Sadie’s stomach. They hadn’t discussed exactly how it would work, but that seemed like the most logical choice.

    Instead, Sadie reached up to lovingly caress Logan’s face. She pulled his lips to hers and wrapped her legs around him. Her mouth opened and their tongues danced as Logan fucked her harder. She hadn’t said anything, but she seemed to be inviting him to cum inside her.

    Finally, when their lips parted Sadie looked into her lover’s eyes and said, “Cum inside me.”

    Owen should have gotten up off the chair and stopped them. He should have told Logan to pull out. He probably would have done so if he wasn’t completely caught up in a kind of lust he’d never felt before.

    Instead of stopping them he stroked his cock. He masturbated and he watched another man cum in his wife. He watched Sadie have an orgasm right as Logan unloaded inside her. Owen had an orgasm of his own as it happened. He let the arousal win out. He let the overpowering desire fill his body and he experienced an unexpectedly blissful kind of release.

    Owen caught the cum in his underwear and closed his eyes as he leaned back into the chair while pleasure pulsed through his body. His toes tingled in a surprisingly pleasurable way and he was a little lightheaded as a big smile crossed his face.

    “That was incredible,” Sadie said. “Just incredible.”

    “It really was,” Logan added.

    Owen opened his eyes to see his wife and the neighbor share a long, tender kiss. Logan’s cock was still inside her. His cum was inside her. Sadie had let him cum inside her despite the risk. Owen surmised she’d been chasing an incredible orgasm like the one he had. He couldn’t blame her for not asking Logan to pull out.

    They kissed again before Sadie said, “Will you give us a minute?”

    “Sure,” Logan replied before pulling out and heading to the bathroom.

    Sadie sat up and gestured for Owen to join her. He dropped his cum-stained underwear on the floor and moved to sit at the edge of the bed.

    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I just couldn’t…”

    Owen took her hand and said, “It’s okay. You still have some protection even when you’ve been off the pill for a few days. Plus, that was incredible. Is that crazy? Is it crazy that I might have just experienced one of the best orgasms of my life?”

    Sadie laughed and pulled Owen into the bed with her. She kissed him and said, “It’s not crazy. I did too.”

    “Really?” Owen asked as he ran his fingers over Sadie’s naked, sweaty skin.

    “Yeah,” she said. “It was so good. It really did feel better without a condom, though obviously there was something about the risk that clearly thrilled me.”

    Owen smiled at his wife as he looked into her eyes. “Someone else’s cum is inside you right now,” he said.

    Sadie kissed him and said, “You’d want to fuck me right now if you hadn’t already cum, wouldn’t you?”

    “Absolutely,” Owen replied.

    Sadie caressed his face, kissed him softly, and asked, “Is it okay if I join Logan in the bathroom? I got kind of sweaty and I was thinking he and I might take a shower together.”

    “Are you going to fuck him again?” Owen asked.

    Sadie smiled. “Would that be okay? If we fucked in the shower, or if we got a little hot and bothered in the shower and then fucked in the bed again?”

    Owen considered saying no, that doing it once was risky enough. He couldn’t quite do it, though. Sadie seemed so enamored with the idea and the added risk seemed minimal.

    “Of course,” Owen said. “Have fun.”

    She kissed him, sat up, and headed towards the bathroom.

    “Hey there,” Sadie said as she opened the door. “How about we take a shower together?”

    Owen saw the smile on Logan’s face and watched his wife kiss the other man before she gently closed the door behind her.

    For the first time since their adventure in opening their marriage had begun he felt a little left out. Sadie could have sent Logan home. She could have fucked Owen.

    Feeling left out wasn’t entirely painful though. Owen felt a little bit of arousal. He wasn’t sure if it was the notion that Sadie was going to have unprotected sex again or if he found it pleasurable to have her choose the other man over him, but there was something that made his loins come to life and he quite liked it.

    Owen considered escaping to the office to masturbate to a shower sex video, but instead opted to forgo another orgasm in hopes that Sadie would welcome him inside her after Logan had left.

    He wasn’t entirely sure why it thrilled him, but Owen quite liked the idea of fucking Sadie while Logan’s cum was still inside her. He only hoped she’d find the idea equally exciting.
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    As Owen returned home from a grocery and pharmacy trip his mind turned to the notion that his wife was almost certainly in Logan’s bed. He’d been the one to suggest it. There was something about Sadie fucking the neighbor while Owen was out among the facemask wearing masses that he found immensely arousing. The fact that she hadn’t yet resumed her birth control only made it more arousing.

    Owen glanced at Logan’s house before hitting the garage door opener and pulling into the driveway. He imagined Sadie on her back in Logan’s bed. He imagined the other man’s bare cock sliding in and out of her. He imagined her lusty moans. He imagined her intense, deep desire to have her lover cum inside her.

    All that naughty thinking left a tent in the front of his pants as Owen opened the trunk and hauled the grocery bags inside. He dropped everything on the kitchen table, carefully unpacked each bag, wiped down anything he could, and put it all away. His cock remained stiff throughout the process. He couldn’t keep his mind from wandering. He couldn’t help but imagine what he’d already seen: His wife have spectacular unprotected sex with another man.

    A text arrived soon after Owen had thoroughly washed his hands and changed clothes: “Is it okay if I stay a little longer?” Sadie asked. “I want him one more time.”

    “Of course,” Owen replied. “Enjoy yourself.”

    “I’ll see you soon,” she texted back.

    Owen slipped his phone into his pocket and considered the best way to distract himself until Sadie got home. He wanted to run to his office, find a video featuring unprotected sex with a creampie, and jerk off until he unloaded. That would have spoiled Sadie’s return, though, and more than anything Owen wanted to slide into his wife’s creamy pussy.

    Instead, Owen parked himself at his computer and tried his best to get some work done. He poured over lines of buggy code, all while knowing he’d almost certainly have to go back and check his work because he couldn’t quite concentrate.

    Nearly an hour after her text, Sadie came home. “Hey honey!” she called out.

    Owen shot out of his chair, rushed into the hallway and saw his beautiful wife smiling at him. She’d already taken the liberty of removing her clothes and he gleefully eyed her beautiful body in a matching white lace bra and panty set.

    “New underwear?” he asked.

    “Yeah. I ordered it online. What do you think?” Sadie replied.

    “It looks amazing,” he said.

    Sadie took a few steps towards him, glanced at the obvious bulge in the front of his pants, and said, “You don’t mind that I wore it for Logan first?”

    Owen shook his head.

    Sadie continued her approach, stopping just short of Owen and slowly unzipping his pants as she smiled. “You don’t mind that I wore this sexy little bra and panty set for another man?”

    “Not at all,” Owen said as Sadie reached into his pants and pulled his cock out. He groaned at the intense pleasure of finally feeling his wife’s touch after half a day of intense fantasizing about what she was doing with the neighbor.

    Sadie stepped closer, rubbing the head of Owen’s cock against her thigh as she stroked the shaft. She kissed his neck and whispered, “You don’t mind that Logan’s cum is leaking into my new panties?”

    Owen moaned and for a brief moment was quite convinced he was going to cum against his wife’s leg. Pleasure rushed through his loins as her lips brushed against his neck while she uttered her sensual, teasing words. He held back, though.

    “Would you like to fuck me, Owen? Would you like to add your cum to Logan’s?” Sadie asked.

    Owen picked up his wife and she screamed in delight while wrapping her legs around him. They kissed as he walked towards the bedroom. She unleashed a wild moan into his mouth and said, “Hurry. I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me, Owen.”

    He dropped Sadie in the bed and stripped as quickly as possible and she pulled aside her panties to present her messy pussy.

    “Take it,” she said. “Take my pussy. Claim it as yours. Fuck me. Fill me.”

    For just a moment Owen considered the incredible woman he’d married. She’d just spent the better part of the day with another man and she was still overwhelmed with lust. He loved that part of the fun of fucking Logan was coming home to fuck him, at least some of the time. He loved that she was eager to take him inside her, to have him spill his seed in her womb just as the neighbor had done.

    Owen climbed into bed and kissed his wife as she guided his cock inside her. He filled her with a deep thrust and relished the incredible wetness created by multiple loads of another man’s cum.

    “You feel incredible,” he said.

    “Yeah? You like fucking me when I’m full of another man’s cum?” Sadie asked in a wondrously naughty tone.

    “Yes,” Owen replied. “You know I do. I fucking love it.”

    “You like knowing that I’m still unprotected, don’t you?” Sadie asked as she wrapped her legs around him.

    They kissed as he fucked her harder, generating wondrously sloppy sounds as Logan’s cum leaked out of her.

    “Fill me,” Sadie said. “Fill my pussy. Give me your cum. Give me your load.”

    “Is that what you said to him?” Owen asked.

    Sadie smiled, kissed him, and said, “Three times.”

    As much as Owen knew it was insane to take the risk of Logan getting Sadie pregnant, he couldn’t help but find it hugely arousing. The neighbor had cum inside her three times, and each time she’d taken the risk of his seed taking hold in her womb. It had clearly thrilled her, just as thinking about it had put Owen in a place of distracted arousal as he waited for his wife to return.

    “Fuck,” Owen said as his orgasm approached. “Fuck, Sadie, I’m cumming!”

    She wrapped her arms and legs around him and kissed Owen’s neck as he unleashed inside her. They stayed like that for a few minutes, softly kissing and caressing each other as his cum slowly leaked out of her.

    “We’re a little bit crazy, aren’t we?” Sadie finally asked.

    “We are,” he said. “I picked up your birth control, though, so we can stop being crazy.”

    “Why is it so hot?” she asked with Owen’s cock still inside her.

    He laughed. “I don’t know. It really is though, isn’t it? It’s crazy, but it’s just so fucking hot. I guess just because it’s kind of taboo.”

    “I feel like I just got hooked on some kind of drug. The sex with Logan was already great and it made fucking you even more exciting, and then you throw in a little bit of pregnancy risk and all of a sudden the orgasms reach a whole different level,” Sadie said.

    “I know, but unless we’re prepared to start a family and we’re okay with someone else possibly being the father, we really do need to stop,” Owen said despite a part of his brain shouting at him to shut up and keep rolling with the insanely fun pleasures of pregnancy risk sex.

    “I suppose the sex was really good before the risky stuff,” Sadie added.

    “It certainly was. Plus, we might be able to find something that could provide that same sort of thrill,” Owen said. “I don’t have any ideas offhand, but I’m open to just about anything.”

    “Anything?” Sadie asked.

    Owen gently pulled out and laid next to his wife. “Yeah. Why? Did you have something in mind?”

    “Nothing in particular,” she said. “Just a few ideas bouncing around in my head. Assuming, of course, that I don’t get pregnant from the fun we’ve had for the past few days.”

    Owen rolled onto his side and ran his fingers over his wife’s stomach as he imagined another man’s seed taking hold inside her.

    “Are we going to keep playing after things open up and life gets closer to normal?” Sadie asked. 

    “I guess that would depend on Logan’s level of interest. I’m certainly interested, as long as you are,” Owen answered.

    Sadie gave him a soft kiss and said, “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I might need to keep playing. We had good sex before I started sleeping with Logan, but introducing him into our lives has made things so much hotter that going back to normal might feel like a letdown.”

    Owen felt a touch of insecurity but quickly reasoned that it was unavoidable. What man wouldn’t feel a little insecure at the notion of his wife having such good sex with someone else?

    “It’s not just the sex with Logan,” Sadie quickly added.

    “I didn’t say anything,” Owen protested.

    She laughed and kissed him. “I could see it on your face. I know you, Owen. I could see that little bit of concern. Really, it’s not just the sex with Logan. It’s the way it’s heated things up between us. I know you feel it too. I know you feel that same kind of wild desire we had for each other when we first met. That’s the best part of this.”

    “Oh yeah? The best part?” Owen asked.

    Sadie smiled sheepishly and nuzzled his neck, “Well, let’s say it’s a tie between fucking Logan and fucking you.”

    “I’ll take that,” Owen said.

    “Do you think you could go again?” Sadie asked. 

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    She climbed on top of him and pushed her tongue into his mouth, initiating what would be her fifth round of passionate sex in the span of a few hours.

    
      

    

    “What if I was his girlfriend?” Sadie asked one evening as they were curled up on the couch.

    “Logan’s girlfriend?” Owen asked.

    “Yeah, what if I was his girlfriend?”

    “I…I’m not sure what that would mean, I guess. Do you mean like going on dates or writing each other romantic notes or something?” he asked.

    “Yeah, sort of,” Sadie said. “The idea is just coming to me, but what if I was Logan’s for a little while, like a weekend, let’s say. What if you didn’t get to have me for that time? What if I was his, but I maybe teased you a little?”

    “Teased me?” Owen asked as he felt the stirring of desire between his legs.

    “Sent you pictures. Let you watch, but from a distance. What if I spent the weekend being with Logan and you spent the weekend getting turned on and wishing I was with you,” she explained.

    “That actually sounds like it would be fun,” he said.

    “And what if you weren’t allowed to cum until I came back to you?”

    Owen hadn’t endured any sort of long term denial since Sadie and Logan started fucking – he’d gone a handful of hours, but not much longer – but he had enjoyed the few experiences where she made him wait even a little while.

    “I think I’d be into that,” he said. “I guess we’d have to do it to find out.”

    “Then let’s do it,” Sadie replied. “This weekend. Let’s do it this weekend. I’ll be Logan’s girlfriend all weekend and you’ll be my teased and denied husband.”

    Her excitement was obvious and Owen couldn’t help but feel it himself.

    “Okay, let’s do it,” he agreed.

    As it turned out, the weekend began just after Owen finished work on Friday. He emerged from the office to find his wife wearing a beautiful blue sundress and standing in front of a small suitcase.

    “What’s going on?” he said.

    “I’m staying with my boyfriend this weekend,” she said cheerfully.

    Owen smiled and stepped closer to take her into his arms.

    Sadie stepped back, picked up her suitcase, and said, “I’m his now. You don’t get to have me again until Monday morning. I’ll see you then.”

    She headed out the door without so much as a goodbye hug, and while Owen was a little shocked at first, he couldn’t help but appreciate his wife’s commitment to her decision. She was Logan’s girlfriend for the weekend and she was going to be completely faithful to him during that time.

    Sadie sent the first picture two hours later. It was a selfie of her and Logan curled up on his couch. She was in his arms and kissing him on the cheek. They both had genuinely happy looks on their faces and Owen felt the intended sense of jealousy. Sadie really was committed.

    She sent another picture a few hours later. This time they were in Logan’s bed. They were both fully dressed and Sadie had taken the selfie from above as they kissed.

    “Is it weird that I’m really looking forward to falling asleep in my boyfriend’s arms tonight?” she texted soon after.

    Owen wanted to text back, but Sadie had been clear that they weren’t going to have conversations over the weekend. She was going to tease him. He wasn’t permitted to text her back. After all, she was Logan’s girlfriend.

    Instead of texting, Owen scrolled through the two pictures and read the text over and over. He felt a deep, surprising sense of insecurity as he wondered if his wife was developing real feelings for Logan. He reasoned that it wouldn’t be a big deal even if she was and that it might actually make things hotter, but he still felt an unexpected rush of angst that made it awfully hard to fall asleep that night.

    The next morning the loud ding from his phone woke Owen up. Sadie had sent a picture. She was in Logan’s bed in a blue satin camisole with lace trim and there was a breakfast tray in front of her with pancakes, orange juice, and coffee. She had a gleeful look on her face and Logan had clearly taken the picture.

    “My boyfriend made me breakfast in bed! Isn’t he the sweetest?” she texted.

    All the angst from the night before rushed back. Owen knew the teasing was the point of Sadie’s weekend with Logan, but he was still caught off guard by how effective it was.

    He made a decidedly less exciting breakfast of oatmeal and coffee, cleaned the dishes, and headed to the office to get some work done.

    An hour into a coding session another picture came in. Logan and Sadie were on a walk. She’d lifted the camera high for a selfie with both of them smiling at the camera. She’d also managed to capture the fact that they were holding hands and doing so in the neighborhood. She was being bold and Owen found it intensely arousing.

    A little over an hour later he received a text: “My boyfriend and I are on the deck. You should really look out the bedroom window.”

    Owen rushed out of the office and into the bedroom. He gently pulled aside the sheer white curtain and looked down at the deck.

    Logan was naked and lying on one of the new lounge chairs. Sadie was between his legs in her beautiful blue sundress. Her mouth was bobbing up and down on her boyfriend’s big cock. Her hand moved in concert to provide the kind of intense pleasure that Owen had been on the receiving end of many times.

    Logan had his hands behind his head and his eyes closed as he enjoyed what must have been a fantastic blowjob and all Owen could do was watch. His cock was hard but he’d been forbidden from cumming until Sadie returned, so he simply stood and stared. He watched his wife fellate another man with great gusto as a thrilling cocktail of jealousy, angst, and desire filled his body.

    When Sadie finally pulled her mouth from Logan’s cock she took a moment to look up at the bedroom window, smiled, and straddled her boyfriend. She lifted her dress around her waist, reached down to guide Logan’s cock inside her, and took him for a ride.

    Logan grabbed her hips and Owen watched his wife tilt her head towards the sky, close her eyes, and enjoy the feeling of another man’s cock inside her. He watched Sadie fuck another man and he did so while knowing he wouldn’t be able to enjoy her pussy for two more days. He wouldn’t get to reclaim her. He wouldn’t get to enjoy the pleasures he’d become accustomed to. He wasn’t entirely sure how he was going to make it that long. It hadn’t even been 24 hours and already he was going a little bit crazy as a wild array of unexpected feelings crowded his brain.

    Owen heard Sadie’s moans through the windows, which meant she was being spectacularly loud. The look on her face was that of a woman about to climax, and soon enough it appeared that both she and Logan achieved orgasm.

    Owen watched his wife cum on another man’s cock. He watched another man cum in his wife’s pussy. He watched and he wished Sadie would hop off of Logan and run right up to the bedroom to let him inside her. He wished she would forget about her weekend as Logan’s girlfriend and come to him.

    It didn’t seem like that was her plan, though. Instead, she leaned forward and kissed Logan before resting her head against his shoulder. He put his arms around her and they both closed their eyes like they were going to take a post-sex nap on the deck.

    Owen walked away with an erection in his pants and the knowledge that it was going to be a very long weekend as Sadie seemed determined to go above and beyond in her quest to tease him as she played the part of Logan’s girlfriend.
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    “I think we should go to the drive-in,” Sadie suggested on a particularly sunny Saturday morning.

    “The drive-in? Do those still exist?” Owen asked.

    “Yes, they still exist,” Sadie said. “Haven’t you been paying attention? The pandemic has led to a rebirth for drive-ins. They’re the only way people can go to the movies, especially in states like ours where there’s little hope of movie theaters opening anytime soon. I think we should go.”

    “I don’t think I’ve ever been to a drive-in,” he said.

    “Really? Oh, they’re fun. My parents used to take us. It’s a communal experience but it feels really private, too, because you’re in your own car. Plus, because of the pandemic most drive-ins mandate at least six feet between cars, which means you’re not sandwiched in and you can have a little more fun if you’re so inclined,” Sadie explained.

    Owen looked at his wife and smiled. “Fun?”

    “Yeah. I was thinking it might be extra fun if Logan came with us. Maybe he and I could watch the movie from the back seat and you could be in the front. Maybe he and I could have a little fun and you could decide if you’d rather watch the movie or the show happening in the back seat.”

    For a few moments Owen was disappointed that Sadie hadn’t suggested it be just the two of them at the drive-in. He would have enjoyed snuggling up in the back seat and making out with his wife. That disappointment was quickly subsumed by his desire, though, as the idea of Sadie and Logan hooking up in the backseat while he was just a few feet away was immensely arousing.

    “That sounds like fun,” Owen said.

    “Yeah? Are you sure? Because we don’t have to do it. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

    “Honestly, it sounds really hot,” he admitted. “I mean, I guess it’s possible we’ll all just watch the movie, but I suspect you and Logan are going to have a little trouble keeping your hands off each other.”

    Sadie stood up, took Owen’s coffee and placed it on the table along with hers. She sat in his lap and leaned back as his hands moved to her waist.

    “You know me so well,” she said. “I won’t be able to resist him. I can’t help it. When I’m around him it feels like my body is screaming at me to take all my clothes off and take Logan inside me. It’s like I’m a little bit addicted to fucking him, or to the way I feel when I fuck him.”

    Owen’s cock stiffened as his wife explained her impossibly lusty feelings towards the man she’d been fucking since soon after the pandemic started. Even if he’d wanted to deny that his desire to watch Sadie fuck Logan it would have been impossible to do so.

    “Will you take me to the drive-in?” Sadie asked as she rubbed her ass over Owen’s cock.

    “I will,” he said.

    She turned her head and they shared a soft kiss. Owen slipped a hand into the waistband of her pajama shorts. He pushed his fingers past her panties and slipped them into her wet pussy as Sadie moaned into his mouth.

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” Sadie asked with a smile.

    Owen played with her clit and nodded. “I do.”

    Sadie kissed him again as Owen wondered if she was because her mind had drifted to thoughts of Logan.

    “Can you wait until after my drive-in date with Logan?” Sadie asked.

    She flashed a knowing, naughty smile that Owen couldn’t help but enjoy. Sadie knew he liked that she was sort of dating their neighbor. Every once in a while she’d drop in a little reference to it and it always thrilled Owen immensely.

    “I can wait,” he said. “As long as you promise we can have a little fun after your date.”

    “You know I always take care of you,” Sadie replied. “You know I like taking care of you.”

    They kissed as Owen continued working his wife’s pussy with his fingers. If she wasn’t going to stop him then he was going to get her off. He found it pleasurable to make her cum, after all.

    She did stop him, though. She stood up, spun around, and gave him a soft kiss before saying, “I want to save myself for him.”

    Sadie grabbed her coffee, gave her ass a playful smack, and walked inside as Owen sat there with a rock hard cock and a sense of sexual frustration that he quite liked. He was going to cum before the day was over, after all, so there was no reason not to enjoy the thrill of arousal.

    
      

    

    “Three, please,” Owen said as he pulled up to the ticket booth.

    The masked woman sitting on the other side of the plexiglass partition said, “That’ll be thirty dollars.”

    Owen handed her $30 in cash and she pushed three tickets under the small opening in the plexiglass before saying, “Please park in the designated spaces to ensure at least six feet of distance between you and the next car. If you leave your car to go to the bathroom or the snack bar, please make sure to practice social distancing and wear a mask or you’ll be asked to leave. Enjoy the show.”

    Owen grabbed the tickets, placed them on the dash, and put the car in drive to find a space.

    “Try to find a space without too much light,” Sadie said from the back seat. “Logan and I want to be able to have a little fun, after all.”

    Owen glanced in the rearview mirror to see that his wife had already unbuckled her seatbelt and was cuddled up in Logan’s arms. They’d spent most of the drive over touching and kissing and it wasn’t the slightest bit surprising that they were all over each other the moment it was safe to get out of their seat belts.

    Per his wife’s instructions, Owen found a space in a relatively dark part of the lot. He made sure to avoid spaces with SUVs on either side, eliminating the chance for someone sitting higher to have a view of whatever fun Logan and his wife got up to in the back seat. Owen wasn’t sure what they had planned, but it seemed like anything was possible. 

    Sadie had worn a short, loose skirt and a tank top without a bra, making it perfectly clear that she was open for business and Owen couldn’t imagine Logan letting the entire movie go by without getting into her panties.

    “Owen, honey, would you mind getting us popcorn and sodas?” Sadie asked.

    Owen grabbed his mask and said, “Sure. Is Coke okay?”

    “That would be perfect,” Sadie replied before turning to Logan. They were locked in a deep kiss by the time Owen got out of the car.

    He walked towards the snack bar with a smile hidden behind his mask and just a little bit of excitement between his legs.

    Owen saw lots of young couples in their cars – more than a few were engaging in the same kind of kissing as Logan and Sadie – and he found delight in the idea that his wife was essentially acting like a 19 year old on a date with a guy she was obsessed with. She happened to be married and quite a bit older than 19, but that was part of the fun.

    “I’ll have a large popcorn and a small popcorn with butter,” Owen said as he reached the front of the line. “And three Cokes, please.”

    The attendant rang him up from behind the plexiglass and Owen ran his credit card through the machine. A few minutes later he was carrying two popcorns and a bag with three bottles of Coke in it back to the car.

    The movie – a rerelease of Inception – was already playing by the time he got back to the car, though Owen was far too interested in seeing what his wife and her date were doing to pay much attention to Leonardo DiCaprio.

    Owen had parked in a dark enough area that it wasn’t until he got right next to the car that he saw that Logan and Sadie were still going at it. He was quite certain the other man’s fingers were in his wife’s panties and she seemed to be giving him a vigorous over-the-pants handjob. Owen put the drinks and popcorn on the roof and rushed to open the door so he could get in the front seat before his erection became noticeable.

    Sadie and Logan came up for air as Owen passed the popcorn and drinks into the back seat. “Thank you, honey,” she said.

    “You’re welcome,” Owen replied.

    He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Logan and Sadie sitting side by side and sharing the popcorn. They were watching the movie, though it didn’t seem like either was paying much attention to it. That wasn’t the point, of course. They were there to have the kind of fun you have in a car at a drive-in theater.

    “Have you ever been to a drive-in?” Sadie asked.

    “I have. There was one in my hometown, actually. It closed a few years after I left for college, but I went on a surprising number of dates at the drive-in during the summer after my senior year,” he answered.

    “Did you ever get lucky at a drive-in movie?” Sadie asked.

    “Define lucky,” Logan said.

    “Hmmm,” Sadie mused. “Did any of your dates ever take out your cock at a drive-in?”

    “Yes. That happened twice, in fact,” Logan answered.

    Owen felt like he’d missed out on the fun that happened at drive-ins. They’d been extinct in his hometown by the time he reached the age where he could go with a girl. The best he’d ever experienced was a fairly limp handjob in a movie theater.

    The distinct sound of Logan’s zipper being lowered filled the car along with Tom Hardy’s voice as Owen almost entirely stopped paying attention to the movie. He felt a little weird about turning around and watching his wife play with someone else’s cock, though, so he stuck with what he could see in the rearview mirror.

    “That feels good,” Logan said.

    “Yeah? You like it when I stroke your cock?” Sadie asked.

    Logan groaned and Owen did his best to restrain the guttural noise that wanted to escape his body. His wife was in the back seat giving someone else a handjob and he was nursing a painful erection in the front seat that he knew would remain untouched until they got home.

    “Did any of your drive-in dates give you a blowjob?” Sadie asked.

    “No,” Logan replied. “I never got to experience that particular pleasure.”

    Owen looked in the rearview mirror and watched his wife’s head disappear into Logan’s lap. He saw the other man close his eyes and listened to the loud moan that escaped his lips. Of course Logan was moaning. He was getting a blowjob at the drive-in. He was getting his dick sucked by a beautiful, vivacious married woman whose husband happened to be sitting in the front seat.

    “Fuck, Sadie, that’s incredible,” Logan said.

    Owen heard his wife moan around the other man’s cock. He heard the sounds of sloppy, slippery sucking. He heard her giving someone else pleasure and he felt an intense kind of jealousy along with the overwhelming arousal in his loins.

    Eventually Sadie’s head popped up again. She looked in the rearview mirror and smiled at Owen as the sound of her slippery hand moving up and down Logan’s cock filled the car.

    “Did you ever fuck any of your dates at the drive-in?” she asked.

    “I never had that pleasure,” Logan said.

    “Would you like to fuck your date at the drive-in tonight?” Sadie asked.

    Owen found the question doubly pleasurable. He loved that his wife was asking another man to fuck her. He loved that she called herself Logan’s date, though Owen wasn’t entirely sure why he found that particular detail so thrilling.

    “Yes I would,” Logan replied.

    Sadie fell to her back and spread her legs wide enough that one of them ended up resting on the back of Owen’s seat. He looked to see the sole of his wife’s shoe and followed the view of her smooth leg all the way into the back seat, where Logan was moving between her legs.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my pussy, Logan.”

    Owen found the desperation in her voice thrilling. It seemed as though his wife desperately needed Logan inside her and there was something irresistible about that.

    He couldn’t see between her legs to witness the penetration, but Owen watched Sadie’s face as another man slid inside her. He watched the pleasure wash over her in the dimly-lit car. He watched her joy. He saw how she stared up at Logan while he filled her.

    The sex was surprisingly slow and sensual, though Owen imagined Logan was keeping it under control so the car wouldn’t literally be rocking. Getting kicked out of the drive-in for having sex was a good way to ruin the evening.

    That didn’t make it any less arousing, though. If anything it was a little bit hotter. They were essentially making love in the back seat while Owen sat in the front with a small bag of popcorn in his lap and a throbbing erection in his pants.

    “You feel so good inside me,” Sadie said. “Fuck, Logan, your cock feels so good inside me.”

    They kissed as Owen fought off the urge to unzip his pants and masturbate. It felt wrong to do it at the drive-in, even if he wanted to.

    “Make me cum, Logan. Make me cum,” Sadie urged him.

    Logan fucked her a little faster and Sadie moaned a little louder. An explosion went off on screen but Owen didn’t care. He couldn’t care. All that mattered was watching the show unfolding in front of him.

    “I’m cumming!” Sadie cried out as she pulled Logan closer. “I’m cumming!”

    Logan kept thrusting as Sadie kissed him. He kept thrusting right up until he climaxed inside her. His moans were low and lusty and Owen knew another man was spurting his load inside Sadie’s pussy. He knew someone else’s cum would leak out of her for the rest of the movie.

    “Holy shit,” Logan said. “Sadie, holy shit.”

    “That was good, wasn’t it?” she asked.

    Logan laughed. “We should go to the drive-in more often.”

    They shared a long, beautiful kiss as Owen watched from the front seat. Jealousy coursed through his body and his loins tingled with unquenched desire.

    Logan pulled out and Owen heard the other man zip up. Sadie sat up, grabbed the popcorn off the floor, and cuddled up next to the man that had just fucked her.

    A few minutes later, Logan grabbed his mask and said, “I need to go to the bathroom. Can I get you guys anything?”

    “No, thanks though,” Owen replied.

    “I’m good,” Sadie added.

    The moment Logan shut the door Sadie leaned into the front seat and kissed Owen. He opened his mouth and her tongue darted inside as her fingers found their way under the bag of popcorn to play with his still-hard cock.

    “I knew you’d still be hard,” she whispered.

    “I can’t help it. That was so hot,” he said.

    “It’s a double feature, you know. If we stay for the second movie you could watch him fuck me again. It might take longer this time, too. I’ll give him a long, slow blowjob. He’ll finger my pussy until I’m begging him to fuck me. Maybe more cars will have left and I can ride him without being seen. Would you like that? Would you like me to ride Logan’s cock while you sit up there?”

    “Yes,” Owen said.

    Sadie released his cock and sat back. “I guess I’ll have to do it, then. You know how much I like making you happy.”

    Owen looked in the rearview mirror to see a big smile on his wife’s face. “I love you,” he said.

    “I love you too, and I promise I’ll fuck you tonight too. Don’t you worry. I want that dick of yours inside me. It’s going to be a little messy, but I don’t think you’ll mind, will you?”

    “Not at all,” Owen said.

    He hoped Sadie wouldn’t mind him cumming rather quickly. There was little chance he was going to last long after watching her spend most of the night fooling around with Logan.
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    Owen pulled Sadie closer, relaxed into the soft couch cushion, and let the mild buzz provided by two glasses of wine wash over him.

    “I have no idea if this is good wine,” he said, “But I do like it.”

    “Wine is wine,” Sadie replied. “You drink it, it tastes good, and you get a nice buzz to ride for an hour or two.”

    Owen laughed. He and Sadie were aligned in their general approach to wine, among many other things.

    “So, what’s Logan doing tonight?” Owen asked.

    “You mean why isn’t he fucking your wife tonight?” Sadie asked.

    Owen felt the telltale surge of lust between his legs at the mere mention of Logan and Sadie having sex. It remained an odd but undeniable – and thoroughly arousing – reality of life in a pandemic that his wife regularly had great sex with the guy that lived next door. “I suppose that’s one way of putting it.”

    “I wanted to spend the night with you,” Sadie said. “Though, now that you bring Logan up, there was something I wanted to ask you.”

    “Go for it,” Owen replied.

    “Well, Logan’s house is being fumigated in a couple of days – as it turns out, he has quite the termite problem – and he doesn’t really want to stay at a hotel. You know, because of Covid,” Sadie explained.

    Owen expected she would continue, but instead the sound of the episode of “The Office” they were watching filled the room.

    “Sorry, but didn’t you say you had something to ask me?” Owen said.

    Sadie laughed. “Right, yes, sorry.” She sat up and smiled at him in that way she sometimes did when she wanted something she wasn’t sure Owen would give her. “I’d still have to ask him, but I was hoping you’d be okay with Logan staying with us during the fumigation. It’s supposed to take 2-3 days, so he wouldn’t be here for long.”

    Lust was Owen’s first reaction. He felt it between his legs and through his body as he imagined Sadie and Logan having the kind of wild, passionate sex that they both seemed to crave. “I don’t see why that would be a problem,” Owen answered as he tried his best not to seem too excited about it.

    Sadie smiled and her hand moved up Owen’s thigh and between his legs. She rubbed his crotch and quickly brought him to a full-on erection. “Can I be honest?” she asked.

    Owen nodded.

    “The idea really excites me,” Sadie explained, “And it would really, really excite me if you’d be willing to do one thing for me.”

    Owen tried not to fully succumb to the intense sense of arousal Sadie had built by doing little more than playing with his cock. “Yeah? What did you have in mind?”

    Sadie leaned closer and kissed Owen’s neck as she unbuttoned his pants. He had no idea what she was about to ask but he was more than happy to be taken on an arousing ride as Sadie worked her way up to her request.

    She worked his pants down, freed his cock, and wrapped her fingers around it. “You’re so hard for me,” Sadie whispered as she stroked him in a slow, sensual manner. “Does that mean you really, really like the idea of Logan staying here?”

    “Yes,” Owen replied.

    “Does that mean you’d find it exciting if I invited to stay with me in our bed?” Sadie asked.

    Owen groaned. “Is that what you want?”

    Sadie offered a tender kiss. Her lips slowly parted and her tongue delicately moved into his mouth as she gathered the precum dripping from the tip of his cock and stroked him.

    “Yes,” she answered. “I want to share our bed with Logan. I want to sleep with him. I don’t know why, but it turns me on so much to think of sleeping next to him in our bed.”

    Owen wasn’t sure if it was the handjob, the kissing, or the notion of his wife sharing their bed with another man, but he found it arousing too. “Okay,” he said. “You can have Logan in our bed.”

    “For all three nights?” Sadie asked. “Can I have him for all three nights?”

    The excitement in her voice and the lust between his legs meant Owen couldn’t say no, but there was a part of him that was concerned about the idea of Sadie and Logan spending even a small amount of time living like a couple that had just moved in together. That part of him wasn’t loud enough to win the brief argument in his head, though.

    “Yes,” Owen said. “You can have him in our bed for all three nights.”

    Sadie released Owen’s cock, stood up, and pulled her shirt over her head. “Get your pants off,” she said.

    Owen kicked his pants all the way off as Sadie finished stripping and hopped into his lap. She reached down, guided his cock into her pussy, and sat down, swallowing him in one fell swoop.

    “Fuck, Sadie…you’re so wet,” Owen said.

    Sadie pulled Owen’s head against her chest and he kissed her breasts as she slowly rode him. Her pussy was hot and slippery and it felt absolutely perfect.

    Owen looked up and asked, “Are you wet for him? Is your pussy so wet because you’re thinking of Logan?”

    Sadie smiled and swiftly moved her pussy over Owen’s cock. “Yes,” she answered.

    Owen took Sadie’s nipple into his mouth and ran his tongue over her flesh. She ran her fingers through his hair, threw her head back, and moaned. He surrendered to the many forms of pleasure unfolding in his body and not long after they enjoyed near-simultaneous orgasms.

    “I’m cumming…Sadie…I’m cumming!” Owen cried out.

    Sadie ground her clit into his pelvis and her moans grew louder. Soon she joined him in climaxing. She leaned forward and held his head against her chest as her body trembled.

    “That was a really good orgasm,” Owen said with a laugh.

    “It certainly was,” Sadie replied before kissing the top of his head.

    “So when does the fumigation start?” Owen asked.

    “The morning after next,” Sadie answered. “They’re getting there early, though, so I was hoping Logan could come over tomorrow night.”

    Owen kissed his wife and said, “I guess I should get the guest room ready.”

    “I’ll do that,” Sadie said. “It’s the least I can do, considering how kind you’re being by letting me have Logan in our bed.”

    Owen smiled, both at the absurdity of the situation and the notion that his wife was still thinking of him even as she fantasized about spending three nights with another man in their bed.

    Owen looked past his monitor and towards the hallway as he heard his wife and Logan approaching. They were gone as quickly as they appeared in the doorway. Logan’s arm was around Sadie’s waist and she had a smile on her face as they headed towards the bedroom. Of course she did. She was about to celebrate her first night with another man in her bed by fucking him. Why wouldn’t she be smiling?

    Owen sat with his fingers on the keyboard and listened. He heard the bedroom door open. He heard Sadie unleash a joyful giggle. He heard the faint sounds of kissing.

    He heard his wife say, “I’ve missed you.” It had only been three days since she’d been with Logan but Owen understood that his wife’s desire for her new man was intense and three days was probably long enough for an overwhelming sense of lust to build inside her.

    It wasn’t long after that Owen heard Logan unleash the kind of moan that indicated intense pleasure. Curiosity got the best of him and he pushed his office chair back and walked towards the door. Owen poked his head into the hallway and looked towards the bedroom. They’d left the door open and he saw Logan’s back. Sadie was on her knees in front of him. Owen couldn’t see much, but it was obvious his wife was giving another man a blowjob in their bedroom.

    “Sadie…that feels so good,” Logan said as he tilted his head towards the ceiling.

    Owen heard his wife moan but it seemed she was unwilling to cease sucking Logan’s cock. She was dedicated to his pleasure, and no doubt to her quest to have the sex she craved.

    As he watched and listened Owen unzipped his pants and eased his cock out. Sadie had been clear that she would invite him into the bedroom to watch if that’s what she wanted, but she hadn’t put a moratorium on Owen enjoying a little self-pleasure as he witnessed his wife offer the joys of her mouth to Logan.

    Owen’s hand felt so good around his cock that he closed his eyes and gently rested his head against the door frame. Every slow stroke was like an explosion of pleasure going off between his legs. He’d seen Sadie give Logan a blowjob before, but something about it felt hotter this time. Owen wondered if it was the circumstances, if the fact that Logan was about to begin a three night stay in their home – and in the master bedroom – had intensified the pleasure he felt.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Sadie said, pulling Owen’s attention away from his wandering thoughts and to the bedroom.

    He saw his wife stand and kiss Logan. Her arm moved in a way that suggested she was stroking his cock while their tongues mingled.

    “Will you fuck me, Logan?” she asked in a voice that was quiet enough to make it hard for Owen to hear. “Will you fuck me in the bed I share with my husband?”

    Logan groaned and Owen bit his lip to prevent the same sort of sound of pleasure from escaping his lips. He wondered if Sadie knew he was watching and listening. Was she putting on a show for him, or did Logan find a great deal of pleasure in the idea that he was fucking someone else’s wife? Perhaps it was a bit of both.

    Logan pulled his shirt off and did the same for Sadie before they kissed again. He pulled her towards the bed but she stopped him and said, “Just a second.” Sadie rushed to the bedroom door and gently shut it.

    Owen stepped out into the hallway and tiptoed towards the door. He’d watched his wife and Logan have sex in their bed before, but this was different. Logan was staying in their home. He was a temporary roommate and he’d taken Owen’s place in the master bedroom, at least for a few days. He knew Sadie had purposefully shut the bedroom door, though he wasn’t sure why. It didn’t matter, though. Owen’s cock throbbed painfully as he stood by the door and slowly stroked himself.

    Sadie’s moan was the first he heard. “Fuck me,” he heard her say soon after. Her voice wasn’t entirely clear because he was listening through the door, but Owen heard enough. His wife was asking Logan to slide his cock into her pussy and she was doing it while almost certainly knowing that her husband was listening from outside the door.

    They both moaned soon after. Owen leaned against the wall and closed his eyes as he listened to the quiet-but-obvious sounds of sex. The wooden bed frame made the same noises it always did when it was being stressed by a vigorous fucking happening on the mattress. Sadie’s moans were rhythmic and loud. Logan’s were a little quieter, but he was clearly enjoying himself.

    Owen pictured his wife on her back in their back. He pictured her legs spread and Logan between them. He pictured them having the kind of missionary sex he’d witnessed before. He saw the passion and desire they shared. He saw the same kind of lust that had fueled so many of their sexual encounters. They had genuine chemistry. It wasn’t just that Sadie was filling her time – time that had resulted from losing her job because of the pandemic – with sex for the hell of it. She was fucking Logan because she loved how good he made her feel. She was fucking him because the sex was great and Owen had given her permission to explore that pleasure because he found it so thrilling.

    Owen wasn’t sure how much time passed before the sounds of orgasmic pleasure seeped under the door. He’d kept his eyes closed and maintained a steady masturbatory rhythm the whole time, leaving his cock in a state of exceptional arousal. He wasn’t masturbating with a plan to orgasm, though. He didn’t want to spray his cum all over the hallway, after all. He was simply doing it because it felt great and he couldn’t help it. Sitting in his office and trying to get anything done while his wife was having sex with someone else in the house wouldn’t have worked, after all.

    After the sounds of sex ceased all Owen could hear was the muted post-orgasmic conversation his wife and Logan were sharing. He tucked his rock hard cock back into his pants and tiptoed back down the hallway and into the office. He studied the code on his screen but found no desire to try and work. All he could think about was the fact that his wife had just fucked someone else. It was a thoroughly arousing reality he’d dealt with over and over, and yet it felt more arousing – and far more distracting – on this particular day.

    The moment he decided to pull up a porn video and jerk off to climax, Owen heard the bedroom door open. He quickly closed the browser and waited to see if his wife intended on paying him a visit.

    Sadie appeared in the doorway with a smile on her face. She wore a white lace thong but was otherwise naked. A few spots on her breasts were reddened likely from a particularly vigorous nibbling on Logan’s part. Sadie stepped into the office and strode towards Owen’s desk as his eyes roamed over her body. She glanced at the obvious bulge in his pants as she came around the desk.

    “Take your pants off,” Sadie said.

    Owen did as his wife desired and soon his bare ass rested against the warm leather of his chair. His cock stood stiff and a drop of shiny, crystal clear precum rested at the tip.

    “Spit in your hand,” she said.

    Owen spit in his hand and looked up at his wife.

    “Stroke yourself,” she instructed.

    Owen wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked himself as Sadie smiled. She leaned against his desk, closed her eyes, and grasped her breasts. A moan escaped her lips and she asked, “Did you listen, Owen? Did you listen to Logan fucking me in our bed?”

    “I did,” he answered.

    “Was your cock hard as you listened?” she asked.

    “It was,” he replied. “I couldn’t help but stroke myself.”

    “It’s hotter this time, isn’t it?” Sadie asked. “There’s just something about it that’s hotter, isn’t there?”

    “Yes,” Owen agreed. He loved that Sadie had experienced the same sensations he did. He loved that she too found something about their short-lived arrangement sexier. “I don’t know why, but it was definitely hotter.”

    Sadie opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Would it be okay if you weren’t allowed to fuck me while Logan’s here?” she asked. “Would it be okay if I played the part of his girlfriend and stayed faithful to him while he was here?”

    Owen’s cock surged in his hand as he nodded. Again he felt an unfamiliar rush of pleasure. It was more significant than it usually was when Sadie and Logan were together. It was more potent. It was irresistible.

    “Are you sure you’re okay masturbating for the next three days?” Sadie asked. “Because that’s all it will be.”

    Owen knew he’d be okay. Three days was nothing, and based on how he felt in that moment he suspected the pleasure would be significant if his wife gave herself over to another man and largely denied him for a three day period.

    “Yes, I’ll be okay,” he said. “I might be better than okay, honestly.”

    Sadie smiled. “I can see that. I’m not sure your cock has looked that hard in a long time.”

    Owen felt the intensity of his erection. He felt it in his hand and in his loins. He felt a more potent kind of desire than he’d experienced in a long time.

    “Are you ready to cum?” Sadie asked.

    Owen nodded.

    Sadie smiled and slipped her fingers into the waistband of her thong. She pulled it down slowly, eventually revealing her swollen pink pussy lips. It was the cum leaking out of her that put Owen over the top, though. It was thick and creamy and resting in the gusset of her panties and it sent a surge of pleasure through Owen’s loins that produced an orgasm, the intensity of which caught him off guard.

    Sadie pulled the panties down to her thighs as Owen caught his in a handful of tissues. He stared at the cum dripping from her pussy and tried his best not to scream in pleasure.

    His heart pounded and he could scarcely form a sentence as the pleasure of his climax receded. “Holy shit,” was all Owen could manage to say.

    “I guess you will be okay just masturbating,” Sadie said. “Which means I get to have fun with my temporary boyfriend.”

    She leaned down and gave Owen a kiss on the cheek. “If I don’t see you again tonight, sleep well.”

    “You too,” Owen said.

    He leaned back in his chair and watched Sadie walk out of the office and head towards the bedroom.

    “How would you feel about another round?” he heard his wife ask Logan.

    “I’m ready when you are,” he replied.

    Owen smiled as he thought of the fun he was going to have over the next three days and he marveled at how their little quarantine-inspired sexual experiment had resulted in so many fantastically pleasurable orgasms with even more to come.
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    Owen didn’t see Sadie again the first night of Logan’s visit while his house was being fumigated. He listened to her have sex twice more, though. Once while he remained in the office and once while he was in bed in the guest room.

    It wasn’t until the next morning that Owen saw his wife again.

    “Good morning,” Sadie said as she slipped under the covers and snuggled up next to him.

    Owen smiled as Sadie put her arm around him. “Good morning,” he said.

    She kissed the back of his neck and asked, “How did you sleep?”

    “Well, at first it was difficult because my wife was having sex with another man in our bedroom and she wasn’t all that quiet about it,” Owen said.

    Sadie laughed. “Sorry about that.”

    Owen spun around and faced Sadie. The smile on her face was the perfect antidote to the little bit of loneliness he’d felt upon waking up alone. “It’s not a problem,” he said. “It was actually kind of thrilling, though I’m sure you already knew that.”

    “I suspected that might be the case,” Sadie said. “After all, you were quite excited in the office last night. I figured the idea of another man literally sleeping with your wife in your bed was pretty exciting too.”

    In truth, Owen’s difficulty in falling asleep was almost entirely driven by lust. Listening to Sadie and Logan fuck certainly made it impossible to sleep, but that didn’t last all that long. It was the idea of them falling asleep in each other’s arms that drove him wild in a way he found largely pleasurable. Masturbating might have taken care of it, but Owen had decided to refrain from touching himself, figuring that Sadie would find a way to excite him at some point during the day. Much to his delight, it seemed like she might have decided that doing so in the morning was the right choice.

    “What brings you to my bed?” Owen asked.

    Sadie smiled and reached up to caress his face as her eyes met his. “Well, I thought you might want to hear something naughty.”

    “Oh yeah?” Owen replied. “I think I’d probably enjoy hearing something naughty.”

    Sadie moved close enough that the tip of her nose touched Owen’s as they laid on their sides in the guest bed. She smiled and her hand moved down his chest and into his underwear. Her fingers found their way to his soft cock and she took him in her hand and slowly stroked until Owen grew.

    “I thought you might like to know that I was a very good girlfriend this morning,” Sadie whispered.

    Owen’s cock jumped at the word ‘girlfriend.’ He wasn’t entirely sure why, though. It was as if he had no control over his body in that moment, like his cock decided that the idea that Sadie and Logan had moved from fuck buddies to girlfriend and boyfriend was intensely arousing despite it being a temporary thing.

    “Did I just feel your cock get a little bit harder?” Sadie asked. “Do you like that I’m playing the part of Logan’s girlfriend this weekend?”

    Owen opened his mouth to answer but he hesitated when the time came to speak. It felt dangerous to admit, as if saying that it turned him on would open the door to it becoming reality instead of just a temporary way of having a little bit of fun while Logan’s house was being fumigated.

    “Don’t you want to know what I did to make me such a good girlfriend?” Sadie asked.

    She seemed content to let Owen get away with not answering her question and he was more than happy to let it pass without having to address it.

    “Yes,” Owen answered.

    Sadie stroked him a little faster and gently pressed her lips against Owen’s. They shared a long, tender, closed-mouth kiss as she played with his cock. His heart pounded and his pelvis felt alive with desire. Owen knew it was because Sadie kept referring to herself as Logan’s girlfriend. Instead of feeling like she was overstepping the boundaries of the game they’d created by inviting Logan into their quarantine bubble it felt like she was finding an entirely new way to make it arousing.

    “I woke him up with my mouth,” she whispered. “I woke him up by wrapping my lips around his cock and sucking him until he was rock hard and moaning in pleasure.”

    Owen reached up and gently ran a finger over his wife’s lower lip. “These lips?” he asked.

    Sadie nodded and parted her lips to suck on Owen’s finger. She ran her tongue over it and he closed his eyes and pictured her offering the same pleasure to Logan, only on a far more erotic part of his body.

    “Did Logan seem to appreciate that you were being a good girlfriend?” Owen asked. Uttering the word thrilled him almost as much as hearing Sadie say it.

    She released his finger from her mouth and said, “He did. He seemed to think that it takes a very special kind of girlfriend to wake her boyfriend with a blowjob. What do you think? Does sucking my boyfriend’s cock in the morning make me a special kind of girlfriend?”

    Sadie gathered the precum dripping from the tip of Owen’s cock and stroked him faster thanks to the lubrication. For a moment he closed his eyes and enjoyed the intensely pleasurable sensations spreading from his loins. “Yes, I think it does make you a special kind of girlfriend, though I suppose only a woman that’s with a man that makes her feel particularly good would be willing to offer that sort of pleasure.”

    “I suppose that’s true,” Sadie said. “What about if a girlfriend swallowed her boyfriend’s cum after that morning blowjob? Would that make her an exceptionally good girlfriend? Would that mean that her boyfriend makes her feel really, really good when he fucks her?”

    Owen groaned. “God…Sadie, did you really swallow for him?”

    Sadie moved closer. Her lips hovered achingly close to Owen’s. “Of course I did,” she whispered. “I sucked Logan’s cock, he came in my mouth, and I swallowed just like a good girlfriend is supposed to.”

    For some reason Owen wanted to kiss his wife. It’s all he wanted to do. He couldn’t help himself. He pressed his lips against hers and opened his mouth. He wanted to taste her tongue. He wanted it in his mouth. He wanted to explore what felt like a decidedly naughty desire.

    Sadie gave Owen what he wanted. Their tongues danced as she stroked him faster. She kissed him with an intense, rare kind of passion.

    Owen responded by cumming. The lust coursing through him was overpowering. It felt stronger than anything he’d felt since Logan first fucked his wife. Sadie kissed him right through the orgasm. She stroked his load into his underwear and when he was finished she pulled her fingers out and wiped them clean on the outside of his boxers.

    “Would you say I was a good wife this morning?” she asked.

    Owen nodded. “I would.”

    Sadie smiled and gave him a quick kiss. “I know it’s a lot to ask, but Logan said he wanted to make me breakfast this morning, so would you mind hanging out in here or in the office until we’re done eating?”

    “Sure,” Owen said. “Enjoy your breakfast.”

    Sadie gave him another quick kiss and then slid out of bed. She blew him a kiss at the door and shut it behind her as she walked out.

    Owen stared at the ceiling as he felt the cum he’d expelled slowly sliding down his balls and making a spectacular mess in his underwear. His mind was elsewhere, though, as he tried to suss out whether Sadie had given him a handjob as a way of getting him to agree to let her have what amounted to a morning date with Logan or if she was having the kind of fun that a woman that had discovered a new, spectacularly arousing element of her sexuality might have.

    Owen couldn’t decide and he couldn’t help but feel a little worried that Sadie might be enjoying having a boyfriend a little more than seemed healthy, at least as far as their marriage was concerned.

    Owen’s phone dinged, notifying him that his food delivery had arrived. He popped out of his office chair and headed for the front door. The sound of Sadie’s laughter drifted down the hallway and Owen took a moment to glance into the kitchen on his way to the door. Sadie and Logan seemed to be having a fantastically good time as she made dinner for him.

    As Sadie had explained it, since Logan had made her breakfast she thought it was only fair to make dinner for him. She’d offered to make food for Owen, too, but he could see that her heart wasn’t really in the offer. She wanted to enjoy her weekend as Logan’s girlfriend, and that meant a homemade dinner date, which was why Owen said he’d get something delivered so that Sadie and Logan could have the alone time they clearly craved.

    It was his idea, but it was still a little painful as Owen walked by the kitchen with the delivery food in hand. Sadie seemed to be having the time of her life and he was going to eat all alone. Owen told himself it was a temporary thing, that his wife was just having fun for the weekend and then things would go back to the new version of normal – the one where she occasionally had sex with the neighbor – but there was a little bit of pain there despite his attempts at self reassurance.

    Owen watched an episode of “The Witcher” on his computer as he ate his delivery food and it was all rather good. For the most part he was distracted from what was unfolding in his kitchen, though every once in a while he would hear Sadie laugh and be pulled right back to the reality that his wife was making dinner for another man and doing so because she was playing that man’s girlfriend for the weekend.

    After finishing his food and setting it aside Owen pulled up his work and tried his best to get something done. He made his way through a little bit of code, but he couldn’t concentrate. He kept thinking about Sadie having a wonderful time with Logan. Over and over his mind would come back to the reality that his wife was on a date with someone else. She wasn’t fooling around with him or fucking him. She was on a date with him.

    Eventually Owen pushed his chair back and tip toed out of the office. He’d heard the sliding glass door open and shut a number of times, which meant Sadie and Logan were having dinner out on the deck. It was a perfect night for it, and it happened to be the perfect location because Owen could watch from a window.

    He felt a little dirty doing it, but Owen made his way to a window that looked out over the deck while providing him with plenty of cover as long as he didn’t stand directly against the glass.

    Sadie and Logan had both cleaned their plates and they’d moved their chairs so they were sitting next to each other as they sipped wine. Owen watched them talk and laugh and while he couldn’t hear what they were saying, it seemed that the conversation was of the more intimate variety as they’d both taken to leaning towards each other.

    It was Sadie that leaned over to kiss Logan. She flashed a quick smile just before their lips met and what started as a soft kiss quickly turned into something far more passionate. To Owen it seemed like the kind of thing that happens when two people are so into each other that it takes almost nothing to spark their desire. A kiss led to a conflagration of lust and just like that their wine glasses were on the table and they were pawing at each other while indulging in a full-on make out session.

    Owen felt dirty standing in the window and watching. Perhaps Sadie expected him to try and sneak a peek – his arousal at the notion of his wife having sex with Logan wasn’t exactly a secret – but it still felt strange to effectively be spying on her.

    He couldn’t walk away, though. It was just too arousing to watch from the window. When Logan’s hand moved to Sadie’s thigh and pushed under her dress Owen felt his cock stiffen. When it was clear that Logan was playing with Sadie’s pussy Owen unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. When Sadie reached over to massage Logan’s cock through his pants, Owen couldn’t help but masturbate.

    It wasn’t so much that Sadie was fooling around with Logan that drove Owen wild with desire. It was the obvious passion between them that aroused him. It was the idea that Sadie was throwing herself into being Logan’s girlfriend. It was the slightly dangerous idea that Sadie might have been throwing herself into that role with a little too much vigor. It felt like he was toeing a fine line, but Owen couldn’t contain the lust created by that sense of danger.

    Sadie unzipped Logan’s pants and pulled his cock out. She stroked him as Owen thought about the handjob he’d gotten that morning. Then Sadie slid out of her chair and fell to her knees. She moved in front of Logan and took his cock into her mouth. For the second time that day she was giving her boyfriend a blowjob.

    Logan’s hands moved through her hair – though he didn’t apply any pressure – as he closed his eyes and rolled his head back. Owen watched his wife’s head bob up and down in another man’s lap. He watched as a sense of jealousy competed with the incredible lust he felt throughout his loins.

    Sadie had a smile on her face when she looked up from Logan’s cock. She had him in her hand and was stroking him slowly as she said something. Logan nodded and Sadie stood and walked to the edge of the deck. She grabbed the railing and looked back at him before bending over and shaking her ass.

    Logan stood with his big cock protruding from his pants and walked towards Sadie. He flipped up the back of her dress, pulled her panties aside, and slid his cock inside her. A lusty look came over his face as Sadie pushed back to take every inch of Logan into her pussy.

    She looked at him and said something. Owen was quite certain she’d uttered the words, “Fuck me.”

    Logan ran a hand up her back and through Sadie’s hair before grabbing a gentle handful of it. Owen saw a look come over his wife’s face that he wasn’t certain he’d seen before. She seemed genuinely overcome with a kind of lust that didn’t often visit her. They never really had the kind of sex that she and Logan seemed primed to have on their deck. Owen wasn’t really a hair puller and they didn’t fuck doggystyle all that often and it seemed like Sadie found it thrilling.

    Owen was certain he saw his wife say, “Fuck me, please.”

    Logan twisted his fingers in her hair and pulled back a little. Sadie arched her back in response and that look of wild, overwhelming lust washed over her face again.

    Owen saw her lips form the same phrase as before. “Fuck me, please.”

    This time Logan gave Sadie what she wanted. He maintained his grip on her hair and placed his other hand on her lower back before delivering a hard fucking. Owen didn’t watch them have sex all that often so he wasn’t sure if this was how they normally did it, but he’d never seen them fuck in that manner before. He’d never seen Logan be so aggressive and he’d never seen Sadie enjoy it so much.

    Owen was certain his wife wasn’t putting on a show. She was enjoying herself. She seemed to be enjoying herself more than he’d witnessed in a long time.

    It was a little embarrassing, but Owen found Sadie’s enjoyment hugely arousing. He couldn’t begin to describe why, but he was certain he felt the same kind of arousal she was experiencing. Something about her overwhelming pleasure translated to his overwhelming pleasure.

    It was so thrilling that Owen’s orgasm took him by surprise. One moment he was riding a blissful kind of sexual high and the next he was spraying cum all over the wall and window. He didn’t have time to find something to catch his load. He simply lost it. His body shuddered and his knees went weak as he put his hand on the windowsill to keep his balance. He restrained the loud groans that wanted to come out. He didn’t want to make it obvious he was watching.

    After expelling his cum Owen slid to the floor and watched his cum drip down the wall as his wife’s moans got loud enough for him to hear from inside the house. Sadie was close to cumming and Logan was probably close too. His wife and her boyfriend were fucking on the back deck and Owen had gotten so turned on he couldn’t help but cum on the wall. He wasn’t sure if he wanted more of what he’d just experienced or if it all seemed too dangerous and he just wanted it to end.

    Owen was quite certain it wasn’t his choice either way, though. He’d given Sadie permission to be Logan’s girlfriend for a weekend and she seemed to be having the time of her life. He couldn’t take that away from her. He’d just have to ride it out.
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    An unexpected sense of despair set in shortly after Owen climaxed watching Logan fuck his wife on their deck. The unpleasant feeling was focused almost entirely on the notion that he and Sadie didn’t fuck like that, that she seemed to be getting something from Logan that she couldn’t get from Owen.

    Half an hour later that sense of despair had transitioned into lust. Owen was in his office trying his best to work and he wasn’t having any luck. Instead his mind kept replaying the sight he’d witnessed on the deck. He saw Logan’s hand in Sadie’s hair. He saw her bent over the deck’s railing, taking an impressively hard fucking from behind. He saw Logan taking her in a way Owen never really did.

    He saw all of that, but what his mind seemed determined to focus on was the intense pleasure on Sadie’s face as Logan fucked her like that. The image was burned into Owen’s brain and it seemed to be stuck in the grooves of his arousal center because it played over and over and he couldn’t help but get turned on despite cumming a mere thirty minutes prior.

    Logan and Sadie had retreated to the master bathroom after their encounter on the deck. They were almost certainly in the shower together. Owen couldn’t help but imagine his wife in the shower with Logan. He saw her hands against the wall. He saw her back arched. He saw Logan fucking her from behind. It probably wasn’t happening – they’d just had sex, after all – but Owen pictured it anyway and before long he had a throbbing erection and a little spot of precum in his pants.

    Unable to push aside his desire and find a sense of focus, Owen decided to go for a jog. Masturbating would have been a decent choice too, but his feelings were too confused for that to feel like the right choice. Instead, he snuck into the bedroom to grab a pair of jogging shorts and a t-shirt, grabbed a face mask, left a quick note just in case Sadie emerged from the bedroom and wondered where he was, and headed out the front door.

    The jog proved at least somewhat effective. Owen’s mind was still awash in the imagery he’d witnessed on the deck, but he was too exhausted to find it arousing or distressing. Instead, it was just there. He couldn’t help but wonder just how different the sex with Logan was. He’d witnessed them fucking a handful of times and it always seemed similar to how Owen and Sadie had sex, but perhaps it wasn’t. Perhaps that was reflective of how they had sex when Owen was around, not how they always had sex.

    When he finally checked his phone at the end of his run Owen was surprised to find he’d been out for an hour. He hadn’t run that long in months. Perhaps his attempt to run away from the feelings that had invaded his mind after he’d witnessed Logan and Sadie fucking with wild abandon had spurred Owen to push past the point of exhaustion.

    The TV was on as Owen entered the house. He glanced into the living room to see Sadie cuddled up next to Logan. He had his arm around her and they looked very much like a happy couple, which is precisely what they were pretending to be for the weekend: The happy girlfriend and boyfriend.

    All it took was one look to trigger a mixture of insecurity and lust in Owen. He was used to the lust, the passion, and the wild desire that resulted from his wife fucking Logan. He wasn’t used to the insecurity, though, and he didn’t really care for it.

    Owen headed for the guest bathroom, turned on the shower, and stripped off his sweaty clothes. He stepped into the hot water and almost immediately wrapped his fingers around his cock. He couldn’t help it. The sense of insecurity wasn’t anywhere near strong enough to deter him from surrendering to an almost overwhelming sense of desire.

    Owen was hard and well on the way to an orgasm when he heard a light knock on the door. It opened and Sadie slipped inside. Owen wiped the fog away from the glass and she smiled at him before pulling off her sweater to reveal her perky, perfect naked breasts.

    “Can I join you?” she asked.

    Owen nodded.

    Sadie unbuttoned her pants and worked them over her hips, leaving them on the floor. She smiled and slipped her fingers into her waistband of her panties before slowly pulling them down in a manner seemingly designed to tease.

    Sadie approached the shower, pulled the door open, and stepped inside. She glanced at Owen’s stiff cock before looking up at him and smiling.

    “Someone’s excited,” she said.

    Owen nodded and Sadie reached out and gently ran her finger over the tip of his cock.

    “What’s got you so excited?” Sadie asked.

    Owen thought of Logan’s hand in Sadie’s hair. He thought of his wife bent over their deck railing. He thought of her getting fucked so hard from behind. He thought of how he was quite certain he’d never fucked her that way and how it seemed like she absolutely loved it, how she might have even needed to be fucked like that.

    “I…I watched you,” Owen admitted. “When you were outside. I watched you.”

    Sadie’s fingers encircled Owen’s stiff, slippery cock and she stroked him. “You watched Logan fuck me?”

    Owen nodded.

    “You must have enjoyed watching him fuck me if you’re in here masturbating,” she continued. “Is that true?”

    “Yes,” Owen said as he enjoyed the wondrous feeling of his wife’s hand on his cock. “Sadie…” The question was on the tip of his tongue but Owen couldn’t bring himself to ask it.

    “What is it?” Sadie asked.

    As much as Owen wanted to know if Logan gave her something that he couldn’t, the question just wouldn’t come out. Owen knew it was because he wasn’t entirely sure he could handle the answer. What if it turned out that he wasn’t enough for Sadie? What if it turned out that Logan was better than him in some way? Wouldn’t that mean he’d put his marriage at risk by telling her that she could sleep with him?

    Sadie stepped closer and moved behind Owen. The water hit her back as she pressed her body against his. Her breasts felt soft, slippery, and wondrous against his body and when her hand found its way to his cock once more Owen couldn’t help but moan.

    “You can tell me anything, Owen,” Sadie said. “You can ask me anything. Whatever it is. If you’re feeling something you need to share it.”

    Sadie kissed the back of his neck and continued to jerk him off. It was unquestionably the oddest version of a marital conversation he’d ever experienced, but Owen couldn’t argue with her approach as he felt his resistance melting.

    “The sex…Sadie, the sex you had. It seemed so different from the sex we have. It was so much more…I don’t know…wild,” Owen explained. “Is that…is that the kind of sex you like? Is that the kind of sex you want?”

    Sadie continued to stroke his cock as she ran her other hand over Owen’s chest. Her touch was soothing in the exact way he needed it to be in that moment.

    “You watched,” she said. “Did it seem like the kind of sex I like?”

    “Yes,” Owen said. “It seemed like you loved it.”

    Sadie kissed his neck and played with the head of his cock. “Then I guess you have your answer.”

    Owen slowly spun around and looked at his wife. He needed to see her face, to look into her eyes. “We’ve never had that kind of sex, Sadie,” he said.

    “No, we haven’t,” Sadie replied.

    There it was. Logan gave Sadie something that Owen didn’t, something that Owen felt quite certain he couldn’t give his wife. He wasn’t even sure he’d enjoy that kind of sex.

    “Does that…does that mean I can’t…I can’t give you what you need?” Owen asked.

    “Would that bother you?” Sadie replied.

    “Yes,” Owen said.

    Sadie stepped closer and once again wrapped her fingers around Owen’s cock, which remained stiff.

    “You watched him fuck me and it turned you on. You came in here to masturbate while thinking about it. Are you sure it bothers you? Is it possible that you like it? Is it possible that you were okay with me fucking Logan because you like the idea that he might give me something that you can’t? Is it possible that I married a man that’s turned on by the idea of his wife experiencing truly great sex, no matter who she’s having that great sex with?” Sadie asked.

    Owen leaned against the tiled wall of the shower as Sadie’s words sunk in.

    “What did you do while you watched?” Sadie asked. “What happened when you saw Logan grab a handful of my hair and take me from behind? Did you cock get hard, Owen? Did you get stiff as you watched Logan take me? Did you get hard as you watched me scream in pleasure while he fucked me like that?”

    Owen could barely speak. His heart was pounding so hard he thought it might explode. His balls felt tight against his body and he could feel the precum escaping from the tip of his cock. “I masturbated,” he said.

    “Did you cum?” she asked. “Did you cum while you watched him bend me over and take me from behind? Did you spill your load while you watched another man use your wife’s body for his pleasure?”

    “Yes,” Owen answered. It was like an entirely different woman had stepped into the shower with him, though he certainly wasn’t inclined to kick her out of the shower. There was something truly delightful about the way Sadie was acting.

    “Was it a good orgasm, Owen?” she asked. “Did you cum hard?”

    “Yes,” Owen answered.

    Sadie smiled and released his cock. She kissed him with surprising passion. Owen melted into her desire. He took her tongue in his mouth and met it with his own. He ran his hands down his wife’s wet back and grabbed her ass. She moaned for him.

    “I came hard too,” she whispered. “I always cum hard with Logan. We don’t always fuck like that, but he always makes me feel so good. I just can’t get enough of him. That’s why I wanted him to stay over this weekend. I think you like that too. I think you really like that he makes me cum so hard. I think you might even love that he makes me feel so good. I think it might make you cum even harder than you thought possible.”

    Sadie kissed him again before Owen had a chance to answer.

    “Is that true?” she asked as their lips parted once again.

    “It is,” Owen admitted. “It was a great orgasm. It also made me feel a little nervous, though.” It felt good to finally say it.

    “Why?” Sadie asked.

    “Because, if Logan gives you something I can’t give you, perhaps you’ll leave me for him. Perhaps you’ll want to be his girlfriend for more than a weekend,” Owen said.

    Sadie looked at Owen like he’d gone out of his mind. “I’m not going to leave you for him. Don’t be crazy. I’m your wife, Owen. I love you like you crazy and you’re a wonderful husband.”

    Sadie kissed him with renewed passion. She played with his cock and sucked on his tongue and Owen couldn’t help but moan.

    She smiled as the kiss ended. “Though I’d like to be his girlfriend for more than a weekend, if I’m being honest.”

    Owen’s cock surged in his wife’s hand and he nearly climaxed at the suggestion that she wanted to get even more intimate with Logan.

    “Really?” he asked.

    Sadie smiled. She almost certainly felt his desire. She probably saw it in his face.

    “You want that too, don’t you?” Sadie asked. “You want him to be a more than a quarantine fuck buddy for me, don’t you? The idea of it turns you on, doesn’t it?”

    The idea scared him, but Owen wasn’t going to bother denying that it turned him on. Of course it did. It was almost certainly obvious to his wife that it turned him on, too.

    “Yes, it does,” he said. “It scares me too, though.”

    “I can be a good wife and a good girlfriend at the same time,” Sadie said. “Or almost the same time, I suppose. I can’t be in two places at once, but I made you feel good yesterday and I’m going to make you feel good today. Doesn’t that make me a good wife?”

    “It does,” Owen replied as he thought of the pleasure he’d received in the guest bedroom the day before.

    “I made Logan feel good this morning and I’m going to make him feel good again tonight. Perhaps multiple times,” she said. “Doesn’t that make me a good girlfriend?”

    Owen nodded.

    “We can talk more about it later, but will you be okay with me spending more time with Logan?” Sadie asked. “Will you be okay with me being his girlfriend instead of his fuck buddy?”

    Owen wasn’t entirely sure what that meant, but he was too caught up in his lust to deny his wife what she so clearly wanted. “Yes,” he said. “I’m okay with that.”

    Sadie smiled and slowly spun around. She reached back to grab the base of Owen’s cock and backed up until she’d placed the head at the entrance to her pussy. Slowly Sadie took him inside her as Owen leaned against the wall.

    “I’m going to make you cum,” Sadie said. “I want you to stay still and enjoy my pussy. Let me fuck you with it. Let me milk you. Let me make you feel good.”

    “Okay,” Owen said.

    He leaned against the wall as Sadie moved back and forth on his cock. She was bent over and it looked very much like they were having standing doggystyle sex, but she was doing all the work. She reached out to balance herself against the wall and the shower door and she fucked him with surprising speed. The sound of her ass hitting his slippery pelvis filled the shower and Owen’s moans soon joined it.

    “Does that feel good?” Sadie asked. “Does my pussy feel good?”

    “Yes,” Owen said. “It’s incredible.”

    “My boyfriend’s cum is still inside me, honey. Can you feel it? Can you feel it around your cock?” Sadie asked.

    “Oh…fuck…Sadie,” was all Owen could say. He hadn’t considered that Logan might have cum inside her and that some of it might still be in her. Her naughty little reveal caught him off guard in the most arousing way possible and Owen barreled towards an orgasm.

    He thought Sadie would let him cum inside her, but she pulled off his cock, spun around, and sank to her knees. She stroked him close to her breasts and looked up at Owen with a smile on her face.

    “Only my boyfriend gets to cum inside me this weekend,” she said.

    Owen immediately unleashed on his wife’s breasts. He groaned loudly and closed his eyes as his seed spilled all over her slippery flesh. Sadie stroked his cock and milked every last drop of cum out of it before giving the head a soft kiss.

    “Thank you,” Owen said. “That was incredible.”

    Sadie stood and turned towards the shower head to wash the cum off her breasts. “It was my pleasure,” she said. “Thank you for being such a good husband. Thank you for letting me have fun with Logan. Thank you for letting him sleep in our bed.”

    “I guess it really is my pleasure,” Owen said. “Quite a few times this weekend it’s been my pleasure.”

    Sadie grabbed a bar of soap and offered it to Owen. “Would you like to clean my breasts before I go back to my boyfriend?”

    He took the soap. “I would.”

    It wasn’t lost on Owen that they were playing a dangerous game and that despite what she’d said it was certainly possible that he could lose Sadie. The allure of more orgasms like the one he’d just had was too strong to resist, though. He wanted more and Sadie certainly seemed willing to offer them.

  
    Shelter in Place...and Cuckold Your Husband - Part 13

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Are you sure about this?” Sadie asked.

    Owen smiled at his radiantly beautiful wife. She looked absolutely perfect in a soft sweater and a short, pleated skirt. Her hair was pulled back into a casual ponytail that managed to look insanely sexy. A pair of sandals lent the outfit a more relaxed look that belied the innate sexiness of such a short skirt.

    “I’m as sure as I’m going to be,” he replied.

    A small suitcase rested by the front door. Sadie had packed everything she’d need for a weekend at Logan’s house. His front door was only a few hundred feet away, but they’d agreed that she wasn’t going to shuttle back and forth between houses when she was with Logan. From the moment she left the house on Friday night until she returned on Monday morning, she was going to be Logan’s girlfriend.

    “You seemed very certain last night,” Sadie said. “Are you having doubts this morning?”

    Sadie had treated Owen to an orgasm unlike any other the night before. She’d dressed in a new lingerie set, lured him into the bedroom, and spent the better part of an hour offering him pleasure while talking about the fact that she was planning on spending the weekend as another man’s girlfriend. When Owen finally had an orgasm it had left his body shaking with pleasure in a way he’d never experienced before.

    “I guess,” he said. “I know I agreed to this plan, but I’m just a little nervous. That was probably always going to be the case, though.”

    The plan had come together while Logan’s house was being fumigated. Sadie had so thoroughly enjoyed playing the part of his girlfriend and Owen had found such intense, unexpected pleasure in Sadie’s joy that they’d eventually arrived at the idea of her doing it more often, and in a more structured sort of way. That was two weeks ago and the day had come for Sadie to step out of the house and effectively disappear for two and a half days.

    Sadie stepped closer and Owen caught a whiff of her perfume before she gently pressed her body against his. “I don’t have to do this,” she said in a soft voice. “I really don’t and I won’t be mad if you call it off. This has to be what we both want.”

    Owen pulled his wife closer and ran his fingers down her back. The wool of her sweater felt impossibly soft against his skin and he felt a gentle stirring of desire between his legs.

    “You’re not going to leave me?” Owen asked.

    Sadie leaned back and looked up at him. She offered a sympathetic smile and said, “There’s no chance of that. I’m going to come back to you. I’m always going to come back to you. I’m just going to go back to Logan, too. You’re both going to share me for a little while. You’re both going to get to enjoy me.”

    Owen was certain Sadie felt the bulge of his cock pressing into her. He was too hard for her not to notice.

    “You know, I’m not his girlfriend until I leave the house,” Sadie said with a smile.

    “Is that right?” Owen asked.

    Sadie nodded and stepped back before gently falling to her knees in front of him. She reached up, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock. She looked flawlessly beautiful and Owen couldn’t help but moan as Sadie wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him slowly.

    “Would you like it if I took you in my mouth?” Sadie asked.

    “I would,” Owen replied.

    Sadie smiled, but she didn’t take him in her mouth. Instead, she stroked him a little faster and asked, “I was planning on doing the same thing for Logan as soon as I get to his house.”

    Owen had watched his wife give Logan a blowjob before and he couldn’t help but picture it in his mind. He closed his eyes and surrendered to the beautiful vision of her soft lips wrapped around his cock. He saw the look of pleasure on Logan’s face and heard the other man’s moans. He heard the sounds of Sadie giving an increasingly wet, lusty blowjob in the name of making the other man in her life feel good.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Sadie asked. “You like that your wife is eager to suck another man’s cock, don’t you?”

    Owen groaned. He always did when Sadie saw fit to utilize filthy language to turn him on. It was always effective.

    Sadie leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock. She made out with it, really. She used her tongue and lips and while she didn’t quite take him into her mouth, it felt fantastically good.

    “Do you like that I’m eager to suck my boyfriend’s cock?” Sadie asked.

    Owen’s cock swelled in her hand and it felt like his heart skipped a beat. As much as he might have wanted to, there was no denying that he found the idea of his wife having a boyfriend intensely arousing.

    Sadie took Owen into her mouth and offered an intensely pleasurable blowjob. She swallowed him with ease and he did his best not to fall over as a pure form of lust enveloped his body. His knees wobbled a little, but Owen remained on his feet and enjoyed the thrill of being in his wife’s mouth as he thought about her offering another man the same experience.

    Less than a minute later Owen climaxed. He thought of Sadie on her knees in Logan’s foyer. He thought of her sucking Logan’s cock. He thought of her giving her boyfriend a blowjob and he came in her mouth.

    Sadie swallowed Owen’s cum, put him back in his pants, and stood up. She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and said, “I should use a little mouthwash before I see my boyfriend.”

    “Thank you,” Owen said. “For that, I mean. That was incredible.”

    Sadie smiled. “It was my pleasure. Trust me.”

    She walked past him and into the bathroom as Owen stood by the door and smiled. Pleasure continued to emanate from between his legs and most of the angst he’d felt at the idea of Sadie spending a weekend with Logan had disappeared.

    “Okay,” Sadie said as she returned. “It’s time for me to go.”

    She pulled Owen into a tight hug and they shared a long, minty kiss.

    “I’ll miss you,” he said.

    “I know you will,” Sadie replied with a flirty smile.

    Owen didn’t mind that his wife was implying she’d be too busy to miss him. He kind of liked it. She probably wasn’t wrong. She was spending the weekend with someone she was genuinely into. She’d probably spend the entire time half naked and fucking in every room of his house.

    Sadie turned to the door, grabbed the suitcase handle, and said, “I’ll see you Monday morning.”

    “I love you,” Owen replied.

    “I love you too,” Sadie said before walking out the door and heading to her boyfriend’s house for a weekend of one on one time.

    It was a little after 10 a.m. on Monday morning when Sadie returned from her weekend with Logan. Owen was busy working his way through a particularly buggy section of code and was more than happy to take a break when he heard the front door open.

    Sadie looked lovely in a pair of leggings and the same sweater she’d left in. Her hair was pulled up into a casual bun and she wasn’t wearing any makeup. The look felt far sexier to Owen than he would have expected, in large part because it felt like the way she really would have looked after leaving her boyfriend’s house. She wouldn’t bother to do her hair and makeup. She would just go home and take care of all that later.

    Sadie flashed a bright, borderline giddy smile when she saw Owen. She rushed down the hallway and wrapped her arms around him. Owen’s hands moved under the sweater and over the soft, warm skin of her lower back.

    “Welcome home,” he said. “How was your weekend?”

    They’d agreed that there would be no communication – emergencies excepted – when she was with Logan, so Owen hadn’t heard from his wife since she’d left on Friday night.

    “It was amazing,” Sadie said. “It was even better than I thought it would be, if I’m being honest.”

    Owen moved his hands to her ass and squeezed it through the smooth, tight fabric of her leggings. “Yeah? Was there anything in particular that made it better than you thought it would be?”

    Sadie pressed her body tightly against his and smiled. She tilted her head and parted her lips and Owen thought his wife was going to kiss him, but instead she whispered, “It turns out that Logan is an excellent boyfriend in so many ways. So good, in fact, that I couldn’t help but give him a blowjob right before I left.”

    Her lips hovered an inch from Owen’s as he thought of the blowjob Sadie had given him before she’d left on Friday. He thought of Logan’s cock between her lips, of the other man in her life receiving that same intense pleasure. Unsurprisingly, Owen’s cock responded by growing so stiff it ached.

    Sadie reached down and unzipped Owen’s pants. She pulled out his cock and stroked him vigorously as the tip rubbed against her leggings.

    “I guess I should go use a little mouthwash,” she said. “After all, I don’t want to be rude to my husband.”

    “Did he cum in your mouth?” Owen asked.

    Sadie moved closer and her lips brushed against his before she whispered, “He did. My boyfriend came in my mouth and I swallowed like a good girlfriend should.”

    Owen had seen Logan cum in his wife’s pussy, but he’d never witnessed the other man cum in her mouth. He could imagine it, though. It would have looked a lot like the blowjob Owen had received on Friday, though Logan might have enjoyed putting his hands in Sadie’s hair and directing the blowjob.

    Owen grabbed Sadie’s ass and picked her up. She released his cock and unleashed a delighted-sounding cry of pleasure. They kissed as he carried her towards the bedroom. He didn’t care that she’d just gone down on Logan and was now kissing him. In fact, it turned him on. He wasn’t sure why and it didn’t matter. Owen was in full pursuit of his pleasure. That was all that mattered.

    He placed Sadie in the bed and yanked her leggings off, revealing her slippery pussy that had almost certainly enjoyed a round of sex that morning. Her lips were too puffy and she was a little too wet to not have taken Logan’s cock and load prior to leaving his house.

    Owen tossed her leggings aside and Sadie moved back into the bed and spread her legs as he stripped.

    “Fuck me, Owen,” she said. “Get in the bed and put your fucking cock inside me.”

    Owen crawled into the bed and between Sadie’s legs. He placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy and slid inside her with ease. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled his mouth to hers for a deep kiss. He knew the kiss was flavored with Logan’s cock and cum it drove him wild. He surrendered to the feeling. He gave himself over to the wild sensations of lust that coursed through his body and fucked his wife.

    “Did he fuck you this morning?” Owen asked.

    “Yes,” Sadie said. “He woke me up with his tongue and slid his cock inside me. He fucked me hard, Owen. I came all over his cock and I begged him to cum inside me. I begged him to fill me with his load.”

    “Did he?” Owen asked as he fucked his wife just like her boyfriend had.

    “Yes,” she said. “He came inside me. My boyfriend came inside me. He came in my pussy.”

    Most of Logan’s cum had likely dripped out of his wife’s pussy by the time she’d come home – they’d almost certainly had breakfast together before she’d blown him at the front door – but she was still soaked and sloppy and that made the sex so much better.

    “Fuck, that feels so good, Owen,” she said. “Your cock feels so good inside me.”

    “In your messy pussy?” Owen asked.

    “Yes, in my messy, cum-filled pussy,” Sadie replied. “Now fuck me harder. Fuck the pussy that my boyfriend filled with cum. Fuck the pussy that my boyfriend spent the whole weekend satisfying.”

    Owen knew he wouldn’t last long. His arousal was too significant. Sadie’s pussy felt too good. He fucked her harder and faster. The bedroom filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over.

    “Owen…fuck…I’m cumming!” Sadie screamed.

    Owen watched his wife’s face contort in pleasure. He watched her cum with his cock buried inside her. Seeing her cum was enough to put him over the top. He came inside her while unleashing a series of grunts and groans he had little control over.

    “Holy shit,” Owen said as he collapsed on top of his wife.

    Sadie wrapped her arms and legs around him and kissed his neck. “I know,” she said.

    Owen moved to pull out and she tightened he grip.

    “Stay inside me,” she said. “I like how it feels. I like how your body feels on top of mine.”

    They shared a series of soft, slow kisses as Owen enjoyed the sensation of going soft in his wife’s warm, wet pussy. When she offered her tongue he took it, deepening their bond while his cum slowly leaked out of her.

    “Was it really a good weekend?” he asked, figuring she’d be much more likely to be honest after they’d both had their orgasms.

    “It was a great weekend,” she said. “I hope that’s okay.”

    “It’s better than okay,” Owen replied before kissing her again. “Especially since you seemed more than happy to be back in our bed.”

    Sadie smiled and ran her fingers up and down his back. “I am happy to be back in our bed. I really am.”

    “Will you be back in Logan’s bed next weekend?” Owen asked.

    “I will,” she said. “If you’re okay with it, that is. We could also work out a different schedule so I can spend weekends with you.”

    “No, I’ll just work on the weekend and take my days off during the week. I’ll probably get more done that way. It should be perfect,” he said.

    “I never would have guessed that a global pandemic would result in a whole new world of sexual pleasure for us,” Sadie said. “But it has, so I suppose it hasn’t been all bad.”

    Owen smiled at his wife. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

    Sadie finding a boyfriend wouldn’t have been on the top one hundred outcomes Owen might have imagined when the pandemic started. It had become their reality, though, and it seemed possible it might continue to be their reality long after the pandemic was over. Owen had already decided he was okay with that particular outcome. He was enjoying himself far too much to turn down the chance for the fun to continue. As long as Sadie was on board with it, Owen was ready for his wife to be Logan’s girlfriend for as long as she wanted.

    The End.
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    Compelled by a kind of desire he’d rarely felt and didn’t entirely understand, Owen slipped out the back door of his house and silently made his way into his neighbor’s yard under the cover of darkness.

    Sadie had left to have dinner with Logan an hour earlier, which Owen figured was enough time for them to have given themselves over to the lust that had clearly developed between them.

    He walked among the trees that lined Logan’s backyard until he could see straight into the house through the sliding door that led to the back patio.

    Sadie and Logan were on the couch. There was a bottle of wine and two glasses on the coffee table in front of them. They weren’t drinking though. They were too busy kissing with the kind of urgent lust that new lovers possess.

    The erection that formed in Owen’s pants was equal parts thrilling and dismaying. His heart pounded hard in his chest as he eyed a tree standing in the middle of Logan’s yard. It would give him cover for a much closer view. He took a risk and scampered through the grass.

    He leaned against the tree for a moment before peering out from behind it. He saw his wife feverishly kissing their neighbor. Her fingers were now wrapped around Logan’s cock, which she’d freed from his pants while Owen was finding cover.

    Logan’s hand moved up Sadie’s shirt and played with her breasts in the skimpy lace bra Owen had watched his wife put on before she left.

    Going against everything he knew was smart, Owen unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He spit into his hand and wrapped his fingers around his erection. He masturbated as he stared into his neighbor’s house and watched his wife play with another man’s cock.

    Owen’s mind flashed to a month ago when he and Sadie had first settled into life under a shelter in place order. Neither of them had said more than two words to their neighbor at that point. Now she was on the verge of cuckolding him with Logan.

    A lot can happen in a month, he thought.

    
      

    

    In desperate need of a break, Owen pushed his chair back, grabbed his coffee cup, and headed out of the office.

    Sadie was curled up on the couch and Owen took a moment to marvel at how beautiful she looked in a sweater and a pair of cute pajama shorts despite the stress of being laid off just a few days prior.

    “Hey, how’s it going?” he asked his wife of seven years.

    Sadie looked up from her phone and smiled at him. “Not bad. I’m texting with some of the other people from work that got laid off. Just checking in and seeing how everyone is doing.”

    “And how are you doing?” he asked.

    Sadie put her phone on the coffee table and for a moment it looked like she was going to burst into tears. Instead, she got up off the couch and wrapped her arms around Owen. He held her tightly and kissed the top of her head.

    “Most of them are so terrified,” she said. “They’re filing for unemployment and hoping their landlords are going to let them skip paying rent for the next six months. It turns out that living under a shelter in place order makes it pretty hard for most businesses to operate.”

    Sadie looked up at him and kissed Owen’s chin before flashing a bright smile. “I feel so lucky to have you. We have a house. We have plenty of money. You were already working from home half the time anyway and you’re in no danger of losing your job.”

    “I’m working more now than ever,” Owen said. “It turns out that programmers like me are great to have around when the whole world is quarantined at home and they turn to the internet to pass the time.”

    “I really am lucky to be with you,” Sadie said.

    “I’m the lucky one,” Owen replied. “You just lost your job and you’re dealing with all kinds of stress and you’re still the most wonderful woman in the world. Plus, you look genuinely hot in your quarantine outfit.”

    Sadie stepped back and tugged at the bottom of her sweater. “This old thing?”

    “You know you look good,” Owen said playfully.

    Sadie spun around and bent over to shake her ass at him as she looked back and smiled. “You’re right. I do. It’s important to look good though. After all, I’m totally reliant on you now. I have no way of making money until the coronavirus stops spreading like wildfire. I can’t have you moving on to another woman now that you’re one of the few guys in the neighborhood with a job.”

    Owen laughed at his wife’s playful tone and utterly ridiculous sentiment. He pulled her close and kissed her neck as his fingers moved under her sweater and caressed her taut stomach.

    “You know I love you, Sadie. I love you madly,” he said.

    Sadie turned her head and they shared a soft, surprisingly sensual kiss as Owen’s hands moved to her breasts. She moaned into his mouth as he played with her nipples through the thin material of her bra.

    “Can you take a break from work?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” Owen replied.

    “Good, because your wife needs to get fucked,” Sadie said.

    Owen happily followed her to the bedroom. He was working on his own schedule now and there was always time to fuck his wife.

    
      

    

    Owen stared out the window and felt a twinge of jealousy as he watched his wife chatting with their neighbors.

    Because of the recently-imposed a stay at home order one of the neighbors had arranged for a daily gathering at the end of their cul-de-sac so they could all get a little bit of social contact – while maintaining at least six feet of distance, of course.

    Owen and Sadie weren’t the most social people and they’d done a bad job of getting to know their neighbors since they bought the house nine months ago. He’d made it to the social distancing chats a few times, but Sadie had been there every day for the past week while Owen mostly remained at his desk, buried under an avalanche of work.

    Owen’s jealousy focused on the man his wife always seemed to find her way to standing next to, albeit with six feet between them. His name was Logan and he’d bought the house next to theirs just a few months ago. He was single, he was exceptionally good looking, and Owen always felt a little insecure when he looked out the window and saw his beautiful wife talking to the handsome neighbor.

    Sadie wasn’t flirting with Logan and he wasn’t flirting with her. They were simply two neighbors chatting with the other denizens of their street, but that didn’t stop Owen’s insecurity from flaring up when he looked out the window.

    Eventually he turned his attention to his computer and the endless lines of code he was supposed to be debugging. Instead of settling in for more monotonous work, he decided he’d make some fresh coffee for a bit of a pick me up.

    Sadie walked into the kitchen as Owen was pouring hot water over the grounds in the French press.

    “Hey,” she said cheerfully. “You should have come out. Everyone was asking about you.”

    “Oh, I’m just taking a quick break,” he said. “I needed a little caffeine hit before I get back into going over the seemingly endless lines of code. How is everyone?”

    “Going a little bit stir crazy,” Sadie said as she stepped closer and hugged Owen. “They’re all a little worried that a few months of this is going to drive everyone mad, and a few of them have already lost their jobs like I did.”

    “I don’t envy the parents that are having to do home schooling,” Owen said.

    “I know, right?” Sadie replied. “I’m kind of glad we haven’t started a family yet.”

    Sadie looked up at Owen and he leaned down to kiss her.

    “Are you going stir crazy?” he asked.

    “A little, I guess,” Sadie said. “I think it’s that I don’t really have anything to do, you know? If I was working from home eight hours of my day would be spoken for, which would make it a lot easier. Instead, I have a whole lot of time to kill and there are only so many books I can read.”

    “And I’m working more hours now,” Owen said.

    “I wasn’t going to say anything about that, but yes, that’s not helping. I miss you,” she said. “Though a few of our neighbors seem to be experiencing relationship troubles already, so perhaps it’s a good thing that you’re working longer hours.”

    Owen laughed as Sadie kissed his cheek and turned to open the refrigerator.

    “So, have you read about isolation cells at all?” she asked.

    Owen hadn’t spent much time reading about anything in the past few weeks as the virus spread around the globe. He’d mostly been working and then trying to take his mind off of anything stressful when he wasn’t working.

    “No. What’s that?” he asked.

    “It’s basically an expansion of the small group of people you have contact with. Apparently it doesn’t increase your risk of infection as long as everyone within the cell is careful. It’s seen as a way of preventing the kind of craziness that can come about as a result of two people or a family being quarantined together for months,” Sadie explained as she pulled the orange juice from the fridge.

    “Were you hoping to create an isolation cell?” Owen asked.

    “No. I mean, I guess I haven’t really thought about it. Logan brought it up today and it was the first time I’d heard about the notion of an isolation cell, so I guess I’m still processing the idea.”

    “Logan brought it up?” Owen said as he tried to sound nonchalant.

    Sadie smiled and Owen was quite certain she could tell he felt a little bit insecure about Logan’s presence at the daily neighborhood hangouts.

    “Yeah,” she said. “He’s the only one on the street that lives alone, so I can’t say I’m surprised. It’s nice to spend thirty minutes a day chatting with your neighbors, but I can understand why he might feel like he’s going to go out of his mind if he has spend the next couple of months alone in his house.”

    “Yeah, I can understand that,” Owen said as he tried to imagine what it would be like to live alone and largely cut off from the world for upwards of six months. “I guess I’d probably lose my mind if I didn’t have you.”

    Sadie gave him a kiss on the cheek before pulling a glass from the cabinet. “I feel the same way. I feel bad for Logan, too. He’s a nice guy and it seems like terrible timing that this thing is going on while he happens to be single.”

    “Yeah, I guess that’s some seriously bad timing,” Owen added.

    Sadie sipped her orange juice and leaned into Owen. He put his arm around her and kissed the top of his wife’s head.

    “So, does he seem like someone that could be trusted not to put himself at risk?” Owen asked. “I mean, if we were going to consider making him a part of our isolation cell and all.”

    Sadie laughed. “I don’t know him all that well, but I don’t get the impression he’s anything other than level-headed. I think he’d prioritize being safe about exposure if it meant getting to spend a little more time with some actual people.”

    Owen spun around, pressed down the French press, and poured himself a cup of coffee. He added a little sugar and milk and took a sip.

    “Honestly, if things were anywhere approaching normal I’d say Logan can take care of himself. This is about as far from normal as things get, though, so maybe we should talk to him about this isolation cell stuff and see if we can help prevent him from losing his mind,” Owen said.

    “Really?” Sadie asked.

    Owen nodded.

    “I guess you’re right. This is pretty far from normal. All right, I’ll talk to him tomorrow,” she said.

    “I’ve got to get back to work,” Owen said. “At the very least you should get his number. Maybe you guys can text or talk or whatever. Even if we’re not going to spend a lot of time together perhaps you could help each other stave off the boredom of being at home all day.”

    They shared a quick kiss and Sadie flashed a smile as Owen walked back to his office wondering why he’d told his wife to get another man’s number. Did he really want her texting and chatting with their handsome, single neighbor for the next however many months? Probably not, but there was no going back on it without looking like a jealous idiot.

    
      

    

    “Should we open another bottle of wine?” Sadie asked.

    “I’m up for another bottle,” Owen said.

    “Me too,” Logan chimed in.

    “Good. Let’s clear the dishes, I’ll open another bottle, and we can relax on the deck,” Sadie said.

    Soon enough they were all enjoying the pink light the setting sun threw against the sparse, puffy clouds floating through the sky.

    “I can’t thank you guys enough for this,” Logan said. “I know this is a really scary time, but I’m absolutely certain I would have lost my mind if my social contact was limited to our little chats in the cul-de-sac.”

    Sadie reached out and grasped his hand, offering the kind of touch that Logan had been without for the past two weeks.

    Owen sipped his wine and told himself not to be jealous. He failed to accomplish that goal, though. He knew his wife wasn’t flirting with their neighbor in front of him – she was just being a nice person. It didn’t stop him from feeling overwhelmingly jealous though.

    “So, are you still working, Logan?” Owen asked.

    “He was laid off too,” Sadie said. “A week ago, right?”

    “Yeah,” Logan said as Sadie released his hand and took another sip of wine. “It was bad timing, really. It was a great job in finance, but I started six months ago, which meant I was one of the last people hired before the pandemic.”

    “Which meant you were one of the first to go,” Owen chimed in.

    “That’s right,” Logan said as he raised his glass before taking a long sip.

    “Sorry to hear that,” Owen added. “Will you be okay, financially speaking?”

    “Thankfully, yes. Money is actually the last thing I have to worry about. I don’t mean to sound like a rich asshole or anything, but I bought the house with cash – the severance I negotiated from my last job – so my monthly expenses are really low. Which is good, because the money I had in the market is dwindling by the day,” Logan said.

    Sadie took Owen’s hand and smiled as she said, “Honey, you might be the last person on the block to have a job before this thing is over and done with.”

    “Not to be insensitive to you two, but I’ll toast to that,” Owen replied.

    “Not at all, Owen. It’s a badge of honor. You’re talented enough to stick around through a pandemic. That’s definitely worth toasting,” Logan said.

    Sadie squeezed her husband’s hand and smiled at him as they all raised their glasses and toasted to Owen’s continued employment.

    The sun had set by the time they finished the second bottle of wine and the evening chill that often came during early spring had set in.

    “Shall we go inside?” Owen asked.

    “Actually, I should probably get going,” Logan said. “I don’t want to overstay my welcome.”

    “Well, I have to put in a few hours work,” Owen said, “and I imagine Sadie would love to have a little company instead of spending another night mindlessly watching Netflix and feeling stressed over the news updates on her phone.”

    Sadie reached out and took Logan’s hand in hers to give it a reassuring squeeze before she said, “He’s right. If you’re feeling sick of me you can go home, obviously, but I’d love to have someone to talk to.”

    Owen felt another flash of jealousy as he watched Logan smile at his wife.

    “I’d love to stay,” Logan said.

    Owen gathered their empty glasses and Sadie collected the bottle as they all headed inside.

    “I’m glad we did this, Logan,” Owen said. “I think it’s really going to make a difference for all of us, so you’re welcome back anytime you want.”

    “I appreciate that, Owen,” Logan said.

    Sadie grabbed Owen and gave him a quick kiss before he headed out of the kitchen and down the hall to his home office.

    He took a few moments to try and calm the sense of jealousy that threatened to overwhelm him. He told himself that Sadie was just trying to be a good neighbor in an extraordinary time, that she wasn’t flirting with Logan.

    Owen found it harder to convince himself that Logan was just being a good neighbor. He was quite certain the other man was at least nursing a bit of a crush on Sadie. He wondered if he should say something to his wife about it.

    As Owen worked he would occasionally hear bursts of laughter coming from the living room as Logan and Sadie both seemed to be enjoying having someone to talk to and spend a little time with. Each time Owen felt a little bit of jealousy surge in him and each time he pushed it down and tried to concentrate on his work.

    He’d made the mistake of not shutting the door and told himself he’d do it next time. It seemed far too rude to shut it an hour into their conversation as they would both feel bad about making too much noise. Instead, Owen fought through it and while he worked a little less efficiently than would be ideal, he managed to get plenty done.

    After almost two hours had passed Logan appeared in the doorway of the office. “Hey man, I’m heading out,” he said. “I just wanted to say thanks for having me over. This really made a difference for me and it’s exceptionally kind of you and Sadie to open up your home.”

    Owen stood and approached Logan to shake his hand as he said, “It’s our pleasure, and thank you too. Really, I know Sadie has been going a little crazy without her job and I think it’s going to be great for her to have someone to spend a little time with, especially since I’m actually working longer hours than I was before. I’m also sorry we didn’t get to know you sooner. We’re the worst neighbors, clearly.”

    They both laughed as they shook hands. “I’m guilty of that too,” Logan said before waving goodbye and heading back to the living room.

    “I’ll walk you out,” Owen heard his wife say as he headed back to his desk.

    Instead of sitting, Owen stood to the side of the window and peered out from an angle he was certain hid him from their view should Logan or Sadie choose to look up.

    He watched his wife walk their neighbor to the end of the driveway. They chatted for a few more minutes and then shared a hug that struck Owen as far more intimate that was appropriate. Their bodies were pressed together and Sadie’s head was tucked against Logan’s neck. Owen was quite certain he saw his wife’s hands moving over the other man’s back and up to the back of his neck, though he was watching from fairly far away so he couldn’t be sure.

    Owen felt his heart pounding as Sadie and Logan separated and she headed back towards the house. He sat at his desk and waited for his pulse to slow, but it didn’t. He couldn’t quite figure out why his heart was racing, but it was.

    Owen stared at the code he was supposed to be working on and quickly decided he couldn’t get anything done. He saved his work, shut down his computer, and retreated to the living room. He dropped onto the couch just as Sadie came through the front door.

    “Hey honey,” she said with a sweet smile.

    Owen opened his arms and Sadie cuddled up next to him on the couch as he kissed the top of her head.

    “That was nice,” he said. “I think we made the right decision. Logan seemed to appreciate having people to hang out with and it seemed like you were just about at your wit’s end at the prospect of having to spend another day by yourself while I work.”

    “It was nice,” Sadie said as she absentmindedly ran her fingers over his chest.

    They cuddled like that for a few minutes before Owen decided he had to say something.

    “Hey, I know this probably sounds crazy, but do you think it’s possible that Logan is developing feelings for you? Like a little crush, maybe?” he said.

    Sadie looked up at him with the kind of sweet, somewhat patronizing smile a wife directs towards her husband when he’s being a bit silly.

    “I knew you were jealous,” she said before the smile spread wider across her face. “I could totally tell. You probably thought you were doing a good job of hiding it, but I knew it.”

    “I’m not…well, yes, I felt a little jealous tonight,” Owen said. He’d considered denying it, but Sadie was spot on with her observation and there was no point.

    “I have to say, it’s actually pretty cute,” Sadie said. “The jealousy, I mean. And sweet, too.”

    Owen smiled sheepishly as Sadie straddled him. Her hips moved over his crotch and lust quickly filled his body.

    “You don’t have to worry, Owen,” she said. “You’re the man for me. It’s nice to spend time with someone else while we’re in lockdown, but you’re the one I really want.”

    Owen was hard by the time Sadie pressed her lips against his for a long, shockingly passionate kiss.

    He pulled her shirt off and Sadie reached back to unhook her bra, freeing her tits for Owen to fondle and suck on while her fingers made their way between his legs to unzip his pants and pull out his cock.

    “I want you,” Sadie said. “I need you.”

    She reached up under her skirt, pulled aside her panties, and worked Owen’s cock inside her.

    Owen’s first reaction at feeling the overwhelming wetness of his wife’s pussy was to assume that her desire for Logan had inspired it. He thought of the hug they’d shared at the end of the driveway. He thought of how intimate it had been. He wondered if it would have looked even more intimate were he close enough to truly study the hug.

    What surprised Owen was that none of it stemmed the tide of his desire. He was overwhelmed with lust for his wife and her pussy felt perfect as it clung tightly to his cock while Sadie rode him.

    They shared an intense, almost desperate kiss as she moaned into his mouth and bounced on his dick with surprising speed and force.

    Owen didn’t care if Sadie’s lust was inspired by Logan. Perhaps a little flirtation with the handsome man next door would be good for their marriage. After all, the first thing she’d done upon saying goodbye to Logan was climb on Owen’s cock and take it for a ride.

    Owen kissed and licked his wife’s breasts as she rode his cock. She held his head close to her chest and moaned. He knew she was close to cumming. He recognized the quality of the sounds coming from her. He knew an orgasm was right around the corner for his beautiful wife.

    Owen grabbed her ass and helped her ride him harder. He helped them both barrel towards their climaxes.

    “Cum inside me,” Sadie said breathlessly.

    They kissed again as her moans grew louder and more insistent. The moment Owen sensed his wife’s climax was imminent he stopped holding back. He let the pleasure flow through him and explode into her.

    They came together as Sadie held his head in her hands and a smile crossed her face.

    “That was really good,” she said.

    Owen kissed his wife. “It was.”

    She stayed in his lap with his hard cock still pulsing inside her as Owen considered that his sex life might get better now that Logan had been welcomed into their isolation cell.

  
    She’s Celebrating Your Anniversary with Him

    A married couple’s wedding anniversary is a sacred day and it should be celebrated as such. It’s the day you took a great leap of faith and promised to spend the rest of your lives together, for better or for worse. In your case, it turned out that, from your wife’s perspective at least, your sex life was going to take a turn for the worse.

    It was good at the start. It was never great, but she figured it would get better. She figured you’d learn as any person should be able to learn to get better at just about anything. She was in love and hopeful, though, which blinded her to the reality that you didn’t stand a chance at getting better.

    She was frustrated and sometimes downright angry, but eventually she realized that it wasn’t your fault. You tried to get better. You just couldn’t. You have certain shortcomings that prevent you from truly meeting her needs.

    Your wife found a solution, though. A few months after your fifth anniversary she informed you that she’d be taking a lover. She wasn’t going to divorce you and she’d still allow you to have sex with her from time to time, but she was going to bring a new man into your marriage and he would be the one to satisfy her sexual needs.

    Now your sixth anniversary is coming up. Your wife and her bull have been together for just over eight months and she’s made it perfectly clear that she’s never been happier. She has a wonderful husband and a wonderful lover and she gets everything she wants.

    Over the past eight months your access to her body has slowed. She used to let you have sex with her once a week. Now it’s once a month and you’re fairly certain that number will continue to dwindle.

    “I was thinking of planning a trip for our anniversary,” you said a few weeks before that sacred date. “I’ve been looking at rental houses on the coast. There are some really beautiful options.”

    Your wife smiled and said, “I’m afraid I already have plans for our anniversary.”

    Most women – especially those that are happily married – don’t utter that particular phrase. Most married men don’t hear that phrase, which is why you were so surprised. “Plans? What plans?”

    Your wife reached out and took your hand. “I’ll be celebrating our anniversary with my bull,” she said.

    “But it’s our anniversary,” you replied.

    She squeezed your hand and her smile transformed into something infused with a touch of lust. “I know,” she said. “Which is why I’ll be celebrating it with him. I think you’d agree that our marriage has changed significantly since I began cuckolding you. I think you’d also agree that I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

    You nodded. Both things were undeniably true.

    “My bull is the reason for that, honey, and I think it’s fitting that I celebrate our wedding anniversary with him. I think it might be helpful for you, to be honest,” she said.

    “Helpful? How?” you asked.

    “Our marriage is going to continue to change,” your wife explained. “My bull is going to become a bigger part of my life, of our lives. Spending our anniversary with him is my way of showing him how important he is to me, and it’s a good way of showing you the same thing.”

    “But…but I’m your husband,” you protested, albeit weakly.

    Your wife offered a sweet smile that seemed meant to comfort you, though it did very little to quell your rising anxiety. “That’s true,” she said. “And you’ll always be my husband. But you’re also my cuckold and my secondary sexual partner. My bull is my primary sexual partner and I’m sure you’ve noticed that I’m spending more and more time with him outside of the bedroom.”

    “Am I going to lose you?” you ask.

    Your wife leaned over and kissed your cheek. “Never,” she whispered. “You just don’t get to have me in the same way you used to. That’s all. I’m not yours and yours alone anymore. Now I’m his and yours.”

    “So…what are you doing for our anniversary?” you asked.

    “My bull is taking me out for a romantic dinner and then we’ll come back here and spend the night in our marital bed. I’ll put on my bridal lingerie and he’ll spend the night making love to me. It will be our first night having unprotected sex, too,” she explained.

    Your head was spinning. It felt like your life was quickly spinning out of control. Of course, your cock was hard as a rock.

    “I know this is a little scary,” she said. “Why don’t I give you a handjob to help relieve some of the tension you’re feeling?”

    She didn’t give you a chance to answer. Instead, she freed your cock, wrapped her fingers around it, and kissed your neck as she jerked you off. The anxiety melted away as pleasure enveloped your body. An orgasm wouldn’t be far behind.

  
    She’s Not Using Condoms Anymore

    What if she uttered those words to you? What if she defiantly told you she had no plans on using condoms with her boyfriend anymore? Would you feel the thrill first? Would your dick be hard as a rock at the idea that your wife might choose to let another man get her pregnant? Would the sense of cuckold humiliation go through the roof as you considered the notion that she would prefer another man’s seed take hold in her womb? Would it simply be that the risk you’d be taking would be so thrilling as to guide you to that place of intense, insane lust that makes cuckolding so thrilling?

    I’ve always thought that pregnancy risk play is something better left to fantasy, but that decision is up to each couple to consider. It’s not something to do on a whim, certainly, but I can see the merit in the argument that letting a superior man inseminate the wife isn’t the worst choice for the long term health of the baby.

    Still, I’m sure for most cuckolds this is pure fantasy. It’s a whopper of a fantasy though, isn’t it? At least for those of you that indulge in it.

    This is likely to happen after she’s been with him for a while. They’ve developed a deep sense of trust and she probably has feelings for him. Why else would she feel comfortable letting him get her pregnant, after all.

    Let’s imagine your wife is in a relationship like that. She’s enamored with him. They have great sex. They go on dates. He spends the night in your bed from time to time and she sleeps at his place from time to time. They’re a couple in many ways, though of course you’re still her husband and she still tends to your needs. You long ago established that she’d use protection of some kind to guard against pregnancy, but now she’s not interested in that.

    She’s told you she won’t be using condoms with him anymore. She’s told you that she’s gone off the pill. She’s told you that she could get pregnant at anytime. Now when she has sex with him, it’s so much hotter for you.

    Picture yourself in the bedroom. You’re on your knees (or in a chair, if you prefer) at the foot of the bed. Your wife is on her back. She’s in a pair of stockings and a garter belt but is otherwise naked. Her boyfriend is on top of her. They’re fooling around. Their foreplay is lustier than ever because they both know that things have changed. They both know that the moment he slides into her pussy, it’s going to be different.

    You know it too. You know that the moment he enters your wife, it’s possible he’s going to get her pregnant. Even a little bit of precum could do it. You also know he’s going to cum inside her. He’s going to flood her womb with the load he’s spent a week building up. She’s already given him head. You’ve already eaten her pussy to prepare her for him. They’re both hot for what’s about to happen.

    Your wife reaches down and takes his cock in her hand. She guides the head to her pussy lips. They part and he slides into her. They both groan as he slowly fills her pussy. There’s no barrier between them. The condoms have been tossed in the trash. So has her birth control. There’s nothing stopping him from impregnating your wife.

    His cock bottoms out in her pussy. She runs her fingers down his back and grabs his ass as her legs part just a little wider to give him full access. They kiss as he slowly fucks your wife. You watch her body open for him over and over. She’s soaking wet and you can hear it. You can hear him moving in and out of her pussy.

    He thrusts a little faster. They kiss as she moves her hands all over his back and ass. She urges him to fuck her harder. She urges him to enjoy her warm, wet pussy. She takes pleasure in having his bare cock inside her.

    You can’t help but enjoy the show. You can’t get but get off on the sight of another man’s bare cock sliding into your wife’s fertile pussy. You know she wants him to get her pregnant. You know she wants more than the risk. She wants his baby growing inside her.

    The more you watch, the more you want it. You want him to get your wife pregnant. You can’t help but think that she deserves to have a superior man’s seed growing inside her. She deserves the absolute best. You want to see her belly grow with his seed. You want to see her breasts swell up. You want to see her desire for him grow along with her belly. You know she’ll want him even more often once he gets her pregnant. You know he’ll spend more nights in your bed. You know she’ll grow closer to him. You can’t help but crave it as you watch them fuck. You know it’s insane, but you want it. You desire it.

    “Cum inside me,” she says as their orgasms approach. “Please, cum inside me. Cum in my pussy.”

    He fucks her harder. She’s not just asking him to cum inside her. She’s asking him to fill her womb with his seed. She’s asking him to give her a baby.

    “Cum in my pussy,” she says again. “Give me your cum. Give me your cum and get me pregnant. Give me a baby!”

    You cum as her words bounce around your brain. Your semen hits the bedroom floor and collects in a puddle. He cums in your wife. His semen collects in her womb. It rushes towards her ovaries. It seeks to get her pregnant while yours will be wiped up with toilet paper and tossed in the trash.

    That turns you on though, doesn’t it?

  